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                                                                   THE FIRST CHAPTER.

                                                                              A Nasty Jar!

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Safe  As Houses!” urged the Bounder.
   “Um!”
  Harry Wharton & Co.  looked doubtful.
  The Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove were sitting in a row on the grassy margin of Popper’s Island in the River Sark.
  Far away, across the tall trees of Popper’s Court woods, could be seen the grey old tower of Greyfriars School.
   That was all that the Remove had seen of Greyfriars for the last couple of weeks
  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, was arguing.  The chums of the Remove were listening to be convinced, but rather dubious.
  “We can’t cut cricket matches!”  urged the Bounder.
  “Not if we can help it.” agreed Harry Wharton.  “But------"
  “But------” said Bob Cherry.
  “The butfulness is terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of his dusky head.
  “I say, you fellows!”  Billy Bunter through the trees on the island, blinking round him through his big spectacles.  “I say------”
  “Shut up, Bunter!” snapped the Bounder.
  “Oh, really, Smithy!  I say, we’re out of jam------”
  “Shut up!” roared the Famous Five with one voice.
  “But we’re out of jam!” said Bunter warmly.    “Don’t you understand?  Jam!”
  Billy Bunter blinked at the Remove fellows, apparently expecting them to display an instant and deep concern.  But they didn’t!  There were not so interested in jam as William George Bunter was.  On the other hand, they were very deeply interested in cricket, which did not interest the fat Owl of the Remove at all.
  “If we could manage it-----” said the captain of the Remove thoughtfully.  “We’re all as keen on playing Highcliffe as you are, Smithy.  But------"
  “ Safe as houses!” repeated the Bounder.
  “Are you fellows jawing cricket?” hooted Bunter.
  “Yes, ass!  Shut up!”
    “Cricket!” snorted Bunter.  “Cricket!  Is this the time to talk cricket, you silly asses?”
  Billy Bunter was indignant.
  It was no time, in Bunter’s opinion, for the Remove fellows to be talking cricket, or thinking of cricket.
  The fact that it was Monday, and that the regular fixture with Highcliffe school was due on Wednesday, was to Billy Bunter a trifle light as air.  In fact, he had quite forgotten it.
  Much more important matters occupied Bunter’s fat mind.
  Billy Bunter was under sentence of the “sack.”  If the fat junior fell into the hands of authority it was the “boot” for Bunter, short and sharp!  The first train home from Courtfield, with a Sixth Form prefect to keep him company, was Bunter’s hapless fate if the Head of Greyfriars had his way.
  Only one thing had saved Bunter from that dire fate so far.  Harry Wharton & Co.  had stood by him, and the rest of the Remove had followed their lead.  For more than a fortnight now the Remove had been out of school, camped on Popper’s Island, refusing to give up Bunter to be sacked.
  Every attempt to deal with the rebels had so far failed.  They had held the island against all comers.
  How the dispute was going to end nobody could guess, but the rebels drew confidence from the knowledge that the Head could not possibly expel a whole Form.
  So long as the whole form stood by Bunter, Bunter was all right.  And they were not going to let down a fellow they believed to have been unjustly sacked.
  But Billy Bunter for the moment was not thinking of the sword of Damocles that impended his fat head.  There was a more immediate and pressing worry on Bunter’s mind.
  The garrison of Popper’s Island had run out of jam!
  That was serious!
  So it was no wonder that the fat Owl of the remove snorted with mingled wrath and disdain when he found the chums of the Remove talking cricket---and more keen on cricket than on really urgent matters.
   “Cricket!”   snorted Bunter.  “Cricket!  My hat!  I say, you fellows, you might have a little sense!  I say------”
  “Shut up!” yapped the Bounder.
  “Beast!”   
   “We can’t scratch with Highcliffe.” went on Vernon-Smith.  “At least, we jolly well don’t want to!”
  “Hear, hear!” agreed the Famous Five.
  “We can get across on Wednesday and play a match just the same as if we were at Greyfriars.  We haven’t seen anything of the giddy enemy for days.  The Head’s giving us a rest.  We’ve whipped the prefects, and put paid to old Popper and his keepers.  The fact is that the Head can’t handle us, and by this time he jolly well knows it!” said the Bounder confidently.
  “It looks like it.” agreed Wharton.  “But------”
  “They keep an eye on the island, though.” said Frank Nugent.  “If you start walking across to Highcliffe we shall be spotted and bagged.”
  “No need!” said Smithy promptly.  “We can pull up the river in the boat past Courtfield and land at the Highcliffe boathouse.  Start early in the morning, and nobody at Greyfriars will be a penny the wiser.”
  “I say, you fellows------" 
  “We’ve left our things at the school.” remarked Johnny Bull.  “We can’t ask the Head to send on our cricketing things---what?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Fathead!  That’s no trouble.” said the Bounder.  “We go shopping in the town ne8rly every day, two or three of those.  Well, my father runs an account for me at the school outfitters in Courtfield.  You fellows can settle up later for anything you want.”
  Bob Cherry laughed.
  “Smithy’s got an answer for everything!” he remarked.
  “By Jove!  It’s tempting.” said Harry Wharton thoughtfully.  “we don’t want to scratch with Highcliffe if we can help it.  But---”  he paused.  “There’s still time to let Courtenay know.  But---but---”
   “Oh, blow your buts!” growled the Bounder.  “We’re not going to scratch!  If we go in the boat, and come back the same way, not a soul at Greyfriars will know we’ve been off the island at all.”
  Harry Wharton looked dubious.
  The Bounder was a fellow to take reckless risks, but the captain of the Remove was rather more thoughtful.  The rebels had needed every man in the battle with the prefects.  If an attack came when nearly half the form was absent the result was fatally certain to be a disastrous for the Greyfriars rebellion.  On the other hand, they had been left in peace or some days now, and an attack did not seem probable.  The Famous Five agreed with Smithy that the Head did not know how to handle the situation.
  “It all depends on whether they find out at Greyfriars that we’re gone,” said the captain of the Remove at last.  “If they do, the prefects will bag the island while we’re away.”
  “Oh, rot!” said the Bounder.  “They won’t!  Who’s to tell them?  Anyhow, we’re taking big chances in backing up that fat, frowsy frump against the Head!  Can’t we take a chance on our own account?”
  “I say, you fellows---"
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “Shan’t!” roared Bunter indignantly.    “I tell you we’ve run out of jam!  It’s tea- time, and there’s no jam!  I thought------”
  “Dry up!” shrieked Bob Cherry.
  “I thought there was another jar, but I remember now I had it for brekker.  And here you sit cackling about cricket!  Talk about Pontius Pilate fiddling while Carthage was burning!” snorted Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” roared Bunter.  “I can jolly well tell you that if you think you’re going to keep me short of grub you’re jolly well mistaken!  See?  It’s not much I eat------”
  “Will you ring off?” yelled Johnny Bull.
  “No.”  said Bunter firmly, “I won’t!  I want to know what’s going to be done about the jam?  You fellows make out that you’re backing me up------"
  “Aren’t we backing you up, you frowsy freak?” bawled Johnny.
  “If you call it backing a fellow up to keep him short of grub, I don’t!” said Bunter.  “You ought to have got in more jam.   You know I like jam.  Fat lot you care!” added Bunter bitterly.
  The chums of the Remove chuckled.  They did not, in point of fact, care fearfully, where there was jam for Bunter or not.
  “Suppose I could find you a jar?” said Bob Cherry,  getting up from the grassy bank.  “Will a jar keep you quiet?”  
   “You silly ass!” hooted the Bounder, “What does that frowsy frump matter !  Let’s settle about the cricket!”
  “You shut up, Smithy!”  exclaimed Billy Bunter hotly.  “Blow your silly cricket!  If you’ve got a jar of jam, Cherry---"
  “Look here---” roared Smithy angrily.
  “My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry soothingly, “we can’t talk cricket with Bunter barging in  all the time about jam!  I’ll give him a jar and keep him quiet!  Sure you’d like a jar, Bunter?”  
  “Yes, rather!”
  “Quite sure?” asked Bob.
  “Yes, you ass!  If you’ve got a jar, hand it over!  I thought it was all gone.  I thought I’d finished the last jar this morning.  But if you’ve got one------”
  “I can give you a jar if you want one!”
  “Hand it over, then!”
  Bob Cherry grasped the fat Owl of the Remove by his podgy shoulders.  Billy Bunter whirled in his grasp.  
  “Yarooh!” he roared.  “Wharrer you mean, you silly chunp?  Wharrer you up to, you silly chump?  Wharrer you up to, you fathead?  What------”
  “Giving you a jar!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
  Bump!
  Billy Bunter sat down on Popper’s island with a jar that jarred every bone in his podgy body.  It almost shook the island in the river.  The yell that rang out from William George Bunter could have been heard almost as far as Greyfriars school.
  “Yaroooooooop!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Beast!  Wow!  Yarooh!  Ow!  Oh crikey!  Wow!” roared Bunter.  “Oh lor’!  Oh scissors!  Wow!”
  “I asked you if you were sure you’d like it!” said Bob Cherry.  “Get up, and have another!  Let’s all give Bunter a jar!”
  “Let’s!”  exclaimed Nugent.
  “Hear, hear!”
  “The jarfulness is the proper caper!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Billy Bunter squirmed to his feet.  He did not wait for no one jar.  He bolted through the trees, followed by a roar of laughter from the chums of the Remove.  
  And the juniors resumed their cricket discussion, untroubled further by William George Bunter and the jam shortage.

                                                            THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                                               Ponsonby Takes a Hand!

  “GREYFRIARS cad!” remarked Cecil Ponsonby.
    Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, were strolling over Courtfield Bridge.  Pon’s eyes fell on the boat that was tied up at the foot of the steps leading down beside the old stone bridge.  In that boat sat Frank Nugent of the Greyfriars Remove, and it was the sight of Nugent that caused Pon’s polite remark.
  “Oh, don’t rag!”  said Gadsby.  “Come on, Pon!”
  “Hold on, though!” said Ponsonby.  “that chap’s alone there—there don’t seem to be any of the of other rotters about!  Waitin’ for them, perhaps!”
  Ponsonby glanced up and down the bridge, and at the street adjoining.  There were plenty of people to be seen about, in the bright July sunshine; but there was no Greyfriars cap in sight.
  “I hear they’ve got a tremendous rag on at Greyfriars.” went on Pon.  “Their beak sacked a man in the Remove---that fat freak Bunter, I believe---for chucking ink over a Form-master.  The Remove wouldn’t let him go.”
  “Cheeky asses!” said Monson.
  “They’ve cleared out of school, and camped on old Popper’s island in the river.” continued Ponsonby.  “I here that they had a fearful row with Sir Hilton Popper, and he got wet and caught a cold.  They come up in their boat to do shopping in Courtfield---getting’ in grub and all that!  That’s why the boat’s there now, I fancy!  Some of the mob have gone into town to buy things, and Nugent’s on guard in the boat.”
  “No bizney of ours!” yawned Gadsby.
  “Isn’t it?” grinned Ponsonby.  “I rather fancy it is, Gadby, old bean!  Looks to me like a chance of getting’ our own back on those Greyfriars cads!  They’d be rather in a scrape, on their jolly old island, if they missed their boat.  You can bet that the beaks won’t give them a chance of getting hold of another!”
  “Oh, come on!”  said Gadsby.  “If we’re goin’ down to the Three Fishers, we’ve not got a lot of time to waste.”
   “Never mind the Three Fishers now.” answered Pon.  “We’re not losin’ this chance of putting a spoke in their wheel.  Besides, we can pull down to the Three Fishers in the boat, an’ save time---quicker than walkin’ down the towpath.  We’ll leave that milksop, Nugent, here to tell the fellows he’s waitin’ for, that we’ve bagged the boat.  It will amuse them a lot.”
  “Good egg!” grinned Monson.
  “It means a row!” grunted Gadsby. “Those Greyfriars men are coming over to Highcliffe on Wednesday to play Courtenay’s lot, and------”
  “I don’t see how they’ll come, if they haven’t a boat!” chuckled Pon.  “I’ve never heard of a cricket eleven swimming to a match.”
  “They can’t be comin’, anyhow.” said Monson.  “They wouldn’t risk it, with their beaks and prefects watching for a chance at them.  Fools if they did!”
  “Anyhow, Courtenay keeps us out of the cricket, and if we can dish their game, so much the better!” said Ponsonby coolly.  “Now you’ve mentioned it, Gaddy, that’s a jolly good reason for baggin’ the boat.  Come on!”
  Pon took a last glance up and down.  It was fairly clear that some of the Greyfriars rebels had pulled up the Sark to buy supplies of some kind in the town, and were among the shops at that moment.  If two or three of the hefty fighting men of the Remove had shown up just then, Ponsonby would have walked on, as peaceably as a lamb.  But the coast was clear, and it looked like a safe rag.  The dandy of Highcliffe went down the steps, and Gadsby and Monson followed him.
  Frank Nugent glanced up.  Pon jumped into the moored boat, and his comrades jumped after him.  It rocked against the lowest step, with a wash of water.
  Nugent leaped to his feet.
  “What the thump---” he exclaimed.
  “Mind lending us your boat?” asked Pon blandly.  “We’re goin’ down the river.”
  “Don’t be a silly ass!” answered Frank.  “Get out of this boat!”
  “Just what I was goin’ to ask you to do.”  
  Nugent clenched his hands.
  It was obvious that Pon & Co.  meant mischief, and they were three to one!  But Frank was not the fellow to give up the boat without a fight.
  He cast a hasty, anxious glance up the steps.  Vernon-Smith, Redwing, and Bob Cherry were the shopping party.  But they had not had time to get through yet.  There was no likelihood of their coming back yet awhile. 
  Pon took hold of the painter to cast off.
  “Let that rope alone, Ponsonby!” said Frank, between his teeth.
  “Make me!” suggested Pon pleasantly.
  “ I’ll try!” snapped Nugent, and he hurled himself at the dandy of Highcliffe, hitting out right and left.
  “Oh gad!” gasped Pon, as he went sprawling in the bottom of the boat.  “Oh crumbs!  Back up, you fools! Ooooooop!”
  Pon had not quite expected one fellow to begin on three.  He was taken rather by surprise.  With crimson spurting from his nose, he rolled in the boat, panting and yelling.
  Gadsby and Monson grasped at Nugent, and seized him.  He fought gamely with the two of them.
  The boat rocked wildly, crashing on the stone step.  Water washed over the gun whale.  Pon was scrambling up, red with fury, when the struggling trio pitched over on him, and flattened him down again.
  There was a fearful yell from the dandy of Highcliffe. 
  In the rocking boat four fellows were mixed up together, wriggling and struggling.
  But three to one was too heavy odds.  Still resisting manfully, Frank Nugent was dragged out of the boat, and dumped down on the lowest step, his feet in the water.
  “Shove off!” panted Pon. 
  Gadsby cast loose the painter.  Pon leaned over the gunwale, and gave Nugent a last punch as the boat rocked away.  Monson picked up an oar to fend off, as Nugent staggered dizzily to his feet.  He panted the end against the Greyfriars junior and shoved, and Nugent went sprawling backwards on the wet steps.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Monson.
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  The boat floated out into the Sark.  Nugent, on his feet once more, stood staring after it, enraged and dismayed.
  Gadsby and Monson and sat to the oars and pulled: Pon dropped into the stern, one hand on the tiller, the other dabbing his crimson nose.
  “You rotters!” yelled Nugent.  “Bring that boat back!”
  “Don’t you wish we would!” chuckled Monson.
  “Tell the other cads we’ve borrowed it!” called back Pon.  “We’ll let it drift down the river when we’ve done with it.  You can look for it at Friardale or Pegg! 	Ta-ta!”
  “Oh, you rotters!” panted Nugent
   Ponsonby grinned cheerily.  He had collected some damages in that tussle, but he was satisfied with the results.  He had, as he expressed it, put a spoke in the wheel of the Greyfriars rebels.
  “We shall pass the island, going down to the Three Fishers!” he remarked.  “We’ll call out to the Greyfriars cads there, and let them know we’ve got their boat!  It will make them happy!  What!”
  “What ho!” chuckled Monson.
  The gliding boat disappeared from the eyes of Frank Nugent, staring after it in impotent wrath from the steps below the bridge.  The loss of the boat was utterly dismaying.  Fred could only wait on the stairs for his friends to rejoin him, with bad news for them when they came.

                                   THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                                Stranded!

