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THE FIRST CHAPTER,.
Bricks for Bunter!

i AFE enough here—""
“Not if Bunter spois it 1"
“Oh, that's all right!”

Billy Bunter grinned.

The door of Study No. 1 in the Re-
move passage at Greyfriars was half-
open. Billy Bunter was about a foot
from the door. Ho every word spoken
in the study came guite clearly to the
fat ears of the Owl of the Remove.

The five fellows in the study did not
seem to be aware that William George
Bunter was just outside. At any rate,
they spoke as freely as though there
were no fat ears to hear.

Bob Cherry had dumped a large

parcel on the study table. TL was
wrapped in brown paper, tied with
with many knots.

ﬁlentjr of string
illy Bunter did not need telling what
that parcel contained., He knew that
thers was fo be a picnic on Popper's
Island, up the river, that alfternoon.

Ever since dinner Billy DBunter had
been keeping his eyes, and his spee-
tacles on the Famous IFive. Ona or
another of them had been under his
abservaticn all -the time. Ha was
ready to start when they did. And as
their girl friends from CLE House
School were to be present, Bunter
astutely ecaleulated that they wounld not
ba able to slavghter him when he
turned up for the picnic.

“Leave 1t here,” went on Bob, "It
will be all rig:ht while we're seeing
about the boat,”

“But if Bunter sees
Frank Nugent.

“Well, if he doecs, he won't know
what's in 1"

“No: that's so™

Billy Bunter, in the passage, winked.
Ha was guite amused.
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“Come then ! aaid
Wharton.

Billy- Bunter moved quickly away
from the door. He was two or three
vards off when the chuoms of the Te-
move cmerged from Stady Noo 1.

Ile Blinked at them through hiz big
spectacles a3 they passed him, goilg
tﬂ}l'?t‘dﬁ the stairs.

3 EAY, you
Bunter.

“Can't stop 1™ said Bob:

“{My, really, Cherry "

“ Ladies to meel,” explained Bob.
“They're pretby cevtain to be late; but
we mustn't be, not even for the
pleasure of hearing vou wag your chin,
old fat man.”

“1 =zay, if you fellows would like
me to come—"" "

B“!-ilﬂll'y big 'if1" " romarked Johnny
ull.

“ The likefulness would be terrific,”
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the objectfulness of the estecmed
Mavjorie and the Deauteous Clara
would be enormous.”

“0h, all right ! said Bunter scorn-
fully. 1 know you don't want me
about when there ave pgirls present.
It's rather mean to be jealous of a
fellow’s good looks,™

", my hak 1"

“Ha, ha, hal™

“¥on ean  eackle,” said Bunter.
“But if you think Marjorie would
take any notice of you when I'm pre-
sent, 1k only shows what conceited asses
you are. rou can cackle.”

on, Ilarry

fellows !"*  squeaked

“Thanks ”* said PBoh. TWe will.
Hg, ha, ha ™
And the Famous Five chortled as

they went down the Remove staircasc.
It was frue that Bunter’s fascinating
company was not desived at the pienic,
But really and truly that was not on
account of jealousy of his good locksa.
The fact was that nobody but Bunter

HARTON & CO., of Greyfriars.

himself had ever noticed that he was
a good-looking fellow at all

The fat junior watched them till thoey
disappearced. Then he Llinked out of
the landing window, and spotted them
again m the quad, geing Jown to the

gatns,
He grinned.
Thio, coast was clear now.  Billy

Bunter rolled up the passage again to
Study No. 1.

He rolled into that study and fxed
his e{es and his spectacles on the big
parcel on the table.

As it wans only a couple of hours
singg dinner, and he had eaten only
cnough  for three or four [fellows,
Bunter naturally was hungrey. Ha
was tempted te open that parcel, amd
hfﬁln an 1tz contents on the spot,

; ut he realrsed that that would not
cho,

Those beasts would be coming back
for it when they were ready to siart
up the viver. If they found DBunter
engaged in demolishing the contents,
they were quite likely -to get engaged
mn  demolishing Bunter.

The fat jumor lifted the pareel from
the table.

“Oh crihey 1 he gasped,

It was heavy!

It was, in fact, very heavy indeecd!

Judging by itz weight, Bol Cherey
had packed huge supplies of foodstults
in that parcel.

Billy Bunter did not like exerlion.
But he was prepared to exert himself
with that heavy parcel. In faet, the
heavier such a parcel was, the beiler
Bunter liked it. .

He heavad it to the door, and carvied
it cut into tho Remove passage. He
bore it along to his own study—No, 1.
Bunter's idea was to lock hmmseclf in
that study, and then get busy on tho
parceal.

Unluckily  hia

study-mate, Peter
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Todd, was in Slody Neo. 7. Deter
slaved ab the fat Qwl of Lhe Removo
wind iz bucden,

“*Hallo! YWhat have you got there
lie asked.

“0Oh, nothing !’ gasped Bunter.

And he rolled on up_ the passage with
Iis plunder, leaving Toddy staring.

At the cnd of the Remove passage
were the box-room staira,  Tho fab
junior clambered up the stairs, gasping
under the weight of the big pareel.

e rolled breathlesa into the box-
room ot the top. shub the door, and
frned the key.

All was safe now,

Haery Wharton & Co. could come
ek to Stody No. 1 for that pareel
as soon s thoy liked. They could hunt
for it if they liked, and as long as
they jolly well liked.

It sorved the bLeasts right. DBunter
had offered, fair and square, lo come
in the picnte. They had refused. So
they could take what was coming fo
thewy, and be blowed! Billy Dunter
fele quite justified, in  the circwn-
slances, in snaffling that huge consign-
ment of tuck, Though, as & matter of
fact, he was thanking more about the
tuck than the jusiification.

Having dumped down the pareel on
the lid of Lord DMauleverer's big
irnmk, the fat junior fumbled for his
penknife, sod sawed through the
sfring.

Then he unwrapped the sheets of
brown paper,

His eyes glistened in anticipation boe-
bind hie big spectacles, Already, in
his mind's cye, Bunler beheld stacks
of cakes, jam tarts, cream pufls, cheose
cakes, bottles of ginger-beor—all sorts
and conditions of good things.

It was a pglorious visiom—in  hias
mind's eyve. But it was not, alus! to
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be seen by any other eye.
Tho wrappings removed, a large
cardboard box was revealed. Buuter

jerked off the lid.
Within were a number of objecis
wrapped in old newszpapers.

Why Bob  Cherry  should have
wrapped up tuck 1n old newspapers
was rather a mystery. Dut the mystery
was soon rovealed. Dol hadn't,

Unralling the first that came to
hand, Billy Bunler was astomshed, if
not delighted, by the sight of & Lrick,

He stared at 1t blankly,

Why Bob had packed a brick in a
picoie parcel was an absolute puzale.
Bunter lwrled it aside, and unrolled
the next item. ‘That also proved to

be & brick.
“What the thamp!” pasped the
astonishoed Owl,  *“15 Llhe s=illy ass

im-t.t}', or what? What the dickens was
w going to do with bricks at a
pienie i

He grablied another item and un-
wrapped the newspaper. s litile
round eyes almost bulged  through his
big, round spectacles at the sight of a
third brick. It was really amazing,
Bob, 1t scemed, had gone round col-
leeting Lricks for a gimic;

The fat Owl grabbed packet afier
packet and unwrapped them.
did not all contain bricks. One con-
tained an ancient boot; another a die-
used potato; a third, soveral emptiy
sarding tins. Nothing of an ediblo
nature came to light., Billy Bunter
could cat almost anything: but even
Bunter drew the lino at bricks, old
boots, mouldy potatoes, and sardine
tins,

“Beast 1" hissed Bunter.

Ho stood glaring at that precious
parcel with a glare that might have
cracked his spectacles.

They

The dereadiul tenth dawned on lus
fat brain.

. Those heasts—those awful Leasts—lad
jolly well known that he was lisiening
ontzide Stiuly No, 1

Thev had fixed up this dud pareel,
el lefc it for ham to snaffle! ;

And while he was thus cengaped,
they were clearing off for Lopper’s
Iisland  in their boat—icaving DBunter
hehined

No wonder they liad chortled as they
went ! |

Thizs was the sort of thing that the
beasts considered a jole!

O, criley ' pasped Bunter.

He had losk- his interest in  that
pareel, Teaving string and wrappings,
and old mnewspapers, bricks, and
sardine-tins strewn about the box-room,
Billy Bunter rolled hurriedly down_ the
stairs again—scuttled breathlessly along
the Romove passage, and fairly bolted
out of {he House, He headed for the
boathouse as fast aa his fat liitle logs
could go. Nuk ho had o fecling that ho
wonld he foo late!

And he was!

————

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Change In the Programme !
EVEN emiling faces looked merry
S attdl bright in the roomy old
boat that pulled up the shining
Sorle.
It was a glorious June afternoon,

— e s ss—

Alone with a well-filled picnie-
basket, Billy Bunter, of the
Greyfriars Remove, is in his
element. But he’d rather starve
for a month of Sundays than be
stranded at midnight on an
island with a thief and a bag
of ** swag ** |

m -

There were plenty of CGroyfriars’
fellows on the river, on the landing-rafe,
and on the towpath; and all of them
looked checrful, Buat the merricst and
brightest were the party in tho Le-
move boal,

Wharton and Bolb Cherry, Jeohnny
Bull, and Mugent, pulled at the oars.
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh sat in the
bhows., In the stern sat Marjorio 1azel-
dene and Clara Trevlyn, of CLff
House School,  Fellows in other boais
cast cnvious glances at the Famous ive
and their prelty passengers

Tocking bLack, Bob Cherry, az ho
pulled, grinned over hiz oar at a fat
figure thatl appeared on the rvaflt by the
Loathouse,

1t waz small in the disfance,
recognisable,

Tt was brandishing n fot fist after the
boat—andd probably shounting, but if so,
ithe distance was too great for William
George Bunter's duleet tomes to carry.

Boathouse and raft and Dunter
dropped ont of sight as the boat pulled
on. It was a roomy boat, and well
loaded ; but four oars pulled it swiftly
up the current of the Sark,

In tho boat reposed a picnic-basket.
It had been placed thers befora Bob
Chorry conveyed bthe dud parcel to
Study No. 1 in the Remova for the
special behoof of DBilly Buntor,

Iaving loft Bunfer behind to snafe
that dud parcel, the Famous Five had
trotted down to the river, got their boat
aut, pulled agross the Sark, and picked
up the Chiff ¥louse girls on the opposite

but

3

bank—-Marjovie and Clara being, forta-
nately, only o few minutes lale!

Now they were weéll on their way up
the river=—minus Bunter| It was going
io be & gorgeous afternoon. DPulling up
the shiming river, in the summer sun-
shine,- under a bloa shy dotied with
fleeey clouds, was a sheer plensure.
And ilwore was going to be a pienic an
Popper’s Tsland—rather regavdless of
tho fact that that island was out of
Liounds.

Sir 1lillon Topper, of Nopper Clourt,
was quite licree on the subject of camp-
ing on the jsland. DBut, important
gentleman as Sir Iilton was, the cheery
chums of the Remove had actually
forgolten hip |

It wotild have surprised the lord of
Popper Court could he have known, and
reabised, that his important existencn
could ba forgolten! BEat there it was—
tha thonghtless sehioolboys had givén no
more thonght to Bir Hilton Poppor.
bavonet, than to the gnats thal buazcd
in the summer sunshine, '

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, that's jolly old
Coker 1 remarked Bob Cherry, when
thea Remove boat was about a mile up
tho Sarl:.

Sounds like a thrashing whale veached

the cars of the Itemove party. They
could have gnessed without locking that
Coker of the ¥Wifth was at hand, When

Coker of the Ififth was rowing ho
always scemad to bo carnestly inlent en
digging up the river,

Smiling faces glanced round at the
Fifth Formm boat. Greeno was steering
it, CUolker and D[Potior wero Enl!ing.
Pottor, at least, was pulling—Coker was
cateliing a marvellous suceession of
crabs. Ho was putting his beef into it,
and his rugged }m‘:u was red with effort ;
but the progress of the boat did noi
correspond  with Coker's efforts. It
crawled.

“What'll you give for a tow, Coker?”
Ealir::] cut Bob, as the junior boat glided

¥
Cloker stared round.

“You cheeky young scoundrel—" he
bawled. Ther, catching eight of {ho
Chffi House girls in the bost, Coker
cheelked Iis eloguence,

B“I%hce you, Coker!” chortled Johnny
11k,

“The racefulness would be torrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“For ness' sake, Coker, leb
Creeno take that oar 1* mutiered Potter
of the Fifth. “We don't want to bLe
passed by every crew of chesky fags on
the river.” !

“{ireono ean't row, any more than you
can, George Policr!" retorted Coker.
“Why don't you pull? We're simply
crawling.”

“Leave off pulling, then, and wao shall
got on quicker,

“Don't bo a silly aes, Potter 1

“Well, look here—"" began Greene.

“Don't jaw, Greene "

Ifarry Wharten & Co. pulied on,
Iﬂaﬁin‘:? the Fifth Form boat Houndering
behind,  The next bend of the Sark
hid it from sight.

At that distance from tho school the
Famous Iive had the SBark to them-
selves. Ahead of them rose the green
mass of tho island in the river., They
pulled for the, channel between 1he
island and the Popper Court bank,

“Is that SBir Hilton Popper?” asked
Marjorie Hazeldene, glancing at a tall,
engular figure on_ the towpath,

“Oh1” ejaculated Harry Wharton,

He glanced round at the towpalh.
The angular old genileman in riding-
clothes, with a whip under his arm, was
staring at the boat with bent brows over
a gleaming eyveglass,,
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“0ld Popper * exclaimed Nugent.
“The esteem snd  ridiculous

Pnp&er g
“\What rotten Iuck!” .
“\What does it matter?” asked Miss

Clara, .
“Um! Well it does, rather,” said
Harry. “0ld Popper kicks up a fearful
row if anyone lands on thoe island, e
fancies it's bia.” .
“Tiko his check!” remarked Miss
Clara, . .
“But isn't it his 7 asked Marjorie.
. “Well, he says so, and nobedy scoms
kecn on going to law with him about
ik 1" said %arrg Wharton, “But every-
body else says it's publio land.”
He glanced doubtiully &t
comrades, . .
“The trouble is that the Head's put
the island out of bounds, to’stop bicker-
ing about it,” he went on, “and old
Popper, being & governor of the school,
it’s rntj}ar awkward., Perhaps—hem—

per— S e :

“No perhaps about it,” said Bob.
“We can't land on the island with old
Popper ?a.mhing us with that pane in
his eya !’ :

“Bother him!” said Harry.

i B%uw him I"* agreed Bob,

“Bless him 17 gsid Nugent. |

Grimmer and grimmer grew “the
frowning brow of the lord of Fopper
Court as the Remove boat drew nearer,
Sir Hilton had not the slightest doubt
that he had spotted a pienie é:mrt.g bound
for his island—as, indeed, he hadl

It was, really, quite a nice picnic

arty—not the sort to do any damage.
%ut irippers sometimes landed on that
island, and loft emptf bottles and dis-
used cans snd tins lying sabout, and
dragged down the brushwood for a
camp-fira. Which, of course, no land-
owner could possibly like,

Sir ¥ilton slipped his riding-whip
down into his hand and waved it to the
schoolboys in the boat.

“Here, youl” he called out.

“There, you I” called back Bob Cherry
cheerily. )

* What — what ¥ Sir
ITilton.

“ Which—whieh ¥
thé same cheerful tone,
crew chuckled.

They had certainly intended to land
on Popper's Island, But they had not
landed on it vet, so that was all right!
Sir Hilton, so far, had nothing to report
to, the headmaster of Greyfriars, 2o
Bob saw no resson for not exchanging
a httls Jight badinage with the irascible

his

ejaculated

snswered Bob in
And the boat's

old gentleman. :
“What!” exelaimed 8ir Hilton.
“Boy! You are impertinent!”

"Man ! retorted Bob.
and many of them [”

“Ha, ha, hal” ) _

“By gad,” exclaimed Sir Hilton, *if
I were near enough, you impudent
voung rascal, T would lay my riding-

“Bame to you,

whip round youl”

: umiE” EHE‘E.‘EEtEd Bob.

“1ia, ha, ha!” roared the juniors, and
Marjoric and Clara smiled. The boat

was a good dozen yards from the lord
of Popper Court. It would have been
a long jump for Sir Hilton.

“You—you—you——"" spluttered Sir
Hilton.

“Ae, me,
“Jump, sirl
caelch yvou in my hat.” e

‘“Ha, ha, ha |’ shricked the Removites.

Sir Hilton’s face was quite purple.
]Hu came to the very edge of the bank,
s eye gleaming through his eyeglass,
gripping the riding-whip. It was clear
what he would have dome with that
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whip had Dob Cherry leen within

reach of it. Fortunatcly, Dob wasn't.
“Pull round the dashed old island,”

said Harry, laughing. *“Wa can’t

picnia there now, that's a cert 1™

- Better not ! agreed Johnny Bull,

_ “Much better, I think,” said Mar-
Jorie, smiling. “Sir Hilton looks quite
Cross.

“He does—a few ! chuckled Nugent,

The boat pulled on. 8ir Hilten
Popper followed, along the towpath, his
fiory eye on the juniors. Evidently he
suspected them n% intending to land on
that island, and ho was not going to
lose sight of them. :

Having passed the island, the juniors
pulled round to the other side, an
turned back down the current. ‘The
wooded mass of the island hid the boat
from the baronet's fiery eye.

“It's all right,” remarked Harry
Wharton. *“We'll pull to that back-
water we passed a quarter of a mniile
down; it's a lovely spot for camping,
and na Poppers about !

“fzood oge " agrecd Bob,

The boat Hoated down on the current.
The 1sland hid Sir Hilton from  the
juniors, aa it hid the juniors from Sir
Hilton. But they heard his powerful
voieo ringing across the river:

“Joyee! Where are you,

Joyca?
Joyee! Whero is that man?

By gad,
Oh, you ara
here!  Joyee, = boat has gone round
the island, wider my very eyes! They

are landing on the other side! They
must bp turned off immediately I*

“Yes, Sir Hilton! But—"

“ Do not arg;m'with me, Jﬂfﬁa I You
will feteli & boat nomediately, and I
will cross to the island with vou,
a ] ——"

L | But_ﬂl .

“Why are you standing there arguing,
Joyee? Why do you not carry out my
orders? o at oucel” thundered Sir p
Hilton.

“Buf, sir, 1s that the boat®” gasped
the keeper.

“Eh! What! Oh, gad!”

The Remove boat glided into view
again, past the lower end of the island,
Sie Hilton glared at it.  Joyce sup-
pressed a grin,

“Oh ! gasped Sir Hilten.

He realized that the schoolboys had
nob landed on tho other side of the
island. They had sinply circumnavi-
gated it, and were going back down the
river.

Seven smiling faces were turned
towards tho baronet on the towpath.

}?]crh Cherry waved his hand in fare-
wiell

" Jood-bye, Blucbell I he called out.

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Impertinence P splutlered Sir Hilton.
“You—vou need not feteh the boat,
Joyee: apparently they have not landed
on the 1sland! ¥You Are vou laugh-
ing, Joyce! How dare you laugh ! %‘u
you wizsh to be dia:chnrg-&d,‘ sir? 1 dis-
charged Leecch this morning for im-

pertinenee. If you desire to be sent
away with Leech—"

“Oh, sirt No, sirl JI=——'" gfam-
mered Joyce.

“You may pol Pah!”

Sir Hilton turned and stelked along
the towpath: and Joyee did not grin
again till his lordly back was turnecﬁ

Az the boat pulled down the Sark, the
angular ;!iﬁum of .the lord of Popper
Court stalked it, along the bank. Sir
Hilton was still suspicious of the inten-
tions of the picnickera.

But the chims of the Remove had

uite given up the idea of camping on
the isﬁnnd that afterncon. Tor Sir
Hilton, great gun as he was, they did
not care two straws; but they did not

want 8 row with the Head when they
got back to the school,

For & guarter of a mila the Remove
boat pulled down- the Sark, and then
turned into a shady little backwater on
the opposite side of the river, and dis-
npﬁeuad from Sir Hilton’s sight.

or ten minutes or more Sir Hilton
paced the tow-path, watching that back-
water across t:ﬁq Sark, with an angry
brow and a gleaming eve. But the boat
did not reappear, and the lord of
Popper Court gave it up at last, and
stalked away. .

Quite indifferent to Sir Hilton, the
chuma of the Remove punted the boat
up the shady backwater, to camp for

d the Fimic on the bank, under a shady

oak-tree,

And it was a happy picnic; really
;qmtﬂ as good as camping on FPopper's
sland, with fthe additional advantage
that there were no Poppers about !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Oft and On!
SAY, you fellows!” yelled Billy

Bunter.

({1 l
More than an hour later, the
fat figure of the Owl of the He-
move stood on the towpath, opposite

Popper's Island—on the very spot where
Sir Hilton had stood.
The spot was descrted now, save for

the fat Owl!

Billy Bunter stood there, dusty,
fatigued, and perspiring, and hailed the
island with his Joudest squeak.

Having been left behind by the Re-
maove boat, Punter bad welked. Walk.
ing in itself had no appeal for Bunter;
but a picnic had~and rather than miss
the pienie, Bunter had walked.

Tt was a hot June afternoon, and
Bunter's weight, considerable to start
with, seemed to grow heavier and
eavier as bhe procceded. There were
several short cuis through the woaods,
which saved following the winding bank
of the river, and Bunter took advantage
of them all. 5till, with the shortest of
cuts, it was more than a mile to:cover,
and a mile was 1,759 yards too long for
Billy Bunter's comfort. .

Standing on the bank, wiping a fat,
perspiring face with his handkerchief,
the Owl of the Remove hailed the pic-
nickera on the island—not having the
faintest or remotest idea, that nobody
was there! o

Bunter knew that 1he picnie had been

lanned for Pﬂpimr"s Island. He had

eard it discussed and scttled. He had

soen the chums of the Remove start up
the river in the boat, with the CLfF
Housza girls. So how was he to doubt
that they had arrived at the island, and
landed thera aceording to plant

He did not think of doubting it. The
wera there, of coursc—camping an

jenicking in the shade of the old trees,
Eidden by bushes and foliage from view.
The fact that he roccived no answer o
his hail did not enlighten him. He was
aware oxactly how anxious the jumiors
wera to see him 1 It was like the bessts
to keep doggo, and pretend that they
didn’t gear & fellow |

“Wharton 1" yelled Bunter.

Certainly his fat voice reached tha
island anﬁ carried beyond it -If they
wera tzhere, they must hear. And he was
certain - they were there.

“Bob Cherry, you beasti?
Bunter. i

They had had plenty of time to pull
up to the island. Bunter, indeed, could
have followed Blﬂlﬂﬁ the bank, kceping
the hoat in sight, had he been a littlo
more active and s little less of a heavy-
weight. They had rcached the island
long ago, and that was certain to Bunter,

roarcd



That they had turned back after reach-
ing it, and were now camped across the
river 2 gquarter of & mile down, he had
no means of guessmf. )

“Inky, you beastly nigger!” bawled
EBuntor.

His voice cchoed; but thers was no
olher answer. The fat Owl shook a fat
fist at the greenery on the island—
greenery whieh, he was convineed, hid
a grinning party of pienickers. ,

*Nugent, you rotter I” howled Bunter.

But answer there cama none I

“Bull, you silly fathead I” shrieked
Bunter.

He paused for breath. Breath was
always rather short with ]311]3- Bunter;
and 1t was shorter than evér after a mils
on & hot afternoon. ) :

Ile fanned off flics with his handker-
chicf, dabbed streaming perspiration
from his fat face, and breathed wrath.

the 1sland. Bunter gasped for
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“Da vou hear?” yelled Bunter., "1
say, vou fellows! I say, Wharton, I've
got a message for you from Wingate of
the Sixtht”

No atiswer,

“I sav, you followst Quelch 15 coming
up the bank; he jolly well knows you're
there !V

That onght to have been o winner, so
io speak ! The alarm of their Form-
master in the offing should have been
enough for the picnickers.

2till there was no answor-—-no sign from
reath,

Ieanod on a tree by the towpath, and

blinkod across at the island through his
big spectacles, in epeechless wrath,

If they did not come off in the boat for
him, Bunter was done!  And it was got-
ting clear that they weren't going to!
Apparently they were sitting tight, at

.
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That Marjorie conld hear, umnoved,
the news that her brother, Hazel of the
Remove, had fallen down the stairs and
broken his leg, eecmed improbable.
Billy Bunter could not doubt that he
would get an answer this time.

But no answer came!

Bunter paused again—less for a roply
than for breath. Not one of the
picnickers was to be drawn: and he was
unthappily unaware of tha fact that they
wore a quarter of 2 mile awar, down
tha river, far out of the sound of his
volce.

Any other fellow, probably, would
have given it up at that point. If tho
picnickers were on the island, it was
plain that they did not want Bunter
there. Somo fellows would have been a
little coy about barging in where thoy
were not wanted.

—

e

al

Sounds like a thrashing whale reached the ears of Harry Wharton & Co. and thelr girl chums of Cliff House. They glanced
round, with smiling faces, to see Coker and Potter pulling In the Fifth Form boat, Potier, at least, was pulling—Coker was

catching a marvellous succession of crabs.

* Beasts I he howled,

They ¢onld heard him—of course they
could. They weren’t going Lo feteh him
across, chiefly because the CHE Howso
girls were present, and they wers jealous
of Bunter's good looks! Which was
really unnccessary, for Bunter was not
thinking of Marjorie or Clars, charming
as thoy were; iua was thinking of the
tuckl He had been ‘nun;:r when he
started. Now he was fearfully hungry |
And he hed no doubt that a handsome
spread had been provided, with such
distinguished guests prosent, -

“I gay, you fellows!” yelled Bunter.
“T jolly well know you're on that island |
I say, if old Popper's about, he will hear
me, and you'll get into a row.”

