


footbal!l would bLe all ithe Lewfer af
there were a birth or residential
qualification rule similar to ihat
obiasining in Couniy cricket. You prob-
ably know that a cricketer cannct .play
for any county unless he was born in
that couniy or had lived three years
within its borders, ' :

The big football clubs® as you know,
are reeruited fram all parts of tle
country, and the suggestion i1z that a
man should only play for the club in, or
nearest to, liis native town, or the town
in which hoe has lived for three yeara
at least. -

1 am not going to dreg readers of tho
MuigxET into a long discussion orf the
nterits or demerits of thia proposal. You
can think it out in your spare moments

IT Lins ofien Leen suggesicd thet big

if you like, But what I do want {o say,

however, is that if there had been such
& rule in force in football many of the
most -tragic stories would uever havoe
been tolds tragic ‘storics, that.is, {rom
one point of view or anothey.

A Gem Passed Unnoticed!

The history of the game s simply full
of stories of lads who have been over-
looked by the lig club of their native
town, and have left home to find foot-
ball fameo elsewhere. A case in point
13 that of Roy Goodall, the prescut full-
back of Huddersfield Town, and as
bonnie a player as you would find anys
where. )

Roy was born in Bheflicld, and, as you
know, there are two hrst-class football
clubs n this centre of cutlery. DBut the
officials thera are not quite as sharp as
they might be, or, at any rete, they have
eometimes allowod other elubs to cut the

ground from under their feet. As o

boy growi into a man, Roy played’
for nﬁ:ﬁl Woodhouse, 8 works side
in Sheffield. This was in 1921, and he

told me that he had then little or no
idea of doing pnjt-_hir;ﬁ else except work-
milfﬂr his hiving 1in the ordinary way.

e loved the game, of course, and
played it for love. One day it so hap-
pened that & man connected with
Huddersfield Town saw Dronfield Wood-
house play a match, and was much
struck with the play of the right-back.

“Wouldn’t you hke to play for Hud-
dersfield as & professional?” was the
question put to dal]l after the game
was gver, '

“I hadn’t thought of ]illasrin B8 B
professional for any club,” said Roy;
“but if ¥ did I should like to play for
one of the Bheffield thams *

' When the boy—he was then only
el years of age-=was asked
whether the Bheffield clubs had wanted
him to play for them he had to reply in
the negative. The upshot of it was that
Roy signed on as a “pro™ for Hudders-
'I'THE LONET Fanrany.—No, 1,084

Tlhin week ** Referce ' vend (e vile
the [fonrous
fuleviertional  full- back

erey |Hog  {ieodall,
replinh

Hudderaficid Town.

licld Tewn,  And the gem which [he
Bheflicld clubs bad passed unvoliced, nol
only ot into the lluddersfield Town
first {oan v & couple of vears, but In
three years he played for Englamd as o
full-back.

That sort ol exprricnce-—amd il ean he
told of many plavers—makes e think
sutnotunes thut the managers of the big
clubs go wandering up amd down the
country looking everywhero [or plavers
exeepl on their own doorsiep.

A Cool Head in Emergency!
Fair of complexion, and sfill wearing

 the same boyish smile which he had

whon I frst saw him, Goodall comes as
near being the ideal full-back as any
defendor of the present Jday. I{a is

- Edeally ‘built, for the job, for ho just

touches tho bar at six feet when he ia in
his socks, and if you set tho scales for
him he can just make them bump at
cleven slone. Aciually, he docsu"t look
as heavy as that, but this merely moans

that ho isw't carrying an oince of 4

superfluous weight.

ROY QOODALL,

' whe, In the Intervale of

training Tor footer, indulgen

in the roval and anclent
game of gotf,

Dbotl v

of

: il

. Let uz finagine wo are walching him
in a typical pame, and trying to learn
some lessons from his play. Ile is the
sort who cau safely bo taken ws on
expinple.

Wlhen ho has time in which to make his
clearance kick he doest’t just bang tho
the field as hard as he possibly
CaN, atch him pick out tho forward
to whom he iutend]: it to go, and walch
also how he makes sure of the right
direction, net by kicking with his toe,
but by 'lI.E-i!IIi his instep to the bell. lle
drives that ball low, too, which is beticr
Lhan sending it up in the air where Lhe
wind may ecatch 1t and =ond it to any
old place. All my young readers whe
1ay at full-bock should follaw (oodall
with that low-driven ball. The wind
isn't always strong, but if vou drive tho
ball low when there isn't a wind you will

——

S

drive 1t low automatically when.
there 13 a wind.

Then watch him as he goes to tackle.
There is none of the wild lunge about
the way he poes for an opponent. He
tackles while trying to keep his balanee.
There iz no full-back easier to dodpgn
than the one who just throws himaself
at an opponent. ‘The opponent draws
the ball back, steps aside, and the fly-
ing fullback goes full length on the

ground, while the player with the ball

continues his career down the field. But
though Rov doesn't throw himself at an
opponent, he mekes up his mind Lo get
the ball when he goes for it, and that's
the way—the only way—to get it

Not Worth the Riak!

There are full-backs who still think
that it pays to play the offside game.
Goodall doesn't. I have seen many a
match in which Huddersfield Town have
been concerned recently, and in some of

(Continucd on pane 28.)
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BOAST AND WHAT CAME OF IT!  Kever in all the history of Greyfriars School Tias a Formmaster's * claret
4 been inpp;ﬂ by o pupil, and none bt a fool like Horace Coker, who must have got lefi somehno when brains werd
served out, weonld ever bogst of doing such a thing. Anyway, the dirly
the blamne falis on the shoulders of the boaater.

A magnificent long complete

Horace Coker, the Fool of the Fifth, well in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Diffienlt Position |

HTHE question is—ought a follow

to stand it? said Horace
Coker thoughtfully.
Potter and Greeno of the
Fifth smiled. ;

]F'wa juniors of the Remove smiled
glzo.

Coker of the Fifth spoke serigusly.
He spoke, indeed, with almost awful
geriousness. He had no intention, in
making that remark, of ami:itlg'
merriment,

But it often happened that Coker's
most serious remarks evoked merri-
ment. .

It is said that an sccepted wit has
but to say “Pasz the salt!” to set the
table in o roar. Coker was not by any
means an accepted wit. DBut he bhad
only to cogitate deeply, and to state the
result of this intellectual exertion, in
order to illumine all faces with smiles.

Coker was standing by the House
stepa. It was morning break, and all
the Greyfriars fellows were out of the
Form-rooms. Coker had come away
from the Fifth Form-room with a
frowning brow. He was not My,
Prout’'s most prﬂmisiligg pupil. It was
said that the Fifth Form master had
Leen known to tear his hair in dealing
with Coker; that Coker's original views
on English orthography, and still more
original views on Latin syntax, had
eften reduced Prout to a state of
nervous wrecka There was no doubt
that at times Coker received from his
Form master what he regarded as a
bitter personal persecution. On oceca.
sions when Coker knew perfectly well
that he was in ithe right, Frout would
persist that he was in the wrong. If
Coker, as he felt bound to do, per-
sisted that he really was in the right,

deed iz done and, aa ix only to be expected,
But. alock and alas, Colker didn't do il

school story of Harry Wharton & Co., at Greyfriars, with

Prout would leok on this as impertin-
cnce, and treat Coker accordingly.

On this particnlar morning Coker's
frowning brow showed that there had
been a breeze in the Fifth Form-room.

The aeid edge of Mr. Prout’s tongue
had been turned on Coker. It was not
much use for a fellow to be in the right,
whon his Form master had all the power
in his hands, and could slang him befora
gll the fellows as much as he liked. A
sense of injustice rankled in Coker's
breast.

Coker, standin b{ the House steps,
confided the result of his cogitations on
the subject to Potter and Graenc.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remave
were close at hand, but these juniors
Coker did not regard in the least,
Whether they heard his remarks or not
did not matter. Coker was as heedless
of mers Remove juniors az of the
pigeons in the quad. Tn his lofty view,
they were trifles light as ajr.

Trifles as they were, the Famous
Five took the liberty of smiling.
Horace Coker had tho same offect on
the Lower Fourth as on the Fifth.
Nohody eould listen to Coker without
2 certain smount of hilarity.

Coker did oot observe tho gencral

smile. He was following his own trein
of thought--a wvery serious train of
thought.

It was not, indeed, a laughing matter.
At all events, Coker would have been
very much surprised to learn that it
was. A matter that concoerned the per-
sonal feclinps and dignity of Horace

James Coker of fthe Greyfriars Fifth
could scarcely be a laughing matter.

“"Ought a fellow to stand it?” pursued
Cloker, serious and ruminative,
the gnestion, as Milton sayva®™

“ailton®™ muarmurcd Pottor,
[1] ?Ealj?

“That’s

By FRANK RICHARDS,

[13 Gh.ll:l-
Caoker looked irritable for a moment.

“"Really, old chap, you are demse("™
he said. “A fellow can't quote the
simplest quotation without fooring
youI*

#1I thought it was Shakespeare,” mur-
mured Potter meekly. “'To be or not
to be, that is the question '—in
Hamlat.”

Grunt—from Coker. :

“Well, you'ro wrong,” he said.
“It's Milton—in the *‘Elegy in »
Country Churchyard.”

“Tan't that jolly old *“Elegy' by &
merchant named Era}r?” etked Potior.

“No, it isn't 1™

£11 Uh!}?

“Don't arguse about it,” said Coker.
“You'rs rather dense in these things,
Potter.  Buf, as I was saying, the
guestion is—ought a fellow to stand it?"

Whereat Potter and Greene smiled
agnin; ond Harry Wharton & Co.
smmiled again; only Coker's face remain-
ing awfully serious.

Coker might say that tho gquestion
was whether a fellow ought to stand it;
to anybody but Coker there did not
geem much choice in the matter,

Every other follow at Greyiriars
knew that 1 Form master had to bes
given his head, like a wilful horse.

If Mr. Prout, in the Fifth Form-room,
saw fit to slang & Fifth Form man, thes
Fifth Form man had to possess hiz soul
in patience, and endure the slanging as
hest he could. 'To any fellow but Coker
this was not only inevitable, but un
guestionable. But Toker questioned it.

“Thara's a fellow's dignity to con-
sider,” ha went cn. “You heard Prout
this morning! Blanging a man beforo
all the Form! Making out that I can't
censtrue easy  stuff  like  Buetoniua.
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Making mistakes, mind you; Making
mistakes, and putting them down to
me ["

“ Ok 1 zaid Potter.

“Um!"™ enid Greene. .

These remarks were non-committal.

In fact, it was not easy to know what
to say to Coker. Naturally, his friends
did not want to row with him. Coker
was a very nice fellow when he was
niee. He was an uncommonly un-
plensant fellow when he was nasty.
Potter and Greene preferred him in the
nice state. But the .nly way to keep
Caokor nice was to agres with every-
thing he said as heartily as possible.
Contradiction always irritated Coker,

A fellow who knew that he was right
could not be expected to be very pabient
with obstinate, carping fellows whe dis-

Coker was always in the happy
and satisfactory state of knowing that
he was right. Contradiction, therefore,
Ea}tum’llj had sn irritating effect on

im. )

“He called me,” went on Coker in a
thrilling voice, *a blockhead !

“T heard him 1" assented FPotter. 1
“ Actually . lost Lis temper,” sni
Coker. "Got red in-the face! Fright-
fully undignified in a Form master!

An [}]]T’FH wrong ell the time!"

ir -[

“Of course, Form masters don’t know
mueh,” said Coker. *I jolly well know
that Prout often has to mug it u[; just
before clazs. I don't mind that. I'm a
reasonabla fellow., I never expect a
Form.master to be anything but an ase.
0Of course, I haven't told Prout that
because——"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Potter. “I-—I
suppose not,”

Erﬁut there's a limit,” said Coker.
o & fellow has to vonsider his personal
dignity and his standing in the Form
and all that. The question is—onght I

to stand it? On ‘he other hand, what
can a fellow do?

“Feoho answers—what,” murmured
Greensa, ]

Coker stared at ham.

“¥y dear chap, you're off your

rocker,” he said. “"There's ne echo
here: hut if there was, it would answar
idat Echo olwavs repeats the last
word, You don't know much about
acoustics, Greeney.”

“Oh!" gasped Greene.

“Ha, ha, ha "' yelled Harry Wharton
& Co., breaking out all of a sudden
mvoluntarily.

They did not intend to do so, but
they could not help it

Coker was too rich, in fact.

They were deriving so much enter-
tainment from Coker's obscrvations that
they had fully intended to keep quiet
and continue to enjoy it. But that lest
obzervation was too much for them, and
they yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!

Coker glared round. For the first
tirne. he seemed to hecome swars that
these insignificant insects were In
existence.

“¥You cheeky faps!™ ho roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker turned on the cheeky fags. Ho
was not & fellow to be laughed at with
impunity.

Potter and Greene hastily retired into
the House. Thoy stood not upon the
order of their going, but went at once.
Coker could mix himself up in a shindy
with a mob of fags if he liked. Potter
and Greena did not like. Potter and
Greano saw the storm about to brealk,
-and thoy vanished from the scene like
ghosts at cock-crow |

Fortunately, Coker did not neod
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heavy, especially at one end.

assistance in dealing with cheeky faga.
At least, he thought that he didn’t.

As o matter of fact, Cokor was In
error. He did! c

Making o stride at the Famous Five
Coker smote, with prompiness an
despatch, intending to strow the earth
with five howling juniors, as they de-
served,

Instead of which, Harry Wharton &
Co. dodged Coker's mighty smites, and
Lumpﬁd at Coker all at once, as if moved

¥_the same spring.

Five paira of hands grasped Coker
almost in the twinkling of an eyo.

What happened next woz a horrid
cdlreadm.

The whole echeme of the universa
became unfized for the moment. Earth
and sky chunged places. At least, it
seemad so to Coker as he was swept off
the grourd and whirled in the air.

Coker was a bulky follow, He was
There was,
perheps, not much in his head, but thera
was an enormous amount of him in his
boots. Heavy as he was, five sturdy
juniors handled him easily encugh.
Coker had been standing firmly on bis
extensive feet. Now he was complet
reversed. His feet How skyward, the
top of his head tapped on the gquad-
rangle.

i arry Wharton & Co. then released
bim.

For the millionth part of a eecond
Horace Coker stodd on his head, his
long lega stretching skyward. Harry
Wharton & Co. departed- and left him
t'n itl

Bump!

Coker azsumed a horizontal attitude.

T‘D.IH!IF

Coker sat up dizzily. His brain, such
as it was, was in a whirl. He sat and
stared dizeily and spluttered.

It wos just Coker's ill-luck that Mr.
Frout came out of the House at that
moment to take hiz usual trot in the
guad during break.

He stared at Coker dumbfounded.

To all sorts of obtuseness and crass
density of intellect on Coker's part Mr,
Prout was accustamed in the Form-room,
Bnt it seemed to Mr. Prout that this
waa the limit, even for Coker. A fag
of the Second might play such tricks,
but a Fifth-Formn oan and a senior,
standing on his head in the open quad in
sight of half Greyfriurs, was incredible,
if Mr. Prout had not seen it with his
oW eyes.

“Coker! goasped Mr. Proul,

#r‘vﬂw!??

“Ooker !" thundered Mr. Prout.

“Ooach !

"Coker, get up! Stand up! Upon my
word! - Are you oubt of your senses,
Coker? Btand up! How dare é'nu pia¥
these childish tricks in the quadrangle
Goodness gracious me! A senior—a
Fifth Form boy—playing such anticg!
Ars yvou not oshamed of yourself?™
boomed Mr. Prout.

Coker blinked at him,

"I—I—-" he stuttered.

“Not a word! Go into the Housze I

Coker scrambled up.

"I——" he spluttered. _

"Disgraceful]l Insenzate! Go into the
Form-room, Remain there. Yon are de-
tained during break! Nol a wordl!
Gﬂiﬂ

“I—" gurgled Coker,

“Go!" thundered Mr. Prout.

Coker went. Indeed the Fifth Form
master looked as if he would grip Coker

the collar and march him into the
ouse like a fag in tha grasp of a pre-
feetb if he did not chey immediately.
For tha second time that morning Prout
bad lost his tomper with Coker.
Coker tottered into the House.

Mr. Prout snorted and continued his
walk into tho guad. Coker went into
the Fifth Form room. Wrath and m-
dignation unutterable filled his breast.
He raged in the Form-room likeo a tiger
in a cage. It was too thick—it was in-
tolerable—it was not to be stood. In-
justice after inliuatiaa came Coker's way
like Pelion piled on Ossa. Could a
fellow stand it? Ought a fellow
stand it?

That guestion, whether a fellow ought
Lo ﬂtﬁmg it, was now growing to be a
VOry pressing gquestion.

-_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Asked to Tea!

¢ W
O “Hallo, hallo, hallo1”
“Weow [P

"Go it!" said Bob Cherry
ﬁnmumg‘mg!%'

“Beastl Yow-owl"

Billy Bunter did not need encourage-
ment. He was going it, anybow.

Tha Owl of f.%m ﬁﬂmﬂ?ﬂ came up the
stairs to tho Remove ppssage with sounds
of woe preceding him.

He limped across the Remove landing,
the sounds of woe accompanying him;
he imped into the passage, stil
sounding the note of woe.

Ap;inruntlg Bunter was hurt.

To judge by his sounds of woe he was
vary much hurt indeed. But it was not
quite safe to judge Bunter's damages
by the amount of noise he made about
them. The noise was often out of all
proportion to the damage.

He nnpcl:rad at tha doorwa

Eo

of Study

No. 1, and blinked in dolefully. Harry
Wharton & Co. wera there, It was tea-
time, and the chums of the 8 wero

considering ways and means,

More correctly speaking, they wero
considering the absence of ways and
niCans, s happens sometimes in the
best reguluted studies, there was a
shortage of cash.

Riches, it is well said, take unte them-
selves wings and fly away. And from
no plags is their fAight more rapid than
from o schoolboy's pocket.

Wharton and Nugent, i Study Ne. 1,
waora penniless; in fact, they were hali-
genﬂy esz. DBob Cherry and Hurree

amsoet Ram Singh had come along from
No. 13 in the same unhappy state.
Johnay Bull had looked in, and his com-
rades indulged a brief hope that he had
looked in to ack the whole Co. to tea
in No. 14. But that hopa was brief.
He hadn't. He had looked in to confide
to his sympathetic friends tho foct that
he was stony,

It was, as Bob Cherry remarked with
lugubricus humour, a case of “I am
stony, thou art stony, he i3 stony! We
are stony--vou are stony—they aro
atony!”  And Hurree Jamset Bam
Bingh sadly observed that the stoneful-
ness was terrifie.

In such ecircumstances there was but
one thing to be done. Tea in Hall was
the last resource.

The tea provided by the school
authoritics was always left to thoe school
authorities to do what they liked with
when the fellows were in funds.

But when fellows weren't in funds they
patronised the school tea. Then it wasa
caza of any port in a storm.

Having decided, nem-.con, that there
was nothing for it but tea in Hall, the
ow-wow in the study broke up, and the
amous Five wera about to make a move
ior the stairs when Bunter presented
himself, preceded, o038 aforesaid,
sounds of woe. 3
No doubt the desire for sympathy in
his present limping and damaged state



EYERY
BATURDAY

had brought the fat junior there.
Possibly an added motive was that if
was tea-time. Had Bunter known the
stony state of the study he would
probably have pgons elsewhere for
_wﬂpﬂtlly. But he did not know—yet.

. ﬁ]ﬂ!:.ﬂ-ﬂd in the doorway and groaned

eeply.

1 any, you fellows—"

“(2o0t & pain?” asked Johnny Bull.

'*Yeos3, awliul 1™

"Well, it's your own fault, old fat

bean. If you will stuff your inside with
avary!:hipg you can lay your hands on
yOu—
_ "You silly sssl” hooted Bunter. *'If
isn't that sort of pain! I've been
kicked.” He groaned again. "I say,
you fellowa, I'm ftightfuliy hurt. My
opinion is that my spine’s injured. That
beast Coker——"

“ My hat! It's no joke to bag one of
Coker's feet,” remarked Frank Nugent.
“How he carries them about with him is
a mystery. What on earth did Coker
kiok wou fori®"

“Just bullping,” groaned Bunter, “I
hear that Prout’s been ragging him in
class, and ho was in 8 savage temper,
Findanf ma in his  study, the beast
jumpad to the conclusion that T was after

183 tuok—*

“And you weren't?"” grinned Bob,

“How could I be nfter his tuck when

there wasn't any  there?” demanded
Bunter, * Absaiutelﬁ nothing ! Not that
I should have touched it if there had

been, you know, I hope I'm not that
sork of chap.™

“What » hopelul nature!™

“Oh, really, Chorry! There was
nothing in the cupboard—the cuke
hadn’t come—"

“Th? What cake?”

“Coker’s expecting a cake from his
Aunt Judy,” cxzplained Bunler. L
happoned to hear him montion it to
Potter thiz morpingz. Of course, I never
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! Having fBoished the lt, Wharton pleked It up, but
fortunately remembe:

blots on it Mr. Prout might be suspiclous as to
whether Coker had written it or not. Wharton
dropped three or four blois on the sheet and then
smeared It to

In time that if there were no

give it a touch., Then he

finishing
surveyed 1§ with admiration. (Ses Chapler 7.)

went to his study after that cake. But
you know Coker—suspicious beast! Ha
grabbed me by the back of the neck—*
“Ha, ha, hat"
“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! He slewed me round to the

door, and jammed his hoof on me—*"
“Ha, ha, ha)™

“Beasts! I went head-over-heels into
the passage,” groaned Bunter. *Thoss
other beasts, Potter and Greene, were
coming in. They both kicked me before
I got away.”

“The =sympathise is terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurree Jam-
seb Ram Bingh.  “Bul should you not
learn to keep your absurd paws from
ihe pickfulness and the stealiulness ¥

"I tell yvou I wasn't after Coker's
cakel” roared Bunter. " It wasn't there,
blow it! I say, you fellows, you ought
to back up a fellow in your own Form!
I'd like to know what Greyiriars 15
cotning to, when Fifth Form cads kick
Remove men just as they like. Look
hore, if you fellows think of going to
Coker's study and ragping ﬁim, I'n
keop wateh in the passago——-="

Harry Wharton & Clo. chuckled. They
were not thinking of ragging Coker of
the I'ifth for kicking a tuck-raider cut
of his study. It was soldom that they
appraved of Horace Coker’s proceed-
ings. On this oecasion they did approve.

“Well, I don't think wyou fellows
ought to let a Fifth Form beast hully
the Remaove,” said Bunter., *The worst
of it iz the eake wasn't therg—>="

“And so the poor dog had nonef”
said Dob Churrgr sympathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ And there's nothing in my study,”
said Bunter. “Toddy's teaing out, and
you know what Toddy is. hen he's
teaing out he never thinks of another
follow. And my postalorder hasn't
gomme.

“¥ou don't “f 50, old beanl™ ejacu-
lated Johnny Ball.

“1 do,” said Bunter sorrowfully. "I
think I mentioned to you chaps that I
was expecting a postal-order——"

“1 think 301" chuckled Bab. *Yes I

seemn to remember something of the
sork.

“Ha, ha, hal*

T Well, I've been disappointed about
it it hasn't comie. I eay, you fellows,
I'm going to stand you a study spread
all round when it doecs come.™

“Thanks!™

“The thankfulness is terrific.”

“MNot at all,” said Bunter, *When a
fellow gets lots of money, why shouldn’™
he spend it on his friends? Easy come,
245F EO, Euu know.  But to-dsy I
happen to be sm:&;r. If vou'd like meo to
tea with you——-*

Bunter paused. ]

He filled in the pause with a deep
groan, to show how injured he was
after the application of Horace Colier's
boot o his fat person.

_ Between sympathy for Bunter's
juries, and the expeetstion of a study
spread when the postal-order came, it
was rceasonable fo cxpect that the

in-

Famous Five would play up, and ask

Bunter fo tea.

Still, you never could toll. There was
doult on the subject. Fellows, some-
how, never seemed o enjoy Buater's
company at tea-time so much as they
ought to have done. DBuanter woes a
pleasant, agrecable, faseinating sort of
fellow—at all events, he had a fixed
belief that he was. But fellows did not
geem to seo it, somehow, Bunbter was,
o to apeak, an acquired taste—which
the Removites had not yvet uired,

But on +the present occasion Billy
Bunter necd not have been trouhled
with doubis, The whole Co. smilcd at
once, and answered with one volce:

THE MacxeT Liprant.—~No. 1,084
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THANKS !

"Dﬂl!”

Bunter brightenad ulp.

