



























































































































































my study!
rascal I’

Bunter took it, on his ear, and yelled
again. Then he went pounding down the
passage at top speed. Bunter was not a
light-weight or a runner, but he got out of
the Fifth-Form quarters in record time.

‘“ Cheeky young bounder !’ said Blun-
dell, coming into the study. ‘° What did he
want "’

‘“ Came here to sponge on Coker,”
exclaimed Higgs indignantly.

Blundell was horrified.

¢ What! The awful young cad!”

‘“ Simply disgusting !”’

““ Oh, too rotten for words

Coker, who was still sitting on the table,
swinging his legs, laughed. Perhaps he was
laughing at Bunter.

Perhaps he wasn’t!

Take that, you cheeky young
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
Kird Offers !
ARrY WaarTON had had his challenge
accepted by the Fifth, and he had
selected his team. Although there was no
doubt that his team was a strong one, and
stronger than any eleven selected solely from
the Remove could have been, there was the
drawback that the Shell, Fourth Form, and
Remove fellows had not practised together,
and so something might be wanting in com-
bination. Wharton made use of what little
daylight was left that day to give them some
practice, against a scratch team of juniors,
and he was pretty well satisfied with the
result. He gave orders that the team were
to turn out for more prectice before break-
fast on the following morning—an order
that the Remove took cheerfully enough, but
at which the Shell and Fourth fellows were
inclined to sniff. But they had accepted
Harry Wharton as their captain, and there
was no excuse to rebel, and they all wanted
to beat the Fifth.

The match was an unusual one, and, of
course, excited immense interest in the lower
Forms. The Remove had sometimes played
the Upper Fourth, and beaten them. They
had been serenely convinced of their ability
to beat the Shell, if put to the test. But to

play the Fifth—a senior Form! It was
enough to send a thrill through all the lower
Form-rooms.

And, the match being so peculiar and
important, every fellow who fancied that he
could play footer wanted a place in the
team. As Wharton had already made the
best selections possible, and wasn’t inclined
to change, he was naturally considered a
hopeless idiot by half the juniors of Grey-
friars. Even Alonzo Todd, who was the
most patient fellow in the Remove or out of
it, wag inclined to lose patience with Whar-
ton, he was so obstinate.

For Todd had a curious delusion that he
could play footer. Sometimes the humorous
spirits in the Remove would get up a spoof
match, and make Alonzo play, for the simple
purpose of rotting him and enjoying a
hearty laugh. On such occasions Alonzo
was really great. The number of goals he
had kicked—through his own posts, as a
rule—was astonishing. And the trivial
rules of the game never bound down a soar-
ing soul like Alonzo’s. He would play the
ball in touch, all' by himself, for minutes
together sometimes, and he had been known
to pin the goalie against a goalpost, and
hold him.there by main force, and yell to
another fellow to kick the ball into the net.
Such exploits added to the gaiety of Grey-
friars, but they did not recommend Alonzo
for a place in the junior eleven to play the
Fifth Form.

“My dear Wharton,”” Alonzo expos-
tulated, ““I am perfectly willing to play,
and I am not seeking the place for my own
personal glorification. My Uncle Benjamin
has always impressed upon me to beware cf
pride and vain-glory. But it is for the good
of the team. You want the best players
possible. Play me.”’

‘“ My dear ass

“ You see, Wharton, my desire is to be
useful. My Uncle Benjamin always told me
to be useful to others.”

‘“You really want to be useful?”’ asked
Wharton thoughtfully.

‘“ Oh, certainly !”’

¢ Well, you can come and shout.’”

¢ Shout !I”’ said Alonzo, perplexed:
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“ Yes,”” said Wharton generously. *“ You
shall have a good place behind the goal, you
know, and—and look on.”’

¢¢ Look on!”’

““ That’s it. And whenever you see me
kick a goal, you shall shout hurrah.”

‘“ Hurrah!”’

“Or hip-pip, just as you like,” said
Wharton. *“ That will be useful. It bucks
a fellow up to hear himself cheered. How
do you like the idea?”’

Alonzo looked at him doubtfully.

‘1 trust you are not jesting with me,
Wharton !’ he said seriously.

¢ Jesting ] ejaculated Wharton, adopt-
ing Alonzo’s own habit of repeating what
was said, with a perfectly serious face.

