


                      THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                       Two on the Telephone! 

BOB CHERRY jumped. 
  He was startled. 
  Quelchy was out.  He knew that Quelchy was out, because five pairs of eyes had watched Mr. Quelch’s stately progress down to the gates, and had seen him safely off the premises. 
  Quelchy been out, there was no reason, as far as Harry Wharton & Co.  could see, why a fellow in need of a telephone should not use Quelch’s telephone.  
  Hence Bob’s rather alarming situation at the present moment.  He was standing in his Form master’s study with their receiver in his hand, about to ask for his call.  Already a gentle, feminine voice had come along the wires, saying “Number, please?”
  Before Bob could give his number, there was a sound of footsteps, rather heavy footsteps, in Masters’ passage.  They stopped at the study door
  “Oh, crumbs!” murmured Bob.  
  He had no doubt that Quelchy, after starting, had come back for something.  It was most unfortunate.  Quelchy was not likely to be pleased at finding a member of his form making free with his study and his telephone.  He was likely to be displaced.  There was a cane lying on the study table.  It seemed probable that Robert Cherry was about to make closer acquaintance with that cane.
  But there was no escape for Bob.  Even as he stood there, looking around in alarm towards the door, the door opened.        
  Then Bob gave a gasp of relief.
   It was not Mr. Quelch.
  “Coker!” ejaculated Bob. 
  It was a Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, who strode into the study.  
  “You little sweep—” 
  “You big sweep!” 
  Coker came across the study to the telephone. Evidently, Coker also knew that Quelch was out, and had need of a telephone. 
  “Give me that receiver,” he snapped. 
  “Just going to phone, old bean.” 
  Coker glared. 
  “I’ve told you to give me that receiver.” 
  “Number, please?” came over the wires, in a slightly acidulated tone. 
  Bob Cherry, taking no heed of Coker. approached his mouth to the transmitter.  And
  Coker, at the same moment, approached his hefty right hand to the back of Bob’s collar. 

  

  The young lady at the exchange, listening for the number, received the most extraordinary communication she had ever received since she had taken up her duties at the Courtfield Exchange. 
  “Yarooooooh!”” 
  “What?” gasped the young lady at the exchange. 
  Bob did not answer her.  And and where and and your
  He couldn’t! 
  In Horace Coker’s powerful grasp, he was wrenched away from the instrument, and the receiver was left hanging to its cord. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bob. “You silly ass!” 
  He turned on Coker and grappled with him, boiling with wrath. 
  Both of them had come there to borrow Mr. Quelch’s telephone. Bob had been first, and was obviously entitled to use the instrument first. But that mattered nothing to their lofty Coker. To wait for a Lower Fourth fag was an idea that never entered Horace Coker’s lofty mind at all. He would have scorned the idea, anyhow. Coker, as he often said, had a short way with fags 
  “You cheeky ass!” roared Bob. 
  “Shut up!” snapped Coker. 
  “I’ll jolly well—” 
  “Shut up, I tell you!  You’re wasting my time!” 
  Coker hurled the junior aside. Bob was a very sturdy fellow, but he was not up to the weight of the hefty Fifth-Former. There were fellows in the Sixth who were not up to Coker’s weight. 
  Bob went sprawling on Mr. Quelch’s carpet with a gasp. 
  Leaving him there, Coker turned to the telephone again, and picked up receiver. 
  “Courtfield 200,” he said. 
  Bob Cherry sat up dizzily. 
  He had had a heavy bump on the floor, and he was breathless. But he scrambled up, with the intention of hurling himself at Coker. Coker rather flattered himself on his short way with fags, but with the fags themselves it was not, of course, popular. 
  But on second thoughts, proverbially the better, Bob did not hurl himself at Coker. Scrapping in a master’s study was rather too reckless a proceeding. Coker never thought of 
consequences, but Bob could not help thinking of the view Henry Samuel Quelch would take, if he came back and found his study looking as if a dog-fight had taken place there. It was wiser to deal with Coker outside the study. So Bob restrained his wrath and waited. 
  Coker, unheeding the indignant Removite, was proceeding with his telephoning. Remove fellows were to Horace Coker like the idle wind, which he regarded not. 
  “That Courtfield 200  —Courtfield Garage?” he was saying into the transmitter, while Bob gasped for breath. “Coker speaking from Greyfriars School—Horace Coker!” 
  “Yes, sir.” The answer came very respectfully from the garage. Coker was a good customer at that garage. He had heaps of money to spend, and they helped him to get rid of it. 
  “Send the car at half -past two,” went on Coker. “I want it to run across to Lantham, in time for the football match there. I’m taking some fellows. Send the Rolls.”
   Certainly, sir.” 
  “You will put it down to my account.” 
  “Quite so, sir.” 
  “Half-past two at Greyfriars.” said Coker. 
  “Very good, sir.” 
  Coker put up the receiver, and turned away from the instrument. He fixed a frowning glance on Bob Cherry. 
  “You came here to use your Form master’s telephone?” he demanded. 
  “Yes, ass!” 
  “Well, I can’t allow anything of the kind,” said Coker. “Get out of this study.” 
  Bob blinked at him. As Coker had just used the telephone himself, this was cool, even for Coker. But it was Coker all over. 
  “Why, you—you cheeky idiot—he move a” gasped Bob. 
  “Outside!” said Coker,. 
  “You burbling chump—he move a” 
  “That’s enough.” —
  Coker demonstrated once more his short way with fags. His powerful grasp fell on Bob Cherry, and Bob was jerked to the door. He went struggling wildly, but he went. Coker jerked him out into the passage, still resisting wildly, and dropped him there in a breathless heap. Bob sprawled and spluttered, and Coker of the Fifth walked loftily away and left him to it. 
  Bob sat up. 
  He was rumpled and untidy and breathless, and for some moments he could do nothing but gasp and splutter for breath. And he was in a towering state of wrath. His one thought was—as soon as he got his second wind—to rush after Coker, call his comrades to his aid, and smite Coker hip and thigh. Coker of the Fifth had received many lessons in dealing with the Remove fellows, but evidently he was in need of one more. 
  But again the proverbial superiority of second thoughts caused Bob to change his mind. 
  The wrathful frown on his face changed to a grin. 
  He staggered to his feet: but instead of pursuing Coker of the Fifth he stepped back into Mr. Quelch’s study. There he took up the receiver and called Courtfield 200 
  “Hallo!” came through from Courtfield Garage. 
  “Speaking from Greyfriars,” said Bob, making his voice as deep and gruff as possible, to resemble the dulcet tones of Horace Coker. “About the car just ordered—he move a”
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Don’t send it to the school—stop it at the cross-roads on Courtfield Common, and pick me up there.” 
 “Certainly, sir.” 
  “I’ll be there with my friends by the time the car gets to the cross-roads. Is that clear?” 
  “Quite, sir, thank you.” 
  “Good-bye.” 
  Bob rang off. The man at the garage who had just received Coker’s call had no doubt that Coker had rung a second time to add those further instructions. Bob left the study with a cheerful grin on his face. Coker of the Fifth was likely to wait a long time for that car to pick him up at Greyfriars School. 
                     THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                               Whose Car? 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Roll off, Bunter.” 
  “I’m coming.” 
  “Bow-wow 
  “I know Bob’s gone to phone for a taxi.  ” said Billy Bunter, blinking at the four juniors in the quad through his big spectacles. “Well, if you’re going to have a taxi I’ll come. See?” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. 
  Four members of the famous Co. were waiting in the quad for Bob Cherry to come out of the House. 
  The Famous Five, as well as Coker, intended to get over to Lantham that afternoon, to see the League match there. It was a half-holiday, and there was no game at Greyfriars—no game in which the Remove were concerned, at all events. A Form match between the Fifth and the Shell did not interest the heroes of the Remove. 
  Funds were high among the five for once. That was why they had resolved on the unusual luxury of a taxi to Courtfield Station to catch the express for Lantham.  To call a taxi it was necessary to telephone, for which reason the chums of the Remove had carefully watched Mr. Quelch depart, to patronise his instrument while he was gone. Incidents of this kind no doubt accounted for little difficulties  that sometimes cropped up between Mr. Quelch and the Post Office authorities when the bill came in for telephone calls. Mr. Quelch often told the other masters in Common-room that he knew— positively knew—that he hadn’t had all the calls with which he was charged, and made bitter remarks about Government inefficiency. 
  Billy Bunter was not specially interested in League matches. But he was deeply interested in tea at the Pagoda Tea-shop which was to follow.  Certainly the fat junior would not have walked to the station. But if there was going to be a taxi there was going to be a Bunter. The taxi made it all right for Bunter, and it was, of course, unnecessary to consider anybody else. 
  “But we’re going by train, fatty,” said Frank Nugent. “You’d have to pay your fare to Lantham.” 
  “I think one of my pals might stand me a ticket!” said Bunter, with dignity. 
  “Well, go and ask one of your pals.” suggested Johnny Bull. “If you can find one to stand your fare we’ll give you a lift in our taxi to the station.”
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
 “Better buck up,” said Frank. “Your pals may be hard to find, old fat bean.”
  “Oh, really, Nugent—he move a” 
  “The buck-upfulness is the proper caper,” agreed Hurree1 Jamset Ram Singh. “Procrastination is the cracked pitcher that saves a stitch in time from being a bird in the bush, as the English proverb says.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Inky!” Bunter blinked at the smiling four reproachfully. Evidently they were the pals to whom he had alluded, though they were wilfully blind to the fact.  “I say, you fellows—he move a” 
  “Here’s Bob!” said Nugent, as Bob Cherry came out of the House, looking a little red and rumpled, but very merry and bright. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  You fellows ready?” asked Bob. 
  “The readyfulness is terrific—he move a” 
  The taxi won’t be here yet,” said Harry Wharton. “it’s got to come from Courtfield—that’s three miles or so—” 
  “That’s all right,” said Bob, “leave it to your Uncle Robert! Come on. Like to, Bunter?” 
  Billy Bunter jumped, “Yes, rather!” he gasped. 
  “But what—” asked Wharton, puzzled. “Do you want to walk along and meet the taxi, Bob?” 
  “I’ve washed out the taxi.” 
  “What for, ass? Want to walk to Courtfield?” 
  “There’s a car,” explained Bob. “I’m borrowing a friend’s car for the whole run, instead of taking the train from Courtfield. 
  “My only hat!” 
  “Whose car?” gasped Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, a Fifth Form man’s,” said Bob carelessly. “He asked for it—in fact, begged for it—so I’m not saying no. Come on—no time to lose, the car will be waiting at the cross-roads in ten minutes.” 
  “Why couldn’t it come to the school?” asked Frank. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Lots of reasons! Come on.” 
  “A car all the way?” ejaculated Bunter. “Why, it costs pounds for a car to Lantham and back.” 
  “Money’s no object with my friend in the Fifth. Come on.” 
  “What-ho!” chuckled Bunter. 
  Bob Cherry led the way down to the gates. His friends followed him in a rather perplexed mood. They had felt that they were rather “going it” in calling a taxi for Courtfield. A car all the way to Lantham, and all the way back, was a luxury that fell to the lot of only wealthy fellows—such as Coker of the Fifth. Still, if there was a good thing going they were quite ready to make the most of it. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, Newland!” bawled Bob. “Like a trip to Lantham to see the League match? We’re having a car.” 
  “What-ho!” answered Monty Newland promptly. 
  “Toddy! Hallo, hallo, hello, Toddy! Join up, old man—car to Lantham for the football match.” 
  “I’m on!” said Peter Todd. 
  Eight juniors turned out of the gates and walked along the Courtfield road. It was a cold day, but dry and bright, and they were in great spirits. Joy- rides rather appealed to them. 
  “Somebody left you fellows a fortune?” asked Peter Todd. “Or have you won a car in a raffle?” 
  “Neither,” answered Bob cheerily—” a Fifth Form man is standing this car!” 
  “What on earth for?” 
  “For us.” 
  “Fathead! I mean whyt” 
  “The whyfulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I thinkfully opine that it is some sort of esteemed jape.” 
  “Right on the wicket, Inky,” said Bob, with a chuckle.  “But if we get the car!  What’s the odds, so long as you’re ‘appy!” 
  A somewhat puzzled but very cheery party of juniors arrived at the cross-roads on Courtfield Common. A large and handsome Rolls was already standing there, with the chauffeur waiting beside it. He glanced at the party of Greyfriars men and touched his cap as they came up to the car. 
  “From Courtfield Garage?” asked Bob. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Then this is the car Coker ordered?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Coker is unable to come, but the car goes all the same.” explained Bob. “We’re his friends.” 
  “Very good, sir.” 
  “I say, you fellows, there won’t be room for the lot of us in and that car,” said Billy Bunter. “Somebody had better stop behind” 
  “Good idea!” agreed Bob. “You stop behind, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “That will leave seven—” 
  “Beast! I’m coming!” 
  And Bunter bolted headlong into the car to make sue that if anyone was left behind, it wasn’t William George Bunter. 
 “Pack in, you men,’ said Bob. “I’ll sit in front with the driver, as I’m the biggest.” 
 “You mean you’ve got the biggest feet?” asked Johnny Bull. “There wouldn’t be room for both of them in the car that’s a cert!”	
  “Look here, you ass—” 
  “Tumble in,” said Harry Wharton, “the sooner we’re off the better. It’s a longer way by car than by train. We don’t vant to be late for the match.” 
  The juniors packed themselves in, Bob taking the front seat, and the well-laden car glided away for Lantham. 
  Bob Cherry smiled cheerily, as the car ate up the miles, and the keen wind from the sea blew into his ruddy face. Coker of the Fifth had a short way with fags. One fag, at least, was demonstrating that he had a short way with Coker of the Fifth. Coker, in Bob’s opinion, had asked for this—in fact, begged for it. There was, so far as Bob could see, no reason why Coker of the Fifth should not get what he begged for. And the thought of Horace Coker waiting at Greyfriars for the car that was eating up the miles to Lantham made Bob smile, with a smile that looked as if it would and not come off. 
                          THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                Three for the Train! 
“TIME it was here!” remarked Potter of the Fifth. 
  “Quite!” observed Greene. Both of them looked at Horace Coker. 
  Coker of the Fifth, stretched at ease in the big armchair in his study, with his long legs extended their full length and his hands in his pockets, did not stir. Coker was feeling comfortable, and disinclined to stir. 
  Potter and Greene thought it was a good idea to walk down to the gates for the car. Not so Coker. 
  “It’s al home l right, you men. ” said Coker carelessly. 
  “But—he move a” said Coker. 
  “I tell you it’s all right,” said Coker testily. ‘I’ve tipped a fag of the Second to come and tell me when the car gets here.”
 “Well, it’s rather late,” said Potter. 
  Coker glanced at his watch. 
  “It’s a bit late.” he admitted. “But they always send me a good car, and it covers the ground all right.  I’ll tell the chauffeur to let her out.” 
  “There’ll a rotten crowd at the ground,” remarked Greene. “We don’t want to get rotten places by being late.” 
  “We shan’t be late.” 
  “But—he move a” 
  “Leave it to me,” said Coker. “I’m managing this! You fellows needn’t worry. All you have to do is to leave things to me. and they’re bound to come right. See ?“ 
 Potter and Greene did not “see.” But they felt that they had to leave it to Coker.  Coker was standing the car too—he move ait was always Coker who did those magnificent and expensive things. Still, if that expensive car got them to Lantham too late to see the football match, it would be rather a pity. But they knew from old that it was futile to argue with Coker. The car was late—and the minutes were passing. But Coker was talking—and when Coker was talking, he hardly heeded the passage of time. When Coker was talking—which was frequently—the minutes seemed to fly—to Coker. To his hearers, on the other hand, they seemed to drag along their weary length like wounded snakes. It was a difference in the point of view. Coker had a letter in his hand—a letter from his celebrated Aunt Judith. He was telling his chums about it. 
  Potter and Greene were politely interested, with perhaps more politeness than interest. 
  Certainly, Coker’s Aunt Judy was a valuable possession. It was from Aunt Judy that these ripping hampers came for Horace, which he whacked out so generously with his friends. It was chiefly from Aunt Judy that the big remittances came, which made Coker a fellow worth knowing. 
Had that letter from old Miss Coker dealt with a hamper, or a remittance, of course, Potter and Greene would have been glad to hear all about it. But it dealt with a matter in which they had no concern, and only as much interest as politeness forced from them. Two Fifth Form men at Greyfriars really couldn’t be expected to worry because an innocent old lady had taken into her employment a secretary who had turned out to be a doubtful character, and who had disappeared suddenly, several articles of value disappearing at the same time. 
  Coker, on the other hand, was deeply concerned. 
  Coker was fond of his Aunt Judy as he had every reason to be.  Aunt Judy almost worshipped Horace, which, as far as Horace could see, was very right and proper, and quite natural. Aunt Judy regarded him as the handsomest, cleverest and finest fellow that had ever honoured the earth by walking on it. Coker regarded Aunt Judy as a lady of very good judgment indeed. 
  Coker had told his study mates all about it—many times, They had expressed sympathy, and had expected the matter to drop. 
  It did not drop. 
  It became a constant topic with Coker, and Potter and Greene, at times almost wept with boredom when he told them about it all over again. 
  Even Coker’s lavish spreads in the study hardly compensated them for hearing, over and over again, about that rascal Buzzard, and how he had diddled Miss Coker, and how Coker would have dealt with him had he been on the spot. 
  Coker was “at it again,” as his chums expressed it. Another letter from Aunt Judy had told him that nothing had been heard of that wicked man she had trusted, and who had robbed her. Coker went into the matter, wide and large, as he sat in the armchair, waiting for the car to arrive. Potter and Greene felt that they would almost house rather have walked all the way to Lantham. 
The awful rogue, you know,” said Coker. “I saw him in my home the hols—did I mention that I saw that man Buzzard in the holidays?”
   “You did!” said Potter; adding under his breath;“About a million times.” 
  “A measly little beast!” said Coker. “Horrid ugly little man with a long nose—longer than yours, Potter—he move a” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Quite as ugly, and longer,” said Coker. “Eyes of a greenish colour. I knew he was a rogue when I first saw him.” 
  “Why didn’t you warn your aunt about him, then?” asked Potter viciously. 
  Coker did not reply for a moment. He was quite assured that he had known that the long-nosed, green-eyed little man was a rogue, at first sight. Still, it certainly hadn’t occurred to him to give Aunt Judy the tip. Indeed, he had never given the man Buzzard a thought at all, till he heard that he had disappeared from Coker Lodge, taking some portable property with him. 
But Coker was not going to admit that, even to himself. Coker was convinced, or at least determined to believe, that his eagle eye had spotted the rogue at the first 
glance. 
  “Yes, why didn’t you, Coker?” asked Greene.
   “The worst of consulting you fellows is that you make such a lot of carping remarks, instead of talking sense!” said Coker.  “As I said, I knew the man was a rogue—and what happened afterwards proved it. If only it had happened in the holidays, I’d have put my finger on him fast enough. The police haven’t found him.  I’d have found him.” 
  Potter closed one eye at Greene. 
  “I should have picked up a clue to him, or something.” explained Coker.  “Depend on it, he wouldn’t have got clear away, if I’d been there. 1 told Aunt Judy so in my letter to her.  She agrees! A very intelligent old soul, my Aunt Judy.” 
  “I say, that car’s jolly late!” said Greene restively. ____ 
  “That’s  all right!” 
  “But it’s turned three.  ” said Greene “We shall never get to Lantham in time for the kickoff, if we wait any longer.” 
  Coker seemed impressed at this. Even Coker’s powerful brain could realise that it was of little use to drive over to Lantham to see something that was no longer to be seen. 
  He rose from the armchair, and dropped, at last, the subject of Aunt Judy and that bad man Buzzard. 
  “Get a move on, you men!” said Coker. “Let’s walk along to meet the car. It’s certainly late. We’ll meet it on the road. Let’s buck up. Look here, get going! No good slacking about the study!”
  That was just like Coker. Potter and Greene had long been anxious to get a move on, and go to meet the expected car to save time. But Coker assumed, as a matter of course, that he was the only fellow with any “go” in him, and that he had to buck other fellows up. 
  Coker strode out of the study, Potter and Greene following him, with inimical looks at the back of Coker’s head. 
They put on their hats and coats and left the house, hoping to find the car at the gates. But it was not there—and the Second Form fag whom Coker had tipped to report its arrival had seen nothing of it. Coker was quite puzzled. Generally they treated him with great distinction at Courtfield Garage. At that garage Coker ran up bills that his Aunt Judy paid without a qualm; and as Coker was loftily careless in such matters as accounts, and as Aunt Judy was a lady with a touching faith in human nature, the bills were not always strictly accurate, and Miss Coker sometimes paid for drives that Horace had never had. 
  Naturally, such a customer as Coker was valuable, and bad to be treated carefully, and as a rule they were very careful not to offend Coker. Now they seemed to be treating him with neglect. 
  “We’ll walk along and meet the car.” said Coker. “I can’t understand this! I told them plainly, on the phone, half-past two! There couldn’t be a mistake. If they’ve let me down, I shall tell them what I think of them, and give my order at another garage. But I can’t understand anybody letting me down. It’s disrespectful! I’m not the fellow to be treated with disrespect, I think.” 
  Coker said this, and a lot more, as the three Fifth-Formers walked along the road towards Courtfeld Common. Potter and Greene said very little.  They were growing cross. They wanted to see that game at Lantham; and they were rather sorry they hadn’t taken the train. A joy-ride was attractive, even with Coker in the car. But a train journey had its compensations, as they could have got away from Coker. Now it looked as if the joy-ride wasn’t coming off; in which case they would have the train journey and Coker along with it! It was enough to make any fellow cross. 
  There was no sign of the car on the road, and the town came in sight at last. Coker was more and more puzzled, and Potter and Greene more and more cross. 
 “They can’t have sent the car at all!” grunted Potter. 
  “But I told them to!” said the puzzled Coker. 
  “Well, where is it?” 
  “It’s no good asking me where it is,” said Coker. “But they must have seat it, or else disobeyed my instructions. That seems hardly possible.” 
  Evidently Horace Coker regarded himself as one having authority, who said “Do this,’ and he doeth it!” 
  “Well, I don’t see the car!” almost snarled Greene. Taken a wrong road, if they sent it at all—or something! We’re walked to Courtfield now. If we’d started earlier, we could have got the bus.” 
  “We’ll go on to the garage, and see about it,” said Coker. “It’s not far past the station.” 
  Potter looked at his watch. 
  “We’ve just time to catch the train if we buck up,” he said. “Let’s go by train,” 
 “Rot!” said Coker. 
  “A car takes twice the time—it would land us at Lantham when the match was nearly over.” snapped Potter.  “We’re nearly at the station now—let’s take the train.” 
  “Let’s!” urged Greene. 
  Coker looked at his watch. He was quite keen to walk on to the garage to tell them what he thought of them. Still, there was the League match at Lantham to be considered. But Coker was not the man to accept suggestions, or acknowledge them, from a mere follower. 
  “Leave this to me!” he said. “I’m managing this.  There won’t be time for this car now. We’ll take the train.” 
  “That’s what I said—he move a” began Potter. 
  “For goodness’ sake, don’t argue, Potter! You’re always arguing and wasting time!” said Coker snappishly. 
  “Look here—” 
  “We’ll cut out the car and take the train.  ” said Coker, just as if it was his own idea. ‘Don’t talk—just move! If you slack about like this, wagging your chins, we shall lose the train, too. Get a move on!” 
  Coker marched off towards the railway station. Potter and Greene suppressed their feelings, and followed him. What had happened to the car they could not imagine; but they had no doubt that Coker had mucked up the arrangement somehow. That was Coker all over! 
  They were just in time to catch the Lantham express.  Coker took three tickets—first-class—which was a slight consolation to his friends for his company in the train. They rushed across the platform and leaped in, just before the express started. 
  “Caught it,” said Coker, as he settled down in a corner seat. “Lucky for you men I was with you. You’d have lost it. You fellows never can catch trains, can you?” 
  No reply. 
  “Leave it to me to manage.  ” said Coker cheerfully. “Some fellows are born to command. you know—born leaders!” I happen to be one of them. I don’t brag of it—it just happens.” 
  “I think—he move a“ began Potter in a deep voice. 
  “Don’t you think, old bean—leave the thinking to me.” said Coker. “It’s not in your line, old chap. Now, I was telling you in the study before we started—he move a ”
  Potter and Greene groaned simultaneously. They were going to have the Buzzard story over again, they could see that. They were tired to death of Aunt Judy’s vanished secretary. They roared—they could not help it. RealIy, it would have been better to have taken their own tickets, and dodged Coker for the afternoon.  Coker glared at them. 
  “What’s the matter?” he asked. 
  “Oh, nothing!” groaned Potter. 
  “Nothing, old cbap” said Greene dispiritedly. 
 “Well, I know you’re interested in this matter, aso friends of mine,” said Coker. “That’s the best of having really good pals—a fellow can talk about things freely, knowing his pals are interested. As I was saying—he move a”
   “Prout gave you lines this morning, didn’t he?  ” asked Potter. 
  Any subject, Potter felt, was welcome for a change. Coker was bound to talk; there was no help for that. But if he didn’t put on a fresh record Potter felt that he would scream soon. So he skilfully switched Coker off. The way Prout, the master of the Fifth, treated Coker, that glory and ornament of his Form, was a sore subject with Horace. He fell blindly into the trap. 
  “Yes,” he said. “He made out that there was something wrong with my construe. I don’t claim to be a whale on the classics, you men; but I’ve an idea I could teach Prout Latin. I’ve never had tine to bag prizes and things; but if I went in for that sort of thing I’ve often thought that I should make some fellows open their eyes—some masters, too. Prout was quite wrong this morning. He generally is. I came jolly near shying Livy at his head, I can tell you!” 
  And Coker, once on that topic, ran on, and kept to the subject of Mr. Prout till the train ran into Lantham; for which relief his faithful chums were thankful.

