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THEST.SAM’S ANTI-WASTE
LEAGUE!

Re-introducing Jack Jolly & Co.,
of S5i. Sam’s, and Their Rascally
Heedmaster—Dr. Birchemall.

“Yes, sir!” gasped the kaptin of
the Fourth.

“You are carryving a brand new
foothall, evidently intending to play
with it. Give it to me !

“What for, sir2” eried Jolly indig-
nantly. “I bought it mysclf with
my own money !”

B.‘;Shhﬂr"wa B Jallﬁ'f 's'aidf ET
reltemall, wi & rug o 18
By DICKY NUGENT. sholdera. " You should hav% used an
* Barrell I old ball—or, failing that, a bundle of
“Ow! Yes, sir!” gasped Fubby |rags tied together with strin ! The

Barrell, of the 5t. Sam's Fourth,
junmping up from his chair on the
verauder of the footer pavilion, as Dr.
Birchemall’s voice fell on his eavs.

“Barréll!  You are eating I”
wrapped out the Head, standin
before Tubby, wearing o stern loo
on his classical face. ~How dare
you

Tubby Barrell Llinked.

“W-w-why shouldu't I eat, sice”
he phaltered. “It's—it's only =
chupk of toffy—"

“If you think you are at liberty to
eat chunks of tofly at any hour you

football is hereby konfiscoted-!”

“Your mistake, sir—it isn't!” re-
torted Jolly, tossing tle ball across
to Fearless, as the Head made a dive.

“Bless my sole! .Wh;, TOU 1eWw-
tinous young raskal—

Dr. Birchemall made a rush at
Fearless, who promptly headed the
ball to Meriy.

Merry, seeing the Head bearving
down on_him, quickly tapped it
across to Bright, who lobbed 1t back
to. Jolly, who punted it ou to- the
footer- pitch. e chuma “of the
| Fourth then made a rush out of the

b

3 pavilion.
ﬂ%ﬂeiﬁgﬂ ko o anid the Eoag Ehg Head, wlio: dod: hecome fathes
grimly.  “ Economy is now the order {dizzy from the: quizk: egmichanges;

af the day, not to mention the nite,
and any boy who skoffs toffy eggscpt
during mealtimes iz cilty of a crime
in the eyes of the 5t. Sam’s Anti-
Waste League !”

Tubby  Barrell
Jolly
the "pavilion in footer toms just in
time to hear the Head's last remark,
staved hlankly.

“The—the whatter?” gasped Jack

J'}l]%i .

“The 3t. Sam’'a Anti-Waste League,
Jolly I answered the Head calmly.
“Founded by myself for the purpuss
nf preventing waste at 3t. Sam's ¥

*Grate pip 1"

“'Fhe league is holding its first
meating later in the day in Big
Hall,” went on Dr. Birchemall, grin-
ning slitely at the serprized eggs-
wessious on the Fourth Fermers’
aees. “In the meantime, the league
is getting down to bizziness. Kindly
hand over the rest of those toffies at
once, Barrell I :

“But look hiore, sir, [ paid for
them myself, and—I—X mean, herae
yom are, sir ! gas%nd Fubby hastily,
ng the Head repehed for the birch
that was tucked under his amm. “ You
can have them, sir 1™

“Thanks, Barrell.

Jock

Jumped.

The toffies are

herehy koufiseated,” grinned Dr,
Birelirmall, cramming 2 handful of
toffy into his mouth and chewing

away at it with grate satisfaction.
“Console yourself with the thought
that you are the first St. Sam’s

ta help the gvate cause of anti-waste.
Jolly 1

& Ca., who had strotled out of §

)

e

 and a yell.

“* ¥arooooo I

While he sat on the hard, unsim-
perthettick boards, teyin
his scattered scnscs, Tubby Barrell;
yonneed oun his hn.% of toffies, which
ad fallen, scezed i
the Co. at top speed. The Head was
loft ta sort himaelf out, and nash liis |
teeth at the unpromising start he
had made with hizs new movemcot.

'The 5t. Bam’s Auti-Waste Leaguc’s
firat cfforts had certainly not been a
susxess, But Dr. Birchemall was
nog the man to be discurridged by a
single failure, and later in the day
the -achool bell duly  rape out to
‘summuon the boys fo
all about his woerd mew stunt. ;
i  When the fellows had all assem-
Bulled in their places, Dr. Birche-
mal} russled on to the platform and]
lifted o mallet, intendinz to strike

 hia desk for ailence. Ey » bit of had

N

o) g

s]igpm:l and sat down with a bump]

to colleet [

, and rolled after}

ig Hall to hear}

luek, Mr. Lickham happened to he
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standing behind him, and the waster
of the Fourth caught the mallet right
on the tip of his somewhat prominent
nase.

Klonk !

* Ow-0w-ow-ow-gw-gw 1"
Mr. Lickham.

“Bless my sole ¥ eggsclaimed the
Head. - “What is the cause of-this

uliar mewsick 7"

“You've tapped Mr. Lickham on
the nasal organ, sir!” grinned Jack
Jolly, and there was a roar from tho
asscmbulled school.

“Ha, ba, ha ™

“Sorry and all that, Lickham !”
gaid Dr. Birchemal). “ You shouldn't
stand so uear, you know. T haven't
gob Neyﬂa at the back of my head 1

“No, sir,” aned Mr. Lickham.
“But that's the place into which I
fecd you've biffed my boko
: “E s Im.éla ’:”“ i

“SBilenee, boys " wrap the Head.
“Let's get on with the giddy washing
—aor, as the vulgar mite put in, let ua
proceed with our comclave I

“@o it, sir'!™ eucurridged
school.

“Oa the bawli ™

“Jentelmen, cha

shrecked

tho

: , and fellows !
This meating is called for a
very  special purpuss—
namely, to Hring to your
notiss ‘a  topping  new
socicty I've started. The
sgelety In question is ealled
the =t. Bam’s Anti-Waste
League I

“Oh crums ¥

“Beg pardon, sir, but is
it a league for practisine
tizzieal. jerka?" .ealled out
Mr. Lickham, from the safor
place to which he had re-
treated at the hack of the
platiorm.

Dr, Birchemall frowned.

“Fizzical jerks, Lickham? Cer-
tainly’ net! Whatever makes you
think my Anti-Waste League is con-
nected with fizzical jerks?*

“I was going on the title, sir.”
eggeplained the master of the Fourth.
“I've been trying fizzical jerks fox
mountha to acheeve the desired result—
but I must say that I haven't rot

ary

reduced my waisf !”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“ Lickham, you'll be the deth of
me ™ gighed Br. Birechemall, “I
mean * waste '—mot * waist." Being
wastoful, yow Enow—not heing over-
daveloped in the fuppeny

“Ah! Now I follow _you, sir !t
grinned Mr. Lickham, You mean
not chueking thivgs about too

lavighly ?*

“Rogeaaotly! In the past, boys,”
rmun?éﬁherﬂmd. wngg%ug a sollem
fourfinger at the school, “there has

(Continued on page 270)



THEY DON'T WANT COKER AT GREYFRIARS !

DOWNHEARTED ?

BUNTER ENOWS HOW !

4 ILL you fellows lend
m: Kt
“ Stony I
“A hand?
[Ed Dh E’n’
Harry Wharten & Co., of the

Greyfriars Remove, were quite sur-
prised.

They were on the Remove landing,
discussing ways and means, when
Billy Bunter rolled up.

Finances among the Famous Five
were at a low ebb. Groping hands
searched through
gotten coins—without finding any.

It was tea-time—and th. chums of
the Remove generally tea’'d in the
Bm%‘ Tea in the study was now off
—definitely off. 'Tea in Hall—the
last resort of the stony—scemed the
only prospect.

S0 they answered imn unison:
“Btony !* without waiting for Billy
Bunter to finish his sentence,

But when he finished it they gaped
at him in surprise.

Bunter ecnerally wanted somchody
to lend him something. Sometimes
it was a balf-crown—sometimes the
humble bob—sometimes the hnmbler
tanner.

This time, it seemed, he au}iy
wanted somebody to lend him a hand.

If that wns all, the Famouns Five
were ready to oblize. They had ten
hands among them, but, like Petor
of old, silver and pold they had
none.

“QOnly a hand?” asked Bob Cherry.

“That's all, old chap!” snid the
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BUT

IS THE GREAT HORACE

NOT A BIT—HE’S GOT OTHER IRONS IN THE FIRE!
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With one prefect taking his shoulders and another his legs,
Horace Coker was *“‘ run out ** of Greyfriars !

pockets after for- P

fat Owl of tho Remove.
me¢ a hand ™

“Well, I don't mind lending you
a hand,” agreed Bob. “In fact, I'd
lend you a foot—with pleasure!”
. “No larks, you know!” gaid
Buntcr, backing away a step or two,
as Bob swung back his foot. “Don't
lay the goat! I'm going to make
that beast Coker cringe! 1 want you
to help me !

“ (oker ¥ repeated Harry Wharton,
“What has Coker done now?”

“Pulled my car!™ said Bunter,

“Oh!I”

The FPamous Five of the Bemove
took notice at once.

Billy Bunter, personally, was ne-
body in particular—his unimportance
wag wunlimited. But he was a
Remove man. If Coker of the Fifth
had pulled a Remove man’s ear.
Harry Wharton & Co. were prepared

“Just lend

_ﬂ_ﬂ-lm-ﬂmﬂ-ﬁ-ﬂ-‘

A Super 35,000-Word School
Story of the World - Wide
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to postpone the problem of fco while
they slew Coker of the Fifth.

“The cheeky beast never can mind
hia own business!” went on the
indignant Owl. “I was only showing
a flashlamp in the quad!”

“You fat ass!” spid Johnny Bull.
“You shouldn’t show & flashlamp in
the quad after black-out! It's
agninat orders!”

“*Tain’t Coker’s business, I sup-
posc!” snorted Bunter. " Coker ain't
a prefect, though he stcems to fancy

he is! Whe's Coker, I'd like to
know

“Well,” anid Harry Wharton,
“Coker's o meddling ass! But you
shouldn’t—="

“0Oh, don't jaw!” said Bunter.
“I'm going to pay him out! I'm
oing rm get him a whopping from
out 1"

“(0Oh, my bhat! How are you going
to mapage that?” asked Frank
KNugent.

“] kpnow how!” declared Bunter.
“}) want wou fellows to lend me n
Lhand! Coker's downstairs now—but
he mizght come up, and if he copped
me in his study, I'd rather have you
follows with me there!”

At whieh the Famoua Five
chuekled. There was no donbt that
if Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form,
discovered the fat Owl on the

Tre Macwer Liprany.—No. 1,666
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wa b in bis atudy, Billy Bunter
would be in need of tirst nid }

“But what's the game?” uasked
Bob, “How the dickens are you
%gi?: to get Coker whopped by his

“ M

The Famous Five were qguite
puzzled.

Fifth Form fellows were never

whopped, except in very extremo
circumstances, Mr. Prout, the
winater of the Fifth, was often at the
limit of hia patience in dealing with
Horace Coker, but ounly in = state of
the greatest exasperation was ho
likely to handle the cane on a
member of his Form.

Billy Bunter favoured the surprised
juniora with a fat wink.
- “Don’t I konow how?” hLe grinned.
“You remember what happened last
week? Coker went meddling along
the Fifth Form studies to see if the
were all blacked out, and left hia
own light on full glare. Prout saw
it from the quad, and gave him five
lhundred lines ! .

The Famous Fivo chuckled again,
T'hat was Coker nll over, of course!

“* And he said that if it hngpr—:na&
again he wounld w Colkar ™ went
v Bunter, “Lots fellows heard
liim 1**

“Well ?*

“Well, now it's going to happen
again 1 grinn&d Bunter.

T What " _

“It's paat black-out now!” said
Bunter. “There’s prefects pmwh:ﬁ
round ta ace that lights are
out! Well, we're going to Coker’s
study to vank down the blind !*

% gm:k own the blind 1" ejaculated
Bob Cherry.

“And turn the light full on!”

“Turn the light full onl” roarcd

Johnny Bull,

“And jolly well light up wue whole
place !” prinned Bunter,

“Light up the whele place!”
stuttered Harry Wharton,

“That's the big idea!” assented
Bunter, grinning from oune fat car to
the other, cvidently greatly taken
with ihat wonderful scheme for
avenging lhis wrongs on Horace
Coker. *Prout will go raging after
rim, He paid he would whop him
next time—and you can bet he will!
Seel”

“0h, my esteemed hoat I cjaculated
Hurrce Jamset Ram Simgh, “You
terrific idiot!”

“You howling 0ss!™ masped Bob
Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, don't waste
time jawing—Coker may come up!
‘The beast puiled my ear for showing
4 flashlamp—wa’ll jolly well gee what
he will get for hnvinf; his light full
pn without a blind! Making the
pinishment fit the crime-—what?
chuckied Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed nt the
fat jumior. They hnd fancied that
they knew every kind of ass William
George Bunter was. But he was
xtill able to surpriso them. They
had never su that even W. G.
Buunter waz such an azs as this!

“You—you—you—"g Harry
Wharton,” "“And suppose am enemy
plane was suooping round just when
you left Coker’s light on full glare:”

Top AMicker LIBBRARY.—No. 1,
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“Eb?" Buuter blinked at hLim.

Bunter had oot apparently thought 1

of that., The processes of Bi
Bunter's fat intellcet were all its

OWH.

“Don't you know what n black-
out's for?” looted Bob Cherry.
“Think its a parlour game just to
umugg fnlln:i;i's %fhml evening

- Oh, really, Cherry—>=

“Let mo catel you putting a light

on ju  the black-out!” growled
Johnuy Bull, “You . dangerouns
maniao }*

“Look here, I wish you fellows
wouldi't jaw when Coker may come
up any minute!™ urged ter,
“Como end lend me o band !

“ Fathcad I”

“Asg 1™

“Forget it !

“Chuck it!*

“Mean to say you ain’t poing to
Iuﬁf me aﬂ'l: X ’tﬂ ﬁti L‘akc-rEﬁ
whopping, after ho's p TOY CAT
demanded Bunter in ntly.

* Chump 1*

“Koep away from Coker’s study I”

“I'If watch it!" looted Bunter.
“If yon {fellows won't lend me n
hand, I can manage it all right, I
can stand on o chair to get at tho
blind. I tell you I’m going to mako
Coker cringe!®

“Look hecre, you footling sas——"

113 '!'“h 11! 5

Billy Buntcr, with a scornful snort,
tarued away. He headed for tho
P ot wated-oridestly ts

rm a. ~cvidently
CAITY n:?:ﬂ:i%: that bright idea—uu-
assisted, as the Famous Five declined
to lend o hand:

“Bag him !* said Bob.

Five fcllowe jlmﬁfl after Bunter
ae if moved by, same spring.
Ei:ﬁ pairs of hands clutched the fad

Bunter had asked them to lend him
a hand—uow they were lending him
ten, all at once!

“Ow! Leggo!” roared Bunter.

“Bump him!*

“I say, you (fellows—yaronoh!”
roarcd Buater.

“Oh "{fruu.ths!
E,u —

{!umpi

“* Yurrrrococvop

Bump !

* Qoooooo00oo I

“There!” gos Bob Chorry.

“Youwre a bit weighty to bump, old
fat wan, but we’ll give you some

Owl Leago! I

more if you want it! Are vou goin
to chmkrﬂu + that stunt i PERAER
“Ow | No-——"
Bump!
* Ow I mean, yes!” yelled
Bunter. “Leggo! I ain’t going to
h"ﬂ

—wow !—I o't lgnilgg to
study-—yaroch ! ain't poing to
turn his light on! I ain’t going to

—wow ! Yow! Wow!"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Stiek to that!” eaid Harr
Wharton. “IF we hear that Coker's

light hae been on, we'll burst you
over the Remove. We'll serag
you hald-headed! Got that i
“¥arooh !"

Billy Bunter sat on the DRemove
*Tho Fomas Fiee)
. The ous Five went down fo tea
in Hall, and left him to sit ond roar.
I+ was hefty work, bumping
Bunter—his weight was not casy to
negotiate. But a fellow who
})mlposed to turn a fellow’s light on,
ull glare, in a black-out, obviously
required drastic treatment—and tho

Famous Five had dealt faitlfully
with the fat and fatnous Owl.

Billy Bunter felt that they had
dealt with bim a little too faith-
fully! Tho Bull of Bashan, famed
for his roaring, had nothing on Billy
Bunter ss he sat on the Remove
landing and roared !

COEER ALL OVER!

i OOK ! gaid Coker.
Potter and Greenc looked.

_ It was past black-out
time, but it was not yet lmk-‘up.
and Coker & Co. were ambling in
the quadrangle in the thickening
Novemher dusk.

Coker was  talking—his
state]

Coker was annoyed.

The order gone forth that,
owing to the war, there were to be
no November 5th celobrations after
dusk.

But for this, the bonfire cclebra-
tions would have been celebrated on
Monday evening.

Now they were off:

¥t annoyed Coker! It was true
that a bonfire in the school field,
after dark, would have been rather
atiractive to any enemy ploncs that.
ha to be roaming about. Still,
it would show the enemy that Groy-
frinrs men did not carc a boiled bean
for them.

That was Coker’s opinion!. He had
it to himsclf! Wiser heads than
Horaec's had decided the matter—to
Coker’s annoyanco.

Coker, who bad heaps of money,
and who liked making a row on all
and any occosions, had laid in a big
sapply of fireworks. was 2
huge package of them in Coker's
study. Coker wanted to hear his
fireworks going bang round o roaring
honfire.

So far from that beibg possible,
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
Lkad forbidden of his Form to

urchase fireworks at oll. Other

orm-masters could act according to
their own judgment—that was
.I;tiuut’a judgment—and ho acted on
1

Unluekily, this order came affor
Coker had expended a couple of

pounds or so on explosives.

“Hot 1* sgid Coker, not once, bhut
many timeg “Rot, I call it]! Ii's
a bit thick, when we can't hove our
bonfire becainye somebody's started a

nsual

war! I think—"
Coker broke off and said:
Y Laook 1

Something had cought his cye.

Under the dusky old clma, deep
and dark with shadow in the
}}‘ﬂﬂmbﬁr rloom, a light suddenly
# llm'E'



Bomeone hiad struck a mateh there!

Coker of the Fifth was on the alert
at once.

“A mateh!” he said. “Bvmc ass
striking matches in the black-out!”

Potter nndhuﬂrmqe lmke'g n; him !
‘A fellow who proposed ave o
bonfire roaring red to the sky during
the tl:;?ek—nn might lllua“t bnmi
ex to over such a trivia
mﬁr 08 t.hﬂtriking of a match!
But no one whoe knew Coker would
have e it!

Coker did not exactly think that
he waa a sort of supeér-man, above
the laws that bound common
mortala! But he acted as if he
s g lly good id

r thought it a jolly iden
to have the lﬁggmﬁ bonfire ever, just
to show the enemy where they %ﬂt’-
off! At the same time hLe pulled
Billy Bunter's fat ear for lighting
hiz way across the quad with s fiash-
lamp. That was the way Coker's
brain worked

The ides seemed to be that Coker

was to give orders to everybody, and
that nobody was to give orders to
Coker!

Coker did not in the least realise
that he was an unthinking, unreason-
able, self-opinionated, obstinate nss!
But his fricnds realiged it only too
clearly !

Forgetting bonfires, Coker concen-
trated on that match. ;

“T'll jolly well stop this!” said
Coker.

“Dash it all, it's only a match,
Coker,” said Greene. “People are
allowed to etrike matches——"

“Don't be an ass, Greene!”

g Hiﬁht be old Prout lighting his
ei%ar! aaid Potter.

Don't be a fathead I"

Coker strode towards the dark and
shady spot under the elms where the
match flickered.

Potter and Qreene followed him.
They suspected. as a matter of fact,
that the match was struck by some
fellow who had wrelected that dark
and solitary spot for a quiet smoke!

If that was so0, it was a matter of
which a Sixth Form prefect should
have taken note, if he ha ed to
gpot it! But it did not concern
Coker of the Fifth in the very least!
It was not Coker's mission in life to
bring up Greyfriare fellows in the
way they should go—though Coker
often seemed to fancy that it was!

“ Who's that ?” hooted Coker, as the
match went out.

There was a distinet scent of
tobacco.

“Qh!” came a startled ejaculation,

“Price 1" murmured Pottor,

It was Price of the Fifth, thougb
he was only visible as o dim shadow
—with a red gpot where a cigarctte-
end glowed ! 5 .

There was & sudden blaze of light
as Coker turued on a ﬂaéhlumé:!

The light blazed full in Btephen
Price’s rather pasty face, and he
hl;lg{i::‘?kﬂ i.‘.:l”'i#. i

er!” pas
that light off 1"

“8hut up, Greene I

“Oh, my hat! You pulled that
Remove fag's ear for turning on a
flashlamp—" howled Potter.

Greene.  “'Turn

EVERY SATURDAY

“I'll pull it again!” said Coker,

Coker, cvidently, was a law unto
h.Kc\ulf'! the bright light full

¥ g Tl 1 u o1

Pﬂm'g ?fqe. Eukergglnmﬂgeuntemptu-
ously and scornfully at the bad hat of
the Fifth.
- “Yon worm 1" he ejaculated.

“Look here—" mllzrlm:l Price,

“You smeky snipe

“Can’'t «.you mind your own
business, rf" said Price, between
his tecth.
fool 1

“Throw that cigarette away, yom
smoky rotter I

(1] ]“.ﬂ-ﬂt !ﬂ

“Coker, old man—-" breathed
Potter.

“8hut up, Potter!"

Price of the Fifth glared at Coker,
with deep feelings.
~ Ho often had trouble with Coker.
Old Horace had a profound contempt
for Price's dingy ways—his secret
cigarcttes, his sneaking out of
bounds, his dingy backing of horses.
In that, Coker was right enough—if
only he could have reslised that he
was not in control of the Fifth Form
at Greyfrisra Bchool. Price was a
dingy snd rather disreputable aweep;
but really and truly it was
concern of Coker,

As Price made no move to throw
the cigarette away, Horace Coker

b it from his mouth amd
 Fhere - he wped, “Th
cre " he sna) . " There goes
your rotten smoke—and if you strike
o match again in the black-out, I'1]
puuch your head !*

Price was hardly half Coker's
weight, and he was no fighting-man !
He could not bandle the hefty Horace
as he would- dearly have liked to
handle him. He gave him a deadly
lock of .malice, and slouched awa
under the dim elms, without a word.

“Rotter |” grunted Coker.

Potter and Greene said nothing.
Prico was a rotter, acd they did not
like him. But Coker’s high-handed
methods E:hﬂaed nobody but Coker.

From the dark shadows came a
sudden voice—a booming voice that
the Fifth Form men knew only too

wall.
What is thias?

