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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Run Down at Sea!

¢ gT'S alight |”
l Billy Bunter
ejaculation.

The fat junior of Greyfriars
was leaning on the rail of the yacht
HBea Nymph. 'The April night was fine;
the sky spangled with stars. The Sea
Nymph steamed at a moderate pace
northwards from the Straits of Dover.

Captain Cook was on ihe bridge, with
an eye open for the Goodwin Sands.
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Greyfriars
Remove sat in a cheery and contented
row in their deckchairs, after supper,
enjoying the balmy breaze, the starry
sky, and the shimmering sea. Coker
& Co. of the Greyfriars Fifth were on
the other side of the deck—Coker being
wishful to make it clear that he,
Horace Coker, had nothing in common
with mere fags of the Lower Fourth
Form. Billy Bunter, leaning on the
rail, was thinking—naturally—of the
supper he had recently packed away,
and doubting & little whether the last
helping of pudding had been, perhaps,
a mistake. Tortunately, the sea was
quite calm—and, so far, that last help-
ing of pydding was ecalm! A glimmer
of light twinkling from the shadowy sea
caught Bunter’s eye, and he blinked at
it through his big speciacles and an-
nounced the fact.
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"I say, you fellows! It's a light!”
said Bunter.

“What’s alight?’’ asked Bob Cherry.
“Don’t say the ship’s on fire, fatty!
¥'m too jolly conifartable to move.”

“You silly ass|” hooted Bunter. “I
didn't say it was alight! T said it was
a light "

“Lucid, at all events!” agreed Boh.
*Reminds me of a jolly old conundrum.
When is a light not alight—"

Harry Wharton detached himzelf
from his chair and leaned over the rail
to look. Starry as the sky was, the sea
was deeply dusky, and the visibility
was not good. The lights of the Sea
Nymph streamed out ahcad, but mno
other light was to be seen on the dusky
wators. :

“Where is it 7"’ asked Harry.

“It’s gone now! But I saw it,”” said
Bunter. ‘A boat, or something. Can’t
Ire a ship. or we should see it.”

“Not likely to be a hoat out here at
night, going round the Goodwins!™
said Harry.

“(Oh, really, Wharton !
it was a light-——""

1 =aw it, and

“The bhoat was alight?' yawned
I'rank Nugent.

“No, you ass "

“Reminds me,” said Bob Cherry.

“There was a man once who saw a

passenger alight from a motor-bus—and

aftor that he saw & haystack alight

from a hed-room window i
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, 1 saw a boat—"

“You shouldn’t,”” said Bob Cherr
solemnly. “If you saw a boat, you'll
make it unseaworthy.”

“Wharrer you mean, you silly ass?”
demanded Bunter.

“What I say. But it depends, of
course, whether you =aw it with your
eye, or whether you saw it Witil a
saw—""

“Ha, he, ha|”

Bob Cherry was evidently in a humor-
ous mood,

zay, you fellows,
again !’ exelaimed Bunter.

This time all the Famous Five roszo
to lock. Billy Bunter pointed with a
fat finger. But the light, if there was
a light on the shadowy sea, had van-
ished again.

“Well, whera is it?"” asked Johnny
Ball,

“The wherefulness is terrifie,'”” mur-
mired Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh,

“Well, T saw it!" said Bunter,
“Looked like somebody waving a light.
Can't you fellows see it now?"”

“Lend me your spees, old fat bean,”
said Bob. “Tt’s the spees that do it 1"

Snort—fromy Bunter,

All the Famous Five of the Remove
ware blessed with good eyesight, but
they could :ro no light on the sea, Tt
was really odd if the short-sighted Owl
of Greyfriars had spotted it when tbey
missed it.

“Well,

there it is

1 jolly well saw it!” =aid
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Bunter, “Ib’s gome again! It was
right ahead of us—thero!”

‘Well, if there's anybody ahead of
us, he's an ass not to show a light!”
gaid Bob Cherry. “Might get run down
st night."

“Ho was ghowing a light,” said
Bunter. “I suppose it's put out now, as
1 can't see it."”

“Ie will feel rather put out himself
if we wallop on him in the dark,” re-
marked Bob, “But I fancy I know
what it was.!”

“What was it, then?”’

“A mermaid combing her hair,”
answered Bob, “ What you saw was the
refleetion of her mirror.”

“You silly ass!" yelled Bunter.

“1Ia, ha, hal”

As a matter of fact, the chums of the
Remove did not believe that Billy
Bunter had seen anything at all, except
perhaps o glimmer on the sea, or a re-
floction of gtarlight on his own big
apectacles. At all events, they could see
nothing themselvea.

“I say, George!” called out Bunter.

Captain Cook’s round, red face looked
down from the bridge. G_aor% Cook
had the honour of being Billy Bunter’s
cousin, though it was an honour that he
did not appear to prize very highly.
8till, he owed it to Bunter that he had
nina Greyfriars fellows on a twenty-one
guinea Easter oruise.

“Hallo I called back George.

“Did you see a light?”

“Where 1"’

“ Ahead, a bit to the right.”

“8tarboard bow, skipper!” said Bob
Cherry.

Cleorge had been looking to the port
bow, where the Goodwin Sands lay. He
was giving the Goodwins a wide end
safe berth, Starboard the open &ca
stretched to dusky infinity.

“Th? No! There's no light!"” said
Guorge, staring in the direction indi-
cated. ' Who saw a light "

“J did!"" answered-Bunter,

“ Anybody else?”

“No; these fellowa are as blind as
owls!"

“Hefty haddocks!” said George.
“You're some look-out man, you are,
Billyl You generally seo three yards,
don’t you, in broad daylight?”

#(h, really, George—"'

“Bosh I'' said George.

Having scanned the sea, with great
keenness and picked up nothing, George
dismissed the matter from his mind. So
did the Faumous Five, and they sat down
again. Coker of the ITifth, however,
had heard the talk, and he came across
to look. Potter and Greene of the Fifth
followed him.

“Now, where's that light?' asked
Coker,

“T say, you fellows,
aguin |V exclaimed Bunter.

“Gammon I'" yawned Johnny Bull

“Where!” demanded Coker.

“There—it's gone again—"

Coker stared into the deep shadows.
It thers had been a light, it had cer-
tninly gone again. Colker snorted.

“You voung ass!| Pulling my leg,
what? Do vou think that’s funny 2"’

“0Oh, really, Coker—""

“Can't see anything,” yawned Potter.

“There isn't anvthing to see!”
grunted Coker.  “That young ass is
gullmg our leg! Where's that light,

unter *’

“I suppose if's been extinguished
now——"

“Well, now you're going to be ex-
tinguished I"” said Coker.  “That will
teach you not to be funny!”

there it is

Bwipe !

“Whoooop I’ roared Billy Bunter, as
Coker's heavy hand smote on the top of
his straw hat. “Ow!l Wowl Beastl
Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors, as
Coker snorted and stalked away.

Bunter sat down suddenly. I
grabbed wildly at the straw hat, which
was squashed down round his fat ears.
He pushed and puffed and struggled.
He got it off at last, gasping.
Coker had a heavy hand, The summit
of that straw hat was seriously damaged.

“Ow!  Beast!” gasped DBunter.
“Look at that hatl”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob Cherry.
“That hat's rather a wreck, Bunter.”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
That hat's ruined 1"’ hooted Bunter.
ha, ha!” roared Bob
y I waen’t wearing my own
hat, though,” added Bunter.

“Ha, ha! Whose was it?”

“ Wha-a-a-t?"’

Bob Cherry ceased to laugh quite sud-
denly. But the other fellows took it up,
and there was & yell,

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Why, you fat villain ! howled Bob.
“You've porrowed my straw—"=

. Lucky, wasn't it?"

“Lucky? Why, I—-I—-I-T'Il—"

Bob Cherry jumped up in great excite-

Harry Wharton & Co. hardly
bargained for thrills when they
decided on a holiday ecruise
aboard the yacht Sea Nymph,
bui they meet up with thrills
galore during their first few
days at sea—and danger, too !

ment. “Why, you fat, frumptious, foot-
ling foozler—"'

Bob Cherry was interrupted. From
the sea shoad thére came a sudden
grinding crash, and & yoll, followed by
the wild clanging of the engine-rgom
bell and & frantic roar from Captain
Cook. The Greyfriars fellows leaped to
their feet as if electrified. Under the
surging bows of the Sea Nymph rolled
the shattered ‘timbers of & boat that
had been run down in tho dark, and
from the shadows of the sea came wild
cries for help.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nearly a Tragedy !
“ ELP! Bavemes! Help!”
H Faint, but cloar, it came
from the dusky waters—a cry
that thrilled to the hearts of
the fellows on the deck of the BSea
Nymph. Captain Cook had instantly
signalled to the engine-room, and the
Fncht slowed. But the ghattered boat
1ad been driven under; the yacht's
prow had struck the gunwale fair and
square, Evidently the smaller craft had
drifted right inte the Sea Nymph’s
course in the dark, though why the boat-
man had not been burning a light was
e mystery. But the man, whoever Le
was, had not gone down with the hoat;
he was afloat, and screaming for help.
The juniors leaped to the side, staring
down into the sea. Mr. Pycroft, the
mate, flashed a lamp over the side,

IIe 3

two or three of the crew lighted fares.
Cousin George was shouting orders.
Hitherto, Cousin George had seemed
rather a comic figure to the Greyiriars
fellows, with his tubby form and his
round, red face, and his yachting outfit,
that did not make him look like any-
thing in the world but a portly hotel-
tecper, Now, however, they realised
that CGeorgo was equal to his business
os skipper of the Sea N)'mf)h. Indeod,
he had to be, or he could not have
carried & skipper’s ticket. But this waa
the first time that the Greyfriars fellows
had seen him put to the test.

“There he is!” roared Coker, point-
ing to a floating object in the gleam of
light from a flare.

“Where ?* panted Wharton.

*There—look—"'

“Don’t be a fool I”

“That's & bit of wreckage—

“Felp!" came a fainter ery from the
surge. ““Oh, help!”

George was rapping orders staccato.
The seamen were handling the yacht's
boat, The vessel was at & standstill
now. Every eye scarched the shadowed
sea for the swimmer, Coker had ne
doubt that he had seen him. Coker
kicked off his shces, threw his cap on
the declk, tore off his jacket, and leaped
on the rail, his ihs,ncla together.

“Coker!” yelled Potter and Greens
at_once.

Unheadin?. Coker dived,

“0h, my hat! Coket’s gone |" panted
Potter.

“The ass!"” gasped Greene.

Harry Wharton, staring into the sea
where the lights of the flares danced
weirdly in  the midst of dancing
shadows, had a glimpse of a white face,
surging under the wash of the Sea
Nymph, The face went under, even
os ho gliftpsed it, and the captain of
the Greyfriars Remove, without stog-
ping to think, dived over the rail. If
Coker, the worst swimmer at Grey-
friars, could dive into the sea for a
shipwrecked man, the best swimmer in
the Remove was not likely to hesitate.
Wharton, however, was on the right
marle; it was the drowning man he had
seen, And what Coker ﬁad aeen was'
tho broken tiller of the wrecked boat
bobbing in the water,

Wharton went down deep with tho
dive, and as he came up, almost like
an arrow, his hand struck somat.hinﬁ
in the sea, end he instinct.ivegl graspe
at it. His head came out of the watcer,
and unseen hands grasped at him with
frantic clutches. It was the drowniuﬁ
man he had hold of—and the man ha
hold of him, wildly and frantically,

Trom the.deck of the Sea Nymph the
ocean had looked calm enough, but once
in it, it was a different matter, Thers
were choppy waves, and swimming was
not easy—less easy still with frantia
hands clutching and deagging.  Thq
Greyfriars junior went under, but he
struggled up again. He got a grasp on
the man's collar with his left hand, and,
had the man been cool, he could have
kept him aflont with ease till the yacht'd
boat arrived. But the man was no
cool. He was half-drowned, and ou
of his senses with panic, He got bot
arms round the schoolboy’s neck an
dragged, and again Wharton wen
under; and this time his mouth filled
with water,

Something like a thrill of horror
ran  through Wharton es he was
dragged down, almost as helpless as if
in the clutches of an octopus. He
fought madly to rise, and his lungs were
almost bursting when his head came up

ToE Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,314.
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into clear, fresh air, and he gulped in
a deep breath.

“Let go!” he shrieked. “I've got
ymlll. Let go, you're drowning both of
us L

The man neither heard nor heeded.
Ilis white face was close to Wharton's,
the eyes open and conscious, but glazed
with panic. There was only one way
to loosen the maddened grip that was
dragging the junior down to death. And
Wharton had no time to think about it;
he had barely time to act. He clenched
his right hand and struck with ell the
force he could put into the blow. His
list crashed, hammer-like, into the face
so close to him, and there was a gurgle,
and the tenacious clutch round his neck
relaxed.

Even at that wild moment Wharton
felt o pang of remorse for the methods
he had to use, But there had been no
help for it—it was the only way to save
two lives, The man secemed quite
dazed now, and Wharton held him
securely, and turnced on his back to
swim. Now that the man was quiet,
he held him easily enough, keeping his
face above water, though in the choppy
sea he would not have gin.ste.-cl long, had
no help come,

But help was coming—had nlmost
come., Oars were dashing in the water,
lights gleamed over the sea. Mr.
Pyeroft was standing in the yacht's
boat, with a boathook in his hand.
George was bellowing from the bridge
of the Sea Nymph with a meyf.;aphona.

“There he is—starboard! You're
right on him—there!”

Wharton felt himself grasped and
dragged into the boat. The man he
was holding rolled over the gunwale
with him and collapsed, »mumbling
faintly, The mate of the Sea Nymph
pushed Wharton into & seat.

“ All safe, my boy !” said Mr. Pyeroft,
cheerily.

“Right 1” gasped Wharton.

The boat pulled back to the Facht.
Mr. Pycroft held on, while the side-
ladder was run down. The faces of the
Greyfriars fellows, tense with anxiety,
lined the rail. The mate would have
helped Wherton -up, but the eaptain of
the Greyfriars Reémove did not need
help. He clambered liihtly up the
ladder and dropped, drenched and drip-
Fing, on deck. Frank Nugent, whose
ace was white as chalk, pressed his
arm.

“Harry, old chap—" he breathed.

“Right as rain, old bean [’ answered
Wharton breathlessly.

“You got him?"
thank goodness.

said Johnny Bull

He was nearly
gone,

“QGood man!”
““Here he comes!”

The shipwrecked man was passed up.
Cousin George supported him in his
plump arm, and he sagged against the
skipper of the Bea Nymph. The juniors

eyed him very curiously, He locked a
man of about forty, in landsman’s
clothes; obviously, nothing of a sea-

faring nature about him. His nose was
red and swollen, and a thin strcam of
erimson ran from it, mingling with the
soa-water that ran down ﬁis face.

“All safe now!" said George, in his
fat, comfortable voice. “You seem to
have had a knock, But all safe now.
What?"

“I'm afraid T did that,’”’ said Harry
ruefully. “I had to give him a tap;

i1

he was dragging me under—
“Best thing,” said George cheerfully.

“No harm done. Soon mend that,

What? Here, can you speak? Were

%ou alone on your boat, or is there any-
ody elso to pick up? What—what 1"
Tae MaeNer Lisrary.—No, 1,314,

“I was slone!? gasped the rescued
man faintly.

“Right! Steward, take this man
below. Look after him. Put him in
No. 6, and give him a stiff drink,”
said George, “and—"

“Help !” came a roar from the sea.

George jumped.

“Hefty haddocks! Who's that?
What’s that? If the fellow was alone in
the boat——2

“(Coker I" gasped Potter and Greene g

together,

“He dived in—"" gas?ed Potter.

“Help |” came Coker’s hefty roar.
“You silly idiots, can’t you pick a
fellow up? Are you going to leava me
here all night, you potty fatheads?”

“ Hefty haddocks!’” gasped George.
‘“That doesn’t sound as if Mr. Coker
is drowning, at any rate.”

“He's got hold of something,” said
Greene.  “It's a bit of the boat, I
suppose——""

“Pick him up, Mr, Pycroft!"

“Ay, ay, sirl”

The yacht’s boat pulled for Coker.

That youth was \‘isgle to most eyes,
clinging to what looked like & floating
spar of some sort, The resoued man
was taken below by the steward, and
all attention was turned on Coker.
Horace Coker, having hold of the
broken tiller; was in no danger; but
he was very wet, and he seemed rather
excited. He roared to the boat to buck
up.
_ I'rom the rail of the Sea Nymph the
i_um_ors watched and grinned. There
had’ very near(liy been a tragedy—but
it was a comedy that was gollowing.
The boat surged past Coker, and Mr.
Pyeroft grabbed at him, missed his
collar, and got a grip on his hair. The
vell that Coker uttered might have
cen heard across the Goodwin Sands
and far away inland on the downs of
Kent,

“*Yaroooooh !”

“ (ot you!” said the mate of the Bea
Nymph cheerily.

“TLeggo my ﬁuir 1 shrieked Coker.

“Here you are!” said Mr. Pyeroft;
and Coker was landed, sprawling, in
the boat, feeling as if his bristly shock
of hair had been pulled out by the

roots.

“Ow ! Wow! You silly ass!”
gurgled Coker. “Ow!” He sat up, in
a pool of water, and rubbed his hLead.
“Ow! Wow! Oooch!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker shook a fist at the grinning
faces lining the rail. The boat bumped
on the Sea Nymph, and he clambered
up the ladder. He shook water from
gun on all sides like a Newfoundland
og.

“Have you picked him he
gasped.

To Coker's credit, his first thought
was of the man in the wrecked boat.

“Yes; we've got him,” said George,
staring at Coker. “Did you fall over-
board, or what#*

“T went in for him !” roared Coker.

“Hefty haddocks! He was nowhere
near you!”

“Y thouglht I saw him, and—and I got
hold of “ﬁmt I dived for; but—but it
was a spar, or a tiller, or something, I
thought—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“You cheeky young sweops!” hooted
Coker. “What are you sniggering at?
If it had been the man, I should have
saved him! As it happens, it was only
the tiller—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared George.

“Did you rescue the rest of the boat
as well as the tiller, Coker” inquired
Johony Bull,

“IIa, ha, ha 17

LT
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. "Well, it was jolly plucky to jump
in, anyhow |” said George, chuckling.
;Pllgck’s a good thing—what? Ha,
al?

“Yes, rather, es eciaﬂ; as Coker
can’t swim |” said Eob. “Jolly. lucky
you reseusd that tiller, Coker—it
rescued youl'

"Can’t swim?” exclaimed George.
“Well, if you can’t swim,’ sir, it was
plucky | But, for goodness saI;e, don’t
o it again while you're on this ship!
I don’t want to have to tell your people
that—=2

“You silly ass!” shricked Coker.
“I'm the best swimmer at Greyfriars!l
I'll give that cheeky young sweep the
whoﬁpmﬁ of his life! I'll—*

13 a, ha. ha1”

“Come down and change, old man,”
said Potter; and he took Coker's arm
and led him away, Greene taking the
other arm.

And Coker, snorting with wrath
realised that he needed a change anci
went. Potter and Greene grinned as
they led him down. They were quite
proud of Coker's pluck—there was no
doubt that Coker was plucky. But they
hardly liked to think of what might
have 'haéppm:gd to him if he hadn't got
hold of that floating bit of wood.
Harry Wharton had rescued the drown-
ing man—but there was no doubt that
the boat’s broken tiller had rescued
Horace Coker!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr, Griggs from Rye!

1 SAY, you fellows!”
I “Hallo, hallo, halloI”
. “Perhaps you'll listen to me
another ~time!” said Billy
Bunter severely.

The juniors were down in_the saloon.
Harry Wharton had towelled himself
and changed his &lothes, and was feel-
ing very little the worse for his plunge
in the sea. He iwas taking a rest in
an armchair, and his comrades were
discussing the exciting episode and_tell-
ing Wibley all about it—William Wibley
having been below, sorting over his
theatrical outfit, during those thrilling
minutes,

The rescued man was in the bunk in
No. 6, where Pawlings, tho steward,
was looking after him. Billy Bunter
rolled in, and gave the Famous Five a
severe blink through his big spectacles.

“ Another time,” said Bunter, “per-
haps yow'll take mnotice of a chap—
what? Mightn't have cun the boat down
if you had!?

“What do you mean, fat
duffer in(ﬁuired Bob Cherry.

“QOh, really, Cherry, I was the only
fellow that saw the boat’s light I said
Bu’r}ter. “None of you blind owls saw
12

“The boat wasn’t burning a light,
ass!” said Bob. “If it had had a light
it wouldn't have been run downl!"

“Well, I jolly well saw the light, and
told you,” said DBunter, “and a few
minutes afterwards the boat was run
down—so there !”

The juniors exchanged glances,
Really, it looked as if the Owl of the
Remove had been right, after all. But
it was certain that the wrecked boat
had been burning no light, as a boat
at sea after dark certainly should have
done.. The shipwrecked man had had
only himself to thank for the disaster.
Any vessel going to or from the Straits
of Dover might have run him down in
the dark. .

The juniors had been wondering a
good deal about the rescued man. He
was obviously a landsman, and what he

you
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had been doing so far out at sea in an
open boat at mg]llxt was rather s
mystery, Possibly he was an Kaster
holiday - maker from Folkestons or
Dover or Deal; but he could scarcely
have been blown out to sea on a calm
day. What sort of a craft he had been
in they had not seen; but if he had
been ecruising in some small yacht-
rigged cutter or yawl, it was strange
enough that he burned no lights. They
were rather interested in him, and
eager to hear what he had to say for
himself, 8o far, however, he was
remaining in state-room No. 6.

“I fancy he was strikinf matches,
you know, when I come to think of it,”
said Bunter. *That’'s why the ligflt
kept on going out.”

¢ Last time of asking ! ** roared Bob Cherry.
said Bob cheerily. He took aim with the orange, and it squashed on Horace Coker’s nose.
startled yell from Coker as he went over backwards.

“That's such a usual way of lighting
a boat ot sen!” remarked Jolinny Bull,

“Ha, ha, hal!”

““Well, ha hadn't any lights on the
boat, of course,” said Bunter, “Some
tripper from Folkestone, I fancy, out
for a sail, and lost his way at sea, and
couldn’t get back after dark.”

“It's possible, I suppose,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. “I suppose a man
might run a sail-boat out, intending to
get baek before dark, and find that he
couldn’t get back. Must be rather an
ass in that case.”

“Well, he couldn’t have heen eruising
without lanterns on board,” said
Nugent. “Bunter may be right!
Biranger things have happened!”

o Oﬁ, really, Nugent——"

“Well, there’s no harm done, exccpk
that his craft’s gone west. and he's
bagged a prize nose | said Bob. “And

Coker very nearly resoued his tiller for
im "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pawlings came out of No. 6, and the
juniors all turned to him at once.

hey  were guite concerned about the
man in No. 6.

“How's the jolly old invalid, Pawl-
ings?" asked Bob,

“I think he’s.quite all right, sir,”
answered the steward. “He doesn't
geem much the worse for his ducking,
but his nose is rather painful, He—
b’m—seems a little cross about that,”

Harry Wharton coloured as his com-
rades grinned.

“Well, I really couldn’t help that,”
he said. “Burely the chap understands

that I had to stop him from getting both
of us drowned.”

