






                                          THE FIRST CHAPTER.

                                               Coker Asks For It!
  Coker began it.  
  Coker always did begin it.
  Whenever there was trouble between Horace Coker of the Fifth form and Harry Wharton & Co.  of the Remove, Coker always asked for it—indeed, as Bob Cherry declared, Coker begged and prayed for it.
  Not that the chums of the remove were exactly averse from trouble with Coker.  They found it sometimes exciting, always entertaining.  What he asked for the they were quite willing to grant.
  It was quite true that if Coker looked for trouble in the direction of the Famous Five of Greyfriars he did not have to look long.  The five cheery juniors were quick on the uptake.  Coker always began it; but the Famous Five were always ready to carry it on.
  So it happened in the present instance.
  Coker, as he often told Potter and Greene of the Fifth, had a short way with fags.  The Remove were not fags; that was an undoubted fact.  But Coker was superior to facts.  And it was quite perilous to exercise a “short way” with the chums of the Remove.  Coker was regardless of the peril.  To his lofty mind, Lower Fourth fellows were fags; merely that and nothing more, and the treatment they required, to keep them getting above themselves, was short and sharp treatment.
  Horace Coker, walking the quad that wintry afternoon was already cross before he happened on the Famous Five.  Many little things had occurred to disturb Coker’s equanimity.  Potter and Greene, in this study, had remembered an important engagement quite suddenly, while Coker was telling them how to play football.  They had vanished as suddenly as if they had been Boojuins, leaving Coker to waste his sweetness on the desert air.  So Coker had taken a walk abroad; and the spirit moved him to stride across the Sixth Form green.
  Only the Sixth were allowed on that green.  Coker knew it well enough; but he liked to make it known that he thought very little of the Sixth.  In Coker’s opinion the Sixth, who thought a great deal of themselves were in reality very small beer indeed; and instead of keeping that valuable opinion to himself, he gave it wide publicity.  Possibly Loder and Walker of the Sixth were glad to see Coker’s long legs across the Sixth Form green; it gives them an opportunity they had long desired, of taking down the great Horace a peg or two.
  Loder and Walker pinned his arms, and walked him off the green by the shortest route.  Coker, a hefty fellow, was quite able to handle a Sixth Form man, but not able to handle two at once.  He was walked helplessly off the Sixth Form geen, under the stare of a score of grinning fellows of the Shell, the Fourth, and the Remove, who all seemed entertained by the sight.
  Catching his large feet in the chain that surrounded the green, Coker sprawled headlong when the two key prefects let him go, amid laughter and cheers.  He sprawled in a bank of snow, and gurgled and gasped there, while Loder and Walker strolled away smiling.
  Coker extricated himself from the snow, with a red face, and wrath gleaming from his eyes.  He was powerfully tempted to rush after Loder and Walker, and hit out right and left.  But even the warlike Coker realised that he must not punch Six Form prefects on this Sixth Form green. There were other Sixth Form men in sight, too; and undoubtedly the Fifth Former would have been given the time of his life had he adopted such drastic measures.  On the other hand he had been treated with contumely, and a mob of fags were laughing at him.  Coker left the prefects alone—with unusual wisdom—and charged the fags, scattering them right and left.  But they rallied, and drove Coker off with volleys of snowballs, so that Horace had to beat a retreat, even from such small fry as fags.  
  Coker departed hurriedly, followed by snowballs, yells and catcalls.
  By this time Coker’s wrath was at boiling point.
    The wrath of Achilles to Greece, the direful spring of woes unnumbered, was nothing to it—Coker being a much more important person than any Greek,  ancient or modern.  
  In this mood Horace Coker happened on the Famous Five.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  were thinking of anything but Coker.  Really and truly, they were not seeking trouble with the old adversary.
  It was Coker who asked for trouble, and duly received it.
  In a quiet corner of the quad, screened by old trees, the chums of the Remove had made a slide.
  Indubitably, it was against all laws at Greyfriars, written and unwritten, for any fellows to make a slide in the quadrangle.
  But that was no business of Coker’s.  He was not a prefect, though he had no doubt that to have been; and only prefects had the right to issue commands to the Lower School, or to report them to their Form Masters, or to request them politely to bend over for an application of the ashplant.
  No doubt if Wingate of the six, or any other prefect, had chanced into that secluded corner behind the elms, and found the juniors whizzing along a forbidden slide, the ashplant would have been featured in the next scene.  But all Coker had to do, as a Fifth Form man, was to go on his way and mind his own business.
  It was a besetting weakness of Coker’s that he never could mind his own business.  It had caused some trouble before.  It caused him trouble now.
  Here were a gang of fags breaking a whole heap of rules, absolutely regardless of the frowning brow of a Fifth Form man arriving on the scene.  Coker’s wrathy mood required a victim.  He was longing to wallop somebody.  And if ever his short away with fags was needed, surely it was needed now, with these reckless, cheeky juniors breaking rules right and left.
  “Stop that!”
Coker rapped out the words sharply. 
  Five juniors, spinning one after another along the slide, spun on, heedless of Coker. 
  “Do you hear me?” roared Coker, registering wrath and indignation, as they say in the film studios. 
  Like the celebrated Gladiator, they heard it but they heeded not. 
  They slid on cheerily. 
  “Stop!” bawled Coker. “You cheeky young scoundrels! You know you’re not allowed to make a slide in the quad! Stop that immediately!” 
  Coker always was under the impression that he spoke as one having authority, saying, ‘Do this!” and he doeth it. 
  This impression Coker had wholly to himself. 
  Nobody else at Greyfriars recognised Coker’s voice as being authoritative; least of all the heroes of the Remove. 
  They whizzed on, still regardless, to the other end of the slide. 
  Coker strode towards the slide, and upon it—narrowly missing a tumble. He had to tread very carefully, for the frozen surface was very slippery indeed. He was after the juniors; but it was beneath his dignity to slide after them as if he were a junior himself. He walked; but, like Agag of old, he walked delicately. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., at the further end, turned round, and came sliding back. They came back with a rush— first Wharton, then Bob Cherry, then Johnny Bull, then Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bringing up the rear. Possibly they anticipated a collision with Coker. Anticipated or not, it happened. 
  Wharton landed on him like a bullet from a rifle. 
  Coker spun. 
 Two seconds more, and five juniors were sprawling all over Coker; a wriggling, squirming heap of humanity with Coker underneath. 
                                    THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                                And Gets It! 

“Oooooooooooooch!” 
  “Thus Coker, breathlessly. 
  “Oooch! Moooch! Gerroff! Ooch! I’m squashed! I’ll spiflicate you!  Grooooooooch!” 
  The Famous Five were in no hurry to get off.  They had been sliding for some little time, and perhaps needed a rest. They sat on Coker, who sprawled face downwards, gasping and gurgling, quite intentionally coning in useful as a sofa. 
  “Oooch! Gerroff!” spluttered Coker. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Dear old Coker!” said Bob. “Always asking for trouble—and always getting it!” 
  “Oooooooch!” 
  “Keep still, Coker.” said Johnny Bull. “If you wriggle about like that I shan’t sit on you !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You—you—you—” spluttered Coker. “Gerroff! YOU young demons! I’ll pulverise the lot of you!” 
  “Go ahead!” chuckled Nugent. 
  That was the trouble—Coker could not go ahead. Five sturdy juniors sitting on him pinned him down helplessly. He wriggled and squirmed, but he could not rise; he could not pitch off the juniors—he could do nothing but struggle helplessly and furiously. His desire was to gain his feet and hurl himself on the juniors, smiting them hip and thigh. But the combined weight of five fellows was too much for him. Like the young man of Hythe, who was shaved with a scythe, he did notiing but wriggle and writhe. 
  Finding Coker comfortable to sit on, the Famous Five continued to sit. They wanted a rest, and the Fifth-Former had come along at the right moment. Nobody had ever considered Coker ornamental; but he could be useful. He was useful now. Like the hapless youth in the song, his lodging was on the cold, cold ground; but the lodging of the Famous Five was on Coker, and they were not at all in a hurry to shift. 
  “Will you gerroff?” shrieked Coker.
  “We’re sitting out this one!” cxplained Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I’ll smash you!” roared Coker. 
  “The smashfulness will be a boot on the other leg, my esteemed Coker!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Yaroohl Gerroff! I—I—I—” 
  “You talk too much, Coker! Cheese it!” 
  Coker gasped frantically. 
  “I say, you fellows— He he he!” Billy Bunter rolled up, and blinked at the scene through his big spectacles. “What’s that you’re sitting on?” 
  “Coker!” 
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  More and more fellows came up, drawn to that previously quiet spot by the dulcet tones of Horace Coker. The spot was no longer quiet. Coker seemed to be understudying the celebrated Bull of Bashan. 
  Squiff of the Remove playfully pushed snow down his neck. Coker lifted his head to roar, and Vernon-Smith pushed snow into his mouth. The roar died away in a suffocated gurgle. 
  “Sorry we can’t make room for you men!” said Bob Cherry, “All available seats are taken; standing room only, gents!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Most of Coker was sat upon; but Hazeldene and Ogilvy found standing room. Coker was scarcely visible now; but he was audible. 
  It was then that a portly figure appeared on the scene, with ponderous tread. Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, was substantial enough to be seen at a distance; but the juniors were too busy with Coker to notice him till he was fairly on the spot. The wild roaring of Coker, and the laughter of the juniors, had drawn the Fifth Form master there; but he did not see immediately that a man of his own Form was involved in the proceedings. Mr. Prout blinked at the yelling crowd. 
  “What is all this?” he exclaimed. 
  “Oh!” 
  “Cave!” 
  The juniors jumped up at once. 
  Then Mr. Prout had a view of the sprawling Coker. Coker sat up dizzily. 
  “Bless any soul! Is that Coker, of my Form?” ejaculated Mr. Prout. 
  “Gorrrroooogh!” 
  “Coker!” Mr. Prout’s look and voice were thunderous. “How dare you play these absurd games with junior boys?” 
  “Eh?” stuttered Coker, 
  “Have you no sense of dignity—you, a Fifth Form boy?” hooted Mr. Prout. “You should be ashamed of yourself, Coker!” 
  “Grooogh! I—I—I—” 
  - “How dare you make a slide in the quadrangle?” continued Mr. Prout angrily. “Such conduct on the part of juniors would be reprehensible; but you, a Fifth Form boy—”
  “I—I—I—
  “Disgraceful!” thundered Mr. Prout. “Coker, this will not be allowed! This will not be permitted! Once for all, Coker, I forbid you to join in horseplay with Lower School boys in the quadrangle !” 
  Coker blinked at his Form-master, gasping helplessIy. This misapprehension on Mr. Prout’s part was the last straw; it was insult added to injury. 
  “I—I wasn’t—I didn’t—I never—” babbled Coker.    “Silence! How dare you deny what I have seen with my own eyes!” thundered Mr. Prout. 
  “I—I—I—” spluttered Coker. 
  “A slide—a slide in the quadrangle!” hooted Mr. Prout. “I might have slipped on it myself! The Head might have slipped on it! How dare you, Coker!  I repeat, how dare you!” 
  “I—I never—” 
  “If you please, sir—” gasped Wharton. Really, the captain of the Remove did not want to see Coker slated for having made that slide. Coker’s adventures on the slide were quite inadvertent.
  “Silence, Wharton !“ 
  “But sir, we—” 
  “I have told you to be silent!” boomed Mr. Prout. 
  “Yes, sir, but—” 
  “Another word, Wharton and I shall report you to Mr. Quelch for impertinence. Coker, get up at once! You will take five hundred lines for so far forgetting the dignity of a senior boy as to enter into rough horseplay with Lower boys in the quadrangle!” 
  “I—I never—”- 
  “Silence! You are utterly untidy— dishevelled—a shocking spectacle! I am ashamed to have such a boy in my Form! Go into the House at once!” 
  “I—I—I—” burbled the wretched Coker. 
  “Silence, I say! I will listen to no excuse for your conduct—your outrageous and utterly undignified conduct! Go into the House immediately!” 
  “I tell you, sir—“ 
  “Silence! Another word and I shall cane you, Coker! And remember this— if I find you, on another occasion, playing these ridiculous and undignified games with Lower boys, I shall chastise you as if you were Lower boy yourself! Now go!” 
  Coker staggered away. 
  Mr. Prout walked after him, fuming and frowning, and saw him safe into the House. 
  The Rewovites were left almost in hysterics. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Poor old Coker!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Undignified games with Lower boys!” stuttered Nugent. “Oh dear!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Poor old Coker!” 
  “He, ha, ha!” roared the Rcmovitcs. 
  And Coker and his Form master having vanished from the scene, the cheery Removites resumed sliding—till the angular figure of Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, was sighted in the offing, upon which the juniors disappeared like ghosts at cock-crow; and a totally uninhabited slide was left for the inspection of Henry Samuel Quelch. 
                                   THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                  The Second Time of Asking! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO., when they went cheerily in to tea, in the Remove studies, were still smiling over the episode of Coker. But they soon dismissed that matter from their minds. It was not an important matter, in the estimation of the Removites; they came in hungry, and tea was a much more important matter. The Famous Five brewed tea in Study No. 1. and forgot all about Coker of the Fifth. It was otherwise with Coker. 
  Coker had been sat upon, in more senses than one. Such an episode might pass lightly from the minds of the Sitters, but was likely to linger longer in the mind of the sittee, so to speak. 
  Coker, in his study in the Fifth-Form passage, was in deep dudgeon. 
  Potter and Greene were sympathetic. 
  They fully agreed that the fags of the Lower Fourth were a cheeky act of young scoundrels that it was high time they were taken in hand; that hanging was too good for them, even had it been practicable; that their Form master did not thrash them enough; that the Sixth Form prefects did not give them enough ashplant. Having agreed to all this, Potter and Greene showed an inclination to let the subject drop. 
  Not so Coker. 
  His brow was gloomy over tea. and after tea it was still gloomy. His wrongs and grievances lay heavy on Coker’s heart. 
  “You see, such cheek to a Fifth Form man!” he said. 
  “Awful!” said Potter. 
  “Horrible!” said Greene. 
  Both of them glanced at the door. It seemed to then odd that old Horace never knew when he had exhausted a topic. 
  “And old Prout—” said Coker, in deep indignation. 
  “Bit of an ass, if you like.” said Potter. 
  “Priceless old ass!” said Greene. 
  “Making out that I was playing ganes with kids!” said Coker. “Me, you know! Me! Fancy!” 
  “ Fancy!“ yawned Potter. 
  Once already that afternoon Potter and Greene had been called away suddenly while Coker was talking. They wondered whether they could venture to remember another engagement now.  They did not want a row with Coker; but really they were fed up with this topic.  Privately the war of the opinion that Coker had asked for all he had got, and couldn’t be surprised when he got it.  But it was no use telling Coker that.  It would have led to trouble in the study.
  “I’m not going to stand it, of course.” resumed Coker.  “I’ve got my position to consider.  It’s impossible to let the matter rest were it is.  That is what I want to discuss with you fellows.”
  Porter resolved to make the plunge.
  “We’ve got to see Wingate about the future, Greeney,” he remarked.  “I forgot that!  Mustn’t keep Wingate waiting.”
  “Blessed if I hadn’t forgotten, too!” exclaimed Greene.  “Come on!  We shall be late!”
  Coker looked grim.
  “Stay where you are!” he said.
  “You see, Wingate will be waiting for—”
  “Let him wait!”
  “Captain of the school, you know.” urged Potter.  “Can’t very well keep him waiting.”
  “Never mind Wingate now.” said Coker.  “I shall want you two fellows to back me up in dealing with those fags.”
  “Oh dear!”
  “You see,” exclaimed Coker.  “I went to Wharton’s study once to thrash him for some impudence or other, and instead of taking it quietly, he had the nerve to go for me—”
  “What a nerve—” murmured Potter.
  “Oh, these fags have cheek enough for anything!” said Coker  “the young rascal actually yelled to the other young villains, and they set on me, and I was rolled down the Remove staircase. Me, you know!”	 
  “Better leave them alone.” suggested Greene.
  Coker looked at him with a freezing eye
  “Don’t be a silly idiot, Greene!”
  “Hem!”  
  “If you can help it, at any rate.” said Coker.  “Now, I’ve got a stick here.  I’m going to the Remove passage to thrash Wharton—he was the ringleader.  If the other young scoundrels happen to be in his study, I’ll thrash them too.  But Wharton’s the reader in all this cheek, and he’s the fellow I want to make an example of.  You chaps are coming with me—”
  “Are we?” said Potter doubtfully.
  “You don’t want our help in handling a few fags, old bean.” hinted Greene.
  “Of course not!” assented Coker.  “All I want you fellows to do is to stand guard at the door of the study while I’m thrashing Wharton.  You’ll keep the rest of the inky little beasts from interfering—see?”
  “Oh!”
  “They’ll be at tea now, and it’s the time to catch them.” said Coker, rising from his chair.  “Come on!”
  Coker put a stick under his arm.  Potter and Greene exchanged glances.  They did not want a row with Coker.  Coker’s study was a land flowing with milk and honey, owing to the frequent and generous remittances from his affectionate Aunt Judy.  The tea that had just been disposed of had been stood by Coker.  Coker was a fellow who had a lot of uses, if a fellow handled him tactfully.
  But on one point Potter and Greene had fully made up their minds.  They were not going to the Remove passage to join in a shindy with a mob of lower school
fellows.  That determination was as fixed and immutable as the laws of the Medes and Persians.  If Horace Coker wanted to wake up a hornet’s nest in the Remove passage, Horace Coker could wake up that hornet’s nest on his lonely own, and have the hornets all to himself.
  “Come on!” repeated Coker briskly.
  “The—the fact is—” stammered Greene.
  An icy eye turned on him.
  “Are you coming, Greene?”
  “Well, no.” said Greene desperately.  “You see——”
  “You see——” murmured Potter.
  Coker laid down the stick, and pushed back his cuffs, a proceeding that his study mates viewed with some alarm.
  “When a friend let’s me down,” explained Coker, “I punch him!  I don’t argue with him.  I just hit him!  Which of you is coming on first?”
  Potter coughed.
  “You shouldn’t make these little jokes, Greeney.” He said.  “Coker doesn’t like them!  We’re ready, old chap!”
    “If you were joking, all right.” said Coker.  “But, as Potter says, I don’t like such jokes, William Greene.  Now come on!”
  Coker led the way from the study.  Porter and Greene followed him.
  “Look here, Potter!” said Greene, in a fierce whisper.
  “Leave it to me.” murmured Potter.
  “Oh, all right!”
  A group of Fifth-Formers were chatting at the end of the passage, and they looked rather curiously at Horace Coker, with a stick under his arm, and a warlike frown on his rugged brow.
  “Hello, what’s up?” asked Blundell of the Fifth.
  “Coker’s going to thrash the Remove.” explained Potter.
  “Oh, my hat!  And you fellows are going to carry home what’s left of him after he’s done it?” asked the captain of the Fifth.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I don’t want any cheek from you, Blundell!” said Coker loftily, and he strode on past the grinning group, his nose in the air.  “Come on, you men!”
  

