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GREAT NEWS, CHUMS !

SPFLENDID THEATS IN STORE FOR

* Magnet,”

EC4.

HE other day L had a letter from a

I staunch GNETITE living down

Tlorquuy[wsy telling me that I sm

always planning pleasant surprises
for my mdern‘; He's r?ght. and just at
this moment I have finished plannmg yet
another first-class, gilt-edged, top-hole
surprise for you fellows. That it will
causs & great sensationm I'm thoroughly
conVinced ; that it will svery
present reader is & certainty.

You will call to mind my words of last
Deocember that I had some good things up
my sleeve for 1933. That's true—but the
** best of the good things ” I'm keeping a
secret until next week. Don't miss m
important announcement then, as it will
affect every single one of you. In the
meantime, BROADCAST THE GOOD
NEWS that something extra-good and
extra-hig i3 on tho way te MienET
readers.

in the world—and still buried

treasure to be found! For in-

stance, how would you like to
pick up

THERE i@ still adventure to be bad

800 PRICELESS EMERALDS ?

Thet's what & young explorer and
archmologist has just found in Egypt!
“Bome " find, eh ? And with them he
found jewellery set with garneta and car-
nelians—a hoard worth untold wealth !
He dug them up in Egypt, from the ruins
of  Cleopatra's summer palace, near
Alexandria. And these jewels are belioved
to havo belonged to Cleopatra hersslf,
1,083 years ago ! For all those centuries
they have remained buried under the
ruina of the ancient palace.

At one time there must have been vast
treasures buried in Egypt, but successive
bands of robbers throughout the ages have
taken most of them. Even so, the amount
of wealth whieh still remains to be dis-
covered there must be enormous.

There is another part of the world where
vaat boards of treasure are said to be still
hidden, and that is in the Republic of
Panama, in Central Amerion. A tribe
known as the San Blas Indians un-
doubtedly possesa much gold, and the
plaee from which they get it has remainod
a pecret. DBut it is believed that it is

THE BURIED WEALTH OF
BUCCANEERS,

which was hidden in Panams in the daya
of warfare on the Spanish Main. The San
Blas Indiens eare very hoaspitable—
especially to Englishmen—but they will
pever roveal the secret of where they
obtain their gold | In fact, strangers who
vigit their territory are always conducted
to the borders at suneet, and not allowed
te remain during the hours of darkness,
legt the secret of the gold hoard should
heeome known.

Send along your joke or your
toallets and Sheflield sleel

Bowme [ulo The

Offce. lBoysa /

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
bis readers,

Write to him: Editor of the
The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope will

ernsure a reply.

Their friendship with the English dates
back to the days of the buccaneers, for the
San Blas Indiane resisted the efforta of
the Spaniards to colomise their country,
and as the bucvaneera were the enemies of
Spain they were alwaya sure of & welcome
in the San Blas districts. The Indians
didn't do so badly out of that friendnhig
if, 8z a result, they now g8 the burie
treasure hidden by Sir Henry Morgan and
his merry men !

Ready for a yarn ! This one has beon
sent in by Clifford Musk, of 159, Croydon
Road, Anerley, 8.E.20, who gets & pen-
knife for it :

Old Lady (lwatehtng revolving light of
fghthouse):
“ How patient
sailors must
be 1*
Coastguard :
"In what way,
ma'am? " e
: 0ld Lady:
** Well, they must be, The wind has blown
out that light six times, but still they keep
on lightingit]1"

NOW FOR SOME RAPID-FIRE
REPLIES

which I have to poass on to my readers :

‘The Publisher u{) Longfellow’s Poems ?
(K. E., No Address).—As these poems are
now out of copyright anyone may publish
them, You esn get a complete volume of
them for a shilling or two at any good
booksellers.

A *" Boys' Friend Library ™ Query
(V. R,, of Nantwich).—No. 550 of the
' Boys' Friend Librory » was published in
January, 1821.

National Anthems of the World (C. Rice,
of Londen).—It is impossible to state
exactly how many National Anthema there
are in the world. Ewvery country haa one,
and even semi-civilised and barbarie
tribes have their ** ehants," which are the
same a8 a National Anthem.

To Join the Grenadier Gumards (J. B., of
Cosham).—Write to the Recruiting Office,
The War Office, Whitehall, 8.W.1, for all
particulars of how to join this and other

regiments.
Several Queries from a ‘‘ Staunch
" Magnetita ' ** (No  Address). — Billy

Bunter often usea his ventriloguism to

t out of scrapes, but he is such an arrant
idiot that he deesn't think about it some-
times ! (lﬂl}.Don’t worry if : ]oge clol looit-

ounger than your age—you pleased
zbougeit later on | {%T Yguth! should not
smoke until the
might heve an effect upon their growth,
Don’t take chances !

A Job on 2 Rubber Plantation (‘' Inter-
ested Reader,” of Cambridge).—Write
direct to the head offices of the company
you prefer. Java plantations are generally

limerich—
ves. MAll efforis to be seni lo:

are fully grown. It

YOU !
owned by Dutch firms, The Crown
Agoents for the Colonies, 4, Millbank,

Weaestminster, 8.W.1, may be able to give
you information concerning rubber plan.
tations in British colonies.

A Film Studie Inguiry (A. W. J,, of
Peckham).—Shepherd’'s Bush station is
the nearest to the Gaumont-British
studios, and trams and buses pass the
end of the street in which it is situated.
Elstree Studios (which are really at Bore-
ham Wood) are reached by rail from
Moorgate, St. Paneras, or King's Croes,
1t is not easy to get permission to visib
the studios unless you have influenoce,
Apply direct to the companies using the
gtudios.

Joining the Army (F. C., of Horsham}.—
Weak eyesight will probably debar you.
Ask at your local post office for a pamphlet
giving partioulars.

By the way, will readers please re.
member that I eannot answer their queries
in the following week's issue 7 As I have
explained before, the MaenzT goes to
press several weeks before it is on sale,
and therefore a few weeks must elapse
before a printed reply can appear, I am
always ready to send a reply by post if it
18 required urgently, providing a stamped
and addressed emvelo s enclosed.
Where answets are of mtersst to many
readers, howover, I much prefer to anawer
thern on this page.

HERE is just space to answer one
more query, which comes from

ONE OF MY GIRL READERS.

At least, 1 think she im w girl reader,
because she wants to know how to
“glim"! There's only one way to do
this without interfering with one’s health,
and that is to take regular exercise, and to
attend strictly to one's diet. Plenty of
fresh fruit should be taken, and lots of
orange juice. Chocolates and swests
generally are fattening, so my fair reader
will hava to avoid these, Hard luek—but
there it is ! |

ln reply to her other ?uery regarding
promoting the growth of hair and eye-
brows, coconut butter is said to be a
ugeful thing for this purpese.

Limericks and jokes are still rolling in.
There ia no lack of budding poets amongst
you fellows. Here's another prizewinner—
this time from : Jagk Crawford, 3, Hares
Mount, Shepherd's Lane, Lesds; who geia
a wallet for his winning effort.

Eavesdropping is Bunter’s great sport :
1t's an art that he’s naver been taught.
At keyholes he'll stand,
For he’s an *‘ old hand,”
And I warrant he rarely gets caught !

And now let us see what is in store for

next woek !
Yrenk Richards ‘* kicks off ” with

‘““ GREYFRIARS CHUMS AFLOAT "

a yarn that you'll enjoy ! Ii's full of fun,
and has a rattling fine plot, too. All your
favourite charaecters appear in it, and it is
certainly one of the best yarns we have
ever published frdm this versatile author’s
pen—beg pardon, I mean “ typewriter " |
And that's sayi something, as you
know. SHo don't misa it !

There'll be ancther {ine instalment of
our serial, packed with thrills, emd some
excellont ‘“light relief ™ in the shape of
a * Groyfriars Herald " that would bring
a smilo to the face of a brass monkey |

YOUR EDITOR.

or both—and scin our useful prizes of leather pocket

“ Limericks and Jokes" Edifor,

¢lo MAGNET, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.d (Comp.).



HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN A GRAND EASTER

HOLIDAY ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Baffling Bunter !

f ABRTER—"
E G N I
“ What 1*

Bunter.

“No!” repeated Harry Wharton.

“Wharrer you mean, you silly ass?’’
demanded Bunter "1 said RBaster—"

“And I said no!”

There was & chuckle from the Co.
Dob Cherry and Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull, an Hurres Binglh, seemed
amused, Billy Bunter, on the other
hand, seemed perplexed and irritated.

Greyfriars School was about to break
up for the Kaster holidays. Harry
Wharton & Co. were discussing that very
matter when Billy Bunter rolled up
to them 1n the sunny gquad. Bunter,
ovidently, was alss thinking of Faster,
But the Famous Five of the Remove did
not appear to want Bunter's help in the
disoussion. They did not want Bunter
at all.

“I was going to say—"

Bunter got going again.

“Tlhe speech may be taken as read![”
interrupted Wharton,

“1 was going to ask you—"

“T know! Don't!”

“Whetlier you're fixed
Faster——"

“T guessed that one |”’

“And whether you'd like me——"

L3 N0 1))

“Do let a fellow speal!  Whether
vou'd li’I’ce me to—"

ejaculated Billy

up for

“The no-fulness,” remarked Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific! The
esteemed company ot the absurd Bunter
is not o boonful blessing.”

“You gee, old tat man,” explained

Bob Cherry

kindly, “wvou’'re super-
fluous [ t)

You're a bother! You're a
nuisance | You're too much of a bad
thing! Yoy can only make & party a
success by keeping away from it. And

the farther away, the better! Do
make myself clear?”

“* Beast !

“Now run away and [Jla}'!" said
Johnny Bull. *“About Iaster, you

fellows—"
“Give us a rest!” implored Frank

e~

Billy Bunter’s doing the
grand : he’s inviting Harry
Wharton & Co. aboard his
cousin’s wonderful yaeht—for
a free Easter cruise! As
usual, however, there’s a
catch in the ariful Bunter’s
invitation, but the Greyfriars
Chums only discover the
catch when it’s too late!

Nugent, as Bunter's mouth opened
agaln.

“Look here—'" roared Bunter.

“ About Easter,” said Harry Wharton,
turning o deaf ear to the fat Owl of the
Remove. “It's settled that wherever
we go, we all go together! We've got
to fix it up—""

“Will you let a fellow speak 7’ bawled
Bunter.

[13 No !’!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

So far as the Famous Five could see, it
was unnecessary for Bunter to speak,

L that

They knew—or at least, they had no
doubt—what he was %f'mg to say.

Bunter, when the school broke up for
holidays, was generally at & loose end.
Ils never seemed keen on going home to
great and glorious mansion,
Bunter Court. When the “hols ¥ came,
and other fellows considered what they
were going to do, Bunter was generally
considering whom he was going to do!
Nobody seemed to yearn for Bunter's
society in the hols.

There were two hundred fellows a,
Greyfriars; and of these one hundred
and ninety-nine found no pleasure what
ever in the fascinating society of W. G.
Bunter.

Bunter had spent the Christmas vaca
tion at Wharton Lodge. He had nol
made himself popular there. Instead of
longing to see him there again, Harry
Wharton was determined that he
wouldn't! So that was that !

It was, therefore, quite unnecessary to
listen to what Bunter had to say; and
as lie seemed bent on saying it, the
Famous Five turned round and walked
off. Bunter was left blinking at a row
of five backs, through his big spectacles,
with a wrathful blink.

“1 Eﬂéy’ g;ou fellows I he bawled.
Ten deaf ears were turned to Bunter.
The F'amous Five walked on.

Billy Bunter rolled in pursuit.

The Famous Five accelerated.

Bunter broke inte a trot. Grinning,
the Famous Five broke into a trot also.
They trotted, grinning. across the gquad,
with the fat junior panting in the rear.

“J sny, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter
breathlessly.

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Will you etop, you silly chumps?”
gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, T
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&
wanted - to say—  Oh; I'm out of
breath [

“Ha, ha, hal?

Bunter put on a =purk.

The Famous Five put on a little more
speed. They turned into the path under
the old elms at o rapid Lrot. Bunter
raced after them, his liitle fat legs
fairly ﬂashinF. Bob Cherry glanced
over lis shoulder.

“’My hat! Ilo's putting it on! Go
it 1

“Ila, ha, hal” roarea th- Co.
It seemed quite a merry jest to tho
chums of the Remove to give thoe fat

and breathless Owl a run. SprintinF
was not in Billy Bunter’s tine et ﬂ.
O

Iie had too mue wcight to carry.
gasped ond ho pented, ho puffed and
e blew, as he pursued the chuckling
juniors. They were prepared to kee

up this game os long as Bunter did.
It was quite an cntertzinment.

“Qoogh 1” panted Bunter. “Groogh!
I say, vou fellows— Qoogh! You
beasts—I mean, dear old chaps—
Wooogh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharlon & Co. looked hack
at the fat and panting Owl as they
van, and langhed merrily.  Unluekily,
they all looked back at the samo
moment, and 2s & natural .resul_t they
did not sca a fellow standing in the
path under the elms ahead of them,

That fellow was Fisher T. Fish, o
the Remove—and he did not see them
coming.

Fisher T. Fish had s little account-
book in his hand. and his sharp, narrow
eyes were fixed on a column of figures
in that book, with deep attentian,

Fishy was going through Lis accounis
for the term—and there was o halipenny
he could not trace—a halfpenny miss-
ing! What had become of that Lali-
penny the American jimior did not
know; but he was gaing to know, if hie
burst & boiler over it! It was vnlikely
that he had lost it—impossible that he
sonld have given it away—and his keen,
cute, spry brain was concentrated on the
problem ‘of what had becowme of it.

Thus it was that Fisher T. Fish did
not sce the Famous Five como racing
up the path under the elms,

He remained in blissful ignoranee of
their approoch—till they crashed !

Tt was some crash |

v Yerusalem crickets ! yelled Fisher T,
Tish, as he went spinning, his neeount-
hook flying in one direction, his peneil
in another, and his hat in_a thizd,

“«Qh, my hat!? gasped Harry Whar-
ton, as he sprawled.

[Fishy sprawled fivst—and Wharton
sprawled over him. Unable to stop in
time, Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
added themselves to tho heap. Nugent
and Hurrco Singh just missed i,
swerving to right and left. But Billy
Bunter did not miss it. Coming on like
steam, the Owl of the Remova erashed
before ho knew what was happening.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

“0h erumbs!”

“Oh lor’1”

“Q0w I came in agonised tones from
Fisher L. Vish, at the bottom of the
pile. “Aw! Gerroff | Cuarry me home
to die! I guess V'l mahke potafo-
scrapings of you!l Oooooonooaool !”

#1 say, you fellows—  Wow—wow !”’
spluttered Bunter

Billy Bunter scrambled wildly up.
IIe rested a fat kneo on Bob Cherry's
neek, and a fat hand in Johnny Bull's
eye, and heaved himself up  There was
a simultaneous howl from Bob and

Johnny.
Bunter staggered against an elm.
winded, Wharton and Bob and

Tae Macrer Lisrany.—No. 1,312,

Johnny Bull picked themselves up,
breathless. Fisher T. Fish lay extended
where he had fallen, gurgling. All
the wind - had beer knocked out of
Fishy’s bony person, Ile gasped and
gurgled and guggle:

“Aw! Wake snakes and walk chalks |
Wow! What the Abraliam Lincolm do
you guys figure youre up to? Ow!l
Groogh| QOoooch' Can’t you jays see
where you're running? Ocoh!”

“What the thump did ysu get in the
way for?” gasped Bob.

“Oooh! You piefaced piccan—
Wooogh 1” gaspeu Fishe: T. Fish. He
sat up, spluttering. “Oh. Jerusalem

crickets! Wooooh 1"
“It's all Bunter's fault,” znid Frank

Nugent. “Let’s bumn Bunter [

" Good egg 1"

I say, wou fellows—" yelled
Bunter.

Bump |

Billy Bunter sat on the path and
roared.

“Ow! Beasts! Now I wont take

vou on an Kaster yachting cruise, so
there!

Beasts !

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Surprising Il True !

narye

Five voieces in  unison
uttered  that astonished
sjaculation.

The Famous Five had lLeen about to

Something
Extra~-Good in

FREE GIFTS
Coming Shortly

Watch Out for Further
Particulars !

pursue the ecven tenor of their way.
But they stopped,  They stared at
Bunter. They were quite astonished,
They had taken it for granted that
Lunter, ns usual, was secking for a
victim to ‘“plant * himsclf upon for the
holidays. Knowing their Bunter as
l_iicy did, how could they have doubted
it?

But it appeared that they had taken
tao much for granted. For once—ap-
parently—William George Bunter was
uot on the make |

“Tako us

“A yaehting cruise

“Yor Easter!”

“ My hat!”

“Gammon !”

“Ow!l QGive a fellow a hand up!”
rasped Bunter. “1I'm w-w-winded! I
this is how you thank a fellow—ow!—
for inviting yon to a splendid yachting
cruise—grooogh \—I  ean only say—
oooooogh 1

Harry Wharten and Bob Cherry
grasped the fat Owl by cither fat armn
and heaved him to Lis feet. Fisher 'I'
TPish  still sat and spluttered.  DBut
nobody heeded Fishy! Buuter was the
centre of attrzetion. Duonter had suc-
ceeded in mstonishing the natives!

He blinked at the staring five through
his big speclacles with a reproachiul
blink.

“1 say, you follows, T mean it! Ii
vou'd lot a fellow speak—ow! What
did you ecut off for when I was just

1

THE MAGNET

going to ask you—ow !—to join me in a
E}.chtl!lg cruse for the vas? Wowl
Bumping a fellow—ow! I've a jolly
good mind not to take you now. Ow!"

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,'
he said, “if Bunter’s got a yacht up his
sleeve, Bunter’s & man to be encouraged.
I always liked Bunter—if he's got o
yacht for Easter.”

:‘ a, ha, ha!”
*Oh, rcally, Cherry! I say, you
follows, listen to a chap! I've got the

yacht all right! I want you fellowa to
join me in & cruise. Sr endid steam-
yacht—latest thing—you’ll enjoy your-
zelves no end. rip to the Iile itcr-
ravcan, and all that! What?”

“ Gammon ! said Johnny Bull tersely.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“You silly ass1”” said Harry Wharton.
“Are you talking out of tho back of
vour fat neck, or what 1"

“QOh, reallg, Wharton—"

“The yachtfulness is probably mot
terrific !’ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with a shake of his dusky head.

“Oh, really, Inky——"

_‘_"wa I swow!” gaspcd Fisher T.
Fish. “I guess I've got & poin! Wow!
You all-fired, slabsided jays—"

“Shut up, Fishy!”

“I've got o pain!"” yelled Fishy,

rubbing bony places.
. “No objection to your having a pain,
if you don’t make & row about it! Shut
up! Now, Bunter, you ass—" said
Harry Wharton.

Snort, from Johany Bull.

“You silly ass, it's only pammon!
Yon know Bunter ™™

“If you call that eivil, Bull, when a2
fellow’s inviting you to a splendid and
ixpm:.'sn'o cruise for the Easter holidays,

“Well, where's the jolly old yachi?*
grinned Bob Cherry.

“It's coming to Pegg! You'll be able
to see it to-morrow !”

“The seefulness is the believefulness "
grinned Hurree Jamset Ranm Singh.

“Wa can go straight aboard when the
school breaks up 1"’ said Bunter. * Make
all arrangements beforehand, you know.
Splendid accommodation—every fellow
will have a separate state-room—best of
cookery—grub  splendid—T've  asked
sprcially about that——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if T sco anything to cackle
at!] That's important, of course. You
can rely on the grub.”

“Well, my hat1” said Horry Wharton
Llankly. ‘“Is—is—is there really a
vacht, you fat piffler, or are you trying
to pnll our leg, or what?”

“What's the name of the yachti”
grinned Bob.

“The Sea
Bunter,

“ 0! said Bob, rather falien aback.
1le had expeeted the fat Owl to pause,
{o invent a name for an imaginary
yaeht. But the answer came quite pat.

“ And whom does it belong to " asked
Nugout,

“ My cousin George.”

“Who's he?” asked Bob. DBunter's
answers came so promptly that tho
¢hmns of the Remove were alinost
beginning to believe that there really
was a yacht—well as they knew their

Nymph ¥ answered

Bunter!
“Eht ITe’s Captain Cook!” said
Bunter,
“Captain  Coolk! I've heard of

Captain Cook—he discovercd the Bouth

?1330.'% Islands, or somathing,” grinned
o,

“ Not that Captain Cook, yon ass—
“Oh! Not that one?” chuckled Bob.
“No, wou fathead! My eousin,

Captain George Cook! Not on the

"
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Vernon-Smith brought the |Enlml:cvglm)ll down with a crash on Bunter’s bullet head. The cardboard mount In the eentre split,

and Bunter’s head came through,

Bounder planted a boot on Bunter

Bunter side of the family,” explained
the fat Owl, '“To tell you the truth,
we haven't had a lot to do with the
Cooks—it's the Bunter side that's the
pristocratic side of the family, you
kno“.__”

“Oh crikey !”

“But Cousin George is all right 1 said
Dunter. “ Not an aristocrat like the
Bunters—""

“Phewl”

“But all right! A splendid chap, in
faot! He's psked me for the Easter
cruise;, and esked me to bring my
friends—ns many as I like! I theught
of you fellows at once.”

“Well, my only summer bonoet!"
sgid Harry Wharton blankly, “ Blessed
if he doesn’t sound as if he's telling the
trath | Is he?”

¥ Does he ever 7 grunted Jolinny Bull,

“Wall, no; But—"

“You'll see the yacht to-morrow,"” said
Bunter, "“It's putting in at Pegy Bay,
only n few miles from here, and you can
1o aboard and look over it, if you like
Will you come?"”

Billy Buanter blinked at the chums of
the Remove quite seriously. They could
only blink at him in return. Reully, he
was taking their breath away,

They had, like all fellows in the
Remove, heard o great deal about the
wonlth and magnificence of the Bunter

fumily. Like other fellows in the
Remove, they had not seen any of that
wealth and magnificence. They had

lioard about Bunter Court—but they
lind seon Bunter Villa! Seen close at
hand Bunter Court dwindled to a
detached villa! What was the Bunter
vacht likely to dwindle to?

Yot the fat Owl seemed in dcep
earncst, Really, he scemed to be telling

s tight trousers,

the truth! But that was improbable!
The age of miracles was past!
“Will we come?"' repcated Wharton.
“VYes, old chap! I'm going to ask
somo more fellows, too—but I specially

want you chaps to come. After all,
we're pals, ain’t we?”
“But—but—but is there really =

yvacht?” stuttered Wharton.

“Haven't I just told you there is?”
hooted Bunter,

“Well, vos; but that makes me think
there isn't!["

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look liere, you
mean, look here, dear old chap—

“0Oh, cut the gammon!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Can’t you fellows sce
tho gamc? The yacht won’t turn up,
and then Buuter will propose coming
with us, instcad of us going with him |”
';011." said Harry, “I suppose that's

cheeky rotter—I

"

it.
“0Of course ' assented Nugent, with a
nod. Johnny Bull's explanation secmed
the most probable one,

“That's a cort !’ said Bob Cherry.

“The certfulness is terrifiel”

“1 say, you fellows, if that's what
vou call pally, when a fellow's asking
you on an expensive eruise—""

Ilarry Wharton laughed.

“\Well, old fat bean, you see, we don't
quite swallow it. The Bunter yacht
might turn out to be first cousin to
Bunter Court! Chuck it!”

“If you mean that you can't take n
fellow’s word, Wharton—"

“Yes—that's exactly what I mean, old
fat tulip!” assented the captain of the
Remove, “I don’t know why you're
trying to pull our leg—but there’s
nothing doing, anyhow.”