Ho ceased immediately to wriggle and
groan, perhaps forgetting the fearful
injuries inflicted by Coker of the Fifth,
Perhaps those injuries were not to very
fearful, after nll. At all events, Bunter
smiled cheerily: in fact, he beamed op
the chums of the Remove,

* Right-ho, old fellows, I willl” he
gaid. “Of eoursa, 1 didn’t coma along
here beeause it wag tea-time——"

“Oh1"

“Htill, as it happens to be tea-time,
I'll tea with you, with pleasure,” said
Bunter. “ Enough said—I'll come.”

“Oh, do!” smid Beb Cherry.

" Quite & pleasurs!™ said Nugent.

“The pleasurefulness will be terrific.”

“We'll be jolly ﬂlud to have wyou,”
said Johnny Buoll solemnly.

“Welcome as the flowers in May!™
said Harry Wharton heartily.

Bunter ﬂ'linkm:] at them, a little suy-
prized. Enthusiastic welcomo like this,
at tea-time, was rather o new experi-
ence for him. It was very agreeable,
but it was surprising.

It really looked as if William George
Bunter was being appraised at his true
value at last—as if these fellows had
recognised, after guite a long timo
during which they had misjudged him,
what a charming fellow he really was.

Bunter's fat face beamed, and he
rolled into tho study,

"1 suppose yon're goin
now, old chapsi"” ho Eza_i:eg.
“Only & few minutes. ™
“Good! I'll help you
1f you wand any shopping

down to the tuckshop.”

“That's ali right. The shopping's
done long ago,” answered Bob Cherry
salemnly.

“Good 1 Bunter blinked into tha
study oupboard, I don’t see it here.
In your study, I suppose, Bob? Mot tea-
ing hers?"

‘No: we're not teaing heore.™

“Well, come on, then,” szaid Bunter;

to have tea

et it ready.
oene, I'1l cut

and he rolled out of Study Mo, 1 and
started up the Remove passage.

Five smiling juniors followed him out.
But instead of following Dunter up the
passage, they turped in the opposite
direction, towards the stairs.

Bunter turned his head and blinked
after them,

“1 say, you fellows!"” he squeaked.

“Hallg, hallg, hallo "

 Aren't you gﬂing to have tea now 7"

“¥Yes, rather! Come along, or you'll
be late.”

“Buck up, old fat bean!” called out
Johnny Bull, “We want you to have
tes with us, you khow. Don't fail ns!”

Bunter fired his big spectacles on the
grinning fivo.

“Where—where—where are you going
te tea 7' he Fa&p&d.

“In Halll™

"“"Wha-a-tt"

“In Hall, old bean! Come on!"

“You—you—you  beasts!"” gosped
Dunter. “You azked o to tea with
yolge=—"?

“0Oh, quite! Come on”

“You silly chumps!" shrieked Bunter.
“You spoofing beasts! T could go to
tea in Hall, 1f T liked, without you
asking me."

“Of course vou could,” ngreed Bob
Cherry. "I wonder you didn't! Come
on, old fat bean, or we shall ba late for
the doorsteps and the dishwater ™

And the Famous Five, chuckling, went
down the Remove staircare,

Billy Bunter blinked after them with
a blink that bade fair to crack his spee-

tacles, He comprehended, at last, why
he had been 20 warmly and enthusiasti-
cally as to tea with the Famous Five,

“ Beasts!" ho roared.

' Hﬂ hﬂ lj_r

“Yahl Rotteral"

Cheery laughter floated up the

Remove staircasa az the Famous Five
dizgppeared. Bunter did not follow
them. It was not an invitation to tea in
Hall that he wanted, ]

Harry Wharton & Co. tea’d in Hall;
while William George Bunter tried his
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Bexdon Blake Bolwed a Moy Intricate Crime Problem,

hick 1 the orher studics, roaming up the
Remove passage with a hungry eve, like
& lion secking what he might devour,

s e

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Coker Talks Too Much !

Qi of the IFifth came inia

C thoe games study, the room

where the Iifth Form of Groy-

frims most did congregate.

There was & generz] smile in that raom

as Coker came in. Coker saw nothinz

to smile at. The other Filth Form
fellows did. They saw Coker.

Coker's brow was deep in gloom.

His persecution at the hands of Mr
Prout, his Form master, was growing
well-nigh intolerabla. Coler was a
much-enduring fellow, but there was &
limit to his endurance. Ho was fed-up
with Prout, and made no secret of the
fact. As it happened, Mr. Prout was
fed-up with him to an equal extent.
‘This mutually fed-up state waa bound 1o
lead to friction, and undoubtedly it did.

Mr. Prout's opinion was that Coker
should never have got his remove from
the Shell, A b:fg' fellow like Coker
might seem out of plage in the Shell.
But a crass ess like é‘lﬂkﬂf was still moaore
out of place in Mr. Prout’s Form.

It was rumoured at Greyifriars thas
Coker never would have got his removo
had not his Aunt Judy come down
specielly to see the Head about it, and
ragged him into it. Bunter of the Lower
Feourth declared that Miss Coker had
threatened the Head with her umbrella
—mdeced, ha went so far as to aasert
that the umbrella had been actuslly
brandished over Dr. ocke’s head.
Bunter knew many things that went on
behind closed rz; he was & great
man at keyhole work. It was probable
that Bunter exaggerated in this case.

Btill, the Fifth Form master, at least
did not profess to know why Coker had
been placed in his Form. r. Haoker
of the Bhell had once been equally
puzzled to know why Coker was
in that Form, the Fourth or the Third
being more suitable for him, in Hacker's
ﬂfmmn. Hacker undoubtedly had been
pleased when Coker got his unexpected
remove., He had not congratulated
Coker, but he had congratulated himaelf
most heartily.

But the %and-iuﬂuna of one man ia
often the ill-fortune of another in this
troublous universe. Hacker was- said,
in the Snell. to have danced with gles
when he got shut of Gnker—a—anuaar
exaggeration, in all probability. Prout,
if ha danced, must have danced with

fury.
Mr. Prout had s zense of duti and
responsibility towards e backward

member of his Form. That would have
heen all very well had Coker known thak
he waz a backward member.

He did not know it

Friends and foes alike were willing
to enlighten him on the subject. But
Coker was not willing to be enlightened.

Clad in self-satisfaction as in armour
of triple steel, Horace Coker went his
own loft- way regardless of the opinion
of lesser mortala.

He was used to carpmng criticiam. It
was a thing to which any really superior
fellow had to pet used.

In Form, Coker's construe generally
added to tile gaiety of existence in the
Fifth. Mr. Prout niight tear his haie
aver 1t, but the Tifth would not have
missed 1t for worlds. Dusty and dreary
old classical authors became bright and
entertaining when Coler construed their
works. In Coker’s hands, aven Cicero
ilpnaed to be & bore; he could make Livy

b2
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It was [utile for Prout to point out
where he was wrong, when Coker knew
that he was right.

Coker was prepared to back his own
npinion against that of any fel-headed
Iorm tmaster at Greviviars or any other
school.

Having to give in, when he was in the
right, was naturally annoying. LEven in
such  elementary matters as English
spelling, the same sort of thing went on,

nly that day Mr. Prout had.nearly
shrieked when Coker spelt “topic®
with a “k* at the end. He had per-
sisted that there was no *k.” What could
Coker do but smile contemptucusly ?

The incident had cost Euier dear. He
had an impot to write out, and the
impot consisted of the word “teopic®
written a hundred times. Tha sort of
impot that was given to a Second-Form
fag—an insult to & Fifth-Form man!
Prout meant {o be insulting, that was all
there was to if. And he insisted that
Coker ghould write the word a hundred
times without a “k > at the end. No
donbt that would save Coker a certain
amount of labour, which was so much to
the . _ But the thing was ridiculous
and inzulting. Coker felt it deeply.

In the gemes study, they smiled when
Coker came in; all the more because of
the fixed gloomi in !
situation was serious to Coker—vergi
on the tragic. To the other fellows 1
wag not serious at all, and it appealed
to them as comie.

ker gave a prim IEIHHEE ronnd at
many stoling faces. Price winked at
Blundall, who langhed.

“Let's see. What topic were we dis-

eussing 7 said Hilton.

And there was & langh—a senscless
cackle, as Coker considered it; a
childish allusion to his row in the Form.
room over Prout’s bad spelling.

“Done vour impot, Coker?” asked
Fi ald.

“No. T nather think I shan’t do it,”
sald Coker.

“0Oh, my hat!"

"1 shall think ever it," said Coker.

“What on earth with?” acked Titz-
gerald, in astonishment.

And there was ancther senseless
ocacklet
“Tunny, ain't 7™  gaid Coker

bitterly. “But I can tell you fellows
that I'm getting fed-up. I've had abeut
enough of Prout.”

“He won't last lﬂnﬂg.“ said Fiiz-
gerald comfortingly. T'm absolutely
certain that your comstrue will be the
death of him some dey.”

It astonished Coker to observe st
what feeble witticizams the Fifth-Form
fﬁ-f.]ﬁ;n'ﬂ would cackle. They cackled at
this .

Coker sometimes made hiz little joke,
bhut when he did the fellows never
laughed. Dut ther laughed at thess
fechle witticisms of Fitzgerald's.

“Put you'd better do that impot, old
bean,” said Potter, with friendly con-
cern. " No good p:etling old Prout’s rag
out any moro than it is already. He
lookoed quite wild in Form fo-day.”

“I've thought of appealing to the
Head,” seid Coker.

The Fifth-Form men
glances.

Every Greyfriars man was allowed an
sppeal to the Head, if he liked, and if
he fancied that justice couldn't be pot
by sny less dramatic method.

But what Coker had to appeal about
was sather a mystery. It would be
rather extraordinary for a fellow to
sppeal to the Head becauso his Form
master insisted upon correct spelling in
simple words, till, there never was
m.:l:l:.r telling what Coker might do, or
why.

exchanged

hiz manly brow. The

“An aji]peal to the Head might put
Prout in his place ' remavked Coker.

“"You think of nﬂ‘lnﬁ.iing to the Head
to allow you to spe tc:ipic witha "k*%"
asked Fitzgerald blandly.

“Not only that. Tersecution gener-
ally,” said Coker. “Prout's got a down
on me. Doesn't he rag me nearly every
day in class?”

“Well, old chap—" murmured
Greene. But he paused. It was useless
to explain to Coker that he asked for it.

That Coker was & silly ass, and that
he made ludierous mistakes, and stuck
to them with the obstinacy of a mule,
all the Fifth kpew. DBut it was useless
to tell Coker so. He would never have
balieved it.

“Do 1 ever get off without a jaw "
said Coker.

“Hardly ever!” grinned Price.

“It's rank persecution. The fact is,
Prout’'s getting past his work,” said
Coker. “He's old.”

“He's oged a lot sinee vou got into
the Fifth,” remarked Mitzgerald. Onece
more there was that senseless cackle in

the g&mas study.

i course, I'orm masiers Eefnt'ra“}*
are  duds,”  said Coker. Nobody
expects anvthing else.  DBut & Form
master who spells incorrectly 3

"Hﬂ-, hﬂ-, -h!r[”'

“And can't constrite Buctonius cor-
rectly—""

“ Phew 1"

“You heard him only this morning
meking out that was wrong in
Suetonius,” said Coker. “He'll make
out next that I couldn't translate
Eutropiws.”

The Fifth-Formers grinned cheerily.
They {ancited that Pront would be zble
to make out & case, even 'if he went so
far as that.

“It's porscoution,” said Coker, rather
leased at_ getting the attention of a
ot of the ¥ifth as he expatiated on his
wrongd and quite unconscious that he
was providing -the games study with a
free entertainment. “ FProut's down on
me. Ho likes picking faults in me. He
makes them up. Makes out I'm wrong,
when "he jolly well knows I'm right., [
mean, he can’t be so ignorant as he
makes out. He's & dud all right—hut
he's not such & dud as all that! He
dislikes me for some reason, I even
sspect that he ?]m:ﬁn’t like having me
in his Form at sil.”

The Fifth-Formers gazed at Coker.
That suspicion of his was well-founded.
There were good reasons why  an
Form master should have dislike
having Horace Coker in his Form, had
Coker only known.

But it was not given unto Coker to
see himself as ntﬁers saw him. Per-
haps that was fortunate for him. He
would have lost all hiz self-esteem at
one fell awoop.

“I'm fed-np, I can tell you!” resumed
Coker. “It's my independent character
that does 1t, of course. Torm mastera
dislike that sort of thing. You fcllows
kow-tow to Prout. You give in to him
all along the line. If he savs vou've
made a blunder, you let it go at that.
Of course, in your case he may be right.
Still, T don't believe 1n kow-towing.
Who's Prout "

“{io on, Coker, deoar man!” =aid
Titzgerald, sz the great man of the
Tifth pauvsed. " Sure, I love listening
to you -entirely |7

“T only -hope,” said Coker darkiy,
“that I shall be able to keen myv temper
with Prout. I'm going to tey hard, T
know it would be bad form to punch a
Form master——"

"wh-ﬁ.‘ﬂrt?"

* Dh, crumbs Y

“Great pip1” o )

"But 4here's & limit,” said Coker.

“Prout rags me every day nearly., 1
ean't kow-tow like you fellows do.
I've got spirit.”

“And we haven't, old bean?” ashed
Fitz sweetly.

“"Exactly, You pgel my meaning
exactly,” assented Coker.

*0Oh1”?

“Tm not blaming you,” explaincd
Coker considerately,. * You're for a
guiet life. There may be something in
it. Still, what you fellows don't geem
to soe i3, that there's something due to
a fellow's own dignity.”

“Oh!” gasped Blundell.

“That's where the shoe pinches”
sald Coker. “I've got.some self-respect.
That's what you fellows lack, See?”

The scniors only gazed at Coker, Even
Fitzgerald scemed at a loss for a re-
joinder. They just gazed.

“I'm going to do my best,” said
Coker. “I'm going to try to keep my
temper., If I fail, the fault will Ez: at
Prout’s door. I know it's bad form to
?utﬁ}l 2 mnaEeH what ever I:inrt ﬂlf( a
oothng ass and irritating o ey
he may be. But I feel, ﬁmnﬂtime':iu?::‘.hnt
it will como to #. One of these davs
1 ma lose my temper and hit him.”

‘Hush 1" gasped Patter,

A plump and ample figure had
appeared in the open doorway of the
games study. It was the rotund form
of Mr. Prout.

Prout was one of those Form-masters
who believed in being on friendly and
cheery terms with the Form. Nothing
stif or stand-offish about him, like
there was about Mr. Quelch, the muoster
of the Remove, for instance. Quite
informally, Prout would drop into the
games utud? oceasionally in the evening,
and chat for a few minutoa with the
Fifth-Form men there.

As Prout liked the sound of his own
voice, and laboured under the delusion
that it wes equally musical in the cars
of others, the fow minutes sometimes
prolonged themselves into helf an hour.

On such oceasions, the Fifth-Form
men played up, as was their dut;. It
was all in the day's work, Prout, apy-
how, meant well.

But Mr, Prout could not havo
dropped in at & more unfortunate
moment than the present. Obviously,
he had heard what Coker*naid. That
was proved by the faot that he siood
rooted thers, with his mouth open and
his eyes fixed on Coker's back Iifke the
eves of a basilisk.

FPotter's agonised
heeded I:y Coker

He did not know that Prout was at
the doorway. Coker had no cyes in
tho back of hiz head. Neither was Le
quick on the uptake.

“Hush ™ he repeated sardonicallsw.
“I'm not going to hush, Poiter! I'm
the man to say what I think, I never
was afraid to speak out. And I can
tell vou fellows, plainly, that the day
may come when Prout will po too far
in clase, rogping & man who kpowe
better than himself, and then I may
lose my temper and punch him.”

The Fifth-Formers sat paralysed.

Mr. Prout, in the doorway, scemed to
be esuffering under an  atieck of
paralysis also. e stood meotionless, as
1f overcome.

The silence was awful.

Even Coker became aware, st long
last, that something unusual must bo
in the wind. He was puzzled. Ha

lancéd from horcified face to another
gurriﬁed face, and finally lookcd round
Ly Then he saw Prout, and

gasp passed un-

ghind - him,
understood.
oL 1Y sald Coker.
Mr. Prout odvanced info the roomn
THE MacreT Lisrary.—No. 1,081,
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The stlence could almost have been cut
with a knife.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fool’s Luck !

R. PROUT looked at Coker.
Coker looked at him.
Dead silence reigned in the

Fifth-Form %nmas study.

Even Coker was abashed.

His words—uttered in his usual
owerful tones—had only been intended
or Fifth-Form ears. Obviously, Prouds
ears had taken them in, Coker had a
hefty voice, which Fitzgerald had des-
¢ribed as warrented to kill at forty
rods. If Coker stated an opinion in the
games study, a.nybﬁd'l}_r at the end of the
corridor could not fail to learn what
that opinion was, even with the door
ghut., Now the door was open—and
Prout on the Efﬂ)t-! Coker was celebrated
for the high frequency with which he
put hiz foot in it. He had put his foot
o it pow, with a vengeance.

Mr. Prout found his veice at last

“Coker!” he rumbled.

“Qhi” gasped Coker. “VYes! Yes,
mr i’

" “Y heard your remarks.”

“D.d-d-did you, sl

“*1 did, Cokexr.," .

. Another silence. Mr. Prout seemed ot
a loss, He had had many troubles with
Cloker. He had generally found him
rather difficult to deal with. But this
situation “was extraordinary: and Prout
hardly knew how to act. How was a
Form-master to act when he heard a
memhber of his - Form threatening to
punch him? The situetion was unheard

Only Hordee James Coker could
ever have created such a situation.

“Y heard you threaten your Form
Em.ater, Coker 1" uttered Mr. Prout, at
ast.

“0h, no, sir!” said Coker.

“What? Whati” ‘

“1 did not mean it as a threat, air!
1 had no idea that you were listening
&t the door, sir,” said Coker.

Mr. Prout's rubicund face became
like unto & beetroot in hue. Tho

Fifth-Form nien could onl i
It was, of course, only &iﬁ?& unfor-
He did not

tunate way of putting if. L
mean to accuse FProut of eavesdropping.
It was not uncommon for Coker to
expross himself unfortunately.
What? Whati” gasped Mr. Prout,
“T wasa stating an opingpn, sir,” said
Coker, rocovering himself a, little, T
wae not stating an inteniion, sir! I
certainly have no intention whatever of
punching you, sir.”

“0Oh!” gasped Mr. Prout. “I hope
not! "I trust not! Coodness gracioua!
I-—il trust not, Coker.”

"I was merely saying, sir, that if I
don’'t get justice, might lose m
temper Pand do 1t,” gaid Coker. “ That’s
quite different from a threat. I hope
sincerely, sir, that it will never come to
that.” -

“Upon my word ™

“For goodness’ sake, Coker, shut up 1”
breathed Potter, in agﬂn{l

Coker did not heed. Shutting up was
pot in his line at all.

“1 was merely mentioning a
gibility, sir—a Pmuful
went on Coker. "It may never come
ta that. I hope it won't.™
_ “'Fhis bu,r.fi“ sald Mr. Prout, address-
ing space, “must be out of his senses.
He must be absolutely out of his
penses,”’

"Coker deesn’t mean, sir—"' ven-
tured Potter. He felt impelled to put in
a word, if he could, for his friend. But
he stopped ghort. What could a fellow
say for Coker? _

'AE MagrET Lisrsny.—No. 1,084,

B pad
possibility, "

“Coker ™ boomed Mr. Prout.
shall take you to your headmaster! 1
shall re?ent your words to Dr. Locze!
I shall leave him to deal with you!l I
can hold cut little hope that you will
be allowed to remain at Greyfriars,
after the words you have uttered in my
hearing,”

Coker breathed hard.

All the Fifth-Form men in the room
took it for granted that the game was
up for Coker. A fellow who threatened
to punch his Form meaaster, in his Form
master's hearing, was asking for the
“sack.” That was indubitable. It was
Coker for the long jump! That was a
cert.

“Come ™ said Mr. Prout.

“Hold on, ar,” said Coker.
should like to E:r::-int out, gir——"

“Follow me " .

“To point out that I was speaking
to my friends, here, and had no idea
that you were there. It's not the
thjni to take official notice of angthm?;
overheard by chanee, sir. It isn’t done.”

The Fifth-Formers thought, for a
moment, that Prout was going to fall
down, Hea really stuggcrcd.

“ Coker 1 he breathed. .

“It 1sn't done, sir,” =aid Coker
cheerfully. “I'm sure you will see that,
sir, if you think it over.”

The silence that followed was painful.
Varying expressions worked in  the
plump countenance of Mr., Paul Prout.

But the fact was, that Coker had,
for once, hit the nail on the head. The
brightest insight and the deepest
wizgdom could not have served Coker
better in this emergency than his cheer-
ful obtuseness.

It was an unwritten law that masters
turned a deaf ear to remarks that were
not intended for their ears, With Mr.
Prout, this wes es-peciallf- the case,
What would become of those cheery,
friendly chats in the games study wit
the men in his Form if he took official
cognizance of any careless remark he
happened to hear when he came along?

That familiar trust and confidence
between boy and master, which Mr,
Prout fondly believed to exist between
his Form and himself, would be knocked

-H'I

completely on the head. They wounld
lose faith in 'him—they would watch
for his coming as for that of an enemy

—they would sink their voices when
he come mgh——all faith and trust would
ba gone. The happy state of confidence
aftd mutual trust that now existed—in
Mr. Prout's happy imagination at
least—would be shattered.

Fools rush in where angels fear to
tread. That was always Coker’s
method. But for once he had got away
with 3t

Mr. Prout realised that it would not

0.

“Coker!” he stuttered at last.
“Your words are disrespectful—as dis-
respectinl as the threat I heard wvon
utter. Your impudence is—is almost
unnerving., DBut there iz a grain of
truth in what you say. There is a
—a glimmering of reason behind your
unexzampled Etup]dlt.?. I shall take no
notice of what you have said.”

“Quite so, sir!” assented Coker.

“I came here,” said Mr. Prout,
gla.n-:mig;_nt tha silent Fifth-Formers,
“as a friend. Not ac a Form master,
but as & friend. I hava cherished the
belief that my boys look on me as a
friend.” ) _

“QOh, yes, sir!” chorused the Fifth.

“] have cherished the belief,” said
My, Prout, “that my hoys trust me.”

“Oh! Yeos, sir!"

“1 have believed—I believe now—
that confidence exists between Ws,” said
Mr. Prout. * That, when I coane to this

“Iroom, the boys I find here know that

whatever they say will fall upon
friendly ears; that I am incapable of
using to their detriment any careless

observation that may made, by
chance, in my hearing.”

“Oh! Ves, sir!®

“Thizs being tho ecase,” spid DMr.
Prout, “I am bound to pass over

Coker's words as if they had never becn

uttered: They were not intended for
my ears, I must act as if I had never
heard them. 'That is what, I thinlk,

my boys would expect of me.”
He paused & moment.
“1 shall- say nothing more! I am

shocked—I am deeply pained! But the
matter ends here."

With dignity, Mr. Prout retired,
amid a murmur that, no doubt ex-
pressed  respectful  sympathy  and
admiration.

There was silence, till the ample

form of Mr. Prout had completely dis-
:%Jpﬁared. Then Hilton quictly closed

e door.

The Fifth-Formers looked at Coker.
Coker’s bappy fare expressed nothing
but complete self-satisfaction. But the
looks of the Fifth-Form men were grim.

“Prout’s let him off,” said Blundell.
"He was bound to, keeping up that
game of his~ But I think we ought to
give €Coker a tip sbout blowing off hia
silly mouth. ¢ might all have pgot
ragged. 1f Prout happened to have his
rheuvmatism on, there’d be no telling
what might have happened, Collar that

silly chump and rag him I'*

*Hear, near!"

“Why, wyou cheeky fathea L
E‘H‘.‘:Eﬂn Coker.

Hold on!™ said Potter. “If that
hadn’t happened, wyou men, Prout
would have Et-EFEHi half an hour as
usual, Now he's gone—and we owe

that to Coker, really.”

“That's 60,” said Greene.
rather fortunate, in a way."

“Well, there's something in that”
said Blundell, with a nod. *We might
have had to listem to Prout for half
an hour—perhaps longer—if he'd got
on to his reminiscences. 5till, he's not
a bad old ass, in his way, and Coker's

df It!s

‘not going to insult him. Besides, we
might all have got &  ragging—jyou
never know, with & Form' master.

They're funny mershants. Coker talks
too much. Collar him 1™

“Look here—" roared Coker.

Only Potter and Greene stood out of
what followed. They were merely
lookers-on., But there were eight or
nine other fallows present, mmore than
sufficient to make it clear to Coker
what his Form thought of him.

