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A MATTER OF OPlNION Horace Coker, of the Fifth, thinks it’s high time Harry Wharton and Co., of the Lower Fourth at Greyfriars, were put in their proper place!  On the other hand, Harry Wharton & Co.  decide it is time that they put the mighty Horace in his proper place!  And these opinions lead to strife— for Coker!”A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyfriars. 





                 THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

         
                          The Tempter! 

“UP against it?” 
  Billy Bunter grinned as he asked that question. 
  He blinked in at the doorway of Study No. 1, in the Greyfriars Remove , through his big spectacles, and seemed entertained. 
  There were five juniors in the study, and, judging by their proceedings, they were certainly “up against it” financially. 
  Harry Wharton had laid a three penny on the study table. Frank Nugent had added thereto an equal sum in coppers. Bob (had contributed a half-penny.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was shaking his dusky head dolorusly, and Johnny Bull was going through all his pockets. one after another, apparently in search of some coin that might have been overlooked. And the search was not successful. 
The Famous Five did not heed Bunter. Much more important things than William George Bunter occupied their m inds. 
  “That’s the lot!” said Harry Wharton ruefully 
   “The lotfulness is not terrific.” remarked Hurree Singh. 
  “I say, you fellows—” began Bunter. 
  “Shut up, old fat bean!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “I say—!”  
  “Cheese it!” 
  Johnny Bull finished the search of his pockets. 
  “Nix !” he said laconically. 
  “Can’t be helped.” said Wharton. “It’s tea in hall to-day, unless we can plant ourselves out along the passage.!” 
  “I say, Wharton—” 
  “Perhaps Bunter’s come to ask us to tea!” remarked Johnny Bull with deep sarcasm 
  “The perhapsfulness is terrific.” 
  “Right on the nail!” said Bunter. “That’s exactly what I’ve come for, you fellows.” 
  “The Famous Five gave Bunter their attention at last. In the circumstances, the fat junior was, for once, worthy of the attention of the heroes of the Remove. 
  “Toddy sent you?” asked Bob Cherry. “Good old Toddy! If Toddy’s standing a spread in Study No. 7, you chaps, we’ll go. Never shall it be said that this Co. turned down a. study spread.” 
  Hear, hear!” 
  “The faces of the Famous Five brightened considerably. Tea in Hall was a last resource in hard times—a very last resource. A study spread was ever so much more attractive. 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “You needn’t say any more, old fat man.  We’ll come !” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “It’s jolly decent of Toddy.” said Nugent. 
  Bunter snorted. 
  “It isn’t Toddy.” he said. “There’s nothing doing in Study No. 7.” 
  “Then who sent you?” asked Bob. 
  “Nobody!” 
  “What?” exclaimed the chums of the Remove with one voice. 
  “I'm asking you to tea!”
  “You!”
  “Little me!” said Bunter. 
  “You —you —you!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  As the Famous Five were severely up against it, and the combined funds of the Co. amounted only to the moderate sum of sixpence-halfpenny, they might have been expected to accept Bunter’s offer with gratitude. The prospect of tea in the study was gone from the gaze like a beautiful dream, owing to the financial shortage, and they might have been expected to smile sweetly on the Owl of the Remove, and to render their best thanks. 
  But they didn’t. 
  They glared at him.
  “You frabjous ass!” exclaimed Johnny Bull “Is this a time to be funny, you born idiot?” 
  “Oh, really, Bull——”
  “Roll away before I roll you!” snapped Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Scat!”
  But William George Bunter did not scat. 
  “I say, you fellows, I mean it!” he asserted. “I’m asking you to a spread. A top-hole spread. Honest Injun !” 
  “Gammon!” 
  “Rats!” 
  Obviously there were five doubting Thomases in Study No 1. 
  “Has your postal-order come at last?” inquired Johnny Bull, still in a sarcastic vein. 
  “Nunno! I’m expecting it by every post.” said Bunter. “But, as a matter of fact, it hasn’t come. But I’m asking you to a spread. What do you think of a six pound cake——” 
  “Eh ?” 
  “Three kinds of jam——” 
  “Preserves, jellies, cream-puffs, ham, and tongue — !”
  “I shall slay that fat jabberwock, if he makes my mouth water like this!” groaned Bob Cherry. 
  “Of course, I thought of my old pals at once.” said Bunter, blinking at them. “I shouldn’t care for the feed without my old friends round me. You’re up against it, and I’m offering you a stunning spread.  Friends in need, you know.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stared at Bunter. 
  It was not uncommon for Bunter to ask fellows to a feed. If the invitation was accepted, it was generally followed by a request for a temporary loan. To accept an invitation from Bunter was to stand a feed for oneself—and Bunter! 
  So Bunter’s kind invitations were not much sought after in the Greyfriars Remove. 
  “Look here, you fat duffer,” said the captain of the Remove, “what’s this game? We’re all stony, so what’s the good of you asking us to a spread?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  I mean it!” hooted Bunter. “I want my friends round me, and you’re my pals, ain’t you?” 
  “Well, I never knew it before,” said Harry. “But I dare say we could manage to be pally for the occasion. But where’s the spread?” 
  “That’s what I’m coming to.” said Bunter. “You fellows can handle Coker——” 
  “Coker of the Fifth ?” 
  “Yes, If he cuts up rusty, you can handle him all right. Coker’s a beast, isn’t he?” said Bunter argumentatively. “He’s always butting in. He kicked me yesterday. He says that the Remove are all cheeky fags. Well, you fellows wouldn’t mind handling Coker if he gave any trouble?” 
  “Not at all.” said Bob. “But what on earth has Coker of the Fifth got to do with it?” 
  Bunter coughed, 
  “Well, you see—” 
  “We don’t see at present.” 
  “The—the spread—” 
  “Well ?” 
  “It’s in Coker’s study in the Fifth!” 
  “What?” 
  “Coker’s gone out with Potter and Greene. He won’t even know who bagged it, very likely. But if he finds out and cuts up rusty, you fellows can handle him. See ! Safe a houses!” 
  “My only hat!” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “You—you fat villain!” roared Bob Cherry. “Are you asking us to join in a grub raid on the Fifth!” 
  “Well, Coker’s a beast, ain’t he?” demanded Bunter. “Isn’t he always meddling and making an ass of himself? He’s cheeky! One good turn deserves another, you know. He kicked me. Well, I confiscate his feed. The prefects confiscate feeds sometimes. Well, then, we punish Coker of the Fifth for—for his cheek, you know, by confiscating his feed. See? I can tell you it’s a ripping feed—I saw Coker doing the shopping. A six-pound cake —” 
  “You fat villain’ 
  “Three kinds of jam—” said Bunter temptingly. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another. 
  On that keen December day they were hungry. Tea in Hall was not attractive; neither was it yet time for tea in Hall. Coker of the Fifth, undoubtedly, had many unpleasant manners and customs, and he was generally at war with the heroes of the Remove. Coker prided himself on having what he called a short way with fags. Ragging Coker was what the Removites regarded as a harmless and necessary entertainment. But— ”
  It was a temptation. 
  But, greatly to the credit of the Remove fellows, they resisted the temptation. 
  “It would serve Coker right.” said Bob Cherry, musingly. “He’s cheeky.  He’s a swanking ass.  But——” 
  “Preserves and jellies—” urged Bunter. 
  “But—” said Nugent. 
  “Ham and tongue—”
  “We haven’t come down to grub raids yet.” said Harry Wharton, shaking his head. “If Coker had got our rag out—but he hasn’t.” 
  “If he’d done anything lately to be punished for!” sighed Bob Cherry. “But I suppose we can’t very well punish a chap in advance for what he may do next week?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “He’s kicked me!” roared Bunter.
  “That isn’t a fault—that’s a merit.” said Bob. 
  “Why, you beast—”
  “Can’t be done!” said Harry Wharton, nobly putting the temptation aside. “It would serve Coker right— but we can’t raid grub like Bunter.” 
  “No fear!” 
  “I say, you fellows, don’t be silly asses!” urged Bunter. “Look here, you fellows, back me up in this, and I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll take you all home with me to Bunter Court. for the Christmas holidays. There !“ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” said Bob Cherry, looking round. “It’s settled that we don’t raid Coker’s grub. There’s a limit—which is lucky for Coker, and unlucky for us. Bunter can take his giddy invitation along to some outsiders like Skinner or Snoop, or Fishy —” 
  “They’d funk it!” said Bunter. “I’d have asked them first, but for that 
—I—I—I mean I—I wanted you to come, because you’re my old pals —” 
  “Bunter’s a fat toad to think of it.” went on Bob. “We turn down Bunter’s invitation, and I think we’re called upon to show Bunter what we think of him for supposmg for a single moment that this Co. would join him in a grub raid. Every fellow who thinks that Bunter ought to be kicked will signify the same in the usual manner.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows—yarooooh!” 
  Billy Bunter turned to flee as the Famous Five made an advance all along the line, as it were, 
  He turned, as it happened, just at the right moment. 
  Five boots were planted on Bunter’s tight trousers, and the yell that came from William George Bunter rang from end to end of the Remove passage. 
  “Yoooop!” 
  Bump! 
  Bunter rolled in the passage.. And Harry Wharton & Co., chuckling, left him rolling and went down to the quad to punt a footer about till the bell should ring for tea in Hall. 