““ Yes. My Uncle Benjamin says that one
should never jest upon a serious subject.”’

““ Subject !”’ repeated Wharton.

‘“ He would be shocked—nay, disgusted !”’

¢ Disgusted I’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Nugent.

Alonzo looked at Nugent in surprise. He
could not see anything to laugh at himself.

““ My dear Nugent——"’

‘“ Ha, La, ha!”’

“ This is really—well, mv Uncle Ben-
jamin wonld charactevistise this untimely
merriment as unseewmly.’”’

““ Unseemly !”” repeated Wharion.

““ Yes, indeed. Such would be the opiniva
of myv Uncle Benjamin.*’

‘“ Benjamin !’

¢ My dear Wharton

““ Wharton !”’

Nugent shrieked. Alonzo Todd looked
at Wharton more in sorrow than in anger,
and retired from the study. The chums of
the Remove yelled. Todd heard it as he
went, and shook his head sadly. There was
evidently no making the juniors hear reason
—what Todd regarded as reason. -

Bulstrode was another fellow who con-
sidered his claim to play indisputable. He
spoke to Wharton about it that evening, in
the common-room.

““ 1 suppose you’ll let me know if you
want me for the team ¢’ he remarked.

Wharton nodded a cheerful assent.

““ You can depend on that,”’ he replied.

”,

Bulstrode snorted.

““ Well, do you want me?”’ he demandel.

‘“ As a matter of fact, I don’t.”

+ And Bulstrode snorted again and walked
off.

There were even generous offers from the
Second and Third ¥orms to supply players
for the match. Nugent minor, of the
Second, thought that the team would be
more representative of the lower school if
there were a Second-Form chap in it.
Nugent minor, of course, would be the
chap !

Gatty, of the same Form, was inclined {o
agree with Dick Nugent so far as the first
part of the proposition went, but disagreed
with the second. The Second Form ought
to be represented, but Gatty was the man.

Wharton’s reply to both was couched in
the same terms—the ancient and mono-
syllabic reply :

““ Rats !’

Which quashed the pretensions of the
Second Form.

Both Hobson and Temple, ton, reminde
Wharton that he had only to say the word.
and they would gladly relieve him of the
responsibility of captaining athe junior
team. He did uot say the word.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER
The Match with the Fifth

COKER had a new swagger on when he cama

out of the IFifth Form-room after
morning lessons on Wednesday. That day
he was to appear in public as the football
skipper of the Fifth—a fellow ttuly great.
He was to lead the Fifth-Form footballers
to victory, and establish his fame as a
skipper and as a centre-forward. It was
true that when he had played for the Shell
he had played back, but he chose to play in
the front line for the Fifth, and there was
no one to say him nay.

If the Fifth had not utterly underrated
their opponents, they would have been very
anxious about the result of that match.

But they never dreamed for a moment
that the Lower School could stand up against
them, however poor a team they put into the
field.

( 237



Age and weight should have carried every-
thing before them, without considering the
additional experience of older fellows.

They did not reckon upon the fact that
the Remove players were trained to the last
inch, and habitually kept themselves at top
form and in the pink of condition. Harry
Wharton could have turned out a team at
any time, at ten minutes’ notice, in a fit
condition to play the game of their lives.
It wasn’t so in the Fifth ; and under Coker’s
lead, too, the best players in the Iifth
weren’t anxious for places. There was no
glory to be got from a match with the Lower
School. And any old thing was good enough
to play against the juniors.

The juniors noted the carelessness on the
part of their rivals, end rejoiced. A fall
was coming for Coker arnd.the Fifth, and
the swank of the last week would be dearly
paid for.

After morning school, Wharton led his
team into the field again for a quarter of
an hour’s practice against a scratch eleven.

He would not keep them at it longer, for
fear of makiug them stale for the afternoon.

There was no doubt that the junior team
was a good one, and they were gelling into
the way of working together.

If there was any danger, it was that Hol-
son or Pimble might be selfish with the ball,
and not let the Remove forwards have it;
but that was a risk that had to be run, and
Wharton meant to keep his eyes open. He
didn’t mean to stand any nonsense; and he
wouldn’t have stood any from Sixth-Formers
themselves if they played in an eleven under
his lead.

The question of a referee was an impor-
tant one, and Wingate, of the Sixth, was
asked.