“ Beast !"

with quite a surPrIsed expression on the fat face as It emerged. The next moment the
* Whoooop [ *’ roared the fat junlor.

“Now Bunter’s done his funny turn,
we—" began Bob,

“1 gay, you fellowsa—="

“Chuck it, Bunter "

“ Look here,” roared Bunter, “the
acht will be here to-morrow. You'll
be able to see it from the dorm window.
I want you to come! I want my old
pals with me these Lols. ¥You see, I
want you to enjoy yourselves! Will you
come if you sce the yacht anchored in
Pegg DBay to-morrow?”

“You fat spoofer!” roared Johnny
Bull. “Therp isn’t any yacht, and you
jolly well know there 1sn't!"

“That's what you call gratitude for
a generoys invitation, 1 supposef” said
Bunter. “Look hLere, Wharton, you'll
believe in the yacht when you see it, I
suppose ?"

“ When 17 said IHarry, laughing.

“Then you'll come?”

“That's a safo offer; I'll come if
there's o yachit!” said the captain of
the Remove, with a chuckle.

“Done, then!” said Bunter.

He extracted a grubby little notebook
from his pocket, extracted a stump of
peneil, and seribbled five names on o
Eﬂlbby page. The Famous Five stared.

unter was evidently making a list of
the guests for the Iaster yachting
cruise, They wondered for a dizzy
moment whether there really wes a
yacht, and whether thero was going to
be a cruise.

“That's settled !” snid Bunter,

Ho slipped the notebook back into
his pocket and rolled away towards the
House, Harry Wharton & Co. starcd
after him. They could only stare.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Too Particular [

“ 9r @ EARD 1" asked Skinuer of the
Remove.
“Ha, ha, ha!?
There was a chortle
the Rag.

A crowd of fellows were there aflier
tea, and there was evidently some joke
on when the Famous Five came iu.

“Heard which and what?* inquired
Bob Cherry.

“ Bunter—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ And his jolly old yacht—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was quite a roar. The news of
Bunter's yucht secined to have spread
and t6 be eausing general hilarity. The
Famous Five grinned.

“Oh, we've beard that one!” eaid
Bob. *In fact, we're asked to join in
the eruise |”

“ You'

in

going?’ yelled Vernon-
“Well, we're not exactly going,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing, “You see,
there isn’t any yacht. 'I%Rt‘a a bit of
a drawback in a yachting cruise.”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Bunter's asking fellows up and down
the Form,” said gquiff. ‘ Blessed if 1
can make him out. What's the game?”
"“Only bunkum, anyhow | said tho
Bounder. “He asked me! He asked
me to cash a postal order at the same

time. Y said ‘No’ to both.” '
“Ha, ha, hat*
“Well, we'va said * Yes, if there's
o yacht,” said Harry Wharton, “I feel

quite safe nbout it.””
“Sale ns houses!” chuckled Bob.
“It's takin' a risk, dear men,” ro-
marked Lord Mauleverer. “Ii
don’t want the vag with Bunter—*

“We jolly well don't !

*No fear!™

“The no-fearfulness is tervific!”

“Then it's takin’ a risk,” said Mauly,
shaking hus head., “Bunter's asked 1ne,
and I've declined. 'm not tskin® any
risks."

“Well, if there was a yacht, and
Bunter asked me, I'd jolly well go,‘"
said Skinner. “But there isn't! It's
just gas—rather more gaseous l;ha,n
usual! You jolly well know there isn't
a Bunter yocht, Mnul?", you ass!”

“Most likely not!” agreed his lord-
ship. “But I'm takin’ no risks.”

And Mauly shook his head again very
seriously. Remote as was the possibility
that there really existed a Bunter yacht,
there was, as he said, a risk. A fellow
who accepted an invitation had to stand
by it: a fellow couldn't let a fellow
down. And the idea of passing the
holidays with Billy Bunter had quite
a jarring effect on Mauly’s nervous
system. He had been there before, so
to speak, and koew what it was like.

Harry Wharton's face became grave.
Lord l'gia.t:lle\'o:rel: was popularly sup-
posed, in the Remove, to be an ass.
But Wharton was well aware that his
lazy lordship had a_lot of common
senso and judgment, He realised now
that there was, as Mauly said, a risk.

If there mn.ily was a yacht, a
cruise to como, no doubt it was very
kind of Bunter to ask the chums of the
Remove. They were bound, in that
case, to thank him very politely for his
kind invitation. But they didn’t want
to accept it. They didn't want the
“hols ¥ with Bunter, and certainly not
as his guests. As his guests they could
hardly tell him what they thought of
him, or kick him when he asked for it.
And Bunter had to bo kicked at times.

“Look here, Mauly, you don’t think
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there's anything in it, surely?* cx-
claimed the captain of tho Remove.

“Might be!” said Mauleverer.

“Fathcad I””  said Johuny _ Bull
“Haven't we heard all about Bunter
Court? It turned out to be a villa
when wo saw it. The Bunter yacht is
on the same lines as the Dunter
mansion.”

“¥Yaas, but—"

“But what I grunted Johnny Bull,

‘““ Please yourselves, byt P’m not takin'
any risks!” said Mauly., “The fact is,
1 rather fanoy therc’'s somethin’ in it
this time.”

:‘ Fathead [”

Agsl”

" Bosh I

Lord Mauleverer smiled and subsided
into an armchair. He was quite accus-
tomed to such rejoinders when he stated
an opinion. But it had often transpircd
that Mauli was right after all.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the jolly
old yachtsman ! exclaimed Bob Cherry,
as Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag,

All eyes were turned on Bunter.
Whether there was a Bunter yacht or
not, the fat Owl had succeeded in
awakening general interest in the Form.
Billy Bunter’s descriptions of the wealth
and magnificence- of the Bunter tribe
were well known, and mest of the
fellows had no doubt that the Sea
Nymph was ome more item in a list of
imaginary ssions. It was, as
Skinner put it, just one more whoppeor,
and & bigger whopper than usual
Nobody was likely to believe in that
yacht till he saw it with his own eyes;
and cven then they were likely rather
to think that it was an optical ieiuaion.

Bunter had a large sheet of cardboard
under his fat arm as ho entered the
Rag. It was a mount, with a large
photograph on it. Taking no heed of
the surprised stares of the juniors
Bunter &amcoeded to bang a nn.if) in the
wall and hang up that photograph.

+ “What asked
Hazeldene.

Bunter blinked round.

"“That's the Sea Nymph,” he ex.
plained. *'I thought you ollows might
like to see a picture of my cousin's
yacht.”

“Q0h, my hat "

“Gammen !” snorted Jolinny Bull.

Thero was a rush to look at ilio
picture. Bunter stood aside with a fat
amirk on his face. The juniors stured
at the photograph. It represented quito
a handsomo steam-yacht, Under it was
the name Sca Nymph,

“Where did you get that, Bunter?’
exclaimed Wharton.

“My Cousin George sent it to me,”
unswered Bunter calimly, “It’s a pholo-
graph of his yacht.”

“ 0Oh erikey "

“Looks a decent old tub, what?” said
Bunter comp]acenﬂg. “Tho fact is, it
was built for o nobleman, but he had
to sell it to pay his surtax, and George
got hold of it, sce?”

“He didn’t pinch it?” asked Skinner.

“No!" roarced Bunter.

“Then it 1sn't his!  Whose is it?’
asked Skinner. “They ought to put the
namo of the owner on ihe pictnre.”

“It's my cousin, George Cook's—"

“Ia, ha, hal”

“You epooling bounder ! ,exclaimed
Jobnoy Bull indignantly. “T suppose
you'vo bought that photograph at Court-
field specially to sg;oof ust?

“That’'s it, of course,”
Wharton.

“ I guess they never bought that yacht
under some thousands,” said Fisher 'L
Fish. "If your Cousin George has pot
all that dust, Dunter, you can sure

on earth's that?”

assented
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borrow a bob of him and square that
kob you've owed me for whole {erms”

“You haven't asked me yet, old fat
bean " grinned Skinner.

Bunter shook his head.

“I'm not going to ask you, Skinuer,”

“I sghall miss that eruise!” sai
Siinmer sadly. “ What a loss!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

¥ You see, | don't want you, Skinner,”
cxplained Bunter. *You've got no
money,”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Skinner. “Is
there reully o yacht, und are the Bunter
family getting fellows on it to borrow
their money?  DBlessed if that doesn't
make it look probable ! .

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

. "01,1}. really, Skinucr! What I mean

il

“Well, what do you mean, you fat
oyater ?” asked Harry Wharton, with a
rather shurp look at the Owl of the
Remove,

“J—X mean, I don't want fellows like
Skinner,” stzmmered DBunter.  “You
see, you're not much class, Skinner, if
you don't mind my mentioning it. I'm
getting up a deecent sort of party for
this eruiso, and you would hardly do.”

“Why, you cheeky, fat Owl—"

1 have to be a bit particular, you
know,” said Bunter. “I've streiched a
point in asking Smithy—"

“What ?” yelled tho Bounder, while
the other fellows roared.

Bunter blinked at him.

“It's all right, Smithy—I'll take you,
if you care to come. As I've said, I'm
stretching a point, You've got plenty
of money, if you've got no mannors, and
vou'll pass with the rest, Of coursc,
you'll behave yourself a bit better than
vou do here—not so much of your swanlk,
rou know, and none of your loud waist-
coats and diamond tiepins, and all
that—"

*"Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

The Bounder looked at Bunter, His
face was quite a study.

“Isn't he nice?” said Peter Todd.
“Isn't it & pleasure to listen to him?
Go it, Bunter |

Bunter blinked nt Toddy.

“'Fraid I shall bave to leave you ont,
old chap,” he said. “Sorry, and all
that, but you're too poor to keep your
end up on such a cruise as this is going
to be. Hardly up ta it soeially, i you
know what I mean.”

Toddy's face became as interesting a
study as the Dounder’'s,

“The fact is, I've got to be a Lil par-
ticular whom I ask,” explained Bunter.
“1 can't tuke more than a dozen fellows,
and George wants a decent lot—he's
made a point of thut, 8o you seg—""

Herbert Vernon-8Smuth made a stride
forward. He grabbed down the big
photograph from the wall. DBunter gave
a yell.

“Here, let that alone!
me, you beast !”

“Here it is ! snapped Smithy.

He lifted it with both hands, and gave
it to Bunter—with a erash on his bulict
lead. It was a terrifie crasl, and it
split the eardboard mount in the contre,
Bunter’s head came through, with quite
a gurprised cxpression on the fat foce
143 it emerged.

“Yaroooh ' roared Bunter.

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows— Wow !"

Dilly Bunter ¢tood with the enrdboard
mount round Lis fat neck like a neck-
Iace, and the shattered photograph of
the Sea Nymph straggling round Lis fat
features, e stood and roared,

He roarcd still more loudly wlen the
Dounder slewed him round, and planted
n boot on ithe tightest trousers at
Greyfriars.

“Whoooop |”

Give that to

Bunter few towards the doorwax.
Toddy and Skinner—fo, reasons un-
kunown to Bunter—rushed after him, and
each added a kick. Bunter flew out of
the Rag, and there was a bumf in the
pussage outside. A yell of laughter
followed him,

“Ow! Wow! Ow!” A fat and
furious face blinked in over the neckluce
of cardboard. “Ow! Denst! I won't
take you now, Smithy——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder made a jump towards
the door. Bunter made a jump along
the passage, and vanished, leaving the
Bag in a roar.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Whose Yacht?

e REAT Scott!”

G Cherry.

o “’fmt——”
“Great Clristopher
Columbus !”

Bob Cherry fairly yelled.

It was morning, and the rising-bell
hiad ceased to clang. All tlic Remove
had turned out of bed, execepting Billy
Buunter, who was snatching a few extra
minutes. Bunter often got a fow extra

yelled Dob

’7 WANT A POCKET WALLET?
Then Make Up
A GREYFRIARS LIMERICK!
One of this week's
| USEFUL PRIZES
has been awarded to:
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eftort ;

Baid Fighy to Cherry one day :
‘ Just listen to this, you big

jay !
I've heard that your Test
Will fill up the atreet

And block up the traffic sach
way !

GET BUSY ON YOUR
EFFORT, CHUM!

minutes in bed by cutting down the time
other fellows devoted to washing.,

Early as the-hour was, it was bright
areed sunny, a oo spring morning. And
Bob Cherry had clambered up to one of
the high windows, which looked sca-
ward, to look out. Bob certainly did
not belicve in the Bunter yacht, or that
that magnificent vessel was going to
drop anchor in Pegg Bay. DBut he
thought he would give the bay a
“squint,” and when he bestowed that
squint on it, ke was amazed at what he
beheld.

He almost fell down from the bronad
window-shelf in  his  astonishment,
According to DBunter, the Sca Nymph
was coming there that day, and might
arrive very ecarly, Nobody believed o
word of it. Dut——

“Ioly smoke!" gasped Bob,

There, in the ravs of the rising sun,
wis 4 handsome steam-yacht, at anchor
out in the bay, about a quarter of a
mile front the old wooden pier opposite
the Anchior Inn. Even at the distance it
was clearly seen from the high window
of the dormitary, neross the intervening
trecs. and oliffs.  Polished mictal-work
gleamed  back  the rising  sunlight.
['igures, tiny in the distance, could bLe
seen moving on the deck,

The presence of a yacht in Pegg Bay
was not surprising—it was not unnsual

7

for a yacht to put in there. It might
have been merely & coincidence that one
was thero that morning, But it was
more than a comncidence. For this
vacht, unmistakably, was tho one de-
picted in the photograph Dunter had
hung up in the Rag, and which the
Bounder had burst over his head. It
was the Sea Nymph, and thero was no
mistake about 1t!

‘“What the thump !* exclaimed Harry
Wharton, staring up st the ‘junior at
the window. “Ship on fire, or what ?”

“The yacht !” gnsped Bob.

“The what{”

“The yacht—the Sea Nymph !

“Rauts [

:'Boifh b

‘What's the good of trying to pull our
leg, fathead 7" X

" Chuck it!"”

“I tell you it’s there !” roared Bob, in

grout excitcment. “Come and look !
. There 'was a rush of half-dressed
juniots to the windows, They clam-
bered up in a crowd, and stared. Thero
way the yacht!

Harry Wharton rubbed his eyes, as if
he Idouf;tcd their evidence,

- My only hat!” he ejaculated.

Slt—it—it—it's o yacht!" stuttered
Nugent,

“Might Do
Skinner.
“It's the one in the photograph ! said
Bobh, “That's a ecert.”

“The certfulness is terrific!”

“It's the jolly old Sca Nymph !” said
Johnny Bull blankly., “How could
Bunter have known it was coming hero
to-day 7”

“Well, if it's really his cousin's yacht,
dear men——" drawled Lord Maule-
verer,

[ [EE)

“I'he rotfulness is preposterous!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunter !* roarcd
Bol Cherry,

SBnore !

“Wake up, you fat slug !

Bnore !

“Turn him out, somebody !"

Bolsover major turned Bunter out.
There was a howl as the fat junior
landed on the floor in a tangle o% bed-
clothes.

“Yarooh! Beast! Wow!
getting up yet! Wow !”

“Here's the jolly old vacht, old fat
man !” roared 1%011.

any old yacht!” said

I'm not

“Fh? What about it?" snapped
Bunter.  “Wharrer you wale me up
for, you brast "

“Don't you want to see yvour cousin's
yacht ?” jeered Skinner.

“I"m not going to clumber up to that
window to see the thing!” growled
Bunter.  “I ghall see it when I go on
board presently, I suppose.” :

“When !* chuckled Skinner,

“The whenfulness is terrific!”

“DBut how on earth did Bunter know
that that yacht was coming here?” said
Harry Wharton, as he resumed dressing,

“QOh, really, Wharton, I had it from
my Cousin George——*

“ Rats [V

“Easy cnough,” said Bkinpner; *I*
dare say it was in the papers. Move-
ments of ships are reported in the

paprrs, Dunfer saw it in the newspapor,
of course, and fancied he could spoof
us "

“Why, of coursn! That's it !”

“That i=n’t it!” yelled Bunter, I
told vou tho yacht was coming, and it's
come! I shall go on board this nfter-
noon.”

“I don't think!” chuckled Skinner.
““As you can't possibly know anybod
on board that yacht, even you won't
have the nerve to butt in fhere !”

“Y tell you that yacht belongs to my
Consin George !” roared Bunter,
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“You can tell us till you're black in
the fuce, old bean! But you won't get
anybody to swallow it!”

" Yah I” enorted Bunter.

The Removites finished dressing, end
went down, quite satisfied with 8kin-
ner’s explanation that Bunter had secn
some report of the Sea Nymph's move-
ments in the newspaper, and founded
his lntest gemmon on that. Every man
in the Remove scemed to bo under-
studying Doubting Thomas of ancicnt
Limes.

‘The fact was that Bunter’'s yarns were
a little too well known, and tho yacht
story scemed & little stecper than usual.
Ohbvionsly the Sea Nymph was a very
expensive vessel, and had cost a large
sum to build. Iven if it had been sold
Iy some hapless nobloman, whom a
kind and thoughtful Government was
taxing out of cxistence, still, it must
lave cost a lot of moncy to fm_'.-.. And
if the Bunter clan were so well pro-
vided with cash, it was odd, to say the
lrast, that nono of it ever came so far
us Greyfriars School.

.. Billy Bunter snorted as he rolled out
into the quad. It is said that secing
is believing; but now that the fellows
liad seen tho yacht, still they did not
helieve.  They only supposed that
Bunter was keeping up lis fairy-tale
with more than usual impudenco.

. I'wo 8ixth Form men were walking
in the quad—Wingate and Gwynne,
who had been down for an carly bathe.
Bunter caught their words as Le passcd
tlmn}. , T

. “Yopping vacht!” Wingate was say-
ing. ‘P'Bd ﬁllie to be the lucky bargee
that owns her.”

“Lucky bargee,
asrented Gwynne.

I say!” Bunter halted. and Dlinkel
nt the great men of the Sixth through
his' big spectacles. “I say, Wingate,
that’s my cousin's yacht!”

Wingate and Gwynne came to a halt.
They stared at Bunter.

“What did you say, Bunter?” asked
the Greyfriars captain.

“That yacht belongs to my Cousin
George 1

“Does it?"

“Obh, yes! Look here! I'll take you
aver her after class, if you like,” saitl
Bunter breczily. “I say— Oh lor’!
Wharrer you up to? Leggo my ears!”
shrieked Buntor.

Evidently the Sixth Form men wera
doubting Thomases, too. Wingate toolk
hold of one of Bunter's fat cars.
Giwynne took kold of the other. DBoth
of them pulled—hard. The Owl of the
Remove yelled frantically.

“Owl Leg[io! Wow ! Whooop I*

Having pulled Bunter's ecars, the
Sixth  Form men walked disdainfully
on, Bunter rubbed his ears, and glared
after them. He decided not to tell any
more Sixth Form men about the Bunter
vaght.,  Tho result was altogether too
painful.

and no mistake !*

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Up!

SAY, you fellows—"
“30ll keeping it up ?” grifned

I

Bob Cherry.
“Oh, really, Cherry—*"
“The yacht’'s still in  the bary,

Buater,” chuckled Frank Nugent. “Go-
ing aboard 7%

“1h? Yes, of course.”

“Giammon 1” said Johnny Bull,

AMorning school was over, and Bunter
came out of the House and looked for
the Famous Five. 'I‘hapr smiled as he
came up. _Somcbody’s yacht had
anchored in Pegg Bay, and Bunter was
taking adventage of that fact to bolster
up his_latest and steepest yarn. That
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was how the chums of the Remove
lacked at it. And they were quite in-
terested to see how long Bunter would
lkeep it up, and what excuse he would
make for not going on board.

As they did not believe for one
moment that Bunter had any connection
whatever with the yacht, or the people
on board, he would have to make some
excuso, for even Bunter could hardly
bute into a strange vessel among
strangers. But there” was a limit even
to Bunter's impudencs.

“We've got lots of time to run down
to the beach before dinner,” said
Bunter, blinking st the grinning five.
“You fellows coming?”

"Tnkin%» us on board?” grinned Bob.

“Yes, old chap. I want to introduce
you to my Cousin George, as you're
coming on the Easter cruise.”

“Doesn’t he do it well?” eaid Bob
asdmiringly.  “Wouldn't any fellow,
who didn't know him, fancy he was tell-
ing tho truthf”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, will you come?” snapped
Bunter. “A boatman will take us off
to the yacht for a couple of bob. One
of you fellows can pay.” .

“Yes; I can seo myself butting into
yacht ! said arry Wharton,
“What should we say when they asked
us who we were, and what the dickens
we wanted ¥

"M¥ Cousin George will espect me
to——"

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Blessed if I.see anything to cackle
ut! Look here! I'm going aboard,
anyhow!  Are you coming or not?”
hooted Bunter.

“He's going down to the beach, and
lie's going to tell us he's been aboard
when he eomes back,” chuckled Bob.
" Look here! A walk won’t hurt us be-
fore dinner, Let’s go. It will be
frightfully interesting to sco  what
whopper he tells us when wo get to the
pier.”

* Let's,” grinned Nugent. .

And the Famous Five, ]uughmg,
walked out of gates with Bunter. t
was quite a pleasant walk through the
waods and along the eliffs to Pegpg—
more enjoyable to Harry Wharton &
Co. than to Bunter. Billy Bunter was
gasping before he had covercd half the
distance.,

“1 say, you fellows, let’s stop and rest
2 hit 1’ gasped Bunter, at last.

“And turn back,” chuckled Bob.
“Js that it?”

*It's coming now,” said Johnuy Bull.

“No!” hooted Bunter. “Just a fow
minutes' rest.”

“Oh, alt right!”

The juniors halted, and Bunter sat
on a stile to renew his supply of wind,
always rather short. The Famous Five
leaned on the stile, smiling. They fully
cxpected that, now they were in sight
of the bay, Bunter would find somo
reason_for turning back, after that rest,
instead of keeping on. They waited to
licar the fib.

].%nto‘r stirred at last,

““Come_on, you fellows,” he said,

To their surprise he dropped from
ihe stile on the Pegg side, Apparently
he was still “keeping it up.”

“Tollow your leader !” chortled Bob.
“He's tht.in%_ it off till we get to the
pier. What lie are you going to tell,
Bunty *

* Beast !

Bunter rolled on. Tho Famous Five
sauntered. They were quito willing to
walk as far as the pier. That was tho
limit. Bunter could go no farther than
that without going on board the yacht,
or walking into the sea. Aud one
scemed as likely as the other to the
Famous Five,

Puffing and blowing, the fat Owl ar-
rived on the old wooden pier. ‘'Lhere
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were Plcnty of hoats for e, ond
several men in  jerseys glamced ip
ant:cj{mt.lon at the Greyfriars follows.
The IFamous Five watched Bunter in
great amusement., Now that he had
reached the limit they waited to Hear
what was his excuse for not going
aboard thoe yacht.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Here it.comes!” chortled Bob.

“1la, ha, hal”

“1 want a coupla of bob for the
boatman. I've been disappointed about
a postal order.” ;

You'll be disappointed about two
bob, too, old fat man.”

“So that's the game,” grunted Johnny

Bull,  “We've been brought here to
lend Bunter two bob for ginger-pop
and buns.”

“Tt's for the boat!" yelled Bunter.
“You can pay the beatman yourselvcs,
if you like,”

“Done 1** said Harry Wharton, “Call
a boatman, and tell him to take you
out to that yacht, and I'll give him the
two bob on the spot.”

That, to the juniors, seemed a very
safa offer. To their amazement Billy
Bunter waved s hand to one of the
boatmen, and the man held on to the
picr with one hand, asnd touched his
ancient hat with the other.

“Two bob to take me out to that
yacht,” said Bunter.

