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EXCITING LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.—

BY

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Remove Rag!

QUEAK!
S “Ha, he, ha 1"
Billy Bunter chuckled.

But every other face in the
Greyfriars Remove remaincd grave.

Squeeocecak !

It was a pmlmrﬁed? painfal, almost
agoniscd squeak. 1t was quile an un-
usual sound to be heard in & class-room
at Greyiriars School; though in the
French mastor's class-room, sounds were
often heard that were never heard in
tha Form-rooms,

In their own Form-rooms, the Remove
never banged desk-lids, or dropped books
on the floor. Accidents of that kind did
not pay under the gimlet cye of Mr.
Queleh. Buot in the French class they
relaxod considerably.

Blonsieny Charpentior was a master
who could be “ragged ¥; and with tho
wnthinking cxuberance of youth, the
Remove often ragged him.

Few of them meant any hatm thereby.
Most of them liked Maossoo, But pulling
Mossoo's leg was mora enterfaining than
French. And if ever & master was born
to have his leg pulled, it was Henr:
Adolphe Charpentier, the French master
of Groyiriars.

Monsieur Charpentier had the “Hen-
riade ™ in his hand when that sudden
and horrible squeak interrupted him.
He was explaining some of the beauties
of that great pocm to the juniors—
beauties which were quite lost on most
of the Removites. There was really only
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FRANK RICHARDS.

one fellow in the TRemove wha quite
appreciated  the  beautiful — French
language. That was Dupont, the French
junior,

Monsieur Charpentier ceased to ex-
pound, and gave a sudden start, and
stared at the class, startled by the
strange sound that proceeded from some
unknown source.

“¥at is zat? he ejaculated.

It eounded like the last utterance of
an  eXpiring  mousg, only more so.
Obviously, however, no mouse would
have chozen the French class-room as a
suitable place to expire in. Mossoo was
puzzled.

“ He, he, he ! gurgled Billy Bunter.

Massoo’s accusing eves turned on the
Owl of the Remove.

“EBuntair ' he rapped.

“Oh! Yes, sirl No, sir!” gasped
Bunter, coasing suddenly to cachinnate.
“It wasn't me, sir! I didn’t even hear
that squenk, sir.”

“You laff wiz yourself,” exclaimed
Maonsienr Charpentier, “ It is zat vou
play vun trick, Buntair! Ozzervise, vy
far von laff ?"

“I—1 wasn't laughing. sir,” gasped
Bunter. “ I=I was coughing! I waan't
leughing beeause Skinnep—-=—"

“Bhut up, you fat owl!" hizsed Dob
Cherry.

“(Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Shionair 1 Moszoo's eyes turned on
Harold Skinner, “Is it zak you play vun
shoke in zis class?”

“T, siv! Oh, sir!™ exelaimed Skinner.

Squeak!

It was another prolonged and agonized
squeak ; and 1t cume [romn nowhere near

Skinner. Evideotly Skinmer was not the
culprit this time.

“Simeet! Zat vas you !V

*0h, no, sir ! said Yernon-Bmilth, *1
cottldn't possibly squeak like that, sic.'’

Honzsicur Charpentier breathed hard.
Ha knew the signs of a “rag.” He waus
golng to have trouble with the Hemove
that windy March afternoon.

Squeak !

*Maon Dien!™ ejaculated Mossoo.

Tlow that squeak waz produced was
railier a mystery. It could searcely have
comte from any human throot. Thers
had been three scparate prolonged
grueaks, cach from a different direction,
Had My, Quelch been in charge of hia
IForma the first squeak would also have
een  the last!  Bot [Henm Adelphe
Charpentier was not of the ={uff of which
Mr. Quelch was made.

Saueccceak !

It was a foorth squeak, from a fourth
ditection. But this time Mossoo noted
that 1t came from suspiciously near
Peter Todd; and that Toddy’s hands
were wnder his desk.

“Todd!” hooted Monsieur Charpen-
tier, “Zabt you stand up”

“Yes, sir!” Peler Tadd stood obedi-
ently up.

*Vat is it zat you have in ze hand,
Todd T

“ Nothing, sir I Peter Tadd held up
empty hands os & proof of that state-
ment.

“Zen vou leave #at sguesker under ze
desk 1" exclaimed Mosson, “ Vat is zere
pnder vour desk, Tedd 1

Potor glaneced ander the decek.

{ Copyright in the United States of America.)}
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#Therse's the lera of the desk, sir!” he
answered demurely.

"Ha, ha, ha [

T Taizez-vous! Bilenceal” exclaimed
Monsieur Charpentier. * Let zere be no
more of zis! ilw-l.-ill keep ordair in zis
clazs, or I vill know "ze reason vy not!
Vo vill proceed, of je vais expliquer—"’

Squeceesak !

“He, he, hel”

“Mon Dieul Zat vas you, Bolsover ™
exclaimed Monsicur Charpentier, greatly
exasperated, and he made a jump among
the forms. “Debout—upright viz you.”

“0Oh!” gasped Bolsover major. =

He was fmrlé; caught! He rosze in his

lace, with a deflated colowred carnival

alloon in his hand. It was one of those
balloons which, aiter being blown up,
emit & prolonged and painful equeak as
the air escapes. The mystery of that
mysterious sound was explained now.

Monsisur Charpentier stared at the
balloon and glared at Bolsover major.

“%¥ou are vun bad garcon, Bolzover {*
he cxclaimed. “You vill take vun
hundred lines of ze Henrinde.”

“Yes, gir ! murmured Bolsover, As
Mossoo seldom asked for the lines which
he handed out in exasperated moments,
Bolsover was not greatly perturbed.

Squeak | ;

The squeaking came from behind
Mossoo, and he spun round, fuming.
Another coloured carnival balloon had
been inflated while his back was turned.
Johnny Bull bad o hand under his desk,
and Mossoo puessed what wos in theb
hand—it was the aqueaking balloon.

“Bull! You take two hundred lines
of ze Henrinde " roared Monsieur Char-
pentier. “ Vous ecoutez ™ ’

“Oh, my hat! I mean, yes, sirl”
E-ﬂfﬂiﬂd Johnny ;

“1f zere is any more of zis, I varn you
gat I loso me ze tempair!” declared
Monsicur Charpentier, as he went back
io his desk.

At which the Removites
fortunately, they

rinned, Un-
found Mossoo most

amusing when he lost his t T,
J“And now,” said Monsieur Charpen.
tier, “ve vill—" He was interrup

apain.

Aquealk! Sgueak! BSqueak!

Mossoo fairly gpasped.

Evidently it was & “rag? that had
been planned on an extensive scale. All,
or nearly all, the Formo seemed to be

rovided with coloured carnival bal.
ponz that squeaked as they deflated.
From all directions came squeaks.

“Ciel! Zis is too mooch—it is & zi
too mooch!"” exclaimed the Freoc
master. Y vill not sit zis—zat is to say,
I vill not stand him! WVharton, you bad
boy, you vill take t'res hundred lines of

zo Henriade” 2
“Oh, my bat!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton. " But, sir, I never—="

“Ascez! Enoff! Taisez-vous!” roared
Mossoo.

Wharton made & grimace. Tt was
rather like the excitable little French
E&nﬂeman to pick on the wrong man.

arry Wharton, as head- boy of the
Hemove, had felt that it was up to him
to keep out of the rag, and he was
¢lmost the only fellow in the class who
was not provided with a squeaking
balloon. But Mossoo, when he hit out,
was liable to hit out rather wildly,

“If zore is any more of zige——*

Squeak ! uceak ! Sgueak!

The Removites were warming to the
work now, as it were., Feollow after
fellow blew up a coloured carnival
bailoon and let it sgueak. The class-
room sounded as if it swarmed with
alarmed mico, Monsieur Charpentier
gosticulated with both hands, and raved.

“Enoft | Assezl Zat iyﬂu stop to play
za trick! I zink zat zis elass ho i za
verree vorst in zc ecole—ze school ! Mais

oui! Assczl All of you zat have zo
balloons. you bring zem to me ot vunce—
at vunce, and place zom on my deskl
BEeontez! At vonea!l”' roared Momnsieur
Charpeatier.

“Got it, wyou men!” murmured
Skinner. Skinner was the originator of
that entertaining cag. “Let him have
them 1*

The Romove fellows rose a3 one man,
Every fellow who had s coloured
carnival  balloon—and nearly covery
fellowr had—stood up—and inflated it!
That was not what the Hrench master
mtended them to do! But that was what
they did!

“Here you are,
Mugent, :

“Here's my balloon, sir [” said Squiff,

“ Here's mine ¥ chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Here's mine |

"And mine [

“Ha, ha, hal"

Balloon after balloom Hoated through
the air towards Monsicur Charpentier.
Inflated and tied, they sguenked no
lenger; they sailed and foated. Many
:nemc'lg varied were tho shapes of the
carnival balloons, There wore pigs
hends, caterpillars, sausages, hideous-
looking men and women, and others too
numerous o mention.

Twenty balloons, at least, sailed
through the air, all converging upon the
TFrench master

Mossoo waved his hands; he almost
waved his feot He pgesticulated, he
shouted, and he roared. Balloon after

sir |  exclaimed

Whether they want to enter
for Sir Hilton Popper’s prize or
not, the Remove fellows have

got to swot. For the first
prize is £5—and the next
prize is a whacking !

halloon floated round him, over him;
ho was surrounded by coloured halloons,
smothered with bulfmna_ There were
balloons to the right of him, balloons to
the left of him, ballocons in front of him,
balloons all aver him. And the
Removites chortled.

It was the haﬁp}' culmination of a
%I-:rmns rag. . Mossoo, dancing ond
shricking in a sea of balloons, made the
Bomovitez almost woep.

But there is always a fly in the oint.
ment. It was st this moment of happy
climax that the class-room door opencd,
and Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, looked inl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

 UELCH 1"

3 “Oh erumbs 1"

*“"Wara beaks [

The roor of laughter died

away at once The angular form, the

grlm face, the gimlet oyes of Honry
armiel Queleh had a damping effect on

tho hilarious Removites. His suddeon

appearance in the doorway had rather

the cifcet of that dread figure that drow

Priam’z curtains at dead of night.

- “Mon Dieu !l Zat you cease| Zat von

Ehy nok ze trick! Zat you stop!”

Monzicur Charpenticr was shrieking, as

he eclavwed the air with gosticulating

hands. " Name of a nama ! Zat vou—-="
* Boys ! said Mr Quelch’s deep voice.

“Olt lor' 1" gasped Billy Bunter. “I
gav, vou fellows— Oh lor' 1"
Mossan  spun  round towards M.

Quelch. He smcte and smecked ak
balleons, which burst and poepped round
him, with a series of sharp reports, as
he smoto and smacked. My, q!t‘mlch Bliks
veyed lhim with & grim eve. There was
no doubt that Henri Adolphe Charpen-
ticr looked rather pbsurd. Mr, Quelch
did not approve of a master looking

absurd,

“Zose vorree bad boys!”  gasped
Mossoo. * Zey pley ze trick ! It is vun
[Hl

shoke—vat zoy call vun rag

“I regret, Monsicur Charpentier, that
my Form should be cfwmg vou trouble
this afternoom I said Mr. Quelch.

The Remove regretred it, too, as they
caught the steely glint in the gimlet
eyes. They felt that they were going
to have rcason to regret it. Skinner
wae rather sorry that he had thought
out that gorgeous rag. He wished tgut
he hadn’t, and the other fellows wished
that ha hadn’t. It had been fun while
it lastod: but after the feast, as osual,
came the. reckoping. But who could
have foresecn that Queléh wounld bargo
in like thizs? It was no business of
Queleh’s to barge into & French elass—
at least, so the juniors considerad.
Cuelch himszelf, apparently, considered
otherwise.

Ho had brought his cane under his
arm=—just as if he fancied that it might
be needed. Very likely he did,

“Who brought these balloons into the
class-room 1" inguired Mr. Quelech,

There was no answer, Nearly every
fellow in the Form had hmugﬁt in a
carnival balloon—that had been the
Eamel But ncbody was eager to toll

I, Queleh all about it.

“Tous, tous!” exclaimed Monsicur
Charpentier, * Zey sll have ze balloon
—chaque garcon—cach boy he have &
balloon '™

“Every boy who brought a balloon
into the class-room will stand out before
the class 1" said Mr. Quelch, slipping his
cane down into his hand.

Herbert Veirnon-Smith was the first
fellow to step out. The Bounder never
feared to face the music. He lounged
ont before the elnss, with as impertinant
an air as he dared to assume.  After
him came Bob Cherry, I'rank Nugent,
Jahnny Buoll, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bineh, Harry Wharton hesitated. He
had not been in the rag, though no
doubt he had enjoved the fun as much
as any other fellow.  But his hesitation
was beief. Guilty or oot guilty, he was
not poing to stand back when his chums
went under the chopper. 8o the cap-
tain of the Remove followed the Co.

Bkinmer sat tight. So did Billy
Bunter. Tom Dutton remained where
he was. DBut the rest of the Form came
forward. DMr. Quelch eyed them grimly,
and then cyed the three who remained
in their places. It was rather cool of
Skinner, a3 ho was the originator of
the rag. Dut Skinner did not like
being eoned, Neither did Billy Bunter,
Az for Tom Duiton, he stayed where he
was beeanse ho was deaf, and had not
beard what Mr, Quelch said.  Ele only
wondercd what the fellows were going
out from the forms for.

“Bunter 1" said Mre Queleh.

“It-—it wasn't me, sir!” gasped
Bunter, in a great hurry, "1 never had
anything to do with it, sirl T never
hruu%-llt any balloons into the room, sir,

and I haven’t one in my pocket now ¥
“What I ejaculated Mr, Quelch.
“I=—1 really haven't, sir!” gasped

Bunter. “You can ask Skinner, sirl
He pave 1t to me I
“Upon my word ! Ste
class, DBunter!
Skinner 17
Tue Alacxer Lisnsny.—No, 1,309
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You will do the same,
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“0Oh lor’ 1V groaved Dounter, aa
redled aut.

And 8Skinner gave the fat Qul
honneidal  look, and  followed hino.
“Fiba " cost Shkwnner wvery little; bat
after what Bunter had said, it was nuot
much usge to tell Aba,

" Dutton " rapped A, Queleh,

“Eh—did you speak, siv?" asked the
deaf junior, putting a hand to his car,

“"Were you not concerned n Lins
prank 1" demanded Mr. Qualch,

“Did you say blunk, sir?”

“1 did not say blank, Dutton; 1 said
prank 1" hooted Mr. Queleh. *1 bave
no doubt you were concorned i it with
the rest |

“The best what, sir?"

he

“Will you answer—' Yos ' or * No A
*“1 think pot, siv,” soil Duelten,
slaring.
“YVou (hink wpot®*? caclaimed M.
Quelch.

“1 think it's too lulo in ile =pring
for ennw, fir "

“Bnow I repeated ATe, Gueleh, almost
dazedly, “What do von mean, Dotten?
1 said nothing about snow

“1 thought you askcd me if 10 was
gnin%r to snow—-=""

*Nless my soul ! Stand ont at onee 17

“Ol. sir, I'm as pood at French as
any other fellow in the Form, except-
ing Dupont, of course. 1 don't sce why
vou should call me a dunce !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bitenea 1" hooted Mr. Quelen. 1
did not call you a dunce, yon stupid
hoy! T teld vou to stand out at once!
Stand oul before the Form 1

*NVery well, sir,” said Dution, looking
astonished, “1 dow’r see why; but if
vou say 80, sir, veary well”

Dutton rose and came out; but in-
slead of joimmng the eulprits vanked
before the Remove master, he walked to
the door. The juniors stared alter him;
Ar. Quelch glared after him.

“"Dutton 1™ roarcd  Mr.
“Where are you going 1"

Tom Dutton looked round,

“I'm going to the dormsitory, sir.”

“You—you—you are goitg to tlhe
dormitory I stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yes, gir. You told me to go to the
dorm——"

* Ha, ha, hal” )

“1 did not tell you to go to tho dormi-
tory 1" shrieked Mr. Quelch. *“]1 told

ou to stand out hefore the Forml

leas my soul! Were you concerned in
this cutrageous prank with the otherst”

“¥Yes, sir; two—"

“What? Two what—"

“Brothers, sir.,” answered Dutton
innocently. “T've a sister as well”

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the Remove.

Mr. Quclch gave # up ab that.
Dutton was afHicted with dealness; but,
really, his Form mastor was mmoro
afflicted by it than Dutton was,

“It appears,” sard Mr. Queleh, ™ that
the whole Form has been concerned in
this outrageous prank | 1 shall cane the
wheole Form 1

This was rather wholesale, even for
Queleh,  But Mr. Quelch was tho man
fo deal with a riotous Form. There was
¢nly one comfort for the jumiors, With
50 many fellows to cane, AMr. Quelch
could hardly hand out many swipes to
cach individual fellow. As a matter of
face, Mr Quelech handed out only ono
cach, DBut that one was touzh. ‘Tho

movites passed before lim in turn,
and cach captured a single swish; but
there was a lot of beef 1 that single
swish. "Bix ™ from Mossoo would not
have done so much damagpe,

Monsiaur Charpentier looked on, ealm

Tae Micyer Lisnary.—XNo. 1,300,

Queleh,

apair, and with a serrowial ooosnion-
anea. The kind hearted French sontloe-
man dizlibed the wifliction of punishment
—whichi was no doubt onc reazon why
he was =0 mercilessly ragzed.

Mr, Quelch was breathong a  Bttle
hard when he bad fimshed. wind iacked
the cane under his arm again,

“1 think, Monsteur Churpentior, that
my Form will give you no fuvther
trouble this afternoon 1" he said.

“Jen ez sur 1" murmured Mosszoo,

“1 sha!l consider, continved Mr
Cueleh, with a glinting gim!el-eva on
e Retnove, “what  further stops 1o
take.  Mor the present I shail leave you
(o Alonsienr Charpenticr, and I trast
there will be no further disorder.”

Alr, Chreleli left the elass-ronm, Loy
g a dismueyed Remove belind b
Appurently the matter was not at an
cidly Mre, Queleh was going to consider
“further steps.”

That was a rath~r diseoncerbin
prospect.  Having caned the Remove o
ronind, he might very well have let the
matter drop, 1o the opinion of tha He-
move, Dot that did not scem to be Mr.
Cheelel's opinion.

At all events, Me. Quelch’s *flenst
that there would be no more dizorder
was woll founded. One swipe from
Queleh'’s cane ond  the prospoct of
“further stops ™ sufficed for the most
hilavious Hemeovite. Vor the rest of
that lesson Monsziour Charpentier had o
very orderly clasa: the juniors had o
suspicion that their Form master was
not very fur out of hearing. Nohod
wanted Mr, Quelch to come Lack., And
when Mossoo at lencth dismissed his
class the Remove fellows were rather
sorious and thoughtful as they marched
out. They were wondering what those
“further steps ' were going to be.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on Bunier!

= HAT abous FPopper?”’

Harry Wharton asked
that question tho following
afternoon, which was &
Wednesday and a half—hulidw.

Four voices replicd 1 unison :

“ Blow Popper 1"

he rsonn  thus “hlowed " unani-
mously by the Co. was no less a person
than Sir Hilton Popper, Baronct, of
Popper Court, and a membor of the
Governing Board of Greyfriars School.
Sir Hilion Popper war a gentleman of
great unportance—though not, perhape,
of g0 much importance as he believed,

“The blowlulness of the esteamod
Popper 1z terrific.” added Tlurree
Jamset Dam Singh.

“They call it Poppor's Island,” said
Bob Cherry. " Bat it's no inore
Popper's lsland than it's Billy Buauter's
island, We haven't been on the jolly
old land this term. and we're going
this afternoon—and old Popper can go
ang-—and—and pop! Seel?™

Liarry Wharton laughed.

“It's a go then,” he said. “{d
Popper's been having & lot of trouble
with poacheres lately, and that miay keep
lsnam husj.-‘. Thero's Imtlnnp;' i lr-r}:l.{:h O
the izland in the Sark., unless 'z czgs
for tea., It's o po !’

“1 say, yvou fellow

“* Blow away, Dunter!”

“Oh, really, you fellows! T zay, if
vou're going up the river I'll come,”
zaid Bunter., blinking at the Famous
Tive through his big spectacles, ' It's
a plorious day for a pull up the viver.
I“'If: give yvou fellows zome tips abous
rowing, too, if you like"

The chums of the Remove gozed ab

THE MAGNET

Dater, Thet hind and poncrons ofler
abincst ook their breath away, Wlen
Fruniar wos handling an oar ho goners
ally looked as if he was tryinz o dipx
upr the bed of tho river. Harry Whae-
fon & Co. did oot veally want to learn
lrovw to row like that.

I meen it" said Bunter. * And tho
[act 45 1'd like four company thiz after.
noon; youw're such nice chaps to gpeud
a bolCholiday witl,”

A, mey Bat1®’

“Mot  Hke 'Toddy,” saidd Bunter,
“Foddy’s got the manners of a bear.
You'sl hardly bolieve that he kicked mo
—ard, too—becanse he couldn’t find hia
foffee in the study, He made out that
P'd had 1t. Sheer, rotten suspiciousnoss,
von know! He never saw me; I'd
hrizhied 1t hefore he came in. He re-
fuzcd to take my word thet I badn't
uven seen 1f—"

“{h erikey I

“T've lurned Taddy down for to-day
said Bunter. " I'm osticking {0 my ni:;l
pals to-day,™

“Yan look as i voun maght stick to
ihem ' prunted Johnny Bulll As o
matter of fact, thore wero considerablo
remnants of the toffes plastered round
Lilly Bunter’'s capactous mouth, which
was perhaps the reason why Toddy
hadn't taken his word on the subject.

“Tho stickiness is terribic,’”” grinned
Hnrres Jamsot Ram Singh.

“If you'ro sticking to your old pals,
old fat bean, go and stick o them, and
give s oo restl” suggested Frank
Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! When are youn
starting " asked Bunter. It ap})camd
that the Fainous Five were the old pals

to whom Bunter was sticking that
afternoon.
“Tha whenfulness is preposterous.”
“0Oh, really, Inkyl SUPPOSe  you

want mo to eonwe ' said Bunter with
dignity " I've refused to go out on tho
razgle with Bmithy; Bmithy's got a car
ouy this aftermoon. He begged me to
comic, almost with tears in his cyes, you
know, buot T said Don't walk awav
while I'm talking to vou, you beusts 1™
Billy Bunter rolled after the juniors ss
they moved off towards the House, “1
told Smithy that it couldn't bo
done—""

“¥ou mmcan Smithy told you that ho
couldn’t be done ™ ashked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry! 1 say, vou
fcllows, if yvou den't want my com-

pan " gaid the fat Owl with a great
deal of d!gmty. _
“MNo “1f' sbout 1t1" sawd Johnny

Dull, Johnny was o plam-speaker—
quite painiully so sometimes,

“He, he, hel” Bunter decided to
take Johnny's remark as a jokoe, I
zay, old fellowz, let's bo off. I'll carry
the basket.”

“What basket 7’

“Well, if you're going on o plcnic,
1 suppose there’ll be a baskot,” said
Bunter. “I'll carry it. Nothing slack
about me, 1 hopa. Never mind the
veight; the moro the merrier.”  Billy
Piomter’s  liltle  round  oves  twinkled
behind his big round speetacles.  Dunter
was not, as a rule, an active, industri-
oits, or cnergetie fellow  But he was
alwavs ready to carry & prenie-basket
for asnybody, and he had no objection
{o rai=e to the weight of the contents,
Like Adzop's bhuarden in the fable, the
wolght was likely to donimish Lefors
Bunter had carvied ik far.

“Vou fat villain ! zaid Jolmny Bull,
“How did you know wo were going on
o picnic "’

“0Oh, I dido't!” explained Dumtev.
“Fhat 1zn’t why I'm palhing en o you
for tho afternocon, you know. I never
Leard Wharton mention to Dupont thak
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“ It appears,’ said Mr. Queleh, “ that fhf: 'ﬂtﬂlﬁ Form has been concerned in this ountrageous prank. 1 shall cane every
boy here.*” The Removites passed belore him In turn, and each captured a single swish—but thers was a loi of beel In
that single swish ! Monsieur Charpentier looked on, with a sorrewiul countenance.

Fou wers pgoing 1o picnie up the river,
anmdd aszk the Yrench chap if bae'd liko to
come. I wasn't neur the spot at the
time, "’

“11a, ha, et

“Blegsed if ¥ see anything (o ecackls
att T zay, you fellows, 1 suppose vou'd
rather have tie than that Irogey!
Lot’s eut before Dupont comes along,
shall we? Leavo him hauting for you,
what? Rathier a jest! Mo, he, he '
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“You pernicions porker— )

“ Oy, really, Bulll look Lere, 1f you
want ine to carry the basket Ui look
after it while you Tellows are geiting the
boat out—"

SNot o bad wdes,” Bad Dob Cherey
hemphifally,

“Yon silly ass ! roared Jobony Tuall.
“Pon’t. you Lknow that ot we {rust
!htlm-r with the tnck Lie wil! send with
i

“Think g0 azsked Bob. .