                 THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
             The League Match at Lantham! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo! Here we are!” 
  The Rolls halted, and Bob Cherry jumped down. The chauffeur opened the door of the car, and it disgorged its contents. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at Lantham in ample time for the football match. Coker’s car had come in very useful. 
  “We’re going round to the Pagoda for tea, after the match.” remarked Johnny Bull. “The car can wait. there.” 
  “That’s right!” agreed Bob; and he gave the necessary instructions to the chauffeur, who drove away in the Rolls. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “But, I say, I’ve got an idea——” 
  “Take it away and boil it.” 
  “I say, you fellows, what about having a snack at the Pagoda before the match? ” urged Bunter. “I’m hungry.” 
  “Are you ever anything else?” grinned Peter Todd. 
  “Beast! I say, you fellows, it doesn’t matter if we miss the first half, you know.  ” said Bunter. “Let’s go to the Pagoda, I say, you fellows, don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you! Beasts!” 
  The fellows did walk away, and Bunter, with a discontented grunt, rolled after them. Bunter’s suggestion seemed, to his fat self, an eminently sensible one; but it did not seem popular among the other fellows. They pushed into the football ground, and Bunter pushed in after them, his fat thoughts following the car to the Pagoda. 
  “The Greyfriars party got good places, in plenty of time for the kick-off. They settled down comfortably. 
  “Jolly good of Coker to lend us that car—what?” Bob Cherry remarked. 
  “Coker?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes. He lent us the car.” 
  “Did he know he lent it to us?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “I fancy not! He will know that later.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bob Cherry explained the little episode in Quelch’s study. His chums chuckled as they listened. 
  “You see, Coker asked for it.” said Bob. “He wouldn’t let me use a. Form master’s telephone to phone for a taxi.  Of course, I should have phoned, all the same; but it occurred to me to use Coker’s car, instead. He likes to have his own way, so I let him “ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “There’ll be a row when we see Coker again!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “The rowfulness will be terrific!” 
  “Probably!” agreed Bob. “But we can give Coker all the trouble he wants, and a little over.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “It may even be a. lesson to him, and warn him not to meddle with the Remove.” remarked Bob. “Like his cheek to use our Form-master’s telephone, anyhow! Prout’s got a phone in his study; and a Fifth Form men ought to use that!” 
  “Prout hadn’t gone out!” said Wharton, with a laugh. “You can’t do these things when a master’s at home.” 
  “The bagfulness of the car is a. proper punishment for the cheekfulness of the esteemed Coker!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the worthy Coker will be terrifically infuriated.” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Dry up, Bunter!” 
  “Here they come!” said Monty Newland; and conversation ceased among the juniors, and they watched the footballers. 
  It was quite a good match, between Lantham Ramblers and a. junior League team, and the Greyfriars men were keenly interested, being keen footballers themselves, with the exception of Bunter. 
  Bunter was bored. Why any fellow should sit watching a football match when he might be sitting in a bun-shop enjoying a spread, was a mystery to William George Bunter—a mystery that his fat brain was never likely to solve. 
  Twice during the first half Bunter proposed an adjournment to the Pagoda; and his proposition was not even listened to. When the interval came Bunter grew more emphatic. 
  “I say, you fellows,” he urged, “I’m hungry!” What’s the good of stopping here watching these duds They don’t play footer like I do, anyhow.” 
  “They don’t!” agreed Bob Cherry. 
  “The don’tfulness is terrific!” 
  “Well, what about cutting out the second half, and going along to the Pagoda?” asked Bunter.
  “Jolly good idca—what? Look here. I’m going to stand a spread all round! You fellows have stood me a drive, and I’m going to stand the spread.  That’s only fair.” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  “I mean it.” said Bunter. “I shall have to ask one of you fellows to lend me a quid, as, coming away in a hurry, I left my purse in the study. But you won’t mind that.” 
  “You left your purse in the study?” asked Bob. 
  “Yes, old chap.” 
  “Did you leave anything in the purse?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Beast!” 
  Heedless of the famished state of William George Bunter, the Greyfriars party remained for the second half. 
  Bob Cherry looked over the crowd several times, to see whether Coker & Co. had arrived. As Coker had—in a way, at least—asked for it, Bob had felt fully justified in borrowing his car. But he charitably hoped that Coker & Co. had got along by some other means of locomotion. 
  Just before the second half started he discerned two Fifth-Formers of Greyfriars coming in. 
  “There’s Potter and Greene!” he remarked. 
The juniors looked round. Potter and Greene were at a distance, but they could see that the two looked rather disgruntled and that Horace Coker was not with them. Apparently they had plied Coker somewhere on the way to the football ground. 
  “Where’s Coker, I wonder?” remarked Wharton. 
  “Still looking for that car, perhaps?” suggested Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And then the ball was kicked off again, and the Greyfriars fellows forgot all about Coker of the Fifth. 
                         