                     THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                               Just Like Coker! 
“CHEEK!” 
  Coker of the Fifth frowned as he made that remark. 
  Coker looked indignant. 
  Potter and Greene of the Fifth, who were strolling in the quad with Horace Coker, glanced round carelessly to observe the “cheek” that had moved the ire of the great Coker. 
  They were not very keenly interested, as a matter of fact.  Coker of the Fifth was a fellow with a very strong sense of duty, as he regarded it. Other fellows regarded him as a meddlesome ass. Certainty Coker “butted” into matters that did not concern him, urged on by his sense of duty, or his asinine meddlesomeness, whichever it was. He did so often, and when he did so he expected the support of his chums. He had, as he often stated, a short way with fags. Fags did not like or appreciate Coker’s short way with them, and some of them——specially the Famous Five of the Remove—had developed a short way with Coker! Hence much trouble. 
  So as Horace Coker, in indignant tones, ejaculated “Cheek,” Potter and Greene only supposed that it was some more of Cokor’s “rot”. They did not say so, of course. Coker was far from suspecting that his bosom pals regarded his ideas as all rot. Potter and Greene would not have told him so for worlds. They liked old Coker. And they had been with him when he did his shopping that afternoon. There was a feast of the gods coming along in the study in the Fifth Form passage. Obviously, it was no time to tell Horace Coker what they really thought of him. 
  Looking round as they strolled under the leafless elms, Potter and Greene failed to see what had caused Coker’s indignant ejaculation. 
  Something, evidently, had come between the wind and his nobility, so to speak. But they could not see what it was. 
  Wingate of the Sixth was walking with Gwynne on the path under the elms; but that, they supposed, could not be considered cheeky, even by Coker. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were playing leap-frog over by the cloisters—but that was not cheeky; unless it was cheek on the part of mere juniors to exist at all. Hobson and Hoskins of the Shell were having a little argument under the library window; but Shell fellows had a right to argue as much as they liked, even when Horace Coker of the Fifth was taking his walks abroad. Five or six Remove fellows were punting a footer about near the House; but they were nowhere near Coker. 
  So Potter and Greene waited for Coker to explain; not because they were interested in his views, but because they could not help it. A fellow could not chum with Coker without taking Coker’s chin-wag along with him; in such matters Horace had to be given his head. 
  “Cheek!” repeated Coker emphatically. “What is Greyfriars coming to, you chaps?” 
  “The Christmas holidays!” suggested Potter. 
  “What?” 
  “We’re coming to the Christmas holidays pretty soon.” said Potter, with great gravity. And Greene turned away his face to smile. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter!” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Look at those Remove fags!” 
  Potter and Greene looked. Harry Wharton & Co. seemed to he rather enjoying themselves with the footer in the keen, cold air. Their faces were pink with the exercise and the keen wind, and their voices rang out merrily. Potter and Greene looked at them with indifference; Coker with lofty condemnation. 
  “Punting a footer in the quad!” said Coker. “Close under the House windows, too! Against all the rules!” 
  “Dear me!” said Potter. 
  “A fellow coming along might get that footer buzzed right in his chivvy.” said Coker. “It happened to me once, in fact. I don’t like accidents of that sort.”
  Potter and Greene smiled. They wondered whether it had been an accident on the occasion to which Horace Coker referred. 
  “It’s not a laughing matter!” said Coker sternly. 
  “Oh! No! Certainly not.” agreed Potter. “Awful nerve, in fact. These Remove kids are—hem—cheeky!”
  “Wingate of the Sixth could see them, if he took the trouble to look round.” went on Coker. “He’s head prefect, and he’s taking no notice. Letting them rip, you know!” Coker sniffed. 
  “Perhaps he doesn’t think it matters!” suggested Greene. “So long as they do no damage, you know.” 
  Snort from Coker. 
  “Well, I’m not letting them rip.” hp said. “It’s a prefects duty to drop on them, and confiscate that football till the end of the term.” 
  “But you’re not a prefect, old chap.” 
  “I’m quite aware, Greene, that the Head refuses to appoint prefects from the Fifth Form.” said Coker. “I’m not responsible for Mr. Locke’s failure to do the sensible thing.” 
  “ Oh!” 
  “I’m going to stop those cheeky fags.” said Coker calmly. “I cant allow the rules of the school to be flagrantly disregarded in this way. It’s up to me to keep order.” 
  “Oh, dear!” murmured Potter.
  “It was Coker’s great characteristic again—his strong sense of duty, or his asinine meddlesomeness. Once more the great Horace was going to hunt for trouble. 
  “Oh, let them alone.” said Greene. “What do they matter anyhow ?” 
  “I’m surprised at you, William Greene. Those fags do not matter at all; but principle matters a lot. It’s the principle of the thing: Look at Wingate—going into the House now, and taking no notice of them all.” 
  “Let’s do the same.” 
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Greene. Come along—I’m going to put a stop to this.” 
  And Coker started towards the cheeky Removites, his long legs taking great strides, his lofty brow wearing a frown of majestic wrath. 
  Potter and Greene exchanged a glance. 
  They did not follow Coker. 
  Coker was counting on their support as a matter of course. But Potter and Greene were not looking for a shindy with a mob of fags. As Coker strode away towards the happy Removites, Potter and Greene walked off quickly in the opposite direction. If Horace wanted a shindy with the Remove, he could have it—all to himself. Potter and Greene were not taking any. 
  “Stop that !” shouted Coker, as he arrived on the scene. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stopped punting the footer, in sheer amazement. They stared blankly at Coker. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Did you speak to us, old bean ?” 
“Stop that at once,” rapped out Coker. 
  “Stop what?” asked Wharton. 
  “Punting that footer in the quad. It’s against the rules and you know it.” said Coker, frowning. 
  “My only hat!”
  “You cheeky chump!” roared Johnny Bull. “Can’t you mind your own business, Coker?” 
  That, unfortunately, was exactly what Coker of the Fifth couldn’t do. At all events, he never did. 
  He raised a commanding hand. 
  “Stop it at once. Give me that footer.” 
  “Give you our footer!” repeated Harry Wharton, almost dazedly.  Coker of the Fifth was always a high-handed fellow, and the heroes of the Remove knew all about his short way with fags. But, really it seemed rather too rich, even for Horace Coker, 
  “Yes, at once.” 
  “You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Frank Nugent indignantly. “Do you think you re a prefect?” 
  “Silence!” rapped out Coker. 
  “Bump him!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “HoId on.” said Bob, with a glimmer in his eyes. “Let’s give him the footer. He’s asked for it.” 
  Bob stepped to the football which lay on the ground near him. Coker smiled. Perhaps he had not expected his lofty commands to be obeyed so readily, especially by so cheeky and independent a young gentleman as Robert Cherry. And he wondered why the other cheeky fags were grinning. He soon learned. 
  Bob Cherry did not pick up the football and hand it humbly to Coker, as 
the great man of the Fifth expected. 
  What happened was unexpected—by Goker. 
  Bob’s foot suddenly shot out, and the ball flew from his toe. If that rapid kick had been taken at goal, Bob would have scored. It really was a good shot. 
  Crash ! 
  “Yooooop!” roared Coker, taken entirely by surprise as the muddy footer squashed his nose. 
  “Goal!” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bump!
  Coker of the Fifth sat down with a heavy concussion. And the chums of the Remove, with a roar of laughter, chased after the ball, and left Coker sitting. 
                                    — O—
                    THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                             Unexpected! 
“HA, ha, ha!”
  “On the ball!” 
  Coker sat and spluttered. 
  His face was smothered with mud, and his nose—a prominent feature —felt as if it had been pushed through the back of his head. A hefty kick, at short range, was no light matter; Horace Coker had received a severe jolt. He sat and spluttered for several minutes; scarcely able to believe that this thing had happened—that it could have happened. When Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, was floored by a mob of cheeky fags, it was time for the skies to fall. But the skies remained where they were, unmoved; it was Horace Coker who had fallen, and great was the fall thereof. 
  “M-m-my hat !” gasped Coker. 
  He struggled to his feet at last, gasping for breath, and dabbing mud from his features. At a little distance, Harry Wharton & Co. were punting the footer just as if Coker had never ordered them to stop—just as if Coker didn’t exist, in fact. They seemed to suppose that they had finished with Coker. 
  But they hadn’t. Coker was a sticker, especially when his sense of duty was going strong. He cast a glance round for Potter and Greene, only to discover that his faithless chums had vanished from view. But Coker did not care for odds. He had no doubt that he could deal with these unruly fags. Many painful experiences had failed to convince Coker to the contrary. 
  He rushed after the juniors. 
  “Stop that at once !” he roared. “You hear me?” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that that cheeky kid again?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  “Run away, Coker !” 
  “Go home!” 
  Coker did not go home. He charged right into the merry crowd of juniors, sprawled over the ball and grasped it. He jammed that football firmly under his arm, heedless of the mud that was transferred from it to his coat. And he stood prepared to defend the prize. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round him. 
  “You silly fathead!” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “Give us our ball.” 
  “Hand it over, you ass.” 
  “My esteemed fatheaded Coker—” 
  “Cut off !” said Coker loftily. “I’ve stopped you!” This ball is confiscated till the end of the term.” 

 
 “What?” 
  “Kik-kik-confiscated!” stuttered Bob Cherry. 
  “Exactly! Now cut off !” said Coker. 
  The Famous Five stared at him. That Coker— even Coker—should take it upon himself to confiscate a footer, just as if he were a master in the school, came as a surprise to them. They had supposed that there was a limit, even for Coker. Apparently there wasn’t. 
  “Scrag him!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Roll him over!” hooted Bob Cherry.
  “The scragfulness is the proper caper.” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Collar the cheeky rotter altogetherfully.” 
  “Come on!” 
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. He waved his excited comrades back. 
  “What the thump!” exclaimed Bob wrathfully. “What do you mean? Are we going to let that cheeky Fifth Form cad bag our footer?” 
  “Yes.”
  “Wha-a-a-at?” stuttered the Co. in an astonished chorus. 
  Harry Wharton smiled and closed one eye at his astonished and enraged comrades. 
  “Leave this to me.” he said. 
  “Look here—”
  “Order! Leave it to me, I tell you.” said the captain of the Remove. 
  His chums understood that something was “on,” though they could not guess what it was. The captain of the Remove was about the last fellow at Greyfriars to put up with highhanded interference from a Fifth Form man. Yet apparently he intended to take this “lying down.” However, the Co. were accustomed to following Wharton’s lead, and they could guess that he had some object in view. 
  Wharton turned to Coker of the Fifth, who was grinning victoriously. Coker’s short way with fags seemed to be turning out successfully for once. 
  “Let’s have this plain, Coker,” said the captain of the Remove. “You’ve bagged our football.” 
  “Confiscated it.” said Coker loftily. 
  “Just as if you were a prefect, or a master.” 
  “Just!” said Coker coolly. 
  “You’re keeping that footer?” 
  “He’s jolly well not!” bawled Bob Cherry. 
  “Shut up, old chap! You’re keeping that footer, Coker?” 
  Coker nodded serenely. 
  “I’m keeping it till the end of the term.” he said. “It’s a lesson to you fags to keep the rules and to obey orders when they’re given to you by a senior.” 
  “Who are you to give orders?” shrieked Nugent. 
  “I’m not arguing with fags,” said Coker contemptuously. “I’m confiscating this footer. That’s all.” 
  “We only want to know, you know.” said Harry Wharton, with a meekness that might well have astonished any fellow that knew him. “You’ve confiscated our footer, Coker?” 
  “Yes!”
  “You won’t give it back to us?” 
  “No!”
  “Then that’s that!” said Wharton. “It can’t be helped, you fellows.” 
  “Can’t be helped!” yelled Bob Cherry. “What the merry thump do you mean? I suppose we can scrag Coker and take it off him, can’t we?” 
  “Certainly not!” 
  “Not !“ gasped Bob. 
  “I’m surprised at you, Cherry!” said the captain of the Remove severely. “Don’t you understand that it’s Coker —Coker of the Fifth?  Coker has confiscated our football.  It isn’t for us to object.” 
  “Mad?” asked Bob blankly. 
  “Jolly sensible kid, I think,” said Coker approvingly. “I’m glad to see that you’re learning to toe the line, Wharton. I’ve taken a lot of trouble to teach you Remove kids manners. I’m glad you’re learning.”
  “It’s awfully good of you, Coker.” said Wharton meekly. 
  Coker give hm a suspicious look.  This meekness on the part of the captain of the remove was so very novel that it really seemed too good to be true. Certainly it was right and proper for a Lower Fourth fellow to regard Coker with awe and treat him with slavish respect.  It was right and proper; but it had never happened before. 
  But there it was—it was happening now. The captured footer reposed under Cokor’s arm, and the captain of the Remove clearly meant to leave him in peaceful possession of it. It was a great victory, all the more gratifying because it was rather unexpected.  Coker of the Fifth almost gloated. 
  “Well, that’s all!” said Coker. 
  “Thank you!” said Wharton still meekly. 
  Coker turned to stride away. Four members of the famous Co. made a movement at once.  Wharton waved them back. 
  Horace Coker departed in peace, the captured football under his arm and a cheery grin on his muddy face. 
  He looked for Potter and Greene. 
  They would be surprised, he know that, when they learned how successful he had been. He was rather anxious to see the look on their faces when he showed them the captured ball 
  He was some little time finding Potter and Greene. Those two youths had placed a considerable distance between themselves and the shindy, resolved to let the great Coker have that entertainment all to himself. But he ran them down at last in the gym. 
  “You fellows didn’t back me up!” said Coker, eyeing them severely. 
  “Hem!   You see—” murmured Greene. 
  “We knew you wouldn’t want any help in handling a gang of fags.” said Potter blandly. 
  “Quite so!” said Coker. “As it happens, I didn’t.  I’m bringing those cheeky young scoundrels to heel. I’ve a short way with fags.” 
  Potter stared at the football. 
  “What’, that?” he asked. 
  “1 told you, I think, that I was going to stop their disorderly game and confiscate the football.” said Coker calmly. 
  “You—you did! But——” 
  “Well, here’s the football.” said Coker carelessly. “I fancy I know how to deal with fags. I fancy I’m the only senior at Greyfriars that can really handle the Remove.  I’ve got them into pretty good order now; they’d feed out of my hand.” 
  Potter gasped. 
  “They—they— they really let you take their footer?” he stuttered. 
  “They didn’t let me; I took it!”
  “ Oh, my hat!” 
  “ Confiscated it.” said Coker loftily. “I shall let them have it back at the end of the term, of course. That is, if they behave themselves and ask for it civilly, of course.  I shan’t stand any cheek.” 
  “But I don’t catch on.” said the astonished Potter. “Is it a jape?” 
  “They must have been pulling your leg somehow!”  
  “Don’t be an idiot, George Potter, if you can help it !“ said Coker crushingly. “I’ve confiscated the football— and here it is!  Facts speak for themselves, I suppose?” 
  There was no doubt about that. There was the football—confiscated! The Remove fellows, evidently, had obeyed the lofty Coker’s commands, just as they might have obeyed Mr. Quelch, their Form master. It was amazing—but there it was! Coker’s short way with fags had been successful —Coker’s majestic authority had been recognised and acknowledged by the very last fellows who might have been expected to recognise and acknowledge it. And Potter and Greene could only wonder what it meant. 
  Coker did not wonder. 
  Like Caesar of old, he had come, and seen, and conquered. Cheeky fags had realised that he was a fellow to be obeyed.  That was all there was about 
it.  Coker did not see anything to wonder at. 
                                       — 
                  THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 


                         Sauce for the Gander! 