  Porter and Greene followed him as far as the Remove staircase.  Horace Coker tramped up that staircase, while Potter turned suddenly into another passage, jerking Greene’s arm.  It did not occur to Coker to look round till he reached the Remove landing.  Then, greatly to his surprise, he made the interesting discovery that Potter and Greene were no longer in sight.
  “Potter!” he roared.  “Greene!”
  Only the echo of Coker’s powerful voice answered him.
  Coker frowned portentously.
  But it was no time to hunt for the base deserters.  Coker had come there to thrash the captain of the Remove, and any other young scroundrels who might be in the study with him; and Coker was not the man to look back when he had set his hand to the plough. He tramped wrathfully into the Remove passage.
  Billy Bunter was loafing there, and he turned his big spectacles on the enemy in alarm.
  “I say, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter.  “Coker—  Yarooooh!”
  Coker smote, and Billy Bunter rolled along the passage, roaring. Coker strode on to the door of Study No. 1, and hurled it open.

                                  THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
 
                                         Horrid for Horace!

  HARRY WHARTON & Co. had had finished tea. They were chatting in Study No.! in the Remove; and they were not, as Coker naturally supposed, discussing matters much more important—in their own estimation at least. A football match with Redclyffe juniors which was coming off shortly.   The sudden hurling openof the study door took them, therefore, by surprise.
 Horace Coker strode in.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
  “Who the thump—”
  “Oh, Coker!”
  The Famous Five jumped up. Coker of the Fifth, frowning with Jove like wrath, stood before them. He slipped the stick down from under his arm into his hand, just as he had often seen Sixth Form prefects slip the official ashplant. Coker rather fancied himself in that act. His manner was impressive, indeed terrifying. It was an unfortunate circumstance that it neither impressed or terrified the chums of the Remove.  Instead of regarding Coker with fear and trembling, they smiled.
  “Coker, old man,” said Wharton, “didn’t your Aunt Judy ever teach you to knock at a door before coming into a room?”
  “Very careless of Aunt Judy,” remarked Nugent, with a serious shake of the head.
  “The carelessness was terrific,”  observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The manners of the excellent Coker are preposterously shocking.”
  Coker smiled grimly.
  “I’ve come here to thrash you, Wharton.”
  “Call another day.” suggested the captain of the Remove.
  “Bend over!”
  “Bend over!” repeated Coker.
  The juniors fairly blinked at Coker of the Fifth. They had never expected even Horace Coker to order a fellow to bend over, like a prefect of the Sixth. Coker was full of surprises, even for fellows who knew him well.
  “Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry, “this is the giddy limit! The very outside rim.”
  “I’ve told you to bend over, Wharton.”
  “Sing it over again.” suggested Wharton.
  “Are you bending over?”
  “Now, am I bending over?” asked the captain of the Remove thoughtfully.
  “No, old bean, I think not. I’ve a sort of idea not—not quite.
  “You’ll get it worse if you make a fuss.” explained Coker.
  “Dear me!  I think I’ll chance that.” said Harry. “I’ve got a feeling that I shall make an awful fuss.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Run away and play, Coker.” suggested Johnny Bull. “Go and tell your funny stories to the Fifth.”
  “That’s enough.” said Coker. “You fags stand back, or it will be the worse for you. Now, then, Wharton!”
  Coker strode straight at the captain of the Remove and grasped him with his left hand, the stick gripped in his right.
  Whether Coker thought that he really was going to lick the captain of the Remove in his own study, with his chums looking on in awe; whether he thought at all; whether, indeed, he was endowed by nature with the necessary apparatus for thinking, the Famous Five did not know and did not inquire. 
  They did not waste time in words. 
  As Coker’s grasp closed on Wharton the grasp of five pairs of active hands closed on Coker.  It had been Coker’s intention to bend Wharton forcibly over the table and apply the stick in the manner of a prefect applying an ashplant. This intention he now abandoned. It was simply impossible to carry on according to plan, because in a fraction of a second Coker was lying on his back on the study floor. The stick was jerked away, and Coker was discovering, for the tenth time, at least, that five Remove fellows were much too much for him to handle with success. 
  Tap! Tap! Tap! 
  Bob Cherry’s hands were entwined in Coker’s thick shock of hair, and Coker’s head was tapping on the floor—hard. 
  “Whoooop!” roared Coker. 
  Tap! Tap! Tap! 
  “Yarooogh! Leggo! Oh, my hat! Potter Greene!” yelled Coker. 
  But Potter and Greene were far away. They had no use for a hornet’s nest. 
  “Dear old Coker!” said Bob. “He’s greedy—he never knows when he has had enough. Let’s give him a little more.” 
  “The morefulness is terrific.” 
  “Hold him while I get the ink.” said Nugent, 
  “What-ho!” 
  Coker struggled frantically. 
  He did not want the ink. 
  But he got it. A flowing inkpot was upturned over Coker’s rugged features, and the ink ran in streams over those features, into his mouth, and down his neck. Coker spluttered wildly as it ran into his mouth. 
   “Groooogh! Oooooch!” 
  Streaks of ink across his speaking countenance gave Coker an eerie resemblance to a zebra. 
  “Now roll him out?” said Wharton. 
  “Go it!” chuckled Bob Cherry cheerily. “I roll, thou rollest, he rolls!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker rolled. Coker was a powerful fellow, and he gave some trouble. But five pairs of hands were too many for Coker. He rolled out of the study into the Remove passage and there he found the Remove gathering in great force, all of them pleased to see Coker. 
  “I say, you follows, rag him!” yelled Billy Bunter. “The beast punched me! Lemme gerrat him !”
   Bunter got at Coker. So did a dozen other fellows. A cloud of dust arose in the Remove passage, with Coker in the midst of it, gasping and gurgling and spluttering. He was rolled over and over, he was ragged and scragged, his collar and tie disappeared, his head was a dusty mop, his buttons flew far and wide, it seemed like some awful dream to Coker. His voice rang and echoed from one end of the Remove passage to the other, amid yells of laughter from the Remove. 
   Coker had been through this kind of thing before. It was really remarkable that he should have asked for it again. But as Bob had remarked, Coker never knew when he had had enough. Even now, reduced to a state of inky, dusty wreckage, Coker was thinking chiefly of vengeance, not of escape. He struggled wildly, and succeeded in planting two or three hefty blows, one of which landed on Billy Bunter’s watch-chain, and sent the Owl of the Remove rolling away in a very winded state. Another brought a stream of red from Skinner’s nose, another made Bolsover major roar. But these were trifling incidents. There was no doubt that Coker collected most of the casualties. 
  “Now roll him down the stairs,” said Harry Wharton, when Coker of the Fifth was a mere gasping, gurgling heap of breathlessness. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Roll him!” 
  “Good-bye, Coker !“ 
  Coker rolled. He travelled expeditiously down the Remove staircase and brought up on the next landing. There he lay spluttering. From the landing above the Removites hurled yells and missiles at him as he sprawled and gasped. 
  “Cave!” ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly. “Prouty, and Quelchy, too! 
  “Oh, my hat! Hook it !” 
  Two frowning Form-masters were corning up the lower staircase. Mr. Prout stopped on the landing where Coker lay gasping, with portentous wrath in his majestic countenance. Mr. Quelch came on up the Remove staircase, but by the time he reached the Remove passage the juniors had vanished into their studies and all doors were closed. Mr. Quelch, with compressed lips, went down again to the lower landing, where the Fifth Form master was staring in thunderous wrath at the sprawling Coker. 
  “Mr. Prout, it appears to be a boy of your Form who is the cause of this disturbance!” rapped Mr. Qnelch. “I leave the matter in your hands, sir.” 
  The Remove master whisked away. 
  Mr. Prout did not answer him. Terrible wrath was in his plump face, and all his attention was given to the sprawling Fifth-Former. 
  “Coker!” he gasped at last. 
  “Ow! Ow! Grooogh!” 
  Coker sat up blindly. 
  “Coker, this is the second time today that I have found you engaged in disorderly horseplay with Lower boys. On the former occasion 1 warned you what to expect if there was a recurrence of your foolish and undignified conduct, utterly unworthy of a senior boy. Coker, I shall cane you!”
  “Ooooch! Woooch!” gasped Coker. 
  “You will be caned before the whole Form to-morrow morning, sir !” hooted Mr. Prout. “Now go! Go! Not a word! Go!” 
  Once more Horace Coker was cruelly misunderstood. Once more the vials of wrath were poured upon his hapless head. 
  Really, life at Greyfriars seemed hardly worth living to a Fifth Form man who had a short way with fags. 
  Coker limped away gurgling. 
  He collapsed in the armchair in his study, and gasped and gurgled for quite a long time before he got his second wind. WhiIe in the Remove passage there were many chuckles and chortles, the wild adventures of Coker furnishing great entertainment to the merry juniors until his existence was forgotten again. 
                                               THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                                   A Serious Situation! 
IMPOSSIBLE! 
  That was how it seemed to Coker of the Fifth. That word summarised the situation. 
  “Poor old Coker!” 
  That was what the other fellows said. In the evening Coker gave no attention whatever to preparation, and allowed Potter and Greene to give very little. 
  At first, in his battered and breathless state, Coker had given little thought to Mr. Prout’s sentence. But as he recovered from the casualties he had collected in the Remove passage he gave it more and more thought, till it filled his whole mind. 
  Coker was to be caned! Incredible, unbelievable, impossible, as it seemed to Horace James Coker, he was to be caned in the morning before all the Fifth Form, just like a junior of the Lower School—indeed, like a fag of the Second or Third. 
  The Sixth Form, of course, were never caned—that really was impossible. The Fifth were s0 seldom treated in that manner that it was practically unheard of, though it was always a possibility. For a senior fellow, a great fellow in tails, to be caned like a junior, was humiliating to him, humiliating to his Form, and humiliating to his Form master. It was liable to bring the Upper School into contempt; to make the Lower School mock at the Upper School. It was impossible; at least, it was awful to contemplate. 
  Had the wild idea ever entered the Head’s mind of caning a Sixth Form man, all Greyfriars would have expected the skies to fall, or the foundations of the universe to rock. It was only a little less revolutionary for a Fifth Form man to be caned. The skies, doubtless, would not fall; the old universe would remain firm upon its foundations. But the occurrence would be a nine days’ wonder. It would cause endless discussion; it would. make the Lower School cackle at the Fifth; it would make the Sixth regard the Fifth with even more disdain than they did already, if that were possible; it would
make all the Fifth long to hide their blushing faces from the sight of the school. 
  Not that a man in the Fifth cared what happened to Coker personally. Coker, important as he supposed himself to be, was, in the estimation of his Form, nothing and nobody. If Coker’s father, for instance, had flogged Coker at home, the Fifth, on hearing of it, would have said that it was a jolly good idea, and would have hoped, charitably, that it had done Coker good. But being caned by a master in school was a different matter. That was a humiliation to the Form in to which Coker belonged. It levelled the Fifth with the Lower school. It showed the fags and juniors that even tremendous bloods like Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, were, in theory at least, liable to be caned just like the Remove or the Third. 
  Had Mr. Prout, in his wrath, thought of caning Blundell, the universe must have shuddered. Certainly, Mr. Prout was never likely to think of such an awful measure. But if he caned Blundell’s Form-fellow, he demonstrated to all Greyfriars that Blundell was, so to speak, caneable. If one man in the Fifth could be caned, another man in the Fifth could be caned; what was sauce for a goose like Coker was sauce for a gander like Blundell. 
  Hence the deep frown that corrugated the brows of George Blundell, captain of the Fifth, that evening. Hence the visible frowning and audible grousing of the Fifth. Hence the amazement and rage of Horace James Coker. Hence the amusement and ribaldry of the lower Forms, who looked on this tragic incident as a howling joke. Hence the chirruping cheeriness of Hobson of the Shell, who had been ruthlessly turned down on the spot by Coker when he got his remove, as a mere Lower School person with whom Coker would have disdained to be found dead. 
  Coker of the Fifth dearly loved the limelight. It was this passion for the limelight that had landed Coker in many of the troubles of his chequered career at Greyfriars. Coker did not acknowledge that he loved the limelight; his view was that a fellow of his character was, bound to cut a prominent figure in the school; he owed it to himself, and he owed it to the school. 
  But whether it was a love of the limelight, or a realisation of his bounden duty to cut a prominent figure in the eyes of the school, Coker ought to have been satisfied now, for his name was on every tongue, and it was impossible for one Greyfriars fellow to meet another without saying at once, “Heard about Coker?” 
  But Coker was not satisfied. 
  There is limelight and limelight. The kind that Coker was getting now was not gratifying. 
  In the memory of the oldest inhabitant, no Fifth Form man but Horace Coker had been sentenced to a caning. Any Fifth Form man, asked if such a thing was possible, would have replied that it was wildly impossible, that it was unthinkable—if he had not punched the nose of the questioner for asking such an insulting question. 
  And now it was going to happen. 
  Even a flogging for Coker would not have humiliated the Fifth so much. There was something awe-inspiring and dramatie about a Head’s flogging. But Coker was not even going to be flogged—even that slight consolation was denied to the Fifth. He was going to be caned—just like Mr. Quelch caned the Remove, just like Mr. Capper caned the Fourth, just like Mr. Wiggins caned the Third, 
  If it happened, the Fifth hoped that Mr. Prout would lay it on hard. That would be some little solace. But they fervently hoped that it would not happen. They foresaw the chipping that would follow. They foresaw the deadly blow to the dignity of the Fifth. They foresaw the ironical smiles of the Sixth Form men. They hoped that Mr. Prout would beg the Head to sack Coker, instead of caning him himself. The expulsion of Coker would have been a blow to Coker, but rather a relief to the rest of the Fifth. 
All the Fifth agreed that there was too much of Coker. Anyhow, it would not, have humiliated the Form. An expulsion was a solemn affair. The school would be assembled in Big Hall; the masters would be in their places in cap and gown, all the prefects at their stations, the Head solemn and majestic, the whole game, so to speak, solemn and thrilling. 
  If Coker had been sacked, there would have been dry eyes in the Fifth. 
  But caned— 
  “It’s impossible!” said Coker, for the twentieth or thirtieth time, to Potter and Greene in the study. 