The Greyfriars captain laughed when e
was told of the match.

““ They’ll wipe you off the ground, Whar-
ton !”’ he said.

«« Not with Coker to captain them,”” said
Harry.

Wingate frowned.

< But T don’t know whether it’s desirable
for the Remove to beat the Fifth, even if
they could,” he said. There’s such a

“ My dear Wharton,” Alonzo expostulated, “1 am

perfectly willing to play. You want the best players

possible. Play me.” "My dear ass——1"" (See
Chapler 19.)

thing as discipline, and it will give you kids
swelled heads.”

“ It will be a lesson to the Fifth to buck
up, and not to butter up that ass Coker in
the way they’re doing,”” Wharton suggested.

Wingate grinned.

“ Well, there’s something in that,”” he
agreed. ‘¢ Look here. I've nothing special
to do, and I’ll referee if you like. But I
don’t expect anything but to see you juniors
rushed all over the field and made wrecks
of.”

““ We don’t mind risking it.”’

¢ All right, then. T shall stop the gamn
at half-time if I think you’re not fit to 2o
on.”

““ Right you are,’” said Wharton. *‘ We
don’t mind.”’

And so Wingate was on the ground at
half-past two with the junior team. The
Tifth-Formers had not turned 'up yet,
although half-past iwo was {he time fixed
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by mutual agreement for the kick-off.

The juniors knew, of course, that Coker
& Co. were affecting to treat the match with
carelessness, as a matter of no importance.
But they made a mistake in assuming swank
of that sort where Wingate was concerned.

Wingate looked up at the clock-tower
when the half-hour had been exceeded by one
minute exactly, and called a fag to him. It
was Nugent minor, of the Second.

‘“ Take a message to Coker from me,”
said Wingate quietly. ¢ Tell him that I
give him two minutes exactly to get his team
on the ground. If he isn’t here by then, the
match is off, and I shall call on Coker and
give him a hiding for himself.”’

Nugent minor grinned with delight at the
idea of carrying such a message to the great
men of the Fifth.

¢ Right-ho !’” he said.

‘“ Hurry up!”’

Dick Nugent did not need to be told to
hurry up with a message like that. He
simply flew.

The Fifth-Form footballers were already
in their playing clothes, standing in a group
in their overcoats and chatting outside the
School House. They grinned and winked
to one another as Dick Nugent came flying
up.

‘“ Here’s a message from the juniors,””
chuckled Higgs.

‘“ Ha, ha! They’re in a hurry.”

¢“ They’re tired of waiting,
Blundell.

‘¢ Let ’em wait !”’ said Coker, with a grin.

ana’ hal”? -

¢ Everything comes to him who waits,”
Coker remarked.

This was probably a joke. At all events,
the Fifth-Formers laughed loudly. Nugent
minor stopped, breathless.

¢ T say, you Fifth bounders

¢ Hallo, young shaver! What’s that?

¢ A message—~—"’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Is Wharton getting cold
in the feet?”

““ It’s from Wingate.”

<4 Oh 1’,

‘“ He says that if you’re not on the
ground in two minutes the match is off.””

grinned

‘with sickly smiles.

“Oh!”

‘“ And he’ll give Coker a licking.”*
Coker turned pink.

The Fifth-Formers looked at one another
They had forgotten
Wingate, and the fact that he might not
wait with the patience the juniors might
have shown.

‘“H’m! P-p-perhaps we’d better get off,’>
said Coker, with assumed carelessness.

‘“ May as well,”’ said Blundell.

“ Oh, yes! After all, it’s time.”’

““ You’d better hurry up,’’ said Nugent
minor, with a grin. °* Wingate is in a
wax, and he may lick you all round "’

Blundell made a cut at him, which he
dodged, and the footballers of the Fifth
made their way to the footer ground.

Wingate gave them a stern glance as they
came up.

““ You’re late!”” he exclaimed.

““Only a few minutes,”” said Coker.
“ ’And it really doesn’t matter when a chap’s
playing these youngsters, does it?”’

‘“ Don’t talk nonsense!’’ said Wingate
sharply. -

Coker afiected to be deaf. The coats
were thrown off, and the two teams ambled
into the field.

