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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Done in the Dark !

ILLY BUNILR uwoke.

B It was quite unusual for Billy
Bunter to awaken at midnight.
Gencrally, when the fat jumior

of Greyfriars laid his bullet head on

his pillow, and shut his eyes, they
remained shut til] rising-bell in the
morning. Generally his deep snore went
on like a saxophong solo, drom dewy
eve to rosy morn. But the circumstances

were unusual, .

The Owl of the Remove was not in
bed n the Remove dormitory st Grey-
friars now. He was in a bunk on board
the Sea Nvmph yacht. The Sea Nymph
was ploughing the waters of the North
Sea. Harry Wharton & Co. had started
on their Kaster cruise that day. They
were fest asleep in their state-rooms.
Billy Bunter was awake.

Perhaps the sound of eight bells
striking had helped to waken him. No
doubt the unaccustomed motiom, om a
had mede his slumbers
chief cause of that
was the awiul
Buuter,

vessal at sea,
uneasy. But the
unusus]l awakenin
amptiness inside Bt :'y

.gllly Bunter had packed away a
supper that might have lasted any
srdinary fellow a week. It would have
lasted Bunter till the morning—bnt for
the cnotmn of the sea. As it was, Bunter
had that nufp And he had
mwled imto his bunk feeling that he
would never be able to est again. Bot
when he woke at midnight, he was
feeling quite different. Now be was
feeling ss if he could btve eaten the
hind leg of a mule. Seldom. if ever, bad
Bunter been so hungry. The loas of bis
supper, and the keen ealt saa air, had
done it. Bunter was ravemous.

YFRIARS CHU

u'-"-l'a

Bo it was fortunate that he was on
his cousin George Cook’s yacht, and not
in the old dorm at Greyfriars,
school, Bunter would have nud ta hold
out samehow till brekker~ Now all he
had to de was to roll out of bed, and
root for provender.

He sat up, yawned, rubbed his eyes,
groped for his specracles and jummed
them on his fat. little nose. and rolled
out. He slid back the sliding door, and
blinked out.

Probably the steward was in bed. It
would be jusr #ike him to be fust asleep
when Bunter wanted food. Bunter was
recustomed fo the selfishness of man-
kind. But the Owl of the Remove knew
where to look for provender, and he
wus ready 1o help himzelf—more than
ready. To his surprise, the suloon was
in durkness. I'he light was supposed to
burn there all night—hut somuhody
must have turned it out.

Bunter grunted

He gropcd his way.
switch somewhere, though he had for-
gotien precisely where. His fat hand
groped en a half-open door, just as the
Ses Nymph gu.ve a roll.

“Oh 1" gusped Bunter.

He pite beadlong. Bunter was not
on his sea-Jegs yet, and every time the
vacht rolled, it took him by surprise.
He sprawled into ane of the state-rooms,
which, he did pot know, He groped and
scrambled, enught the edge of u bunk,
and dragged himself up. The vessel
pitched again, end he stumbled and
clitched round wildy for support. His
grasp ‘closed on something in the dark-
ness—he did pnot know, for & moment,
that it wae a nose, but he knew that he
wanited & hold, and he held on with a
grip hke 8 vicee. Then he suddenly

At h

There waer a

$

By
Frank Richards.

disecovered in whose rootn he was, as 8
terrific yell came from the bunk, and
e recognised ihe sientorian vowce of
Bob Cherry.

“Yoooop! Whurrer you at? Who's
that ? (}h erumbs! Let go my doss 1"
Bob hud awakened quite suddenly, and
he seemed startled.

“1t’s all right|” qasped Bunter.

“Let go my dose " shrieked Bob.
“Oh, really, Cherry—*

An  unseen hand, elenched hard,
las' | out from ihe darkness of the
bunk, and landed on the widest part of
Bl]ly Buu!ers circumference.

* Qoooooh 1™’

Bunter t(-l go Bob's nose suddenly,
and sut dow

Y Ow!” liob rubbed his nose. “You
silly uwss. Pluying japes at this time of
night | Wait till T get my pillowr, you
fat owl 1”

“Ow ! Beast! Wow !” gasped Bunter.
1 say, Cherry, some idiot's turned out
the Imht' Get out and turn it on, will

Bob lf"hm'wr did not get up. He
reached over the side of the bunk with
his pillow, and swiped.

“0Oh!" roared Bunter, “Oh lor'!
Beust 1”

He' rolled.
missed him.

“Come buck and have another,
fat frump ! hissed Bob.

“ Beast !

Bunter relled out, and serambled up.
He blinked savagely round in the darE-
ness.  \Where was that beastly switch?
Holding en lo the edge of the table with
one hand, and with the olther extended
before him. Bunter groped. He gave a
jump as his extended [ingers came into
contact with something that moved.

Another swipe barely

vou
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“Wha-a-at—" gasped Bunter.

It was & human face that he had
touched in the darkness. Someone else,
apparently, was up at midnight. It
made Bunter jump.

Thump

Billy Bunter, naturally, was not
prepared for a sudden thump on the
nose. It took him quite by surprise. He
sat down with a bump, and spluttered.

There was a scuffling, brushing sound,
a3 of sotncone hastily groping away in
the darkness, Dunter sat and roared.

“I say, vou fellows! Help! Yarcooh!
tlelp! Burglars! Whooop t”

“Bhut up, you [at idiot!" came a
vell from Bob Cherry's room.

“Ow! I've been knocked downl”
velled Bunter. “I'm stunned—I mean,
uearly stunned! Help!”

“What the thump—" came Harry
Wharton’s voice.

P"I?Vimt’s that row?” growled Johnny
i

“The rowfulness is terrific!” came the
voice of Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

“Is that Bunteri" howled Nugent.
“Shut up, Bunter,”

“Yaroooh| Help!l”
“ Burglars "

*“Ha, ha, hal”

Thero was a sleepy chortle from the
bunks. The idea of burglars at sea,
twenty miles or more from land, was
rather entertaining.

“Owl Ow! Wow! Help!” yelled
Bunter. “1'm hurt! Somebody punched
me | Wow ™’

The Mamous Five of Greyfriars turned
out. They did not believe that Bunter
was punched—but they thought it was
time that he was! So they turned out
to punch him.

Harry Wharton found the switch, and
flashed on the electric light. The saloon
was suddenly flooded with illumimation.
They stared at Billy Bunter. He was
sitting and spluttering wildly. A fat
hand was pressed to his fat little nose—
und through his podgy fingers there
cxuded a thmn, red lino | Bunter's nose
was damaged—there could be no doubt
about that!

"What the dickens—" exclaimod
Harry Wharton, staring at him.

“Ow! Look at my nosel Wow !”

“How did you do it, you silly ass?”
demanded Frank Nugent.

“Somebody punched me—"

“Rot! I tapped you on the bread-
basket when you woke meo u'j)," said Bob
Cherry. “But that wouldn't damage
vour silly boko.”

“Ow, Wow! It was somebody in the
datk—"

“Rats!” growled Johnny Bull.

" A burglar—"

“Some swimmer,
chuckled Bob.
ha, ha!”

“Well, I suppose it couldn't be a
burglar | gasped Bunter. “But it was
somebody ! One of you fellows, I suppose
—Beasts!”

“You silly ass, we've only just turned
oat,” said Harrv. “You must have
knocked your eilly little nose on some-
thing——"'

“Ho hit me on the nose!” yelled
Boanter.

“Who did?”

“Whoover 1% was. Wibley, if
wasn't one of you—where's Wibley 7

William Wibley was looking out of
Lis state-room. He prinned.

“Not guilty, my lord 1”7 he said. “You
wike me up with your howling.”

Harry Wharton gave the fat Owl a
wand wp,  Billy Bunter held on to the

roared DBunter,

that buarglar 1”?

it

tuble, »et his spectacles straight on his
damagced nose. and glared at the
juntors,

“ Which of you was it?” he roared.
“Dirty trick, runching a fellow's noss
in the dark! Rotters| Beasts1 If this
is how you're going to behave on this
cruise, I shall be sorry I asked you for
Easter ! DBeasts!”

“You frabjous frump!” said Bob
"You must have banged your silly noso
on something——"

“Bomecbody punched me!” yelled
Bunter. “1 just touched him in the
dark, and he Lit out and got me on
the boko——"

“ Rats "

“"T'he ratfulness is terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

"« BOSb 1

“It was one of you—"

“Fathead 1”

And the Greyiriara fellows went back
to bed, leaving Billy Bunter to rub Lis
damaged nose. He rubbed it, and for
some minutes, as he rubbed it, he con-
tinued to tell the chums of the Remove
what he thougiit of them. Then,
remembering that he was hungry, the
fut Owl went in scarch of foodstuffs.

The water looks a beautiful
green as the yacht Sea Nymph
ploughs its way along the coast
—and so does Horace Coker,
the world’s worst sailor ! But
Harry Wharton & Co. are
happy, if Coker isn’t, for the
Greyfriars chums are having
the time of their lives !

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Beastly tor Bunter!

URNING I  said George.
“gleep well, hayt Comfort-
able, what?”

George, otherwise Captain
Cook, of the steam-yacht Sea Nymph,
sang out cheerily in his fat throaty
voice, as the chums of Greyfriars came
on deck in the bright April morning.
George’s round, red face beamed under
his natty yachting-cap George was fat
and round and comfortable and good-
humoured. When the juniors had first
seen Goorge they had had an idea that
he! looked less like a yachtsman than
like a hotel-keeper on holiday in
yachting rig. They had since found
out that that was just what George
was,

It was with & good many doubts and
misgivings that the Famous Iive had
accepted Billy Bunter's invitation to an
Tlaster eruise on his cousin's yacht. But
they had never dreamed for a moment
Low tho sly and astute Owl of the
Remove was pulling their leg.

Not till they were at sea, out of sight
of land, had they learncd, much to
their surprise, that George was running
that yacht as & business proposition,
and that the cruize had to be paid for.
Billy Bunter was getting his trip free
of charge in consideration of having
secured so many clients for George.
Bunter had swanked al. over Groyfriars
as a fellow who was taking a big party
on o yachting cruize for the hels.  And

be had left his * guests ” to find out how
inautera really stood, when 1t was too
ato.

Ueorge, howover, knew nothing of kia
fat cousin’s nefarious trickery. And on
dus consideration the chums of Grey-
friars had decided to see 1t through.
There were consolations. As Bunter's
guests they could not have kicked him
wnen he deserved it. As passengers
paying their way they could kick bim
whenever he asked for it—as he so tre-
quently did. And they rathor liked
George. And it was a good yacht,
roomy and comfortable, and the fact
that there was a mortgage on it, which
George had to pay oft trom the profits
of his hohiday Lripping, was no concern
of thews.

There wus no nonsense about George.
He had kept an botel on shore once,
now he was keeping a sort of floating
hotel. Billy Bunter had becn at pains
to explain that the Cook branch was
not the aristocratic side of the femily;
the Cooks were, in fact, & sort of poor
rzlations to whom the Bunters werc
kind and patromising. But the Famous
Five had an idea that they liked the
Cooks rather better than the Bunters.

“ Anything you don't like, just men-
tion it,"” said George, beaming. “We
aim to give satisfaction—ecompleto satis:
faction to all clients. Sleep all right 7

* Fine,"” said Bob.

“Brekker up to the mark, what?”

“ Ripping +~

“Good!”  said
“Glad to hear it!

“Not a bit{”

“I hear you were larking in the
night,” said George. *Somebody tapped
Billy’s nose, what? Ha, ha! Well,
boys will be boys! What? What?”

And George rolled away, beaming.

It was a [ino fresh morning, the ser
bright and blue, glistening in the April
sunshine, Harry Wharton & Co. were
fecling merry and bright. They had
been to sea before, and were good
sailors, and tho motion of the Sea
Nymph did not trouble them. Far in
the distance there was a glimmer of
the white cliffs of England. On the
whole, they were glad that they had
started on the Easter cruise. Thera was
one fly in the cintment—a fat fly! But
Billy Bunter could be kicked when
necessary, so that was all right.

“] say, you fellows!”

Bunter rolled on deck, and the juniors
grinned as they looked at hin. Bunter's
nose, like Marian’s in the ballad, was
red and raw. Dvidently it had had
a2 knoek! DBut nobody except Bunter
believed that it had been punched. Who
could have punched it?

The fat junior gave them a glare
through his big spectacles.

“Ara you going to own up?” ho
demanded. .

“Which and what?” asked Bob.

“Who punched my nose in the dark
last night?* demanded Bunter.

“Nobody did, you fat ass|”

“T.ook at it!”

“Ta, ha, ha 1 chortled the Removites,
as they looked at it.

They seemed to think
funny.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” hooted Bunter. “I call it a dirty
trick | Was it you, Wharton?”

“You knocked it on something, you
silly owl!”

“Yes, on somebody’s fist!” grunted
Bunter, “And if you think I'm going
to stand this sort ot thing wou're jolly
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well mistaken—sce? I've brought you
an & ripptng cruise—"

“Twenty-one guincas cach, as _per
advertisemnents 1” snorted Jobuny Buil.
“You wouldn't have got us bere if we'd
known.”

“0Oh, reaily, Bulll
punched my neso

“It wasn't—but I'll punch it now—"

Bunter jumped back in time.

“I want to know who it was!” he
reared. “I tel. you I'm not going to
srand it—sce? [I'vo a jolly good mind
to whop you all round|”

“Mercy I gasped Bob Cherry.

“[ia, ba, hal?

“If you think I'm going to stand—"
roared DBunrer,

“8it down ! suggested Johnny Bull;
and he gave Bunter a playful shove, and
the fat Owl sat down with a bump.

“¥Yaroooooh I

The juniors strolled away along the
dock, leaving Bunter to splutter.
Uiearge came along and picked bim up,
with a fat and cheery grin. X

“Larking—what 1 said George, in
bis hearty way. “Ha, hal Boys will be
boys—what? Ha. ha! Very pleasant
sat of friends of yours, Billy. 1 had
no idea you were in such o pgood sct
at your school—not at all. I was quite
surprised Very agrceable set of young
follows, indeed, what?”

Dunter snorted.

“I’ve told you more than once that
I'm the most popular fellow at Grey-
friaral” he snapped,

“Yes. you've told me sol” grinned
Goorge, “Ha, ha! You've told me a
lot of things, what? Dut it's all right
this time—your friends are really a very
pleasant sct of lads. Quite surprising.”

Billy Bunter just then was far from
regarding Harry Wharton & Co. as a
very pleasant set of lads. Thero was
a lingering pain in his fat little nose,
where some necferious unknown fist had
punched it. That the unknown puncher
was ono of the six juniors scomed cer-
tain to DBunter, for who eclso could it
have been? It could hardly have been
the steward. or the steward’s boy, or
the engincer, or ono of tho erew. Bun-
{or knew that he had not knocked his
nose by accident. He knew that it had
heen punched—and he was angry and
indignant.,

Punching their neses all round would
have been merely justice, and wonld
have been very satisfactory.  Unfor-
tunately, it was not practical polities,
But Bunter was indignant, and ha was
wrathy, ond he was going to get his
own back someliow

Ue eyed the cheery chums of tho Re-
nove with & morose oye as ho thought
it out, and so far from being serious and
concerned sbout Bunter's wrath they
did not notico it—or DBunter—having,
apparently, completely forgotten tho
oxistenca of the fat Owl of the Remove.
Bob Cherry was pointing to a large
steamer. in  view on the starboard
quarter, and suggesting that somebody
should cut down and fetch up tho feld-
glasses he had left in the cabin. To
which the other fellows made counter-
suggestions that Bob himself should run
down end fetch them up. As he listened
to the clicery exchange of remarks an
idea flashed into Billy Bunter's fat
brain. and he cut quickly below.

It was rather a stcop companion-way,
and rather dusky Billy Buntier hooked
s chair out of the cabin and laid it
across tho middle of the steps. Then he
retreated into the saloon, grinning. Ten
to one Bob would come down for tlicse
glasses. and he alwaya came snywhero
with a rush Bunter, out of sight,
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listened for a crash. It did not occur
to his fat and tatuous brain for the
moment that it was a dangerous trick
to play. hoever came running down
those stairs was booked for a bump—
and that was good enough for Bunter.
If it was Bob who had punched his
nose, serve him right; if not—well, be
was & beast, anyhow |

Bunter grinned and listened. A
couple of minutes passed, and then there
was o step descending the companion.
The Owl of the Remove subdued a
chuckle

Crash 1

Bump!

“Qoocooop 1"

“He, he he!” gurgled Bunter.

A heavy body rolled, and a loud voice
roared. Somebody had come to griof
on the stairs.

“Hefty haddocks!
ow—wow !” roared the voice; and
Bunter gave a squeak of dismay.

It was not the voice of Bob Cherry,
or any of the Remove fellows! It was
the voice of Cousin George—Captain
Cook !

“Oh lor' 1" gas

George stamped into the saloon, his
round red face redder than usual, his
cyes gloaming with wrath. He had
fallen over the chair on thie stoirs, and
Le was hurt. Likewise, ho was wrathy.

“Who—" he bawled. Io sighted
the dismayed fat Owl and glared. " You
voung ass! Playing silly tricks on the
stairg—"’

“It wasn’'t me!” gasped Dunter, in
alarm,

George looked, at that moment, as
if he had quite forgottcn how a poor
relation ought to.treat an aristocratio
relation. He looked positively ferocious.

“Who was it, then?” roared George.

“J—I1 don't know !’ gasped Buuter.
“I—1 know nothing about it, George.
Besides, I thought it was Bob Cherry
coming down——"

" What 1" roared George.

“I—1 hadn’t the faintest idea you

What—who—oh,
Billy

d Bunter.

were coming down,” gasped Bunter.
“Not that I put the chair there, you
know. I wasn't going to muke those

beasts sit up for punching my nose last
night—*

“You dangerous young maniac!’’
roarcd George. “Mif_:ht have broken
my neck! Take that!”

Smack !

_t“ Yaroooh !” reared Bunter as he took
it.
Smack !

* Whooop |
“ And * eontinued George.

But before he could add “that!”
Billy Bunter hurtled out of the saloon,
reachad tho stairs, and fled for the deck.
It was rather unfortunate that Georgo
had left the chair there, alter falling
ovor ik!

Crash! Bump!

“Oh erikey!
yelled Bunter.

Ho rolled and roared. p

“My stars!’”’ gasped Goorge. *Well,
now you know what it's like, you young
idiot ! How do you like it, you young
dunderhead 77

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !?
“Ow! I'm killed!
gtunned! I'm: smashed!
Whoooop I

Yarooch! Whoop!”

howled Bunler.
I'm broken! I'm
Yaroooh !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pally 1

OB CHERRY locked down
through the cabin skylight and
grinned :

In the golden April after-
noon the Greyfriars fellows sat in a row
of deckchairs, chatting; Dbut Bob
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seemed more intergsted in what he saw
in the cobin than in the conversation.
So far oniy the -Famous [ive and
William Wibloy were passengers on tho
Sea Nymph, but there were more to
cowme. Uoker & Co, of the Fifth Form,
bad been invited on that cruzse by Billy
Bunter, and they were to join up when
the yacht put in at Dover.

Coker of the Fifth had felt that it
was oxceedingly gracious of hLim to
aceept an nvitation from a Removo
fag—as no doubt it was. But Coker had
no idea of the lines upon which that
cruise was really run, and the chums
of tho Remove were rather entertained
by the anticipation of Coker's tace,
when he should learn that it was a
twenty-one guinea cruise—to be paid in
hard eash! They wondered what he
would do, es miaﬁly to Bunter! Bill‘v
Bunter’s method of securing “clients
for his Cousin George was really rather
exiraordinary, and liable to make those
clients a little excited when they learned
the truth.

Plenty of fellows at Greyfriars had
been quite keen to come on that Eastor
cruise, not being aware of its real
nature, Bunter had found himself quite
Eo ular for a time. Skinner & Co.

ad quite haunted him, and PFisher T:
Fish, the American junior, had even
stood him a festive spread in the hopo
of getting an invitation. Fishy had
even come down to the yacht to see the
party off, doubtless in the hopo of a
last-minute invitation.

It was rather amusing to think of
what would have been Fisher T. Fish’s
feelings if he had joined the party and
found out that he had a bill of twenty-
one guincas to pay for the trip. Pishy’s
faco would have been more worth watch-
ing than Coker's. But Billy Bunter had
been rather careful in issuing his invita-
tions. He had asked only ?allows who
had, or whasa peoplo had, supplies of
cash, and no doubt he was aware that
Fisher T. Fish would have beon
hanged, drawn, and quartered before
he would have parted with a Conti-
nental red cent. He had “got away ™
with his nefariouws trick on the Famous
Fivo ond Wibley; but a fellow like
Fishy was quite a different sropusitiun.
8o Fishy had not been asked.

But Coker had been asked; and Coker
was to join up with Potter and Greene,
his pals in the Fifth! And the chums
of the Remove found considerable
cntortainment in anticipeting how Coker
would take it. 'They expected some-
thing in the nature of a voleanic erup-
tion or a dynamite explosion. Bab
Cherry, howover, heedless of the discus-
sion regarding Coker of the Fifth,
watched the interior of the saloon
below, with a grinning face, more
interested in what was going on there
at the present moment than in what was
to happen when Horace Colter came on
board at Dover.

Bob "

“What's up, asked Harry

Wharton, looking round at him. *“Any-
thing funny down therefi”

“¥es, rather ™

“What is it?”

“Bunter ! explained Bob. *“Look!"”

Tho juniors got out of the deck-
chairs and looked down through the
artly opened skylight.  Below, they
Euddn view of the ilop of Billy Bunter's
ead.
"The Ow!l of the Remove did not look
np, Ile was too busy to give a thought
to anything but his own absorbing
occupation. Nobedy was there but
Bunter. The fat Owl was seated at the
table, and before him was a plate con-
taining doughnuts. Bunter was travel-
ling, steadily and methodically, through
the doughnuts, As it was only en
hour or so sinco lunch, and as Bunter
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had packed away a lunch on a Gar-
'Eantuan scalo, anyone who did not know

unter might have wondered how he
could possiblly scoff doughnuts, and
where he could possibly find room for
them,

“Going strong—what?” grinned Dob
Clierry.

Enort, from Johnny Bull!

“The fat porker will be secasick
again,” he grunted. “Let’s go down
and stick the doughnuts down the back
of lLis neck !”

“1 was just thinking that Bunter
cught to have a lesson about stuffing in
titiz reckless way, at sea!’” said .Bob,
shaking his heoad sericusly. ™ After all,
we're Bunter’s pals—"

“Aro we?" snorterd Johnny.

“Ilec won't come
finished grubbing—'

“Leave that to me!" said Bob.

Thero was no time to lose, for Bunter
was now at the last doughnut but one.
Bob put his head in at the skylight and
bawled :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

“(irooogh !” Bunter, startled, blinked
up, his mouth full of doughnut and jam,
“Docogh! You silly ass—'"

“Did you drop half-a-erown on deck,
Bunter?”

“Tht Oh, yes,” said Buntor at onco.

“Woll, if it’s yours——"

“It's mine. I—I heard it drop, only
—only, 1 forgot to pick it up! I say,
you fellows, that's my half-crown!”
roared DBunfer,

on deck til]l he's

5

the half-crown was entirely imaginary,
and had only been invented to entice
Bunter on deck, these details were really
rather surprising. “Well, if you're sure,
Dunter—" /

“I’'m quite sure, you nss! Look hero!
Where is it? Iiave you got your foot
on it?” demanded Bunter, Wharton
was standing with one foot firmly
planted in advance, looking, as he iu-
tended to look, as if he was concealin
something under that foot. “ Look
Lhere! You jolly well move your foot!™

“Hold on,” said Fronk Nugent
gravely., “Kcep your fooi whereo it is,
Harry, till we know whether it's
Bunter's half-crown or not.”