“ Ay, oy, sir!l”

Bunter clambered into the boat, the
five Itemovites watching him in_aston-
ishment. He blinked back at them.

“You fellows coming * he demanded.

“Coming? No ?enr! Moan to eay
you've really got the nervo to butt into
u yacht where you don't know any-
body 7 yelled Bob.

“You silly nss! ve told you—"

“Rats ¥ .

“The ratfulness is terrifie!”

“Yah! You jolly well pa
man, then, and sec!” snorted Bunter.

1o sat down in the stern.

Wharton made a grimace, But what
he had said, he lLad said, and he
handed the Pegg hoatman the two
shillings. The man shoved off from the
picr, sat down to his oars, and started
pulling for the anchored yacht.

“Well, my hat!” said Nugent, wilh
a whistle, "“Has that fat villain really
cheek cnough to butt in there, just to
pull our leg? I suppose they couldn’t
climek him into the sea if he did 1%

“Rot1” growled Johnny Bull. “He's
gonw for a row, that's all. Ho will tell
the man to pull back befora he reaches
the yacht.” i

“'That’s it,” assented Wharton. “I've
been done ! y )

“"The donefulness is terrific !”

Leaning on the wooden rail of the
oll pier the juniors watched the re-
ceding beat. Every moment they ex-
pected it to changa-its course, and pull
round the hay, or clse back to the pier.

But it did neither. 'The boatman
pulled on steadily, and the boat drew
nearer and nearer to the yacht. Now
a man in a yachting-cap was scen to
Joait over the rail, loocking towards
Bunter. He was too far off for the
fellows on the pier to sco much of him,
bub they could sce that he had a round,
red face, and that lio was watching
Bunter. They saw him make a gesture
with his hand as the boat closed in,
whether of weleomo or not they could
not make out, In more and more sur-
prise they watched. .

“My hat! They're puiting out the
ladder 1” exclaimed Beb. *“Look!”

“He's going nboard—"?

“The cheek 1*

“Well, my only Amnt Marial?
ejaculated Wharton, as hoe watched tho
boat pull in, hook on., and saw the
accommodation-ladder let down for

the boat-
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Bunter clambered into the boat, and the hoatman started pulling W
*¢ Has that fat villain really cheek enough to butt in there, just to pull our leg ?
1l tell the boatman to pull back before he reaches the

with a whistle.
Bull.

Bunter. “Does he really know any-
body on that yacht, I wondert”

“T'hey think he's got a message, per-
haps,” suggested Johnny DBull.

“Yeps, that may be it.”

“ Anyhow, there he is—on board !” said
Nugent. “If he's spoofing he's jolly well
keeping it up to the finish! Of course,
he may have pitched somo yarn to get
on board—he's es full of artful tricks
as & monkey Made out he had a mes-
sage from somcbody, or something.”

“If that's so ho will be coming back
pretty soon.™

“You'll see him ecoming in a minute !”
grunted Johnny Bull.

The juniors watched. But they did not
see Bunter coming in a minuate. They
did not see him coming ot all. The
boat pulled off from the yvacht, the boat-
man returning alone. Dunter was stay-
ing on the Sea Nymph.

“He—he—he's not coming back !” stut-
tered Bob.

“(Coming off in the yacht's boat later,”
said Johnny Bull.

“That leoks as if he knows tle people
on board.”

“1—I suppose it docs!
he stuffed them somehow

Johnny Bull was not going to Lelieve
Bunter unless he had to,

The bLoat vpulled in to the pier, The
Pege Loatman stood up and called to
the juniors, Apparently Bunter had
gent o message back?

“The young gent said don’t wait for
lim, =sir!”

“Right-ho 1”

“Then he's staying there 1” gaid Tarry
Wharton. “Well, if it’s all spoof I'm
blessed if I know how he's wangling it.
Time wo got back, anyhow, or we shall
ba late for tiflin, and Quelch will bite!
Come on!”

More likely

* He’s gone for a row, that’s all—he w

for the anc

The chums of the Remove walked off
the pier and took their homeward way
to the school. They went in great
astonishment. Either Bunter was tell-
ing the truth, and there really was a
yacht in the Bunter family, or olse there
was & mystery about it that the juniors
could not fathom. It was improbablo
that there was a yacht in tho Bunter
family, still more improbable that
DBunter was telling the truth.  Yet,
otherwise, what did it all mecan? 8o
far, all tho fat Owl's words had boen
borne out by his actions—they had to
admit that, They were still in a state
of great astonishment when they arrived
at tho school and joined the fecllows
going in to dinner.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Amazing [

LENTY of fellows noticed that
P DBunter cut tiffin.
They eould hardly help notic-
ing that. It was so very un-
common for Billy DBunter to miss a
meal.

When the fellows went out after
dinner the fat Owl was not to be scen.
lle had not returned yet.

Apparently he was still on board the
Sea Nympl.

In that case he must have lunched
there. Il was impossible to imagine that
Bunier wns cutting out a meal entirely.
Missing dinuer at the school ¢ould only
Lbe explained by lunch on the yaclht.

A dozen fellows inquired of the
TFamous I'ive what had become of
Dunter.  They stared when they wero
told.

“On the yacht!” cjaculated Skinner.
“You saw Lim$”

hored yacht, ** Well, my hat ! " sald Nugent,

“‘ Rot 1 *' growled Johnny
g“]lt | RE

“Watched him all the time,” said Bob

herry.

“How on earth did he wangle it?”

“PBlessed if I know ! But they let him
on koard. and let him stay—must have
stood him lunch, too 1"

“I ocan’t make it out,” said tho
Bounder. * Anybody ever heard of the
8ca Nymph before, or know whom it
belongs to *

Nobody had! Unless it really
belonged to Captain Cook, the cousin of
William George Bunter, nobody knew
anything about the ownership. And no-
body belioved that, even yet. = .

“Y fancy I can spot it !” said Skinner
sagely. “Bunter knows a steward on the
yacht, or something of that sort, and
the man’s taken him on.”

“Or a stoke1 |” suggested the Bounder.

“Han, ha, ha!”

“Well, it looks as if he knows some-
body there,” said Harry Wharton, * Of
course, Bunter might know the people.
whoever they are. DBut if there was a
yacht in the Bunter family we should
have heard of it before. We've heard
of the Bunter family mansion, the
Bunter money, the Bunter titled rela-
tions, the Bunter villa at Cannes, and
ihe Bunter shooting-box in Scotland, and
a lot more things, so it stands to
reason we should lLave heard of the
Bunter yacht—if any 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's it,” assented
“Aay belong to some
knows his pater—his father’s in tho
(lity. DBunter happened to hear that
it was putting in at Pegg, and started
a varn on the strength of it”

“Ten to one!” agreed Wharton.

Jolinny Bull.
City man who

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Summy ¥ exclaimed Bob  Cherry.
“Punter mi. will know if there's n»
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vacht in the Bunter clan! 1lere, young
unter |

Bunter minor, of the Second Form,
blinked round at the group of
Removites. There was a grin on Sammy
Bunter’s fat face, a twinkle in the litile
round eyes hehind the big spectacles that
made him look so like his major. Ile
came up to the Removites.

“Seen the yacht in Pegg DBay,
Sammy 7” asked Bob.

And all tho fellows looked with in-
Auiring interest at the fat fag. Cer-
tainly, if the Bea Nymph was a Bunter
yacht Sammy ought to know.

“Yes, I saw it this morning,” answered
Sammy.

" Ever seen it before?”

“Not that I know of.”

“What did I tell yon?”
Johnny Bull.

“You see,” went on Sammy calmly,
“my Cousin George hasn’t had it long.
I believe he only bought it last year,”

“What?” roared Johnny Bull. ‘' 1las
Billy Leen standing yov u stick of tolleo
to back up his yarn?”

“Ig, ha, ha!l™

“Look here, Sammy, tell the truih, if
il's possible for a Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton. “Is thera really a Cousin
Grorge 1”

“0f course there is, fathead!”
{_"1}0115 that yacht really belong Lo
Wit

“Of course it does!”

“Is Billy going on a cruise in it this
Laster #?

“0f course he is!”

“ Ave you going”

“No fear!”

“And why not, if Billy's going?”
demanded Johnny Bull.

“George hasn’t asked me, for one
ihing,” said SBammy, “and I jolly well
ilon't want to go, [or another! [Ilg,
lie, he ¥’

“1 should think vou'd be jolly glad
to get an Kaster ernise for hothing!”
saild Bob Cherry.

“For nothing?” repeated Sammy.
“Rh? O, yesl 8Still, I den’t want to
go. But Billy’s going oll right—taking
a party, I hear! He, he, he!”

Apparently Sammy seemed to sco
something funny in the idca of Billy
Bunter taking a party for tho Baster
ernise. He piggled and sniggered, like
o fellow in possession of a good joke.

“Well, what's the joke, you young
as3?” demanded Bob.

“He, he, hel”

“Gammon, of course,” said Johnny
Bull. “Bunter guessed that we shiould
ask Bammy about it, and bhe's fixed it
with him to back him up! Kick Lim !’

“{iood cgg!”

“Yaroocoooh !” voared Sammy, n3 he
was duly kicked; and he departed from
the spot in haste.

When the bell rang for class Dilly
Buater had not come in. The Remove
went iuto their Form-room, and M.
Quelch’s gimlet 2yo immediately detected
tho absenco of the fat Owl, It was ten
minutes later that Billy Buntcr rolled
in, pufling and blowing after a walk.
The gimlet eyc fixed on him at once,

“ Bunter I rumbled Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir]l Sorry I'm late, sir!” said
Bunter breezily. “I've had 1o walk
back from Pegg, sir!”

grunted

“You were absent from dinner,
Bunter I
“Yes, sir. I lunched with my cousin

nn his yacht, sir,” answered the Owl of
the Removo.

The Remove listened and stared. If
it was all spoof, Bunter was certainly
displaying a remarkable nerve. It was
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not a light matter to pull the majesiic
leg of Henry Samuel Queleh.

“You lunched—" repeated
Remove master. L.

“Yes, sir. My cousin's yacht is in
Pegg Bay, sir, and he pressed mo to
stay to lunch when I went off to sce
him, sir, and I hope youw'll excuse me,
sir, as I haven’t seen my cousin for &
long time.”

Mr, Quelch looked fixedly at Bunter.
He looked as doubiful a doubting
Thomas as any fellow in his Form.

He had seen that handsome steam
vacht in Pegg Bay. Obviously, it was
a very expensive vessel. There were
fellows in tha Remove whose people had
such veszels, Lord Mauleverer hiad one
of his very own. The Bounder's father
had one twice as large, that was like
a floating hotel: Newland’s father had
one. But such magnificent possessions
were, of course, rare. Anybody might
liave had @ little sailing yacht,

But a handsome, ocean-going steam
yacht was quite a different affair. And
Mr, Quelch, as Bunter’s Form master,
had the best of reasons for knowing that
tho Bunter elan did not roll_in wealth.
o was aware that Mr. Dunter, of
Bunter Villa, was exceedingly slow in
parting with the cheques for his sons’
fecs at Greyfriars. Sometimes they
came along at the end of the term
instead of the beginning; sometimes
they did not arrive till the next term.
That sort of thmg did not seem to fit
in with expensive steam yachts,

“Your cousin’s yacht, Bunter?” re-
peated Mr. Queleh.

“Yes, sir. The Sea Nymph.”

“What is your cousin's
Bunter?”

“ ook, sir—George Cook.”

“And you have been to see him on
his—his yacht?”

* Yes, sir.”

There was o brief pause.

“Vory well, Bunter,” said Mr. Qucleh
af lust, “If the matler is as you state,
yon are excused.”

“Thank you, sir!"” said Bunier
brightly. “And—and my cousin sent a
message for you, sir.”

“ Indoed 1"

“Hao thought you might like to walk
down and look at his yaclit, sir, as sone
of the [ellows are going for a cruise this
taster.”

Tha Remove could only gaze. They
gaved almost open-mouthed. If this
was spoof, if Lhis was nerve, it was the
limit!

“Indeed 1"t said My, Quelch ngain.

“1'in taking a party on the yacht this
vae, eir,” cxplained Bunter calmly,
“and if you'd caro to look over tho
vaeht, sir, any lime to-day, mﬁr Cousin
Ucorge would be glad o show you
over, sir.”

“PBless my soul! I mean, very well,
Bonter, I—1 will think about it,” said
AMr. Queleh, in guite o gasping voige,

And the Remove scttled down to
lossons.  But they did not give a lot of
attention to the lessons. Amazing a3 it
was, miraculous as it was, it was borne
in upon theix minds that the yacht in
Pegg Bay really was a Bunter yacht,
that thero really was a Cousin George,
and that the Hea Nymph belonged to
(lousin (jcorge, and that BillF unter
was really, truly, and seriously taking
a party of fellows for an Laster cruise
in a magnificent steam yacht. For after
what ho Lad said there was littlo doubt
that Mr. Quelch would go down to look
over the yacht, and that Bunter would
dare to pull his leg to the cxtent of
causing him to make a fool of himself
was unimaginable. : g

It was amazing, 1t was staggering, it
was overwhelming. DBut Bunter had

the

nane,

THE MAGNET

told the fruth all the time, and the
Famous Five were booked for an Kasier
ernise with Bunter. Even Johnny Dull
admitted it, though Johnny averved thut
thero must be a catch im 1t somewhere,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Settled I

"oy E'RE landed!” said 1larry
w Wharton,
“ Looks like it.”

“The landfulness iz lex-

rifie 1’ said Hurrce Singh.

“Can’t make it out,” saidl Bob
Cherry, “but—it's so.”

“There's a catch in it somewhere,”
said Johnny Bull.

“Whero, ass?”

“ Ask mie another! Somewhere,” said
Johnny.

The Tamous Tive had gathered in
Study No. 1 for tea. Over tea they wero
discussing the amazing happeming. Tt
had to be admitted now that the Bunter
yacht had a Jocal labitation and a
name, It was & real yacht, not a happy
fiment of DBunter’s fertile fanecy, like
DBuuler Court, the vine-clad Bunter
villa at Caones, the Bunter. shooting-
box, and the rest of the Bunter list of
imaginary possessions. And tho Pamous
Five had accepted Bunter’s invitation to
a cruise on that yacht—if there wus
yacht. And therc waa!

It needed thinking over,

An Easter cruise in o splendid steam
yacht was rather attractive. ‘They
admitted that. ‘They had not met
Cousin George yot; gut if ha was a
fellow who gave a schoolboy carte
blanche in inviting his friends to a
cruise, it looked as if he must be a
large-hearted man, guite n decent sort
of chap. According to Bunter, there
was accommodation for & dozen fellows
on the yacht, and he was going to fi]l
up all the accommodation with friends
invited from Groyfriars. Cousin George,
it appeared, was going to run that
yacht for two or three wecks purely for
the benefit of Bunter and his friends.
1t looked as if he must be a rather
gonerous sort of man—quite tho sort of
man that a fellow would like to khow.

Siill, there was a fly in the ointment.
The chums of the Remove liked the idea
of a cruise; in fack, they were rather
inclined to jump at such a chanee.
They alveady bad a high opinion of
Captain Cook, but—

There was a “but,”

Tioey really did not want to be
Dunter's guests. All tha more because
they had been determined that he

should not stick on to them for that
vag thoy felt awkward about it. And
Bunter was not the sort of fellow to
whoin they wished to be under an obli-
gation. At the samo timo they did not
want to secem ungrateful, 1t was really
zn awkward situation.

“YWell, wo can cry off if we want to,"
said Harry Wharton slowly, * Now it
scema lo be clear that the thing is
genuine, Bunter will bo able to pick up
all the guests he wants—*

“And a few over,” grinned Bob.

“Y’va noticed that Bkinner is jolly
civil to him since class this afternoon,”
said Frank Nugent, * Snoop scems to
have taken a Llang to him, too.”

“And the ostecemed WMishy is ter-
rifically attentivo to the absurd aml
futheaded Bunter,” said Hurreo Jamset
Ram Singh .
“0ld Lﬁmly's got a lot of sense,” said
Harry. “We're landed if Bunter holds
us to'it. Bu, alter all, why should be?
e ean't really want us specially, Why
should he??
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“Well, we're nwfully nice chaps!”
said Bob, with a chuckle. “8till,
Bunter's never noticed that before.”

*Might want to borrow money of us
during the cruise,” said Johnny Bull.

“Well, his cousin must be fearfully
rich if he can afford to run a yacht like
that just to give schoolboys a holiday,”
said Harry. * It costs something to run
o steam yacht. With o rich relation
standing him s holiday, Bunter won’t
want to touch his guests for little loans,
¥ should think.”

. “N-n-no!” Johnny Bull had to admit

i

“Well, then, if we don’t want lo
go. we needn't,” said Harry. *Bunter
will wash it out—especially as he'’s get-
ting =o jolly popular now.”

LT T T TR TR A T TR T T

ham. T'm rather hungry. 1 say, ysu
fellows, Quclch has gono down to look

et my cousin’s yacht.’

The juniors had seen Mr. Quelch wallk
oul of gates after class. They had no
doubt where he had gone. It banished
the last lindgerin doubt. Obviously,
Bunter would not iE\mre dared te let him
start if it was only to discover that his
leg had been pulled when he reached
the yacht, It was impossible to doubt
further

The fat Owl tucked cheerfully into the
foodstulfs, Harry Wharton & Co. ex-
changed glanges, and Wharton pro-
ceeded to break the ice.

“Well, it seems all right about the
yacht, Bunter, Sorry we didn’t take it

I!IIIIIIII||IIIIIllllIII[llllllllllltllllIIHIIII!1IIII1IIIII|IIIIII|III|IIII|||[§

“You'll make ui) a party easily
enough without us, old fat bean.”

Bunter ceased cating for a momeont
and blinked across tﬁo table at the
captain of the Remove.

‘Without you?” he
“Wharrer you mean ?*

“Yes. You see—"

“But you're coming !” said Bunter.

“We thank you for the kind invita-
tion,*” said Bog Cherry sulemnlﬁ.- “But
owing to circumstances over which we
have mo control, we are cbliged to
decline it! Thanks and all that.”

“ Exactly !” said Johnny Bull.

“The thankfulness is <errific,” de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the declinefulness is also a sine
qua non [V

repeated.
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“But don't wet” asked Nugent.

“Well, I'd rather not,” said Harry.
“Tt would come in useful, in a way, as
my people ure ubroad for Easter, and
that washes out Wharton Lodge. Dut
we were thinking of a hiking tour, or
zomething. I ean't say I want to take
favours from Bunter, after kicking him
all through the term.?

“Can’t very well,” assented Nugent,

“Yt would be ripping—a ecruise for
Laster 1" said Bob. “But, dash it all,
we can't do it. We ean't take it from
Bynter. Wash it all out!”

“T say. you fellows!®?

A fat face and a large pair of spee-
tacles looled into Study No. 1. For once
there was not a clorus of “Buzz off,
Bunter!” The Owl of the Remove
rolled in, and nobody said him nay.

“RMlight have told me you'd come up
to tea I’ said Bunter, pulllug s chair to
the table and sitting down, “Pass the

in. Put you know what a spoofer you
are !’
“Oh, rcally, Wharton—" .

“We hope yow'll have a jolly cruise,”
said Harry. “And you'll get a dozen
fellows to go with you—two dozen, if
you like.”

“Opnly accommodation for a dozen,”
snid Bunter, with his mouth full. “I'm
asking some Fifth Form men—Coker,
you know. He's got money.”

“What on earth has money to do
with it, you ass¥"
“0Oh, nothing!
cggs.” . i}
*“Is Clolker going 7 asked Nugent.

“1 think so. You fellows will get on
all right with Coker, what? He's o bit
of a fool and a hit of s swanking ass,
but he's all right so long as you pull his
sillv leg a bit.” I don’t want you rowin,
with Coker on my cousin’s yacht, o

course, ‘That wouldn’t do.”

Pass those poached

“0Oh, really, you fellows! You're not
proposing to lot me down, after you've
accepted my invitation and I've told my
cousin George that you're coming}”

“¥You—you see—"

“(George has put your names down on
the passenger list already! TI've told
him you're coming! Precious ass I shall
look if you don’t.’”

“Well, that's nothing new!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “You always do look a
precious ass!”

“Beast !”

“You—you sce, Bunter—" Whar-
ton hardly knew what to say.

“I don't!” contradicted Bunter. *“1
call it rotten if you let me down. Mean!
Not at all the thing!”

“It’s not letting you down, old bean!
You can make up a party easily enough
-k—therc'a Skinner and Snoop quite

een—""

Tneg Magner LiBRARY.—No. 1,312,



12

“I don't want Skinner and Snoop.”

“Well, you don’t want us, if you come
Lo that | said Harry.

“1 jolly well dol” said Bunter.

“Well, whyt” demanded Wharton.

“Because you're such nice chaps!”
suid Bunter.

“Oh erikey!”

“And we're pals, ain't we?”

“'Hem [

“This is rather thick, I must say!”
said Bunter, more im sorrow than in
anger. “I pget up a party for an ex-
pensive cruise in a magnifieent sleam
vachit—you engage to comme—then you
tell o almost at the last minute that
you're not coming! Do you call that
playing the game?”

The chums of the Remove were silent
and  uncomfortable. Obviously, if
Bunter looked at it like that, they had
to stick it. Yet it was puzeling why
Bunter specially wanted them. — Now
that it was known that the yacht and
the cruise were solid facts, he had plenty
to chaoso from. Plenty of fellows had
turned on quita a lot of civility.
Fellows like Skinner und Snoop were
prepared almost to bow to the ground
bhefore him.  Dunter liked Mlattery, he
liked soft sawder, he liked being made
much of, IIe would get nolhing of that
from the Famous Five: Yet for some
mysterious reazon he preferveld them o
fellows who would give him lots and lots
of it. Really, it began to look as if the
fat Owl entertained hitherto unsuspected
feelings of attachment for the Famous
Five.

There was a long silence in Study
No. 1, Bunter filled it in by attention
to the foodstufls. They disappeared at
o great rate.

“Any more cake?’ asked Bunter,
when the last erumb and the last plum
had. vanished.

“ No !ll

“Any more tarts?”

“NO !’l

Grunt from Bunter,

“Well, I think you fellows might stand
a rather more decent spread than that,
when a fellow's taking you on an ex-
pensive cruise for wecks and weeks,” he
said.

“Look here,
coming "

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You can't possibly want us—"

“I jolly wcﬁ do!”

“Well, why, you fat ass?”

“Decause I like you so much, old
chap,” said Bunter affably.

Oh crumbs "

Bunter rose from the table. There
was no more tuck; so naturally there
would be no more Bunter!

“Yook here, you fellows, you'rs
coming !” he said. “ A promise is a
promise! It's all fixed and settled. I
want you to come! I'm going to give
you s magnificent time—an expensive
cruise—really expensive! You can’t
back out now, and leave a fellow in the
urch : Now ean youi”

“Well, if you put it like that,
Bunter—"

“T do!” said Bunter promptly.

“If you really want us—"

“Louldn’t do  without
shouldn’t enjoy it a bit!”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton glaneed round at his
rotirades, They  nodded. Really,
there was nothing else to be done but
nssent.

“Waoll, it's setiled, ihen.” said Harry.

“That's right, old chap! You'll have
a great time!” said Bunter. ' Expense
no object—remember that! It's settled.”
And Bunter rolled out of the study—
perhaps in scarvci of another tea further
up tho passage.
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Bunter, we're not

you! I

“bB]essed if T make him oubt!” zaid
0

“Bame here! Dut—alter all, as he
puts it so decently, I don’t zce why we
shouldn’t go!” said Frank, *Tho fat
oyster doesn’t seem to be on the make,
as usual, at any rate.”

“There's a catch in it somewhere "
grunted Johnny DBull. “I don't sce
whcrg, or how, but there's a cateh in it.”