There was no doubt that the junior eleven
looked very fit and well. They were, of
course, smaller than their opponents, with
the exception of Hobson and Bob Cherry,
who were big fellows for their age. But
the juniors were in great form, and the
Fifth came on looking far from up to their
level in that respect.

‘And then Coker was captain !

The juniors, who were round the field in
crowds, augured very much from that
circumstance.

It would have alarmed the Fifth them-
selves, if they had dreamed that by any
chance, under any circumstances, the
juniors could have beaten them. They did
not dream it yet. But it was coming |

Coker won the toss, and selected his goal.
Sun and wind, however, were of little
moment then, and it mattered little. Harry
Wharton kicked off to the sharp phip of
the whistle, and the game began.
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From all quarters fellows had come- to
see the match, many juniors leaving their
own play to see the team figure a«amst the
seniors.

They expected a thrilling time—and they
had it.

The Fifth started proceedings with a
heavy rush, which was intended to smash
the juniors and knock the whole side sky-
high.

Tt did not have that result.

Far enough from that! For as if hy
maalc the junior forwards broke away, leav-
ing their opponents stranded, and beating
the halves quite easily, brought the leather
up to the senior goal. There Hurree Singi
received it from the centre, and bore 1t
along the touch-line till it was time to send
it in, and then he let Nugent have it, and
Nur*cnt slammed it over to Wharton as the
haclss tackled him. Harry Wharton received
the pass, with only the goalie to beat—and
he beat him with a I\ICI\ that was so faut
that it made the Fifth-Former’s head swim.
The ball glanced past the goalie’s ear and
found the net, and there was a roar :

““ Goal !I”?

‘“ Bravo, juniors!”’

‘“ Goal! Hurrah!”

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER
No Glory for Coker !
oaL!”’

The Fifth smiled. They had not
expected a reverse so soon. But, of course,
accidents will happen in the best of regu-
lated teams. That was their view of the
situation.

The idea that the juniors could beat the
Fifth still appeared impossible to them, and
though they did not like it, they restarted
cheerfully enough.

They still intimated by their bearing that
the obliteration of the Lower school was
merely retarded. There could be no doubt
that such an event was, in the very nature
of things, bound to fulfil itself.

Harry Wharton took them in at once.

¢ On it, kids!”’ he whispered, as Wingate
piped them off again. ¢ Never mind the
man. Getaway with the ball.”

( 240

And they did. A smile went right alsng
the junior front rank. Nugent and Temple
were very ably supporting Harry Wharton,
and Hurree Singh, right ; and Mark Linley.
left, were-as keen as greyhounds, on the
wings.

‘“ Now, juniors I’” yelled their supporterz,
as they saw Wharton & Co. coming again
in very determined fashion. ‘‘ Rub another
!’

The Fifth were superior to such exhorta-
tion. ILvidently, they were going to win on
superior smiles and disdainful laughs.
Coker was in earnest, of course. But he was
about as useful on a footer-field as a bull in
a China shop. He was spoiling all combina-
tion.

The Fifth were standing it pretty well,
but Harry Wharton saw plainly that very
soon they would lose their tempers with
Coker, and then they would be at the
juniors’ mercy.

Coker was certainly a danger to the
enemy in one way. He was clumsy, and
very heavy. If he fell on anyone it would
certainly be painful for them.-

‘“ He’d make a good cab-horse,”” said
Higes, in an aside to their “ right.”” ° The
thud of his hoofs is enough to break the
turt.”’

Mark Linley heard the Fifth inside-right’s
remark. Higgs reddened. But there was
no help for it. The jibe was soon passed
down the junior rank, and the fellows could
hardly play for laughing.

““ We’ll sce that the beast doesn’t get
away !”’ said Bob Cherry from behind.

*“ Rather I’” grinned Tom Brown, his col-
league, at back. *° We’ll see that Coker is
severely ¢ kopped ’ every time he comes this
wav.”’

But there was really no danger of the
1"ifth captain breaking through the junior
halves, and Bob Cherry and the New
Zealander micht rest on their laurels.

The attack was unquestionably going the
other way. The Fifth halves were hard put
to it to keep Harry Wharton & Co. out.

Time and again Coker ‘‘ spoiled things ”’
for his side. The Fifth were rapidly losing
their swank. Even IHiggs was merely
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malicious. Coker was being followed by
anything but blessings. The benighted state
of his mind, as regarded footer, was amply
revealed in his play.

