


HERE'S ANOTHER SPLENDID COMPLETE SCHOOL YARN FEATURING—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bowled !
ol OEER ™
‘ “Go away, Coker ¥
“ What docs that ass want 7
“Get out of the light,

Caker ™

Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form at
Greyiriars, certainly was not deaf. But
ha might have been stone deaf, for all
the heed he gave to tha voices that
addressed him on all sidea.

The scone was Big Side at Groylriars;
where a rather special games practice
Was going on.

Wingate, of the Sixth, was wielding
the willow; and Mr. Lascclles, the
games master, had taken the ball to send
him down 4 few,

Wingato was & batsman of mighty
powers; and was confidently expected to
knock up centuries in tho First Eleven
match with Hookwood which wasg shortly
due. Wingate, at the wicket, was always
worth watching ; and quite a crowd had

athered to wateh him, Harry Wharton

Co., of the Remove, had walked across
from Little Side, to honour the First
Eleven men with a look in.

And if Wingate was worth watching
with the willow, Lascelles was worth
watching with the leather. Mr. Las-
celles was the youngest member on the
staff. He was a tremendous cricketer.
Ho was maths master as well as games
master. In the mathematical line he
was rather loathed ; but in the cricketing
lina he was immensely popular. He had
bowled for his county: and all Grey-
friars believed that he would have
f:layﬂd for his county 1f he had had
ime,
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S0 when Lascelles took the ball to
bowl to Wingate, it was timo for all
cricketers at Greyiriars to sit up and
take notiee. It was, as Potter of the
Filth put it neatly, a case of an irre-
sistible forco being brought to bear upon
an 1mmovable abject !

Crowds of fellows watched keenly.

Wingate stopped ball after hall
Several times he c¢ut the leather away.
It was first-class bowling. But it was
magnificent batting. It was elear that
the Greylriars captain had nothing to
fear from tho Rookwood bowlers when
they came,

And then Coker happened.

Coker of the Fiith had been looking
on, with & rather superior expression on
hiz rugged face.

Coker was a keon cricketer. At least,
he was keen. His keenness left nothing
to ba desired. His cricket left much.
Coker was not taking part in the prac.
tice.  All Greyiriars knew that Coker
was keen; but only Coker believed ihat
ha could play cricket. But it was fixed
in Horace Coker's mind that he was not
only a good man at the game, but a goad
gll-round man. It was said of the great
Lord Bacon that ho had taken all know-

ledge to his province. In the
Same waﬂ.,_ Coker had taken all cricket
to be his provincee. He was the

finest batsman, the deadliest bowler, and
the handiest man in the field, that the
old school had ever turned out. Coker
hetieved this; and enjoved the belief
all on his own.

do 1t waz natural that Cober should
smile in a superior way when Lascelles
failed to knock Wingate's wicket over.
_‘E‘ﬁkcr fancied that he could hava done
ik,

Neot only did Coker smile in a superior
way, but he sniffed. That sniff would

have told the fellows that Coker did not
think much of what was geing on on
E{Ig Side, had the fellows been giving
“oxer the attention that was due to so
great a man. But they weren't] They
were giving all their attention to the
cricket, and did not even notice that
Coker was there; till he detached him-
squﬁfmm the trowd and walked on the
pich.

Then they had to notice him,

Fifty voices, at least, addressed Coker.
Not one of them used a fattering cxpres-
5100,

Mr, Lascolles was standing waiting for
the ball to come in. In that momentary
pause in the ’grﬂcaedmgs. Coker cap-
tured the spot-light.

With his hands in the pockets of his
fanncl bags, and a determined expres.
sion on his rugged face, Coker marched
towards the games master,

Mr. Lascclles eyed him  with lifted
eychrows,

Heo did not know what Coker was up
to. Neither did anybody else. But
nobody wanted to know what Coker was
up te. They only wanted him to get out
af the way.

“(zet off, Coker 1™

“ Buzsz

“ Mizzle I”

© “"'What does that man want ™

“Is that man mad

“Get out of the light, Coker !

Deaf to objurgations, Coker marched
on. Caoker, it was evident, was up ta
something | Tt remained to be dis-
covered what |

“That howling ass must be off his
rocker ! said Bob Cherry, in wonder:
“ What does he fancy he's up to?”

“Maybo going to tell Lascelles how to
liowl 1" suggested Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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~—HARRY WHARTON & CO. AND HORACE COEKER, THE FOOL OF THE FIFTH !

“(io away, UCoker!” pgelled Frank
Nugent.

“MMust by potty ™ said Harry Whar.

On.

“Tha pottifulness scems to be ierri-
fioe1” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singlh.

The ball whizzed in, and 3A(lr. Las.
colles caught it in his left. Coker
reached him at the same moment. Half
@ dozon First Eleven men were making
e converging rmovement towards Coker,
with ths obvious intention of cssisting
him off the field, Coker heeded nof.
Mpr. Laszcolles, though puzzled by Coker’s
unexpecicd antics, was & good-humoured
yvoung man. He spoke to Coker quite
politely.

“ Please stand back, Cokor ¥

Ipstead of standing back, Coker of the
Tifth stood where he was. His feet wero
firmly planted; his whole aspect denotoed
iron resolution.

“Ono moment, said Cokes
firmly,

“ Really, my boy—"

“You've zsent down five to Wingate,
sir,” =aid Coker. * His shicks aro still
standing Lot me have a shot at it."

“What-a-t 1"

"Let me have a shot at it!” repeated

gir I

Coker. *“You ocan't take Wingate's
wicket! I fancy I ecan. Fellows make
out that I can't bowli T'll show 'em!

Give & man a chance.”

“Upon my word!” eaid Mr.
colles.

Thoe crowd had left off Bhuuting: ok
Coker, to hear what he had to say. Lhey
heard. A roar followed.

“Ha, ha, hat" .

It waz known now what Coker waa up
to. Mr. Lascelles wos easily tha best
Lowler in the School. Ha hed failed, so
far, to shiflt Wingate. So if Coker shifted
him, after Lascelles had failed, it would,
as Ooker exprossed it, " show "em ¥

It would demonstrate to the most
dubicus of doubting Thomases thai
Coker could bowl, It would be confirma-
tion strong as preof of holy writ! All
Coker had $o do, was to haudle the ball,
to knock over the wicket that Lascelles
couldn't touch, and there you were!
That he was not likely to send the ball
within 8 yard of the wicket did not
occur to Coker. He was the only fellow
at Grovfriars who did not know thak.

Mr. Lascelles stared, and then smiled.
At the other end of the pitch, Wingate
was nearly doubled up over his bak
Yella of laughter awoke the echoes,
Coker, br no means intentionally a
humorist, had brought down the house !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(iood old Coker!™

“Good old fathead!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Go home, Coker!”

“ (70 back to Colney Hatch, Coker !

*Hs, ha, ha I

Coker did oot heed, Derision was not
new to Coker. Hoe knew that the fellows
did not believe that he could play
cricket. That, indeed, was why be was
g0 keen to “show "em [

“Give a man & chanee, sip!” l':'l'ﬂ;ﬁli
Coker. “I dare say you know that Win-
gate has refused me » place in the First
Bleven. In fact, I've rather expected

o, as games master, to back me up.

'm not the man to Aatter mb&drr 80
I won't say that I think m of your
cricket, personally.  8till, you know
something about the game.”

“0h 1" gasped Mr. Lascolles,

8 is believing," sni

Las-

Seaing d Coker.
“Yon can’t touch that wicket! I ecan!
 TE I knock that wicket over, after you've
failed, that mob of cackling esses will
have to own up hat I can bowl! Whal 72

Several Bixth Form men reached
Coker, Gwynne took his right arm, and
North téok his left arm, to walk bhim off.
Loder steppod betind bem, with the
apparent intention of giving further
assistance, applied to Coker’s Hannoel
bags. But Mr. Lascelles raised a hand,

Hiz eyes were twinkling. As games
master, no doubt he appreciated Cokar's
keenness, though Coker’s cricket must
have made him feel inchined to weep,
MNo doubt he saw something touwching in
Coker's belief that he could bowl. Fer-
haps, foo, he agreed with Coker that
secing was believiog, and f[apcied that
whon Cobker had delivered the ball to
parts unknowu, be would realise that he
was not the misunderstood geoius ho
supposed himsslf to be, but the clumsy
853 that ho sctually was|

“I am afraid you are wasting time,
Coker,” said Mr, Lascelles. “ But, never
mind-—-you shall certamnly have a shot
at it. Take the ball.”

Eeluctantly the Sixth Form men re-
leased Coker and stepped back. The
garme master's word was law. The
would have preferred to walk Coker off,
sod dumop him out of the way, hard.
But as Mr. Lascelles chose to give him
his head, they gave him his head also.

“Catch I” gaad Mr, Lascallea,

He was hardly more than a yard from
Coker when he tossed over the ball
But Coker missod it. It bumped on
clumsy fingers, snd dropped at Coker’s

The one and only Horace Coker
does his best to wangle a place
in the Greyfriars cricket eleven
to show what a good bowler he
is. But the only one who gets
bowled out in this amazing
wangle is Horace Coker himself!

feet, and another ripple of laughter ran
round the field,

oker picked it up,
. “Oh, my hat!” spid Bob Cherry.
“Coker’s going &0 bowl! Mind sour
nappers i*

“ Look out !

rE Dlmk !.]-I

“Ha, ha, ha'”

Wingato grinned at the wicket. He
did pot seem to mind Coker introducing
a little comic reliel into that practice.
Neither did e seemm to think it was
necessary {o take a lot of care of his
gticks. When Coker handled a cricket
ball nobody knew where it was likely to
go. But eversbody knew where it was
certain not to go. Nobody was really
gafe, but the batsman,

Mr. Lascelles, emiling, stepped away
to give Coker room. Others stopped still
farther away. Fellows were auﬁhing,
but they knew that matters might be-
come sorious when the ball left Coker’s
grip. Nobody wanted to be brained.

Coker gripped the round, red ball with
8 businesslike grip. He backed away

for a run.

All eyes wore on Coker. He bad the
gpothght. His oyes gleamed with re-
solve. Ie knew what a ot depended on
this, The crash of Wingate's wicket
would bo {followed by loud cheprs—
already he could hear, in his mind's car,
as it were, the roar, " Well bowled, sig 1"
After which, cven Wingate, projudiced
as ho iwwas, could ecarcely rofuse to
acknowledge Cokor's claims to play for
Bchool. Coker would be able te sport

the First Eleven blazor—he would walk
the quad as an aﬂkuuwiecliud “blood,™
one of the great ones of the urhﬁ,
observed of all observers! uite o lot
depended on that ball, and Coker took
his time,

Suddenly he turned himself into a
eatherine-wheel and charged. Tha ball
left his hand like & bullet from a rifle.

Porhaps it left toc soon.  Perhaps
Coker's ealculations were a little out.
Perhaps oven Coker could not bowll

FPerhaps he was, as all Greyfriars be-
lieved, & born idict on aricket
gmunci. But how even EOoker conld

bowl in en opposite dircotion to his
intended direction was rather a mystery.
%ﬁr.ta;ﬁm as it was, Coker did it,

2

* Whoooo-hoooooop 1"

Coker stared round.

_ He heard a roar—not a roar of cheer-
ingl It was nothing whatever like a
roar of cheering, It was a roar of
dismay and wrath.

Wingete's wicket was still intact.
Coker seemed unaware where the ball
had gﬁn& He did not ssem to know
why Mr. Lascelles, the games master,
was holding hiz hand to the side of his
head, Coker eimply stared,

" Lascelleg——="

“That dangerous idiot—"

* Great pip " :

“Man down !” ¢huekled Vernon-3mith
of the Remova. ]

Mr. Lascelles rubbed and rubbed
There was a bump on his head, and a
dazed mnd dizzy expression on his face,

Coker blinked at

time for only one blink,

- Even then, probably, Coker hardly
realised that he had bowled the games
master instead of Wingate—that he had
landed the ball on Mr. Lascelles’ unfor-
tunate head, instead of on the stumps.

Hes was not given timo to think out
this remarkable occurrence.

Groyfriars men closed round him like
waves round a wreck. How many hands
were laid on Coker he pever know.
How many feet crashed on him re-
meained equally unknown, But the
hands epemed innumerabls, the fect
multitudinous. QGurglos and gasps
escaped from Coker as ho was escor
off the field, writhing and wriggling.
What was left of Coker was de in
a8 gasping, gurgling, guggling p, and
—like the gentleman in poem—the
gubsequent proceedings interested him
no more.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Comtort for Coker !

ILLY BUNTER, the fat orna-
B ment of the Remove, grinned, a
Elansed and satisfied grin, Billi

unter was pleased, and ha
reason to be pleased. He was standing
nh{, tlée coroer of E:ll;e- Fifth Form pa{:a iR
inking into that passage—an ig
blink told him that the coast was clear.
On that sunny May afternoon every man
at Greyiriars seemed to be out of the
House after clase. Tha door of the
games study, the usual resort of the
Fifth, stood open, end Bunter could see
that thero was not a single fellow in
the room. MNeither was thers a single
fellow in the passage. ‘The Fifth Form
guarters wers as uninhabited as tho
Sahara Desart. Whereat Billy Bunter
griled, rolled round the corner, and

beaded for Coker's study. .

A Remove fellow had po business in

the Fifth F-iu‘rm qunrtt:i.';—né wta;n I:u
oged not to have any ut Bunter '
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Hes had important and preasing business
thuge, His businees [ed him to the stud
that belonged o Coker, Potter, an
Lirecne,

He had watched tnose three youths
walk down to the cricket feld. He was
aware that cricket was going on. So 1t
gecimed probuble thay ther would remain
out of the dHouse. A fellow would not
waulk down to the ericket and then walk
buck—hke that ancient Duke of York,
who, with ten thousand men, murched
up a mll, and then marched down
agum ! Not, at all events, unless some-
thing unexpected happened !

fo0 Bunter felt sate!

Uoker was sate— Buanter was safe—but
8 hatper that had recently arrived lor
BHoruee Coker waa tar from safe!

Thut butuper was n Coker's study.
Bunter rolled in, shur the door, and
fixed glostng eyes—and spectucles—on
the bunper | _

1t was unopened—it was going to be
opuned lor ted afler games Rractioe.
Potter and Greene were going o belp
Coker unpack the good things that bad
arrived Lrom his Aunt Judy—and to
puck them away ugsin! Coker was
generous in these matiors.

Bunter of the Remove was 0ot
habuually a fellow given to saving other
fellows trouble, DBut he had come L0
that study specially to suve Coker & Co,
the rouble o unpackiug thal hanper,
and the further trouble of disposing of
the contents. How often Billy HBunter
bad been kicked lor raiding  other
fellows tuck he could not pousibly huve
rewembered.  But kickings bad not
gured hun. Ever zince Bunter had
nosed out that hamper be bad thought
ol it, duy-dreamed of it, and now 1t was
at his mercy. In such matters Bunter
was merciless, -

With the belp of a pocket-knife he
unfustencd the iid. He rawed the lid,
and blinked into the hamper.

His oyes shone behind his spectacles,

This was something likel

Puddings amd pies, cakes and buns
and tarta. All sorte of excellent things
had been packed within by the loving
care of Ueker's Aunt Judy. And this
gorgeous hamper was only one of many
that camne for the huppy Horace. It was
no wonder that Potter and Greeoe, o
spite of many diflerences of opinion,
remamed [arthfully and unelerably
attached to Coker of the Fifth.

There had often been trouble in
Coker's study—especinlly when Potter
or Greene had madvurlently*lmrayed
what they though! of Coker's cricket—but
such rows hud never lasted. Coker was
forgiving—und Potter and Greens, so to
speak, for taking!

Coker nugln be a headstrong, [at-
hesded, overbearing sort of an uss, and
the biggest wdiot ever, but there was
something attractive about CUoker—in
the shape of Aunt Judy's hampers.

“Uh ! gusped Bunter. * Fine ¥

He gloated. .

Wil Pouer and Greene playing
cricket wlong with the other seniors, and
Coker looking on, making sercastic com-
menta on Lha play, 1n his ususl style,
there wus wsbsolutely mo danger of 1m-
terruption.

Bunter gohbled,

A pir vanished like o ghost at cocl-

erow'! A pudding followed it at about
:I!H_ﬁ- m.p-h. Bunter was enjoying him-
Eg

And than— As the poet observes,
a change come o'er the spirit of his
dream !

There were heavy footsteps in the
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passaga! Thoy were accompanied by
n sound of gasping and gurghog.

Iv sounded as 1} a feliow who had
been  badly winded was stuggering
home.

Bunior gave a convulsive start,

Gy un wnespected huppeuing could
huve urougut Uorsce Coker back 1o the
study ! But it wus the uneapected that
huppened. Coker's auties with the ball
had couvsed bun to shake the dust of
Big Sde [rom his leet—in & huorryl
What cemsined ot Horwee Ucker, alier
the orieketers had  handled him,
hinped w0 the House and gusped ite
Wuy to the study. '

"Oh lor' ! gasped Bunter.

He jumped up trom the hamper.

With u large section of a plum-pod-
ding m orher Fat haod, and & smear of
pie on his fut face, Billy Buntor turned
startled eyes on the door,

It swunyg open.

“Urrrregh ! Coker was saying as be
came in. e did not seem to have quite
goL his second wind yet,

He did not for the moment observe
Bunter. 'I'he fat Owl of the Remeve
staod  frozew with terror, bhnking st
hir. Loker, of course, did noir expect
lo see 4 Bemove junior 1n his study—
any wiore thun Bunter had expected to
see Coker there,

Coker lnuped in wearily. He had
boun through . Ele had not inwen
to bratn Mr. Lascelles—pot in the least
—but the fellows bad treated him just
a5 If be had!

“Urrgh! Rotters!" gurgled Cokez.
“Puichonyg wto 4 man! Muking oud
that & mun can ¢ play cricket! My own
pals, too! 1 uelwve 1t was Greene had
hold of my huir! I'm almost sure it
was Fotter bitted me on the bags! F've

a jolly good mind to——  Wohas the
thum &

Cokar beheld Buntep.

He suw the open hamper, he =zaw

Bunter standing by it, with a segment
of pudding in esch hand; and the ex-
ression tmat came over Coker's rugged
o showed that DBunter's nppraghen-
sione were wall tounded.

Coker wuas domaged!
wruthy ! By a sbwer aceident, whieh
nught bave lmppened to any 'faﬂuw—-
auny ftellow hke Coker, at least—he bhad
barged a cricketr ball at the head of the
gaines master.  Fellows bad piled on
hun on obl sudes and handled him liks
a cowbined punch-bull and doormar.
The wngustice of i stung Coker. He
would have bevy glud o " whop ™ every
wins oh the cricket Geld. That, of course,
was mpracticuble-—indecd, 50 far from
whopping the encketers, he had been
lucky o escape with s ife! But be
wis yvearning o whop somebody. Wheop-
ping somebody would make him  feal
betrer. He really waz not particular as
ta the perzon. Alwost anybody would
have done! And in that ferocicns
mood, he [ound » cheeky Remove [og
rusding his hamper !

The tiger in the jungle might have
eyed its mulpless prey es Horace Coker
eyed Williwm George Buater of the
Ruemnova.

LBumer quaked.

“I—1 say. Uoker—I say, old chap—
I—I say, 1—1—[ haven't touched yesur
hamper, old Tellow !

Hud Bumnivr's st wits been less con-
Fusudd by terror. he would have knewn
that that was not the wuy 1o placute
Coker. The high aud mighty MHoruce
did mot hke "old chap”™ and *"old
feilow ™ fromn fapgs! IT Coker's wrath
had needod a Bnshing touch, that would
have given it

Coker did not speak. He
round, spotted u fives bat, pic

Colier was

lanced
it up,
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and strode towards the Owl of the
Hemowvae.

. Bumer jumped for the door. Coker
.!ﬁ‘«ll:.lfiﬂﬂd for Bunter! Coker got there

t.

Whack |

“ W hoooooop |

“ Buggiog my tuck, what?” said
Coker, us he grasped Bunter's collar
with his left. " By guw | Take thul—"

* ¥Yaroooh | '

“And that—>

“ Huelp I

" And thot—~"

" ¥Yow-ow-wooop 1

Coker seonwd to faney that he was
beuting carper. Dust rose [rom Billy
Bunter's trousers. Wild yells rose trom
Bunter,

Whuck! Whaek! Whack! Whack!

A bves bar 1 a hetty hand con do
a bot of exeeution, Coker lud 1t on

He wus tinding comiort mn this,
Every nnghty whack be guve Bunter
made hun feel betier.

The elfect oo Dunter was quite
different. He lound no comfort in it
whatever. Every whack made Buuter
feel worse. '

Bunter's [rentic yells woke every echo
of the Fifth Forw passage, from the
gemes study at ooe end, to the box-
recin at the ether,

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Oh cnikey! Yaroooh! Whooop!”
roared Bunwer, [ suy, old chap—Ileavo
off, you beast—oh lor’! Ok, jiuunyl
©h scissors | Whooop 1"

Whack! Whack! Whaek!

* Ovoooooooooo [

Finully, LCoker pitched the fat junioe
headleng out of the study, and slummed
the door after hims.  He tossed the Gves
bat 1m0 a corser, feshing disunctly
better. Really, it was rather fortunate
that he had jound Bunter in his study.
But Billy Bunter, as he wriggled his
anguished way down the pussuge, could
pot help feeling thut it was unfortunate
—very unforiunaie indeed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
bacs Up!l

b MITHY |*
S " Hulle I"
“Irow o™

Herveri  Vernon-Smich, the
Bounder ol Ureylnars, bestaied a
mQuenl o W,

He wuas counog up to the Remove
passuge o lea, and passing the open
door of Study No. 1, when & cheery
volee lmibed Lun lrom wilbin,

Thers were bHve jJumiors io thas
celevrated sindy—the Fmmous Five of
the Hemove., It wus Hurey Wharlon
who called bham.

Swce  Hervert Vernon-Smith  had
becomwwe capuin of the Kemove, 11
Whurton's place, relations had been ex-
tremnely streined—in tuet, the gew rermm
bhad beon puacked with trouble. Dut
since the 5L Jun's match, v which
Wharton bad backed up the pew
gkipper and helped huoo to bring off a
viciory, there bad been a chunge for
the butter.

‘T'he Bounder, in an unusually expan-

sive wood, aher the game, hud
puggested burymng  the hatchet and
gtarung lresh. Wharton, wiso wnder

the gemel mmfAuence of crickor, had
agrecd. Since then, both the rivals of
the Bomove hod done thesr begt,

It was noted that the new caprain of
the Rumove had nor “thrown his weight
about ¥ s0 much ss formerly. Woarion
on s stde, wushed out the memory o
many oftences,

I they woere not exsactly friends, the
bad at loast coused 1o be enemies; an



EVERY SATURDAY

most follows in the Remove hoped that
it would last.

&till, they had not got so far aa
“tea-ing ¥ together; and the Bounder
aused in the doorway of Study No. 1,
esitating a little.

“Wa've rather a spread,”
Harry. “Trot in, old bean, and hel
got rid of it."

“Threo kinds of jam!” said Frank
Nugent solemnly. _

“The jamiulpess,” seid Hurreo Jam-
kot Ram Singh, “is terrilic [

Vernon-S8mith laughed.

“Thunks, I'll be glad,"” he said, ban-
ishing douldsz, “ Redwing's tes-ing with
the Beak; and & fellow doesn't want to
feed alone”

The Bounder came into tho study,

Bob Cherry pulled out a chair for
Lim. Smithy sat down to tea with the

enid
p us

The ball leff Coker’s hand like a bullet from a rifle, bui it did not go near Wingate's wicket.
Mr. Lascelles’ unfortunate head instead.

cheery circle.
very pood-tempered.
restless nature rather enjoyed a “row ™;
etill, it was afreeablo to be on pood terms
again with the Co, As a matter of fact,
the Bounder was foeling a good deal of
compunction. While the “feud” had
beon on, hizs methods of warfare had
not been conspicuocus for fair play, and
there wero several litile thinga that
Swithy would have been glad to forget.
If the other fellows were willing to
forget ihem, Smithy was more Lhan
willing.

