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\ The Fifth-Form master gazeﬁubiauki}f at the »:ii};_heveiled, crlmaﬂﬁ,_g_a_sﬁiﬁngi_rth-Furm_er. “Coker! "lr"f’hat Is
the meaning of this?" (See Chapt:r §5.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. greater interest, the bamkn{ite he had taken out of tl‘lln::i
: i} letter. On that banknote the magic figure * £10 " cou

“ , Extraur.din.:r}'i be seen. It was no wonder that the manner of Coker’s
OMETHING very special " said Coker. study-mates was kind, considerate, and respectful. They
Coker of the Fifth spoke thoughtfully. He was watched Coker with affectionate solicitude; they hung
looking thoughtful. That remark was, in fact, upon the words that fell from his lips, as though those

the outcome of several minutes’ deep reflection. words were pearls of great wisdom.
Coker's study-mates, Potter and Greene, looked bright Never had their feelings of friendship for Coker been
and anticipative.  They were watching Coker’s face. so deep and sincere. At that moment, they would have
They were watching, too, the letter in his hand, which he done anything for Coker. They were prepared to let

had just been reading. They were watching, with still him read cut the letter from his Aunt Judy, if he liled.
No.3 T. Copyrizht Ia tha Ualted States of Am:zrica, Soptember 18th, 1918.
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“ Very special I repeated Potter.

“Very!” said Greene, rubbing his hands. ‘

“It's a half-holiday te-morrow,” said Coker, looking
it them thoughtfully.

“ 8o it 1s,” said Potter, with a nod.

The next day was Wednesday, which was always a
half-holiday at Greyfriars. But Potter was ready to
regard Coker’s statement as a new and original discovery.

“ (ouldn't have happened better,” said Coker.

“It couldn’t, old chap!”

* Luckily, I'm in funds,” went on Coker.
Judy has sent me a tenner, too.

“ And Aunt
Money won't be short.”

“{iood old auntie!” murmured Potter, in deep
appreciation.
“We'd better talk it over,” continued Coker. " Under

the circumstances, it’s got to be something very special
indeed.”

“Rely on us, old chap,” said -Greene.

Coker nodded.

“Yes, I depend on you fellows to back me up. With
this teuner, and the few quid I had left, we shall have
plenty of tin. And I don't care if there isn’t twopence
left, so long as the celebration is worthy of the occasion.”

Potter and Greene simply grinned with delizht. With
themselves, as it happened, money was Lig?lt. That
]m‘}pencd with them not infrequently; indeed, carpmg
fellows had been heard to remark thai it accounted for
a lot of their great regard for Horace Coker. But that
was a libel. Coker was a fellow you couldn’t help liking,
if only you knew how to get on with him.
necessary to let him have his own way in everything, and
to listen to him as to an oracle; in fact, to give him his

head generally. Then Coker was quite easy to get on
with.

There was no doubt whatever that Potter and Greene
would help Coker, to the very best of their ability, to
spend his tenner, and the few quid he had in addition.
They were prepared to devote the whole of the half-
holiday mnext day to that noble purpose.  Friendship
could go no further than that.

Their thoughts were already busy. Potter was think-
ing of a motor-car trip—the car to be stood by Coker—
with a whacking picnic—also to be stood by Coker. He
already pictured in his mind several other attractive
items—to be stood by Coker. Getting rid of that tenner,
in fact, would be quite easy, if only they put their minds
into it. That they were ready to do.

“First and foremost,” resumed Coker, “there will he
a fecd—something on a rather lavish scale.”

*“ Hear, hear!”

" No blessed stale buns from the school shop. I think
I'd better give an order at the bumshop in Courtfield;
the best they can supply, and plenty of it.”

“You do have such ripping ideas, Coker, old man!"
said Potter admiringly.

“You see, it's a special occasion,” said Coker. “At a
time like this, the least a chap can do is to show his
nppreciation of the way the C:}F{mics are backing us up
arainst the Huns.”

Potter stared. Greene rubbed his nose,

" The—the Colonies!” said Potter.’

“Yes; Canada, for example.”

" Kik-kik-Canada !”

" Certainly !"

Potter wondered whether it was softening of the brain.
He had sometimes suspected that Horace Coker was
subject to it. What the Colonies, Canada, for example,
had to do with a feed on an extra lavish scale in Coker’'s
study, was a deep mystery which Potter and Greene could
not fathom.

“You know how splendidly the Canadians have done,”
sitld Coker. " They saved the day when the British line
was in danger of being broken, through those filthy
Huns using poison gas! Any fellow who isn't proud of
the Canadians is a Hun himself.”

" Ye-c-es,” agreed Potter. * They—they were ripping!
Topping ! But about that feed 4

" Yes, keep to the point, old chap,” said Greene.

Coker rtared.
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“That’s the point, isn't it?"” he demanded.

“That—that 157" stammertd Greene.

“Of course.”

“Oh,” said Potter, *“ we—we're going to have that feed
in honour of the Canadians saving the British line?”

“It's rather late in the day,” said Greene. *“ But it’s a
good idea. In fact, if vou like, Coker, we’ll have another
celebration in honour of the Australians. They've done
magnificently at the Ilardanelles, you know.”

“ Now that’s what I call a good suggestion,” said Potter
heartily. “ And if the tin will run to it, we’ll celebrate
the New Zealanders in the same way. ~The New
Zealanders have shown splendid pluck, vou know; simply
splendid !

Coker wasn't listening. His
wrinkled in thought again.

“ A first-class feed,” he said. “That's a chief item.
But there must be something a bit more striking than
that; something very special.”

" What about a run in a car?” asked Potter.

“Eh! That wouldn't be any good.”

“0Oh, well a big picnie!”

Coker shook his head.

“I was thinking of the school cadet corps turning out,”
he said.

Again Potter wondered if it was softening of the brain.

“The school cadet corps!”™ he murmured.

“Wha-a-at for?” asked Greene.

“For a grand reception,” said Coker.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Drawn up under arms in the Close,” said Coker,
warming to his subject. ‘' Flags flying, you know.”

“Flags!” said Potter faintly.

“ And some musie,” said Coker,

“ Munm-mum-music !"’

“Yes; something or other playing the Maple Leaf for
Ever, you know. Then we shall want somebody at the
head of the reception—somebody important. Better ask

expansive brow was

our Form-master. Old Prout’s patriotic. He'll do it.”

* B-b-b-but i

T
Lk

‘nd cheers from the whole school!” said Colker. “A

really striking reception from all Greyfriars”
“But—but is somebody coming?” gasped Potter

dazedly. '
{‘oker snorted.

“Your Aunt Judy?” asked Greene.
“You silly auss!” said Coker. “ Do you think I should

want old Prout and the cadet corps to turn out to meet
my Aunt Judy?”

“ Then—then what's the little rame?” stuttered Potter.
“What the thunder 4

“You fellows will put your best bib and tucker on,”
continued Coker, unheeding. “None of your spotty
collars to-morrow, Greene.”

“Why, I—you—"

" And you get a decent necktie for once, Potter.”

“What's the matter with my necktie?” demanded
I'otter indignantly.

“ And put on your toppers, of course, and brush ’em,”
sald Coker. * Your topper looks like a busby as often as
not, Greene.”

“Why, you ass

“We must get Prout to take the lead; he's an imposing
old johnny, and will do it a treat,” said Coker. *“ You
agree with that?”

“Yes—no—we—you—that is " gaid DTotter, in =&
dazed state.

“I'll go and speak to him at once,” said Coker,
“Nothing like striking the iron while it’s hot.”

Coker strode to the door.

“ But what " gasped Potter

“But what " yelled Greeae,

But Coker was gone. His heavy footsteps died away
down the passage, and Potter and Greene were left to
themselves, staring at one another. Potter tapped his
forehead significantly.

“I always thought it was comine,” he said,
come !

And Greene agreed that it had undoubtedly come.
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“Welcome, my young friend,” shld Mr. Sﬁanks, turn]ng a rather pﬁziled look on Skinner, *' Those features—I

have seen them before.”

“1 was looking on the other day when you were flred out of the theatre,” sald Skinner.

(See Chapler 7.)

s ——— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Little To> Lofty!
HE surprisefulness is terrific "

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian member
of the Greyfriarsa Remove, made that remark as
he came into No. 1 Study.

It was tea-time in No. 1 Stady. Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent had a festive spread on their hospitable
board. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Squiff were
there, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had just arrived—
a little late.

There was a grin upon the dusky face of the Nahob of
Bhanipur, and he looked also a little perplexed.

“Where does the surprisefulness come in, my coloured
tulip?” asked Bob Cherry. * Has somebedy told vou that
your English isn’'t the variety thal is spoken by the
nobility and gentry?”

“It is the proceedfulness of the esteemed Coker,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh., *“The amazefulness 1is
oreat [

“Oh, Coker!” said all the juniors together.

Their tone implied that they weren't surprised at any-
thing Coker did. They had left off being surprised at
Coker of the Fifth,

Tue Macxer Lasrary.—No, 397,
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“But what is the latest proceedfulness, which causes
the terrific surprisefulness and amazefulness?” asked Bob.

“ Our Cokerful friend must be off his esteemed onion!”
said Hurree Singh. “1I have heard the remarkfulness of
the august Potter and Greene. They are talking to some
of the esteemed Fifth, and they say that Coker's onion
is completely off. He is going to stand a feasfful feed
in his study to celebrate the victory of the Canadiana,
which occurfully happened some time ago, and he wish-
fully desires to call out the school cadets.”

“Great Scott!”

“What on earth for?” asked Harry Wharton,

“That is a deep mystery, and the esteemed Potter fears
that Coker’s esteemed onion is rocky. I hear too that
Coker has been to Wingate, our esteemed captain, about
it. Wingate has refusefully declined to call out the
cadets.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The esteemed Coker is ratty, and he called Wingate
names, and the august Wingate chased him out of his
study with a cricketful bat, so Skinner says i

“Good egz! Bravo, Wingate !”

“Then the great Coker spoke to the cadets himself, and
asked them to come out to-marrow, ignoring the esteemed
Wingate. He offered to captamn them himself.”

A Orand, Long, Complato Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANHK HICHARDS.
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“ And they replied ruefully and rougnfully, h":‘ll{l
Hurree Singh, * and Courtney of the Sixth has a ewolien
nose, and Coker has a bump on his head.”

“ (Coker's on the warpath again,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“But what on earth’s the little game?”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his dusky head.

“I do mnot know, only that Coker has received a
tennerful note from his august aunt, and is rollfully flush
with money. The probablefulness is that he 1s off his
csteemed rocker.”

There was a heavy tread in the passage.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's coming here!
Bob Cherry. 1 |

There was no mistaking that tread. Only Coker'’s
heavy feet could have made the Remove passage ring
in that way. _ _

Harry Wharton & Co. looked towards the door, with
anticipation. Hurree Singh’s account of Cokers
mysterious “ proceedfulness © had interested them. If
Coker was coming to No. 1 Study on the warpath they
were quite ready to see him. They had no objection to
chasing him out with a bat, if that was what he wanted.

The door bumped open, and the great Coker appeared.
He looked a little flushed and excited. Matters had
apparently not been going prosperously with Horace
Uoker.

“ Hallo, hallo. halle!” said Bob Cherry aflably.
you vome to tea, {oker®=" _

Coker snorted. When Coker was angry or excited he
had a snort like a war-horse. ) .

“1 don't generally come to tea with fags!” replied
Coker. .

“What I like about Coker”
wdmiringly, “is his polished manner.
wn't 1t e

“I’'ve come here,” said Coker, " to speak to you kids.
I've just seen Wingate. Wingate's a fool!”

“Then there were a pair of you!” remarked Frank
Nugent.

“ And Wingate wasn't the biggest one!” remarked
Johnny Bull. o

“Pon't give me any of your cheek,” said Coker,
breathing hard. “I've had enough check from those
dummies in the Sixth. I'm not standing any from fage
in the Lower Fourth. Mind that!”

“Is that what you've come here to tell us, Coker:
asked Harry Wharton politely. )

“No. There's something I want you to do for me.

if Gh |_!'!

The juniors could unot help
ippurently come to ask a favour.
4 faveur was certainly remarkable.

“ (o ahead,” said Bob Cherry encouragingly. * Always
pleased to do anything for you kids in the I"ifth, Coker.
You want some help with your lessons?”

Coker made a movement towards Bob as he asked that
humorous question. Coker was not great in class, but
he was not likely to ask aesistance in lescons from the
juniors of the Remove., He restrained himeelf, however,

“0Or vou want some tips about cricketr” suggested
Squiff. "“If that's it, rely on us. We'll teach you how
to hold a bat 5

“You checky sweep !” _ | .

“ And how 4o bowl withoul braininge anw nf: t}l{- field,”
said Squiff. It won't be easy, but we’ll do it

Coker looked at Sampson Quincy Iffloy IMield as if he
would eat him,

“Or if it's vour stage club that's in diffieulties we'll
rally round.” eaid Nugent., “We'll give vou some tips
about acting, Coker. You need them.”

“T den't want any of vour rot!” reoared Coker. 17l
tell vou what I want, I've asked Wingate 1o cull out
the schonl cadets to-morrow for the reception. My
cousin’'s coming. Wingate won’t do it.”

“{io hon!”

“Ton had!” snid Wharton sympatheticallyv. * Did you
explain to Wingate that your cousin was comingr”

“Of course [ did.”

“ And he refused:”

vi '&'WIII
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“Then I can't understand it,” said Wharton, with a
shake of the head. " Wingate can’t know how important
your cousin is. I suppose he is important—being your
cousin, he must be something wut of the common. But
I'll tell you what. Why not telephone to Wapshot

Camp——"
“Ehe
“And ask them to

Territorials?"

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Coker breathed hard.

“1 haven't come here to lick you, Wharton.”

" How lucky—for you!”

“My cousin’s cﬂm;ng to-morrow, and naturally I want
to have a striking reception. I expect all Greyfriars to
rally round.”

The Removites stared at Coker. That the great Horace
had an enormous opinion of himeelf they were aware.
But that he should expect all Greyfriars to rally round
because his cousin was coming was surprising, even from
Coker.

“Wingate won't call out the cadets for the occasion,”
gaid Coker. " T’'ve had some words with him. I told him
James would like it. He said James could go and eat
coke. I told him what I thoarht of him. Then I tried
the cadets, and there was trouble. They're all fools.
Courtney won't be able to use his nose to smell with for
some time, though.”

“Is there anvthing special about your cousin, besides
being vour cousin?” Squiff inquired. *Of course, that's
rather special. But is there anything elset”

“Of course there is, you young duffer!” said Coker.
“It'e my cousin from Canada.”

“Is that very special?”

“He's a Canadian. He'’s in the Canadion contingent,
and he may come in khaki,” said Coker. * Now do you
understand

“Oh!” said the jumiors.

The mystery of Coker's extraordinary * proceedful-
ness " was &xplained at last. They admitted that Coker
had a right to be a little excited over a visit from his
cousin, if that cousin was in the Canadian contingent.”

“He lives in Alberta,” esaid Coker. “That's in
Canada.”

“(io hon!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were quite aware that Alberta
was in Canada, and they were really not In need of
geographical instruction from Coker.

“Some of his pals were done in by the poison gas,”
said Coker, "and he's coming over to lend a hand at
making those filthy Huns squirm for it. Well, he's
coming over here to-morrow—some time in the afternoon—
and there's going to be a f{irst-rate celebration. "Tain’t
every chap at Greyfriars who's .got a cousin in the
contingent, I can tell you. But Wingate won't call out
the cadets for a grand reception. As I think 7 men-
tioned, he's a foel. He said James wouldn't like to be
aquyed like that. Thinks it would be guymng him. Silly
a=s, you knew!”

“Good old James!”
call him * Jin "7

“Let me ecatch vou calling him Jim, and I'll warm
you!” said Coker. *Now, as Wingate won't call out the
senior cadets—hbeing a fool, as I've mentioned—it's
occurred to me to have the junior cadets out.”

“Oh!”

“Rifles and marching kit, aud so on,” =aid Coker. *Of
course, your junier cadct bizney i= all rot. 1 know that.
But i1t's better than nothiuge. And, as I shall take
command, I'll =ee that vou don't moke fools of
vourselves.”

" *You will, by gum!”

“Yes. Now, I want vou to turn out this evening for
some practice,.so that I can zet vou into something like
order,” sald Coker. *“ Then you won't be so likely to
fall over one another’s feet and play the giddy poat
cenerally to-morrow afternoon at the reception. See?”

“By Jove!”

“OFf course, 1t's an honour for vou,” said Coker, *and
I don't know what my Cousin James will think of bheing
received by a gang of silly fags, DBut, as I said, it's
better than nothing.”

send

over a battalionm of

said Squiff. “TI suppose we can
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

1“ What are you cackling at?"” demanded Coker, with a
glare.

" The juniors roared.

“You've got such a nice way of asking a favour!”
gasped Bob Cherry. * You make a fellow feel that he'd
do anything for you—I don’t think!"

“The don’t-thinkfulness is terrific!”

“'Nuff said!"” said Coker autocratically.
can you turn out for practice?”

Harry Wharton retlected.

:‘ ;.E’thrit about February 30th?" he asked.

“Or about the date of the Greek Kalends?” suggested
Johnny Bull.

“ Look here——"

“Do you see the door, Coker, old scout?”

“Bh—yes! I see it. Why?"

“Would you mind getting on the other side of it

“ And shutting it after your” added Nugent.

“I don’t want any cheek,” said Coker. “I think I've
mentioned that before. I've had enough of that from the
Sixth. Now—"

“I'll tell you what,” said Wharton, “we don't mind
turning out in full force to-morrow afternoon. We'll do
it, on one condition.”

“I don’t make conditions with fags,” said Coker. * But
you can go on.”
“Thanks!
ﬁrass, and don’t chip in or say a single word.

ave a silly ass bothering us!”

“You young idiot! I shall take command, of course.”

“Then it’s no go! Good-bye!”

“Fare thee well!” said Bob Cherry.
after you, Coker."”

“If you're asking for a hiding, I'm feeling just inclined
to give vou one!"” roared Coker.

“Go ahead!”

“ Are you goingr"

“No, you're going | said Wharton. “ We give you one
minute to get out of the study! I'll time you, mind "

“(On your neck or on your feet—just as you like!” said
Squiff.

“Time up!

“Now, when

L

The condition is that you koer{ off the
Ve can’t

“Shut the door

Now—— Yarooh!” roared Wharton, as

Coker suddenly rushed on him. *“Yow-ow! Leggo, you
wild lunatic! Rescue! Yah!”
Coker's patience was exhausted. He yanked the

captain of the Remove out of his chair, and was pro-
ceeding to administer punishment, when the whole Co.
piled on him. Coker discovered—as he had discovered
geveral times before in dealing with the Famous Five—
that he had bitten off more than he could masticate.

The juniors closed on him, and hands grasped him on
all sides.

“ Chuck him out!"” roared Bob Cherry.

“Hurray!”

Crash !

“ Oh, crumbs!" stuttered Coker, as he landed in the
assage. “Oh, my hat! I'11—I'1 Yow-ow-ow "

“Now, come 1 and have some more!” shouted
Wharton.

“Groooh! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Gimme that batl”

“ TLeave off, you young villain!” shrieked Coker. * Oh,
my hat! EKeep that bat away! I'll pulverise you.
I'll Oh, lor’! Oh, crikey '™

Coker fairly ran. There were half a dozen bats and
stumps at work on him at once, and Coker realky could
not stand it. He fled down the passage. Skinner of the
Remove was on the landing, and he burst into a yell
of laughter. The next moment he yelled in quite a
different manner as the great Coker smote him.
~“ After him!"” roared Johnny Bull

The Removites rushed in hot pursuit. Coker, leaving
Skinner velling on the floor, went down the stairs three
at a time. His visit to No. 1 Study had not been a
BUCCESS.

Harry Wharton & Co. returned, breathless, to the
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study. They did not see anything more of Horace Coker,
Apparently, the great Horace had abandoned the idea of
calling out the junior cadets for the great reception.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Great Wheeze Going Begging!

OUSIN JAMES was a general topic at Greyfriars that
C evening.
Nobody seemed to have heard of Coker’s
Canadian cousin before, but he was very much
heard now.

Coker had not received much encouragement in his
scheme of grand reception. Coker was lacking in tact.

The fellows all agreed that Coker’s Canadian cousin
was probably a ripping fellow. He was coming over to
ficht for the Old Country against the FPrussian bar-
barians, and that showed that he was a good sort. They
agreed that Coker had every right to be proud of him,
and that it was a feather in anybody’s cap to have a
relation in the Canadian contingent.

But Coker had not gone the right way to work.

Coker was too hith-handed. Coker prided himself on
having a heavy hand with fags; he said 1t was his
system. But the fags could hardly be expected to like or
approve his system.

Coker was receiving plenty of support in his own study.
Potter and Greene were backing him up, having been
enlichtened as to the reasons for Coker's curious pro-
ceedings, and being relieved of their fears that it was
softening of the brain. DBut it was certain that the
school cadets wouldn’t turn out under arms, under the
high command of Coker. Neither senior nor junior cadets
had the slightest desire or intention to do so.

But it was learned that Coker’s Form-master, Mr.
Prout of the Fifth, had consented to receive the distin-

tished visitor with becoming ceremony. Mr. Prout had
a gift for making little speeches, and he was quite pre-

ared to make a little speech on the occasion of the visit
of Coker’'s Canadian cousin.

The distinguished visitor was coming by the four
o'clock train to Friardale, so all Greyfriars learned.
Coker had booked a car from the Courtfield garage to
go to the station and meet him. Coker did everything in
style.

j{ri‘ukr:-r's regard for his cousin was really creditable, as
Cousin James was quite a stranger to him. Coker’s uncle
had settled in Canada years before Coker was born, and
Cousin James had been born there. It was his first visit
to England, as Coker explained, and Coker meant to
make a good impression upon him. Bob Cherry expressed
a hope that the Canadian variety of Coker was superior
to> the home-grown article.