“Pity I didn't go in for him!” re-
marked Billy Bunter thoughtfully. “I
could have managed it without hitting
him on the nose. What did you hit him
on the nose for, Wharton 7"

“You silly ass1” roared Wharton, “I
didn't pick out his mose to hit! I just
slogged to stop Lim from dragging me
under.” )

“Rather fatheaded, if vou ask me!”
said Buntor, shaking his head. “I
faney I could have managed without
that1 But you were always a bit of an
155, old chap, if you don’t mind my men-
tioning it !” ;

“You burbling bandersnatch—"

“E)hut up, Bunter!” hooted Johnny

uil,
*(Oh, really, Bull—"
“Well, I'm glad he's all right again,”

¢ Sure you don’t want me to miss you ? ** Coker snorted.
“ Yarooooh ! **
“ Ha, ha, hia ! *’ roared the Removites.

5

said Harry. “Has he given his name,
steward, and told you what he was
doir;g at sca?” 5 :

“Yes, sir. His name’s Griggs,” seid
Pawlings, “He was staying at Rye on
a holiday, and he went out for a sail
this morning, and couldn’t get back
owing to the wind changing, and after
dark he just drifted.”

“Ryet!” rcpeated Wharton, “He
must have drifted a thumping long way
if he came out of Rye this morning.”

“I told you fellows how it was,” said
Bunter complacently. *Just what I was
telling you chaps! I was right, as
usual 1”

“Wonders will never cecasel”
marked Bob Cherry.

“That's how he had no lights on the

re-

“ Then I won’t 1 **
There was a

boat,” said Pawlings. “He cxpected to
run back into Rye enrl{_ in the after-
noon. When he saw our lights he began
striking matches; but he had only
few with him, If he'd had as much
as a pocket torch, we mightn't have run
him down.”

“What did I tell iou fellows ??
demanded Bunter triumphantly.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob.

Banter had been right again.

The steward went his way. Harry
Wharton rose from, the armchair,

“I think I'll speak to the chap,” ho
said. “He ought to understand that I
couldn’t help t.%mmping him, in the cir-
cumstances, And, anyhow, ho must
know lLie would have been a goner, if I
hadn't got hold of him, 8till, I can tell
him I'm sorry I had to do it.”

The eaptain of the Greyfriars Remove
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went along to No. 6, tapped at the
door, and opened it.
The man, sitting up in the bunk, made
2 hurried movement.
“Get out, you fooll
alone !” he snapped.

Leave me

s

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Man with the Wallet |

ARRY WHARTON stared.
H He was taken quite by
surprise, .

The man in the bunk did not
look much the worse for his adventure,
except that his noso was red and raw,
and that there was a bit of a bruise be-
tween his eyes. Wharton had hit hard
—harder, perhaps, than he had realised.
But, there had been no help for that.

The man was not, now that Wharton
saw him clearly in the electric light in
the state-rcom, a pleasant-looking fel-
low. He had & thin, hard face, with
narrow eyes that bhad a shifty and
rather foxy look in them. DBut what
surprised Wharton most was his occupa-
tion, and his sudden Bash of anger.
Sitting up in the bunk, he had a leather
wallet open on his knees, which he
closed hastily, and shoved under the
blankets as Wharton looked in. Whar-
ton did not see, or want to see, what
was in it. 'And it was clear that Mr.
Griggs did not want him to. 'The Grey-
friars_junior was not in'the least inter-
ested in that rather bulky-looking wallet.
He stood in the doorway, his cheeks
crimson, as the man snapped at him,
The narrow face was fushed, and the
shifty eyes glinted with sudden, passion-
ate anger.

But the next moment, before the
junior could speak, the man’s expression
changéd. The anger died out of his

face, as i wiped away with a sponge,
and he made an effort to smile. -

“Excuse me,” he said, “I thought it
was the steward coming back, and I
hed told him 1 wanted to sleep.”

It occcurred to Wharton that if the
man wanted to sleep, it was odd that he
should have been sitting up with the
light full on, examining the contents of
his wallet. Still, that was no business
of his. And he could make allowances
for a man’s jumpy nerves after he had
had a narrow escape from drowning.:

“1 didn’t mean to disturb you-—"
began Harry swkwardly.

“Well, what do you want?”

“You don’t know me again?” asked
Harry, with a smile.

Apparently the man was not aware
that 1t was Wharton who had pulled him
out of the sea. That, of course, was
natural enough. He could hardly have
noticed much at the time, and he had
been taken below es soon as he was
brought on the Sea Nymph.

But what was not natural, and what
was quite surprising, was the sudden
suspicion that flashed into the narrow
face. The man leaned forward in the
bunk, staring at Wharton with glinting,
searching eyes.

“What do you mean?” he snapped.
“I don't know you! I've never seen

ou before. Do you mean that you
ave met me before, or what ?*

“QOf course not,” said Harry, in utter
wonder. “You're a stranger to me,

Mr. Grigﬁs gso far as I know.”
He .could see that the man was
relieved

“Well, what do you mean, then?”
rasped the man in the bunk. *How
should I know you again, as you put it,
if I've never seen you before 7"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It was I who jumped in for you,”
he explained.
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. ““Oh, you|” exclaimed the man in the
the bunk, '“Oh, is that' what you
meant 1"

“Yes. I'mgorry I had to Funch you,=
said Harry. “That’s what I came here
to say, Mr, Griggs. 1 wouldn’t have
done it if I could possibly have helped
it, but you were dragging me under,
and we should both havé been drowned,
But I'm awfully sorry, all the same.”

The man passed his hand over his
damaged countenance. .

“Tf you couldn’t help it, it can’t be
helped !” he grunted. “It séems to me
a queer way of helping & drowning man
—hitting him in tho face. I supposs
you lost your head.”

“T didn’t lose my head,” said Whar-
ton curtly. “If I had, you wouldn’t
be sitting in_that bunk this minute,
Mr, Griggs. It was you that lost your
head, and I had to get your hands loose
from my neck, or you'd have drowned
us both. I'm sorry I had to do it.”

‘Grunt from the man in the bunlk.

“That's all I came to say,” added
Wharton dryly. “I won’t disturb you
any further, Mr. Grlgga."

“Btay a moment !

Wharton turned back. The man was
evidently trying to spesk sgrecably,
though it was equally plain that he was
feeling anything but agreeable.

“I—=I thank you for what you did.
It is_very probable that you may have
saved my life,”

It was not merely probable; it was a
certainty, But Harry Wharton did not
say so. If the maxf wanted to minimise
the service he had received from the
Greyfriars junior, he was welcome so to
do, so far as Wharton was concerned.
The captain of the Remove had no de-
sire  whatever to lay eclaim to his

gratitude.
“I wish you had found some other
method. ¥ nose is very painful,” said

Mr. Griggs, with a sort of twisted grin.
“Very painful indeed. I am a very
poor swimmer. I thought I was gone
when this yacht ran me down. I tried
to show my position by burning matches,
but the wind blew them out almost as
fast as I struck them, and I had only
a few. Then all of a sudden the ship
secmed on top of me.”

He shuddered with the recollection,
and Wharton looked, as he felt, sym-
alhetie. He could imagine the man’s
eelings at that fearful moment, and he
quite forgave him for his jumpy nerves
and his unpolished manners. ut Mr,
Griggs went on again at once:

“Has anything been picked up from
tho boat "

“Nothing, I think,” answered Harry.
“I hope you had nothing of value on
board, Mr. Griggs?”

“0Oh, ne, not at all; only a few
clothes and some food!™ The shifty
eyes watched Wharton's face. “I

fancied that your eaptain might have
pie,ked up the boat, or what was left of
it

“Tt was smashed to bits,” said Harry.
“It must have pone down like = stone,
except for a few broken fragments. T'm
sure that Captain Cook would have
saved it for you if it had been_ possible.”

“I1t matters nothing—-nothmﬁ what.
e\'m;——hut. you are sure of what you
say 7Y

¥ Quite sure 1"

It was odd enough. but Wharton had
an impression that the man in the bunk
was glad that the boat had not been
saved. Clertainly he could hardly have
oxpectad it to be preserved, after crunch-
ing under the prow of the Sea Nymph.
Tt was clear, at least, that he wanted to
be sure abont it. ?

“ Anything that was in the boat has
been lost,” said Harry. “You wera
rather lncky to save your wallet, Mr.
Griggs, in the eircumstances.’”
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“My wallet I The shifty eyes glinted
at him with sharp suspicion. The
leathor wallet was still out of sight
under the bedclothes, “Oh, yes!
Luckily, it was in my pocket, and it
contains some business papers I shoull
bave becn sorry to loso,”

Wharton smiled faintly., He had had
only a gl_lmpso of the leather wallet be-
foro it disappeared under the blankets;
but he had seen that it was too bulky
to go into a pocket, And the man
struggling in the sea had had nothing
in ands. Obviously that wallet
must have been fastened to him, eithes
on.a belt, or hung round his neck. Why
Mr. Griggs should tell lies about so
trivial a matter Wharton did not under-
stand in the least—any more than he
could understand why a holiday-maker,
running out to sea for a pleasurs cruise,
should take business papers with him.
Wharton was no fool, and he could not
help being aware that there was some-
thing rather secretive and furtive about
this Mr. Griggs. He had been, natur-
ally, prepared to like the man whose
life he had saved, but he was conscious
instead of & feeling very like repug-
nance.

“Good-night 1"
suddenly.

“Good-night, sir!” answered Wharton
politely.

He stepped out and shut the doos,
not gorry to go.

“How's the jolly old bean?” asked
Bob, when the captain of the Remove
rejoined his chums.

“Tooks all right,” answered Harry.
*Can’t say I like him. He scems rather
sore about that dot I had to give him.”
© “Punching & nose is liable to make it
sore,” said Bob, with a grin.

“ Fathead—I mean sore in lis temper !
Can’t be helped. It won't keep me
awake to-night,” added Wharton, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

“Well, you were rather a clumsy ass,
you know,” remarked Billy Bunter. “In
your place, old chap, I should have—"

“(one down like o stoue ¥ asked Bob

Cherry,
“1 should

Larked Mr. Grige:

“No!” roared DBunter.
have managed without punching his
nose. Pity I didn't take the matter in
hand. If anyt-hingi of the kind Lappens
again, Wharton, don’t you butt in.”

“ What ?”

“I;}f’u't. butt in! Leave it to me—

“You howling ass——"

“All very well to call a fellow
names,” sniffed Bunter. “But if you
can't manage without punching a fel-
low's nose—"

“Well, I've told Mr. Griggs 'm sorry
for punching his nose,” said Harry.
“But I'm not sorry for punching yours,
Bunter.”

“Eh? You haven't pupched my

nose—
“ No—but I'm just going to——"
“Eh? Here, fs'a)'—--— Yaroocoooh !”
roared Bunter, as the captain of the
Remove suited the action to the word.
*“Why, vou beast! Whoooop!”

“Ha, ba, ha!"” yelled the juniors.

“Wow !” roared Bunter.

And nothing more was heard from
Billy Bunter on the subject of punching
noses,

— it

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Not Missed !

RIGHT April sunshine streamed
down on the sea, on the gliding
Sea Nymph, and on the white
cliffs that lined the lovizon to
the west.

Harcy Wharten & Co found interest
in o distant glimpse of Ramsgute in the
punny morning, and the yawls and

kotches with brown sails that dotled the
sea, Coker & Co. of the I'ifth were at
a little distance—Coker still being very
particular to make it clear to all the
{Eup'a company that between the Fifth
Torm and the Remove there was a great
gulf fixed.

Coker of the Fifth was, so to speak,
with these juniors, buf not of them.
And he did not want anybody to make a
mistake about that—being apparently
unconscious of the fact that nobody was
interested in the matter. In a deck-
chair sat Mr, Griggs, from Rye—his red
and raw ‘“hoko” looking redder and
rawer in the bright sunshine of spring.
Mr. Griggs had breakfasted in No. 6,
but he had come up on deck af last, and
all the Greyfriars party had made it a
point to speak to him, and ask him
politely how he was, and to express
courteous sympathy.

But Mr. Griggs seemed to lmve no
great use for courteous sympathy.

. His answers were brief, and he made
it fairly clear that he preferred his own
company to anybody else's. So the
Grreyfriars fellows were not long in leav-
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ing him to himself. They did not enjoy
the society of a man with a sore nose
and a sore femper.

Billy Bunter informed the other
fellows that the man was a “beast,” and
for once the other fellows were inclined
to agree with Bunter. It was clear, ab
least, that Mr. Griggs was unsocinble
and had a snappich temper, and wanted
to be left alone. His clothes had been
carefully dried by the steward, and
Cousin George had lent him a hat—his
own having been lost in the sea,

Pawlings, the steward, was rather at-
tentive to him—f{rom which it might
have been gucssed that Mr. Griggs had
tipped Pawlings liberally, When the
juniors happencd to glance at him, they
could see that, restful as he looked in
the deckehair, his keen, deep-sct, shifty
cyes were mever at vest—and hie gave
them the impression of a man who wus
as watchful as a cal. )

Harry Wharton smiled a_little when
he noticed a bulge under Mr. Gl‘ig%s'
loose lounge jacket—evidently made by
that bulky wallet, Apparently Mr.

—

7

Griggs did not choose 1o leave his “busi-
ness papers ” in his state-rocom while he
was on deck. The wallet appeared to be
carried on a strap over r. Griges
shoulder, under his coat, but it was too
bulky to be quite hidden from sight,

Cousin George had an eye on the
gentleman from Rye. Cousin George,
in hig fat, hearty way, had made the
stranger welcome on board the Bea
Nympli, . He was quite hospitable to the
man who had becn picked out of the
sca; but at the same time George had an
eye to business, He was not running the
Sea Nymph for his health, Through
Billy Bunter's kind offices, he had nine
passengers on that trip; but there was
room for more,

As Mr. Griggs’ holiday at Rye had
been so disastrously interrupted, George
was considering whether Mr, Griggs
rm]g_ht not be prepared to continue that
holiday as a passenger on the Easter
cruise, He dig not look a very agree-
able man; but all was grist that came
to George’s mill, George was a business
man first, and a yachtsman second.

“Find yourself comfortable, sir, what,
what?” asked Goorge, in his deep, fat,
throaty voice,

“Quite, thanks!” said Mr. Griges.
“Much obliged! I've been pgoing lo
speak to you, Cuptain Cook. T gather
from the steward that this is a pleasure
cruise—a holiday party for Basier. You
ure touching at forcign ports later "

“That's g0, sir 1" said George:. “Aficr
a visit to Margate—mnerry Margale, siv
—brightest and jolliest pluce on the East
Coust—we spread our wings like (he
swallows, sir—metaphorically, of course,
the Sea Nymph being a stcamer—{or the
gunny south——"

“0h, quite I” bavked Mr, Griggs, who

scemed to have no use for George's
poetical Rights. “Quite! What are the
terms "

Georgo beamed. The newecomer on the
Sea Nytph was taking the words out of
his mouth.

“Twenty-one guineas, sir, for the
Easter cruise,” he answered, * Probably
vou will regard that as reasonable,
Other firms——"

“Quite I” said Mr. Griggs. “If agree-
able to you, sir, I should be very glad to
finish my holiday on board this excellent
vacht.”

“Delighted, sirl” said George. “The
fact is, I was about to suggest ii!
think, honestly, that you couldn’t do
better, The food——"

“Oh, quite !*

“The food, sir, is ample, I may say
generous,” said George. “I keep a gnad
table—a very good table! Teed ‘em,
and they come again, sir—that's my
motto, I think, sir, you'll enjoy the
cruise. But if you'd rather go back to
Rye—" added George considerately.

“Not at all!”

“I would land you at Margate, where
vou could get a train, with pleasure, sir,
and,” added George with dignity, “1
need hardly say that, in that case, there
would be no charge—no charge whatever
—for the period you have spent on board
the Sea Nymph.” .

“J shall stay on the yacht,” said Mr.
Criggs, who seemed to be o man of few
wordi. “If T may make a suggestion,

“Suggostions from passengers, sir, are
welcomed—more than welcomed,” said
George.

“If agreeable to others, it would be
more agreeable to me to cut out Mar-
gate, and lose no time getting south,”
guid Mr, Griggs. “Fine as the weather
is, there is a touch of cost in the wind.
Margate, after all, is a place that can be
visited any time.” .

“ Parfeetly true, sir,” said George
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» Margate wae included in the schedule
chicly because my Ppassengers are
schoolboys. Schoolboye, sir, anjﬁy them-
selves thoroughly at Merr argate.
But_we stay there only one day—
“1f you could meel my wishes, Cap-
tain Coak, I should have no objection to
paying an extra fee—"
(icorge waved a plump hand, :
“No, sir]l Not at all! The charge is
inclusive—no extras on any account
whatever. 'That is my inveriable rule.
Let 'em know what the ’ve, got to pay,
and they come again. ‘Lhat’s my motto.
But we aim, sir, to meet the wishes of
overy party concerned, and I will put it
to tho other passengers. If they agree,
we cut out Margate.” . )
As this conversation was carried on in
tho hearing of the Famous Five, thgy
could not, of course, help bearing it. So
when George turned to them they knew
what was coming. They exchanged &
glunce, and Johnny Bull gave & grunt.
They wanted o run ashore on the sands
at Margate, and they could not help
thinking it a cheek on the part of Mr.
Griggs to try to alter the arrangements
liko this. Still, they were ready to yield
tha point. Wharton collected = the
glunceﬂs, as it \\rm:ec_.I of his comrades, and
ave George a nmod. .
g“A]l serene,” he gaid. “Don’t mind
us.” .
“There’s an Easter show at the Winter
Gardens 1 _wanted to gee,” mumbled
Wibley. “But, never mind—all right!
“That's all very well,” said Billy
Bunter.. “But I know o place jin Mar.
gate wh'?re you can get a jolly good

feed—

“Chuck it, Billy 1" suid George, “You
don’t count

“QOh, really, George—"

Unheeding the indignant Owl, George
erossed over to Coker & Co. The three
Fifth-Formers across the deck had heard
also—and Potter and Greens were pre-

ared to give a polite assent. Not so

oker ! rath was gathering in the
rugged brow of Coker. Coker of the
Fifth was not in the best of tempers—

artly on account of the merriment that
End been caunsed by his heroic rescue of
the tiller the night before. And Coker
had made his plans for the shore, and
Coker, like the juniors, thought it a
cheek of Mr. Griggs to butt in—only
more so0.

“If you young gentlemen are agree-
able——" began George. :

“I'm not !” rapped Coker.
“Is Coker ever agrecable, Fou
fellows?” murmured Bob Cherry, and

there was a chuckle among the juniors.

Coker of the Fifth gave them a glare,
and then glared at George.

“ Look here, Mr, Cook ! T've just been
fixing it up with my friends to Fo off
ths yacht at Broadstairs, if you'll send
us in the boat. We're going to walk
along to Margate. A man wants to
stretch his legs a bit. But, Broadstairs

or no Broadstairs, we're going to
Margate.”
“Took here, Coker—" murmured

Potter, who possibly was not looking
forward with enjoyment to a long walk
with Coker.

“Don’t be an ass, Potter.”

“But, I say—" murmured Greene.

“Don’t be a fathead, Greene.”
. Thus adjured, Potter and Greene %ave
it up. Coker was the only fellow to hold
out mgainst the proposed alteration in
the schedule, But Coker was a host in
himself at holding out. Coker was firm
—as frm as & rock, according to his
view—as obstinate as a mule, according
to his friends. But whether it was the
firmness of a rock, or the obstinacy of a
mule, Coker meant business.

“I call it cheek,” went on Coker. “I
don’t want to be unecivil to 2 man I
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don’t know—and don't want to know—
but I call it cheekl If you ask me,
that's what I call it—cheek I
“8irl” said George, with dignity.
“Leave it at that! No alteration will
be made in the sehedule without the
consent of all concerned. ¥You do not
consent—" y
“1 jolly well don’t [” said Coker, with

emphasis.
“That settles the matter,” said
George—and he iwent back to Mr.
Griggs.

That gentleman flashed a glance of
his shifty eyes at Coker—and the juniors,
who were looking at him, were rather
startled by the bitter, savage anger in
that swift glance, There was no doubt
that Mr, Griggs was intensely irritated
by Coker’s obstinacy. But there was
nothing more for Mr. Griggs to sa
Coker was standing up for his rights
as & paying passenger for the eruise, and
that was that| Coker caught Mr.
Griggs’ bitter look, and responded to
it with a defiant snort.

“8o jolly old Coker’s going to land
at PBroadstairs,” remarked Bob Cherry,
as the Sea Nymph drew in towards the
bright and atiractive secaside resort.
“We shall miss him when he goes.”

“The missfulness will be terrific!?
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Probably we shan't gee him again
till next term at Greyfriars. If he starts
to walk to Margate ten to one he will
end up at Canterbury or Tunbridge

ells.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Shut up, Cherry !” rapped out Coker.
“That will dol Not so much of your
Lower Fourth cheek, if you don’t want
your ear pullad."

“If you're cross, Coker, I shan’t miss
you when you go!” said Bob. “And
you'd like me to miss you, wouldn't

“Eh! I don't care a rap whether you
miss me or not, you young idiot|”

“You don’t want me to miss you?”
asked Bob, his hand groping for an
orange .in his pocket.

“No, you young ass|”

“Right 1” said Bob. “Then I won't|
You fellows are all witnesses to what
Coker says—he doeen’t want me to miss
him 1”

The juniors, aware of the orange in
Bob's hand in hiz pocket, chuckled.
Coker, unaware of it, snorted contemptu-
ously. The Bea Nymph stopped well off
shore, and the boat was lowered for
Coker & Co. Crowds of people wers
visible on the shining beach—it was a
glorious spring day. Mr. Griggs had
left his deckchair and dgone below, but
nobody specially noticed the fact. Cer-
tainly it never occurred to any fellow
on board that Mr. Griggs could have
any reason for desiring to aveid
observation from the beach,

Coker and Potter and Greene went
down into th¢ boat. The juniors lined
the rail as the seamen fended off with
the oars.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Coker !” roared
Bob, his hand coming out of his pocket
with the orange in ib.

Coker gave him a glare.

“Sure you don't want me to miss
you?” roared Bob.

“Shut up, you young ass!” hooted
Coker.

“ Last time of asking.—ﬁure you don't
want me to miss you?

8nort from Coker !

“Then I won’t!” said Bob cheerily—
and he took aim with the orange and
didn’t miss Coker.

The orange squashed on Horace
Coker’s nose, and there was & startled
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vell from Coker as he went over back-
wards, ‘and his long legs flew skyward.

“Yarooh [*

“Ha, ha, ha!l” yelled the juniors.

“He, he, he1” cackled Billy Bunter.

Coker scrambled up. His rugged face
was crimson with wrath.

“Hold on!” he roarad. “Stop the
boat! I—I'l—-I’I—*

“Ha, ha, ha!*

But the grinning seamen had pushed
off, and there was a widening space of
water between tha Sea Nymph
Coker. Coker stood up and brandished
his fist at the grinning faces along the
rail. Bob Cherry kissed his hand in
reply, which appeared to have no sooth-
ing effect on Coker whatever. He was
still brandishing his fist when the boat
pulled into the Broadstaira beach.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
At Merry Margate !

& <> OLLY |” declared Bob Cherry.
“The jollifulness is terrific1”.
“Good old Margate |

Johnny Bull.

“1 say, you fellows—

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter |
Rcllllll on, thou fat and flabby Bunter,
ro ”

“1 say, you fellows, I know where you
can get a jolly good feed—2

* Bow-wow |

“ Beast [”

Bob Cherry was in exuberant spirits,
and all the Greyfriars fellows looked
merry and bright as they walked down
Mar%atg pier. There were plenty of
people in Margate, The Easter crowd
in that happy and popular resort was
as thick as the summer crowd anywhere
else. On the beach they looked like
flies, and the promenade‘ was swarming,
and every kind of refreshment and
entertainment place seemed to be doing
good business. It was dgﬂiuult for any-
body not to feel jolly in the bracing
air of Margate. But the Greyfriars

said

holiday-makers hardlf needed that
stimulus—they were jolly anyhow,
Billy Bunter looked ss merry and

bright as the rest, Bunter liked Mar-
gate, And there waa one thing he
specially liked about Margate—the air
made a fellow hungry! Anywhero else,
Billy Bunter could eat enough for four
or five fellows; at Margate he could eat
enough for six or seven! Bunter had
often wished that Greyfriars School was
situated at Margate, as some more for-
tunate schools were.