“ What—what 7
Who is showing o flashlomp here?
Is that

Who is carrying that light?
Coker ¥

The portly form of Mr. Prout
loomed up. 1

“Oh!” gasped Coker. He turned
towards Prout, catching him in the
eye with the dazzling beam of the
lamp. “Oh. [—"

Prout blinked frantically.

“Shut that light off, Coker! Bhut
it off at once, you utterly etupid boy!
How dare you show that glare of
light ¥

Coker shut of the flashlamp. He
waa annoyed at old Pront barging
in like this, but he did as Frout
directed.

“Youn nutterl
boy, Coker!™
to the Honse at once!
dred lines, Coker !

#I_ﬂ-

“ Do not answer me, Coker! (o
indoors this instant, and rcmaiu

obtnse and stupid
med Prout. “Go
Take & bun-

“Turn that light off, you

n.ﬂ.

5

there! Take your flashlamp to my
study, and leave it on the table!
You will not be allowed to havo one !
Kot o word! Go!*

-tr'B.ut__u

“Go!” roared Prout.

Coker, with deep feelings, went.

Potter and Greene, behind Coker's
brawny shoulders, pgrinncd as they
went with him.

Coker did not speak as Lie tramped
away to the House. His feclings
seemed too deep for a A

But in the Housc he found his
voice. '

“That,” said Coker, with o deep
breath, “is the sort of thing 1 bhave
to stand from Prout. I shall hit
that man some day I*

Apd Coker, in inexpressible indig-
nation, tram off to Prout's study,
toe leave his flashlamp there.

DESPERATE MEASURES |

4 W OBE !” said Billy Bunter.
“Eh
i mnt?li
It was o sur})riaing word to hear
from Buntor. If there was anything
that Bunter disliked more than waosh-
ing{. it was work.
r. Quelch, the Remove master,
often tried to make Bunter work.
But he never quite got away with it

On Tuesday morning, after third
school, a shower of rain drove the
fellows indoors. Some of the Re-
movites were playing leap-frog round
the biwble in the Rag. Others
were ussing football prospects.
Some were indulging in war-jaw.
Much more important matters occu-
%ied the fat mind of William Qcorge

unter.

Mr. Bunter, at home, was going iu
for war-time eco . There was
legs prospect than ever of Bill
Bunter receiving any of the posta
orders he was always expecting.
Bunter, always hard-up, was harder-
nr than ever. The most generous
allowance of rations was mot much
use to a fellow who was in a per-

tually stony state. And what was
he use of mnrationed grub to a fel-
low who could not buy any?

Bunter, really, was faced by the
awful prospect of elimming. It was
not & proapect that the fat Owl of
the move could face with
equanimity.

According fo Shakcspeare, does-
perate diseascs nire desperate
remedies. But if Billy Bunter had

thought of work as a remedg it wan
a desperate remedy indeed—for
Bunater.

“After nll,” said Bunter, blinking
at surprised faces through his big
spectacles, “why shoulde't & fellow

work ?¥
“The whyfulness iJa  terrific!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a dusky grin.

“T1 mean to 8ay, thore's a war on,”
said Bunter. " Every hand to the
mill, know. Every chap ought
to do his bit ['m gﬂiﬁg to work.”

“Help!" gasped Bob Cherry.

“A chap might make a lot of
man?lz“ working,” went on EBunter.
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Pitched out of the shop, Billy Bunter sat on the wet pavement, blinking dizzily at Mr. Clegg, the

went on Bunter. “I'd put in all the
time I eould. I ean’t say more than
that. A lot depends om how much
time I can pet off from classes at
school. My Form-master may be un-
reasonable about it—I1 shouldn't
wonder | I can only promise to put
in all the time I can.”

“My eve " said Mr. 'l.'}leFﬂg.

“You may think I shouldn’t like to
carry a pgrocer’'s basket, or to take
orders from a little tuppenny-
ha'penny village grecer like you,”
went on Bunter agreeably. " But
don’t yon make any mistake about
that. I should expect you, of course,
to treat me with proper respect, con-
gidering my position and yours.”

“My eye !” repeated Mr. Clegg.

He stood blinking at Bunter as if
the fat Owl were taking his breath
away.

*I'm prepared to carry the grocer’s
basket and deliver the goods—
espmial]{l jam I said Bupter. ™ Being
new to the business, I should expeet
vou not to make a fuss if anything
got lost.”

“My eye ! gaid Mr. Cleggy for the
third time,

“At times I should be able to take
charge of the shop while you went out
for a walk, or anything.” went on
Bunter. “Everything would be per-
' feetly safe with me, of course—I
shouldn’t eat the sugar.”

T Eh FJ.I

“Or the biseuits—"

114 MJ" 'EF'E !'JJ-

“As for cake or toffce or doughnouts
er anything of that kind, I don’t

grocer, in the shop doorway !

really care for them,” said Bunter.
“1 cortainly shouldn’t start scoffing
them as soon as you were gone out,
Mr. Clegg.”

“Oh " said Mr. Clegg.

“1 shouldn’t be able to ecall you
“gir’ like an ordinary grocer’s boy,”
added Bunter thoughtfully. *There's
8 limit! In faet, 1 think it would
be better for you to call me *sir.’
More suitable, you know.”

“Oh gosh!” said Mr. Clegp.

“And, in the—the circumstances, L
should like a week’s pay in advance,
owing to being disappointed about a
postal order.”

“Blow me tight !” said Mr. Clegg.

“And now,” said Bunter hri.&slgj.
“you can consider it a go if you like.
Don’t thank me, I'm doing this for
patriotic reasons. This is & time for
every fellow to do what he can, how-
ever humble, My aristocratic friends
would be surprised if they saw me at
it, my titled relations would stare—
but I don’t care! I'm no snob, Mr,
Clegg! I intend to treat yom with
pertect civility—so long as you know
your place, of course, and don’t de or

- sny anything cheeky. I'm sure you'll

tave tact cnough to remember the
difference in our positions.”

Mr. Clegr secmed to find some
difliculty in breathing.

He did not. answer; he scemed to
have lost the power of speech.

Bunter apparently took silence for
consent. No doubt he supposed thnt
Mr. Clegg was overwhelmed a little
by the dazzling prospect of securing
such a grocer’s boy as Bunter !

“Now, if you've pgot anything to
deliver at the school I'll take it back
with me,” said Bunter briskly.
“Don’t think I mind carrying the
basket. Huh-ud?' who secs me will
suppese that I'm your class, Mr.
ﬂleg%; you ncedn’t worry about
that "

Mr. Clegg, who scemed in a dazed
and dizzy state, came to life at last.
He opened the flap of the connter and
stepped through.

Bunter blinked at him in anticipa-
tion. He concluded that there werc
Eooda for the school and that Mr.

lege was %}iu % to hand them over for
delivery, ¢ hoped that there was
jam among them.

But that was not Mr., Clegg's
intention.

Mr. Clegg did not speak., e
ate;t::][:od townrds Billy Bunter, and,
to the fat Owl'e great astonishment,
grasped him by the back of the ncek.

“Here, 1 say—" e¢jaculated the
startled Owl,

With a swing of his arm My. Clegs
hooked Bunter to the doorway.

Bunter wriggled and roared
angry astonishment.

“1 say, wharrer you up to?” he
howled. “Gone mad? Leggo my
neck, Jou cheeky old ass! Will you

leifoi"
r. Clegg swung Buunter into the
doorway, and then, as reguested, he

in

let go—pitching the astonished fat
Owl out of the shop!
Bunter gpun.
Tuoe Magxer Lieeany.—No. 1,656
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Bowup !
“Yoo-hoop !” roarcd Banler,

Ho sat on the wet pavement, Glink-
ing dizzily at Mr, Clegg in the fhop
doorway. _

Then Mr. Clegg of last epoke.

“Ook it I” he said.

“Ow! I say—— Wow!¥ pasped
Bunter.

“*O¢k it, alore I come out to yer !
snid Mr, Clegg. “You cheeky,
impudent young barrel o lard, I'll
teacli you! I says ‘ook it I

“Yon — you — you silly idiet I
howled Bunter, © What’s the matter
with you? Have you gone potty?
g’it’? me my umbrella, you

w " '

Mr. Clegg clutehed up the nmbrella
from the counter and came back to
the deor with it. He hurled it at
Buuter.

“¥arooo ! roarcd Buater as he
got it.

“Now ‘ook it !” roarcd Mr. Clegg.
“'Ook it, sharp I"

“Beast ¥ gasped Bunter,

“You 'coking it?” demaunded Mr.
Clogg. He .:.}iﬂk&] up an egg from a
hox, *You ‘ooking it, or—"

Bunter decided to hook it He did
not want that egg, and it was clear
that the egg was coming if ho did

not hpok it !

The fat Owl acrambled up and
departed in  lhaste, opening the
umbrella as he went !

‘Mr. Clogg, zrunting, went back fo
his connter, Hia problem of getting
@ new for deliveries was still un-
solved. But it was clear that ho did
not want to solve it by oogaging
William George Bunter.

That was quite clear to Bunter as
Le plugged wearily homeward in the

rain, nter did not know why, but

he know that Mr, E!egg did not want.

his eervices., Unecle Clegg had made
that quite plain.

It was an annpeoyed, irritated, dis-
ni)puimﬂd, and disgruntled Owl that
Bﬂulggcd in at the school gates as the

11 was ringing for dinner. _

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry, as ho efl bim, “Got that
job, Buuter

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter did not answer. But
tho Remove feHowa could that
e haod mnot captured at job!
Willing as he wag to do his bit, there
waa 1o war-time job for Bunter]

——— = ——

PRICE'S WAY !

i ERE, you two !”
Coker of the Fifth called
out of his study doorway.
Hilton and I'rice, of his Form,
wrro leaving their stody and about
to pasa Coker's, and Coker bailed

them as they appeared,

It was tea-time, and Potter and
Cleecne, in  Coker’s atudy, were
heaving away a large package that
stood on the table. It was the
gnuknga eontaining those fireworks of
oker's which ho had not been ablo
to let off round a roaring benfire—
uwing to the war.

Coker did not heed Pottor or Greeno
or the package of fireworks, His

Twe Magxer Lmriny.—No. 1,666,

-pod St
-Horace

t!

THE MAGNET

atern eycs were fixed on Hilton and
Price. - He addressed Cedric Hilton

en Price in gruff tones.
oker was néver polished—no
one would ever have mistakein him for
o descendant of Lord Chesterfield!
But he was rather more unpolidlied
than usual in oddressing the two
bad hats of the Fifth Form. Coker
m-:d the pair of them, and he

] no sceret of that fact,

They looked in at him—Hilton with
o faint amused amile, Price with a
glitter of ‘intense dislike in his
narrow, sharp c,}'es_. _

Price had not forgotten the incident
of the cigarctte of the previous even-
ing—or & dozem other such high-
handed proceedings of the ob-
streperous Horaco, Cokor rother
amused Hilton—but he excited the
deadlicst dislike of Hilton's pal.

“Hold on n minunte!” went on
Coker * Better step in, I think.”

“Thonks!” said Hilton politely.
"We've hod tea, Coker.”

Coker stared at him.

“T'm not asking you to tea!" he
sported. "I don't want slacking
tailor’s dummies and smoky sni
putting their legs under my table.

“Look here, Coker—~" began
Potter and Greene together.

“Shut up!™ said Coker, without
cven lookiug at them, “Now, you
two,” Tha
Hilton and Price, *'T dare say you've
heard. that there’s o war on—"
This was sareastic |

“Is there?” asked Hilton, roising
Lis eyebrows.

_ "Mean to say you haven’t Leard of
it 7 roared Coker.

Hilton looked very thoughtiul.

“Come to think of it, I believe %
hove!” he admitted. *Somethin* of
the kind was mentioned on the radio,
I belicve! Enow anythin' about it,
Bteve "

Price grinned ! Potter and Grecne
grinned! Coker, who had not the
alightost idea that the dandy of ihe
Fifth was pulling Lis leg, frowned.

“Well, that takes it!” he enid.
“Look here, Iilton—"

“Mind puttin' your gas-mask on
first #* asked Hilton.

“Ek? Whyt*

“I'd rather not look abt wyour
features I cxplained Hilton,

Coker drew » deep, decp breath,

“I've pot something to say to you
two, ond you'd better listen!™ heo
said, “You’re o pair of elacking,
smoky, disreputable blighters! I've
told you that bofore—now I tell you
ngaiﬂi Well, now there’s o war on,
I'm telliug you this, foo—chuck it!
This isn't o timo for fellows to loaf
about, smoking cigarettes, nosing
inte racing papers, ﬂl‘eﬁian in at the
back-doors of pubae! I getm going
to speak to you for some time——*

“You gencrally do epeak for some
time, when you hegin!™ asscnted
Hilton,

There was o snigger from Iotter
and Grecne,

“T don™t wond nﬁ cheek from you,
Wilton.!" roared r. “What I'm
telling you is this—won and that
emoky pal of yours are a disgrace to
the Form and to the school, and if

went om, addressming

you don't clinck it at o time like
this, you'll yourself in Queer
Street. I prabbed a smoke away
from Price evening. I'll do the
same again—and if T catch you with
a racing paper, I'll xam it down the
back of your neek, Got that?”
“You meddling fool—* began

Price.
Coker held up a large lignd.
“Btop thet!” he eaid. “I don't

want any back chivt! I'd chuck you
along the passage, Pricey, as soon as
look at you!”

Price did not answer that, but o
breathed hard ond deep. Price was
o weedy fellow—slacking at pames,
ond smoking cigarettes in his study,
and sgneaking out of bounds after
lights out, did mot make for fltmess,

e burly Horace could have handled
bhim with one hand—and he looked
very much inclined to do it. Price
did not want trouble with Coker—in
the fistieal line. At the seme time,
he did not like being browbeaton.
His eoyes gleamed like a cat’s at
Coker,

"H;I? that the lot, Coker?” nsked

1.
“No—I've not finished

wob!™ eaid
e PR
“Sorry I en ton politely. . *
can’t wait till you've ﬂnﬁeﬂ; %nhzr.
Life’s too short I”

And tho dandy of the Fifth walked
on down the passage, and Priee fol-
lowed him, leaving: Horace Coker to
waste his sweetness on the:desert air.

Hilton smiled as he went down the
staircase with FPrice. But Price's
brow was black. .

Hilton, slacking dandy as he was,
had heaps of pluck; and Coker’s lond
voice and overbearing manners and
customs only _him. . Price,
who had little in the way of pluck,
funked Coker, and loathed him aa
much as he funked him,

That incident of the ocigarette
rankled bitterly with Price. Cer-
tainly, he ought not to have been
s1m0 » but it was no buainess of
Coker's. Hilton, bhe . knew, wonld
have knocked Coker down, had Coker
treated him in the same woy—utterly
regardless of what Coker might do
when he up again. Price had
taken the action tamely—but his own
tameness made him all the  mora
bitterly and maliciously resentful.

“Did that fathead really bag a
smoko from you, Stever” asked
Eﬂ&ﬂn. a8 they' went -out into the
quac.

“Yeal” prunted Price =zavagely.

“You should have smacked his
cheeky head, old man !* '

Price made no' reply to -+that.
Bmacking Coker’'s cheeky head was
not a thing that Stephen Price was
likely to -venture to do. But the cad
of the Fifth had other wayas of
getting hia own back,

Hia glaneo fell on Mr. Prout, walk-
ing in the guad with Hacker, the
maater of the Bhell. In & casual sork
of way, he stecred Hilton in Mr.
Prout’s direction, so ag to pass within
hearing of his beak.

“I hope there won't Lo any acei-
dent in Coker’s study!” remarked
Price; ns they came within hearing
of the two Form-masters.



“Any accident?’ repe
lancing at him. “Why should thero
» any accident in ker's study,
l‘tir:%'
“Well, I mean, it's pretty dan-
erous to keep a stack of fireworks
e that in o study !” answered Price.
Hilton set his lips. He saw Mr,
Prout give a jerk of his portly head
as he caughy the words.

Cedric Hilton did not speak till
the two Fifth Formers were out of
Prout's hearing.
eyes on Price.

“That's pretty thick, Steve!™ he
said guictly.

“Eh? What is?"

“You meant Prout to hear that?”

“Think ho heard /" dyawled Price.

H_‘;gﬁku&w ti;{-a did IItEu do you !"&?ﬂd
ilton sharply. “It's a pretty
trick to give & man away to a beak.”
“Worse than grabbing a cigarctte
out of his mouth?” asked Price.
“Coker's fearfully keen on ing
the ruoles, ain’t he? Prout’s given
orders that there are to be no fire-
works in the Fifth Form. Coker
can’t have it both ways! If he's so
particular about cigarettes, he can be
particular about fireworks, too!”

“He -never told Prout about your
smoking ! snapped Hilton. “ You've
told Prout about his doashed fire-
worka 1Y

Price shrugged his shoulders.

@lane round, he mnoted that
Frout had left Mr. Hacker and was

ated Hilton,

rolling off towards the Hounse. He

"mﬂf s a d rick ! tod
“It's a dirty ¢ B en

Hilton. R
“Dear me!” said Price,

“Well, look here——"

*Are you comin' out? We've time
to eut out and see Lodgey before
lock-up, nnless you're too intcrested
in Coker ! said Price.

Hilton gave an angry grunt, but ho
walked out of gates with his pal.

He was frowning as he went—this
time it was Price who was emiling.
Prout, evidently, was hending for
Coker's study to inguire about thoso
fireworks, and it seemed probable, to
¥Price, that Horace Coker would Le
gorry for himself before loug!

L e PR

CONFISCATED !

it HEEKY cads!” said Coker.
- Coker frowned as he sat
down to tea.
“Marching off when I was speak-
ing to them!” he said.
“And yom were putting it so
nicely I murm Potter.
“They’ll find that I mean what 1
eay 1" said Coker darkly
catch them at their games! If I
were o prefeet, I'd dir.ll Iy well run
them in. The Head basp't seuse
enough to make me o prefcct—can't

cxpect much sensc from a head-
master. But—-" .
“Hallo! What docs Prout want#"
asked Greene, .
There wns a heavy sound coming
up the :
It sounded rather like o coalman

delivering coal in bulk, But the
Fifth Form men knew what it was

Then he fized his .

“Let me

He had laid in- cnough not merely
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—the majestic trcad of Mr. I'rout,
their Form-moster,

Prout was coming!

“0Old ass!” grun Coker. “If
he's coming here to jaw me, I shan't
stand m of his old buck! I'm
getting fed up with Prout!”

“Shut up, u ass!® |Lissed
Greene. “He'll hear you!”

“1 don’t earc if he doea!™ retorted
Coker.

In apitc of that valorous statement,

however, Coker did shut up as the
majestic tread came nearer

he three rose to their feet as tho Coke

portly form of Old FPompous
npgearm] in the doorway, Hia plump
but majestic Lrow frowned into the
study.

Petter and QGreene gave him
glances of respectfnl inguiry, Coker

arcd at him o little like a bulldog.

r, as ho declarcd, was getting
fed up with Prout!

“Coker !* boomed Prout.

“Yes, sir!” grunted Coker,

Prout was after him, of conrsc—
not Pottor or Greenc! FProut never
scemed to let Coker rest! He had,
it scemed to Coker, a hobby for find-
ing fault with him.
‘You are aware, Coker, that,
under the present circumstances, I
have forbidden Fifth Form boyas to
bring fireworks. into the school!”
boomed Prout.

“Oh 1" gjaculated Coker. ,

He had wondered what the dickens
Prout wanted! DBut he had not
thought of the fireworks. How on
earth Prout knew anything about
those fireworks was o m{qmrr tw
Coker. 'They had been in his study
for da nd this was the firat he
Lhad heard about them from Prout.

e chance,” said Prout, “I
caun }.lyf- gome words spoken in the
quuﬁm le, Coker, which caused mg
to come herc and make an inquiry. I
trust—1 Dbelieve—that no boy in my
Form has disregarded my commands.
Coker, answer me! Have you any
ireworks in this study

“Yea, sir,” answered Coker,

“Whut?”" boomed Prout.

’ ';l'i'm. sir—Ilots " said Coker cheey-
ally. :

'That huﬁn packet of fiveworks was
parked under the table now, out of
gight. Pront conld not discern it.
But it wounld mever have occurred tu
Coker to tell an natruth about it.

“Upon my word!" e¢jaculated
Prout, staring at him. *Coker, yon
have disregarded—defied—my ordors

on this subject?”
“ Yon sco;, sir—" .
" Produce theso fireworks at onee !
boomed - Prout.
“1 was. going to say—="

“Produce these fireworka ‘in-
stantly |”

Coker, breathing hard, stopped
aud dragged the big bundle ont from
ander the table.

Prout ‘stared at it. He glarcd
at it.

Coker had a heavy hand wilh
overything. Hia stock of fireworks
was la indend, it was immenﬁgé
make a big bimg ou Bonfire Night
~~but almest emough to blow up
Greyfriars School,

*Bless my sowl™ pasped Prout.

9
“Coker, rivo me 1lwat cka at
onee | ’ﬂnd it to ma! p’il'hmegﬂﬁm

works wiil be confiscated, Coker!”
Prout grasped the bumdlo by the

string. It was quite a heavy bundlc.
“Look here, sir——" aaid Coker.
“Yon will tako a book, Coker!"

m;ﬁg Prii“t’l sped Cok

crikey IV pa s o

A book ﬂgﬂ ug;lfttl! It meant o
whole book of thoe Aneid! Huu
dreds and hundreds of lines! It was
a terrifie impot.

“ But look here, sir—-" spluttered

T,
“Enough I boomed Prout.

He turned to the deorway, the bip
mm swinging in his plump

Bnt Coker was not to be put upen
to that cxtont., Coker roared ;

“Look here, I had those freworks
before you told us we woren’t to
have auy!” be roared. “I've had
them uearly a week !”

“Oh!™ said Mr. Prout.

Prout was mgr{. Ho waos incensed
with Coker! But Prout was a just
man! If Coker's uuaplr of fireworks
dated from- before his order had been
Eimglainly Coker could not be con-
m for having disobeycd that

“ H:::sw was I to know—-" went on

Coker, : :

“Oh!” repeated Mr. Pront, “Inp
that casc, Coker, you nced not take
8 book! You should, however, have
reported your posscssion of thesc fire-
works to me., For not having donc
&0, you will take a hundred lines!™

Amd Prout rolled out of the study
with tho fircworks,

Coker breathed wrath.

“The old ass!” ho hisscd. * Bag-
ging a fellow's firevorks-—why, they

me pounds !

“You've off the Leok!™ snid
Potter couso mﬁg

“Blow the k! DI've a jolly
good mind to to Prout’'s st
and set those fiveworks off thero!™
hizssed Coker. “I'vo n jolly gna-e]
mind to baug tho-whole lot off in
Prout's stody—->"

“Quict!” breathcd Greene, while
{:‘uii':ur gave Horace an agoniecd
vok,

Prout was lmkinf in at the door
agnin! He had net gonc!