Bunter fancied tliat that would meke
them sit up and take notice.

No doubt it would have done so had
they been on Popper's Island. Certainly
they would not have wanted the atten-
tion of Sir Iﬁi!tun or his keepers drawn
to the fact that they were there.

the risk of PBunter's yells bringing
keapers to the spot.

“I say, Marjorie!” howled Bunter.
“T say, tell those beasts to bring the
boat across. I've gob a messagoe from
your brother.”

Bunter paused, like Brutuws, for a
reply. But he had no better luek than
Brutus! 'There was no reply.

Even Marjoric failed to play up!
Which was nob surprising, as she was
not there! But which was wvery sur-
prisirﬁ‘ to Bunter, who had no doubt
that she was thera! Bunter knew the
effect of his d locks on the softer
sex. He knew that Marjorie Hazeldens
had what he clegantly termed a
“squash” in his direction! If it was so,
she concealed the fact remarkebly well;
but Bunter, at least, had no doubt about
it. -
“Marjorie, old dear!™ sgueaked
Bunter. “1 say, I'm here, vou know !
I =ay, your brother's fallen down the
Remove staircase and broken his leg.”

“* Yaroooh ! ™ yelled Potter, as Coker's oar caught him a erack on thé head,

Not so Bunter! Bunter was not par
ficular about a8 hospitable welcome.
F!rc!}d“ he was anxious about was the
eed,

If he could, by hook or by crock, land
himself on the picnickers, it was all
right ! They could not kick s fellow out,
with girls present. Short of being
kicked out, Bunter did not mind what
his reception was hike. .

He blinked over the shining Sark
through his big spectacles. Few fellows
camo so far up the river on a hali-
holiday ; school bounds did not extend
go far without special leave. Btill, there
was a chance of gpotiing a boat and
petting a lift across.

From up the river, in the direction
of Eaurtﬁﬁld Bridge, & boat glided into
sight.

illy Bunter fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, on it.

As it came nearer he gave a grunt
of annoyance. He recognised three
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Tifth Form fellows in the boat—Coker
and Potter and Greene.

Coker of the Fifth was the last fclfow
at Greylriars to take the trouble to give
s fag n lift, :

Not that Coler was not & good-
patured fellow. Ho wes! Dut Colker
waz of the Fifth Form, Fifth Formy, s0
to speak. He would have regarded suen
8 roquest as cheek., And Coker was nou
the man to stand anything in the natuare
of cheek from juniors. :

Still, it was a case of any port In a
storm. DBunter would rather have ashkeil
any other fellow for a lift; but uo other
craft was to be zeen on the river. He
rezolved to ask Cokert If the beast
refused, he would be no worse off.

As the Fifth Form boat came nearer,
matters did net look promizing for
asking favours. All three of the seniovs
lc-uIr.-rﬁ crosa and annoved.

Coker, clearly, waa in & bad temper.
TDotter and (irecne had
Generally they were tactful with Horace
Coker. Dut Coker’s series of crab-
eatching exploits going up the river
had tried their tempers sorely,
espeeially 28 he bad eplashed them beth
frorn head to foot with water, at the
same time telling them, with biting
scorn, what clumsy duffers they were,
and advising them to leave boats alone,
and stick to a tub on a pond.

There had been argument in Coker’s
boat—warm argument. The idea had
been to pull up to Courtfield Dridge,
and thence walk to the bunshop for tea.
But at the rate at which Coker’s boat
pmgnrassed, it looked as if they would
reach the bridge about the time they
were due at Greyfriars for calling-over,
Giving up all hope of tea at the bun-
shop, Potter and Greene recklessly told
Coker what they thought of his rowing,
and of him personally; snd Coker de-

goaded looks. .
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elared that he was jolly well fed-up
with them, and would jelly well turn
bnek—which Coker jolly well did!

Thus it was that Ucager’s boat came
floalive down the river past Popper’s
Istand, in time to give Billy Bunter a
lift==if Coler was so disposed |

Asz it slid inio the channel between the
istand and the bank, Billy Bunter hailed
1t.

“1 say, you fellows I

Colker gave him a glare.

“1 say, give me a hft across to the
island, vou fellows!” sgueaked Bunter.
“T suy, my [ricnds are pienicking there,
and 1'm late. I saw, you might glve a
chap & lift acress. 1 can't make
Wharign heart™

“Go and cat coke,
growled 1'otter.

“Bhat up, you young ass!" snapped
Grecne.

That did it!

Coker, already glaring at Dunter, had
been about te bavk at him.  Dotter
and Creene spoke first—which was
enough for Coker! Automaticnlly, as
it were, Coker tock the opposite view.

Inztead of barking et DBunter, he
barked at Potter and Greene.

“ No riced to bite the kid's head off |
he snapped. “ Why shouldn’t we give
him a Lift across?"

" Oh, rot ' grunted Potter.

“ Rubbish !"* grunted Greene.

That was more than enough for
Coker! Oppesition had its inevitable
¢flcet on the great Horace,

 “Well, you can call it rot and rubbish
if you like,” he said, “but I believe
in being good-natured! We'ro giving
ithat kid a lift, seal?"

“* Look here e

“¥ou needn't jaw, Potter!
jawed enouglt this afferuoon !
to tha bank, and shat oup!”

vour fat frog!

You've
Pull in

\
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“We're
Grecne.
“You've wasted most .of the after-
noon already, Greene. A few minutes
mora won't hurt! Ilom’t be a rotter!”
Potter and Creene suppressed their
feclings. The Fifth Form boat pulled
in to the banlk. .
“Hap in, Bunter 1" said Coker.
Bunter thankfully hopped n.
“Thanks, old chap " he gasped,
“Po vou want & thick car?” askeld
Coker unpleasantly, “If you do, you've
only got te call me *old chap’ again.”
Bunter did not want a thick ear!
Judiciously he remained silent, while
the seniors ferried him meross to the

wasting  time!™ provwled

island. He jumped ashare at the
landing-place, and DPotter pushed off
again.

Colier’s haat glided on down the river.
Voices foated bhack from -it—not in
amicable tones, Coker waz still catch-
ing ecrabs, and Poiter and Greene
making no effort to conceal what they
thought of his rowing style. Baily
Bunter grinned as the wvoices floated
back.

“Vou fathead!
pgain 1™

“8hut up, Potter!®

“Did we come out for & row or a
bathe ¥

“Stop jawing, Greene, for goodness
sake M

Voices and splashing died away down
ilie river. Coker & Co,, and their boat,
were gone. Billy Bunter, safely landed
on Popper’s Island at last, plunged
through the trees and the underwoouds,
towards the glade in the middle of the
island, where he expected to hnd the
picnickers camped.

He reached the glade.

He found it empty.

The fat Owl blinked
through his big speciacles.

“J say, you fellows!™ he squeaked.

Silence |

“ Beasts 1" roared Bunter. “T know
vou're here! Dodging a fellow ! I say,
vou rolters !

Dead silence !

Bunter's first impression was that the
picnickers knew that he had arriyed,
and had doedged him in the trees, Tiut
there was no sign of a pienic having bieen
going on-in the g]anfe For the first
time, a dismaying doubt smote him.
They were there—he was sure they were
there ! But it looked as if they weren't!

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

He rooted through trees and bushes.

Nobody was thero!

He was alone on Fopper's Island !

“Oh crikey 1’ repeated Bunter,

The pienickers were not, after all,
iherec! There was no spread for
Bunter ! More serious still, if possible,
there was ne boat to take him off the
island again ! .

‘He plunged back through the thickels
to the water's edge. But 1t was futile to
hlink along the river for Coker's beat.

You've splashed mo

round him

Cloker’s boat was far out of sight by thae

time.

“0h Jor' ! gasped Bunter, b

All that afternoon he had been anxtous
to geb on Popper’s Ieland, Now he was
on it, and only anxions to get off !

Tt hiad been difficult to get on! It
was impossible to get off |

Bunter was stranded |

P m—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

i UNTER "
B “ Adsum [
Cherry.

Wigging was engaged in
calling the r{}lﬁ

answered Bob



Tlarry Wharton & Co. had returned,
after the pienic, in good time for call-
ing-over,  They were in their places
with the Remove, in Hall, when Mr.
Wiggins, the master of the Tlnurd, came
in to call the names

Oune member of the Romove was not
there, ‘That member of the Form was,
in his own fat estimation, the mest im-
portant member—being ne other than
William George Bunter. ]

In the estimation of other Removites,
however, Billy Bunter's unimportance
was unlimited—and plenty of fellows
did pot even notice that he was not
there ! ]

Tt was when Wigging called his name
ihat Bob beemmo aware that Bunter
was abaent,

Without stopping to Bol:
answered for him.

Il was not uncommon for a fellow to
be late for calling-over, on a fine half-

think,

holiday., Noeither was it uneominon
for & good-natured fellow to keep him
out of m row by answering to his

name—if  that little trick could bo
maved suceessfully

Had Mr. Quelch beoen taking roll, no
one would have ventured. Quelch’s
cimlet eves penetrated to the duskiest
corner of Big Hall; his keen ears would
have detected the slightest difference of
Yoneo,

But with Wiggins it was easy.

The Third l'gﬂrm-master was neither
keen nor observant. He was, in fact,
a little careless. He blhinked owlishl
ab Form lists through his glasses, an
hardly looked at anything else. So
long as ““'sum !” echoed back when ho
called a name, Wiggins was satisfied
and unsuspicious

With Wiggins up, any fellow was
ready to do another fellow such a pood
turn. It was on record that, when
Wiggins was up, Vernon-Smith of tho
Remove had once answercd to half o
dozen names ip succession, amid sup-
pressed chuckles, and got away with
the same.

So it was all right now!

“Adsum ¥ in arvswer to DBunter's
name was good enough for Mr,
Wiggins. In the happy belief that
Buntor was proaent, he omitted to mark
him absent. 8o, if the fat Owl como
rolling in late, he was safe from lines
or detentions, which was Bob's friendly
object.

Bob, certainly, was a little thought-
less. Schoolboys often are. Tho happy,
vouthful mind does not always realize
that there are godd and solid reasons
behind the rulea laid down in a school

Rolleall was not, as the juniors
often conzidered 1t, mmerely a worry.
It had its rcasons and 1ts uses.

It was a hundred to one that a fellow
who cut roll was merely late. DBut
there was always the odd chanece that
sh::_rmet-hing. might have happened to

178,

Bob's cheery mind pictured Bunter,
rolling homo with weary fat legs from
somowhero, late for .roll-call.
tainly, ho did not dream, for an
instant, that the hapless fat Owl was
gtranded on the island in the river,
with no possibility whatever of petting
off till he was fetnhed.

Having answered for Bunter, and
saved liim, as ho supposed, from a row,
Bob ¢hamissed the trifling matter from
his mind

After roll-call, he was thinking of
anything but Bunter. There was box-
ing in the Rag to while away the time
till prep.  Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull had the gloves on with Vernon-
Qmith and Toem Redwing. Nobody was
likely to remember Bunter.

Cor-

EVERY SATURDAY

Calling-over established—or was sup-
]t:msﬁﬂ to establish—the fact that a
fellow. who answered to his name was
in the House. Bunter's name having
been answered, Bunter was—oflicially—
in the Houwse—and that was that ]

When the Bemove went to tho studies
for prep, only two fellows moticed that
Bunter did not turn up. They wore
Feter Todd and Tom Dutton, his study-
mates in Study No. T

But they did not give that fact much
heed. Bunter was unpunctuality itself.
He loathed prep. He was quite likely
to keep away from his study, unless a
prefect spotted him.

Even Bunter, however, seldom or
never cut prep entirely, as he did on
this parvticular evening. Prep over,
Peter wondered where the fat Owl was,
and what he fancied he was up to. 8o
he walked slong to Btudy No. 1, and
looked in on Wharton and Nugent.

“Seen a fat owl blithering about 2 he
asked.

_ “Bunter 7" asked Iarry. “Isn't he
m your study "

“He hasn's turned up for prep."

“The silly ass!” eommented Nugent.

“I haven't scen anything of him this
evening,” said Peter., “1 suppose he
came 1n for roll”

“BMust have,” answered the eaptain
of the Remove. “"He would have
been missed before this, if he hadn't.”

“You were on a pichie this after-
neon,” remarked [Deter. “Wasu't
Bunter with you?”

Wharton and Nugent cliuckled.

‘:Nnr wo dodged him.”

“Well, I suppose he’s about some-
where,” said Peter. “He will get into
a row with Quelch in the morning for
cutting prep. Billy ass!”

And it was left at that.

_Thus it came to pass that it was not
till bed-time for the Remove that Bully
Bunter was missed. Wingate of tha
Sixth had the duty of shepherding the
Hemove to the dormitory; and then the
fact transpired that Bunter was sbsent.

“Where's  Bunter?” Wingate in-
quired.
Nobody knew.

“Go and loock for him, Wharton !
said the prefect, frowning.

The bead boy of the Bemove went to
lock for Bunter.

. The rest of the Remove were in bed
in their dormitory, and Wingate wait-
g impatiently to switch off the light,
when Harry Wharton arrived there—
without Bunter.

“Can't find him, Wingate,” sald
Harry.
“You can’l find Bunter 1" exclaimed
Wingate.
“No: I've rooted all over the
place.””

“He's in the Honse, I suppose!™
grunted the (reyiriars captain,

“1 suppose so—he  must have
answered at roll, But I can’t find him
anywhere.” :

ingate gave -4 grunt,

"Tu%n in! .

Wharton turned in, and Wingate
switched off the light and went down
to roport to Mr. Quelch that one of lis
Form had failed to turn up at dorm.

Bob Cherry sat up in bed.

“Hasn't that blithering idiot come
in?"" ho asked.

“Must have come in" answered
Harry Wharton, '"T]w:.r'ci havo been
after him long ago, 1f he hadn't
answared at roll™

“Oh ecrikey ! said Bob in dismay.

There was a chuckle from Hazol-
deno's bed.

“Didn’t you answer for him at coll,

{

g%c{’ry ™ he asked. I thought you
1.

“1 jolly well did|” said Bob.
“¥ou did 1" exclaimed Wharton.
“Yes! 1 thought the silly ass was
coming in late, and——""

“Oh, my hat! Then ho may not

have come in at slL”

"“"Looks as if ho hesn't1™ said DPcter
Tedd. " Bob, ¢ld man, you're rather a
silly ass!”

“0Oh, rot!" grunted Bob. “I'veo
answered for you before now, Toddy.”

“Um! Well, yes! But—-"

“The butfulness is terrific in this

absurd case!” remarked Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. “The esteemed and
idiotic Bunter is still out of gates.”

“Oh jiminy ! said Bob.

“What on earth can he be doing out
of gates at half-past nine?” exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Anybody know
where he went "

L "ir\’.-.:. saw him on the raft this after-

noott, sald Wugent., “That was before
four o'clock. Anybody scen kim
ginea M

Nobody had #een him! Nobt =

fellow in the Remove had the faintest
idea where Billy Bunter might have
epent his half-holiday.

It was five or six hours since he had
been seen. He had not: comes in.
Clearly, he could not be staying out
of gatcs after bed-time of his own

accord [ Something had happened to
Bunter |
“Dash it all!* said Johnny Bull

“It's rather a rotten idea to answer

for another fellow at roll, when you
coma to think of ™

“Fat lot of ﬂ:md thinking of that
now I grunted Bob.

Rather late in the day, Bob realised

those good, solid ressens that lay
behind the rules laid down by the
school authoritics.

Bunter was missing, and that un
thin!-cing},l_ good-natured act had pre-
vented him from being looked for till

after darkoess had fsllen,

“Quoleh will have to know,” said
Harry. “It's rotten luck, Bob, cld
man, but Quelehy's Fot to Lnow.”

“1 know that|*

Bob was already slipping out of bed.
It was not pleasant to face his Form-
master with e statement of the facts
But, obviously, the Remove-master
had to know that & membor of his
TF'orm had not returned to the school.
Already fellows were wondering whether
tha short-sighted Owl might have been
run over by a car.

Bob Cherry slipped on trousers and
left the dormitory. He hurried down
the stairs, and made his way to Masters’
Passage in an extremely uncomfortable
framo of mind.

Mr. Quelch's door stood open. Win-
gate of the Sixth was there, and the
Remove master was speaking to him,

“I can hardly -understand this, Win-
gate. 1 was not present at calling-
over, but Bunter must have answered
to hiz name, or I should have been

informed.” : . ,
“That is so, sir,” eaid Wingate,
“But—" He ptared round as =

half-dressed junior appearcd in the
doorway.

Form-master and prefect stared at

Bob Cherry.” Bob's faco was crimson.
A glint came into Mr. Quelch’s gimlet
Cyed. )
“What does this mean, Cherry!” ha
snapped. “ Why are you out of your
dormitory 7"

‘fhﬁ.huut Bunter,

Bob.
“0Oh1” Mr. Quelch’s frowning brow
Tug MaasEr LiBrasy.—Ng. 1,479.
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cleared. “Ii.you sre able to give me
any_information regarding Bunter—-"

‘He never ocame im, siv.'”

“Heo was present &t calling-over,
Cherry,” said Wingatae.

"He—he wasn't,” stammemred Bob.

" Nonsense " rapped Mr, Quelch.
“If any boy in my Form had fail
to anawetr to his name, Mr. Wiggins
would have informed me immediately.

“Y—I—I answered, sir.”

“What |7 .

“I—I answered for
gulped Bob. . :

Ilffr. Quelch looked at him. Hand-
ing out an “adsum ™ for a fellow late

Bunter, sir!l"

for roll, was .regarded as quite a
trifling -_ﬁ:tt.er " thoughtless .schoo]-
boys. . Quelch’s expression in-

dicated .that he did not regard it as
& trifling matter, however. And, in-
deod, it was not, as was mnow only
tco clear to Bob éhanrr.'

“You answerpd for Bunter!” re-
peated Mr. Quelchk enunciating each
word with terrifying -distinctness.

“Yes, &ir I gnsped Bob: “I—I just
thought he was late, sir, and—and—"
His voice trailed off. G

Mr. Quelch compressed hiz lips like
avice. - '

“Then Bunter. waz not present at
roll-eall?” he exclaimed.

“N-n-ne, sirl”" ]

“Do you know where he ial”

“_Hﬂl ﬁi.r..'" .

“Something must havée happened to
the boy,” said Mr. Quelch. “If there
has a serious accident, you have
very much to answer for, Cherry.”

“I=X know, sir!" groaned Bob.
“I—I'm sorry.”

“No doubt,” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
“TUnfortunately your regret cannot
undo the harm you have: done. ¥Yon
may Teturn to your dormitory, Cherry.
I will deal with you in the morning,
Wingate, search must be made immed:-
ately for Bunter. I will ring up the
police “station and ascertein whethet
anything 18 known of an accident.
You may go, Cherry.”

Baob £ry, want.

“Licked ! nasked half a dozen
volces, a8 he came back to the Remove
dormitory. ] ]

“I"'m getting that in the morning,”
AnswWar Bob, “"What op earth can
have become of that fat ass 1™

“Walked into a car,” suggested
Skinner. '

“Oh, shut up, Skinner!" =said two
or thros fellows,

b Cheérry turned in—but not to

sleep. F uwite a long time thera
wWas 8 bu:f of voicos in the Remove
dormitory.  Fellowa dropped off to

sleep, one by one; but midnight had
sounded before Bob’s eyes cl And
the missing Owl had not returned.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Night Out !
1 O H lor' 1" groaned Billy Bunter,

I+ was uncommon—yvery
uncommon indeed—for the
fat Owl of the Remove to be

awake at midnight, ] ]
But at midnight's stilly hour Billy
Bunter was awake—wide aswake—very

. wide awake indeed.

How long he had bheen on that
bosstly island Bunter hardly knew, but
he knew that it seemed like centuries.

He- wae sleapy; but he could not sleep.
Ha waa hung:?'.hfearful[r hungry ! It
was & night of horror to Bunter.

At first the fat Owl had hoped to
see some cotaft pass on the river, and
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et a lift off the island. Unfortunately
Joker’s boat was the, lmst craft that
passed. |

It was not till the summer dusk was
falling that Bunler reésorted to the
desperate expedient of shouting for
help. If his shout reached any ears,

-those ears were most likely to belong

to one of Sir Hilton Popper's keepers
—and that meant a row at the school
for having {irespassed on Popper's
Island.

But desperation at last drove Bunter
to take that risk, But he tock if in
vein, No one appeared on the tow-
{)a.th—un' figure in velveteens emerged
BI'D]L_]. the shadowy woods along the

AFH.

Darkness fell.

After dusk the spot was as lonely s
one 23 any lover of solitude could have
desired. Dilly Bunter entirely failed
to see the charms which sages are said
to have seen in the face of solitude.
He loathed it

No sound came to his fat. ears, bat
the whisper of the summer wind in
tho brenches, and the unending ripple
of the Bark in the rushes.

A zilver crescent of moon camea out
in & sky of darkest blue. It gleamed
on the. rippling river. The scene waa
one of great beauty had Bunter been
in a frame of mind to appreciate it.
But Bunter wam’t,

The scene upon which Billy Bunter
would have been glad to foast his eyes
was - not moonlight on a rippling
stream, but & steak-and-kidney pie on
* Standi the little landing-p!

anding on the little ing-place
on Popper’s Island under the thick
shadow of heavy branches, the fat Owl
of the Remove blinked at the rippling
river with a hopeless blink through his
hig spectacles,

e was stranded for the nightl

He had to realise it.

By that time the Remove were in
bed. Evidently no one had any iden
where Bunter was. It had not oven
occurred to the Famoue Five that the
fat Owl had eontrived to land himself
on . Popper's Island, in the belief that
they were there.

Coker & Co., certainly, might re-
member that they had ferried him
aoross. But as he had told them that
his friends were there they wounld
hardly guess that he was stranded on
the island without a boat, -
Certainly no_man in the Fifth was
likely to "notice whether a junmior
angwered his name at roll or not.  Not
unless Bunter was inguired for up and
down the scheol would Coker Lo
recall him to mind.

That might have happened, but for
Bob. Cherry's unlucky, though well-
intentioned act, in answering “ adsum "
Bunter's name.

Bunter nourished a hope that missed
at roll-eall he would be inguired for,
and then the Fifth Form men would
remember putting him on the island,
and mention the fact,

It meant an awful row if a boat had
to be zent for him to take him off a
spot out of school bounds. But that
was hetter than a night on the island.

It was an unpleasant alternative—
but unpleasant as it was, it was not
available. For, owing to Bob’s hap-
lesa intervention, Bunter was not
missed till bed-time, and Coker & Co.
knew nothing of ik

Bunter's hope faded away as the
summer night grew older. )

Luckily it was a fine warm night—
s lovely night in June. That was all
rigl#, go far as it went. But Bunter
wad eleepy, hungry, and growing very

Absolute solitude apelled safety, but
there wa,s'gumuthing terrifying in it,
all the. same, and in the thickening,
darkening shadows, :

Bunter had long ceased to shout. 1
nobody had heard him before dark-
ness fell, nobody was likely to hear
him at a later hour.

Moreover, at a late. hour of tho
night, unpleasant characters might Ue
abroad—rough poachers in the Fopper
Court Woods; tramps camping oub
along the river. Bunter longed to sce
8 human face—but not that of &
poacher or a‘tramp.

He groaned.

Almost any fellow in the Greyfriars
Remove, excepting Bunter, would have
risked a swim across the channel to the
towpath. The distance was not great.

Bunter did not even think of it

Any fellow who had asked Bunter
whether he could swim, would have
been told that he was the best swimmer
in the Remove, if not in the whole
school. But st the bottem ‘of his fat
heart Billy Bunter had a misgiving
about his swimming powers. He would
have stated that he ecould swim like
a duck. But ones in the water he had
reason to fear that his exploits would
rather resemhble those of & stone than
a duck. X : -

_ Anyhow he did not think of trying
it on. :

" He thought of curling up in the
thickets and trying to’ sleep. But he
was too hungry and alarmed to sleop.

In fact, he hardly dared "ioc blink into
the dark circling shadows.

It was, in fact, awiul. Billy Bunter's
carcer as a grubhunter had often
landed him in trouble, but never in
trouble so bad as this. He would have
given that picnie, and & dozen pienies,
to ba safe .in bed in the Remove dor-
mitory, even without supper. But at
the mere thought of supper Bunter
groaned in anguish of spirit. He knew
now what shipwrecked men falt like
in_an open boat et ses.

He ‘sat down at last at the foot of
a tree, am the: willowa at the edge
of the island. Hungry and alarmed
as hs was, he was getting mora and
more sleepy, and he nodded a little,
Ho was dozing dismally, when a sound
i::cm the silance of the woods reached

im.

It was a_ distant shout.

The fat Owl started into wide wake-
fulness, Was it rescue at last? Had
those beasts guessed where he was?
Or had that asa Coker told what he
knew? Someone, at all events, was
at hand—ond what could it mean bub
rescue !
~ Bunter's littla réund eyes gleamed
through his big round speetacles. A
caning from Quelch, even a whopping
from the Head, meant little, if only he
ecould get to supper ~nd bed.

There was another shout, distinetly
echoing. A light flashed in the darkness
of the woods on the river bank, but
there was no sign or sound of a boat on
tho river.

Bunter groaned dismally. It was not
rescue; 1t was something going on in
Popper Court Woods—most likely Sir
Hilton’s kecpers after poachers.

Again came & shout, and then
another and spother., Several wvoices
were calling from different guarters;
they seemed to be coming from the
direction of Popper Court, Sir Hilton’s
residence, & mile away across the wood,

“ Beasts " groaned Bunter.

