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A Magnificent 50,000-word Long, Complete School
Tale of HARRY WHARTON & CO. of Greyiriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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furionsly at Bob Cherry. “ You
—vwvou fathead! Yow!"”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter's Disco\'er)".

“Duzz off, Bunter!” said
™ IFTY szuineas!” Wharton briskly. “We've
F Billy Bunter's fat como hero to rehearse.”
face was wreathed in “Rats!"”

smiles as he murmured

the magic wor
Billy Bunter was standing by
the window in the |l~1r\' at an'\-
friars. He had the ©F iardale
Timas " in his fat hands, and
was blinking at the paper

“Help him out, Bol!™

Harry Wharton & Co. were
there on business.  Greyfriars
was soon to break up for the
[Zaster vacation, and the Re-
move Dramatic Society  had
made  great  plans  for  that
vacation.

The Remove Dramatic

through his big spectacles, and
almost

purring with satisfac-

imn.

My hat!

re was a tramp of fcet,

and H'er\ Wharton & Co. of
the Remove came into the
Rag. DBilly Bunter did not
notice them. B bf-orb g |
in the *Friardale Ti As
a rule, the local paper was not
of absorbing interest. But
Billy Buntor  had  evidently
found -r,m:-rhingr unusually at-
tl'-u tive in the eurrent number.
n'n gnincas! That'll be
forty guinecas for me, and ten,
to whack out among the
—quite cnough, too!”

allo h\l‘ hallo ! said

1t heed. ITe
again that ¢x-

L\mr er ._1!{1

1 OV

ly interesting paragraph,
e was deaf *'lu] blind to
rerything else.
“Fifty guincas!”
Wha rth is he Dbur-
S:J'l-.i Harry

]_J(a 'I

<11.1

woulde ¥ an '...
No. 374.

Copyright in the

United States of America,

Society was a great institution,
and they gave- frequent  per-
formanees  during  the  term,
covering themselves with glory,
and covering  with  eonfusion
Coker's Siage Club in the Fifth
Form. At least, they wern
satisfied that they "did ; though
Coker’s view was quite
different.

And Wharton's idea for the
vacation was veally ripping.
The Dramatic Socicty were to
get together at Wharton
Lodge, and performances were
to be given in aid of the Bel-
gian  Fund. They counted
upon  getting enormous
audiences, what with the popu-
larity of the objeet in view, and
the first-rate quality of the act-
mgz.

Rehearsals were the order of
the day now,

They were looking
to  their histrionic  campaign
with great anticipations,  In
the vacation, as Bob Cherry re
marked, they would really Il.l\u
it f'll!l!lf'(_‘. At school there were
all sorts of interruptiorms  and
bothers — 1 E interfered
seriously with the work of the
Dramatic Socicty, and evening
preparation took vp a lot of
t'i“l(‘ fh'rl] “[J'JH]LI }-ﬂ".'l' bl'l'“ (i"'
voted to rehearsals. Bug an the
var, they could fairly let them-

forward

' bo-
as _Hrﬂ) f. llf‘lr]’
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took him by one fat ear to help him out of the Rag. * I say,
you know i ,

“Run away'!" said Wharton. *“Don't bother now, Billy.
We're busy. There isn’t time for many more rehearsals
before we break up.”™

“ But- I say Legeo, Bob Chorry, you beast!
going——"

“ Vour mistake—you are!’” said Boly cheerfully. ** At least,
your ear is. Please yourself about coming along with 1t "

“ Yow—ow!" Billy Bunter had to follow his ear, which
Bob Cherry was leading gently but Grmly towards the door.
* Legzo, you beast! 1 say, Wharton——"

“Buzz off 1"

“ I've pot something to tell you!” roared Bunter.

“ Bow-wow "’

* 1t's important—very important

“ My dear chap, we know you've got a postal-order
coming,” said Bob Cherry. “ We know you've been expect-
ing it for wholo terms——"

““ Ha, ha, ha!" _

* And we know it's coming by the next post,” grinned
Nugent; *and we know you want us to cash it 1n advance,
and we know we're not going to. So clear off I”

“omain't that!” roared Buunter, “ If vou don’t leggo my
gar, Bob Cherry, you rotter, 'll knock you down!”’

“Ha; bha, ha!"

“It's about the howled Bunter,
# Tisten to me, you silly duffers! It's awfully important!”
“ Well, buck up!” said Harry Wharton. ** What 1s 187"
“I'm going to make you an offer,” said Bunter, jerking
his ear away from Bob Cherry. *It's a very important
matter. I suppose you fellows would like to bag fifty guineas

for a performance 1n the vacl”

“ What-ho!”

“Well, I can put you on to it.”

“ Fathead!”” said Wharton.

“ Honest Injun!” roared Bunter. *“ I tell you I din get
you an offer—fifty guineas for a performance—I know all
about 1t!"”’

- 0Oh, rot!"

“ The rotfulness is terrific, my estecemed and fat-headed
Bunter,” said Hurree Singh. * You are talking out of the
back cf your ludicrous neck!™

“ Oh, all right! 'l go to Coker,” said Bunter. * Coker
will jump at it, 1 can jolly well tell you that! Fifty guineas
don’t grow on every bush!”

“ 1 suppose he's wandering in his mind,” said Wharton,
in wonder. ‘" Cut the cackle, and get to the hosses,
Bunter!”’

The Remove amateur actors were all regarding Bunter
curiously now. "The fat junior felt that he was an important
person, and he swelled accordingly.

“It's genuine,”” he said—" quite genuine! I happen to
know of it, that’s all; and you fellows don’t, There’s fifty
guineas to be bagged for giving a theatrical performance n
a country house.”

“My hat!”

‘“ Schoolboy theatrical company cssential—only open to a
echoolboy Co.,”” said Bunter.

“ 1 suppose he isn’t pulling our leg?’ said Bquiff. * If
there's anything in it, we're on to this, my infants.”

* Yes, vather! Where did you hear of it, Bunter?”

“ Is it in that paper?”’ demanded Wharton,

Billy Bunter hastily tucked the ** Friardale Times ™ under
his waisteoat. It was not an easy thing to do—DBunter’s waist-
coat fitted him very tightly.

“ Oh, mo—ohem! I mean, T'll explain! But, first of all,
you fellows have got to agree 1o do the nght thing.”

“ 0Oh, we'll do that!™

“1 mean, the performance will have to be gooid; and so
we can't have any of vour little games, Wharten.”

* My little rames!” repeated Wharton,

“ Yes—shovimg out good actors so as to keep vourself in
the limelizht, and that kind of thingz, you know!™

“Whyv, vou fat idiot—"

“That's rot to be agreed on for a start,” sgaid Dunter
loftily. ** In a matter like this, swank and personal jealousy
will have to be put aside. You'll have to take a back seat,
and play second fiddle to a ¢hap who's known to be a better
acior.”” *

Wharton's face was quite pink.

“You fat duffer! What are vou fellows cackling at?”’
demanded Wharton a little gruffly. “*I've given up first
place to Wibley—I own that Wib is hetter than T am.”

“ 2o vou have—so he 1517 agreed Vernon-Smith. ** Bunter's
only talking out of his neck! Kick him out!”

“ I wasn't referring to Wibley!” roared Bunter,

“ Then whom, voun porpoise?’™

“ Me, of course!™

“Oh! Ha, ha, ha!™
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“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle at! It will have to
be understocod, first of all, that I play the title-role. You
sce, we've ot to make the thing a success, or we can o
expect them to whack out fifty guineas.”

“ Ha, la, ha!™

“ The second condition is that I take forty guineas

= Whag !

“ And vou chaps can whack out the other ten among you

“You'te too genergus!’”’
headd,

“Well. 1 mean to be generous!"” =zaid Bunter. * Nothing
mean about me. Now, if vou fellows agree to those con-
ditions, 1'l! put yon on to the thing at once. Otherwise, I
shall go to Coker!”

“You can go to Jericho or Jerusalem!” said Wharton.
“1f aniybods's advertising in that paper for a schoolboy
theatvical company, hand it out, and we’ll see. 1f there's
anvthing in it we'll stand vou a feed as a reward for spotting
L

“ Oh. really, Wharton——

**And we'll put you in the cast, and give you the title-
rele, the next time we play * The Prize Porpoise!” ™

“¥a, ha, ha ™

“You sillv ass!" roared Bunter, “ I won't show you the
advertizernent now ! I’ll tell Coker about it. I'll bar you out
of it—icggo, Bob Cherry '—'tain’t in that paper at alll
There isn't an advertisement, and it ain’t on the middle
page——""

“Ha; ha;, hal”

Bill; Bunter had succeeded in exciting the curiosity of the
Removites, They were not likely to give him the title-role in
tho play, but they were prepared to give him a bumping if he
did not hand over the * Friardale Times.” That was the
hest the Remove Dramatic Society could do for him,

“ Chuck out that paper!” said Dob Cherry.

“ Look here—="

Bob Cherry grasped the end of the folded paper, which was
sticking out from Buater's waisteoat., The paper was tight}jy
jammed. and as Bob dragged at it, there was a rending scund,
and half Bunter's waisteoat-buttons flew off. Bob captured
the paper with one hand. and Bunter’s hair with the other,
and hold the fat-junior at arm's length as he proceeded to
examine his prizce,

said Squiff, with a shake of the

"y

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
X XYoo
HARHY WHARTON & CO. gathered round with consider-

abie eagerness.
If anybody wanted a schoolboy amateur theatrical
comipany to perform. for the genecrous fee of fifty
guineas, Harry Wharton & Co. were quite prepaved to offer
their services,

It seemed very improbable; but Bunter had evidently seen
something of the sort in the paper, and they were curious to
know precisely what it was

¢ TIallo, hallo, hallo! Hoere it is!” said Bob Cherry.

“Read t out!”

““ Let's all have it,

Bob Cherry read aloud the advertisement which had so
excited William George Bunter, and had dazzled hm with a
vision of fifty guineas and unlimited feeds.

“NOTICE TO AMATEUR THEATRICAL SOCIETIES!

“ A gentleman interested in amateur theatricalz, and de-
siring 1o give entertainments of this nature I his country
house during the Easter holidays, to a party of schoolboys,
wishes to secure they serviees of a junior Amateur Theatrical
Socicty., Average age not under fifteen. Must be Public
Schaoolboys, -

+ A fpp of Bfty guineas will be paid for the eniertainment,
if conditions satisfactory to the advertiser are fulfilled,

““ Further particulars may be obtained from X. Y. Z., care
of * Friardale Times,” Friavdale, Keat. Stamped addressed
envelone should be enclosed for reply.™

“ Weil, that beats the band.,” said Harry Wharton.
 Rlessed if 1 think it can be genuine! Chap who's willing
to pay ffty guineas for a performance could get swarms of
amsteur actors without advertising for them.”

-+ Oh, I don't know!"” sa:d Bob Cherry. “ It's some old
iohnny whoss kids are coming home from school for the
i’m!idu}'s, and perhaps bringing their pals with them. The
old chap is going to amuse the party like this. Seems to me
rather a good idea.”

““ T:'s a lot of money !"” said Frank Nugent.

“ ot for a party of fifteen or twenty chaps, and there may
be 2 hig railway fare to pay, you know.”
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"My only hat ! "' said the Caterpillar, * Was—was that you speaking ? " * Yes, rather,” replied Bunter, I can
I'll imitate yours now, and you—here, | say, wharrer you at, Bob Cherry? Leggo
my ears, ?{u_g;m._ vou beast! Field, you mller._m S_I‘IES_?_!__}'D_I.I I___(ll? cru_mbs!" (See Cﬂa;;rer: 6.)‘

| imitate anybody’s voice,

“Well, that’s s0,” agreed Nugent. “Tt wouldn't work out
at very much for cach chap, especially if the fare's big.

“ 3l it's a good offer, if it's penuine,” said Wharton. “1I
think we'll look into it, anyway.’
I say, vou fellows il

* Oh, don't bother, Bunter!”

“Why, vou rotters!” roared Bunter. *“ That’s my pap
that's my advertisement—that's my idea euntirely! You'
not going to rob me, I can tell you!”

“Fathead ! said Bob. ** Advertisements are ad
the pub c ly, not specially to p
were bound ¢ this—it's in the next columin to ocur own
f 1 i the season.”™
idea,” howled Bunter, “and I'm

]

id Squiff. * He’

ody at Greyfriars

“8nll, ar
Wharton, *‘you can co
Bunter.”

“I'm going to be in

Tue Macyer Liprarv.—o.

v our attention to it first,” =aid
to tea in the study if vou like,

aw-wow !

m going to play the title-role "
“Ha, ha, ha!l”
“You che

I'm not gm

Eirl vou'll

v persona

Taint an advertisement for walrnzes ™
ST make up a dramatie

eb,” said Bonter determinedly,

ether, to bag guinens,

h them

“1Ia, ba, ha

rotters ! velled Bunter indignantly, “J-—
to stand this. I_'ll tell vou what I'll do.
it me in the cast, if you get the job, or I'll

said Wibles.

company ny=elf, and bag the
“ T soon get the fellows

With a reallr good actor to

R

von't have an earthly,” said Bunter,
litivns at cnee, or I'll go round

emove blinked at them furtously, and rolled
Lie was deivrmined. If his striking talenra
sedd and arpreciated as they deserved to by,
company and put the Remove

“Pon't f ly," enlled out Wharton,

Nt Manday's Nesivae of The | MACKET *will bt thaumal pesecad, ' GOERTAL. CONSTABLE COKER1™ RLESES
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“ Blow fea in the study 7

e Tt's still open, if you don't get that company.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter snorted, and rolled away. He was not to be
hribeszj tea in the study from carrying out s fearful threat,

“ Naw, about this johnniec who signs himself X. Y. Z..7 zaid
Wharton, when the indignant Ohwl had dizappearcd. 1t
locks to me like a catch or a swindle, Most likely when you
answer the advertisement, you recelve a reply saving that
money must be sent. Lofs of swindles are worked like that.
Still, there's no harm in looking into 1t. We'll write for the
particulars, and if X. Y. 7  acks us for any money, we'll let
the thing drop at once.”

“(Good egg !

““ Yeu chaps get on with ‘ Julius Ceesar,’ and T'll cut off and
writo the letter,” said Harcy Wharton, " May as well cateh
the next post. If’it's genuine, we may as well get in befure
Coker.”

“ Hear, hear!”

Leaving the amateur actors to worry” Julius Caesar,
Wharton hurried away to his study, No. 1, in the Remove.

He had little belief in the genuineness of the advertiscment,
well knowing that the advertisement columns of the news-
papers are largely used by unscrupulous rascals in want of
other people’s money. But it was certainly worth looking
into. In fact, in his mind's eye, he could picture some kindly,
white-whiskered old gentleman, preparing that nice cutertain-
ment for his dear boys fresh home from achool.

It did not take Wharton long to write the letter, asking
X. Y. Z for particulars. He carefully enclosed a stamuped
and addressed envelope.

There was still time to catch the collection at the school-
}}ux, and Wharton hurried out of the School House with the
etter.

In his hurry he almost ran into a big Fifth-Former, who
came striding along with a letter in his hand.

“ Now, then, where are you going?’ growled Coker of the
Fi(ﬁh, “Looking for a thick car? Clear oft!”

“But I'm going to post a letter,” gaid Wharton mildly.

Coker started.

“ (Oh, you're posting a letter, toel”

“ Certainly !

“ Writing home ?”" asked Coker.

Wharton stared at him. Why Coker of the Fifth should
care whom he was writing to was a mystery.

“No,” he replied,

“Oh! A letter to, one of those chaps at St Jim's,
perhaps 7" =aid Coker carelessly,

“ No. What the deuce does it matter to you whom my
Jetter's to?" demanded Wharton, mystiied, and a little
annoyed,

“ Oh, not at all 1" said Coker. * Sure you've stamped it 1"

“Yoes, of course.”

“ You fags are so careless,” said Coker. *1 Jdarc say you've
forgotten. Let me see it. I've got a stamp you can have,
if vou like.”

Wharton was astounded.
of Billy Bunter would have been natural enough.
And Coker was offering him a penny stamp .

v Well, let’s look,” said Coker.

% Von blessed Peeping Tom ! said Wharton.
it matter to you whom the letter’'s tol™

Coker coloured,

“'Tain't that,” he said, * only—only—ahcm '—better let
me see it, You may have forgotten the stamp, you know."”

“ Rats !” said Harry, and he pushed past Coker and slipped
his letter into the box.

“Look here.” exclaimed Coker, dropping all diplomacy at
once. * whom is that letter to?”

“Find out !”

“ T mean to,” growled Coker, “I think I can guess.
to anybody in Friardale ¥

Then Wharton understood at last,

“Ts vours T’ he demanded, in his turn.

s Never mind mine,” said Coker. “T'm asking vou =
question. Is that letter addressed to anybody in Friardale—
a chap with initials, frinstancef”

Wharton grinned. It was evident that Ioraee Coler had
already scen the advertisement in the © Friardale Times.”
He could guess to whom Coker’s letter was written.  The
Fifth Form Stage Club were inquiring for the particulars ”’
offered by X. Y. Z.

“Well,, what are you grinning at?” demanded Coker
“ Just you tell me whether that letter was written to Friar-
dale—to a fellow’s initials "’

s What initials 7 asked Wharton innocently.

Coker coughed, If the junior was not on the track of
X. Y. Z., Horace Coker did not mean to put him on the
track.

“ Never mind—never mind that,” said Colger,
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ing questions, not answering them.  You just answer my
guestion, or——"

%O what 7

« Op T jolly well lick you!” roared Coker.

“Go hon!”

Wharton cheerfully knocked Coker's hat off, snd ran for
the School House. The great Coker gave a vell of wrath,
and plunged after his hat, and then raced after the junior.
But Harry Wharton disappeared into the House long before
Coker could get near him, and the great man of the Fifth had
to content himself with breathing threats of future vengeauce,

THE THIRD CHAPTER:
A Special Occasion!
SEx LET e have men about me that are fat,

Fat-headed men, and such as eat at nights!” ™

“(Oh, you ass "

“Wharrer marrer 1"

Wibley of the Remove almost tore his hair. Sampson
Quincy Iffley Field was going through Julius Cmsar’s lines.
The rehearsal in the Rag was going strong. It was that old
favourite, Shakespeare, who was being’ patronised by the
Remove Dramatic Society, with some modern improvements
by themnselves, for the Remove fellows agreed with many
great modern critics that Shakespeare needed some improve-
ment.

Wibley, since he had come to Greyfriars, had been the
moving spirit in the Remove Theatrical Society. Wibley was
a born actor, and a clever manager. Harry Wharton had
yielded first place to him checriully.

Wibley had the pleasure—or otherwise—of putting the
vouthful players through their paces.

He was a good stage-manager and a good coach, but some of
the actors gave him plenty to do. Even Squiff, adaptable as
ho was, was far greater on the playing-fields than on the
histrionic bhoards.

“ Haven't you mugged up your lines, fathead 7"’ demanded
Wibley.

“ Yes, rather I

« Haven't you got your script with you?”

¢ Jlere it is. I was reading from it,”’ said Squiff.
of the lines ave a bit smudgy.”

T should think your brains are a bit smudgy, too,”” hooted
Wibley. Do you think Shakespeare ever wrote lines like
that? Look at it again !”

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field looked at his copy again, and
once more he broke forth in the style of Juhus (Ceesar:

“‘Some

i ¢ Let me have men about me that are fat, .
Woak-headed men, and such as squeak at nights.” **

¢ Oh, you blithering ¢chump!” said the exasperated "ﬂr"'ibley.
“ ILook at the boolk, you howling fathead, and write it ouk
afresh, vou wandering lunatic! Here 1t 1s &

¢ Let me have men about me that are [at,

Qleek-headed men, and such as sleep o nights.” ™

« Pleesed if T ever heard of sleek-headed men!” said Squiff.
¢« Are you quite sure that's right, Wib ¥

W Ypg. ass 1

“Well, T think o

“ Are vou going to improve on Shakespeare, like Dernard
Shaw 7" demanded Wibley, with heavy sarcasm. ‘' Just you
spout the lines as Spokeshave—I mean, Shakespeare-—wrote
them, and none of your blessed cheek 1"

“(h, all right,” said Squiff. “ Anything for a quet life.
But I can't help thinking that weak-headed sounds better than
sleck-headed.”

« ¢ Yon Cassius has a lean and hungry look,
1le drinks too much——""

Wiblcy gave a shriek.
¢ He thinks too muech,’ you fathead !”
o2 pre that's right 177
“ YVee, dummy !
“ Oh, all right,” said Bquiff, in his obliging way.

¢ « Yon Cassius has a lean and hungry look,

15

Ile thinks too much, you fathead!” ™

“Ha, ha, hal?

« Virooh !’ reared Squiff, as a cushion caught him fairly
upon the chest. ** Wharrer you up to, Wibley I’

« *Tain't time for Julius Cesar to fall yvet,’
Nugent.

grinned
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¢ I—T'll scalp him !"" said Wibley. * He’s turning my hair
grej ! We'll turn him out and make him an Extra Citizen.”

“You burbling ass!”’ exclaimed Squiff, jumping up and
charging at the stage-manager. “ I'll jolly well—"'

“ Order !

Cassius and Mark Antony and Brutus and several more
noble Romans scized Julius Cesar just in time, and saved
him from committing assault and battery upon the stage-
manager.

“ Order! This isn't a dog-fight!”" said Bob Cherry.

“ That silly ass o

“ That burbling idiot——""

The door opened, and Harry Wharton came into the Rag.

“ How’s the rehearsal getting on?"’ he asked cheerily.

“ This bit is unrchearsed,” said Bob Cherry. * Chuck it,
Squiff ! You ought to mug up sour lines better.  Still,
bunging cushions is barred at rehearsals. I was just thinking,
too, that I feel rather like Cassius—lean and hungry. It's
time for tea.”

“ Bame here,” said Nugent. * Done the letter, Harry ¥’

“ Yes, and posted it, and spotted Coker at the letter-box
posting a letter, too,” grinned Wharton. * [le was mighty
curious about my letter, and I'm pretty certain that he has
written to X. Y. Z. himself.”

“That ass!” said Wibley disdainfully.
can’t act for toffee I”

“Well, if there's anything in it, I don’t think the Fifth
Form Stage Club will get the fifty guineas away from us,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. * Let’s get off and get tea
now. Our giddy visitors will be here socn.”

And the rehearsal of Julius Ceaesar was promptly “ chucked.”

The Famous Five proceeded to Study No. L Harry
Wharton & Co. were expeciing two guests to tea from High-
cliffe School. There was one fellow in the Fourth Form at
Highdliffe with whom they were very friendly, though they
were on fighting terms with most of the Ilighcliffians,

It was a very special occasion, and the Famous Five were
making special preparations. While Squiff and Hurree Singh
and Nugent were making the study awfully tidy, and making
other preparations, Wharton and Bob Cherry wheeled out
their hicycles, to run down to Friardale for a special supply
of tuck. Funds were high in Btudy No. 1, and ran to some-
thing a little more special than was supplied at the school
shop.

Bob Cherry, indeed, had recommended cold chickens. The
two fellows who were coming to tea had no end of money,
and were doubtless aceustomed to doing themselves very well,
and the Co. naturally wanted to give them something rather
good. And cash being plentiful, Bob Cherry's ambitious
suggestion was adopted.

Wharton and Bob pedalled down to the village in very
guick time.

On their way to the provision-dealers, they passed the offico
of the * Friardale Times.” Bob uttered an exclamation :

“ Highcliffe cads !”

Wharton looked round.

Fiva Higheliffe juniors were coming out of the local paper
office—Ponsonby and Vavasour and Monson and Drury and
Gadsby of the Fourth—the old rivals and endmics of the
Famous Five.

They stared at the two cyelists, and Pousonby extracted an
eyeglass from his pocket, and turned it upon them in a
supereilious way.

Bob Cherry put his brake on.

% Oh, come on, Bob!” said Wharton. * No rags now!
We've got to get back with the giddy chickens !

“Oh, all serene! Blessed if I can =tand
Ponsonby ! growled Bob.

They rode on and dismounted ontside the shop they had
come to visit. Ponsonby & Co looked after them with grin-
ning faces,

“Our dear wvoung friends from Greviriars,” murmured
Ponsonby. “ That ecad Courtenay and that other cad
e Courcy are going over to tea with them this afternoon.™

“Rotten, I call it,”" said Vavasour—** absolutely !

¢ And they're getting in the giddy provisions, by the look
of it,” grinned Ponsonby. *‘1 think this is where we get a
little of our own back. Come on!"”

“ What's the little game !’ asked Gadsby.

“ You'll sece, my son. Follow your leader.”

And Ponsonby led his merry men away at a great rate, out
of the village and down the lane that led to Greyfriars,
-Meanwhile, Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were makinz
their purchases. The purchases were very satisfactory. They
obtained four really nice chickens, cooked and eold, and they
were wrapped up in two parcels, which were tied on the
handle-bars. Then the chums of the Remove remounted for
the ride home.

“ T wonder what those cads were doing at the newspaper
office ?”” Bob Cherry remarked as they rode out of the village.
¢ Do they go in for amateur theatricals at Highcliffe?”

“ Blessed if I know!”

“ Looks to me as if Ponsonby is after Mr, X, Y. Z. and his
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fifty guincas,"‘ suid Bob,  “3till, those worms wouldn't have
any chance against us—no more than Coker!”

“No fear! T'll ask Courtenay.”

The two Removites rode swiftly down the lane. As they
came round a bend in the lane, under the shadow of the big
trees, Bob, who was a little ahead, suddenly jammed on his
brakes, and shouted :

“Hold on, Harry !V

Wharton put his brakes on quickly.

It was only just in time.

Across the lane, which was its narrowest there, a long pole
had been placed, from hedge to hedge.  If the cyclists had
turned the corner recklessly and run into it, they would cer
tainly have been hurt,  Harry Wharton's eyes glinted as by
Jumped down.

“What silly idiot has played a dangerous trick like that?'
he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry clenched his fists.

“Might have busted our bikes, if not our necks!” he
exclaimed.

The two juniors looked round angrilv. The pole was a
long scaffold-pole, and had evidently been taken from a
huihling which was in the course of construction in the
The juniors seized it, and dragged if
As they did so, there

neighbouring field.
away, and pitched it over the hedge.
was a sudden shout:
“Sock it to them!”
Through a gap in the hedge five juniors came dashing.
“Look out! Highcliffe cads!” velled Bob Cherry.
The next instant Ponsonby & Co. were upon them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Little Joke!

ONSONBY of IHigheliffe had laid that little trap for
his old rivals—a dangerous trick to play; but Cecil
Ponsonby did not care ahout that. Aﬁ he cared about
was to stop the two eyclists where they could be taken

at a disadvantage,

The chums of the Remove were great fighting-men, but
five to two were long odds, and they were taken by surprise.

Both of them hit out, and as they closed in conflict Pon-
sonby and Gadsby went heels-over-head in the dust,

But the other three rushed on, and Wharton and Bob went
down under the rush, with the Higheclifians sprawling over
them.

“Back up!” panted Wharton.

They would soon have thrown off the three, but Ponsonby
and Gadsby jumped up at once and piled in again,

Farry Wharton and his chum put up a despérate fight.

But they were down, and the odds were too great.
Ponsonhy & (o. did not mean to give them a chance of
getting up again.

But before they lay breathless under their assailants, the
two Removites had done a good deal of damage.

Ponsonby’s nose was streaming red, and Gadsby’s eyes were
both growing bluish, and the other three were hard hit,

“Squat on the cads!” panted Ponsonby. * Keep 'em tight
while I uncoil this blessed cord!”

“We've got Tem !

“You rotters!” roared Bob Cherry, struggling in vain
under the weight of Gadsby and Monson,  “ Lemme gerrup,
and 1'll lick the lot of you!”

“0Oh, you shut up!” said Gadsby, dabbing a handful of
turf into the unfortunate Bob’s mouth, and Bob Cherry
gurgled wildly.

He had no choice about shutting up.

Cecil Ponsonby rapidly uncoiled a thin, strong cord, lately
purchased in Friardale for this especial purpose,

“Hold the cads!” he said, dabbing his nose. *“We'll fix
em!”

“Oh, you rotters!” panted Wharton.

Ponsonby mopped his nose, and grinned down at the gasp-
ing Removites.

“We're not going to hurt you,” he said, with a chuckle.
“QOnly, as some of our fellows are coming over to tea with
von, we're just chipping in to celebrate the oceasion.
dare say vou'll find Courtenay and De Courcy there when you
get in. . Yow'll be rather late for tea, in fact, I fear!”

* Absolutely ! chirped Vavasour. .

“DBut we're going to send you home all right,” said
Ponsonby.  “Don’t you be afraid.  Only our little joke, you
kpnow. You're such jokers yourselves that I'm sure you'll
appreciate the humour of it!"

“1{a, ha, ha!"” chortled the Higheliffians. o

They had the npper-hand for onece, and they were enjoying
it, in spite of the damages they had received.

While his comrades were holding the helpless Removites,
Ponsonby cut the cord into lengths with his pocket-knifg.
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The i Te tied up the bands of the two prisoncrs.  The 1hgh-
clilliuns dragged them to their fect, lrjmt resistance was no
longer [}ﬁ%ﬁhﬁsﬂ. 'The Greyfriars juniors had to make up
there snndds to grin and bear it

Their furious looks only made the Higheliffians chortle.
Ponzunby dragged the two bicycles together.

“iel on your jiggers, dear boys,” he saud

Y hat 17

“Help them on,” said Ponsonby.  “'T'll hold the bikes,
Mind thv;.: don’t fall; we don't want to burt the peor hittle
aears !

The grinning Highclifhans shoved the two juniors into
their saddles.  They got their feet on the pedals, and sat
well enough, leaning on one another to kecp from pitehing
over,  Ponsonby tied Wharton's right arm to Bob Cherry's
left, leaving a length of cord of about a foot between them.
Then he tied their feet to the pedals,

I'he Gresfriars juniors did not say a word. 'They were in
the hands of the Philistines, and there was no help for it

“There, that’s all right, go far,” said Ponsonby, with a
chuckles, 1 faney they can ride like that!”

“Ha; ba, hat”

“Vou utter idiot!” said Wharton, beiween his tecth.  “If
vou start us with our bands tied, there will be an aceident !

“1"m sure I shall be sorry,” said Ponsonby, 1 hope you
are insured, dear boyzs,  Your relatives will bencht in that
satl eventuality,  Probably they will prefer your insurance
te vourselves; 1 should not be surprised.”™

“Ha, ha; hal”

“Now we will see what is in the pareels.” said Ponsonby,
v Zamething nice for Courtenay and the Caterpillar, T darc

siv. You should net hide your lights under a bushel, dear
bevs,  We will have these nice tlhhngs on view!”

The parcels were dragged open, and the four plump cold
chickens revealed.  Amul howls of laughter from his com-
rades, Ponsonby procecded to hang them round the necks of
the two cyelists,

Wharton and Bob Chlierry were erimson with ragae.

They understood now that it was Ponsonby’s intention to
send them back to Greyfriars like that. tied to their mackines,
and with the chickens hanging round their necks.

'They could imagine the yell of laughter that would prect
thrm.

But Ponsonby was not lmished yet,

He proceeded to jerk off their cellars, and ties. and caps,
which he stutfed down their backs. Then he ruffled their
hair, and daubed a handful of mud en thewr faces,

The Highehtfians were almost in hiysterics by this tune,

SHII the victims bore it with beroie fortitmde. They would
have perished rather than have asked Ponsonby to go easy.

“There's a picture for you!" said the hamorons Pensonby.
“ This 13 really mearly as good as the tareing and feathering
you gave me once, dear boys!"™

“Vou ead!” said Wharton, *'We tarred pou becanse you
were a sneaking rat!  And I'll give you the hiding of your
life for this some time!”

“71 think they're finished now,” sand Ponsonby.

“Hang it, Pon. we don’t want them fo biecak thewr necks!”
eaid Gadsbr, rather uncaszily,  “That would be a bit too
thick !

“Lhite =0, agrecd Ponsonby,
tiqie attending the inguest, too.
their poor little necks!”

Wharton's left hand ard Bob’s right hand were untied from
their sides, and placed on the handle-bars of their wachines,
and tied again there,

The two juniors were now able to Lold theic handle-bare,
and pedal closely abreast, the cond between them keeping
them from separating.

(ly two excessively good and active riders could have
kepit going in such a pesition, and if the two eyclists Lad
oo L'I'-lt.‘.ﬁli:u.‘_: fo the ground, the result would have been
eacecdimgly serious for them,

“ Now start them ! saud Pensonby,

The grinning Higheliffians wheeled the epchsts ferwurd n
the divection of Greyiriars,

Their feet went round with the pedale, and they guided
thieir bikes cach with a single hand. tied to the bar

“Think you can do it?"” =miled Ponzonby., " You Grey-
friurs chaps brag of what you ean do on the vyole twack, you
knaw, ]g'!"'l'{_!’ﬁl a chanece for you!”

Wharton and Bob Cherry did not repiy.
at that moiment were far too deep for werds,

The Highelifians marched them on, wheeling the bikes,
tho helpless riders’ feet going round with the podals

o We'll 2ee yvou as far os Greylriaes, and turn you imcat the
gates,” sanl Ponsonby.  *After thut you mist leek cul for
yoursclves !

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Gadsby, *“What gildy poys they
Jook ! I say; Puon, suppcse they run e the Head or some-
body ;"
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CThat s their leck out. 1 net responsible for clumsy
eyclistsl”

“3ia. ha, hal®

As they camc i =ipht ol Gl‘t':._'.fl'iill'.‘*,. 1"-.'11'.".-¢:!JI.~_‘-' & Lo,
relensed the bikes.  Wharton and Boeb Cherry pedalled on
to keep their balanee,  They were good rders. and not
really in danger, unless the pedals should cateh from their
beiriz held so newe together. In thar cese, there wounld ecr-
tainly be trouble.

“There's a giddy erowd at the gate vonder!”
Ponsonby, 71 don’t think we'll eall 1n this evening.
you cian manage, Wharton®”

“You rotterl

“Mhink vou can manage, Cherry 27

“You eadi™

“Unerateful, 1 eall that, after all the trouble we've taken”
said Tonsonby. *“Well, it’s their look-out now. I veally
hope there won't be an accident—two shinpg lights to be ex-
tinmuished all of a sudden. What would the greatv dramatic
society do without thewm, 1 wonder I™

“i11a; ha: hal”

“Good-bye, dears ! said Ponsonby,

“Ha, ha! Good-bye!™

The Highelifiuus disappeared through a gap in the hedge,
and the two unhappy covelists rode on towards Greyfriars
They had no choice about that, for they eould not stand
still, and it was impossible to turn in the narrew lene, tied
as ey were, But as they saw the crowd st the gates, they
would have given a good deal to boe able Yo ride away und
tuko their chance clsewhere,

int there was no help for it, It wa=s oniv by riding very
ctead, )y that they kept their balanee. end aveided a bad fall.
And with their muddy faces glowing with rage, the vietims

of Ponszenby's little joke rode grimly on.

vawned
Thinx

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Welcome Home!
0. 1 8TUDY was presenting a festive appearance,

Nugent and Squiff and Hurree Jamset Ham Singh

had not been 1dle,

t was high time that the two eyeli-ts should have
roturned from the village, but titey had not put mm an appear-
aned yel.

The trio had made the study guite merry and bright with
s unaecustomed tidiness, and laid the table, and had the
kettle botling.  All was ready for the visitors—excepting the
two phsent juniors amd the expected cold chickens.

“What the dickens is keeping them 27 s Nugent. ' It's
more than time they were back. I suppose they haven't been
collecting punctures.  We o't want them to eonie walloug
i with chickens under their armis when the visitors ave
heie.™

“Time the vi=itors were here, too,”
at the elock,

“They are arvivefully coming,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Sinel. lonking from 1he study windew. *1 can gée the
csteented Courtenay and the lodicrons Caterpillar.”

“Where the deuce are Wharton and Bob®” growled Sqmff.

“They are not in sightfulness.” said 1Turree Sipeh, *Our
osivemed visitors Lave arrived fest. We will let them start-
fully commence with tea and toast. As your Englis proverb
save, * Where there is a will there 13 a wisp.” ™

There were foctsteps iu the passage, aml Nugent theew the
douir CeIl.

The two Fourth-Formers of Hizhehffe eame in.

Frank Courtenay ainl De Ceourcy, generally called 1the
Cuterptllar, shook hands cordially with the Co. Courtenay
was very “pally ™ with Harry Wharton & Co., who had
Lnoan him when he was less prosperous. It was not very
jongr sinee Courtrnay, then known as Arthur Clare, had boen a
s hotership bey ot Hhcheliffe, and had had many tronhbles
with Povsenby and his follow nuts. A poor boy. his pareni-
e unknown, Clave had found bis path a thorny one at
[Lisholiffe. Dut marters had changed since then—since Clare
hid found his father v Major Courtenay. Dut e was still
Lo sane frank, pood-natured. unafiected lad the juniors had
tolen a Liking to when he was a boy witheut a manie.

BRI Coollre v was i q!iﬂ-{"]_'f[]'[. kind of ri"lzljtr, ‘_i“:_,r' i_.-..'h-'.l':i]:lill'
wew of the pats nutive The Gresfreiars fellows hardly knew
what to make of him: but they concluded that he must be
pretry decent, or Conrtenay would not have chummed with
iine, They knew. too, that the Caterpillar bad stood by
Clare like a cocd pal in his rough times at 1iighohffe, when
I had been a scholarstap “kd.”

wThiot 1ot =aid Naeeist.. “Have Fad =om

Wharten amd Cheyry?™

eaid Bguiff, looking

?
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¢No." sald Courteha¥. They didi’t meet us on the way.
I hope they haven't started and missed us.”

o Bleesed if I know where they are. They went down fo
the villaze on their bikes, but they ought to have been back
before this. Well, we won’t wait for them. It's past tea-
time.”’

“Oh, wait,” said Conrtenay; *let’'s walk down to the
gates and meet them.”

The Caterpiilar sank into the study armchair.

“Vou can walk down to the gates, Franky,” he said.
git here and admire the scenery, 1if you don’t mind.”

% Oh, come on!™ said Courtenay. * Don't be such a beastly
slacker, Caterpillar. This isn't Highclhiffe, you know—the
fellows here don't slack.”

“The encrzy I have_secn displayed here,” said the (Cater-
pillar solemnly, *“is marvellous—almost unnervin'.  I've
watched these chaps plavin’ footer, when they used to play
Higheliffe, till it made me feel quite fatigued.”

“The footerful game is excellent for the esteomed health,
my esteemed and ridiculons friend,” remarked llurree Jam-
set Ram Singh.

The Caterpillar- jumped.  Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh's
weird variety of the English language was a surprise to him,

“Would you mind saying that over agan?” he asked
politely.

“1 remarkfully observed that the playfulness of the
esteemed footer 18 beneficial to the Iudierous health. It pro-
motes the buckupfulness.™

“By gad!” said the Caterpillar. *1 dare say you're right.
I've never heard it put so eloguently before.  May I
compliment you on the way you have picked up our lan-
guage.”

“The csteemed langnage was not pickfully acquired,” ex-
plained Hurree Singh. * Before coming to this ludicrous
country, I studyfully worked under one of the best native
masters in India.”

“Jle must have been tophole.” said the Caterpillar.

“The topholefulness was terrific.”

“ Was—was what?”

“ Terrific, my ludicrous friend.”

The other juniors were grinning.
his nose thonghriully.

“May a [ellow venture to inquire why you apply that very
complimentary term?” he asked.

“1n Bhanipur, it is= the customary politefulness to give
the magniloquent compliments in the friendly meetings,” ex-
plained the dusky mnabob. “ My estoemed native master
instructed me in the complimentary terms of this riclienlons
language. Since 1 have arrivefully been transplanted in this
country, I have found that there are some differences, but my
native master has warned me that the best English 13 no
longer spoken in this conntry. The first-clazss English of the
poet Shakespeare has fallen mto neglectfulness, and, as your
proverb says, * Speech is rotten, and silence saves a stitch in
time." "V

“Oh, my hat!”

“ My esteemed Forme-master. the estimable Quelchy, has
cometimes remonstrated with me on this matter,” pursucd
Hurree Singh. “I have respectably bnt firmfully pointed
out to him that, though the modern English speech 15 care-
loss and slovenful, there is no reasop why a foreign person
should not sprak the very best English, n the manner of the
great poets, such as Shakespeare, Queen Elizabeth, and Dan
Leno.”

The Caterpillar sank back iu the armchair, apparently over-
come.

Bob Cherry had sometimes remarked that Hurree Sinzh's
native master. who had instructed him that *ludierous " and
“ ridiculous ' were complimentary cxpressions English,
must have been a regular corker,

(Courtenay quitted the study with Nugent and Bauiff,
leaving the Caterpillar in the armechair, and Hurree Singh
keeping him company. The nabob was very cloquent on
the subject of the decadence of the English language, and
the Caterpillar found him very entertaining.

The three juniors looked out at the gates, but there was
as vet no sign of Wharton and Bob Cherry. Their chums
little ruessed what had delayed them. But a few minutes
later two cyelists came into view.

i 1allo, there's a pretty pair of specimens!” remarked
Nuwrent. ** Where on earth did they come from?"

The juniors looked in amazement at the two riders who
were coming slowly up the lane.

Their aspect was extraordinary.

It was not often that two fellows with ruffled hair, muddy
faces. eollarless necks, and chickens hanging on them. roce
up that lane. In fact, Nugent had never scen such a sight
hefore.

Wharton and Dob Cherry were unrecagisable. :

A good many fellows spotted them, and gathered in the
rond outside the gates to stare at the amazing sight

The two eyclizts eame on steadily,
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“What on ecarth can they be?" exclaimed Bolsover Tl‘lﬂ.jﬂl‘ll
of the Remove, ** Must belong to a cireus, I should think "
“Qure they're riding tied together!” said Micky Desinond.

“ My ouly hat!” gasped Nugent at last. “TIt's Wharton
and Bob! 1 know them now.”

“Wharton!” gasped Vernon-Smith. “PBob Cherry!
Ha. ha, ha! 'Thev've been 1 the wars 1"

“They look muddy!” yelled Peter Todd. *“Havo they
been shopping? Do you fellows bring home chickens tied
round vour necks when you go shopping?”

“Tla, ha, hal"

A roar of laughter greeted the unhappy eyclists as they
came pedalling up, with almost painful care, towards the
ratos of (Greyiriars,

Their faces, where
WOeER CTHT=O,

“They'to tied to the bikes!” lLowled Tom Brown.
only hat! Must be some of the Ilizhehiffe cads
done that —ahem ! —I mean the Higheliffe chaps.”

Courtenay was grinning,

“ That's rather more than a joke, whoever it was,” he said.
“Let's lend them a hand.”

Nugent and Squiff were already runmipg to meet the
viders. Courtenay dashed after them. A crowd of Grey-
friars fellows rushed after them, too. They were howling
with laughter.

“1—1 say, it's really you, T suppose!” ejaculated Nugent,

““Hold these blessed bikes!” gasped Wharton, “I've been
cxpecting to go wallop every minute——"

““I1a, ha, ha!”

“ What are you cackhng at?”

“N-n-nothing! Was I ecackling?
UP__H

“ Do you think we should stick like this if we weren't tied
up?” bellowed Bob Cherry. *Can’t you get us lonse, and
carkle afterwards—what?”

“* Ha, ha, ha-—I mean, right-ho—yecs—ha, ha, ha!”

“Youre muddy!” said Peter Todd., *You look rather
funny. Did they hang those chickens round your necks in the
shop? Ha, ha, ha!l”

“It's too bad!” exclaimed Courtenay, who was busy with
his porket-knife on the cords. *“Who did this, Wharton?”

“Qome rotten cads!” growled Wharton. “And if they
hadn't been more than two to one, we'd have knocked them
into little pieces!”

““Ha, bha, ha!”

“You silly, cackling asses——"

Wi Hﬂ., hﬂ.. ]'Ii'l. 1!!!

“ You burbling idiots 2

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Nugent and Squiff and Courtenay tried hard not to smilo
as they eut the cords, but it was hard. It was very rough on
the two unfortunate victims of Ponsonby’s peenliar sense of
humour, but there was no doubt that they looked funny.

They were freed at last, and they jumped off the bikes In
griat relief.

““Qhall T earry your provisions?”’ murmured Peter Todd.

they were not smothered with mud,

kL M}T

havao

T =ay, you're tied

“YVon don't mind if T earry them with my hands? I'm not
used to earrving chickens round my neck.”

“Billy ass!”

“Yon—you ean’t go in like that,” said Nugent. “You'd

hetter wash vour faces in the pond, and I'll fetech you some
collars—ha. ha '—and a hair-brush—ha, ha, ha !"

“ Foteh 'em a looking-glass first,” said Skinner.

““Ha, ha, hal"

Wharton and Bob. with feelings unspeakable, washed the
mud off thewr faces in the pond, and the collars being dis-
covered down their backs, they were extracted, and the two
juniors made themselves presentabls enough to go into
the school. A hilarious crowd accompanied them to the
Sehool House, yelling with laughter.  If Ponsonby could
have beoen there. he would have been quite satisfied with the
siecess of his little joko.

The two vietims escaped to the Remove dormitory. where
thev proceeded to put themselves i a hittle better oraer.

Nugent and Squff and Courtenay returned to No. 1 Study
with smiling faces,

“What's the cackle about?” asked the Caterpillar lazily,
as thoy eame . 3

“TI'he eacklefulness is terrifie,” said Hurree Singh.

“ Oh. nothing !"" said Nugent. * They've come 1n, that's all,
They met Ponsonby & Co. on the road, and they looked a
little muddv—a—a trifle nntidy, that’s all. Ha, ha, ha!”

2l it was a rotten trick,” said Courtenay. “ They might
have had en aceident.”™

“By gad, 1 wish I had come down to the gates now 1"
the Carerpillar.

“The wishfulness s tereifie”

=aid

1
Frank
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Wharton aud Bolb Cherry came into the study to find tea
quite ready and smiling faces to greet them. They did not
gay anything about Ponsonby & Co. It would not have been
polite to utter their thoughts in the presence of Ponsonby's
Form-fellows from Higheliffe. But they thought the more,
and they fully intended to make Cecil Ponsonby properly
sorry for himsclf at the very first opportunity.

But under the wfuence of a merry tea their faces quite
cleared, and all in No. 1 Study was merry and bright.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes to Tea!

[LLY BUNTER opened the door of No. 1 Study, and
blinked in through his big glasscs. There was o merry
How of talk in the study, and llarry Wharton & Co.
and their visitors seemocd in great spirits. Dut there
wus an injured expression upon the fat face of Ihlly Dunter.

“T’'ve come,” he said, with dignity.

“Oh, you've come, have you?” said Bob Cherry. * Then
the next procecding is to go.”

** Oh, really, Cherry——" .

“This 15 our prize porpoise,” said Bol, presenting Dunter,
as it were, to the visitors. *“Warranted forty yards round
the waist, and able to beat a boa-coustrictor m lus own line
of business. His great gift is that he can smell out a feed
at any distance.”

“1 saw you come in,” said Bunter. “ Yon looked funny!
Blessed if I'd have let Ponzonby handle me like that ™

“What!"” g

“You, too, Wharton. You looked an awful idiot——

“Did 17" said Harry Wharton sulphurously.

“VYou jolly well did!” said Bunter. ‘*He, he, hel. It's
rather rotten to let Ponsonby do you in like that. It reflects
on the Remove, you know. Pity I wasn't there.”

“Why, you fat octopus——"

“He, he, he 1™

“Are you going out on Yyour
demanded Wharton,

** Oh, really, Wharton, if that's the way you talk {o a chap
you invite to tea ”

il l_I_I“’-‘_?I ) - F

“ After the way vou pressed me to come, I eall it uneivil,”
gaid Bunter. “1 hardly know what these Highchiffe chaps
will think of you. Still, I dare say you're a bit ratty at
having been made to look such a silly idiot, so I'll excuse
you. I'm not a fellow to take offence.”

- Not at teatime,” remarked Bquilf, 1

“Oh, really, Field, if you're finmished, I'll bave your chair

7

¥

neck ™

feet or your

“Thanks! I'm not finished.”

Bunter snorted, and stood.  Ile would have caten standing
on his head, for that matter, rather than pot have eaten.

“1 sav, help a fellow to the chicken!” he said. * Fancy
coming home with chickens hapgimg round your necks! He,
he, he !”

“ Are you going to dry up?” _ _

“Well, 1 suppose vou're rather touchy about 1t =aid
Bunter cheerfully. * You looked such an awful wdiot. He,
he, he! Never mind; I'll let it drop. I don't wani to rub
it in, DIPass the ham, Nogent. You might have a chair for
a chap when you ask him to tea. DBut never mund.”

“Who asked von to tea?” demanded Nugent.

“Wharton did. D've given up the klea of forming a rival
dramatic socicty, and come to tca instead, as Wharton
guggestod,”

.n{'}hl”‘

“'T'he fellows have no enterprise.’” explaned Bunter, with
his mouth full, *They decline to back me up,. With a
splendid actor hike me to eoach them, 1 should be able to lick
them into shape all right; but they don't =ee 1f. Do you
mind if I sit on vour knee, Cherrx? Ow-vow-vow! I don't
mind standing—in fact, I rather like it. You mught help a
chap to the chicken. As I was saying. I eould have lLicked
them into shape, but they have refused to follow my lead.
Sot of idiots, you know! T was going to help them get the
fifty guineas, and I'm still open to help you chaps, 1if you
ke to do the sousible thnoege.™

“Bow-wow !”

“You soe, I've pot an idea for improving the perform-
ance,” said Bunter. " You know what a splendid ventrilo-
quizt I am o

“Oh, cheese it 17

“1 know you're jealous of my ventriogui=m, Wharton, but
1 worder vou're not ashamed to say so hefore these ITigh-
cliffe chaps. My wea is to introduce ventriloquism into the
performance—see? 1 should be progaved to act in every
sconie. in ecach act, and, m [act, to take the whole play on my
shoulders,”
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“My only hat! I believe he’s wound up!” exclaimed
Sepnift,

A wvontriloquist—what 7" said the
interested.

“¥Yes, rather!” said Bunter immodiately. * It's a wonder-
ful gift—wonderful! And T ecan teach 1t, too! I've given
some lessons to my pal D'Arey, of B8t Jun'=. 1 dare say
you've heard of D’ Arey? He's a son of Lord Eastiwood, an
ald friend of mine. (Gussy—his name’s Augustus, but I alwazxs
call bim Gussy—Gus=sv 15 an old pal, and he supply revels m
my ventriloquism. Ul give vou lessons f you like.”

“You're awi’ly good | said the Caterpallar,

“*Not at all! T sha’'n’t charge vyou any fees.” sa:ud Bunter.
*I should trcat you entirely as a friend, De Courcy. 1 should
simply want my expenscs—sary, a couple of guineas each time
I give you a lesson e

“Will you shut up, you fat cad?” bawled Nugent.

“Oh. really, Nugent, if De Courcy is keen to learn ven-
triloaqnizm, I don’t see why I shouldu’t help him. I like help-
mg people, Look here, De Courcy, I'll give sou a specimen
of what I ean do.”

“Thanks awf'ly "™

“The esteemed De Courcy is a ludierous idiot,” said Hurree
Singh's voice—or, at least, a voice that ought to bave been
Hurrvee Singh's. * His talkfulness s terribe rot, and his face
would scarcfully frighten a crow.”

The Caterpillar stared at the dusky nabob, and so did ali
the other fellows in the study.,
“Thank you ! said De Courcy drily.
“Inky,” gasped Wharton, “are vou dotty——"
“1 did not speakfully open myv lips!" shouted the nabob.
It is that ventriloquious beast Bunter !
Billy Bunter chuckled.
“That was a sprcimen,” he explained.
“My only hat!” said the Caterpillar.
speaking 1

“¥os, rather !

Catorpillar, looking

(R

*Was—was that you

I can imitate anybody’s voiee. Il imitate
yours now, and you Here. I sav, wharrer you at, Baob
Cherry? Legeo my cars, Nugent, vou beast! Field,
you rotter, I'll sagh you! Oh, crumbs "

Bump!

Threa or four pairs of boots started operations on Billy
Bunter when he was landed in the passape, The unfor-
tunate ventriloguist picked himsell up and fled. One specimen
of his wonderful powers had been enough for No. 1 Study.

“1 am truly sorrowful that vou should have supposed me
to make a rottenful and rude remark. my  estimable
Da Courcy,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in great

distress.  **It was a cadfully rotten joke of the disgusting
Bunter.”’
“0Oh, don't mench!” =aid the Caterpillar cracefully,

* Bunter must be an awfully popular chap, I should think,
by gad. By the way, yon fellows go inm for amatenr
theatricals a lot, I belicve? Therc’s an advertizement in the
Friardale paper g

“And we're on it, rather!” said Bob Chleres.
spen 1t, too?”’

““‘T haven't seen it.,”" vawned the Caterpillar. “ 1 never
read newspapers. Dut T've heard Pon talkineg about it: in
fact, Pon in=isted on tellin® me abont 1t I told him he was
berin® me, but ho went on just the same. Pon’s goin® m for
it. I think he wants to know whether you fellows are doin”
the same. Yaas, now I come to think of it, he asked me to
see”

“We are, rathor ! said Squifl,

“Of conrse, if you don't want Pen to know, T won't tell
Pon,”” suad the Caterpillar, 1 tald Lim he was borin” me,
but he would run on. He's never bothered about amateur
theatricals that I know of before.”

* o secrot about i, said Wharton, **1 faney the adver
tisenent’s spoof.  It's a bit too good to be true, 1 think., But
if it's genuine, the Remove Tlramatic Bociety is going to
Lave a try to bag the fifty puineas”

“Then you'll ave Pon for a gildy rival,” said the Cater-
pillar.  *“JIs there anythin® you ehaps Jdon't do? Footer,
cricket, theatricals! My hat! Simply burstin’ with enerpy
what?™ sald the Caterpillar, in great adnmiiration,

It was not tll dusk was falling over Gresiriars that the
two Hicheliffe fellows came down to the gates, accompanied
by the chums «f the Remove. A fat figure loomed up in
the Close,

“*Taay, De Courcy =

“Hallo ! =aid the Caterpiilar.

** Abont those lessons mm ventriloguizm

Billy Bunter did not get any further: TDob Cherry and
Soqull seized him and bumped him down in the quad. anil
Teft Lim gasping as they went on to the gates. The Cater-
piflar chinckled,  Apparently Billy Bunter was net 1o find
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The parcels were dragged open, and the four plump cold chickens revealed. Amid howls of laughter from his

comrades, Ponsonby proceeded to hang them round the necks of the two cyclists,

Wharton and Bob Cherry

another victim quite so easy as Arthur Augustus IV’Arey of
St. Jim's had been,

“We'll see vou again before breaking-up,”’ said Courtenay,
as ho shook hand with the Co. *“T'll give Pon a licking for
you, if you like, when I get in."

Harry Wharton langhed.

** Thanks—you can leave that to me. I'm really sorry that
we're on such rotten terms with the fellows in your Form,
but it can’t be helped.”

Tha Caterpillar looked verr thoughtful as he went down
the road with his chum. Courtenay was thoughiful, too.
Ponsonby of Highcliffe was his counsin, and he would have
been very plad to see Pon a different kind of fellow, The
Caterpillar broke the silence at last,

““It's gqueer,"” he remarked.

“What's queer, Caterpillar?”’

““* About Pon. He seerms awfully keen about that amateur
theatrical wheeze—awf'ly. He's never cared for anvthin' of
the sort”™

Tre Magyxer Liprary.—XNo. 374,
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were crimson with rage., (See Chapter 4.)

=t

“* Confound Pon!" said Courtenay,

“ You can confound him, and all your relations, as much as
vou like, Franky,” chuckled the Caterpillar. *8tll, 1 think
it's queer. Pon was awl'ly keen to find out whether the
Greyfriars chaps had seen that advertisement and were going
in for it. It looks to me as if our dear Pon las got some-
thin' up his sleeve.”

“Somoe trick on the theatrical party, do you mean?"” asked
Courtenay.

“Somethin' of the sort—yaas.™

Courtenay frowned,

“Tt's rotten!” he exelaimed. * We get on rippingly with
those chaps, and FPonsonby would spoil it all, if he could,
Any one of them is worth a dozen of 'on.™

“ A gross,” smiled the Caterpillar,

“And they'll never get on good terms while Ponsonby's
such a howline cad.” said Courtenay.

“ Try to reform him," suggested the Caterpillar.

**Oh, rats!”

By bFrank
Richards
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“Well, you reformed me, you know,” argued the Cater-
pillar. I used to be a wicked sinner, a smoker, and a
bridge-player;, and a recular dog, you know, before you
opennd my eves to the sinfulnes: of my conduet =

“You fathead!”

“And led me into the richt path, like a lost lamb, or a
brand from the burnin 7 said the Caterpillar imperturbably,
“and impressed upon my miud the stern morality of the
workin® classes. Why don’t you try with Pon, Franky, and
sec if you can pluck him like a brand from the burnin® "

Conrtenay laughed. To pluck Ceeil Tonsonby like “a
brand from the burnin’,” as the Caterpillar expressed it, was
a task far beyond Lis powers,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Quite Genuine!

" ALLO, hallo, halla! Tetier for you, Wharton.™
“MType-written, by Jove ! said Nupgent.
Wharton smiled as ho took down the letter from
the rack. Lessons had just endwd, and the chums
bad looked for letters immediately coming out of the Form-
room. They were anxious to see the reply from X, Y, 74, 1f
it had come.

“This must be from X. Y. Z..” said Wharton. “I don't
know anybody elso who'd write fo me on a giddy type-
writer."”

“Makes it look genuine,” said Sguiff.
peoplo use typewriters.”

Wharton slit epen the envelope. Tt was addressed tc
“Alaster H. Wharton, Greyfriars School, near Friardale,”
and the address was written in type, apparently by a some-
what smudgy typewriter. The fact that a typewriter had
been uzed indicated, of course, that it came from a business
person, It gave the juniors a favourable impression.

They were very keen to see the letter. A dozen members
of the Remove Dramatic Society gathered round to hear it
as Wharton read it aloud:

“Only business

“*!Dear Master Wharton,—T have reecived your application
for particulars, and enclose a hst of conditions of the amatoeor
theatrical performance, which 1 desire to take place in my
country house,

“* My objeet 15 to provide an enfertainment for my sons,
who will ba returning home for the Easter holidays and bring-
ing a party of friends with them. My boys are very keen on
amateur theairicals at schoal, and for this rerson I have
decided upon emploving a school dramatic club to entertain
them. J

“**If arranpements are satisfactorily made. the sum of fifty
guwineas (£52 10s) will be paid as a fee, for one or more
performances, as may be decided. Comfortable quarters will
bo provided in my country house for the party. My residence
is in Hampshire, and the theatrical party will be reimbureed
Fm' l:nihm_v,' expenses, in oaddition to the fee, second-class
ares.

“That sounds all right,” interjected Bob Cherry. ' Rail-
way fares to Hampshire would have made a hele in the giddy
guineas, ' ‘

“Might have made it frst-class fares)” said Skinner.

“Oh, rats! Second-cluss will do us all right. No necd for
the man to waste money. In fact, il he was too jolly open-
handed I should think it was rather fishy. ™

it | shire 7 suid Nuoent,  ** 8c £ ous will | '

ampshire 17 saud Mugent, Some of 1s Wi WY TOLTE
to Hampshire, anyway. for part of the vae. IYArey of
St. Jim's hives in Hampshive—a place called Easthorpe.™
F

“Yes, rather! I've been there,” chimed in Billy Bunier.
“IVArey had me down for the vae. before, vou know., He's
got a topping place, Basiwood House. His fathier’s a lord,
you know, and lus elder brother’s a vizeonunt, and I can tell
vou they do things in style. His place is quite as cood as

vy ey - & =
my pater's,’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, Bunter! Tet's hear the conditions.” eud Bob
Cherry. “We haven't had the conditions vet, Ilocs the man
want us to send any money? 1f bhe does, it's a swindle, and
it's all off.”

*“ No, there’s notling about sending any meney,” saiud
Harry. “The conditicus are steep.”

“Read it out!"” chorused the juniors.

Wharton went on reading:

! The conditions are as follows:
*The play chosen for representation nmst e topizal—ie
dealing with the present war with Gerraany,

“r2nd. The play must be an epivinal compesition.  Tn
case of a successful ropresentation; N. Y., Z reserves the
right to purchase the copyricht at a reasonable fizure,
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2], The play to be written in verse: not blank verse.

i Ath, The first representation to be given in the first
woek of the Eastor hohdayve _

“ i 5th, The play must be submitted as soon as possible
io X, Y. Z., and, in case of approval, ngiification will im-
mediately be given, the address of X. Y. Z. furmished, and
final arrangements made, A theatrical agent will then call
on behalf of N, Y. Z. to witness a decss rehearsal. Thos
being szatisfactory, the arrangement will be regarded as

3 r T L e i T
L‘tjll{_'illth."il. _"L. ‘jl:. Jﬁf

“Well, it's a bit queer,” said Squiff.  * &iill, 1t seems
genuine enoungh. It can't be a swindle i the man doesn’t
want any money.’’

“He's paving ont money, not getting it 1, saad Nugent,
“Advertisements in the “Friardale Times? cost something;
not mucl, but somethine. ™

“And a theatrical agent is calling to =ce a rehearsal,” said
Wharton. “ That looks all right. Of course, they’d have to
sample us before they engaged us. I must say this looks
like a good thing.”

“Dut the conditions are a bit steep, all the same. "Tain't
s0 jJolly easy to writc a play, and to write it in verse, too.”

“*Well, we're written p[avs before,”™ said Wharton, “We've
liad some practice in that line. About the piddy poetry !
“You can leave that to me, if you like,” said Billy Bunter.
“I'm rather a dab at writing poetry 5

“Bow-wow [

“We shall all have to put our heads together,” said Bob
Cherey,  “ After all, we make Latin verses, so awhy shouldn’t
wi make English ones 1™

“Latin verses don’t have to rhyme, though.”

“Well, there are lots of rhymes,” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. *It'll really be jolly good practice for us, There may
be some budding poets in the Remove, too, who'll discover
themselves unexpectedly——"

“T'm rather a dab—"

“Oth, shut up, Bunter! We'll hold a meeting of the whole
society,” said Wharton, *then we can discuss 1t, and arrange
the hines the play 13 to run on. Then we'll all have a whack
it making it up, and when it’s finished, we'll compare notes,
and pool all the poetry, and zelect the best,”

“That’s a good idea.™

“1It's  jolly  gueer, though,” remarked Vernon-8mith,
“Bhyming plivs are quite out of dute: they went out of
faslvon two hundred years ago, and nobody has bLeen idiot
enough to want to revive them ! This must be some old chap
who's been brought up on Dryden and those old johnnies.™

*“1 pity him f Lhe gets a lot of rhvming plavs to read,”
grimed Bob Cherry. “1I dare say lots of schiool ¢lubs have
answered his advertisement, Ile may get a whole stack of
poems, "’

“There's a typed letter for Coker in the rack!” chucklel
st

“*Ha, lwa, La !V

The 1dea of Coker of the Fifth as a poet tickled the
Removites.  Coker came along just then to take his Jetter.
1le¢ frowned at the juniors, and walked off with 11,

M Poor old Coker wall be sitting up with a wet towel round
liis head, trying to find rhiymes for Ypres )" grinned Squiff.

**11a, ha, ha!”

“1If you fellows had scnse enough to Jeave it to me—
Leran BDilly Bunter.

“(h, choepse it '”

*“Look heore, Wharton, if vou don’t Jdo the seusibia thing,
I shall jolly well help Coker !™ said Bunter threateningly,

"Ha, ha, ha '™ )

The jumors walked off, discussing X. Y. Z. and Lis peculiar
conditions, and the task before them. wlhich was not an easy
one oven for the enterprising Removites,

Billy Bunter blinked after them angrily.

“The silly asses!” he growled. “I'd have been willing to
write the whole poem for them for half the fee !

“1 guess it's a good stunt ! remarked Fisher T. Tish, the
American juntor, 1n a thoughtful way, -

“You think I could do it. Fishy "

“Eh? Wlhat are vou burblin’ about 7 said Fish, I gucss
I'm going to join the dramatic society, and have a whack
i that f£fty gpuineas: and Il write the poem for them for
ten guiness out of the fee !

“Why., you =illy ass,” =aid Bunter, in Jisgusr,
cven write FEughsh, Lot aloue write poetry——"*

*“I guess I'm on tlus 1" said Fishor T. Fish.

And e walked avay, winhout heeding Dunter.

Billy Bunter rolled away to the Fiftu-Form passage. He
knocked at Coker’s door, and rolled in. Horace Coker was
sitting at lis study table, with a tvpewritten letter before him,
Fvideatly it was a veplica of the lettor received by Wharton,

{Coker looked up, {rowning,

“Clear off, tubby—I1'm husy 17

“you can't
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¢i'ea come fto sca you about that,” said DBunter
“ Wharton's just had a letter the same as that, if that's from
X ¥ BT

““ 8o that cheeky voung ass is in it, after all ! s Colker.

“Yes. He begged me to help him with the poetry,'" said
Bunter. “I'm the only chap in the Remove who can writa
verse, you know. I refused. I decided that I would help you,
Coker !

Coker stared,

“Help me " he said.

“Why, yvou silly yeung ass—'
“Oh, really, Coker! You know jolly well that you can't
write poetry.” said Bunter warmly. 1 heard Potter sawx
that old Prout had a fit once when you wrote some Latin
verse, and real poetry is harder to do than Latin verse. lhn
willing to take 1t ail off your hands

Coker pointed to the door,

“T should only want a guninea in advance, and thon another
nineteen guineas if vou get the job !” said Bunter temptingly.

‘“ Are vou going?!"

“ Now. ook here, Coker, vou'd better let me help you!”
urged Bunior. You know very well what a silly idiot you
are—— If vou touch me with that bat, T'll Yow! Ow,
ow. ow!”

Billy Bunter departed hurriedly, and Coker threw the bat
into a corner, and sat down again over the typewriften
letter.

Coker was still conning over the letter, when kLis study-
mates, Potter and Greene, came in,

“ Look at that !” said Coker. *It's the reply from X. Y. Z,
—that advertising chap, you know. Looks like a good thing—
what *"

Potter and Greene read the lotter.

“The Fifth-Form Stage Club will bag it. I feel convinced,”
said Coker. **Those cheeky Remove kids are trying, but, of
course, they haven't an earthly. Rather a twist writing a
play in rhyme. Still, I'm a pretty handy fellow. I dare say
1 shall do 1t all right.”

“You will?"" said Dotter.

“Yeos. You fellows can make suggestions if you like.
Every little helps.™

“Tt's not to be a farce?” asked (Greene,

W No. A serious play abont the war”

“Then vou'd better let it alone,” said Greene, with a shake
of the head. “If you start writing a serious play about tho
war. Coker, the audience will take it for a screaming farce
when they seo it. They're bound to.”

“If vou want a thick ear " roared Coker.

“ Shush!™ said Potter. **Let’s talk 1t over whie we have
tea. It's tea-time, Coker. Going to do any shopping "

“Tane toa ! I'm starting on this play at once! ['ve got
somo zood ideas already !’ said Coker. “I think we ought
to start with a prologue.™

A which ™™

“ A prolozue. That's the bit that goes first, you know.
When they used to write plays in rhivme, they always had a
'IJ"'-:'!”"T”“' ht koow, ' said Coker. "HUH'}['I]'Ii!T'l?_I clasgie-
that's mv 1dea. What about the podde=s of war appearing
on a batrlefield scene, to recite the prologue —-"

“ Ahem !V

“Mhat’s it.”" said Coker. “3Woe'll make up Fitz as the
goddess of war, to speak the prologue.  We conid rig him up
as Cleres,”

% As—as wham?" stuttered Potter,

“{ores.”

1 —1 thought sou said the goddess of war”

“Well, wazn't U'eres the goddess of war, fatheac

“Yia. ke, hal”

“ A hat are vou cackling at?” demanded Coker angrily.

wAVElL T had a faint idea that Ceres was eovnected with the
agricnttural department,” said Potter, “1 fancy 1t’s Bellona

ou'ro thinking of - or trying to think of !

“Beliona?” ~md Coker. “Rot! It was
etotigh 1™

“ But, realls, von know

“7 say it was Ceres!” said Coker, in a tone of {inality.

Horace Uoker never could stand opposition.

Y Oh, you ean say it was Diana, if you hike!” said Potter
amiably. " Make it Juno, if you choose, or Minerva! I
don't care [

# (Cores appears as the goddess of war, speaking tho
prologue,” said Coker, evidently much taken with his idea.
wSepne: A Stricken Field o

A what?

f A airicken field,” said Coker—“battlefeld, yon knosw.
Cores comes on and starts semething like this—I'va got tha
idea alroaddy;

an

C'erez, Tight

« e Aid Belgium’s bloodstained fields, in war’s alarms,
Affrighted Europe all tnens up, 1 arms,
Fair Belgia's realm, although a neutral Srate,
Hears ITunnish legions thundering at the grate,
O, who shall paint the horrors of the stewe,
Or deeds of arms wrought on the walls of Licge? ™
“ Tocje ™ said Potter. * What's Leeje 77
Tue Macwer Linrarv.—No. 374

nexr  THe “IRagnet” one

MORNDAY, LIBRANY, PENNY.

|
 —

“Liege, vou ass! That's the first town in Delginm that the
Prossians dropped on.”

“(th, Liege! I didn't know it was pronounced ‘Leeje.’ *
said Potter meekly. **1 had a sort of dim notion that it was a
French word !V

“1t ean be rendered inte English for the purposes of
poetry,” said Coker loftily.

“Oh, T sea! What vou've just reeciied iz poetry?” asked
Potter.

Coker glarad,

“What did you think it was?" he roared.

“ Blosed if T know ! 1 was going to ask you when you'd
finizshed,” said Potter innccontly,

That was too much for Coker. He made a jump for the
cricket-bat, and Potter and Greene made a jump for the
pasaago.

The study door slammed ferociously after them, and Coxoer
sat down to get on with his prologue. Iut his poetic labours
had several interruptions. Pottor and Greene, having sproad
the report in the Fifth that Coker was writing poetry, fellows
ecame to look into the siudy to see how he was getting on.
They asked him if he felt a pain, and if he would have a wet
towal to tie round his classic brow, and whether he wanted
any more rhymes for Leeje, _

(oker's wrath was soon at boiling-point, and he brought
the cricket-bat into play again, and after Fitzgerald had been
nearly brained, there were no more callers.

Then Coker finished his prologue in triumph, and had it
all readv to be spoken by Ceres—whom Coker, in his usual
Ligh-handed manner, insisted upon making into the goddess

of war.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Play’'s the Thing!

ARRY WITARTON & Co. were busy, too. .
In the Rag a full meeting of the Remove Dramatio

Society had gathered.

The question was put to the mecting whether tha

offor of X. Y. 7. should be accepted, and the play written
and submitted, and it was passed nem. con,

The Rentove Dramatic Society was, in fact, very keen
about it.

Tlev knew that they would beat Coker, anyway; and they
were not afraid of any other rivals that might be in the ficld.
As for .Ponsonby of Higheliffe, they dismissed him with
sniffs. Ponsonby simply hadn’t an carthly. Ponsonby knew
all about ecigarettes and geegees, and Snooker’s chances for
the Spring Handieap: but what he dwdn't know about
amateur theatrieals would have filled la}‘gﬂ volumes., Besides,
tho Highchiffe fellows were too slack to talkko the trouble to
write 1 war playv i thyme, It was not an casy taslk.

Having fully decided that the play was to ba written, the
enterprizing Hemovites procecded to diseuss it Billy Bunter
renewed his ofier of takimg the whole trouble off ther hands,
and was promptly ejocted from the Rag on s plump necle.
Then came Fisher T. Fish, as a volunteer for the spciety,
and, wonderful to relate, he offered to pay his subscription
if accepted as a wember. But the Remove society were not
looking for new members, and Fish was persuaded to leave
— 1ol Cherry's boots being the method of persuasion.

Then the door was locked, and the proceedings proceeded.

The juniors agreed that a topical play was a ripping idea.
Thev wera all, of eourse, very keen about the war, and some
of them had relations at the froat It was agreed on all
Lands that X. Y. Z. knew something, and that it was a big
improverment on Shakespeare.

I3ut the lines upon which the play should be written afforded
scopn for much argument. T}[m title, too, was difficult to
decide.

Bob Cherry suggested © The Beastly DBully of Berlin,"
which had the advantage of being extremely alliterative.

Wharton shook his head.

“Too funny " he siid.  “This is a tragedy, really.”

ét Pha Horrid Huns!" " sugrested Peter Todd.

¢ Tho Blood of the Brave!" ™ said Ogilvy.

“Grooh! Not ton mnuch gore!” said Wharton.

seonfid War's Alarms! " said Nugent.

“Well, that isn't really tragic—that rather eugpests alarums-
clacks L

“Aust have something striking," said Squiff. “What
alont * Advance, Australia’? We really started the whole
game, you know, in capturing the Emden.”

“atill, there are other places in the British Empire, you
lnow, that micht foel Lurt if they were left out,” said
Yernon-Smith solemniy.

“What about *The CUall of the Empiro

T Al
l_l
L ]

enid Wharton.
11
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“Rather reminds one of music-halls, docsn’t 1677 said
Squift.

“Yes; might as well made it * The Call of the Cinema,’
qand Todd.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Or * The Call of the Alhambra,’ " saul the Bounder.

“QOh, rats!” said Wharton. **We shall have to eall it
eomoethine,  We'll eall it that till we think of a better title,
anyway. Now, about the play. Where's the scene gomng
to be laid?”

“0h, Belgium ! said Wibley. “That’s where the bizney
is goiug on at present. Must introducee Belgian claracters,
too. Now, the question really is, wre we going observe
the unities?”

“The which?”

“The unities?”

“What in thunder are the unities?"” demanded Dob Cherry.

Wibley smiled superior.  Wibley knew all about the
dramatic art, aud he was not averse to enlightening the dark-
ness of the Remove Dramatic Society on the subjeer.

“The three unities,” he explained.  *“Time, place, and
action. According to the unities, the play mustn’t deal with
anything that would take longer than the actual time of
representation; it must all be in one spot, and—-"

“Then I think the umties are rot ! saud W harton decidedly.
“Shakespeare doesn’t bother about them.’

“If you had read the French critice on Shakespeare, my
boy, you'd see how they cut him to pieces for negleeting
the dramatio unities——-"

“Yes; but they were silly asses!” said Wharton. *“They
couldn’t write plays—only yards and vards of glly stuff —7

“The Grecks always observed the umities”

“¥Yes; but the Greeks were rather dulfers,

“Why, you ass—"'

“Bother the Greeks!"” E:lt[I Bob Cherry.

vou know!”

“And blow the

wnities. I've never heard of "o before. Dash the dramatic
unitics! We want a good play. You can go and eat coke,
Wibley, with your blessed unities! How could Shakespeare

have written Julius Casar,” for instanee, if liec had taken
notice of any such rot?”

" According to tho correct rules for the drama,
Cmsar ’ isn't a play at all

“Then the rules are rubbish! T vote that we write this
play without taking notice of any rules whatever,” said Bob.

““ Hear, hear!”

“That's all very well,” said Wibley,
unities—"

i DI’}" up!!!

* According to Aristotle—

“Look here, you're not going to spring Aristotle on us!"
roured Bob Cherry. 1 put it to the meeting that any bodw
who says unities 13 to be chucked out!”

“Hear, hear!”

Wibley sniffed, but he did not say “ unities "' any more,
The Remove play was evidently not to proceed on classic
Lines,

“'l]m action of the play ‘.‘FI“ have to extend over a weck, at
loast,” said Bob Cherry, “and I :-up]lma{- Wib doesn’t want
to make the 11‘rpn:sent¢tu:-n last a weelk, to obszerve Lis giddy
nunities ™ ‘

“ Chuck him out!"

“Why, what #

“Dutside 1

“ T withdraw the word unities,

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Aey L, said Wharlon, * Where does Act 1. take place,
and what happens ¥ Now, put your beof nto 1t.”

The Removites wrinkled their brows over that problem of
construction. Pens and pencils stacted to work on seraps of
paper.  The Remove ]JLH:‘-H had written plays bofore, and
they had some idea how 1t oucht to e,

The meeting was a long and busy oue. Wibles’s unities
having beon rlrﬂgiﬂ':m] of ]ﬁ reneral consent, amd 10 havioe
brerer1n :uﬂﬂi*d that no rules were to be obscrved, there was
plenty of secope for the dramatists

Many hands make Light work, and the play cradually grow
under the busy hands “and tonzles of the juniors

Three actz were sketehed our, and jotted into seones—Jists
of chavacters were drawn up, and disenssed and re-discussod,
11l it was loug past tea-timme, amd faniine drove the enter-
prisir dramatists from their task.

At tea there was only one subject of discussion—the plav.

Shakespeare’s  celebrated  remark, that the plav is the
thing, was eertainly troe of the Removites that evening,

They thought of nothing else.

Prop was very much cut down that evenine. the amatene
dramatists heraeally making vp their minds to *risk it with
Wuelehy ' in the morning.

]1_";" hedtinie the 11!21_\ liad IV L aind the charocters hind
been finally decided upen.
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Dialogue had Leen sketched out in prose.  All the fellows
agreed that dialogue in verse was wdiotie, only Wibley demur-
ring—Wibley having thrved in the perusal of the old
dramatists who wrote their plays 1in that peculiar manner.
Es ecrvbody but Wibley agreed that X Y. Z. was a silly dulfer
o give them all that trouble in order to produce a worsy
effect,

But 1t was in the and ithe econdirions had been
accepted, so there was no help for it

There dil not appear to be any " buddmg poecis ™ in the
Remove—no “wute, mglorious Milton ™ came to hght. Tt
secined clear that the poetry, when campleted, would be only
sa-x0, as Bob Cherry put it.  Hurree Sinch, indeed, szid
that the so-so- fulness would be terrific.

Still, it had to be done.

The characters having been assigned—for the Removites did
LR A ii.1. ”.Il" ‘anl“&‘i LY Hl].lll'[' rii{"lr :[L"l'l.—{“i.f‘r"n- I]E:l.l.n]'l 'I8T Was
provided w ith o prose sketeh of s part, and vedered to turn
it mto verse to the best of his abahity.

Afterwards the whole thing was to be put together, and
the dramatic committec would o over the verses, prumng
them, as it were, and knocking thmn into shape. That was
the dArrangement but some of the smateur proels were heard
to remark that if any Dblessed conmmmittee knocked their
verses uto shape, the committee itself would jolly soon be
knocked out of '-:.Ei.illl*
~ stll, some supervision was neeessary 3 Hurrce Jamset Ram
hm,':ln for mmstance, splendid and picturesgue as his flow of
languaze was, could not be considered as a master-poct in
English. Inky was assigned the part of a Prussian ordeily,
who had to veport to General Von Snortz that a party of
unhappy DBelrians were ready for execuiion. Hurree Sinsh
worked hard on his lines, and before bedtime he had them
fairly moing, and rend them out in the common-rooin for the
Judzment of his estermed clhums,

For an orderly to inake lus report in rhyvine was certainly
not, lifelike—still, as Bob Cherry Thmlj;_l"vrﬂﬂl} observed, 1t
wasn't so funny as n grand opera, where he wonld lave to
Srir at,

Inky's lines, however, could not be regarded as anything
but funny, to _;ml"v by the expressions of the Remon ites when
he recited them.

conditinne

" Esteemed and vencrable err von Snortz
I come to make my excellent reports,
A hundred ecaptivated wretched scamps,
Are readyful for exceution 1n our camps,
Now orderfully shall the blessed lot
Be forthwithfully, mstantfully shot.
S0 may all Dewtschland’s foemen go to pot i

Hurgee Singh looked round for applause, To his surprise,
lw found hls esteemed chums almost in hvsteries,

“Where does t!]q_'- smilefulness come in, my ladicrous and
tu'-.E.'li'-.imtr friends 77 asked the nabob., *'Is there any fanltful-
ness in my -.J.L].]‘L!" verses

sl 7 ha. ha!

“0Oh, we'll knock "em 1111{] shape.” grinned Wiblev: “we'll
feave ent a foot or two mn some of the lines—or a vard or
1“{3_

‘“Ha, ha, ha!™

‘s not the Enghs=h firstful-class

“Top-hele ™ sawd Wharton, " We
“instantfully——" 7

don't usually say

“But von say “delightfully,” m the esteomed English
R e 7 -
:]:'Il; L o |

¥ ‘fi* g,
“And you say
*Yes, but—
"Hn-n why should vou not say ‘ mstantfuliv”
* Blessed if T know, but we don't. and vou're jelly
coing to,” said Hares, with a chuekle,

“ T bow to the sublime judgment of v esteonmied chan, but
I thankfuily regard these versithed ceffusions as toparate”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Boedtine I said Wingate of the Rixth. locking into the
ORI FOOTT).

And the juniors moved off {0 the

over tiie  1hob's versiful effusjons.

Cregroe hlulh L

well not

cormitory, <till « }:1'.1_-};H:r|g'

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business!

CRING the noxt two or threoe
Lo, were vory busy.,
"u:n was UCoker of the Fifth.
Caoker had fairly hurled lomself into the
The ereat Horace had a deternuned ihm';urrr

hie had onee made up his mind, hiz mind »

Harry Wihiorion &

1
AVE,

thange,
and when
= made up. Then
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his determination was like unto the laws of the Medes and
Persians—it never changed.

Anvthing in the nature of opposition confirmed Coker in lis
determinations. There was no argumg with Coker.

@a it will be easily understood, that when the Lat went
forth from Coker's study, that the Filth-Form Stage Clab
was to have a **whack ™ at that fifty guineas so generonsly
offered by Mr, X. Y. Z.. the IFifik-Form Stage CUlub Lad 1o
toe the line,

Coker. in fact. was the Srage Club,

1t had been Coker's idea—borrowed from the Remove. as
a matter of absolute fact—he had founded it, he Lad nueesed
it. and he had made it a suceess—or 2o he fondly dicamed.

Six or seven of the Fifth were in the club, and thiey really
had to give Coker his head, because there were nb clibseriy
tions to be paid by members; Coker, out ol hits plentiful
supply of {'Fli-i;]. standing all the expenses,

1f Coker had not backed the club financially in that way,
the club would not have lasted long—if mndead i1t had ever
come together at all. 1or Ccker was a somoewhat heavy-
handed president and stage-manager.

It was alwavs a foregone conclusiom that Coker plaved the
titleTroles. that Coker had all the limehight; in short. that
Coker was the play, and the play was Coker.

Indeed, Coker reserved the right of making the most
sweeping alterations in any play undertaken by the ¢lub, in
arder to give himself a bit in every act. Some of the fellows
said that when the Fifth did Julins Cassar, Coker had insisted
that Cwmsar should recover from his wounds, recetved at the
hands of Brutus & Co., and appear in person at the battle
of Philippi—because Coker was playing Ciesar, amnd dadn't
mean to be assassinated and ﬁu:i,qud with n the muddle of
the play. And Julins Cesar would have been played. too, on
those original lines—Coker being monarch of all he snrveved
— had not the fellows induced Coker to take Brutus's part
instead. and let Potter play Casar and be killed in the right
place,

But over the X. Y. Z. play, the Filth-Form Stage C'lub
came near o going on strike.

Coker condescended to diseuss the matter with them; he
would semetimes unbend as far as that, the club having to
play the part of an applauding chorus,

“T'm hard at work on the play,” said Coker, to .he Flstive
Fiith-Formers, * When I've got it done, I'm going to read it
out Tt yoiu——

“(raod Lord ! mormured Fitzgerald.

“What's that?”

1 sanl go on, plaze, Coker,” said Tirzgerald trhaneiy,

“1'in going to read 1t ont.” resumed Coker. giving Fitz
gerald a suspicions look. *and you fellows ean make sng-
wostions, It's pessible that you may be able to sugygest
PProy erilents,

“Very hkely.” agrecd Potter,

Dot be an ass, Potier!”

ot 11 T

“You can leave the play inoany hands, you feliows and
depend absolutely on having something rood,” sand Color. une-
heedine Potter. I never realls thouirht T was such a dab st
poetry, hut you never know what yon can do tll ven try.
L i that it comes auite easily.”

“Prear mee ! murmured Smich major,

s imply rums off my pen,” sanl Coker. the
whole bizney in heroic verse, and it's as casy as falling off a

“Thm dongr

-

Fomm,

vyt noed a heroie audiener oo remarkied vl

v [ vou' ve come here to he funny, Fitzgorald——"

auee and ['m not poing to poach 00 YOUT pECSCTYEE,
Coker darting,  But what abont all of vs having a hiand o
the play —wniung 1. I mean— "

“No good at all!” said Coker decidedly.

“Why not?"” asked Smith major. rather warmly,

“ Vou follows haven't much 1dea of poetry, DBesudes, o play
iz a work of art—it ought to b the camplete work of a sibeloe
master-mind.” explained Coker. “But I'm going to el if
out to vou for suggestions. I den’t suppose you follows wiil
he able to snggest any mmprovemenis.  But you miecht, We'll
cor. Now., Dve got the hst of characters praciically finnshed,
and T'll hand them out this evening. We shall have to gof a
lot of new things from old Lazarus's, I've writhn to iy
Aunt Judv, and she's going to send me a whacking iip for
the cxponses.”

“Good old auntie!”

¢ And don't vou fellows make any engagements for il first
week 1n the vae, as wo're not cortain of the <dnte of the
repeesentation yet,” saud Coker,

“0h 1"

“4We may go directly to the place when we break np—T
don't know yet. You'll all be ready to receive my instruc
tions.

“ Bedad !

“ As for the Gfty guiness. T'm not going to tench thaf,
said Coker. *“ My idea is, half of 1t to be divided among the
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it t'ru' other ]i;!” Ly 0 tir the eluly as a whiole, I
sha o't take a whack o™

There was a auurnur of applause. Old Coker always was
senerons i money waiters, But the Lfty gumess had not
Been bagged vet, as Smirth niajor remarked.

“It's eoriain, practically certam,” smd Coker. ™ You see,
the play will whack anvthiie clse that's sent in to b, G,
['m semding it i to-day,  Quelchy 12 lending me his 1ype-
jigwer toowrite it ot It owidl beat anyilang ¢lse that's
ctered,”

“How Jdo von knoav 2™ gueried "Tomlipson.

wwell, I odoe knows™ said Coker.  Those Remove kids
have entercd.  We're going to put a stop to that. Can’t have
fags in the Lower Iourth ecmpeting with us—hot m the
care schoel”

* Ahem ! Bnt how—"

“f shall stop them.” :aid Coker, frowning. “1 simply
say 1 wou't have it. That's seitled. 1 hear that the High-
chiffe faps are in it, too—but 1 suppose we can’'t inicriera
with Hicheliffe.,  Anvhow, they haven't an carthly., so it
doesn't matter.  Buot with the Bemove here, 1t makes 125 look
ridiculous to be competed with by our own fags. | shall
point out to Wharten, and tell himat's got 1o stop.”

The Stage Club grinted. They could guess cxactly how
much Harry Wharton. the captam of the Remove, was likely
to obey such instructions from ilorace Coker.

Coker secmed to have no doubis, however. Uoker was
quite sure that his lordly will would not be disputed. Coker
often made little mistakes like that,

“ Now. I'll read vou the first act,” said Coker, * that'll give
vou an idea of the thing, It begins with a prologhe, spoken
by Ceres as zoddess of war——"

Potter secrived to be suffering from a sudden pain; but he
recovered (... <lv as Coker's gleaming eye turned on him.

“The title of the play,” resumed Coker, 15 ° Red Buin'
I think that's striking.”

“My hat "

“You see, ‘Red Ruin' deseribes the cffect those beastly
Prussians have had on Belgium. They've mucked up the
whole place, you know.”

“But why red " asked Potter meckly,

“ Blood's red, isn't it, fathead? And the country’s i ruins,
ien't it ¢ Haven't you got any sense, George Potter®”

“ But are the ruins red 7 asked Potter, “*I've scen pictures of
thenr. and they generally look black—rather grimy, in fact L

Loker sniffed.

“That shows that I've got to keep the thing in my hands,
s far as composition goes,” he said. ** You've got 1o poctic
imagination.  Of course, the ruins aren’t really red, Lot it'a
a poetic allusion. See?”

- Nunne, 1 don't quite see.  If the ruins ain’t red, and you
<uy they are red, it sounds to me like o eram.”

S Petter stick to the truth,” said Greone, X ou 80,
perhaps some of the andicnce will have seen the ruins, and
will know jolly well the they ain't red.”

“Oh, my hat! And >oun think you can help me w vite the
play 1" said the exaspeiated Coker. ™ You've got about us
much poctic imuagination as—as a Prossian jenker! Yoo
leave it to e, The ticle of this play is * Red Ruin' ™

“* But—--"

“There are no ‘buts’ 1 the case.
play,” roarcd Coker, *13 * Redd Ruin ™17

The Stage Club subsided. When Coker shouted, 1t wos
seless to argue, and if Coker persisted that the title of that
play was “Red Ruin,” why, the title of that play was *' Red
Ruin.” That was settled. Having reduced the Stage Club
t ovder. Coker sorted out his munuscripts, and prepared to
roud onit the first act.

1 The title of this

e ———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker the Poet!

i HERE are you gomng, Fitzgerald?”
“Qure, I'm going ©y seo Blundell”
8t diawn !

“ Bt —-"

Qi down!”

Fitzeerald made a grimace, amd sat tdown.

“Whoere are von off to, Potter?”

W Just—jnst going to—to stammercd Potter.

fe3is down!”

Potter grunted, and sat down.  There was evidently  no
pacaping the first act of Coker's deama, The Stage Club wiers
very restive. Never had thev folt so muich melined to go
o stk There was one consideration that held them
within the bonds of diseipline,  They hadn’t had tea yet, and
Coker was standing ono of his usual magnificent spreads
affor the disevssion, Aml they eoull mot very well leiave

13
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Coker to read his play out to han-clf, and come back to the
feast afterwards,

2o they muade up ther mands to grin and bear it
1t wis hkely to be caster 1o grin than to bear it

*As I've told vou, the prologue comes iresy,™ sand Coker,
“Ceres, goddess of war, euters amd speaks before the curtaim
rocs up.  She begins——"

“¥Youve told e the prologue,” sand Potter,

*1 haven't told these other chaps. She begins:

“k

Indecd.

“OMud Belgmom’s gory ficlds and war's alarms,
Affvighted Europe all turns vp in arms.
Fair Belgia’s realm, although a peutral state,
Hears Hunm-h legwns thundering at the gate——"
“What gate?”’ askoed Fitzgerald,
“Any gate, vou as<! It means shie hears them coming—
=ees Tem, in fact., IU's a poetical expression.

“ Oh, who shull paint the horrors of the siege,
Or deeds of arms wrought on the walls of Licge

ry

“Good old Leeje!”™ murmured Potter.

“If vou interrupt we with wdiotie remarks, Georpe Potter,
there'll be trouble in this study. That last line is really a
vorker. It remimds one of the Crusaders, and the Paladins,
and things liko that.”

* Throughout the city ving the loud alarms:

To arms, to arms, to arms, to arms, to arms——"
¥

“ Hold on!” said Potter. ** Let's have this clear. Whose
arims aro you roferring to?”

“You ass! The Belgian arms, of course—The garrison’s.™

“PBut had they only two arms among the lot?”

“Eht"

“Every chap in the place must have had two arms before
tho battle,” said Greene. ' Of course, they may have had
less afterwards.”

“You duffers!” howled Coker.

two ' arms. T O—to! =ee?

“1 said “to’ arms, not

** Alas for Belgia fair! The savage Huns
Have sccretly prepared tremendous guns—
Tremendous gpuus that raged and raved and roaved,
And hapless Licge was levelled with the sward——"'

“0h, my hat!”

“71 can't help thinking that's a bit off-side,” said Tomlinsan,
“What harm did the guns de, if the town was levelled with
the swoprd?™

™ot the 'sword.” ass—the * sward.” That means the level
cround. You ecan't say ground in a poem: vou have te say
sward, or something of the sort. It's one of the rules.

]

“ But hark, but hark. but hark, but hark, but hark!
From Albion’s shores comes many a bounding bark.
Brave boys in khaki land upon the shore,

And more, and more, and more, aind more, and more ”

The Stage Club members looked at one another speechlessly
as Coker declaimed those telling lLives,

“ Swift to the battle, 'neath the mon Jack,
The Huns reel back, and baek, and back, and back.
Back to his frontier reels the savage Hun,
Far, far away dies the last Prussian gun,

"Tis done! "Tis done! "Tis done! "Tis done! Tis done '™
“Seems to be a lot of repetition about that,” said Tomlin-
son reflectively. " What they call in ltalian—ahem '—diito
repeato.””

“That makes it efective.” saud Coker, in
“The audience will simply rize in that prologue.”

“But if they go out after the prolerue, what abont the
plaxi?

“T don’t mean they’ll rize to go out, fathead! They'll Lo
cimply taken by storm,™ said Coker. © When you write verse,
the thing 15 to make 1t spimted. T flatior myzell Pee done
that. Now then, Act 1. First seene—A Field in Belgium,
Fnter Prussiaus marching.,  The chavactors in this scene aro
the Kaiser, the Crown Prinee, and General Von Kluck., It's
vffective to begin with the nobs, yeu know. The Kaiswer
starts:

“Now 15 the winter of our aliscontent

Midde glovous summaer by the fall of Ghent——"

explanation.

?

“J—I zayv, I've heavd someiglung hke that before,™
mnrd Potter,
Bhakesneare?”
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“There miav be some resemblance.’”  said Coker. & |
supposc vou ve beard about preat minds running in grooves,
innver’t vou!”

i

“The RKaser goes on:

“ S[oon shall the hated, hated British foe
By I'rnssian arms be laid completely low.
Ilm_-ﬁ: hoch! hoch! hoch! The Prussiun Guards shall
Filiy
At Lo Bassee, Dieppe. and cke at Calais.
Then o'er the Chapnel In our conquering flect,
And England, hated England’s at our feet !

“ Then the Crown Prince puts in a bit.  I've made the Crown
Prince taik sense for the sake of variety,” cexplained Coker.
“Of course, he wouldn't, really, He's as big an idiot as the
cld gentleman, But that’s poetic licence,

‘““ Alas, mein vater, gaze around, around!
The hated, hated British hold their ground;
They snap their fingers at our biggest guns,
And shovo their bayonetls through our wretched Huns,
Whe lLie in thousands strewn upon the swaid,
To wait no more at any festive board.

“Then Von Kluck chips in:

** Waiters! Ha, ha! They once knew how io wait
In restaurants, where Britons dined 1n state.
But now they. will not wait for British steel—
They reel, they reel, they reel, they reel, they reel!”

“Ha, hi, hal”

Coker ceased to declaim, and glared ferociously at the Stage
Club. Irom every member had procecded a vell of laughter,
They could hold it in mo longer. Coker's poetry was too
miich for them.

“What :are you eackling at?” demanded Coker wrathfulls.

“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Potter.  “ They reel, they reel, they
reel, they reel, they—ha, ha—reel!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker jumped up.

*Look here, vou silly chumps

“Ha, Ba. ha ™

“Tt's still better further on ** said Coker.

“Then it must be a regular corker further on!™ ga<ped
Potter, **(oker, old man, T don't wunt to be rude, but do
you think any audience will really stand that ?”

“Stand 1! yelled Coker. ** Why, they'll simply rise {o
A b hgt™

“Shut up. vou chomps! Have a little sense.  You have to
put yoursell into a poctic mood to uiderstand peetry,  Listen
to this bit by the Kaiser:

»

Lk
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UOALs ! too troe! T feel it ino oy bones,

My fleet' s destined to go to Davy Jones.

My choicest troops go back, and back, and bacl,
With hated DBritons raginr on their track!

In vain, in vain commands the Highest Hun—
They run, they run, they run, they run, they run!"™

“Oh, don't!"" pasped Potter.
}'G'l_i i, ri'ﬁ”}'jn‘

“Merey !” moaned Fitzgerald.

“1 sav. if they run, they vun, they run, they run, they
run. it shows their sense, if the Kaiser was spouting that
kind of poetry at them,” said Grecene, “I'm jolly well
goine to do the same.”

And Greene ran.

The Stage Club followed Greond's
Tex or no tea, feed or no feed,
nyore.

Caoker sumply glowered,

He had hardly started eon the hrst act of iz drama,
“ Bed Run” and the Stage (lub liad fled to the last
membey., The great Horace remained alone in his study.

“The silly idiots!” ejacalated Coker. " The burbling
Jufives!  Fat lot they knosy about poetry ! It's hrsteclazss—
sunply iop-hole, fall of spirit. I know I'm jolly well not
polng to alter a hine—not a syllable. If they jolly well
den't aet it Just as I've writtea 1t, U'll dissolve the ¢lub, by
Jove !

And the reading of the play having to be unavoidably
postponed, Horace Ucker marehod off wrathfully to borrow
Myr. Queleh’s tvpewriter. For the lack of appreciation on
the part of the Stage Club had not made any difference
at all to Coker. *"Red Ruin * was colmig in to Mr. X. Y. 2.,

“You're giving me a pain—

example, They ran,
they could not bear any
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‘“What on earth is he hurhlin_g' about? " said Har;}.' Wharton, ia sur;_lrise.

“ Day-dreaming,” sald Bob Cherry ;

‘ “ I'Il wake him up!" * Fifty gulneas—yarooh!" roared Billy Bunter, as Bob's heavy hand descended upon his

shoulder, with a resounding smack.

 The sleeper awakes!"” grinned Nugent.

(See Chapter 1.)

and Coker had not the shghtest doubt that by return of
' rlowing with admiration, to

il
{}ust he would receive a lettey
yag that splendid drama and the services of the Fifth-Form

Stage (ub.

For the next hour or so Horiee Coker was cheking awag
industriously on the machine When he came out with
his manuseript all veady for the post he was grected with
smiles on all sides.

“You-vou're really posting that thing?™ a:ked Potter.
Well as he knew thie ETiLl Coker, he enuld |I-.:||'L'”_'f believe
that even Coker was so thumping an ass.

Coker snorted.

“‘-'f CoOurse [ A, fathead ! 1'.1.-:_'!_! A viorll .’Ir;|i|]!-;_ !-",h_- u‘ri".:‘n
it for?"”

wThere'll be casualtios when they vemd 127 sanl Greene,
*This is rather rough on poor old X. Y. Z.7

“1'd punch your silly  heads all round ! said Coker,
“PBut I put this down to roin ignorance. When T get the
answer from X. Y. Z.. vou'll seel”

“Ha, ha! We shall!”

“ And when he accepts the play, and asks #s 1o play 1k,
}--';u'H sine to oa different rane ™ cparted Coker.

“When he does!™ grinned Fitzgerald,

If X. Y. Z. ask: for our serviees afrer 'z Foad tne
play. Coker, we'll back vou 1p uo end” said [Porter.
“Wa'll play it if he wag 2

o Cortainly.” satd Greene: that’s agresd.”

#That's all T want,” saul Coker. “IT the man doesn't
like the play he won't wanr us to act 1n. But I think he
will: his letter gave me the impression that he was a
man of sense.”
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And Coker marched off to post his manuseript, leaving
Potter and Greene aud Firzgerald cackling till they had no
breath lefr to cackle with,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar is Suspicious!
i OMIN'Y"

The Caterpillar asked the question.
Frank Courtenay was sitting on the corner of the
table, m Study No. 3 in the Fourth, at Highcliffe,
He had been talking cricket, but the Caterpnllar had yawned
<o portentously that Courtenay gave it up. (‘ourtenay had
determined that, sooner or later, he would make the
champion slacker of Highehffe nto a footballer and a

. ericketer, but he had a difficult task before .

asked Courtenay, a3z the

“Where are vou jgoing?"
k. = LI N ]
COITETLE

Caterptllar asked hitn if he were

“allin’ on Pon.”

“Calling on Pou®™  said
hrows.  * What the dicken- are vou calling on Pon for?

“Well, it's a Iong tume <ince I've called on Pon, I used
ta be alwass eallin’ on Pon vou knew, before you came.
We nsed to play bridge for guids before vou brought me to
meditate on Ny 3NL.

Oh, cheese it, Uatorpillar, 1 :nppose vou're not going to
play bridge now. If yon are, vou |]]m1'r_ want me.”

“ But T'm wat.” said De Courcy imperturbably, “Haven't
vou shown me the error of my ways and brought me up
in the wav T should go? But Pon is n very attractive chap.
Come with moe and sive him a call”

Courtenay, lifting his eye-
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“But I'm not on calling termis with Ponsonby,” said
Courtenay. ' Besides, ever sinve he played that caddish
trick on Wharton and Cherry, I never see him without
wanting to punch his head.”

“But you ocught to call on your relations sometimes,”
urged the Caterpallar. ** What about fanuly affection, yon
know, and all that? Desides, Pon’s an attractive chap.
He's such a humorist.”

Courtenay stared at the Caterpillar.
De Courcy had some reason for wanting hun
the dandyv of the Fourth.

“What's the hittle game?” he demanded.

“That's what I'm gom’ to fimd out,” sald the Caterpillar,
“You know what an inquisitive chap T am.”

Courtenay smiled. The Caterpillar was the reverse of
inquisitive, So far from being interested in other people's
affairs he was bored to tears by them

He could see that
to call on

“T'm simply burnin’ with coriosity,” went on  the
Caterpillar. * Yearnin' for information, yon know. I smell
a mouse—a large-sized mouse., Do you remember when

Pon was layin' a little scheme for your benchit, Franky? I
emelt a mouse, didn't I?"”

“You did, old chap.”

“Well, now I smell anotheyr mouse. I'm an astonishin’
keen chap sometimes—astonishin’. Come along and let's
give Pon a friendly call.”

“But I don't see g

“Qh, it’s not up against us!" said the Caterpillar. “If
Ponsonby was plottin’ our giddy downfall T'd let him plot
himself black in the face. Bui we're not goin' to have any
more dirty tricks played on those Greyfriars chaps. 1 dis-
approve.”

Courtenay's brow darkened.

““ Oh, that’s it, is 1L7"

“] have a kind of idea that it ie. A jape's a Jape, but
our good Pon never knows when to sloip, I hike those Grey-
friars fellows a litile. 1 find semethin® to admire, you
know, in their surprisin® encrgy. And that black bounder—
what's his name '——Jampot or somerhin’ b

“Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,” said Courtenay,

“¥eo pods! What a name !” zaid the Caterpillar.  * Well,
I like him. I hke the way he speaks English., He's a
prince, too, and you know what a snob T am, Peavky. I'm
not goin' to have Pon japin’ a privce; 1t would make my
snobbish blood boil. 8o we're goin' to give Pon a eall,
Comin' ¥"

“Oh, all right!”

“You see,” murmurcd the Caterpillar lazily. as they went
down the passage, *‘the excellent Pon is changnin’ lus spots.
He. never cared a dashed dash about amateur theatrieals,
Now he's takin® them up as if be meant” to look for a job
as a super on the stage, by gad! I must say he's rather
clever at it, too. And they're always chucklin’, aml Pon
wis so tickled when he heard that the Remove kids had
taken up that A B C advertisement inz :

w3, Y. Z., fathcad !”

“Yaas, ] mean X. Y. Z. Pon was simply killn" himself
laughin’ when I told him—he asked me, you know. There's
somethin’ fishy about it. 1 scent a jape. and he's not goin’
to pull a prince's leg while thore's & snob like me to stop
him—what? Hark at ’em now, the merry japers!”

There was a sound of laughier from Ponsonby’s study, and
chuckling voices. But much as the Caterpillar wanted to
know what Ponsonby's little game was, he did vot think of
listening to the voices. He knocked atr the doeor at once and
openod 1t :

“Exense my intrudin’, gentlemen ™ he satd oracefully.

“Hallo! Come in, Caterpillar ™ said Pounsonby, quite
graciously, It was a new thing for De CUeurey 1o call upon
himi, and he hoped it was a sign that the Caterpillar was
returning to the fold.

“My pal’s with me,” said the Caterpiller,
Clare—I mean Courtenay., The nuts aie
tempered—warranied guite harmless, by gad!™

Ponsonby and Vavasour and Maonzon and Gadsby were in
the study. Ponsonby had a most peenbiar look. The nuats
had evidently been practizmg lor 1%1911- amateur theatricals,
Ponsonby was dressed in man’s elothes, a somewhat flachy
oheck suit, with light brown boots and white spats, and
he was padded out till he looked nearly twice as fat as usual,
Pon bemng naturally a somewhar slim and elegant young

réon. There was a box open en the table, and the juniors
Eﬁd apparently been about to make up Pon’s face. There
was alveady a dab or two on s chiecks.

Hloin' strong—what?" asked the Caterpillar.

“ Looks like 1t, doesn’t 11 77" smid Ponsonby.

"(Goin' to bag that ffty gwineas the advertisin’
offers—what I

"Ha. ha; ha!"

Tue Magver LiBRARY. —No. 374

OUR COMPANION THE BOYS' FRIEED,
PAPERS ; Every Monday,

“Come 1n,
uite gu-:’n.:[-

chap

#THE CEM " LIBRARY,
Every Wegnasday,

THE DREACNOUCHT,
Every Thursday,

roar of laughter. The
He did not sec why
that outburst of

Ponsonby & Co. burst into a
Caterpillar locked a hitle surprised.
his question should have drawn forth
ImErrinwnt,

“T suppose I'm rather dense,” he said pobhtely., *'T don'd
see the joke. I understood you were goin’ in for that play
bizney.”

B ha, chel”

Y 8a we are,” said Ponzonby. ** It's all mght, Caterpallar ;
of course we are. That’s what we're practising for. We're
woing to leave those Greyfriars cads out in the cold, yon
know.”

“ Abzolutely ! chirruped Vavacour,

“Yaas, but it's odd,” said the Caterpillar. *‘ Wharton
showed us a letter he'd had from the X. Y. Z. johnny. I
guppose vou ve had one—what 1"

“Oh, yes!™

“8o you've got to write a play "

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes!™ '

“ Again 1 fail to see the merry joke,” sald the Caterpillar.
“Put 1'l] tuke your word for it there is one, as you're laughin’,
You haven't written that play yet—what?”

“Not yet!” grinned (adsby.

“ Pretty close on the vae, too, isn't i

“(h, lots of time yet!”

“ And you're goin’ to act in the play—eh?"

“MNaturally,” grinned Monson, ]

“Then it's very remarkable,” said the Caterpillar, with &
shake of the head,

“What's remarkable?"” asked Ponsonby blandly. _

“Whv. you're the only chap who ever does any practice
in makin'-up. You're always at it, and always those same
togs.” said the Caterpillar.  * Yonu never rchearse or any-
thin'—only in those togs. And they're net the kind of
clobber for a war play.  What's the httle game, Pon?”

“Eh? What little game?”

“ Are all the other fellows going to act without rehearsin’
or anythin' "’

“(h, they'll get that at my place early in the vac!™

The Cuterpillar shook hiz head.

“Pon, old man, I'm sorry to sav if," he remarked. * but
vou're talkin’ like a Prussian Chancellor, You ain't stickin®
to the truth!”

“What's the matter now?" aszked Ponsonby.,

“You're not enterin’ for that X, Y. Z, bizney at all.” said
the Caterpillar  deliberately. “It's all moonshine— i
gummon, dear bov. If you were goin’ to write a play hike
those CGrrevirars chaps, rou'd be writin® it.  1f you were
goin’ to act a play, you'd all be rehearsin® it. . You're not
poin® to do anvthin® of the sort.  You've got a httle game on,
amd you're only pretendin’ to be goin’ an for Mr, X Y. Z. to
throw dust in our eyes!”

Ponsoulyy shrugged his shoulders.

“Why shonld 1 take the trouble to do that?"” he saul.

“ Because we are so dooctd pally with the Geeyirars chaps,
and yvou don’'t want us to warn them that youw're gom’ to japo
them,” =ail De Uourcy at onee,

(‘ourtenay started.  He had not thought of it before, but
now that the clear-witted Caterpullar pointed 1t out, 1t was
protty certain that it was coreect. I Ponsonby & Co. had
been entering seriously for Mre, X, Y., 4As scheme, their
]_'rrq_'*p;ir,'uiuuq for the same 'i"-lJ---i:l.i L’-i’-:’[.iilli} 11.‘1'..'1_‘ Lroen VOry
diflerent.

The nuts of the Faurth looked at one another with rather
startlod EIHIH'(“:. Thear 4'?-.[.'!['!:':-.-Hiun.-=: Wory !"H-[H]g.fh to =how
that the Caterpnllar was right.  CUecll Ponsonby bt lus lip.

“You're awlully keen,”™ he zaul, with a sneer.  ** But even
suppose we were poing to jape the Greyiriars cads, 1 suppose
VOl wouldnt be cad cenough to warn themm?”

“You see, myv good Pon. your japes are not alwavys quite
the thaing.” eaplained the Caterpillar. “You are such a
howlin' cad—"

R bttt

“Pxcnuse mos T alwavs tell the trath, vou know—1 find it's
frss troubile 1n t hue lﬂ'llz'..r run.’” sawl the ['.utl-!'pjllnr urbanelvy.
“Mhat trick vou played the other day was caddish. Thoso
two follows might have broken their hmbs or got bad
Spralls, Then onee vou cut them adeift 1 oa barge, and
thevy might have been drowned.  There's a limit to japin®,
Pon, amd von don't seem to see the limit.  Therefore, my
dear boy, T remark quite plainly that T won’t have it, As
1 don’t want vou to accise mo of sneakin’., 've really come
here, nore than anythin® else. to tell vou that I'm up against
it, and warn you to lock cut!™

“Thanks "

“T'mm goin’ to spot vour game, amnd I'm goin’ to give the
Grexvfriars follows the tip."" =a1d De (ourey. *1 toll you so
plain. dear bov, so that it will be all above board. See®”

“Yon ean be a speakin® ¢ad of you like,” said Ponsonby,

t?“
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“Go and eat coke.
house pal with vou!”

« Certainly, dear bov. I only wanted to give you a [fuir
warnin'. Your japes are so dashed blackguardiy, Pon. that
I can’t stand them—ecan't, really. I'm goin’ to chip in and
frustrate vour giddy knavish tricks, Pon—that's my little
Zame. !

Cet out of my study, and your work-

Now vou can go on with the washin® !

And the Caterpillar iounged elegantly out of the study. fol-
lowed by Courtenay, who bad not spoken a word. Ponzonby
& Co. exchanged glances when the door was closed.

“He hasn’t tumbled?' said Vavasour.

“How could he?” said Ponsonby. *“We shall have to be
awfully careful. The rotter means what he says!”

“ Rather an ass to come and warn us!" said Gadsby.

“Oh, those cads pride themselves on playin’ the game!
But they'll never tumble to the wheeze in a month of
Sundays.  What the silly burbler said shows that he basn'f
the faintest idea of it. I’z the jape of the scason, and the
(‘aterpillar hasn't the brains to spot it. 1 thought we'd
taken him in. too, But it doesn't matter ; he'll never tumble.
Let's get on”

The nuts procecded with their business,  They were all
lending a band to makeup Ponsonby's face with grease-
paint and false whiskers and beard and moustaches.

They had been putting in a good deal of practice lately, all
on the same object, and eertainly they were growing very
surcessful.  Ponsonby eouldn’t have been recognised by s
nearest and dearest relation when they had finished.

('ourtenay and the Caterpillar returned to Moo 3. Uourtenay
was looking theughtful and a hittle worried.

“Well? said the Caterpillar, watching hiz face with an
amused snule.

“There's something on,” said Uourtenay,

* ¥aas, by gad:”

% You've spotted it and 1 dide't.” said Courtenay, “0f
conrsne, if it is only a jape. such as the Gregfriars chaps would
play themselies, we conldn’t say anything.  But most Likely
it 1sn’t.  Ponsonby is such 2 howling cad, it may be some
more of his dirty tricks.  He doesn’t care how much he dis-
graces Higheliffe ™

« And Higheliffe eouldn’t stand much more disgracin® !

“ (me thing's dertain—w o'l jolly well stop him if we cn e
soid Courtenay,  “Thoss fallows at Grexfriacs have been
decent to me, and if he's going to play them a dirty trick, it's

up to us to chip in!”

“ilear, hear!™ sand the Caterpillar. “But what the
denee can it be, Franks? It won't be easy to know. We
can't condeseend to Tisten at a kevhole, as one of the execllent
nis themselves mizht do.  Must play the game.  What 1s
it they've plannin'?  Thes're not goin® in for the X. Y. i
plav, that's plain enough.  Dut what are they scheman &7

Courtonay shook his head.  He had to give it np.

The two chums gave the matior a good deal of thought,
but they had to confess that it baffled them.  All they could
be soee of was that it was a dirty trick. hev toak thit for
eranted, as i was Ponsonby whe was planning it. It was
possible, of eourse, that it was enly some harmless jape. anid
in that ease thor interference would not be ecalled for. B
thiv cdnd mot trosi Ponzonby.

But there was nothing to be learned from Possonby &
Lo =

The happy nnts were often scen chuckling and whispering
amone themselves, bt they did not allow any information to
pseape them.  They were evidently in possession of some
fromendously good joke, but what it was they were equally
evidently determined to keep to themselves,

L]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Too Cool!

- HE waitfulness 15 the painful infiction,”” Hurres Jam:zet
Ram Singh remarked. a few  duys larer, “*The
esteemed X, Y. Z. is keeping us ppon the tender.
looks ™'

Probably Hurree Singh meant tenterhooks.

Certainly there were a good many fellows at Greyfroars
upon tenterhooks, as the date of the school breakiop-up camae
nearcr and earer.

For the #(all of the
finished., revisaed, re-revised, and  revised again, and
turned inte what was roally o work of deamatic art., ond
duly despatehed to X. Y. Z. at the office of the “Friardale
Timoes."

Then the schoolbioy playwright= had fo wair for the decision
af that nuknown gentleman,

Harry Wharton & o, were not the only fellsws who were
on tenrerhooks,

There was Coker of the Fifrh.

Bt Coker was not so anxions as the Bemovites, Canfident
in the sublime qualities of “ Red Boin,” Coker awadted the
r.-_—-:n]: "-".'iﬂl -11|r:|_-1]|i|15_1' ]H{ﬁ 1*4'1‘.H1]'!Jllr".i‘[l=.. Tlh-_' {J]I!_".' f_i:’:ﬂlﬂ Wl
whether X, Y. Z. had sense enough to underztand arud appre-
ciate “Red Ruin.™
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To that extent, Coker was on tenterhooks.  But it was a
great comfort to feel that the play in itself could not have
boen better dome, and that it all depended uwpon X. Y, Z.
being gifted with common-sense.

The Fifth-Form Stage Club persisted in regarding Coker’s
offorts azs a joke, much to the annoyance of the great
Horace.

But it was agreed that if X. Y. Z. accepted the play and
called for their services. they would back Coker up as one
A,

1f the unknown advertizer was willing to pay them fifty
gnincas for acting Coker’s awful rot, they had no objection
at all, az Potter declared. But they were willing to lay
heavy odds that X. Y. %, however big an idiot he might be,
would not be quite so big an idiot as that.

“You'll jolly well see!” growled Coker, a dozen times at
least.  “You fat-headed pifflers don’t understand poetry.
Why, there are some verses in my play that beat anything
I've ever read.  You'll see!”

So the rivals of Greviriars waited on “ tender-hooks.” as
Iniky expressed it, for the verdict from X, Y. 7.

That verdict could not be much longer delayed, as it ‘was
stated in the conditions that the selected play was to be repre-
sented in the first week of the Easter vacation, and the
vacation was close at hand now,

Harry Wharton & Co. watched cvery post eagerly for &
letrer from the unknown,

It came at last,

Trotter, the page. brought g typed letter up to No 1 Btudy,
where the Famous Five were at tea.  Harry Wharton & Co.
were in great spirits just then.  Wharton had had a letter
that dav from his old chum, Johnny Bull, announcing that
he intended te return to Greyfriars, The Co. had missed
Jobmny Bull, and they were very glad Lo hear that he was
rr_*.rrﬁtag back to the old school.

They were discussing Johnny Bull’s letter when Trotter
broucht in the typed missive. At the sight of it even Johuny
Buli’s letter was put asude. i

** The blessed play back ! 2aid Bob Cherry. as he observed
that the covelope was a large and heavy one,

“Well, he was bound to send it back, anyway,” said
Whirton: = we want the conyv. But we'll zo00n see what the
crchly verdier 18"

The letter was fucklys openad.

Theve was the © Call of the Empire.” which Wharton had
tvved on Mre. (aeleh’- machine. as Coker had done with
*“ Hed Huom,™

Thero was a trped leceer with o

The cluims of the Remov e voad i cagerly,
lNehtea upe as they cead, for 1t was sood news,

Anid thew facoes

“ Dpar Master Wharton ——I have vead the *Call of the
Frmpire - with very great pleasare. T was far from cxpecting
an oririnal compositian by schoolboyvs to attain such a very
hich cpealiy & .

“ That chan knows somethiig ™ commented Bob Cheiry.

“1 may sav at once thar the play is quite satisfacrory, anod
all depends upon the rehear-al, which my agent will call
ta witness at a date fixed by yowrzelves —7

* Hear, hegr!”

“ 1 have encaced Mr. Cholmondeler, the celebrated
theatrical acent, for this purpose, and shall depend entirely
upon lis verdiet,  Me, Cholmondeles™s fee will be paid by
myvsell, and vou will be put to no expeuse in the matter—"

* Beavo!”

“ As Mr. Cholmondeloy has to witness other rehearsals,
ihere being a laree mumber of plavs submitted to me. |
should be glad if ven could make it ennventent fo fx tiex
Saturduy alternoon for the vehearsal — 7

“rhat's all vieht ! said Nuzent. Y We should have had
o choose & half-holiday, anyway. That will st us”

“Alv, Cholmondeley will al-n be witnessing another re-
hearsal at vour schosl on the =ame date—"" went on the
letter.,

P hat must he Coker,’ sald Squff,

* Aan past be an ass, after all,” remarked Nugent,
must know that Coker’s plavy i= all vot?”

SWell, I suppose he wants to be fair all round,” zaud
Wharton, If he's had a vrowd of plavs sent in to him
by amateny dreamaatic societtes, I dare say he’s engamed this
Cholmondeley to see them all cebearsed one after another.™

Y Yes, perhaps, Go oon with the giddy letrer.”

“Please reply, by return if possible, stating whether Satar-
dav afrerncon will be convenient to you, as [ desire to meet
AR wizhes PYOTY o way. Pq*rhﬂ['t.‘-' [ mav tisl] rioil here that
if von are selected ro mive this performanee at my place
Hawmpshive von will on that oceasion meet some very old
ACTPIANEA I DS, Faithfully yoers,

XL & A7
1T

g i

. u o ki
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© OUrd acquaintances!” zaid Bob Cherry. * That sounds
rather interesting.”

Wharton looked very thoughtful.

“PBlessed if 1 don’t think I sec it!” he exclaimed. " You
know, D'Arcy’s place is in Hampshire—Eastwood House.
They ve asked us there for the vac, you know. Is it possible
that it's some of D'Arcy’s people who've put in this adver-
tisement, and the performance is to be at Kastwood Housel”

“The 8t. Jim's chaps!” exclaimed Nugent,

¢ It looks likely enough to me,” said Wharten. * The
Bt.- Jim's chaps will be going home for the Easter holidays
to a place in Hampshire, yvou sce. Well, the man says here

uite plainly that we 5hah miect some very old acquaintances,
Whom are we likely to meet at a place in Hampshire, ex-
cepting the St Jim's fellows?”

vl HF Jﬂ'l..':" !1‘:“

“ I say, that would be ripping !’ said Bob Cherry. * They
do amateur theatricals at 8t. Jim's, vou know: and we could
Luzt show ’em how we do it—writing the play ourselves,

.+ It would be nipping!”’

“ Well, if the rehearsal’s satisfactory, we shall know
than,” said Harry. *If it's decided to engage us, they will
tell ug where the place is, and the real name of X. Y. Z. 1
shouldn’t wonder if it turns out to be Lord Eastwood. You
ﬁf, in that case, it's pretty.clear that he's gomng to let it

-a surprise fo the St. Jim's chaps. I had a letter from
Tom Merry the other day, mentioning that he would see us
in the vae, but he mentioned nothing about private
theatricals.”

Harry Wharton promptly wrote and posted an answer to
X. Y. Z. informing hkim that the rehearsal should be
arranged for Saturday afternoon, when the Remove Dramatie
Society would be glad to sce and welcome Mr. Cholmondeley,
and submit their play and their acting to his expert judgment.

Word was passed. round to the members of the Dramatic
Bociety, and from that moment every member was hard at
work " mugging up ' his lines.

Later that evening Horace Coker looked inm at No. 1
Study, whére the Famous Five were gomg over their lines,
somewhat to the detriment of their prep.

Horace Coker’s brow was stern,

“* | want a word with you kids,”” said Coker,

* Sorry—no time!” gaid Wharton,

“ T want a word with you!” roared Coker.

“ (‘an’t vou see we're busy ¥’ demanded Nugent.

“ 1 suppose you've had a letter from X. Y. Z. to-dayI”
said Coker, unheeding,

“* Dh, ¥es!”

“ He's refused to have ansthing to do with your play, 1
suppose?’’ :

**Ha, ha, ha! Not exactly!”

“ We're rehearsing on Saturday, and the theatrical agent
is coming to criticise,”’ said Wharton, * So you can put that
in vour pipe and smoke it, Coker, old man.”

Cuker snorted.

“ Wall, I've had a letter from him. He's asked me to fix
my rehearsal for Saturday, as Mr. Cholmondeley will be
coming.””

" We'd better have ours first.” said Squiff. ** It's quite
possible that poor old Cholmoudeley may not survive Coker’s
rehenrsal.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”’

1 didn't come here to listen to rolten jokes!” shouted
Coker.

“ Well. that wasn't a rotten joke—that was a good joke,”
paid Squiff.

“I'm going to put it plainly to you kids,” =aid Coker.
* T dare say there are lots of other amateusr theatrical societies
going in for this. That can’t be helped. But I ¢an't have
a set of fags in my own school competing with me. It's
simply not to be borne. A fellow must think of his dignity
to a certain extent. 2o I want you kids to withdraw.”

* To-—to what?"

“ Withdraw. You can tell X. Y. Z. that you've changed
your minds. You can see for yoursclves that it's imipossible
for a fellow like me—a senior in the Fifth—to be competing
with a gang of fags in the Lower Fourth. As sensible kids,
you will see that at onee.”

'“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are vou cackling at®’ demanded Coker wrathiully.

“1'm cackling at a cheeky ass!” zaid Wharton. ** What
are vou cackling at, Bob!”

“ A silly burbler!” said Doh.
Bauiff!”

i A hawling doffer " sand Squff.

“ Look here, I've had enough of this!”
didn't come here to talk rot!”

“ You've done it, all the same!” remarked Xugent.
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“ The rotfulness of the csteemed Coker's remark is
terrific !’

“1 want a plain answer,” said Coker.
plain. I'm a plain chap——"’

“You are!” agreed the Famous Five with one voice,
lookine at Coker’s countenance; and Inky added that the
plainfulness was terrific.

“ You know what I mean!” roared Coker,
me a plain answer, vou cheeky young cads!
to chuck up this play®'?

“ No fear!”

“You refuse—whati”

* What-ho !”

“Then I shall have to make youl”

The chums of the Remove rcared. Coker had a ligh-
handed way alwayvs; but that even Coker should think that
he could dictate to the Remove Dramatic Society struck them
as funny,

“ And I'll begin by giving vou a jolly good hiding all
round,” roared Coker; * that’'s what you fags want—a jolly
good hiding. £

“I like things put

“You'll give
Are you going

You'll get it! Seel
“ You're going to whop us?!” asked Wharton, wiping away
his tears.
“*Yes—and pretty stiff, tool”
“You won't let us offI™
“No,” =aid Coker loftily. T won't!”
“Then we won't let you off ! said Wharton,

“We've got

an idea that a hiding would do you good, too, Coker. We'll
try it, anyway ! Collar him!"’
* You cheeky—yah—you young—yow-ow! My hat! Why,

I—I—I—3ah!”

Coker's further remarks were incoherent. He was on his
back on the study carpet, and the Famous Five were sitting
upon him. Under such circumstances coherent speech was
difficulr.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awful Cheek!

- OKER ought to be here!” said Potter.
c The Fifth-Form Stage Club had met in Coker's
study.
They had met, called together by Coker, In a
state of great astonishment.

Naot a single member of the ¢lub had had the slightest
doubt thit Coker's play, ** Red Ruin,” would come back
with some uncomplimentary remarks along with it.  They
could scarcely believe their eves when Coker showed them
a letter from X. Y. Z., announcing that '* Red Ruin” was
approved, and that the celebrated theatrical agent, Mr. Chal-
mondelev, would call on Saturday to witness a dress rehearsal.

But thev had to believe their eyes, all the same—there
was the typed letter, and that was genuine encugh. Mysteri-
ous Mr. X. Y. Z. had evidently seen beauties m *‘Red
Ruin ' which had wholly escaped the eyes of the Fifth-Form
Stage Club.

Astonished, and somewhat pleased, too, the Stage Club
turned up in Coker's study for a talk over the rehearsal over
tea.

But Coker had not appeared.

As tea was ready, and the Stage Club were hungry, Potiter
anid Greene decided not to wait for Coker,

“He's gone to talk to those Remove kids, I think,” said
Potter. * Uoker's rather ratty at those cheeky young sweeps
competing at all. Of course, it is rather thick; we ought to
stop them somehow.™

¢ Obstinate little beasts,” said Greene; “they’ll stick to
their idea, vou see. Of course, Cholmondeley will tell “em
*om off fast enough when he’s seen 'em aet.”

“ Jlessed if 1 can nnderstand the man passing (‘oker’s
play,” remarked Tomlinson, rubbing his mose. "We all
know that it's blank pifile.”

“ He may intend it to be played as a comedy,” suggested
Smith major.

“\Well. it wouldn’t make a bad farce,” agreed Tomlinson,
“oker's made it very funny. I dare say if he tried to
write a farce 1t would be serious enough. DBut where the
dence is he? There won't be much left for him if he don’t
come.”

“ Heore he comes!™ said Potter,

There were heavy footsteps in the passage, and the door
was flung open.

But was it Coker who entered?

The Stage Club jumped up in amazement, staring at the
peculiar-looking object that stamped into the room.

It was Coker !

But he presented a most surprising aspect. IHis collar and
tie were gone, and his jacker was spht, and lus hair was
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Wharton put his brakes on quickly., It was only just in time. Across the lane, which was at its narrowest there,
' a long pole had been placed, from hedge to hedge. If the cyclists had turned the corner recklessly and run into
| it, they would certainly have been hurt. Harry Wharton's eyes glin_ed as he jumped down. * What silly idiot |
! has played a dangerous trick like that ? " he exclaimed. (See Chapter 3.) |

streaming with ink.  Groasc-paints had been lathered on s dui this myself. you burbling jabberwocks? Those Remove
F'r.h_'i', IIEH TS wWeds A hr‘|1|t|.-|1|:' |'|-|]. ]'I:*- l:';JII".':-i= Wl hil:.-'. .!I:'-i I'al]h {]i-1'. it )
there were vellow eircles about his eyes. “Oh! Ha; ha, hal”

‘T went to see Jem,” snorted Coker, Y1 warned "em ['d
‘i What the merry deuee- otacwlated Potres sive “em a hiding all round i they dido’t back out of the
“Fla ha ha!" play. L conldn’t say fairer than that. Then the young beasis

S N T — ;1.-r1|.1]:_=,- had the eheek o ]J]|:._- MU
; - db 3 1, =) “Jla, L. ha!"

Jlo was pantine for breath, and wild with rage,

T - acy 17V oy * | e P e T L | L LTh )
"‘izilf-;r‘r'-Tm' gEgieil- ek Rt e “Thev ot Hie down on the floor——"
“ihdo't vou hoar me 1.'u~“i|!'1£ U demarsled Coker Torionsly, Il H:'l', b, i . . 3
‘NG we were havine tea . ") And swamped then i’fl’\""w'] mﬂ“f'“p stuff over me hke
ce : - ' ; e e ! this'” roaved Coker. * There’s nothing to cackle af. 1'll
How on earth did you get .‘I]-{" 1]|::f { -IL-'-*.'I.' I”r -'|-:|'- .~_r|.-u skin ‘em ! I'll seulp ‘e ! 1"’ -— ©Oh, my Lat'! The
way you Tn;}k-:n;r. stre 1l '."-“:l:lll'. do for the play, _r.lliui l-f” whole blessed Benwive eame along. and when they let ne
;:'Ilri":;'-[' “You've got the colowrs on too thik, Coker dar- p0  f pelieve about fifty young villaing all kicked me at once.
1TEen. F 11 virsbalrs. "
“You burbling Irish whoi!” : ]I{i‘;hilT 'll:g-llr-"'
ut, sure, I appreal to the whoele elub,™ sund Fitzgerald, The Stace (lub sinply shrieked, Coker's tale of woe
“ 15 Coker’s make up any good tor: the stage, Vil fedlovm s miieht have touehed a beart of stooe, but the Fifth-Form
At 1t overdone?' Senre Club secmed guite heartless. They yelled with L ETL-
“Flu, ha?! Yes!™ THhEELLE
“ Von're too heavv-handed with the pamnt, Coker,” said Coker glared at them.  He had expecied symipath: and
Tomlinaon, with a shake of the head. * ¥ou'll have te o indiznation. e niterly faifed to see anything funny in the
casier than that" ' matter at all,
“Youn shricking aszes!” roared Coles. Do xou think 1 Yo «illy, bocbling, cackhng, gngeling wdiors—"
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“Look in the glass, Coker!" moancd Greene. “ Look in
the glass and you'll see how fupny you look ™ .

“Oh, don't,” said Potter. “You'll crack the glass:

Slan ! _

Coker stamped out of the study, and closed the dmrquuh
a slam that rang along the passage. e left the Stage
Club almost in hysterics. It was quite a long time before
they could calm themselves sufficiently to go on with their

Thev had nearly finished when Coker came in, looking a
little cleaner and less highly-coloured, but in a state ol
suppressed fury, | _

E%urﬂ it was hard liges, Coker, old man.” suud F:tz:,_rc-rj}ld
soothingly. * We'll bring those Remove kids to book vet.

Coker snorted : he was not to be easily appeased.

W We'll leave it ull after the rvehearsal,” saud 1*1:;?:;1’5*1':1113.
“1f (Cholmondeley is ass enough to pass thenr, we 11 siop
them somehow."”

“They've pot to be stopped!™ growled Coker. 1t
utterly ridiculons for us to be competed with by fags. 1I'm
certainly not standing it.” E

weell, Cholmondeley will give “em the kybosh at the re-

hearsal.” said Potter consolingly, * They won't be aceepted.”

“ It’s undignified to be rehearsipg in competition with those
faps.” said Coker. "1 was going to gmve onia 1i1'.::h:1-nr_ P
gtop ‘em, but they had the cheek to pile on me. This school
is coming to somcthing, I must say. Dut lets get to |‘H1|Jri|;-
tiess. How are you fellows getting en with your parts?

“ Ahem! We're going to learn 'em np. of course, saidl
Potter. **As the theatrical gent is coming to see us play.
we've got to. Of course, we never expecied that there woithl
be a rehearsal at all, so we haven't mugged up the lines
so far.” _

“1 told you plainly enough, didn't 17" growled Coker.

“Well, I admit you did! DBut
paicl Potter.

“T1 thought it."” .

“Ahem—yes! But Well, it ie a carker!” said Pouter,
“How on earth the man cap have s=een anything in that
bally rot——"

i 1‘1;}."11_ ::‘1

“J—1 mean

“1f there's any more silly vot talked abont my play. T shall
make a new company, and leave you dunder-headed dunimies
out.!” said Coker. “IHere I'm taking all the trouble to write
a play, and offering you an easy chance of bageing fifty
guineas, and all I get in retwrn is fatheaded eriticism, Yonre
jgnorant. You don't know good verses when you see em.
You don't know anything abour plays. ['m about the only
fellow in the Fifth with the barest idea of what poetry 15"

il ) i

“ And the proof 1= that my play’s been accepted,” saiud
Coker, “T knew it would be. and all yon duffers were
against it. I should think the facts speak for themselves,
Do vou think that advertiser is paying a celebrated theatricsl
agent a big fee for nothing ¥

“Tt beats me." said Potter, “8till, i he wants us, he
shall have us. If he's thundering idiot enough to pay out
fifty guineas for that—ahem !—that first-class play, there's
no reason why we shouldn’t bag the eash.”

“ Hear, hear!”  All the Stagze Club were agreed upon that,

They couldn’t understand it; but they had to admie that
Coker had been right. And it was in a state of wonder., but
subrmssion, that they received the'r lines from Coker, and
promised to “mug ” them at once,

From that hour the Fifth-Form Stagpe Club were as busy
as the Remove Dramatie Society, and both those sets of ¢nter-
prising histrionme amateurs looked forward with great antici-
pation to Saturday.

[

who'd have thourht "

ar

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Cholmondeley Arrives!
S:\TT_'HI}AT came round at last.

A crowd of Grevfrars fellows were keen and cacer
for the arrival of Mr, Cholmondeley, the *celebrated ™
theatrical apent, who was to arrive that alternoon to
witness two rehearvsals, one after wnother,

The Greyfriars fellows, naturally., Lkoew littde of the
theatrical world, and certainly they had never heard of Mr,
Cholmondeley before he was menioned in the twped letter
from X. Y. Z.  But he mueht have boen over so celobrated
without his celebrity reaching o Grexfrims. They took the
word of the advertiser for it that e was a colobrated genile-
nian, '

Naturallv., they were anxions to stand well with  Mr
Cholmondeley, and they intended 1o pur on theie politest
manner: and customs when he arrived, and niake the best
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Not exactly that they meant
to **butter him up,” but it was ouly prudent 1o be very nwe
to him,

He was to arcive caply in the alternoon, and. early in the
afternoon. there was an army at the school gates waiting
tor hiz arrival,

Coker & Co. came down, and frowned portentously at
the sight of the Removites already on the seene. Uoker was
inclined to order a.frontal attick, and clear the jumors off
by 1nain force, but he restrained himself. 1t would not
miake a favourable impression upon the theatrical gentleman
when he arrived ff he found the two dramatic societies
crigaged m a free fight,

So the rival actors waited in strong foree in the gateway,
casting  disdainful lovks at one another. but keeping the
Preace,

“Hallo, hallo, halla, here comes a eudds
Boly Cheriry, at last.

There was a buze at onee.

The taxi-cab came whirring upr from rhe diveetion of Count-
ficld, and 1t slacked Jdown uat the school gates,

The cab was closed, but the fellows caught o glimpse of the
mian inside—a Iittle man, i oa Tue-hned overcoat, with a silk
hat., and brown beard and whiskers and moustache, and a
pate of large, gold-rimmed spectacles,

Harvry Whinrton politely opened the deor of the taxi. Me
Cholmondeley, if 1t was he, was o oman whom Gresiriars
ot olielted to honour.

“This ish Grevfrars '™ asked the stont, whiskery gentleman,
i an acceut which reminded Wharton of Mpe, Lazarus of
Courthiehd.

“Xoes, sir!” osind Harvry,

“Shank yon!”

“You are Mr., Chelmondeley, =i "

' Yeth

My, Cholmondeley stepped from the taxi-cab.

The Greviviars fellows all looked at him wirh great mterest.
He was somewhat expensivelyv-dressed ;. lis astrachan-collared
coat looked very theatrieal, and he wore several pold rines,
with big stones in them, carrving lis gloves 1n lis hands
perhaps to display that stoking jewellery,

His zomewhat loud tie was adorned by a big diamond, and
niore or less precious stones also sleamed from las eufls

His face was very durk in eomplexion, and somewhat shiny.
His nose was not so promunent as wmizht have been expected
from his accent, however,

i height he was only a little taller than Wharton, and
even that was anccounted for by the fact that he had extremely
high heels to Ins patent-leather boots Apparently Mr.
Cholmondeley liked to make the most of what inehes e had,

His «overcoat was striking, but the clothes under it were
more striking still. be'ng of a check pattern that would alimest
huve served as a chess-board.

Still, a little londness in attive was naturally to be expected
from a theatrical rentleman. Certainly he locked very pros
perous.  Amd s Iebrew aceent was not araingt hun, the
juniors being aware that the theatrieal profession s largely
it the hands of gentlemen of that natvronality : besides, there
was a Jewish junior in the Remove who was one of the best,
and was very popular.  Upon the whole, Harey Wharton &
Co. were hghly satislied with the aspect of Mr. Cholmondeley,

* Weleome to Greyiriars, sir!” sand Bob Cherry.

“Clear off, you fags!” said Coker. *'Let me show vou in,
Mr. Cholinondeley. I'm Coker—U'oker of the Fifth (™

“T am very pleased to make your acquaintance, Choker ™

“Caker, sir!”

“Yeth, T sand Choker.”  Appavently Mr. Cholmondeles
was not aware of the shirht disttuetion in his accent, and
Coker let 1t pass.

"You vill ¢all for me at thix o'clock. my man,” said Mr.
Chalmondeley, as he pad the taxidover,

The juniors could not help observing that Mr. Cholimon-
delev’s purse, as he opened 1t, was full of money, silver and
cold, Evidently a very prosperous thentrical agent,

Coker and Wharton glared at one another, and accompanied
M. Cholimondeley inoat the gates, ane on either side of himn.
Me Clholmondeley’s manner was very afllable,. The rest of
the crowd fellowed them i,

“We're going to rehearse in the Rae, sir™
“thes way.”

 Of eonrze. vou will see the Fifth Form rehearsal first, Mr.
Chobuondeley,” said Coker.

“ft 1s a matter of mdifference to me, voung thir,” saul
My, Clhiohpondeley. *But I must thee both before thix
o'clock.”

*Now ook here, Coker——""

* Look here, Whaeton <

“Foth up for 1t,"” eaud Mr. Cholmomldeler,

“THear, hiear!™

My Chelinondeley was evidently o sporting centleman.

taxi-cab ! sa'd

giid Wharton—
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“T'l thpin a thovereign,” said Mr. Cholmendeley, as he
pat down in thie most comfortable chair :n the Rag.

 Anything vou like, sir.”

Mr. Cholmondeley “thpun " a soverecign.

“Head!” =aid Coker.

“Tail!” said Wharton.

Mr. Cholmondeley showed the coin. It was head. Coker
grinned with triumph.  After his rehearsal had been scen, he
had little expectation that Mr. Cholmondeley would waste
liis thne seeing the Remove show., The dress rehearsal of
“Red Ruin " would take lam by storm, if he had any taste
at. all

“Our game!" said Coker.
we et iou some tea, =i,
readv,

**Shank vou!"” said Mr. Cholmondeley. 1 have lunched
guite rethently. However, you may get me a cup of tea
thinee yon are tho good. Have you any thigarettes ¥

“Ahem! We—we don’t smoke here, sir,”" said Coker.
“But I'll zet vou some; I'll send for them immediately, =1
Potter. see about the tea at onee. Grecne, send a faer down
to Friardale on a bike for some cigarettes—the best they've
wot. "

“Shank vou, Choker!™

“You'll have tea with us after the rehearsal, =ir,” said
Harry Wharton, “We've been making some little prepara-
tions for tea in the studv. We should be very honoured. "

“Shank vyou. You are tho good. I will have tea with
pleasure,” said Mr. Cholmondeler. ** Thay about half-past
four.”

“Yeos. rather!"

“I'm afrawd the rehearsal won't be over by then,” said
Coker.

“*¥eth, it willL™

* But Y

“I have the many engagements, I
rehearsals both over to-dav, His lordship has many more
for me to see. There have been a great many replies to the
advertithment in the paper.”

“His lordship!"” ejacullatnr] a dozen voices,

Mr. Cholmondeley smiled.

“Yeth.”

“1t's a lord we're going to play for?” asked Tomlinson,
greatly impressed,

“Yeth. But I am not to tell the name excepting to the
company thelected to give the performance at his lordship's
country house." :

“Right-ho, sir!” said Coker. “We don’'t want you to he
indiscreet, of course. Naturally, his loridship doesn’t want to
be bothered personally by a lot of faps who think they can
act.”’

“ Precithely ! said Mr. Cholmondeley.

Harry Wharton & Co. retired, leaving Mr. Cholmondeley
in the hands of the Fiufth-Formers.

Coker & Co. were looking after Mr. Cholmondeley as if he
were a long-lost uncle. They meant to make a good im-
pression upon him, and they Hattered themselves that they
were succeeding,

““ Looks more than ever as if it's the 5t. Jim's chaps we're
roing to play to,” Bob Cherry remarked. *““D’Arcv’s father
15 a giddy lord, you know !" &

“Looks like it,” agreed Wharten, “ Cholmondeley seems
a decent sort, too. Rather overpowering, but he’s all right,
He will have to cut the rehearsal rather short if it's going
to finish by half-past four.”

“I dare say he can judge it, Ly seeing part of it. as he's
read the plav, of course,” remarked Squiff. ' Ie only wants
to see what kind of actors they are. As a matter of tact, 1
expect he'll soon be fod up with Coker's lot.”

“Ha, ha—vetry likely ! We shall have to eut our show short
a hit, too, 1f he's ]+1111.'1':|]r_=: at sIx. B'[-ﬂ], if he soes one act, il
will skow him what stuff we're made of. Pass the word
round to the fellows to be ready at half-past four. And we'll
give him a whacking feed in the study, aud please him.”

“ Hear, hear!”

While Mr. Cholmondeley was watching the histrionic eforts
of the Fifth-Form Stage Club in the Ragz, the heroes of
the Remove were making great preparations.  Courtenay
and the Caterpillar were coming over to see the rehearsal, the
Caterpillar especially being greatly interested. They were
coming early, as thier did not know whether the Remove
rehearsal wauld come first or second. Nurent minor of the
Second Form was indueed to watch for the expected visitiors,
while Tlarry Wharton & Co., in the dormitory, proceeded to
make themselves up all readv for the dress rehearsal of ©“The
Call of the Empire,” when Mr. Chelmaondeley should be ready
to wirtness it :
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One or two curious fellows ventured to peep into the Rag,
to see how Coker & Co. were getiing on with the theatrical
gentleman., They brought the report to the dormitory that
the Fifth-Form Stage Club were going strong, and that
Cholmondeley was taking it ke a lamb,

“He isn't even laughing,” added Skinner, “ Couldn’t seas
a grin anvwhere ahout him. Just smeking cigarettes and
watching them. ™

And the Removites apreed that Mr. Cholmondeley must
possess remarkable powers of sclf-control

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Mysterious!

»” ALKIN'?' asked the Caterpillar.
** Bike 1t if vou like,” said Courlenay.
The Caterpillar shuddered.
“Too much fagz, dear boy. 1
'phonin’ for a taxi!”

“Rats! Come on!"

“ Frightfully exhaunstin’, walkin’ all that way

“Oh, come on, fathead!™

The Caterpillar siched, and dragged himself out of the com-
fortable armchair in No. 3 Studv. The two chums walked
out of the House, and sauntered down to the zates. Ae
they quitted Higheliffe, a crowd of fellows were coming in,
with smiling faces, They were the select nuts of the Fourth,
but Ponsonby. the champion filbert, was not with them.

*“* Hullo, my giddy filberts!” wawned the Caterpillar,
“ You're lookin' merry an' bright. Gettin® on with the little
game—what *"

** Absolutely,” grinned Vavasour.

** Where's Pon—the esteemed Poni"

“* Find out !"" said (Gadsby shortly.

“I'mn askin' vou for that very purpose, my sweet-tempered
tulip,”” said the Caterpillar. * The gdod Pon has gone off on
his own, has he? Well, good-bye! Go an' play bridge, and
mind Langley don't catch you smokin'.”

“ Go and cat coke!” growled Monson..

“ Thanks! What I like about our nuts is their rippin*
manners, Come on, Franky, or we shall be late for 1he show.
It's a long, long way to Greyfriars.”

The nuts, who were going in, jumped as they heard
De Courcy’s lazy remark. They spun round like humming-
topa.

““ Hold on!"
to Greyfriars?"

“* Yaas,"

“*I—1I say—— What for?"

Courtenay and the Caterpillar locked at the nuts in sur-
prise. It was nothing new for them to pay Harry Wharton &
Co. a visit, and they did not see any reason why the High-
cliffe puts should look so dismaved. For they did look gm—
maved—surprised, startled, and dismayed. There was neo
mistake about that,

“We oare going to see a rehearsal”
Nothing surprising in that, is there?"

“* A—a —a reheassal ' stammered Monszon,
“ Yaas," said the Caterpillar,

“ (lolker's rehearzal, perhaps——'
“* Hardly,”" said Courtenay, laughing, * We shouldn’t go
over for that. We're going to see tho Remove rehearse their
play.”

4 Oh, my hat!”

“1—1 say
Jove !

“ Anythin'” wrong ?"" drawled the Caterpillar, with a twinkle
in his sleepy eves. *f Shall we be in the way at Greyfriars?
Is the sublime Pon playin® his little jape at last, that you've
been schemin' and plannin’ so long ¥

¢ ()h—oh 10! Nothing of the sort! But——"

“T—1I sav ! said Gadsby desperately. ' Courtenay, old
chap——""

“ Hallo ! said Courtenay, in astonishment,
have I been an old chap ?™

“I—I say, vyou've been talkin® a lot about getting up a
team,” said Gadsby, unheeding, * Well, T'll tell you what,
{_.fnmr-imld let’s do some cricket.”

el [

“ In fact, we'd be glad of some tips from you,” said Gadsby.
“We're going to do a lot of ericket in the wvae, gettin’
ready for next term, rou koow., Will you come and give us
sonie coachine ?™

Courtenay soopls starod,

For the slackers of Higheliffe to be suddenly keen about

was thinkin® of
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evidently in earnest. The whole party chimed in, backing up
Gadsby’s extraordinary rvequest with great heartiness,

* Yaas, do come —absolutely !

“ We'll be ever so much obliged, Courtenay.”

“ Awfully obliged, old chap.”

“ We're really keen, you know.™

The Caterpillar burst into a chuckle. Courtenay looked
sstounded, as well he might. Ile looked suspicious, too.

“ | suppose you're trying to pull my leg?” he said at last,
“ You don’t care twopence about the game, and you don't
want me to coach you. You need it, right enough, but you
don’t believe that you de. What's the hittle game¥”

“ Oh, my innocent little lambs ! murmured the Caterpillar,
* Dear little innocent baa-lambs, it's a little too transparent !
Why don’t you want us to go to Grevfriars to sce the
rehecarsal ¥’

' Of —of course we don’t care anvthing about your going to
srevfriars,” stammered Gadsby. ** It 1su't that.”

“ Then why are you tryin’ to heep us away 7"’

¥ We—we're not. We want Courtenay to coach ns at—at
cricket.”

“Woell, even if you mean it, I can’t,”” =aid Courtenay.
“ We've got an engagemoent at Greyiriars, and we don't want
{o break it—can’t break it, in fact, If vou're not rottin’, I'm
sorry-I can't oblige you, Come on, Caterpillar I

Gadsby exchanged a quick look with his comrades. There
were six of the nuts, and though they were not fighting-men
as a rule, they had evidently made up their minds on the spot
to use force if necessary. They whipped in front of the two
chums and barred the way.

““ Hallo! What's the little game now "7 drawled the Cater-
pillar.

“ You can get in,’”" said Gadsby determinedly.
not going to Greyfriars this afterncon.”
dﬂ“ Why not?"” asked the Caterpillar, gently as the cooing

ve,

‘* Because we don't choose,’” said Gadsby loftily. * Mind,
we mean business, There are six of us, and we all mean
business.”’

“ Absoluely.”

“ Dear me ! said the Caterpillar. “ It's a frost, Franky.
Gaddy savs we sha'n't go, and Gaddy 1s on the ferocious war-
path. Either we've got to chinek up the idea, else we've got
to walk over Gaddy & Co.—and they mean business. Gaddy
savs 50. Whatever is to be done?”

Courteray laughed, and the nuts frowued.
pillar spoke in a tone of comical despair.

“ Wi're going,’ satd ('ourtenay, * Clear out of the way,
vou duffers! It won't take us long to wipe up the road with
you if vou don't.”

“ We don't want trouble with vou,” said Gadsby. faltering
a hittle: * bot you jolly well sha'n't go to Greyfriars, and
that's settled.”

* Arc you going to get aside ™

“ No ! yelled Gadsby., ** Back up, vou fellows 7

“ By gad ! said the Caterpillar. ** What feroeity ! 1
know now what would happen if the Germans landed. [ can
picture Gaddy standin’ in the way, and sayin’ * Halt ” I
never knew before that Gaddy was such a hero. T'm really
sorry to have to pitch you over. Gaddy, but you're delaym’
we, Do go away and be peaceful.”

““ You're not going to Grexfriars 17

“ Come on ! osaid Courtenay., ** Charge!l”

“ Flear, hear ! said the Caterpliar,

For all his lazy wavs, the Caterpillar was an athlete very
nearly equal to Frank Courtcnay in that line.  The two
chums, in fact, had little to fear from the somewhat weedy
and pxtremely elegant nuts, who spent more time on parting
their hair and sclecting their ties than on keeping them-
wolves fit,

They charged.

Gadeby & Co. stood their ground.

There was a terrific struggle for a couple of ninutes. But
Conrtenay and the Caterpillar were hard hitters.  Gadsby
recenved Couartenay’s Teft on his chin. and a moment later
that athletic vouth’s right was planted in Monson’s eve.  And
the two nuts dropped in ihe road and stayed there. They
were not in the least inclined to rise and continue the battle,

Courtenay struggled in the grasp of two more, but the
Caterpillar was driving Merton and Vavasour both before
hmim, and they were furiously gihving ground before his
attacl.

Caurtenay hurled off Drury, who dropped in the road with
a vell, and then got Tunstall's head mto chancery. Tunstall
ronred and struggled wildly, til! Courtenay pitched him across
Drury.,

(‘ourtenay turned at once to aid his comrade, but the Cater-
pillar Jid not need any aid.

Vavasour and Merton had taken to their heels, and the
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Caterpillar, who was far too lazy to pursue them, set his tie
straight and smiled,

“ By gad ! eaid the Caterpillar. ** The awful combat-seems
to be finished. But perhaps Gaddy is goin’ to get up and
give us some more?”  He stirred the groaning Gadsby gently
with his foot. ** Are you goin' to get up and give us some
more, Gaddy #"’

“ Yow | mumbled Gadsby., ** Lemme alone, you cad ™

“ Are you goin' to get up and give us some more, Monson ?"

“ Oh. dear!" groaned Monson, nursing his nose. * Oh,
crikey !

““ No offers ! said the Caterpillar. * There isu't any more
to lhhp had, Franky. Suppose we continue on our little walky-
walky "’

(Courtenay laughed, and they walked down the road to-
gether. The miserable nuts picked themselves up, mumbling
and moaning.

“ Oh, miy sainted aunt!’ said Gadsby. “This 18 a go!
Well, we've done our best! Pon can't say that we haven't
done cur best! Ow—ow !”

Courtenay and De Courey sauntered on. They had not been
hart much in that brief encounter. The nuts were not
dangercus at close quarters,

“Looks to me as if we shall have an interestin’ afternoon
at Greyfriars,” vawned the Caterpillar. ' Somethin’s in the
wind—what 7"

“ T can’t quite see why they should want to keep us away,”
said C'ourtenay, puzzled.

“ Pon's springin’ his jape at last. Pon went out with them
after dinner, and they came back without him. Then they
tried to keep us away from Greviriars. Two and two make
four, dear boy. Pon’s at Greyfriars playm’ one of his little
jokes, "

*But T don't see—""

“ Neither do I. dear bov. But we shall soon see. By gad,”
eaid the Caterpillar, * I'm so curious to know what Pon’s up

to, that I believe I could walk a little faster ! Come onl”

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar is Surprised!

UCGENT MINOR met the chums of Higheliffe when thes
arrived at (ireviriars. There was no sign of Harry
Wharton & Clo. to be seen.

“ You'll find the fellows in the dorm,” s=aid Dicky
Nugent. ** They're getting ready for the rehearsal. Wharton
asked me to tell vou. T'll show vou up if yvou like.”

“Thanks ! said the Caterpillar. * So the rehearsal hasn't
started vet? 1 am afraid we should be late for the
beginnin'.”

“ Remove's domg the second rehearsal.  The Fifth are
vehearsing now, n the Rag,"” explained Nugent minor.
- “holmondelev's there—a fat Jew chap. Come this way, and
vou'll hear Coker going it. They've locked the door sinee I
looked in last time—Coker don't like pea-shooters at
rehearsals.”

The Highcliffe follows grinned. and paused for a moment
or iwo outside the door of the Rag. Horace Coker's powerful
voice coull be heard going full blast. Coker, being the
author of the plav, had naturally given himself a “fat’’ part,
and there wasn't a single sceme in which Coker did not
appear, in his character as a British captain.

Leading lis company, or making speeches to his men, or
defying the Germans, or being taken prisoner. or escaping, or
smnurlhing or other—Horace Coker was quite busy all through
the play.

Ti?u two Higheliffe fellows had an opportumty now of
hearing what good poetry was like, as Horace Coker's
<tentorian tones boomed out :

“ Stand fast, my gallant hearts—stand fast, stand fast!
The Hunnish foe stands trembling and aghast;
In thousands lie the Huns upon the ground.
Now rallv, relly, rally, rally reund!
From DBritain’s shore the reinforcements pour,
And more, and more, and more, and more, and more !
Qtand fast. stand fast, and face the murderous Hun;
They rua, they run, they run, they run, they run .”

Courtenav and the Caterpillar did not stay to hear any
more. They retreated. almost suffeecating with laughter.

“By gad .’ said the Caterpillar. *1f that's the kind of
play they're goin’ to play. 1 should say the Remove will romp
honie an easy first—what?"

Courtenay chuckled. Cuker’s sublime verse had not had an
impressive effect upon them, whatever effect it might be
having uvpon Mr. Cholmondeley.

“This way ! said Nugent nunor.
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fe guided the visitors to the Remove dormitory, kicked
upon the door, and left them there.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Trot in!" called out Bob Cherry.

“ Busy " asked Courtenay. with a smile.

% Yes, rather !" said Wharton, * You fellows don’t mind ?
We've got to be ready for the relicarsal at lhalf-past four.
We're going to have tea with our war-pamt on.”

¢ Rlessed if I ean tell one from t'other ! said Caterpillar,
scating himsell on a Led. “Go on: this i3 nughty
interostin’ [

The Removites were in their stage costumes, some of them
as (German soldiers, some as British Tommies, some privates
and some officers. Then there were Frenchmen and Belrians,
bristling with wliskers. They were making up their faces
with great skill

Frank Nugent was in feminine costume, being 2 Belgian
voung ladv, whose hard fate it was to fall a prisoner te the
horeid Huns. Nugent's smooth and good-looking face sutfed
him for the part; and Squiff. who was not quite s0 good-
looking. was made up as an older lady. They were the anly
fornale characters. Bolsover major was (General Von Snortz.
He was the biggest fellow in the Remove.

“Wo're having tea at half-past four, in full war-paint,”
said Wharton, who looked very well in kbaki as a British
licutenant—on a somewhat reduced scale, of course “Tha
theatrical agent T told you about is seeing the Fifth Form play
now, and he chucks it at half-past four—not before he'll be
pretty well fed-up, I think. Then he's coming to tea in the
study, and afterwards we have our rehearsal.”

¢ Judgin® by what we've just heard of Coker's hittle lot, you
pught to bag the thing,” said the Caterpillar.

“yWell, I think we shall beat that ass, anyway 1™ saild
Wharton. “ By the way, are those [cllows at your school
still going in for 17"

“71 fancy not.”

“Well, “they wouldn't have much chance against ua,’
remarked Peter Todd. * Anybody seen my whiskers "

“ You haven't seen anythin’ of Pon this afternoun ™ asked
the Caterpillar.

“ No. He hasn't been here”

“By gad!"

Wharton looked at him inquiringly.

“VWas Ponsonby coming here?” he asked.
walloping saving up for him "

" Iﬁmscd if T understand it '™ said the Catermllar.
keen chap—ain't I, Franky ?”

“You are,” agreed Courtenay, laughing.

“ And T concluded that Pon was over here japin® you,”
gaid the Cuaterpillar. *I don't understand it. I'm off -side for
once, Astomshin’ !

“ But why- * said Bob.

“1'Il explain. For some time I've had the impression that
Pon was schemin’' a big jape on you chaps. I w arted him
that I should give him away.

¥

“We've got a

“T'm a

Well, that would depend. M
it was a decent jape, I should be as mum as an oysier. But
if it was one of his dirty tricks, I was goin’ to tell you. T
trust you observe the distinction?”

“ Quite so,"” said Wharton; “and we're obliged. Dut we've
seenn nothing of Ponsonby.”

“ Yaas, that's the surprisin’ part. Ile went ont with the
whole family, and they came back without him, this afternoon,
Then they found we were comin’ here to see thie rehiearsal, and
thev piled on us ferociously. There was a terrific combat—
simply terrific. The red and ragin’ nuts nearly slaughtered

us. How we cscaped with our lives T hardly know.  Buot we
did, and we got here, in & state of exhaunstion. Soowe
concluded that Pon was here japin' you. Can’t understand
it

“They tried to keep you away?”
fullv. *T don't sce v-]hy they should.
with themn?"

“ That's it!"”

“It'a jolly odd!
know."”

The (aterpillar rubbed his nose thoughtfully. As he said,
he could not understand it. Unless Ponsonby was af Grey-
friars plaving some trick, why should Gadsby and the rest
have been so determined to keep them away? The Cater-
pillar had to confess that he was beaten.

Four oclock chimed out, and the Famous Five were
finishod, though most of the rest of the company were still
busy. [t was necessary to get ready for the theatrical gentlo-
man. and the Famous Five descended to the study, with
Courtenay and De Courcy.

The shopping had already been done, and the Famdns Fiva
procecded to prepare the festive board.  Da Courey sat i the
Armmi hair !L!IlI i!}crkud (A :-'~1‘1'+=[]1']_1.', ‘L".']:!ilv {L-.rli!'h'-;l'lFL",‘ I.I,"'T!It i
helping hand. In their siage costurnes, the Fanons Fivn
looked very incongruons in the study, gothing tea. Courtenay
kindly relieved them of the task of ponehing the ewgs, The
Caterpillar offered to make the tea, bur withiout making nny
movement lo de so. He was ¢content 1o wateh, Bofure tha
half -hour sounded all was ready for the dirimgmshed visitor
who was counnge,
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“T'1l meet him at the Rag, and bring lLim bere,” said

Wharton.

And he left the study, drawing many glances upon him,
downstairs, as he went down in khaka,

The door of the Rag had not vet opened, and Wharton
tank up his position 1n the passage, to walt for Mr.
Cholmondeley to come out.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
So is Ponsonby!
OKER & CO. were going strong.

Time was nearly up, but the great drama of
“Red Ruin ™ was nowhere near its conclusion,  That
was impossible in the time. DBut doubtless Mr.
Cholmondeley had seen enough of it to be able to judge of the

guality of the Fifth-Form Stage Club,

Mr. Cholmondeley, in spite of the surmises of the Removites
on the subject, seemed to be standing it very well.

The stout gentleman reclined in an armchair, and smoked
cigarcttes, and watched the performance.

e did not Jaugh — perhaps having great facial control—and
ho did not go to sieep.  He smoked and watched,

The Fifth-Form actors did their best, More than half the
Fifth were in the company, and a goodly number of Shell
fellows hiad been taken in for the minor parts, and even two
or three of the Fourth had been allowed to join as supers.

Indecd. Coker had made the Remove a generous offer to
take same of them on as supers, if they would have the sensa
to give up their silly idea of competing with him. That ofter
had been declined by the Remove without thanks —in fact,
with several rude remarks,

Coker & Co. were in the sccond act when half-past four
chimed out.  Ceker's vowe was booming away. It was
noticeable that Coker did a good half of the talking, the other
half being divided ameng the numerous company. Coker, ak
this moment, was a prisoner in the hands of the Germans,
and Potter had just sentenced him to be shot—in verse, of
course., Potter could hardly keep solemn ag he spouted the
telling lines:

“* Take him away, away, away, away.
To exccution at the break of day!”

gtill. if a theatrical agent—a celebrated theatrical agent—
was willing to sit through the performance, and cravely cons
sider it. Potter had to admit that there was possibly something
in the play that he himzelf couldn’t see.

Mr. Cholmondeley had not gone into hivstories, as might
have been expectod.  And if there was an engagement to b
bagged, with a fee of fifty guineas at the end of 1, Potiee
and all the rest were agresd that they were going to bag it,
however idiotic might be the play they were going to produce.

¢ Talee ITin! False tveant ! Bah, bal, bal, bah, bahl
[ perish for my native land afar,
The day will come when every rascal Tlun
Will flee in fear before a British gun;
When men in khaki, pouring o’er the brine,
Will drive the foe back —back across the Rhinel
Wihen, “mid the clash of steel and cannons’ din,
Defeated 1uns will flee into Berlin!
The pallid Kaiser, from high Putsdam’s towers,
Shall see advanee victorious British powers !
My death, my death, my death avenged shall be,
When erimson runs the waters of the Spree !
Lead me away, away, away to death!
Fear my defiance with my latest breath [

Coker had a great deal more to say, but fime was up. Mr.
Cholmondeley rose from the armchair, He was ready for
Tarit,

“ Shank vou!' he sand,

“This is only the second act, siv.” said Coker. “Wouldn's
vou like to hear it to a finish?  You needn't waste tine on
those Remaove kids.”

“yeth: but I mutht hear both  thides.” said Mr.
Cholmondeley. ©1 am very pleathed with thith. 1 regard
thith as a great play. and T mntht they that I bave theldom
theen thueh good acting among amateurs.”

Coker & Co. looked pleased. They could not hedp being
wratificd by such high praise from sitirh a4 guarter.

< Jolly glad vou like it, sir,” said Coker, “T thought
vou would., I told these fellows it was a sore thing. hut they
hind their doubts. T knew ic_wonld be all nizht 1 could
sivr you were a man of taste, ¥Mr. Cholmondeley.”

‘T have had  conthiderable  exporience.” said  Mr.
Cliolmondeley, = Bat L have tholdom theen anvthing to
equal thithe Yo will thuat admivably,  As T may not thee
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you again beforz T go we will make the final arrangements
now. You are engaged for the entertainment.”

“My hat!” murmured Potter., Ile bhad to believe it, now
that Mr. Cholmondeley himself said so. But he was
astounded. He was still convinced that the play was the
awfullest of awful rot. And the plavers, naturally, had not
been able to appear at their best in a play which was enough
to excite the risible faculties of a cat. B8tll, if the eritic
was satisfied, there was no more to be said. Mr.
Cholmondeley must be supposed to know what he was
talking about,

The opinion the Stage Club had had of Coker went up
several degrees, They had to admit that the great Horace
had been right all along, and that he had secured them this
eplendid engagement.
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ship will be delighted, I am thure of that. Now that
vou are definitely engaged, Master Choker, there is no neced
for further secrecy. But his lordship is particularly anxious
not to be troubled by the unsuccessful applicants for the
engagement and you mutht therefore agree not to meniion
his name outside your own circle.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!"” said Coker. “T quite understand
that. We're willing to accept the engagement, perfectly
willing, But if we are engaged, why see the Remove
rehearsal at allf”

“His lordship will engage both companies, if both are
approved,”’ explained Mr. Cholmondeley. “He 1s arranging
a series of entertainments at his country mansion, and
probably half a deozen different performances will be given.
I may thay, however, that though 1 have already attended

more than a dozen rchearsals, vours is the firsti 1 have
approved of, His lordship is very particular. He i1s most
particular of all about not appearing personally in the
matter, and he has left everything im my hands. All vour
dealings will be with me. 1 will mow tell you his name—a
very well-known name—Lord Eastwood.”

But for Horace Coker, the Fifth-Form Stage Club would
never have been engaged to play, for a fee of fifty guineas,
before his: unknown lordship, There was no denying that.
Never had Coker been so popular.

“¥You—you are satisfied, sir?” murmured Smith major.
“Quite thatisfied,” said Mr. Cholmondeley.  ** His lord-
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“ grder! " Cassips and Mark Antony and Brutus and

“You burbling assl™ exclaimed équitf, 1umpln_g: up anﬁ charging at the ﬂ_ta_ge-mnnnger: apI juily_\;e'eli_r--—" |
several more noble Romans seized Julius Cmsar just in

time, and saved him from committing assault and battery upon the stage-manager. (See Chapter 3.} t

“I've heard that name before,” said Coker, *‘somewhere.
I think a kid, a son of Lord Eastwood, comes over here
with a team from a school called St. Jim's."”

““Quite tho, very probably,” said Mr. Cholmondeley.
His lordship has two sons at St. Jim’s, and they are commg
homie for the Easter holidays with a large party of boys
from that school. Your efforts will be to entertain them.
His lordship, as you ar: probably aware, is extremely rich,
and he does not spare money in cntertammng his guests.
Your fee, however, will be paid by me, by cheque, 1mime-
diately after the performance.”

* That's all right,” said Coker.

“Hear, hear!” murmured the delighted Stage Club.

“Yeou will kindly keen an exact account of your expenses
in travelling to FEastwood House, and render me the
account. as it is his lordship's desire that all expenses should
bhe paid.”

“Good !”

o Qacond-class fare will be allowed. Although lrs lordship
has left the question of expenses entirely in my hands, I do
not feel juthtified in wasting his lordship’s money.”

“Qopcond-class fare will do us all right, sir.”

“ Oh, yes, that's all serene!”

“J may thay that you will ha ¢ a very pleathant reception
at Fastwood House. His lordship 1s famous for his
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hospitality. If you are desired to give more than one re-
presentation, which is very likely, fees will be arranged—a
reduced fee for the later P'F'rfﬂrn]antf”’.s, I think."

“Oh. guite so, sir! We don’t want to drive a hard
bargain.”

“Then that is very thatisfacto-y,” said Mr. Cholmondecley.
“Now for the date. 1 thuppose vou can come down to
Eastwood House on Easter Monday.”

“ Any date you like.”

“Very good. You will stay the night, of course, even
if vou do not stay longer, but I shall certainly recommend
his lordship to engage you for a repetition of the per-
formance. Will you arrange to arrive at Eastwood Houso
hotween six and seven—as near seven as possible tho as to
be in good time to prepare for the evening performance.”

 Earlier if you like,” said Coker.

“No, not earlier, as his lordship will be very busy with
his numerous guests.”

“Rirhto "

“ And you understand that a thertain amount of discretion
‘. needed in the matter. His lordship does not wizh to be
iroubled by unsuccessful aspirants. He does not desire his
name to be mentioned. That is why the advertizemeni was
put into the paper by X. Y. Z."

[ understand, Mum's the word.™
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“Very good. I congratulate vou, Master Choker.”

The door of the Rag was unlocked, and the stout
entleman walked out, almost into the arms of Harry
Nharton,

Coker looked tuumphanth' at the Co.

“What did I tell you?" he demanded.
right all along the line—what?"

“Well, yvou were right,"” agreed DPotter.
understand it now. But old {halmrmﬂr*!E}'
sort, and we're after that fifty guincas.

T ’What ho!” said the Stage Club. with one voice,

The Fifth-Form club were 1n a state of evident satisfac-
tion. They could not help feeling grateful to Coker, too, for
putting them on to a good thing like this. Great satisfaction
reigned on all sidea.

Mr. Cholmondeley nodded
passage.

“1 am ready for you now.

“Tea's ready, sir,” said Wharton,
are ready for the rehearsal. May
Coker's show, sir "

*I have engaged Choker.”

Wharton's face fell.

“Then-—then there's no chance for us, Mr. Cholmondeley ¥

“Not at all, my dear boy. I am empowered to engage
both companies if thatisfactory. His lordship is providing a
series of entertainments for the friends of his sons during
the wvacation. Master Coker's company 15 engaged for

“Now, who was
“Plessed if T

seems a good

Lindly to Wharton in the
Master Wharton.”

“and all the fellows
I azk how you like

Faster Monday. If wyour rf.‘ll'!-"cl'l"'-.‘ll 15 thatisfactory I shall
engage vou for the following day.’

“Oh, good!” said Wharton, brightening up * That's all
right. We're going to do our best, Mz Cholmondeley. This
way to the study.”

Harry Wharton conducted the dstinguished  visitor

upstairs to the Remove passage in the politest possible
manner.

He threw open the door of No. 1 Study.
scent of tea and toast came from withm.

“Here vou are, siel”

Mr. Cholmondeley walked into the study.

Courtenay gave a start, and locked at him hard. The
Caterpillar stretched his long limbs and rose from the
armchair, smiling.

“By gad!” he said.
do, Pont™

A fragrant

“Rippin’! Toppin'! How do you

e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby's Jape!

8 5 Bl
The Removites echosd the word blankly.

P For a moment they thoucht that the Caterpillar

was going ** off his rocker.”

With a cheery smile on his face he liad addressed Mr.
Cholmondeley as ** Pon!”

Stranee to say, Mr, Cholmondeley started violently, and
backed away to the door. Ie backed into Wharton, who was
following him in.

“PDon’t run away, dear bov,” urged the Caterpillar. 1t
isn't like von to be shy, Pon. Never let it be said that the
great ’onsonby was shy in company, and such rippin’ come-
panry, too. Don't run away, Ponl”

“Pons onby " ejaculated Wharton.
“Are you :Inth"” exclaimed Bob Cherrr,
Chnhnmufnlrﬂ.

“Rippin’ name,” agreed the Caterpillar.

Mr. Cholmondeley seemed rooted to the floor. Harry
Wharton closed the door of the study :[uiml\ but very
determinedly. The Caterpillar had astonished him, but Mr,
{hﬂ!mundnl{w ] ll‘i.'i.l':‘l'.' movement to back out of the room
was suspicious, and there was no reason why he should go.

“¥You must be dreaming.” =awd Squiff. after a pauvse of
dead silence. “That's Mr Cheolinondeley, the theatrical
agent, min't you. sir?”

The theatrical agent did not reply. He scemed to be
unable to find his voice. e opencd his lips, but thev clozed
Aagalil.

“Tt's Ponszsonby right enough,”
“¥ hat trick is he plaving here "

“* But—bhut ;

* Blessed if T should have known ham,” said the Caterpillar
admiringlv. “ 1 must say DPPon 15 surprisin’. Blessed if T
ever thought he was such a giddy genius. Pon, yvou ought
to go on the stage—you ought, really You're 'n-l-u-*d in &
school. Take my tip, Pon., and go on the stage.

“till no reply from Mr. h::rhunudt‘lm

H'Il: ‘\IL‘THL" Waiks T‘]'H_]-[’g]:l

The Remove fellows exchanged grim looks
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“That's Mr.

said Conrtenay quietly.
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THE DREADNOUCHT,
Evary Thursday,

"]~--I suppose there’s no doubt about it?" ssid Wharton at

lazt. **We hadn't the faintest 1dea

”_[ shouldn’t have known bim.” said Courtenay: *but
we've seen him at Higheliffe in those clothes, He was
getting himself up n T}tul' character—practising 1f, We've

secen him looking exactly like that half a dozen times."

** But—but

Even yet the Greviriars Remevites could scareely believe it.

They gazed at Mr. Cholmondeley. Not in the slightest
degree did he resemble Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at
Higheliffe,

He was a good inch taller ; but the high heels accounted for
that, But his make-up was perfect.

Even the Caterpillar would have been deceived, but for
the fact that he had seen the Higheliffe nut practising that
very character, and bhad expected to find Ponsonby at Grey-
friars that afternoon engaged upon a jape.

There could be no doubt, impossible ax 1t scemed; for if
Mr. Cholmondeley had been Mr. Cholmondeley, and not Pon-
sonby, he would }mm said so.

He evidently realised that words were useless,

It needed only a jerk at his beard to prove that he was in
disguise,

“Well, my hat!” ﬂmd Saquitf at last,

“The beatfulness is terrific!™

“Why don't you speak?’ demanded Wharton. “If yom
are Mr. Cholmondeley, and not a rotter fooling us, why don’s
vou speak?’”

“T'll soon settle that.” said Bob Cherry; and he recached
out and jerked at the brown beard.

It came off in his hand.

Even then Ponsonby was not recognisable; but, of course,
no further ::rrm::f was wanted,

“The rotter ! growled Squift,

“Serag him !"

“Hang yon!”

“This beats 1t!™

“Bump him "™

zsatd Mr. Cholmondeley at last; and has
accent was quite gone, and his voice was the voice of Cecil
Ponzonby of Higheliffe. “Hang vou, Caterpillar! I didn’s
know you two cads would be. here [

Tht: Caterpillar smiled,

“Now. you see;, if vou'd been a good bor. we should have
been pally with you, and told you all our little pluns,” he
remarked.  “It's your punishment for not bein' a good boy,
Pon—yvour own fanlt!”

Ponzonby grounid his teeih.

“Hang you! Why couldn’t those fools keep you away!?

“(taddy and the rest?  They tried to when they found
we were coming here,” grinned the Caterpillar “When
vou go home, Pon, vou'll ind them nursin’ fearful iojuries,
Thev trird to stop ns, amd there were casualties”

“*What does this rotten trick mean, Ponsonby?”" demanded
YWharton angrilv,

“1 suppose ke found ont that Mr. Cholmondeley was
coming here, and got himself up like that to take us m,”
remarked Nugent,

are

““Then where's the real Mr., Cholmondeley?”  said
W harton. .

Saquiff grunted emphatically,

“There 150°t any Mr., Cholmondeley, of course.  Tt's a jape

all along the line. 1 know now why all the letters were

tvped.  We should have known that cad’s bandwriting !
“By gad!” said the Cuterpillar. “ By gad! So that's

why vou hired a typewriter, was 1t, Pon? Dlessed 3f [ could

make 1t out when 1've heard you elickin® at it in your
study !
“Th dtors ! stammered Wharton, “ But-—but—

“There 1sn't any X. Y. Z.!" howled q:p:iﬂ' “Don’t vou
seg, 1t's 4 jape all along the ine? Ponsonby's been spoofing
us all the time. Ponsonby put that advertisement in the
Friardale paper.™

*=What: "

“0dh, v hat!"”

The truth dawned fully
Jast,

The whale thing was “ spoof.”

Ponsonby had been pulling rhnir leg from start to hnish,

The advertisernent i the *“ Friardale Times,” the tyvped
letters, the visit of Mr. Cholmondeley—they were all sue-
CORSIV e steps in the same jape.

And if the Caterpillar had not happened to be there, and
bowled Ponsonby out, the jape would have gone on.

The Remove Dramatic ¢ weiety, en; waged to give a perform-
ance at a titled gentleman’s country-hon=e by his supposed
agent, would have presented themselves there, much to the
astonishment of his lordship, who would never even have
heard of their existence.

The juniors felt almost giddy az thiey realized the escape
they had had.

on the astounded Removites at
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1f they had been fooled to that extent, they would certainly
never have heard the end of it.

Mr. Cholmondeley—minus his beard—stood staring at the
Removites, Much politencss had been expended on Mr.
Cholmondeley. But he had something quite different from
politeness to expect now. Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton
had their backs to the door. There was no escape for the
humorous Highelifian.

“Well, this takes the cake!” said Harry Wharton at last.
“ What a thumping jape! DBlessed if 1 ever thought Pon-
gonby would have brains enough to pull our leg like that!™

“The brainfulness is terrific, and the pulliulness of our
esteemed logs is also great,” remarked Hurree Jamses Ram
Singh. “The august Ponsonby is a terrific spoofer !

“ Spoofing Grr}-ﬁ*iarﬂ, by gum!” said Bob Cherry. “The
awful cheek!”

Ponsonby grinned savagely.

“If that cad hadn’t given me away, I'd have fooled you
right up to the finish,” he snarled. “You bhadn't sense
enough to sce that you were being done. You'd nevér have
tumbled, any more than that idiot Coker did!”

“Sorry!” said the Caterpillar. *“By gad, you know, it
was a thumping wheeze! Why didn't you tell me all about
it, Pon? 1 warned you that I was goin’ to chip in. I
naturally concluded that you were playin’ a dirty trick.
Knowin® you so well, how could I imagine that any trick
you were playin’ wasn't a dirty trick?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hang you!" said Ponsonby.

“Hang away!” said the Caterpillar. “ Gentlemen, I
trust yon will excuse me for remarkin’ that if T had known
Pon was simply indulgin’ in a harmless and necessary jape, 1
shouldn’t have said a word? Although I should have been
sorry to see my [riends spoofed, I should have felt that it was
up to me to keep mum, consideri that the good Pon
belongs to my show. I must remark that Pon’s.idea was
a corker, and quite worthy of my hearty support. But I
wis under a misapprehension. I naturally thought Pon was
playing a dirty trick, as usual. How was I to know that, for
once in Pon's life, he was merely bein’ humorous without
bein' a disgustin’ cad? I couldn't be expected to guess that,
could 11"

““ Certainly not!™ said Wharton, laughing.

“ But the game's up now,” said the Caterpillar. “ Bein’
convinced that poor Pon was playin’ it low down, as usual,
and disgracin’ his school by a dirty trick in his_well-known
style, 1 dropped on him. It dawns on me too late that he
i only japin’ in a harmless -and necessary manner.
suppose it's no good my withdrawin’ my remarks, and askin’
you to continue to regard Pon as Mr. Cholmondeley ™

“Ha, ha! No: "

t Then all the fat's in the fire,” said the Caterpillar. “ Pon,
you are clean bowled. Your mistake, old man. If you'd
ever given a fellow any reason to suppose that you could
play a jape withont disgracin’ yourself, you'd have been all
rigﬁt.. Your own fault entirely. Why didn’t you take your
little Caterpillar into your confidence? Fd have kept away,

[ RE

honest injun, and never uttered a whisper !

“1 don't believe yon,” said Ponsonby.
have given me away in any case !”

“Dear me!” said the Caterpillar.
The word of a De Courcy, by gad!
that !™

“Pile in!” said Nugent.

“ But it's too much fag,” continued the Caterpillar ecalmly.
“ Besides, the word of a De Courcy isn't any superior to the
word of a Smith, Jones, or Robinson, so far as 1 can see.
Pon can go on doubtin’ if. i

“1 knew you'd

“He doubts my word,
I ought to lick him for

I'll sit down'!

The Caterpillar stretched himself gracefully in the arm-
chair, completely unperturbed.

Evidently the Caterpillar was sufficient unto himself, and
Egterly regardless of what opinion others might entertain of

1m.

“T say,” hegan Courtenay doubtfully, “1 suppose fFou
fellows feel a bit rusty at being fooled like this! Dut it's
a bit awkward for us. Although it's up against you, you
will admit it was a good jape?”

““Ye-e-es, ' said Wharton, rather slowly.

“ And not a dirty, caddish trick, such as you might have
expected from Ponsonby——"

““ Yes, that's so0.”

“ And we've given him away,” went on Courtenay.
“ I Inder the eires, I feel inclined to ask a favour of you.”

“ Any old thing!™

“Well, T suppose you're feeling inclined to rag Ponsonby
bald-headed 7"

*““What-ho !"

': }_“;? I]E}ii'l'.'. you te let him clear,” said Courtenay.

& 1 l‘!'

“Yaas,”' said the Caterpillar, “It's quite an awkward
position for us. Under the natural belief that Pon was
playin’ dirty tricks, as might have been expected, we've
given him away. It turns out that he wasn’t. Let him
retire with the honours of war!™
Tue Macxer Lirmrary.—No. 374,
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The chums of the Remove looked at one another a little
dubiously,  Their natural inclination was to impress upon
Ponsonby that he eouldn’t jape Greyimars with 1mpunity.
They were inclined to bump him, and scalp him, and send
hin home to Higheliffo with his disguises tied round his neck,
cspecially considering the way the nuts had handled Wharton
and Bob Cherry the previous weck.

But they had to consider Courtenay and the Caterpillar.

Their position was a little awkward. They were chummy
with the Famous Five, and on ill terms with Ponsonby &
Co. But they were Highcliffe fellows, and so was I’onsonby,
and that could not be left out of account.

Ponsonby’s jape. if they had known of it before, would
have placed them in an awkward position, too. They would
not have felt entitled to give him away, and at the same
time they would not have cared to stand by and see their
friends taken in.

But as it happened, Ponsonby's own rascality had solved
that difficulty. Taking it for granted that he was playing a
caddish trick, they had given him away without pausing to
reflect, as they had fairly warned him that they would. The
discovery that the trick was not a caddish one, for once, had
come a little too late. Ponsonby had only himself and his
general character to thank for that

Harry Wharton & Co. made up their minds, and there
was a general nod of assent.

‘“ Peace, my infants!"” said Bob Cherry. * Considering all
the cires, it's up to us to let Ponsonby clear off unragged,
unbumped, unszealped, and unslaughtered.” =

“ Hear, hear!”

“1 agreefully assent,”” said Hurree Singh, *the beai-hear
fulness 1s terrific.”

Ponsonhy shrugged his shoulders.
relieved, but he did not care to show if.

“I'l make you squirm for thi, Caterpillar,” he said
“You've given me away e

“ Alas!" said the Caterpillar. ““Why are you such a howl-
ing cad as a rule, Pon? How was I to guess thut, for d'nﬁo;
on a speccal occasion, you were not actin’ hke a howhna
cad? Be reasonable!”

“You slackin’ rotter—'

¢ Nuff said!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ You can clear off,
Ponsonby, and if it wasn't for these chaps, you'd get the rag-
ging of your life before you went. You're getting off pretty
cheaply. Shut up, and clear!”

Wharton opened the door. Bob Cherry made a suggestive
movement with his hoot, and Ponsonby hurriedly stepped
into the passage. There he quickly replaced his beard. He
dreaded meeting Coker as he departed. For if Horace Coker
had discovered that jape. before the japer was qut of rcach,
the prospect would have been terrific for Ponsonby. Coker
would not have let him off hightly.

“ Mr. Cholmondeley 7 disappeared down the passage.

He had ordered the taxi-driver to call for him at “thix
o'clock. But he did not wait for the taxi. He hurried away
to Courtfield as fast as he could go to get to Mr. Lazarus's
shop, where he had put on his disguise, and where he had. to
got rid of it. And he breathed more frecly when Greyfnars
was left safely behind.

Qo far as the Remove was concerned, the great jape was &
dismal failure,

He was immensely

¥

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Dramatic Soclety is Wrathy!

- HAT a giddy escape!” said Bob Cherry.

w Wharton drew a deep breath.

“1t was an escape!” he said. “1'll admit that I
never had the shightest suspieion, We took the
advertisement at the face value——"

“Who'd have thought that X.Y.Z. was rcally Pon?” said

Nugent. “Blessed f I'd have guessed it m a thousand
years !’
" 4 We onght to have smelled a mouse,’” said Squiff, with &
shake of the head. *It didn't occur to me before, but such
an advertisement, if genuine; wouldn’t be likely to appear
n a little local paper like the ‘ Friardale Times.’ "

“ Of course, he knew we'd see it there,” said Harry. “ And
he got De Courcy to find out for him that we were going
in for it.’

“ sin® me as a catspaw, by gad!” said the Caterpillar.
“Tt was rather low-down of Pon, that little bit. It was a
doocid awkward position for us. I don't feel quite satisfied
about givin® him away.”

“Dash it all, you couldn’'t have sat there, knowing 1t was
Ponsonby, and let him go on fooling us, I suppose,”’ said
Squiff warmly.

“1 suppose not,"” agreed the Caterpillar. “Tt wolld hn.E

e
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been pretty mean. If I'd known in advance, I suppose I
should have kept away.”

“I'in jolly glad it’s come out!” said Wharton. “The
bounder was going to send us to some blessed place, where
they've mever even heard of us—Lord Eastwood's place,
very likely, I thought it was IV Arey’s place we were to go
to—and most likely it was. Pon knows we're chummy with
the St. Jim'a chaps. Fancy their fuces when we walked in
unexpectedly to play a blessed plax H

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“And the rotter’s given us all the trouble he could—making
us imake up a play m verse. That was to make 1t as diffi-
cult and ndiculous as possible, of course,” satd Wharton.
**And he's actually enguped Coker!”

*Oh, by gad!" grinned the Caterpallar.

“He told me; it’s settled with Coker, and he's engaged
for the performance of ‘ Red Ruin ' on Easter Mondav!”

“Ha. ha, ha!

“We shall have to give old Coker the tp." gaid Bob Cherry,
with a chuckle. **We can’t let Coker be taken in. It would
be a topping joke, but it's up to us to warn him.”

“We'll speak to him on the quiet.” asscuted Wharton.
“The fact is, we don't want all Grevfriars to hear about this.
After writing a play, giving out the parts, and rehearsing,
and so on, we don't want to tell evervbody that it was all
spoof, and the play’s not going to be plaved at alll It would
make us look such blithering idiots !

“Yaas, 1t would!” assented the Caterpillar. * Mum's the
word. Give Uoker the tip on the quict, and sav nothin’,”

“The speechfulness is silver, but the silence saves a stitch
in time,”" remarked Hurvee Singh, with a wise shake of the
head.

“'Hﬂ.-:r llIl-, hﬂ-!"

“That's the idea,” said Harry. “No need to give Mr.
Cholmondeley away to evervbody, We shall have to tell
the Dramatic Socicty that it's all off, that's all, but we're
not gomg to have this jawed all over the school. We should
never hear the end of 417

“What a potten sell, though!” said Bob. “The plav's all
ready, the costumes all ready, every fellow's letter-perfect—
what a ghastly sell!"”

“We'll turn it into prose, and play it all the same in the
vacation,” said Nugent.

The chums of the Remove sat down to tea. They were
still in tho costume of “The Call of the Empire.”  Their
checks burned at the idea of the whole school learning how
completely they had been fooled. For the honour and glory
of No. 1 Study, it was necessary to keep dark the real identity
of Mr. Cholmondeley, i

But there were difficulties ahead. The Dramatic Society
were all ready for the great dress rehicarsal, and thev had
to be put off. Tea was goinz on, when the door opened and
Bolsover major looked in, as General Snortz,

“We're all ready !” said Bolsover. He looked tound the
studv. * Hallo, where's Mr. Cholimondeloy” 1 thought he
was having tea here!" .

“Ahem! He was going to," =aid Wharton.

“He's not rone?"”

“-3'.'{".."‘, bk |

“Gone!” exclaimed Bolsover.

“Ye-e-08'”

“He bas departfully taken his esteemed French
Bolsover!”

“ But—but what about the rehearsal” exelaimed Bolsaver
major. ' Isn't it coming off

“It's off already,” said Bob ruefully,

“Look here, what does this mean®™
major, in his bullving manner,
a muck of it?"’

“The fact is, it's chucked.” said Harry Wharton.
Cholmondeley has gone '

leave,

demsanded Bolsover
“Have yvou silly asses made

bt 5 )

We sha'n’t see anvthing more of

him. We—we weren't satisfied with him !
“You've =ent him awav?” howled Bolsover.
“Xos. "
s 'l"!i'].lﬁ_ -.;“

Havey Wharton & ('o. were not inclined to tell Bolsover
.'Enajcn- why, If one were told, all would Lhave to Le told, and
m a quarter of an hour the whale sehool would be howling
over the way No. 1 Study had been spoofed. Naturallv, the
Famous Five did not feel inclined to hold themselves up to
ridicule,

Clt wasn't sahisfactory.” said Wlharton. “Ir can’t he
helped.. We shall play rhe Jdioma all the same in the vae
for the bencfit of the Beleinn Fuwd, ™ ’

:* But what about the fifty suineas?"

"Ahem! The—the fart iz, we found out that the Gy
guitieas wouldn't bhe paid at all Nov doubr abour thar™

“Well, that alters the ease,™ saild Bolsover T suspocfed
all aloneg that it wasz a swindle of e I told vou fellows
1o '
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“I don't remember your telling us so—but 1t's the case.
There wouldn't have been any fifty guineas.”

“That's all very well,” said Bolsover. “But I think it's
jolly high-handed of vou chaps to break off negotiations
without consulting us!"

* Ahem !”

“1 think it's like yvour blessed cheek, if yvou want to know."™

“We don't particularly want to kpow,” murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Well, T think all the fellows will agree with me. too!”
exclaimed Bolsover. * My idea is that vou've taken too much
on yourselves, and vou jolly well ought to be ragged.”

* You—vou sce—it couldn’t be helped -

“Rot!”

“Dash it all, we're the managing committee, and entitled
to make arrangements,” said Wharton testily

“Well, we'll see what the fellows sav.”

Slam ! Bolsover banged the door and stamped away.

The Caterpillar whistled softly.

* Looks to me as if you fellows are goin’ to have trouble,”
he remarked.

“Can’t be helped !”

Trouble certainly was at hand. Bolsover was raging with
indignation. and the Dramatic Society. when they heard lus
indignant tale, raged, too. There was a trampling in the
passage, and a swarm of British Tommies, ferocious Prussians,
and Belgians came into No. 1 Study.

The numerous members of the Remove Dramatic Society
were all in full war-paint, ready for the rchearsal, and they
were all angry and disappointed,

“Now, then, what's this Bolsover tells us?”
Wibley warmly.

* Better ask Bolsover.”

“Oh, don't be funny!
roared Ogilvy.

'FEF'E'H..”.

“I say. you fellows, scrag "em!” yelled Billy Bunter. “I
know now why they wouldn't let me come to tea. I'd
have stopped 'em.”

“You've broken off negotiations?" demanded Peter Todd.

M ¥eg"

“And why?”

“We weren't satisfied with Cholmondeley. His bona-fides
were 1o good. There wouldn't have been any fee."

“Well, if that's so, it's all right,” zaid Todd. “But we've
taken an awful lot of trouble, and we'd rather have been
told, so0 that we could talk te Cholmondeley ourselves.”

“I should jully well say so!" exclaimed Tom Brown.

“Awful cheek, begorra!” exclaimed Micky Desmond.
*““Rag the spalveens!™

“ Look here,” said Wharton, “we're the manazing com-
mittee——"

“And a precious way you've managed it ! howled Beolsover
major. ““Here we've been slogging away for a fortnight,
and what is there to show for it? If Cholmondeley was a
swindler, you've let yourselves be taken in, and given us
all this trouble for nothing.”

“Rar Tem!"”

“Bump 'em for their cheek!"”

“ Bump 'em for being taken in!"

“Nag the blessed study !™

“ By gad!” murmured the Caterpillar.
estin’ "'

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another helplessly.
It was useless to explain. The amateur actors would have
been still more furiens if they had known that it was
Ponsonby of IHiglcliffe who had taken in the managing
committee, Certainly it was up to the managing committee
to mianaze a little better than that,

And there was no time to talk.

From words the indignant Removites proceeded to artions,
Thewr disappointment had to be wreaked on somebody or
something, It was the fact that the play was “off.” after
all their great preparations, thar oxasperated them.  And
thear wrath was visited on the Famous Five, and 1t would
not have been averted by telling them all the facts of the
case.  In any case, they held the managing committice respon-
sible, as was :_m!_‘; just, 1w a way. -

“ Look here, you can clear off . said Bob Cherrv, “We'ra
gorry 1t was a frosr, but 1t can’'t be helped.”

“The sorrowfulness 15 terrific !

demanded

TRE

You've sent Cholmondeley away!

“This looks inter-

“We'll make you sorrier 177 roarcd Bolsover major. Rag
em !

“We —we had to chuck the arrangements. von =ea. It
couldn’'t be helped—-

wh '

Then you shouldn't have started the arrangements™
“Well, von see. we were rather taken in =
*And you're the managing commitree. and von wese vathor
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taken in. We always rag managing committees who are rather
taken in!" snorted Bulstrode,

* Hear, hear! Rag ‘em!”

1 say, we've got visitors here, yon know

“ Blow your visitors!”

“ Bless vour visitors!”

“Your blessed visitors can sce how we handle «illy idiots
who make silly arrangements, and give us no ¢nd of trouble
for nothing!™ roared Dolsover. *Ceme on i

v (Oh, my hatl"”

“Lane up!l”

(Crash!

Bolsover major led a frontal attack. The tea-table wen®
over with a terrific crash, and the crockery was seattered far
and wde.

The next moment the scene in Ne. 1 Stndy couid only be
described as terrifie,

L

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Ragging!
ARRY WHARTON & €O, lined up for defenee.
H Courtenay and the Caterpillar lined up with them,
They were seven good fighting-men, but the
exasperated swarm of Jumors were almost num berless.

The study was erammed, and there was little room for
firhting. .

The combatants simply tumbled oaver one another. _

A stranger looking m upon the scene. and beholding that
wild erowd of Tommies, Prussians, and Delgians engaged m
deadly strife, might have supposed that he was locking upon
ono of the battleficlds of Belgmm. i

The Famous Five and their two chums put np a first-class
fght. But they were simply overw helmed. |

Fighting valorously, they went down before swarming
nunibers. .

They were strewn on the floor, and exasperated assailants
were strewn over them, and No. 1 Study vehoed with the
sounds of woe, P

Thevy were bumped, and they were ru,r_pf_:mi, and  their
i lobber ' was soon in a state which made it unlikely that
i1 would ever figure upon the histrionie boards agamn,

Then the study was simply wrecked. ‘

When at last the raggers, somewhat satisfied, l:llﬂpa?tmlf
the eelebrated apartment looked as if it had been visited by
several severe eyclones,

Qpven hapless jumiors sat up.

Thev blinked it one another dazedly.

There was a chorus of heavy groans. ‘

arry Wharton pnt his handkerchief to his streaming nose,
and dabbed, and dabbed, and dabbed, and blinked round the
<tudv at the havoc that had been wrought. The ta_ble was
over. the crockery smashed, the bookcase on its side, the
books in the fender, the ashes from the gate eeatterod over
+he room, the carpet jerked up, the clock smiashed—mnever had
the study presented so terrific an aspect.

“0Oh, my hat!” rasped Wharton,

SO -WOW-WoW L

“(iroo-hoooh I _ _ ~

“ Py gad!” murmured the (Caterpillar. “1 call this
excitin’. This is what I call really exeitin’, by gad.!”

“(h. my eye ' murmured Courtenay.  * Oh, crumbs 17

v The erumbfulness is terrthe. T am sufferfully languish-
ing under great anguish, The punchfulness is excessively
painful.”

“He, he, hel” | |

Rilly. Bunter binked in at the doorway, through his big
elasses, and chuckled. The Owl of the Remove apparently
found something amusing in the scene of havor.

The juniors blinked at him. They were too ntterly *done
in? even to kick Dunter out.

The fat Removite chuckled spasmodically,

v He, he, be! You do look a sight! 1'm jollv glad! He,
he, he!”

»Oh. dear!” meaned Beb Cherry.

«He. he, he! Serve you jolly well right! You wouldn't
ot nic come to tea, you rotters! I'd have managed it all
richt if you'd left it to me. You've rot what you deserved,
Ile, he, he! You look a precious set of scarecrows. He, he,
he!™ _ _

fob Cherry groped weakly for a eushion, and hurled 1f
at Bunter. He had the satisfaction of sceing the Owl of
the Remove swept out of the doorway, and hearing a
bump in the passage The “He, he, he!” was heard no
N,

The juniors staggered to their feet
another with dolelul grins

“T—71 sav, I'm sorvy {or this, yeu chaps,” siaid Wharton,
soTain't exactly the way visitors shoukd e entortained, I
know. Thoy—they were rather wild, yom know.”

s Ol den't mench.” groaned the Caterpiblae; 1 like an
excitin’ ime myself. I found this awf'ly exeium’.”
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“I's all right,” said Courtenay. * You chaps have been
ragged at Higheliffe, and it's anly fair we should stand by
vou. I'm sorry that a fellow of our Form was the cause
of it

“Yon necdn't—ahem!—you nexdn’t
Ponsonby,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Not a giddy syllable "

“ Petter come up to the dorm, and put yourselves to rights
a bit.” eroaned Wharton. “Oh, my hat! What an after-
noon this has been!”

The disconsolate Co. proceeded to the Remove dormitory.
The Famous Five chaneed their things: the theatrical cos-
tumes they discarded were almost in tatters. Courtenay and
the Caterpillar were provided with new collars and ties, and
brushice down, and made as tudy as possible.

Tea in No. 1 Study had come to a smdden emd, and the
study was ig no state for entertaining guests. As soon as
they were a little more presentable, the chums of the Remove
amd their visitors quitted the School Honse, and started for
the pates. There was a how! from some of the members of
the Dramatic Socicty who spotted them, but fortunacely
there was no more ragging., The Co. were glad enough to
get out of gates, to give the Remove time to cool down.

Thev watked slowly down to Courctfield, with an ache in
every bone. Courtenay and the Caterpillar were taking it
quite good-humouredly. The Co, were ghad to remember that
they had been ragged by Ponsonby & Co, on the oceasion
of a visit to Courtenay at llicheliffe; that made matters a
Little moie even. Buat certainly it was a most deplorable
state of affairs.

They had tea at the bun-shop in Clourtfield. It was a
safer quarter than No. 1 Study in th.: Remove at Greyiriars
till the Dramatic Society had calmed down. )

Over tea, they recovered their spirits a little.

“Den't worry about us,” said the Caterpillar, when the
Removites onee more expressed their regret for that unex-
pected and violent ending of a friendly visit. “1 tell youn
it was an excitin® time, and we enjoyed it. Besides, 1t was
all Pon's fanlt—Pon’s fault from start to finish.” '

“1t's all serene,” said Courternay, laughing, * Don’t worry !
T'm only sorry that it was a Higheliffe chap caused you all
this blessed trouble,” "

The juntors parted at last on the best of terms, alter
arraneing to meet in the vaecation Harry Wharton & Uo.
took therr way homeward to Greyvfriars in the dusk.

“ After all, we needn’t grumble,” Bob Cherry remarked.
Bob looked on the best side of things as & matter of habit.
“We've had a giddy time: but it's better than being taken
in. 1'd rather be raoeed by the Remove than spoofed b
Ponsonby. Suppoese we had turned up at some eigldy lurcﬁ
ship’s country house when he wasn't expecting us———"

“OWa're well out of that,” said Wharton; * and it would be
only decent to give Coker the tip.”

“ Oh. rather!”

The juniovs reached the school, and passed in at the gates
just before Gosling locked them. They crossed the Close n
the dusk. As they passed under the elms there was a sudden
yush of feet 1 the gloom.

*Collay "em "

It was the voice of Coker of the Fifth.

Before the Famous Five could lift a finger they were rushed
over. In the grip of many hands they were swept off their
feet and rushed away.

mentionn this o

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTFR.
Coker Asks For It!
ORACE COKER chuckled glecfully,
.H The great Coker had laid that ambush, and it had
succeeded perfoctly,

The Famous Five, for once caught napping, had been
swept away without a blow in self-defenee —rushed off, help-
loss prisoners, by Coker & Co.

Before they quite knew what was happening they were
dumped down in the wood-shed, with a crowd round them,
and Coker had elosed the door.

Potter lighted a bikelantern, and in its rays the captured
Removites blinked at thewr captors,

The woold-shed was swarming with them. There werg
Coker and Potter, Greene and Fitzgerald, and Tomlinson and
Quuith major, and several move of the TFifth, There was
Hobson of the Shell, and several more Shell fellows, There
were Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth, In fact, it was
the whele Fifth-Form Stape (lub, with their © supers 7' from
the Lower Forms -every fellow who had a part, great or
cmall, i the great dramga ** Red Ruin 7 had taken a hand
s that sudden attack upen the leaders of the Remove
Draniatic Society.,
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Harry Wharton & Co. szal on the Hoor of the wood-shed
amd blinked.

They did not understand.

A dozen fellows were holding them, and a dozen more stood
round, and 20 resistance was ouf of the guestion,

Thtg, could only wait to see what was on. If it was a
ragging, they were powerless. They had had ecnough ragoing
for one afternoon, but it couldn’t be helped.

“ (ot 'em!" said Potter.

““ Bafe as houses!” chuckled Greene.

**And now we're going ‘to talk to ‘em!”
Coker.

‘** Oh, rather!” chimed in Dabney of the Fourth.

“Talk to "emm like Dutch uncles!” said Hobson of the
Shell. * Got the birch, Cokert”

“ You bet!”’

The Famous Five stared as Coker produced the birch, and
made 1t whistle through the air. 1t was ane of the doctor's
birches, which was used on the painful occasions when Dr.
Locke had to administer corporal punishment. Coker had
evidently succeeded in abstracting it, for the benefit of his
junior rivals

“Why, you cheeky idiot!" exclaimed Squiff indiznantls.

galld Horace

Sampson Quin{:y Ifficy Field was red with wrath, " If you
think vou're peing to use that on us, Coker——7
“You thumping chump!” reared Wharton. * Why, we—

“rEi:El_”

Words faded the indignant captain of the Remove at the
bare idea of being birched by Coker.

Coker grinned.

“It depends entirely on yvourselves,

“0Oh, rather!” chuckled Dabney.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're goinzg to talk to you—talk business,”” went on
Coker,  We're going to explain things to vou. We're going
to make you see sensze. But as vou're such cheeky young
cads I've brought the birch along, in case vou don't see
reason,  Seel’

“You silly ass

“Still as cheeky as ever!”

" he explained.

ey

smuled Coker. *° Perhaps 1'd

better give 'em a flick or two, as a warninz what to expect.
Turn 'em agver!”

“Yos, may ay well make a rsood beginning,”’ asreed
Hobson. ** Then they’ll listen to reason.”

But their strugoles

" The Famous Five struggled desperately,
face downward,

were of no availl. They were whirled over,
and Coker started with the birch.

Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish!

“ Yow-ow-aw-ow-ow !’

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker gave them one each, but the strokes were well laid
on. lhv Hf*lnmiti_ﬂ-, ::.JH'IIII'L sepuirmed.

“ Let 'em st up!” sad Coker.

The Famous Five sat up. Theyv were « rimson with rage,

““ Oh, vou rotter!” gasped Wharton. * I—I—I'll.- - "

o "th up!" said Coker. flonnishing the birch. " You listen
to me! I'm doing the talking. Now, Mr., Cholmondeley has
sech our rehmrml and he's t"'iE‘,'af"({l us to play for his lord-
ship's party.’

If the Removites had felt hike grinning thev nnuLi h.iw
grinned at that moment. But they did not feel like prinnine,

“Mr. Cholmondeley.,” went on Coker, **said something
about cngaging you kids, teo  Now, as reasonable chaps,
vou can see that it's impossible. The Fifth-Form Stage Club

as its dignity to consider. We can’t be competed with by
fags. We can't have a gang of fags playing the giddy ox at
the same place where we're giving dramatic representations,
You ought to be able to see that fm" vourselves, 1 tried to
E‘tnhun it the other day, but you-

"We jolly well ragged you!” said Bob Cherry. “0f all
the silly burblers that ever burbled, vou capture the cake,
Coker.”

The birch Hourished azamn.

“1 want to do the sensible thing,”” said Coker. 1 want
you to gee 1it! You ourht to have sense enough to see it
But if you haven't, that's vour look out. Now. I tell yon
plainly that we 11”[‘1[1. refuse to have fugs erl.'l.tIl" the silly
goat at the place uhf*]i_‘ we do our ac tng.  We want vou
to chuck up rlm nlea.’ ‘

The Famous Five erinned this iime,

Loker, of courze, was still utterly in the dark as to the rveal
identity of Mr. Cholmondele a'n{ did not know thar the
voprosentation of “ The Call of the Empire 7 was cotnpleteiy
[ {E EY 2

Cokor, as usual, was on the weone rrack.
exchanged glances,
l'l"ﬂ"h'l" {1{-.|I'i.‘|."l' Ll l.hl_‘ wrono 1?'1’:\{'!':.

They had udended lovally to wive Coker the b, But
Coker's lugh-handed methods had the cffeer of chaneme
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their intention. Coker had birched them. Cbker had to pay
for it !

“Mum's the word!" said Harry Wharton quickly,

His chums understood at once,

“The mumfulness 15 terrific!” murmured Ioky,

““ Eh—what's that?"' demanded Coker.

“0h, go on, dear boy!"’ said '\.uﬂn nt. ** You're gettinh‘
mtrmatmg, Let's hear the rest. We've got nothing to sa

“In the first place,” said Coker, * You've got to un Er-
stand that we require vour word, honour bright, not to play
the giddy ox—I mean, not to accept any engagement from
Mr. Lhn::-fmﬂndelt:v '

i {.H]' ]!'I{_'I]'I, pro

* (Mherwize yvou will be birched!™

v

““ That's
minedly,
birch you!

“ My hut["

“It's up to me, as a senior, to teach vou cheeky fags
manners,”" explained Coker. * The prefects let vou run wild.
I'm taking you in hand now."

" ¥ou silly fathead!"

*Now, answer up!
hearsal? 1 didn't see
put off "’

“Ahpm' II: s certainly put nE,"

“Then you're not enraged !

¥ Ha.rdh I'm not old ¢ ‘nough to be engaged.”

"Don’t be a funny voung idiot!” roared Coker. ** I mean,
you're not engaged to 1}151'. for X. Y, Z.s country house-
party®’

he "-"n,"‘":.r"!‘

“That's all right, so far, Now. I want you to undertako
to refuse any engagement if Mr, Cholmondeley is ass encugh
to offer it to you, and to decline to give him a rehearsal if
he should be duffer enough to want to see one.”

“That's it!" sawd Potter.

“And if you don’t jelly well agree, you're going to be
juih well flogged!™ chuckled Temple of the Fourth.

*We've booked that engagement, and we're not going to
have any cheeky fags phun" the ox, and making us look
ridiculous,” said Coker. * You catch on®”

The Famous Five gmumd

If ** Mr. Cholmondeley " had not been shown up, and if the
Remove Dramatic “tmmtv had been engaged by him, still
believing him to be a genuine theatrical agent, Harry
Wharton & Co. were have cheerfully defied Coker to do ht._
worst. A dozen birches would not have made them give in.

But the case was altered now., As Mr, Lhn!mmuielm bad
turned out to be Ponsonby of Higheliffe, and as the whole
thing was spoof, they were quite willing to leave it to Coker,

As a reward for his high-handed methods, their idea was
to leave Horace Coker in the dark and let him rip.

The good-natured tip they had intended to give him would
not be uttered now. When the Fifth Formn Stage Club
turned up at some eountry house where nobedy expected themn,
and found that they had been spoofed. thev could have the
satisfaction of knowing that they had Coker to thank for 1t—
H"!']. I.I'.I.'E‘TI]SI"I.TE"F_.-

“ Think it out ! said Coker lofrily. T don't mind giving
vou a few minutes to think it over. But I mean business, I
want vour definite promise to refuse any engpgement from
Mr. Cholmondeley.  Although you're roiten checky fars, I
I«.nfm vou won't break your word, Now, then!”

“ Suppose we refuse?’” asked Wharton meckly.

*Then 'm going to birch von,”" said Coker,

“And suppose we still refuse?”

“ 1 shall keep on birching vou until vou leave off refusing.”

“Tsu't that a little hit lugh handed *

“1 don't beheve i kid-glove methods with check vy fags.™

“hat 1've got the birch for,” =aid Coker deter-
If vou can't do the sensible thing I'm going to

Did Mr. Cholmondeley see vour re-
anything of it in the Rag. Has it been

said Wharton.

sald Cober, I mean business, and I'll jolly well let you
know it ! Now, what are you going to do #*’

i e T

“EhRTT

*We're moine to do you. " explaimed Wharton,

I don't want any rot [ roared Coker, flourishing the biveh
* Will vou mive me your word to refuse any engagement from
"l-[r Cholimondeley, or will you be flogred ¥

*We'll give you OLE word,"

¢ Honour by Li.:'ht i

“ Honour bright,”” chorussed the Famous Five.

- Coker stared at them, He was determined to h:n. his way,
Hu’r this smdden and complete surrender surprised him. Tt
wasn't like the Famous Five of the Remove to give i like
that without a struggle,

* No spool, yon know 7" said Potter suspiciously,

* Welve given you our word,” said Wharton,  ** We under-
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take not to accept any epgagement that Mr. Cholmondeley
may offer us, and not to give him a reh We promige !"’

@ And not to have any more communication whatever with
X. Y. Z. 7" said Coker.

“ Agreed !”

“ Honour bright!” said Bob Cherry solemmnly.

“Well,”” said Coker, after a pause, *‘that's quite satis-
factory.”

“ Yes. that's all right,’* said Hobson.
a.hgminise. They're cheeky young cads, but they wouldn't do
that.’

The Fifth Form Stage Club all nodded assent. The Famous
Five were well known to be the soul of honour; their word
was their bond. If thev promised to have nothing more to do
with X Y. Z or Mr. Cholmondeley, they eould be relied upon
to have nothing more te do with X, Y. Z. or Mr.
Cholmondeley. That they maght have secret reason, totally
anconneeted with Coker and his birch, for giving that promise,
pnaturally did not oceur to Coker,

« Well. T'll sav that you've shown sense—more sense than I
expecied of you,” said Coker. *' I thought I should have to
lick you. You've done the sensible thing. This shows that
it’s the best system to have a firm hand with fags. I always
said so.”’

“ A Daniel come to judgment !” said Squiff.

“ Can we go now, please?” asked Bob Cherry meekly.

“ Let 'em go,”’ said Coker. * They've done the sensible
thing. If the prefects knew how to handle fags as well as I
do, it would be all the better for Greyfriars. A firm hand
is all that's required; that’s all—a firm hand.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were accordingly released, and they
quitted the wood-shed, leaving (Coker & Co. in a state of
supreme satisfaction. Some of the Fifth-Form Stage Club
had had their doubts about the efficacy of Coker’s high-handed
methods. But they had to admit now that Coker was right.
Indeed, Coker was getting a very unusual amount of ** kudos ™’
in these days. Coker was proving himself right all alongz the
line in every way. The Fifth-Formers began to feel that they
hadn’'t done Coker justice up to now. _ .

Harry Wharton & Co. scuttled awav, restraining, with great
efforts, any sign of merriment till they were safe in Study
No. 1. They did not want to give Coker a chance of sus-
pecting their real reasons for yielding to his threats.

Qtudy No. 1 was in a state of wreck and ruin, but the
Famous Five looked on the wreek with cheerful eyes, They
found consolation in the thought of what was going to happen
to the egregious Coker.

“ Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry, as he slammed the
study door and let himself go at last. * Oh, my word! Poor
old Coker!"”

* Ha, ha, hal"”

“ The awful nerve! A birch for us!” said Wharton.
“ The cheek of it! And they think we've given in because
we didn't fancy the birch !”

“ Ha, ba, ba!”

¢ And now we'll let "em rip "

The Removites yelled,

 They can go on rehearsing, and on Easter Monday they

can turn up n full foree at the ccuntry-house, wherever

it i1s.”’

‘“ Ha. ha, ha!l”

# And surprise his lordship, whoever he 18."

“* Ha, ha, ha 1"

Bob Cherry executed a wild war-dance amid the wreck of
the study. The Co. gasped with merriment, Coker had asked
for it, and Coker was going to get it !

If Horace Coker could have seen the Famous Five just then,
perhaps he would not have been so satisfied. But he could
not see them, and he was eminently satished. His eminent
catisfaction was to last until the Fifth Form Stage Club pre-
cented themselves at Eastwood House to perform *‘ Red
Ruin.”™

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
0ff For the Holidays!

- ALLO, hallo, hallo! D'Arey, by Jove!”
J‘l Zip, mip! Whrr!

A big motor-car stopped outside the School House

at Urevfriars, and an extremely elegant youth
stepped out. A handsome youth was he, clegant from the
crown of his shining hat to the tips of his lovely boots. An
eveglass gleamed in his eye, and a gold-headed canc rleamed
under his arm.

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arev, of the Fourth Form at
at. Jim's, an old acquaintance of the Famous Five. Harry
Wharton & Co. came out to meet him, It was breaking-up day
at Greviriars, and the chums of the Remove had packed up
for the vacation. Buf although they were going to spend the
first part of the vacation with Arthur Augustus D'Arcy at
Eastwood House, they had not expected to see the swell of
Bt. Jim’s that morning,

““ Heah we are again, deah boys [V

said the elegant Fourth-
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Former, as he shook hands all round with the Famous Five.
“How do vou do—what? Wathah surpwisad to see me this
mornin’, old scouts—what?"’

¢ The surprisefulness 13 terrifie [”

¢ Yaas: I wathah thought I should astonith you,” grinned
Arthur Augustus. ** You see, we bweak up a day earlier at
St. Jim's, Tom Mewwy and Blake and the west are at my
place now, you know. And the ideah flashed into my bwain
of wushin’ evah heah in the patah’s ecah and wunnin® you
home—see? Bettah than wottin® about over a wotten wail.
way—what? So I made Wobinson beat the speed limit all the
wayv, and heah I am—what 7"

“ Bravo!”

“Tell somebody to put vour baggage and things in_ the
cah,” said Arthur Augustus. “Lots of woom. But don't
huwwy for me. Take your time.”

“We were going to catch the mid-day train,” said Harry
Wharton, with a smile; * but we'd rather catch the morming
car. This is simply & ripping idea of yours!”

“ Yuas, wathah,” said the swell of 8t. Jim's, with con-
siderable satisfaction. ** It flashed into my bwain, you know.
I told Tom Mewwy at once, and he said it was a wippin’
idea. As a wule, Tom Mewwy lacks the intelligence to see
how wippin’ my ideahs are. By the way, if you fellows
would like to bwing any pals along, there’s lots of woom in
the car. 1 believe you wathah play cwicket heah 1"

“ We do—rather " agreed Bob Cherry.

“ Just a little bit ! said Squiff,

“ We're goin’ to make up two elevens, and have some
ewicket,” Arthur Augustus explained, “so if you've got some
ewicketin’ pals not othahwise engaged, make them come along
with vou.”

“ By Jove, I wish Courtenay could come " said Wharton.
“ But he's going home with the Caterpillar. Two ripping
-.;.h&ps, D’Arcy., You'll see them when you come to my place
ater.”’ :

“ Lot me see them now, deah boy, and we'll make them
chuck their othah engagements and come along. That 1is
wathah a bwilliant ideah.”

““ They're at Higheliffe,”” said Wharton. Wharton would
have given a good deal to have Courtenay along with him at
Eastwood House, and D’Arcy’'s hospitality was unbounded.
H. had carte blanche from his nobie pater. Both Courtenay
and the Caterpillar were to visit Wharton at his home after
his stay with D’Arey. “I wonder what De Courcy would
say? You don't know him by any chance, 1) Arcey 1"

% De Courey ! said Arthur Augustus. “I have met Bir
Wobert de Courey. Ho is a bwethah officah of my eldah
bwothah, Lord Conway, out in Fwance, now, whoppin’
Pwussians.”

“ That's the Caterpillar's elder brother,” said Nugent.

“ Then IVArcy as good as knows him,” said Whartom,
laughing.

“ Yaas, wathah !’ chirped Arthur Augustus,
him in.””

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Vou fellows get into the cah, and we'll call for them, and
collah them,” said Arthur Augustus. ““Can they play
cwicket 777 _

“\Well, Courtenay can, De Courey is rather a slackesy
but a first-rate chap.” :

“We'll make him play, then, Buek him up, you know
If they're fwiends of yours, deah boys, they're fwiends d

“ Let's wope

mine. We'll wope 'em mn.”
Harry Wharton & Co. assented at once. Arthur Augustus
was evidently much taken with the idea of * wopin’” in

Courtenay and the Caterpillar.

The Famous Five took their secats in the tremendous car,
and their friends came round in a crowd to bid them fare-
well. In great spirits they started off on their journey.

As the car glided down the drive a fat figure came bolting
out of the Bchool House.

Billy Bunter had just heard ef the arrival of Arthur
.‘\.ug]ut-'-lus D'Arcy. Unfortunately, he had heard of it a little
too late.

“Hold on!'" roared Bunter. “Stop the car, Gussy! I'm
here !”

The car whizzed on.

Whether or not Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy heard that frantio
chout from William (George Bunter, the Famous Five could
not say. His face showed no sign of it. Perhaps he was
affficted with a sudden deafness.

T sav vou fellows, stop! Here I am, Gussy, old pal!”

“Pway don't waste time, Wobinson,” said DArcy to the
chauffeur.

"1 |

The car whizzed down to the gates.

After it, down ihe drive, camo William George Bunter

3

Next Monday's Number of The “ MAGNET " will be the nsnal price, 1d., & SPEGIAL GBHSTABLE GDKER ! " E?;:I:FM

and will contain & Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitied:

L il S n
T -

e




82 THE BEST 30- LIBRARY

at top speed, his spectacles shiding down his fat Little nose,
his cap flying off in the brecsze, and his fat hands waving
wildly,

“1 sav, vou fellows—— Oh, dear, stop, you beasts! Oh.
orumbs !’

The car had to slack down to get out of the gates.

Billy Bunter put on a spurt.

For a moment he thought he would overtake the car.
But once in the road it gathered speed again, and whirled
off towards Highchffe.

Billy Bunter pelted after it desperately.

“1 say, vou fellows! I say, Gussy, old pal! Here T am—
Bunter, vou know! Yah! DBeasts!” The Owl of the
Remove halted at last, and shook a fat fist after the car.
*Yah, yvou rotters! I wouldn't come now if you asked me!
Beasts !"

And Billy Bunter rolled back to Greyfriars to seek some
more amenable vietim upon whom to plant himself for the
vacation,

“Was that somebody wunnin® aftah the cah just nowi”
asked Arthur Augustus

The Famous Five grinned.

“I think 1 saw something like a walrus rolling along,
said Bob Cherry. **No need to stop.  It's all right.”

“By the way, vour fwiend Bull isn’t with you this vac?

“He's away,” said Wharton. " He's coming back to Lrey-
friars. but he sn't back yvet. Johnny Bull will be with us
again next term. There's Higheliffe 17

The car rolled up to Higheliff -, and turned in at the gates.
Higheliffe was breaking up. too.  Ponsonby & Co. were
starting in a big car, a crowd of them. They stared at the
CGreviriars follows as they rolled off. Harry Wharton caught
sight of Courtenay and the Caterpillar in the quad. The
car stopped, and Wharton and Arthur Augustus - jumped
down. The two Higheliffe juniors came up at once.

“ Called in to say good-bye —what?"" said the Caterpillar.

“I've got a friend to introduce,” said Harry; and he
presented Arthur Augnstus. “D’Arey knows your brother,
De Courey.”

“RBy pad!” said the Caterpillar.

“Yaas, wathah, if vour bwothah is Sir Wobert de Courcy,
who iz with the Loamshire Tew witowials in Fwance.”

“*That's the chap,” said the Caterpillar.

“He ic a gweat chum of my eldah bwothah, Lord
Conway.” explained Arthur Augustus. ** They are bwothah
oflicahz."

“T'vee met Lord Conwav,” said the Caterpillar.  ** He came
down to our place with Bob—we call Sir Robert Bob in the
family cirele.”

** Bar Jove!
mine,”" said Arthur Augnstus
as acquaintinces, then.”

“RBy gad, vou're very good !’ said the Caterpillar.

“T twnst vou will excuse me pwesumin® on such a short
acquaintance.” went on  Arthur Augustus, 1 his  most
stately manner. ©If vou two fellows could awwange it, and
if vou like the ideah, 1 should be pleased and honahed if you
would come to my place along with my Gweyiwiahs fwrends,
and stay # week or twoe.  You will meet some wathah decent
¢haps ™

The Caterpillar gave Arthur Augustus a rather eomical
look. Courtenav smiled. He liked Arthur Augustus ot
onee, That was always the effact Arthur Augustus had,

“T1 am awah that this iz wathah sudden,” said Arthur
Aungustus, “and I should be vewy fah fwom wishin® to
intahfeal with any awwangoments you would not eare to
put off. But as I unduhstand you are spendin’ part of the
vae with mv fwiend Wharton, pewwaps you would ke to
begin it togethah with me? It would be a gweat pleasoah to
e

“Tt's for vou to say, Caterpillur,” said Courtenay.

“By gad ! said the Caterpillar. 1 shenld
immensely —immens=ely 17

“Heah, heali! We'll give yvou some good ewichet,”

“Ehi™

{th. my liat! I hope”
Caterpillar, in alarny,

3ot at all. deah bovi”

Cood ! T wateh you
It's u E;n."

When the car quitted Higheliffe it was piled higzher with
baggage, and there were two additions to the passengers—
Courtenay and the Caterpillar.

It was a merry party that stavted on the long run to
Fastwood Heuse in Hampshire, The whole party were glad
to be together. They stopped for the Caterpillar to sond
4 wire home, and then the long run was uninterrupted. The
juniors were in great spivits: even the Caterpiilar came
ont of his shell, ander 11&:- influence of Arthur Anzostus’s
kindly good-himonr.
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And when they arrived at Eastwood House ther found
the St. Jun's fellows there to give them a hearty greeting—
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, and Blake and
Herries and Dighy and Talbot—a merry crowd,

It was a merry meeting.

When the Greyfriars party, after a happy day, retired to
their rooms that eveming, Bob Cherry had a sudden explosive
attack of merriment,

“Thinking of Coker !" he explained to Harry Wharton, his
room mate. * You remember we had a suspish that this was
the place Mr. X. Y. Z. was goinz to send us to for those
amateur theatrieals. If this 13 the place, Pon's little joke
would have been bowled our afte: all. He never counted
on us coming to D'Arev’s place for the vac; be never knew
of that. But Coker——7

Bob exploded agamn.

“(oker’s bound for samewhere with a theatrical party.
If this is the place Mr. Cholmondeley arranged with Coker,
it’s here that Coker will come.”

Wharton chuckled.

“This may not be the place.” he said. * Bur if it is—

“Fa, ha, ha! 1 shall be pleased to see Coker, especially
to watch his face! Ha, ha, hal!”

THE TWENTY-THIRD CHAPTER.

Coker Arrives!
H(]F{ACE COKER looked out of the car window in the

dusk.
“That's the place!” he said.
It was BEaster Mondav.

The Coker Company were eu route.

Coker, who was always luvish, was doing the thing in
stvle. He had collected up hir Stage Club, and he was
bringing them to the scene of action in a couple of big cars,
On top of the cars were the * props,” very considerable in
extent, which the Fifth-Form Stage Club required for the
representation of © Red Rum.”

Mr. Cholinondeley had offered to pay the railway fares
But Horace Coker believed in doing things in  style
Besides, the members of the company had to come from
different  directions. S0 Coker had arranged a meeting-
place at a town near FEasthorpe, and ordered the cars to be
ready there. Coker was not the fellow to spoil a ship for
a ha'porth of tar. He intended to arrive at Kastwood
House in styvle,

Besides. there was the filty guineas to be bagzed, and
more and more fees to be bagesd afrevwards 1f Lord
Eastwood liked the performance of " Red Ruin.,” And how
could he fail to like 1t% Coker asked himself that guestion,
and found no answer. His lordship must be supposed to be
a man of some taste. It was assured, therefore, thar he
would be enraptured with “ Red Ruain™

That was how Coker looked at it

And for once the Stage Club had to admit that ('cker
might be right. In spite of criticism and opposition, Coker
had carried the maiter throuszn to this happy result. He
had written the play; the club had grinned at it, but the
theatrical agent had approved. and they were silenced. He
had undertaken to make the cheeky fags of the Remove sheer
off. The club had donbted, but Coker had done 1t. Coker
had been suecessful all along the line.

And now here was the collected Stage Club, fiftecn fellows
in all, bearing down on Eastwood House in grest sivle

They would, like Cesar of old, come, and see, and conquer.

Veni, vidi, viel, should be the motto of Horace Ucker after
this.
“AMind, vou fellows have got to back np, and put vour beel
intn it.” said Horace Coker impressively. as the leading car
glided through the open gateway " You back eme uip, arid
it will b a howling success. 1f therc’s one thing 1 can do
1t's acring.”’

“ Acting the giddy ox!”

“What did you say, George Potter?’

“1 said we'd back vou up no enl. old chap.”
LWlandlv, * Not that we've gol much o do o the play,

“Qyre Coker does half of it on his own,”" said Fitzrerald,

o Aore than hall,” remarked Greene.

Coker =niffed.

1 arranged that specially when T wrole the play.™ he
caid. “With a thorouzghly good actor appearing 11 everj
seeme it's bound to go well: tha™ was my klea.”

“*{dh 1

Al vou fellows have to do i 10 Iiliﬂ.}' 1 to me.”
Coker. * Do that, and leave the rest to T,

“(Oh, rather!” murmured Dabney  of
“-0-ch, rather!™

“By Jove, looks Tike a morry m oringe L
looking out again as the cars glided up to the howse.
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The great facade of Fastwood House was brilliant with
Bghts.

“1 say, it secms to me that we <hall arrive about dinnee-
time,” remarked Hobson of tha Bhell.  * Rather an awkwaid
momient for a theatrical eompany to drop .’

1 thought of that,” said Coker. ** But Cholmorsleley said
plainly at seven o'ciock.  He sad 3F very particularly.”

“That's right enough,” remarked Temple of the Fourth.
“ Tt siruck mo at the time. But I cuppose he fixed it with
Lord Eastwood.™

“iff ecourse he dul,” saul Coker.
a little carlier. or a little later.
business best. L

T should have suggested
But they know their own
Here wo are!

The cars stopped at the great entrance, and Coker & Co.
alighted. The big doors stood open. Through a lighted
window the new arrivals could see mto the big dimng-room,
and they could see a large number of guests at dinner,

“By gum, there’s that kid Wharton there!” murimured
Temple.

“They're here for the vacation, T believe, some of them, ™’
gaid Coker. 1 think 1 heard of it. Only some of them—
not the silly Dramatic Socicty. 1 put the stopper on that.”

“ There's that Higheliffe kid, teo—Courtenay ™

“T—1 sav. I wish we hadn't come at dinner-time,”  mur-
mured Hob=omn.

“Rot!" sard Coker. “Come on'!”

Horace Coker led the way into the old hall, followed by
tho Stago (lub,

A stately figure came to meet them. It was Chillingham,
the imposing butler of Eastwood House. Chillingham's chief
object in life was never to show any emotion of any kind;
but he could not help looking shightly surprised at the sight
of Coker & Co.

“Lord Eastwood is at home, I suppaose?” said Coker.

“His lordship 1z dining.” said Chillingham.

“1 suppose we re expected?”

“* Hi« lopdship has not acquainted me.
butler.”

“I'm (oker.”

“Coker?”

“ Yo, (Coker”

“Inceed !™

uigker! Don't you understand? Coker!™

Apparently Chillingham did not understand.

“Very well, Master Coker, his lordship has not acquaintod
me with the fact that further guests were expected.”

“We're not guests exactly,” said Coker. “We're the
theatrical company.™

“ The—the what?"

““The Fifth-Form Stage Club of Grexfriars,” explained
Coker, astonished himself by the butler's astonishment.

“Oh!" zaid Chillingham. thinking he understood at last.
“ Grevfriars! You are friends of Master Wharten?”

("oker snorted

“(Certainly not! We have nothing whatever to do with
those faps. We've come here fo act”

S Pa—to act ! stammersd Me. Chilhingham,
gional impassivencss was very nearly overcome.

“Ya:, rather! Hasn't Lord Eastwood told yon?”

“MNunno!'

T suppose the arrangements are made for the performance
this cvening ' demanded Coker warmly.

wxonot that I am aware of. His lordship has sawd
nothing about a theatrical performance this evening.

“My hat! Is Mr. Cholmondeley here?”

s Mr. Cholmandeley ! There is no guest of that name at
prosent at Eastwood Honse, ™

+» His lordship’s theatrical agent, T mean,”

Chillingham almost fell down,

v His lordship's what?"”

“Mheatrical agent: the man he emploved to sec us ab
sroevirirs—ses the rehearsal, yon know, I s=upposce you
know about Lorvd Enstwood's advertising as B Moo

Me. Chillingham drew himself up with stately digniy.

1 presnme that this is a joke, Master—or—Croker

“Coker,™

v Laster Coker, then. His lordship docs not approve of
jokes, Neither do 1. You had better retire,™

S TRut welve came hers to aet!™ roared the purzled Coker.
“ (il Lord Eastwood.™

1t is impessible ta distnrh his lordship at dinner.”

wThere s comething wrong,” murmured Potter. “Caoker’s
put his hoof into it. semchow. We might have kpown he
wortld. ™

Ale. Chillingham turne:d away his preschice was regquired
in the dinmg-room. Bot Coker of ithin Fifth was not to be
put off like that. Coker was potting angry. It locked 1o
hint as if Lord Bastwood, after arranging through his agens
for the Fifth-Form Stage Club to rome to Eastwoad House,
had forgotten all abom the marter. If that was <o, Horacoe
{"okeer meant 1o make it elear that the Fifth-Form .'::’:t.ﬂga
Club of Greviviars could not be treated n that affhand
Tl mT.
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Yo Horace Coker laid a heavy band on the stately Chilling-
ham's shouider and spun him round. The butler gasped.

“Took here,” said Coker, * you'll announce us to [ord
Eastwood at onee! Seed”

“Impossible ! His lovdship is with his guests at dinner.'”

v Blow his guests, amd hang his dinner 17

“*Wha-a-at!™

v Toll Lord Eastwood we're here, at once!l”

“Impossible ™

“Phen TH tell him,” saud Coker.

He made a stride forward, and Chillingham jumped in the
WA,

“You cannot—yon must not 7

“Get out of the way'” roarcd Coker. Do you think I'm
going to have my Stage Club jawed at by a dashed butler?
I'm going to see Lord Eastwood. If he's not expecting us,
after the arrangements he's made, he's  jolly well got to
cxplain!  You can let me pass, or I'll pass over you, Fatty !
Take vour choice—sharp ™

Mr. Chillingham wildly debated in his mind whether he
should eall the footmen to hurl Coker & Co. forth upon their
necks, There was evidently no other way to prevent the
angry Coker from sceing Lord Eastwood. Coker’s booming
voio could be heard in the dining-room alrcady, and must
have causcd some surprise there. Mr. Chillingham decided
not to adept so drastic a measure as chucking out—uespecially
as fifteen sturdy fellows would prebably have made hay of
all his foormen in a tus:le.

“T1—T—I will speak a word to his lordship,” stammered
Chillingham,  * Pray wait heve”

“Buek up, then!” growled Coker.

My, Chillingham disappeared into the dining-room.

lord FKastwood gave him a severe, inquiring glance. A
booming voice had been heard, and although the guesta
affocted ta hear nothing, they eould not help being surprised.
Chillingham whizpered hastily. TLord KEastwood, locking very
much surprised, rose to his feet, and begged his guests teo
excuse him, and followed the agitated butler to the all.

THE TWENTY-FOURTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

NKER was fuming.
The Stage Club were warried and depressed.
They could all see that something was wrong,

thongh they ecould not guess what it was. Some of
thomi took up strategie positions very near the door.  Indeed,
but for the determination of Coker himself. it is probable
that the whale party would have retreated to the cars. But
Coker wu=n't the follow to vetreat. He had been engaged
i come there, and he had ecome. 1f anything was amiss,
Coker wanted an explanation—and Coker meant to hava it
A stately gentleman with whitg whiskers and a severe face
hore down upen  hin Coker guessed that -this was his
lopd«<hnp.
My hutler tells me that you insist upon secing me,"” said
Lord Es<twood. **May I ask who you are, and what you

ar

desire e

v Well, T like that !
Eas<twood ¥’

» Unidoubiedly.”

el I'm Coker™

4 Vou mean, yonr name is Coker?”

“Of course I dol™

a W epy will, Your name is Coker. Now. will you kindly
.-x]h‘!:uinﬁu'h}' you are here, as briefly as passible

Coker folt as if his head were turning roun.

T Coker ! he stammered,  *Coker, you know—Horace
Ulokor 5

v Von have already =aid so.  As 1 cannot remain away from
my guests, 1 bog vou to retire, I you have any business
with me, vorr may call in the morning. Surely you are aware
that this 15 a very awkward time to disturb me?”

“ But vou said we were to come at seven,

RN

w1t wae distinetly arranged for seven o' clock.™

e 1—1 do e 1111:1{*1‘5[}|11{]T.”

Lord Fastwood's severe fave relaxed. Coker's excited
laoks showed him that this unknown person evidently had
the Tmpression that he was cxpected there, It was plain that
there was o mistake somnew here,

1 doin't undeestand, either ™ pasped Coker. It's o bit
thick. if yvou ask me, to treat me liko this, after asking me

to OO . .
v You are nnder the impression that—that I requested vou

to rome here, Master Waoker
v aker 17
“Alaster Coker—yes, guite so,

sai-l Coker. “1 take it you are Lord

But 1 have never sech you
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befora that T am aware of. Yoo have apparently come to the
wrong houze."

“Thiz 1s Eustwood House, 1sn't it}

*“Certaimly.”

“And vou are Lord Eastwomd?”

“Yes, yes!”

“Then there’s no mistake, ' Coker,
the Fifth-Form Stage Club."

“ But—but 1 have never heard of vour—

“ Your agent arranged it. I suppose he told you all about
i

“My—iny agent!”

“Yesa; Mr, Cholmondeley.™ :

“Cholmondeley ! My ageul is named Jenkins ' said Loed
Eastwood.

“1 don't mean your agent on the
theatrical agent, Cholmondeley.”’

“The—the—the theatrical agent!”

“Yes: the man vou enguged to see us rehear-¢ at Grey-
iriars."

Lord Kastwood almozst fell down,

% For goodness’ sake, let’s pet out!” groanad Potter,
HPhere's a mistake somewhere. I knew Coker would make
a muck of it somehow "

“ Let's get out, Coker,” whispered Greene.

“1'm not getting out without an explanation!”™ roared
Coker. “I'm not going to be treated like this, and my
Stage Club’s not going to be treated like this!™

“Kither vou are the victim of some absurd joke, or else
you are attempting to make me the vietim of one!" exclaimed
Lord Eastwood sharply.  *1 have never heard of a theatrical
agent named Cholmondeley '™

“What !"

“1 have never heard of vou. either, and I certainly made
no arrangements for you to come here.”

“M-my hat!™

“1f anv person named Cholinondeley has told youn so. he
was making a most impudent and unpjustificd use of my

name "’

“Oh, dear!”

“(h, erumbs!” groaned Dotier. :
That man Cholmondeley must have been an 1mpostor |
dear |

“Certainly he was an impostor, if he asked you here in
my name ! said Lord Eastwood sharply. “I am willing to
believe that you are the victims of some absurd practical
ke,  You had better retire. 1 cannot remawn longer away
%l‘ﬂl‘ﬂ my guests|”

“Hold on!” shouted Coker. “We're jolly well going to
have this out! If we've been japed, I'll scalp that villain—
I'll slaughter him! Lord Eastwood, did you advertise 1
the * Friardale Times® for a schoolboy dramatic company?”

“ (Certainly not!” said the astounded earl. *“1 should be
bardly likely to do any such thing!”

“ Under the name of X, Y. 4.7 said Coker.

“No, certainly not!"

“ And—and you didn't send me typewritten letters?”

“Of course not!”

“And—and you dido’t szend that man Cholmondeley to
engage us to give a performance of our play here this even-
ing?"" stammered Coker.

“T did nothing of the kind.”

“(Oh., crumbs!” groaned Coker.

The utter dismay in his face touched hizs lordship’s heart.
He could see that the unfortunate Cloker had been misled and
mercilessly fooled by someone,

“You seem to have been the victim of a practical joke, my
bov,” he said, kindly enough, *“1I am sorry. Bomeone has
used my name without my knowledge or permission !

“1 see 1t now,” said Coker dejectedly.  *1 don’t know why
the villain should have done it, but be has.  I—I sec it now,
I'm sorry I've disturbed you; 1 apologize.  We'll get away
at once. I hope you'll excuse us for troubling you like this;
but, vou see, we were cngaged to come here by that villain
Cholmondeley——"

“1 exense vou, certainly,” said Lord Eastwood., *1t 15 a
vory cruol joke, T hope yvou have not had a long journey !”

“We've come from all quarters,” said Coker,  *“We were
rather scattered when Greyfriars broke up!”

His lordship started.

“You do not mean that vou are Greyvfriars boys?”

“Yes, we are.”

“Dear me! There are some Greyfriars bovs, friends of
my son, staving with me now,.” said Lord Eastwood, unbend-

T

Thiese fellows are

T3

catute—1 mean the

“That puts the lid on!
b,

ing  very considerably.,  “Thevy are perhaps frionds of
yours?"’
“Well, we know the young bounders,” sand Coker.

“They're only fags, I-I'm sorry we've bothered you, siv,
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Come ou, you fellows the sooner we get out of thiz the
boettor !

“Btay ! said his lordship kindly. *If vou are (ireviriars
boys, 1 cannot let you go away ltke this, It is a very
awkward position ; but—but vou saxl something about coming
here to give a representation of something.”

“Yes,"" said Uoker dolefully.  * Our war play, * Red Buin.'
That villain Cholimondeley

“Kxactlv. You are a schoolboy company, 1 presume—you
are <oing amateur theatricals?”

“ That's it, sir.,”

“1f yon would care to stay as my guests for the evening,
there 1s no reason why you should not give your perform-
ance, if you choose,” said Lord Eastwood. *If you have
come a great distance, you must certainly stay the might. 1
will make all arrangements. If 1 had known at first that
vou were Greyfgiars bovs, I should But no matter. I
am sure my guests would like to sce your play.”

The good-hearted old gentleman was feeling sorry for the
downcast and dejected lieroes of Grevfriars, and he wished
to soften the blow as much as possible.  Coker brightencd
up very much at the suggestion.  The Stage Club brightened
up, too,

They had a lang way to go home, some of them, and they
had already told their people that they were staying the
night at Bastwood House, Anything was better than sneak-
Ing away with their play unacted, and crawling home at
weird bours in the morning.

T You're awfully good, sir,” said Coker,
give the play, like anything, It's a top-hole play, sir. and
we act it toppingly, Of course, under the circumstances,
there would be no question of a fee, That villain Chol-
mondeley—"

“Just so, Have vou dined?®”

“Yes; I fod "em at the town,” said Coker, “We under-
stood that we should be petting ready for the performance
while you were at dinner, sir.” ‘

"Then all 15 well.  You may do precisely as vou arranged.
You will find the stage, and scenes which my son and his
friends use¢ for amateur theatricals. My butler will show
you the room. Pray act exactly as if you were at home
here,” said his lordship,  “ Chillingham, vou will sce that
these young gentlemen want for nothing. Yon sce that
they have everything they require.  Master Coker, vou will
cxcuse me now? My guests will be really very much sur-
prised ! ; '

Coker drew a deep, decp breath when his lordship
gote.

_ "“What a ghastly sell!” said Potter.  *“If ever I sce that
jokey villain Cholmondeley again, 1'11 serag him !

“That’s why those Remove cads gave in so easily,” mur-
mured Greene. 1 knew jolly well they weren't afraid of
(‘oker's bireh. T said =0 all along, They'd found out that

Cholmondeley was spoofing 1"

*(h!” said Coker.

“And they let us be spoofed like this, begorra!” said Fitz-
gerald.  *I dare say they'd have warned Coker if he hadn't
started with the birch.  Just like Coker !"

"“Oh, just like Coker!"™ said the Stage Club, with one
volre,

LEverybody agreed that it was all Coker's fault, and that it
was just like (loker.

*Oh, cheese it ! growled Coker. “His lordship’s a brick—
a real brick.  We're poing to give the plav, anyway '
U}i“;li‘- hat about the fifty guinecas?” snorted Hobson of the
Dt § Ll 8

Coker gave him a look of withering contempt.

" IfT_~-r‘.-1=,"r.r_~ thinking about rotten meney, Hobson o

“Well, what did we come here for?" demanded Hobson.

“We came here,” said (oker, “to play a drama—a ripping
drama. We came here as artistes, not as money -grubbers,
If any fellow liere says that he’s sorry we're not going to
be paid, I'm ready to wipe up the floor with him on the spot.
1 can’t say fairer than that!”

Like Brutus of old, Coker paunsed for a reply,

There was no reply,  Nobody wanted to be used for the
purpose of wiping up the foor.

“And any fellow who doesn’t want to play for art’s sake
without thinking of filthy money, is at hberty to elear off
and get home how he ean.” added Coker, ’

Nobody cleared off.

“Then if you're all satisfied, we'll get te business.” said
Coker.  “*And if anybody has any eriticisms to make con-
cermmg the way I've arranged this, I'm willing to fight him
before the performance '™

Nobody had any eriticisms te make.
vwere evidently unanswerable.

“If you voung gentlemen
Chillinghaon.

The voung rentlemen Tellowed him,

“We'd lLike to

was

Coker’s arguments

will follow me hinted
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER.
“ Red Ruin!™
ARBY WHARTON & Uo. were on what Hurree Jamsct
J-I Ram Singh called * tender-hooks.™
The Famous Five were almost sure they had heard
Cleker's voiee ; they had heard, at all events, & booming
voice that reminded them of Coker s,

But they were not guite sure—not till Lord Kastwood
returned to the table,

His lordship, with a smiling face, proecceded to explain,
and therc was a ripple of laughter along the table at the
story of the misadventures of Horace Coker and the Fafth-
Form Stage Club.

Bob Cherry squeezed Wharton's arm ecstatically.

“Then this was the place Pon was planting them on!™ he
murmured.

“ Looks like it!" grinned Wharton.

% Bai Jove! What a jape!” said Arthur Auguastus D'Arey,
“That fellow Cholmondeley must have been a wegulah
wottah!  Wathah weminds me of some of our jupes at 5t.
Jim's—the way we dish Figgins & Co. somctimes!”

“Yes, rather!”" grinned Tom Merry,

“Poor oll Coker!” murmured Hurree Singh.  “The
esteemed and lodicrous duffer 1s ualways and incessantly
putting his august hoof 1n 181"

“But what's becoine of 'em:”’ chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Have they been sent out into the cold and unsympathetic
warld "

The Famous Five exchanged startled glances as Lord East-
wood went on to explain that the Fiith-Form Stage Club
of Greviriars were going to give their performance after
dinmer ; and were, indeed, at that moment making their pre-
parations.

“Wippin' ideah!” comniented Arvthur Augustus.
Jove, what is the mattah, Chewwy, deah Loy?”

Bob Chervy gasped.

* N-p-nothin'. It's all nght! Oh, my hat!”

“What 1z the play like, you chaps?'” asked Arthur Augustus
innocently. 1 suppose you have seen thom wehearsin® it.”

“Fla, ha! Yes!”

“Somethin’ funnay, what?”

“ Funny isn't the word, hy gad!” drawled the Caterpillar,
“T've heard a Tnt of it. It's in heroie vorse, written by Coler,
(Coker 13 a poet, as well as an aector. It's a patnotic war
play.”

*Bay Jove]

‘¢ Coker must be very clever to weite a play in verse,”
remarked D"Arvey’s Uousin Ethel,

“Yaas, that secms to me awflly clevah !

“Clever i=n't the word,” caspoed Boly Cherey.
a regqular corker !

The idea of Caker & Co. really acting that utterly idintic
play was alinost reo uch {or tie Famous Fove, Tt was
with difficulty that they restvained a roar of merviment that
would have been more smitable 1o the Remove passaoe ot
Trevfriars than to Losd Eastwood's dinmgz-table at Eastwood
IHouse.

Bl

It—it—it's

They looked forward to that entertmnment aflter dinner
with rreat anticipations,

At that moment they telt ot ther could foroive Ponzouliyv,

After dinner, Lovd Eastwood amd lis eucers procesded to
the apuotment which was u=md as a theatie for amatens
theatrieals at Eastwood Iasase. On the staos there, Tom
Merry & Co. had plived many and varied parvi=.  But it was
quite coertam that those hosrds had never scen such a play
as was about to be playved.

(oker's preparations were completed,

Horace Coker had recovered all Jus sporits now, and lLe
was quite Cokor aaimn.  Ie was arranging eversthing with
a hizh hand. The serviees of half o dozen of Chillineham's
staff had boen requisitionsd.  Coker had tried the curtain,
and ascertaimssd that 3t really went up and down witheoat a
hitch—a very important poine i povaie theatreals, In the
preci-room  at the back of the stase the Fifth-I'orm Stace
Club were already in costume for their parts. Coker was
exhortine them to Jdo their hest, and back him up:all through.

Everybody hut Coker had soma doubts: Their opinion of
“Red Ruin™ had bren sileneed by the approval of Mr
Cholmondeley., DBuf the discovervy that Mre. Chelmondeley
was a practesl joker, and had beon =poafing them, revived
their ornicinal opinion of the plav, Dot i was evidently too
late to chanee 1t now, even 1f Coker would bave congsentod
to chanee at, which was ecertamnly not the ecase.

The Btaze Club had to 2o thiouzh wath that play, and
trust to foriune. - - h

Coker peered throurh the eurtain, and saew the andience
taking their plices. There were numersus stests ot Fast-
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wood House, as well as the 8t, Jim's and Greyfriars juniors.
Iord Conway, on leave from the front, was there and Cousin
Ethel, and Aunt Adeling, and Hazeldene of the Remove
had conte over with his sister Marjorie, and Miss Clara, of
Ul House School, and there were a dozen more. It was
quite a numerous and distinguished audience, and Coker
smiled with satisfaction as he saw them filking the seais.

The stately Chillineham handed round the programmes.
Caker had come ready provided with nicely printed - pro-
grammes; Coker did eversthing in style. The audience read
the progranimes, and some of them looked puzeled, and some
sraled.

“Prologue spoken by Cores, the Goddess of War,” said
Lord Conwayv. ** By Jove, they've given Ceres a new part
since 1 was at school 1

“* A printer's error, perhaps,” said Lord Eastwood.

“No—a Coker error,” murmured Wharton, to his chums.

“ A what?" said Cousin Ethel, in surprise.

“(toker's a rather high-landed chap,” explained Beb
Cherry. “If Coker savs that Ceres is the goddess of war,
she is the woddess of war. It's no good contradicting Coker.

ik

He has a four-point-seven punch !

Ethel laughed.

“ Hallo. hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob. *There poes the
curtain ! Friends, Romans, and countrymen, lend Coker your
cars! If vou have tears, prepare to shed them now!”

But it was not the curtain yet. It was the entry of the
Prologue. Ceres®whom Coker insisted was the goddess of
war—recited the prologue. 1t was listened to by the dis-
unzuished audience with amazement.

As it was evidently intended to be taken seriously, they
Jid not like 10 laugh  But they had difficult work to keep
SCTIOUE.

Then the curtain went up, and Scene 1, Act I, was disclosed.

The dislorue between the Kaiser, the Crown DPrince, and
General Von Kluck made the audience stare. DPotter and
Giroene and Fitzgerald d'd their best—Fitzgerald adding un-
conscionsly to the effect by giving the Kaiser a strong accent
of County Tipperary,

But when Coker eame on there was a general gasp.

('oker was 1n fine form. He brafidished his sword, and
calledd to the nien in khaki to come on—in heroic verse,

YoForward my rallant lads, the day is ours!
Advance, advance, advance to Potsdam’s towers.
Ree, see, soe, sce, sop, see, the flving Iuns!
Ther ran, they run, they mun before our guns!
o more, no anore our pathway shall they block,
No moare =hall thunder Hoch, hoch, hoeh, hoch, hioch]
Back up, hack ap, back ap, the work’s hegunl
They run, they run, they run, they run, they runl™

“Ha, he, bhat™

The Famous Five conld hold it no longer—they yelled!

Tom Mesry & Co. staved, and gurgled, and yelled, too.
They eould not help it. Lord Hastwood seemed to be suffer-
e fron an nward strugele.  Lady Eastwood was concenling
lier face with her handkerehief. Arthur Aupustus was grin-
ning., amd his voung brother Wally was roaring. Lord Con-
way almost eollapsed.  Courtenay and the Caterpillar scemed
on ihe veree of hysteries. Coker's role, in fact. bhad taken
the audience by storm—but not quite in the way that Coker
had antieipated.

Harace Coker paused in his declamation, as that [rresistible
lhiowl of merriment broke out, and stared at the audience.
Temple, and Dabney, and Hobson, and Smith major and the
jest of ihe sallant lads in khaki on the stage looked at one
another sheepishly,

(‘oker strode to the front of the stage, and shiook his fist
at the Fanious Five. 1Jis idea was that it was a vag. Ile
forgat, for the morment, that it was not quite the part of a
British capta'n in the stress of battle to turn to the audience
and address them personally.

“You vounz rvotters!" roared Coker

i i TR

“Phey run, thev run, they run, they run, they ranli”
cohibod the Caterpillar.

“$a ha, hat™

“Rack up. back up, back up, the work's begun!” rroaned
Bob Cherry, Ol dear, Coker will be the death of me! I
kuow i will!l™

"5
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HGo it, Coker!”

“(On the ball, Coker!”

“Play up! The plag’s the tlune, van Koow!

Coker remembered where he was, e shook his izt at the
chiutiis of the Remove and went on acting.

8

t A dvance, advanece, advance, advance, advance!
Dan't give the blessed Huns a blessed chancel
Rush on, rush on, rush omn, rosh en. and slay!
'Tis glory, glory, glory shows the way!”

And Colker rushed on, with Temple and Smith major and

the rest after him, leaving the audience almost in convulsions,

From that moment the great drama went hot and strong,

Tho audience laughed till they ached, as seene followed
scone, and act followed act. Behind the scenes there was
nearly a mutiny. Potter vefused to go on and be laughed at,
and Coker had to rub his pose on the floor before he gave in
Coker explained that the audience weren't laughing at the
play—it was only a rag of those Remove rotters, out of
sheer jealousy. The actors did not belicve Coker’s version,
but there was no arguing with Coker—he was too heavy-
handed. The play went on, till the audicnce were almost
feeble with laughter. |

HTt's funnay, vewy funnay.” said Avthur Augustus, wiping
away his tears. “1 don't quite appwove of comic plays on
the subject of the war, but I must say it b vewy funnay.

“ But this isn't a comic play,” gurgled Bob Cherry. “1
mean, Coker doesn't mean it as a coule one, It's tragic,’

“ Bai Jove!”

# Oh, dear!” said Cousin Ethel.

H Quite sure."”

“ Then—ther wo must not laugh any move.”

Cousin Ethe! made a really heroic effort not to laugh any
more. But Coker's next appearance was too much for her
Coker had captured the Kaser by that time, and wa3
disposing of him in hiz usual high-handed manner

“ False tyrant, highest HHun, oh, fool, fool, ’E'r:mf.'
A prison waita for you, your h_f-u_'-!.i to cool!
The plot vou laid is scattered in the qilLi:'z.i‘l.
Yeour Empire—made 1 Germany—is bu'st,
What now of Bernharndi and Clansewitz?

Your plot is knocked sky-high in litde bies!
Repent, vepent, repent you of yowr enme !l )
Your life henceforth shall pass w domng time”

The auwdience Consin

“ Are you sure of thatl”

That was too mnuch! sereamed.

Ethel was almost weeping., Lord Eastwood was laughmyg
like a =choolboy.
“Oh, bai Jove!" pasped Acthur Aagustus D' Arcy.

¥ \What an awf'ly funnay bogzal!

“Ha, b, lie!”

“ 0Oh, dear—oh, dear—oh, dear!”

“HHelp "

“Ha. ha, ha!"”

There was one more act to come,  Bir it never came. Tho
irreaistible shricks of the auwdience were too much for the
Stage Club, if not for Coker. Al the end of the fourth act
there was a frosh ontbreak of mutiny.  This time Coker could
not quell it by rubbing Potter’s nose on the fHoor. The
whole Stare Club was in a state of wrath and exasperation.
They had never been laughed at so much in their hives,
and thev were feeling very naturally fed-up. They felt that
they simply couldn't face thoe awdience for the last act—they
oouldn’t !

Tur Macyxer Lisriry.—No. 374
OUR COMPANION THE BOYS' FRIEND,
PAPERS ; Every Monday,

§i'THE CEM"™ LIBRARY,
Every Wednasday,

THE DREADNOUCHT,

“Ready?” zaid Coker.

“Fathead!” roared Poito
by ail the andience as well a: the Stare Club.
ToilE Ol any more !

# Look here, Georee Polter-—

HYalhh! Fathead! Chuek it!™

1’1 jolly well—"

“Oh, bump him! Rag the burblin® idiet !

“Why, I'll—-1'l1

Thiere was & rush of the Stare (lub, and Horace Coker
was overwhelmed. They bumped him and they ragged him,
they rolled him, and squashed him. Coker, as became a
British captain in khaki, put up a tremendons ficht. The
whole Stage Club didn't have an easy task with him. But
they managed it. They handled him. During the next five
minutes Coker of the Fifth had the time of hLis life.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Bar Jove! Somethin’ w'ong. deah boyvs!

Crash! Crash!

“Sounds like battle behind the scenes,” murmured Bob
Choerey., " What they call in the stase directions, * eombat
off"

““Ha, ha, La!"

“‘1.‘1[|_~'.:::-5'~ my soul!"” said Lord Eastwood.
amiss”

“Bounds like it, sir,” pgrinned the Caterpillar. * By gad,
I wonder they haven't slaughtered Coker already ! Oh, by
rad, my ribs will never get over this. Franky, have you
cver chortled so much before in your lifef"

“Never ! chuckled Courtenaxy,

Bump. bump, bump!

“Hu, hg ha!®

Crash! Smash! Crash!

There was a yell, as the back scenes collapsed, as Coker
and the struggling bumpers crashed into them from behind.
A wild and whirling mass of combatants ecame rolling
through the scenes on the stawe, n full view of the audience
Horace Coker, struggling like a regular Goliath, was putt'ng
up a tremendous fight. The Staze Clubseemed to have for-
gotten the audience—they were only thinkine of Coker.

a volee that could be heard
“We're not

““Is something

DBuomp! Crash! Smash!
HWith, doge!™
“IIa, ha. ha, ha '™

The curvtan camie down—the atately Clullihvrham saw to

l]'I:I'I.'. Ell._:-!ir"L' X Lo, i_]li!“].:lt-_"t':"!- ﬂi]:’l i_'_l]_[l]'[lj:'-':_. L -:._:-_r[_” ot
from view. And the audience wept with merriment,
. k L = ¥ ] b |

Harry Wharton & Co., and Courtenay and the Caterpillar
had a *“topping 7 time at Eastwood House, with the St
Jimn's fellows. But, topping as that timme was, thex all
arroed that the very best was that famous evening when
{‘oker & Co. had performed the great drama. “ Red Ruin.”
The Fifth-Form Stage Club departed sheepizshly the nexo
morning, all of them zhowmme siens of damape eepecially
Coker. Thev had all received hard knocks in that final, au-
rehearsed scene of the great drama—especally Coker. A
when they took their departure, they seemed shy. and anxious
to avoid the public gaze—especially Coker!

And after the vac., when the heroes of Greviviars catheped
onee more at the old school, it was only neceszary, 1n order
to excite Coker of the Fifth to a state of almost homieidal
frenzy, to whisper gently in his eac the words, * Red Rumn 7
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A Comedy In Four Acts
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Founded upon Frank Richards' Famous Story, ‘ Captured at Last!"” The Play may be
performed without fee or li-ence, provided the words—'' By permission of the
Editor, The *‘MAGNET '’ Libra: v, 1d., the Favourite School Story Paper, published

every Monday

" _appear prominently on the programme,
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CHARACTERS.

WHARTON 3
Tha Famous Five

“ of Greyfriars Schocl,
HHNT BULL J
REE SINGH

B'LLY BUNTER
SQUIFF

CECIL TEMPLE - =

DABNEY
FRY

JOHN ARTHUR BULL, Esq., Johnny Bull's Uncle.
TROTTER - - - - The School Page.,

ACT T.

}T"I"L'I"-.:.I". 2{} 53 Etl]'.:_"'- i[1-|__,1"-]|'r 1_-7_ A FI"I ]l= h "-'=
oTioared 11 CArTving oul a CTag crainst the ol '.I a2 of the
]{l}_—“:."". i, ]tl fl.'i“: ";'1 .:,'.I: (1N '-..'!"' Till']h' TIERL MV -l:.., hrat
POuring the ink into a jar of jilr!_1, then fe |L|I]'.'_:~ i 1l of

honey ARRTN ] the seat of the armchar.)

} Two Removites,
Captalin of the Fourth.

Temple's Chums,

FexveLE  (suvveying s handinork with satizfaction):
-_[ [ TTRAE i '_ r] IOl = vt '||_ 181 L L it f..:' '|| i i{,.| -:‘_-_1._ .i.!il 3
the pillow-fight, b T reckon we re

".l.*f[]_rel' 'L‘-]I-“”'I 1t T.11
(il s THAWY ' .He ..{I = L sTArT. |
T[vH_E: “Caucht, by @ 1 ' What rthe
1II|-'i._tl: EOIY '..'-_'-. COTETATINE 1Y '_ -| Iy _]]h T TR ;_-.-5
}"'_-J-'_ T--,'_.-x'ﬂ-zl. [,"!:, FilY Lart . : { Heo |].i'u'= 14 -':-:*:';1[1-!:-,"

1 1 - ; 1 sy \
the table. the Liw eloth effectually conecaling lum.)

.IL pter fFo o F'.!r.'--'-'-.-ﬁ }e J

Rrir: " Mo necd Tov you fellows to bother. Yol can cut
off and wateh old Wingate piling up runs”

W HARTON ¢ " Na fear [

CHERRY : V"W re ol to
b Wo'lre oot to see 1hat you put it nieely,

HTERFE BINGH: A letter 1o vaosur H. ithy unele reauires
[._Fl'r'xl carcfnlness, m XoaERal il Je r‘:'.j-. .
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CUt=tep= ire heard withe

dickens are

i to wateh the
ey

holp vou write the etior, deay

Brir: * Rats!”

(‘HERRY (taking a seat in the
Jolinny;  w Why, what
Wh: |1' '[I'IIIT!H.I.ILJ g ass has beeu
e = (Ile jumips up in alarm.) * Ay
i'..' Ill—- Groogh! b )

Thue Oruers: ' Ha, ha, hal”

(C'HERRY: “ What ave you cackling at, yon =illy idiots?
This must Le a ja pe Iy ono of those Fifth-Form hounders.
Yon fellows can help Je m‘n v.ith his letter. I'm going to
change my bacs. Groogh U7 (Stamps out of the s uh )

Bore (drawime a chan I.:p ta the table and sitting down):
v Won [ellows had better go aud wateh the cricket. I can
write rhas letter all t‘1 '|r =

NraesT: U Bowowow ! We've hrought vou in herve to write
toand woe're eoing to keep an eve on yvou,  We know what
von want 1o o "'-.'-H want to be rude to a dear, attectionato
: .-u.lm and we won't allow i,

armchair): * Now, look here,

Groogh! D'm sticky !
sticking treaclo in the arms
only hat! Why,

old relative, whe i quids,
Think of the nt LI

Brin: o Blo

W HARTOX : in sitles
o, dolinny, buar hw write

NrgesT: tAmd he's only 5;5?-"._1' come home from Aus-

alia. Johnny, Ii's up to you to be niee to inm.”’

Brin: * Look here, myv uncle has treated me hadly, Ile
thinks I'm FOlnYy T laale over 1t because he's |'Ll|]i!1ﬁ' n
money.,  Well, Tmomor, Iie gomg to show him how precious
lictle T care abont lis beastlsy money.  Coming down 1o seo
e by owm, just as if nothing had Euuppw'.]w:lf ' show
iy, Hlane hiis nvotiey ! T1-~ can keep i, and he blowed !
Now. von e what kind of a (ter I'll bune on kim 17 (Ho
dabs the pen o the |||'-.I:I|.T and utters a yvell rt wrath.)
“"1-||:|_ T!"l;-!'|:|!||:!'|:_: I]|||1H 14 '['||=1 ".|||Ij_ |l.-'l._| I"If H .I.-c.l," "r"-]!H"
vou brine a chap nto youyr study 1o wrine Fitiain s

WHARTON : " What on eartl) =

Reon:  Tlas 'y ink s b= el 17

NEGEST: U Never i, J inaa, Mere's a foantain-pen.™

Bull proceeds to write his letter, then reads it aloud

“*Doar

WATED Malkil LEF b

| i ||11|=[*- i

'I '
s 11ob a |._I'. el I]I_I.'F IFTRR
s gqute affectionately”

oY SOOI

1|1I"t'. I don's
was rotien to

B ]'::_'.:', I JI:'I'-.I'* ‘.'-.-.-:-i‘.rl:l vour
L 11!‘1".1 b F1Les, I || |||. J
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send vour beastly secretary down here to spy on me. If
you can't take a chan on trust, don't take hium at all,
. BELL

Y There, that's straipght from the shoulder !

WHarToN : ** A preat deal too straight from the shoulder,
You're jolly well not going to send that letter ™

Buown: 1 tell you I am !

Horrren Sivgd: “ My esteemed Johnny, T bheg you take a
sweetfully reasoamable view !

BuiL: ““Go and eat eoke! I tell you— Why-—what-
(He breaks off in astonishment as his beoot knocks against
pomething beneath the table.)

TesrLe (who has been kicked) : “ Yow-ow [

Boir: “ My hat! There's somebody——"

{(Temple vises up, lifts the table on illi? shoulders, pitches it
over, and bolts for the door.)

WHarTOoN : * Great Scoit !

INvaent: Al the time !

Brun (who has been knocked down by the table, which
pins him to the floor): **Oh, crumbs! llelp mme up, you
fellows !”

(The juniors drag the table from their prostrate chum.
Johnny Bull leaps to his feet, and rushes pell-mell from the
study. Wharton crumples Bull's letter up, and throws it

"

ITe was under the tablo —"

away.)

WHARTON : *Poor old Johuny! He'll slaughter Temple
if he finds him. He'll have to rewrite that letter now. Let's
get along to the cricket.”

(They all quit the study.)

(Enter Temple, Dabney, and Fry.)
Teyeie: “Ha! I thought we'd dodee those faps., That

1diot Bull has been rushing around like a cat on hot bricks,
but he ain't found me vet: no jolly fear! These kids can’t
keep tiicir end up agawnst us, you know, if we take them in
hand properly., We've let the Remove swank tco long.
They can down old Coker of the IMifth—Coker's an ass—but
they can't down us—what*"

Dasney and Fry: “ No fear!”

TeMpLE: “* You should have scen that fathead Cherry
sitting in tho honey—"

I’ap8EY and Fry: ““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Temere: ““And that idict Bull tryine to write a letter
home with cycle oil I

Dasxey and Fry: *“Ie, he, he!™

TeEMPLE: ** But that’s only a beginning. I've got an idea,
you chaps—-a firstclass, mlt-edged idea, which, when put
into operation, will make those Remove kids loock quite
greon and yellow.”

DapNeY and Fry: ¢ Go it !"

TempLE: * Thero's been a lot of jaw among those kids
about Bull's uncle latély. Ile's come homne from New
Zoaland, or South Africa, or somewhere, 11! there's heen
some trouble between liim and his nephew- 1 den't know
exactly what. But from what they were saying, he's going
to visit Bull and Bull doesn’t want him. He's quite a
stranger—fresh from Tasmama, or wherever 1t 13 —-and
Bull's never secen him, and don't want to. Now, what do
you think is my idea®"

Dapxey: ' Give it up.”

TeMPLE: “ You remember the time Bunter pretended he
had an uncle in the Army, and Wibley of the Pl?f-lnm“ﬁ made
himself up, and pretended to he Bunter's unele? 1 don't
mean to say that I've borrowed my idea from that Remove
fag. Of course, I wouldn't do that! I'm only mentioning
that as an illustration,”

Fry: “ Ye-c-c3, of course.”’

TeEMPLE: ** Well, then, what's the matter with making up
an uncle for Johuny Bull, the zame as Wibley did for
Bunter "

Dasxey and Fry: “ My hat!”

Tenmrie: ‘“ Bull's never seen his uncle, you know, and
won't know him from Adam. Suppose a particularly
f?_rciciﬂusncsld gent dropped in as Uncle Bull, with a big
stick

Dasney and Fry: * Oh, crumbs I

Temere: ““ And gave Bull a jolly good hiding for mnot
answering lis letter? I heard him say that he hadn't
answered it.”

DaenNey and Fry: “Ha, ha, ha 1"

TexvrLe: “ You see, Bull is rather a tough beast to tackle
in a scrap, but he couldn’t whop his unecle. There's such a
thing as respect for one’s elders. What a lark if his uncle
¢omes here and thrashes him with a big stick !”

Dasxey : © Oh, rather!”

Fry: “Cecil, old man, you're a giddy genius!
I know where you get these ripping ideas from !"

TeMPLE: “* You fellows come along with me to Courtfield,
and I'll get made-up for the occasion. Then you can
come back with me, and be on the scene ready to see tha
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fun, T'll come in a taxi from Courtheld, as if 1'd ccme
there by train—what?"
Dapxey and Fry: “ Topping!”
TeMPLE : ** Right-ho, then! Lei's got off ™
(Exit Temple, Dubney, and Fry.)
(End of Act L.)

ACT 1I.
Scene.—No. 1 Study.
(Enter Wharton, Nugent, Bull, and Hurree Sirgh.)

WHakTON : ‘" liere we are again! Time for tea, you
fellows! Bob's gone along to the tuckshop to lay in
supplies.”

NUugeENT: “Good! Hope Lhe won’t be long. It's given me
an appetite to watch old Wingate laslung out at half-
volleys.”

Voice rroM WitoUuT: *“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !

Brit: ** Heve he 15!

(Enter Bob Cherry, laden with tuck, and leoking rery
rxcifed. )

NUCGENT: *' What's on now!"

CHERRY: **We shall have to muzzle Johnny. Johnny, old
man, you're in for it, Promise us that you'll behave nicely.”

BoiL: “Eh? What are you driving at?®”

CHezrY: “* Your uncle’s come.”

Buvir: * Great pip!”

WhsrtoN: " The dear old gert’'s just in time for tea.
Johnny, you're going to be nice and polite. No incivility to
elderly relations allowed in the Remove.”

BrrL: " Rats!™
(Vaircs and footsteps are heard without. Enter Temple,

disguised as Unele Bull, with Dabney, Fry, Sguiff, and
Biily Bunter tn attendance. )

Fey: “This way, sir. He'll be jolly glad to see you, sir.
He's been talking about you quite a lot, sir."”

Buxter: “*I say, you [ellows, lere’s Johnny Bull's uncle !

Tempre: * Huh! My nephew here?”

WHarTON: ““ Yes, sir. Here he 15, Mr. Bull.
here's your unele.”

Teyrrr (advancing inte the study, while his escort remains
in the doorway): “ Huh! Why havent you answered my
letter, you yvoung vagabond—what ¥"

ByuLL: * Somme silly idiots intervupted me when I was
going to."

TeupLe: “ Is that the way to speak to your uncle? Whera
are your manners, boy?"

FrY (from the doorway): * He Lasu't any, sir,”

BoiL: * Look here—"

TEMPLE: “Don't argue with me! I

ertinence! You are a bad-maunered boy.
1ave some tea.

WHarToN : “* T-t-tea, sic?”

Tempre: ““Hulh! Haven't you a cup of tea to offer a man
who has come twenty thousand miles to see his nephew "

WHArTON: “ Oh, yes! Yes, rather! Certainly! Aoy old
thing ! Pray take a seat, sir!"  (1le pulls eut the armchair,
forgetting the presence of the lLeney. The bogus Uncle
Bull, however, 1s quick to notice it,)

TEMPLE: “*What! What! You want to play a trick on
me—ME? You think you can play tricks on a simple goentle-
man from the Colontes—what? Take that!" (e ad-
minizters a sovere cuff to Whorton, who stagmers back,
blinking.)

WHarToN : * Oh, crumbs! I foreot the honey was thera—
on my word, sir! It was put there by a silly dior ragiing
us, sir. Oh, T wish vou weren't an old man; I'd—I'd——-"

Teumpre: “What? What ¥’

INUGENT (pulling out another chair): * Do sit down, sic!”

{Temple sits down to the table without removing his hat.)

TeMPLE: ** Now give me some tea, I'm hunery, 1s this
the hospitality of the old country? Huh!™

BrntEr: “I say, you fellows, I want to have tea with
Johnny Bull's uncle.”

TeumpLE: * Get out!™

Buster:; ““Eh? What?"

Tempre: “Get out! I don't like vour looks.
me like a yvoung pickpocket !

BusTer: “ Why, you—you—you—

(Templo seizes his stick, and Bunter flees from the study,
velling.)

TEMPLE : ** Those two well-mannered bovs who showed ma
in m:ay come to tea. Come 1n, my boys. It is very agreeabla
to sea two lads who have nice manners, after what 1 have
seen 1n this study.”

Fry: *“Certainly, sir!"”

Dapxer: * Oh, rather!”

(Ther take seatz at the table, and Squiff follows.
glares at him.)

TearpLE: ** Who are you?''

SquirF: “I'm an Australian, sir.
of the world."”

Johnny,

will 1-.3_1-'& no  1m-
MNow let us

You look to

L]

Temnlo

I come from your part




You don't lock liiﬂ?

Give nie some more tea !

Teurte: *“An Australian? Huh!
one. Pasty-faced young donkey !
(Squiff refills the guest’s cup.)

TevpLE: “Can’t vou make fresh tea for me? Isn't it
worth while to make fresh tea for a visitor ¥ (He hurls the
cup and saucer into the fireplace.)

TeurLe (addressing Dabuney and Fry): * How is it that
vou two boys are so nice-mannered and well-behaved, while
my nephew and his foends ave hivle better than hooligans ¥

Dsgxey: “0Oh, we're Fourth-Form fellows, sir! These
kids are only fags in the Remove, We don't expect good
ni:nnes s from them, sir.”’

TemeLe: ** Wharton—aliem !'—I
YWharton ¥’

WHARTOX : “ Y3, sir.”

TearrLe: “ Do vou call this & tea?”

Wiagrox: “I—-I—I-—— We've done our best, sir,

TeEMPLE: ** Huh !

think zTour namps is

mn

Got me another cake at once !
(Wharton rushes from the study, to return shortly after-
wards with a cake:)
TeypLE: ** Very vood! Weould you two nice bovs like this
cake ! You may cut it up and put 1t 1n your pockets !”
Fry: “*Thank vou, =ir!"”
Dagxey : " Oh, rather !

You're very good, sir.”
TeMrLe: ““As I asked vou to tea, I wish vou to be treated
well,  As for myself. that does not matter. 1 should like
<omte more jam-tarts. but I will not ask my nephew to pro-
videe them —oh, ecertainly not I
W aArTON ¢ " Tarts, sir? Oh, certainly, sir!
here before you can say—"

Trupre: “ Don't srand there babbling !
WHARTON : " Oh  ves- certainiy !
and returns with a larpge bag of tarts.)

TeurLe: ** Are these tarts good ¥

WaHarToN: * The the very best, sie.”

E'l‘};?-EH_E: “Huh " (He hu:ls the tarts also into the fire-
place.)

I'll have 'em

r! Fotch them !
(Ile rushes out again,

f Enter Troticr. )

Trotter: * Wihaeh T begs to hinform you, gentlemen, as
"ow Master Bull's uncle 15 “ere [
WHakToX: ** You »you youve got two uncles, Johnny

Brzr: “Oh, my hat !’

[
AR
.

(Dabney and Fry spring to their feet in dismay. Enater the

rightful Unele Bull,)

Uxcie Bric: “ Is my nephew herei™

Brir: " You're miy uncle ?”’

UxcLe BriL: - If vou are John Bull, I am your uncle.”

Brie: ** From Australia ¥

Uxcee Brir: * Certainly [

v : * Then—-then
uncle from Australia.”

Lxcee Bron: ** What ¥

Brir: * He came herve this afternoon, saving that he was
Mr. Bull. I never thought of doubting him.”

Usxcee Brir: * Then he 15 an impostor! 1 am Mr. Bail
from Australia. Keep back, sir! You will not leave this
rewnn withiout an explanation!”’

TeveLe: ** Oh, my hat! The game’s up 7
BusteEr (peeping into the study): I say, you fellows, 1'11
co for the police !

DaeseY: “Hold on! Draw the lire !

UscrLe Brir: * Do you know this man?”

Dapxex: ' Oh, crumbs! Yes, rather!”

Tae Favors FIve: “*You do ™

Dapxey: © Oh, rather! I sav, we don't want any blessed
police ! Better own up, Temple, old man !

The Favors Five: * Temple !

TeMmpLE: “ It was a jape on vou fellows., Mr. Bull—pardon
me for using your name—[I hadn't the faintest 1des you were
coming this afternoon,™

WHarTox : “ Temple !

Negext: “Temple of the Fourth I

CHERRY: " It's a jape !’

BriL: “ We ve becn taken inl”

Hrreee SixgH: ** We have been dishfiully done !

Temple, Dabney; and Fry move towards the door.

Cueapy: © Collar the rotters!”

(A wild and whirling conflict ensues. Temple & Co, are
at lengih secured, and the remunants of the feed are plastered
over thoem.)

Tesurre: " Oh, do chiuck 1t! It was a jape, yvou Jduffers—
oulv a jape. Can't vou take a joke? Ow! Yaroch!”

Dapxey: ““Ob, georoff ] Don’t! Yow! Keep that jam
awayv . heoep those pickles away, you beasts!”

U~xere Brin. “The boyvs are mad—mad!
Johinny, do you Lear? Stop this—stop that!
sanl 177

CHERRY » “ On the hall, yeu fellows! Chuck 'em ount ™

(Temple & Coo wre violently cjected from tho study.
Buiter, Trotter, and othisr sichizeers also rote,)

Uscre Brin: - Well, 1T <hould be serry to interrupt your
getivities: Have you Onished ¥

WHARTOX: =~ Yes, glr”
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“We have finishfully done with the
Will you honour us by

ITvrREE SINGH:
ezstecnied rotters, honoured sahib!
sitfully taking a chair?”

(Unele Bull sits down.) )

Nyugent: *1 hepe you are going to stay to tea, sir?’

Uxcie Brin: “1 have arranced to have tea with the
Head, I eame here to see my nephew. John, you did not
reply to miy letter. It is a serious matter. 1 was prepared,
nephew, to take 3vou to my heart, to adopt you as my her
and successor, and to lecave you a very large fortune at my
dhessath,

Bric: “Well, T don't want to be taken to your heart, I
dor’t want to manage your business, and I don’t want your
fortune !’

Uxcee Buin: * John, what does this mean?
vou speak to me hke this?7

Bric: “ How dare you send vour rotten secretary to spy
on me, and find out things about me ¥

Uscee Brin: ** My dear John, it was very necessary for
me to do so, for I knew nothing of you.”

BreL: 1 don't call that sort of thing playing the game.”

Uxce Buwn (risineg): ** Then there is nothing more to be
zaid. nephew. I shall not press my offer upon you. One
word more. If vou are thinking that by this rude display of
independence you will deceive me—"'

BriL: “There you go again! 1 don’t want your money,
and I don't want vou!" _

Uscre Brin: **1 shall take you at your word.” (Exit.)

WiHantoxn : * You've done it now, Johnny.”

Bric: ** And a joily good job, too!”

davirf: 1 suppose you couldn’t put in a word for met
I'm willing to be adopted.”

Tue Orders: ** Ha, ha, hal”

Brin: “ I—I sav. I didn’t put it too plain, did I?
all, I'm willing to be civil.”

SouirF: ‘* If that's what veu call being eivil, Johnny, don’t
you ever be uncivil to anybody. You'd be taken for a Red
Indian, if not a Prussian.”

Brou: “Well, it's done, anyway. The old chap's gone,
and I suppose it's a case of good-bye for ever. Who's
came {or a sprint in the Close? LU'm fed-up with moping
about here U’

('HERRY : “*I'm on, old son!”

WHirTON : “ Same here. Comaz cn, you fellows [

Exit everybody.
(End of Act 11.)

Ilow darae

After

ACT TIT. ‘
Scene.—The Remove Dermitory.  (Johnny Bull is busy
paciking things into a portmanteau.)

(Enter Wharten, Nugent, Clicrry, Hurrce Singh, and Squiff.)

Crenny: “IHere's the bounder! We've been hunting for
vou everywhere, Johnny ! We want you to come and put in
some practice at the nets.  We're playing Redelyffe on
Wednesdas.”

Bror: * Blow Redelyffe !

CHEREY: * Well, that's a nice, polite way to address your
unele, [ must say. What the dickens are you doing here, 1n
the dorm ¥

Brin: * Packing.”

(‘uEemy : “ But wherclore this thusness?”

Brin: * 'm leaving Greyiriars!”

ALL: “What!l”

Briy (pickiae up o newspaper): “I wish to gooduess I'd
heen a bit easior with my uncle when he was here.  After
all, T dare sav he meant decently enough; it was only his
wiy. Poor old chap!”

WHARTOS ;: “ Somecthing about him in the paper?”

Brin: *¥es”

NrGext: " Bad news?”

Brin: “¥es ™

WHarTON: ' I'm sorry.

Prir: “ He's ruined |

At **Rutaed T

BriL: “Yes; the poor old chap! 1It's rotten! It scems
that the firm 1t's a shipping concern, you know — has lost &
lot through the war, And now another of their steamers has
been sunk; and the lonz-and-short of it is that the giddy
firrn’s gone bust ! Rere you are. Read it!” (Ile hands the
paper over to his chums.)

(Enter Trotter.)
““Ts Master Bull here ¥

¥

But what—""

T rROTTER
BitL: “* That's me.’ . i 1
Trorrer: **'Ere’s a letter for yon, sir. Which I thort 1%
micht Le urgent, sir, and brougi it 'ere at once.” i
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Boit: S Thanks!" (He hands a tip to the page, who
touches his forehicad and passes out.)

Buil: “* Listen to this, vou fellows! It's {from uncle. T
knew directly 1 saw the news in the papers that I should
have to lcave Greyfriars, and go and chuck in my lot with
him.”

% Dear John,—You have probably seen the news in the
papers.  If not, you will soon do s0. You were wiser
than vou knew in refusing to accept vour uncle's offer,
At this hour, my boy, you would have been a support
and a comfort to me. But I suppoese it is asking too
much to expect vou to leave Grevfriars and all its happy
recolleetions simply because of the terrible blow which
has befallen me.  Good-bye, - Your affectionato unele,

“Joux ArtHur Buron”

Curany: *Poor old chap! It must be a fearful blow to
lose all one's cash at one fell swoop I
BriL: “ And at his age, too. 1

worin! I was a brute!”

WeHArTON: ““¥You ecan't Dlame yourseif, old boy!
hadn’t the slislitest idea this was coming.”

BuiLL: Y No; thank goodness for that! He can't think I
had any idea of it. I suppose that ‘good-bye’ means that
lie's going back to Australia. 1'd better wire to say that
I'm joining lim. Can’t leave the old fellow in the lurch.
I'll pop uflﬂg and put the matter to the Head.” (IExit.)

WhaRTOx: ‘1 say, isn't ho a brick? Good old Johnny !
Of course, he ought to do it; but there's heaps of fellows
who wouldu't.”

Crenry: **1 should sav so. He is a brick, and no mis-
take! If Uncle John Arthur isn’t proud of him, he ought tou
be beiled in o1l !7 _

Squirr: ** Perhaps we'd better begin packing for him?
His train might be leavinz soon.”

NugeNT: * That's so; but, hane it all, it does make a
follow feel cut-up. Johuny was the best pal a chap ever
had.”

(The Removites start packing for Bull, and in a few
momeints the portimanteau is ready,

(Re-enter Bull.)

BuiL: * It's all viglit, you fellows. The Head agrees that
my place is with uncle. The train goes in half an hour.”

WHarTON : * We've just packed your things up, Johnny,
Must vou go absolutely at once "

Brir: At once! If T miss the giddy train T'in cornered !
Good-byve, you fellows!” (e shakes hands all round.) I
sha'n’t forget you, and I sha'n't forget Greyfriars.”

(Enter Temple. ) '

Temere: “° I--1 say, Bull, good-bye, old fellow! And--and
you don't bear any malice for our little jape what? I'm
awfully sorry vou're going.”

Bull shakes hands cordiallv.

BuiL: “ Of course not, old kid!
you again somo day,”

Tenwrre: “ And-—-and if vou oot stony out there, remember
me ! i

BreL: “I will. Good-biye IV

Ait: ““ Good-byve, Johnny!"”

(Exit Bull, with portmantcau.)

(End of Act III.)

I say, I feel a horrd

Y ou

That's all right. Bee

ACT EV.

Scene.—No. 1 Study.  (The table is laid for tea, and
Wharten, Nugeat, Cherry, Hurree Singh, and Squiff are
present.  All are looking very glum.)

WHartoxn : “ Wonder what old Johnny Bull's doing now

CHerRY : ‘“He's well on the way to Australia, 1 expect,
It's four days now since le left us.”

IHurree SixgH: “ His esteemed presence will be sorefully
missed, my esteemed chums.”

WHARTON : ““ It means the breaking up of the Famous Five,
I'm afraid. Johnny's said good-bye to Greyviriars for ever.”

SquirF: ‘I understand pretty well how vou fellows feol
about 1t. Johnny's going to the finest country in the world,
bar none: Lut it's rotten, all the same !

(Enter Bunier.)

TE

BrxTrer: °I say, vou fellows——

Cuerrt: “ Hallo, hallo, hatlo! What's that—a nightmare
in the daytime? Bheer off, Matty !"

Buxter: *° Oh, veally, Cherry, I've come—

Waartox: * Oh, you've come, hwve vou?
can go !

BUKkTER: **1I say, you fellows, considering what a gnod
friend ['ve been to all of you, 1 think vou mirht ask a chiap
to a fead. ['mn willing to cook all the bacon and eggs—-"

SQUIFF: ‘“ And to eat them *"”
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Well, now you

THE OrHERS: *'IHa, ha, ha!l”

Cuepry: Oh, let him comae in! But the first tine he
says anyvthing out of place, he goes out on his neck [

MucexT: ““It's a ripping spread, but blessed 1if 1 care
whether the fat bounder wolfs the lot up or not! I've gone
off my feed since old Johany left.”

(Bunter draws a chair up to the table and atfacks the
f'._'.i'l’i.

]%I'LTER: “Well, this is a measly spread, I mus
don’t mind my sayving so, do you?"

NUGEsT: “ Not at all. There's something else we sghould
like you to say, too.”

BUsIER: “What's that?"

Nucext: *‘ Good-bye !

Buxter: “Oh, really, Nugent, I haven't started yet!
Now, what T really wanted to say to you lellows was this:
Johuny Bull's icft Greyiriars ;

CHERRY : “ (Jueen Anne's dead!” :

Bryter: “And | consider I have the chief claim to his
position 1 the Famous Five.'

Tae OtHERS: ** Ha, ha, hal”

BuxteEr: ‘‘ There's nothing to cackle at, you fellows.
You'll want someena to take Bull's place, and I'm your
maii.’’ :

WHaeTOY : “We wouldn't have you at any price, you
burbling great bladder of lard IV :

Buxter: ‘f Oh, really, Wharton, is that the way to speak
to o ruest? None of vou have got any manners 1n this
study ! You ain't gentlemen! Yah!"

CHERRY: “ Blessed if we're going to
chaps! Pitch him out!™

(Bunter leaps up in alarm, and dashes from the study.
The juniors propel him from behind with their boots. Enter
T'ratter, who collides with Bunter as the latter goes out.
Thero i1s a wild yell.)

Buxter: * Yaroch! Why can't you look where you're
going, Trotter, you 1diot? You've fractured my spinal
calumn ! ‘

WHarTON : ““*We'il put you out of action permanentiy if
vou don't clear off !’

(Ezxit Bunter. Bob Cherry hurls a loaf of bread after him.)

WHARTON (raising Trotter to his feet); “ Never mind, old
son. What have you got there?”

Trorten (rublung his bhead): ** A letter for you, Master
Wharton.™

WHarTOoN: " Good! Hand it over.”

(Trotter hands him the letter and departs.)

WHarToN : ““ This letter is from Johnny, you chapa!"

(’HERRY : ** Spout it out!”’

WHARTON (reading the letter):

i
L

say ! You

stand that, you

““ Dear old chaps,~—Don't worry about me. I never
thought the old sport was so deep. Fancy a giddy old
shipping merchant being able to spoof the Remove! It
simply beais me!

“You remember that parazraph in the paper? It
was all bunkum ' The long-and-short of it is, that uncle
pretended e was ruined simply to see 1if I'd stick to
him. It was what he called * A Test of Loyvaliy.” I'm
soing to have a first-rate time, from what I hear, and 1
can return to Gresfriars after I've had a good look at
Australia,

“TUpon the whole, eversthanz in the garden 1s lovely !
MNugent can have my ercket-bat, and 1 want you to give
Linley my bike, with my kind rezards. Don't forget to
lock after my white mice; and you can give Bunter a
kick —from me. So no more at present, from your old
chum, JOHNNY.

“P.S.—As vou'll only be four while I'm away, you'd
better take Squiff into the Famous Five, and don't forget
to keep our end up.”

WHarTON:  “Well, my
Johnny's a lucky bargee.
him—-'"

Tue Oruers: ** Ha, ha, ha!”

WaarToN: " And we'll take Squiff into the Co. Eh,
Squiff 7

SQUIFF: ‘“ Hear, hear! Verv thoughtful of Johnny! He
knew you required some brains in this Co.”

WHArRTON : ““ Why, von ass!”

NUGENT: Y"'Why, you fatiead !’

CHERRY: °*Order, !

hat! TIt's jolly good news.
We'll give Bunter what he's sent

gentlemen! Sampson Quincey Iffley
Ficld iz now a fully-aceredited and estecmed member of the
seleet eircle known as 1the Farpious Five, and 1 suggest that
tins Co. fortliwith proceeds to drink his health; and a good
vovage to the retiring member of this firm."”

ArL: ““Hear, hear!"

(Ths Junicrs vise from the table, and proceed to drink
Sauiff's health with acclamation.)

CURTAILN.
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Qir Richard Battinglev, a much-travelled scoundrel, has
BOITIC rny;terinus reasnn for ujshing thh dﬁﬂth {f ﬂjiTE Lﬂart,
a handsome and daring circus performer, also known as the
King of Equestrians. He, thercfore, engages another villain,
named Paul Murdway, to compass Clive Clare’s death for the
sum of ten thousand pounds,

Paul Murdway follows the circus in its wanderings, and,
nnder the name of Adrian Deening, leagues himself with a
member of Cygano’s Circus, named Senor Miguel Gurez, a
Mexican dead shot, to bring about Clive's death, and arranges
that the Mexican shall shoot with a noiseless air-rifle at one
of the ropes of a trapeze from which Clive takes a daring leap
an to the back of a palloping horse.

This plot fails, but the two villains do not give up their
intention of injuring Clive when an opportunity occurs,

Clive Clare one day hears a shriek coming from ene of the
terits, and finds that Ben Ellis—or, Professor Durnette, the
King of Lion Tamers, to give him his stage name—is ill-treating
his danghter, May Eilis, a clever equestrienne in the troupe.
('live Clare rushes to the rescue, and his interference causcs
Professor Durnette to have a grudge against Clive, althongh
tha affair has apparcntly been patched up by an apology.

(Now go on with the story.)

Professor Durnetite Tries to Frighten His Daughter—And

Tells Her a Secret,

1f Roly-Poly had been wrong in his suspicions of Professor
Durnette with regard to the latter’s connection with the dis-
appearance of Sando, the clown certainly had some gronnds
for his opinion of the Lion-tamer, For undouhtedly Durnetre
was on very friendly terms with Paul Murdway—or, as he
called himself, and as we shall for the time call linm, Adrian
Deering, Deering had, as Roly-Poly had stated. followed
the circus from ',Jt'm'_- to place after leaving Abbexford. By
the judicicus standing of a capital hittle dinner 1o My, Adolph
Cyrano lie had ingratiated himself in that gentleman’s good
v races, and his nightly Lining of a reserved so
was sufficient to coment their friendsiip,

Deering had also found his way to Professor Dornette’s
heart via a bottle ar two of whisky; while as to his friend-
ship with Senor Gurez, the Mexican dead-shor, we have
already spoken.

Adrian Deering had visited the eircus in the first place in
oider to carry out his purpose azainst Clive Clare, Jbut now
ho found his oricipal ntentien supplemented by another.
In shert, Advian Deering wanted to marvey May Bllis, It
hardly necessary to sav that the girl dul net ke him,

pl oat the Crenus
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and his growing {viend:zslinp with der father cavsed her no
little uncasiness.
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in his lodgings at Milchester, a large town where Cyrano's
Circus wae making a three days’ stay, * how old are you?”

His daughter looked up, a little surprised at the question.

“ Spventeen,” she answered

“Mm! Seventeen! I e'pose you'll be thinking about
leaving your poor old father one of these days, and getting
married - ch ¥

May, with a blush, said she had no thought of marriage

yet.
“0h ! But, my girl, you must have some thought of
marriage,”’ remarked the professar. **1 sha'n't be with you
alwavs, you know, to support you''—this with a sublimae
indifforence to the fact that her share in the performance at
('vrano's brought in quite as much as his, and that, so far
from supporting her, the greater proportion of her weekly
carnings was invariably cunﬁwuterf by him-—=a thing wihich,
in hiz capacity of paymaster of the ecircus artistes, Lo was
casily able to do. “ I sha'n’t always be with you to suppors
vou,” he repeated, “=zo you will have to be supported by
somebody else”

“ But I shall be able to earm my own living, father,”” May
ohsorved gently,

““ Able! Yos, my girl. But why should you? There's
many a gentleman would be proud to call you his wife.”

“fint T don't want a gentleman, father—that i<, a gentle-
man in the sense you mean. 1 den't want to marry for
money.’”

“Oh. no: of conrse you don’t! But supposing, How, a nice
centleman came along that you happened to like; and sup-
posing he happened to have moncy  you wouldn't let that
stand in veur wayv, would you®"

Not knowing quite what to answer, May kept silence.

“Now. what do vou think of Mr. Adrian Decving for a
husband—eh ¥ went on .the hon-tamer,

M Ellis started back aghast,

v ATE Deering !’ she gosped. * That man! That man,
who is alwavs with you, and encouraging youn to——" She
chorked herself.  “ No, father; I conld never dream of
mareving him 7

Professor Dursette lovked up, astonished at the vehemence
of his danghter’s words.

W hv Y What have you agamnst him P he demanded.

o Apainst him D No partienlar charee, father, And yet,
in the position in whil-ih vou have placed me with regard
1o him. there s everytlang acainst o’

e quict. mirl 1 snapped Durnette. I know what you
wonld say. You want that young whelp, Clive Clare ! Bah!
(it the wlea ont of your hoad, my prrl ! He's no oo to
voi- he's nio good to anybody 1

s Dhon't speak of him hike that, father,” the giel remon-
st ratidd,

PProfessor Durnette rese from his chalr. awd paeed the
little room.  His aquick temper was rapidly getting the better
of him. and he [elt that movement was necessary to cenable
i o control 1.

v Look here, Mav, my giel.” hie said;
pirtant matter, The nonsense lwtwept Vil and this fellow
(‘lave is just a boy and-girl atfaiv. You've got to forget thit.

““qhis 1= & very ims
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Do you understand me? You've got to wipe it clean out of
our mind. When you -marry, you've got to marry well,
You can do it easily. Your bi:auhg will ensure that. You've
got to marry a gentleman, I yOl-—-a gentizarglun with
money—who can take you out of this life, and " —he was
going to say, ‘' support me in my old age,” but he did net—
“gnd keep you in comforty, if mot luxury. Now, as it
happens, Mr. Adrian Deecring has been discussing the 5:,11’:_]&:31:
with me this very day. He's a gentleman, and he's got
money, and he does you and me the honour—not but what 1
think you're good enough for anybody—to offer you, through
me, his hand."” ) ,

“ And banking account " added May, a little bitterly.

“ Yes, if you like !’ snapped her father, swerving round.
t* And, mark ‘you, a banking account isn’'t a thing to be
sneered at !’

**No; perhaps not,” returned Magy.
thing to marry for!"” i .

The tamer of beasts bit his lip. He knew the girl's spirit
too well to think that he could alter her determination by &
mere display of temper; and yet make her alter her determi-
nation he must. There was a greater necessity for that than
she knew of—a necessity the details of which he would have
liked to conceal from her. But now, if he was to gain lis
way, he must tell her. . -

For a minute or two he paced the room in silence; then, in
a strangely-hollow voice and subdued manner, he turned
once more to his daughter.

“ May,” he said slowly, “if I asked you to do me a great
favour, wounld you do it 7"’

The girl turned lovingly towards hum, her Leart softened
by his change of mien. "

¢ Oh, father!" she criéd, out of her full heart. * You
know that I love you—love you dearly !” _

““Yes,' e said; I think you do. May, all my life, what-
ever else I mavy have been, 1've been an honest man
until—-="" - e broke off again for a moment, and then
resumed : “If, my girl,’”” he went on, ** you knew that a great
danger threatened me—that I might be imprizoned ”

bﬂ.y gasped, _ ]

“Yes, my girl, imprisoned—ruined for life—disgracing
myself, vou, and the memory of your dear mother—if you
knew that, [ say, would you do anything to save me from
such a fate?" _

May gasped again. She seemed to be choking; she turned
pale, and reecled a little where she stood. -

““ Father,” she cried, at last recovering her voice, " you
know 1 would do anything!”

“ Anything—ah! Then you will, for my
Adrian Deering "

- May hid her tace in her hands.
“(Oh, father,” she moaned,
that ! :

““ Then, if vou refuse, I am a ruined man!”

“ Ruined ! What do you mean, father ?”

“T mean this,”" returned the tamer—and his voice was
hollower than before—*I mean that, as Cyrano's trusied
business manager, 1 am two hundred pounds short in my
accounts. Cyrano is certain to go through the books within
the next weck or two, and then my defalcations must come
to light. You alone can save me! Do vou refuse?”

May Iillis was as white as a ghost; but the momentous
words which her father had uttered kept ler from fainting.
She rocked to and fro where she stood.

“You hear what I say?" her father repeated. 1 am two
hundred pounds short in my accounts, and Cyrano is certain
to discover my defalcations soon.™

May Ellis, rocking there, with white face and elenched
bhands, strove hard to control herself.

““ Father,”” she gasped, at length findinz her voice—** oh,
father, is it possible that you can be a -7

She broke off, her lips refusing to frame the word.

“Thief 2" the lion-tamer said, finishing her sentence,
“Yes; call me that if you will, my girl. I have been
tempted, but 1 won t excuse myseli now. It is done, and in
a few days my erime will be discovered. That's the hard,
grim fact I ve pot to face, and it's becanse of that that 1 ask
you to help me. Will you help me ?”

She did not reply to hiz question,
with fixed eves,

““Two hundred pounds!”" Her lips framed the words. and
they esraped in a kind of mean. “ Two hundred pounds!™

She stoosd there, lost 'n contemplation of the immensity of
the sum, The tamer of beasts stood watehine her for a
moment, '

“Yes,”" he observed, in an undertone; “it's a hig sum of
money—big, that is, to me and to vou, but an insignificant
trifle to some men—to Mr. Adrian Deerine, for instance.”

Professor Durnette eyed his daughter closely, to watcei the
effect of his words.

“Mr. Adrian Deering.”” he pursued, *could pay that two
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hundred pounds just as easily as I could puy a shilling. Just
a pen and ink and a few marks in his cheque-book, and the
thing would be done. And just as easily, wy girl, as Mr.
Deering could write the cheque, so could you induce him to
do so." _

May Ellis looked up, dry-eved, but grief-stricken,

“71 induce him? How!" she inquired,

“By marrving him, my girl "

Y Father, how dare you?' _

There had been grief and definite sorrow in her tones just
previous, but now, as she started back a step and drew her-
self up to her full height, there was withering scorn in her
volce and eves, while the blood surged to her face in a flood
of indignation.

At the sudden change in his dauzliter's manner Professor
Durnette started. _

“ Father, how dare you?" she repeated, contempt Hashimg
from Ler eves.

The tamer gazed at the floor, a trifle cowed.

“I'm not daring much " he began.

“Not daring much®” she echoed. ** And you ask e to
marry this man—a man for whom I do not care—in order
that he shall pay you two hundred pounds!’

“ But it 15 to save me from ruin, my gil!"™ Durnette inter-
polated. _

May Ellis bowed her head, the scorn fading out of her eyes,
the colour once more fAeeine from her face. _

“To save vou from ruin?” she murmured. And then,
shaking her head, added: “No, no, father—not that! Don't
ask me to do that! I will do all I can to save you; but
don’t—don’t ask me to marry that man!"

Into the tamer's ¢ves there came a sudden glint of anger.

“You'll do all ¥ou can to help me,” he enarled, “and yet
you tefuse to do the onme thing that would help me! You
profess to love me, and vet the very first thing 1 ask you to do
for my sake, vou refuse to do! Pab, yvou are & nice, dutiful
dauchter, you are! You'd throw a chance like tlus away,
would vou?! You'd rcfuse to marry this man—you'd cast
Lim aside for that young cub of a Clare! But you sha'n't
do that. You shall marry Adrian Deering. I'll make you!”

Once more the mirl drew herself erect, and met her father's
furious glance fearlessly.

“Nover!” she retorted. * You may bully me, father, you
mav threaten, vou may do what vou will and 1 shall always
try not to forzet that I am vour daughter, and that as such
I owe a duty to you; but equally I shall also try not to forget
that I am the daughter of my mother, and that to her sacred
memory and to myself I also owe a duty !”

Her voice. which had been firm, faltered as she muttered
the last words : and at the mention of his dead wife, Durnette’s
eves dropped, and Lis lips trembled slightly.

“But vou love me still, May?" he said, a Little brokenly.

" Yes, father,” she returned, a strange commingling of sofi-
ness and determination in her tone, ** love you still with al
my heart; but I must also tell you now, once and for all, that
I want Clive Clare, and that if ever I become the wife
of anv man, he alone will be that man!”

“Then,"” murmured the tamer sullenly, **if that’s your final
decision, I am a ruined man. I have told vou of the cne
way of saving me, and you have refused.”

“Yeas,"” returned May, “I have refused, and do refuse, be-
cause I would not cover up the traces of your crime by com-
mitting a greater crime—and it would be a greater crime to
marry a man whom I do not Like. ™

Professor Durnette folt his temper once more risinz. He
saw, however, that there was no use m prolonging the dis-
cussion just ther. He rose from his cliair, therefore, took up
his soft, wide-brimmed hat, jammed it viciously on to his
head, and, with a mufiled cath, strode heavily from the roona.

In which Rolyv-Poly Makes a Laughing-Stock of
Mr, Adrian Deering.

“Hallo, Roly, old chap!” exclaimed Clive Clare, as lie
entered the dressing-tent that eveming an hour or two before
the performance, prenaratory (o practising a new equestrian
feat he had recently invented. * How go things, Roly?”

“Things is well.,” returned the fat clown, pausing in some
instruction he was giving to Binbo., the Edueated Ape, and

: b i : e : oty
weleoming Clive with a broad grin—"things s A 1!

“Glad to hear it,” rejoined Clive. * But what’s the matter
with Bonom? He looks quite down in the mouth.”

He pointed as he spoke to the lank clown, who, with long.
melancholy face, sat brooding in a most dispirited-attitude en
a bench near by.

Roly-Poly looked across at his colleague,

“Tooks Like "Amlet, don't he?” he observed.  * Melan-
choly enough, anyway, 1 expect he's thinkin' out a new
joke. "
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The seas, thanks to the unsleeping vigilance of the British Navy, are gradually being cleared of that cowardly
pest, the German mine-layer, Our ships, howzver,do not always get the chance of sending them to the bottom,
as is instanced in the above picture, where, as a result of fouling a mine they themselves have laid, the Germans
are forced to abandon their boat and go aboard the destroyer, which is standing by to recelve them. Thus Is

poetic Justice carried out—they are ** Hoist with their own petard.”

_————
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# For vour saucy himperence just now, hinfant, I sha'n’t
tell you—sec?”

¢« Oh, all right "’ rejoined Clive good-humouredly.

Then, happening to turn, he caught sight of a guaint-look-
ing obicet quictly seated in the background.

“ Great snakes ! What on carth " he began, Then, in-
terrupting himself, added: * Why, it's Bimbo 1

And sure cnough it was Bimbo. The Highly-Educated Ape
was squatting close by. Upon his head was a tall silk-hat,
cocked a trifle jauntily on one side, in his eye a gingle eveglass,
end in his hairy paw a clonded cane. His body was attired
in a man's suit of clothes, and, but for his unmistakable ape’s
face and hairy feet and hands, he might have passed at a
casual glance for a representative of the “k-nut” type of
humanuity.

“ Whatever are you doing with Bimbo?" inquired Chive,

% Oh,"” answered Roly-Poly, “ we've just been rehearsin’ a
new bit of biz, that's all”

“ Going to try it at to-night's show 7"

“ Well—er - no, not exactly—yes, I should say, if you know
what I mean.”

v T don't, then,' said Clive. * What do you mean ¥’

Your equestrisn majesty, wait and see! The new and
original aet of Brother Bimbo may take place to-night, or it
may not. So be in time, and tell yor friends.”

“ Ja Bonoui in it ?'" queried Clive laughingly.

“ N, sire, Bononi is not i it!” answered Roly-Poly, with
dignitv  “ The new business is ab-so-lute-ly mmy own concep-
tion—the whole kudos is mine !

“ Oh -oh! Is that why Boroni's so dismal to-night?” ob-
served Chive,

Then, advancing to where the tall clown =at
reverie, he smacked him' vigorously on the shoulder,
inguired

“ Why so glum, old chap?”

Borioni looked up slowly and sadly, his long, thin hands
dropped helplessly to his sides, and, in a voice that trembled
witE its own pathos, he made answer:

“ My boy, I am so hungry .”

Clive and Roly-Poly burst out into a hearty roar of
laughter.

s that all ¥ said Clive. ¢ Why, Roly and I thought it
was an affection of the heart 17

aWell,” returned Bouoni, with an injured air, “it's an
affection of the stomach. That's close enough to the heart,
anywav.'

‘¢ Oh, you can soon remoedy that,” caid Clive,

Bononi shook his head mournfully, and tears glistened 1
his eyes

“* Alas ' he sighed,
time arives, and 1t is a life-long and inflexible rule
never to cat between meals.”

“ Never to work between meals, you mean, Bill,” put 1o
Roly-Poly,

““Worl 1" reproved Bononi, frowning at his colleague.
¢ \What rizht have you to discuss subjects of which you do not
even know the meaning @’

Which remark was the beginning of a wordy duel between
the two clowns; and Clive thereupon took the opportunity to
glip into the ring and get a litle practice at the new feat he
was rehearsing.

One by one Cyrano's other artistes bezan to drop into the
dressing-tont and make-up for their respective performances,
In company with Gurez, the dead-shot, and shortly after the
enpearance of Professor Durnette, arrived the so-called Mr.
Adrian Deermg.

As usual. he was smartly dressed—frock-coat, tall hat, exe-
glass, and walking-stick complete. It had been lis invarable
custom since that memorable day when he had first visited
the circus at Abbevford to walk into the dressing-tent before
the performance, and to stroll hither and thither, talking io
ﬁ!m or other of the artistes. as if the whole place belonged 1o

i,

“My Lord Dook has arrived!” muttered Roly-Poly, as he
caught sicht ef Deering.

Rolyv-Polv looked up and snorted

w1 ean't stand that bloke!™ he observed, in a tone of dis-
gust. ““1e's that bloomin’ patronisin', as you'd think he
owned the carth., Look at that wallt! A move diofic, Plecer-
dilly mooch I never did see in me natural !

“ Hiz demeanour certainly iz haughty,” assented Bononl

6% e Jie thinks hisself  terrible impressin’, no  doubrt,
a-swankin’ round and swingin® his cane in that style; but
Lbelieve me, William, 1t ain't nothin’ like so rare an accom-
plishment as he'd have us believe. I'll prove it to you, Bill,
in half a mo,”

Rolv-Poly stooped as hie spoke to beneath the hencli, wiis-
pered & word or rwo, and then, scemingly oblivious of Adrian
Deecring's presence, set about completing his make-up.

Decring strolled slowly round. Presently a slight tttering
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hocame audible. Hearing it, Mr. Deering locked up, a little
surprised, then continued his haughty promenade.

The tittering increased. Mr. L¢ering, upon whose face
emotion of any sort rarely betrayed itself, felt himself flushing
inwardly,

Louderrand louder prew the tittering, and now therce were
one or two ruffaws from various corners of the tent. Mr.
Deering felt annoyved. Was it possible that he was the object
of this general mirth? Was there anything about him
that

A loud roar of laughter cauzed him to turm round sharply,
and then in an instant he descried the causc of the mern-
ment.

For there, a few vards behind him, following direct in his
footsteps, was a most ludicrous-looking object. Dressed as
nearly as possible like himself, with tall hLat tited rakishly,
oven a3 his own was tilted, an eveglass serewed 1n the left eye,
even as his own eveglass was screwed in his left eye, and
with a clouded cane, carried da‘ntily between the handle and
the ferrule, walked Bimbo, the Ape.

The creature’'s attempts to imitate the long strides of
Adrian Deering were ludicrous 1n the extreme, and it was
little wonder that the onlookers should rear with laughter.

Those continusd bursts of merciment irritated Decring.
H:therto he had fancied himself, as a patron of Cyrano’s
circus, to be held in the highest respect by the artistes; and
now here he wag an object of absolute ridicule!

Althoueh Lis face showed little signs of it, he completely
lost his temper. Stepping quickly towards the ape, he raised
his stick, and with a swishing blow eut the amimal smartly
across the neck. In a moment Bimbo, chattering angrily with
pain, skipped out of the way, to avoid a second cut.

Mr. Adrian Deering, a little velieved by the concluding part
of the incident, walked over to the corner where Senor M:zuel
(iurez sat alone, and engaged with him In conversation. Ile
wad no wish to court further ridicule.

“ Hang that infernal ape!” he said, in an underione, to thie
Spaniard presently.  * It must have beeu taught to do that by
sotmebody 1

Gurez looked at his eompanion cunningly,

“Taught?" he said.  “Of course it was taucht ! That fat
pir of a clown taught lam!"
“ Hang the clown, then, and the ape, too! I'd like fo

At any rate, I ot one cut at the ungly
45 Tt

poizon them both! )
half a chanee T'll repeat the dose with

beast, amd 1f I see
coinpound inter

Decring did not finish his threat, for suddenly. as he sat
there, with his elbows on a bench and his c¢hin between his
hands, he felt a heavy, wrigghing weight {fall plunp on to the
crown of his tall §1k Lat, jamming it right over his eyes.

A moment later the sound of another roar of laughter bursi
on his ears, and simultaneously he felt a sharp pain across the
back of his neck—not the pain of a blow, but of a hard, deep
scratch from a hairy paw.

Two seconds later. when he had rezained Lis feet, and re-
moved his battered hat from over his nose and eyes, it was to
perceive, perched upon a junction of ropes some fifteen fect
above his head, the puckered features of Bunbo the Ape, chat-
terine away as fast as he could, and shaking his hairy fis
threateningly,

“ What d'you think o' that, Bill?" observed Roly-Polr ad-
miringly, as soon as he could stop laughing. * Amm’t that
there animile a puffick corfdrop? He's got original taleut,
he has. I tanght Brother Bimbo to imitate that cove's wallk.
but he didn't want teachin’ how to get I¥s own back ™

“No, not a blessed ape’orth!” punned Bononi

it Ag it was a case of a blow on the neck. you shonld have
said. ‘not a nape-orth ' corrected Roly-Poly.

“Oh. necks, please!” sighed Bononi, and buried his face
in iz hands.

But fortunately at that moment the clowins received thoir
eall, and an end was brought to the series of excruciating
prans,

Adrian Deeving fumed inwardly for
furmed against the ape, he fumed against
althoush Clive Clare had had nothing whatever to do with
the incident. he fumed against Chive, too. He talked
maliciously with Gurez until it was the Jatter’s turn to o
into the ring, and rthen he sat moodily awaiting the Spaniard’ s
return.

The dead-shiot went threugh Lis performance with las usual
Iistless, mechanical precision, and amid almost dead silence.
Although clever in {153 way, Muruel Gurez had of late gone
through Ws performance in a 110st uninteresting styie; and
iow on this night when he had left the ring. there was abso-
lutely no applanse for him whatever.

Mr. Adolph Cyrano happeaed to be standing at the entrance
to the ring.

“Not a hand!™

tlie next hoor. Ile
Roly-IPoly, and.

murmured the circus-proprietor to Inm-

soeli—* not a solitary hand! Senor,” ke said, addressing
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Curez. who now approached sufeonly, “youn seem to have
gone off a bit lately. Not a har:d. vou see—not a hand!”

“ Rah. theose fools!” exclaimed the Spaniard, with & con-
temptuous shrug of his shoulders,

“ N, senor.”” responded Mr. Cyrano warmly, *the Britsh
public are not fools! They're willing to pay for a craod thing,
and when they get a good thing they sienify the sanie in the
usual manner. But when they pay for a rood thing and get
a—well something that isn't as good as it anght to be, they
also signify the same in the nzual manner—they just let you
make vour exit in silence. Now, just listen to that! There's
a conirast!’ Mr. Cyrano jerked his thumb towards the
ring, where Clive Clare—whose turn on thia nicht chanced to
follow that of Gurez—had just performed his opening feat.
“You sce. the house 15 with him 1o a man e

Once more the Spaniard shrugged hs shoulders, and an
angry lock came into his eyes now.

& T cannot help it,” he snapped, “if they prefer his perform-
ancsd tominel 1t ix-a matter of taste™

“ Exactly I”” assented Cyrano drily. * It is a matter of
public taste, and that’s the only taste I've got to consuder.
Come, senor, vou used to get applanded, and 1f you like to
buckle to you can get applauded again.  But you never
change your programme, you know, Week after week,
month after month, you give em the same old stale business,
o no wonder the people get sick of it.  Now, young Clare
vonder is always thinking out new things., He's coming out
in another novelty shortly; been practising it every day for
the last week. Why don't you buck up, sencr, and do the
same?”

The dead-shot made no reply.
heel, and rejoined Adrian Deering.
sallow face as he sat down.

“ Flallo! What's wrong, senor?’’ interrupted Deering.

“ Wrong? Everything is wrong! That fellow Cyrano
complains of me. I was his star a few years since, but now
that boy Clare—hc's the star, while I—pah !'—I am ncbody !
Blamed by Cyrano—I, Miguel Gurez, who challenge the
world 1

“ Why don't vou chuck it ¥" surgested Deering.

The Spaniard scowled.

Tt is not for me,” he said, “to what you call chuck it.
This girl May Ellis is herc—that is sufficient. You know
my feelings towards her. Where she is, there must I bel”

Deering puffed at the cigar he had lighted.

“ Oh, the fair Miss Ellis 1" he remarked. ** She is still the
attracmon, then? You haven't relinquished your hopes in
that qneetor yet, in spite of Clive Clare ¥’

“ In spite of that boy ¥’ growled Gurez. “ Think you that
a boy zhall stand between me and her? No! 1 have sworn
che shall be my wife, and that she shall be ™

Deering removed the cigar from his lips, and blew out a
thin cloud of smoke. In his mind, as the Spaniard finished
speaking, he was thinking that he, too, had arrived at the
same determination, and in the brief interval he was speculat-
ing as to what would happen between himself and Gurez,
cince both had resolved to win May Elliz for a wifc.

But Deering was too cunning a man to pursue the subject
in anv way that might betray himself. He wanted the assist-
ance of Senor Gutez for the furtherance of his own plans, and
not for an instant did he think of giving utterance to any
words which might deprive him of that.

He simply turned on his
There was a scowl on his
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S0 he diseussed the matter gencrally with his ally in such
an adroit manner as to fan the Aame of Gurez's hatred for
Clive €lare, and without in any degree betraying his own
fﬁ[-ﬁl-i”?"‘-'-" with regard to the chjeet of their mutual regard—Dhlay
s,

A Wordy Duel Between the Clowns—In Dire Peril—Clive
Clare to the Rescue.

1f Clare had been applauded at the beginning of his per-
formance that night, it was nothing as comparcd with tho
veritable tornado of cheers that followed the completion of
his turn.

Flushed with his exertions and feclings of trinmph, Clive
rode from the ring, dismounted, and entercd s droessing-
compartmaeont.

As he passed the spot where Raly-Poly and DBonom were
seated talking together, Professor Durnette happened to be
passing the other way. The lion-tamer’s turn was about to
begin.

3 Notice it, Bill 7" queried Roly-Poly, nudeing his colleague.
¢ Notice the loak Durnette gave young Clare ™

“ Joe, I did!"

i« And what do you think of it?"

“ "Twas ugly, Joe. There's mischief in his rolling eye.”

e« And there's whisky in his rolling legs, 1f you azli me anys
The professor's in hard training for the Toper

assented DBonomni commiseratingly, ‘“he has cer-

“ Yes,"
And I'm dead sorry

{ainly been coing the pace a bit lately.
for it, because, 1 his Fine of Business, it's more than a trifle
dangerous. More than that, it scems to have changed
Durnctte’s character. He used to be a decent sort in the old
days, but now his face wears a chronic scowl, and in his voice
there's a chronie growl.”

‘* That's poetry, William "

‘ Bven so, Joseph—tis peetry. You will excuse me, but I
am always lalken that way when I'm hungry.”

 Mavbe, Joe—maybe; hut chronic hunger is better than
chronic thirst, any day; and we are dizeussing the proicssor’a
wealkness.”

“ Yos, a chronie thirst 1s a wonkness,” assented Roly-Poly;
“and yet Durnette says that dvink is the only thing that'll
kecp up his strength and nerve.’’ :

“Ret!” returncd Boneni, with no shadow of a jest in his
manner now—- absolute rot ! Where would you find a coupls
of men with greater strength or finer netve than Sando and
Dando? Do you find them dvinking? Not likely! They
kpow too much for that Cateh either of the Herculean
Twins drinking consideraldle quantities of alecohol at any
time. and I—well, T'll undertake to drink the ocean dry!
Stronz drink in excess will make the best man weak; l've
heard Sando say so himsell.”

v William,”!  observed Roly-Poly, “you've mistook your
vocation. You ought to be on the temp'rance platform—
that's where you cught to be. Not but what 1 agrees with
vou. though.”

dWell well,” returned the eratificd Dononi, 1 faney if
I did make a speech on the temperance platform, 1 should
ronse some of Tem unp.”

Roly-Poly stared in mock astonishment.

e 1—T dicdn’'t mean as a speaker!” he gasped.
4 horrible examole !

It ie a pity, Joscph,” reproved Bononi, ‘“that you are
nevel serious execpt when you are doing your comic tnrn.™

“ AL sighed Roly-Poly, 71 could never ‘ope to equal vou,
me friend! You're always scrious, when you're a-doin’ yer
turn, and when you ain't! Wot that I'm a-blamin” yeu, Bill;
s no fault o yourn. We've only got what we're born with,
and becos you ‘appened to be born wi' nothin’ worth ‘avin’,
that ain't your fauls, BStill, as a funcral mute, Bill, yor fdco
‘ud be a fortune.”

“ Joseph, returned the other. *'if your face was your for-
tune, what a bleonun’ Rothschild you would be!” And
Banoni accompanied his words by deseribing with his hands
a huge cwele.

“ 1 must withdraw part ¢ my worde, Bill,?? said Roly-Foly
colennly. 1 admit that you have cot a gift—the aiflt o
the gab!” }

» And, you, Joscph, Dossess tha wift of the mrab! You grab
every joke you can lay your hands on, and—who-o-0-a'l—
g-rr-rh ! Ilere, what's the game?” ;

" Bononi had been suddenly interrupted by a  scnsation of
comething pulling at his red wiz, He leapt out of the way.
losing his wig in the movement, and stared round. Behind
Lim stood Napoleon, the eonue performing  donlaey, with
which he was shortly about to do a turn in the ring. @
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¥ Jee-roosalem ! gasped Bononi, “ He's got my wig!

“You see,” chipped in Roly-Poly, with a grn, “yer
brother likewise has a gift o' the grab. He mistook yver haw
for carrotz; and not much of a misiook, either!”

Bononl put on an injured look.

“ My hair,” he protested, “is not red, 'tis golden.”

“Yes," retorted Roly, eightecn-carat!”

“ Come, Napoleon,' said Bononi, taking the donkey by the
neck, * let us quit this atmosphere of feeble jokes, and pre-
pare to cnter the arena, there to perform our Napoleon-
Bonoui-part.”™ . .

“What !" ecried Roly-Poly aghast.  “Youre a-goin’ to
make that pore, defenceless animile work while he's hungry *”

“He is not hungry ! replied Bononi loftily,

“Well, he's thirsty then; he'd like a drink o' water.™

“Do you think 1 would give the poor beast cold water on
a night Like this®” : . o

“1 didu't say cold water,” responded Roly-Poly. “Give
him lu-warm water."

“Lau'-warm water?” L

“ Cerlingly. Napoleon is sure to like his water Iun!

Scientists are divided as to the possession by animals of
the sense of humour, and, thercfore, we cannot speak de-
finitely regzarding the motive of Napoleon's next action. We
can only record that the donkey, npon hearing the last vile
example of Roly-Poly’s punning, walked gravely over to
where the stout Lttle elown was standing. turned his back
upon him. and then, before Roly-Poly could pet out of the
way, planied his two hind hoofs zently but firmly on Roly-
Poly’s chest, sending him sprawling,

- “*That's what eomes of cutraging an
gense,” observed Bononi.

Roly-Polv was about to make a retort, when suddenly from
the direction of the arena came a low, ominous growl

Instantly the clowns, like the rest of the artistes in the
dressine-tont, hurried to the entrance of the ring. Almaost
facinz them. on the opposite side of the arena, stood the
lion's eage. in which for the past few minutes Professor Durn-
ette had Leen going throuch his usual performanee with the
three forest-bred lions which the cage contained. It was
evident as they looked that the exhilvtion waz not going as
smoothly as it generally did. The lions seemed sullen; they
would not jump and ecaper as the professor wanted them fo.
Where usually Durnette only gave an order once, he had fo-
night to repeat it several times. [t was not ownly the lions
that were out of temper, either; plainly there was something
the matter with their tamer, ton. ITe stood with bloodshot
and bleared ¢yes, glaring angrily at the ammals, grinding his
teeth occasionally when they failed to do his bidding promptly,
With hiz feet planted wide apart, he made the sullen beasts
‘erecp one by one between his legs. Then he made them leap
unwillingly over the short whip which he carned, and perform
varigu: other tricks which made up the nightly prooramme,

Two of the animals wore rather more fractable than the
third. This ene—Monarch by name—a huge specimen of s
tribe. lay prone upon the floor in a corner of the cage. Up
to the pre=ent, finding the bLrute disinelined to move, Profes.
gsor Durnctte had left Monarch larzely to himself, taking the
two other: through their tricks first; but pow the time for
Monarch's performance had arnived, and the tamer called
him by name,

“Monarch !

The lion did not budge.

“ Monarch !"—still more londls.

Still the animal lay sullenly, with itz huee hewd upon iis
paws. Durnette took a step Torwand, and the whele arena
echoed with the loud crack of his wlip.

At the sound, Monarch turned hizs head slowly, rolled his
great ferociouas eves upward, and raised his upper lip. dis-
closing the loug yellow fangs; bur, otherwise. he did not
move. Again the whip eracked, londer than before, and thns
t:me the oend of the lash just flicked the prostrate lion,
stinging his hindquarters. Monarch raised hiz head. onened
his cavernous meouth, and emitted a long, low, rumbling
rrowl, such as had before attracted the attention of those
in the dressine-tent.

The andicnea sat still. theilled by that erow]l. M. Patro-s
and the attendants in the ring looked ayxiously i the diree-
tion of the caze. Mer. ﬁl{]u]p]l Cvrana, standige out of sizht
near the band:stand, advanced into the avewa, and spoke to
the ringmaster. The result of their hasty colloquy was, that
Mr. Puatross went to the door of the cave atd suesestod to
Profezzor Durnetto that he had better come out. Thinkiner
of tho audionce, and wishing to aveld anything i the nature
nf a panic. Mr, Patross spoke in an underrone s bat Durnette,
being it a half-drunken eondition; ignoeed this cautious moaii-
uor, arnd :'Dpiiwl salond :

Lome out? Nobt 1! Not before T've given my  show!
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Monarch, come on, you obstinate devii!” He cracked his
whip twice in succession, flicking the sulky lion harder than
before.

Still the animal would not obey. Roused to fury by the
brute's refusal to do his bidding, the tamer advanced to the
corner in which Monarch lay.

“Come on!” he ordered. “Will you come or not?' He
grasped his whip by the thong-end, and raised the loaded butt
vver the lion's head threateningly.

That was sufficicnt.

With the agility of his species, Monarch sprang to his feet,
and sprang full on to the tamer.

The force with which the animal gprang knocked Professor
Durnette backwards, aud he fell on to the flocr of the cage.

Instantly there ensued a wild uproar. The three caged
beasts gave vent to the most terrifying roars;, the eves of the
apgry Monarch blazed with fury. Fvery person in the
amdicnee had risen, and as they saw the ancered lion leap on
to the body of the prostrate tamer, all made & mad rush for
the exits. Even the attendants, used as they were to the
varying tempers of cared beasts, stocd stockstill, thunder-
struck for the moment by the lion’s ferocions demeanour ,

All except Clive Clare, who with the rest had been watch-
ing for the past few minutes. Instantly he realised Durnctte's
peril, and hke a grevhound he now boupded across the ring
ami up the steps leading 1oto the cage.

With one strong wrench he pulled open the outer door,
closed it after ham, and opened the 1inner door.

Even while everyone elte i the arena stands paralysed
wirh terror, another figure flits acvoss the nng—a  light,
slender fizure, in a dark dress—a girl this time!

She, ke Clive, also mounts the steps. and places her hand
on the door of the lions” cage. As she does so, Mr. Patross,
partially regaining his presence of mind, catches sight of the

eirl’s face, and shouts:
“Merciful Heaven! It's Miss Elis "

How May Ellis Saved Clive Clare.

In moments of panic it takes but a trifle to turn the tide of
humarn emotion and action. When Professor Durnette
had been hurled back by the force of the springine lion,
the whole audience, roused to a state of unreflecting
terror, had risen and commenced making for the exits
iy mad econfusion. The prompt action of Clare Clive in
bounding across the ring and entering the den of lions did
something to stay the panic: and when the graceful and
glender fizure of May Ellis glided across the arena and fol-
lowed Clive’s footsteps right into the eage, the andience stood
spellbound, watehing and waiting with bated breath.

OUn entering, Clive had at once rushed to the tamer's
assistance, rogardless of his own great risk.  His intrepid be-
haviour had met with a reward which might have been ex-
pected.  Monarch, crouching over the prostrate form of
Durnette, raised one huge paw, and brought it with mighty
foree against Clive's chest, knocking the wind clean out of
him, and sending him unconscious to the floor. What would
have happened then. with the two men half insensible on the
fAoor of the cage, might indeed have been terrible: but even
as the other hitherto tractable lions were about to spring, May
Ellis entered.

With one little white hand raised, she commanded with
all the sternness she could put into her sweest voice:

“Monarch, be quiet, sir! And vou, Leo, and vou, Prince!
Quiet, 1 sav!" ‘

There was dignity in her ton neenly dignity, which
might have made &8 man hesitate and look at her if the words
had been addressed to him. Dut that these three kings of
the furest should heed her commands was truly wonderful ;
and vet lieed them they did )

At the sound of her voice, the three great brutes looked
pquickly up at Mav., DPrince—the animal nearest to heor—
actually seemed to smother a growl as, without one atom of
fear in Ler manner, the girl advanced to where Monarch
crouched over her father. Fearlessly, too, she sank on to her
knees, put out one small hand on the huge head of the angry
Monarch, smoothing hiz mane, while with the other she
roently tricd to ratse the paw which lay firmly across the
tamer’s breast,  As she did thiz she gazed unflinchingly inta
the anmmial’s eves, murmuring some words of soft reproacl
the while, It wmight have been a pet dog she was talking to,
judgine by the change that eamie into Monarch's eves; for
really, as 1n ebhedience to her gestures and words, the lion
shifted lons position, rose to hius feet, and retired into a corner,
he looked as docile and shoepish as a reproved pug,

“Liet up. father!™ the brave girl said. in an undertone,
“(et onr of the cage as guickly as vou can, and take Chive
Clare with you! He iz inzenaible, T think. 1'll see to the

Lions !
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Quickly and cautiously Professor Durnette did as he was
bid. Although dazed, he had been quite conscious all the
time. His knowledge of the ways of lions had informed him
that his only chance was to lie still; and to this fact he oweidl
his preservation from attack before the timely arrival of his
daughter.  While May fixed the animals—mow cowed and
huddled together in a corner—with her eves, Durnette moved
a couple of paces, lifted the unconscious form of Chve Clare,
and a second later passed out of the cage, closing the barred
doors behind hnm.

May Ellis was alone with the lions,

As they crouched together in the corner she gave a side-
long glance over her shoulder, to see that her father and Clive
were safe, and then she herseli commenced backing towards
the cage-door.

But she did not make her exit; for suddenly a change of
purposc occurred to her. Once more she advanced mto the
middle of the den, threw out one arm, and called upon
Monarch to come to her. The great brute, now looking
thoroughly contrite, roused himself, and instantly did her
bidding.

“Jump, Monarch—jump !"” she ordered, holding up one of
the big hoops which her father was wont to use in his
performance. “Jump, 1 say!”

There was one look of final resentment in the hon's eyes,
which was met with the steady, commanding gaze of the fear-
less girl, and then the huge, lithe, muscular form of the lion
swept up and through the hoop.

And now the audience, previously held spellbound by the
terror of the scene, regained their senses, amd gave vent to
a mighty roar of applause. May Ellis had not finished yet,
however, What her father had failed to do with Monarch,
she achieved triumphantly. Through every trick in the
tamer's repertoire she put, not only the recalcitrant Monarch,
but the other two lions—Leo and Prince—as well. Then,
having patted the animals’ heads, she quietly and gracefully
glipped out of the den and shut the iron gates after her.

Now, indeed, were the tongues of the hundreds of people
present loosened ! They checred and clapped until their
throats were hoarse and their arms ached. Even after May,
with a smile, in which sadness scemed mingled with her
triumph, had bowed to the vast concourse and disappeared,
the cheering still continued. Three times did she have to
return to bow her acknowledgments.

Then, when finally the applause had subsided, she made her
escape, and fled towards the improvised couch in the dressing-
tent upon which Clive Clare had been laid. A moment later
she was by his side, bathing his temnples with water, and

uring a little brandy down his throat.

A hasty examination had revealed the fact that Clive, in
addition to lns bruised ribs, had sustained a severc cut upon
his head in falling on the iron-lined floor of the cage; and
this injury it was that had rendered him insensible. A doctor
who chanced to have been among the audience was promptly
on the spot. Carefully he examined Clive, and deftly
handaged up his wound.

“Mr. Clare will be all right in a few hours,” he said to
May Ellia, who returned a fervent ** Thank Heaven !

““He's bruised abeut the ribs,” went on the dactor; “but
he will soon recover from that. And the cut on his head 1sn’t
very serious. What would have happened, Miss Ellis, but
for your timely entrance to the cage, I don’t like to think.
Mr. Clare and Professor Durnctte must assuredly have been
rorn to picces. You must allow me to congratulate you on
performing what is quite the bravest deed I ever witnessed !

May Ellis smiled.

“Oh, but there was really nothing in what I did I*" she said
simply. *“You see, Professor Durnette 15 my father, and 1
know tliose lions as well as he does himself, I have been in
their cage scoreg of times.”

“Woell, at anv rate, Miss Ellis,”" rejoined the doctor, as he
lifted his hat and prepared to leave, ™ you must permit ma
to retain my own opinion as to your great bravery,”

Nor was the doctor the anly person who held that opinion.
For that night May Ellis had to receive the congratulations
of My, Adelph Cyrano and her fellow-artistes;, who all, with
gcarce an excoption, were loud in her praises,

e

Napoieon’s Queer Complaint.

* Hee-haw, hee-haw, hee-haw !V

it was the last day of Usrano’s Circus in Milchester, and
the morning after the exciting advemture in the lions’ cage.
Roly-Polv, having strolled down from his lodgings to the
circus, had hiz ears assailed by the asinine cry:

* Hee-haw, hee-haw, hee-haw [

Sutting as much gravity into his round, dinipled face as he
could, Holy ruzhed mto the tent from wlich the sound
procecded,

“Well, what is it, Willlam ?** he gasped concernedly.

“Eh? Wkat? Wherelore this agitation, Joseph?” re-
turned Bonom, somewhat puzzled,

“¥ou L'E'l!l!_'l_i, Willlam.”

*Jaseph, vou are mistaken.”
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“But I heard von distinetly.™

“Hee-haw ! Heehaw ! Hee-haw !™ broke in Napoleon the
donkey, who was standing near.

Roly-Poly’s face puckered up into a broad grin.

“ AR 1" he exclaimed, in a relieved tone. *Now [ see it
all, Ihll. It was Napolecon who called. Pray pardon me for
my herror, but vour dulcet voices are so much alike that——"

“ Joseph,” warned Bononi, with lofty dignity, *“will you
discontinue these valgar insults, or do you hanker for scvere
corporal punishnment ¥ '

“Not for Joseph!” retorted Rely, edging away. " But,
there, T, I reely beg yer pardon.”

“Don’t come begging here. It is no use begging here,
Josenh,”

“No, I forgot,” observed Roly-Poly.
anvthing ‘away except verself "

“Really, Willilam, vou arc a most cxtraordinary persen.
You talk like the wind.”

“Take the wind? How 7™

“Why, you always come to blow(s)."

“Heeo-haw ! Hee-haw! Hee-haw " brayed Napoleon once
TROTE,

“ Mark how Napoleon protests!” said Bononi. *1 was at
at loss to understand why the animile was acting so strangely
this merning ; but it must be the pernicious influence of your
feeble humour, Joseph. I have been trying to teach lnm a
new aceomplishment to-day, and he's as obstinate as a 2

“Donkev ! chipped in Roly.

“THecchaw ! Hee-haw ! Heehaw-w-w-w 17

“There he roes again,” remarked Bononi.
what atls the creature this morning.”

“P'r'aps it's brafv)in-fever ¥ suggested Roly.
ever took ke 1t so vi'lent before 77

“No not to my knowledge,” replied the other gravely.
“See. lie can't keep still a moment. Now, you understand
animiles, Joe—you know a lot about horses—so perhaps you
know what's wrong with Napoleon. Berwously, Joe, what
d’you think is the matter 7"

“IHee-haw! Hee-haw! Hee-haw !
donkevy.

Roly-Poly conjured up into his face an exprossion of grave
concern.

“He's got the moozlems, Dill—that's what he's got, un-
doubtedly, * There's no mistakin’ the symptoms.”

Tt was now Bononi's turn to look anxious.

“Moozlems !™ he said, erhast. *Is that catching, Bdl T

“ All depends,” answered Roly., “It's a sort o donkey-
measles,”

“Dao vou think he'll be laid up?” faltered Dononi.

“Not if it’s teck in time,” replied Roly, with the profes-
sional air of a physician. = He wants a dose o' powder, Wil-
liam—that's what he wants,”

“Dose of powder " exclaimed the horrified Bononi, “ Do
vou want to blow Napoleon up, Joseph?”

“Nop, silly! I don't mean gunpowder. I mean a powder
such as you and other children take when indisposed.”

“But vou den't give 'em to donkeys, do you?”

“Now, Wiilism, in the days o' yer tender youth didn’t you
ever take one?”

* Joseph, in the days of my innocent and tender youth [
took dozens !

“Then why shouldn’t yer brother take one now 1V

“ Hee-haw ! Hee-haw-aw-aw-aw !” broke in the donkey.

“Oh, lor’, he's at 1t again !’ moaned the melancholy clown,
“Yon are eruel in vour aspersions, Joseph; but I cannot re-
sent them, beeause I want vour help. How shall 1 give Napo-
leon a powder for these awiul moozlems? Tell me, Joe—
aquick !

g Patience, William, and I will show you. I shall be back
in a mo’ and a "all”

“Now.” said Roly, when he presently returned, * here’s a
powder that'll quiet the pore thing’s nerves, and ths” he
went on, as he rolled up a sheet of paper into a sort of tube—
“this is the way to give it to him.” Roly placed the harmless
white powder inside the tube at one end. * Now, Bil,” he
proceeded, handing it to Bononi, ** vou piace the other end of
the tube in Napoleon’s mouth—I'll hold his head—and then
from vour end blow the powder down his throat. Under-
stand ?"

Rolw-Poly took hold of the donkey’s head as he spoke,
while Bononi arranged the tube in the manner indicated.

“ Are you ready, William?”

“ Quite ready, Joseph!”

Aud Bononm placed his lips to the end of the tube.

“Ready! Ready! Blow!”

(Dan't fall to order next Monday's *““MAGNET" now,
if vou haven’t already done so., An enthralling
instalment wili appear next week; be sure you

read it!) 47

HYou never give

“T ean't think
“Was he

again brayed the

Mext Monday's Number of The * MAGNET " will be the usnal price, 1d., i SPEGIAL BUHSTABLE GUKER | L ﬁiﬂzﬂf
[ ]

and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled ;



> THE BEST 30 LIBRARY ¥e~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 32 LIBRARY. "X

dithenlty or in trouble. . . .

| The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at howe or abroad,
| aud is only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
' Whom to write to ; Editor, The ** Magnet”
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.U,

CONTROLLER OF—
Every Monday. '
“THE BOYS FRIEND,” zd.
Every Monday.
“THE GEM" LIBRARY, 1d.
Every Wednesday.
“THE DREADNOUGHT,” 1d.
Every Thursday.

“THE PENNY POPULAR,” 1d
Every Friday.
“CHUCKLES," Price d
Every Saturday.

YOUR EDITOR.,

THE '*MAGNET " LIBRARY, rd, |

NEXT MONDAY:

“SPECIAL CONSTABLE COKER!"
By FRANK RICHARDS,

All “Meagnet " readers will be moved to mirth by the
screamingly funny antics of the great Coker, as set forth in
next week's splendid long, complete story of Greyfriars
School. Fired by patriotic motives, the high-and-mighty
Horace hits upon the idea of forming a body of special con-
stables, made up from the ranks of the Fifth Form. Iarry
Wharton & Co., after surviving their first convulsions qu
merriment, evolve a gigantic jape whereby the “specials’
ate taken down several pegs, and the Fifth-Formers are so
completely humbled in the dust that nothing more 1s heard at
Greviriars of

“ SPECIAL CONSTABLE COKER!"

FOR

- m———

EASTER GREETINGS FROM YOUR EDITOR.

Some months ago—when our Christinas Number made s
appearance, to be precise—I urged my numerous readers not
to let the war make them listless and despondent, but to have
a jolly good time on that festive occasion. sinee, by so domg,
they would be maintaining the cheerful traditions of the
British race. A PBritisher can generallv be relhied upon to
“keep a stiff upper hip ” when things look black, and the
fact that a grucsome war is raging on the Continent should
in no wise diminish our cheerfulnesz. It should rather stuno-
late and enhance it, for a depressing man or boy an these
days 1s a menace to all he meets,

As at Christmastide, so at Easter I would recommend my
thums to let nothing disturb the harmony of their holiday.
1 hope, now that one of the most dispiriting winters on record
has passed, and spring 1s here with its fine, exhilarating
mfluence and its eall to the fresh, open awr, my reader friends
will see that they have a right ripping titne of it. 1 feel
satisfied that T have accomplished my part towards this ondd
in providing for my chums the prezent superb number, which
should prove a boon companion to thousands of boys and
girls during their happy Easter exploiis.

1 say this. not out of any desire to blow my own trumpet,
but that my readers may know that the preparvaiion of a
number such as this is anvthing but child's piay. It entails
much hard work and the burning of a considerable quantity
of midnight oil, for the staff of the good old * Magnetr ™
Library 1 not so large as of yore, several of my erstwhile
assistants being engaged in something more exciting than
wiclding pens in an editorial effice. And although iy chums
will soon be participatmeg n all sorts of holiday revelers, there
will be very little relaxation for theose who are responzible
for the production of the ** Magnet ¥ Labrary., Printers are
very callows creatures—"How dare you, s —(Printer of
the *“ Maguet.”)—and thev have no soruples m keeping a
harassed Iditor up to the mark; and I am well aware thar ot
this journal failed to appear on the market one of these hne
Monday meornings. there would be weeping and guashwng of
teeth.

Frinted and Published by the Proprietors at The Fleetway l:i.-iﬂ.-'e'F, F:ll‘_!‘-i.:!_;_'_df:lf.l street, London, England, Azents for Australia; Gordon &

But I am happy in the
assurance that my efforts
to provide Magnetites with
the absolute ““best 7 —and
nothing but the best—will
be well repaid During
their holidavzs my chums
aro bound to make new
acquaintances who do not
read the “ Mapnet ™ and its companion papers. Thus a
golden opportunity will be given to them of saving @« good
word for our popular little journal, and many new Magnetites
will be addid to the long ij.-.'r of loval readers. i
That is the favour, then, that 1 ask of you all this Easter-
tide, and I know that my chumsa will gladly do their Editor’a
bidding in this respect, and still further increase the popularity
of their favourite school-story paper

In conclusion, I wish vou all from my heart a right royal
time, with plenty of good cheer, healthy reereation, and all
that goes to make up a really first-class holiday.

AN IRISH CHUM'S COMMENTS.

The letter from a bogus schoolmaster which I reproduced
on this page a fow weeks back was hailed with mingled
indignation and amusement by hundreds of my chums. Had
S. P. 8. been possessed of the average amount of common-
sense, he wonld have thought twice before hurling his precious
indictments against a paper of the reputation and standing
of the “Magnet.” 1 have pleasure in quoting an Irish girl
chum’s letter on the subject:

“Tpper Chiton,
* Bangor, Down.

“Dear Editor,—As you say, it 1z hardiy worth while to
protest apainst 8. P. s nidiculous letter.

‘“ Apart from the spelling, no gentleman would write such
a silly, and, if I mav say it, insultine letrer. I should like 1o
know where the * bloodthirsty tails ' come n.

“My sister and I. though we are f only girls)” take in the
* Maguet,! * Gem," and * Penny Popular ' every weck, and
have never found anything in them the slightest bat * blood-
thirsty ' or out of place. Wishing your splendid papers every
suceess, I remann,

“Yoursa sincerclry,
“** Ax IrisE READER.

Thauk yon, my friend from the Emerald Isle! I agree
with vou that nothing could be more absurd than to class our
splendid school stortes as *“ bloodthursiy,”™ but one must not
take the wild and rambhog statemems of 8. P. 5. too
seriously. I wonder if he still eontinues to confiscate the
“Magnet V' from “‘the most depravitated set of pupels he
haz c¢ver, in hiz 30 year of experience as a master at a
public scheol, come across 7?7 I wounder. also, i which of
our famous public schools the prezence of such an ignorart

and ill-bred person is tolerated ?

"

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
E. J. Havward ([fordr.—* The Boys’ Journal * has now
been amalgamated with ** The Dreadnought,™
N. Robinson (Frdington). —Yon would require not only con-
siderable talent, but also very powerful influence, in order to
adopt the calling rou mame. I advise you 1o stick to your
present position., _
A B—Y. Z. (Monutreal).—A gocd book dealing with ven-
triloguism is published by Messrs. Glaisher & Co.. Charing
('ross Road. London, W.LU. Very many thanks for your

cheery letter !
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Geteh, Lid, Melbourne, 8ydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Weilington, N.Z4 | for South Africa; Centrai News Agency, Lid., Cape Towa and
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&= NOW ON SALE!

THREE GRAND NEW ADDITIONS TO

The “Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.
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No. 2965.
“THE MAILED FIST!”
A dreat war story. By JOHN TREGELLIS.
NCc. 286.

“THE TENDERFOOT!”

A splendid adventure story. By CECIL HAYTER.
No. 297.

“HE WOULD GO TO SCHOOL!”

A magnilicent story of school life. By ROBERT MURRAY.

NOW ON SALE!
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WITH WHICH IS AMALGAMATED
“THE BoOYS’' JOURNAL."”

1_

NOW ON SALE.

IS THE ONLY OTHER PAPER CONTAINING
THE MAGNIFICENT COMPLETE SCHOOL TALES
OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. AT GREYFRIARS

===y FRANK RICHARDS————

ON SALE EVERY THURSDAY! ORDER YOUR COPY NOW !l
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