Coker, of course, resisted. He resis-
ted manfully, in wrath anpd righteous
indignation. Some f the seniors were
a little damaged,

But Coker was dreadfully demaged.
He was rolled, ha was bumped, he was
banged, he was ruffled, and rumpled,
and tousled. There was a din in the
games study as if several earthquakes
were happening thera at once. Price
opened the door at last, and a wild
and dishevelled figure shot into the
corridor. .

It was Coker—what was left of him!

What was left of Coker tottered
AWAY, luttering for breath. It
tottered into Coker's study.

There was & sudden squeak of alarm
a5 it toftered in. A fat figure turned
from Coker's stud L"l.ll]hﬂﬂ.l‘!i with
glarmed eyes blinking behind bi
spectacles. It turned, empty handed,
for the cake from Aunt Judy had not
yet come. But Coker was in no state
te deal with the grub-raider of tho
Remove, Billy Bunter made a leap for
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i‘.ih% door and escaped a feebls kick and
ed.
Coker collapsed into his armchair.
He was dusty and dishevelled, he was
dameged and breathless, But what
hurt Coker most wad the injustice of it.
Without undus conceit, Coker felt that
he had handled the eituation with
Prout in an effective. manner, He had
&% admiration. Instead, le had
got—thia! Not only the Fifth-Form
master, but the Fifth Form itself, mis-
vnderstood and misjudped Coker.. It
wag, of course, the penalty & superior
fellow hed to pay for being superior
to his surroundings—too far above the
common minds to be comprehended by
them. But it was very painful.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
To Punch or Not to Punch?
Eﬁfécynu fell ow ="

L1 ] at !‘I':i

1

“But, I sey—"
“Burz off | N
“1 say—Coker, you know—="
“Ohl 'What about Colert” asked
Wharton and Mugent together. And
they amiled.
here . waz no doubt that Horace
Coker's presonce at Greylriars added a

sort of exhilaration te life there. The
mere mention: of Coker was enough to
hr{g _ﬂr.t;::lllﬂdtﬁﬂﬂlﬂ :;Jtaat ﬂ:eritnua face.
& &n u were & in
Study No. 1. Eilg@ﬂuntgr, of Pcl;ﬁl?rae,
should have been at prep in Study No.
7. But Bunter often gave prep rather
a miss for the sake of a chat along the
assago, The exercise of his fat brain
did not appeal to him nearly so much
as tha exercise of his chin. Per-
haps ha was right. IHis chin was by far
the more powerful of the two.

Wharton and MNugent, hard at work,
had waved away the fat face that had
blinked" into Study No. 1. But at the
mention of Coker they relented. If
there was nows of Coker, they were
willing to bear it.

Bunter grinned.

“Haven't you fellows heard®* he
asked.

““You get up agaln, you fat b
got kioked ! ** Bllly Bunter sat

“We heard a row in thg games
study,” said Frank, “Some of the
fellows said the Fifth were ragging
Coker."”

“They jolly well did. I was in his
Bhﬁi?' when he got there afterwards
m ———

“What on earth were you doing in
Coker's studyt”

“Oh! Nething,
cake I

(4] Gh !H

“And it hadn't come
sy, Coker looked & wreek, But—what
do Fou think —Bunter -ehuckled—
*Coker sgid in the games study—
Ha, he, he!" Billy Bunter went off in
& breathless cachinhation. Apparently,
the recollection of what Coker l?:aad said
Is‘lrg the games study was too much for
im.

“Well, fathegd?®™

“1 heard a Fifth-Form man telling
Fobsgnn of the "Shell,” ‘zaid : Bunter.
“He was killing himself with Isughing.
3o was Hobby, ¥e, he, he!”

“Well, what 'was it, ass?™ asked

he ™

Wharton.

“Coker said—— He, he,
shricked Bunter., *“He said—— Ha,
ha, ha! He said before half the Fifth
that—— He, he, he!”

“Cough it up ! said Nugent.

“That he would—-— He, he, he—"

¥Go it

“ —punch Prout!™ gasped Bunter,

“What ¥ rosred Wharton and
Hu%?lnt together.

“He, he, he! He did! Half the Fifth
heard him! And—pnd—- He, he, hel
—Prout heard him ™

“Prout!” gasped the juniors

“Ie, he, he! Prout was coming
along and, of course, Coker never saw
him coming—Coker never gecs any-
thing. He said it righi out, and Prout
heard him., He, he, he !”

“My only hat!™ said Wharton.

“Poor old Coker!” grinned Nugent.

“The fellows say that Prout let it
drop, for some reason,” said Bunter, “1
should have thought he would have
scalpad Coker. But it's true—Coker was

I wasn't after his

anvhow., 1

threatening to punch Prout—punch his

lar,"” said Harry

!

=7l I

= rem—— ! J1 '_I

barion, ** and
the corner, as H underst

|
Litta

Jack Horner. He sat there till ihe ehums of the Remove Anished their tea.
(See Chapler 9.)

Form master, you know—— He, ne,
he! I suppose Coker thinks & fellow
can punch & master, He wﬁ“l with &
brain like his, you know. He, he, he l”

“He must have gone right off hia
rocker,” said the captain of Remove,

with a whistle.

“He hadn’t far to go,” chuckled
Nugent.

“He, he, he! That’'s why the Fiith
raa‘g‘etf bhim,” said Bunter. “It's & bit
urnfair, because it's as plain ss anythi
that Prout camo along for a chat, an
he went off offended after he heard
Coker. You know how thosa fellows
feel when old Prout nobbles them for a
chat, Same as we shouwld, if Quelchy

ot 'chatty. Thank goodness he nevor

oes ! till, they ragged Coker.
Fairly wrecked him! Jolly nearly left
himm for dead! He, he, he!”

“Poor old Coker!” gighed Nugent.
“He will get something more than a
rdgging, if he ever does punch Prout.”

“He, he, hﬁ:d Emll?!i ﬁ*ﬂui&dhﬁ:mﬁr if
BT ¥ punc 1 Y gigeled Bunter,
o I}'B*a fat, you kopw, Pudgg." )

And Bunter glanced dowu st his own
ample figure with admiring satisfaction.
It was rather nice to have a well-filled-
out figure, without being fat like
Prout. . Bunter thought so, at ail eventa.
Wharton and enf grinned. Une-
doubtedly Mr. Prout would bave had
to porform painful contortions had he
over had a fancy to see his knees. But

he was not so brosd as ho was long;
and Bunter very nearly was|
“I say, you fellows, it's going all over

the House,” said Buntor. * 1 thought
I'd tell you chaps. You never hear
anything for yourselves. I say, I hap-
pened to be near Prout's door this
afternoon, and I heerd him say—e

“Cheese it, you fat villain!” said
Wharton. “ You can keep your keyhole
news for Skinner.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton——" .

“Hook it, old fat bean-——prep ! said
the ceptain of the Remove.

And Bunter sniffed, and volled away
to tell the execiting news further along
the Bemove passage.

Tre Maower Linrary.—No, 1,084,



10 THE BIG THREE—THE “HOLIDAY,” “HOBBY, AND “NATURE" ANNUALS!

All the Remove were interested,
Even the fags of the Third and Second
chuckled over the tale.

Trouble sometimes wanspired at Grey-
friars as at other schowls. But it was
quite a new thing for a fellow to utter
aloud the intention of punching his
Form master. )

The idea of such s thing, perhaps,
had occurred to other minds—as a sort
of happy dream, impossible of
realisation.

But the utterance of such a thought
was remarkably unusual. The declara-
tion of such an intention was incredible
—in anvbody but Coker of the Fifth,

It was coertain that any fellow whe so
far forgot himself, and the [itness of
thingz, as to punch a Form master,
would be e:peﬁjied from CGreyfriars on
the spot. Kicked: out so quickly that
it - would make his head swim.

'1 Even Coker must have been aware of
that.

It was impossible that even Coker
could have cntertained any serious idea
of punching Prout. He might have
felt driven to it; but when it. came fo
tha peint, and the punch, it was surely
certain that Coker never would punch
Prout. ;

Yet, with a fellow like Coker, you
never could tell .

Coker's powerful intellect moved in
m;.rstﬁrinua ways, producing remarkahle
results, :

The way he played foothall, for in-
stapce, proved that Coker was no ordin-
ary fellow. A fellow who saw Coker on
the football-field eould mot help think-
ing that Coker was capable of practic-
alF anything. \

neredible as auch & happeniog
srcmed, therefore, many fellows con-
sidered it barely possible, efter all, that
Coker might punch Prout.

It was a blissful idea. Nobedy, of
course, wanted Mr. Prout to be dam-
sged: and a punch from a hefty fellow
liﬁa Coker could not fail to cause dam-
age to a fclum podgy, short-winded
gentloman like g’muh K'E:Iuhﬂdy wanted
to see Coker sacked; and it was a dead
cert that he would be sacked if he
punched Prout. Nevertheless, the idea
was & blissful one. Never, in all the
history of Greyfriars 8chool, had & Form
master been punched by one of his

upils. If Coker was going to make

istory, it would be thrilling. It would
causo such & sensation sz had wnever
been known at Greyfriara before. All
the Lower Hchool, at least, would have
enjoyed such a thrilling senszation.

In the Rag that evening there was
enly one topie, and that was Coker and
his threat to punch Prout. Wild
rumours were afloat by this time. Some
fellows said that Coker sactually had
punched Prout. Fry of the Fourth had
heard that several masters had been
called suddenly from Common-room to
carry Prout to his study, after he had
been knocked down by Coker. Wilkin-
eon of tha Fourth had heard that Prouk
had a black eye. Tubb of the Third
declared as a positive fact that Prout
wis in ihe schoel hospital with twe
broken ribs. When Wharton came inte
the Rag he was in time to hear Billy
Bunter telling the tele, which had im-
proved immensely since he had told it
i No. 1 Btudy. _

“ It was like this,” Bunter was saying.
“Coker was in the games study, as
neer, whon Prout butted in. Coker
ordered him out. 'Get out, Prout!’ he
sajd, Just like that!”

“And what did Pront de?” gasped
Russell.

“It's not quite clear whether he struck
Coker first, or whether Coker struck the

THe MAcKET Lisnary.—No. 1,084,

first blow,” said Bunter. “Bub all the
Fifth had to Eilﬁ in and separate them.”
“Qh, my hat!”
“Gammon ! said Skinner.

Fa

“0Oh, really, Skinner—

“A fellow told me he saw Prout com-
ing aoway from the games study, black
as thunder,” remarked Upgilvy.

“Hiz eve was blacked,” =aid Dunfer.
“I kriow that.for a fact.
right in his eye.”

By bed-time the story had been
further embellished. It appeared, from
Buntar, that after kunocking = Prout
down and jumping on him, Coker had
been secized by olher masters, and had
put up & terrific ﬁgiht. flooring Wiggins
and Capper, and blacking Twigg's eye.
He was now locked in the punishment-
room, raging, and the Head dared not
go near him, Thus Bunter !

The next morning, however, Coker of
the Fifth was seen at breakfast, and the
masters were seen pursuing the normal
tenor of their way., The wild rumours
had to be discounted. It became clear,
to the most vivid imagination, that
Coker had not yet punched Prout.

But would he punch Prout?

Weas ho going to punch Frout?

Wheat would happen if IProut was
punched 7

Once or twice before it had happened
to Coker of ths Fifth to get into the
hmelight. Bubt never had he enjoyed
so0 much limelight as now. That morn-

Coker got ono

ing Horace Coker fairly filled the publie

aye at Greyfriars.

Was he %ning to punch Prout that
morning? If he only did—

Mr. Quelch, in the Remove room, was
irritated by considerable inattention en
the part of his Form. Henry Samuel
Quelch wss in blissful ignorance of the
ruriours in the school, and the glorious
anticipation of a sensation such as the
history of Creyifriars afforded no ex-
ample of. was annoyed and puzzled,
therefore to observe that the Hemove
fcllows appeared to be listening—but
not to him. It was just as if they were
listening for something that might hap-
pen outside the Remavo-room.

They were!

They were straining their ears for
sounds of war and alarm in the Fifth-
Form room.

But there was no alarm.
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- The morniug classes Jmssml B4 morn-
ing elasses gencrally did. At break the
Lower School came out with & feeling
of disappointment. That morning, at
least, Coker of the Fiflth had not
punched FProut. And the Lower School
felt, rather disgustedly, that alier all
Coker wvery likely never would punch
Frout.

THE 51XTH CHAPTER.
A Matler of Principle !

& VER sezn a jolly old basili:zk:"
E grinned Bob Cherry.

And the Co. smiﬂeu:l.

Classos were over that day,
and the chums of the Remove wors
sauntering in the quad when Mv. D'rout
appeared in the -::E'ing.-

Mr. Prout’s plump face had & ser,
fixed expression; his eyes gleamed. i
he did not look exactly like a basilisk,
at least, the glint in his eye hoded
trouble for somebody. He was glanc
ing round, evidently in search of some.
one. The juniors wondered whether
that someono was Coker.

Naturally, they decided not to lose
sight of Prout. If the punching was to
come off in open quad, the Famous Five
wanted front seats.

Mr. Prout rolled on. i

Under the old elma Coker of the Fifth
was. standing, his hands in his pockets,
o y frown on his brow. Fotter
ang Greene were with him, speaking in
low, earnest tones. They were urging
Coker to write out his 1mpot.

That impot was overdue. Prout had
mentioned it in Form. It had to be
done, !

Any other fellow at Greyiriars who
had an impot did not need urging io
write it out. He knew that he bad to
do it, and he did it. Not so Coker.

“It's only & hundred words—not even
lines,” urged Potter, “You can knock
it off in o few minutes, old chap.

“ Look here, we'll help,” sald Greene.

Coker shook his head.

Coker was adamant. -

“It’s not the impot,” be said. “If
Prout had given me_five hundred of
Virgil, I'd dgl.‘l them. It's not that. It's
the insult of the thing 1"

* But—" said Potter.

* But—" murmured Greene.

“Prout can spell *topio’ without a
K if he likes!™ said Coker hitterly.
“I'm not here to enlighten the ignorance
of a Form master in simple mattera G’E
spelling, I prefer to spell it correctly.

“But, old chap, thero really ian't a
K.” murmured Poiter.

:Di:n'i;"- be & sillr ass, Potter!”

1l

" (tive Prout his head, old chap ! per-
suaded Greepe. " You imm*g what Form
masters ara! Give 'em their head ¥

“Not in a matter of principle,” said
Coker. “Prineiple come. frst! Let
Prout spell ‘topic’ without a K if he
hkes. Ip won't! I know that ha spells
‘huge* with a G instead of a J. So he
may as well spell * topic’ without a K.
Let him! But I'm not going to. lle's

told me to write out that word a
hundred times. T'll write it if he 1l kes
—correctly. Not his way. It's o matier

of principle with me."

“Look in the dictionary, old chap,”
groanad FPotler. ) Lo )
“1 don't believe _1n dictionaries,
Pottor. I've often found them wrong.”
“Oh dearl™

“ As a matier of fact, Potter, 1 can
thow you the word in print, if you like,™
said &::ker loftily. “Ii came on it in o
hook I was looking at—a good
eighteenth cenfury author.”
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“1 dare say they put a K on in_the
eightcenth eentury, old chap. They
tacked X's on to lots of worda, DBut
nowW—""

“Don’t bo an ass! That is, if you can
heip it.™

“But Prout will be frightlully waxy,"”
urged Greene. " He's bound to take
vou to the Head if you refuse, Coker.”

“That's what I want.”

“(h, my hat!”

“The Head knows how to spell—at
least, I suppose e0,” said Coker.
" Séhooclmasters are awfully ignorant in
stich matters, I've found: but 1 suppose
the headmaster can spell. He will slats
Prout, and serve him righe.”

“Oh dear I murmuared Potter.
said Grecne.
the sensible

“Hare comes Prouty!™
“Now, old chap, do
thing—-"

Greene did not finish that appeal
What was the use of asking Ceker to do
a scnsible thing? Greene realised that
1t was no use.

Potter and Greene sidled away as Mr.,
Prout came up. Coker did not sidle
away. It was not his custom to avoid
hostile encounters. Coker feared no foe
in shining armour, or in a Master of
Arts gown, or anything else. He faced
Prout with calmness.

In the offing the Famoue Five stood
with an air of casualnrss, admiring the
ECenery. They admired the scenery,
however, with one eyve each on Coker
and his Form master. Other fellows
strolled in the same direction with bated
breath. If the punching was corning off
NOW — -

“Coker '™ said the Fifth Form master,
in & deap voire.

“Rir ! gaid Coker cheerfully.

“Have you written your imposition ¥

[11 Nn' airlfi‘

“1 thought not," sdid Mr. Prout, 1
thought not, Coker ¥ His eves gleamed
at Coker. Mr. Prout had dropped the
incident in the Hgamea study, and it was
at an ond, as he had said. Dut there
was no doubt that 1t rankled sorely in
Mr. Prout's breast. There was no doubt
that, a.Ithm:gh he felt impelled to let
thet matter drop, he was rather anxions
to, catch Coker out on
mattor.

“¥ou sgee, sir—"" began Coker.

“It is now one hour to tea-time,” said
Mr. Prout. *“¥ou will hand in that im-
position by tea-time, Coker.”

“The fact is, gle-—" 2

“1 have ordered vou, Coker, to write
out the word topic one hundred times,
in erder to impress the correct spelling
o your obtuse mind,” said Mr. Prout.

“You szee, sir—"

“1 ghall return to my study, Coker,
after tea in the Common.room,” aaid
Mr. Prout. “If I do not then find your
imposition, t‘ul!iy written out, lying on
my table, I shall take you to your head-
master, and leave the matter in his
bands™
[‘I‘!Vary well, sir,” sald Coker cheer-

nily.

r. Prout gave him a long, grim look,
aid turned away. His face was grim as
ke rolled back to the House. Mr. Prout
meant every word he said. And in all
ﬁmhhhﬂlt}r Mr. Prout would ke glad to

and Coker over to the Head to be dealt
with., The result waa likely to be exces-
sively pamful for Coker, and the wild
and reckless words in the games study
would be avengod—indirectly

Harry Wharton & :
glanees, No punching had taken place.
Fellows who had gathered to loo
dizpersed again in disgust.

otter and Greeno sidléd back, They
had remained within hesring of Mr.
Prout’s booming voice.

M HNow, old chap—" said Potter, in
his most persuasive tone, .

gome other

exchanged

on,

"%ﬂl::ming out?" asked Coker,
i ]?:;-

“I'm going down to Courtfield. Come
and have tea with me at the bunshap
there 7 gaid Coker.

“ But the impot—"

“That's all right! I'm not doing it

“You ean't refuse ! gasped Greens.

“Can’'t I? You'll see.”

“But—but Prout means it! Ee'll
take you to the Hend !"” gasped Potter,
“Old chap, it may mean & fogging.”

“They don’t fog the Fifth ! anawered
Coker contemptuously.

“I know; but I fancy the Head would
strotch & point,. Anyhow, he can't let &
man disobey & Form master. If he
doesn’t Bog you he'll sack youl"

“Rot ! @'ll slaie Prout !

“0Old chap, I assure you
Potter earnestly.

“Bosh! My idea is that Prout will let
the matler drop,"” said Coker calmly.
* Besing that he can't bully or brow-
beat me, ho will most likely let 1t drop.
If he doesu't, let him rip! I'm pre-
pared to go before the Mead, and show
up his ignorance if ho likes. Look
here, 1'm going down to Courtfield.
You fellows coming ¥"

Coker started for the gates.

Potter and Greene exchanged a hp)f:e—
less glange, and followed him. A wilful
man had to have his way. Potter and
Greeno went with Coker to tea at the
Courtfield bunshop, with a vory strong
feeling that it was the last tea they ever
would have with Color as a Greyfriars
INan,

pie

" said

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pouring 0!l on Troubled Wailers !
ARRY WHARTON had a
H thoughtful look.
Therp were times—many
times—when the .chums of the
Remove had trouble with Horaeo Coker.,
At such times they did not stand upon
ceremony with the egregions Horace,
At other times—most times—they found
Coker entertaining. Buot, taken all in
all, they had no dislike for Coker. Yon
conldn’t dislike a fellow who made lifo
brighter in the way Coker did. One
touch of Wature, according ro Shaka-
speare, makes the whole world kin, It
was certain that one fouch of Coker
meade the whole school grin. Coker
really was nobody’s enemy but his own.
Any fellow might have been rorry to
sec Coker azking for scrious trouble in
thiz reckless way.

" Wall, ha's for it,” said Johony Bull,
“Prout will yank him before the Boal,
and he will get it whevo the chicken got
the chopper.™

“The esteemed and ludicrons Coker
will certainly get it neckiully,” re-
marked Huorree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It will be a sad and aorrowiul day
for Greyfriars when the absurd Coker
i3 bunkfully sscked.”

“1 was thinking,” ssid Harry slowly,
" Coker isn't a bad sort! Of course, he's
s born.idiet, and & frabjous chump.”

“And & burbling bandersnatch,” said
Nugant.

“And & howling fathead!” observed
Bob Cherry,

“All that, and more,” agreed
Wharton. * But, in his own way—welli,
he's not a bad sort. He wouldn’t be
such & fool if he had any sense; and he
wouldn't swank so much if ho knew what
& guy he looked doing it. He must have
got left cut somehow when brains were
gerved round. Now he's asking for the
sack, The Head will either fog or sack
him, and he ean’t very well flog the
Fifth. It's never done, We don't want
Coker sacked.”

Bob Cherry stared.

“No; but we can't help it, 1 supposp,
Potter and Greene have been talking
sm:su to him, l:ﬁt tit"s nﬁ g{l:l:;tl- Eﬂuu‘n
not =n shim at we should t ar:
suade %ﬁﬁr tEI::n act like a rationa hl.llil]'ll»rt
being *

“ Naturally, I'm not suggesting impos-
sibilities,” answered the captain of tha
Remove, ‘' But there are other ways
Coker's gone down to Courtheld, atd
Prout will soon be at tea in Common-
room with the other beaks. If that
impot isn't on his table when he
meanders into his study, Coker will ba
jerked up to the Head|”

*t.;:’FFEU*" asked the Co., “what about
1
ini™

“Bupposo the impot's handed
suggested Harry.

_ "“¥You've heard Coker say he won't do
it. Besides, he's gone out of gates now,
What are you driving at?”

“You've  heard the story about tho
mountain and Mahomet—"

“What on earth has Mahomet to do
with this?"

“Liota! The mountain was
manded to come to Mahomet; and it
did not shift! So Mahomet hiked off
to the mountain, Which means that
thero's more ways of killing a eat than
choking it with cream. If Coker won't
do_his impot, atd he won't—why, then,
suppose ths impot's done while he's
gone ouk ™

““How on earth—"

“If Coker knew how to write, it would
be different,” explained Wharton, " But
the stuff Coker puts on paper, and calls
writing, might ba done by anybody or
nn'ything. A fiy petting into tha ink-
pot, and walking over the palp-ar. would
get much the same eoffect. It can’t be
called handwriting. 8o it's not a
question of imitating a fellow’s fist, as
we do when we help one another with
lines. Berawling anyhow will snswer
the purpose.”

“Oh!" said Bob.

“It won't take long—a liundred words.
We shouldn't mind spelling ¢ topo’
without & *k ' at the end, just to please
Prout!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Cloker doesn’t understand what he's
asking for—but he will get 18, mll the
same,” said Harry. “It would do him a
fnud furn. It will save Prout from a
ot of trouble—if that matters. He will
think Coker’s done the impot, and ke
will be satisfed, Coker will think Prout
has dropped it, and he will be satisfied.
I can do the job in ten minutes, #nd tho
conscipusness of having done o good and
kind- action, my beleved 'earers, will
satisfy me. Batisfaction all round : and
instead of Coker being bunked for di:-
ghedience, wo keep him at Greviriars,
to cheer us up on dull days—"

“Ha, ha, hal”?

And Harry Wharton, leaving the Co.
chuckling. walked away to the House,
with the laudable intenfion of pouring
pil on the troubled waters by doing that
impot for Coker.

The coest was clear, Coker and
Potter and Greens ‘E:rai% out of gates,
the study was vacant. ‘harton strollod
down tha Fifth Form passage and
turned into Cokor's study.

Ho closed the door, and set toe worl
At om0,

Bamples of Coker's fist, il they were
needed, abounded. There were untidy
serawls on the study table without
number.