Ile could not quito believe that Whar-
fon was willing to loave the captamncy in
hi# hands, and play the part of a
“eommon or rarden* momber of the
Form. Dut he had resolved 1o curh his
guspicious temper and evoid looking for
trouble.

Cheery talk hiad been going on in the

:I'!'.I.E E{lunder*ﬂ

study when the Dounder arrived, and
now there was rather a pause. Fortun-
ately, however, there was one topio in
whioh all the juniors wero interested;
and a remark from Bob Cherry on the
subject of the mext match with High-
cliffe, started the ball rolling; aond
“oriokot jaw ” was soon going strong.

Tea in Btudy No. 1 was proceedin
vory harmoniously, when a fat face an
a large pair of spectacles loomed in ab
the doorway.

“1 say, you fellows—-"

“How did Bunter know we had a
spread 7' asked Frank Nugent.

“0h, really, Nugent :

“8hnt the door after you, Bunter I

“1 haven't come to toa!” said Billy
Bunter, with dignity. *I think it's
rather rotten that a fellow can't look
into a fellow's study at tea-time without

Ilis rather hard fuce was & fellow thinking that a fcllow has

coma scrounging alter o tea! I see
rou've got SBmithy hore—and 1 should
fmrcll:,r care to tea with Smithy !
“Bame to vou, old fat boan " said the
DBounder. *Take your faco away !

“ Btill, az far as that goes, I'in not the
fellow to nurse a grudge !" said Bunter.
“Dash 1t all, 1f you men don’t bar
Smithy, I won't bar him ™

“¥ou jolly well willl” said Smithy,

“Ha, ho, bhal"

“The fact is, I'vo got to speak to
Smithy ! said Bunter, roiling inte tho
study. * You call yoursolf cuptain of the
Remove, Smithy! You've ;f-:;t the job
ti1il Wharton turne you out of it again I*

“2Bhut up, you fat idiot I'* said Harry.

“Oh, ti.tuilj, Whartont! T supposo
you're going to turl Smithy out of ik
sponer or later, secing what a rotien
skipper he is. Lecok at the way he

5

picked out Nugent for the Bt. Jim's
match—not that he was ass enough to
think you wero any good, Franky, old

chap, but just to pet Wharion's back
HF ¥
“"Who's going to swab Llhat blue-

bottle 7" asked Bob Cherry.

*Oh, ren.ll;t:, Cherryl I'll try that
cake, if you fellows don’t mind! Look
here, Smithy, as you make cut that
vou're captain of the Remove, il's up
to vou to sec that & REemove man 1an't
bullied by the Fifth, see? That beast
Coker has been laying inlo me with a
fives bat. He came in in a frightful
temper—something must have happened
to upset him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 hear that he jolly nearly brained
Liascelles with & cricket ball I” went on
Bunter, *From what I hear, he threw

Crack ' The ball landed on

“* Whooooo-hooooop | ** roared the games naster,

it st his head, because Lascelles had
given him extra maths—"*

“Oh, 1y hat!"’

“Or something of the sork!™ said
Runter. * Anyhow, he came in ragiug,
and pitched into me for nothing! He
made out that I was alter lus hamper,
you know, becauze I was in  his
stud

o j{nd you weren't ! prinned DBob.

“NMNot at all, old chap! 1 hope I'm
not the fellow to touch o Ecllow’s
hamper. DBesides, I thought he was safe
at the eoricket! Ho whopped me with
a fives bat—I1 shan’t be able to sit down
to prap to-night | I think Smithy ought
io take it up, as captain of the Form
What about it, Smithy 1"

“ Fathead ' answered Smithy,

s a-:ll].f. 1I'uu. fellows, this isn't a bad
cake! LU'll have some more, il you don't
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mind! 1 say, T suppose you funk Coker
—if there's :ﬁythin%p? despise, it's funk !
Look here, I've thought of a way of
making Coker sit up! You know what
B I'mll:u goodd ventriloquist | am 1™ '

‘He's wound up "' sighed Bob Cherry.

“1 npeedn't toll you—you  knowl”
pursued Bunter, with hs mouth full. 1
can imitate any man's voice, as you
know! You know how [ imitated old
Vernon-Smith's voice opn the telephone,
and mude Quelch send Snuthy home for
the day—he, he, hel You remember
Smithy thought it was you, Wharton,
ond turfed you out of the cricket on the
strength of it—"

“ Are you going on your feet, or on
your neck, Dunter?!” inguired Harry
Wharton. .

“Eh! I'm not going yet, old chap! I
haven't Bnished! Old Quelch was guite
taken in, you know! He thought it was
Smithy's pater barking on the phonel
It’s as easy as ple to a really clever
ventriloquist, like me! Well, my idea
is to imitate old Prout's voice—Coker s
Form master, you know—and eall him
out of hs study ! Then you fellows nip
in—

“ Wo—woe—whatter— 1" T

“Nip in and bag his hamper!” said
Bunter. “That's the way to make him
git up, see? [I'll clear off Coker with
my wonderful ventriloguism, and you
fallows bug the hamper. Eeasy as falling
off & forim! We whack out the hamper
—fair play all round—what?”

Billy Bunter paused for a reply. He
filled in the pause—and his capocious
mouth—with cake. Apparently Bunter
considered this remarkable wheeze
assured of an enthusiastic reception.

Instoad of which, the six E.emc{vlfea
in the study gazed at the fat Owl. There
was no sign of enthusiasm,

“] can tell you that's a ripping
hamper !™ said Bunter. " Simply packed
with stuff | Of course, I'm not the fellow
to raid a fellow’s tuck—you know 1 don’t
cure much for tuck. The idea 18 to

unith Coker—make him sit up for
Eattmg s Remove man, you know!
Bagging hiz hamper will ‘make him
rege, what ? Rﬂl,‘? on me to clear Coker
off the sceng—

“You fat villeinl*

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I may as well
say plainly,” said Bunter, “that if you
don’t back me up in this, 1 shan't back
you up when you start turbng Smithy
out of the captainey! One good turn
deserves another! You back me up
sgaingt Coker, and I'll back you up
ng}t-tlmst' Smithy—that's Ffair|*

arry Wharton jumped u}ln.

In the new state of amity that reigned
between Smithy and the Co., Billy
Bunter's latuous remarks werc awkward
and superflucis,

“That's right, old fellow!" gaid
Bunter., " Back mo up against Coker,
whaltr" i i A

“I'm acking you uap agree
Wharton, “But I'm not hanhingsryuu
up wugamst Coker! I'm backing you wp
against the wall [

H.Eh?ll

“Ha, ha, ha |

Wharton grasped the Owl of the
Remove by two (st shoulders and
ha:ﬁ:ed him up hard against the study
wiall.

Bang!

*Oocoonoop !™ roared Buater, *Why
—you beast——*'

‘Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Ow! Leggo, you retter!” yollod
Bunter. *I say, yvou fellows—wh J
, “Good egg!” roared Bob Cherry,
umping up. “Give 8 man a chance!
'm going to back Bunter up, too!®
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“Ha. ha, hat*

*¥aroocoooh 1
_ Billy Bunter tore himself away and
IMmped into. the Remove passage.
Apparently he did not want any more
acking up. - The study door slammed
after the fot Owl, and “ericket jaw'*
was resumned round the tea-table, un-
interrupted further by William George
Bunter,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Parled Pals!

OTTER of the Fifth conghed.
P Greene of the Fifth echoed bis
cough. :

~ Coming in after pgames
practice, hungry, and more than ready
for tea, the two Fifth-Formers wero
feeling a little wuncertain as they
approached the study that wae honoured
and adorned by the presence of Horace
James Coler. '

They looked i, and coughed.

Mr, Lasceiles, the gnmes master, was
the obhject of great sympathy, Heo bad
& bump on his head, and & pain thercin
—the result .of Coker's remarkable feat
as a deadly bowler. Lascelles, damaged
as be was, had taken it gnﬂd-tempﬂrm%ir.
The cricketers hadn't! And in the
excitement of the moment, Potter and
Greene had forgotten that they were
Coker’s bosom pals, and had joined in
the ragging of the great Horace on
Blgr Side. Every man there had been
anxious and eager to get a hand, or a
foot, an Coker, and Potter and Greene
had been just az anxzious and esger as
the rest. '

Greene had & distinet recollection of
having grabbed Coker by hizs mop of
hair. Potter had a guilty recollection
of his foot having estabﬁshed contach
with Coker's bags.. Coker, of course,
had deserved it all, and more: and had
begged and prayed for it. Still, it was
rather awkward, in view of tea-time and
the hamper.

Now at the excitement was over,
Potter and Greene rather wishod that
they had left Coker to the ather fellows.
There had been, after all, enough to
deal with hin adequately. Indeod,
there had been too many. There had
been a seramble for front places, Still,
what was dene, was done, and they
mu!dﬁnly hope that, in those moments
of wild and whirling excitement, old
Horace hadn't noticed who had grabbed
his hair, and who had landed on his
bags. Iﬁﬁ had had plenty to oceupy his
attention at the moment.

But they felt, rather uncertain as they
looked into the study. Coker was thero.
The hamper was open. But Coker was
not giving any attention to the hamper,
He sat in the arinchair, with a cricket
bat ecroes hiz knees. He seemed to have
recovered a little from his hard ueage,
but he was still leoking red and
flustered, and there was a steely look
in his eye that his friends did not gquite
like. And they wondered—uneasily—
what he had that bat so handy for.

Horace Coker gave them a grim look
as they coughed in the doorway. Hia
look was not friendly.

:ﬂh, here yvou are!"* said Coker.

" Here we are, old bean!” said Potter,
with a rather ghastly geniality,

“Coming in?"” askod Coker,

“¥Yes, we're coming in, old fellow,”
gald Greene. "Tes, you know.”

:

jui;

P W |

Read the Splendid Schoel Stories
of Tom Marey & Co. in the é
a

2a. GEM w2

Week.

CSATCASM Vory much.

‘Lg?ﬂu’ra tea-ing in this study ™ ashed
r.

Potter and Greene cast surreptitions
eyee on-the hampar,
“Certainly, old follow,” said Potter.
; i{thlﬁk-nnt.” said Coker,
"My dear old ch i
Er?enm uh n:mrmur-eﬂ
" What I mean is, I don't think you'll
fool like tea, when I've finished with
{;'?:;E'n explained Coker. “I've been
ing for vou t in. I’
this bat ready, T:ﬂﬁ?:.?’ e e
ﬁ:;ka:;* inap ta his feet.
O B gFri
gt ETIp on the cano handle of

Potter and Grecne remained in tha

“Evidon

vidently their he had ll-
founded. ° Evidently p&ke? _krl.:r:“n::n JIE;
his hair, and who had

had grabbed

landed en his haga
eld Coker, with o bas
comic.  But with s bat

~ On the ericket
in I]:ls Ii!l'n:ndu was
in his hands in the study he was rather
trndg'-c. A ericket ball, on the pitch,
had nothing to fear from Coker's bhat.
But it was quite & different matter for
Paotter and Greene in the study.

I—I—-T say, old fellow; wha'a-at are
Jou ‘going to do with that bat? asked

Potter haltingly.
Come in and sea ™ answered Coker.
to that bait. Ha

. Potter did not rise
E:nmfenad to . ascertain before he came
“ Look here, old ch if * i
nbﬂut mmthing——c'?]}:ﬂl bz;::nr.ﬂ R,
; Iﬂh, no 1" Coker’s tone was sarcastio,
indeed sardonic, “Not at all! Shirty t
Not a bit ! Grabbing a fellow’s hair
'Ii']r-;]:ﬁ: Lmnlm Ii:'lmbsm'" . dors it? Kick-

an on ; I
T & mano nuI?” ags doesn’t make him
This was erushing sarcasm
Potter and Greone did net mind the
But they minded

the bat. They kept a wary eye on the

bat.

“Not a bit!” went on Coker, in the
same sardonio vein. “Shirty! Who's
shirty? O, no! When a follow's
fricnds turn on him, and grab his hair,
and turf him on the trucks, it makes
himt feel nice and friendly. That's how
I feel now. That's why I've got hold of
this bat.. Why don't vou eome in?"

Potter and Greene did not come in.

The hamper was inviting. 'The bai

‘was not.  And it was clear that if they

camo in, they were

ng to
not the hamper. .gc:_- % 0 gns ko ks

“ Better along and ten with Fitz ™
murmured Potter, and Greene nodded,
They turned from the dﬂﬂrwa’p :
: ‘k.g.;-an': you coming in?' cooed
Evidently they were ;
kicked thardmr ghul:. e ok
Coker sat down again, Coker was

s hefty follow, but wag feeling the
need of a rest after his strenuous ex-
periences on Big Side.
hH?: was :;nth thinking of tea. o was
thinking of his wrongs and grievances,
and - the absolute certainty that, after
that unfortunate accident on- Big Side,
Wingate of the Sixth would not pick
him out for the Rookwood match. He
felt that it was hard.
. Had matters gone according to plan,
it would have been all right. ﬁad ‘oker
taken Wingate's wictot, all would have
been calm nnd bright. Wingate might
havo persisted in acting like the obstin.
ate, dense ass that Colter had alwaya
known him to be—Cloker knew that the
idea was firmly fixed in Wingate’s mind
that he, Horace James Coker, could not
lay ericket. But there would have
n Lascelles te deal with,
{Continued at foot of next page,
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TN THOUSAND GRAND GIFT BOOKS MUST BE wnn—g;:gI;Lgnifg.gg PONS.

ON'T miss the grand opportunmity you have
here of winning a big gift book free I All
you have to do to try for one of these magni-

ficent prizes 15 to collect the coupons which we are
giving away in MAGNET and in other popular boys’
papers. Every coupon 1s worth so many poinis—
10, 25, 50, and so on. And the highest totals of points
collected will win, This is the third week of the offer,

but you can easily start collecting to-day.

Below you will find a coupon for 50 points: cut |

this out and add it to the others you have already
collected. Then watch our next issues for further
coupons. Youve five more weeks altogether in
which to make your total a real snorter.

Ask your pals, too, about their coupons. Perhaps
they'll pool theirs with yours. Below you will find
a list of the other famous papers which contain these
prize coupons. And now let me tell you a piece of
good news :

This week's issues of " Modern Boy" and "' The
Champion" each contain a Special Bonus Coupon
worth 250 points.

If you buy both these books you [ —cam
will be able to add 500 points to 8 i
your total! Other papers, too,
including MAcGNET, of course, will
ive these special Bonus Coupons
ﬁ‘nm week to week, so watch for

them. Get the coupon-collecting habit, you chaps,
and be one of the fgrtunatc 10,000 who will win a
arand book.

When the final week’s coupons appear we shall tell
you how and where to send in all the coupons you have
collected, and shall also ask you which book you would
prefer if you win.

The 10,000 handsome gift books (500 of them for
oterseas readers) will be awarded to the ten thousand
readers who send in coupons with the highest totals
of points. There 1s NO entrance fee, and the closing
date will be Wednesday, July 13th (except to readers
outside the British Isles). Only coupons taken from
“ Magnet,” * The Ranger,” ‘' Gem,” “ Bullseye,’
H Uni:}n _] ack," "Spc:-rl:s Budg&t,“ "Triumph,.“ “Modern
Boy,” " Nelson Lee,” " Surprise,” ** Champion,’
anir “ Boy's Cinema " will be eligible, and mutilated
coupons will not be counted. The Editor's decision
will be final. No correspondence will be allowed.

Overseas readers are eligible to enter this great
scheme (with the exception of readers in New Zealand
whom, unfortunately, it is not

possible to include). Collect all

the gift coupons you can in the
same way.  1here will be a special
closing date to give you time to
send your coupons to us after the
final week.

(Continued from previous page.)
Lascelles, ns pames master, wonld

feat on the field, Coker had mado
matters worze; he realised that,

hooted at a fellow through s door, with.
Las- out opening it, was anothoer mystery. It

Coker had

Lavoe intcevencd, not only with adviee,
but with nauthority. Lascelles would
have pointed out that o bowler like
Coker could not be left out of the
team, and ho would have insisted on the
Greyiriars captain  giving Coker =a
chance. Wingate was a tremendous big
gun, but he could not have stood up
against the considered opinion of the
games master. Ho would have had to
give in and play Coker., That, indeed,
was what Cokor had ecounted on.  All
that had been needed, was for that ball
to knock over Wingate's wicket. Tt
was frightiully unfortunate, in these cire-
cumstances, that it had knocked over
Lascelles instead |

Coker had a hopelul nature. Bub
even Uoker could not Lope that Las
celles would be convineced of his
auality sz a bowler, after that ball.
1t was more lilkely, Coker reflccted
hitterly, to make him think that Coker
conldn’t bowl—ihat he was, as the
fellows often said, o dangerous maning
with a ball in his bhand.

Instead of improving matters by that

colles, more likely than not, would be
against him now. The ericket ball
crashing on .the zido of his head might

have prejudiced him against Coker, as.

a bowler. It was quite likely.

Deep in  theze gloomy reflections,
Caoker forpot tea.

He wa3z arouzed from his gloomy
maoditationz by a tap on the door of the
study.

“0Oh, come in, asl” snopped Coker
ir'rltab,h'.

The door did not open. DBut from the
other side of it came a voloco—a deep
and fruily voicc—a voico that could
only have been that of Ar. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, or of a ventriloe-
quisk, who lhad o remarlaable gilt for
imitating voices,

“What! What! Coker! You forgek
vourseli | Coker, follow mc to my study
this instant!”

“0h erikey "™ gasped Coker,

He slared at the door.

What the thump Prout had coma lo
Iis study for was g mystery. YWhy he

waus altogether too thick! I
enough trouble on his hands, without
move troable from old 'rout. DBlow old
Frout! S
Coker rose slowly and unwillingly
from the armchair. It was rather siclk-
cning, but Coker, great man as he was,

_had to say “ Yes, sir1” and * No, sir 1™

just like & eommen mortal when he was
dealing with a Form master. Coker
Lhud no timo to waste on Prout; but
there was no~help for it; the fruity
voleo had orderad him to Prout's study,
and he had to go.

Ho wont, ;

Coker’s study was left unocenpied.

But it was nol unoccupicd for long.

A fat figure whipped in at the door.
Tho door was hurriedly closed and
locked. A largo pair of spectacles
gloamed at the hamper. While Coker
interviewed his Form master in Prout’s
study, Billy Bunter interviewed the
hamper in Coker's study. Bunter’s in-
{erview was no doubt the more enjoy-
able of the Lwo.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Very Peculiar of Prout [

AIS je ecrois—" murmured
Monsieur Charpentier.
“That shot, sir, eaved my
lifa 1" said Mr. Prout.
“Mais je erois—"
“Had that bullet missed, sir, I should
not be here now [ said Prout.

Prout, the master of the Fifth, waa
filling his armchair with his pertly
form. He was filling his study with his
fruity voiceo.

Henri Charpentier, the French master
of Greyfriars, was sitting on the edge
of a chiair, listening to Prout,

Prout, like NMimrod of old, bad been
a mighty hunter. Prout liked telling
hunting stories, It was said at Grey-
friars that the other beaks, when they
had to pass Prout's study, passed it on
tiptoe, lest the door should open, and a
fruity voice invite them in for a chat.

Prout's chats were long. They were
one-sided. He never gave the other
fellow a chance. He had one inex-
haustible topic—Prout!

Now he was telling Mossoo how he
had shot that grizzly in the Rocky
Mountains, onee in the dear dead days
beyond recall.

How often Prout had told that story,
nobody koew. If ony man had ever
kept count, he had had to give it up
when he got into the thousands,

Mossoo, like every other man on the
Greyviriars stafl, knew it by heart. Now
he was getting it over again, Mossoo
was o polite %[ttle gentleman. Buat his
politeness was costing him dear. Other
masters, when Prout got going, would
suddenly remember that they had a class,
or un extra prep, or.a suwinmons from the
Head, Mossoo was trying timndly to
sny that he belioved he was expected in
Common-room. But he did not get it
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out. Prout, shooling his grizely over
agan for the umpteenth time, was mer-
ciless,

“¥es, sir P said Prout. “¥Yes! Had
that bullet missed—had it gone a haire-
breadth, sir, to the right or the lefr, 1
should not be sitting here now, sir,
talking to you! No.”

Monsieur Charpentier was consoious
of 8 wish that the bullet had gone a
hanirsbreadth either te the right er the
left. In that case Prout would not have
been talking.

“And that reminds me,"” said Prout,
“of another incident—="

Tapl

Silently Mongieur Charpentier ealled
down blessings on the head of whom-
goever 1t was that tapped at Prout's
door at that moment. Seldom, or never,
had Coker of the Fifth been so fervently
blessod,

The door opened. Horace Coker's
rugged features adorned tho doorway.
Prout gave him a cross look. Prout did
not want to be interrupted.

"Coker! What do you want, Coker ™
he rapped.

Coker stared.

“You told me to come here, sir,” he
answerad,

“1 do not reecall telling you to come
horo, Coker. J—— Pray do not dis-
turbk yourself, Mansieur Charpentier |

But Monsieur Charpentier had al-
ready disturbed himself. This was an
cappnrtunity too good te be lost. Mon-
sicu¢  Charpentier jumped up almost
Jike a Jack-in-the-box.

“Mais je crois—zat good Capper—he
vill be waiting for me,” he said. “In
zis talk so verree interesting, 1 almost
forget zat good Capper. Mais vous ex-
cusez, isn't 67"

“My dear sip—"

But Mossoo was gone,

Prout grunted.

P o s

determine

To what lengths the Bounder’s

line to last.

Library

baeeas

Book-length Yarn for 4d.

All that is evil in Herbert Vernon-Smith comes to
the surface when his tather betriends and places at

Creylriars School an orphan named Paul Dallas.
To the headstrong, iealous Bounder, the new boy i3

i an intgﬂﬂ[l:&r and a “ I:I}arity cad,” and I'Iﬂ* 18
to make Greyiriars too hot to hold him.

leads him, in his hatred for Dallas, makes a stirring
long complete story tha: will gri
Make certain o

SCHOOLBOYS’

Now on Sale

CONDEMNED |

T

.;__,a-'

ONLY! |

T,

—r

unreasoning rage

Ask for
No. 171 of

OWN

F you from first
reading it,

id. |

THE MAGNET

He fixed & far from amicable lock on
Coker. ‘This boy was a backward pupil,
dense and obtuze, troublesome w Form
—troublesome at all times. Now he
had buarged in and interrupted a°
pleasant chat—a  very pleasant chat.
It was rather irritating,

“Coker, what do you mean? I have
no recollection of telling you to come
hera. Explain yourself,”

* ¥ou saad I was to follow you to your
study, sir,” said the amazed Coker.

FProut was pgetting old, and Coker
wondered whether his memory was fail-
hmgl;l hHa didd not sﬁem 1o i-:;iget- R:-?ka:

ad happeged, perhaps, in the
Mountains towards Eﬁ] close of the
oincteenth century. DBut he seemed to
have torgotien telling Coker to lollow
him to s study.

“I told you to follow me to my
study?"” ejaculated Prout,

" Yeou, sir"

“Upen my word! When did 1 tell
you thiaf®

Parhaps Prout, too, wondered whether
his memory was failing.

“Not five minutes ago, sir,” zaid the
bewildered Coker,

“ What ! boomed Prout.

“Four or five omnutes ago, sir, in the
Filth Form pmﬁa.{ge.“

“ Are you out of your senses, Coker 772

[ Eh ?”

