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New Editorial Feature.

ERE we are again. chums, with
H another three superb  metal
molor-car badges. Don't they
, ard aren’t you keen
to collect the whole set? Of course!
This unique Free Gift scheme has
taken the world by sterm. g
MaAG¥ET motor-car hadges 13.the latest
craze, snd it's w case of “everybody's
doing it," to quete a line Ffrom an.old
song.  Hec that you get the completo
#¢t. In other words, give your news-
agent a standing order for MaaRET
to-day! And dom't forgcet there are

THREE MQRE TOPPING . BADGES
NEXT WEEK!
Whenever 1 hear a good yarm 1

always like to pass ii on to soloeowne
else: and I also like my chums to pass
on & good yam to me. Here's one
which Harry Manefickd, of Bumley,
zends aleng, asking:

“HAVE YOU HEARD THIS ONE?”™

A rather pompous mdividual went
inta a railway station, consulted the
clock in the ing-office, end ithen
amither on the pl “My man,”
he said to a porler, “the time-table says
‘that the train to Liverpool goes at five-
past two. The town hall clock zors ot
18 mow two o'clock; the booking-office
cloek says four minutes past two; and
the clock on .the platform sayvs ten-past
two. Which clock shall ¥ go by 1”

“You can go by any clock rou like,”
amswered the porter. “DBut you can't
go by the train, for it's gonel”

1 chuckled when I read that one, and
1 felt 20 pleased that I =ent along &
Maoxer penknifo to Horry, I wonder
if any of you fellows know some good
yarns that are worth passing on? Tf
50y let me have them, and I'll award &
penknifa to the sender of the jokes
which 1 eonsider good enough to make
other Mn%n&tit&a * chucklo. Send them
along to the address given at the top
of &is page, and write the word
“Joka™ in tho top left-hand corner of
tha envelope. I'd prefer original jokes,
of coorse, but they eren’t always essy
to come across. However, bere’s an
1dea I thought of for

GIVING BUDDING POETS A CHANCE!

You all know what s limerick is.
Well, what about puiting on your
© THE Maoser Lisrirr.—No. 1,

Come

d EpiToR tall thizking cap and seeing if
: ‘you can write one referring
] OFFICE | to the charicters mentioned

in tha Greyfriars yarns? It'l
-}1;& w;}éth_jmr !rhilaf imcnﬂ
m offering prizes for g
limericks. !Jmi to stapt the
ball rolling, I'll give you one
of my own:
o Groyfriars fellow named
kar, :
Whoe fancies himself as a joker.
But, according to Proul, '
His head 1s3 ai:lut ]
As dense as the Common-reom: poker!
To the sender of every limerick pub-
lished I will award a splepdid Pocket
Wallet. AH efforts should be sent to
the office, marked ~ Limericks.”. -
Horace Coker, incidenially, i3 well in
tha limelight pest week. Groy-
friars chums arrive in Now Yorlk, and

There's

f You can’ttell Coker any :
knows. Amnd this little -habit of obsti-
nacy and conceit fairly lands him iolo
trouble. Who gets hin out of o really
serious hole I'll leave you to discover
when vou read *Harry Wharton & Co.
in New York!”

Here's a rather unusual guestion
which J. Trent, of Cardiff, asks:

WHO WAS CASEY JONES !

I suppose he mmust have heard some-
one singing that American song about
the engineer who “ took his farewell trip
into the Promiscd Land.” Well, Cascy
actually existed, and he wos an engine
driver in the sarly days of American
railways. His real name was Jack, hut
he was “Casey ¥ because he came from

Cayee, in Tennessee, and Cayée 13 pro-
nounced Casey. 'E'E.Eﬂf‘ voluntee to
take out s train in place of a follow-

driver, who was ill. Tt was his last
trip, for something went wrong, two
traing collided, and Casey was killed.
I don’t know who wrote the song about
him, but I do know that il is & very
popular somg on the other side of the
Arlantic, and was probably brought
over hero by sailors who had heard it
SUmE 1N s native 1

I suppose there are few of my readers
who haven't read Jules Verne's stories
at some time or other, so this anawer
to G. Croft, of Dover, may also intereat
fham. is chum wants to know
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THIS ISSUE CONTAINS THREE
MORE COLOURED METAL
MOTOR-CAR BADGES !

Trim the badges with o pair of scass0rs
and pin them in tha s avided in
the ﬁh‘nm given FREE with last week's
"M &G HET,:

then the one and only Herace gets
e 54

| into the Office,
- Boys/

Always glad to hear from you, chums; so diop nie &
line to the following address:
“Magnet” Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, Londom, E.C.%.

The Editer, The

SOMETHING ABOUT THE
MAELSTROM !

In “Ten Thousand Lragues Under
the Sea,” the maelstrorm ia deseribod a2
» mighty whiclpool, and, as such, it has
often been reforred to in fiction. It
would, however, be more correct to ¢all
it a “tide-rip.” It iz sitnated in one
of the smaller channels which lead ont
of the Weatern Fiord, on the North-
West const of Norway. At high tide
the water is trapped in ma little
inlets, and when the tide falls this
water rushea badk to the ford, causin
a considersble turmeil. It iz assimie
that a g¢upshaped depression im tho'
battomy of the Bord rotates the water
in & cireular direction, forming & whirl-
. In any esee, it is a remarkably
rous epot, and all vessels give ib
a wide berth, althoogh the tales of
mighty ships Eair-g engulied in it are
uncoubtedly oxaggerated. Siill, is is
powerful enoogh to divert vessels on
to tho rocks and smazh them upl

One of the Maexer authors came un-
pleasantly near being swallowed up 1n
the mae when the British eruiser
India was sunik near that spot durin
the War. A swimmer, of course, wonl
have not the slightest chance if he was
caught in such & mess of conflicting
tide-rips. However, this rticular
author was picked up by lmotgr_ vescl
before the current could take him in the
direction of the maelstrom.

He's not the only one of our con-
tributors who have wundergone hair-
raising adventures. That's why the
can write so convineingly. Take Geo. E.
Rochester, for who is writin
our present serial. a has knocke
about the wotld a bit, and some of !lis
cxperiences have provided him  with
fine “copy ™ far his yarms. You'll Bind
that nexé weck's instalment of

“THE BLACK HAWK "

rings true, because he knows what he's -
writing sabout. Mr. Rochester was a
clever pilot during the Great War. All
types of machines he has flown, “and
many are the adventures through which
he's passed “ up aloft,” -
The trouble about authors - and
artists, however, 13 that while -they're
able to geé abead when they've got pen
and paper, or elss a typewniar, in
front of them, they're generzlly too
maodast ta talk about their awn adven.
tures. It ?wt be a lhd idea to
et somo 0O ir personal experienccs
Eut of themt and pass them on to yonu
fellows. I'll zoe what I ean do about
itl i 7
Hera I am at the end of my spaes
again. Before I ring off let me remind
you once again that there sre thres
more motor-car bodges to be found in
next weak’s humper Free Gift Nomber.
You'll not Eﬂrﬁ now, I know.
Cheerio! 'll -have another chab

next week,
TOUR EDITOR.



HERE’S ‘A FIRST-CLASS SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE YARN, BOYS!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Packing !

e NYBRBODY seen my hat?”

A “Where's my iml-:et,'.r”--

“And my tief"
“And my socks?”

“And my esteemed collar-box?

Five juniors, in the Remote dormi-
tory at Greviriars, asked those ques
tions all at once. :

Harry Wharton & Co. had come up to
pack. T

Tt was the last day at Groyitiars,
hefore the Famous Five started on a
long journey; and packing was the
order of the day.

Most of their things had been placed
in readiness, laid oo the various beds
till the time came to stack them in the
varipus trunks.

Affer toa in Study Ne. 1, the chums

done.

They did not expect it to take them
long.
“peeted  diffiouities in the way.

" Everything that was needed for the
"voyage had been sorted out with great
care, and placed: in readiness for pack-
ing. But now & number of the articles
* wero missing from their places.

Harry -Wharton frowned.

“I supposo this is some dashed prac-
- tical joke,” ho said. “I don’t see any-
thing funny in hiding a fellow’s things
when heo's Eﬂiﬂf to pack.”

“The funnifulness iz not terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, eame in. The Bounder had e
pack, too.

“Halla! Angything up?” he asked.