But really they wers net neaded.
Coker’s hand was a sort of large, spravl.
ing round-hand, with no distinctive
characteristics of its own. His spelling,
certainly, was characteristie, and mog
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easy to pick up without considerable ap-
plication. Had it been a question of
epelling, Wharlon would have been at a
loss; hoe conld never have guessed
whether Coker %iﬂh “ {pple "=—toppie, of
toppick, or topick, or even thoppick, or
Mpp:iquali all he could have becn cer-
tain of was that Coker wouldn’t spell it
“topic.” But ib was Prout's spelling
thar had to be written out, so all was
plain szailing. Prout had more {aith in
dictionaries than Coker had. _

Wharton started cheerfully with
Coker'a pen, on o sheet of Coker's paper.
Topic, topie, topic ran actively from the
wen,
' The same word had to be repeated a
hundred times, to satisfy Prout; it was
not a hard task.

But Wharton tore up the first sheet,

half done, He felt that it would not do. -

From force of habit, in spite of himself,
he had written in something that at
lcast resembled handwriting. As it was
nccessary for Prout fo suppose that
Coker had written the impot, this, of
course, would not do. :

He started again, and succeeded in
producing a serawl for which a Second
Form fag would have heen severely
reprimanded by Mr. Twigg. This was
satisfactory; Coker might have seen 1t
with his own eyes and taken it for his
own bat. : -

Having finished, Wharton picked it up
to leave the study, but fortunately re-
membered in time that if there were no
blots on it Prout might be suspicious,
Three or four blots dropped on the sheet
made 1t look absolutely like Coker’s own
work. A smear gave it the fHuishing
touch. _

VWharton surveyed it with admiration.
It looked almost as much like a Cubist
picture 45 an impot. That showed that
1t was all right. It was impossible for
Prout to doubt. On the subject of
Coker’s fist Prout had waxed sardonic
in the Fifth Form room, many & time
and oft. It was a regular part of the
persecution under which Coker suffered.
Prout could not possibly syspect that
any other Greyiriars man had written
that impot. No other Greyfriars man
was capable of if, except, as In this
instance, for the sake of pouring oil on
tho troubled waters,

The meastera were af tea in Common-
room when YWharton atrolled, with a
casual air, along Masters passage. Ha
whipped into Mr. Prout’s study, and
jaid the impot in a Emmmﬂnl; position
on Prout's writing-table. There it was
bound to catch Prout’s eyes sz soon as

o camo in after tes,

Wharton retired hurriedly from the
study and the passage. He rojoined bis
chums, and they went to the Remove
passage to fea.

Twenty minutes later there was a
ponderous trend in Masters passage.
Prout was coming to his study. When
Prout was coming his approach was
known from afar; the footsteps of an
elephant could not have been more dia-
tinctive. Indeed, fellows in the Fifth
likened Prout unto that fearsome beast
in Macaulay, described as the “huge
carth-shaking beast.” With elephantine
tread, Prout rolled along Masters pas
sage, and rolled inte his study.

¢ arrived there in & good-humour.
He had had quite a pleasant chat in
Common-room over tea. He had told
the other masters some stories of his
early days, when he had been, like
Nimrod, & mighty bunter. Thrilling
storics, well worth the telling ; their only
drawback being that Prout, had told
them many times before. One by one
the masters had edged out and escaped,
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till only little Mr. Twigg, the master
of the Seccond, remained. Little Mr.
Twigg, over-awed by the ponderouns
Prout, dared not cut and run, He sat 16
out, Twigg was & small man and
nothing of an athlete; but there were
great powers of endurance in him. He
bore it to the end.

After that pleasant talk in Common-
room Mr. Prout was in & good temper,
and looked quite amisble as he rolled
into his study.

Then he remembered Coker, and
frowned. Then he saw the impet lying
on his writing-table, and’ smiled.

Of course, the impot, regarded as an
impot, was a disgrace to & fag in the
Sccond. The writing was a fearful
scrawl, the bLlots and the smear
characteristic of Coker. But such as it
was, it was there! That unpudent,
rebellious boy had, after all, toed the
line! He had come to & sense of tho
fitnees of things. He had, at long last,
oheved his Form master. .

Me. Prout had many ways of his own,
but at heart he was a kind and good-
natured gentleman, Heo was relieved to
fnd that the rebel of his Form had not,
after all, pushed matters to an ex-
tremity. He did not want a Fifth Form
iman sacked from the school. Had the
impot not been " thers, Prout un-
doubtedly, would have taken Coker to
the headmaster for judgment. He would
reslly have had no cheice in the matter.
But it was there, and he was glad lo
be relicved of such & painful nccessity.

So far az Mr. ‘Prout was concerned all
was calm and bright!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Gelting Away With It!
HﬁRR'&" WHARTON & CO. zaw

Coker when he came in for

calling-over, and emiled. Coker

came Into Hall with his bullet
head held az high as usuzl; Potter end
Greene, who were with hiny, had o rather
worried look. Coker did not look
worried, becanse he did not feel worried.
Why should & fellow feel worried over
standing firm on a matter of principle?
Coker saw nothing to worry about, and,
naturally, did not worry.

Ha answered cheerfully to his namo
when Mr. Quelch called the rell. Hao
walked out of Hall with his fricnds, un-
dismayed. If Prout was secking trouble,
Coker wasn't the man 'to dodge it
Rather, indead, was he the man to hunt
for it wherever it was to ha found,

But in the study that evening Potter
and Greene had apprehensive feclings.
Prout couldn’t let the matter dropl He
simiply ecouldn't! Ho had let the
episode in the games study drop, for
special reasoris. But an open act of
defiance and recbhellion he could not let
drop. At cvery moment the Fifth-
Formers expectod to hear the tread of
the “ huge earth-shaking beast ™ coming
to tha study.

But the ﬁm::r in the Fifth-Form pas-
sage did not shake to the tread of Mr,
Frout. He did not comse.

Potter and Greene could not under-
stand it

Coaker could. At least, he thought
he could.

“You fellowa are asilly azzes, as I've
told you beforel” he remarked com-
placently. “Prout's chucked it! What
else could he do®"

“What else " murmured Potter,

“Yes; what eisa? T dare say he's
found out by this time that he was in
the wrong.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Mozt likely it's downed on him that

eonld

I'm not a fellow to be browheaten.
I've tried to make that olear to him,
au_fhow.”

[ Dh [} ]

“I never really expected him to take
tha matter any further,” said ker
victoriously., * He's an ass, I admit, bus
not such. an ass as all that. He's
chucked it, because he hadrn’t a leg to
stand on. ¥You'll see!”

Coker had no doubts,

otter and Greene had strong doybts.
Yet Prout did not come to the study;
neither did a message reach Ceker irom
hiz Form master,

After prep the three went slong to
the games study. BSome of the Fifth
asked Coker whether he had dono his
unpot, and he replied calmly that he

hadn't, and didn't intend to. They
predicted frouble, at which Horece
shrugged his shoulders &nd smiled
seornfully.

That Coker could get away with it, as
Price expressed i, was impossible,
Prout couldn't possibly let him.

Coker was serenely confident, but the
other fellows ip the Fifth were waiting
to_hear something drop, as it were.

But they waited in vein.

The evening passed without alarums
or excursions. Prout' was apparently
taking 1t like a lamb.

It was not unknown for Prout to
forget an impot. DBut it was impossible
that he mulg lhave forgotten this one.
This jimpot was & sort of test case—a
tugrof-war between a Form master and
a rehellions member of his Form, €
not have been forgotten. If
Frout was bottling up his wrath it was
certain to improve, like wine, with keep-
ing,. Whea bed-time came without
Coker having bepn called on the carpet
the Fifth decided that Prout was giving
Coker plenty of rope. In the morning
he would be brought to book.

They had, of course, no suspicion how
a good Samaritan in the Remove had
poured oil on the troubled watera
Nobody was likely to guess that.

The next morning, when Mr. Prout
appeared at breakfast—he %ﬁmerally
breakfasted with his Form—the Fifth-
Form men expected to hear the thunder-

G]n . - ¥

gﬂt Prout took no specia! notico of
Coker, ,

In tha Form-room the Fifth looked for
the outbreak. Prout did net-break out.

Indeed, that morning he was mora
patient than wusual with Coker. He
seemed to be bent on giving Coker a
chance.

Then the Fifth-Formers gave it np.
Prout, after all, must have forgotten
that impot, impossible Bs it seamead.

Coker was screnely satisfied.

He did not think for a moment that
Prout had forgotten the impot. His
view was that Prout had ﬁzgnrea]t:l[y
rotired from an untensble position. He
was glad of it. Having msm& Prout 1n
his place, as he considered, Coker was
satisfed. Nothing would have induced
kim to write that msu!t.mg impot, Prout
knew better than to ask him for it. Bo
it waa all right.

“T'm not the fellow to say *1 told
ou so,’ " Coker r_emnrka?ltn is friends
in break, “but I did tell you so, you
chaps. In your uswal pig-headed way,

thought differently. Now you know
{O:u right.” : &
“] can't understand it,” zaid Potter.
“HBeats me,” said Greene.

“ Precious few things you fellows do
understand, if you ask me,” remarked
Coker. "I told you it would be all
right. It ia all right! What is there
to be surprised at in that®"

Potter and CGreene saw o lot to be
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Crash ! Bump ! A [af Ast, with Bunter’s welght behind it, caught Mr. Prout falrly on his plump nose, snd he sat down
on the floor of Coker’s study with a eoneussion that made the study almost rock. Reallsing that he was {ree Bunter fled,

surprised at in Coker proving to be
right. But it was useless to trﬁl Coker
s0, They could not understand, and
they gave the problem wup.

Undoubtedly, they were F‘lm:i that the
matter had ended so well. They did
not- want Coker sacked. He was their
pqi and his study was a Inmi flowin
with milk and honey, Extensive feeds
took place in Coker's study; Coker, well
supplied by his "excellent Aunt -:rulif,
never counted the cost, Coker was a
genorous fellow, and a good fellow, in
his way.

8o long as he was allowed to have
his owr. way in every single thing
and to have the last and victorions word
on &ll imaginabla subjects, Coker was
easy to get on with., Undoubtedly the
EMH of plenty, in Coker's study, would

ave been followed by years of famine
had Horace Coker n sacked from
Greyiriars. Potter and Greene would
not, porhaps, have missed his conversa.
tion, or the instruction on countless sub-
jects that he often gave them. But they
would have missed him at tea and
supper. ‘That did not admit of doubt.

hey were glad that he was not going
to bo sacked. They hoped that, after
this inexplicable narrow escape, when
Coker had. so unexpectedly got awa
with it, he would take warning aug
steer clear of Prout. _

Potter and Greene hoped sincerely
that, under the intensest provoeation,
Coker would never punch Prout. They
were dlmost the only fellowa at Grey-
friars who hoped so.

Harry Wharton & Co., behnidi:g
Coker of the Fifth walking in the qu
with o cheery and self-satisfied counten-
ance, smiled to one another. Coker had

ot away with it, and never dreamed
that he owed his escape to an unknown
jrescuer in the Ramove,

The incident was closed, and had
Cokor stecred clear of trouble with
Frout, as his [ricnds hoped he would,

with the speed of 2 hare.

all would have been well. Bit Horace
r was not the man to steer clear of

trouble. Horace Coker was born to
trouble as the sparks fly upward. Harr
Wharton's kincr intervention had save
him—till the next time.

And next time was destined to come
with & crash!

T

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Deotentlon for Two !

o BAY, you fellows——"

“HSorry, old fat bean!”
Harry Wharton politely. “We
can’t ask you to tea to-day.

We're not teaing in Hall this time.™

And the Co. chuckled.

“If you think I've comes to tea—-"
said Billy Bunter, with dignity.

“My hat! Haven't you

“Ne!" roared Bunter,

“Wonders will never cease!™ sand
Bob Cherry. “Who was it said that
the age of miracles was past? Whoever
he was, he was off-side.”

“1 sav, vou fellows, the cake's come 1™

“What cake 77

“Cokoer's eake,™

“Is Coker getting a cake?™ vawned
Bab

said

“T told you so the other day. 1 told

you I heard him mention it tv Potter
and Greene,™ hooted Bunter. “His
Aunt Judy's sending him a cake. I've

been keeping an eyve on his study——*

“Ha ﬁa,ghal”jr g

"Wu'H, it's come,” said Bunter. " It's
a8 parcel, and it's been put in Coker's
study. I'm certain it's the cake. 1 say,
Coker’s detained in the Fifth Form-
room. Prout has been at him agsain,
Coker's detained till six. Mind, I'm
certain of it. 1've made sure”

“Well, what aboul it " asked Harry
Wharton, staring at the Owl of the
Remove. *“ Nothing to do with us, !
suppose 1

(See Chapler 13.)

“What I mean i?;, as Coker's detained
the coast is clear,” explained Bunter.
*Coker, being in the Form-room, he
can’'t bo in his study., See?¥

“¥es, I think I sco that,” sdmitted
the captain of the Remove, “That's
iairly clear. Coker can't be in two
places at once. I believe 1 could have
thought that out for myself.”

“Oh, don't be & silly ass, you know,"”
said Bunter. *“Potter and Greene are
in the guad.”

“What the merry thump does ik
matier to us where Potter and Greene
are?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Can’t you gee?" exclaimed Bunter,
“The coast being clear and the cake
in the study, why shouldn't one of you
fellows nip into the Fifth Form passage
and bag it?"

“Oh!"” said
together,

“Of course, I'm not tha chap to raid
a fellow's grub, or to suggest anything
of the sort—"

“Not!"” ejaculated Wharton,

“No,” hooted Bunter. “ But Coker’s
a beast! He kicked me the other day,
thin!tin% I was after his cake, tha sus-
picious beast, Bagging the ceke would
be s proper punishment, vou know—
meking the punishment Gt the crime,
and all that. [’'m not thinking of the
cake. VYou follows know I don't care
much for tuck—"

“Ye godg!®

“But Coker ought to be punished,”
explained Bunter, “ Kicking a Remove
man is altogether too thick., It's an
insult to the whole Form., My idea is
to punish him as he doserves. Besides,
the cake will be a ripper—his sunt
elways sendas him ripping cakes. We'll
whack out the cake, and punish Coker
gt the same time. See the point?”

{Continved on page 16.)
Tae Macuer LigrAnY,—No. 1,

the Famous Five all
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And William George Bunter blinked
anxiously at the chums of the Romove.
He was very anxiows for them to seo
that point, which he had worked out to
his own fat satisfaction.

They did not sgee it, however.
Between the views of Billy Bunter and
these of the Famous Five there was a
great gulf fixed. The five juniors
answered William George Bunter with
00 - VDI,

“You fat sweept”

“Oh, "really, you fellows——

“If you want to' punish Coker, why
can’t you mip into his study and bag
the cake on your own?"” grinned Bob.

_ “Well, Potter or Greene might come
m LY ] =
“Ha, ha, hat” ) .
“J—I mean, of course, I'm not afraid
of Potter and Groene. ’What I mean is
it's up to you, Whartan. as captain of

the Remove ™

“Up to ma mpt.ain of the Remove
to  pinch ker's cake!” roarcd
Wharton. ;

“Nunno! To—to punish Coker for

his -insult o the Form! Ha kicked me
hard! I'd jolly well knock him down

'I.‘.Ill'!! ?___"u

' Knock Coker down?” gasped Bob.

“Yes—only I don't care to enter into
any vulgar ahind;." with tho fellow—"

“Oh, my hat!" ; - i

“T gay; you lellows, I think vou ought
to play up ! urged Billy Bunter. *1It's
a ripping c!ﬂm. I can tell you that.
Topping.t  I'll whack it out with you—
fair whacks all round. I mever was
mean. VWhat do you say?™"

"Rﬂ.tﬂ t“ y

“Tha ratfulness is terrifie.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five.  They were .sitting round the
table in Study No. I at tea, Bunter
had had tea in Btudy No. 7 with Peter
Todd. He had bad another tea with
Ogilvy and Russell in Study No. 5.
Other studies that he had visited hud
either finished tea or declined his com-
pany. So Bunter waa still hungry.

The thought of that large and luscious
cake in E-:gmr's study—going begging,
as it woere—made his mouth water.
Only the less pleasant thought of Potier
and Greene Lept Bunter from meking
an immediate [rontal attack on that
cake. Kither or both of those beasts
might come in snd find him bagging
the cake; and if they did, they were
certain to be brutal. Bunter might got
the cake and a hiding: he might get a
hiding without the cake On the other
hand, if Harry Wharton & Co. raided
the cake, alt would be well. If they
got the coke, they would whaek it out
with Bunter If they got the hiding, it
would not matter. Bunter would be no
worse off than he was Before.

Tt weas just like those beasts not to
play up when Bunter had worked it all
out to his own satislaction

They did not want the hiding. They
did not even seem to want the cake—
which was much more surprising. Ha
bad put it tactfully, too—emphasising
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cha just punishment of Coker, tounching
lightly on the cake.
ut it booted not.

There was nothing deing in Siudy
No, 1. William George Bunter had to
look farther for a catzpaw to pull his
chestnuts out of the fire.

“I say, you fellows—*

“Rats1” :

“Well, if you let me down, don’t
think you're going to get a whack
the ¢cake,” said Bunter warmly. * After
I've bagged that cake and taken all the
risk, I can jolly well tell you 1 shau't
whack it out in this study!”

“¥ou certainly won't whack out
stolen goods in this study, you [at
fraud !I” siid the captain of the Remove.
He rosa from his. chair. "You aay
Coker's detained till six o'eloek®”

“¥Yes. I know it for a fact. I
heard——" o

“Then alter six his ealke will be safe,”
said Wharton. “It's half-past five
now. Tome in.”

Harry Wharton took hold of Bunter's
coller and hooked him inte the study.
Bunter whirled across the room and eat
down in a farther corner with a bump
and a howl.

“Yarooogh *

YWharton closed the door.

“You silly chump!™ roared Bunter.
“What's thia game?™

“You'ra steying hers till =iz,
answered the captain of the Remaove
cheerfully. “You're not bagging
Coker's cake, old fat man. One of theso
days you'll get Bogged, or sacked, for
your grub-raiding. Not that that would
matier—"

“,.B.El.&!t. !‘I‘

“But it's a disgrace to the Remove.
Eeep where you are”™

Bunter was ecrambling wrathfuliy o
his foet. His fat face was red and
infuriatad.

“8it down 1"

*“Shan't!” reared Bunter,

Whiz! )

A well-aimed cushion smote William
Georga Bunter on the spot where he
had hoped to stow away Coker's cake.

Bump! '

Bunter sat down.

“Keep there!" said the captain of
the Bemove, “*You get up again, you
fat burglar, and you got the lonf next!”

“Peoast!” roaved Bunter.

*“You ses, you were labouring under
a misapprechension, as Que!nh;' would
put it,” explained Wharton. “It's not
up to me as captain of the Remave to
pinch Coker’s ecake; it's up to me ns
captzin of the Remove to see that you
don’t pinch it."

“Yah! Beast|"
Billy Bunter glared at the captain
of the Remove, his very spectacles

leaming with wrath. This was worse
than hoe could possibly have anticipated.
Not only were these unspeakable beasts
refusing to bag Coker's c¢cahke for him,
but they were actually preventing him
from bagging it himself. It was insult
added to injury. Coker was detained
inn his Form-room till six. Bunter was
detained in Study No. 1 so long uos
Coker was detained in his Form-room.
By the time Dunter escaped Coker
would be free—and the cake inacces
gible. It would be gone like & beautiful

dream.
Buch

Bunter spluttered with wrath.
a state of affairs was not to be borme.
Buptor jumped up apgain,

Whiz!

The loaf Janded on the spot where
the cushion had struck. It rolled on
the floor of the study. Bo did Bunter.

“Yarooopop ™

“ Better sit it out, old fat bean!™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

L 1] EE‘E—S‘t !:H

“BShut up, Buntar "

“Yah! Rotterst!” i

M You're nearest, Johany! Kick
him ™

“Certainly [

“ Yaroooh |

Billy Bunter shut up. He sat in his
corner, &% if understudying Little Jack
Horner. He sat +thvm-!:n tﬁl the chums
of the Remove finished tea, after which
they chatted cheerily till six o'clock
reng out from the elock-tower. By that
time Coker's detention was up—and so
was Bunter's.

“You can cuat, old fet man!" said
the eaptain of the Remove,

“Beoast 17

Bunter rolled vo the door, There ha
turned to glarc back at five cheery,
grinning faces,

“You cheaky rotters—"

*“frood-bye, Buntey!”

F1 Yﬂu-"'}'ﬂ“——"

Wharton picked up a cushion.
Williamy George Bunter withdrew his
fat person from the doorway hurriedly
and retired from the spot.

“Beast!™ floated bpck from the
Remove staircase.

"And the chums of the Romove
chuckled.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !

ORACE COEKER sat in_ the
Fifth Form-room in solitary
state. Tha rugged brow of
Coker was worn and weary.
The weary ploughman who homeward
EL&&-:I&:! his way was not zo weary as
kor of the Fifth.

There was Latin prose before Coker.
He had been set a translation by his
Form master. It was such a transiation
as any fellow in the Bhell could have
done with hiz eyes shut. To Coker of
the Fifth it presented difficulties almost
insuperable.

The fact was that, as Coker some-
times told his friends, he couldn’t brin
his mind down to such stuff. A clussics
education, according to Coker, was all
“bunk.” And, indeed, it was not casy
fo guess what use a classieal education
was likely to be to Horace Coker—if ho
ever got it in. Ono of those fatheaded
ancient things that ought to have been
abolished long ago, Coker told his
friends. Who, Coker would inquire,
wanted to load up his memory with
hie and haee and hoe? Few fellows st
Greviriars wanted to, that was certain.
And what was the use of the atuff when
they got out of school into the wide
world? To whom were they going to
talk Latin? Nobedy! Who was going
to talk Latin to them?! Again, nn%od}'.
Were they going to read Latin authora
for pleasure—once they escapad from
the painful necessity n:l'7 doing sot No
jolly fear! Then what was the use of
E}m kﬁ}'hule game? MNone! It was all

1

Holding thesa views on the value of a
classical education, Coker was not likely
to shine at the classica. His views were
backed wup by a natural obtusenecss, a
difficulty in learning and remembering.
and a deep, powerful dizsinclination to
mental exertion. In thess circum-
stances, any master wh_ﬂ undertook to
drive the tongue of Virgil and Cicero
into Coker's head was taking on a task
which might wvery well have made =
thirteenth labour for Hercules as hefty
as any of the other twelve.

Coker had a section of BSuetonius to
tranalate. There were fellows in the
Remove who could have strolled through
Buetonius, so to speak. Harry Wharton,
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who had done Coker one good turn in
the matter of the impot, could easily
have done him another, had he been pre-
sent now.  Alone, unaided, Coker was
stumped. He could not eny, like Corto-
lanus, “Alone I did jt1” Alone he
couldn't do it

The sentence that had brought Coker to
a full stop was “aﬁm autem tepidae
aliquantum bibit.” How was Mr. Frout
to understand that Coker really waa
Aoored by this? If he was floored by it,
what was he doing in the Fifth Form at
all? What Coker described as bein
unable to bring his mind down to suc
gtuff, Mr. Prout ascribed to laziness and
want of application.

Had Coker succeeded in worrying out
what Suctopnius meant by that, to him,
mysterious statement, ba would only
have folt contemptuous derision. For
what did it matter to ﬂl!j'bﬂd%?ﬂ What
good was this going to do Coker, at
Soccer, for instance, what was an im-

ortant matter? Was it going to help

im with running repairs to his motor-
bika? e

Coker undoubtedly had much to learn
at Soccer, and his motor-bike required
more running repairs than any er
motor-biks that ever was or would be.
But this eort of stuff wasn't going to
help him. Suppose he got it down—
suppose he absorbed it as Prout wanted
him ta do—then presumably he would be
in the same mental state as a school-
master who knew all these thmﬁf.'t}:-kar
gshuddered at the thought. If there was
anything he didn't want to resemble in
the remotest degree it wan a achool-
master.

Fri this frame of mind, Coker was not
likely to make much progresa with a
classical education. _ o

When six struck, Coker was sitling at
his desk in the dusky [Form-room, like
the sompstress in the poem, with fingers
weary ond worn, with eyeclids heavy
and ved,

There was bitterness in Lis breask.

His time was of value, Coker know
that, Hf nobody else did. Iis valuable
timo was being wasted on this tesh.

It was forlunate for Ruetonius that he
waz not a contemporary of Coker’s and
a Groyfriars man. Coker had resistod
the temptaiion to punch SBuctoniua,

Indeed, Coker would have been a
happy man could he have kad the gloves
on, for a guarter of an hour, with
Suetonius, Virgil, Cicero, Tacitus, and
the wnole zang of them. Coker’s Latin
widoubtedly -would have made Quin-
tilian stare and gasp; but Coker would
havo undertalen to make Quintilian,
und the whola ecrew, clare and gasp,
with the gloves on.