Bunter had had holidays at Margate
before, and he knew every place beiween
Westgate and Broadstairs where =
fellow could get a decent spread. And
there were, as he gleefully told the
other fellows, lots and logs of them.
Indeed, had Bunter had his way, that
day in Margate would have been spent
wholly in & “grub crawl "—from one

lace of refreshment to another. Had
%untar been given his head he would
probably have had to be carried back to
the Bea Nymph in an ambulance.

Bunter’s idea of a really happy day
was to begin it with a feed, continue
it with a feed, and end it with a feed.
If that. was not hu.Epinesg tha Owl of
the Remove would have liked to know
what happiness was. Unluckily, the
other fellows did not see eye to eye
with Bunter in this important matter.

“1 gay, you fellows, give me change
for a shilling I” said Bunter, stopping
at an aptomatic machine. Bunter would
have preferred a couple of lunches, and
a dinner or two—but anything in the
edible line was welcome. “I say, I've
got no coppers.”



EVERY SATURDAY

Down the shelving, glistening sands came the donkey at a wild rush, and there was a fearful yell from Bunter as the wafer

splashed round him. Splash | Splash !

Bob Cherry sorted out coppers and
handed the fat Owl twelve. He held
out his hand for the shilling.

“Where’s the bob?” he inguired.

“Eh?ll

“I've given you the change—where's
the bob?* .

“Oh, really, Cherry! If you're going
to be mean——"

#(Oh, my hatl”

“Remind me when we go back to
the yacht,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“I've left all my money on board, as
it happens.”

“Lot’s hope it won't sink the yacht,”
said Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“] say, you fellows, wait for me
squeaked Bunter, as the juniors walked
on.

“You won't,” agreed Nugent.
won’t even kecep us onel”

“Beast [”

Dunter rolled in_pussuit, with his
mouth and his hands full of chocolates.
He did not want to lose the other
fellows. Bunter had mapped out a
rather expensive day, and there had to
be somebody to meet the expenses.
Bunter, of couree, could not meet them,
as ho had left all his money on board
the S8ea Nymph. Though really it would
not have helped very much if he hadn't,
as all Bunter's money consisted of one
hall-crown, which was still in his posses-
sion because it was a bad one.

“) say, you fellows, got any more
conpers??

A shilling’s worth of chocolates did
not last Bunter long.

“There's one at the end of the pier,”
“Go and pick it

"

“You

said Bob, pointing

Biliy Bunter blinked round.
“1 can't see it.”

Y shan't keep you ten minutes—" -

* Yarooh ! Help !
landed on his back In the water.

“Well, it's big enough to be seen,”
said Bob. “I don’t know whether you
could pick it up, thoug 2

“I'll pick it up fast enough if I seco
it,” said Bunter irritably. “But I can't

see it] Where is it?”
“Took here, Bob, don't play the
goat1” grunted Johnny Bull. “If a

fellow picks up money he ought to take
it to the police station.”

“You shut up, Bull I yapped Bunter.
“J—I dare say I dropped it when I was
in Margate last time——"

“Oh, my hat !”

“If Bunter picks up that eopper.”
said Bob, “he needn't take it to the
police station! I fancy the copper
would take him to the police station,
so that would be all right.”

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors as
they looked at the “ copper *—a six-foot
“copper ” that Bunter could certainly
not have picked up, and who un-
donbtedly would have been much sur-
prised had Bunter attempted so to do.

“You—you—yon silly idiot!” gasped
Bunter. “Do you mean that bobby ?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Beast 1"

Bunter rolled on, without trying to
pick up that “copper.”  Burier was
frowning; but he left off frowning and
smirked, as two or three girls, coming
along the pier, glanced at him and
smiled.

Fat complacency dwelt in the podgy
countenance of William George Bunter.
He was aware that he was dressed very
nicely—Nugent's collars  fitied him,
Johnny Bull’s necktie was guite new,
Wharton’s straw hat was very hand-
some, Huorree BSingh's tan ehoes very
neat. Bob's waisteoal di.. not reveal
that it was split up the back to get it
on Bunter; and Wharton’s flannel bags,

Whooop ! ** roared Bunter, as he lost his hold, and

though rather tight on Bunter, were un-
doubtedly very nice bags.

Bunter was, in fact, dressed to kill,
with contributions from the wardrobes
of nearly every other fellow in the
party; and it was fully to be expected
that girls would glance at him and
smile. He did not even suspect that it
was his circumference that did it!

“1 say, you fellows, did you notice
that ¥” smirked Bunter.

“Eh? Which?” asked Rob.

“Lots of ?'irls smiling at me,"” said
Bunter complacently.

“Wondering how you got out of the
Zoo, perhaps I*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Clood-looking follows get a lot of this
sort of jealousy,” remarked Bunter.
fellow gets used to it1 T can’t see that
it's my fault that Pm good-looking !”

“Oh ecrumbs! Bunter, old bean,
you've pot lots of faults, but that isn't
ona of them—it really isn't!”

“JIa, ha, hal”

“Yah I” Bunter Dblinked rather
severely at the Co.  “Lock here, yon
follows, you might have dressed a bit
more carefully before coming ashore
with me. Your bags are awfully
crumpled, Wharton.”

“T was going to change. but I couldn’t
find—" .

“Oh!" Bunter changed the subject
hastily. *1I say, you fellows, what about
pgoing on the donkeys? I'll show yon
how to ride, Nothing like learning
things whon you've got a chance, what?
T'll pay for the donkers.”

"(l;ut of the money you've left on
board 7** asked Johnny Bull.

“] mean, I'll owe it to you—same
thing.” i

“The samefulness is not terrific!”

Tee MacNerT Liprart.—No. 1,514
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chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But let the esteemed and ridiculous
Bunter show us how to ride, my absurd
churas. It will be worth the watch-
fulness.”

And the chums of the Remove cheer-
fully bore down on the donkey merchants
—for Bunter to show them how to ride!

—————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Bathe for Bunter !

ONKEY, sir? Donkey, gents?”

: A stout gentleman, with a
red face and & cheery grin,
hailed the chums of Greyfriars.
There were a number of donkeys on the
trot, and small people were enjoying
rides,

“Right-ho!” said Bunter. ‘ Watch
me, you fellows!”

“Oh, my eyel” said the red-faced
man, apparently a little dismayed by
Bunter's width. “You'll be a bit "eavy
for him, sir! But orlright—chance it!
'Ere, Nedd?, you stand steady for the
gentleman.’

“Neddy, Neddy, steady, stcady!
Don’t you start till Bunter's ready!”
murmured Bob Cherry.

Neddy did not seem inclined to start
at all. e looked round at Bunter, with
a_very intelligent eye, and seemed shy.
Neddy was a fair-sized donkey; but he
might have thought that what Bunter
really needed was an elephant. But
his master encouraged him, and held
him for Bunter to mount,

Harry Wharton & Co. lined up to
watch Bunter mount—and so did quite
a good many other people.  The fact
was that Bunter’s well-filled waistcoat
was in the way; and it was not obvious
how he was going to overcome that diffi-
culty. Twice, thrice, Bunter heaved
himself at the donkey’s back, but each
time the centripetal attraction of the
globe pulled him back.

Neddy planted his hoofs firmly and
stood like a rock; but the fat Owl failed
to scale the rock. He blinked round at
the smiling juniors.

“You might give a fellow a bunk!”
he snapped breathlessly.

“The bunkfulness is the proper
caper!"” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, and he stepped forward to give
Bunter a bunk.

Bab Cherry lent hia aid—it was no one-
man job |

They grasped Bunter and heaved—
and Bunter heaved—and up he went.
Unluckily, the heave took him right
over, and to his surprise and annoy-
ance he came down on the other side.
There was a bump on the sand that
almost shook the Isle of Thenet—and a
roar from Bunter:

“Yarooooch 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell

“Whooop| Beast! Whoop!

“Bravo, Bunter!"

“Do that again!”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
picked up the fat Owl. He leaned on
them gasping. More and more people
gathered round. Several other shows
along the front began to lose their
patrons. Bunter was getting the
publie !

“Go it!” ecame encouraging voices.
“Try againl Aind he don't break
when you sit on him!”

“1 say, you fellowr lend me a hand I”*
gasped Bunter. “Thi: isn’t like mount-
ing a horse, you know—when I'm get-
ting on one of the hunters at Bunter
Conrt T go up like a feather—"

"l?h crikey! Some feather I gasped

ob.
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“Just help me up, and I'll show you!
Don't take hold of my ears, you silly
ass! Leggo my hair, you fathead!”
roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Four of the juniors ha‘Iipad Bunter up
this time. The combined effort did it.
Bunter was seated fair and square in
the donkey's saddle, Neddy did not
breal under his weight—he was quite a
powerful donkey. But he seemed dis-
inclined to start.

“Naw, come up, Neddy!” said the
red-faced man, pulling at him. *Sooner

vou start, the sconer it's over! Now
then! Kim up!”

“Why doesn't he go?’ yapped
Bunter,

“P'r’aps he can't move, sir!” came n
suggestion from the interested crowd.
“Mind he don’t break!”

“Start him, you fellows!”

“Kim up, Neddy! Kim up!” hooted
the red-faced man, “Git a move oni”
He pulled vigorously at the donkey.
“Will you kim up?”

“Shall we push?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal?

Neddy ecither couldn’t or wouldn't
move. But as hiz master yanked at him
he suddenly threw up his hind heels and
seemed to be trying to nose-dive into the
sand.

Bunter flopped over on his meck at
once.  Bunter, according to his own
account, was wont to “witch the world
with moble horsemanship’ on the
hunters at Bunter Court But donkey-
manship seemed quit: a different propo-
position. TFlung on Neddy’s rough and
hairy neck, Bunter clutched at that neck
with both arms, and miraculously did
not slide over Neddy's long ears to the
earth. He hung on wildly.

“* 8tick to him, Bunter [ yelled Bob.

"The stickfulness is terrific”

“QOh, my eye!” gaspcl the red-faced
man,

Neddy, perhaps startled and worried

by Bunter’s jockey-like feat on his
nec]t;, suddenly started. e fairly
olted.

There was a roar of merriment. If
Billy Bunter had come down to Margate
to do o stunt on the sands as a public
performer, he cou.! not have gathered
@ kecner auvdiens: er raised more
laughs.

Neddy raced awav. with Bunter
bumping up and down, swinging from
side to side, and clinging to his hairy
neck like a limpet to a roek, and yell-
ing wildly for help.

“I say, vou fellomws! Yarooh!
Stoppim | h lor't Stoppim, I say|
Oh  crikey! Bomebody hold this
donkey! Help!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ride him, cowhoy!? yelled Bob

Cherry. *“Attaboy!"

“Go it, Bunter! Btick to him!”

“ Bravo !”

 Attaboy, Bunter! Altaboy I
roared Bob, .

“Yaroch! Stoppim! I say, you
fellows—1 say—— Whoooop!  Help!
Fire! Murder! Help!” yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!1”

The red-faced man rushed in pursuit.
Harry Wharton & Co. rushed in pur-
suitw A multitude of trippers crowded
in pursuit. Merry Margate was enjoy-
ing Bunter! Bunter was making
Margate merrier!

Neddy, exasperatec by the heavy
object clinging to his neck, was_put-
ing on unaccustomed speed. Neddy
seemed to be in as frantie a state as
Bunter. Both, certainly. were highly
excited.

Leaving the beaten track, Neddy fled
down the eands, as if he hoped, like
Mazeppa's wild steed, to shake off his
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burden by sheer speed. The
mob behind him accelerated Ned

“Here, look out—-*

“Where are you coming?"

“Mind your eyae!”

Wild yells greoted the wild rider on
the sands, Children with spades and
buckets scrambled out of the way.
Parents and unecles and aunts serambled
up from resting-places in Margate’s
wonderful sand. Innumerable sand-
castles were demolished by the donkey’s
hoofs. Howls of protest mingled with
cheers as Bunter careered onward.

*Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Bunter’s going to get a bath.”

“Oh crumbs! Get hold of that
moke |* gurgled Johnny Bull. “ After
him.”

But it was not so easy to get hold of
Neddy! Neddy, in a perfectly frantic
state, was heading for the water—
perhaps. with some idea in his intelli-
gent mind that thus he would get rid
of his terrifying burden. Sunbathers on
the water’s edge squirmed out of Neddy's
way with loug and startled ejaculations
—bathers in the lapping water stared at
him blankly. Down the shelving,
glistening sands came Neddy at a wifd
rush, and there was a fearful yell from
Bunter as the water splashed round him,

Splash! Splash!

“Yarooch! Help! Whooop!|” roared
Bunter, as he let go and rolled. The
water was shallow, ihe tide was coming
in, but it was still low; and Bunter
landed in only a foot or so of it. TBut
he landed on his back and disappeared—
exoept for the widest part of his
ciriumference, which showed above the
water.

Neddy, shaking himself and scattering
water, trotted up the beach apparently
satisfied. The red-faced man, redder
than ever with chortling, recaptured
Neddy and led him away. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. raced down to the water.
Half a dozen good-natured bathers—
everybody is good-natured at Merry
Margate—plunged ot Bunter and
dragged him up, and hoisted him
ashore. It was a drenched and dripping
Owl that was handed, gurgling, over to
his friends. They were gurgling, too,
with irrepressible merviment. And from
bathers and beach-lizards alike came &

yell:
“Ha, ha, ha!l®

ge!ling

P

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Wet !

11 A, HA, HA Y
H “Good old Bunter—'""
“Do it again, old chapl!

You've brought down the
Bunter 1”

1

house,

“Ha, ha, ha

“I say, you fellows—— Groooghl
Blessed 1f I can see anything to cackle
at— Wow! I'm wet|” .

“That’s through hathing with your
clothes on!” explained Bob Cherry.
“The sea’s always wet at Margate!”

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! This iso’t funny!” roared
Bunter.

“Isn’t it ?”’ chuckled Nugent. “Most
of Margate seems to think that it is,
old fat man! You're the goods to-day—
the big attraction! If the Entertain-
ment Commitiee was here they'd try to
book you for the summer!”

“1Ia, ha, hat?

“ Oh, cackle 1" hooted Bunter, “Cackla!
Your bags are ruined, anyhow, Whar-
ton.”
“Eh? I haven't been in the water,”
gaid Harry, staring.

“J jolly well have]”
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“Why, you fat scoundrel, that’s why
I couldn't -ind my best bags—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And the sea-water won’t improve
your waistcoat, Bob Cherry—"’

“My waistcoat!” ejaculated Bob.

“And Bull's necktie is soaked—"

“Mum-mum-my necktie !”

“And so are Inky's shoes—"

“My esteemed shoes!” exclaimed the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

* And your straw-hat’s floated away,
Wharton——"

“My hat!” yelled Wharton.

“And Wibley's jacket will zhrink
no“.__ll

“My—my—my jig-jig-jacket!” stut-
tered William Wibley.

“And serve you all jolly well
ri'gﬂt!‘l:’ howled DLunter. “I'm glad!

“Chuck him back into the watler!”
roared Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! I say, you fellows, we shall
have to get back to the yacht now,”
hooted Bunter. “I can't go about like
this! Come on, you rotters!”

Billy Bunter squelched away up the
beach—his borrowed plumes dripping
water as he went. Harry Wharion &
Co. were uot guite as mirthful now—
gince they had learned that Bunter's
drenched " garments belonged to them-
selves. The fat Owl, apparentl{, Lad
nothing of his own om, except his fat
skin. This, from Bunter's point of view,
was fortunate—as fortunate as the
circumstances that he had been wearing
Bob Cherry’s straw when Coker knocked
it in. Soaking in sea-water certainly
did not improve garments; so Bunter
realised that matters might have been
worse.

Leaving a wet trail behind him, the
fat junior (ramped up to the promenade.
He turned in the dircction of the jelty,
off which the Sea Nympli was moored.

“Buck up, you fellows!” he spapped.
“T’'ve got to get changed.”

“Q0h, you'll scon dry up!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully.

“Not DBunter!” chockled Nugent
“Does he ever dry up?”

“Do you think I'm going sbout with
my clothes all wet?” roared Bunter.

“But you won't be” said DBob.
“You'll be going about with our clothes
all wet! I suppose we can lLave our
clothes wet if we like? We never asked
you to get inside them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast !"” roared Bunter. “T'm pgoing
back to change at once! I'm not going
{o catch pneumonia to plense you!
can feel it coming on in my legs now !

“0Oh crikey !

# And I've got a touch of plumbago
glready——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cackle!” hooted Bunter. “Oh,
cackle! You'd like to see me perizhing
with pneumonia in both legs, I know [”

The idea of Bunter getting pricumonia
in his legs made the juniors shriek, The
fat junior blinked at them through his
spectacles with o devastating blink. As
a matter ‘of fact, Bunter might have
dried in the sun—it was a glorious April
day, almost as warm as summer; and
the brilliant sun of Margate, famous
for its sunshine, streamed down om
promenade and pier and glowing sands.
Still, thers was no doubt that Bunter
felt rather uncomfortable; and when
Bunter was uncomfortable, ihat, of
course, was the only thing that mat-
tered within the extensive Fimita of the
universe.

“ Are you coming?” he hooted. “Get
B8 move on, you lazy slackers! Never

(Continued on next page.)
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saw such a gang of moochers! Look
here, I'm going back to the yacht to
chunge, seai?

“Tho changefulness is the proper
caper,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singlh, “and the go-fulness is also a
good idea! Get on with it, my esteemed
ad absurd fat Bunter.”

T say, you fellows, I suppose you're
coming back with me?” hooted Bunter.

“XNo need,” answered Wharton, “I
suppose you don't want uiz to change
you—even if you are going to change
into some more of our clobber.”

“You ean wait on the jetty while I
change, if you like! I shan't keep you
more than an hour or so!”

* Anybody want to stand on the jetty
for an hour, when we've only got one
day in Margate?” inquired Bob Cherry.
“Paon't all speak at once."

*1Ia, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, if you wander
awny by yoursclves, I shall miss you,”
excliimed Bunter. “T1 don't want to do
that! F'm only thinking of you fellows,
of course—not beeause I want you to
stand the exes, or anything of that sort.”

“That's all right,” 5niCEJolmny Bull.
“When you've changed, yon can hring
ashore all that money you've left on
board.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“* Boast 1™

Billy Bunter rolled on—but the chums
of the Remove did not follow. Really,
as the stay in Margate was so short,
they did not want to spend the time
walking to and fro, and wailing for
Buuter ta change. That bright and
ontertaining spot, Dreamland, was open
for Kastor, and the juniors wended their
way thitherward—leaving tho Owl of
the Remove to his own devices.  And it
ig nuich to be feared that, in the delights
of seenic railways and roundabouts and
other enjoyable” things, they forgot the
fat existence of William George Buntev,

When they came out of Dreamland,
howeaver, they looked round for him. He
was, a5 Bob Cherry rvemarked, wide
enangh to be scen.  But lie was not on
the horizon; and they walked through
the lown and eame out on the eliffs 1
the dircction of the Foreland. A visit
to the North Foreland, and a climb up
tha lighthouse, was the next item on
the programme; and that, certainly,
would not have appesled to Bunter.
Bunter would have wanted a taxi to the
Yoreland, and a lift up the lighthouse.
But a walk along the coast was exactly
what the juniors wanted, and they
staried on 1t cheerfully.

“What about going along the sands?”
asked Johnny Bull. “You ean gob all
the way to Broadstairs on the beach.”

“I don’t think!” answered Dob
Cherry.

“T'va looked it out,” s=aid Johnny
warmly, T tell you if we go along the
beach "we can get to Broadstairs, or
come up at Wingsgate to go to the light-
house.”

“Boet yvon we couldn't!”
Boh, shaking his head.

71 tell you we eould ! hooted Johnny.

“And T tell you we couldn't, old
bean,” answered Bob. “If we go along
the beach now, we shan't get cither to
Kingsgate or Broadstairs, but to
kingdom-come. You see, tide's
coming inl”’

“Oh,” said Johnny, “I forgot the
tide 1

" Lucky you've got your Uncle Robert
with you to remember it, old Dbean!
The tide washes right up to the eliffs
most of the way, and I noticed it was
coming in when Dunter took his hathe,
Btill,” added Bob thoughtfully, *'we
might swim it! It's only a few miles
Bit we should get wet.”
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“Failliead! Let’s go slong the cliffs !*
said Johnny.

And a cheery bunch of juniors walked
along the cliffs, leaving Merry Margate
behind, and soon finding themselves in
open country, with green fields stretch-
ing away on their right towards Kings-
gato and 8t. Peter’s. There were plenty
of other walkers on the broad asphalt
promenade that stretched all the way
from Margate to Kingsgate; and the
juniars, remembering that Coker & Co.
were walking from Broadstairs, kept an
eye open for the burly form and rugged
fratures of the great ITorace.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker!

LESSED if I half like
muttered Potter.

Grunt, from Coker.

“Bame lerel” confessed
Greene, glancing along the beach.

Another grunt from Coker,
emphatic,

“Well, let’s hurry a Dbit, anyhow!”
sald Dotter, with an uneasy glance at
the glimmering waters rolling in to-
wards the eliffs.

Coker, who was proceeding at an
extremely leisurely pace, slowed down
a little. Coker was not the man to take
adyice.

Coker was one of those fellows who
kuow ! Adviee to a fellow who knows
is superfluous. Ilorace Coker had no
use for it

“Lots of time,” said Coker ecalmly.
“1 believe it's well under two miles
from HKingsgate to Margate by ilie
beach. We’ve done about half a mile.”

“But the tide 4

“Don’t be an ass, Potter. That is, if
you can help it! Am I the sort of
follow to be ecaught in the tide:”
snapped Coker contemptuously.

Potter looked at him. Coker was, in
Potter's opinion, just that sort of
fellow] He was, in Potter's opinion,
the fellow to de anything of a really
idiotie nature. Dut it was uscless to
tell Coker so! IIe would never have
believed it!

“Tot's buck wp & bit,” said Grocue
nervously. “The tide's jolly well
coming 1n, anyhow I*¥

“Don’t be funky, old man”
Coker kindly. “Funk’s no good "

“ Look here, Coker 2

UPake it easy,” said Coker. “Tots
of time! If you get your poor little
foet wet it won't kill you—what 7

And Coker lounged on regardless,
C'olier knew all about it! Potter and
(ireene were not so sure. Coker had
Lbeen on this coast before. He had
walked all the way along the beach.
What a fellow had done once, a fellow
could do again.

Nervousness about the tide only made
Cloker sniff. Coker had no patience with
such stufl.

The Pifth-Formers had had quite a
good time, so far. Coker had stood his
friends a magnificent feed at quite a
nice place in Droadstairs.

Potter and Greene had realised that
Coker, with all his drawbacks, had his
uses.  They started to walk to Margate
with Coker in quite a cheery mood.
But they would have preferrved to take
the uwpper way, along the top of the
clifts,  Unluckily they said se—which
was quite enough to make Coker deeide
on the beach.

So the beach it was, and they trampail
through soft sand end seaweed, with
the high line of chalk cliffs on their
left, and the sea rolling on their right.

