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KER THE JOKER!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Patriotic !

L HE Germans—
[ {] Eh ?:I-:r
“The Germans—"
II'“TI,.GI.E?!I?‘

Potter and Greene looked round the
study as if in search of Germans. Horace
Coker snorted impatientiy.

Certainly there were no Huns in Coker's
study, with the possible exception of
Horace Jamez Coker himself. According
to most of the juniors of Gregiriars,
Coker of the Fifth was a good deal of a
Hun.

“The
Coker. :

“I don't sec any,” said Polter, with a
stave.

“Fathead! Did you expect to seo any
here!” howled Coker.

“Oh! Then I'll get on with my tea!”
said Potter. * You quito alarmed me for
a moment, Coker, ™

“The Germans—"

“ Pasg the sardines, Coker.”

“The Germans—"

“Oh, come, the sardines are not Ger-
man!” said Potter. “I wouldn’t eat
them if they were, Ahem! Bhove them
this way!”

“Tha GGermansa——" Coker started
oitce more, heeding not at all Potter’s
request fer the sardines.

“ Any miore war-bread ¥7 asked Greene.

“Blow " the war-brecad! Bother the
sardines!” exclaimed Coker, beginning
to look excited. **As I was saying, the
Germans—"

“Well, if vou want all the sardines,
you can have them,” said TPotter re-
signedly. * They'ra yours, of course.”

“1 don't want the sardines!” shrieked
Coler.

“Ther why don't you pass them?”

“Hang them!”

“1'd rather eat them, if 1t's all the
sarge to you. I'm hungrey!”

“That's all yvou fellows ever think
of,” said Coker hitterly., * Eating!”

“Well, in't that a proper thing to
think of at tea-time?’ gsked Dotter.
“You've put away enocugh for o bat-
talion of Guards yourself!”

#“The Germans——"

“ass the sardines, Greeney, as Ceker
won't. "

“Hera you are, old chap!”

“Thamks! I wonder whether wa shall
see any butter again before the end of
the war?™ remarked Potter meditatively.
“What do you think, Cokeri”

YT don’t think about it at all,” snozted
Coker. " What does it matter? Who
wants any butter?”

“Well, I do, for one, if I can got
any1”

“The Germans——7"

Potter and Greene groaned.
that Peginning they  concluded  that
Horace Coker was starting upon * war-
jaw.” Coker's war-jaw was never enfer-
taining, and his studyv-mates would havo
been glad to head him off. Awnything
was bettor than war jaw from Coiker.

Qormans——"  recommencod

I'ram

But Coker was evidently not to he
licaded off.

Potter roze hastily.

“My hat! I'd forgotien I have to
speak to Wingate,” he vemarked. * Sce
you later, vou chaps.™

“I'll come with you,” =mud Grecne,
rising also.

“Stay where you are!” ordered Coker.

“But I've got to see Wingate about
tha. footer—"

“And Fve got to seo Wharton about
—ahout—abont——-~"=,

Greens conld not think, for a moment,
what he had to see Wharton about.

“8it down 1"

“Look here, Coker——" .

“I'm not going to discusa the war,”
sald Coker wrathfully. *'Tain’t that,
you silly chemps 1*

“{_"ih V' osand DPotfer,

“You chump!”

“Ahem! You see, old chap, we know
how wmuch better you could run the
country than Llovd George, and we know

“T was afraid

exactly what you'd do in Haig'a place,”
said Potter. “You've told us, ?ﬂt& of
times,

“Hundreds of times,” =aid Greene
sadl

“Thousands, in fact.”

“ But if it’s not war-jaw, go ahead!”
sald Grecne, quite hrightl;.u “We'll
finish the sardines after all.’

Coker glared at his study-mates as
they resumed operations upon the sar-
dinoz.

As in olden times the prophet was un-
honourad in his own country, so in
Coker's study the groat Horace was not
regarded wit
his due.

Potter ammd Greone ought reall
have been gratoful when Coker took the
trouble to explain the war to themn from
beginning to end, aml point out exactly
what ought to have beon done.

But they weren't - :

They found Coker's war-jaw o weari-
ness 0 the flesh, and they even hinted
a «onbi as to whether he would, in
Haig's place, have reached Potsdam by
this time.

“Tho Germans,” Coker began again,
without interrupition at last—"“"the Ger-
mansg are not defeated yet—I mean, not
guite.” ]

“Pid you sce that in the papers??
azked [otter. 2

“They're practically  heaten,”  an-
sweved Coker. ™ They know it, too, but
they're just linperiug it ent out of sheer
abstinaey, just like, caddish Hunz, The
war’s gone on longer than most people
expected.  Theve's o shortage of gru

“ﬂ{} 'E.I““!H . :
“A shortage of lots of things," con-

Finued Coker.

#lixmeept guewcs,” remarked Potier.
“T've heard that there are still plenty
of quenes.”

Coker did not heed.

YW hat with the war going on so long,
and a grub shortage, and a coal short-
ara, and Pacifistic chin-wag, and aille

the admiration which was

0.

speeches of politicians, and all that,
there's danger of the country losing its
moral,” continued Coker. ' People arc
likely to get discontented, and dissatis-
fied, and suspicious, and so on. You may
have noticed lotz of people are getting
shm?-tempcred. 1t's sitly, but there you
are.’

Potter and Greenc fnished the sav-
dines, They wondered what on carth
Coker waz getting at, but they did not
carc very much.

“Mow,” sand Colior
“under  such  cirenmstances
patriotic chap has a duty to de.
got to keep on smiling.”

(1] Dh!”

“ Every fellow 15 bound to makeo light
of war troubles, and keep a smiling face,™
said Coker. “If you treat tho butter
famine as a joke, it won't worry yeu.
Il you laugh at the meat shortage, 1t
stojs being a trouble. Seef?”

“¥a, ha, ha!” roared Potler.

“What—what arc you cackling at,
Potter 7"

“The mcat
Potter mnocently.

“You silly ass!” _

“Jan't that what vou were advising?™

“Oh, don't be & born idiot, Georgo
Potter ! said Coker irritebly. Do let
a chap finish withoot cackling like =
silly old hen!"

“I'd be jolly glad if you'd finish, old

cha.py}"

“You 20 my point?’  demanded
Coker. “The idea iz, that there's a Jot
of pessimism about—people look on the
dark side of things, and grouse and
growl. Beastly unpatriotie, but people
are built that way. I've thought it out.
Every patriotic chap ought to be a centre
of cheerfulness. He should be so cheery
thet Efgﬂpl-r:, secing him, would think
that things are not so bad after all, and
they'd be encouraged to stick it out with-
out grousing., Reel”

“Well, that's not a bad wheeze,” ad-
mitted Potter, plainly sarprised that
Horace Coker should have thought of 1t

Harte imm]‘:" remarked Greene.

“Well, U'm glad you can see it,™ sauld
Cloker, more .::miahﬂ;. * Now, there are

vonsers Iin this  school, though the
?ellnw:‘. know very well that it's up to
a schoaol like Cireviriars to set an examplo
to the ecountry. TEa got to bo stopped !
T'm paing to stop 1it!”

“Aly hat!™

“By setting an example,” cxplained
Coker.  *“This study is geoing to be an
example to Greyfiviars, and I hope Grey-
friars will bo an exnmple to the country !
Yon fellows may have noticed that I
have rather o it of homoor™

*Of—of what?”

“Humour!” sna Fpml Cloker.

*You're rather funny 1 some ways, if
that's what you mean.™

“T1 don't mean anyilieg of the sort,”
growled Coker. 1 mean that Pve got
a gift of humour, aud hunour 19 the thing
that’s required now to cheer people up.
Take evervibing huomorouwsly, and there
you ire! Make jokes—good ones, of
course—and set people loughing,  That's

impressively,
oVery

He's

shortage,”  answercd



Every Monday.

the idea.
know."

“(h, dear!®

“The fact 15, with my gift of humour,
I could easily zet Greyirars in a roar,”
gaid Coker confidently.

*“You could do that by playing footer.”

“You silly aza!” roared Cokar.

'IF:.lh I'I'E'm [

“Laugh and pgrow fat, I say,” con-
tinued Coker. *That's the iden; keep
arn langhing, and they'll forfet war
worry. I could cheer up a margavine
queue with my humour.”

Potter and Greene blinked at him.

Horace Coker laid elaim to many gifta.
He believed that he was o terrific foob
baller, n great cricketer, and many other
things. He had tried his hand as a ventri-
loquist, to his own satisfaction. He had
tried his hand at all sorts of things,
always to his own satisfaction.

But Coker as a humorist waas something
TIEW.

In fact, there was aslways somelhin
new about Coker. s mighty brain di
not run in an ordinary groove.

““Ho-—-s0—s0 you're going to start ns
:I:I-pml"e.'isimm] jokist ' gaspod Potter o
ast.

“_'['I;ur patriotic reasons, yes.
pecple up.

“But do you think it's likely to have
that effect?” asked Poiter seriously. "It
might give 'em & tired feeling—-*'

“Don't be an nss, Potter! Now,
f'rinstance,™ said Coker, “a quick brain
like ming——""

“ A whatter?

“A quick brain like mine grasps a
thing at onee, and sees the humorous side
of it," soid Coker calmly. *“VYou were

king of the butter shortage.”

“Ina that hunoroua?”

“ It has its humorous side. Trinstance,
sbout the butter shortage, I should say
that that was but a trifla.”

HBome people think 1t’a more than a
trifle.”

“(Oh, you're crass, Potter—s crass ass!
But a trifle—butier trifle—see? That's
a un-!'

Ts it 2 pun?"

“Of course it 12, Butter—but o trifle—
pec "

. Potter and Greene assumed an expres
sion of owl-like gravity, as if thinking it
out very carefully.

“Don't you sece the joke?' howled
Coker,

“Was it o joke?"

“Of courze it was!"

“Hea, ha, ha!" roared Potter.

“Ok! You sec the joke now?" asked
Coker, molitficd.

“Not at all.”

t:”Eh? Then what are you laughing
QE!

“T thought you wanted me to.”

“*You—you—you blinking chump!”
roared Coker, jumping up. * By Jove,
what you want is a thick car, you silly
cuckoo, and I'll jolly well give you one!”

Potter and Greene fled.

Coker glared after them in  preat
wrath, not locking the least hit like a
humorist at that moment. Tut when
Potter and Greene retailed Coker’s new
scheme downstairs, there were howls of
laughter. Coker might or might. not he
sble to set Greyiriars in a roar with his

it of humour, but the bare idea of

r of the Fifth as a humorist scemed
to produce that desirable effect.

—_—

Langh and prow fat, you

To cheer

THE SECONL CHAPTER.
Trying It On!
L&
“Put a bright face on it, you
know. "

HEER np!"
ol

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at Coler
of the Fifth.

‘not miss it,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Tt was the day following that conversza-
tion in Coker's study. The Famous ive
of the Remove were discussing tea in
the study, stonding in o group under the
elms in the quad, which were beginning
ta show their early green

It wae tho food problem over again.
Tea iu the study was a matter of some
difficulty. The regular allowanee of war-
bread could be taken to the study, if they
liked, covtainly. Bo could the allowance
of butter—if any. And the allowance
of tea—if any. Tea, as & matter of fact,
wad among the pleasant memeories of the
past. Dut the Famous Five did not want
tea—the bLeverage, As Dob Cherry re-
macked, they were not old ludies or
fappers. They could do withoub teaand
. But something to eat they
did want—especially Bob Chorry, who
had an appstite that was really almest
unpatriotic jin war-time,

“Sardines aiu't controlled, 1 believe,”
vemarked Johuny Dull, in a thoughtful
sort of way.

“They're nearly as scarce as if they
were, though,” said Bob

“The homble and esteemed banana
would be sufficient for my honourable

S'F_:Iflﬂl observed Hurree Jameet Ram
Sinch., “But the esteemed bananp—="

"NWapoo!” said Nugent.

“The Iluﬁnﬁfqlllesﬂ is terrific !
Naboly of Bhanipur sadly

It was then that Horace Coker of the
Fifth chimed in, bidding the chums of
the Remove chear up.

Naturally, they staved,

As a matter of fact, tho cheorful Co.
did not want cheering up. The shortage
wans very short, but they took it goed-
humouredly. They were not the kind of
fellows to complain because they wereo
beginning to feel the hardships of war,
which the soldiers had falt for years
without complaining. As Harry Whar-
ton hod guietly remarked, they would
have o right to grouse when the food
shortage was ns hurtful as bursting shells
and poison-gas—and not befove!

" But Coker had no tact. Finding a
group of juniovs seriously discussing the

said the

all-important  gueation cf grub, he
promptly butted in.
“Cheor up!' he repealed frmly.

"Don't grouse!™

“YWhat are vou burkh
asked Harry Wharton politely.

“Keop a stiff upper lip,” aaid Coker.
“Soppose grub's short?  What does it
matter? Be firm! Play the man! Be
like mel”

1] Eh?”

“Take me as an example,” said Coker
encouragingly.

" An example of what?” asked Johnny
Bull, * An example of the kind of chap
who grows up to live at Colney Haleh?"

“ Be choerful!™ said Cokor, unheeding.
“Loaugh and grow fakl"

“0Oh ! ejaculated Whavton.

Ho understopd now,

All the fellows had heard of Coker's
teww wheeze, Potter and Greene had
relatedd 1t far and wide, with toars of
merriment in their eyes. It dawned upon
the Removites that Tlorace Coker was
starting on them in his new role of com-
forter and cousoler and gencral bucker-
up.
“Take 1t smiling,” said Coker. * Look
on the humorous =ide,™

“Well, you are & checrful idiol " said
MNugent.

Y Don't grouse—-=m"

“Who's. grousing<” demanded Johnny
Bull belligerently. .

“Well, don't do it,” said Coker kindly.
“Home people have suggested Lhat the
(Gamoe Laws ought to be suspended for
the duration. That would make an end
of gmus&-&eﬂ'"

+ Eh?!ﬁ

“Ha, ha, ha!" chuckled Colker.

about now "

One Penny. 3
“0Oh, my hat!” sobbed Nugent. "=

Coker the joker! He's making a |l)|:u---:|.
pun on grouse ! What Coker would enll u
pun, anyway."

“The punfulness is ternfie!™
Hurroe: Einﬁi!.

“He's doing this to cheer us up '™ said
Bobh Cherry, starving at Coker open-
monthed., My n-nIE fint 1™

“That’a it,”" said Coker.
grow fat, you kuoow. Look on tha
humorons side, Butter may be short,
but it will be long enough betore you got
any more. [Ha, ha!"”

" Oh, my hat!”

“hat's another pun ! gasped Nugent.
“Haw do you do 1, Coker?”

“Tt's my gift of humouwr,” explaitzel
Coker, who never could =ce when his leg;
wasg being pulled. “*You can rely on o
to cheer you up”

# About tes—-"" Legan Bob Cherry.

Y Never mind fea,” broke in Coker.
“Disiniss it from your mind.  Naow, I
suppose you kids haven’t any sugar?’

“Havan't seen any this tevm, ass!”

“Well, loney i3 better than sugar.”

* And where gre we going to get hovey
from?" demanded Wharton, * The funds
won't run to it." )

“ You can get honey from a selection
Fof the letters of the alphabet,” said
Croker blandly.

*Wha-a-at:"

“A B C," eaid Coker.

“What do vou meau—A B C, you
asa’t’’

“A heg—aee?” cxplained Coker.

The Famous Five stared at him. The
atrocious pun graduslly dawned upo
their minds. Bui they did not lauugh
heartily, and with grest enjoyment, as
Coker had expected. They plaved.

“You silly ass!™ roaved Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Coker,

“You thumping chump!"” exclaimed
Wharton., “*Run away and play! Don’t
come here making I':-it.hE:Fu]-E(F puns when
a fellow's thinking out the grub ques
tion. ™

“Hpesking of the war-bread,” went on
Coler rerkﬁ:ssly. “there's a substitute.
Pick out the Austrian prisoners who
were born in the capital of Austria.”

“Eht Why!'

“ Because they're Vienna bred,” ex-
plaiined Coker. “Vienna bread—cee?
Ha. ha!" :

The Famous Five exchauged n rapul
glance, and then, with ene accovd, they
fell upon Horace Coker and smote him
hip and thigh.

As Hurree Singh remarked after-
wards, the smitefulness was tervific,

Coker sat down and voared, and the
chums of the Remove left him roaring,
as they walked away to solve the gvub
problem .in another place. i

“{Of all the born idipiz!” said Tob
Cherey.  “To think that war-time is &
time for bothering fellows with idiotic
jokes 1™

“TPhe siilly ass!”

“The howling chump!™

“Phe tervilic burbler !

Which was a%l the thanks Horaom
Coker received from the Famong Five
?:-_1’ his Brst nttempt at cheeving up Grey-
TEALE,

gl'iurll::l

*Lowgh and

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout Is Not Pleased !

o ROUTY looks rather a Hun 1™
P Bquiff of the Remove made

the Remove

lessons the

that remark when
were golng 1 to
next morning.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
came along the passage with a decidedly
cross expression on his face, and disap-
peared into the Fifth Form-room.

“Poor old Prout!” said Bol: Cherry,

Tue MacxeT Lisranry,—No. 528,
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with o grin,  “ Fizgerald says he's had
to tuke v three or four inches of his
warstegats,  He could do with !"™

“{Hd Prout's ai‘ﬂt- all the luck,” sald
Liilly Bewter, with & =igh.

“How o you make that out?” asked
Saqudt, v Prout doesn't pet any move
rationg thaw auybody else ™

“Those fat chaps have the luck,” ex-
plained Bunter. " Thev've got a lot of
fat w deaw vpen, *ou see.  1t's the slim
fellows who will stayve first, A chap
lilke oid Prout can draw on his own fat,
like o Polay bLear” .