“Don't I keep on telling you il's
mine?” lLooted Bunter. “Take your

Billy Bunter hurtled out of the saloon, and fled for the deck, before George could smite again. Unable to stop

himself in time, the fat junior collided with the deck chalr. Crash |

Whoooop 1 **

“Well, he says we are, and I supposo
ho' knows.”

* Fathoad |”

“It was becanse we nre his pals that
ho invited us on this jolly old cruise—
and landed us with a long bill to pay!
Well, being his pals, I think it’s up to
us to bo pally! If Dunter deesn’t like
it ho shouldn'’t have selected us ns pals.
Iie c?,rtninly never consulted us about

“ My stars 1 "’

t

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It would be only pally to give him
tip about stuffing at sca, and getting
mal de mer, and making himsclf a
general nuisance. What 2

“If it's a jape—"' said Nugent.

Y Exactly ! I've got a tin of mustard,
and—"
“What the thump—"'

“Only a little tin, but I'm
Iat Bunter have it. And I think he
won't finish the doughnuts! I'm poing
to call him on deck: and you itﬁlows
keep him here while I cut down——"

going o

Bump !
gasped George. ‘‘Now you know what
ou'd better come

“YWell, 1f it's yours
Bob. “If como-

l?pdmdl unafﬂtl-(;t._" sai
ody olso picks it up—

“Don't you let anybody bag my hali-
crown !” roared Bunter. “I'm coming "'

With his mouth full of the last dough-
nut but one, and lecaving thoe last onc
on the plate, Bunter rolled hurriedly
on deck. If he had dropped a hali-

crown he did not want to loso it. He

rolled up, with a jammy face, and
blinked round him through his big
spectacles, und Bob slipped below.

“1 say. you fellows, whore’s that half-
crown !” demanded Bunter. *I1 can't
see it! Look here, if you've picked up
that half-crown, it’s mino. Sco?”

“Bure you dropped onoi"” asked Harry
Wharton,

[{3 Positli‘re !)J

* Well, you're such a spoofer——"'

“1 tell You I heard it drop !”* hooted
Dunter. *Just before I went down, It
clinked quite loudly—quito o row!”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton. As

* Oh crikey ! ** he yelled.

* Yarooooh !
it’s like, you young ldiot | **

foot away, yon beast, and lemme pick
up my half-ccown! It may roll away
and get lost.”

“It_won't roll away whilo I've got
my foot here,” =aid Harry. Tt
wouldn't roll away even if 1 moved my
foot, if you conm to that.”

Which was certainly true, for o non-
existent half-crown could scarcely have
rolled.

“Gimme my half-crown, you beast!™
howled Bunter. “Look here! If you
don't gimme my half-crown I'il ecall
chel:,gc. and he'll jolly well make you—
sCC

“IF you rmlly"r]roppod that half-

crown, Bunter—

I tell you I heard it drop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yolled Nugent sud-
denly,

Ho had his eye on the skylight, and
beheld Bob Chervy mixing the contents
of the tin of mustard into the jem in the
last of the doughnuts.
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“You can cackle!” roared Bunter,
quite unaware of what was going on

Lelow. “But I'm jolly well going to
have my half-crawn!  1'l} josl.ly well
hack your shin if you don't shift your
hoof, Wharton, so there!”

“My doar man, if it's your balf-
crown, jyou're going to have it!”

answerod tho captuin of the Remove.
“But we want it clear. Aro you sure
that you had a half-crown i

“Quite sure, you ass!”

“Then you can produce a witness,”
said Wharton,

“TEhi"

“I mean, you must have borrowed it
of somebody I

“You silly chump!”

“ Whom did you
Whartoun.

“IHa, ha, hat”

Bob Cherry eame back to the deck
with a cheery grin on his faco.

“Hallo, “hallo; hallo ! What's the
excitement about?” he yawned., * Any-
thing up, Bunter ?*

“'Chat beast won't gimme my half-
arown !” yelled Bunter. “He's got his
foot on it, and it's mine, and—-"

Bunter broke off suddenly as Harry
Wharton moved his foot. The polished
deek was revealed where the foot had
been, but no half-crown. Billy Bunter
blinked at the empty space, and blinked
at the juniors, who yelled.

“1 say, guu fallcwa:I where's that half-

roared Duuter.
orrow it of ¥ asked

crown?” he snapped.

“What half-crown?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“The one you saw »

“1 never saw any half-crown,”

answered Bob, staring. “What on
rarth put that idea into your head,
Blm{’er 2

“You—you—you silly idiot!” gurgled
Bunter.  “Didn’t you yell down and
ask mo if I'd dropped a half-crown ?”

“Oh, yes! No herm in _asking a
nestion, was there?” inguired Baob.
“1 never saw any half-crown that I
Imow of. I just asked you if vou'd
dropped one, old fat bean1”

* You—you—you—" gasped Bunter,
“There—there wasn't a half-crown
“Ha, ha, hal!” yelled the juniors.

“You—you—you silly idiot! You—
you—you silly ass! Pulling my leg!”
gasped Bunter. " You—you—you——"
Words failed the Owl of the Remove,
and he brandished a fat fist in Bob
Cl:lcrry's grinnilr’lig faca.

Ha, ha, ha!
“DBeasta ! roared Bunter,
And he rolled down below again,

leaving the chums of the Remove chort-
ing.
“Now listen to the band,” murmured

ob.

And the juniors listened. Bunter had
gionu back for the last doughnui, and
they expected every moment to hear o
terrific outburst. A fellow who gobbled
jam that was loaded with mustard was

ound to tell the world, A terrific ex-
plosion of coughing and sncezing was
the noxt item on the programme, But
it did not happen. The juniors list-
encd, but they listened in vain, Instead
of an cxplosion, there came a patter of
eteps on the cabin stairs, and the red
nnc? infuriated face of Billy Bunter
appeared in view.

“Where's my doughnut i he roared.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Catching Fish |
ARRY WHARTON & Co. starcd

H at Bunter. Bunter glared at
Harry Wharton & Co, It was

a devertating glaro. His very
spectacles gleamed Wwith wrath, He

ghook o fat fist at tho surprised juniors,

THE MAGNET

The mate of the Sea Nymph stared at
him; some of tho crow stared at him,
Bunter did not heed them, He brand-
ished his fat fist at the lfamous Five,
and hooted with wrafh.

“Gimme my doughnut ! he bellowed,

“Your doughnut ! gasprd Bob.

“Yes, you rotter! Puliing my leg,
and getting me away while you snealed
my doughnut !” rozred Bunter. * Dirty
trick! Have you scoffed it, you beast?
You sneaked down while I was up
here !”
: o E?coﬁ'cd it!” gasped Boln “Oh, my
s !”

“Whora is it, then ?” hooted Bunter,
.~ “You fat chump, it's whero you left
it 1" roared Bob. " On tho plate on tho
table below !”

“It isn't!” yelled DBunter.

“1t is !” ronred Bob.

“Yah! Rotter! DBagging a chap’a
rub! It was gone when 1 went back?

at’s what you sncaked down for!
Beast 1” i

The chums. of the Remove gazed at
Bunter. Obvioualy he had not eaten
that doughnut, He would have been
exploding with the mustard, had he
done so. DBut Bob had certainly left it
on the plate, after loading it inside
with mustard, If it was gone, it was
a mystery—as mysteriovs as the punch
on Bunter’s nose the previous night.
Harry Wharton stepped to the skylight

and looked down. The plate was
visible, but it was empty. lhere was
no doughnut to be scen. Unless tho

steward had passed through and picked
it up, it was really mysterious, and that
was hardly probable.

“If you haven't scoffed it, give it {o
mol” roared Bunter. “It's the last of
the lot—the last 1 had!”

“Oh crumbs 1" gasped Bob. * I some-
body clse has bagged that doughnut,

(Continued on next page.)
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SPECIAL FEATURES OF
HORNBY SPEED BOATS
Powerful clockwork motor that ensures

efficiency of perfarmance.
Streamlined hull. with watertight
comparimenis.
Each mode' available in three dif.
ferent colour combinations.
Easy access to motor.
Adiustable rudder
Scientifically-designed propeller.
Ventilators.

Join the Hornby Speed Boat
Club to-day You may obtain the

badge ol membership trom your
deater, price 6d., or direct from
Meccano Ltd., Binns Road, Liver-
pool 13. price 6d. post

tree.

Here she comes -

larger modcls travel over 500 it.

colour combinations.

Hornby Specd Boat No. 1.
Hornby Speed Boat No. 2.
Hornby Speed Boat No. 3

Hornby Cabin Crusser No. 5.

MECCANO LIMITED

Harnoy
Sneae Boal No. 5

Nothing like the new 1933 Hornby Speed Boats has
teen known before in mode! speel:l boar construction,
peauty of their appearance and the efficiency ol their performance are
the talk ol thousands ot Hornby Speed Boat enthusiasts everywhere.
Even the smallest model will travel over 160 {t. on one winding

Boys who wan! specd end efficiency, plus power and sustained length
of run will choose a ™ Hornby " this year. !
in the series, each beautitully fimshed and available in three diflerent

Ask your dealer to show you the 1933 Hornby Speed Boats.

PRICE LIST
Length 8% .
Length 124 .
Length 16) in.

Hornby Limousine Boat No, 4. Lengib 16} in.

Lenath 16} in.

Manutaciured by
HINNS ROAD, LIVERFOOL 13

all out for
the
record!

The

the

There are five splendid models

Beam 2} in. DPrice 5/-
Beam 3in. Price 7'6
Beam 3}.in. Price 12/6
Beam 34 tn. Price 15,8
Beam 3} in. Price 16:6
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!.na"ﬁ going to get a surprise, whoever he
is!

“The surprisefulness will be terrifie!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“(zimme my doughnut !”

“You fat chumpl” roared Bob. “I
don’t know what's become of your silly
doughnut. You'll hear gbout 1t if any-
body starts eating it. It will blow hia
roof nearly off 1"

“IWha-a-at? Wharrer you mean?”
howled Bunter. “It was & jolly good
doughnut—full of jam! What was the
matter with it?” ¢

L Nothinﬁ; till 1 put the mustard in,”
answered Bob.

* M-m-mustard !” stuttered Bunter.

“Yes, you image; and if somebody’s
snaffled it, he will get the mustard in-
stead of you!”

“Hark ” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

There was a sound like an explosion
below. It was & mingled sound of yell-
ing, howling, coughing, and sneezing.
The juniors did not need telling the
cause, Somchody was scoffing the
doughnut that had been so carcfully
prepared for Billy Bunter.

“Urrggh! Atchoo! Chook! Choop!
(iurrrrggggil: 1" camo in sceenta of wop
and anguish.

*“Oh, my hat!” cxclaimed Wharton,
“Who the dickens—"

The juniors rushed down. But they
found the saloon cmptc;ly. The coughing,
sneezing, howling, and spluttering came
from one of the state-rooms. ut it
was niot ono of the juniors’ rcoms. It
vas one of the state-rooms reserved for
Coker Co.—presumably unoccupied.
FEvidently it was occupied now. By
whom it was occupied was & deep
P Unrgl G | Ocooch!

Y¥Urirrg ug-gug-gug oooch !
came from within. * Wooogh! Oocoogh!
Atghoooh! Chooooop !”

3 %r}z]mt p}ilpl hWho—-—-‘”

B at the thump——"

“Who's in there—" B

Wharton grasped the door to open it.
It was locked on the inside. He remem-
liered having noticed before that that

door was locked, though he had cer-
tainly never dreamed of guessing that
thore was anyone inside. But it was

only too clear that thers was someone
inside now, and that that someone had
whipped out and bagged Bunter's
doughnut while it was left unguarded.
It was obsolutely amazing.

“What’s this row?” Cousin George,
who had been taking o nap while the
wmate was in charge of tho deck, came
out of his room. “Larking, what—
Well, boys will be boys! But what
are—"

“Listen to the band!” gasped Bob
Cherry.

** Atchooooh ! Atchooooop

" Hefty haddocks |” gasped George,
wide-cyed with astonishment. “Who's
in there? Nobody should be in there.
What—who—"

“He’s sncaked my doughnut [” howled
Bunter. “That beast Cherry put mus-
tard in it, and he’s sneaked it!”
“But who—" gasped George,

“Atchoo! Chocop! Whooop!” came
in an anguaished howl from within tho
locked room. “Aw! Carry me home
to die! Wake snakes, and wallk chalks !
Yarooh! I guess I'm burned a fow!
Whooop !”

Therc was a gasp from the Famous
Five. Thoy knew that nasal voice—the
voice of Fisher T. Fish of the Grey-
friars Remove., There was no doubt
that it was the voice of the American
junior—amazing as it was to hear it
on board the Sea Nymph. The voice of
George Washington or Abraham Lincoln
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coul hard!ly hnveﬂstartlcd them more.
They simply gasped.
"iwl p(I.h‘cvcmg'hl Aw! Atchooo—

choooh—chooop—"

Captain Cook banged on the door.

“Herel Who are you?! Open this
door at once! What's this geme—what
—what? Now, then, answer|”

* Atchooohchoo—chooop I

A hair-raising sneeze was the answer.
Evidently that surprising occupant of
the reserved cabin had scoffed the
doctored doupghnut, and scoffed it not
wisely, but too well.

“1 say, you fellows,” stuttered Bun-
ter, “it’s Fishy!”

“Fishy, and no mistake I exclaimed
George. “You're right! Very sus-
picious indeed | Some thief or pilferer,
perhaps—what? Very fishy |”

“J—I mean, it's Fishy—"

*1 know it’s fishy, and I'm jolly well
looking into this!” exclaimed Captain
Cook. *“Here, open this door |

Heg banged again.

“Ooonggll Atchoooh—choop— 1
guess I'm chook-chook-choked—— Ow !
Great gophers| I giess my pesky neck
is burning some! Urrggh |”

“It’s Fishy, all right1” gasped Bob
Cherry. “I'd know that noscy toot any-
where | How on earth did he get here1”

“He came to see us off yesterday,”
said Harry. “But we thought—though
I remcmger now he slipped ashore
without wuws secing him—or, rather, I
suppose, he never slipped ashore at all |

He’s here—
S |

WATCH
the
MAGNET!

Better—Than—Ever

FREE GIFTS FOR
You

Two Weeks’ Time!
- | |

“But what on earth's his game?”
exclaimed Nugent.

“Goodness knows [

* Atchooooh — atchonooh——" Obvi-
ously Iish ﬁ was suffering from mustard.
“Urrrrergh 1

“Come out of that, will you?” roared
George, banging on the door with a
heavy, fat fist,

The door was unlocked, and Fisher T.
Fish of the Remove staggered out. And
at sight of him there was a yell in the
cabin of the Sca Nymph.

“Ha, ha, hal”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

The Stowaway !

E, he, he!” cachinnated Billy
Bunter.
“Ha, ha, hal”
Harry Wharton & Co.
Cousin George chuckled. .
Fisher T. Fish saw nothing funny in
this. But he could not, of course, seo
himself. Fishy’s face was crimson, his
eyes streaming with water, almost start-
ing from his head. His nose was fairly
flaming. And as he tottered into view
he was doubled up with a gargentuan
sneeze—a volecanio sneeze that fairl
roared. That terrific sneeze ahnoﬁ
Fisher T. Fish from head to foot. He
tottered, and held on to the cabin table
with both hands, while he sneezed again
and again. Coughs and gurgles were
interlarded with the sneezes. Really,

roarcd
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Fisher T. Fish seemed almost in danger
of turning himself inside-out.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo1” bawled Bob
Cherry. *“Enjoying life, old bean?”

::ga, ha, ha1”

ou youn
lad 1" asked E
seen him before.
board yesterday ¥

“He came to seo us off,” said Nugent.
“Goodness knows what he stayed on for,
end where he’s been all this time !”

“Ha, ha, hat” rosred Bob Cherry.
“A jolly old stowaway ™

“Wha-a-at?"” gasped George.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Wharton.
“That's it1 [ishy got out of sight, and
stowed himself away | Oh, my gnt 3

“ Atchoooooh—chooooop |

The steward brought Fisher T. Fish a

lass of water, with a grinning face.
tishy felt a little better for the coolin
draught. But the mustard was sti
bqlrlnmg, and he gasped and gurgled
still.

Tho Greyfriars fellows chuckled glee-
fully. It was evident now that Fisher
T, I'ish, having failed to secure an in-
vitation for that Baster eruise, had come
down to see the party off, with the
intention of stowing himself away. It
had been casy encugh, as he had the
run of the yacht, and thore were a
number of unoccupied state-rooms; and
nobody, of course, had suspected Fishy
of having such an extraordinary design.
Bo far he had kept his presence on the
yacht a secret, and ho might have kept
it is a secret still, but for the doctored
‘doughnut. Snaflling that doughnut had
betrayed Fishy |

Cs [ptain Cook regarded him with
puzzled eyes. Why he should have
stowed himseli surreptitiously on board
was a mystery to George, Ify he wanted
a twenty-one guinea oruise for Easter,
he had only to say so; there was ampl:
accommodation on the Sea Nymph.
But it was no mystery to the juniors.
They knew that Fishy was blissfully
unaware that it was a twenty-one guinea
cruise. Elsh? was on the makel Fishy
was looking for a cheap holiday | Fishy
had yet to make the discovery that tho
Famous Five and Wibley had made the
day before. TFishy, in thus astutely seek-
ing to bag a cheap holiday, had not the
faintest idea that he was landing him-
self with a bill of £22 1s. 0d. e was
likely to find that discovery was worse
than the mustard |

. “A stowaway !” said George. “ Hefty
haddocks | Well, no harm done! What's
your name, my boy?”’

* Atchoooooh—groooogh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“His name's Fishy !” chuckled Bob.
“Fishy by name, and fishy by nature!
He's in our Form at Greyfriars, sir.
He's all right, as far as that goes| He
didn’t encak on board to pinch the
quadrant or bag the binnacle

‘Ha, ha, ha1”

“Aw Wake snakes!” roaned
Fisher T. Fish. “1I guess I'll make
potato-scrapings of the guy that put
tho mustard in that doughnut!
Groooh "

“] don’t get you,” said George, “Did
you want to sail on this eruise, young
man "

“ Ya

“Well, you'ro more tha.n_wc]como—as
a Greyfriars boy, and a friend of these
lads! No objection, I'm sure.”

“0h!” gasped Fisher T. Fish, blink-
ing at the plump skipper of the Bea
Nynfrph with a watery and surprised

link.
Fishy bad hoped to get away with
the cruise, after stowing himself on the
Tae Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,313,

gentlemen know this
eorgn. I think I've
Didn't he come on

I"



vacht. But eccrtainly he had not ex-
pected it to be so essy os this. This was
simply pie.

“Make yourself at homel” eaid
(GGeorge, with a wave of a plump hand.
“Bteward. got a room ready for Master
Fish 1”

“Yes, amir 1"

And George went back to the deck,
leaving Fisher T. Fish staring and the
othor fellows laughing. o other
fellows knew why George was welcom-
mg the ne\?lﬁ discovered passcnger so
heartily. Fishy didn't—yet !

“Waal, I'll say that guy is surcly
the real white article |” said Fisher T.
Fish, dabbing his inflamed nose with
Iia handkerchief. “I guess if I'd known
he would take it like that, I'd havo
shown up soomerl I can tell you
guloots I got pizen hungry 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can smcker—  Atchooooh!
Chooo-hoop I”  Fishy sncczed again,
“But I'll say it ain’t funny! I was
pizen hungry, and that's a ecinch! I

uess I took the risk of moseying out
in the night to look for grub, and that
fat clam Bunter van into me, and I eure
rechoned T was spotted for a minute——""

“You!" yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha |” roared the juniors.

It was revcaled now who had punched
Dilly Bunter's nose. That nefarious
de in the dark was explained,
Bunter had run into the stowaway |

“1 jest handed him a sockdolagrr on
the boko, and hit that cabin again,”
said Fisher T. Fish. “But I thought I
was cinched for g minute.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“And I reckoned I'd lie low after
that, and I'll tell the world T was
hungry 1" said Fisher T. Fish. “I could
surcly have eaten Chicago canned beef—
you want to believo mo!1 A dozen times
to-dsy I've opencd that door an inch
and peoped ont to see if there was any-
thing going and anybody about. But
I never bad a chance till T spotted that
doughnut, and the cabin was cmpty- it

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

“And I nipped out, and nipped back
with it, in less'm ono shake of a
'possum’s tail | And then— Atchooooch
—hooop |

“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter,

Billy - Bunter, at least, was extremely
g}nd that the stowaway of the Bea

ymph had nipped out and begged that
doughnut! He was more than welcome
to it, so far as Bunter was concerned.

“And I made jest one big bite at that
doughnut,” groaned Fisher T. Fush,
“and then—bj the great, horned toad,
you guys, I sure reckoned that my
cabeza was being blown off I

“Ha, ha, ha P’

“Aw!l Can it!” snapped Iisher T.
Fish, “The frst bite I'd had for
twenty-four hours—and it was all mus-
tard—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ And you weren’t going to show up?”’
asked Bob. “Hew long were you going
io hide ¥

“Waal I reckoned I'd keep out of
sight till the yacht was well away from
land,” said Fisher T. Fish cautiously.
“But I sure never calculated that that

aloot Cook would be so handsome about
it. I'll say he's a white man ("

The juniors roared.

“You'll ind George all night ! yelled
Bob. “He'll be glad! You needn’t
have stowed yourself away, Kishy! If
you'd mentioned yesterday that you'd
like to come, he would have given you
the glad hand at once.”

“Waal, how'd & guy know thati”
said Fishy. “I don't know the man,
and that fat clam Bunter never invited
me, after I'd fed him up to the chin
and spent nine-and-ninepence——>

““Ha, ha, hal”

“But I'll say the guy's acting very
handsome, and I'm sure glad that I've
shown up now!" said Fishy. *“I was
getting fearful hungry. I tell you guys
it wns feree—suro flierce! I'd havo
cinched some grub last night if that fat
clam hadn’t been rooting about——"

“It was you hit me on the nose!”
roared Dunter,

“You said it [ agreed Fishy. “I hope
it lmrt you I

“Why, you beost—"

“You can go end chop chips!" eaid
Fishy. “I guess 1 don't want vou to
iuvite me on this eruise now, Bunter 1 I
guess an invitation from the skipper is

Score

i
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Al Swoosh ! The whitewash
descended in a flood. It swamped
and splashed over the unseen
head below. There was a gasping
and a lhorrible
“ Yurrrrrgght”. . . J»

Ginger Rawlinson (that’s him
in the 4rec) chuckled—but he
wouldn't have chuckled had le
known that lis vietim was not
Jim Dainty, as he had intended
—but his Houscmaster! Gee,
boys, you'll laugh fit to burst
when you rcad famous Frank

Richards’ rollicking school
story, entitled: “ The Fourth
Form at Grimslade” which

appears in this week’s issue of
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good enough for me. Say, what are you
guloots sniggering at?"