But he had a glimpse of hope now.
He was ready to face even the wrath
of Bir Hilton Pﬂ{?]&l‘ to get off that
dreadful island. any of the kecpera
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Mr. Quelch and Wingate stared round as Bob C half-dressed, appeared in the doorway.
yped b 4 ﬁam,taﬂ you, slr, that Bunter was not present af calling-pver 1 gulped
** ]—1 answered for him, sir ! ™

dormitory 2 ** snapped Mr. Quelch.

the Remove jundor.

came within call, Bunter was goiog to
how! for help and chance it.

Apross the channel, from the towpath,
came & sound of rustling as someone
hurriedly forced a way out of the thick
wood. Bunier had s glimpse for a
second of a fipure that emorged on the
towpath.

But he did not eall out. :

Hea blinked at that Ggure in terror.

It was not a keeper; it was a man
wha stood panting, with bent head,
listening ;: obviously a fugitive. And
Bunter did not doubt that he was a

acher for whom the lkecepers wero
munting.

Only for s few seconds the hunted
man stood there, then thero wes & splash
in the water.

The man was swimming the river.

Buntor leaned on the tree, blotied
from sight in the darkness under it, his
fat heart thumping. Till then the
solitude had seemed awful; now the fat
junior realised that solitude was in-
finitely preferable to a meeting in the
darke with & lawless and desperate man.

He know that the man was not swim-
ming across the Sark; he was headmfg
for the island. Ha heard the swift
strokez as the swimmer cleft hia woy
across the channel: he hoard the splash-
qu as he landed and the rustle of the
willows as the man plunged samorg
thain. ) .

His fat heart stood still.

He could not see the mau in the black.
ness under the branches, neither could
the man see him; but within s dozen
feet of him a desperate man, dripping
with water, crouched, and Bunter heard
his panting breath  Another sound,
sira enough, reached his fat ears—a
clinking sound, as of metal. The man
Was Carrying a:umet}mag—mmaj:hmg that
clinked like pots and pans in a bag,
‘Bl_lni%r noticed the sound without hc'.:ﬁ -
ing it
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Silence followed.

The ‘?antmg breath was subdued ; nat
a sound reached the Owl of the Bemove,
He could almost have fancisd that it
wa# & dream, and that he was still alone
on the islagd in the river, But he knew
—knew only too well—that the surround-
ing darkness hid & crouching, desperato
man, The man was silent; and Billy
Bunter waas, if possible, still more silent.
Not for worlds would he have made his
prezenca known to that hunted skulker
of the night.

Lights flashed in the dark wood again,
Footsteps and woices sounded, and dim
figures sppeared in the moonglesm on
uﬁé‘ towpith.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Thief in the Night!

£ OYCE '
“ 8Bir Hilton—"
“You havo missod him 1"

r % “1 think he came this way, sir!
He did nothing

“You are mistaken! H;
of the kind! I am convineed that He

was making of towards the common.™
“1 heard—"'
* Nonsense "
':I think—"*

" Nonsense, Joyce i*

Billy Bunter heard every word across
the narrow arm of the Sark. He could
see the tell, angular figure of Bir Hilton
Popper, and catch the gleam of the
monocle in the baronst’s eve.

Joyos, the keeper, stood silent. The
autocrat of Popper Court was not a
man to be argued with.

That they were in pursuit of the un-
known man w ad swum out to the
island, Bunter knew., He could have
called across tha information they
wanted. But he did not dare to utter

“ Why are you out of your

e sound, with the hunted man crouching
8o near him in the gloom.

Bunter knew what they wanted to
know——hut Buanter, like Bror Fox, lay
low and said “nuffin,”

“He has escaped ! Sir Hilton’s angr{
bark came clearly. ™It was Leech;

gaw him distinctly ! It was Leech,
Joyee!  The man I discharged this
morning for impertinencel It was

Leech | ¥ou can swear to that, Joyee!”
“I only saw a shadder, sir—"
“You are a foal, Joyce "

"Yes, Sir Hilton,™

Joyce, the head keeper of the Popper
Court estate, had a wife and family to
consider. . The lord of, ?ﬂﬁp'&,r Court
was far from realising that he was tak-
ing advanta of that circumstance.
But he wounld have been surprised to
hear what Joyee thought of .him, could
Joyece only have ventured to put it in
words.

“1 saw him distinctly " barked Sir
Iilton. "I heard & noise and woke up,
Joyee, and went down. And 1 tell you
I saw the man distinctly as be jumped
from the library window, Do you hear
me, Joyes T

“Yes, Bir Hilton.™

“MNo doubt he would have escaped
unseenn  had not  awalkened. ;
keepers, I have no doubt, would have
taken no notice of him and allowed him
to escape with his plunder.”

“ As goon &8 I heard you esll, sfr—="

“Don’t argue with me, Joycel ¥You
have not done your duty! INene of my
keepors have ﬂ{ma their duty ! It was
Leech—1 am absolutely convinced that
it was Leech! He knew his way about
the house, of course. I saw him dis-
tinctly—at least, with sufficient distinet-
ness. Bub if you had taken the trouble
to kﬂai YOUur oyes nga:n Joyee, there
would have beenn no oubt.  He must
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have passed within & few yards of you
when 1 followed him from the

us—

*1 saw & shadder——" Wi i

“If you cannot swear to his identity,
Joyee, you may- as well hold your
tongusl If you had followed in the
right direction the rascal would have
been in our hands by now i

“1 think—" ' ;

“ Don't talk nonsense, Joyce | By this
time be is half-way across Courtfield
common with the Popper Court silver!
Do you understand? Can you under-
stand that I am.put to & loss of more
than £1,000 b gnur incapdcity, Joyce!”

“I'm sure f eard him, siz—"

“Monsense! If he escapes with his
plunder, and cannot be unmistakably
1dentified, he will snap his fingers at
by g
o olice, sir—"'

e | 'lha?l t«eﬁphuﬂn to the police station
the moment I return to the house. He
shall be found—his lﬂ&ﬁga in Court-
field soarched—he shall detained on
suspicion, at least | The ailver tankards
he has purloined are heirlooms in mly
family; 1 am responeible for them. 1If

ou had not taken the wrong direction,
iaﬂa, I rhould not have followed you
here, and he would not have escaped.”

«But, Sir Hilton—" :

“You have wasted enough time
already, Jovee; do not waste more in
idle tﬁi:, ‘all the others and mako for
the common at once, while I return to
the house and ring up the police—"

g N ith

re vou going to argue with me,
Joyes, m? car:%ﬂ out my ﬂl‘ﬁﬂrﬂ ™ barked
Sir Hilton.

Joyee drew a deep breath,

"'gar:.r well, sir.”

“Go at once! At once, I say!| Why
ara you wasting time? I tell you thas
it was. Leech—] am practically con-
vinced that it was Lecoh—and he may
ye caught wi plunder on him,

t be ht with the plund him,”

“Yes, Sir Hilton *

Joyes went back into the wood; Hir
Hilton Popper, fuming, stalked after

gim, and both disappeared from Billy
unter’s ¢yes. )
Every word had reached Bunter's ist

ears oloarly—and must have reached,
also, the ears of the unseen man crouch:
ing in tha dark. No doubt Leech—if
the maan waes Lecch—had been glad to
hear the worda of the dictaterial old

ntleman, Joyce had believed that the
ugitive had Hed towards the river—
and Joyce certainly had been right.
But the lord of Popper Court had no
use for argument from underlings.

Sir Hilton fancied that the man had
broken out in the other direction
towards the open spaces of Courtfeld
common. And now Joyce was calling
the other keepers to search in that direc-
tion. They were not likely to have
much luck, as every stop took them
farther and farther dway from the
drenched mar crouching on the island.

“Oh lor't” breath:d Billy Bunter—
not aloud. , .

He understood now that it was not &
case of poaching. There had been a
burglary st Popper Court, and the thief
had had a narrow escape. And he was
now crouching within a few yards of
Billy Bunter—with his plunder! Bunter
knew now the meaning of .the elinking
sound he had heard; it had been made
by tha celebrated Popper Court silver,
packed in a bag in the grasp of the man
who bad stolen it.

If Bunter had been cautioua before,
he wis doubly cautious mow. Not a
80U esme from him. He hardly
breathed. It waa not a rough poacher,
which would have been bad anough—but

Tue Migxer Lipeiny.—No. 1,479,

THE MAGNET

& midnight thief with a bag of plunder,
who was shulking in the dark willows.

Hilent, Bunter strained his fat ears to
Listen.

Surely the man would go, now that
the coast was clear! Bunter longed io
hear him go. He trembled at tho
thought of the rascal discovering him
there. What would the villain do if he
epotted him?

But it was long before the unseen man
stirred.

Not till the last sound had died away
in the shadowy woods, and it waa cer-
tain that no ona was anywhere near ab
hand, did the crouching man move.

Was he
get off the island by

aiug]?
Ha could on E
swimming, and Bunter expected to hear
in ths water.

a sound of a plun
But that sound did not come.
The man was moving—ha could hear
him move! The willows swayed and
rustled and brushed. Why .did he mnot

1

But minute followed minute, and still

the unseen man was there.  Several
times Bunter had an awful impression
that the wretch was creeping towards
him in the dark—it seemed to hia ter-
rified ears that the rustling sound
approached. He barely repressed a
squeak of terror. : )
. But it was evident that Leech did not
know that anyone was on the island
with himm. His pursuers were gone, and
wore far distant now, end eertainly it
wana nob likely to cross hia mind that a
fat schoolboy had been stranded on the
isisnd in the river. Bo long as Buntor
kept silent in the dark, he was safa—and
he kept very silent indeed.

At length, to the fat junior’s intense
relief, ho heard a splashing sound. The
Inan was going at last |

Bunter heard the water ripple from
the strokes of a swimmer. Blinking out
of tha darkness under the branches, ha
spofted a howd on the moonlit water.

Swift strokes carried the man to the
bank. Bunter, with his spectacles glued
on him, saw him drag himself from the
river—a dim, half-seen figure in the
moongleam.

Swiftly that shadowy figure darted
soross tha towpath to the wood. TDhring
the next fow minutes faint sounds wers
wafted to Bunter. The man wasz out of
his sight, but still there, and the [at
junior guessed that he was wringing the
water out of his clothes before he went,

But all sound died sway at last.

The man was gone |

Bunter breathed a deep, deep breath
of thankfulness. Hé was solitary again;
but, for the first time, he zaw the charma
that sages have seen in the face of soli-
tuda ! Thea loneliness of the Sahare would
have been preferable to such company |

“"{h dear | groaned Bunter. " Thank
codness that beast is gone, but—— Oh
ear ! Oh crikey I”

Faintly, =sfar a&across the woods,

scunded s distant stroke, followed by
another. It was two o'cloak! -

“Oh lor' I groaned Bunter.

He sat down again, and leaned on the
tree. His fat head nodded over his fat
chest. Even hunger was forgotten in
overpowering drowsipess. At last Billy
Bunter slept, and his deep enore made a
more or less musical accompaniment to
the ripple of the Sark,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Coker Knew !

& UT &ll night 1"
o “Great pip M
In the move dormitory,

when the rising-bell clanged
out in the sunny morning, every fellow
atared at Billy Bunter’s empty bed.

That bed had not been slept in.

Bunter, evidently, had-not returnel
overnight | The fat Owl of the Remove
had had s night out!

It was the )

happened, eo far as any Remove
knew, Where was Bunter?
_ There were a good many serious faces
in the Remove. It scemed impossibla
that anything but a serious accident
could have kept a junior all night ous
of the school. Something must have
happened to Bunter.

Bob Cherry's usually cheery face was
deeply worried when he went down with
his chums. Ha blamed himself for what
he had done; though really it was only
what thﬂl,_lg‘LtIEﬂ_ follows  had done
dozens of times, with no harm coming of
it. Neavertheless, but for that unlucky
“adsum ” in Hall the eveming before,
Bunter would have been locked for
while the long summer day was still
light. Clearly, if he had been looked
for after dark, he had not been found.

Mr. Quelch was glready out of the
House when the Famous Five sppeareid
in the quad. His face was very somhbre,
and he frowned grimly at the sight of
Bob. His lock did not invite question-
ing; but the juniors were anxious sbout
the missing Owl, and they ventured.

“May we ask if Bunter has Dbecn
found, sirt"” asked Harry Wharton.

“Ha has not been found I barked Mr.
Quelch,

Ha gave Bob & very grim look,

“No one appears to know where ihe
boy went yesterday afternoon,” he said.
“There iz no trace of him to be found.
If he is unharmed, it is inconceivabia
that. he has not returned to the school.
Had search been made earlier, doubtless
something might have been learned.”

Then, &5 he read the dismal dismay in
Bob's unhappy face, the Remove master
relented. -

“¥ou see now, Cherry, the harm that
may be dorie by a thoughtless infraction
of the rules of the school ¥ he said. *I
shall not punish you=I think you realize
your fouli sufficiently.”

“ ¥es, sir I mumbled Bob.

“T may add,” seid Mr. Quelch, % that

rst time asuch a thin?' il:iad
LugW

I can learn nothing of any aceident.
Nothing i known at the polies station
or the Courifield Hospitel. Somelhing

must have happened to Bunter; but we
must hope that it was not an accident of
A serious nature.”

He walked away to speak to Mr
Prout, who came pufling into the quad.
When the bell rang for prayers, all tha
school knew that Bunter of the Remove
was missing.

After prayers, some of the Sixth Form
?Iﬂfﬂﬁtﬁ went out, on foot or on bicycles.
t seemed that there was going to be a
hunt for Bunter, now that a new day
had dawned.

Bunter's place was empty _at fﬂlﬂ
Remove table at breakfast. Quelcli's
face was solemn, and most of the fellows
locked serious emough. Even Skinner
was hot flippant on the subject. Fellows
were, indead, so concerned about Bunter
that it might have been supposed that
the fat Owl was guite a favourite in the
Form. . ‘

When the Famous Five came out ifter
breakfast, Coker of the FFifth came up
to them 'in the quad. Coker, by that
time, had heard, like the rest of tha
school, that Bunter of the Remove was
missing, and had been missing all night.

Coker was frowning, :

“What's all this about Bunter?” hae
demanded gruffly.

“ Ha's missing 1" said Harry.

“Well, from what I hear, ha was miss-
ing all the afterncon yezterdaﬁ,” said
Colter. “Why haven't you told your
beak where he was??



The Famous Five stared at Colcer.

# Because wa don't know, fathead!™
said Bob.

“You were tha last fellows who saw
him—Wharton, at least,” said Coker.
“You're bound to tell your beak! If

ou get into & row for trespassing on

np&e:-‘a Island, that can’t be helped.”

“What tho thump are you talking
about?” demanded Wherton., “We
haven't beeh on Popper's Island for
wecks [

“Don’t talk rot!” snapped Coker.
“You were there yesterday afternocon,
or Bunter wouldn't have said so.”

“Did Bunter say soi"

“¥Yes, ho did, when he asked me for
a lift meross to the island " grunted
Coker. ¥ Hea said hie friends were pic-
nicking thers, and mentioned your
nzﬂi;:?ff\*hartun, g0 you were there”

of the Remove,

He understood now, .

“That howling  ass!”  exclaimed
Nugent. “He fancied we were picnick-
in; on Popper's Island ¥

"And weren't you?” demanded Coker.
“1 saw you going up thoe river [*

“No, asa] We were going there, but
old Popper turned up on the bank, and
we went somewhere else!” growled
John Bull. “If that fat ‘duffer

fancied we were on the island——"
ha

4t Well, he jolly well did, or
wouldn't have asked for m lift across,”
said Coker. ®1 landed him there, 1
know that [

“(Oh, scissors " gasped Bob. “Can he
heve been on the island all night? He
would be too funky to swim off,
was stranded there.”

Coker whistled.

As soon as he had heard that Bunter
had been missing all night, he had, of
course, romembered that lift in the

boat. Eupiasing that the fat junior
had picnicked there with Harry
Wharton & Co., he took it for granted

that they had been the last fellows to 3

sea him—and were not meotioning the
Lt d £ tioning th
fact, on their own account. )
Now 1t dawned on Coker’s solid brain
that he had landed Bunter on  the
island, with no means of getting off, as
no one had been there with a boat.
"Qi'h, you ass!” said Bob. “Why
the thump did you give him » lift
serosa? If we'd knowno that—"
“Don't be cheeky!” snapped Coker,
“We might have pguessed he was
after us, only we knew he was too jolly
lazy to pull up the river I szaid I'Iafl‘i.
“I nover thought of the fat ass walk-
Ez;ttmg s lift across,. Why
ti'_tahtlmmp idn't you tell Quelch last
nig £

Whg the thump should I, when I
i

ing it, and

never knew till ten minutes ago that
the young Bass was missing 1" snapped
Coker. "I can't make out why he

wasn't missed at _calling-over |V

“Oh!™ eaid Bob,” reddening. It
seomed as if he was never to hear the
end of that unlucky * adsum.” ]

“They ought to have missed him
then, and inquired after him,” said
Coker. “I can’t make out why they
didn't, If I'd heard anything sbout it
before the Fifth went to roost, of
course I should have told Quelch.”

“Oh dear!” murmured Bob.

“Well, vou'd better tell Quelch now,”
said Harry. “If you planted Buntar
on Popper's Izland, it's pretly certain
that he's there now. He couldn’t get
off, unleas a boat passed, and very
hlml{ one didno't.”

Coker gave an angry

“I'm to tell Quelch!

runt. -
I'll jolly

oing
well kicﬁ the young ass when he comes Cok

beck, tool Bother himi"
And Coker stalked away. Mr. Quelch

my hat " gasped. the captain
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was in the quad, talking to Prout and
Wiggins; the three rnasters discussing
the mystery of the missing Owl

Horry Wharton & Co. watched Coker
of the Fifth, as he stalked up to the
group. Tho mystery of Billy Bunter's
absenice was clear to them now; and
it was going to be made clear to tho
masters. And as Popper's Island was
strictly and severely out of school
bounds, it looked &3 1f there was going
to be a “row.”

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Vials of Wrath |

ROUT bogmed. j
P Mr. Quelch compressed his

lips; Mr. Wiggins shrugged his

shoulders. ﬁ ut Mr. Prout
gomed.
All the masters were, of course,
relioved to hear that Bunter’s where-
abouts were known; that the fat junior
was probably safe and sound, and no
doubt little the worze for a’ night out
in balmy June. -

Mr. Quelch hurried away at once to
dirsct the boat-keeper to take a boat
ug to Popper's Island and bring Bunter
off, f he was there. Mr. iggins
walked back to the House to ﬂiJI'EB the
news. But Coker was not at liberty to
depart, after handing out his valuable
intormation. Coker had to stand where
he was, and listen to his Form-master.

In telling what he knew, Coler had
done what any fellow was ﬁaund te do.
The solitary castaway of Popper’s Island

he had to be rescued. It had not oceurred

to Coker that thers would be any un-
Eleu.aant results for himsolf. 8o far as
e thﬂughi:. at all—which was not very
much—Coker rather ex?&c to bo
praised for letting in light on this
troublesoms mystery, and getting the
missing junior back to the school.

Instead of which, Prout boomed at
im_in pompous_ wrath. 2

“I can scarcely believe,” said M,
Prout, fizxing Coker, like the Ancient
Mariner, with a glittering eye—"1 can
soarcely credit, Coker, that you—even
you, the maost abtuse boy in my Form—
could be uilty of this set of thought-
less and Eisres ectful folly I

Coker blin at him,

He did not understand,

Ho was used, of courze, to fault-
ﬁndiugi_ from Prout. Prout always had
some fault or other fo find with him;
even in such simple matters as spelling,
as when, for instance, Coker n;m t
“peciput ” with an x instead of &
double ¢c—which Coker Enew was right
if Prout didn't.

But for the life of him, Coker could
not see what he had done amiss now.
Here was Prout booming st hmm n
tii:ia middle of the quad for nothing at
& L}

“But I had to tell Mr. Quelch, sir,”
stammered Coker. “He seems to be

anxious about the young sss—I mean
Bunter—so I thought I'd better tell him
where he was”

“T am not nliuding to that, Coker!
Have you no sensaf” boomed Prout.
“Y nm glad, at least, that you have had

fra to confess to your fault,
considering the eerious consequences to

which it has led.” )
.E_

"My fault,
wildered Coker. :
“Your most serious doreliction of
duty 1" boomed Prout. “ Your unthink.
in%( and reckless disregard of muthority,
Coker | :
“What have I done, sir?” stuttered
er.
“What
FProut,

Bi:l'?"

gasped the

have you done?” hoomed
“Have you oot confessed.ihat

you landed & Memove boy yesterday on
the island in the river belonging to Sir
Hilton Poppert”

"Oh! Yes, sirl¥

“Are you aware, or are you not
aware, that that island is out of school

unds ! boomed Prout.

Coker started.

He was aware of it, of course.
Everybody at Greyfriars was. - Dut
certainly he had not called it to miml
when he gave Bunter that lift in his
boat, His mind had been chiefly
occupiced  at that time with pointing out
to FPotter and Greens what gilly idiots
they were.

“Are you anware, or are -you not
aware, that Sir Hilton Popper has
threatencd to prosecute any trespasscr
on that fsland¥” resumed Prout.

“Oh!"” gasped Coler. *“Yea”

“Yet, knowing thiz:i ['_';'nu helped a
foolish junior boy to defy the prohibi-
tion of a -landowner who is slso a
governor of thiz school 1

“Oh!™ gasped Coker.

. Coker had not thought of it in that
light. He had not, in fact, thought at
u‘;: Thinking was not Coker's long
suit, -

He had given a kid a lift in his boat.
That was all. But put as' Prout put
it, it was a much more serions maftter
than that.

“I am amsecd,” said Prout, “I am
astounded, You, a senior b_%]r in the
Fifth Form—my Forml o have

trespassed, or, at least, been & f;m:by to
trespassing, on 8Sir Hilton Popper's
property—"

“'Tain't his property, sir!” hooted
the &uﬂ.ﬂcd Coker.

“What—what 1"

“Fverybody knows that that island’s
Fubhc land 1* hooted Ceker. * That old
wnks——"

W ho—what—"

“0ld Popper—has enclosed it, and
meakes out that it's his, but it ]]'l:ﬂj
well isn't, and I'd jolly well tell him
s0 to his face '™ said Coker. “I'd land
on that island right under his nose if
1t wasn’t out of bounds!”

Prout gazed at Coker.

8o did Harry Wharton & Co. and
about thirty other fellows, drawn to
the spot by Prout’s boom,

“GF r's asking for it!” mur-
mured the Bounder,

"“The askfulnes is terrific.”

‘He's ;&311!,1" grunted Johnny Bull.

Everybody sgreed with Coker, so far
as that went. Everybody kpew that
it was only for the sake of peaco that
the headmaster had conceded Bir
Hilton's olaim, and put the island in
the river out of bounds. But it was
nobt judicious to argue the matter with
a h’ﬁﬂk—"—ﬁﬂpﬂﬂirﬂu{ an nu%rjr beak !
Beaks, like wilful horses, had to be
given their heads.

But Coker of the Fifth was seldom,
if wover, judicions. He was, on ‘the
other hand, born to trouble as the
sparks fly upward.

Prout, scemingly bereft of specch,
gazed at him, his m qute nker-
ru}:-ted. ker went on:

‘Dr. Locke's put the island out of
bounds, sir. I know that. But a lot
of fellows think it'ssrotten!”

“What?” bresthed Prout.

“I don't believe in giving In to a
reedy old hunks " said Coker. "I'm
gound? to obey headmaster, but I
wouldn't care a brass button for old
Popperl If he talked to me, I'd tell
him to go an eat coke fast enough "

“¥Ygu are speaking of & governor of

the school, Cokerl” gurgled Prout.
“I know, eir| I jolly well think—"
“Bilence1” Prout recovered his

breath and his boom. " Do not attempt
Tee Muower Limpany.~No. 1,479.



12

to defend your conduct, Coker, by add-
ing insolence to. insolencal You will

take fiva hundred lines|”
“Oh!” gasped Coker. “Look here,
e

- §

* Another word, and I will make your
imposition &  thousand lines, Coker ™
roated Mr. Prout.

Coker st dumb,
Mr. Prout, pink with wrath, rolled
awayi

Horace Coker stood staringhafta? himn.
Potter snd Greens, who had joined
the crowd of onlookers, exchanged a
grin, - It was not uncommon for Coker
to argue with his Form-master. It did
not make him &p&t:lpular with Prout, but
it often afforded the Fiith Form .a
little entertainment. ;
“Wall, you've gob the old bean’s rag
ont now, Coker!” remarked Potfer—
waiting till Prout. was out of hearing
before he made that remark. -
“Five hundred lines 1 gasped Coker.
“Lucky that’s the lot]” rematke
Greene. * P'rout looked like making 1t
B whﬂpping.” :
“Don't be a gilly ass, Greenel T'd
like to sce Prout whop me|” Horace
Coker breathed wrath. *Five hundred
lines—because that old curmudgeon,
Popper, grabs an island that doesn’t
ong to him, and warns people off |
I'll jolly well show him whether he
can warn me off 1 Five hundred lines
for Ehiﬂf; & kid a lift in a boat—because

that old hunks chooses to make out that
the island's his, when everybo jullg
well knows it jsn't1 I've a jolly goo

mind te go straight to that ' dashed
jaland, after class, and sit there, and
wait for old Popper to come along and
spot me.”

“Dor’t be an asal” gasped Potter.
Tl qut_”

“Blow Prout!”

“But Prout—" pgasped Greena.