HARRY WHARTON smiled cheerily as Coker of the Fifth disappeared in the distance with the confiscated football, 
  His comrades did not smile. 
  They glared. 
  Harry Wharton was undisputed leader of the famous Co. But never had the Co. been so near to mutiny. 
  “You frabjous ass!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, when the Filth-Former was gone. “What do you mean?” 
  “Is it a jape? demanded Nugent. 
  The japefulness does not seem to me to be terrific.” said Hurree Jamset RamSingh. “Is the esteemed Wharton balmy in his excellent crumpet?” 
  “Let’s go after him and scrag him and get that footer back !” growled Johnny Bull.   “Are we going to let that swanking ass play at being a prefect “ 
  “Look here, Wharton, what’s the game?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “You don’t catch on?” he asked.
  “Blessed if I do!” grunted Bob Cherry. “You’ve knuckled under to Coker of the Fifth. The Remove will chip us for this.” 
  “We shall never hear the end of it if we let Coker keep that footer.” said Johnny Bull morosely. “Even Bunter and Fishy will jeer at us.” 
  “I’ll put it into words of one syllable, suited to your limited intellects.” said the captain of the Remove cheerily. “There’s no end of a spread in Coker’s study. You remember what Bunter told us—” 
  “What’s that got to do with it ?” 
  “Lots! We can’t go grub-raiding, like Bunter. It’s rather below the dignity of this Co. All the same, we’re stony, and we don’t want to take tea in Hall. One good turn deserves another, you see. Coker has confiscated our football. We are going to confiscate Coker’s spread.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “I—I see!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Time you did!” said Wharton politely.  “We’re not grub-raiders, like Bunter, I hope. Confiscation is a different matter. As the matter stands now, we’re morally justified in confiscating Coker’s grub.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Hear, hear!” chortled Bob. “One good turn deserves another.” 
  “What is saucy for the goose is also saucy for the gander!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Our esteemed and ludicrous captain is a great man.” 
  “Catch on now?” grinned the captain of the Remove. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  There was a roar of laughter.  Undoubtedly the chums of the Remove caught on now. To raid Coker’s spread in he style of Billy Bunter was quite impossible for the Famous Five—miles beneath the dignity of the leaders of the Remove.  To confiscate it, in return for the confiscation of the footer, was quite another matter. If Coker of the Fifth could assume the powers of confiscation, so could Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove. 
  “Glad you see the point at last.” yawned Wharton. “Coker can keep that old footer, if he likes. I dare say his spread is worth as much. I’ve an idea that it’s worth about twenty times as much!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Exchange is no robbery. If we get the benefit of the exchange, that’s Coker’s look-out. He asked for it. We didn’t!” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Come on!” added Wharton.  “May as well get busy. It’s close on teatime.” 
And the Famous Five, quite reconciled now to the loss of the old footer— hurried into the House. 
  What time Coker of the Fifth was astonishing Potter and Greene in the gym with the tale of his amazing success in dealing with cheeky fags. Harry Wharton & Co. got busy in Coker’s study in the Fifth Form passage. 
  Coker’s study cupboard was locked. Possibly Coker had noticed that Billy Bunter had been watching him shopping. If he had, no doubt he had considered it safer to lock up his good things. In ordinary circumstances, the chums of the Remove would not have dreamed of breaking the lock on any fellow’s cupboard. In the present circumstances, they did not hesitate for a moment. Grub raiding was one thing. Confiscation was another. Coker had started the confiscation, and he had no reason to complain if the merry Removites adopted it, and carried it on. What was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander. 
  Crash ! 
  The lock on the study cupboard was not particularly strong. Had it been very strong indeed, it would hardly have resisted the terrific swipes it received from Coker’s poker, wielded by Bob Cherry’s hefty hand. The lock went into small pieces. The cupboard door was also a little damaged. That could not be helped. It was Coker’s fault, for having locked up goods liable to confiscation. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Ripping!”
  The cupboard door was open, and the cupboard inside was fairly stacked with good things, Probably Coker had received a recent remittance from his affectionate Aunt Judy, or his almost equally affectionate Uncle Henry—perhaps from both, for certainly that stack of excellent provender must have run into pounds., 
  “Tip-top!” exclaimed Johnny Bull heartily. “I say, I’m rather glad Coker confiscated that footer.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “My hat! What a stack!” said Nugent. “Blessed if I think we can carry the lot!” 
  “Must !“ said Wharton. “Coker took all our football——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “We take all his grub in exchange. Exchange is no robbery.” 
  “Don’t leave a jolly old crumb.” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Coker never left us a crumb of the footer.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The raiders—or, rather, the confiscater’s— proceeded to load themselves. Cakes and jam tarts and cream-puffs, jellies and preserves, ham and tongue, all sorts of good things, were handed out of the cupboard. Every member of the Co. was fairly loaded when the whole stack had been transferred. 
  “This will mean a Form spread!” chortled Bob Cherry. “We’ll ask all the fellows,” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific !” 
  “Come on!” said Wharton. “We don’t want to meet Coker coming up. We’re rather too heavily laden for a scrap. I dare say Coker would cut up rusty, though we’re only following his example.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Leaving scarcely a crumb to mark the spot where that gorgeous spread had reposed in Coker’s cupboard, the Famous Five marched out of the study. They walked rather quickly down the Fifth Form passage. They did not want to run into any of the Fifth just then. 
  “Hallo, what’s this game?” Fitzgerald of the Fifth looked out of his study and stared at the laden Removites. 
  “Cut on, you chaps.” said Wharton hastily 
  “Here, stop!” shouted Fitzgerald. 
   “It’s all right.” explained Wharton, as his comrades hurried on.  It’s not a raid, Fitzgerald !” 
  “It looks jolly like it!” said the Fifth-Former. 
  “It’s a confiscation!”
  “Eh!” 
  “A game that Coker’s started.” explained Wharton. “He’s confiscated our football, just as if he was a prefect.  We’re confiscating his grub, just as if we were prefects. See? He doesn’t approve of Remove fellows punting a footer in the quad. We don’t approve of Fifth-Form men stuffing in their studies.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fitzgerald. 
  Wharton followed his comrades. 
  Hilton of the Fifth came into the passage just as the juniors were leaving it. He stared at them. 
  “Here! Stop! What — Yaroooh!” roared Hilton, as Bob Cherry smote him with a six-pound cake. 
  Hilton of the Fifth sat down quite suddenly, and the Famous Five hurried 
on. A minute later they were in the Remove passage.  The sight of the five juniors coming into the Remove quarters loaded with plunder, drew general attention upon them at once. 
  “Hallo! Been robbing the tuck-shop?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “I hear that you let Coker of the Fifth confiscate your footer,” sneered Skinner. 
  “Exactly!” said Wharton. 
  “You did!” yelled Bolsover major. 
  “Yes; and we’ve confiscated his grub in return. We couldn’t raid it without provocation. Coker supplied the provocation at the right moment.” explained the captain of the Remove. “Coker’s always the right man in the right place.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Tons of stuff !” chirruped Bob Cherry. “Roll up in your thousands. All are welcome !” 
  “I say, you fellows —”
  “Roll up, Bunter!  Enough even for you!”
  “Hurrah!“ 
  The plunder was borne into Study No. 1. It covered the study table when it was stacked there.  Coker of the Fifth, who was a lavish fellow, had done himself uncommonly well, when he had laid in that tremendous spread. 
  Obviously, Aunt Judith must have shelled out very generously. Quite unaware of the fact, Aunt Judith had the distinction of standing a handsome spread to the Remove. Fellows rolled up on all sides, 
  The Bounder and Squiff and Tom Brown, Peter Todd and Hazeldene and Billy Bunter, found room in Study No.1 with the Famous Five. Bolsover major and Skinner and Snoop occupied the doorway. Outside, in the passage, there was an overflow meeting. Stott and Wibley and Micky Desmond. Fisher T. Fish and Mark Linley and Newland and Penfold; in fact, almost all the Remove, rolled up to share in the plenitude of good things. 
  The Famous Five handed them round generously. They could afford to be generous. There was no doubt that that spread, tremendous as it was, had been obtained on very cheap terns. The old footer, now in Coker’s possession, was a mere song in comparison. 
  The spread was very soon going strong. And it was accompanied by chuckles and chortles., The fact that the spread was stood—unconsciously and unintentionally—by Coker of the Fifth—seemed to add to the enjoyment of the Removites. And there were loud cheers and laughter when Bob Cherry proposed the health of  ‘the founder of the feast—Coker of the Fifth.’ And the health was drunk with enthusiasm in Coker’s ginger-beer. 

                  THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                           Not a Success! 

HORACE COKER walked up the Fifth-Form passage, with his nose rather in the air. It was not a very handsome nose, in its most palmy state; and since a footer had crashed on it, it looked less handsome than ever. But Coker held it well in the air.  Coker was very pleased with himself, and the elevation of his rugged nose showed the fact. Coker was always lofty; now he was loftier than ever. He had reason for it. Even prefects of the Sixth Form were not always successful in keeping the Remove in order. Coker had been successful. Coker had said “Do this!” and they had done it. Coker, in his own estimation at least, was a great man. He had told Potter and Greene that he would stop those cheeky fags punting a footer in the quad, and confiscate the offending footer. He had kept his word. Coker, like the classic gentleman of old, was in a mood to strike the stars with his sublime head. 
Potter and Greene followed him to his study. 
  They were surprised at Coker’s success; but they were not thinking about it as much as Coker was. 
  Another matter—which seemed to them more important—occupied their thoughts. 
That was the supply of good things in the study cupboard. There was to be a spread of unusual proportions in Coker’s study that afternoon—at all events, that was the arrangement. That the spread was already taking place, in quite another study, was as yet unknown to Coker & Co. 
  It was tea-time now, and Potter and Greene were thinking about the spread. They were willing to admit that Coker was a great man—that he had a masterly way with fags—anything, in fact, so long as the subject was dropped, and they got to the spread in the study. Coker, who was an ass in all other things, was no ass when it came to standing a spread. In that line Horace Coker excelled; on that one subject, Potter and Greene gave him their unstinted admiration.  Coker played cricket and football in a style calculated to make the angels weep. He talked too much; and he always talked rot. But at standing a study spread, Coker was the “goods,” so to speak. 
  “Ask some of the fellows, you men.” said Coker, stopping in the study doorway.  “No end of tuck, you know—let’s have a few men in.” 
  “Good !” said Potter heartily. 
  “Fitz, and Tomlinson, and Smith major.” said Coker. “Don’t ask Blundell —I can’t stand fools! I know we’re told to suffer fools gladly but there’s a limit, and Blundell’s the limit.” 
  “Is he?” ejaculated Potter. Blundell was captain of the Fifth, and generally considered anything but a fool. He was well up in his Form, he was a good footballer, and generally played in the First eleven. 
  “He is.” said Coker. “He’s refused me a place in the Form team. He told me I couldn’t play football.” 
  “Oh !” murmured Potter. 
  “Not that the Form team amounts to much.” added Coker. “You fellows play in it. Anybody would think from that, that Blundell was pretty easy to satisfy, wouldn’t they?” 
  “Would they?” gasped Greene. 
  “Yes. Crass ass, you know!” said Coker. “Leave him out—he makes me tired. Bring along Fitz and Tomlinson and Smith major.” “Right-ho “ 
  Potter went up the passage, and Greene down it, to gather the guests. Coker went into the study. 
  About a second later, there was a roar of wrath in Coker’s	 study. 
  Coker had spotted the state of his cupboard. 
  He strode across the room, and stood staring at it. He stared as if he could hardly believe his eyes. Indeed, he hardly could. 
  “By gum!” gasped Coker. 
  He was still staring at the cupboard, with fury gathering in his brow, when Potter and Greene came in with the three guests. 
  Coker turned round to them. 
  Anything up?” asked Tomlinson, quite startled by the expression on Coker face. 
  “Look!”
  Coker pointed to the cupboard. 
  The door of the cupboard, considerably damaged, swung wide open. And the cupboard itself was in the same state as that of the well-known Mrs. Hubbard’s. It was quite bare. 
  “Why—what—” ejaculated Greene. 
  “The—the—grub’s raided!” spluttered Coker. “Lock smashed—cupboard burst open. A regular burglary!”
  Fitzgerald grinned. He had had an inkling of what was in be expected in Coker’s study. But the other fellows looked serious. They had come there for a spread. Obviously, there was no spread to be anticipated now. That was a serious matter. 
  “Who on earth’s done that?” exclaimed Potter, in great wrath. 
  “Bunter, perhaps.” gasped Coker.  I remember the fat little beast watching me in the school shop  —” 
  “Bunter wouldn’t have the nerve.” 
  “I—I’ll smash him—l’ll spiflicate him —whoever it was!” gasped Coker. “My 
grub —all gone; my cupboard burgled— you fellows come with me—we’ve got to find out who did this.” 
  “I fancy Study No. 1 in the Remove could tell you.,” said Fitzgerald. “I seem to remember seeing Wharton and his gang in the passage a little while ago. I didn’t know you were asking ne to the spread, then, Coker, or—I—I mean—!” 
  “Wharton!” ejaculated Coker. “Oh no! It wasn’t that I’ve got that lot in order. Only half an hour ago I stopped them from ragging in the quad, and confiscated their football.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fitzgerald. 
  “What are you cackling at?” hooted Coker. “Here’s the football, you cackling ass—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Oh, shut up! Look here !”
  “They may have confiscated your grub in return for the giddy confiscation of the footer!” roared Fitzgerald. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass !” 
  “In fact. Wharton said something of the kind—” 
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Potter. I know there was something behind it. I—I say, this looks rather rotten, for tea.”
  “We’rc going to get the stuff back, of course.” hooted Coker. “Do you think I’m going to let Remove fags raid my study. Follow me!” 
  Coker strode away, red with wrath. This time his comrades followed him. Such a spread as Coker had laid in was not to be given up without a struggle. If there was still time to recover the good things Potter and Greene were prepared to back up Coker to any extent in their recovery. Tomlinson and Smith major and Fitzgerald followed on. As they had been asked to the spread, it became a personal matter, and they agreed that Remove fags could not be allowed to cheek the Fifth in this way. 
  Coker led his flock into the Remove passage. 
  There was a shout at once, from the merry feasters gathered round the table of Study No.  1. 
  “Cave !” 
  “Here comes Coker!” 
  “Ware the Fifth !” 
  “Back up, Remove!” 
  “You young rascals!”  roared Coker, rushing into the study. “You cheeky young scoundrels! Go for ‘em, you men —mop up the whole mob!” 
  “Back up, Remove!” 
  “Down with the Fifth!” 
  The feast stopped at once. The Remove fellows backed up as one man to resist the Fifth Form invasion. Never before had Study No. 1 been the scene of such a conflict. Coker & Co., rushing valiantly on, found themselves up against nearly all the Remove.  Skinner and Snoop and Fisher T. Fish found  pressing engagements elsewhere. But the rest of the Remove backed up as one man.  Of all the feasters, only one was still feasting—that was William George Bunter. While the battle raged in the Remove study, Billy Bunter was going strong with the grub, regardless. 
It was a terrific scrap. 