“1 don't think so-I know! So do
you, you fatheud I growlied Johnny.

“You shut up, Bull (" exclaimed illy
Bunter indignantly. “Bob knows when
Lie con frust o pal | Don't you, Bol, old
chap ¥

“Waoll, look hera, Dunter,”' said Bols
slowly, “if I hand you tho Lasket, can
E.-n Iiz‘]l.,ls'l;- yvou to bring it down to the

onb

“Yes, rather, old chap U snid Bunter
cagerly.

“TIi's & go then 1" said DBah,

“Look  hore——""  epxnlavnrd
voices ab onoe.

Bob Clerry closed ano eve st lis
chums—the eve that was fapthest from
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Bunfer, . .
“Loave it to me” he sod “T know
when a fellow’s to be tenstedd Tl zo

and get the basket ready now; Bunter
will lend us his basket. Won't you, old
Breain 7'

“Uerfainly, old fellow ' said Bunter,
beaming. “IEs in my study. 'l come
and Lhelp vou pack it i you like.”

“Don't  trouble—that’s  all  rigla !
Wait hoere for me said Bob. “1'1 Lo
back in a fow minutes.”

Tob Cherey walked inio the Hou-e.
Billy Bamtor grinned with satisfaction.
The Co. prinned, ton.  Apparently there
was some joke on=—thongh the fat Owl
was happily wnaware of it. Napoleon
Dupont, the French junior, was m the
school shop just then, making the neces-
sary purchases for the picnie, and pack-
ing them into a paresl to be earried
down to (e Loat. So what Bab Cherry
was going to pack into Bunter's basket
wis ratluer a myatery.

Unaware of that mvsiery, and in a
stafle  of happy anticipation, Billy
Bunter prinned glocfolly. Beb Chorew
did not keep him wuiting long, e
came ont of the Towso with o pienie
hasket in hizs hand, the lid elosed and
fastened. DBilly Bunter gave it a gloat-
inee look,

“Ready 7' asked Bob chrerily,

“IMand it over, old chap!” gasped
Bunier.

“TPhe fact is, 1i's rather heavy,' said
Dol *You needu’t troubln to carry it,
old fat bean, ninless vou like"

“PBut I o like!™ gasped Dunter.
T A=y [ellow lLikes 10 makn himecelf
uscfnl, vyon kaow., I-—1 really want to
carry that hasket for you follows. 1
hope I'm not a slacker,™

“Well, if sou really meon 18——"

“Oth, yes! Rather (™

“Iere you are then, DBul, mind—it's
heavy," said Bob,

And he handed over the basket to
Billy Bunter.

“1ih erumbs1” ejaculated Dunter,

The basket was heavy—there was no
deubt about that. It was packed full,
and Hull:i- Bunter's mouth fairely watered
ut the theught of so much tuck.

“"Too heavy for you?" asked Dob.

“Oh, no! No fearl It's all right!
[ say, vou fellow:, you'd better start”
spidd DBunter. “Youwve got o get the
boat ont, you know ™

“We're watting  for Dupont,” suid

Harry.
“T shouldnt wait for him, old
follaw ! ¥You don't wanl hin!  The

fact 15, 1 saw ham go out of gates ten
minntes ago—he's forgottenr all about
you"

As the Famous Five were awarn that
Napoleon Dupont was in the tuckshop,
they were not likely to believe that
staternent. Likcewiso, they wera qunto
well aware why Bunter wonted themn Lo
gt out of sight, The fat Owl had
nefarious and felonious designs on that
wull-packed picnic-baskot.

“We'll wait till he comes in said
Bob.  “ But, look here, ns you've got tho
basket to carry vou start first.  Wail for
us on the raft.”

“dh, mll ripht P saud Bunter.

And he started That arrangement
suited William George Bunter oqually
woll. All he wanted was fo get cul of
sight of the Famous Fivo.

Ieavy os the basket was, Dunter
rolled away with it at great specd. 1Mo
was haunted bv n fear that the chuna
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of the Remove might change their minds
about trusting him with it.

Oneo out sight, Billy Bunter did
rot head for the river. Tf llarry
Wharton & Co. expected to find him
waiting for then on the school ralt they
were booked for u disappointment.
Probably, bowever, they did not cxpech
gt. They knew their Bunter !

The fat Owl glanced back over a fat
shoulder twice, waud chuckled. The
Famous Five were walking away

towards the school shop. They were not.

following Bunter They were laughing
gs they went—tho Co. ainnmntijr
amused by something that Bob Cherry
was tolling them Billy Bunter did not
know what it was—or carel It scemed
Eq Eiéljr Bunter that the laugh was on

13 #lda.

Ho turned into Triard.le Lane and
fnirly scudded. Gasping for breath
from his uneccustomed exertions, the fat
junior trotted down the lane and turned
into the footpath through the wood. He
did not want to be found if locked for
—and it seemeda probablo to him that
he would be looked for.

Ho elackened pace 1o the wood,
rurgling for breath. The basket waa
lieavy, and seemed to grow heavier with
overy step. But Bunter was going to
lighten it soon |

He stoppod at last, in the depths of the
woad. He turned from the footpath and
found & quiet, secluded spot, screened by
trocs aud thickets. There he set down
the basket with & grunt of reltef.

He grioned. The beas's could hunt for
him a9 long as they liked now : they were
not likely to find him! He mopped the
Ea;erspiml:iun from his fat brow, and sat

own to open the basket.

Ho beamed over that basket. Such a
weight implicd an unusual quantity of
tuck | With such a gquantity on hand,
Billy Bunter might really have been

willing to whack it out wiilf its awners.
But Billy Bunter did not think of that
Az usual Bunter fat thoughis were
concentrated on his fat seii. The pro-
spect of such a spread was too much for
Billy Bunter! e wos temnted and he
fall !
“Ie, he he ™

It was casy enough fo toll the {cllows
afterwards tha* a tramp had snatched
the basket from him. Fo had pursued
that tranip—in vainl  That, Bunter con-
siderad, was good enough!  “ Whop-
pers ' were Bunter's usual resoures in
times of diffeulty. If the fellows turned
out to be suspicious beasts, and did not
believe him. it did not matter very
much ! Bunter would have had the tuck
—and that was the chief thingl

“He, he, he I chortled Bunter.

With hz::{)pjh anticipation, his fat hands
unfastened the lid of the basket and
opened  it. Then his expression
altered. As the poet: put 1t, a change
came o'er the spirit of his dream!

He gazed into the basket. His eyes
almost bulged through his spectacles as
he gazed. He gasped.

He groaned.

' Beasts |
Beasts 1"

The picnic-basket was packed to the
brim. But it was not packed with
tuck. There were no cakes, no =and-
wiches, nc doughnuts, no bottles of
ginger-pop.  Ther were none of the
gorgeous things that Billy Bunter had
expected to see There was nothing in
the besket ol an edible nature |

Thera was a Latin dictionary! There
was a Latin grammar. There was &
Fronch grammar! Thers was a school

Pullinv a fellow's legt

geometry book! There was a pair of
slipperal Therea was a lump of coall
idn't gol

There was a clock—that

—
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There war o box of mathemalical insirgs
ments!  There wa: a duster! Fhere
were severa; other such things—nono of
themn ediblo!

Bunter gazed at them.

Bunter could cac slmost ansihing!
But even Bunter cuuld not Lave raten
the weights conteats of that picnio
basket |

“ Beasts I hd ga .

He knew now what the fellows had
Leen laughing at whea he locked back |

¥ Rotters I

The fat OUwl ross to his feet. There
was no picnic for Bunter! The leasts
had known tha. he would scud with the
picnic-basket—thar was why they had
trusted him with—this| And wlile he
wag legmng je. with this valuable prize,
they were elearing off—to thoe genuino
picnic! Bunter saw it all now!

He war tempted to kick the baskek
and its contents far and wide. But even
that solace was denied him. The baskek
was his owni 3¢ were the contents!
Bob had not only borrowed the basket
in Bunter's study but its contents ulso !
Unless he was gotug to loso his pro-
Ecrty, Bunter bad to earry it bacl to

reyiriars |

" Beaste I’ groaned Bunter.

Carrying that basket to the wood had
been 8 heavy, but welcome task, Carry-
ing it back was heavier—and npot at 3]
weloome :  Billy Bunter’s fat face waa
orimson with rage and oxertion as he

lugged that heavy basket back ta tho
schoal,

5 H"ﬂ“’”,t sping for breath and le-
ewed wi rspiration, when la
reschod Cre tr:P;rs at last. And his

feelings could nor have been expressed in

any koown language as he tottered
wearily inte the House,

ity i—

THE FOURTH CHAPIER.

Up the River !
11 E3 amig—"
M “Hallo, hallo, hallo!™
Ready, old French bean??

“"Mais tout a fait ! said
Napoleon Dupont amiably. *Ze grub

and ze ozzer sings. he is all packed

downp—"

* Packed upi” grinned Bob.

“Mais oui—he 138 pack upl”? agreed
Dupont. " Allons done ™

“Let’'a alley by all means, hefore
Bunter blows homa I"' chuckled Bob.

And the Famous Five and the Fronciy
jumor walked down to the river, Dupont
CAarrying a rucsack that was packod with
edihles and with socking utensils. Thoy
nr;‘i#ﬂd in & cheery bunch on the sehicol
rartt.

Thera were 8 good many Greyliiars
fallows on the weater that afternoon.
The Famour Five ran their boat down
and lounched it, and the rucsack was
dropped in and the juniors jumped
aboord.

Coker and Potter and Greeno of tha
Fifth were pushing off in Coker's
handsome boat, which rocked in the
wash as the Remove boat plumped 1m,
Horace Coker. who was standing, nearly
toppled over ar hi- boat rocked, zud ho
rogred wrathfully to the juniors.

“Here, you keap clear, you chocky
fagz! Do you hea: mef"

“ Do we hear him, you meni” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Horace Coker's roar eould have been
heard across the rive:r. But B:l:lb Cherry

layfully put hi- hand to his ear, as
'f‘ﬂrn Dutton sometunes did

“Did vou speag Coker ™ ho callcd
ﬂ'h!"-q

Coker glared.

“1 taold you to leep clear 1™ he yonred.
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ﬂEh?H‘

“Keop cloar!” bellowed Coker,

“Bay it londer ™ .

“Keop clear of ray boat!” shricked
Coker.

“Le's saying something.” said Bob
Cherry grn.vai.l\;r. “I'm sure he's saying
gomething | Can you fellows hear him ?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Potter and Gresne, in the Fifth Form
boat, wero grinnin% Coler of the Fifth
did not pgrin. ie frowned porten-
tously. _ .

“If you fogs want o whopping—
ho bellowed. 1

L Whispﬂfy ond 1 ghall hear! soid
Bob cheerily.

“By gum! Ilund mo that beathook,
Greene I Ll jolty well seo whether a
mob of measly fags are going to cheek
the Fifth I" gasped Coker. "

"Eillmva off I said Harry YWharton,
laughing. ]

Bgn;b Léherrjr stood up, oar in hand, It
was timo to shove off, before Coker got
busy with the boathook. Dob had
intended to shove off from the raft. But
he changed that intention now. The
hurly figure of Horace Colier was handy
fnru the purpose, and served equally
well.

The end of the oar clumped on
Horace's manly chest, Bob shoved
hard. The Remove boat rocked away.
S0 did Coker!?

There was a roar os he landed.
Potter and Greene scemed hurt, Coker
scemed rathor damaged. Three voloes
wero rawged in unison and  anguish,
Threo fearful yells blended into one.

“Fn, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites,
as Coker and Pottor and Greene mixed
in the Fifth Form boat.

“Give way, you men[” chuckled Bob.
“ No good waiting till Coker sorts him.
galf out. Looks o mo ns if be's cross
about something.” .

#The erossfulness is terrifie!™

“Ha, ka, hal”

Four oars were put out, and the
Remove boak shot away. Coker & Co.
wore 6till sorling thoinselves out and
telling one another what they thought
of one another, when Harry Wharton
& Co. vanished along the winding banles
of tho Sark. _

The chums of the Remove wers in
a cheery mood that gloriows spring
aftcrnoon. Nugent stecred, and Dupont

gnt  boside him with  the  rucsack
botween Lis  lnees. The other four
follows rowed, end they made good

ed. There was o strong current on
e Barlk, but the boat pulled merrily
against it, Temple, Dabney & Co., of
the Tourth, sppeared in the offing—
slacking, as usual, their boat moving at

the pace of 2 tired snmil.
“Ilallo, halle, hallo!” reared Db
Clhevry. “What will you give for a

tow., you wrecks?”

Cecil Reginald Temple turned up =
lofty nose. Lounging in the stern, in
beautiful flannels, spotless as a new pin,
Ceeil Reginald was fecling very clegant,
and very natty and nice. e felt that
he modns a pleasant picturo. e waz
worth looking at, if not as an ocarsman,
at least o5 o thing of beauty and a joy
for over. Bo he gave the merry
Removites lits most supercilious glanco,

“Steer elear of those dashed hooli-
gans, Dab ! he said

“Oh, rather ! said Dabreoy,

“Bank oliday crowd!” remacked
Temple.

“Irightiul erew ! agrecd Dabooy,

Splash ! DPerhinps it was by pecident

that Bob Cherry's car creshed into {he
water by the Fourth Form boat! 1ep-
hape it was not by accident !

ceident or not, there was quite a
waterspeut, followed by a frantic yell

from Cecil Reginald Templa!  Fiia
elerant annels were drecnched,
“Oh gad ! gasped Temple, ¥ You—

rou—yolu—- Oh gad! You—you—7=:
He spluttered with fury.
“Hallo, hallo, Lhallo!  Splashed, old
bean ¥ asked Dob.

“You—you—you dashed ruffianl”
shrieked U'emple.
“WWell, what can von expect of

& Bank Ioliday crowd #7 chuckled Beb,

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The Remove boat pulled merrily on,
leaving Ceeil Reginald dﬂhhmgi himsell
frantically with a ecambric handkee-
chiei.

Farthor up the viver, hoats were
fower. 'Ihe strong current discouraged
any but hefty oarsmen. There was no
craft in sight when oepper’s Island
camn into view, The little island,
glistening with the green of sunny
spring, lay almost in the middle of the
river. On the bank ran the towpath,
hordered by thick woods, that belonged
to the cxtensive Vopper Court estate.
Little sbady paths opened inte tho
woods, whieh no one was allowed to
tread, by behest of Sir Lhilton Popper,
lord of the manor.

Here and there notico-boards peeped
out of the grecnery, pleasantly ennounc-
ing that trespasscrs would be prose
cuted. It was rumoured that Sir Hilton
would have enclozed the towpath itself
if ho could have dono so; but even the
autocratic lord of Popper Court had had
to stop short of that. But on the island
in the river, three or four notice-boards
could bo seen, evory one of them repeat-
ing the hospitable woerning that
trespassers would bo prosecuted with
the full ripour of the law.

MNobody—except Bir Hilton Popper—
believed that tho testy old gentleman
had o right to keop the public off
island. Dut it was placed out of bounds
for Groyiriars fellows, to avoid dis-
putes with a landownor who was also
a governer of tho school, Harry
Wharton & Co. had pofhaps forgotten
that the island was out of bounds, Or
perhaps they did net choose {0 remem-
ber. Anyhow, they were chancing it

Nobody was to be seen on tho banks
pr Lthe island.  The junilors scannod
both keenly as they approached. ‘Lhey
considered that thoy were exorcising
their undoubted rights, s members of
the great Dritizh publie, in landing on
tie island.  Still, 1t behoved them to be
WALY.

“Coast's clear)” said DBob.
on !

And the bost ron on the grassy shore
of the island, wunder wide-spreading
Lranches of ancient, massive trees

Napoicon  Dupont  jumped lightly
ashore, IMarry Wharton handed him
the ruesack. The IFamous Ilive
remained in the boat. It had been
srranged for Dupont to land on the
island, and get the fecd ready, while
the chums of the Remove went on for a
long pull up the river., “Nap?' did net
care much for rowing—and the Co. cer-
tainly did not care much for cocking,
So the arcrangement suited both parties
admirably. Napoleon Dupont, like
many of hiz countrymen, bhad a natural
turn for cookery, and there was no man
in the Remove equalled him in that fine,
unless, perhaps, it was Dilly Buonter,
whosze tastes were similgr, In the study
tn the Bemoeove, which he shared with
Biolzover mujor, Iap often cooked deli-
cate suppers. DBolsover frequently com-
plained of the smell of cooking in the
study, but he never failed to dispose of
the lhion’s share of the resnlt.

“ Allez, done, mos amnis !"* zaid Dupont,

with 2 beaming smile. “Ven zat you

“Darge

that 4

7
come {ront—=zat 1: o EBY,; bnuk-'--j'ﬂu suy
bacle, isn't it?”

“Ha, hal Yes” _
“Bon! Ven zut you eomo back viz

you, zo grub he vill be ready—vous

aimez—you ~ill like 20 so beauntiful
cookery zat I make. Vaii”
“What-ho !  ogreed Bob Cherry
heartily.

After a long pull, and a strong pull,
on a windy March alternoon, therge wos
na doubt that the juniors would bo pre-
pared to do justice to the cookery when
they returned to the island. ]

“Go it, Nap !’ said Nuogent, laoghing.

And the Famous Five pushed off the
island, and polled onward ke tho
upper reaches of the Sark.

Napoleon Dupont waved a hond after
tivern, and then carried his boggapge
throngh the trees, into tho interior of
the litle izland. It woas noecessary to
keep out of sight from the banks of the
river.

There was a clear spaco near tho big
onl in the middle of Popper's Island,
Therer the French junior ecamped.

Three long sticks wero fixed, from
which & pot was suspended. Under it
a fire was lighted; there was plenty of
firewood about, Dupont procecded to
unrpank the ruesack, unpacking many
things that the English juniors would
nevor have dreamed of taking on o
picnic.  But sandwiches and cake woro
not good enough for a fellow who mow
how to cook! Nap's omiable Gallic
foce beamed over his task. Ho sliced
vegetables, he cut up meats, he seloctod
herbs, he added all sorts of things to
the simmering pot. And tho scent that
rose from the pot made him smile anc
smack his lips. Nap was enﬁu:,'in his
afternoon guite s much as the fellows
who were pulling up tho river. And no
oubt, when those follows came back,
fearfully hungry, they would bo glad
that there was something of o more solid
nature than sandwiches ond coke.

So deeply engrossed was Napoleon in
his task that he forgot time and space.
Minutes passed like seconds.  The
Gallie junior did not liear a footstep on
the island=—did not hear a brushing in
the foliage. Beaming over tho simmer-
ing pot, he was cheerfully unaware that
gomeone else had landed on the island
and was blinking at him through the
trecs, with a fat prin on his face,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awiul ]
er BAY, vou fellows? wyelled Dilly
E Buntor.
Hobson and Hosking of the
Shell  stared  round. Billv

Bunter was stonding on the towpath
by the Bark, opposite Pux;‘pcr'a Islend.
The two Shell fellows, who had becn
up the river, were coming down on tha
current, between the islond ond  the
shore, when the Owl of the Remove
spatiod them and hailed them at the tap
of his voice.

Tilly Dunter was still on the trail of
that pienic!

e had had a rest after getting back
to Greyfriars with the basket, e had
needed one! Dut after resting his
weary, fat limbz for a time in Toddy's
armnchair in Study No. 7, Bunter onco
more followed the example of the lien
who roamed up and down, eecking
what he might devour!

e rolled down to the viver, where he
soon learned that the Famous Five and
the French junior had departed long
pgo, in & boat; and he had no doubt of

Tne Magxer Lismany.—No. 1,309,



‘heir desiinafion. Bunler Lad no fancy
for rowing himsclf up the river. Exer-
tion did not appeal to him. Two or
three fellows whom he had requested to
row him as far as Popper's Island
refused, quite rudely. So Bunter started
to walk.

He plugged on, with weary, {at limbs,
vp the towpath till he came opposite
FPoppers Islund. He stared across the
arm of the river, but could sco no sign
of the campers there, and thoe smoko of
Dupont’s fire was lost among the tree-
tops. But tho fat Owl had no doubt
that the beastz wero thers | Tho problem
was to get across! He blinked up and
down tho Sark in the hope of sceing &
craft, It was sheer good luck for Dunter
ihat Hobby and Hoskina were comun
back from their row. [He shouged nnﬁ
waved excitedly,

“1 say, you
shouted Bunter.
a lift, wall you "

Hobson grinned, and sheok his head,

“"You'd sink us, old fat man,” ho
apswered. “This boat won't carcy a
ton.”

“0Oh, really, Hobson——*

“Cutch us fifting your seight as far
6a the school I grinned Heskins.

“0Only across to the island!™ gasped
Bunter.

"“"That island’s out of bounds,” said
Hobson. " You'll have old Popper
afler you. Stick where you ara.”

“Look hera, you cheeky beast! I-—1
mean, hold on, dear old chap!™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“The—the fact is somo pals of mine
nre on ithe island, and I—I want to
warn them that old Popper's coming !
rasped Bupter., " You can’t leave a
Ureyfriars man in the.Jureh, you know.”

Hobson and Hoskins wera not proof
against that appeal. They pulled in to
ihe bank, ond Bunter fepped into tho
boat., A few strokes of the ours carried
him across to the island.

He clambered cut en the greensward
nnder tho trees with a grunt of satis-
iaction.

“1 don’t see anybody here,” said
Hobson, staring about hin. “No boat
that I can see, Bure they'ra here,
Bunter 77

“¥ea, rather ™

“* Buck up sod tip them, then, if old
Popper’'s coming. 'There’ll be a fearful
row if the old bean finds anybody on
his island.”

Bunter grinned.

“That's all right,” he arswered.
“fﬂﬂd Popper isn't coming, that I know
07,

*Eh—what? Yon saud—*

“Only pulling your leg, old chap,”
gald Bunter afably, " You sce, I
wanted a Lift across. He, he, he 1

And Billy Bunter rolled into the trees
—rather hastily, as Hebson was Iungén:;
with an car. The 8hell fellows pushed
off again, and glided down the river,
leaving the fat Owl on the island.
Bunter grinned oz he threadaed hiz way
among ithe trees. A glimmer of fire-
light came to his eyes, and a scent—a
Tovely scent, om appetiziog zcont of

fellows!  Pull int®
“I zay, give o fellow

cooking.

Billy Bunter peered through {he
thicketz at Napoleon Dupont, and
rrinned n fat grin, The I'amouz Five

wors not there. He could puess that
they had gone on up the river. They
wero just the kind of silly asses to be
exerting themselvea for nothing. Bat
ihe cock and the ecookery were thore,
and that was all that Billy Dunter
cared about.
“Bon 1™ Nap was murmuering, as tho
fat Owl blinked ot him. “Tres bon!
vill like zis, zink—mais oui!
Mow ha is ready, and [ zink zat it ia
Trme Micrer Lienary.—Nao. 1,508,
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fime zab zey come to eat. Yes, I zink

ir_ﬂ

“1 say, old chap—="

Dupent jumped as Billy Bunter rolled
from the trees. Me staved ot the fat
junior—not a welcoming stare. Iellows
ought slways to have been pleased to
see¢ o fascinating fellow lLike Bunter.
But very often they wercn't. Very
often indeed, 10 fact. Bunter could not
Hatter hamself that the juwmor from la
belle I'rance looked pleased at his um-
expected arrvival,

Stll, that did not matter much.
Bunter was not keen on a hearty wols
como., It was the provender that
Bunter was keen on.

“Vy dor you come?”
Dupont.

h“l h:naw you'd be glad to see me, old
cha

demanded

EE‘Jn:mras vous frompez,” contradicted
Dupont. " You delutle yourself, mon
aoii! I am not & small portion glad to
o S really, ¥ :

“Uh, really, Froppgy—=

“Allez 17 s{lid Ng[g}?r

“Eh! 1 don’t sec any alleys here,”
said Bunter. “ What do you mean—
talking about elleys, you ass?”

"1 mean zat you part—vat you call

depart. Zat you go avay viz yourself.”

*That looks a good stew,” said
Bunter. *“You French chaps know
something about cooking, BAY
thaet! ‘WWhere's the plates and the
spoons?  Oh, here they are! Don't

trouble about helping me, old fellow.
'l help myself, I'm nrot a [ellow to
wanbk walting on.”

Billy Bunter took a large tin plate,
and & large spoon, lle proceeded to
Lelp himself at a liboral rate.

Dupont oyed him, not hospitably.
IFP'or smmo reason unkuown to lfjumrar,
he did not enjoy Bunter's fascinating
society. Also he did not like beine
called “ Froggy.”  However, be held
his peace, and Dunter procceded to
demolish a large plateful of the stew,
whiely really was gpood. Having cleared
the plate, Billy Bunter refilled it, and
cleared it again, Dupone did not re-
monsirate till he came back a thivd
Lime.

