


























Bob gave a sudden start.

“Why, there it 1s!” he =aid. * The
gorilla, I mean.”
“You—you—— " rcared Bunter. * This

is me.”’

* Oh, sorry! I thought

“ Ha, ha, ha ! 7 we shrieked, greatly enjoy-
ing thie expression on DBunter's speaking
[eatures.

At that moment we were interrupted by a
fow more arrivals for the dinner. There was
AMr. Vernon-Smith, the business magnate, in a
Jarge motor-car; the Iiarl Mauleverer in a
ditto, ditto; Battling Bolsover, the heavy-
weight champion of the wor! ld; Oliver Kipps,
the celebrated conjurer and m;tgicin.n from
Maskelynes ; and last, but not least, Captain
Bull, R.N., who con manded the great ironcl ul
H.M.S. Drake. The c caplain was In grea
spirity, and after punching Bunter’s nose for
having boned a cake belonging to him twenty-
five vears previously—these naval men always
have long memories—he linked arms with us,
and the IFamous IMive marched arm-in-arm
to Big Hall, as we had done so many times in
the past.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

Ccker Does the Trick !
HE dinner was first-rate. It was a
glorious spread—in fact, even Bunter
was satisfied.

But, of course, what interested us most
was to see again all the old faces we had
known years before. Some of them were not
entire strangers to me. Sir Willlam Wibley,
the famous actor, for mstance. I had seen
Wib several times when I visited the theatre.
Once I saw hum as Ilamlet and aunother time
as Mark Antony. But I had not spoken to
him until I met him at the dinner.  He told
me hLe had received a letter from Mr. Desmond,
his old study-mate, who was in Ircland, and
unable to be present at the feast.

There were a number of vacant places, of
course. AMr. Fisher T. Ifish, the great Ameri-
can fish-paste king, was in the land of his
birth. Fishy didn’t ““sce” coming right
over to England for a “ gosh-darned ” feed.
Tom Brown, likewise, had returned to New
Zealand, and many thousands of miles of

water now lay between us and B"G"‘"“’"".

Mr. Sampson Field—** Squiff,” in other words
—by good luck Lapper ed to 1:- in En -_.' *
for Christmas, before goi ing back to Austs

so he was present. He toid us ':.‘*-;1 he w

be COI]H]}'" oVver alrd n] f!“i a vear or two as a
member of the Au: .'.:1 Test Team.

We were all very ;-' 1 to see our old friends ;

but we weren’t zo glad to renew the acquain-
tance of the I:r“;:-.!kh. 1".1L~.f!1}' Was very
stern. He “ lined ’ Bunter for talling uaf

table, gave Mr. Vernon-Smith a week's deten
tion fﬂr lighting a cigar, and when Bob Clierry
slapped him on the back and asked him how
he was, Quelchy turned purple, and went
secarch of a can

Asit happened, Sir Mark Linley—the
doctor of Harleyv Street-
told Bob that he was Quelchy’s doctor.
Quelchy had a very weak heart, he wa
made angryv, he was [iable to talk o
mto a dangero ition. Mark said 1 a
Quelchy must be given his head—he must
be opposed at all.

" But, dash 1t all!"” howled Bob Cherry.
‘Do you mean that I've got to let the old
bird cane me ¢ 7
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“ Certainly ! 7" sai I S r Mark Lin!c‘«: I*
won't hurt vou. If you resist him, T won't
answer {or the conse ;5111_-11{*{*:_:. Quelchy might

w il

g0 off anv momel

Just tlh n Quelchy came stalking back with
a cane under his arm—having found one in a
master's study. He gave Bob a scorching
look.

“ Cherry ! ™

*“ Oh, crikey !

“What—what ? How dar
ridiculous  ejaculations i my
Cherry ¢ val over ! "’

“ Wha-at 1»1 ul Dob, turning crinison,

“BEND O\ Lh
g - T

There was a roar from about filtv of the
fellows who had gathered round.  They seemcd
to be enjoying the scene.

Poor Bob, with his face as red as a bectroot,
stecoped shghtly; and Quelchy flourished
the cane i his old manner.

Whack ! Whack! Whaek! WHACIK

" Whooooop ! roared Bob fiendishly.

re you utter those
pPresence,
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Wingate took a mighty shot and the ball took Bunter on the nose.
on the doal-line.

Queleh jumped.

“Coker! " he thundered. ™ You forget
vourself, sir. I shall report your conduct to
Mr. Prout.”

“Go hon !
Quelchv’s head,

[ thought Quelchy was going to explode,
judging {rom his expression. I can only
describe 1t as tremendous.