“We’'ll give him a cheer, anyway,” Bob remarked, in
the junior common-room that evenng. “T dare say he's
an awfully good sort, you know, and he can't help Coker
of the Fifth being his cousin. If Coker wasn't such a
thundering ass i

“But he is!” said Nugent.

Skinner of the Remove joined the chums in the
common-room. Skinner was grinning,

“ You've heard about Coker’s cousin?" he asked.

“Yes; a little bit,” said Bob.

“We haven’t heard of anything else lately,” said
Wharton. “Is there any more news about him? Has
Coker engaged the orchestra from the Courtfield Theatrs
Roval to play him into the school?”

Skinner chuckled.

“No: but I've been thinking. It’s about time that
Coker was taken down a peg or two, and this 1s the
time " -

Wharton shook his head.

“ Not while his counsin’s here, Skinner. Coker's every
kind of an ass, but we’'ll give him a rest while Cousin
James is here.”

“But that's the chance,” urged Skinner.
that Coker has never seen his cousin before.”

ok Hﬂ'etl?ﬂ

“Sp he won't know him by sight.”

“ Naturally, as he’s never seen him.
driving at?”

“1t seocins

What are you
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“The cousin’s coming by the four train,” went em
Skinner. “ Well, suppose he arrived earlier?”

“ Eh—why should her”

“It's a jape, of course. If you fellows like to raise
a quid, 1’1l arrange the biggest jape we've ever played on
the howling idiot!”

“Quids are scarce in these hard times, my son,” said
Bob Cherry, “and we don’t want to jape Coker
to-morrow.”

" But it's the catch of the =scason,” urged Skinner.
“I've been thinking it out. Coker don’t know his cousin
from Adam. Suppose a chap came in early to-morrow
afternoon—a chap in big boots, and a slouch hat, and so
forth—and called himself Coker’s cousin H

“ What !

“ Coker don't know anything about him, excepting that
he's a big chap,” said Skinner. * Well, I know where to
ret a big chap who'd play the part. Think what a high
old time he could give Coker—scoffing the feed, you know,
and =

Wharton shook his head again,

“It's a good wheeze,” he admitted ; “ and Coker’s been
asking for it. But we don't want to rag while the
Canadian cousin is here.”

“No. Must draw a line somewhere;” said Bob Cherry.

“You mean you don’t want to whack out the quid,”
growled Skinner. *“The man I know would do it for a
quid, and he’s an actor.”

“We mean what we say,” said Harry Wharton “If it
were anybody else, I'd lend a hand at once. But (oker’s
cousin is a Canadian soldier, and we don’t want to jape
him. Let it drop!”

“Rats!” said Skinner. “I'm not going to let it drop!”

* Now, look here, Skinner £

“Bow-wow !” said Skiuner,
evidently full of his new idea.

skinner was a humorist ; and, besides, he had not for-
geliten the mighty smite Coker had given him in the
llemove passage an hour or twa ago.

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“I don’t like the idea,” said Wharton uneasily, *“1It
would be funny, but B

" Bad form,” said Johnny Bull.

“But we can’t stop Skinner, I suppose.”

“ Skinner will stop fast enough 1f he has to raise the
quid himself,” grinned Bob Cherry.

But Skinner was not easily stopped. Skinner did not
mean to waste the mental efforts he had expended on
thinking out that wheeze. Certainly, Skinner had no
intention of squandering his own money on it; Skinner
was very careful with his money. But he hoped to find
other humerists who had a little cash to spare. He
had no difficulty in finding plenty of fellows who were
“up against Coker.”  He started with Fisher T. Fish,
the American junior. He found that youth nursing a
thick ear—a present from Coker of the g’ifth.

“I guess I'll make potato-scrapings of that galoot
Coker, one of these days,” Fish confided to Skinner. “I'll
teach him to thump the years of a free American citizen.
I wits simply remarking, sir, that some day Canada would
be annexed to'the Yew-nited States, and he heard me, and
gave me a sockdolager—a regular sockdolager. Look at
my year!”

“Serve you right!” said Skinner. *I—I mean, like his
cheek ! Fishy, old man, I've got a scheme for making
him sit up to-morrow."”

“I guess I'm on,” said Fish eagerly.
['m your antelope.”

“There’s a chap in Courtfield,” said Skinner. “ Chap
named Montgomery Snooks. He's an actor, and he's
icen sacked from the theatre for getting squifiy. Well, I
came ucross him the other day, and he’s hard up. What
do you think of the idea of rigging him up in big boots
and a slouck hat, and planting him on Coker as his
cousin from Canada?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Fish.

“Good 1den—what?” grinned Skinner.

“ First chop!” said Fish gleefully. *“ Coker don't know
his Canadian cousin by sight. Ha, ha, ha! Why, the
fellow could play him no end of a game; especially if he
cotres here squiffy. Ha, ha, ha!”

“ It would work,” said Skinner.
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“Work like a charm!” said Fish. *“OQh, my hat!
IHa, ha, ka! What a lark on Coker!” ;

“The chap would do it for a tip,” said Skinner. “ He'd
do aF:iFF;hiﬂg for a tip. I could arrange it with him for
i quid.

" You couldn’t spend your quid better,” said Fisher T.
Fish heartily. “I wish you luck, old chap.”

“Ahem! I—I wasn't thinking of my quid. I mean,
I'm rather short of tin. War-time, you know. I'm
thinking of raising the tin—ahem !—among the fellows,
and I thought you—"

* Eh?"

“If you'd like to stand half—"

"I guess I don’t think it’s much of a jape after all,”
suid Fisher T. Fish. “I don’t calculate it would work,
nnyhﬁw. Skuse me; I guess I've got to get on with my
prep.

“I say, Fish =

But Fishy was gone.

Skimner gave a discontented grunt, and looked for
another victim. He found Billy Bunter, the Owl of the
Remove.

“I've been looking for you, Bunter,” began Skinner,

Bunter blinked at him through his big glasses.

“Well, here I am,” he said. ‘' The fact 13, I wanted to
speak to you, Skinner. I've been disappointed about a
pestal-order.”

“ What?”

“It’s owing to this blessed war, you know,” explained
Bunter. * My postal-order has heen delayed—"

“Have the Germans captured the Post Office?” asked
Skinner sarcastically. “You can go and eat coke!”

“I say, Skinney, old.chap—""

Skinner walked away. He was not looking for a
chance to cash Billy Bunter’s celebrated postal-order in
advance.

He interviewed Hazeldene next: but Hazel wanted to
borrow half-a-crown from him. He tried Bulstrode: but
Bulstrode was stony. He tackled Bolsover major, who
chuckled gleefully at the bare idea of that ripping joke
on Coker, but had a sudden engagement elsewhere when
Skinner came to the question of cash.

“Well, of all the rotters!” murmured Skinner.
the joke of the season, and it's geoing bepging.
rotters!”

Skinner was so sct on that preat joke that he waa
actually tempted to use his own cash for the purpose.
But he stopped short of that heroic extreme. He felt
that that would be carrying the joke too far. So the
areat wheeze still went begging.

“It's
Mean

TIE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Encouragement]
b CALL it rotten !
Thus Coker,
There was a frown upon the brow of Horace
Coker. Matters did not seem to be going entirely
to the satisfaction of the great Horace.

Potter and Greene looked sympathetic,
concealed their smiles,

“Hotten !” repeated Coker, with emphasis. Coker stood
on the study hearthrug, with his hands driven into his
trousers-pockets, laying down the law as usual. *To-
morrow*my cousik’s coming, and nobody seems to care
a tuppenny rap.”

“ Rotten!” murmured Potter,

“A chap in the Canadian contingent,” said Coker
warmly. *“Now, you know what the Canadians did.
They saved the British line, when those disgustinge Huns

were using the poison gas! They stood Ep to 1t, and
saved the situation;

They mnobly

General French himself said so.
Now, if they hadn’t saved the line, the line would have
been broken.”

That statement appeared incontrovertible to Potter and
(Gireene, and they did not seek to controvert it.  Potter
repressed a desire to ask Coker whether he had worked
that out in his head. It was no time for jokes.

“If the line had been broken,” resumed Coker, * the
filthy Huns would have come on; they've got plenty of
pluck when they're four or five to ome. The line once
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broken, nur fellows might have heen shoved right back,
and the Huns might have taken Calais.”

“They might,” agreed Potter. “1I hardly think they'd
have got quite as far as that, but they might.”

“Taken Calais,” repeated Coker. “Then they would
have worked that dodge of laying mines in the Channel
to keep our Fleet off, and sneaked their boats across some
dark nicht and landed in England. Then, if they'd done
that, and if they'd got enough Huns landed, and if our
men weren’t there to stop them, they'd have taken Dover
and marched on London.”

“What a lot of “ifs 7!” murmured Potter.

“(reyfriars being in Kent, we should have scen the
Huns quite early. They're dead nuts on schools and
churches and cathedrals and things; they always set lire
to them first. Greyfriars wou'ld have been burned to the
ground,”

“(Oh, dear!”

“So you see how it is,” said Coker. * The Canadians
saved Grevfriars from being burned to the ground. And
vet here’s my Canadian cousin coming to-morrow, and the
schoo! cadets won't turn out.”

“Too bad!”" murmured Greene. “1I had no idea of the
awfn! danger we had so narrowly escaped, Coker.”

Coiter  looked at Greene rather suspiciously.
UGreene was as grave as a judge.

“Naturally, I expected the whole school to rally round
and back me up,” said Coker. “ The school cadets under
arms wonld have made a good impreszion. I think
Wingate might have agreed if I'd let him take the lead.
But, of eourse, I told him that the command would have
to be entirely in my hands. Under the circumstances, I
couldn't say less.”

* Ahem !”

“And those Memove kids were simply cheeky when I
told them I'd make them do, as being hetter than
nothing,” added Coker.

“You put things so nicely!” murmured Potter,

“SBo the cadets are off—quite off,” said Coker. "It
would have made a splendid impression, and showed
James that we're not all asleep in the Old Country. DBut
that's all off, and I call it rotten!”

“There's the feed!” hinted Potter.

Coker nodded.

“Yes, the feed will be a suceess. I've sent an order to
the hunshop for the best they can provide, and plenty of
it-ll

“Hear, hear!” said Potter and Greene.

“ And old Prout’'s going to make James a speech,” said
Coker. “ British flag, Old Countrv in peril, Colonies
rallying to the rescue, hands across the sea, and all that.
The Fifth Form will stand round and cheer.”

“Will they:" said Greene doubtfully.

“They will!” said Coker, with emphasis. “ After
James 15 gone, I shall make 1t a special point to talk to
any chap who doesn’t cheer, and ask him to have the
gloves on with me.”

FOh !

“The scene,” said Coker, * will bhe impressive. I haven’t
been able to engage any musicians, unfortunately, but
British cheers will make the what-do-you-call-it ring !”

“The welkin®" suggested Potter,

“That's it—British cheers will make the welkin ring®”

“What is a welkin®" asked Greene,

“Blessed if I know—that’s the way of putting it,” said
Coker. “Don’t ask idiotic guestions, Greene, old chap.
But that isn’t all. You see, my cousin’'s never heen In
Fngland hefore—he comes straight from  Alberta.
Naturally, he will be interested in seeing British school
life, and we're zoing to show liim somsthing of our school
games, Of course, as a Briton, he’ll be interested in
cricket. Canada ain’t like the States, you know, a
Blessed mixture of every kind of johnny under the sun.
Canada's British—the real genuine article. No 1t stands
to vepson a Canadian wonld like to see something of our
crirket.”

“MThere's no moteh on to-morrow,” said Potter,

“I'm ooine to arrange cne.”

Dbt

“The Tifth Form eleven will turn out,” explained
Coker. “ Under the cireumstances, Blundell will hand me
the captainey for the oceasion,”

"My hat! IHas he snid sor”

“1 haven't asked Inm wet. But as a reasonable chap
he can’t vefuse. You see, I want my consin te see some
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really first-class cricket—the Fifth Form at its very best,
So, of course, 1 must have a hand in it."”

“Oh!"

“We'll play the Shell,” said Coker. “I'll speak to
Hobson about it. There will be tea in the Rag after the
match, and all the cricketers will come—both teams. The
whole thing is going to be done in style.”

3 ]

“1'll go and speak to Blundell about it now,” =aid
Coker. *“1I shall play him in my team, of course. But on
this occasion I shall be captain.”

Coker left the study. Potter smiled., Greene winked
at the ceiling.

They waited for Coker to return, smiling—prepared to
look serious again as he came in. Blundell, the captain
of the Fifth, was a good-natured chap, and he would very
probably have fixed up a match for the entertainment
of the distinguished visitor. But handing on the
captainey to Colker was quite another matter. For Horace
Coker’s cricket was a sight for pods and men and little
fishes.

Doubtless Blundell would play, if politely requested;
but it was pretty certain that, so far from handing the
n:inptai:my to Ceker, he would not even play Coker in the
eleven, .

“Hallo!" murmured Potter suddenly. “ Listen'"

Along the Fifth Form passage came the sound of a
raised voice. It proceeded from Blundell’s study, and it
was the booming voice of Horace Coker. Apparently
Blundell of the Fifth wasn’t listening to reason.

There was the sound of a scuffle shortly afterwards,

Then a door opened violently, and there was a bump
in the passage. Potter winked at Greene, and Greene
winked at Potter.

Coker was coming back.

They composed their faces solemnl
limped a little, and there was a red
his hair was untidy.

“ All serene?” asked Potter blandly.

Coker gasped.

“No. It's not all serene. Blundell’s a fool. You'd
hardly believe it,” said Coker, breathing very hard, “ but
he langhed—laughed in my face—when I proposed
captaining the form eleven to-morrow. And what do
you think he said*”

Potter could guess, but he did not venture to do so,

“He said he wouldn’t even put me in the eleven,” said
Coker, * He said that if my cousin had a taste for funny
cricket, he could go and see it on the cinematograph. He
said he wasn’t going to make that kind of an exhibition
on the ericket-ground here.”

“ D-d-d-did he?” murmured Greene.

“He did! Of course, I punched his head. T couldn't
do less, under the circumstances. Then they chucked me
out,” said Coker. *“Blundell and Bland, you know,
pitched me out of the study. They were quite ratty.”

“We-w-were they:"

“Yes; after my cousin—at least, the Canadians—had
saved Grevfriars from being hurned to the ground,” said
Coker hitterly. * There's gratitude!”

“The ericket-match won't come off, then?” remarked
Potter.

Coker stared.

“Eh! OFf course it will come off!
would ="

“ Ye-es, but-——

“T shall decline to play the Fifth, that’s all. T thsnk
very likely James would be interested in junior cricket,”
explained Coker. I am thinking of arranging a match
between the Shell and the Remove, and I shall eaptain
the Shell. Hobson will stand out.”

“You—you don’t think there may be trouble with
Hohson if you ask him?®"

“Well, Hobson is a reasonable chap. T used to he
chumm¥ with him when I was in the Shell—if he'd had
my bhrains, he'd have passed into the Fifth with me 2

“1f he'd had your Aunt Judy,” murmured Potter,

“What did you say, Potter?”

“Nothing, old chap. Go on”

“0f course, I don't stand a lot of familiarity from a
Shel! fellow now I'm in the Fifih., DBut I shall be civil to
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Iobhy. T'll go and see him after T have bathed my nose.”

Cuker went to bathe his nose.. Potter and Greene did
their preparation, but they suspended that work every
now and then, and listened. They wondered what was
happening in the Shell quarters,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
More Trouble!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came out into the sunny
quad the next morning in a merry mood. Bob
Cherry was propelling Lord Bauleverer aleng by
the collar, The slacker of the Remove had deeided to

stay in bed after the rising-bell. Bob Cherry had decided
that he wouldn’t. DBob had his way. Ile often performed
snch friendly little services for his lordship.

IFor onee, Lord Mauleverer was one of the first down
from the dormitory—Bob Cherry’s powerful grip on his
neck being the cause. .

“Ilere we are again!” said Bob cheerily.
vace you round the Close, Manly.”

Lord Mauleverer groaned.

Wil Dﬂnit !I!

“It will do vou good,” urged Bob., " Now, you run as
fi=t as you can =
“Dh, dear!”

“And I'll run behind you. Every time I get near
enongh I'll give you a thump in the back—see?”

“ Begad!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Coker!”

Bob Cherry released Mauly, who promptly beat a
retreat,

Coker of the Fifth was bearing down on the Removites,
Ilarry Wharton & Co. were prepared for war. They sup-
posed that Coker was secking vengeance for the happen-
ings in No, 1 Study the previous cevening. Iiut Horace
was not on the warpath this time,

“Where did you get-that noser” asked Bob.

“ Never mind my nose,” said Coker. * Look at Blun-
dell's eye, if yon want something to look at. I want to
speak to you kids. I had a little talk with Hobson last
night about ericket—-"

“We heard you!” grinned Nugent. "It sounded like
a bombardment. The furniture must have suffered.”

“ Hobson was cheeky,” explained Coker. I told him
how it was—that—that I intended to captain the Shell
eleven in a match to-day, to entertain my cousin. Hobson
refused to stand out. There was a bit of an argument.
If three or four of the cliceky young sweeps hadn’t
siled on me, I should have given Hobzon the licking of
1ia life. Still, he looked rather a wreck, and he won't
be so cheeky next time. But never mind that. I want
you kids to play the Shell this afternoon, to entertain my
consin with some cricket.”

“ Any old thing,” said Harry Wharton, good-naturedly.
“Whom are we to play?® "

“You can fix up a match with the Fourth.”

“T°1 ask Temp]le.”

“Good! Fix it about five—only a single-innings match,
you know; there will be plenty of light. My cousin
doesn’t get here till four, I shzll be on hand to captain
the team.”

“Eh?”

“You're surprised,” smiled Coker,

“Yes, a lit‘t}{r,”

“Of course, I shall explain to James that T don’t
nsually play with fars. But he will see the difference
between my play and vour fag play, anyway,” said Coker
condescendingly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" What are you cackling at, Bob Chervy?”

“I'm thinking of the difference between your play and
our fag play,” grinned Bol. * Cousin James will be sure
to notice it, unless he's blind.”

“Certainly; but I don't see anything to cackle at,”
said Coker. *“ Now, that's acranged!”

" Not quite!” said Wharton., “ There’s one point

“'What's that?”

“We're not losking for a new captain in the Remove.
Thanks all the same!”
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“ Now, look here, Wharton——
“You see, we'll do anything we can to entertain your
cousin, as he comes from Canada,” said Wharton., “ But
we draw the line at having you 1n our team, Coker.
i‘iuhh and blood can't be expected to stand that, you
now !

“You see, youn're such a howling ass!” explained
Johnny Bull. .
“The assfulness of the esteemed Coker is

“Terrific!” said Bob.

Coker pushed baci his euffs.

“I've had some trouble with Wingate and Blundell
and Hobson,” he remarked. “ I'm not standing any cheek
from you fags. Am I going to captain the fag team this
afteracon or not:" '

“No fear!” .

“Too much of .a good thing, Coker.”

“ A=k the Second!”

“Hallo, halle, halle! Iands off, you howling chump!”

But Coker did not “hands off.” He had a short way
with fags—it was his system. Oun this occasion the fags
had a short way with Coker.

As the great Horace began to distribute cuffs, the
Famons Five collared him, and MHorace assumed a
suddenly horizontal position. He did not remain there,
however. His arms and legs were seized, likewise his
hair, und he was whirled off the ground,

“Frog's-march ! said Dob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leggo!” roared Coker. Why I—I—I—— Yarocooh

The grinning juniors rnshed him round the Close. It
was very pleasant in the Clese 1n the early morning sun-
shine. But it was not pleasant that morning for Coker.

Hie struggled furionsly in the grasp of the Removites
as they rushed him on. There was a roar of laughter
from other juniors as they came pouring out of the
School House. Squiff and Tom Brown and Vernon-Smith
and Skinner rushed to lend a hand, and Bolsover major
and Mark Linley and Penfold and Peter Todd. There
were so many hands on Coker that Coker almost dis-
appeared from sight. But his voice was still heard.

“Yow-yow-yow-yow-yzcooop !

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Right vound the wide Close went Coker, amid a laugh-
ing and jeering crowd of merry Removites, FPotter und
Greene looked out, and smiled.

Coker had evidently been looking for trouble again, and
finding it. Horace had an amaxing pift for finding
trouble. If there was any trouble going, anywhere, at
any time, Horace Coker was safe to find it.

Back to the door of the School House came the merry
crowd, with the unfortunate Coker wriggling spasmodi-
cally in their midst.

“Boys! What—wha oy

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, looked out of the
doorway. There was amazement in the plump fuce of Mr,
I’roat.

“ Boys "

“Cave!” pasped Nugent.

“What i1s 1t you have there—what is 1t?r"”

Mr. Prout soon saw what it was. The juniors dropped
Coker almost at his feet, and bolted. The Fifth-FForm
master gazed blankly at the dishevelled, crimson, gasping
Fifth-Former,

“Coker!” he ejaculated.

Coker sat un.

“ Grooooooh 1"

“Coker! What is the meaning of this:”

“Gerrrooogh !

“ Answer me, Coker " shouted Mr. Pront,

It wasn’t possible for Coker to answer till he got his
second wind, Meanwlhile he gasped and gurgled.

“Gerrrrrrrrg !

“1I am surprised at you, Coker. You are in the Fifth
Form, yet you play these ridiculous cames with juniors
in the Close!” said Mr. Prout severely. “I am very much
sucprised at voun, Coker. Horseplay of this sort is not
suitable to a boy in the Fifth Form. You will take a
indred lines.”

And Mr. Prout swept indigrantly away, leaving Coker
stuttcring,

"y
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Cousin James' fist : hot out sudc*l_e‘nl:,', and Coker landed on h:s study carpet with a ¢rash that shook the study.

