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For Next Monday.

“ IN BORROWED PLUMES ! "
By Frank Richards.

Our mext story by your favourite
author deals with the exciting adventures
of the chums of the Remove when they
have to come to grips with Gosling, the
echool porter. Gossy takes up & new
attitude with the juniors of Greyiriars,
and as that attatude 15 Prussian-like, not
to say the least of it, Harrv Wharton
works out a scheme for his downfall,

Billy Bunter, for once, i3 made use ot
0¥ the chums of the Remove, and how
the Owl of the Remove tackles Gosling

“IN BORROWED PLUMES ™

makes one of the funniest stories we have
nad for many a long time,

ITEMS.

Correspondence is  wanted by D.
McMurtrne, Frankston P.0., Victoria
Australia; by Miss Irene Crossman, ﬁ
Weet Luten Place, Cardiff, with readers
of eighteen upwards; Gerzld Fielding,
7, Pearson Strect, Belgrave Road, Dar-
wen, Lance. Members of the C.C.C. are
informed that the c¢lub has closed down
in consequence of the increased cost of

stage. The president will be glad to
near from any of his friends at 12, Tavi-

stock Place, Bloomsbhury, W.C.1.

THE RIGHT WAY.

There are better things than grum-
bling. You may have noted this fas-
cinating fact. Readers of the Com-
panion Papers are not short of wit. You
should see the points raised by my corre-

spondents. But enough! To the
grumble.  There is the silent variety,
the noisy one, the raging ditto. All are

bad. If you took a nice little stroll from
the north of Caledonia, stern and wild,
down into Cornwvall, and inqguired of
folks as you went along whether they
were satisfed, hardly one of them would
atdlmit conpentment.  Something Tas
rope wrong. Some crazy old ambition
went awry, like the best laid echemes of
mice -and men. What I kope, and he-
lieve, 18 true in the majority of instances,
is that behind the growl and the dismal
eremiad may be found, for those who
imk, a sense that s all very well as
it 18

ANOTHER SLANDER.

The tortoise is, I am convinced, a}

mauch maligned animal. I met one in a
country garden the other day, and rts

activity showed pretty plainly that the |
old ideas about slowness are erroneous. |

The torteise in guestion was as lively as

a cricket. It fairly scampered down the

path in quest of young lettuees. If you

icked it up it paddied away with its

Eaga in mid. air, while its worthy and
Tue MagNET L1BRARY.—No. 655,

thoughtful-looking cranium kept on
popping in and out like a brisk M.P.
buzzing round the division lobby, If
the hare were eonly :lightly handicapped
it would never have induiged in that
nap, which, all said and done, was pure
swank on ite part.

MORE REQUESTS.

Missea  Doris Mesley and Ruby
Etheridge, 192, Canbury Park Road,
Kingston-on-Thames, ask for girl corre-
spondents.  Cyril Fleming, P.O. Box 302,
Port Elizabeth, wants to hear from
chums,

PERSIA,
Sydney . Cocks, Parkfield Cottage,

The Embankment, Great Mecls, near
Hoylake, Cheshire, asks me to find him a

QUITE CORRECT!
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Fatboy: *“I say, the Prince of Wales
caret use these two fingers.”
Thinboy : “ By Jove! How’s that 7"
Fatboy: * Because they belong to me.”

A DIFFERENT TALE!

' comimg

SHORTLY

L

Pier Attendant: ¥ you're a
regular little coward! Don't you know
.that a barking dog never bites 1"

|

Johnny: “Yes, I know that; but I

don’t know whether the dog knows it,” |

correspondent in Persia, as hé would like
to keep in touch with that Eastern land,
There 18 a reason for this wish which will
strike a sympathetic chord, for my chum
has to mourn the loss of & cousin who
lived in Persia and often wrote to him.

A RHODESIAN BOY,

Joseph Izzard, who writes from Salis-
bury, South Rhodesia, asks me to intre-
duce a character from the great provines
which 1s linked up with the personality of
the great Cecil J. Rhodes. I will think,
it over. Perhaps the best way would be’
to ask J. L. to step right inke one of the
yarns. 1 am slways delighted to hear
from chums in this part of the world.

AMATEUR JOURNALISM,

Mr. Joha Holliday, 131, Brinkburn
Avenue, Gateshcad-on-Tyne, is largely
interested m amateur journalism, and
would be pleased to hear from those
who feel as he does regarding this
fascinating subjeet, ]

]

FOOTBALL, ’

I am asked to insert the following:

Blundell United Eleven, medium, 17-18,

require away matches and home from

September 10th.—H. Platt, 10, Blundell
Street, Caledonian Road, King's Cross,

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Please note that the bumper number of
the “Herald,” out September 4th, will
eontain two very special attractions, in
ﬂﬂ']_dltiﬂn to -its usual budget of good
thinga.

“For Club and Cup,” by Tom North
of the Sixth, starts in the * Greyfriars
Herald ” of the date mentioned. This
varn is a real winner., It shows the
struggles of a plucky youngsier who takes
over the management of a professional
football team when everything is geing
wraong.

The second big draw for this week in
the *Greyfriars Herald” is the com-
mencement of a serial called “The t
of Idol Island.” This tale will grip any.
body. Tt deals with a mysterious island
in the South Pacifie, and I recommend all
my {']11.11'!15 to make sure of their copies
as there 18 bound to be a rush.

STORIES WANTED,

Stories are asked for by Ceeil Lee, 5,
Scott Street, West Dyke, Redcar, Yorks,
who i8 running an amateur magazine,
E. F, Clements, 4§, Aifred Road, %
hill, Birmingnam, wants contributions for
his magazine.
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direetion of

Betty took one of Coker’s arms, and Beryl the other, and the unhappy

former piloted his cousins down to the school gates.

Friardale, and a hilarious crowd of
(See Chapter 7.)

Fifth-
The trio set off in the
Removites followed,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not According to Programme !

L HAT chall we do with ourselves,
‘J‘;’ kidlots?"
It was Bob Cherry of the

Remove who spoke.

The Famous Five were assembled in
Study No. 1, and thevy were faced with
the problem—the very pleasant problem
—of how to apend their half-holiday. _

“I suggest the river,” eaid Frank
Nugent.

“And I suggest ericket,” said Johony
Bull,

Bob Cherry turned to Hurres Singh.

“What do you say, Inky?
swimfully swin, or cricketfully play
cricket ?"’ =

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“1 voteful.y propose,” =maid the Nabob
of Bhanipur, *“that we for the
esteemed spinfulness on our bikes.”

“In other words, secorch on the jigful
jiggers until we are punctursfully pune-
tured ?"” said Bob Cherry. * No, thanks!
It's too hot for biking.” T

Herry Wharton was about to suggest
an alternative to cricket and swimming
and eycling when the door of study
No. 1 was thrown open, and Billy quj.er
burst in like a evelane,

*1 say, you fellows

“Burz off, porpoise!” exclaimed five
voices, .

And five boots were promptly lifted
from the floor, in order to enforee the
command.
¥ Billy Bunter backed away towards the

QOT.

“Don’t be beasts!” he said. *T've

brought news, great news !”

Ly

Shall we1

-Cnp}-'r.'gﬁf in th

“You're leaving Greyfriars?”
gested Nugent.

**Ha, ha, ha !

*Oh, really, Nugent x

“What's Lhis great news your bab-
bling about, Bunter 1™ demanded Harry
Wharton.,

“An old pal of mine is coming back to
Greyfriars.”

“What?" :

The Famous Five stared blankly at the
Owl of the Remove,

"My old pal Archie!” said Bunter im-

pressively,
echoed Johnny Bull

““ Archie !®
1] Arf'hiﬂ “_h[:.?u

“ Archie Howell, of course I

“My hat!"™ :

“Why, vyou fat worm!” said Bob
Cherry wrathfully. *“Howell's no.pal of
¥ours! But—but is it a fact that he's
coming back "

Billv Bunter nodded.

(1] ﬂrhen?ﬂ

“This afternoon. T happened to hear
the Head telling Quelchy that he was
arriviie by the three-thirty train.”

*Oh, good !"

In their delight at the news the juniors
quite forgnt to take Billy Bunter to iask
for eavesdropping.

Archie Hm’relﬁ the brother of Miss
Phyllis, of Cliff House, was indeed an old
pal, not of Bunter, but of the Tamots
Five. ;

Archie had been absent from the school
for eeveral weeks. He had been very
ill as the result of a terrible cxperience
he had undergone as a new bov. And
now that he was fit again, and sound in
wind and limb, he was coming back to
Greviriars to take his place in the ranks

sag-

o
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of tha Remove.
“I say, you fellows,” said Billy

| Three-halfpence. 3
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Buanter, “I think my pal Archie ought to
be given a jolly good reception. He had
a very thin time when he was here
before. You follows misandeirstood himn
and persecuted himi, and made his life a
misery, and I was the enly chap whao
stocd by lnm when he was under a
cloud.”

“Why, you fat fibher |" roared Johnny
Bull. “You were as much against him
as anybady 1"

“Oh. really——*

“Kick him out ! growled Wharton,

And, before Billy Bunter fully realised
what was happening, five boots clumped
together on the rear of his plump person,
and he was propelled through the door-
way and into the passage.

“Yarooooh! Deasts! Rotters! Archie
wiil make you sit up for this when I tell
him you've ill-treated an old pal of his !

Slam !

The door of Study No. 1 was banged in
Billy Bunter’s fat face, and the fat junior
limped disconsolately away down the
passage. He considered that, as a bearer
of rood tidings, he had been treated very
badly indeed.

When Bunter had gone the Famous
Five exchanged delighted glances..

“Good old Archie!"” said Bob Cherry,
with enthusizsin. “I'm awfully glad he's
coming back 1" gEs™ E 1

“ He'll be jolly useful to the Removae,”™
satrd Harry Wharton, “With Archie in
the eleven, we shall wind up the cricket
Beason in great stvle.” .

“Yes, rather!”

Archie Howell was a sterling ericketer,
and he was sterling in every other
respect as well. And his resppearance
in the Remove would be hailed with
great joy. \ -

“This solves the problem of what to
do with ourselves,” said Frank Nugent.
“We'll o down to the station and meet
Archie.” :

“Of course ! :

“And we'll give him the biggest racep-

THE MAGNET ment.a%lu. 655,
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tion ha's evee had in his life ! said
Johnny Bull,

*Hear, hear!™

“Thank goodness we're in funds " said
[Tarry Wharton, * The first thing to he
done is to luy in supplies from the tuck-
shop. Come on!”

The Famous Five adjourned to the
little shop in the corner of the Close.
and theyr rapped out orders on such a
lavish seale that Mrs. Mimble fairly
casped.

There was quite a crowd of Removites
in the shop, quaffing ginger beet. They
E‘Hrurvd curionsly at Ilarry Wharton &

.

“Laying in for a siege. vou fellows?"
nsled Vernon-Smith.

“No,” said Bob Cherry.,  “This is
Archie Howell's benefit."

“What? You don’t mean
Howell’s coming hack 7"

Bob nodded.

f']I{ﬂ’s coming by the three-thirty.” he
eaiel,

There was a buze of exciterent in the
Luekshop.

“This is jaolly good news, and no mis-
lake 1" said Mark Linley. “I'm ever so
vlad Howell’s coming back.”

“Rame heore !

“ Faith, an' he's a broth of a bhav,
eubirely ! said Micky Desmond.

“The very least we can do,” chimed in
Peter Todd, “is to go down to the station
in force, and give him a big reception.”

“Hear, hear!™ _

Coker, Potter, and Creene, of the
Fifth, were perched on stools beside the
counter, satnpling strawberry ices.

Coker pricked up his ears at the men-
tion of Archie Howell’s name.

“I say, you kids,” he began, ‘“do I
understand J

“Of course not!” said Bob Cherry.
“In order to understand, il's tecessary to
have an understanding 1™

*“Ha, ha, hal"

- Coker frowned.

“None of your cheek!” he said
sharply. Do I understand that ITowell's
arriving  this afierncon by the three-
thirty 1*

“That's 8o, Michty Chicf,” szaid Bob
Cherry.

Coker looked very thoughtful. Tle
turned to Potter and Greeve, and mut-
tered something to them in a low tone.
And  then the three Fifth-Formers,
leaving their strawberry ices unfinished,
strolled out of the tuckshop.

“Now, about this reception, you
fellows,” said Harry Wharton, 1 think
we ought to kae it a musical one.*

“What-ho I

“There will be rather a difficulty in
relting instruments——" _

“Not at all,” eaid SBquiff. “I've got a
prehistorio flute.”

to &ay

¥

“And 1 know where there's a big
drum.” :
“And I've got a kettle-drum '™

“And I've got a pair of ear-drums!™
viuckled Bob \Dhﬂl‘I‘F_

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll take this grub along to the
study,” said Harry Wharton. * Mean-
wiiile, you fellows can forage around for
musical instruments.*

Scenes of great activity followed.

Souiff rwmmaged about in his trunk
for the ancient flute, Bolsover major got
hold of a big drum, Peter Todd un-
carthed a kettle-drum, Micky Desmond
borrowed a cornet from Hoskins, the
musician of the Shell, and Monty New-
land appeared on the scene with a pair
of eymbals, which he had either bergzed,
borroawed, or stolen, '

Fellows who were unable to procure in-
eélruments of a more musical kind econ-
tented the:nselves with mouth-organs,

Tre MaagNeT LiBRARY,—No. 655,
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and others, who did not bozst even
mouth-organs, fell back upon combs and
tissue-paper. One enterprising junior
borrowed a dustpan and a poker from
Grozling’s lodge.  Nat much melody could
be squeezed out of that sort of thing, but
the Removites believed in sound rather
than melady.

The amatear musictans ined up i the
Close, whera they paused, in order to
tune up. -

The din was appalline. _

Bolsover twajor belaboured 1the g
driom;  Monty Newland claghed  the
cymbals; Bguiff's ancient fluie ;-tr*r-z*.ﬂ-t:h_ﬂl;l
l‘ﬁf‘sﬂm'dﬂut]}’; arud 'm.uu'l}'l-m‘g&lm, ten-
whistles, and combs and lssue-paper
caused @ perfect pandemoninm,

The window of the Heud’s study was
thrown open, and I})r. Locke glanced out
into the Close.

“* Bless mysoul " he exclaimed. * What
s the meaning of this aproav’?”

Pom, pom, pom!

(Clash, clash, clash !

Ta-ra-va-pom! Ta-ra-ra-pom |

The Head's question was dvowned by
the din, .

Over a score of juniors, with bulging
choeks, amd eyes which seemed to be
starting  from  their sockets, were
exercising thenr lung-power te the fullest
advantage.

The mouth-organisis seemed to be try-
ing to drown the tin-whistlers; and
Bolsover major was walloping the big
drum untiringly, aud unmercifully.  As
for the comb-and-iissue-paper brigade,
they nearly hlsw their own teeth out,
and the teeth of the combs as well.

The Head stopped his ears.

“Good gracions!” he exclaimed. ** The
boys appear to have taken leave of their

senses ! Wharton! Chenry! Bolsover!
How dare yon?™
Harry MWharton made a desperate

effort: to subdue the musicians, undjﬂt

lust he sucesedad,

“What does this mean., Wharton?"
thundered the Head. _ \
“Ahem! We—we're tuning up, sir.”

13 \“l“"'hﬂt 13!

“ We understand that Archie Howel] is
coming bhack to Greyfriars, sir,” said
Poter Todd, “and we're going down to
the station to give him a reception.”

The Head smiled.

“1 am afraid that Howell will hardly
appreciate a receplion of that sari,” he
said,

“He'll  appreciate
began Bob Cherry.

“Doubtless. Bui that is not musie. Tt
185 what Shakespeare calls * sound and
fury, signifying nothing.” You boys will
kindly refrain from muking such a din
within the precincts of Greyfriars,”

And the Head retired, and closed the
window,

“Come along,
Harry Wharton.
three. We've
to the station.

