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« What do you boys want ? ** asked Micky, BB
“ We've been tipped X
that a man in & chesk suit is running from

the Sprat, ecolly.
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the polics,” said Bob Cherry, © and there’s ¥ # 222 "[

not mueh doubt that m’re the man ! **
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIBST CHAPTER.

after the Famous Five, received some Chuckling, Horace Coker sak down,
Funny ! of the Sark in his fat face, and om his md puk out his eers. He grinned at

; big spectacles, and sat dewn suddenly, |s friends—Potter amd Greene.

" A, ba!™ roared Coker of raarmg —what 7 be chuckled.

the Fifth. ha, ha!” roarad Coker. “Was 1t 1" msked Potter.
Ceoker thougha i furmmy. : "Oooogh‘ O I “Your idea of fun?” utred Greene.
It was the last half-heliday “I'm wet |” “Oh, don't be & pair of silly asses!”
of the term at Guweylriars—a biszing  “What the thum said Coker crossly. “Don't be a pair
summer’s afternoon. The River Sark, “Ha, ha, hal” L.er evidently was of carping fatheads! Shut up, if you
mumurm by dreoping willews and frightfully amused. He stood m his can’y talk semse!” And Horace Coker,
{ooked very attrmetive in boat rocking with merriment, wluh with a mori, started to pull up the
E bri, ht annshsm and plemfef}my Potter and Greens stared blmk}y river.

elows foumd, it so. were “Ha, ha, ha! Bit damp—what? Ha, On the raft Harry Wharton & Co.
Greyfrmrs fe in boats, om the ha, ha!” squeezed water from their Rannels, and

trees.

of the Fifth were about to shove off,
wlmn a bunek of Reéemove fellows came
down te the edge of the rafh.

Harry Wharton & Co. did mot heed
Coker. They had had plenty of rows
with Coker of the Fifth that term; but
they did not want another that glorious
afternoon. They wanted a pull up the
river. Coker, however, gave heed to
the Famous Five. Coker had & sense
of humour that was all his own. He
stood with an oar in his hands, shoving
off the raft, Lifting it with both power-
ful hands, Coker brought it down on
the Sark with & terrific smack. The
splash that followed was more like a
waterspout than a common-or-garden
splash.

*Qooogh !* gasped five juniors to-
gether.

They wera. splaehcd from head to fool.
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, who
wera nearest the water, t most of 1t.
But Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull
spd Hurree Singh eaptured their share.
And Billy Bunter, who was rolling
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% You blithering idiot!” bawled Bob
Cherr\, gouging water from his eyes.

“You dangeroug maniac!”

“¥You terrific fathcad ”  howled
Huz;ee Jlmsem:n;lamhs staked
“You pi chump ! " ghrieke

Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Coker. “You
fags splashed me on the rwer the other
day! Now you've got some! Like it?
Ha, ha, ha!”

"Jump on him [* roared Bob.

“Oh, jump!” chorlled Coker.
away ! Ha, ha, hal”

The boat was floating out into the
river; Coker was already ten or twelve
feet off. The exasperated juniors lined
the edge of the raft. dJ Coker been
a Httle nearer they \\rculd have jumped,
and taken signal vengeance on the
humorous Horace on the spot., But
Coker was too far, and he was Hoating

“ Jump

farther. He grmned back at them as
they glared.
 Jum; P!” roared Coker. “Do! Ha,

ha, hal”
But the juniors did not jump. They

did not want a dip in the river. They

shook their fista at Coker instead.

breathed wrath. Billy Bunter stag-
gered to his feet, and took off his In
tacles and w:psd them, snd jamine
m again on his fat, little nose.
“I 88Y, you &Hows,” gasped Bumter,
“T'm wet !”
“That’s the water,”” explained Bob
Chexrry. “Ome thing sbout water—it's
“Oh'u :Hatr”Ch
Te y, erry—
(Inx uh::;';a, Blmter”’ sug-
gested Frm.k Nngent
d “.’Wﬂl you fellows wait for me if I
a1

“No fear!™

o &a t T”

o It won't take long to get dr; in this
sun,” said rry Wharton. ‘But as

for that bhl:hermg idiot, Coker——"
“That 'howl.m% maniag, Coker—
growled Johnny Bull.

“Get out the boat !” said Bob. “I've
5 8- shmter in my pocket. We'll
gwe oker o fow.’
“Good egg!”
“1 say, you fellows—"
“Shut up, Bunter [
The chums of the Remove pushed

their boat aout end jumped m. = Billy
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Dunter rolled after them. Bob Cherry
dropped & little parcel in the stern
scat. Billy Bunter's eres and apectacles
faztened on 1t at once. It was not a
largs parcel. It wa:z oblong, about ten
iiches by scven or cight, and & couple
of inches thick. It was wrapped in
paper; and might have been a box of
preserved fruits, or a box of chocolates
or toffees, It might even have becn a
book—a rather large and heavy book.
‘That idea, however, did not cross Billy
Bunter's fat mind. He did not suppose
for A moment that any fellow in his
seven senses could be ass enough to take
something to read instead of somcthing
to cat.

“T'lt take care of this, vou fellows.”
said Bunter, picking it up and placing
it on his fat knees as be sat down,

“Eh? Oh! All right!” said Bob
carelessly,

Four ecars were put out, and the
juniors pulled up the gleaming Sark on
the track of Coker & Co. Coker was
rowing & pair; but four oars easily
beat two, not to mention the fact that
the Remove fellows ecould row, and
Coker couldn’t. The Remove boat shot
past Coker, and the ineffable Horace
gave them a grin as they passed, appar-
?nl-tti:r still in enjoyment in his great
joke,

Hizs enjorment was destined to be
short-lived.

Wharton and Nugent, Hurree Singh
and Johnny Bull pulled, and Bob
Cherrr kneeled in the stern seat beside
Bunter, looking back as ther passed
(Coker's eraft. Trom one poecket he
clrew a pea-shooter, from another a
handful of peas.

“Steady !” called out Bob.

Ahead of the Fiftih Form craft the
Removites slowed down, d‘ust within
easy range. ‘Then Bob Cherry pro-
ceeded to business,

The back of Horace Coker's bullet
head was towardas him, with a straw hat
on it, On cither side of that bullet
head were Cloker’s extensive ears. Bob
was a good shot with a pea-shooter,
and the range was easy., Coker gave a
sudden, convulsive jump as somcthing
stung his right car,

“Ow!” he gasped. “Was that &
wasp? Ow!®

Potter and Greene, in the stern of the
senior boat, were, of course, facing Bob,
so they were ahle to watch his procecd-
ings. They grinned.

“Wow!” roared Coker, as sometling

stung his left ear.
“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Potter and
Greene.

"“What are yvou cackling at?” howled
Caolcer. “I= there anything funny in
being stung by wopses—I mean wasps?
Wow-ow-ow !” he ndded, as another
sharp sting came in the back of his
neclk.

Sting, sting,
mraterious wasps,
over his neck and his ‘115
drageed in his ocars, an
inta the boat, and waved his hands
wildly round his head. Tho boat
rocked as wildly as Coker waved, and
Inoked like shipping water. Potter and
Greene ceased to lauglh, and held on.

“It isn't wasps!” masped the be-
wildered Coker. “It’s something—what
the thump is it? I keep on getting
stung ! It can’'t be gnats!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" camg in a vell from
the RBemove boat,

Coker spun round.  Whizzing peas
landed in his red and wrathy faee as he
did so. Shot afrer shot causht Coker.

“It—it—it's that young scoundrel
Cheery, with a rrllp-pirlr sea-shooter I
stuttered Cokeor, ™ Why, I'I}—-—- Ooogh |

sting! came thoso

eppering Coker all
cars, Coker
itched them

&mash him! I'll— VYarooh! Bpifli-
cate him! T'{l— Ol crikex! ©Oh
crumbs! Wow "

“Ha, ha, ha "
“That’s the lot, Coker, old bean!”

velied Bob. I wish I had a few
more !’

“Ha, ha, ha "

Coker shook an  infuriated Ast,

) again, and rowed
rantically after the Remove boat.
Potter and Geeene howled, When
Coker rowed with energy, ss he was
doing now, he had rather a perturbing
effcet on the river, Lots of it fow into
tllm air.  Plenty of it splashed over
Cloker’s unfortunate’ friends,

“Look out!Z yelled Potter. “Dan't
soak ns!”

“Shut up, Potter !

: Don’t drown us!” velled Greene.

'Bhut up, Grecne ™

‘Hﬂudlesﬁ of remonstrance, IHoraee
Coker rowed and rowed, catching crabs
without number, and marking his wayv
up the Sark with a serics of water-
spouts. And Bob Cherry’'s ammunition
being expended, the Remove fellows
bent to their oars, and shot away—
vanishing up the river, and leaving
Coker of the Fifth splashing strenuously
and frantically far astern.

grahhed hiz oars

SENSATIONAL JEWEL
ROBBERY
IN COURTFIELD !

SMASH-AND-GRAB RAIDER
HIDES PLUNDER

—and the only eclue to its

whereahouts is in a “ Holiday

Annual ** belonging to Bob Cherry,
of the Greyfriars Remove !

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Smash-and-Grab !

¢ T is hot!” said Mr. Prout.
I “It 15 warm !2 admitted Mr.

“Hot, my dear Quelch, very
hat ! said Prout.

While Greyfriars fellows were dis-
porting themselves on the river, or on
the cricket field, Queleh and Prout were
takingi a walk,

Quelch, the master of the Remove,
was & rather bony gentleman, and a

ood walker. Prout, master of the
Vifth, was a plump, not to say podgy,
entleman, and & very slow and
aborious walker. Having walked into
Courtfield, Quelch was prepared to walk
on thr{mﬁh the High Street, and cover
miles and miles beyond.

_ Prout, on the other hand, had a feel-
ing as if he had started melting in the
sun-blaze, and he slowed and slowed,
more and more, until at fast he came
to a halt.

Outside Mr. Lazarus’ shop in Court-
field there was a sun-awning, and Mr.
Prout found its shade grateful and
comforting.

He stopped, lifted his hat, and wiped
his plomp brow. Queleh stopped also,
suppressing  his  impatience. When
Queleh went for a walk he wanted to
walk. Now he had to stand still and
watch Prout’s performance.

Had Prout halted outside the boolk-
shop it would not have been =0 bad.
Quelch could have looked at the books.
But there was nothing in Mr. Lazarus'

window to interest him. Watches and
rings, nccklaces and bracelets had no
interest whatever for Mr, Quelch,

Very hot indecd!" said Prout,
mopping.

“Bhall we proceed 72 asked Queleh.

“Ono moment, my dear sir—ono
moment,” said Prount, still mopping.
“Thero is, after all, no hurry! A
leisurely Pﬂragrmatiun, my dear
Quelch——1!

Quelch resigned himself to his fate.
Prout mopped and mopped.

There is nothing, really, of a comie
nature 1n a stout, middle-aged gentle-
man with his hat in one hand. a hand-
kerchief in the other, mopping a per-
spiring brow on a warm summer’s after-
noon. There was no recason, therefore,
why three fellows who came sauntering
along should grin and wink at one
another in an impertinent manner,

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of
Highcliffo School, were impertincat
voung rascals by nature, however.
Likewise, they disliked Greyfriars and
all its works! They generally had tho
worst of their encounters with Harrv
Wharton & Co. which, neturally, did
not please them.

“Guying ” a Greyiriars master secmed
rather amusing to them, So they slack-
ened pace as they came by, starcd at
Prout, and grinned and winked.

Quelch frowned at them.

Had they belonged to CGreyfriars he
would have ordered them back to the
school at once, with impositions to keop
them busy. As they belonged to High-
clifie, he could do nothing but frown.
His frown was portentous; but it pro-
Euﬂ}d absolutely no effect on Pon &
‘0.
“Did you fellows see in the papers
that a walrus had escaped from a
menagerie?” asked Pon. “Fancy
spottin® it in the High Street!”

““Ha, ha, bha!2 roared Gadsby and
Alonson.

The three halted at a litile distance

from the two masters. Prout, busy
mopping, did not heed them. Quele
heeded them. Tt would never have

occurred to the majestic Prout that Pon
was comparing him to a walrus. Quelch
was aware of it.

“Kindly go on your way!" rapped
Quelch sharply.

Pon looked at bim.

“Excuse me, sir!” he said politely.
“May I ask whether you have been
appointed a master at Higheliffe ?”

“Th! What! Nol Certainly not!"”

“Then would you mind waitin’ till
that happens before you give orders to
Highclife men!” further inquired
Ponsonby.

CGadsby and Monson chuckled, and
Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.
Ho had a walking-stick hooked over his
arm, and he felt strongly tempted to
unhook it and give the cheery Pon the
benefit of it,

“It's jolly warm this afternoon.”
went  on on to his companions:
“Walruses feel the heat in this climate,
I fancy! What!Z

“Looks like it !” grinned Gadsby.

“But is it a walrus? continued the
merry Pon, g!uing directly at Alr,
Prout. “Judgin, by appcarances. it's
a walrus standin’ on 1ts hind legs! What
do vou fellows think " )

“Elephant, in my opinion!" said
Monson. )

“ Bulfalo 1” said Gadshy.

Prout, still majestically unconscions
that he was being compared to these
animals, mopped and mopped.

Quelch's face roddened and reddened.
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He unhooked the stick off his arm and
took a grasp on it,
“Will you boys go on your way?”

asked Mr, Quelch, in & grinding voice.
“Can't wo stop and look in a
jeweller's window, sir?” asked Pon.

Or perhaps you've bought Courtficld
High Btreet, sir, and it belongs to you?
If we're trespassing, of course weo'll go !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gadsby and
Monson. _ : ; _

Pon was really in a bright vein this
afternoon. )

Obviously, Quelch had no right to
order them off, and they had a right to
stand thero discussing matters of natural
history if they ]ikeg. But Quelch, by
this time, was too irritated to consider
the rights of the matter. He made a
stride towards the lguﬂ y Pon, swung
round his walking-stick, and landed it
on the legs of Pon's elegant trousers.
'WhEreulpﬂn Pon’s merry playfulness left
him all of a sudden, end he hopped
and yelled.

“What—what !” Prout, startled, left
off mopping, and stared round. **What
18 the matter? What? My dear Quelch
N N go! d Quelch, gl

“Now " rappe nelch, glaring
at the Hﬂ'uhchfﬁn.ua.

“You cheeky old velled
Ponsonby,

Swipe |

Another lick from the walking-stick
caused Pon to jump away in a great
hurry., Gadsby and Monson retreated
with equal promptness. They stopped,
out of reach of the walking-stick, glaring
at Mr. Quelch.

Pon stooped to pick up a stone, with
the mtention of finging it, but his com-
rades grabbed him hf‘ either arm. Pon's
temper was always liable to carry him
a little too far.

Chug, chug, chug!

A motor-bike came chugging up the
street. It slowed down outside Mr,
Lazarus’ shop. Pon & Co., engaged in
angry dispute, did not heed it. Prout,
mopping his brow, did not heed it. And
Quelch, irritated and anxious to restart
after the interval, did not heed it,
either.

The mntﬂr-ulyulist. unrecognisable in
cap and goggles, brought his machine
to a halt. There was a man sitting
behind him, a rather slight man, in a
chocke suit, with a large check cap pulled
down low over his forehead, and tho
lower half of his face nearly hidden by
rN cnormous sandy moustache.

He dropped from his seat to the pave-
ment. There was a emall lcather ba
slung over his shoulder by a strap, such
rs might have been used to carry o
flazk; but it was open and empty. He
stood on the podge of the pavement for
a fcw moments, and then, with a hand
in his pocket, started across to the
Jjewellery window.

He stood at that window, looking
through the plate-glass, while his com-
panion romalned with the motor-bike.
Certainly it never occurred to the Grey-
friars Form mnsters, or to the three
Higheliffe juniors, that they were
ebout to witness one of the daring day-
light raids of which they had read in the
Hnewspapers.

The man in the check suit, with lis
hand in his pocket, scanned the jewellery
sct out in the w:nc']uw. and also watched
the reflection in the window of the
people on the pavement. None of them
regarded him. 1lis hand came suddenly
out, i;:nf his pocket, with a chunk of lead
in it

Crash! Smash!

FPlate-glass shivered and split, and
scattered in fragments, as the lump of
lead was dashed through the pane. In
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an instant the man in the check suit was
grabbing up handfuls pof watches and
rings and other articles, and cram-
ming them into the bag at his side,

‘“ Bless my soul |” gasped Prout.

He stared. Quelch stared, Pon & Co.
stared. People up and down the street
stared. But the man in the check suit
was rapid. Ilandfuls of valuable things
were crammed into the bag in a few
ecconds. Ile turned, raced back across
the pavement, and jumped on the
pillion. Tho driver was ready—the
motor-bike roared off.

Prout gazed dumbfounded. Pon & Co.
stared blankly. But Mr. Quelch was a
man of action. Ho had been as utterly
surprised as the others. But he had
presence of mind, His walking-stick
was in his hand. He leaped towards
the motor-bike s it started, and hooked
at the thief on the pillion with the
crooked handle of the stick.

The motor-bike shot away up the
street, and, behind it, the thief landed
on his back on the ground, with the
crook of the stick hooking his arm.

He sprawled and spluttered.

Never had he been so taken by sur-
prise in his life. The thing had seemed
absolutely safe: the softest thing in his
carcer. Nobody st hand but a few
schoolboys, and two elderly gentlemen
who loocked like schoolmasters: only a
few people in the drowsy street of the
country town! 'The motor-bike was
roaring away at a wild speed, the man
in front not even aware yet that his con-
federate had dropped off behind. e
waa thinking only of getting out of the
town and into the open country road
beyvond; the motor-bike fairly whizzed.
But for Henry Samucl Quelch’s prompt
action, there was not the slightest doubt
that the pair of rascals would have
escaped with their booty.

As it was, the motor-bike roared away

and vanished up the High Btreet, leav-
idng Micky tlie Sprat on his back in the
ust.
Hi sat up, gurgling.
" Great pip ik gasped Gadsby,
“A—a—a davbght raid!"” stuttered
Monson., " Here, keep clear! The

brute may have a gun or something.”
“Keep clear!” g d Ponsonby.
“Safety first " was the motto of the
Highelifhans,. They might have rushed
on the sprawling man and secured him
before he could rise. Instéad of which,
they backed promptly away.

Only Mr., Quelch rushed at him,
Prout would have done so, no doub
but he was so astonished that he coul
only stand and stare, almost gibbering
in his amazement.

“Help 1?
rushed.

The man in the check suit scrambled
up as the master of the Ilemove Forin
gt Greyiriars reached him. He sprang
back, and Mr. Quelch, clutching at
him, missed him, but caught the big
sandy moustache in his clutching
fingers. It cama off in lhis pgrasp,
revealing 8 thin-lipped, close-shaven
mouth. It was a startling surprise for
Quelch, who, of course, wias not accus-
tomed to the mannoers and customs of
daylight raiders. Ile staggered back
with the moustacho in his hand, staring
at it blankly.

It was only a moment, but it was
cnough for the raider. He turned and
bounded away. MAlicky the Sprat was
used to acting promptly.

Pon & Co. ﬁad no intention whatever
of trying to stop him, But they hap-
pened to be in his way. Without
Fauamﬁ, he knocked them right and
oft. Pon yelled and sprawled under a
Gadsby and AMAlonson
howling. The

shouted Quclch, and he

terrific clout. :
geprawled over him,
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desperate man trampled over them and
ran.

The motor-bike was out of sight. The
street was In an uproar—people run-
ning and shouting, popping out of
houses and shops—a constablo racing
along from the police station. If the
man on the bike had turned back to
Elﬂk up his accomplive, he could never
ave succeeded—but probably he did
not even think of trying. In that line
of business, it was overy man for him-
self | The motor-bike roared out of
Courthield, leaving the man in the check
sutt to his fate.

He seemed fairl
care of himself

well able to take
e raced down the

street, and Mr. Quelch, running
valiantly in pursuit, was left hopelessly
behind. Xe ran for the nearest

coroer, and as he turpned it, an errand-
boy came round with a basket on his
arm. There was a crash, and the bov
yelled and sat down amid scattered
groceries, and the raider reeled and
almost fell. A butcher jumped out of
the shop at the corner and caught him
by the collar. He turned like a tiger,
and the butcher sat down, hardly
knowing what had hit him. Then the
man in the check suit, with the bag
of stolen jewellery swinging at his side
on the strap, ran down the side street
like a deer. After Lim poured s mob
In_pursuib.

e side street led into & lane, the
lane to Courtfield Conmnon, Evidently
the desperate rascal was making for the
open common and the woods along the
tiver. He ran with frantic speed. His
cap flew off, revealing a close-cropped
head—but he did not stop for it. %P:t-
less, in the blazing sun, he ran and
Eﬁplﬁdeq ;n, la&:d reached the comninm,

ick wit en gorse, with a roarin
mob behind him. &
_ " Bless my soul " Prout, comprehend-
ing at last what had happencd, caught
Queleh by the srm. " A—a—a robbery
—in broad daylight! Bless my soul |

Mr. Lazarus emergod from his shop
end stood staring at his smashed
window.

“My cootness|” said Mr. Lazarus.
“Oh, my cootness! WVat a loth, if my
thitock was not insured | My cootness|”

“Queleh, let us follow—pursue that
rascal I exclaimed Prout.

“We have mnot even the
chance of gettin
Prout,” answere
calmly.

An

remotest
anywhere near him,
the Remove master

“Let us continue our wall,”™
they continued it.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man on the Island !

i HANCE it |” said Bob Cherry.
“Um [ said Harry
Wharton doubtfully.
“1 say, vou fellows—"

“8hut up, Bunter! Look here, blow
old Popper!” said Bob. * We're jolly
well geing to land on the jolly old
island—sece? Old Popper’s away now,
pnyhow—and his keepers don’t care a
bean when the old scout’'s eye isn't vn
them."”

“Bomething in that |” agreed Nugent.

“Let's ! said Johnny Bull

“Oh, all right1” said the captain of
the Remove. “ Any old thing ™

Popper's Island, & mass of green in
thie middle of the Ehi.l.ll.ﬂ% Sark, looked
very inviting. After a long pull, and
a strong pull, up the river, a rest in
tho shade of the treces on the island
soemed grateful and comforting. L'he
only drawback to that attractive little
island was the fact that Bir Hilton
Popper, of Popper Court, did not allow
saybody Lo land on it—if he could Lelp
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it | For Sir Hilton Popper, of Popper
Court, the cheery chums of the Removo
did not care twe straws, or one; but a
report to the Head meant trouble. Still,
ns Bir Hilton was, at present, awa
from Popper Court, it secemcd safle
unm.::l_gh. _

“Jolly little spot!" said Bob. “I've
got my new Holiday Annual—we'll all
read it together while we take & rest.”

“ﬂ[ﬂﬂﬂ_ﬂg !h .

Liymg in the shado of the trees in the
leafy island, reading the Holiday
Annnal, scemed a splendid idea. Billy
Bunter, however, did not agrece. While
the chums of the Romove rowed, and
discussed the coming holidays whilae
they rowed, the fat Owl of the Remove
lind not been quite idle. Burreptitiously,

—

““Wow | ** roared Coker, as something stung his left ear.