                      THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                     A Surprising Recognition! 
 
AND where was Coker? 
  Thereby hangs a tale! 
  The express came into Lantham in ample time for 
Coker & Co. to get across to the football ground. That was what Coker & Co. expected to do. But it was the unexpected that happened. 
  Coker happily switched off the topic of that bad man Buzzard and his purloining of portable property at Coker Lodge, and talked on the subject of Prout during the journey; and was still talking when the three Fifth-Formers alighted from the train. 
  Prout was, in fact, one of Coker’s favourite topics. 
Coker had many misunderstandings with his Form master. Prout had no idea what a prize-packet he had in Coker in the Fifth. He never dreamed that he was, so to speak, entertaining an angel unawares. 
  So far from realising or acknowledging what a credit to the Form Coker was. Prout persisted in regarding him as a dunce, a duffer, and the most backward fellow in the Fifth.    Every man in the Fifth agreed that Prout’s opinion was well founded, except Coker. Coker did not agree. 
  Many times Coker had come near to losing patience with Prout. Many times he had been tempted to shy Livy at his head. Fortunately, he had resisted these temptations. 
  But he often told Potter and Greene that there was a limit, and that he doubted whether he could stand Prout much longer. What was going to happen when the time arrived when he could no longer stand Prout, Coker did not explain. 
  “That man Prout—” Coker was saying, as he stepped from the train after Potter and Greene, 
  Then he jumped. 
  He stopped talking! 
  Something had suddenly struck Coker with surprise—indeed, amazement. He left off talking; and that in itself was so unusual that both Potter end Greene looked round at him. 
  They saw Coker standing as if rooted to the platform, staring across it in blank astonishment. 
  Astonished themselves, they followed his gaze. 
  On the other side of the platform was the local line, where slow trains started for small places. Half a dozen passengers were loitering about, waiting for the local, which was to carry them on to Friardale or Woodend, or some such village. 
  Among these passengers was a little man dressed in black, with a long sharp nose that was like a beak, and greenish eyes. 
  Upon this unpleasant-looklng gentleman Coker’s gaze was fixed. He stood rooted, his mouth open in astonishment. 
  Potter touched him on the arm. 
  “What on earth’s up?” he demanded. 
  “Come on, Coker!” said Greene. 
  Coker did not come on. He stood and stared and gasped. 
  “It’s him!”
  “Him! Who?” asked Potter. 
  “That villain!”
  “What villain?” asked the amazed Potter. 
  “You remember my telling you about that man Buzzard —he move a” 
  Potter groaned. 
  “The man who swindled my Aunt Judy—” 
  “We shall be late, after all!” said Greene. “Come on, Coker!” 
  “Shut up, Greene!” 
 “But, I say—he move a” urged Potter. 
  Really, he was not feeling equal to listening to any more about that man Buzzard, with only a few minutes left to get to the football ground. 
  “It’s him!” exclaimed Coker, with great excitement and reckless disregard of grammar. “It’s him!” 
  “Who’s him?” gasped Potter. 
  “That beaky little beast across the platform!” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  

  Potter and Greene stared across at the little man in black again. The long-nosed gentleman was holding up the line, in expectation of seeing the train come in, and did not for the moment observe the group of Greyfriars seniors. 
  “Mean to say that that’s the man Buzzard?” asked Potter blankly. 
  “That’s him.” 
  “But are you sure?” 
  To ask Coker whether he was sure of anything was something like waving a red rag under the nose of a bull.   He snorted. 
 “You silly ass—he move a” 
  “Well, you’ve only seen the man once or twice, and it was a long time ago,’ said Potter. “I hardly think—he move a” 
  “You don’t think at all!” corrected Coker. “Don’t try. It will make your head ache! I know that man as well as I know Soccer.” 
  That, to Potter and Greene, was a confession that Coker did not know the man at all. But Coker did not mean it that way. 
  “It’s him,” said Coker, still regardless of grammar. “I know his beaky nose—rather like yours, Potter, as I told you—he move a” 
  “Look here—” 
  “And his green eyes.” said Coker. “I know the rotter! Fancy running into him like this!” 
  “Fancy!” murmured Greene. “Well, let’s get off, Coker   We shall be late for the football match at this rate!”   
  “Blow the football match!” snorted Coker. 
  “But we came here to see the game,” said Greene plaintively. 
  Snort! from Coker. 
  “Do you think I’m going to let that blighter get away, now I’ve got my eyes on him, for the sake of a silly football match?” he exclaimed “Don’t be an ass, Greene !” 
 “Well, what are you going to do?  ” demanded Greene sulkily. 
  He was not by any means convinced that the little man in black really was Miss Judith Coker’s runaway secretary —and he didn’t care, anyhow. 
  “I’m going to collar him and hand him over to the police!” announced Coker. “You fellows can lend a hand.” 
  “We shall miss the footer!”
  “Blow the footer!” 
  “Look here, Coker, if you’re making a mistake—” said Potter uneasily. 
  The bare idea of collaring some harmless member of the public and accusing him of being somebody he wasn’t made Potter feel cold all over. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter!” 
  “But—he move a” urged Greene. 
  “Don’t be a fool, Greene!” 
  “Look here—he move a” 
  “Come on!” hooted Coker. 
  And he strode across the platform with mighty strides and eager eyes. 
  Potter and Greene followed more slowly. 
  The little man in black had observed them now. His greenish eyes turned on them, carelessly at first, and then became fixed in a startled stare on Horace Coker’s rugged, excited face. 
  He jumped, just as Coker had jumped on seeing him.   Evidently he recognised Coker. 
  The next moment he had his back to the Greyfriars men, and was racing along the platform to the exit. 
  Potter and Greene stared after him, dumbfounded. 
  They had not supposed that Coker was right; it was so highly improbable that Coker would be right, on that subject or any other. But the action of the man in black left no doubt. 
  He was fleeing with the fleetness of a deer, winding and dodging among startled passengers like a man running for his life. The sight of Coker had done it. Evidently the man was Buzzar. 
  “After him!” roared Coker. 
  He rushed in furious pursuit. After him, in dazed astonishment, went Potter and Greene. 
  Horace Coker prided himself on being a man of action, master of any situation that might arise—one of those strong, silent characters who are equal to any emergency. But, like many of those characters, ho expended too much time and energy in the exercise of his chin. Had Coker, immediately on recognising Buzzard, darted across the platform and seized him, the man in black would have had no chance—not an earthly. Now he had a chance—and a good one. 
  There was a crowd on the platform at Lantham, and the little man wound among them with the agility of a monkey. Coker charged after him like a bull. 
  Coker hurled a passenger to the right and a passenger to the left as he charged along the platform. It was no time, Coker felt, to stand on ceremony. Anybody in the way had to be shifted out of the way in the shortest possible time. A roar of angry indignation followed Coker along Lantham platform. 
  He did not heed it. He rushed on, regardless. 
  A porter with a trolley of baggage pushed across his way. He did not see Coker coming, and Coker was going at too terrific a speed to stop. He establisbed contact with a pile of bags and boxes and trunks on the trolly suddenly. 
  Crash!  Crash!  Bump!  Clump! Bang! Crash! 
Baggage and trolley and Coker were wildly mixed Potter and Greene, coming on fast behind, added themselves to the wreckage. 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Potter, as he sprawled headlong over Coker. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Greene, as he sprawled over Potter. 
  “Ow! Ow! Wow! Grooogh!” gurgled Coker, as they sprawled on him. “Ow! Gerroff ! Whooop! Ooooooch!” 
  “Look ‘ere!” roared the Lantham porter. 
  Coker & Co. struggled up. Baggage surrounded them like a sea, and the porter was waving his hand wildly as he expressed his opinion of Coker at the top of his voice. 
  “Come on!” spluttered Coker. 
 “Oh dear!” 
  “Look ‘ere—he move a” shrieked the porter. 
  Coker trampled over the baggage and rushed on. Potter and Greene tottered after him. But the delay had saved the fugitive. The little man in black had vanished from the station. 
  “Which way did he go?” roared Coker, grabbing a startled ticket collector borrowing. 
  “Ow!” gasped the man, as his bones almost crunched in Coker’s powerful grip. “Ow!”
  “Which way—he move a” 
  “Leggo! Leggo my arm!”
  “Which—” 
  “Help!” 
  Coker relinquished his victim and rushed on. He charged out of the station into Lantham High Street, Potter and Greene gasping at his heels. Up and down and round about Coker glared in search of the little man in black, but he did not see him. 
  “Come on!” gasped Coker. “He can’t have got far!  Follow me! We’ve got to get him!” 
  Potter and Greene, resigning themselves to their fate, followed Coker. For a long time they hunted up and dawn the High Street and the streets adjoining. Coker was eager on the chase, but Potter and Greene, every moment that it lasted, grew more and more fed up. A brilliant idea occurred to Potter at last. 
  “Coker, old man,” he gasped. “let’s separate, and search in different directions—what? Meet again at the Pagoda at half-past five.” 
  “Right!” said Coker, for once adopting a suggestion without delaying to make it clear that the idea was his own. “Buck up!” 
  Coker vanished round a corner, and Potter caught Greene by the arm. 
  “Come on!” he said. “This way to the football ground!” 
  Greene chuckled breathlessly. 
  “We’ve got time to see the second half,” smiled Potter. “We’ll meet Coker at the Pagoda afterwards for tea. I think we’ve earned our tea.” 
  “Yes, rather!” grinned Greene.       
  And the two Fifth-Formers walked away to the football ground, where they arrived in time for the second half. 
  Coker continued to search up and down the purlieus of Lantham for the elusive man in black. He had the impression that his faithful chums were similarly engaged. But Coker often had impressions that were quite without foundation. 
                  THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
                        Painful for Prout! 
“PROUT’S got ‘em 
  Blundell of the Fifth made that remark. 
  His chum, Bland, nodded his assent. 
  All the Fifth Form of Greyfriars knew that day that Mr. Prout, the portly and ponderous master of the Fifth, had “got ‘em, ” as Blundell elegantly expressed it. 
  His ragging Coker in class was no proof of it. He generally ragged Coker in class. But that morning he had ragged nearly all the Fifth. 
  Prout’s temper had been very short indeed. The least hint of contradiction always annoyed Prout, but that day it seemed to infuriate him. When Coker argued, Prout had really looked like boxing Coker’s ears—an unheard-of proceeding, short of which Prout fortunately stopped. 
  Something, the Fifth opined, was worrying Prout; perhaps the rheumatism, a hardy annual that haunted Prout in the autumn. Whatever it was, it made the Greyfriars Fifth tired. 
  At the present moment Bundell and Bland were walking in the quad, lofty and majestic as became seniors, great men at games, and first-class “Bloods.” Lesser mortals they passed by, like the idle wind which they regarded not. Secretly they regarded Prout himself as a lesser mortal—but this opinion it was necessary to keep secret.    
  Prout, generally genial, full of chat, passed the two men of the Fifth without a word or a glance. He did not seem to see them. 
    Blundell and his friend were naturally glad, so far as that went. Being stopped in the quad by Prout for one of his chatty talks was a thing that Fifth Form men had to endure, but which they did not delight in. 
  But it was unusual and surprising for Prout to pass them by in this manner, just as if they—the great ones of the Fifth—were lesser mortals themselves. 
  They stared after him, and Blundell remarked that Prout had “got ‘em.” The expression on his fat, florid face was clouded and worried. 
  “He’s got ‘em!” agreed Bland. “Coker’s enough to worry any Form master into a decline.” 
  “It’s not only Coker.” said Blundell sagely. “It’s something more than Coker! I’d ask him what’s the trouble, only —”
  “Only?” asked Bland. 
  “Only he might tell me,” said Blundell gloomily. “You know what Prout is when he begins. He never leaves off. Let’s beat it before he spots us and chats.” 
  And the two great men of the Fifth changed the direction of their walk to give their Form master a wide berth. 
  But they need not have feared. Prout was not in his usual chatty mood. He did not even see the two Fifth-Formers in the quad at all. He walked with a frowning. brow, and his eyes on the ground.  He walked like a man buried in deep and painful thought, as no doubt he was. 
  He paced to and fro, occasionally glancing up at the clock-tower. At last he gave a sigh and went into the House.  
  By force of habit his steps led him to Masters’ Common-room. One master was in that room—Mr. Hacker of the Shell—reading a newspaper, Hacker doggedly buried himself deep in that newspaper, determined not to see Prout if he could help it. 
  To his surprise, Prout did not speak. Hacker was left undisturbed to the enjoyment of his newspaper. 
Prout drifted round the Common-room, stopped at a window, lighted one of his big black cigars, and let it go out. Then he drifted out of the room again. 
  He went down Master’s passage to his study. Mr Quelch, who had just come in, was coming up the passage from the opposite direction. 
  Taking advantage of the fact that Prout’s eyes were on the floor, Mr. Quelch quickly side-stepped into his study and closed the door softly. Safe in the room, he breathed like a man who had had a narrow escape. There was only one member of the Greyfriars staff who enjoyed Prout’s long, long chats. That was Prout. 
  Prout turned into his own study, closed the door, and stood at the window looking out. 
  He sighed. 
  The master of the Fifth, usually so impressive, portly, and majestic, had quite a crumpled look. 
  “It is scandalous,” he said, addressing, apparently the old elm in the quad. “Scandalous!” 
  He took a turn across the study. He stopped again, staring at a bust of Demosthenes on his bookcase. 
  “Scandalous!” repeated Mr. Prout, apparently addressing Demosthenes. 
  Demosthenes took no notice. 
  Prout sighed again, looked at his watch, sorted out his hat and coat, and left the House. 
  With a slow and stateIy motion like a galleon under full sail, Mr. Trout rolled down to the gates. 
  Gosling, at the gate, touched his hat. “A very fine afternoon, sir!” said the Greyfriars porter, thus giving Prout an opening for a chat if he liked. 
  Prout only looked at him gloomily. 
  “For the time of year, sir!”   added Gosling. 
  “Scandalous!”  said Mr. Prout. 
   Gosling blinked. 
   Mr. Prout walked out of gates leaving Gosling staring after him blankly. Prout’s remark had been made in connection with his own gloomy thoughts, and he was   hardly conscious of Gosling. 
  The Fifth Form master walked down Friardale Lane. 
  Dark and gloomy was his brow, and several times his eyes flashed and he took a grip on his stick and flourished it in the air. 
  “I am not to be imposed upon!” said Mr.  Prout to space. “I shall refuse to be imposed upon! Scoundrel!”
  At the stile on the footpath in Friardale Wood, Mr. Prout stopped and sat on the top bar to rest. There had been a time when Prout had been a great hunter, a mighty hill-climber, an active walker—at least, so he often told Common-room. But that time was past, and at present Mr. Prout could not walk half a mile without feeling a shortness of wind. So the rest on the stile was welcome to him. 
  Prout fumbled in his pocket and took out a letter, which had a well-thumbed look, and had evidently been read over several times. Now Prout read it over again, and his brow blackened as he read. 