“Somo =illy ass has been bagping our
things I"* growled Johnny Bull.

“If any silly ass has heen bagging my
thinga,"” =aid the Bounder. “that silly
ass 18 going to get damaged!”

He crossed to Eis bed, where hi=s own
pile lay.

But there proved to be unex-

1
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“My only hat!"
“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “ Any of yours gono 1"

“Where's my dinner-jacket?" hooted “Bkinner; very likely;
the Bounder. “Where's my waisteoat? ing some rotten jest] Let's go an

Where's my bags?”

Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
COmo in.

“You guys packing ! he asked.

“ Just going to,” said Frank Nugent.
“But some practical joking ass has been
shoving our things away somowhere”

“Gee-whiz !

Fisher T. Fish hastily proceeded to
examine his own property. But Fishy's
own property was intact,

“I guess mine are all here,” he ro-
marked. “1I guess if any galoot messcd
about with my goods }I'g surg make
potato-scrapings of him!”

. (TR EETEN TR TR BT LR R R LAt R R R AL EREGEER AR EREERE
“of the Remove came up to get the job

It's harder to persuads an elephant 1o
do conjuring tricks than it is to get rid
- of Willlam George Bunter once ha's sei
his mind on being one of the party of
Groyfriars Ghums booked to visit Ameriga.

T T BT IR HT R L

" “The things will be in
somewhere,” said Bob Cherry.
hunt for them."

The chums of the Remove proceeded
to search up and .down . the dormmtory.
But the missing articles did not come fo
light, A

Apparently they had been removed
from the room. -

. The Bounder's brow was black -with
annoyence; and the Famoops Five all
looked exceedingly irritated.

They had plenty of occupations, on
the last day before an absence from
school of several weeks: and this waste
of time was exasperating. -

“What silly chump has besn
%ﬁ?l fatheaded trick 7" growled

1280,

“What silly, burbling ass—"

the dorm
& LE:{-'E

E!a}'ing
ohnny

e
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“What frabjous dufler—"

“We've got to find him and the
things!”  growled the . Bounder.
he's always 1&5:.1:
a

Lhim [*?

The juniors went down the staircase
and procecded to-the Remove passage.
On the Remove landing they en-
countered Lord Maunleverer and Billy
Bunter.  Lord ‘Mauleverer was leaning,
gracefully on the balustrade, with an
expression of deep boredom on his noble
faoe. That expression, no doubt, was
called up by the fact that Willinm
George Bunter had bestowed his fasei-
nating scciety upon the noble youth.

“] say, you fellows, finished your
packing ¥*  asked Bunter, - blinking
vound through his' big spectacles. .

“Noi” growled Johnny Bull. = “Bome
dummy Has becn shifting our things!”. |

S“We're looking for hm,!” said Harry

Wharton, - © ““Have -you seen. anybody
hanging  about  the Remove - dorm, -
Bunter : '

e {:.'h! nt}]"

“ Ditdn't you do your packing there?”

“No; I toock my things to -the box-
room,"” szid Bunter., “ My trunk’s there,
you know. EA¥,  Fou fellows, -1
shouldn’t waste time locking for the
things. Juast pack.™ ;

“Tathead! How can we pack when
a lot of the things are miss.jng'i" :

“Well, suppose they're hidden away
whera yon can't find them?” arguoed
Bunter. “Suppose it was a burglar took
them

“Ass "

“Oh, really, Wharton—" ;

“To you really think a burglar weuld
burgle a silk hat and 'a pair_ of
trouscrs, vou fat duffer?” hooted Bob
Cherry. “Come on, you menl Let's
go and see Skinner!” '

“Dona your packing,

Rauly 7" asked

‘Harry.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.
Tae Macwer Lisrapy.—No. 1,085,
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“ Not yet, dear man.”

" Hadn't you befter get on with iti"

“¥aas!” assented his lordship, but
without making any movement from
the balustrade.

“No good leaving it till to-morrow,
Mauly.  We get off pretty early, you
know."

£13 gmll

“You've done yours, Bunter 1"

“Yeog, rather [? gaid Bunter., “I'm no
slacker] You fallowa shouldn’t have
left 1t so late, you knowl"

“ Br-p-yr.rer |¥

Thoe Famous Five and the Bounder
woent along the Remove « - They
looked in at Study No. 11, where
Skinnier and Snoop and Stott were at
tea. Ertegs

“Hallo! Here ara the giddy excur-
siomists1” yawned Skinner. “You've
cOme arlcmq to say a pathetic farewell?
You needn't have troubled, There'll be
& lot of dry eyes in this study when
you'ra gone."”

“Dan’'t be an ass gaid Harry
Wharton, “Some silly ass has been
shifting the things we were going -to
p:ll.l:k ¥ ;

Al Hﬂ, hﬂ.-, hE!Ij
- "Was you, Skinner?' demanded

!‘II

Johony Bull. “I don’t see what you're’

cackli at 1f you haven't done it
Look ro, Skinner, what bave gFou
done with our thingst"

“I toll yoo—"" :

"ot them here?" demanded Johnoy
Bull, glaring round the study.

“You silly ass! I tell you—"" .

“What I want you to tell me is where
the things are” ; P i i

“You fatheaded “chump! J—
Yaraooh!” roared Skinper, as Johnny
Bull suddenly grasped him and hooked
him out of his chair. *Leggo!"

“Now, are you L:‘ﬁ,m tell me what
vou've done wit s things, you
practical joking a=s?" roared Johnny.

LL] IJ‘HEE‘DI _._____IJ

“Yea or noi"

“No !"!’ yelled Skinner.

Haml;i Skinner's hesd smote the

ﬂ'I ¥

study wall, with o loud concussion, The

vell that followed aweoke every echo of
tho Remove passage,

“Yaroooh |

“MNow, you silly ass—"" said Johnny.

“1 tell you—" ghrieked Skinner.

“You haven't told me," interrupted
Johony Bull. “I'm waiting for you to
tell me befors 1 bang your napper
again.”

“Cough it up, Skinner!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. :

“1 tell you,” raved Skinner, strug-
gling in vain in Jehony Bull's sturdy
grasp, “I never—"

Bang !

“Yooooooop ™

“Hold on!” exclaimmed Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. * 3kinuer says he didn't
do 1t, Johnny—"

“That makes no difference. He never
telle the truth!™

':!I;I'E may be telling it now. Hold
on! ¢

“You silly chump!” shricked Skinner,
“I tell you I never touched your rotten
things 1 '

“Then what are you cackling at?”
demanded Johuny Bull,

“Go and eat coke ™

“T'll jolly well—"

“Hold on!” Johnny Bull's chums
grasped him, and jerked him away
from the enraged Slinner, “Chuck if,
old man! Leb's look facther on,™ - -

“Get out of my study!™ howled
Skinner. “I jolly well hope you won't
find your rotten things! Go and cat
ookel Owl" :

Tue Macxer Lisrany,—No, 1,003,

to help! I'll lend

Harry Wharton & Co. left the study
leaving Skinner rubbing his head and
scowling furiously,

“Must have been Skinner!” growled
Jn:!:giny dBull. y :

esr chap—'
511:!" \‘;’iﬂ, I've stopped his cackling, any-

W

And the chums of the Remove pro-
cecded farther in search of the miss-
ing articles, and the supposed practical
joker who had abstracted them. But
the search was in vain. Nobedy in the
Remove admitted knowing anything
about the matter. -

“Better get on with the packing,”
zaid H_arr:;. Wharten at last. ~ We'll
stick the things in when they turn up.”

And that was all that the chums of
the Remove eould do. The missin
articles were -still missing. and seeme
likely to remain missing.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
And Unpacking !

i AULY ™
M
“Packed "
“Nol” 1
“It's enly an hour to-bed-iime."
[ 4] Ya“.l.l -
“You czn’t leave 1t till to-morrow.™
141 N_D..H' F
“Well, you slacking ass,” said Hax
Whartou, “go at once and get on wl
it. I'll come and lenc you & hand.”
Lord Mauleverer, resting gracefully
on the sofe in Study N.. 12, shook his

" head.

HCan't,” he anawered.

“Eh? Why noti”

1} HU trunﬁ," : 3 :

“You asz, you've got'a big irunk in
the box-room !” said the captain of the
Romove. “ What do yon mean "

* Bunter's borrowed 1it.”