And the procession, headed by
Bolsover major, the big-drummer,
strearned out of the school gateway,

The musicians atiracted quite o lot of
attention in the country lanes. Cyclists
and pedestrians  stared at  them in
astonishment. And when they reached
the station, and c¢rowded on to the liitle
platform, the stationmaster and the
porters nearly fell down.

“Train’s signalled,” remarked Frank
Nugent,

“1 can hear her coming,” said Vernon-
Bmith. *“Get ready, you fellows!”

The juniors put their instruments to
their lips as the train swung inlo view
round a curve.

“What are you going to play?” de-
manded Bolsover major, *‘ The Con-

musie, sir—"

you fellows,”™ said
n. ' It’s nearly half-past
Just got time to get down
]

quering Hevo,” or © When Johnny Cumes
Mawchmmg Home 57 :

“Both,” saird Bob Chervy.  “ We'll
have the * Conquerving Hero ™ firsk,”

The train rumbled to a standstill ; and
simulfaneously the musicians commenced
uperations.

The din was truly terrific, Passengers
leaned out of the carriage windows in
amuazement, wondering what was going
orn.

During  the proceadings. the juniors
kept their eyes open for Archie Howell.
But they espied him not.

Only one passenger alighted from the
train. This was Mr. Prout, the master
of the Fifth.

Mr. Prout had been away from Grey-
friars for a few doys, taking part in an
amatenr golf tourneament., Ho was new
relurning, and he at once jumped to the
conclusion that this noisy reception was
being held in his honour.

Llie master of the Fifth blushed, and,
after standing stock-still for a moment,
he bowed his acknowledgments to the
muEiciens.

My bovs

Ta-ra-ra-pom !

" he began.
Ta-ra-ra-powm !

Crash! Crash!
"My boys—my dear boys—7"
Pom ! lgum ' Pom!

The Removites puffed and blew until
they were breathless, They plaved
“The Conguering Hero,' and *“ When
Johnny Comes Marching Home,” and
then a selection from ﬂunﬂ. And by thisg
time they were exbausted.

Mr, Prout felt quile convinced thai he
—and no other—was the conquerin
hevo, He had woen the open guﬁ'
tournament at Eastward Ho, and he
imagined that Harvy Wharion & Co. had
heard of his triumph, and had decided
lo give him a great reception.

“My boys,” said Mr. Prout, “T am
groaily touched—* i

“1 suspected it all along ! murmured
Bob Cherry, tapping his forehead.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ ;

“I amn greatly touched by this demon-
stration  on my behalf! "1 feel very
flattered to think that vou have come

‘down to the slation in force to welcome

¥

me back

“But we haven't,
Wharton,

Wi l‘l“;i]ﬂ.t !:'." :

A It }:'asn't you that we came to meet,
S [

“ Bless my soul I"

“Tt was Archie Howell,”

Mr. Prout frowned, and the juniors
chuckled,

“Had you not heard of my great
victory en the links?” demanded the
master of the Fifth,

*No, sir,” said Vernon-Smith; in sur-
prise. © “You don’t mean to say you
won?"

“1 defeated Tom Niblick, the East-
;,:allﬂ”Hu amateur, at the thirty-seventh

ale.

“Ind he play blindfolded, and with a
broken wrist, sir?” inquired Squiff,

**Ha, ha, ha!”

- ““You will take a hundred lines, Field,
for impertinence !” snapped Mr, Prout.

And, feeling very humiliated ab the
discovery that he was not the conquerin
hero, after all, the master of the Fift
stamped out of the station:

The train moved on; but there was no
sign of Archie Howell. .

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged dis-
mayed glances,

B“Iiﬂe hasn't turned up,” said Johnny
uil,

“P'r'aps Bunter was telling whoppers,
as usual ¥ said Nugent.

Wharton shook hie head.

“Archie’s expected all vight,” he said,

E . 1%

st ] Harry
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Progress was difficult, for the wmzld-be rescuer was
“Quick ! Quick ! ”’ panted Beryl. *I’

impeded by his heavy boots, his frock eoat, arid his striped trousers.
m going under for the third fime | *’

“We told the Head we were going to
meet him——"

“And the Head would have told us if
de wasn't coming,” said Tom Brown,

" Exactly [

“BShall we wait for the next train?”
suggested Peter Todd.

“Not worth 1. said Wharton,
“There isn't another train till five.
We'd betier get back to the schoal.”

And the Remove musicians, having ex-
pended their energy in wvain, tramped
back to Greyfriars in gloomy silence,
wondering what had become of Archie
Howell.

———— g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
First in the Field !

( :’DI{ER of the Fifih chuckled as he
led Potter and Greene out of the
tuckshop. : b
“We shall steal a mareh’ on
those Remove fage this time !” he said,
“How?" asked Potier. ) 2
“We'll pop ever to Courtfield: and
intercept the train there, and bring
Howell back to  Greyfriars, while
Wharton & Co. are hanging about' on
Friardale Station, waiting for him."”
“Not a bad wheoze,” zaid Greene,
“But why should we go out of our way
1o meet ‘l{ﬁﬂ kid Howell ¥
“He's nothing to us,” said Potter, * Tt
would be different if he was still in the
Fifth, But he's in the Remove now,

and I don’t see why we should fag all
the way over to Courtfield to mect him,”
“You don’t see anything, (George
Potter 1" said  Coker witheringly.
“You're as blind as a bat, and as dense
as & donkey !
“Look here—"

“I'm anxious to be on the best of
terms with young Howell,” Coker went
1.

“Why?" asked Potter
together. :

“Because he—he’s such an awfully
good sort,” said Coker, rather vaguely.

That was not Coker's real reason, of
course.  The truth .of the matier was,
that he was keenly desirous of getting
into_the good graces of Phyllis Howell
of Chif House. And one of the surest
wara of becoming friendly with Miss
Phyllis was to win the friendship of her
brother.

[u the past Coker had pressed his
attenlions upon Miss Phyllis, and he had
met  with nothing but rebuffs and
rebukes,

The Cliff House girl seemed to prefer
the company of Harry Wharton & Co.
to the society of Coker. And the
Removites declared that this showed very
good taste on Miss Phyllis® part.

But Coker was not easily discouraged.
He meant to win the esteem of Phyllia
Howell, if it took him whole terms to do
50,  And he resolved to make use of
Archie as a means to the end,

and Greene

T A W s

“Dashed if - 'm keen
Courtfield ! said Potter.

" Neither am 1!” said Greene. “ Cokeor
can go by himself !

“Oh, all right!" said Coker. ]
might mention that T'in standing a bhig
feed in fny study this afternoon ; and if
¥ou fellows don’t choese to come with
me to Courthield, you jolly well won't
come to the feed!”

“Oh, crumbs 1

Polter and Greene knew that when
Coker enterfained, he did so on a lavish
scale. And they had no wish to take a
back seat in the little celebration which
Coker had arranged for that afternoon.

“"We'll come, old man!™ said Greena
hurriedly.

“Yes, vather!” said Potior.

YT faich’ my

on going to

Coker grinned,. oy
“Good!” he said.
molor-bike——" :

“You jolly well won't)”
with a shudder. '

L33 E]I -:.1-1

“I'll never ride in your side-car again
—not for all the wealth of the Indiss !
declared Potter, with resolution.

“And 'l never ride again' on the
carrier at the back !" said Greene, with
equal delermination, *“Tho last time I
wont oul with you, Coker, I was shot
into a prickly hedge——" :

“That's nothing 1" said Coker. * Yoan
might have gone under a steam-roller 1™

TFHE MaaNETY Ligrany.—No. 655.

.!ﬂlli' Polter,



 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY 8@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 4% LIBRARY, "pusm

“1 know.
run the risk again.”

“T'm a jolly carcful rider

“That farmer didn't seem to think so
when you ran over a couple of his prize
bantams ! growled Pouter,

“ Look hore—--"

“We'll come to  Courtfield,”
Greene, “ But only en condition {hat
we walk.”

Coker, however, didiu't see the fun of

walking when he was the proud pos-
sessor of a imotor-bike, He went round
to the bhicycle-shed, and reappeared

rhortly afterwards pushing his machine.

Rotter and Grecne promptly skipped
aside out of the danger-zone.

“ You're not coming ! said Coker.

“No!”

“Then I'll go alone!™

But Coker was unable to carry out his
threat, for the simple reason that the
motor-bike refused to budge.

Coker coaxed it; he wooed it with
honeyed words; he pulled every sort of

lever in the hope that the machine
would leap forward., Dut it remainced
manimalte.

“Something gone wrong with the
works "' chuckled Potter.

And Greene nudgdd s chum de-
lightedly. :

Coker grew very red in the face. e
slopped coaxing ilhe obstinate machine,
amd he barked at it instead.

But that motor-bike was impervious
alike to threats and caiolings, It re-
mained molionless.  And, finally, Coker
was compelled lo give it up. He restored
the machine io the shed, and set out on
foot with Potter and Greene.

“I bad a fiver this morning from my
Aant Judv,” said Coker. when the trie
reached the familiar High Sireet of
Courtfield. 1 therefore consider that
it’s ineumbent——"' -

“Good word 1" murmured Pofter.

“Ass! T consider that it's incumbent
upon us to do the thing in atyln. We'll
hire a ear from the garage to take Howell
back to Grevfriars.” '

“My hat!™

Coker was always in a generous maond
when he had a remittance from his
devoted aunt.  As his  studv-mates
frequently ohserved, his generosity was
far in excess of his personal heauty.

The car was duly Eirﬂd. and the three
Fifth-Formers drove up in style to the
station.

They were only just in time.

The loecal train, which was due to
arrive at Friardale at three-thiely, was
already in, and a nunber of passengers
were in the act of boarding it. One of
them was a slim, good-loaking youth in
Etons,

“Howell 1" ejaculated Coker,

Archie turned at the mention of his
natme. His face lighted up when he
caught sight of the Greviriars fellows.
He w-:mh% have preferred to sca Harry
Wharton & Ca. of the Remove. Al the
same titme he appreciated the kindnoess
of the Fifth-Formers in coming to meet
himn.

“ Hallo, dear hoys!” he said genially.

“Welcome home, kid!” suig Coker
tmpresaivel y.

Archie Howell shook hands all round.

“"Very decent of you fellaws io eome
an’ meet me,” he said.

“Not at all!” said Coker. “Car’s
waiting oulside.”

“By Jove! You're doin’ things in
style ! :

it | ulwa,}rs do,” said Coker. *Got any
luggage 7’ .

" Yes. That gladstone-bag's mine.”

Coker pounced upan the bag. and con-
veyed it to the waiting car. The others
folbwed, _
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Aud 'm net preparved to |

said |

L was a vervy novel expericnee for &
Removite to be waited on hand and foot,
30 to speak, by a Fifth-Farmer.

But Archie Howell was not dense. ITe
understood Coker's molives perfectly. 1t
was because he huppened to be Phyllis
HMowell's brother that Coker was putling
himiself out like this,

" Where to, sir " asked the driver.

" Greyfriars, of course!” said Coker.

Tho car bounded forward, and it was
soon specdimg along the country lanes.

Y Awlully glad to sce vou back, kid!™
said Coker, beaming at” Archie Howell.
“How are you fecling #”

“Fit as a fiddle, begad !

“Hungry 17

“Icould eat a donkey's hind-leg off !

H“That’'s good!  There's a lopping

| spread  waiting for you at Greyfriars,

Pve arranged for a couple of fags to get
the grub ready.” ; .

“Your generosity, old man, is over-
powerin’ I murmured Archie.

As the car swung through the gaicway
of Greyfriars a great shout went up, and
there was quite a stampede in the Close.

Harry Wharton & Co. had just re-
turned from theie fruitless visit to Friar-
dale station, and thevy were amazed to
see Archie Howell on board the car,

“Here he 15!

“Good old Archie!™

“Hurrah !

“8irike up * The Conquering  Hero,'
you fellows ! roared Bob Cherry,

The juniors still had their instruments,
and, despite the Head's warning, they
broke into a most unearthly din.

Doctor Locke again opened his window,
and glanced out; but, secing  Archie
Howell, he merely smiled and withdrew,
He knew thai”if anybody deserved a
rousing reception it was Archie.

The commotion in the Close was
terrifie. "The juniors were supposed +o
be rendering ™ The Conquering Hero,”
bruat ik snuuf&d more hke a combination
of *“*Rule, Britannia,' “ There's o Tramp,
Tramp, Tramping on the Highway,” and
the * Robbers’ March ? from * Chuy
Chin Chow,”

Archie Howell smiled at the demon-
strators.  And Coker of the Fifth
glared at them,

“Btop that rew, you cheeky fags!”
Pom, pom, pom ! :
“Btop it, I say !"

Crash, crash! Ta-ra-ra-pom!

The musicians were fairly wound up,

and they did not desist until they were
almost breathless. Then they made a

combined rush at Archie Mowell,

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!"

“Welcome back, Archie!”

“We went down to the staiion to meot
you, old chap,” said Harry Wharton.
“RBut these hounders "—ihae apeaker
pointed to Coker & Co.—“must have
stolenn o march on us, and met you at
Courifield.™

“Bland back, you young cubs ! roared
Coker. *I'm taking Howell along to
my study !

“Hats !

“ Bosh 1M

“Go and eat coke!™
Aund then a fierce struggle began-—a

struggle for the podsession of Archie |

Howell.

Harry Wharlon & (o, made strenuous
elforts to drag Archie from the car, and
Coker & Co. made equally strenuous
cfforis to keep him in it.  The result
was that the unfortunate Archie was
nearly torn limb from limhb.

But numbers began to tell. And after
a fierce tussle the Removites won the
day. They dragged Archie down from
the car, and then Ilarry Wharton and

Bob Cherry swung him up on to their
shoulders.

* Hurrah 1"

“We've got him 17

“Bring him along !

“This is what I call a movin' denon-
strution ! panted Archic, as he was
Gorne into the building.  “ Movin® in
nwore sensos than one "

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Coker & Co. wore simply  furious.
They had gone to the trouble of Eoing
aver to Cowtfield to mect Archie
Howell. They had hired a car to bring
him back to Greyfriars. And, now that
he was back, he had been appropriated
by his own Form-fellows.

“ After them I"* shouted Cloker.

But the task of reclaiming Archie
Howell was a hopcless one. It meant
fighting a whole army of Removites,

And so Coker & Co. were reductantly
compelled to admit defeat. And they
had the mortification of secing Archia
Howell borue shoulder-high to Study
No. 1 in the Remove-passase.

The journey to (_fnurl.ﬁelt‘i, the - hiring
of the car, the preparations for a mag-
nilicent spread in Coker's study—all were
1 vamn |

And, with feelings too deep for words,
the Fifth-Formers staggered away to
their own quarters,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Chance of a Lifetime !

¢ F T8 good to be back!” 3

I Archie Howell uttered the

words with a sigh of contentment.
‘He had been installed in the place

of honour in Study No. 1, and, glaneing
round, he beheldia sea of friendly facee,
(zlad though hé was to be back as
Greyfriars, back in his old place in th
Remove; Harry Wharton & Co. wei
even more pglad. They had  treated
Archie H-‘.‘:U-'Eﬁ nong too kindly in the
past, and they were very auxious to
make amends.

“What's been happenin® at Greyfriars
since T left 7" inquired Archie.

“Nothing—barring the usual stunts
and japes and things,” said Bob Cherry.
“The Remove have kept their end up
and come out top dogs every time, Eri
course. '’

“Oh, of course !™

“HMa, ha, ha I

“Been  winmin®  all
matches ¥ asked Archie. i )

“We've had one or two lickings,” said
Harry Wharton. “But now that you're
back, Archie, we shall finish the season
in satyle.™

“*Yes, rather!”
_ There was a tap on the door of the
study. y

“Come in, fathead!" sang out Bcb
Cherry. _ ey :

The door opened, admitting Phyllis
Howell, Marjorie Hazeldene, and Clara
Trevlyn, of CLiff House.