Mark Linley jumped forward in alarm.

crinned Coker, patting

(
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* Qo easy, Coker, vou ass ! 7 he murmured.
“You mustn’t get Quelchy's rag out. Is
health won't stand 1t ! "

“Great pip! "

“You must let him deo whatever he likes,

If vou make hum wild, you mught cauvse him
a8 fatai stroke.
“ My only aunt!”
in‘ll‘h}‘ seemed  to be I‘L‘L‘O\‘t‘l‘illg. H-

"* Yarooooh | "’ he yelled as he sat down

cyes gleamed at Coker like points of fire.

“Coker! Man!” he stuttered. ** You
have had the temerity to pat my head and
address me as 'old bean.” Have you lost
your scnses, Coker ¢ ”

“ Nunno ! ”’

" Then I can only imagine that your con.
duct is the result of sheer, unparalleled imper-
tinence. You will follow me to Doctor Locke,
Coker. 1 shall request him to punish you,”

\
’



Coker looked dazed.

“ Well, mum-my hat ! ” he stuttered. * Is
the old bird potty ? ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““* Silence ! Coker, follow me! ”

Quelchy stalked away, his beard bristling
with wrath. Coker, after a dazed look at the
shrieking crowd of spectators, trailed after
him. They vanished into the house, leaving
us on the verge of having fits.

“1 say, Wharton,” said Captain Johnny
Bull a little while later, “ what about getting
up a footer eleven and challenging Sir Cecil
Temple’s gang ? ”

“ Good wheeze!” said Wharton.

“We'll mop up the ground with the Upper
Fourth, as we used to in the old days.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“Half a minute, though,” put in DBob
Cherry. “ What about togs ?”

“ Oh, bother the togs! We'll play as we
are.”’

“Phew ! ”

We looked down at our spotless clothes and
thin shoes, and we didn’t like the idea a little
bit. But after Wharton had lectured us all
on being slackers and shirkers, we grinned
feebly at each other and joined up. Then we
went along the Remove passage, looking for
volunteers.

““What about a game of footer, Smithy ? ”
asked Wharton, as Mr. Vernon-Smith hove
in sight. “ We're getting up an eleven to
play Temple’s gang. Are you game to play
in your bee-yewtiful lounge suit 2 ”

Vernon-Smith grinned.

“Oh, I'll play,” he said.
suits at home.”

Battling Bolsover was our next recruit.
Dick Rake, Sir Peter Todd, and Squiff also
volunteered. Mr. Harold Skinner was asked,
but he waved us away in languid fashion.
Bob Cherry was inclined to roll Skinner down
the stairs; but we carefully held him back.

We had got ten men, and couldn’t find an
cleventh. Tom Redwing could not stay.
Dick Penfold had friends with him and
couldn’t manage 1t. Hazeldene was escorting
his sister Marjorie, and didn’t feel inchined to

dirty his spotless clothes.
Finally, however, we found one Remove

(

‘““ Plenty more

man who was willing to join up. It was
William George Bunter, and the Owl found
himself playing for the Remove as goalkeeper.
Bob Cherry argued that Bunter would merely
have to stand 1n the goal and there wouldn’t
be room for the ball to get past him.

Then we went to look for Sir Cecil Temiple,
The great Temple was chatting languidiy
with one or two ornaments of Society as we
arrived. He was dressed in faultless attire,
with white spats and a topper.

When we put the matter to him he eved us
in horror.

" Play football ! ™ he stuttered. ** My dear
fags, roll away. Your company fatigues me,
you know.”

“You silly ass!”

“If you don't mind my mentioning it,"
sald Temple. “ 1 much prefer vou facs to
keep vour distance. Thanks awf’ly ! "

Bob Cherry drew back his boot, and before
we could prevent hum, he had landed it on
Cecill Reginald Temple’s spotless trousers.

“ Qooooooop ! 7

Sir Cecil gave a wild yell as he plunged
forward. His top-hat sailed merrly into a
puddle near by, and fell with a splash. Leaving
him spread-eagled on the ground, we went in
search of Hobson.

Hobson merely sniggered when we asked
him to get up a {ootball team to play us.
Blundell thought it a good 1dea ; but said he
couldn’t be troubled to get a tcam together.

“Well, the silly asses ! 7 sa1d Dob n disgust.,
““There’s not one of them willing to play

us )

“ Afraid they’ll get licked,” snorted Johnny
Bull.

A new voice broke into the discussion.

“Out of the way, you fags ! 7" 1t said briskly,
and we perceived Coker striding towards us.