“Did you lend it to him, asz?%"

-I:-I'Nﬂ.'{' :

: But he barrowed it.”

“Well, yvou born duffer, if you're
letting him keep it, pack some other
trutik,” said Harry.

“Things won't go in.”

And Lord Mauleverer scitled back
comfortably on the sofa, asif that settled
the matter. His lordship made it a
rule to leave difficulties, when they
oocurred, to solve thomselves. Tt was
not always & good system, but certainly
it saved his lazy lordship a lot of
trouble. In the cirenmstances, his lord-
ship did not see what was to-be done.
Zo he let it go at that. :

- But as Mauly was to travel with the
roet of the parfy in the morning, and
as they were not ared to lose their
train, they did not let 1t go at that. - Bob
Cherry pushed past Wharton into the

study.
"—E?eeling tired, old bean?™ he asked.
"Yaas™ .
*Feoling as_if yon can’t get off that
gofa 7" asked Bob sympathetzcally.
“Yaas.” - : :
“How lucky Enu"-'u ot me hers to
help you, then,” remarked Bob; and
he grasped Lord Mauleverer by the

‘shoulders, and rolled him off tha sofn.

Bump | -
His E:lrdship landed on the. {floae.
n" EI"!: 1" he gasped..- “Obh; begad!
w! : : -
" PFeal equal to walking out of the
study 1" ed Bob., “If rot, I'm ready

Jou a band, and o

foot along with it,’

Lord Mauleverer scrambled. up
hastily. :
“Keep off, you ass?! I'm ready!”

“Come on, then !” grinned Bob,
“l say, you fellows!™ Billy Dunter

- Beasts !

blinked into the study “Is Mauly
hero? 1 say, Mauly, 1 want the key.”

“You dcm"t want the key of Mauly's
trunk,"” grinned Bob Cherry. . '

“I jolly well do,” answered Bunter.
“Mauly’s lent me that big trunk, and
I've packed my things in it. - It’s got to
be locked,” :

“Not at all. Your things have got to
E&ijlmhedl cru% u}E lih;.'[ E_ainﬂii .'Egh
¢'re going to help Mauly pack it.

“Uh, really, Cherry——"

“Come on, you men,” : ;

Bob ﬂherria took Lord Mauleverer's
arm, and walked him away to the box-
room. The rest of the Co. followed.
Billy Bimter rolled after them in great
alarm. "

"I say, you fellows " he squoaked.

But nobody heeded Bunter. harton
turned on light in the box-room,
rovealing & goodly oumber of trunks
and boxes, conspickous among them the
huge trunk that belonged to Lord

ulaverer,

“I say, vou follows—"

" Fat ! Unpack your things oub
of that trunk, or do you want us to
turn it over and roll them out?” asked
Johnny Bull,

“Beasts 1 roared Bunter. “I've hor-
rowed this frunk! I tell you——
Let that trunk alone !

Bunter rushed forward to defend the
trunk, and Jnhﬂ!t'lgaﬂull caught him by
the back of collar. Bunter's
momentum earried him on, and he
circled all round Johnny Bull before he

came to & stop, spluttering.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry and Nugent
grasped the trunk, threw back the Iid,
41_1:!& tilted the big receptacle over on ifs
El u“_ - - "‘

. There was a rush of all sorts of goods
scattering on the box-room Hoor, and a
howl of wrath from Bunter.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Whose jacket ia thati”

“Whose hat is that?” shouted IHarry .
Wharton.

“Whose silk socks are those I yelled
Nugent, :

“ Bunter——"

“"¥You fat bounder——"

“¥You podgy burglar—"

*"I—I—I say, you fellows—" gpasped
Bunter,

S My dinner-jacket I hooted Herberk

Vernon-8mith. "My best bags! My
waiztcoat ! Why, I—I-T'1I—
“I—=I—1 say, vou fellowsz. I—I—I

horrowed a few things!” gasped Bunter.
“"You—you see, a chap will have to be
decently dressed on a trip to the United
States. We don’t want the Americans
to think we're a shabby lot at Grey-
friara. And-—and—and my extensive
wardrobe iz at home at Bunter Court,
voun know, and—and, I say—— Yar-
rocooop 1"

Bunter sat down on the floor of the
box-room with a mightfy concussion. He
sat there and gasped for breath, while
the chums of the Remove proceeded to
cramine the goods that-had tumbled oul
of the big trunk. _

They had rather wondered why
Bunter should want to borrow -the
biggest trunk at Greyiriars, his own
possessions not being very extensive.

But the mystery was explained pow.-
Many fellows' possessions were packed
in that big trunk.

Bunter evidently intended to show up
as & well-dressed fellow on that trip to
the United States, He had made & con-
siderable selection from the goods tho
other fellowa had put ocut for packing.
It was ¢lear now why William George
Bunter had done his packing early,
while the other fellcws were at tea,
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Boh Cherry and Nugent grasped the trunk Bunter had borrowed, threw back the lid, and tilted the big receptacle over on ils

side.

“t Whose hat is that ? ** shouted Wharton.
“ My best bags ! Why, you fat hounder——"’

“My boots !” howled Nugent, picking
them up. _

“My shoes!” snorted Johnny Bull
“My scack IV |

“My best silk hat (" cxelaimed Harry
Wharton. “And Mauly's hatbox to
pack it in!"

“ My silk socks—"

“My shirts—"

“My osteomed collare—"

“You fat fraud!"

“Bump him!"”
#IJ—1 say, yon fellows” wyelled
Bunter. *I—] don't know how those

things got in that trunk.” .

“What?"” roared the juniors, .

“I—I—I suppose some—soma practl-
eal joker put them there!™ gasped
Bunter. “I—I've never seen them
before. I—I hope you can take my
word.” ' :

“Why, vyou've already sald you
borrowed them!' roared Johnny DBull.

“J_1—] meant that—that [ hadn’t
borrowed  them!™ gasped Bunler,
“That's what I really meant to say. I
—I've never seen tham before, you
know. ] ecan’t imagine how they got
theral In—in fact, I—1 saw Skinner
putting them there!™

“Wha-a-at T

“#I—I hope you fellows believe me,”

g;ts‘pgd Bunter.
“Relieve you! My hat!™

The fellows did not seem to believe
Bunter. T['lezni,_'l picked up the fat junior,
and bumped him on the box-room Hoor
and bumped him again, and bumped
him a third time.

Then, leaving Bunter for dead, as it
wore, they proceeded to sort out their

own property and carry it off. After
which they helped Lord Mauleverer to
pack the big trunk.

Bunter, when he recovered, did not
need any help in packing. Now that he

gre was a rush of all sorts of goods.

“ Whose socks are those ? **

had only his own property to pack; quite

a small trunk was found to answer the

purpose,

—— cRe——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker Puis ii Plain !

' QRACE COKER, of the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars, looked
worried.

Potter and Greene of that
Form were also a little worried. _

The three Fifth-Formers were going
with the party that was to leave Grey-
friars the following morning, and Potter
and Greene wanted to spend what was
left of the last evening in the games
study with their Fifth Form friends. Of
Cokor's society they were going to have
cnough on the train “to London, the
express to Liverpool, the steamer to
New York, and on the tour in the
United Btates. They were gcrmi fo
have, not only enough, but very likely
too much. So they were willing—more
than willing—to leave Horace Coker to
his own devices that last evening; :f
Coker had been willing to be left.

But Coker was talking. Ounly too
frequently was Coker talking.

Coker prided himself on being one of
those strong, silent characters. Such
characters, as is well known, nsually get
in more than their fair share of chin-
w{if. . Thus Coker. )

e stopped Potter and Greone in-the
passage outside the games stody, and
talked. They listened. The thoughts
that were working in Coker's powerful
mind gave him a worried look. Coker
himself gave Potter and Greene a
worried look. But he did not ohserve
it. If Potter shifted from one leg to the
other and Greene shifted from the
other leg to the one, such trifles were
not likely to cateh Coker’s attention.

b

** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** roared Bob Cherry.
““ My dinner jacket ! ** hooted Vernon-Smith.
“ You podgy burglar, Bunter ! **

* Whose jacket is that ¢ ™
(See Chapter 2.)

“I'm a bit bothered, to tell the truth,
vou men," said Coker. :

“Bame here,” said Greene.