1] 1Rk

more

said
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It was quite pleasant, though the soft
sand made walking a little laborious.
Still, it was quite s nice walk—only
Potter and Greene had rather a worried
cye on the sea.

The tide was coming in, and it seemed
to them to be coming in faster and
faster; and every time they passed one
of the rugged gullies that led up through
tho cliffs to the promenade above,
Potter and Greene slowed down, and
regarded it with g longing eye,

Coker, however, marched on deter-
minedly; and, in order to make it
clear that he had no sympathy with
funk, he went at a very moderate pace,
and Potter and Greene, with growing
unecasiness, went on with him.

Every now and then they exchanged
a glance behind Coker's broad back,
indicative of their desire to take Coker
by the seruff of the neck and dip his
head in the sea. But that, however
salisfactory otherwise, would not have
hastened their arrival at Margate, so
they»reslsted the temptation.

“Nobody on the beach here,” said
Po?%p,{ breaking a troubled silence.

“Did you want a Margat 7
asked Coker. ek

I mean, there must have been lots of
people on the beach, on a fine day like
this—must have gone because the tide's
coming in.”?

“*Might have seen you coming!” sug-
gested Coker. “ And your features did
it, old man!” Horace Coker could be
humorous. This was a sample of his
hadinage,

“Look here, Coker, come on!” yapped
Potter. He did not want light and airy
badinage. Ile wanted to got out of the
way of the incoming tide. *“You're
jolly well not going to get us all
drowned—sce 7

" Dori’t be an ass, Potter !”

" IPor goodness' sake, hurrey up, and
don't play the goat, Coker!” urged
Greene,

“Don't be a dunnny, Ceeono !”

Potter and Greene Dbreathed
hard.

“Raiher heavy going in this sand,”
said Coker calmly. “Take it easy!
Look here; sit down a bit on this rock.
You fellows cen do with a rest. You've
tired, and it’s making you nervy.”

The fact was that it was very lieavy
“going " in the soft and clinging sand,
and Coker was a little tired. He was
not going to admit that, of course, even
to himself. He was going to halt for the
sake of Dotter and Greene,

Those two anxious youths almost
exploded, as Coler coolly sat down on
ihe edge of a big chalk rock that jutted
up from the beach. Coker had a news-
paper under his arm, which he had
Lought at Broadstairs.

Calmly he opened it, and glanecd over
the news., Potter and Greene eyed him
alniost wollishly. Their legs were rather
aching with drogging through soft sand
into which the feet sank, but they
wanted to get on.  Very mmch indeed
they wanted to get on. Coker may have
fancied that lLe was inspiring them
with courage by his atlitude of cocl
and detached indifference. In point of
fact, ho was inspiring them with deadly
fury. (oker, regardless, communicated
the news.

“Phey’re going it a bit in the Fast !”
caid Coker. “DBit I'll tell you what—
iy unele knows China like a book, and
lie says that the Japs have hitten off
a lot more than they can chew, In ithe
long vin, e sayz, the Chinese will give
them {rightful beans!”

“Blow your nnele |4

“Dlow China 2

vory
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¢ Did you drop a pound note, Bunier ?
¢hap?’? “Look under the fable !*

Potter and CGreene, with the North
Bea lapping at their feet, lacked
interest in the Far Eastern situation
and the opinion of Coker's uncle
thereon.

“Hallo, here’'s something rather
local,” went on Coker. “Bank held up
at Folkestone yesterday morning—"

“Blow Folkestone!"” esaid Potter and
Cireeno together.

“Man with a gun,” said Coker. *“I
say, this is guite interesting. We might
have been in Folkestone yesterday, you
know, if—if we hadn’t been somewhere
else, Man held up a bank—""

“Look here—"

“Got away with a stack of bank-
notes—=2

“T.ook here, Coker—"

“T’ll read it out to you, if you
like,” said Coker, with the masterly
calmness of one of those strong, silent
characters, “They haven’t got the
man—"

“ Bother the man !”

“He seems to have bothered them !"
grinned Coker. “Got_ clean away, loot
and all. Chased up and down, and never
caught! Pity I wasn't there! Listen
to this—"

“Look here—" roared Greene.

“1 said listen! ‘It seems certain
now that the bank raider, after eluding
pursuit, escaped in a sailing-boat from
the harbour,” ” Coker read out calmly.

“You silly idiot|” shrieked Greenc.
“Look at the tide!”

“T pan't look at the tide when I'm
Jooking &t & newspaper, Grocne! Don’t
be an ass! Listen to this! ‘A small
cutter is missing from its moorings, and
its owner says— Whooooooop !

Coker unintentionally wound up like
that, as Potter and Greene, exasperated

** asked Bob Cherry. ““Eh! What !

beyond endurance, grabbed him simul-
taneously, and dragged him headlong
off his seat on the rock.

Coker rolled in the sand, roaring.

“Now come on!” roared Potier.
“You silly ass! You frabjous idiot!
You burbling dummy! Get o move on
—see? Come on, Greene!”

Potter and Greene restarted after the
intervel. They went at o run—partly
to escape from the tide, parily to escape
from Horace Coker. Coker was
scrambling up with red-hot rage in his
rugged face.

I'l.l!- y gum 1" gasped Coker. “I—I—

Coker's nowspaper fluttered along tho
beach as Coker started in pursuit of his
comrades. Potter and Greeno ran hard,
kicking up sand and stumbling over
draggled seaweced and slippery ridges of
chalk.

Cokor tramped heavily in their wake.
They had got him on the run et all
events, though thero waz likely to be
more delay if he overtook them—Coker’s
fixed intcntion being to bang their heads
together for their check.

“Btop 1"’ roared Coker.

“Fathend I” called back Greene over
his shoulder,

Coker put on a fierce spurt. He
skidded on a smooth surface of chalk,
skated a few yards, and landed on the
back of his neck. Coker’s roar es he
landed startled the scagulls over the
cliffs.

Potter and Greene did not even look
back at him, They were mot onl
uneasy now, but scriously alarmed.
Ahead of them. a chalky spur of cliff
jutted out into the sea, and round. the
rugged, broken base of it the waves
were washing.  Obviously they could

Yes ! ** said Bunfer.
As the fat junior crawled under the table, Bob Cherry took his glass, and
exchanged it for one of the others.

¢ Where Is it, old

not get by without getting wet, and they
had a horrid fecling that they would
not be able to get by at all, And if
they could not advance, certainly they
could not retreat; behind them the tide
was coming in as fast as before them.
The bare idea of being pinned against
high, inaceessible cliffs by the incoming
tide was appalling. They fairly raced.

But it booted not. Long before they
rcached that jutting spur the water was
washing up to it and over it, great
billows breaking in masses of foam.
Splashed from head to foot, they jumped
back and rotreated. They looked at
one another with ghastlcf faces.

“0h crumbs !’ gasped Potter. “ We're
for it |”

“Cut off I"” mumbled Greene,

“ Let's get back——"’

“Wo ean’t get backl We've passed
cliffs that jut out farther than thisl”
groaned Greene.

“That idiot Coker—""

“That dummy Coker—""

*The ass !”

“The dangerous maniac!”

There was a heavy tramp on the sand,
and Coker came up panting.

“Now, you cheeky rotters—""
roared Coker.

But the wrath and excitement died
ont of Coker's face as he read the horror
in the faces of his comrades. He
glanced at the roaring tide that blocked
the way ahead and understoed. Even
Horace Coker could understand any-
thing that was absolutely obvious.

Coker whistled.

“My hat! Looks as if we're cut off 1"
he remarked. |

“You silly idiot!” groaned Greene.
“You dangerous lunaticl We can’t go

{Continued_on. pagé 16.)
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on and we can't got back! Those
clifs—"" Ile stared up at the line of
cliffs that rose almost like a wall sixty
or seventy feet, He groaned.

' Looks as if we shall have to climb,”
said Coker. Coker, at least, had plenty
of pluck. Nature, perhaps, had given
him this as a compensation for leaving
out the bralins.

“Climb 1" said Potter
“We're not monkeys " )

“No'; you're funkies!” said Coker
brilliantly.

Potter and Groene gazed st him. In
imminent danger of death Coker conld
still be funny. It was true that Coker
did not yet grasp the whole of the
danger. His brain worked—but slowly
and laboriously.

“Well, we've %nt to get out of this,”
said Coker briskly. “Lucky you've got
me with you, what? Come on!"

They retreated closer to the cliffs,
The tide was lapping over their feet ag
they - went. Beﬁ'.-re and behind them
jutting 'cliffs were washed deep by the
sed, and they were imprisoned in a decp
embayment of the long line of towering
chalk. Here and there ruglgl'ed gullies
split the chalk, but none of them, so far
as they could see, reached to the top.
Coker, however, with cheerful coolness,
clambered into the nearest one, and the
dispirited Potter and Creene followed
him. Behind them the sea washed up
to the chalk, and & leaping wave fol-
lowed them up the gully and drenched
them,

“Lucky we're out of that!” gaid
Coker.

“Are we out of it?'" hissed Greene.

, come onl Don’t jaw!” said
Coker. “8ave your breath for climb-
ing, old man! You’'ll need it1"”

Coker clambered on valorously, There
were a good many practicable gullies
between Kingsgate and Margate by
which a fellow could have climbed up
from the beach. P i this was not one of
them. This one *-us marrow and steep
and extremely ditficalt to ascend! but
for the roaring tidé behind, even Coker
would not have tried it on. But that
was not the worst. Long before they
could reach the top the gully ended in
a ledge, above which rose a sheer wall
—fifteen feet atleast—to the grassy edge
of the cliff above.

Elﬂ.’y' hat I rm.ig:}il Cl:di:arc.l

Uoker, apparently, had not expected
this, Potter and Groene had, 1jThay
crouched on ‘the narrow ledge and
groaned. With a deep, sullen boom the
tide roared up the gully below them.

plashes of water resched them on the
fedgs, drenching them once more to the
skin, but the tide did not come so high;
they were well above high-water mark.
That, at least, was something to be
thankful for.

Coker stared up at the chalky wall
above and shook l;ds head. Only a fly
could have climbed higher. He looked
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ferociously.

down at the flooded gully below. Foam
and spray dashed up at him.

““It’s all right!'" said Coker.

“All right ¥’ gasped Greene.

“Yes; we're safe here! Only got lo
wait till the tide turns,” Coker reflected.
“Let's see, is it twelve hours—or
what "’

Potter and Grecne could not handle
Coker just then without hurling him—
and themselves—from the ~slippery,
chatky ledge into ihe roaring waters
below., So they did not handle him.
They could only make mental resolves
to smash him into small pieces if they
ever got out of this alive. .

“It’ll be s bit parky,” said Coker.
“The sun’s hot, but the water scems a
bit cold. Well, we've got to wait.
Brace up1” . ,

“W.w-w-wait for the tide to turn?''
gurgled Greene: *You blithering idiot,
do you think we can hang on here till
the fide turns?’’ v

“Tiooks as if we've got to,” said
Coker, still calm. “I wish I'd brought
along that newspaper now. Might have
read it while we're waiting.” = There
was no doubt that Coker had s:-luc_l:,
whatever might be said of his intellect.

“You burbling ass!” said Potter.
“There must be people on the
promenade up. there on a fing day like
this. Somebody will hear us if we shoui
for help.” !

“Oh, rot!” said Coker. *“I don’t like
the idea of shouting for help, end get-
ting laughed at by a lot of irippers.
Btick it out, what?”

Potter considered whether he could
hit Coker in the eyes without knockin
him off the ledge to drown., He felt

that he had better not risk it; he did
not want to drown even Coker. So he
restrained his feelings and lifted up his
voice to shout, Creene joined in lustily.
“Help| Help!” .
here, chuck it!" said Coker.
;:We gshall get & lot of trippers
era—"

“Don't I wish we should!" groaned
Greene,

“Help!” roared Potter.

“Help!” yelled Greene.

Coker snorted.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Removites to the Rescue !
o ALLO, hallo, halla ”
H “ gomebody in trouble 1
" HBounds like it 1" .
“The soundfulness like it is
tervific,” said Hurree Singh.

Bix Greyfriars juniors were saunter-
ing cheerily along the sunny promenade.
The houses of Kingsgate were in sight,
and beyond them the lighthouse, which
was the objective of the Famous Five
and Wibley, when the shouting came
from below the edge of ' the cliffs.
Harry Wharton & Co. stopped at once.
They were well aware that the tide was
in, washing along the base of the eliffs,
and that anyone caught on the beach
was in serious danger.

“Come on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Help! Help!” came echoing over
tho cliffs.

On the edge of the cliffs Was a raised
grassy ridge a few yards wide.
Cherry dropped on his hands and knecs
and crawled to the verge and looked
over. ILven that much required a cer-
tain amount of nerve, for the vast space
below was dizzy to look into.

“Oh, my hat [” ejaculated Bob, as he
starcd down. y

For fiftecen feet or so the cliff dropped
like &d wa[lil; bellqz:ithathwashn!knariuw.
rugged gully sphitting the chalk whero
i !Eulgeslout. On a%édge in the gully
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were three drenched figures—and two of
them were yelling for help, the other
snofting contemptuously.

“Coker & Co.!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, as he lay beside Bob and
looked over. )

“(Caught in the tide, the silly asses!®
said Johnny Bull, "Lucky they were
able to climb up out of it1”

“The luckfulness was preposterous.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, down thers!”’
bawled Bob Cherry.

“Oh, thank goodness!” gasped Potter.
The sight of faces hanging over the
dizzy verge above was a glad one to the
eyes of Potter and Greene. They were
well aware, if Coker was not, that they
could not have clung on that chalky
ledge till the tide turned. Their only
hope was in help from above.

oker stared up.

“It's those dashed fags!” he ejacu-
lated. “Look here, Fou cheeky young
sweeps, you jolly well clear off | Bee?”

“Wha-a-at 2"’ ejaculated Trank
Nugent,

“Clear off | You're not wanted here 1"’
snapped Coker. “I don't want any of
your rotten Lower Form check! Just
hook it {”

“Well, my hat!”

“Don’t mind him, you fellows!™
gasped Greene. “Coker can't help
being mad !”

“What?’ roared Coker.

“Bhut up, you dummy!” hissed
Potter ferociously. “Shut up, you
idiot! Cheese it, you blithering
cuckoo! Wharton—get help for us
somehow——"

“Help, for goodness’ sake!” gasped
Greene,

“Right-ho! Hang on!” ealled back
Harry Wharton.

“Mind your own business!” hooted
Coker. “I'm all right here. I don’t
want any help from fags!”

“Oh, you wait till we're out of this|”
groaned Potter, “Won't I jolly well
punch you["

“Look here, Potter—*

‘¢ Shut u%ldlot ! Isay, Wharton—"

Harry harton scanned the oliff
below. It was impossible to go to the
help of the Fifth-Formers; thero was
no hold for a cat between the cliff-top
and the !edfe at the head of the gully.

“We shall have to get a rope,” said
Harry.

*Buck up, ioivgoodness' sake |

“Right-ho! e passed a coast-
guard station a few minutes ago; we
can _get help therel Hold on I?

“Nothing else to do,” agreed Bob.
“They'll have a rope there. Coker
isn’t the first silly idiot to be eauglt
in the tide about here, I dare say. Put
it on, old bean.”

Harry Wharton retreated from the
edge of the cliff and started at a rapid
run towards a building in the distance,
over which a flag was flying. He
covered the ground at a terrific rate.

Meanwhile, the other fellows re-
mained Iying in the grass on the cliff-
cdge, looking over. Their presence
was some comfort to the hapless Fifth.
Yormers below. They had to wait till
a rope could be brought. The chalk
ledge was narrow, wet, and slippery,
and it dawned on even Coker's powerful
brain that he would be well out of this
scrape. At the same time, it was
extremely irritating to Coker to bo

ulled out of it by the Remove fellows.

Sven while he was sticking like a fiv
on the face of the cliff, with the hungry
tide roaring below, Horace did not
forget that 5’!0 was Coker of the Fifth.

Bofore long more faces were looking
down, There were plenty of walkers
on the cliff promenade that sunny
afternoon. As the news spread that
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etomcbody had been caught in the tide
they gathered to look. The more
venturesome crawled to the eliff-edge
and stared down at the threc. Others
gathered in groups to watch the rescue.
Nursemaids with prams, holiday-
makers and trippers of all sorts and
sizes, boys and givls of all ages,
collected in growing numbers. Twenty
faces at least looked down on the three
Greyfriars  seniors  sguatting  and
crouching on the ledge, and twenty or
more volces gave them encouragement,
It was gall and wormwood to Horace
Colker, He felt that this made a fellow
look a fool. Hs was not aware that
he was Frecisc]y what he looked !

But help was ecoming. A brown,
woather-heaten face looked over, and
a long, strong repe with a loop at the
end eame slithering down,

“Put it under your arms!"

Potter put the rope round Greene,
and Greene was pulled up, shutting his
eyes and shuddering as he left the foot-
ing of the ledge and hung in awful
space. But many hands pulled on the
rope, and Greene was drawn over and
landed safely on the grass,. He sat
there, gasping, white as a sheet. Then
the rope slithered down sgain, ond
Potter put it round himself and was
drawn up in his turn,

It came down a third time, and Coker
slowly grasped it. The whole thing
annoyed Coker. Hea had a feeling that
Potter and Greene would make out that
he had been io blame for this; that
it was he who had endangered them
all. He resolved that he would jolly
soon put a stop to that, anyhow, But
annoyed as he was, Coker did not want
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to remain thers on his lonely own, and
he fastened the rope round his burly
person and was drawn up. He came
scrambling over the verge, and many
friendly hands grasped him and helped
him to safety. Perhaps it was by
accident that Dob Cherry’s grasp
fastened on his ear.

“Ow [” gasped Coker, as he sat in
the grass,

Ha disentangled himself from the
rope and rose. Potter and Greene were
still sitting and gasping.

“Safe now, old bean,” said Iarry
Wharton.

(Coker stared at him.

“Don’t be checky, Wharton !”
snapped.

“Dear old Coker " grinned Dob.

“Shut up, Cherry ¥

(Continued on next page.)
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“ IDENTIFICATION PLATES" FOR
PLAYERS !

ASTER-TIME demands from the
profesgional footballer his last,
and perhaps groatest extra effort
of the season. Three matches

on the programme in four days, and, so
for ns some clubs are concerned, every
point of vital importance. Writing before
Easter I am prepared to prophesy that
the future status of some clubs will be
deeided by the resulis veturned during
the holidays.

This rush of games late in the season is
specially tryin% for tho footballer, becauss
by that time he has had so many calls
made on his reservea that he has little
reserve strength left.

The lateness of Easter this year
means that the foetballer hias been
hard af it for practically eight
) the. In th circumstances
it is not surprising that men begin
to feel @ bit tived ; that they lose
somne of their zest for the game.

The losa of keenness for playing ia the
pwme ag saying that fellows have gone
gtale. However, this big Eaater effort
hias to be fortheoming, and wa can rely
on the men keeping abt it * till they drop,”
us the popular phrase haa it.

One of my readers asks my opinion on
the propesal which is to be placed before
the annnal meeting of the football clubs
to the effect that the players of the big
tcams shall be numbered, I give it as
my view that thisis o change which would
he for the good in certain directions, and
which, so for ss I can see, could not
possibly do any harm. I appreciate the
taet that football is a team game, and that
ane of the cardinal points is that it doeen’t
matter which player of o side does good
work so long as good work is done. One
of the secrets of success on the football
field is for every player to be all out for
the team, and thinking nothing about
himself.

Tt does not seem to me that the mere
earrying of numbers on their backs will
affect the outlook of the player at all, Tha
gelfish footballer will be a selfish footballer
whether he hes a number on his back or
not. The unselish player, the one with
tho true team spirit, won’t change his
habita because he ia carrying what might
be called an " identification plate.”

WHO’S WHO ?

FEEL confident that the numbering
of players will help the watchers
to follow particuler players with
greater certainty, and in doing this

the gpectator will pet extra enjoyment.
In the ordinary way I can follow a team
ol footballers pretty well—identily each
yan, that is, by the position in which he
plays, But there comes & time when I
get all confused,

OUR FOOTER FANS’ FEATURE!

If you've a Soccer query,write to ' Linesman,” clo The MAGNET, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4., and then watch out
for his answer on this page.

A player is injured, and has to
leave the field. The rest of the team
is shuffled about; the plaoyers get
out of their particular positions,
and if you don’t know them per-
sonally it is very difficult to keep
track of ** who is who.”

The experiment of numbering the players
proved very hoelpful in the trial match
played at Portamouth lagt month, becanse,
of course, to the spectatora at that game
many of the Elayers were comparative
strangers. And, in addition, they looked
stranger still in shirta of different colour
to those usually worn. For the same
rcagon I hope that the players in the
coming Cup Final will be numbered. It
is & cosmopolitén crowd which attends
a Cup Final. Both Everton end Man.
chester City will have to play in strange
colours, and many of the spectators are
so far away from the play that they find
diffeulty in identifying even the players
whom they know,.

A NEW PENALTY KICK PROPOSAL!

N addition to the proposal to numhber
E the players of the leading football
teams next season, there is also a
rule amendment * on the carpet™
which will affect all football. It refers
to the penalty kick. The rules relating
to penalty kicks, which have been so
frequently ehanged, are still not considered
satisfactory by many thinking people.
The argument is put forward that it is
unfair that every offence by u defender
in tho penalty ares should be punished
in exactly the same way, because these
offences differ in character,
There is the case of a full-back, making
s tackle, who is guilty of o techmical
offence just inside the area when his
zoal is not in real danger, The other
extreme is the case of the full-back who
fists tho ball out from under the bar when
his goalkeeper is boaten. The punishment
for these two offonces is exactly the same—

[a Lkick from the twelve yards' spobs

The wnew rule proposal iz thal
the twelve yards spot should be
done away with, and that all penaliy
kicks shall be taken from the spot
where the offence is commitied.
I am not sure whether this new
penolty kick proposal will go
through, but there is much fo be
said for the alleration.

During this football geason I have had
many letters from readers asking me for
the right tactics for full-backs and half-
backa.

Should the wing half-back consider the
inside wing forward his special care,
leaving the outside wing man to the
full-back, or should the wing half tackle
the outside wing man ?

As a result of observation of first-clags
football teams during the present season,
I om forced to the conclusion that the
ideas of the “ top-notchers™ on this
question are changing. A few years
back there were few firat-olasa football
clube which sent their wing half to tackle
tho oppesing outside wing man. During
the present season, however, many of the
leading clubs have altered their policy.
They now give the wing half-back in-
structions to watch, specially, the opposing
outside wing man.

This change of defensive ideas,
is due to a change of forward
tactics. Inside wing forwards, play-
ing well back, have been swinging
the ball out to lhe wings, and if
these wing mien have not been
tackled tmmnediately, they have
made much progress towards goal.

I Lelieve that one of the rcasons why
Arsenal have not beon so successful
in the later stages of the scason is because
opposing wing half-backs have watbched,
very closely, the wing men, Bastin and
Hulme, and, in consequence, Alex Jamed
has not been able to get these wingers
away, to the same extent, with his passes,

“ LINESMAN.'*
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Coker walked over to Potier and
Greene and staved at them sarcastically,

“How lozg are you going to sit
there? ho inguired. “Like sctting up
as a sort of peep-show for a mob of
trippers, what™

Potter and Greene exchanged a
glance, They had not forgotten what
they had mentally promised Coker once
they were in safety. Now they were in
safety, and ready to hand over to Coker
what they had mentally promised him.
They were tired, but not teo tired to
deal with, Coker,

They rose to their feet. They did not
speak; there was no need for words.
As if ‘moved by the same spring they
jumped at Coker.

