“THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!”

Brilliant New 'Tec Story STARTS TC-DAY!

EVERY
SATURDAY.

GOOD RIDDANCE TO BAD RUBBISH!

(A Vi oppsplng * intident feom the greimd siehool story of Crogfeiars. inside.)
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oy GATURDAY.

1 dou't follov, guvnort”

IFervers Lotke smiled enigmuticalls,
sl pressed the self-starter. Heo dhid
not explain further, but during the
jonrney sat plinged o thought, bi-
hond: “gripping  the steering-wheel aud
lii- oves gizipg sombrely ahead.

Lenving the car at o small gavnge he
and Jack sot off on foot thréugh the
wiiely almost deseited streets, towards
the flut, The walk proved uneventiul;
fiat, pausing near the outer door of the
Mat, Ferrers Locke thivust an notomatic
into Jack's Linned

el et ]y, Jack ! ho said, inoa

low wyoice. “Keop yous gun in your
hangd 1"
Noiselessly Le approachied the door,

There enme the faindest of faint olicks
ns tho key turned in the lock. ‘Lhen,
inging the dovor open, Ferries Locke

~y
soppeid  guickly  into the room, and
Ewitehed on thi clectrie light

“Im hove, Joek!™ ke

ﬁ" (] §EAl
wnemnred,  glincing vonnd  the voo,
SLaet's have a look rotnd 17

A {horongh search of the remnining
ronms rovenled the faot that “there was
no one lurking i the flat. Slipping hia

gun inte his overcont pocket, Fervers
Locke led the way haek to the sithing
yoot,

ST expentod visitors, Juek” Lis anid,
tnking up aoposition in front of the fire,
“and T allowed them plesty of time (o
gol hoere. HMallo 1

He broke off sharply, and, erossing to
the telephone, bent down and seinined
the  mowthpices Jlasely,  Then, taking
ot hi ont, T deéw o o phir _of

his over

ribiber  gloves  pmds onserewod  Cthe
mouthpioce from its holiler, ;
“Look at this, ‘Jack!” he said

quictly, holding tho monthpicce in®his
hand und dandieating n thick, oily "sub-
stince smeared inside the meuthpicce,
“AWhat o von make of that:”
YiPaisan 1" hizarded Jaek ':-L;\\'h‘_

“Yoa, poison ! replied Fervers Lockg

grimly. “This grows interesting,
Jacki"
Doftly th Saker  Strect  detective

seraped dhe oily substance off {he vul.
canite, and placed it on s clean sheet
of white paper. Then, thoroughly
cleaning the mouthpicee, and {nking the
precaution of washing it with o strong
disinfectant, he replaced it ou the
Lolder,

1 will apalyse this stoff later!” he
satd, “In the meantime. make somo
strong eoffee, Jack ! I will wait here
for the telephone-eall coming through.”

SWhat oeslly” demandod Juek.
S Look here, guvinor! 1 can’t make
hend or tail of this!"

ST will explnin all later, Jack!
The eall T am expecting is cne which
will come from the persons who doc-
toved the phione,  They will ving me up,
bedieving that, ns I answer the call
will b denwing in through the monthe
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picce the poizonous fumes from the
stoff which was plaeed there ! )
“Ilas all this wnything to do with

Permnyfold v dsked Jock,  “le it the

e erowd T
A
Juck nodded, and busied himsell in

rr'-['unrin[.‘: some hot eoffce. Searcely
wd he finished than the telephone-bell
fritled sharply,

Picking up the receiver, Terrers
Locke plueed it to his car and ealled
qrastly

“Tlalle 2

“Halle ! I wish to speak to Mr.
Foerrers Locke!” come @ voice aeross
the wire.

S Ferroys Tocke spenking !