“Quite I said Potter. :

“We've agreed to go on this tour in
America,” said Coker. *“I thought it a
good thing. ©Old Mr. Fish iz standing
the exes—but, of ecourse, I don't care
about that. But it's a weird country,
and I'd like to sce 1t. But—"

“ But—"" said Potter. He had heard
all this before, and really did not want
to hear it aggin. Almost he regretied
having allowed Coker té persuade him
to join up. True, he cared a great deal
more than Coker did about the circum-
stance that all expenses were going to be
paid on that tour in the Unmited States
of America. On the other hand, Cokeér
would be there—and by the same token
he would not bo at Greyiriars. Grev-
friars without Coker would be rather
bracing.

“Nine fags are coming,” said Coker.
“Wharton and his lot, and that checky
fellow Vernon-Bmith, that anss Maule-
verer, and that fat idiot Bunter., and
that skinny Ameriean Fish. Of course,
a mob of fags ought to have a senior
with them to look after them and keep
them ont of mischief—lick them “if
necessary, and all that. I can do that
all right. But—"

“But—" yawned Greene.

“But it's a bit infra dig, Fifth Form
men travelling with a lot of fags,” zaid.
Coker ruefully. *“The nearer it comes
the more I realise that. Once out of the
school they may put on airs of
familiarity.”

“They might,” agread Potter.

“We can't be kicking fags all the
way to America,” said Coker.  ““As
least, it will be & lot of trouble.” .

Tue Maoxer Lisrany.—No. 1,083,
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“And they might not stand it!"
suggested Greene. :
“Don't be an ass,

(1} Hem ].H

“If you can't talk sense, old chap,
don’t talk, at all,”” advised Coker,
“That's a good tip. Ym o bit worried
about this, as I said. In public places
and belors strangors, we can’t have
Lower Fourth kids coming up and talk-
ing toe us and all that, claimipg
acquaintance and so on. People might
faney wo were all on the same footing
at schogh™

" Awiul 1" =aid Pottar.

“Horrible ¥ said Greene.

Thiz was intended for mmld sarcasm,
But sarcasm was a sheer waste on
Horaes Coker. He was impervious to
BATCAS. :

“Oh, don't exaggeratel”  he said.
“Jt'sa annoying and irritating, and a
bit worrying; but it's not what a fellow
could call awful or horrible. No necd
to exaggerate. Now, I've been think-

] 2

Coker paused, Potter and Greene fer-
vently wished that he would go on think-
ing and leavoe off talking. They cast
longing glances towards the games study,
where cheery voices could be heard from
a crowd of the Fifth. Polter made a
tentative move towards the games study,

“I'm speaking, Potter," sald Coker.

Fotter halted.

“I'va been thinking that if I sec those
kids and put it to them plain, they may
realise the—the fitness of t]fnngs and
wo may start clear,” said
“What do you men think " 2

“Splendid idea,” said Potter heartily.
1 guggest speaking to them at once.”

* Just the thing,” agreed Greene.

or it was a splendid idea or nok,
Potter and Greeno were undoubiedly
williug to transfer the pleasures of
Coker's conversation to Harry Wharton

Co. .

“Puat it to 'em plain,” said Polter.
“Don't eut it short—give them a real
lecture, Coker. Rub it in}”

“That's the wheoze,” assented Gresne.

Cloker looked pleased. It was pleasant
{0 find hiy friends endorsing his views
in this hearty way. :

“Well, come on, then,” he said.
“We'll go and see thoze fags in the
Remave. : .

“Oh! Botter go alone, I think "' said
Potter. “If—if we all they may
think we'va come for trouble or some-

ﬂliﬂ% P ;

“'Fhat's it,"” said Greene. ' You'd
manage the thing better withont us,
Coker. We should only be a hindrance.”

Cloker nodded.

“Waell, that's very likely," he agreed.
“You fellows haven't much of what I
may eall horse-sense, You very seldem
apen your mounth without putiting Enur
foot in it. Still, vou’d better come.

“{Oh dear! 1—I mean—"

Greeny.”

L]

“Thera may be a_row if the fags take
it uncivilly,” explained Coker. *‘In that
casze T want your help.”

Potter brenthed hard and deep. The

worm will turn.

‘“‘Look here, Coker,” said Potter, “if
you think we're going to 1d the last
evening hero ragging with a mob of
fags, vou're jolly well mistaken, see?
Ifsyqu want o rag with the Lower
Fourth, go and rag, and be blowed to
YOu. s on, Greeny ; the fellows ara

waiting for us.™ .

- And Poiter and Greene walked hur-
riedly into the games study, leaving
Horace Coker staring in the passagoe.

“My hat!” ejaculated Caker.

He made a movament to follow Potter
and Greene, with the intention of strow-
ing them in the games stody. Bot he
paused, and turned in the direction of
tha Remove passage instead.  Potter
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oker.

and Greene would keep, while the
Remove would not kesp, as‘it waas now
Yery near
Fourth.

With a frowning brow Horaco Coker
stroda into the Hemove passage and
liurled open the door of Study-No. L

That celebrated study was erowded:

On the last night at Greyiriars Harry
Wharton & Co. had arranged a farewell
supper, and all their. iricnds had been
invited. No. 1 was rather extensive for
a junior study, but it was filled now to
overflowing. Bvery seat and box was
ocoupied, as.well os the coal-box™and
the wincfnw seat, and for the rest of the
company there was standing room only.
And there really was not room for Coker
to kick the ar.ui'lgr,' door open in that reck-
less way. The opening door craszhed on
Redwing and Ogilvy and Russell, who
were nearest to if, and they gave a roar.

Heedless, Coker strode in.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallel” roared
Bob Cherry. “Here's jlt:rll:r old Coker!
Maoke room for Coker!™

“Waolcome, old bean!” saird Harvy
Wharton. :

“Welcome as the merry Bowers in
May " said Nugent.

“The weleome iz preposterous ond
terrifie, my esteemedd Coker,” declared
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. -

“We take this kindly, old man,” said
Johnny Bull, “Cut o slico of cake for
Coker, somebody.”

“Give Coker your scat, Bunter.”

“0h, really, you fellows—m>"

It was quite & chorus of welecome.
If Coker had forgotten his usual lofty
manners and  eustorns, and wanted to
bo friendly on the eve of that long

journe heroes of the Hemove were.
e ¥, Lhe i o ug, we want no cheek, no swank—none

prepared to meet him half-way.
“Here you are, Coker,” said Fisher
T. Fish. "I guess you can have one
end of this box. Sguat down.”
“You checky fags!™ rvoared Coker.
[1)] Eh?]‘] :
*“ What 7" -

“Ito you think I've come here to feed”

with vou?” snorted er, in gréat
wrath and indignation at the bare 1dea.

“Ek? What have you come for then,
fathead ?” asked the captain of the He-
moye,

“To talk to you——

“Oh, draw 1t mild!” said Vernon-
Smith. “Can’t expect us to stand that,
Coker. There's a limit.”

LE] .

YOUR SET WON'T BE GOMPLETE
WITHOUT THIS TOPPING BADGEI

You'll find it in next week’'s MAGNET,
s0 order your copy early, boys.

An talian=-bullt car which is famous
all aver tha world, the Fiat has a well-
dessrved reputation for reliability
and fine workmanship. The present
alr-lu.:xaqd world™s record was made
by

angined seaplane. ©Of all car badges, |
the Fiat ia one of the most distin=

guished,

the bed-tme ::ri the Lowar-

_ished

ajor Bernhardi with a Flat- _ .

“To talk to you about——"

“Cheese it!" .

H H.mﬁ off 1" 1 )

“Hold on, you men!” said Harry
Wharton. “If Coker wants to talk, let
him rip! I dare say he won't mund
stepping out mto the passage to do it
We shall shut the door. Then it will
be all right.’

“Ha, ha, ha "

Coker breathed hard. -

“T haven't come hera for any cheek,”)”
he said. " I've agreed to travel on thigs 2
trip with you fags, ‘That's all right.”
But before we start I want it quile
clear that youw’ve got to bebave your-
zalvez. NWo cheok! No making out be-

fore people that you know me at Grey-
friare. Nothing of that kind of
swank ! Seei

“My dear chap,” said Herry Whar-
ton, “we’ll bo awlfully careful not to -
let anybody even suspect that we know

vou at Greyfrisre. Foople might think

. wa came from a home for idiots, if we

ict on.”