Mr. Prout entered the Form-room,

He came, on the stroke of time, to
release Coker from detention, naturally
expecting that the translation had been

done,

“Well, Caker, 1 hope that wo bave
been successful,” said Mr. Prout, in his
most nial tone—that towe of bon-
homie he often adopted in the Fifth,
keeping up that friendly and trustful
undemtnndm? which should always cxist
between master and 5“ il._ This genial
manner was described by FJH-FE]‘HM of
the Fifth as * Prout's blarney.’

“YWe bhave been successtul=—what ?"
said Mr. Prout.

Ho really wanted to he kind to Colker.
Since Coker's—supposed-—surrender on
the subject of the impot, Prout bad
relaxed & good deal, and triod hia
hardest to be patient with this most
troublesome member of his Form.

But his geniality faded as he looked
at Coker's paper. Coker had done some-
thing, unfortunately missing Suetonius’
m}:-u-mniﬂ_,: with the same deadly accuracy
with which he was accustomed to miss

the 1 area when he kicked a footer.

Eut he had come to a stop at a sentenca

&tlha._t-dwﬂuld not have bottled a fag of the
ird.

“Coker,” said Mr. Prout, “thia will
oot do."”

Grunt from Coker.

Even Coker understood that it was
usaless to tell Prout his opinion of this
miserable stuff. Preut would never
have undaratood.

S0 Coker was gilent, save for an
expressive grunt.

I ghall detain you no longer,” said
My, Prout. " But this franslation must
and ghall be done, Coker, Youn will
take it with you, and work it out thia
evening in your study., I shall expect
it hefore beg-t:!mm"

Without waiting for a reply, Mr.
FProut rotired. ’

Coker gathered up the wretched thing.
It had to be done somehow. Had it
been a matter of prineiple, like the
matter of the impot, Coker was quite
capable of resistance and defiance. But
Prout was within his rights here. He
had to knock thiz stuff into a fellow's
head—in fact, that wes what he was
paid for. Coker was capable of seein
reason, to -that éxtent. He carried o
the trash to his study, with the inten
tion of worrying the detostable thing
out somehow. :

There-was a parcel on Coker's study
table. He noticed it, but did not heed
it. He knew what it contained, and
he had a grateful thought for his kind
Aunt Judith. But he whs in no humour
for cakes. Potter and Greene had mob
waited tea for him  Finding that
Coker would not be in the study at tea-
time, Potter -and Grecne had gone to
tea with Fitzgerald. They never cared
for tea in the study when Coker wasn't
there. ‘This was not so much because

thoy missed Coker's bright company,

William George Bunter caught the
boot before he got out of reach. Therd
wag 8 heavy bump in the passago and a
fearful yell; then a pattering of ravid
footsteps.

_ Colker turned back into his study, feels
ing a little better.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Sticking to It !
6 ETTING on ell right, old
man "

Potter asked that question
choerily aa he came into the

study with Greene for prep.

Mot that he supposed #hat Coker was
getting on all right, , in fact, was
not getting on ot all, except with the
cake. He bad unpacked the parcel now,
and. was disposing of large slices from
an immense cake. Coker. had almosh
forgotten that he hadn't bad his tea till
inward warnings reminded him of it
Witk that diagusﬁlg translation to
wrastle out. Coker had no time for tea;
but the cake came in handy.

Potter and Greene glanced apprecia-
tiyely at the cake Coker had his faults
and ]?ﬁ; drawhacks, but thers were some
good things about Coker, and the best
of the lot was his Aunt Judith, A
fellow with an aunt like that was un-
doubtedly a fellow to be cultivatéd,
Muoch could be borne from & fellow with
Miss Judith Coker for an aunt, whoso
admiring affection kept the chap sup-
plicd with a steady stream of good
things, so that he resembled a horn of
plenty that never ran dry

“Finished that traoslation, old
bean 7' asked Greene.

“No, I'm giving it rather a rest,”
said Colker carelessly. " Have some
oake "

(Continued on next page.)
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Potter and Greene had some cake,
Immense as Aunt Judy's cake was, it
had considerably diminished in size by
the time the three Fiftth-lormers had
done with 1it. But there was still a con.
siderable remainder, which was trans-
ferred to the 5tud;{ cupboard.  Prep
was now the order of the day, or, rather,
of the evening.

After prep, Potter aad Greene had
another elice or two of that Inseious
cako, while Coker sorted out Suctonius
once more. Potter Anished his slice of
cake rather hurriedly and retired. It
was not exactly that he was unwilling to

help Coker with his task. But Coker
was & difficult fellow to help. His con-
tempt for classical knowledge did not

proevent him from believing that he
Lknew mora about the matter than his
gtudy-ma-es. )

To help Coker, you had to admif,
first of all, that Coker knew best;
then to make your suggestions In
a humble and contrite apirit; then to
listen to Cloker’s sarcastic rejection of
your suggestions, If Uoker finally
adopted them, he would do so in & lofty
antl patrenising and rather contempt
wous way, which was a little exaspera
ting to a fellow who was doing his wark
for him. Potter had been there before,
s0 to speak. 5o ho discreetly retired.

Greene remained a little longer,
moved either by an impulze of friend-
Ehi%, or Aunt Judith's cake, or perhaps

oth.

“Like a little help, old chap?” he
asked, 83 Coker wrinkled his manly
brow over ‘‘aguac autem  tepidae
aliquantum bibit.”

“1 hardly need h’nl]i[ with this stuff,
thanks,” answered Coker stiffly, “I'll
just knoele. it off."

That waa just like Coker!

But Coker, of course, had his prestigo
in the study to consider. It would never
do to udmit that he was bottled by muck
like Suetonius. Fellows might take
advantage of such an admission; might
make out that Coker wasn't the brainy
man of the study, as, of course, he waa.
For, efter all, if this stuff gave him
trouble, it was only becauso he couldn’t
bring his mind down to it. Other minds,
such as Potter's and Greene's, being on a
lower level than Coker's, come down to
it with more facility.

¥Weoll, I'm going along to the gamos
study,” said Greene, taking another slice
of eake.

HANDLING A MILLION PICTURES
How 1 SEE ALL Was Made.,

Kobody ¢an have been surprised by
the tremendous interest the public has
taken In I 3EE ALL. It wa: ohvious
from the Aret that an idea so wunlgue
opd s0 wonderfully well carricd out
would ¢aptivate the publle mind.

Think for a moment what the collee-
tiva of & hundred thousand pictures
meanz, It means that at the very least

a million pictures must be looked at
and eonsidered, and altogether the pro-
duction of I BEE ALL bhas meant the
handling of this vast range of material

about eix times. That 1s six milllon
bamdlinra of platures,

They come from everywhere, and cover
the whole range of the . dictlonary.
Somehow a pleture must be found of
everything that can be pletured, of
every public Agure whase portrait is
worth while, of every place of interest
that travellers go ta see. It i hardly
posible to exaggerite the lahour -
volved m such an achievement:

There has never been a book printed
more faseinating to run through than
I 5KE ALL, Who can wonder that it s
captivatiog all who see it¥ At 1s. Gd.
Ger [ortnight it is the cheapest book
Eineg the dreat Wur.

chueck it.

"Well, you might look out a word in
the dic for me,” said Coker, in a care-
less way.

That, again, was just like Coker! A
fellow who helped him had to do the
work while Coker kept up an air that
the fellow was just about intellectuzlly

equal  to looking out words in a
dictionary.
“I think I ecan mannge that stuff

without a die, old chap,” answered
Greene, with a smile.

Caker gave him a cold stare. This, of
course, was check. Coker found it hard
cnough to manage the stuff even with a
dictionary, This cheeky ass mado out
that he could manage it without. In
that remark Willinm Greena had dis-
played less tact thon was reguired in
dealing with Coker.

“Don't be an ass, Greency|"”
Coker.

13 B“t ¥

“Don't be a checky mss, anyhow. I
suppose you can’'t help being an ass,
being born one. But no fellow need be
a chesky ass."

Greene coughed, and wished that ho
had accompanied i‘utter from the study.
However, tha cake was agreeable, if
Coker wasn't.

“If you want to lock out some words
for me, you can loock them out,” =aid
Coker, with & manner mplying that 1t
was a raro treat to look out words in the
dictionary for him, as no doubt Coker
thought it was, *Otherwise, don't jow,

saic

old chap. Can't work while you're
chatbering.”
“Coming, old bean!” ealled out

Greene, in response to an imaginary call
in the passage, and he hurriedly de-
parted.

Left on iz ewn, Coker reflected for a
few mmoments bitterly on the hollowness
of friendship. Then he applied himsolf
to Suetonius.

The baffling sentence still bafed him.
S0 far anz Coker could make out,
Suctonius was making the remarkabls
stetement that Nero g:u:l got drunk on
warm water. That Nero was a monarch
g;ivﬂn to intoxication Coker knew; but
this, of course, was absurd.. Coker did
not expect to find any horse-sense in a
Latin author, but he expeeted more sonse
than this. Finally, he compromised to
the cffcet that Nero, being drunk, took
some warm water., If Proat did not
like this, he could fump it. Obvicusly
Prout was going to lump it. ¥t was abso-
]E.tc-,ly certuin that he would not like
1t.

“Tunc uno. quogue,” went on Coker,
having mastered the difficulty that had
stopped him so long.

It was weary work.

Hardly another man in the Fifth was
in his study now; but from the games
study at the end of the passage came a
cheory buzz of voices.

Again and again Coker was tempted to
_ _But he had made up his
dogged mind to it now; he was geing to

translate that stuff, or perish in the
attempt. Nine o'clock rang out—half-
ast nine. Ten was bed-time for the

ifth. Prout had to get that rot before
]JEd*t.ilﬂﬂ-

If Coker did not take it to Prout's
study, Prout would come to Coker's
study for it. He would come in wrath,
Probably it would mean detention for
tha next half-heoliday, and meore trans-
lation.

Coker, with inky fingers and an inky
smmear on his nose whers he had rubbed
it in an effort of thought, worried
Suetonius like o dog worrving & bone.

It is said that the constant drop of
waler wears away the largest stone: the
constant gnaw of Towser masticates the

toughest bone: but, to Coker, Buetoniue
was tougher than either of thesa.

Coker leaned back in his chair to think
out the beastly thing. His eyelids
drooped.

RBuetonius and the study focatod before
his tired eyes. They closed. Coker
slept.

He slept soundly. His brain was tired
out. Coker was a poor hand at many
things, but when it cane to sleeping
Coker could keep his end up with any-
body. In the Fifth Form gnrm Coker
generally slept as soon as his head
touched the pillow, and never opened his
eyes ngain till the rising-bell clanged
out. That was in ordinary times, :rﬁun
he had not been worn out by the mental
stress that he had now gone through.
On the present occasion Coker slept like

i =
ﬁth his Eﬁca closad and his mouth
open, Coker slept—and snored. The in-
superable difficulties of Buetonius, the
majestic wrath o~f Mr. Prout, vanished
from- his mind. The scratching of
Coker's pen was replaced by the steady
rumble of Coker's snove; and he slept
and was comforted.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

ILLY BUNTER wora a worried
look when the Remove trooped
off to their dormitery at half-

. past nine.

Dunter had & poor memory for
muny things; but there were some things
that he remembered well; indeed, that
he eould not possibly forget, Coker's
cake was one of them,

i Though lost to sight, it was to memory

CAT,

Bunter had worked it out, to his own
fut satisfaction, that ho would be fully
justified in raiding that magnificont
cake. All he necded was an opgnrtunity.
Indeed, he gave more thought to the
apportunity than to the justification.
And ¥ was the opportunity, unfortun-
ately, that had been lacking. He could
have done, ot a pinch, without the
justification.

Bed-time scemed to knock Bunter's
last hope on the head. DBut it is well
sald that hope springs eternal in the
human breast.

Bunter simply could not forget that
cake., Had some friendly fellow stood
Bunter & handsome study supper he

might have. forgotten it, ut  no
friendly fellow did.
Bunter was hungry. The sachool

supper was a mere jost to Bunter. A
bag of tarts he had found in Smithy's
study, while Smithy was down in the
Rag, had only whetted his kecn
appetite,  He knew the kind of cake
that Miss Judith Coker sent to her
beloved nephew Horace, He had beon
thers before! The mere thought of it
made his mouth water.

After all, a follow could get out of
dorm.  Certainly Bunter, even in =
famished state, would not have cared to
venture to go rooting among the studies
in the dark after everybody had gone to
bed. Neither could he possibly have
remained awake long enough for the
purpose, hungry as he was. DBut the
Fifth did not go to bed till ten—half an
hour later than ths juniors. There
would be lights in the Fifth Form
passage till that hour, at least. On the
other hand, few Fifth Form men were
likely to be in their studies. Most of
therm would be in the gonmes study, which
was used as a Common-room by the
Fifth. Coker was ieast likely of all to
be in his study—being the last fellow at



EVELY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPENCE. 19

“ Come ! ' gasped Mr, Prout,
H-uknduplnrﬂ?g

Groyiriars to “swot ™ at anything, and
being also & gregarious fellow, fond of
company. ! )

Bunter thought it out going to bed.

Coker waan't at all likely to be in his
study unless he was standing a study
supper, aa he sometimes did. But this
was zmpmhnhia, Bunter considered, just
- now, That ragging he had had from
the Fifth niade it improbable. Coker
would bave to get over that rufling of
his lofty diguity before he stood any
more study suppers in the Fifth, Bunter
was eéxercising unusual intellectual
powers in thinking out this important
matter; in faot, he worked it out like
a problem at maths.

Iis final decision was that most likely
Coker’s study wounld be wacant. The
cake would be there. That greedy beast
Coker mlght have wolfed some of it.
Potter and Greene might have scoffed
some. But the size of the parcel
lingored in. Bunter’s memory, and he
knew Aunt Judy's eakes. Thers would
be a lot left. Even if only threa or four

In the night all cats aro g:E{; gnd in
the dark all studies much of a much-
ness. Bunter might have rooted up and
down the Fifth-Form passage a long
time without finding the right room.
It was now or never,

“1 say, you fcllows, are you asleep?”
asked Bunter cautiously.

“Hallo! Hslla! Hallo ™

“¥ou. awske, you beast?
gmn% to et up ! said Buntar hastily.
“What on earth are you going to get

I'm not

pressing his handkerchie! to his nose. ** Coker musi be taken to the punishment-room and
night.’* Still dabbing his nose the Fifth Form master lod the way, with Coker, In the grip of two helty
senjors, following like a man in a dream, (Ses Chapler 14.)

dark, even if he bhad had the nerve to
root about in dark passages, And tak-
ing a candle or a Hash-lamp, of courss,
was impossible; he would be spotted.

the cake for his benefit; but hu,I ing
ithe cake for the henefit of other fellows
was a very different proposition.

Bunter gave them another five
minutes,

Then he crept quietly out of bed,
without askipg the fellows whether they
ware HIEE% this time, He crep; as
silently as he could.

In trousers snd shirt and socks Bunter
crept cautioualy to the door of the Re-
move dermitory.

There he paused to listen with bated
breath.

Ho heard no woice; no sound of
alarm. Either the fellows were all

up fmg,l Bunter 1" asked Harry Wharton asleep, or they had not heard his stealthy
drowsily, . .y <, Wovements if thoy were awake.
Jou silly assl  T'vo just said I'm  Softly he opened tho big doow
not ! _ . Etepped into the dark passage outside
»Yes, That's why I know you are!” and closed the door again, softly an
Beast [ silently.

“8hut up, Bunter!” grunted Bolsover
major. "Let a fellow go to sleep.”

“1 say, you fellows—="

*“Do dry up, old fat man 1™ said Peler

pounds wers left that would make a Tadd

snack for Bunter. Even a snack was
weleome.

Bunter only half-undressed when he
turned into bed. He did not intend to
sleap.

Afier Wingate of the Sixth had put
out the lights and gone. there waa the

uzual chatter from bed to bed.

As 2 rule Bunter dropped off to sleep
at once, and did not hear the chat.
Now it snnoved him. He wished the
fellows would shut up and go to sleep.
 Ten minutes passed a.m_% the voices
dind away, Bunler sat up in bed,

He did not want to leave it later. It
was & guarter to ten, At ten the lights
wero turned out in Fifth-Form passage.
Bunter had no hope of being able to
grope his way to Coler's stuﬁy in the

“Beast 1"
“ Bomebody
yawned Sguiff,

Bunter was silent. He sat and waited,

shy & boot at him!”

angrily and impsatiently. He did not
want the Remove to be apprised of his
intended expedition, ving tho

dormitory after lights out was s serious
matter, and the less said about it the
better. But that was not =&ll
Bunter succeeded in lifting that cake
and carrying it off to his lair to devour,
he desired the devouring thereof to be a
s0lo periormance. e did not want to
whack that cake out with a lot of greedy
fellowa. Fellows like Bolsover major
angd Ekinne™ and Bucop and TFis 1
would have insisted wupon “whacks”
Bunter had wanted other fellows to bag

He grinned a fat grin of satisfaction,

All was serene, so far. He had timo
to mp--ﬂ?wn to the studies and nip
away aﬁ&m before tho light was turned
cut in the Fifth-Form passzage.

He groped his way by s dark passage
and stairs, and then tip-toed by a dimly-
lighted corridor, and crept like a fat
rhost into the Fifth Form passape, at
the opposite end from the games study.
Tho light was still burning there, as he
had expectsd,

Buuter blinked alon

the passage.
Not a fellow was to

8 BEEl. Li)

[ sound of a distant buzz of voices reached

him from the games study; but the
door of that apartment was closed.
Bunter scudded along to Coker's door.
Bunter had worked it out meticulously
and mathematically that Horace Coker
wag guite unlikely to be in his study
up to bed-time. But Bunter knew
nothing about Coker's translation task.
THE Macxer LiBRARY—No, 1,084,
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And had no idea wasiever that Coker
had fallen ssiecp uver it

The ‘light in the study wmight mean
that someoouy was thers, or 1t might
mean tpat Coker, who waAs (Quite nis
enough, hed left the light burning when
he lett the study. ‘The point was too
doubtful tor Bunter to venture to open
the door. it was not merely the kick-
out that had to be risked, but should it
come to his Form-jfaster’s knowledge
that he was out of his dormitory aner
lignts gut, 1 meant & camug trom Mr,
Quelch as weul.

Bunter 5 huge round eyes gleamed
with wrata bewiuu his b.z spectacles.

This was waust he had slayed awake
for. 1t wua for this tnat he had laken
the risk ol breakinyg dormitory tounds—
to be buteriy disappointed #. tue fimsh.

Then & souud trow the study caught
his listening ears. tle staried, and
listened agan.

It wag a suore.

Bunter ‘chuvkied softly. The beast

was there; bue ae hau wutlen asleep. A
fellow who snoren wus ouviously asleep.
If he was asieep a teuow cowd nip In
quietly. :
Xt was risky. A slesper might awake.
And if the slecper was Loker, and he
wolee to find Bunter vagging his cake,
the outvome was-certamn 1o be horribly
painful for Buntér. but nothing ven-
ture, nothing win. At least, he could
venture to open tha door softiy and peep
ingide the study &nd see how maiters
‘stood Boftly be tuined the door knob;
the door opened a few inches. Bunter
blinked in

There was Horace Coker, leani
back in his chair, his cyes shut, and his
mouth open, and from his nose a
steady rumbling snore pioccecding.

Bunter blinked ot him searchingly.
He was fast asleep and snoring. Bunter
tiptoed into the study. Soitly he closed
the door. As il treading on thin ice he
crept along to the study cuphoard,
which was behind Coker as he sat.
Tho door of the cupboard had been left
half open by Greene, after His Jast
attack on the cake. Bunter pulled it
wide open. On tne shelf lay the ecake
in the midst of its unfastened wrappings
—a pood part gone, but a good part
remaming—and Buntor feasted his eyes
on it for a second.

Then—

A minute more would have been
enough for Bunter to collar the cake,
tiptoe out of the atudy, scud away to
the coroer and wvanish, cake: and all.
But ea the poet has remarked, "the
little more, and how much it 5" Only
s minute—only sixty miserable scconds
did Bunter need. And of those sixty
seconds not one weas, granted him,

{iutside the study sounded a ponder-
ous tread.

It did wot awaken Coker; he was too
fast” asleep for that. But it sent Billy
Bunter's hoart throbbing into his mouth.

He knew the tread of the * huge,
carth-shaking beast.” Mr. Prout was
coming along the Fifth Form passage.

Was he coming to Coker’s study? ila
was not going to the gamesa study; he
must heve passed thet coming from the
Btairs, o was ovidently und for
sgome study—very likely Coker's. Bunter
shivered. Deing caught out by Caoke:
would have been bad enough, but being
caught by 8 Form -master— In his
mind's eye Bunter saw himself grasped
by the collar by the indignant: Prout,
snd whisked away to Mr. Quelch’s
study for judgment.

He turned from the cake, Even the
eake had lost its attractions now. KEe
jnade s rush for the door.

But he stopped agein. The passage
Tur Maorer Linpary.—No. 1,084,

outside was lighted. He could not
leave, the study witnout bheiug instantly
seen and recoghised. There was no
escape.

Bunter stood palpitating.

In horror he listened to the heavy
troad coming mnearer  and nearer.
Seconda
If only that earth-snaking tread passed
the study and proceeded onward! It
stopped !

In tiet ewiol moment as the heavy
tread stopped and & hand touched the
door-knob Bunter knew that Prout was
coming into this very study. In a frac-
tion of tiine more they would be face to
face. With a presence of mind born
of terror Bunter clutched at the switch
and turned off the light.
and in the deep darkuness Prout npane(i
the study door and stepped in.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Punghed !
R. PROUL siopped dond. :
M Wrath wus i ms lace, in-
vigible 1 the aarkooss—wrath
was in his breast,

Until close on the bed-ume of his Form
he had expected Coker to come along
with that unheppy wansiavion. Coker
had not come. It was, Prout felt, one
more exampie of the recalcitrant rebel-
liowsness ot this troublesome and unruly
boy. Nevertheless, Prout had come to
Coker's study prepared to be kind., If
this was rebellious dewance he was ready
to deal with it with s heavy hand. But
if the obtuse Coker was still wrestling
with Suetonius, if he was doing his best,
Frout meant to' be considerate.

And now as he was stepping into
Coker's study tho light was turned out
in his very face.

. That the light had beem on Mr.
Prout was well aware. It had vanished
into darkness even as he opened the
door. i )

-‘Wrath majestic rose in Mr. Prout's
ample breast. This was rebelliousness,

thére was no doubt of it—jt was un-
exampled impudence—it was insolence
that smounted to truculence. Turning
out the liglit as he entered the study
—upractically hurling defiance in his
facel

Not being a cat, Mr. Prout ¢ould not
gee in the dark, He was, therefore, in
complete ignorance of the fact that a
Remove junior was in the study, and
that that junior had turned out the
light. As the Remove had bean in bed
nearly haif an hour, Mr. FProut was not
ldaly to guese that one of that Form
was In ar's study.

He stood breathing wrath; toc over-
come by that 1asulting reception to be
able to speak, for the moment. ;

Within two feet of him Billy Bunter
stood rooted to the foor, trembling.

He -dared not move—to advance or
to rotreat. He longed wildly for Prout
to move, 50 that he could dart past and
flee into the passege. There was no
room to dart past Prout unless he
shifted. In’ tho matter of stetars,
Nature had not been generous to Mr.

Prout. But she had compensated him
sideways. His ample form filled the
doorway.

“Upon my word ¥

Mr. Prout found his voice at last,

“Goodness gracious! -This is—is—ia
umaxampled Coker, how dare you?”
Prout gasped out the words. “Is that
you, Coker? Speak!®

Something like & shadowy form
dawned on Mr. Prout’s eyes in the
darkness. The shadowy form did not
epeak. It Q‘asped.

passed—eenturies to Bunter..

Darkness fall, -

* Coker—what—-2>"

Mr. Prout groped for the light
awitch; he knew it was somewhere near
the door.

Bunter suppressed & squeal of terror.

There was not a second to lose.

He made a desperate rush for it

Crash!

Bunter tried to circle round Prout
s hé rushed. But Prout’s circum-
forence was against the succesz of the
maneuvre, Hesides, Bunter could not
s2e in the dark, any meore than Prout
could., What he intended was to rush
ﬁz.nt FProut and flee for his life. What
e actually did was to crash into Prout
like a battering-ram.

“0oooch!” spluttered Prout,

He rceled under the sheck. His
hands were flung out wildly, grasping
Bunter, whom he had no doubt to bs
Coker.