“Prout likes to be asked to dinner at
Popper Court 1" hooted Coker. * That's
what's the matter with Prout [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“For goodness’ sake, shut up, Coker—
if Prout heard you—-"

“T don’t care if he does| Five hun-
dred lines! I never set foot on the
pg&hlri:i island, did I? But I jolly well
will I"

“Coker, old man, for goodnessy’ soke
don't be o pgoat!"” pleaded Potter,
'_‘rPrngE would be as mad as a hatter
l e

“Let him I’ hooted Coker, *Let him
make it a thousand lines if ha likea!
Let himt make it two thousand! Let
him make it all the Georgica that that

silly Virgil, ever wrote! I .don't
CATS [L%ﬂu’l] geol I'm going up to the
island ofter class! N show old

nggeﬂ I'll chow old Frout [™
L1 ﬂf&eh i 1}
chap——

“¥ou'll sen!” hooted Coker. “I'm
going up to that island after clazs, and
you fellows can come with me——"

“I'll watch it 1" gasped Potter.

“I'l go alone if you're funky! I'm

oing | ha's old Popperi” demanded

ker, in a woice that would certainly
have reached Prout's portly ears,” had
not that majestio tleman, fortun-
ately, gone into the House. *“Who the
thump is 8ir Hilton Popper, Baronet
Everybody knows it was & dashed City
aslderman gave Jamea I a . thousand
pounds for the iitle! They used to sell
vm like dﬂughnutr—-”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Let him come popping in when I'm
on the island, that's-all{ I'll tell him
what 1 think of him |" hooted Coker,
“He doeen’ ask me to dinner—as ha
doea Prout——"

“Ha, ha, Lal”
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“Coker, old man—-"

o You'll see I”? roared Coker. *You'll
jolly well see! And I can jolly well say
out plain——— Bother that beastly bell I*

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was the bell for class. It cut short
the fow of Horace Coker's eloguence.
Coker went in with the Fifth, in a
state of seething indignation. He did
not find Prout pleasant in Form that
morning.

ey S

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Burglar!

i SAY, you fellows!™
E “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he
is 1"

“Here's Bunter!”

It was Bunter!| The Remove fellows
saw him when they came out in break.
First and second school had Faased,

ch wasa
called from the Form-room during class,
the juniors guessed that Bunter had
come back, The fat junior did not
appear in the Form-room, however. No
doubt he was buay filling up the
immenss vacsnt spaces left in  his
capacious interior, by missing meals on
Popper’s Island -

MNow he was in the guad, when the
Removea came out; with a fat and shiny
lock on his face, which indicated that
he had filled up the vacant spaces, and
perhaps overdone it & little.

“Bo you've got back[” said Harry
Whearton, *Did they pick you up on
Popper's Island?"

“ {zeal I say, you fellows, I've had a
fearful time!” said Bunter. "I was
awake all night—never closed my eyes,
you Lknow—not oncél T haven’t had
any sleep ! Of course, I can stand it—
I'm preity tough! 1 don’t suppoze you
fellows could | I think you fellowa might
have come and got me off, though!
That silly ass of & boatman woke me up
by poking me with an oar—~"

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“ Blessed if I see anything tb cackle
at 1" said Bunier warmly. “If yon
think it's funny to be stranded out all
night, not sleeping a wink ”

“You weren't sleeping a8 wink when
%ua boatkeeper woke you upi” asked

ob.

“Eh? No—yes—I mean e

“Ha, hs, ha 1

“What I mean is, I never elept a
wink till—till I dropped off to slecp

“TFellows often don’t!"” said Bob
gravely.

“Ha.,l ha, ha!™

“Well, you can cackle !” zaid Bunter.

“But I can tell you I’ve been through
a fearful time, and it's eil your faultl
I thought you were on the island having
that pienic| That idiot Coker ought to
have told them whers I was. Lucky I
came through it alive——"

“I don't see the luck in that!” re.
marked Skinner.

::%-aast i ; o —

cre you hungry?” grinned the
Bounder.

“Frightfully! I never had any tea,
you know, and no supper, and not even
any brekker, till I got back berel
Fancy that '

“Lucky you've got enough fat to live
on, like a polar bear 1

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

"1 fancy Bunter’s punished the grub
since he got in 1" chuckled Peter Todd.

“Well, I've had something to eat!”
a.-:lm;t-tec'! Bunter. "I can tell you I
needed- it] Now 1 want somo sleop!
Not this monient, you know—but in
third school, I think Quelch cught to

“had any sleep last

let me sleep’ this _njalrnipg, a3- I never
ight.”

* Better not tell him that the hoat-
keeper woke you out of the sleop you
never had, then!” suggested Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“0Oh, eacklo!” said Bunter, disdein-
fully. "I should have expected my pals
to e anxious about me, out at might,
starving, and in fearful danger. DBut I
Eulppﬂaa you were only thinkipg of your-
selves—as usual 1

As & matier of fack most of the Re-
move fellows had been thinking a good
deal of the missing Owl, 5113 fﬁ&ing
anxious about him. But now that he
had turned up safe and sound, end none
the worse for his night out, naturally
their concern had evaporated,

“Quolch weasn't sympathetic,” went
on Bunter. “I thought he would be
feeling it, you know. Instead of that,
he's given me two hundred lines for
going on that putrid island at all
That’s his sort of sympathy 1"

»Ha, ha, ha!” N

‘I shall expéct you fellows to whack
out those lines, as it's all your fault,”
said Bunter. “If you'd been on the
island, it would have been all right.
Leaving & fellow stranded all night—"°

“"How were we to know you were
there, fathead?" asked Nugent,

. “Now I've got liries for going an the
1sland,” said  Bonter, - Lot Quelch
carcs about a fellow going through
hunger and danger and 74

“We can guess you were hunguy !
grinned Bob Cherry, *“But where was
the jelly old danger? I supposa you
were in a blue funk, in the dark; Lut
darkness doesn’t bite,”

" Buppose that burglar had spotted
me—"

“That what?"

Burglac t”

The juniors gazed at Dunter! This
was the first ‘they had heard of the
burglar,

“What is the fat ass blithering about
now ! asked Toddy. ‘“Was thers a
burglary on Popper's Island? What
did the burglar burgle 1

“Not on the island, fathead!™ said
Bunter. " At Popper Court, and tho
burglar swam off to the island, with old
Popper and his keepers after him.”

“"Oh, my hat 1" »
wasn’t scared, of course’ said
Bunter, “But I thought I'd better keep
out of sight. I've no doubt he had a
rovolver 1 In fact, ¥ eaw it! But for
that I should have collered him, and
called out to old Popper.”

“"¥es—I can_seo you collaring bur-
lars |7 gasped Bob., “Just in jour
ine! Did anyone get on the island
while you wers theref®

" Yes—that burglsrl”

“"Bure it wasn't s pirate landed from
a IUﬁgEr‘!” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal? yelled the Removites.

“You silly s:3!” howled Bunter.
“Of course it wasn’t! It was & burglar

I'.'I

—a big, savage, fierce-locking des-
Eeridm ”1 ::Erl.ﬁdlft gee him ?n the
AT

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“You'd better give his description to
the police,” pasped Smithy. “Only
don't mention that you couldn’t see him
in the dark.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I mean, I had a glimpse of him—a
fierce-looking ruffian,’” said Bunter,
“I'd have tackled him fast enough,
though, but for his knife-—""

“Hia knifa i

“¥eos, ha had a knife—or, rather, a
dagger—one of those long, flashing

daggera vou see on the films—
" As well as & revolver "
“Eh?! Nol ¥Yes] I—I mean, g
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“ You clear me off this island ! ** roared

EVERY SATURDAY
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e

Coker to the'man from Courtfleld. “ I’dliketosee youdo it !" The next moment

i3

the iwo were struggling on the water’s edge, 1ill Coker's foot caught in a tralling root, and he stumbled. Still keeping his
hold, Coker dragged his adversary with him as he went splashing in the muddy shallows !

revolver] 'That is, he had a knife as
well as a revolver! One in each hand,
you know."

“Oh eruombs t”

“But for that, I'd have bagged ths
sconndrel snd got old Popper's silver
back.” said Bunter. *I knew just where
he was—hiding in that bunch of willows
—though I couldn't see him.”

“0Oh!l You couldn't sse him ¥

“MNot after he got on the island. I
spotted him swimming aseross from the
bank,” explained Bunier.

“Some swimmer|” grinned PBob,
“Fancy a burglar swimming with a
revolver in one hand and a knife in the
other, you fellows! He must have had
them while he was swimming, as Bunter
only saw him in the water.”

“1—1

“0h!” gasped Bunter.
mean

“Wer, tell us what you mean,” said
Bob encouragingly. “1 supposns you
dreamed this befors the boat-keeper
woke you up 1

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I didn’t dream it {” velled Bumter.

“Well, if youre making it up mnow,
ou ought to be able to make up =
etter one. You've had a lob of prac-

“If vou fellows don't believe me—

“Believe you " gasped Bob., “You're
not expecting.anvbody to believe you,
are youl”

“Jt's true I howled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal” : :

“The believefulness is_nob terrific [”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I tell you the burglar came out
swimming to the izland in the middle of
the night—"

“Go it 1Y

“He hid in the willows till old Popper
was gone, and then swam off again—"

“Pile it on1”

“He had s bag of plunder, and I
heard old Fopper say it was the Popper

Rl

Court silver, worth a thousand
pounds—"

“Keep 1t up 17

“He said it was & man named Lecch,
whom he had sacked |” howled Bunter.
“0Old Popper gave him the sack—"

“ And %paecarri&d off old Poppor's
silver 1n the sack " asked Skinner.

“Hﬂ., 1131 hﬂ_ ]:u

“Not thiat sack, you silly ass—"

“Fa, ha, ha 1

Tha bell for third school called the
Remove back to their Form-room.

Bunter, much to his annoyance, had to

go in with the rest—Quelch apparently
seeing no reason why the fat Owl should
sleep through third school. The Remove
were grinning as they wenf in.

Not a fellow in the Form believed in
Bunter's burglar. Billy Bunter never
could tell a plain, unvarnished tale:
and the trimmings he added o i madoe
it rather too ineredible. .

But though the revolver and the knife
were  figments of DBunter's fertile
imagination, reminiscences of the wild
and woolly western films he had seen,
there really had been a burglar ! Bunter
knew thatl And after third school he
hoolted Peter Todd by the arm when the
Bemove came out.

“I say, Toddy, about that burglar

—" he began.
“The one you dreamed of?" asked

Peter,
“TFathead! That burglar on the
island——"

“That's the ona ! zaid Peter,

“You silly ass! TLook here, do you
think I'd better tell Quelch about it #*

Poter stared at him.

“Well, yes, if iF{m want to be licked
for frying to pull Quelch’s leg,” he an.
swered. " “If you want my advice, you'd
better Lkeep wvour film stunts for the
Remova ! They won't do for beaks.”

“But it's true |2 shrieked Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha "

"Yon—you—vou sniggering  idiot 1™
hooted Bunter. ”Hamgfﬂu cver Enown
me tell & lie?”

Peter almost fell down.

“Have I? he stuttered. “Have I
cever kunown you fell anything else "

“ Beast 17

Billy Bunter decided not to report his
thrilling adventure to Mr. Quelch.
Nobody in the Remove believed him,
and he doubted whether Quelch would.
And as William George Buntor was
eonstitutionally incepable of kﬁﬂfling to
the facts, it was wvery probable {hat
Quelch wouldn't |

e — il

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !
Iy FEARD 7" asked Hobson of the

Rhell, -
Hobby of thg Shell had

o been down to Courtfield on
his bike after dinner. He came back,
put up his jigger, and walked into Lthe
quad, full of news,

“Burglars at Popper Court!” an-
nounced Elobby.

Which waz enocugh to draw an inter-
ested orbwd.

“0ld Popper's place!” asked Bob
Cherry.
“Yes—all the jolly old silver

snafled | said Hobby. “Everybody in
Courtfield is buzzing with it. They've
got Inspector Grimes on the job. No
end of excitement in the town.”
“Well, my hat 1™ said Bob.

He remembered Bunter’s burglar—
hitherto dismissed as a figment of the
fat Owl's imagination,

“Let's hear it, Hobby 1” said a dozen
TOIC0E, ’

Hobby was only too pleased to let
them hear it. He was full of it. Hae
{Continwed on page 16)
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e thinks he's the jolly o
“He thinks he's the jelly old
Look how
in the Sark,
knows ibt's

Hoblby.

and everybody jolly well

_publie land, and always has been—"

“ Never mind that island now—stick to

the l:ilu*pi-!ar i said Stewart of the. Shell.
1ave they done to Leech1”

“0ld Topper got Grimey. on the

phone, so they say,” answeved Hobby.

SV told them it was Leech, and the

-y

had gone down to:the. sports shop at
Courthield about a new bat, but he had
almost forgotten his new bab in the thrill
of this startling news. - Btartling things
gd not happen very often round aboub

reviriavs. X .

“Jt happened last night,” he said.
#From what I hear, old Popper heavd
& neise, and wenb down, and spotted a
burglar just jumping from a window,
with loot in a bag., He got after him,
with some of his keepers, and there was
a chase in tha woods,”

“Did they get him?” ]

“No fear!- Ho got clear,” said
Hobby. “But the police detained & man
on suspicion, though they've: let him go
gines. Man named Leech.”

“Teech " repeated Harry Wharton.
Bunter had mentipned that name.

“This man Leech,” wont”on Hobby,
“was a mauservant at Popper Court,
and old Popper sacked him un"l_? yeater-
day or the day before. I don's know—
quite lately, anyhow.. Ie had done
something or other—-"

“Wanted his wages, pcrhaps?” sug-
gested Skinner, .

Bome of the fellows chuckled., BSir
Hilten Popper was not, perhaps, aware
of it, but all the neighbourhood knew
that his estate was covered hi( mortgages
almost as thickly as by his old trees. At
the Peal of Bells in Courtficld it was no
georet that the wages of some of the
household staff at the baronet's mansion
were in arresr, and from that centre of
looa]l gossip such news trickled in all
directions.

Probably it never oecurred to the lofty
lord of Popper Court that his men-
sorvants discussed him end his affairs
at the Peal of Dells. But they un-
doubtedly did |

“Well, I don't know what the man
did ! eaid Hobby, grioning. *Any-
how, old Popper sacked him, and he
thinks that the man came hack ab night
and snaffled his asilver.” _

“Rest chromium-plated, too!” said
Skinner, )

“Oh, that’s rot!”? said Bob., “The
Topper silver is jﬂuf well known—some
of it i3 heirlooms, belonged to the family
for centurie .

“lLyver since the alderman tipped
King James for the title?” asked
Skinner.

“Well, it's jolly waluable, from the
fuss old Popper is making about it,"
anid Hobby. “Tankards and goblets and
things=—all sorts of stuff! The man,
whoever he was, seems to have made a
pretty good clearance. Old Popper
thinks it was Leech—"

“"Ha saw him?” asked Harry.

“Well, he saw him, but only for a tick,
as he jumped from the window, from
what I hear,” said Hobby., “He can't
gwear that it was Leech, but he's con-
vinced that it was, from what I hear.”

_ "That won't do for a judge and
jury 1” remarked Vernon-Smith.

“Hardls I grinned Bob,

“You know old Popper!” grinned
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28 peelers went straight to the man's lodg-
=™ Ings 1n Bt‘ld%ﬂ atrect,

abt Courtfield.
He was out, but they got hun when he
came in. But he had nothing on him.
Fle was taken to the station, but they
had to let him go again—there was
nothing to go on.™

“Tf he was out in the middle of the
night it looks & bit suspicious,? re-
marked Johnny Bull.  “But they
couldn’t licld a man on that.”

“What time was it, Hobby %

. “Between one and twe in the morn-
ing. _

“Not the time a cha.;jra generallynggpa
for & walk!™ said the Bounder. id
Leech say whero he had been?”

“Qh, yes. It's all over the place,”
said Hobby. “He had a toothache, and
couldn’t sleep, and went out to walk it
DIT.JI‘

“Bit of a coincidence,” said Smithy.
“But they can’t worry him much with-
out something better than that”

“Any more evidence, Hobby "

“Nobt that I've heard of,” said Hob-
son. “They say that Leech has been
at the Peal of Bella to-day—after the
polica let him Fn-telhn ~everybody
that old I'opper's put this on him,
‘becanse he answered him back when
he was sacked.” ]

“(0ld Popper wouldn't do anything of
the kind,” said Harry, “But he’s just
the old ass to believe anything against
a man who was cheeky. He ought to
have made sure before he accused the
man.”” i

“(latch old Popper stopping to make
sure, once his gidd% back was up!”

rinned Hobby, “They're saying in
%ourtﬁald that he's fearfully shirt
about tha man being let go, thou
there’s nothing to detain him on. Btill,
he's a decent old boy, in his way. Ha
won't swear to a burglar’s identity, as
he can't bs positive that it was Leech
ho saw jumping from the window.
He's zure of it, but not enough to swear
to it as a itive fact, e thinks that
hia jolly old lordly will and pleasure is
enough to detain the man on—but the
police don’t seem to agree.”

“And, all the while, the man who
did it is getting quietly away?” re-
marked Skinner.

“I shouldn’t wonder.”

“Dld Popper's an ass ! said Skinner.
“If it was Leech, he couldn't have
known the police would have been wait-
idg at his lodgings for him. He would
have walked in with the loot, and
they'd have had it

“0Of course, they
Hobby.

“Cheeky old ass!™ said Coker of the
Fifth, C:il;kﬁr had joined the crowd
listening to Hobby's thrilling newa.
“He's got nothing against the man. If
I were Leech, I'd iﬂ-ll}" well bring an
action against him."

‘;Eh, my hat | said Hobson., *“Could

“Well, you can't call & man a thief
without evidence,” said Coker. "0Id
Popper would call anybody anything,
when his back was “;i! That's the sort
of checky old fossil he is. I it turns
out that somebody else did it, Lecch
could bring an action.” i

“What a lark!” chuckled Skinner.

would ! agreed

“Fancy old Popper—had up in court
by a sacked manservant|”

“Paor old Popper !

“I've not the slightest doubt,” de-
clared Coker, *that Leech is a periectly
innocent man. Look at the way Popper
orders people off that island !’ :

“I dan’t guite see the connection,™
said Potter, with & stare.

“You're an ass, Potter!”

“Well, Leech or not, somebody’s got
away with the Popper Court silver,”
said Habzon. “I'm jolly well going to

et the evening paper to-night and eeo
if there's any news. We don't often pet
a burglary round about here.”

Harry Wharton & Co. left the group
of fellows, discussing the lalest excite-
ment, and went to look for Billy
Bunter, In the light of Hobby's news,
it looked as if Bunter's tale might have,
ab least, some slight foundation of fact.

They found the fat Owl blinking &t
the tuckshop window. As it was more
than an lwour since dinner, DBilly
Bunter’s fat thoughts were, naturally,
turning on food. He blinked round
hopefiilly at the chums of the Removae
through his big spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, my postal order
hasn't coma ™ said the fat Owl. “I
believe I told you fellows I was expect-
ing a_postal order,” i 3

I faney I've heard something of it,”

gald Harrr‘}- Wharton, laughing., " DBut
never mind your postal order now——-"
“The fack i3, I'm stony!” said

If

Bunter, * ﬁctualiy short of money. ot
i

you fellows could lend me five bob
my postal order comes———"

“Chuck it! Look here, vou fat ass,
we've just heard that there was a
burglary at Popper Court last night”
saic? {arry.

“I told you sol” answered Bunler.
“Tho man dudgcd them by swimming
off to the island—" :

“Well, as he-seems to have dodged
them, I suppose it doesn't matter much
whether he did it by swimming to the
island or not,” =zaid Harry. “DBut if
it's true, the police want to know. Did
it really happen?®™ _

“I've told yoeu it did!” howled
Bunter. "

“Yes, but that locks as if it didn"t 1"

“Beast "

“If it really happened, you'd betler
go and tell Quelch!™ said the captain
of the Remove. "I don’t suppose it's
of much consequence which way the
man went, as he got away, but you
never can tell. IF you saw anything at
all of the burglar, Quelch ought to be
told, and he ean decide whether to pass
it on to old Grimey."

“Only tell hinr the truth!” urﬁﬁd
Nugent. “Leave out the film bits.

" Chuck the revolvers, rnd Knives,
and machine-guns, and things!” sug-
gested Bob Cherry. “Keep to tho facts
—if any !
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The chums of the Remova left it at
that. What t(ruth there might be—if
any—in Bunter's yarn they did not
know ; but they h&dynu doubt that their
Form-master would be able to sift the
wheat from the chaff, if the matter
came before him. And that there was.
at least, some grain of wheat among the
chaff, they no longer doubted when they
saw Billy Bunter roll away to Quelch’s
study.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Man of His Word !
' OU fellows coming?” asked
i Coker, after clasa.
*Cricket ¥ asked Potter.
Potter of the Fifth knew

perfectly well that Coker wes not speak-



ing of ericket. But he wos desirous of
keeping Coker off the subject of which
liis Euwcrful mind was full.
- “ Don’'t he an gss [* satd Coker grufy.
“You jolly well know—"

1 know the men are going down to
the nets,” said Greeno, “Let’'s! You
can do with a bit of practice, Coker.”

That was true, though it under-
stated the case. At cricket Coker could
liave done with a bit of practice—a big
Lit. But it was unusual for his friends
to want Coker's company at cricket.
Coker's blacksmith style with a bat,
and hig wild and whirling manners and
customs with a ball, did not make him
popular at the ncts; neither had prac-
tice, so far, cfected any improvement
in Coker's style, but the {ruth wag that
Potter and Greene wanted to keep
Coler out of mischief. For that noble
purpogzo they were prepared to see
Coker Drandishing a cricket bat like =
battleaxe, and to affect to faney that
Coker was batting | Friendship could
go no farther.

But Coker was not 1o be deluded, At
gny other time, he might have fallen
in the snare, but not this time, Coker
wai 1 & mood of deadly carnestness.

Coker had talked out of his hat that
day! Like many fellows who talk out
of their hats, he felt bound to make
his words good.

He had said that he was
Pnﬁaper‘a Island after class. What he
had said, he had saidl

Dozens of fellows had heard him, Tf
he did not make his words pood, what
wera they going to think ?

That 'UDEE}.' ﬁmked it |

That. idea was intelerable! Even
Coker, pevhaps, realised that he had
bheen & bit of an ass to blow off steam
to such an extent. Still, in the heat of
the moment, ha had done it, and he was
standing by it. That was as fixed and
immuiable as the laws of the Medes and
Persians,

“Look hera,” =aid Coker, “don't beet
about the bush! ¥You know what I'm
going to do. Old Popper—"

“Heard of the burglary at hiz place ™
asked (Greene.

It was a superfluous guestion, as
everybody within ten miles of Popper
Court had heard of the burglavy by that
time. Greene was simply trying to
head Coker off the perilous topic.

“Never mind that I” said Coker. “I
was going to say-—-~" )

serious for old
“ They

“But 1t's a bit
Popper I”  remarked Potter.
gay a lot of giddy heirlooms were taken:
The old bean is responsible for them!
Silver goblets, dating from goodness
knows when——"

*That island—"

“0Oh, you've heard 1” said Potter, de-
liberately leading Coker off the sub-
icet again. * That young ass, Bunter,
of the Retnove, was there all night—2"

“1 know that, I—"

.~ “I mean, ho makes out that fhe
burglar swam to the island, gelting
away from old Popper! I hear that
he's told his Form-master—>"

“Dilow his Form-master, and Bunter,
too ! voared Coker. “If you'll lot a
fellow speak—"

“But if he's told Quelch, I dare say
there's something in 16" remarked
Greene. “I believe Queleh has phoned
to Grimes, for what it's worth. What
do you think, Coker? We wanted to ask
your opinien,”

This time Coker fell into the snare.
ITe know that his opinion, on any sub-
ject, was very valuable. Nobody clse
did, but Coker did.

“I shouldn't wonder,” said Coker. “If

ing to

they were hot at his heels it was rather’

a cute dodge to swim off to the island
and lie low till the coast waa clear.
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Still, T wouldn’t believe & word of that
young asg Bunter. I dare say ho
dreszmed it."”

“"He makes out that he heard the
thinga clinking in the burglar's bag,"
said Potter, “ Bilver pots and things.”

“Gammon, most likely,” said Coker,
“Dut I was going to say—" Coker
headed back to the perilous subject.

“I'rom what Bunter says, the man
hid in that bunch of willows at tho land-
ing-place on the island quite near him 1
5:u%] FPotter. "“He never saw DBunter,
ang——"

"Ret vou the funk
care he didn't!” sniffed Coker,
pever mind that, I—"

1 gather that he lay very low and
walted for the man to clear,™ said
Potter, keeping to the subject.

He wor not particularly interested in
that subjeet, but he would have talked
on any subject from the League of
Nations to the influence of Llue in the
arts to keep Cloker off the subject Coker
wanted to got at.

“Bet you he did[”
“If it's truel DMost
But I was sayin it

“And he heard old Popper and his
man Joyce on the bank, talking,” said
Greene, “The burglar must have heard
them, too. If he was there, I mean, as
Bunter says. I shouldn’t wonder if
Grimea makes something ont of that.”

“How do you mean ™ asked Coker.

“Well, suppose it was Leech,” said
Greene,

“1 don't suppose it was!™ said Coker.

“But suppose it was, and it happened
as that young ass Bunter is telling
cvorybody who will listen, then that
accounts for his not walking into his
lodgings with the loot 1" said Greene.

“1 don't see that it does !"” said Coker.

“Well, hearing old FPopper gabbling,
as Bunter says he did, he would know
the peelers would be ready for him
when he got home. Ho would jolly
well park his loot in & safe place before
he went back to his lodgings.”