*1Ia, ha, ha!" rvoaved the Removites.

Certainly Mr. Prout had a rotund
fignre, which looked as if he had done
hitnself remarkably well in peace-time,
Bat his enceunderence was a joke fo
Willizin George Bunter's.

“ 11 l;mt.l:s the case, fatty,
prepared  for o seven  years
grinmed Baob Cherry.

i, really, Cherrg——*

“ireylviars won't have a fat shovt-
ape while we've got Bunier,” rewarked
Sauff.

“Home follows have a figure,” said
Bunter disdainfnlly. “*Skiony bounders
may call them fat. As a matter of fact,
Ym wasting away to a shadow.’’

“Ia, lwa! A jolly  substantial
ghadow ! eoared Boly Cherry.

*1 can fes] myself fading away,” said

ou  are
war,”

Bunter pathetically, * My study-mates
are sclfish,™

“What's  that®”?  Jdemanded Peter
Tod:d,

Peter had the hononr—or otherwise—
of being Billy Bunter's studg-mate.

“¥You know you took the jast sardine
ot tea-time vesterday, Peter,"” said
Banter, more in sorrow than in anger.

“Whr, »on fat worm,”™ exclaimed
Peter, =] did; boat yon had {aken the
ather six."

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“llallo! llere's Quelcly !

The Removites went imto their Form-
rooin as ihe Remove-master came along.
Hometintes they thought Mr. Quelch a
rather severe gentleman, but this morn-
g they were glad they had * Quelchy ©
and net “Prouty ” in charge of them.
My, Quelch. was o very slim gentleman,
amd ought to have felt the grub trouble
more than Alv, FProut did: but he
seemed to take 1t clleerf_ufi enough.
There was no donbt that it had had a
bad ¢Bect npon Aly, Prout's temper, and
Harry Wharton & Co. did not envy the
Fifth that morning,

“1t's a c¢hance for (oker to try his
cheerirg-up  game,” Bob Cherry re-

marked, “lc's got a good subject in
Prouty.”

“He's alivost ass enough!™ chuckled
Nugent.

And the pandorvs grinned at the idea.

I point of fact, Frank Nugent was
not gquite right, Coker waas not only
alimost ass enough: he was quite ass
enouglt. That was the very idea that
was working in Coker’s mighty brain
that morning. He confided it to Potter
and Grevne while they were waiting for
Alr, Provt to come .

“FProut will be vatty this morving, as
usnzh.” I vemarked to them.

I"otter gil.'-.mlﬁd,

*1Ie's alwars ratty since the heef and
mutton ran short,” he answered. ' Like
his cheek, I consuder. Why shouldn't
he ga short, as well as anybody elze??

“ie doesn't lock at the matter in the
right Light,” caplained Coker. " He's
ratler selfish amd joconsiderate.’”

“Better tell Jum g0, bedad!?
marked Fitzgeralcd,

(Cokar shiook hiz head.

“No good telling him so, Fite It
wonld only wake himy waxy, very
Likels. ™

THE Magyer Liprany.--No, 528,

Ya-

“Go hou!” muruwred Fiizgerald,

“My ddea 15 to set him an example
of ood-humonr  and  cheerfulness,
mingled with a little plagiul humour,”
said Coker,

His chums starved at him.

“For goodness’ sake, Coker,” gasped
Greene. ““don't begin playing the giddy
ox in the Form-room. Prout will scalp
you ™

“Don't do it, old man,” implored
Potter, * He will take it out of the lot
of us, Did you see his face when he
found that there wastn't any bacon for
breakfast "

“ Bhuah U

My, Prout
rOOTH.

He cast a hasilizlk plance over lus
class, as if secking something Lo grouse
abont at onee. He did not really mean
to, but that was what he [lely like that
morning.

Nat that Ar. Troul was unpatriotic.
He was simply bursting with patriotism,
Although well over military age, he had
offeved hia szervieez io the aunthorities,
and had been bitterly disappointed on
fnding that they had no use for him,
He was quite prepared to die In the last
ditch rather than give in to the unspeak-
able ITun.

But the food shortage had hit Mr
Prout hard, :

From long cusiom, lie ezpected his
razhers and kidueys and eggs in  the
meriing, much as he expected the sun
to rise. IHe expected his two cupa of
strong tea, each with four lumps of
sugar in.it.  He expected hiz nicely-
browned toust, and the lovely Little rolls
of fresh butter. When those comforts
were taken away the war camo home to
Mr. Prout with a vengeance. Like
many warlike gentlemen, he had always
thought of war as an affair of Aashing
sabres, burating shells, pride, pomp, and
circumatance.  He found out that war
really meant hread which took no end of
chewing, and no butter therewith, and
the glory had departed from war in his
eyos,

Indeed, some of the fellows suspected
that Mr. Prout was actually becoming
Pacifistie, so aculely did he feel the logs
of his beloved kidreys and rashers, He
had been heard to make remarks guite
unworthy of a last diccher, His diges.
tion wae not good—very  probably
because of hiz long devotion to rashers
andd kidoeys in the morning-—and wae-
bread gave him great discomfort. Indi-
gestion generally has a bad effect on the
temper,

But Mr. Prout, being a patriotic gen-
tleman, could not possibly admit, even
to himself, that his temper was mﬂ‘erins
on account of war's havdships. He ha
to find a moral veazon for it—a reason
that would satisfy lis conscience. Bo
he became very exacting and punctilious
m the Form-room, and ragged the Fifth
without mercy—nob because he had indi-

eation and an empty feeling, but

ute somnchody scraped his feet on
the floov, or somebody construed badly,
ar somehody else whispered in class.

As My, Prout’s fault-finding  only
dated from the food shortege, the Fifth-
Formers drew their own conclusions
about it, however,

"The Form-master, i his present
humour, was about the last person in the
waorld for Coker to experiment an in his
new role,

But Coker Jdid vol seem Lo ses it
“Fools vush in wheve wngels feay to
tread.’

Lessons began in o thunderous atmo-
sphere, and the Filth-Formers were very
civcumspect,  They did not want lines
or detentions or jawings. Mr. Prout
had lately developed & most zarcastic
tongue, and hus way of holding & fellow

murmnred Smith majer.
rustled  into the Form-

up _ to vidienle before the class was
decidedly unpleasiut,

Certaindy, if Coker vould have cheered
up AMr., Prout to the exteut of reﬂownsﬁ
his former good-humonr the Fifth }
have been very gvateinl to him. DBut it
was not likely that Coker vould,

Still, he meant o tey !

Mr. Prout’s gleaming eve looked so

-dangerous that even Coker hesitated for

gome time, Bnt lie plunged in at lastk.

Coker cnme in fur the biiter odge of
Mr. Prout’s tongue himself, and it made
him move determined 1o do his best,

“You construe like o junior in the
Third Form. Colkev!” sail My, Prouk
acidiy. * Why yon were placed in the
Fifth Form passcs iy comprehension, I
doubt il you could eonstrue farma
virgmique cano’ eorrectly B

Coker reddencd a lidtle.  That well-
worn tag was well within even Coker's
powers,

1 Arme and the man I osing,' sie !
grunted Coker.

“ Astonishing ! excluimed B3Iy, Proug,
with an air ol great surprise,

But Coker was not Linshed yob,

Here was an opportunity for the play-
ful humour which was to introduce an
atmoepheig of clicery good-fecling inta

¢ Form-roon:, and Coker did not
neglect it. Not Coker !

Ie bestowed o propitiatory mmile wpon
Mr. Prout, and went on:

“A German Yirgil, six

“What v

“A German Virgil—"

. “What do you mean, Uocker?
is no German Viegil !™

“Imagine o German Virgil, siy——"

“YWhat nonsense are yen talking,
Coker? Are you out of your menses, or
are vou not aware that Virgil was s
Ropman pooet "

“Certainly, sird”  persisted  Coker,
“ But imagine a German Viegil, turning
out poetry and stnff about the Germaps,
he L;muld put it Crora viromgue cano

46 'ﬂr_hﬂ-t ?J:I-

“EOrura vienmlpeee case' s ensd
Coker pleasantly,

The Tifth-Formers staved blaukly at
Coker.,

Mr..Prout looked at lum as i be would
eat hiny

“Coker,” he gasped, 1 have alwavs
known that you were the stupidest boy
in the class! But I begin to believe that
yout are not in your right seuses, What
do you mean, if you mean anytling

“Crura’a Latin for legs, sir,” said
Coker, a little dismayed by this reception
of bz playful humour.

“I am awaro of that, Coker—I do not
require elementary instruclion im the
clagsical languages from the mnost obluse
boy in the Fifth Ferm! I insist upon
your cxplaining what wou mean by your
utterly senselezs remark !

“It—it's a joke, siv,” faltered Coker,
beginning to doubt whether, after all,
Mr. Prout was o good subjoct,

“ A——p—a whatv"

Y Crara vivumwgne cano-legs and the
man I ang,” s, sad Coker feebly,
“Beo? It means the bepgars run away,
gir. A—a pan on the words arms and
legs, vou gee, zir, Ila, hal”

Coker's “ha, ba ™ sounded hollow in
the ‘mulst of a dead silence. The Fifth
Form sat almost froken. $r. Prout's
expression  was  rivalling  that of the
famous Gorgon, but Colier was not feel-
ing quite like Perseus, He was hoginning
to wish that he hadn't started cheering
up Mr. Prout with playinl humonr,

The Fifth Forni-mazter fonud his voaws
at laat.

Y oker I he pasped. ' YVou—you gre
intevrupting the slyea.wn in crder to make
idiotic puns tv me—me, sour Form-
master—utierly  childish  plaging  uwpon

S5

There
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worde in 4 manner worthy only of an
infant of fecble intellect——"

“Oh!" stuttered Coker,

#What do you mean, siz?" ronred M.
Prout. “If wou are not actually insane,
what do you mean?"

0k, my hat!™ murmured Potter.

W l—T—T—" stammecred Coloer.

Me, Prout whizked to his desk, and
grabbed a cane,

“8tep out here, Cokep!l”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“The Iifth Form are noet unzually
caned,” shouted Mr. Prout, ** But when
1 find in my Form o boy who adds foolish
impertinence to incredible stupidity, 1
have no resource but to treat hun liko a
junior, Come here, sir!”

uﬂh. l.,iE-ﬁl‘ rax

ker camo out very slowly and relue-
tantly befovo the cluss. Tt was a great
humiliation ta be caned like & fag, but
Mr., Prout was evidently on the war-
Fﬂﬂh Somehow, Colier’s playful humour
we not improved his temper. "It had set
My, Prout in a roar, cectuminly; bub it
was & roar of wrath.

“Hold cut your hand, siv!™ roared
Mr. Prout, glaving at the unhappy
humorist over lus speckacles, ¥ Yon must
learn, Coker, that the Fortnroom 13 not
the place for the focble ebullitions of o
misguided and semi-ddiotic  hanmeour.
Hold out your hand at once!
other hand |”

Swish, swizh!

“0h, crumbs !*

"Go back to vour place, Coker!™

o 177 -

“And another word of impertinence
from you, aud I will report you to i
Locke for a flogging, sic!”

Coker crawled back to hia place.

He reeeived Mr. Prout’s very special
attention after fhat till the end of morn.
ing lessons, Me. Proat fairly roasted
Coker, dragging out all his ignorance and
obtuseness Into the light of dey, and
making the wunhappy Ilorace fairly
Boyuirm.

Coker did not try any more plasful
humour upen himn. It was only tdo pain.
fully clear that Mr. Prout was nrot a
suitable subjeet.

—_——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Equal Rations ]
HI BAY, vou fellows "™

“ He, ha, ha!”
The Famous Five were in Study
No. 1 after lessons, and they
were chortling in chorus  when Billy
Bunter volled 1o,

Coker's exploita in the Fifth Farm-
room that morning were the talk of the
schoel, and the fellows roared over them.

There was no doubt that Coler had get
Greyfriars in a roar, though not in the
way he intended,

“{ oker's a success, and no miztaka!”
chortled BBob Cherry. * Why, war-woryy
and Coker can’t exist together. 1 hope
he'll keep on 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The chuma of the Remove howled.

The utter fatuousncss of Cloker and his
new scheme was irvesistible,  That any
fellow should think he could cheer people
up in dark times by a sucession of feeblo
jokes and weak puns was a marvvel in it
golf, Huch an idea would cortninly never
have occurred to any brain less mighty
than Coker's.

Coker as & humorist was, in fact, the
very last word in humour., Erervbody
hoped that he would keep on as ho bad
stavted. Coker's jolkes, cortainly, were
nob o leughing matter: but all Greyiriars
wasf}mpumd to laugh at Coker himself.

“1 say, you fellow, I've got an idea [™
seid Billy Duater, interrupting  the
chorug of chortles, * About Coker, you
know—"

Now the | [
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(See Chapter &) 1

“1la, ha, ha!™ :
" Loker’s turned out to be 2 Lumorist

“ile has—he have!™ gasped Bob
Cheyry, wiping his cves,

“Well, as a humorist, T suppose ho
would appreciate a little joke,” remarked
Bunter, Blinkipg at the chums over his
big spectacles,

“That doesn’t follow,™ aand Hawy,
lavghing. * It isn't quite safe to pull the
leg of a huwmorist, 1 believe,”

“Well, sz a2 humorous chap, he's
bound to a?pr{’matn hwmour,”" avgued
Bunter, “Now, Coker's been laving in
stuff for tea—-lots of it."

“Ia he beginning as a food-hog as well
a3 & homorist?"

Y Not controlled stuff.” explained Pun-
ter.  “Ile's latd in about three dozen
cggs—you ean have as many eggs as you
like, if you've got the mouney. There's
still eggs to be had, as they're not con-
troflled wet. Coker gave sixpence epch
for them—[ saw him [

“How nice to have an Aunt Judy!”
sighed Nugent., * LUve got three or four
uncles 1 would swap for Colier’s Aunt
Judy !

“Well, I've gobt an idea. Buppose one
of vou fellows goes to Coker's stady and
bags that lot of ecges?"

“ Fathead !

“Yon see, it would be a joke on
Cloker,” said Bunter., “Iec goes in to
tea expecting to find plenty of grub—
and he finds the cupboard bave. Yon
could leave a little note—' "Thanks for
the oggs,” or somcthing like that, I
suppose Ueker would see the joke, bring
a humovist.”

“Morve likely to go 'Ennkl'uF
epgs with a tomahawl, T should
grinncd Bob Cherey.

“Well, you e¢hapa aw’t afraid of
Coker,” urged Dunter. *“You go and
collar the eges. and bring "em here. nudl
I'll cook ‘em for you. I can't say fairer
than that. Halves, you know !

“IFathead! 1f you want to Durgle
Coker, go and burgle him Fyourself!”
?E‘lllltf_’ﬂ Jolinny Bull, * Better not Ieb
um eatch yon, though !

“Well, he oughtn't really to have the
cggs,” said Bunter, unrolling a chunk
of toffee. * I belicve in equal vations for

for Tia
think,”

everybedy—L don't believe in the idle
vich having extra prub simply becaunso
they've got the money.”

“Whack evervthing cut faiv all reond
—what " nsked Bob.

“That's 1t, cxactly [

HGood iden!” agrecd Tiob, as he
jerked away DBunter's chunk of toffec.
“ Lewd me your penknife, Bunty "

U Gimme my toffec]” roared Bunter
in alarm.

“Lend me your penknife,” answered
Bob,

“What do you want my penknife for,
you ass )

“To cut this toffee into six pieces,”
said Bob imnocently,  “There's six of
ug here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter's face was & etudy. Ap-
parently he was not prepared for that
vapid application of his own principles,

“You beast, gimme me my toffee!”
e roared.

“Our tolfer, you mean! said Boly,
with a shake of the head “We can't
afford toffee; we're stony just now, You
can, &0 you've the idle rich, Bunter,
This toffes i5 poing to ba whacked out”

“Gimme my  toffec!”  shrieked
Bunter, making & clutch at it in despera.
tyoll,

Boh chuckied, and held the toffce
higl above the reach of the fot junior,

“Lend mo a knifle, mm&bmlly!” Le
saitdl checorfully.

“You—you beast! T say, Teddy!™
velled DBunter, as Peter Todd’s lanky
!Fr?]l ]-jrl'-{-f'ﬂ'{{ the deorway. " Come here,

ochdy 1

“Halle?  What's the row?”

Pater Lodd, locking in,

“That beast's taken wmy boffee, and
ho won't give it to me!" wailed Bunter.
“You lick him, Toddy! Tl hold your
jueket 17

“Come in, Toddy ! eaid Bob Cherry
cordially. “That makes seven, Toddy's
entitled to his whack, Bunter propozes
egual rationz all round, and we're begin-
ning with Bunter's toffee, See "

Peter Todd grinned.

“First-rate 17 he agreed. * Hand over
my whael 1"

*Oh, really, Toddy——"
THE MAGXET LIBRARY.—No. 523,
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FITowe's @ knile I aaid Wharten, laugh-
1,

Tunter made o yush at the icffee as
Bob Cherry laid it on Lhe table and
hegan 1o hack., DPeter Todd tock hold
af s collar and held him back.

“Logeo!™ yelled Bunter. “ 3M-m-my
{offee 19
cqual the-

“What about
manded Bob.

* J—I—I only meant for otbher people’s
things, of course ¥’ astuttered Bunier.
“Not m}' own tofiee, of course !

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“Too late 1" said Bob solemnly, **This
etudy has adopted the principle of equal
pations fur all, Besides, it's quite right
-4 good iden, Why Ehml]ﬁ tha rich
Buntexs revel in loffee, while the poor
Lnt honest Cherrys haven't a lump, of
sugar to their namo?™

“Phe whyfnlness is terrific 1" grinned
the Nabol of Bhanipur, *Take it sile-
fully, my celeemod DBunter.™

“fmggn, Peter, you hecast !”