“Here, 1 say!’ yelled Coker, as he
went down with a bump on the asphalt
of the promenade. “Wharrer you up
to—— My hat! Yarcooh!”

Thump, thump, thump, thump!

“Go it !1” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thump, thump, thump! Bang!

Potter and Greene were going il
They did not mpeed encouragement.
They were going it hard and fast, and
hot and strong. Coker struggled
wildly. Ho yelled frantically. He
roared and he raved. Potter and
Creene thumped and thumped and
thumped and thumped. A hundred
astonished faces etared at them, but
they heeded not. They were deaf and
blind to everything, but Coker. They
thumped and thumped and thumped.

“Come on, you fellows” said Bob.
"We haven't done the lighthouse yet!”

The chums of the Remove pursued
their way, chuckling. For quite =&
distance they were foﬁowecl by a scund
like the beating of carpet, and the voice
of Horace ker on its fop note.
Potter and Greene were still going
strong.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bruial for Bunter !

L] AWLINGS I
P “Yessir 1”

“Hold on a minute!”
The steward of the Sea Nymph
held on.

Billy Bunter blioked at him through
his big spectacles,

Billy Bunter had the deck of the
yacht almost to himself. Cousin George
was ashore, on business matters con-
nected with the commissariat. Many
of the crew had gone into Margate.
The engineer was smoking on the jetty.
Mr. Griggs, the latest addition to the
ship’s company, was in his cabin, where
he had been ever since the yacht had
Eulled into Margate Harbour. Cousin

eorge, in his hearty way, had asked
Mr. Griggs to go ashore with him; buf
it seemed that the shipwrecked gentle-
man had & headeche and preferred to
lie down in his bunk. George told him
that the air of Margate would soon
banish Leadaches; but in vain, and Mr.
Griggs was in strict seclusion.

Harry Wharton & Co. were far away;
in fact, just then they were viewing
sea and land from the summit of the
North Foreland Lighthouse. Coker &
Co. had not returned; not that Bunter
wasted a thought on Coker & Co,
Bunter was thinking of the joys of
Margsate, especially of the eatables and
the drinkables; but though Margate
wag not an cxpensive place for a holiday
resort, it was evidently useless to go
ashore to “do” Margate with only a
bad half-crown for financial resources.

Looking for Harry Wharton & Co.
in the Margate erowds seemed rather a
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hopeless proposition. Seo Bunter was al
a Joose end., That was why he now
bestowed his most amiable grin on the
steward of the Sea Nymph. Bunter
was quite prepared to d}t;m Margate on
his own if he could raise the necessary
cash, The question was, how to raise
the cash!

“I'm in a bit of a difficulty,
Pawlings,” said Bunter. .

“TIndeed, sir!” said Pawlings, with-
otk enthusiasm.

“My ecousin won't be cominf back
yet,” explained Bunter; ‘“‘and, like on
ass, I gave Wharton my purse to mind
when we went ashore. I'm actually
without monoy. at the present moment.”

“Tndeed, sir!” repeated Pawlings.

“Yes! I shall nced a few pounds
ashore,” said Bunter. “I'll ask George
for it when Le comes back, and—and
square. I'm not the fellow to borrow
money of servants, of course—""

“Indeed, sir!"

“Hardly,” said Bunter. “It's liable
to make them cheeky, and all that.
Bui you're o man who knows his place,
Pawlings—"

“Indeed, sir!” said Pawlings. His
vocabulary scemed to be limited. Bub
his manner was very dry.

“You're not o man to puf on airs,
or anything of that kind, because &
gentleman has borrowed a five-pound
note of you, Pawlings,” said Bunter
affably. “I'm sure of that. I shall let
you lend me five pounds, Pawlings.”

“That's very kind of you, sir!” said
Pawlings, Wit{l a deep, deep sarcasm
that was a sheer waste on William
George Bunter.

“] mean to be kind,” said Bunter.
“I'm always kind to the lower classes,
when they know their place and keep
it. I insist Gpon that, of course. By
the way, I'm going to gn‘e you a very
decent tip at the end of the trip,
Pawlings.” X ,

“Thank you, sir !” said Pawlings, still
sareastic. . -

Pawlings was %oing to believe in that
docent tip when he saw that decent tip;
not _before. . .

“You deserve it,” said Bunter airily.
“You're a good servant, Pawlings, an
you know your place. And you're oblig-
ing me with this little loan—*

% Vou honour me, sir,” said Pawlings.

“T fnd it difficult, sir, to express.my
feelings. You put it so politely, sir,
and so tactfully that I really hardly
know what to say. I only regret, sir,
that it is quite impossible for me to
oblige you with the little loan you
mention.
“Kh? Well, never mind the fiver,”
said Bunter hastily. “Make it & couple
of pounds, Pawlings. You've got &
couple of pounds in your pockets.”

“Cortainly, sir! They're staying
there,” said Pawlings.

“J-s-s-staying there?®”

“ Exactly, sir!” said Pawlings,

Bunter blinked at him. %’E‘awlings
was still quite respectful and polite,
though there was a glimmer in his eye.
Bunter breathed rather hard.

“Jf you mean that you don’t want to
lend me a couple of pounds, Pawlings,
il

“You've got it precisely, sir.”

“Took here, Pawlings—" hooted
Bunter.

“That would be & pleasure, gir; but
1 am afraid that I must go back to my
duties, sir,” said Pawlings. .

And ho went back to them, leaving
Bunter blinking.

“Chesky rotter!” breathed Bunter.
“My hat! What are the lower classes
coming to nowadays? That fellow was
cheeky—distinctly “cheeky! T'Il jolly
well ask George to sack him.”

Pawlings had been cheeky; there was
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hardly a doubt about that.
lie had refused to lend
money. He had been, as Bunter
realised now, sarcastic. Things were
coming to a pretty pass when a steward
on a dashed Hoating boarding-house was
sarcastic to a gentleman and a Publie
school man! B8till, Bunter could have
stood the sarcasm had it been accom-
panied by cash. Unaccompanied by
cash, it was extremely irritating.

Even Bunter did not think of trying
to raise & loan from the steward’s boy.
He thought of the cook; but it was
probable thet the cook would be as
cheeky as Pawlings. Then he thought
of Mr. Griggs.

As his acquaintance with Mr, Griggs
was of the very slightest, even Bunter
felt that he had to think a bit before
attempting to “touch ” him for a loan.
Still, Griggs' life had been saved on the
yacht. Bunter had not saved it. Still,
1t had been saved, and the man was
bound to be fealing a little gratefnl.
And he must have money, as he was
%)endmg twenty-one guineas on an
taster eruvise, and had offered to pay
more if Captain Cook would cut out the
call at Margate.

It did not look very hopeful; but
Bunter reflected that if he drew Grig
blank, he would be no worse off than he
was before. “Soft sawder ” might work
the oracle, and Bunter was prepared to
butter anybody to aniextent, though it
was true that he had his own inimitable
way of doing it. Anyhow, it was worth
trying on, he considered, and he rolled
away to No. 6 state-room to try it on.

Ha heard a sound of tramping feet
within that state-room. Mr, Griggs was
not, it seemed, lying down with his
headache. The room was roomy—for a
state-room on & yacht—but there was
not much space for walking about.
Billy Bunter could not help wonderinE
why Mr, Griggs, if he wanted to walk
about, did not step out on deck. It
was really extraordinary for a man to
spend that glorious, sunny, spring day
shut up in a room, if he was able to
leave his bunk. And evidently Mr.
Griggs was.

The tread in the little room was un-
ceasing—that of e restless man ill at
ease—a man counting the slow minutes
as they passed. Had Bunter thought of
it he might have wondered whether Mr.
Griggs had something on his mind—
some secret cause of sanxiety. But
Bunter’s fat thoughts, as usual, were
concentrated on his fat self.

He tapped at the door. After tap-

ing he would have opened it, but he
ound that it was locked inside. In
surprise, he tapped sgain, 'The uneasy
tread had ceased st the first tap.

“Who is it? What do you want?”
came a rasping voice from within.

“Tt's me,” explained Bunfer, regard-
less of grammar.

“Who ?”

“Bunter] Captain Cook’s cousin!”

“What do iou want

«J—J thought I'd just come and ask
how you were, sir,” said Bunter. “Is
your headache any better?”

Bunter remembered that he had heard
Mr. Grigﬁs inform George that he had
a headache.

“Ng—yes—no! I do nmot want to be
distutbed! Please go_away!”

“'Hom ! I—I thought you might like
a little c_omf)a-ny. sir,”

“Rubbish [

*“J—I should be ver
sit with you, if you like

“ Nonscnse !”

£t Perhn.l?as you'd like B game of—of
Ludo, sirt”

“Vou young fool!”

“Or—or draughts—"

“Go away!” . .

This was not encouraging. It was, in

Worse still,
Bunter any

Sleasgd to—to
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Once away from the jetty and the pleasure boats, there came a deep, full-throated roar, and ihe boat shot like an arrow through
the cleaving waters. Poiter and Greene yelped as they were drenched with water, while Coler, losing his footing as the boat
leaped, sat down, and roared almost as loud!y as the engine !

fact, distinctly discouraging. The man
seemed an unscciable, 1ll-tempered
beast, The veice of the charmer had
no effect on him whatever—ihrough a
locked door, at least. Why the thump
tha man kept his door locked was a
mystery to Bunter.

“Wouldn't you like to come into the
saloon, sir?” resumed Bunter. “1n
play the piano to you, if you like. It
may soothe your hcadache.”

“Will you go away

“'Hem! Perhaps you'd like to see
the newspaper, sir? We've got the
papers from _Ma.rgate. There’s some-
thing rather interesting in this morn-
ing’s paper—a bank hold-up at Folke-
stone yesterday.” '

“What "

There was o note of interest in Mr.
Griggs’ voice at last. Bunter began to
hope that the door would be unlocked
at least. Bunter was the most skilfu
borrower of cash in tho wide world; but
even Bunter could not borrow money
through a locked door.

“Quite an interesting case,
Griggs,” said Bunter hopefully.
get you the paper, shall I7 Man held
up & bank at Folkestone yesterday, and
got away, end stole a sailing-boat and

ot to sea. It's frightfully exciting!

‘hey were watching the railway
stations, and stopping cars on all the
roads, and all that, and it turned out
that the villain got away to sea in & sail-
boat. He, he, he! Like to see the
paper, sir?”

The door of No. 6 flew suddenly open.
Mr. Griggs appeared in the doorway,
and Bunler grinned with satisfaction.
¥ had drawn the badger at last.

“ Where is the paper?” snapped Mr.
Grigos.

¢ S8hall T get it?" asked Bunter. " The

Mr.
o Ill]

fact is, there's another little matter I
wanted to speak to you about, sir.,”

“QGet me the paper.”

“All right, sir; but my friends have
gone ashore, and——"

“Will you give me the newspaper1”

“0h, yes!” gasped Bunter, aquite
startled by the savage anger in Mr,
Griggs’ voice and look. " Half a jiffy!”
Bunter rolled away, and came back
with the morning paper. “Here you
are, sir I*

Mr. Griggs snatched it from his hand,
and stepped back into his room with it.
Bunter rolled in after him. Now that
the door was open, Bunter was keen to
get on with business.

He did not get on with it, however.
Mr. Griggs turned on him, caught him
by the collar, and spun him back
through the doorway.

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter.

Smack !

“Yarooooh !”

Billy Bunter sat down, clasping a fat
hand to a fat ear, that was red an
burning from a terrific smack. The
state-room door slammed, and was
locked again. There was a rustle of
paper within as the newspaper was

opened with feverish haste. Bunter
staggered to his feet.

“0Oh lor’!” ho gasped. “The—the
awful bheast! Oh crikey! Ow! My

ear! Wow!”

The Ow! of the Remove shook a fat
fist at Mr, Griggs’ closed door, He
was dono with Mr., Griggs. It was
evident that there was nothing doing.
He had como thero to raise tho wind;
and he scemed to have raised a whirl-
wind. 8till rubbing his fat and burnin
ear, William George Bunter rolled bae
disconsolately to the deck.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Hot !

¢ 523 that those beasts, Pawlings?”
E *It's Master Wharton and his
friends, sir |”
Grunt from Bunter .

He fized his little round eyes and his
big round spectacles on six boyish
fizures that strolled along the jetty.
The Famous Five and William Wibley
were coming back, without, Bunter was
sure, earing a 1ap how he had spent the
afternoon—after all he had done for
them. Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed be-
hind his spectacles.

“So they’re coming!” he grunted.
“YWell, when they come on, Pawlings,
tell them I'm waiting for them in the
caloon.” .

“VYes, eir,” said Pawlings.

“You needn’t mention anything about
my borrowing that tin of pepper from
the cook, you know.”

“The—the pepper, sir.” ’

“They might fancy I was going to
play & trick on them, or something.
They're an awfully suspicious lot,” said
Bunter. “Of course, I’'m not thinking
of anything of the kind, Pawlings.”

“0Oh!”’ gasped Pawlings. *“Of—ol
course not, sir!”’

“I'm going to get some lemonade
ready for them,” said Bunter airily.
“They’)l be thirsty, after walking in
this warm weather. They've treated me
rottenly, but I'm mot going to pay
them out, you know.”

“Qh!” gasped Pawlings again. “I—
I scel” i

He gazed quite curiously after IBilIiy1
Bunter as that fat and fatuous yout
rolled below. Then he smiled; and he
was smiling when Harry Wharton & Co.
arrived on board. Tho chums of the
Remove were a little tired after an
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encrgetic day in merry Margate, bub
shey were very merry and bright,

“Master Bunter has given me &
message for you, gentlemen!” said
Pawlings.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter gone

ashore 7” asked Bob Cherry.
. “No, sir. Ile said he would be wait-
ing for you in the saloon, sir, and I
was to tell you s0, and I was not to
mention that he had borrowed a tin
of pepper from the cook, as P!ou might
fancy that he wos going to play a trick
on you!” said Pawlings, with a per-
i'cctg grave face,

“Oh, my hat!”

“In spite of Master Bunter's instruc-
tions, I thought I had bettcr mention
it, as he may change his mind gbout
playing a trick, sir,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Forewarned is forearmed !"’ chuckled
Bob. *“Anything else, Pawlings?"

“Only Master Bunter is preparing
lemonade for you, sir, as you may be
thirsty after wa‘lking in this warm
weather. Very kind and thoughtiul of
Master Bunter; indeed, sir!”

“Q0h, very!” chuckled Bob, y

“Thanks, Pawlings!” said Harry
Wharton, lzughing. “Come on, you
fellows! Don't keep Bunter waiting,
when he’s so kind and thoughtful.”

The juniors went down into the
ealoon. On the table stood seven
glasses, filled with lemonade, In the
atmosphere was a strong scent of
pepper, which would certainly have
excited suspicion, even if the chums of
the Remove had not been *tipped ™ by
Pawlings. However, they affected not
to notice it.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows, you've got back!

d a good time?’ .

“Oh, not so bad,” said Bob Cherry.
“You becn enjoying life, old fat bean ?”

“Well, yes; I'va had rather a
pleasant conversation with Mr. Griggs,”
said Bunter. “He seems rather to like
my society. But, I say, you fellows,
arcn’'t you thirsty, after walking in
this hot sun?”

“The thirstfulness is terrific,

my
esteemed fat Bunter,”

Baid

“Well, I thought you would be, and
I've got some lemonade ready for you,"”
Bunter brightly, “It's lovel
lemonade, you know—home made, an
delightfully cool. He, he, hel Very
cool indeed! He, hel”

“What's the joke, old fat man?”
asked Nugent.

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades
and stretched out a hand towards the
glass that stood before Bunter.  Bunter
grabbed at it at once.

“That's mine!” he exclaimed.

“What's the difference?” asked Bob.

“Oh, nothing. But—but I'd rather
have mine,” explained Bunter. I
haven’t done anything to the others, you
know,”’

“0Oh crikey !”

“So they're all the same, are they?”
gsked Wibley.

“Quite, old chap! I simply happen
to prefer this one,” said Bunter.
“The others are exactly the same. He,
he, he! fhn'pe you don't imagine that
T've been playing tricks, or anything,
with themi”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled Bob.

Billy Bunter as a wicked deceiver was
really rather excruciating.

“Blessed if I see anything to eackls
at,”” said Bunter, ‘““Look here, drink
your lemonnde, old fellows, now. I've
taken the trouble to get it ready for
vou. You'll find it Eesutifull,y cool.
He, he, he!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. “Did you drop that
pound note, Bunter?”

“Eh, what? Yes,” said Bunter. He
get his glass on the table again and
blinked at the Apor. “Where 13 it, old
Ghﬂp?"

“Look under the table.”

Bunter put his bullet head under the
table. Bob Cherry took his glass and
exchanged it for one of the others. The
Co. suppressed their mirth as he made
the exchange. From_ under the table
came Bunter’s impatient squeak.

“1 say, I can't see the pound rﬁo_tal
Look here, you beast, were you pulling
my. leg?”

“Just that,” said Bob cheerfully. “I
like to sce you bend, old fat bean! I
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keep on wondering how long your waist-
coat will stand it.*

“Beast!” roared Bunter,

He rose to his feet, puffing for breath.
Bunter did not like be..ing. He would
have liked it still less had he known
what had taken place above, while his
head was under the table.

“He hasn’t burst!'’ said Bob. “How
the dickens does Bunter bend without
bursting, you fellows? How do you do
it, Bunter?"'

“Yah! DLook here, you haven's
touched your lemonade.” Billy Bunter
repressed his annoyance and grinned
amiably at the chums of the Remove.
He was very anxious to see them drink

that lemonade—very. “Ain’t you
thirsty 72
“Yes, rather,” said Bob. ‘But you

jolly well drink yours first, Bunter, or
we shall think you’ve been up to some
ame.

“I don’t mind,” said Bunter, and he
lifted his glass again, happily uncon-
soious that it was not the same glass.

The juniors watched him, fascinated.
That Billy Bunter had doctored the
lemonade with pepper was, of course,
perfectly clear. A thirsty fellow taking
a deep drink of lemonade that haa

lenty of pepper mixzed in it was booked
or & rather unpleasant surprize. As
Bunter now had one of the doctored
glasses, Bunter was booked for the sur-
prise, and they watched him with deep
mterest, to see how he got on with it.

Nothing doubting, Billy Bunter raised
the Egus of lemonade to his capacious
mouth, opened the latter, and took a
deﬂ BWig.

e next moment there was some-
thing like an explosion, Crash! went
the glass to the floor, smashing into a
score of fragments. A fearful howl
burst from Billy Bunter, and he jumped
clear into the air.

“QOooogh | Oh crikey! Wow! I
—yarooop! Grooogh! Urrrrgggh !’

‘Ha, ha, ha!’”’ yelled the juniors.

g0y

““Whoooch! I'm burned—atchooooh !
Whoooh—hooop! =~ What's the matter
with that—grooogh [—lemonade! Ohl
Yooooooch | Urrrrrggl'gh!"
B“Delightfully cool—what?? asked

ob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ow! Wow! OQooogh! I couldn’t

have put pi-pip-pepper into my own—
rooogh— lassli) Ow! Wow! I was
30_1]1{_*;r cl“?} ul of t}mt. Qoococh! Oh
crike ug-gug 12 :
“Hi, ha, ha ‘g

“Weren't they all the same?" asked
Bob innocently. “You said they wers
all the same, Bunter, so I changed mine
for yours—""

“Ow! Beast! Grooogh! Ooocogh!
Woooogh! TUrrrrrgggh!  Groooooch!
Wooooch !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’'t think we'll drink this
lemonade,” said Bob. It can't really
be good if it has that effect on Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oooogh! Beasts! Woooogh!”

Billy Bunter shook & fat fist at the
yolling juniors and rushed away in
search oi cool water to wash out the
interior of his capacious mouth and his
podgy neck, leaving the chums of the
Remove yelling like hyenas.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for George !

6 TEWARD!”
g i
“Has Captain

Cook
furned !
“Jest coming along tho jotty, sir!”
“Agk him to step down; I want to
speak to him.”

e
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* Certainly, sir 12
Harry Wharton & Co, were on deck,
watching the bright sun setting over

“;l}:fa,_t]}at. is g0,” said Qeorge, staring.

h“'ﬁ;?,u could get steam up at once,

Margate and Cliftonville, when Cousin then

Geor
rolle g
their tea, and were debating which of
the joys of Margate they should
patronise that evening. As the yacht
was not to pull out till the morning
they had an evening before them, and
there were plenty of attractions in
merry Margate to choose from. George
gave them a hearly greeting as he came
aboard, George was always bursting
with plump heartiness. Then, receiv-
ing Mr. Griggs' message from Pawlings,
l];? went down to see the passenger in

0, 6.

That passenger, on his looks, had not
enjoyed his day in the confines of his
state-room. On his bunk lay the news-
paper Bunter had given him some time
ago, a certain section of which Mr.
Griggs had read with great avidity.
There was undoubtedly something in
the newspaper that intorested Mr.
Griggs very much indeed. Maost of the
day Mr, Griges had kept his door

, red-faced and cheery as usual,

but it was not locked when Cap- |

ed

tain Cook came along, with hia plump
and hearty tread, Mr. Griggs opened it,
and George gave him a hearty grig and
an affable nod. (George's fat face,
beaming with plump good humour, was
quite s striking contrast to the thin,
narrow, hard face of his passenger, with
its knitted brows, tight lips, and ;hlfty,
watchful, anxious eyes.

“Please step in!” said Mr. Griges,
holding the door open.

“Won't éou ste !
George. eorge liked space for his
n_m%)le proportions.  “Headache better,
Bir A walk on the pier, sir, in the
glorious air of Margate, would do you
good. A little trot along to Wesigate,
gip—"

“Will you come in?” snapped Mr.
Griggs. “I have something very par-
ticular to say, Captain Cook.”

“QOh, very well, sir |” said George, and
he came in, e.né_ Mr. Griggs shut the
door. *I trust, sir, that my steward has
attended to all your wants in a satisfac-
tory manner while I have been ashore.
We aim to give every satisfaction—"

“Yes, yes—"

“Satisly 'em, sir, and they come
again!” said George. “That's our
motto, sir, Anything you have a fancy
for, sir, within reason, of course—"

“Please let me spenk! When are you
putting to sea again?”

“In the morning, sir—in the bright
and rosy dawn,” said George. “If you
feel disposed for festivity, sir, you have
the evening—a fine evening—before you.
There is an excellent show &t the Winter
Gardons—"

Mr. Griggs’ eyes
He did not lock as if

out, sir?’ said

glinted at George.
e was disposed for

festivity.
“Dreamland will be open,” resumed
George. “Roundabouts, perhaps, do

not appeal to you—or perhaps the toy
motor-cars—though they are really great
fun. But there are other attractions

at—

George, like all the Bunter tribe, was
talkative. But his passenger cut him
hWin t to sea to-day—bef

“Will you put to sea to-da efore
dark 1" o

“1 regret very much, sir, that I am
unable to meet your wishes in that re-
gpect, sir. A day at Margate was in the
schedule, and Mr, Coker insisted—"

“The day is now at an end—"

“Hardly, sir. The boys are, in facts
discussing an evening in Margate—an
Mr, Coker and his friends are not even
on board yet—they may be late——"

“Your crew are on board?”

“I could !” said George, still staring.
u a

on board. The juniors had had “Buft—

“Well, 1 :etbuest you very particularly
to do s0,” said Mr. Griggs. “The fact
is, the air of Margate iz not good for
me—and I am very anxious to go.” |

“My dear sir,” said George, “the air
of Margate is the finest air—" .