“Bet you old Grimes jumps on that I

voung ass took
“But

runted Coker.
ikely it isn't !

said Potter, *I dare say he will want
to see Bunter about it. Think so,
Coker 7

But even Coker, by this time, realised
that his friends were deliberately keep-
ing up a discussion on an unimportant
topic for no other purpose than {o
waste time—in_ other words, to keep
Colker out of mischief,

“Look here,” zald Coker, “chuck it!
Are you coming with me to Popper's
Island or not?”

It was a direct question, and it had
to be answered, Potter and Greene
answered it unmistakably.

“ Not ¥ ﬂ'mg sald simultancously.

“All right I’ said Coker sr_-nrnfljly.

And he turned away, heading for the

gates, -
Potter and Greene exchanged a
worricd  look and rushed after him.

Coker did nat stop, and they walked on
cither side of him, expostulating.

~ “Look here, Coker, okl man, don't do
it I* implored Greene. “ Prout’s pretty
wild with you already—"

“That's nothing = new
Coker,

T believe Quelch has heen talking to
hiir about & man in his Form helping a
Remove kid break bounds——=*

“ Blow Quelch 1

“Well, that makes Prout very wild,
B e—

“He can bo as wild as he likes, and
I don't care a brass button!” said
Coker. *“I'm fedup with Prout!
Didn’t I say before a crowd of fellows
that I was going on Popper's Island
this afternoon 1™

“Yes: but—>" :

“Thiok I'm the fellow to back outf*

rJ!'

sHeeled
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demanded Coker disdainfully, “The
Head ought never to have given in to
old Popper to the extent of putting tho
island out of bounds. If he had asked
me I should have advised him to tell
old Popper where he got off, I can tell
you,” -

“Oh ecrumba!™ gasped Potter and
Gireene, almost overcome by the bare
idea of the majestic Head of Greyfriars
asking Horace Coker for adviee,

“Every fellow in the school and every
man-jack in the country,” said Coler,
“has a right on that islandl I've a
right, and I'm going to exercise it 1

“Yes, but it satd
Greenc,

“Let it 1* said Coker.
rows bhefore! 1 never
Prout, as you know. I don't cxpect him
te be pleased to sce mo standing up for
the rights of the school. Ho ought to
be; but I don’t expeet it of him.”

“Coker, old chap—— "

“Help me out with the boat - said
Coker.

“Oh dear 1"

They helped Coker out with the heat.
Heo stood in it, bobbing by tho sehool
raft, and gave them a last stern look.

“Are vou coming ¥

“No jolly fear!” suid Greene. “Don't
do it, Coker! You know how jolly wild
Prmtiﬂia already ! If he hears of it

E:—!—rrl-

“¥ou can tell him if you like”
retorted Coker,

“Don't be an ass! Old Popper might
spot you on the island—"

“I'll be glad if he does! I want him
to seo that therve's one Greyfriars man
whe isn't afraid of his airs and graces.”

" He will report you to the Head—"

“].'IE. knm'ir ttllzat i ¢ ,

“It might be o whopping—'

= D-::n’l;ghe an ass, Potter1”

“I've heard some of the fags saving
that the old bean was watching tho
island yesterday., They were going
theve, but he scared them off.”

“"Ha won't scara me off 1" said Coker
disdainfully.

“Tor goodness' sake, Coker— I tell
you Prout will be hopping mad-—"

“Let him hop 1" said Coker.

He pushed off.

Potter and Greena stood on the raft,
staring after him in dismay, Coker,
catching crabs in his usual masterly
style, zigzagged awey in his boat.
Potter and EIEEHG, most certainly, did
not intend to join in Horace Cokar's
adventure—but they hated to think of
fathcaded old Horace rushing on
destruction like this simply because he
had “gassed” and was too high and
mighty to go back on his gas.

Prout was wrathy already, If he dis-
covered that Coker had gone on the
forbidden island, on the very same day
that Prout had boomed &t him on the
subject, Prout, it was certain, would ba
as mad s & hatter, Beaks, after all,
wera beaks, and could not be dis-
regarded, though Coker seemed to fancy
that they could | )

“The utter ass!” said Potter, **Oh,
the howling chump ! Tt will very likely
be & ﬂl:rig'ing if he's s:;mtted."

“ Might be the seck,” said Greene.,

“ Perhaps he won't get there, though,™
added Potter, aas he watched Coker's
wohbly and uncertsin course up, tho
viver, . “It will take him all his time,
the way he rows” '

“He won't get there if there's any-
thing on the river he ecan run into,”
agreed Uireene,

And Coker's chums had to leave it at
that; it was all they had left to hape

for.
Tre Macwer LireaRy.—Mo.: 1,479,

mcans a row M

“I've been in
et justice [ronw
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them !

b LM 1Y murmured Coker. _
H He made that monosyllabie
romark thoughtindly.

Coker wos on  Popper's

Island.
Perhaps  hecause  there had  been
nothing on the river for him to run into

(loker had arrived at his destination.
He punted his boat in to the landing-
place, stepped ashore, and tied the
painter.

Looking out from the island, Coker
had a view of the shining river, the
towpath backed by the sweeping woods,
and the red chimneys of Popper Court
in the far distance. .

fiut, with all his bulldog determina-
tion and truculence, Coker was rather

lad that ho had no view of Sir Hilton

‘opper or any of lis keepera,

Thinking did not come easily to Coker
of the Fifth. But he was ml:mgh_a
little - now. The ountcome «f  his
reflections was that he weuld prefer not
te be spolted on that island.

Coker was a man of his word., He
had said that he would jolly well go to
that island that aftermoon, and jolly
well stay there as long as he liked—and
he was jolly well doing it! 8o far, so
goad. But 1t penstrated even inle
Coker's solid intellect thak the con.
sequences would be very scrious if he
were spotted and reported. .

He was prepared to defy Sir Hilton
Popper to tho utfermost lengths, He
was even prepared, if sufficiently pro-
voked, to dot the baronct on his aristo-
cratic nose. The moere sight of Bir
Iilton, the mere sound of his authorita-
tive bark, would have been sufficient to
rouse the warlike blood of the Cokers
in_his veina, ' ;

EBut there were other considerations,
He was breaking bounds, Thoughtless
follows whoe went out of bounds were

given lines or detentions. But after the }

way Prout had talked of him that day
Coker’s action could not be regarded as
a thoughtless and carveless one, 1t would
regarded as a deliberate act of
defiance—as, indeed, it was

Coker had to keep his word, He was j

not going to- hava UGreyfriars fellows
sayving that he had bragged of what he
was going to do, and funked it when
the pinch came. Not Coker.

ghll, Coker rather hoped that he
would not be gpotted on the forbidden
island, and reported at Greyiriars

He was keeping his word. He was,
rather, making his boast good. He had
said, for all Grﬁﬁfriara to hear, that he
was going to that island after class,
that he was going to sit there, and let
old Popper come along and spot him if
ha liked! He was doing itt

If “old Pnp;tjcr * turned

¢ hu

up, Coker
was prepared i 1

rl defiance in his
toeth |  Nevertheless, he had rather a
seeret hope that old Popper wouldn's
turn up! He hardly admitted it to
himmself, but thore ik was.

He sat on the island, leaning against
the wvery tree on which Billy Bunter
had propped his fat form the night
before.

Close at band were the willows, in
which, according to Bunter's tale, the
midnight marauder had taken cover,
only & fow yards from the fat Owl,

. Sitting there, Coker was in full viow
if & kecper had come out of the wood.

He did not admit to himself that he
was rather glad that no kecper didl
But he waa!

Splash | .

ker gave & little start at the sound
of an oar on the river above the island,

A boat was coming down the Sark,
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from the direction of Courtfield Bridge.
Coker sot his jaw grimly,
_If that boat passed on the side of the
island where he was sitting, the boat-
man would zeec bim. If the boat be-
longed to Popper Court, he would be
reported as a trespasser.

erha a temptation assatled the
bull-headed Horace to slip out of sight
for a fow mminutes in the willows.

f s0, ho resisted it. ;

“He was not going to skulk out of
sight ! He was going to do what he
sald that he wonld dot

Coker sat tight.

Truculent and determined as Coker
was, perhaps he was relioved to find
that the boat did not pass. As it did
not come into sight, he concluded that
it had gone by on the other ii.dc of tho
island,

But a fow minutes later thers was a
sound of rustling in the trees and
thickets near at gnn-i

Coker stared round.

The boat, after all, had not passed.
It had stopped at the island, though
not on Coker’s side of ik,

Whoever was in it haed landed, and
was coming across the island,

That was rather odd, for anvone who
wanted to get to that side of the island
could easily have landed there, and
saved himself the trouble of pushing his
way through the thick underwoods fo

Eot across.

But it oceurred to Coker that the new-
comer, whoever he was, did not want
tpd bo spotted fromn the Popper Court
BLOC.

On the other side the river was wider,
end the opposite bank was pastura land,
stretching away to the downs. No one
was likely to be observing the island
from that side.

Ik was some trespasser from the town,
as he came from up the river; a Grey-
friars man would, of course, have coma
from the other direction—the way Coker
imself had come.

Coker did not care who it was, though

he way, in his heart of hearts, glad that
it was likely to be nobody from Popper
Court. Anyone from that establishment,
of course, would not have cared whether
® was seen of not-—as this newcomer
apparently did.

n' & few minutes the newcomer
emerged from the thiekly wooded
ilqtarmr of the island, and Coker saw
171,

He was a youngish man, with a
smooth, clean-shaven face, dressed

guietly in dark clothes. CUoker wounld
have taken him for some sort of man-
servant, on his loo

The man did not sce Coker, for the
moment, alttm%' under the trce. He
made straight for the clump of willows
growing over the edge of the water.

As he reached them he gave a sharp,
stealthy look round, with oyes as wary
as o cat’s, and that wary glance fell on
the staring Coker.

The man gave a startled exclamation.
It was clear that he had feared to be
observed from the towpath; but had
ptﬂti?xpeﬂtad to see anyone on the island
itself,

Uoker stared at him in blank wonder.
The man had landed on the island
pushed across through the thickets, and
made direct for that elump of willows—
for what imaginable reason Coker could
not sven begin to guess. Thera was
nothing in the willows, so far as Coker

could see, to interest anybody.

The man stepped towards him n'iuini-:ljf.

“Who are you®™ he exclaimed.
“What are you doing here”

“8itting under this tree |” answered
Coker coolly. “What the dickens does
it matter to you?

“Xnu are trespassing hera |2

“Rot 1” answered Coker.

“There is & board up on this island—
‘ Trespassers will be Prosecuted '1”

“That's only old Popper’s cheek I an-
swered Coker. “I'm not taking any
notice of that! You don’t scem to bo
taking much notice of it yoursclf !

“You had better go!” said the man.
“8ir Hilton Popper is very particular
about anyone landing on this island. 1
see you have a bost—you had belicr go
at once ¥

Coker simply stared at hin.

He would not have cleared off the
island if Bir Hilton Popper, Daronet,
had ordered him to do so in his own
lordly persom. So he was not likely to
take such orders from this nobody.

“Do you hear me?” suapped the
smooth-faced man. His manner was &
strange mixture of angered uneasiness.

“I'm not deaf |” answered Coler,

“Well, arc you going t*

“No fear | i )

The man stood eyeing him., Ilis
ﬁ!ﬂ.nﬂﬂ ghifted from Coker, and wai-

ercd across to the lonely towpath and
the woods beyond. Then it returned to
Coker. Coker rose to hisg fect, without,
however, the shightest intention of get-
ting into his boat. This fellow's cool
cheek in fancying that he could order
him off, annoyed Coker.

“You'd better go!¥ smid the man,
after & pauso. :

“1 shall please myself about that!”
retorted Coker. “Who the dickens are
wau TV
“Will fmu got?

“No, 1 won't "

Tha man breathed hard. .

“I don’'t want to lay bands on vou "™
he said. “But I don't want vou here.
If yvou don't rg»:::, I shall pitch yon into
your boat! Now are you going?"

Coker's eves blaged.

“You try 1t on!” he roared, “DBy
gum, I'd like to see you try it on!”

The next moment Coker had his wish !
The man leaped st him; grasped him,
and whirled him fowards the beat.
Coker, taken by surprise, staggerec in
his grasp.

But that was only for a moment. Tha
noxt moment Horace Coker rallied, and

ave grasp for grasp, and if the man
ram %ﬂurtﬁe!d ancied that he was &
schoolboy to be easily handled, he found
out hizs mistake very quickly. They
struggled on the weater's edge, stagger-
ing to and fro, till Coker's foot caught
in & trailing willow rect, and he rolled
over. DBut he did not let go, and he
dragged his adversary with f‘um, and
they rolled together, splashing, in the
muddy shallows under the wif!’cw.'a.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Siraw !.
SAY, you fellows!” yelled Billy

(1]
l Bunter. “He's gone (¥
“Who's gone, fathead, and
where T* asked Bob Chorry.
*Coker 1 gasped Bunter. “Cone to

Pﬂgier‘g Talandl He zaid he waould,
an o
Billy

5 well has M
JBuntEr did not see Prout !

Bunter seldom egaw anything until it
was right under his little fat noze. Mr.
Prout, of course, was not under his
nosal So the fat Owl of the Remova
did not see him.

Frout was walking majestically in tha
quad after class, with & frown on his
plump brow. He was, in_point of fact,
thinking about Coker, e had been
annoyed with Coker all day. Coker
had, as usual, given him trouble in the
Form-room—added to his already great
offenca. Mr. epoken to

LI
Prout, sharply and acidly, on the subject



of Coker, which fanned the flame of
Prout's wrath; Prout, like all beaks,
hated to have another beak finding fault
with his Form. ,

. In those very moments when Billy
Bunter yelled out his siartling news,
Prout was thinking that he had been
very lenient with Coker, in letting him
off with an impot—tioo lenient |
Bunter's cxcited squeal had the effect
of making PFrout start like a horso
stung by a wasp. The portly Prout
camme to & halt in his stately pacng,
spun round, and fixed his eyes on tho
fat Owl of the Remove. )

Bunter, unaware and unheeding,
rattled on. The Famous Five—who saw
Prout—made him frantic signa to shut
up.

“T say, vou fellows, he's really gone !
squealed Bunter. “lle was hruf;{gmg
that he would: and you know Coker—
catch him owning up that he was

assing | He's gone up to Popper’s

sland 1" . i

Prout stood like a portly statue.

If this was true, it was tho last straw
—the very lastl y 2

“Shut up, you Lhithering owl [* hissed
Bob Cherry. * Prout’s lictening to every
word you're saying !*

“(h crikey I” gasped Bunter.

He blirded round through his hig
spectacles. -

Prout came towards him.

“ Uoker's at the nets, 1an't he? re-
marked Bob Cherry to his friends—for
the benefit of Prout as he approached.

“T saw him with Potter and Greene,”
eaid Ilarry Wharton, catching on to the
idea and playing up. _

- “Coker's pretty keen on  gettin
Blundell to shove him into the Fifth
Formm eleven,” remarked Johnny Bull,
“Let's go and see what he's doing at
the nets.”

*Caker's always worth watching at’

criclet [" sald Nugent. )

“The worthfulness i1s terrific ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let us

roceed to wateh the esteemed Coker at

i3 absurd ericket I _

It was a kind attempt to side-frack
Prout. DBut it booted not! FProut had
heard every word squealed out by the
fat Owl of the Remove, and he was not
to be side-tracked, ]

Taking no notice of the Famous Five,
he boomed at the fat junior.

“ Bunter ¥

“0Oh lor’ I’ said Bunter.

“1 heard what you zaid, Bunter [”

“I—1 didn't say anything,
stammered Bunter.

“I heard you sztate that Coker of my
Form has gone to Popper's Island. Are
yvou aware of this as a fack?”

“0h1 No, sir I” gasped Bunter., “I1—
[ didn't mean exactly that he had gone
to Popper's Island, eir | I—I meant that
—that he hadn't, sir!”

“You meant that he hed not when
vou stated that he had 1* fnsped Prout.

“Yeos, gir| That’s it! I say, Toddy's
ealling mae ’ :

“otand where you are, DBunfer!
Answer me !l Did vou see Coker of my
Form going to Popper's Istand 7

“*Mo, sir] I wawn't on the raft when
he started, and I mever heard Potter
and Greene trying to stop him! I—I
think Coker’s gone out on his bike, sir—
that stink-bike of his, sir! I—I believe
he's gone over to Lantham.™

“Ppon my word|” gasped Prout.
“Bunter, I gather from your wards that
Coker of my Form declared his inten-
tion of going to that istand.”

“h, no, sirl He never said any-
thing sbout it—mot a wordl 'These
fellowz can tell you the same, sir. They
were here, and heard him—"

Mr. Prout gave Buanter.a look, uttered

snort, and stalked away. Harry

(B

[EE

sir |
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Wharton & Co. also gave Bunter leoks—
viry expressiva looks,

“¥ou gabbling ass !” said Bob Cherry.
“You've given that born idict Coker
away to his beak 1

“Oh, really, Cherry——

“Has he really gone up

island #* asked Harry.
Bunter grinned.

"Ypsj, rather ! Ile's gone all right!
But it's all right about Pront! I've
stuffed Prout

“You've  stuffed
Nugent.

“You heard me tell him Coker had
one out on his stink-bike ! zaid

unter. * Easy enough to stuff Prout 1™

The IFamous Five stared at Bunter.
Apparently, the fat Owl was under the
impression that he had “stuffed ™ the

master of the Fifth., Harry Wharton &
Co. did not share that impression.

te the

11§

him I gasped
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“You howling ass!” sald Johony
Dull.

“Qh, really, Bull—" '

“This will mean a fearful row for
Coker I said Deb. " Prout's wild with
him already for putting Bunter on tho
island yesterday. Coker’s the man to
ask for trouble, and no mistake., Likely.
enough old Popper will spot him there.
He m:laa prowling about yesterday on the
watceh.™

“*Yesterday was a half-holiday,” =aid
Harry. “ Besides, old Popper has some-
thin% else to think about now after a
burglary at his house, Coker's a
blithering idiot, but that's no reason
why Bunter should howl it out to hisz
boak 1 :

“I never saw Prout!™ said Dunter.
" Besides, I've stuffed hitn all right—"
“0Oh, bump him *

(Conlinued on next page.}

(1
“ When I, good friends, was called to the Bar,"
Bings the Judge in tha cpera gaily,
And shows us whal the obstructions ara
In the road fo the dear Old Bailey.
Bul Peter Todd, with untidy hair
And his large onlsize in noses,
Will tread that path, thoogh he’s quite awars
That it's not 3 bed of rozes.

(Z)
His groat idea iz fo take a *F briet
And appear st the Quarter Hessions,
bring some oriminal rogne fo griet
And lores him to make conlessions |
And EE!ME? he will furn to the Judge on
18

Demanding & proper decision,

And %ﬁ Judge, impreseed with his fone,

ory,
" Three years in the Second Division!™

(3}
They call it a ** briel,”* though I'm bound {o

Iﬂ:lﬁ,ﬁﬂ diseover the reason

These counsel johnnies, they talk all day
They'ra talking all through the season.

They jaw about;Seizin, Malleasance and Tort,
Buceession, Survival, Demises,

Until they have sfupefied most of the Court,
And paralvaed all the Assizes,

(5}
i My lord, "™ he will cey, ** T have known the
asconsed

Since we were together at collags,
Dishonesty Bunfer hns always refused,
EBeluszed it with scorn, to my koowledge !
And now be is charged with appearing, you

BRY,
Az a Fiasbby and Frabjong Defanlter,
Well, fine him, your lo p;i I know he

will paw,
He's expecting & postal order [ 7

on the nose !

And then, after =

“You do nol,’? he said, *f explain. whose
waz the faalt -
That r nose sustainad bruisage and

Bu'&' novertholess, # was Common Assanlt
ith & fist and & pasal appendage 1
En%l;trh&nl:naﬁs ]mé:h?h% tha Il!:rlﬂw
feres on smeller,
Eaﬂtaka my nd%'ica as offieial, and

0
nd damage that nose-knocking aEﬁ:lmr in

{7
8o I did right away, and said : ¢ Wall,

I supposs, . .
1t's quife & small thing, bt the Faet is
Tuezday a chap punched me right

Is that s judicial practica ?
Heo oponed o couple of dozen large books

And consulted the legal posikion.
He leancd back and gave his dacision.

Although
theush o TER TODD

mey be itud{ini for the Bar, there’s ne law
agninst our clever rhymeater giving a * briek
description in verse of

The Schoolboy Lawyer of the
Remove.

4}
Thusz tplks Peter Todd ; Le will Iracture his

jaw
With the legal expressions he oifsrs ;
To hear & solicitor talking of law
Is like hearing & Rnssian who sintters.
But 1z:'ttiil. I'vs no doubt, in the future long
ence,
When Euooter is caught, and then Courted,
He*ll ** briet ' Pater Todd fo acoept his
defange ;
We'd liks the procesdings reported.

(8)
I found Toddy deep inm his volumes of lore,
He gave me a glare and said, * Traval [ 72
**1 want some advice,’’ I replied at the door,
“ A problem for you to unravel 1 ¥
To settle law questions he never was loath,
His judgment was firm when he gave it 2

He ccaghed and 2aid : ** Now siate your
cage upon oath,
And swoar a precise affidavit !

very long looks,

T will,” I raplied, as I rolled up my sleave.
“ And I peedn’t go very much farther
Than hete to discover that chap and achisve

Bevenge Ior my hoko—yes, rather | 1
Thaum'!n!ﬂdr remembered his sction—Ltoo

&
Mozt moment I started the roctions |
I damaged his noss, but at any old cale,
I acted on legal jnstroctions !
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i | saﬁ_lwu fellowg—— ¥arooooooh I”
roarcd Billy Bunter.

Bump!

“Yoooe-hoooop I

“{zivae him another I

“Yow-ow-woop I

Again, and then again, Billy Bunter
was bumped, and his yells could be
heard far and wide.

Bumping Bunter was satisfactory in
its way. But the harm was done now;
there was no doubt about that. From a
distance the Famous Five observed
Prout rolling down to the crickoet
ground, where Potter and Greene were
at practice with some. of the I'ifth.
They guessed easily enough that he was
going to ask them whera Coker was.

“Pgor old Coker!” said Bob. “It
won't bo lines this tima [¥ -
“A foggi won't do Coker any

harm,” remarked Johnny Bull thought-
fully. * But—poor old Coker "

Prout was seen to speak to Potter and
Creene, Both of them looked wery un-
comfortable. Neither was likely to give
Coker away if he could help it; but the
utmost they could say was that they did
not knoew wherse Coker was—which was
true enough, for they wers by no means
sure that a fellow who rowed as Coker
did wonld - reach his destination in a
boat.

Prout's next potegrination tock him
down to the boathouse. No doubt he
learned there, from the boat-keeper,
that Coker had taken his boat out, for
his plump brow was like thunder as he
came back to the House

A little later tha Famous Five, in the
quad, glimpsed Prout—through the gpen
window of the Head's study. Frout was
in that study with Dr. Locke,

“Gentlomen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob Cherry, *“I shouldn't like to be
in Coker’s shoes when he comes back
from Popper's Island ¥

And the Co. agreed that they
wouldn't, either. It waz plain that a
storm awaited Horace Coker when he
came back from his trip, and it was
not going to be 8 mere summer gale, but
a Llerrific thunderstorm |

THE MAGNET

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Makes a Discovery ]

[ W ! howled Coker.
0 Splash |
Crash ! :

Coker, strouggling  veliantly
in the grasp of the man who was seck-
ing to clear him off Popper’s Island,
went down heavily, draggimng the man
aftor him. '

They splashed together, Coker under-
neath,

There was shallow water under the
willows on the edge of Popper's Island.
Thera was more mud than water close
up to the willows,

Right into that sea of mud went
Coker, crashing and splashing, with the
Ezlan from Courtheld sprawling over

im. -

Crashing into thick mud was not nice.
But it was not the mud that. caused
Coker to utter that howl of anguish.

His head banged on somcthing hard
in the mud.

Mud, as a8 rule, though nasty to fall
inta, was soft. Under the willows 1
was very soft—wet and clammy and
QO0LY. oker might reascnaebly have
expected to fall soft in such’ a epot—
instead of which, his buollet’ head
banged on something very hard under
the mud, and 16 hurt. .

What it was his head had banged on
Coker did not know. It was the back
of his head that banged, and ho had, of
courge, no eyes in the back of his head.
But though he did not know what the
hard cbject was, he knew that it hurt,
and he roared.

nd he heaved. Already angrg at this
follow’s cheek in thinking that he could
torn him off the island, Coker was by
now fearfully enraged—between splash-
ing in mud and banging his head. He
heaved fiercely and furiously, splashing
mud and water right and left.

_ The mssailant was pitched off. Pant-
ing, the man from Courtfield scrambled
out of the mud, and Coker scrambled
aftar him. -

Coker was breathless, but he did .nof
pause for breath. He hurled himself
on the smooth-faced man.

SECRET AGENT No. 1

. » » that's what they eali Sergeant
Brady! On ade Johony i3 the
smarteat  soldier o the [ndiza
Army, but on special duty he can
be & dirly pative beggar—a wild
tribesmau—in fact, Just anything
but what you'd expect!

Johnny 1 commissloned to ferret
out the secrets of the wild Frootier
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where one alip meéans & terrible
death! Bot Johnny's a bough guy
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You ¢can meet him to-day in
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IIammer-und-tcngs, they went at it.
ke man whoe had so unexpectedly
nrrived on Popper's Island undoubtedly
took it for pranted that it would be
easy to turn off & schoolboy. Tor eome
raysterious reason of his own, ho wanted
to be left alone there, and Coker was
in the way. So he had started to clear
Coker off.

Alrcady he had discovered that it was
not easy.