* Assez, mon amil” said the Irench
junior. “ Zere are six of us to eaf—and
zere must be somezing.”

“Well, you've pgot a cake,” said
Bunter. "I like this stew, old chap.
I'll leave the cake ifor the other fel-
lowa—what "

“Yau vill leave zat stew alone, Bun-
tair I exclaimed Dupont, showing sizns
of ezcitement. " Zink you zat 1 cook
afl zis tune, zat you eat him all, and
leave nozzing for mes omis?  Non!
Mille fois non! Leave zat alone, or [
punch you ze nose, and I punch himw
varree hard !V

Bunter blinked at him.

“1I'm going to fimish that stew!"” he
said, ; ;

“Et je wvous dis non!” exclaimed
Dupoat. “I punch you ze nose——>"

“Oh, sll night,” =zaid Bunter, "I'll
go!  Old Popper's not far off, I-1
saw him walking on the bank. ¥ou'd
like him to spot you here, perhaps?”

“He zes nozzing from ze bhank.”

“1f he asked me whether thera was
anybody on the island, I should be
bound to tell him, of course,” eaid
Bunter. ™I could hardly tell an un-
truth, Dupont, You might, but I really
couldn't, I'll go. For your suke, I
hope I shan't run into old Popper. DBut
I think it’s very likely.”

Napoleon Dupont gazed at the fat
junior, and eclenched his hands. Billy
Bunter’z fat little nose was in great
danger at that moment.

“fetter not,” said DBupler coolly.
*“Old P-:tupper’s not far away. Ie would
hear a fellew yell from here.”2

Napoleon unelenchied his hands,
Vous etez! You are vun fat peeg 1t
he said,
“Oh, really, Fropgy! You treat ma

a3 a pal, ar:drf['ll treat you as one,” said
Bunter. " I'm going to finish this stew,
¢o yah}”

And Bunter helped himself again.

Dupont watched him grimly., DBilly
Bunter hed the whip-hand, and he was
not scrupulous about using it.  The
Frepch jJunior did net want to bo
spotted on Popper's Island. And at
any moment his {ricnds might return,
to full mto Sir Hilton’s hands if the old
baronet’s attention was drawn to the
island. And it was quite probable that
tha lord of Popper Court was not far
away. e was very likely to be Leep.
ing an E&G on his island on a half—lmﬁa
day at Greyfriars. Sir Hilton Popper,
wis o gentleman of leisure with time on
frts hends, and ho epent a good deal of
1t in makimg himselt disagreeable.

Buntor ate,

‘I'here was one excuse for the fat Owl
—the stew was really delicious, Its
component parta were so  beautifully
blcnded that Bunter hardly knew what
they were, but he knew that they wore
nice. Fhat stew had been intended for
gix fellows, But Billy Buater, when ho
was on his mettls, was equal to six
other fellows ms a trenchermesn. Hoe
ate, and he ate, and he ate, Again
and again ho helped himsolf, and the
dismayed Dupont saw his delightful
stew: grow smaller by degrees, and
beautifully less,  And still Bunter ate ]
j_fﬁunt&r was hawving the time of his
ife.

His fat foeco %mw shiny. He unfast-
ened o couple of waistcoat buttons. Ilo
breathed hard, But Lie ate and ate!

“¥on Dicu ! murmured Nap, almost
i alarm. " dat peeg, Low ha cat !
Buntair, T zinl zat you go to burst!™

“Yah!l®

Bunter ate and ate, Dut even Dully
Bouter could not quite finish. Ile had
tlone iz best—and it was o wonderful
lipzt ! Dot thore was no morae room in-
side Bunter; he was loaded to capacity.
At leng last Bunter left off eating. Ha
leaned back against a tree, and breathed
stertarously.

"I won't himish if, old chap.” said the
fat Owl. “Dash it all, let tho oiher

chaps have a whack! I never wos
greedy,”
“Zeora 1z verrea lecile Ieft,™ epid

Dupont sorrowfully. “ Aftair I take all
rat trouhla! Al zose lofely frogps—"

Bunter pave o stark,

“Nhose—those what 7" ha ejaculated.

“iose lofely froze™ said Dupoant,
“and zose delicions =nails—"

* Bnoo-snoo-spails Y

“ And zozo beautiful slugs—"

5l-sl-sl-slugs 1™ stultered Bunter
faintly.

“All zosa lofely frogs and snails and
slugs!"” sald Nap.

“ Ooooogh 1

“Vat iz ze maller, Duntair?

* (aroporh

“You have ecat
Dupont.

“Urrrrrggh

Bi'ﬂ% Bunter groaned. Apparcnily
ihere hiad been more in that gorgeous
stew than met the eye. It had boen
delicions—to taste, at least. Buntler
had cnjoved it. But after taking was
different from befare taking—now that
o knew., Ha had forgotten the strange
and weird things that French people
consider eatable. Frogs and snails and
sluge! PBunter groaned in snguish of
spirit.

“Donn-er! Oanoh! You—you beast
eazped Bunter.  “ You—you—groooch !'—
vou Hhy forcianer! Qoogh! Woozh I

“Tnt vat i3 zo matier? i-hed

{Continued on pags 103

too mooch ¥ aclied
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32-PAGE ATLAS

IN FULL COLOURS.

FREE

Your Editor’s Stupendous Offer to YOU !

WONDERFUL, bang up-to-date Atlas, printed on art paper and strongly bound, dealing with every country
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ONLY EIGHT COUPONS REQUIRED.
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sweeks & similar Coupon will appear in Mag¥ET and also in * Modern Boy ” and © Gem,” Every one of these Coupons
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i
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Four additional Coupons, or another
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mHH] | you have to collect only eight of them
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At the end of this scheme—which
started a fortnight ago in the Masngr
~—p special .&pﬁliﬂatmn Form will be
published, to be filled in with your
pame and addresa and forwarded,
| together with the eight Coupous you
have collected.

I will publish in due conrse the
address uiP the Department to whicl
{  your Application Form and Coupons
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obtain the Atlas. _

When you think it over you will
gce that this is an amazingly good
offcr, boys, so give your mewsagent &
regular order for your Maoner to-day,
and start colleeting those ecight
Coupons right away.
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POPPER'S UNPOPULAR PRIZE !

(Continued from page 8.)
Napeclcon innocently. *“You lLike not
re lofely frog®”

£13 Gmmlpmgh Il.l .

:Yul.ll ulﬂ-m not zo snail 1%

"*guu like nﬂt!ze slug 1

" Gug-gug-gug " .

Billy_gumﬂr callapsed in the grass.
Horrid sounds eame from Bunter.
stormy day on the Channel was nothing
to thia, is fot face had turned pale
with a shade of green. His eves bu geé
behind his spectacles, and bad a look
liko boiled gooseberries, And the n-
side of Willlam (George Buunter heaved

like the mighty occan in a gale,

Ho hed left a little—a very little—of
that porgeous stew for tho other fellows.
Now he wished he had left a lot. He
wizshed that ho had left it all. He
wished that he had never set foot on
Popper's Island. Ho wished all sorts of
things. Most of all, he wished that his
fat eguator was not surrounding that
stiew |

But it was. And Billy Bunter heaved
and gasped and groaned and gurgled—
m a state of horrid misery. 0 Way
of the transgressor was hard !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ructions on the River!
ojaci-

L1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H lated Bob Cherry, “Keep
our weather ecye open, old

ans !JI

“What 1¥ .

“ Pirates in the offing I” grinned Bob.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round.

They had pulled some miles up the
Sark, and the boat was gliding between
banks clothed with thick woods., It was
vather o lonely spot. The towpath was
desertoed, and there was no building in
sight. No other craft were to be scen
on the stream, till Bob Cherry called
attontion to a rather dingy boat that
pulled out from the bank.

Three men were in that boat, and
they looked rather tough characters.
And they-were pulling directly towards
the schoolboys. Two of them pulled—
the third, s stocky, thickset man, with a
black patch over one eye, stood up,
with a boathook in his hand, His
single eye watched the schoolboys, and
there was a rather unpleasant grin on
his stubbly face.

“Looks a rough crew!™ murmured
Nugent. * Better keep clear”

Haorry Wharton nodded. He had
nover scen the three before; but there
was no doubt that they locked a rough
crow=——the roughest ho had ever scen.
And that reach of tho Sark was very
lonely.

Of late, a gang of poachers had been
busy in the wvicinity, coming from
nobody knew where—probably soine dis-
trict that they had made too hot for
themselves. Lhe schoolboys had heard
of an_aflray between them and some of
sir [hilton Popper’s keepers—and that
the leader of the gang had been “run
in,” after a desperate light in the wood,

Sir Hilton, who was » mapgistrate, npad
given the capturcd ruffian the longest
gontenco that It was in his power Lo
give—3ir Ililton on the beneh was a
very severo pentlemap, But in this case
there was no doubt that his severity was
deserved, and the man who had been
“put away* was certainly safer be-
tween stone walla, Tf these threo
fellows were members of the gang, it
war rather awkward to meet them 1o a

Tue Magscr Livpany.—XNo, 1,309,

Iﬁnajy place, where there wos no help at
and.

Avoiding the trie, howover, was
rather difficult on the narrow upper
reaches of the river, The juniors pulled
on; but the boat came across with a
rl.{s’h, end the onc-cyed man hooked on
with the boathook, .

“'Old on, young coveys ! he said.

"Well, what do you want?” asked
Harry Wharton quictly, though his
heart was beating rather fast. It was
scarcely possible to doubt that the threo
were footpads, az well ns poachers,

The one-eyed man grinned,

“Wot do we want?* he repeated re-
fHectively,. “Well, we was loocking
along this 'ere river for somebody else,
and we'd be very glad to meet him; but
we're 'a to meet you youny Fonts,
all tho spzﬁiu. What wo want kis what
wa can get, sco

“Not "ari, Sguinty I said one of tha
rowers, with a ned.

“¥You'll get pothing
snapped Wharton, 5

“The getfulness will not bo terrifiel”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

equinty stared at him.

T Eh? Wot do you suy, darkey!” he
ejaculated,

“I remarkably cbserved that the get-
fulness would not  bo  terrific my

:H
n

from wus

esteemed and squint-eyed  friend!
answercd IHurree Jamset Ham Singh.
“Blow me tighe!” said uinty.

evidently surprised by the nabob’s flow
of Enghish. " Blow me up a2 gum-trea [*

“ Bheer off, please 1 said Harry,

“Not "arf!” =zaid Sguinty. “We're

oor men, sir—'ard up, and you can
»y to that. LThese are ’ard times, sirl
We min't exactly looking for work,
‘cause why, we might find some if we
did.” Squinty was evidently a rathoer
humorous gentleman. “But we'd like
t'tﬂ‘i' !_:I'ﬂ elped on our way. Wot about
1 ]

E“l'lﬂnthing about it!” prunted Johnny
ik,

“Borry to 'ear you say so, sir!” said
Squinty politely. *"Cause when a gent
don’t ‘elp me on my way, being asked
perlite, enerally give him a jolt to
the jaw! %[ should ‘ate to knock your
‘end off, sir—but if you will *ave it, you
will, and that’s that |

The Famous Five drew together in
their boat. Threo tough ruffans were
rather a handful for five junior school-
boys. But the chums of the Hemove
had no idea of being robbed, 1f the
could help it, Four of them graspe
oars, and Bob Cherry 2 boathook.

“ Better eheer off, and save trouble!”
said Harry,

Squinty shoolk his head.

“I'm a bloke what likes o save
trouble!” he dectared. “Treat me per-
lite, and I'll fecd out of your ‘und!
Ain't that so, Goorge ¥

“Not "arf 1" said Geovpge,

“Make it o quid ench all round, an]
let's part friends, all *appy and perlite,”
sngpested Squinty. “Ain't that a fair
offer, Fred?”

“You ean lay to that!™ agreed Fred,
with o grin. '

“Wot nbhout it 2" asked Sauinty.

For answer, Harry Wharton grahhr_-d
suddenly at the ono-eyed man's boat-
haook, unhocked it, and shoved it away.
Nugent shoved with an oar, and the two
boats rocked apart.

“*Blow mo tight I* ejaculnted Squinty.
“Arter them ! My eyo, if they're ask-
ing for trouble, T ain't the bloke to zay
*INo." WNever was!™

The boats crashed topether the next
moment, and Squinty grasped the gun-
wale of the DRemove boat, with his
hands this time, to elamber on hoard.

Crack !

* Oonooh 1

There was from

a fearful yell

THE MAGNET

Squinty, as Bob brought his boathook
down on the ruffian’s head.

At the same moment Wharton and
Joh Bull fended off with their oars,
and the boats separated once more,

Bguinty let go the gunwalo to clasp
his damaged head, yelling frantically,
and as the boats separated, bo went in.
There was a plunge and a gplash, and
the one-eyed man wvanished into the
Sark.

“0h, my hat!” zasped Nugent.

Bquinty came up tho next moment.
Ha was no longer in o humorous mood.
Thereo was a lump on his head, and a
pain in it, and he was gasping and

laring with roge. He plunged
uriouwsly after the Romove boat, whils
Ceorge and Fred clozed o afam.

Harry Wharton's ear came daown on
Squinty’s head, and again ho plunged
under, gpurghng.

The bouats crashed, and George and
Fred clambered over tho gunwales—to
bo mot by lungipg oars and lashing
boathook.

Squinty & Co. did not scem to lhave
expected such a warm reception from a

boat's crew of schoolboys. They were
taken rather by surpriso.

“Give 'em soeks!” roared Bob
Cherry.

* Give
Bull.
“Give them terrific socks!” pgasped
thie Nabob of Bhanipur. 7 i

George and Fred yelled, as they cap-
tured tgl?ﬂ oars and the boathook, and
zcrambled back hurriedly into their own
craft.  Squinty came up, spluttering,
and grasped ot the Remove boat, with a
murderous cxpression on  his stubbly
face. Bob Cherry's weapon came down
with a crash on his knuckles, and
Squinty howled and let go.

* Puli!" exclaimod Harry Wharton.

Down the river, with the current,
went the Greyfriors boat. Squinty was
dragged 1nto his own boat by his com-
rades. The remarks they hurled after
the schoolboys almost turned the atmo-
sphera blue. But 1]19.}-; did not follow
on, They scemed to have had cnough
of the Famous Five at closo quartera.
Squinty sat with his head clasped in
both hands, rocking himself o and fro,
and gpasping—evidently damaged.

“Qur win!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“The winfuiness is ternifie [”

* Hurrah ” . i

The Famous Fivo wera+the victors in
that brief but exeiting combat. Squinty
& Co. had been left with more than they
had bargained for. Al the sume, the
chums of the Remove considered it
judicious to quit tho scens of action,
I'hey pulled away down the river, glad
to be rid of Squinty & Co., and tho
winding banks of the Sark soon shut off
the rutiuna from their sight.

“We're well out of that!™ remarked
Harry Wharton. ' Anyhow, it’s about
time we turned back!  1'm ready for
Nap's spread.”

“Same hero ! agreed Bob.

The juniors pulled echeerily. and
Popper's Island came in sight again.
Looking back, they saw nothing of
Squinly & Co., who did not scem te be
f:.'f}lnwing them—yet, at all ovents.
‘Thoy cheerfully dismissed tho footpads
from their minds as they ren down to
the island. )

The boat ghded to the landing-place
under tho spreading branches.  The
Famous Five jumped ashore, and the
boat was drawn into the cover of o
clump of drooping willows, to conceal
it from the bank.

Then the chums of tho Remove wenk
through the trees and thickets towards
the Lig cak in the middle of tho island,
where Napoleon Dupont was ecsmped.
And as 'EE-ES camo o startline sound

‘em  beans!” welled Johnny
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reached their enrs—a deep, horrid, hair-
ralsing groan

“Hallo, halle, hallo ! gjaculeicd Bob
Cherry. “ What's that—"

Groan !

“Bomething’s happened to Nap !” ex-
cianimed Harry. “Come on!” .

And the juniors ran on quickly, guite
alarmed by that sound of woe and
anguish thet echoed through the thickets
of Poppor’s Island.

THE SEVEKTH CHAPTER,
The Picnic on the Island I

ROAN! ‘
G Tt was o dismal sound of woe!
Horry Wharton & Co., arriv-

ing at a run, starcd’

o Dunter ! ejeculated Wharton.

“Tie osteomed and absurd Bunber.”

“Wihat's tho row "

Ceroan |

The chums of the Romove were sur-
prised to see Dunter there, though
really his presence was not vory sur-
prising. On the trail of a picnic Bunter
lad the nose of a bloodhound.

atill, they were relieved to find that
awhal groaning did not proceed from
Napolcon Dupont. They had feared
gome nccident. But Dupont was not
groaning—he was grioning ! He seemed
amused by the woe that had over
whelmed William George Bunter,

“What's the matter with Bunter?”
ashed Harry, staring ot the fat junior,
who was squirming in tho grass in a
stnte of collapse

“Zat faor Buntair cat too mooch

rinncd Dupont.

E “Nw 1" Bunter sat !IF'[:I Eﬂﬂh}Fj and
Blinke!l at the Famous Five. *1 say,
vou fellowa! Cooogh ! I—I—-I'm
dying! Wow I”

N necd to make that foarful row
ahout 1t ' Johnny Bull pointed out. ™A
considerale chup would die quietly 1

“Boast! T say, vou fellows, I—T'm
awially ill! 'I{ut benst Dupont—
Ow! Grooogh! Wooooogh! I thought
it was a nice stew—ow ! It—it tasted
all richt—oooogh! Oh crikey !”

“7at Buntasir he eat up nesrly zall
e lofcly stew =zat I make.” thlnﬂd
Dupont. “Zore is verrce leetle left my
ghuens I _

“You ass! Why did you let him do
%;s?'l’ dunlmnded Nu entt. "Inw-a’\*a COmB

ack as hungry as hunters

“Or Bunters !” grinned Bob.

“Zat fat Buntair he say he give us
avay to zo old Poppair if T punch him
go nosel” explained WNapoleon. “Bo
gat I let him scoff all zat lofely stew!
¥~ eat and eat and eat—mon Dieg,
how rat Buntair eat| After zat he cat
up za stew, I tell him zat T mako =zat
stew of ze frog, ze snail, and ze shug,
and zen Buntayr—="

“Oh crikey !”

Bob Cherry, looking into the pot and
sniffing its fragrant contenis, had been
rather dismaved to see so little left.
Now he backed away from the pot. it
thero were frogs and snails and slugs
in that stow, the little that was left was
gurte enough—too much, in f{act.

While apprecisting French cookery,
the juniors did not appreciate the kind
of materials sometimes used therein,
Frogs, from the French pomt of view,
viere o delicious article of diet. But the
mere idea made the Grovfriars fellows
feol queer.

iunter groaned,

He was suffering for his sins, and his
sulferings might have moved a heart of
glone.

{1
r

“1 say. yvou fellows, I—I want to seo
a doctor ! groaned Bunter. “Take me
back to Greyfriars at once—ow! 1
thinkk I'm poing to—wooogh l—dia! 1
foel awiful! I—I hope Dupont will be
hanged! That wiiij be a comiort!
Ooooph [

“Borve you jolly well right!™ said
Harry. * You ought to be kicked off the
island! Ave you going to fimish the
sbew? You can, 1if yvou like”

“Ocogh! Beast! Grocoegh!” PBun-
ter shuddered. “*S8hut up! Wooogh I?

“FHa, lia, ha "

Groan !

“Now, mesz amis, all is roady,” said
MNap. “Zere.is verree leetle of zat so
lofely stew left, but zere i1z sandwich
and cale and zo doughnut. Zere is o
leetln of ze stew for all of you-——>

“WNo, thanks '™ said Harry Wharton
haslily.

“You Lhave it, old chap!” said ol
{hnerry. “I—1 don't care o lot for
glow [™

“The fact is I rather prefer z sand-
wich [ said Nugent.

“Bame hera 1Y agreed Johnoy Bull

"The samofulness is terrific |¥

Groan !

“PBut zat 13 g lofely stew,” said
Dupont, grinning. *“Is it zat you do not
lilte 20 stew of zo chicken?™

“Chicken ! reprated Bob.

“Mais oui ! Nap chuckled. “In my
country, mes amis. ve ent zo frog, and
va zink zot zec snail 15 verree pood—but
in ziz country, no! You like him not!
Jo sais bien! I cock not zo frog for
mes amiz! Non! Vous voyor—yon
gco—I pull Buntair zo leg 1™

“Wha-a-at” )

" Zere is no {rog, no snail, no elug !
chuckled Nap, * Zere is ze chicken, zat
is vorreo nical Vat you zink? I koow
zat you lofc mot 7o fm% to cat! Ouil
Zat iz all right! t iz 2o nige
chicken !

The Famous Five stared at the Fronch
{u.n'iur. Then they burst into a roar of
aughtor.

Billy Bunter sat up. oo

Heo blinked at Nap through his big
spectacles.

* You—you—you beast!” he gasped.
“You wers pulling my leg—"

“Ha, ha, La!" roarcd tho Famous
Five. ]

“Blezzed if T sco anything to eacklo
at 1" roared Bunter. “That beast mado
me boliove I'd been eating frogs ond
snails—"

"Hﬂ,. ﬁﬁ. hﬂ EJI‘ .

Bunter staggered to his fect. He had
been feeling bad—awiul, in fact! Now
he was feeling botter. He realised that
it was, after all, & chicken stew--it con-
tained none of the weird concomitents
which, in his own hoppy lund. Nap
might have put into it. Nap bad been
long enough at Greyiriars to learn that
frogs and snails were not liked on the
meni.

“0Oh, vou beast!” gosped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal" i

“Bhut up that cackling!™
Bunter. ®I've been taken in 1Y

“§la, ha. ha!" wvelled the juniors.

“Zat Buntair he iz van peeg, and I
pull ham ze log to punish him,” saud

roarod

Map. I zink zat he suffair verreo
mooch wven he =zink z2at he eat ze
frop——>"

“1In, ha, ha!"

“Y say, vou fellows, do shuet upl®
howled DBunter. “OF course, T knew

that the beast was spoofing all the time !
He never toolk mo in! was jish
plaring vp, you know, lettiung him
Lhinlpe——t?

“Ha, ba, hat”

“You follows can have the rest of the
etow, though,” added Bunter, perhaps
feeling s lingerihg doubt. “I'll have
the tarts.™

Napoleon Dupont served out the stow.
There was not much left, but it was
good; and the Famous Five—rcassurcd
on the subject of the ingredicnts—wero
not long in disposing of it.

Billy Bunter started on the tarts. e
{found that he had a little- rocin left.
Thore were a dozen farls.  Three of
themn went down like oysters. As DBun-
ter took thoe fourth Johnny Bull reached
ovor, grasped a fat wrist, and jemmed
tho tart on Bunter's fat noso. There was
e siflocated howl from Bunter.

“Uooogh! Beast! Wharrer vou up
to? Greoogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

The Owl of the Remove gerambilod
up, bis fat faco plastered with jam,
Johnny Bull's action was a hint to
Bunter that other [ellows liked jamn-
tarts. The fat junior gave tho grinning

picnickera a jommy and infuriated
glare.
“Ow! I'm all sticky! TLook here, if

you're going to be mean about those
tarts—— Groogh! You beast, I've got
jam. nll over my ¢pees | Lond me vour
handkerchicf, Bob.”

“Use your own, fathead 1™

“*1 don’t want to make iy hanky all
sticky. Don't bo a sellish beast!  Yau
lend mo your hanky, Wharton.”

“T'Hl lond you my Doot!” anzwered
tho captain of the Remove.

And he did—eliciting o loud hewl
from Billy Bunter, who did not scom
at all grateful for the loan,

“Beast I’ roarcd Bunter.

And he serambled pway through (he
thickets, to wash the jam from his fuce
in the river. The jumiors chuckled, and
went on with the pienic.

Billy Bunter came back—newly
washed. He was in time 10 gco tho sk
randwich, the last doughnput, and tho
last tart vanishing. Ilo glared at the
picnickers with a glaro that almo:t
cracked his spoctacles.

“0f all tho greedy rofters!” he
gasped. “ Catch me commng to a_pichic
31;::;:1 vou fellows againi Not if [ know
it!

“Or if we kpow it, either 1™ chuekled
Dob.

“ Beast 1

“ Hallo, hallo, hallot That's a boat !
exclaimed DBob Cherry, as the sound of
oars came through the (rees, * If that's
Squinty and eompany—" .

“ Botter Eq&:mty than old DPopper!
zald Harry, “We tan handla Bquiniy!
{ict thosa thmngs out of sight—if it's
Popper on tho pop, we shall have fo
Lhunt cover.”

The juniors ligtenad. They heard the
sound of a boat bumping on the sland—
ovidently somebody was going to land
there. : 3

[Tastily the camping things were
shoved out of sight in o thicket. If the
new arrival was Squinty, bunting for
vongeancs, the chums of Greyfriars
were quite prepared to deal with him,
gnd give hun all the trouble he wanted,
and a little more. DBuw if it was Sir
Ililton Topper or somc of his keepers,
that was a different matter!  ‘That
meant @ report to their headmaster ab
(ireylviars, and zerious trouble.  The
trees and thickets scrcencd tho unew-
comer from their sight—and they sugely
rezolved to keep out of sight,

“Tlust cover!” said Bob.