““Ha, ha, ha ! ** came a yell from the Remove boat.

** Why--it—it's that young scoundrel Cherry, with a
oogh—smash him ! Oh, crumbs |

face as he did so.

and with infinite ecaore and ecunning,
Billy Bunter had annexed Bob’s little
parcel and slipped it under his jacket.

Vhatever it contained, whether
chocolates, ow» toffees, or preserved
fruits, all was grist that cameo to
Bunter's mill. Obviously, there was
not enough in that parcel for six
fellows—hardly a bit cach all round.
There was quite & nice little feed for
E;ﬂlﬂ_if the one could get sway with
i

That important matter now occupied
Billy Bunter's fat thoughts. In matters
of tuck, William George Bunter was
absnlutniy unscrupulous.  Fisher T.
Fish, of the Remove, was not more
unserupulous in the pursuit of money
than was Billy Dunter in the pursuit of
tuck 1

“1 sav, vou fellows, that won't do!”
said Bunter, shaking his head,
“Popper's Island is out of bounds.”
Bl;:r hat's all right, fathead 1™ said
ob.

“It's not all right1” said Bunter, “]
dare say Dr. Locke is an old ass—all
schoolmasters are, of course; Still, he's
our hcadmaster! I'm not going fo dis-
cbey my headmaster !”

“Wha-a-at 1"

The Famous Five stared blankly at
Bunter. This principle, cnounce
the fat junior, was undoubtedly e g
one, But it was rather a surprise, from
Bunter. Bunter was not really a model
vouth. Ile was not one of those fellows
who are & shining example to other
fellows. 1le was very far indecd from
that | Exemplary conduct from Billy
Bunter was rather movel,

“You fat owl!” said Bob Cherry.
“"There’s no risk ! Nothing to be afraid
of, you flabby funk”
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and he

captain of the HRemove,

hesitated,

“Blessed if I expected to hear this
from Bunter,” he said. “But, as a
matter of fact, you men, he's right.
Let's give it a miss.”

“"Rats " growled Johnny Bull. ™ The
fat villain's trying to tlmll our leg. Let's
land on the 1sland. ‘Where's tho
harm ?"

“The harmfulness i3 not pre-
posterous.™
“ Well, ves,” said Harry, “ But—"'

“0Oh, let’s!” said Bob. “Besides, if
we land on the island we get shut of
Binter, That's worth something."

“11a, ha, ha!” .

“0Ol, all right, then!” The captain
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“1 keep on geiting st

“That's not what I'm thinking of,”
said Bunter, with dignity. “I hope
F've got as much pluck as most fellows
herc, and chaneo it. Pluck’s my long
suit, as you fellows know."”

“Oh, my hat! Is that why you
bolted when young Tubb of the Third
got after you yesterday ™

“Ha, ha, ha !" :
_ Look here, you fellows, if
you're going out of bounds, I'm not in
it,  It's the prmmplﬁ of the thing,”
explained Bunter. “I'm not going to
treat my headmaszter with disrespect,
That's what it comes to. If you'ro
going to land on Popper’s Island, put
me ashore first.”

“"Jully glad tol”

ull.

“The gladfulness will be terrific|"”
concurred Ilurrce Jamsct Bam Bingh,

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl.
Meticulous respect for the commands of
the headmaster was something new 1n
Bunter; but it was not s0 now to the

growled Johnny

._._:g-

—

ung ! It ean’t be gnats—Iit isn’t——""

Coker spun round. Whizzing peas landed In his red and wrathy
%p—pl;ll-m-shuutﬁr I he stuttered.
uw "

“ ll—

of tho Remove yiclded the point.
“Chuck Bunter out, and let's get on.”

The boat pulled in to the bank to
land Billy Bunter—and hiz newly
awakened conscience. It wedped into
the rushes by the towpath, and Bob
Cherry held on to a willow.

“ Hop it, fathead !'" he grunted.

Billy Bunter rose to his feet with
someo difficulty, The parcel concealed
under his jacket was not very large, but
it waa a little difficult to ncgotiate, The
chums of the Remove had no suspicion,
so far, that Bunter had annexed it; but
if they had spotted it about lim, neo
doubt they would have comprchended,
on the spot, Bunter's sudden and sur-
prising scruples about going out of
school bounds,

“Buck up, fatty!” growled Jolinny
Bull

“ Beast !

Taking great care not to lot the parcel
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how, Billy Bunter serambled ashore.

a boat Ijunhud off again, much to his
relief. Billy Bunter stood grinning on
the towpath with the prize umder his
jacket. But he did not stay there long
to grin. As soon aa they missed the
arcel the Famous IMive wero very
ﬁk&lﬁ" to pet on his track, and Buuter
did not want to be found—at least,
until he had disposcd of the contents of
the parcel. He rolled away from the
towpath, up ona of the shady littla
paths that ll;d into the woods aloug the
river, and vanished from sight.

Not at all depressed by the loss of
Billy Bunter’s society, the chums of the
Remove pushed off again, and putlled
on tuwarcf's tho island in the river. They
had nearly reached it when a man came
running out of the wood on the towpath
—a man in gaiters, ﬂ\'ldEﬂtl_E[ﬂIlﬂ of
Sir Hilton Popper's keepera. He stood
staring up and down the bank.

“Jald on!' murmured Bob Cherry.
« Botter lot that sportsman get clear be-
foro we land. No good asking !qr
trouble, That's Joyce—old Fopper's
head kecper.”

The keeper spotted the boat, came
down to the margin of the Sark, and
shouted !

if Hi IJJ‘
“ Hallo, halle, hallo!” called back
Bob cheerily. *““Nico afternoon, old
bean "

“ Have vou scen a mani”

“Wha-a-at "

“ A man—along the river "

= . of men along the river,”
um'ilaﬁ:l? Bob, staring, " What the
thump—"

“(Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Nugent.
(L} Lmk Ill .

T'rom the trees a police-constable in
uniform emerged, after the gamekeeper.

“They're after somcbody,” gaid
Harry. .

Joyce shouted again, _

“Have you sten a man—a man in a
chw?l!‘uuitj‘} There's beon a robbery ak
the jeweller’s in Courtficld. He came
through the woods—" ‘

“Great pip! No, we'va seen nothing
of him!” amswered Bob,

Joyce nodded and turned back to the
constable, and they disappeared inte tho
wood again together. Tho juniors
looked st one another. On that sunny
afternoon, which was a half-holiday to
them, somchody had evidently n
ey bbery: |

" avlight robbery In
naidhﬂgh? 1fil'.h a whlistle., "I wonder
what jeweller it was? Old Lazarus,
perhaps. Well, if we come across a
man in & check suit, my beloved ’earers,
wo'll snafflo Lim and deliver him at
Courtfeld Police Station, this side up
with care, Amd now those sportsmen
have mizzled let's get on the jolly old
island.”

The juniors pulled on, and a few

Courtfield !*’

FREE FOR YOU!
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minutes later the boat’s bow was nosing
into the rushes of the island. A They
pulled it under the willows, tied the
ainter, and jumped ashore. Bob
herry liugﬂred behind ths others,
staring up and down the boat.

“Where's my Holiday Annual? he
exclaimed,

“Did you bring 1t?’" asked Nugent.

“¥Yoa, ags! I hadn't even unwrapped
it. It was wrapped up just as it was
delivered from the newsagent’s. Where
the 'thump has it got to?  That fat
idiot Bunter picked it up, I remember.
Where did he put 1it7"

The juniors scanned the interior of
the boat, Thero was no sign to be scen
of a parcel containing tho latest
Holiday Annual. Obviously it was
not in the boat.

“Whera the thump—" exclaimed
Bob, in exasperation. “'That fat chump
can’t have marched off with it, can he?"

“Oh; my hat!”" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. " Ha, ha, ha |”

“What are you cackling at, fathead 7”

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled the captain of
the Remove. “That's why Bunter
didn’t want ta land on the island. That's
why his jolly old conscience was so
tender] He wanted an excuso for get-
ting out of the boat. He's got it 1"

"“What the dickens would he want m
Holiday Annual for, ass? He cou
liave read it along with us if he'd
wanted to.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I fancy he thought it
was something elsel” yelled Wharton.
“Fellows don't ususlly carry books
about wrapped up like parcels.’

“It was just az it came from the
newsagent’s,”

“Bunter didn't know that.
he thought it was tuck!”

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob.

It was all clecar now., Bunter's un-
accustomed conscientious scruples wers
cxplained. He had wanted to get off
with the parcel he had lurregtitinm]r
snaffled, and hic had got off with it. And
it was certain that he supposed that it
contained tuck. Bunter would not have
walked off with a book if he had known
it. juniors yelled, Even Bob
Cherry joined in the yell at the thought

I fancy

of Bunter's face when he opened the
arcel, expecting tuck, and found a
oliday .Annu.zﬁ inside it. Billy

Bunter could eat almost anvthing, but

even Billy Bunier could npot eat a
“ Holiday Annual.”

““It's safo enough, old chap!" gasped
Wharton. * Bunter won't cat it!"

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll jolly well burst him !” said Bob.
“Wln',JI haven't even looked st it yet,
and I was going to read it here | Newer
mind, let’s explore the jolly old island
instead! Wo haven't been here for
dog’s ﬂ,g;eﬂi Hzallo, hallo, hallo!
Somebody’s bere alrcady!”

IIe gave a jump at the sight of &
ﬂtartlng face peering from thie thickets.
It vanishied the next second, and there
wad a rustling sound which died away
towards the centre of the island.

“Aly  lat!”  ejaculated  Iarry
Wharton,
The juniors exchanged startled

lances. I'liere was a man on the island,

ut no sign of a boat. A man who evi-
dently was anxious to keep out of sight,
And the same thought was in all their
minds, as they remembered what Joyce,
the keeper, had called ouk to them from
the bank. They wondered whether the
man on the island was the man in the
clicck suitl
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures |
M ICKY THE SPRAT gritted his

teeth with rage as he crouched
close to the trunk of the b:&
hollow oak in the middle
Popper's Island. '

he “smash-and-grab ** merchant was
soaked to the skin, hatless, water drip-
ping from his tousled hair. IPerspira-
tion mingled in streams with the water
that ran down his face. Among the

rse on Courtfield Common he had
Egdged and escaped the pursuif, but if
was still on his trail when he ran down
the towpath by the Sark, out of sight.
He could hear the roar of many volces,

His desperate thoughts had turned on
swimming the river, but it was wide—
too wide for him, Capture was better
than drowning. And then he had
s;lmtted Popper’s Island as he ran, and
p unged in and swum across to if.
There he had a breathing space, and
from the thickets he watched tlie bank
of the river and the green, shady woods
like a hunted hare. End then, to crown
his ill-luck for the day, the boat pushed
in under the willows, and a party of
schoolboys landed.

Micky the Sprat retreated through the
thickets to the centre of the little 1sland

anting, desperate, enr He heard

b rry's shout, and knew that he
had been spotted. And if they knew
that there had been a smash-and-grab
raid in Courtfield, the game was up. A
shout from the island would bring the
police, keepers, and various members of
the public, who were beating the woods
for him, 1

Crouching under the big oak, hLe
listened. He heard the rustling in the
thickets as the achnnlhnﬁs osmo pushing
their way through. e caught their
voices.

o | jnll? well saw him, you menl
Somebody’s hera!™

“He doesn't want to be seon.””

“He's jolly well going to be!
root him out !”

“What-ho !

Micky gritted his tecth. Ie had
already observed that the great oak in
the middle of the island wea hollow,
large enough to hide a man inside. He
B8q himself into the opening of
the big trunk, where it was split. It
was a squeezs getting in; but inside
there was more room. Tho interior of
the ancient oak was mouldering and
crumbling,

Hidden in the oak the hunted man
crouched and panted. If the school-
boys missed him, and gave it up, he had
a chance yet. If they did not know—

But he wag soon aware that they knew !
He heard their foolsteps as they came
into the open space round tho great oak.
Again their voices reached his cars.

“ Mot here!” said Frank Nugent.

“Hiding |” said Jﬂlumg Bull.

“That makes it pretty certain, I
think,” said Harry Wharton. “Ten fo
one it's the man Joyce called to us
about—the daylight raider ! Heo's hiding
on Popper's Island.”

“Must have swum!™ said Nugent.
“Look here, if he's a man in & check
suit, as Joyce described Lim, and if he's
wet, that will make it pretiy ccrtain.
We've only got to look at him, and if
he's the man we're bound to collar him
and call the police here.”

“Yes, rather!” ; -

“The ratherfulncss is terrifie.” )

“May have his plunder on him,” said
Johnny Bull. “We can’t pﬂastl’:lliyf .Ieit
him get away, if he's the munl it's
only some jolly old trespasser we shall
soon see—it won't lurt him to take a
squint at him.*

Let's
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“But where the dickens is he?
trea? Look round!”

Micky the Sprat, out of sight for the
moment in the hollow tree, breathed
hard. Discovery was only a matter of
minutes now. The game was up! All
through that hatchet-faced schoolmaster
hooking him with his walking-stick | He
had no chance in a struggle with five
sturdy fellows—even if they did not call
for help—and there was plenty of help
along the bank. The g[-]anm was up !

But savagely enraged as the rascal
was, he was cool. There was little
chance of saving his liberty; but there
was a chance of saving his plunder, To
hide it, and to get word somehow to his
confedorate to %md it before the police
found it—that was the idea that was
working mnow in the raider's achive
brain. And he could not have found a
better spot than the one where he mow
crouched. _ .

The hollow in the tree was thick with
rubbish, that crumpled under his feetf.
He detached the leather bag, stooped,
and grabbed with his hands in the loose
earth and dust and mouldering wood.
The beg was crammed out of sight, the
rubbish covered over it, and he stamped
it down. Then he rose upright again
and listened. He could hear the school-
boys rooting among the thickets round
the glade. Footsteps came towards the
gap in the trunk of the great oak. Sud-
denly a face appeared before him not
thres feet from his own.

#Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. ““Here he is1”
“(Oh, my hat! In the hollow cakl”

There was a rush to the spot. Five
follows stared at the desperate face
glaring out of the hollow tree.
the Bprat pulled himself together.

“Lend me s hand out of this,” he
said. “I've got in, and I can't get out.”

“Tt's rather a squeeze |”” grinned Bob
Cherry. “May a fellow ssk what you
got in for?” _ )

“I'm trespassing here—I thoight it
was keepers |” said the man guite coolly,
“I-thought I'd get out of sight! If I'd
known it was only schoolboys—"'

“0h!” said Bob.

Micky the Sprat squeezed ouf of the
hollow trunk. Bob gave him a helpin
hand and pulled him out. His coo
manner rn&er perplexed them; but as
they saw that he was dressed in a
guit, and wet from head to foof, they
conld hardly doubt that he was the man
of whom the keepers and the police were
in chase. They gathered round him, not
touching him, but taking excellent care
that he did not bolt.

“Well, what do you want?"” asked
Micky coolly. " You're not the owners
of this island, I suppose?”

“ Hardly,” said Harry Wharton, “But
we've been tipped that a man in &
check suit is running- from the police,
somewhere along the.river. There’s not
much doubt that you're the man. Y¥ou
don't go for n swim with your clothes on
for amusement, I suppose?”

“You've got u boat!” asked the man.

“Eh? Yes!” .

“Take me to the bank on it, then, and
call the police—if they want me, here I
am.qﬂ

Again the rascal's cool self-possession
puzzled the juniors, It was almost 1m-
possible that they could be making a
mistake ; but certainly they did not want
to use rough measures with a man who,
by the barest p-uﬂaihilitirr. was only a
trespasser on Popper's Island—as 1n fact
they were themselves. )

“You're willing to come with us?”
asked Harry. ) .

“Why not?! I’ll give you a shilling to
land me on the bank.”

(Continued on néxt page.)
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Harry Wharton laughed. .

“Never mind the shilling,” he said.
“We'll take you in the boat and land
you on the bank—rather! But I moy as
well tell you plainly that you won’t be
allowed to go till a policeman has scen

you.
“I don’t mind! You boys seem to be

making some silly mistake—but if you
take me for somehody else, no harm
d

then !
round the self-possessed
rascal, the chums of Greyfriars walked
him down to the boat. On the opposite
bank there was na one to be seen—the
olice and keepers were in the wood.
%ub Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh stepped into the boat, after them
stepped the man in the check suit, and
Wharton untied the painter.
Up to that moment the man had been
niet, apparently unconcerned. But the
reyfriars schoolboys hardly realised
the kind of man they were dealing with.
All of a sudden Micky the Sprat woke to
action. He dropped into the stern seat
as if intending to sit theresto be rowed
to the bank—and the next instant he
hed clutched up an car and was swing-
ing it round his head. B
Before they knew what was happening
Bob Cherry spd Hurree Singh were
knocked over the gunwale, splashing
headlong into the shallow water under
the willows. Nugent and Johnny Bull,
who were stepping into the boat, jumped
back barely in time as the oar cra ed
at them, stumbled on the grass, and sat
down. Harry Wharton had the painter
in his hand—and the oar lunged at him,
landing on his chest and knocking him
over. The rope slipped from his fingers,
the oar crashed on the willows, driving
the boat off, and it rocked away into the

one,
“0h, all right,
And gathering

Sark, Micky the Sprat immediately:

scizing a second oar and startiog to row
—leaving Harry Wharton & Co.
scrambling to their feet, panting, and
stranded on Popper’s Island!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Coker’s Catch !
ORACE COEER locked per-
H plexed.
“That's the boat I” he said.
“Looks like it!" agreed
Potter.

“1t doesn't merely lock like it, Potter

—it is!” eaid Coker, in the dictatorial,
ositive way that did not endear him to
is chums. “Use your eyes.”

There was, in fact, no doubt that it
was the Remove boat. It was rather a
roomy old boat, which all the fellows
knew by sight; it wascfairrted, and they
knew the colour; an the name was
painted on it, which left no doubt what-
ever on the subject. But instead of fve
juniors in tlie boat, or six, there was
one man, hatless, rowing like mad, as
Coker expressed it, down the river with

the current. Which was rather per-
plexing.
Coker, pulling up the river after the

Remove fellows, had been keeping an
eve open for. that hoat. Potter and

Greene, fn.cin¥ up river in the stern m
ar

seat, saw it before Coker did, and rather
wondered, after recognising the boat,
to see the hatless man in checks pulling
it instead of the Remove crew. Coker,
every now and then, stared round over
his shoulders as he pulled, at the risk of
braining Potter and Greene with the
oars, which sometimes missed not only
the water, but actually the rowlocks.
Now, spotting the Remove boat, rowed
by the hatless man, Coker ceased to
pull, to splash, and to catch crabs and
I'mg Magyer Lisragy.—No. 1,331

dig up water-spouts, which was rather
s relief to his friends. He eat and
stared at the hatless man.

Horace Coker was anxious to meet
the Remove fellows, in order to impress
on them, forcibly and drasticelly, that
Fifth Form men should not be potted
with pea-shooters, That was why he was
watching so sharply for the boat. But
seeing the boat in strange hands, Cloker
fargot his hostile intentions. Cheeky as
the Remove kids were, deeply as they
merited severs handling at Coker’s
hands, Horace was not the man to see
their boat stolen. .

The man in the check suit was coming
down the river with good speed,
assisted by the current. e pulled a

air of oars with strength and skill.
Sbviously he was in hot haste—h_t.era]]y
hot, for his face blazed and perspired in
the summer sun. He was already over
half a mile from Popper’s Island when
Coker spotted him, and still gomn
strong. New hope of escape had leape
up in the heart of Micky the Sprat. Alk
the chances had been against him, yet
he had succeeded in stranding the school-
boys on the island dand getting off with
their boat.

To get to a safe distance and land on
the opposite side of tha river was his
idea—but for the moment he was think-
ing chiefly of putting more and more
distance between himself and pursuit.

His legs ached with fatigue, after long
and desperate running; but his arms
were strong, and the longer he could
flee sitting down the better it was for
him. He rowed hard and fast, making
the boat fly, though it was rather a
heavy craft, and when he noted Coker
& Co. ahead he took no heed of them,
except to steer clear with the oars.

Naturally, Micky the Sprat was
totally unaware that Coler knew the
boat, and was actually looking for it on
the river. He knew nothing of Grey-
friars School, or of the circumstance
that the schoolboys on the island and
the three fellows ahead of him belonged
to that schaol. Se he was far from ex-
pecting what happened next. .

“That's the boat!” said Coker posi-
tively. “That blighter’s pinched it, of
course! Looks as if he's in a hurry.
No wonder! Too big a hurry to step
for his hut—-whsst!"_

“1 suppose he's pinched it" ted
Creepe. “They must have Teft it tied

up somewhere, and that sporteman cama
af::n and hopped in.” |

“Well, he's not pinehmg
boat if I can stop him!”
“Steer for him, Potter.”

Coker put out the oars again and
pulled. Botter drew. on the line, and
the Greyiriars boat surged across in the
way of the boat coming downstream.
The hatless man swerved away to avoid
a collision and shouted.

' “Hare, keep clear |”

Instead of keeping clear, Coker pulled
on. Potter steering direct for him.™ The
man in the check suit swerved again,
going quite close to the rushes by the
towpath. Coker's gunwale scraped the
nose of his boat.

“You clumsy fool 1 yelled thé hatless

& Greyfriars
said Coker.

an.
He backed water, and pulled again to
Ect outside the Fifth I'orm boat. It
ad not yet dawned on him that it was
capture that was intended; he did not
uess that the three senior schoolboys in
the other boat were after him. But he
gucssed it ms Greene reached over and
hooked with a boathook, bringing the
two craft surging together. orace
Coker jumped up, and before Micky the
Sprat knew what he was doing jumped
from one boat to the other.
Of course, he stumbled and sprawled.
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It would not have been Coker of the
Fifth if he hadn’t} He rolled in the
Remove boat, which rocked wildly.

Greene held on with the boathook;
Potter got hold of the wale with his
hand. Coker sat up rather dizzily.

The smash-and-grab merchant gl
at him, jumped at him, and grasped
him, He understood now that the three
were trying to collar him, supposing that
news of him had gone dewn the river
already and that they were on the look-
aut for the robber of Courtfield.

His only thought was to fling Coker
out of the boat, pull for the opposite
bank, and land, and trust to luck there.
But Coker was not so emsily flung out
of the boat. He gave grasp for grasp,
and they rolled over .n the bottom of

‘the Remove boat, and it rocked and

shipped water, drenching them both to
the skin,

“Oh, my hat |’ gasped Potter, *“ Here,
lend & hand, Greeney |"

Potter plunged into the Remove boat
to help. Greene, holding the gunwale
with one hand, reached oyer with the
boathook in the othe. and jabbed at the
man in the check suit.

Unfortunately, a change of position as
the combatants rolled over brought
Coker in front of the jubbing bosthook,
and Coker got the benefit of it.

There was a fearful yell from Harace.

“¥areoch 1"

“Qh crikey I'’ gasped Greene.

Coker scemed hurt. He let go the
hatless man, roaring. Micky the Bprat
scrambled up to his knees, Potter was
in the rocking boat mow, which was
surging against the rushes below the
towpath. From the direction of the
school boathouse five or six fellows, who
had witnessed the stariling scene from a
distance, wera running vp the bank—at
the head of them Wingate of the Sixth
Form.