(See Chapter 10,)

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Belng Kind to Coker!

KINNER was very thoughtful that morning. Skinuer
S was a humorist, and he was very unwilling to
relinquish that humorons scheme of planting
Montgomery Snooks, late of the Courtfield Theatre
Royal, upon Coker as his Canadian cousin.  Skinuer
was trying to think out the knotty problem of the quid.
Montgomery Snooks would do it for a quid, as he told
a dozen fellows; but Montgomery Snooks was not going
to do it for Skinner's qud.

But where was the quid to come from, that was the
guestion,

Skinner wrestled with that problemn, feeling that it
would be a erying shame if so splendid a jape showld be
spoiled for want of a miserable quid. Ile was prepared
to spend anybody’s quid on it—excepting, of course, his
0w,

Harry Wharton also had food for thought that morn-
ing. His chums noted that he was wearing a frown of
deep reflection,

The fact was that the captain of the Remove was 1n
dcubt. Coker’s proposal to the captain of the Remove
eleven had been received with ridicule—naturally enough,
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considering the kind of cricketer Coker was, and his cool
cheek in taking it for granted that the Remove would
take orders from him.

But Wharton was thinking it over. And—though 1t
required an effort—he felt that, for once, the great
Horace might be given his head. After all, a member of
the Canadian contingent was one whom the Bemovites
would delight to honour, and if it would entertain him to
see Coker playing cricket, why, let him be entertained.
If he had any sense of humour, certainly he could not fail
to be entertained by Coker's cricket.

After morning lessons, Harry Wharton informed his
chums the result of his cogitations.

“Suppose we give Coker a chance?” he remarked.

“Not in our team!" exclaimed Johuny Bull, opening his
eyes wide.

Y el

“Oh, rats!”

“Bosh !

“The boshfulness i1s terrific!”

“Are you oif your rocker, Wharton?”

The replies of the Co. were not very encouraging. But
the captain of the Remove stuck to his point.

“You see, it's a special occasion,” he said. ¥ Coker 11

A Crand, Long, Complste Story of Harry
Wharton & Co,. By FRANK RICHARDS
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a thundering ass, of course, and he’s got too much nerve,
But, after all, his cousin is coming from Canada, and 1if
we can show him any civility——"

“But Coker can’t play ericket.”

“1 know he can’t; but we might give him his head for
once, and make him happy. e 1sn't a really bad sort,
« 't know; and it's decent of him to make a fuss of his
L anadian cousin.”

“Well, yve-e-s: but—but it will be too comic! It would
make us all look asses to have that duffer in our team!”

“ And the silly ass would think that we were afraid of
him, perhaps,” growled Johnny Bull.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. |

“Let him think what he likes. I think we might do 1t
—and it’s a lark, anyway, to see Coker playing cricket.
If you fellows agree, I'll make the offer.”

The Co. exchanged glances, and there was a
unanimous silence for some time. But Bob Cherry
nodded at last.

“Oh, go it!” he said. “ It will be a lark, anyway.”

“ Penfeold’s going home this afternoon, so he will have
to stand out,” said Harry. *“I'll let Coker take my place,
It will be only good-natured, you know.”

“Too jolly pood-natured!” growled Johnny Bull. * But
we'll stand it. I only hope he won’t brain any of us.”

The Co. having agreed to that great sacrifice, Harry
Wharton looked for Coker. He found Coker and Potter
and Greene in the Rag. That apartment was being
knocked into shape, as Ccker expressed 1t, ready for
Consin James, :

Coker had ‘phoned an order to the Courtfield florist,
and flowers had arrived in large guantities, and the
chums of the Fifth were decorating the room. Potier
and Greene were privately of opinion that the cash would
have been much better spent in extra supplies of tuck.
But it was useless to point that out to Coker. Coker was
bound to have his way.

Horace Coker frowned as Wharton came in and glanced
round him, apparently for some instrument of punish-
ment.

“(Getting on nicely,” remarked Wharton affably.

“There’s the door!” said Coker,

“Thanks; I've noticed 1t hefore!
match, Coker N

“I've decided not to have a cricket-match,” said Coker
frowning. “I expected some of the fellows to feel a little
ﬁz‘atiturfﬂ, considering that the Canadians saved Grey-
friars from being burned to the ground. I've been dis-
appointed.”

“If you'd care to eaptain the team this afterncon,
wa'll play,” said Wharton, with exemplary meekness.
“I've spaken to Temple of the FFourth.”

“0Oh ! said Coker.

“In fact, we're at vour orders—for cne ocecaszion only !”

“Huh!” prunted Coker. "I suppose vou've thought
it over, and decided not to miss a chance of getting a
vood crickeler into your fag team for once.”

“Ahem! Exaetly!”

“Blessed if T haven’t a good mind to chuck you out,
instead of plaving for you!” said Coker. “DBut I'm a
cocd-tempered chap. I'll do it !”

- “Thanks, awfully!”

“Fix the match for five o'clock, and, for gocdness’
gake, gpet the best men you can!” eaid Coker. " Your
fag-play won't amount to much, anyway; but don't
oive my cousin James the impression that they're all
duffers at Grevfriars. However, he will s¢e me play.”

“It's a go!” said Wharton.

And he departed, smiling. The great concession had
not been received as a concession at all by Coker. Ile
regarded himself as conferring the favour. DBut that was
to be expected from Coker.

The news was reccived with surprise in the Remove.
Most of the fellows took 1t as a joke, and opined that
Uoker's Canadian cousin would kill hunself laughing
when he saw Horace plaving ericket., Temple of the
Fourth smiled, when he was told, a smile of satisfaction.
The Fourth were not guite up to the formm of Harry
Wharton & Co. at cricket. Hut with Coker in the
Ilemove ranks, Temple & Co. had a chance of securing
the victory that they had yvearncd for fer ever so long.

“Wa shall beat the Remove this afternoon,” Temple
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remarked to his chums, Dabney and Fry.
a Fifth-Former playing for them. Ahem!”
';'r{::ker.’*” asked Dabney and Fry, in a breath.
es.’”
“Then we shall beat them hands down,” said Fry.
“Oh, rather!” said Dabuney. * Hurrav!”
presence on the cricket-field

“They've got

2o Coker's
welcome, at least, to the opposing side.
of satisfving somehody.

At the dinner-table Wharton was still leoking a little
thoughtful. He had done a good-natured thing, but the
thought of Coker in the Remove ranks was not gratify-
ing. Neither was the thought of being licked by the
Fourth—a very jfrobable contingeney now—gratifying
cither. DBut he had done it now, and it was too late to
think about that.

skinner, the humorist, was looking decidedly mor:se.

A dozen fellows, at least, had agreed with Harold
Skinner that his projected jape upon Coker would be
the jape of the scason if it came off. But with singular
unanimity they agreed that it was up to Skinuner himself
t9 find the necessary cash. It was in vain that Skinner
pointed ont that he provided the idea—the ripping idea!l
—and that commoen fairness and the principle of divi-
sion of labour required that other fellows should find
the monev. The other fellows did not seemn to see it.
One or two, indecd, admitted that there was something
1 what Skinner said, but thev bhappened to be fellows
who were “out " of tin, and o could not heln,

Even Lord Mauleverer had declined. Mauleverer rolled
in money, bul for once he was close with it. He to!d
Skinner it would be rotten to jape Coker while his
Canadian ecousin was there, and did not even listen to
how it was to be done. He walked off before Skiuner
could expound his great plan. His lordship had been
Skinner’s last hope, and he had failed. The joke of the
season was still going begging.

After dinner Skinuer came ocut looking more morose
than ever. He was thinking deeply, and he sought Tord
Mauleverer. He had thought of a new tack. 1lis lord-
ship was resting on one of the benches under the elms.
Lord Mauleverer could do with a lot of rest. e lcoked
apprehengive as Skinner came un,

“Mauly, old man——"" began Skinner,

“No, I won't!” said his lordship,

“Eh? You won't what?”

“Won't lend you a quid!”

“I don’t want vou to lend me a quid, vou ass [

“Oh! Then what are you so jolly friendly for:” asked
Lord Mauleverer.

Skinner scowled. It was quite a curious circumstance
that whenever Skinner was specially friendlv fellows
seemed to be on their guard against him. In that they
resembled that knowing gentleman of old, who feared the
Greeks when they came with gifts.

“It's guite a different matter, Mauly,” said Skinuner.

“1I don’t want to jape Coker. Let Coker alone when
liis cousin his eoming ! eaid Lord Mauleverer.

“Never mind Coker now!” said Skinner.

Coler !

“Then what is it®”

“You've been to the Theatre Roval in Courtfield?” =aid
=kinner.

“Yaas, I believe I went there once,” said Mauleverer.

“1 dare say yvou noticed a chap, called Snooks, who
plaved the Wild West parts®”

“1 don't remember.”

“Do vou ever remember anvthine " prowled Skinner.

“Yaas, sometimes.”

“Well, that chap has got the sack,” said Skinner.

" Sorry 7

“He's right down on his uppere.”

“ Herrid I

“1 was thinking that you might feel inclined to lend
him a helping-hand, Mauly, as vou've plenty of dibs,”
said Skinner reproachfully,

“Pear me! Does he want his boots mended #’

“His boots? Nol! Why#”

“You said he was on his uppers, didn't you?”

“Yes, fathead! I mean he’s hard up.”

“Horrid " said Lord Mauleverer sympathetically. *I

would be
He was sure

ok Ing
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was hard up once, At the seaside, vou know. T lost my
purse, It turned up in a trunk afterwards, and my
pocket-book, too. I onlvy had four quid in my pockets
in loose change. I -Jmll never forget it !

“You ﬂmm*nnn‘ ass " howled Skinner. This chap I'm
spea ng of isn't hard up with four guid in his pocket.
He hasn’t got fourpence.’

“Well, frjurm*n{u wouldn't be much use to him,
it "

“IWhat I was going to say is, if vou felt inclined to
let the chap have a quid, I'd take it to him,” said

].-.IHHF'] “I'm going down to C ourtiield on my bike.”

“You're awfully gpood,” said Mauleverer,

“Well, a chap m!gh' to be charitable.”

“Yaas.”

#Then vou'll let him have a quid ="

“1 don't object, dear boy."”

*“*Hand it over then!” said Skinner

“Eh*"

"“Hand it over

“Hand over what?”

“The quid, of course !”

“My dear fellow, vou're dreaming,” said Lord Maul-
everer. I meant that I don'’t uhject to letting him have
a quid, if vou like to give him one You can do as you
like with your own monev.”

“*You—you—you " stuttered Skinner.

“Good-bye, dear boy! I'm jolly glad to see

would

vou

turnin’ out kind and charitable Like this. Some of the
fellows sav that wvou wouldn't part with money for
anythin’,” said Mauleverer

And Lord Mauleverer ambled away, smiling eently,
leaving Skinner looking positively Hunnish. 1t dawnid
upon Skinner that his lordship knew a thing or two
more than he had given him credit for.
“Slacking ass!” growled Skinner. “I believe he
guesses. Now there’s my last chance gone, aud I shall
have to chuck it unless "—Skinner felt his ear, which
still bore traces of Horace Coker's heavy hand—* unless
I stand it myself. =nooks wouldn't do it for nothing.
There's the feed, and he can't have fed wvery heartily
since he got the sack—that might tempt him, a jolly good
feed for nothing. And-—and as Coker’s cousin, he could
ask for miyt.hmg he wanted. He could make Coker send
out for some whisky. And—and if he's to do 1t for five
bob

Skinner walked awayv to the hike-shied. The joke was
too gocd to be wasted, and the humorist of “!{’- Remaove
had come to the desperate resolution of “springing”
five shillines of his own money 1if Mr. Montocomery
Snooks, late of the Theatre Roval, would play the part
for that moderate sum.

THE SEVYENTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Snooks at Home!

AROLD SKINNER jumped off his bike in a little
seedy street in Courtfield. He knew where to find
Mr. Montgomery Snooks at home. Skinner knew
all sorts of thines that the other fellows did not
know. He mounted the publie staircasse of a cheap
lodging-house, and knocked at the door of an apartment

that was as near the roof as the builder could put it.

“ Enter!” called out a deen volee,

Skinner grinned and entered. 3Mr. Snooks could not
say “Come in!” like a commonnlace person.

Mr. Snooks was at home. He was at the window, a
little window that gave an extensive view of roofs.
Chimnevy pots in f‘-rr{mt variety bhounded the horizen.
Mr. Suooks was in deshabille. He was wearing the thick
cord trousers and heavy ridine-boots in which he had
plm ed his thrilling parts in the Wild West dramas at
the Theatre Hoval, He wore, alsd, a flowered dressing-
cown, in the last stages of dilapidation. There was a
pipe in 111:1 mouth, 1:.11’ the bowl was empty. Mr. Suooks
waas enjovine the lincering flavour left bv the last
tobaceo he had consumed. On the rickety table stood an
empty hottie.

The bottle was guite empty, and had probably been
so for a leng time, for Mr. Snooks was not sober, a
state he wns not likely to be in when there was any-
thing in the bottie,

“ Weleome, my yvoung friend,’
ing o rother puzeled look on Skinner,
—T have seen them before IV
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““I was looking on the other day when you were fived
out of the theatre,”” said Skinner.

Mr. Snooks frowned.

“I've heard about wou, you
** The only guod actor we've ever
Theatre.”” =

Mr. Snooks =miled.

Like maunyv gentiomen of his profession,
ﬂai‘fmv in chunlks.

‘ Excuse my dropping in like this,"”
““the fact 15—’

“Alas! I have but few callers now,” said Mr.
snooks sadly. " Where 15 now the fashionable crowd
that sought Montgomery Snooks in the hour of his
prosperity #  In the hour of adversity, young sir, they
arve far, far away ! Glance at my humble abode, Little
would you dreamm that the time has been when a whole
street has been blocked by the cars of the titled and
fashionable crowd that came to win a few careless words
from Montgomery Sunooks,’

Skinner CHTLLJHE} wouldn't have dreamed of anything
of the kind. Probably Mr. Snooks himself had only
dreamed it

“Too  bad!™
yet 7"

“T am still seeking a shop,” said Mr. Snooks, * and,
rrdiculous as it appears, T am short of money. Though
our aequaintance is of the slichtest, 1 should not refuse
the lsan of half-a-crown, if you were to offer one, my

young friend.”

“ Very likely,” assented Skinner. * Then you’re freeo
for this afternoon? You could take something on—sort
of private theatricals?"

Mr. Snocks's dull eye brichtened.

“ I am at your orders,” he said at once. *“ In happier
days many and many is the time that I have thus
appeared in the halls of the wzalthy, and delighted the
eyes of——"

“H'm! This isn’t exactly the halls of the wealthy,
said Skinner., *° The foact 1s, the—ahem !-—lemuuLml_mn
would he slight.”

Mr. Snooks’ face fell apain.

*“Five bob!" said Skinner.

Mr. Snooks laughed sardonieally.

“Five bob?" he rvepeated. * Yeu offer ine,
ocommery Snooks, five bob—{ive miserable bohs? Ha,

““Well, vou see- i

““ Ha, ha Ls; I'E.pfuLh-il Mr. Snooks, still sardonte.

*Well, if it isn't good cunough, I may as well get
off,”” said Skinner, somewhat nettled.

Mr. Snooks raised his hand.

“Htay ! I do not refuse—in faet, I accept!”’

““Oh, rood ! sald Skinner. *° Besides, there’s some-
thine l"l*-nl*' i 5}}1{*11{“{1 feed, as much as you can eat of
t}m very best,’

“ Anything to drink®

“ That dvpmlda If wou're carcful wou’ll
to make Coker send out for anvthine you like.’

Mr. Snooks’s eves glistened. They dwelt for a moment
on the empty bottle, and he sighed. He thought of a
"ul] hottle—of several full bottles—and his face shone.

"My dear voung friecd, you give me new life. In
this weather T am somewhat aficted with thirst, I'm
vour man! What's the game?”

“It's really a joke,”” explained Skinner.
vou doing humorous parts, and how
you did them.
named
Canada,

know,” zsmid Skinner.
seen at tne Courtfield

e preferred

snid Skinner:

said Skinner. ““Not engaged again

Mont-
ha!”

he able

“I've seen
ahem ! —&plendidly
Chap at iy school—a fotheaded ass,
Cloker--15  expecting s cousin—man  from
that he's never scen before. T want vou to
come in as Coker's eousin. Wild West rig, yvyou know;
put it on thick, and say vow're James Coker, from
Alberta, come over to join the Canadian contingent.”

“Great Scott ! ejaculated  Mr, Snooks, evidently
startled.

““Say vou canght an earlier train than you expected,
or something like that. Wolf the feed and lead Coker
a dance—any nlrl ‘rhmfr, S0 1u11rr A w::u make him sit
up. He's got ! A , and jelly,
and everything. Tt's a ft":l".u for a Ell’ld"r" prmrp‘ 1
suppose vou haven't lived on the fat of the land Iately ?"

= lenn to the rapacity of my landlady, I have nﬁ
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tunched to-day,” said Mr. Snooks. **A base,
anil

tatter of four shillings has stood et ween e
tlll:“l‘ r supplies of the “(l:ﬂ"":b:‘ill{_'h of hife.’

“Then -on must be peckish,” said Skinner. * Coker’s
Leen speni ing pounds on th:tt feed, and vou can scoft
as much as you like. He’'ll receive ycu with open arms,
and you can |nlf1:,r the game all right. And there’s five
boly 1n eash.’

“ But—hut suppose he should tumble?”

“He won't! He's idiot encugh for anything. Of
course, you can put on some 1-!.]*1~L11~,, ur something—
L re frul.ir, rip-sunrting cowboy, you know

Mr. Snooks oy inned.

“It's only a ]dlu,“ said Skinner; ** we're always jap-
ing Coker. He was born for t}mt special purpose, 1
Lbelieve !

““ But it seems to me that I shall be obtaining the feed
on false pretences.’”

“Don’t T keep on telling you it’s cnly a jape?”

“You ask me to pawn the honour of Montgomery
Sunooks for five shillings-——five miserable and nadequate
bobs P sauid Mr. Rncoks scornfully. It is true that
such a sum would remove my present misunderstanding
with my landlady, but the self-respect of Montgomery
Snocks does not o sa r:]wdp young sir !’

“Then I'11 be oft 1" growled Skinner. ““It's only a
jupe, and there's no need to be highfalutin about it
But if you won't do it you can go and chop chips I’

And Skinner turned angrily to the door.

“Iinld ' said Mr. Snocks,

“Well 7" snapped Skinner.

“Ten !

“Iive ]”

“Ten!” persisted Mr. Snooks,

“Five ! said Skinner, with equal firmness.

There was o pause, Finally, Mr. Montgomery Snooks
aitered the words:

““ Beven-and-six !”’

There was another pause, while Skinner had an in-
wird strugele, and then he said ;

** Done !

And then Mr. Snooks
for the part, while Skinner
tions.

proceeded to garb himself
gave him delailed instruc-
And finally they parted with mutual satisfaction.

—— ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Arrival of James!
= RETTY satisfactory, I think,” Coker remarked.

P Coker was looking satisfied.

**1 think I've tlrlﬂrlﬂm} everything,” he went

on. " You fellews will come with me in the car

to meet my cousin. I've given orders for it tﬁ be
decorated with bunting; it will be quite a show.’

“ Oh ! said Potter

“ When we arrive here Pronty meets James 1n the
quad with a speech, Fifth Form standing round and
cheering,”” sald Coker. “ Then a licht refreshment in
my study—ourselves and a select few.”

“0Oh ! said Greene.

“Then o walk round with James, te show hun the
school, and then a game of cricket—that will interest
hiin more than .1r11,th111t*' else, I think. James, in the
place of honour, looking on. And T shall make it a point
to put in some first- class play. Of course, the fag play
won't amcunt to much!™

“ Nuuno !V’

“The Remove kids are as pleased as Punch, of
course " said Coker. It isn’t every day they get a
Fifth-Former into their fage team.”

" Peop-pleased 77 osaid Greene.

O course. Young Cherry said to me that the mateh
would be such as the Remove had uever played before.
(Quite rieht, too !

Potter and Greene fancied they saw
ing i that remark of Bob Cher H.. 's,
venture to culighten Coker. They 'DH]‘F smiled.

““After the m.l-‘t{,h, a tremendous celebration in the
Rap ! said Coker. ** All the cricketers, and all the
'ifth—in fact, evervbody. Something quite out of the
cormmon.  Cousin James will see that we know how to

'Tue Maexer Lierary.—No. 397,

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

i double mean-

but they did not

"THE CEM*™ LIBRARY,
Evary Wegnesdny,

THE BOYS' FRIEND
dd. COMPLETE LIBRARY.

NOW ON
SALE.

be hospitable at Greyfriars. What do you think of
the mghunm{“"

o 'Iuppmg " eaid Potter.

“ First chop !’ said Greene.

Coker nodded with satisfaction. He prided himself
upen  his  gift for- managing thines, and he rezlly
thought that he had arhlllh?-:l out that afternoon Very
11!:_;_-1:|.r Cousin James from Canada could not fail to be
pleased. It was a pity that Jnmm Coker couldn’t come
carlier in the afternoon. Coker felt that. He would
have liked, in fact, to make a whole day of it. His
conius for nmkmg arrangements would have risen to the
occasion. Still, there was no doubt that he was cram-
ming a good deal into the short time Cousin James would
spend at Greyfriars,

“Only balf-past two ! said Coker glancing up at
the clock tower. DPity he can’t come early. Let's go
and have a ginger-pop !’

Potter and Greene assented. The chums of the Fifth
were disposing of the refreshine pinper-pop in Mrs.
Mimble's little shop when there was a buzz of voices
in the Close. Bob Cherry’s grinning face was suddenly
put mto the deorway.

“Hallo! Hullo !

I!l!

come !

“Eh?" said Coker. " Who's come?"*

** Cousin James."”

“"Tain't time yet,” said Coker,

“Well, he's come.”