  In view of the serious state of affairs, of this crisis in the history of Greyfriars, Coker had overlooked the desertion of Potter and Greene on the occasion of his visit to Study No. 1 in the Remove. It was no time, for paltry differences of opinion, no time for remembering petty faults or trifling offenees. Coker had, indeed, almost forgotten his row with the Removites. 
  The dread sentence that impended over him like the suspended sword over the head of Damocles of old, banished all lesser considerations. 
  Had the Great Fire of London, the Earthquake of Lisbon, and the Battle of Waterloo all occurred that evening, Coker would have passed them by like the idle wind that he regarded not. Such trifles—in comparison—would not have drawn his attention for one moment, from the serious matter in hand. 
  “It’s impossible!” repeated Coker, for the twenty-first or thirty-first time. 
  “Well, impossible or not, you’re for it!” snarled Potter. 
  “And serve you jolly well right, if it was only you to be considered!” added Greene. 
  Coker stared at them. 
  Now was the time for all just men to rally to the aid of the party, as it were; and his study-mates and comrades were fairly snarling at him—just as if they considered that Coker was to blame. somehow; Coker to blame, instead of being a deeply-wronged fellow and a prospective member of the noble army of martyrs. 
  “Why, you—you—you—” stuttered Coker. 
  “You’ve done it now!” said Potter, glaring at him. “How are we going to hold our heads up in the school after this? We shall be laughed to death by the fags! A Fifth Form man caned— yah!” 
  “Caned—like a fag!” said Greene, almost tearfully. “It’s never been heard of! Blundell’s as mad as a hatter about it!” 
  “The whole Form’s raging.” said Potter. 
  Coker smiled a little. This was the proper spirit, he thought. The Fifth Form had never given Coker the respect and admiration that were his due; they preferred a dud like Blundell for Form captain when they might have had Coker. They laughed when he talked cricket, and roared when he talked football. But at least. it seemed, they could realise how serious it was for Coker to be caned. 
  “Well, that’s all right.” said Coker. “I’m glad the Form can see that it’s serious. For a man like me to be treated like this—” 
  “You!” said Potter, with ineffable scorn. “You! What do you matter?” 
  “Eh?” 
  “What the thump do you matter?” demanded Greene. 
  “What?” 
  “It’s the Form!” said Potter. “You don’t matter a straw personally, Coker.” 
  “I—I don’t matter a straw personally?” said Coker dazedly. He could scarcely believe his ears. Large and prominent as they were, he thought that they must have failed to hear aright. 
  “Not a rap!” said Potter. 
  “Not a little teeny-weeny bit!” concurred Greene. 
  Coker was getting some home-truths now, such as he seldom got in his study. But Aunt Judy’s munificent hampers mattered not a jot to Potter and Greene now. They were writhing, like the rest of the Fifth, under the shame and humiliation that Coker had brought on the Form, 
  “If you could only be sacked instead—” sighed Potter. 
  “Sacked!” stuttered Coker. 
  “Bunked!” said Greene. “If the Head would bunk you instead of old Prout caning you, it would be all right.” 
  “Bunked!” murmured Coker. 
  “It’s sickening!” said Potter. “I can jolly well tell you Coker, that if you let down the Form to this extent you’ll jolly well be sent to Coventry so long as you stay at Greyfriars.” 
  “Sus-sus-sent to Coventry?” 
  “Yes, you frabjous ass! What do you expect?” 
  “Expect?” stuttered Coker. He was so taken aback that he seemed unable to do anything but repeat the remaks made to him like a parrot. 
  “The best thing you can do,” advised Greene. “is to go to Prouty—” 
  “Go to Prouty?” repeated Coker, still parroting. 
  “A nd beg his pardon—” 
  “Bub-bub-beg his pardon?” 
  “Go down on your knees if he wants you to—any old thing—only get off that caning. The Fifth will never get over it.”
  Coker drew a deep, deep breath. He was beginning to understand how the wind really blew. 
  “Blow the Fifth!” he roared. “What do the Fifth matter? Bless the Fifth! It’s me that matters! Bust the Fifth! I can tell you that I’m jolly well not going to be caned. I shall ref use, I shall tell Prouty so. But the Fifth can go and chop chips!” 
  “You silly chump!” hissed Potter. “If you tell Prouty that, you’ll make it a point of honour with him to cane you!” 
  “Go and beg off, you frabjous dummy!” snarled Greene. 
  “Beg off!” roared Coker. “Catch me! I’m in the right, and old Prout’s in the wrong. I shall explain that to him. He may see reason.” 
  Potter and Greene gazed fixedly at Coker. Their looks indicated that they did not consider it probable that Mr. Prout would see reason if Coker explained to him that he was in the wrong. 
  “Now shut up!” added Coker. “I expected support in my own study; I looked for loyalty from my own pals. You’re letting me down—the Filth are letting me down. I despise the lot of you. I shall refuse to be caned by Prout. If he is obstinate, I shall call on the Fifth to bar him out of the Form-room.” 
 “Bub-bub-bar Prouty out of the Form-room!” repeated Potter, like a man in a dream. 
  “Yes. That will be the only dignified course for the Form!” said Coker. “I’ve thought it out.” 
  “You’ve thought it out! You’re making out that you can think—that you’ve got anything to think with! You burbling chump!” 
“Look here, Potter—” 
“You footling fathead!” said Greene. 
  Coker jumped up. 
  “I’m fed up with this!”  he exclaimed hotly. “I’ll jolly well bang your heads together, and see if I can knock a little sense into them!” 
  Coker — justly wrathy — rushed at Potter and Gtreene, with the fell intention of banging their heads together. 
  He had no doubt that he could do it. He really had no idea how much he owed to the forbearance of his study mates, and their regard for the hampers that came from Aunt Judy. 
  He found out his mistake now. 
  Potter and Greene collared Coker together. Their heads did not bang: it was Coker’s head that banged on the study table. It made the table rock. 
  “Ow!” roared Coker. 
  “Give him another!” yelled Potter. 
  Bang! 
  “Whoooop!”
  Coker, hurled on the floor, sprawled there in a dizzy state. Potter glared down at him. 
  “Now, you frabjous frump—” 
  “Yow-ow-ow!” 
  “You’ve got to beg off from Prouty somehow. If you don’t we’ll scrag you! Scrag you bald-headed! Come on, Greeney; I’m fed up with that burbling idiot! Mind, Coker, if you don’t get off that caning, you’ll be ragged out of Greyfriars.” 
  “Groooogh!” 
  Potter and Greene departed, slamming the study door after them. 
  Coker sat up dazedly, rubbing his head. It was a hard head, and there was, fortunately, nothing in it to damage. Still, it felt pained. 
  “Oh!” gasped Coker. “Oh, my hat! Oh, my head! Ow!” 
  Serious as the situation was, Horace Coker did not give it any further thought for some time. His head—never of much use for thinking purposes—was now too dizzy for thinking at all; and for quite a long time Coker sat and rubbed the outside and gave the inside a rest. 
                                       THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                           Great Expectations! 
HOBSON of the Shell smiled as he came into the Rag. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were there, and they were smiling. 
  All the fellows in the Rag were smiling. 
  Smiling seemed to be the order of the day in the Lower School at Greyfriars. 
  “Heard about Coker?” asked Hobson of the Shell. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
    The question was superfluous: evidently everybody in the Rag had heard about Coker. A roar of laughter answered Hobson, which implied that the answer was in the affirmative. 
It is said that an accepted wit has but to say “Pass the salt”  to set the table in a roar. Certainty any Greyfriars man had only to say “Heard about Coker?” to set a whole room in a roar. 
  That is to say, in the Lower School, or in the Sixth. To say “Heard about Coker?” in the Fifth was to evoke, if not weeping and wailing, at least the gnashing of teeth. 
  “Caned! said James Hobson joyfully. He’s going to be caned, you know! Of course, l’m sorry for him.” 
  Hobson did not look sorry. He did not sound sorry. His sorrowfulness would not have been described by Hurree Jamset Ram Singh as terrific. 
  “He Was my chum in the Shell, you know.” Hobson remarked. “ When his aunt bullied the Head into kicking him up into the Fifth, he put on airs at once. More Fifth---Formy than all the rest of the Fifth put together. Now he’s going to be caned! There isn’t much caning in the Shell. But I dare say it’s good for the Fifth!” 
  “Poor old Coker!” sghed Bob Cherry. 
  “Of course, a man’s sorry for him.” said Hobson. “I was thinking of going to his study to sympathise.” 
  “Guard with your left when you do it!” suggested the Bounder. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, don’t rub it in, Hobby!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Coker must be feeling it.” 
  “He will be fecling it to-morrow morning, anyhow, when Prouty starts in with the cane.” assented Hobby. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Fancy the Fifth!” grinned Peter Todd. “Coker bending over a desk like a fag—taking six! The Fifth will be ready to lynch him.” 
  “Or Prout!” chuckled Johnny Bull. 
  “Or both!” said Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Rather a come-down for the Fifth.” said Hobson happily. “They put on a lot of airs in the Fifth—make out that they’re practically on a level with the Sixth, being seniors. And they ain’t.” 
  “No fear!” 
  “This will bring it home to them!” chortled Hobby. “This will clear their minds a little. They won’t swank quite so much over fellows as good as themselves, or a little better. I passed Fitzgerald of the Fifth in the passage. I asked him whether any more of the Fifth were going to be caned, and advised him to put some exercise books in his bags when he went to see Prout. He looked quite wild.” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The juniors had noticed that Hobson of the Shell had entered the Rag rather hastily. No doubt the wildness of Fftzgera1d of the Fifth was the cause of his haste. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. After rolling Coker of the Fifth down the Remove staircase, they had forgotten Coker—impossible as it would have seemed to Coker for anyone to forget him. But the news that Coker was to be caned had changed all that. Coker was in the limelight now—any stranger walking through Greyfriars would have heard Coker’s name uttered on all sides, and would have supposed that Coker was a man of the greatest fame and importance. So he was—for the time. Members of the First Eleven faded into insignificance beside Coker now. 
  Probably Mr. Prout, when in his wrath he had sentenced Coker to be 
caned in the Form-room, had not realised what a bombshell he was hurling into the little world of Greyfriars. 
  Probably, on reflection, the Fifth Form master might repent him of having hurled that bombshell. 
  But it was well known that Mr. Paul Prout was what he would have described himself as a man of firm character— what the juniors called an obstinate old beggar. 
  What he had said, he had said. 
  A score of ears had heard Coker’s sentence, and as if that was not enough, Coker, in his indignation, had talked of it far and wide. 
  It was scarcely possible for a man of firm character, or an obstinate old beggar, whichever Mr. Prout was, to back out now. lt would look as if he had yielded to pressure. It would endanger his authority as a Form master. It would not have done at all. 
Unless he was furnished with at least a very plausible pretext, Mr. Prout could not recede from the position he had taken up, even if he desired to recede from it. 
  Harry Wharton was thinking this over and he drew his chums into a quiet corner of’ the Rag to impart to them the result of his cogitations, what time Hobson of the Shell chortled joyously over the prospect of what was to happen to his former pal on the morrow. 
  “Coker’s up against it, you chaps.” said the captain of the Remove. “Of course, there’s no reason why Fifth-Form men shouldn’t be caned like anybody else. “They’re not really the salt of the earth.” 
  “Not the least little bit!” said Bob Cherry. “It will take them down a peg to see Coker caned, and you can bet that the whole school will rub it in. I fancy Coker will be found dead in the Fifth Form passage shortly.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What about trying to get him off?” asked Harry. 
  “Eh?” 
  “What?” 
  “Rot!” 
  “The rotfulness is terrific!” 
  Four members of the Co. seemed against the suggestion, but the captain of the Remove persisted. 
  “Look here, you men, that ass Coker isn’t a bad sort. Of course, he’s a fool! He’s an ass! He’s every known kind of a piffling, tootling, frabjous fathead. But his heart’s in the right place, though his head isn’t much to speak of. He will feel this hard.” 
  “That depends on how much beef Prouty puts into it.” 
  “Be serious, old chap. Coker will feel it a lot, and the Fifth will slaughter him. They’re frightfully touchy about their dignity—they’d rather see a Fifth Form man sacked than caned like a fag. Coker asked for it all; but he’s not a bad chap, according to his lights. . His life won’t be worth living in the Fifth after this. And, besides, he’s howling idiot enough to do something awfully reckless when Prout begins—might even punch Prout.” 
  “Oh. great pip!” 
  “Even Coker wouldn’t be such a potty idiot!” 
  “It’s well known that Coker would be any kind of potty idiot. He’s got no limit.”  
  “Well, that’s so,” chuckled Bob Cherry. “I should be sorry to see the old duffer sacked. He doesn’t deserve that, though he’s very cheeky to the Remove.” 
  “But we can’t stop it.” said Nugent. “Old Prout isn’t likely to listen to us if we put in a word for him.” 
“The likeliness is not terrific.” 
“Besides, Prouty can’t back down now, with all the school talking about it.” said Bob. “He’s an obstinate old beggar, you know. We can see that he’s making a mistake in this; but he won’t see it himself.” 
  “He was wild with Coker,” said Harry, “but really we had as much to do with the row as Coker had.” 
  “Coker started it.” 
  “We weren’t exactly unwilling to carry on.” 
  “Nunno! Six of one and half a dozen of the other.” grinned Bob, “Do you want a licking for your share of the row?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “No. I’m not suggesting going to Quelchy. But Prouty can’t cane us; he’s not our Form master. We could tell him how the matter stood, without getting licked. Look here, the fact is, the Fifth are not caned, and by this time old Prout will be jolly sorry he spoke, and my idea is that he would jump at a chance to let Coker off with lines or detentions instead of a caning. Well, let’s give him a chance.” 
  There was silence in the Co. 
  “But it would take the Fifth down such an awful peg!” pleaded Johnny Bull. “They don’t waste much civility on us.” 
  “I know, but—” 
  “It’s a chance to chip the Fifth and take a rise out of them.” urged Frank Nugent. 
  “I know. But look here, I think it would be the decent thing.” said Harry. “Coker’s always an ass, and sometimes an offensive ass; but we always knock him out when we have a row; we owe him no grudge. Let’s do anything we can for him; it’s really serious for Coker, you know, though it’s a screaming joke for anybody else.” 
  “Well, let’s!” said Bob Cherry at last. And so it was agreed, and the Famous Five left the Rag together, and made their way to Masters passage to interview Mr. Prout. They left the whole crowd in the Rag chortling over Coker and Coker’s mishaps, and it is very probable that had the Rag guessed the intention of the Famous Five, the Rag would have fallen upon them and smitten them hip and thigh, and certainly they would never have reached Mr. Prout’s study except by passing over the dead body of Hobson of the Shell. So the chums of the Remove safely kept their own counsel, and, like the Arab who folded his tent, they stole silently away to do Horace Coker that good turn. 