                                                            Biter’s Buildings, 
                                                                 London, E.C. 2. 
Sir, 
Referring to the matter of Mr. Eustace Prout, and our conversation on the telephone, our Mr. Tighe will see you to discuss the matter. 
  We fully appreciate your view that you have no responsibility whatever for the actions of this gentleman, your nephew. 
  Nevertheless, we feel assured that you would prefer the matter to be discussed in an amicable way, and all possibility of scandal avoided.  This, we cannot help thinking, would be very painful to a gentleman in your position. 
  As it is desirable, for obvious reasons, that the interview should not take place at the school, our Mr. Tighe will see you at the place mentioned, at four-thirty on Wednesday afternoon. 
                                         We are, sir, 
                                                    Yours faithfully, 
                                                                  Sharp & Co. 

  “Scoundrels!” said Mr. Prout, addressing the trees of Friardale Wood. “Leeches!” 
  He folded the letter and replaced it in his pocket. 
  He descended from the stile and followed the footpath. Late in the autumn as it was, it was a warm afternoon, and the portly master of the Fifth was warm, perspiring, and fatigued. He had a considerable amount of weight to carry, and he felt it severely after the first mile. 
  But he had an appointment to keep at a distance from Greyfriars, and he plugged onward. He emerged at last on the towing path on the bank of the Sark, and followed it till he came to the old stone bridge. 
  The half-hour chimed from somewhere in the distance as Mr. Prout mounted the bridge. 
  He stopped there, glanced about him, and breathed hard and deep. There was no one in sight. 
  “Rascal!” said Mr. Prout, 
  Our Mr. Tighe, evidently, was not punctual in keeping his appointment. Mr. Prout took off his hat, wiped his perspiring brow, and replaced his hat. Then he stared angrily in the direction of the village of Friardale from which it appeared that he expected Mr. Tighe to arrive. 
  But there was no sign of Mr. Tighe, or anyone else, on the road from Friardale to the bridge over the Sark. 
  Mr. Prout snorted. 
  He sat down at last on one of the stone seats on the old bridge to wait. The minutes ticked by. 
  At five o’clock Mr. Prout rose to his feet, purple with anger and annoyance, and scanned the road. One or two rural labourers had passed him, but no one who could possibly have been Mr. Tighe, from Sharp & Co. of Biter’s Buildings, E.C.2. 
  “Scandalous!” said Mr. Prout. “I will wait no longer! The rogue has not even the manners to keep an appointment! I refuse to wait for him!” 
But having made that remark Mr. Prout sat down again to wait. Once more he took out Messrs. Sharp & Co.’s letter, read it through, and replaced it in his pocket. Once more he lighted a big black cigar, allowed it to go out, and threw it over the parapet into the Sark. Half an hour later he rose to his feet again, bristling with indignation. Still our Mr. Tighe did not put in an appearance. 
  “I will not wait!” hissed Prout. 
  But he sat down again and waited. 
  The early dusk was creeping over the woods and the river. The afternoon had been warm, but it was growing chilly now. Mr. Prout drew his coat more closely about him. The dusk deepened to darkness. 
  He started up at last at the sound of a footstep. A little man dressed in black, with a long, prominent nose and a greenish gleam in his narrow, closely-set eyes, came on the bridge, looking round him with a curious, cat-like furtiveness. He spotted the portly Form master and came towards him, peering at him in the shadows. 
  “Mr. Prout?” he asked. 
  “That is my name, sir!” boomed Prout. 
  “I am glad to see you here, sir.” 
  “Are you Mr. Tighe?” 
  “I am.” 
  “From Sharp & Co., who first had the impudence to telephone me, and then the audacity to write me a letter?  ” 
  “My dear sir—he move a” 
  “Understand, sir—he move a” boomed Mr. Prout. Then his booming voice died away under the cold glitter of the greenish eyes: 
  “I am sorry to have kept you waiting, sir,” said the man in black: “Very truly sorry! Owing to an accident, I lost my train when 1 changed at Lantham for the local line, and I have been very much delayed. I can only apologise.” 
  “It is immaterial,” rumbled Prout. “ But I desire you and your employers plainly to understand—” 
  “Perhaps, sir, it would be wise to retire to a less conspicuous spot, to discuss, the matter.” suggested Mr. Tighe. 
  “There is nothing to discuss!” said Mr. Prout. “I am not responsible for my nephew, as you are very well aware. Good gad! I have hardly seen him for years! I utterly disclaim any responsibility.” 
  “Perfectly so.” assented Mr. Tighe; and if you decline to discuss the matter I have only to return to London and allow the law to take its course. From your consenting to meet me here, however, we presumed that you desired an accommodation. 
  Mr. Prout stared at him. Prout was a majestic man, accustomed to ruling the roost in Common-room at Greyfriars, accustomed to reducing his Form to silence with  glance. But his majestic stare had no effect whatever upon Mr. Tighe. He did not seem in the slightest degree disconcerted by it. In fact it was Mr. Prout’s glance that faltered under the steady stare of the greenish eyes. It was a contest between dignity and impudence; and impudence won the day. 
  “As we are here we may, perhaps, discuss the matter,” said Mr. Prout weakly. “I warn you, however, that I am not to be imposed upon.” 
  “There were footsteps on the bridge, and a man with a hoe on his shoulder passed in the dusk and glanced at the two in passing. His footsteps died away towards Friardale. 
  “No doubt you will see the wisdom of retiring to a more secluded spot for our little discussion.” suggested Mr. Tighe. 
  Mr. Prout opened his mouth and closed it again. He gave a curt nod of assent, and followed the green-eyed man from the bridge. 
                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                      Coker Finds His Car! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. came out of Lanthan Football Ground in the midst of a streaming crowd. The match was over, and it had been a good game, and the Greyfriars fellows had enjoyed watching it; and now they were ready for tea to wind up a jolly afternoon. After which there would be a rapid run home in the borrowed car, and the lights of Greyfriars through the autumn dusk. In a cheery crowd they marched along the High Street of Lantham towards the bunshop that was called the Pagoda, where they had Chinese decorations and lantern effects, and an orchestra, and were very up to date for a country town. Better still, they had good tuck at the Pagoda, as Bunter knew; and through that football match, from the kick-off till the final whistle, Bunter’s thoughts had dwelt on the tuck at the Pagoda. Now at last that beastly match was over, and Bunter was heading towards the things that really mattered; and, hungry as he was, he smiled. 
  Outside the Pagoda a handsome Rolls waited, with a stolid, patient chauffeur in attendance. It was Coker’s car and Coker’ chauffeur, annexed for the afternoon by Bob Cherry. As Coker was to be charged four shillings an hour for waiting, the driver did not mind how long he waited. The juniors smiled cheerily as they saw the car standing in readiness; it was quite pleasant to think of the rush home by country lanes in a rapid car after tea. There was no doubt that Coker of the Fifth, with all his faults, had his uses. 
  The merry party marched into the bunshop, engaged a table, and sat down to tea in a crowd. Bunter, as usual, was a “passenger”; wherever Bunter was, it was an understood thing that he did not stand his whack. But the other fellows combined resources for a handsome spread; and when it came to dealing with the good things, Bunter did more than his whack—he move amuch more. But there was plenty to go round, and Bunter was given his head.          
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly. 
  He was looking towards the door, and the juniors followed his glance. Potter and Greene, of the Greyfriars Fifth, had come in. 
  They stood within the bunshop, looking round them, evidently in search of someone. 
  It was easy to guess who that someone was. It could only be Coker. 
  “Oh, my hat!”said Nugent. “They’ve dropped Coker somewhere, but they’ve fixed it to meet him here.” 
  “Looks like it,” said Harry. 
  “If Coker’s coming here—” 
  “Let him come!” said Bob cheerily. “Coker can’t kick up a row here—even Coker! He would be chucked out.” 
  “I mean, if he sees the car outside he will know it’s his car—he move a-” 
  “Oh scissors!” 
  Potter and Greone spotted the crowd of juniors at their table in an alcove, and came over towards them. 
  “You kids seen anything of Coker?” asked Potter. 
  “Us what?” asked Wharton politely. 
  Potter breathed hard. 
  “You fellows.” he said. “We’re looking for Coker! He was to meet us here after the football match. Seen him?” 
  “We haven’t had that pleasure.” 
  “He’s not been here?” asked Greene. 
  “Not that we know of.” 
  “The silly owl!” said Potter to Greene. “He’s still hunting for that green-eyed merchant, I suppose. Look here, we can’t hang on here waiting for him. Goodness knows how long he may be!” 
  “I can tell you how long Coker will be, Potter!” said Bob. 
  Potter stared at him. 
  “Eh? How long will he be, then?” 
  “About six feet two, when he’s done growing.” 
  “You silly young ass!” growled Potter, while the juniors chortled; and he turned to Greene again. “Look here, we can’t wait about.” 
  “What about having tea?” 
 “Coker was going to stand the tea.” grunted Potter. “I suppose the silly ass has forgotten that, playing the giddy ox. May expect us to wait two or three hours for him.” 
  “Let’s have another look for the silly owl!” 
  “Come on!” growled Potter. 
  The two Fifth-Formers made their way to the door again, and went outside to look around for Coker. 
  They were feeling impatient and irritated. There was no objection, of course, to Coker rooting through Lantham Highways and byways for the long-nosed man, so long as Potter and Greene were watching the football match. That was all right! But when the match was over, and Potter and Greene ready for tea, it was time for Horace to give up playing the giddy ox, and come down to business. 
  “Hallo, here he is!” exclaimed Potter, in relief. 
Coker had arrived; but he was not coming into the tea-shop. He was standing on the pavement, staring at the car and the waiting chauffeur. 
  Even the man in black—whom he had failed to find after his long search— faded from Coker’s mind, as he saw the Courtfield car and the Courtfield chauffeur standing there. 
  He knew that car: it was the only Rolls in the Courtfield Garage, and it was the ear for which Coker had stipulated on the telephone. 
  Why it had not turned up for him at Greyfriars, Coker did not yet know; and he was amazed to discover it standing outside the tea-shop in Lantham, when he came along to th Pagoda for Potter and Greene. 
  Wrath gathered on Coker’s rugged brow. 
  His expression was like that of Roderic Dhu, when dark lightning flashed from Roderic’s eye. 
  “My hat!” Coker was saying, when Potter and Greene appeared. “My only hat! The cheek of it! Cheek! My hat !” 
  “Hallo, Coker, old man!” said Potter genially. “Here we are—just arrived. Did you find that Johnny?” 
  “No! Look at that car!” 
  “Eh!” Potter looked. “What about the car?” 
  “It’s my car!”
  “Eh!”
  “By Jove!” said Coker. 
  He strode towards the waiting chauffeur, who touched his cap respectfully. He had often driven Coker, and was net unmindful of liberal tips. When Coker was joy-riding, he exuded half-crowns. He was quite pained to see this valued patron of the garage looking so annoyed and angry.
  “Look here, Jones!” said Coker sulphurously. 
  “Yes, sir!”   “That’s the car I ordered this afternoon. 
  “Quite, sir.” 
  “You leave me in the lurch, and take on another job, what?” said Coker. “Well, it’s the last job you’ll have from me. You can tell them that at the garage! Tell them to send in my account, and I’ll never have another car from your place, see?” 
  The chauffeur looked astonished, as well he might. 
  “But, sir—he move a” 
  “That’s enough!” said Coker. “I engaged that car, and waited for it— and took the train because it didn’t arrive. I supposed you’d had some accident! I find you on another job! Not the sort of thing I’m going to stand, my man!”
  “But-but I ain’t on another job, sir!” gasped Jones. “I’m on your job, Mr. Coker.” 
  “My job!” ejaculated Coker. 
  “Yes—I brought your friends to Lantham, and I’m waiting for them now.” 
  “Mum-mum-my friends!” stuttered Coker. 
  “Yes, sir; eight young gentlemen of Greyfriars —” 
  “Eight young gentlemen of Greyfriars!” repeated Coker, like a parrot. 
  “My hat!” ejaculated Potter. “Those young rascals in the tea-shop— there’s eight in that gang!” 
  “I don’t understand this!” said Coker. “Mean to say that some other gang bagged my car?” He glared at the chauffeur. “Didn’t I telephone  to you to send the car to the school at halfpast two?” 
  “Yes, sir; but you telephoned again to tell us to let it wait at the crossroads.” 
  “I didn’t!” roared Coker. 
  “Didn’t you, sir!” gasped the chauffeur. 
  “Certainly not.” 
  “Well, someone did, from the school.” said Jones. “He rang up immediately after you, sir, and they thought it was you, in the office.” 
  “Great pip!”gasped Coker. 
  “And those young gentlemen came along, at the cross-roads, and mentioned that you couldn’t come, sir.” 
  “Oh!” stuttered Coker. 
  “And took the car, sir.” said Jones. 
  “As they came from Greyfriars, I supposed they were your friends—in fact, they said so.” 
  “My hat!” “Wait here for met I’m going into 
  “I drove them to the football ground, sir, and now I’m  waiting to take them back to the school.”
   “Oh, gad!”  gasped Coker. He was beginning to understand.  “That young villain, Cherry—he was there—he heard me phone for the car—he must have!  Oh,my hat! They’ve had my car!” The young scoundrels ! Where are they now?”
  “In the tea-shop, sir; I’m waiting for them!”
  Coker made a stride towards the Pagoda, and Potter promptly caught him by the arm.
  “Hold on, old chap!”
  “I’ll smash them!”
  “But I say—he move a”
  “I’ll pulverise them!” 
  “Yes; but—” 
  “I’ll spiflicate them!” 
  “Not here!” gasped Potter. ‘You can’t kick up a row here, Coker! And— and there’s a whole mob of them! Leave it till you get back.” 
  “They’ll keep, old chap!” urged Greene. 
  The prospect of a battle-royal in the Pagoda was quite dismaying to Potter and Greene. Fortunately, Coker, justly indignant as he was, realised that the smashing, pulverizing, and spiflicating of the juniors would be more appropriate at Greyfriars than in the Lantham tea-shop. He checked his stride, and consented to listen to reason. 
He turned to Jones again. 
  “Look here, you’re an ass!” he said. “You ought to have known that a crew of fags were no friends of mine!” 
  “Being Greyfriars boys, sir—” 
  “Rubbish! You’re a fathead!” said Coker.  “Still, as you were taken in, we’ll let it pass!” Mind, though, this is my car; and you’re to wait here for me, and it those young cads come back for the car, tell them off. You’re not to let them use the car again.  Understand that?”
  “Quite, sir!” said Jones.
  “Wait here for me!  I’m going in to tea!  Wait for me, and mind you don’t be a silly idiot again.  Understand?”
  “Come one, you men!” said Coker, turning to the tea shop again.  “I’m hungry.  I never found that man.  He dodged off somehow.  Did you anything of him?”
  “No!” said Potter, without adding that it would have been rather difficult to see anything of him?”
  “No!” said Potter, without adding that it would have been rather difficult to see anything of the elusive man in black, while he was watching the football match.
  “Did you look?” grunted Coker.
  “We kept our eyes open all the time.” said Greene, which was the exact truth.  “we watched every minute.”
  It was unnecessary to add that it was a football match he had been watching. 
  “Well, I never expected much of you,” said Coker. “You were bound to let him slip through your fingers, of course.” 
  “He seems to have slipped through yours!” remarked Potter. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter! Let’s go and get some grub—I’m hungry.” 
  Potter and Greene were hungry, too, and they gladly followed Coker into the Pagoda in search of grub. 
  Coker cast a glare across the tea-shop in the direction of the juniors’ table. But he contented himself with glaring, and sat down to tea. During that meal, he told Potter and Greene how he had searched up and down Lantham for the long-nosed man, and made some sarcastic remarks on the way Potter and Greene had allowed the man to slip through their fingers.  But the tea was lavish and good; and it compensated for Coker’s conversation. Coker stood the tea, and Potter and Green stood Coker, which was fair all round. 
                  THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                        Ways and Means! 