“Loker ' roared Prout.

“Oh !" gasped Coker.

:L!:EIE‘Mﬂ what you said, -Cuker!”

“You utterly stupid, reckless,
Lhendstrong, selt-wi boy ! roared
Prout. “How dare you- utter auch
n remark! I turned k, Coker, to

tell you that, in the circumstances,
you need not do the liundred lines

moentioned. And this is what 1
bear !*

Coker steod dumb,

His wild words, utfcered iun  the
excitement of the moment, had Leen.
of course, eheer gos. Not the
remotest intention bad Coker of set-
ing off those fireworks with a2 lig
beug in Prout’s study !

‘But Prout did not know that!
Aund, really, Coker was #sz enongh
for almest anything!

Prout -purpled with wrath.

“Coker, you will, after all, take o
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book | he becmed. “I shall capect
that ook from yom by the end of
this week, Ande——"

“1—" stanmmered Coker,

“8Bilencal Listen to me! 1 am
nbﬁg to take these comfiscated fire-
workd to my study., Th will
remain there till I have decided how
to diepose of them. And if you
should venture—if you should dare—
to carry out the disrespectful threat
I have heard you utter, yom will be
expelled the same hour! X shall

¢ you to Dr. Locke and nest
him cxpel you from Gre
School ! ake warning, Coker! I
warn you, take waruing !”

And Frout, fairly fuming, sailed
ount of Coker's stndy with his cargo
of fireworks. This time he did nel
conic back,

“A  hook!” aaid Coker nt last.
“The old ass! Just becanse o fellow
had o few crackers in his stndy!
I'va a jolly mind not to do it 1"

Fotter and Greene made uo reply
to that.

“All my fireworks gone!"” said
Coker gloomily as he sat down.
“This iz what comes of taking too
much notice of the en and stop-
ping the bemfire. They'd have been
set off yesterday, but for that! That
old ass Prout—-"

Potter and Greenc pgave their -

attention o tea.

During tea in the study, Coker
waa uptiringly eclequent on the sule
jeet of that old ass Prout!

old ase Prout bleing now
safoly out of lhearing, Coker
repeated several timeg that he had a
jo ]i goed mind to set off those fire.
worka with a big bang in Prout’s
study—just to show him!

Potter and Greene ko that it
waga ﬂn?y--&aa. After what Prout had
said on the subject, even the fat-
head of the Fifth could not; they
:]]:a: It, be quite as fatheaded as

at:t

But, really, with a fellow like
Coker, you never counld telll

el .

HIGH-HANDED HORACE!

€% S2AY, you fellows!” squeaked
© 'Billy Bunter,

Biunter was grimning. From
onc fat ear to the other extended
Billy Bunter's grin, Billy Bunter
was fearfully amused.

It was the following day—Woednes-
day zud a half-holiday. But the
Rovember drizzle was falling and
foothball was off—and the Famous
Five and other lemove fellows wera
on the Remove landing, debating
what they were going to do with a
W-ate&afbcrnmn. ‘Then Bunter bap-
Pm +

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the
jolly old joke, fatty?” asked Bob

Cherry.
o Cﬁmr i gas Bunter.
“Oh!l Coker! Has he banged okl

Prout out of house and home yetr”
asked Boh, with a chuckle.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker’s wild threat to bang off those
fireworks in his Form-master’s study
had been heard by many ears, since
it had first becn uttered.

0ld Horace had ated it iu the
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cames study, where the Fifth Form
most did comgregate. He had re-
}gatndl it elsewhere. Coker was, asg
1e_announced, fed np with Prout—

fed up to the back teeth with the

man’s cheek.
Prout was always picking on him,
He oven found ga t with Coker’s

Y Iling—gro'u.aiu at & chap for
na"“ing ""—Pmd 1At

sort of thing. He found fault with
Coker all along the line. He had
confiseated Coker's flashlamp—merely
for blazing it off in a black-out. Now
he had confiscoted Coker's fireworks,
Coker with the idea of settin
off the whole:lot in Prout’s study.

The gemeral impression, however,
was that Coker would never get
further than a “jolly good mind * on
tho subject ! '

“His well-wishers narta.inl]j{;hnperl 80.

And, in fact, by the following day
Coker nttered no more wild words on
the subject. Perhaps he was E%
aver it—or perhaps common sense
a-::c:_:'uaﬂl. Anyhow, he hndi:]'t ;Ihm:ltp ﬂﬁt
—aNd oo £ Pﬂﬁﬂd:m at he
ever would : I

But when Billy Bunter came prin-
ning t6 the Remove landing, with

news of Cokér, some of the fellowa

Eg:iilliemﬂ whether, after all, Coker
]

“We shoutd have heard it!” said
Harry Wharton, shakiié%!h*m hiead,
“From what I hear, er had o
regular cargo—it-would be heard all
over Greyiriare, if it went off I

“Even ©Coker isn’t idiot cnough!”
said Nupent.

“Well, be's idiot enongh for almost

» what 15167 - What’a L
Bunter #* i

“He, he, Lel” chortled Bunter,
“Coker—he, he; he !—he's kicking up
o shindy in the Fifth—ho, he, hel”

“But what—" .

“Ha's after Price and Hilton!*

chortled Bunter., “He's wrocking
their ﬂﬁﬂd;—-—-——’.ﬂ

“What !

“What on earth for?”

“He, he, hel Coker don't like the
way they carry on! Coker's set u
to teach them Letter! He, lLe, he
Half the Fifth arve wotching him!
He, b, he |” cachinnated Banter. “1

‘say, you fellows, he’s chucking thinma

all over their study!”

“Oh, my hat!™

“Arve Price and Hilton letting him
do itF” exclaimed Vernon-Smith.

“They're .gona oubkl” grinned
Bunter. “They'll {ind their study
Hhipﬁ;d when they pet back! He,
he, he!™

“QGentlemen, chaps, and _aporta-
niten I’ gaid Bob Cherry. *We're on
this! Frightfully kind of Coker to
rovide an entertainment for a rainy
afi Come on v

There was a rush from the Remove
landing acroza the study landing to
the Fiith Form age. The Famous
Five led. gud a dozen more Hemove
fellows followed. Coker’s extra-
ordinary proceedinga in the Fifth
were very welcome on a wet half-

holiday. _

They found o grood many fellows
slh'u:a:awly on the zpot. The news, it
mmm{ had alrcady spread.

g Form did not butt in, no

Six or seven of the Fifth werc there.
Hobson and some fellows of the Shell,
Temple, Dabney & Co, of the Fourth
Coker alrcady had an audience—
ewclled by the arrival of a Remove
crowd.

There was p sound of laughter in
the crowded passage.

Blundell, the captain of tho Fifth,
wa3 therc—langhing! He did not
seem  disposed interfere with the
mtﬂlng‘ﬂ of Horace Coker. The

Form captain had, in fact, a
rather unfavourable eye on that
study. And if the captain of tho
disposed to d | If H lt?:urga w:;

o do sol If Hi a
Price did not like their study being
shipped, it was for them to take what
measures scemed to them Enitable
when they came in and found it

shi !
(gl:;’]h! come from the study.
The heavy-handed Horace was ngt,

it seemed, dling thin tly.
H Whartong&, Eu.g-ﬂpﬁ for
front p and looked in.

Potter snd Greene were gazingy jn
at the doorway, with resigned expres-
sions on their foces. There was, of
course, no arguing with Coker. Coker
was 24 with hizs own proceed:
ings, and he did not care a boiled
ha:n whether anybody clse was, or
m *

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Har
Wharton 5;-%:; Tooked in. h;

' i » Bpparentiy,
locked ! Coker haﬂg ed i{ the
simple process of banging the study

ker on it with sufficient force.
er was no man for half measures.

Fru:%;hag desk Coker had dragged
4 number o ra—s
and recing liagsﬁp:m] ather aﬁﬂngr
literature,

This literature Coker crammed into
the study fircplace, stirring it into
a cheerful blaze,

Az the Fomons Five looked in, Le
had extracted a large box of cigar-
ottes from the table drawer.

That drawer had also been locked )

Coker had opened it bt{n overturnin
the tahle and booting the drawer ti
it rolled out. _

All sorts of 1hings spread over
Cedric Hilton's rtather expensive
study carpet!

Coker hoeded only-the cigarettes.

These he was pitching into the fire,

the handful, ™

“Good old Coker!” prinned Bgb
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Checky ass ! said Vernon-Smith,

Bob chuckled.

“Lucky for you Coker ain't in the
Bemove, Smithy! Your study would
get a turn like this, what?”

“I'd like to sce him ship my study
like this!” grunted the Bounder.

“@o it, Coker ! chortled Hobson of
tiie Shell.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, Coker’s a cheeky, meddling
asa!” remarked Johnny Bull. “But
it's time thoss blackguards Hilton
and Price had a lesson. They'd get
into o pretty row if their beak saw
all these things that Coker’s rooting
out.”

“No bizney of Coker’sl”
Nugent.

said



“No; but it serves them right!”

“(Coker, old man, don’t you think
that will do?” asked Potter. *For
goodness' eake, come out of that
study 1

Coker lovked round at him.

“Don't be an idiot, Potter! Those
two dingy eweeps aren't going to
curry on their rotten games in these
times! I've told them so, haven't I2%

“Come out, old man!” urged
Greene.

“1 haven't finished wet! Not so
long &8s there's o spot of their putrid

blackguardism left in this s udﬁ'.f”
answered Coker’ cheetfully. * When
I've finished all their smokes and
racing muck, I'm going to ship the
st-uc? as o lesson to them !

“You've pretty well shipped it
already !” groaned Potter.

“That's nothing to what I'm going
to do!* retorted Coker.

“They'll bo fearfully wild I urged
Greene.

bet 1"

“Sork
Bluadell.

“What do I care?” asked Coker,
staring. “I'm doing my duty here!
The beaks don't spot them—and the
prefects give them a miss—so I've
taken it on! You fellows can come
in and help, if you like!”

“Ha, bLa, ha!”

 Nobody seemed to wont to go in and
help Coker. Plenty of fellows shared
Coker's opinion of the bad hats of the
Fitth, but only Coker felt that he was
entitled to deal with them for their
shorteomings.

“I say, you fellows!” came a fat
sgqueak from down the passage. “I
gay, here comes Pricc !

“Oht”

There was a gencral exclamation as
Price of the Fifth, one of the owuners
of the shiﬂ_:ed study, was spotted
coming up the passage.

What Price would dv, when he saw
what was going on, was an interest-
ing question. And the crowd ih the
passage BUT, apart, with grinming
faces, to make room for I'rice of the
Fifth to reach his study.

of—you grinned

PAINFUL FOR PRICE!

TEPHEN PRICE stored round
him in surprise as he came up
the Fifth Form passage 1o his

study.

Why thut crowd had collected he
did not know—neither did Le know
why they were all grinmug.

“ Anything up here?” asked Priee,
puzzled.

““Qort of I grinned Hobson of the
Shell.

Crash! came from Price's study,
and he jumped.

Coker wos opening eome receptacle
that "he fapcied might contain
smokes. Ife was not opening it

rently.
# “‘Ii’irh;it. the dooce—" ejaculated
Price.

He ran on to his stady, the grin-
ning crowd closing iu after him. At
the open doorway Price stared in as
if dumbfounded.

He had bad more -than one
sample of IHorace Coker's high-handed
mttllcrflﬂ- But he had never dreamod
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** Disgraceful ! '* boomed Mr, Prout.
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Both he and Mr. Quelch

gazed, with expressive looks, at the Removites playing indoor
‘foothall on the staircase.

of ihis! e gazed into the havocked
study as if he could hardly believe his

CyCs.

*What——" gasped Price. “ What
~—has that hooligan gone mad #”

“About tle same ns usual 12 said
Bab Cherry.

“Ha, ha, La!”

“Coker ! yelled Price. Ho stamped
into the atudy. “ What de you faney
you are up to, you mad idiot?”

Cokcr looked at him ealmly. A
fellow who was doing his duty—as
Coker seemed to favcy he was—was
not likely to care a bean for the
objoctions of a fellow like Price,

Coker, ocertainly, did not car¢ a
bean! If Price did neot like it, he
could lump it. Coker was prepared,
if mecessary, to chuck him out of his
own study ; und Hilton, too, if Hilton
happened to comeo in while the good
work was going on. Or, if Price cared

to look on, e was welcome to do so,
a0 long as Lo did not iuterfere.

I“ Gnt}l;t ol snﬁ.?*'t'r u;s]ﬁt] Coker.
“I'm sghipping your & !
“You El;d %hj;m my—-:f;

“Cut that out ! snid Coker. " Any
cheek, and you go out on your neck!
I'd }:it’f vou over as seon as look ab
you ! .

“You ruffian !” roared Price. “I'l

o straight down to Fromt and eall
gim up to sec this!”

Aud Price stamped out of the
study.

FPrice could not huudle Coker! He
was geing to call up-his beak to deal
with this.

“I wouldu't, Pricey!” exclaimed
Potter.

“Think I'mm going to let that mad
vhinocervs wreek my study?” yelled
Price.
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*Better keep FProut off the scepa!l
He might out too much if he
came up here " answered Potter.

' Price stared at him, and then
tnreed hack to the study deorway!
He realised that Potter was right.

A whole stack of cigarettes was
harni in the , on fihe
smouldering heap of racing
literatare. Fmimenta of " Raging
Tips ® and smokes lay about the
fender.

Price had not noticed this at firat—
hut ho noticed it mow

He did not want Prout on the
sceme—with such things to meet
Prout’s shocked ]
cumstances, he would ahmest as soon
have had an air-raid as Prout!

He stood plaring at Coker, his
hands clenched, his face furious.

Coker, disregarding him, kicked a
box to pieces, in search of further
smokes, )

All were on Price.

Ho dared not call nup his beak ! He
could only hope that me Sixth Form
prefect would come up! His disgy
secrets were too much in ovideuce.
Coker had mo idea of giving him
away to the masters—but Le _wnnld
have been given oway, Wwith 8
vengesnce, had any beak looked into
the study just then.

He could not stop Coker, person-
ally. On the other hand, he could
not let this go on! Faces round him
were contemptuous, as well as
grinning, as he stood there inactive.
No fellow could stand inactive and

gaze! In the cir- 4
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him, and his fist crashed on the awe
of Coker's bullet head !

Coker gave a roar and went over,
aprawling among the etreaming
contents of the otteman-bex.

“Man down !* grinned Bob Cher

“(Gfive him some more, Pricey!”
exw the Buumie:;:

r staggered up!

Price give him ml;:;ta mere, before
he quite gained his feet. He landed
his right on Coker’s noeo and his left
in Coker's eye!

There was a buzz of excited interest
in the crowded passage. Price of the
Fifth had never sh firhting
ualities like this hefore.

But this enccess wis briel |
Coker, with a roar like an enraged
bull, charged at him. _

Price was immediately atrewn on
the floor of the study.

Coker pranced round him,

“ et up !” Le roared. “F'll thrash
you before I go on! Hitling a cha
when he's not looking, by L &
smash you! Get up and take it "

Price lay gasping! His brief
courage ev ted! He gasped
for breatk on the floor, his eyes
burning at Coker.

“ Pricey ain’t greedy !’ said pteter
Todd. “Pricey knows whin he's bad
cuough.” :

“Ha, ha, ha 1

£ .&J:_e you getting up?” roaved
“Get out of my study, you lout!™

Price.
Ea'm{'-, cit? I'll give you lout*

et apother fellow carry on as he 'ﬂuiI.‘:r Il'lﬁw in ::?:ht; haﬁ?m %
liked in his study. Price had little E.“"I;. I:re% the study per-basket,
pluck—but even Price cowld mot RrRLPl o 3nrod head into it, He
stand this, ond bitter rﬂ%‘“ and fury jommed it hard! He banged it down.
supplied, to some extent, he place of The was r-basket fitted over
cotlrage. Price’s ha ead like o honnet. It

“Get out of my study, you gfueg tight. Price’s cnraged face
ruffian !” hissed Price at last., disappeared within,

Coker latghed. Ho led inside it.

“Put me out!” he said.

Price wished that Hilton had come
in with Lim. Together y conld
have handled even the lcfty Horace.
But Cedric Hilton was not coming
in till later.

Price had to handlo tuis on his
own, or leave it where it was! That
he could mot poasibly do.

“You bullying rotter, get outl® he
breathed,

Coker stared at hiff. o

“YWhat did you eall me?” he
cjaculated. 3

It uever occurred to Coker that
there was anything like bullying in

his high-handed procecdings.

~ @ef out I

“That's enough i said Coker,
frowning. “You can atand there, if

you like! PBut don't jowI”

He twrned from Price and opened
the lid of an ottoman that stood
under tho study window. There were
a good many {hings packeéd in it
Whether there were any smokes, or
racing , or ather guilty secrets,
Coker did not know—he proceeded to
investigate, by whirling the ottoman
OVET, T wn, aud atreaming out
all its contents in bulk.

Ho was interrutﬁted at that point,

Price, mad with rage, rushed in at
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“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from
the .

“Now stick thero!” roared Coler.
“Tout, chP By gum! Stick there,
ol smoky rotfer! Stick there till
in finished."

“¥n, ha; ha!™
 Price szat up, wreiwhing at the
Lasket. _ )

Coker, disdaining to heed Iim
forther, carried on with the goed
work.

A laughing crowd watched him.

Jo far os smokes und rdcing
Jiterature were concerned, Coker
idone what he had come to do. But
he.was going to ship that study—as s
warniug to itz owners to mend their
wavs! It was highly desirable, ne
doubt; that the biad hats of the Fifth
should mend their wa, WAS
right in that, at least. ‘Tho foct that
it was net his business did not. wmhlg
Coker! He was making it
business; and that waa that!

Cokor shipped that study! -

e ship ih.nfectua&éﬁ ¥While
Price sat and gurgled and atruggled
with the wos er-basket, er
made that study look as if an carth-
quoke had strack it.

Theti be marched ont! _

He walkod off, satisfipd with hin
proceedings, amid a yelling ecrowd—

fcaving El'lﬂqthutﬂti' sitting and
am ng wi wastepaper-
3 ! crowd broke up in great

hilarity—much- obliged to Coker of
the Fifth for having provided a frec

. entertainment on & rainy afternoom.

Price ot last got that wastepaper-
basket off ! Then he looked round
hia study! His feelings, as he looked
round, could not have been expressed
ién 'urﬂn.P But if a L;ﬁunuu came

tephen Price’'s way o zsing
them in deeds; Price of the Fifth was
not tho fellow to lose that chancel

HARD LINES FOR HORACE!

& LOW ¥ gaid Coker crossly.

B Ho banged Virgil down on

the tahle in his study.

“You fellows can eome in!® he
added, to Potter and Greene.

Potter and Grecne, at the doorway,
did not sccm keen on coming in!
They seemed to want te walk on.
Fetter, and Greeso, sympatbioot it

an eLN . i
was simply awfal tuﬂjllll;g:u a book.
In fthe firat book of Virgil there were
seven hundred and fifty-six lines| It
was an . imposition: that was simply

ata ing.

Sig‘flﬂg.ﬂﬂker did not like books,
Coker should not ask for the same—
that was how his friends looked at it.
- 'Th suspected that Coker was

anmng to inveigle them into help-
ing him out with that boek. It was
a rotten aftermoom—but Potter and
Greene had no desire ‘to make it
rottener by sticking in the atudy
grinding out lines for Prout. There

was & sing-song going on in the
games study, and preferved the
company there to the company of

Coker and his book.

“I've a jolly good mmind,” sajd
e Mo g W
A Jo go wh
Pmnt% gtudy instead, and bang off
those fireworks ! That would teach
the old ass! He's just gone out,
too ¥

“JI—I woulda’t !” murmured Fotter,

“You wouldu't1” Coker.
“You haven't the nerve !

Potter refrained from replying to
that. As o matter of faot, T
hadn’t the nerve, either! His friends
Were nnt_ﬁqui_ta_ auyre of what an ass
like old Horace might or might not
do; .but they had little doubt that
Coker's threats were only hot air.
However, Potter did not argue the
point:

“HBut if I'm poing to do these
lincs,” wont on glmr, “Y think my
pals might lend & hagpd! ‘E:ggxm
you fellows do a couple of hundred
each.”

IIUm !.H

“You can’t get qut, un an afternoon
like this,” said Coker. *“You can’t
foozle about with what you call
fopter. Make yourselves useful! You
cap’t bé ornamental, you lmow!”
added Coker sarcastically. “Look ip
the glasa, and you'll see that there's
uothing doing in that lime.™

This was ‘s tactful way of
asking fellows to stick in a study and
grind out lings for hism !

“¥'d.have ot through a chuuk of



the rubbish if I kadoe't been ahi:l.}ﬁ;.tug
that study!” added Coker. * '
taken up a lot of time! It was up
to me, snd I've dome it—still, it's
taken up half the afterncon.”

“ Better make use of what’s lelt,”
said Greenc. .

“I'm going to, if I'm going to do
tlis rotten book! You fellows equat
down and Lelp —and dow't jaw,
cither, Just pile in [”

Potter and Grecue looked at him.

Coker would mpever have
lunded with that book had Le not
cheeked Prout. He shouldn’t bave
cheeked Prout! He could have got
n lot dono had he mot wasted half
the afterncom meddling in Price's
study. ¢ shouldn’t- have meddled
in Price’s study. Really, his friends
did not feel called upon to grind lines
beeanse Coker chose to be a clecky
n4s and never conld mind Lis own
business, Neéither did Coker's tuctful
way of putting it spur them on.

“The fact is,” eaid Polter, “T'so
iold Blundell I'm going along to
the games study.”

“Never mind Blundeil I

*“They'ere  expecting  us !
(rreenc,

“Let them expeeb!” suld Coker.
“Look here, I'll mark out the places
where you'ro to begin. Prout will
never notice your fist—I'll say that
for him ! INe never looks at a fellow’s
lines. ®o lomg as he gets the right
number, Le’s satisfied. Not a spying
swoep like that man Hacker—nosing
over them! That will be all right !

Coker opened his volume of Virgil
to select {-}.IE spots where Potter und
Greene were to begin, tuking it in
sections, Coker was poing to begin
at the Dbeginning : “Arma virumgue
cano.”

Potter was to begin at Line 850:
“Nos, ius progemies,” cte. Grecno
was to l:egm at Linoe §00: “Nino
atgue hinc,” ete.

Thus the first book of Virgil would
ba divided, like ancient Gaul, inte
three parts, and they would take ouo

said

each.
Havingy sorted this out, Coker
glanced round at the door o,
“Get out your Virgil,” he eaid.
“T've fixed where yom start. And
just—=

Coker broko off, ns be found that
he was addreasing empty space.