“Or is thie 8 jest—an impudent jest 1

“Wha-a-t 1"

“For the last half-hour, sir, I haove
oot left this study!* roared Prout.
“ Monsieur Charpentier has been hora

with me fEr half an hour. What do
ou mean by saying that 1 spoke to you
fu tho Fifth Form passe 1 repeat,

sir—whal do you mean i’

Coker blinked at him.

" Beb-but you did, sir!” he gasped.
" You—you tapped st my door, sir, and

—and told me to follow you to your
study.”
“This is too much,” said Prout,

addressing space,

“l=—I camo at once, sirl” gasped
Coker. " You wmust have got buock to
your study rather quick, or—"

“1 have not left my swdy[” thund-
ered Prout.

* Really, sir—"

It was not for a fellow to argue with
his Form master, but, really, this was
too thick. Coker could not help think-
ing that it was too thick, and he was
indiguant. Prout—or, at least, Prout's
vorce—hud ordered him to his Form
master's study. He hod come at once,
or almost at once, and this was the re-
ception he got.

Prout rose to his feet.

“Coker, you sre the most backward
boy in my Form! You are the
stupidest boy at Greyfriars! With
backwardnesa, with stupadity, 1 can bo
patient. [ trust [ have been patient.
But if, sir, you are adding a mis-
directed sense of humour to your back-
wardness, to your stupidity, 1 shall deal
with you very drastically, Coker. This
i3 too much.”

* B-b-but, sir—" babbled Coker.

“ ¥ou have come here,” soid Prout.
“You have interrupted me—>"

“* But you told me—"

“1 told you nothing, sir!™ roared
Prout. “ You [ind it amusing, I con-
clude, to interrupt your Form master,
and waste his time. It i1s what, 1 sup-
posa, Lower boys would call a *rag)’
It is what L, sir, call an impudent jest,
It is what [ call rank dizsrespect. 1t is
what I, sir, eall brazen effrontercy I

"-CP.I!} erikey 1”7 gasped Coler.  “ But

“T1f u wera not a sentor boy,”
hoomed Prout, “ I should canc you!l
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** Oh lor” | ** gasped Bunter. With a large section of a plum-pudding in efther fat hand, he turned startled eyes on the door.
It swung open and Coker limped into the study. * You fat rotter ! ™ gasped the inforiated Filth-Former.

ragret, sir, that sou are a senior boy,
and that a due regard, sir, for my own
dignity, prevents me from chastising
{?u as you deserve for your irrggude_nm
You will take fve hund lines,
Coker.”

“(h jiminy [

“Leave my study!™

Coker almost staggered. He blinked
dazedly at his Form master. Unless
Prout was mad, Colier could not account
for this.

“Leave my study!” repeated Prout.

% B-b-Lut, sir,” burbled Coker, *vou
—you—vou told me to come—"

“TRoy "

“Five minutes ago— 2

* Bless my scul! Are vou venburing
to repeat vour impudent  statement,
Coker? Upon my word! Another
word, Coker, and I shall cane you !

Coker did not utter another word.
Evon Coker realiand that silence was
polden. Ha backed out of the study.
Fecling as if hiz bewildered head way
turning round, Coker backed into the
passage.

Mr. Prout slammed the door after
him.

He plumped hiz portly person into the
armechair again. He snorted. He was
intensely irvitated. Monsieus Char-

ntrer was  gone—vanishod -—eseaped |
g‘mut-'a flood of reminiscences was
hattled up. Fond as he was of the
sound of his own voice, even Prout
could not talk to himself, and tell him-
galf long stories of his deeds of derring-
do. Prout was =till ehatte. and thero
was nobodre to listen-in. [t wae like the
gas being suddenly cut off. And it was
all the fault of that thick-headed boy,
Coker. Prout, &3 he sported, rather

LE]

fuck | By gam ! ™

wished that he had, after all, forgotten
what was due to his dignity as master
of & senior Form, and chastised Coker
a5 ho deserved.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Something Like Strategy !

ILLY BUNTER paused with a
B juicy, Haky jam-tart hnlf-\‘i'c!g'
to his mouth, and listened.
Footsteps approached the door

of Coker's study, whoere Bunter was
busy. But thoso footsteps—though they
wara obviously the heavy footsteps of

. Horace James Coker—brought no alarm

to the fat heart of the Owl of the
Removo.

Bunter merely winked—a fat wink—
ot the jam tart in his hand.

Buntar's p!nnﬁ wern laid—thoy weore
cut and dried. PBunter's fat intellect
was not ordinarils very active. But if
anything could have spurred it into
activity, it would have been the idea
of annexing the hamper from Coker's
Aunt Judry. And Billy Bunter had
given that matter his decpest considera-
tion, and plotted & plot that might have
done eredit to Nicolo Machiavelli at
his bosk.

By imitating Prout’s voice outside
the closed door. Bunter had sent Coker
on & fool's errand.  That was the begin-
ning. Dut Coker, of course, would not
stay long with Prout. He would come
back. Bunter had to be prepared for
that—and hr was prepared.

There was neither time nor oppor-
tunity to carry off the hamper in bulk.
It was, indecd, rather too Imarg for tha
fat junior to negotiate on his own.
Meithor could ho stack his fat arms

“* Bagging my

with parcels and packages of purloined
tuck to enrry off, at the risk of meeting
Fiith Formm men all nlﬂngethla passage.

Coker's hamper hac to disposed of
on the spot, 1f at sll. That it had to ba
disposed of, by Bunter, was as fixed

and immutable as the laws of the Medes
and Persians. Buntoer, therefore, had
to remain in ion of Coker's study
for a good “half-hour., And Bunter
knew how.

He had locked the door. That was
the first indispensable preliminary.
Cokeor could not see’ through o solid cak
door.

But he could hear through it. And
he was going to hear. Having heard
Mr. Prout’s wvaice outside the study,

from one side of the door, he was going

to hear Mr. Lascelles’ voice inside the
sturdy, from tho other side of the door.
The fat ventriloguist was equal to it.
The things that DBunter could not do,
and the things that he could do badly,
wora innumerable as the sands on the
sagshoro. But thers was one thing that
he eould do well—and that was ven-
triloquism. His gift for the imitation
of voices was weird and odd, and ma]]ﬁ
quite startling. BRecently Bunter ha

been severely whopped for playing just
such a trick on hiz own Form master,
Mr. Queleh. over tho telephone. Imitat-
ing Prout's fruity old volea was easy as
pia,  Imitating Mr. Lasceller’ rather
pleasant voice was not so easy, buf
Bunter could de it, and ke know that
he conld do it

And that was the gamo,

As the Ffootsteps of the returning
Horaer approached the study, there.
fore, Bunter did not feel alarmed. Not
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im #&a lenst. He only refrained from

jamming the tart into his mouth, The
tart had to wait till Bunter had got rid
of Cokar,

The door handle turned.

Bump!

“Qoooch 1"

Bunter supprezzed a chuekla.

A fellow coming into his own study
did not, of course, expect to find the
door locked agoinst him.

Coker turned the handle, pushed tho
door, and strode on a8t the same
moment, as o fellow is liable to do in
opening o door.

But as the door did not open, Coker
naturally brought vp against it, and his
nose and chin established econtact with
tha hard oalk.

The sudden yelp that emanated from
Coker showed that he was surprised—
and hinted that ho was hurt.

* Dooooh | What——  What—who
~by gum I”

Coker swrenched at the hondla and
shoved at the door savagely. He was
not im a good temper. ‘The events of
that eventful afternoon would not have
put ey fellow inte a good temper.

“By gum | It's locked I

This dawned on Coker. Coker's
powerful brain was not quick on the
uptake; buf, given time, 1t could
assimilatc the absclutely obwviousl

Coker realised thot his study door was
locked on tho inside.

He thumped.

“Here, what's thiz game?” roared
Coker, “Who's in this study? What?
Locking & man out of his study! What?
Who the thump—"

“Kindly do not disturb me, Coker 1”
came o volce from inside the locked
study.

Coker jumped.

He knew the voice—or, at least, he had
no doubt that he knew it!

“Ar. Lascelles I” he ejaculated.

Coker did not thump at the door
again. Ho

, E?,%f,hd at 1t in blank
astonishmant. v on carth Lascellea.

hed locked himaself in Coker's study was
a mystery. Tho maothematics master
might have called at tho study—ha was
never really satisfied with Coker's
maths, The games mastor might have
called—to speak about cricket. But why
Lascelles, either as maths master or as

ames master, should lock Linself in

eat Coker |

“Coker I'" came the voice that, if nat
Lauscolles’ own voice, was undoubtedly
twin-brother to it.

“Oh! Y¥Yes, sir 1" gasped Coker.

*1 ecamo hers to epeak to you about
the cricket, Coker! I have had my cro
on _you }m- somo  fime, and have
noticed vour play.” '

';I[}h, you're very good, sir!™ said

ar,

This was pleasant hearing for Coler.
Ho had often hoped that the games
master wonld notice what o first-class
cricketer he was. Lascelles, hitherto,
bad never revealed a sign of having
noticed that.

. Billy Bunter grinned. It was only
judiciovs, if possible, to put Coker into
a good temper. And it was oasy!l

*1 desired to discuszs the matter with
you, Coker, with o view to placing your
claims beforc Wingate,” said the voice
within.

Coker beamed at the cak door.

He had no doubt that it was Fascelles
speaking. And this was gratifying, It
wag very uncxpected, efter what had
happened that day. DBut it was all the
more gratifying hecsuse it was so unex-
pected. i

But it was uet surprising, indecd

Tie Maigcxer LiBmany.—No, iE'E.-T.

amazing, that the games master should
be saying thase nico l.ltinga from tho
other side of a locked door. Coker
failed to understand the reason for that.
Ele was not hkely to guess. he had
ever heard that Billy Bunter of the
Remove® was a ventriloguist, ho had
long ago forgotten it.

“ But the fact is, Coker,"” went.on the
voice, " I have been overcome by e slight
dizziness—you will remember that the
ball struck me on the head—" -

“I'm awfully sorry for that, sir,” said
Coker, through e door, sincercly
enough. “I—I can’t imagine how the
ball came to hit you, sir. Such an
sccident——"

“ Accidents will happen, Coker.”

“Oh, quite, sir! But it was so very
unox s BT ——

“As I soid, I became o little dizzy
and 1 bave taken the hberty, Coker, o
resting. in your armchair for a time. I
shall feel better shortly—perhaps in
half an honr. You do not object—"

“Not in tho leazt, sir.  Only too
pleased—

"I locked the door to—to prevent any-
one coming in and disturbing me.
Absolute guiet is necessary, so g hs
this—this dizziness lasts.” Bunter VEry
nearly said “ hamper,” but, fortunately,
he clianged it to “dizziness ¥ in time.
“1 fear, Coker, that I am taking rather
a hberty in your quarters, but in the
circumstances—" - :

“Not at all, sir," ssid Coker in high
good-humour now, - s

As o matter of fact, he did think it
rathor cool of Lascelles to lock himself
in a fellow's study to take a cest, even if
that "“cosh ** with the cricket ball had
made a sudden dizziness come on.

But ho swas more than willing to give
the games master his head, in that or
anything elsc,

f Lascelles, at long last, had spoticd
Coker’s quality as a cricketer, and was
f:omg toc make Wingate sco resson.
sascellées was a man whom Horaco
Coker dolighted to honour.

it,»

“"Thank you, Cokerl! I tako
went on the voice, **that you will be
willing to play in the Rookwood mateh
on Wednesday "

Cokor'’s eyes danerd.

“Oh, ecrtainly, sir! Delighted | ha
gasped.

come back in, say, an
dizcuss the matter.”

“With pleasure, sir.”’

“If you will have the great kindneca
to ollow me to rest undisturbed in your
study till then—owing to this dizzi-
ﬂl"lﬁ-'—--l-" i

“Of course, sir! Make yourself at
home 1" snid Coker heartily. * Only too
jolly glad, sir §”

“Thank vou,
timie, then."

“Yes, gir.” i .

Coker walked away, fecling as if he
was walking on air. e grinmed with
gleo as he departed. ;

In the study Billy Bunter also grinned
with glee. ' 3

But he did pot waste much iime grin.
ning. Uoker was safo for an hour; but
the sooncr Bunter got through and
doparted, the better—that was ohyious!
It was reully rather s dungerous spot
for Bunter—though the hemper, of
course, was worth it.

Bunter wasted no time, Ho sat down
heside the bhamper, and got down to
business, .

Had Coker come back to his study
door ho might have been gurprised to
heer o sound "of steedy  chumping
within, and might have wondered what
Mpr, Lascellrs wasz upto. -0 -

Billy Bunter's jaws, ﬁ]w—::‘.';l.'_&- e st

hour, and we can

Coker—in an hour's

“Vory m;rl'l, Caoker | Parhapa you will

THE MAGNET

activa part ef him, and well-developed
hir constant exercise, were going strong.
Hardly pausing to take breath, happy
and  jammy and sticky, Billy Bunter
travelled through the contents of Coker's
hamper, aod he travelled fast,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker in All His Glory !

u ALLO, halle, hallot! Cokor
locks bucked 1™
“The buckfulpess 1is
terrific 1

“Well, he's paid out Lascelles for his
wnaths 1" :

*Ha, ho, ha1*

Harry Wharton & Co., walking in tho
quad after tea, came on Coker, and

they could not help noticing that he
looked bucked.
It leaped to the eye, as it ware.

Coker of the Fifth was always a
fellow of importance, with a manner
that indicated s full realisation, on his
own part, of that impertance, Like the

tlemen i the poem, he often had

ride in his port, defiance in his eye.”
Often Coker walked the quad as if tho
qued, and the rest of Greyfriars thrown
in, belonged to him.

i_au_t- now there was a new and
striking self-satisfaction about Coker.
He was not walking—he was strutiing.
He walked with both hends in

pocketa of his flannel tronsera. This, at
Greyiriars, was "side™ in any but a
member of the First Eleven. Iis chin

was held well up. He hardly secmed to
see the common earth be distinguished
by treading on it. Coker, in fact, was
“ putting on roll.” Bomething, it was
clear, had happened to incrense Coker's
Ea.tlgfaﬂtmn with himgelf—never elight.
Like the classic gentleman of old, he
seemed to strike the stars with his
sublime head |
The Famous Five cyed him quite curi-
ously. Bo far as they were aware, Cokor
had o distinguished himself, of late,
y nearly braining the games master on
the ericket field." That, certainly, was a
unigue performance, and ha Iven
r the spotlight for a time. EEil'.il].
even Coker could hardly have " put on
roll * for that recason. Draining a
games master wos not, after all, the sort

af thing that bucked a man.

Coker glancpd at the chums of the
Remove. er boys were merely
microbes in Coker’s lofty eyes. He
fancied, too, that some of the fect that
had thudded on him a few hours ago
belonged to theso cheeky juniors.  But

r was in an expansive mood. Coker
was in & mood of charity with all men.
Coker was ninﬁ- to get his ooloars, if
what Lascelles had said in his study
amounted to anything If he did not

them immediatoly, Wingata would

ave to hand them over after the k-
wood match, when Coker had played
ploriously for his school

Hitherto Coker had been an un-
acknowledged great man. After he got
his colours he would be an acknowledged

reat nien] Naturally, it was pleasant

think of, and it made Coker—pover
really reticent abont  himself—fecl
inclined to tell the world.

o Hﬁllo, wwl'?l Ii..idﬂi " sald {:nkci;:
genially. ith his celours in prospect.
Coker could be goenial, even to Lowor
8Bchool microbes. *“Iioll up to see the
tho Rookwood game on Wednesdny. It
will be worth seeing.” .

Coker’s manner was quite pleasant.

The Famouws Five woere more and
more surprised.  Pleasant manners [vom
Coker the Fifth were now quite &
novelir. ‘Also, it was surprising that he
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ghould think tho Rookwoeod game worth
watching, when ho was not a member
of the Er@yiriﬂ.rs alaven.

“I shall be playing!” added Coker,
with atudied carelesancss,

Five Remove iellows jumped shmost
clear of tho 3un.d.

“Wha-ati" ejaculated Harry Whar-

“¥.you—playing I™

stuttered DBob
Cherry.

“In that case, my esteemed Coker, the
playtulness will ba terrific!” ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. i

“Mean to say Wingate's Eumng you
in, Cokuvr?"" yelled Jehnay Bull.

“Ganuaon !” said Frank Nugent

“1 shall be playing!” ssid Ucker
calmly, “Wingate's rather an ass, but
luckily we've got a games master here
who knows something. Lascelles has

ad sn eve on me lor some time.”

*“Has he!" gasped Wharton,

“Ho has,” said Coker.

“He hadn't w-day, when you nearly
knocked his brains out—="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Don't ba cheeky,” said Coker,
Emwuinf. But his irown passed ofl at
once. In the present happy circum-
stances Coker simply eould not be
wrathy. “I'm only sorry Lascelles
won't bo here on Wednesday, to ave ma

lay, himself. 1 hear that he's away
or the day, playing for his county.
It's rather unfortunste, I'd have hked
him to see me taking the wickets.”

" You—you—you think he would see

oy taking Rookwood wickets if he was
]T:ura on Waednesday 1 gurgled Hob.

“I fancy 8o, said Coker ocom-
placently.
“Yo gods!” murmured Wharton.

*But—but—but has Leascelles said
anyshing?" stuttered Vharton,

“¥Yes, he's told me” sad Coker.
“He's putting it to Wingate."

“Great mpl™”

Coker walked on~—or rather, strutted
on, Harry Wharton & Co. gazed alter
him in stupefaction. )

“Is that man mad, or dreaming?"
nsked Johnny Bull.

“ Bither the madfulness or the dream-
fulnes must be préposterous ™

“Blessed if 1 can maoke it out!” said

Harry. *Somebody womst have been
ullin Goker's  leg. But—he says
asoulles told him! He must know

whethor Lascelles told him anything or
not! Fas Lascelles gone off his rocker?
That knock on the head—"'

“The knockfulness was terrifie”
agreed Hurree Singh. “ But——"

“Ha thinks he's going to play Book-
wood ! said Nugent, in wonder. “If
Lascelles has really told him so he must
be potty. Wingate wouldn't stand it,
even from Lascelles.”

“Well, il Lascelles backed up a man
Wingate wouldn't rveally have o lot of
tchoice," said Harry :lowly., " But—it's
impossible, unless—"

He whistlad. _

Since Coker's exploit on Big Side,
Mr. Laseelles had gone to his room o
lia down. He had not been seen sineo.
Everybody knew thav be hod & bump on
hiz head aond was  fecling  rather
gavervly tho offeets ol Horace Coker's
deadly bowlhing, Dut if Lascelles had
told Coker that hoe was to play o the
First Eleven, a2 Coker - evidently
believed, ir seemed thet the damage to
Lascelles” papper muost be greater than
povone had supposed. Obviously, the
crack of the cricket ball must have dis-
crdercd  his  ntnlliset, Nothing olse
could account for his supposing  that
Cokor could play ericket

Leaving five astounded junicrs behind

him, Horace Coker rolled on his lofty

way. Potter and Greene, of the Fifch,
eved him warily.  But Coker was in
o om

: even Lo fur\tfh'ﬁ these fawkless
friends. Grabbing his topknot, barg
ing a oot at his bags, were trifles light
as mir to a fallow who was just going to
get his colours.. Coker re-admitted them
to his Eriendship on the spot.

“Hallo, you men!" said Coker.
“Heard 1"

“Eh, what?'" asked Potter.
_ What had bucked Colier and put him
into this ainicable frame of mind Potter
and Greene did not know. But they
were glad to ses it. A shattered friend-

ship, perhaps, they could bave borne
with fortitude. But °their thoughts
lltlﬁﬁ'rﬂd on the hamper in Coker's
study. They were not, of course, aware

of “lr" at war.a! happening to t\l}?t hamper,
“I'm playing on ednosday I
drawled G:u!mr. ¥

e
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He let out the startling news with
caleulated caavalness.

Reully, it would have been wiser of
Coker to keep the great and glorious
rews to himsell, for a time. Lascelles
had told him —at least, zo he supposed.
Bur it was not yet officially coulinmed.
Wingare, alter all, was ocaptain of
Greyiriars, and Wingatwe's prejudico
against Uoker, &4 & ericketer, was
strong. Mo doubt it would be & diih-
cult matwr lor the ericket captain to
stand out sgeinst the games master. o
the ordinary way he would have taken
Lascelles” opimion of a. man’s form as
oracular. But in the caso of Horace
Coker  there might be n doubt [t
would huve been only judicious of Coker
te. say npothing till the thing was con-
Grined.

But Coker simply could not keep the

lnd tidings to huosell.  [E was difficule
?nr (Colter Lo keep anything to himsolf,
at  tho best ol tunoes, and this bit of
nowe was 80 great, 8o glorious, se

il
gorgeous, that it fairly burst from
Coker. Had nobody else boen avails

able he would have stopped fags of the
Sccond Form to tell them that he was
playing in the Rockwood match on
Wedpesdey., He would have told
Gosling, the perter, or Mr. Mimble, the
gardener, or Mrs. Munble, at the tuck-
shop, or Tretter, the House page.
He would have stopped Mr. Biug%,m
posimman, on round, or olico.
constabile Tozer, on his beat, to impart
the staggering tidings that he was poing
to get his colours, Coker had no doubt
about it, and he simply could not keep
it" in.

If it was Coker's desire to make
follows jump he had his wish. Potter
and Greene fairly bounded,

“Pip-pip-pip-playing !" stuftered

Potter.
kik-kik-kik-cricket 1**

“Not
reene.

“I'm going down for the Rookwood
match,” said Coker, in the samo care-
less sort of way, * Lascelles says so, and
1 suppose he knows."

" Lascelles says so!" repoated Potter,
like & man in a dream.

“Yes; he's told e

“D.d-does Wingate say so?"” babbled
Greene.

“I haven't heard about i1t from Win-

gurgled

gate—yet. 1 suppose he will hardly
argue with the geimes master| He's a
fool, 1 admit—a dashed fool!—but I
don't know that he's a checky fool.™

“You didn't dream it gosped
Potter.

“Don't ba an ass, Potter ] It's natural
enough, | suppose,” said Coker,

“Nup:nun-natural ¥

“Yes; tf & lot of fools pick out the
higgust fool of the lot to captain the
gide It's the duty of a gamoes mester
to weigh in and see that the silly ass
doesn't leave out the best man availubla
for a match."

“0Oh crikey!"

“This means that I get my colours, of
coursa " said Cokaor,

*“ Kik-kik-kik-coloura "
Greene

“Ye3: Wingate can hardly refuse me
my colours, after the mawch.”

Potter and Greene locked at Coker.
If he was not dreaming, and they were
not dreaming, they could not under-
stand this,

“Yeou—yvou've seen Lascelles?™
claimed Potter, at last.

“YWell, no, as a matter of fact, I
haven't seen him,” said Coker. “He
spoke to me from a study, but I'm to
gro him shortly to discuss is. Hather
decont news—what 7"

Coker walked on, leaving Potter and
Greene, almost gibbering.

gtuttered

ex-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Lascelles
R. LASCELLES was surprised.

M For some time—ever since
Coker’s- exploits as a deadly
Lowler, in [act—the games

mnastor had retired Irom public view,

That bump on hiz head had required
attenrion.

Oa Wednesday, when the Greviriars
First Eleven were to meet Rookwaod
eeniors.  Lnscelles waa  booked te play
in a county match, long miles away
from Greviriacrs, and "he was particue-
larly anxious to be fit and well. it was
rathar unfortunate, therefores, that
Coker had chosen this especinl time to
dizplay s powers as a bowler. A ecrack
on the head from a cricket ball was nok
o trifling. matter,
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Fortynately, no great damage had
been dond. JThere was a big bruise,
which Mr, Lascallds had treated with

ruaflﬁira, Hq; had rathor a hnﬂache.

ut that was already beginning B&E
off. It was only Monday now, and :Ee-ra
was time to pull complotely round by
Wednesday. So Me. Lascellos was feel-
ing fairly cheerful, and no lungoer feel-
ing o desire to strew Horace Uoker in
small picces all over Groyfriara, Had
he been knocked out for Wednosday,
probably even Mr. Lascellea’® well-known

good temper might not have stood the
strain, 3 it was, ho could forgive
Coker.