“Horry ! stuttered Bob  Cherry,
colouring to the roots of his haix, “I—I
didn’t know—-""

“That's all right !" sauid Phyllis [Towell
choerfully.

Apd then she shook hands cordially
with -her brother. ‘

“Awfully glad you're back again,
Archie !’

“Bo am I, dear gal |7

“Had a good time at home 17

“Not bad. But I was fed
before the finish.
slackin’ an’ potterin’ about.
the strenuous life, every time !

“Make room for the ladies, there!™
sald Harry Whartom, :

Bob Cherry promptly vacated his chaire,

your cricket-

up long
Couldn’t bear to be
Give me
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night 7 **Isay, Miss Phyllis—’’ began Coker. But

[“ I really must be going in now,” said Miss Phyllis. “‘It"s feartull

¥y late. Thanks so much for entertaining me. Good-
Miss Phyllis was gone, (See Chapter 4.)

and sat on the coal-scuttle, while Frank
Nugent and Johuny Bull perched them-
selves on the window-sill.

The girls took the seats which the
juniors had vacated, and the repast was
soon 1n full swing.

The Famous Five had spared no pains
to make the banquet a success. There
was a roabbit-pie, there were ecakes and
pastries of every description, strawberries
and eream in abundance; and Hurree
Singh was despatched to the tuckshop for
some vaiilla ices, :

“This is simply top-hole !” murmured
Archie Howell. “The last meal T had
was at Charin’ Cross, where I sampled a
ham-sandwich that came out of the Ark
with Neah.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“1 eay, you fellows—

A fat face, adorned with a pair of
spectacles, appeared in the doorway.

“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

The Owl of the Remove casi longing
eyes at the good things on the table, and
his month fairly waiered.

“Oh, really—" he sail.  “Tm sure
my old pal Archie would like e to have
a whaek !"

*Certainly 1" said Archie.
a cricket-stump, somebody ™

““Ha, ha. ha "

Harry Wharton picked up a loaf of
bread, with the intention of bowling Billy
Bunter through the doorway like a fat
skittle. But Archie Howell intervened.

“Let him stay,” he said. “This is a

s

“Hand me

time of peace on earth and goodwill to-
wards prize porkers!"

So Bunter stayed. There was no room
for him at the table, but he wedged him-
solf on the window-sill, between Frank
Nugent and Johnny Bull ; and he made a
rapid inroad into the rabbit-pie.

The meal progressed merrily. DBat
there were numerous interruptions.
Fellows kept coming in to say how
pleased they were to see Archie Howell
back again in the Remove. And many
of them lingered, in the hope of being
invited to the feed. The decent fallows
were  allowed to remain, there bein
ampie tuck to go round; and the [eurJBs-;
were promptly shown the way out.
Study No. 1 was soon packed. -

Yernon-8mith and Squiff, and Tom
Brown, Peter Todd and IMck Penfold
and Monty Newland, and Dick Russell,
Ogilvy, and Micky Desmond squeerzed
themselves into the apartment,

Archie Howell grinned.

“Owin’ to considerable pressure on our
space, as an editor would say P'm afraid
yvou {ellows sittin® on the window-sill will
have to dangle your legs out into the
Close ! he remarked.

* Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say. you fellows,” said Billy Bunter,
“isn’t this rabbit-pie ripping 7"

“As none of us have sampled it
barring yon, we're not in a position to
say ! growled Johnny Bull.

The Clif House girls surveyed Billy
Bunler in some concern,

“Why, he's eaten the whole of that
pie !” said Marjorie Hazeldene, aghast.

“I'm sure he'll burst!” ssid Clara
Lrevlyn,

“L haven’t really started vet,” said
Bunter,

" (rreat Beott !

“Pass the ham, and the bread-and.
butter, and the cruet, and the mustard
pickles !

““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“ His appetite is biggzer than his sister
Bessie's,” said Phyllis Howell. * And
that's saving a good deal!™

There ‘was a tramping of feet in the
passage.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ejaculated Bob Cherry.,

The door was thrown open with start-
ling suddenness, and Coker, Potier, and

Mbore visitors 1™

Gireene, of the Fifth, camg eharging into

the study like infuriated bulls.

Coker had arranged to daunch a sur.
prise attack on the juniors, in the hope of
being able to eapture Archie Howell, and
pilot _him  away to the Fifth Form
quarters. il

But when he caught sight of the Cliff
House girls Coker stopped dead. 8o did
Potter and Greene.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Coker, in dis.
may. “I—we—wea didn't know there
were any. ladies present 1

“Carry on!” said Phyllis Howall
cheerfully. *“ Nevor mind us!”
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“Ahem! We-—we cama along to—tg
welcome your brother back
Miss Phyllis,® ' |

“Queer mort of welconre when wou
come-charging into the study kke a herd
of buffaloes!” chuckled Beb Cherry. :

“You're carrying erickét-stujnps, too,"
observed Frank Nugeant. ““Is that part
of the weleome 7" ' e

*“Ha, ha, ha !”’ TEE

Coker turned to Archic Howelh
“Will you edime along to my'study 7"
he - kﬂ'd. ; 'I | _
b_‘fsf;:;g" quité_confy here, thanks,-dear
gyt v L

"“Will you ¢ome, Miss Phyllis?”

“ What ever for 7" exclaimed’ Phyllis.

“Just to—to have a {riendly jaw, you
know !

But Phyllis declineg,

“1 say, Coker, I'll come along!™ said
Billy Bunter. *“There's no grub left
here, and I knaw you've laid in supplies
in your study.”

*““Ha, ha, ha!"

Neodless to state, Coker did not closa
with Bunter’s kind offer,

Realising the impossibility of persuad-
Ing either Archie or PPhyllis to accom-
pany him, the Fi{th-Former retired from
the study with Potter and Greene.

“G{Jm{hje, Bluebell [ sang out Bob
Cherry.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker felt furious, But he could not
vent his fury in the presence of the Cliff
House girls. He scowled savagely as he
went back to bis own quarters with
Potter and Greene, :

“Those fags are ontertaining Miss
Phyllizs aguin!” he excluimed., *'1 ean
never get a look in. Why Miss Phylhs
should always go with Wharton & Co.,
when there's a good-looking fellow ready
and willing to entertain her, beats me
altogather !”

“Who's the good-looking fellow 7" in-
guired Potter,

* Me, of course!™

“You! You've got the cheek to call
vourself good-looking? Why, you've got
s face hike a grilled kipper ! '

“Ha, ha, ha ! cackled Greene.

“If 1 had a face like vours, Horace,”
eontintied Potter, “I'd take it to the
nearest pawnshop——-"

Biff !

Unable to contain himeelf any longer,
Coker hit out. He floored the humorous
Potter with a drive to the jaw, and
Potter felt anything but humorous as he
measured his langth in the passage.

lireene backed away in alarm, but
there was no escape for him. Coker
smote himi with great violence on the
nose, and Greene rolled over on top of
Potter.

Leaving his study-mates to sort them-
eelves out, Coker strode on. :
He was in a savage temper. Every-
thing seemed to have gone wrong. He
had made elaborate
entertain  Archie Howell, and Harry
Wharton & Co. had nipped thé scheme
in the bad. i -
Then, when' Coker had asked Archie

and Phyllis, in turn, to come _'a1plig' to his |

study, both had declined. j

- Coker glt desperaiely anxious to chum
ap with ﬁhjuiﬂ; and he felt sure that if
he eould mﬂj rot her alone, when those
cheeky fags were out of the way, he
would be able fo eonvince her what a
really fine fellow he was. .~ .

But how coulid he get Phyllis to him.,
salf, even for five minites?
he saw her she had a hodyguard of sbout
a dozen fellows with her. | :

Coker went into his study. The table
was laden with good things. in honour of
Archie Howell. But Archie was being
. THE Maaxn¥r Ligrary.—No. 055,

to the fuld.f '

word.

arrangements to |

Every time |,

wall looked after by the Remove, and

LCoker's generosity was wasted.

"1 shall Gave to pet rid of this stuff
goniehow " growled Coker.

He got rid of it easily enocugh.
Blundell and Bland and Fitzgerald, and
half a dozew other Fiith-Formers, were
only too willing to assist Coker in dispos-
ing of the good things. And Potier and
{ateene, having recovered from their
study-tnate’s onslaught, came and joined

i, -

Coker himself ate little, He was badly
out of sorts. And when the fead was
half-way throngh he went for a siroll in
the Close,

" As he paced to and fro he sudldenly

caught sight of Phyllis Howell. She was
walking towards the school gates, and she
was alone !

Coker’s heart leapt. He was beside
the CIiff House girl in an instant,

“ Where are the others, Miss Phyllis 7"’
he asked.

“They'va gone

“Gone 1

“ Yes. There’s been a misunderstand-
ing. I went round to the sanatorium, to
have a chat with the matron, and
Whurton and  the others evidently
thought I'd gone back to CLff House.
So tﬁey‘m followed on, as they think,
with Marjorie and Clara.”

"My hat 1™

“Ho I must resign myself to going back
alone,” said Phyllis, with a smile.

“Alone?”  Coker almost shouted the
“No joily fear! Tl see you to
Cliff House, Miss Phyllis.”

The chance was too good to be missed.
and Coker’'s rugged {face fairly glowed
with delight. At last he had an oppor.
tunity of walking and talking with Miss
PhyHis. and of proving to her what an
entartaining fellow he was.

Phyllis hesitated. 8he had no desire
whatever for Coker's company. On the
other hand, she didi’t want to hurt his
feelings.

“Thanks awfully!” she said. “It's
very good of you to offer to take me
back 17

“Not at all !"%waid Coker.

And he strutted along heside Miss
Phyllis, feeling as proud as a peacock,
and congratulating himself that his great
chance had come at last—his chance of
favourably impressing Archie Howell's
sister, and thereby winning her lasting
friendship ! Ca

(E1]
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Coker, the Squire of Dames !
"k

”T
" The Haming orh illumines

the heavens!”

Phyllis Howell gazed at her companion
with some concern,

“Are you feeling quite well?” sheo
asked,

“Quite I said Coker. **Why 5"

“Well, you suy such queer ihines!”

“Do I, Miss Phyllis? The fact 15 I'm
feeling poetical this evening. When I'm
walking with you something seems to be
sticking in my soul,™ -

“Hadn't you better take vour boot
off, then "’

"1 dou't mean the sole of my boot. I
miean my soul”

And Coker tapped his.chest in a vague
sort of way, and raised his cyes with a
rapturous expression,

HIE moon has raiscl her lamp
above I said Coker poctically,

“T'm sure. you're not well,” said
Phyllis. * It must have been the heat of
the sun. Hadn't you bhetter see a
doctor 7" ]

Coker did not seem to hear that
question.

“He wandered in the fields at even-
tide,” he guoted softly.

“It seems to me that you're wandering
in your mind !” she said. * For goodness’
sake drop this poetical pifle, and talk
Tell me about your achieve-
mentis on the cricket-field-—if any I

The sarcasm of his fair companion was
quite wasted upon Horace Coker. Ha
started talking about hLis own achieve-
ments and abilities; 'and once he got
wound up on that topie thers was neo
stopping hin, )

“I'm a  top-hole ericketer, . Miss
Piryllis,” he said. * 1t runs in the family,
you know. My grandfather, Baron

1 Coker of Cokerville, played for Dudshire,

and I've ivherited all his talente™

“I've never seen you play for Grey-
friars,” said Phyllis. -

Coker frowned,
 “That's Wingate's fault,” he said.
“Wingate’s o chopheaded chump! He
deesn’t know a pood player when he
geas  Qlie, Over and over again I've
offered to run the first eleven:; bus
Wingats won't have any., He tells me to
kecp off the grass.”

Phyllia chuclkled softly.

“The truth of the matter is that Win-
gate’s jealous of me,” Coker went on.

“Jealous! Why®”

“Because I'm such a popular man with
the ladies, you know."

1 li:'h I“

“Regular ladies’ man T am, no mis-
take! When I was home for the summer

' vac I had all my work cut out to keep

the girls away,
masquitoes I
“Really 1"

“Yes, I was.the centre of attraction,”
sald Coker. "I heard one girl say that
I leoked hike a young Greek god.’

“Was she blind 7" murmured Phyllis.

M Nunno.. She really meant it. And
another girl said I was an Adonis, what-
ever that ia.” '

“Then you must have been the only
fellow in  the neighbourhood,” said
Phyllis, laughing. “T sav, don’t walk too
fast! "I can’t keep up with that tremend-
ous stride of yours.”

. Uolier slackened his pace, and then, for
the first time, Phyllis became aware of
the fact that they were proceeding, not
towards Chff House, but in the direction
of Friardale, She stopped short in the

It was like warding off

| roadway, -
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“What's wrong, Miss Phyllis" in-
quired Coker.

“We're going towards the villace —"

“ Exactly I" )

“ But "

“I'm going to take yon to the picture-
Paluce, yvou see,” said Cokoer.

“What I

“Now that I've got you to myself for
a time, I mean to make the most of it.
It will be ripping fun in the sixpenny
seats,”

Phyllis glanced at her watch.
'“If:s gotting late,” she demurred.

“Never mind! I'll see you back fo
Cliff House afterwards.”

Phyilis was not at all keen on going to
the pictures. She had bheen the night
befgre with Marjorie and Clara, and as
there was no change of programme it
would mean seeing the same Alms over
again,

But Coker was so much in earnest, and
lie would have been so -disappoiuted at a
refusal, that Phyllis consentod t6 accom-
Pany him, just for an hour, !

Coker escorted the Cliff ITouse girl into
the cinema, and Phyllis was soon bored
to tears. She knew exactly what was
coming a3 she watched the films. She

“knew that the hero was going to TNATTY
the millionaire’s daughter, and that the
villains—there were about a dozen of
them—were going to get it in the neck.
She knew what the next film would be,
gnd the film after that, and she fervently
wished that she had not agreed to come.

As for Colker, he didn't see a single
film. He was absorbed in the contem-
piation of his fair companion.

PhyHis Howell was indeed a beautiful

irl, in an athletic sort of way, and

oker was carried off his feet by her
atlractions.

An hour passed, and then, to Phyllis
HMowell's reliof, and to Coker's dismay,
the show came to an end,

The tired-looking girl at the piano
thumped out the National Anthem, and
the audience streamed out of the build-
ing,

In the bright moonlight, Coker accom-
Panicd Phyllis Howell to Cliff House.

They paused when they reached the
gateway of the girls’ school.

Coker told himself that he had made
a very good impression on Miss Phyllis,
and that hereafter she would be pining
for his comipany. 5

“When shall we meet again, Miss
Phyllis?" he said, ‘“To-morrow after-
noon ¥

“I'm playing tonnis to-morrow after-
noon,” gaid Phyllis hastily,

“Fridavy afterncon, then "

“1 shall be busy then, writing stuff for
the * Chff House Weekly.* "

“"Can I come over and give vou a

hand ¥ said Coker eagerly. “I'm a
topping poet, you know !”
“I'm afraid the editress of the

;Weekiy' doesn’t require any outside
iﬂ]Pa“

“ What about Saturday
shid Coker.

Phyllis did not
question,

"I really must be going in now,” she

afternoon '

geem to hear that

said, “"It's fearfully late. Thanks =o
much for entertaining me. Good-night !
"I say, Miss Phyllis—™" began
Coker.

But Phvyllis was gone.

The Fifth-Former turned slowly on his
heels and walked back to Greyfriars.

The hour was late, Tt was past locking-
up time, and Coker had no late pass. He
hoped to get into the school unobserved,
And he succeeded—up to a point. He
olsmbered over the school wall, and made
his way across the Close without mishap,
But as he was ascending the stairs to the
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Fifth Form dormitory he encountered
the very last person he wished to seas at
that moment—>Mr, Prout.