“Coker!” chortled Bob Cherry. * He'll
raise a team. Let Coker do 1t.”

“Good egg!”

We put the matter to Coker.
Former stroked his chin.

“Not a bad idea for a fag,” he nodded.
* All right, leave 1t to me. 1'll raise a team
to play you, and we’ll wipe the earth up with
you. Get down to the footer field. My team
will be along in a few minutes.”

The ex-IFifth-
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ten muinutes a

stall procession wended its way to the foot-
ball ground, with Colker in the vanguard,
mmrlung in a pleased fashion.

Major '\\'h‘:rtun whistled when he saw them.

“ DBy Gad, Wingate and Gwynne,” he
observed. And  Blundell, Bland, and
Tomlinson.™

"Phew ! And there's I‘r3 of the Fourth,
Illll L. ATV La "\L.L“Lh

" Great Christopher ! And Hoskins, Stew-

art, and Churchill of the Shell.”

We stared at each other blankly

" This means a terrific licking for us,” I
said elumly.

(

nodded IHis

‘The lick{ulness 1s terrilic,”
Hichness
Bob Cherry laughed.

“Cheer up ! ” he said.  * You've forgotten
Coker. IIe’s playing for them, and that’s as
good as several p;nuls to us.”

““Ha, ha, ha !’

Coker strolled loftily across the field.

“Is your fag team ready, Wharton 7 ” he
asked.

“ Waiting,” snapped Wharton.

The two captains tossed, and Coker had
the satisfaction of wmning. The teams
lined up, and we noticed that spectators were
arriving from far and near to see the most
extraordinary match ever played on the Grey-
friars football field. There were twenty-two
of us, each dressed in different styles. Major
Wharton was in army uniform, Captain Bull
was in ‘“ navy blue,” and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh sported a violent mauve cummerbund
across his middle.

Wharton kicked off amid cheers from the
crowd, and he swung the ball out to Vernon-

)



Smith on the wing. But Smithy had lost
the speed of his earlier days, and he soon
surrendered the ball to Blundell, who passed
it to Wingate, who punted it on to Larry
Lascelles. Coker’s side came down the field
like a hurricane, and, in spite of neat tackling
by Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry, they swarmed
about the Remove goal.

Wingate took a mighty shot. The bhall

sailed for goal like a builet out of a gun.
Bunter tried in vain to act out of its way. He
could not move quickly enough.

Bump |

* Yaroooooh !

The ball took Bunter on the nose, and the
fat custodian sat down on his own goal-line.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well saved, fatty ! "

Bob kicked the ball up the field, and |
managed to dribble Hoskins and pass to Inky.
The game now went down to the other goal
—where Coker was playing at back. The Re-
move forwards came down the field in a line ;
but just when we were nearing goal, Squift
slipped and the ball travelled to Coker. The
michty Horace James Coker had a short way
with footballs. With a tremendous kick he
booted 1t far over his own goal-line.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Corner ! ”

Wingate came rushing up.

“ You—you—you—- " he panted. “ There
was plenty of time to clear the ball. Why
must you give away a corner, you hopeless
chump ¢ ”

“That’s enough ! ” snapped Coker. “ You
aet up to centre-forward’s position, George
Wingate. I’m captain of this side.”

Smothering his feelings with an efiort,
Wingate turned away. At the same moment
Hurree Singh sent in his corner kick. It was
a beautiful corner. The ball curved gently
into the goalmouth, dropping right on Whar-
ton’s head. But before the major could
reach it, Coker jumped up and headed the
ball past Stewart into the goal.

“Goal !

““Good old Coker ! ™

““Ha, ha, ha! Coker’sscored a goal against
his own side.”

Wingate looked so dangerous that Coker

|

| B

retreated hestily. Almost Lursting wi
wrath, the ex-captain of (n-":m”rq centre
the ball and kicked ofi.

Coker’s side now kept the game in
Remove goalmouth. The next ten mioites
seermed like a nmightmare to Bunter, 1ols
seemed to be htiting lim from every ancle,
In vain he dodeed and velled. Like so many
cannon-balls, hard footballs erashed upon | 13
podgy person, and great the crashing
thereof.

But the ball did not go into the zoal.
1t any rate, was go much 1o the
g1de.

The score stood at 1-—0 11"‘” the last
of the first half—then Wincate caualised.
Bunter had run ..v..‘.-—“u“ Ul e was
streaking for lLis life towards the :'n.].lH."lI. Win-
cate had merely to put the ball into the O] T

b |
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That,
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minue

voal,

There was no scoring in the second faif
until the referce was on the point of blowine
his whistle for time. Then something ]Hl‘f;-
pened ! Words almost fail to deseribe it ; it
was so funnv.