“I do not expect you to obli
nothing,” said gdr. Griggs, “
double feea if you will
evening.*

“My charges, sir,” said George, with
dignity, “are fixed and inclusive. Thers
are no extras! No extrus is my invari-
able rule I*

Mr, Griggs eyed him, with his shifty
eyes.

“¥You are probably not a rich man,
Mr. Cook,” he said ot length, after a
pause. “A hundred pounds would be
welcome to you,”

*Quite 1" said George, thinking of the
mortgage on the yacht, and the doubt

=

I'!l}le for
will pa;
start t.hi%

A Superb
Photogravure Plate
| of the

WORLD'S MOST
FAMOUS AIRSHIP

Loose~Leaf

Special

Folder
FREE

In Next Saturday’s

MAGNET!

Make sure of Your copy!

whether the proﬁts of the tripping would
pay it off. “But—* .

I will pay you a hundred pounds, sir,
to put to sea at once,”

eorge Cook gazed at him. George
was & capable hotel-keeper, and he was
a capable skipper. Otherwise, Georgo
was not very bright. But George was
bright enough to see that there was
something extraordinary in this—very
extraordinary indeed. For the first time
George began to entertain a vague sus-
picion of his passenger. A man who
stayed—or, rather, hid—in his cabin, all
the time the yacht was in sight of land,
and who offered him a hundred pounds
to put to sea twelve hours ahead of time,
could ecarcely be an ordinary holiday-
maker. There was, CGeorge realised,
something of a “fishy * nature about this
man Griggs from Rye.

“I am sorry, sir, that I cannot oblige
you,” said George stiffly, *and, in fact,
gince you have made me such a queer
offer, sir, I am afraid that I shall have
to asi; ou for an explanation.”

b Wiﬁ you accept my offer ?*

“No, sir,” said George. “ As some of
my Rnssenge:s are still on shore, and I
could not possibly leave them behind, I
could not do so, sir. Neither should I
dream of it, Mr. Griggs, unless you ex-
plained very satisfactorily—"

21

“1 will make it two hundred pound:
Mr, Cook !” P "

George almost bristled,

“Enough, sir!* he said, with a wave
of a plump hand. “8o far from putting
to sea as you request; I shall require a
very clear explanation, or I ghall re-
quest you to step ashore before we sail.
In that case, your fee for the cruise will
be returned to you, after deduction for
one day on board »

:‘Yuu refuse 17

" Yes, sir, I refuse ]” said George, with
dignity, “You have forced me to doubt
Eour bona fides, Mr. Griggs. You

ave—— (reat hefty haddocks |

George broke off with a yell of surprise
and consternation. Mr. Griggs had
slipped his hand inta the wallet under
his coat. As George was making a
movement towards tﬁe door his hand
camo out and shot up to a level—and the'
bluish barrel of an automatic pistol
loloked (gf'.'nrge i}.:llh instha face, The
plump skipper of the Sea Nymph stag-
gerecF ba,qlg, and brought up igapinst tfe
bunk, fairly goggling at the levelled
Keapon, and the gleaming eyes behind

“Don’t call out!” gaid Mr, G‘riggs, in
a low tone of savage menace. *One
call, and I will scatter your sheep’s
brm‘ns over that bunk ! Tng:ra warning—
gﬂoﬂl; ve got to deal with & desperate

i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man with the Gun !

[ EFTY haddocks I” murmured
George fainr._l%;
He leaned back limply on
. the bunk. His fat knees were
knocking together, snd seemed Rardly
able to support him. His red face had
turned quite pale. Even a brave man
might have been appalled by & levelled
automatic within three or four feet; with
a dark end desperate face glaring be-
hind it. And George was not of the stuff
of which heroes are made. His plump
legs sagged under him.
 “Keep quiet |” Mr, Griggs' voice was
little more than a whisper, but it was
very distinet, “I’'m sorry to use these
measures—not for gour sake, you fool,
but for my own! But there’s no choice
now. By morning I shall have handeulfs
on my wrists, if we stay bere. Get me?”

“Oh !” gasped George,

“A sound above a whisper, and I will
blow your 3111{ brains out ! said Griggs,
in the same low, eavage tone. *“You
were idiot- enough to run me down ab
séa, when I was escaping—but I am not
going to be taken! Ten years’ penal ser-
vitude wait for me on shore—do_you
understand? I'm telling you this so
that you will have zense enough to take
it quietly. I will shoot you, and every
mpn on the yacht, rather than be

‘““Hefty haddocks!” gurgled George.
“Tut-tut-turn that—that tghing pway |
It—it might g-g-g-go off I

“ ¥t will go off if you don't obey every
order I glgve you, yIike g lamb1” said
Griggs grimly, “1f you'd accepted my
offer—— But never mind that! Listen
tome! You've seen the papers to-day?”

George nodded, dumb.

“You've seen that there was a hold-
up at Folkestone yesterday—a man ghot
and wounded in a bank—"

George gasped.

“The gunman got away I've learned
—from the newspaper—that they have
discovered that he gmahad a sailing-boat
in the harbour and got away to ses.”

George grasped it now, He had read
that news in the paper without in the
least realising how closely it concerned
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hiim. ¥ did not conncet the holiday.
maker from Rye with the fugitive from
Folkestone. But he understood now.

“They're searching for that boat up
and down the coast!” qrntcd Griggs.
“They won't find it—you've talken care
of that! Every coastguard and fisher-
man from Dover to ITerne Bay will be
watching for that boat—and for mel
Do you understand now "

Gaor%e nodded—or, rather, his head
sagged! The man before him, holding
the gun to his head, was the desperate
gunman who had shot and wounded a
man in a Folkestone bank only the day
before—and that knowledge made cold
chills creep down George’s spine. And
George knew what was in the wallet
from which Griggs had taken the auto-
matic. The loot from the bank—a
thousand pounds in banknotes—was on
board the Sea Nymph |

Griggs smiled grimly. He had got
George where he wanted him, so lo
speak, There was no resislance in
(Gieorge.

“Thoy’ve been smart !” snarled Griggs.
“ 1 never thought they'd spot the boat I
%ot away in! But—it's in the paper.

‘hey won't find the boat—though they
hunt for it till doomsday. But they may
pick up some of the wreckage. was
afraid you might do that, and learn that
the boat came out of Folkestone—the
name was on it—" He broke off.
“They may think me drowned—ar
picked up at sea—and they won't take
chances! Every vessel in these waters
will be questioned. This among the
others.”

His shifty eyes glittered at George
over the automatie,

“That’s not going to happen! I took
a desperate chance in gtatl.mglg:T awaly to
sca in the boat. T hoped to be able to
run across to Holland or France—and

et to land before dark. But I failed!
There were no lights on the bost—and
you ran me down in the dark. All the
better, perhaps—as it’s turned out! I'm
o landsman—and it was a desperate
chanca, I should never have taken it
had not the hunt been so close at my
heels—I risked drowning rather than the
stone jug! Do vou understand now that
I am n desperate man, not to be trifled
with 7

George understood 1t only too well !

“I've been waiting here, ever since
I read the newspaper that fat fool gave
me, for you to come back—and expect-
ing every minute to hear the footsteps
of the police! Sooner or later they'll
visit every vessel putting in at Deal, or
Ramsgate, or Broadstairs, or Margate—
at every place along this coast—Ior
news of the boat missing from Folke-
etone. Any minute they may be here!l
Do you understand? I can’t afford to
wait till morning! Minutes may make
all the difference [

The gunman breathed hard.
were clots of perspiration on his
His nerves were tense and taut.

“We're going to sea—at once! As
soon as you can get steam up! Got
that 1

“Wo—we ecan't!” babbled George.
“Bome of my passengers——-"

“Fool 1

“ And—and my mato’s ashore—"'

“You will sail without Four mate.”

“The food—"

“What {”

“Bupplies, sir, ordered in Margate—
not yet delivered——"

“Y¥ool! Do you know what 1 would
do if I could handle a steamar,’ snarled
Griggs. “I would spatter your brains
over that bunk and take ccmmand t”

“Hefty haddockst”

“And if you jib, that’s what I shall
do, and take my chance oi getting the
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brow.

vacht to sea on my own! Got that?”

hissed Griggs.

“Oh lor' 1" groaned Ganrﬁe. .

“You will call the steward now,” said
Griggs quietly. “ Make some excuse for
staying in this room with me—anything
you like—and give him » message to the
engineer to get steam up :mmeglmtely.
You've got the choice between life and
death, Mr. Cook!| Make it!l”

George’s choice was already made.
Ho detached himself, with an effort,
from the bunk, and limped to the door.
He opened the door about three inches,
and Mr. Griggs, standing behind him,
kept the muzzle of the automatic
pressed to his plump ribs.

“Bteward |” gasped George.

(13 Sir 1))

Pawlings came along.

“Tell the engineer to get steam up ak
once—at once—and get ready for sea!
Lose no time! I—I am staying here
with Mr. Griggs. Come and tap on the
door when—when all is ready,"”

“Yes, sir.” Pawlings looked &t
George through the narrow aperture.
“Are you ill, sirt"

“Eht Yes! Nol

“Oh! Yes, gir!? .

Pawlings hurried away. |

The door snapped shut again.

George sat down on the edge of the
bunk and siped his perspiring brow.
It was no wonder that Pawlings had
thought that he looke- ill. His face was
almost ghastly. His eyes were like
those of an expiring codfish. His plump
cheel:is quivered like jellics. He gazed
at Griggs as he might have gazed at
some threatenin~ demon.

They waited.

George's order, unexpected as it
was, was being carried out. They had
only to wait. Coker & Go.—and Mr.
Pycroft, the mate—were still ashore—
they had to remain there. Provender
—ordered for delivery at the jetty—
would have to remain on the jetty
when it arrived. If Harry Wharton &
Co. landed they would be left behind.
There was no argument possible, with
a desperats nnd determined man, and
a deadly weapon, which he had used
once and was reaéy to use again.

Tap! came at the door Griggs' eyes
glittered. Steam was not up yet.

“Who is there?” ho called out.
Captain Cook is

Hurry up!”

“¥Yes. What do Eou want 7"

Wharton pushed the door open. Mr,
Griggs' hand disappeared behind him;
but though the automatic was now out
of sight, George was only too unhappily
conscious that it was still there—and
ready |l The glitter in the shifty eves
told him what to expect if he failed to
plt\§:l up. He gave the Greyfrinra junior
8 ghastly grin.

“Wha-a-a-t is it, Mastec Wharton it

“They're getting steam up, C&Ptam
Cook,” said Harry, in wonder. “Wa
were thinking of & run into Margate for
the evening, but if you're going out to

a“__"

“Pip-pip-flea,se yourself,” stammered
George. “I—I've had to—to alter my
plans a little. Perhaps you had better
go ashore for the evening.” Griggs
made a negative sign with his head.
He did not want the juniors talking
ashore of that sudden and unexpected
change in Captain Cook’s plans. George
caught the sign and faltered: “I—I
mean, we—we're going for a little trip—
I'm sure you'd enjoy it—""

“0Oh, all right!” said Harry, He
looked curiously at George. *I1 hope
you're not ill, gir?”

“0Oh, nol N-n-never better in my
life 1 gasped George. * 8hut the door
after you.”
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Wharton shut thWe door after him,
George blinked at Griggs. The auto-
matic came into view again.

“You're safe, 50 lgng as you play up,
Mr. Cook I” said Griges quietly, * Keep
that up. No harm will come to the
boys—so long as they don’t interfere.
Let them think it’s a trip for the even-
ing. You'll land me in France by
morning and have done with me. But
—mind you play up! I'm taking des-
perate chances—and a man’s life is no
more to me than a fly's!"”

“Oh lor’|” groaned Gceorge.

It seemed an age to George—and pro-
bably longer still to the gunman—before
Pawlings tapped on the door again.

George hooked himself off the bunk.
Griggs gave him a look, and George
shuddered. .

“1 shall have 10 go on the bridge!”
gasped George. *“1I can't take the yacht
out to sea without! TFor goodness’
sake, man——"

Griggs nodded.

“I shall come up with you! I shall
have to risk that!” He gritted his
teeth as he read a flash of hope in
George’s eyes. “Take carel shall
have this sutomatic in my pocket—with
my hand on it| At-the first sign of
trickery, you are a dead man—and I'll
take my chance of getting the yacht out
to sea. Take warning!”

“I—I never thought—"

“That will do! Get going!”

George tottered from the cabin,
Griggs went with him on deck. DBright
sunset shome on Margate harbour, on
the crowded pier, and the sands that
were alive with trippers with innumer-
able small people with spades and pails.
It was a happy and familiar sight—but
George had no eyes for it now.
Billy Bunter rolled up to him.
“1 say, George—"

“Go away " snapped George.
bother now.”

“That's all very well,” said Bunter.
“But what's this idea of a trip to sea?
I was going to the show et the Winter
Gardens, and I don't want— 1 say,
don’t walk away whils a fellow’s talk-
ing to you,”

“Be quiet!” snapped Geovge.

He reached for Bunter's ear, end the
fat Owl dodged just in time. Cousin
George did not seem so good-tempered
as_usual.
. Buanter
juniors.

“I say, you fellows, what's up with
George?” he asked. “He locks joll
sick about something, and he's as Lndy
tempered as you are at your very worst,
Wharton.”

“You silly asal”

Harry Wharton & Co., as a matter of
fact, were rather wondering what was
“up ” with George. They could see
that gomething was the matter, They
were eurprised, too, to see Mr. Criggs
go on the bridge with him, with one
hand in his pocket, and his eyes on
George as watchful as 1 cat’s. Dut they
were very far from guessing what it was
that was “up.”

* Coker will miss this tri
Bob Cherry, as the Bea
away from the jetty.
sudden, isn't it?*

“The suddenfulness is terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
with his dusky eyes very curiously on
George and Mr. Griggs. .

* Anybody know where we're going 1
asked Nugent,

“Qut to ses, that's all,” said Jolinny
Bull, “What's that man Criggs doing
on the bridge with the skipper?”

“Can’t make it out,” said Harry.

The juniors had a vague feeling that
something was wrong somewhere. Yef

“Don’t

gruntel and rejoined the

1 remarked
ymph glided
“It's rather



EVERY SATURDAY

A vavl

3

As the desperate man dwelt on his alm, Wharton whirled the boathook in the air, and hurled it—with deadly accuracy.

It crashed on the man with the gun, and Griggs uttered a sharp yell, staggered and fell.

as the pistol dropped from the man’s hand.

what it was—if anything—they could not
conjecture, The Bea Nymph put on
specd, and, looking back, they watched
the crowded beach growing a dim blur
in the bright sunset.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker in Chase !

ORACE COKELR stared.
H “Well I” he ejaculated. “1
like that!”

Coker’s expression belied his
words. It was cbvions, from his expres-
gion, that he did not like it—not at all.
Standing on the jetty, Coker of the
Fifth stared at the Sea Nymph steam-

ing away to sea—already at a consider-
able distance off-shore. And Coker
snorted,

Coker was alone. But his faithful
chums were not far away. After that
exciting scene on the promenade near
Kingsgate, Coker had thrown Potter
and Greene over—lock, stock, and
barrel! He was done with them—{fed-
up to the back teeth!  Potter and
Greene, tired of thumping Coker, left
him to his own devices—quite as fed-up
with Coker as he could possibly have
been with them. It was, in tact, quite a
treat to get away from Colker—and they
had a pleasant, quiet tea st a little
bungalow place along the front, feeling
that if only they didn’t see Coker again
their cup of happiness would be full.
Coker, meanwhile, when he had
recovered his wind, started to walk
back to Margate,

-seemed possible to

After tea, reflection came to Potter
arid Greene, It was delightful to have
done with Coker—on the other hand,
they were booked for the Rasler eruise
on the Sea Nymph, as Coker's guests—
which made it awkward. Either they
had to chuck up the eruise, or make it
up with Coker somehow. The real
question was, whether Coker would con-
sent to make it up, after his friends’
rough-and-ready methods of dealing
with him. Fortunately, it was easy to

ull Coker’s leg. Soft sawder scldom
ailed with the great Horace.

So Potter and Greene walked back to
Margate, expecting to find Coker on
the yacht, and prepared to turn out
the necessary amount of soft sawder.
To their surprise, they found theé Sea
Nymph steaniing out to sca—and Mr,
Pyeroft, the mate, staring after her with
amazed eyes from the jetty.

They wondered whether Coker had
gone in her; and what the dickens it
meant, anyhow. But Coker was not
gone in tho yacht. Coker had started
back a couple of hours before Potter
and Greene; but he had taken short
cuts instead of following the promenade.
Uoker’s short cuts led him over n con-
siderable portion of Kent ; he negotiated
roads, lanes, and footpaths; and when,
to his joy, he struck a town at last, he
found that it was not Margate, bub
Broadstairs,

This surprised Coker—for either Mar-
gate and Broadstairs had changed places
during his walk, or else Coker was the
bigzest idiot over—neither of which
Colker.

However, a taxicab carried him back,

“ At him ! ** shrieked Bob Cherry

landed him in Margate safe and sound,
though in & rather bad temper, and he
strodgo on to tho jetty—to see Potter
and (reene staring seaward there, Mr.
Pyeroft rubbing his weatherbeaten nose
in amazement—and the Sea Nymph far
out at sea, Whereupon Coker remarked
that he “liked that I”—not really liking
it a litile bit.

“Cheek |” continued Coker. “What
does the man mean? Cheek! Leavin
a chap behind! Where's that blesse
yacht off to? Cheek!”

Potter and Greene exchanged =
glance and drew nearer to Coker. It was
time for the soft sawder to be turned
on,
“Queer, Cool clearing off like that
without tellinF us, Coker!” Potter re-
marked blandly, just as if nothing bhad
Liappenéd.

Horace
icy look.

“Did you speak to me?” he asked.

“Yez, old fellow! I said—"

“Well, don’t!” said Coker, turning
his hack.

“Coker,
Greene.

“Will you oblige me by keeping your
remarks to yourself, William Greene?”
inquired Coker over his shoulder,

“ But look here, old fellow—"

Coker walked aeross the jetty. Potter
and Greene exchanged a private wink,
and followed him. Coker tapped the
mate on the arm,

“Where’s' the yacht gone, Mr. Py-
croft 7 he asked.

“ Ask me another, sir,” said the mate.
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Coker gave him a cold, fixed,

old man—" murmured
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®T.ooks s if she's gone to sea—but I
can’t make it out! Captain Cook was
g back to see to some stuff he’s
ordered—instead of that, he pulls out.
Beats me |” . "
“7T suppose he's coming back for us?
hooted Coker.

“No good asking me, sir! Can't
make it out!” .

“That cheeky sweep Griggs was try-
ing to make him cut out rgate this
morning | But he couldn’t—" Coker
paused, staring after the black drift of
smoke behind the yacht. *Cook

y'ol.;ldn’tﬁ IBut if he ha.s;-——nty'l;h;:

isn't  wha 'm paying twenty-

ﬁineas for, I know that! What the
m EE)

ump—-

“We're stranded!” said Potter.

<« Don’t talk to me, Potter! I'm fed-up
with you!”

“That's all very well, Coker—but we
Yook to you for guidance!” said Potter.
“TIt's renl.lEv your own fault—you've
taught us fo rely on you in times o
difficulty.”

“ ¥ Coker doesn't take control, what
are we going to do?” asked Greene.
“It's like—like sheep without a
shepherd 17 .

race Coker thawed considerably.
He was offended—severely offended.
8till, if fellows looked fo him for
guidance, if without his leadership they
were like sheep without s shepherd, it
was up to him. He thawed. "

“1f &vou fellows put it like that—
he said. .

“How else are we to put it?” asked
Potter. “You're leader! Is it any use
eit.b?}- of us taking the lead? 1 ask

ou [*

“ Leaders,” said Greene, “are born,
not made. We've had a row. We were
hasty.” As Coker had had the thump-
ing, Greene did not mind admitting that
it was & hasty t.hum}:mg. “ Let's admit
we were hastyl All the same, I don’t

gee how Coker can get out of his
responsibility for fellows who rely on
his brains for guidance.”

This was putting it on rather thick.
But it could not be put on too thick for
Coker! He liked it, in fact, laid on
with & trowel. A smile dawned on
Coker's rugged features. Quite a genial
smile. :

“You've acted rottenly,” he said. “I
was going to turn you down, right down!
Still, I admit there’s something in what
vou say. A pair of helpless, silly, in-
cnpab!a duffers—"

‘Oh! Exactly!” gasped Potter. *Ilow
—how well you put if, Coker!"

“The yacht’s gone—"' said Coker.

“Never mind the yacht,” said Greene.
“So long as you stick by us, Coker, we
don't mind anything else. It will come
back, anyhow. We can put in the even-
ing at the Winter Gardens—"

And get n decent dinner nlong the
front somewhere——"' szid Potter.

“And if the yacht isn't back, thero's
a lot of hotels———-~"?

“In fact, & few days in Margate—"

“Not at all & bad idea—"

“Don't iimiv so much!” said Coker
calmly. “We're not going to the
Winter Gardens—and you can whistle

for your dinner! I'm not being lefy
behind and stranded by a dashed hotel-
keeper that I've paid for a ernise! I'm

oing after that yacht, and going to ask
Jook to explain himself—and if he
doesn’t satisfy me, I shall demand my
money back, and punch his head into
the bargain.”

*8wimming it ?” asked Potter, with 5
touch of ﬂ(lgiancy that was quite out of
place, in or's opinion.

“Don’t be & fool, Potter! Mr.
Pycroft, I suppose you know where to
hire a motor-boat?”
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* Ay, ay!” said Mr, Pycroft.

“Get 1t for me-—l_'ll'give you B pad-
sage to the yacht in it, if you want to go
aboard ! et the best motor-boat 1n
Margote—never mind the expense. I'm
standing the racket. Cook isn't playin
this rotten trick on me; and if it’s tha
skinny blighter Griggs at the bottom of
it, I'll jolly well punch his nose as well
as Cook’s. We can beat that yacht in a
good motor-boat.”

“Eusy !” said Mr. Pycroft. “I know
a good boat—man named Hatch—he'll
drive it for you—beat the yacht hollow—
he's raced in it. And to tell you the
truth, Mr. Coker, I fancy there must
be something wrong on board the Hea
Nymph. I can’'t make it out! Cook
saya to me—"'

‘Buck up with that motor-boat!”
rapped Coker. )

“Leave it to me,” said Mr. Pycroft,
and he ambled away.

Potter looked & Greene, Greena
looked at Potter. Visions of a joyous
evening in Margate faded from their
eyes. But they knew that it was useless
to argue with Coker. Argument only
made Coker more obstinate, Coker
stared grimly after the yacht, while he
waited for the motor-boat to be brought
round. Cook had left him stranded—
contrary to all arrangements—and Coker
was going to have it out with Cook.
Coker was not the man to be treated
like this without something happening.
Colcer was fully prepared to hit George
in the eye, on ﬁis own bridge, if he did
not explain himself satlsfactorlléa

““Here we are!” exclaimed Uoker.

. The motor-boat bobbed under the
jetty. It was a rather large eraft,
evidently a good boat, and a man in a
peaked cap and a jumper sat at the
wheel. This, apparently, was Hatch,
who had raced the boat; an acquaintance
of Mr. Pyeroft’s. He touched his ca
very civilly to Coker—Mr. Pyeroft
having, perhaps, let him know that
Horace was an open-handed youth with
more money than brains.

Coker jumped down, slipped, and
bumped. He recovered himself and
glared up at Potter and Greene—who
stopped grinning just in time,

“Now then, if you're coming—*
snapped Coker.

“QOh, all right!”

Potter and Greene jumped down.
Coker tapped My, Hatch on the
shoulder.

Y Overhaul that yacht,” he said. “Go
all out—make her rip! See?”