“Hoere you are, Bunty!” said Bob,
hulding out a seventh part of the toffee
on the tip of the knife. * That’'s your
whaele, T've given you a bit over your
whael, really, ae vou're the lounder of
the feast,”

“You rotter!
Duanier,

“Pake 1t or Jeave it 1"

Banter took i, and prompily shoved
it inbo hiz month. It was sate theve, ak
lerat, Ile was i dread leet somebody
clse might drop in to take his zhave in
the coual rationa

But ho eyed the rest hungrily.

Bob elosed onereve at Peter Todd, and
etei’s prasp on Dunter’s collar relaxed,
The fat junior made a dive at the table,
grabled the toffee, and jammed it into
his mouth, Tt was a large consignment
for one go, even for Billy, and his mouth
wae pearly fHed,

*Halle, hallo, ballo ! He's seofled it 1M
cxeclaimed Bob.,

“levooogh ! gasped Bunter.

“He's choking! Pab him
bock ' exclnimed Wharton.

'!‘humg ihump, thump!

ob Lilcx*r?- valted the Owl of the
Itomove on the back as if he werve beat-
ing earpet,  Bonter roared wildly and
chinled,

“Groogh ! Craogh!

Thamp, thinmp!

* Yarveerrghbl B

Thipep !

" Gogpgegrngeg 1™

*Ia, ha, !m!”g

Lidly Bunter dodged out of the study,
gasping and spluttering. For the next
tent minutes he was scated in the window,
splutteving, frying to deal with the
tofler. Ihs testh were embedded in i,
and 3t wis not easy to desl with, Bol-
sover major camne along, and stopped to
stave al ham,

“Yhat on earth ore you sitting there
for, ¥ou owl?” demanded Belsover,

" Gug-gog 7

“PP you want people o [all over

|.J-I.J:,r
T Gup-gup 7
: "}I‘;"iml, are von mnking that zilly row
oar ¥

“Gug-gug

“ s ﬂ. a game:” demanded the mysti-
finl DBolsover.

“anrrrrgg [

“Law't you answer?" roared Balsover
:‘I_I!llgt'ilj'i “Why can’t xyon speak, you
silly owli™

“ Froonoocozh 1

"What are you up fo?"?

i I

“YWell, that may be Jonny,"” said Bol.
sover major, “but I expeet an answer
when ¥ ask o fellow a qurestion, and when
I Ti"ﬁ] igﬂt one I kiek lum—IJike that!”

Pl
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“Grooh-ocooch-gug-gug ! epluttered
Bunter wildly, i

“Now answer, you fat idiot]”

il {}UE'H"E 1!;

“¥y hat! You want some more?™

“ Gug-gug-gug 1"’ o

Bolsover major brought his heavy boot
into play again, But the unfortunate
Owl of the Remove could not anawer him
—his teeth werc deep in the obstinate
toffee, and would mot come out. He
rolled out of Bolsover’s way, and fed.

“3illy ass 1" ejaculated Bolsover, staring
after Imin. *Why couldn't he answer a
civil gquestion? 1've a jolly geod mind
to go after him and wallop him !

And Bolsover walked away™in great
dudgeon; while William George Bunter,

in his stndy, struggled with the obstinate:

toffee till at last he won

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Eggs-actly !

ORER of the Iifth smiled broadly
a8 he came up to his study at tea-
lime,

There was nothing in particular
for Coleer to smile at, unless, indeed, his
own absurdity dawned uwpon him: but
that was far from being the case.

Coker wae smiling on - principle,

Whatever happoned, whatover clouds
might lower, though bulter dizappeared,
and the war-hrﬂuﬁ grew browner, and
the war-beef tougher, and the war-tea
weaker, Colier was poing to take it
smiling, assizted by his great, and hither-
to 1.11::34;.;5:1_;}1:i.*.'hz-dJ oift of humeunr,

Therefors he emilad.

Since hiz great scheme had come into
his fertile brain Cokei’s rugped features
had worn an almost continual smile, sup-
posed to indicate good-humour, content-
ment, and a spieit of sticking it ount.
What did Coker care for offensives in the
West and revolutions in the Fast, air-
raids, and shortage of foodsinffe?
Coker smiled at Fate, and defiad it, like
Ajax defying the ligﬁtning. e haped
to eee all Greyfriarve smiling, too. And
he did, in a way.

Coker's humowr had net failed him yet.

“What are vyou grinning at, old
scout?"” asked Lreene, as he met him
in the passage. Aud Greene looked
round for the cause.

Coker hiad o put up with a lot of
misunderstanding from his stady-mates.
HSometimes he suspected that they did not
misunderstand &0 much as they medeo
cut, thongh he was not a suspicious
nhafr as & Tule.

His smile ehanzed to a lrown as Greene
made hia remark.

“Don't be an as=, Greenc!”
witheringly.

“Lertainly not, ald scout! T leave
that to you,” =aid Greene affably. *You
can do all thai's wanted in that Jine in
aur study.”

“TLook Iicre— " vroared Cokor.

g ,Anyith.ing for ten ™ broke in Potter
pacifieally.

“Only epes,” gaid Coler, his faca
clearing. *I've got two doren, Thev'll
help the war-bread down.”

“Oh, good!™

“Regs-actly, mn fact 1" <aid Coker, his
brilbant hemowr beaking ont again,

= %h—‘ﬁ Iu?ll, ':':‘

“ Fges-actly 1

Potter looked puzzled.

“Js that & German word, Coker 7

“0h, my hat! Caw't you see g pun !

"No. Where 1z 16?7 asked Potter,
looking vound,

Coker snorted and went into Ins sindy,
and Potter and Greane followad him iu,
primving. They seemed {o have made
an agrecment nover to see any of Coker's
jokes, which was rather exasperating to
? humeorist wha was determined to be
I T

he said

-
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There was a startied exclaation in the
gtudy as the three Filth-Iormers entered.

A fat junior swung vound from the
cupboard with a guilty Jook, amul blinked
at them in alarm.

Y Bunter ! roared Coler.
you doing in my study "

“ J—T—oh, really—m-m=~:"

“Seoffing my pgrub®”
Coker, in great wrath,

“Collar him " excluimed Greene,

* [—I--ch, really, you fellows—not ab
all 1" pasped DBunter. " I—1 came here
to—to zea Coker——"' )

“ Bee if the -nﬁ s are all right, hefore I
let him clear off,” said Creene, holding
the Owl of the Remove by the eollar.

Coker glanced into the copboard.

"Yes, all zerene !

YT supposs the fal bounder hadi't
time to ascoff them,” growlicd Potter.

“Well, 1 snppese even Dunter would
draw the line at raw eggs,” said Coker,

“1 believe he'd eat o raw 1un if he
was hungry.”

“What were you up t¢ here, Bunfer ¥
demanded Coker, glancmg round the
study.

“N-n-nothin

“¥You fat ibber—"

" The—the fact s, Coker, I—I came to
sce vou,” stammered Bunter. .

“Well, you can eee me row,” said
Coker, taking up a cricket-stwmp, Billy
Bunter eyed that stump very uneasily.

; wanted to hear some of your
Coker—"
er looked at Lim.

" he said.

ot a keon up%:nrm-imima of
hvmour,” said Bunter. *I-—-I thought
vou might tell me some of your—your

“iWhat aro

exclarmed

15¥
L

jokes
ok

funny stories.”

“1 don't see why Dunter shouldn’t
stay to tea, vou fellows,” remarvked
Coker complacently, “Let lum go,
Greene 17

It was said of old that the eoff auswer
turneth  away  wrath, and certainly
Horacre Coker was born 1o have his leg
pulled.

Bunter was nobody in particnlar; but
Bunter was tho Orst fﬂ‘h:}n‘r who had
ghown appreciation of Coker’s hwmour,
and Coker felt a new respect for him.
Me reflected that Buanter wasn't such a
fat fool as he bad always thought.

But Greene, instead of relcasing the
Owl of the Remove, shook lum forcilidy.

“He came here to scoff the grub!”
he =aid.

“He's told you what he came hLere
['n::nri " gaicd Cokoer.

“Oh, that's rot!
your leg.”

“0h, reallye—"" murmured Bunter,

Bunter was afraid that Coker would
sea that obvious fact. BPul he need not
have had any fear. Coker only stared
wrathiully at Greene.

“IfF you want a thiek car, William
Greene, you'va only gol 10 be a cheeky
gss like that! Let the kid alone. I'm
not going to have any Dollying in my
study.”

“SRB.b-bullving " stidterad (Croene.

“Yes, that's what J call . Let Jum
alone 1™ .

“You gilly cliump ! voared Creenc,

However, he let Bunier go, with a
spin that gent him staggering sgumst the

OO,

“Zat out, you fat Mvog ™ he snnvlted.

“&8tay where you are, Bunter,* said
Coker. “You can slay 1o tea, if yow
like. We've gok ploniy of egee. Ilallo!
He's gone !

It was remarkable for Bunier lo de-
cline an invitation in tea.  Hot o did.
Before Coker had finishied speaking the
fat junior was out of ilie shwly  and
Aecing down the passage,

“Well, the fat duffer!™ commenied
Calzer, “I den't see whut you ore

11e's only publing



Every Monday.

grinning at. Polter, That kid Bunter is
unusually seasible for a Remove kid.
But I dare say we can manage the eggs
-~otily four cach——"

“ You got two dozen at Uncle Clege
gaid Potter.

“Voa: but T took a2 dozen to Mra.
Chirpey. Her husband’s at the Front,
vou lnow, and she doesn’t find it easy to
food the kida, I thought the eggs would
be & treat for them,”

“You ain't o bad sort of chap, Coker
if you weren't such a born idiot!” sai
Iotter.

“Oh, don’t be funny ! I know I've gotb
all tho brains there are in this studf',"
agngwerod Coker. * Only & brainy fellow
would have thought of such & wheeze as
I'vo thought of—cheering é‘tsﬁ]ﬂﬂ- up and
benizhing pessimism  and  things by
means of a gift of humour. 1 don't say
it was a succeaz with old Prout—he's got
ne appreciation. DBut  it's bound to
work., I've been giving Wingate some
attention.” .

“YWhat on sarth have yvou done to Win-
rate?” asked Green. *1 wouldn't play
any jokes on the skippey if I were you I

“But you'ro not me, Greeney.
haven't my braine and my sense of
hummour,” said Coker, smilmg. “I've
dropped into Wingate's study, and looked
after his things o bit, A really good
practical joke makes fellows laugh mno
end. DI've taken his grub out of tho cup-
board and hidden it in his table-drawer.
He won't think of looking there for it, of
counrac. Ila, ha !

Potter and Cireene temained guite

grave. :

“Ia that a joke!" asked Potter.

“0h, von tfnffﬁ':‘r‘. can't you sec it 18?
Wingate will go hunting all over the
]:l.w:el and he'il think some fag has boned
s gardimes and biscuits and condensed
wilk and things. Then he'll find that
they were right vnder hiz nose all the
time. ¥la, ha!"

“0Of all the falheads——"" said Greane.

“Oh, wou fellows are dense!” &aid
Coker itmpaliently. “Let's have tea.
Shove on the savcepan, Greene. That’s
all ou've got intellect enough for.”

Greene sniffed, and pué the sancepan
on, and sticred the fire. Coker hifted
the dish of eges out of the cupboard.

“ Bhove *eur in, Potty 1™

“Halle ! exclaimed DPoller,
picked up onoe of the eggs to
“Thiz egg weigha jolly light!™

B ]J"I:il.‘."s- it F

HT—I =sav, it's emply exclaimed
Totter. *“That old bounder Eleglf has
palmed off an cwpty shell on you !”

- Fi "?hat vot 17} . I

“Thera's o hole in the end ! My hat'!
S0 thers is in this—and this—and this!
Why, they're all empty!” exclaimed
Potter, aghaat.

“They caw't beI'" shouted Coker. " Do
vou think I'd buy a dowen emply egp-
shells, you ass! Those I gave Mrs.
Chirpey were all right.  They're all
riguh'l:, ton.”

Look ab them soursel{!” howled
Potter.

Coker examimed the egEs, and g eyes

prew big and vound with astonishment.

iE'H

as he
begin,

Lvery ono of them weighed no more | de

thon o shall, and was evidently empiy.
And there was a bhole in each shell, The
truth dawned on Polter.

“Bunter!" he velled.

“Ehi What do yon mean by howling
* Bunter " 7"

“#That's what he was deing hore !
raved Potter. " That's why he wouldn't
gtay to tea. Ilc knew there waa nothing
for tea! Ile's sucked all the eggs ™

*Wha--a-at

“Took at them—all sucked !

“0Oh, the blessed fat pirote!™ howled
Greens, “ XNow what are we going to
have for tep®™

You
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Coker’s face was a study as he stared
at the empty eggshells. The dreadiul
truth was only too clear. Bunter had not
ventured to carry off the plunder, in

cpge he should be epotted in poesession
of it. Ha had stond helore Coker's cup-

board and coolly sucked the eggs, one
after another, taking them down like
oyaters. Raw egps arc very notribious,

ough not to everybody's taste.  But all
wqﬁ grist that came to Billy Bunter's
raill.

The fat junior had evidently been
carveful to leave the oprs presenting their
normal appesrance, in case he should be
caught in the studv—as had happened.
It was very clear now why he had not
ata;,red to tea.

" The=the=—the fat villain 1™ stottered
Coker.  “Why, T'I—T'l-TI'll spiflicate
him ! T'l—T"1f—"

Words failed Coker. As & humoriat,
he cught to have taken the empty egg-
shells as a sereaming joke. But he didn’t.
Ho grabbed up a cricket-stump, and
rushed out of the stndy to look for
Bunter,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Unappreclated !
"ﬁ ?'IEG_ATE of the Sixth, captain
of Greyfriars, looked out of his
study with a red face.

“Wharton I he called oul, as
he caught sight of Ilaey at the end of

the passage.

“ﬁu.lln, Wingate !

“"Who's  been  mounkeving In omy
study ¥

Wharton looked ar him.

“Blessed if T know ! he anawered, 1
haven't!"

“Somebody's ¢leared owt iy cup-
board,” growled Wingate, “Gwynne's
coming to tea with me, and every blessed
thing 13 gone !

“My hat!™

“IHave yon seen anybody come into
my room?

Wharton thonght o minute.

“Only Coker,” he said.

“Coker! A Fifth Form chap wauldn't
Eﬂld ¥ cupboard. I mean any of the
aga?”’

Wharton shook his heacd.

*And phwat’'s up intively *7  inquired
Gwynne of the Rixth, coming vut of his
sty

The Gregfriars captain explained,

“The thafo of the world!” exclaimed
Crwynne, “ Bure, and len to one it wasz
that fat baste Bunter!"”

“I don't believe Bunter would have
the nerve to raid your study, Wingate,”
gaid Harry Wharton at once. It wasn't
Bunter, .51':«11'::&h I've been here some
time, watchine the acroplanes from this
window, and I huven't seen hifg."

“It could't have been Coker,”
growled Wingate,

“Faith, what's that rowi” exclaimed
Gwynne suddendy.

There was the sound of a torrific roar,
[ollowed by a soecession of wild yells
ta the accompamment of wﬂark.
whack, whaek!
“Yow-ow-ow'! ITelp! TFirer Mo
el
“Whaelk, whacl:!
“Yavoooh! EHescue!

Whack!

Harry Whavton dashed awav, and
Wingate strode after him, with o frown-
ing brow. FRoumd the corner Billy
Bunter of the Remove wns stenegling
wildly in the grasp of Coker of the
Fifth. 1

The wrathful Horace lad run him
down, wil he had Bunter by the collar,
and the crici:et-stum}‘n was making rapid
play upon the Owl's fat person,

Harry Whavton could gueas what was
the ront of the teouble, He was

Yoo-ovop t™

at

One Penny. 7

aware of Bunler’s nefarious designz upon
Coker's supply of eggs, ik a Filth-
Former could not be allowed to handle
the Remave at his own sweet will. EHarey
Wharton charged at Cfoker, and [airly
bowled him over with a sudden rush.
Horace went to the Hoor, F{amwling,
and dragged Bunter down with him.

Bunter roared, and Coker gelled.

“\What's this thundering row about?®™
exclaimed Wingate, ‘stricding up.

Coker sat up brenthlessly.

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped,
char me over? I'll skin him!
spifficate him! I’ll—I"Yl——"

“ Yow-ow-ow " wrailed Bunter. _

“What are you pitching into -Buanter
for? demandéd Wingate, p

“He's scoffed my egps!™ howled
Coker. .
l'Is.HE stagpared lo his feef, still woe-
l-ei [y

“Only a i-j-jnl{e o owvailed  Buwnter,
a?uirmin Belund the stalwart capinin
of Gresfriars. “Only a j-_i-iulc{'-‘.”

“1'l joke vou!" roared Color, )

“Hold on.® said Wingate, tuking
Bunter by the ear. I fancy you've
been joking in my studs, toa, Bunter,”

“T—I haven'ti"

“Who
i

“ Bomebody's cleaved out my  cup-
board 1

“0Oh, dear! gasped Panfer,  ¥T1-T
oy, Wingate, [ didn't, you know. T--1I

didn't. know there waz ans goh theve,
you know.,”

“My grub’s disappeared,
snapped g\"\"ingate.

“0h, really, I—=Tr=="

Horace Coker secrand to recaver Difa
ool humonr atl of a swdden, as L
heard Wingate's statement. Evidently
hiz homoranes efforts in the eaptain's
study were bearing fruit.

rik¥

answny !

“What's that, Wingale=Inat  ronr
zrub?’’ he asked geninlly.

¥ Yes,” growled Wingate.