“Look here, you've pinched this boat,
you rascal!” panted Potter. “Get out
of it! Beel”

Micky the Sprat glared at him, at
Coker—who was struggling up—and at
the fellows running up the towpath. To
his mind, there seemed no doubt that
news of him and his escape had gone
down the river, and that he was watched
for on the lower es.

Coker scrambled breathlessly up.
!ﬁ:;Hulg him;;' he panted. “Collar

! He's not getting away, you assl
Get. hold of him——" ik il

Micky the Sprat shut his teeth hard.
He had no chanee of getting across the
river in the boat with Coker and Potter
on board and Greene helding on to the
gunwale. Even if he couvld have got the
upper hand in a tussle, the fellows run-
ning up the towpath would have reached
him before it was over. He acted
swiftly. Even as Coker grasped at him
he made a fiying ieap out of the boat
and went. crashing into tha rushes under
the towpath.

“ After him1'* roared Coker.

But the force of Micky's leap as he
went sent the boat rocking farther out
into the river. Coker grasped an oar,
while Potter, lesing his footing, sat
down on a thwart with & bump and a

Zasp.

Tﬂa fugitive scrambled up through
the rushes and gained the towpath. He
gave one savage lare at the approach-
ing Greyfriars fellows on the bank, and
turned and raced awav up the river—
the direction from which he had come.
He ran like a hare and vanished on the
winding path.

Wingate of the Bixth could have run
him down fast enough, but he stopped
as he came abreast of the rocking boats.

“Here, what’s this row, Greene !’ he
called out,
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The ralder raced down the street, and Mr, Quelch, running valiantly in

B

i

pursuit, was lefi hopelessiy behind. The man ran

for the nearest corner ; and as he turned It, an errand boy came round with a basket on his arm., There was a crash,
and the boy yelled as he was sent toppling backwards, his groceries scatiering In all direetions !

“Man pinched a school boat!” gasped
Greene, “We've got it back! Oh
crumbs! I'm splashed all over!” _

“That's young Wharton's boat,”" sald
the captain of Greyiriars, looking at 1t.
“Have the young asses lct a tramp
pinch it? Lucky you spotted him "

‘W ¥an've let him get away, you silly
asses !'' hooted Coker.

“(th, blow him "' gasped Potter. He
hasn’t taken the boat with him, any-
how. ~ Let him rip{ I'm fearfully wet!”

“Well, he ought to have been run In
for stealing a boat !” said Coker. “8Still,
we've got the boat 1"

That was satisfactory, at least—they
had certainly got the boat. The thief,
running like a deer HE the towpath, was
out of sight, and nobody was disposed
to entor into a foot-race in the blazing
gun to pursue him. They had, so far,
no knowledge of what had happened in
Courtficld tﬁat afternoon, and supposed
that the man was simply a rascal who
had found an opportunity of * pinch-
ing” an unguarded boat along the
river.

But Micky the Sprat, in the full belief
that he was watched-for down the Sark,
ran like the wind, panting and gurgling
for breath. He looked back several
times, and could scarcely bolieve in his
good luck when he saw no sign of pur-
gsuit. But he had no doubt that 1t was
behind him, and he ran on—till sud-
denly he came to a halt at the sight of
a figure in velveteens and gaiters ahead,
It was one of the Popper Court keepers
coming down the path, and he gave a
ghout at the sight of the hatless man.

Micky the Sprat, gritting his teeth,
turned off the towpath and plunged into
the wood. There was shouting behind
him as he went. The chese was close
once more.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes an Agreeable
Acquaintanee !

4 EABTS I
B Billy Bunter made that re-
mark in tones of deep feeling.

It had often scemed to Blif

Bunter that it was a beastly world,
opulated chiefly by beasts. But never
Ead things seemed so absolutely beastly
as they seemed now, es he gazed at the
latest number of the * Holiday Annual.”

In the full belief that that parcel con-
tained tuck, Bunter had snafiled it and
made his escape. Btill in' the belief
that it contained tuck, and that the
chums of the Remove would pursue him
gs soon a3 they discovered the loss,
Billy Bunter had sought safety in
distance.

Hot as it was that afternoon, the fat
Owl of the Bemove rolled on a good
half-mile through the shady wooda
befare he came to a halt. Half & fur-
long was a long walk for Bunier; half
a mile fagged ?ﬂm out. His fat little
legs nched and his fat face streamed
with perspiration. He stopped at last,
tired and damp and gasping.

Between the woods of Popper Court
and the extensive grounds of the Three
Fishers Inn there was a narrow, shady
lane, almost like a tunnel of green
under thick, over-spreading folinge. In
that shady spot Bunter sat down mm the

rass. with his back to the Three

ishers’ fonce, to rest and to devour hig
prey.

But alas for Bunter !

He cut the string, he unrolled the
wrapping paper, and revealed—not pre-
gerved fruits in a box, not toffees. not
chocolates—but mnothing more or less
than a book! Certainly it was a very
pice book—a very attractive book—

guite & popular book. But it was nol
what Bunter wanted, It was quite new,
if that was any advantage—not even un-
wrapped since it had been delivered
from the newsagent's that day. Bunter
would not have cared if it had been as
old as the Iliad. It was no -use to
Bunter. He blinked at it and ejaculated
in tones that fairly thrilled with wrath
and indignation :

“ Beasts |"

Certainly Harry Wharton & Co. had
not known that the fat Owl intended to
snaffle that book in the belief that it
was eatable. But Bunter felt as if they
had played a scurvy trick on him,

He had walked half & mile—and he
had to walk a good deal more than &
mile home, instead of going back in
the boat—and for what?! OUnly to dis-
cover that the parcel contained Bob
Cherry's new Holiday Annuall Billy
Bunter's feelings, really, could not have
been expressed in words,

“ Beasts!” he ?'rmmad. _

He let the Holiday Annual fall into
the grass. leaned back on the Three
Fishers' fence, and groaned dismally.
There was nothing to eat.  All his
trouble had been for nothing! And
he was tired—awfully tired. For quite
a long time, he leaned on the fence. He
was disinclined to move—besides, there
was nothing to move for. Tea-time was
a long way off yet. TFinally, however,
it ooccurred to Dunter that, as he was
In.nda::l with a beastly book instead of
something to eat, he might as well read
tdha book as there was nothing else to

o

8o he picked up the volume, cpened
it, selected a place to begin, and
propped it open on his fat knees and
read. It helped him, at least, to forget
his harrowing disappointment.

Tue Migrner LisranY.—No. 1,331,
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After all, there were worse things in
existence than sitting in the grass,
thaded from the sun, and reading a
really interesting book | Billy Bunter
settled down in a state of fat comfort.

His eyes and his spectacles being fixed
on the book, he did not observe a man
emerge from the trees and stare fur-
tively up and down the marrow lane.
It was & hatless man in a check suit that
had been soaked in water, but had
now nearly dried in the sun.

Micky the Sprat stared at the fat
figure squatted by the fence, In-
differently. He liad never seen Bunter
before, and did not bother about him
now. He stood in the lane, breathing
hard in gasps.

The game was up; he knew that. For
the moment, there was no pursuit ab
hand; he had eluded it, winding in the
woods. But it was still going on, and
it was long hours yet to sumset. All
along the river, all round the wood,
there were police and keepers, and &
crowd of people from Courtfield and
the neighbourhood, taking part in the
exciting hunt. 'The game really had
been up, when that bony schoolmaster
hooked him off the motor-bike in the
High Street at Courtfield. All his
proceeding since had been rather like
the struggling of a bird in a net, or a
rat in & trap.

He was so exhausted that he found
it hard to put one foot before another;
and he knew that sconer or later he
would be spotted, and that when he was
spotted, he was done for. He could
not' have run another quarter-mile, with
a mad bull behind him.

His only solace was that he had
parked the plunder from Mr. Lazarus’
shop in a temporarily safe place.

But when he was caught empty-
handed, they would search for that
plunder, tracking every step of his
flight till they found it.

t might take a few days, perhaps.

He had no doubt that his confederate,
Skid Smith, had escaped on the motor-
bike. He knew that he would have
escaped with Skid, but for that school-
master and his walking-stick. I,
somehow, he could have got word to
Skid where to lift the plunder before
the police found it|! That was what the
Sprat was thinking of, as he panted for
breath and listened for the sound of
pursuers,

But it seemed hopeless. By that time,
Skid weas at their temporary head-
quarters, the Black Bull, at Lantham.
He v-juufd wait there till he heard for
certain what had become of the Sprat.
But even if he had chanced on someone
who could, and would, act as a messen-
ger, he could not trust what he had to
say in writing. He had his own code
for communicating with his con-
federates; but a note falling into the
hands of the police would have been
deciphered in the long run. And
yet—

He fixed his eyes on the fat schoolboy,
reading a book in the shade, and came
quietly along towards Bunter. The fat
junior glanced up when he was quite
close at hand, and stared at him, blink-
ing through his big spectacles.

Micky the Bprat gave him a nod and
a smile. He was quite respectably
dressed, and there was nothing about
him to elarm Bunter. He dropped into
the grass beside the fat jumior with a
casual air; and certainly & keener
fellow than Bunter would never have

uessed, from his looks and his manner,
that he was a crook in incessant fear of
hearing the footsteps of his pursuers,

“Hot day, sirl” said the BSprat,
caeually.
Tae Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,531,

“Very hot!' assented Bunter. “Lost
your hat?” 5

“Eht No! I never wear one hiking,"”
said the Sprat affably. “Travel light,
that's the idea—the less you carry the
better.”

“Oh, hiking,” said Bunter. " Some
fellows in my Form are going hikin
these hols. They want me to go Wit
them, but I'm not sure I shalll Too
jolly tiring, I think.”

“I'd have thought it would just smif
a strong, healthy, athletic gnung gentle-
man like you, mir,” said the Sprat.

Billy Bunter almost purred. He
thought he had never met such an
agreeable stranger before! This waa
the first tima that anyons had spotted
at a glance, that Billy Bunter was
healthy and strong and athletic.
Cbviously & man of judgment!

“Well, I may take it on,” said Bunter.
“Wharton's awfully keen for me to
join up ! Still, I rather think I shall
go home with Mauly, Lord Mauleverer,

ou kmow—a pal of mine at school!”

unter explained. Swank was one of
Billy Bunter's little weaknesses; and he
liked to tell even a total stranger that
he was pally with a lord.

How's this for a
CLEVER GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK ?

There was a young fellow named
Qokar,
Who thought he knew how to play

poker.
When playing one night
Qreene turned out the lluilt.
Then changed Coker's ace for a
" joker."

Eric Scanlon, of 31, Harms-
worth Street, Salford, 6, Lancs.,
has been awarded a Useful Leather
Pocket Wallet for the above |
winning effort. Pile in with your
efforts, chums, if you want to
win one of these useful prizes!

“That’s a jolly good book you got
there, sir!” said c.l:]j' the Sprat. “1
used to read it regular when I was
younger. Mind if I look at it?”

Bunter chearful%:gnssed the HulidaE

Annual.to_him. e man in the chec

suit looked at the picture—with one eye

on Bunter’s fat and fatuous face,

was thinking hard. This fat schoelbo

knew nothing of ]himi1 and suspect
e

nething. ﬂhvinus]f, was & good
deal a fooll The men who were
hunting the smash-and-grab raider

would give no attention to a schoolboy
with a Holiday Annual under his arm.

Was it a chance of Tettmg ward to
Bkid at the Black Bull! ] ]

A stump of pencil appeared in Mmﬁ{n
hand. He turned over the leaves of the
Holiday Annual, as if interested in
locking at the pictures.

Bunter did not mind. He was not
awfully keen on reading, and the polite
stranger was welcome to look at fhe
book if he liked. Bunter, leaning back
on the fence, did not see what the man
was doing with the pencil—he did not
see the pencil at all, )

As a matter of fact, Micky the Sprat
was putiing a small cross here and there
to certain words on differcnt pages.

It was not likely that anyone lookin
casually into the Holiday Annual woul
particularly notice the little pencilled
orosses; still less likely that he would
turn to page after fuga, tracing mark
after mark, and adding all the marked
words together to form m sentence !

THE MAGNET

That was a mode of communication
Micky the Sprat had often used before
in his peculiar business dealings; a very
safe mode.

“] say, done with my book!? asked
Bunter at last.

Micky had finished, and the stump of
pencil disappeared into his pocket.

“Hera you are, sir!”’ he said.

He handed the volume back to
fBunter. His keen eyes were on the fat
ace,

In that Holiday Annusl, in the crook’s
secret code, there was now a clue to the
plunder hidden in the hollow ocak on
Popper’'s Island. How to get that
Holiday Annual into the hands of Skid
Smith was now the question! No one
was in sight—thers was no sound in the
deep, dusky woods. Pursuit, he knew,
was closing in; but it was not at hand
vet, Was it possible—could it be

ossible—to induce this fat, obtuse-
ooking schoolboy to take the volume
to the Black Bull at Lantham?

That was the only chance of saving
the loot hidden on Popper’s Island,
before it was found by the police.

“ Vou happen to know Lantham, sir?”
asked Micky, casually. = .

“Eh! Yes! It's only eight or nine
miles from Greyfriars,” answered
Bunter.

“ Byer pass the Black Bull there?™

“YLots of times![” 2

“I've got a friend staying there,” said
Micky. “He's got his little boy with
him—a young George Smith {""

““Has he?” said %untar_ indifferently.

“1 was gninF to give him a look in,”
said Micky, “but I got & message—I
got to get back to London. And he'll
be waiting to see me. If Fuu‘hafpened
to be going Lantham way, sir, I dare-
say you'd ﬁrnp him a word,"”

“I'm not " said Bunter.

“ And ¥'d like you to show him that
book, sir, and say—from me, Alfred
Parker—that ‘that’s the book he wants
for young George. Young George would
jest enjoy that book, he would!”

“But I'm not ﬁning pnywhere near
Lantham I"* said Bunter calmly.

“] wonder, sir, whether you'd do a
man a favour?” :

Micky the 8 with
really remarkable calmness and self-
possession, considering that every
moment he was druqu to hear the
footsteps of the hunters cloaing 1n.

“T got to get on a train as soon as I've
had = bit of a rest. If I could send
a message to my friend Bmith, it would
save a lot of trouble. You've got time
on your hands, I've no doubt.”

Bunter blinked at him.

He had plenty of time on his hands on
a half-holiday. But he had not the re-
motest idea of using up that time In
making a railway journey to oblige a
perfect stranger. He considered that it
was a piece of the most astounding cheek
for ;ﬁha man to ssk him—as indeed it
was

“0f course, I wouldn’t put you to any
expense,” went on the Bprat. " Railway
ticketa—first-class tickets—cost money |
I dare sey,” he added, with an amiable

rin, “that, being a schoolboy, you run
through your et-money fast enough.
1 always did, as & Im{} f a man had
asked me to obli im by taking a
message to a friend, and offered a quid,
and expenses over and sbove, I'd have
iump-e at it, I would, when I was a

n?.ll

rat was talkin

Billy Bunter sat up and took notice ab
that| If that was what the agreeable
stranger had in his mind, Bunter was
quite prepared to jump at it,

A first-class ticket to Lantham, and a
pound to expend in refreshments, liquid
and solid, at the Pagoda Teashop there,
suited Bunter admirably.
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The look on Lis fat face reassured Lhe
Bprat immediately. He had read
Bunter's character aright in that [at
face,

“Well, I've nothing epecial to do,”
said Bunter. “It's a half-holiday, you
know! I wouldn't mind going.”

“That's kind of you, sir,” said Micky.
“I1'd hate to have old Smith hanging on
Hm};a waiting for me, when I can’t turn
up.

Bunter blinked at him thoughtfully.

“It's five bob, [irst-class return
Lontham,” he remarked.

Two half-erowns and a pound note ap-
peared in Micky’s hand at once.

Dilly Bunter's eyes glimmered behind
his spectacles, 'The two coins and the
note dropped into his hand. They dis-
appeared into his cl:uunket.

“Tl Eﬂ," he said.
“You'll ask for Mr

to

Smith at the

Black Bull, sir, and tell him Alfred
Parker’s sorry he can't come along.
But, very special, sir, you'll show him

that book, and tell him, from me, to
ono like it for young George,”
Sprat was verr earnest about that!

“Certainly,” snid Bunter, "1 shall
have to take it with me, if I go straight
to Lantham.”

“You won't forget that, sir? I'm
very keen on young George getting one
of these books; he'd enjoy it so much.
You see, he's my nephows sir ™

“T'll remember,” said Bunter, *“Look
here[ I mav as well get off ot once.
I'm hungey—I mean, I shall just catch
tha train for Lantham from Courtfield if
1 go now I

Right yon are, sir, and I'm vory
much obliged to vou,™ said the Sprat.

“ Not at all ! said Bunter nffn.El}'.

He heaved himself to his feet, nodded
very affably to the man in the check
suit, and rolled pway up the shady lane.

Micky the Sprat remained where ho
wag, resting his weary, aching limbs,
and breathing hard. His own ultimate
chance of cscape was remote—he had

ok
The

’ What “Umpire" doesn’t know

ahout cricket

over

write and get his expert opinion.

knowing. If you are in doubt
any coricket
Addréess your queries to " UMPIRE,” c/o The

isn't worth

problem

MAGNET, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

HEN Iwas a youngster therowasa
gertain sweet ghop at which I used
to oall with a request fora "'penny-
worth of all sorts,” My post-
bag in these times often reminds me of
those days—I get a pennyworth of all
gorts. Sometimez the problems are so
woighty that 1 wonder how the postman
manages to carry them up the stairs,
Oecasionally I get one whigh cheera me
up for days, and I hope you won't think
my hat iz getting too 1if I quote one
such which is just to hand. It 18 from a
reader who lives at Hull, and this ia what
ho says apropos of a chat I had with you
previously on the bowling of leg breaks and
off breaks :

* J have been holding the ball in
a similar fashion to that which you
describe, except thal my thumb, in-
stcad of beingclose to the first finger,
has been half-way round ihe ball.
The result wwas that I was not gelling
the desired cffect. On Saturdoy,
however, I read your insiructions,
and corried them oul. Hesull—
five rwickels for five runs! "

Now that sort of letter encourages me
no end. Five for five is jolly good, and
here’s more power to the spinning ﬂn%-ern
of my bowler friend 1 I do not complain
beeause he isn't even satisfied with five for
five. It is the desire to beat our previous
best which makes better gﬂﬂyem of ua all,
Unfortunately, my friend " stumps " me
with that old question of how to bowl &
“ ghooter,” so that he can get the op-

onents who raise their bata before the
gots there. I have said before, and
I have to say it egain, that there i no
known way of bowling a * shooter "' at
will. I am afraid a repetition of this
stetement will disappoint a reader at
(ireat Bookham, which is in Surrey, but
I enn assure him that if he could learn to
wl a *sghooter” at will the Surrey
unty committee would be very pleased
{o learn how he did it—and to r him
& place on the stafl,

GOOD ALL-ROUNDERS !

HO iz the best all-rounder in
firat-clasas ericket ? Thia is
a quesfion which seems to

interest several of my readers.
One cannot really be dogmatic In answer-
ing such a guestion, which must be no
more than a matter of opinion. I am
prepared to give my opinion for what it is
worth, and back it up with evidence.

I consider the best all-rounder in
crichket to-doay is Waller Hammond,
the Gloucestershire maon. Ads a
batsman he is, as everybody knows,
vight at the top of the trec, and I
regard him as an all-roundor in the
batltirip sense because his play is so
adapiable. He iz o naiural free
hitier, but he con play the wailing
game when the situation demands
€.

Hammend is also a most useful medium-
pace bowler who has started England's
attack before mow with swervera with the
new ball. In addition to this, he is ons
of the most brilliant fisldsmen we have.
Although his brillianee is confined mostly
to slip-fielding, I belisve he would show
himse e%& y profleient in any other
pogition. There 13 one other qualification
which Hammond possessca as an all.
rounder: he is a wvery capable wicket-
keeper, and has more than once ** kept '
in fine style when the regular stumper of
his side has been hurt.

Now for the concrete evidence. In one
game against Notts thia eeason Hammond
soored a century, eaught four men out off
other bowling, eaught and bowled two
himself, and got two others out. Ewen
this, however, was not Hammond’s best
all-round effort. Playing for Gloucester
against Burrey in 1828, he scored over &
hundred runs in each innings. In the
firat Surrey innings he bowled one man
and caught four out, and in the sscond
innings he caught six, In the very next
match Hammond took nine wickets in
one innings, and caught out the other

| batsman, while he had six wickets in the
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little or no }mTua of that. But if thas
fat, silly schoolboy earried out his in-
structions, 8kid Smith would know
where to Iift the plunder, before it was
found, and the Sprat’s share of it would
be a nice little nest-cgr waiting for him
when he come out of Lhe “stone jug.”

He could not feel certain of success—
he felt far from eertain—but he had
done all he could; and he felt a deep
gense of relief as Bunter's fat figure dis
appeared up the lane, and there were
still mo pursuers in signt.

— .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pon Takes a Hand !

ECIL PONSONDY drew a deep
breath.
_Oh,
silently.

Standing hidden in the hawthorns,
only a few yards from the man in tho
cheek suit, Pon stared at him through

(Continued on next paye.)

—_——
second innings. On top of those feats he

scored eighty runs in one innings.
At his best, George Brown of ]glaam shire

gad!” he murmured

waa another wondarlul all-round ericketer,
and like Hammond he added to his useful-
ness as a bataman and bowler by being a
most capable wicket-keeper on occasions.

During the present season Jamen

Langridge, of Sussex, has definitely

enlered the ligls ar a fine batsman-

bowler. L. N. Consianiline, the

West Indies maon, is anolther fine

all-rounder, ond so are . W. V.

RHobins and F. R. Brown. Butl 1

think at the present time Hammond

takes firal prize as an all-rounder.
LOR-BOWLING !

EXPECT you have noticed that more

! than once during thia cricket

season J. C. Clay, the Glamorgan

player, has bowled under-hands in

county matches, and has even taken

wickets with these *“' lob" deliveries.

Doubtlesa this fact has led to a lotter I have

received asking me if it is worth while a

bowler to oultivate under-hands. Actually

there i3 no reason why lob-bowling should

not be cultivated, and in county cricket &

few years back there were two or three

layers—(i, H, Bimpson Hayward and

. L. A, Jephson, for instangse—who
never bowled anything else.

I am afraid, however, that it requires
more courage than the majority of us
posscsg to cultivate under-hands con-
gistently, We start in our wvery early
days with under-hand stuff, but as soon
as we are old enough we all want to bowl
in the man’s way—that is over-arm, The
lobs are considersd to be * girl's stuff.”
And there it is. There is no other reason
why 8 good lob-bowler should not continue
bowling loba until he grows up. .

By the way, I have a law question on thia
head. Can a bowler change from over-
hand to under-hand in the middle of an
over ! The reply is that he can do so
provided he tells the batsman of hia
intention thus to change, and gives him
the opportunity of ta.kinﬁofmnh guard.
The same reply covers the bowier bowling
over the wicket or round the wicket:
he ean change from one side to the other
in the coursa of an over, provided he
acquainta the batemen with his intention
to do so.