Suddenly, Harry Wharton intercepted a
pass from Blundell to Coker. Higgs uttered
an exclamation of annoyance. But the
junior vanguard were off. Down the green
they swept. Potter, the centre-half for the
Fifth, took his defeat cheerfully, and, ¢ did-
dling >’ the full-backs beautifully, Harry
Wharton & Co. were in front again with the
goalie only to beat.

They did. it quite simply. The goalie
straightened himself up. In his mind thers
couldn’t be any doubt that Wharton would
shoot. . But Harry Wharton did not do that.
He simply deflected the ball to Nugent, and
that worthy rolled it quietly into the corner
of the net with the sole of his boot.

The juniors, spectators, and team alike,
roared with laughter. The Tifth were

" furious.

The whole thing had been got through,
thanks to a mistake by Coker. Wherever
did the ass learn his footer? That was what
they wanted to know.

*“ Goal! Goall”

¢ Good old Coker!
give things away like that to the juniors!

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”’

Higgs looked at his chief as if he would
have liked to jump on him. The rest
of the Fifth would probably have used
¢ boiling oil >’ on their skipper.

““ Buck up, Fifth!”’ roared their sup-
porters.

There was no pretence now. They were
anxious about their side’s ability to win. It
was more than in question.

“ Two down, and nearly half-time!”” said
one fellow indignantly. ‘° What are they
dreaming about?”’

¢ Ask Higgs and Blundell,” retorted
Hazeldene, grinning. ‘¢ They’ve got Coker
on board as a passenger. Tell ’em to bring
out the goalie and ‘‘dock’ the skipper.
He’d be a little more use in the net!”’

‘“ Here they are! Here they are again!
Here they arel”?> cried another junior
excitedly.,

What a nice chap to
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Harry Wharton & Co. were coming with
a vengeance. The Fifth managed to send
the ball back to the halves once or twice.
But the junior halves, led by Hobson, were
as ‘“ mighty hunters,”” and making no mis-
takes. They fed their forward lme like
Internationals.

‘“ Here they are!’” yelled the juniors
again. ‘“ Good old Wharton! Good old
Nugent! In with it!”’ : :

The junior passing was beautiful. Higgs
& Co. made every effort to cover their cap-
tain’s awful mistakes. But it was no use.
The passing of Harry Wharton & Co. was
the neatest of timing and kicking.

Down the ground they rushed. Every
man in his place and moving like the unit
in a regiment, they converged on the goal.
Mark Linley’s centre was perfect, and, with-
out waiting to steady himself, Harry Whar-
ton caught it °“ full toss ’’ with his right,
and slogged it into the bottom corner.

‘“ Beauty, Wharton—beauty !”” shoute
the junior supporters. ¢ Great shot, sir!"’

And Higgs and Blundell looked rehevefl
when Wingate blew for half-time. To put
it mildly, the Fifth had not had a look in.
There could not be any doubt about the
juniors playing them to a standstill.

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER

Coker Duce, et Auspice Coker !

ow, I'ifth! Let’s have you!”’

The bumptiousness of the first-
half had been entirely discarded. It was
recognised that the Fifth would have to
make real work of it to stave off defeat, let
alone win.

‘“ We have only been playing with them,”
said Coker. ¢ We’ll show ’em next jour-
ney. Make it hot for ’em; Higgs !’

HIO(’S turned awayv to hide his face. The
juniors grinned. Coker was really too
funny to “be let loose on them so suddenly,
they thought.

Higgs, Blundell, and the other fellows
knew quite well that they had been over-
played. But they were determined to try
and stave off defeat, whatever Coker might
do.

And the second round started with Coker
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more a passenger than ever. The
Fifth side looked to Blundell and
Higgs for guidance.

Potter was the man who could
have skippered them better than
anyope. But the Fifth weren’t in
the mood to recognise a good
player to-day. The ° accepted
lights ’’ must be taken, or none.

Then the Fifth pressed. Higes
and Blundell played up, and for
a time it looked as if the I'ifth
were going to score a goal every
tive minutes.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were
not napping. They regarded the
first half as a little recreation.
The Fifth had not been dangerous
once, and now that they seemed
to be bucking up, the juniors weve
not alarmed.