“This iz 8ir Richard Templemaon
speuking, Mr, Locke!  Sinee sceing
vou, I hnve spoken over the phono with
m¢ colleagues,  The denth of Penng-
fold having opened up new issucs in
the chse, wo have deeided to place the
whole matter in tie hands of Scotland
Nard!"

b T

£ ¥ou will therefore not inferest your-
self in the case, Me. Lotke. "1 am
sorry, of course, bhut you unederstand ¥

Suire! I-T o

Ferrers Locke allowed lhis voice to
trail deliberatoly away,  Btretching out
o foof, Le hooknd it vonnd a chafr and
pulled gently till the chair crashed to
the fldor.

Then, in grim silence, he wiited.

“Halo, Dallo!” came the voice im
wiiontlv,  * Are vou there, Mr, Locke !
Lallo

Thon cnmy silonce ns, after a fow
mormments, the person ot the other end
of the wire rang off,

Feerers Locke wailed a fow minufes,
then called the exelinnge,

“Cun you plonsy tell me what numbor
hias just rang me up?” Le inguired,

After a elight dplay the aneswer came:

"‘:;1'1'91" ; "

“hank you very mueh!”

Ferrers Locke lung up the receiver,

and turned lo Jock,
“Ahe cull was supposed to come from
gir  Richard  Temploman,” ho  said,
T he voice was very like Sir
Richard's "

“But you ean soon fnd out where it
reully did come from!” replied Jack.
ST loek up Gerard 0009 in  tho
directory [

“There is no nead,” replied Fervers
Locke quietly,  “Gerard 0009 is Siv
Richard’s mumber !

{The first round in the battle betwein
Ferrers Locke and  the  mysterious
orgdnisation responsible for Peunyfoll's
tragic end has heen fought, and Ferrevs
Locke is the victor. There are hundreds
of -pevils and adventurea alead of kin,
baye, some of which you will vead about
in ncat ‘w-v'rﬂ': caciting tnatalment, Dui't
mise it

HARRY WHARTON'S ENEMY !

(Continued from page 23.)

“10ve got it he muttered, “Ilere.”

e <hoved un cnvelope into Wharton's
L.

“What—"

“I's whar 1T oowed you. I eaid 16
square —that's it!” And with that Huazel
turned and v W quickly swoy and
went into his own study,

Whatton, in astonishment, opened the
onvolope.  Five pound notes were insido
it. Frank looked at them and whistled,

“Faney Huzel settling!” he said, with
oogrin.

“It's beepuso—" Wharton [rowned
and broke off, ““Anvhow, he's seftled,
the worm! This in° Mauly's, Franky,
and he's going to have it"

“Yes, rather.”

Harry Wharion tapped at Study
No, 12, and went in.  Lord Maulevercr
was taking i rest on his study sofs after
toa, He lookod round rather apprehen.
sively—perhaps in drend of sceing Billy
Bunter.. But hocamiled cheerily at the
sighl of the captnin of the Remove,

“rickle in, old bean,” he snid affalily
Tuke n pow.”

Ty dropped in to settle, Mauly.*

“Eh1"

“1 owe you five pounds,”

“Do yout"

SYex, and hore it is,

Mauleverer blinked ot the caprain of
the Remove in astonishimoent.

“But you don't owe me anythin , old
bean," i ]ﬁ‘nir-.-hn]. “I'm  sure
should remember it if I'd lent you o
fiver,  Quite gare,”

“uke my word for it, old fellow,”
cuid Wharton, laughing.  *“1t's your lost
fiver, Mauly: D'l explain if you insist
on it but I'd rather not.”

SOh, gad ! said Mawleverer, *II yon
give me your word it's niine, of course

ST dolt?

“That does it, then; all serene, nn
need  to esplain,”  said  Mauleverer
placidly.

Al so that matier was soitled.

In the Rog ihat ~evening  Harry
Wharton looked curionsly at tho olive
face of Arthur da Costa, That inserul-
ablp fuce expressed nothing., What the
Eurasian thought of.his defeal, whother
he was thinking of it at all, could not
be read in his imipassive features. Oneo
more the suake-inthe-grass had struck,
and once more he had missed, and therp
were keen eyes on the wateh for himn if
Lie should venture to strike ngain.

TUE EXD.