1 eay, yvou fellows—""

“Shut up, fathead—youw'il be heard!
Get out of sight 1™

Thurter arented, and rolled inta Hu:
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thickets, The Famous Five and Nap
promptly took cover. 1idden deep in
thoe thickets and brambles that grow
reund the clearmg under the old oak.
they listencd to the sound of footsteps
appreaching the spot.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Asking for It!
glﬂ HILTON POPPER snoptod.

Sir Hilton stocd on the tow-
path, staring across at the
wanded 1sland m the river—as

tull, angular old gentleman, in shooting-
clothes, withh an eyeplass serewed into
his eve. Sir Hilton's brows knitted over
the eveglass,  1lis eyes gleamed with
wrath.

Somchody was on “hi” 1sland! In
gpite of notice-boards, warmng tres-
passers that they would be proscouted
with the full rigour of the law, somao
lawless spirits were trespassing there!
And they were Greyfriars fellows—boys
belonging to the school of which Sir
l'lliltnn wasi a rovernor! Ife was sure of
that.

Walking down (he fowpath—with a
sngpicious coyve on the island—tho lord
of Popper Court had seen—seen with
hiz own ayes and eyeglass—a fat school-
boy stooping over the waler, washing
jam frem his fuee,

Bir llilton, coming to a halt, had
starcd at that fut echoslboy, wiih a
deadly stare, and watched him vanish
mto the (recs again.

Bunter, too shovt-sighted to seo any-
thing across the arm of the river, had
not notieed Sir Iilton on the towpath.
But Sir Hilton bad noticed Bunior!

He snoried|

He had recopnized Bunter—but he had
no doubt that others wero there, Buntor
was not likely o bo therg alene, e
coulid not sce the boat—but, of course,

there waz e boat. DProbably a crowd
of young rust-:r.]&—’r.rr'.-z]}::.ﬁmug an  Sir
Hilton's sland—regardless of notice-

hoards and the {nll rigour cf tha low,
No wonder the lord of Popper Court
snortod,

This was sctting his authority =t
nought! This was disregarding him as
if he wera a trifle Light as air!

Proscention, and the full rigours of
'L}h:.] law, were rather Jdoubiful: and Sir
Hilton might have had diftieulty in
proving his right to keep the public off
this island.  Like many landowners in
rural regions, Sir llilton enclosed land
whiclt was not covered by lus title-
decds; and as it was nobody’s special
busmess to go to law with him about 1t
he—so to sprak—pgot away with it. Thero
wore ruany broad acres on the Popper
Court cstate which, according to loeal
Eossip,  worTe in reality commoen-land,
to which Bir Hilton had no mere right
than Mr. Joyee, the woodeatter, or any
villager in Friardale. But if trespassers
on that island could not be prosecuted,
they could-—if they belonged to Grey-
friops—be reported to their headmaster
and flogged! "The island was out of

THE MAGNE.

school bounds, and Sir Hilten was & Squinty almost gasned.

overnor of the school.

Bur before they conld Lo reported,
they bad to be identified, Bir Hilton had
only scen one of them, so far. e had
to sec the others, e was not disposed
to swimi across the arm of the river that
separated the island from the towpath.
Buat if he walked back to the Fopper
Court boathouse, which waz a consider-
ahble distance, it was very probable that
the voung rascals might take the alarm,
and clear off before ho could return—
uinidentified !

Ho the lord of Pﬂpgmr Clonrk snorted,
and HAashed his eyeglass up and down
the river, in the hope of seeing a boat
which would ferry him across.

He was in lueck.

A boat was coming down the siream.
with two rough-looking fellows pulling
at the oars, and a man with a patch
over ¢no eve sitting in the sterm, steer-
img  with one lLand, and rubbing a
brutse on his head with the other.

Sir Milton waved his stick to the
boat.

The three men in the boat stared at
him. They exchanged a quick plance
as they recopnized the t-nr?l af Popper
Court.

“Blow me tight ! wlizpered Squinty,
*It's "tm!”

“Tm, aml no error '™ agreed George.

“my, what pas Bl awoay for six
months I said Tred.

Squinty grinned.

With his single available eve, he
astared up and down tho river. Mo other
craft was in zight—nobody was to be
zeen on the wooded banks, excepting Sir
Hilton Popper.

And Sir Hillon was wavmg and
beckoning, So far from wishing to avoid
the threo men in the beat, be evidently
wanted them to come fo him

That snited Sguinty & Co. exactly.

- Had Sir Hilton been less angry and
prritated,  less  concentrated on the
subject of the trespassers on his island,
he might have regarded these rough
characters with suspicion.  Tle might
even have sezpected that they wers the
“gang "’ whoso leader ke had =ont to
hard labour.

But he did not think of that now—
and certainly it never crosscd his lofty
mind that Squinty & Co. had been
roaming up and down tho Sark that
day in the hope of seeing him—in the
hope, in fact, of fust sich a meeting as
was now happening. Y1l ¥ having been
landed 0 the “stone jug” Squinty &
("o. had decided to zeelt frosh graund
for their activities—but they had a
natural desire to “lbash * 8ir Hilton
before they lelt. For scveral days they
had been hanging about the neighbour-
hood of Popper Court, locking for a

chance to “bash ™ 3ir Hilton. Now he
was offering them the chance.
They pulled in to the bank. The lord

of Papper Court was asking for it: ond
Sguinty & Co were more than ready 10
hand him that for which ho asked.

" Here ! rapped Sir Hilton, * Pull in,

please 1™
“What - h o,
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rovais.

girl”  answered
Squinty, with a
wink of lis single

eye at  his eom-
rades. " Uonng,
gir 1"

The hour  ran

into the rushes,

“leasn forry
me acro:s to that
telandd 17 =and  Bar
Iltiton, pointing
withi lis stick, 1
will pay you for
tho service.®

the ibree vuffians had been propared
to juinp ashore, and set on the old
baronet an tho spot. But there were
Keepers in the wood--aml anyone might
have eome slong the towpath., It was
o risky business) Just as if Sir Ililton
wis  domg his best to mwake 1t easy
for thean, he had asked to be tuken
acrozs to the island!

Sguinty & Co. were only too willing
to oblige,

“That ihere isfand, siv** pasped
Squinty, scarcely belicving in his pood
ek, " Why, yes, sir, cert'nly, =irl
‘Appy to obhige, siv! Step in, sir 1™

Hquinty vacated tho stern =eat for
Sir Hilton. Tho old baronct szat down,
and the boat pushed off.

Grinning, tha threo ruffinns pulled
across to the island.

The boat’s noso bumped at o litilo

distance from the spot where the
Removo  boat was screcned by the
drooping willows, They did uol =ce
thay bout, or suspect that it was there.
S0 far as Squinty & Co knew, thero
was nobody on the island.
""Er¢ you are, sir! said Squinty,
holding on to a branch, and keeping
the boat steady for the lord of Popper
Court {0 step ashore.

Sir Hilton rose.

“Wait here for me!™ he rapped, and
he stepped on to the island.

To the further satisfection of the three
lroohigany, Sir Hilton tramped through
the trees, towards the centre of the
islamd. Squinty grinned almost sarcaztic
ally at his comrades.

Udevver see a covy asking fur i like
thiz "ere?” he inquired.

“ Mot "art 1" said (eorge.

Squinty tied up the beat, and they
stepped ashore. Hir Hilten had already
disappoared theough the treos.

“Foller on!® murmured  Squinty.
:' VWa'll god Im out of sirrint of his blink-
ing keepars, wat? Fair asking for it ¥
‘Iﬂeﬁguf for 121" chuelled Fred,
“Collar "im when I gives the word I
said Rgunty. “Get 'im down., And
you, treorge, you sil on us 'ead, whilos
we give him nuate.  3it on his 'cad, and
kﬂtf{p him from 'owhng, See? Might
Le blokes about to 'car him if he "owls.”

“ Leave it to mn 1" said George.

“This would make Bill “appy if Lo
knowel,™ said Squinty.,  “We'll tell "im
when he comes out of t]?;u stone jug. I wo
leave a "ole bone in 'Im it won't be my
fault! Asking for it, that old covey is!
Come on 1”

And the three vellians, grinning and
gripping their cudgels, !-r(){?lhmugh tho
thickets on the track of the lonl of
Popper Court,

THE RINTH CHAFTER,
Removites (o the Rescue!

1 2AY, you follows—'"

E " Quret 1 hussed Bol Choerry.

“There’s an
thimg——"

“Siwt up !

“In my negl——

Dob Cuherry clapped a handl over
Billy Duetes's mouth, Dunter gurgled,
nnd was siflent,

Footsteps wore closn at hand,

P'eoring  through the bramldes, the
jurors had a view of a tall, hany lizura
1 shooung clothes, and the glerm of an
ayveglass.

It was S Hilten Depper who was
commyg, ami they wers deeply thaukful
that taey hadd iaken eover.

Sgquinty & Uo. bad no lorrors for
themn. Bat o ceport to Dr. Locke meant
a “* whoppang ¥ all round fromn their head-
master for hreaking boundz.  'T'o which

ant or soino-
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they had o natural and strong objeciion.

Even Billy Bunter remained zilent as
ihe tall baron-t strode inte the {rgmu
space vound the big oak. The ant that
had erawled on to his fxt neck was lefi
to its antics. It was uncomfortable, but
it was not so bad as “six” from the
Ilead of Greyirars.

‘There was o loud snort from Sir
iil'on DPopper. Campors and camping
putlit had venished, but unaveidable
sipns had been left in the glade. There
wat o burnt patch, where the remnant
of tho fico sinouldered. The juniors had
not had time to stamp all the cmboers out,
There woera paper bags and other odds
and ends. Ouly too plainly theore had
Leen a picnie on this spot.  But the
pienickers had dissppeared.  And lhad
not Sir Hilton seen DBunter on ilwe
island ho might not have guessed that
they werg still in the olling. As 1t was,

hoe knew

“By gad! Young seoundrels!” The
old baronet's bark g:il on listening cars
only & few yvards from him. “Young
raseals | Lawiess young villains! Cood
Eud FJI

The lord of LPopper Court stared
round for the delinquents. Knowing
that they were on the island, he know,
of courso. that they bad hunted cover.
It would not take him long to root them
Gt

There were footsteps and a hl‘llﬁi!il:f
of foliape. and Sir Hilton spun round,
with a glittering eye behind his cyve-
plass,

*You—

He broke off Ho had cxpecled to
soo the sehonlboys, but what hie saw was
somethiong ginte different. e soow three
prinming rullians, with oeudgels in their
hands, closing: in on him under the big
brancles of the ozk,

¥
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Tle stared at them angrily. Sir Hilton
was rather slow on the uptake, and he
did not realise vet that e was “ for ™ 1k

“What do you want?  he snapped.
“1 told vou to wait for me. (o back to
yvour bhoat 1 do not want you here!”

“Ho dou't woant us ‘ere, mates, said
SBguinty., “But we want the old party,
wokl' :

“INor fart ! snid George.

And as the three cume at him, Sir
Hilton "opper realized ul lust what was
booked o happen.  He stepped bacl,
grasping his stich.

“Good gad! What—— Stand baclz 1
he exelaimed.

“MNot Cerf!™ said Squmiy. “You'ro
the old covey what sent Bill up for six
montas, vou are! We're Bill's pals. we
are! HBea? We wuz looking round,
‘oping 1o meet you, old covey, when you

so kindly wailked into our ‘ands like
this "erec! Now we got you "
“Good panted  SBir Hilion.

ad 1*
i &MUmiru]E! If you dore—"

“I1f woe leave & ole bone in you, old
covev, I'll eat thas Cove <trel 1M sail
Sguinly, with a ferocious leer. ™ Pinch
un, mates "

Qir Hilton flourished his stick as the
three jumped at hime It was Enocked
foom lus Linnd by Squinty's ewdgel, and
flew jrte o thickel, narrowiv missng
Lob Chevey's bead as it bondid there.

The next woment S (hion Popprer
was i the prasp of Squinty. This foot
canght m o2 root. aid he aaggrered bk
amd wenl down  Jguinty crushed han
tnto L grisa.

* Mow, then,
Byuinty,

Ani Cieargn, as per programme, it
an the Laronet’s heaed, omnning, (o pn
him down and keep him aoeet, whole
Rguini: and Fred grasped ther cudgels.

Yore, George ! panled

Whether by seculemt or not, Bob
Cherty's oar ¢rshed Into the water
near the Fourth Foim boat, sending
up quite & warer-spoul. There was
a frantic yell from Ceeil Reginald
Temple, His elegant trousers wers
drenched. ** Oh gad ! he gasped.
** Y ou—~-you—you---you—— Oh gad ]
You—you——"" He lairly spluttered
with fury.

Huarry Wharten & Co., from thoe
thuek s, had  watehed  that  starthng
seene i wide-eyed mmazement. Tnoy
weese talien n. much by swprise as tho
old baronct, by the procecdings of
Squinty and George and Fred.  DBut
they reali-cd that the lord of Popper
Court was in actunl danger, that tho
runfliazns intendod to ** beat oum up ™ with
a reckless disregard to the damage thny
did, in revenge for the sentence passed
o their wesocinte.  Keen as they woerd
to keop theis presonce on the island o
seceet, the Greyiriars fellows wero not
likely to Inok on wlly while sueb an
outrage procecdod.

There was to love lost botween tho
heroes of the Hewove and Sir IThion
I'opper But to let Sgquney & Co. get
on with it wasz unpo=sible.

TiWe've prol to ol
whispercd Havey YWharton,

Y ou Lwn ! osaad Bob, and be grasped
tho baron’s suek, which had dropped
within his reach.

“Clome on'" sand Johnny DBull, be-
tween s teetl,

you ment”

“En  avant!® chirruped Nap.
“Allons ™ ; _
And  the Pamowss Five and  their

Freuch ally ensbied frome the thickeis into
the glade with o stnddeuness Lhat guite
gy Fprised Sguinty & o, who had never
dreqamed tliao there woere specltators 1o
the zcone,

They woere only just in bone, far in

anetler  mntent two brote]  cudgels
wentld hnve deseonded on the t_:u'-lfri:wsa
Tcrmaed, with serions resialbls o ls bony

ETITLEES
'.-141|[i||l_1,',1. cudeel was :H'llln“}' CONLing
dovwn whno Bole Cherey lamded o blow
with lis «rieh aernss the ruifian’s arvm,
(F e poredd wn pepge 100)
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and Squinty yelled 1 surprise and rage,
and lus ewips, fortunately, missed Hir
Hilton.

The ether feilows had no weapons, bat
they rushed right at the enemy nund
grappled with them., They were et close
quarters in the twinkling of an eye,
talking the roughs quito by surprise.
And George was dragged off Sir Hilrton's
head ond Fred was drag ovoar in
the prass almost before they knew what
wias happening.

Wharton and MNuagent had hold of
TFred, Joonny Bull and Hurrep Sinai
grappled with George, and they all weint
it Bl grass torether, strugeliog,

Squinty, yellmg, broaodished  his
cidgel and spun round on Dob, swha
honciiea tue barenct’'s stick well, vl
meg off funous buows,

But  the combar was anegoal 10l
Napobeon Dupont weighed in. Nop had
the cooking-pot m his hand, awd Le
lrled 1t ar the one-eyed ruilian with
demdly atm,

It crasned on tho stubbly chin, sond-
e Sguinty staggering backwards, and
he fell crashing in the grase,

DBetore he cowld struggle up, Dob,
with a flymng leap, landed on his chest,
planting  tie knees there and pinning
hnn down,

He graspoed Lite culfian's wrist and kept
the cungel off, and yolled to Napoleon.
But Nap did not need calling, He was
on Sguinty with the spring of a cat
Of & mouse, and the codgel was wranclnd
awny., LThoe French junior whirled it
np in botn hands, und brought it down
on Sguinty's head,

" Whoooop ! reared the hapliss
rullian. Squinty had already had soige
hard knocks that day, but this was tho
hardest knock of all.

Up went twe cudgel again in the
cxeited Geul's hands,

“Hold on!” ga-ped Dol Choryy.
“Don't bram hun, Nap, old bean !

“Ow! Keep orf!” rearcd Squinty, in
anguish. "1 gives in! Don't you crack
a covey's 'cad! My eyel Keop orf [

S8ir Hilton Popper had sat up, and Le
was staring at the scone like a man 1n a
dream,.  He groped Fesbly for his cae
elass, jamimed 1L ko his eye, aod starcid.
He paspod and gurgled for brostly, his
head swimming., He was able 1o givo
no aid. DBut the Greyiriars fellows did
not need assistange.  Thoy had  the
cnemy down, ard were keeping L
down. Like Cesar of old, they huod
come, and scon, and conquered.

Thore wns a8 rusthng sound i the
thickets 1 grew fomter in the distonee,
Lilly Bunter had not rushed on with L
rest,  Billy Dunter was rushing o the

olirer direction. But nobody Beoood
]il! nter o roememhered bt fal
S R T L

“Good gad ™ gpluttered Sir Ihiio:.

Te slaggered to s feet,

“apod gad ™ be repeated. T Yoo—
von—yoi boys ! Grogfriars boys ! Tlas
cally trespassera! Good gad! Siee.on

Toe AlaGgxrer Linpany.—=DNo. 1 7700

themy 1 Hold them fast! Don't let them

go! What? What? Good gad!”™
“We've got 'em, sir 1" said Bob.
“The gotfulness ig=—"
“ Preposterous 1 chuckled Bobh.
“They--they dared to attack me!”
gasped Sir Hilton, “Me! Glood gad!
I might have been—I1 should have been
severcly injured—but for you boys—

their intention was to injure me—good
gad—hold them—seoure them 1"

He gasped and gasped  Most of tho
lordly wind had been knocked aut of the
lovd of *opper Court, and it was slow o

come back.

Sguinty  and George and Fred
@trugglmi, But with two juniors grasp-
ing each of them, and their cudgels torn
away, they had their hands full-—mnore
than full! The revengefu! ruffians wera
not thinking of vengeance on the lord
of Poppoer Court now ! They were
thinking only of getung away.

“Hold them!' pasped Sir Hilton.
“1=I will summon my kecpers—they
shall be token into custody—they shall
go to prison, by gad—"

The happy prospect indicated by the
Lbaronet’s worda seemed Lo inspire the
three ruitinns with renewed cnergy, Thoey
struggled desperately, and two Lo one os
the juniars woere, tlm;,; haed hard work ta
hold the enemy. George jammod an
clhow into lorree Siogh's ribs, and the
nabob gusped and relaxed his grip—
and Cieorge hurled off Johnny Buoll and
acepmbled wp,  He bolted like oo oralhil
through the ihickes,

Frod sernmbled op, withh Wharton and
Nuogent chuging to him like catz. He
tore hinaclf loose with desperate cfforis
and bounded away,

But there was no ehanco for Sguinty
Az ho  struggled, Napolesn Tul:dizd
another swipe; and the one-eyed cuffinn
howled and pave in—in earnest this
time ' A splazhing was heard as George
and Fred pushed off their boat in hot
haste and fled—leaving their comrade
m the bhands of the cnemy. Bguinty's
game wus up The whole party of
Juniors gathered round him, and moro
hunds were laid on him than Sgquinty
could count,

*Secure him!” boomed Sir Hitton,

“We've pot this rotter, anyvhow!™
gasped Bob., "Tie his paws, you men,
snd keep him safe”

Squinty’s neckeloth was jerked off,
and his " paws * tied with if. Then ho
was allowed to rise to his feet, gasping
and gurgling.

Sir Hilton eyed bim grimly,

“Take him away 1" he rapped,
have a boat here, I presumo—!
Hom! Yes, sir!™
Fake him to i !”

“March, old bean,” sa1d Dob, taking
Sguinty by one nem ;. and the ruflian was
marched down to the Greylfriars boat.
Siv Thlton Popper followed, siill panting.

“"Halla, halle, halle! ronred Dob
Cherey, as they ecome in sight of the
boat. *Hold on! Step, vou fot funk i
My hat! Stopt1”

Billy Bunter was in the bhoat, Flo had
cast off the pawmter, and shoved the boot
aut frowm  its lehing-place under 1he
willows. He had an oar in hiz [zt hands
and was about to shove ofl the wsiand.
He blinked round through  his  bix
SEMeCl Ao,

(bt You fellows!™ he guzped, “1—
I—1 waen't gomg-—-"7"

“Bring that  boat  Dacl,
villasn ! roared Johnny Buoll

guspedl Buntier.

:" You

you fak

11 wasn't gomg !
“I=1 was only gomng for=—for Liclp! I—1
shoneht von—vou'sl want  help——"

fharry Wherton prasped the Loat and
ct.':lgm-d ionr=-rad hoer 1w ﬁu:hl.'_-r||_'_|,-' for
Bunter, who roltercd. pussed b Teot-
mer, amd sar down, Ths boat rockod oz
e fnmeded.
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Tygrooh! DBeazt! Wow ™
“Ha, ha, hat”
“Ow! 1 say, you fellows—— Wow!"

squeaked Lunter. “1 say——  Owl

Boasts!” ]

Bguinty was pushed inie the bhoat.
Billy Bunter s?lmrmcﬂ as far away from
him as tble. He did not like
Sl‘!- y's looks at close quarters

“Take me aeross to the bank”
rapped Sir Hilton. I will see this
scoundrel handed over to the police !

He sat in the boat, and the juniors
followed, The Remove boat was fairly
well erowded, as Harry Wharton & Co.
pushed across to tho towpath. Thero
Bquinty was shoved out, and the baronct
followed him on shore.

“Anything more wo can do. siri*
asked Harry Wharton meckly., So far,
Sir Hilton's attention had been taken up
by Squinty & Co., and he seamed Lo have
forgotten the dire offences of  the
trespassers on whose account he had
gone aeross to the island. The juniors
hr.'r}‘.mri that he would po on forgetting |

Eh! What? No! I will sce this
man safely disposed of ! You may go!
But——" " Bir Hilton glared at tho

juniors through his eyegluss. “ You wero
trospassing on my islond ! What 3%

“Hem !

“0h, really, sir!”’ pasped Dunter.
! T wasn't trespassing, sir! jusk
wont there—to—to—to tell these fellows
how very wrong it iz to Lrospass, sir——
Ow! Wow! Leave off kicking me, Bob
Cherry, yvou beasg ™

“I shall eall gt Greviviars!” rapped
e ilton Popper. ™ For the present,
you tnay go !

And the lord of Popper Court marched
Sguinty away np the towpath, and took
no further notice of ihe exisicnes of tho
juniors,

They looked at ana another.

“Well, my hat !™ said Boh, with a dee
breath. “We got him owt of an pwin
serape—and he's going to call at Grey-
frinrs! 1Is that the opper brand of
gratituds ¥

“The esteomed old bean might forgive
our absurd selves in the ridiculouws cir-
cumstances,” remarked Hurree Jamsct
Fam Singh.

“Catel him ' growled Jobuny Tull,
“laols get off ! This means a Flead's
whopping all round! Brer-p-r!”

“1 szay, you fellows——"

“*0h, shut up, Bunter!”

The juniors puzhed the boat off, io
row down the river home, They were
uot fecling bucked. Al of them dusty,
dishevelled, and more or less damaged
alter the stroggle with the gang of
footpads, They had saved the lord of
Poapper Court from serious injury [ven
sar i[iliun might hove been expected, n
the eircumstances, to lot the matter dreap,
Dut it seemcd that he was not thinking
of letting it drop

Bunter Minked at the boat's erew.

“ Look bere, you {ollows, 1 had nothin
iz do with it? | expect -ou to to
Cheeleh 20! I we go up to the [lead,
1 expect you to say——  Yarooonaop '™

An par clumped Dunter, and be wonnd
up wilh a ;n-.f!. After which, the {at
Crwl remainea wrathfully silent as the
Luab palled home to Greyiriars.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Unexipecred !

114 OO hintle dears!™ seid Skinner,
P HSkinner scemod amused.
Bkinner was one af those
aopeenble fellows who conld
slways find snmethimge omusing in the
restaforbomes of olhers,
Hevry Wherton & Co. did not ficd the
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Bituation amusing, Neither did Nape-
leon Duponi! Sull less did Dilly
Bunter.

Most of ihe Demove follows were in
tha Rag after tea; and had heard what
had happened on Popper's Istand that
afterncon.  Bkimmer & Co. found it
amusiag ; but most of the fellows were
si:mpat etic and indignant. Now, from
the window of the Llag, tho tall, baony
figure of Bir Hiltom Popper was seen,
stricling towards the [louso from the
gates. The eculprits had hoped against
hope, ag it wore—that on second thoughts
the lord of Popper Court would let the
matter drop. DBut that hopo was
knocked on the liead by the appearance
of the irascible old gentlemian at the
school.