“I SAY you fellows—” 
   “Get a move on, Bunter!” 
    “But I’m not finished—” 
  “Yes, you are. 
  “I’m not!” hooted Bunter. 
  “Your mistake!” said Bob Cherry, as he rose from the table. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—he move a” 
  “Dry up, Bunter!” said Wharton. 
  There was a thoughtful expression on Bob Cherry’s face, and it was reflected on other faces in the party. 
  The advent of Horace Coker had rather a disturbing effect on the chums of the Remove. 
  Coker himself, of course, did not matter. Had Coker been so ill-advised as to have started ructions in the teashop, the Famous Five were quite prepared to strew Coker all over the Pagoda. It was the car that mattered. Coker’s arrival put rather a different complexion on that matter. It was practically certain that Coker must have spotted his car outside the Pagoda; in which case it was doubtful whether the Rolls would be available to take the cheery party home to Greyfriars. 
  In the happy belief that they were going home by car, the chums of the Remove had rather spread themselves on that tea. It was not often that they tea’d at the Pagoda, and it was an expensive place, and all sorts of excellent things were to be had—if paid for. The juniors had had them and enjoyed them. The bill was rather an extensive one. It left little over for further expenses in the way of railway fares. 
  So the question of the car was rather a burning question. It brought thoughtful expressions to many faces. 
The bill was settled, and the juniors moved off, Bunter bringing up the rear with a discontented expression on his fat face. Bunter had not finished tea—he had had only enough for three or four fellows as yet. But Bunter had had to stop. Naturally, he did not feel satisfied. 
  Outside, the car was still waiting. 
  But there was a rather sly grin on the face of Jones, the chauffeur, as the juniors came across the pavement, which warned them what they had to expect. 
  “We’re ready now,” said Bob, rather dubiously. 
    Jones’ grin became more pronounced. 
  “Indeed; sir” he said. 
  “Yes; start up.” 
  Jones made no movement to start up.  “I’m waiting for Mr. Coker.” he explained. 
  “I say, you fellows, this is our car!” said Billy Bunter. “What the thump does he mean? Coker can’t have our car!” 
  “It is Mr. Coker’s car, sir” said the chauffeur, grinning. “I’m waiting for Mr. Coker now. Nothing doing, young gentlemen!” 
  “Sold again!” remarked Peter Todd. 
  “The soIdfulness is terrific.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the chauffeur, and the chauffeur looked at Harry Wharton & Co. 
  Evidently there was nothing doing. 
  Coker had found his car, and reclaimed it, and that was the end of it. Nothing short of hurling the chauffeur into the road and seizing the Rolls would have placed the Removites in possession of it. And that was not a practical proposition. 
  The juniors moved away, leaving Jones still grinning. Jones seemed to derive some amusement from the situation. To the juniors, stranded nearly ten miles from school, it was not amusing. 
  “Well, what’s going to be done?” asked Nugent. 
  “We are!” said Bob ruefully. 
  “I say, you fellows—he move a” 
  “For goodness’ sake shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Shan’t! How are we going to get back?” demanded Bunter. “You’ve brought me here, wasted my time looking at a silly football match, and hooked me away before I’ve finished tea. Well, I’ve got to get back to school. It’s up to you fellows. And, I say—he move a” 
  “Shut up!” roared Bob. 
  “We shall have to get back by railway.” said Monty Newland. 
  “That’s so I But—” 
  “Look here, you fellows told me it going to be a car!” exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly. “Now you talk about railways! If that’s what you call treating a fellow decently I can tell you I don t agree. Letting a fellow 
down—he move a” 
  “Kill him, somebody!” said Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—he move a” 
  “It’s the railway or nothing.” said Harry Wharton. “Let’s see how the exchequer stands.” 
  “I’m not going back by railway!” stated Bunter. “You fellows offered to stand a car—he move a” 
  “Will you dry up?” 
  “No, I won’t! Anyhow, if we take the train, you’ll have to stand a taxi at the other end and I insist on that.” 
  “We’re not taking the train yet,” said Bob Cherry grimly. “It’s a question whether we can raise the fares.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Bunter relapsed into speechless indignation. 
  “It’s rather a muck-up,” said Bob. “Of course, a fellow couldn’t foresee that idiot Coker turning up like that.” 
  “Of course not,” agreed Wharton. 
  “Well, if he came to Lantham for the football match, he was pretty certain to tea at the Pagoda afterwards,” remarked Peter Todd. “A fellow might really have thought of it.” 
  “Well, you didn’t!” said Bob curtly. “All serene, old man—I’m not grousing,” said Toddy. “Everybody’s wise after the event.  The question is, what are we going to do?” 
  “I say, you fellows—”
   “Kick him!” 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  There was a careful turning out ot pockets and counting of change. But the spread in   the Pagoda had left a very narrow margin. 
  