“Must have got an earlier train,
“He's got here too early for the speech.
the scene.”

“Come on!” said Coker,

Coker strede from the tuckshop, with Potter and
Greene at his heels. They were curious to sea the
Canadian, and to see what the distinpuished H‘tmnwrr was
like. The buzz in the Close showed that Coker’s Canadian
cousin had slready attracted peneral attention.

Potter and Greene weren't surprised at it when they
saw him.

A big man was speaking to Gosling at his lodge—a tall,
thin man in huge riding-boots, cord trousers, leather belt,
red shirt, and loose coat. His face was dark asz if with
sunburn, and he wore a thick, short beard and long
moustaches. On his head was a slouched hat, and under
his arm a stock-whip. Perhaps Cousin James had
brought that big whip over for the benefit of the
(Germans; certainly it looked dangerous enough to make
the Huns run.

Coker stared at the stranger.

He had expected—at least, hoped—that Cousin James
would arrive in khaki. There was something very dis-
tinguished in being in khaki, of course. But appare ntly
James had not }*91: jeined his unit, for he was not in
uniform. He was in the garb he mlght have worn ou the
cattle-ranch in Alberta.

Curious enough the Wild-Western fipure looked in the
cld quadrangle of Greyfriars.

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker,

“Genuine American!” grinned Potter. * Looks as if
he’s just jumped out of a Wild West show.”

“Might have changed his boots, at least!”
(Grecne.

“Don’t be a silly ass, Greene.”

“Eh!”

“1 suppose my cousin can wear what he likes?”

*“Oh, ye-g-es! I—I only

“Well, don’t be an idiot !”

Having crushed Greene, Coker hurried down to the
rates to greet his cousin. The big Western man was
talking to Gosling, and his accent was decidedly Westera,
Coker had not supposed that Canadians talked through
their noses in the Yankee manner, but he made that

yar

Hallo! You here, Coker? He's

¥

remarked DPotter,
Prouty ain’t on

muriured

discovery now; at least, with I{*gard to this especial
Canadian.

" Waal, I guess my cousin’s hyer,” the new arrival was
saving., "1 guess I want to see him, some, Whar
15 hi.”’”

“Hallo ! said Coler.

The stranger looked round at him as he

“This "ere is your cousin, Master Coker
staring.

came up
;. sald Gosling,
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“(lad to see you, Jumes ! '

“ You're my Cousin Horace?” asked the big man.

“Yes, rather! And you're my Cousin James?”

“T caleulate I'm that very antelope,” said the visitor.
“ S0 this hyer is Grevfriars, 1s it ?"

“Bit of a change after Alberta
arreeably,

“I gness so,

“LIohe

* Dead-and-alive,
Jumes.

“Oh!”

“Come on, James"" said Coker,
with his cousin. " Tea's nearly ready in my study.
caunrht an earlier train, I supposer”

“1 ruess I'm rather early, Horace.”

“ All the better.” said Uoker. He whispered to Potter.
“('ut off and tell Prouty he's come.

Potter ent off.

Coker strolled across 1hi- quad with his newly arrived
Cousin, Cousin James's pronounced attire attracted
wlances from all sides. ]'&w juniors especially admired
the red shirt. As Nueent remarked, it was just like the
Wild West characters they saw on the stage and the
CInema.

“Ou the Hh‘lm* :
that remark.

“Hallo,
Cherry,

‘1= that Coker's consiu at all®” anml Wharton,

“Eh' I suppose so. He says he Tt

*You I'mm-mhu =kinner

“Rkinner!

“Yes. His wheeze

" But he chucked that up,”

“1 don’'t know that he did.
nquid ;. and fhh rh.lp may be

“Ha. ha, ha!” roared Bob. “If he's not the gennine
article, 'If'ﬂ]-:i-r'.- swallowed him whole, at any rate.”

Wharton crinved. He had oppesed that intended jape
on Coker. But he could not help admitting that it was
funny, if it was =0,

“If lw'-. a  spoofer, he's doing it jolly well,” =aid
Squiff. " Anvway, we can't oive him away. He may he
t]m geuuine article.”

“ M. ay be!" assented Wharton, * Anyway,
ns to chip i, If it's Skinner's jape, we can’t give
Skinner away.”

“A still toneue saves o stiteh  In
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chams of the Remove regarded Coker's cousin with
oreat interest. Was he Coker’s Uanadian consin, or was
he Mr. Mentgomery Snooks, late of the Theatre Royal
in Courtficld? For the life of them they could not tell;
never having seen Coker’s cousin before, and having
Leheld the great Snooks enly onee, and then on the
~tuge. But it was agreed the it, if it was Skinner's jape.
fhfw,r had no right tr- chip in; t'm_'-r' reserved the riecht of
disapproving of it, but that was all.

“Halo, hallo, hallo ! muarmured Bob Cherry,
Pront !”

Coker and hi= Canadian eousin had reached the door of
the School House. BJMr. Prout, impostng in his gown and
rold-rimmed glasses, stepped  out. Whether it was
Coker's wenuine consin or unt, the reception was coming

what?" said Potter

Bit mouldy.”

if you take my meanin’,” said Consin

having shaken hands

Y ou

"repeated Wharton, when Nugenl made
“ My ouly hat!”

halle, hallo! What i= it now? asked Bob

=a1d Johnny Bull,
He may have raised that

time," remarked

“Here's

ofl .
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker’'s Cousin is Thirsty!
4 EM ! =a1d Mr. Prout, by wav of a beginaing.

A crowd of r:IF‘"-.iII.-LI*- fellows stood ronnd, look-
ing on. All Coker's friends in the Fifth hadl
cathered to cheer, according to the instructions

of the great Horace. Coker's hospitality that day was
on a magnificent scale, and hi~ Form-fellows were  all

coming to the feed; and they were quite willing to cheer
Coker's Canadian eousin till the what-do-vou-call-it rang,
as Horaee had expressed 1t.

“My Form-master, Mr. T'roul.” Coker exnlained to his
COWAII.
Cousin  James looked uneasy for a moment, as the

Remove fellows noted.
"My Cousin James, =1r!" said Coker.
TE Macxer Liserany.—No, 307.
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Mr. Pront blinked at Cousin James over his glasses.
He had expeeted to see a soldierly fellow in khaki, and
Cousin James's costume surprised him.  But he had

prepared a little speech, and he did mot mean fo
waste at. _
“1 am L]L'Il'ilttd to see you—hem!” =aid Mr. Prout

gracionsly. Hmn L weleome you to Greyfriars, sirt”

“1lear, hear ! shouted P'otter, supposing that the time
haod come to cheer,

Coker zave him a glare.

& ""'-]"Hi.t' up, you idiot !

“Oh!

“In these stirring times,” said Mr. Prout, * we look
about ns—and what de we see? I repeat, what do we
seer

Mr. Prout, by looking about him, could have scen a
crowd of the Fifth, the Shell, and a bunch of grinning
Removites,  But he was not roferrine to them.

“We see a crisis in the history of the world,” said Mr.
'rout. * We see civilisation in danger of being overrun,
and—ahem—ahem '—overwhelmed and extinguished by
hordes of German barbarians, as in the days of the Roman
FEmpire.  As the earlier eivilisation was overwhelmed and
obliterated by the hordes of savages from the
inexhaustible hives of the north, so—hem!—in  these
thrilling days modern Lurope faces the risk of shaving
the fate of ancient Rome.”

Consim James looked purzled.

“ Hear, hear!” =aid Greence.

Coker jabbed him i the ribs,

Y Cheese 1t, yvou idiot ! "Tain't time vet.”

*Ow !

“Hut times have changed,” said Mr. Pront,
at Couzin James, who blinked back at him.  *“Times have
changed—tempora  mutantur, The old civilisntion,
founded upon slavery, fell from its own mherent weak-
N eSS, Hem!  The modern eivilisation, founded wupon
freedom, will survive. Hem ! What do we see when we
raze about us in these stirring times? Slavery—hem [—
oppression and misrule are now found ameng the savages
who are sccking to overwhelm civilisation—military
despotism—Dbrutal  oppression—hem !—these are  found
among the modern German barbarians,  Freedom i1s on
the side of civilisation. From far lands across the seca
free peoples rush to arms in defence of freedom.”

“Bravo!” came from Potter, sure at last that it was
time to cheer.

“*Hand= across the =ea,”

blinking

resumed Mr. 'rout, “1s nn
longer an empty expression. It is a realised fact. Irom
the vast plams of Australia, where the—hem !—the gum-
tree flonrishes 1 1t= wild luxuriance, men of Briti=h blood
are rushing to arms, From the isles of New Zealand,
famous for their boiling springs, the sons of the new and
wider Britain pour in their—hem '—thonzand= and tens
of thousand=. From the illimitable prairies of Canada,
where the maple leaf flourishes {for ever, the proud sons
of Empire pour, to prove on the stricken fields of
Flanders that the old race has not deteriorated by trans-
planting : that it 15, in faet, improved and mvigorated,
and worthy of the finest traditions of Old England.”

“Hear, hear!”

*Eloguent, ain’t he:” murmured Boby Cherry,

“And vou, siv.,” resumed Mr. Proat, “vou come as
a representative of the new Dritain acress the scas,
whose noble efforts and sacrifices have wakened o respon-
give ¢chio in every heart in the Old Country. Tn the name
of the Old F'n:mnt'r:-.', sir, I welcome you, It is the proudest
moment of my lfe, sir, when T shake vou by the hand 7

And Mr. Prout shook Cousin James by the hand.

Liound apnlause,

The Fifth Form stood round and cheered, just as Coker
had mapped it out in his prograimme.  The Removites
helned them.

Then Cousin James said a few words.

Mr, Monteomery Sacoks would not hiove been Mr
Montromery Snooks if he had not rizen to the oceasion.

“Sir. in the name of the vast Celony, of whweh T am
a humble citizen, I thank vou,” he said. “On the wild,
rolling prairie, from cast to west, from Newfoupdland to
the smiline Pacifie, the ery 15 * To arms!" To the remotes!
mining-town and lumber-camp that cry has '.r'{-m-hrdi;
A Crand, Long, Ccmpleto Story of Harry

YWharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Mr. Montgomery Sncoks almost believed that he was a
Canadian by this time. “We answer the call. Amid
the raging battle, the roll of cannon, and the deadly
vapour of the poison-gas, we are ready to rally round
the old flag!”

Thunderous cheers.

Mr Prout shook hands again with Cousin James and
retired, and Coker marched his cousin in in great
triumph, while the Close rang with the cheers.

“Topping !” grinned Bob Cherry. *Cousin Jim i1s as
eloquent as old Prout. But I don’t believe that a real
Qanadian would have said all that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where's Skinner? Make him own up!”

“Skinner, you rotter——"

“Skinner, vou sepoofer

A crowd of Removites surrounded Skinner, who had
been looking on at the reception in great enmjoyment.

“Ja it Cousin James, or isa't it Cousin James?”
demanded Bob, shaking him.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.

"Then it's spoof?” demanded Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Prouty will be wild when he finds it out!” gasped

Johnny Bull.
tipsy spoofer!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Keep it dark!” gasped Skinner. “This is only the
beginning. Coker is going to have o high old time yet.
Wait till Cousin James gets squiffy !”

“What?” wvelled the Removites.

“Then the band will berin to play " erinned Skinner,

“But—but o

“It cost me seven-and-s#ix,” said Bkinner, “and you
fellows onght to whack it cut.”

“ Rate I”

“But—but the chap will have sense enougch to keep

#" said Wharton, almest aghast,

“Fancy wasting all that eloquence on a

sober herc?
Skinner chuckled.
“T don't know. I rather think not.
a flask in his pocket, and
he had a big swig before

I know he's got

he cadea,”
“0Oh, my hat!”
(‘ouein James had

marched into Coler’s study.
His big boots rang in the
passage as he went. The
best armchair was pulled
out for Cousin James, and
he stretched his big person
in it, and cros<ed one leg
over the other. Then he
pulled cut a pipe and filled
it. distinctive
“Yon — ahem! — vou
emoke?”" said Coker.
“1 ruess so0.”
“Ahem!
mateh.”
Sraokine, of course, was
not allowed in the studies,
but a guest could do as he
liked, and Coker felt that
the rules could be ctretehed

for Cousin James, Cousin ‘l,
E

White Cover,

Here'a a

Owing to the
Great War

James blew out a pungent
cloud of smoke.

“We’'ll have tea ready in
a jifty,” said Coker.
Several Fifth-Formers were
already busy in the study.

“You must be peckish :
after vour jnll1'n93‘?"p Suflh 8 31.'.‘53]3. i
“Famiched !” said Cousin § Quite Unavoidable
James,
“We won't keep you
waitiog long.” Z s
“M ore  thisdy this standard of all-round excellznce.
hungry, though,” enid %
ouein James, looking i_'
round the study.
Thne Macxer LiprAry.—No. 397,
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“ Lots of ginger-pop——""
i Ugh !JJ

“Temonade
“Grooh!”

“I'll make the tea in a jiffv——""
* Br-r-r-r !”
“You'd prefer coffee o

“I never drink coffee, Cousin Horac2. It's had—ahem |
—for the nerves. Worse than tea in that respect.”
“You—vou'd like water:”

The expression that came over Cousin James® {face
at the suggestion showed that he would not like water.

“Anything you like, old chap,” said Coker, rather
dismaved. He had run through the list of available
drinkables,

“I'm a teetotaler,” explained Cocusin James, *“A
soldier ought to be a teetotaler. But after a journey
in hot weather I oenerally take a little whisky.”

“Wow-w-whisky "

“1I guess go.”

“Ahem! We—we don’t keep whisky in the study,”
etammered Coker. * Of—of course I-—1 could get some.”

“Oh, good!” said Cousin James. * This is what I eall
a warm welecome to the Old Country. I'm not particular
about 1t's being whisky——"

“Good ! said Coker, relieved,

“*Rum would do #

“Oh!”

“Or gin”

“Ah!”

“Anything, in fact,” said Cousin James.
Not more than a pint or two.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murnmiured Potter.

“Luckily I've got my flask,” said Cousin James, pro-
ducing it. “ A free gift from—from the coemmanding
officer when he saw ue off in the troopship at—at Toronto.
Have vou got a glass handy "

Coker had a glass handy.
fill it.

“A mere nip.

Cousin James procecded to

“Yon—you'd like
water with it:”
Greene,

“"Yos—I mean I guess

SO0
murmured

0.

Water was provided, and
Cousin James added some
to the whiskv. He did not
add enoungh teo 4nake any
perceptible difference,

Coker & Co. leoked at
him. For a teetotaler,
Cousin James certainly
liked his whisky-and-water
sirong.

When he had emptied the
glass, Coker fully expected
to =e¢ him roll out of the
chair. But Couvsin James
enly smiled. Evidently he
had ““been there bhefore.”

Mechanically the Fifth-
Formers went on with their
preparations for tea. There
was an aroma of whisky
added now to the smoke in
the study. Coker’s enthu-
siasm  for his Canadian
cousin had suffered a per-
ceptible diminution.

The gollen-

“ Magnet "

Th2 reason for this

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
High Jinks in Coker's §:udy!
OUSIN JAMES sat and
C watched Coker & Co.
He appeared to be
high  good-
humeour.

Doubtless his hearty wel-
come had pleased him, and
also the potent spirit had
bad a mollifyine effect.
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Mr. Snooks threw both arms about James Coker's neck in an affectionate embrace, as he was lifted bodilv. * Dear

| old pal,” he said, ** we will never, never part——'" (See Chapter 12.)

Absent-mindedly he finished what remained in the
flack. Then his smile grew still more genial,

“Teady I said Coker,

Cousin James took a seat at the table.

His eves glistened as he looked over the well-spread
table, Certainly, Coker was "doing 7 his guest in great

gtvle. The best that money could buy had been sent
from the bunshop in Courttield. And there was plenty
of it.

Coker was delighted to see that his guest had a good
appetite.  As Cousin James proceeded with the meal,
wonder mingled with delight. Dut if he had known of
the private circumstances of Mr. Fnooks, and of his
unfortunate misunderstandings with his landlady, he
would not have wondered.

Mr. Snooks had breakfasted lightly that morning upon
a cigarette, and he had not lunched. He was therefore
repared to do full justice to Coker’s generous spread.
Indeed, the prospect of a square meal had been his
greatest inducement to pav that visit to Greyfriars,

THE Macgxer LipraRY.—No. 397,

He certainly made a square meal of 1t. He travelled
throungh cold chicken, and ham, and beef, and other
golids, with a speed that was worthy of Billy Dunter
of the Remove at his very best,

Coker nourished a secret hope that he had forgotten
the thirst he had mentioned, but the hope was illusory.
Cousin James had not forgotten, and the contents of
the flask had far from satisfied that thirst. Mr. Mont-
gomery Snooks had a very speeial thirst, quenching
which had, indeed, led to hie being “fired” from the
Theatre Hoval in Courtfield.

“This is really ripping of wyou, Cousin Horace,” said
James affably. *“This is what a—ahem!—Canadian
would expect of the hospitality of the Old Country. Dm't
let me bother you about that liftle drink. If it's any
trouble, don’t get it. But you don't mind my mentioning
that T am thirsty:"

“N-n-not at all,” said Coker.
at once.”

“I daresay there's a pub near,” suggested Mr. Snooks.

“T'11—I'll see about it
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“We're not allowed to go into pubs,”
flurried. *° But—but, of course, I'm
anything you want, James.

“ That's awfully gnnd of you. I admit I'm thirsty.”

Coker gazed rather helplessly at his friends. \Where
on earth was he to get the fluid that wus necessary to
satisfy Cousin James’s unearthly thirst? Coker felt that
James might have been satizfied with ginger-pop or tea
Naturnllj, he didn't know much of ]_.ncr'l]nh cus=toms, but
surely he ouchtn’t to expect whizky in a fellow’s study
at school. But Coker was nothing if mnot hospitable.
Cousin James had to be satisfied somehow.

Potter and Greene shook their heads; they could not
help him. They were not inclined to hike down to the
Red Cow or the Cro-s Keys to get whisky for Cousin
James—not by long chalks.

But Fitzgerald made a suggestion.

“Gosling ! he said,

‘oker brightened up.

“Good erg! Look after my cousin.
jiffy,” he said.

Coker hurriedly left the study. Cousin James did not
need much looking after, however. He was looking
after himself. From the extent of the meal he was
putting out of sight, he might have bheen expecting a
slege.

Coker hurried away to the porter’s lodge. Gosling,
like Cousin James, was o teetotaler, but he was the same
kind of a teetotaler, and CUpker knew that there was at
least one bottle of whisky in hiz lodge. 1f Gosling could
be induced to admit its existeace he would part with it
for a handsome tip, and then everything in the garden
s0 to epeak, would be lovely

Coker's somewhat worried look was remarked upon as
he came out of the School House. Several glances
followed him towards the porter’s lodge.

sald Coker, rather
roing to get you

I'll be back in &

“(Coker don’t seem to be enjoying himself,” remarked
Bob Cherry o ) ‘
“Cousin  James may be giving trouble,” grinned

Skinner. “I wonder whether there's
the flask?"

“There'll be an awful row if he gets tipsy here”
Wharton, frowning

Skinner -hrurwvd his shoulders.

“Coker hhnll]d be more careful about the relations he

auyvthing left 1n

sai1d

asks to Greyfriars,” he «aid.
“Ha, ha, ha'!”
“The best of it is, that that lhnhfulnl cousin of

(‘oker's alwayvs gets upr:mumh when he's been oiling,’
remarked ~"'-l-:.111nvc?‘r “He was tmnr-d nut of the Theatre
Royal for punching the managzer's nose.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I say, vou fellows
—“1 say, you fellows,
was a toper.”

“A what?"

“A toper!”
he's trying to get
he, he!"

“FPor Cousin James, of course!
“Now you'll see the tur begin to fly.”

Coker came back towards the School House, with a
very red face. He was concealing something under his
jacket, After Bunter's information the jumiors could
cuess what 1t was, _
~ Coker passed them, frowning, and returned to his
study. Cousin James wae ~till going strong wrth the
eatables. But he laid down his klllfl_* and frnL as Uoker
set the bottle upon the table.

“That's ripping " he said.

“(osling turned up trumps," said Coker.
had a bottle in—quite by chinee, he ~aid.
are, James !

“'}h.1uL.~, dear bov. Anvbody got o corkscrew®”

There was a1 musical gurele as Consin James tilted the
bottle over his tumbler. Apparently he was accustomed
to drinkinz whisky from a trmbler.  Coker & Co. watched
him as if mesmerised. After the nmnunt Counsin James
had already consnimed from the flask, surely that would
knock him over. A wild wvision ﬂfhl‘l{-[l before Coker's
eyea of Cousin James uproarions in the study. He began
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“"—Billy Bunter came up chuckling
what larks! I didn’t know Coker
exclaimed Wharton _

grinned Bunter. “T've just heard him:
a bottle of v.thv from Gosling. He,

chortled Skinner.

“He'd just

There yon
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to wish that his Canadian cousin had not obeved his
country’s call,

“This 1s first-rate,"” said Cousin Jomes.

“Geg-glad you like 1t,” stuttered Coker.

“A short life and a merry one—what*" said Cousin
James, taking another pull. ™ Wharrer you doing with
thdf bottle®

“ P-p-putting it into the cupboard!”

“Can’t you see I've finished this? Hand it over.”

*You—you want some more?

“It's a principle w 1th me,” sald Cousin James, with a

peculiar solemuity, “never to leave auything in the
bottle.”

id {}h !:1

"I\ a g-g: rrr{-ut principle I sald James, his utteranoce
thickening. * Alwavs stick to your principles, my boy !”

“My hat!” murmured Potter.

“Stick to your principles, and you'll snceeed in life,”
sald Consin James, after anothar gulp. * Pr inciple 1s the
ereat thing in this life, Horace. My principle is, never
leave anything in the bottle.”

20k

Clink !