“Hua, ha, ha ™

“1 didn't come here for any fag im-
pudence ! roared Coker. I want this
thing eolear. No cheak! No famili-
arity ! No making out that you know
ma at school. No butting into a rail-
way carriage I'm in. EKeep your dis-
tanco all the time, and all the way.
Sco? (therwize, I shall jolly well lick
voul! And I carn’t be licking you all
the way to New York!”

“You ean't,” agreed tho captain of
the Remove., “"That's absolutely cer-
tairr, On the other hand, we shall very
likely lick: you if you don't behave
yourself, Coker, f you travel with

of ‘your familiarity
you know us at
“Ha, ha, hal”

YOU—YOLl—you—-—

no making out that
ml LE

ik

gasped

realised, too, that this was a time for-
actions, not for words. He hurled him-
self at the captain of the Hemove, with
the intention of bestowing upon him,
on the epot, such a thrashing as would
last him for a considerable way on the
journey that was to commence on the
orrow. ¥

That intention, however, was never
carried out.

Like one man the numerous supper-
party seized on Horace Coker, on all
sides, and ha was swept off the floor in
the grasp of more pairs of handa than

he could possibly count. -
“"Carry him home!” shouted Bob
Charry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump ! fiump! Bump!

Coker, roaring and wriggling, was car-
ried out. with many grips on his arms,
his legs, his neck, his hair,. s ears,
and llﬁ rest of him. He bumped on
the Remove passage floor, he bumped
on the Remove lnn-:liugi:: he bBumped
along snother passage, he bumped all
the way to the %‘iil‘.h Form games study
—aml when the door of that apartment
ltad been kicked open, he was bumped
right into the games study, eod, fin-
ally, bumped down in a sprawling,
roaring heap at the feet of the ﬂ.S!.-legq
fifth, . X

“Great pip!” yelled Blundell of the -
Fifth. “What—what—what'a that?"

“Coker " oxplained DBob  Cherry.
“ At least, what's left of him.”

And the Removites retreated, leav-
ing what was left of Coker to 'sort .
iteedf out. © :

The cheery juniors returned to Study
MNo. 1 in tha 'JRemuv& to finish supper,
and’ the celebration in that celebrated .
study passed off without any further
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intervention from the great man of the
Fifth., Coker, for the present, at least,
had had cnough,

=y —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Of to London !

LANG! Clang! Clang!
q The rizing-bell rang out over

Greyfriars  1n the  wintry
moreing. L
In the Romove dormitory Harry

Wherton & Co. turned out cheerily
cnough. It was the last time.for long
weeks that they were to hear that
clang in the morning—that day was to
sea them stariod ﬂﬁlthair long journey.

According to Fither T. Fish a visit
to the United States was next door to
dropping in_at the seventh heaven.
Everything in that wonderful country
was, a8 Fishy expressed it, & sight {ov
gore oyes. Lo get out of a messly
island in Yurrup, into a great country
where ell was push and go was, as
Fishy said, ec-lorious!  Without
agresing with Fishy in the very least
the chums of the Remove were un-
doubtedly looking forward very keenly
o the trip. arry
Wharton & Co. in
their wariouns vaca-
tions lad seen a good
deal of the world;
but the land of the
doller was still

They were not yeb aware that Buoter

had learned what was “behind ' the
gengrous invitation of Mr. Fish, and
that the worthy Fishes, popper and son,
were sfreid that Bunter would give
the game away.

Dr. Locke had already refused a re-
quest of the Perfection Picture Syndi-
cate, of Hollywood, for a number of
Greyfriars fellows to go out to Los
Angeles to join in the taking of a film
ropresenting publie achool life in Fng.
lnnd.. The Head had regarded that re-
2“-&3'.‘- a5 “‘cheek,” and had turned it

own with considerabls curtness.

Had he koown, therefore, that Mr.
Fish was director of the Perfection
Ayndicate, he might wvery probably
have suspocted that that “educationsl

four " in the BStates had an ulterior
object.

But he did not know; and Bunter,
who knew, was keeping the seccret, so
long as he was intluded in the party.
Fisher T, I'ish had to content himself
with the hope of dropping DBunter
gomewhere on the way to tho steamer
at Liverpool. Bunter weas sticking to
the party. And it was Fishy's intention

THE WORLD’S FINEST CAR!

An interesting chat about the *‘ Rolls-Royce "—the famous badge
of which forms one of this week's unique Free Gifts,

He was prepared to snore on, regard-
less of the other fellows, But thati;:ﬂind
remark from  Fisher Tarlpton Fish
roused him at once,

ilﬁ m}ie‘ﬂ out of h-cd:f i .
on’t get up yet if yvou're sleepy,
old chap,” said Fisher T, Fish.

”IYﬂht” was Bunfer's prateful reply.

£l E“. L d L

(1] R‘t& -!:l':l .

The feet that Fisher ', Fizsh wanted
him to stay in bed was wmore than suff.
cient  reason for Bunter to get up.
Bunter was z sticker, and ho was not
gomgr to “come unstuck” if he could

elp it. He was _?mta well aware of
the Fishes' schewme for dropping him on
the journey. Bunter had his own ways
of ‘acquiring information,

Fishy's narrow eyes glinted at him,
but he said no more. ¥e did not wang
to  xouse Bunter's suspicions, being

ppily unaware that they were fully
aroused already.

It was quite a merry party at break-
fast that morning. Other Remove-
follows gave the selected party envious
looks. Had all the fellows who wanted
to go been allowed to go Mr. Quelch

: would have been left
without & Form at all
at Greyfriars doring
*bha.;: trip to the

LB,

Mr. Quelch beamed
kindly on the 4rip-

strange 4o them. The product of the great Derby firm of Rolis-Royce, Lid,, pers., In his opinion,
And a trip 4o the has for many years set a standard of quality to the motor | & brip to the States
United States was manufacturers of the world, and its name is a household was likely d‘tﬂ be of
more fn “"-"1'1"}”‘“*}‘]“ word wherever the English language is spoken. The big | Breat cfucational
R;r;]m_:f'}“ @ i 40-50 h.-p. six-cylinder New Phantom Rolls-Royce car is by Lika the heddnaster

They were vory
niee to Fishy these
days. They could not
help thinking that it
was very grous of
Hiram K. Fish to
stand  that tour—all,
cxpenses paid to &
vrowd of schoolboys
he hardly knew.
‘Why Fisher T, Fish's
popper was doing 1t
was rather a mystery.
I'rom what they had
seen of the lean
Armerican  gentleman
the junicrs would
never have guessed that he had a gener-
ous nature and & kind heart. In faet,
the Bounder still had & hngering sus-
picion that there was somcthin behind
this generosity and kindness—that theve
was a nigger in the woodpile, so to
speak,

But even the Bounder, keen as he
was, had to admit that if Hiram K.
Fish was on tho make, he could not lay
his Bnger on the spot.

Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars,
kind boen surprised like the juniors by
the American gentleran's proposal-—to
take' m party from Creyfriars-on an

40-50, but

educational tour m the. United States.-

He hed consented; never even dreaming
that Mr. Fish might have an axe lo
grind. - o

Anather surprise to the juniors was
that DBunter was coming.

That Fisher T. Fish did not wani
Bunter in the party was clear, It was
natural enough, too, for who could pes-
sibly want Bunter?

Yet Bunter was coming.

1t was no business of the other fel-
lows, of course, but they could not heI})
wondering why Fishy was taking a fel-
low whom, obviously, he did not want
—whom only top obviously he did not
want in the very least.

R

expensive cars in the world.

motorist attains it !
pride the famous car which

common consent regarded as the ‘‘last word '’ In ultra-

luxurious cars of supreme quality, and it is one of the most
The silence of a Rolls-Royce

is uncanny ; it steals along like a veritable phantem; only
the noise of the tyres on the road
its speedy progress.

Ever

that ho should come wnstuck belore
they sailed for New York.

Fisher T. Fish turned out at the first
clang of the rising-bell.”” | His sharp,
bony face was very bright and cheery.