 HARRY WHARTON stood at the landing place on Popper’s Island, gazing up the river, with a thoughtful and rather troubled brow.
  The Bounder had gained his point, and that cricket discussion had ended in the decision to turn up at Highcliffe on Wednesday, and play.  All the cricketers were in favour of chancing it; and the captain of the Remove had bowed to the majority.  He was as keen as anyone to play cricket at Highcliffe so far as that went, and he was rather glad that it had been settled that they were to go.  At the same time he was dubious about the outcome.  Even a cricket victory at Highcliffe would count for little if the cricketers found Popper’s Island in possession of the enemy when they came back.  But the die was cast now; and Wharton made up his mind to it.
  He was watching the river for the boat.  Four Fellows had gone up to Courtfield for some necessary shopping.  The rebels had already made several expeditions to the town, for food and other needed supplies; but it was a risky business, for the Greyfriars prefects looked for stragglers in the streets of Courtfield, and there had been several narrow escapes.  Any Removite who fell into the hands of authority was likely to suffer, not only for his own sins, but for the sins of all the rest.  But the greatest danger was the loss of the boat, without wh	ich the rebels on the island would have been in sore straits.
  There was no chance of getting another craft from the Greyfriars boathouse.  The beaks took care of that.  There was a place by Courtfield bridge, where boats can be hired by the public; but the bed head into award there, on the board people was not likely to enforce himself in the “row” by lending a boat to the rebel schoolboys.  The captain of the remove was very anxious to see the boat coming back with Vernon-Smith, Redwing, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent in it. 
  “I say aren’t they in sight yet?”  Billy Bunter joined the captain of the Remove at the landing-place. “They’re a jolly long time.”
  “They’ve got a lot to do.” answered Harry.  “If we’re to play at Highcliffe, we’ve got to have an outfit.”
  Snort from Bunter!
  “Are they wasting time over that rot?” he demanded.
  “That’s what they’re going for, fathead.”
  “Anb what about the jam?” demanded Bunter warmly.  “If they forget to bring the jam there will be a row, I can jolly well tell you.”
  “Oh, dry up!”
  “Beast!”
  Johnny Bull came through the island trees.  He had been climbing in the branches of the big oak in the centre of the island.
  “I’ve seen the boat.” he said.  “At least, it looks like our boat---from the top of the  oak!  But there’s only three fellows in it.”?
  “Here it comes!”
  The boat came sweeping round the upper bend of the river.  It was the rebels’ boat---the property, actually, of Coker of the Fifth, who was in a state of undying indignation, at Greyfriars, over the unexampled cheek of the fags in keeping possession of his boat!
  “That’s our craft.” said Johnny Bull.  “But---what the thump------" he stared blankly at the fellows in the boat.
  “The esteemed and ridiculous Pon!” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in astonishment.
  “Ponsonby!” said the captain of the Remove between his teeth.
  The rebels watched in angry amazement.  It was their boat---Coker’s, at least---but the crew was a new one.  Gadsby and Monson were rowing and Ponsonby steering, as it came down the current to the island.
  “Highcliffe cads” exclaimed Peter Todd.
  A crowd of the remove fellows were at the landing place now.
    “They’ve bagged our boat!” roared Bolsover major.
  “I guess they’ve sure cinched our boat!” said Fisher T Fish.  “I’ll say this lets us out, you guys.”
  “I---I say, you fellows.” gasped Billy Bunter.  “If those beasts have got hold of the boat, what about the jam?”
  “Shut up” roared Wharton.
  “Something’s happened at Courtfield.” said Lord Mauleverer.  “Perhaps those johnnies are bringing our boat back to us.  What?”
  “Fathead!” said Squiff.
  Wharton shook his head.  The rebels had friends at Highcliffe: Courtenay, and the Caterpiller, and the cricketing set.  But Pon & Co.  were their enemies, and had always been their enemies.  Courtenay or the Caterpillar would have lent a helping hand; but from Pon & Co., Nothing of the kind was to be expected.  They had captured the boat, and meant to keep it.
  “I guess them guys ain’t out to do us a good turn!” said Fisher T. Fish.  “I’ll say nope!”
  “Not likely!” growled Johnny Bull.
  “But I say, you fellows, if they’ve got the boat, what are we going to do for grub?” yelled Bunter.
  “Kick him!”
  “Yow-ow-ow!  Beast!”
  “Pon’s waving!” said Tom Brown.
  The dandy of Highcliffe, sighting the crowd on the island, grinned and waved his hand.  Gadsby and Monson glanced over their shoulders for a moment, and grinned, too.  They pulled on into the channel between the island and the Popper Court bank--- keeping well into the bank and away from the island.  They really did not intend to give the Greyfriars fellows a chance to jump.
  Opposite the landing-place and at a safe distance, the oarsmen backed water.  Pon stood up and waved his cap.
  “What are you doing with our boat?” shouted Wharton.
  “Taking a little trip in it!” answered Pon airily. “Any objections?”
  “Where are the fellows---”
  “We only found one fellow in it!  We persuaded him to step out!” said Pon in the same airy manner.  “We left Nugent sittin’ on the steps at Courtfield bridge counting up his bruises.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gadsby and Monson.
  “Bring that boat here, you Highcliffe cads!” roared Bolsover major.
  “Hardly!” grinned Pon.
  “I say, you fellows, ask ‘em if the jam’s on board!   They’ll let us have the jam, anyway!  Pon don’t want our jam---  Yaroooh!  If you kick me again, Bull, you beast, I’ll---  Yarooooop!”
  “  look here, ponsonby!” called out Wharton, speaking as calmly as he could.  “You can’t keep our boat!”
  “Your boat?” retorted Ponsonby.  “I’ve heard that it belongs to a Fifth Form man at your school, and that you bagged it.”
  “That’s no business of yours.”
  “Oh, not at all!” answered Pon.  “but I’m a good natured chap, and I’m going to take Coker’s boart back to him.  I’m always doin’ fellows good turns---as I dare say you’ve noticed.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” howled Gadsby and Monson, greatly entertained by the idea of Ponsonby doing anybody a good turn.
  “The esteemed Pon is terrifically funny.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “And the laugh is on his absurd side.
  Harry Wharton set his teeth.  Pon & Co.  had stopped at a safe distance for the purpose of mocking their old foes.  They were ready to start again at once if a swimmer came off the island.  It was useless to attempt that.  All the Greyfriars fellows could do was to rage and shake their fists at the enemy out of their reach.  Which Pon & Co.  found extremely amusing.
  “Look here, Ponsonby!  You know how matters stand with us.”  said Harry Wharton.  “We shall be in a rotten scrape without our boat.”
  “That’s what I want!” assented Pon.
  “You don’t want to get mixed up in a Greyfriars row!”
   “I do!” contradicted Pon.
  “Your rotten cad!” roared Wharton.  “You wouldn’t be so cheeky if you were within reach.”
  “Dear me!” said Pon.
   “You worm!” bawled Johnny Bull.  “I jolly well punched your nose last time I met you!  I’ll punch it again the next time.”
  “Perhaps you’re sorry now that you punched it at all!” grinned Pon.  “One good turn deserves another, what?” 
  Sqiff had stepped back into the trees.  He reappeared with a big, fat, juicy orange in his hand.  With a keen eye, the Australian junior gauged the distance, and the orange suddenly flew.
  Pon, standing up in the boat, was laughing, enjoying the situation to the full. He ceased to laugh, and ceased to enjoy the situation, quite suddenly, as the orange landed on his nose and burst there.
  “Oh!” gasped Pon.
  He staggered, and went over backward as if he had been shot.  He landed on his butt in the gunwale, and the boat dipped, and his shoulders went into the water.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the island.  And
  “Good shot, Field!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The boat rocked and spun, and Pon had a narrow escape of going in.  But he scrambled back inside, with water dripping from his drenched jacket, and his cap floating down the Sark.
  He was not laughing now
!  He shook a furious fist at the Greyfriars crowd, and howled to Gadsby and Monson to pull.  The boat shot on down the river, and two or three more missiles dropped short.
   “They’ve gone!” said Peter Tobd, as the Highcliffians disappeared down the winding Sark.
  “The gonefulness is terrific.”
  “I say, you fellows------"
  “I guess this lets us out!” said Fisher T. Fish dismally.  “They sure put one across on us.”
  “I say, you fellows, now the boat’s gone, what are we going to do about grub?  We shall run out of grub------”
  “Kick that fat foozler.”
  “Whoooop!”
  Bunter was duly kicked!  But that was the only solace.  Pon & Co.  were gone in the rebels’ boat; the Removites were stranded, and that was that!

                                                                   HE FOURTH CHAPTER.
       
                                                                          Coker’s capture!

HORACE COKER, of the Greyfriars Fifth, frowned, and grunted.
  “If you fellows had backed me up------”  he said.
  “Oh, give us a rest!” said Potter.
  Coker glared.
  Coker was not in a good temper.
  As a matter of fact, many tempers at Greyfriars school in these days, were in a high and palmy state.
  The head, generally kind and benevolent, was distinctly irritable.  With a whole Form missing from the school, in a state of right and rank rebellion, even Dr. Locke’s kind temper was rather “edge-wise.” The Sixth Form found him unusually tart, in their Form-room.
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was glum and snappy.  Quelch was a master without a Form---a peculiar and very unpleasing position.  Troublesome as the Remove often were, Quelch wished that they were back at Greyfriars.
  He drew little comfort from the fact that, at the bottom of his heart, he had a sort of sneaking sympathy with his rebel Form.  For Quelch believed no more than the Removites, but Bunter had been guilty of that awful outrage of squinting ink over Prout.  This difference of opinion with his chief added to Quelch’s discomfort.
  Prout, the master of the Fifth, was not amiable, either, and had less patience than ever with Coker’s blunders in class.  Prout was the beak who had been inked, and in his opinion Billy Bunter had been very justly expelled for that fearful outrage.  But Bunter, though expelled, was not act of O and, as he ought to have been, which was very annoying to Prout.
  Is this six form prefects, too, were very cross these days.  The head seemed to expect them to handle the rebel juniors; they had tried, and they had failed.  Whoppings were handed out more frequently than of old by disgruntled prefect’s, which did not cause satisfaction in the lower School.  Even Wingate and Gwynne, generally the best tempered fellows, seemed cross; while Loder and Carne anb Walker were, as Tubb of the Third declared, just beasts!  Tubb was Loder’s fag, so he had reason to know.
  Coker of the Fifth, however, was probably the most annoyed, irritated, and grumptious member of the Greyfriars community.  Potter and Greene of the Fifth, not for the first time, wondered whether they would be able to stand Coker much longer.  Even Coker’s lavish spreads in his study did not always draw Potter and Greene now.  Along with those spreads, they had to have Coker’s conversation---never exhilarating, and now less so than ever.
  On this especial afternoon, after class, Potter and Greene even doubted whether they would join Coker when he said that he was going up the river with a picnic basket.  But they all knew what Coker’s magnificent picnic baskets were like; they were tempted, and they fell!  But they were much less amenable than usual to Coker’s autocratic authority picnic for no picnic, they weren’t standing much more from Coker.
  Coker had one topic!  He had exhausted it over and over again in the opinion of his chums.  And still he kept on with it.  Now, as the three Fifth Formers walked up the towpath, he was at it again.  And, recklessly disregarding the picnic basket, Potter and Greene implored Loder to give his chin of rest, and give them a rest.  They felt that they needed it.
  But Coker did not give his chin a rest!  He seldom did.  He glared at his comrades and resumed:
  “If you’d backed up a pal, it would have been all right!  We went after my boat that those cheeky young scroundrels had the cheek to bag!  Did we get it?  No!  What did we get?  Detentions for all the half holidays this term!” Coker snorted.  “That’s the way the Head thanked us for trying to handle a thing that he can’t handle himself.”
  “The Head’s put that dashcd island out of bounds.” growled Potter.  “you knew what to expect.”
  “If you’d backed me up------”
  “Oh, shut up!” roared the exasperated Potter.  “I’m fed up!  Look here, Coker, if you’re going on jawing, I’m off.”
  “Same here!” said Greene.  “Now shut up!”
  To the utter amazement of his friends, Coker shut up!  It was not a thing they had ever known to happen before!  Coker was silent!
  But the next moment, Potter and Greene saw the cause of that almost unexampled phenomenon.
  Coker, forgetting their e6istence, was staring up the river at a boat that was coming down with the current.  The three seniors were passing, at the moment, the Three Fishers Inn which had a gate on the towpath.  That rather disreputable place had no interest for Coker & Co., but it had for the three fellows in the boat, who were heading for the bank.
  “My boat!” gasped Coker, at last, breaking his silence.    “My boat!  My hat!  My boat!”
  Potter and Greene stared.
  “ It’s Coker’s boat!” said Greene in astonishment.  “But they’re Highcliffe kids in it a!”
  “I know that gang!” remarked Potter.  “One’s Ponsonby---a cheeky young blackguard, if you like!  And Gadsby and Monson------”
  “It’s my boat!” articulated Coker.  I know my own boat when I see it!  Those young rascals have got my boat!  I’ll give them getting hold of my boat!  Jump on ‘em!”
  Coker dropped the picnic basket and pushed back his cuffs.  Horace Coker had given up hope of recapturing that boat, so long as the Remove rebellion lasted.  This was a chance not to be lost---not to mention the satisfaction of thrashing the cheeky young rascals who were in it!
  It was cheeky enough of the Removites to bag Coker’s boat, but they, at least, belonged to Coker’s school.  Pon & Co.  bid not, and their nerve, in pulling about the Sark in Coker’s boat, almost took Horace’s breath away.  Coker was prepared to make an example of anyone he found he was prepared to make a more horrible example of Highcliffians than of Greyfriars fellows!  This was, in Coker’s opinion, the limit!
  Unaware of the terrific hurricane about to burst on them, Pon & Co.  brought the boat to the bank.  One had told the Fellows on Coker’s owl and that he was going to take Coker’s boat back to him, but he was going to “take it back” by the easy process of leaving it to drift down the river to Greyfriars.
  No doubt Coker would have recovered it sooner or later, when it was taken in by some boatman at Friadale, or some fisherman at Pegg.  Pon cared little whether he did or not.  Pon’s intention was to land, and then give the boat a shove out into the river, and leave the current to do the rest.
  But that programme was not carried out.
  For as the boat bumped on the grassy bank a burly figure came shooting down and leaped right into the boat.
  Coker landed in the midst of Pon & Co.
  The boat rocked, and nearly capsized, under Coker’s heavy impact.  Pon & Co.  sprawled over, wondering for a breathless second, if it was an earthquake.
  It was not so bad as that, but it was nearly as bad. Coker was rather like an earthquake.
  “Got you!” roared Coker.
  He had them--- there was no doubt about that.  He grabbed Gadsby, who was merest, and pitched him bodily to the bank.  Then he grabbed Ponsonby and Manson by their collars.  Heedless of the wild oscillations of the boat, Coker gave all his attention to the two Highcliffians.  He brought their heads together with a sounding concussion.
  Crack!
  Two fiendish howls floated together over the Sark.
  Coker did it again.  He seemed to find satisfaction in it.
  There was no satisfaction in it for Ponsonby or Monson.  They yelled with anguish.
   “Got you!”  grinned Coker.  “Bagging my boat, by gum!  Highcliffe fags, backing a Greyfriars boat!  I’ll show you!  I’ll give you bagging my boat?  What?  Why, I’ll spiflicate you!”
  Crack!
  “Yaroooop!”
  “Yow-ow-woop!”
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Potter.  “Don’t brain them, Coker!”
  “I’ll spiflicate them!  I’ll------”
  “Leggo!” shrieked Ponsonby.  “You silly idiot---  Yaroooh!  Leggo!  We don’t want want your rotten boat------  Whooooop!”
   Splash!
  The boat had rocked out from the bank, leaving a stretch of shallow water and mud.  Coker’s dropped his prisoners into it.
  Pon and Monson  sat up to the armpits in water and mud.  They splashed frantically to the bank. 
  “Teach you to bag my boat!” gasped Coker.
  “Urrrrggh!”
  “Wurrrggh!”
  Coker’s picked up an oar, and brought the boat to the bank again.  He was done with the Highcliffians now.
  “Jump in!” he said.   “We’ve got the board, after all!  Shove that basket in, Greene!  Jump in!”
  Potter and Greene got in, with the picnic basket.  Coker was grinning with glee pushed off.  Coker was grinning with glee as he pushed off.  Pon & Co.  dragged themselves up the bank in a muddy, breathless, and infuriated state.
  “Oh, you idiot, Pon!” groaned Monson.  “What did you want to touch that rotten boat for at all?  Ow!”
  “I told you to leave it alone!” snarled Gadsby.  “You can’t say I didn’t!  More of your dashed cleverness!”
  “Oh, shut up!” howled Ponsonby savagely.
  “You touch my boat again, you cheeky young Highcliffe rotters!”  Coker’s voice floated back to them.
  Pon shook a muddy and infuriated fist after him.  A a	
[image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\1379-09.jpg]  Coker grinned cheerily as he sat down to steer.  Potter and Greene took the oars.  They were glad enough to be rinning up the river instead of walking up the towpath.  Coker was in great spirits.
  “We shall pass the island.” He remarked.  “we’ll let these young rascals there
see that we’ve got the boat—what?  “Ha, ha, ha!” Coker roared.
  Potter and Greene pulled on, and Popper’ Island came in sight.  There was a shout from a cluster of Remove fellows there as the boat was spotted.
  “They’re coming back!” roared Johnny Bull.
  “That’s not Pon!”
  “That’s Coker!”
  “Oh, my hat!  What------”
  “Keep clear!” said Coker jubilantly.  “They’ve got cheek enough to jump into the boat if we give them half a chance!  Ha, ha, ha!”
  Harry Wharton & Co.  stared blankly at the boat.  They had watched it disappear down the river in the possession of Pon & Co., and had not expected to see it again.  Now they saw it–in the possession of Coker & Co. It was quite a surprise.
  Coker waved a cheery hand to them as the Fifth Formers pulled past.
    “Like to borrow my boat again?” he roared.  “Ha, ha!”
    A whizzing apple just missed Coker.  The boat pulled on, and disappeared from the sight of the Remove rebels---up the river this time.  Coker grinned with glee as Potter and Greene pulled on past the Popper Court woods.  He gave them a sign to pull in at last.
  “This will suit us!” he said cheerily.
  The boat ran in to the bank, and the Fifth Formers landed with the picnic basket.  Coker tied the painter to a willow, and the three seniors crossed the towpath, and picked out grassy seats under the overhanging trees.  Then the picnic basket was unpacked.
  Good humor reigned now in the Fifth Form party.  Coker had recaptured his captured boat, and all was calm and bright.  But, like so many happy things in this imperfect universe, that calmness and brightness was destined to be brief.