Harry \r%ha.rton & Co. did not tell
Fishy what they were smggering at.
They went back to the deck, leaving
Fishy to make that discovery for him-
self, at his leisure. Billy Bunter grinned
and rolled after them,

Fisher T. Fish was still feeling the
cffecta of the mustard! But those effects
were wearing off, and, on the whole,
Fishy was feeling good |

His amazing stunt of stowing himself
away on the Sea Nymph had proved a
success beyond hiz hopes! He was sorry,
indeed, that he had remained stowed
away so long, now that George had
turned out so heartily hospitable! But
that, of course, Fishy could not have
foreseen !

His scheme had been to keep out of
gight till the yacht wos well away from
British waters, when is would have been
o difficult matter to get rid of him, and
Captain Cook would have little choice
but to make the best of it

Now, however, it had turned out all
nght' He was discovered—but he was
welcomed as a member of the yachting
party ! Fisher T. Fish felt good!

He felt still better when the steward
brought him a square meal, which he
disposed of to the last crumb. He cal-
culated that that meal, alone, would
have cost him three shillings at the
Greyfriars tuckshop! If this was o
sample of what was to come, Fisher T.
Fish guessed that he was in clover! On
board ship he would not have to spend
any money, and the mere circumstance
that he was not parting with any monoy
was emough to make Fishy happy. An
Easter cruise, instead of moeching about
the school on his lonely own while all
the other fellows were away—a oruiso
absolutely without any expense to h!m-
gelf—weeks of holiday without spending
a red cent—this was sure a cinch 1

Fishy’s nose waas still rather red and
his eyes rather watery when he went on
dock to join the juniors there. But he
was a happy Fish—as happy as eny fish
in the seal But, alas, that happincss
was destined to be brief !

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fierce !

EORGE, with his yachting cap
G pushed back a little from his
plump brow, and o spyglass
under his arm, walked the decl.
George never used that spyglass—
never even pulled it out. It was simply
a part of his oufit, and for appearancos
only. :

George evidently fancied himself as a
yachtsman, and believed that he looked
the part to life. To other eyes, he
looked like a fat mam who was un-
expectedly and incongruously packed
into yachting clothes.

The Greyiriars fellows were rather
amused by George; still, they liked him,
and they agrced*unanimously that he
was an immense improvement on his
cousin, William George Bunter.

But when George’s round eyes fell on
Fisher T. Fish, sitting in a deckchair
with the juniors, he ceased aoll of a
sudden to be a yachtsman, and became a
keen and business-like hotel-keeper on
the spot !

He came over to the schoolboys, and
the business-like expression an his round,
red face told Harry Wharton & Co.
what was coming. Thoy exchanged a
grin as George planted his 'IPm‘nE'
stacky figure in front of Fisher T, Fish,
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and favoured that bony youth with &
smile and a nod.

“Moking yourself at lLomo—swhat?”
asked Georgo.

"1] should smile !” enswered Fisher T.
Fish.

“Like the yacht 1"

“JIt’s the bee's knee !” nnswered Fisher
T. Fish cordially, “I'll say it's the
.ele‘plmnt.’s side-whiskers I

“Glad to hear it 1”7 said George, in his
hearty way. “Male "em comfortable—
make ’‘cm satisfied—that's the idea—
what? A little joke of yours stowing
yourself away—what? Ha, hal Boys
will be boys! Of conrse, it makes no
difference m tho bill.”

“The what?” ejaculated Fishy.

#What I mean is, the trip begins from
the day you come on board,” explained
George. “If you miss a meal, owing to
seasickness, or to—ha, ha !l—stowing
vourself away, you can make up for it
nt the next meal, or tho next] Ample
food is provided, and meals may be
cither taken or missed, at the pas-
songer's option. You get me?”

“N-pn-not quite ! said Fisher T, Fish,
staring at him.

#1 fancied I was making myself
clear!” eaid George, while Harry
Wharton & Co. tried manfully to sup-
press their chuckles. “Meals—ample
meals, I may say meals on a generous
scale, are provided for all passengers;
but if the passongers miss any of them,
tliat’s their own look-onut. No deduction
can be made for any of them.”

L1 Fh?”

“Yoiu, sir, camo on board at the same
timo as these young gentlemen, and
vou have missed several meals Tuck in
a3 much as you like to make up ! said
George heartily. “I keep a good table,

¢ Say, you guys ! '* gasped Fisher T. Fish breathlessly. *‘ You’re going to be done—that fat clam Bunter’s pulled your
leg—1I tell you, it’s the elephant’s side-whiskers ! You mosey aboard that shebang, and you'll have to—— Whoooop [ **
His warning remained unuttered as Coker grasped him by the collar and shook him energetieally.

and I like to sec my «clients do them-
selves well—what? But, to prevent mis-
understanding, it's only fair to mention
that no deduction is made for meals that
are -missed.”

Fisher T. Fish gazed at him.

“The trip starts from the day you
come on board | That's clear, I hope?”
said George. -

“I—I guess so; but what—"

“1 gather from your remarks, sir,
that you are of American nationality,”
said George. “That is guite all right—
no objection to foreigners on this ship !
But in the matier of the chequo—"

“The—the what?”

“I'ne cheque,” said George. “I sup-
poso there is somebody in England re-
sponsible for your cxpenses?”
r_“]I-Is-cx-cxpenscs ! babbled Fisher T.
Fish.

“You see, I ean hardly send a bill
across the Atlantic, to New York, or
Philadelphia, or Doston, or—"

“Noo Yark!" said Fishy.
what—"

“New Yorlk,"” agreed George, “is a
greab city. 1've been thero—nearly got
a erick in the neck looking up at tho
skyscrapers! Dut, of course, I don't
expect to have to send a bill to New
York. You sce that?”

“J—I—I calenlate not!” gasped
Fisher I, Fish. “Will you tell me what,
in the name of jumping Jehosaphat,
you're talking about, Mr. Cook 1"

“If vou have the cheque with you—"

“What cheque?” yelled Fisher T.
Fish.

“The chequo for twenty-one guineas,”
said George. “If not, please give ma
the namo of your guardian, or lawyer,
or what not, in England, from whom I

“DBut

shall reecive it. Payment in advance
for the cruise is my invarinble rule.”
. Tisher T. Fish gazed at him, and his
Jjaw dropped. The expression on his
bony faco was so extraordinary that the
chums of the Remove could restrain
their merriment no longer They yelled.
Fishy looked round at them. Then he
gazed at George again. Ho was slow

to assimilate the dreadful truth. But
he got it at last.
“You—you—you— Great gophers

You—you don’t mean that this eruise
has te be paid for?” stammered Fishy.

George opened his eoycs.

“Eh! Do you think I'm running this
yacht for my health?” he asked.

“Great Christopher Columbus !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“I don’t get you,” said George., “Did
you stow yourself away on this ship.
thinking you were getting a free
holiday, or what? The cruiso costs
{wenty-one guineas—"

“Jumping snakes!”

“Come, ecome!” said George. his
gonial grin fading, and the business-
like exprossion growing much more pro-
nouneed on his fat face. “Come, sir!
Mcan to say you fencied that you
wern getting “an expensive cruise for
nolhing ¢

“Of course I did!” yelled the dis
mayed Fish. “Wasn't that fat clam
swanking all over Greyfriars about hix
cousin's yacht and a cruise for Easter?
Did he sny a word about paying for the
cruise? T'll say he never did! Nope !”

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“You sen, never asked Fishy,
because I knew he was too sting“y tn
pay for anything,” he explasined. e
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cemo on board of his own accord. It's
his own lock-out, ain’t it?”

“That is s0,” agreed George. “That
certainly is so. I'm sorry, Master Fish,
if you fancied that you were getting a
cruise for nothjng. You should cer-
tainly have made some inquiry before
coming on board. You should cer-
tainly not have stowed yourself away—
most certainly not. It's against the law
to stow yourself away on a vessel—
you’re liable to punishment. Iowever,
4s you have come on the cruise—"

“1 haven't I”” yelled Fishy.

*“You are here I” snid George sternly,

“It's n swindle1” shriecked Fisher T.
Iish. *1¥ sure ain’t going to pay a Con-
tinental red cent !’ Nopa 1™

“Tpke it smiling. Fishy I chuckled
Dob Cherry, *You're for 1t now | Make
tho best of it.”

“That's good advice,” said Ceorge.
“An Easter cruise, including a visit to
the Mediterranean, is very reasonable at
twenty-ono guineas. Few firms offer it
at tho price! Amplo accommodation—
excellent food—"

“Twenty-one guineas ! gasped Fisher
T. IFish. “Great snakes! I can sce my
popper's faca if I ask him for twenty-
ono guineas for an Easter holidayl I've
reen done | I ain’t paying a red cent.”

“Tlat is not what I should have ex-
pected of a friend of these young gentle-
men, sir 1" said George, with dignity.

“Hold on—he’s po friend of ours!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “No jolly fear!”

*The no-fearfulness is terrific.”

“Pay up and look pleasant, Fishy!"
grinned Johnny Bull. " You came here
on the make, but you can't diddle
ticorge.”

“Pay up1” gasped Fisher 1. Fish. “I
uess not | I calculate not | Look here,
you turn this doggoned shebang back,
and put me ashore! See?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““To-morrow,” said George, “we put
in at Dover to take some other passen-
pers on board. You can go ashore then
1f you like, and cut out the ¢ruise. Your
1ill will be for three days in that case.”

“Forget it 1" yapped Fisher T. Fish.
“If you squeczo & Continental red cent
out of me, AMister Captain Cook, I guess
1 hope I'll bo there when you do it!
Yop 1”

“Your bill for threo days,” said
(eorge, “will be three guineas, and
cheap, too! Will you pay now 1"

“I ain’t paying at all!” shricked
Fisher F. Fisl})x.
“Very well,” said Ceorge. “The

account will be sent to your headmaster
ab Greyfriars, to be passed on to your
relatives, I have nothing more to say
Lo you, Master Fish! You are a young
rascal 1"

And George rolled away, snilling.

Bisher T. I'ish turned an almost
ugonised look on the juniors.

“Three guineas!” he groaned.
“'Throe — great gophers| — guineas!
That's threo pounds threo shillings!
Why, the I-lua.(ll will make out that 1've
;.Eot to pay, as I came on this gol-darncd
=hehang of my own accord ] What d’you
caleulate 77 y

“1 ealeulate youw've got it right, old
bony bean I? chortled Bob. ** Next time
you stow yoursef away on a pleasure
eruiso, you'd better make sure first that
thare’s no charpe.”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“That fat elam never lot on—="

‘*Ie, he, ho!” from Billy Bunter.

*“It’s sure ficrce I groaned Fisher T.
1ish. “Bay, did you galoots know, or
was you diddled 7"

“We never lnew,” said ITarry Whar-
ton, laughing. “We found out after
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we'd started. DBut we're secing it
through, and you'd better do the same.”

“I guess not ! I say, does Coker know
—he’s coming on board at Dover—""

“I fanecy not!” chuckled Bob, *“It's
a jolly old surprise in store for jolly old
Colker.,”

“1t’s sure fierce! I ain't paying three
guineas! If I'd guessed—-""

‘“Ia, ha, ha 1”

"“Aw, can your cackling!” roared
Tisher' T. Fish “It's all the fault of
that fat piecan—swanking sabout his
cousin's_yacht, and taking a guy in!
And if T pot to cough up three guineas,
I'll sure take it out of his hide,”

“It's your own fault,” said Johony
Buil. ‘We were diddled—but you
weren't! Nobody asked you to stow
yourself away on the yacht.”

i Fiah‘ir was on the make, as nsuall”
chuckled Bob, * But this time he isn'¢
getting by with it. You'll havo to pay
up, Fishy.”

“I’ll suro makeo that fat clam wrig%la
a few, then!” howled Fishy, and he
jumped up, and hurled himself at Billy
Bunter,

“Yaroooh! I say, you fellows, help 1
yvelled Bunter, as he went bumping cn
the deck, in the ferocious grasp of
Fisher T. Fish.

All Fishy’s hoppy satisfaction was
gone now, Paying for anything gave
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Tishy a pain. Paying for a cruise he
had expected to got for nothing, was, as
he saiH. fierco | 'That bright idea cf
stowing myself away on the yacht had
bLeon o ghestly frost—like so many of
tho cute Fishy's bright ideas[ Thero
was only one consolation—to take it out
of DBunter! Tho enraged Fishy pro-
ceeded to take it.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Fiendish yells came from Billy Bunter
ns Fishy, grasping his fat ears, banged
his bullet head on tho deck.

Bang! Bang!

“Toke that, you fut clam}” yelled
Tisher I. Fish. “Takeo that, you pie-
faced piccan! Take that, sou ornery

mugwymp |”

Bang!

“Y¥Yaroooch! Help! Rescuel I say,
vou fellows——whoop1” roared Billy

Bunter. “Draggimoll ! Yarooooh |
Yankimoff | Wow "

“1la, ha, ha1”

The juniors were laughing almost too
much to stiv—but they made an effort to
zo to DBunter's rescue. DBut Captain
Unok was fivst. George strode across
the deek, bent over Fisher 'I'. Iish, and
grasped Lim by the back of the mock
with a plump but sinewy band. The
enraged Fishy was jerked bodily away
from DBunter DBunter sprawled and
roarcd.

“This won't do,” said George, “ Lark-
ing is all very well—boys will be bo_wia—-
but this won't do! I shull be glad when

THE MAGNET

voin go ashora at Dover, Master Fish!
don’t like your manners I” .
“Leggo, you piecan!” yelled Fishy,

wriggling. “TI'll say I'm going té make
Eﬁtato-sxcrapings of that fat claml
eggo |”

“Yaroooh! Keep him off I yelled
Bunter. “OQOh erikey! 8aY, you
fellows, keep him off I

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“Yow-ow-ow |” howled George sud-
denly, as the infuriated Fishy hecked
his shin, ‘“Hefty haddocks! Ooooh 1”

“Now_leggo, you ornery piecan!”
howled Fishy

But George did not let go. Thet heck
on the shin secemod to have made him
cross—which really was not nur%risin 3
Ha sat down on the edge of the s ylii;t
and jerked TFisher T. Fish acroes his
knees, faco down. Tisher T. Fish
struggled and wriggled in horrid antici-
pation. But George, if he was plump,
was strong. [ishy was held as in a vico
in Goeorge's left; and George’s right rose
and fell like n carpet-beater.

Slap, slap, slap, slap |

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors,

Fisher T, Fish shrieked, too, still
more loudly. Billy Bunter sat up, rub-
bm%‘ his hecad, and grinning

8lap, slap, slap, slap !

“Wake snakes!” yelled Fisher T.
Tish. “Let up! Yaroooop! Oh, great
gophers and great horned toads | Yoop !
Let up 1”

Slap, slap, slap, slap 1

“Thore 1 gasped George, letting
Tisher T, Iish go at last. “ Now if you
don’t bechave—" .

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“ Yow-ow-ow 1”

There was no doubt that Fisher T.
I'ish was going to behave after that.
It was a long timo before Fishy céuld sit
down with any comfort. And when tho
effects of the slapping wore off, Fisly
was still tormented hy the awful thought
of the bill that had to be paid! Andg ho
was going to be landed at Dover, anil
from there he would have his fare to
pay back to Greyiriars, at his own ex-
cnsol He shuddered to think of it!

ally, it was cruelty to animals |

That night, Fisher T. Fish was heard
groaning aloud in his bunk. Bob Cherry
Iooked in, supposing that he was seasick,
and rnn.c{_v to help if he could. But
Fishy was not scasick—he was only

roaning, in eleepless anguish, over the
oss of his money ! Three guineas—and
his fare from Dover—if that was not
cnough to make a paloot groan, Fishy
would have liked to know what was.

It was worse than scasickness—it was
worse than toothache. There was
nothing that Bob could do! A citizen
of the United States who had had =«
financial loss, was out of the reach of
comfort | Fisher T. Fish was beyond
bumon aid!

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker All Over!

[ OVER 1" said Coker,

D “Yes, but—"

“Get o maove on,” said

Coker. *“Den’t slack about,

Potter, with the train getting into the
station.”

% But—"" said Greene. .

“Tor goodness’ sake, stir your
stumps ! said Coker of tho Fifth. *Do
you want to spend the rest of vour lives
in this train, or what?' .

Coker of tho Fifth was on his feet,
probbing bags and rugs and things.
Coker of the Tifth was an eilicient
follow, though he had never, with all Lis
efforts, succoeded in making his g};!s.
PPotter and Greene, 85 ellicient as hini-
self. Perhaps that was just as well,
however.
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“We go en in this train to the har-
bour t” ]yapped Potter.

“Oh 1" said Coker.

“Unless you want to walk the rest!™
hissed Greene.

“Don't be o fool, Greene !"

“Well, if you're getting out—" gaid
Potter.

* Don't be an idiot, Potter!"

Horace Coker sat down again.
and rugs and things were strewn round
hiin. He frowned at his companions.
Potter and Greene seemed to be getting
their ears up, and Coker did not like it.
They had been cheeky once already on
that railway journey, when they had
dragged Coker, almost by main force,
back from the London train, in which
he had nearly landed them.

“ We shall soon be there,” said Coker.
“Don't slack about when the train
stops. If it earries you past Dover—"

"It doesn't go past Dover "

L1 Eh ?!‘

“Unless 1t dives into the sea,”” said
Potter, with fercoious sarcasm, "of
course, it mayl”

“Don’t be & silly dummy, Potter. The
worst of you fellows,” said Coker, “is
that you will jaw, You fancy you're
olever. Well, you're not. I've told you

Potter and Greene looked at omne
another. They had had a day or two

Bags

away from Coker since the school had
broken up fer Easter. It had been quite
a happy day or two. Being away from
Coker had a bracing effect on a fellow,
They had felt rather dubious about re-
;Dining’ Coker for the holidays. Still, a
ellow had to put in Easter somewhere,
and a cruise at sea in a pleasure yacht

was an attractive idea, even with Coker
on hand.

And it depended on Coker. Bunter,
of the Remove, had invited Coker, and
asked him to bring his friends if he
liked. He hadn’t asked Potter and
Greene personally. They did not know
that that was because Coker had lots
and lots of money, and they hadn't.
They were far from having penetrated
the deep duplicity of the Owl of the
Remove,

Coker had so far descended from the
lofty height of his dignity, as a Fifth
Form man, as to accept a junior’s invi-
tation for the holidays. He was taking
Potter and {Freene with him, On the
whole, they were glad to come, though
every now and then they felt an almest
frenzied desire to brain Coker. Happily
Colker never knew what a series of
parrow escapes he had.

The train stopped, and Coker once
more collected bags and rugs and things,
and the three Fifth-Formers of Grey-
friars alighted.

“Hallo, there's o Greyfriars kid!”
said Potter, with a nod towards a bony
youth who was standing on the plat-
form, looking round him with a pair of
very sharp eyes,

Coker frowned.

“Leave him slone,” he said. “On
board the yacht we shall be eivil to
Bunter, though he's only a Remove fag.
That's up to us. But it's like his cheek
to come and meet our train—"

*“It isn’t Bunter.”

(13 Eh ?))

“It's that American kid, Tish.”

“Well, leave him alone, whoever he
is,” said Coker. “Wae don't want people

}0 tiink that we know Lower Fourth
nes.
But Fishier T, Fish was not to be left

alone, His cute eyes spotted the Fifth
ﬂ‘orm party, and le darted towards
18711,

“Bay, you guys—" began Fishy.

Fisher T. Fish had landed from the
Sea Nymph, a sore and savage Fish,
He was waiting now for Coker & Co. to
give them a tip. He was aware that
Coker & Co. knew nothing of what
awgited them on board George Cook's
yacht. They had been spoofed by Billy

unter's precious * invitation,”’ like the
Remove fellows. And it was Iishy's
idea to “put them wise" before they
went on board.

Not that Fisher T. I'ish eared o Con-
tinental red cent about Coker, and
whether he was diddled or not. That
did not concern him in the very least.
What concerned him was to put & spoke
in George's wheel. If Coker learned in
time that he was expected to pay for the
pleasure cruise on whieh he had been
invited, it was pretty certain that Coker
would never put his foot on board the
Sea Nympl. On the other hand, if he
did not make the discovery till he was
at sea, it was quite possible that Lo
would make the best of it, as the
Famous TI'ive and Wibley had done.
Fishy was there to warn him in time,
and deprive George of his three ex-
pected passengers. That would be “one
1n the eye " for George, ot least. Iisher
T. Fish ecould have forgiven him the
slapping, but & bill for three guineas got
Tishy's goat. A bill for three guincas

(Continued on next page.)
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thrco ihousand slap-
Tieh was out for

was worse than
pings. Disher T,
revenge. )

But tho warning words on Fishy's lips
were not uttered, becauso Coker, a3
¥ishy began to speak, gave him a sur-
prised aud haughty stare, and then o
shove on tha chiest which sent Llishy
staggering hack,

“Come on, you men !’ said Coker.

“Waul, 1 swow !” ejaculated Fisher T,
Fish, ' Say, bo—"

Potter and Greene paused as Fizhy cut
after them, bundling through the
¢rowdl. Coker gave an impaticut snort.

“Are you coming?” he rapped. Do
you wani to stop and talk with that fag?
Do you want people to think we know
Lower Fourth fags, or what?"

It was probable that the erowd of
,people who had poured out of the train
at Dover wers move intercsted in thoir
awn affairs than in Coker of the Tifth,
It was quite possible that they might
not have noticed him talking to a Lower
Pourth fag—indeed, that they might not
have noticed him at all! DBut Horace
Coker was always Coker, o was nob
likely to forget what an important per-
sonage Coker was, cven if it was over-
looked by the general publie.

It was with misgivings that the great
man of the Fifth had dcecided that he
might know Bunter, temporarily, on
board ship; but obviously to Coker ihat
was the limit. To have his acquamtanco
claimed by a Lower bay, before a lot of
people, was unthinkable.  And it was
not. even Bunter to whom woven Coker
felt that Lie had 1o be civil to a certain
extent; it was ouly Fish,

Coker sniffed and marched on, and
Potter and Greene went with him, But
Yisher T. Fish was not to be denied,
It was not as if he was trying to do
Coker & good turn. Fishy would not
have baothered about that. He was try-
ing to do Captain Cook a bad turn. 8o
he stuck to it. He dodged among,
niimerous passengers, canght up with the
Fifth-Formers, and actually had the
amazing and astounding check to ratch
Coker by the arm.

“1 say,” gasped Fishy, “liston to a

ny! DIve come herp to put you wise.
g’au’m going to be done, and 1 say——
Yaroooocop 1*

Cloker smote. . .

Uoker was not a patient fellow; but if
ho lhad been a patient fellow, he would
hardly have stood having his arm
grabbed by a fag in public. He smote,
and Fisher T. Fish sat down with a
yall.
© Y say—"" exclaimed Potter,

“You needn't say anything, Potter;
iust come on!”
© “ But—" said Greene,

“Shut up, Greene!”

Fisher T. Iish scrambled up.

“Qh, great gophers!” ho gasped.
“The pie-faced mugwump! The pesky
piccan! I'd sure let him rip if it
wasn't for doing that dog-goned boob in
the eye! Here, Coker] Colkerl” .

Once more Fishy rushed in pursuit,
velling to Coker to stop.,

“Coker !” he roared. "Hi!”’

“Well, of all the cheek!” gasped

1

Coker. “That dashed fag, -shouting a
man’s name at the top of his voice!
IIII_.__JJ

“But, I say—"" began Potter,

“PDon’t jaw, Potter '’

“ Look here——"' gasped Greene,

“Deon’t jabber, Greena!”