Some of the whisky gushed over the tablecloth, but
Cousin James did not seem to notice it. Ue took another
drink, the Fifth-Formers staring at him «ilently and with

aplueh{-nmfm. Then he smiled, a smile of geniality, not
to =ay idiocy. .

“If you leave anything in the bottle,” he said
henevolently, “ vour landlady will have it as sure as a
aun,’”

“"Oh! Yes®"

“T had a slight misunderstanding with my landlady
this morning,” said Cousin James, blinking at the Fifth-
Formers over the swaving glas<. “ Mrs, Squidge 1s a
onod woman, but che drinks.”

“Ddoes she?”

“Yes. The horrible viee of drink, sir, has fastened itz
claws upon her,” said Cousin James, “ Gentlemen, I
have spoken to that woman v.l*]! tears in my eves—witil
tut-tut-tears, sir.  All in vain! Gimme that bottle !

“There's nnt hing left in it, James,” said Coker, utterly
dismayed. * You've =pilt some, you know.”

“ Have—have some water, sir, raaid I"it?.;mmld

“Water ! said Cous~in Jamesz, “Did wyou say
sir? I have taken as my motto through life, sir,
word= of the poet:

water,
tho

“You're o fool to spoil zood lignor:
= . . " rid
Drink it neat, it goes the quicker

“Oh, dear!”

“ Squiffy, by Jove!” murmured tireene, looking seared.
“1—1 say, Coker, I—T think I'll go for a stroll.”

Greene exceuted o otrategic retreat from the study.
He had had enongh of Coker's cousin,

“ Faith, and I've got an engagement ! sald Fitzgerald.
“ Almost foreot it. “See vou later, Coker.”

Fitzeerald followed Greene.

Crash! |

The elass slipped from Cousin James's swaving hand,
and smashed into pleces on the foor. Consin James lookd
at it in surprise,

“ Dear me!” he ~nid. " Ulumsy Very clumay !”

“Pad-don’t apench!” said the uﬂhu]:]n Coker.

“ (ientlemen, I apologise !”

“Tt's all right. =it down, old chap.’

Cousin James held on to the table, o

“ 1 refuse to =it down!” he replied, with =low distinct-
“1 should be sorry to have any difference of

Ness,

opinion with any gentleman present, but I wiszh 1‘r to ba

l11'di‘!wl’ﬁi‘]"1 once for wll, that I refuse to it down!
“That's all rieht ! eronned Coker, fervently wishing

that his  distinguished cousin was  back in Albertu.
“ Stand up, then.’

“What! What did you say,

“I—I said stand up !’

“T do not wish to be nnreasonable,” said Consin Jameas,
“ hut T desire it to be understopd that I refuse to stand
up.

“*Oh, dear!”

Potter cast a louging glanee towards the door.

voung man?"’
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“Don’t leave me alone with him,” whispered Coker,
“Oh, crumbs! How are we going to get rid of him?"

“Perhaps he'll g9 to sleep ! murmured Potter.

“If any gentleman  present,” sadd  Cousin James,
“desires to insinuate that T amn not perfectly master of
my=¢lf, I hurl back the insinuation in his teeth, 1 am
perfectly sober—perfectly, I am perfectly prepared to
carry out my arrvangement, thouch the honorarium is
the paltry sum of seven shillives and =ixpence !”

“Wh-at 1" |

“As for yon,” smid Cousin James, fixing a deadly
glare upon the unfortunate Coker—"as for you, wsir, I
will shake the dust of your theatre from my fect, sir,
with scorn !”

*Eh "

" You call yourself, sir, a theatrical manager

"1 d<d-don’t!” pasped the astounded Coker. " Not at
all. Nothing of the sort, you know.”

“ You call yourself a manager !’ said Cousin James,
unheeding. " Ha, ha! Yet you deprive vour thealre,
sir, of the only good actor who has ever trod the beards
within its walls. As for your insinuation, sir, that 1
ought to be ut the front with the men in khaki, I burl
it back in your tecth!™

“ Ok, crumbs !’

“My courage, sir, is not to be questioned. But 1
have higher ideals. For what, sir, is the present
struggle being waged

" To—to lick the Germans,” stammered Coker, as
Cousin James paused for a reply, and seemed to expect
one.

“That, sir, 1s the view of the man in the street—
Lhe common, pugnacious man in the street,”” said Cousin
James., “Sir, the struggle is for civilisation—for Art,
sir, for everything that raises us ubove the level of
Germans and other animals! And you supgest, sir, that
I should cease to tread the histrionie boards and bottle
myself up, sirv, in a khaki cont and go to the froat. Sir,
my ideals are higher. Sir, T am the civilisation that
the British Army is fighting for !

‘oker and Potter simply sasped. Cousin James was
beginning to make revelations, and they were utterly
astounded.

“Do not curl your lip at me, sir I" thunderved Cousin
James, so suddenly that Coker jumped,

“I—I wasn't!” stammered Coker.

“You were, sir!"”

“I—I wasn't, really!”

“You he! Down, you dog!

“ Yarocooh !”" yelied Coker.

Cousin  James's fist shot out suddenly, and Coker
landed on his study carpet with a ecrash that shook the
study.

11
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them!

o E'S at it!” '

H It was Skinner's joyous chuckle from the

passage. The loud voice of Cousin James, and

the extraordinary remarks he was making, had
drawn fellows to the I"ifth-Form passage from uear
and far.

The bump of Coker on the carpet could be heard the
whole length of the passage. The door opened and
I'otter was seen backine out,

Potter feared that it might be his turn next. Cousin
James seemed to have mistaken Horace for some
theatrical manager with whom he had un old guarrel,
and there was no {elling whom he might mistake Potter
for. Potter preferred to be in the passapge.

A crowd ot startled faces looked 1n at the cpen door-
way.

Cousin James stood with one hand on the tible look-
ing down on Coker. Coker was sitting up with a dazed
cxpression on his face, and Lis hand to his noese. Theve
wias a smear of red on that nose. It had suffered from
the sudden collision with Cousin James’s fist,

““Oh, crumbs!”" stuttered Coker.

Cousin James glanced it the sea of faces in the door-
way. He drew himself up in a lofty attitude, rveminis-
cent of the footlights, It was such an attitude as Ajax
might have adopted when defying the lightuing, enly

Ajax at that time was probably a little steadier on
his ** pins.”
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“Ia!” said Cousin James., ““Let them all come!

Send for your doorkeepers, sir—send for your scene-
shifters!  From this spot will T be removed ouly by
force. Ha! You have twitted me, sir, with slacking at
home while others ave firhtine the Germuns! Spur on
base hirelings, =ir, and see how Montgomery
snooks will deal with them !

“Fighting his old battles over again,”” grinacd
Skinner; ** he thinks he's in the theatre again, petting
the sack !"

" As for you, siv, I spurn you !

Cousin James spurned Coker with one of his huge
boots, and the unfortunate Horace rolled over on his
back aguin. It was an emphatic spurn.

“ Yow ! roared Coker.

“* Ha, ha, ha !’

“You laugh!” exclaimed Cousin James. *“It has
come to this, that I furnish foed for laughter to the
vile rabble. TIIa!"

“Oh, my hat !’ murmured Wharton.
Skinner——""'

“He'll begin smashing things scon,” said Skinuer
cheerfully. “ He smashed a window at the theatre, and
gave the doorkeeper a black eye.”

Coker sat up. Keeping a wary eye on Cousin James,
he wriggled towards the door. Mr. Montgomery Snooks
burst inte a loud and stornful laugh,

“ Come one, come all ™ he shouted,

“Oh, dear!” gasped Potter. ** Prouty will hear him
soon., Therve’ll be a row

" He ought to be got out, somehow,”” said Bob Cherry.

Coker wriggled through the doorway, glad to find
himself in the passage. Cousin Jawmes lurched, and
brought up against the mantelpiece, There was a
smash, as the clock toppled over and dropped into the
fender.

“ Breaking up the happy home,” said Johnny Bull.
“ Arve all your cousins like that, Cokep®"

*“Oh, dear! I wish he'd stayed in Canada!” groaned
Coker. " What's going to be the end of this?”

“ Gentlemen, I will now proceed with my celebrated
stock-whip act,” said Cousin James, picking up the big
whip from a chair. * This act T have performed to
crowded halls—when the lack of the base necessities of
existence have driven me to the halls from the histrionic
boards."

Crash! Crash!

“Oh, my hat!"”

“ Great Scott !

Mr. BSnooks's celebrated stock-whip act scemed to
consist in brandishing the stock-whip wildly round i is
head to the utter rnin of everything within reach.
Mantelpiece and shelves were swept clean.

“Stop him semchow " gasped Potter.

“ James " nanted Coker. ** Cousrin James!”

Lash! Coker jumped back as Cousin James male a
lick at lum with the hig whip.

“Go in and talk to him, Coker !”" yelled Skinner.

i {]h, EE

“You wvillain,

Crash!

SCISSOTS |

“Ha, it is you ! said Cousin James, his rolling eye
lighting on Skinner. * You owe me seven and six-
pence !’

Skinner backed away.

“Seven and sixpence!”  rchouted Cousin  James.
““Seven miserable shillings «nd a paltry sixpence! Let
me get at him 1

“Run for it I gasped Nugert, as Coustn James came
lurching out into the passage, brandishing the stcck-

whip.

“Ha! They »un! They run!" ejaculated Mr.
Snooks,

They did run—there was ne doubt about that. The
whole crowd pelted down the puassage. They did not
want that thrashing whip at close quarters., Cousin

James was dangevous.

Cousin James rushed in pursuit, but unfortunately—or
fortunately—his unusteady legs became mixed with the
iong lash of the stock-whip, and he rolled over and
sprawled on the foor.

He sat 1{1[) dizzily and blinked about kim. The pos-
sage wus clear. Dowa in the hall the fellows gathered
17
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in an excited crowd. Cousin Juames held the field—
he remained the vietor in the Fifth-Form passage.

Coker looked al his wils" end.

“ What on earth’s going to be done?" he gasped.

“Call Mr. Prout !

““Call the Head !

“ Call a policeman!”

““ He—he said he was a teetotuler,”” groaned Coker.

“He looks hike one !”” grinned Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, you fellows,
Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!”

Thers was a gencral movement of retreat through the
guadrangle.

“How's this coing to end?” gasped Bob  Cherry
“Skinner, you thumping ass, wm got him here, and
you'd better pet him away.’

“Thanks " sl Skinuncer.

fere he comes ! rearved Billy

“I'm giving him a wide

berth."
“ Hallo! IIallo! Mallo! Whe's this?” ejaculated
Bob. |
A tall, bhandsome young man, in khaki, was striding

aeross the Close towards the School House. He looked
in surprise at the excited juniors. Bob raised s cap
as the young man halted.

“Is my cousin here?’ asked the stranger.

“* What name?” asked Bob.

** Coker.”!

iE 1'hlrhu-ﬂ.,t ':;-lﬂ‘

“ Coker—Horace Coker, in the Fifth Form,
said the young man in khaki.

Bob Cherry gave a yell.

‘““ Here he is, you chaps! It’s the genuine article!”

“ BEh—what?"' ejuculated the newcomer.

* Coker !’ roared Bob. * Coker, old man, here's your
cousin !"

“ Mum-mum-my cousin?”’ said Coler.

Coker stared at the newconier like a fellow m a dream.,
That big, handsome, sunburnt fellow 1 khali s
cousin ! L:}ku felt as if his head were turning round.

“So you're Horace—what?"”

“Yes, I—I'm Horuce,” stammered Coleer.

I believe,”

““ Well, I'm your Cousin James "'

“ M-m-mum-my Cousin James?"" Coker stuttered.
“ Mum-mum-mum-iny—oh, my hat!”

The Canadian looked puu]Ld

“Weren't you expecting me to- day?" he asked. “ Didn’t

your aunt write to you

“Ye-e-08! But—but—-"

*Well?”

“But my cousin's come!” gasped Coker. “ How—how
can you be my cousin when he’s come d.hr:mrl!;

“What! What do you mean?”

“Tt's a swindle!” ejaculated DPotter,
blackguard ain't your cousin at all, Coker
swindler !

The young man in khaki looked stern.

“Do you mean to say that somebody has come here
pretending to be your C mhm Jomes, Horace?” he asked.

“Yes!” gasped Coker. *A beastly fellow; a regular
blackguard ! Hr s got tipsy, and he’s wrecked my *-umh'
I—I suppose you're my Cousin James, 1f you say so *

“1 have a note from your . Aunt Judith.”

“That settles it,” said Potter.

Coker’s face brightencd up.

“I'm jolly =r|.u:1' he said. “I've been taken in, I—
I was surpr ised that you—I mean that he—should act
like that. He's a regular blackguard! An awful beast!
A rotten swindler, too. He said he was my CUousin
James, He’s as drunk as a lord, and kicking up a row,
Oh, dear!”

“Where is he?”

“In the passage upstairs,
eriven in charge &

“Let me sce him !
very grim. " Show me the way,

“That boozy
He's a

My hat! I'll have him

The young man in khaki looked
Horace! I want to have

a little talk to the gentleman who has borrowed my
name."”
“This way, Jamoes!” t*’}nlru]u?.:l Coker, all smiles now.
Consin James—ihe eennine Cousin James—Followed
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("oker in; and an excited crowd followed bhehind, Thew
felt that the interview between the two Cousin Jomescs
would be interesting to watch.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Drastic Measures !

OUSIN JAMES the First was sitting on the floor in
the Fifth-Form passare when Cousin James the
Second arrived on the spot

James the First had made a manful effort to get
on his feet. But his fect were circumstances over which
he had no control. They persisted in tangling with one
another, and finally James had given it up. He sat on
the lineleum, his back acainst the wall, and a soft, sweet
<mile on his face. His pugnacity was gone; he was
niollified now. He greeted the voung Canadian and the
crowd behind him. with a look that was benevolence
1tself,

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Snooks, " pray excuse me if 1
do not rise. Owing to the peculiar formation of this
floor, it 1z impossible for me to do so. As you will
observe, the floor is moving rapidly in the manner of a
sog-saw, and it is out of the question to keep a footing
upon it. The floors of this theatre, sir, regquire sceing
to. They are ﬂangvrmh'

“So this is the man?” said the young man in khaki.

“That's the rotter, James,” =aid Coker.

“That's the tipsy beast!” said Potter.

The gentleman from Canada stirred Montgomery Snoolks
with his hoot,

“Wake up!” he rapped out.

“I am not asleep, sir! I merely closed my eves for a
moment,” explained Mr. Snooks; *the rap:d movements
of these walls, sir, are somewhat confusing.”

“You have been calling yourself James Coker?”

"1 beg your Iﬂ.rdnﬂ’ said James the Llirst,
dignity.

“You have come here as James Coker!"

“You lie!”

“What "

“Look at me, sir!” said Mr. Snooks. " Do I look a3
thourh my name were Coker? Is that a name at all? [
scorn the imputation, sir! My name 1s Montgomery
Snooks, well known, sir, in  the theatrical world.
Managers, sir, have begoed me, hat in hand

“Your name is Snooks, is it?  What are vou doing
here?"” asked the Canadian, his frown melting away. 1t
wias not much use }}{Jin,l_: angry with a man in Mr,
Snooks's lamentable condition.

“At the present moment, sir)”

with

said Mr. Snooks, “at
v understand me, T am
tut-tut-trying to make myself clear—at the p-p-present
moment, I am sitting on the floor, finding it 1mpossible
to maintain a p-p-pip-pip-perpendicula r attitude, OWing
to the extraordinary shakiness of this I:ui!ding >

“1 will help you,” said Cousin Coker grimly.

He bent down, fastened an iron grip upon Mr. Snooks's
eollar, and lifted him to his feet. Mr. Znooks hung like
a sack of potatoes.

“The beast is quite drunk !”
nmppmw up whisky!”

“8ir,” murmured Mr. Snooks, “it is my fixed principle
—it has been my principle thr{:lutrh life—never to leave
anything in the bottle. When I was a small, innocent,
blue-eyed child, sir, my grandmother took me by the
hand, and bade me nev er, never forget my principles as
I trod the thorny Imthw.‘v of life. M v 111"111[*1111{- is never
to leave Groooh!  Gugug-gig-pug!” finished Mr.
Snooks, as the Canadian shook him, and his utterance
died away in a ourgle.

“Is there a bath-room near here?”

“End of the passage.’

“He needs a cold douche.”

“Good eopr! Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Snooks’s legs trailed after him as James Coler
carried him along “the passage. Mr. Snooks was a good
size and a good wmwht but the man from Alberta bore
him along without an effort . Horace Coker, chuckling,
threw open the door of the bath-room, and turned on the
cold-water tap.

said Greene.  “IHe’s been

asked James Coker,
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“ Fill the bath ! said James Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pour out the Rhine wine, let it flow!" said Mr.
Snooks, as he heard the streaming of the water in Lhe
bath.  *“Or, rather, do not pour out the Rhine wine,
manufactured by the dirty hands of German barbarians,
sir! I am a teetotaler myself, aud my faveurite drink
i1s rum-aud-water.”

“What a beauty!” murmured Bob Cherry, 1 must
say that James the Second is an improvement on James
the IMirst.”

“1la, ha, ha!”

“The bath's full I said Coker.

" Stand clear!”

James Coker lifted Mr. Snooks bodily,
threw both arms abont hiz neck in an
embiace,

“ Dear old pal,” he said, “we will never, never part

Splash !

They parted quite suddenly.

Montgomery Snooks descended in a heap into the bath,
and disappeared under the cold water.  James Coker
dragered his head up.  Mr, Snooks caume up gasping and
spluttering and blinking,

“Gerrrrrrroocop

“That will sober him,” said James Coker.

"Yurrrrrroge |

"o you feel better now?”

COl=i.

“Yow-w-ow-owp 7

The shock had certainly sobered Mr. Snooks to some
extent. He blinked round him, over the streaming water
in1 the big bath, with understanding in his gaze

“Where am I77 he stuttered.

“IHa, ha, ha! Having a wash!” yelled Bob Cherry.

"I am wet! There has been a sterm!” gasped Mr,

Mr. Sneoks
affectionate

"

asked Coker's Canadian

Sucok<, “Am I in the river? No, I am not in the river!
Where am I? Is this a bath:"
“It's a long time since he's seen cne,” chuckled

skinner,

Mr. Snooks blinked at Skinner,

“Ha! That young gentleman owes me seven shillings
and sixpence.  Master Skinner, I did not bargain for
this, when I agreed to play your little joke on Master
Coker. I zhall expecl a guinea.”

“What!” roered IIorace Coker, giving a jump.
“Skinner, you—you put him uvp to ceming here and
pulling my leg.  You—you—lemine get at him !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner fled.

James Coker burst into a laugh.

“Ho it was a little joke of your schoolfellows, Horace—
what "

“T'll joke him ! bellowed Coker. *“I'Nl skin him! I'll
pulverize him! A cheeky Remove fag, by Jove——"

“1 shall refuse to leave these premises,” said Mr,
Snecks, “till I have been paid my seven-and-sixpence.”

“You won't leave these premises in a hurr:,.r, anyway,
sald James Coker. "1 recommend you to strip and towel
yourself down, my man, or vou'll catch cold. Lock him
in the bath-room, Horace, and we’ll deal with him when
he’s sober.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“Good ! said Coker.

The Canadian jerked Mr. Snooks out of the bath, and
landed him on the {fioor, gasping like a fish. Mr. Snooks
was almost sober now, and he vealised where he was, and
that he was very wet. He took James Coker’s advice, and
began to strip and towel humself. He was lecked in the
bath-room while he carried out that operation, and James
Coker took away the key in his pocket.

Herace Coker’s face was very cheery as he ushered the
genuine Cousm James into his study. The study was
rather a wreck, but Horace did not mind that. That
drunken rascal was not his cousin after all. His ecousin
was this fine, npstanding young fellow in khaki—a éousin
any Greyfriars fellow might have been proud of. Coker
was so relieved and delighted that he could almost forgive
Mr. Snooks for the trick he had played. -

“You seem to have had a high old time here,” grinned
James Coker, as he glanced round the study.

“That votter’s simply wrecked 1t,” =aid Coker. “I
hada't a suspicion, you know, T was expecting you, and
he turned up and saad he'd come by an earlier frain.
That young villain Skinner put him up to it, to jape me—
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He's some blessed acter, T think. When

me, you knovw. ‘
Look at my nose—

he's sober, 1'll give him a luding.
the beast punched it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cousin James looked at Coker’s nose, and lie seemed to
regard the incident as fuuny. Horace did not guite see
the fun himself. His nose felt as if it had doubled in
S1Z0.

“1 was coming to the =tation in a car for you, Janies;
but I suppose vou had to walk! It's rotten! I had the
car ordered ready, and decorated with flags, vou know.
And—my hat!—old Prout worked off his welcome on
that drunken villain, and—and he's eaten your tea!l”’

“Ha, ho, ha!”

“Well, I'm glad youn think it’s humorous,” said Coker.
“We'll jolly soon get another tea—lots of stuff. FPile i,
Potter, old man, irot it out! 8it dewn, James! You
can't think how glad 1 am to see yon—especially after
that chap. We're geing to show you some cricket after
ten. It will be 4 good mateh, a very good match—I'm
playing ! Then there's going to be a tremendous cele-
bration in the Rag! 'Thank gooduess that villain ain’t
vou, after alll”

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Potter.
“You ean’t keep him lecked np in the bath-room for
good,

“I'm going to talk to him when he's sober,” saic James
Colksr. " A man of his age and physique can do betier
than hang abont getting tipsy, in these days. He's
winted in the ranks”

" But—bnut -

“1'll talk to him presently.
Horace”

It was a very enjoyable tea in Coker's study, after all;
and Potter and Greene were as delighted with Coker’s
Canadian cousin as was Horace himself. Meanwhile, the
unfortunate My, Snooks was cooling his heels in the bath-
IOOI,

Now I'm ready for fea,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Yery Attractive Offer!
AP!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tap, tap! _

A merry crowd was in the passage outside the
bath-room, On the inside of the door, Mr. Montgomery
Snooks was tapping. He was very sober mow, and he
realised that he was in an awkward scrape. And he was
very anxions to get out,

“Young gentlemen!” came Mr, Snecks’s voice through
the keyhole.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo ! said Bob Chervy cheerily.