                                                               	THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                                                                Luck!

“YOU silly ass!” snapped Vernon-Smith.
  “I couldn’t help---"
   “You should have!” growled the Bounder savagely.  “Fat lot of good you stickin’ in the boat if you let those Highcliffe cads get it off you!”
  “I did my best!” said Frank Nugent quietly.
  “Lot of good that was!” sneered the Bounder.  
  “Oh, cheese it, Smithy!” interrupted Bob Cherry.  “You couldn’t have handled three Highcliffe men, any more than Nugent could!  And what’s the good of ragging, anyhow?”  
  “Not much good.” remarked Tom Redwing.  “the question is---what the thump are we going to do?”
  The Bounder scowled blackly.  Growling and scowling really did not help, but Smithy seemed to find some sort of satisfaction therein.
  Nugent had waited till the three came back to the steps by the bridge; he could do nothing else.  They came back cheerfully enough, after getting through their business at the outfitters in Courtfield High Street anb a considerable amount of other shopping.  All three carried parcels, which were to be deposited in the boat for transport to the rebels’ island.  Their cheery mood changed very considerably out the news that the board had been raided by Pon & Co.  of Highcliffe.
  “We shall have to walk back and get across to the island somehow!” said Bob Cherry.  “No good grousing, anyhow.” 
  “We’ve got to have a boat!” growled the Bounder.  “How the thump on we going to Highcliffe on Wednesday without a boat?  And we’ve arranged to call at the outfitters tomorrow for our things, too!  We’ve got to have a boat!  We’re done for without one!”  He gave an angry growl.  “If you’d kept your eyes open, Nugent---”
  “Oh, chuck it!” said Frank.  “ Let’s get back; that’s all we can do now!”
  “We’ll take it out of Pon & Co.  sometime!” said Bob.
  “That won’t help us now!” grunted Vernon-Smith.  “Look here, let’s try after a boat at the boathouse above the bridge! We might----"
  “We’ve tried there once, and found that the head had warned them not to let us have one.” said Bob.  “Nothing in that.”
  “We might get hold of one, and---"
  “Oh, rot!  We’re not pinching boats!” exclaimed Bob.  “Anyhow, it’s for Wharton to decide what’s to be done!  He’s skipper!  Let’s get off!”
  “Blow Wharton!” growled the Bounder.
  “Oh rats!  Come on!”
  Bob Cherry anb Redwing and Nugent started walking down the path beside the river.  The Bounder grunted angrily and followed them.  They were soon out of the precincts of the town and following the grassy path between the Sark and the Popper Court woods.  All of them were looking very serious.  It was a hot afternoon, unduly hard to carry the rather heavy parcels that had been brought for the boat.  Altogether, it was not a happy walk.
  The Bounder’s eyes were on the river as they went.  There was a chance of spotting some man in a boat to give them a lift, and had Smithy sighted either a Greyfriars or a Highcliffe craft he was prepared to attempt to get hold of it by the strong hand.  But Highcliffe boats seldom came so far down the river, and Greyfriars boats seldom so far up.  Anyhow, none were to be seen.  Only a heavy barge rolling along to Courtfield came in sight, half-away to the island.
  “Give the gee-gee room!” said bob cherry, as the barge-horse, led by a boy, came plodding along the towpath.
  “Bother it!” grunted the Bounder.
  But he stepped out of the path with the other fellows, and the stood under the trees to wait for the horse to pass.  The long rope from the horse to the lumbering barge on the water sagged over the high bank, scraping over rushes and bushes and every now and then dipping in the water.  The bargeman, with a black pipe  in the corner of his mouth, was seated in the baht.
  Suddenly, from that shady trees abreast of the barge, came a shouting voice:
  “Here!  You bargee!  Look out!”
  The four juniors started at the sound of that voice.  They knew those dulcet tones.
  “That’s Coker!” said Bob Cherry, staring along the bank.
  “That howling ass!”  grunted the Bounder.
  Horce Coker was not to be seen!  Apparently he was in the shade of the trees back of the bank.  But he was to be heard at a considerable distance as he roared to the passing bargeman.
  “Mind my boat!  Hi!  Look out!”
   The burly bargee glanced around stolidly.  The barge was going along rather close to the bank, and the wash of it rustled the rushes and made Coker’s boat dance.  The boat was tied up under the steep bank, out of sight from the towpath, and the juniors had not seen it.  A sudden gleam shot into the Bounder’s eyes
  “Did you hear that?” he whispered.
  “Anybody within a mile could hear it.” answered Bob.  “Coker’s jolly old voice isn’t a whispering zephyr.”
  “Fathead!  He’s got a boat!” breathed the Bounder.  “That’s where we come in.”
  “Oh!” said Bob.
  “Good egg!” said Redwing, with a grin.  “We’ve borrowed one boat off Coker already; let’s borrow another.”
  “What-ho!” said Nugent.
  “Come on!” said 	Bob Cherry.
  “Hold on, you ass!” muttered Smithy, catching him by the arm.  “He mayn’t be alone---we can’t handle Fifth Form men.  Easy does it.”
    Bob Cherry nodded.  He realised that if Horace Coker had other Fifth Form men with him, strategy was required.
  Coker was shouting again.  He stepped out of the trees to shout and wave a large paw at the stolid bargee.  The juniors promptly backed into the trees.  They did not want Coker’s eye to fall on them.
  “Hi!” roared Coker.  “Don’t swamp my boat!  See?”
  “The boat’s all right, Coker!” came Potter’s voice from the wood.
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter!”
  “For goodness’ sake, Coker, don’t get into a shindy with a bargee!” came Greene’s voice.
  “Don’t be a fool, Greene!”
  Coker waved at the bargeman again.
  “Do you hear me?” he bawled.
  “I ain’t deaf, sir!” answered the stolid man on the barge.  “I could ’ear you along to Courtfield.”
  “ I don’t want any cheek!” bawled Coker.  “Mind you don’t swamp my boat with your filthy barge!”
  “Your boat’s all right, sir.” answered the bargee cheerfully.  “Which is more’n you’d be if I was on that there path, you impudent young roog, you!  I’d smack your cheeky head for you, and chance it.”
    “Why, you impudent blackguard!” roared Coker, in great wrath.  “Look here, if you swamp my boaht, I’ll jolly well jump on your barge and whop you!  Mind, I mean that!  Now, look out!”
  “Look here, Coker------"
  “Shut up, Potter.”
  The bargee gazed at Coker in a thoughtful way.  He seemed to be considering whether it was worthwhile to land and smack his head.  Apparently he decided that it would be more trouble than it was worth, for he steered on, calling to the youth with the horse to “gee up.”  But he steered me or to the bank, and the barge banged on Coker’s boat as it passed, jamming it into mud and rushes.  This was the bargee’s retort to Coker!
   “You cheeky sweep!” roared Coker, and he strode to the edge of the towpath, with the fierce intention of jumping on the barge and whopping the bargee.  In his haste he rather overlooked the tow rope, which jerked up as he stepped over it and tangled in Coker’s legs.  Coker made a sudden nosedive into the grass.
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  “Yarooooh!” he roared.
  “Haw, haw, haw!” came from the bargee.  He seemed amused.
  Coker sat up, rather dizzily.  The horse plodded on, and the barge rolled on in its wake, the bargee steering out again.  Coker picked himself up and shook a fist after the grinning bargeman.  It was a rather too wide a jump to the bargee now, and Coker did not try it on; which was fortunate for Horace Coker, for had he landed on the barge it was not the big bargee who would have got the “whopping.”
  Snorting, Coker tramped but under the trees.  He gave Potter and Greene an angry glare.
  “What are you grinning at?” he demanded.
  “Your acrobatic performance, old man.”   answered Potter blandly.  “I’d like to see you do it again.”
  “So would I!” said Greene heartily.  “Frightfully amusing, Coker, old man.”
  Carter breathed hard,  as he sat down again.  His tumble over the tow rope had been a sheer accident, such as might have happened to any fellow---any fellow like Coker, at least!  It was like those brainless asses to think that there was something funny in it.
  “So you think that was amusing, do you?” asked Coker darkly.
  “Awfully!” said Potter.
  “Fearfully!” said Greene.
  “Perhaps you’d think it amusing if I banged your cheeky heads together!” roared Coker.
   Potter and Greene remembered that it was Coker’s picnic.  The basket was not half empty yet.  They did not want a row with old Horace, at least, before the basket was empty.  So they made no reply, but devoted themselves to the foodstuffs--- and Coker, with a grunt, followed theil example.  And four juniors, at a little distance along the bank, grinned at one another.  They considered but they had a healthy chance of getting afloat again now.

                                                             THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                                                 Useful Man,  Coker!

 “THREE of them!” murmured Bob Cherry.
   “Too many for us!” said Nugent.
  “We might handle them!” muttered the Bounder.  “But------"
   He shook his head.
  There were four of the juniors, all good men with their hands.  But three Fifth Form seniors were a big order.
   “We’ve got to get the boat!” said Smithy.  “If we can’t get it without a scrap, we shall have to try our luck.  But-----"
  He put his head out of the trees and glanced along the towpath.  A sudden rush across the bank for the boat tied up below would take them fairly in sight of Coker & Co.   Neither could they tell exactly where the boat lay.  The bank of the Sark, at that point, was high and steep, the towpath a good five feet above the river.  Nothing could be seen of the boat; and the juniors only knew it was there from what they had heard from Coker.  On one thing they were quite determined; they were going to have a boat.  But it was evidently a case for strategy.
  “I fancy we can work it!” said Tom Redwing.
  “Go it, old bean!” said Bob Cherry cheerily.    “What’s the big idea?”
   “One of those can drop down the bank and wade along to the board.  So long as those Fifth Form duffers stay under the trees they won’t see anything.”  
  Bob’s eyes danced.
  “Good egg!  What a jolly old surprise for Coker when he goes back for his boat and finds it gone.”
  The juniors chuckled.
  No time was lost in carrying out that masterly plan.  Redwing removed his shoes and socks and capital up his servers.  He cut across the bank and dropped into the shallow water under it.
  Under the high, steep bank he wabed along with the water to his knees, his head ducked low.  In a few minutes he came on the boat; and he heard the murmur of the voices of the picnickers across the towpath above.  But he could not see them; and they could not see him.
  “I say, this is a jolly good cake!” Potter’s voice came distinctly to the juniors ear as he bent over the painter.
  “Ripping!” said  Greene.  “I say, it’s topping here!  Couldn’t be better!  A jolly good spread, and pleasant company---like Coker’s------"
  “Yes, it wouldn’t  amount to much without Coker’s company!” remarked porter solemnly.  “It’s agreeable company that makes a thing a success.”
  Potter and Greene felt that Coker was entitled to this!  After all, he was standing the picnic, and it was a jolly good picnic.  Luckily, it was always easy to pull Coker’s leg.
  “Glad you like it, you fellows!”  said Coker amiably.
  “And we shall have an easy run but in the boat, instead of walking!” said Greene.
“All through Coker spotting those cheeky Highcliffe cads in the boat and getting it away from them.”
  “It was his presence of mind.” said Potter.   “Coker has presence of mind.  That’s what it is.”
   “Well, I fancy I’m fairly quick on the uptake.” said the gratified Coker.  “I guess a you fellows wouldn’t have noticed that it was my boat  that those cheeky young cads were in.  Of course, I spotted it at once.”
  “It’s quickness of observation, you know.” said Greene.
   “Prompt intelligence!” agreed Potter.  “Pass that cake!”
  Redwing, under the bank, grinned.  He had on tide the painter, and the boat was loose.  He pushed it out silently into deeper water, and then waded up the stream again, drawing it after him.
  Five minutes later he had it opposite the spot where his comrades waited under the trees by the towpath.  He stood up and waved a hand to them.
  They came quickly and quietly across the towpath.  Bob cherry arranched along the bike, but the fifth for Mars, under the shady trees on the edge of the wood, were screened from view.
  Coker & Co., from where they sat, had a view of the towpath close at hand.  But they could not see a dozen yards up the river from their camp, and the juniors were not within their purview.  They continued to deal with the picnic, in happy unconsciousness that any of the rebel Removites were at hand.
  “Quick!” breathed the Bounder.  “If that ass Coker steps out again------”
  “Chuck the parcels in!” said Redwing.
  The parcels were dropped into the boat.  The juniors followed.  They shoved of in haste, and Coker’s boat floated out into the Sark.
  Bob cherry and redwing two junors and cold.  Nugent sat and steered, and the Bounder stood up, watching the bank as the boat glided past its late anchorage.
  The high bank hid Coker & Co.  from sight of the boat’s crew, and hid the boat’s crew from Coker & Co.
  The Bounder chuckled.
  “Our win!”  he remarked.
  “And it’s the same jolly old boat.” said Bob Cherry.  “Coker must have got it back somehow from throse Highcliffe cads!”
  “Jolly useful man, Coker!” remarked Nugent.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
   “Give him a yell!” said the Bounder.  “We ought to thank Coker for lending us the boat, before we lose him.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the boat’s crew.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob Cherry.  “Coker!  Cokey!  Coke!  Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
  Coker stared round.
  “That’s that cheeky young sweep, Cherry!” he said.  “Where------"
   “On the river!” said Potter.
  “But we’ve got the boat away from them!”  said Coker, puzzled.  “They can’t have got another boat.”
  He jumped up and ran across to the towpath.  Standing on the high bank, he stared at the boat in the middle of the Sark.
  The Bounder waved a hand to him.
  “Thanks Coker!” he yelled.
  “Many thanks!”  bawld Bob Cherry.  “So awfully ki+nd of you to get the boat but for us, Coker!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Wha-a-at” gasped Coker.
   He stared at the boat; then he stared down at the spot where his craft had been tied under the bank.  That spot was vacant now.
  “They---they---they’ve got the boat!” babbled Coker.
  “What?”
  Potter and Greene joined him on the edge of the bank, staring
  “They’ve pinched my boat again!” 
  “But---but how could they?” gasped Potter in bewilderment. “We never saw anything of him.  How the thump could---”
  “They’ve got it!” howled Coker.
  “Oh crikey!” ejaculated Greene.  “They must have sneaked along under the bank and pinched it, and we never saw------”
  “You didn’t see them, either!” hooted Potter.
  “Don’t jaw, Potter!”
  “Well, did you?” howled Greene
  “Don’t gabble, Greene!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from the boat.  “Thanks, Coker!  Fearfully obliged!  Good old Coker!”
  “I’ll smash him!” yelled Coker.  “I---I---I’ll spiflicate them!  My boat!  I’ll hammer them black and blue!  I’ll------”
  Coker brandished a pair of large fists at the grinning crew of the boat.  Had the removites been within reach, there was certainly have been some very severe hammering and spiflicating.  But the board was far out of Coker’s reach, and he could only brandish his fists after it.  The Bounder waved his hat in cheery farewell, and Coker was left on the bank in a state that was almost frantic.

                                                         THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                                     Pon Knows How!