In reply to Michael, of Edinburgh,
the ball does not become dead be-

couse a bail iz Llown off the wicket.
If the bail or bails are blown off
rwohile fhe ball is in transil from the
botoler fo the wickel, and that ball
Nits the wickel, then the balsman

is oul.
‘“* UMPIRE.™
Tne Micywer Linpany.—No. 1,35
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the openings o! the thicket, end stared
after Billy Bunter, rvolling away up the
narrow lane. . .

Pon's eyes gleamed with excitement.

The dandy of llighcliffe was alono
now. QPon & Co. Liud Lbeen on their way
to that delectable resort, the Three
Fishers, when they encountered Prout
and Quelch in Courtlield H::ﬁh Street,
and the smash-and-grab raid at Mr.
Lazarus' had occurred. All three of
them had been rather roughly knocked
about by the raider in his flight, and
Gadsby and Monson liad gone back to
Highcliffe, _

I’on, however, had not been disposcd
to giva ufl his visit to the billiards-room
ut the Three Fishers; and, having set
himself to rights after the scuffle, he had
walked on his way, His way lay
through the woods. Even the young
rascal of ITighcliffe did not care to be
scon ﬂ.’(if-'ﬂll'i' going to a resort like the
Three Fishers, a place that had an ex-
ceedingly unsavoury reputation.

He had almest reached the lane that
ran hatween Popper Court Woods and
the high fence of the Three Fishers,
wlhen he sighted the man in the check
guit in the lane, and stopped at once and
hunted cover. Pon knew the man at
once—it was the smash-and-grab raider
of Courtfield, evidently still at large in
gpite of the active hunt.

Meeting liim in such n lonely place
was not at ell what Pon wanted. Ilo
dodged behind a tree, and watched the
man pass, intending to kecp out of sight
till ho was gono, and then cross the
little lane and clamber over the fence
o posite,

Watching liim through the hawthorns,
Pon made (he discovery that he was not
passing on his way. Ile had stopped,
und sat down by the fence, by the side
of a fat Greylriars junior—DBilly Bunter !

Obviously, Bunter knew nothing of the
man—hut Pon know only too much! He
remained in cover, watching for the man
to go.

It astonished him to sce the man,
hunted like a hare, sitting there by the
side of the fat Owl, and he crept closer
through the hawthorns and brambles,
tuking care to make mo sound, and to
keep out of sight.  Willingly enough,
1'on would have handed aver the raseal
to the law—not so much because he was
4 rascal, o3 because ho had elouted Pon's
head so forcibly in Courtfleld High
Street,

Ton was haoping to hear the footsteps
of some of the hunters, in which case ho
wolild have shown up and led them to
the man in the check suit. But the
lunt, spreading through the woods and
the lanes, and along the river, had not
vet approached that secluded spot,
though there was no doubt that the fugi-
1il¥-:3 was surrounded, and his escape cut
off.

Ouly a few yards from Micky the
Sprat and Bunter, Pon heard every
word that was uttered ; and he saw, too,
what Bunter did not sece—Micky the
Sprat’'s pencil at work on the IHoliday
Annual,

He watched in utter amazement,

'The man’s action seemed utterly inex-
plicable to him. Any minute the hunt
migbht. have closed in, yet the smash-and-
grob raider was sitting thore scribbling
something in a book |
_But the subsequent conversation cn-
lz%ltened him,

unter, knowing nothing of the hap-
penings in Courtfield that afterncon,
suspected nothing, and was probably too
obtuse to suspect anything, anyway.
But Pon jumped to it ot once,

He had no doubt whatever, that Alr.
Smith, at the Black Bull at Lantham,
was the man who had cscaped on the
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motor-hiko, or same alher confederate of of the Three Fichers, in case he makes

the smash-and-grab ruider. He could
have no doubt that what the raider had
scribbled in the Holiday Annual was
a message to him. The oblose Owl was
heing inveigled into acting as a messen-
ger from one ecrook to another.

Ponsonby hod alveady noted that the
leather hag, stacked with stolen jewel-
lery, with which Micky had fled out of
1_'?'111-t[1uid, was 1o longer hanging ot his
side, .

Plainly the man had dropped his
plunder somewhere in his fight. It did
uot take Ponsonby long to add two and
two together. There was one explana-
tion of the man’s proceedings. He had
left the bag of plunder somowhere, and
had written o message telling where 1n
that book which Bunter was to show to
Myr. Smith, st the Black Bull. Pon felt
ay certain of that as if the man had told
him his thoughts. ;

Standing there, hidden in the thickets,
Pon thought rapidly, .

ITe was rather keen to get into the
Threo Fishers—it was his last shady
Fama before the end of the lewn, Dut
e gave up that idea now.

Pon was not very hkeen on law and
order, being raiher a lawless young
ruseal himself; still, he was ready to
lend his aid, 1f it could be done without
dan to his precious self, in securing
law-breakers like this ruffian, It would
be rathor o distinction, too, to be the
means of laying the smash-and-grab
raider by the heels. Other ideas, too,
were working at the back of Pon's keen
and unserupulous mind,

ITe took & last look at Micky the Sprat
from the thickets. 'The man was still
gitting there, obviously weary, leaning
on the fence, and listening like a hunted
animal. Bunter bad disappeared; but
Pon knew where to pick him up again.
IIe was heading for Courifield Station,
which was more than a mile away by the
ghortest cuta, .

After two or three minutes of concen-
irated thinking, Ponsonby backed awa
deeper into the wood, making no sound.

e did not venture to move freely till
ho was sure that he was out of hearing
of the man in the check suit. Ilis fear
of Micky the Sprat was deep,

Then lie ran, threading his way
rapidly through tho trees. Bunter, after
gotting out of the woody lane, had to
Cross ’glm comnmon to geb to tfm town,
and it was Hunter that Ponsonby
wanted,

Pon reached the edge of the wood
towards the common, and as he ran out
from the trees tliere was a sudden exela-
mation, mand s hand closzed on his
shoulder,

It was the hand of a police-constable.

'I'lie officer released Ponsonby the next
Emma:nl:, as he saw that he was a sohool-

0¥.

“Excuse me, sir!” he said ecivilly.
“"We're looking for & man in these
woods. If you've scen anything of
him——*

“A man in & check suit?” asked Pon,
with a grin,

“Yes, sir. You've secen him

“I saw him smash Lazarus' window,
in Courtfield,” answered I’onsonby,
“and I've scen him since—the other
side of the wood, in the lane by the
I'hrea Fishers, sitting down to rest."

*“Oh, good!™

Another constahle eamo up, and then
AMr Grimes, the police-inspector of
(lourtfleld. TPonsonby repeated his in-
formation for Mr, Grimes' benolit.

Mr, Grimea smiled a very satisfied
smile,

“We've got him!” he said. “Sir
ITilton's keepers are all along the river,
and I've got three men in the grounds

o break over the fence. Follow me!”

_ Ponsonby walked on, smiling, leav-
mg Mr., Grimes and his men to their
work. He fanecied it would not be long
before the smash-and-grab man was
paying dearly for that clout in Court-
tield High Street.

He hurried across the green, gorsy
common, in the direction of the town.
It was not long before ho spotted u fat
figure plugging slowly in the sawme
direction.

Ponsonby put on speed. Billy Bunter
blinked round et the sound of pattering
footstops behind him,

“Btop !” shouted Pon.

“0Oh crikey " gasped Bunter,

Instead of stopping, Bunter burst
into & run. More than once the fab
junior had been ragged by Pon & Co.,
and, seaing the Higheliffian on his track,
Bunter had no doubt that another
ragging was intended.

“You silly ass!™ yelled Ponsonby,
" Stop I

“‘Beast !" gasped Bunter,

He ran hard. The common was
rather lonely, and there was no help
art hand for Dunter. He tore on, gasp-
ing and gurgling, his fat little legs going
likea machinery.

But the fat Owl of the Remove had
no chance in a foot-roce with the slim
}-Iighclifﬁmn fellow. Pon gained on him
ast.

Closer and closer came the pattering
footsteps, Tunter gasped, spluttered,
and rolled on. Closer and closer—till
Pon was within reach of him.

Then Pon let out his foot—hard!

Thud !

Pon's foot landed on a pair of very
tight trousers, and Billy Bunter shot
forwerd, with a wild howl, and crashed.

The Holiday Annual few from
under his fat arm, And Pon pounced
on it and eclutched it up, while Bunter
rolled and roared.

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Stranded Schoolboys I

Ll TRANDED (=
Bob Cherry made that
remark for sbout the twentieth
time. On the shore of Popper’s
Island the Famous Five stood in an
axasperated group.

They were rather damp and
rather muddy, after the scuffle with the
escaping man in the check suit. That
did not matter. so much, but being
stranded on the island in the river
while the rascal made his escape was
intensaly exasperating.

“The strandfulness is terrific!? mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But let us be as patient as & monu-
ment, as esteemed Shakespeare re-
marks.”

“If ever I get near enough to that
chaop to give him a oner on ths
boko——" said Johnny Bull, in a deep
voice.

“] wonder,” said DBob, “how long
we're pgoing to be hung up herst
Haven't seen a single dashed t yet,
Nobody coming olong the river ! This is
what Robinson Crusce must have felt
like | 1f we don’t get rescued, old beans,
we shall be jolly old Crusces—unless we
swim off.” o -

"1 guppose we could rwim it,” eaid
Nugent. “But—— _ Hallo, there’s a
man on the bankl It's Joyee!™

“ITallo, hallo, hallo!® bawled Doh
(herry, at the sight of Sir Hilton
Popper's head-keeper on the riverside.
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“ Stop ! ** shouted Ponsonby.

But Fovece did not even look rennd.
Ho was running along the edge of the
wood from which he had emerged; and
he turned away and disappeared inio
the trees again,

“ After that johnny again, perhaps!™
said Bob. “But if he kept the boat
he onght to be miles away by this timo
—past Friardale, at lcast.”

“May have been spotted in the boat,”
said Harry. *“I wonder what's becomo
of him? We were rvather duffers to lel
him spoof us like that. Oh, good luck |
Here comes Coker!”

“The luckfulness is terrific I"

It was not oftem that the chuma
of the Remove were glad to seo
the pgreat man of the Fifth, but
they were very glad now to sce
the Fifth-I'orm boat pulling up the
river, with Coker at the oars, Potter
and Greene were not in the boat;
having been drenched in the tussle on
the river, they had gone in io change.
Horace Coker, however, was made of
gterner stuff. He had started for =
pull on the river, and he was sticking
to it; and hers he was, pulling up to
Popper's Island. IIe pulled hard, and
he pulled often, but he did not make
rapid progress; he splashed more than
he progressed. 8till, even Coker made
the boat move, and five pairs of eyes
gladly watched him approaching.

As Coker pulled between the island
and the towpath on the bank, the juniors
ghouted to him.

“Hallo! 'This way, Coker [*

Coker stared round.

For a minute or two ha did not spot
the juniors on the island. They
shouted egain and again, and at last
he saw them, He stored at them and
burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! You kids there! Ha,
ha, ha I

““Oh, crikey ! ¥

gasped Bunter,

“You eackling idiot!" began Johnny

Bull.
“8hush ! murmured Bob, “That
isn't a polite way of nsking a man for

a lift, old bean! Don't tell Coker what
you thlin]-: of him till he's taken me
ACrOSE,

“Let us address him with terrific
politefulness I gaid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh., *Politeness is the procrastina-
tion of princes, as the English proverb
remarks.” And the nabob politely lifted
his straw hat to the grinning Fifth
Form man in the boat. “ Handsome
and esteemed Colker——2

“Eh, what?”' ejaculated Coker.

** Beneficent and philanthropic friend
of the poor, will you have the pre-
posterous bountifulness to give us a
ridiculous lift nmcross to the atrocious

bank " asked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Coker. *“So
that sportsman stranded you on
Popper's Ieland, did he? Ha, ha, hal”

“Have you secn that rotter in our
boat?" exclaimed Wharton,

“Ifave I?” grinned Coker. *I tock the
boat back from him, and it's at the
schoal boathouse mow, if you want ik
I wasn't going to let him steal a boat.”

*Oh, good 1" exclaimed all the Famous
Five together.

That roomy old boat was common

roperty among the five, and they had

een rather anxious about it.

““ Much obliged, Coker,” said Harry,

“The obligefulness 1s absurd [

“"Oh, that's all right,” said Coker,
“Of course, I wouldn't let him steal
your boat! You must have been young
asses to let him %’et away with it. Now
you're stranded! Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker roared again, resting on his
oars, hall-way between the island and
the bank. Ividently Coker was highly
smused.

Instead of stopping, he burst Into a rum.
ass " yelled Ponsonby. ‘‘Stop!’ Clutching the Holiday Annual under his fat arm, Bunter tore on, gasping and gurgling,
his fat little legs going like machinery.

13

““You silly

“Well, give us a lift ecross, will
you?” asked Bob.

“Will 1?” grinned Coker. “No, I
won't! 1I've no use for cheeky fags
who Feppez B Fifth Form man with
peas from a pea-shooter 12

“Don’t be a rotter, Coker "

“Btranded on en island—ha, ha, ha 1*
ronred Coker. “I rather wondered
where he had left you. I fancied you'd
be walking home. But on an island—
ha, ha, ha!" Coker yelled.

The situation seemed to amuse Coker
much more than it did the Famous Five.

“Look liero, you gurgling ass, give
ue a lift I* roared Johnny Bull.

“I'm going up the river,” said Coker.
“1 shall be coming back about tea-time.
If you'ro still there I'll pick you up.
I won't leave you stranded all night.
Ha, ha, ha "

And Coker dipped his oars again, and
ulled and splashed. The chums of thy

emove glared at him in great wrath,
Coker was not really an illnatured
fellow, but he evidently considered 1%
amusing to leave the juniors stranded,
&8 he had found them, He pulled.

Between the island and the bank the
divided current of the Bark ran hard!
Coker pulled, but he made lesa progress
than ever. He made it mmeh by inch—
and indeed, every now and then, when
he ecaught o ernb, he drifted bock a
little down-stream. At this rate Coker
seemed likely to remain for quite a long
time in sight of tho Crusoes of the
island. They improved the shining
hour, sa to speak in telling Coker what
they thought of him.

Coker glared, and grew redder and
redder, lius ears fairly burning, as they
told him. He was anxious to get past,
nnd oaut of hearing, but the current and

(Continued on page 16.)
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hizs style of rowing were against him.
He hung on within hearing, and the
juniors continued to tell him their real,
genuine, veracious opinion of his looks,
his manners, his intellect, and every-
thing that was his, They had a faint
hope that the exasperated Coker might
run in to the island, for vengeance, and
give them a chance of getting hold of
the boat.

But Coker, though not very bright,
was too bright for that. He failed to
make much progress agrinst the currenf,
but he kept his boat well out from the
island. And a sudden idea flashed into
Harry Wharton's mind, and while his
comrades ocontinued to hurl imsults at
Coker he slipped behind a big beech-
tree, that grew close to the water.
Great branches from that beech
stretched over the arm of the river,
reaching nearly half-way to the bank
opposite. One particulaor branch was
right over Coker, ten feet or more above
hizs head. Harry Wharton clambered
up the tree on the side hidden from
Coker and crawled out on that mighty
branch.

“Oh, good egg!” murmured Bob.
“EKeep it up, you men! Ten to one he
won't look uE and spot Wharton| I
eay, Ceker, where did you get that face?
Is 1t & face, or 8 doormat? If it's a
doormat, it must have been trodden on
an awful lot, from its looks! Why
don’'t you wear & Guy Fawkes' mask?
Or perhaps you are wearing one |[*

Coker breathed deep wrath. It waa
really exasperating to huve to listén to
this sort of thing, because the current
in the arm of the river chained him to
the spot—assisted by his style in rowing.
Coker made a strenuous effort, pullin
with terrific foree. Unfortunately, bot
his oars missed the water, with the
startling result that Coker flew over on
his back, feet and oars in the air.

“Ha, ha, ha I shrieked the juniors.

“Qooogh!” gasped Coker dizzily.
“Oh, my hat! Oh crumbs! Ooooghl|”

He scrambled up, in & rocking boat,
drifting downstream. By the time he
had recovered his seat, and his oars, he
was & dozen yards down—and had to

ull up again, which he did slowly and
aboriously, but more carefully. By that
time Harry Wharton had crawled out
to the end of the long branch, which
sagged under his weight, dipping
towards the water. He had to wait
there till Coker pulled vp again.

Coker, of course, had his back to him
as he pulled; and, anyhow, he was not
thinking of the possibility of an assailant
dropping from the Ei-td?.

Breathing hard, red as a rose, Coker
pulled and pulled, and regained the
distance he had lest, and the boat glided
under the extended branch again. The
four juniors on the island watched
breathlessly.

Harry Wharton was preparing to
swing on his hands on the dipping
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branch, to drop into the boat under-
neath, when there came a sudden and
unlooked-for interruption. From =&
ghady path in the wood a hatless-figure
burst at a desperate runm.

It was the man in the check suib
again,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bagged at Last !

ICKY THE SPRAT was having

M en exciting afternoon. Never,

in all his earrer as a smash-

and-grab mercham, had a few

hours been packed so full of incident.

Once more the shop-raider was on the
Tur.

Oblivious of the fact that Ponsonby
of Higheliffe had seen him, and carried
the mews to the hunters, the Sprat had
sat resting by the Three Fishers fence,
after Bunter had left him, for some
time,

He had little or no hope of escape;
but when he felt a little recovered, he
clambered up the Three Fishers fence
and peered over—and was rewarded by
the sight of a police-constable patrollin
the grounds within. He dropped b
very quickly.

It was only a few minutes after that
that he heard the sounds of rustling in
the wood, that told of coming encmies,
and spotted the plump hgure of
Inspector Grimes coming up the lane at
the same time,

And the sheer instinct of the hunted
animal made him take to his heels
n.lgn.in, though with no hope of gettin
clear, unless some very unexpecte
chance turpned up in his favour.

It was towards the river that ke ran
—and on his way he met Joyce, the
keeper, full tilt.

Joyce grabbed at him, but the Bprat
twisted tgaaparn.te]y and got away, and
raced on, with the keeper shouting
almost at his heels,

Breathless, perspiring, with hardly a

run left in his legs, Micky the Sprat
burst out of the wood, on the bank
almost opposite to his first refuge,
Popper’s Island.
" A swift glance up and down the tow-
path showed pursuers breaking from
the wood, in both directions, A glance
across to the jsland showed schoolboys
gtanding there—the schoolboys he had
gtranded, DBut the same glance revealed
Coker's boat—far out from the bank,
but not too far for a hunted man's
desperate epring,

Micky the Sprat did not stop to think
—hands were almost grasping him, He
rushed on across the towpath, and, with
& last desperate effort, bounded out over
the river, and crashed headlong into
Coker’s boat.

He landed there on his hands and
knees, the boat rocking so wildly that
it almost capsized,

Coker stared at him blankly for =
split second—before a second had
wholly elapsed the desperate man was
grasping him, and Coker, taken ?uitﬂ
by surprise, went headlong out of the

AL,

What might happen to Coker in the
river the fugitive had no time to con-
gsider. Coker went under, gurgling, and
came up spluttering,

Micky the Sprat grasped the oars,
Five or six pursuers were on the bank,
staring and shouting.

Only a few seconds were wanted for
the desperate man to get the oars going,
to whiz the boat away round the island
with the current, and make a dash for
the farther bank. But those few
gaconds were not granted him.
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Harry Wharton, on the branch alove,
acted promptly.

He Lad been about to drop in beside
Coker, when Micky the Bprat
appearcd so suddenly and unexpectedly
on the scene. Now he let go the dip-
ﬂp& branch, and dropped in beside

icky the Sprat.

. The boat rocked again under the
impact, lurching so wildly that a rush
of water came over the gunwale.

“Bravo|” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Stop him!” came & TrOBRP
Inspector Grimes on the bank.

Micky the Sprat, taken more utterly
by surprise than Coker liad been, glared
at the echoolboy who had dropped.
apparenily, from the elouds. He
grasped an oar to knock him into the
water,

Harry Wharton dodged under the oar
before 1t could strike, and butted into
the man in the check suit.

Micky the Bprat went over in the
bows of the boat. He crashed down on
ll'ltga back, all the wind knocked out of

im,

Wharton, panting, threw himself on

the gasping rascal.

from

The boat drifted down the current.
Coker was grazping the gunwale. Had
Micky the Bprat been still master of

the situation, Coker's grasp would have
been knocked off fast enough. As it
was, Coker was at liberty to clamber in,
the breathless rascal struggling under
Harry Wharton, Drenched and drip-
ping, Coker gesped and gurgled his way
on board in a pool of water.

“Urrrrggh |17 said Coker. " Grooogh !
Qoooch | That  rotter again—
Oocogh| Trying to steal my boat this
time! TUrrgghl Hold him, kid!
I'm coming I¥

Coker gprawled along the boat. and
added his grasp te Wharton's. The
smash-and-grab man was fairly on his
last lega now, and hardly able to depl
with the junior, who was pinning him
down. As soon as Coker's hefty grasp
was added the game was up.

"“We've got him ¥ panted Wharten.

“I've got him "' said Coker. “ We'll
jolly well run him in this tim inch-
ing a fellow's boat! There's a bobby

My hat, there's three
or four of them| 'That's old Grimes
over there! Look here, get the oars
and pull in, while I hold this sports-
man! I've got him all right [’

“Right-ho!” panted Wharton,

“Go easy ¥ gasped Micky the Sprat,
as Coker settled on his chest. “I give
in, sir—go easy with a bloke [¥

“I'm keeping you safe, my man!”
gaid Coker grimly. *‘Looks to me a3
if you're making s regular trade of

inching fellows’ boats on the river!
g.’uu"re going to be run in for this!"

Wharton pulled to the bank, while
Coker sat on the prisoner. As the boat
nosed into the rushes, twe or ihree

airs of hands seized it and pulled it in,

nspector Grimes reached over and
grasped Micky the Bprat by the coilur.

“ All right now " smiled Mr., Grimes.

wWhat has he done, sir?” asked
Harry.

~ Erjlr:msh-nnd-g'ruh raid in Courtfield
High Street,” answered the inspector.
“One of them got away on a motor-
bike—but thiz man had the IJoot.
Where's that bag you ran sway with,
my man 1"

‘Lost it in the river!™ answercd the
8prat coolly.

The inspector grinned. )

“T'11 believe thot if we don’t find it
anywhere ashore,” he said genially.
“Wrists together, pleas

Click ! .

Coker helped the handeuffed prisoner

on the bank——
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aunt of the boat. He ctepped ashore
with a firm grasp on Micky the Sprat,
and handed him over into the many
hands that were waiting for him,

Micky, now that the game was_in-
dubitably up, took it eoolly—it was just
one of the little mishaps incident to the
career of & smash-and-grab raider,
And he nourished a hope that that fat
obtuse schoolboy in spectacles was 'F.F'Eﬁ
on his way to Lantham and 8kid Smith.
As scon as he was given the name of
““Alfred Parker,” and shown the book,
8kid would know at once what it meant;
he had had that sort of message before,
many & time, If unlj'that Holiday
Annual reached B8kid, the hidden
plunder on Popper’s Island would be
Jifted that very night—and Micky the
Sprat hoped for the best.

In the meantime, he took aflairs
auite coolly.

“Safe now, my manl!” said Mr,
Grimes, genially, beaming with satis-
faction at his capture.