Tht‘ enove were atta
shouldering Coker aside. celeared the ball.
Squiff took a long shot. It was really hope-
less—for Stewart in goal had the ball covered
all the way. DBut just when he was about
to save it, Coker rushed up.

What dld Coker do?  Did he stand aside
and let Stewart field the ball ¢ Did he head
the ball back towards the half-way line?
Did he even try to kick it ?

Coker did none of these thines.

cking, but Dlunddll,

Thl'_\' l:‘d

not occur to his mighty brain. Coker
caught the ball. He caught it neatly in his

arms, and booted 1t back up the field. Of

course, ﬂlt‘ re fL"l‘Lt :L"d':!l‘ll*'{] s In 1l --f\
kick on the spot. Bob Cherry was almost
laughing too much to take the kick © but he

Illmmgcd to send the leather past Stewart,
and the Remove had won 2—I1, thanks to
Coker.

Wingate and the other plavers made a bee-
ine for the misguided Horace Coker. They
grasped him, up-ended him, and rolled him
In the mud. We could hear [urious yells
proceeding from the unseen Coker. He was
going through it.
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Bob Cherry was holding a sponge, dripping
with water, alove my devoted head.

“ Rising beil, old bean,” he said cheerfully.

Are vou going to get up or do vou want this
sponge !

W Ilt o s (t‘.x*‘r ?

1’* d we reseue him ?
Coker! " exclaimed Bob. * Why, lw'ﬁ
In tlw Lifth-Form dormitory, isn't he 2

* And Major Wharton and Uis “I”’llllt“is A
[ went on, fooking around blankly. ** Are
”h v all nght ?

“ T think you must he a httle ltlt potty, old
chap,” Bob said soothingly, “ 1 know =
ceriain cure for that, Here vou are.”

Snllll‘lt‘l! '

He squeezed the sponge, and a freezing
food trickled down my pyvjamas, T leaped
out of bed with a vell. Then I knew it was
all a dream. T was not lorty-two; I was
fifteen. T was not a City merchant; I was
v Remove man, who would be hned if he
wosn't downstairs in time for Chapel.

So I shook mysell hurriedly, and began to

- 1 asked breathlessly,

dI‘ Uas,

t' qllqﬂﬂhh A .ﬁ\‘,
S, o~ \:1.*1 14 w.f r;“ w‘




How | Won 7 MAF%I“!'
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LD Wingate, making humble pleas, . " -
Grovelled before me on his En:-_; ”OL \FL:'
At a respectful distance. Coxen,

“Coker!"” he cnied, “ I'm two men short
For Saturday, so be a sport
And lend us your assistance!

“Walker is crocked, and Loder lamo.
And we've a most important game
Arainst the Incogniti ;
We shall be walloped, I'm afraid.
Unless vou give your timely aid,
So grant me my entreaty !V

“ Listen, George Wingate ! 1 replicd.
“In silly prejudice and pride

You often have omitted moe;
Laughed my ability {o scom,
Said I'm the soltest plaver bom,

And patronised and piticd me!

“ However, 1T will overlonk
The foolish attitude vou ook,
And play for you with p;h.;:u;_ :
'll smite the bowling hip and th
And as for taking wickets, why,
You'll find me quite a treasure !

L .. C
L3
i

When Saturday at last came round,
In spotless flannels 1T was found,
As handsome as Apollo:
Dreaming of dazzling deeds to come
And a v 1<;t concourse stricken dumb.
And a fine feast to ln‘.lu.. :

The Incogniti batted first,

And they avowed themsecives accursad—
My bowling, it was magic.

Like rabbits they were skittled out,

The spellbound crowd could scarcely shout—
Jove ! the collapse was tragic!

“All out!” I chortled. “ That is that!"”
Then, brandishing my trusty bat,
I did great execution ;
[ knocked the cover off the ball,
Smashed the pavilion clock and all,
And caused a revolution!

To say the people were surprised

Is silly ; they were paralysed !
They gaped at me in wonder;

And when I reached 2 hundred runs,

Applause came like the roar of guns,
Coupled with booming thunder!

Old Wingate wrung me by the hand.
“Coker !"” he cried, * you're simply grand !
| can’t express my gratitude.”
Then I awoke! Prout raised his cane—
“Coker! Asleep in class again!
I can’t permit such latitude ! ”

( 14 )
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