(Now look ont for the next story i
this brilliant scrice, ehwmas, catitled
“Playing The Game ! which showas D
Costa inoa new Hght, Tf you miss thic
treat you'll feel like Kieking yau.rn‘!f
when your palstells you how good (f
wae.)
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14 WHO PUT THE WIND UP DR. BIRCHEMALL? READ THE AMUSING AND AMAZING STORY BELOW, CHUMS! 15
— —— —

I deemed 1t proodent platform, and hwried | “An' now,
to lock myself in my awny Lo get o much- | ofter” waitin'
study. I have a necded havh and| patiently all
horrer of ._."__m_mﬁm fizzi- __..___._"__..ﬁ.r._ i t liceon YEard,
cally assaulted. Of "My  turm now, T|1'm goin' to
corse, in my young thinl,” said the Head, | oivao Dr.
days I could have mounting the platform. | Birchemall a
wiped up the floor “"Now you shall hear| tasteof "isown
with Bill Bodger, big some real singing ! nieledisin |

and Hu.m.ﬁmuu —..—...r.n....ﬂm”_ﬁ “Fo mﬂ. aipr b M S _....__._.r..,uilr@..ﬂ._._
he 1s; but when a “{n tho bawl!" can't pub mo
man gets to ninety . Onea Dr, Birchemall | in thepillery,”
years of age, he started to sing, there | folterad Do,
duzzent fight with was no stopping him. | Birch emall,
his dooks. " Like Shakespere's brook | "It 18 now

*Is Bill z¢dger a —or was it  Brown- | defunked.”

dook, then 1" asked It isn't all joy being & ing's1—he went on for| *"But I'vo
Mr, Lickham, m headmaster of a ** Publick ever. e started his|f brought it
gerprize. "Ishe Skool." Just take a squint reppertwire with- that | back to lifo
really a pier of the at Dv. Rirchemall — the famusclassic: * Boyled | Bgain,””  said
realm ¢ " fellowo in the picture along- Beef and Carrote.” And, | Bill Bodger.

1,

ANG! Crash! Wallop |
u At the sound of that jentle

ratter-tat on the door of his
study, Dr. Birchemall uttered o

velp of terrer. His face turned so ghestly
a3 to be almost ghostly. Hia neeze
rattled fogethor like the bones of a
sitellington, The inspiration stood out
i grate beads on his horrid forrid.

‘" Anybody st home ?" inquired e
voice, from the corridor.

It was a deep base voice, and the Head
was so scared that he didn’t reckernise
it a8 the voice of Mr. Lickham, his in-
subordinate. :

“ Dr. Birchemall there " went on the
TOICe.

“No!"™ eried the Head, in s pannick.
“"Go away ! I'm not hers !

“What |

" I—I'm not Dr. Birchemall gpeaking,”
gaid the Head. changing his voice sud-
fenly to a ghrill squeek, * This is Dr.
Birchemall's dawter, Molly, Father has
gone out for the evening. If you would
like to leave a messidge, whoever you
are——""'

“I am Mr. Lickham!" said the as-
tonnished Form-master.,

“Oh!" The Head gave & grate gasp
of releef, and spoke in hia natcheral
voice again. ‘'It's wyou, Licky, is it}
I was afraid it was that other scoundrel,
Bill Boedger. Trot right in, Licky 1™

** How can I trot in, when you've locked
the door " demanded Mr. Lickham.
“1I don't happen to have my herglery
tools on me, &t the moment.”

“Half a mo!" said Dr. Birchemall,

Hge stepped to the door, unloeked it, and
peezed Mr., Lickham by the coat-tales,
and dragged him into the study. Then,
with & lhghtning movement, he slammed
the door magain, locked it, and sank into
his chair. His face was haggerd ; his
pyes had a hunted, haunted look.

“Licky!" lLe ecried dramatickally.
* T go in fear of my life 1 7

“Ridiculus ! ™  said Mr. Lickham.
*“ Why, nobody would haim a hare of your
head 1 **

“They couldn’t very well, sesing ns
how I'm bald,” said the Heoad, with a
faint smile, ‘' But there is & man staying
at this gkool, Lickhem, who has got his
knife into me,"”

“Do you mean Bill Bodger, the Oll
mauw " asked Mr, Lickham,

r. Birchemall nodded.