*] helieve you |” assented the Sprat.
“Sorry to give you such & run on a ‘ot
day, sir—all the fault of that il_:auk?
lloke what hooked me off the 155111-.
I hope you've got a taxi handy—I don’t
mind telling you I'm a bit tired.”

Mr, Grimes chuckled.

“You're going to get a long rest,”
he said remssuringly. “ This way!”

Coker of the Fifth turned back to his
hoat as the police moved off up the bank
with the prisoner. He stared as he saw
the hoat shoot away from the rushes,
gnd Wharton sitting at the oars.

“You cheeky fag!” roared Coker, il:l
great wrath, “Bring that boat back!”

IHarry Wharton laughed,

"Won't you lend it to me for five
minutes i he asked,

“ No!"” roared Coker, "I won't!”

“Your mistake, old bran—you will I*
gaid the captain of the Remove cheer-
fully.

And Coker did. HHea really had no
choice about the matter, as the boat was
out of his reach. He glared and
frowned and brandished s wrathful fist,
all of which were passed unheeded by
arry Wharton ss he pulled across to
Paopper’s Island, There Bob Cherry
and Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree
Singh jumped in, and Wharton ferried
them across to the bank.

“What about borrowing the boat to
go home in?"” esked Bob. *“ Coker can

walk.”

“Ha, ha, La!”

" \Well, he seems to have got back our
hoat for us, so we'll let him have his,™
suid Harry, laughing, “Here you are,
Coker I*

The Famous Five jumped ashore.

“You cheeky young scoundrels!”
roared Coker, “Bagging my boat|
I'll jolly well—" Words failed Coker,
end he proceeded to decds.

(Ponsidering that Colker had recovered
their lost boat for them, and that he
had come in very useful since, the
Famous Five were unwilling to give him
what he was asking for. But Coker
was not to bhe denied. A follow who
rucied to the attack, smiting like a
tledgehammer, had to receive what he
acked for. Bo the chums of the Remove
collared Coker on ell sides, and tossed
him bodily into his boat. As the hefty
Horace sprawled in it, DBob Cherry
pashed it off, and it feated out into the
Sark.

Tlen the Famous Five started to walk
baek to Greylriare, Coker's voice fol-
lowing them for quite a long distonce.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Puzzle for Ponl

ILLY BUNTER sat up.
B He set his Eﬁmtacles straight
on his fat, little pose, and

. . blinked at Ponsonby of High-
cliffe in alarm and spprehension.

Ponsonby had landed only one kick,
which had floored the fat Owl of Grey-
friars; but Bunter had expected more
than one—a good many more—now that
Pon hed run him down.

To his surprise, the dandy of High-
cliffe was giving his attention, not to
Bunter himself, but to the Holiday
Annual he had dropped.

. He had the book open, and was star-
ing mto it, page after page—a proceed-
ing that astonished Bunter, could

HAVE YOU HEARD THIS
ONE?

Here's a nutshell story which
earns a SPECIAL PRTZE for
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i Qettin® on all right, eh 7"
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right."”
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of the foot that's In the air, and
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~ Norte.—Address all jokes and
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hardly imagine that Pon had chased
him and run him down, for the purpese
of reading his Holiday Annual; but
that was what it looked like,

Bunter heaved himszelf to his feet at
last. Ponsonby seemed so keen on that
Annual that DBunter could have
escaped easily, and he was tempted to
(lo sa, leaving the book in Pon's hands.
But there were two reasons against it—
one, he had undertaken to show that
book to Mr. Smith at the Black Bull at
Lantham ; the other, it belongaed to Bob
Cherry, who was absolutely certain to
kick Bunter hard if he tummed up at
Greyfriars without it. The second
reason was the morea powerful of the

two.
“I=I say, you know—" stammered

Bunter. *“I say, gimme that book!
Lﬂﬂ?k here, you beast, gimme my book—
sce I
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Ponsonby looked at him,

He wanted that book; but he hed ne
intention of telling Bunter .why he
wanted it. Bunter Enew nothing of the
scribbled message which Pon was sure
it. contained, and Pon desired to leave
him in that state of ignorance, He was
going to keep the book; but even Pon,
young rascal as he was, felt some
qualms about actually bagging a book
by force—such an action was called by
the unpleasant name of stealing. And
it was likely to be followed by un-
pleasant consequences,

" Look here, Bunter, you fat frealk!”

said Pon. "I've been going to get this
book, only they're sold out. T'll buy
thizs Irom you.

“'Tein’t mine,'"” said Bunter. “I
borrowed it from Bob Cherry., I'd sell
it to you if it was mine.”

Pon compreesed his lips. ‘This was
rather unexpected. But he meant to
have the book, and discover the hidden
message in it at his leisure. A hurried
glance through the pages had revealed
nl:rl:hm%' of it.

“Well, look here,” said Pon, "I'll
buy the book from you, and vou can

ay Cherry for the k, and he can

uy enother.”

“You give
Bunter warmly.
to get another.
they're sold out.”

“You eilly ass! He can get one by
ordering it. Anyhow, he can have the
money back. Here it 18.”

_ Billy Bunter blinked at five shillings
in Pon’s palm. Ho was strong
tempted to accept that sum, and invent
a story that he had lost the book to
ratisfy Bob Cherry. But even Bunter
had his limit. He shook his head.

“I want to show that book to some-
body at Lantham,” he said. *You give
it back to me—sea 1"

Ponsonby grinned. Certainly he had
no intention of letting the hitﬁ:!en mes-
sage in the book reach the smash-and-
grab raider's confederate at Lantham,

A straightforward fellow, in the cir-
cumstances, would have told Bunier
how the matter, stood, and taken the
book to the police station for examina-
tion there. But Ponsonby of Highelifie
was anything but straightiorward. He
was, in point of fact, crooked by nature
—the worst fellow at Highcliffe, which
was saying o great deal,

Hchemes were working at the back of
Pon's keen and unscrupulous mind for
turning this strange adventure to Lis
own profit.

Pon was hard up—his favourite gee-
gees had let him down badly of late,
and he was winding up the term in debt
on all sides. All was grist that came
to his mill, and be thought he saw a
chance of some very solid “grist " in
this affair. 8o far ns his conscience
bothered him—which was not very far—
he consoled himself with the veflection
that he was, at least, defeating law-
breakers. -

Bunter held out a fat hand for the
Hﬂ]idﬂ.ﬁ Annual.  Ponsonby coolly
dropped the five shillings into it.

'""Look here[” protested Bunter,

“Take it or leave it,” said Pon.
“Thia book's mine. I've paid you
what it cost. That's fair play.”

“PBut it's Bob Cherry's!” howled
Bunter.

“You can pay him the mones.”

“Hs wouldn’t sell you his book. He
woulin't have anything to do with you.
Helz wouldn't touch you with a bparge-
pole,”

Pon'a brow darkened.

“Get out ! he said.
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me that Dbook!"” =aid
“Bob mayn't be able
You say yourzelf
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“You're not going to Lkeep that
bools ™

“I've paid for it. It's mine now.
Buy another in Courtfield, if you like.
Anvhow, get out!™

“Gimme that book! I say Yar-
coohi! Leave off lkicking me, Yyou
beast I yelled Bunter frantically. _

Ponsonby kicked, and licked again.
Billv Bunfer ceased to argue about the
possession of the book, He fled.

Pon gave him another as he went;
and DBunter fairly flew. He vanished
through the gorse in the direction of
Courtlicld. And Pon sat down on a
grassy bank to examine his prize.

What he expected to find was & mos-
sage scribbled in pencil on one of the
pages, He turned page after page
paticntly, from the first to the last, but
failed to discover any such message.

He lknitted his brows, angry and
puzzled. )

Distinctly ns he watched the man 1n
the check suit sitting beside DBunter
under the fence of the LThree Fishers,
he had sech him with the book open,
and the pencil in his hand. That he
liand written something in the beok, Fon
was assured. Why else had he stipu-
Inted that Bunter should show it to the
man Smith at Lantham?

Pon, of course, had not been imposed
on by tho man’s flimsy story of " young
George.” Even the obtuse Bunter
would not have been imposed on, had
he known that the man was a smash-
ant-grab raider, _

Only for the purpose of conveying a
message could the raider have wanted
Bunter to take that book to Mr. Smith
at Lantham, )

Yet there scemed to be no message in

it.
Had he slipped a written page into
the pages, and had it fallen out since?
Pon was sure not. He would have scen
geuch an action, Besides, the man knew
well enough that a loose paper in ihe
book was very likely to fall out as
Bunter earried it under his arm, It was
not that.

The messape was in the beok itself—
that was a certainty. Yet Pon's keen,
siagching eyes failed (o find any sign
ol 1f.

Once more, from beginning to end, he
turned the pages, scanning each one
carefully as he turned.

There wera marks of Bunter’s grubby
fingers on some of the pages—plenty of
hem. A detective could have traced
that book to Bunter, on the &ngerprint
BYstem.

But there was nothing else to be
found.

Ponsonby wondered whether he had,
after all, been mistaken! But how
could he have been mistaken? The
raider’s purpose in sending the book to
Lantham was as clear as daylight.

There was a message ! Pon believed
that it referred to the plunder the man
Lhad got rid of in his fight| But
whetler it did or not, there was mno
doubt that there was a message—there
could be no doubt! It was a baflling
and perplexing mystery. The writing
was there somewhere—it simmply had to
be tiera! Yet it was invisible!

Invisible! That word Ilcaped into
Pon'’s mind, and he thought that he
understood. Invisible ink !

He jumped at that explanation!

In hLis scanning of the book, he had
not even mnoticed the tiny pencilled
crosses to certain words on a few separ-
ated pages. Had he noticed them, he
wounld never have pguessed that they
implied a sceret code. But invisible
ink seemed a plausible explanation of
the mystery,

He had thnuilht it was a pencil that
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he had seen in the raider’s hand. But
at the distance he might easily have
boen deceived about that detail. No
doubt it was a fountain-pen—with
immvisible ink.

If that was the case, the writing was
there, unseen—but it could be brought
to light by exposing the written page
to heat! Time =and patience were
needed, that was all—and Pon had
plenty of both. He could not set to
work out of doors; and he rose at last,
put the Holiday Annual under his arm,
pnd walked to Courtfield, Bunter had
long ago vanished. Ponsonby was
thinking as he walked into the town,
and in the High Street he dropped into
the post office and made a call on the
telephone, That call was to the police
station at Lantham.

Having got through to the inspector
in charge there nsonby proceeded
to make that official jump.

“You've had news of a smash-and-
Frab raid at Courtfield this afternoon 7"
1we asked.

“Yes! Whe's speaking i

“I've got information for you,” said
Ponsonby, without answering the gues-
tion. “One of the raiders got rway on
a motor-bike. He's in Lantham now."”

“Is he? Who's Epﬂlkinffu

“He's at the Black Bull, under the
name of Smith! You'll find him there
if vou look for him.”

“Who's spealing?™ -

Ponsonby rang off without replying
and left the post office. There was a
puzzled and rather angry inspector at
Lantham police station. But it was cer-
tain that that information would be
acted upon. Even if the Lantham in-
spector suspected that it was a hoax,
he was certain to act upon it, to_the
extent of looking in at the Black Bull
and ascertaining whether a Mr. Smith
was there, and who and what Mr. Smith
was. If, as Pon believed, the man was
the fellow who had escaped on the
motor-bike, he would be in the *'stone
jug ' as soon as the man in the check
suit, In a satisfied frame of mind,
gnlnsu]nhy sauntered on to Highcliffe
chool.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter in Lantham !
BILLY BUNTER stepped out of

the train at Lantham station
and rolled out into Market
Btreet. There he hesitated.
The Pagoda teashop was in sight;
and at the Pagoda they supplied re-
markably good “grub” to any fellow
who could pay for it.
Bunter was in the happy and um-
accustomed state of being able to pay

hirli“ He had.a whole pound note to
11 } D.I'l'l- Fl
Naturally, Bunter was tempted to

ay his first visit fo the Pagoda, and
aave the Black Bull till atterwards.

It was a quarter of an hour's walk to
the Black Bull, too.
But the fat Ow] made an effort

turned away from the Pagoda, an

started for the Black Bull. After all,
that agreeable stranger in the check
suit had tipped him a whole pound to
oblige him in this little matter; and
Bunter had a conscience, of sorts. He
was going to deliver, without delay,
the message from that hiker—Bunter
still believed that the man in the check
suit was & hiker, as he had stated.
Then he would be mnble to setile down
at his case and enjoy life,

The Black Bull was in a rather mean
street at the other end of the market.
There wera generally a few loafers
hanging about the E’iane: but on the
present occasion, as Bunter approached
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it, he discovered that there were more
than o few! In foct, nll the loafers in
the vicinity secmed to have gathered
there, staring.
Bomething, apparently, was going on,
and Billy Bunter wondered what it was.
Bunter had lost no time in getting to
Lantham, But he was quite unaware,
of course, that a telephone message had
beaten him on the way. So far he had
no idea that Mr. Smith at the Black
Bull was anything but a friend of that
very agreeable hiker in the check suit.
olice-constable in uniform stood
outside the building. Quite n crowd
surged round the Dﬁce. Bunter heord
remarks on all Eil:f:‘. _
ot the motor-bike—'

1T

“'I'hl.'}}’*\-'ﬂ ]
“They're after him——
“What's he done?”
“Who i1s he, anyhow 7"
“Name of SBmith "
“Y've seen him | He was staying here

with a friend =

*“He came back without him—I saw
him come in on his jigger early this
afternoon—" _

“What's the trouble—an saccident—
or what "

“Ilis name's Smith——'

“From London, I believe—"

“They came together this morning,
him an Parker—-ﬁm pother man's name
was Parker. I heard them talking in
the bar—"

“Parker ain't here now—

“Bmith is!| They want Bmith for
gomething | They got him in the coflee-
rocm now, asking him questions [

““Here tim}' come {™

Billy Bunter, as he heard these
remarks, and a score more of a similue
kind, round him in the crowd outside
the Black Bull, felt a cold trickle go
down his podgy back.

He hacF arrived there to see Mr.
S8mith—to give him the agrecable
stranger's message, though, owing to
Ponsonby, he was unable to show him
the Holidey Annual es he had promised
to do. That detail, however, scemed a
mattor of little moment to Bunter, who
had not the faintest idea that it was,
in point of fact, the only important part
of the whole business, But it did not
seem likely now that he would be abla
to deliver Alired DParker's message.
Even into Bunter's thick head there
came a suspicion that that agreeable
hiker could not be quite what he had
seemed, now that he found that the
Lantham police were at the Black Bull
after his friend Smith |

He blinked through his big spectacles
gt the liitle party that emerged from
the Black Bull—on which the eyes of
all the crowd were fixed.

A man walked botween an inspector
and & constable., He was not hand-
cuffed, but the constable held his arm.
The man's ferrety cyes roved from side
to side, obviously watching for a chance
to bolt.

Bunter wondered whether that was
Mr, Smith 1

“The t him |"
round the fat junior.

Bunter poked a man near him.

“] say, who's that man?"” he asked.

“Man named BSmith,” was the
answer. “Came heres on n motor-bike
this morning with a friend.”

“Oh erikey !” murmured Bunter.

“You're makineg a mistake,” Bunter
heard Mr. SBmith eay, as the crowd
opened to allow the three to pass. “I've
been nowhere near Courtfield tliis after-
noon.”

“You'll be detained for inquiries—"
the inspector was answering, when Mer.
Bmith, with a sudden jerk, wrenched
his arm away from the copstable and
bolted |

There was a roar at once. The in-
spector and the constable jumped 1n

came & miurmur
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Only a few seconds were wanted for the desperate man to get the oars going, fo whiz the Imnt ri;unﬂ, and make a dash for
the farther bank, But those few seconds were not granied him, Harry Wharton, on the branch above, aeted promptly.
Letting go his hold, he drepped into the boat beside Micky the Sprat !

pursuit, and a score or more peopla
closed round the desperate man and
grabbed at him. It was an utterly
desperate attempt, The rascal had no
chance ! He was grabbed on all sides,
and held, struggling, while the in-
spector and the constable hurried up,
and a moment later he was lmndcuﬂ'eg.
Followed by a buzzing crowd, Mr.
Smith was marched away to Lantham
police station.

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

Evidently he could not deliver his
message now ! Neither did he want tol
Even to Bunter's obtuse brain, it was
clear now that that agreeable lhiker in
the check suit was some rogue who had
made use of him to get a message
delivered to another rogue! The fat
Owl shivered at the ught of his
narrow escape of getting mixed up with
a pair of rascals wanted by the police,
B0 far from desiring to seea Ay, Smith
now, Billy Bunter was only anxious to
keep at a safe distance from that
gentleman.

He rolled away in haste.

His destination was the Pagoda.

It ﬂllﬁhh have occurred to DBilly
Bunter that he had better not use the
pound he had received from a dubious
character. But i1t was now past tea-
time, and Bunter was hungry—fearfull
hungry|!| When Bunter was hungry, all
other considerations \’ﬂ.niﬁhﬂcf into
nothingness,

He rolled into the Pagoda. There, he
dismissed the man in the check suit
and Mr. Bmith from his mind. He was
done with them, anyhow. He devoted
his whole attention to much more
important things.

iches are said to take unto them-
galves wings, and fly away, Certainly
Bunter's pound was not long in flying.

A pound seemed quite a lot of maney
for a fellow to spend on a little feed at

a teashop. But it was not really a lot
when a fellow ordered expensive things
right and left.
unter caleulated carefully as he pro-
ceeded, and he made his little bill come
to exactly a pound, He had not had
enough, of course; still, Lie felt that he
had done rather well. He finished the
feed with several shilling ices, and was
tempted to have a few more. They were
rateful and comforting on a hot day.

@ still had the five shillings that
Ponsonby had fairly forced on him in
exchange for Bob Cherry’s Annual.

Bunter considered the matter—and
hesitated. He had refused—distinetly
refused—to sell a book that did not
belong to him. It was Boh's hook, and
Bunter had refused to sell it to Pon,

Pon had taken it, and given him the
five shillings it had cost Bob, by the
strong liand. Bunter turned it over in
his fat mind whether, in the circum-
stances, he might not regard that five
shillings as & loan from Pon, and expend
it on tuck!

Had he been still hungry there was
no doubt how he would have decided the
problem. But, though he had not had
enough—Bunter seldom or mnever had
enough—he had undoubtedly placed
himself outside a rather extensive feed,
He manfully resisted the temptation to
“blow ” Pon's five shillings on further
supplies, and rolled out of the Pagoda,
fat and sticky and happy, and took the
train back to Courtfield,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Pon Stands Bunier a Taxl |

ad !”

Gn.dahygand Monson stared
. at Pon. His occupation sur-
prised them. The two Highcliffe fellows

were strolling out after tea to walk inte
Courtfield and see the " pictures,”

They came on Ponsonby on the rpad,
walking slowly towards Higheliffe, with
a book open in his hands, epparently
reading as he walked. They were eur-
prised to see Fpon reading at all—it
was not much in his line—and still more
surprised when they observed that the
rather large volume in his hands was
the Holiday Annual. Pon’s reading,
when he read at all, was generally a
pml%ﬁape:* about horses.

“*What on earth have vou got there ?”
asked Monson.

“What are you up to?” inguired
Gadsby.

Pon glanced at them over the book,
and grinned,

“I'm not readin’,” he answered.
“I'm lookin’ for somethin’. Come in
with me, and I'll tell you all about it.”

“We're goin' to the picturesl Why
didn't you come in to tea 7"

“I've been rather busy!” grinned
Pon. “Thera's somethin’ in this book—
{nir:.‘nrﬂjfhan meets the eyel I'll tell you
ater.

And Pon, with a nod, walked on, still
scanning the pages of the Holiday
Annual as he went. Gadsby and
Monson, puzzled, continued on their wav
ta Courttield. The picture house was
near the railway station, and as they
passed the latter edifice a fat figure
cama rolling out, with big spectacles
flashing back the rays of the summer
Eun.

“(rreyfriars ead !” remarked Aloneon.

"Fat Jack of the Bonehouse ! ob-
served Gadsby,

Billy Bunter blinked round at them.
Those remarks, from the Highcliffa
fellows, would have caused trouble had
the hearer been any of the Famous Five,
or a fellow like Toddy, or Squiff, or
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Smithy., But Bunter was a {ellow whom
it was safe to ﬂhilf: .

He rolled on a little faster, anxious to
get away from the Higholiffiaps. He
wasg still feeling a lmﬁe:m twingo
whers Pon's boot had landed that after-
noon, and he did not want any more
of the same from Pon's chums.

Gadsby winked at Monson, and they
walked after Bunter. The pictures could
wait, while they extracted a little fun
from this fat fellow, ‘who was evidently
too funky to give trouble.

“How does he carry it all about?”
asked Monsom i .

“Goodness knows 1” said Gadsby., “1
should think he would get along casier
if he turned over and rolled !”

“What about turnin’' him over and
rollin’ him "

“Good egg!” )

Billy Bunter quickened his pace, Re-
marks like these were neither grateful
nor comforting, and he was anxious to
get away. DBut the two Highcliffians
quickened thn::’dpanﬂ also.

Bunter blinked round =t them.

“1 say, you fellows, lemme alone,”
he saidt “You wounldn't be so ]Dli_‘i"
cheeky if Bob Cherry was here 1"
ué}a sby’s reply was to tip Bunter's hat

“Beast !” roared Bunter,

He pl after his hat, recaptured
it, and rolled en. The grinning young
rascals walked behind him. 3

Bunter blinked round several times,
and observed them in the rear. He was
growing alarmed.

In Courtfield High Street he was safe
from a ragging, with plenty of I:i:w:-:q:nla
about. ut tween Courtfield and
Grevfriara lay o long country road,
aoross the common, and there the hap-
less Owl would be at the mercy of the
Highcliffians.

Bunter ad no fancy for being turned
over and rolled, even if it was, as
Gadsby suggested, an easier way for
the fat junior to get along. He slowed
down. _ _ .

Gadsby immedistely walked into him
from behind.

“Ow | Gerraway !” gasped Bunter, as
Le staggered. . '

“What are you blockin' up the Iprs:e-
ment for 7" demanded Gadsby. “ au]:--
pose you know that a fellow can't walk
round you? Too far to walk.”

“You cheeky beast |” Eﬁﬂed Bunter,
and he rolled on again, with the High.
cliffians following.

It was clear that the two young
rascals intended to follow him out of the
town, and give him “beans" on the
lonely common. They were in a mood
for mischief, and Bunter was an easy
fellow to rag. More and more uneasy
the fat Owl felt as he rolled on.

When the n common came in sight
at the end of the street, Billy Bunfer
halted. A blink round showed him that
Gadsby and Monson were still just
behind, He simply dered not walk
across the common with those fwo young
sweeps on his trail.

Turning, he rolled back up the High
Street. (Gadsby and Monson turned and
followed; easily reading the alarmed
thoughts of the fat Owl, and quite en-
jn%'[‘ing the situation. .

here was & crowd outside Mr,
Lazarus' shop, staring at the scene of
the smash-and-grab raid of a few hours
before. Billy Bunter joined them, and
loitered about for ten minutes or so,
hoping that Gadsby and Monson would
%e tived of the game and clear off,

ut Gadsby and Monson loitered also.