Really, they had done Sir Hilton a
congiderable sorvico. Really, he might
hiave called it guits! But here he was!

“ Bother him1” growled Bob Cherry.

"You're for it!*" remerked tho

ARE TRIAL MATCHES WORTH
THE WHILE?

HE big events of the football sezzon

T aro heing worked off ono by one.

Immediately altor the semi-finnls

for the LEnglish Cup there ia an

Internationol Trial match at Portsmouth.

And that Trial match, of course, is by way

of preparation for the last Intermational

game of the season—3cotland ¢. England,

at Hampden Park, Glasgow. This Inter-

natipnal game, by the way, falls this year

on April let, and as 8 eide-linu it will bo

interestine to note for which side this i3
really “ All Fool’s day.”

One of my readers asks mio the rather
pointed question as to whother I think
Trial motchez, as proliminaries to Inter-
national paines, serve any uselul purpose 1
I[n trying to answer that guestion I would
not go quite so far as to put in & complete
negative. I think certaim things ean be
lenent from Trial matches, but whether
the selectors ever learn fromn them s
much oas they hopo to do is another matter.

Ono of tho possiblo advaniages of a
Trinl moteh iz that cortain players,
gathered together from different clubs,
got to know something of each other's
ileas in the toctical sense.  Tho experience
of playing tozether should he helpful, but
tho big dilliculty is to got what might bo
called the renl matoh atmoesphore mto o
T'rial game.

The attilude of many of the players
i# somcthing on thesc lines: We
miust not treat the gane as if it were
o League confest or a Cuplic,
but rather should we fry to show
what scictlific foolballers we are.

Men who look on tha Trial matches in
thiz light do not put the same physical
effort into theie play ; the tackling is not
g0 vigorows, or o quiek, with tho reault
that cortain plavers look bettor, in a
‘Irin pame, than they appear when the
play in a mateh in which every man ia all
out.

THAT FRIENDLY FEELING !

NE of the biz mistakes which
0 the  selectors of Trial mateh
teams hove made in the past—
and which I da hope they won't
make onin—ia to put two playera from
the sanie tcam in opposition to vach other.
Suppose a winz half i3 opposcd to a
wing torward froms the same side. Yoo
con't expeet that winz half to pat quite
tha same amount of vime mio his work to
stop u eollenzne as he mapht put b asked
to stop o comparative sirangen
In thiz conneetion T may tell o story of a
vaso which [ konow to bo Lo, Somp timo
azo o fomous half-back who had played

Boundor. “You wero rathier aszses io
show up! Fou should have let old
Popper fake what was uﬂmhlg to him '™
“How could wa?™ gronted Whaiton.
“Those brules were going to heat lum
up—damage the old dulfer o

“The damage wonld have Deen
terribic '

“Well, that was his look-out ! eaid
Vernon-Smith, shrugeing his shoulders.
“He doesn't seem frightiully grateful.”

“Blow him!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter !

“1 fancy it's all right, you men,” said
Lord Mauleverer. *0Old Popper’s a bit
of n peppery old bird! But he can’t

t you whopped for trespessing on his
#ﬂlly old island, when you eaved him
rom being whopped himsell”

“What's he here for, then, futhead ¥
said Nugent.
“Y give that ove up—bnt believe me,
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lw's not on ithe warpath!” declared
Mauly. “It wouldn't be decent.”

“Cateh old Popper boin' decont !
grinned Skinner.  “Best thing you
fellowa can do 13 to pack somo exorciee-
books in your bags ™

“And pack ‘em thick P said ESnoop,
Y Queleh hates being worried by old
Popper, and bhe will take it out of you.™

“1 say, you fellows, I'm not going to
be whopped by Quelch, or tho [lead,

ause of you!” roared Billy Bunter.
“ ¥ wasn't thero—"

“What?"

“I mean, I never went with you—yon,
ngver askoed me to the pienio—you jolly
well know  vou dido’t—so—so  practis
cally, T wasn't thero—it comes to the
same thing | I you fellows tell Quolch
I wasn't there, it will bo all right! I
dare say old FPopper never uoliecd

Hig—
{Continued on next page.)

YOUR SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE,

Come on, you footer Tans, shoot your Booccer
c'o the MAGNET, The Flestway House, Farringdon Sirest, London, E.C 4.
The more intricate the problem the better he likes I}

many times for England, was picked for a
Trial match to play azainet o club col-
league of his who had not been capped.
The half-back, kpowing how anxious
hia pal was to be choscn for an Inter-
pational  poine, allowed his  club.omate
plenty of scope. Deing allowed that
scope, the wing man was very prowinent
in the Trial Foine.

He was duly choesen 1o play fov
England on the strength af the Trial
matck, byt meeting much more
werions opposiltion, he waos a failbre.

Every footballer worthy of hia salt
aspites to play  for Enzland egzainst
Scotland, for it is an hooour regarded by
footballers as seeond only to ‘being oun
the winning side in & Cup Finol, Therc
aro some very intoresting and little-known
facts about the * rowards " which are given
to players who do play for their countries
which I should like to pass on.

In the first plorce, the monetary roward
for an International player is &6, and
that, of ecourse, is o nice Lttle addition
to the week's wapes, Then tho ph:.;cl'e.
plzo pet o shirt ziven to thom with the
pmblema of the ecuntry for swwhich they
play woven into it.

STRANGE, BUT TRUE !

N one sense  pgoalkecpess aro  tho
H luckicst people who play in on
Internations] motel. They not

only pet an ordiancy shict like the
othor prayoers, but they also got a eweatern
Then, of conrae, it ia literally true to say
that a player wheo plays for his country s
“ eapped,” beenuse he doca got 8 cap om
alilition to the other mwavds. How
many of you have scen an Intornational
eap ¥ Very tew, I fancy. These eaps are
nobt worn on tho fichl, and they are nat
even presentod to tho players imnnediately
alter cach International mom,

uaries in to ** Linsaman,'

What happens is that when the
qame has been plaged eack playey
ftells the wvespownsible official the
sive of the cap he twants, and in dueo
course the cap reachces it through
the post.

In duo courso, alzo, it §s put away into o
drawer—aoa a rule—and is only brought
out on ram oceasions when the “ relieg '
arc chown to friends.

Every time a player turng oot fur Eng.
land in an Intomnatioual match he gots
one of these capa. In this rezpect Lo iz
moro fortunate than tho playors of Ireland
and Wales, for these countriea only give
one eap to one player in cach scason,
That is to say that & playor who repre-
gepnts Ireland or Walos throo timea in a
scagon only reccivea one cup. 'The caps
for the England players diffcr according
to the countries agoinst which they play.
There is a purple velvot cap for playing
against Scotland, o red cap for the mateh
againgt Wales, and a whrte cap for the
gamo against [melond.  On the peak of
eaclh cap the your is ombroiderad in gold,

Medals are often given to the players.
too. During his playing cerecr Charlie
Buchan gained many mementocs, Lt he
now has only one medal left, and il
story of thia one medal » & strange one,
Soon after he had finished playing,
Luchon lent bis football trophies to o
fricnd for o chop-window exlibition.
While theso trophivz were in the shop
window tho whole colleclion was stolen,
and none of thmn have over becn t}'uccd‘
‘Fhore was juat one which Buchen did not
lond to bia friend., Jt was o medal ziven
1o him after ho had played fer Englard
arninst Heothind, althouzgh on the hack
af it aro the worda * rescrve player.” In
bamling out the medals o misteke wos
meaede, aud the owe piven fo Hl!"t'll:u!,
who actually playoed, was the one which
shguld have been given 1o thoe neservo mai.

“LINESMAN"

o Magxer Linnay.—No, 1,20,
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“I'l bet he never moticed you in the
gcrap "' chuckled S3mithy.

“Ha, ha, hal?

1 say, you lellows, do the decent
tling.” urged Bunier earnestly. * All of
vou swear that 1 wasn't there at all,
and 1t will bo all sight lor me™

Evadently tnae wus ine ooy cetail that
worricd DBuner. It did not mattcr
whether 1t wos all oight for anybody
else.

Wibley of the Remove strolled intlo
the Rag,

“1 say, old Poppor's just pone inlo
Quelel’s study,” ho said.” “ls anything
up !

“¥Yes, rether!™ chuckled BSkinner.
“These piddy heroes are up—for whop-
pings!  Foor dearsl”

“Ho he's gone to Queleb ¥ said arry
Whurten, “I'd rather he'd gonn to the
Ilead ! Clueleh hasn's got over that rag
on Alussoo yesterday |’

“1t never rams buot it pours,” said
Bob Clerry dismally, *Wao haven't
heard yet about those jolly old further
steps thot Queleh was going o take!
Mossoo yesterday—and Popper to-day |
Queleh will be fnighfully waxy !

“The waxfulness will bo preposter
szI*]' groaned FHurres Jamset Iiam

ingl,

“1 =av, you follows—"

“Ehut up, Bunter ™™ roarcd Baoh,

“"But as really wasn't thero—-at
least, practically wasn't there—you'en
bound to own up that I was=n't thove (™
velled Bunter. “T think I have o right
io nsk vou féllows to tell the truth 1

“The truthl Oh, my hat ¥

“Hn, ha, hal”

“If you all say the same, Quelch is
bound to teke your word,” argued
Bunters -*Ile might not take mine—
he's doubted my word before, as yon
know ! But if all you fellows swogr—="

“Well, you'ra enocuzh to make a follow
swear, oud no misteko!” said  Bob.,
“But I'll liek you instead.”™

“Yaroooh 1"

“Oh crikey!
groanvid Nugont.

Wlngr:r.tﬂ- of tho Bixth looked into the
Raz. The chums of the Removoe could
guess what he wanted.

“Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, FPull,
Hurree Singh, Dupont—Quelch's study 17
said the Greyfriars captzin,

“Not mo " gasped Dunicr.

" Yol Qu-ﬁch didn’t mention vou,”
snid Wingate, staring at the fat Owl.
“I'opper’s there—I suppose somo of Yot
Young sweeps have been trespassing, If
you vero there, too. Buntor—»

“0Oh. no!” gasped Bunter, sorry ihat
he had spoken ™ Not at all, Wingaie!
I wasn't there—1 was in my study at
the time. I—1 was doing lines. you
kbow—1 had some lines for Mos-oo.
I was in my study doing linee il tha
fime I wes on the island—T moean all
the timo I wasn’t on the island—"

“You'd baotter shut up. vou younw
ass!” eaid Wingate.,  “Qualeh didn't
mention youl The others are (o go at
once !

Amd Wiegaile left the Rag, much fo
Bunter's velief. Harry Wharion & Co.,
with plum lecks, marched to (ha oo,
follovisl by Nap, DBilly Buoicr rollcd
after them anxiously.

“Ilalle hallo. hallo! Coming $™* z23ked
Tioh.

“Mo fearl I—1I say, vou fnllows, don't
mention mae whila you're with Quelely 1
gasped  Duntor  “That’s  vathor i
porant, you know ' Tf vou mention me,
old Moppor might muke out 1hat I was
there with youo—— OQw! Legro my car,
you Dt

Dol Uherry pave o Bieftv pull at tha

Tre Macwor Luspany.—Ive. 1,300,

Here's Wingate !

fut ear before Le let # go. Then ho
followed his comrades to the deor, Ieav-
g tho fane Owl velling.

“Don't forgit to pack 1o thoso
pxercise-books 1™ called out Skinner.

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
them now 1” romarked Wibley, who was
abwayzs ready with a Shakespoarcan
yuotation.

Unheeding, the siv juniors left the
Lag end repaired to Mr. Quelch’s study,
They were fecling soro and angry and
imdignant, almost disposed to wish that
they had left the lord of Popper Court
to lus fatc—hut not quite, Leaving an
clderly man to be beaten up by & gang
of roughs was an impossible thing., Still,
it was rather bard to bo *“whoppoed
themselves as a eonsequence of lLaving
piven lim the aid he sorely needed.
hey were not fecling amiablo towards
tho lord of Popper Court sz thoy filed
o the Fore maser’s study.

Mr. Quelch was sitting ot hiz writing-
inble: Sir Jilton Popper was standing
breside it, s1if as a ramrod, His cveglasa
plittered ab the six delinquents as they
camms .

“These aro thoe boys!” barked Bir
ITilten. “1I know the names of five of
them—and the other was a foreign boy.”
He glared at Napoleon Dupant. *1
recognise hitm | Thero was another--a
very fat boy—but he had nothing to do
with it—pever mind himn 1™

*Wharton I said Mr. Queleh. *It
ATIIPAYS s

“Yer, sin,” =aid Harry, “Wo wero
{licre—we own up, sir!”

Mr, Queleh vased his oyebrows.

“¥ou own up i he repeated.  #1 {ail
to understand you, Wharton, Thore is

no question of owning up, as you call if,
when Bir Hilton Popper has called to
inform me of the very great scrviee you
rendered him——"
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“And to thank vou personally—-*"

“Wha-a-ut "

“(h, my hat!™ ciaculated Dol Cherry
inveluntarily,

Me. Queleh stared at the six. Then he
smiled. Ile could read in their faces
that they haed not cxpected this—that
they had, in fact, cxpected something
quile different,

“It appears,” said the Remove master,
“thet some ruflanly characters attacked
Sir 1ilton thits afierncon, and that you
Lovs very coutagcously camia to his
aasist ange—""

CORY gasped Wharton,

“Bir  IHilton natwrally  desives o
acknowledpo this serviece—"

“Oh ! murmered Nugent.

Hix faces brightencd up  at  onee.

Fvidently it was not a complaint and a
report frem the lord of Popper Court
=it wn? nct 0 whopping, Manly had
been vight, after allf

Y Cevininiy I boormncd 8ir Hilton, #1
felt iz wmy dwy to acquaint your Form
master with xour very galiant conduct
—worthy of the best traditions of my
old school 1"

“Oh erikey ' cosped Johnny Roll.

“You saved me” purmied Sir Hilton,
“Irom serious injury, The vuflian now
inn epstody bhas  confessed—-indecd,
poastad—that it was his fntention Lo in-
ftict serious personal injury vpon me, in
revense for his nzsociate being scut to
Frissit, I'vem this vea boys saved me—
and I am SOITY to s thal you appear
fo have sostained soree slight injuries
yourselves——"
"'ﬂ':'., at's  nmotione, s ™
SNugent, rubbicg o swollen nose.

“And [ desire™ bomned Sir ITiton,
“to boiaw seme roward &

ITad I8%Ne Dunter begn present, un-
contdediy S Iiltes's desite weuld

said
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Lave been igra.t:'u‘.im‘l on the apot. Buntor,

later on, felt inchued to kick himself.
Dut, fortunately, Buuter was not
prosent, )
“Oh, no, sir!” cxclaimed Hlarry.
Mais non, cortainement non {7 snid

Napoleon.  “Pus du tout, monsiour !
Qublicx tout cula, je vous pric, won-
sler.™

. “Eh, what—what? BMr, ngmk-h, it
12 my desire to roward these boys——"

*Your approbation, sir, is a sullicient
reward for these boys of wmy Form!1”
said the Remove master.

“Uh, quite, sirl” said Bob Cherry,
tryung to look as if ha valued Sir
Hiltan's approbation far above rubies.

*“I will not press the point,” suid Sir
Hiltonr.  “XNovertneless, 1  desire, 1
mgizt, upon moking some acknowledg-
ment. I have received a great scrviee,
gir—a vory great serviee! 1 am proud
of these boys who belong 1o my old
school!  They are splendid lads, sie—
splendid [

Harry Wharton & Co.
thought very highly of 8ir Hilton
Popper. But they began to think now
that he was, at least, o pgentleman of
very good judgment,

“Something in the nature of a
reward,” insisted Sir Hilton, “What do
you say, sir, to a prize—a prizo for
which the bovs of the Form o which
these lads beiorg may competo—"

Mr. Queleh locked approving at once.

“That, sir, i3 a suggestion I can
readily accept!” he oxclaimed. “In
fact, the suggestion is most opportuns
m conoection with a matter Ip already
had in mind—*

* Bxcellent, sir I said Sir Hilton. A
prize, lot us say., of a five-.pound note,
open to the whole Form—*

“T will ;;Iarl*; disenss the matter with
you. su,” eaid the Demeve mastes
cordially.

And lic signed to the juniors to leavo
the study, which they premptly did,
leaving Sir Hilton and Mr. Queleh to
their discussion.

In the passage they looked ot one
another, and griuned.

“Not a bad old bean!” murmured
Bob.,

“The badfulness of the esteemed old
hean is not terrifie,” agreed Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“We're weoll out of it, anyhow 1" said
Harry.

And his chums agreod that they were,
and they walked back to the Rag to toll
the good news in very cheery spirits.

Lad nover

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Two Birds with One Stone !

HERI wos eonsiderable oxpocta-
E tior. the following day in the
Greyiriars Remova.

A prize was naturally rather
interesting, and especially a cash prize!
Cash was alwars useful. Fellows hike
Lord Mauleveror and Bmithy had plenty
of that vseful articla, but most of the
follows covld alwarys find uses for a little
extra cash

It was agreed in the Remove that
“0ld Popper,” with all his faults, was
not a bad old bean Leit to Quelch, the

riza woutld probably have tsken tho
orm of o now Latin dictionary, or a
volum- o Horace’s Odes, or even a
Gresk lexicon! Ohd Popper, evidently,
had common scnsa.

Skinner romarked that he might have
Eut up more thon o fiver, but it was like

kinner to look 4 pgift-horse in the
mouth. Tivers were not 50 common as
blach:borries in the Lower Tourthi: fow
feliows lad thow, in. fact. And 8ig
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The boats crashed fogether, and Squinly grasped the genwale of the Remove boat to clamber on board.

“ Qocooooch 1

There was a fearful yell from Squinty as Bob brought his boathook down on the ruffian’s head.

Crack |
At

the same moment, Wharlon fended off with his oar ]

Hillon, tlhough an extensive landowner,
was not rceally rich. Most of his rent-
roll went ro pay tho intercst on mort-
?'Elft-s. and the rest in income-tax. Most
ellows considered that it was quite
handsoime of Sir Hilton to put up a
fiver as a special prize for the Remove.

Thoe really interesting question wis-—
what form would the competition tako?

# Semething in the athletio line, 1
hope,”’ satd Bolb Cherry.

“1 haope so,” apgrecd Billy Bunter.

“0h, my hat!l” gasped Bob., “You
hopn =0, old fat bean, do you 7

“Well, yes, rather!” said Buanter.
“That's where I como in rather strong,
yvou know. In faet, 1'm rather a2 demon
at i

A statement which added considerably
{o the gaicty of the Remaove.

Dob Cherry rather hoped {hat i
would be boxing. MNugent favourved
running, heing good  at  sprinmting.
Sevoral fellows liked tho 1dea of awim-
wiing,  Mark Linley would have been
glad f it was Greek, Bunter, un-
doubledly would have ,;I::mps:d with joy
had the eompelition taken the form of
cating—and m that line there was no
doubt that Dunter wonld have beaten

all comors. But  that, alas, was
imli_::rc:bublm .
The fact was that that competition

was not likely fo take an athletic form.
Quelehy’s mind ran rather to brain than
to body. Ten to one. the Bounder de-
clared. it would be o Latin paper.

The Removites could not 1-r.~][]'_| feeting
that Smithy was very likely night. 1In
whicl eaze, interest in the Popper Prize
was cortain to diminilt vory eonsider-
abily.

Bozing, swimming, running, jnmping,
rowing—all had their adherents. Buab
bardly o mman was cnihuosissiic about

Latin. "Swotting "' appealed to very
fow fellows in the ﬁcnmw.

Many fellows kept an eyo on the
notice-board during the day, hoping to
seo a paper there from Quelch, But the
Hemove mester seemed to be taking his
timo to consider the maticr

Howsoever it turned out, there was
ona aspect of the matter that pleased
afl partieas. With thas affair on his
mind, very hkely Quelch would forget
about those " further steps '" he had pro-
mised to take after the rag in  the
Frewch class,

Nothiug had.been hicard so far abouf
those further steps, and the Remove, of
courzo, did not want to licar anything
about them,

Indeed, Bolsover major and Skinner
and some othor choice spirits were plan-
ning another * rag ™ for the next French
elass, which they hoped would make
'fl.l::-nsi-_-ur Charpentier  fairly tear his
LRLF.

Nalsover knew o ral-catcher at Frar-
date, aud from ihat valeeble acgnaint-
ance he was poing to get a supply of
rats, to bo surreptitiously introduced
into the French muaster's desk,

This, quite a lot of [cllows thought,
would make the French lesson nmuch
more Iintercsting  than Messco could
poszibly have mads it by Liz own nn-
aided offorts,

Reallw, tr waz mutie time for Queleh
in  take thoso “fuvther steps ™  of
Massno's life at Creeyiriars was o be
warth living ! .

A vumour sproad 1o the Bomove that
Quelel was going to make somo an-
nouneerent about  fhe Popper Prizo
after clizss. 8o, for coce, the Rowove
wels aot anxious to bolt out of the
Fornprroom the moneent lessoits wero
aver.

When tho time for dismissal come all
cyves turned on Mr., Quelch, and as he
did not dismiss them the juniors realised
that something was coming, so thoy
were all attention.

“BMy boys,” said Mr. Quolch, *most
of yvou are awnre that Hir Hilton
Popper, o governor of tho school, has
offered a special prize to be competed
for by this Form. The prizo is a cash
one, and Sir Hilton has placed o five-

ound DBank of Enpland note in my
winds for the purpose.”

“Ilear, lear 1" murmured Bol Cherry.

*1 have given o considerable amount:
of thought to the matter,”” continund
Me. Quelel, "and have deecided the

form that the competition will take.”
There waa a murmur of deep interest.

“ At the same time, I must touch upon
another matter. On Tucsday, in the
Yreneh class, there was o disgraceiol
disturbanco.”

“Oh, rot 1" owrmared the Dounder—
not Joud enough Tor Mr, Quclch to hear.
“Cut it out, old bean [

Alany fellows wondered why Mr.
Queleh was dealing with tho two matters
together, They soon discovered |

*1 have on seversl oveasions received
sorious  camplaints  [rom  Monsicur
Charpentier,”  went on Mr. Quelch,
“And T may tell you also that the
headmaster has referred te the subjeck
of disorder in e IFrench sels. Thas
st ¢ease 1

Belsover  major grunted.  Queleh
cvidently was coming to thoso ™ further
steps,”” and Holsover realised ihat he
wonld bave to eencel that onlor to the
Friardale rat-catcher, after all

Tog Maoner Lispant.~INo. 1,309,
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“#As I mentionrd at the time,'” re-
sumed Mr. Quelch, I intended to con-
sider what further steps to take in the
matter. I have now decided.”

There was a pause. .

“ Disorder in the I'rench class, inatten-
tion to the very valuable instructions of
Monsieur Charpentier, may have very
serionus results.  Monsieur Charpentier
is not satisfied and I am not satisfied
with the progress of this Form in the
{'rench language "

Some of the juniors suppressed yawna.
"This was not what thev had exzpected,
and Quelch was beginning to bore them.

Regardless of the fact that he was
heginning to bore his Form, llcnry
samue] Quelch bargped on. )

“1 have, therefore, decided to require
evers boy in my Form to write a Fronch
ezzay. The maximum number of marks
will be one hundred. BSir Hilton
Popper’s prize will be awarded to the
Loy producing the best ecssay. In the
event of only one boy attaining the
maxitnum number of marks the prize
will be awarded to hun. In the cvent
of wmore than one compeiitor attaining
ihe maximum number the prize will be
divided.” , _

“And the Editor's decision will be
final, and no correspondence can be
ertered into ' murmured the Bounder—
a remark that ecaused a chuckle to
Lreal: from the fellows near Smithy.

Tie chuckle died away at a glare from
Cueleh.

“ Bir Hilton’s kind oller of a prize will
hing be usefully emploged,” said Mr,
Oueleh. Tt is most opporlune, Dut T
have something more {o add.”

“The sting's 10 the {mil " murmured
Smithy, and there was another chuckle

mmmediately suppressed.

“Thore will be a minimum number
rf fifty marks.” continued Mr. Quelch,
“1 hiohe and trust that every hoy in the
Form  will  attain  at  least  this
r .

“Wlat a trustinz nature I murmured
amiiy.

Five-sixths of the Form ab least had
alicady decided that the Popper Prise
could go hang! Swotting at rench
was, ihey considered. too thick.

But they had not heard all yet! Thie
sling, as Smithy zaid, was in the faill

“LEvery boy who does nob attain at

least Lty marks will be severely
c:m_mc't—r’
“Oh!” The Remove gasped.

“And will be detained for ono hLalf-
holiday and given s task in French o
openpy the time.”