*Coker!” thundered the master of the
Fifth. )
* Yeossir 7"

“You are lale—excessively late!™
Coker mumbled something to the effect
that his watch was erratic,

“1 wili hear no excuses!” snapped Mr.
FProut. *“For coming in late and for
attempting to aveid detection you will
take five hundred lines!™

“0Oh, ¢erumbs 1"

“And I shall expect the imposition to
be completed and handed to me by six
o'clock to-morrow evering."”

So saying, Mr. Prout passed on down
the stairs, and (Bker proveeded to the
dormitory, reflecting that it was not ali
honey being a squire of dames !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Slight Mistake !

OW do I write * Phyllis ' 2" in-
quired (oker, “With a
capital * F ' or a small one ?"

H
“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled

Potter and QGreene,

Coker was seated in the armchair in his
study with his huge feet resting on the
table. A writing-pad was on his knee,
and his brows were corrugated in
thought. He glared at his amused study-
mates,

“What are yon fellows cackling at?"
ha demanded,

“You!" said Potter frankly,

“You're too funny for words, Horace,
old man!" gurgled Greene.

. “Funny, am ¥?” hooted Coker. “ Just
because I ask you if * Phyllis *- beging
with a capital * ¥ ' or a small one 1

" Ass!” raid Potter. “Tt doesn’t begin
with an * F’ at all !

“What "

“It starts with a * P,' of course I

Coker smiled seornfully.

“You've got lots to learn, Gearge
Potter,” he said. *“Your spelling’s
frightfully feeble. You can’t even spell
& name that's in everyday use!”

“Why, you—vou =

“F-i-ld-i-s spells Phyllis,” said Coker.
“But T wasn't gunite sure whether it
was a capital *F' or a small one.”

“Oh, you're potty!™ said Greene, in
disguat,

“Kh?*"

“You've got bats in
said Potier,

Coker frowned, -

“If I was as potty as you, Potter, and
Bs green as Greene, I should be a candi-
date for Colney Hatch !" he said. * And
if it wasn't for the fact that I'm con-
posing an important poem I'd wade in
and slaughter the pair of you!”

your belfry!”

Potter and G reene regarded their
study-mate more in sorrpw than in
anger, '

“You don't meant to say you're going
to send some more of your silly piffio to
Miss Phyllis?" exclaimed Greene,

“It isn't pifle!” said Coker warmly,
“It's jolly good stuff—worthy of Byron
at thia best. Just listen to the open-
ing lines——""

“Mercy !” moaned Potier.

“Spare us!” gasped Greene.

But Coker showed no consideration
for the feelings of his study-mates. And
he started to recite:

“Sweet Phyllis of the flowing locks.
You move my soul to sudden shecks.
We all agree you're simply ‘IT':
Your beauty gives a chap a fit!"

Three-halfpence. - 9

“Help!” murmured Potter, :

“Talk about doubtful compliments !
satd  Greene. 1 don't think Miss
Phyllis will be best pleased when :he's
told that her beauty gives a .chap a
ﬂt Iu

“1 mean a fit of rapture,” sajd Coker.

(11 {}h !!1 .

“And what price the sudden shocks?”
sald Polter,

“1 mean shocks of delight," ,

“Well, I should advise you to make it
o bit more explicit, unless you waut a
libel action brought against you.”

“I can see what it is, George Potter,”

said Cpker; *yaou're jealous of mv
poetic art,” ]
“Jealous!” hooted Potter. * Why,

you-—v¥ou burbling imbecile——"

“I'l read the second verse—
began Coker, -

“You can jolly well read it to vone
self, then!" said Greene. “I'm oil!”

“"Bame here '’ gaid Potter,

And Coker's study-mates hurriedly
fled from the study. They could put
up with a great deal from Horace
Coker, but when he started to deelaim
his so-called poetry they felt that the
limit of human endurance had Dbeen
reachead.

“Billy asses!” growled Coker, when
Potter and Greene had taken their de-
parture, “Their souls can’t rise to this
gort of thing!™

And he went on seribbling.

Dinner was over at Greyfriars, and
Coker should by rights have boen en-
%Bged upon the imposition which Mr.
’rout had awarded him overnight. But
he was 20 engrossed in the poen he wis
comnposing for Phyllis Howell's- benefit
that ho had forgotten all about the
1Hnpot,

Mr. Prout, however, had not forgot-
ten. Half an hour later, just as Coker
had put the finishing touwches to his

Lh]

| tender effusion, the master of the Iifth

glanced into the study.

“I trust, Coker,” he said, *that vou
are making g progress with the im-
position I gave you ?*

“Oh, crumbs!™

Mr., Prout looked grim.

“Am I to understand, Coker, that yon
have not yet started on the task?”

“Not yet, sir.”

“T warn you that if those lines are not
handed in to me by the specified time
—six  o'clock—there will be serious
tromble !"* said Mr. Prout,

And he swept away.

When the Form-master had retired
Coker commenced the task which had
hitherto slipped his memory, He
covered sheet nfter sheet of impot. paper
with his spiderlike scrawl. But before
he was half-way through the bell rang
for afternoon lessons, :

“Ii’'s going to b a race against
time,” muttered Coker. *“If T don't get
thoss confounded lines finished by six, I
shall be fairly in the soup!"

As soon as lessons were over, he re-
turned te his task, :

Potter and Greene came into the study

to see about tea. Coker promptly
showed them the way out.
“I'm busy!” he wled. '"Make

yourselves scarce until six o’clack !™

And he returned to his task with fresh
vigour, -

It was, indeed, a race against Time.
And it looked as though Time would
win. But Coker scribbled away as if
for a wager, and he completed the lines
just as the first siroke of six sounded
from the clock tower,

There was a tap on the door of tha
study, and the Famous Five and Archie
Howell looked in.

“Look here, Coker,” said Bob Cherry, -
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“wa wani to knew what you mean
taking Miss Phyllis out last night?"

“Awful cheek, I call it!” growled
Johnn BHIL

“Colossal cheeld ! chimed in Archie.
Howell. *“What d'vou mean by if,
Coker 1™ :

Coker seemed neither
heed. He hastily pinned together
several aheets of tmpot.  pa and
rushed pell-mell out of the siudy, bowl-
ing jover Frank Nugent and Hurree
Singh en route..

(3 DW !_"‘l ;

“Oh!”?

By the time the victims of the colli-
sion had scrambled to their feet, Coker
was gone. He disappeared along the
passage, and burst breathlessly into Mr.
Prout’s study.

“Ah! You are just in time, Coker,”
said the master of the Fifth. * You
have completed your imposition?”

“ Ve sir.”

“Let me sea 1t."” .

Coker handed-over the sheets of impot.
paper, and Mr. Preut frowned as he
fhmad at them. His frown d ned.
Ie grew purple in the face. He choked,
he splutiered, and he appeared to be on
the .verge of an apoplectic fit.

Coker ‘stared at his Form-master in
amazement. He was aware that his
handwriting was not exactly of the copy-
book variety. But that was no reason
why Mr. Prout should look so
murderons,

“Nothing wrong, sir I hopel” wven-
tured Cokex,

Myr. Prout jumped to his feet.

“Nothing wroug!” he repeated, in
tones of thunder. * Your impertinence,
Coker, exceeds all bounds! Look—look
at this!” -

Cloker's eves mearly’ gogmled out of
hiz head as he planced over Mr, Prout’s
gshoulder. For this wids what he saw:

to hear nor

“Bweet Fillis of the flowing lox,
You move my sole to sudden shox.
We all agree vou're simply ‘1T 7:
Yore bewty gives a chap a fit!”

“Mum-mum-my hat ! gasped Coker,
in dismay.

He realised what had happened. In
his frantic haste, he had pinned together
and brought to Mr. Prowt’s study the
iu}em that he had intended for Phvihs

Tawell ] And he had left his impot.
behind,.

“Boy!” Mr. Prout’s tone was like
the detonation of a bomb. "“How dare
you play such a preposterons prank on
your Form-master? How dare you, I

repeat?”

Wl—I—— It was all a mistake,
pir—" . . :
“What is this pifie—this balder-

dash 1" i
“1t's a poem, sir——"

“A what?” gasped Mr, Prout.

“A  wmet of verses, sir, addressed to
Miss. Howell, of CLff Jlouse. Thev
eomehow got mixed up with miy impot,
and I brought them along by mistake.”

“1s thi= infended to be an insulting
poem, Coker 1"

“ Nunno, sie—a flaitering one 1

“T am afraid the recipient will hardly
regard it as suach,” =said Mr. Prout
drily. *She will not like to be informed
that her beauty eends an individual into
ﬂ EL]‘I‘

“Ahem!
Ei*‘_‘!l

“I am begining to suspect, Coker,
that wvou are mentally deranged!”

“Oh, erumhbs |”

“Take this absurd pifle away, and
bring me your imposition.”

Coker went back to his study. He

Five and Archie

That means a fit of rapture,

found the Famous
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speak,

“Here he is!” growled Johnny Ball,
“Let’s bump the cheeky bounder!”

And a combined rush was made at
Horaco Coker,

“Here, hold on—I mean, leggo'
I've got to take an impot. along to
Prout!”

. Bump'! )

Coker descended on to the carpet with
an impact which shook every bone m
his bady. :

“Once more !” panted Bob Cherry,

Buwup !

* Yaroooch !"'

“An' one for Iuck. dear boys!" sanp
out. Archie Howell.

By the time the Removites had
finished with him, Coker locked a very
complete wreck, His collar and tie were
strearmung loose; his hair was tousled ;
and he felt as if he had been mixed up
with a steam-roller. -~

“That'll teach you ta ka;tr off the
grazs in future, so far as Misa Phyllis
18 concerned | said Harry Wharton.
“Sho. doesn’'t want to be . dragged to
Ficture-s.h::-wu against her will by tame
unatics "’

“Ow! Heow did yon fags find out?”

“Miss Phyilis told us, of cqurse,” said
Nugent. * 8he said you spouted poetry
to
imhbecile !

“In other words, FOu.
naturally !” said Beb Cherry,

“Ha, ba, hat'" e 5 3

“You will be doin” us a Ereﬂt favour,”
said Archie Howell gracefully, * by not
inflictin®  your society on my s
agam.”

Coker gave a snort, And he completely
overlooked the necessity for being on
good termms with Archie. -

“FH seo hoy-as-oftenn ase 1 jolly well
liket” he said. © * In faet, I'm gomg over
to sea her on SBaturday afternoen.’

- “3We shall see!” said Harry Wharton
grimly, :

behaved

gwn quarters, ;
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ier, and behaved hke a blithenng.

sister |

" And the Removites went back to their i

“QEM.” Price 11d. Order Now.

byt Howell waiting for his blood, so to

As for Coker, he spent about twent
minutes in trying to make himsel lnuz
presentable-—an alinost impossible task—
and then he took his imposition along to
Mr., Prout. After which he sealed and
despatched the poem which he had
written for Phyllis Howell’s benefit. And
he told himself that Miss Phyllis was
bound to sit up and take notice of a
fellow who wrote poetry worthy of the
pen of a Byron or the typewriter of a
Kipling !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Protecting Phyllis !
OMETHIN' will have to be

4
S done {™
~ Archie Howell of the Remove
uttered the words with resolu-
tion. And tha Famous Five unanimously
agreed that someone would have to be
done,

Twenty-four hours had elapsed since
Coker of the Fifth despatched his touch-
ing ode to Phylhs Howell, .

The Famous Five had been playing
cricket, and Archie had been owver to
Chff House to tea. On his retuarn he
told his chums all about the weird dog-
gere! which Coker had sent to his sister.

“I1f ever there was a moounstruck, silly
idiot, it’s Coker!"” declared Bob Chevry.
“He's making himself a positive
nuisance to Miss Phyllis.” ¢

Harry Wharton nodded.

“He keeps bombarding her with his

piffle; and, what’s worse, he keeps going

over to Cliff House to see her."”
“1t isn’t as if he's an attractive sort. of
fellow, like one of us,” said Johnny Bull

with him ™~ 4 4

“The trouble is, dear boys,” said
Archie Howell, “that Coker's made up
his mind to go over to Cliff House on
Saturday afternoon. An’ Phyllis doesn’t
want to see him.  She's givin' a tea-
party, or somethin’ of that sort, an' ib
will be simply awful if Coker comes
bargin’ in!'" .

“Can't she write and pat him off i
suggested Nugent,

“She's already written, but Coker
won't take the hint.” :

“In that casge,” said Harry Whartom,
“it's up to'us to prevent him [rom going
over to Cliff House. Miss Phylia has
got to be protected.” . %

“ Hear, hear!™ :

“ Any suggestions for getting Coker

modestly. - “Gnkﬁéa ¢ nothing to com-
mend hsm at all, #hd I don’t wonder that
Miss Phyllis doesn’t want to be bothered

out of the way on Saturday? said
Johony Bull, *“Don’t all speak at
onee ! . -

“1 proposefally sug?'eﬂ," said Hurree
Bingh, “that we lockfully imprison him
in the tower.”

“(r the cloisters,” said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“ That would be a bit too thick,” he

said.
“Ratzs ! It's been done before.”
“In any case,” said Wharton, *“if

would be diffienlt to collar Coker. He's
always got Potter and Greene with him,
and if we collar one wo shall have to

collar the lot.” -
“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Archie
Howell.
The Famous Five stared at their chum

in astonishment. w
“ Wherefora this merriment, Archie?™
ingquired Bob Cherry. :

“I’ve got a wheeze, dear boys |”

“Oh, good!”

“Throw it chuckfully off your
estoomed chest!” said Hurree Bingh.

Archie Howell glanced round; to make
sure that Billy Bunter wes not withm
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It was a very novel experienea

for a2 Removite to ba walted on hand and foot, so to speak, by & Fiith-former,
Howell was nol dense, He undersiood Coker’s motive perfectly.
brother that Coker was putting himself out like this. (dee Chapier 2:)

But Archia

It was because he happened to he Phyllis Howell’s

earshot. The conversation was taking
place on the ericket-field,

“1 don’t claim to be a clever sort of
cove,” gaid Archie, * but you fellows will
agree that I'm not a bad. actor.”

“You can act rippingly!”  said
Wharton cordially., “ But whsat's that
got to do with Coker?”

“Everythin’, Nugent's rather a girlish
sort of chap—mno offence meani—an’ 1
propose that he an’ I tog wo as girls

“ What?"

“ An' come lo Greyfriara on Saturday
afternoon, pretendin’ to be two ol
("oker's girl cousins that he’s never seen
before,”

“My hat!”

“ Wo shall lead Coker the dickens of a
danee!” said Archie. * An’, inchlentally,
we shall prevent him from goin’ over to
Ciiff House to see Phyllis,”

‘hox

ai I.{ipl:litlg j-i‘l . 4

“There won't be any difficulty in gel-
tin’ the togs,’’ continued Archie. ''Old
Lazarus, in Courtfield, will be able to
supply us with the skirts an® things, like-
wise the wigs an’ the grease-paint. An’
when we roll up at Greyfrinrs—a pair of
the ugliest fappers yon ever saw—
Coker's face will be worth a guinea a

2

“Ha, ha, ha!"’

The Famous Five laughed loud and
long at the prospect of spoofing Coker.

If two females arrived at the school an
Qaturday, and vowed that they were
Coker’s cousins, the Fifth-Former would
be compelled to take them in tow and
entertamn them. And he would be
unable to carry out his oviginal intention
of spending t}le afternoon with Phyllis
Howell.

“Tt's @& great slunt!” -said Harry
Wharton, with enthusiasm.