“Well, it’s settled, anyhow,” =aid
Harry.

“QOh, yos, I snppesn it's settlod,”

And secttled it was!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tipping Coker!

s T'S a bit of a problom 1
E Coker of the Fifth made that
remark to his pals Potter and
Greene, in “break ™ the next
morning. Coker had a shade of 1thought
on his rugged brow; and his pals eould
sea that he was thinking, and wondered
what he was doing it with,

“A senior man,” Coker eontinued,
“has to consider his position. Hero, at
school, I could not possibly have any-
thing to do wilth a fag in the Lower
Fourth. You see that?”

“Oh, quite!” yawned Potter. Ie did
not, as a matter of fact, Lknow what
CUoker was driving at. But he did not

Watch the
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want to know, so he did not ask Coker
to expluin. Coker, however, proceeded
to explain,

“In the hols, it's different! A man
might take up a fag, to a certain cxtent,
in the holidays. Here it’s impossible!
But awgy from Greyfriars, you know,
things are rather different. What?”

“Um!" said Greene.

“And a yachting ernise is rather a
catch |” said Coker. ‘““No good denying
[hs,:;t it's rather a catch, because it really
15.
* Anybody offered you n vacht for the
vae P inguired Potter.

“Bunter—you know young Bunter, of
the Remove—has asked me to go on a
cruise for Easter, in his cousin’s yacht.
Cheek, if you like—asking a Fifth Form
man! I know that, and told him so!
I came near kicking him,” explained
Coker. “But I'm hound to say that he
put_it very decently Ho said a lot of
juniors were going, and that the
presence of a senior man—a  senior
gencrally looked up to in the school—
would keep thenr in erder, and so on.
Unusually thoughtful way of looking at
it, for a fag, you know.”

Potter and Greene could only waonder
why young Bunter of the Remwove had
been taking the trouble to pull Coker's
leg. But they did not say so.

“The fact is, I've thought of taking it
on,” said Coker eandidly. “I like the
idea of a yachting eruise. The yacht
seems a docent sort of a tub, I heard
%uc]ch telling Prout he’d been on it—
the skipper showed him over it yester-
day--and Quelech secemed to think it
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rather decent. DBunter’s cousin, a man
named Hook, or Snook, or Cook or
something, seems to have given him
leave to ask all the fellows he chooses,
up to a dozen. It's rather semsible of
him to want & few seniors in the party,
to keep the young sweeps within bounds,
you kpow. He knows I've a short way
with fags.”

Potter closed one eye at (ircene.
Coker’'s short way with fags did not
really make him popular among the
fags. They wondered more than ever
why Billy Bunter was pulling Coker’s
log. It could hardly be because he liked
loker's compnnﬁ, and Jooked forward
to enjoying it through the Easter holi-
days. TFor how could a fellow enjoy
Coker's company ! That was too steep
to be believed for o moment. As
Coker's pals, Potter and Grecne knew!

They were going to spend that vae
with Coker if ﬁe asked them. But they
frankly admitted—between thomselves—
that Coker's company was a drawback,

8L, it’s a bit of a problem,” Coker
confessed. “I can’t know Bunter here,
It I miight know him—f{or a time—
away [rom Greyfriars! But would that
rncourage bim  to put on  airs of
familiarity at school aguin pext term?
You see, it wants some thinking out.”

“Some problem I said Potter, with
great gravity. “Nothing in Euclid to
equal 1t, so far as I knaw.”

Greenc suppressed a chuckle. Coker
did not like frivolity, when he was con-
sidering deep and serious problems,

“Those checky young swreps ure
going I” went, on éoker, with a nod
towards five cheery Removites who
were sauntering in the spring sunshine
in the quad. “7I hardly [iiko the idea !
They're checky here at school—you've
noticed it—"

“0h, quite! Didn't they roll you
down & staircase the other day?”
asked Potter. “Hardly the thing for
them to roll you about Bunter's yacht !’

“AMight roll you into the stckehold,”
remarked Greeno. “You wouldn’t care
for that, Coker.”

“1 should keep them in order, of
course,” said Coker. “In fact, I think
I should take a cane with me for that
very purpose. A few thrashings would

teach them to toe the line.”

“Ha, la, ha!” yelled Potter and
Greene, simultancously end involun-
tarily.

The idca of Horace Coker taking s
cence on the Easter cruise for the pur-
pose of keeping the Famous Five in
order, quite overcame them.

Coker starcd at them.

“What ave you sniggering at?” he
demanded. ** Nothing to suigger at,
that I can sce! Don't cackle like silly
geese, you fellows. It may not be neees-
sary to thrash them, [ shall speak to
them seriously before we start, and I
dare say they will see that they will
have to play up. On the whole, I think
I shall accept Bunter's invitation, aas
lia put it so decently. The kid scems
very sensible and respectful. And if
Lo puts on airs next term on the strongth
of having had me for the holidays I can
jolly soon kick him iuto behaving Lim-
self.  What?”?

“0Oh, quite,”

“Well, then, we'll go!” said Coker.
“ Bunter's rut it t¢ me very deecntly,
and I shall accept. You fellows are
included, of course, ITe wants the three
of us. You'll like it all right.”

Potter and Greene looked dublous.
Coker, in his high-handed wayv. had
decided the matter for them. Having
decided that he would go on the cruiso
himself, he took it for granted that
Potter and Greene would go. Coker's
word was law—or he fancied it was.
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sald Bob Cherry,

I »
L7/
f

** Lemme go [ ** yelled Coker.

e

* Here, wharrer you doing ? ** yelled Coker, as five pairs of hands grasped him and up-ended him.
“so we’re glving you one ! **

N 4

o

A

i

“ You gave us a tip,”

The Removites released Coker, and for a

fraction of a second he stood there on his head, his long legs extended skywards.

“ Look lLere," said Greene, *that’s all
very well, but a Fifth Form man accept-
ing invitations from a fag— Well,
really, you Lnow—-=

“I've thought that out,’” said Coker.
“I've decided that I can do it without
los of dignity. 'Chat's all right,”

“Well, we haven't thought it out,”
sald Grecne, rather tartly.

“Don’t be an ass, Greene |”

“You sec—" rnid Potter.

“Don’t be » dummy, Potter !"’

“Um” said Potter and (racne.

“1 shall go down to the ;mclll: and
look it over, and meet Bunter's cousin,”
continued Coker. “Then it will
settled. But it’s practically settled now.
Ho you fellows can get on witlh making
vour arrangements for the trip. Now
"Il give those cheeky young sweeps a
tip whout what I shell expect from
them.”

Colker walked off towards the Famous
Five, Potter and Greene were left
staring at one another,

“Blessed il I quite make it all out!”
said Greene. “1lt scems siraight that
that ripping vacht in the bay belongs
to Bunter's cousin, and he's got curte
blanche in asking fellows for the eruise.
His cousin must be rolling in oof, I
should say.”

" Blessed if I can make it out, cither,”
said Potter. “But old Queleh has been
on the yacht and seen the man, Cook,
go it mnst be square, Como to think
of it, Ureeney, an Laster cruise is a
bit of & catch. You don't often get a
yachting eruise for nothing.”

“Yhat’s s0,” agreed Greene. “Can’t
say that I want & holiday will a mob of
fags, but, as you eay, we get it for
nothing.  You got anything bettor on
if we chuck Coker for the hols?”

“Well, no! And you——-r""

#No. Ho [ar as I wn concerned, it's

Coker or with &n aunt at

Worthing."”
“Oh, my hat! Stick to Coker then,”
advised Potter. “Keep the aunt in

reserve, in case we can't stand Coker—
what 7%

“That's what I was thinking. Dash
it all, I don't see why we shouldn’t
enjoy the cruise, even with Coker on
bourd! We'll try, at least.”

And Coker's chums decided loyally to
stick to Coker.

Meanwhile, 1Torace Coker bore down
on the Jamous Five. That cheery and
select company were also discussing
Kaster and the ecrnise in the DBunter
vacht, Now it was settled, the Famous
Five had o few misgivings, but, on the
whole, tliey were rather pleased. Easter
cruising in 2 splendid yacht was, as
Bob Cherry said frankly, not to bo
sneezed at.  And undoubtedly it was
very decent of Bunter to bo so kkeen on
their company. 1t was fattering, to

say the least.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Tlere's jolly old
Coker!” satd Bob. “Lino up. I Know
thiat lool in his eye. Coker's hunting
Lronble,”

The chums of the Remove grinned and
lined up to receive Coker. %f the great
Iloraco wanted troublo Harry Wharton
4 Clo. were not the fellows to say him
nay.

“I've got something to say to you
lkids,"" said Coker, getting down to brass
tacks at onee, as it-were, “I'm going
on Bunter's yacht for Easter. I under-
gtand that you kids are coming, too.”

“You do?” exclaimed Bob, with an
pir of great asionishment. ‘‘You don't
say 5o, Coker! You surprise me, old
bean 1”

“Well, asked Coker,
puzzled.

“Qh, yos; it’s so.”

isn't it s0?”

“*Then what are you surprised atf, you
young ass?” )
. ‘l‘,I’m surprised at your understanding

[ Eh ?‘I

“I didn’t know you could understand
anything,” explained Bob. “It's a' bit
of a change for you, isn't it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Coker frowned grimly. This was the
sort of check he was accustomed to from
these bright young spirits in the Lower
Fourth, It had to be made clear that
this sort of thing would not do on the
Easter cruise. Coker felt that he had
to make that quite clear.

“Now, I don’t want any cheek !'” said
Coker. “That's why I'm speaking to
you now, I should be sorry—really
sorry—to have to begin the cruise by
wh((l)pping you on the deck of the yacht
a _l)

“You wouldl” agreed Harry
Wharton, with a nod. “If you started
it you would soon be frightfully sorry.”

*Tho sorrowfulness would truly
torrific, my estcomed and  idiotic
Coker !” deeclared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“3ill vou shut up when I'm speaking
to you?” roared Coker, beginning to
show signs of excitement. “I want to
mako it clear that you fags will have
to behave yourselves. In the first place,
vou'll keep vour distance, and not put
on eirs of familiarity because I'm on
the same ernise. Got that?”’

“Agreed!” said  Wharton gravely.
“But only on condition that you keep
your distance—"

“ What 2" "

“ And don’t put on eirs of familiarity
because we're on the same cruise.”

“IIa, ha, ha!” roared the Co., quite

(Continued on page 16.)
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cntortained by tho expression on Horace
Coker's rugged countenance.

Coler of the Fifth breathed hard and
deep.

“I'm warning you for your own
good,” he said, "I don’t want to be
whopping you all tho time. I shall keep
an eye on you and keep you in order,
of course, And you'd ter remember
that I've a short way with fags, Any
Lower Fourth check or impudence will
be put down with a firm hand. You'd
better get that clear at the start. See’
It may save trouble, As I've said, I've
a short way with fags. That’s a tip for
|0u'!l

“Gentlemen, chaps,
said Bob L'hr.».rr‘\'. “You hear what
Uoker says? He's got a short way with
fags. Now, my idea is that one good
turn deserve: another, and what’s sauce
for the goosc is sauce for the gander.
What about a short way with Coker?
Shall we give him a tip, too?”

“Hear, hear!”

What happened next came so sud-
denly that Coker was taken quite by sur-
prise. Five pairs of hands gripped him,
and before he knew what was happen-
ing Le was tipped over and up-endpd.

*Ooooogh!” gasped Coker, as le
spun, earth and sky spinning round him.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bang!

Coker's head landed on the earth.
His legs flourished in the air. Ilis
arms waved wildly in the folds of his
coat, which fell about his neck. Hold-
ing to Coker’s long legs, the hilarious
juniors kept him in that inverted
position, amid yells of laughter from
various directions.

“QOooogh !” spluttered Coker. *“You
5_'oung—ooo¥h—swueps—lcggoI Whoop !
Urrrrrggh I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're warning you for your own
good, Coker!” zaid Bob Cherry. *“Wo
don't want to be whopping you all the
time, #0 we're giving you this tip!
Any Fifth Form cheek or impudence
will be put down with a firm hand!”

“Urrrrggh ! gurgled Colker,

“Hn, ha, ha!l”

“You'd better get that clear ot the
start, Coker. It may save trouble.
This is a til!: for vou!

“Yurrrgg

*“Ha, ha, La!”

“Oooogh! Leggo! Wooogh !

“The tipfulness is terrifie!” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Gurglc from Coler! X

“'Ware prefeets [” yelled Swmithy.

Wingate of the Sixth came striding

this

and fellows!”

H‘You young sweeps, what's
game " he demanded.

“QOnly giving Coker a tip 1” said Nob.
“Fle gave us a tip, so we're giving him
one I”

“Let him go at once,” said Wingate,
laughing.

“Oh, all right!”

The Removites released Horace Cloker.
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For a fraction of a sccond Horace stood
there on his head, his long legs extended

skyward. Then he crashed.

* Oooogh !” spluttered Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! T'll smash 'em! I'll spiflicate
'em—— Ooch! TI'll pulverise ‘em—
Ow I gurgled Coker, as he sat up.

“Come away, you men,” said Bob.
“Coker seems to be cross about some-
thing! Ta-ta, Coker! Come to us when
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you want another tip !

And the Famous  Five, chuclling,
departed at a trot. Potter and Greene
kindly came along to give Coker a hand
up. He lcaned on them and spluttered
for breath. Over his spluttering head
they exchanged a cheery smile. It was
Coker’s way to ask for these things, and
his pals hoped that Le enjoyed them.

“Oooogh! Wooooh! What are you
grinning at, Wingate? What are all
those silly asses cackling at? Groogh'!
I'll smash *em! Urrrergh!™

Coker was still in a epluttering state
when the bell rang for third school.
He went in wilh the Fifth, still gurgling
n little, It was ¢lear to Coker that the
tip he had given the Removites had
been a sheer waste, It was only too
plain that the young sweeps did not
intend to behave themselves, Tt was
now decided, in Coker's mind, that Le
would take that cane when he started
on the Easter cruise. He could see that
it would be needed. There would have
to be whoppings on board the Sca
Nymph. Coker knew that! But he did
not yet know who was going to get the
whoppings ! Tortunately, the veil of the
future hid that from Coker.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Fierce for Fishy !

ISHER T. FISH stood in the
doorway of the school sliop, at
Greyfriars, and hesitated. From
where he stood he could licar a

fat voice within—the voice of William
George Dunter, addressing Mrs. AMimble,

Billy Dunter's voice was persuasive.
But My, Mimble's heart seemed as hard
s the nether millstone, and she did not
listen to the voice of the charmer.

Long experience of Billy Bunter Lad
caused the good dame to deal with lim
only on a strictly cash basis. DBunter
would willingly have been Mrs.
Mimble’s best customer—on a system of
extended credit. But it was in vain that
Billy DBunter pointed out to Mrs,
Mimble that all modern businesses
were built up on a systen of ex-
tensive credit. Lither Mrs. Mimble
did not want to build up a big busincss,
or sho suspected that there was a cateh
in it sormewhere. Anyhow, there was
no credit for Bunter,

Bunter was hungry !

That was his usual state. It was not
vet tea-time, but Bunter liked a fow
meals between meals. At tea-tirue he
counted on landing himself on some of
the fellows he had invited for an Easter
cruise. They could hardly refuse, in the
circumstances.

But an arid desert stretehied between
Bunter and tea-time, which could have
been bridged over by a bag of tarts and
a few doughnuts—if only Mrs. Mimble
could have scen the advantages of build-
ing up o big business on credit lines,
But Mrs. Mimble couldn’t—or wouldr't !

“I told you I was expecting a postal
order, ma'am |” Buntor was saving, “It
will come by the noxt post|”
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“ Nonsense I" said Mrs. Mimble. She
had heard of Billy Bunter’s postal order
before.

“Oh dear !” sighed Bunter,

Like Tantalus of old, he famished in
the midst of plenty. And Fisher T.
TFish, in the doorway, hesitated.

Fishy was in doubt, on the horns of
a dilemma. Bunter had not asked him
to join the party for the Easter cruise.
Fishy wanted Bunter to ask him. Had
Fishy only known in advance that there
was a Bunter yacht and that there was
to be a cruise he would have treated the
Owl of the Remove very differently that
term. But Liow was a fellow to know—
even a oute, spry galoot who had been
raised in Noo Yark?

As'a matter of fact, Fishy had treated
Bunter rather unpleasantly that term.
Bunter owed him a shilling from some
ancient date. All through the term
Fishy had hunted him for that shilling,
In pursuit of money Fishy was, like
Nimrod, a mighty hunter. But he had
hunted Bunter in vain.

According to Bunter, it was an “old
account.” And, according to Bunter.
an old account was an account which
nobody could reasonably expect to be
paid !

But that shilling was still fresh in
Fishy's mind. It began to look, o
Fishy, thut he never would get that
shilling. When he left Greyfriars to go
back to his own great country he would
go a shilling to the bad! If that was
not enough to get a guy’s goat, if it was
not the bee’s knee and the elephant’s
side-whiskers, Fishy did not know what
was |

Btill, he wished now that he had not
been so earnest, so ardent, in pursuit
of that shilling.

If he had only foreseen that Taster
eruise— Dut whoe can read the future ¥
Who could have guessed, reckoned, or
calenlated that the impecunious Owl of
the Remove would ever have anything to
give away?

Not Fishy, wilh all his cuteness!

But there was a way to Bunter's heart,
an open avenue to his deepest affections,
if I'ishy ‘took the plunge and chanced
it! Standing Bunter a feed was the
way !

An Dlaster cruisc was worth a lot!
Fishy had scen Easter cruises advertised
in the papers, and they charged you
pounds and pounds. ¥ou got your board
and lodging and the sea air thrown in.
Fishy generally spent his vacations at
the school—his happy home being too
distant for return in the holidays.

Loaling about a deserted school, meals
with the House dame, nobody to talk to
hut Gosling, the porter, was no cinel,
Fishy gucssed. Obviously, a cruise on
that handsome yacht now anchored in
Pegg Day was more desirable. It cost
nothing if a fellow went as a guest.
and if Bunter figured that he was going
to borrow pocket-money from Lis
guests—— Well, he might ba able to
touch soft jays like Wharton and his
friends;, but if he succeeded in borrow-
ing anything off Fisher T, Fish, Fishy
would Lave liked to be there to see him
do it!

If a guy horned in and siood Bunter
the fceg l%r which his fat soul yearned.
surely the fat clam would ask Lim on the
cruise! It would be a sprat to catch a
whale—a small sprat for a large whale!

On the other hand, if he stood Bunter
a feed, and was not asked on the cruise,
it would be a uscless cxpendilure of
cash !
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‘That, naturally, mada Fishy shudder
at the thought of it!

Ite was torn by doubt !

“‘I say, Mrs. Mimble—" came Bun-
‘ter's persuasive voico again,

“Don’t bother, Master Bunter " Alrs.
Mimble’s tones were guite sharp.

“0Oh lor’ 1"

Fisher T. Fish drew a deep, decp
breath. He was going fo chanee it!
After all, suppose it ran to a bob—even
two bob—it was worth it! Losing two
h?.b for nothing would hurt Fisher T.
Wish more than losing two tecth, But if
he cinched that Faster ernise—

It was neck or nothing! Taking lis
rourage in both hands, as it wore,
Fisher T. Fish walked into the tuckshop.

HE WANTS TO BE A REFEREE!
LITTLE story to start of this
A weels, which. may or may not he

unew to my readers. A man

went to the booking-ofce ‘at
nston Station, and eaid to the elork:
I want to go to Wigan.” The clak
looked abt him and replied: “ I don’t
Lelieve you. You don't wout to zo to
Wigan.  You have to go.”

_That story is, of course, a libel cn a
Lancashire town, and perhaps you will
wonder why 1 have recalled it, Well, I
Lave a letter from a London reader who
sayg: “1 want to be a football referes.”
I might be facetious in replying and say
that this seventeen-yenr-old reader of
mine doesn’t really want to become a
referee. But perhaps he does. There’s
no aecounting for tastes. So all I ean de
is to reply eeriously, end tell my friend how
to hecame a referee.

The first step should Le to write to the
seeretary of the loeal Football Azsociation
—in this case the London Football
Association, whose address ia 21, Wood-
house Grove, Manor Park, London, E. 12,
for information concerning referee’s
exnminations. These are held periodieally,
and the candidates who are succesaful, so
far o written and orsl questions are
concerned, are then tried eut in real
matehes played under the auspices of that
assoeiation. The rest—promotion and
that gort of thing—depends on the fellow
himaelf.

In order to pass the examination, the
hudding referee must be fully conversant
with the rules of the game, and in this
connection I would advise him to get a
copy of the official referees’ chart, which
not only gives the rules, but the official
interpretations of those rules.

Perhope a hint or two in general might
he helpful, and these hints can be taken to
heart by any other of my readers who are
asked to control matches as referees, It
takes more than a mere knowledge of the
rules to control a football mateh properly.
Firmness in the control of the playersis a
first neeessiby.

The best referees have always had the
nagiest jobs in big football, because they
have had reputationa for heing firm, end
the players have treated them with all
1lue respect.

Jacl: Howcroft iweas one of the hest
referees we ever hud in fivat-cluss
football. He has admiited to me
that he made mistakes, No referee
ean hope to be covrvect all the time,
But the point about floiwceroft was
that he gave his decision gopraptly,
8o firmily, thathic alivays made people
feel that he was right cren when
the first {impressions weve that he
Was wrong.

(et a reputation for firmness is one bit
of advice I should give to would-be referecs.

Bugter blinked round st him hope-
fully. But the hopoe died out of his fat
faco as he saw_that the newcomer was
Fishy, Hven Bunter did not think of
tiying to get anything out of Fishy.

To his surprise Fisby gave him a
genial grin.

“Have some tarts, bol” said Fishy.

“0Oh erikey I”” gasped Bunter.

“And a ginger-pop 1
_Bunter blinked at him, It was the first
tima on record that Fisher 1. Fish had
ever offzred to pay for anything for
anybody else, Tisher T. Fish was
making history !

"Oh! Yes, rather I gasped Bunter.

Three jam-tarts and a bottla of ginger-
nop came over the counter for Bunter.
Fizher T. Fizh paid for them. It wrung
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his transatlantic heart, but he paid for
them !

Bunter tucked in. Long before Fisher
T. Fish bad finished suppressing his
inward groans over the payment Bunter
had finished the tarts and the ginger-
sop. e blinked hopefully at Fishy. In
this new and extracrdinary mood it was
possible that Fishy might ba good for
wore !

“I say, Fishy, old chap, those tarts
are good I” said Bunter. “ Aren't you
having some youraelf? I—I'll help
)‘-ou——”

“Tarts cozt money !"” answered Fishy.
“1 mean, nope, I don't care for tarts!
But, look here, you—you—gyou have a
couple more! I—I mean, ene mera

(Continued on next puge.)
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SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE !
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Our special sporting contributor offers all ** Magnetites '* the benefit of

his knowledge and experience in first-class football. If

ou’va a Soccer

problem that wants solving write to him : ofo The MAGNET, The Flestway

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4 (C

THE OFFSIDE TRAP !
Y letter-box this week contains
several letters which I regard as
> rather flattering. The writers
e2em to assume that I am a walking
encyclopedia on football matters. For
instance, a keen follower of the Hull City
side asks me whioh player has scored most
goala for Hull City in the course of a single
geagon during their long history. I have
done rome looking up with a view to
answering thie question, and while the
records right from the beginning may not
bo complete, I think the correct answer is
that Jack Smith, a centre-forward, tops
the list with thirty-two League goals
segred during the season of 1909-10.