  
  Five hefty seniors were good for a good many juniors in a struggle.  But they were not quite good enough for the whole mob of the Remove. 
  Three or four juniors piled on to every member of the invading party, and the invaders found their hands more than full. 
  Coker, who never counted odds, rushed recklessly on, with a terrific rush that carried him right into the study. There Coker was up-ended, and three or four juniors sat on him. Billy Bunter glanced round for a second in alarm. But Coker had almost vanished under the breathless juniors sprawling over him and Bunter turned back to the spread. 
  Out in the passage, Potter was on his back, with Vernon-Smith sitting on his chest, and Squiff on his neck. Greene, backing up against the wall, defended himself heroically—but in vain. Tomlinson was rolling over in the grasp of many hands. Fitzgerald was rolled down the Remove staircase, and when he reached the lower landing, he decided to continue the homeward journey on his feet. Travelling on his neck was too painful. Smith major followed him down the stairs, with arms and legs wildly flying; and Smith major also decided that discretion was the better part of velour, and disappeared from the exciting scene. 
  “Keep off !” gasped Greene, as more punches than he could count rained on him from all sides. “I—I say, I’ll clear! Keep off! Let a chap pass!  Keep off, Cherry, you young ruffian 
  “Yaroooh !“ 
  Greene ‘went down. 
  “Roll him away !” roared Bob. 
  “Hear, hear !” 
  “The rollfullness is terrific.” 
  It really was terrific for William Greene of the Fifth. He hardly knew what was happening to him, before he reached the lower landing. He reached it, feeling as if he were in several pieces. Fortunately, on picking himself up, he found that he was still in one piece. He limped away, spluttering for breath.  Coker & Co. had woke up a hornet’s nest; and not for a dozen spreads would Greene have put his head into that hornet’s nest again. As he limped away, he heard a crash on the landing behind him. It was Potter following him down. 
  “Come back and have some more!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  But the Fifth Form men did not come back. Obviously they did not want any more. It was not good enough. 
  “Now for Coker!” chuckled Wharton. From Study No. 1 came sounds that resembled the roaring of the celebrated Bull of Bashan. Coker was making himself heard. He struggled wildly, but he struggled in vain under the juniors who pinned him to the floor of Study No. 1.  Coker, as usual, had not counted odds. But the odds were there, all the same, and they were too much for Coker. 
  “Lemme gerrup !” Coker was bellowing, as the Famous Five came back breathlessly into the study. “I’ll smash you! I’ll pulverise you! I’ll spiflicate you! Gerroff my head! Gerroff my Legs! Oh crumbs! Ow !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Dear old Coker!” said Bob Cherry. “What did you come for, Coker?” 
  “You young rascal, you know what I came for!” gasped Coker.  “You’ve got my grub —”
  “That’s confiscated.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You’ve got our football, you know.” chuckled Nugent. 
  “I—I—I— !” spluttered Coker. 
  “Still, we’ll let Coker have some of the grub.” said Bob Cherry. “Pass me that jam-pot !”
  “Keep off !” shrieked Coker. 
  Bob Cherry did not keep off.  He ladled out jam over Coker’s excited face amid yells of laughter from the Removites. Coker struggled and wriggled and roared. But Bolsover major hold one of his arms, and Hazeldene held the other. Tom Brown sat on his waistcoat and Wibley and Russell and Ogilvy were standing on his legs.  Coker really had no chance. 
  Three pounds of jam adorned Coker features, and Coker’s aspect was quite extraordinary when Bob had finished.  Study No. 1 rang with laughter.  Quite a large quantity of the jam had gone into Coker’s mouth as he opened it wide to roar. Coker had intended some of the jam to go that way; but he had not intended to take it aboard in bulk, so to speak. And the jam in Coker’s mouth was followed up by a handful of sardines. Coker left off roaring then, and spluttered. He could only splutter. Often and often had Coker’s short way with fags led to trouble. But it had seldom led to such trouble as this for the hapless Horace. 
  “Cave !” came a howl from the passage. “Form master !”
  “Oh crumbs !” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  In the excitement of the moment, the Removites had almost forgotten the existence of Form masters. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, had not been allowed to forget their existence, however. The terrific din in the Remove passage reached him, even in his study at a considerable distance. The Remove passage was never very quiet. But the uproar now constituted a record. 
  There was a pattering of feet in the passage as fellows cleared off at the approach of the Form master. But there was no clearing off for the fellows who were handling Coker in Study No. 1. 
  “Boys!” 
  Mr. Quelch, with a thunderous brow, stood at the doorway of Study No 1, staring at the scene. And Harry Wharton & Co. let Coker go, and stood at attention very’ respectfully. Coker, breathless, winded, bewildered, and swimming in jam, sprawled on the floor, and spluttered. 

                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                            Nothing for Coker! 

“WHARTON!” 
  “Hem ! Yes, sir.” 
  “What does this mean?” 
  “Hem !” 
  “This disgraceful disturbance can be heard all over Greyfriars !” thundered Mr. Quelch.. “‘Probably the Head himself has heard it.” 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  “Disgraceful, indeed !” boomed a fruity voice in the Remove passage, and Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, appeared behind Mr. Quelch at the doorway,   “Outrageous! Unspeakable!” 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips with annoyance. Interference from another Form master, in matters concerning his Form, was deeply irritating to him. But obviously Mr. Prout had been disturbed by the uproar, and had come along to inquire. 
  “Pray leave the matter in my hands, Mr. Prout.” said the Remove master, with some acerbity. “I can deal with my own Form.”  
  “I have no desire to interfere, sir!” boomed Mr. Prout. “But I must point out, sir—you must allow me to point out, Mr. Quelch—that this outrageous uproar has seriously disturbed me. I may mention—I am bound to mention— that no disturbance of this kind ever occurs in my Form Mr. Quelch.” 
  “Really, Mr. Prout—” 
  “Really, Mr. Quelch—” 
  “A Fifth Form boy is present.” said Mr. Quelch sharpIy. “Apparently it is his presence here that has caused the disturbance.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Mr. Prout, taken aback. 
  “Wharton! Tell me what this means at once!” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Coker knows, sir.” said Wharton meekly. “He came here with some more of the Fifth. We—we didn’t invite them, sir!” 
  “The invitefulness was not terrific, esteemed sahib!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “We weren’t pleased to see them, sir, at all.” ventured Nugent. 
  “Not at all, sir.” said Squiff. “In fact, they interrupted us at tea.” 
  “Coker!  What are you doing here!” demanded Mr. Quelch. 
  “Grooogh!” 
  “Answer me, boy !”
  “Oooooch!” 
  “Perhaps you had better speak to Coker, Mr. Prout, as he belongs to your Form.” said Mr. Quelch, with bitter politeness. “He appears to the the cause of the disturbance.  Certainly he has no business in a Remove study.” 
  Mr. Prout bit his lip hard.  He was intensely annoyed. Mr. Prout was just a little given to interfering, and, though he would not have admitted it, even to himself, he was rather pleased by so good a pretext to butt into the passage occupied by Mr. Quelch’s Form. The discovery of a Fifth-former there, apparently the cause of the disturbance, was rather a “facer” for Mr. Prout. Naturally it annoyed him. 
  “Coker.” he boomed, “stand up! Get on your feet at once, you absurd boy. Coker, what are you doing here? Answer me!” 
  “Grooogh!” Coker staggered to his feet, and tried to answer. But jam and sardines choked his utterance. “Ooooch! Grooogh! Ugh!” 
  “Will you speak?” thundered Mr. Prout. 
  “Moooooh!” 
  “You stupid boy——” 
  “Oooch! I—I’m trying to speak!” gasped Coker. “Those—ooch !—those young scoundrels have stuffed jam and things into my mouth — Ooooch! Gug-gug! I—I came here.—oooch Those young villains raided my study— groooh !—and collared my grub—ow! I came after it — ”
  Mr. Prout’s brow cleared. This member of his Form was, after all, not to blame; so he was able to turn the tables on Mr. Quelch type to tough. 
  “Ha!  It appears that a raid—or, rather a robbery—has taken place!” boomed Mr, Prout.  “These boys of your Form, my dear Quelch, have taken property— hem! —comestibles belonging to Coker of my Form. I presume that Coker as entitled to attempt to recover his property, Mr. Quelch!” 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips again. 
  “Is Coker’s statement correct, Wharton? ” 
  “Hem !  Yes, sir. ”
  “You have taken comestibles from Coker’s study?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “ He admits it !”  boomed Mr. Prout. “You will observe, my dear Quelch, that Coker is not to blame. He could hardly be expected to submit —” 
  “Wharton, I am surprised and shocked!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “I should never have supposed you capable of such a thing! You admit that you have taken—I may say purloined— articles from Coker’s study—” 
  “No, sir We confiscated them.” 
  “You—you what?” 
  “Confiscated them, sir.” said the captain of the Remove calmly. “If you’ll allow me to explain, sir— ” 
  “I am waiting for you to explain!” snapped the Remove master. 
  “Coker confiscated our footer this afternoon, sir.” explained the captain of the Remove with great meekness. “We confiscated his spread in return. We thought we had as much right to confiscate things as Coker.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  He fixed his eyes on Horace Coker. 
  “Coker, did you take a football from these boys!” 
  “Certainly, sir.’ said Coker at once. Coker was not the fellow to deny his actions, especially when his actions were creditable, and performed from a sense of duty. 
  “And why?” 
  “The young rascals were punting it in the quad, sir, against the rules. I considered it my duty to stop them, and confiscate the footer. I did so.” 
  Mr. Quelch gazed at Coker, at a loss for speech. The Removites smiled at one another.  Coker of the Fifth might consider it his duty to keep the Remove in order, but was not likely that the Remove master would agree with him on that point. Mr. Quelch was persuaded that he could manage his Form without any assistance from the Fifth. 
  “You—you———you have actually taken a football from these boys belonging to my Form?” stuttered Mr. Quelch at last. 
  “ Certainly, sir.” 
  “ Where is the article now ?”
  “In my study, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch turned to the Fifth Form master, whose face was quite interesting in its expression. 





  You see how the matter stands, Mr. Prout. This boy belonging to your Form has interfered with the Remove in the most unjustifiable manner, and taken away an article belonging to them. He has assumed the right and powers of a Sixth Form prefect. I do not justify the juniors in retaliating upon Coker in his own reckless and lawless manner. But you will acknowledge that this member of your Form is the cause of the whole trouble.” 
  Mr. Prout gasped. Really, he wished that he had not been in quite so great a hurry to come to the Remove passage and render Mr. Quelch un-asked for resistance in managing his Form. Hi wrath turned upon Coker’s devoted head. 
  “Coker!” he gasped—“Coker, do you actually dare to say that you interfered with these Lower boys as if you were a prefect?  That you had the ridiculous audacity to confiscate on article belonging to them?” 
  “Certainly, sir.” said Coker. “You see—”
  “Go to your study at once, Coker! I shall deal with you later!” boomed Mr. Prout. 
  “You see, sir—” 
  “ Not a word more!  Go!” thundered the Fifth Form master. 
  And Coker, jammy and dismayed, went. Mr. Prout trod heavily away in his wake, leaving the Remove master to deal with the cheery Removites.
  A faint smile, for a second, flickered over Mr. Quelch’s face as the Fifth Form master retreated. Mr. Prout had received a lesson on the subject of interfering with another master’s Form —a much needed lesson, in Mr. Quelch’s opinion. But the Remove master’s face grew stern again as he fixed his glance upon the Removites in Study No. 1. 
  “Wharton, it appears that Coker of the Fifth Form was chiefly to blame for this disturbance. I cannot hold you blameless, however. You should not have taken the law into your own hands in this way. You will—hem—take a hundred lines!”
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry. 
  And Mr. Quelch walked away 
  The Removites were silent till he was gone. Then there was a chuckle. 
  “A hundred lines “ said Bob Cherry. “Cheap!” 
  “The cheapfulness is terrific.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Quelchy had to give me something.” he said. “I wonder what Prouty will give Coker ? Poor old Coker !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows, this ham-and-tongue is prime !” said Billy Bunter. “I say, I hope Coker will get licked for interrupting the spread ! Anyhow, we’ve still got the tuck. Coker won’t come back for it now.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha! Not likely!” 
  “Go it !” said Bob. “Let’s get it finished before we hear from Quelchy on the subject.” 
  “Yes, rather!”
  And the feast in the Remove passage was resumed, after the exciting interlude. Many hands make light work, and Coker’s good things, large as the supply was, vanished at great speed. Billy Bunter was finishing the last slice of cake, when Wingate of the sixth came up to the Remove passage, with a smile on his face. 
  “Wharton, you are to hand over to me what you have taken from Coker’s study—what left of it, I mean. Mr. Quelch desires me to return it to Coker.” 
  “Certainly, Wingate! Here you are.” 
  With a grave face Wharton gathered up a handful of crumbs from the study table. He held them out to the captain of Greyfriars. 
  Wingate stared at them. 
  “What—” he began. 
  “That’s what’s left.” explained Wharton.
Wingate burst into a laugh and walked away. He did not take the handful of crumbs with him.  What was. left of Horace Coker’s great spread was not worth carrying back to Coker. 

            THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                    The Man In Black! 
	“EXCUSE me, young gentlemen 
 Harry Wharton & Co. stopped politely 
It was the following afternoon, and the chums of the Remove were taking a walk down to Friardale in the keen, frosty air. Five faces were smiling cheerily as the juniors swung along Friardale Lane. For the Famous Five were aware that Coker of the Fifth had left Greyfriars a minute after them, and they were aware that the great Coker was following on their track. 
  After what had happened in the Remove passage the previous day, anyone might have supposed that Horace Coker had had enough—that is, anyone who did not know Coker. 
  Coker of the Fifth was very far from having had enough. Like Oliver Twist, he was asking for more. 
  But Coker was being strategic now. 
  Even Coker’s powerful brain realised that tackling these cheeky fags in the Remove passage in the school quad was asking for more trouble than he was prepared to handle. Having woke up one hornet’s nest, Coker did not want to wake up another. Hence his present strategic movements. These juniors had to be punished for their cheek—that went without saying. But Coker did not think of handling the whole Remove all at once. He had had some, so to speak. 
  When Harry Wharton & Co. started on that little walk down to the village, however, Coker saw his opportunity.  He followed on. 
  In a quiet spot in the country lane he was going to deal with them—out of sight and hearing of the rest of the Remove. He was going to thrash them as they deserved, without waking up another hornet’s nest. 
  Coker’s intention—strategic as he was —was perfectly plain to the cheery chums of the Remove.  Hence their smiles as they strolled along the winding lane to the village. Coker was going to get them all to himself in that quiet lane, It did not even occur lo Coker that the Famous Five had no objection. Five sturdy juniors felt quite equal to the task of handling even the hefty Horace Coker of the Fifth Form. They felt equal to handling him with ease, in fact. So the fact that the avenger was on the trail only made them smile. 
  Once or twice the juniors glanced back, and spotted Coker’s burly form through gaps in the hedges and trees. Coker was not aware that he was spotted. He would have expected the juniors to scatter and run if they spotted him. Instead of which they walked on cheerily, quite willing to be overtaken as soon as the great Horace putt on speed. 
  As they turned a bend in the lane half-way to the village, a gentleman coming up from the direction of Friardale stopped and addressed them. The Famous Five stopped. The stranger was a rather slightly built man, dressed in black, with a rather large hooked nose, which was adorned by a pair of gold-rimmed pince-nez. 
  “Excuse me, young gentlemen! Can you tell me if this is the road for Greyfriars School?” he asked
  “Right!” said Harry Wharton. “Keep straight on, sir, and you’ll see the school in ten minutes.”
  “Thank you very much!”
  “Not at all,” said the captain of the Remove politely. 
  The man with the hooked nose did not walk on at once, however. He scanned the juniors with a pair of very keen greenish eyes over his glasses. 
  “Perhaps you young gentlemen belong to Greyfriars?” he asked. 
  “Yes; we’re Greyfriars chaps.” said Harry. 
  “Perhaps one of you is Master Coker?” 
  “Eh?” 
  “What?” 
  “Coker !”  
  The Famous Five looked at the gentleman with the hooked nose with a new interest. Obviously he was going to Greyfriars, and apparently he was going there to see Coker of the Fifth.  He could not have known much about Horace Coker, however, if he supposed that a junior of the Lower Fourth might be Horace. Coker of the Fifth was at least a head taller than any of the Lower Fourth fellows. 
  “No,” said Harry, with a smile. “We’re juniors, sir. Coker is a senior in the Fifth Form.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  There was a sound of rapid footsteps behind the juniors. The bend of the lane, with a clump of thickets at the bend, quite hid them from the sight of the pursuer, and Coker was putting on speed, doubtless anxious lest his victims should escape. Coker did not know yet that he was the fellow who should have been thinking of escape. 
  “Here he comes!”  
  With a rush Horace Coker came round the bend of the lane at top speed. He was upon the juniors as soon as he saw them, and did not even notice the gentleman in black. 
  “Got you!” gasped Coker. 
  And he rushed on like a bull. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. scattered from the rush; nobody wanted to receive Coker at the charge. They jumped out of the way; but the gentleman in black did not jump. He stood where he was, looking very puzzled. The next second Coker had rushed him down, and he went whirling over in the lane. Coker was in too great a hurry to stop, and only the gentleman in black was left in his way as the juniors scattered. The collision was inevitable. It did not hurt Coker. He was twice the weight of the hooked-nosed gentleman. But the latter seemed to be hurt, judging by the wild yell he let out as he was strewn along the lane. 
  “Oh, ny hat !” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”   
  The gentleman in black lay gasping for breath. Coker halted, gasping also, and stared at him. He realised that he had charged over a perfect stranger. 
  “Sorry!” gasped Coker.





	


  “Ow! Oh dear! You young scoundrel!” 
  “Oh, can it!” snapped Coker. What did you get in the way for, you duffer? Sorry, and all that! But it’s your own fault !”
  Owl Oh! You—” 
  The hooked-nosed gentleman sat up. His face was crimson with rage, and his eyes fairly blazed. The juniors had taken him, at careless glance, for a very quiet and sedate man on his looks. It was evident now that he had a very bad temper. Certainly what had happened might have made even a good-tempered gentleman feel cross and annoyed. But the man in black was looking absolutely evil and savage as he scrambled to his feet. 
  But Coker did not heed him. 
  He had come there to deal with Harry Wharton & Co., not to waste time on a stranger who unfortunately got in his way. 
  He turned on the juniors. 
  “You young rotters! I’ve got you!” he exclaimed. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Come on, old bean !” !” 
  “Have you got us or have we got you?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  Coker rushed at Bob, who was nearest. Hecollared the cheery Bob, and Bob closed with him. The next moment the other four juniors had closed in on Coker and grappled him on all sides. 
  Crash! 
  Coker came down in the grasp of five pairs of hands, and smote the ground with a mighty smite. 
  “Yarooooh!” roared Coker. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”   
  “Bump him!”  
  “He’s got us!” chortled Bob Cherry. “He’s got us, and we’ve got him!” 
  The gotfulness is terrific!” 
  “Give him beans!” 
  Coker of the Fifth struggled frantically. Whether he had got the chums of the Remove, or whether they had got him, Coker undoubtedly seemed to be getting the worst of it. It was borne in upon his mind that, hefty as he was, he was not able to handle five Remove fellows. On the other hand, they handled him. Coker seemed all arms and legs as he whirled and struggled and strove in the midst of the grinning 
juniors.
  The man in black had got on his feet now, still gasping. He fielded his silk hat, and picked up his cane. His hard, cold face was still savage in its expression, and his greenish eyes glinted. But Coker and the juniors did not heed him at all—they had forgotten his existence. All of them were very busy, 
  “Bump him!’ 
  Coker of the Fifth, still resisting frantically, was swept off the ground in the grasp of the five Removites, 
  For a moment he remained suspended, like Mahomet’s coffin, between the heavens and the earth. 
  Then he smote the ground again. 
  Bump! 
  “Whooooop!” roared Coker. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Give him another!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow! I—I—I’ll—” 
  Bump! 
  “Oh crumbs! Oh crikey! Ow! Wow!”   
  Coker sprawled breathlessly on the ground. As he sprawled, Bob Cherry jammed his hat down over his ears, and Johnny Bull shoved a handful of grass and roots down the back of his neck. Then the Famous Five left him to sprawl, and walked on cheerily towards the village. They were finished with Coker. If Coker was not finished with them, he was welcome to follow on and ask for more. 
  But Coker for the moment was not thinking of asking for more.  He was thinking of getting his second wind, so far as he was thinking at all. His wild gasps and splutters followed the Famous Five as they walked on, till they were out of hearing. 

                     THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.              

                             Coker Catches It! 
COKER of the Fifth sat up. 
  He sat up and spluttered. 
  He hardly knew whether he was on his head or his heels.  He was in a state of great bewilderment.  He had followed the Famous Five from the school for the purpose of administering punishment.  Punishment had been administered, but Coker seemed to have got it. It was not at all according to plan, and Coker was quite bewildered and flurried. 
  As he sat and spluttered he did not notice the man in black. He was not aware that that gentleman’s eyes were glinting at him savagely. The man with the hooked nose watched the juniors out of sight, and then he took a business-like grip on his heavy Malacca cane, and cane over towards Horace Coker. The collision and the fall had hurt him, and there was vengeance in his looks. Coker was made suddenly aware of his presence by the descent of the cane across his broad shoulders. 
  Whack! 
  Coker gave a wild yell. 
  “Why—what —what—” 
  Whack, whack! 
  “You silly idiot, wharrer you at?  ” roared Coker. 
  He sprang to his feet, and jumped away, glaring at the man in black as if he would eat him. 
  “You young ruffian!” gasped the hooked-nosed man. “You young hooligan ! Take that—and that—and that!” 
  He followed Coker up, lashing out with the Malacca. Coker took the whacks because he could not help it, retreating as he took them. 
  “You silly idiot!” gasped Coker. 
  “Take that!” 
  “Keep off !” yelled Coker. 
  “And that I” 
  Coker dodged and jumped and backed, but the savage-faced man followed him up, his sharp eyes glinting evilly. He seemed to find solace in lashing at Horace Coker with the heavy cane.  Coker caught most of the blows on bus arms—and they hurt. 
  “Will you keep off?” yelled Coker. 
  “Take that, you young scoundrel!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And that—”
  Coker of the Fifth dodged again. 
  “Keep off, or you’ll get hurt, you fool!” he bawled. 
  Coker was a reckless fellow, and a heavy-handed fellow. He had, as was well-known, a short way with fags. But Coker was not the fellow to hit a man old enough to be his father, and with really creditable forbearance, he tried to dodge away from the infuriated gentleman with the hooked nose. 
  But the man was in a savage temper— an evil temper.  He followed Coker up ruthlessly, lashing at him with a savageness quite out of proportion to the damage he had received. It was no wonder that Coker’s patience and temper gave out. 
  “Will you stop it?” he roared.
  “Take that!” 
  Coker had to take it but he rushed right at the angry man, and the next moment he had grasped him, and torn away the cane from his hand. The Malacca went whirling over the treetops, and Coker whirled the hooked-nosed man over, and sat him down with a heavy bump. 
  “There, you ill-tempered old donkey!” gasped Coker. 
  “I—I—I—” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  A stream of savage words came from the angry man sitting on the earth; words that were rather new to Coker’s ears. He glared at the man in angry disgust. 
  “Why, you rotter,” he exclaimed, “what the thump do you mean by swearing at me! Shut up! By gad, if you don’t shut up I’ll jolly soon shut you up, you blackguard!” 
And Coker took a grasp on the man’s collar, and rolled him over, and jammed his angry face into a puddle on the road. 
  “Groooooogh!” 
  “Now cheese it!” snapped Coker. 
  “Oooooch!” 
  Coker released the man in black, and sat up with his face streaming with muddy water. Coker burst into a chuckle. 
  “You asked for it!” he remarked. 
  And, turning his back on the infuriated man, Horace Coker walked away towards Greyfriars. He had decided not to follow the Famous Five any further. Even Coker was able to realise that it was useless to run those cheery youths down and receive another bumping. 
  He was feeling rather breathless and considerably hurt as he walked in at the gates of Greyfriars.  The savage lashes of the cane had hurt Coker much more than the bumping he had received from Harry Wharton & Co. He rather regretted that he had not handled the man in black a little more severely. 
Potter and Greene met him as he came in.  They smiled at the dusty and rumpled aspect of Horace Coker. 
  “Been looking for trouble, old bean?” asked Potter. 
  “And finding it !” grinned Greene. 
  Coker frowned at his chums.  He did not see anything to cackle at. 
  “I’ve been dealing with those cheeky fags.” he said coldly. 
  “Slain them’” asked Potter blandIy. 
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Potter!  I’ve thrashed them—at least, I was thrashing them, but—- The fact is, they’re rather hefty little beasts, and I made rather a mistake in handling the whole gang at once. Of course, I can lick any number of fags. But it’s a bit undignified to tussle with them. They had the cheek to put up a fight!” 
  “Not really?” asked Potter. 
  “Yes, really!” said Coker unsuspiciously.   “Greyfriars is coming to something when Lower Fourth fags have the neck to scrap with a Fifth 1orm man—what!” 
  “Who’d have thought it?” said Potter solemnly. 
  He winked at Greene with the eye that was farthest from Coker. 
  “Of course, I sha’n’t let it drop at this.” said Coker. ‘But I shall avoid an undignified scuffle. A fellow of the Fifth has to consider his dignity a bit, you know. They’ve got to be licked.  But I’ve decided to take them one at a time, and lick them separately—see?” 
  And Coker walked on to the House for a wash and a brush up, which he felt that he needed.  He left Potter and Greene grinning. Obviously, Coker had discovered that in handling the Famous Five of the Remove he had bitten off 
a little more than he could comfortably masticate. He was still going to thrash them as they deserved; that, of course, was a settled thing. But, for reasons of personal dignity—or other reasons— he was not going to handle them all at once, any more.  Undoubtedly, Horace Coker was likely to have more luck if he dealt with the heroes of the Remove one at a time. 
  When the bell rang for classes that afternoon, Coker came on the Famous Five in the Form-room passage. 
They smiled at him cheerily. 
  “Have some more, Coker?” asked Bob Cherry politely. “There’s a few minutes before classes, and we’re quite at your service.” 
  “Quite!” smiled Frank Nugent. 
  “The quitefulness is terrific, my esteemed and ridiculous Coker.” 
  Horace Coker frowned portentiously. He resisted a strong impulse to hurl himself on the heroes of the Remove. Even Coker seemed to be learning, at long last, that discretion was the better part of valour. 
  “By the way, have you done with our footer ? ” asked Wharton. “We’ve done with your spread!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker repressed his majestic wrath, and walked on to the Fifth Form-room. And the Famous Five chuckled and went into the Remove-room, quite satisfied with the outcome of their little trouble with Horace Coker. 

                  THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                     A Visitor for Coker! 