                                       THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Putting It to Prout! 

MR. PROUT, the master of the Fifth, sat in his study, frowning. 
  Mr. Prout was still cross. 
  Coker of the Fifth was enough to try the temper of the best-tompered Form-master, and Mr. Prout was not a specially good-tempered master: His temper, in fact, was quite unreliable in the sharp winter weather. Frosty weather brought certain little aches and pains into various parts of Mr. Prout’s portly person, and Mr. Prout had a corn, his constant companion for years, that grew with his growth and strengthened with his strength, and that made its presence unpleasantly felt when the cold weather nipped Mr. Prout. 
  With a little rheumatic ache in his knee, and a little neuralgic pain in his eye, and his favourite corn “shooting,” sometimes taking single pot-shots, as it were, and sometimes volleying, Mr. Prout really was not in a state to stand too much Coker. 
  Once upon a time, if his memory served him well, Mr. Prout had been a mighty hunter of big game, a terrific climber of Alpine cliffs. Grizzly bears had rolled over before his deadly rifle; though, for one reason or another, Mr. Prout had not brought home their skins. Unnumbered buffaloes had perished under his withering fire, though various trifling circumstances had prevented Mr. Prout from adorning his walls with their horns. Mr. Prout had climbed the Matterhorn though, owing to some petty incident he had not reached the top. No one, looking at the portly Form master, would have supposed that be had ever been, like Nimrod, a mighty hunter; and it was barely possible that Mr. Prout’s memory did not serve him well. It was possible that memory fondly lingering on past glories, exaggerated those glories a little, indeed, a lot. That at least, was the opinion current in Master’s Common-room at Greyfriars. 
  That he had shot the stag whose antlers decorated his study, Mr. Prout firmly believed; and the other masters believed as firmly that this was a delusion of Mr. Prout’s. Coker’s opinion was that Mr. Prout had bought those antlers second-hand; and it was just like Coker to state that opinion aloud one day in the Fifth Form-room, just as Mr. Prout was coming in to take his Form. If ever, on any occasion, there was anything into which a foot could be put, Horace Coker could be relied upon to put his foot in it. 
  Those mighty hunting days—if any— were over now, at all events, and Mr. Prout was now a rather irritable old gentleman, who had not seen his toes let alone touched them, for years and years. 
  Years had touched his form to riper grace, as a poet has expressed it poetically. It was considered, in the Fifth, that it would have been a good exercise to walk round Mr. Prout. Grizzly bears, whose forefathers had fallen under Mr. Prout’s deadly rifle, would have found it a soft job now to avenge those slaughtered forbears. So far from climbing the Matterhorn, Mr. Prout sometimes found a little difficulty in negotiating the stairs at Greyfriars. On this particular day, Mr. Prout’s principal corn had been shooting with as much activity as if it had been in practice for a Bisley meeting. Whatever might have been the ease with Mr. Prout’s rifle, there was no doubt that the shooting of his corn was deadly. 
  On such occasions, the danger-signals were easily to be seen in a redness in Mr. Prout’s plump nose, and a glint in his eye. The Fifth Form knew the signs well, and when Mr. Prout’s nose knew the danger-signal, the Fifth were accustomed to sit up and take notice, to give Mr. Prout his head, and to walk warily. Except, of course, Coker! Coker’s mission in life being to exemplify the ancient proverb, that fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
  Twice that day Coker had exasperated Mr. Prout, to the accompaniment of the shooting of his corn and the twinging of his knee. It was scarcely surprising that Mr. Prout had come down heavy on Coker. Five hundred lines for the first offence had not stopped Coker; like Oliver Twist, he had asked for more. And so it had come to pass that the Fifth Form master, breaking all traditions, had sentenced Coker to be caned before the Form!   
  But reflection had supervened. 
  Hours after Coker’s offence, Mr. Prout was still of opinion that a caning would be for Coker’s good; but had realised that it would not be for the good of the Fifth, or for his own good. 
  Tradition was strong in a school like Greyfriars. Precedent ruled supreme. Fellows did what other fellows did, and what earlier fellows had done before them. The most potent headmaster who desired to introduce a change of any sort, had to proceed cautiously and carefully. No fag in the school liked fagging; yet had Dr. Locke proposed the abolition of fagging, it would have been a severe shock to the whole school. Changes even for the better were regarded dubiously and suspiciously. And Mr. Prout had to admit that the change he was introducing was a change for the worse. 
  A great fellow in a tail-coal could not be caned without a loss of dignity to himself, to the Form to which he belonged, and to the Form master who caned him. 
  Justly exasperated as he was with Coker, Mr. Prout wished that he had not promulgated that sentence. 
  He knew that his Form was in a seething state of discontent about it. He could hardly blame them. Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, though not a Sixth Form man, or a prefect, was a “blood” of the first water, a great and magnificent personage, a member of the eleven, awe-inspiring to the Lower School. Certainly Mr. Prout, in his most exasperated moments, would never have dreamed of caning Blundell. But it was very nearly as bad to cane a man in Blundell’s Form; a man of the same standing in the school. It was a bitter humiliation to Blundell, almost as bitter as if he were caned himself. Mr. Prout understood it, and he was, as Harry Wharton had sagely divined, sorry that he had spoken. He did not want an exasperated and rebellious Form to deal with; he did not want to encounter black looks when he entered his Form-room; he did not want his colleagues, in Masters’ Common-room, to remark to one another that he could not keep order in a senior Form without treating the seniors like fags. 
  Mr. Prout was accustomed to giving his colleagues advice—unrequested, as a rule—on the management of their Forms. He foresaw the half-concealed smiles of the other masters; he could already hear the murmured sarcasms, when the caning of the Fifth was discussed in Common-room. It would be discussed; there was no doubt of that. Everything that ever happened was discussed in Common-room; indeed, Coker had been heard to remark that when the masters got together in Common-room. they were like a lot of tattling old women. 
  The remark was not unfounded—and it was, of course, just like Coker to make it in the hearing of authoritative ears. 
  Mr. Prout, growing angrier and angrier with Coker, as he contemplated the disagreeable position into which his wrath had landed him, would have been glad of a way of escape, angry as he was, 
  But there was no way; what he had said, he had said. Having sentenced Coker to be caned, he had to cane him, or else appear to yield to clamour, to give way to Coker’s insolence. Had Coker come to him, as Potter had advised, and begged pardon in a humble and contrite spirit, Mr. Prout would have found a way open; he could have acted magnanimously; and gated and lined Coker instead of caning him in the Form-room. But Coker did not come. He was persuaded that he was in the right; and Coker was far too lofty and independent to apologise when he was in the right. 
  Without humble advances from Coker, Mr. Prout simply could not recede from the position he had taken up; utterly uncomfortable and disconcerting as that position was. 
  Mr. Prout was thinking this over, with a black brow, when there came a tap at his study door. 
  He brightened up. 
  If it was Coker coming to beg off, the relief would have been immense. Mr. Prout was yearning for some pIausiblc excuse to let him off. 
  “Come in!” called out Mr. Prout, quite briskly. 
  For the first time since Coker had been in his Form, he was anxious to see Coker. 
  But it was not Coker; it was a party of Remove juniors who entered Mr. Prout’s study. 
  The Fifth Form master stared at Harry Wharton & Co. 
  He wanted to see Coker; decidedly he did not want to see any members of Mr. Quelch’s Form. He stared at them—or rather, glared. Like the Alpine climber celebrated by the poet, his brow was black, his eye beneath, flashed like a falchion from its sheath. 
  “You! What do you juniors want?” snapped Mr. P rout. 
  “If you please, sir—“ said Wharton meekly. 
  “Come to the point at once!” 
  “Yes, sir! It’s about Coker, sir!” 
  “What?” 
  “Coker, sir !” murmured Nugent. 
  “What do you mean?” exclaimed Mr. Prout, looking at the Removites as he might have looked over his rifle at the grizzlies in the dear dead days beyond recall. “Explain yourself, Wharton.” 
  “You see, sir—” began Bob Cherry. 
  “I have told Wharton to explain!” 
  “Oh, yes!” 
  “We—ahem!—feel that we ought to tell you, sir.” said the captain of the Remove. “Coker wasn’t so much to blame as you may have thought, sir. He got mixed up in a row with us, but, really, sir, he wasn’t larking in our passage—as it looked, sir—the fact is, we rather ragged him.” 
  “The ragfulness was terrific, sir.” 
  “Oh!” said Mr. Prout. 
  His glare became a little less ferocious. 
  He realised that this was the chance he had been looking for. If these juniors confessed that they had been ragging Coker of the Fifth, that put a different complexion on the matter—at the very least, it enabled Mr. Prout to put a different complexion on it. 
  “Do you mean to tell me that Coker of my Form was not to blame in the— the disgraceful disturbance on the staircase?” he exclaimed. 
  “Well, not much more than we were, sir.” said Harry. “We were all a bit excited, sir.” 
  “No doubt,” said the Fifth Form master. “I am very glad you have 
come and told me this, my boys. It is possible that Coker was not so much to blame as I concluded at the time.” 
  “That’s it, sir,’ said Wharton. “We—we thought we ought to speak out, sir, in fairness to Coker.” 
  Mr. Prout’s brow was no longer black: no longer did his eye flash like a falchion from its sheath. He actually smiled. 
  “Well, well, it is very right and proper for you to explain this.” he said. “You have been very disorderly, I fear; but it is not my affair to comment upon that. I am not your Form master. Indeed I am bound to say that you have acted in a very manly way in admitting your fault like this. I am much obliged to you.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  And the Removites withdrew, and closed the door after them, leaving Mr. Prout in a very relieved frame of mind. His way was clear now—he would state, in the presence of the Fifth, that he had learned that Coker had been rather the victim than the aggressor in the disorderly disturbance in the Remove quarters, that he had been more sinned against than sinning, as it were: he would rescind the caning for that reason, and would give Coker a detention instead. 
  The whole unhappy affair would pass into oblivion, without such an outrage on all Greyfriars traditions as the caning of a Fifth Form man in the Fifth Form-room. It was such a relief to Mr. Prout, to be afforded an excuse for withdrawing his hasty words without appearing to eat them, that he felt that he could almost forgive Coker for all the trouble he had caused. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as they went down Masters’ passage. They had been successful, they knew that. 
  “Prouty fairly jumped at it,” said Bob. “You could see that, you fellows.” 
  “The jumpfulness was terrific.” 
  “I fancied he would be glad of an excuse to call it off.” grinned the captain of the Remove. “It will be all right now, if Coker has the sense of a bunny rabbit.” 
  But had he? 
  Fellows who knew Coker of the Fifth doubted it; and as the event was to prove, their doubts were justified. 

                                            THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                                Coker Defies the Form! 

“FETCH the idiot in!”
  “If he won’t come—” 
  “He will come if you kick him hard enough,” said Blundell. 
  “Right-ho!” 
  And three or four seniors went to fetch the idiot in—if we, like Blundell of the Fifth, may apply such a disrespectful description to Horace Coker. 
  At the end of the Fifth Form passage, between the passage fire-place and the big window on the quad, was a room which was called the games study. Probably it was so called because the games committee of the Fifth held their meetings there: certainly not because the Fifth ever played any games, larks, or japes there; games, in that sense of the word, being miles and miles beneath the dignity of the Fifth. Just as the Rag was a sort of glory-hole for the juniors, so the games study was a general rendezvous for the Fifth, where, however, there never was any noise of ragging as in the Rag. The Fifth were a decorous Form: and, as a rule, the games study was as sedate as the Prefects’ room. 
  Just now, most of the Fifth were gathered in the games study, in an unusually excited state. Blundell, captain of the Form, presided over the meeting. There was a great deal of talk, all of it emphatic and much of it simultaneous. For once, the games study approximated rather to the Rag than to the Prefects-room in its manners and customs. 
  Blundell and his merry men had been discussing the case of Coker. They had come to a decision. Now Coker was required to hear their decision: in other words—BlundelI’s words—the idiot was to be fetched in. 
  Fitzgerald and Price and Tomlinson went to fetch him. The rest of the Filth sat around and waited. Bland slipped away for a few minutes, to return with a fives bat under his arm, which he laid on the table in the games study. Apparently it was considered that a fives bat might be needed to point the argument, when the Fifth argued the matter out with Coker. 
  Tramp, tramp! 
  Horace Coker’s heavy tread was heard approaching the games study. He came not unwillingly: there had been no need for Fitsgerald, Price, and Tomlinson to kick him. They had been prepared to do so, willing to do so, indeed keen to do so: but it was not needed.  Coker was ready to face his Form. Possibly he supposed that the Fifth had decided to rally round him, and back him up, as they ought to have backed up so great a man. Possibly he expected to be greeted with cheers as he marched into the games study, followed by the fellows who had gone to fetch him. 
  If such was Coker’s expectation he was disappointed. No cheers greeted him— neither was there any sign of loyal backing-up. The Fifth scowled at Coker like so many demons in a pantomime. Even Coker could see that his stock was low in the market. 
Not that that affected Coker. Horace Coker was sufficient unto himself: all he needed was his own approval, and he always had that. To the disapproval of others he could always oppose a lofty self-confidence, the self-reliance of a fellow who knew his own value. The scowls of the Fifth only added a dogged expression of defiance to Coker’s rugged countenance. 
  “Oh! here you are!”  grOWled Blundell. 
  Coker nodded coolly. 
  “Here I am.” he assented. 
  He made it quite plain that he was not to be overborne. Coker, who told all Greyfriars that he did not give a rap for the Sixth, was not likely to be overborne by the Fifth. 
  Perhaps he was a little pained to see the faces of Potter and Greene, his own familiar friends, scowling along with the rest. Perhaps he felt that he onght have said, like Caesar of old. “Et tu, Brute.” He had chummed with the fellows: he had told them how to play football; he had put them right lots of times when they erred; he had never tired of pointing out to them what footling asses they were. This was their gratitude. 
  No doubt Coker realised, in those painful moments, that ingratitude was sharper than a serpent’s tooth. But he ignored Potter and Green. Later on, perhaps, if they expressed their repentance with due humility, he might forgive them, and take them into favour again. For the present, he ignored them. 
  Standing at ease, with his hands in his pocket, pride in his port, and defiance in his eye, Coker stared back at the scowling Fifth. They were not going to get any change out of Coker, that was clear. 
  “Now, we’ve talked over this,” said Blundell gruffly. “We can’t have you letting down the Fifth, Coker. It’s disgrace to have you in the Form at all, without having you caned like a snivelling fag, and all Greyfriars laughing over it.” 
  “Oh, can it!” said  Coker disdainfully. 
  “What?” roared Blundell. 
  “Can it!” repeated Coker.  “Put it in a can and put the lid on.  I can see you’re against me. That’s enough! Shut up!” 
  George Blundell breathed hard and deep. 
  “I thought you’d decided to do the decent thing.” said Coker scornfully.“ If you haven’t, can it!”
  “What do you call the decent thing?” inquired Hilton of the Fifth. 
  “Backing me up.”  said Coker.  “Prouty says he’s going to cane me.  I say he isn’t.” 
  “Oh You say he isn’t!” gasped Blundell.
  “ Certainly, I shall refuse to be caned —I have some sense of dignity, if Prout hasn’t, and the Form hasn’t. Back him up! If Prout handles the cane in Form room to-rnorrow morning, I’m prepared to push him out of the Form-room.”.‘ 
  “Pip-pip-push a Form master out of his Form-room!” said Blundell dazedly. 
  “Yes. But, of course, I shall want backing.” 
  “Bub-bub-backing!” Blundell seemed to be afflicted with a stutter. 
    “ Naturally.” said Coker. “There may be trouble it I push Pout out of the Form-room on his neck.” 
  “I shouldn’t say there may be trouble, if you do that.” remarked Blundell. “I should call it a dead cert.” 
  “ Who cares?” sniffed Coker.  “ Back me up, and we shall be all right. My idea is to bar Prout out of the Form-room till he comes to his senses—if he’s got any, which I doubt.” 
  “That’s the big idea, is it?” gasped Fitzgerald. 
  “That’s it.” 
  “And supposing.” breathed Blundell—supposing that we were as potty as you are, Coker, and did it, what would happen then?  The Head would walk round to our Form-room.”
  “Bar him out, too!” 
  “Bar the head?” 
  Evidently Horace Coker was prepared to go the whole hog —the entire unicorn, so to speak. 
  The Fifth were not.  Not quite!  A unicorn of those dimensions was much too much of a good thing for the Fifth. They gazed at Coker as if he had mesmerized them, at a loss for speech. Blundell found his voice at last. 
  “I suppose it’s no good talking sense to you, Coker!” he gasped. 
  “You haven’t tried yet!” retorted Coker. 
  “To come down to brass tacks.” said Blundell. “ We can’t have a Fifth Form man caned. Mr. Prout can’t retreat—he’s got his dashed dignity to consider. But if you apologise humbly it will give him a chance. I fancy he would be glad to let this matter drop if it were made easy for him. You’re going to make it easy—see? You’re going to apologise to him, beg his pardon, pile it on as thick as he likes— anything, in fact, to get him to give up this stunt of caning the Fifth. See?” 
  “I don’t think!” said Coker derisively. “I’d apologise if I were in the wrong. I’d apologise if I made a mistake. I nay mention that I’ve never had to apologise yet. What is there to apologise about? It’s for Prouty to apologise. He’s insulted me. I’m prepared to overlook the matter if he puts it civilly.” 
  Obviously, it was no use talking to Coker. But Blundell made one more attempt. 
  “Never mind who’s in the right or the wrong. That doesn’t matter. You’re to apologise, and beg off somehow. See?” 
“ Rats!” 
  “I shall come with you to see Mr. Prout, and see that you do it hunbly enough—that you eat humble-pie just as much as is wanted to pacify Prout. Got that?” 
  Coker laughed. The idea seemed to strike him as amusing. 
  “You can come with me to Prouty if you like.” he said, “I’m going to see him, anyhow. I’m going to tell him that I refuse to be caned. To give him a chance to back out while there’s still time, before he makes a hopeless ass of himself!” 
  “Isn’t it a jewel he is entirey?” ejaculated Fitzgerald, gazing at Horace Coker in wonder.  Blundell rose to his feet. The other seniors followed his exanple, circling round to cut off Coker’s escape from the games. 
  “You know what you’ve got to do, Coker.” said Blundell.  “I’ve told you —as your Form captain.” 
  “What beats me,” said Coker, “is that any Form should elect such a crass ass Form-captain! I’ve never understood that.” 
  “Are you going to do as you’re told?” 
  “Hardly.” 
  “Put him across the table.” said Blundell, taking up the fives-bat. “It’s not much good talking to you, Coker. I’m going to thrash you till you come to your senses. See?’ 
  “Somebody will get hurt first.” said Coker, taking his hands out of his pockets and clenching his hefty fists. 
  “Collar him!” 
  Horace Coker put up his hands as the Fifth closed in on him with vengeful looks. But at that moment a ponderous tread was heard in the Fifth Form pessage, and Price whispered: 
  “Chuck it! Here comes Prouty!” 
  Blundell dropped the fives-bat behind a chair, and Horace Coker dropped his fists, unassailed, as the majestic form of Mr. Prout appeared in the doorway of the games study. 