That the sad accident had made him
an objeet of sym ¥ ho was aware.
But be was surprised now. It was not
rvemarkablo that he shonld receive soma
attention when ho came down from his
rooni. But the attention he received
was rather remarkable,

Fellows locked at him queerly.

Fellows asked him, with obvious
solicituda, how he falt.

Fellows seemed deeply concerned—
miuch more deeply concerned than tha
incident seemed to warrant.

Mr. Lascelles, of course, knew nothing
of the proceedings of the fat ventrilo-
quist in Coker's study. Frobably he
hardly remembered the existence of
Billy Bunter, if he remembered it at all.
And having been in his room, doctonn
his damages, he had heard nothing o
the topie that was spreading through
the school like wildfire. Ho was bliss-
fully and totally ignorant of the fact
that ho was supposed to have told Coker
that he would wanted for the Rook-
wood match,

That news had spread fast. L

Cokor had nover been the man to hide
his light under a bushel. And Coker
was so oxhilarated at getting justice at
last tleat he fapirly shouted 1t from the
house-tops. ker told every fellow ha
met—and every fellow who heard it told
other fellows. It ran throngh Grey-
friara like a prairie fire on a dry day.

Wingate of the Sixth heard it with
convulsive amazoment, Blundell of the
Fifth heard it and gasped. Eixth Form
men, rifth Form men, jumors of the
Shell, tha Fourth, the Remove; fags of
the Third and tho Second hoard it ro-

ated it to one another, gasped over
it. All Greyiriars School was amazed.
alarmed, flabhergasted.

Coker had his faults—indesd, their
name wag legion, But Coker was as
straight 03 o string. Like—or perhaps
unlike—Mr. Washington, Coker could
not tell a lie. Coker’s word was as good
as gold. Fellows might donbt whether
Coker was quite sane, but nobody
doubted whether Coker was veracious.
Joker would have disdained to lie.
Besides, what would have been the use
of telling a lio that would be so soon
found out?

And Coker bhad told hity fellows at
least that Lascelles had told him he was
to play Hookwood. Coker’s statcment
was not to ho doubted. There was,
therefore, only ono cxplanation. Poor
old Lascelles was balmy.

Coker play Rookwood | Had the Sixth
ever played the Sccond, Wingate would
not have put Coker in. The fags might
heve won. And Rookwood! Harry
Wharton & Co. played Rookwood
juniors, and it was ono of their toughest
fixtures. The First Eleven played the
Rockwood First Eleven, and that Gxturo
was still tougher. With the bhest team
that Greyfriars could put into the Beld
the match would be toush-and-go—the
reanlt on tho knees of the gods.

The seleetion of the team that was to
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play Rookwoed gave Wingate much
anxious thought, and cansed many con-
sujtatiqns  with the games master, for
whose ;udﬂgment the Greyiriars captain
had the deepest respect. And Coker
was not -:ml‘;l the worst oricketer at
Greyiriara; he was the worst cricketer
that ever was. When Coker played the
wintar me fellows wondered whether
he counld ever look a bigger idiot than
ho did on the foothall finld. When the
summer came they knew that he could.
His footbhall was a scream. But his
cricket was a shrick,

Coker’s word was not to be doubted.
What he eaid Lascelles had said,
Laszcollos must have said. Hence the
anxious, searching, deeply concerned
looks that were cast on the young games

master when, once more, he put in an

appearance in publio. Evidently—to all
tha Greyfriars fellows—serious damage
had been done by that erack on the nut |

Mr. Lascclles was more and more
gurprised, He could not make it out.
All this deep sympathy, this fricndly

and enxzious concern, was gratifying in

a way. DBut it was rather puzzling
Afrer 1], men had been crec on the
nat by u cricket ball before. It was

inful; but it was, sfter all, only an

incident—not a thing to make the skies had

fall, or the stars stop in their courses.
“Feeling better, sir, I hope?” said
Wingate, when ho came on Lascelles.
He was about the tweutieth.
“0h, qguite all. right!” Mr.
Lazcelles.
“You don't—don’t think you ought to
scoe a dootor, sirf” gt
“Hardly,” snid blr, Lascelles, with a
langh. :
"%r. Pillbury’s a jolly good man, sir,"
said Wingato. !
“My dear fcllow, there really is no
harm done,” said DMr. Lascelles, and he
walked on, leaving & very anxicus and
perturbed ecaptain of Greyfriars staring
uneasily after him. :
Blundell of tha Fifth eame up to him,
“ All right aguin, gie?"’ : a
“Qh, quite, thanks ™

said

* You—yon don’t feel ab all queer in haok

the head, sir?" venturcd the captuin of
the Fifth. :

“A slight ache,” £aid Mr. Lazcelles,
"It 15 passing off.” : :

“Tf yon'd care to sce the doctor, =i,
1’d go and telephone like o shot," said
Blundell,

“Not at oll, Blundell 17 -

More and more fellows drifted along,
asking Mr. Lascelles how he felt,
whother he felt better, and, above all,
whether he thought ho had better sce
the school doctor. Lots of them scemed
to think that he really cught to seco a
doctor.

The games maoster was pugzled, and
ho was growing a little annoyed. When
the umptcenth fellow asked him - about
seeing o doctor he answered quite
tartly:

“My dear Potler, 1 am not made of
puity. I have bhad a knock with a
cricket ball beforo, more than onee.
Thera 15 really nothing the matter—
naothing the matter at all I

“You—you don't fecl—well,
sir?" asked Potter.

“Not at all.”

“ Or—or—or
anvthing 1"

“* What do you mecan, Potter 1"

“Oh, npothing, sirl™ stammered
FPotter. : :

Blundell came up again.

“T'vo got my motor-bike roady for o
run, sir. If vou'd like to borraw it and
cut nlong to sce the doctor——""

“Really, Blundell, T am getting a
little tired of the subject,”  =zaid Mr.

dizzy,

sort of queer or—or

anxious eyes followed
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Lascclles, “There is no occcasion what-
ever for secing o doctor, and I have no
intention of doing s0. It is really quite
o slght bruise,” : i

“But—but suppose intornal injury or
something——" " stammered RBlundell

It was rather o crack, sir! Internal
damﬁ 5 s !

“Nothing of the kind,” esaid Mr.
Lascellea, ;

He walked down to the gates. Many
: llu'm.I 3 Mr. Las-
og lor a walk to soothe
tha headacho caused by Coker's hawl.
ing. Tho felows hoped against hope
that he would pass the doctor’s and call
. I ever a man necded to sec o
dootor, it was tho man who had picked
ont Coker of the Fifth to ply cricket.

reene had even ﬁgmteg putting it
to the Head and asking him to tele-
E?:ﬂt::_ for o specialist from  Harley

Coker spotted Me. Lascelles, and out

across to intercept him ‘as he was |
out. Coker gave him a bright emi a.ug
Oh, heré you are, sir!1’” said
Mr. Lascelles stopped. & su
that Coker was going to him about
that little amig;nl:, and  eéxpress  his
regret for the samo,

celles - was

Coker, howaever
Big e ﬁ'{jﬂpg iﬁ‘dm o
Big Side. He was thi

important matters. iy A

“It’s herdly an hour vet, sir, or I

gﬂg;lgﬁ FI;T} come back to the study,”

tn'I‘ﬂii was G;ﬁ;l.:—ii not double-Dutch—
“Ebt .1

don't quit I
Coker," he said. Autig 0w Jom,
“¥You told me to come back to the
stndy in en hoor, you retnember, sir,”
“What_ on earth do you meani” ox-
claimed Mr. Lascclles testily. “T havo
not spoken to you, or secn you, since you
eo stupidly and clumesily throw the ball
at my hoad on Big 8Bide”
Co stared.
“ But you remember, sir, vou spoko to
me 1n my study—you told Jmu. t!:- como
ok in an hour—to——="’
“1 have not been in . you
Coker 1" e .I' ctudy
[E] Eh I-I‘!
“1 should bo glad fo know” what you

if you moean anything I’* sna
_ml!m “You ara tho nf.upl: s

boy at Greylriars, Coker.  PBut this
seems to me more - liko idiocy than
stupidity. What do you mean

“1=—1 mean whot I say!” od the
amazed Gukc:ra "?&:-_u-tcrld EE':}F.M 500
ot in my study—to discuss. ing me
?n the Rookwood meich.™ ool e
“Are you mad, Coker ¥

“Eh?

“Qr is thia somo absurd

“Whe-a-at "

“{0r has someone been leg-pulling?”
asked Mr. Lascelles;, more good-humour-
edly. “If enyone has told you such an
absurd thing, Coker, you aiuuld really
have known better than to believe it.2

Coker g

“ Ain't—ain't—ain't you going to tell
Wingate to put me in tho tcam on
Wedneeday, sir?” he goasped.

“ Certanly notl”

“Oh_crikey I*

“Como, come, Coker,” =said Mr.
Lascelles, quite kindly. “Von are a
stupid boy—a very stupid boy—but you
cannot be go stupid as to supposo that
vou can. play for Greylriarsl Do not
bz absurd, Cokor.”

Mr. Lasenlles walked on, and went
out of pates. He leit Cokor of the
Fifth staring after him blankly, berefb
of speech,

Jest ¥
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Coker turned the handle of his study door and pushed. The door, however,
lished paintul contact with the hard oak.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Coker Sees It Alll

i RIRME P said Billy Bunter.
P Billy Burver sot and blinked
at the humper.

It wes u large hamper; and
it had been well illed. 1t was not empty
yet : evon Dilly Bunter was not capable
of that, But it was nearly empty.

Bunter was naturally uowilling to
leave anyvthing wneaten.  But  even
Bunter could not pertorm impossibilities.
There was no more room inside Dunter.

Far three quarters of an hour
Bunter had hardly paused. But he had
to pause at last

He had packed away bhuge guantities
of foodstulls. Where he had packed it
all was rather a mystery. Neover, 1h
all Lis fat carecr, had Bunter sur-
rounded so mueh tnek at ance,

He was feoling the effects of his
exertions, He had done well—perhaps
rather too well ' Tt was barely possible
to have too muech of a good thing !

Bunter sut i Uoker’s armehar, short
of breath, breathing herd. jammy and
sticky, with glaxsy eyes hehind his big
speelncles.  He was feeling disinclhined
to move.,

Still, he realised that he had better
move. He hoad told Coker—in Mr.
Lascelles” voice—to come back in an
hour. Three quarters of the hour had
clapsed. Coker was not likely to come
back sooner: still, 1t was as well to bo
on the safe side.

Bunrer liad no suspicion of the wild
excitemnent thar was reppming in the
gehaol.,  As for Mr Lazecllos, he knew
that that young geatleman had gone to
his room to nurse s damages, and
gupposed that be was still there. Thab

*“*0Ooooh ! Whal—

Coker had twold all Gresfrnurs that
Lascelles had suid that he was to play
in the Fookwood muaich: that this had
led to & suspicion of Luascelles’ sanity.
Bumter didl not  dresto. Bunter
gould not possibly have wnessed all that,
even had not his fet thoughts been cou
centrated on the hamper. Neither did
it occur to his fat brawn that if Lascelles
came down from his room and Coker
gsaw him hefore the hour was up, it
might cause Coker's return to the study
eurlier thun planned. A fellow could
oot think of evervihing

Slowly, and with an cHort, Bunter
rose to take his departure. He gave
- one last blink at the hsmper. ood

thines were still in rhere, and a1 enst
Bunter an elfort to slumdon them, But
it had to be! He was loaded far beyond
the Plimsol]l line. He cast one longaing,
lingering Inok hehind, and rolled 1o the
doar. Second  thoughts—proverially
the best—supervencd  He turned back
to the hamper. There waa nor an inch
of availahle space left inside Wonter.
But—thoughtfully. an:d with great fore-
gight—he srammed many good things
inta his pockets as his pockets would
hold. He could not mamrch nmt ot the
Fifth Form passage winh his arme full
of plunder. DBut be could take s
pockers full-=and the tnek wonld come
in very useful loter. when Bunter was
hungry again.

Opee mars Bunier rolled to the door.

Ar the some time fontsiops cnme along
and stopped ar the nutside of that door.

Runier halted

Only Fve eoxira minutes had been
gpent  in eranmmng e pockers. Pt
that short spauce of time bhad spoiled
avervihing.

“0Oh lor'[® gusped Bunter,

||
! | nm
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ol I

did not open, and Coker’s nose and chin estab-
What—who—by gum ! " roared Coker.
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He knoew Coker's heavy tread.
The door handle turned. Dunter was

thankful, from the bottom of his fat

heart, that he had not yet unlocked the
door. He wus still safe.

“By gum!™ 1t was Coker's voice.
“It's still locked! What—"

Pully Bunter grinned.

Coker had come back before Bunter
had m;:mmd him. But it was cusy to
“shop " him off while Bunter escaped.
At least, Bunter supposed that it was
Cusy.

“Ah! [Is that you, Coker?” He as-
sumed Mr. Lascelles’ voice to the life.
“1 am sorry. Coker, that I cannot set
you just yet—my head is stll very
dizzg! It is, in fact, very painiul,
Please leave me to rest for a tim
Coker.”

Coker did not answer,

He was too astounded bo answer.

He stond in the passage staring at the
oak door—goggling at v, in fact, in his
Habbergasied astomshment.

He wondered dizzily whether he way
dreanung.

Frive immnutes sinee, he had scen Mr.,
Lascelles walking out of the schoor gates,
Now Mr. Lascelles was talking to hum
fromn his locked study !

Coker was= salresdy in a nurjjrriﬂed stato
when he arrived there.  The games
masier's denial of having sad what
(Coker knew he bad saud. had dumb-
founded Coker. [f Lascelles had changed
his mind, and was prepared to deny
having anid what he bhad =d, 1t was
not only [rightfully dishonourable, but
it placed Coker in, an awful position—
after whar he had told all the fellnws.
Coker hac come up to seek <ccluzion

{Cantivurd on poge 100
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(Centinued jrom page 13

in his study to think over this strange,
startling, amazing astate of afeira
Nnturuﬁy,, he had expected to Gnd the
etudy vacant, ae Mr. Laseelles had gone

out. And when Mr. Lascelles’ wvowoe
epoke within the study, Coker almost
fell down.

Hoe gazed at the door. He
blinked at it. He almost gibberad at
it. Life is full of surprises; but Horace
Coker had never before struck such

& surprise as thisl

A long minute passed.

Coker did not spenk. He couldn't!
He realised that he was not dreaming.
But if he was not dreaming, what did
it all mean?

There was only one Lasosllos! Thaere
gouldn’t be two!  Lascelles had geone out
of gates! He couldn’t have left only
hig voice in Coker's study. He was not
there—so his voice could not be there!
Yet it was there! This was more than
enough to astonish Coker.

Someone was in his study,
hear a movement, as well as

He could
8 voice

he had heard. It wasn't Lascclles, be-
cause it couldn’t be! No man could bo
m two pleces at once.

Dumhb with amazement, Coker stared
at the door.

SBlowly—for Coker’s brain was not
one of those gquick-uction, rapid-lire
brains—slowly it dawned on Coker that,
somehow, his leg was being pulled.
Lascelles was not there because he
couldn't be there. Lascelles’ voice was
not thero because Lascellee was nat
there! Therefore, someons else was
there, speaking in a voice exactly like
Lascelles’—so  like. that Coker wounld
certainly have taken it for the gamés
master's voiee had he not. with his own
eyes, seen the games: master walking
out of the gates.

“0Oht” breathed Coaker.

Coker's powerful intellest, having
progrissed thus {ar. progressed farthar,
A trickster in the study was imitating
Lascolles’ voice. It was amarzing, but
cortain. Now the games master's words
ut the gate, which had =0 surprised
Coker. were explained. Lascelles hadn’t
saaid what he had said—that is, what
Coker had supposed that he had said—
in tho study | 1 was this same trickster
who had heen there all the time! Las-
oclles had never been there at alld

Lascellea had never, after all, told
him rhat he would be wanted for the
Rookwand mateh! Tt was this unknown
seoundrel who was  hiding behind a
locked door. pulling Coker's leg. Coker,
in good faith, had told the world eo—
bur it wasn't go!

“0Oh ' broathed Coker again.

Coker’s brain. unacenstomed to pres-
sure, was working hard now. Back to
hiz mind came the incident of Prout’s
voire outsirde hiz study—and Prout's
angry statoment that he had pever
called him! The same trickster, of
courer imitating firet Prout’s voiens, god
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fhon Lascelles”; the first ifrick to get
Coker out of the study, the second to
keep bim out!

Coker breathed fire and sulphur.

He did not speak. He stooped and
applied his eye to the keyhole o as
certain  whother he could spui the
sooundrel in the study.

He sported him in onece, 8o to spuak

Only a yurd from the door within,
stood a fat figure with a broad griu
on s far faco, and little round coyes
twinkling behind big, round spectacles!

Coker gurglei

" Bunter 1"

Coker knew all nowil DBunter hLad
been aftor his hamper once that day,
end Coker had made an exsmple o
huin. This time Bunter had got away
with it! “The traces of jum and cream
snd HBaky crust, splashod round his
capacious mouth, told that much., And
Coker remembered, what he had long
forgotien, the ventnloguinl iricks of
that fat villain. Al was explainey pow.

her had told wil Greyvirimcs that
Lascelles had picked him out for the
First Eleven. lles hadn't. Bunter
had pulled his leg, simply to get shut
of him while he scoffed the hamper.
Coker was not, after all, going tc pla
for School. He was only gomng to lnut
a bigger idios than ever to all Grey-
friars.

* Bunter |

Coker hissed that name through the
i:l};rhu[u in blondeurdling accenta.

'.I'Em}mrb ped.

e fat Owl jum

“Oh1” he gasped.

“You fa. scoundrel I

“ Oh. really, Coker! I—I'm not here—
I—-I tnean——"

Bunte: forgot to ventriloguise in his

glarm.
“You!’ hissed Coker. " You, all tho
timel Youl”

Bunter remembered that he was a
ventriloguist. He did not realise that
it was now rather too late for such
stunts.

“Ah, Coker! Plsase loave me to rast
for a while " he said, in Mr. Lascelles®
voice. “] em guite—er—dizzy |

Coker started The voice was amaz-
ingly lifelike, Still, Coker was not likely
to believ. that v wa: Mr. Lascellos
speaking, in the circumstances. Not
only had ke seen Mr. Lascelles walk out
of gates, but he could now see Bunter
through the keyheloe, and see his podgy
legs moving as he spoke.

“ ¥You born idint I* hissed Coker. ™ Do
you think you can take me in again?”

He fair'y snarded through the kayhola.

ﬁ.?paremly Bunter thought he ecould.
Anvhow, he tried.

“Really, Coker! Tt was Mr. Las-
celles’ voies to the life again. “That
isn't the way to speak to a master,

Caker 1™

“You fat frump!™ yelled Coker,
know it's you ! scelles has gone out,
and I'mi watching you through the key-
hole 1"

“0Oh crikey!™ 1t was Bunter's own
voice this tume. “O0Oh loz' |17

“Dpen this door 1™

“ Beast |

“I'm going to emash you [

1 —I guy—"

“1I'm going to slaughter you [

“0Oh. really, Coker—""

“I'm going t. break a fives bat on
your fat carcase—=>"

“ Oooogh 1

“0Open this door at onee, so thot I
can ge! at von ' hissed Caoker.

If Coker suppased that thet was the
wav to make Bunter unlack the door,
Coker wasx labouring under a mus-
spprehension,
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Bunte: did not open the door.

Wild horses would oot have Jdragged
hitu to the door to open w, with Luker
lurking outside Like a uger.

Buuter was corvered.  But so long as
the door remamned iocked ho was still
w one piece. Ui Coker had got at him
Just thea w was really probuble that
Bunter would have been strowmnp sbouk
the study in several preces. Bunter Jdid
uot want to be scuticred over LUuker's
curpet w & dJdetsched or seun-detached
state. He kept away from ihe door.

“Will yeu let me 102 bussed Cokor,

“Oh crikey |

“Will you unlock this door

“Oh lor 1

“All right I" said Coker. “I'll wait!
All might!  Wan till you come oull
You'll ind me heret D'l wait1®

Coker leaned on the door, to wait.
Bunter, in the study, quaked, Billy
Bunter generally followed his nrse when
't led hiw in the direction of tuck, and
often it had landed him in scrapes.
But never had it landed him in such an
awiul scrape as this. le was a prisonuy
in the study—with Ugker waiting out-
side | Booner or later he had to vwerge.
And then——

THE TENTH CHAFPTER,
To the Rescue !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H
_The Famous Five wero strol-
lirg in che quad, i the
May sunset, discussing Lhe topic that
was just then the sole topic at Grey-
frinrs—the awuring olaim of Coker of
the Fifth chat the games masier had
picked him out to play lor School. The
chums of the Remove, Like all other
Greyfriars fellows, wore deeply inter-
ested. First  EKleven figstures were
mportant affairs.  Junior Gxtures, of
course, coucerned the jumors more
closely, but they took a keen interest
in the First Eleven, and the Groyfriars-
Rookwood tmatch, due on Wednesday,
flled most thoughts aL Greyiriars,

In the Rag the Remove fellows dis-
cussed the First Eleven, and criticised
Wingate's soleotion of his men aluiost
as keenly as if it had been a Removo
match with Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood. 8o Coker's announcement
of the games master's amazing decision
thrilled overy fellow in the school with
excitement, smagement, and consterng-
tion.

Diseussing that ahsorbing topie, Harry
Wharton & Co strolled along by the
windows of the Fifth Form studies. and
all of a sudden they jumped snd forgot
oven the Hookwood mateh as & sudden
squesk was heard ahbove their heads.

“1 say. vou fellows!”

The juniors stared round.

Billy Bunter's well-known squeak was
familiar to their sars. But Billy Bunter
was not in sight. His voice seemed to
come from EpaCd,

“1 say 1™

Harry Wharton, realising that the
equagk ca.xe from above, looked u
From the window of a Fifth Forin study
—Caker's mglr:i"-a fat head and
ghoulders lean out, and a fat hand
was waved.

“My only hat!” sjaculated Whartan,

“Halls, halle, ballo! rosred Bob
Cherry.

“1eayw, vou fellows! Helpl Rescual?
equenked DBunter.

“What

The five juninra stond in a surprised
row, rtaring up at the fat face ar the
window  DBunter hlinked down a1 them
throegh his big spectacles, with alniost
tearful entreaty.
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“1 say, you fellows—" ho squcaked.

“What the thump are you downg in
thot study * called out Harry Wharton.

The window was twenty feet wp, and
he had to raiza his voice,

“ Je=l—— MNothing. old chap! That

east Uoker thinks I'm after his

smper! I haven't touched
course §”

“Ha, he, haf”

“lessed if I sce anything to cackle
at! 1 sawy, I've In-ckcq,}l tha door, and
that awful brute i3 waiting for me out-
eide.™

“ s, ha, ha " roaved the Ove,

“}—I can’t stay here for ever, you
follows 17

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Beastsl Will you leave off eack-
ling 1¥ shricked Dunter.

“After the jolly old feast comez the

it, of

jolly old rockoning 1" chortled Bob
Cherry. “You've asked for it, old [at
man [

“The askfulness was  terrifiel”

chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.,

“1 say, you feiiuwe:& it's all your feult,
you know f you'd dono as 1 psked
you, it would have been all right. Now
I'm cornered.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You haven't touched the hamper,
Bunter 1" called out Johnny Bull.