“Will vou oblige me by opening the deor? I have—
ahem !—an important engagement elsewhere.”

“The key isn't heve,” chuckled Wharton,

“Conldn't yon find another key?” pleaded Mr. Snooks.
I—I am really in a horry., And—and could you lend me
some clothes? My own are very wet.”

“They must be!” grinned Bob,

“At the present moment,” pursued Mr. Snooks, “1 am
wrapped in towels. But I cannot appear in public in such
scanty attire, and T cannot put on my clothes. Young
gentlemen, have pity upon me. It was really, really only
a joke my coming here. I did it to oblige Master
gkinner.”

* And for seven-and-a-tanner!” said Peter Todd.

"I have not yet heen paid the seven-and-six, I—1 would
willingrly relinguish the honorarinm to pet away from
this painful sitnation,” groaned Mr. Bnooks,

“Can't be did!” sard Boh., “Coker's pot the kev. 1
suppose you're going to be kept here till the police come.”

4 _L}“, .”

“Don’t worry, old chap—they make prisoners awfully
comfy in these days!”

“Oh, dear!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! HHere comes Coker’s consin.”

The Canadian came along the passage, with Coker and
Potter and Greene. ITe knocked on the door of the bath-
OO,

““Are you there, Snooks?”
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“Oh, dear!
“ Sober "
“Sober as a judge!”
fact, a teetotaler-——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Coker. “ You'll have a chance of
being a teetotaler for the next three months, my boy !

“As for the feed—ahem!—I am sure you will take a
lenient view of the matter when I tell you that, owing
to a misunderstanding with my landlady, 1 had not E‘dt?ll
previously to-day, being, unfortunately, out of a shop,”
said Mr. Snooks. “These are hard times for g{n‘rlemvn
of my profession—very 1111*[1 "

“ Qo you are ont of work?" said James Coker.

Yes”

moaned Mr. Snooks. *I am, in

“Yos.
“Hard up?”
“Stony ! sighed Mr. Snooks.

“How would you like a good berth?”

“I'd jump at it.”

“Well, we'll see about that,” said James Coker. * The
best place for a drunken wastrel 1s in prison. But suppose
you were offered o berth—food and clothes all found, of
good quality 31 :

“Oh, good!

“ Pleasant companionship among the best fellows in the
kingdom i

“ine !"

“A eood allowance of pocket-money——"

" Hlppmrr‘

“And a regular pension in case of disablement—"

“Topping 1"

“And the most hﬂﬂﬂ'lllr_lhl{‘ profession in the world at
the present time.’

“8ir "—Mr. SBneoks’s voice was quite tremulous as 1t
came through the keyhole—“sir, you are a generous
benefactor. If you ecan offer me such a herth, T will turn
my back for ever upon a thankless theatre and an un-
grateful public. But where is such a berth to be found
in these hard times®*"

“In Kitchener's Army!”

“Wha-a-at !"”

“That's it,"” sald James Coker cheerily.
offers all that to every chap who ealists.
country need you,”

ORI

“Think it over,” said James Coker genially. “T have
come over from .’Llherta to have a go at the Germans.
Why don’t you have a go, instead of hanging about
boozing yourself to death?”

“8ir, the claims of Art——"" said Mr. Snooks feebly.

“What are you getting out of Art at the present time:"

*“Ahem !"

“ And what would become of Art, and everything else, if
the Huns got here:”

“ Ahem !"

“Think it over,” said James Coker. “1{&-11 re welcome
to stay as long as you like in the bath-room.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But if you care to do your duty, we’ll find you some
flntlwu and I'll come down to the remmtmg -office with

“ Kitchener
Your King and

Yil.

“Sir, Art cannot spare me!" said Mr. Snocks, with
illﬂ"lllt:i" .

“"Well, peod-liye!”

“ But—but I say

“Time for that cricket, Horace,” remarked James, and
he strolled away with the grinning Coker. Mr. Snooks’s
lugubrious voice died away behind.

A chuckling crowd followed Coker’'s Canadian cmhin
down to the ericket-field, Mr. Snooks remained in the
bath-room, wrapped up in towels, and doubtless carefully
mnmdrrmrv the rival claims of Art and his King and
country.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Cousin is Entertained!

HERE was a big crowd round the crlrket-gwmnd for
T the e 1tfh which was to entertain Coker's Canadian
consin. There were many attractions in that game,
Coker's ecricket was always
fellows who bhad a sense of humour.
wis the centre of attraction.
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Cousin James was interested in the cricket. He nodded
approval at the sight of the Remove eleven. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked very fit. Coker explained to
Cousin James that he was captaining the Lower Fourth
side,

“It's an honour for them, vou know,”
“I couldn't fix up a senior match.
but Blundell is a fool. A good fellow in his way, but
rather a fool. The same with W 1ng.a,fe very decent
chap, but a bit of a blockhead. So I've fixed up a junior
match, to show you something of our ericket, old chap.
You'll find 1t IlltETEbtlﬂg il Imrt-s I ahall open the
mnings myself.”

Coker opened the innings, with Harry Wharton at the
other end. The crowd looked on with great antic ilmtiml

Temple led his merry men into the hnh:l, and put on I'ry
to bowl. Fry wuas a good bowler, though he found it
hard to take Remove wickets. But he had no doubls
about Coker's wicket.

Coker stood at the wicket Iin a lofty attitude. He
designed his manner to show the state of his opinion
with regard to Fourth-Form bowling. He glanced
patronisingly along the piteh at Fry.,

Cousin James stared.

“Ripping, ain’'t he?” murmured Bob Cherry,

“If that bowler knows anything, that wicket won't last
long,” remarked Cousin James. From which remark the
Remove batsmen deduced that Cousin James kuew some-
thing about cricket,

C'ousin James's prediction proved correct.

Fry sent down the ball, and Coker, judging 1t suitable
for a regular swipe, ﬁtppppd out and swiped at it

Coker meant it for a " sixer.”

But it did not prove to be a sixer.

For Coker's Lat swept the empty air, with such force
that Coker spun half round, lost his footing, and sat om
the gr:}uud.

Crash !

The middle stump went flying, and the bails were
scattered far and wide. The rrrwt Coker sat on the
crease and blinked at his wicket,

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“How's that?” shricked Fry.

“Ha, h:s, ' Qut !

“Out, by gum!” said Coker.
ordinary!”

He walked off the pitch in a dazed state
astonished Coker when his wicket went down.

“Bud luck !" grinned Cousin James.

“Amazing " said Coker. “You won’t get much idea
of my cricket now, after that fluke. Very unfortunate”

“1 think L've trnt a pretty good idea of it, all the
same,” remarked James.

The rest of the innings wasn't very interesting to
Horace : but Cousin James watched it with oreat intercst.
The Remove were all down for 60, and Cousin James
cheered the innings heartily.

But when the Fourth went on to bat, Coker awoke to
new life. He gave Cousin James a confident smile as he
gripped the ball.

“Keep your peepers open now, James,”
“I'm going to show you some bowling.”

“Oh, do!” said James.

Colker did.

The field kept safe out of his reach,
to take ordinary risks,
by Coker.

"The batsmen were in some danger.
appearcd to be pelting them. CUnker took every alternate
over. He depended mainly on his own bowling to win
the match, as lw had told Wharton.

Coker did not take any wickets. But some parties were
pleased, for the Fourth-Form batsmen piled up runs on
his bowling,

The l:uwlmq of Hurree Singh and Squiff did some
execution. It was very fortunate that the rules did not
allow Coker to bowl all the time. Certainly he would
have done so if he could.

Fortunately, he couldn’t,

The Removites had agreed to let Coker eaptain the
eleven, in honour of his Cousin James. But they looked

Coker explained.
I'm sorry for that;

“QOut, by gad! Extra-

It always

he remarked.

They were willing
but had no desire to be bramoed

At times Cokoer
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daggers at Coker. When the Fourth-Form score was at
od, with three more wickets to fall, Harry Wharton
veutured on a remonstrance, Coker was going on to bowl
again, to Dabney,

“Give Inky the ball, Coker, do!” urged Wharton.
“They only want three to win, you know.”

Coker stared at him.

“You young ass! That's why I'm taking the over,”
he replied. “If I don’t get them out in this over, they
Lbeat us."”

" You cun’t touch them,” howled Wharton, exasperated.
“Live Inky the ball, and don’t be a thundering ass!”

" None of your cheek,” said Coker, frowning. “I'm
captain of this team, I think. Get into your place, and
don’'t jaw !™

Whaiton resigned himsel{ to his fate; and Csker went
ot to bowl. Dabuey grinned as he let himself go at the
bull. The batsmen ran three, and there was a roar.

* I rather thought we should do it, you know,” remarkeg
Temule genially,

" Iard luek, Horaee!” grinned Cousin James, as Coker
citie off, leoking a little grave,

Coeker nodded.

“Yes, James. I think perhaps it was a mistake after
all to play with a fag teain. The field was no good, you
know. I couldn’t bowl and field toa: and, of course, a
far field couldn’t back up my bowling.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!"” roared James.

“I'm not surprised you're amused at their fag ericket,”
az=cnted Coker, “Ha, ha, ha!”

And Coker walked off with his cousin, in a state of
complete satisfaction with himself. He left the Remove
pleyers feeling almost homicidal.

Then there was a general movement to the Rap for the
great celebration. Cousin James and Coker visited the
bath-roem. Cousin James tapped on the door, and the
feeble voice of Mr. Snooks came from within,

" Lemme out!”

“Made up your mind?" asked James genially,

"Ow! Yes! I'll join Kitchener's Army—I’ll join any-
thing—if you’ll only gimme some eclothes and Iemme
out I

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker,

When Cousin James appeared in the crowded Rag, Mr.
Montgomery Snooks came with him. He was clad in dry
clothes, which Coker had found for him. He was looking
decidedly gloomy. Apparently he had not enjoved his
long imprisonment in the bath-room. But he cheered up
when he was given a seat at the festive board at the side
of the distinguished visitor,

That feed was a tremendous suceess. The Rag was like
unto a land flowing in milk and honey. Horace Coker
was doing the thing in style, as he always did. And
even the Remove cricketers felt that they could forgive
him for the way he had captained their team.

“ (rentlemen,” said Mr. Snooks, looking round, *some
of you have scen me on the boards, in mimic warfare.
Some of you have seen nie—alas '—in humiliating circum-
stances, shightly under the influence of liguor. Gentle-
men, if you see me again, you will see me in khaki—doing
my hit.  Master Skiuner, you owe me seven-and-
glIXpEenCe,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“That seven-and-sixpénce,” said Mr. Snooks nohbly,
“shall Le sent to the 'Rid Uross.  Master Skinner shall
send it.” '

“We'll see that he does!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Gentlemen, farewell! said Mr. Sncoks,
to the la-t.

And he walked out with Cousin James, carrying his
head hicher than before, as he was entitled to do. The
car was outside, resplendent with bunting. Cousin James
& Co, and Mr. Snooks and Potter and Greene crowded into
the car, and there were ringing cheers as it buzzed away,
nearly all Greyfriars turning out to see it off. The old
Close rang u.nn:f echoed to the cheers for Kitchener's new
receruit and fer Coker’s Canadian Cousin !

histrionie

THE IXD.

(Next Monday's Grand, Long, Completas Story of
The Chums of Greyfriars, entited, “A Lancashire
Lad's Luck (" /s BETTER THAN EVER, Order Now!
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Who has not heard of Sexton Bluke,
The best detective living,

Before whose presence scoundrels quake
And feel a dread inisgiving ?

Through his ingenious master-mind
Gireat issues have arisen,

And rogues of every sort and kind
Have found a path to prison.

From north to south, from cast to west,
The great deteetive travels:
With never-failing skill and zest
Great secrets he unravels,
Alfairs of State, of broken vows,
Or any petty mcanness,
Are quite sufficient to arouse
His wondrous sense of keenness.

A cheory youth, with heaps of grit,
Clear-headed and persistent,
Who alwavs makes the beet of i,
s Tinker, Bluke's assistant.
Through thick and thin, he firmly meens
To serve hi: friend and master
And many a time he intervenes
To save him from disaster.

Anotiner man well known to fame
For rapid mystery-clearing,

Awd stopping cracksmen at their gpame,
Is brave Detective Spearing,

Who speaks in accents short and baik
When forming his deduetions,

And never fulters at the risk
Uf mecting serious ructions.

These three, with Pedro counted in,
Will evermore be famous:
And he who thinks that wrong will win
I« guite an lgnorainus,
With grim resolve and iron will
They eatch red-handed daily
Tt - ecandidates for Pentonvilie,
I'or Dartmoor, and Old Bailew,

The world applauds you, Sexton Blakel
From strength to strength continye!

=S4t further captures may vou miake
Heguiring nerve and sinew,

Your doings in ' The Penny Pop ™
Enthral us, oh, so sweetly,

That should you ever “shut up <hop ™

We'll pine away ecompletely !
R T Y Gl T P e A e ey
Next Monday:

JACK, SAM, & PETE.

No. 7 of this grand new series.

21
A Grand, Long, Completo 8tory of Harry
Wharton & Co Py FRANA RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST INSTALMENT.

Two boys of St. Dunstan's School, JACK DARRELL and
TEDDY BURKE, are discovered trespassing by an irate
farmer, Mr. Stone.

In order to appease the farmer's wrath, Teddy Burke shows
him a copv of a newspaper containing a portrait of THE
PRINCE OF ALTENBURG, and leads him to believe that
Jack Darrell, who bears a strong resemblance to the portrait,
is really the prince, and that they were coming to ask his
permission to be shown over the farm. :

Mr. Stone is unable to keep the knowledge that a prince
is a scholar at the local collere to himseli, and eventually
the news reaches the ears of a person named Lewis Mackay,
who is staying in the neighbourhood. _

Mackay, under the impression that Jack Darrell 13 really
the Prince of Altenburg, kidnaps both him and his chum,
Teddy Burle,

The chums eventually find themselves on board the German
gubmarine V2 and under the care of a person named BARON
ZELLING, _

The submarine is attacked and sunk, Baron Zelling and
the two boyvs being picked up by the Tronjeim, a Norwegian
viossel.

The Tronjeim is then chased and caught by the Goerman
cruiser Kielberg, to which the baron and his captives are
transferred, -

Meanwhila, DERWENT HOOD, chief of the British
Counter-Wspionage Department, hearing that the bavon and
the two bovs have been picked up by the Tronjeim, goes 1n
chase of that ves:el in H.M.S., Chatswood

(Now go on with the Story.)

Teddy Burke Meets an Old Enemyl

“I'1l bet you can't guess the name of the chap I've just
seon " Teddy Burke eried, az he came into the cabin which
they occupied on the Kielberg.

They had been some davs now on the armoured croiser.
8o far, evervthing had gone all right. The commander of
the vessel had been quite decent, and had given instructions
that everything Ehﬂli?li be done for their comfort, A small
cabin had been given up to them, and their meals were
served here. Baron Zelling, of eounrse, practically hived with
tha officers, and had even borrowed a naval vmform to
take the place of the curicus suit he had worn on  the
Tronjeim.

When Teddy Buorke come into the cabin Jack was hard
at work with pencil and paper in writing a long account
home of s experiences. When or where he would be abile
to post it he had no idea, but he determined to have it
ready if the opportunity came,

He looked up now as Burke came in.

“What fellow have wyou seen?" he repeated., *1 den't
know ; there’s so many of them."”
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“A 5t. Dunstan’s chap, T mean,” Burke answered,
a sport, Jack, and have a guess!”

“A Bt. Dunstan’s fellow on the Kielberg?”
down his writing, and stared at Teddy.
has he got here?” :
“ An officer—swagger uniform, and all that!" Teddy Burke
satd,  * DBut you'll never guess. D'vou remember old Von
Bohn? Funnybone, 1 called Lim, and he tried to give ma a
hiding, He was in the Fifth when we were in the Third,
Pretty big chap, he was, but net much good with Lis fists
Now have vou got him?”

“Great Beott! I remember the toad now,” Jack
“He left over a year ago. But what's he doing hepe?”

“A full-blown officer! He's marching about now on thas
upper deck as though the beastly boat
Chuck your writing, Jack, and come
beast

“Right-ho!™ Jack was on his feet in a minute. “ We'l]
go and greet him for old time's sake. T don't suppose ha
knows we beat Wilberry this year—probably doesn’t care,
cither,  8Btill, we'll tell him. By Jove, Teddy, docsn't =t
Dunstan’s seem a long way off now " :

“Yes." Teddy DBurke .ﬁLJlJ-.EG.'J}j.r became serioua, “ And
it's my fault, Jack. Only I wonder sometimes if we'll ever
wet back there again, and what the Head will say to me
when he's told the story. And then yeour penple——"

“*Shut up, and don’t be an asza!" retorted Darrell, 1t
Zelling's fault. Hallo, 15 that the chap®”

A young officer was walking with wmeasured steps and in
a very important manner along the deck towards them.

“That's the chap.” said Burke. “Speak to him kindly.™

The lieutenant was practically facing them when  Jack
spoka,

“Hallo, Van Bohn!" e zaid cheerls
yvou after St. Dunstan’s?"

For a moment the officer started,

ik 1-!“'
L)

Darrell put
“*How on earth

bfl:li.

belongred  to Lim.
and look at tho

“How's this auit

and seemed about  to

aprak. A look of astomishment come nto his eves, and he
stared at Jack in wonder. Then, just as quickly, he looked

¥ ' 1 1 1
ahend, and walked on again, as thourh he had never heard

A word,

“Well T'm blowed!" Jack execlaimed, when he had
nasaed them. *“What a little beast he 13! You wonld have
thought he'd have been interested in Bt. Dunstan’s anvear ™

“Let's try him agaim,” suggested Burke, and they turned
round. Von Bohn had also turned, and wos walline back
towards them again. He was looking straieht ahbead, and
evidently intended to ignore the other two,

“Hallo, Funnyhone ! It was Burke vwho greeted him aa
they eame level again,

A fluzsh mounted to the afficer’s face, but he passed them
without a sten of recoenition. The recolloction of an old
taunt came into Burize's mind, and, withoot thinking, Lo
called out arain:

“ Funnybone |

iy TE

bone?

P

Tell us who stole the pickle-jar, Funny-

THE PENNY POPULAR,

CHUCKLES, 1¢.
Every Friday.

Every Saturday, 2



Hardly had he spoken, than Von Bohn twisted round, took
a short step forward, and brought his open hand with all
the force he could across Burke’s face

Now, Teddy Burke was really oné of the most amiable
fellows on earth. Nor was he the sort to .go looking for
fights. He had often complained to Darrell that, although
he had more fights than anyone else at Bt. Dunstan’s, it
was never his wish, because he really didn’t care for fight-
ing at all.

Probably it was true. The real trouble lay in the fact that
Teddy acted almost as quickly as his brain worked. When
he came on deck his sole desire in life was to give a cheery
Fmetmg to Lieutenant Von Bohn. Instead, this i3 what

iappened,

Barely had Von Bohn’s arm drawn back than there was
a flash, and a bundle of clothes in which was Teddy Burke was
simply hurled at the lieutenant, who was hit in about four
places at once. He tried to jump back and defend himself
against an onslaught which was to him totally unexpected,
for he had the German officer’s usnal idea that he could do
what he pleased.

For a few seconds Burke was a perfect hurricane of fury,
and by that time the lieutenant was on the foor. Then for
a moment Burke stood still.

“Get up!”™ he panted. *“Get up, and I'll show you!
D'vou think—-"

Half-a-dozen men, hearing the noise, had rushed up. They
held Teddy in a firm grip now, while the lieutenant slowly
rose to his feet.

He was mad with rage, and could scarcely gasp out his
orders. In a mirrute, however, two men in uniform, slightly
different from the others, came running up.  Apparently they
acted as policemen of the ship, and their methods with Teddy
wore none too gentle.

Several of the other sailors had now seized Darrell, holding
him back from going to his chum’'s help. A pair of hand-
cuffs were slipped on Burke's wrists, and he was marched
below.  The other sailors conducted Darrell to the lower
deck, and left him free.

The whale incident, from Von Bohn's first attack to the
moment when Jack Darrell stood alone, did not occupy more
than three minutes. It appeared to him now as an ineident
nn‘:i:l(:ine:m:mgraph-ﬁ]m which had been run through too
quickly.

He wandered back to his own cabin, feeling pretiy miser-
able about evervthing. What could he de now? ile fore-
saw quite clearly that if he went to Zelling the latter would
doubtless nse it to his own advantage, and in any case the
barcn was not hkely to do anything to help Burke out of
the difficulty.

For an hour or mere Jack puzzled over the problem, but
got no nearer its solution. Then a knock came at his doeor,
and a sailor entered.

Just precizely what the man said Jack could not tell, but he
grasped the fact that he had to follow him. IHe was led to
the upper deck, and to a cabin which had previously attracted
his attention. The sailor indwated that he was to enter, and
Darrell opened the door and stepped .

At the table in the centre of the well-furnished room sat
the commander of the boat, Captain Diemster. At the side
of the table, but some little distance from it, Baron Zelling
was sitting, while almost direetly opposite himm was Licutenant
Von Bohn. Facingethe commander was Teddv Burke, two
satlors standing behind him as though to preveat him from
running away, but the handeuffs were no longer on Teddy's
WIrists,

They appeared to be waiting for Darrell, and he took his
plare to the right of his chum. Captain Diemster smiled a
Little as he watched him.,

It 1= only fair to the commander to say he was perhaps the
strajrhtest German sailor who ever stepped on deck., His
record, which has been printed since these incidents cccurred
m every DBritish newspaper, stands in strange contrast to the
conduct of most of his race. He was, as a matter of fact, the
son of an Irish mother who had married an important German
banker, and he would have hud a very high place in the
German Navy had it not been for the British blecd in his
Virllrg,

As Jack stood in front of himm now the captain eyed him
over carefully.