Whether Mr. Prout was collaring the
aggressor, or merely seeking m;gport as
he staggered, was not clear. Nob that
it mattered. He had somebody in his
grip—one hand grasped a shoulder
and the other hand a bunch of hair.
Bunter gave a howl,

Be it said in excuse for William
George Bunter, in that wild and thrill-
ing moment, that he had no iden what-
ever of hitting Prour. Huch a thought
never entered his mind at all. Coker of
the Fifth might think of such things as
pinching Form masters; Bunter was
the last follow at I]raélf;ura. or in the
world, to think of anything of the &ind.
Unfortunately, he dig not think at all.
The mere insfinet of self-preservation
accounted for what Bunter did in those
frantic moments. Collared, captured,
about to be recognised and hauled away
fnr-_qulgn punishment, Bunter acted
on instinct—ho landed out wildly with
both fat fists, hardly knowing what he
was doing.

Crashl Bump!

A fat fist: with Bunter's weight be-
hind it, caught Peul Prout fairl¥ on the
plump nosé that adorned his majestio
countenanca,

He went over as if heo
clean bowled.

Ile sat down on the floor of Coker's
study, with a concussion that made the
study &lmost rock,

He gasped as he sat down; & gasp
of amgzed horror.

He %:nd been knocked down!

Hea, Paul Prout, Master of Arts, Form
master of the Fifth Form at Grey-
friars School, had been &nocked down'!

Buntey did not realise it.

Had he realised what he had done
Bunter might have fainted on the spot.
Fortunately, he didn't. .

All ke knew was that he was no
longer held ; that he was free to out and
run. He cut, he ran, with a celerity
which showed that Bunter, in certain
circumstances, might have had s g
chance for the school quarter-mile. As
a rule, Billy Bunter emulated the tor-
toise in hiz rate of progress. Now he
custrippad the hare.

He did the Fifth Form émmg&
almost in & bound. He vanished round
the corner at the upper end, befora
Mr. Prout, a:_ttmg on the floor .6f
Coker's study, had fully realised that he
had been knocked down,

* Bunter disappeared into space.

Me. Frout, dazed, dizey, overcome
with amazement and horror, sat on the
carpet that had been presented to Coker
by his affectionate Aunt Judy., His
dazed hand went to his dazed nose, and
came away streaming. That ﬁi‘ﬁfty
bang on tha nose had, to put it coarsely,
tapped the claret.

had heen
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"Goodness gracious me! said Mr.
Prout faintly.

He picked himself up. That throat
uttered in the games siudy, and acei-
dentally overheard by Prout, had been
carried out! He had been punched—
hard! Amazement and rage boiled up
in Paul Prout, With some diffculty—
for he was dizzy, and he had & consider-
able weight to lft—Mr, Prout picked
himself up, glaring.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Coker]

OKER had been sleeping soundly.

But the soundest sleeper on
record would have awuskened
instantly had the avoirdupois

of Peul Frout bumped suddenly down
on the foor near him. Rip Van
Winkle  would have awakeoned ;
Epeminides would have started out of
his long na{r the Seven BSleepera of
Ephesus would have opened seven pairs

f startled eyes at that terrific concus-
sion, Coker woke up at onco

Coker had been drepming pleasantly.
Ho dreamed that he had Suetonius by
the neck in one hand, and Prout by the
‘neck in the other, and was knocki
their heads together. Coker smiled -in
hiz sleep. ;

But he ceased to smile, and ceased
to sleep, .23 Paul Prout and the study
flonr established contact.

Heo opened his eyes, starcd, rubbed
his eycs, gasped, and blinked in the
darkness,  amazod,  and startled, and
confused. There are people who awaken
fraom slumber with all their faculties
clear on the instant. Coker was not
one of these people. Indeed, in broad
wakefulness, hia facultiea were by no
means of the clearest.

Coker, awakening startled and con-
fused, rubbing his eyes, had & wvague
impression that the universe was falling
to pieces, and large portions of the
golar system crashing round him.

That, of courte, was only Coker’s
firat confused impression. A few
peconds sufficed to resssure him; the
universs was slill in one piece. But
mmnthing of enormous woeight had
crached down in his study: somethin
that gasped and spluttered and gurgle
and gulped.

Coker’s second impression was that it
was some sort of & rag. His light had
been turned off: some fellow must have
done that,

(loker, wide awake now, scrambled

out of his chair. Bomething shadowy
was scrambling up from the floor.
_The Fifth Form passage was dimly
lit; o glimmer of light ecamo in at the
half-open door. But the shadowy figure
that scrambled up g—runting on the
floor was out of the radivs of that dim
glimmer. Coker saw  somethin
vaguely, and came into contact with it
without knowing what it was, It was
somebody; he could.guess that much.
Who, he had no idea,
_ But 83 he started forward he bumped
into it, whatever and whoever it was:
and two hands suddenly grasped at him
in the gloom and held him.

“Here, le%iml"‘ roared Coker, *No
larks, you silly ass]l By gad! I'll jolly
well—*"

“ Boy I”

“Frout ™ gasped Coker.

i

, leggo,
Coker.” i

“Rascal 1™

'F"E'h li.llﬂ

“Ruffian 1™

“Wha-g-ati”

“Dare to lift your hand againl®

sirl 1It's only me—

Here’s a Tip-Topper for Next Week, Boys !

Who punched Prout ?
Aha!l You fellows know,

of course, but poor old
Prouty doesn't. He thinks
it was Horace Coker’s large
fist that landed on his boko.
And poor old Coker's for it.

But does he give in
tamely? You bet he doesn't.
If there's any obstinacy
wanted, Horace James
Coker’s the merchant to
supply it. In next week's
grand yarn, entitled :—

“WHO PUNCHED
PROUT ?”

Frank Richards has given
you a rare treat., QOrder
your copy early—and
see that {aur non-reader

pal asks for the
MAGNET Library, tool

shricked Mr. Prout, “and I shall use
violencal I shall not hesitate to use
violence! Take care, Coker!”

Coker wondered 1f im was stil]l dream-
ing.

“ Look here, sir, leggo ¥ ha exclaimed
b&liitgﬁrentl . “What are you grabbing
me for, I'd like to know. What's thia
game? Leggol"

“IDo not dare to resist, Coker!™
shricked Mr. Prout.
“Oh, orikey! What—"

“Resist, and I shall strike you to
the floor!™

“I—1 say, sir, what—what's up?”
asped the astounded Coker. * What
avae vou turned my light out for?
What are you up tof”

“Do not add insolence -to your
ruffianism, Coker ¥ roared Mr. Prout.
“8ilenca! You will answer for this!
You will answer for it dearly.”

“B-b-but wh-w-what—"  habbled
Coker. _

Mr. him
tenaciously. point  of fa.c% the
Fifth-Form master was afraid of get-
ting another drive in the daxk. is
nose was not in & state to suffer more
damage. Already it was streaming
crimeon.

Coker did not quite know whether
he was on his head or his hocla.

He could surmise that Prout had

como to the study for that translation.
He realised that he had fallen asleep
over it.
_But why Prout had turned out the
light, why he had seized him liko a
tiger, what he was burbling about,
were incxplicable mysteries to Coker.
Unlesa Prout had gone mad, how e
a fellow to account for 1t?

“ Blundell ¥ shouted Mr, Frout,
The noise had passed unheeded in the
ames study at the end of the passage.
hey were winding up the eveming with
& sing-song there, and making a
rather considerable noise themselves
grasping Coker, siill

Prout was  grasping

Prout, still

fearful of another smashing blow,
shouted for the head boy of the Fifth.

“Blundell! Come heore.”

“ But—but what——" stuttered Coker,

“Hilence! Keep still! Do not dare
to strike me again, Cokor—"

. Btrike you again!” babbled Coker.

I—I-—I haven't struck you, sirl
haven't atruck snybody.”

“Wreotched boy, be silent! Blundell!™
bawled Mr. Prout,

He dared not let go Coker. while he
turned on the light, One more blow
like the one he had had would havo
wrecked his nose. Bub every instant
Prout expected this savage and rebel-
lious fellow to hit out. It wes an awiul
ordeal for the Fifth-Form master,

“ But, sir—-" ga kor.

“ Blundell " shricked Mr. Prout,

“¥ haven't—"

“Bilencea! Do not dare to strike me
again| Blundell 1*

* Oh, crumba [ gnsp&d Coker. It was
obvious now to Coker that Prout was
mad, and he struggled to tear himself
AWAY.

Ph;'a:ica.];f', Coker was worth two or
three of Mr. Prout. Prout tried hard
to hold him, but he tried in wain.
Coker tore loose and jumped back.

“Hands off 1" shricked Mr. Prout.
“Ruffian!" Do not dare to strike ma
sgain! Help! Blundell! Help!™

He backed to the door in alarm.

They had hesrd him in the games
study by this time. The door of that
epartment flew open, and four or five
seniors came oub, wondering.

‘It waa Prout—tooting st the top of
his voice,” said Potter. ™ But what—"

“ Wall bere is he, then?’ asked
Blunden,

“EBlundell ! Help!” roared Mr. Prouh

“Coker's study!” exclesimed Price,
“Great Scott! Has Coker——"

“(h, my hat!” gasped Blundell.

He raced down the passago.

If Coker had carried out s
celebrated threat of punching Prout. ik

Tug MaexeTr Lisrary.—No, 1,084,
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was elear that the Form master was in You will be expelled for thiz outrage,

need of help.

After Blundell went a crowd of the
Fifth, at top speed, wildly excited.

Blundell reached Coker's study. Mr.
Prout-was standing inside the doorway,
waving his hands at something unseen,
as if warding off an attack. Blundeil
reached in, found the switch, and turned
on the light,

GuImr'aE study was _suddenly flooded
with #llumination, Coker and Prout
both blinked in the sudden light.

The Fifth-Formers, swarming round
tho doorway, stared in, Mr. Prout
turned to them, and ‘there was an
exclamation of horror at the sight of
his swollen and streaming nose
Obviously, Prout had been punched!
Obviously, he had been punched hwmrd.
The seniors gazed at him speli-bound.

Never before, in the hlﬂtﬂl"ﬁ of Grey-
friars, hmi a Form master’s mn.rat b;aen
tapped! It was unnervin sce 1if,

E%}h ¥ gasped Bluncfell, horror-

stricken. _

“Oh, holy Moses!” stuttered Fite-
gerald. ™ Coker, you mad spalpeen—-

“ You potty chump, Coker!” articu-
lated Potter.

“He's done it!* murmured Greene,
hopelessly.
and he's done it
Mr. I'rout leaned agsinet the wall
He was dfm'iing quite faint after the
t and ptrain.

? 1‘.1'.3%-&‘1um:l-e:li! Seours that—that ruffian!”

“Vea, sirl” Blundell promptly
placed himself in fromt of the Form
raaster, to defend him if Becessary:

“ITe has struck me,™ said Mr. Prout.
“You are awaro that he threatened to
strike me! He has struck me! In all
my years as & Form master, I bhave
never known or heard of such an—an—
an ontrage! T have been struck—Dby =
boy in my Form.”

“Yaou born idiot, Coker!” hissed
Potter, ]

Cokor gazed at them wildly.

That Prout had been struck was

clear: only a very hefty tap would have
tapped Prout's claret in that generous
stgcam. But why the fellows supposed
that ho had struck Prout, Coker could
nat understand. .

“Z2ecure him!” said Mr. Prout. “ The
hoy is probably out of hiz sgenses!
Secure him, Blundell! Bland, Fite-
gerald, Hilton, belp. him secure that
ruffian.” ]

Coker still stared like a fellow in a
dmlm'i 1 » he burbled

"1—I—1 eay—" he burbled.

“Secure him—"

“I—I never tounched him,” gasped
Coker. "I waa asleep—"

“Don't be an ass,” said Blundell

“1 tell you 1 never touched him,”
shrieked Coker. *I woke up and found
higa here! He collared me in the
dark—"

Four stalwart Fifth-Formers advanced
on Coker. Prout“had told them to
eccure - Coker, and they wore resdy to
ca_}r:? out that order. Undoubtedly,
n fellow who had struck his Form
master had to be secured,

Coker backed away, dazed, almost
stnpefied.
“I never did!" he stuttered. *I tell

you he turned my light ont and then
grabbed me in the dark. I thought he
was mad. But I never touched him—
only got away from him——"
“Cheese it!" szaid Hilton. “What's
the pood of telling {fatheaded
whup;jﬂru, you ass, when we can sce that
Prout’'s nose has iman emaszhed ¥
“1 never touched his nose——"
“Rascal! Cease these childish false-
hoods,” thundered Mr. Prout, “ Ruffian!
THE MAGKET LisrARY,~No. 1,084,

“He gaid he would do it ]

Wretch! Scceure him 1™

Coker was too dazed to rosist
Blundell grasped his right nrm, Fitz-
gerald grasped his left, and he was
pinioned. ther fellows were ready
to help if he showed fight. But Coker,
for once, did not show fight. He was
feeling like the victim of some awful
dream.

*“I swear I never touched him,™ he
babbled feebly,

“You silly ass, you were saying you
were going to punch him, the other
day,” grunted Blundefl. “Nobody
:11191{;}11; you would be mad enough to
n 1 13

“But I never did—"

“Don't talk rot.”

*“I never did !” shrieked Coker wildly.
‘1 woke wp—"

“ Chuck it

“1 tell you—"

“We've pot him safe, sir,” smid
Blundell. “What shall we do with
him®™

“At this late hour,” zaid Mr. Prout,
“¥ will not disturb Dr. Locke with tha
news of this unparslleled ontrage.
To-night this wr d bay cannot
sent away from the school. He will
leave by an early train in the morn-
ing. For the present, take him to the
puishment-room. He shall be locked
in_for the night.” .

Mr, Prout pressed his handkerchief to
his nose. It came away blotted with
i Come 7 h d

me o gasped,

Mr. Prout led the way, his hand-
kerchief to his nose. Coker, in the grip
of t#o hefty seniors, followed like a
man in a dream.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Up with Coker !

REYFRIARS was in a buzz.

The junior Forms were all in
their dormitories, most of the
juniors fast ns!ee%: though

thera cortainly was one, in the Remove,
who was not aslesp. But the news
epread like wildfire smong the Fifth
and the Sixth.

Coker had doae it! :

Coker had esid that he would do it:
and now he had done it! The wild news
thrilled through the senior Forms,
tl"TE‘!:iE _;wfu' #}mii!”haaid Ewym:m of

e Sixth. “Who'd have thought it?
Even of Ooker!” -

“It'a the eack for him,” said Loder,
and there was & tone of satisfaction in
Loder’s voice. He did not like Coker.

“Poor old Coker!” said Wingate,
“It’s the sack, right enough! But what
on earth can have made him break out
like thisi"

“It seoms that Prout set him =a
translation, and went to hig study for it,
as Coker didn’t show up,” said Walker.
¥ Coker turned out the light, and, as
Prout came i",s. got him fair and equare
on the boko!

“The awful asal"

“He said he would do it{” grinned

Loder. " Coker's a man of his word.
He %rid-:s himeslf on it."™
“The born idiot!” said Wingate,

The Greyiriars captain was feeling
rather sorry for Coker. Considering
what was certain to happen now, any
follow might have felt sorry for him.

“Well, it's the finish for him,” eaid
Loder. . “Hea cheeked the Sizfh often
enough. Now he's punched Proutl His
game’s up here!”

There waz no doubt about that.

In every Sixth-Form stody the
incident was breathlessly discussed, In
the Fifth, the ususl bed-time was for-

potten. The Fifth Form of Greyiriarg
thrilled from end to end.

Coker had done it! He said that he
would do it, in the hearing of half the
Fifth, and of Pront himself! It had
seemed ineredible that Coker would de
it! But he had!

. Meanwhile, Coker had been marched
into the punishment-room, still in s
dazed state. Everything eeemed to ba
turning round and round to Horace
Coker. Mis brain, never very bright,
was now in a state of hopeless con-
fusion. On his ru face wasz an
expression of almost idiotic bewilders
e stood in 4l hment-room,
¢ stood in the punishmentr
Blundell and Fitegerald still heolding
his arms, lest he should break out
again. Mr, Prout stood in the door-
way—even while Coker was securely
held, Prout did not want to be too
near him. Hie nose felt as if it had been
irushud through the back of his head.

t hadn't; of course. It was still in its
usual place. Prout could feel it thers
when he caressed it tenderly or mopped
it with his handkerchief. But that was
what it felt like. Prout did not went
2Ny more.

he punishment-room at Creyiriars
was geldom used., Anything was good
enough for & fellow who had punched
Prout, Btill, some arrangements had
to be made for the night. 'Trotter, tho
Houso page, was making them, with
blank wonder om his chubby face.
Trotter had scen many things at Grey-
friars, but never a Form master with
tapped claret, and a Fifth-Former held
to keep him from further violence.
Trotter made the bed, with wonderin
face, and & happy consciousness o
having amazing news to impart below
etairs, when ho got beck to his own
quarters.

In the unusual-—indeed, unprece.
dented—circumstances, Mr. Prout was
endeavouring to assume &s much
dignity as possible. It was difficult to
be dignified, with & red and swollen
nosa that persisted in oozing claret,
which had to be mopped away every
other minuto. Rut Mr. Prout did kLis
best. He inwardly hoped that no other
masters would come on the scene.. Well
he knew that, by this time, the news
would have reached Common-room:
that the whole staff would be thrilling
with it. Only the Head, who was in
hia own House, was likely to be un-
aware that history had been made at
Greylfriars that night.

of

Sympathy and indignation,
course, would be felt by sll the ztaff.
But Mr. Prout suspected that there
m‘i]ght be some lurking amusement also.

The ponderous Prout carried things
with a high band in Common-room. He
was just a little dictatorial. Often and
often he advised other masters—un-
acked—abont the management of their
Forms. .Opce when there had been
trouble in the Remove, he had driven
Mr, auelch to tho verge of a nervous
breskdown, with  his ponderous
sympathy and advice, and his self-
satisfied assurance that nothing of that
kind wver happened in the Fifth,

In the Fifth, Mr. Prout often told the
rest of the etaff, there waas a friendly
understanding and mutual esteem estab-
lished between boysand master, His boys
looked on him as a friend, almost as &
sort of elder brother—a very elder
brother, no doubt. 'They respected him
all. the more for it.

And now—

It really was dismaying. Now DIr,
Prout had to figure as the only master
at Greyiriars, or probably at any
school, ‘who had been punched by
member of his 6wn Form|
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Horace Coker picked up a stool, and lifting It in hoth hands, crashed it on the door of the punishment-room.
The door was of stout oak and would not glve way.

and the fragmenis flaw over the room.

grash !

Undoubtedly, there would he lurking
smiles in Commotwroom !

There was only~ one consolation.
Coker would he expelled first thing in
the morning,  Greyfriara would be
purﬁd of ithis ruffian!

“Male haste, Trotter!” said Mr.
Prout. lle was anxious to get away
before any members of Common-room
could arrive on the scene.

“Yessir!" said '[rotter.

The room was ready at last. Trotter
departed, bursting with news for the
ataflf below staira,

Mr. Prout fixed his eyes on the dazed
and dizzy Coker,

“Coker! You will be locked in this
reom for the night, ¥n the morning
ﬁuu will ba taken before Dr. Locke, to

:Ia! expelled from the school! That is
all 1®

Coker purgled.

#Jawl—1 say, sir—-="

“¥ou need say nothing.” Mr. Prout
mopped hiz nose. at wou have
done iz sufficient, Coker. Add no in-
ealenca to 18"

“But 1 haven't done imfthing!”

howled Coker, goaded. *“I nover
touched you, sir! You grabbed me
and—-="

“Bilenca! I repeat—"

“1 woke up, and—"

“ Enough !” Mr. Prout stepped out of
the room. " Blundell, you may release
him now! I am rcady to turn the

ke -IJ

gukﬂr was released, The Fifth.-
Formera followed Mr., Prout into the
corridor.

Coker stood and staved after them.
But as tho door closed on him, and the
key turned in the lock, Coker awoke to
new life. For the first time, the
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But the stool did.

realisation of his position burst clearly
ﬂ-l‘]}{hlﬂ- dazed mindl. ; 4

[ rang to the door, gras the
handiﬁfpnndgdragg&d at it. graspe

“Let me out!™ he roared.

“8ilence !” hooted Mr. Prout, from
the corridor. He was glad that a
locked deoor stood between him and
Coker. The ruffian was evidently break-
ing out again.

I won't be silent!” reared Coker.
“Think I'm going to be locked up here
like a faig, when 1 haven’t donc any-
thing ! never touched your dashed
nose. 1 expect you banged it on some.
thmﬁ when you tumbled over.”

" How darse you, Coker ™

“X tell you 1 don’t know anything
about wour nosa!™ roared okar.
“Blow your nose, if you come to that!”

Mr_. Frout’a foowsteps wera heapd re-
treating. An altercation of this sovt was
too viterly undignified.

Colker glared round the room. Hoe
Eiuksd up & stool, and, lifting it in both

ands, creshed it on the door.

Crash, ecrash, erash!

“""MNow let me out ! ha bawled.

“You potty chump!” came Blundell’s
voice thrnugi the door. * Do you want
to wake the whole House 7

“Hang the whole Housa!™ roared
Coker. " Let me out of this! I haven't
done anything! I don't know anythin
about Prout’s silly old noze! Ehp&i!aﬂgl:
My hat! I'd liko to see them expal me!
Prout's mad—that's what's the matter
with him 1"

“Bhut up I

“Shan't! I'll give you the Liding of
your life, Blundell, when I get out of
this! Open that doer!”

“You potty ass!"” breathed Blundell.
“Shut ap !

Crash, crash,
A last hefty erash knocked it {0 pleces,

{See Chapter 15.)

“Rats! Will you open that door 7

“* Mo, you chump !

“Then I'l! jolly well smash it open !
shrieked Coker.

Injustice had reached its climax now.
Coker was mastered by his righteous in-
dignation. He kad done nothing—
nothing! There had beecn some awful
and idiotioc mistake somehow—and he
wae not going to be locked Hﬁ in the
punishment-room like a naughty fag;
and most cortainly he was not going to
be sacked !

Coker crashed the stool on the door
with all 'the strength of his powerful
arma,

Crash, crash, crash!

The door was of stout old oak., It did
not %:va way. DBut the stool did. The
last hefty crash knooked it to piecces,
and the fragments flew over the room.
Coker stood blinking, with the leg of &
stool in his hand.

Moro retreating footsteps. Tha Fifth-
Formers, breathlessly discussing the fate
of Coker, and the way Coker was taking
it, retirad. Coker yelled wildly through
the kevhole; but thero was no answer.

He was left to it.

. Left in the punishment-room; locked
in; & prisoner; to be taken before the
Head and sacked in the morning. Tt
was incredible, or would have been if
it hadn't hu;}p&ﬂ&d.

"My hat ! gasped Coker. “My only

hat! Do they think I'm going to stand
it! I'll show ’em! Backed! I'd like
to see e sack me! I'l knock the

whols blinking show to smithercens if
they don't let mo out ™
Coker looked round wildly for encther
Weapon.
IIe found a chair,
(Centinued on popeé 28.)
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OWN this Roger went, to find
D himself in some sort of hold.

The only light he was vouch-

safed was the pale glimmer from

the lapnthorn on the gun deck, and the

rays from this did not straggle far

;F:E:in“ the overpowering darkness of the

wold.

Roger made his way deeper into the
depths of the ship, feeling his steps
varcfully, skirting around bales and
cases and great- coils of rope which
littered the deck of the hold.

At laal:,+11-han he deemed himself safe
for the time being, he threw himseH
down upon o coil of ro making him-
zelf as comfortable as the circumstences
wonld allow.

Roger was weary, and his experiences
of the past few guum had sapped the
strength  away from him. Small
wonder, then was it that his eyes should
close and that a sleep of utter exhaus-
tion should me upon  hin. Haow
long be slept Le knew not; but it was
many, many hours later when he awoke.

He sat up, forgetting what had hap-
pened to him, and striving to eccount
for his prescnce here in the darkened
place which smelled so strongly of tar,
old rope, greanse, and the thousand-and-
one odours of a ship. Then, as recol-
lection come back to him, he gazed

over in the direction of the ladder which'

led to the gun deck above. A shaft of
light eame down from tha open hatch,
and Roger szaw, with surprise, that it
was not the yellow light of s lanthorn.
¥t was a brighter, whiter light—the
light of day!