“No, old ¢hap! I—I woukin't, you
know."” )

“It's all right, then! Let Coker in,
and when he sces yvou haven't towched
tha hamper it will be all righe”

“Oh! The fact iz, some of the things
are pone—""

“Ila, ha, hal” i

“1 say, you follows, be sports 1 wailed

Dunter. “That awiu] beast is going to
sealp mo. Get mo out of this, you
fellows! After all I've done for you,

you kpow——* o

“You've <done for yourself this time,
old fat bean I” grioned Nugent.

“I say, old chaps—dear old jellows——"

“Ha  ha, hol”

“Beasts* T mean, deex old pals—"

Billy Bunter’s voice was besceching.
The Famous Five looked up at hin, with
grinning faces. They saw no reason
why the fat grub-raider should not suffer
for his sms. Many a time and oft had
Bunter been kicked for grub-raiding m
the Remove passage. There was no
reason why Coker of tho Fifth should
not kick him also.

" Better let Coker in, and zet it over 1™
advised Johnny Dall

“Peast! I say, you fellows, cub in
and tell Coker the Henad wants hima |
That will give me time,” urged Bunder.
“Or tell him Wingate wants lm ! Or
—or =ay ha's wanted on the lelephone,
Get him away from the door while ¥ cut

“Hea, ha, ha 1™

"Tall him Wingate wanis fo zce him
about the cricket—that will shift him P
urged Bunter, “Tell him anything you

like, so long as you shift hitn, “Lhai's
the important point 1?

* Zood-bye, Bunter 1"

“T say, you fellows! Ilelp! I saw,
don't tum o chap down! DPesous!™

howled Banter from the window,

The Famous Five woere not proof
against that beseeching appeal. No
donbt Bunter deserved to be kicked.
8till, as Shakospeara has vemarked, if

I7

every moan were given his deserls, whe
would escape whipping 7

“Let's help tho far idiot aut? =aid

Bob Cherry. Ihe waved bis land to the
onxious Chel. ' Look out, Bunter! Cuk
28 2000 08 you get o ehance. 1'm going

to shilt Cokar,

“Buek up, old ¢hap 1’ gasped Bunter.

Bolh Chorry left hie chums and went
into the Houso. I a ﬂul?it} of minutes
he was glancing aleng the Fifth Form
Emmge romt ihe landmng. There he be-

ald Haraoo Coker, leamng on Lis stud
door, with an air of grim and patien
deternination. Coker had been waiting
some time. He was still waiting. Coleer
was not gencrally of a patient nature.
MNow he eecmed &s patient as o tiger

watehing and waiting for its prey i o

jungle patb.

*Hallo, halle, hallo 1 called ont Dob
Cherry.

Coker stared round.

“Where did yon
Coker 77

" What?"*

“That i, if you call it a face!'*

Cloker glared.

"You cheeky fap ™ bellowed Colicr
A Whﬂt"——ﬂ

“Je ib o face ¥ continned Bah Cherry.
“Aro  those wemd things on
features "

Cloker of the Fifth was not the man
to be talked to Hke ihia! He was ahout
the Tast man at Greyfriars to stand it

Forgoetting Bunter for thoe mament,
Cloker rnshed along the pastago to Bob
Cherry to execute sninmary jusfice.

It did not ocenr #o0 Coker that that

{Tontinued on nexd prge

et  that face,
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was what Bob wanted ; indeed, what he
was vhere for,

Bob waiched him coming. with a grin,
Coker was ouly sx feet away when Dob
retreated. He dodged back, and Coler
rushed afrer him. Harace’s angry
eluteh burely missed him ns ho d
inte the Remove passape.

After him rushed Uoker.

The door of Coker's stady opened.
Bunater hud hoard Hornoa's heavy feot-
gteps pounding away. The (st Owl
HMinked out inte the passage, saw the
coast clear, and fled.

Meanwhile, Uoker was close behind
Bob as he raced ap the Reuove paseage.
Beb roared as be raced.

“Back 'up. vou fivilows! Rescue,
Remove 1"

Six or seven Remove men turned out
of the studies. Fhex thid not stop to ask

vestiona, ‘I'se sight ol a Fifth-Former
asing a Removite up the Remove
ghmgn was enough. They rushed st
er.

For two or thres strenuous minutes
Coker of the Fifth was mixed up with
a ewarm of jumiers. When he sorted
himzelf out he found that he was lying
on his back ar the foot of the Remove
staircase. In a breathless siate Coker
tottered back to his own gquariers. He
found his siudy deor open. His study
was empty, Bunter was gone. And so
the poor dog had none, as it were |

— .

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Big Idea!

1 OT your eslours yet, Coker "'

G. Yerven-Smmith of the He-

move asked that question, o
. break, the followirg morning.

Having asked it, the Bounder retired
rather hastily without waiting for an
anzwer.

LCoker looked dangerous.

That morning Horoce Coker of the
Fifth Form was in a sombre mood.

His brow was knitred.

Mr. Lascelles, passing him in the
quad, gave him a smilee The games
master was feeling much better, and
though the bump on his head was not
gone, and not likely to go vel, he had

uite forgiven Coker. Coker. howevor,

id not smide. He gave Lascelles n
gloomy look and strode am.

His hopes, feunded on Lascelles, had
vanished. He knew mow that he had
been the wvictim of a fat trickster;
Lascelles had never told him he was 1o
play for schoel, and was nover likaly to
tell him so.

It was awlully awkward for Coker.

In his buappy satisfaction he had told
the world ulrahuut it. Mow it tarned
cut that there was nothing o it! Coker
could not help feeling thal it made him
look rather & fool! Lkle was unconscious
of the fact that that was kow he
ganerally losked.

Plenty of fellaws smiled at the sight
of Horace's sombre brow, They all
koew, now, that there was pothing in
1t.

Coker's word being as good as gold,
his siatemeont had been taken as gospel,
with the natural inference that that
crack on the hesd had—to put it mildly
—deprived Mr. Lascelles of his usual
goad judgment.

But it was known now that, whatever
Lascelles might or might not have said
to Coker. he had no intention of recom-
mending Horace to the captain of the
school as & recruit for the Hookwood
match.

That was a relicf to all! Greviriars—

excroting Coker.
Tre Macxer Lierany.—Ne. 1,267,

Coker had not explained. He had no
desire o explain thut he had been
“spooded " by a chocky, fat jun.or wno
biadg wuitaied Lasgclles’ voice behind =
locked door. and tuken hun completely
in. ‘Thut would not have maue maiters
any better. It would ouly have sot ull
the fellows yelling. :

The Ffellows wern, therefore, rather
perplexed. They did not quite know
whut to make of the strunge stfanr.

Wingate was vory puzzled.

He hud been unwilling Lo mention the
matter to Lascelles, but he leh that he
huad te know where he stood ;: and so, at
last, he had referred to the matier 1o
the games maester. He put it tactfully
and delicately.

“You've looked through the list for
the Rookwood Enme, sir?' Wingate
asked. " Did—did--did you think of
suggesting any change 7"

“ MNone ' answered Mr. Lascellea

That sottled it _ .

The list was mlready comploete and
posted on the hoard. ker's name, of
course, was not in it. If Mr. Lascellea
had no change to suggest. abviously he
was not going ro suggest Coker,

Evidently Coker had mada some
strange and egregious mistake, or else
that erack on the head had caveed
Lascelles a temporary aherration. which
was now happily over and done with.

If the latter was the case, it was
rather a delicate matter, and the less
said about it the betier.

Satisfied to know that Lascelles had
now, at all eventa, no intention whatever
of backing up Coker’s claims. Winente
and his friends were only 100 willing
to let the matter drop.

It was undoubtedly a relief. Had the

ames master insisted, Wingate wonid

ave been placed in an extremely
awkward position. Fortunately there
was nothing in it

Only Coker did not regard
fortunate,

It was awful for Coker.

In the fullness of his heart Coker had
announced that he was te play for
Greyfriars, with the natoral conse-
quence that he waz te get his erickot
calours afrer the tromendous game that
he was sure of putting up for hix school.
And there was nothing—abzolniely
nothing—in it! Coker gend his colours
were still ns far as the Poles asunder.

He looked a fool to all Groyiriare—
he could not help feeling that! Fellows
concluded that he must have mistaken
something Lascelles had  said —Coker,
after all, was the man to make mis
takes. Indeed, he was not the man to
understand anvthing correctly, il there
was any room for possible misunder-
standing. So that was that !l

Fellows laughed ! That was naturall
The tdea of Coker, in asspciation with
school colours, struck them as a groat
i':-:t. " The idea of Coker handling the

Il in the Rookwood match was comic
—though the actual [act might bave
kean 1ragic. Who, Potter asked in the
gaines study, was to bury the dend?

The comic aspect of the matter was
entirely lost on Cnker. He pacred the
guad in break with a gloomy brow.

It was bitter!

If only Lascelles had had the sense of
a bunny rabbhit—if only Wingare had
known a first-class ericketer. when he
saw one—it would have been all right !
T only Coker tnehow. anyhow, eould
wedge into that match—his wonderful
ericket would do the rest. Fellows conld
Inngh now: hut langhter would turn
into thunderons cheering when Coker
tonk wicket after wicket-——=hat tricks
while yon wait !—and followed up his
deadly howling with mighry briting,
accumulating fours snd sizes, sending

it as
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the Greyiriars score up by lcaps and
brounds. That was the way Coker locked
at it—the only fellow who did!

Not merely to sét himsell right with
the school—though that was desirable—
did Coker long 10 play in the Rookwood
match. There were mere importang
considerations. Greyliriars—ifl they had
only knpwn it—conld fot spare Cokerl
He was not a man really that they could
leave out—if they had only known it

Even the most confident cricketer
admitted that the match was tough—
that victory was on the knees of the
gods. But with Coker in the team it
would have been somecthing in the
nature of a walk-over—so Coker con-
gidered. -

There was, perhaps, something touch-
ing in the worst cricketer that ever was
firmly believing that he was the best
cricketier that ever was! But, anyhow,
Coker had no doubts,

All he needed wes n chance to show
what he could do. He would have
umped at it, not only for his own sake,
ut for the sake of the school

“ He, he, he 1™ o

Coker's Iunmw{ meditations were
interrupted %;.r a fat chortle,

He looked round,

Before he had time to do more than
loak, Billy Bunter ceased to chortle, set
his fat little legs into rapid motion, and
vanished into the HHouse.

Coker glared after-him.

Owing te Bob Cherry, Bunter had
escaped the previous day. Since then
he had carefully avoided Coker. Coker
had plenty of other matters to think of,
bt he had nol forgotten Bunter,

He mada a stride after the flecing fat
Owl, but stopped. 1t was altogether too
undignified to pursue a scudding fag all
over the place. Bunter would keep.

But as he gazed after the fat figure
vanishing inte the House, er's
expreesion changed,

The frown disappeared from his
manly brow. y

A thoughtful look replaced it,

“By gum |I” ejaculated Coker,

No doubt it was the sight of Billy
Bunter, the fat scoundrel whe had
pulled his leg by imitating Lascelles’
voice, that hrd set Coker’s powerful
intellect going.

There were fellows at Greyfriars who
did not believe that Coker's intellect
warked at all. But that was a mistake,
1t worked slowly, laboriously, and with
little result as a.rule. But it worked.

It was working now!

It was, in fact, working at double
pressure.

: ".IE;f gum I repeated Coker breath-
8Ly,

Itrwu the idea at last—the Big Ideaf
Like a flash it irradiated the gloom,
Coker smiled. Then he grinned. Then
be lpughed. Coker had got it! :

“ By gum 1" said Coker, for the third
time ;

Crinning over the Big Idea—what-
ever it was—Colker did not even hear
the bell for third school. He stood, as

it were, in a trance, :

The Famous Fiva passed him on their
way to class, and b Cherry good-
nuturedly gave him a yell

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Don't you hear
the bell, Coker ™

Coker started from a day-dream.,

“ Fh—what " he ejaculated.

Harrv Wharton & Co looked af him
curicusly. Coker had been plunged in
a deep reverie—apparently, 3 pleaannt
roverie—lost 1o his surroundings. Hae

ave the juniors the impression of
wmving gone to sleep standing up, like &

horse :
I"'Wnku up, old bean!” said Harry
Wharton. “Third school, you know [*
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t T say, you fellows ! ** squeaked Bunter. ** Help ! Rescue !** The Famous Five stared up at the fat face af the window.

“* What’s up, Bunter ? ** called out Wharton. ** Coker thinks 1’m after his hamper,” said Bunter appealingly,
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“ I've locked

ihe door, and the awful brute is waiting for me outside | **

Ok, yesl” saud Coker.
“*Dreaming, old man#’ asked Doh.

“Dreaming over again that you're
going to play {for Qreyiriars to-
marrow §

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker did nob glave. Il smiled.

“Wall, I rather fancy I shall be play-
ing for Greyfriars to-morrow,” ho said.
“¥ou fags roll up and sew the game,
and yuu;’tﬁ sco what you'll seel”

With that Coker walked away, still
smiling, The echums of the Remove
starcd after him.

“Poor old Coker '™ =aid Bob., * Quite
l'.l.'lﬂ..d 11'?

“The roadiulnces js terrific

And the Famous Five seudded on fo
their Form-room, really rather dizposed
iv believe that l'.t.’c:!—mr, never quite safe
¢n his rocker, was off it at last. They
little dreamed of what was passing in
the powerful intelleet of lorace Coker
of the Fifth Form.

tl‘.'l

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Mouse and the Lion !

i BAY, you fellows I¥
H “ Tea in Hall to-day 1" grinned
Bob Cherrey.
Billy Bunter sniffed.

Tt was tea-time, and as Billy Bunice
rolled up to thoe Famous L'ive they
naturally supposed that he was thinking
of honcuring them with his  distin-
wuished company [or tea  TFor onee,
however, the fat Owl waa wot bent on
seronnging o tea in the Hemove,

“I'm asked to tea 1 =aid Bunter, with
dignity. “JF you fellows think I want
one of your meancly spreads in a fag
study, vou're jolly well miztaken—zee?

A men in the Fiflth has asked me to
tenﬂll

“ratters, old fat bean ™

“ But, I say "—Bunter seemed dubious
—“1 say, you fellows, d-d-do you think
it's fair and square! Coler was after
mo yesterday lke—like a tiger! Now
he's asked me to tea,” ,

“ Coker i” velled the Famous Five, n
astonizhapent. '

“Yea, Coker of the Fifth.”

“Well, my only hat |* N

“0f course, 1'd like to iea with
Cokor,” said Billy Bunter. ' He alwayy
has somothing pretly decent. I don't
think there's much left oot of that
hampe iy

" Ha, ha, ha''

“ Bub he's zot tons of money, and Le
always docs himsclf well. Bul—bhut, I
say, vou {ollows, Coker was quite
savage vesterdoy. Je's rather queer Mis
asking me to tea to-day, ain’t ity

“The queerfulress is terrific

“T say, you fellows, yeu—you doun't
think it's a dedge to get a fellow into
his study to whop a [ellow, do you:”
asked Bunter, blinking at the Famouos
Five unxinuﬂ’y through his big spee
tacles.

Evidently Bunler wag in doubt. 0OfF
course, thera was no reason why a
senior man should wnot ashk o really

lcasant, atlractive, fascinating sort of
ellow in the Lower Fourth to lea in
his study. But, in the circumstancer,
Bunter had some misgivings.

Coker had been {rightiully wraihy.
Coker had a shert way with [uge
Coker had Dbeen looking for Buunler,

with the ureconccaled intention of strow- -

ing the hungry charchyard with his
bones. © Now he had azked him in teg—
which was indohitably nnexpeeied and
surprising. Bunder’s fal heart yearnol

for a lavish spread in Coker’s study.
But, at the same time, his fat Leave
misgave him.

“Bure you've pgot it right, fatty 1™
acked Harry Whaurtomn.

“Qh, yes} Ile sent me o nate by o
Second Form fag,” said Bunter, “But
—but I--1 don’t fancy Coker really likes
me, you know.™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Tf 1t’s fuir and square, of course a
[ollow wants to go,” said Bunter. “ But
—hut if it's a dodge to get a follow
thera to he w}mppcﬁ-—” g

Harry Wharton shook his head. He
was astenished, but ho waz suve that
Coker was not eapahble of such trickery
a3 that.

“If he's really asked you, it's fair
and square, old fat bean!” he said,
“(Coker’z o born idiot, but he's not a
rotter. SBafo as houses ¥ .

“0h, good!" =aid Bunter, evidently
much relieved in his fat mind by that
LEsurainco. ;s :

And as the Famous Five took their
way to Hall, Billy Bunter took hiz way
to the Fifth Form passage.

ifoprs and fears alternated in his fat
breast,  Ha approached Coker’s study
cputionsly, prepared to ent and run if
it turned out a ‘' dodge.”

The =owd of veices grected hia fab
cars a3 he approached. 'I'wo voices—
those of Potter and Greene—wore speak-
i“F simultancously, and in angry tones,

‘Jolly thick, I coll it, Coker, asking
a Remove fag to tea—"

“Tolling your own pals that they're
not wanted—"

“T.ook here, Coker——"

“1 jolly well. think—-"

“That’s enough 1" said Coker. “T've
asked & kid to tea, Pvo told yeo you're

Toe Afroxer LieraRt.—XNo, 1,267,
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not wanted! Ii %ﬂu

muy bat to you, I'm {

Efnwah _whe gtrll;ahha fallm:i:'l hair an
e him on the

"%h, go and cat mEﬂ "

Potter and Greene, apparently, had
gone to their study for tes. Bat there
was, it secemed, o tea for Potter and
Greene. They came out of the study
looking very croas, ‘

They glared at Bunter in the passage.

“Oh, hero's Coker's new fag pall”
said Potter.

“Kick him 1" said Greene,

What he had heard had reassured
Bunter on the subject of Coker. Ha
was safe from Coker, He did wot appear
quite safe from the disgruntied Potter
and Greene. Both of them kicked him,
and Bunter lew into Coker's study, with
& wild howl, :

Potier and Greene tramped away n
wrath. ) -

“{Jh, come in, kid I" said Coker, quita
genially. “Bhut the door!”

Quite roassured now, so far as Coker
was concerned, Bunter shut the door.
Coker was very genial. He gave Bunter
a nod and a smmle. He was quite a
different Coker from the Coker who had
batted Bunter the day before, and
waited outside the study for bam lLike a
lurking tiger. The didersnce was
amazing.

“Bit down, kid!” Coker pulled a
chair to the table for his guest,

Bunter sat down! He wriggled a
little as he sat. Potter and Greens had
kicked rather hard.

But he forgot it as he gazed at the
tea-table, Coker slways “did himself "
well. This time he was doing himself
=—and Bunter—uncommonly well. Good
things galore adornced the table. Bun-
tar had had a tromendous feed in that
study the previeus day, and barely
escaped with his life afterwards. Now
he was going to have another tremond-
pus feed—as an invited snd honoured
guest. It was amazing—s0 amazing as
to be fairly Aabbergasting! But there

it was!

* Tuck n, Bunter 1" .

PBunter did not nead telling twice.

Amazed as he was, amazement did not
affect his sappetiza.

He tucked in.

Coker made a good tea, He had a
healthy appetite himsolf. But Coker’s
tea, compured with Bunter’s, was as
moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto
wine. EEfol-l:e'nr ate hardly enough for twe.
Bunter surrounded encugh for three or
four, and was still going strong when
Coker was finighed.

Little was said over toa. DBuntor's
jaws were too busy for conversation. He
could oot help {fearing that Coker,
genial as he loocked, might show the
cloven hoof at any mowmpent, and turn
into the old familiar Coker again,
Obvicusly, it was wise to loge no time.

Bo Bunter said hardly a word, Coker
said little except to press good things on
Bunter. His remarks were limited to:
“Try this cake "; “"Sample the tarts,
kid I Like the ham?" * Have some
pie.”"” and so on. Theso roemarks fell
pleasantly on Bunter's ears. Coker was
not generally considered a brillisnt
oconversationalist. DBut his chat over the

want me to take
ready to do it!

tea-table wasa quite interesting to
Bunter.

Coker’s short way with fags was con-
gpicuous by itz abscnce, e seomed

E:Iu&aﬂd to sce Bunter. pleased to ses
itn tuck away the tuck, pleased with

him altogether. It was esmazing—
almost unnerving! DBunter wondered
whether Cokor was mad.  If so, he

Taz Magxer Lisrary.—<No, 1,267
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acknowledgod that his insanity had
aken & ver resable form. {rlldﬂaﬂ,
preferred Coker mad to Coker sane.

Even Buntor had to slack down at lask
The time came when he mersly toyed
with fruity biscuits, eating hardly one
a second,

* And now—-"" gaid Coker.

Bunter blinked at him warily. If
Coker was going to show the cloven hoof
he—

But Coker wasn't! His manner had

me more serious; but it was still
geniel, almost pally.

“You pla a trick on me in this
study yesterday, Bunter,” said Coker.

Bunter rose rather hurriedly.

“I—I've got to—to see & chap—"
ha stammered.

“It was rather clever,” said Coker,
unheeding.

“Eh?»

“The way you imitated Lascelles’
volce was very claver, Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at him. He goggled at
him. His eyes almost popped through
his spectacles,

Coker wae not showing the cloven
hoof. He was not displaying any signs
of wrath when he alluded to the trick
Bunter had played on him. He was
praising Bunter for his cleverncss in
playing that trickl Amazement could
gc no further. PBunter could only
goggle. . = L

“You could do it again, kid!"™ said
Coker, in a honeyed voice.

“Eh? Oh! AkR! Eh? Oh!"™ Bun-
tor hardly knew what ho was stuttering.
“Dli.;! Ahl Yes! Um|"

“1 want you to."”

“Wha-a-at 1"

Bunter could have no further doubt
that Coker had gone mad. Agreeabls
ns was the forn Coker's mmdness had
hitherto taken, he was rather anxious
to get out of the study. With a lunatio
you never could tell!

“l—[—I've got to sco Quelch—"
stammercd Bunter.

“Bit down, kidl You've had a good
feod, havén't youl" asked Coker,

“Oh! VYes! Fine! But—"

“Like the same again every day this
wealk 7"

“Eh? Oh, yes! Rather[”

“Well, it'se a go, if you do what I
want,’" said Coker. " All you've got to
do is to imitate Lascolles’ voice again,
same as you did in this study. You took
me in. it stands to reason you could
take in a fool like Wingate."

“W-W-Wingate |” stammered Buntor,
Appearently it was upon the captain of
Greyiriars that Coker desirad him to
play a veniriloguial trick.

“"¥Yes. I'll tell you exactly what to
say—and you'll get Wingate on the tole-
phone, and make him think it is
Lauscalles speaking.™

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

“ To-morrow morning, in broak,” said
Coker. * Beel”

Bunter nodded, though he was far
from seeing.

“ Lascolles will be away—he leaves by
the first train in the mornmg,” suwid
Coker. * Wingate will think he has rung
him up from where bhe's going."

* B-b-but—"

“Wingate will think it is Lascellos—
telling him to play me in the Rookwood
match——"

Bunter jumped.

“Wingatoe couldn't refusel It will
ocome out luter when Lascolles gots home,
that he never phoned! ~But that will ve
all right! By that time, the match will
have been played and won."

Bunter goggled.

"“The fellows will have seen what my
cricket's like—and it will be all serens |
Hat tricks and centuries will convinoe
them—sesing is believing, you know!
What are you grinning at?’

“0Oh, nothing! [—"

“ Everybody will be pleased—results
are results!” said Coker. * Nothing
succoeds like sucoeas, you know ! Rather
a n?jn]: id_al:.. what?'pﬁd .

“Oh crikey 1" gas unter.

He understood now.