Billy Bunter rolled back towards the
:mlwu.l:: station. . )

He had made up his fat mind.

He hated the idea of walking across
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the common, snyhow. Much rather
would he have & taxi. Now he
gimply dared not walk across the
common. He was going to lake a faxi
—and Punﬂﬂﬂll_]]"ﬂ_t five shillings were
gomng to pay Ior it

Bunter Pfat that he really had mno
choice in the matter—and 1f Pon did
not like it he could lay the blame on his
playful friends.

Qutside the station was a cab-rank.
Billy Bunter stopped there, and signed
to a taxi-driver.

“Oh, pgad!” chuckled Gadsby.
“We've made him take a taxi! He's
too jolly scared to walk!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Monson.

Billy Bunter blinked round at them.
They were immensely entertained by
the idea that he was put to the expense
of a cab fare on their account., In the
circumstances, however, Bunter con-
si_genad that the laugh really was on his
pide.

“] &say, you fellows,” squeaked
Bunter, “give Ponsonby a message for
me, will you? Tel] him I'll let him have
that Gve shilli ack next term.”

Gadsby and Monson stared at him,

“What are you babblin' about, you Iat
ass?” asked Gadsby.

* 1 met Ponsonby this afternoon on the
common,” explained Bunter; “he lent
me five shi]lmFal Tell him I'll settle
after the hols.’ ] :

And Bunter stepped into the taxi,
leaving the Higholiffe fellows staring,
unable to makeﬂenﬂ or tail of what he
had told them. i

The taxi rolled awey with the Owl of
the Remove. .

“What did the podgy piffler mean,
Daddf'?” asked Monson.,

“Blessed if I know! Let's get to the
pictures—we can't raﬁ him in a taxil

And they went to the pictures,

Bunter, fat and comfortable, rolled off
to Greyiriars in the taxi. Fon—cer-
tainly without intending it—was stand-
ing him that taxi, which was rather an
entertaining thought to William George
Bunter,

Bunter, in the taxi, reached the gates
of Groyfriars as five rather tired fellows
reached them from another direction,
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the fat
junior as he alighted from the cab.

Bunt‘ﬁr hpuc}? ﬂlﬂh tu.FIL-drI\'E-I} _and

rinned cheerily at the Famous Iive.
K Been robbing s bank!” asked Bob
Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—" )

“Well, you fat villain, where did you
get a taxi fare from? You were stony
when we saw you laat.” )

“Some fellows can afford to hu-?
taxies,” said Bunter loftily. *“And i
guppose a friend can lend me five
shillings, if he likes.”

“ Poor old Mauly " said Johnny Bull,

“It wasn't Mauly !” snapped Bunter.
“As it happens, it was Pon—"

“Pon ! ej:muiatnd the Famous Fiva
together. 5

“yez: I met him this afternoon,” said
Bunter carelessly. “He lent me five
bob. I say, you fellows, there’'s been
a smash-and-grab reid in Courtfield this
efternoon.” .

“Not really?” grinned Bob.

“Yes; I saw the hole in Lazarus’
plate-glass window. They were sayin
thet & man got away with & hu%ful o
stuff,” said Bunter. “You fellows
never hear anything.”

The Famous Five chuckled. As &
matter of fact, they knew rather more
about that affair than Billy Bunter did,

“Where's my ‘Holiday Annualf’”
asked Bob. *1 suppose you didn't eat
it i

“Oh, Pon's got it!" said Bunter,

“Pon's got my Holiday Annuall =
yelled Bob.

“Yes: he grabbed it away from me
on Courtfield Common. I put up a
terrific ight,” said Bunter, blin at
the astonished juniors. “I fancy Fon's

t a black eye. I think his noso 1s

roken, too. looked a wreck when
I had done with him. But—but he
.Eﬂhd with your Holiday Annual, old

p."

Bob Cherry took the fat Owl by a fat
ear.

“That won't wash, Bunter,” he said
quietly. “ Ponsonby's every kind of a
worm; but he's not a thief—anyhow,

not of Holiday Annusls. What huve
you dome with my book!”

“Ow "

“ Where is it 7" roared Bob,

“Wow 1"

“Have you lost it 1"

*Yow-ow "

“By gum, I'll jolly well—"

“What is thia?” A sharp voice broke
in—that of Mr. Quelch—the master of
the Remove. “Kindly do not make a
disturbance at the school gates, Cherry.
Take fifty lines!”

Mr. Quelech and Mr, Prout had re-
turned from their walk. Mr. Quelch
was looking m little cross. Prout was
looking as if he was melting. For some
miles ch had had to accommodate
his pace to that of Prout, which was
about that of a very old fatigued snail.
Bob let go Bunter's ear quite suddenly
at the voioe of his Form master.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” he stammered.

Mr. Quelch frowned and walked in
at the gates. Mr. Prout puffed and
panted, and waddled in. And Bunter
rolled in under the wing of his Form
master, rubbing his fat ear. Inguiry
into the matter of the missing " Holiday
Annual ¥ had to be postponed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Annual !

ORD MAULEVERER groaned.
I “Hikin',” he said faintly,
“Hiking |” exclaimed
Wherton,

“Good gad!”

“The hikefulness iz the proper caper
in the glorious and ridiculous summer-
time,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Tt will do you good, Mauly,” said
Frank Nugent.

Groan ! : :

“You'll enjoy it no end,” said Johnny
Bull,

Groan | .

There was & chuckle in Study No. 12
in the Remove. After prep that evening
the Famous Five had called in at that
study to see Mauly; but Mauly, gener-
ally glad to see the cheery Co., did not
seem inspirited on this occasion. .
bare idea of hiking roused feelings in
the breast of his lazy lordship, which
could only be expressed by groaning.
So he groaned. _—

“"We're going on a jolly o ike,™
snid Bob. & I;ﬁ orgeous, Mauly! No
good tellinq a bloated millionaire like

ou that it's cheap. But think of the

ealth and the fun.”

* But—but hikers hike on foot,” said
Mauly,

“Generally,” nssented Bob. “0Of
course, they would hike on their heads
if they wanted a change. But it's usual
to hike on foot.”

“Ha, ha, hal” L

“[—I suppose & man couldn't hike in
a car?” suggested Mauly. "If you fel-
Jows like to hike in a car, I've got a
car at home—"

“ Fathead 1" i

“JIt's more comfy in & car,” suggesied

(Continued on page 22.)
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Beﬁ-l There's a real
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MICKY THE SPRAT!

(Continued from page 20.)

Lord Mauleverer. “I like Hikin’ all
right, of coursc—splendid idea !—bub
T'd rather hike sittin’ down. Let's bave
the car. and it's & go!”

113 AEH !!l :

“We'll ix up a etarting-place, and
meet  there,” said Harry Wharton,

“And we want you to come, Mauly.
You'll enjoy it no end when you get
guing.”

(zroan !

“ Think of walking thirty miles in a
dav—" said Bob encouragingly.

{zroan !

“ And camping under a haystack at
night——"

(aroan ! _

“And all sitting round under one
wmbrella when it rains—"

Groan !

“And baking in the sun—"

Groan!

*“And cuuking your own grub on 3
paraffin stove !”

Groan ! ”

“\We'll make Mauly coock—"

“¥a, ha, ha!” _

“OL gad!” said Mauleverer. “Th1}a
is worse than Bunter, Bumter says he’s
comin' with me for the hols, and 1
don't see how I'm goin’ 'tu‘atugil him.
I thought that was the limit. But 1t
wasn't. This is”

Bob Cherry burst into a chortle.

“Js Bunter coming with you for the
hols, Mauly?”

“Yans, He says 50, anvhow.”

“Then come on the hike.
Bunter on a hike !”

Lord Mauleverer sat up and smiled.
The mental picture of Billy Bunter on
a hike seemed to cheer hini, 3

“ Bunter wouldn’t stick it,” he said.
“He would drop off after the first mile.
Dashed if I don’t]l I'll come!” )

“Done!” said the Famouns Tive
together, ] .

“0f course, & fellow might bring a
car, in—in case it was wanted,” added
Lord Mauleverer cautiously. “And—
and s fellow might bring his man—
what? My man, Chivers, 1s o very use.
ful man.” ]

“Bring 'em both,” eaid Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, good[” _

“And we'll send your man home in
FOUr CAT——"

I'I-'n_h 1”‘

“Ha, La, ha!"

“But—but I say—" proteited Lord
Maunleverer, . .

“That’s all right; it's settled,” said
Bob. “Now; you men, let’s and dig
up Bunter, The fat villain’s been
dodging me ever since we came in;_ but
we shall catch him safter prep. He's
got to cough up my Holiday Annual."

And the Famous Five left Stud
No. 12, leaving Lord Mauleverer with
a very thou Etiul expression on his
face., He liked the company, of the
cheery Co,, and he liked the idea of
spending the summer holidays with
them. Eut he did not lilie the idea of
excriion.

Hiking with & Rolls car and a valet
seemed to Mauly an improvement on
the scheme; but evidently it was an
improvement that was not going to be
adopted. Still, there was balm in
Gilead, so to epeak. Billy Bunter had
fastened on the good-natured, long-
geuffering Mauly for the holidaya. And
if it was a hike, there was a pgreat
ri\]mhnhlllty that Bunter would drop off

efore the hike hed gone very {far.
That made the idea of a hike rather
attractive.

Tue Micxer Lipraey.—No. 1,331

Fancy

Leaving Mauleverer to his medila-
tions, the Famous Five went down the
Remove passage to Study No. 7. In
thag study prep was over, and Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton were gong
down, and Billy Bunter was taking a
rest in the study armchair. He was
calling out to Peter as the Famous Five
arrived.

“I say, Toddy, if you see that beast
Cherry, tell him I'm gone to Queich's
study, will you ¥

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Cherry, Bunter has gone to Quelch’s
study,” he said. “There he is, sitting
in the armchair and saying so.”

“Ha, La, ha!”

Toddy walked away, and the Famous
Five crowded into Study No. T.

Billy Bunter blinked at them uneasily,

“I—I say, you fellows! I'm afraid
I've got mo time now,” he said. “I've
gpot to get along and see Mauly, I'm
going with Mauly for the hols, you
know.”

“We know,” chuckled Bob,

“The knowfulness is terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Blessad if I see anything to cackle
at! 1 say——" .

“Where's my Holiday Annual?Z in-
gquired Bob,

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I told you that
Pon grabbed it| If you want it, you'd
better go over to Higholiffie and ask
Pon for it."”

“ Now, look here,” said Bob. “I want
that book! I paid five shillings for it,
and I can't afford to chuck away fve
bob! Where is 11"

“I tell you that Pon—"

“And you told us that Pon lent you
five shillings!” said Bob. “The two
varns don't seem to fit together, old
fat bean."

“The—the fact is

“Cough it np!” :

“'The—the fact is, Pon grabbed it,
pnd—and—and he said he’'d pay for it,”
stammered Bunter, “ He shoved five bob
into my hand, and—and kicked me, and
—and snaffled the book |”

“What utter rot!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “If Pon wanted a Holiday Annual,
he could buy one at the bookshop in
Courtfield.”

“He said they were sold out,” said
Bunter. “ ﬂhuw. he did! I told him
I couldn't sell him Bob Cherry's book—
and—and—and so I—I—I took the five
bob as & loan, see”

111 “Thﬂ.-ﬂ.'-t ?_l.l

“I had to have a taxi from Courtfield.
Those beasts Gadsby and Monson were
following me! Of course, I shall pay
Pon back,” added Bunter, with dlgmtz.n
“I'm expecting a postal order—’

Bob Cherry picked up the inkpot
from the table. )

“Where's my Holiday Annual?” he
asked.

“I tell you Pon's got itl” yelled
Bunter. “Don't you believe me, you
silly ass?" .

*Believe you? Not quitel What have
yvoul done with it 7"

“1 tell you—yaroooh |” roared Bunter,
as the ink began to trickle. “Ow! Keep
that ink away, you beast | Pon's got it!
I'll swear—2 )

“If you do, we'll jolly well bump
Tou 1#2 .

“] mean, I'll swear Pon's got it!”
velled Bunter. “If you drip that ink
over me—grooogh! Oh, you beast, it's
gona in my mouth! Gurrrrrgggh!”

“%“' hn'hha!::; h! W hi

“Urrgggh! Gurrr urrgggh 1™

"Wharegs my Hn:uiiE y _Annuafg” in-
quired Bob. *“I'll kcep this game uﬁa“
long.as you do, Bunter| You can have
all the ink!™

“Urrrrggh |

gug -

L]

Grooogh! Gug-gug-

THE MAGNET

Billy Bunter sguirmed out of the arm-
chair, and made a rush to escape.
Johnny Bull eaught him by a fat ear,
and jerlkked him back. There waz a
bumip and & roar as Billy Bunter landed
on the study foor.

“Yaroooh I"

“Turn him over,” said Bob. *“Hand
me that fives bat | I can’'t make the fat
idiot out, but we'll get the truth out of
him, if a fives bat will do it.”

“Ow! Wow! Keep offf? shrieked
Bunter, “I tell you Pon's got ii—he
took it away from me on Courtheld
Common—yarooooch| Ie gave me the
money for it! Look here, I'll pay you
the five bob—"*

““Bhell ‘cut, then!?

i | mean, when my postal order
comes——

Whack!

““W hoooooooaop |2

Whack! Whack

“Yow-ow-ow-ow " .

“Now where's my Holiday Annual?®

asked Beb
“Oh lor’! Oh crikey! Wow! T tcll
vou Pon’s got it | The beast kicked me,

aend took it away!"’ groaned Bunter.

The Famous Five stared at him.
Amazing as the story was, they could
not help realising that Bunter was,
sgainst all probability, telling the
truth! Neither the inﬁ nor the fives
bat had cgused him to vary the tale;
so they ecould only conclude that it was
true.

“Mind,” said Bob warmingly, “I'm
gpoing over to Highcliffe to-morrow
morning for my Holiday Annual. That
means a row if you're lying, Bunter!™

“0Ow! DBeast! I tell you Pon took
it saway from me!” groaned Bunter,
“He made me take the the five bob—"

“Leave it at that, then,” said Dob.
“1f Pon gave wyou five huia, that's his
own affair; I know I'm jolly well going
to have my book back, and I'll jolly
well punch his head, too, for his cheek
in taking it. You shouldn’t have let
him take it!"

“I—I fought like a—a tiger—'

“ Br-r-r-rr-r I

The Famous Five left Btudy No. T,
leaving Bunter to dab at the ink,

What the strange affair meant, they
did not know; but they knew one thing,

and that was that in the morning they
were going to call on Ponsonby at High-
cliffe School and make him hand over

Bob's Holiday Apnual. On that point,
at least, there was no doubt |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby’s Little Scheme [

44 RATTERS, old bean !” said the
G Caterpillar gravely.
Ponsonby stared at him.
Pon was standing in_ his
study dooway at Highcliffe, with a book
under his arm, waiting for Gadsby end
Monson to join him in the study. Rupert
de Courcy came along and stop to
nod and emile and make that remark.

“What the thump do you mean, you
ass " asked Ionsonby.

The Caterpillar made a gaatura to-
weards the volume under Pon's arm.

“] paid gratters, and I mean grat-
ters,” he remarked lazily. " Your taste
is improvin’, Pon! I see you've got a
Holiday Annual therel 611_11:45 B nice
book—but hardly in your line, what?
Your taste generally runs to a pink
paper about gee-gees! May I, as &
friend, hope that this improvement 1a
goin’ to be permanent?’’

Ponsonby scowled, and put the volume
hastily behind him.
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¢ Where's my Holiday Annual ? ** asked Bob Cherry, holding the inkpot over Bunter’s fat head. *°I tell you ronsonby's

got it ! ** yelled Bunter.

“Don’t you believe me?”* ** Not quile! What have you done with it ? *
yarooh ! *’ roared the fat junlor, as the ink began to trickle. “* If you drip that

“X tell yon—

ink over me—grooogh ! Oh, you beast !

It’s gone into my mouth ! Gurrrrrrgggh ! ' *“ Ha, ha, ha | ** laughed the Famous Five,

“0Oh, don't be a he
snapped. . .

“Billy poats,” said the Caterpillar,
“are like poets—born, not madel Eo
I ean’t help it, any more than you can
help bein’ & shady blighter, old bean|
Franky, old tulip.¥ =~ He turned to
Courtenay, tho captain of the Higheliffe
Yourih, who came down the Fourth
Form passage, ‘*Ilold on, an’ hear the
good news! Pon bein' your cousin, it
will buck you up " _

“Eh, what!” said Courtenay, stop-
ping.

“Let Fravnky see the hook, Pon—why
aro you hidin' jt? ].*"runl-c‘jy, Pon’s
chuckin’ up pink papers, and takin' io
Holiday Annuals! Ain’t you glad to
hear 1t 72

“Very—if it’s true,” said Courtenay
dryly.

“Here come Gaddy and Monson,”
eaid the Caterpillar, as those two youths
appeared in the ofting. * Have you men
heard the goed news?! Fon's takin® u
gpood and improvin' literature, an
chuckin’ pink papers! I'll tell you what
—let's all sit round and read that ex-
cellont book together——"

Gadsby and Mounson grinned, and
went into thoe study. The Caterpillar’s
yermnarks were ent short by the slam of
the door.

“RBad manners,” sald De Courcy,
chaking lis head, as lie stared at the
ghut door. *S8hockin’ bad manners,
Tranky, what? Shall we go in an’
teach l'on manners ™

“0l, come on, and let him ript”
answercd Courtenay, and he seized his
chum by the arm and walked him away
to the stairs,

Fousonby laid the IToliday Annual
on his study table. Gadsby and Monson
stared at it. It was the same volume
that they had scen Ion scanning in the

silly goat,”

road: and his interest in it was a
puzzle to them,

“Did you blow five bob on that?”
asked Gadsby.

"YEE !1#

“More ass you,” said Gadsby. “It’s
not a new copy | Look at those grubby
finger-marks all over it.”

“Bunter’s left his trade mark on it,”
said Pumnnh:f. )

“You didn't buy it from Bunter?™
asked Monson, staring.

“1 did I

“Ta that what the fat idiot meant by
what he said to ust?" asked Gadsby.
“He told us to tell you he'd gettle the
five bob you lent him after the hols,”

“1 never lent him fve hob, I gave
him five bob for this book,” answered
Pon, “He told me it belonged to Bob
Cherry, and I gave him the money to
give to that rotter for it. He can get
another copy.” .

“If he touches the tin!" grinned
(Gadsby. “It mayn’t reach him, m
Bunter's hands !
~ “That’s his look-out!
it, and it’s mine.”’

“Blessed if I make you out! If you
wanted it, you could buy & new copy,”
gaid the mystified Gaddy. “Did you
specially want a copy with the marks
of Dunter's grubby paws all aver it 1"

“If you'll shut up a minute, and usa
vour ears instead of your chin, I'll ex-
plain ! said Ponsonby impatiently.

Gadsby and Monson settled down in
armchairs with cigarettes, and Pon pro-
ceoded to tell the strange tale of the
afternoon’'s happenings, His friends
listened in wonder.

“My only hat!” said Gadshy when he
had finished. *“I've heard that they got
the smash-and-grab man on the river,
and the other man at Lantham, Then
Hl wa?"realljr through you that they got

2m 1

I've paid for

“They're both safe now,’” said Pons
sonby coolly. * Neither of them will be
looking for the loot from Lazarus' for
g year to come at leagt. That loot will
stay where the smash-and-grab sports-

man parked 1t 1"
‘“Where's that, I wonderi" said
Mons=on,

“We can find out.”

“You fancy there's a clue to it in that
Holiday Annual1”

“I'm absolutely certain of it. I've
told you what the man did end said—
and it ean't mean anything else.” Pon
tapped the Holiday Annual with his
slim forefinger. *“The tip's in this book
—and we've got to find it 1"’

“ But haven't you locked—"

_ “OF coursc 1 have, ass; I've searched
it through a dozen times or more! Ile
must have used invisible nk."

“Oh!" said Gaddy and Monzon
together,

_ “The usual way of makin' invisible
ink show up is to hold the book to the
fire,” said Pon. “Get a fire goin'.”

“Some job!"' said Gadsby., “There
must be two or three hundred pages—"

“It’'s worth it. I've heard that the
ﬂmller and things taken from

zarus' shop are worth more than hLive
hundred pounds.”

Cadshy and Monson stared fixedly at
Cecil Pansonby.

“Are you mad "' asked Gadshy. “I
know you're not very particular, Pon—
but even yvou can’t be thinkin' of hand-
lin’ stolen goods? Why, you silly ass,
they'd send vou to chokey along with
those two rotters if you did anythin’ of
the kind—if you touched so much as a
watch or a ring in the lat——"

“Don't be a bigger focl than you can
help, Gaddy! Of course, I don’t mean
anythin' of the kind."

Tae MacsET Lippary.—No. 1,331
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“ Then what the thump do you mean 7"’
demanded Gadsby uneasily. “ You ought
to have taken the book to the police
station if you think it contains & tip to

the loot.”

“Tll tell you what I mean! That
smash-and-grab @an covered miles and
miles before they got him—in the woods,
uP and down the river, all over the

ace. He seems to have given them a
ong run for their mnneirl. He's not
likely to tell therr where he parked the
stuff ; the fact that he hid it at all shows
that he means to keep it dark., Of
course, he wented to get word to his pal
to lift it. And when he finds that his
pal has been snaffled, too, what do you
think his idea will bet To leave it
where it lies till he comes out of
chokey 1"’

“1 suppose so. But what—"'

"'Thﬁ}'ﬁl search for it—with miles and
miles to search, Will they find it in a
burry without a cloe?”

- B}rut vou think you've got & clue—""

“Talk sensel What know I'm
keepin' to myself! Will they find it in
a harry without & clue

“Hardly! Weeks, or months very
likely, if they find it at all. But what’s
the sense of keepin' it dark, if you can
find out where to gut. your finger on
it 7" demanded Gadsby.

“I'm goin' to wait for the reward.”

“ The—the reward I'"

“Five hundred pounds’ worth of stuff
—and the loss fallin’ on old Lazarus, or
an insurance company! When they've
hunted for it for about a week they're
certain to offer & reward. It's always
done.”

“Oh gad |"

“Fifty pounds at least—that’s only ten
l:ulzr ‘;E‘Pt' or less. Now do you see the
idea

“Well, my Aunt Julianal” said
Monson, staring.

Evidently Cecil Ponsenby had thought
the matter out and secen a handsome
profit for himself in the transaction.

#]—T7 gay, that's sailin’ pretty near the
wind, isn’t it1"’ asked Gadsby uneasily.
“A man's bound to tell what he
knows—"

“Nobody knows that I know anythin’,
so that's all right. Bunter mever even
saw the man scribble in the book. Ho
hasn't the faintest ides why I wanted
it, We simply sit tight till the reward's
out;, then—by sheer accident, of course—
we drop on the stuff and unecarth if.
1'm lettin’ you fellows into it as my pals,
but it’s not goin' any further.”

Gadsby whistled. )

“ ]I suppose it's all right,”" he said.
“We don't touch the stuff. It's a bit
thick, though."

“What rot | Fifty pounds isn’t picked
up every day,” said Ponsonby; *“and
the JIr-auillrlan.rr.i will be that much when it's
ont.”’