“Oh 1" The Remove gasped again,

“Wius," said Mr. Queleh cheerfully,
“L hepo to impress upon the more
lnougutless minds in my Form the fact
tiat boys are sent to school to learn—
uot to indulpe in haeseplay., I have
utlly to add that Dupont, s o French
Loy, will be required to furnish on
Lnglish paper, instead of & French one.
Iismizgs 1"

And  the Remove
OTonsInge.

marched  out,

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Nap Says “No !l

{1 OTTEN I"
R That was the verdict of the

Remove,

“"Quelch i3 a downy old
Eird I grinned Bob Cherry, “It's a
litin dodge to kill two biris with one
stone,  Btill, s better than it might
bave been. We had to lave it; and
now there's a prize as well w3 o
whopping, ™
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“Who's going to swot &b [renel?™
miowled Skinner., )

"k‘h‘fc!i, 1 jolly well am, for one ' s2ld

LR

“You fancy you'll bag a hundred
marks?" joered Skinnor,

“No fear] But ' goipng to try hovd
for ffty-one.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“1 say, you follows, it's a swindle ™
grunted Billy Bunter “I'm not going
to swot! I'm rather a dab at French,
but I'm not going to swot 1"

“ Bunter will get six marks!"” grinned
Bhinner. * ﬂnli.r they'll bo the marks of
Quelch's cane I’

“Ha, he, hai!”

“8a these are the jolly old further
stepa i said Peter Todd. “I knew
Quelch had something up hiz sleave !
Fact is, we do rather rag Mossoo, you
know, and the beaks were sure to come
down heavy sooner or later.”

pr Blow Mosson 1" said Balsover majar.

French masters are born to be
ragged I” declared Skinner. “ Ain't they
ana{s ragged 1*°

“Hear, hear”

“It's a tradition, really—Quelch is
ug%ettlng the apcient traditions,” said
Skinner.

“Ooly he means business,” smid
Harry Wharton, “and we'd better dig
at Frenoh for a bit. No ragging in the
French class to-norrow.” .

“Nunno—I1 suppese not!” growl
Bolsover major. ‘1 don’t want G'E
whopping and detention. ['m going to

get fifty marks somehow.”

“¥You'll be all right, with a French
pal in your study,” said Snoop. * You
can got Dupont to help.”

“Q0h1” Bolsover major brightened,
*“I hadn’t thought of that. Froggy will
be ?'[n!!.jf useful in this!”

“Hero, hold on!” exclaimed Squiff.
‘Fair play, you know You can’'t get
help from & French chap in a French
mﬂ-:"-“

“Can’t 11" enorted Bolsover major.
“1 jolly well can, and I'm jolly well
going to! Iroggy's my pal, ain't he "

“1 say. wvou fellows, ‘tain’t fairl”
yelicd Billy Bunter.

“Draw o line, old bean!” said Bob.
“If Dupont does yvour essay for you, it's
a swindle 1f yon bag the prize |”

“I don't see 1t! If I get the prize, T'I1
stand a spread for the whole Forin with
it! Can't say fairer than that.”

*0h, good!* exclaimed Billy Bunter
Erﬂmpti}'. “I sax, you shut up, Bob

hevry—you lot Belsover alone.”

“1la, ka, hal?

“Look here, Daolzover——" exclaimed
Wharton.

“Hats I” relovied Bolsover.

And he marched off in search of
Napoleon Dupont—leaving some of the
feilows laughing and some frowning.

bir, Qucfch, downy bird as he was
had probably not thought of that.

There were some follows in  the
Nemove very good ot French—BMark
Linler was the best, but {ive or six others
were good. Ilalf a dozen, perhaps, wero
in the ruoning for the prize; the best
that the rest could hope for was to score
fifty marks, and get ont of Lickings and
detentions. Bolsover major was one of
the worst at TFrench, and it was
extremely doubtful whether he would
“attain tho minimum,” as Quelch
&191‘&53&& it, by his own efforts. But if
a Fronch fellow did the essay for him
there could be hittla doubt of the result.
The fellow who was very best at French
could not hope to compete with a fellow
who was IFrench himself and born to the
languaze. Vor thar reason Mr. Quelch
hatd excluded Dupont from the commpeti-
tion. But if Nap wrote the cssay. Lo be
ennied ont by Bolzover, and sizned with
bizs namnp—

[ 4

1t wasn't tair, en. If wesn'l crickeb!
It wae, 1o fact. rather o swindlo; though
Bolsover wus too headstrong and obsti-
nazte to admit i, or even to realize it.
Bolsover regarded 1t azs “one in the
oye " for Queleh, and tha! was pood
enaugh for Percy Bolsover

He was rather pally with Nap, who
was 1n his EtuSI—Nﬂ. 10, in the
Remove. Bolsover was 8 burly feliow,
rather 2 bully in his ways* but he was

enerally kind and considerats towards

ap, whom he loftily took under his
protection.

The bully of the Remove had his
good pownts, and his freatment of Nap,
ﬁ]hu was no fighting-man, was one of

Bm.

Frobably Bolsover liked him all the
more because he could have lifted him
across the study with one punch.
Bolsover bullied any fellow who would
stand it; but he was never heard to
bully Nap And it was known that
Nap liked hia study-mate—though what
he saw to like in Bolsover other followe
could never pguess.

In theése circumstances, Bolsover
major looked on the matter as settled,
He wa:;ufrmmng as he came into his
study found Dupont there.

“All serene, what, old French baan?”
he =zaid.

“Magaiz jo ecrois nonl” said Nap, with
a shake of the head. %1 zink zat m
essay in ze English vill net be mooch
Etétai zan vours in French, mon

r+

“Mine in French is going to be all
nght 1” grinned Bolsover.

'You zink s0?"” asked Nap dubiously.
He knew what Bolsover major’s French
was like

“You mes, you're going to do il for
me explained Bolsover.

“Comment 7"’

_ *You'll write 1t for me, and I'll copy
it out in my fist. See? Iasy as falling
off a form I"" said Bolsover, bramiuz.

Nap stared a' him

“But ee gmd Queloh——* ho said.

*Pull kis leg & treat, what 7" chuckled
Bolsover.

“WNon! Nonl If it vas only ze pull
of 7za leg. yes—but zere is & prize—"

“That'zs all right=I"m going to whael
it out with the whole Form, in =&
gpread !¥ explained Bolsover. “Iair
play all round I

“But zat,.is not fair play!” objected
Dupont. “Zink apain, mon ami.”

Bolsover major ceased to prin, and
began to glare. e was pally with Nap
and really like him. But he was not
the fellow to stand argument.

“"You cheeky ass|™ he said.

“Mon cher ami,” urged Dupont, *1[
vill help you all T can, but I 1nust not
vin ze prire for vou  Zal is not wat
you call in DEnglish, to play ze
game.” 2

“Why, you cheeky ¢tickl” roared
Bolsover major, much incensed. * Do
vou think I want a dashed fore:;gner to
tcach mo to play the pame?” !

“Maiz out. Zink again, mon ami.”

“ Bo this is what vou call being pally,
15 it?" roared DBelsover, *“Didn't 1
punch Caker of the Fifth for calling you

o frog-cateri”

“Ou, oul. ot je vour remercio—I
zank yon! DBut—"
“Yonr can wash out the butal

You're going tec write that rotten essay
for me in French, see "

“Jamais ¥

“What do you mean by jammy, you
nss? Who's jammyi” i

Nap prinned. That gquestion rather
indicated what chance Bolsover had of
bagging the Popper Prize by his own
cliortal . .

“I1 mean not jammy-—I1 say jamms!

(Continued on page 22)
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POPPER'S UNPOPULAR PRIZE !

(Contirnucd from page 20.)

Zat i movair[” explained Nap. “TYou
are my shum, mon ami, but even for
my shum, I vili not do =iz zing!”
“(h, jammy means never, does it?"
snorbed Bolsover. * Rotten ailly lan-
guago, if you ask me! Well, if that's
what you call pally, I don't agrecl
Sce? And it you don’t help me out, I'll
jolly well whop youl”
“You will vhop me?”
Dupont, his eyes flashing.
“"¥es, rother, and jolly well boot you
out of the study, too.”
Napoleon jumped wp.
“On en 8 ascezl” he execlaimed.
*Who are calling an ass?* bawled
Bolsover major. ;
“Mon Dienl WVat I say is, zat i3
cooff—onc has enough of zat! Asser
—cpoff | Zink you zat I have fear?®”
exclaimed the Ireneh junior indip-
nantly. “Non, nont I wvill not do =i
zing, snd you can go and éat coal!”
That was enough for Dolsover major
—more than enongh! He jumped ot
Nuapoleon Dupont. quite forgetting that
he wns a pal! _
"Ciel 1" prepod Nap, as ho whirled
round the study in Dolsover's powerful
grasp, “ Laissez-moi! DMon Dieu !
Bang [
A Gallie head smote the study table,

exclaimaed

a.nc} Napeleon Dupont gave a fearful
yall. o
“Now what obout 17" roared
Bolsover major.

“Yarogoh 1"

Bang |

“Now, you cheeky tick—— Oh, my
hat " gesped Bolsover, as the Irench

juntor turned on him, hitting cut wildly.

Taken by surprise, Bolsovor went over
with a crash to tho floor. }e sprawled
and gasped.

“Zat you come onl” welled Nap, ns
excited as Belsover now. “ Yeu zink
zat 1 have fear? DNMeis non! Zat you
como on viz you 1"

And he danced round the fallen baully,
brandishing his fists. Nap had heaps of

plnck, at least. _
Lolsover major was not long in
ecoming on. Ie scrambled uwp, crimson

with fury, and hurled himsclf at the
Fronch junior.

Nap faced him boldly; but he might
ns well have faced a typlicon. Ilo was
knocked, gasping all round the study.
Napoleon Dupont wonld have had the
time of hiz lLife, but for the arrival of
tlarry Whartgn & Co  The din from
No. 10 brought a crowd of fcllows to
the npnt—nnlfi the TFamous Five woere
tho first to arrivo.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Callar him ™

And five pairs of hands collared
Bolsover major pmnépth'. snd dragged
him off the ﬁaspmlf aul.

“Hands off I" yolled Bolsover,

“Hands on! chuckled DBob. "I
fancy I can guess what the troubls is!
Map's n good little Freonch bean, and
vou'ra not ing to bully him, Fyou
rottor ! if‘mgso-mamh, vou men 1"

* What-ho 1" g .

Bolsover major, struggling frantically,
was swept out of tho study, in the grasp
of the Famous Five

Up and down tho Memove passage ho
went, in the frog's-mareh, wriggling and
TOATING.

But his wriggles and lus roars availed
Lim not. Wheo the Damous Iive were
done with hil{!. I.!-ﬁlsm'er #Imm]was a
rasping, gurgling heap. hen he was
{inally pitched back into his study he
did not look et Dupont or speal_to
him. He eprawled end gurgled. Ior
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quite a Jong time Dolsover's attention Study No. 10 in the RRemove was nob

was concentrated on getting hiz second
wind—and ho was & long time getting it.

et enieg—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nap Knows How !

b ARLEY vous francais?” grinned
DBob Cherry.
“Oh lox" 1
Dilly Bunter groaned.

The Owl of the Remove had a
deep-rooted  hatred for anything in
the nature of work, French was work!

It was mot so awinlly rotten as
“maths ''; not quite so rotten as Latin f
But it was work—so 1t was rotien !

But there it was! DBunter, like every
other man in the Greyfriars DRemove,
was swotting I'rench.

Monsienr Charpentior, formerly the
most theroughly ragged master ip the
school, had & very attentive class when
Lo toock the Removo.

S0 far from putting rats in his desk,
Skinner & Co. &irlj hung on-his words!

Quelch’s “ furthor steps ® were known
now; ond the matter was serious, A
whopping and o detention was to be
the reward of any follow who slacked.
While a cash prize awaited fellows who
did really well. If DMy, Quelch’s objeet
was to stop the ragging in the I'rench
class, he suceecded.

Probably for the first time, his Form
gavo that lesson serious attention and
profited all they could from Mossoo’s
instructions. Most of them wished that
they had started sooncr. They had s
week in which to prepare an cssay—in
French! Fellows who wanted to cecape
whoppirg had to work hard! There
was a lot of lost time to make up.
Rats in Mossoo’s desk, obviously, were
out of the guestion, with Quelch in this
warliko mood! Two or three foellows
kicked Skinner for having originated
the great balloon stunt. They had
enjoyed it ot the time; but the outcome
ithey did not enjoy.

Dilly Bunter, who had confidence in
his own wonderful abilities, had a hope
of bapgging the prize. After all, as he
told Teddy, what it needed was broins
—just brains. And that, according to
Dunter, was lus long suit !

Bunter's nope was brief.  Whether
Dunter haid brains or not—most fellows
thought not'—he had no industry, no
taste for work., Iis hope fadod sway;
but he still hoped, for a time, to got
the marks to cscape whopping,  But
even that hopo grow faint[ It meant
work, Not so much work as bagging
the prize, but still—work ! It was borne
in on Bunter's mind that all the marks
ho would got would bo those, as Skinner
sugpgested, left on his fat person by Ar.
Queleh’s eanc!

It was a painful prozpect!

Meanwhile, ‘Napoleon Dupont scemed
to be becoming o very popular {ellow
in the Form.

Most fellows had always rather liked
Wap, who was polite and affable and
obliging. But he was unusually sought
after now. Tellows wounld talk French
to him who had never dreamed of doing
so beforo. They would drop inta his
Study at add timez. They would ask
him questionz  about  lus  beantiful
language.  Ther would take excreises
to him, Nap hardly ever foiled to
oblige: and in thesr days he was a
second Dlossoo to the Remove, only
moro 50,

But e was on flir worst of terms with
the follow who had been a pal to him—
Jolzover majot.

a Xleasa.nt 5tudty now,

fter the frog's-march from the
Famous Five, Bolsover major kept his
heavy lLiands off his study-mate, Dut his
back was up, and his temper was bad,
and he was like s bear with a sore
head,

Io the study, he scowled and sulked
and pitched things about, and called
Nop all sorts of wuncomplimentary,
names. Ho could not, or would not,
understand that Nap was only playing
“zo gamo,” az he called it. His view
was that he had been 2 pood pal to
Nap, and that Nap had wagratciully
turned him down.

He led Map a dog’s life in Study
No. 10. Tor two or three days Nap
was kind and petient, trying to make
him sco reason., DButb resentment supor-
vened st last, and Nap wos ns angry
a3 Dolsover. And the bully of the
Remove made no sceret of tho fact that
if Wap persisted in refusing hia un-
reasonable request he was going to give
him the Liding of his life. If Bolsover
got eix from Quelch, Nap wes going
to get six from a fives bat,

There was no doubt that the bully of
the Remove could, if he liked, give Nap
six—or sixty., for that matter. And he
was too obtuse to realizo how deeply
he wounded the French boy's pride.

Plenty of fellows were ready to inter-
vene to stop Bolsover’s Dullying. Bub
Nap did not want any fellow’s protec.
tion, Mr. Queloh would have coma
down on Bolzover like o thunderbelt, if
he had known. Dut Naop was not the
fellow to complaim to & moster.

I say, you fellows, it's too jolly
thick I DBilly Bunicer told the Famous
Five a day or two before the examina-
tion. “I've asked that beast Dupont to
write my paper for me, and what do
vou think he said? Ilo called me n
coshonpg—that's something unpleasant in
rench.™

*Cochon—pig 1"  tranzslated Nugent
" Nap knows von, vou sool!”

“Oh, really, Nugent! ell, if he's
pong to write & paper for Dolsover he
can write one for me, I suppose,”
grumbled Bunter. “I don’t want a
\*.'ht;pping, any more than Dolsover does.
el

“TFathead ! He's not doing anything
of the kind,”” zaid Harry. *That’s why
that hooligan has cut up so rusty with
poor old Nap!”

“That's all you know ! jecred Bunter.
"1 jolly well heard bima tell Bolsover
ho would write & paper for him—so
there! 1Ile deoesn’t want the beast to
pas: on Quelch’s licking to him.™

Harry Wharton's face became grave.

If Nap had surrendered to Dolsover's
threats to that extent it was a matter
for the captain of the RRemove to look
nto.

“Fair play all rovnd—what?* spid
Runter. “I could do with that orize.
I've been disappointed about s postal
order I was expecting! Anyhow, 1
want to get (fty marks, at least. [ say,
vou fellows, what about bagging that
beast Dupont and heliling his head
under the top——"

“YWhat "

“ And makine him wrile papers for
all of ws—what?’ sugpested Bunter. ™I
thinkk that"s rother a neat 1dea! What
do vou fellows think "

Harry Wharton & Co. did not tell
Dunter what they thought of that near
idoa—in words! They seized him and
humped him in the guad, and left him
to guess. from that procceding, what
they t!mng;'ht.

Then the captain of the Remove
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Il found him under

looked f[or Nap.
the eclms, walking, with
brow aud glinting oyes,
Wharton tapped him on the arm,
“Nap, old man,” he saicl, “if thera's
any trouble in your study, you've got
friends to stand by you. ['m sure you
won't do o rotken, mean thing—"
Nap's oyes foshed. ]
“Zat Bolsover, he go to zrash me if
[ do him not!* he said, “I am insult!
I am verrce angry—vat vou call mad
as one hatbox [
Wharton grinned. DBut he
Erave agoain. ]
“Tlops that mean that you are going
t+ do as Bolsover has asked yout”
“Xais oma! T tell him I write zo
paper! Vy for not? DBut 1 tell wyou
vin  secrcl.” Dupont glanced rcound
and lowered his voice. *Zat Bolsover,
ke zink hoe make me vin him vun prize
unfair! MHe zink I fear to be zrash.
He zink he make mo not to play ze

s frowning

became

urr:p! Nouws verrons! I pull him ze
CE.
“FEh? How?' asked Harry.

“You keep za seerct, izn’t 77 ashked
Dupont. “T1 pull him 2o leg to punish
him, hecauss I am insult! You say
nozrzingea ¥

“Not ¢ word!"" zaid Harry. "DBut
how——-"

He was quite puzeled.

Tho eubject selected by Mr, Quelch
for tho Romove cssaya was “La
Henriade,” the French poem, that was
used very much by Mossoo in the
French claes

Every fellow had to write—in French
~—3 short essay on that subject. Which
meant that they had to “swot” con-
sidorzbly over that poem,

Tt would havo been casy enough for
the French junior to turn out quite a
good paper for Bolsover. But how he
was going to pull Bolsover's log in the
matter was a deep mystery.

“* Collar them I'*

 Evidently, some scheme was working
in his active Gallic brain. The captain
of the Remove was fecling quito
curIous.

*Vous vorez! You see!” said Nap,
with another plonee round, to make
suro that noene were within heaviog, 1
write ze paper: but all zat I write I
take from ze book—"

“From the book?” repeated Wharton
blankly.

“Ze preface in zo book ™ cxplained
Nap.

“Wha-a-at 1

“ Bolzover know nozzing, Do you
zink he read a preface? Non! Jamais!
Heo zink 1 write zo paper for lum to
vin priza! Mais non! I make not up
zat paper. 1 copy luim out of zo book!
From zc preface! Vous vevez? Uom-
prenes? Monsieur Charpenticr oxeming
ze papers! He read DBolsover’s paper.
Ho find in it vat he know by heart it

“Oh crikey 1 goesped Wharton,

He stared blankly at the French junior

as he caught on.
_ Bolsover major, having bullied Nap
ko writing & paper for him, would
bo provided with a paper—capied from
an cssay written two hundred years ago
by the author of “ Henriade ™!

Monsteur Charpentier was to judge
the papera. What he would think of
Bolsover's paper was quite interesting
to contemplate !

“I zink zat he deserve it
zink ¥ asked Dupont,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He ask for ite—vat? ITo make mao
write zat papor, Vell, I write him.
But he not ze paper ho zink! But you
say nozzings!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"' yelled Wharton,

Nup laughed, too.

"Nolsover zink o make mo vin him
vun prize! He ziok on ze ozzer side

Yat vou
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As one man, Harry Wharton & Co. rosn
from cover and leaped on Sir Hilton Popper’s assailants,
taking them completely by surprise. But Billy Bunier had
no faney for @ serap of this sort.

{ holted for the boat [

He took to his heels and

ven Monsicur Charpentier see 2at paper,
hein 7"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Harry Wharton, having promised
Nap to say nothing about that vemark-
able wheeze, stid nothing, Buot when
he saw Bolsover major again, nind saw
tho satisfied grin on his face, hae
chuckled. Bolsover mnjor’s belicf was
that he had brought Nap to veason,
nnd that with Nap's aid he was going
to bag the PGPEEI Prize. 1lo was
counting his chickens before they wero
hateherd, and was far from suspecting
how unlikely it was that they over
would be hatched,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s haste.-Stroke !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B Peter Tedd and Tem Dution,
his stndy-mates, looked at him.

Why Bunter grinned was o
mystory.

It was the last day beforo the ex-
amination of the rench papor. On
the morrow every man io the Removo
had to show up his paper, for bettor or
for worse,

There was a rumour in the Nemaova
that Boelsover major had succended in
bullying Dupont into writing 8 paper
for im. 1f that rumour was trae, tlworo
was fittle doubt who would bag the
Popper Prize.

But who would bap the prize was o
less pressing question than who wonkd
bag the whoppings. Tho French mastor
was to exsmine the papers and awand

marks, and two-thirds of the Re-
move, ot least, felt vory vneasy aboub
the result. Few fellows could count on
gumﬂﬁ over Gfty marks out of o pos-
sible hundred, with Mossop as  the
judge., And overy fellow who failed to

Tie Mieynegr Lmnrany.~No. 1,309,
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got Gily was Ireevocably booked for a
whopping sad & detontion.

Bo on thet particulsr eveniog fow fel.
lows wers diﬁsed to grin, And a3
Lunter was ¢he most hopeless caso of
ali, he miht tave been least of all ex-
pected to be enjoying life.

. Yot he was grinning, slmost from car

o ear,

“ Fepling merry and bripht 17 ashed
Toddy sarcastically,

“Well, the fact 13, I feel pretiyr safo
about the prize,” ssid Bunter. “ You
know what a dab I am st Feencl.”

“ Yo godst”

“ Well, :ﬂ.‘mt"'llk ece what you'll sce”
said DBuntor. 1 estbor faney I shall
pull it off. What's fnir for one fcllow,
15 foir for anothor, ain't it1"” L

“1f that means anything-—wha! doca
it mean?” inquired Toddy. :

“Oh, nothing !” said Bunter hastily.
“I'm not the tellow to pass off another
{ellow’s work a8 my own, I hope”

“YWhat§"

= otitl, if onc fellow can got o fellow
{0 write an cssay [or a fellow, a fel-
low's entitl to butt in,” argued
Dunter. * What do you think, Toddy *"

“1 should think you wore wandoring
in vour mind, if you had any to wandler
" answered Potor Todd.

“Yah!” retorted Bunter clegantly.

Prep was over, and Billy Bunter pro-
coedod to pdorn the doorway of Btudy
Mo, 7 with his fat porson. _

The Remove men camo ont of their
gtuldies—some of them,  Others  re-
maiucd ta ;Ft in a litilo more swolting
over their French papors. OF late tho
temovites had been mugging up French
ns if they loved it, though fow of them
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Iilly Bunter watched the juniors fro
ing «own, through his big spectacles.
s little round eyes gleamed Lehind
those apectacles wfu:—n olsover major

and Nopoleon Dupont left Study No.
10, and he watched them down tho
siairs,

After they swwere gonp the Owl of the
Remove strolled carelessly aleng ihe
passage. He stopped at Study No. 10
and blinked uga and down the passagn,
to mako surs that hoe was not observed.

Then he whipped  into  Bolsover's
skndy, and shut the door after him,

e torned on the light, and blinked
round the nLud_E.

He had not far to look for what he
wanted. On the study table lay & paper
written in French, in the handwriting
of Napoleon Dupont. ]

Billy Bupter's eves gleamed &t it.

This evidently was the cssay Nap had
written, to be copied by Bolsover 1n hia
own hand, and passed off to-morrow as
Bolsover's own worls,

Bunter chuckled.

Billy Bunter had & very proper con-
femmpt for & fellow who bagged a prize
by such methods as Bolsover's. But he
was propared to use similar methods
himsclf. o was prepared to stretch o
point in his own favour. Bunter had a
conscicnee ! DBut it was rather an
clastic one, and would stretch to almosk
pny cxtent.,

“That's it,” murmurcd the fat Owl
“Totion cads, the pair of them! If
there's anvihing I despise, it's 2 fellow
laking a mesn advantage!

He blinked at the Freneh paper. Ho
bad to make sure. DBut there was no
doubt about it.  Buonter could read
French, and he read:

“Le sujet de ‘la Henriade® ost e
sioego o i"urmj conunenee par Honr: de
Valais, et Henri le Grand, acheve par
oo dernier senld,

“Le lien de la seene ne s'etend pas
plus lion que de Poris o Ivry, ou so
donna ectie fameuse bataille gui decida
du sort de la Franco et de la maison
royale.”

There wus a lot mora of it, but
Bunter did not take tho trouble to read
further,  Evidently this paper dealt
with the " Ilenriade,” and was written
put by Dupont for Dolsover major to

m : -
{;r:{ll}' Bunter shpped it under his

jackef, turned ocut the light, and leflt

the studs, .