Billy Bunter was the only member of
the party who did not turn out. Bunter
never turned out at rising-bell if he

could help it. _
“Halo, halle, hallo!” bawled Bob

Cherry. * Hop out, Bunter!™
Snore !
“Hop out, - fatty!* reared Bob.
“We've pob a train tor cateh 1™
- Hnere !l ¢ . omom

‘The snove ehanged into a yell a3 Bob-
layfully seized Bunter's [at little nese.

tween a firgér-and thumb-and’ palled.

HOw i Beast! Leggo!”

“Turn out, old fat man !

“B8han't I hooted Bunter.
no class for us this morning ! Na nead
to turn out early - Go and eat coke!

“Train to catch, fathead!” said Harry
Wharton.

“We can catch a later train.”

“Asz! Mr. Fizh is going to méeb the

train in London [

“Well, he can wait!"’

“T guess you galoots can let Bunter
liave hiz snooze out,” said Fisher T.
Fish hastily. *Don’'t disturb him.”

Bunter sat up in bed.

iving any indication of
The other model made by
is a 20 h.-p. six-cylinder car, a smaller edition of the famous
just as carefully built and tested.
Rolls-Royce is the ambition of every motorist, but not every
Britisher, however, views with
as for so many years malntained
the supremacy of British engineering against all-comers.
The neat Rolls-Royce badge on the famous radiator is the
most prized badge there is.

Arippers - prepared to

. to the Form-room.
" There's

the Form mastet was
,qﬂléte unaware that
that “tour ™ waas
simply " oye-wash,"
ﬁ:mmd‘ by the astute

. Fish; and he
would have been very
muech surprised to
learn that the Grey-
friars -party, when
they reached New
Vork, were scheduled
to head direct for Los
Angoles on the other
side of the American
continent.

At the Fifth Form
table Horace Coker gave the cheery
IJ-'EII);’S somewhat grim glances, Coker

d feared ‘that on this long journey
the fags would forget the respect
dus to a Fifth Form man.- hat
had happened in Study No, -1 on
the last evening had confirmed him in

Rolls-Royce

To own a

this misgiving.  Still, Coker . wap pre-
pared to use drastic measures if these -
checky fags did not toe the line. 8o

were the Removites, for that matter.
Bo it.was probable that the jomrney o
Los Angeles would be mar m}' by a
“certain liveliness.”

‘When the rest of Greyiriars went into
the Form-rooms thet morning the- v
start  for the .
station. Mr. Quelch.gave his boys some -
last words of counsel before he went
s £ Mr. Prout of the
Fifth gave Coker & Co. some good .
advice, to which they listened with
respact, without allowing their faces to
betray the fact that they rded Mr.
Prout as extremely long-winded. The
Head himself came out to say good-bye
to the pm:t.f whon they and their bag-
gage were loaded on three taxicabe.

“0OF at last!'" said Bob Cherry, when
tho taxis rolled away from the old school
and hesded for Courtheld. !

“I say, you fellows——"
Tﬂ%.ﬂnqm Lmeiny,~No, 1,005,
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“It'a simply ripping of your pater,
Fishy " ﬁ;id HE&T:[ ‘ﬂl;hartnnk ] o

” ? re vishy, . win a 8
Haeke of tie et diivar

‘“Popping 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Tha topfulness is terrvifiel”

“] pay, you fellows—" 2

“The estecmed Mr. Fish is a kind-
hearted and preposterously ludicrous
sahibl"* declared Hurres Jamset ERam

i h+
B pa, Bl

-H.H A ;
1 :’a:.r, you fellows—"" roared Billy

Bunter. )
“ Hallo, hallo, ballol Were you speak-
1 Bunteri" Gy
m*g‘*'fns, you beast ! It's important, tool
Mind you don't forget to have & Iunﬁ-l}-
basket put on the train at Courtfield !

“Rats] It isn’t 8 song run to London;
we shﬂ:ﬂ‘ﬁ want tt*:’:

“1 want it.

wiell, you can stand vourself a lunch-
basket if vou like,” grinned Bob Chérry.
“VYou can stond "em all round if you

ike 161" b .
fﬂ?‘rﬁﬁl expenses paid on thias journer,
answered Buptor. “That's the un El::i
standing. 1 shouldn’t bave consente
to come otherwise,”

U Row-wow '

The party arrived at Courtfield in

ood time for the train. Baggage Wis

Earriud into the statjon; and I IEEIBTET.

¥izh was following his trunk in, when

Johnny Bull tapped him on the arm.

“The 1#&:1& I he said.

"
#They'va pot ta be paid, you lr!__'.tuw._':'
“No 3;’0'&%?&!: to vour paving ﬂlril:,d

answered Fisher T. Fish; and he walke:

after tho porter who was carrying his
trunk.
Johnny Bull stared.

#] pay, you fellows—" squeaked
Bunter. :
Fisher T. Fish had disappeared. The
:uniore looked at omo another. As Mr.
salh had expressly stated that all ex-
were to be paid, they had tnken
anted that the payment af ex-
%ega.n with the journey. That
Fizhy's wiew,
howaver.

“ ook here—"" began Johnny Bull.
“ All gerene!” said Harry _‘P;hartgn,
laughing. ““1 dare-say Mr. Fish begina
to faob the bill “after we join him.
After all, he will have plenty of bills
to foot, with twelve fellows om his

hands.”

“Yans, that's so," agreed Lord
Mavleverer, *Leave 1t to me, you
men.,”

“Rats! We'll whack it ount.” )

Coker of the Fifth kad already paid
for his cab and gone into the station,
with Potter mx«g Greene. ‘The . Ca.
“whacked out ™ the fare of the two
Remove taxis, and followed on. Then
they took their tickets to London.  This
itern also seemed to bave been over-
looked by the Fish .family. Fisher T.
Fish took his own ticket and left the
other fellows to do the same. This they
did—with the exception of Willinm
George Bunter. ]

Owing to the non-arrival of a postal-
order which he had been long expecting,
Bunter was starting on this long journey
in & somewhat low financiel state. In
fact, his cash resources amounted to a
threepenny-piece—and even that three-
penny pieca was & bad one, and had
been refused at every place of refresh-
ment within a wide radius of Greyiriars,

“1 say, m fellows, who's talung my
ticket?” as Bunter. -

“EBcho answers
Bounder,

“The who-fulness is terrified” gmiled
ITurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Tee Mscner Lisrary.—No. 1,083,

1t for
penses
did not seem to be

who,” replied the

“f say, Fishy—" bawled Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish had rotired to a wait-
ing-room, where he kept close.  Ha
turned & deaf ear to the dulcet tones of
tha Owi of the Ramaove.

“Fishy " bawled DBunter. ™ Fish |
Fizh| Fishy1” )

Coker strode across the platiorm,
frowniog. What Coker bad feared was
beginning already. The fags were kick-
ing up a row—a regular Bank Holiday
mohb, as Coker bitterly remarked to
Patter and Greene. =

“Don't make that row, Bunter!”
snapped Colker.

*0h, really, Coker—""

“ You're travelling with me I" grunted
Coker. “Remember that! Eeep quiet!
Behave yourzelil Seef"

“Look here—" . ]

“If you want Fish, he's in that wait-
ing-room,'’ said Coker, pointing. “ Now
shut up! Not & word! Silenco!”

Billy Bunter rolled to the waiting-
rooi. Fisher T. Fish, in the dushiest
commer theveof, was lying low, doubtless
hopiog thei that littla difficulty about
a ticket to London would solve the other
dificulty of dropping Billy Bunier en
route. So it might have done but for
Coker. As it was, Bunter had run down
the Transatlantic junior.

“Fishy, you beast,’” gasped Bunter,
“the train will be 'n in & few minutes,
and I haven't got a ticket1”

“Go' and get it, then!” grunted
Fisher T. Fish.
“All expenses paid—" )
“MNot till we join my popper,” said
Ficher T. Fish decisively. “I guess
popper hasn’t handed mesthe durocks.
“Tig you want me to be left behind,
you fag{”

Tisher T. Fish shrugged his shoulders,
William George Bunter gava him a
glare that almost crecked his spectacles,

“All right! I say, you fellowsl”
howled Bunter. “I say, you come here,
will ,;,ruuf I've got something to tell
oul’
F Fisher T. Fish gasped, _

*“Bhut up, you fat clam! I guess I'll
hump along and rustle you a ticket!”