“Rip’s the word, sir!” said Mr.
Hatch. “You watch!”

And Mr. Hatch did make her rip.
Once away from the jetty and the
pleasure-boats, there came a daafv. full-
throated roar, and the boat shot like an
arrow through the cleaving waters.
Potter and Greeno yelped as they were
drenched with spray—the mate turned
up his collar—Coker, losing his foofin
a3 the boat leaped, sat down, an
roared almost as loudly as the engine.

Mr. Hatch sat tight and drove her—
with the fixed, unregarding glare of the
racing man. e had been told to make
her rip, and he made her rip—he had
been told to catch the yacht, and he
was going to catch the yacht, They
passed other vessels as if the latter were
standing still. Cheers and shouts came
from the pier and from the decks of
pleasure steamers—the peneral im-
pression being that this was a race!
And a race it was—and Potter and
Greene could only hope, as the blinding
gpray drenched them, that after the race
they would live to tell the tale! Thoy
hardly ecxpected to. .

Coker, after gatting on his feet
several times and failing to continue
perpendicular, sap it out.
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¥ What's she doing 7”2 he yelled.
Mr. Hatch barked:
:gnly twenty-five| She ain't all out

et
“We'll catch that yacht——"
“(atch her 1 ieared Mr. Hatch,
“We could walk all round her! You'll
get a splash or two.”
Coker got more than a splash or two.

So did Potter and Greene. But they
were catching the Sea Nymph. The
Sea Nymph hadn't an earthly !
— g
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Coker !

(1] SAY, you fellows—"

“Give us a rest!”

“1 say, look at that man
Griggs!"

:“Bother that man Griggs|”

But, I say, you fellows, look at him 2
breathed Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not
specially intercsted in the man Grigas.
But they looked at him. And rel!ﬁ Vs
now that they looked at him, they
found him worth looking at!

Griggs was standing close beside
George. He seemed to want to keep
qultg near to George, for some reason
of hiz own. He stood with one hand in
a pocket that bulged. But now he was
not giving George his attention, He
was staring back towards Margate,
and the expression on his fnce was
extraordinary. His narrow eyes glit-
tered, his teeth showed as his lips were
drawn back in a snarl, his face had
whitened. If ever s human being had
looked like an infuriated, hunted wild
beast, the man Griggs did at that
moment.

Every man on deck was staring at
him. The juniors stared at him in
their turn, almost fascinated by the
terrible look on his face, and lost in
wonder,

“What {he dickens—" muttered
Nugent,
The juniors looked back. 8o far as

they eould see, thero was nothing on
the horizon to account for the rage and
terror in Griggs' face. Margate had
dropémd to the sca; only a few high
buildings could be seen against the
sunset. Here and there a outter, or
yawl, or ketch leaned to the wind. A
pleasure-steamer was coming down from
the Thames, puffing smoke. A motor-
boat, driven at a racing speed, was
cutting the water like a knife, loavin
a streaming wako of white foam behind.
Nothing in that, it seemed, to account
for Griggs’ look, till the juniors
observed that his starting eyes were
fixed on the racing boat, and that the
boat was coming for the yacht like an
arrow. But even after they realised
that it was the motor-bont racing after
them that absorbed Gri&'gs' attention
they could not understand.

“That boat’s putting it on!”
remarked Bob Cherry. “I say. that's
a jolly good boat! They're making her
move! Is it a speed test, or what?”

“They seem after us!” said
Johnny Bull. “ Can't see who's running
her, b,ljtt- I scem to know those fellows

“Coker 1I” exelaimed Wharton.

Bob Cherry chuckled. .

“Dear old Coker! He wasp't going
to he left behind, Well, he'll catch up
casily enough. But what on earth's the
matter with Griggs? What does he
care whether Coker comes on board or
not ¥’

“He secms to care!” .

Griggs was standing motionless,
absorbed. watching the motor-boat

‘astorn. He scomed unconsecious of his
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surroundings for the moment. But he
pulled himself together and turned to
George,

“ Faster |” ho snarled.

George rang full-speed {o the engine-
room. The yacht leaped into speed.
But if Griggs was thinking of shakin
off the motor-boat he had to thin
again. The petrol-driven craft could
have made rings round the Sea Nymph.

“Faster |” hissed Griggs, a few
minutes later, after a black and bitter
stare at the pursuer.

The juniors exchanged glances of
utter wonder as the man snarled orders

to George on his own bridge. What it
cimld a.lgl mean was a deep mystery to
them,

“She’s going all out, sir,” mumbled
George huskily. *She can’t do more,
sir, if she bursts her boilers.”

“That motor-boat’s after us!” hissed
Griggs. “You've got to beat her. Got
that?”

“Beat her!” said George. “She's a
good ten knots better than we are. How
are we going to beat her?” .

‘“She’'s after wus!” bhissed Griggs.
“Word's got out in Margate—she’s alter
us !?

“It’s young Mr, Coker and his
friends, sir!” said George. “I suppose
they found themselves left behind, and
came after us—" i

“Who else? Wheo's driving her?
And who's skulking out of sight till they
catch us up?” hissed Griggs.

George did not answer that, He
could make out Potter and Greene and
Mr. Pyeroft, holding on in the motor-
boat, and he discerned Coker sitting
down. He could not make out who was
driving her, and neither could he tell
whether others were hidden out of sight.
1t was likely enough, if the police. had
wind of the man on the Sea Nymph.
Griggs, at all events, had no doubt of
it. That desperate chase of the yacht
did not mean, to Mr. Griggs, that
Coker of the Fifth wasn't going to stand
any nonsense from George Cook! It
meant that the bloodhounds were on his
trail.

“Bomething’s jolly wrong here, you
men |” whispered Harry Wharton, “I
can't make it out—but—— Oh, look!”

Griggs’ hand came out of his pocket.
There was a glimmer of the sunshine
nn.]a bluish barrel. He stepped to the
rail.

Bang, bang |

Petrified Ey the sight, the juniors
stood rooted to the deck. Twice the
desperate man fired at the pursuing
motor-boat, missing by yards.

“Ar, Griggs—sir—"" gasped George.

“ Hold your tongue!”

Bang | .

Griggs fired again, and whipped a
streak of paint off the motor-boat.

There was a squeak of terror from
Billy Bunter.

“I say, you fellows!
Yarooooh |

Bunter made a frantic bound for the
companion, and there was a sound
of rolling and bumping. The fat Owl
went below in & heap.

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not
think of quitting. Their faces
hardened. The truth rushed in on their
minds now. They understood why
George had decided on that sudden
cruise; he was under fear of the
ilesperate man with the automatic. And
that man, in fear of pursuit, was firing
fiercely on the motor-boat with the
Greyfriars Fifth-Formers in it. Evi-
dently he believed that the police were
after him and overhauling him fast,
and all disguise was thrown to ihe winds
now. He was trying to “get ¥ the man
who was driving the motor-boat—his

I pay——

only chance of escape! Of the school-
boys on deek he tock mot the slightest
notice; probably he had wholly for-
golten their existence. His third shot
had gone close, and now he was taking
deliberate aim for a fourth, his eyes
glinting like cold steel over the
automatic. -

Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.

“That's got to stop!” he breathed.
“Why, it's murder—"

There was & boathook close at hand,
and Wharton reached out and grasped
it. Had the crook’s eyes fallen on him,
had the villain read his intention, the
deadly automatic would have been
turned on him—there ¢ould be no doubt
of that. Ile took the %isk.

As the desperate man dwelt on his
aim, Wharton whirled the boathoolk
in the air, and hurled it with deadly

A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS
THE DOCTOR AWAY!
Here's to-day's daily dose:

“Y¥You farmera should Ilearn
about modern agrioulture, you
know," said the exasperating
man, In a patronising tone.
" Now look at the way you're
runing that tree. Why, | don't
slleve gon'll get a single apple
from [It.”

“ Neither do 1,”’ said the old |

farmer, grimly, “i'a a pear- °
tree 1l ™ !
I

V. M. Ellis, of Weymouth .

House, Beechers Cliff, Bath, who |
sent in the above winning joke, !
has been awarded ome of 'this |

week's USEFUL PENKNIVES|

It crashed on the man with

ACOUTBCY. !
the gun, and Griggs uttered a sharp

vell, staggered, and fell. The pistol
dropped from his hand.

“At him!? almost
Cherry. .

For a second Griggs sprawled, then
he was on his knees, grasping at his
fallen weapon. But George was prompt.
George’s foot landed on the pistol, kick-
ing it half the Iength of the Sea Nymph.
As it clattered down again Pawlings
pounced on it, and tossed it into the sea.

“Now " roared George.

Griggs leaped to his feet like a tiger.
But his gun was gone, and George was
no longer terrorized, George; his fcar
changed to fury, came at Mr. Griggs
with both hands, hitting out right and
left. A moment later Harry Wharton
& Co. were on the spot, backing him up.
Griggs went down, struggling and yell-
ing like a wildcat, grasped on all sides,
and overpowered.

Hold him |” gurgled George. “GCrab

shrieked Bob
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him! Grip him! He's the Follestone
bank-robber ! Get him 12

“We've got him!" chuckled Bob
Cherry breathlessly. .

“The gotfulness is terrific!”

“Better tie him up, I think, sir,”
said Pawlings. “I have a ropes here,
sir. If you will allow me, sir!”

With many hands grasping him and
holding him helpless, the gunman was
tied up, and Pawlings made a scientifio
job of it. Griggs spat like a cat, his rage

‘and fury terrible to witness; but they

had no terrors for the Removites. His
teeth were drawn now. Strong cords
were knotted on his arms and legs, and
he lay like & helpless bundle, still
panting and cursing.

“Hetty haddocks|” gasped George,
wiping his perspiring brow. “We've got
him! The coppers in that motor-boat
will be glad to get hold of him—what,
what 1” .

George rang to the engine-room, and
the 8eca Nymph slowed to a stop and
waited for the motor-boat to come up.
In & very few minutes it was shut off
anlnll bobbing in the water under the
rail.

Coker was the first to clamber on
board. Coker’s face was red with
wrath. He Elared at George.

"What's this game?” roared Cpker.
“What? You leave me behind at
Margate, and I hire a motor-boat to
come after you, and then you let some
silly ass start potting seaguils and mop-
ping bullets all round my motor-boat,
and—"

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
gurgling. “It wasn’t seagulls that were
being potted, Coker—it was you!”

*“ What ?” hooted Coker. “Me?2

“You and your jolly old motor-boat !
And if Wharton hadn’t knocked that
man Griggs over—"

“Griggs! What—" Coker broke
off as he spotted Griggs, wriggling in
his bonds and still spifting with rage.
“Why—what My hat! What have
you got that man tied up like a turkey
for? 1Is this one of your fag japes?”

“Hefty haddocks "’ gasped George.
“Thank goodness he never hit your
motor-boat ! So you thought it 'weas
gull-shooting, did you? Hefty haddocks !
Aren't there police on your boat?”

“Police I repeated Coker blankly.
“No! What should I want coppers
for? 1 wasn't going to have you rum
in for leaving me behind, you ass 2

“Ha, ha, ha!|” yelled the juniors,

“Stop that cackling | snapped Coker.
“] want to know what this means—I
want to know—"

He was interrupted by a eory, on
rather, & yell, from Griggs. )

“No police on the boat? Is that
troe 7%

Coker stared at him,

“Eh! Of course not—wharrer you
mean? What the thump do you sup-
pose I should bring peelers along for?
Mad 2"

Griggs did not answer. He only
ground his teeth with helpless fury, It
had secemed to him cerfain that the
motor-boat chase meant that the police
were after him. He had not doubted
it for & moment. The guilty flee when
no man pursueth!

He had given himself away—for
nothing! There had been no danger
{from the motor-boat! No police with
handeuffs ready for his wrists—only the
egregious Coker, wanting to know why
he had been left behind it Margate!
The infuriated raseal fairly foamed
with rage.

(Continued on page 28.)
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OUR THRILL-PACKED SOCCER

AND 'TEC STORY!

i -‘iJui'

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

A fugitive from Don Carlos’ gircus, Nobby,
& sixtesn-year-old wail, mests Ferrers Locke,
Ahe detective, who iniroduges him to Lord
Douglas Weatherstons, chairman of the
Parriton HRovers F.C. MNobby wery soon
beoomes professional, but falls foul of Lord
Douglas’' rascally nephew, Daniel Willoughby
Thundersley. Later, Nobby is legally adopted
by Lord Douglas. Thundersiey then plots with
the Don, who kidnaps Nobby and imprisons
him in a large packing-case, which is after-
wards lllnratlmed to Weatherstone Court.
Shortly after this, Jack Drake, Locke's hoy
assistant, discovars In a wrecked car a charm
ha had given Nobby months before. The
driver of the car bolts, leaving behind a
receipt confirming the cartage of a packing-
case from Littls Willerden to London.
Sconting n clue, Locke and Drake make all

spead for Little Willerden.
{Now read on.)

T eventually thundered through

its narrow confines, Locke's
keen eyes were secking the Cartage
Office from which the receipt had been
issued. As expected, the ocarter lived
over his business premises, as was inti-
mated by a swinging sign, and in a fow
moments Locke and Drake were beating
a tattoo on the old door of the premises.

The carter himsclf answered the sum-
mons, wrathful of countenance at being
disturbed.

“Closed I"" he snapped gquerulously by
way of reath, and followed i
with: “What d’you want?"

Locke explained who he was, whereat
the man's eyes opened wider, and o new
respect shone in them, and Locke and
Drake were invited inside.

“Take & look at this receipt, if you
will,” said Locke. *Was it issued from
here?”

The carter waogged his head in an
affirmative.

“It's my writing,” he added helpfully.
" ¥es, gir, that was issued from ‘ere.”

“Know anything about the man you
gave it to "' was {ocka's next question.

The carter shook his head.

“He was a toff, sir—like yourself,

A Startling Discovery !

HE village was in total darkness
when the speedy sports car

'ﬁhﬁi!.,;]umf;r J}@a%

"By HEDLEY SCOTT.
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Came in & car—Daimler car—with

Bir.
a ohauffeur. Asked me to pick up a
pa,c[l;ing-ﬁn.sa at the garage down the
rond—

“What garage?” asked Locke sharply.

“Used to be Timothy Ardler’s, sir.
But he's been dead an' buried this six
yvears. No one has the place now. All
tumbling to pieces——"

“A disused garage, what?'

“Yes, sir, suppose you'd call it that."

“Didn't you think it strange that a
man should ask you to pick up a case at
a disused garage i’ was Ferrers Locke's
next question.

“Well, sir, to tell you the truth, I
did until this fellow Thundersley gave a

‘und for the job. Then I thought
twere best not to be nosey. I'm n
carter, sir, not a detective like you.”

Drake had started violently at mention
of the name Thundersley, but Locke's
face never flickered. He took up the
point casually.

“You mentioned the name of Thun-
dersley—"

The carter wagged his head afresh.

“That was the name he gave me,” he
explainad. “And here’s the p'und he
gave me—"

“Never_mind about the pound,” in-
terrupted Locke. “Can you describe this
man_Thundersley 2

“ Well, sir,” the carter was obviously a
little at a loss. “He was a gentleman.
Wore a dark overtost, and a black felt
hat well down on his face, you might
say. That’s about all I can remember of

o
Locke looked at Drake as much as to
say “do you recognise the man?”’ and
Drake nodded imperceptibly.

. “"Do you know what was in the pack-
ing-case?” asked Ferrers Locke.

‘Couldn’t for the life of me say”
replied the carter, “I do know it was
mighty "eavy !”

. "And to what address did you deliver
it?"” was the detective’s next query.

And even Locke, case hardened as he
was to surprises, was startled by the

reply.
“Weatherstone Court,” said the
carter. “Swell place, Belongs to a

lord or somethin’,”

'r:r "l |
‘I'n! (i

Drake whistled, end felt his pulse leap
with excitement. What fresh myster
lay here? Why had the name o
'I'gundersloy been given as the sender of
the packing-case, when the sender's
passport had been made out in the name
of Bmithson ? .

Locke's face was grim. .

“Do you happen to remember if the
5ncking'-ca.sa was addressed to Lord

ouglas Weatherstone?"’ )

“1t was not,” replied the carter. “It
was nddressed to Mr. Thundersley—
same name &s the chap who gave me the
p'und.”

“Thank you very much. You've been
extremely  helpful,” smiled Ferrers
Locke, and he pressed a crisp treasury
note into the carter’s horny palm.
“Come along, Drake., We're hot on the
scent,”

Drake's astonishment at the turn
events had taken was as great as that of
the carter at receiving a pound for
“ puthin’,” to use his own term. In a
daze hs followed Ferrers Locke out to
the car, which was soon roaring London-
wards just as fast as the detective could
drive it.

En route, he explained to his very
much bemused assistant what had taken

lace in Lord Douglas' household whilst

he, Drake, had been abrond.

‘““He's adopted Nobby, has he—
adopted him legally? By Jovel”
exclaimed Drake. “So Nobby's now a
Thundarslepr. eh?"

“He i5,” said Locke quietly. “And

the puck'm&-cu.sa was obviously addressed
to him? Why "

“ Blegsed ify I know, guv'nor! Seems
a terrific tangle to me. First there’s a
chap who isn't a Thundersley calling
himself a Thundersley and sending =
packing-cas» to a Thundersley. Then
there's this charm I gave young Nobby.
Gosh, guv'nor, it fairly makes my head
ache! But where's Nobby—we are no
nearer Bnding the answer to that?”

-Locke chuckled mirthlessly.

“Unless I'm very much mistaken, we
are getting nearer to him every minute.
Hang it, I wish I could squeeze another
fifty miles an hour out of this bus!”

As the sports car was already tearing
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up the miles at a speed of seventy miles
an hour, Drake wondered mightily why
the demand for extra speed. & Wb
soon to be enlightened. With a
squealing of tyres as the brakes were
applied, Locke drew the car to a stand-
still outside the gates of Weatherstone
Court. To the lodge-keeper he yelled a
command to hurry, and, once the gates

were ﬂuns wide, the car roared into life
zgyun and Bashed up the long winding
rive.

Locke and Drake were tumbling out
of the car even as the iron-studded door
swung open and, bathed in the light
from the hall, stood Terrence, the
butler, and Lord Douglas Weatherstone.

“I saw you arrive,’”” said his lordship,
his fine old face lined with anxiety.
“Have you any news?”

“¥ think so,” said Locke, striding into
the spacious hall. *Téll me, my lord,
where is the packing-case that arrived
this afternoon?”

“The packing-case,” began his lord-
ship, who had completely forgotten the
existence of it. “The packing-case—"

It was Terrence, the butler, who came
to the rescue. i

“I1t's in the first Hoor box-room, sir,”
he said respectfully. *“You remember,
my lord. I asked your lordship whether
1 should unpack it in readiness for Mr.
Nobby's—ahem—Mr. Thundersley’s re-
turn,”’

“ Ah!” ejaculated his lordship. *So

ou did, Terrence! 8o you did! And

remember tel]inﬁ you not to be in-
quisitive, what? ut—" He turned
to the detective. “ But what's this talk
of the packing-case? What's it mean?”

“1t means, my lord, that it would have
been better if you had allowed Terrence
to have opened that case,” said Locke
seriously, what time he threw off his
coat and gloves, “for, unless I'm
mistaken, that packing-case contains
young Nobby ! Terrence—get a hammer
and cold-chisel—at once!”

“Yeg, sir, at once, sir!” gasped the
startled butler, and he disappeared &t a
run.

Gasping his  astonishment, Lord
Weatherstone led the way to the first
floor box-rcom.

“That's it, Locke!” He paused for
breath, and indicated the room with
shaking fnger. “That's—that’s where
the case was taken. Good heavens|”

He recled against the oaken balustrade
almost overcome with the excitement
and shock of it all.

With & powerful wrench Locke swung
open the door of the room, thumbed on
the electric light, and locked for the
packing-cuse.

There it lay, at the far end of the
room, surrounded by numerous suit-
cases, trunks, and odds and ends. No
sound came from within it, and that
cireumstance caused Locke to dash for-
ward and start wrenching at the lid of
the case with his bare handas.

“Where's that fool Terrence with the
hammer and chisel—" he spluttered
impatiently. “Every second might be
precious—"

“Flere I am, sir,” panted the butler,
and, with slaking hands, he thrust the
hammer and chisel into the detective's
hands. .“ i

Bang! Crash!

Feverishly Locke battered away at the
chisel and levered on it with all his
gtrength as it found a hold between the
lid and the sides of the case. Drake's
strong young hands helped, too, and
within two minutes the lid was lying on
the floor of the box.room.

o Lmk 1.?’

A cry of horror escaped Drake as he
beheld the contents of the packing-case—
a cry which was cchoed by Lord
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Weatherstone who peered over his
shoulder. For bound and %agged, and
dreadfully still lay the fomiliar form of
Nobbil

Locke stooped, and with a heave of his
powerful muscles, lifted the inanimate
form out of the packing-case. Another
quick movement of his hands and the
neckerchief which Eagged the youngster
was torn from Nobby's mouth; a swift
slicing of a et-knife, and the cords
binding Nobby’'s wrists and ankles fell

apart. :

“Is he alive?’ quavered his lordship.
“Terrence, you fool! Get some brandy!
Don’t stand there gaping like an old
woman.”?

“I took the liberty of bringing some
with me when I fetched the hammer,
my lord.”

“Good, Terrence!” vreplied Lord

Weatherstone gratefully. “If Nobby's
alive I'll double your wages.”
_ “I'd sooner see the young master alive
if you halved my wages, my lord,” was
Terrence’s dignified and honest reply.
“We've grown to like him, my lord,
short as 18 the time he's been here.”

But his lordship wasn’t listening., He
was watching Fervers Locke's face, and
the ghastly, bluish, still countenance of
the red-headed youngster alternatively.

“Is he alive? Is he—"

Laocke nodded grimly,

“Just alive, I think. He’s been dying
of slow asphyxiation. The case was
practically air-tight, Ah—the brandy!”

He forced a drop of the stimulatin
liquor between Nobby’s tightly-clenche
teeth, and followed that up by employ-
ing artificial respiratory measures.

Slowly, ever so slowly, life came back
into Nobby’s body.

In the meantime, his lordship had
summoned a Harley Street physician,
and he arrived with a cyF'
oxygen, and the necessary apparatus for
pumping it into Nobby’s lungs.

Between them, Locke and Drake
carried Nobby to his bed-room, and
there they lett him to the administra-
tions of the physician.

His lordship joined Locke and Drake
in the library below.

“Do you think—" began his lord-
ship, for shout the twentieth time.

“Yes, he'll come through all right,”
smilingly interrupted Lorﬁce. “But it
was a near thing—a very near thing,
Another half an hour and—who knows {*

He drained the glass of refreshment
the attentive butler had offered him,
and stalked away from Lord Weather-
stone and Drake, making once again for
the box-room. Once there he closed the
door and examined the silk neckerchief
which had served as a gag. He seemed
in no way surprised at finding the
initials D W.T. skilfully embroidered
upon one corner of 1t, neither was he
any more surprised wﬁen, delving into
the packing-case, he encountered a card-
case which also bore similar initials
embossed in gold upon its outer surface,
and a number of visiting-cards with the
name of Daniel Willoughby Thundersley
in one of the compartments.

A grim smile fickered over Locke’s
face as he pocketed the card-case snd
the neckerchief.

“ A very pretty plot,” he murmured to
himself. *Clumsy maybe—very clumsy,
but it would have been deuced awkward
indeed for Master Daniel Willoughby
Thundersley to give a creditable account
of how these things came to be here.”