Mention of Hull City reminda me that
this team has made a goed show in the
Northern Third Division this season, and
that it eeems quite likely that they will
be back in the Second Division next term.
I wish them luek for my enthusiastic
correspandent’s sake,

Hull have introduced new defensive
ideas into their game this season which
hava been freely criticised, but which have
cortainly brought them a measure 'of
suaecess,  The defenders have been setting
the offside trap wery skilfully. The
method ia for the full-backs to go well up
the Geld, almost in line with the half-
backs, and for the goalkenper to be ready
to rush out if the offside trap thus set
does not suecoed.

There are people who do not
think it quite falr that defenders
should try to putl opponents offside
in this manner, but I do net agree.
Offside is a part of the gune, and
in my view quite legitimate tactics,
Jdjter all, it is up to the attackers
fo use their braing fo counterqet
this nove.

In the old days, before the offside rute
was changed, there was the same sort of
critieism about the methods of Newcastle
United, for example. But while it was
true that by offside methods the old

omp.}.

Newcastle side often upset their opponents’
it is equally true that clever oppouents
used to turn theso methods against
Newoastle from time to time. That is
the way to stop teams playing the offaide
game : use brains and make it o source of
weaknesa rather than of strength.

STAR PEAYERS AND INTERNATIONAL
MATCHES !

HO i3 the tallest player in
Scottish League  football ?
That is another question,

Strangely, Scottish footballers,
generally speaking, are on the small side ;
stocky rather than lonpg., The tallest
Scottish League player I have seen this
seagon ia T. G. Smith, the gealkeeper o
Queen’s Park, who is six feet one and a
half inches. This, of course, ia a long wafv
helow the record, for I remember a, goal.
keeper of Notts County, Albert Iremonger,
who wns six feet five inchea; mo tall, in
fact that he used to remark, jching;y.
that he daren’t stand under the bar for
fear he would hit it with his head..

In reply to another question. Alex.
James, the Arsenal inside-left, haa played
in seven International matches for
Bcotland. This fine player would, of
eourze, have had many rmore cﬂrs if
the English ¢lubs for which he has played
Lad alwuya been ready to release him from
League engagements. Indeed, it is aaid
that one of the reasons why he desired to
leave Preston when he went to Arsenal
was that the North End officials were not
always ready to allow him to play for his
country,

The club should not be too severely
erilicised for such an ottitude,
however. Points are very important
in League football, and when a team
is struggling, badly in need of
points, it is guite understondable
that they shonld not want éo be
without the services of star plagers.

“* LINESMAN."”
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umended Fishy hastily. Flesh and bloed
could not stand too much.

. Bunter had one more! It went down
like an oyster. Fishy had intended to
talk to him while he ate it. But it
vanished in a twinkling.

Billy Bunter fixed & hungry eye on a
large stack of tho same across the
counter. [Fishy affected not to see that
yearning look.

“Bay, bo, finished making up your
party for Easter yet?” drawled Fishy
casually.

Bunter blinked—and then grinned !
He understood now! It was not a
sudden ettack of insanity that had made
Fishy part with money., Fishy was after
that Easter eruise!

“Eh! Oh, no!” said Bunter. “I've
azked Wibley—he makes nine. fancy
I chall keep it at that—don't want too
bip‘- a crowd.” ;

“Lols of guys would like to come ”
remarked Fisher T. I'ish, in the same
casual way.

“Qh, lots!” agreed Dunter. “But a
fellow has to be particular. 1 might
take onc more, though! After all, the
more the merrier! What are you doing
thiz vao, Fishy ! .

Fishy’s bony face brightened. This
looked like business!

“1 guess that nin’t fixed yet,” he
answered affubly. * Have—have another
tart. Have a couple of turts, Bunter,
Like a ginger-pop?”

It was worth it. Tishy calculated and
reckoned that it was worth it, yet he
folt severe twinges. Suppose he did not
cinch that cruise, after all? Then this
was o sheer waste of moncy. That
would be fieree; it would give Fishy
a pain from which he was likely never
to recover, Mo Fishy, money was tho
beginning and the cnd of all things.
Parting with moncy was p_a.rl;m;i with
all that made life worth living. It was
painful to Fishy to part with money
even for valuc received. But to part
with it for nothing—that was fierce!

But he ricked it! Buppressing his
cmotions, ho risked it! With a fceling
of anguish, he watched the tarts and
ginger-pop disappear on the downward
path. ~ Bunter blinked ot a dish of
doughnuts.  Bunter wanted more!
Bunter always wanted more.

“1 say, Fishy—"

*\Wanl, look here, what about that
cruiset” Iishy felt that it was time to
get it clear. *"I guess you got room for
another guy, Bunter?” .

“Lots 1" said Bunter cheerily. *And,
come to think of it, I'm going to make
it ten chaps! Georgo said I could ask
up to a dozen. I've got minc so far.
1'll jolly well make it ten, and chance
itl I s_ng, they look jolly good dough-
nuts, Fishy 1" . .

“Samplo ‘em 1" said Fishy.

“1 will I” said Bunter.

And he did!

He sampled them at a great rate,
Ms. Mimﬁle gave Fisher T. Fish an
cxpressive look. She wanted it clear, as
well as Fishy. Thoe transatlantic junior
laid a ten-shilling note on the counter.

“What about some cream pulls,
Fishy " asked Bunter breezily,

L Iy—I—I guess—"  Iishy's heart
failed him. “I—I guess not, Bunter.”

“(h, all right!" said Bunter loftily;
and he turned towards the door.

Fishy made the necessary effort,

“ Have—have some {” he gasped,

Bunter had some!

Fishy eyed him, almost in agony.
Bunter had practically said that Fishy
was to come on the cruise—but he had
not actually said so. Fishy wanted it
in plain English. Meanwhile, his moncy
was going | The rate at which Billy
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Bunter bolted cream puffs made Fishy
fecl quite bad. There would not bLe
rméc!; eft of his ten-shilling note at this
rate

“When do we go on board, Bunter?”
he asked. That was putting it plain.

“Eh?" Dunter gobbled another cream
pulf. “I shall go the day we break up,
Fishy, The other fellows can please
themselves. "’

“Yep! DBut—"

“Bome of them may have to go home
first.” Bunter gobbled another eream

uff. “Aren't you having any of these,
Yishy? They're good!”

“Nopel” groaned Iisher T. Iish.
“0h, nope! Look here, I'll come on
bo‘:'lidh tTlLe day you do, Bunter—what "’

As Bunter had no intention whatever
of including Yisher T. Fish in the
cruising party, he did not want to come
to the point in & hurry, Fishy, on the
ether hand, was eager to come to the
point.

“T guess I shall be glad to come on
that cruise, Bunter " said Fishy, “TI'll
aayI,I’m much obliged to you for asking
me [*

Bunter was driven into the open at

ast,

“Eh—I haven't asked you, Fishy!”
he answered.

Hurriedly
cream puff.
be the last.

“What |” gasped Tishy, “Didn't you
su{ you were going to make it ten
fellows ¥

“Yes,
again.”

"“You fat clam!” roared Tisher T.
Fish.

“Oh, really, Fishy, you sce, I couldn’s
take you I” explained Bunter, “ ¥You're
so_jolly stingy, you know |”

He backed away in alarm. The ex-
pression on Fisher T. Fish's face was
quite terrifie. He had fed Bunter—for
nothing ! It was a sheer loss!

“Four - and - sixpence !”  said Mrs.
Mimble, counting out the change.

Fisher T. Fish had quite a stunncd
look: He had spent four-and-six—for
nothing | He had coughed up the dough
—for nix! Ho had He—a

lie crammed in  another
He realized that it would

I'm going to ask Mauleverer

ad been done |
cute guy raised in New York—had been
played for a sucker! Words could not
have expressed Fishy's feclings. Fortu-
nately, actions could! He proceeded at
once to actions.

Billy Buntcr made a hurried, strategic
movement towards the door. Tishy
made a still more hurried movement
towards Bunter.

Bunter jumped for safety, but not so
fast as TFishy jumped for Bunter., A
bony arin was flung round a fat neck,
and Bunter's head went into chancery,

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“Oh erikey | Legzo! Yaroocooogh !
roared Bunter.

Thump! Thump!

“ Whoooooop "

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Bunter struggled frantically, and
they waltzed round the tuckshop, Mrs.
Mimble watching them in surprise and
alarm. Fishy was bent on taking his
four-and-six worth out of Bunter, He
took it, with interest.

Thump! Thump !

“Urrrrgggh 1

They struggled and reeled and stag-
gered and jazzed. Bunter made a ter-
rific effort, and whirled I'ishy off. The
American  junior staggercd back,
caught his foot on the edge of a box
of eggs, and sat down—in the eggs |

Crunch! Smash! Crash! Smash'

“ Jerusalem crickets !” gasped Fisher
T. Tish.

“Beast !” yelled Bunter,

Thump !

Thump !
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“Aw! Carry me home to diel”

Bunter darted out of ‘the tuckshop
before IMishy -could get out of the eggs.
He vanished into space,

Fishy extracted himself from the egg-
box. He gazed down in horror at his
trousers, strcaming with yolk and
broken shells.

. “Aw " gasped Fishy, “Them trousers
is ruined | I guess this will set me back
four dollars! Great gophers!”

“You will have to pay for those egas,
Master Fish!” gasped Mrs, Mimble.

“What 1” yelﬁd the hapless Fishy.

“I will count up how many you have
broken1”

“Forget it 1 howled Fisher T, Fish.
“¥You can sure ask Bunter! You can
put 1t up to that fat pie-can, I guess!”

“It was you broke the eggs, Master
Fish, and if you do not pay for them I
shall speak to Mr. Quelch | There will
be no change out of this ten-shilling
note |”

“Wha-a-a-t 1

“Perhaps a few Eence—”

“ Great” Christopher Columbus!”

“I will sce i

Groan |

Fisher T. Fizh forgot the sticky eggs
on his trousers, and groaned in shecr
anguish of epirit. Mrs. Mimble, with
n grim face, handed him threepence.
That was all the change from his ten-
shilling note, Broken-hearted, Tishy
tottered from: the tuckshop. In all the
history of the United States there
had been no disaster to equal this!
Undoubtedly it was ficrce for Fishy!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Meeting George |

5AY, you fellows|”
“0Oh dear!”
s H,nd your tea 7"

(3

'

Billy Bunter blinked at the l"amous

ive,

“ Anything the matter 7” Le asked.

“ H}ln !})

“You're not looking very bright !”

[13 H,ﬂl !)l

The chums of the Remove had been
looking bright enough before William
George Bunter joined them, Now they
were not looking so bright.

Fellows who had accepted a fellow's
invitation fo an Easter ecruise could
hardly be anything but pally with a
fellow. Prospective guests could not
keep a prospective host at armslength.
Ilavry Wharton & Co. had seen quite a
lot of Bunter lately, especially at tea-
time and when they happened to be in
the tuckshop. And there was no doubt
that Bunter's fascinating society had
palled., No doubt it was a good thing.
But a fellow could have too much of
a good thing. In this case, they had
a lot too much.

“ About tea—" said Bunter.

“Qh, all right!" said Harry Wharton
resignedly. “Let’'s get up to the
study.”

“Kh? Nothing to go up to the study
for,” said Bunter, “I'm asking you
fellows to tca—"

“Which 1"

“On board the yacht—"

“Dh I!J .

“Come on!" said Bunter.

The juniors looked and [elt quite
sheepish. Once more they had done
Bunter wrong. But Bunter these days
was so strange and surprizsing that a
fellow might be exenzed for misunder-
standing him a little.

“You want to meet my cousin, yvou
know,’’ said Bunter, “as you're sailing
with him this Easter. And you'll be
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Billy Bunter and Fisher T. Fish stmgflad and reeled and staggered round the tuckshop. Bunter made a terrific effort, and

hurled Fishy off. The American

junior

eggs | Crunch ! Smash! Crunch! Smash !

able {o samnple tho grub on the yacht,
and sece that it's up to the mark.

“ (3eorgoe has to go to Dover,” went on
Bunter. “He's got some arrangements
to make about other guests. I want you
to meet him before o goes, sca?”

“ Pleasure!” said Bob Clicrry.

“''ho pleasurefulness will be terrifie.’”

“Jet's, by all moans,” sunid Frank
Nugent, *“George secms to be o jolly
good sort, Bunter.”

“ Fine |” said Bunter, “Wait & tick—
T'll eut in and phone a taxi! Prout's
gone out—I can use his phono.”

Without waiting for a reply, Bunter
rolled into the House. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked at one another rather
uncertainly, They were ready to walk
down to Pepg, but Bunter preforred to
wo on wheels. In tho eircumstances,
they could hardly say him pay. A taxi
from Courtfield cume rather expensive—
far too cxpensive for tlie juniors to
think of it for themselves. Dunter had
kindly thought of it for {haml

“Wea'rp in for it!" grinned DBob
Cherry.
“Whack it out, if Bunter docsn't

pay ! said Harry.

“IE1” snorted Jolmny Bull. “Lot of

if’ about itl”

Bunter camn out checrily, and ro-
joinad themn. They sirolled down to the
gatcs  Defore long, the taxi camo
buzzing along the Courtlield road, and
they piled into it, and rolled away to

Pugfg-. .
They got out in the old cobbled street,
opposite the gqiay. Billy Bunter started

staggered back, caught his foot on the edge ol a box of eggs,
¢t Jerusalem erickets I ** gasped Fisher T. Fish.

Bunter.

off ot once, apparently forgetful of the
driver.

“ Boaven-and-six on the olock, Bunter!”
said Johnny Bull, very distinctly.

Bunter blinked round.

“Your extra—that makes nine-nnd-
six ! said Nugent.

“Cive him a tenhoh note,” said
Bunter. " No—dash it all—sixpenco tip
isn't enongh for such a erowd. Muke 1t
twelve hob.”

And Dunter rolled on, leaving it to
the Frnious IFive to make it twelve bob.
e rolled cheerily on to the quay.

As a rnle, Bunter did not believe in
tipping. But circumstunces alter cases!
In these eircumstances, Bunter had no
objection to tho taxi-driver gelting a
half-erown tip.

Having paid the driver, the Famous
Five followed Iunter to the quay, and
if Bunter had blinked at them again, he
might have remarked once more that
they were uot looking very bright!
Really, Lower Fourth fellows could not
afford to throw money about like this.

“I say, you fellows, there’s George!”
exelaimed Buuter.

A boat was coming off from the Sca
Nymph. In tho stern sat the man wiih
the round, red face, whom the juniors
had scen greet Bunter om his frst visit
to the vacht. They watched him rather
curious(}y as the boat pulled in.

Geoorgo—othorwize . Captain  Cook—
was in yachting outfit, and looked red
and plump and well-fed and good-
natured. Except for his clothes, he did
not scem to the eyes of thoe jupiors to
liave much of a yachting cxt. He looked,
indeed, more like un lotel-keeper in

and sat down—in the
““Beast ! * yelled

holiday garh. Still, there was no doubt
that Le was the owner of tho yacht,
8ca Nymph, and that was that | Plump
as his face was, there were somo sharp
lines in it, and his eyes were quite keen.
But théro could scarcely be any doubt
that he was a largo-hearted, gencrous
sort of man, if he was n]iawing his
voung schoolboy enusin to ask a dozen
fellows for a haliday eruise on his
yacht. The Fumons Five felt that ihey
ought to like him, and they manfully
resolved to try.

They were, in fact, rather anxious to
mako tho acquaintance of the skipper
with whom they were to sail. Bunier,
so far, had not scemed very kccn on
Lringing them into contact with George.
It was a ‘little odd that now he wus
taking themn to the yacht, it was at a
time when George was going away fo
Dover, It was really almost by chance
that they were mecting him now. How-
ever there he was,

Georga landed on the quay, and gave
liis cousin Billy a nod. 'The fat Owl
proceeded to present his companions,
and Georgo shook hands with them in
turn, in a very hearty way.

“Glad Lo meet you!” said Goorge,
“What? Take it from me, you’ll have
a good holiday on the Sca Nymph!
What £

“I'm osnre wa shall1” said ITamy
politely, *“1Us awfully good of you—"

“1 say, yon fellows, wo can take the
hioat bick to tha yacht,” interrupted
Bunter.

“ Coertainly,” said George, “Like 10
look over the yacht? By all means! 1

Tne Macser Lisnanv.—No. 1,312,
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hcl'pe you'll find sverything satisfactory,
what 7"

“Th! Oh! Yes, rather,” said Harry.

“Everything on the S8eca Nymph,"”
said George, **is first-class, quite modern
and up-to-date! You can rely on that.
But gee for yourselves.”

“Oh! Ah! Quitei”
Wharton,

stammered

“Phe food iz unexceptionable,’”” said
{reorge, “I make it o point to engage
a [irst-class cook for every cruize. You
can rely on that.”

“0Oh! Ah!l Yes!”

“Don’t let us delay you, George,” said
Bunter burriedly. “ You've got to catch
your train, you know.”

“ Electric %ighting, and & bath-room
to every cabin,” said George. “I may
say that expense is no objcct on board
the Sea Nymph.” ,

“Oh! AI{I Yes! Oh!?

. The juniors hardly knew what to say
in reply to these unexpected remarks
fromn George. They were quite surprised
and taken aback.

George waved a plump hand towards
the yacht,

“8See for yourselves!” he said, “Any-
thmg'_ you find to complain of, jusi
mention ik"

“Not at all! We—"

“Mention it!” insisted George. “In
every way, I desire to meet your
wizhes.”

“Oh, my hat! I mean—"

“1 sny, you fellows, let’s get in the
boat—George has to catch a train,

and—
while

“Try the food
loard ! said George.

“Ohl Ah! Yes! We—" stammored
Wharton, *“Your cousin has asked us
to como on board to tca—"

“Fine I'" said George. “Glad of it!
You'll see what it’s like! The best of
cverything—that’s guaranteed !”

“1 say, you fellows—" Bunter's
anxiety to break off this cxtraordinary
conversation waa plain, It leaped to the
oye.

“It will be an extra, of course,”
added George.

L3 Eh ?,J

you're on

“1 mean, it will go downl”

“Of course,” said Harry, amazed. He
did not need telling that if the fellows
had tea on the P'acht, it would go down!
What else could it do?

“Well, nothing like making a thing
clear,” said George. “Make yourselves
at home! Ses you later, Billy.”

Bunter's relief, as George started off
from the quay, was evident. It was a
puzzle to the juniors, but they could
not help seeing it.

*“I say, you fellows, let’s get going,
for goodness' sake |” exclaimed Bunter.
“We're wasting §ime.”

*The juniors stepped into the boat.
The boat's ecrew pushed off from the
quay, and pulled out to the anchored
vacht.

Harry Wharton & Co. sat silent, in
astonishment, es the seamen pulled.
George had surprised them. If he had
been an hotel-keeper, pointing ot the
attractions of his hotel, they would not
have been suiprised. But George's
remarks, from a wealthy yachtsman,
were really surprising. Billy Bunter,
too, was eyeing them rather uneasily
through his big spectacles, Why he was
uncasy they did not know, but it was
clear that he was.

Mad it been possible to suppose such
a thing, they might have suspected that
there was some sccret that Bunter
hatclI been afraid George might blurt
ou

But that, surely, was impossible!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Fishy Guesses He Knows How !

L TEWARD 1
§ " Sir I"
“Moro jam!”
“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“ And more cake!”

* Yeas, sirl”

Billy Bunter Fava his orders royally.
It might really Lave been Billy Bunter’s
thE, instead of Billy Bunter’s cousin's
vacht. .

The Greyfriars fellows were at tea in
the saloon.

They had rambled over the yacht;

' A Non-stop Thrill Yarn
of the Great War!

eura, John Ilenry Dent aod Bud Atlee,

important (Jerman ammunition dump. A

‘The RANGER

“lIt's a suicide Job, and whoever
goes on this mission will never gat
back alivel’?

With those grim words ringing ino thelr

the crack fighting pilots of * Baldy's
Angels”* Squadron, set out to blow up an

stticide job! But John Henry and Bud
undertake the task without fear. Orders
are ordera . . . . and they'll blow up that
ammunition dump or perish in the
attempt. Here ts 8 magnificent story of the
Greab War that will thrill you through and
through. It is written by famous Captain
Robert Hawke, and Is entltled:

“BOYS OF THE BULLDOG BREED!?

Look out for this story, and five other
top-nolch adventure yarns, in

On Sale 2 D.

Every
Saturdoy.
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taking great interest in inspecting it.
The Sea Nymph was o large vessel for
a yacht; and rather roomy. There was
a good deal of accommodation. Btate-
rooms, the juniors found, had already
been assigned for them. They looked
over them, The furnishings were all that
were needed, but not at all luxurious.
"Luey did not want luxzurious furnish-
ings, if it came to that; but they
could not help observing that the
fitting-up of the interior was hardly in
kee{amg with the quality of the vessel
itself,

The vessel was really a splendid one.
The nobleman for whom it had bcen
built, evidently knew somcthing about
yachts, The juniors felt guita sorry for
that nobleman, who had had to part
with so' handsome & craft, to meet the
insatizble demands of the Chancellor of
the Exchequer. -

But, judging by appearances, it
looked as if the vessel had passed into
the hends of a much less wealthy man,
whose expenditure on its outfit was
strictly limited.

Handsome panelled walls in the state-
rooms had evidently been put in at the
order of the original owner. Ohea
chintz curtains, cheap chairs, cheap beds
and towels and tlnnEs had obviously
been furnished by George. A fino
mahogany dining-table was plainly part
of the original outfit; its soiled and
scratched surface, sadly in need of ro-

olishing, had to be attributed to
Eeorge. :

The juniors, of course, were not dis-

osed to be critical. They were not the
cllows to look a gift-horse in the mouth,
But they did not go about with their
eyes shut, so they could not help notic-
ing these discrepancies,

To all appearance, the handsome and
expensive yacht, probably bought at a
bargain, was run by a man who spent
g little as he possibly could on it.

That was odd, to say the least, for
surely a man who could afford to take o
crowd of fellows on a cruise for weeks
must hove plenty of money.

Cruising cost moncy; there was the
coal bill and the wages bill and all sorts
of overhead expenses. George appeared
to be undertaking sll this with a light
heart; yet the very towels were not onl
of the cheapest kind, but extremely well
worn, the crockery of the plainest de-
scription, and many little things that
needed renewal or repairing were left
unrenowed and unrepaired. It- was a
little puzzling.

The food, at all events, was good. No
doubt any member of the Bunter tribe
could bo trusted to see to that.

George had told them on the guay
that the food was unexcoptionable—a
queer remark for a wealthy yachtsman
to make to his guests, Dut it was, at
least, well founded. It was ample and
it was good.

George had said, addl‘y.'
the tea would * go down.
down—in great style.

Most of it went down Bunter’s neck,
but the Famous Five did guite well.
The sea air gave them a good appetite,
and they enjoyed tea on the yacht, The
steward waited on them and looked
after them efficiently. Billy Bunter
kept him very busy.

Dunter was packing away the food-
stuffs nt a great rate, as Bunter always
did when they were free of charge. He
really seemed to be packing them away
for a wager.

His face grew pink and shiny, and he
breathed hard with lis efforts.  The
juniors saw the steward eye him a little
uneasily at iptorvals, as if tho man

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,312,

enough, that
It was going
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feared to ece him burst over the floor.
Fortunately, Bunter stopped short of
that point.

On the whole, Harry Wharton & Co.
were not regretting that they had, after
all, agreced to go with Bunter for
Easter. There were someo odd things
about the yacht and about the owner,
but there was no reason why they should
not thoroughly enjoy the cruise. They
had to admit. that it was decent of
Bunter—and it was still more decent
of Captain Cool, who had never met
them before. When it was time to go,
they went back in the boat in a very
cheery mood and were unusually polite
to Bunter:

The fot Ow! was gasping a little as he
landed on the quay. The chums of the
Hemove affected not to see that his
pockets were bulging. Having packed
all he could inside, Bunter had packed
8 few extras into lhis pockets—with an
eye to supper in the dormitory. The
juniors could not lhelp thinking that
George must be a very tolerant and
good-natured man if he managed to get
on with a relative like Billy Bunter,

“] say, you fellows, we’'ll walk as far
as the Anchor,'’ squeaked Bunter; “wo
can phone for a taxi there.”