Potter and Greene had vauished.

While Coker was sorting out those
seotions where they were fo n,
Potter and Greene, like the fahled
Boojun, had suddenly, silently
vonished away!

“ Potter 1" bawled Coker. ™ Grecne!™

But answer there came none.

Coker stcpped fte the door apd
looked out.

At the end of the
landing, the deor of
was olosing.

Coker breathed hard.

sage, by the
6 gumes study

Hia pals had let him dewn! ‘LThe
woren' aguinrg to prind out a thi
part each of that book, They woro

zoing to join in the sing-song in the
sames study. ]

“Well ! esaid Coker. with a deep
hreath.

From the next study vs be stood
{hiere - Price of the Fifth cmerped.

been E
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 Prico looked ryther dusty sud un-
tidy, his hair wos tousled, nnd his
face was red.

At tho g-iib.t of Coker, a look that
was nbsolutcly tigerish came over
Prico's foce,

Coker gavé him a careless

“QGot ifaﬂﬂ 7" he grinned.
alludizig to the w basket.

Price did not amswer., If looks
could have slain, Coker womld have
been in more danger from Frice's
lare than from all the nir-raids
over raided the enemy. Luckily
for Coker, 1 lLad no more effcct
on him than water on a duck.

“You won't be Hmﬁm& this after-
noon, Pricoy I grinned Coker. “ And
I baven't left won un{f awmﬁlm%
racing papers fo read. you wan
sometuing to do, you can come in
here and do a whack in my book.”

“I've heard you bmghathat o1l
woeren’t to do t book I

i
snocred Prico. e conld get that one
back, at least.

Coker kuitted his brows at him.

“I've o jolly 1 mind not_to!*
he zaid. “I've o jolly, miud to
bang off those fireworks in Old
Pompous' study instead! I haven't
made up my mind  yet, cither, so
don’t you jaw, Price! -

I'rico gave him a rather peculiar
look and, without answering, went on
down the passage. _

Coker turmed Luck iute his study
nniih ban thia {lkuﬂr ﬁlmlt. 5 g

8 eoking. gloomily a
Yirgil on tho table. 'I'hgnt book was
a fearful task—especially now that
Lis pzis had let him down snd refused
to make themselves usefn), though

lance.
¢ WAS

Coker had taken the trouble to point

out that they conldu’t possibly bo
orpaincutal.

Bul e had to do that book—or
tuke the consequences! Even er
realised that actually ecouldn't
back up wgaiust tle authority of his
Form-master—if Prout persisted in
being an asd! '

A  bLook—after i:-ngginEL hia tive-
works ! Strongly was Coker iempted
to carry out his deadly threat.

It was casy cnough.

Prout, in spite of ihe November
drizsle, Lad o out fer his usual
balf-lioliday walk with Quelch.
What o come-back at Prout to 'bailg
off thot cargo of fireworks in
study, filling tho place with smoke
and tho whiff of gpuapowder, blowing
papers and things all over the shop!

That wonld téach Old P ua to
bag a fellow's fireworks and give him
a book over and above! Obvioumsly—
to Coker—it wonld serve him rigat!

Dut f{here was, perhaps, o small
spot of common senso somewhere in

race Coker's bLullet hicad. Promt,
of course, would know thot he had
done it—and Prout would walk him
off to tha Head to bo socked?! That
was the rub!

Coker decided —~with wunusual
wisdom—not to bang off thoso fire.
works in FProut's study. It was all
the horder so to decide becouse he
had his largo mouth so wido
on the eubjcot in the Fifth. Ewen
the juniors had heard of what Lo
ing to do! Not for

was—perha
—p pé ket raslivmd that lie

tlie fivet {ime,
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bad opeued his Inrge monih teo wide !
For, when it came to tho pinch,
Coker rcoalised that he wasn't going
tv bung off those fireworks in Prout's
atudy = He wasn’'t oven going to
decline to do that book!

! r, at lc , sat down, dis-
missgd Prout and fireworks from his
mind, and started on the bLook.

He started on it erustily, grumpily,
rebelliously—but le startoed om it,
and stuck to it, grinding out lime
et;it;trer lilng.. whilo the dé'i::]:llu dashed on

¢ window-panes an e sing-son
weot on in the games study. Ego
began to wieh that ho hadn't, after
all, lost so' much timc shipping
Price's study, _

Later on, he was. destined to have
still more ressom to wish that he

hadu't.

F ond of Mastera’ Passage and
loitered there, with o casual

air—liis well about him.,

No was about.

Somo of tho mosters were in their
studica. But the doors were shint.
Few fellows were out of doors; but
Prout, as Le knoew, was.

Probably Mr. Irout's walk that
afternoon wounld not lust so lonp as
'us?ul, but Old Pomwpous was still
ont.

From upstairs, in the direction of
the Dlewove studies, o distant din
iJ;,lhqatml that Rem;l;'r;é lif:illlﬂ“ﬂ were

ayln passa — takin

}'Fgadvantnggg of tlhe fact tha
their Form-mnstor had gone out.
Nobody was near nt hand when
Steplien Prico strolled into Mastors'
Passage. ]

Having made sure of that, Price
walked quickly, but quictly, down
the passape and whipped into Me,
Prout’'s atudy.

Quee iuside, with the door shnt, he
wug safe—tlll Prout came inl On
that eido therc wus mo danger, for
from the windew he would see Pront

— e m———

BELOW THE BELT !
RICE of the Fifth paused at the

coming if he came, with ample time
1o clear before Prout’s majestie roll
bromght him to the House,
Prico breatled oquickly nas be
glanced round his Form-master's
study.
l’.'iﬂji a chuair ip ilic corper lay a

larga puckapge.
Iﬁuh pgrﬁbuhly, Lhad not yot
decided what he wos going to do with

Coker's conflscated flroworks; but
that anything could happen to them
while tﬁn remained in his st he

was not likely to su . Certoinly,
he had overbeard Coker's wild and
reckless words on the subjoct—and
rewarded him with » book—but in
view of his dire {lireat of what wonlil
follow such an act, he was not likely
to suppose that even tho fathead® of
tho Fifth would rosh so recklessly on
his falo.

Anylow, there was the pockoge
where IDrout had Ieft it the day
before. And Slophcen Driec's eyes
fixed en it.

" Price was not 1the mun for japes.

He was not %lvun to practical jokin

—the fanlls iu bis character were o
Tux Magxer Licanv.—No. 1,696
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a darker kind than that. DBut it was
in his mind now to play the wildest
and most reckless trick that ever had
been played at Greyfrinrs School.

rﬂ::rkﬂr was poing to get the benefit
of it.

Coker lad pgrabbed- o cigaretio
from hia mu‘nfh, and he had not
dared to resemt that high-handed
aetion, Coker lad shipped his study
sud rammed Lis bead mto the waste-
{Iﬁp&l‘-ﬁﬂﬂkﬂ—-—anﬂ e had to iake it
ying down, But Coker's rcckless
braggiug‘ had given him his chance.

If those fireworks went off in
Prout’s study, who was poiug to be
suppoeed to have done it?

Certoinly not Price—nobody would
oven think of Price in such o counee-
tion. Who but Coker—who had teld
the world at the of his voice that

he had a jolly zood mind to do that
very thing.

ker would not grab any more
vigarettes from the dingy black gheep

of the Fifth and would never shi
hia study again when hic was aacko£

Priee was ncrvous and unecasy;
but he was determined, ond he was
ruthless. Coker was this
back, and he conld make the Dest of

it.

Softly Price turned the key in the
door to make sure that he would not
be interrupted or spetted by a chance
caller.

Then he lifted the package of fire-
works from the chiair in the corucr to
the hearthrug before the fireplace.

He was not, of course, going to
Imnﬁ off those fireworks while he was
in the study. The torrifie roar of the
rxplosion would bring half Greyfriars
rushing to ihe spot.

Pricoe knew o trick Dbetter
that.

e unwrapped the thick Lrown-
paper of the package, and turned out
all sortas of cardboard bozes and
packets crammed with fireworks—
rockets, jumping erackers, sguibs,
Romaun candles, catherine wheels—
nll sorts and conditions of fircworks.
The quantity really wae enormous.

Prout’s fire was pot burning. It
was laid in readiness for Prout to put
a mateh to it when it was waunted,
a3 was the usnal custom.

It was fairly ccrtain that rout
would want it, when he came in from
his walk ou a cold, drizzly November
afternoon. Anyhow, he would want
it goonotr or later. When lLe Jdid, he
would get the biz bang !

Ztephen Priee, makivg hardly o
sound, removed Enobs of ecoal and
«ticks of wood from the grate.

In their place hie stacked Coker's
fircworks.

It was a laroe, roomy, old-fashioned

rate; but so great was the quantity
that it was nearly filled.

Having pac in the whole let,
Price carcfully rveplaced and re-
-arranged sticks aud coal over the

than

stack.
With grﬁatr carc lic conecaled every
trace of the fireworks from view,

leaving the grate locking as it had
Inoked before.
2atisfied on that point, he wrapped
up the empty boxes ond packages
again in the brown paper, tied the
Ime Mucxer Lromany.— No. 1.656.

?aulmgm and replaced it on the chaix
n the cormer—no longer containing
# single eracker.

If Prout noticed it when he eame
in, he would faney, of course, that it
still contained its former contenta.
Not a suspicion could possibly cross
his mind t the contents were now
hidden in the fireplace.

Price smiled—a venomons smile,
All was ready now for Prout to come
in. The big bang was booked to
pecur as soon as the Fifth Form
master put o match to the fire laid
in the grate.

All that remained waa for the
vengefal black sheep of the Fifth to
get off the scene unsuspected.

He unlocked the door without »
sound, o it an iuneh,
and listened. Hia heart was
beating rather unpleasantly.
There was a spot of risk in
what he was doing, and
I’rice did not like risks. But
he was coreful and cautious.

e leard a door clowo
down the passage. One of
the masters hod gone out of
hiz study.

Bilenee  followed, aud
Price ventured to peer out.
The corridor was empty,
and he stepped guickly out
of Prout’a study, and shut
thedoor noiselesaly after him.

Quictly, with fast-beat-
ing beart, be teod along the
passage, turned the corncer,
anid, a miunte later, was
atanding of a window, look-
ing luuindiutﬂ,]ﬂw quadl-
rangle, at thoe weoping,
leuiﬁs elms. R
There was no of
Prout wyet. He Liad
plenty of time. He stood at
the window for o fow
minutes, aud auny fellow
whe passed him there cer-
tainly had no reason to sus-
ject that he Lad been any-
whero ncar a master's study.

He turned away at length,
and went uwp tho stairs.

Passaze football was still
voing ou in the Remove
guarters, and on the Ke-
move landing.

T'rice gave the barging
juniors 2 carcless glanee,
and went into the sames study.

The sing-song there was still pro-
coeding. Potter was thumping out o
tnne on the auncient piamo, the Fifth
Form fellows joining in a chorua.

Price slipgtl info the room qmite
unnoticed. Nobedy ever gave Prico
very wmuch attention.

T'rice joined cheerfully in a chorus.
[fe was fecling quite bucked pow.

He zat by the window, whieh gave
a view of the rainy quad. And when
he noted a plump ﬁﬁfnra rolling from
the gatea, by the side of the angular
form of he
smiled.

Frout was coming in. '

Horace Coker, grinding weary
lines in his study, did not think of
looking from hiz windew, and he did
not know, or care, that Prout was
coming in. IIc was scon te know,
apd to care.

the Remove master,

Bang ! Fizz ! Whi! AHG
from the fireplace, Mr. Prout rolled over bs
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Price of the Fifth, in the games
study, smiled.
er, in. his profound contempt
for the weedy elacker and bad hat,
bably did not dream for a moment
hat Price would think of hitting
back.
Price was hitting hack, in his own
way, below the belt. Ho smiled
cheerfully as lhe waited for a big
bang that would be heard from ome
end of Greyfriars School to the other.

PROUT IS NOT PLEASED !
" SAY, you fellows—"

“On the ball ™ roarcd Bob
Clerry.
“1 say—"

-
-

* Back up !”shouted Harry Whartou,

"assage football in the Llemove was
xoing hot and strong. Paseage foot-
%{ﬂl wag, of course, strictly for-
bidden. But on a rainy, i

afternoon, what wero fellows to dn%
Mr, Queleh had gone out, and while
t‘[]m cat was away the mice would
1} 5.

Eiiuner & Co. could find occupation
in smoking cigaretibes; Fisher T.
Fish in counting his money; Billy
Bunter in devouring toffec hoe had
scmuu%ad from somebody’'s study.
Mgre strenuous fellows wanted some-
thing more strenuous. FPassage foot-
ball filled the bill.

Bunter, sitting at the landing win-
daw, skl with toffee, equeaked
unheeded. But the BHemovites would
have done well to heed him, for the
fat Owl, from the window, had
spotted Quelch coming in with Prout,
and was moing to rive the alarm.

! Taken uiterdy



by surprise at the sudden
ckwards and bumped on the study carpet !

EVERY SATURDAY

Fifteen or sixteen Remove fellows
wore mixed up in the game,

Vornon-Smith captained one end of
the Hemove Ea.ﬁsa » Harry Wharton
tho other. Few rules were obscrved
in that game. It was moatly kick
and rush, bang and bump; but it was
strenuons, and it was exciting.

And when the ball csea across
the Remove landing, and rolled down
the a to -the study landing, an
excited crowd tore after it, heedless
of the foct that the game wos now
getting out of the Bemove quarters,
and that the din could be heard fax
and wide. :

The ball banged on the door of the
games atudy w the Fifth Form
sing-gong was going on, unheeded by
7
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the seniors, who were making coough
noize themselves in that apartment.
Bmithy captured it and kicked,
sending the footer spinning over the
hanisters, down the stairesse.
There was o wild scramble down
ike stairs after it.
“1 say, u

yelled
Buouter, *Quelch

f. EH“ wa,"”

But Bunter's fat voice wos lust i

Lthe din.
A dozen fellows were on the stairs,
alter the ball.

Some of them rolled down, losing
their footing in the rush, and others
stumbled over them. On the middle
landing Bob Cherr t the ball, and
kicked it up the stairs again.

Herbert Veropon-Smith met it with
his head, and it d on the land-
ing apgain, and rolled down the lower
stairs, Bob and thres or four other
fellows serambling after it.

, terrifie roar of explosion

“ Disgraceful |”

It was a booming voice, und it
cansed the indoor footballers to stop
all th Tﬂsudden.

o : Bob.

“0h nrugxihﬁg‘

“Hold on 12

“Hook it 1*

Two fizures were standing Lelow,
staring up. One was Prout's, and
the other was Queleh’s. Both of
them gazed, with expressive looks, at
the scramble on the staircase.

It was Prout who boomed.

kol ot for Pront’s b, bt thay
wholo lot for Prout’s boom, bu
cared quite o lot for the cxpress
look on the face of their own Form-

master.
Qucleh looked very grim.

IIe could make allowance
for o lot of strennous
fellows shut up indeors om
o rainy half-heliday. Bat
this sovt of thing, Tse,
was' far boyond the limit,

Quelch  was  about te
begin,

ortunately for the dis-
mayed Removites,
bepan first. And as scon as

Prout ssid that it was dis-
craceful, Quelech was imme-
diately more annoyed with
Frout than with the De-
nove.

Mr. Prout was wot in the
Lest of tempers. He had
Leen determined not to miss
hiz usual amble that after-
noon because of the rain.
But it had been wet and un-
comfortable. Prout was

1'mlinlg_ damp ond sticky,
and his old enemy, rheu-
matism, was nipping at his
clderly joints. fl.‘:ﬂ Quelch
had walked him uecarly off
his plump legs, and had
displayed signe of impati-
ence at Prout’s elow poce—
not intentionally, but inad-
vertently,
offending Prout,

Amnoyed with the
weather, annoyed with his
creaking  joints, annoyed
with Quelch, Mr. Prout was
probably not sorry te find
fault with  somebody—

ially Quelch’s boys.

This is_absolutely disgracefull
repeated  Prout.  “Football, not
merely in the passages, but on
the staircass! I have never heard

of such o thing! In all my career
as o schoolmaster, in more than
twenty-five yoars, I have never heard
of such a thing as this, Mr. Quclch !”

“Tudeed ¥ barked Mr. Ouelch.

“Never I said Prout. “Such a diu
—sauch an mproar—such an orgy of
horseplay! This outragcous uprear,
Quelcl, must be heard all over the
House. Buch o gencral nuisance and
nunoyance——"

“It can searcely Liave annoyed you,
My, Pront, as you have becn out of
doora until the last fow minutea,”
pointed out Mr. Quelch,

“1 trust, Mr. Queleh, that you do
net upheld these jumior Uova i
waking suck o dizturbanee ™ rx-
elabmed Trout.

iva W

Prout

n e v e rtheless, .
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"Not at all!® eaid Mr. Queleh.
“ Nevertheless, one must mak;} allow-
ances for boys shut wp indeors on a
rainy day.”
nnaTe o Hﬂmhbvgﬁ, H-ﬂlﬂllfr on ﬂng} stalg-

y exchon glanees.  Quelch,
they knew, had been about to bark
when Prout began to boom! Prout's
boom had saved them from Queleh’s
bark !

“My boya,” said Mr. Quelch .quite
wmildly, “cease this at once ! ol
must not make this noise, as yon
']:;:?;f"mrjr well. Let theve bo no more

"Hﬂh, ::ertninlh sir " gasped Harry

appy to cscape 0 cheaply—which
theg owed to Prout and h.'ﬂ:rhuuming
=4 ¢ ﬁiemmn fplIawBau Emui ﬁ'fﬂf up

slails B ta 3
footer nnder bis aem. i R

Mr. Prout snorted with angry in-
dignation. Perhaps he realised that
it was on his secount that the
Remove master had 1ot the juniors off

so lghtly.
p “ﬁeaﬂ!, Ar. Queleh I he boomed.
Really ! After such o din—such o
disgraceful E{igtuﬂ:innm——”
gee nothing dis eful, sir, iu

thoughtlcsa jug.u%ra orgetting them.
selves a little in the cirenmstances 1
aaid Mr. Queleh coldly.

“Opinions, sir, differ on that

iut ! boomed Prout. “I am thank-
ul that I am master of a Form that
cant be rolied upon not to forget all
seemliness—all propriets, The Fifth
Form, I am thankfal to BAF—
Really, Mr. Quelch, I should be glad
if you would be kind enough to listen
to me when I am speaking I

Prout addressed that remark to the
back of Queleh’s head.

Queleh was going to hLis study—
cvidently not being kind cuough fo
listen to Mr. Promt wiiew Do was
speaking !

Prout breathed hard,

_Prout himsclf hated criticisms of
his Form. He would never listen to
such eriticisms patiently. At the
edme time, he criticised cvery other
Form at Greyfriars and cxpeeted the
Form-masters to listen wi ; o
and benefit by Lis etores of wisdom.
Often he was disappointed,

“Upon my word!*® said Proutf,
nplrmmntig addressing the banisters.
" Tpon my word [

Aud ho rolled away to his sludy,
dﬂfﬁ:r annoyed, )

wever, Lo was, as Le had said,
thankfal that no member of the Fifth
Form waa over guilty of such indis-
cereet conduet o Cueleh’s Form. The
Fifth Encew how {o behave {them-
selves.

That, at least, was a satisfaelion 1o
Mr. Prout, as he groped for a mateh-
box, struck o mateh, aud stooped to
put it o the fire in his study,

He Lad come in damp and cold, aml
there was comfort in o checrful five-~
when he got it.

Stooping before the fireplace, Mr.
Prout applied the match, and the
flame ron through the fuel in the
wide old grato.

Prout ift(grcm'-i his
the cheerful blaze!

And thep—

Tne Magxer Lannimy.~-No. 1056
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THE BIG BANG !
ANG ! N
Bang i PFizz! Whizz Bung!
Promt went over backwards.

The sudden, terrific roar of ex-
plosion from the fireplace up-ended
him. He was taken utterly by sur-
prisc. He was dumbfounded. He
rolled over backwards and bumped on’
his study carpet.

Bang, bang, bang !

I'rout had groused about the neisc
the Remove were mnkifg—mthiug
like which was ever heard from the
Fifth ! But the noisc of the Remove
footballers on the stairs wag a merc
whisper compared with the tre-
mendous roar in Prout’s study.

‘Bang! Fizz! Bang! Whooosh!
Fizz! Bang| .

It rang and it roared !

. Qne firework caught from another.
They uau%'ht in bundles—in dozens—
in scorcs! ‘They banged and they
figzed, they whizzed osud they
squibbed

Perhops it was os well for Mr.
Prout that e was extended om his
back, gasping like a fish out of water.
Fragments of coal, smouldering
rticks, jumping erackers, and squib.
bing sguibs shot omt of the grate.
Catherine-wheels  whirled. moke
tolled and sporks flew. A repular
barrage played over Prout as he luy
dizzily and gasped.

Bang, bang, bang !

. Bingly, or im twos or tlrees, in

dozens oud in scores, the fireworks

banged off with roar on roar. :

To cvery corncr of the school, to
every study acrosa the gquad, to
Gosling's lodpe at the gates, to Mrs.
Mimble in the tuckskop, went that
tremendous roar, waking wild echocs.

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!

It was tho hlgﬁﬁ baug cver heard
at Greyfriars School,

Coker’s ample Bup;}r:iv of lircworks,
let off at o reasonable rate, would
have made plenty of noise. Let off all
together thoy were simply deafening
—appalling ! ;

Prout lay gasping—stunned by the
uproar, hardly
was on hia head or his heels—whether
he was in the widdle of an air
raid or whother he was in the grip of
a nightmare.

There waa o rush of footsteps—a
roar of voices.

Prout's -astudy door flew open.
Quelch stared in, Macker stared in,
Monsicur Eharfenﬂer stared im.

Bang, bang ! Fizz! Ban%!'o

“(eat leli!” equecaled psicur
Charpentier. *It 13 here!™

“ Prout ¥ gasped Hacker,

“Fireworka! cxcloimed My
Qucleh. “Fireworks in Prout’s

utﬂd{y P

T the name of all that is absurd,
why is Prout letting off fircworks in
his sludy?” gos ker.

Bang, bang, an§ !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1

“What's upf”

“1 say, you fellows, is it an nir
raid? [ say, where's my gas-mark ? |
say, you fellows, help !

8hut up, you fat ass "

“Help me to the air-raid gas-mask
—1 mean, the air-raid shelter! T eay,
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yeu fellows, keep round me in cose

somethi ff 1
“Thni?x m%w " goaped Johnny

Bull.
“0Oh, my hat ¥
Bung, bang, bapg, bang! roared

from lrout’s study. The fireworks
seemed ine:ﬁﬂuﬂtiﬁ{c.