Coker faced round. To be pursued by
an excited fag, shouting his name, was
impossible, unendurable, and intoler-
able. He waited for Fisher T. Fish to
come up, with an expression on his face
that might have warned a really cute
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and spry galoot that 1t was safer not

to come un. But Lisher L. Fish came
on regardless.

* Say, you guys!™ He gasped it out
ns ho came up breathlessly,  “ You're
going to be done. That fat elam
Bunter’s pulled your leg. 1 tell you, it's
the _clephant’s side-whiskers! You
mosey on board that shebang, and you'll
lhave to Whoooop 1

Coker's grasp wus on IMishy's collar by
that time. He started shaking Fishy,
and he shook him with conergy. Shake,
E]I{l];}, shukf! - ,

“Urrrrggh 17 gurgled Tishy.

Shake, thake, sheke !

Y Gurrerggeh 17

Tishy could say no more, His warn-
ing had to remain unuttered. He could
only wriggle in llorace Coker’s powcer-
ful grip, and gurgle and gasp. Mo
gurgled and gasped at a tervific rate,

When Coker Lind done shaking him, he
let go, and IMishy sut down, Ile sat and
gurgled for breath,

Coker marched off again. Potter and
Greene followed, rather anxious to get
out of sight of staring eyes. Coker did
not sepm to mind how much attention
he attracted, but Potter and CGreene
wiere  rather keenly conscious of it
They departed, and they were lang out
of sight befora Fisher T. TFish got hiy
second wind,

“Oh  Jerusalem  erickets gasped
Fishy. “0Oh, great gophers and jump-
ingr snakes! Grooogl! The pesky pie-
can! The all-fired mugwump | (Inoogh!
This 13 sura tieree! Wow! Ow !

Fisher T. TFish did not Jook
Haorace Coker again, He had
vnough of IMorace Coker!

131
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cheek !

SAY, you fellows 1
“Bay on!” said Bob Cherrv,
“What shout a run ashore?*
asked Bunter. “Dover's v fright-
hiflcriuul place. There's a

111 E
fully
custlo—
"“We can seo it!”
“And a wonderful harbour——
"We're in it
“And Spokeshave’s Chif—”
“Bpokeshave’s? Oh, my hat!™

»

“I  wmean  Shakespoke’s — that s,
Shakespeary's, And—and  lots  of
things 1” said Billy Bunter. “1 believe

Dover was ona of the Bunk Ports.”

“No you mean the Cingue Ports, fat-
head 1

“Yeq that's it,” sald Dunter. " Some-
thing of the kind, anyhow. There wern
five anctent and eelebrated ports, and
ihey were ealled the Cinque DPorts
hecause cing is French for five, See?”

“Where did Bunter acenmulate all
this knowledge ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

“The knowledge is truly terrifie.

“Well, we've had it in class with
Quelch, yon kuew,” said DRunter. ©1
happen to have a good moemory, that's
all. The other Cinque TPorts were—
lemme sce—yes—Portsinouth——"

“Great pip !

“ And—and Rotherhithe—"

YOl crumhs!?

“ And—and Duablin—

Y Help !”

“You fellows never can remember any-
thing,” said DBunter severely. * After
all, a fellow goes to school to learn
things 1*

“Well, T cortainly don’t remember
that Portsmouth and Rotherhithe and
Dublin were Cinque Ports!” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“Yon benighted ass!” said Johnny
Bull, “The éinqua Portzs wera Dover,

L3
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Iastings, Romney, Sandwich, and
Hythe”
“Rot!” said Bunter. “Anyhow,

TDover was one, and here it is. There
was o siegn of Dover Castle once;

reinewnber it in  history class, Sir
Hubert de What's-hissname  was  be-
sieczed by the French, or—or the

Giermans, or—or somebody, in the reign
of King What-do-you-call-um.”

“Go 161" said Bob admiringly. “It's
as good as doing a holiday task, you
men, to hear Bunter on history.”

“Well. I remember things you know,”
siiidd Bunter. “Comes in useful;, when a
follow goes about, to reinember the
Listorical aseociations of a place, King
Thingummy landed at Dover, I belicve,
in the year somoething-or-other, at the
time of the what-do-you-call-it1”

“Iine! Keep on!™

“King Charles the Seccond landed at
Daver in 1660, at the time of the
Raostoration I grunted Johnny Bull,

¥ Yos, [ knew it was King Somebody,"”
assented Dunter. “That was after Sie
Muhert de Who-was-it licld the castlo
agatnst the—the Tarks.”

“Purks! Oh crikey|”

#1—I mean the Greeks!” said Bunter
hastiiy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T sco anyihing to cacklo
at. s up to a fellow to remember a
liitla of wﬂat he learns at schoal,” said
Bunter,

“Well, you remenmber a
grinned Dob. “A very little [

“The littlefulness is tevrilie.” :

“You benighted bandersnateh 1 zaid
Johnny Bull. “Tt was Sir Ilubert de
Burgh, and it was in {he thirteonth
century, and lin held the castle for King
John against the French and the rebel
harons.”

“Yeg: that's what I was saying,”
agrced Bunter. “And there was a sca-
licht or something off Dover onee. I

little t*

think it was ihe Spantards, or the
Partugucese, or—or the Swiss, or some-
hody—"

“Phe Hpanish  Armada—" began

Jolmuy Bull.
Johmny's tnemory was rather better
than Buoter's.

“Well, the place is full of listerieal
interest,” said Buntor. “Reeking with
it, in fact. Why nnot run ashore and
have a squing at it? Coker's coming
soon, and you're not in a hurry to see
(oker. are you?”

“Hardly I

* You'll see him soon cnough ! arguerd
Dunter. T suggest woing ashore and
staying till we move off. Sec? Thé less
you see of Coker, the better you'll like
it. What? AMind, T'm not suggosting
this just to keep vou out of Coker’s
way, vou fellows,”?

“Not really

“I'm thinking entirely of you chaps.
I'm not afraid that you fellows will let
anything out if you sce Coker——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QGeorge won't be back yet, T hapo
he won't meet Coker on the pier! 1
say, you fellows, you oughtn't to slack
about while we're hanging on here.
There’s no end of things to be sern in
Dover, Go and see 'em, sec? It's a
fearfolly historieal place. There’s an
old eannon somewhere, called Queen
Somchody’s Thingummy, That's worth
sceing ! Go and see 1! T shan't he
able to come——" t

“You won'ti”

“No. You see—"

“ Let's go. you men,” said Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You sce, I've pgot to be here to
receive my .puests,”  said  DBunter.
“(Coker may butt in any minute. The
fact is, Coker’s a bit Fifth-Foriny, yon
know, and I'd rather there weren’t o
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Coker replaced his straw hat and plumped down In his chair again. ** Any more of your silly tricks,’* he sald to Potier and
Greene, *“ and I'll knoek your heads together ! ** The next moment Bob Cherry erept up behind him, reached out with his

stick, and tipped the hat over Coker’s nose.

lot of fags about when he comes on
board. No need for you fellows to show
up on the spot. If you sco Coker on

e pier, don't say anything to him.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Billy Bunter was ovidently uneasy
lest Coker of the Fifth should learn the
true nature of that trip from the
Famous Five. He did not want Coker
to learn the facts till it was too lato.
George, of course, supposed that Coker
knew the facts, as he had supposed that
Horry Wharton & Co. knew them.
George was no party to Bunter's
duplicity. The fat Owl realised that he
was treading on rather thin ice. The
less that was said beforo Coker was
fairly at sea in the yacht the better,
from Billy Bunter’s peculiar point of
view.

Once at sea, Coker would have to
mnko the best of it; at least, Bunter
hoped that he would. Bunter was get-
ting a fres trip in consideration of
having secured all these clients for
CGieorge. If Coker learned the facts too
soon and “chucked ' it, it would beo a
tlienﬁpointment for Georgo and Georigc
wight prove ungrateful. Obviously the
less said the better.

Harry Wharton & Co. dceided to put
in a few hours ashore, especially as
Dunter was unalle to come along., The
loss of Bunter's society was encugh to
make any trip attractive. Wibley went
with them, and the fat Owl watched
them go with much satisfaction,

As a matter of fact, thoy did sce
Coleer on the picr, as Bunter dreaded.
It was rather o problem to the Famous
Five whether they ought to give Coker
g “tip  abont what ho bad to expect.
They had been done themselves by
the unscrupulous Owl, and Coker was

glf‘)ing to be done in his turn. Qught
they to give him a tip or not?

That question was still undecided in
their minds when Coker spotted them
and decided it for them. Coker gave
thom a cold stare and turncd away with
his nose in the air. Coker lind no more
ﬂuhtencss to waste on the heroes of the

emove than on Fisher 1. Tish.
Coker's chief feeling was that he wasn't
going to be claimed as an acquaintance
in_public by a gang of fags,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" bawled Bob
Cherry. “Hallo, Coker, old beant”

Coker knitted his brows.

“Come on, you men, for goodness’
sake!” he snapped. “Don't lct people
think we know that mob!”

“Caoker I” roared Bob Clerry in o
voice that might have been heard half-
way to I'olkestone. “Ialle, hallo,
hallo, Horace I
¥_il,‘oker, goaded, swung round towards
1L,

_“Look here I he hooted.
Keep your distance! Don't talk to me!
You're not at Greyfriars now, you
checky fagl Hook if1”

"?amu all Coker!” grinned Johnny

ull.

“Cut 1” snapped Coker.

“All serene, old bean,” said Dob
amiably. “T was only going to ask you
if you'd had an aceident.”

“An necicdent?” Coker stared. “What
do you mean, you young ass? I haven't
had any aceident |*

“What's tho matter with your faco,
then?” asked Bob, gazing with a serious
gaze at ITorace Coker's rugged counten-
ance.

“My face? Nothing!™ Coker passed
his hand over his face. *Is there any-
thing on my face?”

“ Kceep olf !

“There jolly well is,” snid PRob.
“Have you banged it on anything in
the train, Coker?” .

“Certainly not. What do you mean$”

oker passed his hand over his face
again. He was conscious of no damage
there. “What is there on my face, you
littlo idiot®”

“Ohl Only your features!” said Bob.
clieerily. “They look as if an clephant
had trodden on them. But, of course,
they always dol”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“1Iold this bag a minute, Potter!”
gasped Coker.

Ile almost hurled a suitcase at Potter,
end charged towards Bob Cherry,

“Come on, you fellowsl” said Bob.
“Let's give Coker a run! Come on.
Horace, old bean—race you to the end
of the pier!”

“Fla, he, hal”

Colier lost that race. IIe was red
and wrathy when he came back, and
rejoined Potter and Greene. Harry
Wharton & Co. strolled cheerily inlo
the ancient town of Dover, as heedless
of the wrath of Horace Coker as ol
the idle wind which they regarded not.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Spot of Bother for Bunter!

NORE|
§ “What the thump’s that row?”
asked Coker,

Snore !
I1ad Cok r been accustomed to (le
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars instead
of the Fifth he would not have needed

(Continued on page 16,)
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io ask, That row was the snore of
William Geerge Bunter, fast aslecp.

The fnt junior was stretched on tho
roomy divan in the saloon, with his
head resting on a cushion, his eyes shut,
nnd his mouth open, and round the
lattor several sracars of jam and toffce.
DiI!ly Bunter was taking a little nap
while awaiting the arrival of his dis-
tinguished guests, and so ho had not
becn on deck to receive them. Ho
looked a thing of Leauty and a joy for
ever as the steward showed Coker &
Co. in,

“Only Bunier!” said Greenme, with a
grin.

Snore |

Coker locked at him and grunted.
He had had many misgivings about
accepting an invitation from o fag,
Really, it had beon a cheek of Bunter
to ask him: Coker, however, had
worked it out that ho could, without
loss of dignity, know Bunter on ship-
board while making it plain to him that
on shore he had to keep a respectful
distance, These matters wero very im-
portant to Horaco Coker, Potter and
Creene were not sFecinlly pleased at
being the guests of a Lower Fourth
fag.  But they were pleased to be
petiing an FEaster cruise for nothing.
Potter and CGreeno rather liked gotting
things for nothing, Indeed, it was
largely becauss they were keen on
things for nothing that they were so
pally with Coker. Coker was the rich
man from whose table the crumbs fell.

Potter and Greene only grinned at
the sight of the sleeping beauty; but
Coker grunted and frowned, His feel-
ing of misgiving intensified. Really,
he did not like even a dashed steward,
even & dashed steward’s dashed hoy, to
know thot he, Horace James Coker, of
the Fifth Form at Creyfriars, knew
this sticky, jammy, snoring little boast!

“8tieky little rotter I remarked
Coker. “Like his cheek to be asleep
when wo get herel T'll wake him up.”

Bunter was lying on his back on tho
divan, s well-fiilled waistcont upward.
Coker jammed a bag on that woll-
filled waistcoat, and there was a startlad
gasp from Bunter. His cyes opened.

“Ow! Deast ! he gasped. “Lemmao
alone ! "Tain't rising-bell | Oh1”
Bunter realised that he was not in bed
at Greyfriars, and sat up. “Ow!?

He rubbed his waistcoat where Coker
had jammed the bag. Coker had a
heavy hand, and there was rather a
nasty jar whero tho bag had landed.
Bunter gasped for breath and groped
for Lis spectacles.  With his big
spectacles Bunter did not sce an awful
lot, without them he was more owl-
like than ever, Bunter knew that
somebody had jammed something on
his fat waistcont, but he did not, for
tho moment, sce who it was.

“¥ou silly, burbling, blithering
idiot 1" gasped Bunter. “Playing silly
tricks on a chap. You babbling,
blithering euckoo!l There 1
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Billy Bunter was never in the best
of tempers when he was suddenly woke
up after a feed. A pain in his circum-
ference did not improve his temper He
grasped the cushion on wluch his bullet
head had rested and hurled it. There
was a crash as it collided with Coker's
featurcs.

There was another crash as Coker sat
suddenly down.

“Qooogh |” spluttered Coleer.

“There!” gasped Bunter. “Tako
that, Bob Cherry, you silly fathead I

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Potter and
Greene,

Evidently the short-sighted Owl sup-
posed that it was Bob Cherry who had
given him a playful tap on his waist-
coat.

“Qooogh! Urrgh!” spluttered Coker,
sitting up quite dizzily and rubbing
his nose. “My hat! Why, 1I'll—7

Coker leaped up. He forgot for the
moment that he wa & guest—Bunter's
guest—on board Bunter's cousin’s yacht.
All he remembered was that ho was
a Fifth Form senior, floored by a
chueky fag. He hurled himself at
Bunter,

“Ow! Leggo!” roared Bunter, os
Horace’s powerful grasp closed on him.
“I'll punch your noge! I'l— Whoop!
I tell you I'll— Yaooooop 1”

Bump !

Bunter rolled off the divan to the
floor. As he serambled to his feet Coker
let out a foot. Billy Bunter plunged
wildly forward and landed on his hands
and knecs, roa:ng.

“Yaroooooch 1”

“Hold on, Coker!” gasped Potter.

“I'm going to wallop him|” roared
Coler. “Look at my mnose "

“But I say——" gasped Grecne,

“8hut up, Greenel”

*“Are you always as polite as this to
your host when you’re on a visit?”
asked Potter, with sarcasm.

“Oh1” Coker remembered that he was
& puest on the Sea Nymph “0Oh1t
Well, look at my nosel” The cushion
had rather damaged Coker's nose.
“ What did the young ass buzz a cushion
at me for?”

“*Oh lor’'!” Billy Bunter realised
that his guests had arrived. “ls—is
that you, Coker? I thought it was that
other beast—"

“What ?” hooted Coker.

“I mean I thought it was that beast
Cherry !1” Bunter scrambled up, pro-

ared to play the polite host, but
Eeeping a wary eye on Coker *“1 say,
where's my spces? I put them some-
where! Where's my spees? Steward!”

“1liere you are, sirl”

Bunter jammed his spectacles on his
fat little nose, and blinked at the Fifth-
Formers.

“Jolly glad to see you fellows,” he
said affably. “I didp’t know it was
you woke me up, Coker, old chap—I
thought it was some other silly idiot!
How are you, old fellow?”

Grunt from Coker! Ile did not like
“old follow ™ from a fag.  Still, he
could not very well resent that cheeky
familiarit, in the circumstances
Really. if a fellow consentod to know
a fcllow, why, he did know a fellow,
and that was that! Sull, Coker did not
like it.

“Seo anything of the fellows on the
pier 1” added Bunter, rather anxiously.

“We saw some checky fags!"” grunted
Coker.

“0Oh lor't Did they tell you eny-
thing 1"
“Jh! What was theroe to tell us?”

“QOh, nothing!” said DBunter hasrily.
“Y thought they might have, that's all!
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Of course, there was nothing for them
to tell you—absolutely mothing |

Coker stared at him. Potter and
Greene exchanged a rather peculiar
glance. As a matter of fact, they had
been rather struck by Fisher T {"ish's
eagerness to tell them something, and
still more by the few words I'ishy had
mauaged to jerk out before Coker put
the stopper on him. Now PBunter,
evidently, was afraid that Harry
Whartonr & Co. had told them some-
thing. It was really very odd—all the
more so because Potler and CGreene had
been woudering u good deal about that
Iiuster cruise, and how on earth Bunter,
the hardest-up fellow at Greyfriars,
could possibly afford to ask a crowd of
fellows on an expensive cruise.

“PFellows migae say anything, you
know,” added Bunter. *“Not that there
would be anything in it, you know-—
unothing at all |

“In what?” asked Potter,

"“Oh, nothing 1

“That kid Fish met us when we got
offl the train.” suid Potter. “He was
trying to say something, only Coker shut
him up!”

“Oh lor | [fhe rotter!” gasped
Bunter. “Faucy that bcast trying to
give & fellow away! Not that thore's
anything to guve away, you know!
Don't you fellows fancy anything of
that sort ?”

“Well, my nat 1” said Potter,

“You see, Fishy's stingy,” said
Bl_llll.ﬂl:. “He's an American, you know
—it gives him a pain to have to pay
for anything That's why he went
ashore av Dover—mean, you know.”

“Pay for anything 1” repeated Potter
blankly. " What was there to pay fort”

“Oh, nothing! [ say, you fellows,
you'd better see your rooms,” said
Bunter. feeling that it would be
judicious to change the subject, “It’s
ol right—take my word for it that it's
all right! Anyhow you fellows needn’t
worry—it will be up to Coker, of course!
I knew that il the time.”

" What will be up to me?” ejaculated
Coker.

“Eh? Oh, nothing1”

“Is ther kid mad?” asked Coker,
gazing vt Bunter in wonder.

“ Look: like 1t,” eaid Potter. “Mad
as a hatter, 1 should say. Will you tell
us what you re talking about, Bunter t*

“Nu fear mean. yos, old chapl
That is to sey, I—I wasn't talking about
aunything ! 1 say, lovely weather, ain's
it?”

“Never mind the weather. What the
dickons——" i
“ LBut—but it's beautiful weather—

nice shower after the rain—what?"
Bunter hardly knew what he was suying
—he was getting rather confused. * It's
all right—I'mm not keeping anythin
dark—don’t you fulows run away with
that idea. It's all right if that sneak
Fishy never told you anythin .

“What was there to tell us?" de-
manded Greene.
“0Oh, nothing!” gasped DBunter,

“ Nothing at all! I—1 say, yvou fcllows,
the steward's waiting to show you your
rooms. I—I'll go and—and sce if—if
Civorge is coming.""

Billy Bunter rolled away to the deck.
Coker & Co. stared after him and then
at one another. Unless the Owl of
Greylriars was wandering 1n his _mind,
they could not make rhi~ out at all.

Bunter rolled on deck in a state of
perspiration.

It was like Dunter never 10 meet
troubles half-way—never to mect them
at nll if he could heip itl Unfortun-
atcly, in the long cun, they had to be
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met—and the “long run®”
materialised.

Inveigling fellows on board the Sea
Nymph under the pretence of invitin
them for a holiday cruise, and reveal-
ing later that the cruise had to be paid
for, was rather an unusual and cxtra-
ordinary procecding.

There were prople who might have
called it deceitful—Buntor knew that.
People might have called it un-
scrupulous.

Bunter did not care very much wlat
they called it, so long as he got away
with it in a manner satisfactory to him-
self. But he realised that there was a
horrid doulit about this.

Harry Wharton & Co. had made the
Bost of it, and had not even lot George

had

now

Mg g

know liow they had been taken in. But
iliey were fellows in Bunter's own Forn
at school—easy-going, rather aceustoined
to meking allowanecs for the egregious
Owl. But Coker—

Coker was the man to cut up rusty
about nothing—mext to nothing.  Ilo
was the fellow to mareh straight off the
yacht when ho found out how malters
stood—and to kick Dunter beforo he
wett |

Bunter realised, rather late, that he
had taken o lot of risks in dealing with
o, fellow like Coker. Really it would
have been wiser to leave Coker out.
But he had had to bag fellows with
snoney, who could pay—and Coker had
lots and lots of meney. His Aunt Judy
was an unfeziling soureo of supply,

A
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Colier was_ oxactly the man Dunicr
wanted 1f—if all went well. Buf it was
now driven in upon Bunter's fat mind
that that was a very big “if."’

Luckily, the other beasts wers ashore;
and George was occupied ashoro aleo
with busincss matters. And if Coker
could be kept in the dark till the yacht
prlled out to sea—

It was rother o worry. DBuntor hadl
feared that there would he a spot of
hother. He now vealised that it was a
large spot—a very lurge spot indeed !

There was o heavy tread on the com-
panion. Horace Coker came up. Pottor

und Greeno wero unpacking  below;
Coker was taking a look wound, Billy
Bunter Dblinked "ot him  and  rolled

(Continued an nexl page.)
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PROMOTION AND RELEGATION !

8 wo approach the ond of the
& foothall seasun, the strugple fur
the honours, and the struggle to
avoid rolegation, becomes more
and more desperate. It seoms  quite
likely, looking at the League tubles just
now, that some of the biggest questions of
tho season—promotion and relegation—
will not be decided until the last day of the
campaign. And tho deeision may then
rest on a goal-overape froction.

This fact doubtless prompts an interest-
ing question which has just reached me
from a roader. " Suppose,” ho said,
“that two clubs in the running for
promotion, or concerned with rolegation,
npt only finisheéd level on points, but also
had exactly the same goal-average, how
would it be decided which should go either
up or down ¢ "

I don't think there are many people
who could answer that guestion off-hand,
bulz the case is provided for in the League
rulea.

It is there stated that in the event
of points being equal and goal-
average being also equal, the two
clubs concerned shall play off o
deciding match, or malches, on
neutral ground.

It would, of course, be a huge coincidence
if two cluba, either near the top or the
bottom of a section, finished with points
and goal-average exaetly the same, but
it is rather strange that this has never yet
happened, and consequently it has never

ot Loen ncecssary, in the history of
Leaguo football, for tho rule which I have
quoted to be put into force. But it may
be necessary one of these days. Only a
few woeks back Tottenham Hotspur and
Stoke City were the two leading elubs in
the Second Division, and their total of
points, aleo their pgoal-average, were
exactly the same,

GOAL-AVERAGE COUNTS |

HERE have been somo amazingly
E close finishes in this promotion
struggle, I rewnember the year
LPortamouth got up to the top
class. They were level on points, and
their poal-averago was also pretty close,
too. On ihe last day of the season
Portsmouth won their game by five zoals
to one, and Manchester City won theirg
by cight goals to nothing. Then the
poneil and paper had to bo brought out
to decide which had gained promotion. In
the excitement, many sums with the
wrong results were worked out, and a
London evening newspaper actually an-
nounced that Manchester City had gained
promotion, and that Portsmouth would
have to etay in the Second Division. It
was the other way about, really, for the
accurate result of the sum was that
Portsmouth's goal-average was one two-
hundredth part of & goal better then that
of Manchester City,
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MORE INTERESTING SOCCER QUERIES ANSWERED HERE !