“ Disappeared  from  sight—wlu ¥

srinned Coker.

“Do you keow awrthing abonl "
exclaimed Wingate,

“Ha, hat"

“Hallo!
Coker

HTTave yon lookad roamd vour shuly
for it?"-asked Coker, grinning,

“No,  Why should ,f'?‘ I suppose the
silly idiot who bagged my grub wouldn's
Een;ﬂ it lying about the study, would
i’

“Well, he might,” said Colier, smiling,
“Ile might be doing it for a joke, you
krnow, to brighten things up”™

“Wha-a-at?"

Wharton gave a sell. :

“Ha, ha! It's onc of Coker's jokes
Fuﬁ:ﬁr‘s a humorist, you Lknow, Oh, my
at !

Coker tucked the crickel-stump under
his arm and walked away, He did nof
maean to explain,  That would lhave
spoiled the joke., Wingate gave him a
puzzled look, and then returned to his
stndy, Taking Coker's hint, he searched
the room for the missing provender,
Gwynne helping him, "The two Sixth-
Formers zearched high and low, but the
grub did not come to light. Naturally,
they did not think at first of looking in
the table drawer, amons beooks and
papets and pens, for foord. That drawer
waa the fast place Wingale thought of,
but when he went to it at last, there
was the missing " tommy."”

Wingate stared at it grimly. Accord-
ing to Ceoker's humorous view, Wingafe
ought to have been greatly tickled at
finding that the grub he had scarched
for zo long was right nnder his nose all
the time. Ec-muﬁliug was wrong, ap-
arently, with George Wingate's senza of
humour. for he did ot look at all tickled.
Ho fairly glowered, = ;

“Zure, and there it 3?7 -oxcleimed
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Gwynne. “It's pot there for a joke
I supposa, And, faith, the jam’s leakec
out over yere hooks, bedad!”

Wingate breathed hard. i

The fact that the little pot of jam
had fallen sideways, and the jam leaked
ont over Wingate's Latin grammar and
his Virgil, would probably have been re-
_'T:ﬂl:'d[id by Coler as the cream of the
Jakie,

But the humour of the situalion was
lost on Wingate,

He strode out of the study with a
arim brow, and made his way to Coker's
jquarters in  the Fifth. That a Fifth-
Former could have pf!a.}?ed this fag joke
an him appeared well-nigh incredible,
vet it was pretty certain, Wingale was
nearly at boiling point.

Harry Wharton had ecalled his c¢hums,
and the Famous Five strolled after Win-

ate as he marched off to the Fifth

orm passage, anticipating fun,  The
captain of Greyiriars did not glance at
them. He reached Coker's study, hurled
the door epen, and marched 1n.

Coker and Potter and Groene were
hiolding a discussion on the subject of
tea, eggs: no longer being available.
Potter and Greene were inclined to be
vatty: but Coleer, true 1o his principles,
was smiling. He was, in fact, cheermg
up his comrades with one of his amaz
e jolos.

«“Don't mourn over the oggs,  you
fellows,” said Coker brightly, “It's too
late for ]nmﬂ'n'n:ig.” )

0 vou mean?” snapped

“Eh? What

Potter.

“T mean mornin ends  at  twelve
o clock,” explained %_‘nkcr. “ Morning—

maourning ! Boapt”

Potter and CGreene glared at him
epecchlessly. If Coker supposed that a
wn of that description was a substitute
or nevw-laid eges, he was making a mis-
take. They were about to speak with
great eloguence, when Wingate strode
110,

“nker, vou fool!™ roared Wingate.

“Hallo!" said Coker, turning round.

“Have yon been plaging monkey-
tricks in my study like o silly fog?”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“¥You silly chump

“Iava you found the grub? grinned
Coker.

“Yes, I've found it in my table
drawer, and the jam's smeared over
three or four books!™ shouted Wingatce.

Coker roared.
Ha, ha, ha! Good!

*“Ha, ha, ha!
Ha, ha, hal”

0O, 1t's good, 13 T thundered Win-
gate,

* Bmeared over the books!™ gnyped
(ioker. *‘Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha—— ¥ah!
Yaroooh!"

Coker’'s roar of merriment was sud-
denly cut short as the exasperated SBixth.
Former rushed upon him, Coker was a
burly fellow, and e {feared no foe: he
would cheerfully have *taken on ™ Win-
gate ‘or anybody else. But he did not
seem to have much chance in George
Wingate's powerful grasp.

Wingate whirled him over, and bumped
his head on the hearthrug, and rubbd
his face in the fender, Coker strugeling
wildly and yelling

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from out-
gtde. The chums of the Hemove were
enjoving the scene. *“Go it, Wingale!”

* Mop him up!”

“The mopiulness is terrific!”

(B3

“Ha, ha, hat”
“Yarooh! TLeggo! Mind my nose!
Groogh! Oogoch!”  spluttered Colier.

*You mad idiot!
e a—groooh!—joked
wr.scue! Oht
“Ha, ha, hal®
Potter and Greene were wolling, as
well a3 the Famouws Five. Winzate
Ine Maaxer Liprary.—No. 528,

Ow-pw !t {Can’t yon
Oh, my hat!

seomed to he very exciled—possibly
owing to the lack of o sense of humonr—
and he fairly let Coler have it. When
he releazed the Fifth-Former at last, and
strode out of the study, Coker zat up on
the hearthrug, and seratched ashes out
of his hair, and splutterad wildly.

“Ohy, dear! Oh, erambs! Is he mad?
Grogogh! Whai are you laughing at,
voul sﬁlf idiotz? Groogh?! Oh, crumbs!
Potter, you cackling clunnp=—-—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“an't you  ftake a joke, Coler?”
roaved Bob Cherry “ Look at your face
in the glaes, and it will make vou howl!
Look at 16"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Coker prasped at the poker, and the

amons  Five  vanished, =atill  yelling,
Potter and Greene thought they had
botter fellow, The poker looked dan-

erons, and Horace Coker's sense of
wmouy  seemed to lave deserted him
uttorly,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Looks for Trouhle !

‘ Y EENON-SMITH came out of ihe
School ouse, grinning, the
following day after dinper. He

joined the Famous Five in the
guadrangle, finding them discusaing what
was to be done with the afternoon, whach
was & half-holiday.
“You fellows busy '™ ho asked.

i ﬁ@mm“ﬁ
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“No.  Anything on®  inguired
Whiarton,

“Well, ves.
murder done " asked the Bounder,

“My hat! Not exactly.™

“Like to see one?"

" Wha-a-at 7"

“1f vou would, vou'd better come
along to Courtheld this afternoon,” re-
mgrked the Bounder. “'I'm going.”
hj'l"he. chums of the Remoeve stared at

TH.

“Ja there poing to be a murder in
Courifield this afterncon ™ demanded
Jﬂlmn_f}' Bull.

“*What-ho ™ '

“What on earth ave you dreiving at?”
asked Wharton, in perplexity. “Who's
going to be murdered 1’

“LCoker of the Fiith."

“\Well, it's about time somebody put a
stop to his bBumonry,” pgrinned Bob

Cherry. “But even Coker’s jolkes don't
quite deserve that,  What's gong to
Lappen ™

“T've just passed him,” explained the
Bounder. " Potter and Grecne are try-
ing to dissuade him. 1 suppoee they'll
a3 Aunt Jud{‘s remittances if Colier s
killed. But he's made up hia mind.
He's going down to Courtfield this after-
noon, to Smiler’s Stores.”

“Looking for grubf™

“No. Looking for quenes !’

“Gueues ! exclaimed YWharton,

“"That's it! You know, there's always
a margarine and bacon guene at Smiley’s

Have you ever seen o

Stores, and Coker doesn't approve of
guenes, Io thinks they onght to grip
and bear it, you know,"

“1 dare say they would grin and bear
1t 1F they had whacking remittances from
Aunt ‘Judy, and could order things by
telephove,” said Wharton, Jaughing,

“Coker doesn't see that, He's going
to cheer up the gqueue,” chuckled the
Bounder,  “IIis new role, you know—
general bucker-up to the universe. He's
going to talk to the people in the queue,
and make 'em forget their troubles by o«
few first-rate humorous efforts—"

“(Oh, holy smoke !

“He con't be such an idiok ! gasped
Nugent,

“Mv dear man, there’s na limit fo

;_.'ﬂ!it".}:s wiocr, Ile pgoea the whele
1og ! ] .
“Groat Beott ! exclaimed Wharton,

quite aghast. “IF that silly idiet poes
playing the fool with a hungry queus
they il mob him ™

“Sure to!" wrreed the Bounder. *Ha
can't understand why Potter and Greene
don't want to go with hun.”

“ila, ha, hat"

“Ay belicf ia, they'll murder him,"
said the Bounder cheerfully.,  *I'm going
over to sce it done.”

“He ought to
J{'.Illl'l'llll' El'l 4 -

“There's no stopping Coker when he's
determined to play the giddy gout.  Iere
hie comes I

Horace Coker came down the steps,

and strode away towards the gates, He
was looking rather cross, otter and
ireene had tallked quite plainly to lim,
in the hope of turning him from his
extraordinary purpose. They might as
well have tried to turn Niggara from its
conrse, Coler had mede up his mind,
and after that there was nothing more to
be said. He did not see anything abaard
in his intentions.  Potter and Greene had
simply convinced him  thiat they really
\*i'ert.'r the duffers he had alwoays thought
thue .,

Harry Wharton & Co. ran in Coker's
way, and stopped him, The genius of
the Fifth zave them a lofty stare.

“What do you fags want?"
demanded.

“You're zomg to Courtheld——"

“Yer vou voung ass! Don't waste
my tima I™

‘You're rveally going to bother the
people in the gqueus ! exclaimed Harry.

“Tm poing to cheer them up, and
make ‘em forget their troubles,” eaid
Coker.  “Pebple imagine their troubles
are bigger than they are. When I point
out that it really doesn’t matter whether
they go short or net, they're bound to
see reason.  OF oourse, I shiall speak n o
pleasant and humorous way, and put ’emn
into g good temper,'”

“ Batter not,” said Wharton. “ ¥on
look so jolly well-fed, Coker, that you're
not likely to be popular in & guene, even
without vour little jokes.™

“Oh, you've a silly fag!” answered
Coker.

And he strode on.

“He's really going 1" said Johnny Bull,
almost dazedly, " He's going 1o talk
checky rot at poople who're lungry!
VWhy, they'll scalp him ™

“Tet's go nimr«%L and pick up the
pieces," suggested Bob. Cherry.

“That's a good idea!"” crinned the
Tiounder. “We may be able to save his
life. After all, Coker's too funny for us
to lose him."

‘The six juniors followed Colier out of
gateg. If he carried out his purpose it
wasz very probable that he would soon
Le in need of help. i

Coker was striding along the road in
hiz lofty way, when he discovered that
the juniors were following, and he
turned round, frowning.

be stopped ! said

he
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“You fags cut off ! he snapped.

“"Heve you bought the road?” in-
quired Frank Nugent,

“Cut aff, T tell you!”

*Bow-wow !
“TI'm not taking a gang of faga with
me " howled Coker. " Do you think

I'm #zoing to be scen ocut with g lot of

grubby juniors "
“Well, you needn’t mind, if we don’t

mind being seen out with n potty Fifth-
Former ! retorted Bob Cherry.

“Will you clear off ¥ roared Coker
wrathfully,

“Not this afternoon.™

“I tell you——~:+"

“ Rats !™

Coker strode towards them. The
Fumous Five and Vernon-Smith lined up
to recoive him, and Coler pansed, Even
Cileer roalised that he could not deal
ffactively with six sturdy Removites,

“Lool heee, vou little idiots!™ ha
snapped,

“Look here, you hig iiot!" replied
Bol.

Coker snorted, turped awny, and

tramped on angrily towards Courtfeld,
The Removites followed.  Bob Cherry,
whoze senze of humour was at least as
wieat as  Coker’s, imitated the proeat
Horace'a lofty stride, with the result that
tvo or three passers-by burst into loud
choekles,

Coker locked round, and caught Bob
Clecrry an the act,  11iz face was a study,

“Yon  cheeky  lillle  beast!”  he
ballowed.

“Cheeky big heast ' answered Bob.
; “r\_"t'lmt are you playing these antics
it ™
"W]!:r, yon onehbt to he pleased,
Coker,” sard Bob, In an injured tone,

“Imitation iz the sinesrest Lorm of
Eattery, vou know,™

“IH—-I'll—"

Agmn Coker seemed on the point of

charging, and again the six juniers pre-
pared to recoive his charge.  With a
vweathinl countenanee, Colier strode on
agnin, and the grinning juniors followed.

Cloker quickened his ce, and the
pnars followed suit,. They were still

close  behind when the Fifth-Former
entered  Courtfichd, and  arrived at
Seniley’s Stores,

Smiley’'s was in the Hirh Street. In

the good old days, when margarine was
as pentiful as blackberrica, and butter
was not far above rubies, S8miley’s Stores
lhad been o great emporium, and was
stacked from cellar to voof with good
thinga. Bur the pood things had talen
tnto themsclves wings and fown away.
Onee upon o time  Bmilev’s had disdained
to sell butter or margarine in guantitics
of less than a pound st o time, Now,
anyone who asked for a pound of butter
at Smiley's received o frozen stare—not
a pound of butter!

Vhen the shop was open the shopmen
ware kept invessantly busy serving out
margaring in gquarter-pound packets—till
the supply was gone, and the unsatisfied
custemers had to be sent empty away,
 Every day there was a long queue out-
side Smiley’s, and every day the gueue
seemed to grow longer.  Tempers, too,
ware gm}wngi: sharper. Sometimes there
was & mniserable suipicion that food Fad
been token up in large quantities for the
rich people of the neighbourhood—
generally without grounds, theugh the
discovery of one or two food-hogs with
large stores lent colour to 1t.  And it is
to be fearad that there were unserupulous
people whe tool: pleasure in setting such
rivmgitrs  afloat. Hungry men and
wornen, with hungry rhilfriren at home,
were hot 1n a state of mind to weigh
evidence judiciously,

Certaindy, Cokey was quite right in
thinking that a general determination to
bear  troubles patiently and cheerfully
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wonld have been very uscful, It was a
patriotic duty to keep & stout heart. But
1t waa extremely doubtiul whether Coker
would be able to produce that cheerful
tone in the queue.

Thera were at least two huondred
people thers, formed up in line, and
more were adding themizelves at the end
avery minute or two. Once or twice
persons who had apparently nover learned
to play the game tried to shove them-
sclves in ahead of others who had come
carlier—a proceeding which eveked Joud
and shrill indignation,

Lowering  pglances were cast upon
Coker, as he stood on the pavement, by
a good many of the queue,

Cloker was a plomp, well-fed looking
fellow, and hia clothes were expensive:
and, naturally, his air of prosperity did
not please, Worry and trouble make
people a little vnreasonable, Possibl
there were people in the quene as well
off as C'ni-:m‘;u{;ut if &0, they had haed
sufficient tact to come there in their
oldest clothes. But Coker was not famous
for tact,

Gﬂﬂ Pﬁﬂn]ﬂ; b

the bLargee. “Margarine ain't pood
enough for the hikes of you—what? Good
enough for the likes of us! Yah:!"

“1 don't mean that-——"

“ Never mind what you mean! You go
down to your proper place.™

*But I'm not here to join vour hlessed
quene!” excluimed Coker. *Net at all.
I ton’t want anything.”

“MNo;: you don't logk as if you Jdoi™
snovted the bargee gentleman, Yo
get enough without standing in quenes,
you do, and the likes of you.”

“&Shame!” said several voices,

“Look at his fat chops ™ piped a youth

aof ten. " Look at “im! Feeding on tho
fat of tha land, he is! Kook at his
chaps | ™

“Chops 1 repeated Coker. T haven’t
any chops, my little man. T haven't
been to the butcher's, T assure you.”

“{zarn !  repliedd the vouth. By
“chops ™ he had meant Coker's plamp
comntenanes, but Coker did not under-
stand. Faces were not called "chops ™ at
CGireyfrinrs.

Coker thought he had Letter get on to

g

I

IERTRTI L

I _

- T m——— o — .

The cheerful Coker ! (See Chapter 8.) l

Coker had stopped near the shop donr,

and two or three shavp vorees hailed hin. 4

“Take your place!”

“Go down to the other end

“Where are you shoving¥¥

“MNow, then, keep your tempers!” saul
Cloker genially. e was determined to
ba gemal; in fact, he had come thera to
be genial. * Don't lose your tempers, you
know.”

" Whe's losing his temper ™ inquired a
big bargee, with a tone that indicated
that his temper, at least, was already lost
beyond recovery.

“Now, then, my good man—-'

“Who are you calling.a gocd man "

Y Ahem ™

“Take yer ploce at the end!™ saild a
lady in a red shawl, ** Think yvou're going
in out of your turn, hay?”

“My pood lady—"

“None of your cheek, young man!
You go down to the end, or I'll call cat
to the pleeceman "

“I haven't come here for margarine I
exclaimed Coker angrily. Do you think
I'm sfier heastly grepse:™

*Then what are you arter?” demanded

11
"

¥

the rheering-up process, So far, he had
not had o cheering effect on the guéie.

“Buppose you don’t get any butter or
margarme?” he said, brightly, *“What
abonut: jam?™

The bargee looked at him suspiciously,

“There ain't any jam to be 'ad,” he
answored,

“Well, T can tell you—-—"

* Where?? excluimed several voives.

Coker smiled.

“Suppose vou all shove into the shop
at once=—" le began.

“We ain't allowed to.”