                                    THE NINTH CHAPTER 

                                      And His Form Master! 

MR. PROUT gazed into the games study with a quite benignant expression on his plump face. 
  He had come there because he knew that most of the Fifth would be gathered there at that hour, and he wanted to speak what he had to say before the Fifth Form men. 
  Mr. Prout had decided what he was going to say. He was going to say that some juniors had given further information concerning that shindy in the Remove, from which it appeared that Coker was not so much to blame as he had at first supposed. 
  This being the case, he had decided to rescind the sentence of a Form-room caning, and Coker would be detained for a half-holiday instead. 
  Mr. Prout knew how glad the Fifth would be to hear it—as glad as he was himself to say it. The whole disagreeable incident would fade away; no one would be able to say that the cane had been introduced into the Fifth Form room. On all sides, dignity would be saved, this late discovery of Coker’s comparative guiltlessness affording Mr. Prout an easy line of retreat. 
  All this was in Mr. Prout’s mind, and he had already worked up a benignant and magnanimous expression to accompany the words he was going to utter. 
  In the circumstances, it was unfortunate that Mr. Prout did not speak first, before Coker had time to put his foot in it again. But Coker, though slow in many things, was always as swift as the fleeting arrow when it came to putting his foot it it. Mr. Prout really had no chance. Coker spoke first! 
  “Mr. Prout! I’m glad you’ve come here, sir!” said Coker. “I’m glad to have a chance of speaking out plainly before the Form. You have sentenced me to a caning, sir. This is quite impossible!” 
  “What?” 
  Benignity and magnanimity vanished from Mr. Prout’s face with startling S suddenness. 
  He glared at Coker. 
  Glares, in the circumstances, failed to affect Coker. He went on regardless. 
“The Fifth are not caned, sir! I am sure that if you think the matter over, you will see that it won’t do. I could not possibly submit to it, sir. Absolutely impossible, sir!” 
  Mr. Prout gasped. 
  “Coker!” 
  “I hope I make my meaning clear, sir.” said Coker. 
   “You—you—you impudent young rascal!” stuttered Mr. Prout. 
  “I’m sorry to see you take it like this, sir.” said Coker calmly. “But the matter stands as I’ve said, sir. I can’t be caned.” 
  