“After the feast comes the reckon-
ing,” grinned Bob Cherry.

- %0h, really, Cherry—"

“T.ook here, Bunter, let's walk,”
grunted Johnny Bull, “We haven't got
another twelve bob to chuck away.”

“If you're going to be mean, Bull,
after I've stood you a ripping spread on
my cousin’s yacht—"

“We'll have the taxi,” said Harry
Wharton hastily.

“I should jolly well think so !’ said
Bunter warmly. “1I can tell you fellows
that I jolly well think—*

“Come on !’ said Bob.

They had the taxi,

Tea on the yacht with Bunter had
proved rather expensive, after all, Btill,
it had been n ripping tea, and perhaps
worth as much as the juniors paid for
the taxicabs.

Fisher T. Fish mect the party when
they came in at the gates of UGreyfriars.
He cyed Billy Bunter with an evil cye.
That little bill e had had to meet in
the tuckshop haunted Fisher T. Fish—
it ‘haunted his thoughts by doy and his
dreams by night. It weighed on his
mind like lead. Fisher 1. Fish had
heen thinking and pondering and
reckoning and calculating how he could
indemnify himself for that loss. And
an idea was working at the back of
Fishy’s mind.

“Been on the yacht, you guys?” he
asked, joining the juniors on their way
to the House,

“You've said it!” answered Bob
layfully, answering Fishy in his own
anguage,

*What's it liko "

“0Oh, fine!”

“J hear that Coker and his pals are
joining up at Dover, after going home,”
remarked Fisher T. Fish. “They ain't
sailing from Pegg when you de.”

“We shan’t miss them an awful lot.”
Billy Bunter gave a snilf.

“That's rather rotten of Coker,” he
said. “I've as good s told George that
the whole pavty would sail from Pegg.”

“What difference would it make to
George 7" asked Bob.

“QOh, really, Cherry! It means that
there won't be a full list of passengers
from the first day of the trip.’

“Well, that won't worry George, will
it 7 asked Bob, staring.

“Eh? Oh, no!" Bunter seemnd t
remember himself. “Nol Oh, no! O
—of course not! Why should i£7°*

“J guess I'll come down and see you
off when you start,” remarked Fisher 1.
Fish. *“Like me toi”

“Ob, do!" said Harry -politely.
Nobady was keen to be seen off b
Fisher T. Fish; but as the American
]iumur was to stay at the school over the
iolidays, the juniors were quite willing
to let him sce 'them off if he liked.

“It's a cinch, then I'" said Fishy, with
& nod.

He dropped bchind as the jumors
went into the House. There was a
peculiar gleam in Fishy’s keen, cuto
cyes.

“Youn fat clam !"* murmured Fisher T.
IPish, addressing Bunter’s podgy back, as
the Owl of the Remove rolled on.
“You done me out of nine-and-nine-
pence! I guess you ain’t getting away
with it a whole heap! There'll be some
empty cabins in that pesky yacht when
it pulls out of Pegg—and 1 guess one of
them won't be so 2mpty as you reckon,
you pte-faced piecan, if 1 can manage
to dodge out of sight 1| I guess this baby
knows how |

Fisher 1. Fish had the big wdeal If
it worked, Fishy was not going to he
left out of the cruising party, after all
But that big idea the cute youth from
Now York kept strictly to himself.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
What’s the Joke?

A, ha, ha "' yelled Skinner.

It was tYw last evening of
the term, and a crowd of
fellows were m the Rag.
That sudden yell of merrimene from
Hareld Bkinner made a number of
fellows turn. their beads and look at

im,

Skinner had a newspaper in lns hand ;
he was looking over somie advertise-
ments. Newspaper advertisements, as a
rule, do not cause a fellow to burst into
a hilaricus yell. But one advertise-
moent, ot least, had that effect on Skinner
of the Remove. He fairly howled.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo | What's the jolly
old joke?" asked DBob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Skinner.

He almost wept.

Fellows gazed at him in astonishment.
There were tears of merriment in
Skinner's eyes.

1t was all the more surprising because
of late Skinner had been rather morose,
For some days Skinner had exerted all
his powers to “butter ” Billy Bunter, in
the hope of heing asked to join the
yachting party. He had bestowed his
company on Bunter, .istened with deep
interest and respect to his fatuous con-
versation, and -even stood him several
little feeds at the school shop. And it
had all been in vain. Bunter had been
blind and deaf to the plainest hints.
And when Skinner at last came out into
the open, it was onlv to meet with a
refusal, Bunter didn't want Skinner
on the Sea Nymph for Easter, and he
told him so. Which, of course, was very
annoying to Skinner.

‘Finding that there was nothing mn it,
Skinner had turned quite rusty. He had
turned rusty to the extent of kicking
Bunter when Lo came across him, and
cven banging his head on the wall.

This was satisfactory to Bkinner, but
not to Bunter. Harry Wharton & Co,
naturally chipped in  apd induced
Skinner to leave the fat Owl alone.
They induced him by the simple method
of holding his head under the tap at the
cnd of the Remove passago.

Sinee then Skinner had left Bunter
in pcace; but he had been very morose,
It was very irtitating to have buttered
Bunter for nothing; to have fished for
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an invitation, and to have been turnecd
down, Skinner had regarded the whole
yachting party with a jiauml.ilzed oyc.

Now he had evidently recovered his
ssm;lts. He sat and roared with mirth.
He scemed quite unable to restrain lis
merriment,

“Ha, ha, ha!” he yelled, “Oh, my
lLiat ! a, ha, lLal!”

“Something funny in that paper?”
asked Harry Wharton, guite surprised.

“Funny !” gasped Skinncr. “1
should say so! As funny as holding a
fellow’s head under a tap,”

“Well, eough it upl!” said the
Bounder. “ Let's all have the joke.”

Instead of which Skinner hastily
folded his newspaper, and slipped it
under his jacket.

i I‘Il_te]]] you to-morrow,” he said.

“And why not now?” asked Smithy,
staring.

"Yuu’]l enjoy the joke better
morrow.”

And evidentl
tioning, Harel
ilin Rag.

“Ts the esteemed Skinner off his ab-
surd rocker!” asked Hwirce Jamsct

to-

to stop further ques-
Skinner walked out of

Ram Singh, in wonder,

said
ago

“Must be, 1 should think,”
Pater Todd. “Ie was reading a
of holiday advertisements. Nothing
fum%y_ in that, I should think.”

“dilly ass!” said Bob; and the
matter drapred.

But a little later fellows in the Re-

move passage heard yells of laughter
from Studey No. 11. which was shared

by Skinner and S8poop apd Stott.
Skinner, it seemed, had told his pals
what the mvsterious joke was. Their

merriment told that thevy were ex-
tremely tieklod Ly it.

But what it was they told no .one
elge, Tor some reason, hard to ﬁucss.
Skinner was loeping it dark till the
morvow—hreal-up day at Greyfriars
School.

There was no prep on the last night
of term.  After packing the Famous
Five gathercd in Study No. 1 for a
doughnut ‘supper. William Wibley,
who was also of the cruising party
oined them, Al arrangements hax

ceri made now by the Kaster party,
and they were to go on board the ‘Bea
Nymph in Pegg Bay when they left the
school on the merrow.

Coker & Co, were joming up later
at Dover—a circumstance which did not
depress the Remove fellows. They
could do without quite s lot of Coker's
camgany. Indeed, they could not help
wondering why Bunter hed asked
Fifth Form scniors, What he could
want them for was rather a mystery.
Still, that was Bunter’s own business,
and it was not for them to butt in.

There was a tap at the door
Skinner, Bnoop, and Stoty looked
Study No. 1 with grinning faces.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at them
rather grimly. What the mysterious
joke was they did not know, but they
had a feeling thot it was somehow up
against their worthy seives. Indee
Skinner & Co. hardly made a sceret of
that. Though what Skinner could have
seen in a page of newspaper holiday
advertizements, which bad any conncc-
tion at all with Greyfriars fellows, was
o deep mystery. He had carefully kept
the paper out of their sight.

"dh. here you are!” said Skinner.
“ All ready to go on board to-morrow—
what 7"

“Quite 1” answered Wharton.

“You've met Captain Cook?" asked
Skinner,

“Yes”

“Had a talk with him?”

“QOnly a few words: He was just off
to Dover. Why!"”
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“Well, I wondered,” said Skinner.
“You only saw hitn for a few minutes ¥

i Yes-f)

“That accounts, then.”

“ Accounts for what, you silly ass?”
demanded the captain of the Remove,
*“What are you getting at}”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner & Co,

“Look here! Y¥You ean go and cackle
at some other study,” sawd Dob Cherry
grufly. “It’s not musical, and wec'ro
not amused—see ?”

“But didn't Cook tell you fellows any-
thing ¥ asked Snoop, with o gl{:glc.

*“What was thero for him to tell us

“Ha, bn, ha!l®

“Look lLerc!
I'i—

“Cook can't Lo in it,” said Stott,
shaking his head. “Bunter's pulled
their leg, that seems pretty clear. Bur
Cook can't be in it.” i

“In what?” demanded Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Cook docsn’t know what they think,
And  they don’t Lknow what Cook
thinks,” said Skinner. *“There'll be o
surprise on both sides when they com-
pare notes to-morrow—what "

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“What's the joke?’ demanded Wib-
ley, staring blankly at the hilarious
three. .

“You fellows are,” chuckled 8kinner.
“1 wondercd why Bunter was piclung
out fellows with money. I thought at
first he was picking them oui to borvow
their money on the yacht. Now I
linow.™ 5 )

“Well, if there's anything to tell, teli
us,” said Harry.

“No fear! 1 wouldn't spoil wour
surprise for worlds!" chuckled Skinuer.
“You'll find out all right.”

“They'll find out all right!" roared
Snoop, “Ha, ha, ha!”

o

relled Snoop.
ou chortling chiumn

renise 1Y

“Wish you joy of your 3
gurgled Skinner. “Bunter told you it
“'Otﬁd be an expensive cruise. I heaid
him, It will.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Faney letting that fat chump take
them in like that, though !” said Snoop.
“How has Bunter taken us in'"
roared Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“If vou can't do anything bul cackle,
vou—-=" . .

“Ha, "ha, ha!” shricked Skinner &
L}

“Let’s give 'em somothing {o well
for I" suggested Johnny Bull,

That suggestion was adopted nem.
con, The Famous Five made a rush
out of the doorway. Skinner & Co.
were yelling with merriment, but the
nioxt moment they were yelling in quite
s difforent way’ ) .

“0w! Keep off! Ol crikey! Wow!
Ow! Oh! You rotters! Yah! Oh!”

“Yao-hoo! Whooop!”

Skinner & Co. were rolled elong the
passage, and bundled Lcadlong  into
their own study, They were piled there
in a breathless, gasping, gurgling hean.
Iheir merriment wos a thing of the
past. They howled with anguisll,

Here's B rippiuﬂg gchool yarn you'll enjoy
reading, chums:—

“#THE MYSTERY OF EASTWODD HOUSE !I"
By MARTIN CLIFFORED.
Blake & Co.,, of the Fourth Form at
gt, Jim's, set out as the guests of their
chum, Arthur Augustus ‘Arcy, for a
weelk-end vacation at the house of Lord
Easstwood. . Although uninyvited, Tom
Merry & Co, nnd Figdins & Co.—their
-ivals at the school—also " drop in,” as
do some of the inky-fingeread Tags. A
mystery is unravelled, and then But
read all about it in this week's

GEM

You'll be more than satisfied with thia
topping tale 1
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Leaving them to howl, the Famous
Five returned to Study No. 1 and tho
doughnuts. They had dealt faithfully
with Skinner & Co., but they could not
help feeling a_little uncasy. What on
earth was 1t that Skinner knew about
that yachting eruise—which they did
not know? What was the surprise he
predicted for them on  the morrow?
They asked themsclves those questions
without being able to find answers.
Johnny Bull had declared all along that
there was a “cateh * in it somewhere.
But what was the eatch?

It looked as if there really was a
catch, and Bkinner had found it out.
Dut what—and how?

That was s mystery.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off to Sea!
APPY o sce you!' said
George.

George looked very merry
and bright. His fat, red,
round fage fairly beamed wunder the
peak of his yachting cap on the deck
of the Sea Nymph. Bsaggage was being
handed on bourd, and Captain Cook
was greeting his guests,  Everything
looked very cheery in the bright spring
sunshine. i{arr' Wharton & Co. were
looking, and f}euling’_ cheery cnough,
though they were rather haunted by
their last ‘sight of Skinner & Co.
Skinnor & Co. had stood in a group at
the school gates watching them start,
almost doubled up with merriment.
But they tried to forget Skinner & C'a,
and their mysterious joke.

Skinner had predicted a “surprise ”
for them on the Sea Nymph, bub there
was no surprise, so far. George

reeted them with plump heartiness,
er seemed pleased to sec Fisher T.
Fish, who had kept his word, and come
down to the bay to see the party off.
The juniors had not expected Iishy to
coma off to the yaclit, but he had done
s0, and was now on the deck, peering
about him with his sharp eyes. :

“Happy to see you, sir!" said
(ivorge, for the seventh time, shaking
hands with IMishw in his turn. “That
makes seven, Billy.” )

“Fishy's not coming.” said Dunter.
“He's only butted in.”

“1 gupss—"

“Fishy's come to sec us off,” cx-
plained Wharton,

“Quite welcome,” said George affably,
though he evidently lost his interest in
tho American junior at onco wheu he
learned that he was not to be a member
of the party.

«] guess I'll give the shebang the
onca-over, now I'm lLere,” remarked
Yisher T. Fish. “No objection, what ™

“Not at all,” said George affably.
“Look over tho yacht, if you like—but
don't miss your boat bacek, if you're not
sniling.™

“That's all right,” =aid TFisher T.
Fish,

He went below with the juniors, Ile
inspected the state-rooms with greab in-
torest, especially the rooms that were
reservod for Coker & Co, later.  The
Fumous TIlive, Bunter, and Wibley
looked after their Lagzage. and they
were busy in their rooms wlhen Fizhy
called to them:

“T guess I'll be getting, you gurs.
So-long, and a good time!”

i going, Fishyt” ITarry
Wharton eamoe out of his reom, and
glanced round for the American junior.
“Hallo! Gono already?”

Fishy had disappeared,

Wharton glanced round. rather
puzzled by the sudden and abrupt de-
parture of Fisher 1. Fish. IHowever,
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he was not deeply interested in Fisher
1, Fish, und he went back to his un-
pucking, and soon forgot his existence.

The engines began to buzz. 'The Sen
Nymph wus getting steam up. Captain
Cook called down tho saloon stairs to
the juniors a little later:

C“Time for your friend to go ashore, if
he's not suiling.”

“He's gone ' ealled back Wharten,

“1 didn't ses him go.”

“Yes; he went about a quarter of an
hour ago.”

“Oh, all right 1”

Fisher 1. Vish, in an empty state-
room which he had carefully locked on
the inside; grinned. Nobody on board
tho Sea Nymph was aware that there
was a stowaway on the yacht, Fishy
did oot intend anybody to know till 1t
was too late to put him ashore,

Ilow this stunt was going to turn out
Fishy did not know. Dut he did not seo
how he could lose by it, and that was
all that mattered.

They couldn't chuck him overboard.
They could hardly refuse him meals
when he made his presenee known, which
he was not going to do in a hurry. A
man who seemed so generous and i)arge-
licarted as George, would surely tuke ic
us o joke, and let him stay for the
cruise! Anyhow, he would surcly con-
sume provender to the valuo of his lost
nine-and-ninepence, at least. Fishy was
chancing it, anyhow.

The juniors heard the clanking of the
anchor comivng up, and went on deck.
George gave them a cheery nod and a
grin.

“ Like your rooms?” he inguired.

“Yes, rather!” said Harry,

“L'opping | said Bob Cherry.

“The topfulness is terrific!” declared
Huvrree Jaumset Ram Singh.

“Anything you want, don't fail to
mention it,” said George.  “ Anything
in reasom, of course.”

“Eh? Oh! Everything's ripping,”
suid Harry, “And must say it's
awfully kind of you, Captain Cook—"

“1 eay, you fellows——"

“1 want you to boe comfortable,” said
Gegrge,  “I want you to enjoy the
cruise. If you enjoy it, you might like
another in the summer, what?”

“You're awfully good—"

“And you will tell your schoolfcllows
about it ?” suggested éuorgc. “"Lots of
them might iﬁa a cruisec on the Sea
Nymph, 1f you tell them that you've
liad a really good time, what ?”

“I've no doubt of that,” =zaid Harry,
stiling, but puzzled. George, ap-
purontly, was prepared to take all Grey-
friars cruising in his yacht, 1f they
cared to come. It was really a little
perplexing.

“Giood " said George heartily. “Re-
commendation is the best kind of adver-
tizement, what ¢

“I—I supposc £0.”

“Cheaper, loo,” said George sogely.
“ Newspaper advertisements cost a lot
of money |”

“D-d-do_they?”

“They do! Later on, I shall eut out
newspaper advertiseinents entively, and
run the whole thing on personal recow-
wendation.”

Captuain Cook turned away to attend
to s dutics, after making that mosr
rxtraordinary remark. What he meant
by it, the juniors could not even bezin
to puess.  They wondered a  liftle
wlicther Bunler's Cousin George  was
auite right in his head. Somec of his
remarks were absalutely weird.

“1 say, you fellows, we're movin
said Bunter. “Lucky the sea’s ealin.
what? You fellows would be eeasick,
He, he, he!”

The shore was receding, the chalky
cliffs fading.. The beach and the quay
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The Infuriated juniors crashed into George and bowled him over. “ Ow !’ roared the plump skipper.
Asslsted by the mate, George stood gasping, while Billy Bunter sagely dodged beh
‘‘ Ragging, what ? " gas

thunder—whoop | **
at the Infurfated Removites.

dropped into the distance. Far away
over tho trees the grey old tower of
Ul‘i?’f riars School sank from sight.

The juniors breathed deep in the keen
salt air, as the yacht glided out into
the North Sca. The waves rolled and
glistened in the bright sunshine. There
was no (oubt that 1t was ripping to be
at gea.  Like most Lealthy British boys,
the chums of the Remove laved the sea,
and had a sceret hankering after a life
on tho occan wave, & home on the roll-
ing deep.  Really, this Easter cruise
was a tremondous stroka of luck, and
beat liiking hollow.

The fnct that they owed it to Donter
was u perpetual surprise to  them.
''here was a tacit agreement that they
were pgoing to be very nico te Bunter,
and tolerate lis rather troublesome
manners and eustoms with unvarying
wood humour, It had to be admitted
that the fat Owl was playing up remark-
ably well for once; and, as Bob Cherry
put it, if Bunter stood the cruise, it was
up to them to stand DBunter,

But—as a novelist might say—they
little knew !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

“ [1, really, George—"
@ “Look here—
“There's po hnrry——"

“8hort reckonings make long

friemds, Dilly.”

“ Yes, but—*

“Loave if to mo.”

“"But, I say—"

“1 don't make you out, Billy!
rule 18, cash in ndvauco !”

“¥Yes, but—"

]

Tha

».

George.
you're golng next time ! **

“With friends of yours, it's all right.
of course. DBut business is businecss. I
don't get you, Billy !

“Oh lor’ I” mumbled Bunter, |

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
saloon and the state-rooms adjoining.
Somo of them were sorting out belong-
ings. William Wibley was unpacking a
stack of amateur theatricel gadgets,
which he had brought with him. All of
them heard Billy Bunter’s squeak, and
the deep, fat voice of George, on the
saloon stairs—but politely affected to
hear nothing. What that colloquy be-
tween Bunter and his eousin could pos-
sibly mean they had no idea.

Ucorge, it appeared, had something
to say to lis passengers, and DBunter
wanted to put it off. Dut there was no
sutting  off George, and the juniors
weard the fat Owl go back to the deck,
mumbling, while Captain Cook came
down,

The yacht was gliding on an even
keel, over a bright sca, red in the szet-
1ing Bum. Lans was far out of sight.
The Greyfriars fellows wore in great
spirits. The Sea Nymph wus going to
touch luter at Dover, and pick up Coker
& Co. there, and later ot Margate;
wfter which she was running south to
sunnier skies and bluur waters, It waa
u cheery prospect.

George camme down, with his heavy,
rlump tread, and his usual good-
unnoured grin on his round, red faco.
But the grin did not disguise n certain
sharp and businesslike expression.
(irorgo looked like a man who had
come down to talk business, though
what business he could have to talk with
his guests the juniors did not know,

But as ha evidently had something to
say, tho juniors gathercd to lLear it.

** What the
him and grinned

* Well, boys will be boys! But just look where

George sat down en tho cdgo of the
cabin table, pushed back the yachting
rap from his plunp, red brow, and
swung his plump legs.

“Settling down, what?” he inquirnd

cheerily.

“Qh, yes! Fine!™ said Bab.

“Comfortable quarters, and all
thutR?" ; s

“Ripping !” sai ugent, .

“The ripfulness is_ terrific!” said
Iurrce Jamset Rem Bingh,

“Good ! said Georﬁa heartily. “Wo
aim  to give complete satisfuction.
'hat's our motto—satisfaction, Mako

a man comfortable, and he comes again,
what "

M Yo.o-es!” said Ilarry, puzzled oncc
more by George's conversation.
—TI suppose so.”

“It’s awfully good of you!" said
Nugent.

“Eh? 1 don't sce thatl” sail
George: “If I don't make 'emy comfort-
able, where do I come in, in the long
run? That's how I look at it!”

“D-deo youl”

“Bxactly !”

“Well, if you'd like us to_como
again,” said Wibley, with.a grin, "I
funcy you won't be disappointed. I'd
Lo jolly glad to come, for one."”

“(lad to hear it!* said George.
“1'Il be pleased to baok you for the
summer, 1 darc say friends of yonrs at
school will like the idea, too, when you
tell thein about the cruise.”

“What-ho |” said Wibley, |

“1f I fill up for thie summer cruisc
with Greyfriars boys, ol course, ib will
simplify matters,” said Goerge.

CWew-will it1?
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“Oh, quite!
possible,”

G{Eh ?’l
 “It will save the whole cost of adver-
tisements.”

“ Advertisements,” said Harry blankly.

Somehow at that moment the recol-
lection came into his mind of the adver-
tisement thet had made Skinner yell
with merriment in the Rag the previous
evening.

“ Ot course, a man has to advertisc,”
said George, looking a liftle surprised
himself, *Otherwise, how would any-
body know about the cruise?”

“ But—but I don't catch on|” gasped
Wharton, “¥You surcly don't mean
that you advertise that you're taking
follows on aa Easter cruise?”

“1 surely do,” answered George.

“Well, my hat!”

“It's the only way,” said George,
seemingly surprised by the surprise of
his passéngers. “I've had several adver-
tisements out, naturaliy.”

The juniors could only gaze at him.

“That, ot course, was before I thought
of Billy,” explained George. :

“ Be-before you thought of B-B-Billy ?”

“Yes; but when I remembered my
voung cousin, at a Public school, I said
to myself: ‘Gad! That's the game!"”

“D-d-d-did you?” .

“Just the thing!” explained George.
“School breaking up for Easter, fellows
with money to spend looking for a really
good holidav on reasonoble terms—
what? Bo I put it up to Billy.”