“HBut suppose you do, and yon get
blocked in the deorway, then there'll be
a jam. Ha, La'™

————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
And Finds It!
HAHH? WHARTON & CO, had

stopped in the roadway to look

o1 They wondered a little what

Coker was poing to do, 1%

seemed incredible that even Coker eould
Tur MAGNET Lisrary,—Ng. 528
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be ass enough to stand there In the light
of day and spr idiotie jokea on the
worried people in the queus, But be did.
Hie reference to & jam in the doorway

was evidently & joke.
Coker's “Ha, ha!” rang out amid a
freezing silence. The pecple near him

nim%lg linked at him. arr{ Wharton
% .  wlmost gasped., They could
scarcely believe their ears.

Bot Coker was fairly started now, and
ke gave his humour full rein.

“And suppose there's a shortage of
margarine,” he went on.  * You should
get up néaetr!mn to the Prime Minister
to annex {ireece.”

CWot?”

# Greeco - proage — sea?"”  chuckled
Coker. * And you must remember, too,
that the Army in Mesopotamia has
iaken a big slice of Turkey. Ha, hal”

“* You silly idjit——"

“Ehi"

“Don’t 'it him, George!™ said the Indy
in the shawl. *“The pore young gentle-
man ain't in his right mind "

“I don’t care whether he's dotty or
net,” said the bargee, “[ know he
ain't going to stand “ere making fun of
"ungry people !

“1 dare say you folk have been
grumbling at the parafin shortage,”
went on the ineffable Coker, * But it's
nothing! I can tell vou what {o do, TI
vou ecan't burn vour lamps, make light
of your troubles. Ha, ha!™

“ Oh, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry.
;;‘1 li.n’qhnvc that big chop i3 going to kill

im !

“Not  Dbefore
Johnny Bull.

The hazlgee had left his place in the
queue, and was spitting upon his hands—
apparently preparatory to assaulting
Coker. The Fiith Former backed away
in aome alavm,

“Where will you 'ave it*” roared the
bargeman.

* Here, I say—"

“There's one for your weskit!”

o Yampzu

Coker sat down on the pavement with
a nasty jar. He might have told his
victima that that was the way to get &
jur, if they could not get jam; but he
was no fopger in a i of brilliant

ML,

“Now get up and 'mve another!™
roared the bargee, glaring down at him
hkl:ﬁ;‘ a Hun,

oker .got up—but not to bave another.
He fairly flew at the bargeman.

That gentleman reared as he received
Coker’s fist in his eye.

“This is where the cireus beging!™
grinned the Boundoer.

He was right.

The -bargeman staggered back, move
surprised than hurt, Then he recovered
himsclf, and rushed at Coker like a ball.

Cokor wag not over-blessed with brains,
Lut he had limitless pluck. Even the
byrly Coker was an infant in comparison
with the big bargee, but he stood up to
his bulky antagonist dauntlessly.

e got in two or three drives, which
made the big man roar, and then he was
swept over into the road. He landed in
& puddle.

“Ol, wy hat!”

The gueue were grinning now. Coker
had sueceeded in making them amile, in
spite of their troubles—in a quite unin.
tended way.

“Ga for "Im!” sang out the
had alluded to Coker's chiops.
3ip, mister! Go for 'is chops

Coker leaped up, and charged his
enomY,

*“Ullo, yon want some mora, do vou?”
roared the bargeman. “'I'll lock arter
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it's  time growled

you th who
‘Give "im

r'l'll

k.

o
R

{on; my fine feller! T give you jam!
’Irlrfn'ﬂ you grease! Come hon!"

dem was o tervific struggle in the
road,

rescue what was left of Coker; but really
they could not interfers, If anybody had
ever fairly asked for i, Coker had.

After rolling the Fifth-Former in the
mud, the bargee tucked the unhappy
loker under "hfﬂ arm, and carried bim
away struggling and raving. .

He bore Coker slong the street as if
ke wers a naughty infant, the Fifth-
Former roaring and waving his lega and
arms in vain, A yell of laughter followed
them from the quoue.

“Put me down!" shrieked Cokor, “T'll
thrash you—  Yarooh! Leggo, you
beaat! Oh, crumbs! Leggo!”

The bargeman grimly bore him on to
the end nigﬂu: street, where there wps a
water-trough outside the Red Lion.
Right into the trough he pitched Coker,
and there was o terrific splash.

“Now you go ‘ome, and don't come
worriting follis !™ said the bargeo.gentle-
man; and he strodoe back to Smiley’s,

Coker sat up dazedly m the trough.

“Yarrrrrge !™ was his first remark.

He dashed the water out of his eyes,
and blinked. Harry Wharton & Co. cama
up, velling.

“0h, Coker'™

“Hﬂ., llﬂ., hﬂ- !.'I

“Ten't it rather wet?"

The juniors seized Coker and yanked
him out of the trough. He collapsed in
a sea of water, gasping.

“0Oh, erumbs! That beast— Groogh!
Keep away, vou cheeky fapa! Groogh!
I—I—I"! smash him!"' howled Coker.

He feaped to his feet, and started back
down the streek, evidently for vengeance.
Haryy Wharton & Co. seized him at once.
They did not want Coker to be guite

“Etop, you silly ass!” shouted Bab
Cherry.

Lot go!™ howled Ei‘:[:-ker.

" Come away, vou chum H

“T'm guing to s-m.asg_thﬂ.t boozy

vl girpe—"*

“You're jolly well coming back fo

Greyiriars, if we have to carry vou,” said

Harry Wharton determinedly. " You've

done harm encugh, yom fathead! If you

worry those people any more you'll get

.h.l]!‘t,”
111 !H

(B2

M Bring him along !
“Ha ha, ha!”
Coker struggled fiercely, but the six

said Harry.

juniors were too many for him. He was |

rushed away, half-led and half-dragped,
in spite of his resistance.

Theve was no telling what might
happenr if Coker tackled the bargeman
again., The opinion of the juniors was
that the bargeman had let Coler off
lightly, but he might not be so merciful
next iime.

Thevy hurried Coker along the read,
struggling and yelling, leading him by
the arms or the legs, whichever waa most
convenient.
~ By thoe {ime they were out in the
road to Grevfrinrs Coker was smothered
with mud, and looked a remarkable
l]}}]l’:;t- ] 4

“ Now, are you going home?" pante
Wharton. ne

“Groogh! Tl smash you!™

“Erive him the frog'smarch to Grey-
friars!” chuckled the Bounder.

“Good egg!”

“¥arooh! TN smash you! Tl
spiflicate you! T'l] Yurrrgeggeh !

Coker went along the road in the joyful
frog’s-march, to an accompaniment of
fiendish yells. The juniors felt that they
had to save him from himself, Like
Hamlet, they had to be cruel only to
be kind, After a hundred yards Horace

The juniors hed come there to |C

Coker felt as if Tie had been through a
mangle.
“Will zou walk pew?” prinned Dob

Kesl"

[T ¥
i

{hw ! niroaned
“Hop it, then!” .
Coker was releazed, and stood panting

breathlessly,

“Now, all kick kogether if he doosn’t

start ! said Wharton.

“The kickiultess
Coker!”

Coker started.

The grinning juniovs followed lim back
to Greyfriars, keeping an eve on him.
But Coker wus done. He was not think-
ing any longer of warfare. Ee wanted o
wash and n rest more than anvthing elee
in the world,

He tramped savagely in at the school

ates, It was Uoker's luck to meet M.

ront in the quadiangle, in his present
dilapidated state.

r. Prout halted, fixine a basilislk eve
on the nnhappy Iifth-Former,

“Coker!™ le thandered.

“Groolt! Yea, sic?” stutbered Coker

“ Are vou out of yvour genses?” shouted
{";:Ir. Prout. *'What br;p you llnt-:mL Coker,

v appearmg in pubhe in that disgrace-
ful gﬁi}' state? Yo are o rliﬂga?fm to
the achoo!, Coker! o in and elean
vourself at onee I

“I—1 Ow! T—— Groogh'”

"o in at once, yvou abominably dirty
boy " thundered Mr. Prout. I shall
speak to vou about this later, Uloker. Co
in_and clean vourself! Dah!”

Coker went in, leaving bLis
master snorking.

Potter and Greens met lam 1ndoors.
and they eyed lim stolingls. They Lad
fully expected to sec him come homao
locking something like that.

“IMd you cheer up the quene?” ashed
Potter blandly,

“Ind you enjar Y smiled Greene.

Coker's roply waz not in words. Ha
rushed at his studv-matez:, and smote
them right and left.

Potber and Creene went sprawling,
with a roar: and Coker trammped away
upstairs, feeling a little aclaced.

“I wonder if Coker will give up
humour now ¥ remarked Dob (liervy, as
he wipad his eves. At all events, I
fancy he will let the margarine queupes
alone, and keop his merry jokes for Grey-
friars.”

And Bob Cherry was right theve. Tha
margarine queues could go down to the
lowest depths of doleful dumps after that
without the slightest sympathy from
Coker of the Fifth, ITe waz fed vp with
auenes !

will DL terrilie,

Farm-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Willing to Oblige |

WY TS up to us!”

I Peter Todd of the Remove
made that vemark o a group of
juniors in  the Conmon-room.

Péter was looking very grave—a sign
that mischief was vewing.

“What's up to us, Tocdy ™
Bob Cherry®

“ About Colker.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The mere mention of Coker the joker
was enongh to ratse n laugh,

“But it's not o laughing matter,”
said Peter, with a shake of the head.
“It's getting serious.”

“Uobker's brard of humour wax always
serious  onough,” remarked Nogent.
“What beatz me is how any fellaw can
be sueh a howling ass,  Why can't
p?li”' gee what a burbling chump Lo
12t

“Well, he an’t: aud le's gning from
bad to wors

ineuired



Every Monday.

TEThus  bad  begine, but worse re-
mains behind,” ¥ remarked Wiblay of the
Remove, who was always ready with
something from Shakespeare, .

“It's growing on him,”  continued
Peter. “When a fellow begins making
fool jokes it's bound to grow on him.
UPmming i3 veally a sort of nervous
dlisease. Coker thinks he’s domng a
atriotie duty by starting as a merry
jokist ; but the fact is. it will grow worse
than wee-worry, * What o you ghink he
said to me to-day? IT ot st you don't
aucceed, suck liguorice!” Iie meant that
for & pun, I believe™

Nt veally 17

“Phe prnulness iz terrific!”

“Pemple of the Fourth was grumbling
ubout the grocer to-day,” went on Peter,
“and what o you think Coker said?
IHe saicd the Miavdale grocer might bhave
lus faults, But really he was matchless 1™

U Matehloss ! Prepeated Bob Cherry.

“Yee, 1le lmen't any matches, you
linow 17

“Grest pip!™

U Temple chucked an wnbrelln ot hin,
ated then there was a row,” sald Peter,
“DBut Coker keeps on doing it. He's
bent on cheoving peml:llu up, and he
thinks he's humecvons, think he ought
to be taken in hand belore it geta so bad
that he hoa to be sont to an nsylom. It
would only be kipd.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

* B0 dyr.}u {ellows had better back me
up, and we'll give his lnnuour a run for
bim,” =aid Peier Toddl

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“If it's & wheeze, Fm on ! he =aid.

“ Same here ™

“The samefulness Is fervitie !

Wherenpon oter Todd propounded
the wheeza that had found birth in his
fertile Dbrain, and, with o chorus of
chortles, the chums of the Remove apreed
to buck him up. A little later half a
dozen juniors presented themselves iIn
Coker's study.

They found the preat Coker alone
there. TRelations with his study-mates
were o litile sirained ot present.

Coker's humewr had tickled his study-
riafes at Livet; not because it was funnpy,
but becavse ik was funny that Coker
should thiek it funny. DBut they bad
grown fed up,

Coker’s extraordinery hallucinationwas
becorning wearing to the nerves, It was
i vainn that they told him he wasn't
cheering them up with his humour, that
he was depvessing them, that he was
-h'mni them fo think of suicide—Coker
koew better! Matters were really grow-
ing intolerable in the study.

Potter could not remark that he had
thislaid his hat without Coker asking him
i[ the loss was felt. If Green observed
that the fca was beastly, Coker was sure
to tell him where he could find o capital
tea—in the alphabet, it appeared. He
would ask why did the cowslip, and teil
them it was becaunse the dog.rose. Ha
said he would tell themn the story of 288,
only e couldn’t; Leceuse it was too gross
—thet is, two gross. 144 being one gross,
Coker forudly mmagined that theso were
~plendid jokes, and bad a dhicering effect
—a moet surprizing misteke on his part.

The newly-develeped humovist frowned
n little o9 Harvy Wharton & Co. pre-
wented themselves. He had not forgotten
the inchient in Contlield, and e was not
at all grateful for being reseuad from the
bargee, Bui the scamps of the Remove
smiled their sweetest siniles.

“What do you fags want¥™ grunted
Coker.  Then ho grinned, 04 another of
his splendind jukes cecurvod to his mighty
Lrwin. = You needn’t come here—I don't
snpke !

“Brmuoke!™ vepeated Wharton.

“¥er: T ket wont @ fag!” explained
Coker, *ITu, lal?
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The juniora leoked sorprised for a
moraent or two, and then, realising thad
this was a juke—a Coker joke—they
rored,

“Ha, h&: Tig 1™

Coker looked plcased. Here wore szix

juniors whom he had set in a roar, at

all eventa. He did not suspect that they
had an ulterior motive for roaring over
his joke. Coker scldom spspecled any-

thing.

s gpiendid!“ asped  Peler  Todd.
“Splendacious! IFagp—ha, [a'!'=—fag—ha,
ha! Coker doesn't smoke, so he dosen’™
want a fag! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Haz, ha, ha!™  chorosed
e Bpiqndid il

“ Ripping |”

“The yripfulness iz terrfic!
hat™

Horace Colier smiled pood-humounredly.

“How do you do these things,
Coker i inguived Bob Cherry, m great
admiration.

“Rimply a gift of humour,” explained
Coker. “Some fellows are  born
humorists. I am. That's ally”

(1] I_I E-EE‘-H

“You oughtn't to kerp thrse pood
things for vourself, CUoker,” said Peter
Todd =seriously. Do you mid if T puat
that in the next number of the Groy-
friara ITerald ' 1"

“MNot aft all!l?
Eraciousy,

“"IT'll make a note of i, =tid Petor,

"*Make a currener-note of it, and in-
erease vour pocket-money,” =aid Coker
brilliantly.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ welled the juniors, per-
gu':é:ing ab onee that thiz wus avother
joke,

' Besides, a enreeney-pote is mere valu-
able than a golden quid.” pursued Coker.

the five.

Iia, ha,

anzwered Cloker

“You see, when you fold it up  you
double 1t

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

“And after that you Lid it n
cronses,”

“*Creases i”
§ "l;."fem Increases, you know, Ila,

3

“Ha, ha |" echoed the juniors dutifully.

" Coker, man, you'll ruake every-|
body forget the food shortuge if you keep
on ke this,” said Bob Cherey.

"Nothing to grumble at i a shortage,”
sald the brilliant Horace., “You see, i
sou have o ehort age you have o lomg
youth,”

“Greot pip—I mean, ha, La, ha!”

“8plendid ! moaned Proter, I must
make a note of that, too.™

""That one, you mean,”” grinned Colker.
“ Not that two !

YOh dear ! “murmuied Peter, almost
OYercome, Reelly, Coker's flow of
humonur was astounding, and it waa still
mote astounding that Coker constdered it
humorons.  Peter Todd was evidently
right in thinking that i1t waa time Coker
was gtopped.

N We've eome here fo make o supges-
tion,” eaid Petor hurricdly, before Coker
eould be humorous again.  “QOur idea,
Coker, is to have a mecting in the Rag,
and for you to give a humorous entertain-
ment.  We feel convineed that any grum-
hhpg and gmu&iﬂf; fellows will go away
guite happy after listening o your—your
humonr.”

“Quite a good tdea!” said Caker.

“ 1t will have a cheeviug offect upon the
fellows,” said Wharton.

“The cheerfulness will be fermfie !

Coker nodded.

The suggostion pleased himi.  This was
very difforent from the veception hiz un-
appreciative study-mates gave bis bright
bumoup,

“1 den’t mind,” he said. > What do
rou want me to do exactiv it

.pla&mdif

One Fenny. 11

“0Oh, vour hvmour, you know! Yeur
sparkling Qow of Eﬂ'ﬂé things 1"
“Be yourself,” =ad® Bob

“That will be enough.™

“The-way you turn everything info a
brilliant joke—that’'sthe idea.” said Peter.
“Bimply let your humour flow, and ect
the whole place in & roar. The fellows
will be no end bucked.”

“Quite so—quite e0,” apreed -Coker.
He understood perfectly, or thought ho
did. “I shall bo very pft‘aﬁﬂd—d&hghtei
in fact. Aa wou know, my object is to
cheer fellows up, I think I've succegglod

a little."
Mo mistake about that1”

solemnly.

“¥ou have,
_"The fellows will think that life's worth
living again when they've seen you—1I
mean, heard you !"” declarcd Peter Todd,
“It's awfully kind of you to do this for
us, Coker I G

“I mtend to be kind,” said Coker.

“Ahem! Exactly! Now, what time
would suit you §"

“Tirpe ! said Coker. The gleam in his
eye told that he was beginning again.
“Lots of timel If you're ever short of
time, come to me."

“Eht Whyt"

2 Because ‘I know a bank whercon the
wild thyme grows' ! said Coker,

0, Jerusalem 1™

“You see—time—thyme

“¥es, I--1 spe, Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha I

* Keep thoso
tertaintnent,
Cherry.

Tioww,
i

ripping things for the en.
E'ekerﬁ' gurgled Bob
“We'll go and get the audience
And you'll come §’

. “Depend on me,” sald Coker. * Make
it half-past zsix. 1'll come, with pleasure,
and 1 h-:épe the fellows will be amused.”