“ Ooker won’t be able to go within &
mile of Clif House on SBaturday after
noon ! chuckled Bob Cherry, * He'll
be otherwise engaged.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very much so!” mummured Archie
Howell. “Franky an’ I wonr't give him
a minute's peace.” ;

% He'Hl blossom into a girl-hater by the
time we've finished with him ! chortled
Frank Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha![”

“It will be rather rough on Coker,”
said Johnny Bull. “ But, after all, he’il
have only himself to blame, He's got no
right to force his attentions on Miss
Phyllis.” '

The juniors had come to the eonclusion
that Coker must be cured of his infatua-
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tion for Miss Phyllis. And the very best
Way to cure him would be to make him
heartedly *“fed-up ** with the other sex.,

After the jape against Coker had been
discussed in detail, Avchie Howell “and
Frank Nugent cycled over to Courtfield,

Mr. Lazarus, dealer in antiques, old
clothes, and
them up with what they wanted. He
produced some hideous, cumbersome,
out-of-date apparel, which the two
Juniors donned over their Ktons. Then
thoy surveyed themselves in the mirror,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What a priceless paiy of freaks'” :

Archie Howell and Frank Nugent
looked s0 irresistibly comical that they
laughed until the tears streamed down
their checks.

“1 think we shall make an
sion " gurgled Nugent.

“An impression that Coker won't for.

et till his dyin’ day!” chuckled Archie

owel],

“Of course, when we have the wigs
and prease-paint on, we shall look the
real goods,”

“ Absolutely !
“You will hire

impres-

these clothes, young

shentlemen?” said Alr, Lazarus, rubbing
his hands,
“Yes, rather!" said Nugent, * And

wo shall waui a couple of wigs and some
sticks of grease-paint.”

“Ferry good, Master Nugent.”

Hulf an hour luter a couple of cyclista
entered the gateway of Greyiriara. A
mysterious-looking bundie was affixed to

the handle-bars of each machine,

CUoker of the Fifih was lounging in the
gateway, and he noticed those bundles,
But it didn’t occur to the great (‘oker
th:’tft they had any connection with him.
self,

And the expressions of Feank MNugent |

aud Archie Howell were so innocent that
Coker little dreamt that a 1zpe had been
hatched against hini, and that he Was
shortly io become the laughing-stock of
Greviriars !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Cousins Arrive.
&4 OP-HOLE ' murmured Coker,
It was Saturday afternoon,

and the great Horace  was
standing before the looking-
glass surveying himself from top to toe.

g0 forth, was able to fix]

“ topper,™

[

Potter and Greene were
behind Coker, and they were chuckling.

Coker’s appearance "at that moment
would have made a cat langh, He wore |
a striped and very baggy pair of
trousers. and a very tight frock-coat,
which was in imminent danger of burst-
ing at the seams.

Pinned to one of the lapels of this coat
was a huge carnation, which . had the
appearance of a coloured cabbage, -

Coker also sported a fancy ‘waistcoat
which resembled Joseph's coat of many
colours, His boots were of patent
leather, and they shone so that Coker
could see his face in them, o

The boots were surmounted by a pair
of silk spats, and on Coker's curiously-
shaped head was perched a shining

Coker seemed to imagine that his
appearance was very fetching, for he
kept muttering *“Top-hole ! to himself,
like o parrot. T

“When Miss Phyllis sees me this after-
noon,” he said, at length, * she’ll fall at
my feet!™

“In a pink fit!" murmured Potter.

Coker spun round from the looking-

lass, i
5 “Eh? What was that*" he demanded
sharply, .

“I said you looked simply ¢IT?!”
said Pottér unblushingly.

“My necktie isn’t too loud, is iti"
asked Coker anxiously, . .

“Loud?” echoed Greens. ¢ W hy, it
simply shrieks!" . :

“ Look here, William Greene—"

“I'm looking ! said Greene. ~ “And
I've never seen a bigger guy since we
burnt the effigyr of the Kaiser last
November 17

“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Potter.

Coker clenched. his big fists, and he
looked as 9f he were about to commit
assault and battery on his humorous
study-mates. ~ But he held himself in
check. He could not afford to spoil hia
personal appearance. Greene knew this,
and he thercfore * cheeked ' Coker as
much as he liked,

“You're iealous, that’s what it is," said
Coker. *“ You know that I look awfully
perfect—"

“On _the contrary, old man, vou look
perfectly awful ! said Potter.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

" Youn—you——"" gpluttered Coker,

And then, finding that his necktie had
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standing y drifted round to his right shoulder;, he

started to adjust it in front of the look-
ing-glass,

Having adjusted the tie to his aatisfac-
tion, Coker crossed to the window, and
glanced out into the Close,

“ My only aunt " he ejaculated,

Potter and Greene came and glanced
over their study-mate's shoulder, and
they, too, uttered exclamations of
astanishment. '

A couple &f extracrdinary-looking
females were ‘in the act of crossing the
Close. Neither of them could, by any
stretch of imagination, be termed beauti-
ful. They wore clothes which mi ht-have
been fashionable in the days rﬁ Queen
Anne, but which were hopelessly out-of-
date now. And beneath their wide-
brimmed hats, which were plumed with
feathers, two hideous faces were visible,
And each face was adorned by a pair
of buga spectacles. One of the females
carried o pink parasdl, and the other a
green one. ;

“QGreat ' jumping crackers !
Greene,

*“ Who—what——*
amazement.

As the two females—it would have been
groas flattery to refer to them ns young
ladies—ecame tripping across the Closc.
they were joined by a hilarious crowd of

Removites. :
who could be trusted

gasped
stuttered Potter, in

All the fellows
had been let into the iape, and they were
doubled up with laughter at the pight’ of
Archie Howell and Frank Nugent, And
the fellows who were not in the know
laughed even more loudly,

“Oh dear!” gasped Bolsover major,
“I =hall burst a boiler in & minute 1"

“Ha, ha, ha'"

‘They ' seemed to have mistaken this
place for a Freaks Museum '’ gurgled
Skinner,

“ Both of ’em look as if th_ﬂﬁ'-ftﬁ taken

oby prizes in a beauty contost ' said
-Biott,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Coker, Potter, and Clresne slond rooted
to the Aoor of their atudy.
never seen such appalling-looking speci-
mens in their lives,

Presently there was a tramping of feet
in the passage.

The door of Coker's study was thrown
open, and a crowd of grinming Re-
movites looked in.

“Clear off, you cheeky young cubs!™
growled Coker.

“We've come to tell you that you're
wanted.” said Bob Cherty.

“"Me? ' said Coker nngrammatically.
“Who wants me *” :

“Your cousing,

[ 11 El] ?!‘j‘ -~

“Your charming girl cousins from
Borneo.™

Uaker stared.

“Why, T haven't any cousins in
Borneo !" he exclaimed. :

“Oh, yes, you have!" said Vernon.
Smith.  “Dut you haven't hLad the
pleasure of meeting ’em yet. They're
down in the Cloge.”

A horrified . expression ecame over

Coker's face,

“You—you don't mean to say that
those two freaks who have just turned up
are my cousins !”" he gasped.

“They're not freaks,” said Johnny
Bull.  “They’'re. simply charming! It's
a jolly shame that you should sav such
a thing about your own cousing!”

“ Hear, hear!"

“Shame !”

“Come and greet the ladies. Coker !

“Don’t hang back ! ;

Coker groaned. It did not aocur to
him that this might be a jape. And
although he had never l':mtlﬂ:'B of them
before, he was quite prepared to beliove

They had:
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that the two females waiting in the Close
were actually his cousins, :

But how could he possibiy {ace them 7
Ha wauld rather have faced a couple of
fiery dragons than those ugly flappers.

The Removites, howeyver, were very
persistent,

“Come along, Coker !

“No backing ont !" i

Sn Coker had ta go, e appealed to
Potter and Greene to aceompany hun,
but his study mates weron't having any.

“Tt's yopr funecral, old man!"” said
Polter. * They're not ouy, cousins,” = '
e And 1t's up to vou to entertain them
yourself,” said, Greene. -

;i Oh crumbg ! .

Very reluctant!y Coker wended his way
to the Close. A erowd of laughing juniors
followed on his heels.

The tweo femules were waiting for
Cuker. And.as soon s they caught sight
of him they made a combined rush in his
direction,

“Dear cousin Horace ! exclaimed one
of the girls.

And, to Coker's consternation, and to
the vast amusement of the onlookers, she
kissed him loudly on the cheek. :

- “T'm Betty!” she =aid. * And this is
TReryl ! Come and greel cousin Horace,
Bory] 17

Archie Howell, alias Beryl, threw hia
arms round Coker's neck, and greeted
Chim effasively.

YWe'lve come all the way from
Borneo.” said Betty. *“ And, of course,
we couldn't come to England without
calling on our dear conein !

“Of rouree not ! said Beryl., “How
swoot he looks! Hew adorable ™

Harrv Wharton & Co. went into fits
of helpless .langhter. The merry antics
of Betty and Beryl fairly &gent them into
convulsiona,

“Ha, ha, ha M’

“a, ho, hao!'”

“Hold me up, somehady '™

Bervl's arms were still entwined round
Coker's neck. With creat diffienlty, the
Fifth-Former removed them.

“T eay, let's get out of this!"” he mut-
tered hoarsaly, g

“ Certainlv ' gaid Betty, catching sight
of Mr., Quelch in the distance, and not
wishing to encounter the master of the
Remove at that moment. “Is there a
teashop in the village "

“Yea” said Coker epgorly.,  He was
feverishly anxious to vet his unattractive
cousing away from the schopl,

*Lead on, then, cousin Horace !” gaid
Beryl

Betty took one of Coker’s arma, and
Beryl the other, and the unhappy Fifth-
Farmer piloted his cousins down {o the
schionl rates. .

The trio set off in the direction of
Friardale, and a lLilarious crowd of Re-
movites followad. .

“It's working like a charm !" gurgled
Bob Cherry. * Poor old Coker!” '

“Ha, ha,.ha!”

“They'll make him stand them a tre-
mendous feed I said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Johnny Bull.
“We must go into the bunshop and see
the fun!” G

Coker of the Fifth had been in somo
awkward pradicaments in hia time, but
never such an awkward one as this,
‘badly wanted to turn and flee from the

iwo persietent females; but he knew that

tha ather fellows would not allow him to
leave his cousins in the lurch. So he
walked on between Betty and Beryl, feel-

ing more uncomfortable than any con- |
demned felon who ever walked hetween |

two warders.

With a pang of regret he realised that
his proposed wvistt to Clif Houee was
decidedly * off.” IHis two cnusins would

He |

1 Coker had escorted his cousins into the

&1

- face straight, but she failed hopelessly.

!
|

murimtred

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

probably monopolise him for the whale of
tie afternoon. : ;

It was an appalling prespect. Bat there
wis no way out-  And so Herare Coker
reluclantly resigmed himself to his fate !

—_—

" THE EIGHTH EH&P’I:'EH._
: Completely Cured !
A INE'S a dish of strawberries |
“said Detty.
' “Bame here, with a piot of
cream 1™ gaid Beryl,

biinshop. i

Harry Wharton & Co. came in a few |
momenta later, and they seated them-
selves at the tables to watch the fun.

Theo expreasion on Coker's face was, as
Avrchie Howell had predicted, worth a
guinea a box. The perspiration was
streaming down the Fifth-Former’'s
cheeks, and he was painfully conscious of
the fact that the Greyfriars juniors and
the waitresses and the other people in
the bunshop were laughing at him.
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The waitress who brought the straw-
berrics and cream tried hard to keep her

ITer gravity went by the board, and she
fairly exploded.

“Ha, ha! Would you—ha, ha, hal—
like to eat, sir?" she splutiered,

“Nothmng | growled Coker.

“0Oh, come ! said Betty. " Waon't you
have some strawberries-and-cream, cousin
Horace "’ L

“I—I don't feel hungry, thanks!”
stammered Uoker, '

He did, But he was doubtful whether
his funds would run to strawberries-and-
cream for three. Begides, he .could not
have ecaten & meal with enjoyment, m
the etrcumstances.

“Can 1 %mm you to a little jelly #™

ervl, putting her arm roual
Coler’s Waist, and’ ‘giving him a tight
B{jueene, W

“*You-ow-ow [

“Ha, ha, ba!” reared the onlockers.

Boervl  dwpieved remarkable  stroneth
for a wirl, and Coker felt like a sgquashed
sardine.” BV 7

“Dear

ey

Horace  doesn't  look  very
happy,” observed -Betty: “Are you
fﬁ*'hng" quite well, Horace?"”

“Quite " mutteved Coker.

" When Aunt Judy last wrote to us,”
satd Beryl, ‘“she mentioned that you
were suffering fram weler on-ihe brain,-

Betty, smacking her lips.

I trust the attack has passeds” -

.y,
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“I've never had waicr on the brain
in my life!” growled Coker.

“¥or the simple reason that he doesn’g
possess & brain !’ ¢himed in Bob Cherry.
- *“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Thege strawberries are prime!™ said
“Bure you
won't have any, cousin Horace?”

" Quite sure, thanks!”

"“"¥You've no objection to our having
annther dish? said Beryl.

“N-n-tiot at alll” muttered the dis-
tracted ' Coker. = “Go right ahead!
Never mind me!™ .

Betty and Beryl went ahead in great
style.  Having disposed of one con-
sigrnment of strawbernes-and-cream, they
started operations on another, '

Coker looked on in a gort of stupor.
He was beginning to doubt whether he
rf_?luld have sufficient cash to foot the
i,

As time went on. his doubts increased.
For Betty and Beryl consumed a tra-
mendous pile of bread-and-butterbetween
them, and they ordered an additional pet
of tea,

“Cousin Horace hasn’t got much to
say for himself " remarked HE"I';'L “How

are  you getting on  at Greyfriars,
Horace?  Are you still in the Third
Form®”

"T'm in  tha TFifih!"  said Coker
mdignantly,

“Oh! 1 suppose you were put into ihe

Fifth because of vour age and size®”

said Betty. “ It couldn't possibly have

been on  account -of your 'sr:ﬂ'ﬂluatiﬂ

aftainments ™ !

" :_HHn., ha, ha!” roared Herry Wharton
o, -

With burning cheeka and gleaming
eyes Coker tumed to the laughing
juniors, .

**Clear out, you fags!” he said wrath-
fully. : e

4 Rﬂ-té[ -EH' .

“The you ladies don’t mind us
staving,” said Vernon-Sniith,

“Neot a bit!"” said Beryl cheerfully.

At | this stage Huary Wharton
beckoned frantically to Betty, who rose
from the table and went over to him.

“Franky, you ass,” muttered Whar-
ton, in & low tone, *“ you've rubbed one
of your false eyehrows away!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“Don’t let Coker twig it, for gocd-
ness’ sake!"

“What shall I doi”

Nugent, in dismay.

“Better rub the other one away, to
make 1t match., There's just a chance
that C'oker won't notice anything.”

Frank Nugent remoxved the other eye-
brow, and returned to Coker’s table,

Fortunately, the Fifth-Former did not
notice any change in Betiy's appear-
ance. ;

in due course the waitress presented
the bill. gt

Coker's: "complexion turned a sickly
yellow as he glanced at the docoment.

The bill was for eightesn shillifigs, and
Coker didn't possess half that agnount.

“ Help!"" he groaned. :

Betty and Beryl regarded their host in
some concerl. - - LR

“You're not well!” said the former,
with convirtion.. “It’s too stulffy in this
place. Let's come for a walk.™

The girls rose from the table, ind the
waltress was standing in the offing, so to
speak, waiting for the bill to be settled,

The harassed Coker stepped acioss to
Harry Wharton, and muttered in his
Ak T e s

‘““Lend me ten bob, kid, for goodness’
sakal' ” '

There was such & woebegone expression
on Uocker’s face that the captain of the

Tue Macxer Taerary.—No. 655.
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Remove had no alternative but to go to
the rescue. o slipped a ten-shilling note
into the Fifth-Former's hand, and Coker
paid the bill. Then, with Betty leaning
heavily on one arm, and Beryl on the
ether, he staggered out of the bunshop.

“Don't let’s go back to Greviviars!
satd Coker desperately. ““We'll toke @
stroll  along  the towing-path by the
river.”

“As you please, cousin Horace ! mur-
mured Ietiy,

Harry  Wharton & Co, who were

oroughly enjoving the jape, sel off in
‘the wake of the trio.