TNolsover apparently had nol eoapied
il out yeb iy Bunler was going to
xavo lim the trouble.

Toddy and Dutton had gone down to
the Rag when the fat Owl rolled back
inio Study No. T. 3

Runier shut the door and locked it
and sat down et the study table,
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. REDSKINS on the

¥ Redskins galloped in ever-narrowing i
circles. Deadly arrows winged towards |
the gallant little band of white setilers, |

picking them off one by one . . . . ii

thrilled before by this super story of the days

white settlers from their country. Don’t miss
the first chapters of “THE WHITE INDIAN"
which appear in this week's issue of
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WARPATH

Death to the
Palefaces !
‘¢ Round and round the l

wagon train the frenzied

thrilled as you've never been

Indian tribes strove to drive the

THE MAGNET

For some time Bunter worked hard.

Work did not sgree with Bunter, bul
for onoo he put his beef into it. Word
%7 word, seantence by sentemce, Lhat

rench essay was copicd out in Billy
Buntor's sprawling hand.

It was & weary task; bnt Bunter kopt
at 1t doggedly till the whole paper was
copied. :

hen he rose from the table with a
grunt of relief.

“Thanlk goodness that's donel” he
gasped,

unter's crsay waa ready now.

Dupont’s paper ho dropped into the
study fre, and sticred it there with the
poker Lill it vanished in ashea.

Bunter gave a fat chucklo.

Tircd a5 Lo was from unaccustomed
labour, tho Onwl of the Eemiove was
ﬁrir.min when he rolled down to tho
iag, o grinned still more broadiy
wien he heard an argument going on
in that apartment. Throe or four ful-

WS were tulkmi_m Bolsover major,
pointing out to him the error of his
wavs, Fellows who considercd 1hat
they had s chieneo at the Fopper Prize,
naturally did not like the idea of Diols.
over walking off with it by foul play.
And it was very strongly suspecled in
tha Form that that waz3a what was gomng

1.

The bully of the Remove looked sullen
and restive, and porlaps a little un-
CRSY. he hed not realised before
what he was doing, the plain speaking
of half a doxen follows made it fairty
clear to him.

"“Wharton ought to interforo as head
boy,” doclared Frank Nugept. ©It's
up to you, Ilerry. If Nap's really
made ug a paper. for Bolsover, it's
simply toul ;,}h'l.}" for him to bag the
prize with it."

Harry Wharton langhed. He was tho
anly fellow who kaow thoe oxact valuo
of the paper Nap had madoe up for
Bolsover,

“That's all right,” ho said. “I've
advised Bolsaver not to use sny other
fellow's work, Leavo it at that”

“That's all wvery well,” said Puler
Todd, " but——"

“It's foul play,” growled Johnny
Bull. “If it's true, ii's foul plagp.”

“Nap isn't 2 fellow for foul play.™ -
said Iiarry., " Dolsover may be, but
Nap sn't. No need for anybody to
butt in."

TWall, that's 50" agreed Bab Chorey.
“But it lookse-="

“Never mind how it looks; leave it
at that,” s=akl the eaptam of the le-
move., “It'z all right—lake my word
for it 1" )

Bolsover slared at iy, As Nap lad
actually written out the paper for him,
it soemed to him that Wharton's faith

in tho Frreoh ! junior was rathor un-
foundded. He did not know what Whar-
ton knew,

*

“You can all jolly well mind vonr
awn bizney. :m;:.r{mwf' growled Bols-
over: and ho stalked away with a
sutlen face.

Threa or four fellows hissed lam as
ho went, nnd be Tushaed crimson, and
went out of the Rag. _ _

Bunter's fat grin followed ham. T
Bolsover had pone fo his study to copy
eut that paper, he was booked for o
dizappoiniment. Duntor  wondpered
what he wonld Jdo when he missed it.

Tf Bolsovor missed that  valuable
paper, he anid nothing on the enbiect.
In the Remove dormitory that night
Billy Buntor blinked at him curiously.
Bolzover waa silent and sullen, and
{urned 1n witlout 3 word to anyvene in
the dormitore.

Bunter waz raiher perplexed. As
Bolsover had countod on Nap's paper
to win tha Popper Prize, 1t was rather
exiraordinary iliat he did nol seem fo
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care what had become of it. Ho had
to copy it out in his own hand, if he
was to make any wso of ot, but abviously
he had not done so.

It was pumlingi: still, it was all the
better, from Billy Bunter’s peculiar
point of view. There was Imrd';]iy tine
now for Dupont to make up that essay
all over again., Still tho later it was
left, the safer it was for Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove grinned
latd his bullet bead on his pillow,
PﬂpEcr Prize was as good as in his fat
hands?! The Tﬂﬁ'ﬂlﬁﬂt ot expending fivo
pounds on tuck was dazzling !

Bunter dreamed of it!  The five-

pound note, and the enormous guantity
of tuck it represented, haunted his
slumbors.
A procession of pork pies, plum cales,
jam tarts, cream pufls, and doughnuts,
marched, as it were, through Bunter's
dreaming brain—and the Owl of the
Homove smiled in his sleen.

as he
Tho

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas !—For Bunter !

ARRY WHARTUN stared.
H It was the following day,
pfter third school.

Wharton was coming along
{ha Remove passage, and he paased tho
door of Htudy Neo. 10 which was open.
e could not help staring at the unex-
pul::l;d sight that met his eyes in that
Bt LY.

Bolsover major was there—sitting at
the table. There was a pen in his hand,
o smudge of wmk on his nose, an cxpres-
sion of concentrated thought, almost of
anguish, on lus rugged brow. A French
grammear, a Fremen dictionary, and a
copy of the " Henriade " were open on
lhedt?hlﬂ before him., Ho was working
liar

{le groaned dismally as Wharton
looked in. Then, glancing up, he
cought the surprised stare of captain
of the Remove, and coloured,

“ Swotting ¥¥ asked Wharton.

Snart, from Bolsover major.

“T've left it jolly late!” he growled.
“The rotten papers have got to be
handed in this afterncon! Oh lor" 17

“0Oh, my hat! [~-1 thought—"

Another snort from Dolsover.

“You thought that Nap had made up
a paper for me? Well, =0 he did—it's
about the study somewhere  But I ain't
gong to use i, sce "

H {_gr. 1” gjaneulated Wharton.

“1 thought it would be faiwr if I
whacked out the prize in a spread for
the Fonn! growled Bolsover. *“ But
the fotlows don't seem to think so. I-1
was rather & brute te poor old Nap,
too.”

L1 ﬂh IJI

h]ank{lj(
Ividently Bolsover mamr had becn
doing some thinking. The plain speak.
ing in the Rag seemed to have enlight-
cited him a little.

*1 noever meant to cheat, of couren ™
growled Dolsover major. *1 dido't
look at it hke that. Still, T supposo
that's how 1t would lock. Anvhow, I've
chucked it, apd -and I'm writing tho
rotten thing myself. I supposo I shall
got about ten marks—and & whopping !
Blow 1"

“Berwer get 8 whopping
vorten thing ! zaid Harry

CGrunt from Bolsover.

“All very well for you—yau'ro safo
for a share in the prize ! I'm safe for o
licking from Qoeleh! I wish I'd
tackled it belore !

* Heiter late than nevey I

“Oh, rata!  Don't jpw.  Just sheer
olf—unless,” added Bolsover sareas-
tically, “rom feel anelined o como in
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repeated Whartan  rather

than do a

and lend mo 2 hand wnth thls muck,
My French is awful 17

{?hnrtml hesitated a moment. ko
had been poing to jomn his chume in
punting about a ball till dinpner. But
ha.etepped into the stud

“T'll lend & hand with pleasure,” he
answered. “No harm in lending o
fellow o hand.™

Bolsover locked relieved,

“Pile in, then,” he said moro
cordially. :
And tha ecapiain of the Remove sal

down to help. Bolsover’'s French was,
as he had said, "awful "—in_ {act, 1t
might have been called frightful.
Without aid, he had little chance of
ercaping the whopping due to all who
fatled to obtein fity marks,

Bolsover's spelling in English was not
good. In French it was perfectly weird.
But with Wharton's help, the

WHO WANTS A
POCKET KNIFE?

Tell amn amuﬁini yarn like t!:l-!:
following, which has been sent in

by Cedric Pledger, 47, Woodlands
Avenue, Wanstead. E.l11, and the
postman will bring you onel

I il

Willle (to greasngrocer) : ' Four
pounds of potatoes with eyes im,
pleage,.”

: ﬂ*mngmwl WHiNhy with syes
n &%,

Willie : ** Well, mother says
they've got to soe us through the
woak I "

All eflorts to be sent to:
* Limericks and Jokes " Editor,
cfe MacneT, 5, Carmelite Street,
Londen, E.C.4 (Comp.).

orthography, at least, was right, and a
few sugpestions in phrasing saved him
from egregious blunders

The lwo juniors worked together uill
the dinner-bell rang. Then Bolsover
grunted and rose

“That will have to do!™ he zaid. “Tf
it's a whopmng, it's a whopping, and
that’s that! Anyvhow, the feilows can't
eay that I haven't played the game !

Wharton smuled as he went dbwn.
Tolsaver had decided, st loug last, to
i_rlu._}' the gamme, and he little dreamed
ront what it had suved hine For a
fellow who handed In the paper Dupont
had drawn up, was booked for some-
thing more than @ mere caning!
Wharton was glad, for Bolsover's own
sake, that he had made up his mond to
do the right thing,

At the dinner-table, Billy DBunter
blinked at Dolsover I.i'lmugh his hig
spectacles more curiously than ever,

Knowing nothing of his change of
Beore, Bonter eould ouly wender why
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iz wos so mndifferent to the loss of that
I'rerch paper.

Uolzover, as s matter of fact, had nob
cven minssed i He supposed, as ha had
told Wharton, that it was about the
stiedy somewhere. He had no mtcress
m it now, znd did not caro whers b
WiE,

When the Remove went in to after-
noon sohool, every fellow had his paper
with him. They were mled on Mr
G}_!llqieh'a desk before the juniors went to
their places. Moneieur Charpenticr
came in and took the stack af papous
away, for examunation in his study.
'1;hu rezalt was to be made known sfter
ClireEs,

Plenty of fellows in the Remove wero
frofing uncasy that afterncon. But the
fcllow who might have been cxpeeted to
look tho uneasiest of all, was wvery
merry and brightt  Bunter's fat faco
benmed,

For somo reason utterly urknown io
ithe rest of the Remove, Dilly Bunter
expected to gome through with Bying
colours

Cluss was over at last. Monsicur
Charpenticr came inte the Form-room,
with the French papers in his hand.

“MNow {or the chopper!” murmured
the Houndar,

Billy Bunter grinned. He, at least,
was not cxpecting the chopper,

Ho noticed that Mossoo glanced at
him very spoecially as he came in. o
ronclitded that Mossoo had been im-
pressed by the excellence of his paper.

The French master joined Mr. Quelch
at his desk, and spoko to the Removo
mastor for a few moinutes in a low veice.
Then My, Queleh glanced at Bunter in a
VOrV eXpPressive way.

* Something’'s upl”
Skinner.

“1 zink rat somezing i3 up!” mur-
mured Napoleon Dupont. “1 zink zat
yoir be verree sorry soon zat you mako
me write zat paper, sover.”

Nolsover stared at ham,

“1 never used your rotten paper, you
fathead,” he grumted, “1 changed my
mind about it. I've put in a paper of

murmurod

my own }”
ap jumped.
“"Mon Dien! But zat paper—he is
not in zo study ! Vat you do viz it 7"

“Haoven't secn the rotten thingi!’f
“And you use him not?” exclaimed

Hﬂq.q
fNo, sss!™ growled Bolsover, Ile
runted : * Look here, Nap | I'm mrr;.r'!

was rather a beast—and—and I'm
eorry ! Can't say more than that!”

“Mon Dien! Nap heamed with
friendship snd forgiveness, " Zat is my
shum vunce more! Nous sommes
toujours bona amis, n'est-ce-pas? Vunco
more va are verree good friends, isn't
it? I kees my shum—-"

“Silence in class!” ropped oug Mr.
Quelch, much to Bolsover's relicf. Ho
was glad to be on friendly terms with
Nap again; but most decidedly he did
not want to be kissed by his chum !

“Monsieer Charpentier will now
make on  announcement,” said Mr,
Quelch, and onee more his gimlot oye

vlittored at Billy Bunter, " Bilence !

AMassoo sniled st B very uncaszy
Remave.

* All zese papors zat are here, 2oy are
bettalr zen have expect!™ he uan-
nouneed.  “ Zere are five papers zat take
za hundred mark., VYharton, Linley,
Penfold, Todd, and Brown vill divide zo
prize.”

“ Hear, hear I* sa1d Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“J1—1 say, sir—" he gasped. ,

“You will be silent, Bunter!” =nid
Ae, Queleh, in o grinding voicn,

“Tiat=—hut, 1 say, sir=T=I—-T ilink

(antinned on page 28.)
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HEDLEY SCOTT’S STIRRING SOCCER AND DETECTIVE THRILLER !

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

Having run away from Don Carlos' Cirdus,
Hobhy, a sixteen-yaar-old waif, mesta Ferrers
Locke, the decective, who introduces him 1o
Lord huuﬂaa Weathsrstons, chalrman of the
Perriton Rovers F.8. _From ground-boy,
Nobby soon hetomes protessional, only to fail
foul of Lord Douglas® rascally nephew, Daniel
Willoughby .hundersiay, who, in league wilh
tha Don, datermines to bring about his down-
Tall. Later, to avold exposurea by his
bookmaker, to whom ho owes & large sum of
money, Thundersley rifles his uncle’s safe.
While escaping over the wall, ha drops on
Hohby, whf &k walking by, and bhowls

him over!
(MNow read on.)

A Ghastly Mistake !

OBBY hardly knew what lugd
happensd.
One moment he had been
walkivg sedately along the pave-
ment; the next he was sent crashing
on all-fou-s, with his face uncomfort-
ably oloss to the gutter. As through o
haze, he heard a mufflel ecjaculation,
saw & human shape rise olmost atop of
him, and bepame conscious in the same
sceomd that the human shape clawed
and scrambled to an upripht position
and scudded nto the darkness with the
spead of & mouse sceking its Liole.

Yet, brief as the whole incident waes,
Nobby did more than imagine that he
knew the owner of those scureying feot
A Raming mop of red hoir, very similar
to this own & glimpse of & face, sct his
thoughts running along obvicus chan-
nels. Thundars]e{rl )

The while Nobby pondered thiz and
scrambled to his feel, gulping in dee
breaths of sir. for he was haliwindh‘f
two faces appeared ot the top of the
wall. Both of ther It up with excile-
ment as they viewed Nobby.

“That's the blighter I

“Collar him, Alphonsol”

Two of Lord Weatherstone's most
gealows footinen hal no doubt that here
was the sudaciou” villain who had
rifled his lordship's safe. I'rom the
window of the raided librare thev had

OBBY 7 Shooting Star!

limpse of the

canght a flocting
marander; hod seen hun dart across the
grounds and had sped in pursuit, what
time the remainder ol the servants hod

followed a false trail. Alphonse and
his eompamon did not waste time, They
ware up and over that wall hke a couple
of monkeys. Then

Crash |

The peir of them landed squarely
atop of the amaze Nobby, Down he
went again in o emother of arms and

|

This time, however, voung Nobby hit
out. If this was game, he told him-
gelf, it wos time to tAke on .active part
in it. Hris clenched might fist tock the
excitable Alphonse clsan under the chin,
whercat Alphonse subsided into uncanny
poacefulness.

lis companios however, was a hofty
individual,  Hep took a hearty wallop
undor the ear, returned the blow with
interest, and yelled for help ot the top
of his voice.

A passing policeman was quick to
ablige. He drew out bis trunchenon as
he ran towards the squirming figures,
reached them, and. being undecided as
to  which was o loaw-breaker and
deserving ol the truncheon, promptly
banged both Nobby anu the footman
over the head tu le on the safe side
Noliby joined Alphonze in & temporary
realm of unconseimizness.  The foot-
man. whoze head must have been nearly
ng solid as the tropcheon, shook himself
lilee a dog, seowlad blackly at the police
officer, and gasped:

“That's the burglar. you fooll
me [ : ;

Tae policeman murnuoured something
intonded to convev an apologv hanled
the cdrooping Nobby te his feet, and
then switched his 'santern on him.

“YWhat's "e dono, mate 7™

The footman was inclined to be
sarcastid.

“Pched sore salt off a pigeon's
tail 1" be returned ecruzshingly. " DBut of
cou let him go you'll be for . Loy’
nows what he's taken out of his lord.
slup’s safe” IT cved Nobbhx's listless

Not

figiira ﬂ.p?miﬂinglr. “Young, ain't he,
to start the burglar businessi™
The poleeman sniffed deprecatingly.

“Looks to me to be an old ‘and at
the game,” he remarked, just to be
contrary, “T knows the fype. Can
smell 'em.”

“1z that s0?” The fcotman was an
argumentative fellow. “Pity wyou
didn't smell him before he did the job |

est bring him slong to his lordship.”
Ho hecame the superior footman again.
“This way, officer. Follow me "

With his head high in the air, he lod
the way to a side gate, rang n hearty
peal on the bell, and frowned his im-
patience while he waited to be admitted.

*I'ollow me, officer,” he said again,
ns the gate was opened, “and don't let
that dangerous icllow escape.”

“¥ou leate 'im to me,” answercd the
constable, ®and don't *old your bloomin’
head so 'igh, or vou''ll bump it on the
5!-:;.',"’

T'he man in blue hali-dragged, half-
carried Nobby across the lawns to the
lighted french windows of the dining-
room. Somewher: in the rear of him
staggercd Alphonse. rubbing his hand on
an aching jaw.

The footman headed straizht for Lord
Weatherstone. who was hobbling about
in the dining room cursing his gout, his
ineflicient servants, and the burglar who
had dared to distu-b his dinner.  DBut
his lordship nearly exploded when he
identified the “capturc” the footman
had made.

“What the devil’s this, Waters?" he
thundered.  “ Who—what—why—"

The footman bowed,

“ Alphonse and 1 caught sight of the
burglar from the window, my lord,” he
expluined, “so wo immediately pgavo
chase. Wo managed to drop on hum
just as he serambled over the wall,
Alphonse, my lord, is Iollowing us. IHe
—ahom—got a murderous blow from
thiz wretelh as we tried to overpower
him.” )

“You fool " snapped his lordship. his
oves nearly starting out of their sockots
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as they beheld the familiar face of
Nobby. *“You dense, wooden-headed
fool! D'you think thizs young man is a
burglar—"

Before the sur;&rised footman could
reply, the police officer took up the tale,

“It's him all right, m’loid. I saw
him a.—strugiglmg with the servants as I
came up. [ gave him a wallop with the
truncheon—soon sottled “im, m'lord.”

His lordshap made a helpless gestore,
dragged the now-blinking Nebby to an
princlair, and procecded to foree a little
stimulant between his lips. Whercupon
the wan in blue gaped, coughed, and
swora under his breath, while Watcrs,
the footman, blinked until he began to
look like an owl.

This was a strange way of treating a
burglar.

Like o male chorus in a review the
various footmen gatheorod in the spacious
dining-room m:f gazesl towards Lord
Weatherstone and the “burglaz.” The
eyes of the latter were opening now.
First, puzzlement shone in thelr blue
depths, next anger at the amazing
retigh treatment to which he had been
subjected, then friendly recognition a3
Nobby became aware of Lord Weather-
stono bending above him.

* My dear boy,” remarked his lord-
ship, much distressed, 1 don’t know
exactly what's happened, but I'm sure
there's been a ghastly mistake. Now,
now—don't attempt to explain just now,
Rest awhilo,””

Nobby leaned back in the comfortablo
chair, his head G]earinampldh', Then,
as ho caughtl sight o Waters, the hefiy
footman, he half-started out of the chair
with the intention of giving that very
superior person a thick car.

**He's the fellow—one of them, at any
rate—who barged into me, sir!” he
exclaimed. “T'd knew his ugly mug
even in pitch darkness”

The footman blushed, coughed, and
then looked at his lordship inquirvingly.

Lord Weatherston» returned him a
Jook that made Waters begin to wonder
whether he would be seeking & new job
soon—a strange “reward,” indeed, for
having caught his lordship’s burglar!

“VYon smug-faced idiot!” smd his
lordship at length. “ 3¢ you think this

oung man, a friend of mine, i the

u&g ar, eh "

aters mearly froze.

“A friend—a f-f-friend of yours, iny
lord? But—=" ,

Nobby began to pieca things together
at mention of the word “burglar.” The
first fellow whe had sent him spyawling
was obviously the burglar. The follow
who had been in a hurry. Nobby's heart
beat uncomfortably fast, The fellow
with the red hair. The fellow ho in.
stinctively recognized, or thought he had
recognised, as Thundersiey |

Tord Weatherstone mistook the flitting
changes of expression in Nobby's fnece
for indignation. He hastened to mollify
the youngater.

“T'Il soon explain ﬂﬁ]’.t%‘ﬂ. Nobby," he
said hurriediy. “My safa was burgled
a fow minutes ago, and the alarm was
gt ringing. My servants natorally
went burglar-hunting, and the blamed
idiots have brought back you as the
burglar. 'm deuced sorry. Really, my

Tlis lordship felt his position keenly.
Not for a moment did any suspicion fest
in hiz mind that here was the marander
who had upset the entire houschold,
ruined the dinner and brought on
ancther attack « f gout, as Waters fondly
imagined.

“1t's quite all right, sir,” said Nobby,
bepinning to smile. "I think I ¢an
gee things clearly now. Just before your
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two foofmen popped over the wall some
other johnny had dropped down., But
he dropped directly on mo and knocked
me spinning. Half-winded me, too. I
was just scrambling to my feet when
your fooimen biffed me over agoin.
assure you, sir, I am not your burglar
he added, with a smile.

“0f eourse—of course ! said his lord-
ship. "I knew these fellows had made
a mistake. I must apologise, Nobby——"

“That's quite all right, sir,” retorned
the youngster. “There's noe damago
done—so far as I'm concerned, anyway."”

The police officer looked at him in dis-
meay, glarcd savagely at Waters, and
then coughed.

“Ahem! I think, my lerd, that I'll
geb on to tha station and repori. Ihd
f’hﬁ, burglar get away with any loot,
sir ¥

“ About two thounsand pounds in cash
and bonds,” replied Lord YWeatherstone.
“Ho didn’t have very much time to
explora the safe, otherwiso things
would have been worse. Get on to your
station, by o'l means. We are wasting
time here,

'The policeman lingered, drew his note-
book from hizs pocket, and then con-
fronted Nobby.

“Ezeuse me, sin” he s#aid half
apologetically, **but supposh  you
wouldn't be able to give me a deserip-

[:J'

tion of the man who kpocked you
over . .
Nobby stifled an inward tremor. In

his own mind he knew who the burglar
was, but some instinet prompted him
to keep his suspicions to himself. He
gave the police officer a dizarming
gmile.

“Well, do you think you would be

2

able to give any deseription if & man
had dropped on you from out of the
blua 7

“'Hposa not,” admitted the constable.
“But might I inguire what you were
doing walking along the pavement just
ot that time?™

His lordship nearly exploded afresh.

“What the devil-do yvou think he was
doing 1 he rapped. * f 's & public higi-
way.”

“Exactly, sir,” saitd the officer stule
bornly. “But 1t's' a question my ine
spector will put to this gentleman, auy-
way.”

“FTImt‘s all right, officer,” said Nobly.
“I waz actually en my way to sce his
lordship. I've o letter from Sandy, sir,”
he. added for the Dbenefit of Loud
Weatherstone.

As he spoke Nobby drew a lefier
from his pocket and handed it aver.
Ilis lordship put it into his own pocket
without troubling to open it

“Well, my lad, now that sou are
here perhaps vou will honour me by
takmg dinner.” He caught sight of the
woiting servants, who still stood about
like a male chorus in o revue, P Get
out of it! Serve dinner—at once !

The chorus bowed and made Hself
scarce. The constable returncd his book
io his pocket, squared his shoulders,
and was ushered to the telephone by tha
outraged, clderly butler. And while
four plain-clothes men from the polica
station hunted for clues and found thei
not, young Nobby joined his lordship
at dinner.

(¥Yow look oul for néxt Snturduy's
MAGRET and further cxeiling chaplers of
this powerful story, chumsl)
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS!

»ELL, chumes, it ija three weeks
now gince I first made the
announcement ¢onefrning our
stupendous  FREE IFT
QOFFER of a 32.PAGE ATLAS in full
colours simply for collecting eight coupons.
If you have bhecn geiting fhe MaaseT
regularly since then you should now have
three couponz towards your ecollection.
To wqualify for this wonderful {free gilt
you must collect another five ﬂuuc;iona
by ihe time the scheme ends—which ig
three weeks hence. Thres of these coupona
you will get from the next three issues
of the MagweEr while the remaining two
can be obtained by purchasing copiea of
our companion papers, ° Gem,’ or
*“ Modern Boy V=—both of which are
participating in thia great scheme. The
point to remember is this : That to become
the proud possessor of one of theso splendid
Atlassa you musi oollset eight coupons,
taken either from Maower, * Gem,"
or " Modern Boy.” If you have not

Cut This Out and Keep It By You!