“Jf that man talks, now they've got
him—"*

“Tf he does, it's all washed out, of
course. But I fancy he won’t, Now,
get the fire goin’ and let's see if we can
spot any invisible writin' in the book."

Neither Gadshy nor Monson seemed
quite easy about Pon’s cunning scheme.
But they made no demur, and a fire was
lighted in the study grate, When it had
burned up, Pon opened the book at the
first page, exposing it to the heat.
Gadsby and Monson sat and watched
him. The paper scorched, but no sign
of writing camn to light. Pon turned to
the next, and then the next.

" That's goin' to take some time, Pon,
with a book that size!"” remarked
Gadsby, with a yawn.
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confains many hours of foscinating entertainment. Exciting
yarns of breathless adventure in the Wild Wesi—blood-tingling
tales of High Seas piracy and bucconeering—gripping delective
yarns—enough to keep you happy through many o rainy day.
Make sure of them oll—ask for them by their numbers.

No. 393 UNDER THE
BLACK FLAG

2ni] with the buccapeers of the Main
—gearch for hidden treasure—share
all the thrills mnd blood-curdling
adventure of pirate days in this vivid,

snibrulling yarn!
By John Bredon.

No. 394 PERIL RANCH

Thera's a new life ahead for Rex
Charters and his pal Ben In the
great North-West—and grim danger
dogging them at every stepl Bhare
ronsing excitement with them in this
splendid story

10

By Darvid Gleodwin
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No. 395 THE ISLAND
OF SLAVES

A magnificent yarn ol Britain's Red
Sea patrol, with two dauntless chums
of the Navy, fighting the ruthless
master-mind behind the slave trade!l

By Stanion Hope.

No. 396 SEXTON BLAKE
AT THE VARSITY

A powerlul story of brilliant detective
work, peril and bafling mystery at
Oxford, setarring Sexton Blake—under-
grad! It will grip you from start to

finish.
By Fohn Andrews
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Now on Sale at all Newsagenis !

THE MAGNET

“We'll Ieave you to it, old bean,”
said Monson, rizing.

Pon roso from before the fire with =
flushed, heated face. The task was not
a specially agreeable one on & warm
sumMmer’'s evening.

“You won't " he said. “If you're in
this with me you're pnin' to take your
turn | Here you arel"

“Oh gad I

Not very willingly Monsen took a
turn; then Gadsby took a turn; then
Pon took a turn again. Twenty pages
or more wore ecorched without reosult,
By that time all three were fed-up with
the tiresome task, There was a tap at
the door, end Ponsonby shut the book
hurriedly as it opened and tie Cater-
pillar looked in.

“ What the dickens do you
barked Pon irritably.

“ Nothin', old bean!" answered the
Caterpillar amiably. “ Just looked in to
mention that it’s dorm, and a prefect is
ml:_!uirm‘ for you.”

[ Dh I'.Il

The CatﬂrTi]lar lounged away. Ion-
gonby put the IToliday Annual on his
bookshelf.

“Plenty of time to-morrow,” he said.

And the Holiday Annual, its scerck
gtill unrovealed, was left in Pon’s study,
and Pon & Co. went to bed,

— o — ———

want?"

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Means Business !

8AY, you fellows—"
“(et a move on 1"

ié
I “1 think I'd rather not come,"
*“Think again '’

“T.ook here, you beast—"

“Take Lis other ear!” sald Deb
Cherry. r
“Ow I"” roared Bunter. “Legpo! I'm

coming, ain’t 17 I—1—I want to come |
Leggo my car, you beast!”

And Bunter came |

It wng the following day, and morn-
ine classes wcre over at Greyiriars
School. There was plenty of time to
hike over to Higheliffo and get back
hefore dinner, and the Famous Iive as
soon as they were released from the
Form-room headed for the bikeshed,
taking the fat Owl with them.

Billy Bunter preferred not to accom-
pany them. A bike ride in & hot sun
was no catch to Bunter; also, he thought
it possible that there might be a row
nucl} perhaps & ragging at Iligheliffe.
But Bunter's [ﬁ-esunca Was Necessary, as
it was from Bunter that the Holiday
Annual had beon taken.

“J say, you fellows, my bike’s pune-
tured,” said Bunter., “You never
mended thosze punectures for me, Bobl
I've asked you lots 'of timeal Now I
can’t ride the jigger.”

“That's all right;
Toddy's bike for you."

“T don't like Toddy's bike—""

“The likefulness of tho esteemed
Bunter is a matter of terrific unimport-
ance,’”’ remarked Hurree Jamset llam
Singh.

i Bcﬂst !II

Hearry Wharton & Co. wheeled out the
machincs and started for Higheliffe,
Bunter perched on Toddy’s bike. ‘The
fat junior gasped and groaned all tho
way, and was in a melting state by tho
time Highcliffe School wes reached.
There the bikes were left at tho porter’s
lodge, and Harry Wharton & Co. walked

we've borrowed

All the Famous Five were in a deter-
mined mood, and Bob Cherry's usually
sunny face was grim. What Pon’s
motive could possibly have been, none of
them could guess—or begin to guess,
But they had no intention whatever of



EVERY SATURDAY

letting him *“get away ™ with such high-
handed proceedings. Tho fact that he
had handed Bunter tho price of the book
did not alter the fact that he had taken
Bob's property by force—and the money
had mnever reached the owner of that
property.  Not that Bob would have
touched it. He wanted no dealings of
any sort with the ead of Higheliffe,

_Bo far as he could see, Pon had acted
like a bLullving nss, with no motive
exeept to display cheeky impudence to-
wards Greyfriars fellows. Bob Cherry
had come to Higheliffe for his own pro-
perty, and he was not prepared to take
five shillings—or fivé pounds, for that
matter—instead of it. And he was
strongly inclined to punch Pon’s cheeky
head, into the bargain.

“Top of the mornin’, old beans!”
The Caterpillar came up to greet the
Greyfriars fellows. *“Quite an unex-
rected pleasure! Franky, old pet, here's
the reyfriars blokes—an'  they've
brought Bunter to gladden our eyes! 1
was afraid that I wasn't goin’ to see
Bunter again beforo the hols,” added
the Caterpillar solemnly.

“(Glad to see you fellows,” said Frank
Courtenay, coming up. “I've heard
that you had a hand in bagging that
sn'.:'u.s'h-and-grn.h nian yesterday.”

Wharton dropped on his jolly old
napper |” grinned Bob., " Any news of
the stuff he got away with? He hadn't
it on him.”

*I hear that he's supposed to have hid-
den it somewhere, and the police mre
hunting for it,” said Courtenay. *“It's
hard luck on old Lazarus, unless he
had his stock insured. Anything up?”
he added, reading the countenances of
the Greyfriars fellows.

M Well, yes,” seaid Harry slowly.
“We've come over for something—and
if possible we'd like to avoid trouble.
Ponsonhy——"

*“Dear old Pon I" said the Caterpillar.
“What's Pon's latest i

Wharton explained.

The two Higheliffe fellows listened in
astonishment. No more than the
Famous Five could they account for
I’on's proceedings,

“ It must have been meant as a lark,”
eaid Courtenay blankly. ' Ponsonb
will give you the book, of course. {
can't make it out.”

“Well, we can't either,” said Harry.
“We don’t want any trouble—if Pon
!la:;l:is? Bob's book over quietly. Where
18 he

“They went up to the study, after
class,” miurmured the Caterpillar.
Perhaps

“They've got snmethinﬁ o,
they're reading the jolly old Holiday
Annual in a bhappy family eirele!
Perhaps "

“Come
abruptly.
~And he led the Greyfriars fellows
into the IHouse, and up to the Fourth
Form passage. There was & murmur
of voices mm Ton's study as they
approached the door.

“Dash it all, it's jolly hot here, wilh
that fire goin', Pon ¥

“Can't be helped, ass!"

“Well, look here, you take a turn!
1'va done three pages.”

“Take a turn, Monson,”

“0Oh, bother! 1t's jolly hot.”

What Pon & Co. had & fire in tha
study for, on & blazing summer’s day,
was a mystery, However, that did not
concern Harry Wharton & Co. Frank
Courterfay gave a sharp rap at the door
and turned the handle. Ile threw the
door open and etepped in.

A fire was burning in the grate,
making the room very uncomfortably
warm. (adsby was fanning himself by

with us!"™ said Courtenay

the open window—ron was comlorting
himself with a cigarette, and NMonson
was stooping before the fire, with the
Holiday Annual in his hand, upuainﬁ
& page to the heat. He started an
turned as the door opened, and dropped
the book, with a thud, to the foor. It
lay open, revealing a scorched page to

8 VIEw. .

“What the thump—"" exclaimed
Ponsonby savagely; but he broke off at
the sight of Harry Wharton & Co.

He made a jump at the “Holiday
Annual," grabbed it up, and held it
behind him. Gadsby and Monson ex-
changed g startled glance.

“What do you Greyfriars cads want
here!” asked Ponsonby, with a bitter
look at the Ce.

“We want my book that you took
awny from Bunter yesterday on Court-
field common!"” rapped Bob Cherry.
“And if you give me any cheek, I'l]
give you a thrashing in return for it.”

“If you've come here to kick up a
row—"

_“¥You can have a row or not, as you
like, you cheeky cad | But you're going
to hand over my book I'* roared Bob,

"“Hold on, you fellows|"” said Courte-
nay, “"Let me speak] Ponsonby
couldn’t possibly intend to keep the
book—that's rot | Leok here, Ponsonby,
you seem to have played a rotten trick
on Bunter yesterday, taking away from
him a book that he told you didn’t
belong to him. Hand it over, and
don't make a fuss about it!"

“1 paid the fat sweep for the book I
said Ponsonby. “Cherry can buy
another copy for the same money.”

“Cherry can do nothing of the sort "
interrupted the owner of that name.
“It wos thundering cheek to take my
book away, and I've come here for it!
And if it wasn't for these fellows, I'd
knock you amcross the study, to starb
with |*

“ Bunter's got the money——

“I say, you fellows, I haven't!”
squeaked Bunter. “I had to spend that
five bol on a taxi, because Gadsby and
Monson were after me——"

“Are you keepin' the money and
gskin' for the book back as well?”
sneered Ponsonby.

“You can settla that with Bunter,”
said Bob. “I'm here to take what
belongs to me.”

“I told those beasts to tell Pon that
T'd settle next term,” said Bunter.
“I'm expecting & postal order—"

“Bhut up, Bunter |” Harry Wharton
took five shillings from his pocket and
laid them on the study table. “There's
your money, Ponsonby | Now hand over
the book.”

Ponsonby breathed hard. He had not

expected this; though really he might

¥
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*“Are you nanaing over tha% book,
Ponsonby 1" asked Buob Cherry, in a
sulphurous voice,

“No, I'm notl!”

said Ponsonby,
between his tceth.

“Look here, the

book’s gﬂt rather damaged—it's a big
scorched | You don’t want & damaged
book. If Bunter's spent the money I

gave him, I'll pay over again—and you
can buy a new copy !”

The juniors stared at Ponsonby.
Knowing nothing of the secret of
that particular copy of the Holiday
Annual, they almost wondered whether
Pon was wandering in his mind in
making such an offer,

“You're willing to pay twice over
for 8 book that you say 15 damaged!”
said Harry Wharton.,, “What do you
mean 1

“] mean what I say!
money."”

“This,”” eaid the Caterpillar, " bheats
me hollow! This 18 beyond my feebla
intellectual powers, Can you gucss

e QI

what Pon’s up to, Franky?

Courtenay could only shake his headl
in blank wonder. Obviously, Pon had
some motive—and a strong motive. But
what it was, nobody could imagine.

“If Cherry's willing—"" began the
captain of the Highcliffe Fourth.

“Cherry's not willing!"” said Boh
curtly. “I don't know what Ponsonby’s
game ig, and don’'t want to know: but
he toock my book by force from a Grey-
frinrs fellow, and I'm going to take
it back, and he can keep his dirty
money. Will you hand over that book,
Ponsonby 1"

“No, I won't. And if you make a
row here I'll call up & master!” said
Ponsonby savagely.

“You must hand over Cherry's
property, Ponsonby,” said Courtenay.
“1f you call up Mr, Mobbs he will make

ou."’

“lNﬂ need for Mr. Mobbs to make
him, I'l make him!" snorted Bob,
and he made s jump at Ponsonby.

The next moment the Holiday
Annual went to the floor as Ponsonby
struggled furiously in Bob's powerful
ETASD.

Gadsby and Monson made a dive for
it together, Harry Wharton shoved
them back and picked up the volume,

Bump |

Cecil Ponsonby went to the foor with
s crash, He lay gasping on his back,
Bob glaring down at him with gleam-
ing eyes and clenched fists,

“You cheeky rotter["” roared Boh.
“Get up and put up your hands! We'll
jolly well see whether you'll bag my

longings and refuse to hand them
over! Get up, you curl"

(Continued on page 28.)

Hore's the

have expected it .
But he did not in-
tend to_ part with
that aliday I
Annual if he could
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THERE'S A THRILL IN EVERY LINE OF THIS STIRRING CRICKET STORY !

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Simon Allison, once part-owner of the great

T vt o iy & S sasmed
. ¥
Valetti, Len Allison, the old man's nephew
and " boss ™ af the works, eniists the services
of 2 masked hunchback to steal the plans.
The raid is carvied out, and old Simen s
badly battered. The “ plans '’ tha hunchback
steals, however, ars fakeil. With his erippled
father to support, Bill Allilson, a crack
laft-handed bowler, leaves Mike Doy, a
mechanic, in charge of the workshop, and
joins the cowniy cglub as a pro. Bill very
soon establishes himself as a match-winner,
Later, the hunchback makes another attamgt
te steal the plans, but s bealen off. ' Tha
only thing we can do,'’ says Miks Doyls
boldly, “is to go to your cousin's house and
scare tha daylight out of him—umiess you'd
soonaer | want alona! *’
{Now read on.)

Surprise Number One |

HAT settled it,
I Bill Allison reddened. In a
moment, whatéver qualms he

had entertained about Mike's
bold plan—and they bad been slight
enough, anyway—wers swept away.

Besides, he could see with half an eye
that Alike—this strange, new, and rather
ruthless Alike—was in no mood for
further delar. Nor, if it came to that,
was he himself, A sodden thrill ran
through him at the prospect of tackling
Len face to face. aybe, as Mike said,
drastic action now might put an end to
the Allison feud and the vicious deeds
of Valetti and the hunchback once and
for all.

Without another word Bill squared hia
hefty shoulders and reached for his cap.
Then, haviog helped to lock up cottage
and workshop securely, he followed Mike
pilently out into the might.

The cathedral clock was just booming
out itz eleventh sonorous stroke when
the firm of Allizon & Dorde reached
Arvonporr, both tired, both limping a
little, but both filled with an iron deter-
fnination.

Alike walked with his hat pulled well
dovwn to hide the strips of medical
plasier on his echeek, and, as a elight
drizzle was falling, the fact that he

O
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had also turned up his coat collar as
high as possible attracted no unwelcome
attention from other passers-by.
Nevertheless, after hastily crossing the
brightly lit High Street, Bill kept to the

darker, less frequented roads, only
checking his stride when at last the
partners turped into a long, broad
avenue in the best residential quarter
of the town.

Large houses, set well back from the
pavement, lined the avenue, with Len’s,
the largest, most opulent of all, stand-
mas:ively on a corner at the lower end.
His place, indeed, was one of the most
swagger residences in Avonport—a huge,
detached, rather too ornate mansion,
built in the dass when his late father,
Jacob Allison, had been at the zemith
of power and prosperits.

A thick, laurel hedge, topped by
denselr foliaged trees, screened it from
the vulgar gaze. In the shadow of this
bulwark Bill and Mike halted, staring
long and keenly up and down the road,
No one was in sight, however. With a
nod Mike slipped in through the
wrought-iron gate, Bill following, tense
with exciternent. .

Inside curved a spacious, semi-
circular lawn, surrounded by a wide
grave! drive. Berond that the house
loomed up bulkily, all in darkness save
for a soft rainbow splash of light float-
ing out through the stained glass
windows beside the door.

“H'm \* Mike chuckled cynically, and
stepped on to the lawm. “Must cost
Leonard a prettr penns to keep up this
big dump. No wonder he's so hungry
for cash, Well, come on—we’ll have a
look all round first.”

Soft-footed, cool as an icicle, he led
on. Bill's heart beat fast, though
secretly he was thrilled to the core.

They stepped lightly across the gravel
again and skirted a laurel shrubbery at
the side of the house. There, however,
a locked gate beside the garage barred
the swway, but Mike promptlr surmounted
that obstacle by shinning up the side
wall. Cautiousls he walked along the
top, then dropped down on to a flower-
bed, Bill following.

By JOHN BREARLEY e

Before them stretched the spacious
gardens of tho house—dark, peaceful,
and ending in a high wall—a blacker
blur against the blackness of the night.
For & minute or so the partners stood
rigid, taking their bearings, and then,
satisfied that there was no one about—
not even a dog—to raise the alarm, they
stole along the Hagged path deeper into
the grounds. 1

Almost immediately, however, DMike
stopped again and pointed in mute In-
quiry to a single lighted windaw, high
up in tho top story of the house.

Bill edged a trifle closer.

“That's Len's study,” he breathed.
“] used to come here sometimes before
the—the Allison feud broke out between
dad and my unele, so I know the place
fairly well !” )

“Good, Looks as though Len’s in
there !”  Satisfaction glimmered in
Mike’s deep-set eves. He turned, nod-
ding towards the garden wall, * What's

gy

on the other side yonder®Z

“Nothing—just a lane that leads down
to the river, then open country. We'rs
on the edge of the town now.?

“T gpa! Niee, quiet back entrance,
eh?” replied Mike meaningly. “All
right, lad. Now we've looked round
the house a bit let's go in and look
at the master!”

“You'ro going to the front door?”
exclaimed Bill, who had hall-expecterd
Mike, in his present reckless mood, tn
break inte Len’s place by other mora
lawless means.

His masterful pal nodded calmly.

“Qure. This is a real polite wisit,
gin't it*” ke gripned; and led the way
back.

Five minutes later Mike planted a
horny thumb on the electric bell-push,
and kept it there till the sound of
agitated footsteps inside came fto hia
eanri.

Hastily the door was opencd, and n
stout, pasty-faced, sleepr-ered man, in
a shabby uniform, peered out, with a
frown of surprise. INext moment, how:
ever, the butler’s drowsiness vanished
after a single scared blink at Mike's
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lean, plastered face and gimlet eves.
Uttering a grunt of apprehension, he
made a8 though to slam the deoor again
forthwith,

But Bill was much toa quick for him.

Out shot the lad’'s foot, and back
swung. the door once more, jolting the
butler off his balance. Before he could
recover, the determined visitors were
inside the house, and this time the
door was closed quietly,

“Why, you—you—— How dare you?
What does this cutrage——=

“Cut it out, Fatty ! Mike transfixed
the frightened, spluttering servant with
a chilly stare. " And.don’t raise your
voice, either, Now, listen—we've come
to see your boss, and .we know he's in
because there's a light in his window |
o don't bother to give us any lies—
get me 12

Btern and formidable, the mechanio
towered over the man, who shrank away
from him, muttering.

“But there's just something you ecan
tell us before we go on up,” continued
the saturnine ex-racer. “We want to
know if Mr, Allison has been out to-
night with Mr. Valetti, If so, when
did he go—end how long has he been
back 7"’

The butler gasped. He seemed to have
some difficulty in Snding his voice again.
- “I—I don't understand,” he muttered.
“What d'vou mean, you ruffians?
Neitther Mr. Allison mor Mr., Valetti
have set foot outside this house to-
night. They've been discussing business
in Mr. lison’s study slnce seven
o'clock this evening. And—and they're
still in there, confound youl"

. House of Mystery!
EY 1%

Bill and Mike uttered the
same explosive ejaculation in
exactly the sama tone of help-

. less amazement. Bill, partioularly, felt
a3 though he had blundered straight into
a stone wall in the dark.

Neither Len mnor Valetti had been
out all the evening! The news was a
bombehell that shattered all Mike's
theories.

1f this butler waa telling the truth
—and shifty-eyed begpgar thnufh he
was he seemed to be too scared of Alike
to be lying—then Corsica Phil Valetti
certainly could not have been ocutside
the Kelsey cottage, with Joe the Hump,
round about eight-thirty! And that
despite the clue of the Turkish cigarette-
end |

Had someone else dropped it there,
after all? Was it just a tantalising
coincidence? Bill had to admit to him-
self then that he was in deep water. All
this mystery, -this tangled web of con-
fticting evidence, gave him the feeling
of being right out of his depth.

Then, suddenly, Mike's short, un-
pleasant laugh broke in on his thoughts,
His hard-bitten partner had taken o
grip on the lapels of the butler's coat,
and was rocking the man, gently but
firmly, to and fro.

“Oh, they haven't been out, eh?
Neither of 'em?” he drawled. "“H'm,
and let me see—you're the fellow, I
reckon, who swore that neither of 'em
had been out of this house on & certain
night when Mr. BSimon Allison, of
Kelsey, wan assaulted and robbed ! D'ye
remember ? Mike shot the question at
him sharply. " Ye-es, I can sce you do!
And now you're giving us the same
old tale again, eh?”

The butler panted, and tried hard to
free himself from Mike’s grip and dis-
guise his obvicus trepidation,
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“What I've told you is ftrue,” he
growled sullenly. “And it was true
that other time! I tell you both Mr.
Alhsun‘and Mr, Valetti came in at
saven o'clock, and went straight to the
study. At half-past, I took them up
some sandwiches and coffee. My,
Leonard told me then that on no
account whatever were they to be dis-
turbed.” The maen broke off, to
glower defiantly at his questioners.
“And since then, I'll swear, neither
have come out of the study once, and
the light's been burning nﬁ the time.
It still is. And—and they're still up
there, you——"

the

“Never mind
Fetty 1

Mike gazed pensively at the floor;
Bill gazed at Mike. Although his
partner's face was imperturbable as
ever, the young cricketer guessed that
he was utterly nonplussed, He had
been so positive that Corsica Phil had
p]a.saﬁ his part in the mnight's raid,
And now

“Huh, locks as though we're up
against another cast-iron =alibi, eh,
lad ¥ growled the Irishman moodily.

A moment later hia teeth met with a
resolute click.

“All right—Len and Valetti are up-
stairg, 50 we haven't wasted our time.
We'll still have a little heart-to-heart
talle with them, Iﬂ?ﬁ-ﬂi 1" ‘he snorted.
“Go ahead, Fatty| exd the way.
And don’t dawdle, either, unless you
want me to get cross!”

Thus, with the ™ visitors ¥ elose on his
heels, the badly rattled man shuffled
across the hall., TUp three flights of
stairs marched the queer little proces-
zion, their feet making no sound on the
thick pile carpet. Then came a

compliments,

corridor, leading to the back of the yy

liouse. At the end of this the butler
halted and pointed nervously to & closed
door,

“The master’s study!” he whispered.

Without e word, Mike thrust past him
and put his ear to & panel.