ZINESMAN

r Xl

Each week our Soccer expert disposes of perplexing probloms.

Another of my readers, thinking about
this goal-aversge business, wants to know
whether I think it quilo fair that a
championship, prometion, or relegation,
ghould bo decided on & narrow goal-
average niargin. He thinks that when
two teams finish level on' points they
should play off for tho honour irrespective
of goal-average.

While I agree that it is hard luck for a
olub to lose an honour on & small goal-
averago {raction, I can't agrce with my
reader friend that thero is anything unfair
about it.

When the clubs start on a football
season the pleyers know that goal-
average may count at the finish.
T'herefore, it is up to them Lo score
crery possible gool, and also to put
forward cvery effort to prevent the
opposition from scering.

Buppose goal-average did not count in
tho event of two teams finishing lavel. A
side which wus four or five goals down in
# mateh would be tempted to stop trying
for the rest of that match, and the game
would lose some of its attractiveness.
The fact that goal-average may count at
the end keeps the teams going right to
the last kick of each match, or at any rate
it should have that effoct.

STRANGE SITUATIONS !

=% TRANGE things happen in football
matches, and a funny one reachea
mo from a Sideup reader, who
wants to know what should be
done. The ball was shot by a player
from a few yurda out, and was going low
for the net when it struck a dog which
had just run on to the field. The ball
wag thus prevented from going into the
net, but the referce, feeling sure that the
shot would have scored, allowed a goal.
I am sorry, in & way, to be compelled to
say that, strictly epeaking, this referee
went beyond the rules, though he was
obviously guided by a sense of fair play.
It ia clear%;rl stated in the rules that a
goal shall only be scored when the ball

CALLING/

| Send your
queries along to him, c/o The MAQMET, The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4—then watch for the answeér on this page.

has passed between the goalposts under
the bar, and it iz added, as a further
ingtruction, that in no cireumstances shall
a roferce award o goal unless he in
absolutely satisfied that the whole of the
ball has passed under the bar.

Naow when the dog stopped ithe
ball it had not passed under the
bar, and though it was definitely o
case of bad luck for the side which
had virtually scorved a goal, the
referee should not have awarded
one. What he should have done, in
my view, when the dog interferved
with the play, was to stop the game
and drop the ball at the spot where
the dog did intevfere,

. It has occasionally happened in football
that a shot which was going straight for
the net has been stopped by the referce.
In such coses the referee cannot sward a
goal, however confident he may have
been that & goal would have been scored.
Equally, if the ball goes in off the referce
when it would not otherwise hove done
g0, thon he must still award & goal.

Another reader wants to know whether
it is in order for the poalkecper of one
pide to take penalty kicks at the other
end of the field ?

The answer ig in the affirmative,
There is nothing in the rules which
debars any plager of a side from
taling o penally kick, and I have
kngien goalkeepers in  first-class
football who habitually took their
side’s penalty kicks. One of them
was ** Ting ' Joyce, a big fellow*
who used to keep gool for Millwall,

He had his own way of taking hia side’s
penalty kicks, usually astartind his run
from his own gosl, and not stopping till
he had kicked the ball from the twelve
yords’ epot. Whether it is advisable for
a goalkeeper to take penalty kicks is
another matter altogether.

“ LINESMAN.”
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towards him. He grinned his most in-
gratiating grin.

“Like your quarters, old fellowi”
asled Bunter.
“ Look here—"" snarled Coker,

But he broke off. “0Oid fellow " from
Buater was distinctly irritating. But
what could he do when lhe was tuo
checky young scoundrel’s guest?

“Eh? said Bunter. “Rather a decent
yncht, old chap?” .

Coker breathed hard end did not
answer, .

“ Jolly glad you're coming, old bean "
said Bunter affably. Afiability, he felt,
was his cue. It was necessary to keep
Coker in & good temper—as good &
temper ns possible. He was unaware
that his affability was gradually work-
ing Coker up lo a state of suppressed

ULy,

“Oh I said Coker.

“You can seo n lob of things from
here. That’s Dover Castle yonder, old
thing.”

“Do you think I don't know o castle

when I sce one ?' nsked Coker.
“Oht Uml”
Coker walked away aft. Bunter

rolled after him, still affable. Coker
witlked forward. Again Bunter rolled
after him. Coker crossed the deck.
Bunter crossed it.

“] gay, old chap," said Bunter, rather
perplexed by this activity of Coker’s,
“if you'd like a walk, I'll take you on
the pier.”’ ;

“1f you call me old chap again—-"
roarved Coker.

“Eh?"

“Don't jaw "’

“ Dy, really, Coker—"'

Cokor went below.,  Bunler blinked
after him. He had done his best, but
('oker was not in a pood temper. If
tiiis was how that Fifth Form fathead
beliaved when e was—or supposed him-
solf to be—a guest, how was he going to
beliave when he found out that he had
hecn tricked on board to pay for his
cruise? More clearly than ever Billy
Punier realised that there was going to
Le a big spot of bother,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Straw !

“PAC‘}lf‘Iup!” said Coker.

oh "

“What

“1 said pack upl” grunted
Horace Coker.

Poiter and Greene looked at Coker.
They were in the statc-room they were
going to share.  Thoy were fecling
rather good. Greeno liked the upper
bunk, Poticr liked the lower—so that
was all right. There were only two
bunks, so Coker couldn’t be landed on
them in tho same room—that was still
more all right |

It was quite a roomy room; space for
s fellow to put his things, and stretch
his legs—very comfy, in fact. The
furnishings were rather shabby for such
a splendid yacht—they noticed that with
some surprise, A man who could afford
to run the Sea Nymph on ‘pleasure
cruises with o crowd of guests might
have been expected to spend a little
more on the furnishings. Still, that was
only a detail.

On the whole, Potter and Greene felt
good. They knew, too, that Coker was
rather a poor sailor; for some days
when they got to sca he was likely to be
on his back, and his friends relieved of
his company. Altogether, the outlook
was rather bright.

S0 when Coker put his head in at the

Tue Maerer Lisrany.—No. 1,313,

doorway and told the mto pack wup.
VPotter and Ureene were astonushed and
annoyed. They haa hardly finished unp-
packing yet.

“Might a fellow nsk what you mean
—if you happen to mean enything,
Coker 1'* Potter inquired with sarcasm,

“1 mean what [ sayl” answered
Coker, *1 generally do!™

“Not gone suddenly off your rocker 1"
asked Greene,

“No!" roarcd Coker.

“Well, then, what are you getting
at?" snapped Potter. “Yhat are we to
pack up for, I'd like to know 1"

“ Because we'ro going ashore.””

“We can take o stroll on the pier
without packing up, 1 suppose?”

“Don't be an idiot, Polter."”

“Thera's an idiot here,'” said Potter.
“But I don't think I'm the idiot.”

“] don't sce what you're calling
Greens an idiot for,” gaid Coker.
“ What's Greene done?”

“Oh crikey I’” said Potter and Greene
together.

“I'd better explain,” went on Coker.
“The fact is, I've made rather &
mistake.”

e paused, pcrha‘;‘)s expecting Potter
and Greene to look surprised at this
statement. But they were not surprised
to hear that Coker had made a mistake.
They would have been surprised to hear
that he hadn't.

“It won't dol”
Coker.

“What won't?” shricked Greene.

“This " said Coker.

“Do you mean this cabin? It's all
right,” eaid Greene.

‘I don't mean this ecabin, Greene.
Try not to be a silly ass! 1 know you
can't help it; still, nothing like trying,"
said Coker. “I mean, the whole thing
won't do! Woe can’t go on this cruise.”

“We can't go on this cruise!” re-
peated Potier, like a fellow in a dream.
“You bring us a long railway journey,
you plank us on this yacht, we unpack
our bags, and then you tell us we can't
go on this cruise|”

“Exactlyl I made a mistake, as I
said,” said Coker., *“It seemed rather
different at Greyfriars, though 1 had my
doubts then—a lot of doubt. My idea
was that on a yachting cruise—a good
distance from anybody who knows me—
I could put up with & Lower Fourth fag
—be civil to him, and all that. I tock
it for granted, of course, that he'd have
tact cnough—sense enough—to keep his
distance, and understand that he
couldn’t put on sirs of familiarity with
a Fifth FForm man. Well, it was a mis-
take—and 1 own up to it. Now I'm
:iem it's perfectly plain that it won't

D "n

further explained

“QOh erumbs "

““Luckily, therc’s no harm done,’’ said
Coker. “Lots of time to get off the
yacht. Bunter’s cousin—Pook—I mean
Jook—or is it Cook 7—yes, Cook—well,
Cook's ashore, and we can leave some
decent excuse for him. If we meet him
before we go we'll put it civilly. But
we're going.'’

Potter and Greene gazed at him.

“1 haven't unpacked yet,"” said Coker,
“VYou fellows scem to have—well, you
(_‘.ara_pack ngain. Don’t waste time about

Potter and Greeno still gazed.
seemed at a loss for words.

“The sooner we're gone,” resumed
Coker, “the better! n the circum-
stances, 1'd rather not thrash DBunter
before we go—but it will come to that
if I have any more of his cheek! I
made a mistake in thinking T could
stand it—and I own up to it! I can't!”

“And what about us?” shrieked
Circene, finding his voice,

They
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“Eh? You?!” Coker stared. “ What
do you mean?'' 1t did not seem to have
occurred to Coker, so far, that Potter
and Grecne had to be considered in any
way. “1 don't understand you,
Greene”

“Wgo've come on this yacht for
Laster eruise—"

1 know that. Well, I've told you the
cruize is oH,” said Coker. *“Dv you
want me to tell you again, or whatt”

“You silly chump——~

“That's enougn, Greeno. Lf you're
disappointed, ['m sorry.” Tt seemed to
occur to Coker that Potter and Greene
might be disappointed. * Bu. tiwre’s a
limit—and standing impudent famili-
arity from a fag is the limitl 'That
little fat pig Bunter trea. me just as
he might treat one of you fellows!”

“Oh!” gasped Potter. * D-d-docs
he

“1 might have expected *t. In fact
1 had a lot of doubts,” said Coker,
shaking his head. *'8till, it's not too
late. Get your bags packed., and Il
call the steward—"

“But—"

“Don’t waste time! J never saw
fellows like you for wasting time—

“Laok here, Coker!"” roared Potter.

“Don't yell, Potter I

“Look here——" shrieked Greene.

“Don’t rave, Greene "

“Do ‘you think we're standing this?"
yelled Potter. *You silly 1diotl You
howling ass| You—you—you burbling,
benighted dunderhead | We're not
going ashore, sce? We're staying here,
see? And if you dont like it. you can
jolly well lump it, see?"

“Tf we can stand Bunter, you can
stand Bunter, see?” hocted Greene.
“Who are you, if yo come to that?”

“Who am I?” gasped Coker.

_“Yes—who!" roared Greene. ®A
silly ass, if you ask mel A howling fat-
head, if you want to know A cheeky,
fathoaded., dunderheaded chump, if
you're curious about it. see?

Coker stared at his friends. It was
quite uncommon for them to tell hum
these painful truths.

“We're not going to pack " resumed

an

Potter. “We're staying here! You can
(f:lenr ’if you like| Go and eat coke, in
act !’

“And shut up!” added Greene.
*“Wha-a-t i gasped Coker.
“Shut up!”

“Well, my hat! I—I—['ll—*
“And get out!"

“Qig-gig-gig-get  out!”  stuttered
oler.

" Yes, get out before you're put.”

“Pi-pip-put "

“Yes. put!
said Greene.

Potter and Greene, for reasons un-
lknown to Coker, scemed to be in a fear-
ful temper! They advanced simulta-
neously on Colier, grasped hun, and
hurled him headlong out of the door
way.

Coker went sprawling.

He sat up, almost gibbering in his
astonishment. Potter and Greene glared
at him. still belligerent. Even the worm

Here, shove him out!”

will turn; and ‘Potter and Greene had
turned|  They were feo-up with
Coker (

“My hat!” gasper Coker. “You

cheeky rotters! TI'll joll= wll—"

Without wastinz time in stating what
he would do, Coker procee t.d to do it.
Heé scrambled up and charged at his
comrades.

The next moment thre~ VFifth Form
men of Greyfriars wer. roliing round
the saloon in deadly combat. Coker
was & hefty fellow: bur two to one was
long odds Coker's intention was to
give his friends whu they deserved,
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! Like a basin, Coker, old bean ? ** asked Bob Cherry.
you think there's anything wrong with me, I ean only say— Warrrrrirrrggggh | *° The Sea Nymph rolled a little,
and, shuddering from head to foot, Coker hung on to the rail convulsively.

Instead of which, it was Coker who got
what he deserved.

To s eurprise. anl stin more to his
annoyance, he found himsel{ jammed on
the foor, end his head tapped thereon,
frequently and hard.

Tap. tap, tap, tap!

“Yaroooh I” roared Coker.

Tap, tap, tap!

“0Oh erumbs| Leggol I'll smash
you! Tl spiflicate youl Whooop I
roared Coker. * Yarooooao-p !”

“There,”" gasped Potter, *that’ll do!
'There's some more if you want it,
though 1”

“ J.ots more !” gasped Gresne.

“Henps more 1" said Potter.

They went back iuto thei: state-room,
rather breathless, but feeling better.
ITorace Coker sat on the floor, gurgling
rpasmodically—very breathless indeed
and feeling worse |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Solves the Problem !
[ ALLO, hallo, hallo " bawled

H Bob Cherry.

Bunter jumped.
Crack |

Really, it was Bob: own fault.

The Famous Five had como back to
the Sea Nymiph, merry and bright
pfter their expiorations in the ancient
Cinque Port. Bill- Bunter was seated
in a deckehair, with his [at little legs
stretched out, and his round eyes closed
Lehind his round spectacle

Bunter was not axactly asleep—he was
just pleasantly dozing—but he remained

of juniors had arrived—til' Bob Cherry,
leaning over the back oi his chair,
announced his presonne with a roar that
might have made Stentor of old feel
like n cooing dove.

Naturally, Bunter jumped! Any
fellow would have jumpcd. And the top
of his  bullet hoad crasha¢ on Bob
Cherry’s jaw, so suddenly did Bunter
jump.

“Ow|” gasped Bunter, tubbing tho
top of his head.

“Whooop !” roared Bob, staggering
back, clasping his jaw with both handa
in anguish. “Whoo-be #-hooop 1’

“I1a, ha, ht!"” shricked the rest of the
party,

“Ow ! Banging a fellow & napper—"
gn‘s;i%r.:d Bunter.

ow-ow-owl Wow! DMy jawl!”
howled Bob. “‘Oh crikes s believe
it's broken| Oh crumbsl Wow ¥

“Hea, ha, hal*
Billy Bunter blinked st the chums of
the Removo.

“] say, you fellows, yo.'ve come back!
1 say, that silly idiot hurt my head
Ow | Magking a fellow jump=——"

“He, ha, hat”

Bob was sorry that he had made
Dunter jump. tle hed reaso to regret
it. His jaw had a dislocated fecling.
He caressed it tenderl a 1f to makae
sure that it was still there 1t felt as if

it wasn't1

“You silly chump: gasped Bob.
“I’ve a jolly good mind—""

“You asked for it old man!” said

Harry Wharton “Coker
come, Bunter?”
“0Oh! Yes. ITe's in o rotter temper

about something, said Buntor. “1 waa

laughiag.

unawars of the fac: that a eheery parivnice to him—awfully nice—but he got

** Notung of the sort,” said Coker.

*“I'm quile all right ! It

ratty, for some reason, and ho's been
wraaﬁmg with the othur beasts, too—"

*Oh, my hat |*

“Has he scen George yoi1” chuckled
Nugent.

“No—and—and—] say, you fellows,
mind you don't say anyth.ng to Coker!”
said Bunter anxiouely. “I—I dare sny
George won't speak to him till to-
morrow, and—and thon it will be all
right, I—I hope.”

“Tho hopefulness is terrifie]” grinneid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“D-d-do you fellows think Coker will
cut up rusty?” asked Dunter, with an
anxious blink at the Famous Five.

Now that the hour was at hand, so

'to speak, the fat Owl was geiting moro

and more uneasy on that point.

“1 rather think ®o,” said Jcohnny
Bull, “Frightfully rusty, 1 should say.
You'd better look out for squalls.”

“I—I eay, you fellows, you—you'll
stand by mo. of course, said Bunter.
4 1f—if neccssary, you'l. collar Coker
and—and hold him down, won't you?
You'll bo pally? It’s up to you, you
know.”

“It's up to us to sea you safo after
swindling Coker, because you've
swindled us 1" asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bulll That'as a rotten
way to put 11 I—I wish I—1 hadn't
aslked Coker now !” groanod Bunter.
“George may cut uvp rusty, too. if
Coker makes 1 row abou' ikl I
shouldn't wonder if Georg- turned ouc
quite nasty ! That’s tho worst of being
kind to poor relations, vou know.
They're not grateful.” .

“Hallo, that's Coker[” said Nugent,
23 & booming voice came from below.
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Horace Coker's voice war leud enough
to be heard on deck—indeed, it might
almost haye been heard from the

Admiralty Pier to the Prince of Wales'
FPier.

“Aro you fellows coming, or are you
fellows  not  coming?” Coker was
demanding, evidently addressing Potter
and Greenc.

*“Tathead §”

“Idiot 1"

Both replies were heard by the grin-

ning juniors on deck., Evidently there
was a rift in the Fifth Form lute.

“Well, I'm going I” boomed Coker.

“Go, and Be blowed!”

“(og, and ba hoiled I

“This,” remarked Wibley, “sounds ns
if Colier & Ca. don’t love one another
any more,”

*Ha, ha, ha

“$tick there, thenl” came Coker's
hawl,  “Pm done with you!  Stick
tiere, and be civil to a cheeky fag!
Stick there, and bo blowed! You ecan
play up _to a fal, smeaking, measly fag
i the Lewer Hourth, i you likel
dare say it will suit you. It doesn't
sitit me.”

“Ass! Chump??

There was a loud snort, expressive of
Ilarace Coker's scarn for his discarded
friends,  'Then his heavy tread was
firard in the companion, and Coker
cane on deck. Ha looked a little un-
tidy, as was only natural after his argu-
ment with Potter and Greene, He was
red, and he was wrathy. He gave tho
I'amous Five a glare, to which they re-
sponded by sweet smiles, which had no
placating effect ¢n Horacs Coker what-
over,

“I—1 say, Coker!” pgasped Billy
Dunter. “I—I say, old (‘Eap———”

Bunter could not make this out,
Coker, it seemed, was going. If he had
discovered the reality of that invitation
1o an Easter ernise, Bunter could have
understood it. DBut he hadn't. Coker
was still in a state of blissful ignorance
on that point. 8o why he was going
was a puzzle—to Bunter.

Coker transferred his Elin.m to Bunter,

[E]

“If you call me old chap again,
Bunter,” said Coler, in a concentrated
voice, chuck you into the
Liarbour I

“Oh, really, Coker——"

Coker calmed Limself a little. After

all, Bunter was, for the momeont his
lost. Coker roalised that a fellow had
1o be a bit civil to his host. Even if
that host was a measly fag in the Lower
Tourth, who put on airs of familiarity
with a Fifth Yorm man.

“Look heral T'm going ! said Coker.
" Borry, and all that; but it's a bit too
thick., Kind of you to ask me, and all
thiat, but it won’t do—see?”

“But—but I say " gasped Bunter.

“1 might have kuown it wouldn’t do,”
said Coker. “In fact, I folt that it
wouldn’t dn. Now I know it. That's
tliat—sce 7”

Bunter blinked at him,

“You—you mean that you—you don't
want to come a3z my guest?’ ho
stuttered.

“You've got it,” assented Coker.
“ Like your dashed chock to ask me,
really. But I dare say you meant well,
o T won't kick you. It won’t work,
anvhow,”

“Oh lor' ¥ gasped Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.
They had expected Coker to eut up
rusty when he learned tho real con-
ditions of that cruise. But they had
rot quite expected him to cut up rust
heforo that. But that was Coker all

ovoer.
“But—but you'd enjoy an Easter
eruise, Caker.”
“That’s all right,” said Coker. “I'm
Tue Magxer Lisntry.—Ne, 1,313
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not chucking up an Easter cruise. I've
told my people I'm going for an Easter
cruise, end I'm going. One of those
ploasure stcamers, where you pay for
the cruise—that will suit me. Plenty of
them to choose from. In faet, T was
reading an advertisement of ono tho
other day. A yacht—same name as this
yacht—"

“Hga, ha, ha!” came in a shrick from
the Famous I'ive. Evidently Coker had
scen  Cousin  (George’s advertisement,
without realising in tho least that it re-
ferred ko Cousin George’s yacht.

Coker gave them a glare.

“VWhat are you fags cackling at?” he
demanded. “Shut up, anybow! Well,
Bunter, you'ro a cheoeky, sncaking,
little, sticky beast, but I'm sorry to let
you down. But it won't do, and it's
no good making any bones about it
I can’t stay here as your guest, and

that's that I

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bumtor. "I—1
—1 say, Coker, d-d-don’t go for a
minute. —I—I say, if—if you're

thinking of a eruise, you—you pay for,
that—that could bo erranged on this—
tth vac‘}}t-—-”

“I—1 mean, I could fix it wp!”
gasped Bunter. “The—the fact is, my
Cousin George is—is willing, if I speak
to him, to—to take a—a certain number
of paying passengors,”

“g)rh 1" said Coker. it g1

ou—you can p-p-pay, if you like.
I—I'll arrange the whole thing. Tl
speak to George. Pay just the same as
on eny other pleasure trip. Just like
gn—an—nn ordinary passenger.”

“0Oh!” repeated Coker. “If that's
straight, Bunter——"

“Straight es a string 1” gasped tho fat
Owl, hardly daring to believe in his
good luck., “lf—M a passcoger pays,
the—the charge is twenty-one guincas
for the whole Easter eruise, including
a trip to the Mediterranean.”

“That's quite rcasonable,” said
Colcer, He was quite calm now—in-
deed, quite good-tem?ered. “If you
mean that, Bunter—"

“I—I do! Honour bright!” gasped
Bunter.
There was no doubt that Bunter

meant it—every word.

“You think your cousin would be
aprceable to that?” asked Coker.

“Oh, yes—quite !"

“Mind, T want no nonsense about it,”
gnid Coker. “I want it perfectly
etraight. If I stay on this dvacht. I stay
as a paying passenger, and I shall ask
my Aunt Judy to send Cook a cheque.
That's plain, and I mean it, and no
nonsense about it—see?”

“Qn-qu-quite all right,” said Bunter
breathlessly. “George will be pip-pip-

leased. Quite p-P-pIunscd. I—T1'1l tell

im, and—and he'll fix it up with yon.
If—if Potter and Greene stay, you can
p-p-pay for them, too.”

Coker thought 1t over. Harry Whar-
ton & Co, watched him with the keenest
interest, They suppressed their merri-

moent.

“Well, that puts quite a different
complexion on 1it,” said Coker, at last.
“T’ll go down and speak to Potter and
Greene. They've been playing the goat
—the cheeky goat. But, of course, they
were a bit disappointed. A fellow can
overlook it. ut mind this, Bunter,
wnd don’t let there be any mistake
ehout it, if I stay on this yacht, I pay
my way, and Potter and Greene come as
my guests, not as yours. And I ask my
Aunt Judy te send Cook a chequo to
cover tho lot. And if you don't like
that, T go ashore hero and now."”