He retraced his steps and rejoined
Drake and his lordship. E

“Cheer up!” he said breezily.
“Things might have been worse—much
worse.” Then geriously: “T don’t want
a word of this breathed ouiside the
house, my lord. You understand—not a

appearance at that moment,

inder of b
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word. Can you rely on the servants—
the Harley Street doctor 7”

“You can take my word for it,
Locke,” said his lordship, “If you de-
sire it—not a word shall be breathed
about this ghastly, this terrible affair.”

“Good ! exclaimed Locke cheerfully.
"By complete silence I shall snare the
villain responsible for this, but I insist
that the matter should be kept a strict
secret.”

His lordship’s face lightened.

“Then you know who the miscreant
f"

Locke'’s face sct severely.

“I do. But there's more in this, my
lord, than I wish to divulge at the
moment.,  Please be patient, for this
matter affects the whole future life of
young Nobby.”

His lordship was man enough not to

uestion the Sctectivu further, albeit he
airly trembled with curiosity. Fortu-
nately for him, the physician put in an
el and his
smiling face told eloquently enough that
Naobby wag out of danger,

“He's breathing normally now. He'll
sleep heavily, so don't disturb him,
He'll be as right as a trivet in a couple
of days, iny lord,”

And, with that cheering information,
the Herley Street specialist intimated
that he would depart, whereupon his
lordship drew him on one side and ex-
tracted from him a promise of silence,

“Terrence, you had better ring for a
nurse, Master Thundersley must be
watched night and day until he’s really
well again.”

The butler bowed.

“I have taken the liberty of engaging
a nurse in your Jordship’s name already,
my lord,” he said re tfully,

His lordship beamed.

“Terrence, you're the world’s best
utler—"

“Thank you, my lord. You are very
kind, my lord.”

“Even tf you are the world’s ugliest I”

is

added his lordship, with & playful
laugh, “Your wages are doubled.
Now get out!”

“ Which is what we must be doing, my
lord,” said Ferrers Locke, with a glance
at his watch, “Come along, Drake [”

And, shaking hends with Lord
Weatherstone, the pair of them made
their departure, Locke reiteratin% the
importance of the whole affair being
kept & secret for the nonce.

ce in the car and heading for Baker
Street, Drake ventured a question.

“Guv’nor, my brain’s not equal to this
case,” he said wryly, “What are we
going to de now?”

l; o home and get some slesp, my
i .ll
“ And after that—" began Drake,

« After that, my lad, we are going tec
visit Daniel Willou ’hby Thundersley
and aeccuse him of the murder of

Nobby.”

Drake jumped.

“But he didn't murder Nobby,
guy'nor, anyway !”

“] know he didn't,” replied Locke,

with a smile, “and he doesn't know
much about this wretched businese,
sither. That's why I'm going to accuse
him of murder, see?” .

Quite frankly Jack Drake admitted
that he didn’t see, and that he gave it
up, whereupon Locke treated him to a
flashing, affectionate smile, and bade
him be patient.

In the circumstances Drake had to bel

(Daniel Willoughby Thundersiey's
booked for the biggest shock of his life
i next week's thrilling ckﬁitem, ehuma.
See that you order your Magner early,
anl so make sure of getting the TWO
SPEENDID FREE GIFTS!
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SAVED FROM THE SEA!

(Continued from page 29.)

“Potty, I supposo,” said Coker.
# Police—rats | ok here, George
Cook, I want to know why you left me
behind—sce ! And if you don't explain
sharp %

*Coker, old man—" gasped Potter.

“Bhut up, Potter !

“Coker—" gasped Creene,

“Dry Lup, Greene ! Now,
Cook

Georgc grinned. He could grin now—
his old hearty, genial grin.

“It's all right, Mr. Coker! That
man’s the Folkestone bank-raider, and
he had a gun, and—and—and so that’s
how it happened. Ie thought the police
were after him in that motor-boat.
Luckv you eame u.flor us, sir! We're
going back now

“Well, my hat1” said Coker.

Ancl that was all (_,oiu,r cculd sn.y'

Mr.

But Col\cr had lots tc say later.
Coker's view was that heo—Horace
James Coker of the Fifth Form at
Gireyfriars, was the man who had done
the trick—the goods—the actual article !
It was true that Wharton had knocked
over the desperate man on -the yacht,
end that he had 'been secured before
Coker airived. -~ Still, had not Coker
pursued in thé motor “boat it was fairly
probable t'lm,t the rascal would have got
away—certain, according to Coker.

Indeed, Coker soon begun to think
that he had chased the Sea Nymph, not
so much to have it out with George, as
because he had a feeling that-there was
something wrong on ban.rd—somethmg
that needed looking. into—something
that required a fellow like Horace
Coker to handle ‘it.

Anyhow, Coker took unto himself tho
whole eredit of :the capture of the
Folkestone bank-raider —and showed
considerable’. annoyance when other
fellows failed to agrec.

Whether it was due to Coker or not,
certain it was that the gunman was
caughi’ and handed over to the Margate
police,” with his wallet of loot. The
affair rather delayed the departure of
the Easter cruisers; but nobody minded
that—they en;rovcd every hour of overy
day in Merry' Margate.

'THE END.

(There's .-'Empa more fun and thrilling
odventure in “THE SCHOOLBOY
TOURISTS!” next week's spgrling
yarn-of the chums of Greyfriars aboard
the Sea Nywiph, As there will be a
great rush for nemt week's DOUBLE
FREE GIFT NUAMBER of the MacxEer,
order your copy NOW /)

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY.

!
!

Street, London, E.C.4,

OW that I have let you into the
big secrat concerning our comin,
FREE GIF1S, I guess you are a
keyed up with excitement and

wailing anxiously for the time when

you can feast: your ‘eyes upon them.

Never before has so great a treat heen

planned for MAGNET readers! And that's

sgying something when one remembers
the popular free gifts the old paper has
presented in the past!

Well, chums, the firat of these

12 BIG PHOTOGRAVURE PLATES
showing the World®
MARVELS IN MODERN ENGINEERING

will come into your hands next Saturday.

And won’t -you be delighted! Grand,

spiffing, gorgeous, superb—you will say
all that, and then some !

In addition to the firat of these unique
hoto - plates — which  depicts THE
VORLD'S MOST FA,MOUS ATRSHIP,

the Graf Zeppelin—you will receive a

HANDY LOOSE-LEAF FOLDER WITH
A SPECIAL METAL FASTENER

in which to put your souvenir plates week
by week.

Gtlad you're a reader of the Macwer ?
I'll say you are ! A big point to remember,
though, i this: you“can only make sure
of: getting every one of thesa Temarkable
photogravure plates - giving - your
newsagent a rogular ordcr fot' the giacw‘zr
without delay. Hdving done this, you
will be. doing me & great favour if you
%pread the good news among your chums.

hey will be as kéen as mustard to. par-
ticipate in this splendid treat when you
tell them all about it !

Thisweelk's grand school yarnof St. Jim's—

“CHUMS ON THE ROAD!™
by Martin Clifford,

wants some beating. Tom Merry & Co.
actually get “sent to Coventry ! Are
they downhearted? No, not a bit of it !
And neither would you be, in the same
circumstances ! . Get this week's GEM and
read this gem of a school atory. You'll find
it woll worth your while !

Owing to the little space at my dis-
posal I've only just room for a fow

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Schools of Acting (K..K., No Address),
—Tha majomty of first-class schools of

t’l"-‘MI“-““-‘l"ll“l)“ll““ﬁl’““‘ll“l“‘“‘hl B P ¥

{COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Altweays glad fo hear from you, chums, so drop me a line o
the following address : The Editor, The ** Magnet *’ Library,
T'he Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Flectivay House, Farringdon
A stamped, addressed enve!ope will
ensure a reply.

L‘-' B e B e e £ e e 5 e B3 e 5 i e ) £ e l‘."'lm“-l‘*

the firat barrel,

!

acting are in London. The Royal Academy
of Dramatic Art, 62, Gower Street, and
the QGuildhall Sehool of Music, John
Carpenter Street, E.C.4, are the principal
ones. Write direet for Prospoctuses.

Who was “ Jingling Goeordie ** ? (Tom
Purvis, of Sunderland ;:—This wos the
name of a notorious ¢ld wrecker, who lived
near Tynemouth, He had only one leg, and
his iron-shod peg-leg made a jingling
sound a8 he walked over the rocks, A little
cove to the north of the entrance to the
Tyme is still marked on Admiralty charts
as “ Jingler's Hole.”

Learning to Play the Organ (* Maog-
netito,” of Bury)—Several organ
‘ Tutors * have been published. Ask your
nearest local music s&: to get one for
{vnu and tell them stctly what you want.

ou should have no difficulty whatever
in getting a book that will exp ain all you
want to know,

What is the Range of a Shof-gun?
{*“ Mancunian ' fu—An ordinary modern
gamo- should have a killing circle of
30 inches at a distance of 30 yards with
and 40 yards with the
seécond barrel.

The Climate of DManchester (Samne
Inguirer).—Manchester’s climate is cer-
tainly not one of the worst in the world !
But Lancashire has one of the most humid
atmospheres in Great Britain—a fact
which has made it the great cotlon manu.
facturing centre of these islands.

Now we'll seo what is in store lor you
next week! To begin with—

‘““ THE SCHOOLBOY TOURISTS I ™
By Frank Richards,

i8 a * Greyfriars 7 f)am that is going to
bring even*niore ‘fame to this .popular
author . of school tales, You'll
evely, Jine , of it !

There'll be further exciting chaptera of
Hedley Beott's ratt.lmi fine sporting
story, ‘* Nobby, the ooting Stae'!"
and the “,Greyfriars Herald,” as usual, will
be chock full of fun and laughter ! The
shorter features will’ appear as usun.‘l—-
and don't forget that a double FREEK
GIFT will be found in next {:mturdm H

MacNET.
YOUR EDITOR.

enjoy
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NIGH-GLASS YAUDEVILLE ACTS!

Wanted at once for midnight shows i o1/
dorm. Audience ¥

the

Remove

in
critical ; no guarantee against boots
and pillows being thrown at artistes.
Send description of your act with note

of lowest terms to W. WIBLEY,

Manager, ~ After Lights
Cabaret, Remove Dormitory,

Out "

i Ay

A(reyhiia

TEIED

No. 29 (New Series).

THE NEW _

v Heral

EDITED BY ::%._, WHARTON.

We'

Xo.

Firg
the ch

LIQUID BUTTER WANTED !

shortly, and we hear that bulter won't
melt in his mouth !—Samples to Study
6, Rcmove Passage.

“ HELP YOURSELF " SOCIETY !

Il Wednesday next at 8 p.m. Skinner will take
Bunter will take anything else that’s going !

Morecan’s courin to tea

re having i

.

t Annual Meeting in the Rag on

air, Stott will take the collection, and

April 22nd, 1933.

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Sidney James Snoop

By TOM REDWING

OF all the fellows in the Remove, the
one I've least reason to feel friendly
towards is Sidney Jamoes Snoop. When-
ever & movement has started againat me
Snocop has been m it. Whenever an
occasion has arisen when I eould be made
Lo feel uncomfortable, SBnoop has taken
advantage of it. Snoop haa certainly
heen 100 per cent anti-Redwing all along
tho line,

But looking back on the eventful
times that have passed since 1 first came
to Greyfriara, I can't recall an cceasion
when Snoop aectually originated or led
anything in opposition to me. For that
reason | can never feel particularly ill-
diaposed to him.

The W_pmﬂ fact about Bnoop is that he's
8 bit of a weakling. Under the influence
of a ehap ke Wharton I'm sure he'd be
quite a good scout; but dofninated by
tikinner and others of hiz kidney, he's
just an outsider. I'm quite willlng to
believe that he'll be & model citizen one
of these days, But he'll need strong
restraining influsnces and stern discipline
to keep him liks it |

It struck me as rather funny lost week
to read Snoop’s fervid vows never to
have snything to do with me becauss of
my humble birth. Goodness knows 1

refer to be without his company ; while

enjoy the friendship of chaps like
Smithy and Wharton, why should I pine
for the companionship of Sidney James

m_aa.um_ ?
I lancy that Snoop hes so far had a
sheltered and proteeted kind of life, nnd
for that reason has never thought or felt
very deeply about anything. One of
thesa days, however, he'll be brought up
rRgainet stern reality, os I've been brought
up against it myself, When that da
comed Jnoop may look at things wi
different eyes, -

Perhaps we shall be good friends then,
Who knows ?

{
i

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

Gardening's poppular this yeer. Evory.
body’s doing it. But you weon't find Hﬂm
chicken joining in, for ihiree recsons :—

1. I do quite enull bending-over already
—in class,

2. Not being a Highbirow, I've got no
sumperthy for navenry Culturs,

3. I strongly object to leaving any
ground ' for cowmpluint |

S

UNDENIABLE

The rumour that Temple heg fled from
Greyfriars is without foundation.
everthaleas, it’a guite true to gay thab
he's full of “bunk '

e

OLD VILLAGE CHORAL

SOCIETY

Mystery Discord Explained

The euperstitious villagers|him in tho Senior GClee
at Friardale have been terri- | Singers 7
fied lately by a series of| “I remember,” sanswered
foarsome shrieks and wails Wingate. * Though what it
which have rent the air every |haa to de with thiz I
time the old village choral | don't—"

society started practising.
Strong men have blanched
nnd beardless youths have
knoclked at the knees at these
Bwe-inspiring soundas,

What ocould bs eausing
them was a mystery. They
seemed to be in the old village
hnll itself, and as there has
always been rumoura that
the building is hounted, an
acute sonse of mental dis-
comfort began to develop
emong the worthy inhabitants
of Friardale,

H.._nuﬁnﬂn.ﬁm__u: ﬂwmﬂwmﬂﬁ.
has been solved by a party
of ghost hunters drawn {rom

grinned

obtained

Wingate

£ 1] .H-.—..—..m.ﬁ
FPotter.

friers, On proctice :
Wingate led these intropid
adventurers into the grounds
ndjoining the hall and waited
for whatever might happen.

A piano etruck up mm the
hall and the village choral
society started singing.

Immediately the Grey.-
friara soniors were conscious
of & chorus of shrieks and
howls, ng of eome animal
dying in agony. Some of
them trembled & little in
gpite of themselves. Thore
was something so discordant,
g0 nerve-shattering about it
that——

But TPoiter of the Filth
ut an end to their fears,
o grabhed Wingate by the

night,

it i

Tatter.
the Head's

jumped.

that 1

villagers

ATm.
“It's il right, Wingate,

I know what it is now, You

remember that awful fuss

Coker kicked wup last term | superstitious

because you wouldn't have ! heard no longer !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

“Well, I'll goon tell you 1"
* After
you'd turned him down Coker
made up his mind to go in for
singing somehow or other, and

Er'=

misgion to join the Friardale
Village Choral Society. ence
this thusnesa!”

" You moeon that this fear.
ful din comes from the Choral
Society iteelf—{rom Coker 7'
chuckled

And it was " just that '
When they looked into the
old wvillage hall

the sonior Forms at QGrey. e

thera waa

Coker in the midst of the old
village choral sociely opening
his laryox and really letting

_
naﬂm__. has bLeen gently, but
firmly, removed irom the old
village choral eoviety now.
And the shrieks and wails
which used to terrify the

Ara

Dear Editor—

Spring! Time of virescen| m_maﬂﬁmzawwm
Thy works charm orgem) of visualisation ;

Thy bards’ divagations varpe on to inanity
In onomsatopoetical epitdmisation |

Lark! Arundinaceous, smercrogatory
Songa from thy throat asall aural appendages—
Euphony 'liciting no word ferogatory
Sinee, sempiternally, itnll transeend ages |
Ete., ete. .
% nolly yours,
AroNzo Tobpb,

(We're awfully sorry we hawve mly space enough for two
of the five hundred verses 'Lonzvient us, These two, how-
ever, will give our readera a zoel klea of the style of the
remaining 498! We know it's Epring, 'Lonzy, but there's
no need to spring it on us like thit—ED.)

SENSATIONS TIAT WOULD
STAGGER!

Readers’ Imaginzz News Items

Just to see what kind of, Hinorn SExyer: “On
“nowa sense " some of our |beig kicked on the leg by
readers possess, we trotied [ Hug Inst week Dolsover
round the school one day this \majr remonstrated with the
week asking all and sundry to |kidnd said that if it oceurred
invent the most ataggering bit |agtin he feared ho would
of news they ecould eover how to administer o genlle

imagine Em&:m in the |glap”
"' Greyfriars Herald.,” Bright| gn ynewy Viviaw: © Lord
idea, what? Believe us,|zreitsvsrer went for o stroll

wo're full of "em |

Here’'s what some of our
readers in the school replied,
BNYWAY i~

Tox Brown : * The Board

ond day this weel.”

£.Q, I. Fiezp: “ Fisher
T. Fish advises us that he
has found & siXpenny picee

of Governora yesterday goave ﬁﬂﬁﬂ in the quad. Owner
Dr. Locke a month’s notice |81 18V0 EAIS on applying to
and  appointed  William |Bim

Goeling headmaster in his| fguy Bunten: " The
place.? _wrhu r of the 'Greyiriars

Hexld ' urgea readers to be
mamp noble and trusting and
nol s0 nasty and suspicious.
He hopes thet in future when
8 trustworthy eha Lilee
Bunter finda himself short of
pleasure in announcing that|enth no reader will hesitateo
Billy Bunter has recently |to jsh & postal order for him
washed his [ace." in svance,”

Witrniam WisLey: " The
audience at Wibley's new
ﬂ_nﬂ lagh might followed it
with intelligence as well aa
tha uvsual enthusmesm.'

Perren Toop: " We have

'‘Lonzy’s Little Letters | SPELLBOUND BY WEATHER
BEAUTY

Rake’s Extraordinary Experience

Thia changeable April weather
may not be to everybody's liking,
but it has its compensations,
What, for imstance, i moro
beautiful than a showoer of rain
and a burst of sunshine [ollowed
by a rainbow 7

Writing us on the subjeet of
an extraordinary natural pheno-
menon of thia kind which he
saw belimd the school chapel the
bther afternoon, Dick Rake says !

“ Never in the courae of my
long and wvaried cateer have I

goen  such  an  extragrdinary
spcctacle.
“ Light secintillated from o

million different points, and &
riot of kaleidoscopie colour
dazzled my eyea. H:_EH. ehangod
to purple, purple to red, red to
pink, and pink to greon, os
though the wand of some whimsi.
cal magician might have been at
work. 7The beauty and splondour
of it hypnotised me—held mo
spellboundd ; it was beyond the
power of worids to describo 1™
It must have been an amazing
gpectacle, and no mistake !
Incidentally woa ought to men-
tion that Dick IRake was fortun-

ate, for there were soveral others|
present behind the chapel at the
timme and not ons of them saw
what he deseribes.

Rake, as a matter of fact, was
heving a serap with Bolsover, and
received a terrific punch in the

LISTENING-IN
TO GREYFRIARS

What You'd Hear

One of these days we'ro going to arrange
a broadcast of the noisea most frequently
heard at Greyfriars. Believe uas, readers,
in five minutea we'll give you n better
idea of what Greyfriars sounda like than
you’d get by imagining it for five years !
To begin with, you'd hear & noisc like
the trumpeting of an infurialed elephaunt
in a tropical jungle. That would be
Gosling, sleeping pecacefully outside his
lodge.

Wea'd then take you up the drive and
you'd hear a minor oarthquake, accom-

|

eye Just hefore the wvision ap-
peared to him, .
1t scems extracrdinary  that

Bolsover’s knuckles should have
lthe power of slimulating =
fellow's apprecigtion of the

glories of Nature. But that's Lhe
enly possible explanation |

A SORE POINT WITH COKER KEEPS A
BOLSY PROMISE
Bolsover’s pot corn has De.

come 80 troublesomé that he
ells whenevor anyone goes near
17K,
If it's any satisfoction to him
to know it he's becoming a preal
foot-"* bawler "' !

e Wl e B

OFFER TO NEW GUYS

Complete Iostal Course in
Enot-tving for followa who don't
know Lhe ropes! DPriee 5a.
Writo Tisher T, Fish, Study No.
14, Remove.

Coker has often said he'd make
a splesh in senior athletics one
of these days,

Ho fulfilled his promise the
other afternoon, when Wingate
gave him a try-out with the
Sonior Eight, 1t was such n big
splash, that it swamped the boat !
It ulse caused Wingate to throaten
Coker with & sudden and violent
end, if he darod to show his face
within 60 yards ol the boat-
house apain.

Perhiaps Coker's satislicd, now !,

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

o

Mr. Queleh bas tha sternest
visage at Greyiriars, but he is
not such a tartar as he looks,
“ Quelchy ’ iz, in fact, the
opitome of juslice,

poems—Ii

ght and sericua,

done, Penfold |

A locel printer has ﬂnumu__unn a
gmall volume of Dick .mnuaﬂ_qnum
g

m ..m\mﬂ.,-u.,.mﬂ.ﬂ_;“\h

Fisher 'T. Fish bought an old Ik

diving-guit to dive lor treasore yiriars, is wery proud of
in Pegg Hay. He had to be ﬁ-ﬁnﬂﬁrﬂ.— gpends much
rescued, however, at the first 8 time personally

are
attempt by the Famous Five | tnﬁﬂ his hMooms.

Locke, the headmaster of

When Harold Skinner ** slanged ™
Mr. Quelch from a Friardale
telephone kiosk, he didnt expect
Mr. Quelch to recognise his voice,

an acrobat !
gym clasa |

admita be iz ‘' N.G.,”* is that of

Ha delests ths
But he can alwa

Buft Mr. Quelch did—with painfnl  get the betler o! & sausage reld

results lor Skinner ]

panicd by the crash of metal being
amashed to piecea. Your alarm would
soon give way to relief when you heard
that it woa morely Bunter having a rido
on Mauleverer's brand new bike—without
the ownor's permission | )

Continuous squealing and shrieking
would inform you that you were approach-
ing the Fag Eporta Ground. The din of
a gory battle would likewise inform you
that the faps were playing loap-frog—us
leap-[rog is played by the fags !

Then would come & chanpge—the steady
plonk | of a football, the thud of racing
[eot, and the murmur of pleasuntly modu-
lated, gentlcmanly woices. You would
hardly need to be told that you wers
listening-in to the Remaove playing Soocer |

Next would come o regular, metallio
tapping and the rusilling of paper, and
you would realise that by the magio of
the ** mike ™ you had been transported
to Quelchy's study and were listening
to bim compoeing that monumenial and
possible perpetu work, " The History
of Greyiriara." ;

The chinking of money and & high-
pitched, rasping noise like a file would
thon smite on your ears. You would
wonder what the thump it was until the
announcer explained t it waa Fisher
T. Fish spending & pleasant afternoon
in his study and talking to himself about
his future plans for ** getting rich quick.™

The sounds of regular champing and
mdﬂnmum would provide the next change
in the ' scene.” They would signify your
arrival at the tuckshop, where conversa-
tion often tankes gecond placo to the maore
sorious business of stowing away jam
tarta and gingor-pop | ;

To conclude your flesting aural wLip,
woe might perhaps take you down inio
the cellars, where the sound of feverish
crunching would prolbably puzzle yon
till you heard that it was Alonzo Tedd,
carrying out Cousin Peter’s iustructions
io ﬁa and cot coko |

We'll do it, opne of these days, mark our
words !

BUNTER’S GROUSE
Bunter indignantly writes to complain
about the woy Dr. Pillbury slandors
junigrs in his reports to the Head,
tecently (so DBunter telle us) the doo.
had the norve to toll the Head that with-
out his speca. Bunter is a8 blind as a bat.

As Bunter says, this is not *' crieket.’