“ No doubt about that,” assured. Poter.
“T'll bet you that every fellow prosent
will enjoy himself. Come on, vou fel-
lowa! Let's spread the good news!”

And the chums left. Coker’s study to
spread the good news, and the humorist
of Greyiriars was left fecling wery aatis-
fied, and unusually piuaes with the
cheeky fags who had “at last recogyised
what a really superior person he was,

Pmbabli e would not have felt so

e had heard the remarks those
checky f&%‘ﬁ made when they were out of
hearing of his study,

“Did you ever see or hear of such n
born idiot 1" gasped Petor Todd,

“MNever !" chuckled Bob Cherry,

“Well, hardly ever!" murmured
Johnny Bull.

“The neverfulness is tereifie 1

“He thinks we're going to get an
sudience to be worried with his idiotic
gogs ! Did you ever?”

““Ha, ha! Never I

“8till, the entertainment's going to bo
funny, If Coker deesn’t think it's funny,
he'll be the only fellow thers who doegn't,
Come on !

And the chums of the Remove hupried
away to make their propurstions: snd

the preparations were not at all of the
l-:mE Coker would have expeeted them to
Il e,

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Tremendous Suceess !

ONG before half-past six there was
o ¢rowd in the Rag.
It was a large apartment, hut it
bade fair to be overfgwed [or
Cloker’'s meeting.
The good news had bean spread.
Coker's idea was that the fellows wern
turning 1.33 in such numbers to bo euter-
tnined and cheered by his gift of humour.
Coker had a firm belief that he conld beat.
the corner-man of a minstrel show hollow
at his own game. Ile was simply going
to let his brilliant humour Aow unchecked
it & zeries of sparkling witticiame whicly
THE MAGRET LIBRARY. — N 0. S2E,
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wonld Rcegifhe andience in a roar. It was
bound to have a cheering effeck on them,
and mako them forget war troubles. At
least, Coker thought so,

As a thatter of fact, wild horses would
not have drageed o single fellow to the
Bag to hear Coker’s witticiama. Fellows
would have fled to the most sequestercd
spots to cscape them. Fellows who could
not escape them—like his unfortumate
study-matee—groaned over them in deep
anguish of spirit. )

t was with quite another object that
the Groyfriava junicrs were pouring into
the Eag.

The word had pamsed round that Coler®
of the Fifth was going to be ragged, and
a rag on Coker was quite gufficient to at-
tract the aundience. The fact that Coker,
all unsuspiciously, was coming thero to be
vagged gave an added xest to the joke
It was amazing that Coker should be ass
onough to think that anybody wanted to
hear him joking., It was exeruciating
that ho waz seblime duffer enough 2
think that a numerous sudience wounld
gather for that purpose. There was a
suﬁpma in gtore for Coker, o G

Temple of the Fourth came in with his
friends, all emiling. and Hobkeon turned up
with a crowd of the Shell, The news had
spread to the fags, and an army of the
Third and Second crowded into the room,
Tha Remove were thoro almost to a man,

Harry Wharton & Co. were the masters
of the ceromonies, A platform had been
made for Coker. It was made of plunks
laid across from one table to another, and
draqgad with several tablecovers. On the
platform a cane chair was placed. From
this coign of vantage Coker was to survey
an enthusiastic meeting gathered for that
frast of humour.

Those were the preparations that met
the eye, Thero were others that did not
meet the eyc—yot,

. Thero was a buzz-in the large and grow-
ing audicnce as Coler's heavy tread waa
heard without, and a general whisper:

“Hera he comes|”

Coker entercd.

"Lhe great IMorace was looking his best,
There was a cheerful smila on his face,
gnd he wore a flower in hia coat, to do
justice to the oceasion. Ile glanced over
1h&+ crowded audience. and  smiled
gentally.

“Bravo, Coker!” sang out Nuogent
minor of the Second.

* Hurrah for Cokor the joker ™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“This way, Coker!™ called out Peter
Tedd, * Heve's your chair!™

“Right vou are, kid!" said Coker
pleasantly. “I hope that chair’s safe 7"

“Safe as houses !

_ " Otherwise, T should be chary of taking
it,” explained Coker,

“0h dear ™

“He's beginning ™

‘“"Ha. ha, ha 1"

"Go ik, Coker!™

Coker came loftily up to the platform.
Perhaps he was strutting a little. Un-
doubtedly it was very agrecable to re-
ceive a public recognition like this. In
fact, it -waz distinctly gr.‘ntif}'ing, C'oker
Ii:lt that Lz was conung into his own at

=L,

“Hallo! What's that for?™ asked

Coker, glancing down at a length of

rope that trailed from wunder the plat-
form.

“0Oh, that's fastened to—to the plat-
form,” said Peter Todd hasiily. ** Never
mind that, Coker. You get up here,”

Coker stepped on the platform, He
sat in the cane chawr, and smiled at the
audience. The aundience smiled at him.
Ouly Coker was wnnwave of the prepara-
tiong concealed by the cloths covering
the platform., But Coker had no sus-
Tur Magyer Liegany.—No. 528,

picions. Tt was fortunate that he was
not a suspicious fellow—at least, from
the practical jokers’ point of view.

Harey Wharton & Co. juraped down,
leaving the platform entirely to Horace
Coker. The great man had it all to
himself, in solitary state, looking, and
feeling, monarch of all he surveyad.

The gemal smile faded from his face,
however, as he spotted Paget of the
Third with a pea-shooter in his hand.

“Put that pra-shooter down!™ rapped
out Coker.

“Wow, then, young Paget!" called
out Bob Cherry warningly, *“ Not
yet=—— I—1 mean, put that away at’

onca "

“Youn must not waste peas in war-
time," said Feter Todd severely.

“It ain't waate, in this cage,” grunted
FPaget.

Coker chimed in, )

,In wartime,™ he sud,
mind our peas and gueuea.’™

is was a joke; but, unfortonately,
tho audience.did not recogmise it as one.

“Bsoand s, added Coker, by way
of explanation.

“Quite so—qguite s0," sadd  Harey
Wharton. " Now we're ready for you
to begin, Coker.” ,

Coker gave him a glave., e had
already begun, only hiz splendid humour
had been wasted upon these dense i;gs.

“ Gentlemen,”  said Peter Todd,
“allow me to present Coker the joker,
the famous Greyfriars humerist,. When
suffering from warwwtl'-l:r]};, apEI].f ta
Coker.  Coker can banish black care
Coker has kindly consented to entortain
wou, gentlemen, with a first-rate comic
turn——"

"ue must

“‘ Hear, hear!”™
“Not  exactly that," interrupted
Cloker. * Better shut u , Foung Todd !

You talk rather too much, .

Genial as he was, Coker was still
Coker, and he had a short way with
fags. Peter Todd coughed.

Y WNow, then, Coker——"

“Dry up, Wharton!"”

“Ahem! All right.” ;

“The all-rightfulness is terrific,” mur-
mured- Hurree Jamset Ham Elng,}.n e L
is time to pull the esteemed rope, my
worthy Peter.”

“You bet!” answered Peter Todd.

“ Gentlemen,"” said Coker, luwmg
silenced the cheeky fngs, “ I'm very gla
to see vou all here. In these sad and
serious times I am glad to do my humble
bit towards cheermg fellows up, and
helping them to bear their troubles with
g light heart. Being a humorous fellow
Oh, great Scott!”

Something happened before Coker
could get any further, _

It seemed to the Fifth-Former that it
was &n_earthquake. .

But it wasn't, It was simply Peter
Todd pulling ths rope.

When the rope was pulled the plat-
form collapzed. The planks fell away on
both sides, aud Colker vanished from
sight.

splash ! . i

Perhnps the Removites—humorists in
their way as well aa Cokev--thought it
would be too bad to let Coker fall on
the hord floor, so they had placed an
enormousa bath 1n readiness for him to
fall into.

The bath was not empty. Coker
might have been hmrt if it had been.
Perhaps to prevent the _passih:htg of
{Coker being hurt, the juniors had filled
it to the brim—with water, soot, pyro,
and tav, and several other ingredients,
Most of it waa water, but there was a
good deal of the other ingredients.

Coker sat in the bath, with the weird
mixture up te his neck, in a state of

rofound bewilderment, Thers was a

owl of merrirnent in the Rag. Tt was,

——

after all, a comic turn, just as Peter
T'odd had said. )

“Oh!” gasped Coker. “ Whal—what
—who—which Ocooool: !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd roshed to him. Iz ex-
terrded & hand—a helping hand, Coker
supposed for the moment. DBut Deters
helping hand only helped Coker's head
under, and the great Herace completely
dizappeared.

Then the andience shrieked as his face
came up sgain, with a hue upon it that
would have been the envy and despanr
of a redskin on the war-path,

ker was nearly black, with streaks
of red and purple.

* Grooght” he spluttered,

ow-ow-0w-ow i

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the audience
“Bplendid! Do it agaiu, Coker

*Grooomoch

“Dao it again! 1la, ha, ha!™ ;

Coker struggled up, streaming with
the awful mixture. The andience were
almost in hysterics. Coker had cheeved
them up beyond the shadow of a dounbt,

“Ow-ow [ gasped Coker. " What—
what does this mean? Qooch! I'm
nearly drowned! Crooogh! I'm
poisoned! Ow!  You young rotbers
this i3 & jape!"

" Ha, ha, ha!” z

“You did this on purpose!™ shricked
Coker, as it dawned upon his mighty
brain that it was not an accident.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Gentlemen,”  yelled Peter Todd,
“Colkor has done his comic turn, and
the entertainment is over "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The audience, relling, streamted out of
the Rag. The entertainment had been
brief, but highly successful. The howls

“Grooghl

_of laughter could be heard from one end

of Greyfriars to the other,

Coker dragged himsclf out of the bath
of mixture. He was spluttering, anl
wild with wrath. Gone was his humour,
This was & joke he simply could not

appreciate. He spluttered and gasped,
and gas and spluttered, seattering
round him & 2ea of puxture.

the young rotters!
Croogh!  Pulling my leg, of course
Ocooch! TI'l spiflicate them} Ow-ow!
Oh, dearl”™
Coker stageered out of the Rag.
“What Y axclaimed

“Yoooch! Oh,

the thander——
Wingate, standing petrified as he met
the weird-looking Fifth-Former in the
pastage,

“Grooogh!” was Coker’s answer.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” came a yell from a dis
fance. “It's Cloker’s comic turn, Win-
gate. Coker the joker, you know !”

“Ha, ha, Iu!"” roared Wingale
“This may be funuy, Coker, but I
should think it must be jolly uwncomifort.
able.”

“ Groogh!™ X

Coker make a furious rush at the fage,
but they scatterved, still yelling. 'They
did not want to tonelh Coker in his pre-
gent state. The unhappy Horace gave
it wp, ond tramped away, snorting, to
the nearcst bath-room,.

In an atmosphere of sateam and soap
he rubbed and scrubbed, and scrubbed
and rubbed, breathlessly and furiously.
Potter and Greene looked in on him
while he was thus engaged., Coker's
apeckled countenance made them well,
Il:‘.'cnkar gava them a look like a wild
Hun.

“You burbling idiots, there’s nothing
to laugh at!” oot

“Ha, ha!” yelled Potter. “T give in,
Coker. You are funny, and no ms-
take "

“¥ou cackling chumps, get me a
change of clothes from the dorm, and
at?} your eilly cackling " howled

DS,



Every Monday.

Patlter aud tereene, slimost weeping,
bromght Lim & change of clothes.

“Ta it all off vy Face " gasped Coler.

“Of ! volled Potier,
of it's pyro, and sune of i's tarn,
won't wear off for wopkal™

“Weeks 1 shrieked Coker

“Hu, ho, hoi®

Y on— Y Oou— Vo e--

Coker Mew at his elisns with o oweb
towel brandished, and they fled.

Then he resumed ynbling and serub.
hing, and serubbipg ] robbine, i a
state of mind ouly fit ler & Prussian,

1t
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litkle

Coker was  still locking a
puhlic

mottled when he appeaved 1o
in, muoch later, i
e was mot on all sides with smiles
which ought to have been gratifying ta
a humorist, But Coker did not scem
gratified.
He wore an. exprossion all that even-
ing which ought never to have been

.seen_on any facve but that of a Von
Thirpite,

And he did not make a single joke.

Whether tha experience in the Rag
had convinced him that there was no
scope for & humorise at Cresiriars, of

!

-

!

;n-h.ﬂl-.n-ﬂpq.lm.miﬁimﬁn'ﬁlmﬂhumlwi‘ﬂﬁrﬂﬂﬂ

OLEOYER  minur
it premiioent

i= unot at present

eharacter  in the

ELOTIHY, He s settled down

: e the  Fhivd, and we hear  of
him when we hear of that Term, nob ab
uther fumes. Some Jay he may come iuto
thie Homelight agabu; but be had his sbhare

af it when e first come to the echool, snd

there s wo feceguised principle of raticging
for limelight, as a few of gur readers scem
to think there should be.  They ask for
mgre ahout Teevor and Treluce, and less
ihont the Famous Five.

It zeems to wie rather an uboreassosable
request, T Trevor and Troloee, oc Gleon,
or Ellistl, or auy of (Tee olher sibters in
haek  seats  weuld  wmake  ar  interesting
stories as MHarey Wharton & Co., 1 do not
doulbt that we :hould hear more ahout
1 e, But  they swould  not. Whatover

niay be said to the conteary by Ehe peaple |
who preach abzolute eguality, it i3 never-

thelese the troih that szome  peaple ore
far less interesting than others. - Nothing
much ever seems to happon to them. nmnil
you cannel whe o story oulb of Lhiogs not
happening. ‘Fhere lwve bheen two or three
novelists who got big repatationa by wrlting
etoriea of that =art; but neae of you would
care to read thelr work, 1 oam sare

Thimgs did bBappey 10 Bolgavor minor, and
x0a were told about themn. i
the
will lweur again,

There was sonicthiog in the circumstoneoes
of Hubert Bulsgver's vowine {0 Qroyirinrs
to remind  ce of  Sir Jdimmy Vivian’s
advent. But there were differences as well
ud likunosses, Vivian bhad o right to the

pupie e DBore—De was the son of & mean |

who Imd gone wder o life's struggle. Bol-
ROVCT  mihor  was  uanyone's  fol—nohody’s
gof, for afl that was Known, He bad been
resened Mrom o Boudan glhum by Perey Bol-
sover's fatler, adopted, and sent to school,

Belzover major «lid uot like il a bit. He
bap Dis ood points, and e may grow up a
very tolerably decent man, But be will
never be a partiealady soll-bearted or sym-
pathetie one, and guile certainly he will
nwever [ollow nie Lis father's footsteps as o
philanthropist !

It was personal spreow that Lad made Mr.
Bolrover z0 veady io help leds down ao
their luek. His own vounger gon had dis.
appewriid when guile oo jolsut-—stolen, amd
never recovered. Perbaps  something about
ihe newshov Jrom the sluss whom he sent
to' Greviriars remimted him of what the
tost boy miielit Lave been. If Lhat was so,
there wis nothivg efrange whout it, for Lhe
wail turnad ont o the Jopg rum fo he
llnbert Tolsover!

Bolsover bullicl the youngstar, apd the
Third. were borribiy Jdewn on him, They
did not like the way be talked. the way
e abe=—in foet, 1hey did not seem Lo like
ansthing almnf him. Kot that was becawso
they ld mot  the ewes 1o 2ee what a
thoroughly devend Tittle Tellow Lie waif was.
He fs indesd e  than decent. He ia
the bua! of Sl 'Phird—ile hireest-heartod,
the Mgt pengEous. Tubb and Pagct are all
right o andd Jaekh Wingade Das zomnd =Lulf in
him. But no aue of then i Oubert Bol-
sOvOr's eipkak G uapEebizlioe s apd conrame.

idl vl meake sanelr Jdilference ta the

burly  Perey wher e boew that the wail
really was bis beedbier. e loid o use for
oo brether from the shame Amd the revelas

Ciam ol Gh trastle Bl gies gifeet Lhe

LE [

Whene-if ever=— |
start Dappening again. L dare say you |

‘not renping  strajgbt at the time, apd

._[.rﬂtl?‘, was iz cnemy.
puge il

Third. Bolsover minor got fed up at length.
It only he had heen concerned he would

bave stayed on and fought his way. Bub

every day bis brother was wonnding him
to the quick by Jettlng him ace how the

bad manners apd rough specch, that coold
‘not Le got rid of all at ouce, aonoyed him.

#0 he made up bis mind to bolt. He did
holt; but be come back—hadly mauled as

the result of a plocky -attempt fo rescue

his brother from the attack of fooipads,

"Then DBolzover major was repeotant.

But It did notf last. Bol:over majar w]as
18
made uge of an old chum of his brother's
s u a:upeggnt for Limself. The »oungstor
who eame see Hubort was not the sort
of guest uwsually scen ab Grevirdara; but

he bad come oub of loval affection for his
dastardly trick to

friond, awd It wazs 4

il .IIII}
At DL

R

atterant to fasten wpon bim a crime of
wlichh he was guite guiltless, So  Hubert
told hhis  Dbeother, and relations  between
them again became straincd

1'_II.I.|.1I:_!'['¥ found it more {han be could hear.
His Torm pérsecoted him becatse e was
differcat  from  them, which was pob  his
fuult. Hiz brother, from whom at least be
had a right fo cxpect Kinduoess and symi-
) It was not to he
eroil at that be should decide that life
im the slums from whieh he had come was

to e preferred to this Dhoatile place, where

every day luud ils [resh wigerics for b,

He went back.