Coker did not look bLehind, but he
coild  feel that there was a grinning
throng in the rear. :

efly and Beryl chattered amiably to
their companion  as they weal; but
Coker’s replies were confined to mono-
sy llables, ;
thankless task of laking lis cousins
tow,

‘Ag the trio branched off along the
towing-path Coker gave & convulsive
start.

Reclining in the grass, a short distance
away, were Phyllis Howell, Marjorie
Hazeldene, Clara Trevlyn, and several
more Cliff House girlss.  They had a
tuck-hamper wilh them, and were evi-
denlly enjoying a picnic.

- When the girls canght sight of Coker,
with a quaint-looking female clinging to
each arm, thevy were unable to rvestrain
their merriment.

*Ha, bha, ha!”

A peal of laughter rang out. and Coker
coloured to the roots of his kair,

“Let's cross over” to the opposite
bank !" he muttered hastily.

“Very well, dear Horace,"” said
Beryl. '

The scle means of crossing the river
&t that part consisted of a narrow,
wooden plank. Bery]l promptly set foot
on if, and slarted to go across,

“Do be careful, darling!” said Betty,
“That plank doesn’t look very safe.”

* Nonsense ! replied Beryl, lurching
from one side to the other, like a ship in
distresd. “It’s as safe as Louses ¥

Splash !

Even as she spoke Beryl lost her foot-
Ing. Throwing out her arms like & wind.
mill, she toppled off the plank, and
landed with a tremendous splush in the
middle of the stream.

Coker stood petrified on the hank.

“M-m-my hat!” he ejaculated.

Betty turned an sgitated face to the
Fifth-Former.

“Don’t_stand there mumbling!” she
cried shrilly.  “Can’t you hcar Beryl
calling for help%”

Coker was not deaf. He would have
nedéded o be very deaf indeed not to
hear Borvl’s wild screamns.

“Help! Rescue! Save me! TI'm
drowning !
“Half a jiffy ! gasped Coker. “I'll

just take off my coat :

“No time!™ said Betty quuckly. “Tn
you go!”

And she gave Coker 3 shove which
sent hima headdirst into the river,

Harry Wharton & Clo., who had arrived
on the scene by this time, wore holding
their sides with laugliter. But the CHff
House girls, blissfully unaware of the
fact that.a jepe was being played, looked

quite startled.
“That girl!" gasped Phyllis Howell,
turning pale.  “She will be drowned 1"
said Bob Cherry.,

“No fenr nf ””'”-1”
“Coker will fish her out all right!"

“*Ha, ha, ia!"

“I don't seo how vou can be so
eallous I said Marjorie Hazeldene ye-
provingly. * This is a matter of iife and
death !"
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He was hearnily cick of the |

But the Removites didn't seem
think. so. Their laughter echoed along
the towing-path.

Meanwhile, Cloker was sirikine out
towards the sereaming Beryl.

Progress was diflicult, for the would-he
rescuer was impeded by his heavy boots,
hie frock-coat, and his striped lrousers.

“Quick ! Quick 1" panted Beryl. © I'm
going under for the !.ll::ird tine !

“Gug-gug-gug T spluttered Coker,

That was all he could say, for Beryl
was splashing the water so fiercely that
about half a pint of it entered Coker's
mouth, ; e

At last the Fifih-Former suceeeded in
catching hold of his cousin, whom he
proceedad to tow to the bank,

Harry Wharton & Co. were too help-
less with laugiter to do anvthing. But
the Cliff House girls ran to the side of
the  river, and  hauvled rvescuer gnd
rescued on to ithe haunk,

Beryl collapsed in the grass in a sort
of awoon,

“Bhe’s fainted ! panted Coker, “I'll
jolly soon bring her round. . Why—my
only auni!™ '

Coker broke off with an exclamation of
amarement.

Beryl's skirt had shrunk considerably,
and protrudine from beneath it was a
pair of turned-up trousers, such as were
worn by the Grevfiinrs fellows !

“My only aunt!” repented Coker,

And then Beryl realised that further
deceplion would be unnecessary, So she
scrambled to her [eet, wrenched off her
hat and her wig and her feminine attire,
pndl was immediately transformed into a
Junior in Etons—Archie Howell, to wit !

Betty did likewisze, and stood revealed
as Frank Nugent.

There was a gasp of astonishment from
the CLff House girls, and a further vell
of laughter from Harry Wharton & Clo.

As for Coker, his cyes almost goggled
oul of his head. He tried to speak, but
no words would come,

“Thanks very much, Coker, for fishin’
me oul of LKE river!” said Archin
Howell, 1 his natural voice,

”HEI., h&, ha !

“Many thanks, also, for the feed in
the bunshop ! said Frank Nugent. ‘‘It
Wils t.s::p—he:rfn A '

Coker’s feelings wers almost homicidal,
He wanted to hurl himself at the japers,

* When Miss Phyllis sees me this
alternoon,’” said Coker, **she’ll {all
ai my feet !’ Potter and Greene
gave a chuckle, (Sée Chapter 7.)

to

and. knock their heads together. But
lte stood roscted to the ground, unable to |

Mo,
said  Phyllia

“ Archiat™
amazernent. “What—what

Howell, in
does  this

 mean

"It means,” chuckled Archie. *“that
we've been lookin' after Coker this after-
noon, in order to keep him out of your
way 1" : :

“But—but why did you dress up a3
girls?" exclaimed Marjorie Hazeldene.

“Tt was all part of the game. We
wetended to be Coker’s cousing from
Jorneo——""" -

**Ha, ha, ha!” oy

“An' we persuaded him to take us in
tow, an' stand us a feed at the bun:
shop.™

“Did you tumble off that plank acci-
dentally, or on purpose?” asked Clara
Treviyn,

“On purpose, of course '™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Coker’s face was a study, Ho had
recovered at last the power of speech,
and he told Archie Howell and Frank
Nugent, in language which was more
emphatlic than polite, exactly what he
thought of them.

He had recovered, too, the power of
action.  But he could not attack the
Japers  Just  then, for two reasons,
Firstly, 1t would have been bad form to
scrap in the presence of the Clif House
girls; and secondly, Harry Whagton &
Co. would promptly have lined up to
protect their Forn-fellowa,

So Coker, breathing out threatenings
and slaughter, and leaving a watery trail
behind him, squelched away in the
direction of Greyfriars,

* Good-bye, Bluebell 1" sang out Bob
Cherry. *1 don't think Coker will
pester you any more, Miss Phyllis, now
that we've taken drastic measures!”

Archic Howell shook himself like a
drenched torrier, ' _

“I'm simply swamped, begad'" he
sard.  “8till, it was worth a duckin’ to
see Coker performn the gallant rescue
stunt !

““Ha, ha, hat”

“The_jape worked like a charm," said
Harry Wharton. “You fellows were
great! But I thought Franky would
give the show away in the bunshop, when
ha wi?ﬂd one of his false eyebrows
away,’ '

““Ha,. la, ha!"™

“I think we'll be gettin’ hack to Grey-
friars,” gzaid Archie Howell. “I waut to
change these togs." .

And the juniors bade au revoir to their
eirl chums, and followed in the wake of
Coker,

" - - ¥ w L]
_ Archie Howell's amazing jape achieved
its object.

Coker of the Fifth made no further
atlempts . to win the friendship and
esteomn of Miss Phyllis.

No more poems were addressed to
“Sweet Fillis of the flowing lox " : and
Coker poid no  further visits to Chif
House. He confided to Potter and
Greene that he was altogether “fed.up
with the other sox, and that he would
have nothing more to do with girls. He
was not likely to keep this resolve per-
manentiy: but for a time, at any rate,
Miss Phyllis would be free from his
altentions,

And Coker of the Fifih was probably
the only fellow at CGreviriars who had
cange to regret Archie Howell's Return !

THE END.

(Another grand long story ef Harry
Wharton & (o. next week, entitled
“In RBorrowed Plumes.”  Avoid dis
appointment by ordering your eopy of
the MAGNET LiBRARY early. ) :
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Marcus, an upright, honest gladiator,
is chosen to wrestle with Nabis, a famous
Greck champion of Nero's court,

The contest takes place at a huge feast
in Nero's palace,

To the place have come all in Rome
who. count—senators, patriciuns, famous
artists, philosophers, and their great
ladies,  Whilst there, too, are charioteers,
mugicians, and dancers.

It is a night of nights, and a more than
hurd one for the pagiuuv slaves,

Marcus defeats Nubiz, and is also in-
strumental in saving Nero when an
assassint endeavours to slay the all-power.
ful ruler of Roame. For this Nero pre-
sents Marcus with a purse of gold, and
the celebrations procecd on 2 lavish scale,

Among the slaves waiting at table is
one Kunice, a young and begutiful
Briton, who is loved by Marcus. Eunice
meurs Nero's displeasure, and he turns
angrily to the soldiers about him.

“Take this careless chit and give her
three  hundred  lashes ! he thunders.
“ Not one less—you understand ! By the
white knees of the Graces, von shall be
taught a lesson, girl!”

*“ Have mercy, sire!” the girl pleads.

Nero, however, turns away; and,
moaning, Eunice is hurried from the
great room,

Marcus hears the dreadful command,
and rushes to the room where the punish-
ment 13 being carried out.  He flings
himself upon the brutal soldiers, and
fights a grim hand-to-hand contest. ‘I'he
odds against him lock like telling when
there comes a startled interruption to the
combat,

“Hold I a terrible voice cries,

Nero stands before them, and for o
moment the young gladiator’s life hangs
by a thread. Then the great despot
speaks.

“For a long time now,” he says, “a
scoundrelly pirate, known as Strongbow,
the Rover, has waylaid our ships as they
leave Egypt laden with erain and costly
treasures, ‘lle has killed our men,
plundered our vessels, amd sunk them,
and 1t is high time he was captured and
fittingly punshed.

*To-morrow, O Gladiator, a ship, men,
and arms shall be placed at your disposal,
and you shall sail for Egypt, and by my
command leave no stone unturned to run
this caitif down, If you succeed, and
bring him to Rome by the time of the
commencement of the stmmer games,

you shall be made rich, and be given a

wedding of a magnificence of which you

have not dreamed. If you fail, then this

Eunice whom you love shall be led into

the arena and sacrificed to the lions.”
from head to foot,

The pratorian soldiers, hard-

ened though they were to sights of
suffering, cast sympathetic glances to-
wards thg gladiator and the beautiful,
fragile-looking English - girl; and one
by one withdrew from the room. It was
& scene too sacred to be intruded upon.

Nero’s guests had followed him when
he had walked away after delivering
his' inhuman decision, and Mareus atid
Enuice were left alone for the time
being, thongh that was not for long.

Even as he gently led her to a marble
bench near a tinkling fountain the black
face of a Numidian slave looked in at
the doorway, The man withdrew
quickly, but Marcng could sce his tall,
lithe figure standing outside in the
shadows, and knew that already Nero's
spied had been instructed to keep a
constant watch upon Eunice.

For a moment the voung gladiator
left the weeping girl, to secure his cloak
which had fallen to the floor during his
hight with the soldiers.

Throwing it ahout his shoulders, he
returned, sat beside her, and whispered
heartening, comnforting words, though
even as he sooke them a vision was
before the eye of his brain that was
almost too tervible to contemplate.

He saw the girl thrust into the sand-
sprinkled arena, saw the iron grills
opening and the tawny lions creeping
out, and-——

It was only with difficulty that he
suppressed a shudder. 0Oh, if only it
could be pessible to econfront Nero un-
guarded and alone! Cheerfully could
he kill him! He was tno vile tao live,
and 1t would be only justice.

Bitterly Marcus repented now of
having prevented Patilius from stabbing
the tyrant. This was how Ners had
repaid him—by threatening the sweet life
that was dearer to him than anything
else in the warld.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

HE next motment Funice was sob-
bing hysterically, and trembling

“Take courage, Eunice,” "he said
tenderly. “I will capture Strongbow,

and bring him back to Reme in time "

Gladiator s Life Ever Produced.
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“I will try to be brave, O Marcus,”
she whispercd, stifling her sobs, and
raising her lips to his. * Day and nighi
will pray for your success, and my
pPrayers wiif be answered,”

. Marcus bowed his head, and- for some
time they sat in silence, his strong. arm
about her shoulders. Kunice Rrew calmer
after a while; and presently she gave a
little ery, und her lingers went to his
muscular arm.

His cloak had fallen back, and on the
white, gleaming flesh was visible a
strango design that the girl had vot
noticed befare,

It was in the form of a Giercely-twisted
serpent, exquisitely " tattooed "in  red,
yellow, and blue, with long, protrudin
fangs, and prominent eyeg tl}zﬂt look
strangely lifelik, '

“Marcus, what is this?" she cried, in
surprise,

“I know not what it means, dear one,”
he answered, shaking his head: “but it
Was upon my arm vhen [ was discovered
upon the threshold of ‘'my foster-father
Benedict.”

“Never before have I saen anything
like it, my Mareus,” she said, still
gazing al the pictured snake in wonder,

Marcus smiled, forgetting for the
moment the black, threatening shadew
Nero’s caprice had flung over them. -

“It is what is called tattooing, O
divine ane,” he explained. * And be-
cause of this sometimes methinks T am
no Roman, but a Greek. Even at the
time of the Mycenman period the Greeks
knew of tattooing, and the practice was
with them a coinmon one that has lived
ever since. It is the one clue—if elye
1t can be called—to my identity.”!

“How strange!” Kunice murmured ;
and before she could 58y more there came
an interruption.

Néros friend Petronius, who was
known as the arbiter of elegance, had
entered the room, and was approaching
them.

“I greet you, O gladiaior !’ he said, as
Marcus rose to meet him. “T come with
4 message from Ceaesar.® Tt is his will
that yon remain in the palace to-night,
and think well over your plans for the
carrying out of your mission. He

*Meaning Nero. All the Emperors of
Rome at this period were cal'ed Cwsar,
Tue MaoNeT L1BRARY.—No. 655,
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instructs me to inform you that nothing
you require will be denied you—for, in
truth, Ceesar is mightily displeased with
this caitiff, who has robbed and rifled so
many of our treasure-ships, and desires
his capture.”

“1 thank you, O Peirvonius,” Marcus
replied, bowing,

Potronins, who was possessed of o far
more kindly disposition than most of the
arisgtocracy of Rome, and who seeretly
loathed eruelty in any shape or form,
Inoked from the young man to the girl,
who . had remained seated wupon the
Mench,

He drew Marcus aside.

“¥You have proved yourself a brave
man,"” he said, “and I admire you. May
alk the gods, especially Asculapius and
Cypris, bo indulgent to you, for under
their joint protection nothing ‘can go
amiss. Sail and conguer, Marcus, for "
—he lowered his voice meaningly—* the

sake of the maiden.”

SIE I fail he will show no merey?”
Marcus whispered, speaking so low that
Eunice could not hear.

“No,” Petronius answered gravely:
“woven though you saved his life. Nero's
Jecisions are unalterable.”

. “Canst tell mo anvthing of this cor-
safr Strengbow 7" Marcus asked, after
a pause. “I know of him only from
the vaguest rumours.”

_**Ah, as for that, T can tell you little,”
Pelronius returned, with a agrug of his
shoulders. “He is belicved by some to
have belonged to the nobles of Rome,
and to be one of the few to escape after
incurring Nero's displeasure and being
condemned by him. He has at his com-
mand at loast six vessels, and it is always
our ships which sail from Alexandria that
he attacks. It will be thither that you
must go in search of him."

Again Marcus thanked him, aud as
he was about {o take his departure
Petrgnius pointed to a gong.

“Btrike that when you are ready to
seek rest,’”” he said. * A slave will come
who has orders to show vou to the room
that has been allotted to you for the
night. Until then, by the graciousncss
of Cesar ""—there was the faintest trace
of irony in his tones " you may remain
with the maiden, and take your farewell

il

of her. To-morrow at sunrise you will.

be required to prepare for your journey
to Antium. TL is in Nero’s mind to
witness your departure on your quest,
and if I;Ls whim 13 still with him to-
MOITOwW he, too, will be travelling to the
sed.