“PUNCHED?”  asked the Caterpiller sympathetically.
    Cecil Ponsonby scowled.
    It was the following day; but there was still a lingering ache in Pon’s head.  There was another in Monson’s.  Coker had banged their heads together, not once, but several times.  And Coker had a hefty and heavy hand.
  Pon, strolling in the Highcliffe quad after class, tilted his straw hat and rubbed his head, with a grunt and a grimace.  Hence Rupert de Courcy’ ress as sympathetic inquiry, though the glimmer in the Caterpillars eyes seemed to hint that he was a little amused.
   “Ragging with Greyfriars again---what?”   smiled the Caterpiller.  “What a man you are for hunting trouble, Pon!” said the Caterpiller solemnly.  “I’ll talk to you instead, if you’ll wake up.”
  “Eh, what?”
  Frank Courtenay,	the junior captain of Highcliffe, was with his chum.  He seemed to be deep in thought.  There was a letter in his hand, which he had just been reading, apparently with satisfaction.  He glanced around at the Caterpiller.
  “Did you speak, Rupert?”
  “Did I?” sighed the Caterpiller.  “Yes, sort of.  Lots of good speaking to you when you’rc moonin’ cricket.  I was goin’ to tell you about a recent tragic happenin’------”
  “What on earth’s that?”
  “Pon’s had his head punched!”
   “Fathead!” said Courtenay, smiling.  “I say, it’s all right about the match, Caterpiller!  They’re coming over tomorrow!”
  “Hear, hear!” said the Caterpiller with enthusiasm.  “That’s splendid!  I’m no end bucked!  If the match comes off no classes with Mobby in the mornin’.  That will be a compensation for havin’ to play cricket in the afternoon.”
  Ponsonby was passing on, but he turned back at that.  His eyes gleamed unpleasantly at the junior skipper  
  “You won’t be playin’ in the match tomorrow, Courtenay!” he said.
  “I rather think we shall!” said Courtenay.  “Why not?”
  “I suppose you’ve heard that the Greyfriars Remove have cleared out of school and parked themselves on Popper’s Island?”
  “Yes, I know all about that.  I was afraid it might mean scratching, but it seems that it’s all right.”
  “All right, is it?” grinned Ponsonby.  “I fancy not.  Unless those Greyfriars cads can swim here for the game.”
  “They’ll come in their boat, I suppose.” said Courtenay, staring.  “They’ve got a boat at the island.”
  “They had, you mean.” said Ponsonby.
  “Anything happened to their jolly old craft?” yawned the Caterpiller.
  “You see, the boat belonged to a ruffian called Coker, of the Fifth Form at their school.” said Ponsonby.  “I think he got it back yesterday.”
  “Then I dare say they’ve got hold of another.”
  “Not likely!  Their beak seems to be a silly old ass, from the way he’s letting them carry on.  But I fancy he’s got sense enough not to let them get hold of another boat.  All he’s got to do now is to wait till they get hungry and give in.”
  Courtenay looked at the letter in his hand again.  He shook his head and smiled.
  “This letters from Wharton.” he said.  “He says plainly that they will be over here tomorrow.  It was posted in Courtfield last evening.  Looks as if they can get off the island when they like.”
  Ponsonby started.
  “Then you think they’ll be comin’?”
  “I’m sure they will!”
  Ponsonby walked on, the Caterpiller glancing after him very curiously.
  “Dear old Pon’s been up to somethin’.” he remarked.  “I noticed him come in yesterday with Gaddy and Monson, all three of them looking in a fearfully moulted state.  Those bad boys have been trying to bag the jolly old rebels’ boat and leave them stranded on the jolly old island.”
  Courtenay frowned.
  “They haven’t succeeded, then.”  he said.  “Wharton says plainly that the Greyfriars team will be here in the morning.  Bother Pon, he’s always up to some rotten trick!  It will be all right, Rupert---and it’s going to be a great game.  I wish Pon wasn’t such a rotten slacker.   I’d like to give him a chance in the team.  But---”
  “I’b stand out to make room for him, old man, if you were keen on it!” remarked the Caterpiller.
  “I wouldn’t lose you for a dozen Pons!”  said Tter may, laughing.  “You’ve got to pull up your socks to-morrow, Rupert.”
  The Caterpiller groaned.  Pulling up his socks, and exerting himself at the noble game of cricket, did not appeal to the lazy Caterpillar, so much as it did to his more energetic chum.
   “You’l+l enjoy the game, Rupert.” said Courtenay.
  “Well, I shall enjoy seeing Pon’s face when the Greyfriars men turn up here all merry and bright.” admitted the Caterpiller.  “  Pon seems to think that there’r dished.  It will be amusin’ to watch his face when they barge in.”
  And the Caterpillar smiled, consoled by that happy anticipation.
  Ponsonby was not smiling, however, as he walked away across the Highcliffe quad.  There was a but the scroll on Pon’s handsome face.  He was still feeling, painfully, the effects of his hectic encounter with Coker of the Greyfriars Fifth.  The severe handling he had received from Horace Coker could not, certainly, be laid to the charge of the Removites.  But it added to Pon’s bitter animosity towards his old enemies of the Remove.
  He joined Gadsby and Monson under the beeches.  Monson’s was rubbing his head ruefully.  There was still a pain in it.
  “Anything up?” asked Gadsby, noting the black look on the face of the dandy of Highcliffe.
  “Those Greyfriars cads are comin’ over to-morrow, after all.” answered Ponsonby.  “They’ve pinched a boat from somewhere, I suppose.”
  “Blow ’em!” grunted Monson.  “I wish we’d left them alone.  That hooligan Coker jolly nearly cracked my nut.”
  “I fancy we can dish them, all the same.” said Ponsonby.
  Gadsby looked alarmed.
  “Look here!  Courteay tired!” he exclaimed.  “I’m not goin’ anywhere near that dashed island, I can tell you!  I’m leavin’ those rotters alone!”
  “More ways than one of killing a cat.” said Pon, with a glitter in his eyes.  “Suppose they knew at Greyfriars that the rotters were over here.”
  “They’ll keep it dark enough.” said Gadsby.
  “It might be let right.”
  “Oh, don’t be a rotter, Pon!” said Gadsby uneasily.  “You can’t go sneakin’ about fellows to their beak.  And it would mean trouble here, too, if you did anything to muck up the match.  Courtenay is looking forward to it.  And, anyhow, why can’t you let them alone?”
  “If they knew at Greyfriars,” went on Ponsonby, unheeding.  “the game would be up for those cads.  The prefects would come over and bag them while they were playin’ cricket.”
  “I suppose they would; but------"
  “It’s too jolly krisky.” muttered Monson.  “Baggin’ their boat is one thing, but sneaking about them at their school is another.  And it would come out, too.”
  “How could it come out?”
  “Well, things always do come out.” grunted Monson.  “You’re always layin’ schemes, Pon, but they don’t generally come to anythin’, except trouble.  Look here!  Leave ‘em alone and let ‘em rip!”
  Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.
  “Comin’ for a bike spin?” he asked.
  “Where?” growled Gadsby suspiciously.
  “Round by Greyfriars.”
  “No.” answered Gadsby and Monson together.  
  Ponsonby laughed.
  “Well, I can go alone.” he said; and he turned away.
  “Look here, Pon------” began Gadsby and Monson simultaneously.
  Ponsonby did not answer, or turn his head.   He walked away to the bike shed, leaving his pals looking very uneasy.
   “Its a rotten trick!” growled Gadsby. 
  “Just like Pon.” grunted Monson.
  “I’m jolly well havin’ no hand in it, anyhow.”
  “Same here!”
  Ponsonby cared little whether his pals had a hand in it or not.  He did not need help in the treacherous trick he was going to play on the rebels of Greyfriars.  There was quite a cheery expression on Pon’s face as he wheeled out his bicycle and mounted, and pedalled away to Greyfriars school.

                                                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                                                   Information Received!

Really, sir------”
  “Really, Mr. Quelch------”
  “I fail to see------”
  “A Form-master,” said the Head of Greyfriars, is naturally expected to exercise authority over his Form.”
  “Quite, sir!  But------”
  “Your Form, Mr. Quelch, is in a state of rebellion---of unexampled defiance of authority------”
  “I regret it, sir; but------”
  “This state of affairs can’t continue.” said Dr. Locke, with ascerbity.
  Mr. Quelch was silent.
  Obviously such a state of affairs could not continue.  But it did continue.  Although it couldn’t, it did.  There was the rub.
  “A headmaster,” said Dr. Locke, “does not expect to find a member of his staff totally unable to control his Form.”
  Henry Samuel Quelch breathed hard.
  “A boy in the Remove was expelled.” continued the Head.” Such an incident is very regrettable.  But such things have happened before.  They have never been followed by such an extraordinary occurrence as this.”
  “My Form, sir, do not believe that Bunter committed the act for which he was sentenced to expulsion------"
  Dr. Locke raised his hand.
  I trust, Mr. Quelch, that you do not dream of upholding these rebellious boys in any way, or making excuses for ther outrageous conduct.”
  “Certainly not, sir!  Nevertheless, I------”
  “Discussion,”  said Dr. Locke, “is futile.  I have said that I have a natural desire that a Form-master should be able to control his Form.  I need add nothing to that, Mr. Quelch.”
  The Remove master left the Head’s study.
  His lips were compressed in a tight line as he went.
  The master without a Form was not enjoying life these days.  There was certainly something in the head masters contention that a Form-master should be able to keep his Form under control.  On the other hand Mr. Quelch was convinced that the Head had made a mistake regarding Bunter.  Who had inked Prout was a mystery.  But Quelch did not believe for a moment that it had been the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove.
  Mr. Quelch went slowly to his own study.
  The Head seemed to expect him to take some steps, but what steps he was to take Quelch did not know.  He had had some hope of discovering who really had inked Prout on that celebrated occasion, and thus putting the guilt on the right shoulders, and ending the whole affair.  But he had had no luck.  Indeed, he had little chance, as it was fairly certain that the unknown inker was a member of the Remove, fortified on Popper’s Island, were out of reach of investigation.
  Mr. Prout, portly and pompous as usual, met him at the corner of the passage.
  “Your boys are still absent from school, my dear Quelch!” boomed Prout.
  “ I do not need informing of that fact, sir.” answered the Remove master tartly. 
  “No doubt---no doubt;  but surely you realise, my dear Quelch, that is time---high time---that something was done to------”
  “If you have any suggestion to make, Mr. Prout------” said the Remove master sourly.
  “It is not for me,” said Prout,  “to make suggestions.  Far be it from me to intervene in the management of a colleague’s Form.  But I am bound to observe that it is high time that this unprecedented state of affairs was brought to an end.  I am bound to say---  Really, Quelch, I wish you would not walk away while I am addressing you!”
  Quelch did, however, walk away, leaving Prout snorting with indignation.
   The remove master went to this story.  He paced that apartment in deep and troubled thought.  He was sure, or almost sure, but the Head had, for once, made a mistake.  But that did not alter the fact that discipline had to be maintained.  Bunter hab to go, and the Remove had to return to obedience.  But how?
  He rang for Trotter at last, and sent for Wingate.  Wingate of the Sixth came, in a few minutes.  Perhaps it was natural that Quelch, having been “jawed” by the Head, could find some relief in passing that “jaw” on to the head prefect of Greyfriars.
  “Wingate,” said the Remove master, “you are aware that it is now more than a fortnight since my Form left the school.  A Form-master naturally expects the prefects to have some control over the juniors.”
  “Oh, certainly, sir!” assented Wingate.  “But—---"
  “This state of affairs cannot continue!” said Mr. Quelch,” perhaps unconsciously repeating the Head’s words.
  “No sir, but------"
  “No Form-master,” said Mr. Quelch, “expects to find the Sixth Form prefects totally unable to control the junior boys.”
  When it stood silent.  As a matter of fact, he guessed that Quelch had been on the carpet in the Head’s study, and was sore and ruffled.  If Quelch found any solace in passing it on, Wingate did not mind.  The Greyfriars captain was a good natureb fellow.
  There was a tap at the door.
  “Come in!” barked Mr. Quelch irritably.
  The door opened, and an elegant junior, with hat in hand, stepped in.  Mr. Quelch gazed at him.  He remembered Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, but certainly had not expected to see him at Greyfriars.  He had the lowest possible opinion of that elegant youth, anb was by no means pleased to see him.
  “Excuse me, sir!”  said Ponsonby gracefully.  “I came over to see you, sir, and knowing that this was your study-----"
  “I fail to see why you have called on me, Ponsonby!”  answered Mr. Quelch frigidly.  “Kindly state your business at once, and be brief!”
  Ponsonby glanced at Wingate.  He was not displeased to see a Sixth Form prefect in the study.  That made it all the more certain that the information he brought would be acted upon.
  “It’s about the fellows on the island, sir.” said Ponsonby.
  “I do not see how that concerns you, Ponsonby.  As quotes
  “It does not, sir!  But, in the circumstances, I don’t like the idea of those fellows coming over to Highcliffe!” said Ponsonby calmly.  “As the matter stands, I think the cricket match to-morrow ought to be scratched.”
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  “The cricket match!” repeated Mr. Quelch.  “Is there a match at Highcliffe to-morrow, Wingate?”
  “The Remove have a fixture with Highcliffe, sir.” answered the head of the games,  with a curious glance at Ponsonby.  “ I believe to-morrow is the date; but, of course, they will not be playing the match, in the circumstances.  That’s impossible
  “Quite!” said Mr. Quelch.  He gave the dandy of Highcliffe a cold and contemptuous glance.  “I see no reason, Ponsonby, why you should concern yourself about the matter; but you may be satisfied that the match will not played, in any case.  You may go.”
  “They intend to play, sir------"
  “Nonsense!”
  “Courtenay, our junior captain, had a letter from Wharton this morning, saying that the Greyfriars team would be over to-morrow.”
  Mr. Quelch started.
  “Is it possible?” he exclaimed.  “Wingate, do you think it possible?”
  “I shouldn’t have thought so, sir!”  answered the Greyfriars captain.  “Still, those Remove kids have nerve of enough for anything, I think.”
  “It’s a fact.” said Ponsonby.  “If you look in at Highcliffe to-morrow you’ll find them playing cricket!  If you look in at the island you’ll find half the crew gone!  And---”
  “Anb what is your object, Ponsonby, in coming here to tell me so?” snapped Mr. Quelch.
  “I thought it my duty to do so, sir, as those fellows are rebellin’ against ther head master!” said Ponsonby meekly.
  The Remove master’s lip curled.
  “I do not believe for one moment that you thought anything of the kind, Ponsonby.” he answered deliberately.  “I fear that you are tale bearing because you have some grubge against the boys of my Form.  I can only feel contempt for you, Ponsonby!  Leave my stuby!”
  Ponsonby’s cheeks reddened.
  “I assure you, sir------” he began.
    “That is enough!  Go!” snapped Mr. Quelch.
    And Ponsonby, compressing his lips, went.  He had received no cents for his information, and, thick was his skin was, the cold contempt of the Remove master penetrated it.  But that, after all, mattered little to the dandy of Highcliffe.  He had effected his purpose, and he was feeling satisfied as he went back to his bicycle.
  There was an uncomfortable silence in the stuby after he had gone.  Mr. Quelch was more annoyed than pleased by the news he had received.  But there was no doubt that he had to act on it.  He spoke at last.
  “If this is true, Wingate------”
  “I shouldn’t wonder, sir!  Anyhow, we shall see to-morrow.”  said the Greyfriars captain.  “It will be easy enough to find out.”
  “Precisely!  And, in that case, this lamentable state of affairs may be brought to an end!” said the Remove master.  “The boys who go to Highcliffe to play cricket make easily be taken in hand------”
  “Easily, sir!”
  “And those who remain on the island, if any remain, will hardly be able to offer resistance to the prefects, as they did on a previous occasion.”
   “Hardly!” agreed Wingate.
  “Then I shall leave the matter in your hands, Wingate.”
  “Very well, sir!”
  Wingate left the remove masters stuy, leaving Mr. Quelch in a very thoughtful, and not wholly pleased, frame of mind.  No doubt he was eager to end the Remove rebellion, as was his duty; but as he stood looking from his study window into the July sunshine he seemed far from satisfied.  And, as his eyes fell on Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, wheeling his bike down to the gates, his look was one of deep dislike.

                                                        THE NINTH CHAPTER.  

                                                           The Highcliffe Match!