  
Among the Famous Five there were some coppers and sixpences. Bunter, of course, was in his usual stony state. Peter Todd was down to twopence. Monty Newland was a wealthy fellow; but he did not carry his wealth in his trousers pockets. His “whack “ in the Pagoda bill had left him a few shillings. 
  “I say, you fellows, we’ve got to get back!” wailed Bunter. 
  “Cheese it!”
  “We shall be late for call-over, at this rate.” 
  “Do you want another kick?” 
  “Beast!” 
  The juniors made anxious calculations over the sum, when it was pooled, and considered railway fares. The adding together of the shillings, the sixpences, and the coppers did not produce a sufficient sum to carry eight fellows home by railway. 
  “It’s up to Bob!” growled Bunter. “He was idiot enough to bag Coker’s car, and fathead enough to let Coker bag it back again. It’s up to him.” 
 “You fat, grousing oyster—he move a” 
  “Well, what I say is this— Yaroooooh!” Another kick changed the current of Bunter’s remarks. 
  “Look here,” said Harry Wharton, after anxious calculation. “We can manage it. There’s enough to take three tickets as far as Friardale, and five as far as Redclyffe. I’ve worked that out, and at leaves a penny over.” 
  “I can use that in an automatic machine,” said Bunter.  “Ow!  If you don’t stop kicking me, Cherry, you beast—he move a  ” 
“That means that five of us will be jolly late for call-over, if we have to walk from Redclyffe.” said Nugent. “But it can’t be helped. That idiot Coker was bound to butt in, and spoil the whole thing.” 
  “Let’s all go as far as Redclyffe and walk the rest.” suggested Monty Newland. “Sink or swim together.’ 
  “I’m not going to walk from Redclyffe!” howled Bunter. “Why, it’s over three miles!” 
  “Will you dry up, you fat worm?” demanded Peter Todd. 
  “No, I won’t. Besides, walking from Redclyffe means getting in late, and that means a licking from Quelchy. If you fellows think you’re going to land me a licking from Quelchy—” 
  “Three fellows can go all the way.” said Harry. “No need for the whole lot to bag trouble. It’s up to us, you men.” 
 “That’s so,” agreed Johnny Bull. 
 “Well, if I go all the way, that’s all right!” announced Bunter. “You fellows can do what you like. But what about a taxi at the other end?” 
  “Kick him!”
  “Yow-ow-ow!” 
  The juniors started for the station. 
  There, eight tickets were taken; three for Friardale, which were handed to Toddy, Newland, and Bunter, and five for Redclyffe, which were retained by the Famous Five. As it was a member of tha famous Co. who had landed the party in the scrape, it was up to the Co. to take the consequences, and the objections of Toddy and Newland were overruled. As for Bunter, he did not make any objections. Tho Owl of the Remove was concerned only about his fat and important self, and the real trouble, according to Bunter, was that he wasn’t going to have a taxi at the other end. 
  The Removites boarded the train, and it whizzed away, to the accompaniment of grousing from William George Bunter. 
  At Redclyffe, the Famous Five descended.  And Harry Wharton & Co., as cheerfully as they could, walked out of Redclyffe Station and started the long walk to Greyfriars. 
  “It was rather a frost, after all.” remarked Bob Cherry, as the five juniors left Redclyffe behind, and started the long tramp by country lanes, where the October dusk was already falling. 
  “The frostfulnes was terrific.” 
  “Fancy that idiot Coker diddling us at the finish!” said Bob. “Nobody could have foreseen that’ 
  “Nobody!” agreed Wharton. 
  “After all, we’ve had a joy-ride, and we did dish Coker, and we’ve seen the League match, and had a jolly good tea!” said Bob. “A walk won’t hurt us, and if Quelch gives us lines, well— we’ve had lines before, and lived to tell the tale!” 
  “Right as rain.” said Nugent. 
  “It’s all in the day’s work.” said Bob. “What’s the odds, so long as you’re ‘appy?  ”
   Nevertheless, it was with thoughtful faces that the Famous Five tramped on through the thickening dusk. They were going to be late for calling-over, very late, and they knew that there would be a painful interview with Mr. Quelch at the end of a long walk. Quelch was not likely to sympathise with fellows who had thoughtlessly landed themselves ten miles from home without their railway fares in their pockets, and certainly they could not explain to a Form master that they had counted on bagging a Fifth Form man’s car for the joy-ride home. It had been a jolly afternoon, but after the feast came the reckoning. 
                   THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                             Unexpected! 
“THERE’S tho jolly old bridge!” said Bob Cherry.   
  “Another mile!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “More!” said Nugent. 
  Ahead of the five tramping juniors, a glimmer through the gloom showed where the Sark flowed. They could not see the bridge in the darkness, but they knew where it was.  It was a welcome landmark, on the long walk back to Greyfriars, but it told them that there was still more than a mile to be traversed.
  “That idiot Coker!” growled Bob. 
  “Coker’s not the only idiot at Greyfriars!” remarked Johnny Bull; a remark which indicated that Johnny was tired. 
  “Well, if he hadn’t butted into Quelch’s study when I was phoning, this wouldn’t have happened. If he hadn’t had the cheek to sling me out of the study, I shouldn’t have thought of dishing him over the car!” 
  “Never mind the ‘ifs.’ Let’s get on.” 
  “Look here, Johnny, if you’re going to grouse—” 
  “Who’s grousing?” 
  “You are!” said Bob tartly. 
  “My esteemed chums,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “the grousefulness will not catch you any fish. Let us preserve our benignant and delightful equanimity.” 
  “I’m not grousing.” said Johnny Bull. “I merely remarked that Coker wasn’t the only idiot at Greyfriars. And he isn’t. There’s another.” 
  “Thinking of yourself?” asked Bob. 
  “Look here, you ass——” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “We’re all getting a bit fagged” he said, “In for a penny, in for a pound. We shall be frightfully late, anyhow, and we may as well take a rest.”
  Wharton’s eye was on Nugent. Frank was the least athletic member of the Famous Co., and though he walked on in silence, and never dreamed of grousing, he was tired. 
  “I’m all right, old chap,” said Frank, who sometimes had a way of jumping to a fellow’s thoughts. “I can keep it up.” 
  “Well, I’m tired.” said Harry. “Let’s take ten minutes’ rest before we tackle the last mile.” 
  “Let’s.” agreed Bob. 
  “The restfulness is the proper caper.” assented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed and ludicrous Quelch will be infuriated, in any case, and the in for a penny is also in for the poundfulness” 
  “Here you are!” said Harry, coming to a halt. “Sit down.” 
  Timber had been cut in the woodland along the road leading from the bridge on the Sark, and a number of felled trunks lay in the grass beside the lane, ready for removal. The juniors left the road, and sat down in a row on the trunk of a felled beech that had been cleared of most of its branches. 
  It was a welcome rest, after more than two miles by an uphill road. The evening was fine and calm, though the dusk was now so thick that the juniors could hardly see one another’s faces as they sat. 
  A country labourer passed on the road, went on in the direction of the bridge, and disappeared over it towards Friardale. Deep silence followed the last echo of his footfall. It was a lonely road after dark. 
  “We shall be jolly late!” remarked Johnny Bull, breaking the silence. 
  “What cannot be cured must go longest to the well, as the English proverb says!” oberved Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh. 
  The juniors chuckled over the English proverb. 
  “Ten minute more or less won’t make any difference.” said Harry Wharton. “Quelch will be waxy, anyhow.” 
  “The waxfulness will be—” 
  “Terrific and preposterous!” chuckled Bob. 
  Then there was silence again, as the juniors rested their weary limbs. From tha direction of the bridge came the sound of footsteps. Lonely as that lane was after dark, there were apparently some more passengers on it on this especial evening. 
  In the darkness the juniors could not see who was passing, and they were not interested. But the footsteps came to a stop, and a voice was heard, a voice that made them jump. It was a voice they knew, the rich, fruity voice of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars. It was impossible to mistake that voice. That voice was as distinctive of Mr. Prout as his circumference and his majestic manners. 
  “I have no more time to waste, Mr. Tighe! You have already wasted more than enough of my time.” 
  “I have already apologised for being late at this appointment, Mr. Prout,” answered a thin, squeaky voice. “I have told you that an accident occurred when I changed trains at Lantham, causing me a very considerable delay in arriving here—he move a” 
  “Enough, sir!” Now you are here, let us waste no more time. I am expected back at the school, sir!” 
  “Quite so.  But—he move a”
  “I repeat, that you have wasted more than enough of my time.” rapped Mr. P.rout. “If you have anything to say to me, say it, and be done.” 
“This quiet spot is more suitable for our discussion, sir, than the bridgee,’ said the squeaky voice. “You do not, I presume, desire anyone who might pass to observe us together?” 
  “Certainly not!” boomed Mr. Prout. “I should certainly be most perturbed, Mr. Tighe, if anyone at Greyfriars should learn that I had made, and kept, an appointment with a man of your character.” 
 “Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry Wharton, under his breath. 
In the darkness, among the felled trunks, the juniors blinked at one another. Mr. Prout was not ten feet from them, though they could not see him or his companion. 
The position was rather an awkward one, and the chums of the Remove hardly knew what to do. 
  Their first thought was to make their presence known, but after Mr. Prout’s remark, that was obviously a very awkward matter. 
  “There is no reason for anyone at the school to know anything, Mr. Prout.” went on the squeaky voice. “For that reason I did not come to Greyfriars to see you but made the appointment to meet on the bridge.” 
  “An appointment you failed to keep!” snorted Prout. 
  “I have already explained’ 
  “Enough, sir! Come to business, though, in truth, you have no business with me. None whatever, sir! Your asking for an appointment was an act of impudence—sheer impudence, sir! You are very well aware that I have no responsibility— no responsibility whatever—for anything that my nephew, Captain Eustace Prout, may have done!” 
  “Quite so, sir. But—he move a” 
  “And it would have been better, sir, for you to call, if you persisted in seeing me, at the school. No remark would have been likely to have been made; it would have been supposed that you had called on some business matter, if you had been noticed at all. ” 
  “I did not desire to call at Greyfriars, Mr. Prout. I have my own reasons” said the other coldly. 
  “Remark is likely to be excited, sir, by my meeting you at a place distant from the school if we should happen to be observed!” rapped Mr. Prout. “It would be commented upon—discussed.” 
  “For your own sake, sir—he move a” 
  “Nonsense! I should have preferred this interview, if it had to taka place at all, to take place in my study!” boomed Mr. Prout. “In fact, as it is now so late, owing to your failure to keep the appointment you insisted upon making, I suggest that the matter be left over till to-morrow, and that you call openly at the school like an honest man!” 
  “I refuse absolutely to call at the school, Mr. Prout!” 
  “And why?  ”
  “I have my reasons, into which I need not enter. Neither will I consent to postpone this interview.” 
  “Sir, if you venture to dictate to me—he move a” 
  “Let us discuss the matter calmly, Mr. Prout. You have, as you say, no legal responsibility for your nephew Eustace. Say the word, and I will leave you this instant and return to London. And to-rnorrow ”—there was a venomous tone in the squeaky voice— to-morrow the law will take its course, and your nephew will be placed in prison!” 
                  THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                            Blackmail! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. sat as still as if turned to stone on the felled beech in the gloom. They had not exchanged a whisper, hardly a look, but the same idea was in every mind. They must not listen to what was said at this strange, mysterious interview between a Greyfriars master and the unknown man from London: but, above all, they must not let Mr. Prout know, or even suspect, that they had been on the spot and heard a word. 
  To get away undiscovered, unseen, was difficult; they were not likely to be recognised in the darkness if they stirred, but they could not move away without making sound enough to betray their presence. Mr. Prout and Tighe had stopped by the roadside, a few feet off the road, close by the felled timber that lay in the grass. To get away unseen, the juniors had to stumble through the sprawling trunks for some distance, and they knew they would be heard. 
  But it was possible, at least, to keep it from Mr. Prout that they were Greyfriars fellows. He need not know that. 
  It was not fear of consequences, fear of the anger of the Fifth Form master that concerned them. It was a feeling of concern for “poor old Prout,” as they mentally termed him. 
  Prout was so majestic, so self-important, so inflated with his own consequence that a humiliation in the eyes of Lower boys would hit him very hard indeed. He was, in his own eyes, a tremendous personage, yet here he was practically being bullied by some little beast with a squeaky voice. There was some shabby family secret—something that, if it was known, would clothe Prout with shame and humiliation as with a garment. 
  Certainly his feelings were likely to be bitter towards any fellow who got wind of it even by accident. And a Form master whose feelings were bitter was able to make himself very unpleasant.  The chums of the Remove did not want to bear the brunt of an indignant, humiliated  man’s anger and dislike. Still, that was not the chief 
reason why the five juniors desired to fade away from the spot as quietly and quickly as possible. They were not like Bunter, who would have rejoiced in bearing details of an affair that did not concern him. It would have been pie to Billy Bunter, but Harry Wharton & Co. were made of different stuff. 
 Had Wharton been alone, he would have risen at once from the trunk and got away as quietly as he could. Each of the others, doubtless, would have done the same—alone. But there were five of them, and they could not compare notes without speaking, and Prout was near enough to hear the lowest whisper. They could not even see one another’s faces clearly in the gloom as they peered at each other. It was difficult for the five to know one another’s thoughts or to act in concert, though they were all feeling the same on the subject—feeling that they had heard too much, and did not want to hear any more. 
  There was a silence after Tighe had uttered the word “prison” that seemed long, though probably it lasted only a few moments. 
  In the silence the juniors could hear Mr. Prout’s stertorous breathing. 
  Harry Wharton rose from the log as quietly as he could, hoping that his comrades would catch on to his intention and follow his example. 
  But as he moved his foot knocked against a loose billet of wood, and there was a sound, and he stopped again. 
  Prout’s startled voice was heard at once; 
  “What is that? I heard—” 
  “Nothing,” said Tighe coldly. ‘A rabbit, perhaps. We are quite alone here, Prout.” 
  “If someone should have heard your words—your impudent, insolent, infamous words!”- 
  Mr. Prout’s voice tremblcd, 
  “There is no one to hear. Let us come to business, Mr. Prout. We are losing time. I have to return to London to-night, and trains do not run late from this district.” 
  Again Mr. Prout’s stertorous breathing was heard. 
  “Do you desire me to return to London, and let the law take its course, Mr. Prout?” demanded Tighë. “It is for you to decide. I have already admitted that you have no legal responsibility for what Eustace Prout has done. Leave him to his fate, if you so desire.” 
  “He is my nephew!” muttered Mr. Prout. 
  “It will not be the first ex-officer who has gone to the bad with a crash!” said Tighe cynically. “What is your answer?’’ 
  “I am not responsible, as you admit. How dare you come to me, or, indeed, inform me of that matter at all! You cannot hope to extort money from me!” 
  “It is not a question of that. If you choose to pay the debt, Captain Prout stands clear. But it is entirely a matter of choice with you.” 
  “I am not in a position to pay debts incurred by reckless young men!” snapped Mr. Prout. 
  “Your position is well known to my firm!” said Tighe dryly. 
  “Doubtless you have inquired—spied—and—he move a” 
  “We generally obtain the information we desire; neither is it difficult to learn of the circumstances of a master at such a school as Greyfriars.” said Tighe. “We are quite assured that you can pay the five hundred pounds if you wish.
  There was a gasp. 
  “Five hundred pounds!” 
  “That is the sum.” 
  “Rascal!” boomed Mr. Prout.  “Your firm of screwing, rascally, unscrupulous moneylenders gave fifty pounds to Eustace Prout, on your own showing!” 
  “Quite correct!”  
  “According to your statement, Captain Prout gave you a cheque for sixty pounds, post-dated, to cover principal and interest. That cheque is all that you have a right to recover.” 
  “Precisely’—he move ahad Captain Prout signed his own name to the cheque.” answered Tighe coolly. “In an absentminded moment, doubtless, he signed another man’s name.” 
  “You dare—he move a” 
 “Keep cool, Mr. Prout! In plain language, Eustace Prout gave us a forged cheque!” 
  “Which you knew at the time you took it from him, I have no doubt!” hissed Mr. Prout. 
  “What we knew is immaterial. A cheque of that nature is sometimes a more valuable document than a straight- forward one. That cheque is now in our possession, and is a saleable article. The price of it is five hundred pounds!” 
  “This,” gasped Mr. Prout, “is blackmail!” 
  “Not in the least. We offer you an article for sale, and you are at liberty to accept or refuse it.” said Tighe. 
  “And if I refuse—he move a” 
  “The matter goes before the courts. It is for you to decide whether you will allow your nephew to go to prison.” 
  “If he has committed a crime, yes! A thousand times yes! Do you imagine for one moment that I am a man to shield the guilty from their just deserts?” boomed Mr. Prout. 
  “No doubt! It is also for you to decide what will be the outcome for you personally—” 
  “What do you mean?” 
  “Whether, ” said the squeaky voice, “your position as a Form master at a school like Greyfriare will be affected— whether your name shall appear in all the papers in connection with a sordid crime—he move a” 
  “My relationship with the young rascal need not transpire—there is no reason why it should—he move a” 
  “I think it probable that it will transpire! I think you may take it as assured, Mr. Prout, that everyone who reads the report of the trial will know that Eustace Prout’s uncle is a Form-master at Greyfriars.” 
  “That is a threat!” 
  “Why waste words!” interrupted Tighe impatiently.” “You know as well as I do that you could never hold up your head at Greyfriars again, among your colleagues, even if the headmaster did not ask you to resign—as most likely would.” 
  There was deep silence. 
  Wharton had not moved again, and his companions remained still and silent. From their pity for Mr. Prout they would not risk letting him know that anyone had heard all this. 
  “This is blackmail!” repeated Mr. Prout in a trembling voice. “You are taking advantage of my position at the school, of the fact that a Public school master’s reputation must be spotless, to extort money from me.” 
  “Is that your answer?” 
  “I will redeem the paper given you by my nephew—I will pay you the sixty pounds to which it entitles you—though in my own opinion a moneylender is entitled to nothing.” 
  “I have stated the price of that specimen of your nephew’s handwriting!” jeered Tighe. “Take it or leave it.” 
  “Scoundrel!” 
  “Really, Mr. Prout—he move a”  
  “Rascal!” 
  “When you are finished—he move a” 
  “I have a great mind,” gasped Mr. Prout, “to take you by the collar, sir, and lay my stick about you, sir, and break every bone in your body, sir.” 
  “Probably! But that is quite beside the point. Are you a buyer of that document, or not?” 
  Another silence. 
  “Rogue!” said Mr. Prout at last. “I do not even know whether you are speaking the truth—whether such a document is in actual existence. Do you suppose that I will take your word?” 
  “I am not unreasonable enough to expect that, Mr. Prout. The document will be shown to you. It is in the form of a cheque made payable to Eustace Prout by a certain party who, as we have ascertained, has never even heard of it. It is eudorsed on the back by Eustace Prout, as the payee. Without that we should not, of course, have taken, it from him. The sight of the paper will convince you.” 
  “The foolish, reckless, rascally young sweep!” groaned Mr. Prout. “The War is the cause—the poor boy has never been the same since he had shellshock in the War. Before the War—”
  “I am not here to discuss ancient history with you, Mr. Prout” 
  “Rogue!” boomed Mr. Prout. “This lad risked his life for you, among others, in the War—that alone should prevent you from making a victim of him.” 
  “I am afraid I cannot enter into that, Mr Prout. The question is, are you a buyer of your nephew’s signature?’ 
  “I—I will see the document. I—I will think the matter out. Bring the paper to me at the school—he move a” 
  “I have told you thnt I have reasons for desiring not to come to the school. I will meet you in the same place when you like, and bring the document with me.” 
  “Is there some other person at Greyfriars who knows you for a rogue, and who might, perhaps, hand you over tc the police?” asked Mr. Prout, with bitter scorn. 
  “You wander from the point, Mr. Prout.  When will you meet me and look at the document 1” 
  There was a pause. 
  “I will reflect on this—I will write—or rather, telephone.” said Mr. Prout. “I will leave you now—I cannot trust myself, sir, to remain in your presence— I fear, sir, that I cannot forget the dignity of my position and my character and treat you as you deserve! Not a word more, sir—you will hear from me.” 
  Mr. Prout turned away and strode towards the bridge with the heavy, ponderous tread that had caused the fellows in his Form to liken him to the “huge, earth-shaking beast” in Macaulay. 
  His ponderous tread died away as the shadows swallowed him. 
  The little man with the long nose and the greenish eyes was left alone by the dark roadside. The juniors beard a low, gnomish chuckle. 
  Then a match was struck, and Mr. Tighe lighted a cigarette. In the g1eam of the match the juniors caught a glimpse of a mean face with meagre features, projecting nose, and narrow, greenish eyes. The match went out, and that unpleasant countenance was lost in the darkness again. 
  For a few minutes Mr. Tighe remained where he was, smoking, and twice again the juniors heard that un- musical chuckle. Then the man in black moved off, following the direction Mr. Prout had taken, towards the bridge, and his footsteps died away. 
             THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                     Ragging a Rascal! 