Now he made the further discovery
that 1t was imposzsible.

ker, it was true, was only a school:
boy. DBut he was, so to speak, an out
s1ze in echoalboys, '

Nature might have been rather stingy
with Coker in the matter of brains, but
she had made it up with brawn and
muscle.

Coker was a hefiy fellow. ITo was
remarkably hefiy. ﬁl} had e punch like
o steam-hammer. He had- unlimited

luck and unlimited beef.: He could
wve given & good sccount of himsclf
in & tussle with a bargee. And the
semooth-faced man was mno athlete,
Neither did he seem to be gver-endowed
with pluck or a capacity to take punish-
ment. He was a man against & boy, but
ha very soon realised that he had taken
too much for granted—much too much.

Coker knoclked him right and left.

Coker captured some punishment, for
the man from Euurtﬁalg hit hard and
hit often, Buf he handed out more than
he received. Tho smooth face was
hardly rccognisable after a few of
Coker’s terrific punches had landed
thereon.

Who the man was, and what he was
after, Coker neither knew nor cared.
All he knew was that the checky rat had
tried fo pitch him off the island.
smothored him with mud, and hanged
his head., That waz enough for Coker '

was jolly well going to show this
cheeky rotter who was who, and what
was what|

And he jolly well did!

Twice the man from Courthield went
down, and jumped up again, and re-
nawed the strife. His nose was stroam-
ing crimson, and ecrimson ran from a
corner of his mouth, and one of his ¢yes
was olosed and blackening., A third
time he went down, and when ho
scrambled up, he backed off. 1t looked
a2 if he had had enough,

Coker hadn't! He followed his enemy
up, still punching.

Back and back went the infuriated
man, followed by the equai'li-i infuriated
Coker, hitting out like a hammer.

He [airly tock to hiz heels at las,
and seuttled away through the under-
wood, aecrcss the island, like o rabbit.

Aftar him charged Coker.

“HAtop " roared Coker. " You rotien

funk! You sneaking worm! Stop!
'l smash wyoul! Tl spiflicate you!
Stop 1"

o panting man did not stop. Ha

fled wildly., He <¢rashed through
thickets, and reached the other side of
the little island.

boat was tied up thero to o branch;
the boat in which the man had- come
down the river. He leaped into it, with
Coker only a yard behind him.

He tore the painter loose, and the boag
racked out on the river. Coker made a
grab at it, and missed, and barely
cacaped tumbling over into the Sark.

The man from Courtfield grabbed the
oara and rowed. He glared back at
Coker as he went, pulling mecross the
river to the distant bank. ' Coker bran-
dished s fist after him.

“Come back!” he bawled, “¥Wou'll
turn me off this island, will yen, you
cheeky snipe? Come back and do it!"

But it was clear that the man fromg



Courtfield had had encugh of turning
the hefty Horaco off the jsland, He
pulled hard, snd the boat shot away
ncross the Sark, and disappeared under
the fringe of trees on the opposite bank.

Coker panted. ) ‘

Ho would have been glad if the smipe
had come back! He wan to give
him some more. But the man was not
coming back—nob so long as Coker was
thare, at all events, ;

“Cheeky cad !" gasped Coker. * Tres-
passing himself, by gum, if it's trespass-
ing here—and trying to turn me offl I
wish I'd given him a few more.”

Caoker turned and tramped back across
the island. _

Ho reached the landing-place on the
Popper Court side, gasping for breath,
streaming with perspiration, and reek-
ing with mud. He stopped by the
water’s edge to bathe his burm%f face.

Coker had been victorious. He had
not been turned off the island—he had
driven off the cheeky fellow who had
tried to turn him off ! That was satis-
factory, but the rest was not so satis-
Factory. He was muddy from head to
foot; he was wet nearly all over; his
nose was swalling, and one of his cyes
blinked painfully.

“Cheeky cad!™ gasped Coker, as he
rose from bathing iis heated face, and
rubbed it with his handkerchief.

Then he rubbed the back of his head.

There was & bruise there, from the
bang ho had had when he pitched into
the muad under the willows, It was
rather painful.

“Great pip " gasped Coker suddenly.

From the shallows under the drmgm
willows &n cbject showed up—the har
object on which Coker had banged his
head !

Coker stared .at it blankly. )

Ha had rather wondered” what his
head had banged on, in soft mud., Now
he saw what 1t was, It was an sttache-
case !

That attache-case, evidently, had been
sunk in the shallow mud under the
willows.

Il:d- had lain there unseen, hidden by
.

Coker had crashed in the mud and
banged his head on it. That, and the
gcramble afterwards, had dislodged it.
One end was sticking up.

In_shcer amazement, Coker stared st
it. Tt was the very last thing he would
have expected to sec there.

Coker was not quick on tho uptake.
DBut even Colier’s brain worked. It
dawned on him slowly, but it did dawn
on him, that that attache-case was what
the man from Courtficld had been after.
Ho had come acress the island direct
for the willows, for no reason that Coker
gould guess at the time. But the reason
was plain now. It was, in fact, sticking
oyt of the mud under Coker’s eyes !

Hed not Coker been there, the smooth-
faced man would have disinterred that
attache-case from the mwud, and taken
it away in his boat. And he had tried to
clear Coker off, because he did not want
anyone to see him doing it! Blowly
but surely this dawned on Coker.

“Dy gum !” said Coker. .

Some time or other that smooth-faced
man had hidden that attache-case in the
mud under the willows. Now he had
comoe back for it. When—and why?
Back into Coker's mind came Bunter's
tale—of the fugitive who had e¢rouched
in those willows the night before, with
8-bag of plunder from Popper Court.

* Oh erikey ! said Coker,

He trod: into the mud, grabbed the
attache-case, and drggggd it out. It was

wry heavy. A clinking sound came
from_insida it as Coker dumped it down
an the grass,

EVERY SATURDAY

Another moment, and it was, opén.

“Creat ig I" gurgled Coker.
Ilo blinked dizzily at shining silver!
Tankards, goblats, all sorts of silver-

ware were packed in that attache-case,

“The—the—the burglar!” stuttered
Coker. “I—I'vo scrapping  with
the burglar! Oh crikey!”

In dizzy astonishment Horace Coker
blinked at the historie silver plate of
Papper Court.

“Oh crikey !" he repcated.

Hs closed the attache-case, secured 1t
and hLifted it into his boat, Then he
ushed . off from Popper's Island.

ker had made
landed on the 1sland, and sat there
in defiance of all the Poppers in the
universe. He had intended fo stay
longer. DBut what hé chiefly needed now
was & wash and a change—also, the ldot
had to be handed over into safe keeping,
S0 Coker pulled away down the river
to the Greyfriars boathouse—happily
unaware of what awaited him there |

———r

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Blows In !

v ALLQO, hallo, halla!*
H “Here he comos ™
“ Here comes Coker 1V .
"1 say, you fellows, Prout's
got his eye on him——"

“Poor old Coker 1"

Fifty pairs of eyes, at least, were hxed
on Horace Coker, as he pulled down
to the Greyfriars reft, catching crabs
not & few a8 he pulled.

Among them gleamed the baleful eycs
of Mr. Prout. '

On the raft, on the tow-path, fellows
had gathered to watch Horace Coker
come back. When Frout stalked down
ta the river after his interview with the
Head, it was evidently to catch Coker
when he came; snd an  army of
interested fellows followed Prout. So
Coker had quite a good audicncs when
he arrived.

Prout stood portly, powmpous, digni-
fied—and wrathy. It was a very serious
matter from Trout's point of view.
From the point of view of others, it
was less gerious, and some of the fellows
were grinning. :

Hal? Greyfriars, if not all, knew of
Coker's reckless boast that day. So
when the news spread that Coker was
playing up to it, and that his beak was
on his track, the general interest centred
in_Horace, i

Frout was there to grab him when
he csme. Everybody clse was there
to see  Prout grab him. Opinions
differed as to what was 5oing to happen
to Coker. From Prout's expression, 1t
might have boen something lingering,
with boiling oil in it, Lines or deten-
tions, obviously, would be too. mild, Was
it going to be & flogging—a flogging 1n
the Fifth? Or even the sack?

Intorest waa very keen, and the ex- pun

citement grew as Coker waa gighted.
Having his back to his andience as he
pulled, Coker did not discover them
till he was very near.

But as the boat ranged up to the raft,
Coker becamo aware that he was the
cynosure of uncounted eyes.

He stared 1n surprise. _

Potter pulled in the boat for him.
Greena tied the painter. Coker stepped
out, lifting after him a rather hecavy
attache-caso.

Fellows stared at that sttacho-case.
They had not expected Coker to coma
back with luggsge.

“1 say, you félqws he's boen on 4
picnie 1 squeaked Bilig Bunter;

good his boasi—he had.
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“Well, he's got'a nerve | said Bob
Cherey, Gt

The stlache-case looked as if Coker
had carvicd supplics of some sort. No
one, naturally, gucssed that he had dis-
mierred that attache-case from the mud
under the willows on Popper'a Izland,

“Coker 1™ Prout hoomed.

Then Horace becamo awara of the
wrtly fipure over-topping the crowd.
So far, Coker had oot guessed that his
exploit was known at the echool. Ha
guessed it now. ;

“Oh " gasped Coker. *Yos, sir!”

“You have returned!”™ boomed
Prout. ' f

That, question hardly necded an
answer, Coker was big enough 1o he
seen ! But Colker answered :

“ Yes sirl®

“I do not desire,” boomed Prout, "o
condemn you unheard, Coker! If vou
hava merely been on the river, Coker,
rowing in your boat. I have m}glmg
to say to you, Coker. But I have
reason to suspect that you have deliber-
ately and intentionally added to tho
offence you have already given by
trespassing on the property of Sir
Hilton Popper. I requira to know,
Coker, and at once, whether you havo
done this."”

Coker's jaw set sguare.

“ Mo, sir!™ he answered.

Prout looked at him. There was n
general gasp.  Everybody knew that
Coker had been to Popper's Island—,
Potter and Greena hest of all. Bo
Colier's reply caused eral amuse-
ment. Coker had his faults, but he was
the last fcllow in the world to lie him-
self out of a serape. Coker would
have snorted with scorn at the idea.

“You—you have nat, Cokeor® ex-
claimed Prout

*“Certainly not, asir! T should refuse
to put & foot on Sir Hilton Popper's
pmpnrt.g if he asked mel” answered
Coker Brmily. :

Then Coket's meaning dawned on
the eager listeners-in., It was Dot
always easy to get at Coker’s meaning,’
even when he did mean anything, DBut
they got on to it now. Coker did not
re-garg the island in the Bark az S8ir
Hilton Popper's property, and wasn't
going to pretend that he did.

“Coker ! boomed Prout. *“I have
good reason—pgood reason to believe
that you have been on Popper’s Island.
But if you assure me that you have not
done so, I am bound to take the word
of a boy in my Form.”

Fellows -- waited  breathlessly
Cloker's answer.

“I didn't sey that, sir1” said Coker
celmly. “J said I hadn't besn on Bir
Hilton Popper's property, and
haven't! - I've been on the island in
the SBark."

“Good old Coker|” murmured Bob

Cherry.
“Good old fothead!” said Johnny,

im:

I mentioned when you were speskin
about 1t this morning ! said Coker.

“ Jovver hear a man ask for it like
misl:l:I” mulri':‘m"re];i dm%a E?undar;

“ Nevar 1 sighe

Prout brﬁn;ﬁu& hard. He breathed
deep. His  portly fars  agsumed . a
purple hud. If he had beén wrathy
before, he was towering pow.

“Cokor 1" he gasped. Dk not bandy
words with -m&,gﬂuplfurl Do not ban
words with vour Forme-master, Coker
Have you, or have you not, trespassed
'on the property of Sir Hilton Popper 1™

THE fhrmﬂ Liprary.—MNo. 1,479,
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“That island, sir, is public Iand,,aa
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“No, sir !" seid Coker firmly. i

Coker was the man to stick to his
EUns. ;

Prout elmost choked.

“Have you, or have you mnot, landed
on the ~1sland in the river, called
Popper's Island 1 he gurgled.

Coker had fairly forced bim to put
it Coker's wayl
“¥Yes, sir!" snswered Coker.

“Enough ¥ boomed Prout. “After
my words to you thi: morning, nfter
the punishment. inflicted upon you, youn
have ventured to do this ou have
tra;passnd ‘on Bir Hiltoh's property,
and—* _ :

“No sir] I—

“Silence 1" roared Prout. “I will not
allow you to argue with me, Cokerl 1
will not permit you to bandy words!
You have landed on the island belong-
g to Sir Hilton Popper—"'

1t doosn't belong to him, sir! Yon
soe——" :

*Bilence | MNot only have you landed
thore, but you have, I conclude, pic-
nicked there!” Prout glanced at the
attache-case, and drew from it the same
conclusion as the other observers. " No
doubt you have strewn the island with
cmpiy bottles and such things, in the
manner often complained n? by tho
owner—-""

“Qh. no, sir! Sic Hilton Popper
isn't the owner——"

“8hut up, for the love of Mike!”
bissed Potter, in Coker's ear.
“Don't be an ass, Potter|
answer my Form-master
gpeaks to me," said Colker.

you mean i

“Follow mal" boomed Prout.
“Follow me, Coker! I shsll take you
to your headmaster! I have already
consulted Dr. Locke on the subject of
this fagrant defance of authority and
the laws of property. Your head-
master will deal with you. I wash my
hande of youi"

I have to

when ho
“What do
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“I'd better tell vou, sir—"

Coker picked up the attache-case

“Follow me!™

“ But this, sir—"

“I have ordered you fo follow me,
Coker, to your headmaster. Will you
do so, or will vou not?” boomed. Prout.

“'Di'l, certainly, sir, but if you'd look
into thi=—"

“Follow me this
FProut.

He turned and stelked away. Coker
stared after him, and then followed,
tha attache-case in his hand.

After Coker marched an army of
Greyiriars fellows, greatly excited.

“It's the eack ihis time!™ Potior
murinured to Green. “FProut's just
boiling over.™

Greene nodded gloomily.

“Is Coker absolutely barmy ?"” asked
Bob Cherry. “Why did he want
Prout to look into his picnie bag?"

“Goodness  knowa!” said Harry
Wharton. * Coker’s beyond  ,me.”

“Couldn’t have been going to offer
Prout a bun te keep him quieti” sug-
gested the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Prout and Coker disappeared into the
House. An excited crowd gathered
befora the Head's study windows,
There was s keen desire to hear the
verdict, when it was given; and tho
general impression woa that, as Potter
feared, it wa: the szack this time for
Cokerl

instant '™ roared

—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Coker!

B LOCKE fixed his eyes on
Coker of the Fifth, as his Form-
master marched him into the
study. :

His eyes dwelt on Coker with grim
disapproval.

He noted his muddy clothes and
boots, lis swollen nose, and his dark-

They Called Him
A COWARD!
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ened eye. He glanced at the muddy
attache-case in s hand.

Coker’'s .touft cnsemble was mnot
pleasing to the vicw. His best friend
would not have said that he looked, at
that moment, & credit to any school.
In point of fact, ho looked absolutely
disreputable.

“Here, sir,” boomed Prout, is
Coker! You see, sir, the state in which
he has returned! A disgraceful state!
He haz admitted, sir, that he has trans-
greszed  school bounds—that he . has

trespassed on the property of Sir
Hilton Poppor—*
“Oh, no, sir!” said Coker. “I've

-::-_rﬂ;r', been on the island in the river,
sir.

Prout gurgled.

“¥ou ﬁ::{u' him, sirT  Yeou hear his
argumentative lmpertinence——"

“You may leave this headstrong and
rebellions boy to me, Mr. Prout,” said
the Head, in icy tones. “Coker [”

“Yes sirl"

“¥ou have landed on the island in
the river I

“¥Yes, sir! As publie land—*

“Bilence! You have, from your dis.
graceful appearance, been fighting ¥

“I had & bit of & sorap, sir. A
men had tho cheek to fry to turn mo
off the island—"

“Upon my word!” oxelaimed the
Head. “You have not enly trespassed
on the island, but you have forcibly
resisted Sir Hilton's keopers—"

“He wasn't a keeper, sir!”

“With whom, then, have you been
fighting ?” demanded the Head sternly.

erhaps he had an awful misgiving
that Coltor’s wictim might have been
the lofty lord of Popper Court himself!
Ra_:i]j, he would hardly have been snr-
ri had Coker answered “Sir
ilton Popper™

But Coker’s answer, when it came,
made him jump.

“A burglar, siz!"

“What does this boy mean, Mr.
Prout ? asked the ¥Head blankly.

“Do not ask me, sir. I cannot tell
you, “sirl This boy's stupidity—his
aytmindmg obluseness—it is beyond me,
sir I’

“Coker " gasped the Ilead. “What
do vou mean ™

“Only what T say, sir!™® answered

Coker, in mild surprise. “I didn't
know he was the burglar when he
teckled me, tut I pguessed after-
wards——"

“What burglar #” almost shrieked the
Head.

“Tha one who burgled Poppor
Court last rwight, sir!" explained
Coker.

Dr. Locke gazed at him speechless.
Mr. Prout made iearticulats noiscs.

Coker glanced from onc to the othor.

" ¥ou see, sir,” ho explained, “I
thought tho fellow was .just some
cheaky rat at first, trying fo turn me
off tho istand, and I jelly well whepped
him! He was glad to clear off, sir.
I'd have copped himy, if I'd known he
was the burglar at the tine; but he
wal pone—— - - '

Dr.” Locke recoversd his breath.

# A—a-—a man desired to turn you off
the island, and you—you faney that he
—he was a burglar?” ho etuttered.

“1 jolly well knew he waa, sir, when
I found cut that he had come back to
the island for the loot!” said Cekes.

.“T}ie—th-a loot ! said the HHead

¥
“Yes, sir. He must have parked it
there lnst might when Bunter was
there, and——" s
“Is this _boy eane, Mr, Prouti®
seked the Head.
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“* Can you stale, as a faet, Coker, thai the stolen sliver Iram'Pn;par Court Is hidden on Popper's Island ? ** asked the Head,

while Mr. Prout stared dumbly.

attache-case, he displayed to view the historie

“1 hardly know, sir,” gasped Prout
—'*1 hardly know I’

“Zoker, have you any reason—have
vou the slightest or remotest reason—
to suppose that the articles stolen from
Pnp]ger Court last pight were hidden
on the istand in the Sark?®”

"I

“Yes, sir—rather I said Coker.
jolly well banged my hand on the bag
—I know that. You ses, sir, it's pretty
clear now thet the fellow was on the
island just as Bunter said, and, know-
ing that
hid the stuff there, ard came back for
it this afterncon when the coast was
clear. 1f I'd kpown it at the time, I'd
have snafled him, too. But I nevar
knew till after he was gone.”

“Coker, can you state, as a fact,
that the stolen silver from Popper
Court is hidden on Popper's Island?"
gasped the Head, while Mr. FProut
stared dumbly at that hopeful member
of his Form,

“Not now, air,” explained Coker.
“Jt was there, sir, but it's here now.”

“Here | stuttered Dr. Locke.

“VYes, sir. I thought 1'd better
bring it away, in case that worm

dodged back after it when I was gone.”

“Bless my soul! Then where—what
—how———""

“Hore, sirl"

Coker opened the attache-casé.

Dr. Locke gave a convulsive start.
Mr. Prout almost bounded from the
flocr. Both of them fixed bulging- eyea
on_the historic silver of Popper Court,

There was deep silence in the Head's
Btu'if'+ A pin might have been heard
to drop, for a long moment,

“Bleszs my soul ! said the Head
feehly, at last. )

Mr. Prout mumbled indistinctly.

“That's the lot, I think, sir,” said
Coker « cheerfully. “It’s just as the
burglar parked it, anyhow. And

‘¢ Not now, sir ! * explained Coker.

he would be watched for, he

ver of Popper Court.

luckil
out before he could got his paws on -t
again, I thought I'd better bring it
here, sir, for you to take care of till it
can be gant back to Popper Courf.”

Dr. Locke locked at him. Then he
looked at Prout.

Prout gasped.

“Bir, when I spoke to_you
subjec% I—I cortamly had the
sion that this boy had gonoe
island in defiance of authority.
no idea—npot the elightest
thiﬂ-‘—”

“No doubt,” assented the Head.

“The boy should have told me, sir
~—gertainly he should have told mue.
MNevertheless, I think that even Bir

on this
IIMpres-
te the
I had
idea—of

Hilton Popper, sir, will be glad to hear.

of this boy—this boy of my Form, sir
—visiting his island, for the purpose of
recovering the stolen property.”

“I ghould imagine so,” said the
Head.

Coker blinked,

“But I never knew—-" he began.

The Head gave him a look.

“Yeu need ssy no more, Coker,”
he said. “You may leave my study.”

“QOh, certainly, sir; but I was only
going to explain—"

“Leave my study, Coker|"

“Oh, yes, sir]”

Coker left it.

“What sbout fool’s luck?” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"’ :

The whole school chortled ovér it.

It was mot the *“sack ” for Coker;
It wesz not & whopping; it was not
even lines or detentions. It was kudes.
It waa the spotlight. ;

Prout an idea—perhaps he liked
to have the idea—tbat s boy in his
Form had spotted the missing loot
which the police, so far, hud failed to
trace. Certainly Coker of the Fifth

“ It was there, sir, but ii’s here now [ ** Opening the
* Bless my soul ! gasped the Head.

1 was there and knocked him had recoversd it. On. that point thers

was no shadow of doubt. Prout was
satisfied that a boy in his Form had
hrought eredit upon himself, his Form,
This Form-master, and his m}lwi. That
was enough for Prout, which, in the
circumstances, was foriunate for
Horpco Coker.

Even Sir Hilton Popper was satisfied
when the missing silver was returned,
safe and sound, to FPopper Court. In-
spector Grimes, calling st Greyfriars
to question Billy Bunter on the sub-
ject of what the fat junior had scen .
during hia night out, was astomshed
to be handed the bag of loot—the most
astonigshed inspector 1n the whele polics
foreo, _

But he was vory salisfied, as well as
astornighed. - Everybody, in. fact, was
‘aatigfied, except the man b,

Leech, roviziting Popper’s Island
after dark.that night, did not find his
loot thers. He found two men in Dluc
waiting -for him. And he found them
even “mofe  troublesomo  than Coeker,
and did not succoed in getting away
from them as hé had got away from
Coker.

Se Leech, naturally, perbaps, did not
share ‘in tho general satisfaction,

. Coker Was m patisfied of all
What ‘hoe had aai{?ﬁhe bad eaid. What
hie had paid he would do, he had done,
and thl?t was that. As for what would

have happened to him bt gcé‘r that
happy socident, Coker did -pot. think
of that,’ Thinking was fist in Coker’s

ling, which was, perhaps, just as well
for him,
THE ENIMN.

Be sure to read “"THE POPPER
URT TEA-PARTY!” the sequel to
thip prond yarn in next Satupday’s issue
) MacsEr., It's o wintier all the
~wayd)
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A TERRIBLE CURSE Is lald upon thosse who dare to disturb

But who cares—not—

the treasures on Pal Yang Island.

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

By JOHN BREDON

In the Nick of Time!

I3, hands lashed behind him, a

H %}ng in his mouth, young ﬁﬂ]

rake stared into the periscope

mirror of  Professor Oskar

Vorst's diving-machine with wild and

horror-stricken eyes, and waited for the
death that he know to be imminent.

Strango and bewildering as had been
the English lad’s adventures siuee he
was made prisoner by Von Eimar and
his crew of convicl-pirates from Nemosis
Izland, none' was more extraordinary,
or more fraught with peril, ihan the
situstion in which he now found himself.

Ha was a prisoner in the queer under-
sea eraft of Oskar Vorst, the half-mad
professor hermit of Inaccessible Island;
a craft that might have been describe
either as a gigantic diver’s suit or as
a small walking submarine.

Infuriated by the. intrusion of Von Ja

Fimar's pirates into his privacy, the
strango old professor had atarted out on
a mizsion of death and destruction, with
Iloy Drake as hiz prisoner and helpless
spectator.  Now both the professor and
tho boy were . imprisoped in the
monstrousz diving-suit as it struggled and
floundered in the rope nettings that Von
imar, with his usual cupning and
resoured, had set up to ¢covor the under-
water tunnel that led from Oshar
Vorst's seoret lair fo the subferrancan
lake on Insceessible Island.
With long, bony fngers pluckin

agitatedly at his scrufly groy beard,

Prafessor Oakar Vorst snarled ab the

vision in tho glass and then darted a
malignant glare at his prisener,

“Your friends are artful I’ he hissed
between his yellow teeth, ﬂﬁminting-m the
mirror thet showed searchlights playin
avor the surfaca of thea' lake, an
machine-guns mounted wupon peaked
rocks that rose sbove the cavern-pool.
“That ia Von Eimar, of coursel Iis
devil's brain would naturally think of
sucit & trick as this net. Dut your com-
rades have not some pin-headed, pre-
historic sea-beast to deal with, as they
imagine. They are pitted against the
Lraina of Oskar Vorst—Oskar Vorst !
His bloodshot oyez rolled as he spoke,
and Roy became more cortain than ever
that tha German inventor and carto-
grapher was well over the verge of
insanity. “I will teach them their
error,  Their puiﬁ;ﬁbuil&ts-ﬂhui Thoy
cannot penetrate steol plates of my
machins 1"

But Roy Drake wasn’t so confident.
Heo knéw, though Professor "'iﬁ}rgt
did not, that Ronald Westdala and his
pirate gunners had mounted a six-
pounder quick-firer upon the rocky ledge
that was the landing stage to the higher
and dry caves, E.ng that mt this very
moment they were probably aligning
the sights, ready to five.