__ Furthermore, he now became aware
that the motion of the wvessel had
altered somewhat. Previously she had
dipped gracefully to the swelling waters
of the harbour. Now she was rolling
and pitching in a econfused manner.
That could only mean one thing, The
vezse]l had set out to sea; and he, Roger
Bartlett, wns a stowaway sboard her!
A feeling of nausca came over .him,
and he dropped back wenkly upon the
coil of rope. There he lay, powerless
to move; for Roger had never set foot
upon & ship before, and small wonder
was it that he should succumb to
sickness,

Eternities, it seoemed to him, passad
br: snd never was s lad so miserable
as Roger was then. ecramped in  the
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stifling, stinking hold, unable to walk
upon the heaving deck, which pitehed
and led incessantly, and scemed to
slip away from his feet whenever he
essayed to stand upon them. Again
and again did he foll full length upon
the foul deck of tho hold, and ever and
anon was he sonked by the filthy bilge-
water which washed backwards and for-
wards across the hold.

He had lost count of time., His only
method of reckoning was by the colour
of the rays of light which streamed down
from the gun gec-k above. When they
were yvellow he knew that it was night,
and that the horn lanthorn had been
lighted ; when they were white he knew
that daylight wea percolating into his
nolsome Prisen,

In time he grew more used to the
motion of the vessel, and it wae evident
that the schooner had run into calmer
weather, for she was no longer buffeted
and tnssed about so furionsly by tho
waves. Now, as he recovered from his
sickness, hunger assailed him and drove
him on desperately.

He must find food!

The craving became greater and

reater, and at last he essayed to crawl
rom the hold and make his way to
the gun deck above,

It was night, and the pale roys of tha
lanthorn shono on the deck, deserted
save for the sleeping men in the ham-
mocks in the waist of the vessel,

Roger, emerging from hia hold,
skirted along the gun deck, wondering
whore he could find food. His chanee
steps took him fo the after part of the
vessel, but he found nothing thera to
stay the cravings of hunger.

Suddenly he halted and stood stock-
still, his ears stroined; for the sound of
footsteps had carried to him.

Fearful of being discovered, ho dodged
quickiy behind & pile of cases which
littered the deck and peered out
cautiously. A swinging lanthorn,
carried by a man, showed him that the
person who was making his way aft
was & burly, swarthy scoundrel. His
face waz carved into a i.ri.n of fury;

W

but it was his ears ich rivetted
Roger's attention.
hey hupg low, like the ears of an

snimal; and Roger realised, with a
start, that they had becen elit at some
time or other. Great gold rings hung
suspended from the lobes of them, and
swung backwards snd forwards as the

WOLVES oFf 7HE
. SPANI

2 T

=yl

man walked, lending him an air of
indescribable evilness.

The man put down the lanthorn and
eeb to work on a closed gun-port.
Swiftly and silently Jdid he work, until
ot last the port swung opan: and Roger,
watching from his place of conecalment,
gaw the man pick up the lanthorn and
swing it to and fro.

Three times did he swing it; and then
watched for a little while, his eyes

azing out into the blackness astern of
the schooner.

Roger, too, could ses through the open
port, and he caught his breath s, far
astern, he saw the sudden twinkle of an
answering light,

The slit-eared man seemed satisfied.
He swung the lanthorn once more; and
then, placing it on the deck, closed and
made fast the gun-port.

Greatly mystified, Roger sought to
draw back farther into his place of con:
cealment, lest the man should sce him
when he turned.

The movement was the lad’s undoing;
for he barked his shins against o case,

and the noise was instantly heard by
the man.
“Hal! ‘What ha' we hersa?™ he

snarled. " A spy ¥

Roger was cornered, for thero.was no
way of escape from the opening into
which he had backed. The lop-eared
man lifted his lanthorn high and sent
its rays into the darkness, revealing
Nozar crouching back, afraid to move,

“Who be ye? demanded the lop-
eared one. “Come out o' it, ye rat!”

He did not wait for Roger to obev his
command, but, seiting down his
lanthorn, dashed in quickly, seizing
Roger by the throat.

The lad, weakened with hiz sickness
and his hunger, could make no rosist-
ance. He felt the man’s hands clutch
round hbis throat, and then he was
shaken as g terrier shakes a rat. His
brain reeled, his senses swam, and the
lop-eared ons, with 2 wicious chuckle,
dragged him out of his hiding-place.

Half choked intc wunconsciousness,
Roger could do nothing to prevent him.
golf being dragged elong the gun deck,
ugo the companion-way to the deck
above, and then along for'ard. He was
sent gpinning at last v a long, low-
roofed apartment, lined with bunks—the

forecastle of the schoosor. Two memn,
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who were dicing, looked up from their
game a3 Roger, impellcd by the savage
push of his captor, went sprawling op
the deck.

“What ha' yo (there,
grunted one of the men, ]

“A rat o' a stowawar' replied the
man. “A spy, methinks. Ay, but 'l
knock his spying cut o' him, sink e !
Hc'll spy no mere on Lop-ear I _

Roger, who was thu. endcavouring,
weakly, to scrambl- to his feet, felt a
blow across the sid of his face—a blow
hard enough to knock the senses out of
himm. Before he could recover, he was
seited again by Lop-ear, his hands were
wound about with cord and hauled
above hia head. Then thoy were made
fast to a stanchion end Lop-ear stood
back and surveyed his handiwork with a

eruel chuekle,

“The rope’s-end! ’'Twill knoek the
spying out o' him the whelp!” he said,
and then, with a rip of his talon-like
hands, he tore the shir: from Roger's
back, leaving the lad stripped to the
waist,

S0 far gone was Hoger that be could
but sway limply ag_niust the stanchion
to which he waas triced. He saw the
lop-sared one search aroand for a
rope’s-end; saw him send it swishing
‘through the sir once or twice, and then
come ta him.

“¥e crafty cub, I'll larn yo!" grunted

p-ear. “Bguirm, ye rat! Squirm!
Or, zink ma, I'l} Aay the skin from ye in
pieces "

The rope’s-end cut through the air,
and fell with & sickening swish upon the
lad’s bare back. The pain was terrible,
and Roger, though he bit hiz hp to
vestrain the cry o ng::mg that threat.-
ened to escape him, feit his senses reel-
ing with the shock,

“Yell, yo whelp!”
“Rip me, but I'll make ye sing

Tha rope's-end swished through the
air again, But, ere it could fall a
second time, Lop-ear went reeling into
the scuppers, sent there by a mighty
blow from the clenched fist of one who
had but entered the forecastle at that
moment.

“¥Ye gallows rat, what manner o
thing is this abeard my a.h:%'i'" ] )

The newcomer, his eyes flaming with
indignation, his sets face turned wpon
lfcrdp-anr, whipped out a rapier from hia
Sl

“Bink me, but I've & mind to slit
you through the vile heart!” he cried.
“Get up, scum, lest my blade =lips
through your gizzard and robs the hang-
man ¢ hia job 1"

Rogar, hardlg able to believe his cars,
g strange did this interruption seem
twisted himself round. striving to catch
a glimpse of the newcomer, Hao felt
that he was dream.ng, for hiz zenses
surely were playing tricks with him!

But he could not see the man who
stood behind him.

The rapier slashed through the air,
and the eords which triced up Roger to
the stanchion fell apart. almost dropping
the helpless lad te the deck. ith a
mighty effort, Roger saved himself from
falling, and then, as he wheeled round,
& glad ery camo to his lips,

“Thoe Chevalior ! he gesped,

Ay 1" answered the Chevahier. "An’
right glad to meet yo, Master Bartlett.”
He turned to the grovelling Lop-esr.
“Quick, ye scum! Pick up the lad and
carry him eft to my cabin !

Roger, almost fainting with his
weakness and the eruelty he had under-
gone, felt Lop-ear’s arms around him,
and heo was carrizd like s babe slong
the deck into the great after cabin of
the schooner,

Lop-eari"

oried Lop-ear.

An Enconnter with a Plrate !

ig Y my truth, Roger lad, but it
B does my heart good to zea ye
again.

The Chevalier leaned over
the table where Roger had just finished
the excellent food which had been pro-
vided for him, Ie looked now mightily
different from the heli-starved rat he
had been in the hold. His filthy clothes
had been thrown overboard, and he had
sluiced himself with water, and dressed
agaii _in clothes provided by the
Chevalier, ]

A white silken shit hid the great
weal uopon Roger's back, a pair of
ecarlet velvet breeches, with yellow silk
hose, and silver-buckled shocs clad his
nether limbs. From the jewclled belt
around his waist a fine rapier hung.

“I searched for yo long in Fothering-
ham,"” continued the Chevalier. “But
it scemed that ye had vanished, and
time wis 50 pressing, that four days ago
I set sail oan this venturn.”

“Four deys!” gasped Roger. “Then
for four days I ha been below in that
stinking hold 7"

“Ay, lad. And from what ye tfell
me 'tis & pgreat pity that yo had not
known this was my vessel. 'Tis true
that she carries the most scoundrelly
crew thal e'er was shipped but neede
must when haste ia necessary, and I had
to ship what scoundrels I could get.™

“¥e sail for the Spanish Main, sir?”
asked Ropger.

" Ay, 50 be it we reach therel”

Thero was a grim expresmon on the
Chevalier's face as he spoke the words;
and Roger divined that here was some-
thing wrang,

“S0 be 1t we reach there?" he re-
peated. “Is there, then danglr o' not
doing soi”

“Great danger, Iad,” answered the
Chevalier. “We are four days out
from Fotheringham, and sink me if a
grt::ﬂ.t four-masted bargue has not

cgged our heels ever rince. She is a
faster vesscl, Roger lad—and yot she
evar hangs beéhind, At dawn we see
her, and catch glimpses o' her through
the day. At night we zail wi' no Xghts,
an I ha' twisted and turned and altered
my course fit to bafle Satan himself.
Yot every dawn is she here again, ever
at our heels: ever dopiing ws. "Tis a
miracle how she does it, lad.”

'Tis no miracle!™ Roger leaped to
hiz feet. “What ye have told me, sir,
explaing what T saw ’ers that raseal
seized me and drogged me from my
hiding-place. ¥e ha’ a craitor aboard.
sir—a traitor who betrays your change
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o' course overy time 'tis made. Iﬁ
car, sir, ia the traitor, and 'twas m £
who sew him signal to sumet{lins
ustern o' us.”

“"What say ve, lad?"

The Chevalier, top, was on his Teet
now, his hand Bying to the bhilt of the
jewelled rapier that hung by his side.

“'Tis true. List'I” And quickly
Roger told his tale of the nig:uﬂa ho
had seen, and of the answering flash’
from the darkness behind.

The Chevalier listened in silence, and
when Roger.finished his story his face
clouded over, and the hand t rested
on his rapier clenched iwelf about the
hilt until the knuckles stood out, white
and gleaming,

“Lad, 'tis well, indeed, for maoa that
¥e stowed away aboard this vessel|” he
eried. “Sink me, but Lop-ear shall
pay for this. Come, thera ia3 no
mament to waste™

He dashed for the companionway
whith led to the quarterdeck above,
Roger hard on his heels. The
emerged inte the darkness of the dec
nbove, o darkness that was broken only
by the fsint gleam that cemo [rom
the binnacle, and which played
fantastically on the sat face of the
man who stood at the helm

The silence was broken only by the
plash of the waters as they fell away
from the prow of the schooner and the
murmur of the breeze as it whistled
through the shrouds and bellied out
the sails. There came another splash—
a bigger one, which sent the Chevalier
racing to the rails to gare astern to
where the yeliow light of a lanthorn
tossed about on the watera

“Lop-sar!™ he gasped. " We are too
lata, ger ladl The gallows rat
has cheated us! That splash was the
splash o' the djn%',];l‘;r the water.
Lop-ear has gone :

“Can we not run him down sirf”
asked Roger. ; ’

“MNay! Every moment is precious to

ROGER BARTLETT,
the hero of this yapn.

us now[” The Chevalier turned and
called out an order to the man at the
helm. The order was repeated, the
halm went hard over, and gchooner
heoled and settled itself upon another
course. "“The bargue can o’erhaul us,
lad, whenec'er sha will, end 'tis impera-
tive tl::l.t we strive to throw her off "

“This barque, »sir1” Roger asked.
“What manner o' craft s shaf®

The Chevalier’'s reply, uttered
through half-closed lips, sent a thrill
:-eiu:m,:_ri down the lad’s spine, and made
Eim clutoh, too, at the hlt of the rapier
8 wore.

Tae Maoxer Lisgisy,—No, 1,084,
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“1 make no doubt, lad, but she is a
pirate,” was the answer.

“A pirate!” Roger gasped  the
words, . )
“Av lad! An’ sink me if I am not

right in saying that she bLears abosrd
her two scum that ye know well—
Abednigo One-Eye :mclll hiz slinking vat
Slim ! He preed the quarterdeck, his
eygs striving to pierce tho dordiness
astern, and then, as o pale flush of
yellow  light  diffused  the castern
horizon, he made a gesture of defiance.
“Dawu’™ he muttered through his
teeth,. “We cannot eseape, lad! SBink
me, but the Ecupfn:'rs will run wi' blood
erc many hours ha' passed!”

The dawn came up rapidly, and, with
its coming, the Chevalier and Hoger
saw, astern of fhem, but rapidly over-

hauling them, the line: of the great
black bargque—the pirate eraft! No
longer was she biding her time, but

crowding on sail, intent onlvy upoun her
nefarions business.

Even a5 Hoger gazed at the Dblack
vessel a fap fluttered to her mizzen
and broke on thwe Dbreeze, and Roger
caught his breath., For the flag was
et black, but in itz centre it bore n
device that was the devite of the wolves
af the sep-—n gleaming white skull and
crosshones, wEilit.‘h seemaed  to mock
Bhem mightily!

And at that very moment n small
white cloud of smoke broke from
the bulwarks of the ﬁir.uta, and the
geream of a cannon ball was heard ere
& fountaimn of spray leaped from the
wiater some little distance from the
schooner.

The pirate had opened fire,

“To your pguns, lads!” yelled the
Chevalier; and instantly the schooner's
decks were echoing and re-echoing with
the zound of running foolsteps, the
erenk of tackles as the gun ports were
fung open and the cannon run into
position.

There cime & crash like thunder, and
a line of flame spurted from the
schooner's side, while great Llack clouds
of smoke wreathed the decks.

But the pirate was Ffring rapidly
now, and the nolze was deafening.

Crash!

A ball had hit the mizzen mast, and
it cracked and tumbled, sending the
schooner heeling over dangerously, and
bringing down yards and shrouds in a
tangled mess.

“Cut her free, lads, cut her free!”
yelled the Chevalier, and axes were
plied with wvigour, while the crash of
guns and the scream of the cannon-
ballz made the air hideous.

Men worked with & will, vet nearer
and nearer came the grim attacker.
So near now was she that those aboard
the schooner could see the ugly faces

of the pirates, peering over the
bulwarks, their cutlasses and pikes
ready and gleaming in  the morning
sum.

The Chevalier swung round, and Lia
voice voarad loudly above the din of
the combat:

. “"SBtand by to repel boarders!™

L __ B

Roger and The Chevalier Fight—and Fail !

MALL wonder was it that as
Roger stood thers, his rapier
fast gripped in his hand, hia
eyes turned to where the evil

faces of the oncoming pirates peered
from over the bulwarks of that grim,
lack barque, he should experience a
elight tremor of apprehension. Now had

come his testing Hme; now musk he
prove his mettle |

It necded but a glanee to warn him
that death waos near at hand for thoso
whe waited, sword in hand, for the
coming fray! Would death be his lot?
I it must be, he would die fighting,
vielding not to these bloodthirsty raiders
whe awaifed the scrape and rattle of
the grappline hooks.

Still the mighty cannonades of the
opposing ships roared, and the crash
of wood rang out as the balls plunged
through the planks of the vessels. The
ciowds of black smoke hun? heavily in
the eir, like a funeral pall. Then, as
a pulf of wind sent the air clearing for
o moment, Roger heard & mighty hail
in a voieg he knew only too well!

“Eo-ho! There be my little turkey-
cock, and mighty fashionably dressed!
So-ho” my bully-boy—an’ think ye lo
test your steel 'gainst Abednigo One-
Eve? DMark him, Slim! Mark my
Linstering little whelp, wi' rapier in
his hand, Slim!*

oger wheeled, and there, grinning
like a demon, stood Chne-Eve on the
poop of the pirate. His face was
wreathed in & cunnjng prin, and his
henchman,” Slim, stood by him, chuek-
ling as he ran his thumb along the keen
edgo of his blade. His face, bad enough
at the best of times, was now distorted
with ra and cruelty, and, to lend
it an pir of greater ferocity, he had
clenched & grent, curved daggoer be-
tween-his teeth.

Came a mighty crash, and the vesscls
ehivered and shook as they collided.
Roger found himeelf nigh pitched from
his_footing, yet he recovered himself,
and brought his rapier to & defensive
position as the hooks of the pirate

rappled the side of the schooner.
Lhen, like a mighty wave, came the

irates, surging over the bulwarks, their
ungty blades, thirsting for the bloed
of wictims, circling in the air.

One mighty rogue dashed forward and
engaged Hoger’s blade. The lad, spring-
ing back quickly, avoided the eut which
the scoundrel aimed at his blade, and
which, had it struck, would have
shivered the steel as though it had been
glass. The rogue stumbled, and befors
he could recover himeelf, Roger had
lunged gquickly, bringing a sgqueal of
pain to the lips of the man as the rapier
eank deep inte his breast. He clawed
at the air, his cutlass falli.ng from his
hand, and Roger, with a quick wrench
of his blade, drew it from the pirate’s
carcase, and sprang to defend himself
from the unrusﬁ of others.

The clang of siteel against steel rang
out on the air, deafening all other
sounds. The cannona had ceased their
shattering crashes. It waz now cold
steel to cold steel—yet what hopes had
those aboard tho schooner of beating off
their altackera? The piratea grestly
outnumbered the erew of the ooner,
and now, even while the fight was at
its hottest, Roger could sea the cut-
throat erew of the schooner fling down
their arms.

“Treachery I “We ha’
traitors aboard !

“Ay, lad, "tis as T expected.”

Roger cast & glanece over his shoulder
and saw the Chovalier, his rapicr ran-
ning searlet with the Dblaod of the
scoundrels who had beset him, fighting
by his side. Again and again the pirates
sirged forward—yet only to be faced by
A rapier that cut in and out with amaz-
ing skill, drinking deep of their blood.

“To the poop, lad!” whispored the

he cried.

Chevalier in Roger's car. “I would
fain talk wi' ve, ere these scoundrels
mwake shark’s meat o' me.”

He lunged with his rapier as he
spoke; and the pirates fell back. Then,
with & mocking lsugh, the Chevalicr
seized Roger's arm and guided him to
the ladder which led upward to the
poop. They scrambled quickly up this
Lalf hidden by the curling wreaths of
powider smoke, and halted at the top,
their blades fending off those who
gepught to iollow.

Came a momentarily lull in the battle,
and the Chevalier qucekly sﬁgped a
hand in the folds of his ruffled shirk
Roger started as he saw the papers
which the Chevalier withdrew—for he
recognised them as those which One-Eve
had sought to obtain !

“Take these, lad '™ said the Chevalicr,
“Guard them well, an' if it be that I
fall i' the fray, then take upon yoursell
the duty which should ha' been mine!”

**1'is the chart—and tho papers!”
gasped Roger incredulously. * But how
come they in your possession when they
werg snatehed by th' hand of One-Exe 7

“They were not snatched by bimn,”
replied the Chevalier. “ That ye would
ha’ discovered if your haste had not
made yo leap out o' the window and
pursue the rogue. Troe One-Eyo almoest
had them, but my hand was quicker,
and 1 seereted them ere I gave chese—
vnly to find that your hufrying footsteps
had led ye into the power of ibe
rogues. ™

He broke off guickly, and wheeled
round.

“But guard ye, lad—for here comne
the scum ! he cried.

Haetily Roger thrust the packet in-
zide his shirt and, blade ready, turned.

The pirates, -after their momentary
get-back, had rallied again, and now
pressed forward with renewed vigour.
Yet, from their place of vantage at the
top of the ladder, the Chevalier and
Roger fought primly, beating down the
blades of the attackers, and, when tho
mguua would have sought to scale the
ladder, sent them back with bleeding
pates and ripped sword-arms.

The decks of the schooner were now
wet with blood, but it waa only & matter
of time ere the Chevalier and Roger
fell victims to thea attackers, for the
few of the schooner’s crew who had
remained loyval had been despatched by
the hungry blades of the attackers, and
the traitors whom One-Eye and Slim
had placed aboard the schooner, had
iomed forces with the pirates,

It was a noble fight that these two
put up against terrible odda; wet was it
doomed to be & failing fight?

A zound made Roger turn quickly—
to sco that fall lml% a score of the
scoundrela had “gained the poop by
means of the starboard ladder, and were
bearing down upon them from behind.
Ho swung around, and cngeged tho
blade of the first ruffian, but befors he
could run the rat through something
whizzed through the air and caught him
on the temple. It was an iron belaying-
pin, hurled by a giant negra, and it sent
the lad crashing to the deck senscless,

The Chevalicr alone was Ief€ to ward
off the attacks of foes from front and
behind. Right wonderfully did he fight,
and man afier man of the pirates went
down before his erimson-zstained rapier,
till ane, more crafty than the rest,
dropped to the deck and wriggled for-
ward, like some loathsome serpent, to
cateh at the ankles of the Chevalier as
he lunged forward to pink one of the
attackers,
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The Chevabier  Fell F:u-'.:!.i]:,', pns] 1 e
seematndesd  who bl weiggled  farvard
Wil EEpGL biee Lefere b could eise, 3L
wis By, wend s coonnieninee was
alight with feioenpd s he gase vent o
i eroiking clivnekle,

_“{ju Il-tﬂi, Iill.!.'t!” Iu‘ l'l.'l.!;liul‘ll. o n;'lul
liitas ‘-\-l'”, winl oy mlialdl 2o ek, pracheed |
The Clevalior—ha b e shall damea on
the ]F!HIIi-i-, JHLJ#. ere lis varease Focils e
bengey sharks ! Quick, bring ve roges,
for, by ooy troth, le Lo as elapypaey
an ool E” = -

Slien, i'i'in,'.{ fev Tois Teel, Kielosd alu:
helpless Chevalior nwercilessly,

o e Bavagoe wi' Al Pl aoriundd,
Ay, lads] ot we slall ha' sport nod
cuogrh wi' 1hewm, ore long 1™

The helpless Chevalior was seizod by
many hands, amd, witle o lbeave, wos
thrown over (he Lnlwarks, 1o cresl
heavily on the deek of 1he pirate. Roger,
too, unconscious though he was, fared
no better.  He, too, was pitehied abosid
tllh.'t pirate, nd Bhen, sprioging  showrd
his own craft, Ope-lye ordess] fhe
grappling-irons 1o bo cast off {rom e
schonmer's bulwarks,

“Take yo chorgo o lreer,  Blien a2
roared.  “ Follow ye¢ in our tracks, for
treasure ey Hl‘H."tl[t, Slim ! Hl'ight, Foud
rold, Blhim—ay, an’ enoungh o W 1o
suffice for all {7 -

The hookz were east off from the
schooner, which heeled and righted hey-
self, and then One-Eye's pirate bhavgue,
tho Bwordlish, swerved away and set hor
course o the Southward for the secasz of
wdventure, bearing with her two unwil-
ling pagengers, Roger and  the
Chevalier, hrm prisoners in the power of
Abednigo Une-Eye !

ul

I'Iﬁ
1

One-Eye Makes an Offer !

QUGEE stirved and opened  lis
cyes.  Nothing hat L-Elu*:-km."ml
waz revoaled wo him, aned for

tho time being bhe was entirely
puzzled fo sccount for it himself.

With the clearing of hia befuddled
brain, camo méemory—recollection of
that fight aboard the sechosner. He
had turncd to see the rogues of (ne-
Eye swooping down on him from belind.
He had essayed to join the issue apainst
them—and thern had came a crashing

darkness that had lasted until this
minute. The bare board upon which
he lay heaved and rolled. He must

still be aboard ship, then!

There came 8 noise in the darkness,
o noise of heavy footfalls, and the bang-
ing of a door. 'Then a shalt of ligﬁt
shot throu hia prizoat, almost blind.
ing him after tho darkness of the past
few minutes. He blinked like rn owl,
and as his eves becamo accustomed to
the light he saw that it streamed from
o lanthorn, held by a man whe gazed
down at him witﬂ sneering mockery
writ large npon hia face. The man was
Abednigo One-Eye !

“Bo-ho, my fighting whelp!"” snarled
(ine-Eye. “éo your long sleep iz ¢’er!
Bink me if I did not begin to think that
iﬂ had slept your last sleep! "Twould

a’ hurt me, lad, to know that such was
the case, for 1 ha' other plans regard-
ing ye. How like yo the pretty braco-
lets and anklots T ha’ given ye, eh

One-Eve chuckled as he pointed to the
pyves which wera locked around Roger's
wrists and the fetters which held his
ankles in their safe emhbrace,

“We'll make ye comfortable aboard
the Swordfish, lad I he went on. * Ay,
ve shall ha’ no reason to compizin—an’
ye tell mo what I would leapn.”