“'Ones upon a time,” lhe said—' and
thia is no foiry-tail, Lickham—I sacked
Bill Bodger from B8t. San’s, for hitting
s master on the head with a hammer,
He has never forgiven me, It has
rankled in his brest all these years, and
he has vowed venjence! Ever gince the
Old Boy c¢ame, I have been on tende:-
hooks, waiting for the blow to fall, But
nothing has happened, And as it happens
o be the lest day of the Old Boy's visit,

“Ratta! He's a
COMUNON COMMoner ;
and you wouldn't find & commoner !
Bodger is a prizefighter's son, and I'm
afraid he means mischeef,”

Mr, Lickham smilad,

“Yeou are worrying yourseli unduly,
sir,” le said. " There is nothing to fear
from Bill Bodger, He has gone ! ™
“Gona! Do you mean vamoosed,
Lickham 1™

“¥Yes; eggscuse my slang. The (ld
Boya are mssembled in the consert.
hall, for the farewell consert, and 1
didn’t see Bodger among them. So ¢
wo may safely conclood that he #
hes evacuated the premiseg— #

I mean, slung his hook!™ ~

Dr, Birchemall sprang to his %
feet. A wave of releef Audded
his haggerd face,

“ Licky!" ha cried. ** You've taken
a grate trubble off my mind, and now I
can take my mind off my trubbles. Bill
Bodger has vamoosed the ranch. Hooray !
Doubtless he has forgotten sll about his
vow of wvenjence. Let. us sally fourth
to the consert. I will ging a cupple of
BOTIGR——

“No, no!" implored Mr. Lickham,
“Have you forgotten what happened
on the last occasion when wyou sang ?
There was an open riot ! "

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

'**Are you presooming to critticise my
voice, Lickham 1"

“Voice 1" said Mr. Lickham. * That
isn't a voice ; it's a vice ! "

“* Why, you—you 1" spluttered the
Head angrily, * I—I'l jolly well burst
u_u_n__..—._ 13

“Packs!" said Mr, Lickham.
" Let's get along to the consert.”

As they drew near the consert-hall,
they heard loud and angwished sounds,
as of a beast in pune, -

* What's that noise ? "' asked the Head,
plucking his companjon’s arm, ''Is it
the winnie of & horse, or the bellowiug of
a bull, or—="

“It's the braying of an ass!" said My,
Lickham, with o grin. ** Colonel Fiery
Sparkes is giving a song ! "

“0Oh, my hat ! "’

The consert-hall was packed; and
Colonel Fiery Sparkes stood on the plat-
form, making Lorrible noises, What the
song was supposed to be, nobody new.
It was given out ag ‘' The Boy Stood on
the Burning Deck,” but it was impossible
to extingnish any of the words.

The colonel's head was thrown back,
and he was howling like a dogg.

)

hiastily.

““(Gag him, somebody!™ saeid Dr,
Birchemall. *I've never heard such a
bese voice in my natcheral. It's alto-

gether too awiul, and I'd cheerfully give
the colonel a tenor to dry up 1

* Ha thinks his voice is melodious, hut
it’s meerly odious ! " grinned Mr. Lickham,
* Anybody got any smmunitien 1 "

Jack Jolly & Co. werse sitting near, and
they had & bag of ancient eggs, which
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they had

brought along

in case of emor-
sncy. They
anded the bag to

Mr. Lickham, who P ——
selected @ choice spessi-

men, long past its prims, N —

and hurled it at the singer.

Wizz ! Crash !

Colonel Fiery Bparkes broke
off with a feendish yell, as the
ancient egg smashed upon his nose.

* ¥aroooo ! Qoooch!”

“ Bullseyve first time ! " chortled thoe
Head. * Bravvo, Licky! Let's have &
pot-ghot |

So saying, Dr. Bircheniall took an ogg
from the bag and hurled it with unerrning
aim. It caught the colonel under the
ehin, and the yolke spleshed down his dress-
ghirt, He danced mbout like a cat on hot
brix, jesticulating wildly,

“Hi| Chuck 1t!" he roared angrily.