Swinging his bald, domed head upon
s scragey neck, Oskar Vorat barked out
& sharp command to Li, his Chinese
mochanie,

The Chinaman, stolid, bare-footed, sat
with his yellow hands at the controls,
almond eyes half-shut and expressionloss,
Without a word he jerked st somo levers
beside him.
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by lack of space, Professor Vorst a'ﬂ the ﬂhaan rolled {o and Iro

_nl'". / |l"

in 3 deadly grapple, while their boy prisoner stared In wlde-eyed dismay at the
torrent of water that poured through thai tvlenﬁlatﬂr hatch of the queer undersea
cra

“Taook 1 eried Oskar Vorst, dramati-
cally pointing. With ekinny fngers he
caught Hoy's shouldor in & eruel grip.
“Look! Ido you sea? Ha, ha, ha!”

The long, writhing tentacles of the
underses machine were thrashing, twist-
ing, hopelessly entangled with the stout
rope netting. But, as Roy watched,
sharp stcel shears commencod to spin
and whirl from the sides of the great
cylindrical hull, They tore at the ropes
and slashed them in strips Jike seaweed.

“That will give vour friends some-
thing te think about,” gibed the pro-
fessor, as the machine fought clear of
the tangle net, the long serpentine ten-
tacles Hourishing once mare, whirling
and clawing trinmphantly above the
surface. “Ah, shoot—shoot, you fools!
FPlay away with your funny little pop-
guns! They will not save you from the
vengeance of Oskar Vorst I

Clinging to the handles beside the
;nirrur, Oskar Vorst chuckled loudly and
ong.

“They have slunk back into their
caves,” he laughed gutturally, as the
machine shambled along on the bed of
the wunderground lake, with cnly its
periscope visiblea above water. * Let
them, the foole! Ha, ha, hal They
cannot escape! I'll follow the rabbits

into their burrows—— Ach|! Himmel!
What 15 thig?® -

Tha amazed ejaculation was wrung
from him as the machine rocked wildly
;:paﬂthng' itz occupanis in a tumbled

cap. ,

Boo-oo-coom |
. The entire cavern ecemed to be rock-
ing and shaking with the reverberations
of the shell-burst. Lumps of loosened
lava dropped from the high domed roof
of thoe cavern, eplashing around them
into the black surrounding waters.

“The dogs—thay have fired a shell at
us ! exclaimed the professor, scrambling
up and adjusting hia glasses as the
machine righted itsclf. * Fortunately it
went wide. We must submerge, Li, and
attack another time! I had not counted
on this!"

Li pointed mutely to a number of
bubbles foating upwards past -the thick
glass of the portlights to the surface.

“ Mein Gott ! In horror, Oskar Vorst
shifted his gaze to the bank of disls and
%augua sbove, "The sir 13 e&capir{gl

hey have broken the eylinders, B
are lost—lost—"

“Burface ! grunted the Chinaman.

-With one hand upen the eteering-wheel,

he directed the machine towards the



challow water, just by the entrance to
the lagoon, hiz bare yellow feet working
the treadles that operated the “legs.”

“ No, no |” screamed Oskar Vorst. He
seemed beside himself,  * Not that! I
cannot surrender—not I, Oskar Vorstl
Back to our cave—through the tumnel
ANl ——?

The Chinese, with a dreadful ecalm,
slowly shook his bald, ivary-yellow head.

“M™o can do!"™ he grunted, in the
depths of his brawny throst,

man of few words, he pointed to
the air-gauge to illustrate his meanming.
With the eylinders of compressed air,
bolted to the rear part of the rachine,
riddled to fragments, the three of them
would be suffocated long before they
passed the underwater tunnel that com-
municated with the professor’s secret
CAVETrTl.

“No, I tell you—noi” yelled Cscar
Varst. “Betker to die wnder water
tha:t to surcender—surrender to Von
Fimar and his pirates—"

Unheeding him, Li piloted the
machine fowards the rocky shelf whera
the waters shealed. The globular head
thrust upwards above the surface.
With one yellow hand the Chinaman
graspod the handle that unscrewed the
air-hatch. :

Lying huddled in the heat and dim-
ness whera he had fallen, Roy Drake
waited tensely for a second shell. But
it CAanyc.

As he watched, he saw the lean hand
of Oskar Vorst creep towards the
pocket of his jacket. The butt of an
sutomatic showed between his long,
twitching fingers. :

Seeing, in the mirreor, the blaze of
thosa fanatical eyes, the boy divined his
intention. Roy Drake's arms were tied
and strapped behind him; he could not
ery out, but his lega were free.

As Vorst raised the gun to tske aim
at the unsuspecting Chinsman’s back,
Roy braced his shoulders against the
wall and shot out his feet. :

(Over toppled the professor, the pistol
cxploding in his hand. :

narling, a3" he perceived (hat
treacherous attempt at assassinetion, Li
spun round, deawing a hl?:‘ ugly knifa
froan  his  belt. All his previous
habitual deference to his master disap-
Feared on the mmstant--a not sarpvising
act, under the circumstances.

Growling and kickm%, they rolled to
and fro, hampered by lack of space,

Helpless to intervene, Hoy stared in
wide-eyed dismay abk a torrent of
water that poured through the  half-
opened ventilator hateh as the machine
tilted over in tha shallows, :

At last Li staggered to his feet,
leaving tho professor a crumpled heap,
beyvond human aid.

Roy, watching, could sece that Li had
been mortally wounded in that fierce
and merciless struggle, and that life
was fast ebbivg from him.

As the boy floundered, with tied
arms, in the pool of rapidly increasing
waters, he heard a lusty shout and the
f];}lqshing of feet around the stranded

iving-nracline,

“¥ou here, Roy?” Fonald West.
dala’s face waa framed in the ecireular
air-hateh, and his eyes lighted with joy
as he rocoguized his boy chum. * éh,
good—pgoad Jad!l We caught your
morse wmessago through the caves, and
that told us this * monster ' was really
a walking undersea machine. Gagged
and bound, arve you, chum? I'ﬁ_wer
mind] I'll have you out of that in &
1Ty 1*?

And that was the last Roy Drake
heard before his tenscd perves gave
way and he fainted.
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“This Shali be Our Last Coup!"
HE monocle of Von Eimar

flashed Dbright, like a joewel in.

the sun, as the chief adventurer

leaned over ihe rall of the
cruiser’s forebridge, flicking the " msh
from his ¢igar into the lagoon of Inac-
cessible Island.

Beneath him, on the iren fore-
deck of the Vengeance, were massed his
pirate erew in rows, every brutalized,
erime-calloused face uplurued to  his
TV T,

“Bo now, men, I think yon under-
stand me,” ho said, in conclusion to a
speech he had just made to that ruffi-
anly assembly “Wa have been on
Inaccessible Istand for a matter of four
weeks, Those weeks have net beon
wasted

“From the wircless reports that we
have gatherved, it i3 clear that the hunt
for us has died down. The war-
ships that have been seouring  these
seas zince the sinking of the SBylvia Bay
have returned to their harbours, and in
the outside world® 1t 15  generally
assumed that woe struck soine uncharted
reef and went down with all hands.™

He smiled grimly a3 he added im-
pressively « ]

“The scas are now elear, The time
has come when we can make the next
move In our war against the world I

Von Eimar smiled coutentedly as ho
indicated with one pIum}I} forefinger
fhe sable flag with the skoll and eross-
bones that drooped limply from the
masthead in {he bright sunlight.

DBeside him, leaning upon the rail,
were his two lieutenants, Killer Moran
and Ronald Westdale. )

There was a buzz among the pirate
conviets at this, and en a big
broad-shouldered, black-browed scoun-
drel, who had been a  bank-robber
before he had been sent to Nemesis
Island, spoke p:

“Begging your pard'n, cap'n” he
gatd, peering up from under the broad
brim of his hat as he leaned upon his
rifle, "“but me an’ my mates would like
to know somethin® more o' your plans
f one might make so beold as to
ﬂ-ﬁk-”

Von Eimar beamed, as he polished
his monocle and screwed it once more
into his eye.

“Cortainly you may, my man. I
was jJust about to enlighten wyou all
upon that point——"

There was & breathless hush as these
rascals and ruffiana from ell over the
world craned their necks and listencd.

“I do not know whether ung of you
have ever heard of the Island of P’ai
Yangt” said Von Eimar. '‘On- the
map, it i3 only a tiny dot. Very few

voplo have ever heard of it. Actually,
it 13 within thirty-zix hours’ run of
Inaccessible Island.”

With a portly linger, he indicated the
sigh on & chart that he unrolled over
the rail.

“Tha island is governed under the
Dutch East Indies,” he explained;
“but aotually, excopt for a single
Dutch resident wha acts as adviser, ﬁm

Bultan of Pai Yang i3 practically cbso-

lute,

‘“Very few people have heard of the
existence of tﬁg 1sland, fewer still are
aware of the immenso treasura of jewels
that lies huried within the sncient
tomba of its kings—"

Treasure! Jewelal Von Eimar
grinned outright as he noticed the
gudden flicker of added Interest, tha
pirates licking their lips after the
moanner of  auall ys  tasting
5\\r£etmuh,

g ¢ » the treasure buried in these
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tombs of Iong-dead kings is reputed to
be beyond computstion. Remember
that the East Indian islands wers once
the centre of the world’s weslth, in tha
far.off days of the Roman Empire, and
?f_ Kubla: Khan. Think of rubies, my
riends, ropes of pearls such as no man
has ever ye! seen; diamonds, sapphires,
opals, cmeralds! Worth millions

pounds sterling | Jewels are the best
currency 1 the world, my men; they
are easy tc couceal, and they always
fateh their price. The Sultan's army
consists only of a few natives armed
with spears. They should give us no
trouble. - The tombs with their treasures
are rﬁuardml by heathen priests, and a
terrible curse is laid upon those who
dare to disturl them. Is there an% man

here who it afraid of the curse? Speak
up, : whoever 18! Come, now, speak
out .

A raitle of coarse ribald laughter
came from bundreds of throats, SBuper-
stitions many of those rats of the under-
world may have been, but in the bright
sunlight, and with the prospect of
fabulous treasures before them, that was
B subject to be treated with mirth and
derision, Later, perhaps, some of them
wera to reamember it with a shudder.

“Just on.s question, Von Eunar.” It
was Honald Westdale who spoke, remov-
i“? the stem of his pipe from his teeth.

‘As many a3 you please, Westdale,
my good fellew!™ eried Von Eimar,
with that bluff heartiness of his that hid
his secret and sinister thoughts.

“I take it from your description,
Von DCimar,” said Westdale, speakin
slowly, “that Pai Yang is in a sort o
backwater, pretty well remote from Lhe
outsida world. But however remote it
mnay be, there must-be some sort of com-
munication with the outside world.
There -will be & radio station st the
Dufech rveosident’s house, if nowhere else.
Then there will be shipa in the harbour,

erhaps a Dutch cruiser. What will
appcn when the Vengeance attacks?
Wﬁ , the alarm will be spread long be-
fore we have time fo raid the tombs and
get the jewels, and it won't die down
quite so easily this time, either.”

Von Eimar nodded his straight-backed
head in appreciation of the points raised
in Westdale's remarks.

"eguitu g0, my dear Westdale,” he re-
plied. “The momeant the news is Aashed
out on the radie, all the navies of the
world will be on our track agein, Like
sharks after dead meat. Quite sol I
had forescen that. But, Westdale, it ia
not my intention to blunder hehdlong
into the place. My melhods sre
differant. inesse is the thing, my
dear fellow, Snocsse ™ _

“Bay, ‘cap, an' how!” put in Killer
Moran, chewing as-he spoke. “Guess
it's us as'll be “finesse,’ an’ Gnished
mighty quick ef anythin' goes wrong wi'
the works o' this racket. Give us the
wise-jaw, chief.”?

uck]'in%,' Von Eimsr rubbed hia
plump hands.

“ Simple, men—simple,” he responded.
“Perhaps some you &re not aware
that the Vengeance, which once was the
Varland cruiser Zermac, has a_sister
ship., Well, she has, It is the Zarka,
of the Varland navy. The Zarka was
laid down at the same time as the
Zermae. THer armament, : tennage,
dimensions. everything, is idénhtical. At
tho Varlan® naval base they might be
able to tel' both vessels apart, but
assuredly they cannot at Dai Ynni;.
Now do yoa understand ! We sail openly
inte Pai Yang Harbour, fying the
Varland eolours, and with the nama
Zarka embossed on our superstructure,
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Who is to tell the differonce? Weo have
only 1o expliin that the Zarka iz on
her way to Nemesia Island, and that we
liave put in at Pai Yang to effect some
repaira. Then, when all suspicions aro

lulled, we rise, hold the Sultan and his

conrt and the Duteh resident as host-
ages, ransack the tombs, and then race
back to Inaccessiblo Island before the
waorld 15 a whit the wiser,”

Slowly Westdale nodded his
agrecment,
“Sounds good,” ho admitted. “The

only chance of discovery, I supposc, 13
that we run into the real Zarka, and
that should be 1n the Baltic, thousands
of miles away. Bo thero seoms little
prospect of that. If we carcy out our
plan without a hiteh, we should be far
away before the alarm’s spread. Sounds
good to me, Yon Eimar.”

~ “Then we set to at once upon our pre-
parations,™ satd Von BEimar., “But,
imen, listen to me. There 15 one moro
thing. Thiz shall be our last coup.
Win or lose, we cannot carry out
another. COnce we have plundered Pai
Yang, .the pursuit after ws will be
cnormous. ¥ven Inaccessible Island will
he no longer safe. Every rock and reef
in. the Indian Ocean will bo searched.
With the i\ewegle- of Pai Yang aboard,
and with the bullion that we took from
the Sylvia Bay, we must caplure. some
steamer, trapship ourselves and the
treasure, scuttle the Vengeance, and
maks for some, remote and obscuro
South Amierican port. That will be our
only chance of escape. Short and merry
15 tho life of a modern pirate, my
friends, as I have told you before—short
and merry, and the merrier the shorter,
you may bo quile sure of that !

Nothing Dolng 1

RE'AE:HIHG the door of the chart-,

house, ss the pirate crew dis-
solved in groups, discussing the
] _situstion, Von Eimar removed
his white, gilt-peaked cap and mopped

him whenever

thing
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iz damp brow with a hesudkerchief.
Then he let out & deep, jovial laugh as
he saw Loy Drake seated by the chart-
table. :

“Why, lad,” he exclaimed hesrtily,
elapping the boy’s shoulder in friendly
fashion with his podgy hand, "so you
heard, eh? What do you think of cur
proposed expedition? I haven't scen
much of vou lately.”

This was trne. During the weeks of
waiting on Inaccessible Island, Roy
Drake had avoided Von Eimar as mueh
a3 was possible, keeping to himself in
the little hut of bambos and palm
thatch that he had built on the fringe
of the forest, :

Controlling  his  fealures, Rov con-
ecoaled the white-hot rage that consumed
ho encountered Von
Eunar’s easy, boisterous familiavity,
which he knew marked a nature as cold,
rathless, and pitiless as that of any
man-cating shark of the Indian Ocean.

“T hear you've been explon tha
cave of my late countryman, -Oskar
Vorst,” continued Von Eimar, with the
same cheeriness. ' Have vou found any-
of interest? Anything that
throws any light upon his aciivities on
Inaccessible Island ¥

Roy shook his head.

“MNothing,” he said; and familiar as
Von Eimar was .with worldliness and

deceit, he knew the truth when he saw
it in Roy. Drake’s frank and open ox-
pression. " If he kept any journal or

papers, they must be in some sceret
hiding-place that is beyond me. What

2 was doing with that diving-machine
of his is s mystery.” ] _

Von Eimar shrugged his maasive
shiouldera.

“Well, well, it's of no importance, I
supposs. He was studying geology, I
tako it, or the submarine growths at the
bottom of the lagoon. o one can tell
what these scientiasts are up fo. They
are beyond ordina murtp'[:r—thuugil
they are mighty uselul at times. But,
come, lad, what do you think of our
voyage to Pai Yang!”
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MAN BEHIND THE SCREEN

IVE men were all at

a certain place at a

certain time. Years
later, widely separated, they
died one by one. Why?
This swift-moving yarn
gives the answer In a
series of non-stop thnlls
when Max Sutre probes
the mystery, risking his
hife every minute he's on
the job. TIf you enjoy a
good mystery story, be
sure to read this one in

Price 4d.

ing of the Sylvia- Day!?

“To Pai Yangt” A Lindling of hopoe
loaped up e Roy Droke's breast
“¥You mesn that T may come?"

Yon Eimar vead the thoughts in the
box's mind, and grinned,

**¥es, you can come, with pleasure—
but not as o prsoner] No, no! I am
not taking the chance that you may
cicape and-betray vs  Not I Bign our
pirate articles, lad, and there’s no
vecrnit I'd weleomo more willingle,”

The boy's mouth shut like a trap.

“You know my answer fo that, Von
Fimar,”. he said, his jaw hardening.
“Youn want to strike at my fathor—
Maorgan Drake, who sent you to Newmnesis
Island—through me. You weant lo lheak
him by making me one of your pirate
crew.  Woell, I won't join your muob of
cutthroats and runaway convicts! Awmd
that's final !" )

killer Moran, the American, chewing
incessantly es he lounged through the
chart-rooin door, glared ferociously as
he heard the boy's defiant words
Ronald Westdale behind him, fashed
the boy a look of warning.

Slowly Von Fimar inclined his square,
smoothly shaven head.

“Please yourself, bov,” was Lis
answer, given with the ssie pleasant
smile, *'Only, remember, your name
13 already on our Book of Articles—
forged, certainly, but forged so con-
vincingly that vou'd be hard put to it
to escape the pallows if a judge at the
Admiralty Court were to sece it As
vour Inglish saying has it, you may as
well have the gama as the name "

His little blue eyes narrowed as he
continued :

“¥Yon remember that Dutch flying-
officor that we captured, after the sink-
7 e has seen
vou often encugh on this pirate cruiscr
—and he thinks that you sre an officor
among us. He koows your name, tool
If he wore to escape, now—""

A shrug of his bread shoulders
gshowead on E tao plainly what he meant.

Roy Drake compressed his lips.

“You've had my answer, Von

Eimar,"” he retorted, and with that he
left the chart-room, '

Killer Moran watched his well-knit,
disappoaring form with a scowling eyo.

“Hay, cap, thet bo' shore gits on my
ear I’ gaid the Chicago ex-gangster.
“I'd give the sharks hyarabonts a dinner
of he yauped to me like thet, an’ I wero
chief, 1 shore would!”

Von Eimar, bending over the chart-
table, looked up,at Moran with a glance
that made Lhe? iller shufilo uncasly.

“It happens that you are not captain
hers, Moran,” he said icily, and tho
American subsided.

But Westdale was not so  easily
silenced. '

“What did von mean by that hint
about the Dutchman escaping, Von
Eimar " he asked steadily. “Are you
taking him with vus to Pa1 Yang?"”

Von Fimar madoe no answer.

“Don't forget that he knows of our
gecrot base here on Inaccessible Island ™
Westdale ' went on. “If ever he gots
away and opens hiz mouth, we'll have

a fleet of bombing planes over our
-heads dirvectly, and ecruiscrs to bottlo
us uP !H .

Von - Eimar drove the point of his

compasscs into the chart so hard that
he pricked through to the solid
mahogany underneath, )
“T'm not in the habit of forgetting
essontial points,™ he retorted brusquely.
“Remember that I have as much
attachment for my neck as every manp
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of this crew has for his. The Dutch-
man goes with us to Pai Yang—in irons,
Since thiz brat of a boy, Drake, will not

join us, he remuaing mlmIn:u':n:{*EEibln

sland, under strict wateh!

——

Roy Breaks Free [

TARS glimmered in the dark-blue
night aver Inaceessible Tsland.
Before Roy Drake’s hur, the
two convicls, who were deiailed
as his sentries, lolled over a low red five,
as dew dampencd the atmosphere of the
trapical night. Ilvery now and again
a black bottle would pass between then,
and the recipient would gurgle noisily
in his throat as le pulped down the
liervy, potent lguor.
Through the decrway the boy walched
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them coverily, shamming sleep, his head
vesting upon lus handenffed wrists,

Gradually the two men, whe at first
had been singing, dreooped off inie a
nodding slamber, crouchmg wilh bowed
heads over tho rifles laid across tlaar
kneos. .

A few minntes later, a shadow glided
acrosas the sands from o minss of sweet-
scented  tammeisks, and a bead was
thrust inte the doorway of the huot.

TAwW] right, mofey ¥ Tk was 'I!i!:n‘]i:,-
Hintan, the Cockoey, who Lrealbed in
a hushed whisper, ™ Right v oare, then,
These blekes is doped. I gave v the
Lottle, an’ Mre. Westdale put zomeihin!
in it te put ‘em {o bye-byes. Bleepin’
like fabries, ain’t thev, sicrd  Cimmo
your Tauds, AMister Drake.”

In o teice, Hilarvity had inserted a key

KERNKNENNNEN

Come Into . )rnice,
. Bovs~anp Gieis./

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.
of the * Magnet,” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Write to him : Editor

London, E.C.4.

A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

ACK ROGERS, of Whetstone, who
has omitted te sond me his full
address, wanlg to know whon Bob

. Cherry and Hurrce Singh firat came

to Greyfriars, and how. the Famous Five
came into being. I recommend my ehum
to make & bes.line for the newsagent’s,
and pet a copy of this \E'ceir.‘s issue of our
grand  school - companion  paper — the
“Cem.” If he does, he will find all the
information he wants in the magnificent
yarn appearing therein, dealing with the
ently sdventures of Harry ‘Wharton at
Greylriars, and entitled :

“HARRY WHARTON'S CHALLENGE I ™
By Frank Richards.

And what's more, T feel certain that
Jack will thoroughly ¢njoy reading ihis
guper-story.

There are soeveral more interesting
letters from readers this week, s0 horo
goea to answer them !

Do you remember my recent parageaph
about

THE DEAD GUARDIAN OF 5T. JAMES’,

the-city choreh in Garlick Hill, London ?
I told you of the strange mummified body
which stands guard in the porch of the
church. Well, here's a bit of information
I didn't know. Do .yvou know that this
mummilied body wes brought to its

resent place by an ancestor of one of our
ﬁmlm-a t Ernest Austin, of Kersley
Round, Stoke Newington, tells me that it
wid his  great-grandfather, Benjamin
Hicks, who brought the body frem the
vaulig to its present place in the church.
So far as [ koow it 15 the only case of an
English mommy being kept in a church.
Ernest volunteers to let me have any
further ' informetion  if my readers are
interested.

One of the cheerieat letters comea from
one of my girl readers. I cgll hera ™ girl,”
despite the fact that she iz twenly-ning
years of age. DEut she still retaina

THE. SFIRIT OF YOUTH,

for she confesses that she is just as
enthusinstic a reader of The MAGSET as
she was years ago. She has been reading
it for nearly twenty years now !

I can assure * Molly " (that is her name},
that I have very many old readers who
resolutely refuse to give up The Magxer,
They are athongst my most loyal readers,
and I am always exceedingly pleased when
their cheery letters come iﬁﬂng in my post-
bag. It makes me feel proud to rcalise
that I have such splendid supporters. So
hats off to the Magwer's old bovs—and
girls—aml a special cheer for Molly, of
County Donegal !

Oneo or twice in this little chab of mine
I have meontioned

STRANGE COINCIDENCES.

Here is an amusing one which s sent
to mo by J. SBhephard, of Hitterne,
Southaropton. This reader is keen on
}Jla}'ing his radiegram, and the other ﬂu.l}r,
@ and his friend wore enjoying the
records. Unfortunately, one of them was
ingdvertently left on the seitee. Down
gat my reader's chum—with dive resulis
to the record! As he leaped up with a
very guilty look, my reader picked up the
pieces of the broken recovd, and looked
gadly at his chum. Guess what the name
of the record was ? Delieve it or not, it
was: * Don't Blame Me I

Here ore o few

ITEMS OF INTEREST

which I have colleeted fo pass along to
you !