TROTTER, the page, tapped at the door of the Fifth Form-room, and looked in. Mr. Prout glanced round, with a ruffled brow. Mr. Prout did not like interruptions in lesson-time. On that point the Fifth Form did not agree with him. They looked at Trotter with approval. A rest from Latin prose was very welcome to the Fifth. 
  “What is it, Trotter?” asked Mr. Prout majestically.   “You may come in.”
  Trotter came in. 
  The Fifth Form did not hear what he said to Mr. Prout, but they hoped that itwas a message from the Head calling Mr. Prout away from the Form-room. And they hoped that the Head would keep Mr. Prout a long, long time. But the Fifth were disappointed. 
  Mr. Prout gave a little grunt, and turned to his class. 
  “Coker !” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Coker. 
  “A gentleman—a Mr. Poynings—has called to see you .Doubtless it is by inadvertence that he has called during class. You are acquainted with the name, I presume?” 
“Poynings, sir ?” said Coker, wrinking his brow. “I think I know the name, sir.” 
  “The gentleman states that he is secretary to your uncle, Mr. Henry Coker, and has called to see you on Mr. Coker’s affairs” 
  “Oh, yes, I remember.” said Coker. “I don’t knøw the man, sir, but I’ve heard his name; my uncle mentioned him in a letter.” 
  “I think you had better see him, Coker, as he has doubtless come a considerable distance.” said Mr. Prout 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Coker looked quite bright. Probably he was not very anxious to see Mr. Poynings; whom he did not know. But he was quite keen on getting away from Latin prose. 
  “You will make the interview as brief as possible, Coker, and return to your class.” said Mr. Prout. 
  “Oh, certainly, sir.” 
  Coker of the Fifth left the Form- room, followed by rather envious glances from his Form-fellows. Nobody there knew Mr. Poynings; but any I fellow in the Fifth would have been quite pleased to accompany Coker to the visitors’ room to make his acquaintance. 
  “Lucky bargee!” murmured Potter. 
  “Fool’s luck!” said Greene. 
  And the Form-room door closed on Horace Coker, and the Fifth Form continued Latin prose without him. 
  Coker walked away cheerily down the corridor. 
He had not the faintest idea why Mr. Poynings had called upon him, but he was very glad that he had called.  He did not know the man at all, but he felt that he must be quite a tactful chap, to butt in during class. 
  He arrived at the visitors’ room, and strode in with his heavy tread. A man with a hooked nose, dressed in black, was seated by the fire, and he rose to his feet as Coker came in, and turned towards him. 
  “Oh!” he ejaculated. 
  “Good gad!” said Coker. 
  The recollection was mutual. 
  “You!” exclaimed Coker. 
  The man with the hooked nose compressed his lips hard. His face, for a moment, expressed a mixture of feelings. Obviously it had not occurred to him that the fellow he had caned, in Friardale Lane, was Horace Coker.  And Coker certainly had not had the faintest idea that the man whose face he had swamped in a puddle was his Uncle Henry’s secretary. 
  Mr. Poynings had cleaned himself after his encounter with Coker. There was no trace of mud about him now. Doubtless that accounted for his delay in arriving at Greyfriars; for he had been on his way to the school when he had met Harry Wharton & Co. 
  “You!” repeated Coker. 
  Mr. Poynings breathed hard. 
  “Am I to understand that you are Master Coker—Horace James Coker?” he asked acidly. 
  “That’s me.” said Coker. “And you’re Poynings, the secretary that Uncle Henry’s mentioned in his letters to me.” 
  “Quite so.” 
  “Oh!” said Coker, eyeing him grimly. Coker had not forgotten the spiteful lashes of the Malacca cane. Still less had he forgotten the picturesque flow of language from the man in black. 
  His look expressed grim disapproval of his uncle’s secretary. Coker was not a fellow to conceal his thoughts, or his likes or dislikes. 
  Mr. Poynings coughed. 
  “I had no idea— ” he began. 
  “I suppose you were coming Greyfriars when I met you.” said Coker, gruffly. 
  “ Yes, Master Horace.” 
  “Well, now you’re here, what do you want? Has my uncle sent any message?” asked Coker. 
  Mr. Poynings coughed again. 
  “Not precisely,” he answered. “If you will be seated, Master Coker, I will explain the matter.” 
  “I’ll stand.” said Coker. 
  “1 may take a little time—” 
  “You won’t!” said Coker, with the same grimness of manner. Cut it short, Mr. Poynings!” 
  A faint flush came into the cheeks of the man in black. Coker already knew —he had good reason to know—that Mr. Poynings had a bad and evil temper. But the man was keeping it well under control now. Apparently he did not want to get on the wrong side of his employer’s nephew. 
  “I trust, sir” he said smoothly—“I trust that you are feeling no ill-will in consequence of that unfortunate encounter a short time ago. I was then, of course, quite unaware of your identity. You will recall that you knocked me over and hurt me considerably, and if I lost my temper—” 
  “No if about it.” said Coker. You did!” 
  “There was some excuse, surely—” 
  “Plenty of excuse for cutting up rusty, and even for pitching into me.” said Coker.  “But no excuse at all for swearing like a bargee. I fancy Uncle Henry wouldn’t keep his secretary long if he could have heard you.” 
  “I admit that I was very much perturbed——” 
  “You may as well admit that you acted and spoke like a rotten blackguard!” said Coker coolly.   
  “That’s the fact, you know.” 
  Mr. Poynings breathed hard again. 
 “I offer an apology,” he sad. 
“That’s all right,” said Coker. “Naturally, you apologise.  That’s all right. But you are a blackguard, all the same. The less I have to say to you the better I shall like it! Now, what’s the.  business?” 
  Mr. Poynings sat down again.  Coker did not follow his example.  He remained standing, with his eyes grimly on the man in black.  He did not like the man, did not approve of him, and had no politeness to waste on him. 
  “Why have you called?” he asked. 
  “In the first place, Master Coker, to have the pleasure of making your acquaintance—” 
  “You’ve made it, if it’s a pleasure to you.” said Coker. “Its no pleasure to me. What else? ”
  “Really, Master Coker, you seem determined to meet me in a hostile spirit!” 
“You’ve got it.” assented Coker. “I’ve no use for a man who swears like a trooper. But get on with it !“ 
The greenish eyes glinted over the pince-nez. But Mr. Poynings kept his temper well now. 
  “I will come to business.” said Mr. Poynings. I am your uncle’s secretary, Master Coker. Your uncle is kind enough to treat me with very great confidence.” 
  “Then he hasn’t heard you talk when you’ve lost your temper.” commented Coker. “But get on!” 
  “I have only recently entered the service of Mr. Henry Coker; but I am very much attached to my employer, sir, and perfectly devoted to him. I respect Mr. Coker very much, sir, also his sister, Miss Judith Coker—the most estimable lady I have ever known, sir.” 
  Horace Coker thawed a little. He was deeply and affectionately attached to his Aunt Judy. 
  “Well, that’s all right.” he said. “But I don’t quite see why you’ve called on me, if you haven’t a message.” 
  “You are thinking of going home for Christmas, Master Coker, to your uncle’s house?” 
  “Not thinking of it,” said Coker; “it’s settled. Aunt Judy will be staying for Christmas with her brother, and I always spend Christmas with Aunt Judy. Never miss it. I wouldn’t.” 
  “That is extremely dutiful of you, Master Coker, for you must receive many invitations from your school- fellows to places where there is younger and brighter society.” 
  “I get asked sometimes, of course,” said Coker; “but that makes no difference. I like going home to Aunt Judy for Christmas.  You see, I’m fond of her. She’s been jolly good to me!” 
  Mr. Poynings eyed him over his gold-rimmed glasses. 
  “You are thinking of taking friends home with you, sir ?” 
  “I generally take one or two pals home for the hols.” said Coker. “Potter and Greene, of my Form, are coming with me for Christmas,” 
  Mr. Poynings coughed 
  “That is the matter I am coming to, sir. Doubtless, you are not aware that your Uncle Henry is not in his usual state of health?  ” 
  “He’s told me that he’s rather seedy lately.” said Coker, looking a little anxious. “Nothing serious, I hope?” 
  “Your aunt is a little anxious about him, sir. You will, I am sure, excuse the liberty I take in speaking.” said Mr. Poynings. “But it does appear to me that it would be more pleasant for you, Master Coker, to spend your Christmas holiday elsewhere.” 
  Cokpr stared at him. 
  “You think so?” he ejaculated. 
  “I am sure of it. You see——” 
  “I see that you’ve got a thundering cheek, Mr. Poynings! If Uncle Henry’s seedy, he will be jolly glad to have me to cheer him up!” said Coker. “I’m going, anyway.  Anything else?” 
  “Of course, I have no right to speak to—” 
  “Has that only just occurred to you, Mr. Secretary?” asked Horace Coker sarcastically. 
  “But my sense of duty to my employer and —”  
  “Your duty is to mind your own business, Mr. Poynings.  I’m going to Hollywood House for Christmas!” 
  “I will speak more plainly, Master Coker. In the present state of your uncle’s health, and in your aunt’s present state of anxiety, the presence of noisy schoolboys in the house is likely to do harm. It would be much more judicious for you to spend your Christmas holidays elsewhere with your schoolboy friends.” 
  “My hat! Did my Uncle Henry say so?” 
  “No.” 
  “Or my Aunt Judy!” 
  “No. But—” 
  “Then it’s only your opinion ” exclaimed Coker disdainfully. “Of all the thumping cheek, I think this takes the cake! I understand that my uncle employs you as a secretary?” 
  “That is correct, Master Coker.” 
  “Has he handed over the management of his family affairs to you?” demanded Coker hotly. 
  “Ahem! No. But—” 
  “It’s just pure, unadulterated cheek on your part—what?” exclaimed Coker. “It takes the bun, and no mistake!”
  “My dear young sir——” 
  “Nuff said!” interrupted Coker ruthlessly. “I’ve had enough of your dashed impudence, Mr. Poynings! Cut it short !” 
  The secretary’s eyes gleamed over his glasses. 
  “Blessed if I ever heard of such a thumping neck!” exclaimed Coker. “Giving me advice—dictating to me, by Jove! I fancy that my uncle and aunt don’t know that you’ve come here to-day to talk this cheeky rot to me, Mr. Poynings! I warn you that I shall jolly well mention it to them when I go home for Christmas! I shall advise my uncle to get a new secretary. So you can put that in your pipe and smoke it!” 
  Mr. Poynings smiled slightly. 
  “Mr. Coker is hardly likely to take the advice of a schoolboy upon such a subject!” he remarked. 
  “That’s all you know!” retorted Coker. “Anyhow, I’m fed up with you, Mr. Poynings You can cut!” 
  “Then you are still decided to go to Hollywood House for the Christmas holidays with your school friends?” asked Mr. Poynngs. 
  “Yes rather!” 
  “Perhaps you will reflect over what I have said.” 
  “I shall do nothing of the sort! I look on it as like your unfounded cheek to chip in!” said Coker hotly.   “Blessed if I ever heard anything like it! I’m 
going home for Christmas, and I’m taking Potter and Greene with me. And that’s that!” 
  With which Horace Coker turned on his heel and walked out of the visitors’ room.  He was fed-up with Uncle Henry’s secretary, and did not leave any doubt on that subject. 
  Coker’s face was flushed as he returned to the Fifth Form room. He was surprised, and he was deeply annoyed by the visit of his uncle’s secretary, and its reason. If Coker had needed confirming in his intention to go home to Hollywood House for Christmas, he was confirmed in it now. Opposition always had that effect on Horace Coker. 
  Mr. Poynings was left to show himself out. Coker dismissed the man from his mind with contemptuous indifference. 
  “News from home—what?” murmured Potter, as Coker dropped into his place in the Fifth. “Hamper from Aunt Judy—what?” 
  Coker shook his head. 
  “No. Only a cheeky cad butting into my personal affairs!” he answered. 
  “Eh?”
  “My uncle’s secretary—thinks I’d better not go home for Christmas, because Uncle Henry’s seedy !” breathed Coker. “Cheek! I told him off pretty plainly ! I’m going, and you fellows are coming. I’m going to advise my uncle to sack him when I get home!” 
  Potter smiled. 
  “Sorry I didn’t kick him now!” added Coker thoughtfully. “Never heard of such a neck!” 
  “Silence in the class!” said Mr. Prout. 
  And Horace Coker had to bottle up his indignation until classes were ended. 
                                    — 
                  THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Wet! 
“RAIN!”
  “And wet rain!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “The wetfulness of the esteemed rain is——” 
  “Terrific!” groaned Bob. 
  There was no doubt that the rain was wet—very wet. It came on suddenly, and it came on hard. And Harry Wharton & Co., who had not even their overcoats with them, let alone an umbrella, groused in chorus. 
  It had been quite a fine afternoon. Cold it certainly was, but that did not worry the chums of the Remove. It was a half-holiday, and they had walked over to Cliff House for tea with Marjorie & Co.; and they had had a very pleasant tea in the school-room of Cliff House. It was still fine when they walked away from Cliff House, and they had started back to Greyfriars by way of the path over the cliffs. And then —miles from everywhere, as Bob Cherry expressed it—the rain came on. It came on suddenly, it came on hard, and it came on wet. 
  The juniors were on the cliffs, a good mile from Cliff house, and three or four miles from Greyfriar. They had expected to have a pleasant walk back, and arrive at the school as the winter dusk was falling. The walk back did, not seem likely to be very pleasant now. 
  “Oh dear!” mumbled Nugent. And no shelter for miles.” 
  “Trot!” said Harry Wharton. And the Famous Five trotted. 
  Thick clouds overcast the sky,.  and it was dusky on the rugged paths over the great stretch of cliffs. And the rain came down harder than ever. The juniors stopped at last, and backed up against a big rock which sheltered them a little. 
  “It’s too thick,” said Harry Wharton. 
  “The thickfulness is terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed shelter is the proper caper.”
  “No blessed shelter for miles!” mumbled Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed chums, I thinkfully remember that there is an excellent and ludicrous bungalow.” said the Nabob of Bhanipur. ‘If I am not mistakefully misguided, it is a little farther along the path.” 
  “I remember it.” said Bob Cherry. “It’s one of the new bungs they let to summer visitors—jolly lonely, too. Hillcrest Bungalow, I think it’s called. But it will be shut up now, Inky; the holiday bungs are all locked up in the winter.” 
  “There might be some esteemed shed or coal-cellar which would be better than this rascally and execrable rain.” suggested Hurree Singh. 
  “Something in that.” agreed Harry Wharton. “Now I think of it, the bung can’t be far away; It’s in a jolly lonely place on the cliffs. Let’s sprint for it. We can’t get much wetter.” 
  “Let’s!” agreed Nugent. 
  And the hapless juniors, dripping with rain, left the rock, and started again, with a faint hope of getting shelter at the lonely bungalow. 
  They tramped on with bent heads, their collars turned up, in the pouring rain. For once the cheery spirits of the Famous Five almost failed them. But they tramped on doggedly through the rain and the thickening dusk. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s the giddy bung!” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly. 
  A light gleamed through the dusk. 
  “Somebody there.” said Wharton, brightening up considerably. “They can’t refuse us shelter in a downpour like this.” 
  “Not likely.” said Johnny Bull. “Put it on!”
  The juniors hurried on towards the lonely bungalow. 
It was a small building, built partly of wood and partly of native stone. 
  The windows were protected by outside wooden shutters all of which were closed. A single chimney sent up a thin spiral of smoke into the rain. The light that the juniors had seen gleamed from a fanlight over the door of the bungalow. If any of the rooms were lighted, the wooden shutters at the windows hid the light. 
  Wharton opened a little garden gate, and the drenched juniors tramped up a sanded path to the porch of the bungalow. It was a tiny porch, but they were glad enough to squeeze into it. 
  Harry Wharton knocked at the door. The shelter of the porch would have satisfied the juniors; they felt rather diffident about “butting” into a stranger’s house in their present wet and muddy condition. But the light showed that the bungalow was occupied, and it was only civil to knock and ask permission to shelter in the porch. 
  Knock! 
  The juniors heard a movement in the house, and a moment later, to their surprise the light was extinguished. 
  The light in the fanlight was blotted out instantly. In the gloom of the porch the Famous Five blinked at one another. Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “We’ve alarmed them, whoever they are.” he said. “This is a jolly lonely spot, and they may have had trouble with tramps.” 
  “They don’t mean to open the door, anyhow.” remarked Nugent. 
  Nugent was right. 
  After that one hurried movement within there was no sound from the bungalow, and the door did not open. But for the fact that they had seen a light and heard a movement, the juniors would have supposed that Hillcrest Bungalow was deserted—shut up for the winter, like the other summer bungs nearer to Pegg. It was, indeed, odd enough that it should be occupied, December, in that wild and lonely spot, exposed to the fierce winds of the North Sea. 
  “Dash it all, it’s queer!” said Harry. “I’d better knock again, and let them know that we’re not a gang of dangerous characters, anyhow.” 
  And he knocked loudly with the copper knocker that adorned the door of the bungalow. 
  There was no answer, no movement from within.   Darkness and silence reigned, and the juniors were more and more puzzled. Even a nervous occupant of the lonely bungalow might have opened the door on the chain; put it was rather difficult to suppose that a man afflicted with nerves had chosen that wild and desolate spot for his residence. 
  “I’ve got it!” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly “The bung isn’t occupied— none of these bungs ever are in the winter. It’s some jolly old tramp who has taken up his quarters here.” 
  “Oh, that’s it!” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “I say, we’d better drop in at the police-station on our way home, and mention it. The fellow may set fire to the place, or something.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! They’re coming!” 
  There was a sound of unlocking. 
  “My hat!” breathed Wharton. 
  It came into his mind that the occupant of the bungalow had been close inside the door and had heard Bob’s exclamation, and Johnny Bull’s suggestion of a call at the police-station, if he was only a harmless and nervous householder, doubtless he did not want a visit of investigation from the Friar- dale policeman. 
  The door opened a few inches, and there was a rattle of a chain. The chain was still on the door, and the juniors could not have pushed it farther open if they had desired to do so. 
  “Who are you?” asked a sharp, angry voice. “What do you want?” 
  In the deep gloom and the shadow of the porch the juniors could not see the speaker; they could make out only a glimmer of a face and a gleam of angry  eyes. 
  “We’re schoolboys caught in the rain, sir.” said Wharton civilly. “If you don’t mind our taking shelter here—” 
  “I do!” snapped the unseen man. “Go on your way!” 
  “It’s pouring with rain—” 
  “Go on your way! If you hang about my house I will set my dog on you!” 
  “My only hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Gammon!” said Johnny Bull.  “You haven’t a dog, or we should have heard from him already. And we’re jolly well not going on. We’re going to shelter here out of the rain, and you can like it or lump it. See?” 
  “Surely you do not mind if we stand here till it passes over, sir?” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I order you off my premises!” said the harsh voice. 