“Once I've played in the eleven all
will be O.K.,"” Coker condescended to
explain. “‘This is a bit wrrcgular, of
course—not & thing I could do if I
wasn't sure of my value to the team.”

“Oh crumbs !

"Oddly enough, a fat little shrimp
like you can heolp to bring sbout the
biggest sucoess of the cricket season for
Greyfriars,"” ssid Coker gemially. A
case of the mouse and the liom over
again, you know."

“Oh soissors!”

“1 shell teke it as a favour, too,
Bunter," added Coker, with inelfable
condescension. “I shall feol obliged to
you. 1f it's a winoer, you can come Lo
tew in this study aoy time you like after-
wards,”

Wi {Jh IH .

Bunter blinked at Coker of the Fifth.
He saw it all now,

It was easy enough, simplo as pie
to the fat ventriloguist of the Remove.
He could only woader how Coker had
thought of such a remarkable swunt,
Evideatly Horace Cokor's intelleot had
been putting in some unusually hard
work. Bunter realised that Coker was
taking it for granted that he was going
to do this thing. He realised that if ho
refused the whopping he bad so narrow
éscaped would come his way, after a
If he was going to refuse it was
obviously best to get out of the study
first.

But was he?

Bunter was no cricketer. But he had
some regard for the Greyfriars record
in games, He was unwilling to be tho
means of landing the Greyiriars First
Eleven with a hopeless dud. 8till, that,
to Bunter, was not u matter of the Grst
importance. Coker had stood him a
ripping spread, and one good turn de-
served another. BStill more important,
Coker had told him he could tea in the
siudy when he liked, if the idea was a
BUOCHEE, A sories of gorgeous feeds
opencd like & dazzling vista before Billy
Bunter's cyes. :

After all, why shouldn't ald Coker
heve his chancet Perhapas, after all, ho
could play ericket. He might keep his
wicket up sgainst Rookwood. Miracles
had h#p-enud before, and might
again. Bunter was prepared to hope tor
the best—in the circumstances. What
was 8 First Eleven match, aiter all,
compured with a apread in Cokor's stud
every day for the rost of the term? ;{
trifle light as air|

Billy Bunter did not take long to
make up his fat mind. The choice lay
botwesn & whopping and free adunssion
to a land flowing with milk and honey |
Buntoer's chowce was not likely to g&
long delayod.

“Have some of those grapes, kid["
said Coker.

Bunter helped himself to the whole
bunch,

“Well, what about it, kid 1"

“It's a go,” said Duntor, * After ali,
mest of the First Eleven are prefeots,
and prefects whop a fellow! Scrve ‘em
right "

(Continued on page 22.)



T LOOK AT MY
~ FREE GIFTS
| FROM

A waterproof case to carry it in. A i
silk-bound album to mount the fine e

snaps you have taken! These are just
three out of scores of useful gifts in the
Nestle’s Free Gift Book.

And there are one or more Free Gift
Coupons in every Nestle’s packing, from 5%
the 2d. wrapped bar upwards.

b
T
=

SrEradt

k=t

T
e

Send to-day for this, the finest list ever
offered of things you really want. With
it comes a voucher for five coupons.

. 135. Camera. With two View-finders. 140 Coupons.

With one View-finder. 120 Coupons.
G. 136, Camera Case. With Shoulder Strap. 50 Coupons.
G, 197. Albwm, 48 Pages, Maoiré Silk Covers.110 Coupons.

ESTLE’

CHOCOLATE

| To NESTLE’S (Gift Department), Silverthorne Road, Battersea, London, S.W.8,
' Please send me Voucher for s FREE COUPONS and the Nestlé’s Presentation List.

'
NAME ........... Eada B B EE S B Em b S mrm m S m e E AR g S S E BB bk e R 6§ B 1S N E R R K KR N R EE EEEEE AT e e rnn g S e s my na e SR e e Ra SRR

IM BLOCK CAPTTALS 47/28-6-32

Addrgss .................................... TP IE L R T I T B T e LT L LT T T R PR T PR TR PR T e RPN T RI LRI R LR LR LR L LEE R S LR L]

This offer wpplics only to Grear Britain 8 Morthern Irelond, 3d. Siamp sufficent if envelope &5 unsealed.

~F-RAVE: #0EUL PO N S




22
COKER’S CRICKET CRAZE!

(Continued from pofe 20.)

“What?" roared Coler.

“I—=I—I mean "—Bunter realized
that he had not put it tactiplly—"I—1
mean I'll come slong to ste you fhg
hats end century tricks—I—I mean cen-
turies and het tricks—~"

“Keop it dark, you %know,” smid

Coker.
Billy Bunter grinned. RBeally, he
hardly needed that caution. Ewven

Bunter realised that a stunt like this
had to be kept dark—that it could mot
bo kept too dark.

“What-ho I eaid Bunter.

“Tll seo you efter prayers in the
morning, and give you final instruc-
tions,” said Coker. *“Not & word to
anybody else.”

“I'll watch 161" grinned Bunter,

“Like to take the cake with youi”
ﬂ.ﬂkﬂ-li Uﬂkﬁ‘h

It was tuns for Bunter to go. The
spread had been so lavish, that a lacge
cake remained etill uacut. Bunter did
like to take it with him. Ho took it
uniclér hiz arm.

Ho rolled away from Coker's study,
fealmgb_lhn.t he quite Liked Coker. It
wag & big ¢ake. After all, why shouldn't
the chap play for Greplriars if he
wanted to? It was s scrumptious cake!

Coker, lcit alome, lay back in his
chair, with & pleasant emile on his face,
He was day-dreamin f hat tricks and
centuries—of a roaring, cheering crowd
-:nrr_i'_mg him shoulder-high back to the
pavilion after & tremendous mnings,
first in and not out. It was a pleasant
dream. It waz to be hoped that the
dream would come frue!

s ]

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Catastrophe !

. LASCELLES waa seen at
prayers the following morn-
ing; and he was not ssen
ngain. Ho departed at en

M

varly hour, to catch the earliest train at
Courtficld Station. Greyfriars fellows
wero proud to know that their games

master wes piaj'uqf for his county that
day. They wore pleased Lo see that he
seemed to show no  ill-effects from
Coker's deadly bowling of a couple of
days ago. They wished him good luck
and good cricket; but after he was gone,
their thoughts turned chiefly to the
Rookwood mateh. Bulkeloy and his
IMerry men wete coming over early from
Rookwood ; stumps were to be pitched
in morning break, and all the fellows
would be able to see the frst shot Gred
as it worp, before they went in to third
sthool, i

That morning, very neaﬂ,}r CVEry man
at Creyfrizys was thinking cricket.
Harry Wharton & Co, were almoest as
keen as if it had been one of their own
junior matches with Rookwood., Masters
wore almost as keen as boys, Prout,
master of the IMifth, was scen rtalking
crickct to Blundell, the latler in his
First Eleven blazer; and it was generally
considered a distinetion for Prout. Prout
did not take hiz psual walk in morning
break., IIo rolled down to Big Side,
with some of the cricketcrs. Dverybody
thought that 1t was pretty decent of
them to lot him.

Prout, probably, knew that there was
auch a person as Billy Bunter at Grey-
friars School. DBut certainly he did not
remember his oxistonce that sorning.
Certainly ho never dreamed thas thob

Toe Macser Lisrany.—No, 1,267, -

inponsiderabls  Jumior watched him
rather anxiously, thmugh a pair of big
spectacles, and grinned when he was
safely out of the House, 8Still less did
ht dream that the fat Owl, as soon as
the coast was safely clear, rolled into his
study—Prout’s study—to use the tele-
phone there.

Nobody at Greyfriars gave Billy
Bunter a thought that morning—except
Cokor,  Coker of the Fifth had his
ICASONS.

Potter, who was in the First Eleven,
passed Uoker in the quad without a
glance. Hampers or nnihamp Potter
was & First Eleven man, and Coker was
nobody. On that day, of sll days, if
Coker wanted Potter to know him, he
had to be d'lﬂllj.r civil. Potter for-
gathered wi the cricket men, un-
conscioug of Coker's existence,

But Coker smiled.

Had anybody noticed Coker that
morning—whioh hardly ssaybody did—
his smling good-humour must have
drawn attention.

Coker seemed plessed about some-
thing. 'The Famous Five happened on
him when they came out in break.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Injoying life,
old bean? bawled Bob Cherry.

Coker glanced at him—still good-
humoured.  Coker’s_smile, that sunny
May morning, scomed to be one of thoso
smiles which would not come off,
checky gresting from a cheeky fag could
not disturb Coker’s cheery equanimity.

Xou're going - to help OGreyiriers
win, Coker 1" said Harry Wharton.
Coker started.

“Eh! What do you know about it?"
he cjaculated, For o moment, he foared
that Bunter must have been chattering.

But that was a mizapprohension,

“1 mean, by standing
mateh, old tulip I explained Wharton.
“That's the wey to -help 'cm win,
vwhat "

“That's the stuff to give
agreed Bob Cherey heartily.

*Ha, ha, ha 1" ]

And tho Famous Five cleared off
before Clokor could grasp it—or them!

* Coker looks frightfuily bucked about
something 1 remarked I'rank Nugent.
“IIo can't bo thinking that Wingaio
might play him after all, surelyi*

“Goodness knows what he might
think, with » brain like his!?' said
Johnny Bull.

And the Removites ehuelkiled,

!m.. T!.'I‘

A group of First Eleven men in
flannels an:i_h]azara, Wera CYNOSUro
of all eves ip the quad. Wingats,

Gwynne, Tom North, Bancroft, Sykes,
the gront bowler, and some others, stood
together, quite conscious that they wero
the salt of the carth, and the observed of
all observers. Admiring plances wero
cast on them from all sides. Fellows
edged ncer, to eatch their remarks, as
if pearls of wisdom wero falling from
their lips. When Hobson of the Shell
cdged B littls too necar, and 8ykes geni-
ally kicked him, oz s lLint to kecp a
more respectiul (sliat.anea. Hobby retired,
rubbing the place, but obviously bucked
at having had his cxistence noticed by o
First Eleven man |

“Mr. Wingato, eir "

Trotter, the House pago, penetrated
the magic cirele unrebuked.

“ Pleasze, it's the telephone in the pro-
focks” room, sir!” said Trotter.  “Mr.
Lascolles askin' for vou, sir!™

# Laoecelles I™ exclaimed  Wingate, in
EUTPTISE. .

Ho left the group, snd went into the
House,

Twenty fellows at lenst had heard
Trotler's message, and | wohdered why

cut of tho -

THE MAGNET

Lastolles was phoning Wingate. Las-
celles waa Flag.-mg in & county match
Gty miles from Groyfriara; and it wos
rather odd that ho should eing wp tho
Greyfriars captain.

There was no in the profects'
room when Wingate entored it, Hardly
a man was in the Houso at all, in fact.
Wingate picked up the receiver.

““Hellot Is that Mr. Lascellegi™

“ Bpeaking——" came back the voice
that Wingate knew so well; or which,
at leask, hio thought he knew eo wall

“Had a good journey, sir?” asked
Wingate, wondering what an carth the
gomes master could have to say to him.

“Oh, quite, thanks!” It was Las-
celles’ voiee, tone for tone; and the
Greyfriars captain little dreamed wha
his interlooutor really was, “But I left
in rather & hurry this morning, Win-

ate, to catch my train—'hom !—and
orgot something that I had intended fo
say to you,"

*0h, I sen,” said Wingate, though ho
did not quite see.

“About the Rookwood mateh, Win.
gn:?,tj Have the Rookwood men arrived
ye

“No, sir—but we're cxpecting them
pretity soon."”

“Good! There's still time, then.”

“Time? repeated Wingate, He won-

A dered for what,

“It is sbout Coker that I dosire lo
speak, Wingate,™

“ Coker I ropeated Wingate blankly.

*“Ooker of the Fifth Form.”

“Ohl Yes! What about Coker, sir?"
asked Wingate, in nttor wonder.

“FPlay him [%

4 Ehiﬂ

“Play Cokeor [

“What "'

“You will_have to leave out a man fo
make room for him. I sugpcat leaving
out Blundell.” '

“ Bub-bub-Blundell 1

“Yes, Blundell of the Fifth! Dut suit
yourself whom you leavo out, so long
as you play Coker.”

“Pip-pip-play Kik-Kik-Coker 1” Win-
59:;9 E-a:is afflictod with stuttering. "Eiﬂ

E—OO YOu Sy pepin-fip-ple =
Kk Cokep 7 ¥ ppepp-mp-play

“ Lzactly.”

*“B-b-b-but—"

“l bave good réasons for this, Win-
gate! I regret that I did not go into
the matter before I left the school; but,
2% you are aware, time pressed. I had
to catch my—"hem—train! Did sou
speak "

“Vos—"hem—'

“1 may say, Wingale, that I have had
my ¢ye on Coker for some time. He is
no common cricketor.™

“Ey gum, he i=a't 1"’

“Play him! Give him all the bowling
you can—"

“The bub-bub-bowling—="

“And let him open the innings cach
time—-=~"

“This,"” said Winpate, to the tele-
phone, *is a dream—a horrid dream !
I ehall wake up presenily.™

“Did you epeak, Wingata?

Wingate gesped. .

“ Mpy. ascelles — sir — are
gorioun i

“What? What? What do you mean,
Winzate?™ Mpe, Lascolles’ volce—if it
was Mr. Lascelles’ voice—hed & tezty
tone.

"1—I mean—I—I—you ecan't Lo
perious, sir! A fool like Coker—a dud
like Coker—a born idiot like Coker—it's
throwing the geme away, sir,” babbled
Wingate. *“It means o wicket chucked
away in each innipxs; and if the idiet

TOu
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“ Stop ! ** gasped Blundell, grasping Wingate®s arm just as the match was about te start.
That crack on the head Lascelles gol—il’s made him potty ! That’s why he’s phoned you to play Coker ! »

bowls, it means heaps of runs for Rook-
wood—stacks of runs—piles of runs—

oven if he doesn't kill anybody. You
can't be serious, sir.”
“Do you think I have taken the

trouble to ring you up, Wingate, from
this—"hem—distance—without intending
to spoak seriously ¥

“No! Numno! But—"

“Are vou seiting up vour judgment
of a man's form ot criﬂi::r:t. a3 BUPErior
to mine, Wingute 7%

“Oh! No! Bur—"

“1 am awarc that you think little of
Coker as a cricketer. You must rely
on my judginent and judge by results.

ave you ever had reason to doubt my
judgment in such matters ¥’

“No! Never! But—"

“1 repeat, TCoker 1z the man yon
want! I stake my—my reputation: as
a cricheter on it !*

“Holy smoke !

“You will play Cokeri”

“J—I ean’t!” gasped Wingate desper-
ately. **The men would lynch me if
did! I—I—I can't play Coker.”

“Let us have this plain, Wingate !
There was & stern note in the vowce on
the telephone. * 1 advise you, us games
master, to play Coker n the match
to-day. If you reject my advice—"
“h! Mo, sir! Bui—"

"Will yvou play Coker, then?”

" [—1 daren't &

“Vou roject my advice! This iz not
what 1 have expected of you, Viiagate. I
am nnwilling 1o exercise my authority as
games master. But if you refuse to act
an my advice—my urgent advice and
counsel—vou leave me no nlternative.”

“MMr. Lascelles e

“, am nbsolutely resolved on this,
Wingate! Il you refuse, I shall take it
as n personal insult.”

“(Oh, sir! Dut—=""
“f ghall, on my return, place the
matter before Dr. Locke. My desire,

as you know, is to work in harmony with
the captain of the school. DBur if you
Rout me in this manner, either you must
ecoase to be captain of Greyfrizrs, or 1
must ccase to be games master. I shall
Flﬂm my resignation in Dr. Locke’s
yands and leave the decision to him."

“0Oh, sir! Don’t think of such a
thing, for one moment!” gasped Win-
gate. “If vou pus it like that, sir, you
know very well that I've no choice in
the matter. T'll plav anybody you like.™

“Very pood! Then it is secttled,
Wingate I

Wingate groancd.

“Yes, sir!”

“Thank you, Wingate! Good-bye!"

“0Oh erikoy ! I

Ha

iond-bye, str!

Wingate put up the recciver.
sgtared at the telephone for o mewnent or
two blankly, dazedly. Then be tottered
away,

He tottered from the prefects’-room.
Cutside, he passed a Fifth Form man,
who looked at him with a smiling fnce.
Coker of the Fifth had been very near
the door. But Wingate did not even
see Coker os he passed him.  Looking
as if the sun had eeased to shine for
him for ever, the Gresvfriars captain
tortered out of the House with the

hastly pews. And a fat young rascal
5:}&;:#{1 out of Prout’s study in Masters'
passage and grinned as ho made himself
SCADCH.

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awiul !

' 0
R “ Rubbish "
“Play Coker!™

is Eﬂﬁh !1-.!
“The man's mad 1
14 nﬂt !J.I
Horace Coker, of the IFifth Form,
wore a sunny smile. Ile woro other
things, of course, lut his suony smile

23

““ Ppon"t let Coker bhowl !

iil-'lllﬂi the most neoticeable thing about
1110,

It had worked!

It had worked like a charm!

Wingate of the SBixth was telling the
ericket men. He was telling them
dismally, sadly, dolefully, lugubriously,
He was evoking a chorus of astonish-
Coker was
liztoned - with

lig Idea was & success! The
Mouse had helped the Lion, ns in the
ancient fable of Asaop. The fat ventrilo-
guist of tho Remove had done the trick,
Wingate had not the remotest suspiclion,
The provious duy's alarming rumouy
that Lascelles had thought of Coker as
a First Eleven man was now confirmed.
It had come straight from the lips of
the oracle, at it were. The games
master had said the word. The fiat had
gone forth! Practically, Wingate was
[eft with no choice n the matter.
Indeed. so great was his respect for Mr.
Lascellea, that he wondered dizzily
whether, after all. he could possibly
have heen mistaken about Coker—
whether Horace was, aftor all, not quite
the utter, absolute, outside edge ™
idiots that he had always thought him,

Coker emiled sunnily as he heard.

Coker was happy and satisfed:

Colier was bucked.

Caker was rejaiced.

But in the rest of Greyfriars, as by
the vellew Tiber in dayas of old, was
tumult and affright.

Qeniors ond juniors, First Eleven
men and rabbits, evervbody, in fact,
buzzed with excitement and dismay.

Had Reokweod arrived just then,
they might have thought that some fear-
ful disaater had smivien Greyiriars. As
a matter of [net, they would have been
right. If playing Coker in a First
Eleven miateh was not a disaster, there

Tae Masrer Lisrart.—MNo. 1,267,

ment, rage, consternation.
the only man who
satisfaction.

The Ei‘fl
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nover had beon s disasier,  Ib was
chucking the game away. DBut even

that was not the worst, It was holding
the school up to ridicule, by putting up
such o hoppless dud, such & guy, to the
public view, Rookwood would oot only
win the match. ‘They would go home
]:%ug:t!fmg. That was the uokindest out
of a

“Cet into your Hannels, Coker [

Wingate had witered the fatad words!

Thoy brought joy to Coker! Coker
had fairly jumped inte hizs Bonnels—
bounded into them. .

He looked dike o crickeler, in Qannels,

with his bat under bis arm. Appear-
aneces wero decoptive,
“But—but—but you can't  play

Coker, old man I said Blundegll of thoe

Fifth, almost tearfully, * You can't
fm know! Ara yop sure you hear
ascelles rightt™

Wingate snorted.

“FBut you'll have to leave out o
cricketer to mako room for that dud!™
said Blundell, “Whoe are you leaving
out #*

*Lascelles suggestied you-—U

Blundell jumped,

4% MB ?J!

“Youl”

“The man's mad!"” gasped Blundell.

“I'm roady, Winpgate,"” said Coker of
e Fifth breezily, “Don't yon worrey,
you men! Judgo by results!  The
proof of the pudding's in the eating,
vou know!  The resulis will ba all
right! What more do you want?"

he cricketers looked at Coker of the
Tifth as if they could have bitlen him.
Only Coker believed that the results
would be all right. .

"I'm sorry, you ten,” shid Wingate
drearily. ™I feol bound to give
Lascelles his head. I can't do anythi
elae. Flo makes a personal matter

it. What can I doi"

“You can play the best man you've
gob 1" =aid Cokor., “Here he ms—all
ready 1™ ; :

“0h, shut up, you idiot!” saud
Dlundell,

Rk bore— e 1™ shrioked
ut up, duwnmy. ' shrieke 18
cricketers. If they had to stand
Lascolles, they did nct have to siand
kor; and they weren't gomg to.

Colicr realised, ot thabt moment, that
he waa not popular, .

He comforted hiraself with tho reflee-
tion that it would be all right after tho
game—after those hat tricks, and
conturies. IHHe would jump into popu-
larity then at a bound. Unfortunately,
nobody but Cokor belioved in those
hat tricks and centuries, Nobody ex-
pected miracles to happen on Big Side
ot Greyfriars that day.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! shouted Dob
Cherey, “Here comes Rookwood I

Wingate, trying to compo his
features to a less dismal and distayed
cxpression, went to greet the wvisitors,
But Bulkeley, the Rookwood captain,
Lad an impression that Wingate must
recently have lost a near and dear
relative whon he shook hands with him.
He looked it.

The Greyiriars cricketers had leen
looking forward keenly to that match.
ivow they looked rather as if they were
going to execution, The Rookwood
seniors could not help being struck by
it, and wondered what was up. Thoy
saw anly one happy face in the Grey-
Eriars crowd. It was Horece Coker's.

Some of them noticed Blundell, and
wondered what way the matter with the
fellow, who seemed to be trying to look
like & demon in & pantomime.

Blundecll of the Fifth could hardly be-
licve it yet. Ie was loft ont to make
rooma for Coker—Horasee Coker! EHe
would as svon have beca left out to make
room for Bunter of the Remove, or Tubb
of tho Third. It wus very hard for
George Blundell to digest this.

" Well, my hat 1" said Harry Wharton,
“ This tears ik, vou men! Coker's in the
teem—he snid he would be! It seems
thut Lascolles must really have given
him the tip yesterday, aiter all.”

“Why doesn't some man brain him
with a bat ! murmured Johuny Bull.

" The brainfulness is the proper caper
~=if the estecmed Coker had sny Lrains
for the brainfulness 1™ remarked Hurreo
Jamset RBam Singh.

“Thev're tossing for” innings,” said
Mugent. “ Poor old Wingate looks as if
he's poiug to bo hanged.”

“Ilc onght to be, if ho plays Coker!”
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said Bob. ® They've left out Blundell—
look at his chivey [

Bulkelay won the toss, and elected to
bat. Slowly, as if on leaden feet, the
Greyiriars men went into the feld.

Bob Cherry gave s gasp.

“They're giving Coker the ball!™

*Oh arileay |

“Look out for casualtics I

“Mind your nappers "

“Is Wingate potty, or &id Lascelles
tell him to let Coker bowl? If he did,
ho's as mad as a hatter,”

“1 eny, let's cut this end go to =
funcral, It would be more bracing.”

“Hallo, hallo, bhallo! What'a
Blundell up to "

Blundell had been standing rather like
& man in a trapce, stariny on.  But
when the ball was handed to Coker, to
bow!l the first ovor, Blundell scemed o
wake up. It was tho last etraw. Ho
rushed on the cricket Geld. Coker had
tuken tho ball, He hbad, of course,
dropped it, and was plunging clumsily
after it. Blundcll grabbed Wingate by
the arm.

* Srop ! he pasped,

— i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Saved !
s TOP 1™

Blundell gasped, Wingatle
stared. Thg p:rlliml-a ﬁrﬁwd
buzzed. Two Rockwood men
who were coming out to the wicketls
stopped and stared.