“ Bertainly 1 ' mermered the Head,
sotto voeey. ‘' Anything to oblige!"”

And quite a volley of aggs went hurtling
threw the sir, erashing and smashing over
every part of the colonel’s annatermy.

Any other man would have beat a
retreat before that terrifick bombardment.
But Colonel Fiery Sparkes was made of
sterner stuff. He was one of those gallent
heroes who had fought at the Battle of
Bunker's Hill, and not bunked with the
reat, He stood to his guns, and went en
with the next versa of his song, which was
very ﬁE:.w%Eﬁﬂ. eggeept for the word

P * bewtiful,

“Yet bewtiful and bright he stood
As born to rule the storm ;
A .erceture of heroick blwl,
A prcud, defyant form | 2

By the
Ltime the song
was fnished,
Colonel Fiery
/W._., Sparkes looked as
B”  if he had just emerged

*

from an egg-bath. 8
was -plastered from head
to foot, but he bravely bore
lus hitter yoke. Glarin
upon the audience, ho demandec
to know who had assaulted him,
*Which of you had the fearful
ordassity to pelt me with eggs—mo, a
Guvverner of this skool 7" he roared,
in & terribls voice.

Silence !

“(Come, own up, whoever it wag!"
said Dr. Birchemall, “ It was a bit too
thick, you know, to pelt our worthy end
regpected Guvverner in publick! That
sort of thing should be done in private,
when nobody’s locking.” ‘

“Well, of ell the old hippercrits
ganped Jack Jolly.

'"*T demand to know thse name of the
young hooligan ! V' hooted the colonel.

* Hear, liear!" said Dr. Birchemall,
" Let him gpeek up now, or for ever lold
lis piece ! Was it you, Licky 1"

“ Bertainly not!” paid Mr, Lickham
anllumly.

* Was it youn, Justiss 7 No, of corse not.
1 3 you an imjustiss, Justiss. You are
not such a bad egg as to do that sort of
thing. I dan’t find out who the culpritt
«, Colonel. The shameless seamp is soek-
g refuge in gilence. DBub if should
<onie geross him, I will gee that he duzzent
cacape your just venjence !

Somewhat mollyfied at this, Colonel
Viery Spnrkes stepped dewn from the

o

side —-and throw him . .
a spol of sympathy !

without waiting for an
ongeore, he trilled fourth
" I do like & dumpling in
a stewdle-oodle-go—! "

After several more
songs in the same strane, the Head, who

was in a rollicking mood, rondered ._:u_. * Yarooooo |

Frothblowers® Anthem.

“Tho more we are
together,
The more we ara togelher, the moro
together we'll be !
For your frends are my frends,
And my frends are your
frande,
And your frends’ frends are
my frends’ frends,
And my frends’ [rends
are your frends frends,
Aund  your f{rends’ [remncls’
frendg——-"

together, together,

Buddenly the esinger broke off,
ard & ghastly paller spread over
his flushed festchera. He  slood
pettrified on tho platform, like one who
gazes on o ghost.

For the door of the consert-hall hud
opened, and the berly form of Bill Bodger
appeared, to strike terrer into the hart of
the Head,

Verrily, Nemmysis Lad arvived on the

premises !

11.
LFRED BIRCHEMALL! "Whe
hour has struek ! ¥
Bill Bodger's stontorian
voire  boomed  thvew the
consert-hall,
ik .D.-.ﬂ. ._. 11

Dr. Birchemall quaked and guailed.

Bill Bodger clbowed Lis way towarids the
platform, Hia jaw was stuck out feerco,
like Captain Kettle's; and thern was a
glenm 1n hiz eye which was sertainly not
the lovelight shining.