  There was a sudden flash of light. Johnny Bull remembered that he had his electric torch in his pocket, and he had taken it out and flashed the light, to see the face of the inhospitable occupant of the bungalow. The flash of the electric torch was followed by a startled, savage exclamation from the man within the door and a general exclamation of surprise from Harry Wharton & Co. 
  Slam! 
  The door slammed shut. But they had seen the man, and they had recognised him.  His large hooked nose was not easily forgotten. It was the man in black whom they had met in Friardale Lane a few days before—the man who was going to Greyfriars to see Coker. 
  “That merchant!” ejaculated Johnny Bull.
  “My hat! That johnny!”   
  “The rotter!” said Bob “What harm are we doing, sheltering in his twopenny-halfpenny porch out of the rain? We’re jolly well staying on till the rain stops.” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific!” 
  And the juniors stared. The rain was still coming down in torrents, and they had no intention of plunging through the downpour at the behest of the inhospitable man with the hooked nose. There was not much room for five fellows in the little wooden porch, but at least they were out of the rain. They stamped their feet to keep them warm, and waited dismally. 
  The lamp had been relighted in the lonely bungalow: the light gleamed from the little oblong pane in the porch over their heads. Once or twice they detected a sound of the man inside moving. But he did not approach the door, and they did not hear his voice again.  Apparently he was alone in the bungalow, and did not want company. But the Famous Five did not give him nuch thought. They were too thoroughly wet and uncomfortable to think much about anything but their discomfort. 
  It was an hour before the rain ceased to fall heavily, and by that time the winter nightfall had quite set in. It was still raining; but it was useless to wait, and a light shower could not make the heroes of the Remove much wetter than they were already. Cold and stiff and uncomfortable, the Famous Five emerged from the porch and tramped away by dripping paths, with two or three miles b,efore them, and the propect of arriving at Greyfriars an hour late for calling-over. 


                 THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.                       

                          Coker’s Strategy! 

“I SAY, you fellows! He, he, he !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” !” roared Coker of the Fifth. 
  Billy Bunter chuckled. Horace Coker roared. A dozen other fellows grinned. Five fellows who came, drenched and dripping, into the House out of the rain that beat down upon the Greyfriars quadrangle did not grin or chuckle. Harry Wharton & Co. failed to see anything to chuckle at. 
  “My only hat! Wet?” grinned Vernon-Smith. 
  “Damp?” chortled Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth Form. 
  “Moist?” chirruped Hobson of the Shell. 
  “Oh, rats!” growled Harry Wharton. “We were caught in the rain.” 
  “You look it !” said the Bounder solemnly. “Looking at you, I guessed something of the kind!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You haven’t been for a swim with your clothes on?” chortled Coker of the Fifth. 
  “We’vo been refused shelter by an inhospitable beast,” said Bob Cherry, “and we’re jolly wet! Let’s have a look at that fire!” 
  Coker of the Fifth was shutting off a great part of the big log fire in the Hall with his   ample person. The big Fifth-Former showed no disposition to shift; Coker was not an unfeeling fellow by any means, but he was too great a man to shift on account of a Lower Fourth fellow. He stood immovable. 
  “Better go and towel yourselves!” he grinned.     “Better get a wash, too! You look muddy!” 
  “Give a fellow a look at the fire!” said Wharton. 
  “You’re a bit too dirty to come near a respectable chap, Wharton! Keep your distance!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Famous Five glared at Coker.  It was true that they were drenched with rain and fairly smothered with mud. They had hurried home by short cuts, and short cuts across fields in a heavy rain were liable to be a little thick with mud. Harry Wharton & Co. had gathered a considerable amount. But they did not see anything of a humorous nature in that circumstance. 
  “Shift him!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Keep off !” roared Coker, in alarm. Don’t you touch me, you dirty young rascals!”
  But the dirty young rascals did touch Coker, and the great man of the Fifth rolled on the floor, with the five muddy juniors rolling with him. And after a roll or two Coker had as much mud as any member of the Co. 
  “Here, you young sweeps!” Wingate of the Sixth came up. “Chuck that! You’re to report to Mr. Quelch at once for missing call-over !“ 
  “Right-ho, Wingate!” 
  The drenched quintette made their way to Mr. Qucich’s study. The Remove master was looking very severe. But his severe features relaxed as he saw the drenched and dripping state of the heroes of the Remove. 
  “Bless my soul! What—” 
  “Caught in the rain, sir!” said Bob Cherry dismally. 
  “Go and change your clothes at once before you catch cold.” said Mr. Quelch, 
  And the dripping juniors trailed away. 
  They felt a little better when they had whipped off their wet clothes and rubbed themselves into a glow with rough towels. They came down to the Remove passage, after changing, looking much more cheerful.  Billy Bunter met them in the Remove passage with a fat grin. 
  “I say, you fellows—.—” 
  “Scat!” 
  “Coker’s awfully waxy!” grinned Bunter. 
  “The waxfulness of the esteemed Coker is like the idle wind, which we regard not.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “But, I say—” 
  “Cheese it!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “I was going to tell you—” roared Bunter. 
  “Rats!”
  “Coker, I tell you—” 
  “B1ow Coker!” 
  Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh and Bob Cherry went on up the passage to their own studies, and Wharton and Frank Nugent stopped at Study No. 1.  Billy Bunter grabbed at Wharton’s sleeve. 
  “I say, Wharton——” 
  “Cut off !” 
  “I jolly well won’t tell you now!” hooted Bunter, 
  “Thanks!” 
  “Beast!”  
  Wharton and Nugent went into their study, leaving Billy Bunter snorting. The two juniors got on to their prep, wasting no further thought on the Owl of the Remove.  Apparently William George Bunter had something to impart, but the chums of the Remove were not curious to hear it. 
  There was a thoughtful look on Harry Wharton’s  face when he had finished his prep, and sat waiting for Frank to finish.  Nugent laid down his pen at last, and looked at the captain of the Remove with a smile. 
  “ Penny for them,” he said. 
  Harry Wharton smiled too. 
  “Well, I was thinking.” he said. “It’s jolly queer about that man in the bungalow, frank.” 
  “I thought the same.” said Nugent.  “Jolly odd for a man to take a lonely bung on the cliffs like that in the middle of the winter—all alone, too. Bit of a misanthrope, I should think.” 
  “It’s the man who came to see Coker the other day.” said Harry. “Coker biffed him over in the lane when he was ragging us. I’ve heard that he called on Coker that afternoon and got Coker’s rag out. You know what Coker is when his rag’s out— he tells the whole wide world all about it.” 
  Nugent laughed. 
  “I’ve heard about it.” he said. “ I remember now hearing the man’s name ——Poyiiing, I think.” 
  “That’s it.” said Harry. “A dozen fellows have heard Coker talking about it. This man Poynings is his uncle’s secretary, and he came down to the school to see Coker and persuade him not to go home for the Christmas hols, for some reason.  That seems rather odd in itself; but, what is oddest is the man being at that lonely bung.  He must have taken Hillcrest from the estate agent, or be couldn’t have been there at all. But what on earth is he doing staying in that lonely place— when he’s secretary to Coker’s uncle and lives at Coker’s uncle’s house?” 
  Nugent looked puzzled. 
  “It’s queer.” he said. “Maybe on holiday or something. People take those seaside bungs for holidays—in the summer.”
  “Not in the winter, though.” said Harry. “There’s something fishy about that fellow, Frank. He was trying at first to keep it dark that there was anybody in the bung at all; you remember he put out. the light. And the way he tried to push us off in the rainstorm: even a Hun wouldn’t be so inhospitable unless he had a special reason. Poynings was trying to keep it dark that he was there at all.” 
  “Looks like it,” agreed Frank. 
  “Looks jolly fishy—just as if the man were in hiding.” 
  “That’s how it struck me.” said the captain of the Remove. “Only it can’t be so—it’s only a few days since he called at Greyfriars, and—I suppose he must be a respectable man, as he’s secretary to a rich old codger like Coker’s uncle. But it’s jolly queer—and I believe he’s a bad hat. Still, it’s no business of ours, I suppose.” 
  “No fear !”  
  And prep being over, the chums of the Remove left the study, to go down to the Rag. Both of them were thinking, however, of that strange encounter at the lonely bungalow, and the peculiar proceedings of the man in black. 