“I say, you fellows------”
  “Hallo,  hallo,  hallo!  Enjoying life, old fat bean?” roared Bob Cherry.  And he bestowed a cheery smack on Bunter fat shoulder.
  “Ow!” howled Bunter.  “Wow!  Beast!”
  Bob Cherry was in exuberant spirits that Wednesday morning.  He generally was; but on that particular morning he was rather more exuberant than usual.
  It was the day of the Highcliffe match, and the remove were going to play Highcliffe, in spite of the peculiar state of affairs that obtained.
  And it was a glorious morning!  The early sunshine gleamed on the Sark, glittering between its green banks.  After breakfast the party for Highcliffe were getting ready, in great spirits.
  Billy Bunter backed away from the exuberant Bob!  Robert cherry was really not quite safe at close quarters when he was in high spirits.
  “You silly ass!  You’ve nearly busted my back!” grunted Bunter.  “I say, you fellows, if you ask me, I think it’s a never ever to my dear to clear of to Highcliffe to-day!”
  “ Nobody asked you, sir, she said’!” sang Bob Cherry.
  “Shut up, Bunter!” said the Bounder.
  “Beast!  You jolly nearly lost the boat yesterday!” grunted Bunter. “If you lose that boat, what are you going to do for grub?  That’s what I want to know.”
  “Is that a conundrum?” asked Squiff.
  “Ande suppose those beasts come along after me while you’re gone?” demanded Bunter.  “Is this what you call backing a fellow up?”
  Wharton’s face was very thoughtful.  It was settled that the much got Highcliffe was to be played, and it was too late to scratch now, if the captain of the Remove had thought of doing so.  But he was not quite easy in his mind.  He was as keen as any man on the game, but he could not help feeling some misgivings as to what might happen at Popper’s Island, with all the best fighting men in the Remove away for the day.  If, by ill fortune, an attack came during their absence, the result was likely to be disastrous.
  The cricketers were all keen on going, and Wharton had yielded to the general wish.  But he could not help having some doubts.
  “I guess it’s asking for it!” said Fisher T. Fish.  “If they get wise to this at Greyfriars---”
  “That’s all right;  they want!” said Bob Cherry cheerily.
  “Well, they might,” said Bunter, “under a sink, on the hold, that you’d better watch it out, and stay here, see?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the cricketers.
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter warmly.  “Letting a fellow down, I call it!  Yahm”
  “We never brought any jam back on our last trip!” said Bob Cherry thoughtfully.
  “No, you beast!  Fat lot you care if I have to go without jam!” said the Owl of the Remove scornfully.
  “We’ll bring some back to day!” said Bob.
  “Oh!” said Bunter.
  “We’ll get it in Courtfield, and bring it back in the boat---whole jars of it!” said Bob.  “Still, if you’d rather we didn’t go------"
  “My dear chap, you can’t let Highcliffe down!” said Bunter, at once.  “Dash it all, if you fix up a cricket match, you ought to play it!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  “Mind you don’t forget the jam!” said Bunter, quite reconciled now to the departure of the cricketers.  “It would be just like you fellows to think about nothing but cricket, and forget all about the jam!” 
  “I guess it’s risky, leaving the island!”  said Fisher T. Fish, shaking his bony head.  “I guess------"
  “Don’t you be funky, Fishy!” said Bunter.  “I shall be here!  I’ll look after you if the prefects come along!  I say, you fellows whatever you do, don’t forget the jam!”	
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  It was rather a crowded boat that pushed off from Popper’s island.  Luckily, Coker’s boat was a large and a rather roomy one.  Still, with a dozen fellows in it it was well filled.
  Frank Nugent word with the eleven, which consisted of Wharton, Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh, Bob Cherry, Squiff, Mark Linley, Vernon-Smith, Tom Brown, Peter Todd, Penfold, and Hazeldene.  Other fellows would have been glad to go, but it was necessary to leave as strong a garrison as possible on the island, and it would have been rather difficult to cram more passengers into Coker’s boat.
  Tom Redwing was left in command on the island, though how far his commands would be obeyed by the rest was a doubtful question.  Anyhow, without a boat it was impossible for members of the garrison to wander away.
  Somewhat slowly the well leaden boat pulled up the Sark.  Harry Wharton kept a keen eye open on the bank, but there was no sign of the enemy.
  Sometimes during the day Greyfriars prefects wouldcome along the towpath, apparently keeping an eye on the rebels.  But first school was going on at Greyfriars now, and during lesson-time there was not much danger.
   “Safe as houses!” said the Bounder, when the boat glided under the old stone arch of Courtfield Bridge.
  “Safe as houses!”  said the Bounder, when the board glided under the old stone arch of Courtfield Bridge.
  “The safefullness is terrific!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Harry Wharton nodded.  Really, it seemed safe enough, and he dismissed doubts from his mind, and gave his thoughts to the more agreeable subject of the game at Highcliffe.
  It was a good pull up the river from Courtfield Bridge to the Highcliffe boat-house.  But the cricketers had started early, and they had plenty of time.
  Two figures in flannels were standing by the boathouse watching the river.  Courtenay and the Caterpillar waved to the Greyfriars men as they came in sight.  The boat pulled in and made fast.
  “You got through all right, then!” said the Highcliffe skipper, with a smile, as he shook hands with Wharton.
  “Right as rain!” answered Harry.
  “I suppose our boat will be safe here?” said the Bounder.  “If Ponsonby------”
  Courtenay coloured a little.
  “I’ll say that it’s looked after.” he said.
  “All serene!” said the Caterpillar.  “If the jolly old craft was missin’, some of Pon’s features would be missing soon afterwards!  Pon knows that!”
  “That’s all right!” said Wharton hastily.
  Stumps were pitched early, while the Highcliffe Fellows—with the exception of the junior team—were in the Form-room at second school.  Harry Wharton won the toss, and elected to take first knock, and the Highcliffe men went into the field.
  The Remove innings opened with Wharton and the Bounder.  Both of them were still at the wickets, and the score was growing, when Highcliffe came out in break.
  A crowd of Highcliffe juniors came down to the cricket ground to look on, anb among them were on Pon & Co., who seldom on honoured a cricket match with their attendance. 
  But Cecil Ponsonby was particularly interested in this particular match.  He smiled---an evil smile---as he glanced at the field dotted with white figures.
  “Bravo, Smithy!” roared the Greyfriars men standing at the pavilion.  The Bounder had just hit a four.
  “By gad, they’re here!” remarked Ponsonby.  “Who’d have thought they’d have the net to come, in the giddy circs?  I wonder whether this game will be interrupted, you men?”
  Gadsby and Monson exchanged an uneasy glance.
  “It won’t be, unless some sneaking worm give them the tip at Greyfriars!” said Gadsby sulkily.
  Ponsonby smiled.
  “Well, I don’t suppose anybody would do that.” he remarked.  “I shouldn’t suggest such a thing, if I were you, Gaddy.”
  “Where did you go on your bike after class yesterday?” snapped Gadsby.
  “Oh, just a spin!” answered Pon airily.  “Of course, I never thought of buttin’ in and spoiling their little game here!  I like them so much!  Don’t let anybody hear you suggestin’ it!”
  “I not goin’ to give you away!” grunted Gadsby.  “You know that.  But if Courtenay finds out------”
  “Oh, give us a rest!”
  Ponsonby watched the game with unusual interest till the bell went for third school.  Every now and then his glance wandered twards the gates.  He had no doubt whatever that that match was going to be interrupted, and he would have preferred the interruption to take place while he was there to enjoy it.
  But no interruption came yet, at all events, and Ponsonby had to go back to the Form-room for third school.
  During that lesson Pon did not give much attention to his Form master, Mr. Mobbs.  He was listening for sounds from without which would tell of an interrupted cricket match.  He wondered whether there would be a scrap on the Highcliffe ground when the Greyfriars prefects arrived for the rebels.  That was quite a happy anticipation.
  But there were no sounds of alarm.
  When school was dismissed Pon hurried down to the cricket ground.  Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were at the wickets now, and the game was going on hard and fast.  Ponsonby did not glance at the score, or he might have noted that Greyfriars were seven down for one hundred.  Pon was not interested in the score.  He was surprised to find the game still going on.
  Pon wondered savagely what it meant.
  He had taken a great deal of risk to “dish” the cricketers, for there was no doubt that if Courtenay and his friends discovered his treachery he would be made to pay dearly for it.  So far it looked as if he had taken that risk for nothing.
  The Greyfriars innings ended as the dinner bell was ringing.  Harry Wharton & Co.  were all down for 150.  The Highcliffe men came off the field, rather red and breathless often a good allowance of leather hunting.
  “They’re givin’ them plenty of rope!” Pon muttered to Gadsby and Monson, biting his lip.  “But they’re bound to barge in!  They can’t lead the blighters rip after what I told them!”
  “You were a rotter to tell them, and I jolly well hope they won’t barge in!” grunted Gadsby.
  “Oh, shut up, you fool!” snarled Ponsonby.
  Pon was getting quite uneasy.  And he felt still more unquiet and still more savagely irritated when the Highcliffe innings started after lunch and Harry Wharton & Co.  went into the field. Again and again, as the innings went on, Pon’s expectant glance wandered in the direction of the gates; but, like sister Anne, he saw no one coming.  Courtenay and the Caterpillar were making big hits for Highcliffe, and Gadsby and Monson joined in the cheering of the Highcliffe crowd.   Pon, in savage silence, chewed his under lip.

                                                        THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                                                Fierce for Fishy!

FISHER T. FISH topped Bolsover major on the arm with a bony finger.
  Bolsover give him a glare.  He did not like Fisher T. Fish, and he did not like pokes from bony fingers.
  “Wednesday!” said Fisher T Fish.
  “What about it, fathead?” grunted the bully of the Remove.
  “Pay-day!” said Fisher T. Fish.
  “Oh rats!”
  It was a golden July afternoon. 
  The score or so of the Remove fellows left on Popper’s Island found it very pleasant there.
  Billy Bunter, after an extensive lunch, was sleeping in the shade, dreaming, perhaps, of the jam the cricketers were going to bring back with them.  Lord Mauleverer dozeb under a tree, with his straw hat over his face.  Skinner and Snoop and Stott smoked cigarettes in a quite nook, had played nap.  Tom Redwing was keeping watch from the landing place.  Kipps was performing conjuring tricks for the entertainment of a bunch of fellows.  Over fellows played leap frog in the glade round the big oak.
  But Fisher T. Fish, like Gallio of old, careb for none of these things.  Fishy, as usual, had his thoughts concentrated on what was, to him, the beginning and end of all things---money!
  Fishy had been poring over his account book, in which he kept careful record of his financial transactions in the Lower School.
  It was a sore trial to Fishy that, stranded on Popper’s Island with the rebel Remove, he could not go round collecting the various small sums due to him from the fags of the Third and Second at Greyfriars.  Many sums, ranging from threepence to half-a-crown, were due to the schoolboy Shylock, chiefly from fags.
  But such sums us were due from Removites, Fishy could collect---and hoped, at least, that he could.  Hence his reminder to Bolsover major that it was pay-day!
  Bolsover had borrowed five shillings from Fishy at the beginning of the term, on which he paid sixpence a week interest.  Fishy had it all down in his business book, which was now clutched in his bony hand.  The other hand he held out for the six pence.
Bolsover major stared at it, and snorted.
  “Wants washing!” he said. 
  “Eh---what!”  Fisher T. Fish was not holding out that bony paw for inspection.  He was holding it out for a “tanner.”   “Look here, you guy, I’ll say it’s pay-day, and I’m sure waiting!”
  “Wait!” suggested Bolsover major.
  “I guess------”
  “Guess again!”
  Bolsover major turneb away.  He was not in a good temper that afternoon.  He had a conviction that he ought to have been at Highcliffe, a distinguished member of the Remove eleven.  Nobody else thought so---but Bolsover major was convinced of it.  He was in no mood to be bothered by the schoolboy shylock.
  But Fisher T. Fish was not to be denied.  He jerked after the burly Removite and grabbed his arm with bony fingers.
  “I’ll say it’s pay-day!” said Fisher T. Fish indignantly.  “I guess you want to cough up that tanner, big boy!”
  “You skinny skinflint!”  growled Bolsover major.  “I’m just on stony!  You’d better send the head a line to send us some pocket money.”
  “You borrowedboart the money, didn’t you?” demanded Fisher T. Fish.  “You owe me the dust, don’t you?  I got it all down here!”  He held up the business-book.  “You ain’t paid more’n three bob in interest so far.  I guess I ain’t lending money for my health.  I guess------  Why, what------  Wake snakes and walk chalks!  You pesky gink!” yelled Fisher T. Fish, as Bolsover major suddenly snatched the book from his hand.  “Gimme that book!”
  Bolsover major, grinning, held the account book high above his head.  Fishy jumped at him, and the bully of the Remove pushed him off with his left hand.  It was rather a hefty push, and Fisher T. Fish sat down, bumping.
  He jumped up again like a jack-in-the-box.  And
  “Gimme that book!” he howled. 
  Fisher T Fish was alarmed.
  Once before that business book had been out of his possession and had fallen into the hands of Mr. Prout.  Fishy had been in great straits  to get it back before Prout discovered the owner or took it to the Head.
  He had been driven to desperate resources on that occasion.  Nobody suspected that it was Fisher T. Fish who had squirted the ink over Prout on the Elm Walk in the dark, thus causing him to drop that precious book, which Fishy had then recovered.
  Fishy was keeping his part in the inky episode a deep secret.  Since that time Fisher T. Fish had kept that precious account book safely parked in an inner pocket.  Now it was in the grasp of the bully of the Remove---held high out of Fish ‘s frantic reach.
  Bolsover major chuckled.  He had borrowed money from the schoolboy Shylock, but that did not prevent him from despising the young rascal from the bottom of his heart.  And he was idle and ill-tempered, and at such times he found entertainment in ragging and bullying. 
  “Jump for it!” he grinned. book
  “You pie-faced geck!”  roared Fisher T. Fish.  “You hand me that, or I guess I’ll make potato scrapings of you!  That looks valuable!”
  He jumped for the book.  Bolsover major gave him another shove, and he sat down again.
  “Gimme that book!” he yelled, as he scrambled up breathlessly.  “Here, you Redwing, you make that guy gimme my book!”
  Tom Redwing gave him a glance of contempt.
  “Chuck it into the river, Bolsover.” he suggested.
  “Why, you---you pesky geck!” gasped Fisher T. Fish.  “Say, you goob, gimmee that book!  I’ll say I’ll walk all over you if you don’t hand it over smart!”
  Bolsover major walked down to the landing-place  he made a motion of tossing the account-book into the Sark, and Fisher T. Fish, in desperate alarm, leaped at him and grasped him.
  Fishy was no fighting man.  But the worm will turn---and there was no doubt that Fishy was a worm!
  He grabbed the burly Removite with bony claws and fairly dragged him over in his rage and alarm. Bolsover major roared as he hit the island.
  “Now, you hand over------   Yaroooh!  Wake snakes!” shrieked Fisher T. Fish, as Bolsover major handed over, not the account book, but a mighty thump that laid the American junior sprawling.
  “Now go after it if you want it!” snorted Bolsover major, and with at swing of his arm he tossed the account bookacross the water to the towpath on the Popper Court bank.
  Fisher T. Fish, sitting up, watched it in its flight.  It landed on the towpath, dropping into the grass there and disappearing from sight.
  “Oh, great Abraham Lincoln!” gasped the dismayed Fish.
  “Swim for it if you want it!” grinned Bolsover major, and he walked away to join the group round Oliver Kipps, leaving Fisher T. Fish staring in dismay across the arm of the river.
  For several minutes Fishy confided to space what he thought of Bolsover major, then he turned to Redwing, who was laughing.
  “Say, Reddy.” said Fishy, in his most persuasive tones, “I’ll say you’re the smartest swimmer in the Remove.  You go after my book.”
  “Go and eat coke!” answered Redwing.
  “I got to have that book!”  groaned Fisher T. Fish.
  “You’re better without it.  You’d be sacked if the Head saw it.”
  “Aw, can it!” snarled Fisher T. Fish.
   He glanced around and stirred Lord Mauleverer with his foot  Mauly started and sat up.
  “Say, Mauly, you’re some swimmer.” said Fisher T Fish.  “That pesky guy Bolsover’s chucked my book across to the bank.  You’ll go after it.”
  “I’ll lend you a book.” yawned Lord Mauleverer.  “I’ve got a Holiday Annual here somewhere as quotes
  “You pesky mugwump, what’s the use of a Holiday Annual?” grunted Fisher T. Fish.  “It’s my account book, you jay!”
  “It’s Fishy’s money lending book, Mauly.” said Redwing.  “Leave it alone.”
  “Oh!” said Lord Mauleverer.  He rose to his feet.
  “Leave it alone, Mauly, you ass!” said Redwing.
  “Say, you let Mauly alone!” yapped Fisher T. Fish.  “You let Mauly do as he blamed well likes!	 Don’t you horn in, you guy!  You’re going for the book, Mauly?”
  “No” yawned Lord Mauleverer.  “I wouldn’t touch the putrid thing with a barge pole.  Like your cheek ask a decent chap to touch it!  I’m not going for the book.  I’m going for you------"
  “What---  Hyer, hands off!  Yaroooop!” roared Fisher T. Fish, as the schoolboy earl caught him by the collar, and spun him round.  “Wharrer you fancy you’re up to, you pie faced geck?”
  “Kicking you, dear man.” answered Lord Mauleverer.
  Crash!
  “Yarooooop!”
  Fisher T. Fish flew.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Redwing.
  “Aw!  Wake snakes!” gasped Fisher T Fish, sprawling in the grass.  “I guess---
Ow!  I calculate---  Wow!  I kinder reckon---   Urrrggh!  Wow!  Ow!”
  Lord Mauleverer sat down again under the tree.  Fisher T. Fish picked himself up, shook a bony fist at him, and jerked away.
  There was no help for Fishy.  He stared at the landing-place, stating the echoes of the towpath, his press is business-man light hidden in the grass.  It was gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream, and, unless Fisher T. Fish swam across for it himself, it was evidently going to remain there.