  “You—cannot—be—caned?” repeated Mr. Prout, articulating every word separately, as if he found difficulty in getting it out. 
 “No, sir! May I ask you to think over the matter further, sir? Perhaps by to-morrow morning you may be in a more reasonable frame of mind.” suggested Coker brightly. 
  Mr. Prout spluttered for words. 
  The Fifth exchanged hopeless glances. Coker had torn it now, that was clear. After what he had said, no Form master could possibly have receded an inch from the position he had taken up. It was a point of honour with the Fifth Form master to cane Coker now— that was obvious to everyone excepting Coker. It was just as well that Blundell had dropped the fives-bat behind his chair. At that moment he might have brained Coker. 
   “You—you—you—” stuttered Mr. Prout. “You—you— Coker, you— you insolent young scoundrel. You dare to talk in such terms to me, your Form master ! You will be caned, Coker, and all the more severely for this unheard-of insolence! Tomorrow morning, in the Form-room, Coker, you will receive six strokes of the cane!” 
  “Impossible, sir!” 
  “Silence!” roared Mr. Prout. 
  “You see, sir—” 
  “Silence!  Since you choose to act, Coker, like an unruly Lower boy, you will be caned like an unruly Lower boy. Not another word!” 
  “I hope you’ll think better of it, sir!” 
  “Silence!” shrieked Mr. Prout. 
  “Go! Leave my presence! Depart!” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  Coker departed. Even Coker realised that it was wiser to say no more to Mr. Prout just now. The Filth Form master was obviously in a towering rage. Why, Coker did not know. But he could see that it was so. 
  Coker’s heavy footsteps died away down the Fifth Forn passage. Mr. Prout struggled for articulation. 
  “Blundell!” he gasped at last. 
  “Yes, sir.” mumbled Blundell dismally. He was well aware that Coker had torn it hopelessly, and that there was nothing more doing. 
  “I regret this, Blundell. I understand your feelings and sympathise with them. But that audacious boy has placed it out of my power to remit his punishment.”
  “I—I know, sir. But—” 
  “There is nothing more to be said, Blundell. I regret it but there is nothing more to be said.” 
  Mr. Prout rustled away. 
  The Fifth-Formers looked at one another with feelings too deep for words. They could guess why Mr. Prout had come to the games study; they could guess what he had been going to say, had Coker given him time. Now the last hope was gone. No language, living or dead, could have expressed the feelings of the Fifth. 
  It was just as well that Coker’s departure had preceded Mr. Prout’s. Just then his life would not have been safe in the games study. 
                                    THE TEN CHAPTER. 
                                             Exciting! 
HOBSON of the Shell wore a sunny smile the following morning. 
  Smiles abounded in the Lower School. 
  It was a dim, winter morning, and the solar luminary had forgotten to shine, but there were sunny faces all over Greyfriars. 
  The caning of Coker, which was a tragedy to the Fifth, was a comedy to all Forms below the Fifth. 
  Especially did the Shell smile, and more especially Hobson of the Shell. The Shell prided themselves upon being Middle Shhool—not mere juniors like the Fourth and the Remove, and having nothing whatever in common with the fags of the Third and the Second. But in the Shell the cane was used; on days when Mr. Hacker was cross it was even used liberally. The immunity of the Fifth from that form of punishment seemed, to the Shell, utter rot, now all that was going to be changed. 
  Hobson looked as if he had come into a fortune that morning. Coker, when he had passed into the Fifth, had assumed at once the dignity of a senior. This was described by Hobson as putting on airs and graces. The two had been friends in the Shell; Coker’s remove had dealt a sudden and fatal blow at that friendship. Coker of the Filth was not the fellow to know a junior. 
  As for the Shell’s claim to be Middle School; and not exactly juniors, Coker laughed it to scorn—after he left the Shell. And why had he left it? The story was current in the Shell that his Aunt Judy had seen the Head about it specially; that she had ragged the Head, actually jawed him, till for the sake of peace and quietness the Head had given Coker his shove. Billy Bunter of the Remove even asseverated that Aunt Judy had threatened the Head with her umbrella on that occasion, and that it was in bodily fear of the formidable old lady that the Beak had surrendered. 
  Bunter claimed to have witnessed the thrilling scene through the keyhole ot the Head’s study. Probably Bunter exaggerated. Anyhow, Coker had got his remove, and all the Shell knew that he hadn’t got it on his brains or his acquirements. All that Coker knew, according to the Shell could have been put into a thimble, leaving plenty of room for a finger. And before Coker had been ten minutes in the Fifth he had turned down the Shell as a mob of fags with whom it was beneath his dignity to consort. 
  The caning of Coker, therefore, came as a boon and a blessing to the Shell. It was a demonstration that Coker wasn’t quite so Fifth-Formy as he supposed. It was a blow to his dignity from which he was never likely to recover. It gave the Shell fellows endless openings for jests at Coker’s expense.  Airs and graces would undoubtedly sit ill upon a senior who had been caned like a fag. Hobson & Co.’s only regret was that they would not be in the Fifth Form-room to witness the castigation. They wished fervently that Mr. Prout would have administered the caning in Big Hall. 
  “Fancy Coker bending over!” said Hobson, joyously, to Hoskins of the Shell. “Fancy Coker yelling when the cane comes down!
 We may hear him yell from the Form-room. What?” 
  And Claude Hoskins chuckled at the prospect. 
  All the Lower School were keenly interested in the matter. All of them regretted that they would not witness the caning, and hoped that they would hear Coker yell. This was the natural result of Coker’s short way with fags. The fags were delighted to see Mr. Prout adopt short way with Coker. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. came down that morning expecting to hear that the caning of Coker was off. They were assured that their intervention had been successful. Successful it had been, so far as it went; only they had not counted upon Coker’s well-known knack of putting his foot in it. They soon learned that the caning of Coker, instead of being off, was still on. 
  The looks of the Fifth were sufficient to tell them so. 
  Every man in the Fifth seemed to have got out of the wrong side of his bed that morning. Tempers in the Fifth were execrable. Blundell, generally a quiet, amiable fellow, cuffed Billy Bunter for absolutely nothing. Potter and Greene kicked Temple of the Fourth simply because he looked at them. Just before breakfast a fearful din was heard in the quad, where Fitzgerald was banging together the heads of Hoskins and Stewart of the Shell. 
 At brekker the Fifth Form table was as bright and cheery as an assembly of funeral mutes. 
  Some of the Sixth wore sarcastic smiles. Loder and Walker and Carne actually grinned when they glanced over at the Fifth. Wingate, the captain of the school, affected ignorance of what was going on. As if anyone could have been ignorant of the crisis that was shaking Greyfriars to its ancient foundations. 
  The Head did not breakfast in Hall, or surely he would have observed the electricity in the atmosphere. The Head was probably the only person at Greyfriars who did not know what was toward. Some of the Fifth had desperately suggested an appeal to the Head. But it was a futile idea. The Head, whether he approved or not of Mr. Prout’s break with immutable tradition, was bound to support a Form- master. Appealing to the Head only meant cutting into a row with Prouty for nothing. 
  Mr. Prout, who breakfasted with his Form, like most of the Greyfriars masters, sat at the table with thunder in his brow. His corn was troublesome that morning. and the mute indignation of the Fifth was not lost on him. Mr Prout liked to be popular in his Form, and his popularity was dead as a doornail now. The Fifth loathed him, and loathed Coker, and looked as if they loathed the whole universe. Coker’s was the cheerfullest face at the Fifth Form table. Coker was bucked by his own hearty approval and unstinted admiration. 
  When the time came for the fellows to go into their Form-rooms all the juniors went reluctantly. They yearned to gather round the door of the Fifth Form-room and watch the show. It was rumoured that Coker had declared categorically that he wouldn’t be caned. Possibly there would be a shindy in the Fifth. So far, in the history of Greyfriars, a Form-master had never been punched by a member of his Form. If Coker was going to make new history, all the Lower School would have given a term’s pocket-money to see him do it. Shakespear’s schoolboy, with his shining morning face, creeping like a snail unwillingly to school, did not creep so unwillingly as did the Greyfriars juniors that morning. They clustered in the Form-room passage, and their Form. masters had to shepherd them to the Form-rooms like sheep into the folds. Even then Billy Bunter jumped up in the Remove-room, eagerly, with a bright idea in his mind. 
  “I’ve forgotten my map, sir!” he gasped. “May I go and fetch my map, sir?” 
  Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter. 
  So did the Removites, enviously. They had not thought of so simple a dodge as this. Really, it was a brilliant idea. A fellow who had leave to go and fetch a map, or a book, might linger in the Form-room passage and witness the caning of Coker, or at least hear it, and thereby become quite a distinguished personage. A fellow who had seen a Fifth-Former caned would be some fellow. Barely had Bunter’s voice died away than Skinner’s was heard. 
  “I’ve forgotten my Virgil, sir. May I fetch it?” 
  Mr. Quelch opened his lips to speak, but before hE could carry out that intention Bolsover Major butted in. 
  “If you please, sir, I’ve left my watch in the dormitory. May I go up and fetch it?” 
  “Silence!” hooted Mr. Quelch, just in time to cut short half a dozen other eager voices. 
  “Bunter!” he rapped out. 
  “Yes, sir “ gasped Bunter. “May I go, sir!”
  “You may not go, Bunter!” 
  “My map, sir—” 
  “A map is not required for first or second lesson, Bunter.” 
  “I—I mean my Latin grammar, sir!” 
  “Oh!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “You mean, your Latin  grammar, Bunter?” 
  “Yee-e-es, sir. M-m-may I fetch it?” 
 “You may not fetch it, Bunter. You will take a hundred lines for forgetting your 
map.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  “And another hundred lines for forgetting your grammar. 
  “ Ow!” 
  “Skinner, you will take a hundred lines for forgetting your Virgil, and you will use that of the boy next you.” 
  Skinner looked like a demon.
   “Bolsover, you will take a hundred lines for leaving your watch in the dormitory, and you will leave it there till morning break.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bolsover major. 
  The other fellows, who had not had time to follow Bunter’s bright example, were rather glad now that they not had time. Evidently the Remove master was too old a bird to be caught with such chaff. 
  “Has any other boy forgotten anything?” inquired Mr. Quelch, in a tone of grim irony. 
  There was a unanimous silence. If any fellow really had forgotten anything, he did not feel disposed to acquaint Mr. Quelch with the fact just then. 
  “Very well, we will commence.” said the Remove master. 
  “If—if you please, sir—” gasped Bunter. 
  “ Well?” 
  “I—I find I haven’t forgotten my map, sir—”  
  “Indeed?” 
  “Or—or my Latin grammar sir. I— I’ve got them both here, sir. I—I suppose I—I needn’t do the lines now, sir?” 
  “You need suppose nothing of the sort. You will take an extra hundred lines for having spoken untruthfully.” 
  “Oh, lor’!” gasped Bunter. Skinner, who had discovered that he had not, after all, forgotten his Virgil, and Bolsover major who was about to state that he had just found that his watch was in his pocket, both remained silent. They did not want to gain the reward for untruthfulness. Bunter, the richer by three hundred lines, repented him of that brilliant idea that had flashed into his fat mind. Lessons commenced in the Remove Form-room, and the juniors listened with tense attention—not to the valuable instruction they were receiving from Henry Samuel Quelch. They listened for the sound of yelling, or, alternatively, as the lawyers say, for the sound of a shindy, from the Fifth Form room up the passage. And in all the other junior Form-rooms, fellows were listening intently for the same sounds, and the words of wisdom that fell from the lips of their Form masters passed by them like the idle wind which they regarded not. 
                                    THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                              Ajax of the Fifth! 
THERE was a deadly stillness in the Fifth Form room at Greyfriars. 
  Mr. Prout’s plump face was serious and solemn 
  The Fifth were grimly silent 
  Most faces were dark and gloomy; all were serious; it was a crisis in the history of the Fifth, and all present realised it. Even Fitzgerald, who never could keep silent even at the most solemn moments, was silent now. It was an awe-inspiring moment. 
  Coker sat bolt upright. 
  As Mr. Prout went to his desk, and stood there surveying his Form, a pin might have been heard to drop in the Form-room. 
  Fellows breathed very deep. 
  In those solemn moments the Fifth Form room at Greyfriars bore some resemblance to the ancient Senate House of Rome, when Brennus and his Gauls butted in and found the senators sitting like wooden images. 	And—to use a less dignified simile—it bore some resemblance to a nest of mice with the cat at hand. 
  So deep was the stillness, so breathless the expectation, that when Mr. Prout at last spoke his voice had an effect of thunder. 
  “Coker!” 
  The Fifth Form master’s voice reverberated through the Form-room, startling the silent juniors. Some of them quite jumped. 
  Horace Coker rose in his place. 
  He was obedient to the voice of authority, so far as his sense of the fitness of things, and of his own dignity, permitted. 
  That he could be caned was impossible. Coker did not intend to let the impossible happen. Short of that, he was prepared to toe the line like a dutiful Fifth-Former. 
  “Yes, sir!” said Coker firmly. 
  “Stand out before the Form.” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  Coker strode out of his place. The movements of Coker’s extensive feet effectively banished the solemn stillness in the Fifth Form room. Coker’s feet could not be moved without everyone within a wide radius becoming aware of the fact. 
  He stood out manfully with the Fifth Form behind him, the Fifth Form master before him, facing Mr. Prout. 
  His attitude was calm and dignified, his eye steady and clear. He did not suppose for a moment that he looked like a cheeky ass. The other fellows in the Fifth supposed so; but they had never done Coker justice. Coker, had he been asked then what he thought he looked like, would have suggested Ajax defying the lightning, or Horatius on the bridge defying the whole Tuscan army, or something of that sort! 
  It was an impressive moment, and Coker was convinced that he was equal to the occasion. 
  Mr. Prout, certainly, did not seem impressed. His eye glinted at Coker. In this calm dignity, Mr. Prout seemed only to discern fatuous cheek. 
  “Coker, you will now be caned!” 
  It was on Coker’s lips to reply: “I don’t think!” 
  That reply, however, was obviously unworthy of the occasion. Coker suppressed it unuttered. 
  Mr. Prout picked up his cane. He bent it, and swished it, as if to make sure that it was in good order for the execution. 
  Then he stepped towards Horace Coker. 
  “Coker!” 
  “Sir!” said Coker. 
  “Bend over that chair!” 
  Coker almost laughed, though the atmosphere was fraught with tragedy. It really was entertaining for Prouty to suppose for one moment that Horace James Coker would bend over like a fag, and submit to a humiliating whacking. 
   Coker stood upright, squaring his hefty shoulders, like a fellow who might break but would never bend. 
  “You hear me, Coker?” 
  “I hear you, sir.” 
  “Obey me at once!” 
  “Impossible, sir!” 
  “What? What?” 
  “I must point out to you once more, sir, that the Fifth are not caned.” said Coker calmly. “There is a limit, sir. I decline to bend over.” 
  The Fifth gasped. Mr. Prout, his grip on the cane almost convulsive, gazed at Coker. 
  There was a terrible pause. 
   In a junior Form-room such a reply would have been followed by a cheeky junior being taken by the collar, bent over forcibly, and whacked till he howled for mercy. 
  In the Fifth Form room that was impracticable. 
  The hefty Coker was actually taller than his Form master, and at least twice as good a man in a tussle. In a contest of physical strength, it was a fact that Coker could have caned Mr. Prout much more easily than Mr. Prout could have caned Coker. Sideways, Mr. Prout was a mighty man; perpendicularly, he was not imposing. Coker’s shock of untidy hair towered over the bald spot on Mr Prout’s cranium. 
It was not without reason that the cane was barred in the senior Form-rooms. It could only be used on a hefty senior if the fellow chose. A junior had no choice in the matter. A senior had. In senior Form-rooms masters were supposed to rule by sweet reasonableness and the prestige of authority. Physical force was out of the question unless a fellow chose to submit to it. Coker did not choose. 
  True, the penalty for defying a Form master was a report to the Head, and the “sack.” 
  Coker was risking that. 
  The sack, of course. was a fearfully serious matter. But it was consistent with a fellow’s dignity. A caning was not.  
  “Coker!” said Mr. Prout, at last. “I order you, boy, to bend over that chair immediately!” 
  “I am sorry, sir, but I am bound to refuse.” answered Coker. 
  Mr. Prout breathed hard. 
  Properly speaking, he should at that point have sent Coker to the headmaster and washed his hands of him. But Mr. Prout was extremely unwilling to let Dr. Locke know that he could not manage his own Form without assistance from the headmaster. Many a time, in Masters’ Common-room, had Mr. Prout commented sarcastically upon masters who could not preserve their authority without dragging in the Head. 
  Dragging in the Head was undignified. It was a confession of weakness, of in- capacity. Mr. Twigg. of the Second, would drag in the Head when his Form got out of hand. Nothing could have been stronger than Mr. Prout’s contempt for such methods. A Form master’s own majesty should have been sufficient in his own Form-room. Mr. Prout had always said so—never having foreseen such an occurrence as this. Mr. Prout almost trembled at the thought of the sarcastic comments in Common-room if it became known that he had been defied by a boy in his Form, and had been driven to invoke the authority of the Head. 
  There were other ways. 
  “Coker, I give you one last opportunity of obeying my command!” breathed Mr. Prout. 
  “Impossible, sir “ 
  “Very well.” Mr. Prout turned to his Form. “Blundell, Fitzgerald, Hilton, you will take Coker and place him in a position for caning.” 
  “Yes, sir!” said the three seniors all at once. 
  They rose as one man. 
  The caning being inevitable, the dignity of the Fifth being outraged beyond redemption, the Fifth had only one desire left—that the caning should be severe; in fact, terrific. Their only possible consolation was to see Coker squirm under it. 
Three hefty fellows stepped out to collar Coker. 
  Coker jumped away. 
  He had not foreseen this. It had been borne in upon his mind that the Fifth would not back him up, as was their plain duty. But that they would back up Mr. Prout had not occurred to his mind. He might really have thought of it: but anything in the thinking line came with some difficulty to Horace Coker. His powerful intellect moved in mysterious ways its wonders to perform. 
  “Why, you—you rotters!” ejaculated Coker. “Keep off! Don’t you dare to lay a finger on me! My hat! Look here! Back me up!  Shove Prout out of the room and bar him out! What?” 
  It was a last appeal. 
  It failed. 
  Blundell, Fitzgerald, and Hilton advanced on Coker with almost wolfish looks, and it was only too clear in the faces of all the Fifth that they were ready to take a hand if needed; that indeed they were keen to take a hand. 
  Coker backed away, clenching his fists. His attitude no longer resembled that of Ajax defying the lightning. He looked a good deal like a rabbit in the presence of three terriers. 
  “Keep back!” he roared. 
  “Secure him!” panted Mr. Prout. The three rushed on. 
  Crash! 
  Fitzgerald of the Fifth was the first to reach Coker. Coker had backed as far as the door when Fitz reached him. Coker was desperate now. He hit out and caught Fitzgerald in the eye. 
  Fitzgerald measured his length along the floor of the Fifth Form room, with a , loud concussion and a louder yell. 
  “Secure him!” shrieked Mr. Prout. 
  A dozen of the Fifth leaped up in their places. Blundell and Hilton fairly jumped at Coker. 
  It was not Coker’s way to retreat. Generally he disdained retreat, and declined to count odds. But there are crises in the careers of the greatest of men, when retreat becomes imperative. The Rctreat of the Ten Thousand has been celebrated by Xenophon; the Flight of the Tartars by De Quincy; the Israelites fled from Egypt, the Persians from the Arbela. In more modern times, the great Napoleon ran away from the battle of Waterloo, and the Kaiser from Potsdam. It was even so with Coker of the Fifth. Obviously— even to Coker—he could not handle the whole Fifth Form of Greyfriars, with Mr. Prout thrown in. But the door was behind him; he clutched at the door, tore it open, whisked out of the Form-room, and slammed the door after him. 
  Coker’s footsteps died away down the Form-room passage, leaving Mr. Prout 
and the Fifth staring blankly at the slammed door. 
  “Bless my soul!” gasped Mr.Prout. 
  Blundell was catching at the door handle .
  “Stop!”
  “We’ll get him, sir—’ 
  “Stop!” 
  The Fifth Formers stopped. 
  “ That—that ridiculous and rebellious boy will be dealt with later!” gasped Mr. Prout. “Take your places!” 
  Mr. Prout carried off the extraordinary situation with what dignity he could. Chasing Coker up and down, and round about Greyfriars was plainly out of the question. Mr. Prout did not want to provide the school with such a thrilling sensation as that. 
  Class began in the Fifth Form room in an electric atmosphere. 
  Coker did not return. 
  Where he was and what he was up to, nobody knew. Nobody could guess what was going to happen after this— unless the skies were to fall. In view of the amazing state of affairs in the Greyfriars Fifth it was time they did, 

                                         THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                             Where Is Horace Coker? 

HARRY WHARTON & Co. came out in morning break, eager for news.
  It had been, upon the whole, a disappointing morning to the Lower School. 
  Every ear had listened for sounds from the quarters of the Fifth; but the drums of war, so to speak, had not been audible. 
  Had Coker been, after all, caned? 
  Had he punched Proutl 
  What had happened, anyhow? 
  Some fellows said that they had heard a crash, or a bump, from the Fifth Form room. Others averred that they had heard the sound of running feet. Hobson declared that he had seen Coker whisk past the doorway of the Shell room, going strong. Dicky Nugent of the Second stated that he had glimpsed Coker in the quad from his Form-room window. Like the guests of the Lady of Branksomc in olden time; 
                   Some heard a sound in Branksome Hall 
                   Some saw a sight not seen by all. 
  