  Still, it was, as Wharton had remarked, no business of theirs, and they dismissed the matter from their minds at last. 
  Billy Bunter rolled up to them in the Rag. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Don’t!” suggested the captain of the Remove. 
  “Don’t what?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Don’t say! Don’t say anything! You talk too much, you know.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came into the Rag, and Wharton and Nugent joined them.  Billy Bunter blinked at them morosely through his big spectacles. Bunter had something to say—he generally had! And, nobody wanted to hear it—which was not uncommon. 
  When the Remove fellows went up to their dormitory, Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five a reproachful blink. 
  “1 jolly well sha’n’t tell you now.” he said. 
  “Good!” 
  “Thanks, old fat bean!” 
  “The thankfulness is terrific!” 
  “All right!” hooted Bunter. “You can jolly well bag a licking all round. Serve you jolly well right, if you ask me.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who’s going to give us a. licking all round?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, showing some signs of interest at last. 
  “That’s telling!” said Bunter. 
  “Fathead!” !” 
  “I know what Iknow.” said the Owl of the Remove mysteriously. 
  “And that’s precious little.” remarked Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, really,Toddy—” 
  “If you only knew Coker’s little game,” said Bunter. “I’m not going to say anything. I was going to warn you fellows. Now I won’t.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Isn’t Coker satisfied yet? And what’s the jolly old game” yawned Bob, as he kicked off his boots. 
  “I’m not going to tell you anything, Cherry.” said Bunter, evidently in a state of offended dignity. “I may have heard Coker talking about it to Potter and Greene, and I may not. I may know all about it, and I may not. I’m not telling you anything. You can 
jolly well bag a licking all round, one after the other, and serve you jolly well right.” 
  “One after the other?” said Harry Wharton, staring at the Owl of the Remove. “What are you babbling about, Bunter?” 
  “After your rotten bad manners, Wharton, I decline to tell you anything.” said Bunter. “Coker may have told Potter that he was going to keep his eye on you fellows, and watch you one at a time, and he may not. He may have said that he was going to catch you, with a cane, and wallop you one at a time. I’m not telling you anything.” 
  “Ha ha, ha!” 
  “I mean it.” said Bunter loftily. “I was going to tip you the wink. Now I won’t!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites. Billy Bunter sniffed, and rolled into bed, still in a state of offended dignity, and determined not to put the Famous Five on their guard. It did not seem to dawn on his fat brain that he had already told them all that he had to tell. 
  “So old Coker’s taking to strategy in his old age?” chuckled Bob Cherry. “He’s found us rather too much to handle in a bunch, and he’s going to interview us one at a time—with a cane! Dear old Coker.” 
  “I think I can see him catching us napping!” !” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
  “The napfulness will not be terrific.” 
  “I think we shall be wide awake,” said Harry. “In fact, if he’s looking for a chance to interview us one at a time, we may as well give him a chance, tomorrow.” 
  “Eh! Coker’s a bit hefty for one of you fellows to tackle on his lonesome.” said the Bounder. 
  “But some other fellows might turn up at the giddy psychological moment.” said the captain of the Remove. “Coker might possibly walk into a trap 
—and wake up a hornet’s nest.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Good egg!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  And after lights out in the Remove dormitory, there was some discussion before the Remove went to sleep, on the subject of Horace Coker. The great Horace had evidently learned that the Famous Five were a little too hefty for him to deal with, in bulk, as it were. Even Coker of the Fifth could see—after a time—anything that was absolutely obvious.
  Coker was adopting strategy. But the heroes of the Remove could be strategic, also. It remained to be seen whether the strategic Coker would score a success, or whether he would be out-maneuvered by the merry Removites. The impression of Harry Wharton & Co. was that he would. 
                                     — 
                 THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                A Change in the Programme! 

HORACE COKER’S eyes glinted. They fixed upon Harry Wharton, of the Remove, as they glinted. 
  It was the following day, and classes were over at Greyfriars, and the winter dusk was falling on the old quadrangle and the grey old buildings. 
  Coker was walking in the quad on his own. Potter and Greene had missed him somehow after class. Probably they would find him again by tea-time. In fact, it was certain they would. When Coker stood tea, they stood Coker. But for the present, they had somehow or other missed him; and Coker was taking a little stroll on his lonesome own, with his great thoughts bottled up for want of hearers. 
  He frowned as he saw Wharton— and frowned again as he saw him again. Wharton, certainly, did not seem to notice Coker. But if he crossed Coker’s path once, he crossed it twice, and he crossed it a third time, just as if he really desired to draw the attention of the great Horace. Perhaps he did. 
Coker’s eyes glinted at Wharton, as the junior, at last, started off on a walk towards the Cloisters. Coker’s powerful brain did not work quickly. But it worked. It was borne in upon Coker’s mind that this was the opportunity he had been asking. 
  Wharton—all by himself—was going into the dusky Cloisters. Very likely going out of bounds by way of the Cloister wall, Coker thought—anyhow, there he was, sauntering away into the loneliest and most secluded spot within the precincts of Greyfriars. The  old Cloisters were always rather solitary; after dark they were absolutely deserted. It was Coker’s chance at last. And Coker started on the trail of that reckless junior, with his stick under his arm. 
  Let it not be supposed for a moment that Coker was a bully, or a fellow to bear a grudge. Nothing of the kind. Coker would have punched any fellow who had called him a bully; and he would have been quite disgusted at being supposed capable of nourishing a grudge, especially against so negligible a person as a Lower Fourth junior. Any other big senior who had followed a junior into a lonely spot for the purpose of thrashing him, might have been suspected of bullying and bearing grudges, Not Coker! Coker always acted from the loftiest motives. If his conduct happened, at any time, to resemble that of a fellow who acted from rotten motives, it was merely one of those cases of accidental resemblance that do occur occasionally. 
  Nothing would have induced Coker to bully a. junior like, for instance, Loder or Carne of the Sixth. Nothing could have induced him to nurse malice like Angel of the Fourth, or Skinner of the Remove. Coker was incapable of such things. He was going to thrash the Famous Five of the Remove because they deserved it, and it was for their ultimate good. Fags had to be taught to respect their elders and betters. He was going to thrash them singly because, when they were taken in the bunch, they had the unparalleled impudence to resist. Scrapping with fags was miles beneath the dignity of Horace Coker. 
  A good thrashing all round was exactly what that cheeky set of juniors wanted; what they had asked for—in fact, begged and prayed for. There was no question of a grudge. Coker would have despised the bare thought of such a thing. He was acting from a sense of duty, from a sense of the dignity of the Fifth Form - from all sorts of high minded motives.  Possibly a junior who was thrashed might feel no better if the thrasher acted from a high motive than if ho acted from a low motive. From the point of view of the thrashee, so to speak, it came to much the same thing. But Coker’s conscience was clear, and that, was the important point. What the thrashed junior thought was a matter of the most trivial kind. 
So Horace Coker, with his stick under his arm, walked on the trail of Harry Wharton, with vengeance in his eye. 
  He was glad that he had a stick with him. Punching a junior was rather like bullying. Smacking him was a little undignified. Giving him “six” was the right and proper thing, in the manner of a prefect—and Coker, of course, would have been a prefect if Dr. Locke had known how to manage a school as well as Coker could have taught him. 
  Harry Wharton did not look back as he wandered into the lonely, dusky Cloisters. 
  Coker followed him cautiously, afraid that the junior might dodge away into the shadows; but Wharton showed no sign of dodging. 
  No doubt he heard sounds of pursuit, in spite of Coker’s caution, and knew that the great man of the Fifth was on the trail. 
  The captain of the Remove disappeared into the Cloisters, and Coker grinned as he followed him in. 
Under the old stone arches the junior was scarcely to be seen, but Coker heard his footsteps ahead. 
  He chuckled softly. 
  Wharton, for whatever reason, was going on right to the end, near the old tower—absolutely the loneliest spot in all the school precincts—just as if he were playing into Coker’s hands. Very likely going to break bounds—a matter in which Coker would have interfered, anyhow. Coker of the Fifth never minded his own business, but he was always prepared to mind anybody else’s. 
  Wharton stopped at last and looked round him in the silent old Cloister. Coker came on with a rapid stride. 
  “Hallo! Who’s that?” called out the junior, as the burly figure of Horace Coker loomed up in the dusk. 
  “You young rascal !” 
  “Coker what?’ smiled Wharton. 
  “Exactly !” 
  Coker slipped the stick from under his arm into his hand and came nearer. There was a cheery grin on his rugged face. 
  “Ready?” he asked. 
  “That depends” said Harry. “Ready for what?”
  “For a licking!” 
  “Not quite, thanks.” said Wharton. “There’s one thing you can do for me, Coker, if you’ll be so kind.” 
  “Well, what’s that?” 
  “Take your face away. Your features worry me!” 
  Coker breathed hard. 
  “I’ve had a lot of cheek from you and the other fags, Wharton.” he said. “I think I’ve mentioned that I’m going to take it out of you. You can cheek some seniors; you can cheek me. I’ve rather a short way with fags.” 
  “Go hon!” 
  “Bend over!” said Coker in a magisterial manner. 
  “Bend over?” repeated the captain of the Remove. 
 “Yes. Sharp’s the word! I’m going to give you six!” said Coker. “If you give me any more back-chat I’ll make it a dozen! See?” 
  “And suppose I don’t bend over?” asked Wharton cheerfully. 
  “In that case, I shall take you by the collar and thrash you till you do.” exclaimed Coker. “I’m going to get the whole mob of you into order, you know, and I’m beginning with you as the ringleader. Now, are you going to bend over, Wharton?” 
  “I think not.” 
  “Last time of asking!” snapped Coker. “Bend over.” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  Horace Coker wasted no more time in words. He rushed at the junior and grasped him by the collar. 
  Harry Wharton returned grasp for grasp. But the Lower Fourth junior would not have had much chance against the big Fifth-Former. He shouted as he struggled. 
  “Show up, you fellows!” 
  “This way!” bawled the voice of Bob Cherry. 
  “On the ball!” 
  “Collar him!” 
  There was a sudden rush of footsteps. 
  The dusky Cloisters, which had seemed deserted and silent as the grave, were suddenly peopled with juniors. From the shadows on all sides Removites rushed on Coker. 
  “Why, what—what—” stuttered Coker. 
  Six or seven pairs of hands were on him the next moment.  Coker’s stick was grabbed from his grasp, and the great Horace went over with a crash on the stone flags. 
  Removites sprawled over him. 
  “You young villains!” roared Coker, struggling wildly. 
  “Collar him !” 
  “Sit on him!” 
  “Down with Coker!” 
  Coker struggled frantically. His brain was in a whirl. Where all these juniors had sprung from all of a sudden in the lonely Cloisters was a mystery to him. His powerful intellect had not grasped the fact that he had been led into a trap. 
  Half the Greyfriars Remove seemed to be there. All the Famous Five were grappling with Coker, backed up by Peter Todd and Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing and Hazeldene and Squiff, and five or six more fellows. Horace Coker simply had no chance. 
  He was fairly flattened out on the stone flags, and the juniors sat on him and kept him there. Coker’s struggles ceased, and his angry and indignant voice died away in gasps. 
  “Got him!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “The gotfulness is terrific!” 
  “Goooorrrroooogh!” spluttered Coker. “Gerroff ! Ooooch !” 
  “Where’s that stick?” asked Wharton cheerfully. 
  “Here you are!” chuckled Nugent. 
  Harry Wharton grasped Coker’s stick. “Are you ready, Coker?” he inquired. 
  “Groooogh” 
  “Bend over.!” said Wharton, amid yells of laughter from the Removites. “Lift him up and let him bend over, you men!”
  Coker was dragged up. He began to struggle again, but there were so many hands on him that his struggles were quite useless. There was hardly room on Horace Coker for all the hands that grasped hun. He stood swaying and gasping in the midst of the hilarious crowd of juniors. 
  “Are you going to bend over, Coker?” 
  “You cheeky young scoundrel!” roared Coker. 
  “Will you bend over?” 
  “No!” shrieked Coker. 
  “Then I shall have to take you by the collar and thrash you till you do.” explained Wharton. 
  Coker spluttered with wrath.  This repetition of his own words made the juniors yell with laughter; but Coker saw nothing to laugh at. He spluttered with rage. 
  “I’m going to get the whole mob of you into order,” went on Wharton. “I’m beginning on Coker as the ringleader.” 
  “Now, are you going to bend over?” Evidently Coker wasn’t. He struggled and spluttered and gasped. 
  “Bpnd him over, you fellows.” said the captain of the Remove. 
  “What-ho!” chuckled Bob. 
  Innumerable hands bent Coker over. He resisted desperately, but he resisted in vain. 
  “Keep clear, you chaps!” 
  Wharton swung up Coker’s stick. 
  That stick had been brought to the spot to administer a thrashing. 
  Coker roared and raved. His struggles were terrific. He — Coker of the Fifth —Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, the great Coker, was being licked!  He was getting “six” from a junior of the Lower Fourth! It was amazing—incredible—unnerving! Coker could scarcely believe that it was not some fearful dream. But it felt real! 
  Whack !
  “Oh! Ow! You young villains! Yoooop!” 
  Whack! 
The last of the six rang and echoed through the cloisters, but not so loudly as the fiendish yell followed it. 
  “Yaroooooooop!’ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That’s six!” said the captain of the Remove. I hope this lesson will not be lost on you, Coker. I trust that it will do you good!” Wharton was speaking in the ponderous style of Mr. Prout. “You are an obstreperous fellow, Coker—an unruly fellow. You have given me a great deal of trouble. But I shall not be sorry if this leads you to amendment in the future! I shall expect better things of you, Coker!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Removites. 
  “You—you—you—— Ow! Wow!” spluttered Coker. 
  “Give him a few more!” yelled the Bounder. 
  “I think Coker’s had enough; but I’ll ask him! Have you had enough, Coker?” 
  “Yow-ow-ow!” 
  “Kindly answer my question, Coker.  Otherwise I shall proceed to administer further castigation.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You young villain—yes!” gasped Coker, as Wharton lifted the “Oh! Ow! Yes! Grooogh! Yes!” 
  “Then you may go, Coker, and remember that I look for a considerable improvement in you in the near future!” said the captain of the Remove, amid yells of merriment. 
  Horace Coker was released.  He clenched his hands to rush on the yelling juniors. 
  “Now dribble him back to the House!” said Wharton. 
  “What-ho!” 
  “On the ball!” 
  Coker changed his mind about rushing at the Removites. He did not want to be dribbled back to the House. He started off at a wild run. Had anyone told Coker an hour before that he would have been running for his life, with a mob of juniors yelling in pursuit, Coker would have laughed the idea to scorn. Yet that was exactly what was happening now, He ran, and he ran hard—he came out into the quad like a racer, and streaked for the House leaving the Removites yelling behind. 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Bob Cherry, wiping his eye. “Oh dear! Coker will be the death of me yet!” 
  “Ha, ha. ha!” 
  “Good old Coker!” 
  In the Remove passage that evening were sounds of merriment. In Coker’s study there were also sounds — loud sounds—but they were not of merriment. They were sounds of woe and wrath.  The celebrated wrath of Achilles, to Greece the direful spring of woes unnumbered, was a mere jest compared with the wrath of Horace Coker. And the heroes of the Remove passed it by like the idle wind which they regarded not. 
THE END. 
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