                                                          THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                                   An Advance In Force!

“Fierce!” groaned Fisher T. Fish.  “It’s sure fierce!”
  It was indeed “fierce,” as Fishy described it in his own language.  For a whole hour he had stood there, gazing across the arm of the river.  Fellows whom he asked to swim across for his pre		cious book only laughed, Fellows whom he asked to swim across for his precious book only laughed, as if they thought that he was joking.
  But it was no joke to Fisher T. Fish.  Anyone coming along the towpath might pick up for you, and it would be lost for ever.  Fortunately, no one had come along so far.
  That book was not only precious as containing the records of the Remove business man’s transactions; it was a danger if it fell into strange hands.
  Fishy remembered only too well his terror and anxiety when it had been for a short time in the hands of Mr. Prout.  Prout, luckily for him, had not guessed who was the owner, and Fishy had got the book back---by desperate measures.  But if a Greyfriars prefect came along and bagged it------
  Fishy trembled at that thought.  Wingate or Gwynne or Sikes or Loder would have no doubt to whom that precious volume  belonged. 
  The Remove had stood by Billy Bunter as one when he was sacked on the charge of inking Prout’s, but not a man in the Form would stand by Fisher T. Fish if he was sacked for moneylending---much more probably they would be glad to see the last of him.
  Fishy was not much of a swimmer; but there was nobody else to swim for the book, and he began to make up his mind to chance it.
  “I guess you’ll be sorry if you see me drowned under your pesky eyes, you gink, Redwing!” he growled.
  Redwing laughed.
  “You’re all right!” he answered.  “There’s a proverb that those who are born to be hanged cannot be drowned.”
  “Aw, can it!” snarled Fishy.
  He hesitated on the brink.  He was not sure that he was born to be hanged, so he could not feel sure that he couldn’t be drowned.  Then, to Fishy’s immense relief, up barge-horse appeared on the towpath, with a heavy barge from Courtfield lumbering along the river in its wake.
  Fishy waved excitedly to the barge man as the great craft rolled heavily into the channel between the island and the bank.
  “Say, bo!”	he sure did.  “You give a guy a lift across?”
  The bargeman looked round at him.  It was the same burly man who had exchanged compliments with Coker of the Fifth a couple of days ago.  He removed his pipe from his mouth and stared at the American junior, and then nodded, and steered it in to the island.  He seemed a good-natured bargee, and no doubt he supposed that the schoolboys had become stranded on the island somehow.
  “Roight!” he called back.
  “You won’t get back, you ass!” said Tom redwing.  “The man can’t give you a lift back, if he takes you across!”
  “I guess I can wait till the guys come back from Highcliffe!” growled Fisher T. Fish.  “I got to get that doggoned book!”
  “Joomp!”  said the bargee.
  He came as near as he could; but it was more than a six foot jump, and Fisher T. Fish are rua runn was no athlete.  However, there was no help for it, and the American junior took and bounded.
  He landed on the barge, stumbled over, and went down, with a bump!  A howl floated back to the island.
  “Yow-ow!  Wow!”
  “Cloomsy!” said the bargee.
  He steered away again.  The horse plodded on, and the barge slowly approached the bank.  It closed in some distance down, and the bargee made a gesture to Fisher T. Fish.
  “Joomp!” he said.
  It was more than six feet again, but Fisher T. Fish had to jump it.  This time he landed in rushes, with his feet splashing in the water.  He scrambled wildly up the bank, clawing at herbage, and yelling frantically as he discovered stinging-nettles among other things.
  “Cloomsy!” said the bargee again, and he grinned as the barge rolled on its way down to Friardale and Pegg.
  “Aw!  I guess this is the bee’s knee!” gasped Fisher T. Fish, as he scrambled on the towpath.  “I’ll say this is sure fierce!  But I calculate I’m cinching that pesky book!”
  He tramped of the towpath to the spot opposite the landing-place on the island, where the book had fallen.  For ten minutes or so he was searching in the grass, but he found the precious account book at last, and packed it away safely in his pocket.
  The barge had floated out of sight down the river.  There was no way of getting back to the room and, on Fisher T. Fish had to make up his mind to wait till the cricketers returned in the boat from Highcliffe.  It was likely to be a long wait, but there was no help for it.  The precious business-book was safe, and that was the chief thing.
  Fisher T. Fish did not remain on the open path.
  It was a half holiday at Greyfriars, and it was quite probable that Sixth Form prefects would happen along the towpath, keeping an eye on the rebels, or taking care but the rest of the school did not communicate with them.
  Stragglers from the island were certain to be bagged and marched back to Greyfriars if a prefect’s eye fell on them.
  Fisher T. Fish stepped out of sight in the wood that bordered the towpath, to keep in cover, and watch the river for the returning cricketers.
  Luckily, he had a happy resource to fill up the vacant hours.  He could spend the time in calculating the profits he had made by his money lending business since the beginning of the term.  This kind of occupation was sheer joy to Fisher Tarleton Fish, so he was not likely to the bored.
  There was danger from Greyfriars prefects on the towpath, and from Sir Hilton Popper’s keepers in the wood.  So the American junior clambered into aa beech, where he was out of sight, but could watch the towpath and the river through the foliage.
  Jammed in a fork of the leafy branches, he gave himself up to the happy occupation of living, breathing, and thinking money!  But his sharp eyes scanned the river every now and then; and suddenly the thought even of money was driven from Fishy’s Transatlantic mind.
  “Great snakes!” he ejaculated.
  Far down the river, comin up from the direction of the Greyfriars boat house, were two boats.  Both of them were manned by big Sixth Form fellows.
  Fisher T. Fish, through the foliage of the beech, stared at them.  They were not yet visible from the island, but from the tree on the bank Fishy had a full view of them.
  He whistled.
  Even at the distance he could recognise Wingate, Gwynne, Sykes, North, Loder, Carne, Walker, Parkinson, and other Sixth Form men.  Every prefect of Greyfriars was there.  It was an advance in force, and evidently that large party was not looking for stragglers.  It meant an attack on the schoolboys’ island.
  Fishy glanced up the river but there was no chance of the cricketers coming back yet.  He looked down the river at the boats again.  They were pulling steadily up against the sluggish current.  In a few minutes they would be in sight from the island.
  “I’ll say this lets us out!” murmured Fisher T. Fish.
  The game was up on Popper’s Island!  That was a “cinch,” as Fisher T. Fish would have expressed it.
  Only the whole force of the rebels could have repulsed such an attack as was coming.  And nearly half the Form were absent---and the absent ones were the heftiest fighting men.
  “Gee-whiz!” murmured Fishy, staring from the beach.  “I guess they’re wise to it that the guys have absquatulated!  I’ll sure say they’ve got the office.”
   There could be little doubt of that.  It could hardly be a coincidence that this advanced in force was coming on the only occasion when the enemy had a chance of catching the rebels divided.
  Anyhow, there they were, in strong force, and Fishy was glad, from the bottom of his transatlantic heart, that he was no longer on the island.  He was not keen to figure in a scrap with hefty prefects in the midst of whacking ashplants.
  Some fellows would have slithered down the tree, swum across to the island, and joined up, in time to lend a hand in the coming struggle.  That idea did not occur to Fisher T. Fish.
  “Safety first.” was a maxim that appealed to very strongly.
  A sudden shout rang on the river.
  “Look out, you men?”
  “Line up!”
  The enemy had been sighted!
  There was instant alarm on Popper’s Island!  Shirts bearing fruit trees, and fellows raced down to the landing-place.
  Fisher T. Fish slithered down the tree;  but it was on the side farthest from the island.  He did not emerge on the towpath.  He retreated deeper into the wood.  Then he ran.  He heard shouts and yells as he went, but they did not call back; they only made him sprint the faster.

                                                            THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                                               The Attack on the Island!

WINGATE of the Sixth watched the gathering crowd at the landing-place as the boats pulled into the channel between Popper’s Island and the bank.
  The Greyfriars captain’s bot lead, the other following close behind.  The rebels were gathering fast to face the invasion; but it was easy enough to read alarm, as well as excitement, in many faces.  And the fact that many familiar faces were missing from the throng, proved that Ponsonby’s information was correct.
  Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, the Bounder, and the rest, would have been right in the front had they been there.  At least eleven of the strongest men in the Remove were away, and had not yet returned---and were not likely yet to return.  The rebels had been caught divided, and their game was up.
  “ They’re away!” agreed Gwynne.  “That dirty little Highcliffe tick knew what he was talking about.”
  “We’ve got the young sweeps!” said Loder, fingering his ashplant.  Loder of the Sixth had particular scores to pay off against the rebels.  Loder, after his last interview with them, had left coated with tar.
  “What about going round to the other side, Wingate?”  called Sykes of the Sixth, from the second boat.  “Take them between two fires, what?”
  Wingate shook his head.
  “They’ve run wire all round the island, among the trees.” he said.  “They’ve made a regular fortress of it.  Anyhow,  there’s more than enough of us to handle that lot.  I don’t think they’ll give us much trouble.”
  “They’ll be sorry if they give us any!” growled Loder.
  Wingate gave the bully of the Sixth a look.
  “If they give in quietly, no whopping!” he said.  “The Head will give them enough when he gets going with the birch.”
  “A few swipes------”  said Carne.
  “Not unless they resist!” said Wingate quietly.  “With the ringleaders away, I hope they’ll give in without a shindy.  Mind that none of them get off the island.  We don’t want those young rascals at Highcliffe to get a warning and scatter.”
  The boats pulled on towards the landing-place.
  Now that Wingate knew, beyond doubt, that the cricketers had gone over to Highcliffe his plans were cut and dried.
  His party was in ample force to overcome the resistance of the diminished garrison, if they ventured to resist at all.  She
  The island refuge of the rebels would be captured, which was the most important point.
  The fellows on the island would be taken and sent back to Greyfriars.  They were cornered there, and there was no escape for them.
  Rounding up the Removites at Highcliffe might be a more difficult matter; but with the island in possession of authority, they would have nowhere to flee if they scattered.
  It was only by fortifying themselves on the island in the river that the rebel Removites had been able to make a stand against authority.  Getting the island away from them was the first and most urgent step.  And that was what Wingate was going to do.
  After that the party at Highcliffe could be dealt with at leisure.  The capture of the island meant breaking the back of the rebellion.
  Close to the landing-place Wingate stood up. Tom Redwing waved a cricket stump and called to him.
  “Keep off, Wingate!”
  The Greyfriars captain smiled.
  “We’re calling for you!” he called back.  “Don’t make fools of yourselves---we know exactly how the matter stands.”
  “They’ve found out that the other fellows have gone over to Highcliffe!” muttered Ogilvy.
  “Looks like it!”  agreed Tom.  “But we’re keeping them off---if we can.”
  “You bet!”
  “We’ll jolly well keep them off!” roared Bolsover major, brandishing a fives bat.  Some of them will get hurt, anyhow.”
  “Back up, you men!” said Redwing.
  “What-ho!”
  “Don’t make fools of yourselves, repeated Wingate.  Press “you to better if in quietly, for your own sakes!  You’ve got a pretty stiff flogging coming from the Head, anyhow.”
  “ Anybody keen on a Head’s flogging?” called out Ogilvy.
  “No, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer.  Mauly, who had been dozing in the hot July afternoon, did not look sleepy now.  He was active and alert, with a big stick in his noble hand.  “Stick it out, you men, and we’ll beat them off somehow.”
  “I say, you fellows------"
  “Back up, Bunter!” said Redwing.  “Get hold of something, old fat man, and back us up!  You’ll get it worst if we could licked.”  
  “Oh, lor’!” groaned Bunter.
  He blinked dismally at the seniors through his big spectacles.  There was no doubt that it was a flogging all round for the rebels if they were captured and sent back to Greyfriars.  But for Billy Bunter, it was the “boot” --- the next train home, and the end.
  “I---I say, you fellows, k-k-keep them off!”  gasped Bunter.  “I say, we could keep them off if those other beasts weren’t away!  All that beast Smithy’s fault!  I say------"
  “Stop gabbling, and get hold of a stick or something!” growled Bolsover major.
  “Oh crikey!”
  Billy Bunter give the advancing boats another blink, and then rolled up the path to the camp in the center of the island.  Perhaps he was going to look for a weapon.  More likely he was going to look for a hiding place.
  “ Where’s Skinner?”  growled Bolsover major, staring round angrily.  “Where’s Snoop?  Funking somewhere.
  Skinner and Snoop were not to be seen.  Stott was there, and even little Wun Lung, the Chinee, lined up, with a saucepan in his hand.  Quite a resolute party awaited the attack, and if it was clear that the affair was not going to end, as Wingate had hoped, without a “shindy”.
  “Keep off, you Sixth Form rotters!”
  “Go home, Wingate!”
  “Allez-vous-en!”  yelled Napoleon Dupont, the French junior in the Remove.  “Cochons! Peegs!  Allez vous-en!”
  “Look here-----” rapped out Wingate.
  “Rats!”
  “Get out!”
  “Buzz off!”
     Wingate eyed them grimly.  The position of the rebels was strong, had there been a more numerous force to defend it.  All round the island trees and thickets grew to the water’s edge, and among trunks and branches the rebels had run lines of wire, behind which logs and branches were stacked.  Landing was a difficult matter, except at the one point where the garrison were gathered.
  At that point there was a stretch of grass where the path opened to the interior of the island.  But across it a barricade of logs had been built, strengthened by stakes driven into the ground.  Behind that barrier there were a dozen fellows, all with some kind of defensive weapon in their hands.
  Man for man, the juniors had no ghost of a chance against the big seniors.  But behind their defences they hoped, at least, that they had a chance of holding their own.  In full force it would have been a certainty, but now it was very doubtful indeed.  Still, it looked as if there was a rather hefty task ahead of the seniors.
  “Look here---” said Wingate.
  “Oh, shut it,” roared Bolsover major, “and take that for a start!”
  There was a roar of wrath as the Greyfriars captain landed, sprawling, on his back among the other seniors.
  “Man down!” yelled Russell.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Give them some more!” roared Bolsover major.
  Behind the barricade there was a stack of ammunition in readiness.  Lumps of turf, tomatoes, aged apples, and squashy oranges fairly rained on the seniors.
  Wingate scrambled up, red with wrath.
  “Get on!” he shouted.
  The boats bumped on the island.  Wingate leaped ashore, followed by his men, heedless of the missiles that rained on them.  Yells of defiance greeted them from behind the barricade.
  A dozen hefty Sixth Formers followed the captain of Greyfriars.  They made a scrambling rush for the barricades, and then the scrapping was hand to hand.

                            THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                          King Cricket!