A Boy King's Wonderful Watch ] Kin
Farouk, the sixteen-.year-old zruler o
Ew%h has just been presented with 2 new
wateh, In addition to keeping time most
mecurately, this watch shows the date, the
positions of the sun and moon, the
altitude, and the femperature. It needs
winding only once & month, and is said
to be the most exquisite wateh of itg kind-
in the world !
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inta the locl of the handenMs, and tho
stecl bands slipped off the Loy's wrisls,

s way, s lve zaid,

Stealthily Roy Drake followed the
tracks of 1he little Cockney ns  he
hurried thegugh the dusky, dewy night,

Away in the centre of the lagoon,
shimumering hke wmolten silver, that was
so cotnpletely land-locked by the enlolid-
tng hills of Tnaceessible Tstand, lay the
Vengeanee sl anchor, Tuddy flickers of
light cqpuversd alop of her squat twin
funnels.  Down n the  engine-roon
Aikliail Lebedaff, tha renegade Russian
i:-t]glimu-r'. was overseeing hig preasers
and stokeliold hands, petting up sleam,

They werr casting off at dawn, for
only by the light of day could a ship boe
stoecred theenoh the mazes of shoals and

(Coandinued an nexd qege.)
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£890 for a Penny | Reconlly, n copy
of the frst edition of the Ceanslation of
(o ]{h:'q.':,,'ruﬂ"n pocley was sobd (o
£890. This particular edifion was o
Gulure wlen b was Orsb puhti.—l:imﬂ, el
wid sold nb oo penny 4 copy 1 T was onne
ol these prenny eopred which brunghh s
& windfull to its owner 1

There are 108 Ingredienis In Milk !
Sounds g fot, doesn't it ¥ Bat that’s the
total number which scientista have so
discovercd in milk—and they say thoy
haven't fintshed making dJdizcoveries yoeo!
If you're fond of tongue-lwisters, here are
a lew of the names of these ingredients :
Hydroxyglutamie acid, duodecansamine
acid, tryptophane, arachidie, vanodiom,
gtrontium, tm:{;cuc'}ri_cs—well, that's cnongh
to be geoing on with i

Twelve Hundred Miles 1o Find Grass !
That s the distance whiel four thousaml
inhabitanty of Sinkiang Pravines, China,
had to trovel 1 order to find new g:.-m.ing

Isees for their herds, TFormer pagtures

ad failed-—-henee the long trek |

A Country with Only One Cinema ! The
country of Andorrz, in the 1'yrenees
Mountains, between France and Spain,
boasts only one cinema. It seats 750
TEI}P!E' and ecaters for m country that is

15 square miles in area.  AMonaco, with
an area of only 4 sguare mules, posscases
seven cinemas. The only countries in
Europe which do not have any cinemns
are the DPrincipality of Liochienstein and
the Republic of San Marino,

Gea! Il T don't wotch out, T shan't
have room fo tell you what's in store for
next week! As usual, Fronk Richards
starta the ball rolling with another first-
gunlil.:.f school yarn of Harry Wharton &

‘o, entitled :

““THE POPPER COURT TEA-PARTY 1"

& prand sequel to the yor. you have juat
regd. Under a very great obligation fo
Hogpace Coker, for recovering his snaflled
gilver, Sir IHilton Poppor considers that
an invjtation to Popper Court is a auaifi-
cient reward for services rendered. What
eventunlly happens will surpijde you, as
it did "the great Horace himself ! Franlk
Richards zeems to be trying to surpasa
anything he has yet written, and you'll
vote next weelt's rousing story to be one
of the finest that have over céme from
his pen.

Added fo this splendid ireat come our
other popular features: The * Greyiriars
Heralnf Veetip-top, a8 usual; another
* Interview " in verse by our long-haired

oet, and more chapters of John Bredon's
Fﬁat-mwing * thriller ™ ; “ Captain
Vengeoonce ! "

Ba sure and come into the office again

next week, won't you, chums 1

YOUR EDITOR.
Toe Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,479,
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coral reefp, laced by swilt, treachsroue
currents and tidal whirlpools, . that for
centuries had puk.off Tuaccessiblo Island
from all contanct with mankind,

Boats werp drawn up by the beach.
Under starry silver !ﬁtﬂ man Wwors
wading through the milky frm‘ﬁ of
surf, Etores pmkng on thpir shoulders,
Following the ney's example, Roy
swung & heavy burden on to his back,
and, moingling with the files of sweating,
hali-neked men, splashed through the
Tlhallnws to the gunwale ol the nearest

oaf.

In the darkvess nobody was to recog-
nise him, as presently he pulled an oar
at the bow-thwart, the heavily laden
boat %Iidin unger the massive steel
hull of the Vengeance. )

With his cap peak pulled low over his
eyves, he passed closs fo Von Eimar,
who divided his satiention between
studying some papera and watching the
men as they hoisted wtores aboard and
stowed them under hatches.

Watching -his opporbunity, the boy
slipped down a scuttle 1nto tho deserted
lower deck. 2

Hilarijy Hinton beckoned him along
a steel-walled corridor. :

“In here, chum 1" whispered Hinton,
unlocking the door of the cruiser’s brig,
“You’'ll find Dutchy inaide.” o

With that he thrust the boy within,
hastily locking the hcavy steel door
upon him. -

Roy stood blinking in the darkness.

n  exclamation in somo foreign
tongue came to his ears as his gropiog
fingers encountered an  unseen face.
Startled, the boy recoiled & pace. The
question was repeated, this time n
Eng]i%:, ,

A Who 15 that ! was asked in a strong
foreign acecent.

His cyes becoming slowly sccustomed
to & faint ray of starlight that stole
through a heavily grated scuttle above,
Roy perceived the shadowy figure of
the Dutch fiying- officer, manacled and
seouréd ‘Hy 'a chain that was socketed to
the iron déck-platés. )

“It is I—th E!Is‘lg]is'h lad ! Yoo have
geen me, I l?‘ti . FRoy Drake's my
name 1", ]

Squatting on his heels, Roy explained
the -situation, in as few words as he

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

iraté erew! I had supposed that you
?mm one of their officers, Voo Eimar
told me so. "Well, well, ¥ ever I cscape
I shall bear witness to what you have
seid, but "—and he sighed as he glanced
at his irons—"it does not keem that I
have much chance of escaps, my boy."

“I'll get away if I have half & chance
when we get to Pai Yang!” Boy pro-
mised, “I'll warn tha Dutch resident
that thia is the pirate cruiser Vengeance
—and not the Zarka, a8 Von Eimer will
make it out to be. And I'll not forget

to tell him that you're a prisoner here.
If 'ml]'; I had & filoa I'd soon work
through those irons of yours—->"

As Roy spoke there sounded the decp,
whistling blast of the ship's siren.

“We're under way,” mutiered the
boy, as he felt the deck under him hesve
and quiver with the drone of the twin
engines below., “The Vengeance has
started. Before many hours are past
wa'll be at Pai Yhng, and then tho ex-
citement will start ]

& Ll [ ]

- ¥

It secmed ages, though, in reality, it
was no more than a few hours, whils
Roy Drake and the Dutch prisoner
remained in the stifling hoat of that
narrow, steel-walled coll, as the Ven-
geance raced through the calin seas
towards Pal Yang.

Twice Hilarity Hinton, who acted as
gaoler, visited them with food ahd
water. For the rest of the timo Roy
slept, wisely conserving his cnergiles
until the time should come for him to
make his bid for freedom. No one
olso disturbed them, which was as well,
for there was no room for Roy to hide
in that confined space.

At last the dim light of day that had
filtered through the small grating dark-
aned, snd an hour or so after the sudden
fsll of tropic night, a cessation of the
drone of ongines announced that they
had berthed at Pai Yang. With a
resounding splash the anchor plunged
inte the low-lapping tide.

A key rasped in the lock, and Roy
stared up in sudden dismay; but it was
only Hilarity Hinton again.

AU right an’ tight, sir!” whisperced
Hilarity, “Listen! D'ye 'ear? That's
the bo’sun piping YVon Eimar hover the

land Navy.

indicated the burly Hollander as he sat
in his fetters ; 3

Hinton lifted his cap to one side and
scratchad his head. ]

“(Can’t do no nuthin' about im, sirl
Sorry ! 'E'll 'ave to take his chance.
You see, Von Eimar higself keeps the
key to them irons, an’ if ho finds
as Mynheer's cut ‘“’“E.-I wouldn't like
to be in my own skin! No, Mister
Drake. ¥ou do your beolt, an’' me an'
Mister Westdale will do wot we can
to "elp Dutchy.”

“Take vyour chance, my boy—take
vour chance snd oecape!” urged the

utchman. “A¢ first I thought you
were & spy, Roy Drake, but now I know
vou are honest. Quickly, lad! Only one
of us is needed to warn those ashorc [”

Reluctantly, after a warm handshake,
Roy Drake quitted his fellow in mms-
fortune, and followed Hilarity Hinton
along & narrow, steel-walled alleyway,
and up an irom, vertical ladder to the
cruizer's foredeck,

Above, Roy saw a fine, starry Brma-
ment, violet of colour, and with the
night soft with the warm, sweet balm of
the tropics.

Hilarity nudged his elbow, and he
dodged out of sight into the shadow of a
heavy steam-capstan as, amidships, he
saw Yon Eimar descending the accom-
modation-ladder to a pinnace alougside,
elad in a1l the magnificent uniform_and
decorations of an admiral in the Var-
Behind him, a file of
conviets, with fixed baypnets, disguised
in the stolen umiforms of Navy men.

Ashore twinkled the golden lLights of
Pai Yang. 'In the bay, cneclosed by
curving shores purple in the night.
hovered the lighted paper lanterns of
Chinese junks, sampauns, and Malay
proas.

Roy cast a swift glance around. There
was no one on the foredeck besides him-
self and Hilarity. The big forward
gun-turret and the cruiser's bridge
sereennd him fromn the eyes of the con-
viet pirates massed in the gangway.

With a parting Iland-ﬂiaﬁ‘f}). w left tho
little Cockney, snd with Hilarity's whis-
pered “Good-luck ! sounding in his
ears, lowered himself down the anchor
cable into the warm, lapping waters,
and, not unntindful of the sharks that
abgund in equatorial latitudes, struck
out boldly for the shore of Pai Yang.

(Look owut for tnore dhrills and
exeiting  sitwaliony tn mexd  week's
chapters of this powerful advenfure
yaral)

could, to the bewildered Dutchman, side. His Nibs is all rigged up in
““This. i3 & strange story indeed,” the hadmiral’s uniform, and he's goin’ to
Dutch officer remarked, in halting - pay wot he ealls an hofficial visit o the
English, when~Roy finished. “Very hisland. Now's your chance if you
strange, You tell me that you are & wanis to make a leg of it.”
prisoner here—hostage-—not one of this  “What about the Dutchman?” Roy
vz snors AXLLY PALL.
- - -
now no

. ]
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nk k w
RATTS
can keep it up. .Theyre

marvellous value'—

‘Haﬂiihﬁ :2 CO's

 TRIANGULAR

Flogard Balloon Hmmbi{lﬁlﬁfh‘.
urn

e
AIRMAIL PET. PRED. 33 different
feoludlor scaren Ienf  Airmatl,
I., ofc. Eeod Eﬂ.;[ﬂlﬂ. g, Feguest-

ing Appravale.—Lisy Townsépd {Dept, A.P.), vﬂpwh!
Inches plib miles abead? Tocrexsed my

BE TALLEH ! Eﬂiﬂ:&l‘igﬁ?ﬁfg%u- Thouentds gralifed alionts

. "Vopre vorlhlesy unl - B,
orisgs detalls, — ROSS, BelkhtPuocialist, WOAREOROUG

Made from spoecially Proofed Canvas,
+ complete with 3-Plece Jeinted FPoles,
~ Guy Lines, Pogs and Ronners. Packed
4 in waterproof holdall wlth handle.
Hize Aft. = 4ft. 3 » 3. 6, with

FORG in. wallg. Carriage [aid. _R:CESI
AGENTS WANTED

EATONIAN XMAS CLUB
Free Gift every Agent. Highest Comm. No Outlay,
Chocs., Fancy Goods, Toys, etc. Send P.C. for
Huge Art Catalogue and Particulars,

EATON & C0. (pept.40), Eatonian House, LEEDS, 12

ourssil as 1 did., Particu-

'-' ..' ,.
GCompleteList Posi Fres, 2d,

'GEORGE GROSE + LUDGATE Ci

== ez m B BRIDGE 37T LOMBDOM (08w

Curs

Iars Froe.— AN 4 HE
STAMMERING! *~agaiiasss e,
- LONDON, W.0.1.

tifil Vacommioh - , Dolontals,
PFriecc Gd, Ehhrud 141, » A WH
ENGINE LANE, LYE, WOREE.

STAMPS i TSt A Al vty
EL

Ine]. Jublies Horsemnin, 'ﬂiﬁd@{ﬁf&

JUBILEE PKT. FREE 1 i i Bo

different, BROCMANIAN HOBSEMAN, #carce ANEAQ. Pos 2d.;
TRt IoRTbTAL ~ROB INSON BROS. (A) MORETON, WISRAL,

20 6-36



DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
DUBBLE!

First Instalment of a

Serial.

By DICKY NUGENT

It was half-past dinner-
tine on & ight half-
hollerday at St. Sam’s
when the Fourth Form
master, Mr. I. Jolliwell
Lickham, poked his head-
round the door of Doctor
Birchemall’'s study.

- Coming out for a walk,
gir 1" asked Mr. Lickham,
cheerily. -

He waited in vain for an
angwer. The revered and
mnajestick  headmastar of
Ht. Bam’s didn't even sccm
to have heard his subor-
dinit. He was sitting at hia
dealk, sunk in reverie and
buried in thought—and
immersed in a pila of
papers! As he studied the

apers he mumbled to
Eimaelf. Mr. hﬁickham'?
sharp eara caught some o
his words, and they caused
quile a startled eggspres-
gion to come into the
Form-master’s dial,

“ Baker, four-and-tup.

ca » threa - farthinga,”
%ﬂ:ctnr Birchemall was say-
ing ; * buteher, eight-and-
ni nee; greengrocor,
pix-and-three-ha'pence —
lemmd see, that's nineteen-
and - a - 1’“’3’ - fart.hin‘g
altogether. , that's

nearly a quid! Then I'm
ruined | tark ruin stares
me in the face! Hallg,
Lickham | "' he con-

clooded, a8 he realised that
he wes staring straight at
Mr. Liekham, "“For a
moment I didn't reckerniso

n !

.“In trubble, sirf”
asked My, Lickham, eim.
perthetically.

“TUp to my neck in it,
'Lickham ! ™ answercd the
Head, with a ﬂigh. “Theo
eggspeneive habits of my

awter Molly, combined
with the Guvvernors' fail-
ure to Pﬂ? me a sallery
worthy of my abillities
have brought me to the
verge of bankruptey 1™

““Ah | An eggstravagant
lass and a lack of spondu.
licks, eh, zirt™ ;

“A lags and & Jack!
That's just it!” nodded
the Head. * What do you

want, by the way, Lick-
ham * "

“TI just called to. ask if
you lelt like a walk with
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““1 hoap not, Lick
ham," Eﬂ-i t'h.E Hﬂﬂd, e e L G SRSE— - T g
with & feint smile. ] ] . ] o
“¥ou ses, I've given Bind.; The Head farely yelled.|" when you hear why I've|in his hands, and ‘ir|very grgp&mtﬂ of me in his
ing etrikt orders that if | He couldn't help it! celled on wyou this eftoer- | Frederick couldn't - | methods,” said the Head,
BNLYyONo calls to show me up, “Ha, ha, hal You | moon t feeling a pang of pilyur | eagerly, “ He won't touch
o

he'a to show them out!™

“Good for wyou,
grinned Mr, Lickham.

E-III”
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suppose I'd better skedad-

dle on mai own, then!
Toodle.oo ! ™

“ Chin-chin 1 ™

Mr. Lickham boughed
and withdrew, and the
Head followed him to the
door with the intention
of locking it. Me gave a
snort of disgust, howover,
on finding that the key was
missing,.

“Bust it | ' he mutterad.
"1 ought to take some
fracawtwn against possibul
ntruders in case Binding
lets any through.”

Ho pondered deeply for
a few seconds. Then he
started to grin, Soon after,
he began to bizzy himself

eparing & booby-trap.

8 got some 8OOt from tho
chimbley and mixed it in
a pail with water and ink.
Then he balanced the evil
mixture over the door in
suchaposition
that the first
man who
‘walked in
would get the
lot on his
head. After
that, Doctor
Birchemall
put away his
trubhlegaom o
billa and sat
down fealing o
little more secure,

- Five minnits passed and

by the sound of heavy
footprints along the pas-
gidge. The Head chuckled.
Anybody who came into
hig sanktum without on
invitation was gong to get
it in the meck good and
pr%%ecr, he refleckted !

o footprints
stopped outside
the Heed's
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then the silence was broken |

don't half look a sitet™
he roared. ‘' Take the pail
off your head and let’s
have a look at your fizz | ™'

And then Doctor Birch-
emall receeved a shoek.
Asa his viktimm removed the
pail he reckernised s face
that was wvery familiar.

“8Bir TFrederick Fun-
gusg " he gasped.

Sir Jrederick Fungunss,
who now looked more like
a nigger minstrel than the
chairman of the 5t. Sam’s
Guvvernors, glared at
Dwoetor Birchemall with a
feendish glare. When he

cke, his refined, aristo-
orattick wvoice wag horss

with rage.
* You—you idjunt!™ he
ropred. " What do vyou

think you'rs doing of,
setting & booby-trap for
mo liko this here T "

“Beg  pardon, Sir
Frederiek, I'm eure!™
gasped the Head. “ It
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really wasn't meant for

you—horigst injun !’
Y Then who was it meant
for, prey ¥™

* For my creditors | Egg-
cuse my larfter,”’ went on
the Head, beginning to
eackle again,

“You won't larf, Birch-
amall,” hellowaed the chair-
man of the QGuvvernors,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Tl
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Something in the tene
of the barronet’s voice
made the Head stop larfing,
Hiz greenish eycs eyed the
visitor inguiringly.

““ Mite I asgk what's up 1

“¥our rain as head.-
master of Bt. Sam'sg—
that's what's  up!”
answered the chairman, in
slow, sollem axxents, ** Al-
fred Birchemall, it ia my
paneful duty to state that
the CGuvvernors in thoir
wisdom have decided to
discharge wyou!™

A garstly pallor spread
over the Head's slwollarly
feotchers.

“ D.d.discharge me "
he phaltered.

“Just that!" nodded
Sir Frederickk Funguss.

Doctor Birchemall stared
at the chairman of the
Guvvernors, agarst,

“What have I done,
then 1" he cride. “ I've
been a jolly good head.-
master for cighty-five years
and now you

UMM pive me the
"y L | push! ¥For

'f'f e o l':‘.ll ; E- th’ M
| “1'11 tell

'-|1:I Ii;.l

“I you for why,”’
s angwered  Sir
?. Frederick.

- ' It's becawso
the com-
plaints we
keep on  re-
ceaving about
yaur erocolty to the
boys have reached a
{Jitﬂh whera they can no
onger be ignored ! We've
winked at it in the past,
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Birchemall, but it's no use
blinking at fakts any
longer! You're a tirant

and a booly with the boys,
and you know ittt
The Head berried his face

him.
But he needn’t have g
anything of the sort, {on
a matter of fakt the Hed
was only hiding a grin
that had come to ﬁiﬂ {facens
a sadden brancwave ye-
curred to him !
“Mite I ask if yvou'we
found anyhody to take my

placs yet 1 he asked,
mornfully.
" Not yet. Bub we shill

soon find a mitable mop”
gawt  Sir
fiddently.
qualification we shall de.
mand of the new hegd.
master is this: HE M
BE KIND HARTED | "
- Dootor Birehemeall, who
wag nothing il not & good
actor, pave a sudden wiss g
and eyed the chairman «f
the Guvverngrs with ylesp:.
ing eyes.
"Few! You've given
me an idea ! I'belecve Lesn
introdooce you to just tle
man you wanb!”
“What's his name?’
asked the chairman of ¥
St. Sam's Guﬂ'erum;a,

The Head's reply mmgde
Sir Fredevick stave.

“ Hiz name is Bivchem.-
all 1"

“Bubt that's the aemp
name as vours ! egm.
claimed Sir Frederick, *Ja
he related to you ¥

“Yea; he's my cuzzin,'
answered the Head, wity
emirk. " He's also wefy
rmuch lke me in looks ; in
fakt, peopls say we'ra ae

like as two penal Bﬁ}‘
thera ihe rescmblaug
ends."

* Oh, it does, doea jt 1",
growled Sir Fredericld§
“Yes, rather! Pro.
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Fredericl:, = or
“* The ﬂ;

a birch with a bargepole !
He beleevea in being kind
and jentle to boys, 8ir
Frederick. And I'm guite
sure that if you give him a
irial, wvou'll i‘"im:lg him just
the man for the job! May
I brin,g him along to see
you 1’

Sir  Frederick grinned
and nodded.

“Very well, Birchem-
all,’ he said. *' Thes St.
Sam’s Board of Guvverncors
meet hers to-morrow for
the purpuss of upEmmtin
& new headmaster. If you’
get your cuzzin to drop in
then, we will give his
spplication the most care-
ful attention.”

“Thanks, awlully, Sir
Frederiek | " grinned Doe-
tor Birchemell.

Sir Frederick then de-

rted, atil gouging soot
Egd ink and wntgr out of
his eyes as he went. What
ha.mp.gcn&d immejately after-
wards would have serprized
Sir Frederick, had he been

there to seo it. Tha ataid
pnd T table Doctor
Birchemall promptly

started dancmg wup and
down lilke, & SBceond Form
fag ! But even that would
nﬁ have serprized Sir
Fraderick as mauch aa the
Head's words.

“What & wheeza ! ™ the
Head was chuckling.
“What a branewavel
Docfer Birchemall will
vanizh ; and  Professor
Birchemall will arize in
his place, free from dett
and untrubbled by a past !
And not & zole will dreem
that Doctor Birchemall and

easor DBirchemall — that's
what he's called—ia

study, Some-
body tried the
handle of the
door.

The next in-
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the |

Professor Birchemall are
one and the samo!
Hooray ! "’

And the Head did &

PON!

By
H, WHARTON

When Ponsonby & Co.,
of Higheliffo, brought their
motor-boat up to  tho
swimming-pool on the Sark
the gther day, and started
velling uncomplimentary
}-me:ks at-dus, it looked as
it we abood o pretlty poor
chance of Ett-ing our
* own back.” Pon's motor-
boat could speed away like
a rocket on the first hint
of any trouble. Soitlooked
as if we'd have to put up
with theom till they grew
tired of the game,

It was the arrival of
Bunter in o bathing
costume that gave me a
bright. iden,

* Bunter, old sport,” 1
said, ** how would you like
a really good spread for
teca—at our expense 7"

Bunter nearly threw o
fit with excitement.

“T say, old man, it's
awfully decont of you—--""

“Cut the cockle and
listenn to what you can do
to earn it. All you've got

Highland Fling all round
the sludy — while &ir
Frederick Fungusa drove
away in hia limoosine with-
out & suepishun in his mind
copserning  the real eye-
dentity of Doctor Birch-
emall’s dubble !

(Don’t mise the second
scremmingly funny instal-
ment of Dicky Nugent's new
in - next weelk's

gerial

* Herald."')

water |

HOW WE SWAMPED
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to do is t-ncf‘ump off the
diving - boar into  the
That's all!™

Look here, old
chap, you give me the

feed to.day and I'll do it
to-morrow and—**

[} Hlm t

“ Nothing doing! It's
now—or ne feed | No
danger, of course. We'll

got you outb all right."

Bunter hesitated for a
moment. Then the thought
of the foed decided him.
He rolled on to the diving-
boerd, closed hiz eyes and
jumped !

Plonk |

Bunter's fat cavcass hit
the water—and just exactly
what I'd wanted to happen
duly happened. A sort of
tidal wawve rushed across
the pool and Pon's motor-
boat, which was jusé furn-
ing, caught it broadside
an |l

Really, it was a wonder
the boat didn’t sink. But
I wasa quite eatisfied to
zeo Pon & Co. get a soaking
that dampened all their
ardour for further funny
remarks at our expenss,

FPon & Co. cleared off—
hurriedly. And we had a
whip-round and bought
Bunter his feed—for a
change, with very groat
pleasure !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

BOB CHERRY Says—
COKER'S TATTOO JUST
NEEDS ENLARGING!

There's only one fault
I can find with Coker's
Great Torchlight Tattoo,
which was held for the
firat time alter lights out
fngt Wednesday, lads.
It was not big enough!
Everybody agroead
when Coker first maotod
the idea that it was o
jolly good wheeze, and
'm jolly sure that if the
Head had given it hia
blessing tho Aldershot
affair would have had
to look to its laurels !

But the drawback was,
the Head didn't approve
of it at all. Not that
that made any differ-
enes to Coker, of course.
Hﬂﬂ;‘u“ told everybody
he thought the Head was
a chuckla-headed old
-::hu;ndp and went right
ahe with his plana.
Coker’s tattoo was too
good o schema to be
abandoned merely on
account of opposition
frama the Head !

8o Coker duly bought
torches and smuggled
them into tho school and
tramed a small army of
torch-bearers to  per-
form all sorte of evolu-
tiong round the playing-
felds. Tree tnck swas
supplied to all who
turned up to rehearsals,
so there wero plenty of
volunteers,

Final instructions
were iesued on Wednea.
dn}- afternocn,

"All go to bed as
usual,” ordered Colker.
" Then all get up again
at ten, come down to
the playing fields in small
partiea Bo o8 not to
attract the beaks' atten.
tion, and take up your
positions.  The signal
for the start of the
tattoo will be when you
szé me march out from
behind the pavilion with
a lighted torch in my
hand, Dismiss | "

And that was that.

Needless to say, every
dorm. window in tha
House was packed with
sightseers that night and
we all wished Coker's
Tattoo the best of luck,

But it would be idie to
deny t-h{g._t the taitoo
was & disappointment.
The fact is, EE Eras far too
small.

You eee, the only
tattoo-18t who turned u
was Coker himself, an(r:
although he locked quite
impressive, marching out
from behind the pavilion
all on hiz own with a
flaming torch held above
him, it really wasn't
enough. -

That’s what was wrong
with Coker's tattoo. It
Just needed enlarging—
that'a all |

"DON'T GRUMBLE
ABOUT YOUR GRUB!

Says H VERNON-SMITH!

It comes as a bit of o
shock to contented chaps
like ma to hear that
some Greylriars men are
actually grumbling about
their grub. Really, this
spems the piddy limit 1

What they ecan possi-
bly find to grumble at,

oodness  only Lnowa,

et ma tell them that in
the opinion of some
pecple, Greyfriars grub
is  pre-eminent.
For instance,
ong old Grey-

friare man who
racently had
dil?ne-r here after
going explorin

to the Hnrtg

hadn’t cnjoyed fodd eo
much for a month,
Rather an interesting
~—a professional fastin
man in a cireas: he’
had hia last meal exactly
a month befors.

Theas aren'’t the only
complimoentas that have
been paid to Greyfriara
grub, either. I myself
heard one well-known
local dog-breeder say
he'd be quite happy to
feed hia doga on the
kind of tuck we gat at
Gireyfriars, That shows
what a hizh opinion he
hed of it!
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