  But the information was very vague, and all the fellows wanted to know. The Remove were out in time to see Mr. Prout rustling away from the Fifth to his study. He showed no signs of combat. His rubicund nose indicated that his digestion, that morning, was imperfect; and it was a safe surmise that his temper was still more imperfect. But his nose, crimson as it was, did not look as if it had been punched. It was naturally a disappointment to the Remove. 
  They watched the Fifth when the seniors came out. All the Fifth were excited, and the news flew like wildfire that Fitzgerald had a black eye. How Fitz had collected that black eye was not known; and it was obviously unsafe to ask the Fifth about it. 
  Where was Coker? Was he sacked. and gone already? It was a burning question. Had he punched Mr. Prout’s nose, certainty he would have been sacked. But he hadn’t. Probably he had given Fitz that black eye; but a Fifth Form man wouldn’t be sacked for giving another Fifth Form man a black eye. Black eyes were uncommon at Greyfriars, but they had happened and might happen again; no man had ever been sacked on account of a black eye or a thick ear. On the other hand, if Coker hadn’t been sacked, where was he? He was large enough to be seen if he was about; but he was not to be seen anywhere. 
  Venturesome fellows looked into Coker’s study, and reported that Horace was not there. Other fellows peeped into the Fifth Form games study, and drew it blank. A rumour that Coker was under detention caused a rush to the Fifth Form room. But that room was vacant. 
  When the bell rang for third lesson Coker was still invisible. Unless he was provided, like Jack the Giant Killer, with a cloak of darkness, he could hardly have been in Greyfriars. But if not, why not, and where was he anyhow? The Lower School thrilled with excitement. 
  “O where and O where can he be?” sang Bob Cherry, as the Removites went in for third lesson. 
  “The wherefulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  In third lesson there was whispering in every class. Coker, as a topic, reigned supreme. 
Lines fell like leaves in Vallambrosa; but the juniors hardly cared for lines then. They wanted to know and as yet they did not know. Third lesson seemed endless to the Lower School. 
  But, like all things, it came to an end at last, and the juniors swarmed out. 
  “Seen Coker?” 
  That question was on every lip. 
  It was soon gathered that Coker had not turned up for third lesson in the Fifth Form room. He had cut class! 
  “We shall see him at dinner, anyhow.” said the Bounder. 
  “Sure to,” said Billy Bunter. “A fellow might cut class, but he wouldn’t cut dinner. That stands to reason.” 
  But William George Bunter was wrong. 
  Coker did cut dinner. 
  He was not seen at the Fifth Form table. Mr. Prout was there, frowning portentously. The rest of the Fifth were there, and every glance that turned on the table lingered on Terence Fitzgerald’s eye. In spite of all Fitz’s efforts to arrest the natural progress of that eye, it was turning blacker and blacker. Obviously, it was going to be a prize eye. It was likely to adorn Fitz for quite a long time to come. Fitzgerald scowled every time he caught a glance at his discoloured eye. During dinner his scowl was a fixture. 
  By the greatest good-fortune, from the Lower School point of view, it was a half-holiday that afternoon. Classes in the preset state of affairs, would have been unendurably obnoxious. The juniors were free to devote the rest of the day, if they liked, to Horace Coker, and the disappearance of that great man. 
  Where was Coker? 
  Fellows waylaid the Head and searched his face with curious glances. They agreed that he did not look as if he had expelled a fellow that morning. He would not have been so calm, his smile would not have been so cheerfully benignant had he taken such a drastic step in dealing with a Greyfriars man. Indeed, Bob Cherry stated his belief that the Head did not know that anything unusual was going on at all. 
  “Depend on it, Prouty won’t call in the Beak if he can help it.” said Bob confidently. “He won’t give the other masters to cackle over him. My idea is that the Head knows nothing of it.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  That was his opinion also. 
  Mr. Prout would never make such a surrender of his lofty dignity if he could help it. If it remained in his power, he would keep the affair from the knowledge of the Head. 
  “Hal1o, hallo, hallo! There’s Prouty “ murmured Bob, “Wiggy is going to chip in. I can see it in his eye.” 
  Mr. Prout, walking majestically out of the House, was intercepted by Mr. Wiggins. the master of the Third. 
Mr. Wiggins was a mild gentleman, who had borne with exemplary patience much advice and many admonitions from Mr. Prout, who never could comprehend that other Form masters did not stand in need of his sage counsel. 
  It was Mr. Wiggins’ turn now. 
  “Nothing serious, I hope, Mr. Prout?” he said blandly, in the hearing of about seventy Greyfriars fellows. 
  Mr. Prout’s plump cheeks became as crimson as his nose. 
  “What—what?” he stammered. 
  “I hear that there is trouble in your Form-room.” said Mr. Wiggins, blandly sympathetic. 
“A trifling matter, sir—a mere trifle!” gurgled Mr. Prout. “A matter of no consequence at all—none whatever.” 
  “I am glad to hear it, sir!” said Mr. Wiggins heartily. “I was afraid that it was a very serious matter—very serious indeed.” 
  “Not at all. Nothing of the kind.” 
  “Not a case for epulsion?” asked Mr. Wiggins, still bland. 
  “Certainly not!” hooted Mr. Prout. 
  “That is very good news, sir. I feared that it was, and I and all your colleagues would have been very sorry to see such an occurrence in your Form, sir. I am really glad that no Fifth Form boy is to be expelled from Greyfriars, as I have heard rumoured, sir.”’ 
  Mr Prout gurgled something inarticulate and strode on. Sympathy from the Third Form master was more than he could stand. The mere suggestion that there might be an expulsion in his Form was an insult; such things did not happen in Mr. Prout’s Form. The impudence, the imbecility, the idiocy of Horace Coker did not deserve that—or if they deserved it should, at all events, not receive it. not if Mr. Prout could help it. No member of the Greyfriars staff should ever have it in his power to say that one of Mr. Prout’s boys had been expelled. Coker must be dealt with—severely, but with as little publicity as possible. Mr. Prout was already writhing, not to say squirming, under the publicity he was already getting. An expulsion would ring through Greyfriars; it would not be forgotten for terms. It would never do. 
  “You heard that, you men?“  remarked Nugent. “Coker’s not sacked; he’s not going to be sacked. Then where is he?” 
“Echo answers where !“ grinned Johnny Bull. 
 “The wherefulness of the preposterous Coker is an esteemed mystery!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Perhaps he is keeping out of sight until the ludicrous Prouty is a little less infuriated.” 
  “That’s it !“ said Wharton, with a nod. 
  “Inky’s right.” assented Bob. “Coker’s lying doggo for a bit. Judging by Prouty’s looks, he’s acting a bit more sensibly than usual!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!“                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
  The general belief was that Coker was lying doggo, somewhere out of the reach of Mr. Prout’s devastating wrath. Where, no one knew, but it seemed clear that he had shaken the dust of Greyfriars from his feet. It was reserved for William George Bunter to elucidate the mystery, Bunter having his own peculiar methods of gaining information. A little later in the afternoon Bunter was bursting with news. Lingerng near the study door of Mr. Paul Prout, by sheer chance Bunter had heard him at the telephone. Still by sheer chance, Bunter had heard all that Mr. Prout said on the telephone—quite a lot, and all by sheer chance. Bunter always heard things by sheer chance and there was no doubt that chance favoured him to an extraordinary extent. 
  It was gathered that Mr. Prout, aware that the recalcitrant Coker had absented himself from the school, had rung up the police station at Courtfield for information. He had mentioned Coker simply as a truant—a description that would have made Coker gnash his teeth had he heard it. Inspector Grimes. who was an acquaintance of the Fifth Form master, had kindly promised to do what he could, and Mr. Prout had rung him up again later to see what he had been able to do. He had received information—Bunter was sure of that, though he had not gathered precisely what it was. Grimey, according to Bunter, had been able to tell Prouty where Coker was. Bunter, even with the aid of a keyhole and a large pair of ears, had been able to hear only what was said at Mr. Prout’s end of the wire. But what Mr. Prout had said had made it clear that Prouty now knew where to look for Coker. 
  “I say, you fellows, Prouty will go after him.” said Bunter. “You keep your eyes open, and you’ll see.” 
  The Removites did not fail to keep their eyes open. 
  And they did see. 
  They saw Mr. Prout, in coat and hat, rolling down to the gates, and like one man the Remove marched after him. He frowned thunderously. 
  “Go back at once!” hooted Mr. Prout. 
  Sheepishly, the juniors retreated. Apparently, Mr. Prout did not want to sally forth at the head of an army. 
  “No go!” said Bob Cherry sadly. “We shall miss the best thing of the term! It’s rotten!”
  “The rottenfulness is terrific!” 
  All the Removites agreed that it was rotten. Naturally, they wanted to be in at the death. But there was no help for it, and Mr. Prout, no longer stalked by the Remove fared forth alone. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                 — .. ,— 
                                  THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                           Coker On His Own! 
AND where was Horace Coker all this time? 
  He was not far away. 
  His masterly retreat from the Fifth Form room had saved the situation for the time being. But only for the time being. Over his devoted head was still suspended the sword of Damocles, in the shape of Mr. Prout’s cane. The worst had not happened. Coker had not been caned. Greyiriars had not, so far, sunk to that. There was hope for the old school yet. But since Mr. Prout had made it clear that force would be used to put Coker through it, it was clear that Coker could not, with dignity, remain within the precincts of Greyfriars. 
  Coker was, of course, incapable of running away from school like a naughty fag to escape punishment. But he could retire from a scene where his dignity was threatened and his prestige endangered. That was what he did— without delay. Some fellows would not have seen the difference between the two proceedings; but Coker was satisfied. He would have scorned to run away from school. He merely retired from the scene at a rapid pace. 
  A mile from Greyfriars, on Courtfield Common, Coker became aware that there was no sign of pursuit. He had had a vague idea that the whole Fifth would be whooping on his trail, led by Mr. Prout brandishing his cane. Nothing of the kind was happening. Coker looked this way and that way, like Moses of old, and no man was nigh. He was a little perplexed. It seemed incredible that he—Horace James Coker—could have withdrawn his important self from Greyfriars,leaving the school going on the even tenor of its way just as if nothing special had happened. That, however, appeared to be the actual state of the case. 
  Certainly he was not pursued. Nobody was in sight—no living being, save a donkey grazing on the common. The donkey lifted his head and brayed sonorousiy, perhaps in greeting to Coker. From some subtle sense of affinity, Coker did not heed him. For quite a long time he stared back towards Greyfriars, puzzled. He was relieved that there was no pursuit, but he felt a little slighted. 
  He walked on at last. 
  He was rather at a loose end. To return to Greyfriars until the matter of the caning was satisfactorily settled was, of course, out of the question. Coker did not even consider it. But what else he was to do was rather perplexing. He could not go home. He could not tell the old folks at home of the deep indignity that had been put upon him. Besides, he did not want to go home. He had no intention of leaving Greyfriars. He was anxious to return to Greyfriars— as soon as Mr. Prout came to his senses. But he was rather at a loose end till that should happen—and, so far, Mr. Prout had given no sign at all of coming to his senses. Coker was beginning to doubt whether he had any to come to. 
 Inward premonitions of dinner-time stirred Coker at last. He walked into Courtfield and dined at the Bun Shop. 
  After dining he strolled down the High Street, and observed that a policeman looked at him very attentively. 
  Coker’s vast intellect did not work quickly. But it worked. Before half an hour had elapsed, it dawned upon him that Mr. Prout—utterly incapable of realising that Coker had simply retired with dignity from an undignified scene—must have supposed that he had run away from school. It was just what Prouty would suppose, Coker reflected bitterly. In that case Prouty was quite capable of notifying the local police and requesting them to keep an eye open for a runaway schoolboy. The attentive gaze of the Courtfield police man was explained. 
  Coker walked hurriedly out of Courtfield when this became clear to him. He was prepared, if necessary, to punch a policeman, or anybody else, in defence of his just rights. But even Coker realised that if the punching of a policeman could be avoided, it was wiser to avoid it. To be marched back to Greyfriars with a bobby’s hand on his shoulder was unthinkable. Punching a bobby was, to say the least, undesirable. It was better to keep clear of interfering bobbies. And for the second time that day Coker executed a masterly retreat. 
  Courtfield Common was a very pleasant place in the summer. In the winter it was rather damp and misty, and rather discomforting. Horace Coker mooched about the common for some time, his future plans very hazy in his head. If Mr. Prout persisted in this attitude of taking absolutely no notice of Coker’s evasion, it was a little difficult to see what Coker was going to do. 
  If, on the other hand, Prouty pursued him and discovered him, Coker’s course was not clear, either. The juniors had wondered whether Coker would punch Prouty. But Coker was aware that he could not proceed to that 1ength. Coker was clad in impenetrable fatuousness, as in triple steel: but even Coker knew that a fellow could not hit his Form master. Yet if Prouty ran him down and tried to march him back he was bound to resist—the caning of Coker being impossible and unthinkable. 
  It was undoubtedly a ticklish position. requiring all Coker’s vast brain-power to deal with it adequately. If Prouty sent the Fifth after him—evefl if he sent the Sixth Form prefects after him—Coker was prepared to fight like a Berserker. But if Prouty appeared in person Coker was driven to the conclusion that he would have to dodge Prouty. It would be undignified, but fortunately, it would not be difficult; Coker was active, and Prouty’s days of activity were past. 
  Coker strolled about, dissatisfied, moody. 
  Presently he came on a gipsy caravan camped a little way off the road. Two rough-looking men were seated near it, smoking black pipes, while a bony horse grazed at a little distance. The two spies eyed Coker rather furtively. They muttered to one another and shook their heads. Coker looked a prosperous fellow, and had it been dark the two vagrants would have risked it. But in the broad daylight, close by the Courtfield Road, they would not venture. So Coker, and his watch and chain, and the ample supply of cash in his pocket, had a narrow escape, which Coker did not even suspect. 
  Not that Coker would have been robbed so easily as the two vagrants supposed. Coker might be every known kind of an ass, but he was a hefty fellow in a scrap, and he had a punch that was like a pile-driver. Possibly it was the gipsies who had the narrow escape. 
  Coker was a gregarious fellow, and he was tired of his own company by that time. He stopped to speak to the gipsies. 
  They answered him civilly, and Coker chatted with them for a few minutes. A policeman came along the road, going towards Courtfield, and he glanced at the gipsies and at Coker. But he passed on his way—to Coker’s relief. Coker did not want to punch him if he could help it, in defence of his liberty. 
  It was then that a brilliant idea came to Coker. If Prouty came along—Coker felt certain that he would come along sooner or later—flight would be undignified, but unavoidable; hiding in a thicket or a ditch would be horribly damp and uncomfortable. The gipsy caravan solved the problem, or seemed to solve it. 
  “Look here, you chaps,” said Coker. “Is a ten-bob note any use to you!” 
  The two gipsies looked at him. 
  “What-ho!” they answered simultaneously. 
  It was a case of two souls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat as one. 
  “Well, there’s a man after me.” said Coker. 
  “A schoolmaster?” grinned one of the gipsies. 
  “Well, yes.” 
  “You’ve run away from school?” 
  The gipsies, having seen Coker mooching about aimlessly for a long time, and seeing that he was a schoolboy, had guessed that much. They knew more about it than Coker, in fact, for Coker was far from realising that he had done such an undignified thing as to run away from school. - 
  Coker stared at the man haughtily. 
  “Certainly not!” he snapped. 
  “Oh!”  said the gipsy. 
  “I’ve had a difference of opinion with a master and left him to think it over till he gets cool.” Coker explained. 
  “Oh!”
  “If he comes along I’d like to squat in your van for a bit,” went on Coker. “I don’t want to have to hit him—” 
“It’s bad form to hit a master,” Coker explained. 
The two gipsics gazed at him. 
“I just want to keep out of his sight. See?”
 “I see, sir!” 
  The gipsies had no objection. A ten-shilling note changed hands.. The two gipsies exchanged significant glances of which the significance was wholly lost on Coker. They hoped that this prosperous looking youth would remain with them till dark. If he did he would not be so prosperous when they parted company. 
  Coker sat down on a three-legged stool, more at ease in his mind. 
  He had a refuge close at hand now; if Mr. Prout’s portly person appeared in the offing he had only to step into the gipsy caravan out of sight till the Fifth Form master had passed. 
  After that—“
  Later—after Mr. Prout had had ample time for reflection—Coker considered that it would be judicious to telephone to him from a Courtfield callbox. He would assure Mr. Prout that he bore no malice, that he was prepared to overlook the whole occurrence, to return to Greyfriars and resume his place in the Fifth just as if nothing had happened— the caning, of course, being off. That, Coker felt, was all that he could do. If Mr. Prout had come to his senses all would be well. If he had not yet come to his senses Coker’s plans were vague, excepting on one point—he was not going to be caned. On that point there was no shadow of doubt, no possible, probable, shadow of doubt, no possible doubt whatever. Other matters might be doubtful, but not that. 
  The two gipsies smoked and spoke in undertones, with stealthy glances at Coker. Coker sat and watched, like Sister Anne, to see whether anybody was coming. He was, of course, watching in the wrong direction when, at last, in the falling winter dusk a portly figure loomed on the horizon. The looks of the gipsies had been growing more and more stealthy as the dusk came on, their muttering more significant, and a sudden surprise for Coker was very near at hand when one of the vagrants discerned the portly figure coming up the road. 
  “Is that the bloke, sir?” he asked. 
  Coker started, and stared round. 
  “Oh, yes; don’t give me away.” 
  “No fear, sir!” 
  Coker vanished into the caravan like a rabbit into a burrow. 
-  
                             THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Painful for Prouty! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. headed off by Mr. Prout, as it were, had reluctantly given up the pursuit of the Fifth Form master. They had to content themselves with watching the gates, to see him on his return. More and more fellows gathered round the gates of Greyfriars. If Coker was marched in nobody wanted to miss it. And if Mr. Prout came back with a black eye, like Fitzgerald’s, still more did nobody want to miss that. And really, there was no telling, with a fellow like Coker, what might happen. 
  More than once Mr. Prout glanced back as he puffed along the road. He did not want any observers on the scene when he met Coker. He, like the Greyfriars fellows, did not quite know what might happen. Certainly, he did not think of the possibility of a black eye. But he was not at all sure that Coker would submit to authority; the boy had had time to come to his senses but Mr. Prout doubted whether he had come. Matters were, indeed, rather complicated between Coker of the Fifth and his Form master, with each waiting for the other to come to his senses. 
  But Mr. Prout was determined not to return without Coker. If the wretched fellow stayed out after lock-up the affair could not possibly be kept from the Head’s knowledge. Coker’s defiance of authority might easily mean an expulsion. Mr. Prout did not want that. On Coker’s account merely he would have welcomed an expulsion, a flogging, perhaps even a boiling in oil. But Coker was in his Form, and he did not want an expulsion in his Form. He did not want the barbed sympathy of the whole Common-room. He did not want the Head to know that he had intended using the cane in the Fifth Form-room. Dr. Locke would never have approved of that—indeed, he would have been shocked by the knowledge. Mr. Prout could already hear him saying that chastisement was not the way to keep discipline in a senior Form. He would support Mr. Prout with all his authority, of course; he would expel Coker for his defiance. But— 
  By this time. doubtless, the rebel had come to his senses; he would have visualised expulsion and decided to submit to his Form master. Mr. Prout hoped so, at least. 
Anyhow, Coker was going back to the school with him, if he had to pull Coker along by his ears. Once the wretched boy was inside the school again the matter would assume much less sensational dimensions. 
  Mr. Prout knew where to look for him, as Bunter supposed, Mr. Grimes had only to question some of the officers on duty. A Greyfriars senior had been seen in Courtfield about midday; later, in the afternoon a constable coming in from his beat had seen a Greyfriars senior boy—his description easily recognised as Coker’s—consorting with some gipsies camped by the road over the common. The gipsies had a caravan, and had been camped there for a couple of days: it was easy enough for Mr. Prout to find the Place. 
  He found it. 
  The dusk was falling the common when Mr. Prout’s gleaming eye picked out the caravan, the two smoking gipsies, and the burly form of Horace Coker sitting on a three-legged stool. 
  Mr. Prout set his teeth and rolled on. It was then that one of the vagrants espied him and warned Coker, and the rebel of the Fifth disappeared into the van. 
  As if Mr. Prout had been understudying Roderick Dhu, dark lightnings flashed from his eye. 
  He had run down the fugitive, and the fugitive had dared to conceal himself in the van, evidently ignorant of the fact that Mr. Prout had already seen him—which was very like Coker. 
  Mr. Prout came rolling on. 
  He left the road and tramped across the grass to the camped caravan, in which Coker of the Fifth now sat, like the heathen, in darkness. 
  Taking no heed of the gipsies, Mr. Prout tramped towards the door of the van. The two men rose at once and intercepted him. 
  “You can’t go in there, old covey,” said one. 
  “Who—what!” 
  “Keep off!” said the other. “This here is our van, old covey !” 
  Mr. Prout’s eyes flashed. Never in all his career had he been addressed in an old covey before. It was an unjust as well as rude appellation. Mr. Prout was not conscious of being old, and he was not a covey—whatever a covey might be.
  “How dare you!” he rapped out. 
  “Stand aside!” - 
  “Oh, come off, old gent!” remonstrated one gipsy. “Poking your nose into a man’s van! ‘Ook it!” 
  “Give him a wipe, Jacob!” suggested the other. 
  “I’ll give him a wipe fast enough, Chancy if he pokes his nose into our van!” 
  Mr. Prout trembled with wrath. 
  He did not know what a wipe was any more than he knew what a covey was, but he did not need telling that it was some form of assault and battery. 
  “Impertinent rascals!” he ejaculated. 
  “A boy in my Form—a schoolboy who has run away from school—is hiding in that van !” boomed Mr. Prout. “I saw him enter! Turn that boy out of your van so that I may take him back to school. That is all I ask.” 
  Jacob and Charley exchanged glances. Coker had tipped them in advance for the protection of their caravan; but Jacob and Charley were not gentlemen of a nice sense of honour; they would have given Coker away most unscrupulously had they not had private and personal motives for desiring his company till after dark. As the matter stood, however, they were prepared to keep off Mr, Prout by any rough measures. 
  “You ‘ook it, old covey.” said Chancy. “My advice to you, old gent, is to ‘ook it while you’re still in one piece! See?” 
  “A schoolboy is in that van—a Greyfriars boy! I demand that that boy be handed over to me!”  thundered Mr. Prout. 
  “If a young gent chooses to sit in our van, old covey, that ain’t your business.” said Jacob. “I don’t want to ‘urt you, and I fancy you’d bust like a blooming bladder if I ‘it you! Take my tip and ’ook it !” 
  “I keep on telling you to ‘ook it!” said Chancy. 
  Mr. Prout did not hook it. His face was growing purple with wrath. The rebel of his Form was defying him— and, worse still, was consorting with lawless, ruffianly vagrants who threatened him. Wild horses would not have dragged Mr. Prout away from the spot. He was going to extract Horace Coker from that van if every vagrant in the kingdom stood in the way. The fighting blood of the Prouts was rising. 
  He raised his hand commandingly. 
  “I am here to take that boy back to school!” he thundered, 
  “‘Ook it!” 
  “Stand aside!” 
  “Are you going to ‘ook it, old covey, or ain’t you going to ‘ook it?” demanded Jacob, contracting his brows and thrusting out his stubbly chin in a very threatening manner. 
  “I will not stir one step from this spot without that young rascal!” roared Mr. Prout. “If you do not hand him over I will remove him from the van with my own hands, and you shall not stop me!” 
  “We’ll stop you fast enough, old covey!” grinned Chancy. 
  “Stand aside!” roared Mr. Prout, quite infuriated now. 
  “I don’t think !” grinned Jacob. 
  Mr. Prout advanced resolutely. The two ruffians stood together in his path. But he did not stop; he shoved valiantly, and was shoved roughly in return; he struck, and was struck! 
  There was no doubt that Mr. Prout had pluck as well as a towering temper. But pluck, alas! did not suffice. He was not short of pluck, but he was short of stature and short of breath. If Mr. Prout had, indeed been a mighty hunter in his youth, no remnant of his ancient prowess had lingered on to middle life. Mr. Prout sometimes related in Common-room how he had in his Oxford days handled bargees. But the smallest bargee that ever barged could have handled Mr. Prout now with ease. Mr. Prout, like many another middle-aged gentleman, never could realise how many swift years had flown since the days when Plancus was consul, so to speak. 
  He seemed to expect to knock those two ruffianly gipsies right and left out of his majestic path. Instead of which, the two ruffianly gipsies knockod Mr. Prout right and left. His hat flew one way, his glasses another, and Mr. Prout found himself tossed about like a sack of straw, with two ruffianly, grinning gipsies punching him, pommelling him, smacking him, slapping him, and generally knocking him out of his seven senses. The universe reeled round the dazed and dizzy Form master, and Mr. Prout would very soon have been reduced to a state of horrible wreckage had not rescue been at hand. But it was at hand—and it came from an unexpected quarter. 
                                        THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                                   Fool’s Luck! 
HORACE COKER whipped out of the van. 
  Coker, inside the caravan, had grinned at first as he heard Mr. Prout engagcd in wordy warfare with the two gipsies. 
  But when the warfare ceased to be wordy and became fistical Coker ceased to grin. 
  This was too much of a good thing. Coker was not. the fellow to see his Form master knocked about by roughs. 
  Mr. Prout, in himself, might be nothing but an irritable, irascible old gentleman, obtusely unable to appreciate Coker at his true value. But he was Coker’s Form master. From that circumstance he derived an importance that was not naturally his. 
  Coker certainly was quite out of patience with his Form master. He had disobeyed, disregarded, defied, and dodged him. But that was a very different proposition from seeing his Form master hustled and handled by roughs. Coker had no intention whatever of allowing that. He whipped out of the van with clenched fists and gleaming eyes. 
  Of the ulterior motives of Jacob and Charley, Coker suspected nothing. So far as he knew, they were standing by him, defending him, earning the ten-shilling note he had tipped them. He would have been greatly surprised to learn that they were looking forward to robbing him as soon as they had cleared Mr. Prout off the scene, As Coker was under the impression that Jacob and Charley were handling Mr. Prout on his account, honestly earning their fee, it might have been supposed that Coker would hesitate to pitch into them. But Coker did not hesitate. Logic was not one of Coker’s failings sweet reasonableness never had appeared to him. He saw his Form master being knocked about by roughs, and forgot everything else. As a matter of fact, Coker’s intellect was capable of dealing with only ono idea at a time, and even with ono idea it dealt with some difficulty. 
  Mr. Prout was his Form master—a poor thing but his own, as it were. Coker was not going to see him knocked about. And, indeed, Jacob and Charley, as they warmed to their work, overdid it a little; Mr. Prout was really not of an age and physique to stand all this thumping and clumping and bumping. Had not Coker rushed to the rescue the master of the Fifth would very soon have been a serious hospital case. 
  But Coker did rush to the rescue. 
  