“Good old Smithy!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
  “Bravo!” shouted Harry Wharton.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith grinned.
  The Highcliffe cricketers or not grinning.  But the Greyfriars man had plenty of reason to smile, especially Smithy.
  Cortines innings had started well, after lunch.  The Highcliffe skipper and the Caterpillar had knocked up runs in great style.  Then came the collapse.
  The button was good, but the bowling was better.  Never had Smithy proved such a demon with the leather.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was as good as ever, and Squiff was in great form.  But the Bounder surpassed both of them, even the nabob of Bhanipur, who was generally regarded as the champion junior bowler of Greyfriars
  It was Smithy who whipped out courteney’s middle stump, and, in the next over, caught out the Caterpillar.  After which, when the Bounder bowled again, he treated his comrades to the hat trick, and one over.  And the Greyfriars fellows fairly grinned with glee.
  That innings, which had started so likely, two of the mentally.  Courtenay and De Courcy had put up forty.  But the rest of the team after the “rot” had set in, added only ten.
  A total of 50, compared with Greyfriars 150 for their first innings, was nothing, as the Caterpillar remarked, to write home about!
  The innings had been short and sharp, and the Highcliffe men had to follow on.  It was no wonder that the Remove cricketers cheered the Bounder, and smacked him on the back, and punched him in the ribs.  And it was no wonder that the Bounder, like the classical gentleman of old, felt like striking the stars with his sublime head!
  The Bounder dearly loved the limelight; and he was getting it in ample measure.  He was in tremendous form, doing magnificently for his side, and enjoying every moment of the game. 
  More than that, it was chiefly dear to the Bounder that the cricketers were there at all.  Harry Wharton, keen as he was on the game, would have scratched the match, rather than have taken the risk of leaving Popper’s Island at the mercy of the enemy if they came.  But the Bounder’s persistence had gained his point---he had won over the other fellows, not very difficult to persuade, in the circumstances, and the captain of the Remove had yielded to the majority.  So it was the Bounder’s if view that he was not only winning the match for his side, but that it was due to him that there was a match to be won at all.  Which added to the satisfaction of Herbert Vernon-Smith.
  His satisfaction was fully shared by the rest.  They were going to win that match; and win it in record time!  Later, the beaks at Greyfriars would no doubt hear of it, and hear of the opportunity they had missed!  The Head would learn that the rebel form, so far from being downhearted, had played cricket matches while the rebellion was going on, and won them, too---and that consideration gave an added zest to the general satisfaction.
  “Glad you came, old bean?” asked the Bounder, tapping Wharton on the arm as the Greyfriars field came off.
  Harry wharton’s face was very bright.  In his keenness on the game he had rather forgotten Popper’s Island, and his misgivings on that subject.  But it clouded a little as the Bounder’s words reminded him.
  “Jolly glad, so far as the game goes!” he answered.  “I hope we shall find things all right at the island, though, when we get back.”
  “Bit late in the day to worry about that!” said Hazeldene, with a laugh.
  “Oh, the jolly old island’s all right!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.  “Nothing’s happened there, except that Bunter may have scoffed all the grub.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “The rightfulness is terrific!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh “The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter is as safe as absurd houses.”
  “Blow Bunter!” said Vernon-Smith.  “Beating Highcliffe matters a lot more than Bunter.”
  Harry Wharton made no reply to that.  He was quite as keen as Smithy on beating Highcliffe at cricket.  But the Remove rebellion had been organized to secure justice for the sacked Owl; and that came first.  But it was, as Hazel had said, too late into the day to think about that.
  “We shan’t have to bat again.” said Bob Cherry confidently.  “They’ve got to form a good innings---and will play make a hundred, against bowling Smithy’s?”
  “Hardly!” said Johnny Bull.
  “Not in their jolly old lifetimes!” said Peter Todd.
  “Smithy’s a real prize-packet to-day!” said Squiff.  “His bowling is really------”
  “Terrific and preposterous!  beclared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Beating Highcliffe with an innings to spare will console us, I fancy, even if they lag Bunter!” said the Bounder, laughing.
  “Oh, rot!” said Bob Cherry uneasily.  “Chuck it, Smithy!  They’re not going to lag Bunter!  I’d rather let Highcliffe walk all over us than let him down.”
  “Fathead!” said the Bounder, shrugging his shoulders.  A dozn Bunters would not have weighed in the balance with Smithy, against his triumph on the cricket field that day.
  Harry Wharton’s face was clouded with thought.  But it was useless to consider, at this stage, the judiciousness or otherwise of having kept that fixture with Highcliffe.
  There was a crowd of Highcliffe juniors round the field; and some fellows noticeb, with surprise, that Ponsonby was still watching the game.
  Gas leak and Manson had tired of it and wandered  Redwing to seek more congenial occupations; but Pon, for once in his life, seemed to want to see it through.  He did not look, lever, as if he was enjoying it.  The dark scowl on his face was growing blacker and blacker.
  It was impossible that the Greyfriars authorities could have failed to act on the information they had received.  He concluded that there were dealing with the party on the island first.  Bunter, after all, was the man they wanted; once that fat youth was caught and got rid of the Remove rebellion would die a natural death.  Still, they had had ample time to deal with the islanders now, and every moment Pon hoped and expected to see a party of Sixth Form prefects arrive at Highcliffe for the cricketers.
  At the rate at which the game was going on, it looked as if the Greyfriars might win a victory before they were interrupted.  Which was a bitter and disappointing thought to Pon, who had happily anticipated seeing the game stopped and the cricketers marched off with hands on the collars.
  The Greyfriars cricketers were in great spirits---not quite shared by the home team.  Highcliffe had to follow on, and if Smithy repeated his earlier performances it looked as if the match might end in a victory by tea time.
  “Give us another hat trick, Smithy!” said Bob Cherry, smacking the Bounder on the back with a cheery smack that made him stagger.  “Two if you can!”
  “Say, you guys!”
  A dusty, breathless, bony youth jerked up.  The cricketers stared at Fisher T. Fish.  Harry Wharton compressed his lips.
  “What are you doing here?” he exclaimed.
  Fisher T .Fish gasped for breath.  He had lost no time in carrying the bad news to Highcliffe.
  “I guess---” he gasped.
  “What---"
  “I calculate I’ve moseyed along to tell you the noos!” panted Fisher T. Fish.  “They’re at the island---Wingate and a dozen of the Sixth---and I kinder reckon they’ve grabbed it before this!  I’ll say that the game’s up!”
  Fisher T. Fish sank into a seat at the pavilion, panting, to rest his weary, bony limbs.  And the Greyfriars cricketers gazed at him in dismay.

                                                          THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                                 The Capture of the Island!

“Back up, Remove!” yelled Tom Redwing.
  “Stick to it!” roared Bolsover major.
  “Give ‘em beans!” panted Lord Mauleverer.
  The garrison of Popper’s Island stood to it manfully.  For many long, wild, and whirling minutes they held the enemy at bay.
  There was no doubt that, had all the Remove been there the attack would have been driven off, as on the previous occasion when the Greyfriars prefects had come for the rebels.  Even as it was, Wingate and his men had no easy task in hand.
  Twice they were driven by from the barricade under heavy lunges, and punches and whacks and showers of missiles.  But they rallied, and came on, and came over; and once at close quarters the big seniors had it almost all their own way.
  Back went the defenders, up the path through the thick wood to the camp in the center of the island.  There were still resisting, but they had no chance.  Removite after Removite was a hoard, basilisk and exhausted, and a bunch of prisoners were guarded at the landing place by two or three prefects while the rest followed Wingate>
  Under the branches of the big oak there was a last struggle.  But it was overborne by the Sixth Form men.: Redwing, Bolsover major, Lorb Mauleverer, Ogilvy, and Russell scrambled up into the thick branches of the great oak, but the rest were collareed and added to the “bag.”
  Wingate, dabbing a stream of crimson from his nose, and glared up at the juniors in the branches of the oak.
  “Come down from there!  he shouted.
  “Come and fetch us!”  roared back Bolsover major.
  “Rats to you!” yelled Ogilvy.
  “Yaas, and that’s, and lots of them, old bean!” panted Mauleverer.
  “Where’s Bunter?” esked Gwynne.  “Bunters the man we want.  I saw him from the boat—he’s here all right!  Never mind about those young rascals, if we get Bunter.”
  “Hunt for him!” said Wingate.
  Leaving the refugees in the oak to their own devices for the moment, the victorious seniors hunted through the island for stragglers.
  Two or three more fellows were run down and collared; Skinner and Snoop were rooted out of the hollow in the trunk of the big oak.
  Almost every foot of the island was rooted over; but Billy Bunter did not come to light.
  Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, had been the first to climb the oak.  Climbing a tree was a matter of some difficulty to the fat Owl of the Remove,  and he had to take his time about it; which was perhaps why he had started on that task while the other fellows were holding the fort.
  Anyhow, there he was now, wedgeb in a fork of the big branches, hidden by foliage, and trembling like a fat rabbit with the dogs at hand.  And he blinked angrily and indignantly at Redwing and his companions.
  “I say, you fellows, you clear off!” gasped Bunter.  “They’ll come after you, and find me---”
  “You silly ass!” said Redwing.  “Do you think there’ll leave the island without bagging you?  It’s you they want---not us!”
  “Oh  lor’!” gasped Bunter.  “I---I say, you fellows, you stick to me, you know!  D-d-don’t let those beasts come up after me.”
  Voices were heard under the oak again.  The whole island had been searched for Bunter---in vain!  There were a dosing prisoners, guarded by some of the prefects, with ashplants ready to deal with any fellow who attempted to break away.  Four or five seniors gathered, with Wingate, under the big oak.  The Greyfriars captain shouted up;
  “Have you got Bunter there?”
  “Find out!” retorted Ogilvy.
  “We can’t go with said Bunter!” said Wingate.  “Once that fat young rascal is done with, the other sweeps will give no more trouble.  But we’ve got to have Bunter.”
  “Oh lor’!” gasped a voice in the branches above.
  “That’s Bunter!” grinned Gwynne.
  “Come down, Bunter!” shouted Wingate.
  “I---I say, I---I’m not here”
  “What?”
  “ I---I mean, I---I’m not coming down!  I---I can’t go back to Greyfriars, you know!” gasped the Owl of the Remove.  “The Head makes out that I’m sacked------”
  “You young ass!”
  “I---I say, you leave me alone!” gasped Bunter.  “I never inked old Prout!  I told the Head so!   You’re a prefect, Wingate,  and you ought to find out who inked Prout!  Then the Head will let me off, see?”
  “Will you come down?” roared Wingate.
  “Ow!  No!  Beast!”
    “Come up after him!” roared Bolsover major belligerently
    Wingate & Co. stared up.  There were five fellows in the oak prepared to dispute an ascent.  It was not an easy prospect.
  “Bunter,- you fat young ass-----”
  “Beast!” howled Bunter.  “I’m not coming down!  I told the Head I couldn’t go in the middle of the term!  My pater would be awfully waxy.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came from the branches of the oak.
  “I say, you fellows, keep those beasts olf!  I say---"
  “Come on!” said Wingate, and he started clambering up the thick, gnarled old trunk of the big oak-tree.  Gwynne and Sykes followed him.
  That ancient tree was easy enough to climb, for an active fellow, if the fellow was left alone to climb it.  But where the branches jutted olf from the parent trunk, five juniors were bunched, with determined looks.  Bolsover major brandished his fives bat, knocking away a shower of oak leaves.
  “Come on!”  he roared.  “Waiting for you, Wingate!”
  “You mad young ass, if you dare------” panted the Greyfriars captain.
  “Come on and see!” 
  “Yaas, begad!” grinned Lord Mauleverer.  “We’ve got Bunter, old bean, and we’re keepin’ him.  We don’t want him: but we’re bound to stick to him.”
  Wingate, with a grim face, plunder on.  Bolsover major reached down and smote, and he gave a fearful yell as the fives bat clumped on the top of his head!  Losing his hold, he slithered down the trunk and landed in the grass below, spluttering.
  “Follow your leader, old man!” said Lord Mauleverer, lunging with a cricket stump at Gwynne.—“Sorry to puncture you, but------” 
  “Whoop!” roared Gwynne.  The lunge landed in his ribs, and though he was not quite punctured, he felt like it.  Gwynne went down even more quickly than Wingate.
  Sykes stopped, just out of reach, and glared up.  Russell had an apple in his pocket.  He grabbed it out and whizzed it down.  It landed fairly on the Sixth Former’s nose as he glared upward.  There was a howl from Sykes of the Sixth, and he dropped into the grass.
  Wingate sat up, rubbing his the Head.  A yell of defiance came from the juniors above.
  “Come on!”
  “Come after Bunter!”
  “Have another, Wingate?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The Greyfriars captain rose to his feet.  He rubbed his head ruefully.  The prefects exchanged glances.   They had captured the island; most of the garrison were prisoners in their hands.  But Bunter was the man they chiefly wanteb, and Bunter was out of their reach.
  “Look here, we’ve got to get hold of that young scroundrel!” said Loder.  “It’s Bunter that the Head wants.”
  “We’ll follow you up!” grunted Gwynne.
  “Yes, come on, Loder!” roared Bolsover major above.  “I’ve got a fives bat ready for your nut, old bean.”
  Wingate’s face set grimly.
  “We’ve got to get through.” he said.  “Come on!  Loder, Carne, Walker, keep guard over those young sweeps we’ve bagged.  The rest follow me.”
  And Wingate led the way again; eight or nine stalwart seniors clambering round the massive trunk of the ancient oak.  This time it was going to be the finish.

                                                                  THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                                         A Rush to the Rescue!

“PULL!” said Harry Wharton.
   “Its utter rot---” growled the Bounder savagely.
  “Oh, shut up, Smithy!”
  “I tell you------”
  “Shut up!” rapped several voices.
  And the Bounder, with an angry scowl, shut up.
 The Remove cricketers were crammed in Coker’s boat.  It pushed olf, and pulled swiftly down the river.  There had been no help for it; after the news brought by Fisher T. Fish.  With every prospect of a sweeping victory before them, the Greyfriars fellows had had to “chuck” cricket!  With many apologies to Courtenay, who was sympathetic enough, they chucked it.  Only the Bounder was willing to keep on, and leave Popper’s Island to the enemy, and Bunter to his fate.
  Every other fellow was anxious to get back to the island, in the hope of arriving in time.  There was a chance---a good chance!
  Fisher T. Fish had crept across the Popper Court woods, and jumped on the mrtor bus that passeb the gates of Highcliffe.  He had lost no time; for once, Fishy’s transatlantic “hustle” had come in useful.  Wharton felt certain that the garrison on the island would give all the trouble they could, and it was quite probable that they might be holding out.  Neither was the an and a likely to be holding themselves, for they had no knowledge of Fishy’s proceedings, and were not likely to guess that warning had been carried to the Fellows at Highcliffe.
  Courtenay waved goodbye to the boat’s crew from the Highcliffe raft.
  “Come back and finish if you can!” he called out.
  And the boat shot away.
  Heavily laden as it was, it moved swiftly down the current,  with the oars pulling hard.  There was not a moment to be lost.
    The Bounder sulked and scowled.  He had been suddenly deprived of the limelight he was enjoying.  But the other fellows were not thinking of cricket now.
  Unless they arrived at Popper’s Island before the garrison was overcome, the game was up and the Remove rebellion a thing of the past.
   “It was a bit of luck, fishy being off the island!” remarked Bob Cherry.  “I fancy Wingate would take care no fellow got away to give us the tip.  Sure they never spotted you, Fishy?”
  “Search me!” said Fishy.
  “Catch Fishy letting them spot him!” sneered the Bounder.  “As soon as he saw the prefects, I fancy nobody could have seen his heels for dust.”
  “I guess I lighted out prontoto bring the noos------"  
  “Not for any other reason?” scoffed the Bounder.
  “Oh, shot up, Smithy!” growled Johnny Bull.  “If we get back in time, we owe it to Fishy---while the other fellows were bagged and marched back to Greyfriars to be flogged---”
  “And Bunter packcd off home, and the whole game up!” said Peter Todd.  “The fact is we were asses to chance it.”
  “That’s pretty clear, now!” said Harry Wharton.
  “All my fault, of course!” sneered the Bounder.
  “Mostly your fault.” snapped the captain of the Remove.  “But it’s no good crying over spilled milk.  We may be in time yet, owing to Fishy getting over to Highcliffe for us.  Pull, you men.”
  The board glided under Courtfield bridge, and shot on down the river.  It was deep in the water, but the rowers made it move.
  But as rapid as was the progress, it seemed a long time to the juniors, before the tall oak on Poppers Island came in sight.
  Harry Wharton scanned the island, anxiously, when it came to view.  From the direction in which they came, only it’s thickly wooded side could be seen; the landing place being towards the Popper Court bank.
  Nothing, therefore, was to be seen either of the defenders or of the assailants, and for all the boat’s crew lnew, the seniors might already have completed their “bade” and started back to the school.
  “Hark!” exclaimed Frank Nugent suddenly.
  There was the sound of a yell from the thick wood on the island.  Evidently somebody was still there.
  Harry wharton’s face brightened
  “We’re in time!” he exclaimed.
  “Sounds like it.” grinned Bob Cherry, as there was another yell.
  “Sure!” grinned Fisher T. Fish.  “I’ll say I never let the daisies grow under my feet when I was burning the wind for Highcliffe.  I’ll allow that we’re in time.”
  “Pull on!”
  Yell after yell sounded from the island as the board pulled nearer.  It was clear that some sort of scrap was still in progress.
   The Bounder’s sulky look vanished.  His look became as eager as the rest, and he grasped the cane handle of his bat.
  “We’re in time.” he said, “and we’ll jolly well mop them up, and get back to Highcliffe and finish the game as Courtenay asked us to.”
  “We’ll mop them up first.” said Wharton drily.
  “The mopfulness up is the urgent sine qua non.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “And the scrapfulness will be terrific.”
  “Rot!” growled the Bounder.  “The lot of as can handle the prefects and some over.  We’ll jolly well bag the lot of them, and leave them safe on the island where we go back to Highcliffe and finish.”
  The boat steered into the channel between the island and the bank.  Harry Wharton scanned the landing place on the island.
  Two boats were there, tied up to the willows.  Evidently the invaders had not departed.
  Shouting and yelling rang loudly from the interior of the island.  The scrap that was going on seemed to be there by the big oak-tree.
  But near the landing place, by the dismantled barricade, was a bunch of untidy and disheveled Removites, with three prefects, ashplants in hand, standing guard over them.
  Loder and Walker and Carne, and the bunch of prisoners, all sighted the boat at once as it came with a rush for the landing.
  Loder stared at the boat, crowded with the cricketers, blankly.  
  “Those young rascals!” he ejaculated.  “They’ve come back------”
  “Look out!” gasped Carne.
  “Rescue, Remove!” yelled Mickey Desmond, waving wildly to the Remove boat  “Rescue!”
  “Come on, you men!” shrieked Wibley.
  “Wingate!” groaned Bunter.
  But Wingate of the Sixth was very busy at that moment, out of sight beyond the trees, in the center of Popper’s Island.  Wingate and his merry men were clambering up the big oak, to deal with the remnant of the rebels there.  They were getting a warm reception, and had their hands full.  If they had heard Loder’s shout, they did not heed.
   The Remove boat bumped on the island shore, and the came scrambling out.  Loder and Carne and Walker had no time to decide whether to face them or run for it.  Their late prisoners turned on them as one man, and collared them right and left.  The sight of the boat’s crew coming to the rescue was enough for them.
  Micky Desmond’s led the rush, and the rest jumped after him.  In a moment Loder’s and Carne and Walker were down in the grass, struggling with the prisoners they had been guarding.  In a few moments the boat’s crew were ashore, and piling in.
  “Collar them!”
  “Bag them!”
  “We’ve got the rotters!”
  “Sit on them!”
  The three hapless prefects disappeared from sight under the swarm of juniors.  They could hold and spluttered and gurgled, with every ounce of breath knocked out of them.  A dozen fellows pinned them down in the grass.
  “Got ‘em!  chortled Micky.
  “Where are the others?” panted Wharton.
  “Some of the fellows are up the oak-tree, and Wingate’s after them.
  “And we’ll jolly soon be after Wingate.” chuckled Bob Cherry.
  “Make sure of these blighters first!” said the Bounder.
  And the three captured prefect’s were rolled together, and their wrists tiee in a bunch with twisted handkerchiefs.  They were in no state to resist, and they could only gurgle as the Bounder tied the knots, which he did with great thoroughness.
  “Now, come on!”  grinned Smithy.
  Harry Wharton led the way up the path through the trees.  Loder and Carne and Walker were left squirming in an unhappy bunch.  The cricketers and the rescued prisoners swarmed after the captain of the Remove.  In a whooping mob they burst into glade where the big oak stood.  The tables were turned now.