“ But—but what—what—>"

Harry Wharton & Co. were mystified.
But they felt that they were on the
verge of elucidating the mystery. They
remembered that Bunter had been rather
particular in picking out fellows who
bhad money, or whose people had money.
All the yachting party were fairly well
provided in that line, though he had
failed to bag Lord Mauleverer and the
Bounder, But what on earth had money
to do with it? ;

“And I'm bound to say that Billy has
played up and done quite well,” went
on George. “To be quite frank, I had
no idea that Billy had such a very nice

Reduced terms may be

and pleasant set of friends in the school.
I'm ,und to sa; that I'm pleased to
sea it.”

This weas very flatiering; but the
juniors were so surprised and mystified
that they could only stare at George.

“Now to come down to business,”
added George.

“ Bib-bib-business.”

""Well, there are a few business details
to settle, you know,” said George, with
hia hearty laugh.

“ Ard there 1’ gasped Wharton.

“ Naturally *

“But—but what—=>"

“Well, the cheqi.es. you know.”

“The . chick-chick-cheques !” stuttered

Wharton,
. George raised his eyebrows. The
juniors were amazed, but there was no
doubt that George, too, was surprised.
He did not seem to make them out, any
more than they made him out.

“Of course, I don’t suppose that youn
boys have your pockets full of cash,”
satd George. “The cheques will
naturally come from your parents.”

“From our pip-pip-parents?” gurgled
Bob.

George looked quite puzzled.

“¥Yes. If you prefer to ﬁuy cash, it's
all right, of course. But the usual way
ia a cheque.”

“If wo preter to pi-pip-pay kik-kik-
cash !” gaid Frank Nugent, like a fellow
in a dream.

“Yes. If you have the cheques with
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you, you may hand them over to me
now, and I will give you the usual
receipis.”

“We're dreaming this|” said IHarry
Wharton.

George looked at him.

Otherwise, the cheques may be sent
direct from your parents to my office,”
he said. *“But I'm bound to mention
that the rule is ecash in advance.”

“Kik-kik-cash in advance?”

“Invariably,” said George.

“ But—but—but what——" stammered
Wharton helplessly.  “ What—what—
what do you mean, Mr, Cook 1"

“I should think it was clear,” said
George, with a stare. “I trust you, of
course. As Billy's friends, I know
you're to be trusted. I know it from
your looks, too, if I may say so. But
business is business, and cash 1n advance
of the oruise is the invariable rule,
People might forget to settle nfter-
wards. I don’t say you would—I don’t
think you would—far from it! But
cash in advance of the cruise is the in-
variable rule,”

The juniors looked at George. They
looked at one another. Thero was o
dreadful silence in the saloon of the
Sea Nymph.

The awful truth was filtering slowly
into the astounded minds of the chums
of the Remove.

They knew all about holiday cruises
at sea, for which you paid so much a

Don’t Fﬂ'get!._’!

Wonderful
FREE GIFTS

coming in the

MAGNET shortly!

head. The papers were full of adver-
tisoments of such things., But never
for a moment had they dreamed of such
a thing in connection with Billy Bunter's
invitation to a cruise on his cousin’s
yvacht. How could they?

They had to think of it now!

Skinner had told them that the
have a surprise on board the
Nymph. They were getting it!

And now, of course. they jumped to
it, what Skinner had been yelling at
in the Reg! They knew now what
ndvertisement he must have secn in the
newspaper—the advertisement of &an
Baster cruise in tho Sea Nymph, at a
fixed charge for the eruise. And he had
not told them. "That rotter, that worm,
had guessed at once how DBunter was
spoofing them when he had discovered,
from the advertisement, that Captain
Cook was running the Sca Nymph as a
business proposition—as a sort of Roat-
ing holiday boarding-house. Ile had laft
them to find it out after they had
started. Now they were finding it out.

In horrified amazement they gazed
at Georgo.

George was no longer smiling. He
seemed to realise that there was some-
thing wrong somewhere.

George, of course, was no party to
the deception. All his strange remarks
—strange at the time—were explained
now—now that the guests on board the
Sea Nymph realised that they were
expected to pay for the cruise. Kven
that tea with Bunter on the yacht, which
George said so oddly, would “go down ”
—he had meant that it would go down
on the bill!

would
Sea
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Wharton was first to find his voice.

“Let's havo this clear!” he gasped.
“Let—let’s understand how it stands.
P-;}-put. it plain, please.”

“Haven't I put it plain?” George’s
tone was a little sharp. “1 hardly
make you out, Master Wharton. I sup-
pose Billy told you the terms.”

“The—the terms!”

“You don't mwan to say that Billy
never told you the terms?” exclaimed
Georga.

“N-n-no {*

“That was careless of Lhim. But didn't

? Oh, my hat!”

*8choolboys aro generally rather care-
less, I believe,” said George. “Dut
surely that is carrying carelessness to
excess—to arrange to go on a cruise
without inquiring the terms.”

“Oh crikey !”

“But your people,” said CGeorge—
“your fathers, guardians, or what not—
they surely asked the terms when you
told them you were going?

“Oh, Jemima! Hardly ("

“Well,” said George, “I've come
across somo unbusinesslike people 1n
my time, but I'm bound to say that
this takes the biscuit. If this is the
Public school training I don’t see how
any Public school man will ever handle
business in this world! Mean to say
that not one of your parents asked the
amount of the cheque he had to drawt”

“Oh crumbs! Nol You—you see—"

“I don't see,” said George. “It's
unbusinesslike—I'm bound to say that.
Still, thére's no harm done. My terms
are reasonable and well known—the
are stated in my advertisements in well-
known papers, I stand by theml
Twenty-one gumeas for the cruise is
the figure—and reasonable |”

“Twon-twen-twenty-one guineas!"

“That is the figure. f hope,” said
George, with dignity, “that you don't
think I'm charging you too much! I
thought, of course, that you knew th
terms—how was I to think otherwise
Unless I get a full passenger list it
won't show a lot—I can tell you that.
And Billy, of course, comes free—that's
understood, as his consideration for get-
ting mo clients.”

“Oh1” gasped the juniors.

hey saw now where Billy Bunter
came in.

“That's not a small item, either,” said
George. “Bo far as food goes, lLe
counts as two passongers, if not three—
I might say four!{”

There was o call from the deck from
George’s mate, The skipper of the
Sea Nymph slipped off the table, set
his yachting-cap straight, and went to
the door. But he paused a moment
thiere,

“It's rather awkward,” said Ceorge
—“g very disagreeable misunderstand-
ing. Very careless—I'm bound to say
that! Dut you can post letters home
at Dover, and you will, of course, men-
tion that the cheques will be expected
at my oflice without any undue delay.”

And George went on deck, leaving the
Greyfriars follows staring at one another
blankly, Skinner had told them that
thoy were going to have a surprise, Un-
doubtedly, they had had one!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly lor Bunter !
[ HAT villain Bunter—"
E *That scoundrel Bunter—"
“That fat pig Bunter—"
“We'll scal Eiml"

“The scalpfulness will be terrifie!”
#The—the—the worm! Didn't I tell
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you fcllows there was a catch in it?"
snorted Johnny Ball . .

“We'll burst bim all over his cousin’s
vacht——" hissed Bob Cherry.

“Twenty-one guineas—"

*“A eruise you pay for—*

4 Palling our lei 1 the time—"

“And getting his own trip-éree, by
landing us in 1t—" .
“No wonder Skinner was cackling—
Skioner knew—— My hat! Won't I
punch his head next term for not telling
us b

“Wherc’s the fat villain now?”
ﬁa}spcd Wibley. *“I want to wallop
lm a»

It wos quite a chorus. Iarry Whar-
ton was the frst to grow calm. Seal
ing Bunter, or even bursting him, would
have been a solace; but more impertant
than that, was toa decide whet was geoing
to be done.

“We'd botter think this out!”™ said
Wharton. “It's our own fault really—
we ought to have known Bunter better,
We jaﬁy well knew that his people can't
afford to keep yachts, and take cruising
Esrtios for holidays. We oughtn’t to

ave let him pull our leg like this.”
. “1 told you there was a catch i

“Oh, rats! You didn't know what the
catch was,” grunted Beb Cherry. “You
were diddled like the rest of wus,
Johnny.”

Snort, from Johnny Bull.

“The question is, what's going to bo
done " said Harry.

“Looks as if we are!” grinned Boh.
“There’ll be a bill run up already—
we've been on board some time, and
had some mealsg—"

“It's rough on us, but it's rough on
Mr. Cook, too, if we turm him down,”
said Harry. “He as godd as told us,
only we never understood.”

“That’'s so! But—'""

“He's running 1{his cruise as a
buginess, and he asked Bunter to let
Greyfriars fellows know, to get

ngers for the cruise,” said Harry.
‘Tt's fll fair and square as far as Cook
is concorned, He never dreamed that
that fat villain would spool us, and in-
vite us on & cruise—making out that it
was an invitation for the hols—— Obh,
my hat! We've been o lot of asses!”

7 told you there was a catch—"

“Qh, dry up, old man! Of course, we
shouldn't have come if we'd known,
but—we're here now——""

“And old Coker!” gasped Bob.
“Coker’s coming on board at Dover,
and he doesn’t know any more than we
did! There's a surprise in store for
Coker, too!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter in the
saloon, The thought of the surprise in
store for Coker, caused general hilarity
for a few moments. "They could picture
the face of Horace Coker when he
learned the truth.

“But what are we pgoing to de?”
asked Nugent, **Ask Cook to turn back
and land us, and go home, after all 2

“We can’t do that!” said Harry de-
cidedly. “Dverything's fixed up now.
Nobody expects us at home. The fact
s, that fat villain has got us on a
string. Ho knew we couldn’t back out
after getting on board—that villain
Skinnor knew it, too, blow him H

“Are we going to be done?’ hooted
Johnny Bull.

“Well, let’s look at it,” said Ilarry.
“QGoeorge is right ahout the terms being
reasonable—our people wouldn't kick at
twenty-one guineas ]for an Easter cruise,
if we'd koown, and asked them, Holi-
days cost money, wherever you have
them., If we stick to it, we'vo getting
our money’s worlh, if you come to
that.”

“That'a so,” agreed Wibley,  But—"

“And we shall lock a Fat of fools,
going hdck after we've started—*

“Well, we are a lot of fools!” grunted
Johnny Bull  “Prize fools, if you ask
me, for believing a word from Bunter.”

“The foolfulness was terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But we
do not want to look such csteemed fools
as we idiotically uore, my estecmed
Johnny.”

“After all, we might have dons
worse for tho hols,” said Harry. “It's
more than we meant to spend—but we
can make it up in one way or another.
The fact is, naw wo're landed in it
think we'd better see it through. And—
and there’s one thing—we're under no
obligation to Bunter, if we pay our way.
That’s something.”

“I'd rather pay my way, if you come
to that!” growled Johnny Bull.

HEARD THIS ONE?

Bhop Assistant: ‘" What
can § get for you, madam 2 "

Old Lady: “ A pair of leg-
gln%s for my son, please.”

Shap Assistant: * What
size, madam 7 **

Old Lady: * | don’t know,
but V've brought one of his
puttess I "

| Leonard Owen, of |, Bentley
Road, Oxton, Birkenhead, who
submitted the above winning 1ib-
tickler, is now in possession of a
splendid poc}:et-kniie.

IN AND WIN
CHUM!

STEP ONE,

“Well, I think we'd all rather,’ said
Ilarry.

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“1 think we'd beiter stick it out,
then,” said Harry  “ But we'll jolly well
rag Bunter bald-headed for spoofing us.™

*What-hao!” That wos unanimously
asgreed to at once.

“The spoofing retter!” said Doh.
“Alaking out he was inviting fellows on
a holiday cruise in a relatiou’s yacht,
and—and it turns out like this! If we'd
wanted to pay for a cruise, we could
have done it without Bunter. Why, I'll
spiflicate him—"

“Y say, you fellows!”

Billy Bunter blinked into the saloon
with an uncasy blink. e did pot come
near to hand, however, 1Je was keeping
open a ling of retreat, He secmed to
realise that he might need one,

Six savage glares were fastencd on
the fat Chyl,

25

It was all very well for the party to
make up their minds to *“‘stick ™ it and
make the best of it and see it through!
That did not alter the fact thai ‘they
had been thoroughly dene—done brown
—ahsolutely fooled and spoofed by the
swankinz and unserupulous Owl. He
had bragged all over Greyfriars of the
Bunter yacht—gathered all the kudos of
asking a crowd of fellows for a glorious
holiday—swanked to his fat heart’s con-
tent—and all the time he was landing
tho fellows in—this! And he had got
away with it!

Obviously he had meant to pestpone
the painful explanation as late as
possible—thie juniors might not have
learned the truth for days, but for
George’s desire to get down to business.
Smlpmi Bunter was too good for him
—something lingering, with beiling oil
in it was more suitable. They gave him
almost wolfish looks.

Bunter eyed them warily. He plainly
cxpected trouble of some sort, now that
they knew.

“You fat scoundrelt’ said Johnny
Bull, “We lmow now! we're
going to burst you into small pieces.”

“Oh, rcally, | M

“You spoofing, lying, deceiving, bam-
boozling porpoise——" hissed Dob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Collar him!?

“I—I—I say, you fellows, kecp off I”
gasped Bunter. “'1 say, there’s nething
to rag about. What have you got Lo
ccm%la.m of, I'd like to knew?”

“What 1" yelled Wharton.

“You're going for a jolly good
cruise,” said Bunter warmly., *You're
gettmf it cheap, You've got my com-

0 »

pan r nothing—
" What?” shrieked Baob.
“My company!” said Bunter.

“(ieorge is standing me the cruise, of
course, for getting him so many cus-
tomers—I mean, elientsa! He wouldn’t
have taken me for nothing. Well, as
the matter stands, you've got my com-
pany for the vacation. ‘Pou mightn't
have had it otherwise.”

The Famous Five gazed st Bunter.

“Did you tell us we had to pay!"
roared Johnny Bul). “Vou spoofing
porker, you tock us in.”

“You can't say I took you in! I teld
vou plainly that it was Eoing to be an

expensive cruise! Now, didn’t 11”
“You fat idiot, we thought you
nmeant—-""

“1 can't help what you thought! I'm
not to hlame if you're a set of duffers,”
argued Bunter, “I tald you it was
going to be an expensive crnse, as plain
as could speak! Well, twenty-one
guineas ecach is expensive, ain't it $"

“Iill him 1* ga&ned Dobh.

“1 must say 1it’s a bit thick, making
out that I've taken you in,” said Billy
Bunter. “It's practically accusing a
chap of being deccitful.”?

“ Wha-a-a-t 7"

“I don't like it!’ said DBunter,
“Some fellows wouldn’t mind, I daro
say—chaps like you fcllows, f'rinstance.
You're not so particular as I am in suech
things. You might be deceitful. Nat
me ™

“Oh, my hat :

“If you're going to cut up rusty,” said
Bunter, “ I shall be sorry 1 brought you
ou this ripping eruise. Calling a fellow
names is a bit ungrateful. I'm alwayh
doing things for fellows, and I've almost
given up

L

expeeting  gratitude—still,
theve's a limit!”’
“Mhere 15! gasped Bob  Cherry.
“There's a limit, Bunter—and yon're
the limit! Bag Lum, you menl”
The juniors made a rush.
{Continued on page 28.)
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HEDLEY BSCOTT’S SMASHING SOCCER AND 'TEC THRILLER!

]

HOW THE 8TORY STARTED.

A fugitive from Don Carlos' circus, Mobby,
1 sixtean-year-old waif, meets Ferrers Looke,
the detective, who introduces him to Lor
Douglas Weatherstone, chairman ol the
Parriton Rovers F.C. Nobby very soon
hecomes professional, but falls foul of Lord
Douglas’ rascally nephew, Daniel Willoughby
Thundersiey. Hard pressed for money,
Thundersley cifles his uncle’s safe, only to
bump into Nobby whilst escaping with his
foot. Fearing that Nobby—who is later
legally adopted by Lord Douglas—might talk,
Thundaersley plots with the Don to remove the
youngster. By means of a faked message,
Nobby is lured to a disused garage where he
i3 d and gagged and placed in a large
packing case. “ All 0.K. now, boss !’ says
the Don's % secretary.” ¢ 1'll go and see
about the removal of the case.”

(Now read on.)

Revenge !

HE “sccretary ' shook hands with
T the Don and strode out of the
garnge. At a sign to the chauf-
four he drove to the mnearest
village, stopped ot a carter’s office, and
intimated that he wanted a packing-case
collected from the garage farther along
the road and dispatched to the address

on the label. .

He paid for the job handsomely, gave
his name as Daniel Willoughby Thun-
dersley, and drove off, leaving a
muddie-headed carter wondering
whether the treasury- note given him
was o good one, and why on carth a
packing-case had been left at o
garage which had becen deserted for
three years or more.

But the carter was an honest man
himself. He ecalled for that packing-case
an hour later, took it away in an old
Ford truck, and just as three o'clock
was chiming from a near-by church
tower, pulled up outside the lodge gates
of Weatherstone Court.

An ancient retainer ambled out of
the lodge, muttered under his breath
when he saw the size of the packing-
case, and grudgingly helped the carter
unload it from his van.

The van drove off, the lodgekeeper
phoned through to the servants, and iu-
formed them that o large packing-case,
addressed to Mr. “ Nobby * Thundersley,
was awaiting collection at the lodge,
and the sooner it was “collected  the
better he would like it.

And so young Nobby, still unconscious,
arrived back ot the place from which
he had started. Hefty footmen
shouldered tho packing-case, rnd
dumped it in & first floor box-room to
await the young master’s arrival, little
dreaming that the “young master ” was
a fast prisoner inside it.

Meanwhile, the telephone-bell was
ringing in Daniel Thundersley's Hat.
The Ton’s voice came through silkily
to the eager Thundersley.

“Did you get him ¥ asked Thunders-
ley impatiently.

“We did,” replied the Don. “ e
walked into the trap like a mounse after
a bit of cheese—yes.™

“Oh, good!” There was a world of
relief in Thundersley’s voice. *And le
won't come back, Carlos?”

There was & harsh, unnatural chuekle
over the wires.

“I hardly think so, my young friends.
He has gone on a long journcys—a very
long journeys!*

“1 don't know how to thank you!”
camo Thundersley's vibrant tones to the
listening Don.  “Man, you've done me
the biggest turn in the world [*

The Don laughed harshly again and
snapped down the roceiver,

“Tho poor fools!” he hissed. "Iie
doesn’t know the good turns I have
done him ! Ho, ho, ho["

The showman was so tickled to death
at the grim picture his evil imagination
conjured that he opened a bottle of
liguor and proceeded to empty it
chuckling the while with fiendish glee.

Lons into the evening he sat thus,
picturing to himself the consternation
and horror of those who eventually saw
fit to open the packing-case. For inside,

NOBBY 7 Shooting Star

o & 5 . —
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according to the Don's calculation, they
would find the lifeless body of Nobby—
victim of a slow and terrible fate, Then
would como investigations, and the dis-
covery of Daniel Willcughby Thunders-
ley's neckerchief wrapped tightly around
the victim’s jaws; also a cardcase, un-
mistakablf Thundersley's, too—just as if
it had fallen out of the waistcoat pocket
of & man bending over the packing-
case.

“Ho, ho, ho!" chuckled the Don.
“Ho will be arrested, ho, ho! It will
be proved that he hates the brat like
poisen! It will be proved that the
neckerchief and tho cardease belong to
him. Ho, ho, ho!” He paused in his
maniacal langhter and thumped his fists
fiercoly across his chest, “Revenge—
complete revenge, Don Carlos! You
Lave not waited all these years in vain!
Ho, ho! He will be sent to trial. Cir-
cumstantial evidence will be too strong
for him. He will hang. And the Don—
the great Don who has brought all this
about—will be gone! Ho, ho—he will
disappear !”

The showman's maniacal laughter
attracted the circus employees to his
caravan, but not onc had the temerity
to step inside the caravan to sce what it
was all out, They knew their task-
master and his varying moods. When
he was in his cups he was indeed &
dangerous man.

But the Don seemed conscious of their
presence, for suddenly he appeared at
the doorway of the caravan, whip in
hand, His faco was livid, his eycs
unnaturally bright.

“Back, you scum !” he roared, lashing
about him with the whip. “Deon’t you
know better than to gape at your
;nalstersi Away with you! Ho, ho,
10 1

And the cireus employees melted away
like shadows, some of them yelping as
the Don's whip lashed against them
furiously.
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Foul Play !
L] HERE'S Mr. Thundersley 1"

W His lordship locked dis-

pleased us he rapped the

question at the butler. ‘L'en
was served, and Lord Weatherstone had
looked forward to young Nobby's com-
pany.

“ He's gone out, my lord,” replied the
butler. 1 understand the chaufleur
took him to the Arcadia Club.” )

“The Arcadia Clubi What the devil
for?” asked his lordship irritably.

“] cannot say, my lord, Mr. Thun-
dersloy roceived a message by a distriet
messenger just before he departed, so 1
presumo that had something to do with
it, my lord.”

“H'inl Ah! Very well Lord
Douglas Woeatherstone waved a dis-
missal to the butler. “What the devil
are you hanging about for?”

“T wish to inform your lordship that
a packing-case has arrived for Mr.
Thundersley, Is it your wish, my lord,
that the servants should unpack the case
in readiness for Mr. Thundersley ?"

“Certainly not!” he snorted. *Most
certainly not! If Mr. Thundersley
needs any assistance in unpacking his
case he will assuredly commission it
when he comes in. I don’t expect he
wants the servants nosing into his
property. Now get out [”

With grave, expressionless face, the
butler withdrew. His interest in the
packing-case had been merely that of a
servant eager to anticipate his magster’s
wishes, Thercafter the arrival of the

acking-case held no place in his mind.

But if only Lord Douglas Weatherstone
had known the extraordinary nature of
the contents of that case, all the servants
in the household would have been
engaged on tearing its wooden planks
apart,

The hours passed. The gong for
dinner rosounded through the yreat
house. But still there was no sign of
young Nobby. Lord Douglas Weather-
stonc was in a raging temper by the
time dinner was cleared away. At least,
Nobby might have left o message with
the servants if he had intended fo
ahsent himeelf like this. Tt was dis-
courteous, to say the least. Like the

rophet of old, his lordship felt that he

id well to be angry. .

PBut as the hours went by, and still
Nobby did not put in an-appearance,
a feeling of uneasiness began te over-
take his%ordship. 8o uneasy was he, in
fact, that he had a telephono_call put
through to the Arcadia Club. No infor-
mation awaited him there. Nobody
answering Nobby’s  description  had
eithor “ tea’d ™ or dined at the club.

Alarmed now, Lord Weatherstone
rang up hix old friend, Ferrers Locke.

“Can't make it out, old chap,” he
informed the detective. “'The youngster
goes out early this afternoon—yes, just
after lunch—and I haven't scen him
gince. Not cven a phone message from
him. Strange? Yes, I should say it
is. Got a rotten feelin’ somethin’ has
happened to the boy. What’s that?
You'll come over? Og, good man"”

His lordship mopped his brow as ha
replaced the receiver, Once the thought
had taken root in his mind that Nobby
had met with foul play, it grew and

rew to alarming proportions. But he
olt more comfortable when Ferrers
Locke was announced.

Once again his lordship explained all
he knew of the boy’s strange absence.
The butler was called in to give his
version, likewise the footman, who had
brought the message to Nobby, and the
chauffeur, who had taken him to the
Arcadia.

Ferrers Locke heard them all out in
silence.

[
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“Can yon deseribe how he
dressed 7 'Fhis to the chaufTeur.

" Oh, yes, siv!” And swiftly came the
description of what Nobby had been
wearing, to which the footman added
that Nobby had made a lightuing
chango on receipt of the message.

“Perhaps we may find the messige
which called him away if we cxamine
the suit of clothes he was wearing when
the footman here delivered it,” said
Ferrers Locke, after a pause.

“ Alphonse !” barked his lordship,
“Bring the clothes. Hurry, you idiat!”