“What do you want with tlie Head 7"
said Jack Jolly, * Arve you really after
hig blud "

“I am!’' zaid Bill Bedger grimly.
“Twenty-eight years ago, I was the poor,
frail vietim of Dr, Birchomall's brootality
and croolty. Somoe of Lthe Old Boys ’ere
present, wob was ot skool with mo at the
tirme, will reckerlect the iusident, In
those day's punnishments were o jolly
gight more drastick than they are to-day.
There useid 1o bo a pillery = the quod,
an’ Dr, Birchemall put me in it, an’ made
mo ‘ang there till my arma was nearly
renched out of their sockitts! I was
crampeoil in every joint and mussel,”

“Oh! The mean shrimp ! "™

“Of corse, I kept as mum as an oyster
—even when they brandished me with
hot irons I But Dr. Birchemall has always
been erool and shelfish, an® it wiil warm the
vockles of my 'eart to 'ave my revenge |
You'vo all ’eard the sayin' *an I for an
_.. ¥ ¥l

“Eye, eye!l" corussed the St. Sam's
fellows,

tho pillery,

“I found all the ekouol

tha parts, in
mewseum, an’ 1've spent n busy evenin'
serooin’ 'em togethor, an’ fixin’ it all up

in the quad. Are youveady, Dirchemall ?
Are you comin’ quiet, or must I nse
foree 7

8

" This way to tho slawler 1 "

Dr. Birchemall made o wild
to the aundicnce to save
elutehes af his implackable foo.
appenl fell on deff edrs,

Weather tho fellows wanted to sco the
Head suffer in digenity and in person, or
weather they were uofraid 1o opposo tlin
berly Bill Bodger, wos not serinin.
Sertain it waa, however, that Dr. Bivcheu-
all was phout to go threw the mill !

Bill Bodger's hevvy band fell on the
Head's sholder.

“Kim onn!” ho said grufly. * My
veujence hos kept for twenty-cight vears,
but it won't keep onother minnit ! "

It wasd an awlol momont for the Hesul.
e folt like a condemuned fellon being
taken to the sioal, as he was muorched ourt
of the congoert-hall by his eapter.

A hoard of boys and Old Boys followe:d
at their haals, and Jolly & Co., the herois
of the Fourtl, were well to the four.
“*This is where old Birchemall gels it
in the nock ! ™ said Jock Jolly.

* Yes, rather ! His old siny aro coming
home to roost,” said Merry,

“ Shall wo reskew him, you chaps ¥ 'Z
aslked Briglt.

“No jolly fear! " said Jack Jolly,
*Why should Bill Bodger ba balked «f

appeul
iy from 1l

LBut his

his wveujence, after waiting all (hese
years 7V

“Therc's the pillery!"” egesclaimod
Merry.

The pillery had been get up in o corner
of the quul. Vory Mnrﬁ pud  grewsoms
it looked—a rellick of the bad old doys
whenr Bt Sama’s fellows wern pilleried for
petty offences, such oa hiting mastors
on the head with hammmeva.
Dr. Birchemall ghuddered on eatelhing
sight of the structure, and he =lipped (o
hig neeze,

“Meoray ! he criod. ' Spare
Don™t put mo to the toroher ! ™
But Bill Bodgr, defl to thie llead’s
cntreeties, storted to hoist him into tho
pillery.
“Btop him!™ eried Dr. Birchemall
wildly. * Kiele him off the premises!
Send for the perlice ! Don’t stand thero
grinning like & lot of Chesher cats | RHush
to my reskew, you rotters! Yarooooo!"
Dr. Birchemall's voice trailed off in a
wild wyell of angwish, sa his head sl
hands weore pushed through tho holes of
And there he dangled, with
his foet clear of the ground, and wildly
thrashing the air,
“Goteher ! ¥ eried Bill Bodger trivni.
fantly. ' Alired Birchiemall, L am revenged

at last 1" THE END.

Eﬂmﬂrnmnwinu:ﬁmzq M\E.:_ __H_.w.m.ﬂlm__n_;._u_m“m
entitled : ** Dr. Birchemall’s Oideal /™ Dun's
mias this tit-bit, chuins, whatcver you /o /)

s !

* It means tit for tat,” said Bill Bodger,
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