                                                     THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                              The Upper Hand!

“I say, you fellows!  Keep ‘em off!” yelled Billy Bunter.
  “Back up!” panted Redwing.
  “Stick it out, begad!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  Crammed in a fork of the oak branches the fat Owl of the Remove quaked like a fat jelly.
  In spite of hefty whacks and lunges from above, Wingate and his followers had clambered into the lower branches of the oak.  It was not an easy task; but they had done it.
  Bolsover major was grasped by the Greyfriars captain, jerked from his hold, and dropped into the grass below where he sprawled, panting.  Tom Redwing was the next, and he dropped beside Bolsover.
  Ogilvy, Russell, and Lord Mauleverer scrambled higher into the tree, barely escaping the grasping hands that reached after them.
  But scrambling higher into the thick, old oak was too much for Billy Bunter.  He remained where he was, squeaking.
  “I say, you fellows, help!  I say---   Oh crikey! I say---  Yarooogh  leggo, you beast!  Ow!”
  Wingate’s grasp was on the fat junior.
  “Leggo!” yelled Bunter.
  “ You fat ass!  I’ve got you!” panted Wingate.  “Now, out you come.!”
  “Yarooogh!”
  The fat form of the Owl of the Remove  was tightly jammed in the forked branch.  Wingate grasped him by the collar, and tugged, and he came out rather like a cork from a bottle.
  The Greyfriars captain hung over a low branch, lowered Bunter to the length of his arm,  and dropped him into the grass.  Bunter rolled over there, roaring.
  “Ow!  Wow!  Beast!  Oh crikey!  I say---”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a roar.
  From the path through the trees came a whooping mob of excited juniors---eleven of them in flannels.  Redwing and Bolsover major scrambled up  with a yell of delight.  Billy Bunter sat and blinked at them through his big spectacles.
  “I say, you fellows---” he gasped.
  “Here we are, here we are, here we are again!” roared Bob Cherry, in a voice that rang over Poppe’rs Island, and far beyond
.  “Oh, good egg!” gasped Redwing.   “You’ve got back.  I thought that perhaps Fishy would get across to you.”
  “He did.” chuckled Bob.---“and here we are,  right on time.  Wingate, old man, come down and surrender.”
  “We’re all here.” grinned Peter Todd.  “The whole jolly family; and this is where the prefects get it in the neck.”
  “Right in the neck!”
  “The neckfulness will be terrific!”
  “Hurrah!” 
   That roar of voices under the big oak was startling to Wingate  & Co.  In a few more minutes they would have grabbed the remaining three juniors in the oak, and the “bag” would have been complete.  But those few more minutes were not granted them.  
  Instead of taking back a crowd of prisoners to Greyfriars, the sacked Owl among them, and then going over to Highcliffe to deal with the cricketers, Wingate & Co.  had the cricketers to deal with much sooner than they had anticipated. 
  The Greyfriars captain stared down from the oak. 
  Thirty fellows swarmed under the extending branches with warlike looks.  The whold Remove was there; more than enough to deal with the prefects, especially as three of the latter were now tied up and out of the scrap.
  “Calm down, old bean!” roared Bob Cherry.
  “Waiting for you, Wingate!” yelled the Bounder.
    “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “My hat!”  Wingate’s face was grim.  “The young rascals of them back from Highcliffe.  We’ve got the whole mob on our hands now.  What the thump has brought them back?  They can’t have got through a cricket match yet---and that’s what they went for.”
  “There here, anyhow.” said Gwynne.  “And if you ask me, old man, it looks a little bit as if we’ve bitten off more than we can chew.”
  “Well, we’ve got to handle them.” said the Greyfriars captain.  “There’s no choicc about that now. Come on!” 
  Wingate slithered down the oak.  The other seniors followed him.  And after them came Russell and Ogilvy and Lord Mauleverer from the top of the tree.  There was a rush at once at the prefects, and a terrible scrap was soon in progress under the branches of the oak
  It was “some” scrap!
  Now that the Remove were re-united the odds were tremendous.  Strong in numbers, the Removites hurled themselves at the enemy, even Skinner and Stott and Fisher T. Fish joining in the fray, to the extent of sitting on Wingate, when he was bot down, and keeping him down.  Even Billy Bunter e6erted himself to the extent of 
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  It was a truly terrific scrap, but odds of two or three to one were too heavy, and fortune favored the rebels.  Man after man went down, and was pinned down, till only two or three were left on their feet, and these two or three made a desperate break down the path to get to the boats.
  But a dozen juniors were after them at once, and they were dragged down on to the landing place and handkerchiefs knotted about their wrists.
  Swollen noses, darkened eyes, tapped claret, were freely distributed on all sides, among both parties.  But victory remained with the Remove rebels, and prefect after prefect, wriggling, and gasping, and planting, had his hands tied together behind him.
  The last man was secured, and the high and mighty prefects of the Greyfriars Sixth, defeated and captured, were bundled together under the big oak.  There they gasped and glared
  But their glaring had no effect on the Remove rebels.  There was a roar of cheering that rang far and wide over the banks of the Sark.
  “Looks like our win!” chuckled Bob Cherry breathlessly.  “Anybody seen my nose?  I think it’s been knocked off.  It feels like it.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You---you---you young rascals!” panted Wingate, wriggling wildly.  “You---you---you cheeky young scoundrels!---you’ll be sacked for this---the a lot of you!”
  “I don’t think!” grinned the Bounder.  
  “Sorry, Wingate, old man!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “We all like you, you know, and think no end of you; but you shouldn’t barge in where you’re not wanted.”
  “ I say, you fellows---”  
  “We’ve got them safe!” said the Bounder.  Press “we can leave from here panted back to highcliffe.  Courtenay will be glad to see us back.”
  “Will you let me loose?” roared Wingate.
  “Hardly!”
  “You young scoundrels!” gurgled Loder.  “Let us go!    We’ll get off the island, if you like.  Let us go!”
  “Can’t part with you yet, Loder.  You’re too nice!”
  “You young rascals!” panted Wingate.
  “Let’s go!” said Bob Cherry.  “Lots of time---and safe as houses, with the jolly old prefects tied up here like turkeys.”
  “The turkeyfulness is terrific.
  “Mind waiting here till we come back, Wingate?” asked Bob, with a chuckle.
  “Ha, ha, ha ha!”
  “Let’s!” said the captain of the Remove.
  It was rather a damaged-looking crew of cricketers that pulled away in the boat.  But they went off cheerily enough, leaving the rescued garrison on guard over the prisoners.  And Wingate & Co., with feelings that could have been expressed in no known language, could only wonder when they would get back to Greyfriars, and what the Head would think of them when they did!

                                                 THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
                                    
                                                                    All Serene!

CECIL PONSONBY stared.
  Pon could scarcely believe his eyes as he gazed from his study window at Highcliffe.
  In that study Pon had been playing an inch with Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour.  Pon was in a very cheery mood.  True, the cricket match had not been interrupted, as he hoped and expected, by a party of prefects from Greyfriars.  But it had been interrupted, and stopped; and the Remove cricketers had departed in haste---and Pon had no doubt that they had gone to find trouble.  So Pon wished cheery and satisfied, and he settled down to bridge in the study feeling that an unscrupulous young rascal’s life was worth living.  For a long time, while the young rascals of Highcliffe played cards with the door locked, they had heard the sounds from the distant field, which indicated that cricket was going on again, but Pon supposed that Courtenay had fixed up a game to fill in the rest of the day: the match being over so early in the afternoon.  But now------
  Staring from this study window, Pon wondered whether his eyes were deceiving him.
  “Those Greyfriars cads---” he gasped.
  “What?” ejaculated Gadsby.
  “ They’re back!” stuttered Pon.  “They’re playing crickeit!  They---they---they’ve this come back!”
  He hurried to the door, and locked it, and hurried out of the study.  In a state of amazement and rage he ran down to the cricket field.
  Courtenay and another Highcliffe man were at the wickets---the last men in.
 It was the Highcliffe second innings, and nearly over by that time.
  The Caterpillar, lounging at the pavilion and watching his chum, glanced round, and gave Pon a curious stare.  Pon’s keenness on that game during the day had already excited the Caterpillars notice---and suspicion.
  “Feelin’ anxious about us, Pon?” he called out, with a cheery grin.  “Your anxiety is well founded, old thing; we’re getting it right in the neck!  Hard cheese for Highcliffe!”
  “Then---then---then they’ve come back?” he stuttered.  
  He still seemed unable to believe his eyes as he stared at Harry Wharton & Co. in the field.
  “Turned up again like bad pennies.” assented the Caterpillar.  “I hear they’ve been doin’ great scrappin’ stunts with prefects and things, and, from the point of view of winnin’ this game, it’s rather a pity that their jolly old prefect’s didn’t mop them up---what?”
  “Frightfully excitin’day---what?” drawled the Caterpillar, his eyes keenly on the dandy of Highcliff’s furious face.  “Their beaks at Greyfriars got wind of what was going on, somehow!  Looks as if somebody tipped them the wink!  You know anythin’ about it, Pon?”
  Ponsonby made no answer to that.  He realized that she was in danger of betraying himself, and he moved away, scowling.  The Caterpillar’s eyes followed him, with a glint in them.
  A roar came from the field.
  “How’s that?”
  “Out!”
  “Bravo, Smithy!  Good old Inky!”
   Hurree Jamset Ram Singh held up the ball in a dusky hand.  He had caught out the Highcliffe skipper, off Vernon-Smith’s bowling.  The score stood at 99.  
  “Ninety- nine!” murmured the Caterpillar.  “So near and yet so far!  What a life!”
  With 50 for the first innings and 99 for the second, Highcliffe stood at 149.  Greyfriars had won the game by a run and an innings to spare!
  They came off the field with cheery faces.   They had had luck; but it was good cricket that had won the match.  And nobody was sorry that the game had ended early.
   After the happenings of that day the Remove fellows were rather keen to get back to Popper’s Island.
  “Well, you’ve mopped us up, but I’m glad you came back to finish!” said Courtenay.  He could take a beating cheerfully
  “You are a terrific sportsman, esteemed old bean!” said Hurree Janset Ram Singh.  “Probably it will be a boot on the other leg when you come over to play us cricketfully at Greyfriars.”
  And Courtenay grinned.
  The Greyfriars cricketers did not stay for tea.  Courtenay and the Caterpillar walked down to the boat house with them, and saw them off on the Sark.
  It was a cheery crew that pulled down the river once more to Popper’s Island.
  Billy Bunter saw them at the landing place, with an anxious, fat face.
  “Have you------” he began eagerly.
   “we have!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
  “We’ve won, old fat bean---an innings and an odd run!  Cheer!”
   “You silly ass, I mean, have you got the jam?”
    “Ha, ha, ha!  Quotesr
  “You, blithering, blethering burbling bandersnatch, we’ve got the jam!” said Bob Cherry.  “Nugent got it while we were playing cricket!  Now shove some of it down the back of his neck.”
 “ Oh, really, Cherry------”
  The direction of poper’s time and welcomed the victorious cricketers with a cheer!  Wingate & Co.  were probably equally glad to see them.  They were getting rather tired of sitting under the oak-tree, waiting for them.
  “Here we are again, Wingate, old tulip!” said Bob Cherry,  smacking the Greyfriars captain on the back.---“glad to see us---what?”
  “You young sweep!” hooted Wingate
  His temper seemed to have suffered.
  “Will you let us go?” hissed Loder.
  “Glad to get shut of you!” answered Bob.  “We’re done with you now, old bean.  You’re no use---and your best pal wouldn’t say that you were an ornament!  Roll ‘em down to the boats!”
  “Untie us!” howled Loder.
   “Not till you’re aboard!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “We don’t want to have to thrash you again!”
   And the prefects were rolled down the path to the landing place, and rolled into their boats.
    Wingate’s hands were untied, and he was left to release the rest, after the boat had been shoved off.  
    It was not a happy group of Sixth Formers that floated away down the Sark.  Neither were they entertained by the laughter and cheers that followed them from Popper’s Island.  Still less did they enjoy what the Head had to say when they arrived at Greyfriars and made their dismal report.
  But on the island in the Sark all was merry and bright!  And that, from the point of view of the Remove rebels, at least, was all that mattered.

                                                           *          *          *          *          *

  And at Highcliffe, Ponsonby was making the discovery, not for the first time, that the way of the transgressor was hard.  
  After tea the Caterpillar looked into his study. 
  Pon, not a good temper, greeted him with a black scowl. 
  “What the thump do you want?” he snapped.
   “You!”   smiled the Caterpillar.  “Pon, old man, we had a cricket match on to-day, which was jolly nearly mucked up by some sneaking cur tellin’ tales at Greyfriars.  Were you the sneakin’ cur?”
  Pon scowled, and Gadsby and Monson grinned.
   “There’s absolutely no proof that you barged in.” went on the Caterpiller.  “It would be the height of injustice to punch your head, Pon, on sheer suspicion.    I’ve asked Courtenay, and he says it would be so.  He’s not goin’ to  touch you without proof.  But” --- the Caterpillar smiled gently and pushed back his cuffs---  “I am!” 
  “And he did---hard!  For five wild and woolly minutes there was a terrific scrap in Ponsonby’s study.  After which the Caterpiller sauntered away---leaving Pon a wreck on the carpet.
THE END.
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Splash, splash, splash | Goker dropped his prisoners, one after the ofher, into the shallow water and mud. ~**I'll teach
you o bag my boat!” he roared. “ Urrrgh|* *Wurrrggh > *Groooh I™ Covered with mud, and gasping,
‘the Highelifte junlors splashed frantically to the hank.
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“ You cheeky sweep ! ** roared Coker. He strode to the edge of the towpath, with the flerce intention of jumping on the
barge, and whopping the bargee. In his haste, Coker's legs got tangled in the tow-rope, and the burly Fifth Former made
a sudden dive Into the grass. ** Yaroooh ! he roated. ‘* Haw, haw, haw {* came from fhe bargee.
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Strong in numbers, the rebel Removites hurled themselves at Wingate and kis merry mon. Even Billy Bunter exerted
‘Timself to the extent of sitting on Wingate. It was a truly terrific scrap. But odds of two or three fo one were 100 heavy,
and fortane favoured the rebels. *Looks lke our win !’ chuckled Bob Cherry, breathlessly.
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Resisting manfully, Frank Nugent was dragged out of the boat, and dumped down on the bridge steps.  *Shove off !

shouted Ponsonby, Monson picked up an oar fo fend off, as Nugent staggered dizally to his foot. He planted the end

‘against the Greyiriars junior, and shoved, Nugent went sprawling hackwards on the Wet steps. * Ha, ha, ha [ ™ yelled
the Higholiffe juniors,
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