Crowds of fellows swarmed into
Masters' Passage; they
they crowded, ﬂ?ﬂﬁT pushed and
jammed. Really, Bunter was wnot
wuch to blame for fancying that it
might be bombs that were kicking up
that awful row! The House fairly
!u;‘g with tho din.

r. Quelch strode into the study.
Hecedless of whizzing f ntas from
the cxplosive ﬁrepglm, ir:n went to
Prout’s aid.

He forgot that he was annoyed
with Prout and Prout with him !

He pras Prout, apd--not with-
out diﬁu]l:;l for Prout was a heavy-

weight—propped Lim up isto a sit-

"*ng positiou.
“ Prout—what——" he artieulated.
“Qoogh ! gurpled Pront dizsily.
Bang, hm;g !

“That mad idiot Coker ! breathed

Potter of the Fifth, staring into the

study, recking with smokc and smell,.

iu ubter dismay.

. “He's done it gow ¥ muttered
Greene hopelessly. :

They could have no doubt of it, of
course !

It was Cuker's fircworks going off
that caused this awfal din. . They
knew that—oeve y know it. Coker
Lad threatened, not onee but many
times, to sct off those freworks in
Prout’s study just to show him ! Now
lie had done it ! -How could anybedy
doubt it?. .

Prout stagpered to his feet at last.

Quelch on one side, Hacker on the
other, heaved, and- the Fifth Form
musater resumed the perpendicular.

Bapg, bang! Fiee! came the last
of the fiveworks from the grate.

Coker’s stock was cxhausted at
tast.

Prout gazced round bis study. A
crummed crowd at the dvoyway gazed
into it. Smokc was cverj'}h&m! n'ﬁg
the smell of gunpowder. Frapgmen
of exploded fiveworks lay all over the
place, mixed with sticks and coal.

Prout slowly grasped it. It was
pot an air raid—it was not a night-
mare. It wos aup explosion of fire.
works |

They had been packed in Lis grate.
He, all unknuwiufi s bad sect them
off when he lighte g fire.

His gaze turned oxn the bigrpauknge
on the chair iu the corner. It looked
the same as before.

Prout, silent, stopped to  it—
wrenched it open. It eomtaincd only
cmpty boxce—no Lreworks |

T?mt’a face grew more and more
expr%suive. He almost ¢hoked with
wrath.

Coker bad done it !

Those wild- and reckless words,
which Prout bhod dismissed from his
iniud, bad been fulfilled to tho very
ctter,

Coker bkad threatened fo bang off
‘those fircworks. He had banged them
off | Cucningly Le had ;plm:l ed them
in the erate eo that Vromt himsell

swarmoed, .

would be the man to put the match te

them !

“That boy!” Dbreathed Prout.
“That—that Coker—--"

“This is amazing, Mr. Prout !” said
Queleh. “Is it possible that some boy
can bave hod the audacity to place
fircworks in your fireplace—"

“ Astounding ! said Mr. Hacker.

"But who——" c¢xoclaimed Mr.
Quelch. A faintly ironic smile
limmered on Queleh’s face. “No

ifth Form Doy, surely, would so
f{l:-fgﬂlj Bl secmliness, all propricty
o

Prout gurgiea.

“Coker!™ he articulated. 'Iliat
iusensato boy Coker! DBut this is his
last act of stupid and fatmons dis-
respect in this school !”

“Coker ! repeated Mr. Queleh.

The Bemove master was not very
wuch surprised when he heoard thuat
name! Somcbody, it.was cortain, Lind
done it—and in all Greyfriors only
ﬁaikcr was fool enough to have dune

“1 fuund these fiveworks,” gurgled
Prout, *in Coker's study. 1 con-

fiseated them! In my Learing—
actually iz my hicaring—he threatened

explode them in stndy! He
has dono so ! Where is Coker? Wlere
is that wretched Loy? T shall take
him immediately to the Lheadmaster,
to be expell from this echool!

Pottér—Grcone—foteh - Coker hore at
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COKER DOESN'T CATCH ON!

H ORACE COEERE gave o dismal
Zroan.
. He was slill grinding lines.

He Lad doue about two hundred and
fifty, 60 far—a bare third of that
awiul book. -

While the sibg-song went on in the
gumes study, while the Llemovites
playcd foothall, while Prout
went to his etudy and—inadvertently

—enused the biggest bang ever heand
IIIIE Grevirin l%hnurcd nt
nca.

Coker heard the Lig Lang,  of
course! Every inhabitant of Urey-
{viars heard it! But the Fifth Form -
studics wore o good distance from the
masters’ quarters and Coker did net
got the full force of tho bang.

But he heard it, and jumped wheo
he heard it, and woundered for a
moment whether it was u bomb. But
Le guesscd—correctly—that it was
only. fireworks, and went on writing
Latin. lives.

-Ho was goiug to get through balf
that book at least before Lie chueked
it—that would leave him well over
three nndred lincs on hand.

But he proaned dismally as lhe
laboured with lines. This wuas =
rotten way of spendlng a  half-
holiday.

Coker expested a row with Hilton
when Hilton came in. The dandy of
the Fifth, with all Lis slocking ways,
was made of sterner stuff than Price.
He rather wished that Hilton would
come in and barge into his study on
the war-path. A scrap would make &
weleome break in the monotony.

There was a tramp of fect i the



passageand the study duor was hurled
open,

Coker looked round, expecting to
sce Cedric Hilton on the war-path!
Ho was more than r for him.

But it was not Hilton who came in,

Polter and Greene came in with
such dismayed faces that Coker stared
at them in surprise. Behind Potter
and Grecne was a whole mob of

fellows, . .

“Oh! You're here!” said Potter.
“We've been looking for you.”

“IHdn't you know I was heref”
arunted Coker, “You kmew I'd got
fhis rotten hook to do—and you
backed out of helping me—-"

“You pcedn’t worry about that
now 1 muttered Greene.

“Prout said this week!” snorted
Coker. “I'm going to get half of it
done to-day! I've a jolly mind
not to do it at all, though!”

* Prout wanta you i an1d Potter.

“Blow Prout!

“You've Dhlown him profty effec-
tually 7 said Blundell of the Fifth,
from the doorway. “Jolly uearly
blown him ap!™

Coker stared at him.

“What are you gabbling abont?”
he asked irmtably. “Look bhere,
Potter, you go back and tell Old
Pompous thot I'm doing his rotten
hook I Does the old ass think I can
do hia rotten book and traipse up and
down atairs at the same time? What
does -he want me for, anyhow?”

Potter and Greenae blinked at him.
I.":":'rrui'rl did tho fﬂiﬁ;ﬂf in thmmp

cy supposed that Coker guess
what Prout wanted him for,. after
what had happened |

* Don’t you know 7” grinned Hobson
of the Shell, from the passage.

"FEEuw should I know, you wyouug
ase

“0Oh, my hat!? said Dol Cherry.
“Didn’t you hear the bang, Coker?

“Eh? Yes! Somebody lat-ticng‘:rﬂ'
fircworks, wasu't it?P said :
“Thamping row! What about itP”

“Coker, old man,” said FPotter,
?'hnFﬂst tearfully, “ what did you do it
orr”

“We never believed for o minute
that you meant it !” moaned Greene.
“I mean, how could wo believe you
were such a fool—even youf®
“'!I say, you fellows, Prout’s coming
wp I® '

“Here comes Proug !

"Look out, Coker|”

There was a buzz in the Fifth Form
passagoe.

Mr. Prout; evidently tired of wait-

ing for Coker to be brought to him, -

was comting up for Coker,

Dozeus of fellows gave Coker coms-
miserating looks. It was, of course,
the finish for Coker.

He did not acem to understand it—
but: it was! No fellow could do
what Cokor had donc and remain at
(reyfriars—even if Prout had not
specially warned him what to expect
if e did it! Up-cnding a beak with
terrific explosions in his study was
nut the sort of thing a fellow could
o twice!

“Iz that D'rout .coming?” asked
Coker, with astonishing . calnness.
“Well. why the thump should I
carer’”
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“Don’t yourZ stuttered . Harry
Wharton.
“Qh dear!” moaned Potter.
“What the dickens are you getﬂng
atP” exclaimed Coker testily. * What
have you all barged in herc forr If
Prout wants me, I'm here! He can’t
bave como for this Dbeastly book, I
suppose—he said this weck, and it's
only Wednesday—and if heo's  far-
' » I shall jolly well remind him,”
“It's about the fireworks!” gasped
Bob Cherry. :
It seemed im ible that Coker did
not know: still, as it scomed that Lo

Alide’t, Bob told him.

“What fireworks?" asked Coker.

l'd'Eh. FH

“What "

*Your firoworks, in Prout's study,
old man !™ ned Potter.

“Is the old ass going to jaw me
about those footling fireworks again?”
exclaimed Coker, in great exa
tion. “Why? He's bagged
Iasn't he? What's wromg with
old ass now F"

“Quict ! breathed Greene,

The clephantine tread of Prout,
coming from the stairs, drew near.

Breathing hard—stairs with
Prout no more than with Billy Bunter
—the Fifth Form master stepped into

the

the doorway of Coker’s study.
Hiz ¢ ixed balefully on Cokor..
“Ah! T find you herc!” boomed
Prout.

“Fm here,” answered the wonder-
ing Coker. Ho was guitc at a loss to
know what all this fuss was about.

* Wretched boy ! boomed Prout,

- “What P gﬂ.ﬁ:ﬂd Coker.

“Follow me [

“Eh? What? Where?? stuttered
Coker.

“Where?” boomed Prout. “7To your
headmaster’s study, Coker! . To re-
ceive your immediate sentenec of
expulsion from. Dr, Locke, Cokor!
To hear your headmaster’s sentence
ﬁuﬁ? you leave this achodl, wretched

Coker Llinked at him. He did not
look alarmed. He loeked astounded.
He was wondering whether Prout was
wandering in his mind !

“But I say, what's the matter?”
asked Coker.

“The matter 1 gasped Prout,

“Yeés. In nugtlth the matter ?"

“Tpon my word! Boy!” roared
Prout. “Cease this impudence! Ceaso
thie insolence! Follow me to your
headmuster! I warned 1—in the

:scnce of two other Fifth Porm
ys, T'otter and Grecne, I warned
-of what would follow if you dared

-carry out your insemsato threat of
sxploding those confiscated fireworks
in my study, Coker—"

“I know that, eirl® gssented the
puzzled Coker. “But I haved't—"

“What?” _

“I “haven't; have If? cxchimed
Cuker in bewilderment.

“You have mot?f” boomed Trout,
purple with wrath and indignalion.
*You dare to say that you have uot,
because, with cuiming' trickery, you
caused mo to pud thoe mateli to the
fireworks, by hiding them in the
grate—" .

“I—I—L—what?” gurgled: Coker.
_ This wos the first Coker had heard
of freworks in Prout’s grate. Nobody

to the indigni
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who heard him, of course, aup!pose&

‘that that was so—but it was so0

“Do you hope,” boomed Prout, "to
cascape the consequences of your action
by ﬁur cunning trickery in causing
me to set the match to the fireworks?
Abandon any such hope, Coker! Such
trickery makés the matter worse—
infinitely worse, than if you had set
the match to them ;'oursgli I

“But I never——" gasped Coker.

“ Follow me!”

“1 don’t understand., I-I don't
cateh on, sir—what—!

“ Pollow me !™ _

:;:'i‘.' lm;gc:n't been out of this
st .

" \{;ﬂl you follow me, Coker, or do
you desire me to take yom Ly the
collar?” roared Prout. “ You will be

Ned, Coker—yon will leave the
sohool by a morning train—but do
you desire me to put you, and mysclf,
ty of taking you inte
the Head's presence by your collar:”

“I—I—T’'ll come to the Tcad -if

on like, sir!” pasped the bewildered
ker. “But T don’t uuderstand
what it’s all about. I—*

;‘Fﬂilﬂw me‘!ﬂ'

Pront rolled from the study !

Coker, looking quife disxzy, not
understanding yet what it was ‘all
about, followed Lim. He followed
him down the passago-and down the

stairs—leaving o bugeing crowd
behind him.
SACEED !
with =

kuitted brow, to Mr. T'ront—

and Coker - lietened in di
astonishment, but with his bewildere
brain slowly clearing.

Cokor was catching on at last.

Dr. Locke’s brow grow storner and
EumE:;: ke in gasping to He

ront 8 1l Zas UCE. :
was still I;!;nlin %hﬂpl':itgmk of that
tremendons Fl]ﬂdﬁdu in his study,
which had tlﬁpell him over on his
portly back. He was breathing wrath
aud indignation. Prout was a kind-
Learted man—placable, asa rnle—but
his kindne:as'.lggd vanished now=he
was implacable!

Coker hoad over-stepped the limit—
Coker had to go! t demanded
his. immediate cxpulsion {rom the
school! Obviously, the Iead was

ing to gront that demand without
the slightest hesitation,

Horace Coker stood szileut—Ins
powerful bLrain slowly assiwilating
what had happened. :

Even old Iorace realised | thot it
was a difficult. p i that hc stood
in! e hadn't exploded these five-
works in Prout’s study—lc had not
the faintest idfen W) i]1:.a.qi]-l-:_\s-.v:nm-;z

omuz sweep of a jumior, Le ex-
Iz;:cte ! Dut hﬂ-‘h‘iﬂ%‘ opened | his
mouth so wide on the subjeet, having
told half the school that he was zoiny
to do that very thing, oven Coker
realised what it looked liko.
fhﬂﬂﬂﬂiﬂ li?t- Irmﬁr:y 1t{;aant !I:i By
he time Prou i ng,

Tow the

Coker kuew, wt lemgth,
matter stood.

‘T'he headmaster's glanco 'turned on
him coldly.
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“*1 have but a few words to say to
von, Coker |” he said.  “I shall writo
to' your ‘parents this evening. Youn
will take the t&n-thitt; train from
Courtficld in the miorming. You are
expelled from Greyfriars, Coker—I
trust thint, 4% some’ otheyr school, or
in some other gphere, you may benefit
from this severe lesszon, following
%‘mr headstrong folls, Thnt is all!

ofi may leave my study, Coker.”

That; the Head thonght, was all,
He waited for Coker 1o leave his
atudy. , 7 ©

‘But it was not all{ Coker did not
leave liis study ! ' 'This wis not, as the
Head supposed, the end of the inters
view. It was the beginning.

it on mean that I'm sacked,
sil.:_?l” aagad t{]IinI:&r, blinking. e

1 mean that you are expeiied, os
I have -gaid ! answered Dr. Looke.
“You must have known that such an
outrage would be followed by expal-
sion, Coker—indeed, ur Form-
master specifically warned you.”

“I did!"”  boomed Prout. “My
warning fell on deaf eara! This in.
scosate boy——"

“I never did it, sir!” said Coker.

“What

“1 wever sot off those fireworks in
Mr. Prout's study, sir!” explained
Coker. “I don't know anything
about it—not a thing !”

“Jf you mean, Coker, .that yours

was not the actual-hand to np%!}* the ¥

match, I am already aware of that,

from what your Form-master has told’

me ! “That makes no difference what«
ever.”

“I menr that I never did it at all I*
cxclaimed Coker, showing signe of ex-
citement. "I never went into Mr.
Prout's study while he was omt!
That's what 1 mean.”

The Head blinked a little,

Mr. Prout gazed at Coker blankly.

Both masters were astonished by
this unexpected denial.

“Blezss my soul!” said Dr. Locke.
“There is, I presume, no doubt on
the subject, Mr. Prout?”

“None whatever ! said Mr. Pront.
“With my own ears, sir, I heard this
boy threaten to perform that Yery
act! With my own ears, sir!” re-
peated Mr. Prout. really as if he
were anxious to make it clear that he
had Inut- heard it with anybody else's

“That decides the matter,” said
Dr. Locke.

“It jolly well doesn’t!” execlaimed
Coket warmly, “I own up 1 aaid
something of the gort—at least, I said
that I had a jolly good mind to! But
that docsn’t make out that'T did it."

“You aodmit,” said the ' Head
steruly, “that when Mr, Prout cop-
fiseated the fireworks, which ‘vou were
Eeeping in your study against his
strict orders, you stated your inten-
tion of cxploding them in his study #”

“I—1 maid I% a jolly 'pood mind
to bong the whole lot oft
sir " gtammered: Coker,

-Fiven Coker realised how veory un-
fortunate it was -that he had said
that—as it had turncd ont?

“You love oo suspicion of ony
other person, Mr. Prouf?” asked the
Head. g -
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in his study,
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“Noue, sir! The aet, -indeed,
Hlmhh for itself!” said Mr. Prout.
““No_other boy at Greyfriars, so far

as my knowledge extends, is so0
utterly stupid, so utterly insemsate,
as to be capable——"

“I nover——" apluttered Coker. -

Dr. Locke held up hie hand.

The fireworks,” he sald, *were
youra! They had been confiscated by
your Form-master. TYour Form:
master heard you utter a threat to
explode them in his study. They
have been cxploded in his study. The
matter adnits of no argument. Go!”

“But I never—" .

“Go!" rapped the Head.

“I never—" gasped the hapless
Coker, _ .

“I am shocked!” said Mr. Prout.
**1 am shocked, and I am pained!
Amid all, this boy's faults, too
numerous to enumerate, I have
Litherto discerned at feast one good
quality—a regard for the truth! I
am shocked, and I am pained, to sec

ou, Coker, descend to subterfuge—to
also statements.”

“1 pover—" ]

“Bay no more, Coker. Do not dc-
grade yourself hg untruthfulness,”
said Mr. Prout. *‘It cannot help you,
and it .is . unworthy—it is
temptible——"

- “Are you calling wme o lor?”
howled Coker. "I can jolly well tell
ot that I'm ne liar, Mr. Prout !

. “!Bilence !” rapped the Head.

"I never did-it I" bawled Coker, "I
ma.ty. have said that I was going to—
but I never did. - 1 expect it was eomo
cheeky fag. Anyhow, I never went
to fmut"ﬂ ‘study at all. I can prove
& Ll
' You can prove it?” exclaimed the
Head, with a start. " Coker, if you
can adduce any credible evidence to
decount for the whole of your timo
while Mr. Prout was absént this
afternoon——"

- “I'was in my study, all the time!”
Iooted. Coker, *I wag grinding at
that rotten book Mr Prout gave meé
—I've doue over two hundred lines,
I know when Mr. Prout went out! 1
was in my study all the time. I never
loft it till he caome and fetehied me,
being hard at: work oun - these
lines——" .

“ Who was with you?”

“Eh? Noboedy!”

“T'hen ‘what is the proof you speak
of 7 exclaimed the Head.

© “I've- told you'!" eaid poor Coker.
* I 'waa in my study writing lines all
the -time. -Aln*t: that- o

“Your statémtnt that you were b
yvour' study all’ the time, Coker,
carrics ' no weight whatever, ' unless
you can produce- eredible witnessts

at lyau were there,” edid the Head
sternly. .

*Well, Potter and Greepe konew 1
was there,” said Coker. At leasy,
they dcft me there, to do my lines,
when they went to the games etudy.
T'rice saw me there, too, just-béfore
gtarted ‘the linea, ' Nobody came to

the stndy for the next honur or twe IV

#1¢- appears, ‘then, that- you werg
alone almost the whole time that My,

Prout was nlbscit this afterncor?™

“Yes—dotne' those lincs,” etam-
mered Coker.

- con- oyes

- him-

It downed on Coker's solid braim
that his bare and unsupported state-
ment that he had been in his study
all the time wans mot acceptable as
evidence that Le hadu't “left the
study. "

- Dr. Locke held up his hand.

“You need. niy no more, Coker!
It may be ible—barety possible—
that the tlireat you uttered was
earried out by spme other boy—it
may be harelia_ ible, Lut it is too
htg{dﬂl improbablé to be considéred.
Eult 1 that -mmhjn-ﬂuktr. ?l;u];l_hmie_
only your owu headstrong folly to
than} - your i:hparbinentg Enl_l;,?. in
utter: g the threat heard by your
Form-master. 8uch o disreapectini
threat is, in itself, almost & sufficicnt

canse for ﬁ!fu!niﬂn. But there can

be no doubt that carried ont that
threat—aa it been  enrricd
out—"

*I mever-—" :

“You are expelled from this sclivel,
Coker! - You will not go into Form
to-morrow morning—you will pack
your box, and be y to leave the
school to take your train, Neow lcave

my gtudy I
I tell you I nover—" :
Dr. Locke rose to his feet., Ilis
glinted.
“Leave my sfidy this instant ! he

‘thundered.

Coker blinked at him. Then bLe
went to' the door, He opened the
door, and stoad with the deor-handle
in his hand, looking back at the
Head. .
bavwled. “And T jatly well oia goba

wled, jally well a rolng
to be sacked ! Wy T
the Head,

“Mr. Prout,” p
“there is o éhne_.%anlptfnﬁ desk—will

you kindly hand it to mo?"
' Coker of tho Fifth hastily step

out of the study, and shut tho r
waiting for Prout to hand that cane
to the Head ! '

r——

COKER IS WRATHY |

i SAY, you fellows, there's
Coker! :
“Poor old Coker!” aighed

Hob Cherry.

“It's rvough luck!” said Harry
Whorton. " After all, the poor old
bean can’t help being a boru idiot I”
. "“But it wos awfully thick, what he
did !” remorked Nugent. N
" %“The thickfulness wos torrific !
eaid Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, with
n' shake of his dusky head.” “The
estepmed beak could do nothihp but
prenounce the bunkfuldess.”

- It was in the quad, in the mornihy.
After brekker the Famous' Five
sighted Coker of the Fifth in the

'qmdrﬂn e, -

‘Billy Bunter drew their attcution
i miaming b -
Billy ‘Buntér was mindful of that

pull at-his fat cdv; Lestowed by Coker

‘of the Fifth!

L fellow -who pulled Buuter's fat
car jolly -well deserved to be sivked,

in-Bill 'Hunt&r"a"angi_niﬂn.
Hat 'Eli:' Famous Five could not-help

fecling soriy’ for-old  Horace. “They
hnd Had Lxﬂ}l of -rows with him
—Coker of the Fifth had a short sway



with faps, and that led to a lot of
tmuhlﬂ%ﬂm Coker and the Lower
School. But all rows and offeuces
were forgotien mow—now that poor
old Horace had got it, right in his
brawny neck ! )

Still, nobody could doubt that it
was inevitable! BStill less could any-
body. doubt that Coker had done if.

“Sarry, old man !” said Bob Cherry.