Coker roze. ball in hand, Blundel,
with mastepful rapidity, grabbed it from
his ngers and Uung it awey towards
the pavilion., On the very verge of
starting there had to be a paust.

“YWhat the tlump—" stutlerod
Coker. [le glared at Blundell.

Blupdell did not heed him. Ilo
grasped Wingate's arm.

“Btop! Stop this! Yeu ean’t do it!™

“LDon™t be on asa! Got off tho field I

“I tell you, stop! Look herol 1
know what it means! That crack on
the head-—-that did itl"

“What 2"

*You know what all ihe men thounght
yesterday ! gasped Blundell.  * Well
that iz it! That'a the ﬂ:planati{mi
Lascolles iz potty! That's why be
phoned you to play Coker.”

“Oh!™ gasped Wingate. . .

Tho fisldsmnen had been taking their
places. Now they gathered round in a
vcrowd. Rookweod mon, at tho pavilion,
stared. Two DRookwooders, at the
wickets, waited. Thoy had to wait!
‘The game was oot bepinning yot.

“Don't you seai"”  Blundell spolie
with conviction. * Poor old Lascelles is
off his rocker! Wo all thought so yes-
terday., That erack on the head that
Coker gavo him—"

“My hat! That's it!” eaid Potter,

“That's it I said Gwynne.

“We all wanted him to seo o doctor—
and he wouldn’t! If he'd zecen a
doetor,” said Blundell, *he would never
have done this! Sect”

Wingate saw,

Indecd, but for his worry and distress
of mind, he would have scen before this!
Could & man in the posscssion of his
savon sonses recommend Coker of the
Fifth as o cricketer? Ie couldn't!
That erack on the head accounted for
the whela thing!

Wingate saw 1t all? -

“You ean't refuse Lascolles,” said
Tlundell. “I Loow that, Dut if the

or chap's mad—-~="

W"Tﬂmp%mt‘y aberration !" zaid Byhkea,
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“That's it—just a little Off his TOCKOT 1 Whrsmmm vt o5t 4 i ¢4 £ 10 £ 4 £ s 9 00 5 e £ s ¥ £

It was a frightlul cracs Coker gave nm,
you kunow! And we ell thought—yes-

t-ﬂl.'d%? e

“When he gets well,” said Gwynne,
“he will be thankfu! if you mever played
Coker, Wingate. When he recovers,
he—* ]

“ But—but—bnt he seemed all right—
on the telephone,” stammered Wingate,
“aiil, as you say——"

“ Poity—ouly temporary, 1 dare say—
but potty——="

“That cruck on the head, you know.”

“That did it!™ ;

“8tands to reason that did it1” said
Gwynne. “Can't take &8 man's tip when
the poor chap’s balmy, Wingate! He
will be glad afrerwards ”

Wingate breathed hard and deep.
That was it. of soursa! He wondered
thar he had not thought of it earlierl
He saw an avenue of escapel If poor
old Lascelles was wandering in his mind
owing to thar awful crack on the head
Coker had given him o+ Monday——

Coker's deadly bowling was rising 1m
judgmient against him!

“{’uu play, Blundell [™

Wingute was pol long in making up
his rnind—now that he saw it all!

There was a roar from Coker.

" What about me 7 roared Coker.

“You? MNothing about you! Get off
the feld!™

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Get out of the light, Coker 1"

" You silly fathead " roared Coker.

“Turn that man off I said Wingate.

Wingate's ordera to his team were
alwavs promptly obeved. But never
had an order been obeyed so swiftly, so
promptly. so eagerly. s0 jovously.

Every man in the team played a part
in helping Coker off the scene. Afler
that he was unheeded. ©Coker had
ceasod to matter.

“Play up, Groyfriars!” yelled Bob
Cherrv. 1n great exuberance,

* Hurrah 1"

The bell for third school was ringin
unheeded. Nobody even heard the bell.
Wingate and his merry men had taken
their places in the BGeld.

ne an to bowl., The great match had

gun, minus CUoker. Harry Wharton
& Co. were ten minutes late for third
school, and received lines from their
Form master. Buat little they cared.

The Big Idea—Coker's latest and
greatest—had workcd ta the very ver
of success. There. unfortunately [or
Coker, fortunstely for everybody else,
it had fzzled out. Coker's desdly bowt-
ing nad. in & way, saved zhe match—
for had he not crocked Mr Lacscelles'
head with the cricket ball, the theory
would never have beep startco that the
games master was “off his rocker "—
and Coker would have played Rook-
woad. CUoker had saved the gamne,
though not i the way he had plauned
and 'ntended.

It was a l‘_II"EH-t Eaieg. y i
When school was dismissed after
thaird  losson, Harr] Wharson & Co.

rushed down to Ihe Side, and found the
First Eleven going strong.

aker looked on glocily, like a dis-
mal Perr at the gate of the Paradize
he nught not share.

He expectid, o»f conrse, to see the
game go Lo pobk. Witheut Ouoker, what
ela: could 1t do? SBurprisingi® enough
to Uaker. w did 2ot go te Lot

[t was « great goama, ani & bard-
[ought wamm.
atl good men and true. B the Grey-
friar mwen were in sremendsw: form,
bucked and exinlarated by th: fact that
Coker was mssing from their ranks
When the bMay sun was sinking to the

Svkes had.

The WRookwooters wers,

el S

ALLCO, c¢humal Your Editor
calling !

[ expeat by now moat of you

have rend the short complete

yarn of Dr. Birchemall in oor supplement.

What do wou think of it ¥ Just prand.

what 1 1 thought so. Woell, stand by for

another treat next week—Dicky Nugent,
our yvouthinl suthor, ia funnier than ever
m his socond masterpives. As 1 feel
confident that these yarng will prove
vastly popular with my readers [ intend
to devols gur two contre payges to them
in the near future. Doea that please you !
Good |
Now lor

ANOTHER SPECIAL ITEM OF NEWS !

Of course, you're entering our coupon”
collecting contest, aren’'t you ! That's
the spirit |  Well, listen, next week } am
going to give you a apecial bonus coupon
wor 260 pointa to swell your total.
No reader participating in our %igaut:iu
gift scheme should miss this bumper
coupen. In addition, you will Gind the
usual eonpon—value 50 pointa,

By the way, have you sampled our

lendid companion paper—the  Gem ™ ¥

ou’'ll thoroughly enjoy reading about
the rollicking adventures of
TOM MERRY & CO. AT ST. JIM'S,

These popular charoctors appear every
week in the grand extra-long storics
writien by that popular author Martin
Clifford. Give the “Gem " a trial—
f'l:m won't be disappointed, I can vouch
or

that t
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to various queriea which have

been sent in by readers.

Aro There More Yellow Men Than White
Men In the World? (Tom Evans, of
Cardiff);: No. The white racea outl-
nummher the yellow by 725 millions to
80 milliona. Next eome the black with
210 mibigng: theo the brown, with 104
millivns ; the Arabs, with 10 million: ;
and, lest of all, the Red Indian race:,
with a mers 30 million=

OW I'd better hand out a fow

wost they came o the held winners of
that great game, with a wich-L in hand.

Greylrars cheered them to the echo.
Bob Cherry hurled his cap inuvo the air,
carcless where it -ame down, or
whether it ever came down at all.
Even Coker wus glad to we the win,
though it cmine ws e great srprise to
him. Dut, as he told lctter and
Greene afterwards in the study, it had
breen & near thing, while, f he had
played, there would not mierely have
been o :ﬂn‘lt.'l-:-t'-t in hand., but a whala
IMDINgs in hand. It would have becn
pructically a one-mah gewe.  Coker
first, and the rest nowhere.  Potter and
Greene did not deny 1it. They let Coker
ripp. Coker was stamding supper in the
study, and as Coker was sranding
sup)ner, it wos only fair that ihey should
stand Coker.

& ] ] " ™

Harry Wharton & Co. eyed Mr. Las-
eelles very curously when he returned
to Greylrinrs,

i COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

hrayr qled to hear from gouw, ehums, 20 dyvop me a e Lo E
the followeing address : The Editor, The ** Magnet " Library, !
The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Sireet, London, E.C.4d. i

B T ] e . 1 mmmmmmmmw-mui

What is the Length of a Cable? (J. I,
of SBouth Bhiekis): A cable ia %enumlly
reckoned to be 100 fathoms in length—

a fathom being six feet. Ten cables equal
a nautieal mile, which i the game as a
minute of latitude. Actually, howewer
a cable is G06.97 feet—and A minute ﬂE
latitude varies according to ita position
on the surface of the glni&!

Whish Is Longer—ihe SueZz or the
Papama Canai? (" lnguirer™): The
Suez—engily !} It iz 100 miles long, which
e axaclly twice the length of the Panama,

What do the Stars and Stripes on the
LUinited States Fiag Represent ¥ ' Magnot.
ite," of Worthing): The thirteen red
and white stri represent the original
thirteen siates which formed the Union,
At first there were only thirteen stars
on the Hag, but as new siates were added,
a new star was ?ut on the fiag for each one.
There are now ferty-ight.

Who First Discovered Australia ? (G. F.,
of Nottingham): No one knows f[or sure.
It s said 1that the Portuguese were the
firat to sight it in 15624, The first English.
man to go te Australia was Dampier, in
1688. Captain Cook did not thore
until eighty-four years later, and the Grat
colonising party from England landed
sixteen years after that—in the yenr 1788,

THINK that ig all the spaoe T have at
my «disposal this weok, chumas, so
further gueations will have Lo wait,
But I'H " in thg office " as uaual

next Baturday, waiting to have a chat
with you—and waiting, too, to introduce
to you Frank Rio ' Intest Greyiriars
FAarm :

** THE SECRET OF THE PRIORY!™

Tt's aa full of fun and thrills as an o
is of meat—ao don’t miss it. or you'll miss
something good |

Of ecourse, there will be another fine
instalment of " Wings of War ! " the usual
shorter featurea, and a BI@ BONKUS
COUPON worth 280 points, in addition
to the nsual eoupon for 50 peints. That
makes ap issoe worth having, doesn't it ¢

Hee you next week, chumal

YOUR EDITOR.

Zo did everybody olse.

For a second tume the games master
found himself the object of i deep and
concerned csolicitude which surprised
him,

Wingate felt rather diffident about
meating him, in the circumstances. It
was rather a delieate inatter

_ But the thing had to come out, and
it caine out.  Then there was o sur-
prise. [t appeared that Lascelles hoad
oot telephoned on ‘Woednesda,y at all,

‘This was the climax.

Some fellows rathor thoughr that this
wns & new aberration, but on compar-
ing notes, it proved that [a.calles had
asctually beer batting in the county
match at the very momoent that Wine
gate was taking the call in the prefects®
roam at ﬂrer}zrmr:. . Obvianzly, theres
fore, it waa impossible that Lascolles
could have phoned.

Obviously, some rascally practical

(Continvucd an page 28.)
Tee MacNer LiErRary.—No. 1,261,



OUR GREAT THRILL-A-MINUTE WAR STORY !

By HEDLEY SCOTT

W
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fMAJOR FERRERS LOCKE—A SECREY SERVICE AGENT—IS PUT IN CHARQE OF 2558 SQUADROMN, R.F.C., STATIONED
JI DANIELS, RON GLYNM, AND BRUCE THORBURN, THREE STAUMCH GHUMS, ARE
LOCKE'S SUSPICIONS ARE S00N AHOUSED BY THE STRANGE CONDUGT OF SERGEANT WILKINS,

HSOMEWHERE IH FRAMNCE."
FLYiNG DFFICERS.

WHO 15, IN REALITY, “R. OME,"” ONE OF THE SMARTEST SPIES IN THE SERVICE OF GERMANY.
LEARMNS OF WILKING' DASTARDLY PLOT TO BLOW UP THE SQUADRON.
THE MAJOR RUSHES OFF TO INTERCEPT WILKINS, WHD 5 AT THAT MOMENT CONNECTING VARIOUS WIRES T
WITH A GHASHING BLOW LOCKE FELLS THE SERGEANT, WHOSE GROPING HAMDS JAE HARD AT THE
HEXT MOMENT YHERE 15 A DEAFENING ROAR AS A STICK OF DYNAMITE

A BATTERY.
BEWITCH OF THE BATTERY BOX.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

EXPLDODES NEAR BY.

LEAYING THORBURN TO WARMN THE MEH&

LATER, LOCKE

Black Treachery !

NATINCTIVELY, Locke ihrew
E himself down to a prone position.
Next second he felt as if he

had been placed at the muzzle
of a cannon which had exploded.
Blinded by dust and Hying earth, his
eyes scared with the glare of red and
yellow fames, he found himself hurtling
thmufh spaco, While the earth rocked
abd slrook about him, he landed again,
flat as a pancake, but unhurt,

In one wild gaze he saw that 255
poraodrome, with the exception of one
hangar, was still intact. Next he saw
the {orm of R. One, ten yards distant,
stregelicg to an upright position.

Locke struggicd to his feet, too,
dazed and breathless. In the darkness
ho saw his quarry break into a run, and,
pulling out his remaining energy, Locke

ove chase. Ahced of EEtirﬂ gleamed a
ight, which #lickered with such
rogularity that the major told himself
it was a signal. He was correct in his
surmige, for the flickering light was
intended to guide R. One to Pierre
Marmot, who waited in an Ar
Crossley car for his confederate, wi

engine running.
az dazed asz  his

R. Gne, equally
formward in  the

pursuer, stumbled
direction of the light. Not five yards
Yard

behind him sped Major Locke.
by ward they forged ahead, but the
major was goaining.

“ AN ocut, R. One litorally fell into the
waiting car, and with commendable
precision Marmot thrust in his gears
and acceleratod. With & superhuman

effort, Major Locke Hung himsolf
forward in an almost blind leap. He
landed in the rear of the open touring
car—that much he knew. Then some-
thing cracked against his skull, and he
pitched forward in the oblivion of un-
consciousness, his forchead striking hard
against the framework of the front seat.

“Good for you!" gasped R. One, in
commendation of is confederate’s
action, for Pierre Marmot—it was he
who had smashed home with the business.
liko end of a spanner, “ Full speed 1

The man at tho wheel bpeeded no
second bidding. He know something
had gone astray with R. One's plans, by
reason of that.one explosion, of his con-
federate’s Right, and the pursuit of
somebody he did not know then as being
Major Locke. Also he did not know of
the strange thoughts that were wnrking;
in One's mind as every sccond took
him nearer to the waiting Schloss,

The  searchlight, operated by
Thorburn, flickered neross the drome,
focused on the crossroad, and steadied
oo the rapid retreat of the car. But
R. One cared nothing about it. He felt
anfo from pursuit, from that direction,
aNyWayY.

But R.One underestimated the re-
source of 256 Squadron, for even as the
car sped off into the night Jim Daniels
and RBon Glynn, who had learned some-
thing of Bergeant Wilkinsg' villainy
from Thorburn's breathless statement,
were bustling out of the trench.

" After the blighter 1" rgus;md Jim.

Ho had a wild idea of nipping into a
plane and fellowing the roed which the
car must take. ark ns it was, by

from one of the dynamite sticks.

flying low he would be able to keep
track of it. Thorburn velled aftor him,
Something told him that each hangar
would contain a similar charge of high-
explosive as had already blown the far
hangar sky-high.

¥Yelling  instructions to his fellow-
officere to boeware, ha chased after Jim
and Ron as they pelted for the nearest
hongar.

But tho two pals were yards ahead
of Thorburn by this time. Jim lea
into the cockpit of a Bristol, whilst Ron
climbed into the back seat. The engine
roared into @ mighty song, and long
before, 1t was safely “warmed »” Jim was
racing it wcross the drome for a light-
ning take-off.

nknown to either of the youngsters
in the Bristol, the undercarriagoe wheels
got caught up with the trailing wire
Even
as the Bristol hurtled into the air there
was an ear-splitting crash, and, for tho
second time that night. s stick of dyna-
mite reduced to shattering fragments
what had onco been a perfectly pgood
hangar containing a [Eyriectl:r* good
aeroplane. Jim and Ron felt the
drauﬁht of the EijImmn. for the plano
was lifted & ten feet in the air.
But Jim I.']'r.liﬂ::'lﬁmj righted her; and then,
hardly aware of the damage his sudden
take-off had brought about, he headed
the machina for the road along which
the c¢ar containing R. One had disap-
piared.

Flying no higher than eighty feet
above the ground, he scarched the dark-
ness for sign of it. Then he grunted in
triumph, for about half a mile ahead
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saa the crow flies he glimpsed the stac-

cato stabbing of a red exhaust-pipe.
Giving the Bristol full acceleration, he
rpazed In ﬁ:rdsmﬁ. _ But_within two
lost sight of his quarry,

minutes he
for the main road was pitted with
branch roads and lanes, mlong any of

which B, One might have gone.

But it was dus to R, One's villainy
that Jim and Ron caught up with the
trail mfresh, for by this time the agreed-
upon_rend dows—desolate, anceful

angy moado esola U
under the eloak of darknass——lﬂid the
presence of an Albatross two-seater.

The good friend Schloss, punctual to
the’ minute, was waiting, Under cover
of night he had droned his way across
the lines to the appeinted place without
any hitch, No one -had heard him
Elnnﬂ down, with engine shut off, to the

langy meadows; no one had seen him
land. He hoped fervently that R. One
would be on time, for this was a night-
marish job that was anything but palat-
able to the highly strung Schloss. Hia
engine was ticking over gently as he
searched the road al which bhis
countryman must come. iy
soon detected tho approaching motor-
car engine, and the good Schloss made
ready for an instantaneous take-aff.

Dimly through his gg%—gles he saw &
burly form rigse up out of the fronk scat
of the car as the brakes were jammed
on. That would be his friend H. One.

Crack |

The good Schloss was not prepared
for what followed next. There was a
sudden fash and a loud report of & re-
volver. Peering through the gloom,

loss saw the figure at the wheel of
the car crumple and fall over the steer-
ing-column.
hat was Pierra Marmot's reward for
his services—a bullet that sped him to
%;l Eﬂrdlj rave, when hig thoughts had
en dwelling on a speedy getaway to
the Fatherland ! '

“Ach! Dog!” growled R. One,
pocketing his still smoking revolver.
“"Ha was 8 poor fool! to think thas I
would take him with me."

"He laughed, and his eyes dwelt gloat-
ingly on the unconscious form of Major
Locke sprawled in the back seat of the

Crossley.

“A much belier passenger to take
with me, my poor Marmot—if, indeed,
I must-take a passenger.”
. He pgrunted, stooped, and slung
Locke's inert form over his shoulders as
if ke were a sack of potatoes, and ran
for the waiting plane.

“Gireetinge, Schloss ' he breathed,
“(iot a passenger with me—valuable
one, at that! Can we do it with two
aboard in the rear seat ™

#Jal" grunted Schloss grudgingly.
“Tt will take zpeed off our journey, but
if vou say he iz valuable—"

His words ended with a shrug, and: he
immediately saocelerated the Albatross
and began to move off. In the noize of
hiz awn engine he failed to hear the
rhythmio note of the British Bristol not
very far behind him. Certainly there
was no thought of immediate pursuit
in his mind as he rocketed into the air
nnd headed tho Albatross for the

Cerman lines.

But that flash which had accom:
panicd the report of R. One's treacher.
ous action, when he had shot Pierre
Marmot, brought Jim and Hon fo o
nseful knowledge of what had happened.

Coursing towards the position of the
gun-flash, thoy had seen the shadowy
autlines of the waifing Albatrosa even
as it took off into the air, its red-hot
exhaust coming and going in orimson
Anzhes which were unmistakable.

kecnn aars

ezvous bhad been reached.
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“He's been picked up by a Jeery!”
bawled Jim through the telephone.
“Bhall we get after him, Ron 1"

“You betl” replied Ron. “That
blighter Wilkins is not going to get
away with b, Jum [

e —

Missing 1

VEN as the notes of the departing
Albatross containing Pilot-Officer
- Behlosa end the  treacherous
R. One died away into the night
a huddled figure at the wheel of the car
close to Blangy meadows stirred end

groaned. '

Pierre Marmot was not dead, though
his minutes of life could be numbered
on the fingers of one hand. Bitterly did
he curse hia folly for having worked for
the Fatherland; still more bitterly did
he curse the treacherous companion who
had shot him in eold blood.

With superhuman effort the mortally
wounded spy dragged himself upright.
Hisz reeling senses suggested to him that
ho should make hiz presence knowm to
gomeone: those same senses eventually
drew his hand to the Elaxon horn of
the car. With berveless fingers he
pressed the switch, making the night air
hideous with = penetrating, jarring
noise which would rouse anyome within

HOW'S THIS FOR A CLEVER

GREYFRIARS LIMERICK,
CHUM?

Cecll Temple, in néw sult so m-qar
Was utnhttlng through Cou sid
one day
Whan he steppad on some pael
With an unwary heol
" Binoe Hﬁu press," said the pesl,
M o glve way 1™

A pocket wallet has been forwarded

to: A. Coveney, of 29, Mayhll

Road,  Charlton, +S.E'...']'. for the
above winning effort,

call—for a quarter of & mile radius, at
least. The stricken spy's insistent efforts
met with reward at last.

Along the winding ribbon of road
came the staccato hum of & motor-bike
ine. A soreened headlight picked
out the shape of the stationary car, and
a few moments later a . youngster,
covered in dust and looking a
anxiety, jumped from the saddle of the
bike and hastened towards the car.
From a right-hand pocket he produced
o torch. As its bright beam cut the
darkness and fooused on that huddled
figure at the wheel a pgasp of amaze-
ment left the lips of the }-aunguten

“ Marmot—FPierre Marmot [”

The dying estaminet keeper looked up
at the youngster through dimmed eyes,
hut they quickened with unnatural light
83 he recognised the dishevelled figure
of Lientenant Thorbur 8 major's
companion, whon: he had left to drown
in the underground cellar.

Thorburn's faco - was strained and
stern, for the exciting events of the last
hour had left ample traces upon him.
Where was Major Locke? He had
asked himself the guestion a score of
times, Where were Jim and Ron?

It was barely a quarter of an hour
sinece his two chums had parted from
him in that wild dash for the Bristol—
fifteen minutes of ghastliness, The trail-
ing wire of the stick of dynamite which
they had fouled in their hurricd tokoe-off
had led directly te o hangar which

weakly, "a

giﬂturﬂ of h

2

gheltered & brand-new Bristol Fighter
Elane. That plane and the camouflaged
angar had been scattered to all points
of aerodrome in fragments of g‘;ring
metal and torn woodwork. Only by
flinging himsclf flat on the ground and
digging his toes and hands into the soft
soil had Thorburn escaped serious
mjury, for ha had been within five yards
of that deadly stick of explosive. As it
was a stream of crimson now spurted
from s flesh wound in his forehead,
which told that he had not escaped en-
tirely. Thoerburn had paid scant heed
to that, howaver; there were three men
caught vp in that devastating explosion
who were in more need of assistance
than he if they wore to cheat the grim
Feaper,

Quickly Thorburn had summoned
Captain Wilterton, the second in com-
mrand, and effered hiz advice. Each
hangar ought to be emm;ﬁ’ carefully
for hidden sticks of dypnamite. The
search should be carried qut by one man
at o time, in order to aﬂvn-unnmmmuﬁ

loss of life.. And tho searcher shou
tread warily and light up every step he
took with aid of a pewerfu] torch.

It was well that Captain Wilterton had
acted on the youngster's advice, for in
each hangar was found a stick of dyna-
mite and the inevitable trail of wire.
The search eventually led the trail to
the battery-box over which Major Locke
]ﬁad ﬂne:.ught SBergeant Wilkins, alias

Each stick of dynamite was treated
with great respect, and the immediate
danger of 256 Squadron being blown to
atoms was thus averted. Yot of Major
Locke there waz no sign.