He nodded and withdrew, and once
agam Marcus was alone with the girl
he loved, save for the spies who stood
otitside the room (o guard her.

They were sweet, sad hours, during
which their hearts were too full to
allow of many words. When, late that
night, Marcus at last tore himself from
her his mind was already upon his plans
for his erfisade against the pirate.

Having struck the gong, as Poetronius
had instructed, he was shown by a slave
to a secluded apartment at the rear of
tha greal palace; where, as well as
writing-materials, ‘he found sleeping-
accommodation, -an array of garments,
@ square shield, a metal breasiplate and
helmet, and a strongly-fashioned sword,
ovidently intended for him.

He wasted little time on examining
thesa things, but, lowering himself io
a divan, he sat, with his chin resting
ip his palms, thinking, thinking.

Al Lﬁrnugh the night Marcus remained
thus, perfecting his schemes, which must
bo successful if Eunice were to be saved
fwom a monstrous death. And it was not
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until dawn had come that he belook
himself 1o an adjoining bath-room.

A cold plunge revived him wonder-
fully afler his all-night sitting. He mado
# seloction of the clothing placed at his
disposal, donied the helmel, and buckled
on the breastplate. e had just finished
adjusting his sandals when a  slave
ushered in Petronius,

" Hold yourself in readiness io appear
before Ciuwsur,” he said. “Heo would
hear what plans you have made, and if
he is of the same niind as he was last
night, he's journeying to Auntium to see
you siart, as I thought likely.”

With this message Petronius left him,
but it was quite four hours before
Marvens was informed by a slave that
Nero awaited his presence, and he was
chafing with impatience,

The mountebank emperor had bathed,
beon massaged and anointed, but as he
sat. surrounded by crowds of courtiers,
guurds, and ' slaves, in his private
chamber, with his golden-haired con-
sort Poppeen by his side, he showed
many signs of the dissipation of  the
night before,

'His short-sighted eyes looked even
more puffy and glassy than usual as he
raised to them his polished emerald and
mspected Marcus as he enlered. His
apish face was more mottled and bloated,
and his hands were tremulous and iun-
steady. -

Though all his soul revelted at making
i pretence of honouring sueh a tyrant
and scoundrel, Marcus went down on
one knee before him, as was customary,
knowing that to offend.him might mean
injuring Eunice, :

He remained with bowed head until
Nero commanded him to rise. As he
came to his feet the emperor leaned for-
ward upon the Juxurious divan wupon
which he was seated,

“You have theiight well over your
uussion, gladiator?™ he asked haughtily.

* All through the night have I planned,
0 mighty  ruler!” Miarcus answered
simply.

*1 would lisien to your schemes for the
caplure of this villainous rover,” Nero
corntnanded, nodding and leaning back
upon his costly cushions,

At no time 1in his life had Marcus heen
troubled with nervousness, and, althoueh
hundreds of eyes were upon him, and he
was before the all-powerful Tuler of
Rome, he spoke out clearly and without
hesitation. ;

“My plan is this, O sire,” he said
quickly. *“I would ba given a ship in
which arms are concealed, but wlhich
appears merely a boat intended to carry
goods. As it is the ships from Alexandria
dtronghow waylays and robs, T would
sail there, and have the wvessel laden
with a very valuable cargo 2

“To risk losing to this caitiffs"
Nero sneered, frowning,

“Nay, sire, the treasures the vessgel
holds will be there bat to trick him,"
Marcus objected boldly.  *“ Whilst the
boat lies in port at Aluxmnirir_@% I and the

“men I take with me will gd_ﬁhf-_:hﬁfy,, and

not only hoast of the valug of the Fobds
we ure taking back to Rome, but greatly
exaggerate their costliness. Mathinks it
likely that Btrongbow has 'spies in
Alexandria who carry to him ntws of
when a ship that i worth “plundering
leaves the port, and by this ruse I hope
to ensure his attacking us.” .
“And then?” Neio suggésted, looking
interested. T
Marcus
amile,
“Then, sire, when Stronghbow and his
crew are about to board us, they shall
find that we are a fighting ship as well
as one with a costly loading,” he ex-
plained quietly.  “They shall receive

permitted himself a  faint

-Ask of

.those of peasgnts, swelled
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such & shower of stones from our slings,
arrows from our bows, and wel-aimed
javehns, that they will be mightily sur-
prised, and surprised and wounded men
are easter of capture than those who
expect resistance and are prepared for
)

Nero jerked back his head (o laugh,
but the effects of ihe wine he had con.
sumed on the previous night made the
action 0 painful that he had hard work
to BUppress a  groan. He, however,
clapped his hands in an almost childish
delight.

“Well done, gladiator!” he cried. *I
was fortunate in finding sueh a man as
you for the task of bringing this knave
to book ! " -

Ile signed to Petronius, who moved
torward and bowed before him. ;

“Give orders that all that the gladiator
has outlined shall be made possible for
hiny, good friend,” be said; then, turn-
uig again to Marcus:

“At Antium lies the largest ship in
the world. It will be well suited to your
purpose, and you will take this vessel.
Petroniug ail that, you desire in
the shape of funds, authorities, men, and
arms, and he will see that you do not
leave these shores dissatisfied.” -

Marcus thanked him, and, bowing low,
backed from his presence with Petronius.
An hour Jater he had made all arrange-
ments for his departure, had picked the
men he was to take with him, and had
set off for Antiam, And, two hours after
bimy, Nero also journeyed there, '

Autium, the town of villas and palaces,
and the favourite Roman watering-place,
was in a whinl of excitement.

The news of the eoming of M , and
the mission on which he was setting out,
had travelled there ahead of him, whilst
it had become known that the sll-power-
ful Nero was coming to the-seaport to
spend there a period of rest, after wit-
nessing the gladiator’s start.

In the harbour, gently tossing on tho
azure sea, was the vessel which had
caused interest since it had put in at
Antium, because it was unqgitestionably
the largest yet built, and which was
arousing double interest now, as it was
to carry Marcus across the waters on his
crusade against Strongbow, the Rover.

Its leather sails had been hoisted, and
the péople of Antium waited now to ses
Marcus arrive, and the many rowers—
there was room for fifty a side—take
their places—waited, too, for Cmsar and
the gorgeous procession he was sure to
bring with him. '

Nero always took with him thousands
of chariots when he travelled, and his
Court was innumerable, When he
migrated to Antium—which, by the way,
was his birthplave—those who followed
him always amounted to at least a
legion, and a legion in that day signified
twelve hundred men.

A vast crowd gathered along the roads.
Nobles, commoners, rich men, poOr men,
vendors, beggurs, and thieves jestled one
another for positions whence: they could
secure good vigws. Wealthy women; the
wives and danghters of .tradesmen, and
the surging
throng, . .. : _

Word .passed from mouth to mouth
that . Mareus,: the gladiator who had so
suddenly .leapt into fame, had arrived
with his crew, and was waiting only for
the arvival of the illustrious emperor to
board the ship,

And Nero came at last, heralded by a
mighty flourish of trumpets, and with a
pomp and splendour that well nigh
defies the pen to describe. :

A detachment of black Numidian
horsemen were the leaders of the proces-
sion, goigeous in yellow uniforms, girt
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Marcus and Leo sprang into view In their gleaming helmets and
rapped out an order that hrought the other fAfty mail-clad men

breastplates, and simultaneously the former
bounding to their feet,

(See Page 18.)

a4t the waist with crimson, and with huge
golden earrings in their ears. Their
bumboo lances swayed as they rode, their
blades flashing in the sunshine,

Followed waggons, bearing gorgeous
teuls, cages containing live Inrds, the
biuing and tongues of which would
eventually be served at Nero's table.
Multitudes of slaves came next, carrying
liu-kets of luscious fruit and other
a:licles, that stood a danger of becoming
biniged or spoiled in the COtiVeyances,

A party of pretorians, who earried
witips ; then the bearers of the musical in-
struments of Nero’s Court-—harps, flutes,
twisted golden trumpets, lutes, flutes,
zithers, and eymbals. . Priceless jewels,
which were set in many of these, caught
and flung back the rays of the sun, as if
in contempt, : | -

More soldiers, more slaves, skilfuily-
trained liong and tigers, led by gigantie

-Avabs and Hindus by chains of steel
hidden by flowers. So great was the
voneeit of Nero that these animals were
trained and with him at all times, in case
he felt so disposed to follow in the foot-
steps of Bacchus, and harness them to his
churiots.

Lagt came the litters and chariots of
the despotic ruler, the latter drawn by
pure white horses shod with gold.

The conveyances themselves were
mostly of fhe same precions metal and
draped with gorgeous purple hangings.
In miost cases they were inlaid with

pearls or ivory, and all glittered with
costly goems.

Preceded by a guard of pretorians in
heavy armour and a erowd of white-clad
servitors, Nero himself brought up the
rear of the mighty procession. He was
rechning in a aha:lwf chariot, drawn by
twelve splendid milk-white stecds, and
the fair-haired Poppsa was by his side.

Deafening cheers greeted him, though
amongst theni were eries that brought
a heavy frown to his dissipated face,
such as * Murderer!” *“Twvrant!” and
“Down with the drunkard Emperor !

So vast was the crowd, however, that
1t was. hopeless for him or his lynx-eyed
guards to try to single out the offenders.

Nero's chariot came to a halt facing
the great ship that lay in the harbour,
and he rgse to his feet. It was the
E:lﬁll’-u for' Marcus and the hundred men
who were to accompany him on his
cruise to file across the gangway that
had been ran from the landing-stage to
the deck of the vessel.

A slight delay occurred after the last
man had gone aboard; whilst the gang-
way was hauled away, eurt orders sent
the rowers to their appointed places, and
the moorings were cast,

Then, to the accompaniment of a
blare of trumpets and ringing cheers
from the shore, the hundred cars dipped
almost as one, and the vessel’s nose
was turned seawards. Its sails bellied
in the breeze, and Marcus had started |
upon his great quest,

A splendid figure in his chining
armour, he stood in the stern, waving
his sword in farewell. Cheer after cheer
“followed him, and in a dim kind of way
he realised that he had suddenly become

famonis,

But his fame was as ashes in  his
mouth. e thought only of Eunice and
the terrible fute that awaited her unless
he could capture Strongbow and bring

him back, a prisoner, to Rome, in time,

His  vessel, which he had

christened the Conqueror, had ecom-
leted its long voyage and put in ai the

.gyptian port four days ago, and now it
was loaded with a costly cargo of ivary,—
gold-dust, valuable silks, and wheat, and
ready to make a pretence of peacefully
sailing back to Rome in accordance with
the gladiator's plans.

Amongst the men whom Marens had
taken with him as his erew was another
gladiator named Leo, and it was for him
that Marcus waited now,

Loo and he had been firm friends
whilst both undergoing their training at
the gladiatorial school in Reme, and
Marcus, knowing him to be as brave as
a lon and as honest as the day, had
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ARCUS stood in the darkness at

the corner of an evil-smelling
street in Alexandria.
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vepecially requested fo be allowed to
make him his second-in-command.

Marcus no longer wore his armour,
but, for the sake of Appearances, was
disguizred as a sailor. Leo and he had
frequented the bazaars and wine-shops,
gud, following out the rule that Marecus
had planned, never ceased to talk of the
great ship they had brought from Rome
ated the immense valre of the cargo she
Was to carry on her return vovage,

The heavy, acromatic odours of the
TFlast assailed ihe young man's hostrils
# he waited in the shadows,

Strange,
Arabs, Moors, and half-castes of the
deserts, many capable of pilfering and
myrdering for a few coins.  Almost
every nationality could be found in Alex-
endria at that period—the Egypiians
themselves, Romans, Greeks, Jows, and
a sprinkling of men and women from
almost every other known country.

A footfall sounded near at hand, and
from out of the glomn stepped Leo.

“Well 7" Marcus asked nuickly,

“Methinks we were right, Mareus,”
bis friend, who, like himself, was dressed
as a sallor, answered.  * You failed to
find the Greek who wanted to be mo
friendly $*

“ And }.m?ﬂ

“And I, too. ITe was in none of the
wine-shops I visited, Depend upon at,
Marcus, he was one of Stronghow’s
kptes, and wailed only long enough to
learn when we were sotting sail ere
hurrying to his master with the informa-
tion.™

Marcus nodded in agrecment, and Loo
allowed his expansive mouth to relax
into' a grin.  He was a jolly-natured
fellow, was T.eo though his face was not
m keeping with the handsomeness of his
muscular  body. Tt was  frockled. his
nose was spub, and his hair a flaming
red.

"By Hercules!" he said. " Before
we are far from ihese shores Btrong-
bow and his merry men will bear down

wpoh us, and then there will be 2
glorious melee, my Marcns!”
“You grinning Lknave! Methinks

you are spoiling for a fight by vour
tone ! Marcus langhed, as they linked
arms, and moved away through ihe
darkness towards the harbour.

"I am ™ Leo declared frankly. * And
the sooner it comes the better I

Half an hour later all the crew
aboard, as well

were
a8 Marcus and Leo, and

1. Cecil the waster thought it time he ¢

had a new suit, so he proceeded to take
one as he strolled along the pebbly beach.

sintister firures poased him---

the former gave orders for the vessel to
be cast off. Only half of the crew were
rowimg. The other fifty men were
quietly douming breast-plates, metal
helmets, and coats of mail, an example
set by their two young leaders.
There was not a man amongst the
satlors who was not a bhorn fighter, and
it is almost safe to say that all would
willingly have laid down their lives for
the gladiator who had conducted them
on their adventurous expedition,
During the long, tedious voyage Mareus
had shown themn that, as well as being

a4 stern leader, he could be fair and
just, and he was loved and reapected by
thein,

For hour after hour the Conqueror

crept on  through the semi-darkness,
Marcus himscif keeping an UNWavering
look-out as he stood in the bows. The
great stars that spangled
vault above made it possible for him to
scan the sea for an extensive distance,
and presently he passed the wowrd that
au island lay ahead,

They were pursuing a shghtly il
ferent course to that they had taken in
coming, and had not sighted this strip
of land on their inward vovage.

Nearer and nearer to the island the
Conqueror sailed, and the dawn drew
near, the stars paling and a grevish fight
- beginning to creep across the sky. Lea.
b who was near his friend, suddenly saw
Marcus' body stiffen, and next moment
he had swung round, his clear, fearless
eyes ghttering with exeitement.

" Look, Leo !” he commanded sharply.

His friend hastened forward, and to-
gother they stood peering intently to-
wards the palin-dotted, sandy, and
rocky land ahead.

From beyond it were cree ing seven
ships, and there was ljtila cﬂmht that
they belonged to the man they had come
in_search of—Stronghew !

Marcus jsaned quick, precise orders that
sent the meén in armour fat upon their
faces in the bottom of the ship, their
weapons held in readiness for nse. Fop
a while the Conquerer was kept steadily
on her course as though, if the other
ships had been sighted, no misgivings
wero felt coneerning them.

Then, as the Conqueror sailed quite
near, Marcus gave a command for her
to be turned as though attempting to
run for it.

[t was a fine piece of stratezy. The

gladiator himself crouched in the stern

N —
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2. But it happened to belong to Smiff,
he performing snake proprietor, who had
trained one of his reptiles to act ag a
clothes-horse.

the purple of
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as the ship was swung round wiith an
unnecessary slowness, and he smiled
grimly as he drew his sword. The other
boats, which had leather sails like the
Conqueror, and some ten rowers aside,
were being sent at a surprising speed in
plrsuif,

Soon they were within hailing distance,
and rapidly overhauling the larger and
more ungainly vessel, The eagerly-
watching gladiator saw a man rise iIn
the hows of the one leading, and make
& trumpet of his hands.