“You are the Prince of Altenburg ' he asked in English.

“No, sir, T am not,” Jack answered. “My name is
Darrell, son of (i

Baron Zelling interrupted him, and spoke rapidly in
German to the captain, who listened cp.nite patiently,

*1 see,” Captain Diemster nodded. Thank you very much,
baron! I don’t think you will be needed on this case any
further.”

The baron rose,

""No, of course not. But I only want you to understand
I have no responsibility for the boy Burke. Shoot him, Do
what you like with him, I care not.™

The captain nodded, and Zelling left the room.
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*“Well, Darrell, what is all this tromble about? Will you
tell me the story as you eaw it?" 1

The captain smiled again as he asked the question.

Jack told him as briefly as possible. Captain Diemster
turned to the lieutenant.

“So you were at 8t. Dunstan’s?" he asked, and Von Bohn
admitted it.

A curious look came into the captain’s eyes, and he seemed
to be looking beyond the cabin and out to sea.

“I, too, was at a echool in England,” he said. "At
Wilbury, not very far from St. Dunstan’s, I was 1n the
eleven two years, and we beat St. Dunstan’s, I think. How-

ever—"’

He sat up smartly, reccllecting, apparently, that he had
other business in hand, and, turning to Von Bohn, spoke to
him in German for some time,

Whatever he said seemed to surprise the lieutenant very
considerably. Then he turned to Burke.

* Lieutenant von Bohn thinks that the only way of settling
your difference is by the method you would have employed at
school. 1 have nothing to do with it. You must fight it
out. That's all 1™’

He nodded. The lieutenant saluted and went out. Jack
Darrell and Teddy Burke followed As soon as they were
outside the lieutenant turned to Burke,

“T am going to fight you,” he said, but there was not a
great amount of enthusiasm in his voice. *“ We shall fight
with our fists, and I shall give you a terrible licking, unless—
unless you prefer to admit T am the winner now.”

“No fear!” Burke answered. **You may be bigger, but
I'll bet I can put you thrvough it!”

“Very well,” Von Bohn accepted the inevitable,
going to bring my friend. and vou have yours.”

Ten minutes later the four were in a curious-shaped cabin,
just big enough for a decent fight. Von Bohn slowly took
off his uniform and handed it to the other licutenant. Teddy
Burke was quickly ready.

At last they stepped towards each other. Burke put cut
his hand in the usual way for a preliminary handshake, but
Von Bohn knocked it away and gave him a gentle blow in
the face. It was fair enough, and Teddy accepted it. In a
moment they had fallen to in real earnest. '

Surcly a fight had never been fought under such strange
conditions !  Into Darrell’s mind came the memory of many a
combat in which he had backed Teddy Burke at St
Dunstan's, but never one of them had seemed so deadly
serious, so terribly determined-as this. The light was none
too good, but the two figures before him danced and jumped
about like shadows on a screcn,

“Time "

The first round was over, and certainly, so far, it was
impossible to forecast the result, Von Bohn had taken
lessons fromm the same instructor as Burke, and though he
was not nearly so good and smart, he had a big advantage in
height and reach.

The second round began very cautiously. They were
moving round each other very carcfully and quietly, each
watching for an opening, when suddenly both of them dropped
their hands. From everywhere, it seemed, came the sound
of bugles blowing fiereely and insistently,

Von Bohn's second rushed in between the two fighters, his
]"IE‘l.ﬂd rﬂiﬁﬁi.

* Stop—stop ! he eried.

Then he and Von Bohn bepan a hasty conversation, but
Burke's opponent was dressing hurriedly while he talked.

“ Another time,” he said to Burke. "1 must go now.
That is the eall™

As they went out, another officer came runping up. He
spoke for a moment to the two licutenants, then called to
Darrell and Burke.

“Come! At once!” he ordered, and they followed him
back to their own cabin.

“You must stay there now,” he said
vwhere. '’

“Why ?" asked Darrell.
what 7"

The officer smiled and ehook his head

“Perhaps! We are ready for 1it. But we are trying to
ec=cape now from an Krghsh <hip.”

ul am

“Tt i1s not safe else-

“Is there going to be a ficht—or

i

A Man's Purpose!

Many times in his life Derwent Hood had faced trying
moments, but never had he felt quite so uncertain of him-
self as on that morning when H.M.S. Chatswood overhauled
the Norwerian steamer Tronieun,

Supposing, and it was quite possible, that the wirelcss
message had been sent by Zelling to mislead anyone who
might be on the track of the boys?
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He put the idea from him, and many other ideas as well,

and tried to insist on his mind believing the fact that once he
reached the Tronjeim his troubles would be over.

At last the moment came when, with two of the Chats-
wewd's officers, he climbed up on to the deck of the Tronjeim,
The captain was waiting for them, and after the formalities
between himself and the officers had passed, Hood was
introduced.

“Were you responsible for a message being sent from the
Caradoc to say that you had a German named Zelling and
two boys, Darrell and Burke, on board " Hood asked.

“1 was,” the captain amswered, and Hood's heart gave a
great bound for joy.

“Thank goodness!” he exclaimed. “I've come after you
from England to get hold of them. You see, captain, what
has happened is this.” And Hood brieflly explained his object,
and by what right he claimed to have the three transferred
to the Chatawood.

“I'm sorry,” Captain Waldsen said slowly, *“but they're
not here now. You see, the Kielberg came up with us and
msisted on taking them off,”

“The Kielberg!” Hood cried. *“But how " He could
not believe it was possible that he had been robbed of his
quarry by the very boat the Chatswood was hunting.

But further questioning only proved the truth of the
captain’s statement, Hood went back to the Chatswood at
last, convinced that once again Zelling had outwitted him.

He told the story to Commander Brewis of the Chatswood.

“Now what 18 going to happen?” Hood asked. *“*Can
Zelling get back to Germany?  What are the Kielberg's
prospects 7"’

“Your friend Zelling might get back, I imagine,” Brews
said. “ But it is going to be a difficult task. It just depends
whether the Kielberg is prepared to run the risk of landing
him scmewhere. They might do that and put the two boys
off with him. Hﬂ-‘{:{}uld the. try and get a boat, say, to
Holland, or Norway, or some place like that, and then on to
Germany.  But unless the Kielberg does land him his
number's up.”

“How do you mean?" asked Hood.

“I mean the Kielberg has only one end, and I expect they
lknow it on board as well as w~ do. She'll be sent to the
bottom one fine morning, and I hope it’s the Chatswood that
does it.  Of course they might surrender, but from what they
say about her captain he'll never do that. Give him his due,
he has played his game well.”
~ “Thaen the chance of my getting Zelling and those two boys
13 pretty remote?” Hood asked.

“I'm afraid so.” And Brewis shook his head. * You see,
if they do put them ashore, how on earth are you to know,
or how are you going to fuess which port they would
eventually turn up in? And if they stay on board, I think
the chance of their ever putting foot on dry land again is
about a hundred to one against. It's rough luck on those
youngsters, though. You mever told me exactly how they
got mixed up in the business, and why the Government's so
keen on getting them out of the mesa?”

**How on earth the two of them did tumble into the game
1 can’t cxplain,” Hood answered, “But, as I told you,
Zelling believes, or did believe, that this boy Darrell is tho
only original Prince of Altenburg, who actually is at school
in England. If this young prince did get into German hands
it would be a calanuty, as they would undoubtedly use him
as a lever to collar Altenburg, or use it as a bargaining basis
when the war is evenfually over.”

“But they haven't got him,” interrupted Brewis. “ Why
not let "em run away with young Darrell, and kid themselves
they've got a prince?"

Derwent Hood smiled,

“You don't know Zelling or his colleagues of the Berlin
Foreign Office. They'd stick to it for all they were worth
that they bad the real prince, and that Britain was lying.
They'd terrorise this young Darrell into doing and saying
exactly what they wished. It sounds ridiculous, I know : but
even if they failed, in the end there would be a tremendous
amount of trouble. Probably before we got a chance to step
in, and long before the end of the war, they'd have this
youngster Darrell installed as ruler in his principality. And
it would probably give them a good excuse for putting an end
to the Regent, who 1s the l:m%}' man whose word could be
accepted as final on which was the real prince and which the
impostor. Now you ean see why our Government want to
keep this youngster- Darrell, who apparently might be a
twin brother of the prince, safe and sound in England?"

“It sounds like a six-shilling novel to me,” sauid Brewis.
“ But, of course, if it comes to a question of hard lying, [
can guite see where the trouble would come in. It sounds
brutal, I know; but if Zelling and these two youngsters
do got sent to the bottom of the sea it settles the whele
matter for good and all, doesn't it?"
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“It might do,” Hood agreed slowly. “But that solution
wouldn’t help me. For one thing, I should still have failed
in my job, and we don't allow for failures in our branch
of the Service any more than in yours. And then—well, I
ought to have stopped Zelling. I ought mnever to have
allowed him to keep the youngsters for five minutes. I knew
he had them, and knew how they'd been kidnapped. If-—if
}hn!sf'?rnungaters do come to any harm, Brewis, it will be my
ault,

. He rose and stood upright. The commander looked at him
In surprise. One scarcely expected so much feeling in a
Secret Service man.

“Oh, I shouldn't say that!" Brewis answered. “And in
any case, my dear chap, the misfortune of their being on the
Kielberg is not yours. If, by the grace of the gods, we do
sight the Kielberg you won't suggest we refrain from sinking
1t? Because that’s my job, and, if it takes me a year, I hope
to do it, or be in at the finish.”

“Of course!” Hood nodded, and stood sl:nring through the
porthole. “'In any case, I'm afraid I can write ¢ Finis ' to my
career in the Government service, But until every vestigs
of hope has gone I'll stick to my job and keep on the heels
of Zelling and those youngsters. And then—well, I sha'n't
go back to England without them. That's all.”

Brewis guessed what he meant, but before he could reply
the telephone-bell near him rang sharply. He picked up the
receiver and listened ,

“Right-ho!” he said at last.
minute,"

Then, as he put the receiver back, he turned to Derwent
Hood again.

“Are you coming on deck for a blow?" he asked. “I'm
rather afraid we're going to put you to a severe test in the
next few hours. Carron has just 'phoned down to say he
believes the Kielberg is in sight. And Carron never says
a thing until he's sure.”

“T'll be np with you in a

After the Chase!

The Kielberg was a faster boat than the Chatswood, but
while tho British ship was fresh from a thorough cleaning
and overhauling, the German boat was badly in need of dry-
docking. If it came to a fight the Chatswood had all the
advantages, and of that no one was beiter aware than the
commander of the Kielberg.

8o that when he sighted the Chatswood he had only one
intention in his mind, and that was to get away as quickly
as possible. Fortunately, he was not wanting coal, and was
probably better off in that respect than his pursuer.

In their cabin Jack Darrell and Teddy Burke discussed the
interruption to the strange fight which Burke had been going
through with Von Boln.

*I should have licked the beggar in another round or so,”
Teddy said. ‘' Didn't they jump, though, when those bugles
went? I couldn’t guite understand what old Funnybone said
when he chased off. Did you get the hang of it?”

“Only that he might be going into a more important fight,”
Jack answered. “I wonder what is happening exactly? The
other chap said it was a British boat which was chasing this
one.”

A curious change had come over the ship—a change which
made itself felt even in their cabin, There was the sound of
much hurrying along the passage outside their door, and on
the deck above their heads, And the throb of the engines,
which had hitherto been almost imperceptible to them, slowly
developed louder and clearer. The doors in the passage began
to rattle, until from all over the ship there came a steady
volume of sound ; everything that could move was joining in
the general chorus of shaking and rattling, as though i1
protest against the disturbance which had been forced upon
them,

Hour after hour passed. Once one of the men came ints
their cabin, but instead of the uswal substantial meal. be
brought them now only coffee and great hard biscuits, Later,
he came again, but this time 1t was only to screw the shutter
on over thatr porthole, putting the cabin in rotal darkress.

He did, however, turn on the light before he went out, bi:
it was not nearly so brilliant as 1t had been on previous
nighta.

“We may as weli turn in,'" Darrell said, after thiey hai
exhausted every possible way of passing the time, 1 sha'n’y
take my clothes off, though, in case anything happens.”™

“Nor I," Burke agreed. “But I wish my beastly watel
was going ! It's rotten not being able to get any idea of
what time it really 15"

Darrell's wateh was in the sama condition, Their lons
immersion in the sea had effecénally put their timepieces out
of order. It was particularly annoying to-night, for, with the
nsual feeling of every schoolboy, they had no desire to go to
bed until it was actually the proper tune to do so,
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“Funnybone! Tell us who stole the pickle-jar, Funnybone ?”* Hardly had he spoken, than Yon Bohn twisted

ey

round, took a sihort step forward, and brought his opzn hand wilh a!l the force he could across Burke's fac'.
(See page 23.)
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But Teddy Burke was certaivly tired. 1lis serap with Von
Bolin had done that much for him. at all events, and he was
soon sound asleep in the lower berth.  Darrell, switching out
the light before he climbed into hiz berth, very quickly
followed his chum’s example,

Several times he awakened, but everywiere was dark, and
it did not oceur to him as he lay halt-awake that the shutter
was still over the porthele,  Fven if the thought had come to
him 1t would not lLave lLelped bun very much, for it was
guite imposzsible for him to remove it

But at last he could zleen no longer, and decided 1o get
up. Just as he was climbing ont the cabin door was opened,
the light was switched on, and i came taelr vsual attendant
besring more colfee and bi=cuits,

Teddy Burke was also quckiy out,  As the man wrned to
go an idea struck Darvell, He pulled out his wateh and
showed 1t to the attendant, and by dint of =signs and odd
(erman words suceeccded 1n indicating that he was prepared
to do a bargain in the matter of watches,

The man shook lig head, but when to Jack’s own wateh
Teddv Burke's waz added, and to these a fow DBritizh coins,
which Darrell had sull retained throngh all his adventures,
thoe German gave wav,  He woent out, and returned presently
with a cheap German watch, but 1t was ticking away merrily,

The exchange was quickly effecied, apparently ito the
satisfaction of both. Jack made sure that 1t was the right
timne, because at hrst sight he was astomished.,  The hands
pointed to nine o'clock.

“1It's a funny businezs, Teddy,” Darrell satd when, the man
having left them again, they hegan to eat the bisecuits and
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drink the strong black coffee. *“We must have been asleep,
ar trying to sleep, for about twelve hours, I wish 1 knew
just what was happemng.”

“We'll try and find out, when we've finished this little
feed,” Burlke answered. “1I'm getting fed-up with life on a
German cruiser, and wish we were back on the old Tronjeim
agarn,’

“8Ho do 1." agreed Darrell gloomily. T wonder what hae
happened to Zelling?  Fle's never been near us sinee we saw
inm in the captain’s cabin vesterday., Let's go and sce if we
can find hir ™

They went out, but their progress in the passage was not
casgy, for the boat secined now to be tossing and rolling o
manner they had never experienced bhefore. At the end of
the passage leading from their cabin a sentry was on guard,

“ Back ! he ordered.

Jack tried to argue with him, then mentioned Baron
Zellwe's name, but the only answer they could get was
apparcntly the one solitary English word the sentry knew, and
he repeated that very decdediy,

“Back ! he eried for the fourth time, and at that the twa
bavs decided to 1eturn ta their cabin, and here they. staved
until the man who attended to thewr personal wants came to
take awav their cups.

To him they mentioned Baron Zelling’s name, and managed
to indicate that thev wanied to see him. The man went out,
and they waited patientlv,  Probably half an hour had passed
before they received any reply, and then the baron came him-
geelf.

I[f their adventures had told the tale on the personal appear-

A Grand, Long, Complste Etory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDA
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ance of the two chums it had done =0 much more on Baron
Zelling. He was dressed now in a smart uniform, but even
that did not lessen the haggard look on his face. Truth to
tell, Zelling was even more weary of this adventure than his
captives woere. It had meant so much to him to get hack
safely to Germany with the Prince of Altenburg, and with the
knowledge he had been able to acquire while hiving 1n
England.

But the profit and the honour that were to reward his
suceess seemed farther off than ever. He began to realise that
his biggest mistake had been when he decided to transfer from
the Tronjcim to the Kielberg., At the time it had all seemod
so clever to him, but this morning he had succeeded n seeing
Captain Dicmster for a few moments, and the commander had
been far from polite to him. Nor had he saud anything to
alter his previous statement that neither Zelling nor anyone
on board the ship would ever see Germany again.

The baron sat down now in the cabin and made some at-
tempt to look cheerful. But the noise and the rolling and ihe
tossing did not help him much. It seemed to Teddy Burke,
who was not the best sailor of the three, that the rolling nad
increased even since they came back to the cabin,

“Weall " said Zelling at last. *You wanted to see me,
prince? Do you wish to know where we are going, or where
wo are at present, or why ¥" s

“It was something like that,” Darrell answered. It's
pretty dull for us sitting here all the time, not even aﬂrr’nwd
to go on deck, and with no idea of what 12 happening.

The baron scemed to understand the point of view and
nﬂﬁklhi.m tell vou nothing. Only the eaptain knows, but we
have escaprd from the British boat for the present. And 1].~.“u
are running before the storm now. It will be worse prescutly,

. wthing for youw.

: E}‘:lnc:ifiirlifd to 5}-u::-r::n {1. laugh, but it was a poor n’rtur-n'rlui- He
had enjoyed in a manner his first experiences, or at least hH
had imagined he had after they were safoly m-lrl <]Ll'l
certainly on the Tronjeim they had been happy enough. !ru]t
he had had his fill of adventure now, and wanted to be hn-t-_r:
at St. Dunstan's again. When the news had come that they
were being chased by a British ship, he had been glad, l;m-:-.us}:
to him it had seemed only natural that the outeome of it
eventually wonld be the freedom of Teddy Burke and himscif.
But this hope had gone from him now. .

“1t seems a pretty rotten position to be in, he told the
baron. “I should hope vou feel jolly well satisfied with the
mess you've made of things.”

Zelling glared at him, and for an instant half rose, as though
he would have struck Darrell. Then he dropped back irto the
chair again and pulled fiercely at s moustache—a trick Jack
had noticed before when the baron was angry. o

“Vou necd not fear ! Zelling spoke with more spirit now,
“ We shall get back to Germany yet. I have tx:_l:l the captain
so: I tell you so. And I never make mistakes. _

He rosc from his chair and stood swaying with the motion
of the boat, and looked around him with all hiz old pride and
conceit. For a moment both Darrell and Burke almost
admired the man for his ecolossal belief in lis own powers.

#1 never make mistakes,” he repeated. * Remember that!
You will come with me to Germany even yet 1"

Then he turned away and left them.

“Swagger and swank!"” said Teddy E’:urlm, when he had
gone, “I never said a word to him—he's get his knife into
me, and I'm not out for any more rows just yet. I'm frd

'Tl
! He lay back in his berth for a time; Darrell simply sat
where he was, staring at the opposite side of the cabin, ;

“T say, Jack,” Burke began again presently, I wish this
beastly boat would run ashore or something. It's getting
worse, isn't it? How are you feeling #" | |

“ Rotten ! retorted Jack, and decided to get into his berth,

After that the experience they had gone through on the
submarine seemed happiness compared with their present
feelings. The boat no longer rolled and tossed, but seemed
to be flung about, crashing and plunging violently, while
every bolt and screw in the vessel seemed to have combined to
rattle and cry out with the parpose of making as much nose
as possible, | |

Ounce or twice the man who brought their meals eame in,
but perceived that he was not wanted. In a dull, listless sort
of way thev both lay, anticipating each moment that the end
had come, and that the boat would be utteriv destroved.  But
the crashing, and the rattling. and the throbbing still went on.

Down below, though thev did noi know, men were slaving
at the fires: above, Captain Diemster himself kept watch,
and he alone of all on board knew the strange, wild plan that
had come into his mind even while the British boat was
chasing the Kielberg.

And now while the storm was at its height he kept the zhip
on the course he had planned.
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To Darrell and Burke nothing mattered. And in another
part of the ship lay Zelling, still trying to plot and pian,
wondering how he could compel Captain Iliemster to carry
out his schemes, little knowing that the captain had already
made up his mind very definitely, In other parts of the
boat men went about their duties, and they, too, wondered
what the end of it all would be.

How long the storm lasted Jack Darrell did not know. Dut,
after days and davs of misery it seemed, there came a time
when the ship grew quieter, and when he felt better. lle
noticed that the coffee and the biscuits were on the table
again, and the desire to try them came to him. Getting out
of his berth he roused Teddy Burke.

“What time iz 1t7” Burke asked. “ And what day 18 i,
anyway? Is it ever going to be daylight agan?”

“Don’'t know—they haven't taken down the beastly shutter
vet,” Darrell answered.  * And that ticker has stopped ot nine
o'clock. It may have been stopped a week for all I know.
Dut come and have some coffee, Teddy.”

After the coffee had been disposed of Darrell attempted
onece again to go into the passage. But a sentry still stood on
guard, and he came back again. :

“I wish we could go on deck,” he said. *1t's =0 beastly
hot in this place. Don’t you think it's gone jolly warm,

Teddy 7"
Burke agrecd.  But the heat inereased rather than lezsened,
When next their “eoffee-and-biseuit-merchant,” as DBurke

called him, came in, they tried to suggest he might remaove
the covering from the porthole and possibly let in a little
fresh air,

He seemed to understand their meaning, and, much to
Darrell's surprise, promptly carried out their wishes,

“Where on earth are we?" Darrell gasped the question as
he looked through the porthole. Instead of the broad, open
sea’ he saw a stretch of wvellowish water, and. beyond that,
great trees; they seemed to be sailing slowly throvgh a great
forest.