“YWhat can I tell thee that ye know
not ¥ asked Roger,

“This,"” =aid One-Eve, leaning for

[ 18
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Before the rope’s end could swish down

across Roger’s shoulders a second tlme,

Lop-ear went reellng Into the scuppers—

by a mighiy blow froem the
clenched fist of one who entered the fore-

sent there

PRIGE
TWOPEMNCE.

casile at that moment. **Ye gallows rat !*’ roared the newcomer, What
manner o’ thing is this aboard my ship? ** (8ee Page 25.)

ward. “Whera be the plan that ihis
man they call the Chevalier carried wi
him? Bink me, but I ha' searched lim
thoroughly amd cannot find it. And,
curses bo.on him, the fool will not part
his lips and tell me where he has hidden
it—nay, ¢'cn though I ha' told him that
the plank waits for him an* he refuses.”
Roger's heart began fo beat faster.
Ile could still fcel the sealed packet
within his shirt. 'The pirates had not
{huugif]ht of scarching him, Doubtless,
they had picked up Lop-ear, and Lop-ear
had told them of how Roger had but
recently been discovered aboard the
schooner. None, therefore, had seen
tha Chevalicr hand the papers to him;
and EHoger vowed to himself that they
should mot drag the truth from him!
“Look 'e, lad!” contioued One-Eve.
“"¥e be aboard my slup, and, fool that
I waz, I' ha' handed the schooner to
Blim. I thought the Chevalier wonld
carry the chart wi' him, and so I
brought him and ye aboard here. Now,

sink me if T ha' not been the higgest -

fool that o'er sailed the main, for Slim
will search the schooner from truck to
keelson till he finds the chart. List ye,
lad. I ha' no doubt that ye know where
the plan is hidden, an' if ve but tell me,
I'll gi’ ve your freedom, ay, an’ lishings
o' red pold, lad! Bo out wi® it! Tell
me where the plan is, and sink me if
I do not make a rich man o' 72!
Roger was silent. The rufian had
caid enongh ta tell him the lie of the

‘not your lips!™ he eried.

land. Oneo-Eye wanted the charf, thoe
Chevalier had kept silence, and tha
pirate judged that the chart was aboard
the schooner. That, no doubt, was why
One-Eye had not fired the vessel after
the Chevalicr had fallen inte bis
clutches. One-Eyc was avaricious, and
did not trust Slim. Now he was afraid
that Blim would discover the chart and
steal a march on him, such as he had
planned to steal upon 3lim.

“I will tell ye nothing of what I
know,"” Roger answered. And a scowl
of rage darkened the face of One-Eye.

“Bee ye, lad, I'll rip the heart cut o'
ve and feed it to the sharks an’ ye open
“Come, be
not foolish, for there 15 gold coough
an’ to spare for both on us, an’ ye but
tell me where the chart be hidden.”

“And the Chevalier?"” asked Roger.
“whﬂ-tl ﬂJ hil'.t':t?”

“Rat him ! He shall feed the sharks,”
was tho roguc’s answer. “ 0 that T am
sworn 1"

*“Then y¢ may rip me, or feed me to
the sharks, an’ ya be so disposed.”
reFIzed Roger, “ but ere my tongue shall
te 113'-2 aught I would rather tear it
out!™

[N ext week's instalment of this stFrring
yarn of perilous odventure on ihe
Spanish Main iz the best yel—and that’s
sayping a lot, chuwms. Make sure wont
remd 18, by ordoring your AMacxer WELL
IN ADVANCE.)

THe MicsEeET Liprany.—No. 1,084,
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THE REBEL OF THE FIFTH'

(Continucd from page 23.)

Crash, crash, crash'!

Far and wide rang the sound of the
crashing chair. The punishment-reom
was at the end of a long corrider, well
away lfrom the occupied ui.m.rtmtntﬁ
But the crashing of the chair in Coker's
hefty~ hands reached the rest of the
House.

“ Coker’s going ik ! murmured Potter
of the Fifth. Potter and Greenc were
finishing the cake in Coker's study.
They felt that Coker would not want it
now.

Crash, crash, crash |

It went on till the chair flew to [eees
in Coker's hand.

Coker sat on the bed,

He was still a prisoner.

It was late before Coker slept ihat
night. For long hours Coker paced the
glahment--mnm like & tiger in a cage,

athing fury. The injustice of it m-
fiwiated him. Just because he had said,
i & thoughtless moment, that he rmght.
punch Prout, every mH:,T uss- supposed
taat he had done it. It might haxe been
fRpora }u::'llcmus not fo say, even in &
#hnui itless moment, #hat be would
unch Prout. Siill, he had only said jt;
o had not done it. Thep howling i
ass, Prout, had damgy his silly
somehow, and fancied that Coler
dane ‘J.L Prout, evidantly; was
gr that, or an:_q.'thmg*

gasping.

1d
B0

£&aa

.,jﬂ-!" 'ﬂ_@h‘aﬂnker laughed with sardonic
%:ath idea.! If they theoght thev
H.:ru gmnE to jgck "i'l'u they wers
miking, -4 ]-ﬂ nH’e.! For he
wﬁul *mit gu 1;:1 owscould think
what thrw fout could fancy

st he hk 'irl couldrgay what
hexliked, Hﬂt* ﬂuﬁ ﬂ'img was fixed and
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Persianz—Coker wasn't
going to be sacked! If ha had to stand
up to the whole school in single combat,
he wasn't going to be sacked.

Somewhat comforted by that grim re-
solution, Horace Coker threw himseli on
the bod at last, and slept the slecp of
the just.

L] L] L] - ] ®

Coker was not the only fellow awake
late that night.

A fat jumor had erept stealthily into
the Remove dormitery, his little sound
eves blinking with terror behind his hig
spectacles,

He had erept silently into bed.

There ho lay palpitating,

Bunter was a hefty sleoper, as a rule;
Lug this wild night- sIc-n:-'p deserted him.

Of what happetoed to Coker, he knew
nothing ; he did not even surmise how
Prout had jumped to a wrong, though
natural, conelpsion.

All Ii‘riliy Bunter knew was that he
had punched a Form inaster, and the
bare recollection of it filled him with
ferar and tremblinz.

What would happen to hum if he was
found out?

In tl'ru haste and excitement of the
moment’ Euntm had .not realised what
he had dene. Byt, 1:: .th e silent watches
of the night he } amiple time for the
o ¢clearest Wall&&-ﬁlﬂfl. fh,ud knocked
down a Form IIJﬂ.*aiEt‘ made lim
"'nl'ﬂ]ddﬂ'lﬂ It was longe: lemg before

Willimip  Georgo Bunter was gble to
forget hi& terrors in slumber. It was
late, very' t¢ befors the snore of the
iyl of ithe Remove awoke the echoes of
LA itory.

TTTE END.

Doy #— MEpPING yarn in
Mm e W Wm PUNCHED

PROT L 'EED'R"& -EE o real gone!)
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(Continued from page 2.)

them .the whistle has not gone once
against an opponent for offside. “It's
not ‘worth ‘the risk,” says Roy, and he 1s
right. Trying the -offside dodge isn't
worth the risk.

He just loves to give boys instruction
on the game, and has more than once
lectured to'lads ab schools: He telld a
ﬁﬂ-ﬂd story in fhis connection. After

aving answered a lot of questions which
the boys put to hifu, he put one to them
—swhat he thought was a regular teaser.

“Euppma a forward shot from twenty
yards out. " The ball struck the bar, and
as it did so burst, the bladder com ﬁg
out of the case and going info the .'r'tle;l:t
whilo the case fell in front of the posts.
What would it be "

" The lads thought for a moment or two,
and then, when Goodall was mtps,-::t;ﬁ‘ﬁ
them-to say “Give it 'l.l ' & bright la
gave thia reply; “It wonld be a
miracle.”

Might I finish by saying that it '.ull
be a mirscle if Coodall doesn't play
England many more times yet hefnrﬂ-
his career i1s finishad.

Roy cannot understand why, as
recently happened, iry‘a yoclub should di=
couragoe ite pl&j.ers ﬂm‘iakmg up gof
and pgl.wmg golf during f—he: werk. He
himself 13 very keen on the “gramo with
tho- stationary ball,” and he considess
that a day on the gi}lf links is entirely
beneficial as o means of keeping fit. &
ordinary five-mile walk across counfry
dnesn’t nxﬁpeal to exeryone, but a Rve-
mile wal s golf course has
exactly the samoe e:ﬁ'trﬂ You get #e
fresh air, you are with your pals, and
for a little while the game of foothall is
forgotten—nob af all & bad thing.
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BIRGHEMALL, THE BOLD, BAD BLADE, BNKS BACK TO ST. SAM'S AND FREEDOM!

15

Stone walls do not a prison make,
50 wﬁwa_ﬂm_ ww!uwwr__aaww stake
B
And bunks—we wish him well.

(1] ROT in, fathead!” welled M.
Lickham, #s a thunderous
crash sounded on the door.

He was sitting at tho head-

master's desk in the study where, until
a few days %Ei.u:ﬁm.. Dr. Birchemall
had  raine SUETCen, But Dr.
Birchemall had gone now. For the
crime of croolty to a junior, ke hLiad
been semt to chokey for six long, weary
months. And Mr. Lickham, by order
of the Guvvernors now occupied  his
seat,

"It was doubtinl weather Ae,  Lick

ham enjoved raining in the late Head's

B08. am_.u Dr. Birchemall had always

en a tirant and-a booly, he had dis-
played a remarkable jeenius for keep-

g skool affairs running smoothly, and

Mr. Lickham urforchunitly lacked

that gift. When the Formy masters

wers T doubt or difficultios, Dr. Birch-
emall could alwayy be relied upon to
put matters right, for whal he didn'l
know wasn't worth &nowing, and what
he couldn’t do wasn't worth doing. But

Mr. Lickhem wasn't the tower of

-E.......ﬁ that his predecessor lad been,

and the other musters were already be-

ginning to find it out.

In response to Mr. Lickliem's invita-
tion, My, Chas Tyzer, the master of the
Third, cantered in, leading Siedfast
minor by the ear,

“Good-morning, Licky——" he bogan.

“* Good-morning, sirl” I presocin you
mean I intarruntad Mr. Lickham, with
a frown. “Findly be more respective
.E:ﬂoﬁaﬁmﬂ m.ﬂnww.u_m._mum.w g : _

our patdon, sir, I'm sure!™
eaid My, __w._;? Tyzer humbly. * Any-
way, sir, I've brought thiz junior to
you to bo Rogged, az he's beyond my
powera of control.” :

" “What has the boy been doing?

ackad Mr. Liockham, with a seveer

glarnce at Stedfast minor.

“Ho's been cheeking me right and
left, sir. To bemgin with, he poked his
tung ocut at me. Then he chucked an
ink pellet at me, hitting me right in the
fizzog. Finally, he had the amazing
impudence to give me a swipe on the
boko when 1 was sbout to punish him."

“Dear mel” agpsclaimed the new
Head, grately shocked. *“What have
you to say to all this, Stedfast minor ™

“Ratta|” was the [egg's surprizing
retort,

“What 1"

“Rattsl” said Stedfast minor cheer-
fully. " And many of em*

Mr. Lickham gazed in perplecksity ot
tha choeky juntor. If Dr. Birchemall
had been there, of corse, he wounldn't
have hezzitated to make mincemeat of
Stedfast minor, Buot Mr. Lickham was
rather a tender-harted man. Tho he
had broken many & cane over the backs
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of his
ooourred w
grote eggsitement, and it took o lot to

upils, that sort of thing only
when he was suffering from

work Jum up to such a pitch, At the
prezzent moment he dida't know quite
what o do,

“ Now, leck here, Btedfast minor——"
he began zternly.

“1 can’t? said Stedfast, shading his
eves.

“Yhy not?™

“Your face paina me!"

“Ha, ha, hal" roared Mr, Chaa,
Tyeer, highly amused at the idca of a

_ Third-Former addressing the
Head in zuch a way.

“"Shut up, Tyzer!” smapped Mr. Lick-
ham feercely, *Now, Btedfast, I want
von to ba a good boy im [uture.
Savvy 1

“Go and eat coke!™ grinned Stedfast
minar.

“Heow dare you speak to vour head-
imaster lika that 7 fumed Mr. Lickham.

“Gao and chop chips P

“Any more disrespective. talk from

v Whe's going to do it? You?”
jeerad Stedlast. “Everybody knows
you can’t use the birch for nutts. D,

Birchemall was the cnly one who conld
do that, and he's gone! So now we
can-all do as ﬂpﬂ%m.__uq well like! Yah!™

S0 saying, Stedrast calmly poked out
hiz tung at thé new headmaster, and
helped me__ﬁm o B Wm_mnm of toffy that
was lying on the desk.

Mr, Lickham scratched his head. He
obviously didn't know quite how to deal
with the rebellious fagg.

“Perhaps you'd better wallop this
boy, Trzer,” he said, turning to the
master of the Third.

Mr, Chas, Tyzer snorted.

“Thanks for :E,..E:w,. sir " ho gricered.
“Didn't T tell you 1'd brought him to
vou because he was out of my conirol?”

“Well, offer him sixpence if he'll be-
have himself,” sujjested Mr. Lickham
despritly. “How docs that strike you,
Stedfast minor ¥

“Make it a bob,” replied Stedfast
minor, “and I'll think it over!”

“A bob? Nearly half my weekly
sallery? Why, you must think I'm
off my nutt)” gesped Mr. Lickham.
“Take this sixpence, and be sattished,

.my ladd. And if 1 have any mare com-

plaints about you, I'll write home and
wform your parents]”

Stedfast minor ‘sxxepted the litile
silver coin reddily ennff, and strolled
sereenly out of the study, leaving Mr.
Chas. Tyzer locking far from grateful
to his new headmaster.

“A fat lot of good vou've done, sir!”
he snorted. *As soon as that sixpence
has been dissipated in riotous living
down at the tuckshop., that boy will be
us bad as ever—worse, in faot, It's a
pity Dr. Birchemall ever left us, if you
ask e

Having made this remark, the masier
of the ird tramped out of the study,
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and slammed the.door with a slam that
shook the skaol.

Mr. Lickham sighed, and shook his
head anmmn_:.?iu__.m

"“Perhaps he's right!” he muttered to
himself. *I don't think T was ever cnt
ant to be the Head of & grate institu-
shon like this. However, as the Guyver-
ners have seen ft to appoint me, I'd
better carry on, I suppose.”

Gathering his books together, the
new He went down to the Sixth
Form-room to take the Sixth.

Taking the Sixth was no joke to a
man like Mr. Lickham. To a dis-
tingnizhed skoller like Dr. Birchemall,
of corse, it waz as m-.wﬂ as pleying
marbles. But Mr. Lickham could by
no stretch of imajinetion be ceHed u
sholler. He was akwainted, natcher-
aily, with the roocdiments of history,
Jograffy, et settera, but he didn’t pos-
sess the deep, all-round nollidge of ao

Birchemall. Copsekwently, he entered
the Sixth Form-reom in fear and
trembling.

“Good-mornmg, boss! What's the
first lesson?” he asked, trying to disguys
his real feelings by grinning all over
his dile,

“Latin, sir,” answered Burleigh, the
kaptin of the Skool. “We were study-
ing the worke of Julius Sneezer before
Dr. Birchemall was sent to chokey, sir.”

“Julivs Sneezer! Grate pip! That's
very advanced stuff for meer Loya!™ re-
marked Dr. Lickham, realising at once
that he had.quite forgotten the works
of that selebrated orther. “Buppose
you do .mn_uﬂnn._”.mnw essier for & change?
Translating simple sentences, like, * The
cat is on the mat,’ for instance?”

The 8Sixth grinned. and Burleigh
shook hiz head.

“I'm afraid that's a bit too easy for
us, =ir,” he said. “It's all right for
the Fourth, I aggapect, but we've grown
ont of it!

There was a paneful silence for =
m.m_.nnpr then Mr. Lickham had a bright
aen.

“Well, let’s do joggrafy insted,” he
sujjested. “I1'm rather a dab at the
joggrafy of England.”

S But we've n doing China just
lately,” objected Burleigh.

“Prey do not jest, Burleigh. I am
talking about unﬁﬁ.wm , not cups and
snueers ™ oatd r. Lickham sternly,
absent-mindedly forgetting that thero
was such a country as China.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Sixth.

Mr.  Lickkam didn't seem to be
making & wvery good beginning. How
ever, ho was net one to givo in with-
out a struggle. One thing he did know
something about was arithmetick, and
hoa decided then and there to plunge
into a lesson on that subject

“Whaet do two and two make,
Talboy ¥ he asked.

“Five, sir!” answered Taliboy.

“Ratte!” retorted Mr, Lickham, feel].
ing sure of himself at last. “The cor-
reck answer, Taltboy, iz three.”
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“But Dr, Birchemall always taught us
that the answer was five,” said Tallboy
warmly.

“Tutt-tutt! T cannot believe that
the late Head would be o ignorunt
of mathymattix as that.”

“But he did, sir,” insisted Tallboy.
“ Ask tho rest, and you'll see.™

Mr. Lickham began to feel rather un-
comfortable.

“Burcly theve i3 no trooth im Tall-
hoy's statoment " he asked, appealing
to Burleigh.

“It's quite troo, sir,” answerod
Burleigh. “TI always ﬁ.EFm.rr five was
tha corroat answer, myself.’

“8o did I!'" corussed practically all
tho rest of the Sixth. § "

Mr. Lickham was farely flummozed.
He had Been under the impression that
mqmnwrﬁﬂw. knaw two and two made
three. ¥et here was an entire Forn
of seniors under the impreshun that
they made five. Obviously, Dr.
Birchemail belonged to a different
Skool of thought from tho one Mr.
Lickham had been brought up in.
Arithmetic, under the circumstances,
waa impossible.

“Porhaps you had better persoo your
studies on your own for tho prozzent,”
hoe said, after a paws. “I've just
remembered I wanted to go along and
soe how the Fourth are getting on.”

With that the- new headmaster fed,
leaving the Sixth grinning delitedly.

Mr. Lickham made his way towards
the Fourth Form room. He was
smazed, as he droo nesy, to observe
that the IFourth waere all streeming out,
in apite .of the fact that morning lessons
had only just boesun.

“Jolly t Merry! Bright! What over
are you doing of " he eriad sternly, as
w_m_w three heroos of the Fourth passed

WH.-.-—.

“Mr. Swishingham's dismissed the
class for the rest of the morning, sir,”
roplied Jack Jolly, cheerfully.

“What on ecarth far¥"

“He found le couldo't teach us like
Wmﬁ did, sir. He told uz that it was
King Canute who burned the cakes, [or
instance, and we eggsplained that you
myiﬁm. taught wus i1t was Peter the

Cate,

“"8Bo it was!” snorted Mr. Lickham.
“"Very well, boys. You may buzz off 1"

Tha Fourth, feeling very pleased at
their uneggspected holiday, obayed, and
Mr. Lickham, roofully shaking his
liead, returned to his study.

“Things can't go on like this,” he
mermered gravely, as he sat in his ald
ghief’s chair and reflectively sucked an

aeid drop.  “Ab this rate, the old
skool will go to rack and ruin in no
time. Oh, if only Dr. Birchemall

could come back again 1™

Little did Mr, Lickham realise how
soon his wish was going to be fulfilled.
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MI Dr. Birchemall, ex-head-
master of 5t. Sam’s, puffed
and panted and perspired es
he toiled away on the treadmill in the
mﬁ:ﬁ prizzen whare he was now serving

15 sentencea.

It wna a terrible come-down for the
Hoad of a grate collidge to have to
spend six menths turning a treadmill
nod bresking gtones. It was the biggest
blow De, Birchemall had received sincs
the days of hiz youth when he had been
nm_mmm.mum._mm fromi Borstal and sent down
from Oxbridge. *

Work, work, work, from merning till
nite! It was the first time Dr.
m:._n_..__um.nﬁﬁ had ever done any reel work,
and his brane reeled every time he
thonght of it.

Az headmaster of 8t Sam’s he had
been monark of all he survayed. Form
mastors grovvelled and orinjed before
himn, boys coward in his prezzonce, and
even the guvverners treated him with
defference.

But as Convict 89 he was a moeer
huer of wood and drawer of water, or,
rather, a breaker of stones and =a
treador of mills, and Dr. Birchemall
felt the contrast akytely.

Instead of wearing a nice comfortable
suit from lkey Moses' secondhand shop
in Muggleton, he was now forded to
wear o -corse suit marked with broad
arrows. The foather-bed on which he
had passed his tranguil nites at the
old skool war now replaced by a
wooden plenk. Tho terrific foeds in
which he had formerly indvlged wers
now & thing of the past—bread-and-
water was the ordor of the day. To tha
refined and skollerly old peddagog it
2!l soemed like some garstly nitemare.

“Grate pipl If they ‘don’t give me
o rest from this treadmill soon I shall
be o fizzical wreck I" he gasped, as he
Lailed away,

“Put some beef into it, Number 99,
or you'll get a taste of ths ecabter-
ningtales " roarved the harsh voice of
the warder behind him; and Dr.
Iirchemoall, with a groan, redoubled
his efforts.

After working like a Trojen al! the
morning, the ex-headmaster of 8t
Sam’s marched back to his cell to par-
take of a slice of bread and a mug of
waler. Five minnits only was allowed
for this humble meal, after which he
had to turn out with the rest of the
prizzitiors oand breéak stomes in the
guarriea until sunset.

“No slacking, Number 981" yelled
the warder, as Dr. Birchemall started
hitting the stones in a hall harted sort
of way. "Bwing your bhammer over
vour head as tho you meant it!"

The ex-headmaster grasped his sledge-
hamumer and did so, and there was a
wild yell from one of his follow-convicts
as it hit him on the nose with a sicken-

ing thud.
Bier
“Yarcoonoo |

“Hn, ha, ha!" roared the warder.

Dz, Birchemall, with a terrifie effart,
had  another try, wnd this time
snxxeaded in catching the warder him-
self a fearful amack on the forrid.

There was a wild, sggernised well
from the warder, then his fize turned
dethly pail, and he fell to the ground in
o decp ewoon.

“Oh erikey! Now you've done it!™
chuckled a hardened eriminal who was
standing nearby. “It's the catter-
ninotales and an extra twelve months
for yon after this, Number 891"

As he spoke other warders came
racing to the scene, levelling their guns
at Convict 39 as “_...m_mw TAN.

For eggsactly one eccond Dr
Birchema hezzitated. Then  the
thought of what he would have to face
when he got back to the prizzon spurred
him on to action.

“Anything's better than a lifa In
prizzon!"” he shouted; and, to the
astonishment of hias mm_.m_uﬂ.nusiﬂah ha
fAung away hiz hammer and ran for
nmm., life, B g

BT ] oot ngl

The mcwmw_.m rifles _ﬂuﬁnrmh and tha
bullets whistled past the ears of
Convict 93. But not for a minnit did
Dr. Birchemall slacken apeed.

Like champions on the cinder-track,
like unleashed hounds, hke thorough-
breads racing fo win, the warders
hurtled after him. But Dr. Birchemall
had beon o wonderful sprinter in his
Oxbridge days, and some of his old
speed etill survived, for he mannidged
to outdistance his persuers.

From the distance came tho sollum
sound of the prizzon bell, Dr. Birch-
emall shuddered at the thought of the
hoards of perlicemen who would soon be
on his trail.

Yot on, on he went, wading neck-deep
through rushing forrents, sneaking
mg_n_:._ﬁ through dark woods, and run-
ning like the wind across bleak mores,
until at last the secenery began io
remind him of home sgain, and a sound
came to hiz ears that struck a familiap
cord in his hart,

Tinkle, tinkle, tinklel

Could it be? Wes it was! Who
could mistake the chiming of tha old
skool clock at 8t. Bam's? By the
stranjest ossible  coincidence Dr,
Birchemall had arrived back at the old
familiar collidge over which he had
formerly rained |

Like o theef i the nite, he madas
his way to a sewtable part of tho 8kool
wall, and, climbing it with the ajility
of a eat-burglar, mﬁémmﬂ litely inte the
quad. There, in Lthe shadde of the elms,
he rested his weery limbs until dusk fell,
and the lights from the Skool House
glittered in the darkness.

THE EKD.

(There will be another amusing yars
of St Soem’s itn next iweek's MAGKET,
chums., - Nate the title: “DBRATD,
DIRUBEMALL!" and prepars yourself
for a real long laugh.)

Tre MacxET LiBBARY.—Nu. 1,084,