Coker was with Potter and Greene
—and the Famous Five bore down on
them, to give old Horace a few words
of aympathy before Le went!
fal? that it' was the least they
do

“Sorry, old chap!” s=aid Harry
Wharton. '

Céker stared at them,

“Whom are you mlliu% old man
and old-chap ?* he asked. * Want me
to kunock ull vour cheeky heads
together F*

-II'Eh'?I‘J

“Think you can cheek me, becauso
I'm iu a bit of o Tow with the beaks ?”
demanded Coker warmly. “I'll jolly
soon show you——m"

“0.K., old fellow!” murmured
Potter, while the Famous Five gazéd

at Horace Coker very expressively.

“The kids only
i.mthetm. now
uck, old chap.

Snort from Coker.

“Let me catch them b sym-
pathetic I he said. “I'Il jolly well
gmack their cheeky heads all round.”

“I think, you men,” remarked Bob
ﬂhﬂrrir, with a grin, *that we may as
well keep our sympathy parked.

“The parkfulness is the proper
i:ﬂ.PHl‘l.‘h 1 prinned Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh.

Coker, about to be turfed out of
the Fifth PForm, was evidently as
Fifth-Formy a3 ever! He had no
us¢ for sympathy fromi fogs!

In his last hour at Greyfriors
School he was to smack a
Bemovite's head for udu]remi:‘tug him
as “old man” or “old chap.” The
gentcnce of the sack had not made
any difference to that—Coker was
alwafs Coker.

Hilton of the Fifth came loanging
over from the House, with his hands
in hia eta.

Price was with him—a cat-like

leam in his eyes as he looked at

orace Coker!

Cedric Hiltom lhad come in the
previons dsy to hLear two items of
news at the same time: that Coker
had ahi%pnd his study, and that Coker
was sacked! One item had been set
off agninst the other, as it were—he
had said nothing about the shipping
of his study, in view of poor old
Coker’s overwhelming disaster,

Now he gave Horace a friendly nod.

g Fright%?llj* sorry, Coker!” ho
said.

It was sineere enough—Hilton was
rather a bad hat, but be was all good-
nature. Price would never have
dared to tcll kis pal what he had
done! Price’s treachery was his own
deep and cavefully guarded sceret.

“ What are you sorry about, I'd like
to know !” said Coker grufly. He had
uever thonght much of the dandy of
the Fifth—he did not thick much of

mean to bo sym-
you're down on your
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himm pow—and it noever occurred Lo
Coker to concenl what ho thought.
Hilton raised his eyebrows a little.

“Arce't you sacked?” he asked.
£y} Il'm l“:_ Eﬂ_u ;

“You may have heard se,” said
Coker disa bly., “But I'm not
gone yct. And if it interests you, I'm
not going."

“You're not going!” cjaculated
Pricce. He stared at Caker.

“I've done nothing to be bunked
for ! said Coker. “I'm not going io
be bunked for nothing!
worry, Pricey—I shall be here to ship
your gtudy and hun%a}r&ur head into
your wastepaper-basket, if you ask
for it—as I dare say you wilk! Yours,
too, Hilton, if you compe to that!”

“Thanks !” said H#ton politely.
“You know how to console a follow
for losing your company, Coker.”

Aud le strolled away with Price.

Potter and. Greene looked at Coker,
and at one another,

Harry Whorton & Co. looked at him
and smiled. They werc still sorry for
poor old Coker—but they did nob
ex BNY MOTE SOTTOW. did
bung his head into a puddle, on his
lnst . morning at iars Scheol,

“Waell, there's the belll” eaid
Potter, as the clang started . for
lessons. “I'm awfully sorry, Cokerl
Good-bye, old bean!

“What are you saying good-bye
for?" asked Coker. :

“Well, you'll be gone before we
come out in break—" said Grecne.

“Don't be an ass, Greenc!™

“Well, won't- youi” asked Potter.
“It's tho ten-thirty train, and—"

;Ef?:lt be a fool, Poter |*

“I'm going into Form, of course!”
said Coker. “The Head talked some
rot about my nob qnmg into Form—
all rot, of course! Naturally I'm
going into Form.” _

ter and Greene gave one another
helpless looks.
ker- was sacked—he had heen
ordered to pack his hox and get ready
to catch his train! Imstead of which,
it scemed he was going into Form,
as usual, as if nothing bad ha t

“I'm wot going, of course!™ said
Coker. “If I were some sort of a
votter, like Hilton or Price, I'd go—
and be plad to get out of ai!g'ht, too
—if T were sacked. Dut as haép?m
to huve done nothing to be sacked for,
I'n vot going! The Head will have
to think again—and the sooner, the
better |

“But—Lut those fireworks, old
chap—" pasped Grecnoe.
“I’ve told you I never parked those

fireworks in Prout’s grate, Greene!”

“QOh, yes! Buat—

“Jf you don’t believe me,” gsaid
Coker, “say so. I shall kit you in the
eye, William Greenc! Suy so if you
think sol”

William Greovie did not say so. Me
did not, it scomed, want Coker fo Lit
him in the cye aa a last pally act
before he left.

Harry : ]
Coker. Like the rest of Greyfriars,
they bad taken it for grauted that
Coker had dome it—after fairly
shouting out, for everybody to hear,

Don’t you

They
not want to have to collar Coker and .
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that he was going to do it, [t was
news to them that Coker hod denied
having done it.

“Mean to say you never han off
those firoworks on Prout, Cokep?”

gasped Bob Cherry, in great astonish-
ment. “ Whe t]ig theggf’

“¥You, very likely!” answerod
Coker. ;

“Wha-a-t ¥

“ Bome l.'-lll.'%t‘-'k‘j’ fag, ot any ratel”
said Coker. *“You, or somo other
serubby little checky scug |*

“Oh, my hat I
“If it was onc of you, the best
thing you can do is to go to the Head

and own up, before this gocs further |
said Coker, with o grim look at the
astonished chums of the Hemove. 3}
faucy it wons one of ~ron're
Ebee]‘(ly enough, at ony rate 1

“You burbling blitherer!” roarcd
Johnny Buill. “It was you, and all
the school knows it was g’

Smack !

“Yaroooh !” roared Johnny, az a
larpe hand established contact with
hia ear, with a crack that rang like
a pistal shot.

“Now, if the rest of you want the
same——" hooted Coker. “Here—
keep off—let go—you checky young
SWeeps—ya i y

The Famous Five had' approached
Coker that moraning to sympathise!
But they forget that they woere
sympathetie, for the momecnt.

Johany Bull jumped at him like o
tiger, and Jolinny's chums backed up
Jcﬁn ! They grabbed Horace Coker,
tipped him over, and eat him down
in the quad with o bump!

BII.I.'I!F!

“Oh!” .roared Coker. “Dy .gum!

I'!t"—-""”

“ Camo on, you chaps 17 said Harry
Wharton. “We don’t want to
slaughter poor old Coker; as he's
sacked 1

“The cheeky
Johnny Ball.

“Yes; come on!"

Jobrny smorted; but he departed
with his chums. :

They were gonc before Coker
struggled, gasping, to his foot.

I’&gt-.%nr and Grecne were already
starting for the Form-room.

Coler glared round for the juniors
who had him; but decided to
follow Lis friends to the Form-room.
Coker did not wont to be late for
class! . EIEE

“¥ say, you fellows!” yelled Bill
Bunter to the Remove gathering a
their Form-room door. “Coker'a
aoing into Form !

“Oh ernmbs !

‘“Ha, ha, hal"

“Good old Coker!”

It was o serious mabter for Coker
getting sacked. But the way Coker
was taking it rather deprived it of itz
seriousuess in the cyes of the other
fellows,

For a fellow who had been expelled
and told to pock his box and cateh
his train to walk into Form as if
nothing bad bhappened was really

asg——"" rofrcd

Wharton & Co. blinked at weird

Bat that wans what Horace Coker
was deing |
Cokter was an original sort of
Tue Macser Lipnaey.—No. 1,656.
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fellow. Now he was displaying his
originality in a malljmipmble
manmer. Serious as the matter was,
old Horace seemed bent on providing
Greyfriars with a lnst laugh before
he went,

GOING !

i. PROUT gazed.
M He gazed at Coker—in his
wsunl place in the Fifth

Form Room

Prout had supposed that he had

finished wiﬁh %&;iirnﬂ t

A . n't.
TEE:: ezag' Coker—with his school

hooka, all ready for class, The Fifth
Form men FF“H] at him, as well as
o

the Fifth rm master.
Coker was calm. His face was
determined, but calm. It seemed

that e had decided to disrcgard such
a frivolous thing as a sentence from
his headmaster. Anvlow, there he

wasg.
“Js that—is that Coker?” asked
Prout, finding his astomished voice.
“Yes, sir,” answercd Coker.
“What are you doing here, Coker ?”
“I'm in class, 611" answ
Cokei. )
. "You are not in class, Coker!
You are an unwarranted introder

here! You mno longer belong to this
gechool ' Leave this Torm-room at
onea !

Coker did net stir.

“CGo to your dormitery and pack
your box, if you have not already
done so!" said Mr. Promt. *“A taxi-
cab will be here at tem o'clock to
take you to the station at Courtfield.

‘Be ready for it. Now go "

“I1'm mot going. sir!"” explained
Coker.

(L] Eh?ll

“T never basged off those flreworks
m your study, sir! A fellow can't
be eacked for nn’éhing!”’ said Coker

tiently. “In the circumstances, I
Hzeline to leave the school 1

“You decline to leave the school ?”
repeated Mr. Prout, like a man in o
drcam.

“Yez, sir; I feel bonnd to do s0.”

[ E‘Pﬁu ]IIF wnﬂ: !J!

“1 darc say you'll be glad later,
siv, when you catch the cheeky fa
who banged off those fireworks,” sai
Coker. “So far as I'm concerned,
['m willing to let the matter drop
for thic present.”

Prout gaged at. him,

“Coker! If yom do not immedi-
ately leave this Form-room, I shall
remove you with my own hands !” he
said, in o decp voice. “"Now po!”
41 hope you won't try it ou, sir!”
said Coker. “I'm mot going! I am
Lound to stand up for my rights !”

Prout left his dezk and advanced
towards hLis Form.

The Fifth looked on breathlesaly.

They could hardly su o that
Coker—ceven Coker—would resist b
force when the Fifth Form heak
turned him ont. But Coker looked as
if he were going to. - His rogged jaw
sct like a bulidog's—and like & bull-
dor he wntrhed Pront advoucing on
him.

“Go!" boomed Prout.

Tue Maiawer Lisnuy.—~No. 1.650.
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“Coker, old man—* whispered
Potter.

- “8Shut up, Potter !”

“You can’t do this, you know[®
moaned Greenc.

“Shut np, Greens!” _

“Will you go at omce, Cokerp”
roared Frout.

“No, sirl”

Prout’s plump bands were. u
Coker the next moment. Prout lest
Lis temper—which, in the circum-
stances, was not surprising. Prout

r}pped Coker and jerked him out
%e ore the Form .

The mnext step was to lead him
doorward. But it was not easy for
Prout to lead Coker where Coker did
not want to go.

Prout, majestic as he was, had

more lateral than wertical devel
ment. He was tall sideways. H
was not, in fact, so tall as Coker,
though a good deal wider, Coker
was at least twice as etrong as
Prout.

Had Coker chosen to knpock out
Prout, there was nothin tﬂil:}phim.
Fortunately, even er rained
from that drastic step.

But he did not go.

Prout jerked him out from the
form—but it was a case of thus far
and no farther.

Coker stood like a rock, his large

don’t want to bhandle you—but step
it, sec®"

Whop, whop, whop!
o out of it, Coker!"” gasped
Greene.

“Don't be a fool, Greenec!?

Whop, whop !
"0k crumbs! Btop it!", roaved
Coker.

Whop !

It was too much for Coker. Eiber

he had to get out of the Form-room,
or he to stop Prout handling
that cane. He decided on the latter
course,

He grabbed the cane.

Coker one end of the caunc.
Prout held on to the other. They

tugged. Prout tugged. Coker
1 .

devil, pull baker!" mur-
mured Hilton,
Price chuckled.
Prout gave another terrific wrencl
at the cane. 8o did Coker.

Coker's wrench did it! He got
posscssion of the cane,

Prout stood gasping. He looked
round at his staring Form.

5 ! Remove that—that ruffion
from the Form-room! Blondell—
Bland—Fitsgerald—Hilton—Fotter—
remove that boy!”"

“You fellows stick where yon are!™
uuid"l;akcr. “Don’t you barge into

feet firmly planted on the Form- this

TOOm I

Prout dragged at him. He tugped
at him. He grew crimson with exer-
tion as he tu But he could not
shift Coker., He dragged, and
tugged, and wrenched, in vain—he
hardly rocked Coker,

Prout gurgled.

He had not a very ample supply
of htuntetil, Eii’]:at h?ﬂd b hewnu p?adm
exhausted. He gurgled, gasped—
and ‘he let go Coker amd charged at
hig desk for a came.

He came back at Coker with the
cane.

Whop, whop, whop, whop !

“Yarooooop !" roared Coker,

Prout cut and cut, coreless where
the whops fell. So long ns the
lunded on Coker, he scemed satisfied.

Coker shifted then. Tie jumped,
and bounded, and dodged, - Prout was
putting beef into those whopg. Coker
was going to be driven out of the
Form-room, under iucessant w
from Prout’s eane till he disappearcd.

But was he? :

Coker thought mot.

He dod round the desks,

-After. him flew Prout, gurglia

ping, crimson, aud whopping as 1f
0T B Wager.

Coker dashed across the Form-room
and cut round Prout’s desk.

Prout dashed after him,

Whop, . whop! rang on Coker's
brawny shoulders. )

“Go " roared Frout.

% Yurroooh !”

H.Gnl-“

“0h crikey !” moaned Potter.

The Fifth Form gozed. spelibound.
Never had such o ecenc been wit-
nesecd in any Form-room at l}reg .
friara. Coker was making bistory

Whop; whop ! .

““Btop it 1" roaved Coker, réd with
wrath: “You hear that—stop it I

“You blitherin
Blundell. “TFhink you're going tu
handle our Form-master? ~Chuck
him out, you men!”

What Coker was doing was right in
his own eyes, if in nobody else’s.
Eﬁhr uhﬂh& o abont the util;;]f;

OWE, rather symputhy
and ‘auppo not get cither.

dummy I” eaid

rt. He di
Plenty of men in the Greyfriara Fifth
were ready to support their Form-
mautm:'r authority, :tf ﬂlfl':: :pfn—-lt
was obly necessary for nt to say
the wrs Now he had said it. :

Blundell, the captain @f tho Forn,
fairly swoo on Coker. Bland
and Fitzgerald followed him up.
And as three hefty men of the Fifth
collared Coker, Price followed on,
eagér to give Coker one or two in
i';;“:‘? for that wastepaper-basket i

u_ & [
“Hands off ! roared Coker, strug-

ing valiantly. “Lepgo! Potter—
grefne—l:mk gp;” it

Potter and Greenc wore nob likely
to back Coker -t‘ﬁ in lis present wild
| .

sat tight and
o i

| id not want to be
sacked along with Coker,

" Hoerace, st ling, and disputin
every inch of iiu Eaj*. "mahgoohﬁ
t to the door,

“Throw that young ruffinn out !”
Eﬂﬂpﬂg ‘Prout. l%e atood pumping in
reath. B

In the deorway Coker put up o last
etruggle. But, hefty as Coker was,
ho i po chance against the
numbers,

He weut whirling out of the door-
way and crashed in the -passage.
l.xri-dﬂr landed a kick as he went.
Blundell closed the door.
“He’s gone, sir!™ said Bluadell
ve ectfully.
All the Fifth were concorncd- for



“ Don’t you fellows barge in 1 ** roared Coker.
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“ You blithering dummy ! ** said Blundell, ** Think

you’re going to handle our Form-master ? Chuck him out, you men'l

Prout ip such harrowing ecircum-
stances. Digunity was Prout’s most
recious peossession, and his dignity
Eaﬂ been fung to the winds in that
tussle with Coker.

“Take your places!” gasped Mr.
Prout. “We shall now—groogh '—
commence 1

Many fellows locked at the door.
They half expected to sce it fiy open
and Coker come hurtling in again.

But it did not open. Even Horace
scemed to realise that he could not
scrap with the whole Fifth Form. To
his surprise, his disgust, they were
backing up Prout. It was borne in
on Coker's mind, npparentlg. that he
was not going to stay in that Form-
room !

The door remaincd shut.

Lossons started in the Fifth Form
Room in a tense atmosphere. The
Fifth Form men wondered whether
Coker was gone—whether he was
going, They woundered whether they
wuul’c;i sce him atill at Greyfriars
when they came out in break. FProut

ot little attention from his Form
Ehu,t morning—it was a casc of Coker
first, and nobody clse anywhere !

GONE |
L SAY, you fecllows, he's still
I here I
“Ha, ha, ha ¥
“ Bravo, Horace
The Remove camo out with o rush
in break., They were anxious for the
latest news of Coker.
There he was !

Horace James Coker of the Fifth
Form, cxpelled. by his headmaster,
bidden to take tﬁe taxicah at ten
o'clock to catch the ten-thirty train at
Courtfield, was still in the Greyfriars
quad at ten-forty-five.

It scemed that he had not sue-
ceeded in remaining in Form, But he
had Eremuinﬁ-l in the school—there he
Was

“Not gone yet, Coker?” chartled
Skinner.

“Don't be checky I said Coker.

* Aren’t u going?” prinned
t’ermn-ﬁmitg? d

“Certainly not I*

“Ha, ha, ha [ roarcd the Remove.

Fifth- Form men come owt and
stared at Coker. Potter and Greene
stared at him, and then went back
into the Housc.

Thei were sorry for old Horaee,
But they did mot want to cultivato
him just then. Coker was growing to
be a rather dangerous acguaintance.

But other fellows, of all Forms,
gathered round Coker. Bcrious as the
situation was for Coker, they were all

laughing. Really and truly a fellow.

could not disregard his headmaster's
gcntence and remain in a school from
which e had been expelled. Coker
geemed to fancy that he could.

“Don’t be take the cake!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry. “Don't he
prance off with all the bisouits I*
“] say, you fellows, theve’s Prout "
giggled Billy Buunter. -

r. Prout was sceu looking out of
the House. His expression was cxtra-
ordinary ns he saw Cokor still there.

Prout scemed to be booked to find
as muclh diffieulty in getting rid of

Coker as Sindbad the Sailor fonud in

etting rid of the Old Man of the
Nea |

“Coker ' boomed Prout.

Coker looked at him bellipercutly.
He did not say “ Yes, sir I’ lc glared

at Prout.

Prout had. got by with it in the
Form-room—Coker had becn furned
out of Form. Coker's temper was
rising fast. 3

“You arc not gonel!” {hundered
Prout.

“I told you I wasn't goin
retorted Coker. “If you faucy I'm
leaving the school for nothing, you've
got another guecss coming !

“Ha, ha, ha 1?

“8ilence! Coker, you--you—=%ol
did not take tho taxieab that was
sent for you?” Prout stutiercd.

“J sent it away when it camo, sir,”
said Coker coolly. “T told the man he

IH

‘wouldu’t be woauted.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“You sent it away I’ gasped 1’rout,
“Upon my word! In that caac,
Coker, you will walk to the station,
and I will see that your box is coue
w;ﬁcl there ! Now g P

‘Rubbish ! said Coker.

“What? What dJdid gyou say,
Coker?*

“Rubbish 1"

Prout gave him a look--a long
look—and  disappeared into the
Housc,

There was o buzz of exciloment in
the gquad.

“Y eay, you fellows,” sgucaked
Billy Bunter, “ Prout’s gono to the
Head. ™
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All the fellows guecssed thabt one,
Prount, unable to deal with that
remarkable member of bie Form, had
gonce to Dr. Locke. It was up to the
Head now !

Excitement was growing to fever
heat. If Dr. Locke came out person-
ally toe deal with Coker, what was
roing to happen?

Eﬂier secmed prepared to abide the

isgme. His rugged face was set in
grim dotermination. Coker—though
nobody believed it—hadu’t done that

for which he had been sacked, and
he was not going if he could help it.

“Here come the prefects,” aaid
Vernon-Smith, with a chuckle, when,
after a brief but breathless wait,
things began to move.

Wingate and Sykes of the SBixth
Form came out of the House. Clearly
they had been diepatched with in-
structions from the headmaster.

They came direetly towards Coker.

The Fifth Former cyed them like a
bulldog.

“Borry, old man!” said Wingate
amicably. “Head's orders to sce you
as far as Courtfield Station.”

“Come on, old bean ! said Sykes.

“Don't talk rot!” said Coker

tersely. “I dare say you've heard
that I'm not gﬂing. If vou haven't,
I'll tell you now! ¥'m not going!
Got that?”

“What's the good of playing the
ﬁ‘ﬁat?”'urged the Greyfriars captain.

Come on, old bean ™

“Yes, come on ' urged Sykes.

They wanted to do it amicably if
they conld. 'They were, like every-

THE MAGNET
body else, sorry for r old Coker,
whose fatheadedness had landed him

in such an awful scrape. But he had
to go. They kad the Hend's orders,
and were going to carry them out—
amieably if they could, forecefully if
nothing clse would do.

Wingate slipped an arm through
Coker's.

Coker gave it a rop with a Ig—uf—
mutton fist that caused the Grey-
friars captain to utter a howl of pain.

“ Hands off, please I said Coker.

“You burbling asa!™ roared Win.
gate, losing patiomce. “Will you
come, or not P

“Not I’ answered Coker.

“(Frab him, Sykes I

They grabbed him.

Coker was a burly fellow and a
mighty man of hiz hands. And his
blood was up; he was not going if he
could help 16! As the two prefecta

rabbed. him, Coker hit out., and he

it hard.

Hitting a Sixth Form prefect was
an awful offence. But Coker was past
caring about that now. Coker hit
hard and he hit often.

For two or three minntes there was
a tussle in the quad.

Prout was egeen looking on from the
door; other masters from their study
windows. Nearly all Greyfriars
thronged round in the quad.

:But Coker, hefty as he was, and
determined as he was, had no chance
in the grasp of two powerful Sixth
Form men. He fought hard, and he
fought waliantly, but the struggle
ended with Coker going towards the

Bunny-Rabbit becomes Lion!

In the ordinary course o! cvents, Billy Bunter, the fat amd
fatuous Owl of the Greyiriars Remove, hasn't the strength of o
bunny-rabbit. Suddenly he blossoms out as STRONG BUNTER,

gt
W

with the muscles of a Somson—and things happen!
F T enjoy this super school story of
Harry Wharton & Co., the
world-famous chums of
Greyiriars.

Eead and

ates, carried like a plece of
urniture—Wingate holding him
round the shoulders, and BSykes
gnpl;;ug- hiz legs.

Coker still Btruigl-uﬂ and wrigeled
aa_?u went. But he went—he had to
go !