“¥You needn't trouble,”" said Buntep
loftily, “If my expenses sin’s going to
be paid, 1I'm
Besides, I feel bound to let the Hoead
know how he's been taken in. It's
ruther on my conscience.”

“You pesky mugwampl”
Fisher T. Fish

“1 dare say the Head will ba glad to
hear that your pater has bagged this
party for the films at Hollywood, before
it’s too late to" order them back to
echool,” said Bunter.
dFiuhﬂr T. Fish breathed hard and

cep.

“Como with me and get the ticket!”
he gasped, “I-—I—— VIl stoand you a
bag of chots, too, I guess.”

“Well, if .you really want ms,
Fishy—" .
“J—I1—1 guess I do.”

“Dona, then,” said Bunter; and, with
& fat grin on his face, he rolled along
to the booking office with Fisher T.
Fish, whilragg&a_&i?e{:ﬁ; to [ﬂndcﬁ] was
duly purcha ishy's oyea following
the cash mournfully as the ticket clerk
raked it in. When the express started
Bunter sat in a corner of the carriago
with a bag of choeolates on his fat
knees, munching,

The express roared out of the station,
bearing the Groyfriars party London-

hisscd

. wards, William George Bunter had
"not been dr vet. But it was o
long way to Liverpool; and Fisher T,

Fish stil} hoped,

oing back to Greyiriars]-

H—-__-

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Coker Does His Duty !

OKER & CO., travelling first-

q class, were o little distance up

the train. Harry Wharton &

Co., travelling third from

motives of economiy, had a carriage to
thamselves, which they packed full.

Coker of the Fifth bad plenty of
money, which made him rrt-ger usaful
az a travelling-companion, as Potter and
Greene had often gaund.

In the junior party, the Bounder and
Lord Mauleverer and the Nabob of
Bhanipu¥ were wealthy follows; but the
others hadn't money to burn, Heneco
the thirdclass carriage, at which no-
body grumbled except Billy Bunter,
With five on one side, and threo fellows
and Bunter—which really amounted to
five—on the other, the compartment was
well filled. All were merry and bright,
with perbaps the exception of Fisher T.
Figh, who had a problem on his mind
which ho did not confide to the other
fellows. Bunter, so long as the chouo-
lates lasted, was content. When the
chocolates were finished Buntor blinked
round him disparagingly,

“ Beastly erowd!” he remarked.

o Not wholly,” said Bob Cherry.

Only a ninth part of this crowd can
reclly be called beastly.” :

The other fellows grinned,

“;'ﬂh dnn’ih!rzra tin_ asz!" said ]]urﬂt:;;
suppose this train stops eomew
before Charing Cross.”

“Bure to,” said Bob. “We change at
Ashford, and we could hardly dﬁgfhut
without the train stopping.”

“0Oh, good! Thon weo'll get the lunch
basket on at Ashford.”

. And Bunter settled back comforta
in his corner, relieved in his fat mind,
Ho was oot exactly hungry now; but he
was afraid that he would be hungry
before the train ran into London. Omn
a journey where all expenses were to ba
id, Bunter did not sec why he should
hungry. The other fellows smiled.
They doubted very much whether
Bunter would succeed in extracting the
%’.“}5 of a lunch basket from Fisher T.
ish; and they were quite certain thas
he would not extract it from them: and
certainly he could not purchass one en
2 bad threcpeony-piece. So it looked
as if Buntér would be disappointed at
Ashiord.

When the express stopped at that
station the Greyiriars party turned out,
Further up the platform Coker & Co
could be seen, loftily regardless of the
existonco of the juniors. As the juniors
walked to the up-platiorm, unter
poked a fat thumb into the bony ribe
of Fisher T. Fish,

“What about that lunch, Fishy 1"

“1 guess we'ro dgatt_.ing into iondﬂn
for lunch,” grunted Fisher T. Fish,

“Fm hungry,” stated Bunter simply,

Fishy's ayes glimmered. -

“Wall, I guess you can get a lunch-
basket hera for fve bob,” he said. “Co
and get it, and be blowed to you! Here
you are.’

Figsher T. Fish cxtracted two half-
crowns from his pocket.

“ Bettor make 1t ten bob,"” suggested.
Bunter. :

Amazing to relate, Fisher T. Fish
raised no objections. Ho handed Bunter
four half crowns.

Thoe fat junior rolled cheerily awny.

Ho felt that he was doing well.
other fellows could stand their own exes
if they liked, and if they wers assea
enough; but William George Bunter,
at least, was holding Fishy to the oom-

act. Bunter's expensca were going to

paid, if nobody elsa's. What Bunter
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i hat ! *’ d Coker. He plunged after his hat, which rolled in front of a
Ir:ﬁgy a megaswg: pushing. As the porter could not s’au the hat, he did not Enow

it was there until the trolley wheels ernnched over it !

knoew of the ultarior motives of Hiram
T. Fish assured that much. ]

It did not occur to Bunter that Fishy
had any secret and diplomatic reaszon
for parting %o easily with the sum of
ten shillings. Fisher T. Fish smiled
sourly as he went to the waiting frain
with the othors. _

With ten shillings in his pocket, and a
supply of tuck under his fat nose,
Bunter was not likely to hurry. The
train was_booked to start in three
minutes. It was worth ten shillings to
drop Bunter at Ashford. He could
follow on, if he liked; onca he was
‘chudked, the Fishoas would see to it that
he remained chucked. But the chuck-
iug, of course, had to be made to appear
accidental, to oncourage DBunter
vain pursuit of the party; it would not
have done for him to head back Lo
Greyiriars and “spill the beans.” Until
the party was safe on the steamer ab
Liverpool, there was still time for Dr.
Locke to recall them; and there was no
doubt that "the Head of Greyfriars
would have recalled them, had he been
informed of the true object of the trip.
Fisher T. Fish had a difficalt game to
play; and he had to play it carefully.

“Hallo, hatlo, ﬁal{ul Where's
Bunter?” asked Bobh Cherry, as the
party packed thomselves into & carriage
of the L.ondon express.

“The esteemed ass has disappeared,”
romarked Fisher T Fish casually. *
calculate he'll be all right.”

“Tf he loses the train—"
Nugent.

“I guoss he can cateh anothar.™

“Does he know whero to join us in
London, then " asked Johony Bull.

Fisher T. Fish did not answer that
question.

* After all, we shall be a couple of
daye in London with WMr. Fish,” said
Wharton. “Lota of time for Bunter to
join up if he misses ua.”

“1f he knows where to look!" re-
marked the Bounder, with a rather keen
glanee at Fisher T. Fish.

. "Begadl Wa're losin’ him now, any-
how,” said Lord Mauleverer, looking at

said

to o

(See Chapter 6.)

his watch.  “You might cut off and
hunt for him, Fishy." )

'”'ti guess notl” prioned Fisher T.
1sh,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Coker!”

Horace Coker stared in at the
carriage window. His face was severe
in its expression. Coker was a fellow
with a sense of duty. He was rather
annoyed at having to travel with a
mob of fags. 8till, as a senior, he felt
bound to keep a protecting eye on that
mob. Coker hadp a_sense of responsi-
hility, for which nobody thanked him.
In vain had Potter and Greene advised
him to mind hiza own.business. Mind-
ipg his own business was not in Coker's
LY,

“You Lkids  all i.u?’:ﬂl nshkod ﬂ::!n?i
yuffly. “I'm responsible for vou ti
Euu m}ruﬁt Mr. Fish."

“You are " sjaculated. Bob Cherry.
“Oh, my hatt"

“Yesi” grunted Coker.

“Fancy being responsible for our

-actions, when wyou're not evem respon-

sible for your ewn!” remarked Bob,

“Ha. ha, hal”

“T don't want any cheok!' hooted
Colter. “Are yvou zll in? Where's that
fat sweep Bonter 7

“(ione grubbing!” answered Nugent.

“The "young asa! Ha will lose the
trainl” growled Coker. *I suppose I've
got to seo that he doesn’t! I dnew I
should have a lot of trouble on my
hands with a crow like thist”

“You let up, Coker!” exclaimed
Fisher T. Fish, in glarm. “1 puess
yvou've nothing to butt in for, you jay "

But Coker of the Fifth was not Listen-
ing. He was hurrying away from the
train for Buntor.