BOB CHERRY drew a deep breath. ‘Well, my hat!” he said in a low voice. 
   “Poor old Prout!” whispered Frank Nugent. 
  Harry Wharton set his lips. 
  “It’s rotten.” he said. 
  The rottenfulness is terrific.” 
  “It was rotten for us to hear what they said—but we couldn’t help it,” said the captain of the Remove. “No body here is going to breathe a syllable about it, of course.” 
  “Of course, ass!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “I really believe Prout would fade away and die of shame if he knew that we know.” said Harry. 
  “He would jolly well have his knife into us!” said Johnny. 
  “What-ho!” murmured Bob. 
  “We couldn’t help it,” said Harry. “We could have got away without Prout knowing that we were Greyfriars men—but he would have known that somebody bad heard, and that would have been as bad, or worse come to think of it. Fancy his feelings if he knew that people in the neighbourhood had heard his talk with that villain. Tighe—worse than knowing that Greyfriars fellows had heard it. He would think every minute that it was going to become the talk of the village.” 
  “My hat, yes! It was better to keep mum!” said Nugent. “But 1 wish we hadn’t heard it.” 
  “No good wishing that now! We hadn’t the remotest idea that Prout was anywhere in the offing when we sat down here to rest.’ 
  “What cannot be cured must go longest to the well.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “There is no harm done, my esteemed chums, if we carefully observe the golden silence whtch is the stitch in time that saves ninepence. Let us get on.” 
  “Hold on,” said Harry, his eyes gleaming under knitted brows. “That cur, Tighe, is a blackmailing rascal.” 
  “A horrid toad!” said Bob. “I’d like to have five minutes with him, without the gloves.” 
  “He said he was going back to London,” said Harry. “He’s gone towards Friardale. The other side of the bridge, Prout will turn to the left for Greyfriars, and Tighe to the right for the station.” 
  “What about it?” 
  “We’re going after him.” said Harry. “Prout will be clear off the scene and we shall have the Tighe bird all to ourselves.” 
  “Oh!” said Bob, “You don’t mean to let him know anything, surely?” 
  “Of course not, ass! I mean to give him what he’s been asking for, and what poor old Prout daren’t give him.” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Good egg! Let’s!” 
  “We’re jolly late!” said Johnny Bull. “A little more latefulness will not matter.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It is worth while expending a few ridiculous minutes on the worthy and execrable blackmailer. There is a pond on the lane to Friardale, my esteemed chums—” 
  “I was thinking of that.” said Harry. “Come on!” 
  “Hear, hear!” chuckled Bob. 
  The five juniors moved back to the road and started at a run for the bridge. 
  Their feeling towards “poor old Prout” was one of sympathy and compassion, though undoubtedly it would have made the pompous master of the Fifth writhe had he known that he was an object of compassion to Lower boys. Towards the man Tighe they felt the loathing they might have felt for an adder. 
  Poor old Prout, obviously, was not in a position to deal with the rascal as he deserved. But there was nothing to deter the Famous Five of the Remove from doing so. 
Whether the rogue would succeed in his scheme of extortion they could not tell, and it was not particularly, their business; but it seemed to them that it was some body’s business to see that the dastardly rascal did not wholly escape punishment. 
  And they were cheerfully prepared to make that their business. 
  Once past the bridge, they ran lightly along the lane towards the village. Mr. Prout, they knew, would have turned off by the towpath to get back to Greyfriars, so there was no danger of the Fifth Form master coming on the scene. Not, probably, that he would have disapproved of anything that might have happened to Tighe. 
  It was very dark in the lane between tall trees. But at length they had a glimpse of a shadowy figure moving ahead. 
  They slackened down to a walk. 
  They did not want to overtake Mr. Tighe until he reached the roadside pond—with, which they intended him to make a closer acquaintance. 
  The man ni black apparently caught the sound of footsteps behind him, for he stopped, turned his head, and glanced back along the dim lane. 
  Then he proceeded on his way again. An opening among the roadside trees and a glimmer of water told the juuiors that they were near the pond. 
  “Put it on!” said Harry. 
  And the five went on at a rapid run, and in a few moments overtook the man in black abreast of the pond. 
Tighe gave a startled exclamation and spun round as the five shadowy figures came up with him.
  “What do you want?” he exclaimed in a gasping voice. “Stand back! Hands off! If you are footpads I will shout for help!”
  “Dear man,” said Bob Cherry, “we’re not footpads! And you can shout till you burst your boiler without anybody hearing you around here!” 
  “You dare to lay hands on me—he move a” gasped Tighe. 
  The juniors were already laying hands on him. He struck viciously at Wharton’s face, and Harry knocked the blow aside with a rap on Tighe’s wrist that elicited a howl of pain from him. 
  Then his arms were pinioned, and he wriggled in mingled rage and fear. 
  “What do you want?” he exclaimed shrilly. “What does this mean? I shall go to the police—” 
  “I dare say they’d be glad to see you if you did!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “You’re the sort they want.” 
  Tighe started violently. His mean face was quite white, and his greenish eyes glittered. Bob’s chance remark had stuck home, as it seemed.
  “This way!” said Johnny Bull, jerking the man in black towards the glimmering pond. 
  “What—what are you going to do?” hissed Tighe. 
  “Duck you!” said Harry Wharton. 
 “But what—what—he move a Why, what do you mean? I am a stranger here! I do not know you—I’ve never seen you before! Who are you?” panted Tighe, in terror and bewilderment. 
  “We’re going to duck you because we don’t like you.” explained Bob Cherry. “We don’t like the colour of your eyes, or the shape of your nose, or the way you do your hair! See?” 
  “Are you mad?’ gasped Tighe. 
  Bob’s explanation really might have inspired anyone with a doubt of his sanity. But if it did not satisfy Mr. Tighe, he had to remain unsatisfied. 
  The juniors jerked him to the pond. 
  It was a shallow pond, there was not a lot of water in it; but there was a lot of mud and slime, and a good allowance of green ooze. 
  Tighe stared at it in horror. 
  On the edge of the pond he put up a frantic struggle. 
  But his resistance did not avail. 
  He was hurled fairly into the pond, and splashed into it three or four yards from the bank. 
  Splash! 
  “Ooooooch!” 
  

  Tighe went right under for a moment, but he came up again immediately. The water rose little over his knees as he stood. 
  But he came up draped with green ooze as with a garment. Water and mud ran down him in streams. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent. “There’s a picture for you!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Looks a jolty old uierman, doesn’t he?” chuckled Bob. 
  “Grooogh—oooch—wooooch!” came spluttering from the hapless blackmailer. 
  “Yooooogh! Gug-guggug!” 
  Some of the pond, it seemed, was in Mr. Tighe’s mouth and some in his nose.
  He scrambled wildly shoreward. 
  As he reached the bank Bob Cherry extended a foot and tapped him on the chest with his boot. It was a hefty tap, and it laid Tighe on his back in the pond again. 
  “Gooooooggghh!” 
  This time Mr. Tighe sat up in the pond, with muddy water oozing round him. He gouged green ooze from his face and glared muddily at the chuckling juniors. 
  “This way, old bean!” chortled Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Mr. Tighe slowly assumed the perpendicular. He gasped, spluttered, and gurgled, with the pond washing round his legs. But he did not approach the bank again where the schoolboys stood. He scrambled across the pond and dragged himself out, squelching in mud, on the other side. 
  “Goodbye, old tulip!” called out Johnny Bull. 
  And the juniors, chuckling, turned away and took the direction of Greyfriars. 
  After they were gone a wretched man crawled and squelched back to the road and stood there uttering a string of observations of the most emphatic kind. 
  Mr. Tighe seemed to draw some solace from telling the autumn evening what he thought of the unknown young villains who had assaulted him. Who they were, why they had handled him, the man in black had no idea. He had hardly discerned in the gloom that they were schoolboys, and certainly it never occurred to him that they had any possible connection with his intended victim at Greyfriars, Mr. Prout. 
  He was puzzled, perplexed, enraged— and very wet and muddy! He left a trail of mud and water behind him as he tramped on drearily towards the 
village. 
  Almost was he tempted to drop in on the village policeman and report that inexplicable attack and demand the pursuit of the offenders. But Mr. Tighe had reasons for leaving the police severely alone. The last thing that Mr. Tighe desired was a policeman looking into his affairs. 
  He squelched on his way—wet and weary and wrathy—finding, for once, the way of the transgressor hard and thorny. 
               THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                               Luck! 
“WHICH you’re to go at once to Mr. Quelch’s study!” 
said Gosling, as he admitted five tired and dusty 
juniors at the school gates. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. trailed in— home at last. They would have been late—very late—anyhow, and the kind attentions they had bestowed on Mr. Tighe had made them later than ever. 
  Hurree Jamet Ram Singh remarked that the hangfulness for a sheep was no worse than the hangfulness for a lamb; but no member of the Co. was looking forward with any pleasure to meet Mr. Quelch. 
  “Nice goings hon!” added Gosling. “‘Wot I says is this ‘ere ” 
  “Can it, old bean!” said Bob Cherry.
  “Look ‘ere, Master Cherry—” 
  “Couldn’t, old scout, unless you get a new set of features. That lot won’t bear inspection.” 
  And the five walked on, leaving Gosling breathless with indignation. They arrived at the House. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  Billy Bunter met them as they came in. The Owl of the Remove grinned at them. 
  “You look a dusty lot,” he remarked. “I say, you’re frightfully late! You’re for it! He, ha, he!” 
  The five trailed on, Johnny Bull bestowing a kick on Bunter as he passed, changing the fat junior’s cachinnation into an indignant howl. 
  “You young sweep!” 
  It was the voice of Horace Coker. 
  Coker of the Fifth came towards the chums of the Remove, with a frowning brow and a gleam in his eyes. Coker had been in a long time, and he had been waiting for Harry Wharton & Co. to come in. 
  “Oh, run away and play, Coker.” said Bob. “We’ve got to go to our Form master now.” 
  “You bagged my car!” said Coker, pointing an accusing finger at the Famous Five. 
  “You asked for that.” explained Bob. 
  “Eh ?” 
  “Don’t you remember how you cheeked me in Quelchy’s study this afternoon?” 
  “Cheeked you?” repeated Coker. “Why, you impudent little beast—he move a” 
  “Oh, sheer off!” growled Johnny Bull. “We’ve no time to waste on you now, Coker.” 
  But if the Famous Five had no time to waste on Coker, Coker evidently had some time to waste on them. Coker had had to store up his vengeance for a long time, and like wine it had improved with keeping. 
  “You bagged my car!” said Coker. “I’m jolly well going to give you the licking of your lives.” 
  “You silly ass—oh, my hat!I Collar him.” 
  Coker charged. Coker never counted odds, an arithmetical omission which he often had cause to repent. 
  Five Remove fellows, and Coker, mingled on the floor near the corner of Masters’ passage. Coker was under-most. 
  It was very thoughtless of Coker, for at any moment a master might have come on the scene. But Horace Coker never considered consequences—never, at all events, until it was too late. 
  He wanted vengeance, and he wanted it badly. He did not, however, get what he wanted. What he wanted was dire vengeance on the cheeky juniors who had bagged his car. What he got was a severe bumping on the floor. 
  He rolled and roared under the scrambling juniors. His voice resembled that of the celebrated Bull of Bashan. 
  “Yoop! Gerroff! Leggo! I’ll smash you! I’ll pulverise you! Oh, my hat! Potter! Greene! Yaroooogh!” 
  If Potter and Greene heard, they understudied the ancient gladiator, and heeded not. They were not looking for a scrap with a mob of Lower Fourth fags. Coker was left on his own. 
  Bump! Bang! Crash! 
  “Yaroooogh! Leggo! I’ll smash you! Ow! Oh, crumbs !” roared Coker, struggling wildly. “Oh, crikey!” 
  A portly figure came towards Masters’ passage. It was Mr. Prout, who had just come in, tired, winded, worried, and irritable. Mr. Prout paused to survey that scramble on the floor. 