Bland, on the Tifth left-wine,
suddenly developed a tendency 1
wing it down the touch-line.
But he found Hurree Singh a
doughty opponent, and his wild
rushes were effectually stopped.
¥rank Nugent and Fry, too, were
always on hand on that wing, and
the Fifth’s hope in that direction soon died
a natural death.

But they were undoubtedly pressing.
Harry Wharton & Co. knew it from the fact
that they could not institute a real atlack
on the Fifth goal for some time. The
juniors were assuredly on the defensive.

But at last the pace of the Fifth slack-
ened. Higgs and Blundell-were desperate.

Once or twice they were very near to
fouling. But Wingate had his eye on them,
and the pulling up of the 1ight-wing man
was quite sufficient to show them that that
could only result in disaster A man “‘ off *’
would mean certain defeat, even if they
managed to get level in the meantime.

Then the juniors came into their own
acain. They were distinctly the better team
if not the heavier. Their footer had been
consistently good all through the match.

Out went the Jeafher to Mark Linley on
the wing from Bob Cherry. The Lancashive
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the ground in two minutes the match is off.
Coker a licking.”” Coker turned pink ! (See Chapler 20.)

b glID

““ It’s a message from Wingate. He says that if you’re not on

And he’ll give

lad was expecling it. - Quick as thought he
drew the opposition all on himself. Quicker
still hie whizzed it across to Frank Nugeut
as Coker & Co. crowded on him.

Frauk Nugent and Hurree Singh were off
with it down their wing in an instant. There
was a feeble protest of offside, only for a
moment. They were as ‘“ on-side ’” as it was
possible to be.

Seeing the danger, Higgs and Blundell
rushed across after the ball. They got there
in time to see Hurree Singh about to centre
from the corner.

Mark Linley had followed his pass, and
was well up in goal.

““ Let me have it!”” he yelled, as Hurree
Singh’s centre swerved right into the goal-
mouth.

Aund, leaping in the air as il came, Mark
made no mistalke.

“ Gual!  Goal!

Goal I’ cried Harry
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Harry Wharton received the pass. The ball glanced past
the goalie’s ear and found the net, and thére was a

roar: “Goal! Hurrah | (See Chapter 20.)
Wharton, shaking Mark Linley by the hand.
*“ Bravo I’’

‘“ Bravo, Linley!’’ shouted the crowd.
““ It was yoar goal all the way 1”’

The Fifth were now clearly a beaten side.
Four nothing just after the interval was
terrible.

““ Now, kids, slam it in, sure and often !’
grinned Harry Wharton. ¢ Keep her mov-
ing! That’s all we’ve got to do!”’

The junior team laughed. The day was
theirs, let the I'ifth do what they would.
To reduce a lead of four goals was a big
undertaking. The whistle went again.

Five minutes sufficed for Hobson to put
the ball in the net again, and a sound was

heard from the Fifth supporters very
like booing.

““ It’ll be merely whistle and goals
now !’ grinned one junior.

‘“ Ha,-ha, ha!”’

Phip !

The whistle went.

The match was over, and the
juniors had beaten the Fifth hpllow,
and Coker & Co. hadn’t a goal to
show for themselves.

The juniors grinned as they came
off. . The Fifth-Form players left the
field with brows as black as thunder,
with one exception—Horace (oker.
Coker seemed to be pretty well satis-
fied with himself. And Higgs, in a
bitter accent, trotted out' hik well-
worn classical quotation, in tones of
the bitterest sarcasm :

¢ ¢ Nil desperandum, Cokro duce,
et auspice Cokro!” My hat!”

Coker looked at them.

““ Hard cheese!”” he said. ““ You
fellows must back me up better next
time, that’s all!”’

The Fifth players stared at him.

It was too much.

Their already sore feelings were too
lacerated.

With one accord they rushed upon Coker
and smote him. The astonished footer cap-
tain rolled on the grass with a roar. The
Fifth players bumped him, and bumped him
again. And then, somewhat relieved in
their feelings, they marched off.

‘“ My hat!”’ said Coker, sitting up and
looking round him dazedly. ‘‘ Oh, my only
hat!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared the crowd.

““ M-m-my hat!”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said that
the ‘“ Ha-ha-ha-fulness was terrific!’> And
he was right; it was!

THE

END
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