FREE “*ATLAS” OFFER

Thia coupon s worth >

5 roints

Magnet 18/3/33

A

already started collecting thess coupons
do so now, for this is an offer no boy
con afford to miss, Do your chuma a
good turn by telling them all about this
wonderful free gift offer, They'll thank
you for the tip.

By the way, I strongly recommend all
“ Magnetites "' to read " Smuggled to
School ! " the topping, long, completo
school yarmm of the chumae of Bt. Jim's
which sppears in this week's * Gem.”
Tom Merry & Co. are the smugglers, and
a weird and wonderful character in
'Erbert Rags ia the smuggled one., Sens
sation follows sensnfion in this king
gchool ﬂmrglm by Martin Chfford, Get o

oo of “"Gem ” to-day You'll
thoroughl enjoy its contents ond,
incidentally, bo able to add snother

* Atlag ' coupon to your collection.

Thers's & rattling fine school yarn in
store for you mnext weelk, chums, by
Frank Richards. It's entitled:

** THE SCHOOLBOY IMPERSQNATOR 1

and the title slone should aseure you of
eomething extra good. All your favourite
characters play prominent ports in this
magnificont story, which containa on
ideal mixture of humour and thrilly,
Frank Richards’ storica of Grimslade
fchool now mppearing in the ' Ranger ™
are proving s greab " hit.” Why nob
gample one ¥ Hedley Scott scems to bo
ﬁ:ining more popularity with evory story

writes. Gee, you'll enjoy his next
chapters of * Nobby, the °Shooting
Star*1"~—I did. The issue of the
“ Qreyiriara Herald ™ for next week is
well up to stondard, too. Order your
copy of tho Magwer early and thus make
gureé of oadding sanother coupon to your

collegtion.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Magxer Lipnany.—No. 1,308,
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POPPER'S UNPOPULAR PRIZE !

(Conttnucd from puge 23.)
Alosson's made & mistake " gaspeed
Bunter,  *I—=I'm sure that wmy paper
wits the best of tho lot! It stands to
senson that a paper written by w Freacl

]

[ Vhitt‘?ll
“I—I—1 mean

“What do vou wmean. Bunter?”

“Qh! 1 gasped  Duanter,

Nothing !

“Siienee ™ barked Av. Quelch,

Bunfer sat silent, hlmhn%c‘ hiz fat
brain almost in a whirl mctliing
hatd gone wrong, somehow, Mosoo yoe-
eturted after the interval.

“ Al zo ozzer papers, excepting vun,
take fifty marks or more!” he an
nounecd. “and there was a gasp of velief
i the Remove.

% (toad old Mossoo ! chuckled DBob.

“Good old Freneh bean!” grinned
he Bounder,
The Temove grinned chicerfully.

Whoppings aml detentions faded from
their minds! But for the presence of
Mr. Queleh they would have given
Mossoo three cheers!

“ PBub zore is one paper zat take no
marks at all ¥ added Mossoo.

There was & buzz of interest.  Foaery
Removite wanted to know who was the
unfortunate fellew who had scored no
imarks at all !

o Buﬁtuirv——-"

"Oh lor' v

“Buantair take no marks at all; anl 1
leave hiim tn you, Monsiewr Queleh.™

“Quite so!” said My Quelel.

“Oh erikey !

Billy Dunter sat Dlinking!  This
really scomed too awful to be true!
Like a fellow in a dream. or, rather,
g mnightmare, the fat Owl sab and
watelied the vest of the proceedings. Lo
each of the five prize-winners a pownd
rnote was handed, much te theiv satis-
faction. Fhen ihe Remove was  dis
missed—with the exception of the hap-
Tess Ow

“Yan will follow me. Dunter ! saul

AMr. Quelel,

Taking Buuter’s paper in his T,
Me, Quelels rustled away to the lead's
gtudy, with a disal fat juntor at his
Lieels,

What it all i'rmﬂnf. Bunter’s fat brain
could not grasp!

Ile followed By, Queleh indo  ile
Hoead's study. Dr. Locke laid down Li=
pen, and gave the Remove master an
inguiving look.

“I have a somewhat seviouns makter
ta reporl to yvou, sir ! sand Alv. Queleh,
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“An examination for a prize has taken

place in my Form; and this boy,
Bunter. has been guilty of nefarious
trickery I

Bunter’s fat knees knocked together
* Bleas m_'.r soud " said the Iead.
“What
“Here is the paper,

siv 1" =and Al

Qaclel. " Kindly glance at it! That
paper was handed in by Duanter. sl
signed By him, as his awn worl”

Dy, Loeke glaneed al the paper. Ty

pave ¢ skavt of sueprise. Then his hrow
grew pritn.

“Bless miv
agaih,

“This bow, sir, has hiad the andacity,
ihe effroutery. o pass off ithat com-
position as ks own., or. rvather, fto
endeavony to do 0" saul bMr. Quelel,
“With o stupadity equal to lis rascality,
he apprarz not to have known that it
would be recognised as a section of the
proface to the " Henviade, ™ writien two
hindeed vears ago by the anthor of the
pocm.™

soul ! he  ejacukated

“0h lor I pasped Bunter,
“Upon my word !™ exclaimed Dr.
Locke,  “Such stupidiiy—amd such un-

AT lonsness——

“T do not think, sir, that a mero
caning will meet 1lis ﬂ'n‘sl:" U oenid Alv
Dueleh, ™1 suggest that a Rogging-—— &

“I entirely apree ! said the Tlead.

“0Oh erikoy ™

Bunter did net agree! DBut DBunter
was not consulted in tlie matier! 1
Taocke vose ard =orvited out bz hareh.
Amd then—-—-

" . L * .

“Tlalla, hnllo. hallo! What on earth's
fhat ¥ exclannod Bob Cherrv, itn the
quact.

“That ¥ waz & fearful veil from the
Ilead's studyv.

Fellows in
stared.

- Yell after yell Roated Trom the TTead's
sty window.

“Tlhal’'s Bunber ™ said IMaree Whar-
fon. My hat! What a ron !

¥ell Followed yell ! Jvidently William
(ieorge Dunter was going through it!

L] " - & &

the quad  Dstened  and

Theve was vatlwer o erowd 1 Siwdy
No. 1 at teastime.  Harvy Wharton's
share of the Popper Prize had been
nobly exponded in a study spread. The
]ummu-. Eive were thn.*-m, and Dolsovop

major  and Dupont—now ihe best of
friedds agam—and dive or six other
foliows,

Tl choery 4alk o the study was in-
terrupted by a desp groon fronr the

I'hen; as they understood,

pazsage, and a woelul face looked in
at the deoor, and two woeful eves blinked
through a pair of big spectacles.
gay, you fellows— Wou "
,r"l.r.mnml Billy Bunter.
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoving lifo?
vorred Bol Cherry.

“Ow! Wow! I've been fogged!”
groancd Dunter. *I =av. you fellows—
wow ! The Ilcad laid it on like—like—
like beating a—wow '—carpet ! Ow!
It's il that beast Duopont’s fanlt!
Wow I

“Mon Dicu! Ilow is zat!
Nap. in astonishiment.

“Ow!  DBeast! That paper was n
spoof ! groancd DBunter. "I thouglht
vou hiad made it up for Dolsover, and
it turned out that it was only copied
from the preface 1o the rotten Look—
wow ! Awmd Mossoo knew it—wow '—
andd  Quelell knew  it—ow !—and  the
Head knew it—yow—ow ! I theuglt 1
was going to bag the Popper Prize with
it instead of Bolsover, and— cmr '—al}
1I've bagged is a whopping—ow '

For g moment the tea-party in Stody
No. 1 stared blankly at Tlly Dunter.
ihey Duwest

50

! opjrenlated

mto a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dlessed if I see anvthing to ra:‘klf*
al ! Wow! I sav, vou fellows—"

"IIa, lla, Tia 1"

“Ho you ’Emggc:r] that paper ™ roared
Bu]sumr major. “IHa, ha, ha!”

“So sat vas vab became of him !”
orgled Dupont.  “Ha, ha, ha !®

“1 say, yvou f:}”ﬂ‘ﬂ s, for goodnesa’ sula
doi't cackle ! groaned Bunter. “I've
eon done ! Jlow was I to know fhat
iltat beast Nap was spoofing that ofher
beast Tholsover with that beastly paper ¥

“Tlu, ha, ha!”

“1 say. vou follows, if—if 1'd won the
Popper Prize, [ was going to stand vour
a spread.  Bo—so, as you're standing
a spread, I don’t mind if 1 join you—=-"

Billy Bunter rolled in hopefully.

The next moment he rolled ont again

I'he door slammod on Banter, and he
groaned his way down the Remove
paszage ! The wayv of the transgressor
was hard. and from the bottom of his
fat heave Billy Bunter repented him of
his nefarious attempt to bag the Popper
Prige !

TIE ENE.
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COKER'S HEALTH

Aunxious inguirers after Coker's health,
following on lnsg sndden descent of the
f Remove stairs yestorday (assisted by a
dozen Hiemove boots), ave herchy informed
that hie is guite himself again, Coker is
so full of “bounce”™ that he can stand
any amount of this freatment!

e

1
4 No. 24 (New Series),

AS OTHERS SEE

THEM

What I Think of Tom Dutton
By Micky Desmond

1t's meself that would bo after feeling sorry for
anyone that's hard of henring, but begorrah '—
it's meself that fecls more sorry for meself when 1
atart talking to Tem Button,

Sure, and you'd think a fullow who couldn’t
hear what you eaid to Lhim ot all at all would bo
after using his renzon to make up what he lacked.
But the way Dutton uses his reason is rooro
unreasonable then Barney's bull i

Says 1 to the spalpeon the other day @ ™ Sure,
and it's & lovely morning ! What should ho
turn round to me ond say, Lut: “Warning, indeed !
And who're you to bo warning me ? For twvo pius
I'd give vou a punch on the nese—without
warning I "

“ Sure, and you've misanderstood me,” I soya.
' 1 wes just soying it was niee woather.”

“ Oh, my hide’s lilke lcather, i3 it 7" snorts
Dutton.  * Well, we'll see what your own skin's
like., Can you feel this §

With whieh words he ups with his fist and pives
mo a tap on the chin!

What would you bo after suving you could do
with a fellow like thas ¥ Natarally, ' after
him, and __:Fﬂem meself in front of him belors L'd
zot fur bebind.

* Bofore 1 dot your eyo for yvou 'm goiug to
give you an explanution ! ” 1 yolls.

Dntton glaros.

“You think you'ro shove my station, do
ou ? " he yeila back, * 1} jolly sunn show you
‘m a cut above you at boxing, anyway | "

And the spalpecn squores up for a mn..;mr atd
for nbout two minutez wo fight lilke Killenny
cats, Sure, and if it hadn'e Leen that he grvo me
the knoek-out, I should hove wen that acrap
casily !

Vell, if you expeet mo to soy afler that thot
Dutton’s the broth of a boy vnd T Like hamm a log,
it’a yoursclf that's poing to e wirong ontirely.
Dt ton's handieap’s a bigger Lamdicsp to himeelf
than to others, I’ admit ; buk, ot the sane time,
it'a & bigeer hoadicop to others than it is to
himsell.

It's mescll that would bo aflzr hoping 1'vo
made mesell glear !

{Now wo're poing round with o megaphone to
et Dutton to write o roply for noxt week., IF he

doegn't make Micky's haiv stuind on end, we'll cat
the yiddy mepgaphone I—En.)

PSSy TR FPETale by - S iy e oy L o b Pl Sl b P

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

An Haban shoolmaster rescnlly ealled

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

EDITED BY HIRRY WHARTON.

March 18th, 1933

Fearful Crime Foreseen

Conjurer to Pay ﬁmﬁh&%

The lifeless body of o well. “Well, now that you've
known  conjurer will shortly | seen me burn it, kindly look
bo found lying areund in &in your trouscrs pocket oand
quiet corner of  Croyieiars. | vou will find the note entirely
The body will be gonceally | unharmed ! " amiled Kipps.
recognigod as that of Oliver| Bolsover plunged a _Esn_ﬂ into
Kipps of the Remove, his trousers _U_n_,m.ﬁ.w. and drow

For this ghastly trogedy youlout o elip of paper. But
ean blame an innovent (vick{insiend of o bunknote the
porformed by thut celebeated | fellowa found themselves gazing
gleight-of-hand merchant, ut w conjurer’s imitation note.

He was demonstrating seine| Hipps loocked at it. He
of bhia latest wheoezea i the | Llinked. Heo rubbed his oyes.
Rog tho other ovening, aud, 1| Suddenly his juw dropped.
accordancs with o quite eommon “ Mern-my hat ! ho cried.

raeticy, of his, osked for Lthe| * Somethiog wrong ' asked

can of a ten-shilling noire, Bolsaver.
Bolsover waa  the Uraesus “Oh erikey ! 1 should just
: think so! must hove st
gy B g licht (o tha goenunine noto!
- 4 115 41 R That’a an imitation note you've
e b= ¥ L b L

ot thore

Dolsover roared.

“ Great pip! Woll, that's
what | eall funny ! "™ he said.
“That means you'll heve to
mako it pood ot ol your own
pocket then! Ha, ha, hat”

IKipps rubboed his chin rother
nervously.,

“I'm—I'm afraid that's
impoessible | ho  stammered.
“You eco, Fvo spent all my
poecket-monoy for the rest of
the ternn on econjuoing kit on
tho instalment system ! ™

Bolsy stoppud laughing.

“You — you »
aplutterad.

Then he modo a rush.

Kippa was hurriedly whisked
awsy m,___. friends. .

Kipps hasa't beon seen aineo,
and we'ro told he's in hiding.
But Bolsy will get him, mark
our waordas! Tho lifeless body
of a woell-known conjurer will
bo found lying around n n
guict corner of Groyfriars all
right. before long!

who supplicd  thoe  neided ha
gurrency slip. Kipps ook it
and waved it in thoe air.

“You know the numbar of
this note 7 "' he askod.

Bolgover grinned and nodded.

“ You have no oljoition Lo
ray burning it ¥ "

“* Ha, ha! Nonewhatever!™
lavughed Bolsy, who hed seen o
sufficient numbar of (tricks
Loefore Lo Buow that tho noto
wia nlways roturned Lo the
owner intact.

“ Right | Here goos then
gaid Kippa.

Ho struch o match and set
light to the note, whiclh was
promptly consumod.

Fesidents in the Fifth Pessage
pre warned that an carthguaks
may bo expected shoruly, Coker
sox2 he's poing to pul his foot
down !
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TABLE HOCKEY
FINAL'®
SENSATION

League Newcepmers

Lick Cracks

The Final of the Tahle Hockey
Championship, played ia Hall this
weal, provided a stagRrring sen-
eation, liolsover's Dullis, & team
new to the League .. fus season,
beating the Famous Five by 3 goals
to nil.

From the start it *ps obvious
that [Dolsover's DulmMa lacked
gotenoe, DBut what theoy lacked in

that direetion they madg =m. for in
brute force. Leg-bresk Theory,
Body-lino Sleshing ard Rabbit
Punching wers froely ipdulged in,
and whenever Lhe Bolgover poal
wig threatened the dofdndors used
theic hockey-sticks with telling
affect on their vpponenty’ oappers !

Alonzo Tadd the rofees, made a
feeble protest on ong or two
oecasions, but at half- kB Bolsover
disposed of his objoctions by lead.

ing him away from the luble and
informing him that an. nore pro-
testa would rosult ing® ey being
pulverised amd sent back to Unele
Benjamin in little piceoes!

Interviewed alter e gome,
Wharton satd he had po wish to
offer excuses, but they preferred to
loso the game rather thalklose their
lives ! !

Balzover saild that bis Bullies
woro proud to Eavo wondelean and
sporting gamo on their merits by
Fuir and sportsmanlike factics, and
he hoped that Groyffess would
racogniso thermn as o ook, scientifio
tenm who would add lestro to the
sport.
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OLD JOKE RES

Colonel Wharton, wio is tra-

velling abroosd, writes {p say that
gineo leaving Ensland 4@ has ecen
en  varthguake, o Hiphoon, o

“Ewnmnﬁﬂfnn_wpmnnn.m
?E:E;EE EHW% Eﬁ.a“p
spring moroiog ab Lol

uin thee Hesd,  He said he had momo arista |
and poets amung his bovs than wo had
in the whole of England bociowse liahan
Lays waere mare romantie,
ioAWel, he's jolly well weleomoe ta o,
anywiny. D aumeone’ll lond me the fate,
Ul go to romsantie hiw o1
SIMFPLE

Pellows olten nskh vz the tnennine of

ra

thoar mysterious loters & QAL
whicli =oinetimes appear after Willinm
oslinga nome, .

" Owaer of o Nasty *Acking Cough,” of
Lourse !

Ona o the things Bunter has

The Clitf House girls
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CAN YOU HIT THE BULL'S-EYE ?

IT voou ove ooduad rifleman, trot alone to
TOM BROWN'S MINIATURE RIFLE
RANGE just behind the woodshed right
now ! gtz of Eatropious, Casar, Vieeil,

antl Livy as targets, seearcd from the
ﬁ Library at enormous expense and risk!
Special Prizes for hitting Cmear on (he
bridge of the nose! ROLL UP!

T — . on mmm. mE1 1
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HOTJAZZERS WHOOPEE
PROGRAMME

Something now in Eho
entertainment lino LS
provided in ithe Raz on
Wednesday sevening  when

Dicle Hake's Crooninge Quar-
totte pave a whoopeo pro-
gramme that sent a frenzicd
audience into ecstucics.

The quurtette consists of
Roke, Morgan, Wibloy, and
Fussell, and when we toll you
wo dely oany other four on
earth to cqual their per-
formance, you'll get o faint
idea of what we thought of
tho show ! Great waan't tho
word forit; it was stupendous,
und then somio !

What o gilted low thess hot-
juzzimgr croonors arg!  When
thoy let fly with o top-note,
Chalinpin  gnashea his  teoth
with rago:; when o * hot 7
syncopated  number  leaves
thoir  twisted lipa, WJack
iIylton breaks his baton and
Brrics his head in o bucket
of firp.oxtinguishing sand out
ol shewr jenlousy !

The beauty of their show
ig that they invent afl the
tunes thoemasolves—and what
tunca ! Tho ilag foll for
them with a wallop that wus
heard on thoe olber aido of
Courtfietd. “ Littlo Side
Stomp "' fetchod thoe [ans on
their feet, kicking owver the
chaira in their wild oxcite-
mont. f Demd Owver Take
Six  DBlues ™ sot the wholo
rocmaohbing with its plaintive
moaning and heartrending
melancholy. " Easter Holidays
Jazz " got a dolirious audicncs

rocking and  tapping, and
raiging the' roof  wilth tho
chorus !

It'a only fair to montion
that not everybady is so
enthusinstic as wo are our-

solvos, Wingato logked in

Fans Cheer Rake’s Crooners

hulf-way through the show to
a8k who was torturing & cat,
pod Walker is snid to hawve
frinted in his study under the
impression that & gang of
dangerous menial patients
had cascaped and wera holding
a jombores bﬁﬁ_mn:. to induleing
in & goneral massacra.

But olter all, thoy're only
geniorg. Critics may sneer,
anyway, highbrows may scorn,
and foity Sixth-Formora mny

aeall, bt wo'to pomg to tell
the world that Dick Rake's
Crooning Quartotte is I,
with the Remove !

Rake. old son, wo hand it
to vou! Let’s hovoe somae
mord of that * hot ** molody

19 s0on a3 you're roudy,
and more power to your
lorynx 1

We Live and Learn

Thoy say that Mr. Lazarus,
of Courtficld, whaose collection
of antigque ching oroaments

is 8o [nmous, owna the

ugliost mug in the diacriet,
We always thoupght

Bolsover major had  that

THIRTY CANDIDATES
DEAD-HEAT

Third Form Election Result

They election for a new eaptain of the Thind, which took ptar
amid scenea of wild cxciternent and enthusiasm i the Thind
Form Room last night, resulted in tho most amazing dead-hbeat
sver known in the history of elections !

Thirty Third-1"ormers turned ap to vote, Pitzgerald of thn
Fifth, who presided, suzceeded in securing enough order to coahily
hi= voice to be heard afler nbout holf an hoor, and then proceadod
to nak for nominations.

‘Thirty Third-Foriners simultoncously yelled out their nomi-
LTLATLTIE

Fitgmeratd paticatly pointed ont that sinco thero wero definits
litnits Lo his powers of memoery, it would bo as well if the nomi-
nationd wero male one at a timme,  FHo called on Gooreo Tubb to
make the first nomination.

Tubk's nomination waes Georpge Tubb., Alter that, Holter
nominatod Bolter, Conrad nominated Conrad, Paget nominntod
Pazget, Bolaover minor nominuted Bolsover minor, Wingate nunor
nominated Wingute minor, and Lunn nominated Lunn!

And a0 it went on. Altopether thore were thirty nominaticas ;
and in each ense the nominator nominated lamself !

" Look hera, yon ailly voung asses,” soid Fitzgerabkd, whon ho
bk gor all the nomes on paper, 1 hope it's Hmmq.m:n?_u. uner-
st by all of yvou that you each bhave one vote and one volo
anly. [IF it isn't 2t
_H: h._“..,rm_.f nll rizlit, Fitzrerald,” said Tubb. ** We'ro all clear on
thac.

“ Right : then wo'll start the voting, which will bn by show
ut hands.  Will oll tlwse who are voting for Tubb kindly holl
up one hoaned 7

One hand wont up. Tt was Tubb’a.

* Mmoo applies to Bolter,” said Fitzgorald.

fhwe batd went up for Belter, It wwas Bolter'a.

Woll, we'ee not proposing to turn the ** Groyfriars Herald ' inte
w Third Form directory this week, so we won't weary you with a
full aceount of the peculinr election. It’s sufficiont to say, any-
way, that every votor presunt voted for himself, with the rrsulb
that all thirty eandidatos dead-hoated |

As the presiding oflicer, Fitzgerald had tho casting vote. In
viow of thoe dowdleck he awarded this to Tubb, who was thoero-
upon deelared the winner of the cluetion by o majority of on?
over ¢evory othor canddate 1 Al that was that ! )
Woa understand that tho political differences in tho Third which
irdd to the mosr extroondinary clection on record huve now becn

gettlod, and the Third are now once more united undor Tulib's
leaderahip.

Wu wish you joy o your task, younyg Tubb !
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'Lonzy’s Little Letters

cistinction !

Drear Editor,—The tendoney to onomatopaus amaonyg juvendes,
evon ol the montal ability of such juveniles aa my Couain Poter,
who sy be termed cmbryonto  jurs-

have

been gn duly for 25 years— Dever done is to touch bis toes strong hockey eleven, aud cavg | :
wﬁww m.wm. aﬂ:uﬁwﬁm mﬂmnwa that without bending his knees, Aod the Remzove n tussle in a rocend| §milh carried off the irophy-=—
Dobbin, the borse, has pulled it i2 Le goes ot over-ealing, be “friendly ’ game!  Removg
all that time, mever will | wos, 1-3. :

AL n high=thivioe; contest apen to
gl all Ehe junior zehool, H, Verngns-

& milver cup.

Wiiiaim

Wibley states that
woald like a trial as 2 bhrosdesst
arlist, but Mr.
should stick to

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU
< op

LTI * ¥ S T
Queleh thinks ho
bz stadies o little

longer,

foutrht in

sanler
fram S Fulke de Bunter. who

claim Yas nol yek been verified

1 . ! i :
—‘.--..}Hn.—. ..| .nun.-._.u.w_._._._u.u' vl —uﬂmr.wh_“.u_u._.. ..a.._-..._.u”__u...“_n..n“_.p_._._' 1%
= «v..nf..m_.. nevoritheles:  lnmmoentable. Par  exrniple,

aucordancons uw.__n__“

thi ntilisation of the
strnlive * biff " in substitution for * Dilow
i to me personally o deplorable qu:mﬂ._:.
lriend musappropneiion cesulting i dis.
ik aes o Lhe =epeitivo P iepanun.

T ._:.3__.,.:.,._ to o slieht ﬂ.:uT_:.“ﬂ;.___._.n..._: il
crpirieal hnes

H_..::.__”___.,.._..::uu___:_u:pr_E .v:.:._.ﬁﬁ.m :E_-,,.,
(hipesteenl to po on strike i1 wa carry on
Deyond thiz poing t==Weo know you tako
cxevption to the uso of klang wonds, "Lopzy,
Letet {hey ity piges to the poig thag yeur
tone Wi b oaies, any day —[LD.)
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Eidimee  iEifent

‘e Crovsades. Tho