Buf . Ieee Bt omade  friesds ot Greyiriars,
though they bad not beoen able to do very
prwef for Lk while D was  thers. Tee
Famows Five may tevy to smocth the path
of o youngster o the Third or Second ; they
Teever Leieadl it oy meore thetr ole case.  But
their elapees of dodng apything aee limited.
The lower Forms five their lives o their own
quarters, eoming loss ip condact with the
Vorms immediately above fhent 1haon they
do with the sepiers, for whom they fag.
Apd the lewer Forme wre guick (e resent

One Penny. 13

whether the shock had dionmed up his
wonderful flow of wit, or whether he was
afraid of getting a new experience of a
simlinr sort, certamn it is that Coker
chucked it.

Greyiriars was left to bear its wae
troubles without any further cheerings
up by Coker the Joker. And Greys
friara did not seem to mind.

. (DON'T MISS *“THE FIGHTING
FIFTH ! " — next Monday’s grand

complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

ivterference, so0 that to interpose on ihe
behalf of a fag may often have snything
bt good results for him. 8o Harry Whar-
ton, or any other MXemovite whoe really
wantz a fag to fAnd hia level sud get on
well with his Form-mates, can obly give
help from afar, so to spenk.

But it was the Famoos Five whao found
Dolsover minor again in the shums he Lad
returned to, and bronght him back fo Grey-
friare. And when ho was back there they
di-i' what they could to sea that he got fair
play.

It waa not quite an easy road for DBaols
sover minor oven after that, you may be
sure, But his brother had becomoe shamed
into treating him hetter, and hit by bit
he won his way in the Third. e learned
to behave in a more civilised fushlon, and
much of the roughness dropped from bim
as time went on. Hob it was uot =0 much
those things—which, after all, are merc ex-
ternals, though they have their Lnportanes
—4a8 the discovery made by the rest that
the youngster they had desplacd was more
|-than their. equal in pluck and resolution
that inclincd Third towards lim. Wheo
hl:':t had the huckbi}nghtﬂtﬂgnf u hE‘:ﬂr Win-
(ate moinpor againg & at o put
?utu:- Coventry with him, he aimwcéng them
that he was to Le reckoned with serlously.
And to-day he f2 one of the leaders af the
Form, and noboady cares that he came from
a slum, or that he had bad tuble-manoers
and an awful aceent whon Greyfriars first

NOTICES.
LEAGUES, Eic.

Members wanted for Exchange Clubecon.
panion pupers, stamps, cte~Puul Clvoe, 14,
Obdhill Stveet, Stoke Newington, N, 14,

Members wanted for correspondence elub—
qt-a.m]ged and addresscd envelope, please.—
W. E. Parcridge, 10, Storer Road, Louwgl-
Lrorough,

Wanted, members for “éem ® and MaGxiEr
EGI]'H;EGBHEIIE'E League—stamped  and  ail-
dressedd  envelope, please—J. Talbot, 22,
{rreaves Hoad, Mashro', Rotherbam,

Blizs _Ghndys Cogper, 1%, Culmore e,
Balham, 2.W.12, wanls more members for
her “diem * and MAGMET Cluh,

Small Heath MieNE? and * Gem ® luh
wunlis = members—object, zending reading-
matter to  soldiers.—T. G. Evans 14,
Armoury Road, Small Heath, ﬁirmingﬁnm-

Memberas wanted for the Elighiy “@em ®
and MaeRET lub.—{. Wordley, Cornard
Road, Great Cornpcd, Sudbury, Sufolk,

More members wanted by London and
District Branch of Ploneer Correspandence
Club, Sheifteld —8. Stevensz, 50, Warren Road,
Croydon, HStamped and addreszed envelope,
ploase,

Members wanted for correspondenca club
publishing magazine—stamped aml addrezsed
envelope for particalars, please~~W, H. #,
&, Oakwell Terrace, Middleshro',

Will the members of the BUGKET aml
afiem ? Social Cluh, with Birmingham head-
guarters, who contributed to the KL, Fund,
write to Albert Fletcher, 65, Netherbeld
Road, Parkgate, Dotherbam ¥

E. Pinchen, &, Beecher &treet, Mamning-
ham, Leadford, wanks more memhers for
elub, open to readers anywhere—English amd
Frenels conversation—stamped and addressed
epvelope, please.

Members wanted for ®Gem * aml MAGKET
Club,—JFack FReeie, 8, Tresiney Street,
Muaindee, Newport, Man. .

Tix MaGSET Lagnany,—XNo, 522,
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SKINNER APOLOGISES!

I.
[ 41 HAT'S the wheeze!?
And Skinoer chuckled.
“it's mol o bad  ideat™  said
_ Soocp  thoughtfully. “You can
'E-'hlf into the stody—=
41 cam?t Skinner seemed dublows.
“Well, it's your wheeze!” said Snoop.

“¥ou can whip Inte the study, wreek the
topper, amd meet ma round the corper of
the passage. TI'Il keep o look-oub, nnd give
you @ whiztle il anyone should come ulong.™

“You're taking a bhig risk, aren't you?™
gsked  Skinner, waxing sarcastic. < Still,
don't worry yoursell, I'll do it.”

“ Wharton will be going down to fooler
practice zoon,” Bnoop reflected. ® Then the
coaat  will be elear. After all, ik's not
patriotic te buy new toppers in wartime.”

ckioner smiled.

1 recken Wharton will be sorry he got
me bomped to-doy!™ he said spitefully.

“Ha, ha! Rather!™

And Sidney James Snoop and Harold
Bklmmer ‘moved off, still diseuszing their
poble and patfiotic plet in low tones.

“Jove!™ I muttered, a3 I emerged from
behind & sheltering elm in the guad, “I'm
_f?ﬂj"r glad I owverhenrd that Iitkle conversa-
tion!t*

Favesdropping is not in my line, huot I
nad heatd that by accident, and I thought it
iair enough to keep dark the fact.

It was Batuyrdsy -alterncon, and after
dinnet I had gone out ioto the quad to leck
for o knife 3 thought 1 had dropped there
tbe evening belote. 1 was busy In the
seateh when I beard Skinner ond Snoop in
curnest conversation cioseé hy. The mention
cf Whartorw's naing had been guite sufficient
to put me on the alert, and now [ forgot all
:'e{h-nu;; the knife, nnd made tracks for Study
b o

I burst in like a ge-:lallr energetic
eyelone, The rematnder our eeleet cirele
were all there. As Nugent was standing by
the door, there waz 8 collision, and Nugent
zat down hard, while I reeled.

Nugent snid several thin Wharton said
it was time to change for footer.

“ Leave footor alone for the prosemt)” I
replied, “Skinner and Snoop are on bhe
wir-path., They mean deing in your giddy
topper, - Harry 17 )

“What! Let them fry it on, fbat’s alll
The one I bought yesterday, do you mean?®

“The same!™ I repli gravely. ™ But
I've got a wheeze. Gather round, my
infants, and I will a tale unfold!®

And T did.

And bhat the acheme mooted was o
Toorker * the four separate and distinct
chucklez that followed amply proved.

“MWow, let’s look up Itanter,® I suggested.

% Where iz he?” Nugent inquired.

®lgzing into the tuckshop window -like &
Beefeater out of n job!™ I chuckled, =Coine
sl te

We found Billy Dinnter still coveling the
good  things béhind the tuekshop window,
Mra. Mimble's Tlittle establishment iz an
irrezisbible muegnet to Bunber, and Duster
might be made of best ShefBeld steel by the
way ho résponds to ita endl.

Kow, Billy,” I soild, when our prize por-
peize was comlortably seated within the
little shop with a plate of cnkes hefore him,
“ave all koow you're a topping wventrilo-
quist e

“0h, rather!” he smirked. #T'm glad to
zgee you fellowsz are appreciating me ab my
full worth at fast '™

“Just so!® I acknowledged, winking one
eve pb the rest. *Now, there's o litlle jch
we want vou to do for ws,™

And I gave Buntet the details of the
wehame,

L Now, ¥ou quits understand what you've
got to do?? 1 said at laszt. And. Rilly Bunter
with hiz mouth Iull, rcplied that he did.

By BOB CHERRY.

Thete waz another jitem on the programme
abtill Lo he attended to. This necezsitobed a
visit to Skinner's study., It was accom-

‘plizhest without o hiteh,

“We'd hetter

get changed,”™ counselled
Harey Whartkon,

as we re-entered Btudy
No. 1, Yor Skinner will smell o rat.®

o, garhed for the fruy, we oventually
mide for the guad, to the evident satisfae-
tion of Skinner and Snoop, whe were loung-
ing in the passage.

“This 13 where we right-about turn!™ 1
chuckled, aa we passed out of the big docr-
way inte the gquad.

We cneountered Snoop at the angle of
the possnge. He promptly slunk away st
the sight of us, He did not even wait to
give hiz warming whistle, which was what
we expected, Snoop is the very last word
in funks., I'm sure he'd be a Conscienfiou:
Objector if he were old enoughl

Skinner - had just completed bis fool deed
hy the time we arrived, and was maRing
for the door. IHe grinmed a sickly gtin when
b saw how neatly he hod been ﬂ:tuq'ht o,
and  shrugged his  shoulders res
Henally, i= quite a philosopher at
times?

“ GGreat Seott, Skinner!™ I gasped, as I
slghted the wreek of what once had been a
topper. “You've heen and gone and done
it thiz time, and no errori?

# Fuirly put the Hd om it!® =aid Harry
Wharton, with a shocked air. “¥What on
earth made you do it¥™ The Head will be
waxy when he Enowsi®

“The Head?™ .

Skinner's foece went a curious green tint.

“[do you mean to say that's Lhe Head's
topper 7™ he exclaimed, aghask,

i [ pought it for the head!™ zaid Harry,
with a mod. Which was gquite ecorrcct—Iin

Akipner

ebam-
“put I
when I

fact, every hat is bhought for the head. Buc
if %kinner chose to jmagine that Wharton
waz referring to the Hend of Grexirlars
that was his own look-out.

“You better go and apologlze!® I advised.

“ [T think perbaps I ‘will!? stammered
the unhappy humorist. #0h, my hat!®

“You mean the Head's bat, don't you?”
growled Johnny Dull,

II.
AP!
ECome in!? _
Dir. Locke glanced Uﬁ in surprise
as 3kinner entered. £ Whe evel
more. sirprised when his glance fell on the
battercd topper which Skinner held,

“Ekinner,” he rasped, ®*what iz the mean-
ing of thiz?®

WI=I'm awlully sus-sus-soreyl™
mered  Harold Skinner  humbly.
didn’t know this was your hat
smashed it1»

Idr., Locke =tared at Skinner. He began
to wander whetbier that youth was quite in
hiz right mind.

“My bat? he azked. (But he diln't ose
the words as we do!) © Really, Skinner, if
thiz iz meant for a praclical joke on your
headmaster, you will be zorrler stilll™

® Nono, sir!” S8kinner blurted. He couldn't
upderstaml it ar all. “*It wasn™t meant s
i jﬂie on ¥ou. Put it i3 rour hat, i=n't it,
sir?®

It iz mot!" thundered the Head, reach.
ing for hiz cane. “Amd I do not admire
your taste in practical jokes, Skinmer!
will endeavour to teach you beiteér, my boy!
Hold out your Ianed 27t

Like one in & dream Skinner obexed, He

received a couple of stinging cuts; and he
departed squeezing his hands,
He come back to us scowllng like a FInn.
You rottera!™ he snarvled. =1 helisve it
was your topper after all, Wharton! If so,
I'm joily glod ™ ,
“We'll have to deny you that plcosure,

Prioted and publiahed wﬁ]’:?b{ tho Proprictors &t Tha Plestw

dgoate for Adstrafasia: Sordon & Gotch,

¢lbotirne, Bydney, Adelalde, Brisha

gnedly. .

then!™ laughed Harry Wharton, ® Beeause
e}

“ 2kinner !

The owner of the mame swing round as
he heard what he took to e Wr, Quelel’a
voice, It seemed to come from the end of
the passage.

# Yeps, sicd™ Faltered Skinner, wondering
why Mr. Quelch did not show himseif.  Dug,
of course, there were reasons for that!

“g2kinner] Come to my stndy al onee!
And bring my hat with you! You shall pay
for this unparalieled impertioence:*

_ Skinner greaned dismally. Tt appeared
that, after all, the topper was (uelchy's.
_®0h, erumbs!” he grouned, “1-—1 snp-
poze I'd better gol” :

And he went with dregping footsteps.

He tupped on Mr, Queleh’s door nervously,
Hae had already hoad one cawineg, wod he
fully expected a secomd. He was not at all
encouraged by the razping tones which bade
him enter. Mr. Quelch was ticking away at
his wonderful work, *The History of Groy-
friars’ from the Reign of EKing Neluchad-
nezzat ¥ {or King Somebody. How should
I knmow?), and he did oot fike being inter.
rupted, He §rwe Akinmer a glare as he
entered, carrving the balbered hat in his
hand.

It was all @ mistake, sir'® mombledt
ﬁkinner hastlly, 1 had no {dea it was your
at 1™

“What do you mean, Bkinner?™ 5nnp1lx'rl
Mr. Qureleh., * Ah, I think I wnderstand !

he  added, his eves gleaming. ©1 havs
noticed hBefore, Skinner, that you have 4
weirdly humorois turn of mimd,  This iz

what you would term & practical joke, I
presgme?  Yery well, hold out pour band,
grie

“ L-but, sir—=

“Enough'! Obey me'”

And Bkinner «id. He gt it hot agoain.
And be was almost blubbing when we saw

him_again,

eI can't understand itf* he almost
moaned. I ecould have sworn that wos
Quelchy’s woice! H-he seerued to think [
was joking "

“Ha, ba, ha!”

It seemed rather hearbless to laugh i
Skinner, but we could not help it

" Y¥ou—you robters!™ roared Bkinner des-
“ Thiz—thiz iUzt be your hat,
Well, you won't wear it again,

perately.
Wharton !
I'll swear!”

And Skinmer, in a fii
danced on the topper!

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Almost weeping, Harry Wharton went to
the cuphaard, and produced his latest pusr-
ehnze, shining resplendently.

Skipner’s [ace waz o study.

“T-then whose is this?™ he gasped, pick-
ing up the sad remains. :

“Ha, ha! Don't you réecognize it, Skinney ¥
I roared, wiping my eves. 0k, my aont!
You'll be the death of me set!®

Bkinner frantically forned to the lining of
the wreek in bis hand, Then bhe nearly ex.
ploded.

Y ou—you—yol-——  Why, you cods, jb's
mine!" he howled., #Youn—yon wmust have
taken it eut of my box, you rotters ™

“Go honl”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“~It"s the only topper D've motl™ Skinner
winined,

“Not really ! Then it's all the mape =ue.
i-{rh-tnu that yon =hould smash il langhed

HIrY.

Skinter could eondain Limsell no lonser,
Hia temper got the beiter of his prudence.
and he Aung himaelf ab Whoartom, To bis
surprise, he was liftked up as §if he had bern
n babe, and deposited genlly on the linoletin
outzide, where he found himsell making
remarks to a locked dosr!

THE EXD.

of rage, fairly

Homsga

Gaps Town and Jobhannesburg. Saturdsy, March 23iml,

Farrjngdon Strest, London, E.0. . Boglatd. Subscription, 7s. per anndim.
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FUN WITH A DOG!

Some Hints for the Daily Run.

0 the fellow who is nof really Reen on
dogs, taking the dog for a run Ia
not very ioterestiog; but the real
dog-lover finds it guite enjoyable,

There is po remson why anyone should mot,

get rather more fun out of it than they
generally obtain from thls Jaily duty.

To begin with, two dogs and two fellows
make a good combination; dogs and fellows
amues each other. Arrange & race betwesi
the dogs. Measure out a hundred yards.
e I:*.-IlaEl ca hold the dogs on the starting-
line, while the other rups up the course and
gors pome. few yardas beyond the winning-
post. If you stand at the wioning-post, you
will - find that the doga will slacken thelr
speed wihen they are getting near you, and
thus the race will end tamely. By stapding
beyond. the winning-post you make sere bhat
the doge wil be going at their top speed
when they are paseing the winuning-post.

Yon will ind that ‘the dogs soon acquire a
liking for this sport. Then yon can handi-
eap the faster dog by slipping the slower one
firgt, and lettjog it have & certaln measured
distance start before your relensa the other
dog, With a ittle practice you ought to
he able to arrange thoe handicap so well that
nearly every race ends in o dead-heat.

If you have only one dog with vou the
race must be apainst time, and you will find
that dogs are like bovs In that they have
their quick days and their slow days.

Whippets are the fastest dogs. Althowgh
the breed iz s distinet ope, the dega are
practically miniature greyhounds., A4 pood
whippet will cover a hundred vards in six

" - &
seconds. Pretvty good going, sixteen yards
in a second!

Then you can teach your dog fo bubnt you.
A bloodhound differs from other dogs in this
respect, boeeause he will hunt ap absolote
stranger, but practically any dog will hunt
hiz master.

Qet another fellow to hold your dog while

ou g round the corner and hide sourself.

I poseible, arrange to have a little spy-hole
in your hiding-place, so thut you can see
your dog at work, You will aee him put his
nose to the ground, aod follow the exact
fine you have taken.

At fiest the bunt sbould not be for mor:
than thirty or forty yards, hub you can sSoon
increase the distance to a gquarter of 2 mile
or more. The boy who has held the dog
must encotrage him in his quest of you, and
i the dog has a fairly gpogd "mose,” and
ia intelligent, he will s0om enter into the sport.
A apanict is wsually very clever ab Lhis spoct,
but I have seen the most uolikely-looking
dogs play it well.