The whole erowd followed, roaring
with laughter. Fellows were rarely
sacked, but it had happened before.
It had never happened like this,
though. No sacked fellow had ewer
departed with on¢ prefect taking his
shoulders and another his legs. That
was how Coker went !

They reached the gates,

Gosling stared, opan;{elyed, from his
lodge as they passed. Gosling's
ancient eyes had never beheld such o
scene before,

“My eyel” ga.sped Gosling. * Wot
I says is this ‘ere—my eye I

They surged out of gates with a
swarming mob at their heels.

In the road Coker was set on his
feet. Wingate had one arm, Sykes
the other, in a prip of iron.

“Now will you walk?” snappcd
Wingate.

“No ! roared Coker.

“Come on, Sykes !

The two prefects marched on,
taking the road for Courtfield.

Coker wrenched at his arms in
vain. He had to walk—and _he
walked ! From the packed gateway
the mob of QGreyirviats fellows
watched them disappear in - the
distance.

“Gone !” said Bob Cherry,

“The gonefulness is terrific ”

“Poor old Coker!” said Harry
Wharton. “But you can’t blow up a
beak with fireworks and nothing said.
Coker must have done it.”

“Dido’t he say he would #*

“And isn’t it like himF*

“Poor old Coker ”

“Going—going—pgone ! said the
Bounder, as Coker disappeared from
gight. “Poor old Coker! What a
man to ask for it !”

Coker was gone!

Wingate and Sykes came back in
time for dinner.

Coker was wnot seen at dinner,
Coker was at last pone!

Greyfriara School had no doubt
that it had seen the last of Coker of
the Fifth. But on that point Grey-
friara School was mistaken!

NOT FAR AWAY !

UZZEL!
B Dr. Locke, seated
study after lunch,

icked wu
the receiver as the telepﬁlunﬁ hclq

rang.

Tﬁe Head had been thinking of
Coker of the Fifth. He was sorry
thut Coker had had to go. The l:;?
was troublesome — foolish — head-
strong—n  constant worry to |his
Form-master—but he had man
aterling qualities. It was o [llit-jl' tha
his headstrong obtusencss had left
his headmaster at last no choice but
to send him away from the school.
But the bhappenings of that mnrnin%
had made t cod feel glad, a
least, that Coker was safely gone and
happily done with,

in Lia



Certainly, he did not cxpect to hear
from him again, His letter to
Coker’s home, explaining the matter,
had preceded Coker—the Hend had
mt it kindly, gently, cousiderately,

ut very firmly., The Entm of Grey-
friars. were closed to Horace Coker,
once of the Fifth. That the bull
voico of Horace Coker would over
fall upon his ears again the Head
did not counsider likely! He never
dreamed that he was about to hear

it as he picked up the rceeiver.
“Ia that Dr, Locke?” came
through.

The Head started,

Was that Coker’s voice? It wos!

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“In—is—is that Cokerp*

“Yes, air !

It ocenrred to Dr, Locke that Coker
might have rung up to statc that
he had arrived home safely,
eould imagine no other reason, at all
events, why Coker should have tele-
phoned.

“Oh! Very well, Coker! I am

lad to hear that you have reached

ome—-"

“I haven't ™

* What ?

“I'm not going home!”

“Coker I¥

“I'm phoning from Friardale,”
said Coker. “I'm not going to take
any train ot Courtfield. I'm in
Friardale now—Mr. Clegy is letting
me use his telephone,”

“ Bless my soul !*

“You will remember, sir, that [
told yon that I nover—-

“I decline to hear ope word on that
subject, Coker| That subject is
closed! I command you to pro
at once to. your home!" cxelaimed
Pr. Locke,

“Am I still sacked, sir?”

“What? Yes! Of coursel!”

“Then I'll tronhla lyou not to givo
me any orders. till I come back to
Greyfriars again!” snid Coker. “If
I'm sacked, you're mot my head-
master mow, and you can't give me
orders I”

“Qh!” gasped Dr. Locke,

It was true! If Coker was no
longer a Greyfriars fellow, he waa
out of the headmaster’s jurisdiction.
He was a free and independent aub-
jeet of his pracions Majesty Ehhalﬁ

o the Sixth—and the Head
no more right to give orders to him
than to any other of his Majesty's
snbjecta !

“0Oh ! repeated the Head.

“Mind, I'm ready to come back,”
said Coker—"ready at a minute’s
notice! I'd come straight back now
if the fellows would stand by me.”

* What #"

“But they won't!” added Coker

End.lg.
“Bless my soul I

“But I'm not going lome If
Prout faucies that I'm going to
smeak home ond tfell them I'm
bunked, you can tell him he's .
another guess mming! I'm doing
nothing of the kind!

“Coker,” gasped the Head, “this
obatinncy—this stupidity—this crass
oh{trfeneas—" -

‘Are you spenking os my head-
master?” aaked Coler,

“What? Certainly not!”

He-
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“Then

[ 11 What'

“1f you'rc my headmaster you can
say what you like, of course. A fcllow
has to let hia headmaster run on.
But if you're mnot, don’t call me
namea—I don’t like it |*

“Bleas my soul I

~I bope I make that clear,” said
Coker., *I don't mind mﬁn% that 1
don’t a

X much sense
mhm]mum

But I hope yon've got
that clear!™

Dr, Locke gasped.

“Coker, you foolish bo

“You foolish man!” retorted the
voice over the wirea.

“ Wha-a-a-at ?” gurgled the Head.

“If you call me names, 1 shall
jolly well call you names!” said
Coker. “That's only fair play!”

Dr. Locke seemed to find some dif-
ficulty in breathing for a moment.
At that moment he rather regretted
that he had not Hogged Coker before
ancking him!

“Listen to me, Coker,” he snid
at last.

“I'Ill  listen if you're civil, of
course | said Coker,

Civility nearly deserted the Head
at that. But
trol his wrath and spoke calmly into
the transmitter.

“Listen to me, Coker! TYour

arents have been informed by me

t you leave the school this morn-
ing. If you do not arrive home-they
wgl be alarmed for your safety.
Have you thought of that P

“{1 course I have!” anawecred
Coker. “I've ed home alrea
and told them it iz all a mistake, co
they're not to ex me 1"

“Oh!” gasped the Head.

“I've
too, and told her it's all a silly mis-
take, in case she hears a it!”
continued Coker. “That's all nﬁht

—nohody’s going to be alarmed!
ﬂuker?evi%enﬁ , had been busy on
long-distance cal

glﬂu can pack it up!”

since the ects
walked him out of G 8.
“Then why,” said the Head in a
deep woice, “have you had the im-
pertinence, the impudence, to tele-
phone to me, Coker?”

“Just to tell you how the matier
stands, sir,” snid Coker, in quite a
cheerful voice. “The whole thing

being a silly mistake——>

e contrived to con- j

phonmed to0 my Aunt Judy, boy
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“ Enongh [

“Prout’s made a mistake—"
“Say no more!”

“I dare say youw've mnoticed, sir,

being lis Chicf, that ho's not vory
bri t]----"
L L] mt?!]

“Not very bright! A bit of a fool,
sir, if you ask me! I shouldn't say
this if I were still at Greyfriars, of
coursc—a fellow ean’t say what he
thinks of his beak at school. But, as
the matter stands, I think it best
to 8 plainly. The old ass has
rlun » 85 usual—"

' Bilence, you impertinent boy!”

“I'm prepared to overlook the
whole matter and come back!™ said
Coker. “I cat’t say fairer than
that 1"

“Bless my soul [*

“I you decide on that, eir, I'm
alwaya to be found at Friardale®
continged Coker. “Uncle Clegg’s
got a sparc room here and I've taken
i

“ Gooduness gracious I*

* . .. to be as near the school as
poasible. I shall not go home till
the end of the term, as nsunal. That's
gsettled! 'That,” added Coker, “ia
%l:ﬂt as fixed aa the laws of the

edes and Nasturtinms !

Dr. Locke had never heard of the
laws of the Swedes and Nasturtiums.
But perhaps he that Coker
meant the Moedes and Persians.

“I dare say,” went on Coker, “that
even Prout, donse as he is, will get
it into his head some time that ¥

‘never did it—and—*

“Coker, po homa the mnext
train | ra the :

“I'l watch it!” said Coker,

“I will not allow yom, an expelled

, to remnin in the wl!aﬁa s0 close

to the school !” exelaimed the Head.

“Oh ' said Coker. “Won't you?"

“Certainly not!”

“And bow are you going to stop
me " asked Coker.

Dr. Locko blinked at the tele-
phone, He did not anewer Coker's
queation. It was, in faet, o difficult

one to answcer,
gaid Coker. “I

“That's all!”
thought I'd let know how the
'm ready to come

matter stands.
back when sou say the word,
And—~

(Continued on next page.)
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Dr. Locke jammed the receiver
back, suddenly ﬂ““infa Coker short,
He seemed to have had cuough of
Morace'r bright and intercsiing con-
verasation over the wires!

“Bless my soul!” aaid the Head of
Greyinars,

¢ rose from his chair and paced
the study in quite an agitated way,

He was not, after all, dome with
Coker! Coker had gone—but he had
not gone far! The Head could only
hope that, on reflection, Cokér
would give up this extraordinary and
cxasperating scheme,

But reflection was not old Horace's
long suit. Coker was every kind of
an ass—but he was a sticker! And
(Coker was going to stick! Horace
Coker's determinafion was, in fact,
as fixed and immutable as the laws
of the Medes and Persians—or, as
Coker preferred to put it, the Swedes
and Nasturtiuns !

UNCLE CLEGG'S NEW BOY .

HY not?" asked Coker.

Coker of the Fifth—no

longer of the Fifth—was,
apparently, addressing the shop
window of Uncle Clegg's little eatab-
lishment in the old High Street of
Friardale. .

It was a windy Novemboer morming,

with a gleam ul’yﬂunahine in o steely
gky. Coker had emerged from fhe
ahop, to stroll down the village atreet.
But he did not stroll far. He stopped,
_staring in at the shop window. Im
that window o notice waa displayed,
for tlhe edification of the inlhahitants
of Friardale and the vicinity:

“BOY WANTED!

1]

That notice hod been displayed in
Mr. Clegg's window for a week or
two.

THE MAGNET

Billy Buntcr bad seen 1t there, and
applied for the joeb—unsuccessfully.

ow Coker s staring at it.

“Why not?"” repeated Coker.

Thoughtiully, Coker gazed at that
notice. Then, instead of poing down
the atreet, as he had intended, he
Ht%aped back inte the shop.

incle  Clegg, leaning

counter, gaged at him

0Old Mr. Clegp wus rather puzzled
l.n{ his new lodger. Coker bad ex-
plained that he bhad left school—

on his

temporarily. Mr. Clegg had been
guite willing to let him his sparc
room. Coker had been one of his best

customers, and never counted what
he paid—the sort of customer that
Mr. Clegg liked. _

Neither did Mr. Clegg find Coker
50 obstre us and overbaaring as
Greyiriars fellows found him.

Coker had & proper respect for age,
and he was very considerate to old

Mr. Clegg.
Ewerﬁ times during bhis bricf
residence there, Coker had grabled

heavy articles out of the old mau’s
hands and carried them for him.
Coker wasn't going to see an old man
labouring with boxzcs and sacks when
he was on the spot to lend a helpin
hand. This kind of thing wade ol
Horace more popular in the village
shop than he had been in the Groy-
friars Fifth.

“ Look here, Mr. Clegg,” said Coker
—“you want a boy!"

“Don’t I!" agreed Mr. Clegg.

“ What about me?"

“Eh?"

“Me ! aaid Coker.

Uncle Clegg blinked at him.

Réally, it scemed to be raining
Greyfriars fellows after that job that
nobody else seemed to want! Firat
Bunter of the Remove, now Coker of
the Fifth.

“You're joking, sir!" gasped old
Clegg at last

THE WAR THAT

Flames crackle and splutter;
walls and masonry collapse.
In the midst of it, the firemen
engaged in their valorous war-
fare aganst a flammg inferno!
This book depicts the exciting
adventures of fire fighters all
over the world. in vividly wrt-
ten art:cles and stories, fully
illustrated with action photo-
graphs and drawmngs.

There
are4 plates in full colourand 160
pages printed in photogravure.

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF ¢

NEVER CEASES!

FIRE FIGHTERS

O afl Newsagents and Boobseller- D f -

Coker, in point of fact, was just
the helper old Clegg would have liked
—big, strong, hefty, tireless, and
willing to do anything that came to
hand. He would not have taken
William (George Bunter as a gift—
but Coker was quite a different
propoeition.

“1 mean it,” said Coker. " Mind,
it wouldn't be permanent. I'm expect-
ing to go back to Greyfriars as scon
as a little trouble with my head-
master has blown over., See?”

Unele Clegg nodded. He did not
sce, but he assented politely.

“My Form-master, Prout, has
made one of his silly mistakes,” ex-
flainﬂl Coker, I dare say it will
urn out all right; but, aa the matter
stands, ['m away from the school, and
I'm here., Sec?” .

Uncle Clegg nodded again. Cer-
tainly he gaw that Coker was there—
Coker was big enough to be seen.

“Well, I'm not the man to loaf
aronnd deing nothing,” continued
Coker. “And I'm not going to write
home for money in the circumstanrces.

Youn've pot 2 job going. I want a
job! nt?"
“Oh. my eye!™ said Uncle Clegg.
ol What’a'tg: wages?” asked Coker,

with a buosiness-like air.

“Ten shillings a week!” pasped
Unele 'Elngg.

“Fine " gaid Coker heartily.
*“That's the rent you're charging me
for the recom. Well, the wages will

pnj'ﬂthbl rent ! iﬂjﬂ?” " o
“But,” pgas r. Clegg—
(13 l_lut F 1)

“1 can work,” said Coker. “TFill
up that boasket of yours as full as you
li?m, and it will be a joke to me! I'm
o Buto® wurgled Uncle O

ut—" gurg nele Ulegg.

“Take me for a week on trfnl,”
gaid Coker. “It mayn't last longer
than & weck! [Even old Prout, 1
think, may come to his senses in a
week ! What about it, Mr. Clegg?”

Uncle Clegg blinked at him

“If you mean it. sir——" he gasped,

“Every word,” said Coker. * Look
here, apart from wanting a job, ['d
be glad to. help ﬂu“ through. You
can't carry on here without help.
Take me on for a weck,
What "

“But your headmaster—what'd he
say 7" gasped old Clegg. ’

‘He's not my headmaster till 1 go
Lack to school. Chat's all right.

“But—but your people, sir—"

“ My ‘E‘F e!” repeated Coker,
puzeled. *“Why should they mind ?

“You, a grocer’'s boy, Master
Coker——"

“0Oh,” said Coker, “don’'t be an
ass! What's the matter with being
a grocer's hoy?  Nothing to be
3sEamcui of in being a grocer's boy,
iz there?”

“I ‘ope not,” eaid Mr. Clegg. " But
--but—olt, my eye'!—what will the

aud sce,

other young gentlemen =ay, <eeing
yon with a grocer’s haﬂket?j"
“Fat lot [ care what they say,”

answercd Coker.  “But don’t von
worry. Mr. Clegg—we ain’t 4illy
snobe at Greyfriars. I darc =ay
they'll langh! Well, let "em laugh.
s 1t a go?"”

“I'd be glad cnough, sir—if you
really mean it !



" Done | said Coker. “Now, don't
you call me ‘sir’ any more. I call
you * sir * now, Mr. Clegp, being your
grocer’s l:-n‘y,"

“0Oh, sir!” pasped Mr. Clepg.

“] dare say you can lend me an
apron,” said Coker. “P'r’apa you'll
show me how they fix ‘em op—-I

haven’t had any practice yet—sir!”

“But—" stuttered Uncle Clegz.

“Got an apron?"

“0Oh, yes! But—"

“Bring it out, then,” said Coker
briskly. “May as well start at once.
You'll have to put me wise about
Eﬁinm and things when I mind the

u ¥

“Mind the shop! Oh, my eyel”

“ But I shall pick it up fast enough
—I'm {fairly bright,” said Coker.

Coker rveally thought that he was

retty bright. He was the only Grey-
riarg fellow who thought so.

Uncle Clegg blinked at him. He
seemed a litfle dazed by finding him-
self the ecmployer of Horace Coker,

In a dizzy sort of way, he sorted
out an apron for his new bey, and
Horace Coker donued it, fecling quite
professional when he had got it on.

That morning Coker was busy.

Uncle Clegg, still feecling rather
dizey, i:we him instructions, most
of which, entering at one of Coker's
ecavs, passed out at the other. But
if Coker was mot so bright as ke
fancied, at lcast he was strong and
muscular. He shifted bozes and
gacks as if they were featherweights.
And he was willing—and willingness
went 4 long way !

After dinner, Mr. Clegg—very glad
to have somebody to mind the
for once—departed for the Red Cow,
there to discuss palc ale and the
latest war news.

Coker was left in charge of the
EhﬂFr.

Two or three village urchins came
in one after another, for sweets. They
departed happy. Coker was an open-
handed fellow at all times. Exactly
how much he ought to give a small
boy for a penny, Coker did not know;
but if he crred, he was going to err
on the libera]l side. Never had the
small boys of Friardale secured such
splendid bargains.

They were satisfied, and Coker wae
eatisfied as he clinked the pennies into
the till, Iossibly, Mr. Clerg would
not have been so satisfied if he had

been there.

When Mr. Clegg came in, the
basket was packed, for the delivery
of goods. Mr, Clegg blinked at
Coker as he walked away with that
basket, heavy-laden, but making
light of his heavy burden.

“My egg!” said Mr. Clego.

The 51' Wanted " notice was no
longer diag{ayc& in Mr. Clegg's shop
window. r, Clegg had the boy he

wanted—certainly the most remark-
able hoy Uncle Clegg had ever cm-

loyed.

3 Jaknr. basket on arm, framped off
cheerfully.

Among the other goods Mr.
Clegg’s uew boy lhad to deliver was
a hugﬂc of refreshing filnid booked to
Gosling, the porter at Greyfriars
School !

Twenty-four hours ago, Coker lad

(Continucd on néxt page.)
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letters rcfarring to  Billy

Buuter, the Owl of the Grey-
friars -Remove. This week, Joe
Blaud, of Grays, Essex, writea to
the cffect that the Maexer has too
much Bunter; but in a footnote he
savas the porpoisc makes him laugh.

S0 what's the odds? Actually, I
feel that we cannot have an overdose
of anything that produces harmless
wirth, for it’s laughter the world
wants—espeeinlly nowadays. A laugh
drives away the blues and leaves one
feeling all merry and bright again.
Boys and girls of to-day want all the
fun and laughter they can get. Other-
wisc, they get liverish and depressed.

our Billy Bunter ever get
liverish? Not he! Not even 'wE&n
he’s parked away enough grub for
six at one sitting! If in trouble, the
fat ornament of the Remove laughs
it off.

No, Joc Blaud, we can't possibly
have too much of Bunter—he's a
better tonic than any doctor can

rescribe.  Good luck to Billy
: uuter ! May his shadow never grow
legs!

The first request—thia time from
Ben Salter, of Woking—is to publish
a list of all the titles of the Grey-
friars yarms since the wvery first
number of the Maaxer. “You can
publish as mauy titles cach week as
space will allow,” says my Woking
chum. The idea might pleasc some
readers, hnt it raises objections. To
begin with, the list of titles is
enormous, I doubt if my corre-
spondent realises the amount of
sﬁgm:a it wounld take {o publish one
iu‘us::.ud, six hundred and fifty-six
titles!

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"

HE winter season 1s now upon
us, so it will be just as well
to make surc of a copy of this

world-famous Annual now, if you
have not already doue so. The ¢ven-
ings are well suited to o comfortable
read in a cosy chair in front of the
fire. And what better feast of fun
and fiction could you get than what
a rs in the pages of thia grand
five-shillingsworth. Tales of Harry
Whartén & Co., of Greyfriars, Tom
Merry & Co., of 8t. Jim's, Jimmy
Silver & Co., of Roockwood, and many
other fine features towards
making this year's unual the
finest ever placed on the mavket.
Let me whisper a word in your cars,
chums. This year’s Annual is
proving the best-seller, and very soon
all copies will be sold. Don't be dis-
;qllmiutcd by leaving your order teo
ate |

BY almost cvery mail I rececive
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(Come Into 4. (rmice,
2. Bovs~anw Geis/

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
** Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.CA.

And uow for another warning—a
warning that connot be too ofteu
re nte&. You want to make sure of
obtaining yonr Maemer every week,
don't you? Well, there's oue way,
and ouc way ouly, to make surc your
MaereT is delivered regularly to you
every week. War-timo restrictions
ban newsagents from ordering more
copies of tiie Maexer thau they can
sell. You can guard against dis-
appointment—and  help the news-
agent at the same time—by filling
in the Order Form on page 23 of this
issue and handing it to him to-day !

Althougl {he circulation of the
MaaNET increases week by week, 1
feel that there arc still some homes
in which the Old Paper has pot yet
found its way. I would, therefore,
deem it n favour if my Iu-l;lml chums
wonld hand this copy of the Maexer
to a non-reader when they have
finished with it: Think of the good
twrn you will he ﬂﬂinﬁ the next
follow—ur, maybe, girl-chum! There
is Mo veed to to great pains to
praise the high standard of the
stories to be found in this your
favouritc story-paper. All you uced
do is to puint out the fact that the
0ld Paper has stood the test for over
thirty years and is to-day still the
best  school-sto paper on the
market, If that doesn’t prove its
pepularity, then nothing will, | &1}
wager that your chums will—after

ing this issuc—become regular
readers right away !

«THE REMOVE DETECTIVES ! ™
By Frank Richards

iz the title of next week’s yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.
This magnificent story is worthy of
a high place in the long list of
suecesses to the credit of the good
old Magner. I shall not divulge the
names of the Remove Deteclives or
tell you what they have undertaken
to do—that would be spoiling a treat
all the better for the keeping. Take
it from me, chums, there’s cxcite-
ment in plenty and leads of langhs
in this sparkling fine tale. As re-
gards the “Greyfriars Herald,” unext
week’s issue calls for high praise.
Ha Wharton and his jourualistic
staﬂm’n tackled their joa in cxpert
fashion, and their coptributions are
very mua:shh “ali:i-e.” Avoid ﬂlEﬂ}‘.IE
intment iving wour mewsagent
E;Jl order fm?tﬁe hﬁnmﬂr to-day.
Bost wishes and lots of luck,
YOUR EDITOR.

Tne Maexer Lisnany.—No. 1,056,
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been walked out of Greyfriars
between two prefects!” Now he was
going to walk. in again—with a
mreTi’e ket on his arm. And
Coker grinned cheorfully at the idca!

re—

A SURPRISE FOR THE SCHOOL !

SAY, you fellows!”™ shrieked
Billy Bunter.