“Oh erikay! I—I moan, I—I like it.
I like it no end|” gasped Bunter, “It
—it will suit me to a—a—a T.”

“Well, if you're sure your cousin will
agrog—"

‘Oh
sure [” X .

“That's settled, then,” said Coker, his
brow cluit.n clear now. “I'll go down
and tell the chaps. And it’s clearly—
quito elearly—understood that we coma
on this trip as pn.yin¥ passengers, and
no nonsense sbout it!”

crumbs! I mean, yes—quite

“Quite!” gurgled Bunter. “0b,
quite |”'
Cokor {ramped below angain. Harry

Wharton & Co. gazed after his burly
form, and then gazed ot one another.
Billy Bunter wiped the perspiration
from his fat brow.

“Well, my hat!”
Wharton.

“My only summer bonnet !” said Bob
Cherry.

“I—1 eny, you fellows, you—gyou
needn’t tell Coker anything!” gasped
Bunter, “N-n-no nced to tell him any-
thing now.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Really there was no need to tell
Coker anything, The matter was
arranged to Coker's satisfaction, and to

said Flarry

Bunter's satisfaction, and, later, to
Georgo’s satisfaction. Thero was, in
fact, satisfaction all round. Quite a

rare state of things in this imperfect
universe.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.,
Hats Ofi ]

IGHTS twinkled through the

E dusk of the spring night.
Harry Wharton & Co. on the
deck of the Sea Nymph, looked
beck at the twinkling lights along the
cliffs of their native land. There was
a steady hum from tho engines that
mingled with the incessant wash of the
waves. The Sea Nymsh was pitching
just a little, which did not worry :the
chums of the Remove at all. They
liked the sea, and were in a cheery
mood, One by one the lights dropped
out of view, and England vanished into
the dusky night. Frank Nugent, who
had been reading Byron, spouted sn

eppropriate quotation:

¢ Once moro upon the water, vet once
more,
And the waves bound benecath me
like a steed
That knows its rider

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.
“DBarge on!”

“]1 forget the rest[”

“Thank goodness!” said Billy Bunter

evishly, “1 remember we ﬂnd that
in English poetry with Quelch. Rot,
ain't it?”

Nugent recommenced, regardless:

L]

“:Roll on, thou decp and dark blue
ocean, raolll
Ten thousand flects sweep over
theo, in vain! . .
Man marks the earth wilh ruin;

his contro
Stops with the shore. Upon the
watcrﬁsplnm -
Thoe wrecks are all thy deed. Nor

doth remain
One shadow of man's ravage, save
- =]
his owp—""*

Snore ! camo from Billy Bunter, lean.
ing back in his deckchair. FPoetry had
that effect on DBunter. _The juniors
strolled farther along. Billy Bunter's
snoro was not musical, though it was,
perhaps, as a matter of choice, ~refer-
able to his conversation. From the

(Continued on page 22.)
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. It's simple fare (and no second help-
ings!) for the Arctic explorer North
of 85°. Every ounce of rations car-
ried must be stamina foodstuff that
will give a man strength to keep on
—and on—and on. Chocolate always
finds a place on the sledge.

For your own explorations and
ramblings you can’t beat chocolate.
Better get Bournville if you want a
chocolate that tastes extra good.
For dealing with that “empty feel-
ing,” Bournville is really fine. And

2d.now buys such ajolly big chunk!
Also in 1d. bars
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GREYFRIARS CHUMS AFLOAT !

(Continucd frem page 20.)

ciler sido of the deck, where two Tilth.
i"ormers were stretched in deckchairs,
a murmur of voices came to them.
“That silly idiot—"
“That dummy——"

Tho juniors inned, _Potter and
(ircene, apparently, were discussing the
below. hey

p_:ire:\t Horace, who was -
did not mention his name, but it was
casy to recognise his description,

“1 know there was something fishy
ahout it,” Potter went on.  “Now I've
zob it all from the steward. This yacht
15 a sort of foating boarding-liouse, and
rou have to pay for the cruize. Those
ttemove kids are paying, just the samo
w3 wo are.”

“We 1 murmured Greene,

“Well, Coker! 'That cheeky young
as3 Dunter was just swanking about his
sin’s yacht at school. It’s a trip—a
 vitize you pay for! That man Cook is
o3 much a yuchtsman as Coker is a
cricketer. Merely s hotel-keeper 1"

“Looks it ! ngreed Greene,

“Tt doesn't matter, as Coker’s footing
tto bill, Ile seems pleased about it. He
tioesn’t scemn to understand that that was
roung Bunter’s game all along.”

“PDoes he ever understand anythin f}‘”

“Well, not With a brain like his,
tow could he?” .

“1 wonder,” said Greeno meditatively,
“whether there ever was such an ass as
~id Horaca hefore in the hListory of the
vorld 7"

“ Hardly !? said Pottoer.

% Not outside a home for idiots !” said
Cireene.

“Not outaide a lunatic esylum I” said
Potter,

* Look at his football ! said Greene,

“Look at his cricket!” said Potter.

“Look at him in class!”

*Look at him anywhero 1"

FHarry Wharton & Co. grinned silently.
They fonnd this conversation, on the
subject of the great Coker, rather enter-
ruining.  But it ccased, as there was a
heavy tread on deck. It was always
cnsy lo know when Coker was coming.
His tread +as rather like that of
tire “huge, ‘carth-shaking beast” in
AMacaulay. His burly form loomed up
in the dusk, and he dropped into o
vacant chair between Potter and
Gireene, which ¢reaked in protest as it
received his weight.

“ Rather ripping—what 1" said Coker,
apparently in good humour.

“ Topping 1" said Potter.

“You fellows feel the sea yet 1"

“Not at all.”

“PDon't be over-confident,” said
Coker. “You will! We've been to sca
iogether before, you know, and I re-
membor you're rather rotten sailors |”

“Do you remember being scasick
wourself 7' asked Potter,

“No,” said Coker, “I1 don'tl Iif
—au're going to bo nasty, Potter, just
hecause I'm giving you a friendly tip,
it's simply childish! Ge casy on
sipper.”’

“The fact is, I'in
said Greene.

“I dare say. Go easy on supper, all
the snme. Of course, I shull look after
vou if you're ill. But I don’t want to
have to stay up all night nursing
invalids. That really isn't what I've
come on a cruise for. Take my tip, and
g0 easy on supper.”

“Took here, Coker——'

“Don’t argue, old chap! Just take
my tip! Seen anything of those fags?"

“J believe they’re on deck some-
where,” yawned Potter

“PDon’t be two jolly civil to them,”
THE Magxer LisRany.—No. 1.313.

rallier hungry (”

said Coker. “Ieep them at s distance.
Anything like cheeky familiarity has
got to be put a stop to at the start. We
can’t have them making out that they
know Fifth Form men. What are you
yawning about, Potter?  8lespy!”
Coker was unaware that his conversa-
tion had that cffect on his hearers, “I
think you mipght keep awake when &
fellow's talking to you. The fact is,
there's been & lot of laughing and
chuckling among those Remove kids.
Talking about me, I dare say.”

“] chouldn't wonder! Enough to
make 'em laugh!”

“What 1

“J—I mean—"" Pottcr realised that
Le had been too frank, “I—I mean—
cheeky young scoundrels! You'll keep
'em iu order, Coker.”

“1 intend to,"” said Coker. “I've
brought o cane among my things, and
if thoy don't behave themselves they’}.]

ot it hard ] 1 believe in whopping fags.

t does ‘em good! At Greyfrinrs, as
you know, I’ve o short way with fags,
They’ll find it the same here if 1 have
any cheek |

Bob Cherry put his finger to his lips
us a sign to hiz chums, and tiptocd
behind the high back of Coker's chair,
Ho reached over, and gently detached
the straw hat from Coker’s bullet head,
With that prize in his hand, he erouched
low behind the chair, The other
fellows, suppressing their chuckles,
blotied themselves out of sight., Coker
gave r sudden, violent start as his hat
departed in that mysterious manner, and
stared round him guite blankly.

“What the thump-—" exclaimed
Coker, in amazrment.
“Eh—what's  the

Groene.

“Did one of you fellows hook off my
hatt" demanded Colier. “ Look here,
this sort of babyish trick—"

“Who’s hooked off your silly hat?”
snapped Potter.

“Well, somebody hag! Look here,
what have you done with my hat?"”
exelaimed Coker *“Which of you was
it?. Have you got it, Greenef"”

“Not that I know of.”

“Have yon got it, Potter I

vow 7 yawned

“Ilardly."
“Well, one of you has!” roared
Coker. “And I can tell vou that I don’t

like those silly jokes! Give me my bat,
and den't play the goat |”

“Who's got your hat?” hooted Pottor.
“Can’t you drop your silly hat off your
silly head without supposing that some-
body has hooked it oft 7

“1 didn't drop it | It was jerked off I”
bawled Coker. “And if you think a
trick like that is funny, you're making
u mistake—see ! What have you done
with it 7"

Coker stooped forward, peering in the
dusk at the deck to sce whether his
straw had been dropped there, As he
did so, Bob Chierry rose silently behind
Potter’s chair, and dropped tho straw
hat on DPotter's head over his cap.
Potter pave a jump.

“What the wmerry dickens—"

He grabbed at the unexpeeted hat in
great surprise.

Colker glared round at him,

“Why, there's iy hat! You've got it
on yoursell ! You silly ass, making out
that you never touched it, and youw've
put it on your own head! What the
thump do you want my hat for?"

“JI—I never—"" gasped Dotter.

Coker grabbed the hat, Potter rose
and stared round. Bob, crouching once
more under the slanting back of the
deckehair, was quite invisible.

“It's somchody larking!” exclaimed
DPotter,

“Yes, and I jolly well know who it
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is1” snorted Coker. “Call yourseli a
Fifth Form man, and playing silly
tricks like a Second Form fagi Bit
down |"

“I tell you—"

“8it down, and stop playmg the goat !
Simply kiddish 1 said Coker, *Lark-
ing with a man’s hat| Bah!”

“I tell you, 1 mnever!l” shrieked
Potter.

“0Oh, chuck it! Don't do it again,
that’s all!” snapped Coker. “Don’t

behave like a hooligan on a Bank
Holiday | Larking with & man's hat!
Pah|”

Potter breathed hard, and sat down.
Coker replaced the hat on his bullet
head and leaned back in his chair. He
was annoyed,

Behind his chair, Bob Cherry rose
once more, silent as a spectre. Ho
reached over, grabbed Coker’s straw
hat, and jammed it on Greene's head
with tho same movement of his arm,
and instantly ducked.

There was a gasp from Greene and
a roar from Coker Coker could really
hard‘l:‘y believe his eyes as ho glared
lr\:mri at his straw hat on GCreene's
1cad.

“You, this time!” he roared. * My
hat! Are you off your rocker, grabbing
o man's hat and jammung it on your
own silly head—what "

“I—I never!” gurgled Groene. He
removed the hat, and Coker grabbed it.
“1—I1 say, it's one of those fags
larking—"

“ Oh, chuck it I’ said Coker scornfully,
“If you ean’t behave yoursclves, 1 ean
tell you that I'm jolly well not going
to stand it | Potter first, and then you,
larking with & man's hatl I've a Jolly

ood mind to knock your two silly
read together! 1 jolly well will if you
play any more tricks|"

“1 tell you—" raved Grecne. :

“PDon’t yell at me, William Grecne !”

“1 tell you—" hooted Potter.

“Don’t roar at me, Potter !

Coker plumped in his chair again, his
straw hat once more on his head. But
thore was no rest for that hat. A
shadowy figure rose for a moment
behind Coker’s chair, and the hat was
tipped over Coker's nosc. Then Bob,
fecling that he had exhausted the joke,
scudded away across the deck. Horace
Coker gave a roar that the Bull oi
Bashan might have envied as the hat
tipped over his nose. He grabbed it,
jammed it on his head, and rose to his
feet with a bound. With his right hand
he reached =t Potter, with his Jleft
at Greene. He grabbed them simul-
tancously, and, before they knew what
was happening, brought their heads
togethor with a resounding crack. He
had gaid that he would do it—and he
did |

Crack !

"Yow-ow 1" velled Potter.

“Yarooooh !” roared Greene,

“There !” said Coker.

And, in great dudgeon, he stalked
away, lcaving Potter and Greene rub-
bing their heads, and a group of juniors
at a little distance chuckling with glee.

-—— -

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not Seasick !

ON'T overdo it said Coker.

Coker had recovered his
ood temper by the time the
daster cruisers gathered at the
supper-table.  Potter and Greene did
not seem quite so good-humoured as
Colier—perhaps because of a lingering
ache where their heads had established
contact. Harry Wharton & Co. had

L1
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Many hands grasped Coker, and In a sprawling, gasping, gusgung néap, he was bundlea into his bunk. The nexi moment
his clothes and his other possesslons were piled on him there, his suitcases being added to the top of the heap.
““ Yoooooop ! ** roared Coker, struggling helplessly.

bright and swniling faces. Billy Dunter
was in great form. In the presenee of
foodstults, Billy Bunter always found
life worth tho troublo of living.

Cuptain Cook presided at the table
with his round, red face beaming. It was
quite a cheery party; only Potter and
Greeno wondering a little whaether they
would get through that Faster cruise
without droppmg Coler aver the side.

Coker, in the kindness of his heart,
was looking after his friends, gencrously
forgiving and forgetful of the absurd
lurEing with his hat. e was, in fact,
quito concerned about them.

The party on the 8ca Nymph had full
value for their money so far as food was
concerned. The “ grub ' was good and it
was ample, Salt scn air made fellows
hungry, and cvery fellow at the table
was doing justice to the provender. 1i
tho fags stuffed themselves and wern sea-
sick afterwards, that was their own lool-
out; but Coker was keeping a friendlg
and concerned eye on his pals. He di
not want them ill the first night at soa.
e was not concerned ahout himself.
In point of fact. Coker had been to sca
soveral times, but he had never heen to
sca without trouble. Nevertheless, he
was convinced that he was o good sailor,
just as he was convinced that he counld
slay football and ericket. Coker had a
|}chcf and faith in himself, absolutely
without limit.

Coker was hungry, too, and ho tucked
in, as if determined to make a pood
second to Billy Bunter. At the same
time he admonished his friends for their
own good. Pottor and Urecne showed
ue signs of gratitude.

“ Botter leave that pic alone, otter!”
addvised Coker. “Bhove it this way, old
chap ! It leoks a decont pie! But
don't touch it.”

“1 like piel” breathad Potter,

"“You don't want to e ill all night,

Potter. Tuke my tip and don't touch
that pic.”

Heedless  of  Coker's  tip, Polier
touched tho pie to a reckless cxtent.
Ho did Greene.

“Well, you'rs asking for it!” said
Coker, “Don’t say 1 didu't warn youl!
1 sny, this is a ripping pie! I'll have
some more."”

Coker demolished what was left of
that pie.

“ Leavo that pudding alone, Greene!™

“ Look here——"

“ Don't argue, old chap. That always
was your fault arguing. Take a tip
from a fellow who knows. Steward,
take that pudding awey from Greenc.
Potter, you're laoking a bit pale.”

N Ru‘agisb I said Potter.

“ A bit green and yellow,” said Coker.
“There's rather a swell on the Channel,
Poticr, Do be eareful, old man! You're
o rotten sailor!”

Coker's jaws were rather busy with
the excellent provender, but he found
lots of time to use them in admonition
to his friends., Indeed, it was hardly
possililn for Potter and Greeno to get o
morsel to their mouths without friendly
and concerned urgings from Coker not
to overdo it.

“Jellics won't do you any good,
Potter, I think I'd 'eave that supary
fruit stufl alone, if I were you, Greene,”’

“You'roc not me!” pointed out
Geeere, poing stroug on the sngary fruik

stull. “If you were, vou'd be talking
sense.”

“That's  merely  ehildish, Greene.
Nuts 1” ejaculated Coker. ““Aro you

cating nuts, Potter ¥

“ Have some?” said Potter,

“Yes, 'l bave some. [ like nuts.
But you leave them alone, Don't take
unnecessary risks, 1'm speaking for
vour own good.”

“Nob just becansa yon like wagging
your chin?" asked D’ottor.
‘“Ha, ha, ha’”

“That’'s simply infantile, DPotter.
Well, if yowre determinad {o make
yourself ill, I can't slop you. Don't

lame me 1™

“(ive us a rest, old man 1"

Hnort from Coler,

“ Wall, if you fellows think thut I'm
going to sit up all night, nursing vou,
you'ra jolly well mistaken, that's all,”

he said. “I tell you plainly, I'm notl!
Don’t touch 1ibat ercamy pastry.
Greenel Iave a little scnse 1”

Coker was so concorned about Greene,
that he roached over and hooked awny
the creamy pastry. It was nice, aml
Coker ate it. Coker had a healthy appe-
tite, and he ate well, taking large Lelp-
ings of everything that was going. Aficr
supper the party went on deck. The
moon liad come out from a maes of
fleecy clonds, and its light shimmercd
on the choppy billows of thoe Channel

“Lovely nightt' said Coker. * Stand
here by the rail, you follows; it will Lo
handy when you begin to fecl guecr.
How are you now?’

“Right as rain " said Poller. " Ilow
are you?”
“Don't be an ass, Potter! T'm a

pod sailor; you're not! Not fecling a
ﬁil’. queer inside—"

“Not at all}”

“You will, after that supper.
tul’'s rolling a bit,” said Coker.
I warned youl Qoogogh!”

“What’s tha matter #** asked Greene,

“Nothing. The blessed ship pitched,
that's all. Made a fellow catch lis
hreath. You've looking rather while,
Ureency.””

“Not so white as you nre, old bean!”
chuckled Greene.
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“Don’t
\Yoogogh 1
“ (ientlemen, chaps, and fellows,” mur-

be a dummy, Gresnel

wured Bob Cherry. *“ Gather round for
Loker's performance! No charge!”
“Ha, ha, hat”

“You fags can ¢lear off " said Coker,
lancing round., “Dash it all, this
lessed tub scems to be pitching a lot!
I say—— Urrrrrgh!”

“What did you sayi” asked Potter

siweetly.
“Nothing, 1 was only going to
say— Yurrrgggh I

*Fecl bad?” grinned Greene,

“Certainly not! I'ny not likely to be
seasick—— Urrrgh! Nothing of that
vith me,” said Coker. “I’'m a good—
.w.zrrth |—sailor. 'That creamy stuff,
tiough, when I come to think of it—
Trrrrrggh 1™

“Like a Dbasin, Coker, old bean?™
asked Bob Cherry.

“Don't f:ou be a cheeky young ass,
CMerry | don't want any fag check,
I can tell you, and if I have to—
Urrrrrgggh 1"

“Ila, ha, ha!? .

Horaco Coker held on to the rail.
Strange feelings wern surging within
Clgker, Vesuvius, on the verge of an
cription, might have felt as Horaco
L'cker was feeling now. Potter winked
at Greene, who grinned,
~“Corming on, what?”
“Tecling it coming, ch?”

Coker was still gamoe, e turned a
shastly face on Putter, but he answered
with resolute calmness,

“ Nothing of the =ort!
foel, Potter?”

“Tine!" answered Potter.

“I'm all right."” said Coker—* quite
all right. If you think that there’s any-
thing wrong with me, I can only say——
Wurrrrrrggeh 1

asked Potter.

How do you

Coker hung on to the rail. The Sea
Nymph rolled a littlo, and Coker shud-
dered from head to foot. He hung on
convulsively,

“ Anything I can get for you?” asked
Potter.

“No. Do you think I'm going to be—
wurergeh l—secasick, you  silly  nss?
Nothing  of the k-k-kind!  Urrrg!
Oo-er| Urrrght”

“What about a bit of fat bacon?”
asked Greene heartlessly.

“ Yurrrrgggh 1”

“ A nice oily bit of fat bacon!” said
Potter, equally heartless.

“Gug-gug-gug 1

That did 1t! Coker hung over the
rail. He gazed at the sea and longed
for sudden death. Horrible sounds came
from Coker.

Potter and Greene smiled and strolled
away. Faint but horrid sounds from
Horace Coker followed them.

“Oooon-er! Woooogh |
h erikey! Yurrgeghl
fuf-fuf-fecl well! Wurrrrrrgh !

The limp wreekage that hung over the
rail could hardly have been recogniscd
az Horace Coker of the [Fifth Form at
Grevfriars. Harry Wharton & Co.
kindly gatliered round bhim, gathered
him up, and helped him below. Coker
mgg‘e(l) and lurched helplessly in their
friendly grasp, white as chalk, and
uttering FIi‘r:-w moans of horror and
anguish.  They got him to his state-
room, and bundled him into his bunk.
They brought him water, and looked
after him like & man and a brother.
When they had made him as comfort-
able as they could, and left him, a
fooble voice from Coker's bunk fol-
lowed them,

“J—I'm not—oogh !—quito well] I—
I feol rather—gug-gug-gug '—queer ! But

Groooogh !
I—I—I don't

1]
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I'm giot seasick! Not at—grooogh |—
alll If you think I'm s-s-seasick, you're
s set of sily—  Ocoooocooooogggh !
Wooogh! Groooogh |

Coker was suffering fearfully, but he
was still Coker.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
dticking to It!

“ A life on the occan wave,
A home on the rolling deep !
Where your lunch you cannot save,
And your dinner seldom keep I”

HUT up!” roured Coker.

Bob Cherry was singing, At
all events, that was what he
would have said, had anyone

usked him. Other fellows might not
have recogmised it as singing. ‘Lhey
might have supposed that Bob was
undgerstudyng  that famouz Bull of
Bashan, ol uncient times, who was cele-
Lrated for his roaring.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Boly,
breaking olt hus cheery melody., * Feel-
ing beuter, old bean? Raght as a wrivet,
wout "'

“1 haven't been anything else, that
1 know ot!"” snorted Coker. *“Don’t be
a young ass! And don't make a row.
I want to get & nap. 1—1 nussed some
sleep last night. 1 fancy Bunter's
snoring kept wo awaks, It can be heard
all over the ship !

*Oh, really, Coker—"

“8hut up, Bunter] Now, you fags,
keep quiet!" snid Coker. *“Go down
into the =saloon and play marbles, or
sowething.”

“Uh, my hat! ¥You wouldn't like me
to sing you to sleep?'’ asked Bob inno-
cently.

“No!" roared Coker. *“Shut up!”

He bestowed another warning glare
on the Removites, snd scttled down to
slumber. His eyes closed, his mouth
opened, and he snored gently.

“What about tipping him out of that
chair?” asked Nugent thoughtfully.

“The tipfulness is a wheezy good
idea!” agrced Hurrece Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Hold on!” murmured DBob Cherry.
“I've a bettor idea than that. Let him
snooze—the faster asleep, the better.
Wait 1”

Bob Cherry strolled down below and
sought the steward. From that official
ho borrowed a long, strong needle and
a long, strong thread. With these he
returned to the deck. Captain Cook was
on the bridge with the mate, and
neither gave any heed to the juniors.
I3ob held up his ncedle and thread for
the inspection of his friends.

“YWhat on carth——'" asked Harry
Wharton.

“Keep your
Robert I answere
walte Coker up!
don't wake him up!”