Another good wheera with a single dog

consisty In getting him to find some article

which you have proviously shown to him and
then hidden. A young dog can he taught
thia ‘game, because a dog just petting outb
of the puppy stage uzoxlly haz o favourite
halk or stick which he likes to spaw. Take
the thing away from him, hold him, and
then throw it on the ground, and lead him
LWAY. When ot have gone fen yards,
release him, and tell him to “fetch it." The
chances nre considerably maore than ten to
one that he wil rin =teaizht baeck. to it
1t he finda it and brings it back to you,

:: By GEORGE HERRIES.

reward him. If be does pot find it, lead bim
hack to it.

Remember always to uge the same wordas
of command when you are training a
and never loss your temper with bim.
he does oot do what you waaot, it does not
follow that be i3 discbedient or upiotelli-
gent: It is more likely that he does pot
understand., When he knows what you waot
him to do, he will enjoy doiog ib.

A pgame of this kind requires plent
of repetition before the dog learoe i
thoroughly; but when once he koows it he
witl play it marvellously well. The distance
from the hidden article must be Ineréased
very gradually. and directly the dus shows
gigns of being tired or bored--for dogs do
get hored--you should held up. 1 have
known & dog {o go hack half & mile along a
romd and find o peony which had heen hidden
in some long grasas,

You can teach your dog to jump over your
outstretched arm. DBegin by holding a stick
close to the ground—so that he canoot got
under it—and encourage him to geb over it
When he jumips over it, make 8 fuss of him,
and reward Dhim with sonic tit-blt. Then
gradually imerease the height of the stiek
from the ground, and use a shorter stick. In
a very little time you will he able to dis-
penge with the stick, and you will fod that
the doeg will jump over your are.

Take care not to overdo this pastime. You
yourzell wonld not care to go on Jumping
all the time you were out for a walk, Be
very patlent wlen you are teaching the dog
anything new, otherwise you will onty Auster
the dog. and spoil hiow.

A LESSON IN

1 CNN!™
Wa were aleing our prep whon
Grundy  sang owt. Grumdy  often

does Lhat sort of thing. Gunn

took no notice.
“You're wvery carcless, Guonl”  pursued
Grondy, after a suitable pauze, "You're

fairly asking for trouble™

“Ho are youl” snapped Gunn.
n thick ear if you don't shut up!
my ]H'-I_'!i'!. .

Grundy snapped his fingers !

"Carcfulnezs should be a lifelong habit,”
Ite zaid, = It"s more important than prep.”

*HRats!"

“Look here, Guan,” Gramdy said solemnly,
“I'm telling you thiz for vour own good.”

“Well, don’t! Ring off, there’s a good
fullow

“Look here, ' jolly well Liff you ! gasped
Girunsy. "f‘m not a2 pugnacions soeb of
fcllow, but if you're asking for trouble you
van have it.”

*You told me just pow that T was ask-
ing far trouble! spapped  Gunm. “For
rominess’ sake, =ay somethihg new!™

irundy  breathed hard. He saw that he
was making a bit of un ass of himsell, so
e cooled down., That was something mar-
vellous for Grandy ; but still, he did it.

“I'm tryving to tell you of a fault of
voitrs, Gunn,' he aaid.

" Well, what s 163"

“Carelegapcss, Gono.”

“Now [ tell you of one, Grundy.”

“Eh? What's that?*

* Brainlessnesa ™ said Guni,

“"Ha, ha, hal” .

Cunn amd I Tnughed, and sconted belind
the tahle, as drundy came ab us. We
dodged  romd the study for a couple q‘f
minmtes, and thew Grundy’s eyes fell agzam
on Gunn's silver wateh, which waz lying on
the manteipicee,

Crunddy snateled it up, and stoppad chasing
i, :

“This i what T was speaking abont just
nosw, Caone,” he said., CYou lelt b Iyvime on
the manteipieec, and  anvene  might bave
piteclied it withont vour KEnowing anything
ahonk £

0. raksl”

T tell von apyone coukd bave taken fhat
wateh az casily as winking if they had cote
imtre the slwly wlile we were oot Tiere.”

“No, they conldn't!™ &napped Gurn.

Yo' gf!t
I aloatig

By GEORGE WILKINS.

“Why not?™

S Mecnnse I
e

Crrundy frowned,

“You might not have donc!™ he growled.

“Well, von could have started howling
when T forgot, conldn™ you?” snapped Guno,
turning back to his Euclid.

Grimdy turmed nearly |:.l||rl[|1[*.1 and made a
sudiden rush., Gupp Jdedzed him just in time,
and we caught the great George Alfred
hetween s, e wis getting o hit taoo noisy.
A to silepee him we humped bhim oon the
flopr. The twe of us can just do that, but
it takes zome doing. .

Wo left Grandy still roaring. and made
otir way down to the junior common-fooln,
Grundy iz a bit of a nuisanec in the study
after be's been bunmped. He's one of thoso
fellows who never Enow when they've bad
enouzl.

We didn't think any more ahout Grundy
junat then. Wo had both finizhed our prep,
aind Grundy hadn't startod his, 20 i6 didn’t
scem likely that wa should be trowbled by
him for o bit,

I had nuite forgotten the Incident of the
wateh, Tt did occur to me the next day
that I hadn't scen Gunn foke it, and the
next time I looked on the mantelpicce T saw
that it was gone. DBul 1 forgob to zay any-
thing about it.

Tha next day Grondy was  particularly
patronising, and when we started prep in
the evening 1 seemed to scent tronble.  He
was laying dewn the law in great style
Evidently onr bumping of the night hefore
had mot been thorowgh enengh.

Mowever, we are waed fo [zoorving the
ereab Georpe Alfred when be starts riding
the high harse, It wus pot until he
rajzed  the sabject of the wateh that 1
pricked up wy ears and listened.

"ot your wateh, Guun?” he asked -
deonly.

mmn granted, and foit i lds waisteoat-
jrocket.

Mot e osadd, “fTan’t
Tl ¥

Orumdy  grinoed.

should have taken it with

it e Ll maptels

“Td you leave it there, afler afl#" e
asked.

O eouree” =abd G

Girundy oot ap ol Tookel,

“it's not these mew T e said friome
hantiy.

CAUTION !

Gunn gprunted.

“"Then I suppose it's gone,” ho sald ro-
signedly.

Grundy, spnorted in righteous wrath.

“Ia that all you care for your wncle's
present¥” he demanided. "I thought ¥you
anbd thot you wvalued that waetelh”

“Well, 50 T did.”

“Apd you're not worricd now it"s missing?”

“What's the wse? demfanded Gonn, ™I
feft it on the mantelpiece. 1T It's Iﬂli‘-ﬂiﬂlif.
someone must have taken . Otheorwise, b
would still he therc” o

Grundy frowned heavily at William Cuth-
hert Gunn.

“1 warncd you that you'd loze it," he sald
reprovingly. “Why nn earth dido't you look
after it when I told you tol” :

" Dunne,” said Guan. I usually do mind
myinwn business, don't 17"

" Y os,"

“And that's mdre than I can say of some
other fellowa!” zaid Gunn pointedly.

Gromdy flushed. .

“If you're Insinuating that T can't mind
my own business, William Guon,” he snapped,
“vou're asking for n whopping! I warned
yuil to use & common precantion, hecause
it scemed to be my duty to look after such
a thonghticss chap”™

“Ahem

“And now I eongider it to be my duty,”
continted Grundy calmly, “to point out the
fruitz of your earcleasness. 1 shouldo't losoe
thinga that my upele gave mel™

“Wof" snid Gunn sweetly.

Grundy blinked. Gonn's wonehalanes wos
i thing he had not reckoned on. :

“Ther what are you going to do alout it?"
vawned Gunn.

I langhed. Gromdy transfixed me with hia
glitteriug eye, so 1 subeded,

“If weudl lovked  the  thin
Grnndy  ab leneth, “this wonkld
hiapperel.™

W hat wonldnLEt _

"Wy, rour  woulJn't
wakeh 1™

“Wateli? Oh, still harping on that thingz?”
yawned Guoon, L thonght you'd fergotton
it., ¥Youwve nagged me cnough sdaut that,
haven't wiad™

“No!t o snapped Groaoedy, “F warned yon
about what would happen, and it war liko
casting prarls beforo—hefore woalruses”

{Cagdinged on page 16.)

up”  z2akl
not  have

have lost  gour
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*Ha, ha, hat”

Grundy flushed.

*You've only f:'t' yourgel! to  thank,
Gunn!" he growled.

Gunn smiled.

« Right!"™ he sald, clagping his .two hands.
“1'Il ghake hands with myself. I'm glad L'm
not stweli & suspicious beast as You, Urundy.
1 didn't think there were thisves at St
Jima's. [ don't now, as 3 matter of fact.”

“Qot any reason to think otherwise?™
snapped Grundy.

e not,” yawned Gunn, “Well, ring
off now! I want to get on with my prep.”

Grundy gave him a killing ook, bub Guon
had alfeady turped to his books. There was
gitence -In the study for a quarter of ao
houe. Grundy started working, too, but he
kept looking acrogs at Gunn. 1t was evident
that he had .something further to say. and
iz was-seabching for signs of penlienco on
Opnn's-Tace. But none were vialble,

ha great George Alfred spoke again ab
1ast.

“ About vour watch, Gunn,” he sald. “f
know you'ré upset about Tesing it, although
you are trying to pass it off as a joke™

“Heally?™

“Of courzge ¥ou are,” sald Grundy., "L
know a bit about homan natife. You're
trying to swank It out that you don't care.”

" Just a8 well to know that,” sald Gunn
copolly i

“hz n matfer of fact, GQunn,” sald
Grundy, “I've been locking after your wateh
myself. I knew you'd lose it §f 1 didn’t. So
I took charge of it. Seel”

Gunn turned round, and eved the great
Qeorge” Alfred steadily.

#Ba you're owning up, aro youi”

“Dwning up!” shrieked Grondy.
up to whatt"

“Pinching 1" said Willinm Cuthbert

grimly.
LU N-neno!™ stammered Grondy, going - red.,
“It was A itr:ulezﬁ_t-::r make you realize the -
portance of looking after things. 1 bope
you've learnt o lesson.”

“"Docan’'t sound very likely, doea IE, Wil-
kins?" asked Cunn, turning to me.  “Still,
1 suppoze we must believe him., Where'a the
wateh i

?mudr dlved Into his pocket, and fumbled
for m second, Jig face woenb binpk. He
dived agalg, But his hand came out empty.

He searched the obher pockets framtically,

—————"
i The Editor’s Chat.j
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For Next Monday @
[“TEE FIGHTING FIFTH !
By Frank Richards.

It i seldom we have o story dealing chicfly
with the Fifth Form; when we do, Coker ia
uaually itz central figure. The preat Moraee
plays.only .6 .minor part in next week’s yamm,
hawever. Blundell, ¢aptain of the 'Far][n. el
Hilton, of whom you have heard little thus
far. age- the chief actors. I am not geing to
pive away the plot. But I feel sure you will
all like the story.

“Uwning

A RECENT “MAGNET™ STORY.

“A Very Oallant Gentleman ™ brought me
more lettera thon any other yarn published
in thiz papor for years past has done.

Most of them were couched in terma of
the highest praise. Some of the writers con-
feszed that they eried over the last chapter.
'&'ﬂ“. ‘that ia nothing to be ashamed of.
fome caid that they were sure Mr. Richards
muit bave penned: it with streaming éyes. 1
am oot sure about that; I think not.~ But

1 ¢an’ answer for it that he did not write

that chapter with his tongue in his cheek;
it woutd pever have got lLiome_on those who
read I6'83 it undoubkedly did i he had done
g, One does feel these things in writing
them, or one could not make others feel.
But a few of the letters raised strong
ohjections to the end, and eome of my cor-
respondents  were quite abusive about it.
AMr. Richards had no right to do it they
gaid. That Is not for them to aay. One,
who knew so much. ahout Arthur Couslney
that he actually wrote ahout the death of
Frank Courtenay, quite anothér perzon, aaid
that he had persoaded six or séven of his
chums. to drop the paper. I taks Lthat with
rome-of the contents of the salt-ccllar. Others
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hut to no avail. GQunn grioned, and winked
at me, 1 grinned, too,
Grundy had gone jolly red.

:ingkas crestfallen g8 I Dhave ever seen him
L]

“Wall, wheres the watchi” demanded
Gunnp, after a pause.
el —" gtammered Crundy. *“That Is,

I must have llost itl"

“Ha, ha, hat®

"Quict, George Wlikins!" snapped Gnnn.
*This is no laughing rantter!, My watel is
lagt, Evideptly Grundy ain't’ balf sz amard
a3 he thinks he £s."

"J—I—I—it must be scmewhere!™ sald
Grandy helplesaly.

“In fact, UGrundy.”
abzolutely uvseless ag a Dlessed detective.”

I pommenced Grundy, and sud-
denly talled off.

He had made an absolute nss of himeelf,
and he saw it. Gunn and [ were chortling.
Grundy hnd mesnt jolly well from the
atart, but results had corfainly not justifed
hia precautions.

“Look here, GQunn.” he said suddeoly, "I'll
buy you another watcht”

“You'll have fo," sald Gunn solcmoly.
*But it won't be the same a3 the one my
uncle gave roe"”

“"You said you dign't worry nbout that!™
retorted Grundy, remembering what Guon
had said a few minutea previousty.

“1 know I did," sald Guomn. "RBut you
told me that I was cnly acting, o I supposs
1 must have worried. You're always right,
we know."

Girundy snid nothing.

“pParhaps you'll admit that you were mis-
taken the whole time, Qrundyi” suggested
3,

“Yag, I dare say I was,” sald Grundy very
hnmbly.

Gunn grinned a naost expansive grin.

“I'm glad of that,” he said, diving a hand
into his pocket, and ealmly’ producing his
wateh, - You see, I knew what you wers
going to do. o I chose my opportunity and
pot 1t hack. Glad it's ndt lost after all,
GCrandy, aln't you?"

“Y.y-you f-took——" began Grundy.

“0Oh, dry up!” Baid Gunn, turning back to
his prep with a grin. “I'm busy!"

George Alfred, Grendy glared, but he said
lmt*u word. Mo was atlll thioking things
Oue

gaid Cunhn. "you're

thought death too grave a matter for intro-
duction into a schpol story. DBut we have
all to diz. Out - there, in France and
Flanders, in Mesopotamia and the Talkans,
fellows who have followed the fortunea of
the Famous Five are dying even as I write.
It does o one harm to think of these serious
things once in & way., Lel them try o realize
what the vast majority did renlise—that to
diec a3 Arthur Courtney dled is worth while.
Az an Amerlcan poet wrote:

“It isn't the fack that youw're dead that
connts,
It's only—how did you die?”

There ia the true ring in that. It eays so
nuch that T think I need Bay no more—ex-
cept that those who talk of & big gap- left
hy Courtney's disappearance from the stories
are guilty of exaggeration, Somckimes we
heard nothing of  Courtney for montha
together: and in only two or three storles
did he ever play more than a minor park
That part was sweh as made hia end flbking
and eonsistent. Fut lie capnot be missed ad
Harey Wharton or Pater Todd or Wingate
wonld be misscd!

NOTICES.

After Lhis dzsue there wdll e
footer’ notices until the next season drawe
near. Thosze hereunder have heen  inscrtbed
w3 early nz possible; but éven so- they are
really. too late fo be of much nee. You must
‘getel fn vour- notlees well in ndvance If you
ar: to get the full benefit posaible from
them, _

Football.-—Maiches Wanted By :

SHAFTERBURY ATHLETIC -~15-10—want wmabches
in  twe-mile Tradine.—W. Oliver, 4, IHeath
Street, Harking.

&7,  RTNPHEN'S — 10 —want  matches, — G
Barnes, 57, Basinghall 3treet, E.C, 2

Cther Footer Notices,

Leopard  Johnson, 5%, Barmouth  Steoct,
Opensghaw, Manchoster, wauts o ebegp pair
of fooler boota.

e was look-'

N IOt
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GRUNDY, THE °TEC!

By Monty Lowther,

W B N 0 I e e T~ %

George Alfred came into our atudy one day,
And started to talk in hia wsual way.
In tones :Iimat commanding e aald: “Look
ma !
The truth's what I want, mind—now,
do yon see?”

whint

And Tom answered straightway: “A
champion nsal

A sllly old ¢hump who I3 too fond of gnal”

* A burbling goritla!” I said, with a grin.

" An absolute jabberwock!" Blanmers chimed

io.

“Eh? Whatt" Groandy roared. “I'M stand
none of your cheek! ;

I'm a pi:u:eable chap—that's not szying 1'm
meek.

But gever mind that! MNow I do really think

I'm & l.;ml? crime-detector!™ Tom tipped me
B wink.

“80," went on the great
thought it all out.
That's why I am here now. I'm golng aboul
Juet hooking my clients beforehand, you

Crundy, “I've

“For ';rhat-":‘" Tommy asked., "Ass! A ‘fec
afrency,

“f course,” eald George Alfred, producing
a book.

# Just write down your pames here, then I'H
overlook :

Your ¢rass chicek. OR, hang it now, where {8
that penf

I've come straight from Blake's study—lL
kpnow I'd it then!™

He searched all Lis pockela. The pen wAs

not there!

Then our Tommy spoke out, with a hored
kind of air.

“you're not a great sleuth-hound, old fellow,
1 fear. . ]

'Phie thing that you seek is Lichind your left
E'E.l' !1l

Goalkeeper and obtber players—I7—wanted
for North London team.—J. Clark, 867
Soyon. Biste  Reoad, Tottenham, W. 15,

k. . Young—I7-—wants to join team in
9W. az baek or half, Address, 71, 8
eorpe's Bquars, 3.W

IMPORTANT
NOTICE.

W

From Next Week the price of

THE MAGNET

will be
THREE-HALFPENCE.

We have delayed as long as
possitle making this in-
crease. It is now Jforced
upon us by causes over

i which we have no control
—the rapidly rising cost ol
material and of labour chiel
among them,
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