“Good old Coker'™ chuckled  Bob
Cherry. “If he's going to make him-
gelf responsible for us he will have a
lot on his hands before we got to New

“Yes, rather I 2

“The ratherfulness 1s terrifio !

“The pesky gink " growled Fisher T.
Fish, greatly incensed by the interven-
tion of the dutiful ® and responsible
Coker., “Why on earth don’t this

=" -
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train start? Don’t trains ever start in
thiz one-horse country "

“Half 2 minute yet, dear man," said
Lord Mauleverer, looking at his watch.
. Thisty seconds had never seemed so

long to Fisher T. Fish  They ticked
away with extraordinary slowness.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob

Cherry suddenly,

“ Bunter—"

“Ha, ha, hal” 1

There was a scuffling and scrambling
and yelling on the platform. The car-
riage windows were blocked with grin-
ning faces.

Across  the platform came Billy
Bunter, with a bag of tarts in one hand,
and & eake in the other, and Coker's
powerful grip on the back of his collar.
- Coker was propelling him towards the
juniors’ carriage at top speed.

Fisher T. Fish's caleulations had been
well founded. Once in mghl'- of tuck,
Billy Bunter forgot time and space, and
undoubtedly would hava continued
where he sat till the ton ehillinge wera

ono—and the expresal Horaoao
oker's sense of duty had saved the
situation—for Bunter, if not for Fishy!

“Yarcoogh! Leggo! Oooocoooch!™
Bunter was roaring, as Coker propelled
him along,

g, B up there!” shouted a porter.

"Grﬂgt?f Oaoooch 1 e

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Fo it, CokerI” roared Bob, holding

the carriage door wide open. *“Here
you are, old bean! Chuck him in!”
“Yarooogh ! Whooop ! Leggo I”
spluttered Bunter.
!“UI'IF up T

“MNow then, stand back |

Slam, slam! went doors along the
train. But Coker reachod the carriage,
nuﬂ hurled Bunter bodily in.

ump !
“Ha, ha, ha™™ '
Coker, his duty done, raced along the
train and bolted inte his own carriage.
Doora slammes, a whistle shrieked, the
train moved. BEilly Bunter sprawléd on
the floor, gasping for breath, his face
buried in tarts. The paper bag had
Trae Mioxer Lmrany.—No. 1,003,
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fellows—— Oooooooch

- figure stood, with a sharp, thin

.money. As the Fishes, popper and
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burst as he fell, and Buonter had the
tartz all at once. There were a dozen
of them, dnd they clung lovingly 1o s
fat features. o

“Won by a neck!™ ch?el:lud_ Bch

erry. :
“Ha, ha, ha!*

“The . goldarned gink!” .E'i'i'ufle,d--

- Fishier T. Fish.

“{Frooogh!” Bunter sat up, breath-
leza and jammy and a_t.i-:l!-::?r. “ I say, you

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1'm Et-i.llﬂi ',_—"

“Theo stickiulness is terrific ! |

“That beast Coker dragged me along
by my neck!” roared Bunter. "I
never got my change for ten shillings!™

“Ha, ha, ia!"

“¥ou cackling beasts——". e

“You silly ass!” said Harry., “You'd
have lost the train but for Coker. You
qu%-i:l, to feel obliged to him—thouogh
wae've po cause to,” :

Y Beast 1" _

Bunter scrambled up, and sat mop-
ping his jammy featurés, It was quite
a long time beforé he felt sufficiently re-
covered to begin on the ¢ake. How-
ever, he began on it at last, and it was
finished to the last erumb by the time
E'IE Greyfriars party arrived at Charing

ross.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lost In London !

i HENG-CRAW 1" ;
a That announcement from a
porter, mmght have led =&
« traveller to supposa thal he
had arrived at e station in China.

Fortunately, the juniors could depend
upon their eyes, if not their ears, -in
this instance, and so they knew they had
arrived at Charing

“Cheng-craw—Cheng-craw [™

Harry Wharton & Co turned out of
tha train in the midst of a swarm of
pPRSSengers.

At a little distance, a tall, angular
ace,
casily recognizsable as that of Hiram K. .
Fish, the popper of Fisher T. Fish of

a RHemove. -

Mr. Fish was waiting for the party.

A genial smile overspread his bony
fﬁaturea a3 he came forward to greeb
them.

It wavered a little at the sight of
Billy Bunter, and the American gentle-
man gave his son a rather sharp look,

Fishy gave a slighl shrug of the
shoulders, to imply that he had had no
luck yet in the dropping of Bunter.

That little bit of byplay passed un-
noticed by the juniors—with the excep-
tion . of Bunter. DBunter had his .eyes,
and his spectacles, on the two Eiaﬁﬁs,.-
and he grinned,  He was quite -well

awaro of tho sentiments -of popper-and -

8O, L : _
_The addition of Bunter to the party

..was 8 sericus matter, from tho Rizhy . - iy

pomnt’ of ‘view. He was no nze for the

. picture that- the .Perfection -Byndicate - & 5
party .

wera poing._ fo take ‘when' tho )
arrived at Hollywopd. ' He was simply-.
& " passenger,’” and a . passenger °cost

som,

lived and moved and had' theif being in
money, it was serious,

Still, it was a long way from.London
to Liverpool, and there was every pro-
sﬁcct of strewing Bunter somewhere by
the way. And, after all the farther he
was from Greyiriars when he was
dropped,. the safer for the Fishes and
thair little schome.

S0 Hiram K. Fish's annoyvance was

Tue Micyer Lisnane.—No. 1,083,

only momentary, and ha greeted the
Greyfriara ‘party in a very genial way.

" Mighty glad to zee you; I guess!™ he
declared. “Had 8 good journey? 1
guess we lunch at my hotel. Ready,
what? Yep!? -_

Hiram X. Fish scldom- waited f{or
answera to his remarks,
waste of time, and time was dollars!
“I guess _[’fl see to your baggage,” he
said, . “Fisher, take your [riends

along.™

”'55.-9; popper.” s

“1 say, you fellows——-" W

“Come on, Bunter:; don’t get lost
again,” zaid Bob Cherry. “You don't
want Coker to chuck you into the hotel,
same as he did into the train

“But, I say——" 5

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's Coker!”
chuckled Bob, feeling in his coat-pocket
for an apple. : ' :

Coker & Co. were walking past in
lofty state. Coker certainly saw the

uniors; but, with all the dignity of a .
¢ It a point not

fifth Form man, he mad
to ses them. Going into the hotel with
a crowd of schoolboys was not at all in
accordance with Coker's ideas.  The

hotel people might take him for a .

schoolboy himself ! With' his nose in
tho air, his eyes directly before him,
Coker marched on regardless,

Bob, fortunately, had an apple in his
pocket. Equally fortunate, he was a
good shot.

Whiz!

The apple flew. ;
© Coker gave a sudden convulsive jump
E'IE'IE I].Iga hat flew from his head, knocked
o
to Coker.

“ My hat!” gasped Coker,

Ha plunged after his hat, Potter and
(Greene staring at him. The hat rolled
away, and came to & stop just in front
of a trolly laden high with luggage.
The porter who was wheeling tlgat
irolly, naturally, eould net see through
e stack of luggago as high as himsell,
and he did not know that a hat was in
the way till it erunched -

Crr-r-runch ! ?

Coker was a couple of scconds too

late. :
The trolly trundled on, and Cokex

icked up what was left of hiz hat, held-

it up, and gazed at it. It bore a distant
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That was a -

some invisible agency—invisible

taxi rolled away wit
~Bunter reclining gradofully inside it.

resemblance {o a concertina, but it was
scarcely recognisable as a hat, _
"Oh' crumbs ! said Coker blankly.,
“Ha, ha, hal? ' .
Coker- glared round at
P iiare did hat h
fere did you get that hat ™
“Bob. Charry. el j
“Ha, ha, hal" :
Coker began punching the hat into
something like .c:g_a ¢ again, - He had
not much luck witi‘lf it. The trolly “had
done serions damago, -
= *;:Whn kmﬁkgd niy hat off ?]’1' breathed
oker. _“Did you soa i B
Potter 1% ? b

“Haven't an i:_:]ea:,” answered Pottar,
“You silly ass! Did .
Greene I 3 : o T

“No, old chap!”
" “¥You burbling chump 1*

a4 group -:_l;_f

sang

" