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SPECIAL CONSTABLE COKER!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

| *Shut the gates, bedad ! " roared Fitzgerald, grasping Gosling by the shoulder and shaking him. * Quick! |
i Quick!” * Which I ain't got any horders to shut the gates in the middle of the arternoon,” snorted Gosling, *If
|

you young gents 'ave been drinking——"*'The Germans !" shrieked Fitzgerald. (See Chapter 11.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. Greene were glanciug occasionally in the direction of
A “Special ' Occasion, the school shop, across the Close. They, too, felt that it
# = TELL that it's up to me!” was up to Coker—for it was getting near tea-time, and
Horace Coker, of the I'ifth Form at Greyfriars, Coker was in funds, and they weren't.
made that remark in a thoughtful sort of way. Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of the Remove,
Coker and Potter and Gireene were adorning the  were sitting in a row on the stone baklustrade on the
Bchool House steps with their persons. Potter and  other side of the steps, sunning themgelves in the bright
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spring sunshine. They had noticed the thoughtful
frown on Coker’s face, and were watching him with
considerable interest. At any other time Coker would
have been wrathy at the cheek of mere fags in the
Lower Fourth lounging on the steps, while he, the great
Coker, was honouring that spot with his lordly person.
But now he did not even notice them. It was evident
that the powerful brain of Coker was working at high
pressure, and that hc was blind to trifling considerations
at that moment.

“ Up to you Cokey?” said Potter.

“Yes; I feel that it is,” said Coker firmly.

“1 was just thinkin% the same,” remarked Greeune.
“Jolly near tea-time. If you've decided that it's up to
you, Coker, we’ll come and help you do the shopping.”

Coker frowned.

“ This isn't a joking matter, Greene.”

“But I'm not joking,” said Greene, with a stare. I
suppose you mean it’'s up to you to stand tea in the
study, don’t you?':

“No, I don’t.”

“Oh!” said Greene, disappointed. His interest in the
subject vanished at once, and he began to whistle
“ Tipperary.”

“Shut up that row, old chap,” said Coker.
isn’t a time to whistle,’

“Why isn’t it?”

“There's something a bit more important to be done
than whistling. When the old school is in danger, it's
up to Greyfriars chaps to stir their stumps a bit, I
should think.”

Potter and Greene stared at Coker. Then they looked
round the Cloze, und down to the gates, and over the
elms. They could not see any danger. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked more and more interested. Now that
Horace Coker had finished thinking he was evidently
going to deliver himself of the net result.

“In danger?” repeated Potter.

“1 suppose you're joking?” said Potter, after some
thought. *Ha, ha, hal”

“You ass!” said Coker, glaring at him.
von cackling at:”

“ Your little joke,” said Potter.

“T wasn't jeking.”

*“Then what were you doing®”

“T'm speaking seriously,” said Coker. “The schocl
being in danger, I feel it’s up to me to take a hand.”

“ B-b-b-but where's the danger?’’ stuttered DPotter.
*“The Huns haven’t landed in Pegg Bay by any chance,
1 sn}mpose?" )

H f:%lp):ose you haven't forgotten that a Zeppelin flew
over the place, and dropped a bomb on us?"”

“Well, it only blew up the gym,” said Potter. * Those
blessed Huns can’t drop bombs for toffee. I can't see
any Zeppelins now.” Potter squinted up at the blue
sky. “Not a Zepp in sight! And if a Zepp came
zepping here again, I really don’t see what you could
do, Coker. You couldn’t go for it with a ruler or an
Indian club, I supposer’

“If you're going to be funny, George Potter

“I'm not,”” said Potter. “ I'm willing to leave that
to you. It’s more in your line.”

“Get your hat!” said Coker.

“M-m-my hat! What for?”

“ To come down to Courtfield with me.”

“To the bun-shop?’’ asked Potter hopefully.

“No!" roared Coker.

“Then what for:” demanded Potter. George Potter
did not want the trouble of walking dowyn to Conrtfield
for nothing.

“We're going to swear,” explained Coker.

Potter and Greene were petrified for a moment.

“We're moing to what?” gasped Potter.

i FNe

“ Swear.

“\Well, my only aunt Selina!” said Potter. “I'm
jolly well not going to swear, and if old Prout heard you
zugpesting such a thing, iou”d (%et it in the neck, Horace
Coker. You blessed blackguard!”

“ You silly ass!” roared Coker.
gtand!”

“No, I'm blessed if T do!” said Potter tartly. “I
know I'm not going to swear. I understand that much,
Tue Macser Lisrary.—No. 375.
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and you can understand it, too. Be:sides, if you want
to swear, what’s the good of going te Courtficld for
that? You can go behind the wood-shed and swear if
you want to so badly.”

“Mind you don’'t get heard and reported, that's all,’®
said Greene. ‘I must say, I'm surprised at you, Coker,
I didn’t think you were that kind of chap.”

“ You—you burbling idiots!”” howled Coker. **Yom
don’t understand. We’'re going down to the police-
station to swear.”

“ Why, we should get run in if we diC!"”" ejaculated
Potter, in increasing astonishment. “ And whom do you
want to swear at—old Grimes? I can just famey his
{‘lace if a fellow should walk in and swear at him! My

at!”

“Will you listen te me?” shrieked Coker.

“Not if you're going to swear,” said DPotter 1ese-
lutely. “I'm not a particular chap, but I draw a line
at that.”

“I—I—TI've a jolly good mind to dot you in your silly
eye!” snorted Coker. “Listen to me, you howling
chump, We're going to swear 1

“We're not!”

“I'm not, anyway.”

Potter and Greene seemed quite decided aboul that.
They were shocked at Coker. Coker glared ai them in
great wrath.

“ We're going to swear——"" he repeated.

“ 0Oh, cheese 1t 1"

‘“ As special constables!" shriecked Coker.

““ As whats”

“ As which?”

* Special constables, you fatheads:!”
‘You have to swear :

“Special constables are not allowed to swear,” said
Greene. “It's one of the rules that they have, to be
civil and polite. Besides, even if we wanted to swear—
which we don't—how could we swear as special coustables
when we’re not special constables? You don’t mean to
say they have special words:”

**Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. burst into a sudden roar.
Coker's meaning had dawned npon them, thongh Potter
and Greene did not seem to grasp it yet. Coker did
not heed the jumiors. He was glaring at his chums as
if he would eat them.

“If you'll leave off burbling, you asses, I'll try to
make you understand !” he said. * We're going to swear
as special comstables. Special constables have to swear
when they're taken on—at least I believe they do. They
swear to love, honour, and obey, and—no, that isn’t it.
They swear something or other about obeying orders
and guarding the realm and the King, or something.
Well, that’'s what we’re going to do. There's been a
Zeppelin around here once, and there may be myriads
of German spies, for all we know; and it's up to us.
As we're not old enough to go to the front, we're going
to swear as special constables.”

“Us!” gasped Potter. He understood at last what
Horace Coker was drivieg at; but he was still more
astonished.

“ Yes, us!” snapped Coker.

““Oh, my only hat!”

““ Qur Form-master's a special comstable,” said Coker.
““ You know, a special constable has to go oh duty when
he has time, and report suspicious circumstances and
things, and arrest anybody who does anything, or some-
thing like that. I dare say they give yon a beok of
rules when you swear in. Suppose, f'rinstance, you come
on a German spy. If you're a special constable, you
take him in charge.”

*“If he’ll let you,” suggested Potter.

“TI'd like to see the German spy who would stop me!”
said Coker truculently. ‘‘Now, enough jaw! Come on!
It's up to everybody to do his little bit at a time like
this—and we're going to do ours. What's the matter
with you:"

Potter and Greene scemed to be suffering from il]tul‘h‘;il
convulsions. They were used to Coker, and they thonght
they knew cvery kind of an ass he was. Buf he had
succeeded in surprising them. Coker glared at them
impatiently.

*‘-

shouted Coker.
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** \Wnat are you smggering at, you silly idiots? Are
vou coming with me, or are you mnot? I'm going,
anyway."

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Greecne.

“You cackling fathead!”

“I'm not coming,” gurgled Potter. ‘' Oh, Coker, you
ass! I'd like to see their faces when we march in to
ask to be special constables! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why shouldn’t we:” demanded Coker, frowning.

“Well, we're not old enough, for one thing,” gasped
$utter, “and—and, I believe, they don’t make special
constables of schoolboys, as a rule.  You go, by all means,
and tell us what they say when you come back.”

“I suppose vou're funking, that's the fact of the -

matter,” said Coker scornfully, * Well, I'm going. T feel
that it's up to me."”

“ May we come, Coker?” asked Harry Wharton meekly.
“T should like to be a special constable.”

“Take me, Coker,” implored Bob Cherry. “I should
awfully like to be a special constable.”

“ Lemme come, Coker,” said Squiff. “I won't promise
to swear: I'll leave vou that little bit, but——"

Coker glared at the heroes of the Remove.

*Shut up, you cheeky fags! Do you want me to knock
wonr heads together:”

“ Yea !” said the Famons Five, with one voice.

“The yesfulness is terrific,” added Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the Indian member of the Remove.
“(Come onfully, my esteemed and ludicrous Coker!”

(vker never refused a challenge, and he never counted
ndds. Ie made a rush at the Famous Five, to sweep them
off the haluatrade at one fell swoop. In an instant the
suniors closed round him, and Horace Coker found him-
<elf suddenly sitting on the steps, in a dazed and breath-
ipxs state. Before he recovered, the chums of the Remove
wore saunfering away across the Close.

“Oh? gasped Coker. “The cheeky young villains!
i*i, my hat! Tl jolly well run them in, if they cheek
me—when I'm a special constable!” Coker serambled up
and dusted down his trousers. * Look here, you pair of
cackling duffers. are you coming®”

“ Not this evening,” chuckled Potter. “ Tell us how you
oot on, and if they take yon we'll join, teo.”

Horace Coker snorted and walked away towards the
maies. The Fifth-Former had made ap his mind, that was
clear. Lf his study-mates refused to back him up in his
naw enterprise, he was going alone. Coker felt the call
of duly to the service of his country, and he would not
let the eall pass unheeded.

“My hat!” gasped Potter. “He’s really going.”

“Ol, erumbs ! said Greene. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Tn about ten minutes nearly all Greyfriars knew that
{'oker of the Fifth was gone to Courtfield to be sworn in
as a special constable.  And quite an army of fellows
were waiting for Coker to come hack—Bob Cherry
declared that it was up to the whole school to recognise
Coker's patriotism, and give him an ovation—especially
if he came back a full-ledged special constable. But it
woe generally agreed that that was a very hig “if."”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Surpasses Himselil
" TSTER ANNE—Sister Anne, do you see Coker
coming "

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Squiff, the Australian junior, was keeping watch
iu the road. The old gateway of Greyfriars was crowded
with fellows. Harry Wharton & Co. had put off all other
engagements to greet Coker when he came back from
Courtfield.

They werve keenly interest in Coker's mew venture.
‘Ihev had supposed that they knew cvery kind of an ass
Coker was. But Horace Coker was full of surprisea.
They had not suspected that he was this kind of an ass.

< e cometh !" called out Squiff.

Thers was a general crowding forward of the juniors.
They all wanted to see Coker come hack. Would he
come with “ pride in his port, defiance in his eye,” as the
poct expresses it—a fuli—‘l);%own special? It did not seem
probable. The juniors suspected that Horace Coker had
wet with a slight disappointment in Courtfield, and that
itis valnable services on behalf of the King and country
tiad heen declined. i .

It needed only one look at Coker to ascertain that he
wasn't a special. He came tramping aleng the road with

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 375

NEXT

MONDAY—

|
| EVERY
MONDAY,

The «“ Magnet”

LIBRARY,

ONE
PENNY.

his hands thrust deep into his pockets, and a frown upon
hi- brow. He hardly saw the grinning crowd of juniors
a3 he tramped up to the gates. He was deep in wrathful
thought. But the juniors made their presence known
through the medium of a howl of merriment. Then Coker
starved at them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry,
vight, Coker: Have they taken you ont”

“ No!" snapped Coker.

“ Perhaps they didn't like your swearing "
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But you don’t mean tq say that they declined:” ex<
claimed Peter Todd, with a look of great asionishinent.
“What were thoy thinking of, Coker:"”

Coker gave a bitter smile. X

“Don’t ask me what they were thinking of,” he said;
“J don't believe they know themselves. How this country
is to keep its end up against Germany I really don’t
know, with such blessed duffers in authority!”

And Coker snorted contemptuously. Apparently the
Courtfield authorities considered that King and country
were safe enough, unprotected by Coker. S

“ But did you tell them who you were®” said Todd, still
greatly surprised. * Did you explain that yen were Coker
—Coker of the Fifth:”

“ Of course I did!" snapped Coker.

. Among Coker’s many other great gifts was a complete
inability to see when his leg was being pulled.

“Did you mention your Aunt Judy " pursned Todd.

“My Aunt Judy! No. Why should I

“ AR, that's where you made a mistake!” said Todd,
with a shake of his head. “ You should have told them
about your Aunt Judy and her umbrella. You remember
how shie came down here when you were in the Shell, and
made the Head put you inte the Fifth, by chasing him
round his study with her brolly 4

“She didn’t!” roared Coker.

“Well, that’s how I heard it,” said Todd. “Toung
Tubb says he heard the Head shouting for help.”

“You silly young ass—"

“You take my tip and start your Annt Judy on
them,” said Todd. “When they see her and her umbrella
they'll make you a special comstable at once—an exira-
special one if you like—"

Peter Todd had to dodge before he could get any
further. Coker made a dive at him, hut the active Peter
eluded him, and Coker strode on into the gateway with
a frowning brow, followed by a ripple of laughter.

“ Poor old Coker,” murmured Bob Cherry; “always
putting his hoof into it! I should like to sce Coker as a
.-.i.vccigl constable, mounting guard over the village tuck-
shop,

“Ha, ha; ha!” '

Potter and Greene were at tea in No. 5 in the Fifth
Form quarters, when Horace Coker strode into the study.
Potter and Greene greeted their distinguished study-
mate with smiles. Ilis expression was enough for them.
Tt was only too clear that he had not been taken on as
@ special constable.

“Any luck:” asked Potter.

“No. 'They're all fools!”

“Too bad !” murmured Greene.

“ All idiots !” said Coker.

“ Noyer mind: have tea,” said Dotter.
sardine left; it's a bit lonely.”

« A1l thumping jossers ! said Coker. “ Actually told e
they didn’t make schoolboys into special constables !
Laughed !”

“ Langhed I" said Potter. “Like their cheek, Coker.
Something mmst have struck them as fuany, I suppose.
Now, I wonder what it was:"

“T wonder!” said Greene.

“ Not that it makes any difference to me.” said Coker;
“T don't easily give up a good idea when I've taken the
trouble to think it out. After all, I don’t think much
of those Courtfield special constables. Rather a dowdy
lot, in fact. Look at that ass Howlett, the estate-agent,
sticking outside the market as he does, looking like a
horn idiot, with the nippers chipping him. When I come
to think of it, I've mot a better wheeze.”

“ Going to have tea”

#Ts it all

suggested

“There's a
»

:

"WHEN JOHNKY CCMES MARCHING HOME!” *ran ahEotomy Frink Rickaros.




4

“Tlang tea!” i

“IWell, we've rteally waited for vou,” eaid Potler
amicably, Potter and Greene were in the unpleasant
state known as stony, and their tea had been very meagre.
They would have heen very pleased to réstore Coker to
gool-humour, and see the study tahle replenished out o.i,'
Li- cverflowing funds. *“ We've left you that sardine—-—"

“ Bury it ! e

“WWell, it’s nemly time it was buried,” said Potter-
“1¢'s really too had their nipping you in the bud like this,
Coker, considering that the Zeppeling may come along
zepping at any time, and them rou would be very
valuable. But let’s have tea now.

“T'm thinking of fhat i

* What—tea?”

“No, fathead!
needed—hadly needed.

The Zeppelins. Special constables are
: 1}:50]1001 o?tght to be guarded.
We requive a force on the spot. Suppose some beastly
Huns landed in Pegg Bay—they might! They sneak
out in their submarines, and they might land somewhere
and burn the place before the Territorials could get over
from Wapshot. I suppose old Tozer couldn’t stop “em.
Wo need a force of special constables on the spot to Tun
tlem in.”

Potter and Greene stared at their chum. It was only
too clear that eome great scheme was working in Cokers
mighty brain, but they could not guess W at it was.
They were wondering, too, if they were ever going to get
any tea.

“You fellows will have to back me up, and we'll get
all the Fafth into it,” said Coker.

“Into what:"

“The Grevfriars Special Constables.”

“The which®”

“ As the official organisation hasn’t brains enough to
make use of really first-class material, I don’t see why
there shouldn’t be an unofficial force.”

“ My hat [

*Our duties will be to guard the school, to watch for
German epies and arrest. ‘em, keep order geunerally, and
dzal with any Zeppelins if they come.”

“ How?”

Coker did not answer that question.
time to think that bit out vet.

“It’s a topping idea,’’ he said—*'simply
The Fifth Form Special Constables!”

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Greene.

““T shall draw up rules for the orgaunisation, and every
constable will have a badge—an armlet,” said Coker.
“Truncheons will be provided by the commanding
officer.” ;

“ Who'll be the commanding officers™

“Me, of course.  DBrains will be required for that.
I'll make you two fellows sergeants. I shall be inspector.
Arm-badges and truncheons will be enough—special
constables den’t have uniforms. As soon as the force is
formed, I shall review it in the Close. It will make
the whole school feel safer.”

Potter was about to remark that it would make the
whole school feel like bLursting their ribs; bnt he
remembered that tea depended on Coker. 2o he said, in
a tone of awe-stricken adimiration, that it was just 'ike

He had not had

topping !

Coker to think of a stunning ideca like that.  Coker
nodded assent,
“Well, vou see, I've given the subject a lot of

thought,” he explained. ' At a time like this it’s up to
everybedy to do Lis little bit. 'Tain’t enough to wave
a flag and howl Hule Britannia and send minepence 1o
the funds. A fellow, onght to do semething. Just think
of it! If a gang of filthy Huns got ashore and tried to
burn down the zcliool! Thev've got a special down on
schools and libraries and cathedrals and things. And
the spies, too! We know there was a German spy caught
here; and the whole country simply swarms with ‘em.
Then, if any prisoners escape from the concentration
camp at Wapshot, we could nail 'em. Man did escape
once, and gave a lot of trouble, If we'd had our special
coustabulary going then we could have roped him in.
You see, the idea 1s ¢imply topping.”’

*“ Absolutely IT!" eaid Potter heartily.
teat”

*We onght to celebrate an iden like that,”” said Greene
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casually—"a sort of special feed in honour of the special
constables.””

“Well, that's not a bad wheeze,” said Coker unsus-
piciously. “ We want a good many fellows to take it up
—not much good having only us three. I want to get
all the Fifth into it, and perhaps some of the bigger
fellows in the Shell. The Rixth will he allowed to join
if they behave themselves, and don’t try to come’ the
tenior over their commanding officer. Of course, I shall
keep the strictest discipline in my force. Any fellow
who gets his ears up will be whopped on the spot. I
can't say fairer than that.”

“Ahem! We'll talk it all over—at tea.”

“Better get to work recruiting first,” said Coker
briskly. “Every chap who’s willing to join is to come
to tea, and we’ll discuss the plan of campaign. You
fellows can help me reeruit. Come on! Strike the iron
while it’s hot! There may be a German raid to-night,
for all we know!”

Potter and Greene looked at one ancther. But the
prospect of an extra-special feed decided them—they
were hungry. So they marched forth with Coker to
begin recruiting for the Fifth-Foerm Special Constabulary
of Greyfriars.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker's Very Latest!
ILLY BUNTER rolled into No. 1 Study, where the
B Famous Five were at tea. Billy Bunter's fat face
was espanded in a bread grin. A fat chuckle
announced that he was in possession of an unusually
good joke.

“1 say, you fellows—"

‘“ Nothing deoing!"" said Harry Wharton.
a loan office. Clear out!”

“I've come to tell you the joke,”” =aid Bunter indig-
nantly. * It’s the joke of the season—the very cream—
Coker’s latest! He, he, he!”

““Qh, we know Coker’s latest!” said Sampson Quiney
Iffley Field. ‘* They put the lid on him at Courtfield.”

“He, he, he! That isn’t the latest, I've just heard

““ This isa’é

it. I happened to hear 'em talking in the Fifth-I'orm
passage. Blundell of the Fiftly was nearly killing him-
self with laughing. He, he, he!”

“ Well?”

“Tl try that cake,” said Bunter, suiting the acticn
to the word. ‘‘ Any more tea in that pot:”

“Yes,” egrowled Nugent. * It’s staying there.’

 Oh, really, Nugent! I've taken the trouble to come
bere and tell you the latest joke i

*“Well, what is it?”" demanded Boh Cherry.  The
Famous Five were quite keen to know what was Coker's
latest,

““Am I going to have any tea:”

Nugent poured out the tea.

* Thanks, Franky!” said Bunter. Dlinking al him
through his big spéctacles. “Tour lmmps of sugar,
please, and plenty of milk. You don’t mind if I have
snme more of this cake? It's rather good.”

“What about Coker, my esteemed fal
demanded Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

““He, he, he!” Dunter almost choked over the rake.
©Oh, it's the giddy cream! He's—he, he, he, - he's—
he. he, he!”

*““What is he doing, fathead:®"

* lle’s—he, he, he '—recruiting—he, he, he !

 Recruiting I’ exclaimed the Famous Tive, with cne

Buater:”

’

voice.

**Yes. He, he, he!”

“Rats! Bosh! How could Coker reernit> Let that
cake alone!” =

** Honest Injun!” said Bunter. still operating on the
cake, which was dizappearing at a record rate. ~1Ile's

recruiting for the special constables,”

* Where®”

**In the Fifth.”

* Wha-a-a-t !’

** The Coker specials—he, he, he! He
of Greyfriars special constables—le, |
captain—he, ke, he.”

** Oh, my hat!"”

t".i 1'1Il!lf_‘; a force
e '—and he's
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. Wharton threw up the 1id of the _I:'lg_ti:uﬁ-l;. A tousled head and a scarlet f_i’it:_e 'r_c_o'se-'-ln'to view, and there was a
I yell. *“Fishy!" Fishy was yelling, tco. *“Ow! Mercy! I guess I'm a neutral! You can't shoot a free
American citizen! I ain't a Britisher—I'm a neutral!” (See Chapter 13.) !

“ (areat Tipperary!”

**Ha. ba, ba!'”

Study No. 1 rang with merriment. Coker was evi-
dently determined to be a special constable; and if the
nowers that be would not appeint him. he was going
io appoint himself. Coker was a sticker!

““Oh, my annt!" murmured Bol Cherry, wiping his
eves. ' That news is worth a cake!”

““Ha, ba, ha!”

“ Bat is it true’’ said Wharton.

“ Honest Tnjun!" repeated Bunter. T heard Blundell
telling Bland, and they were cackiing like anything.
But 1t's catching on, all the same. Potter and Greene
and Fitzoerald and Smith major and Grundy are in 1t
already.  They're going to have truncheons and a badge.
He, he; hel”

“ But -but what—why-—

“ Coker’s standing a special feed to all who enlist

< Oh!” said Bob Cherry. “ That accounts for the milk
in the cocoannt. -Coker will get plenty of recruits for
the feed, anyway!”

“Ha, ha, ha!'

“ Coker's drawing up a set of rules.’” went on Billy
Bunter. ‘““He's going to be commander-in-chief, and
they're going to arrest German spies and Zeppelins y

*Ha, ha, ha!'" )
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““And there's going to be a review in the Close to
morrow afterncon &

““Oh, my hat!” said Squiff. * That will be woith
secing. Coker will get a good audience, at any rate.”

“Only the Fifth in it?"” asked Nugent.

“ Coker's going to get recruits from the other Forms—
he, he, he '—if they'll come. Ounly big chaps and good
fighting men admitted! He, he, he!”

““ A chance for little us!”’ grinned Squiff.

¢ (‘hance for Bunter,” said Bob Cherry solemnly. *‘If
there's a stunning feed for all recruits, Bunty, you're
wasting time oun the last fragment of that cake. Why
doit’t you join Coker's armyr"

Billy Bunter started. He had not thought of that.

“You're a big fellow—sideways, at least,”” went on
Bob enconragingly; “and you're a tremendous fighting
man. Didn’t you lick Fishy the other day? Yon could
capture a German spy—if he were bound hand and foot
and blindfolded. Go and join before the list closes.”

“There's the feed, anyway,” said Wharton. *You
could distingnish vourself as a special feeder, if not
a special constable, Bunty.”

“ My hat!" said Bunter. ‘ Blessed if T don't join!
Coker will have to make it worth the fellows' while, or
they won't keep it up. If he has a route-march and a
picnic afterwards at the end of it, and feeds in the

monoav— WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME!” *nanaarEo*ay FadnK  RickiaRos. "
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study after reviews, and so on, it’s worth while to join.
Blessed if | don’t!”

“ Hurry up, and get in early Lefore the rush,” advised
Squiff. ** There’ll soon be stauding room only in Coker’s
study.” : 4

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study in great haste.
Coker’s study was a land of plenty—a land flowing with
milk and honey—owing to the whacking remittances
Horace received so frequently from his affectionate Aunt
Judy. To he “on” in that sceme it was worth while to
join ihie Fifth-Form Special Constables, or any other
force of constabulary in the kipgdom. The Owl of the
Remove lost no time.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled as the fat junior rolled
out. Whatever kind of recruits Coker obtained for his
new army, he was not likely to jump at Billy Bunter—
unless it was for the purpose of pitching him out of his
study.

The Famous Five went on with their tea; and about
a quarter of an hour later Fisher T. Fish looked in,
grinning. The news of Coker's specials was evidently
spreading.

“You fellows coming?”’ asked Fish.

“YWhither?” asked Squiff.

“You've heard of Coker's dodge:”

““ Ha, ha—yes!”’

“1 guess I'm joining,” said the Yankee jupior.
puess it's a good thing.” )

“ Your're only a neutral. Neutrals can’t become special
constables,” grinnad Nugent.

“1 guess they can—Coker’s :
a whacking feed in his study, and money is tight. I'm
joining for the feed. T guess you fellows would he wise
to come along; Coker's simply volling in spondulics, and
the feed will be a Tegular corker!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Waal, are you galoots coming?”

“T guess not,” grinned Bob Cheryy. “71 calenlate we'll
wait and see how vou galoots get od, Fishy.”

Fisher T. Fish hurried away. 'The chums of the
Remove grinned. Squiff, however, was soon looking
thoughtful. The active brain of the Australian junior
was working. 5

“ Coker will get his force,” said Squiff. * Some of the
chaps will join for the feed, and some for the fun, and
there will a force—of sorts. Now, my idea is that
we can’t let Horace get all the limelight in this way. 1f
there's & review of the Fifth-Form Special Constables
{o-morrow, there ought to be another review, of—"

* Of whatt”

“ The Remove Extra-special Constables.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We can make ‘badges quite as well as Coker ecan,”
argued Squiff. “I think our hadge ought to be worn
round the leg instead of the arm—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

« And nice paper cocked hats, like
the circus, would be effective iy

“ Oh, my hat!” gurgled Bob Cherry.

“ And, as we are short of truncheons, cricket-stumps or
pokers would do, and would come iu useful if the Coker
constables eut up rasty !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Alveady there were rivals in the field. Aud the chums
of the Remove discussed Squifi’s idea with great keen-
ness, and while Coker was plauning the arrangements
for the ~pecial constables, Havry Wharton & Co. were
equally husy in forming the rival hody—the extra-special
constahles.

(‘i

sort of t‘.pecjalsj There’s

i)

the clowus wear in

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Recruits!

ORACE COKER was in his study, with a thoughtiul
H frown on his face, a stump of pencil in his hand, and
paper before him. Coker was very

husy, Potter and Greene were busy, too—echopping

in the tuckshop, on Coker’s account, and giving orders

that made Mrs, Mimble open her eyes wide. Coker was

not the kind of fellow to spoil the ship for a ha’porth of

tar. He had plenty of money, and, as he loftily

announced, e was willing to spend it to the last half-
Tue MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 375
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crown in the zervice of his countrv.  That the Coker
specials would perform valuable services for their
country there was not the shightest Joubt; as the gentle-
in the “Mikado = remarks, “©f that there wasn't a
shadow of doubt, no possible pmbable shadow of doubt,
no possible doubt whatever "

Coker was prepared to feed his constables up to the
chin, if they on their side were prepared to-do their duty
for King and country. And they were—so long as they
were fed up to the chin, at least.

Already, in his mind's ¢ye, Coker saw himself bagging
German spies galore and capturing Zeppelins by the gross.
He wondered liow it was that this nobby idea had neyer
ocenired to him hefore. That such a force was needed
was proved by the fact that a raiding Zeppelin had
appeared in that part of the country. Suppose—it was
possible, if not probable—that a gang of Huns should
land for o raid on the coast; there would be panic, of
course, and Horace Coker—always in his mind’s eye—
saw himself rising to the occasion: quelling the panic,
riding the storm, us it were, bringing order out of chaos
by the sheer force of hi= personality, and by means of
that splendid organication—the Greyfriars Special
Constaliles !

He was very busy now drawing up the rules. of
course, luies Wwers needed. There would have to be
discipline—lots of discipline. Coker’s autherity would

would wive his orders, guided
Tor the constables, 1t was
theirs not to make
had to be under-

have to be unquestioned. He
by the light that was in him.
a case of “theirs not to reason why.
reply, theirs but to do and die!” That
stood at the start,

So Coker drew up his rules with great thoughtfulness
and care, while he waited for Polter and Greene to comoe
in with the tuek—the tuck to be followed by the recruits.
Quite 1 crowd of fellows were coming to the feed—even
Hobson of the Shell liad forgotten his old feud with
Coker, and joined. The accommodation in Coker’s study
was likely to be taxed to ite ntmost.

The list of rules was already growing under Coker’s
hand.

Rule 1. All orders to Tie ohbeyed without any rot.

Rule 2. Any felow disobbeving mders to be 1mme-
ditely whoved. )

Rule 3. Revues o Lo held every lhalf-holHday, under
charge of Captain Horace Uoker, aud to he folowed by a
meting in Coker's study. Refreslunents.

Rule - 4. Root marching when ordered by
Refreshments.

Rule 5. In case of tie ennsmy landing, meshures to
be taken by Herace Coker for dealing with them.
Meshures to be taken fo kwell any panick at once, orders
being given by Horace Coker.

Rule 6. In case of a Zepelin
meshures for seezing ~ame to he
liorace Coker.

Rule 7. Badges to he worn on the arm when on duty,
same to he supplied by the commaunding officer, Horace
Coker, free and gratis for nothing.

Rule 8. Special eonstabics to e armed with trunchuns,
which will be supplied by 1he commauding officer, Horace
Coker, on same terms ur abliove,

llorace surveyed that list of rules with considerable
satisfaction. He had expended a good deal of brain
power on those rules, and. really. they seemed to meet
{he case very micely. Ng menther of the Greyfriars
Special Constables could have heen in doubt, after
reading those rules, that Horace Coker was in command,
with the most full and ample aunthority.

After a little more thought Coker added another rule.

Rule 9. Further vules will he alded as reqwired, by
Horace Coker, accovding fu hic own jugement.
diwork, with complete satis-
faction, when foolrteps alopy the passage. Coker
looked up, expeciing fua ~vo hi~ ¢hums.  But it was a
round, fat face, adoinoed with a Ia pair of epectacles,
{hat looked in. Cuoker raised Ni- hand commandingly.

“Cut off, Bunter [

Billy Bunter did not cut ofl
Coker.

“It’s all right—

“Travel along. 1 tell voul”

Coker,

apcering in the offing,
taken, under orders from

Coker was admiring hi~ ha

He rolled in, blinking at
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“I've come o join”

“Eh:”

“ ' going to be a Special Coker Constable,” explained
Bunter. * Where's the feed®”

Coker snorted.

“We don't want fat owls in onr force, yon silly tub!”
he said. © Cut off, and don't be funny !”

“ (), really, Coker! I'm a recruit, you know.”

Potter and Creene came into the study, laden with
packages. Buater’s Ttound eyes glistened behind his
olasses at the sight of them.

“Hallo! What's that harrel volled in here for:” asked
Paotter.

- Oh, really, Potter! T'm going {o join.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's nothing to cackle at!” howled Bunter. “I'm

guing 1o be oue of the specinls. Tl do the cooking for
wou, if you like.”

= Kick him out!” said Coker.

“T say, Coker, T should be awfully nseful, yon know,"”
urged Bunter. ©TUll stick to you through thick and
thin 4

“Stick to the grub, more likely.” said Dotter. “Out-
side !
“0h, really—— T =ay, von fellows—— O, crumbs !

Yah "

The new recruit was lielped out of the study. e shook
a fat fist at the Fifth-Formers, and rolled away dis-
cousolately. There was no room for William George
Bunter in Coker's new army.

Fitzgerald and Smith major and CGrindy and scveral
oiher Tellows arrived, and Hobson of the Shell. There
was soon a goodly crowd in Coker's study. Coker fastened
ip the sheet of rules on the wall, while Potter and Greene
nupacked the tuck and prepared tea. The TFifth-Formers
gazed in some surprise at the list of rules.

“ What's that, Coker darling:" inquired Fitzgerald.

“ Rules,” said Coker.

< (ih, the rules of the game:” asked Smith major.

“It isn't a game, Smith major. They're the rules of
the Greyfriars Special Constables,” said Coker. “Yon
fellows had better take copies, or learn them by heart.”

= Ahem' I'll learn them by heart,” said Grundy, with
4 wink at the other recruits. “I didn’t know you were
a member of the New Spelling Society, Coker.”

“I'm not,” said Coker.

“(Oh, I thought you were. by the orthography!” said
Grundy blandly. “ My mistake. I zay, onght there not
{0 Le some instructions, as well as rules®  Ahout collaring
the Zeppelins, for instance® I've mnever collared a
Zeppelin yet, and I don’t know how it's done.”

1 shali give orders when the occasion arizes,” said
Coker, with dignity. © Hallo! What does that Fourth-
Form kid want:”

Wilkinson of the Fourth lcoked in.

“T've come to join!" he anuwounced. “My hat, that
cake looks ripping! You can put my name down, Coker.”

“T°1l put you down, if vou don't clear off!” growled
Coker. ¥ Nobody under the Shell is allowed in the
force.”

“What rot! Couldn't vou make a Veteran Reserve,
and put us in that®’ asked Wilkin-on,

“Get ont!” roared Coker,

Wilkinson eniffed.

“Well, I was only after the feed, if you want to know.”
he remarked, witl great frauvkness: “as for vour silly
opecial constables, T wouldn’t be found dead along with
am !

And Wilkinson shot along the passage before Coker
conld reach him. Horvace Coker frowned.

*We shall have to stop those Llessed fags applying
for admission,” he said. “Tt makes the whole thing
almurd.” =

Iitzgerald ehuckled.

* Put ‘em through a medical examination,” he sng-
oested. ** Recruits onght to go through a medical
csxamination. Lave it to me!"”

I don't want auy jokes in conneclion with my sjs(‘(‘ial
constables, Fitz." ;i

“ Lave it to me. dear Loy, and I'l be as sober as
a judge.'’ said Fitzgerald, with a wave of the hand.
- Holy Moses. that feed looks simply topping! Coker,
old man, sure, I'd follow ve to death or glory. or hoth.
tf vou keep this up.” e

** Hear, hear!"’ said the special constables heartily.

“ Pile in!" said Coker. E
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The recrnits sat down tound the table, or wherever
they, could find anything to sit on, and piled in with
great gusto. There was no doubt that it was a topping
feed, and if snch feasts were to be repeated on the
occasion of every review and “root" march, it was
probable that Coker's followers would be extremely loyal.
After all. as Uitzgerald privately remarked, it would be
a game, and would fill up leisure hours until cricket
started in earnest. Horace Coker looked upon it as
anything but a game. I'rom the Coker point of view, it
was a deadly serious bhusiness. But, of course, it was
possible for opinions to differ on that point.

The feed was going strong when there was a tap at
the door, and Tisher T. Tish of the Remove looked in.
T'ish’s eves glittered at the sight of the festive hoard.
He had missed tea in Hall, and he was stony. He was
prepared to join anybody or anything just then.

1 guess I've looked 1n to see about this new splendid
idea of yours, Coker,'” said the American junior affably.
“ Yowll excuse me remarking it, but it is simply a
corker. T guess it puts the lid right on.”

('oker had been about to direct Fisher T. Tish to take
himself off, hut the keen Yankee junior's **soft sawder”
disarmed him.

“Sorry, Fishy,” he said, qguite politely; ““but mo
juniors are allowed in our ranks.”

“Ol I guess you can make an exception for me,"”
said Uish, hungrily eyeing the table. 1 guess you
want a fellow about my size, Coker—just a few. T gness
T'm the real white article. vou know—the very galoot
vou've been looking for.”

¢ Sorry !*'

“0Oh, think again!"' urged Tish. He insinuated him-
celf into the study. He was prepared to butter up Coker
to any extent. A “galoot” couldn’t be particular when
he was stony. And, as Fishy would have expressed it.
he was so hard up that if Buckingham Palace had been
for sale for ten cents, he hadn’t sufficient durocks to
purchase the door-knob. So he was not likely to let
Coker's feed escape him if he could help it.

“ You see, yoi want a galoot with some brains in this
hver enterprise,” said Fisher T. Fish. “1 guess you'll
let me in Coker.”

Fitzgerald rose to his feet.

“Lave it to me, Coker,”” he said. “No rcason why
Tishy shouldn't join'if he's medically fit. Trot in,
Fishy !”

Fisher T. Tish trotted in with great satisfaction.
Vitzgerald's face was as grave as that of a judge on the
bench; and Fishy, with all his Transatlanti¢ cuteness,
did not suspect that tbe Irish senior was pulling his
leg. Fitzgerald closed the door of the study, and turned
to Tisher T. Fish, and the rest of the special constables
locked on. subduing their smiles.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Medically Examined!
ORACYE COKER looked a little grave. He was not
H qnite sure whether these proceedings of a humorous
nature did not cast some reflection upon the serious-
ness of the great idea. It would never do for Coker’s
special Constabulary to be supposed to be a humorous

concern. However, he gave Fitzgerald his head.

Fitzgerald fised a_serions and inguiring look upon
Tisher L. Fish. The Yankee junior was eyeing the table.

“Look at me, recrnit " said [itzgerald. **Iix your
eves on me. I am the medical examiner. My uncle is
a doctor, so I know all about it, Are you cross-eyed:"

“ Nope.” ;

“Tt seems to me that vour eves are turmed in the
direction of the grub, thongh you are looking at me.
Yon must be cross-eyed.”

“['m not!” howled Tisher T. Tish. “And T guess [
don’t see any veason for a medical examination.”
“We can't admit the physically unfit, vou

duifer! How old are you:"

“ Nearly fifteen,”” growlel Tish.

“ Where were vou born.”

** Noo York."

“ Ate vour Inngs. heart. and lLead quite sonnd:"”

.\'{ltlllg

‘
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“ No madness in the family?"*

“ Nope.”

““Then appearances are deceptive,”” said Fitzgerald.
“ However, we are not going to reject you on mere
apgearances, Open your jacket.”

ish opened his jacket. ~Fitzgerald placed the end of
a ruler over his heart and listened very carefully at the
end of the ruler.

‘““ 8ay ninety-nine,”” he commanded.

* Look hyer—-="'

“*Qay ninety-nine."”

“* Ninetf-nine,” growled Fisher T. Tish.

‘* Louder.”

“ Ninety-nine!”

“ Louder, please!”

“ NINETY-NINE!” howled Fish.

Fitzgerald shook his head.

“ Very wheezy,” he remarked.
and ninety-nine.”

“ Doctors don’t make you say that, T guess.”

“«This doctor does. The examination for the Coker
Special Constables is very strict, Ouly the best men
admitted. Now, then.”

““ Hundred and ninety-nine,”” grunted Tish.

b ?Iow say one thousand one hundred and ninety-nine.”

“1 guess e

“ Buck up! You're wasting the time of the court.”

“ One thousand one hundred and ninety-nine!” howled
Fish.

Fitzgerald laid down the ruler and shook iis head
solemuly.

“1 wouldn’t zo so far as to say that yvowr lungs ure
affected,’”” he said, “ but I have my doubts—T have wy
doubts. Now I must try your head.”

““ My cabeza’s all right.”

Fitzgerald, unheeding, put the ruler to Fish's liead and
listened.

“Say prancing Prussian pigs purloined papa’s peppery
pickles,”” he directed.

*“ Prancing Prussian pigs purloined papa’s peppery
pickles I”” snorted Fisher T. Tish.

“T'm afraid there’s no doubt of it.”
examiner.

“ No doubt of what, you jay:"

““The head is affected,” said Titzgerald.

“ Why, yon—you galoot—"

“ Very weak,” said Fitzgerald—'* very weak iudeed !
Liable to fail entirely under a sudden strain.  Rejected.”

““Look hyer, I guess I'm as fit as a fiddle, and my
cabeza is the only one at Greviriars with any brains in
it I”” said I'isher T. Fish indignantly.

“ Are you willing to be inoculated®” demanded Titz-
gerald.

*“ Nope."”

“ Rejected.”

<1 guess inoculation isn't compulsory, you Lkuow,”
said Fisher T. Fish— " not even in the Army.”

“Tt isn't compulsory, but you have to be done.”
explained Fitzgerald. “ That’s the rule in the Army.
and the rule in Coker’s Special Constabulary. If yon
like to be done, all serene—otherwise. there’s the door ™

*“ But vou can’t inoculate, you jay!”

“ Didn’t I tell you my uncle was a doctor? Yon live
it to me.”

““ Look hyer n

““ Rejected !”” said Fitzgerald, with a wave of the hand.
“(Get out! I can’'t waste time on you. I've got a lot
of reeruits to see, and my time's valuable.”

Fisher T. Fish cast a longing glance ut the table.

¢ I—1 guess I'll be done,” he said.

“Oh, good! Shows youwre plucky,” said Titzgerald.
“It won’t take long, You can he inoculated agazinst
anything in these days. It used to be only small-pox ;
but, bless vou, the medical profession have been bucking
up, and they’ve changed all that. You cau be inoculated

ANSWERS
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now agaiust typhoid, battle, mwrder, and cudden death—
against measles, mumps, black-eyes, and bankruptey.
Just a prick in the arm—only knocks you up for twenty-
four hours or-so—and, if yon recover, vou're safe from
discase, dumplings, and doctors—the three most fatal
complaints of modern times! Ready:”

b

Fisher T. Fith might e an ass, but he knew very
well that there was no real inoenlation to be feared in
Coker’s study, so Le was prepared to let Fitzgerald go
ahead. He didn’t wind the Fifth Formers having their
little joke so long us lie had a big feed.

“Roll up your sleeve ’ said Fitzgerald.

Tish rolled up his sleeve.

“ Hold him. Grundy and Potter, in case he struggles 2
“ Certainly.”

“Hyer, 1 say e

Grundy and Potter held Visher T. Tich firmly. There

was po escape for him now, whatever the ineculation
might he like. Fitzgerald opened a large pocket-knife.
Tisher T. Tich eyed it with alarm.

“ Hyer, you're not going to jab that into me!’ he
howled.

“T've forgoiten my lancet,” said Fitzgerald. ““This
is all vight. I only have to make a hole and shove some-
{hing in—any old thing will do! T always use ink "’

“ You—yon dangercus mugwnmp ' ghrieked Fisher T.
Fish, beginning to strnggle.” " If you'shove any ink-into
my arm- ¥

“ This fear of inoculation is extraordinary,” said Fitz-
gerald, in quite the manner of a medical man. *Con-
Jidering the vast henefits it has bronght to humanity, it
is amazing that the ignorant jib againet it in this way.
Think, you ignorant person. once you are inocuwlated, yon
are perfectly safe, eveén if a homh dropped from 2
Zeppelin vight on vour head. Yon can bhe imoculated
agalnst hombs now : it's the latest thing. If youlive in
 seaside Tesort, you can be inoculated against hombard-
ment.” In fact, you pays your money and you takes your
choice, only there's pothing to pay in this case. This
trinmph -of medical geuins is hestowed free of charge.
Stop wriggling, you yo ass! Do vou wish to 1isk
varrying infection all ov e connlyy by refusing this
-plendid safeguard against wnything and everything:™”

“Lemme go, You Vi y

“Hold him !” caid
et finish the

Haine—

“itzgerald. * Having gone =o far we

j o if we vejeet the reernit after-

wards.  We allow 1 a certain rauge of choice, Fis.

Do vou prefer to be dome with red ink or black ink:”
“Yew! You mad idiot

« Blindfold him " -uid Fitzgerald. “He's afraid of
sight of hlood. T -hall not shed more than
gallon. Put thi- orer his head.”

T Yow-ow! Help™

Ficher T. Fish's lLead disappeared infa tlie bag.

Yaukee jupior ofruggled furieusly, but Potte:

Grundy lield him tight. Fitzgerald poked the knife
against hiz Lare avm, and Fish gave a muffied liowl.
Fitzgerald made o -ign to Gryecne, who picked up the
teapot and started tuickling tea into a basi. Fisher T.
l-‘is{i hieard the trickle, and he shuddeved with horror.
“Hold the ha=in well nnder his arm.” divected Fifz-

gerald, * Don't =pill a lot of Bloud on the carpet: we
don't want to spoil Coker's carpet. My hat. how it's
flowing ! Sure, I <houldn’t have thon Lt that skinny fag

Keep still, Fish, If vou wriggle like
Llood flow too fast, and you may
Faith, 1 wender whether 1've

was so full of 1t!
that. you'll make the
perish from loss of gere.
touched an artery:”

Trickle, trickle. trickle went the tea into the hasin, As
Fisher I, Fish cuould see nothing hut the dark juside of
the hag, he was naturally alarmed. His skin was not
cnt at all, ae a matter of faet, but he had felt the point
of the knife on it. and he had ne doubt whatever that
1here was a huge gash,

“ Onght you to have made that eut an inch deep. Fitz”
asked P'otter.

O, a good inch ™
“Giveat =nakes !
“Temme 2ol Ao
ing me to death!”

~Ilave a littte pluek. kid,  Yew

said Fitzgerald.
il I Y

inside the hag,
e hleed-

a specizl

éd;

Le

can't
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brundy nud Pottcr he]d Pisher T. Fish iirml)
be like, Fitzgerald opened a large pocket-knife.

umd thle without a little plu( k. Doa’t let that blood
flow over the carpet, Greene.

‘ Better get another basin,” said
oinly holds a pint.

*Hand up auothtr basin,

“Iere you are!

“ Blessed if I don't think T
artery, after all!” said Fitzgerald, in a thoughtful tonc.

‘Like a blessed stuck pig. isu't he: Still, it will stop
when 1 shove the ink in. The question is, whether 1'd
better nse ink or pum. Keep that basin steady !”

The teapot went ou trickling, and Fisher T. Fish was
almost fainting with tervor by this time. If he had lost
all the blood that the tl'it‘k]iug seemed to indicate, there
was no doubt that an artery had been touched. =0
powerful is imagination, that I'ish, believing that he was

Creene; “this one
Smith!”

must have tonched an

bleeding p“ufu«r‘-\'. 111011\- folt a faintness coming over
him. He made one mor t to escape, and volled for
help. ;
“Murder! Help! TFire' Yaow! ne in
muflled ?rﬂr». from the inaide <
Fitzgevald made o ~ign, and the th-Tormers released
. ninr. Fisher T, Fi-h ~taggercd, e tore
< hicud, '“‘I"‘
nEwnHmps Tunaties

LipraRy. 3

ﬂ Exr
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There was no escape for him now, whatever the inoculation might
Pish.r T. Fish eyed it with alarm,
to ]nb thnt Intn mel " he howled. (Sze Chapter 5.)

“ Hyer, yow're not going |

T guess I'm bleeding to death! I'll call in the police
zlhunt this! Ow-ow "

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Tain't a laughing matter,

L B ve lost about a g allon of biood.
Ow !

Iiu Fifth-Formers yelled with laughter.

‘I gress I'm poing str urrht to Mr. Quelch to show him
my arm !’ yelled Fish. ‘1 guess I'll teach you to play
dangerons tricks like this! "Look at my arm! Wh
what— —" Fisher 1. Fizh stuttered, as he looked at %ﬁﬁ
arm him-elf.

There was uo trace of a wound upon it.

you jays!" shrieked Fish.
I feel faint all over!

He blinked ab

the basin, which was half-full of cold tea, and simply
oa=ped.
“Why, vou—yon mugwumpse! Then you were oaly

pulling my leg—-"
Ik, B hal!
Tish grinned fecbly.
“T—T1 guess T ean take
Tt's funny ! Ia, ha. ha!
.m,}i-u-i\tl con-tab |
“You've guessed wi
haven't beeu inoculated.

He still had an eye on the feed.
a joke,"” he stuttered, “I—I——
Now I'm a member of the
I'll have tea!”
o." chuckled Fitzgerald: * yon
\s you make such a fuss about

"WHEN JUHHHY D"MES MARGHING HOME ! A @rarn a o Ry FRANK RIGHARDS "
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it, I decline to go through with the operation. You are
rejected. Get out!”

“1 guess—" " i .

“This isn’t a guessing competition. Get out!

“Look hyer - ) : -

“Well, if you will have it,” said Fitegerald. taking np
the knife. “ Mind, no yelling this time. J was only
testing vou before, but now I'm going to inoculate you in
real earnest. Hold him 3

Fish did not wait to he held. He tore open thie door
and scooted from the stndy, leaving the Fifth-Formers
roaring with laughter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Specials!
THE next day there was a lalf-loliday, and Coker
was very busy. )
So were Harry Wharton & Co.
The early part of the afternoon was spent by
Coker in the town of Courtfield. He had purchases to
make at the Emporium. All the appurtenances of the
Coker constables were to be provided hy Coker, as he
stated in the rules, “free and gratis for nothing.” It
was left to Coker to do,the shopping, as well as to pay
for it.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not trouble to do any shop-
gling for the Extra-special Constables of the Hemove.
Money was tight—and, besides, they could depend upon
their own efforts. They were very busy in No. 1 Study
while Coker was busy in Courtfield. A large number of
the Removites had entered into the scheme with great
delight, especially Fisher T. Fish, who was keen to
avenge his rejection from the ranks of the constables by
hurling ridicule upon the constabulary.

When Coker came back, he called a meeting of ilic
constables in his study. Nearly all the Fifth had envolled
themselves now. Some of them thought it was a good
idea, if only Coker could be prevailed upon to resign the
captaincy. Others thought it wonld be fun, anyway. And
no one was blind to the advantage of picking up stunning
feeds for nothing.

Probably that was the greatest inducement. Coker did
things with a lavich hand, and in his study the horn of
plenty did not cease to flow. If that cornucopia had rin
dry, it was possible that the constabulary would have
{allen off, too. But Coker was in great funds, ard the
epecial constables were in great form,

There wae a round dozen of them—au foree hig enough,
in Coker's opinion, to give any number of German raiders
fits. They came into the study with much curiosity to see
Coker's new purchases.

The purchases were piled on the table. There were a
dozen stout sticks—Coker not having Leen able to obtain
real truncheons at a short notice. There were a dozen
belts, to which the sticks were to be attached. And there
were a dozen armlets, somewhat like Red Cross armlets,
but instead of a ved cross, they hore an inscription of
initials—

B G

The initials, of course, stood for
Constables.”

* You shove theze on vour arms,” said Coker,
quite business-like—what®"

*Oh, ripping !” said Potter.

The special constalles put on the arwlets,

Then Coker handed out the helts, which were huckled
on, with the thick sticks slung to them.

Coker & Co. were in warlike arrav now.

*Jolly well wish we could fall in’ with some Germana
now . said Coker regretfully. * But they keep on gas-ing
about coming, and they never come.” =

_"Too late for them now,” said Fitzgerald. “The giddy
Kaiser has left it too long. England is now prepared

Coker glaved.

“If you are goiug to be funny, Fitzgerald i

(" Troth, and it's sayrious I am !” said Pitzgerald. ** Sure
I'd run Kaiser Bill in, meself, if he had the cheek to come
liere now! But he won't! TFitzgerald shook his head.
“Yon know what a stunning spy system these puirid
Piussians have. They'll soon get to know thix. In
twenty-four hours all Germany will know about the Grey-
triars Special Constables. Aud the Kaiser will understand
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that he's left it too late! I ean see him gnashivg his
teeth—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Sure, what ave you up to, Coker:" arked Fitzgerald,
as Coker drew a sfump of peneil from his pocket and
approached the sheet of rules that ornamented the study
wall.

“ Putting in a new rule,” said Coker grimly. * Better
read it.”

The heroes of the Fifth read the new tule. If ran:

Rule 10. Any silly idiot eracking jokes while on duty
is to be scragged on the epott. By order of Horace Coker.

“Now. come on!’ said Coker. * Mind, all those rule:
hiave got to be kept. Punishment is handed out by the
commander-in-chief, with his clnb, on the spot. Follow
vour leader!”

Coker led his flock from the ~tudy. ; :

The sight of a dozen fellows marching downstaire with
armlets, belts, and clubs naturally attracted a good deal
of attention. Wingate and Courtney of the Sixth, mho
were chatting in the hall, left off chatting, and gazed it
Coker & Co. in great astonishment. .

“Hallo! What’s the little game” demanded Wingate.

Coker eved the captain of Greyfriars haughtily,

“TIt isn’'t a game,” he said coldly.

““Sure, it's awfully sayrious,” said Fitzgerald.
don’t see what vou gossoons are laughing at.”

“ But—but whal——"" gasped }Wingate.

““We are the Greyfriars Special Constables,”” explained
Coker.

‘“ The —the what?"” velled Courtuey.

““ Greyfriars Special Constables, enrolled by me. The
Sixth are admitted,” said Coker. ‘“ We shall be glad
to welcome you as members. Of course, it will have to
he understood that you dou’t come the prefect while on
duty. We shouldn’t stand that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“What are you cackling at, Wingate:"

“But—but what are you going to do:” demanded
Wingate, without replving to the guestion. ** Arrest the

B ¢

fags?"’

“We are going to keep guard against Zeppelin
raids—"" *

“ Dht

“ Bun down German spies and capture them——""

£ Ah‘l‘.'

“ Look ont for sceret wireless inetallations, that arve
used for sending information to Berlin.”

S m1?

*“In case of a lauding of the cuemy, we are going te
oppose him auund drive him off, if possible.”

" If possible! Oh!”

““ Anyway, we shall hold the fort till reinforcements
arrive. At present we have no official recognition. All
the officials in this country are silly idiots, excepting
Kitchener. But when we have done really good service
the official recognition will come along all night. If we
capture dangerous (erman spies., even the War Office
will wake up and see that we are worthy of recognition.”

** B-b-but where are the German spies?”

“ Pooh! There are lots and lots about!” said Coker.
“They flash lights to the Zeppelins, and give signals
to the raiders., when they come to sbell the bathing-
machines. We shall probably catch them in the act one
of these times. Then there are the naturalised Germans.
We're going to keep an eve on them. The Home Office
i= a jolly good deal too easy with naturalised Germans.
Of course, they get naturalised ro as to be able to spy
wore easily. I sha'n’t have any mercy on them."

“(Oh; my hat:i”

*1f vou'd like to join, Wingate—""

“ Not this afternoon, thanks'”’

** Then you can go and eat coke! Lucky for Grevfriare
some of us have got some pluck!” said Coker, i

*Why, rou silly ass——"

“ Silence! You're uot
constable mames—vou
“ GGet oul of the way.”

“Why, I'il—"

““ March!” said Coker.

Wingate and Courtney, to their astonishment, were
shoved out of the way. and the special eonstables marched

allowed {o ecall a

. special
get 1un in,” said

Coker,
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on. The two prefects glared after them in greal wrath.
Prefects were awfully  impertant  personages—but
apparently Coker did not consider them sp important as
special constables.

The specials marched out
were greeted by a cheer.
round {o stare at them.

“ Aake way!" shonted Coker.

“0h, my eve!" said Tubb of the Third. *° Walk up,
gents! This is better than a cinemn! Ow! Leggo my
ear, Coker, you heast!”

Tubb rubbed his car and howled as the constables
marched on. Grinning vouths who came too close were
rapped by the constabular batons, and there were more
Lowls. The Fifth-Formers were not disposed to be
grinned at by fags. Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
met the party in the Close, and he stared at the armlets,
the helts, and the elubs.

“ Dear me,’”" said Mr.
mean, Coker?”

“TIi's a review of the Greyfriars Special Constables,
sir,” said Coker proudly. “We're training ready for
the (iermans, sir. Would vou like to witness the
the review?”

“ Dear me!” said Mr. Prout, in astonishment. * This
is—is extraordinary! What a very extraordinary idea,
Coker "’

Mr, Prout did not stay to witness the review.

Coker formed up his men in the close. At a respectful
distance—for fear of the constabular clubs—a ecrowd
rathered to wateh them. Harry Wharton & Co. were
Lot visible in the erowd. They were busy elsewhere.

" Now line up, and look alive!” said Coker. “ Form
ir line! 1old up your chest, Greene! Don’t hang about
like a sack of coke !

“ Why——"" began Greene indignantly.

“ Don't jaw in the ranks! Right wheel!”

The special constables Tight-wheeled.

Y As vou were!” }

Tramp! Tramp!

“March ! said Coker. * Put vour beef into it! Teft
—right, left—right! Are you tlrying to tie your silly
legs into a knot, Potter:”’

“ Never mind my legs ! growled Potter.

“\What are you grinmning at. Vitrgerald:”

“Was I grinning, bedad:"

= lemember Rule 10, Constable
a serions matter. Now then, get a move on you!
—rivht—left 3

A sndden well from the fags in the distance made
Coker look round. He stared—ani the special constables
stared. The sight that dawned npon the eyes of Horace
Coker made him turn ahuest pnrple with indignation.

into the Close, where they
A horde of fags gathered

Prout, *“ whatever does this

Fitzgerald. This is
Left—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
" The Extra-Specials!

ORTH from the =clhool ITouse came another party
F' of twelve, marehing in order with solemn faces.
They had bands vound their right legs—they could
hardly be called armlets. as they were worn on the
leg—perhaps leglets was the vight term. On the leg-
leta, so to call them, w the initials “G.ESB.C.”
On their heads they wore paper corked hats, of the
stvle made familiar’ by clownos in the civens ring. In
their hands they carried cricket stumps, sloping over

the shoulder, like rvifles.

Coker stared at them petrified.

That the young rascials of the Remove would dare to
parody his constabulary force in this manner was almost
incredible.  But evidently they had done it.

Not that the Remove party bestowed any attention
upon the Coker crowd. Ther marched along solemnly,
unmoved by the shriek of langhter that hiad grected their
appearance, and lined up opposite the speeial constables.
Then Wharton proceedid to put them through their
paces.

“Tenshun!"

The Remove band came to alfenbion.

“ Right wheel !”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Left wheel!

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“My—my onlv ha
voung scoundre!s’
suppose! My word "
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Some of the Fifth Form special constables were grin-
ping. Dut Coker was not griuning. His brow was black
with wrath. .

He strode away towards the Removites. Wharton did
not seem to see -him coming. He continued to rap out
orders in the gruff voice and manner of a drill-sergeant,
and the juniors continued to go through extraordinary
evolutions. Horace Coker grasped Wharton by the
shoulder.

“1fallo!” said Wharton, looking round.
terrupt, Coker. Can’t you see we're busy "’
“ What are you up to?”’ roared Coker.

“Eh? This is a review.”

¢ The reviewfulness is terrific, my esteemed Coker,”
¢ame a voice from the Remove ranks.

“You young sweep!” shouted Coker.
mean? What are those young asses got
forr"’

Wharton waved his hand. .

“(Get away, Coker! Don't interrupt the review of the
CGreyfriars Extra-Special Constables!”

“The—the what?"”

“ (Can’t you see the legletst” demanded Wharton.

“The what?'’ shrieked Coker.

“The leglets. Being worn on the leg, they are called
leglets. Can't you read? ‘G.ES.CS stands for ® Grey-
friars Extra-Special Constables.””

““Had, ha, hal”

“ You cheeky little beast!”” roared Coker. “I'll give
you extra-special constables! I—I'll pulverise vou!"

““Shush! Get off the grass. You're interrupting the
review.’, .

“Ga away, Coker,"” shouted the extra-special con-
stables. “ Run away and play!”

Coker was almost choking with fury.

To have the great organisation of the Greyiriars
Special Constables brought into ridicule in this manner
was too much! It was past the limit. Words failed
Coker, he proceeded to action. He simply hurled him-
self upon Wharton.

“ Rescue!” yelled Wharton.
stables to the rescue!”

*Pile in!”

“ Hooray !”

The extra-special constables rushed upon Coker and
dragged him off the captain of the Remove. Coker
struﬁ;glcd furiously, but the extra-specials were too much
for him. He was bumped down on the cold, unsym-
pathetic ground, roaring Then Wharton set his collar
straight; and the extra-specials fell into line, and the
review proceeded.

All the spectators were shrieking by this time. Coker
staggered to his feet, and limped away towards his
followers.

The specials were looking as if they would like to dis-
appear. They were more keenly sensitive to ridicule
than their leader. Dven the great feast that was to
follow the review did not tempt them to go through with
it, with that ridiculous body of extra-specials mimicking
their evolutions.

“1 say, let's get off " murmured Hobson.

Coker came up gasping.

“You see those young villains®” he stuttered.

“Yes, rather I”* said Potter. * Let’s chuck it, for good-
ness’ sake!”

“ Follow me!"”

“Eh2"’

“Those young rascals are to be cleared out of the
Close. If they won't go, you are authorised to use force.”

“Eh® Who authorises us®”

*1 . do!"

“0h !

< Follow me!” roared Coker.

The specials followed Coker. The laughter of the
gpectators was getting on their nerves, and they were
almost as much inclined as Coker to wipe up the ground
with the extra-specials. They came on to the attack with
a rush.

“Iallo, hallo, hallo!" cjaculated Constable Cherry.
“ They're coming! Look out!”

“The lookoutfulness is terrific ™

“Line up!” shouted Whartou.

“PDon't in-

“What do you
up like that

¢ Extra-Special Con-

.

“ {oxtra-special Con-
11
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stables never retreat from the foe!
—1 mean, stir your stumps.”

“Ha, ka, ha!”

“ Knock ‘em over
Smash ‘em!”

There was a tervific collision as the speeial eenstables
charged.

But the extra-specials “stirred their stumps " with
energy-- the stumps being cricket-stumps. There were
doughty swipes in all directions, and painful pokes. The
cocked hats went fiying—hut the extra-special con-tables
did not fiv. They stood their ground manfully.

“Sock it 1o 'em!” roared Boh Cherry, as hi- stump
cracked an Coker's head, and there was o tremeudous
yell from Ceker.

“Go for them =ockfully, my exteemed chums”

“*Yow-ow-ow-ow !

Ceoker reared out an order.

“ Draw truncheons!”

*“Oh, my hat!”

Crash, crash, crash!

Sticks and cricket-stumps rattled mervily together.

As hoth parties were highly excited, it was probable
that some damage would have heen dene, had not Mr.
Prout arrived on the sgene. e came up with a run, his
vown flving in the breeze.

“Coker! Wharton! Potter! Stop this immediately!
How dare vou make this scene in the Ulose ! Immediately
Lignigt®

The combat censed.

There had been some hard knocks already on both
sides. The two parties separated, snd glived at one
another wrathiully.

“IWhat does this mean:” rapped out Mr. Prout. " How
dare you, I ray!"

“It's those young beasts!” roared Coker. ™ Look
‘em! They're making fun of my special coustables.”

“It's Caker, sir'” gasped Wharton. - He's making
fun of my extra-speciul constables!”

“ Your what, Wharten:” ejaculated Mr. Prout.

A ]ﬂxtrn-ﬁiwciul constables, sir!”

“Dear me!” zaid Mr. Vront.

“You see, sir, we're bound to go one better than the
Fifth,” exclaimed Bob Cherry. *If Coker's constables are
special, ours are extra-special. And we <hall catch as
many German spies as he deocs—esactly the same
number, in fact.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You must cease this immediately,” said Mr. Prount.
* Coker, vou are forbidden to play these games in the
¢'lose, and the same applies to you, Wharten.”

“Games . shrieked Coker.

“Yes! Now yon hear me——"

4 But it isn't a game!” bellowed Coker. " TIt's quite
ceriousg, sir. We are special constables, omd we have
sworn ourselves in to defend King and conntry i

“ King and conntry will get on very well without your
assistance, Coker. You must stop this nonsense al
once |”

“ Nan-nonsense " stuttered Coker.

“Yes. If you wish to play some gawe, why eanuot you
play some quiet and amusing game, like marbles="

SMum-muwm-marhles=”

“Yes, certainly,” said Mr. Prout,
indoors at ouce, and take off thowe absurd things.
argue with me—go at once!”

Coker was past arguing. Tor the great man of the
Fifth to Le advised to go and play the guiet and amusing
came of marbles, instead of defending his King and
country as a special constable, took his breath away. He
gave a tremendous snort, and marched off to the School
House, followed by his erestfallen specials.

The Grevfriars Extra-special Constables followed in
triumph. And vells of laughter followed them. M.
Prout saw them all safe to their own quarters, so that the
battle of specials and extra-specials could not be renewed
inside the house.

“Well,” said Squiff, ss he peeled off his leglet, ond
sank into the armchair in Study No. 1, “T really think
we've done Coker in the eye. e really cught to he
grateful to us. We've saved him from moking a thump-
ing ass of himself.”
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“Ha, ha, ha'”

“1 faney this will he the end of ihe Greyfriars Special
Constables,” grinned Bob Cherry. * But, if it isn’t, the
extra-specials will be readr for duty.”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

And the estva--pecial eonstables, feeling that ihey
deserved well of their cewntry, celebrated the occasion
by standing themselves an extra-special tea. But the
last had mot leen hewrd, by any means, of Coker’s
Specials, Heorace Coker was nuot to be so easily beaten
as all that., Reviews in the Close might be barred. but
though that item had fo he cut ont of the programiie,
the special constabmlary was still going strong.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
To Please Cokerl
o IVE quid '™ said Sguiff,
F It wis o eouple of days after the great en-
counicr of the specials and extra-specials.
Sampeon Oniney Iiey Field had just come iz en
his bieycle. and he found his four comrades in the Close.
Synift leaned his bhike againet the front of the tuckshop,
and joined them. They looked at him inguiringly ax he
made that cryptic remark, ’

“Five quid:” repeated Bob Cherry.

“¥es,™”

“What are ycu driving at:”

“I've just heen locking at old Lazarus's place in Court-
field. He's got a esllection of war trophies there.”

“I've seen ‘em,” said Marry Wharton, with 2 nod.
“German =piky Lelmets aud big grey coats. Some of the
Territorials who've been at the front brought them home
—picked ‘em up on the battlefield after the Huns had
scooted, aud kepl “em as seuvenirs.”

“And sold ‘em to Lazarus,” grinned Synifi. “I doum’t
know how mneh Lazarus gave the Terriers for them, bin
he's asking & good price for them-—as war souvenire,
He's got "cm set out in his window, and there's u crowd
round the shop staring at ‘em. Ile’s ot a dozen helmets
with spikes— the real thing. He wants thirty shillings
each for them.” :

Tl wait till they come down to ninepence, and have
one,” Temaried Nugent. 1t will make a ripping coal-
seuttle for the study.” )

“But what about them:" asked Wharton, puzzled.
“And what about five quid: You're mnot thinking of
making a collection of Hun souvenirs, I suppose®”

“I'm thinking of Coker.”

" Cokert”

“Yes. T suppose you know that the special constables
are going great guns: Coker has ordered a route march
for to-morrow afternoom. Reviews in the Close are
barred. He’s going to take his men out for a march
along the cliffs, to exercise them, and to study the lie of
the land, all ready for the Germans when they land—
when! Well, sceing these Hun helmets in old Lazarus's
window, put an idea into my head. Why shouldn't the
Germans land to-morrow, and give Coker a little occupa-
tion? He's so jolly keen that he dught to be gratified
if possible.”

The chums of the Remaove stared at Squiff. Hurree
Singh mildly inquired whether he was talking out of his
esteemed meck.

“In fact, I've fixed it up with Lazarns”
Squiff.  ~Of course, we can't Luy the things
too dear for u=, and we don't want ‘em anywuy
asked Lazarus to lend them to us.”

“And he jumiped at 1t:7 grinned Bob Cherry.

“Not exactly. He agreed to lend us the lot {o-morvovw
afternoon for & payment of ten bob for the loan. That
isn’t much, whacked out among the lot of us. Bat we've
ot to deposit five gnid in case of accidents. He thinks
it’s possible the things may get damaged in our hand-.
But we get the fiver bark when we deliver the goods
again, so that's all right.” -

* But—-bu! what's the wheeze®” demanded Nugent.

“Can’t you see? With a spiky helmet and a big grey
coat that covers yvou from head to foot, you look as mucl:
like a Hun as the Kaiser himself. We shall have to make
a set-of spiky moustaches to match. We can carry
things down 1o the ¢liffs to-day, and stick ‘em in cne of
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the eaves ready. To-morrow afternoon we go out before
(oker staris. When he arrives on the cliffs, he finds that
the Germans= have landed—

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“ B-b-but- * said Bob Cherry. “They'll bolt, and
give the alarm. It's against the law to give the alarm
that tho Huns have landed, if they haven't Coker might
be tried by court-martial.”

“Ha. ha, ha!" )

“Well, that's Coker's bizney,” said Squiff. “My idea
is that it will be interesting to see what the Greyfriars
Special Constables do when they're attacked by a
German force. My idea is that they will run i

“Ha, ha! T should say so—"

“We shall have to smuggle ont some of the wooden
rifles the cadets use in their practice. That will be easy
enough,  With pgrey coats, spiky helmets, spiky
moustaches, aud wooden rifles, I think we shall fll the
bill. We can daub our faces with mad, so as not to be
recognised. Is it a go?”

The chums of the Remove, chuckling gleefully, agreed
that it was a “go.”

“Then we've got to find a fiver to deposit with
Tazarus, in case of accidents to the props,” said Squiff.
* There won't be any mccidents. Coker & Co. won't show
fight, "If Coker does, the Co. won't, you bet your hat.
They'll streak for home. Now, who's got a fiver:"”

Bob Cherry turned out his pockets, and produced
twopence. Nugent had a shilling, and Harry Wharton
three. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had a sovereign.
Squiff went through his own pockets, and produced seven
shillings and sixpence.

“ Looks like a frost!” grinned Bob Cherry,

Squiff grunted.

“Well, it’s rotten to have a good jape spoiled for the
sake of a fiver that won't be spent,” he said. * We shall
have to raise a loan somewhere.”

“ Hallo, what's on?" asked Vernon-Smith, joining them.
“ Counting over vour hoards, you misers?”

“You're the man!” exclaimed Squiff, clapping the
Bounder on the back. “You're an extra special
constable, and you can back up the firm. We've got a
jape on, and we want a fiver to leave with old Lazarus
as-a guarantee for his goods. It will be handed back
afterwards. How many fivers have you got, Smithy?”

The millionaire’s son grinned Smithy was -always
rolling in iionev, and just now he was the right man
in the rigl: place.

He opened « little leather purse, and displayed a wad
of banknotes and currency notes. He flicked out a fiver
with a careless air.

“There you are!” he said.

“Thanks! If anvthing should go wrong with the
croods, and Lazarus should freeze to this, we make it up
to you in a week or two,” said Squiff. “That all
rightf”

“Right as rain.”

“But there’s really no risk. Only ten boli’s got to
Le paid, and we're paying that.”

“But what’s the jape:”

Squift explained, and the Bounder chuckled gleefully.

“I'm on!” he said. “And I stand my whack in the
ten bob, too. Better get off and get the things, or you'll
be out after locking-up.”

“Righto! Get yvour bikes and come along.”

The Bounder joined the party, snd the six juniors
speedily cyeled down to Courtfield. Mr. Lazarus, on
receipt of the fiver which was to secure him against
possible damage fo his goods—he kunew the Removites,
and he thought it very probable that there would be
some damage done—handed over the * props.”

There were a dozen big spiked helmets, which the
wounded Territorials had brought home with them, and
afterwards disposed of to Mr. Lazarus. There wa~ still
a larger number of the grey-green greatcoats, and the
juniors selected a dozeu of them. And Mr. Lazarus, who
did a regular business in supplying requisites for amateur
theatricals, easily found them a dozen spiky blonde
moustaches.

The goods were packed up in half a dozen big
bundles, and the juniors rode away with them.

The bundles were carefully concealed in o little cave
in the cliffs, ready for the morrow, and then Harry
Wharton & Co. returned te Greyfriars, getting in just
in time for ealling-over. 2 >
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That evening half a dozen more of the Reinove were
taken into the secret, as a dozen fellow, were required
for playing the part of the invaders.

Peter Todd and Tom Brown, Hazeldene and Bulstrode,
Mark Linley and Micky Desmond made up the party.

They were strictly enjoined not to breathe a word, and
not a word was breathed outside their own select circle.

They looked forward to the half-holiday on the morrow
with great anticipations. Coker of the Fifth was also
anticipating the morrow in cheerful spirits,

A route march had been ordered for the special
constables. Route marches, certainly, were not a u:qual
exercise for special constables, but Coker had decided
that it was a good idea, and Coker’'s word was law.

And as route marches were to be followed by refresh-
ments, the special constables had no objection to raise.
There was no game on that afternoon, and they did not
mind a ramble over the cliffs, followed by a big feed at
the Anchor Inn.

But the specials firmly refused to wear either belts or
badges. It was in vain that Coker stormed. Coker
pointed out the rules; he explained that his orders were
bound to be obeyed, and that the specials simply had
to wear their badges.

The specials declined. Grundy declared that he wasn't
going to be a guy. Potter remarked that the route
march would not be a succass if the specials were followed
by a disrespectful crowd, as they would be if they started
out badged and belted.

Horace Coker referred them indignantly to the list of
rules. He read out Rule 1 and Rule 2 at the top of his
voice.

Rule 1. All orders to be obeyed without any rot.

Rule 2. Any fellow disobeying orders to he imme-
diately whopped.

There were the rules, in black and white. But it was
all in vain. The special constables struck at the belts
and badges; they refused absolutely to wear any cut-
ward and visible sign of their rank and status as special
constables. They agreed to carry the sticks, which could
be passed off, to the public view, as walking-sticks. But
badges and belts were “off.” A compromise was effected
at last; they agreed to put the badges iu their pockets,
to be stuck on in case of need. As for the belts, Coker

" was advised to go and bury them.

Coker found himself in a difficult position. Rule No. 2
was plain enough; the rebiellious constables were liable
to be whopped, and Coker was fully empowered by the
rules to whop them. ‘But exactly how he was to whop
eleven big fellows was a quastion not explained in the
rules. Moreover, if he had succeeded in the somewhat
extensive task of whopping the whole force, it was certain
that they would have resigned-on the spot, and Coker
would have been left without any foree at all. So Coker
made up his mind to compromise, though reluctantly,’and
with a bad grace He did not want his constabulary force
to vanish just when he was getting it into working order,
and he was not without hopes of capturing a German
spy or two during the route march. If there were any
(ierman spies doing their nefarious work in the vicinity
of Greyfriars it was high time for them to tremble.
Coker of the Fifth was in deadly earnest.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Route Marching!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. disappeared immediately
after dinner on Saturday.

The twelve juniors sauntered ouf one or two at
a time, and did not meet until they were at a
distance from the school. They did mot want to risk

exciting the suspicions of the great Coker.

But Coker was not bothering his powcrful briin about
them. After dinner he had to call hi- pecials together
and get them to start.

As the tea at the Auchor had been fixed for six o'clock
the specials were in no hurry to start. They could easily
stroll down to the Anchor in an hour. But that was
not Coker's view. He meant to keep his men up to it.
The route was to be the real thing—a long tramp, which
would exercise the specials, and keep them up to the
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mark. TUnder Coker's direction, teo, they were to
practise scouting and investigating, en route. Coker
thought it quite probable that a wireless installation
might be discovered hidden among the eliffs, or some
spy in a cunning disguise might be dropped npon. Coker
pictured himself marching some captured spy into Court-
lield, and bringing the blush of shame to the checks of
those who had declined his services as a full-blown official
~pecial. k

But it was not easy to get the specials to start. They
did not share Coker’s keemncss. Ile routed Fitzgerald
and Grundy out of the gym, anl Hobson out of the
vommon-room, and Potter and Greeue out of the study.
He gave them siriet orders {o wait for him by the steps.
But by the time he had collected up the rest of his flock
they had wandered away. And when he rushed off,
breathing sulphurously, to collect them up again, some
of the olhers sanntered off, and then there had to be a
fresh hunt. Coker was in a wildly excited frame of mind
Ly the time hie got his whole force together, und his voice
wis very grull when he gave the sivnal to marci.

The specials marched.

But they refused to march in line or in order. They
persisted in strolling with their hands in their pockets,
Hobson was e-pecially recaleitrant. Hobson had been
Coker's chum in the Shell, aud he was always decidedly
ratty when he found Horace Coker in the least * Fifth-
A'ormy,” as he called it. Hobson proved his independence
aow by shoving his hauds into his tronsers pockets, and
whistling as he walked.

Coker bore it for a time, but in the lune he called a
halt, and proceeded to talk to Iobson.

" Halt!” rapped out Coker.

The specials draggled to a stop.

“What’'s  on:” asked  Titzgers!d.
“=potted & German spy*”

The specials grinned.

vound,

Tooking

attention while this mutineer i punished I suid Cober.
* Now, then, Hohson!”

He rushed at Hobson. The =Shell fellow put up his
hands, and they were quickly prancng round oue in-
other, panting and puffing and pommelling. The specials
did not stand at attention, in a military sense—but they
stood, and gave Ceker their attention. They were
interested. At thiz rate, the route-march was likely to
show a certain liveliness. There were wild yells from
Hobs=on of the 2hell as Coker got his head into chaneery.
The struggle was terrific.

jut. Coker was victorious., He was too _
Hobson, In about five mmutes Hobson was reclining in
the dust, blinking out of the eve that remained opened.
and clasping his nose with both hands, His commanding
officer glared down at him,

“Now are vou going to obey orders:”

**No!" yelled Hobson. Tl sce you
Yah!™

“Then von are dismissed from the force!

roared Coker.
hlowed tiret!

“Wow " said Hobson. I wowldn't belong to your
force at any price, you howling ass! "T.’ti'n't }Ihv Fifth
of November, nor vet the First of April! Yah!

 (Fet out!” zhouted Coker.

*Yah!? _

 Piteh  Lim into the diteh!” cominanded Coker.

 Rergeants Potter and Greene, you hear me:""
* h, crumhs!” said Sergeants Potter and Greene
Hobson of the Shell did not wait for Hergeants o
and Greene to carry ont the orders of the command
officer.” He picked himself np and fled.. ] i
“ That's settled’” said Coker, dabbing his nose wih
Lis handkerehief. * 1t was really a mistake to let a shel:
kid into the foree, when I come to think ef it. Nowm,
march [
The specials chuckled and marched again.
made an esample of Hobsou, and he hoped that

Coker hid

" Better remember Rule No. 10, Titzeerald.” said example would not be lost on the force. As a matter
Coker warningly, * Now, Holson !” : of fact, it had had the effect of putting up the I'm:'km
“Hallo ! sid Hebson. of the Fifth-Formers., All of them shoved their hand-
“Don’t say * Hallo ” to vour comnmandine offcar. Sav into their pockets as they marched on. Coker led the
= Yemgirs ¥ - ® 5 way with a military stride—and TFitzgerald could net
“Oh, my aunt " said Hobson. vesist the temptation of imi_tming him \\'1'{1‘1 an exag-
“Take your Lands out of your pockets!” gerated edition of that military stride. The .‘"'1,1‘ ot
“ What for:” i lunghter that followed from the specials made (‘oker
" Beeause your commanding officer orders yeu!” look round angrily. . .
“ Bow-waw |7 & “ Fitzoerald !”
CWhat 17 voaeed (e — = e “What's the
Coker. matther wow -
"I sald bow-wow, tirely:
aud T mean  how- “What  are  yoi

wow ! said Hobson.
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doing?

bt dl , : * Foilowing 1«
You're not coming R
thie senior over me, (c 1) !""}.dl‘il' ]_f‘m‘]]"‘_ll‘ .
Coker. Go and chop .. o CIMELEE T
Qiips Nos. 2 and 10, Fite-
chips! 3
T amember gerald.
Rul 0{{ 0'lr‘smcm i “Sure I rvemember
e iz them. The spelling
_"Blaw  Rule No. OUT THIS WEDNESDAY Lielped to fix them in
2: 3 me memory.” said
*Very well,” =aid N o Fitzgerald, " inno-
Cokev. " Auy fellow will contain a cently.
disobeving orders is Magnificent Supplement, * Don’t Jaw—
to be whopped. Put march !
up your hands.” Coker marched by
Dl Tt the side of lin byi-
“You're going to THE GREYFRIARS HERAL gade now, axnd kep!
be whopped, accord- his eves ou them.
ing i}? lhlfr.’] -'\'tm_z-"‘l Edited by ! ri-.;n.l-»{n_m to the
*Oh, my hiat !” said dizappointment o
Hobson, * You start HARRY WHARTON & CO- the specials, he made
whoppiug me, Coker, 5 5 3 no remark  abont
and 1IN give you This will be Given FREE with ‘““THE GEM” their Ilun;j.a Leing in
Rule No, Z—on the their pocket They
huko 17 Library were interested Lm
" *Ia this a route- know how  Coke:
march  or a dog- OUT ON WEDNESDAYI would  =et about.

fight:” Smith major
wanted to know.
“Rilence in the
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!« (ioodness gracious ! " exclaimed Mr. Quelch. * What
J fancy dress ball?’" * Really, Mr, Quelch——"

“What is the cause of all this excitement? "
have landed!” (See Chapter 11.)

what does this mean, Mr. Prout? Are you going to a
“The Germans

came ont on the

and took

we slung over hi

and

alt,

road led over

seashor

hidden German
ng of the kind

wards Pegwr, Calber
y anxions that the
yportunity of distinguis

ne! Miss ANy ¢

the . As they came m sight of Pege, (
scanned the bay with the closest attention. A heavily-

ng village, with a

deck., Coker watched

built Duteh barque lay off the fisl
fat Dutchman loungin the
that craft very suspicis

Tie MaGHNET LTRRARY.-

“ Looks snspicions—what?"’ asked Fitzgerald, with 2
wink of the eye that was turned away from Coker. The
specials griuned.

“Well, T don't trust ihese foreigners,’”’ said Coker.
“ Tt would be just like those Huns to sail under the
Duteh flag, and land a force here to burn the village.
They might do it and get off before help could arrive
if we were not here.”

“ Iot’s hoard the eraft, and sink it, in case,” suggested
Fitzgerald, ** Sure, you know the German Chancellor
gavs that necessity knows vo law.”

Don’t be an diot, Fitz!”

“Let's get on to the Anchor,” suggested Grundy.
hungry.”

“ Name here,'t said Smith major heartily,

* Hark I exclaimed €oker.

From the cliffs on tleir right there sounded a sudden,
sharp whistle,

“I'm
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Tt was evidently a signal.

Coker turngd his field-glasses at once in the direction
of the whistle, It was a very lomely spot. They were
a good mile from the village, and they had the shore to
themselves. Over the rocks a head appeared in view—
and Coker almost dropped the glasses as he spotted a
spiked helmet.

The helmeted head disappeared instantly.

“Did you see that?’ gasped Coker,

““ What?"’

“It’s a German!”

* Bow-wow !"’'

<1 saw him!" exclaimed Coker excitedly.  Some of
the beasts have got ashore—just as I suspected they
might. Get your truncheons ready !’

& But there can’t be any Germans here!’
Grundy.

¢« Pathead! That’s all you know! I've suspected for
a long time that the villains might try to raid this
coast. They may have landed from a submarine, and
perhaps they're hiding among the rocks waiting for dark.
Pretty asses we should look
Greyfriars to-night and set the placc on fire!"

“0Oh, my hat!”

“TLook!” breathed Coker. ns the head cautiously rose
into view again.

The Fifth-Formers stared. There was the spiky helmet
—there could be no mistake about that. It disappearcd
among the rocks again—but all the specials had seen it.
They lookad at one another queerly. What did it meaun?

“That’'s a G-g-g-german helmet!” stuttered Smith
major.

<! Capn’t be a German in it,”” said Fitzgerald,
his head. “It's somebody up to a lark.”

Coker snorted.

< yell, if it’s a lark, there's nothing for you to he
afraid of,” he said. ** My belief is that some Huns have
landed from a submarine, or sneaked over in that Dutch
shiP. Come on!"”

11 say

“ Follow me!"”

< B.b-but what for? What——"

*“ We're going to seize that undrel !’

¢ B-b-but.suppose there’s a crowd of them®” stammered
Grundy.

«“ What do we care?” smorted Coker. * This is what
we've swore in as special constables for. This is where
we defend King and country!”

“ Oh, come on!” said Fitzgerald.
having a lark.”

 Follow me !"" rapped out Cuker.-
Charge !"”

Coker led the way, charging gallantly over the steep
rocks. He slipped, ‘and stumbied over, and roared, but
he jumped up again like a juck-in-a-box, and charged
on. And the specials followed him, with their sticks in
their hands, pretty certain that the wearer of the
Prussian helmet was a practical joker, and determined
to give him the licking of his life.

1

growled

shaking

“Tt's only somebody

“ Truncheons ready !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Foe!

& ORWAERTS!"”
Tt was a sudden gruff shout among the rocks.
At the word, as if by magic, helmeted heads
rose on all sides among the rocks, like the claus
men of Roderick Dhu of old.

The specials suddenly halted.

A dozen German troopers were fairly upon them—with
spiked helmets, long, grey-green militury voats, spiked
moustaches, and faces muddy and stained.

The sudden appearance of the Kaiser himself counld
not have startled the specials more.

They stopped, and stood rooted to the ground.

“ Donnerwetter ! Vorwaerts!”

A dozen rifies were raised to the shoulders of the
green coats and levelled at the astounded aud sta
specials,

Had the word to fire been given, and had a volie-
followed, Coker & Co. would certainly have been blown
to bits.
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if they suddenly rushed:

They hadn't
distance—hbut
levelled rifles.

“Surrender mit vou!" called out the German leader,
in broken English.” “Hunds und peegs of Englanders!
You surrender mit you at vun time, or ve shoots !’

 Oh, my hat ! stuttered Coker. “*Come on. Charge ™

“ Run !’ shricked Grundy.

“ Bolt I gasped Potter,

¢ Surrender, or ve fires mit dem rifles!”

Like snow before a tropical sun, the special constables
melted away. They turned and ran like the wind, in
deadly terrot of hearing the rifles crack behind them. and
feeling the bullets erashing into their backs.

But Coker did not run.

Coker might be every variety of a duffer, but Coker
had the courage of a lion. All Coker saw was enemies
on his native seil, and he charged, brandishing his club.

 Back up!” he reared.

The specials were backing out instead of backing up.
Never on the cinder-path had they equalled the speed
they put on at that moment. Never had the vanishing-
trick been performed so suddenly and completely. )

But Coker did not even sce them run. His face wa=
to the foe. He had singled out the English-speaking
German, and he reached him in a few seconds, and atmed
a blow at his head which would certainly have stunued
him if the German had not parried it with his rifle.

Coker had no time to deliver a second swipe.

The grey-green-coated ruffians closed round him, many
pands erasped him, and he was hurled to the ground.

The German leader pointed his rifle at him.

a chance. They were not within hitting
they were at point-blank range for the

“Ach: You shail die mit you!”

= Yah ! gasped Coker. “ Prussian pig!”

L \'i‘!t i

“ Reseue | Back up!”

“Ach! De odders, dey haf run!” said the German.

“ And you—vou =hall be shot mit you at vunce ! You
ate a civilinn, and vou mix yourself up in der war
isn't ifr  Ach All dem snipers are shot, by order of
mein Koiser

 Biow vour Naiser!”

“Vat—vat "

“Hang your ~iily Kaiser' T'm not a civilian, either!”
panted Coker. “T'm a special constable "

“¥at 15t

“(h, vou silly Hun! Don’t you know what a special
constable is? Tuke that rile away, you silly idiot !”

“1 giff you vun minute pefore tat you are shot !”

“QOh!" gasped Coker.

The grey-coated Huns were all uttering threatening
exelamations—all in Germun. They seemed inclined to
ent Coker to pieces on the spot. Coker thought that
his last hour had come, but his courage did mnot fail
him. If the Luns shot him, they should see how a
Briton could face the music. It was really very plucky
of Coker.

The German rapped out an order,
dragged to the nearest rock, and set against it.
half a dozen rifles were levelled.

Coker blinked at them.

The German officer seemed to hesitate to give the sword
to fire, Coker took advantage of that hesitation. He
made a sudden bound and ran for his life.

“Ach! Mein Gott! Vorwaerts:”

¢ Donnerwetter | Donner und Blitzen!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp' came the hoots of the Huns on
the rocks in pursuit. Coker fully expected to hear the
rifles erack, but they didn't. e ran his hardest, and
vanished amoug the rocks. The pursuit did not go very
far. The Germans returned to the spot where the execu-
tion had so nearly taken place. They did not look
ferocions uow, They were gurgling with mirth.

“ Ol 1y hat " zasped the commander, in good Englizh
now. +0h, my only summer hat! Poor old Coker i

*Ha, ha, hal’

“What +remendous pluck!”

# Ha, ha, ha!”

- Blossed if T ever =aw a foot-race quite so good as
that " zurgled Bob Cherry. © Why, they hardly touched
the ground '™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

and Coker was
Then
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The Germans threw themselves on the rocks, and
roared. In the excess of their merriment, their spiky
moustaches came off, and their spiked helmets rolled
on the ground. If the Coker constables could have seen
them at that moment they would probably have recog-
?ised the heroes of the Remove, in spite of their muddy
aces.

“But, I say,” exclaimed Peter Todd, sitting up
suddenly, ‘ those silly asses will give the alarm!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It won’t be a laughing matter if they hring the
Territorials down on us!”

*“ Oh, crumbs!”

“We d better clear!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Gel this
clobber off and get out before the band begins to play!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Helmets and eoats and wooden rifles were volled up
in bundles, and the “Germans " promptly cfeared off.
They followed the path over the clifis, and, as they
reached a high point, Wharton looked back at the lower
shore. He burst into a sudden chuckle.

“TLook! Oh, erumbs! Look!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

A number of men in khaki, with their rvifies at the
ready, were running along the beach, guided by Coker
of the Fifth.

“Ha, ha, ha' There's Horace!”

“ Reinforcements already! Ila, ha, ha!”

The juniors were almost convulsed. Horace Coker had
evidently come upon a detachment of Territorials route-
marching. His wild and excited tale had brought them
to the spot. _

They were lnoking for the Germans,

“My hat!” said Nugent. *“It's lucky we clesred in
time T faney they’ll be wrathy!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“If they'd spotted us in Hun clobber.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“They might hive -tarted shooting without waiting
to ask ¢uestions.”’

“Oh, don't!” gasped Peter Todd. “ Greyfriars has had
a narrow escape of losing its brightest ornaments.”

*JFa, ba. ha "

The juniors fled, leaving the Territarials to search for
the German raiders. Coker guided them to the spot
where he had been =0 nearly exccuted by the ferocious
Huns.

He did not find any Huns. All he found was a spiky
maoustache, which had Leen dropped and left behind in
the hurried departure of the japers.

Coker picked np that spiky moustache, and gazed at
it as if mesmerised. It was evidently an artificial
moustache, and equally evidently had never grown on
the upper lip of a Hun.

The dreadful truth dawned upon Coker.

He stood paralysed.

But the Terriers also spotted that moustache, and they,
too, understood. And the things they said to Coker
would have mude his hair curl if he had not been so
utterly overcome already.

The disgusted men 1n khaki marched off, leaving
Ilorace Coker rooted to the oround, still holding the
spiky moustache,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER:
To Arms!
OTTER was the first of the fleeing specials to reach
P Greyfriars.
TTe had covered the ground at a speed that did
him credit, It looked as if he had the best
chanee for the mile when the school sports came off.

He rushed in at the gateway, puffing and blowing.
His cap was gote. It had blown off, and he had not
stopped to recover it. His hair was almost standing
ight on his head, whether from terror or the breeze.
spiration streamed down his face. He dashed up to
Goshng, who was in the doorway of his ledge. He
was too breathless to speak, but he grasped the porter
by the arm and shook him.

“Gosling blinked at him in amazement. The only pos-
cible conclusion he could ecome to was that Potter of
the Tifth had been drinking.
disrusted.

“Ere, vou ‘old yourself up, Master Potter 7 he said
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angrily. “Don't you ‘ang on to me!
I'll report this to the 'Ead!”

“The gig-gig-gates:” stuttered Potter, fin@ing his
volice.

“Eh, you go and lie down, Master Potter! That's the
werry hest tﬁin__q’ vou can do. in your ‘orrible condition!
Wot I says is this ‘ere——"

“The Germans!”

“Talking about gates and Germans!” said Gesling,
with a snort. “For a young feller like you, Master
Totter, this is simply ‘arrible! 1f you was an old man
like me you might ’ave to take a drop of something ‘ot
to keep out the cold. But ven g

“The gates—quick—the Germans!”

“Why, my heye! ‘live’s auother of ’em!” ejaculated
Gosling, as Grundy came tearing in at the gates.

“The gates!” yelled Grundy, in passing. “The gates
—quick, Gosling " And he rushed on towards the School
House.

CGosling almost fell down,

“Two of 'em, tight as a drum !’ he gasped. “’Orrible,
at their hage! Blow me pink, if 'ere isn’t another!”

Greene came tottering in. e was guite blown. lle
had run all the way without stopping. He sank upon
the old oak bench outside Gosling's lodge and gasped.

“Shnt the gates, Geosling!” he whispered: weakly.
“They're coming !

“Who's coming?
crikey !”

Gosling’s eyes almost started from his head as the
rest of the special constables came pouring in. Coker
was not with them. Coker was otherwise engaged. But,
excepting Coker, the whole band had got home, dusty,
perspiring, breathless.

“Shut the gates, bedad ™ roared Fitzgerald, grasping
Gosling by the shoulder and shaking him. * Quick—
the Germans!”

“Which I ain't got any horders to shut the gates in
the middle of the arterncon!” snorted Gosling. “If yom
young gents ‘ave been drinking r

“The Germans !’ shricked Smith major.

“Wot about the Germans®" grnnted Gosling.

“They've landed!”

Gosling jumped.

“Landed! The Germans! Wot are you givin' me,
Master Smith? Don’t you crack your little jokes with me!
111 eat all the bloomin’ Germans what “ave landed!”

“1 tell yon they're on ihe shore—crowds of ‘em!”
shricked Smith major. “We had a narrow escape.
They've captured Coker—or killed him ! Bayoneted him,
very likely—theyre not liring—afraid of giving the
alarm. 1 suppose! T tell you it's so. Close the gates!
I'm going to ask the Tead to telephone for the soldiers.”

“My heye!” 5

Smith major sped ofi to the School® House. The
astonished Gosling c¢onld not doubt that the Fifth-
Formers were in earnest now.  Several of them were
dragging the gates shut. a= Gosling was slu}v to move.

In the Close an excited crowd was gathering.

The wild exclamations of the Fifth-Formers and the
sight of Gosling locking the gates in the middle of the
afternoon, apprised the Greyfriars fellows that something
was very much amizs.

When the news spreadd ihat the'Germans had landed
there was a buzz of excitement and alarm. Billy Bunter
made a wild rush for the nearest cellar. Fisher 1. Fish
scendded off to the hox-rosm and crammed himeelf into.
trunk. Some of tle holder spirits rushed for their
cricket-hats or Indian clubx with the manful intention
of putting up a fight.

The Close swarmed with an excited crowd.

Everybody was talking at once.  Where were 1le
Germans?  How many were there of them? Were they
marching towards Greyfviays? Had they any artillery?
Had {he Territovials Leen warned? What was to be done?
Fvervbody asked questions, and mobody could answer
them.

The fellows who steperted that it wad a false alarm
had to be convineed by the terrible tale told by Potter &
C'o. Tt wasn't a mere ruonr. They had seen the Germans
—spen them with their own #yes, They had come upon

'Orrid, T call it!

Why Oh,

My heye! My ‘at!
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them on the shore, and had bavelr cscaped with their
lives.

1t wos only too evident that the specials were in deadly
carnest, and it sccmed impossible that nearly a dozen
tellows could be mistaken.

Smith major rushed into the Head's study without even
knocking. The Head was not there as it happened; he
was away that afternoon.  Smith major pranced out
again and sped away to find his Form-master. lie bolted
into Mr. Prout’s study, nearly startling the Fifth Forn-
master out of his wits. My, Prout, who was a tremendous
sportsman, and had a formidable array of weapons and
hunting trophies decorating the walls of his study, was
cleaning a rile—the celebrated rvifle with which he had
killed a ferocious buffalo in his younger days. In his
surprise, as Smith major rushed in on him, Mr. Prout
jumped up and let fall the rifle. The butt landed on
his toe, and Mr. Prout, who had a corn upon that toc,
uttered a shriek of anguish.

“Ow!”

“Mr. Pront! Mr. Prout!” howled 8mith major.

“ How dare you rush into my study like that®" shrieked
Mr. Prput in a fury, and he erasped tlie breathless Smith
by the collar and shook him violently.

“Yow!" roared Smith major. “Leggo!
Ow!”

“You stupid boy! You woung rascal! You

Mr. Prout deliveved a terrific shake at every word, aund
Smith major’s teeth were almost rattline in his head.

- How dare you! You—you young hoolizan s

“The Germans!" gasped Smith muajor.

* What ?”

“The Germans have landed! They—they're marching
on Greyfriars—thousands of 'em!” stuttercd Smith, draw-
ing on his imagination a little. “They're coming!
Coker's been killed, and we've hal a narvow escape!
Horse and foot and artillery, sir "

Mr. Prout released the Fifth-Former., His plamp face
flushed with delight. Smith  major's  execitement
guaranteed the truth of his information. Mr. Prout’s
eyes shnply danced. Atlast! Ofteu and often the sporting
Form-master had longed for a chance of showine what
he could do with his deadly fircarms—of illustrating in
action some of the dead-shots he had brought off, or
hadn’t brought off, wheu he was in the Rockies in '85. A
chance of potting Germans made him glow with satis-
faction. He made a bound for his rifie, forgetting ll
about his corn.

“ You are sure of this, Smith:" he panted.

“I've seen ‘em, sir.”

“Good! Then there is no doubt. Order Gosling to
cloqe the gates—the school will be defended till help
arrives. As a special constable, I have a right to deal
with the invaders by force of arm=. I shall exercise that
privilege. Aha! The Huns shall find that it does not
pay them to lahd upon the soil of Britain!”

Smith major cut out of the study. Mr. Prout was
loading his rifle—and nobody liked to be near Mr. Prout
when he was loading a rifle.

The alarm was spread all over Greyfriars now. M.
Quelch, the Remove-master, was staring into the swarm-
ing Close in amazement when Mr. Prout strode inte his
study. Mr. Quelch stared blankly at his visitor. The
Fifth Form-master's aspect was striking. His gown was
tucked in under a bandolier crammed with cartridges, a
leather belt, let out to its full extent. was buckled round
his ample waist, and two huge revolvers were stuck in it.
He carvied his rifle in his hand. His face was ablaze with
warlike excitement.

The Huns had a formidable opponent in Mr, Prout.
Mr. Prout was a special constable—not of the Coker
variety—and, as such, he had a legal right to resist in-
vasion. He was prepared to stand, alone if need be, in
the path of the invading horde, and make the Huns pay
dearly for their temerity, :

“Good gracious!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
what does this mean, Mr. Prout:-
fancy dress ball®”

Mr. P'rout storted. e felt that the question was
ridiculous at such a thrilling mouent., when he was pre-
pared to shed his life-blood to the last dreop in defence
of King and country, hearth and home, the flag, the soil
of Britain, and the Empire. '
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“Really, Mr. Quelch—"

“What i~ the cause of all this excitement:”

“The Germans have landed !”

“Come, come——"

“dThey have heen »een, and they are mavching on Grey-
friars. A number of the Fifth Form fell in with them,
and barely escaped with their lives. It appears that the
unfortunate Coker has fallen a victim to their ferocity.
Upon our native soil they would repeat the horgrs of
Belgium. Coker shail he avenged! Let them come!”
exclaimed Mr. Prout. “I am ready!”

“But—but it is impossible!” almosi shrieked Mr.
Quelch. “We should have received a notification from
the military authorities.”

“Probably thev have been tuken by surprise, I have
never been wholly satisfied with the military arrange-
ments. Upon many points T have often considered that I
conld give Lord Kitchener valuable advice. However,
there is no time for words. The foe are almost upon us.
The gates ave locked ! I shall defend them with my life!”

“My dear sir i

“I leave it to you, Mr. Quelch, to take charg~ of the
boys. The Head is, unfortunately, absent. Kindly telc-
phone to Wapshot Camp for reinforcements. Perhaps the
Territorials will arrive while I am still keeping them out.
They shall enter Greyfriars only over my dead body !”

“But, my dear sir >

Mr. Prout did not wait to hear. His post was in the
danger zone—at the gates. Ile rushed out of the study,
leaving Mr. Queleh gasping. The Remove-master did not
telephone to Wapshot Camp for reinforcements. He
could not help having hix doubts about the accuracy of the
information, in spite of Mr, Prout’s excitement—or.
perhaps, hecauss of it.

He telephoned to Courtficld Police Station, and asked
for information. Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, gave
him information. Ro far as he was aware, the German
Fleet was still bottied up in the Kiel Canal, and no
dermans had landed on British scil—excepting the usuai
number of prisoners of war,

Mr. Quelch thought he detected a chuckle over the
wires, and he hung up the receiver angrily. lnspector
Grimes seemed to have taken the impression that som
body at Greyfriars was in a blue funk over nothing,
which was very unpleasant.

Mr. Quelch huriied out into the Close, to make an
attempt to quell the excitement. Greyfriars was in a
roar from end to end. Mr. Prout was in command at the
gate, like Horatius of old. The warlike aspoet of the
Fifth Form-master made a great impression on the Grey-
friars fellows, but when they discovered that his gun wus
loaded, they gave him a wide berth.

Mr. Pront had rapped out orders in guite a military
manner., Nearly all the fellows were prepared to res
the enemy; cricket-bats, Indian elubs, pokers, and tongs
simply swarmed in the (lose. When would reinforco-
ments arrive—that was the burning question—and Mr.
Quelch had not even telephoned for them!

Just inside the locked gates, with the muzzls of his
rifle poked through the bars, Mr. Prout was keeping
watch and ward. Ile was prepared to pull the trigger
the moment a Hun appeared in sight, without stopping
to parley., He disdained to parley with the ravagers of
Belgium,

Mr. Quelch laid a hand on his shouider, and the Fifth
Form-master jumped.

“Mr. Quelch! Pray do not held me!
turb my aim'”

“ My dear sir

“You have telephoned for help:"”

“Certainly not! There is nothine the matter.

gita

You may dis-

It 1s a

mistake or a practical joke. There are no Germans!” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch sharply.

“We saw them, sir!” howled Potier.

“ Nonsense !

“They 've murdered Coker

“His death shall be avenged '™ suid My, Pront. * As

soon as the head of the eolumn appears on the road I
shall open fire. We shall sell our lives dearly !”

“T repeat " shrieked Mr. Quelch.

¢ IIere they come ! yelled Greene, as there was a sound
of footsteps on the road.

Mr. Prout glared through the sigiits of hi- rifle.




“Gtop ! velled Mr. Queleh. * Cannet you see that it is
Coker="

Coker of the Fifth was coming up, very tired and
dusty.

“Really. Mr. Queleh,” said the T'ifth Form-master
crossly, 1 trust vou do not think I should fire without
ascertaining whether it was friend or a foe! Coker, you
must climb over the gate. It cannot be opened now.
Thank goodness, you have escaped with your life!l”

Coker eame to a halt, dumbfounded.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Only a False Alarm!
ORACE COKER had returned to Greyfriars in #
decidedly bad temper. -

He had seen nothing of his specials on tke road.
They had not lost a second. But Coker had had
no reason for hurrying. He was not in dread of the
pursuing Huns, since his interesting discovery of the

spiky moustache. .

He halted outside the gate, and stared blankly at Mr.
Prout. :

*“ Do not stand before my rifle, Coker!” snapped his
Form-master. "It is a dangerous place to stand !’

. Coker got out of that dangerous place with a jump
like a kangaroo.

“Climb over the gate,
“They’ll have you!”

“Who'll have me:” demanded Coker.

“The Germans!”

“What Germans, you fathead:"

“Get in immediately, Coker!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.
“You are in danger! There may be deadly firing on
this spot at any moment!” )

Y But—but what ' stammered Coker.

Then it dawned upon him that his comrades had
hrought the news of the German landing to Greyfriars,
and he understood. Cross as he was at that moment,
Uoker could not help grinning.

“It's all right!” he exclaimed.
Germans !’

*What!

“ Nunno !’

= Smith major distinctly declared
informed me-—" i

“We zaw ‘em!” howled Smith major.

*“ They werei't real Germans,” explained Coker.

“Not real Germans, Coker! What do you mean? T
suppose if they were Germans at all they were real
Germans! Are vou out of vour senses, boy:”’

“They weren't Germans at all, sir,” said Coker. “Tt
was all spoof ! Some beastly =illy asses had dressed them-
telves up as Germans; that was all.”

*“Rot!" said Potter.

“Tt's true!” growled Coker.
and they searched for them. And I found this.” Coker
held up the false mcustache. *“Ome of the heaste had
dropped it after playing that rotten lark.”

Mr. Prout’s face was a study.

“Then—then the Germans
gasped.

N0, Bir:"

* “mith- major, what do you mean by telling me that
folse and ridiculous story:” thundered Mr. Irout.

“1 -1 thought—we all thought—"

“You utterly stupid boys! You have allowed vour-
silves to bhe frightened by a set of foolish I-,rnr:‘ticnl
jokers, and you Lave alarmed the whole school! 1 chall
report this to the Head !”

Mr. Prout strode away, trying to hide his 1ifle under
his gown. His plump face was searlet, aud he would
Jiave been glad if the earth had opened aud swallowed
up that rifle out of sight.

“You may open the gates, Gosling,” said Mr. Quelch.

Gosling, grinning, unlocked the gates. Coker came in,
dusty and wrathy. Mr. Quelch strode away to the School
House, looking very vexed. It was fortunate that he
did not suspect that the practical jokers belonged to
Greyfriars. 1f he had had a hint of that, matters swould
have gone very badly with the heroes of the Remove.
The excitement died away now, but the fellows dis-
ussed eagerly, and bowled with laughter over, the prac-
-al joke that bad been played on the Coker Special
Constables. There were varions theories—it might have
Trt MacNET LIBRARY. —-No.
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been fellows in the village, or a party of festive
Territorials, or the Ilighclifie fellows, or Trumper &
Co., of Courtfield Schoel. A little later, when Harry
Wharten & Co. came in, guesses were made a little
nearer to the facts, especially when the Removites were
seen stacking away a dozen wooden rifles, the property
of the cadet corps.

Harry Whartos & Co. came into the School House,
smiling. They roared when they heard the story of the
alarm given by the Coker Special Constables. T{ey had
not anficipated that. The joke had gome further than
they had planned.

“Qo it was you:” exclaimed Temple of the Fourth.

“\What was us?’ asked Bob Cherry, chuckling.

“It was you who scared Coker?”

“(Coker wasn’t scared. He was as brave as a lion,”
grinned Squiff.  “He charged,” while his moble army
bolted !”

“Ma, ha, ha!”

“And it was jolly lucky for him that those Germans
weren’t made in Germany,” »aid Tom Brown, * Coker
would be a deader now!”

“Poor old Coker! Ha, ha, ha!”

«And he fetched {he Territorials te investigaie!”
gasped the Bounder. *“I should have liked to hear what
they said to him afterwards!”

The juniors shricked.

“ And the other silly duffers came streaking hack here
to give the alarm!” said Tewple. “The whole blessed
school was in a roar! Yom should have seen Prouty on
the warpath, bristling with revolvers and cartridges!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Any casualties:” asked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Head willi e waxy, though, when he ]_1r-nrs of
it,” said Temple. *~ You chaps had better keep it dark.
It's against the law te give a false alarm.” v

*“ Imprisonment, without the option of a fine,” said
Fry.

“ Oh, rather!” said Dalmey. with a chuckle.

“We didn't give the alarm,” said Wharton. * Coker &
Co. did that. Of course, we couldn’t foresee that the
blithering jabberwocks would come and alarm the whole
school.” d

“a, ha, ha!”

“We'd better keep it dark, come
chuckled Squiff.

And it was agreed that that stupendous joke on Coker
chould remain the exclusive property of the Lower
School. The practical jokers did not want 18 recelve an
official visit from Inspector Grimes; and the matter had
gone so much beyond their anticipations that it was
quite possible that it might be taken scriously biv the
authorities, if it came to their ears. As DPeter Todd,
who knew all about the law, remarked, raising a false
alarm of the ememy was punishable under the Defence
of the Realm Aect.” Still, the juniors mamtq;nod 1l.lmt
¢hey hadn't given a false alarm. 1t was the Fifth-Form
Special Constables whe had done that. )

“ The fact is,” said Squiff, in No. 1 Study, © this ought
to be looked into. It's a serious matter.”

“What is?"”

“ What Coker's done. TIsu't it, Toddy?”

Peter Todd nodded emphatically. L

“ Under the Defence of the Realm Act, any silly idiot
raising a false alarm may be tried by court-martial,
he replied. ;

Poter Todd’s father was a solicitor, and Peter’s know-
ledge of the law was implicitly replied wupon, In
consequence, by the Remove fellows.

“That's it,” said Squiff.  Well, Coker nchia}l}' led
a gang of Territorials round to look for the Germans,
and Potter broughi the false alarm here and caused no
end of excitement. They onght 1o be tried by court-
martial I”

“Fath.ad!” said Bob Cherry.
would be more likely to try us!”

“Not the court-martial T'm thinking of.  As first-
lieutenant of the extra-spevial constables, I submit that
a court-martial should sit in the box-room

to think of it!”

“The court-martial
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And try Coker and Potter——"

The chums of the Remove yelled.

“And if found guilty, that they be suitably punished.
We can't have amateur special constables raising wild
alarms in the school like this!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The tryfulness of the esteemed Coker would be a
wheezy good idea,” remarked Hurree Jamet Ram Singh,
“but the catchfulness of the great Coker would not be
so easy.”

“He can be arrested by the extra-special constables, if
there's enough of them,” said Squiff. “It’s clear that an
example ought to be made of Coker. It's worth taking
any amount of trouble. Now, who says court-martial:”

* Court-martial !" chorussed the juniors.

The bell rang for calling-over then, and the chums
of the Remove had to go into Big Hall. Mr. Quelch
called over the names, with a very stern brow. The
happenings of the afternoon had had a very irritating
effect upon Mr. Quelch. He did not share the semse of
humour which was so highly developed in his Form, Mr.
Prout was keeping out of sight. The Fifth-I'orm master,
for some reason, did not court the public eye just then.
He felt that the Greyfriars fellows ought to be given
time to forget, if possible, the rifle, the revolvers, and
the bandoliex

Two fellows in the Remove did not answer to their
names—Billy Bunter and Fisher T. Fish. There was a
chuckle among the juniors when it was discovered that
those two heroes were absent. Several of the fellows
remembered secing them Lolt into the House when the
alarm was first given. Evidently they had concealed
themselves so thoroughly that they had not learned that
it was a false alarm, and they were still in hiding.

“Those asses ought to be looked for!” said Penfold,
when the fellows came-out of Big 1lall. “* They may stay
hidden all night.”

“ Bunter must have missed his tea!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Poor old Bunter! Ile must have been in a
blue funk.”

Some of the juniors good-maturedly started looking
for the two missing heroes. Billy Bunter was unearthed
in the cellar, and at the sound of foolsteps he burst
into a wild yell.

“Ow! Goaway! I'm not here! Mercy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh! Ah! I—TI say, you fellows, is it you?"’ gasped
Bunter. ‘‘J—I thought it was the Germans. Where are
they:"

“Still in Germany!” chuckled Squiff. * You'd better

and explain to Quelchy that you were in a blue funk!
%u've missed call-over !”

“Qh, really, Field —I—I wasn't in a funk, you know—
I—I came down here to look for—for—for a gun—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I gay, you fellows, I'm frightfully hungry!” said
Bunter pathetically. *“I've missed my tea. That beast
Potter ought to be scragged for giving a false alarm
like that! It’s against the law te alarm a chap and
make him miss his tea, especially when he's stony and
can’'t go to the tuckshop! I suppese, under the circum-
stances, you will lend me a bob, Wharton:”

Wharton kindly lent the required * bob,” and Billy
Bunter scooted. He left the explanation to Mr. Quelch
until after he had expended the hob. The more
important matter came first,

Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to look for Fisher T.
Fish. But the cellars were drawn blank, and they failed
to find him. Up and down the house they went, but it
was in vain—the Yankee junior scemed to have vanished
into thin air. They gave it up at last. It was time to
get on with the court-martial. As Hurree Singh had
remarked, the “catchfulness ™ of the esteemed Coker
was the most difficult part of the business, and the
chums debated that operation in No. 1 Study: but, as
it happened, they were Lo receive assistance in that
enterprise—from Coker !
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under Arrest!
“¥'VE pot it!”
Horace Coker uttered that exclamation suddenly
in his study. He had been thinking hard.
Potter and Greene stared at him morosely., If
Coker had got another brilliant idea, as good as his
special-constable idea. they were fully prepared to bump
him on the fHoor of the study—hard. They were fed up
with Coker's wheezes—not unnaturally. The howls of
laughter that greeted the Coker constables now,
wherever they showed themselves, made them feel very
sore. They could almost have lynched Coker for having
thought of that stunning wheeze. FEvery member of the
foree had told Coker, in plain English, what he thought
of him, and stated with brutal frankness that from that
moment the Coker constables cea- d to exist. Coker did
not despair of bringing them back to their allegiance—
that was nol what he was worrying about. He wanted
to know who had played that practical joke on him, and
he had set his mighty hrain to work on that subject—
with happy results.

“Why didn't I think of it hefore?” growled Coker.
*Of course, it was them!”

“What are vou hlithering about now:"”
rudely.

“I know who it was spoofed us this aftzrnoon, now I've
thought it over.”

“1 wish I could get wear 'em,”
‘em spoof !”

It was those Remove kids, of course. They've becun up
against our special constables from the start, Sheer
jealousy, of course, because they haven't the bLrains to
think of &uch a stunning idea!” said Coker. “I
remember now they were gone out when we started.”

asked DPotter

said Greene; “T'd give

“And they weren't here when we got in,” agreed
Potter. “Of course, we ought to have thoucht of at
before. It was those cheeky voung Deasts' I thought
those Germans looked rather amall for Huns. Of courss,

the helmets and coats made ’em look bigger: but ther
weren't really the proper size in Huns. I wouder where
the little beasts ot the things from:”

“ Never mind that!” said Coker. “What theyre coing
Lo get now is the point. Get a stick each and come with
me. We'll lather 'em till they howl!”

“Good egg!” said Potter and Greeue.

For once they followed the lead of the great Coker
with alacrity.

With their sticks under their arms, the three Fifth-
Formers started for No. 1 Study in the Remove passage.
They expected to find Wharton and Nugent there, and
they meant to deal with them first. The others could
wait. It would be a great consolation te hestow a
terrific licking upon the ringleaders of that outrageous
jape.

Coker turned the handle of No. 1 Study doer, aud
hurled it open. The three Fifth-Formers rushed iu.

Their idea was to give the juniors no chance of dodging
out. Coker slammed the door when they were inside.

Then it dawned upon Coker & Co. that the study was
simply swarming with juniors. The Famous Five were
all there; and Peter Todd and Tom Brown and Mark
Linley and Vernon-Smith. And three or four of themn
dodged in hetween the visitors and the door at once.
Coker & Co. having so kindly walked inte the trap, they
were not to be allowed to escape again.

“Welcome, little strangers!” chirruped Dol Cherry.
“We were just talking about you, Coker.”

A yell of laughter followed Bob's remark. The
had just heen discussing how Coker was to be “col
Coker had saved them the trouble.

7

Potter -and Greene edged towards the door. 1
wasn't what they had expected. Bul the Famous Five

li's

On the table luyv a

were hetween them and the door. _
wondered what 1t

coil of cord. Coker noticed it, and
was for. He soon knew.
“You young rascals!” exclaimed Coker. *1It wa-
plaved that trick on us this afternoon! Own up '™
* Mo ha ha!”
“The ownfulness is terrific, my esteemed Cokor”
“ And we've come here to give vou a thumpine zood

ToOu
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The French juniors embraezd one another, to the amusement of the Greyfriars boys. ** My hat ! ” murmured Nugent,
"1 hope they are not going to treat us all alike.”—(See the magnificent story of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled ** The Winning
Side,” in THE DREADNOUGHT, Now on Sale.) :

swled Coker. “TPile in, you chaps. Tt doesn’t
nany there are of the little beasts!”

klv diseovered that it did matter. For
sed in on the three Fifth-Formers
sea, and Coker & Co. were simply

lezperately, but they went down. with
img over them.
d Boh Cherry.

vved then whatl the coil of rope was for.
hands dragged together behind his back
£ MiagNET LIBRARY.—No. 375.
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and tied tightly. Potter and Greene were bound more
casily than Cokér. Coker had to he rather roughly,
handled. Horace Coker never knew when he was beaten.

But he was reduced to subjection at last. He lay on
the floor gasping, and pouring out terrifying threats till
his breath failed him.

“ Bring them along,” said Ilarry Wharton. * Better
take it qunietly, you bounders! 1t's a serious matter to
resist a court-martial.”

“ A what:" yelled Coker,

“ (purt-martial! Yom are going to be tried under the
Protection of the Realm from Blithering Idiots Act for
raising a false alarm of Huns.”

WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME!” *\@rania 3 e 5y Faani " Rickanos.”
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“Why. vou—yon

“Shut up, Coker! TIf he makes a row. hung a
handkerchief into his mouth—or. rvather a cushion—a
hanky wouldn't he big enough——"

“Ha; ha; ha !

“Help!” yelled Coker. * Rescue!”

“Thev’'ll raise the whole house il they make that row
in the passage,” said Tom Brown. *Better cut oft Ui

gas " was cut off by the prisoners’ own handker-
chiefs heing atuffed into their mouths, Then they could
only gurgle. In the midst of the triumphant juniors
they were marched out of the study and along the
passage. The court-martia! was to sit in the box-room.
There was more space theve. and it was more secluded.
Wharton, very sagely. foresaw that the proceediugs
might be noisy; and he did not waut Lo be interrupted
hy masters or prefects,

Coker and Potter and Greene, much repenting of that
visit of vengeance to No. I Study. were hustled along
the Remove passage. They wriggled and gurgled, hut
many hands were holding them, and they had to go.
several more Removites joined in the procession as they
went—hy the time the box-room was reached, there was
yuite an army of extra-special coustables on the scene.

Squiff lighted the gas in the hox-room:= the prisoners
were marched in, and the door was closed and lecked.
The box-room was crowded:; nearly all the Remove had
joined in the proceedings; the court-martial was quite
popular.

Emply hoxes were dragged out to {orm the seats of
the court. The court-martial consisted of six mémbers;
the rest of the extra-special constables formed the
public. Harry Wharton, as president of the court, sat
on the biggest trunk. with the three prisonérs in a row
before him, held by Morgan and Ogilvy and Treluce as

warders—cach of the warders bheing armed with a
cricket-stump,
“Gentlemen, the court-martial is now open! Peter

Todd is counsel for the proseculion.
vlead guilty or not guilty:”

No reply from the prisoners. for excellent reasons.

* Prisoners who do not answer questions are adjudged
guilty of contempt of court, and are sentenced to he
poked in the ribs with the husiness end of a cricket-
stump ! .

The wiurders execnted the sentence on the spot, aud
there came threé ferocious gurgles from the prisoners.
“Dear me!” said the president. “They are gagged'
T guite overlooked that fact. DPerhaps that accounts lor
their not replying.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ungag them.”

The handkerchiefs were jerked away.
T'otter and Greene gasped aund spluiteved.

“You little scoundrels!™ roared Coker.

“Ave you applying that expression to the members of
ile court-martial:"" demaunded the president sternlv.
“That is contempt of court. You know the senteuce for
contempt of court. Warders, do your duty !

The warders did their duty, and there waz a yell of
anguish from Coker.

P'risoners, do you

Coker and

“Ow, ow. ow! You're puncturing me'! Chuck it'
Yow!”

“Silence in court! Now. gentlemen—my only hat!”
ejaculated the president, breaking off -uddeuly. and

jumping off the trunk in alarm.
“What's the matter®”
“There's something alive in this trouk.”
“What:"

“T felt it wriFgling under ifhe lid!" exclaimed
Wharton. “ Somebody must have shut up a dox or
something——"

Wharton threw up the lid of the big trunk. A tousled
Tead and a scarlet face rose into view, and there was
vell.

“ Fishy !

Tishy was yelling, too.

“Ow! Merexy! I guess
<hoot a free American citiven. -
neutral !

**Ha, ha, ha!”
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The roar of laughter enlightened Fi-her T. Tish. Ha
blinked round him, dazzled by the light. It had beea
very dark inside the trunk.

“I—I say, I guess My hat! You galonts!
Where are the (fermans® Blessed if [ didu't think the
Germans had got me! Are they gone®”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thére's nothing to cackle at, you juy-! ['vc had un
awfill time in that trunk!” groamed Fish. 1 kept the
lid open, but when I heard somebody coming I pulled it
tight, and then T was nearly suffocated. I calealate
['ve had a fearful time in that trunk. Ow”

To judge by the Yankee junior’s looks, he had not hal
a happy time. But he received no sympathy whatever

from the Removites. They howled with merriment.
Fisher T. Iish blinked round at them, and recovered
him=elf. He *guessed ” that the Removites wonld uot

be so hilarious if the German foe were at hand. and he
banished his terrors.

“T gues<s there’s nothing to cackle at!” he mumbled.
I've had an awful time. Thinking the hou-e was geing
to be blown up every minute. What's this little game:™

“It's a court-martial. The prisoners-at the bar are
going to be tried for spreading a false alarm of Huns.
You ecan clear out, Fishy.,” Wharton closed the trunk,
and sat down again. * Gentlemen—"

“T guess I'm om in this,” said Fisher T. Iishe
“T reckon ['ll be on hand when the puni-hment sturis
after the time T've had, owing to those silly javs.”

“You may take your seat with the public.” =aid the
president, with a wave of the hand.

“Where's the seat?”

“ Standing room only.” said Bob Cherry. * shut up,
Fishy! You're interrupting the court-martial!”

“ Gentlemen, the court is now epen’”

And the court-martial procesded to husiness.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Court-martialled!

= ORACE COKER., George Polter,

Greene

“Oh, shut up! Ow!” groansd Coker, a- th:
sharp end of a cricket stump clumped upon his
rib= arain. “Ow! Yow! You little beasts! Ow!”

“Silence in court! Horace Coker, Georze Potter, ac-l
William CGreene, you are charged with raising a fa' -
alarm of the landing of the Huns on British soil. Und r
the provisions of the Act for the Protection of the Realm
against Silly Asses, you are liable to be shot, bumped.
boiled in oil, or otherwise punished as the court may
decide. Do you plead guilty or not guilty "

“You silly young fathead—"

“(Contempt of conrt again! The prisoner Coker had
better remember where he is,” s~aidl the president
severelv. “This court is not to be trifled with, as th-
prizoner will be made to understand. Warder, do sour
duty!" Jab—jab! and a howl from Coker.

“(uilty or not guilty:” repeated the president calmly,

“Not guilty!"” groaned Coker,

“Not guilty!” spluttered Potier and Greene, as the
warders drew back their stumps for a deadly lunge.

“Very well. Counsel for the prosecution, the matter
is in your hands'”

Peter Todd stepped forward.

“(ientlemen of the court, it i+ with profound regr:*
that I make this charge against the threc prisoner.
They have hitherto vornz a good character. But in th-
pn-s'('nt state of affairs, the country being in danger. i*
is impossible to pass over the offencz of which the
prisoners have been guilty.’

“ Hear, hear”

“1 therefore charge them, and I hope to be able fa
prove the charge, with taising an wnfounded alarm in
i public school known as Greyfriars. in the county of
Kent., Thev raised thiz confounded alarm—I mean this
untounded “alarm —hy a story that the Germans had
landed. Tpon investigation, it proves that the supposed
Germans were some persons playing a practival joke —'

=M1, I, Tt ;

and William
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“Some persons totally unknown—-"

Loud laughter in court. -

“Gentlemen, I need not dwell upon the serious nature
of the prisoners’ offence. They might have ecaused
fatalities in the school. I can call witnesses to prove
that Mr. Prout was seen loading his gun—a proceeding
that might easily have been attended by fatal com-
sequences, both to Mr. Prout himself, and to anycne clse
within range 2

{a, ha, ha!” )

“ Furthermere, a junior in the Lower 4chool, having
hidden himself in the cellar, remained there toc long, and
miszed his tea. When I mention that this junlor was
William George Bunter, of the Remove, I shall not m-oﬂ
to impress upon the court the seriousness of the matter.

More lancrhter in court.

“But that is not the worst,” went on counsel for the
prosecution sternly. *“At a time like this, when the

friendship of the TUnited States s 2 great
desideratum——"

“Oh, erumbs!”

“Good word! Go on!”

“YWhen our statesmen are anxious to do everything
n their power to stroke the great Republic down the
yack in the right way, and the newspapers are buttering
ap that sreat ‘country so thickly as to cause a consider-
able rise in the \rice of butter—at this time, gentlemen,
ihe heinous conduct of these prisomers has cansed great
and sericus inconvenience to a citizen of the United
States "

“ Hear. hear " from Fisher T. Fish.

“That citizen of a great Republic, gentlemen, stands
before vou. That citizen, gentlemen, is animated by the
friendliest possible feelings towards this country, which
he kindly condescends to honour with his presence. He
enters with a whole heart into the friendly schemes of
his patriotic countrymen for roping in our trade while
wo are at war with the Huns. And this gentleman, this
friendly citizen of a great Republic, has suffered more
severely than anyone from the false alarm raised by the
prisoners at the bar i

“1 guess that's correct :

“Not only, gentlemen, has he been frightened out of
his wits Y

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hyer, I guess

“You will say that that is a light matter. as he has
verv little wits to be frightened out of. Granted! But
consider, gentlemen, for hours and hours ‘tl:li:' citizen of
a creat Republic has lain inside a trunk, in a state of
mortal terror

“1 guess—

“In a state, gentlemen, eommonly described as blue
funk. And at a time like this, when the great Western
Kepublic is showing  its friendly spirit towards the
Mother Country by putting up the price of wheat, 1 call

Ride a Rudge-Whitworth bicycle and cut
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for the mest exemplary punishment of the prisonc:s af
the bar, who have vauced the gentleman mentioned such
an attack of blue fauk that he may not reeover for a
long time—"

“You jay! You mugwump—

* Hear, hear!”

“Gientlemen, thut i~ v case!” Counsel for the pro-
secution gracefully retired, leaving the court almost in
convulsions.

The president rose to his feet.

*Gentlemen, after the eloquent =peech of my learned
brother, you will net be in any doubt about your verdict,
Guilty or not guilty*:”

“Guilty ! chorused the court.

“ Prisoners ut the bar, vou are found guilty by ua duly-
constituted court-martial, acting under the provisions of
the Act for Suppre--ing Dangerous Duffers. I lereby
sentence you to the extreme punishment. T should order
vou to he shot, but there i a hy-law at Greyfriars which
states that no rubhbish may be shot here!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“T therefore sentence you to be severely and severally
bumped, and then ejected on your mecks, and kicked ax
far as the staircase. T trust this will be a lesson to you.
Gentlemen, execute the -entence!” ’

“You young villains!” roured Coker.

“Leggo!” shrieked Potter.

“I—I'll smazh you!” howled Grecne.

But the extra-special constables proceeded to execnte
the linding of the court, heedless of the sulphurous objre-
tions raised by the prizeners. Horace Coker and George
Potter and William (ireene werz severally and severcly
bumped, with bumps that made the Box-room shuake.

Then the door was opened, and the second part of the
sentence was executed, The three prisoners were ejected
ont their necks.

Then came the third part of the sentence, and it
seemed to the unhappy Fifth-Formers that every boot in
the Remove was at work on their per=ons.

Although their hands were =till tied—which was
perhaps fortunate for the executors of the sentence
the three delinquents made excellent speed down the
passage. They were Lelped irom behind with - great
energy.

Coker und Potter and Greene reached their study,
feeling that life was not worth living. They rolled in,
and sat on the floor, gasping TFrom the direction of
the Remove passage howls of laughter could be heard.
Coker & Co. were howling, too, but not with laughter,

Their howls bronght Fitzgerald into the sfudy, and he
kindly untied them. Fitzgerald seemed to be in danger
of going inte hystericz, Coker was feeling considerably
used up, but his courage was high, and he proposed an
immediate visit to the Remove passage, for vengeance.
Then Potter and Greene's sorely-tried patience gave way.
They were fed up with the Remove, and they were fed
up with Coker. They fell upon the warlike Horace, and
smote him hip and thigh.

Then they retired from the study, slamming the door
after them, and leaving Coker sitting on the curpet,
trying to get his second wind,

a

Coker found more trouble that evening.

When the Head returned, and learned of the alarm of
the afternoon, he was wrathful. He sent for Coker & Co.
He gave them a lecture that lasted ten minutes by the
study clock, and wound up by commanding them to let
no more be heard of the special constables. He added
that if anything more was heard of special constables in
the Fifth Forin, the special constables would hear from
him.

But uothing more was heard of them. Indeed, from
that day forth, to rense Coker of the Fifth to a state
approaching frenzy. it was anly necessary to whisper in
his ear the words " =pecial Counstable.”

THE END,

(Don't fail to order next Monday's Issue of “'THE

MAGA~ET.' It conta ns a fine yar of Harry Wharto

& co., entitled ~ WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING
HOME!' Sse that you gel a c:py.) o

"WHEN JOHNNY C.MES MARCHING HOME!” *Wrarin & 8o "5y FraNK RicHARDS.”
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF

OUR NEW SERIAL.

A Magnificent

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Sir Richard Battingley, a much-traveiled scoundrel, has
some mysterious reason for wishite the death of Clive e,
a handsome and daring cireus performer, also known as the
King of Equestrians. He, therefore, cogages another villain,
named Paul Murdwag, to compass (live Clare's death for the
sum of ten thousand pounds,

Paul Murdway follows the cireus in its wanderings, and,
nuder the name of Adrian Decring, leagues himself with a
member of Cyrano's Cireus, named Senor Miguel Gurez, a
Mexican dead shot, to bring about Clive's death.

Several plots which the two villains make, however, fail,
but they do not give up their irteution of injuring Clive
when an opportunity occurs.

Ben Ellis, or Professor Durnette, the King of Lion-Tamers,
to give him his stage name, tries to force his daughter, May
Ells, to marry Adrian Deering, in order that the latter may
#ive him two ﬂlmdred pounds to make good the eircus funds,
from which he has stolen that amount.

Roly-Poly and Bononi, the two clowns, are greatly troubled
by a strange complaint from which Napoleon, the perform-
ing donkey, is apparently suffering. Roly-Poly suggests that
Bononi administers a powder by blowing it down the
animal’s throat through a paper tube,

‘“ Are you ready ?” said Roly, as Bononi placed his mouth
to the end of the tube. “Blow !”

(Now go on with the story.)

™

Napoleon Blew First!

But before the words were well our of Roly-Poly's mouth
Bononi had leapt back two or three yards, coughing, splutter-
ing, and blinking.

His face and hair were smothered with the scattered powder,
which he vainly tried to get out of his mouth, nose, and eyes
with his handkerchief.

* Gracious 'eaving, Bill! Wh
Raly, in simulated astonishmes

“Matter!” gasped Bononi. ** Why, these here jeroozlems,
or spoozlems, or methoozlems, or whatever vou call 'em, are
no class!”

“You don't mean to say you've got ‘em?"”
quired Roly.

“ But you said Napoleon had ‘em?”

“Certingly ; but that powder’ll do "em a world o' good.”

“ Hedidn't take the powder 1" gazped Bononi,

“What! Didn't you blow?”

“ Yes, Joseph, I blew!" retuined Bononi. still spluttering,
“T blew right enough, but Napoleon blew first!”

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejacuialed Roly, in affected surprise,
“Come to look at yer close, Rill, vou do look a little bit
dusty. You'd better give him another powder.”

* No, Joseph; decidedly not!  Scroozlems or no seroozlems,
I retire for ever from the veterinary profession!”

* Hee-haw, hee-haw, hee-haw!” from Napoleon.

“ Wotcher laughing at?" cried Bononi, looking very sternly
at tho donkey.

* Hee-haw-aw-aw-aw " braved Navoleon again.
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I creature!” said Bononi. ‘‘How

“You wicked, ungratefu
omfiture! I've a great mind to

dare you exult over my dis
punish you—I have, indeed

“Don’t threaten him, William!” put in Reoly, ‘" Remem-
ber, Napoleon beat vou when yvou came to blows just now.
Come to think of it, Bill, p'r'aps it ain’t the moozlems, after
all; it’s very like the hiceaps.  Just tey him with a drink.”

“Drink!” echoed Bonom. * Do you want to give him the
boozlems? Look here, Joseph,” he went on, suddenly catching
sizht of a twinkle in Roly's eve. ** T believe you've been hav-
ing a game! Why did you say Napoleon had the moozlems?”

“Why, Bill,”" returned the other, getting to a safe distanee,
“'cause I wanted to see yer give him a powder.”

“What! Did you know what would happen, then?”

“No, Bill; 1 assure yeu I didn’t know—1 only guessed!
Sorry I cannot linger longer; therefore 1 will no longer ling.
I have a pressin’ app’intment with the Kaiser.”

“You will have a more pressing appointment with the Jocal
coroner if you exasperate me more! Get thee pone!  Adien!”

*There you are mistaken, Bill. I had you. Tra-la-la!"

And with a bound Roly-Poly was clear of the missile which
Bonori husled, and out of the tent.

To one of Clive Clare's vitality the injuries he had sustained
in the lions’ den—injuries which might have had far worse
cffects on weaker physiques —promised to be not very serious
in his case, 0

In fact, the careful attention which the doctor had given
him, combined with a long nirht's rest, helped to make him
feel pretty much his usual self next day.” When, after eating a
good breakfast, he strolled down to the circus for the regular
morning practice, nothing more than the bandage round his
slightly aching head and a feeling of stiffiness about his rihs
served to remind him of his recent adventure in the lions
cage.

““ Ah, here you are!” he =said, as presently he encountered
May Ellis in a secluded corner of the circus. * How shall
I ever thank you enoungh for what you did last night? You
saved my life, May!”

She averted her head, murmuring some commonplace aboug
its being nothing.

“But, indeed, it was a great deal!” Clive burst out, seizing
her hands in his. * It is more than I can ever repay. Why,
good heavens! What is the matter?”’ He had managed to
rot a view of her face, which up till now had been turned
?rnm him. * What is the matter, May?"

“Oh, it 1s nothing, Clive—nothing!™

She again dropped her eyes.

“ But there is something ! he said carnestly. * You have
been c¢rying-—you have something serious on your mind. What
is it?”

She did not answer.

“You must tell me!” he pleaded. “Whatever woes you
have, I am willing to share—nay, I must share! To see you
grieve in silence 1s to add a greater weight to my heart than
the knowledge of your woes would cause. Tell me why you
have been crying?”
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Q4ill she maintained silence, something like a sob eatching
her throat.

::Ma‘y—Ma;r, you must tell mo,.,f" insisted Clive,

: It is nothing—really nothing!” she said brokenly.

*Ah, but I know it is comething! You do not cry for
nothing. Tell me, is it your father again?”

Clive almost clenched gis tecth as he asked.

She bowed her head, not trusting herself to speak.

‘*Ah, it is your father! He has been bullying you again.
What a brute, after what you did for kim last night !”

* Oh, hush—hush, Clive! Do not speak against my father!"

“But I will speak, May! What has he been doing this
niorning to make you grieve like this?”

“Do not ask me, Clive! It is nothing in which you can
help me, and to know it might—might make you hate or
despise me!”

“Hate vou!” broke out Clive vehemently, sefzing her
hends. * Despise you? I, who owe my life to you! XNg, no!
Whatever this secret is, since it causes you sorrow, You must
tell me! Remember, there are to be no secrets between us.
Whatever our joys or woes may be, we are to share them.
I insist on knowing what your father has done to-day!”

For answer, she impulsively bent her head forward, and
burst-into a torrent of tears.

Clive let her ery for two or three minutes.

He plainly saw that something serious was the matter—that
it was no use at that moment trying to stem the tide of her
grief. She would be better for crying.

3till, he determined not to waver in his resolve to find out
ihe cause of her sorrow. So when her tears had ceased to
flow and her slender frame had ceased to tremble frdm the
force of her sobs, he asked her softly and tenderly to tell
him all.

The girl, reluctant as she was, could not withstand his manty
insistence and sympathy. Slowly then, with averted face, she
told of her father’s continual attempts to persuade her to
marry Adrian Deering, of her father's defulcated accounts,
and of his impending disgrace.

““He will be ruined unless this monex is paid!" she con-
cluded brokenly. ** That is why he insisis on my marrying
that man Deering, whom 1 loathe and despise. But Deering
is rich, and eould save him. I would do anything for my
father; 1 would lay down my life for him. But e marry
that man—no. no, that 1 can never do!”

For a minute or two Clive Clare remained silent.
sizh escaped him

« Clive.” murmured the gir], in a low veice, *“what I have
told you has surprised you, You did not think I was tke
dauchter of a—"

She was going to say ** thief,”? but Clive interinpted :

“No, no,” he said, 1 wazu't thinking of that. Whatever
others may be, doesn’t affect you, 1 was thinking. w ande -
what can be done. IHow much money did vou sayi”

“Two hundred pounds!” she answered, her veoice trembling.

Clive was silent again for a moment.

*May,” he said presently, bending towards her au
ing earnestly, *‘I haven’t ivo hundred pounds in
bui I have something, You must let me help you

“No, dear Clive—no!” she imertupted hastly,

1 1y you must let me help you ** he re 1
“ Ny pride—becoming as it is to you-—niust stand in vour v
now. I have nearly ninety pounds in the hank. I can with-
draw it in two or three days. That would he something.”

 Clive,” once more broke m AMay, with a hollow Yoice,
“ 1 tell you you must not!”

“Tt would tide matters over, pethaps, for a little ti ne,” he
went on, unheeding her interruption; ““and. meantime, we
mizht find some means of getting the rest of the money tc-
vether. Tl go down te the post-office at once. nod-bye 17
"AMay Ellis could not trust_herself to speak.
restrain him, but in vain. He had gone.

No soomer was he out of sight than the giri ran ro her
srivate compartment in the dressing-tent, and, sitting down
upon a chair, burst into a fresh flood of tears. L

«Oh, how good he 1s! he meaned to herself.  * Oh, hew
can I ever repay his generosity ¥

While she sat thus in sad communion with herseif Clive,
having obtained his bankbook, sped to the Milchester post-
office.. Ever since he had begun to earn money. he had
caved what he could of it. Little by lirtle—a shilling now,

shillings anon—his little <tore had gradually grown, as
.aved money always will, info neavly ninety pounds, Of Gate
fe had looked upon this little hoard as the basis upon which
o start his home, when, one dav in the future, he cshonld be
married.

“iir“:m to be the guardian gold which, in their precaricus
existence, should keep the hungry wolf from the i
door. He had watehed his little fortune grow by
ctaoes with fond, glad eyes—not with the
the wreedy miser, but with the happy leck of <
he trie value of money, the happiness ihoran
evils it can avert, And now at one fell swoap
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accumulated savings were to dizappear. But he thought of
it without a sigh. :

“Tt is for May's sake!” he said to himself. ** It is the first
time T have been able to do anything to save her from sorrow
—thank Heaven for the opportunity!”

And, with a step that was buoyant, and a look that was
almost jovous, ho entered the post-office and filled up the
form which was to bring him in the course of the next few
days the much-needed money.

Bononi Gets His Own Back, and Roly-Poly Feels Silly.

It was past midnight; the performance at Cyrano’s Clireuas
had been over for nearly two hours. Roly-Poly and Bononi
had betaken themselves to their joint lodgings, and after par-
taking heartily of a supper of succulent pork chops, had re-
tired to bed.

or economical reasons, the clowns shared the same bed-
room, the two beds, as it -happened, being placed against the
same wall. Both had got into bed, the light had been put
ouf, and within ten minutes Bononi was giving vent to a
series of sonorous snores.

“There's moosic for yer!” murmured Roly-Poly to him-
celf, as he tossed from side to side in the throes of undigested
pork. *“There’s a eantater, hopera, and horrytario rolled into
one ! Jest fancy a man droppin’ off into a sleep like that
arter three pork chops and two big 'elpin’s o' chipped taters !
Sleep! I never knew sich a fellar to sleep as Bill. Mistock
his wocation, that’s what Bill's done. Bilf reely ought to be
in grand hopera. Moosic o' that sort ’ud jest do for the
stormy tempest, or the forty.-year sleep scene in ‘Ri Van
Winkle.” What a di-ges-ti-on that man must have. William,”
he soliloquised, as once more he turned restlessly and re-
arranged his pillow, “I henvys ver, not yer looks, nor yeb
yer brains; but yer bloomin® talent fer snoozin’, which—"

* Hee-haw! Hee-haw ! Hee-haw!”

Roly-Poly lifted his ear about an inch from his pillow, Te
fancied he had heard something; but, listen intently as he
might, he didn’'t hear it again. He replaced his ear on the
pillaw. and covered his other ear with the bedclothes. At
Tast it ceemed as if he would himself be able to doze off now;
he was dimly aware of that sublime sensation of sliding off
the edge of the world of consciousness into the smooth sca
of sleep, when—

“Hee-haw ! Hee-haw ! Hee-haw I
Roly sat bolt upright now, and scarcely breathed, Had
e heard aright ¥ Was it the voice of Napoleon in reality, or
was he dreaming ?

* Hee-haw! Hee-haw!”

The perspiration seemed to issue from Roly-Poly's every
pore now. What on earth could it be?  Was the practical
joke he had plaved on Bononi earlier in the day to bear fruic
ind haunt him for ever! Roly shuddered as he con-
remplated it

“Hee-haw! FHee-haw! Hee-haw!”

Oh, for a light ! Where were the matches?  The candle was
~n Bononi's side—how unfortunate! He could net stand this
darkness much longer.

“Heo-haw ! Hee-haw ! came. that sound, twice this time.

“Tagll! Bil! For 'Eavin's sake, wake up!” cried Roly
linarsely.

“What's marrer " vawned Bononi, through the darkness,

“Oh, Bill, wake up! I'll never joke agen!”

“Why, what's up, Joe? Anvthing  wrong ¥ The
awakened Bononi was, 1n his turn, now sitting up in bed.

 Ah, Bill, but I've had a ’orrible experience ! Where did
~on leave Napoleon, Bill 77

“Napoleon? Why, in his stable, of course! Where should
Tou think I left him "

“ T dunno, Bill—pen me word, I dunno! But ever since
I've been in bed I've heard his voices”

“Well, if you heard anything, you've got ‘em bad, that's
all: and the sconer you sleep ‘em off the better it'll be for
vou.  Good-night 17

“Hee-haw ! Hee-haw ! Hee-haw !7

That fearsome sound again ! Roly could endure it no longer.
With a wild kind of war-whoop, half of defiance, half of fear,
he sprung out of bed, leapt across to where he knew Bononi
had placed the matches, struck one, and lit the candle, Then
he stared round the room apprehensively. X

“~Now," said Raly, in & tone which was meant to be firm,
but was really very wobbly indeed—'now,” he repeated,
mopping his moist brow and seizing a poker —“now there’s a
Yight, I can bear it.”  He brandished the poker melodramatic-
2lly. and-added: *Now let the ghosts of all the donkeys as
cvor dived hineide or houtside o Cyrano's Circus appear, Il
meet Cem face to face! I fear them mnot! Let 'em all
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“Hee-haw! Hee-haw! Hee-haw-aw-aw !

As that sound interrhipted his outburst, the poker dropped
to the floér from Roly-Poly's nerveless grasp, the perspiration
broke out afresh, and his knees looked as ii they must knock
together,

*Hee-haw! Hee-haw!” came that weird ery again.

For a moment Roly glanced at Bononi, from whose direction
the sound seemed to have proceeded; then a flash of intelli-
gence—vague enough, it is true—shot through his brain.

He bolted over to where Bonoui still snored. Holding the
candle, he peered close down inte the sleeper’s face. The face
was half buried in the bedelothes, and as WRoly gazed he
thought he detected a convulsive movement of the sheets and
Llnnkets,

He peered closer, and then he distinctly saw Bononi's
doubled-up fist cramming thoe corner of a sheel into bis mouth,
The flash of intelligence brightened.

‘With his left hand Roly-Poly snatched at the bedclothes, to
Giaclose Bononi's face. now almost as red as a lobster,

¥ William,” gasped Roly-Poly, *“what does this mean?”

But Bononi could not answer. His usually melancholy
visage was transformed. Bononi, the clown, who had rarely
been known to laugh, was simply convulsed.

“William,” again sternly demanded the outraged Roly,
“answer me at once! What doea this mean?”

“ Hev-haw

Onlr onee came the sound this time; for, with a blood-
curdling whoop, Roly made another grals at the bedelothes,
from whence he knew now the sound had undoubtedly come.
ile snatched back the sheets and blankets, and there, close by
fononi’s right hand, lay a dark something—a machine of
vurious shape and mechanism, with a trwmpet-like attach-
ient.

“Ia!" eried the triumphant Roly.
chis, Willimm—what do you call this, eh?

“Oh, lor'! . Oh, lor’!  Oh, lor' ! moaned Bononi, in
wmelancloly delight.  ** Oh, dear me. Jozeph, what a lark me
and the phmmgruph have had!”

“Hunnygraph, d'yer call it?"
“1 don't see anything funny in it —disturbin’ a bloke's sleep
h ver confounded brother’s voice ! William, we've been
nds in the past, but now the hepoch is hover and done
with.  To-night, William, I spare wer; to-morrow’ll be
vranded on yer brain for ever as our day of reckonin' !

Roly-Poly walked gravely to his bed, and got between the
sheets. Then, as he blew out the candle, he added:

“Willam, I've done with you for the present. After to-
morrer I shall say, * Adien—adicn ™"

* Ah, there you are mustaken, Joseph!™
I had youl" i

Then the two clowns turned on their sides, and both were
s on in the land of dreams.

“What do you call

cricd the exasperated Roly.

purted Bononi.

A Lucky Recovery.

Three days had passed, and Cyrano's Royal Circus and
Tmperial Hippodrome had moved on to the town of Doverton,
It the interim Roly-Poly aud Bonoui had quite forgiven
nue another their practical jokes, and were as fast friends and
a3 inveterato practical jokers as ever.

In the same time (Mive Clare had spent many hours of
intenso anxiety. His money was coming, he knew, but a
mortal fear was upon him that it might ol come in time—
that thers might be some delay.

But now, on this afterncon, he had gone down to the
Doverton post-office, and liad found the withdrawal warrant
thero awalting him.

With a feeling of joyful relief, lie had filled up the receipt,
aud had been handed close upon ninety pounds in Bank of
Pagland notes.

How light of step he was as he went down to the circus
that night! Ho had tpld May Ellis the fact that he had the
money all safe, and she had asked him to keep it until the
itexf norning.

[t was in his pocket-book now, safe under his coat. He
folt for it, as he changed his clothes in the dressing-tent,
preparatory to his performance. Yes, there it was. safe and
sung.  He went into the ring that night happier than be had
een for the past three daya.

His turn, went off without a hitch. "The applause, always
vociferous, was to-night deafening. Three times was Lo
called, aud three times did he bow his ackoowledoments to
rive andiencs,  Then, light-hearvted as a bird, Lie flew back
1o the dressing-tent, and entered his compartment.

Hia mind was still full of that moner—the moncy which
was to stave off, for a time at any rate, the disgrace and
exposure of May's father.

He knelt down to the box on wlich Le had placed his
coat; lis bhand slid into the breast-pocket, As it did =o, a
Toe Macser LiBrarv.—No. 375
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numbness suddenly came over him, Lis blood seemed to
freeze, his face twitched. His hand remained immovable in
the pocket.

The pocket-book containing the money was gone!

For a full minute Clive stood there dumbfounded.
hand was empty, his breast-pocke: was empty !

With the realisation that his money was gone, everything
about him secmed to revolve goickly, as on a swift and
mighty wheel. At fiest bo could only grasp dimly the ono
fact that his mouey was not shers he had left it. For a
moment his Lrain seemed, as it were, caught in a cog
seemcd to have stopped dead. rendering him incapable of
speculating, or even wondering. where the missing pockei-
book could have gone to. Such a srate of mental stagnation,
however, could not last long, The [irsr shock of bewildering
knowledge over, Clive's mind presently began to work in
normal fashion. The pockel-bock was not where he had left
it.  Perhaps it had dropped to the ground.

Down on hands and knees he sauk, searching here, there,
and everywhere, moving boxes and baskets, and seeking
amonyst the miscellaneous paraphernalia that littered his
dressing compartment. In vain! Search as lie would, in
likely and unlikely places, not a trace of the missing money
could he discover.

A deadly sickness of heart came upon him as he reflected
on his loss. Not for his own sake. however—although the
Yudden deprivation of what lad iaken years viars of
careful husbanding to accumulate was serious « el in all
conscience—but for the sake of May Ellis, [t was to save
her father from shame and ruin that he had withdrawn the
money; and now it was goue from Lis possession as
irrevocably, to all appearances, as if it had never existed.

A ot flush suffused Lis frame, to be followed a minute
after by a spell of shivering, as of a sudden chill. He sat
down on a box, lowered his now aching brow, rested it
between his palms, and set himself to think the matter over,

What could he do? His mouey lLad disappeared. Where
could he look for it? Someonoe must have taken it. Who
could it be? Ilven as he thus indulged in gloomy ponderings,
some words uttered in rather a loud tone of voice struck upon
his ear.

“Why, zood 'evvings alive!” cried the voiee, which Clive
instantly recognised as Roly-Poly’s.  “What ever’s come
over the animile?”

“The animile!
Bononi.

“Why, Bimbo, to be sure. silly one! Bust me if the Lape
ain't a-goin' into trainin’ fer a full-blown stationer’s shop!
Twig the henverlope—court size. sooperfine, hextry double-
thick eream-laid, guaranteed not to eome unstuck. It's been
used, though "—Roly had seized the ape by this time—"" and—
why, moodness gracious, it's addresed to Senor Miguel
Crurvez, Hesquire, Bart. 1™

“Yes.," chimed i Bononi: it what's that in Bimbe’s
other paw? Do my eyes deceive me. or is yon dark-hue:l
package a pocket-book?™

Iis

Which?” asked another volce-—that of

“Jesroosalem! Bui you're right, Bill! It is a pocke?-
book.™

Roly secured the article as hie spoake.

“Right, Joseph! Of course | am 71ight. I was ever

remarkable for my perspicacity.”

“Percy Cassidy " observed Roly. *Dunne the zent, Bill
Is he Irish? And what——""

But at that moment Roly felt a hand placed upon his arm,
and there, before him, stood Clive Clare, his face flushin:
and paling by turns, and hiz frame all a-quiver with excite-
ment,

“Roly.” le began. in a voice choked with emotion, “give
it to me!"

Roly-Poly {urned round in surprize.

“Eh, Clive? Give you whai?”

“The book—the pocket-book! Ti's mine!™

More by Clive’s manner than by what he said, Roly-Poly
was struck dumb with astonizhi In his astonishmept
Lo Desitated, keeping the book clasped tichily in his hand.
That moment’s hesitation enabled Clive 1o calm himself a
little,

“You are quite right, Roly.” hie said. misinterpreting the
clown's hesitation. *Coming into your possession as it has.
vou are not bound to give it to the first person who demands
i, But I can assure you that the book belongs to me, and
only a minute ago I'd given it up as lost. Now, to prove my
words, I ask you to open it, Roly. Tuside you will find bank-
notes to the value of ninety pounds, and on the flap of the
ook you will find my name and address. Open it!”

Roly-Poly smiled as he held cut the pocket-book towsrds
Clive,

“ Heve, laddie.” he said. *take vour book: and T'm jolly
elad to bo able to restore it to you!”

i‘-
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* Open it first, Roly,” said Cliva.

Two spots of red came inio the clown’s face new.

“Open it!” he echoed. * Not me. D'ye think I deubt
vour word, laddie??

It dsn't that,” said Clive hastily and apologeticaliy. * s
didu’t mean that, Rely. But, you see, where a lot of money’s
toncerned, it's important, an

** Here, collar hold of your bock, Clive

**No, Raly—no! Open it first, and sce if what I've said is

ItE

true.”’
_Roly-Paly held the pocket-book as high as he could in the
air.

“* Look here, young feller,” he said, with all the indig-
nation of which he was capable; “you an’ me have known
ct:ie another fer more than a bit, an’” we've bin good pals,
ain't we? An' when a good pal o' mine comes to me an’ sort
o insinivates as he thinks as how I kinder insinivates—why,
r}mn 1 },hinks it's time—that is ter say, 1 sorter feels as
NOW—

‘“ Joseph,” gently interpolated -Bononi, addressing himself
to the confused Roly-Poly—* Joseph, don’t do it. You will
re: that fat brain of yours in such a fearful tangle that you
will never be able to straighten it out again. Don’t do it
Josoph, T implore you!”

* But,” expostulated Roly, “Clive here sorter thinks, in a
manner o speakin’, as it might be—"

“Did he now, Joe?” interrupted Bononi soothingly.
« Well, Clive didn’t meaa to ruffle you, I'm quite sure. Ciive
will take his pocket-bock—won't you, Clive?”’

With a smile, Clive accepted the once more proffered hook.
He removed the elastic band which held it together, and
pulled out of the flap a bundle of banknotes.

““There. Raly, old chap,” he said, ‘“you see I've opened it
myself. Here are the notes—minety pounds, as I said—and
here's my name and address written inside the book.”

“Can't read!” snapped Roly. * An’ you can
ce away; don't want to sce ‘em!”

“* Don’'t mind him, Clive,” chipped in Bononi. * Joc hates
the sight of liquor—]1 mean lucre! But how came you to
l:se the bookf”

- Well, that's just what puzzles me,” responded Clive,. ** It
was in my pocket right enough before I went into the ring,
aud the first thing I did on coming ont was to see that it was
<afe. Ten minutes ago I found it was gone, and searcied
high and low for it. I suppose Bimbo must have been deing
a bit of pocket-picking.”

T don’t think he'd go to your pocket, somchow.” re-
marked Roly, with what was, for him, quite a cunning look
on his face. * Besides your pocket-book, he'd got comethin’
elss —this ere henvelope, addressed to Senor Miguel Gurez
What's that mean, ¢h "

““Well,” laughed Clive, quite happy now that his treasure
was recovered, ' that only points to one thing—Bimba's been
going through several pockets, T ex cct,”

Rely-Poly shook his head vigorously,

-+ “Scuse me,” he said indignantly, * but that there animile’s
movals is beyond reproach. Bimbo didu't take that beok
from vour pocket, I'll go bail i

“Then where else did he get it?
innocently.

- Ah, that's just the question!” returned Roly drily, fixing
his cves first on the pocket-book and then on the envelope
which he held in his hand—* that's jest the question.”

“Yes,” put in Bononi, * this is the question: If Bimbo
picked the pocket-book from a pocket, which is the pocket
fiom which Bimbo the pocket-book picked? There's a
tongue-twister for you, Joseph—copyrighted in Great Britain
and the United States of America, all rights reserved—to
<upersede that ancient, bewhiskered, hoary-headed, pre-
\damite Peter Piper wheeze, which has been in your reper-
toire from time immemorial!”

Roly shook his head in mock sorrow.

“YVou are too funny, William,” he said—
live!”

* Ah, you think so, Joseph

“1 do. William,” responded Roly mournfully—"* much too
funnv to Jive! You ought to die, Billy—you ought. really!
1 feel it would be a great and charitable deed for me to tako
a axe an’ slew vou. And, oh, BilL what a bee-yewtiful corpse
vou would make!”

“ Ah, Joseph,” reproved Bononi, *you have but one
single failing as a_clown—you are vulgar without being
humorous! 1 appeal to vou, Clive.”

But Clive only laughed, repeated his thanks, and turmed
away, clated at so quickly recovering what, in hiz firet
moments of despair, he had given up for lost.

take the

n

asked Clive quite

‘too funny to

it

Bononi Does Wickeliord's Waxworks a Good Turnm,
«“What a remarkably small world this is, to he <cure!
Guess who's here? Aud Bononi, having burst suddenly m
upou Rely-Poly at their joint lodgings in Petsbury—to which
town Cyrano’s Circus had come  from Doverton—plumped
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himself down in an casy-chair, and repeated: *“ Guess who's
here, Joe??

Roly looked up inquiringly.

“What's the excitement, William 7 he queried.
fore this dumbfounderment, my friend?”

“T've been round the town——"" began Bonofi.

“Oh,” chimed in Raly, “that accounis for it! Yon've
been round the town, and you've frightened all the naiivesy
and vou're scared at what you've done, and you're expectin®
the policedin a few minutes!”

The sallow skin about Bononi's lips and cheekbones’ com-
menced to quiver.

“No, no, Joe!” he remarked; “T'm in dead earnest. As
I before observed, I have been round the town; and what
do vou think I've discovered?”’

“Out upon thee, William, for a modern Columbis! How
can 1 tell what youve dish-covered? Pork sassidges,
mebbe ¥

“Pray be serious, Joseph! You would never guess, so I
will tell you. Wickelford is here—liere in Petsbury !”

“Wickelford 77 repeated Roly calmly. * And who's Wickel-
ford, anyway "’

“As regards Wickelford’s World-Famous Exhibition of
Moving Waxworks,” observed Bononi haughtily, * it may en-
lighten you somewhat to know that it was with that celebrated
exhibition that I graduated as a public entertainer.”

“Oh!"” ejaculated Roly, quite sympathetically; “it's an old
“¢hop’ o' yourn, ch?”

“Tixactly. For years I toured the kingdom with Montague
Wickelford. At that time he looked like making a very good
thing of it— had a couple of hundred figures, to say nothing
of lifelike groups.”

** And what was vour particklar line o’ biz, Bill 7"

“1! Oh, I was Wickeliord's lecturcr-in-chief.”

“Was vou indeed, Bill? Took the audience round with
a wand, did yer, tellin’ 'em which was Charley Peace an
which was the Kaiser, 'cos they wouldn’t a-bin able to distin-
puish ‘em else, eh, Bill?”

Boneni shrugged his shoulders disdainfully,

“ Veon den't know Wickelford’s!” he observed with scorn.
“ Al our figures were lifelike works of art; we were the
Tussauds of the provinces. You don’t seem to understand !

“Qb. yes, 1 do!” retorted Roly; and then burst into song:

“Wheve-

“They're just like life—abselutely marvellons!
We interchange the fizgers, don't you know;
When Lord 8alisbury gets dingy,
Why, we calls him Ranjitsinhji,
In our nobby little waxwork show.”
“Raot 1" exclaimed Bononi, “You are mixing Wickelford's
up with a low penny gaft 1"

“ Ah, I s'pose you charged tuppence, then, Bill?”

“And sixpence!” roared Bononi proudly. “We were
patronised by the nobility !

- Oh,”” returned Roly, * the nobs come to see yer, did they ?
Well, T called it a ‘nobby little waxwork show,” didn't 17
Tut there, I won't get at you any more, Bill. What about
Wickelford's show 17

“Well, it's here in Petsbury,” replied the mollified Bononi.
] haven't seen the show yet, but I've seen the bills—pretty
poor lot they are—and I've seen Wickelford. Pretty poor
lot he is now !’ Bononi sighed. * From two hundred figures
he's down te about two score, and a hard job he finds it to
pay his way!”

Roly-Poly sympathetically opined that the ups and downs
of show life was ** summat wonderful.”

““Yes,” remarked Bononi; ‘““and it’s very hard in his
caze, No fault of Wickelford's that he's come down. He
always went straight enough, but misfortune dogged his
stepe.’’

“ Fancy you bein' a waxwork-lecturer, Bill! said Roly-
Poly. “That's where yoa got the gift o’ the gab, I s'pose !”

“Oh, I don't know about that!” responded Bononi airily.
* Among my cther natural gifts, I certainly cultivated that
of oratory whilst travelling with Wickelford’s. But, apart
frem that, Joe, I'd like to do poor old Wickelford a turn !”

“\Why, what can you do, Bill—you with no pounds no
shillin’s and nuppence? Certainly, with a face an’ figger
like vourn, you might make one in the chamber of horrors!”

“Joe ! interjected Bononi, springing suddenly to his feet,
1 rhauk vou! TUnwittingly you have give me an idea—an
idva that may buck Wickelford's show up a bit. I shall want
vour help, Joe, and I must get Tremaine, the ventriloquist,
as welll”

(Look out Ffor next week's Instalment of this most
amusing yarn., Order your MAGNET carjy !) o7
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME!"’
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Gireat scenes prevail at Greyfriars in nest Monday's mag-
nificent story of Harry Wharton & Co., for the news arrives
that Johnny Bull, whose dramatic exit from t] schiool some
time previously came as a severe blow to lis chums, i home-
ward bound from Australia. Many momentous and exciting
incidents come to pass, however, before the burly 2nd anod-
natured Removite rejoins his schooifel i there are
unparalleled scenes of revelry and rejo notae CRag™
on the red-letrer day,

“WHEN JOHNNY COMES MARCHING HOME!"

“THE GREYFRIARS HERALD!"

Those who have taken i our famous little journal For any
length of time will know that Havry Wharton & Co., the
most popular schoolboy h ever created, produce an
amateur magaz e among th ves, known locally as

“THE GREYFRIARS HERALD!"”

Extracts from this laughable liti

appear in our storics; but I mn sure my cinms would L

delighted to have a complete issue set before them. The
may obtain this superb treat by puichasing a copy of the

SPLENDID SPRING NUMBER

of our companion paper, the * Gem ™ Library, on sale this
Wednesday. A free copy of *The Greviriars ITerald”
easily detachable, is included with the long. complete sch
tale of Tom Merry & Co., anud all lovers of the * Magnet
will fairly revel in this delightful schoolboys’ weekly.

A stirring serial story by Fisher T. Fish, a humorous poemn
by Frank Nugent, and a brightly-written Editorial by Harry
Wharton, are a few of the fine array of features which © Tie
Greyfriars Herald ' contains; and every one of my chums
should order his copy of the **Gem' Library at once, fo
avoid what will otherwise be a grievous disappointment,

Apart from “The Greyiriars Herald,'" the magnificent
story of Tom Merry & Co. is an absolute masterpicce, and
will create a considerable sensation in all circles, being one
of the most powerfully-written varns of modern times.

This Wednesday's great issue of the “Gem' Libravy
will be the first Special Double Number our companicn
paper has had for some time, and I want all my chums to
appreciate this fact by recommending that great feast -of
reading-matter to all their friends. And whatever vou do.
don't forget to secure a ecopy of * The Greyfriars Herald.”

You will have the treat of your lives!

e journal occasionally

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
A, C.—The story you mention appeared in the © Dread-
nought” a short time ago. hope it will refresh your
memory. .

A, Al i Bootle).—1
must apelogise for not re
plring to your letter. [
am unable to answer all

vour questions  in this
column. If vou will let me
have wour address, T will

repiv in full.  Thank rou
for  your praise of the
“Alapnet” and “ Chuckles.”

“ An Affectionate Reader 7 (Richmond).—The finest tale of
its kind I can recommend sine “ Bob Cherry’s Barring Out.”
is * Barred Out,”" a story of Rookwood School, which appeared
in ¥ The Boys' Friend ™ a week or two back. Whilst on the
subject, I may say that the school stories at present appearing
in * The Bosrs" Friend " are well worth reading, since they
are written by a mau who has a keen eye for every side of
school life,

Robert H. Morgan (Holvhead).—Your poem is not at all
bad for a boy of thirteen, but the metre is at fault in wauy
places. Try again.

Ethel Brace (Forfar).—I will bear vour suggestion in mind.
Many thauks for your loyalty!

“ Bab " {London, L.}.—A st
will appear at some future date,

on the lines vou suggest

Dest wishes !

E. D Wells, 156. Bals: Heath Road, Balsall Heath,
Birmingham, wishes to establish a * Magnet 7 Club in his
district.

“The Lion 8
full pernus
Will the following reas
their kind letters ai
" Ewins (Bristol); €. Klein (lorquay); Charles B. Mills
ampton!; Dorothy Pidgeon (Kingston); T. Williams
; Harry G, Oughton; Seven Staunch Gemites ™
ter); **An Australian 1 Ivor How A
«dham); J. Nappin and Chums {(New York

der”; L. Waldock (Cambridge): and
' (Golders Green)

setal (lub ™

(3 v).—Vou certainly have riv
em  in your jour

t my Lest thank

s for

anchest
w Gemite

I'. Lester on); A Carlisle Reader”; William
Vaughan (Wandswerth); " Two Magnetites (Huil};
= Buniee " (Merth; v Girl Reader” (Sydenham); V.
Sedgley (Kingston); Miss Kathleen Tredrea (Auckland):
“The Heralds " (Liverpcoli; Oliver Plumb, and H. M. S,
{Broc ;

A. & E. (Toronto). =You may certainly send an annial

subseriprion to the “Gem " and * Magnet” direct to tlis
office. Glad yvou like the Talbot Farns.

Pegzy [1.—You strike me as being a very spirited awl
enthusiastic supporter of the ** Gem ™ and its brother-journals,
and as such I wish vou good luck in all your undertakings.
1 admirs vour patrictic principle

S Quili-driver " {North Bermnondsey). - Thank you for your
letter. At the mme vou wrote, * The Boys' Friend 77 was 1ot
a companion paper. and I was therefore not responsible for
the features you mention. You will see that Master Carlton
has amply apologised for his folly. and his unfortunate cam-
paign against the “ Gem ™ is now a thing of the past.

“Dilwyn." —I congratulate you on vour efforts to populari-e
the companion papers in Wales. Your good wishes are heartily
reciprocated.

W. Allen & I.. Redfern (Cheshire).—You are right in vour
conjecture. The Form in question contains about forty
fellows.

G. F. Andersern.—I cannot understand how your previous
letter came to be overlooked, as T make it a practice to answer
all cornmunications which arrive at this office, either through
the post, ur on this page. Eric Kildare, George Darrel. and
James Monteith are the names you require.

Printed and Publisbed by the Proprietors at The Flestway House, Farri
ellington, N.
bury, Subscription, 7s. per samum. Saturday, April 17th, 1915,

Gotch, Ltd, Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, and
Johannes

on Street,‘ro'n.don, England. Agents tor Australia: Gordon &
; tor South Africa: Central Nowlghnlq, Lid., Ospe Town and



No. 375, THE “MAGNET” LIBRARY,

MAGNET
READERS!!!

SUPPORT YOUR EDITOR IN
His GREAT NEW VENTURE'!

The Grand Issue Out To-day contains:

“THE SLACKERS

A Magnificent Long Complete School Tale of

JIMMY SILVER & Co0O.
By OWEN CONQUEST.

Make OUR New COMPANION
PAPER A STUPENDOUS SUCCESS!

BUY A COPY
TO-DAY ! 1!




v THE “MAGNET" LIBRARY.

=« NOW ON SALE!

THREE GRAND NEW ADDITIONS TO

The “Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.

B . T e o o i e i a atale b SIS P S ol Sb i S o o o

No. 295.

SEHE" -MAILED FIST !

A great war story. By JOHN TREGELLIS.
No. 296.

‘"THE TENDERFOOT!”

A splendid adventure story. By CECIL HAYTER.
No. 287.

“HE WOULD GO TO SCHOOL!”

A magnificent story of school life, By ROBERT MURRAY.

NOW ON SALE!

EVERYBODY'S
FAVOURITE
CHARACTERS
IN ONE BOOK -

THE PENNY POPULAR

OUT TO-DAY.
—SEXTON BLAKE

Detective

TOM MERRY & CO.

The Famous Schoolboys

JACK, SAM, & PETE

The Great Adventiurers

3 GRAND, LONG
COMPLETE TALES.