There was litbﬁ‘z danger of Coker
awakening. [lo was deep in sleep, and
his snore was incessant. Bob Cherry
cautivusls approached his chair, but
there really was no great need for
caution. ﬁothing ghort of tipping
Horace ove on the deck would have
awakened hm.

The juniors suppressed thoir chuckles
as Bob began work with the needls and
thread  Quietly, steadily, and in-
dustricusly, he sewed all the looser
portions of Coker's garments to the
canvas of the deckehair. Coker way
sporting roomy flannel bags, and there
was pleuty of slack. which Bob sewed to
the chair with cnormous stitches. Ha
wore his lounge jacket open, and that
was easier still. Colior slept peacofully
through the operation. Bob was ak

eye on your Uneclo
Bob. *“And don't
Whatever you do,
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work half an bour, with untiring in-
dustry. At tho end of that time Coker
was as firmly sccured to his chair as
if hv grew thero.

Having completed his task, Bob went
down and returned the needle to the
steward. Then the chums of the Remove
strolled about the deck and watched
passing sails and steamers, while they
waited for tea-time—and for Coker to
wake up. Coker slept on E}eawlully.
When he stirred in his sleep he grunted
a little, finding his movements a little
circumseribod. But he did not wake
till che gong sounded for tea.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw!” Coker yawned.
e opened his eyes and blinked at blue
sca and sunny sky. “ Yaw-aw-aw !” Sca-
sickness was quite gone now, and Colier
had awakened fearfully bungry. He
had, in fact. a lot of space to fill.

“IIallo, hallo, hallo! Tea, Coker!”
bawled Bob Cherry.

*“8hut up, Cherry |”?

Coker rose to his fect, watched by
interested cyes all over the Sea Nymph.
He was conscious of a dragging feeling,
and of a sort of weight. He gave a
gasp of astonishment. His deck-
chalr was rising with him as he rosc.
Buch an experience had never come
Coker's way before. Ho was amazed.

“Why, what—what——"" ejaculated
Coker.

He stared round at the chair, clinging
behind him. Ilo twisted round to
get a view of if, the chair, naturally,
turned with his movement, and Coler
followed it round, as it wero, staring.
He had, at that moment, an extra-
ordinary resemblance to a kitten chasin
its tail. And his aspect was too much
for the Easter cruisers. They yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

What—what—what's the mattor with
this chair7” exclaimed the amazed
Cokor. " It—it—it's sticking to mel”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“How on eurth could this have hap-
pened? The—the blessed thing’s fixed
to me somelhow! My hat!”

Ha, hg, hal”

“ Bhut uP that cackling ¥ roared
Coker. “There's nothing funny in this,
you sniggering little sweeps.”

“Tsn’t therc?” chortled Bob Cherry.

“Looks funny to me!” chuckled
Johnny Bull,

“The funnifulness is terrific,”

“Shut up!” roared Colker. “Come
and pull this chair off. See? It's stuck
to me somchow! Bleszed if I can make
out how! Pull it off |

“Go it, you men!” said Harry
Wharton. “A long pull, 2 strong pull,
and & pull altogether !*

Obligingly—so obligingly that Coker
might really have been suspicious, had
he been a suspicious fellow—the Famous
Tive gathered round Morace, and all
laid hands on tho clinging deck-
chair together. They all dragged at
it at onco, and thero was a fearful yell
from Coler as he was {cr}:ud off his
feet., Iio rolled over, chair and all,
with a terrific clottering and crashing.

“Oh ! roared Uoker. “Ow! You
little idiots! I didn’t say yank mae over.
Whooop! Ol crikey | Get that chair
off, wiﬁ you "

“Go it1" gasped Dob Cherry. .

The juniors grabbed tho chair again
and lugged at it. Thoy pulled it along
tho dcck, and €olier—being deeply
attached to it, as it were—followed. He
had to follow. Wherever that chair
went, Coker had to go. Ho went back-
wards after the chair, with his arms
waving wildly and his long legs thrash-
ing tho deck.

“Oh! Ow! Leavo off! ILeggo! Oh,
my hat! You young villains, you're
doing this on—ow I—rpurpusol Oh, my
hat! Oh chumbs! Yarcoooh!”

“Go it " roared Dol Cherry. “Pull}”?

“The pullfulness is torrifla”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five got on quite a good
speed with tho chair.  After it went
Coker, sprawling wildly, Every now
and then there was & rending sound.
But Bob Cherry had put in plenty of
stitches, and Coker remained attached
to the chair.

He grabbed at a stanchion at last,
and held.

“Leggo!” he roared. “You young
villamns! Leggo! I'll smash you! Oh
crikey ] Will vou leave off? Ow!”?

*“But yon askod us—

“Leggo!” raved Coker, holding on
for his life. *T'll spillicate the lot of
youl Potter, where arec you? Whero
are you, Greeno?”

"“Ila, ha, hal” yelled Poiter and
Greenn. They were staggering against
the rail, doubled up with laughter. 'T'he
secamen on deck were laughing—tlo
steward had put his head out into lio
sunshine, to laugh—Captain Cook's
round, red faco was irradiated with
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mako these unigue photo platea perfoct,
and so that every reader will be able to
keep them clean and in good condition,
1 havo arranged for a

SPECIAL LOOSE-LEAF¥ FOLDER WITH
METAL FASTENERS
to be
PRESENTED FREE WITH THE FIRST
PHOTO PLATE!

Don't forget, boys, this double Free
Qift will be found in the MacNET in o
fortnight's time, so be sure and give your
newsagent & regular order for the MaAGxET
without delay. That done, pleaso do mo
the favour of passing on the good nows
to your pala. Tor a certainty they will
want to share in this stnpendous treat
from the very beginning. Among tho
fascinating subjects choson for this grand
gorics of souvenir plates are numbered the
chart-house of a sky-liner, an underground
¢ity, and a man-made mountein of bricks
and steel. Does that make you feel
interested ¢ I'll eny it does, £0 gee that you
b pot every one of these remarkable Photo-
avure Plates and the Special Loose-leaf
older. 'Nuff snid !

YOUR EDITOR.
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wida grins, The whele ship’s company
seemoed to be enjoying ihis episode—
except Coker. Coker was raving |

“I—I—-T'lH— If you don’t let go,
I—-1—-TI'll—" raved Coker.

“Ila, he, hat”

The Famous Five wero langhing too
much to hold on. They let go. Coker
epun round on them, with rage and
vengeanco in his eye. e had dis-
covered by this time that the canvas
pars of the chair was sewn to him. Jlo
whirled round on thio juniars, with {lin
chair whisking bohind him.

“Hook it1” gasped Bob.

The Famous Iive scattored and ran.
Breathing vongeance, Horacoe Colker
pursund them, with the chair fapping
behind,

. “1la, ha, ha !” reared George. “ Lark-
]mgI:-\»lmt? Boys will bo boys! IIa, Lo,
1

“Tll_smash *em|” howled Coker.

Il Wait till I
get hold of you—"
_But tho Removites did not wait for
Colier to get hold of them.  Coker
looked too dangerous, 'They dodged
Coker about the deck, and dodged
down the companion to tho saloon.
Then Coker fancied that he had them
cornered, and he rushed into tho stair-
way ofter them. There was a sudden
jam! The deckchair was hanging side-
ways behind Coker, and it was too
long 1o pass down the companion. I
cauglt and jammed, and brought Coker
to a sudden halt.

“Oh crikoy I gasped Coker, as ho

sprawled on the stairs, eluiching wildly
at tho handrails, “Ob scissors!”
_ There was a wrenching &nd a rend-
ing, and Coker's jacket went west, But
tho slack of his flannel bags was firmly
sewn to the canvas, and Coker was still
a prisoner, At the foot of the stairs tho
cliums of the Remove stood in a morry
group, walching Cokor's antics.

“Wait 1ill T get hold of you I” gasped
Coker. o gave a terrific wrench and
tore the chair loose, and got it eni-
wise, so that it would follow him down
the stairs.  Naiurally, he alipped and
rolled down, and he came with a rush,
the chair clattering after him.

That final shock tore the last of the
stitches out, as well as some fragments
of the flannel bags, and Coker, freed at
last of his encumbrance, scrambled to
bis fect. 1To made a single bound at the
Famous Tive. !

To hurl himself on_thoso cheeky fags,
smite them right and left, thrash thein

Lall round without mercy, was Cokor's

idea. Dut, like many great ideas, it
did not work out in practice.

Coker suddenly found himsclf lying
on his back, with soinebody siiting ou
his chest, somebody else standing on his
legz, soincbody holding on to his cars,
1gnd somcbody clse pouring jam over Lis
ace.

There was jam en the tuble for tea,
and all the fellows liked jam; but with
rare unsellishness they were willing to
let Coker have it all, And they gave
him gll of it—over hLiz features.

“Hefty haddecks 1" ejaculated George,
as he camo down. ‘Come, come, boys
will be boys, and n lark’s a lark; bug
draw it mauld—what? Ha, ha! Coker,
you’d better get a wash! Steward, take
Mr. Coker to a bath-room! Ha, ha!”

Vengeance—just vengeance—had to
be tI:c:strn:m.ed, Coker was too breathless,
and too jammy, to deal with the juniors
as they richly deserved.

Ile staggered away to & bath-room for
the wash he seriously needed; and tha
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cheery chums of the Remove had tea
while Cokor was busy on repairs.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Strategic !

TRATEGY !" said Coker.

“Th?” yawned Potter and
Greenc. 3

“Strategy’s the thing i

Dilly Bunter, half asleep in a deek-
r."nai:' in the slu;duw of the boat, blinked
towards three shadowy fgures leaning
in a row on tho rail

From below cume merry sounds of
music. Thoro was a piano in the
saloon, and Harry Wherton was thump-
ing it, and his comrades wore joining
in a cheery sing-song. They sounded as
if they wero onjoying life.

Potter and Greene would rather liave
liked to throw over their Fifth Form
dignity and join the cheery erowd in

as usual, was

"

the saloon. Dut Coker,
talking. It never occurred to Coker
what an enormous lack of inlerest

fellows Lard in his remacks.

“I'yo brought a cane among my
tlings, as I told you,” went on Colker;
“hut thero's a certain difficuity about
thrashing those young swceps as they
deserve. They pile on s fellow, Of
course, 1 can handle half a dozen fags.
“till, there's something o bit undignilied
in it.” i ;

Potier favoured Greene with u,_n'ml:,
fortunately unnoticed by Coker in tho
dimness of tho deck. Whether for
consons of dignity, or for other reasons,
(‘oker was not going to deal with the
Tamnous Five all in o bunch.

“Wharton's the ringleader,” went on
Coker, ©Giving him a jolly good whop-
ping will be a lesson to the lot of them—
what?”

“Will he lot you?” nsked Totter
Liandly. ”

“Don't be = silly ass, Potter 1

“Um " said Potter.

“T can't scrap with a mob of fags—
altogether too undignified,” said Coker.
“Dut if I go down now and thrash
VWharton, what will hoppen? A general
scrap—not the sort of thing for a Trifth
Torm man to mix inl Well, that’s
where my strategy comes in!”

“Ahl Um!” said Potter.

«Y shall turn out at cight bells—that's
midnight,” said Coker. “They’ll be
soparato then—sce? I ghall look in on
\\'?mrton—with the cane! I shall give
hLim eix on his pyjamas—same ns &
Greyfriars prefect, you know ! That will
be & lesson to him—and to all of them |
What do you think?”

“Oh, my hat!” said Greene.

“Rather strategio — what?”  said
('oker, with 8 touch of complacency.
Tvidently Coker was rather taken with
liis own strategical powers,

“QOh, frightfully!” said Greene.
“Tut, look here, Coker, why not let the
whole thing drop, and let’s have a quiet
Lime ?”

“Don't bo an ass, Greene !”

“ After all, we'vo come on a cruise,
inud we don't want a lot of ragging all
the time, Coker!” remarked Dolter.
“*Why not chuck it ?”

“Don’t be an idiot, Potter!”

The three seniors strolled along {he
deck, Coker was still talking, and his
{riends were entertained by his con-
versation—perhaps! Billy Bunter sat
up and blinked after them and grinned.
When they were at a safe distance the
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fat Owl rose from the chair and rolled
below. A rousing chorus was going
strong when Bunter arrived in  the
galoon,

“1 say,
Bunter,

Buy it was some time before Bunter
could get a hearing. When, however,
thero was a pause and Bunter got out
liis news, there was general interest for
once in whut the Owl of the Remove
had to sar. Ilarry Wharton especially
was deeply intercsted to hear of the
treat that the strategic Horace had in
store for him at midnight's witching
hour.

“The checky ass!” he said wrathfully.

“ Dear old Coker!” snid Bob Cherry.
““He never knows when he's had
enough. Fancy old Coker being so
strategic as all that! DBut Coker’s not
the only man who can be strategic.
We're rather whales on strategy our-
selves, I shouldn't be surprised if the
wrong party gets that eane to-night.,”

The sing-song was resumecd, Coker &
Co. still walking the deck; Coker enter-
taining his friends with his bright
conversation. Perhaps it was not sur-
prising that Potter and Greene felk
sleepy and deeided to turn in rother
carly. The piano was shut at last, and
the morry voices were silent, ml(’] the
juniors dispersed to their rooms. Coker
went to his bunk, but not to sleep. And
—if Coker had only known it—the
Tamous Five of the Remove had not
gone to slecp, cither.

It was half an hour. before midnight
when silent, flitting figures stole out of
their rooms and gathered in Harry
Wharton’s state-room. There were
faint, suppressed chuckles as they
waited in the dimness in that state-
room for Horace Coker to ger on with
his strategy.

Eight bells sounded at last. Then a
number of listening ears heard the
sound of an opening door at a little
distance.

“Look out!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton was in his bunk, with
the. bedelothes over Lim. The other
fellows crouched on the other side of
the room. Tliero was a footfall, and
the sliding door was opened wide. A
glimmer of light from the saloon fell
into the room, revealing the burly form
of Horaca Coker in the doorway. In
Coker’s right hand was a cane; the cane
ho had so thoughtfully packed amon
his things in case the juniors ahoulﬁ
require wlopping, as the sagacions
Horace had forescen that they very
likely would.

Coker stopped in. Ile gave the junior
in the bunk a light poke with the cano
to nwaken him. Wharton did not nced
much awakening. He =at up.

“Hallo, who's that?’ he yawned.

“Ma!"” eaid Coker. “Don’t
frightened——"

“That's all right; it’s too dark to sce
your face!”

“What? DMore cheek!” said Coker
darkly. “Well, I'm going to give you
something to cure all that! Get out of
that bunk, Wharton.”

“What for?”

“And bend over that cliair!” =aid
Coker, quite in the manner of a Grey-
friars prefect. “I'm going Lo give you
six! I'm rackling you alone, because
it’s rather below my dignity to mix
up in a scufle with a mob of checky
fags! I'm muaking an example of you,
Wharton, as the ringleader of the gang.
Hee? Now ,get out of that bunk,
sharp 1"

“I'd rather stay in, thanks.'

you fellows!” sgueaked

be

3

“Do you want me to hook you out?”

“Well, yes, I think so.”

Coker mude a stride at the bunk. He
grasped Wharton with his left hand to
hook him out, He rather expected the
jumior to resist But Wharton did not
resist. He came out with a jump and
grasped Coker.

And then—greatly to Coker's surprise
—shadowy figures seemed to 611 the
room, and hands were laid en Coker on
all sides

* Why—what—who—how——
Coker.

“Kloor him I”

“Why, what—
Yarooool "

Bump !

Coker was floored !

“Face down |” said Bob Cherry.

*“Ha, ha, hal"

“You—you—you _youn,
{;asped Coker, bewildered.
iere! Wha-a-at are you
heve 7"

“You, old bean answered Bob,
“You've come here to be done, haven't
vou?”

“Legzo! Gerroff ! I—T'll—7

“3it on his head, Johnny! Stand on
his legs, Inky ! Squat on his shoulders,
IPrank! That's right! You stand on
Lis legs, too, Wibley | He wriggles an
awful lot. Regular worm! You held
his ears, Wharton! Plenty of room to
hold. But keep clear and give me room
tor the canc!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Mind if T borrow that cane, Coker?”

“Leggo! Gerrup! Urrrrggh!' came
in suffocated accents from Coker. “If
vou dare to touch me with thut cane I’ll
—— Yaroocooop !”

”

gasped

My hat! J—

seoundrels !”
“You're all
all doing

1”

Swipe! .
“You see, we're going to make an
example of you,” explained Bob.

Swipe! ¢ We're going to give you six |
Swii:u! “Don't make that row, Coker 1"
Swipel “It was jo]lg thoughtful of you
to bring this cane aboard—" Swipe!
“It’s coming in jolly usefulI” Swipe!
> Whoop!" Yeooop! Y1l smash you!

“Hna, ha, hal”

“That's six,” said Bob. “And there's
one for luck!™

Swipe !

“Yoo00000000

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now roll him home,”
“Huad enough, Coker?”

“ Yarocooop !

Coker was rolled out and rolled home.
t was a sprawling, gasping, gurgling
heap that was linded in Coker's cabin,
Potter and Greene must have been
sloeping  very soundly—very soundly
indeed—if they did not hear Coker’s
frantic yells. But perhaps they did not
want to hoar. Perhaps they wanted
Coker to enjoy the results of his
strategy zll on his own, Coker was
having a frightfully exciting time. Ho
was bundled iuto his bunk, and all his
clothes and his other possessions were
piled on him there, his suitcases being
added to the top of the heap. Thore
was little to be seen of Coker when the
juniors finally left him. DBut his voice
could still be heard. It was heard for
quite a long time afterwards.

But that was all. Coker did not go

1

said DBob.

on the warpath again. Tor once
1Toraco Coker realised that he had had
cenough !

THE END.

(The neat yarn in this exciting holi-
duy serics is entitled: “SAVED FROM
THE SEA!  Make sure of reading it,
chums, by ordering your copy BEARLY I
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STIRRING STORY OF SOCCER AND DETECTIVE ADVENTURE.

0BBY 7 Shooting Star!
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By HEDLEY SCOTT.

HOW THE BSTORY STARTED.

A fugitive from Don Carlos' circus, Nobby,
a eixtean-year-old waif, mests Farrers Locke,
the detective, who introdwces him to Lord
Douglas Weatherstone, chaisman of the
Perriton Rovers F.C. Nohby very soon
becomes protessional, but talls toul of Lord

las' rascaily nephew, Danisl Willoughhy
Thundercley. Later, Nobby is legally adopted
by Lord Douglas. Thundersiey than plots with
the Don to remove the yosmgater. MNobhby is
lurad to a disused garage, where he is bound
and gagged, and placed in a large packing-
oase, which is afterwards dispatched to
Weatherstone GCourt. Meanwhile, Locke's
bay assistant, Jack Drake, is returning to
Londen by car when he narrowly misses
colliding with another car, which crashes on
its sile in a hedge.

(Now read on.)

Mysterions !

8 Jack Drake upproached the
hedge, he saw o tall man
straighten up dazedly, wipe
smear of crimson from his

l'a.ca. and heard him swear,
“Are  you bhurt—badly?”
Drake.

The driver of the Daimler turned on
him like a wikleat.

“You young fool!1” he snarled. "It
wae your fault! You might have killed
me "

“Think again,” said Drake calmly,
“If you usually turn out of a sccond-
olase road into & main road ot forty-five
miles sn hour without even sounding
your hoater, it's a wonder to me that
irlou ve lived to be as old as you are.

ook here, old man, you know it was
entirely your own fn.ult. Lucky, too, you
didn't get badly damaged."”

“You fool!” roared the infuriated
driver of the Dgimler. “I was in a
hurry. I've got to catch the mail plans
to Amsterdam. Most importgnt! I--
I—" He recled, spun round, and
collapsed right at Drake's foet.

In a moment the youngster was on his
knees opening the man's collar. Was he
badly injured, he ssked himself, or was
this just & fa.mt.mg fit—a reaction? And
while Drake dil what_he could for the
man a constable came into view,

asked

the trouble? Ainbulance

"*What's

se "

“1 don’t think so,” replied Drake;
and bnat]y he explainad what had
hs.pBene

etter get him off to hospital, son,”
said tho man in blue. “I'll scon get an
ambulance. That's a nasty cut he's got
above the eye.”

Droke was stanching the flow of erim-
son fram the wound while the policemnan
was making his survey of the wrecked
car und speaking at the same time. The
youngster knew that the cut waa only a
slight flesh wound, Qbviously the driver
had fninted from shock more than any-
thing else.

In a surprisingly short time an ambu-
lance arrived, by which time, too, the
driver had recovered his senses. He
stated repeatedly that e was all right,
but, despite his protestations, the am-
bulance men performed their first-aid
services amd drove him away.

Drake, thinking perhaps the unfor-
tunate man had some luggnge in the
overturned ecar, oponed %IO jammed
door of the saloon, and looked inside.
The interior was dark and empty. To
make certain, liowever, Drake struck u
mateh  and  peered in. There wos
nothing in the spacious saloon. and
Drake was about ta fling the guttering
matelh away, when his sharp eyes caught
sight of a spet of colour shining out
from the seam of the leather cushions.
l.{e struck another match, sought that

"“gpot of colour,” picked it up, aml
jumped as if he had been stung !
For that “spot of colour” was

nothing more or less than the small
charm he had given to young Nobby at
their first meeting

“Well, I'll ha blowed I"” breathed
Drake, his brows kaitted in perplexity.
'i’ Now how the douce did that get
ere ¥

For o second or so he started to
theorise, then, realising the futility of
it, decided to follow the injured man to
hospltnl There he would be able to ask
him the guestion—how came that charm
in his car?

With a word to the constable who had
now closed his notebook, Drake entered
the Rolls, and sped off to the local
infirmary Then he learned thot the

victim of the crash wes being over
hn.ul:d by the doctor.

“IKnow who he is?"” asked Drake o
l.]m attendant.

“By name of Smithson,” was the
reply of the latter, as he opened a pass-
port which, wmong other things, hail
been tekeu from the injured man’s
|Jockat for identification purposes.

Looks us if he were on his way 1o
Croydon Air-port,, sir

“He =aid as much. replied Drake,
vyveing idly the few erticles on the
attendant’s desk. “Looks as if he'll
miss the night plane, too!”

The attendant 5uri.ed out the contents
of the injured man’s puckets tidily, put
them all in a japanned steel box, and
locked "1t.

For some moments Drake waited.
Then he glanced at his watel.

“T'll run the chap along to Croydon,”
lie announced at la.at to a very disinter-
ested attendant. “ 'We can just do .
May I use your phone, old chap 1™

“Uertamf sir 1"

In a moment Drake was calling up
Ferrers Locke at Baker Btreet.

“ Hallo, guv'nor!” was his greeting.
“Shall be a bit late. Had a bit of a
smash—— No-no; nothing to worry
about. Car's all rlght-—ao am I

Locke's voice came plainly even to
the ears of the attendant.

“Don’t be long, young 'un. We've zot
s job in front of us, Something's
Im..ppened to Nobby—"

What?" exclaimed ane. his eycs
dancing with excitement. Somethlng'a
Lappened to Nobby? Good lor' I”

nd forthwith he began to blurt out
his diseovery of the charm. With his
back to the swing doors of the emer-
gency ward, he did not eee, of course,
tho tall man who emerged with a strip
of f)lu.at.cr over his white face.

t was the injured driver of the
Daimler. The man ceme forward in
jerky strides, all cagerness, obviously,
to continue his journey to Crovdon Tho
attemdant drew him on one side and
informed him that Drake was willing (o
speed lim there.