Thorburn thereafter had wasted no
time. = He had helped himself to a
motor-brke and set out blindly, calling
and locking for the major. Then it was
that Pierre Marmot's dfﬂng efforts drew
biz attention to the region of Blangy
nceadows,

M Monsieur,” hegIa.n Pierre Marmot

érin’k— crave & drink—="

- The outburst of anger and rage that
trembled on Thorburn’s lips at coming
faca to face with the iraitorous
estaminet keeper faded, for & glance at
the white-faced man huddled over the
steering-wheel told him plainly enough
that Marmot was badly wounded,

Thorburn clapped his hands to his
Eﬂﬂmm. wondering whether his small

ask which he sometimes cerried was
there. Pierre Marmot, breathing ster-
tem&ﬁl:r, watched him ‘and shook his
cad.

*Monsieur,”” he muttered, "do not
trouble. Thiz is the end.™

He reached out and stretched o
soragey hand on the youngster’z arm.

“R. One—the pig-dog!  The thrice-
acoursed som of Batan shot me—"*

A ft of coughing racked his frame,
and Thorburn gave him what support
he could.

“R. One!” Piarra Marmot was talk-
ing again, albeit faintly—so faintly that
Thorburn had to bend his head to catch
what was said. “He iz your Sergeant
Wilkins. R. One—Captain von Wolfsen,
of the Imperial Secret Service—="

Thorburn nodded. -

“He shot me in cold blood—Ileft me to

dio.” A quivering fingor pointed into
the darkneszs where hloss and the
Albatrosz had waited. “He flies back—

back to the Fatherland.™
“And Major Locke?®"

the guestion anxiously.
“*Gone—gone with the pig-dog in the

plane,”
Thorburn started. YWhat  devilish

Tae Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,267,
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busines: did this mean? Sergeant Wil-
kips returning fo the Fatberland with
MAajor Ferrers Locke as Lis prizoner ?

“Are you sure?"’ he aakedl.) “Bpruk—
epeak up, man !

But I"ierre Marmeoi's head sank lower,
und no further words camne.

Thorburn .recoiled as he realised that
the estaminet keeper was beyond mortal
wid, Picking up a loose rug which lay
to hand 1 the back of the car, he
cvovered that grim, still ligure and trod
vuictly away. His steps took him in the
direction of the :pot Marmot had indi-
cated when bhe hod velerred to the plane
that had taken B. Opne buck to his own

country.  Flashing  his  pocket-torch
around, Thorburn wos  able  casily

coough o read the irail of the wnder-
curriage wheels that the Albatross had
left in the soft, spongy earth, The
doulde track was elearly defined and
decp—so decp as to bear out what Pierro
Marmot had said. Major Fervers Locke
was oven now accompanying R, Ooe te
Germuny,

While Thorburn gazed at the tell-tale
wheel-marks his thoughts were switching
to Ron and Jim.  Where were they?
Had they picked up the Albatross?
And were they attempting to follow it
and bring it down? qu:-m they alive?

Question upon question raced wildly
through Thorburn's brain, but he conld
not satisly himself as to the probabile
correctingss of any answoer. His cars,
now thoroughly attwnmed io ecateh the
slightest sounds, did not pick up the
familiny  throl of the Bristolplane.

With something like » focling of
despuir gnawing at his heart, Thorburn
vetraced his steps. Onee astride the
nestor-eyele again, he roared, under full
throttle, for the acrodrome,

Tho officers were talking in excited
groups in the mess when Thorburn ap-
peared in their midst. Captain Wilter-
ton looked pale and drawn,. He was
hardly vot aware of the full extent of
that night's wark, for beyond Ren and

Jim—who waora now  absent—the
froachery of Sergeant Wilking was
unknown.

When Thorburn was called upon by
the tewnporary commanding officer to

pive o full account of what he knew,
256 Bguadron listened to one of the most
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aroazing stories: of the Great War, and
it said much for the consummate acting
of the notorious R. Ope that enany of
Thorlmen's listeners believed Bergeant
Wilkins to be o very’ much maligned
pevson,  Furthor investigation, however,
satisficd the most sceptical member of
256 Bguudron; for, of course, Sergeant
Wilkins was missing.

So, teo, werse Ron Glyno and Jim
Thaniels; so, too, was Major Ferrers
Locke, D.8.0.

There was little sleep for 256 Squad-
ron that night. The. whole camp seomed
to be oo turmoil, with * Brass bats ™
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ANOTHER POCKET WALLET
WON |

Here's another clever Greylriars

hmerick for which Leonard
Edwards, of 69, Stryt lssa, Pen-y-

cae, near Wrexham, has been
awarded a useful leathier pocket
wallet,
Harace Coker once went fo Mar-
soilles,
Wheasre h: wantad a fish without
acales,
He was given a book
1 And & line and & hoobk
And a jam=jar to go and catch
whales !

MNow, what about it, you other
fell_qw# ¢ Fill in }'ﬂuf_ﬂdd moments
writing Greylriars himericks and
| win these prizes.

S e .

— -

coming amd going on rounds of in-
spection, and the squadron office tele-
phone bell vinging at frequent intervals.

It was four o'clock in the morning
before the chaos was straightencd out,
and tired young fying uﬁ'u:cr::'; found
solaco in sleep. Bot obe moember, at
least, of the celebrated squadron courted
slecp in vain, :

Thorburn was thinking of Ren and
Jim and Major Locke. What had hap-
pened to them all? !

(Loek out for further thedling
chupters of thiz popular fying stery in
siext weck's bumper  dasue of  the

MAGNET.)
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COKER'’S CRICKET CRAZE!

(Continucd from pege 25.%

juker, with a strange gift for imitating
voices, lad deluded Wingate on the
phone—nearly, but fortunately not
quite—with disastrous rosults.

Mp. Lascelles was not, perhaps,
pleased or flattered, when he learncd
why that telephone messuge had been
disrogarded.

Sliﬁ he was glad that it had been
disregarded.

The unknown practical joker had not
gol awuy with ar.

The First Eleven men wera vory
anxlous to discover who that mysterious
joker was. But they never did.

.In  ibat respeet, howdver, Harry
Wharton & Co. of the Remove were
more fortunate than the First Eloven
men,  They happened to know a young
rascal who had a weird gift for imitat-
ing voiees. They hn?p-c-,ned to know
that that young rascal had played a

similar trick a week or two ago in con-
nection with a Remove match. They
did not give Bunter away. But they

dealt with him faithfully with their
own hands. Billy Bunter denied most
emphatically knowing anything about
it. That was taken as conclusive proof
that he had done it. And the ragging
that wasz administered to the fat Owl
of the Hemove was a record in raggings.

Bunter had only one consclation, and
even that did not last. Hawving ployed
up to Coker, it was, Bunter considered,
up to Coker to stand by that compact
about the spreads in the study. But,
alas! for Bunter. Ho found guile o
changed Coker in Hovace's study when
lie rolled in.. There was no feed, Thero
was a lives bat!  And the last state of
William George Bunter was worse than
his first.  Which was exactly what Billy
Bunter deserved.

THE EXD.

(Next week's issie of the Maoxer will
be an extra-special ouc, Tt will contain
it topping warn of Greyfriars, entitlcd :
“THE SEGRET OF THE PRIORY I
and o BIG DOXUS COUPON VALUE
250 points fo swcll pour collection.
Order your copy curly and be on the
safe zide.)
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HOBBY!

plenty of ** lines.”

} FISHING IS MY NEW

I wish it to be clearly under-

stood that I shall not spare the
“rod " and that I shall distribute

(Signed) H. S. QUELCH,

Form master.

No. 99.

Dreyfriaes §
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LATEST
EXTRA
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ROLLER-SMATING CHAMPIONSHIP 1

Entriea are invited for the Open Roller-
skating Handica
times round the
convenicnt date when the beaks aren
looking.
preseuted by the Juidior Whoopee Asso.
ciation.

Roller-skaters !
for this noique event |
Apgly, DICK RAKE, See., ¢/o CREYFRIARS HERALD

urse: 3
Date : Aa

t

Prize : 1 pair of roller-skates,

Face.
oisters.

You really must fall

Dr. BIRCHEMALL'S TUCK
HAMPER

By DICKY NUGENT

{dwthor's Note: You con laff as lowd az you HEe over this varm, bt
dan’t critizise the speling—iPs all dew fo viting with a crost wib,—
Richard Nugent, )

Dr. Birchemall, the wrovered and

majestick headmaster of St mﬁ%.m.
alloped  alos Maosters' sai .
mimm_ﬁ_um mra.nq._ﬁ:..__.. bﬂ.miumaﬂﬂ_ t
end, he kicked opcn the deoor of Mr.
Lickham’s study.

“* Good.saftornoon, Lickham ! ho
paid as he trotted in. " Pray don't
rigo, my good fellow !
plezzant scrprize for-you!™ _

“ Indeed, sir! " grinned Mr, Lick-
ham, resoomiog his seat. ' Haos somo
wnknown admirer of mine dyed and lelt
me in his will 1 Or have yon decided
to nav np my arrears of snllery 1"

Dr. Birchemall larfed gaily.

* neather, my dear Lickham I Bus
I won't koep you gessing, The fact
ig, I hove decided to honner you by
inviting mvoelf to teal™

Mr. Liokhom's grin faded.

“Ig that what you cail a plozzant

sArprize ! I ghould call it o jolly
unplezzant ghook, myseli ! Anyway,
sir, I'm afraid you'ro going fo he

:E:EM.: for I've finighed tea and
skoffed every erum in the cupboard 1"
" Qreedy boundor !'Y snorted tho

Head. * If there’s ono thing T can’i
gtand, Lickham, it's ﬂdﬁﬂﬁmmm. I
quite eggspected to be able to pollish

off o m:nwﬂ.w or o deoenutis at u_.nw:.
8 ense ; but owing to your grecdi-
H.nm_mm._u it would appear that that
eggepectation will not Lo realised.™

“ Looks like it, sir, duzzont it 7"
grinned Mr. Lickham, *I'vo got o
piece of tofly here, if you'd care to
axxept if———"

“Tal" said tho Head, taking the
proffered paper bag and promptly
cramming the whole of the eontents
into his mouth. ' But toffy alone is
not enufi for a fellow of my delieats
constitootion, Lickham. I must find
other means of sattisfying the Innce
Man."

“ Why not arsk the tuckshop damo
to let you have somo tuck onm ticlk 7%
sujjested Mr. Lickham.

The Head pulled o rye Face.

*1 bave already done that., Duat
the tuckahop dame hasn't much idea
of bizziness, I'm afraid. She wants mo
to settle an old outstanding bill first.
B mmﬁrnmm.aﬁ:u

Which iz abaurd,
remarked.”
* Don’t vou moan Euslid, sir 1"
“*No; Shakespeare ! ™ snorted tho
Head, who could bo very obstinato
when he liked. " Anyway, the tuck-

shop's N.G., and now that you've
fpiled me therd's only one thing left.
1 must inspect the boys' studies and
konfiscate ennff for my needs ]

I have o

" But surcly, sir, you won'l deesend
to tuck.raiding in the bhoys® studics ¢
eride Mr. Lickham, agarst.

* Cortainly not! 1 shall aseeid 1o
it, mm tho studies are on the nextd
floor | " retorted Dr. Birchomall, with a
grin. " Adoo, Lickham!™

The Head of 8i. Sam’s quitied the
Form master’s siudy.

Within a few minutes ihe Fouclh
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Farm were crgapevioncing the doubiinl
delites of a visit from Dr. Birchamall.
The Head wont from study to study,
konilzcating tuck ot o speed whi
would bave made o smosh-and-grab
oggepert turn green with envy,

gtedfast and Lovie and Trow were
the Brat te bo honnercd by ths dia-
tingwished visitor. The Head stalteed
in at the very moment when Stedfast &
Co. werd starting toa.

" Cuught in the giddy act!™ he
eppaolaimed, in his % ¢ and most
majoatick tonea. o0u AR GwWare,
boys, that gorging is against tho skool
Ewmu?lu___a., you have the nerve to sit
here stufliing yourselves as thouglh no
rules vggsisted ! ITond over that cake,
Stedfnet 1™

1 ...m._.._.w- m.u..H,l...llulu.-

ueped Stediost.
*DBut me oo

‘buts'! ™ said (ko
Head, severely, grabbing the ¢ake and
taking a huge bite from it. * My hat !
This cake's prime | Is it all you've
got 1"

" Yesg, gir | " groaned Stedfast & Co,,
watching their cake vanish with feal-
H...Mm that wero 100 desp for words.

' Well, consale yourselves with the
{hougzht that you will be all the

_..-

_..,.u:.._.:,ﬁ..uE..u...iwﬁiumm:: =WM_..==E
mﬁﬁmﬂr;ﬂaﬁizn:nﬂﬂ m_.ﬂ.m__
linea for boing groedy 1 Good-
afternoon, bhoys 1
Pausing only to wi
o gilk handkerchiof, the Head tram
out of the m-anm and looked.in at
next, whera Tubby Barrcl
middle of a plate of jam-tarts. .
Tha fat junior jumped to his feet in
disraay 63 the Head entered. 1
“ Mmmmmmmmmm | * he said, his

his mouth ﬂ.mnw
ha

was in thoeleansed

SIR HIITON POPPER STAGGERED

Sir Hilton TPopwr, who cceontly
o eemsatbm by deseribing
Greyiriars juniors as * lazy ond il
manuered,” haoz completely changed
hia opinion,

This gratifyine_ stato  of  afiairs

month filled with unmastleated pastry.
Dr. Birchermall frowned.
* Really, Darrell, your mannérs are
sitively nowseating ! You should
orn that it s not jentlemanly te
speak with your wouth full. Further-
more, always bear in mind that—
mmommmmmommmmm Y
“ But you're deing it wyourself |
uh_.w.mﬂ,:mu__nﬁ_. Tubby Barrell,
Taks a

{Continued from previcus col.}
konflacated it for my own purpusses 1 ™
aaid the Head, w:w.u._w, * OUwing to
thoe fact that I arfi pow loaded woll
above the Plimsoll line, I shall not do
that. [ order you, bowever, to divide it
up amengst the whels Form ingtead !
* But, air—-"

* Mmromrmmmmm b :
hundred  linca  for  digpertinenes,
Barrell 1 7 snapped the Head, as. he

finished off the jam-tarts and made ajealled out the rest of the Form.

movo for the dooe.  * And do not be
B nwaﬁ_ in futuee ! ™

The Head russled out of Tubby
Muflin's study, leaving the fat junior
almost speccliless  with rage  and
mortiticotion.

In tho next studv. Frank Fearless
was having les with the Honncrable
Guy de Vere. The tablo was [urely
groaning and meaning under. the 5_.5__
of good things. .

Dr. Birchemall cahnly seated himscll
atb it.

“ Doenutls, eream a, choallit
celairs and fruit cake ! ™ ho remarked,
running o practised eye  over the
catablea. * YVou may sonsider the ot

konfiscated, boys. I am serprized to
find that you arve addieted to the de-
praved habit of overeating. FPuoss the
doonutts, de Vera | ™

* Bai Jove | " was all tho Honnerable
Guy eould say, a5 he obeyod the order,
wiila Frank Fearless went to the winder
and fanned himself.

The Hend wenbt from siudy to
sludy like & lion seeking what he
might deveur. He got a rich hawl.
By the timo he had been round the
Fourth passidge, even his tromenjous
appotite woa  anttisfied. When he
omerged from Lirriok’s study, which
waa the last on the list, there weore
amears of joun round his _mMm and his
face was chiny and contented.

He conldn't have tackled another
doenutt if you'd paid him to do it !

Aa Dir. Birchomall rolled down the
passidge, three arEun.wﬁmuuun peaved,

earrying o hig tuck-hamper boetween
them.
The Flead of St. Sam's cyed them
sternly. ;
“Jolly ! Merry! Bright! What

are you doing of "

2 w..._.._.m_ a tusk-hampor, eiel!™
enswered Jack Jolly meekly,

Dr. Birchemall snorted.

“I can sco that, fathead !l
down mEEEbE_#. B

* But, sit—""

“Ten mianite ogo, I would have

Put it

“Enufi!"? thurdered the Head.
“ )l your Form-fellows immejately
and dish out the merry tuck 1™

Jack Jolly & Ce. grinned, as thay
For
gorne wnknown  reason  they didn’t
peem to have (ho alitest objection to
whacking it out. L

Neodless to say, the Fourth wore
ouly too happy to get beck somo of
their losses. H  jumiors farely
swarmed out of t studies like bees
round a hunny-pot. Cakes, pies,
sossidge-rolls and liskits disappeared
at o trooly astonishag rate.

It was only when tho last crum had
vanished that DPr. Eirchemall trubbled
to eppaamine the address on the label
of tho hamper. ; i

What he saw canwd him to jump o
clear foot in the air.

“What the merry dickena—" he

gaeped,

“ Anything wroly, #ir 1" orsked
Tack Jolly. bz

The Head seemed to be on the vergo
of an apollogetiek ft.

“Wrong "' he sfared. * I should
jolly well think twre ia smnothing
wrong | This hamjar is addressed to

me | It iz from my old college-
pudding chum, Sir Fenry Nobba!"

" Egganctly 1" 1aid  Jack .___.u:u..
“Wo were bringing it op to Fou, sir.
We wanted to eggeplain ihat, but you
wouldn't give us a chaunco !’

N O i e

“Ha, ha, hal"

It wos & roar from the Fourth.
They saw the fuomy side of it and

e, L
u__mﬂ..e Head yelled, tos—with rage!
He doneed up and down the passidge,
tearing at his baldigato and clawing
his beard in an agmEmy of rage.

* You—you—"" Eo stultored.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" Diighed, diddled and dono 1Y raved
the Head. ™ It wosmy own feed amd
I gave it away! Oh deart Oh
Emrﬁ_ﬂ Bl

“ Hu, ha, ha t ™

The Head fled., He couldn't bear
the site of that erynty basket anolhor
minnit. A roar fellowed him.  Tho
Liter hed hecn bit with o vengenz ad
the Fourth felt thatiit-jolly woll served

{(Continued on next column.)

L]

him right |

Aha lawn.

NO LONGER THINKS GREYFRIARS JUNIORS LAZY

results, wo understand, from the visib
Sir Hilton paid te Greyiriars this weok.

When Sir Hilton walked through the
pates, an astomighing enono of industry
mot his eycs.  Juniors word rushiong
abont in all directions at an ineredible
_Emmum performing & hundred-and-one
fosios,

Ono little knot of husy workers was
ongaged in wislding pickaxes on the
somowhat neglogted garden ab the
baok of the portor’s ladge.  Othera
wors toiling manfully at o big roller on
Others still were ropairing
the woodshed, weeding tho paths, and
carrying heavy loads of porcsls for
(Ao E_ﬂ.

Sir Hilion, hardly able to believe
hia oyes, atopped to wateh the pickaxa.
wiglders.  They promptly doficd their
capa and made sweeping bows,

" Hah | Working, I secl™ BRir
Hilton remarked. “Hub! Hah!"

" Mothing like it for koeping us out
of mischief, sir 1 " snitd Wharton, with

anogther sweoping bow, ** May we go
om, &ir ¥

“Huh! Carry on, by all means !
Hah 1 :

Bir Hilton wallked on 1o the weod-
ghed, where Vernon-Smith ond o
number of othiera were working with
terrifle zenl.

“ Working bard ! "' Si: Hilton asked.

Vernon-Smith and his  collengucs
poused for & moment to touch the
ground with their foreheads.

“ Yo, gir.  We love hard warlk
Vernon-Smith replicd. "' Do you mind
il wo work while you talk TV

|22

“Hoh! Corry on. I have nofling
mora to say,” Sir Hilton sroiled.

“Rolling the lawn, 1 sea?" he
rematlked o little later to anoiher
group.

The juniora paused to moke o
respectial obeisanes, thon resumed their
labours.

* It docsn’t need it, sie,™ Bob Cherry
explained.  ** DBuot we feel we simply
muat work 1"

Sir Hilton's tour of ingpeelion
continued in this strain all the way np
to the House. He stopped to watch
the erowd serubbing the® flagetones in
the Oloiaters. The scrubbore roshed
to form o airelo round ham and salasin

geveral times; thon  they rushed
baek to their job, Ho mule woy
for the amateur porbors. They
drop thair  loads and  bowed
decply, then grabbed them baeck und
panted off again.  Iistory repeated

itenli again and again.

By the time Sir Hilton reachod the
Head's atudy, he waa E..".:._u_mﬁ beriamane.

“ Hah ! I fear ihat GWE I
apol to your, Dr. Locke, uned to your
boya | ™ he said.  ** I condemned thom
an lazg and illanannered.  Bobl I fieed
on the contrary, that they are ox.

polite, ooneiuds that X

wag mistalien,

I con only :
I withdraw everything
1 wﬂ.miazm._.q___. snid.""
The Head was awhuty buekod.
Wa're fealing quite eatisficd sbout 7b
Onrseives, wWe cAn HSSuUTD Foul.

There's only one thing: wo hopa
Sir Hilton won't walk in oD another
ocension without giving us previous
warning. This Hard Work ond
Politoness bizney takea quite a lot of

tremely  industriona and remarkaibdy

orgonising, you know !

Following o serap in Friardalo Lane
hetween Ponsonby of Higheliffe and
Wharton of the Remove a startling
meident oscurrcd in Courtfiold High

Pon, who had got congiderably the
worst of the encounter, was tearing
down iho High Street on his motlor.
bike nt about forty when ho happoned
to rpot Whaorton standing by tho door-
way of an outfitter's shop.

The Highelifie leader, deciding ihat
a3 Wharton had hia back hali-tnrned
te him the time was propitions for an
attack, jammed on his brekes and
jumped off the bike.

Btopping only to reat tho maochine
against the hkerb, he mode & cush for
the outfitter’s shop and took o flving
kick at tho figure in tho doorway.

The attack woa apparcntly entirely
suceesaful. As o matter of foet, it woa
mors suceesslul than Pon had bargained
for. ‘Tho figure crushed to the povement
lilka a log and remained there motionless.

Pon'"s momentary glee waz tronpsg:
formed to horror.

What had he done §

He decided that he wouldn't slop to
inguirr.  He turned round with the
intention of waking o quick getawuy on
tha hiko.

Then Pon got the shock of
natural.

A burly policoman was barcing his
progross |

“Name and addeeasl”
oflicer, cartly.

Ion almost collapsed.

“1 didn't do it 1" ho said, hoarsely.

his

gabd  Lho

PULLING PONSONBY'S LEG
HIGHCLIFFE LEADER ARRESTED

people ahways do speak hoarsely in such
cirourmstances.) .
“ Know any more funny storics 7"
asked the officer, apparently scoptical.
“ Wame and address, ploaso 1V
“ [—I'm innocent—Y swoar T am |2
moaned FPon. “It was the other
follow's fault—Wharton, Lis namo 18,
Ho was _EEnEnm me and I only hibt out
in soli-defence 1
“ What's that 1" asked a wvoico ab
ths baok of Pon.

Pon wheeled round in amazcment.

The spenker was Wharton himsalf §

Looking towards the shep doorwoy;
Ton eaw that the figure ho had kicked
was atill metionless on the pavement,
[f hiaz wvietim, then, waosn't Wharton;
who on oarth wag it ¥

Pon discoversd soon after, when an
assistant eome out of the shop and
lifted the motionless figure nto &
standing position, It wea only &
tailor’s dummy in Etone |

Wharton and the policoman and Pon
reslised  simuoltancously what  had
happened.  Wharton had walked into
the shop while Pon was standing up
his motor-bike, leaving the dummy onl
o yard awnay from his provious posihon -

Wharton ond the peliceman roarod,
Pon dide't. He was too bhusy mopping
beads of perepiration (rom his brow 1

It then transpirod that the policeman
“wanted * Pon for the oflence of
speading and not for menaloughter |

{(Pardon the oxprcssion, réader, Lutl
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