  “Upon my word!” exclaimed Prout angrily. “Really, this passes all patience! Really—he move a” 
  The Famous Five let go Coker as if he had become suddenly red-hot, and scudded down Masters’ passage. Coker was left sprawling on the floor at the feet of his Form master. 
  “Groooogh!” gasped Coker. “You young villains— Ow ! Wow! Oooh!” 
  Mr. Prout gazed at him. 
  “Coker!” he boomed. 
  “Ow! Yes sir!” gasped Coker, suddenly becoming aware of his Form maters presence. 
  “How dare you sprawl on the floor in that ridiculous manner?” 
  “Oh!” gasped Coker. “I—I—I—he move a”  
  “Get up at once!” boomed Prout. Coker scrambled to his feet. 
  “How dare you?” repeated Prout. “You are the most troublesome boy in my Form, Coker—the most backward, the most obtuse. But even you should have some sense of dignity as a member of a senior Form!” 
  “I—I—he move a” spluttered Coker. 
  “Yet I find you, a Fifth Form boy, engaged in a scramble with Lower boys —actually scrambling on the floor—he move a”
  “I—I——” stuttered Coker. 
 “I am ashamed of you, Coker! You should be ashamed of yourself !” 
  “I—I—I —” 
  “Have you no sense of dignity?” thundered Prout. “Have you no sense of what is becoming to a Senior boy ?” 
  “I—I—I—he move a” 
  “This horseplay—this undignified scrambling with juniors—he move a” 
  “I—I—I—he move a” 
  “Take five hundred lines!” 
  “But I—I—I” stammered Coker.
  “Enough! Go to your study! Not another word. I shall expect your lines tomorrow! Go to your study!” 
  Mr. Prout sailed majestically on, leaving Coker stuttering and in an almost frantic state of mind. 
Meanwhile, the Famous Five had reached their Form master’s study. Wharton tapped, and they filed in, to meet the gimlet eyes of Henry Samuel Quelch. 
  “Oh!” said Mr Quelch “You have returned!” 
  “Yes, sir! We—” 
  “Newland and Todd have explained to me.” said Mr. Quelch. “It appears that you found yourselves without sufficient money for your railway fares at Lantham.” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Harry. “We could only get as far as Redclyffe, and had to walk the rest.” 
  “That was very thoughtless of you!” said Mr. Queleh severely. 
  “Yes, sir!” said the juniors meekly. 
  “It was very thoughtless indeed.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “The thoughtlesness was terrific.”said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the sorrowfulness and repentfulness are also preposterous.” 
  “Such want of thought and foresight might very easily lead to serious consequences,” continued Mr. Quelch, in his most magisterial manner. 
  “Yes, sir!” murmured the juniors. There was a cane lying on Mr. Quelch’s table on which their eyes lingered uneasily. They wished that Quelchy would get on with it, and get it over. It really wasn’t fair on fellows to jaw them first, and linger out the agony in this manner. 
  “You are probably very tired.” said the Remove master. 
  “A—a little, sir.” 
  “You are late for preparation.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Your school work will probably suffer in consequence.” 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  “It is a very serious matter.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” 
  “I trust that you fully realise that!” 
  “Oh, quite, sir!” 
  “Very well!” said Mr. Quelch. “Let it be a lesson to you, and do not let it occur again. You may go!” 
  For a moment the Famous Five blinked at their Form master. Then they gasped in chorus: “Thank you, sir!” and escaped from the study. 
  They were tired, and preparation had still to be struggled through somehow, but they were quite cheery as they came up the Remove passage. 
  “Licked?” asked Peter Todd, looking out of his study as they arrived. 
  “No fear! Quelchy’s bark is worse than his bite.” chuckled Bob Cherry. “We’re let off with a caution. Who’d have thought it?” 
  And the Famous Five dispersed to their studies for prep. 
              THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                          The Worms Turn! 
“THIS,” said Horace Coker, ‘is the limit!” 
  Potter sighed, and Greene grimaced. Coker had come 
into the study, and almost before he was inside, he began to talk. The Fifth, like other fellows, had prep to do, and prep could not be done to an accompaniment on Coker’s chin. Potter and Greene wondered dismally whether they were to hear some more about that man Buzzard, who had swindled Aunt Judy, or whether Coker was going to be eloquent on the subject of Prout and his shortcomings.    
  Obviously, he was going to be eloquent. 
  “It’s the giddy limit!” repeated Coker, staring at them, as they did not answer. “The giddy limit! The outside edge, you men.” 
  Still they did not ask Coker what it was. No doubt they knew he would tell them, anyhow. 
  “You don’t seem to want to know about it.” said Coker sarcastically. 
  “Well, prep, you know!” murmured Potter. 
  “Prep of course, is very important.” said Coker, still sarcastic. “More important than me  
 This was crushing sarcasm; for Coker, of course, could not really imagine anything or anybody being more important than his important self. 
  “Well, what is it?” sighed Greene. 
  “That idiot Prout—”   
  “Oh, Prout this time?” asked Potter, nodding under his breath: “Thank goodness it isn’t Buzzard, anyhow.” Both topics were boresome; but Potter felt that he could stand the Prout topic better than the Buzzard topic. 
  “That chump Prout—he move a” 
  “Tell us after prep.” suggested Greene. “We’ve really got to get our work done, Coker! We don’t want to be ragged in Form to-morrow,” 
  “You’d rather I was insulted and treated with cheek and disrespect?” asked Coker, going the whole hog, so to speak, in the sarcastic line. 
  “Oh dear!” said Greene. “Well, what’s happened?” 
  “That fathead Prout—” 
  “Cut the cackle and come to the hosses.” suggested Potter. “What has Prout done this time?” 
  “Insulted me!” hooted Coker. 
  “Well, what do you want us to do?” Potter was driven into sarcasm himself. “Shall we lynch him in his study, boil him in oil, or strew the hungry churchyard with his bones?” And Greene giggled. 
  “Don’t be a silly owl, Potter! This is serious! I was thrashing the Remove fags when Prout butted in—” 
  “Like his cheek to butt in.” said Potter. “After all, he’s only a Form master, and you’re Coker.” 
  Coker did not even see that this was sarcasm. He took it as a remark that showed uncommon intelligence on the part of George Potter. 
  “That’s so.” he assented. “That’s how I look at it.” 
  “Oh, ye gods!” murmured Potter. He gave up sarcasm. It was wasted on Horace James Coker. 
  “He butted in,” resumed Coker “and instead of listening to a chap, he slanged me—actually accused me—me, you know!—of playing fag games with fags—scrambling, and so on—as if I’d been larking with a mob of Remove kids! Called me names for larking with kids !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What are you cackling at?” roared Coker. “Is this a laughing matter, you pair of howling asses?” 
  “Isn’t it!” asked Potter. “Oh, all right! My mistake ! Are you going to do any prep, Coker?” 
  “Hang prep!” 
  “We could hang prep if we could hang Prout, too.” said Greene. “But as we can’t—he move a“ 
  “Shut up, Greene! You talk too much! I’m blessed if there’s another study at Greyfriars where so much jaw goes on !“ said Coker testily. 
“You’re right—there isn’t!” said Potter, with feeling. 
  “You needn’t interrupt, Potter! You’re as fond of hearing the sound of your own voice as Greene is. A pair of old women for talking! Prout gave me five hundred lines.” 
  Silence. 
  Coker waited for his comrades to express surprise, horror, and indignation. But they didn’t! They preserved 
a stony silence. 
  He glared at them indignantly. 
  “Can’t you speak?” he hooted. 
  “Didn’t you tell us we talked too much?” asked Potter meekly. “Really, there’s no pleasing you, Coker.” 
  “There’s a time to speak, and a time to shut up!” snapped Coker. 
  “Is there over a time for you to shut up?” asked Greene in a goaded voice. “For goodness’ sake, let’s got on with prep!” 
  “Get on with prep!” said Coker, with withering scorn. I’ve been cheekcd and diddled by a set of fags, and insulted by an old donkey of a Form master! And you talk about prep! Talk about Marcus Aurelius fiddling while Carthage was burning “ 
  “Wasn’t it Nero and Rome?” murmured Potter. 
  “No, it wasn’t! You got that from Prout, I dare say,” sneered Coker. “The ignorance of that man is amazing. Why, I we found him out in mistakes in spelling common English words! Only yesterday he stood me out that there was no ‘k’ in ‘panic.’ 
  And is there?” asked Potter. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter! Of course there is.” 
  “Not in the dictionary!” remarked Potter blandly. 
  “That goes for nothing! I’ve found a lot of mistakes in dictionaries.” said Coker, “Quite common words, too, spelled wrongly. But to come back to the subject, Prout’s getting near the limit. I don’t see how a fellow can stand any more from Prout.” 
  Potter and Greene looked at their work, far from finished, looked at one another, and sighed. Coker doubted whether he could stand any more from Prout. Potter and Greene doubted whether they could stand any more from Coker. 
  “Of course, I shan’t do the lines.” said Coker. 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “That’s impossible, in the circumstances. A man has his dignity to consider. If Prout makes a fuss—”
  “No ‘if’ about that.” said Potter. “If you don’t do the lines, you’ll get reported to the Head.” 
  “I shall explain to him that Prout is a hasty old donkey 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “And leave it to his common sense.” said Coker. “After all, the Head’s no fool. I’m not satisfied with the way he manages Greyfriars; but he’s no fool, taking him all in all. I mean, of course, for a schoolmaster. One doesn’t expect much in the way of brains from a schoolmaster.”      
  “Are you going to tell the Head that?” gasped Greene, 
  “I shall be civil to the Head, Greene. That’s only good form. It’s not civil to tell a master what fellows think of him really. It would be insulting. I shan’t do the lines. That’s settled.” 
  “Well, now that’s settled, let’s get on with prep,” said Potter. 
  “Never mind prep. I suppose you haven’t forgotten that those Remove fags bagged my car to-day 
  “Nunno! But—he move a” 
  “They’ll be in the Rag after prep.” said Coker. “It’s not long now. I’m going to wait for them there. You fellows are coming with me.” 
  “Are we?” asked Potter and Greene simultaneously. 
  “Yes. You can keep the other little beasts off if they have the cheek to chip in.” explained Coker.
  Potter and Greene exchanged glances. Even the worm will turn; and they were fairly goaded into resistance at last. 
  “Look here, Coker!” bawled Potter. “We’re going to do our prep, see? We’re not going to be ragged in Form to-morrow morning and called dunces and ignoramuses, like you! You can have that all to yourself. And we’re not going to mix up in a shindy with a mob of fags, see? If you’d got the sense of a bunny rabbit, you’d leave them alone.” 
  “What?” gasped Coker. 
  “If you hadn’t meddled, like a meddling ass, with that kid Cherry this afternoon, he wouldn’t have played that trick on you! You asked for it, and you got it! Now let it drop, and shut up” 
  “Shut up!” repeated Coker dazedly. 
  “Yes shut up—if your chin can keep still, which .1 doubt. Keep it as quiet as you can, anyhow.” 
  “And if you don’t shut up, we’ll jolly well push you out of the study!” declared Greene, taking his cue from Potter. “We’re fcd up!”  
  “Pip-pip-push me out of the study!” articulated Coker. 
  “Yes. That’s a tip! So shut up while you’re safe!” 
  The maxim of “safety first” never had appealed to Coker. For some moments he stood staring at the rebels of the study. ‘Then he jumped at them. His intention was to nip this sort of thing in the bud. More than once had Coker, in exasperated moments, told Potter and Greene that he had a jolly good mind to knock their heads together. Now he decided to do it. 
  But for one fellow to knock together the heads of two fellows, it is necessary for the two fellows to play up, as it were. Potter and Greene did not play up. 
  Coker grabbed them, and they grabbed Coker! Instead of Potter’s head banging on Greene’s, it was Coker’s head that banged on the study table. The roar it drew from Coker awoke most of the echoes of the Fifth Form passage. 
  Then Coker, in a state of mingled rage and bewilderment, found himself propelled into the passage and the door slammed on him. As he stood spluttering, the key was turned in the lock. 
  For a long minute Coker stood spluttering. Then he hurled himself at the door. But the door stood fast. Coker thumped and banged and shouted. The occupants of the study did not even trouble to reply. Unheeded, Horace Coker raved at the door, while Potter and Greene got on with their prep— which, in their misguided opinion, was more important than Coker. And Coker, breathless, wathy, and indignant, gave it up at last, and drifted away to the Rag. The cheeky Removites had still to be dealt with, and Coker resolved to take it all out of them. 
            THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                   Six for Somebody! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter put a fat, grinning face into the doorway of 
Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
  Wharton and Nugent waved him away. 
  Prep claimed them, unusually late. There was not much time left before dorm; but something had to be done, to scrape through in the Form-room in the morning. 
as still less for William George Bunter. 
  “I say—he move a” repeated the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Go away!” 
  “But I say—he move a” 
  “Prep, fathead! Buzz off!” 
  “But I say—Coker—he move a” gasped Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Wharton. “What about Coker? If he comes here bothering us before we get through, we’ll scalp him.” 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “He’s in the Rag!” he said. 
  “Seniors aren’t admitted to the Rag!” said Frank Nugent. “Go and tell him to take himself off, Bunter.” 
  “He, he, he!” Bunter was not likely to carry that message to the heftiest man in the Fifth. “I say, you feIlows, he’s waiting for you!” 
  “Let him wait!” 
  “He’s told the fellows he’s going to lick you for bagging his car to-day.” said Bunter. “He’s got a stick.” 
  “The silly ass!” 
  “He’s frightfully wild,” said Bunter. “1 believe he’s had some trouble with Potter and Greene. Anyhow, they ain’t there. He’s waiting for you to come down: and ho says if you don’t come soon he’ll come and fetch you.” 
  “Tell him to get on with it!” said Harry, laughing. 
  “He thinks you’re funking coming down.” explained Bunter. “In fact, he said so. He’s in a frightful temper!” 
  “Tell him we’ll give him something to cure all that.” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Bunter rolled away, chuckling. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent exchanged a grin. Then they resumed prep. 
  A little later there was a tramp of feet in the Remove passage, and Bob Cherry arrived at Study No 1, followed by Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. All three were grinning, and evidently had been apprised by Bunter of what was awaiting them downstairs. 
  “Finished prep?” asked Harry. 
  “Well, we’ve cut it a bit short.” said Bob. “If Coker of the Fifth thinks we funk going down, it’s time we went.” 
  “Cut it short, too,” suggested Johnny Bull. “If we don’t. go down before dorm, Coker will fancy we’re afraid of him.” 
  “Which would never do!” said Harry, laughing. The neverfulness is terrific!”
 “After all, we’ve done enough to going to scrape through with Quelch in the morning,” said Frank. “It wouldn’t be polite to keep Coker waiting any longer. Why shouldn’t he have what be begs for?” 
  “The whyfulness is—” 
  “Preposterous!” chuckled Bob. “Come on, you men! It’s only twenty minutes to dorm, and we can’t possibly miss Coker.”
  “Hear, hear!”
  And—prep being dismissed into space—the Famous Five proceeded down the Remove staircase in quite cheery spirits, in spite of the outburst of wrath that awaited them below.
  The chums of the Remove had been quite prepared to let the trouble drop, especially as they had had the best of it. But if Coker wanted more, they had no objection to giving him more. There was no reason why Coker of the Fifth should not have all that he asked for.
  Meanwhile, there was considerable excitement irr the Rag. Seniors, as a rule, did not frequent that apartment, and hostile looks had been given to Coker when he arrived there. Hobson of the Shell had suggested chucking him out; but Coker was rather a hefty fellow to handle, and on second thoughts he was allowed to remain. 
  He made no secret of the fact that he had come there to deal with the Famous Five, nor of what he intended to do with the stick he carried under his arm. Neither did he conceal his opinion that the Famous Five were funking coming down to the Rag because they knew what they were going to get.
  He waited impatiently. A swarm of juniors waited also, quite curious to see what would happen when Harry Wharton & Co. arrived.
  Coker, apparently fancied that he was going to lick these cheeky fags  with the stick he had brought with him for the purpose. Few fellows in the Rag fancied that Coker would get away with it. Between what Coker thought he was going
do and what he actually was going to do there was a great gulf fixed.
  “I’ll give them till a quarter past!” said Coker. “After that, if they don’t show up, I’ll go and look for them.” 
  “I wouldn’t do that!” remarked Sqiff.
  “And why not?” demanded Coker.
  “Because you might find them!”
 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker frowned. He was standing before the fire, on the rug, his stick under his arm, in what he fondly believed was a majestic and awe-inspiring attitude. He frowned round at a crowd of grinning faces, not one of which seemed inspired with awe. 
  “Don’t cackle at me!” said Coker. “For two pins I’d wade in and lick the lot of you—the whole lot! Fags in this school ain’t licked enough. That’s my opinion! The prefects don’t do their duty! The masters don’t! The Head doesn’t! But I’ve got a short way with fags, and you’d better look out.” 
  Coker, apparently, was the only man at Greyfriars prepared to do his duty. He glanced at the clock, and grew more and more impatient. It was ten minutes past nine, and bed-time for the Remove was half-past. Coker had no doubt, by this time, that the five delinquents were fleeing from the wrath to come. 
  But he had no longer to wait. There was an excited squeak from Billy Bunter at the door. 
  “I say, you fellows! They’re coming!” And there was a buzz of excitement in the Rag, as the Famous Five appeared in the doorway. 
  Coker stared across the room at them. He was rather surprised to see that they showed no sign of alarm. In fact, they were smiling as they walked into the Rag. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s old Coker!” said Bob Cherry. “Kind of you to give us a look-in, Coker! But don’t you know that seniors and dogs are not admitted here?” 
  “I’m waiting for you!” said Coker grimly. 
  “Well, here we are!” said Harry Wharton. “Can’t give you long, Coker, as it’s so late. But if you buck up we’ll hear you say your piece.” 
  “You bagged my car to-day!” said Coker. “You cheeked me all round. I’m not the men to stand—he move a” 
  “Give Coker a chair, Bunter!” said Bob. 
“Eh? I don’t want a chair,” said Coker, staring. “I’m not going to sit down.” 
  “Didn’t you say you were not the man to stand” 
  “I don’t want any rotten jokes!” roared Coker. “That’s not what I’ve come here for. I’m not the man to stand—he move a” 
  “Then take a pew!” 
  “I’m not the man to stand cheek from fags!” roared Coker. “Properly speaking, the prefects should lick you for your cheek. But it’s no good expecting that. If I went to them, they’d only laugh.” 
  “That would happen if you went to anybody, old bean.” said Bob. “What can you expect, with a face like yours?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker breathed hard. 
“I’m going to deal with you as a prefect ought to deal with you.” he took the trouble to explain, “I’m going to give you six each. I warn you that if you kick up a shindy, you’ll get it harder. Now, you first, Wharton!” 
  Coker pointed to a chair. 
  “Bend over!” he rapped out. 
  The Famous Five gazed at him. So did the crowd of juniors in the Rag It really seemed incredible that even Coker fancied he could get away with this! But there was no accounting for Coker’s fancies. His powerful intellect moved on original lines. 
  “I’m waiting!” said Coker. “Are you bending over that chair, Wharton, or do you want me to handle you?” 
  “I think you’d better handle me!” said Wharton gravely. 
 Coker took himt at his word. He made a jump at the captain of the Remove, and collared him. 
  “Now, then!” he said grimly.. 
  The captain of the Remove returned grasp for grasp. The grasp of four more pairs of hands was immediately added. 
  Coker had had more than one lesson in dealing with the cheery chums of the Remove. But lessons were wasted on Coker. His powerful brain did not assimilate them. It was Coker’s way to bite off more than he could masticate. He had done it before—and now he was doing it again—but never had he done it so disastrously. 
  With a bump, in the grip of five pairs of hands, Coker came down over the chair. Bob Cherry had his right arm, Johnny Bull his left; Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had a tenacious grip on his shock of hair, and Frank Nugent took care of his legs, which thrashed wildly. Harry Wharton picked up the stick which Coker had dropped, 
  Whack! 
  The whack rang through the Rag like a pistol-shot. It was followed by a roar of laughter from the juniors, and a roar from Coker that had no tincture of merriment in it. 
  Whack! 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
 “Yarooogh!  I’ll pulverize you—he move a yaroop! Leggo!”
  “Whack!”
  “Wow!” Coker struggled frantically, but in vain.  “Yow-ow-wow!  Wow!”
  “Whack!”
  It seemed like an evil dream to Coker. He had come to give the cheeky fags six! He was getting the six himself! The thing was working the wrong way round! Coker was getting six! It was time for the skies to fall!
  “Whack!”
  “Yarooooooh!”
  “That’s the lot!” said Wharton cheerily. “If you ever want another six, Coker, come here again! Don’t forget to bring a stick with you.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Coker, in a dizzy frame of mind, went whirling out of the Rag. He hardly knew how he got out; but he knew that a lot of boots helped him on his way. He staggered back, and glared back at a sea of grinning faces in the doorway. For a moment he was tempted to charge back into the Rag. But he didn’t. Even Coker realised that, for the present at least, he had had enough. He tottered away, followed by a yell of laughter—a sadder if not a wiser Coker.
THE END. 
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