Teddy Burke joined him, and for a time they stood on the
chair together, looking on the strange panorama that passed
before them, But presently they tired of it, for there was no
break in the great wall of trees,

The heat was almost stifling, and when the next meal time
came they regarded it as an inspiration that the attendant
brought them, instead of the vsual hot black coffeec, a huge
can of saome kind of cool lemon drink.

Night came sunddenty ; there was no long twilight, but just
as though the lizht had been quickly shut off. A= thev un-
dressed for the first fime for many days, Teddy Durke re-
turned to an oid subjeet,

“Jack,” he said slowly, “T1 never guessed when T tried that
trick on old Btone it was going to land us here—wherever 1t
may be. You must feel pretty sick with me——"

“Shut up, Teddy ! Darrell interrupted.  * We are in this
job together now, and we've got to stick together. There
1sn’t anyvone on board who carcs a hang for vz, 1 guesz old
Zelling has begun to feel a bit mad with himself by now. So
if we don't look after each other nobody elze will, I'm going
to stick to you, Teddy, whatever happens.

“And I stick to you, Jack!” Burke answered.
night !"

Both ¢f them climbed into their berths and were soen fast
asleep, Buat it was not for long. A dull, heavy ecrash
awakened them both, and then slowly they felt themselves
heeling over,

Jack Darrell had jumped out and turned on the hight in a
moment. The foor of their cabin was at an angle of about
thirty degrees, and it was difficult to keep upright. From
the passage outside and from all around them came harsh,
gnltursi] shouts and commands,

“I'm getting dresscd!™ Darrell said, and both of them
began rapidiy to put on their clothes. Even while they were
doing 1t the door of their cabin was opened, and an officer
CE TN I,

“Good-

“You are dressing?” he asked. * Good!

all vou ean and follow e

They obeyed without protest, and, with difficulty. struggied
after him from the cabin. On deck the searchlicht was
playing, lighting up the strangest scene thev Lhad vet wit-
nessed,  Almost it appeared as though they were in oa cowe,
but the roof was formed of trees. The Kiclberg had run
ashore, and the men were even now constructing a kind of
bridge from the ship to the shore.

“Where are we? What place 15 this®"
officer who had broucht them on deek.

He shook his head hopelessiy,

“Idon't know; no one knows. But I fear the Kielhers will
never float again. We are in the hands of our captam now.”

(Look cut for next Mondav's ins:a ment o¥ ipig
exciting yarn, Order your “MAGuNcT " early!)

Be quick! Get

Jack asked the
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HERBERT H. LOCKE, Esq., M.A.

Before it is decided to placz

l

“ THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”

on the market as a halfpenny journal, it has been necessary to obtain the complete

sanction of the Headmaster of GreylIriars.

The worthy Head was somewhat opposed

to the idea at lirst, but gradually yielded under my persuasion; and now that he has
given his final assent to the matter, no harm can be occasioned by the publication of
the following correspondence which passed between Dr. Locke and mysell.

MY FIRST LETTER TO DR. LOCKE.

“The Fleetway Iouse,
“ Farringdon Street, London, IL.C,,
“ August drd, 1915.

“ Dear Sir,—May 1 approach you on a matter which is of
preat interest to all who read my papers?

“ You have, of your couriesy, been good cnough to allow
e to present to my readers certain coples of *The Grey-
fviars Herald,” the splendid little paper edited by Harry
Wharton. 8o popular did this free supplement prove that I
iave been urged to make it a regular featuve.

“Have I your permission *o place the ‘Herald’ on the
market as a halfpenny wecekly journal? I and all my
readers will be extremely grateful to you if you will grant
this concession,—Believe me, yours sincerely,

“1I. A. Ihistox, Editor of the * Magnet' Library.”

e —"

DR. LOCKE S REPLY.

“Greyfriars School, Friardale, Kent,
** August 5th, 1815,

“Dear Sir,--Replying to yours of the 3vd mst., I regret I
cannoit accede to vour reguest. - My scholars gain quite
vnough publicity in the * Magnet "' Libravy without having
their doings deseribed, and possibly held up to ridicule,
through the medium of Wharton's amatcur paper.—I am,
yours truly,

“ Hereert . LoCke, 1leadmaster.”

YOUR EDITOR UNDAUNTED.

“The Fleetway House,
“ Farringdon Street, London, E.C.,
“ August Tth, 1915,

“ Dear Sir,—I really fail to understand the curt tene of
vour last letter to me. My request to you was a perfectly
vivil and reasonable cne, and calls [or common politeness, if
for nothing else.

“ As Dr, Ilolmes, the headmaster of 8t. James's School,
hus cheerfully given his assent to the publication of * Tom
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Merry's Weekly,” I think you might see vour way to do the
same in the case of * The Greyfriars Herald.”
“ Let me urge you, dear sir, to give the matter your
euarnest attention,— Believe me, yours truly,
“I1. A. Hixron”

TIIE RETORT COURTEOUS.

“Ureyfriars School, Friardale, Kent,
“* August 9th, 1915,

“Dear Mr. Iinton,—I must apologise for .the impolite
manner in which my last letter to you was worded.

“*1 have just summoned the boy Wharton to my study,
bidding himm bring with him a copy of his magazine, and
must say that I am greatly struvk with it. I had imagined
it Intherto to be made ap of mere nonsense, emanating from
juvenile minds; but on glaneing through it, can see no
reference whatever to such decperadoes as Sweeney Todd
and Arvizona Bill.

*Like my venerable contemporary, Dr. Holmes, I have
much pleasure in granting you full and unreserved per-
mission to put ' The Greyfriars Herald ™ to whatever use you
wish,

* With best wishes for the continued success of the journals
under your control, believe me, dear siv, yours very sincerely,

* HERBERT H. LoOCKE."”

YOUR EDITOR'S EXPRESSION OF THANKS,

“The IFFlectway House,
“"Farringdon Street, London, E.C,,
““ August 11th, 1915.

“Dear Dvr. Locke,—-On bebalf of the readers of the
'Magnet’ Librarvy, I beg to offer vou my sincerest thanks
for your great kindness in sanctioning the publication of
"The Greyiriars Hevald.'

“1 am awaiting the final votes of my readers before
deciding to go ahead with the scheme, but that those voies
will be of a favourable character I have little doubt.

“With kind regards, and best wishes to yoursell and your
numerous charges, helieve me to be, yours very sincerely,

“H. A. IHintoNn."

A Grand, Long. Complaete S8tory of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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rice 4d., valy. LUCK ! "

s.\ Saturdavy. /
R By Frank Richards.

Next Monaay's splendid story of school life tells of a great
story-writing competition orgenised by a popular weekly
paper. The contest attracts three budding authors—Mark
Linley, Bunter, and Fish. Billy Bunter’'s highly-coloured
war story, ‘ Through Mud and Blood,” is not favourably
received by the powers that be; but there is a scheme afoot
among the cads of the Remove to rob Mark Linley of his
possible laurels. The plot, however, fails through the astute-
ness of little Wun Lung; and when

“A LANCASHIRE LAD'S LUCK!'

is announced to all Greyfriars, there is no recourse hut for
Messrs. Bunter, Fisn, & Co. to hide their diminished heads.

The Editor is n]w:.{
and is only too wi
difficulty or in trouble. . . .

A r———

A HOST OF STUNNING LETTERS!

What the St, Jim's Pellows Think of
Merry’'s Weekly.”

The page of private correspondence, which anpears in
this 1ssue of the * Magnet ” Library, will, T feel sure, be
read with the keenest interest by all who have the future
of “The Greylriars Herald " at heart.

In this Wedunesday's issue of the *Gem,” another and a
very interesting page of letters is published, and all the
well-known and popular celebrities of 8t Jim's plump
unanimously for the publication of their pet paper.

Among those who have written to their Editor on the
subject are Tom Merry, Jack Blake, Figgins, Fatty Wynn,
Skimpole, Grundy, Mr. Railton, and Toeby the page. Some
of the communications are highly amusing, nnd will set
those who read them in a roar.

[n order not to miss this grand page of letters, ask wyour
newsagent to-day to reserve you a copy of this Wednesday's
1ssue of our great companion paper, the “Gem " Library,
which also contains one of the most thrilling stories of
school life ever written,

¥ Tom

——— —

GREYFRIARS IN THE LIMELIGHT!

The great story of school 1tife, which will appear in this
YOG Laibrary, entitled

Wednesday's 1ssue of the ** Gem ™
“MASON'S LAST MATCH,”

is sure to appeal to all readers of this journal, since it
deseribes in vivid fashion an exeiting cricket match between
the first elevens of the rival schools.

Order the “Gem ' mnow, that you may sce how vour
favourites fare!

CCMMENTS OF A SAILOR'S WIFE!

I often hear from married readers of the *Magnet "
Library, and have pleasure this week in giving publication
to the followmg note from a Gillingham lady:

““5, West Street, Gillingham, Kent.

““ My dear Editor,—I have been going to write to vou for
a lonz time, and when I saw a few so-called readers still
expressing slanderous dissatisfaction about your not joining
the Army, I could keep silent no longer.

s pleased tohear from his chums,
Ing to give his best advice tothem if they are in
Whom to write to : Editor, The * Magnet”
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.

at home or abroad,

“If T were you, dear
Editor, I should not take
any notice of these
malicious busybodies,
and I am sure all your
trua chums will say the
saIme,

“lI am a married
woman, my  husband
being a sailor, and he loves to read the COMPAnNIon papors.
I'think they are a blessing to any home. When I am feelin
sad or lonely, the dear old books always cheer. me up.—
remain, dear Editor, your true reader,

“Mgrs. W. Wear.,”

. Need T say that T thank my correspondent very much
indeed for her reassuring comments ?

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

II. M. (London, W.C.).—More will be heard of Vernon-
Smith anon. Dicky Nugent is twelve years of age.

P. W. (Newport, Mon).—You might try Messrs.
Co., 21a, Bow Lane, London, E.C.

Elsie Clayton (Nairn).—Thanks for your letter and fer the
flowers you were good enough to send me. The * Magnet "
office was a sort of summer-house for a few davs ! Good luck
to you and to your four brothers who are with the Colours !

Jack Hudson (Sussex).—Is Billy Bunter a member of the
Famous Five? Certainly not! They wouldn’t be found dead
in his company. You arve a bad lad to smoke * Woodbines.”
i don’t want to moralise, but, really, a boy of your age ought
to eschew the weed, -

Bobbie Norman (Cork).—The forming of “Magnet”
Leagues is a matter whieh I invariably leave to the initiative
of my readers. 5o you're another * Magnet " reader who has
had the honour of shaking hands with Sergesnt O'Leary,
V.C.7 Good! Sorry I can’t form an “ Exchange and Mart ™
in these columns,

“A Loyal Reader.”"—Hadn't you better give your name
and address when next writing? There are so many “ Loyal

Barr &

Readers,” vou know. Bunter's father is what is known on
the Btock Exchange as an “cutside broker.” Perhaps
“broke outsider ™ would be a better definition,

T. I. T. (Swansea).—Sorry 1 am unable to grant your

request, -
A. Pamnton (Westchiff).—When Mr. Frank Richards is free

he will write another story on the same lines as “ Bhe Boy

Without A Name.” Give him a chance, though. Fe's a
man, not a machine,
“A Northern Reader" (Sunderland).—I note your

remarks, and will do my best for you.

Harry C. (Norwich).—I am not a pigeon speeialist, and
therefore cannot advise you in the matter you mention.

M. F. (Holborn).—Grevfriars School is in Kent,

Driver Edward T. (British Expeditionary Force).—Goad
for you, driver! Btick to the old firm, in spite of the puny
efforts of the weak-minded critica.

Cyril P. (Croydon).—The stories you speak of are founded
on fact, “The Greyfriars IHerald,” if my readers will only
buck up and send in their letters of approval, will be launched
very sﬁﬂrtly as a separate paper. I should hesitate very
much before making the * Magnet” a twopenny book,
Some fellows are not so luckily endowed with pocket-money
as yvourself, Cyril.

F. C. Kingswell (Tirfield).—We
“*Magnet " story cntitled * Bunter the Boxer.”
surgestion, all the same.

Ernest D, (Cardiff).—Very many thanks for your lstier
and for the excellent work you are doing to popularizse my
papers in Cardiff. Give your Canadian c¢hum my kind
regards.

have already had a

Thanks for

(Continued on page iii of cover.

Frinted and I;ﬁﬁilhl_d Ey the Proprietors at The thﬁ_t:ilj Hou-e, Farrin don SEEEI’., London, England. Ag_anl.:-ll_ for Australia: Gordon &

p—

Goteh, Lid,, Me bourre, Sydney, Adslaide, Brisl ane, and Wellington, N.Z, : for South Afriea: Ceantral News Agency, Lid., Cape Town and
Jebanpesburg. Sfubscription, 7s per sunum. Saturday, September 18_h, 1915,



No. 397,

REPLIES IN BRIEF (continued),

“A Maidstone * Magnet' and ‘ Gem '™ Reader.”—Glad to
hear you sent your soldier friend a good pareel of * tuck,”
together with a liberal supply of the companion papers.
That's just the sort of thing they want—good grub and
good reading matter. It beats all the religious tracts in
the world.

N. D. B. and E. G. R. {Aberdeen).—Thanks very much
for your letter and loyalty., The finest cricketer in the
Remove 1s Wharton, without doubt,

A. Jeffreys (Woolwich),—When Vernon-Smith will be in the
limelight again I canrot definitely say, neither can I tell you
exactly how much tuck Billy Bunter could dispose of at one
sitting. Clertain it is that the average boa-constrictor would
be “also ran.” The best boxer in the Remove is Bob Cherry,
and Bunter's father is a stockbroker,

“ BSouthampton Reader.”—There has been a boy named
Gradsby at Greyfriars, but it iz not the Higheliffe * nut.”

George Bennet (Birmingham),—I will see what I can do for
you, George.

“Tiger " (Leicester).—Your suggestion that the boys of
Greyfriars should play some part in an air raid is nothing
new, What price * Carried Away 7

A. T. (Tufnell Park).—Ycu're not a poet, sonny. * Jimmy
R.” could make rings round vou in thar particular line.

I.. G. Liles (Brixton Hill).—I will keep vour kind suggestion
before me.

Thomas A, Smith (Montreal).—There is no Correspondence
Fxchange mow running in connection with the companion
Papers,

Pat Murray (Co. Antrim).—SBorry, Pat, old bov; but if
I were to tell you the names of all the occupants of studies at
Lrreyfriars, I should have to eui down the school story a page
to make room. And then things would hum !

A, R, B, (Wimbledonw—To raise the price of the
“Magnet V' to twopence would not be good policy. I
have gone into this question before.

Master Joseph Herrick, 42, Edmund Street, Sudier,
Manchester, iz anxious to form a “ Magnet " readers’ league
m his district.

H. P. M. (Acton).—My bost
continued loyalty to the old paper.

“Molly ™ and “Olga.”—No, Harry Wharton is not in
love with Marjorie Hazeldene. The attachment between
them is one of pure friendship. If you asked me, 1 should
sa¥ that the jumor who was most enraptured by the charms
of Miss Hazeldene 18 Bob Cherry. )

CGeorge Jackson (Reddish).—Write to Messrs. Isaae Pitman
& Bons, Amen Corner, London, E.C. They will be pleased to
suppiy their * Bhorthand Teacher,” which costs, I believe,
sixpence nett,

“A DBristol Magnetite,
e,
A, L. N. (near Birmingham).—Of course, Bunter does his
prep with the rest, 17 he didn’t, there would be ructions the
following morning !

“Jim . N (Maryport).—I have aiready made ample
arrangements for supplying our soldiers and sailors with
coptes of the companion papers,

. R. B (Spain).—Delighted to hear from a reader in vour
part of LEurope. Mr. Frank Richards writes for no other
papers but the * Magnet,” barring, of course, the * Boys'
Friend " 3d. Library, when he has time. All good wishes.

Marjory Baugh (Bristol).—Thanks for wvour letter. The
full names of the “nuts " of Higheliffe are Cecil Ponsonby,
Arthur Gadsby, Gerald de were Vavasour, Harold Merton,
and Phil Drury., They are each fifteen and a half years
of age.

“Canadian Reader ” (Toronto).—1 quite agree with yonu
that those individuals who hurl frenzied abusze at the com-
panion papers are “real incane.” IHappily, however, there are
very few boys worthy of the name who haven't a good word
to say for the " Magnet V7 and 1ts brother journals.

Miss G, Treloar (Bouthampton).—The places you name da
not, to my knowledire, exist,

F. BB E. (Limerick).—Yours i a good sugrestion, and shall
receive my early consideration.

J. Wollin (Kensal Green).—The ecost of having  vour

“Magnets 7 bound wul be guite nommnal, and I strongly
advize you to do it, for 1t will form an interesting record in
vears to come, when other readers are clamouring in vain
for back numbers, The joke should have been sent to the
Fditor, the " Gem " Library, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C,
Drummer B. Purkiss (Warwickshire Regt., British Expedi-
tionary Foree).—Many thanks for writing to me concernin
the shortage of * Magnets ™ in  yvour company. Wiﬁ
Magnetites remedy this state of affairs by sending their
spare copies to Drummer I3, Purkiss, 2144, Headqguarters
Co., 1/6th Royal Warwickshire Regt., 143rd Infantry
Brigade, British Expeditionary Force?

thanks to you for wour

LR

—I will keep your suggestion by

THE "MAGNET” LIBRARY.

-
ek d
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D. C. W. (Lanes).—There is no weekly story paper dealing
exclusively with Higheliffe,

“A Loyal Reader” (Newmills).—If you will write to
Meszsrs. W. & G. Fovle, Booksellers, Charing Cross Road,
London, W.C., enclosing a stamped addresse envelope for
the firm’s reply, they will be able to tell you the price of a
book on ventriloguism.

Private B. H. Leslie, 11517, 1st Roval Berks Regiment,
B Company, 2nd Division, 6th Brigade, British Expedi-
tionary Force, would also highly appreciate a few spare
capies of the companion papecs. What patriotic reader will
ohlige ?

“Anxious.”—In the inter-school cricket matches between
St Jim's and Grevfriars it is natural that the results should
vary. If Mr. Clifford allowed St. Jim's to win all along the
lme, T am afraid the ** Magnet " readers would be up in
arms instantly, and one could not blame them.

Frank Alderton (Ipswich).—1. The question as to who 18
the best runner among the Greyfriars juniors is open to
doubt. It depends, of course, upon the distance. I should
say that Wharton, Liniey, and Vernon-Smith were the three
crack runners, but I will leave my readers to fight out
among themscelves who 15 the best man., 2. Wingate was
quite old enough to be accepted for the Army. He was
seventeen and a half, and many boys below that age are
110 -EE!'r\'l!]E,

“* Brothers ' (Glenburgie).—The oldest boy at Greyiriars
15 Wingate, whose age appears above. I am unable to give
the name of the voungest fag.

Frank Secott (Shefhield). —The Christian name of Bull 13
John. I should have thought this was perfectly clear. Thank
vou for your good wishes.

Gabriel W. (Manchester).—There 15 no Correspondenco
Exchange in connection with this paper. T think you and
vour chum were silly to quarrel, and if, in spite of the
facr that vou have apologised to him. he refuses to recognise
vour existence, then he is not worth having as a chum.

Edgar J. {(Ontarie).—1 always leave the forming of
“Magnet 7 elubs to my own readers, They make their own
rules and manage without any Editorial assistance—barring
an announcement on my Chat Page.

E 8 G, (Stretford).—1 must thank vou for backing up
my reply to the critics. I leave it to my loyal readers to
weed these offensive persons out and deal with them as they
descrve.

“X. Y. Z." (Merton).—Harry Wharton’s home is in
Hampshire., Thank you most sincerely for your loyal letter,
which was onc of many hundreds I received immediately
the ** Reply to Crities 7 was published.

William Lynn (Manchester) writes: “T am sorry I wrote
such an insultng letter to you some time back, My chums
have told me how foolish T was, and I hope yvou will tell me
throngh the medinvm of your Chat that vou have pardoned
me.,  You must think I am an awful cad.” Thank you,
Master Lynn! 1 am glad that weu at lecast have been
honourable encugh to express an apology. The best way in
which you ecan show wour appreciation of the ** Magnet™
Library 18 to wire in and get some new readers in Man-
chester. Good luck !

“Map-Maker.”"—A plan of Grexfriars and distriet appeared
some time ago. If vou can pet some obliging chum to lend
vou the number in which 1t appeared all will be plain sailing.
If not—well, 1 feel sorey for vou.

“Naval Reader” {Grand Fleet).—Many thanks for your
cxpressions of staunch support! I am hoping that the
“Gem 7 owill flourish until *the walls of Jellicoe ™ are
broken down—which will be never !

AL O'Donovan (Cork).—Tao do the * hat-trick " 1s to aceom-
plish a thing three times in succession. Thus, if you get
three fellows to read the * Magnet ” you've done the hat-
trick !

M. A, L. (Sheffield).—T appreciate vour loyalty more than
I can say. Will you send me vour full name and address,
as [ wish to write and thank vou personally?

Trumpeter C. Dalew (British Expeditionary Feorce),—The
military authoritics will not permit me to do as you suggest.

John Simpson (Bradford).—1 believe Bodlam still harbours
lunatics, Why not apply ¥ _

F. Blunt (R.F.A., Luton).—Far be 1t from me to insult a
soldier of the King, but vour letter i1s the limit. If your
comrades in khak: had been permitted to read it, I have no
doubt there would have been a **bloody nose and a eracked
crown,’”” as some ancient johnny puts it. You had better
moderate vour transports, Master Blunt,

“ A Onee Loval Reader of the Papers” (Wakefield).—I am
sorry to hear you have turncd your back on the companion
papers after all these vears. To be influenced by the sneering
remarks of a few cads who have written offensive letters to
the Editor is extremely silly, Think it over!
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