S Hold I he shouted. Hold—or we'll
slay you all. and send you to the bottom
with your shap '™

And, with that grim little smile still
curling his lips, Marcus commanded the
nen at the oars to cease rowing.

Az the Congueror slowed down, and
came almost to a standstill, the pirates
—there was no question now that they
were that—very naturally took it as a
sign of surrender. One by one the seven
smaller ships came running alongside,
their sails tautened by the stiffish breoze
that was blowing, and now those aboard
the Congueror had an epportunity of
tuking stock of their crews,

In each, caso they were a cut-throatf,
nofidescripl pang, with many blacks and
half-castes among them. The faces of the
white men were tanned deeply with ex-
posure to the tropical suns; they wore

-red eaps or coloured handkerchiefs wound

about their heads, and held knives be.
tween itheir teeth in readiness to board
their supposed prey.

In the brief moment in which they
were drawing alongside it was the man
who had hailed them that Marcus studicd
chiefly. He, the gladiator took %6 bo
Stronghow himself, as he was dressed
rather -better than any of the others,
and was obviously u man te command.
- e was handsome in & cruel, fierce
way, with steady blne eves, and-a flaxon
beard and monstache. e had not dravwn
his knife like the others, though he held
a heavy sword.

.The rover vessels wern swiftly made
fast to the Conqueror: them the thing
tllmt happened next was like a thunder.
clap.

Marcus and Leo sprang ints view in
their gleaming helmets and breastplates,

and simultaneonsly the former rapped out
an order that brought the other fifty
mail-clad men bounding to their feet.

(Continued on page 19.)
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3. It war hard luck on Cecil” the waster,
because that snake made'a good job of it.
until the arm of the law came afu:mg and
marched Cecil'away to the station.
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BY NERO'S COMMAND.
(Continued from page 18.)

A perfect fusillade of stones whizzed from
their slings, a death-dealing shower of
arrows leapt from bows, and javelinsg
hurtled through the air, striking down
the pirates on all sides.

Not one of them had had time to
aboard the Conqueror, and, aocording to
A prearranged plan, the order of things
was reversed. It was Marcus’ men who
boarded the attacking vessels ere their
crews recovered from their surprise.

Somethigg very like pandemonium
reigned 1hen. The first unexpected
volley of weapons had lain low prac-
tically a. third of the approximate one
hundred and fifty men manning the
corsair-ships, and as the men of the Con-
quertr who had been rowing snatched
up arms and rashed after their boarding-
comrades, the numbers of the battling
parties were about egualised.

Marcus had immediately singled out
Strongbow, and the gladiator was the
first to leap aboard the pirate-leader’s

step.
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ship. Strongbow rapped out a startled
oath as, somewhat recovering from his
surprise, he found Marcus rushing at
him, his eword upraised. And it was only
in the nick of time that he parried the
thrust the gladiator made at his shoulder.

Leaping back, Strongbow threw him-
self on guard. Marcus went swiftly
after him, and their blades met with a
ringing clash.

With the erash of steel upon steel and
the groans of the wounded and dying
ringing in their ears, the two fought
desperately for the mastery. Marcus
slowly but surely forced Stronghow
across the deck until his back was
against the bulwarks and he was panting
sharply with his exertions.

“Yield I Marcus commanded sternly.
“I mean to make you a prisoner, and
Wke you back to Rome "

“To Rome and the torturers—never 1"
Strongbow said, through his clenched
teath. And he made a desperate slash
with his blade at his enemy which broke
through his guard, and slightly wounded
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him as 1t ripped the clothing from his
ArmI.

. Marcus struck aside his weapon just
in time as the pirate-chief aimog at gu'm
another blow, and, with a dexterous twist
of his wrist, sent Stronghow's sword
flying from his hand.

“Surrender now !” the gladiator eried,
his blado at the rover's throat.

But then a startling thing happened.

Stronghbow's eves had fulﬁan upon the
tattooed design on Marcus’ arm, which
was revealed by reason of his short sleeve
having been cut away.

“My son!"”  Strongbow gasped
hoarsely, his eyos still fixed as if fasci-
nated upon tho pictured serpent, *“My
long-lost boy! Held! Wouldst you
deliver your own father over to Nero
and a doath toe awful to contemplate 1

(Thia grand story will be eontinued in
nexd Monday's dissue of the “Magner.
Your favourite paper is selling like hot
enkes.  Tf you want to make certain of
your copy you should order your copy in
advanee. )
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4i. ALSO OHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL.
'BAMPLES FREE —HACKETTS, JULY, ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

rﬂl'il’-'fﬂr -

0 ENLARGE-
OATALOGUE AND

“CURLY HAIRI™ Mg

« 278, (24, stamps acoe
BN RUSHELL SIREET TBRIG

R. Weloh. " O

| ere made curly in .
- T ITELE 4 curla strlifhtgnt
ui}auuuzns (Dept, A, P.}, 31,

H ﬂ.ﬂ
a few daya,”

ARE YOU SHORT?

It mo, let the mm'ﬁ Eyetem ha]E‘ you 1t-n 1:::ul?

cgur height. Mr. Briggs reporis an increage o
finnhu;ﬂnrlm E. F. § inohes; Mr. Ratoliffa ¢
inches: Mlsa Davies 33 Inches; Mr. don 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 Inches; Mizs ell &
" inches. This Systém requires only tem minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
bealth, physique, and carriage. No applianoss
or drugs. Hend 5 penny stamps for Tarther par-
tieulars and £100 Guarantes to wiry Dept.,
AMP, 17, Btroud Sreen Road, Tondom, N 4.

Latert Bargaing Lists
'\ & Cintalognes Post Frea, iy
| Watches, Alarm Clocks, 138, 169, Jewellery,
mophones, th
i ful Goods, Novelties,
W Oxydized 10/-,
B Gold Shell Rings | 22 —8end Hole in
Post Free., Batisfaction of Money Back. Pain's
Fresonts House, Dept.3A, Hast

Organs 2/-,.2/9, 4/-, 5/-, Use- B
Etlst_ L:e:ﬁ'a Hf.rrnﬁ!-wg,t.?h* ik
CH ppers Bet 10/,
Card for Size. AN

Nickel 12/6. Hair

D

f[I"l' 1‘-

ings.
'S

DUTTON ot
HOUR
UTTON'S BHORTHAND has only € rules and 29 ch aracters. Complete theory
learned in 24 hours. Praotice quickly gives high s . BendQetamps for
ll{ustrated booklet contalning speaimen feml-nm to D N'S COLL B

L'D!“ 303) . 8K NESS. l.%nd n 3 h: 92 and 93, Great Russell Street,
' Manchester Branch ; 5, g. 9, %irumrla Bulldings, 8t. Mary's ﬂa_nta.

SHORTHAND

Blush, you oan nevér get on in the world,

to return.
to condwet woursell with perfect
Company, Social of Business.

NERVOUSNESS

Cure It My Wa? and get Confidenoe.

through Nervouaneas and Bashiul Timidity
Then have done with
t Self-egnfidence instead. It is utnniahmﬁlx easy by

tem Cures Nervousnese,
siof, and Cures them in a week—nevar

11 -.rnu hang IJ;.»::Z‘.k

. oura yoursalf,
Syztem of Trea My
ushing, Timldlt-il.. Fear, and COon

Just Beven Dags’

ent.
Private Homa
Then

Treatment and you are able
Confidence and 8&if-possession in any
ou bhave a chance to pet on® vou can

Filma iialore.
Town, London,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, £1. 0%,

Liats Free.—Desk B, KING, 28, Highgate Road, Hentish

Bargains:

obby ;

ks P —— i

" if you
1V O 8- Camberwell, 8.E. b

e

Trinidad War Packet, 6id. &0 stamps. Trinidad, War Tax, Josta
Rica, Czecho-Slovakia, Spanish Morooen, Canada War Tax, et French
Colonlals. 8.  Stamp case, 1/- 1,000 mounts, 8d.—Brooks, l.fl, Edmufid Street,

ashlalness,

Tl iim 1T

o ! Lo i L B

FI e ] e sl e L i ¥

WHEN ANSWERING

— .

Y L I [T (]

ADVERTISEMENT

T

. #eiza opportunities as they ceour,; & your Nerva (oniral u.ﬁd YWill
Fower enable you to do so. That is what My Bystem can do for Narvous
and Hashiul peopls. Write at once, mentionfng Maioner. for full particn-
s and free booklet. Address—Specialist, 12, All Saints Road,
8%. Anns's-on-Bea. -

i

BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER,
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

WHAT 2 MINUTES A DAY

WILL DO FOR YOUR HAIR

Unique Hair-Health and Beauty Gift to ALL Readers.

1,000,000 *“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” OUTFITS FREE.

E ERY woman and girl ean double her heanty and attractiveness
=¥ by devoting only two minutes & day te * Harlene Hair-Drill.”™

i To-day alt the leading Actreases, Cinema Queens, and Society Leaders
Toake it a-part of their daily toilet and
Willingly testity to its hair-growing and
{beaytilying results. To-day You; too,
can prove the truth of this statement.
without fee or obligation, for the
Inventor-Discoverer of * Harlene "
offers to every reader a Free Trial
" Harlena ™ Qutiit,

‘A _USEFUL AND WELCOME FREE
T R —"
- ~ GIFT.

You can secure one of these hair-
health parccls at onee by simply {J{I-}I.Im;
"thé ‘coupon below, topether with vour
nnme and address, amd four penny
“stamps to cover eost of postage amd
packing of the parcel. _

By return vou will recrive thiz Four-
Fold Gift :—

1. A Trial Bottle of ‘¢ Harlene,'" con-

taining suffcient of this famous hair
iood and tonic to last 7 days:

2. A Free Packet of the wonderful
gcalp and  hair-cleansing ** Cremex "
Shampoo Powder; which prepares the

and hair for the successiul
i lene Hair-Drill,” -
"3 Free Trial Bottle of *“ Uzon,” a
hi y PBrillisotine that gives to
e ene-Drilled ' Hair the radiant
lusire | of perfect -health, and ‘which is
egpeciglly beneficial in those ocases
 * where.the sealp is inclined to be dry

It is wunﬁaﬂmﬂ what

YOU ARE WELCOME TO A 4-IN-ONE GIFT THAT WILL
MAKE YOU LOOK YEARS YOUNGER.

only 2 minuies a day practice of

‘‘ Harlene Hair-Drill ”* .will achieve in the .cultivation and

preservation of a glotiens bhead of hair.

week. Accept one of the 1,000,000 tree 4-IN-1 Gift Outfit, -
(See coupon DLelow.)

4. The Manual of “*Harlene Bair-Drill,** containing detailed instructions,
Write in the first place for one of the 1.OOG.000 ** Harlene Mair-Delll *

Qutiita, and prove its effieacy for Aynumu!f free of personal expense,
g : - After a Free Trial you will be able to
- obtain further supplies of ** Harlene ™
At 1s. 1Hl., 23, 0d., amd 43, Od. r:l:r
bottle : * Uzon ™ Bri[llnnt.l-nﬁ ot 18, 14d.
and Zs, . per bottle : and * Cremex *
Shampoos Powders 1s, 14d. per hox of
seven shampoos (single packeta 24
each), from all Chemists and Stores, or
will be sent direct on receipt of 6d.
“ooextra for postooe from  Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb's

- Conduit Street, London, W.C. 1,

'HARLENE’ FREE CIFT FORM

| Detach and posi to EDWARDS’
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24 and
26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London,
W.C. 1.

Drear Sirs,—Please send me
Your Free * Harlene ™ Four-Fold
i Hadr-Girowing . Outfit as deseribed, |
I enclose 4¢, in stamps for postage
and  packing of parcel to my

address,
MAGNET, 28/8/20.

‘NOTE TO READER.

Write your full name and address
clearly on a plain piece of paper,
pin this Coupon to it, and post-as
direeted above, (Mark ~efivelope
i ¥ H{’tmp]".' BL-.[]*.!I}‘ L

'I-..-:, R I

Try it free for one

NICKEL -

LVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF
ONLY. YOU

2/ - HAVE WATCH

| WHILST PAYING FORIT.

il Gent's full-size Rallway-timek’aepfn Eﬂles.!.
jif Lever Watch. Stout Nickel SBilver Dam and
f Dustproof .cases, plain dial, erfectly balanced

5y superior Lever ‘movement, ap endid timekeeper.
0D 7 © Price 15/ ‘each. - Luminous dial (see time In
N the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladjes
or Gent's, -

'WE will send either of these watehes on receipt of P.O. for
2/-. After receiving wateh you send us a further 2/- and-
promize to pay the remaining alance- by weekly or monthly
instalments. For cash with order encloge 14/- only. Five years"
warranty given with every watch, ' v - g
To avoid disappointment send 2/. and 6d, extra postage at once,
No unpleasant inquiries, Al orders executed [p rotation.

C. KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

| 68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDOW, E.C. 2.

MAGIC TRICKS, [lvione,  cto—Parcels 276, 55,

‘:']'. L ]I.ERR]S«_DH, 238, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

~ €UT THIS OUT
“The Magnet.”  PEN COUPON,

Bend thly couponm with P.O, for only 57. direct to tha Fleet Pan Co.,
128, Flest 8¢t.; London, EO, 4. In return you will receive (post frop) A
splendid British Made 18.0t. Gold Nibbed. Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/ 6. -If
YOU BAVE 12 further conpons, each will eount-as 2d; off the price; 80 you may
send 13 conpons and only 3/-.. Say whether ¥you want a fine, medium, gr broad
mib. ‘This great offer ia made to Introdnoe
: T readerg.  { Foreign pos ‘extra.] BSatiafmotien gusranteed or cash
ety Models; 2/- extra,

arned. Be

-Filling, or g
D S herrmER

-

SERL R

- Value Zd. :

send enny stampa for
he hm_uun:?lut Pen 1o the | . o o

SHOPPING MADE EASY.

» EVERYTHING ON EASY TERMS.

No. 1. Masters’ Pamons * A{mc * Bervice Capless
Boot for Police, Post and Rai waymen, price 80/-:
easy terms, §/= depozit and 5/= monthly, Specially
selected ‘material, price 35/-; same terma. - .

No, 2. The King of All—an extra smatk Boot
Mor ﬁaﬁdﬂ}t or business—extra cood quality, only
35/~ easy terms, §/= deposit _Il.]ll.l.fI b/= monthly,

No. 3. "Masters’ Famous * Eyr:lﬂpa."’ Boot, a
heavy Sunday. Boot for workmen, price '8§/-;
5/- deposit’ and §/-= monthly. Also in Tan 8b/-;
Bame terms, §/- deposit and §5/- monthly,

No, 4. Masters' * Eﬁ]P!re " Boot, a reliable Boot
for everyday wear, price 87/6: superior quality,
80/=; easy terms, B/- deposit and 5/- monthiy,

No. b, Gent's Shoes in Bt-run% Box Lenther,'rmt
'lilmp-aﬁl' Illlﬂce- ;ﬂirf{f E.H deposit ﬂ& §/= monthly,.
rogue, Hiack 80/-, Tan 35/=: same terma,

§/=- monthly. - Wondertul good value, :
. No. 6. Ladies’ Smidrt Walking Shoe, i Biack
;- Box, Bi/=-7 Glacie Kid. aw-,anfau - Jl’lﬂ;ﬂ," =
very smart 8hoo ; - or B/-_deposit and §/- mnﬁy
-gr;;.,?, m'ﬁ;ﬁum““ﬁ“ Bmét:hd mij:ru : Glacie,
5 Lace or n : * m = Mon .
Tan, 45/, or 7/8 munth{y. X ___m,

Send 5/- deposit with slze and say which paiwe shall
send you balance 5/- monthly after delivery.

- BOOT LIST FREE.
Foreign appli . -

NERVOUSNESS 't o
will-pewer, mind conoentraor Ahg
ment, dsed in the Navy, 1 ﬁ e

Oolonel to Private, D.B.0 52 M
SMITH, Lid, 527, Imper! i} B

|