  He came out of the van and whipped into the combat. His heavy right crashed on Charley’s nose and his left on Jacob’s jaw, and two simultaneous roars echoed over Courtfield Common. 
  “Chuck it!” shouted Coker. “Stop this at once.” 
  He had punched his ruffianly allies, merely to give point to his remarks. He was willing to let the matter drop at that. 
  Jacob and Charley were not willing. 
  For one thing, they had no idea of letting Coker escape them; for another, they were enraged. Charley’s nose streamed crimson; Jacob’s jaw felt as though a mule had kicked it. Leaving Mr. Prout, who sprawled helplessly and breathlessly in the grass, completely winded, the two ruffians turned on Coker like wild-cats. 
  “Stop it, I tell you!” roared Coker. “Can’t you understand?  Chuck it!” 
  They heard him, but they heeded not. 
  A moment more and Coker of the Fifth had his hands full. 
  Two hefty roughs attacked him together, and they attacked him with savage vim. They had only been playing with Mr. Prout; with Coker, it was serious business. 
  Coker did not retreat an inch. 
  He faced the attack gallantly; indeed, it did not occur to him to retreat. 
  Hs blood was up now, all the more when his nose spurted red under a crashing of grubby knuckles. 
  “Why, you cheeky rotters!” gasped Coker. 
  So far from retreating or giving in, Coker attacked the two roughs even more vigorously than they attacked him. 
  Coker was a fighting man. What he did not know about boxing would have filled books—many books. But he had plenty of strength, unlimited pluck, and a Spartan indifference to punishment. He received, without heeding, savage knocks and jabs, and he gave back hefty drives that quite surprised Charley and Jacob. 
  Had those two ruffians attempted to rob Coker as they had intended, they would not have found it a soft job. This they realised now. Coker was a hard man to handle. 
  It was two against one, but the one was Coker, and the fight he put up was really terrific. 
  Mr. Prout, sprawling and gasping, gazed at the scene dizzily. Coker’s intervention had saved him from serious damage but he was far too damaged to intervene and help Coker. He gasped and gasped and gasped, and blinked dizzily at this Berserker fight, his brain reeling. 
  So far as he was able to think at all, he thought that Coker would be overwhelmed and smashed. 
  But Coker was not overwhelmed and he was not smashed. 
  He received punishment that might have made a prizefighter tired of the ring. He did not heed it. His nose streamed crimson; his eyes were blackening; his mouth had a list to port; his bumps and bruises could not have been counted. But all the time Coker was hitting like a steam-hammer, with undiminished energy and undiminished pluck. 
  Jacob was down at last, winded, covered with injuries as with a garment. He collapsed, panting and spluttering and groaning. Charley kept it up a few minutes longer, till a terrific drive on his nose almost drove that feature through the back of his head, and he went to grass. 
  Coker, victorious, stood swaying and panting, exhausted but unconquered, ready to go on till he dropped. But the fight was over. Jacob and Charley might yet have pulled it off by a determined attack; but, unfortunately, they did not possess the bulldog pluck of Horace Coker. They remained where they were, in the grass, and took it, out in swearing. 
  “You cheeky rotters!” panted Coker. “By Jove! Come on, you scoundrels! I’ll teach you! Come on, you cheeky cads! I’m ready for you!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Moooooooh!” 
  Jacob and Charley did not come on. They crawled and limped away to their van, groaning, with lurid remarks that almost turned the atmosphere blue. 
  Coker glared at them. 
  “Shut up! Do you hear? Shut up!” 
  Jacob and Charley shut up. 
  Coker turned to Mr. Prout. 
  He was almost staggering; both his eyes were closing, and he could hardly see. Mr. Prout picked himself up. He had recovered his breath a little by this time. He gazed at Coker almost in awe. Coker was, indeed, a sight for gods and men. Never in the history of Greyfriars Had a Greyfriars man presented such an appearance of battered wreckage. But he was still game. Had Jacob and Charley gone on, Coker would have gone on. Coker never knew when he was beaten. 
  “Sorry, sir!” gasped Coker. “Sorry those roughs handled you, sir. I’ve jolly well stopped them.” 
  “My dear boy!” ejaculated Mr. Prout. 
  “My dear Coker, you have acted bravely, nobly!” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Coker. 
  It had not occurred to Coker that he had acted bravely or nobly. Still, he was willing to admit the fact, now that Mr. Prout had pointed it out. 
  “You see. I couldn’t let those brutes assault my Form-master, sir.” explained Coker. 
  Mr. Prout beamed upon him. 
  Being quite unaware that he derived such importance as he had from the fact that he was Coker’s Form master, Mr. Prout naturally eonsidercd that Coker’s words showed a very proper spirit. The boy had been disobedient and wilful, but he had fought to save his Form master from assault; that showed that his heart was in the right place, whatever might be said of his head. 
  “My dear Coker, you have acted with great bravery; you have more than redeemed your fault!” exclaimed Mr. Prout. “I am proud of you, Coker —proud to have such a courageous lad in my Form. You are injured, Coker. I will assist you back to the school.” 
   Coker looked dogged at once. 
  “You see. sir—” he began. 
  “Your punishment is rescinded, Coker!”
  “Surely you do not suppose, my dear boy, that I should cane you after you have acted with such courage, and received such injuries in defence of your Form master!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.. 
  “Oh!” gasped Coker. 
  “Come, my boy.” 
  Coker came. 
  Slowly but surely it dawned upon Coker that he had, quite unexpectedly, quite unintentionally, quite inadvertently. earned his pardon; that the trouble was over—that he was not to be taken back to Greyfriars as a culprit to be caned, but as a noble-hearted youth who had sustained severe damages in a noblc cause. 
  That, of course, made all the difference. 
  Coker could hardly walk. Mr. Prout gave him the assistance of a podgy arm. Fifth 
Form master and Fifth-Former progressed towards Greyfriars, eyed with great interest by everyone whom they passed on the road. 
 

                                         *     *     *     *     *

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” “Here they come!” 
  “They’ve been scrapping!” 
  “Prouty’s blacked his eyes!” 
  “Oh, my hat!“ 
  Half Greyfriars watched them come in. Coker’a countenance, which was a study in every imaginable kind of damage, drew all eyes. Mr. Prout, flustered and untidy and disheveled, also came in for great attention. The first impression was that Mr. Prout had inflicted those terrific damages on Coker and brought him back a prisoner, captive to his bow and spear, as it were. A huge crowd followed them up to the House. Juniors and seniors swarmed round them; masters came out of their studies; the head himself met them in the doorway. Dr. Locke gazed at them like an - old gentleman who could scarcely credit the evidence of his eyes or his glasses. 
  “Mr. Prout, what—what—what,” he stuttered—” what has happened? What has happened to this—this boy?” 
  “This boy—Coker, sir, of my Form— has sustained these injuries, sir. in helping me. I have been assaulted by gipsies, sir, and Coker nobly came to my help, sir!” said Mr. Prout. 
  “Bless my soul!” 
  Coker was assisted into the House. The news buzzed all over Greyfriars. Coker, though he sturdily declared that it was nothing—was made to go to bed, and the school doctor summoned by telephone. Greyfriars rang with the story of Coker and his terrific combat. The Fifth heard it with amazement. But their amazement was mingled with satisfaction. The caning was off. That, at least, was clear. 
  There was not, after all, to be a caning in the Fifth Form room! That revolutionary break with tradition was not to happen. In view of Coker’s conduct, Mr. Prout was able to recede, without loss of dignity, from the position he had taken up. Coker—no longer under sentence of caning—was able to resume his place in the Fifth Form, without loss of dignity on his part. Everybody’s dignity was saved— the dignity of Mr. Prout; the dignity of Horace Coker; the dignity of the Fifth Form. Only Coker’s black eyes and swollen nose looked a little undignified; but there is always a fly in the ointment somewhere; and these things, after all, were trifles. In the course of time Coker’s eyes would reassume their natural hue, and his nose would once more look as much like an ordinary nose as it ever did. 
  “Good old Coker !” said Bob Cherry. “If there’s anything funnier than the way Coker gets into scrapes, it’s the way he gets out of them. This proves, my beloved ‘earers, that there is such a thing as fool’s luck.” 
  Upon the whole, the Greyfriars fellows were glad that Coker of the Fifth had got off so well—that the affair which had looked so awfully serious at one time had ended so amicably. Only Hobson of the Shell, like Rachael of old, mourned and would not be comforted. But it was impossible to please everybody. 
THE END. 
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Like one man, Harry Wharton & Co. marched after Mr. Prout as he went rolling down to the gates. Unluckily, the Fifth
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