Bunter fairly welled!
Buntcr was blinking out of the
school pates when o strange and
gtartling vision made him doubt the

L1

idence of his big s lea.
“"Bunter blinked-—and blinked—and
blinked again. Then he rolled back

into-the quad and yelled.

“Hallo, hallo, ballo! What's np?”

“ What—"

“oker I" shricked Bunter. _

“Coker ! repeated n dozen voices.

Greyfriars fellows had oot yet for-

tten Coker. Nothing been
g:ard of him sinec the day before;
and ‘mobody ex to hear any-
thing. But his dramatic exit from
the school was still an interesting
tﬁEie. ‘

‘What abont Coker?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Ho—he—he——" sluttered the
breathtess fat Owl. “Hc's coming "

“Coker's coming !’ roared b
Cherry. _

" miu‘g up the road ! gasped
Bunter. “I say, yom fellows, he's

t

a basket on his arm. 1 say— %h
erikey

There was a rmsh to the gtﬁ
Dozens of fellows rushed ! If Coker,
sacked from the school, was comin
back, cverybody wantod to sec Coker !
Coker's name was on every tongue,

“Oh' Look '™ yelled the Bounder.

A figure appeared in the gateway!
It wa: & burly, brawny figure—that
of Horace Coker, late of the Fifth
Form! On his arm was & grocer's
basket ! He marched in. .

Under 4 sea of eyes he knocked at
the door of Gosling's lodge.

Gosling opened that door. He
almost fell down at the eight of Cokor
with the pasket.

“ Wot—" h-e%:la.n the achool ;:-url:e;.

“(loads from Mr. Clegg. sirI” said
Coker.

“Ar we dreaming thio?" gasped

re we dream ia?" gaspo

Bob Cherry. ‘I}ukg‘r, what's that
game?” '

“What are you up to, Coker?”
yolled Potter of the Fifth.

“@one potty!” howled Grecne,

Coker did not heed! Mr. Clegg's
new boy was handing over the goods
to a dizzy Gosling |

Gosling almeat dropped the bottle
in his amazement! Perhaps it was
rather unfortunate that he didm’t!

What that bottle contained was much -

healthicr outside than inside.

“Ob gosh ! said Gosling. “Wot 1
Bays, ter Coker, is this "ere—wot
i‘]uasi this .I:II.ERI;, ;hl[nst-ali‘l {;ﬂl;}ﬂ i

“1 say, you fellows, he's bag my
joh I sgugiked Billy Bunter. ﬁti:dan;r,

e s bugged that job I went nfter !”

“Oh, my bat!”

“Ho, ha. ha ™
“Halle, hallo, hille? Here comes
I'rout

Tig Magner [asewry. —No. 1,656
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“Look out, Coker I

The roar in the quad, and Coker's
pame echong - far and wide, had
naturaily drawn Front, The sight of
Horace Coker, stauding in full view,
almost made Prout's eyes pop from
his portly face,

Prout could hardly believe his eyes !

Coker was sacked—Coker was gono
—(oker was a back mumber—he was
done with' Yet hore was Coker, as
large as life—the centre of a yelling
mob of Greyfriars.fellows!

There was thunder in Prout's

rtly brow as he bore down on
%zken The famous wrath of Achilles
was & mere passing breeze to the
terrific wrath of . Prout! Me
breathed fury as he came,

“Coker I pasped Prout. “ls—is—is
that you, Coker? Impertinent boy,
bow dare you enter this school—th

school from which ;ro'u have becn

expelled in ignominy !

E!nrau Coker glanced round at kim
calmly.

“Hallo, Prout '’ he said.

“Wha-at ! gurgled Prouf.

“Found out yet whe banged thosec
fireworke off in your study, eld
bean 7" asked Coker.

Prout's expression, as that late
member of his Form addressed bim as
::-luit bean, made the Greyiriars fellows
vell.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Upon my word ! gas Prout.
“ Impertinent young rascal—you havo
da to return here—you shall be
ejected—where are the prefects?
Gosling, eject that impertinent boy I
“Oh, come off " said Coker. "“1'm
?&:md to cu]me.hejte to deliver goods
or my employer.’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“What?” roared Prout. “ What do

n mean, Coker? What are you

oing with that basket? t
masquerade is this?™

“I'm working for tho vill
now [ explained Coker, ami
of laughter.
grocer's boy!”

fﬁut k 'Et hi[I:;;:l Bolb Ch
_ crikey ! gaa CITY.
“Ob scissors ! h jiminy! Don't
he waltz off with the cnke—what ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go!” Prout seemed on the verge
of frepzy. “Boy! Go! Go inatantly!
You will not permitted to enter
the schoo: unnder this—this hollow
pretonce ! Go! Depart ™™

“I'm waiting to be paid !" answbred

¢ groccr
ehrieks
*I'm Mr. Clegg’s new

Coker coolly. “Our terms are cash !V
“What?’
*Strictly cash 1"
“Ha, ha, ha
“Wil: you depart at oncel”

shrieked Prout. “ How dare yon make
a scene here, Coker! How dare you
make a disturbance! Go!”

“Not till I'm paid for the goods "
said Coker. “Don’t bc an ass,
Prout "

* [—l—I—" Prout gurgled.

“Think you can interfere with a
grocer's boy delivering his master’s
goods 7 hooted Coker. “Deon’t Ptnj
the goat! I'm waiting, Mr. Gosling !
Here's the bill, sir.”

Mr. Gosling, almost overcomic ot
being 'addressed as " sir ™ by Coker of
the Fifth, dizzily sorted out the cash.

:this time !

Mr. Prout was almost gibberi
He tdvnnceﬂg on Cumtkier !J

“Go 1" he thundered.

“I've got to give Mr. Gosling his
receipt I” explained Coker, “Don’t
butt in, old gentleman !

“Ha, hn, ha !

Prout grabbed at Coker. .

Coker, with pencil and book in hand
to give Mr. ling his receipt, had
slung his basket over his arm by the
ig.n Ei;l Bél’lﬂ as Prout hﬁmhhﬂiﬂ at

m, Mr., Clegg's new pped
that basket anﬁggwnng it rnrungs:.

- What a grocer’s boy onght to have
dene, when an excited Form-master
erabbed at him before he had time to
make ont a receipt for cash paid,
Coker did not know—being new to the
grocery busincss.  What Coker did
was to swing round the grocery
basket, catching Mr. Prout on the
wideat part of his circumferentce,
where he had recently parked an
m:ngr. lanch.

ng !

“ 'Whooooooooh I

Prout sat down.

“Ha, ha, ba!” yelled the Greyfriara
mob, e

Coker, disregarding Prout, who sat

‘and spluttered, made out that receipt

and handed it to the dizzy Gosling.

“Any further orders, sir?” he
asked.

“0Oh gosh " said Goselinp.

“1 can take back any further
orders, eir !" said Coker cheerfully.
“I ear recomamend our eggs—best
freash—"

“Ha, ha, ha I”

- “And our bhome-made
Coker. "In the home-ma
we defy :competition ™

-ﬂEn. ]1“ _!Al

Gosling, it seemed, had no more
ordera to give Mr. Clegg's new boy.
He opnly blinked at him diz=zil

“E:nything for you, "r"ruutl‘z'. naked
r‘ i

J‘nm-z“ soid
e jam line,

“Ure gh ! gas Prout.
“'ﬂnkgt, 3511 P?:thead 1 goasped
Potter.

“Coker, you mad ass!" stuttered
Greene.

“ Nothing I can do for you, Prout?*
asked Coker. “Anything you may
want, give us a ring—Friardale Two
—and depend upon us for prompt
delivery of i

“Ha ha, L

Frout staggered up.

Horace Coker, bright and cheerfnl,
walked off, with his basket on his
arm. He left Prout gazing after him
—and the G-ru{t‘riars crowd howling
with merriment.

Protit tottered back to the Honse—
leaving the mob still yelling.

Coker wus not gone! er was
not going! But if Horace Coker
ho tnat hix present remarkable
arunenﬂings were likely to reinatate

im at Greyfriars, it showed that
Coker had a very hopeful nature !
THE END.

(Look ocut for another laughable
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. next
week, chums, entitled: “THE RE-
MOVE DETECTHESI® Sign the
Order Form on puge 23 of this issue,
hand it to your newsagenl, and thus
make sure of reading this spanking

fine storyl)



EVERY SATURDAY

The GREYFRIARS

(Continued from page 3.}

been tee much
Sam's,
8t. Sam's Anti-Waste League is
going to stop it! Boyse! I invite
ou all here and now-to join the Anti-
aste Leagune and muga it o grate
SNXXOIL. e entrance fee ia a meer
trifle—oha shilling ouly? Rell up in
your thowsands-and swell the ranks
of the 8t. Sam’s Anti-Wasters !"
“My hat!” _
“I will now stand at the door as
you file out, and take the names of
all new members,"” grinned the Head.
“Have your bobs ready, boys! You
are free to join or not, just as you
ilease, of course; but every boy who

uzzent join will wveeceive a duzzen
with the birch.”

“Oh, grate pip

There was a buzz of sheer dismay
from tho fellows. Up to -that
moment, not one of them had in-
tended to join; but the Head's calm
announcement that those who didn't
join would be whopped, properly tock
the wind out of their sails. Most
fetlows preferred parting up with a
bob to baving their trowsis dusted
with the Head’s birehrod.

The result was that when Dr.
Bivchemall stood at the receipt of
custom by the door to take ﬂubstri];-
tions, bizziness was brisk, and slal-
lin red inte the till in an wn-
ending streem,
wore without the needful boblet man-
ared to borrow one from somebody
clse, and the Head’s grin w wider
and wider as lie found how well the
league was progressing,

Big Hall was cmpticd of the boys
at laat. Dr. Birchemall was beeming
joyiully as he joined the master,
with his pockets bulging with cash.

“Jentlemen ! be eried. I think I
may claim with justice that the St
Sam’s Auti-Waste League is a howl-
g suxxess ¥

“If you mean your new members
are howhng with rage iust_nnw, BITy
yon're i}rﬂgﬁh[}" 1'ig'?1t,‘ sniffed Mr.
Swishingham, who scemed to dis-
n?[::rui'e of the Head's now mezzures.
“T%, wonldn't serprize me if they
kicked.up a dickens of a row about
it 1»

“ Nonscnse, my dear fellow!™ re-
torted Dy, Birchemall light?. “If I
were o betting man, I wounlda’t mind
wagering ten to onc in doughnuts
that this anti-waste stunt of mine is

ging to score all along the line,

ou wait and sce !

With these words, the Head sat
down to count his ill-gotten pgains;
and the masters left Big Hall at top
speed before the old fogey could re-
micmber that e had forgotien to rope
them in as members of the 8t Sam’s
Anti-Waste League |

Look out for "Dr. Birchemall
Wields the Axel”—_the rib-tickling
sequel 1o this yarn in next week's
numberly

1re

uander-mania at St. |
All that must stop now. The !

Even fellows who

Schooi

HERALD

STRANGE SOUNDS IN

MASTERS’ PASSAGE!

Earthquake that Became
MIRTHQUAKE

-Ope of the last things you ezpect
to hear in Masters’ Passage is an ex-

ress train Euﬂug along at top speed.

o -when this sound was distinctly
heard coming from that direction the
other evening, fellowas were puzsled.

Yernon-Smith augpested that it was
a railway drama, coming through a
wireless set from ome of the beaks’
studies. Russell opined that some-
thing had gone wrong with the . hot-
water system. Bob Cherry. thought
it might be Larry Lascelles doing a
spot of sand-dancing to keep himself

in the winter months,

Quite o crowd ventured up as far
ag the boginning of the passage to see
what was doiug.. aAs30gC WOs
clear, and there was nothing to aee,
but you could kear the train puffing
along inside one of the atudies.
“Comes from I'rout’s
room,”  remarked
Skinner, after a spot
of reconnoitring work.
“Wonder what the
old boy’s up to?"

“Inventing a new
kind . of . tank, per-
laps,” said - Hazel-
dene hopefully. “You
know how keen he is
O

am
e

E

is and things.”
azel’s speculative
effort made the chaps
very ecurious to fimd
out jnst what was
olng on  ineide
rout's study; but
nobody felt at first like harging in
withbut an exeuse. Prout is rather a
formidable sort of person to kecp
tabs on.

Then the noize increased, the
puffing accelerated, and finally there
wus a terrifie bump that shook the
House to ifs foundations.
That bump did it. Without further
argumoent, the crowd made a rush for
the Fourth Form master’s study.

They burst open the door and gazed |

thmu%h the doorway, expecting to
find the debris of some marvellous
new machine scattered all over the
Fa01mn.

But instead of that, all they saw

‘'was Prouty flat out on the hearthrug,

velping !

Willing hands hoisted the old sport
up on his pins again, and anxious
inguirers as if he was all right.
Prout mand to convey by o palsied
nod that he was. The fellows set him
down in an armchair,

Then they looked round for the
ecause- of that pufing locomative
sonnd.

But fiothing in the way of machinery
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or sound-producing apporatus wos to
be geen.

It was Vernon-Smith whe solved the
migteryt Tha Bounder noticed that
although the sound of an express in
motion had atopped, it had re-
placed by a series of long drawn-out
gasps such as you hear o locomotive
make in the station at the end of ita
i‘-:mr . He looked for the explana-
iom, He found it cama from Prout.
Then it dawned on him.

“Qh, my- hat!” he murmmured.
“That train we thought we heard
puffing along in this room——-"

: “Yes; where i3 16?2 ashked Hazel-
dene.

“In the armchair!” grinned the
Bounder. “It wasn't a train puffing
—it was Prout gasping !

#Eh-?:l:l

“Feel all right now, sic?” weat on
B8mithy to Promt. “We heard you
guplng rather painfully before you
ell over. What happened?”

“Uh! Al right now, thank you,
Vernon-Smith,” panted Prout. “ Hah'
Yes, I was gasping a little, I sup-
goae. Ugh! fopnd it rvather a
bigger task than I had anticipated.
You see, ¥ was touching my tocs.”

“T-t-touching your toes?

“Yes. In these days, when all
should aim at achieving the maximum
of physical efficiéncy, I fecl it is up

| to every man to be able to touch his

toes,” boomed Prout.
“T did my best, It

Pl

made me rather
breathless It caused
me to. fall bLefora 1
had done the trick.
But I shall do it onc
of these days, mark
my words "

“Oh ermmbaet™
sobbed Bob Cherry.
“Then—then it was
on]y Prout’s efforta to
touch hia toes! Amd
we thought it was av
express train pufiing

a!uufﬁr Ha, ba, ha "
Boly saw the funny
gide of it and yelled. So did a dozcen

other fellows. ‘l'ov Prout’s surprise
and indiguation, his erowded study
suddenly started vinging with hilaui-
ous In‘ﬂ.ﬁhtt‘rt‘ from the invading moh.

The Fifth Form master staggered
to his feet and turned out the erowd.

He has not stopped frowning sinen.

Avd his Removite visitors hinve uot
stopped chuckling.

SO SAYS THE EDITOR!

“Varicty is the spice of life.” 1
have dug out this old maxim from my
quotations die to ecxplain why |
recently gave jl‘l!l]lF Dicky Nugent a
reat aud allowed other budding Grey-
| friars authors a look-in.

That the neweomers are immoensely
popular, ia proved by the lavish

rihmtes [ receive from all quarters.
 That Bicky Nugent’s popularity hne
t not waned is equally clear; the corre-
spoitdents whe acclaim our new ven-
tures moat loudly, are loudest in their
demands that Nugent mi's weird and

wonderful fiction should reappenr in
the “ Horald ® at froquent intervals!
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As I indicuted when I first made
this senmsationnl change of bmitting
vuiing Nugent, it is far from my in-
tention to cut out alipgether the inky-
fingered creator of Dr. Birchemall
andd his amazing school. And this
week, as you see, Master Dicky is back
again—epelling, grammar, and all!
Everyhody satisfied? Good!

'l‘hehltitz,[ iz 8O 'I&::uﬂkﬂd EE;EEH at
heing back to our distingui pages
tlmtghe has invited me to a herring-
toasting jamboree round the Becond
Form five this evening. I feel almost
overcome by the honour !

If I can -’urin%' myself to face the
atmosphere in the fags’ domain, I
i]ﬂ!l'tldﬁ'lilh'l!'- that I shall be overcome
vompletel

ﬂfﬂﬂriﬂf chums!

HARRY WHARTON.

THE OPTIMIST AND

PESSIMIST!
Two Points of View About Everything

One man’s ment ia another man's
poison. Likewise, there are two
poiuts of wiew abont everything.
Listen to Btott, professional pessi-
mist, falkineg fo Rake, ¢
optimist, in the Rag the other after-

noon !

Stott: HMulb! Look at the rain!

Rake: That's. great! Just what
the farmers have been askiuﬁ for!

8.: Now I can't go out this after-
woon !

i.: Fine! You'll be able to play
vhiess with me instead.

2.+ Pal! "Chess wakes me tired.

R.: Games that make you tired are
the very thing doctovs recommend.
Ginod for the nerves!

5.: X can't be bothered.

R.; Lucky man! I always feol
sorry for n::ha?s who ean be botbered
nbount every lit
up. Give me the man who ecan't
hothered about anything, -

2. : I feel beastly. DMust have been
that wretched dinner they served up
1o-day. '

B.: You mean that scrumptions
voast beef and Yorkshive,-and those
topping apple-dumplings?  Best
diner we've had this week.

8.: I hate apple-dumplings.

R.: You'rc 1E':::llzr' sensible to hate
such things., Where chaps go wron
iv when they start hating usefu
hings like games and lessons.

H.; Lessons! My hat! 1 can't
stand ‘e at any price!

R.: Then it's a jolly lucky thing
vou're allowed td {ake them sitting
tlown, old sport!

d. 1 Old Quelely is an absolute out-
=ider.

R.: One

of the wvery best s
i uelehy. -

tle thing that -crops

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

8.1 Oh, go and chop chips ! 1
H.: Jolly good idea! e're short
of fi in our study. Thanks for
the tip. Like a tip in return? Here
ut are, then., 1It's the tip of my
3.; Yarcoool! You've busted me!
B.: Boosted you, yon mean!

for a tonic, Checrio!

GNET” and “GEM"”
PEN PALS

Miss J. Levy, 638, Upper Mill
Street, Capetown, South Africa; girl
correspondents, age 16-20; music,
films, rea-dir:ltag, and general topigs;
%uéninia. elgiym, France, and

A. Thomson, 62, Ceell Road, Weald-
Eﬂtlﬂne, H;nrt?w’ Hidq:ilm]fx; age 16-18;

ms, pete; anywhere except
England; all lct—tcrg answered.

. Wood, 15, 8t. Chad's View,
Leeds, 6, Yorks; age 14-16G; art,
eneral topics; anywhere. except
ritish Isles: all letters answered. .
K. Gutmann, 74, Stanfield Road,
Winton, Bournemouth, Hants; age
13-17; films, stamps, oand general
topica; anywhere in the world except
British Isles.

Wi; Cnrran, ﬁil,r Orrell Lane, Orrell
Park, Liverpool, 9; e 13-13;
cricket, Soccer, runnin ;Bgturkahire.
Scotland, Australia, and Gold Coast:
all letters answered.

- Miss J. Philp, Haddon House,
Washway Road, Sale, Cheshire; girl
correspondents, age 16-18; anywhere.

I’. Fitewilliam, 11, Gray Street,
Port-of-Spain, Frinidad, British West
Indies; age 15; stamps and French
literature: Fronce, ngland, and
Canada.

&, Bmith. 2, Oliver Street, Mascot,
Sydney, New Sonth Wales, Australia,
wants 1hese numbers of the
Maaxer: 1286, 1290, 1382, 1361,
1365, 1471, 1333, 1340, 1240. 1142,
1127, 1124,

F. Walker, 30, BSurrey Street,
Batley, Yorks; aviation, general
topies, sports; Switzerland. Bpain.
aml South America, ]

M. Armstrong, 20, Elms Drive,
Morecambe, Lancs; pen 1. age
10-16; Britial Empirve or T.5.A.; all

L1

letters answered.

FAG FOOTER FANS
NEED STEEL SUITS!

Says BOB CHERRY

If you go to watch footer qn'the
Fag Sports Grouud, take my tip and
dress tor the cccasion in a tin hat

~day clobber.

Nothing like a good kick in the pants |

| howled : “ Get into

anil a suit of armour!

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

dend o stamp and yon will learn how to rld yoursell of sich a
terrible aiiclion frée of chargo.

Safdre . eonfidence: F. J. TEMEP . Bpeoialist., " Colmmercs
Hanaa, 7d Oxtord Stroet, LONDON, W1 (Est. 3B years.)

in my innoceuce, I rolled up to
walch a game between the Becond and
Third Forms in my otdinary every-
I stood behind the
Third Form goalpost near a group of

inky Seécond Form kids who were

‘manhandling each other and barging

all over the show with excitement.

Before I knew where I waa, I had
got all mixed np with them.

One of the kids yelled : “Back np,
the Second ! and gave me & on
the back of the neck. Another
ghrilled : “Jump to it, Nugent mil”
and jum on my foot. A third
em, chaps !* and
dulg his clbow well into ribs.

t was worse still when the Second
Form advanced on their opponcnts’

goal, With shrieks of: it ™
and “Biff 'em I they cha me from
all sides. Then they all Iled :
“Foul ! and punched me, - Finally,

forgetting’ the alleged foul as Dick
HE &nifl cgrew near goal, they bawl
(19 W '.'IJ

Half a dozen separate and distinct
kicks landed on my trousers.

Dizzily, I saw that Nugent minor
was taking. s shot. Next momeit,
there was a roar of “Goal !”

A moment after that. my cap went
up in the air to land in the branches
of a tree, my collar and tie were
wrenched off, and both feet jumped
on. I finished up on my back with
excited fags trampling over me.

Now you can understand why 1
advise prospective fans at fag footer
to wear Bomething extra-strong in
the way of clobber.

Better still, make friends with some
of the troops at Wapahot Camp and
invite them to the pame with their
service equipment. Yon should bLe
almost safe if yom watch the game
from the interior of 2 tank!

= e e

SHORTS

The Fourth Form: eolaim to have
won three successive pillow fights
with the Remove., If this ia true,

they certainly used other weapous
than pillows to “belster " up their
cause

“Is Biliy Buuter a hoarder#” aske
i correspondent.

Well, he iz certainly foud of
“putting things away " !

“I've heard Bolsover mmajor com-
pared with a carthorse and a bullock,”
writes “Jester ” (Remove), “but can
anybody tell me why he's like Mra.
Ke%hln s cat#”

Becanuse he's so fond of “seraps !

Temple, who is aaid to be able to
trace his ancestry back farther than
any man at Greyfriars, is always
bossting about his family trec.
. Stmmgu like further evidence im
support of the theory that men come
fromm monkeys !

Vialg,
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