And Alphonse hurried. Methodically
Ferrers Locke wont through the pockets
of the suit the footman valet handed
him, looking for tlie message. DBul a
search revealed nothing—nothing heyond
a thumbed cnvelope, which contained
a single sheet of notepaper, and both
envelope and paper were blank.

For a long time Ferrers Locke
regarded them, noting the torn edge of
the envelope. Then he faced the foot-
man.

“Would you recognise this as the
envelope you handed to My. Thundersley
this afternoon?” 4

The footman studied it for a while,
and then shrugged.

“1 could not say for certain, sir,” he
said. "“It—it looks uncommonly like
it. But it wasn’t a blank envelope; sir.
You see, it was nddressed to Mr
Thunderslay.”

“Thank you.
servants any longer, my lord,

His lordship dismissed them, aud then
turned to the detective.

*You've discovered something?"

The wish was-father to the thought.
But, to Lord Weatherstone's delight. the
detective nodded in the affirmative.

“Vos. Take a look at this envelope
and paper through my glass.”

“Blessed if I can see anything,” began
his lordship imoatiently. Then he
jumped. “By Jove, I can! There’s a
faint improssion on the paper—"

Was

T shall not require the

E

“Youw're right,” broke in Locke,
“Just as if a finely pointed ﬁ?n had
scored into it rather heavily. ateh !

With a finely pointed pencil, and by
means of the magnifying glass, he
traced the impression left by the pen
until a complete message, with signa-
ture, was revealed, At sight of it Lord
Weatherstane jumped.

“Why, it's signed in my name!” he
eigculated wrathfully. “Deuced like my
awful serawl, too. How—what—"

Ferrers Locke held up his hand.

“Not so loud, my lord. There's been
foul play here. The letter, signed with
your name, was written, obviously, in
vanishing ink—an old trick. But, thanks
to the nature of the pen used, we are
{I.h}l‘. {o resurrect the message, such as it

“But it doesn’t help us,” groaned his
lordship. “We know the kid went to
the Arcadin. The chauffeur took him
there. Where has he disappeared to
since then?”

“That's what we are going to find
out,” said Ferrers Locke grimly. “Bear
ap. T promise you I won't give up until

FINAL Coupon.
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I find young Nobby. I won't even
sleep.”

“Bless you, old chap!” said his lord-
ship gratefully. " Ave you going?”

“At once,” replied Locke. “I'll make
a few inguiries myself at the Arcadia,
See you soon. You turn in and get
some sleep. Tl bring back Nobby,
never fear.”

But Lord Douglas Weatherstone felt a
sinking of the heart as he watched the
tall figre of tho detective depart,
despite his encourdging words.

Meanwhile, behind the closed door of
the box-room, eame muffled sounds from
the interior of the packing-case. Nobby,
almost stifled, asphyxiated, was
strnggling for breath—for life itself !

A Narrow Squeak !

OW deep is the ocean ""—deep
breath—' ' How wide is the
sky??

. At the top of his youthful

voice, Jack Drake, Ferrers Lacke's boy

assistant, asked thoso questions of the
world in general and nobody in particy-
lar, in an attempt to sing the popular
song which Miss Gracic Fields has made
famous. But although there was power

behind Drake's vocal cffort, there was a

paucity of musical talent.

Lest it should be tmagined that
Ferrers Locke's clover young assistant
was really concerned as to the depth of
the ocean and the width of the sky, it
should be mentioned with expedition
that he didn’t care a rap. Truth to tell.
Drake was bored, bored and fed-up with
driving Locke's powerful Rolls-Royce.

Tor over a week now, the youngster
had been away from London, from Eng-
land, for that matter. He had been pur-
suing a line of investigation in France
and its provinces concerning something
of importance to Nobby. That job done
to his complete satisfaction, Drake,
naturally, was all afive to get back to
his beloved chief,

Locke's Rolls-Royce car had gonc
across the water with Drake, and
between them they had covered three
thousand miles. In the circumstances,
therefore, it was not surprising that
Drake should now find the few remain-
ing miles to Baker Street somewhat
monotonous.

He started to sing again.

Away behind the speeding Rolls lay
the spacious air port of Croydon, Drake
had spotted the evening mail-plane to
Amsterdam loading up as ho had fashed
hy. In front of Drake the road stretched
greyish and shadowy in the gathering
dusk, whilst an almost uninterrupted
streain of cars passed him.

While he warbled, Drake kept his
keen eyes on the road well nhead, anti-
cipating more than once the foolish
approach of a novice motorist from a
side turning by the shadows cast across
the road. But he was not prepared for
the big Daimler car that suddenly, and
without any warning, twisted out of a
side avenue at a ridiculous speed and
cut acress his track broadside.

A crash seemed inevitable. Drake
saw his peril, exclaimed his thoughts
aloud of the fool driver of the Daimler,
and swung the wheel over,

The driver of the Daimler, in turn.
anw his peril, accelerated, and his ear
shot straight for the low hedge border-
ing the main road, climbed it, and
crashed over on its gide with a rending
of woodwork and a screrching of metal.

Drake brought the Rolls to a straight
conrze with a masterly effort and
clapped on his brakes. In a flash he was
out of the car and racing towards the
overturned Daimler,

(Laok out for next Saturday’s MAGKET
and further thrilling chapters of this
powerful story, chums.)

L




28
BILLY BUNTER'S EASTER CRUISE !

(Continued from puge 25.)

But Billy Bunter was very watchiul,
Heo skipped up the stairs like a fat, but
active kangarco. Ile skipped rwiftly
out on deck.

With o whoop,
after him.

Billy Bunter fairly Lounded on ¢eck.

the. juniors rushe

“I—I say, George—"" ho gus,wd.
Captain Cook glanced round,
“ Hallo1 What o Il came

towards the breathless Owl.

From the companion six infuristed
juniors burst in a bunch; and before
they—or George—knew what was hap-
pening, they had crashed into George.

Crash! Bump!

“Ow1” roared George, as. he was dis-

tributed along his own deck. “What
the thunder— Whoooop !"’
“Oh ecrikey! I say, you fellows—""

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton, staggering from the shock.

George sat u

“What the
“What the dickens—— Ooooh!

“Snrr} 1 pasped Bob. “But

Mr P\cmft the mate, came and
picked up his plump sklppel George
stood gasping, and Billy Bunter ragely
dodged behind him. TFrom that safe
refuge he grinned at the infuriated
Removites.

“Ragging—what?"? George recovered
his plump good-humour. “Well, boys
will be boys! What? Only don’t bump
me over again, please—ocoogh! I'm a
bit winded ! ()poc-hl Never mind—no
hirm done! Look where youw're going
next time, what?"’

“The sorrowfulness is terrific |” gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

_“Don't mench ! said George. “All
riglht |

ooce—"" he stuttered,
Ow !
we—

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

George undoultedly was a very good-
tempered man. In Goorge's presence it
was impossible to deal with the Owl of
the Remove as he deserved. Bunter
had to waitl! No doubt he was satis-
fied to wait—and the longer he waited
t45e better he would be pleased !

Billy Bunter haunted his cousin,
George, liko & {at ghost after that.
Under George's wing he was safe—away
from that shelter he knew what to
oxpect,

At supper George presided at the
table, and Billy Bunter, still under tho
protecting wing, devoted his attention
to parking the foodstuifs,

With the fall of night there was
a wind, and a swell on the North Sea.
The Seca Nymph began to roll a little.

Billy Bunter did not notice it, What-
over might be the drawbacks of that
Hastor cruise, the tuck was good and
ample—and the juniors made a good
supper; and Bunter made several, one
after another. Bunter, in fact, was
having the time of his life.

Ile was not finished when George
went back to the deck, having only
eaten enough for four or five fellows.
But he seemcd very shy of remaining
with the juniors without George, so he
left his supper unfinished and roiled on
deck after his cousin,

“We'll get him
Johnny Bull,

“Yes, rather.”

George eame down presently and went
to his cabin, leaving Mr. Pycroft in
charge of the deck. Rather to the sur-
prise of the Famous Five, Bunter did
not come down with him. This was
their chance!

They cut up fo the deck. They felt
{hat they could not give Bunter his
deserts in George’s presence: but the
mate did not matter. Billy Bunter was
for it now!

“Where is the fat seoundrel?” asked

Iater !” grunted

Johnny Bull, peering round in the star-
light.
“ Bunter !"* howled DBob,
Groan !
“Hallo, halle, hallo!
like Bunter.”

Tuat sounds

Groan !
“Got you, you fat frump!" hissod
Nugent,
roan !
The juniors surrounded Bunter. Ie
was stretehed in a deckehair. He made

no attempt to escape. He did not even
blink at them, He only groaned.

“Now, Bunter—"

Groan!

They peered at him, His face was
ghastly. A basin was by his side. He
groaned and gurgled and groaned
again. SBupper and  the swell on the
sea had done it! Billy Bunier was in
the deadly grip of sea- smkn@sw If he
had been going te be boiled in oil, the
fat Owl could not have made a move-
ment to save himself.

“Oh, my bhat!” said Harry.

Giroan |

“Poor old Bunter !” said Bob,

Groan! ;

“T—I say, you fellows,’' came in 2
faint moan from Bunter. “I—I say,
g-g-go and tell George—grooh [—to turn
back! Tell him to. oogh !—be
quick | T-t-tell him I don’ t want to go

to—ooogh !—sea! I—I think I'm dud-
dud-dying | Qocoogh!"

They did not rag Bunter] They left
him to groan —hair-raising -groaps.
Really, there was no need to rag the fat

Owl!l" He was paying dearly for his
sins !
THE END.
{Don'i miss: “GREYFRIARS

CHUMS AFLOAT!" the next yarn in
this wonderful new series dealing with
the creiting Easter holiday dduventurss
of Harry Wharton & Co, aboard the Sea
Nymph, It's full of rousing ftm!)
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Sow Our Seeds!

Amatour Gardeners |
with Tom Brown's Unigue Seads!
results will astound you.

day m.._u_u
and delightful surprise.

Got busy vight avwoy

Sweet  Williom
geeds turn inte fine stinging-pottles, Lupine
seeds become splendid nmum.meEEq and each
our garden will bring forth some new
Send for an assorted
pecket (price 1s.) and watch your garden
change into o tropieal jungle in no time I—
Tosm BrowH (Seeds) Ltd., Remove Passagpe. —
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EDITION

| STUDY SWAP WANTED!!

Adverticer, slightly hard of hearing
secks change of study.
prescnt
“sound " princples.

DUTTON, Study No. 7, Remove.

Reason :
study-mates don't pOSSESS

Write, TOM

April 8th, 1933.

MAULY’S HIKING
CLUB

“Lazy Earl’s” Amazing

Reform
The news that Lord Mauleverer, the
one-time armchair champion of the

Remove, hos started o hiking club bursta
on us like s giddy thunderbolt this week.
It seemsg almost incrediblo that his som-
nolent lordship haa at last wakered to red-

blooded life, but we assure you it's
abeolutely true |
Interviewed in his study yesterday,

Mauly was enthusiastic about his new
enterprise,

“ Is it true that you're starting o hiking-
glub 1 ' our interviewer aszked,

“Yaas 1"

‘" I suppose you've come to the conclusion
that you haven't been taking enough
exerciso, your lordship ¥ "

(3] -ME — i |

“Would you mind telling our readers
what route you intend taking on your
firgt hiking expedition ? "

“ Yans—1I mean, wo shall take a hike over
Courtfield Common."

‘* A delightful open space,” our inter-

viewer remarked. * It's ﬂﬁ:m a nice walk
befare you get there, too.’
“ Yaasg—I mean, we shan’t walk there,

you ass, Yve shall have the Rolls to take
us there."

Qur interviewer jumped.

“* How far will the Holls take you then,
Tour _E.nme 3

“Oh, as far as the pond, 1 suppose,”
yawned Mauly.

“ Great pip! And what Toute will you
take after you lesve the Rolls I ™

“ Yeas—that is to say, we ehall walk
round the pond.”

“ And then get back into tho Rolla? ™

“Yoas | "

“ But you won't have to wolk moro
than filty yards then!" hooted our
interviewer. '‘Is that what you call a
hike t "

“ Yaas! Do you mind if I close my eyes
while you go on talkin' 7 "

Our interviewer had intended asking
gseveral other questiona, but Maouly had
fallen fost aslecp before he could ask them.
Ho we're afraid that's all we can tell you
thia week ebout that vigorons, bmstlin:
organisation, Mauleverer’a l1liking Club,

PASSING IT ON!

In a fencing hout last week Virnon-Sinitls
rut Nugent on the [aco. Wo always
thought Smithy hod an awlul cheek, ot
now Nopent's gol one, (oo !

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

Litterary Note: To sellybrate the
coming of spring, the Head has siopped
porridge for brekker and offered us toasted
wheet insted.

Thig grate new “‘ecreal” will be con-
Linued in our ** necks."

[ —

PET PARROT BLOWS
GAFF

Riot in Remove Study

Owing to the danger of
parrot-disease, the pet parrot
which Skinner _uu__uﬁ_m..:& baclk
with him at the beginning of
this term has come under the
ban of the outhorities. Mr.
(ueleh  trotted round to
skinner's study to explain
this, the other evening. He
was in a kindly mood. The
discovery that Skinner, the
Bad Lad of the Remove, was
an animal-lover, was quite a
pleasant one,

“It is plensing to me to
know that you cherish a
liking for members of the
animal kingdom, Skinner,"

he remarked, with an approv-
“It revesla a

I had

ing mnod.

characteriatio not

hitherto suspected n you, my
boy."

Bkinner smiled an angelic
amile,

"1 alwaya waa fond of
animals, gir,”" hoe said meekly.
“It will elmost break my
heart, gir, to have to part
with my pet.”

“ A truly nohle gentiment,

Skinner ! " said Mr. Queleh,

patting Bkinner's head ap-
provingly. “ You will have
to console yourself with the
thought that you will be able
to see it during the holidays.
Have you taught the parrot
to speak, my boy 1"

“ Oh, not spegially, gir,”
gaid Bkinner modestly. ' He
talka qumte o lot, though—
picks up the things he hesrs
me eay most often, you sce,
.ﬂh—.—-ruu

“* Pretty Poll! Blow
Quelch ! ' squeaked Bkinner’s
parrot at that moment.

Mr. Quelch jumped.,

" What—what——"'

“ Pretty Pol) ! Quelchy’s a
rotter ; 'd hke to scrag
him | * squeaked the parrot,

i ﬂ%ﬁﬂ my soul——"
“Blow Queleh! Bother

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.
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Queleh | Bust Queleh ! Iretty
Poll1 ™

*3 -8 . Skinner,
you 1

" Quelehy’s n beast ! 'retty
Poll | Like to slauvghter
Quelch 1 M

“ L-l-look lere,
stuttered Skinner,

“BOY 1" thundered Mr.
Quelch, in his most tewilying
voice., " From your own lips
I heard that this bird uses the

hrases he hears most often
W_QE you—and theso are the
phrases! How dare you 1 ”

“ Oh crikoy ! 'The—fact is,
gir——"

“ Not a word ! ™ ronred the
bealk, ** Follow e |

Skinner assures us that (e
intorview that followard in Mr,

1o —

sir——

Quelch's study was the most

painful he hus ever ex-
pericneed. Tho beak seemed
to have forgotten completely
that Skinner was a kind-
hearted animal-lover deserv-
ing of all praise.
Form-maosters lhinve short
memories, haven't they 1

'LONZY'S

LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Erditor,—To what base malireatment do wa subject
the ebullient scientifio exeresconces of this wonder-working

age |
Take wirelesa, dear Editor.

Burely this marvellous instrument for fhe transmission of
suditory phenomena through the atmosphere from a coneentric

origination to the individual tympenum of each

puricular

communicant in o wvast circle of listoners oifers a unigue

opportunity for bLringing

; moral :
snciological eplightenment to the community.

and politico-ceonomico-
But o we seize

that opportunity ! One cannot avoid the logical if lugubrious
responsive asseveration, ' NAY."”

or what purpose instend do we utfilise Lhis ecientific
triumph 7 Intelicitously, the answer is translucently evident :
We utilise it for the indiseriminate dissemination of that

nnnnm_jn.unm naum,.FEE.u.:.__u: E. . !
mical pulsation, strident tintinnabulation and vin-

rhyt

dissonant, wnechnnisnil,

intelligible caterwauling known as Jazz !
Contrapuntally yours,

{We nquite ogrce with what .F__..:..ﬁﬂ
ut Uoker's

mean it, we'Te going to

ArLoxzo Tobpn.
gays, cnd to provo we
wirelesa out of oclian

to-might, Coming along to _W_m_? "Lonzy 1—Eb.)

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT T

moth Dr, cke,
.PE,. but kindly withal.

s sirange

[FIFTY YEARS AGO—

School Yarns Were Like This—

¥ 8ir,” sohbed Wharton, in a
viice broken with emaotion, s
tlp tears streamed unchecked
nwﬂ. Lis caroworn young faee,
Al erave your indulgence for

bt e brief interval duving which
I woull confess my grievous
il and throw mysell on your

CYs
#"Do you proceed, my boy,"
his voice

4"Ever since [ sought
sinctuary within these hospit-
ajlle precinets,” said Wharton,

trembling violeatly, ““my life
hag heen o living lie”

“Do you ga on, my bor,”
urged Dr. Locke, tears in his
lionest eyes.

“On my st day al Grey-
friars, air,” groancd YWharton,
“ I was assoiled by tomptation,
and, weskling that T was, alas,
I succumbad | How heevily iny
ain hes lain on my soul since
that dread day, =iv, [ can
secarce convey to you'

“ Do you deseribe tho nature
of your sin, Wharion,” urged
Dr. Locke, in a voico foint with
emotion, :

“ Almaoast I fear to do =0, &,
yet I must hear mysclf with
fortitudo and roveal the worat
to you. Sir, I can keop my foul
seeret a secret no longer—ON
MY FIRST DAY AT GREY-

FRIARS I STOLE A JAM.
TART ! Sir, sir, what haa
coma over you ! Bpeak to your

unworthy scholar, I pray youl "

But the boy's piteons cry
fell on deaf ears. The ghoek had
been too great, Dr, Locke had
swooned.

h._[

Buman Barometer in

Remove

The surprising discovery lins
jist been made that Bmith
njnor, of the Remove, is a
hyman baromater. Nohady
naticed it until last week, when

‘bt was found Jdoing handaprings

nn the School Houss atepa,
Fbeing asked tho reason for
Lwehaviour, Smith
nimor replicd that somchow he
arays fowud himself doing it
wien rain was on the way ;
gl sure cnough it wna pouring
iiieed than an hour !

Sipeo that Lime, wa've made o

study of Smith minor, with
astonishing results.

We've found that when
there’s a deep deprossion over
Iceland, Smith minor has o
habit of rubbing his upper lip
and winking with the right eyo.

If there’'s n thunderstorm in
the offing, he runs rauml in
circles, emitting a noize like o
lost sheep.

On the appreoach of a large
anti-eyelony from the Azaras,
e leaps on to the neavest table
snd balances on the biack of hia
neck.

Goednesa Linnws what
happens when he :cents an
earthquake.  Wuo Jdon't like

to nak L !

"o L....I_ _
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“E__.Enn Kip

to tell fortones.

to foresee the imposition which ** banshees ™
Mr. Quelch gave him for casting

horoscopes in the Form-room

-1

g claims to be able Micky Desmond is oever (ired ol

But he failed telling willing listeneras about the
which haunt his

old home io Ireland.

Henearsing the Remove Dramatic fom Brown, the Remove wickef-
Bociety is one of William Wibley's) keeper, holds a record in havinz
sorest f{rials—but he i3 An 1oe|diimissed 7 batsmen

i ons

defatizgable worker and invarie lomgs—3 gtumped and 4 canght

ably gets good results,

the Remove
Highelifle,

= when played

i
- * --@
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When ecaught travelling under the

seat on the railway, Bunler said

be was looking for & halt-crown

which had rolled under it. Even

A Head’s caning lailed to make

Bunter _,.__Ez.w ; wu-m_ bhe was a
LI — 3

FIFTY YEARS HENCE—
Wo May Get to This—

“Prit in, Locke, old seout 1
ealled out Wharton cheerily, as
the ITead looked into his stwly.
“ Take a pow. Cigars in (vont
of vou. VWhat's tho troubla ? "

** Nothing muah, old bean ! "
De. Locka repliad, with a
slightly sheepish grin, 1 was
just thinking of that new niono-
plane of yours, Useful littlo
ninehine, ch 1V

“ Knocked up two thousand
miles an hour out af her to
New York and back yestenlay
nftcrnoon 1" said  Whartan

Rt iy w\.

with pardonable pride. * She’s
the goods, Locke, believe me."

‘“ I suppnse you'd fael pretty
goro if you lost her 7 " the Hendd
asked ensually, lighting one of
Wharton's cigara.

“Well, T wouldn't bo too
happy about it. Why 1™

The Head coughed.

“ Fact is, old bean, I bor-
rowerd her thia morning and
erashed over Constantinople.
Beguloy smash-up, you know.
Nothing left, bar o couple of
serewa am]——"

"Well, of nll tha cheeoky
rotters——" pusped Wharton.

'Then, willin:t wasting further
time in words, ho grabbed tha
Headd’s nose and tweaked it—
hardl.

“ Yargooop | By loget™
hoswlad the Tfead, ** Lebbe go,
yor rodder 1Y
I And q0 on

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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Ope ol the Famounz Fivae's

fnvourite methods of spending a

hali=hoiiday ia to go for a bicycle

spin in the leafy Kentizh lanes.

The other nnu.uum_u covered 40
mres

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Napoleon Dupont

By Frank Nugent

After all the rice thinga Pupont snid
nhoat me Tast week, 1 ghonid be o protty
ungratoful kind of cad if I said anything
particularly unpleasant about him, But
I eouldn’t think of onything unpleazant
to soy if 1 wanted to, anyway !

Young Napoleon bappens to be n
particularly pleasant chap, you sce—oue
vl the best, in fact |

Like his famous namesake, hie is ot small
stature., But that's about the only thing
in common botwenn the two ; not in your
wilidest dreams could you imapgine the
arayiriare Napoleon as o world echigquereor
on Lthe linea of Bonaparte |

But don’t run away with the idea that
voung Nap's not o fghter. He can fight
like a bantam-cock when oceasion demands,
a3 his study-mate Bolsover major will
testify. Buot occasion deesn't demand so
often in the case of young Dupont, as it
dogs for gome of us.

Dupont fills rather a minor role in the
Remove ; he's content to hide his light
nunder & bushiel. In apite of this, howewer,
T faney wo should all miss the patter of
hia little fect if lie went. Certainly the
chargeteristio pmell of Study No. 10 would
be absent without the odour of the garlio
and the frying-oil he uses in that French
encking of his. But, joking apart, all except
the rank oulsiders recognise that n
Dupont's keen (Gallie wit, sanguine outlook,
and cheery dispoaition, we have gomething
we can ill afford to lose.

A vous, Nuapoleon Dupont |
sharow never grow loas |

May your

HATS OFF TO COKER

Removitea are lhwreby tvarned thot as
fram April 1st, 18%33, they must remove
their hats when addressing Coker, Thia
in our answer to Coker's recent allegntions
thnt we're nobk polite to him,

BY ORDELL.
1. Wuantow, Captain.

N B—Nipe tomatoecs and over-ripe eggs
for vhucking ot Coker when you've finished
nddressing him may be obtained fres of
charge rom the Editorial allice !

KNIFE POLISH WANTED

Owing to our unfriendly attitnde towards
thom, thoe * bladea ™ of tho RRemove are
cutting up " rusty.”

Someone’s just told ue *' the fat’s in the
fire,” and we can't ollow Bunter to die
that way |