He won't be a minute, sir,” said the
sttendant confidingly. ' Believe he's
Drake—you  know. Ferrers lLocke's
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assistant. Ileard him ask for Mr.
Locke, anyway.” He stared wonder-

ingly at the change of expression in the
injured man's face. " Hallo, come over
queer again? Hold up!”

But there was no danger of the driver
fainting agein, It was the shook of
learning that the youngster, whose back
was now turned towards him, was tho
nssistant of Ferrers Locke—Ferrers
Locke, the greatest detective in the
world—that drained the colour from his
fooco amd made him reel.

With beating heart the man lingered

a second or so. Distinctly to his ears
cameo Drake's next words:
. “Right-ho, guv'nor. T'll detain him
in some way. As you say, perhaps hu
can throw light on Nobby's disappear-
ane-__‘?

The injured man did not wait to liear
more. The worst thing in the world
had happened. Nobby's disappearance
—detain him. . IHow ﬂad Nobby's dis-
appearance been traced to him?

hile these lightning-like thoughts
chased through s brain he made for
the main doors and raced down the steprs
as fast as his legs could carry him.

Teaking the pavement in a single
bound, he jumped into the driving-seat
of the Rolls, slipped in the gears, and
was speeding away into the darkness
rvon.h his foot haid 30wn on the accelera-

T.

Meanwhile, Drake had replaced the
recelver and turned to the attendant,

“If they don't look sharp with the
man he'll never catch his plane,” he
remarked.

The attendant seratehed his head.

lHe's f|u-st pone, Suddenly made up
his mind and flew off like o rabbit;

idn’t even stop to take his wallet and
things. Whut——"

He broke off short, and gaped
stupidly at' Drake, for the youngstor
seemed galvanised into sudden action.
To his ears came the poworful hum of
the Rolls, aund in a flash Drake was
through the swing doors and down the
steps. Too late]  The rvear light of the
Rolls twinkled back at nim mockingly,
and then faded from sight ns it swept
round a bend in the road.

Locke Gets Busy !
ONFOUND it!”

Drake was indignant with

himself. The man he had

wanted to detain had slipped
through his fngers—wriggled
away right under his very nose.

No othor ear was available at tho
moment to offer a chanco of pursuit,
und every passing minute made the
trail of the runaway more difficult to
follow.

Drake iried to tell himself that the
man wouldn’t make for Croydon now,
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Such a course would be useless, for the
el Uddud § 018 pacspoll walil Gaal, L
what bie! sienuaat nad said was true,
All the same, Lrake specaly pnoned
turougn to wue Lroyuon suwwocities and
ASKGG TUEIT L0 Getaull Lie 1800w, snouid
he put 1 an appearance.

VWoel at 1ast o twar drew up in front
of the murmary in response to his sum-
mons, Urake ;alt the uier hopeiessiess
OI caiering 1t to give chase to Lhe man.
Adresdy e poince hua ueen notiued of
tue Licit ot tne HoOUS, and Pariicuinrs
ot its number plaw had beon broaucast
to tho surroundimg districts, ‘Lhat tne
man would abandon 1t somewhere
soemed tairly certain.

Drake kept the taxi waiting, what
time he interviewed the house surgeon.

“1'm sorry, sir,” said tho latter, * but
I cannot give you permission to exammne
the man's belongings. 'Lhey were taken
from him in goou faith, and are, of
course, treated confidentially, Short of
a polce warrant, 1 cannof let you in-
spect them, let alone take them away.”

Drake ground his tecth m lhis im-
patience, Uneo more he phoned through
10 Forrers Locke. ‘Lhis tune his tone
was vibrant with remorse,

"I've let the fellow shp through my
fingers, like a dulfer,” ho contessed,
*“The dog must have heard part of our
conversation and taken fright. Ile's
pinched the car, too, guv'nor.”

“Can't be helped, my. lad,” cams
Locke’s reply, *“Sheer bad luck! *You
say he's left his things behind? Hun
your eye over them, What's that—they
won't let you? We'll scon alter that!
I'll be with you in exactly a quarter
of an hour. Yes, I'll bring Pyecroft
with me.  He's just blown in for a
chat,”

Punctual to the minute, Locke's sports
car drove up.

“Cheer up, my lad!” smiled Locke,
noting the disconsolate expression on
Drake's faco. " Accidents will happen!
We'll soon have that bird. He can't
get far”

At which Drake's habitual cheerful-
ness returned,

. In company with Ferrers Locke and
Inspector Pyecroft, an old friend of the
“family,” he interviewed the house sur-
geon & second time. . .

Inspector Pyecroft, who was in uni-
form, speedily took charge of the run-
away's effects,

Locke, Drake, and the burly inspector
began to examine them. :

“'Nothing much to go on here,” said
Pyecroft b untl?r. “Passport, a wad of
money, a bunch of keys, fountain-pen,
and a receipt.”

“He's obviously mixed up in Nobby's
disappearance,” said Locke. “How
alse do you nmecount for the finding of
the charm?” ,

“Do you believe there's anything in
that, Locke?” asked DPyecroft. “I

mean this charm,” Me {urned it owver
idly in a broad palm as Dfake gave it
to him. *'There must be hundfeds of
'em 1n existence,”

“Think I wouldn’t know it when I
saw it,” rémonstrated Drake, “ Besides,
ou're wrong, Pyecroft, As far as 1

now, that's the only one in existence.
It was given me by an Egyptian fellow
for whom the guv'nor and I once did
a service.”

Locke nodded,

“The boy's right: But, in any casg,
Pyecroft, the bird has flown. He can't

an homnest citizen, or he wouldn't
have bolted. I'll wager you a box of
cigars to a penny that his passport re-
ferences turn out to be forgeries, and
that the wrocked Daimler 1s a stolen
car! Let me have a look af that re-
ceipt—thanks !”

With a-eniff Pyecroft handed over the
required receipt, which turned out to
be & document confirming the picking
up and cartage of a packing-case from
Littlo Willerden to London. .

“Where's Little Willerden?” asked
Drake. “I've got a feeling that that
receipt might help uvs,”

“Fat lot of good that receipt’ll turn
out !” sniffed Pyeeroft. “You seem to
see & clue in everything, Jack. Little
Willerden—lemme see!—it's a one-eyed
village on the Great West Roud.”

“1'm inclined to agree with Drake,”
said Locke. “That receipt bears to-
day’s date. We're particularly anxious
to learn al] we can about the mysterious
follow o whom it bolongs. ¥ou never
know, ‘Pyecroft, we might learn quite
a lot from that slip of paper.”

Inspector Pyecroft, who was ossenti-
ally s practical man, not,k a theorist,
sniffed more deprecatingly than ever.

“Well; while “youw're wasting your
time at Little Willerden, I'll hang on
down here,” he said. " Expect my men
will round up the fellow ‘béfore the
hour's out.”

“ All the better,” smiled Locke. " But
there's no need for all of us to cool our
heels here. Take care of my Rolls, old
man, if they bring it back.” ;

“QOh, they'll bring it back—with the
sneal-thief as well. So—luntf 1

Pyecroft commandeered the tele-
phone, and began to put calls through
to the various district stations to see if
any news of the stolen car and the
tiref had come to land. Bub each
police station had nothing to report yet.

Snorting his disgust, Pyceroft asked
for.a police car to be sent to him from
Crovdon Police  Station, what time
Locke and Drake were heading for the
small village of Little Willerden by a-
series of short ecuts

(There's @ big surprise in_store for
Ferrers Locke and for-you, chums, so be
sure and read 'newt week's cxerfing
ehaptera.) .
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._u“H“__.H..._ PET MOUSE WANTED.

- For 10 minnits only. Lender will rescevo
One Chunk of Cake for his trubble. Apply
at once to W. G. BUNTER, Esq., Study
No. 7, Remove Passidge.

N.B.—Any beest who sujjests that I

\i

| YOUR NAVAL CAREER!

Prepare for 1t now by joining
Bulstrode’s Junior Naval Brigade.
Trips to sea from Pegg Village
first-class fishing-smacks—when the
owners aren't looking ! For particulars,

apply Comdr Bulstrode, Study No. 2,
Remove Passage.

)1 THE NEW ¥

A(hveyfriaws Herald

need the mouse to put into tho kitchen and
gkare the cook o that I can pinch one of
her big plum cakes is & suspishus rotter.
As a matter of fact, I need it becawse I'm
studdying botany—so there!—W. G. B.

e

B
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April 15th, 1933,

CANCELLED | AS OTHERS SEE
ENGAGEMENTS Ham—wg

No. 28 (New Series).

LODER’S HECTIC
BREAKFAST—IN

EDITED BY MARRY WHARTON.

MIDNIGHT HORROR

Weird Moans of Spectral Stroller

STOTT HEARS THE
WORST

I passud—why, 1 can't muke
cut. He looked a bit dirty,
too, a8 though he had been
near a sweep. If I thought
the young cub had put that
eweep up to it, 'd—but I

Dick Rako (Temporary
address :  (Greylrinrs Sana.

DIARY FORM

guppose it's impossible.
9.0 a.m. Complained to the

Boom |

The last stroke of midnight rolled out from the old elock

torium} rogrets that he is
compelled Lo cancel all en-
gagemonts for soveral days.

What I Think of

Heat shout the swespra be- tower at Groyfriars, then died eway into corie silence,

What was that 7 :
A blood-curdling moan floated across the still, uncanny
air—then another. The few who did not sleep, anid heard it,

In his hurry to estch the
post, he caught the wrong
post. Yt was the DOOR-

Whooosh ! The scoundrel
peems to bo fetching down soot
the ton | Lock here, you

Mystery Complaint
Diagnosed

(N.B.—We can’t give you
the actual extracts from
Loder’s diary for two reasons: | b

Tom Redwing
By Sidney James Snoop

} i T illai ; POST, and he caught it with
M_mw.q“ﬂmnﬁ_uwmwmmrﬁﬂmmﬁn_w _M “ .__m_.m_w_rmwﬂmmm_. ﬁﬁhﬁﬁuﬂﬁ“ Stott has been frightfully worried Intely adiut wﬂwﬁmww MM_MEMMMNMMHH._”H_N:EE" as they drow tho bedclothes| o, 5 of his noso ! What I think of Tom Redwing varics
dipry to see! However, we | Groooogh | Buttered toast the back of his neck, which gets inflamed wlin- Ean:m_ ¥y ? - | aecording to circumstances. 1f he happens to

ever his collar rubs it. - A
His study-mate Bkinner, who is inclined
pessimistic whera other chaps’ troubles ure
concerned, took rather a serious view of it. He
told Stott that it was unwise to neglect ailmehe,
however trivial they might appear to be at fi,

and soot’'a the vilest mixture
1 ever tasted ! Can't go on;
sholl have to trot along to
Walker's den and have
brekker with him, Yarooocop |
Thescoundrel's thrust his filthy

know the inside story suffi-
ciently well to give wnE a good
idea of whot Loder would
have written in hia diary last
Wednesday morning if he had
kept one '—Ed.)

boe within nose-punching distanco, 1 think
he's a jolly fine fellow—a chap the Removo
should be proud of. On the other hand, if
I'm in ne danger of receiving n dot on tho
hoko from him, my opinion ¢hanges con.
siderably.

Again that strange, uncarthly sound, What was it and
whenee camo it ?
As-a-a-n-sh! What's that ¥ : .
Do our eyoa deceive us, or are we really looking at a dim,

shuddering speectral shape, gliding down the stairs in Lhe

THE SUDS DID
IT!

y " : shostly moonlight from the box-rooins? An anonymous correspond- .
8.0m. nm:._mm for fag., No | brush in my an._ Help ! _u_.m:.‘..uu_.:_mﬁ_H they would probably get much mke L a EM,_, mzmrﬁw it's ronl | What is ib T Is it the Ghost of | ont, who rovently substituted .u:mﬂ. ot ﬂﬂmﬂpﬂ __.W“;_.HHM ..._..“wﬁ_ﬂmm”m mﬁw n_“.m
nuswer, Sallied forth and| 8.30a.m. Sooteverywhers ! serious later on, Groyfriars 7 18 it some hoadless, disembodied monster, away from the Se iy,

pieces of roap fur the mint

He instanced the cases of several fcllowa hebad drops Loder lkeeps in

known who hod come to very untimely inds

grabbed a cheeky Remove cub

Inches deep over the floor and
called Wibley. Cuffed him

foney I'm saie in putting my views plainly.
table! Why doesn’t the

18 Let mo say, then, that I don’t approve of

hin

revigiting the haunts of hia earthly existence ?

: : i . : - : - ot No, it isn't. Now we come to lock closely it's Skinnor, | atuidy, writes to asic if Loder : : i Wi 't inde-set i
und kicked him till he agreed villain _nu_.pmnm_ it E.ur better ? _H_H_..wwww. m%.“wm -.nm. J.._,w m_qw.m ﬂmbmm Frw:_““mw_ %Mmm.ﬂnﬁﬂmﬂhﬂ hwﬁpm_.wwwmm L.__."._w__.w.”w L sabiing ng from a surreptitions midnight smoke in one of the [ was angry about it, mn_ﬂ”._h__ﬁ_”ﬂw:_”ﬂrwﬂwn _meﬂmm.m HEM”. o h” ._u.E __Ur -
n__...._mn__ w,_w..m Em.mﬂ_._wEwn__wu_. WH_N_..._. _ﬂmM ﬁ:ﬂ_ hﬂm : w.whu awmﬂnﬂwmm mm-mm__mw._. mumﬁzw._.. ANYWHERE NEAR | the next fow dnys. Skinner chesred him upt box-rooms and greatly regrutting thot he cver learnt ta] Ampryl Why, f Wi "0 | democratic asscs like Wharton and Cherry
(6aa wade: Hﬁn_n”m ﬂwnﬁm wouldn’t  Mand  for it.|THE SIXTH STUDIES |the Lest of his ubility. He pointed out thii it :ﬁam Emn_m_.p...mmﬁmh_ﬁm?_a AT H._.u...,__;_uu?_ﬁ wus ToRHE 2% [ who glory in hob-nobbing with the prole-
out of study and started | Whooosh 1 THIS MORNING ! was no good giving up hope entirely ; therema| SOFTY ¥ : : ooy RRSTORR R, | tariat, but give me the socioty of the Upper
tucking in, B.35 a.m. Whooaop | But for the scot piled all|still a ehenece, foint as it might be. Possibly o R p— e Ten for preferonce |

8.15 a.n. Scrubby-faced | That's done it Not content | aver my room, I should think handle matead, and as the Since he found that treasuro some timo

or two operalions—serious ones, of covrs—

seoundrel of g aweep logked in.
Boid he had orders to sweop
all chimneys and mine was the

with ruining my study, the
rotter has hknocked meo down
and emptied a bucket of soot

I'd been suffering from night-
mara. Who the thump was it
that came into my study and

would pull Stett through; one nuver couldfll

Stott consulted Mr. Quelch about his troulls,

Mr. Queleh thought he detected o few minite

“MOVING” WITH
THE TIMES!

muachinery includes a Aystem
of efficicnt gears tho handle
doea the job guite well.

ago, Redwing has been pretty woll off for
“oof,” so0 I supposo thero’s hopo for hitn ono
day. DBut thore’s no mistaking his humbleo

i | ver my head | 1'l] alaurhter | did the fou! job, I wonder ¥ | beils and advised eating less choeolates, . . In order to give everybody prigin al present, and I, for one, don’t like it.
Hmﬂmﬂ_ Hﬂ.—mﬂ?ﬁﬁnﬁum.ﬂﬁﬁhﬁﬁw ﬂm%u_._ Il smash him | m_:| It’s a rnm—.____um mystery | Not satislicd, Stott mmm.__. Dr. Pillbury., Thefe| The unusual spectacle of a chanco to soe il warking, Fancy a horny-handed son of toil mixing
throatened to go mﬂ% aglt the | but the dangorous mnuniac's | g said they swere pimples and pave him a bejof| sprintors rumung at  top Fishy fixed it up on tho big with gentlemen like Skinner and myroll !
Head for furthor inatructions, | gona; hetler go up to the DICKY NUGENT'S ointment, The trouble remained. | |speed yot rommning ata- | tablo in the Rog. Bolsover, (Help I—Ed.) The mere idoa is enough Lo
Called him back hurriedly and | bath-room instcad. Ow | Still not satisfied, Stott saw o =kin specialigin | tionery has drawn onthusi- | by foree of woight, becamo muke any right-thinking man protest.
told him to go ahead, but not 8.45 am, Passed Wibley | WEEKLY WISDOM Courtlicld. The skin speciulist said it was a tsh | astic crowds of speetatons Lo | the fiisl customer. Bolsy, un- I’ll grant you EE_“., Redwing i3 not & bail
to meke more mess than |on my way back {rom tLhe and gavo him a bottle of lotion to dab onfhe|ithe Rag every cvomng this ?ur:nvrﬂ_ulﬂ:m a little slow chap in his way ; ho'd Iny down his life fur
NECORAATY. bath-room, Cheeky young This is =almost like n|neek. The trouble still went on, weaok, : in starting. The results E, 1 _.EE:._ and all that kind of rot. DBut n_..m_%__..ﬂ
8.20 a.m. Atchogooo ! | hound buret out laughing u8 | problem in Jommotry. Skinner gloomily remarked that be had k How's it dono? Well, | that little peculiarity of his - . beloenging to the lowor diﬂu do that kim
s R A i G Bwnmy Bunter owes me |chaps who had seen a dozen specialists and (pen | thoro's no secrct about it, 8o | were startling to thoe spec. G , of thing, anyway, so it's nothing to shout
five bob. Ile suys if only I'll | expired. | wo may as well tell you right | tators and painful to Dols- L e =% £24 | about speeially.

away that Iish's Moving
Platforma works the oravic,
IMishy picked it up for o mero
pong ot o Courtlield salo of
theatrical junk. He gucssed
he'd got back his durocks by
charging sixpence a go in the
Rag, and lor once he guesscd
corroctly ; lis only difficulty
was to lkeep back tho crowds
that wanted to uso it |

In the days-of ils primc

What I don't undorstand is the chap'y
extraordinary popularity. You'd think that
chapa like Skinner and your humble would
be popular—chopa who go the paco and
know the way of the world ; but far from
itl Wo tnke a very minor placo in the
estimation of the Remove compared with
LBedwing.

dven Smithy, who used to be our leader
and pual, has suecumbed to Iedwing's
mysterious faseination. It beats me ! Any-
way, whatever Smithy and the other E__.\

h

gvor, Tor oxactly ono sccond
alter stepping on to tho plat-
form ho fowmdl himnsolf
whirled back and shot olf tho
tablo en to the floor!

Subsenquent customers
were coreful to get well into
the stride before jumping on
to the (literally) " racing ™
track !

Fishy's Moving Platform is
witlo onough to ifake two

‘renzied with fear, Stott wrote to the Ei
of “ Healthy Hints," begging him to say exatly
what it was he was sulforing from. |

Ho got svme sotwsfaction at Jast. In e
tollowing number this * Answer to Com
pondent *’ appeared :— . k-

“REMOVITE ™ (Greyfriars). You are s
dently suffering from un eruptive epiderrilio
¢xudation ol possibly desquamatory chorgr
isation originating subeutaneously.’

Wu might have guessud as much.

Stott, of course, 13 awiunlly relieved ; ho ks

'LONZY'S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—Inditing this epistolary effusion from benpath
my bed on the floor of the Remove dormitory by the cphemerul
illumination of a pocket-torch, I write in order to originato the
pertinent interpellution ;

give him a chance to turn
ROUND he'll aet SQUARE.

But I'm afreid that if I give
him that chonee, howon't look

atitfromthe RIGHT ANGLE!

The Championship hns
been won by Lok Cherry,
who had to run  apainst
Busscll in thp final heat.,
The duocl belween these two
created terrvific exciternment,
BEob wianing only by n short
head on thoe post after cover-
ing ono and g hulf yards in
ten Ininuics—some  Eoimg—
on Figh's trock, beliove us !

For what purpese do theso in
authority in this scholastie edifice provide dormilorics I

An nnpression 1 received in early youth from my Uncle
Benjamin was that & dormitory responded to the necessity lor
a common congrogational apartment for intending participants
in pomnolence.

Appuerently that valuatory estimation of a dormitory's

STRANGE CUSTOM 1
“TROW, SIR1"”

New boyas at Higheliffo are
not ellowed to have their

i i i i . _ ; . ) f . ; ; B i i ! HRR ny {r it 5O think, I shall nover chiom in wit
ng mny | trovsers turnad up. it’s eomforting to nnderstand just what's wijpy. | whon it was wused on  the | sprinters at o time and somo No gelling wway from b, | asses moy ;
Mﬂ____ a&.ﬁwﬂﬂnmnw” ﬁ%nw%m_m%ﬁﬂm H”“_Fﬂ_mwpﬂrﬂﬂmﬂﬂwwﬁﬁﬂw ﬁ%om:msﬁ If they do E...W.um promptly Hznm.,_.“..:?._.:....m. the rash hos suddenly #s|stage, it was worked by |exciting races huve been seen | chups, wo in (o Removo do | the ehap. Ho may be good a.._m.:n_w for the
ﬁﬂuﬁm_ﬂm_ of ﬂu.__m. u.__uun.mﬂ_n propulsion mw pillows through the |and politely ARt e o e appeared. cleetricity.  IFishy uses o | during tho week, “*move " with tlie times | rest of the Remove; but ho's not good
. i ) . enough for me | : :
e Mgl R (e 0. pongiing Sosep whi sl
_ :

7
et proteetion till our readers hiave ealmed down
| N azain after reading tho above! In the
.W/ mesntime, Tom Redwing is writing aboub
Snoop for cur next issun. Let's hopo he
says enough to make Sidncy James' hair

curl ! —Ed.)

TO

intention of effecting their collision with
the respoctive anatomics of other occcupanta
of the location,

Reluctantly, at this point, I must {er-
minate, an intrusive pedal extremity on
iny ankle and e pillow, projocted with
uppalling momentum, on my nusal organ,
maleing it self evident that 1 ean no longor
with material seeurity ensconce mys:ll in
this demiciliary situation.

Transitorily yours,

BE HOPED NO

Jeating  aside, Clande Hosking

] : ,
The Courtfield Council School’s Billy Bunter’s report ihat there Horaoce Coker possesses ths Hn-.nii_". Cherry is & frm believer Harry Wharton & Co, ore ex- While playing dominocs in the RNag,

ALONZO TODD. icket XI 3 eh to tha was a shark in Pezz Bay proved nose, ears, and feet at Greys b early rigsing, and is always perts ol First Aid—as Mrs. Mimble of the Shell, is worth hearin Yaiok Todil tiltel hia chair and Toll o%s
= - . T ﬁwmrn“mEu 4uwﬂﬂmnﬁ___~ Trumper. unfounded. It wns & giant friaa, Fags refer to  thess mady to help a slacker—with found when she fell faint while on his violin—and be receive ...,__” HT uﬂhﬂwﬁ_-nﬂ_ W.Eﬂm_hm:w nasal organ.
(The words in 'Lonzy's lotter woighed  wypmperrecentiy scored 50 against porpoise which bad startled the features af & cold sponge | serving in the school tuckshop. quite an ovation at a Courtfield 2

so heavily that the Poat Office surchargod

We hope that game of dominoca .
us 3d, on it. Fact !—Ed.)

harit cert |
e e Won't mean ho'll wear a “ dummy nose | =

Greylriars, and gide wera only porpoise of thse Remova,

their own rigk J_
beaten by one run | ,

_
}