A slight frown oreased his brow.
Though he listened intently, he could
hear nothing, neither Valetti's brassy
voice, with its slight foreign lisp, or
Len's, with its throaty “ Oxford”
accent, He darted & grim look at the
ghrinking butler, and nodded to Bill,
who promptly  crossed to hia side.
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_ The tall youngster was in a fover of
impatience now. At last he was abont
io come face to face with lLis cousin
and Phil Valstti, and the prespect made
his every muscle tingle:

“Carry on ! he grunted.

Mike turned the handle sharply, flung
the door open wide, and both strode
into the room together,

And both stopped dead in their
tracks! [For, although the air was
heavy with the stale reck of Turkish
tobacco, and two empty plates and
coffee-cups stooed om the table, Len’s
study was deserted.

OfF its owner and Corsica Phil
Valetti there was np sign !

The Seeret of the Study !

OR the first fime m his life young
F Bill Allison was privileged—or,
rather, startled out of his skin—
_to see Cannonball Mike Doyle’s
hot Irish temper flare up and boil right
over |
~ Ong bitter glanee the ex-racer flung
inte the empty room, ‘Then, besido
himself with enger end disappointment,
he seized the butler by thd shoulders,
and shook him till his teeth rattled.

“Ye fat thief of the worrld[” he
roared, in pure Irish brogue. *So ye'll
be afther lyin' to me, will ye? Be
gosh, me fine bluffer, I'll knock the fat
head off ye, so I will, and—"

“Chuck it, Mike!” Hastily Bill

stepped in, gripping a steel-muscled arm
just in time. “Have o heart! Can't
you see—this fellow’s just as surprised
the room’s empty as wo arel! ere's
enother proper mystery now "
The young Avonshire star was right.
ever a man had honest bewilderment
written large on his features, that men
was Len Allison's butler,

Beared stiff though he was, thero was
no doubt that he had E:Fentad to find his
master and Corsica Phil Valetti in that
study, and their absenca was as great
e shock to him es it was to the ox-
asperated Mike.

“I—I can't understand itl” gurgled
the butler, cowering under Mike's burn-
ing eyes. “Honest, I swear I never
heard them come out. And—and I've
been listening carefully, waiting to lock
%p and go to bed the moment Mr,

aletti left the house, I—I—*

“Are they in any other part of the

lace 7 asked Bill quietly, though he

ew what the answer would be.

The butler shook his head like a man
in a daze.

Bill and Mike exchanged significant
glances, i s :

All their suspicions, which had suf-
fered a temporary check, were awake
again now. They felt they were tread-
ing on firmer ground. Why had Len
and Valetti entrenched themselvds in
the study, apparenily for the evening,
and then sneaked out of the house so
unobtrusively that not even a vigilant
servant knew they had gone? And why
the study-light left burning?

As Mike said, everything pointed to
careful preparations of yet another cest-
iron alibil

"Uh-huh! 8o we're on the trail of
some queer work at last, ch!' nodded
ike, relapsing into his old " coolnesa.
“Bill, I'm glad we came here to-night.
I've an idea we're going to BGnd out
something interesting yet! Fatty!"
He gavo the butler a look that made
him wince. “Are you absolutely sure
they haven't gone out?"

“1f—if they did, I didn't hear them!
Honestly [ stamniered the man. “I'd
have heard them if they’d gone out of
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the {vont door. And to go through the
cide door, they'd have to pass my rcom,
den't understand.”

"“So you saic before, Well, they've
gono out. And unles: tney flew out of
the window—in which case they'd have
broken their necks—how th' blazes did
they go out? growled Mike.

Blowly he began to pacs up and down,
exomining the study with quick, rest-
less glances. No ona spoke. The only
eorid]l was the soft pad. pad cof his feot
oa thoe thick carper

Like his partner, Bill hao u gueer
fecling that something 1mportant would
happen  yot—thoogh what, how, and
when was bevand him..  There was some-
thing about this room where Len and
Valetts met fo “discuss business,” and
then vanished into thin atv, that got on
the ladl's averstrained nerves,

It waz a large, sombroly-furnished
apartinent, richly panclled in old dark
ocak. T'wo portly armchairs were placed
in front of the ecavernous fireplace, and
1 onderous, well-filled bookcase ox-
tended almost the length of ene wall,
On the opposite side, close to the
window, stood Len’s large, old-fashioned
burean. and the sight of this brought a
somewhat piraticel gleam into Mike's
eyos.

JI“ﬂ-T‘ a moment, to the obivious Liorror
of the quaking butler, the mechamic
looked as though he had half & mind to
force the lock and acarch the desk.
Indeed, his hand was already in

his

pocket, fumbling for his knife.when
Bill awoke to action,
In one Jong, noiseless siride. ihe

oungster sprang to Mike's side, eyes
inlazing with sudden, wild excitement.
Hlis left hand jerked stiffly into the air
in a fierce gesture of warning. With
the other, he gripped Mike's arm and
swung him round.

“In the corner by the bookcasze ! he
hissed, and his big fists swung up,
clenched and ready.

Someone was entering the room
last, But—not through the door!

A: Mike crouched and whipped a
hand to his hip-pocket, a panel opencd
in the wall, shiding back into its socket
behind the bookease, with scarcely e
sonnd,

Agpother moment, and Len Allison
stood framed in the narrow aperture,
while over his shoulder appeared the
hard, swarthy face of his simister con-
federate, Corsica Phil Valett !

al

(TPated out for some sturtling divelup
ments tn next week's thrilling rhaplers
ai this populur epoviing stari.)

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
MICKY, THE SPRAT!

(Continued jromn page 25.)
“We've got it, old bean,” said Harry.
Ponsonby punted.

“That's not the bock!” he gasped
desperately, “That's another copy—""

“It’s got a lot of scorched pages, and
yvoit said that Bob's book had got
scorched,” said Wharton, with a eurl
of the lip. "“And here are Bunter's
fingermarks all over it! What are you
telling lies for "

Ponsouby staggered to his feet, He
wis guite desperate at the prospect of
losing the book before he had discovered
its seeret.

“Live me that book ! he panted. *1
tell you—=""

"Rals I

"The ratiulness 15 terrifie !

“What the thump can there be aboat
that spucial copy of the Holiday
Annual?’’ asked Courtenay, in wonder,
“What do you want it for, Ponsonby?”

“That's my business, I'm going to
lave it! Hand over that book,
Wharton, you hound ! yelled 1*onsonby,
ond gs the captuin of the Remove
rephietd only with a contemptuous shrug
of tho shoylders, P'on r1an at him with
clonched Tists,

Bolbk Uherry stepped in.

“You will have it!" he said grimly.

Anid Pon had it! He had it right
uiel left!  For bwo or three minutes
Pou put up a fight that amazed Ius
frionds and his enemics. But it booted
not, Wnocked right and left, Pon wond
down at last,

“Want any more ! roarved Bob,

A groan was the ouly answoer,

" Better cut,” said Nugent.

And the Grevfriars fellows loft the
study, Hob with the disputed volumo
un¢ler his arm. Courtenay and the
Caterpillar walked down to the gates
with them, the former apologetic, the
lattey deoply perplexed, Ponsonby sat
Ip, Eroaning,

HWell, that's that!” said Gadsby,
“ After all, it was & bit tlnek, bagging
a fellow’s book, Pon! You counldn't
expect him to stand it."

“Gone now, anvhow,” said Monson.

Ponsonby dragged himself to his feet,
IIe leaned on the table,

“TN get it back!" he muttersd
thiekly. *I'll get it back again from
that rotter! Oh, my exe! Oh, my
nese! Ow!”

“ Botter go and bathe 'em, old bean !
salcd Gradsby.

Which was
acted on it

good advice, and Pon
But his eye and his noas

remained in a4 highly decoralive state
for a long time to comse,

Greyfriars Schoel broke up for tho
summer holidays a few dayvs later.

Harry Wharton & Co., before they
left, had a little more noews of the
smash-and-grab  merehants.  Alfred
Parker, alins, Micky the Sprat, and
“Bkid ' Smith wers sent for trial, anr
as the result of that trisl was s fora-
gone conclusion, neither was likely to
be seen in public again for o year or
two, at least. .

Questioned by the police, Micky the
Sprat maintained his story that he had
dropped the bag of plunder while
swimming in the river. Neverthelesz,
scarph for it went on, up and down and
rcund about the rvoute that the rascal
had followed i his Hight.

Mr. Lazarus took his loss with great
philosophy—no doubt beecanze it was
covered by insurance. The Counrtficeld
and County Assurance Co., probably,
folt o little less philosophical on the
subjoet.

In n few days, ss Ponsonby had
astutely ecaloulated, there was o reward
offered for the discovery of the lost
jewellery, the sum of £50 being offered
by the msurance company to the lucky
finder,

El’un gritted Lis teeth when he Leard
of it.

Iod that “Holhiday Annunal™ been
still m his hands he was assured thut
hs would have penctrated its secret andd
picked up the £50 reward. And Le
told Gacsby and Monzon, with savag.
U?ﬂ.p!insis, that he would still get hold
of 1,

“Those rotters are goin' hikin® these
hols,” said Pon. “Easy ecnough to find
out where they go! We'll go hikin!
too—and we'll rush their camp one
night. And that's that!”

And Gadsby and Monson—very keen
on that £50 roward—agreod that it was
not o bad wheeze.

Blissfully ignorant of those hostile in-
tentions on the part of their old enemies,
Harry Wharton & Co, went home for
the holidavs, to meet agein in a fow
more days for the "“hike.” And that
hike was destined to turn out the most
exciting hike ever!

THE END.

(Whatever wou do, ehuwms, don't wisa
the wnept warit -tn this grand hofiday
series, It's entitled; “THE GREY-
FRIARS HIKERS!' You can onlu
make sure of reuding # by ordering
wour copy WELL IN ADVANCE!)
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| YOUR VOICE

Is it so puny and weak that people
mistake it for a rabbit-squeak ! If go,
take PBolsover's Cure—guaranteed to
make you yell like a bullock in five |}
minutes ! No postal tuition—you must
BOLSOVER'S
SCHOOL OF VOICE CULTURE, The

attend in person.

Beach, Worthing.

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

— S081
our punt '—C.

STOP PRESS RADIO MESSAGE
Launch a lifeboat !
Firy have just threatened to change places in

the Broads, Norfollk. _

Dabney aud

R. TeEmrLE, Somewhere on

hammoek that
git in it.—W.

£10 REWARD
The above sum will be paid (in 1.0.U.'s)
to any reeder rekommending & reely reliable

** Greyfriars Herald.”

won't kollapse ss soon as I
G. BuxmTer, Box No. 84,

~ MAKING POTATO-
SCRAPINGS OF HIM

Stirving seenes were witnessed
along the front (writes our
Margate correspondent) when
Yisher T. Iish, an American
vifizen, was thrown out of a
Iried -cod emporitnn after refus-
inz to pay his bill, Fish, who
maintaingd that he had been
vharged a halipenny too much,
wag in a furions temper when he
picked himeell up {rom the

pavement,
*“1 guess ihat puy's aeked
for it!" he said. *'Now, I

puess, he's gonna get it! Il
smash him! I'll.maoke potato.-
perapings of him! Yes, sirl
You watchme "

So saying, Fishy charged
wildly into the restaurant again,

Almost immediately thero
wax & wild, agonised howl, then
& luong, ominpus silence.

Two minutes later a couple
of kitchen hands were obsarved
stogeering ont of the side door,
carrying a bath-lond of potato-
BCTEpINg,

Reverently

{alates our

correspondent) I raised my hat,
then, in o state of conmderable
alarm, went in to look for
Fishy, What penalty the law
would exsct from Fishy for
making potato-serapings of &
man 1 knew not, but it was
bound o be a pretty ssverc ona.

Much to my surprise the
“guy " I had supposed to be
reposing in the dustbin in the
[orm of potsto-scrapings was
still alive and kicking. But
there wasn't much lkick left
in Fishy, who was discovered
sneaking towarda the exit,
tenderly nursing his jaw.

“ Didn't you make potato-
serapings of the guy 7% I
inguired,

“Yow-ow! XNope, I guess
not |’ moaned - Fishy. *1
figured I'd make potato-zscrap-
ings of him all right, But he
mide potato-serapings of me
inatead | 1=

Fishy har gone right off fish
and chips now !

4 o 2

don’ iaug ol
=i AS OTHERS SEE THEM =it
w_nm_ HE% .._1“ _Hmnwamm_m and
hap’ t = make bhim-
= awiol What I Think of James Walker wif difer
ﬂmﬁﬁﬁ By SIR JIMMY VIVIAN s ik

a Sixth-Former—I know it alresdy ! TIF
ws were not breaking up lor the hols, I'd
think twice about it,

Walker's reputation at Greyfriars is
not of the best. Moat chaps would tell
wou he's a smoky cad and & bullying
outeider and lenve it at that. DBut 1
feel I shouldn't be doing justice to Walker
by simply putting it in thet way.

As mogt of you know, although I'm a
real live baronet, I was brought up in the
slums, I don’t mind telling you that
Walker of Greylriare comperes very
favourably with most of the fellows [
used to know in those days |

Understanding Walker iz a3 ensy an
falling off s log. He's more fool than
knave—that's all, There’s a atrain of
woeakness in Walker. Probebly he’s

den orowd Lo which he rightly belongs by
posing a8 & blade, Whether that’s his
feason or not, ik’s & dead cert that his
keart's not really in the shody pursuils
he follows with Loder and Came. On
geveral oceasiona when o choics of ways
#ias been offered him, Walker has chosen
he right way and chanced Jusing the
riendship of his precious pals—so he
wn't be wholly bad, anyway !

One of these days Walker will wake up
ind find that his right rile is an incon.
__*._F.zn_nm ane among the ronk and tile of

e Sixth. When that happens, it will
o a good day for Greylriars—and an
nven better day for James Walker |

(What will Walker have to say
bhout all that, we wonder ¥ Next
wweel:’'s issue will give the answer [—

£d.)

= e

You can't

“soa-lion " at

fodgetheold, SURPRISING ZOO DISCOVERY psti o
(writes Harold was  Somé-
SRR Benoviia's Peoullar Predicament: St
ity Removite’s Peculiar Predicament iupsboutyeut

Only wyesterday, while on n visit to
the Zoo, I unexpectedly ran into another
chap from {he Greylriars Remove. 1 had
just walked up to a den of sea-lions and
was goazing et them with that whims:-
cal interest which my friends know fo be
one of my ountstanding charactevistics
(Can it, you fathead I—Ed.) when somo.
thing attracted my attention particularly
io one of the beasta, It must have been
something in the creature’s expression,
something almost human,

" Now whore have I seen that brule
belore 1" I asked myself.

It couldn’t have been at the Zoo, this
being my first visit for agea. I tried to
recall previous encounters with sea-lions,
and could only bring to mind sesing &
trained one in @ circus at Courifield mﬁm_..,
yvear—and 1this wasn't that one., It
seemed imposaible that I could ever have
met this particular sea-lion before, and yet

earili are you coing there 7

*“Home dashed silly keeper shoved me
here | ¥ snorted Bunter. ** One of the
sea-lions has escaped and he mistool: mo
for it, if you ever heard such rot | Go and
rw_: ﬁwmi vou know me, there’s a good
chap !

Cf course, I trotted off immedialely and
expluined the mistake to an official. He
was extromely reluctant to part with
Bunter at first ; but, alter a great deal of
difficuliy, I convinced him that his captive
wag a human being and not a sea-lion,
and he gove orders for Bunter's release.

Some chaps may think I'm exaggerating
slightly. But nocbody who Lknows my
striet regard for the truth will doubt what
I say for & moment |

{We happen to Enow that Bunier
hasn't been anjpvhere wear the Zoo
this vac, But if he had been, we'd
he guile willing to believe Skinner's

there was something familiar about it.

I locked at it hard., The beast’s ex-
ression waa fearfully pathetie and my
umpnitarian instinets surged upwards
with a rush., Taking from my waistcont
pocket the portion of halibut Ihad brought
with me for my own luneh, I flung it
through the bars, The sea-lion grabbed it

wolfishly and ate it as though he hadn’c
had a meal for days.

“Poor old fellow!"™ I cried, sym-
pathetically.

* 1 should jolly well think so, too[ ™
gaid the sea.lion, greatly to my astonish.
ment. I aay, S8kinner, old chap, do you
Lnow I've been in this cage for two solid
hours end they haven't brought mo =
scrap of fuck yet ! ™

“ Bunter!’! I yelled, recognising the

faneiful garn |—Ed.)
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

DICKY NUGENT’S
WEEKLY WISDOM

My Unkle John, who'a & keen stewdent
of English farming, saya that in the corse
of a fortnite’s hiking toor he has seen the
fineat corn in the world ripening into full
maturity.

Judging by the way he's hobbling about
at prezzent, 1 should imajine that the corn
he's really referring to is on the little toe
of his right foot !

THINGS WE REFUSE TO BELIEVE.

That Mr. Quelch is spending part of
the vae studying old windmilla with the
idea of making hia voice sound more
s m&u_ﬁ:zm.:

That Loder is acting as a judge ina
sand-castle building competition at Mar-

nte.

2 That Gosling has volunteered to conduet
parties of schoolboys over Greyfriars
during the holidays. i

That Hoskins has gone on a hiking
tour—taking with him a grand piano on
a hand tmck.

e

POTTED INFORMATION
By Our Staff Lunatic

Gogling, the school porter, has a distinet recollec-
tion of Heary VILL visiting the school. Tt is said
that afltier tuking one long look at Gosling’s face,
Henry uever smiled again.

The Ghost of Greylriars is ¢ headless menlk which
is said to baunt the echool ruing at the time of the
full moun, Mimhble, the gardener, has often secen
it lato at hight when returning {rom visits to the
Crogs Ke .

The peper used weekly in making the * Grey-
friers Herard " is Jong enough to stretch onee round
the earth, and would make almost a complete
chapter of Mr. Quelch’s * History of Greyfriars.”

There isla flower-bed near the gates where no
flowers w'li ever grow. It is generally understood
that Lodal of the Sixth once locked at it.

Couortfled wae rocked from end to end
recently iy 0o tremendous earthguaoke. Bunter
had slippel vp on o banana skin in the High Street.

HE BR)UGHT TEARS TO THEIR EYES I

We are nformed that Hoskinsg' recent recital of
popular ol sentimental songs was & very moving
performar e,

By the time Hoskins had finished, practically
the entir sudience had moved !

- GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

From t{he north-east coast
comes news of an exciting road-
gide adventure in which four
Gireyiriars men [gure promi-
nently.

We say " men," but it would
probably be more correct to
say lwo men and two worns,
Penfold and Newland belonging
to the former ecategory, and
Angel and Kenney of the Upper
I'ourth to ihe latter |

Penfold and Newland were
eyeling, Angel and Kenne
were motoring in one of Angel’s
pator’s big cars. Angel, who
was gt the wheel, recogniged the
Remove fellows pedalling alon
in front of him and thought he’
indulge in his own peculiar
brand of humour. Bounding
his horn in a series of terrifying
blasts he accelerated wildly
and bore down on the cyclists
as though his car wus completely
out of control. Penfold and
Newland gave one startled look
over their shoulders and
pedalled blindly into the hedge
to avoid being run over,

They were unseated and flung
into the diteh, but they didn's
mind that much, thinking them-

selves lucky to escaps with their
lives. Only when they saw
Angel end Kenney locking
back end grinning, did they
realise they had been hoaxed !

The big car venished round
a8 bend and Penfold and New-
land sorted themselves out and
only lenged for their next merry
meeting with the cads of the
ﬂ..m%mu ourth,

8 luck had it, that meeting
was not long postponed. It
was ebout five miles farther
along the same road that they
encountered the pair, and this
time Angel and Kenney were
not grinming. Far from grinning,
they were alinost fainting with
fear, and not without reason,
for two helty-looking fsllows
from another car drawn up in
front of their own bua were
going through their pockets,
and one of them held a glittering
revolver in his hand! It was
& roadside hold-up !

Penfold and Newland dis-
mounted before they hed been
spotted. Leaving their jiggers
lying on the bank at the side of
the road, they armed themselves
with their ecyele pumps and
crept silently up wx&En the
hold-up men. At a signal from
Penfold, they both leaped for.-
ward and brought their pumps
crashing down on the heads of
the robbers.

That finished the argument |
Before the crocks had recovered
pufficiently to make any re-
monstrance they were tied up
without any hope of getting

free.

.

Penfold and Newland went
along in Angel's car to the
nearest police-gtation and saw
the hold-up men safely disposed
of. Then they had a brief
interview with Angel and
Eenney. The Fourth-Formers
were smiling sickly smiles when
they came out of the statiom.

“Awfully kind of 3jou

cheps!” Aubrey Angel re.
marked, * Thanks, muchly!"

" Quite Y pleasure ! '
Penlold retorted calmly.

* Porsonally, I'm glad to have
had the opportunity of teaching
& couple of tenth-rate road hogs
that eoyelists have their uses
gometimes, and are not to be
altogether despigsed ! Think we
gught to rub the lesson i,
Newland 1 *

“I'm 4u.u__ gura of
grinned Nowland.

Bo they rubbed the lesson in
—by rubbing the road hogs'
respective noses in the dust |

omehow we fancy Angel
and Kenney sren't likely to
go road-hogging again this vae |

it 1

CAN YOU CANOCE?

If you want to learn, by all
means do so. But we advise
vou to have nothing to do with
the so-called * Redskin clief ¥’
Fisher T. Fish is exploiling as a
canoe instructor at Aargate
this wvae.

We don't mind telling you
that Fishy’s protégé koows ay
much about cenceing as we
know about Banskrit. Further-
more, ha's not even a Redskin,

The fact is, he's an English-
man from Courtfield, and his
name is not Running Water,
as Fighy announces, but Turner

| Tapp.

But why
good race o

that—the Bunter family |

WE'VE GOT THEM, TOO!

Ogilvy says that one of the principal attractions
in Seotland this August is a balloon race.
mo to Scotland ? You can see a jolly
balloons in England, if it comea to

—. i

ik N cr iy

. i Bob Cherry is th ath rackets When be whs in the sanatorium Mr. Prout has an unusual col- Coker, of the Fifth, firmly believes
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lawn in front of his house, and mile run, They finished almost Squash isa very fast game, calling allowed bereakinst in bed. of old days in the *° Rockies®® He has olten ordered fags -ﬂﬂ
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gardener, of the task of mowing it. behind ihe winner, Hagry Wharton! always bas plenty our when weil | dsres to tamper with them ] Ed.)

'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—One of tha problems be-
satting those ubiquitous propagandists of
pedal peregrinations colloquially designated
* hilters ** is, what species of habiliments to
pssume for the purposs of their perambulations.

I would suggest that an equilibriwm between
the extremes of a protective superabundance
lisble to generate sn inordinate increment in
sudoriferous activity and a deficiency of attire
calculated to stimulate congestion of
mucous membrane ia the desideratum. E
I would add to thia one word of caution
designed to appeal to aoll
with a prudent _Emawuﬂ:nh"
YOU DO, DO NOT
LITTLE CHEST PROTECTOR.

the

But

juveniles endowed
WHATEVER
MIT TO WEAR YOUR

Recreatively yours,
ww..._uuq Z0 TODD.

(*Lonzy has solved the problem of What to
When Hiking in hia own inimitable way.
But with the exception of his last remark about
chest protectors, we're not a bit the wiser |—



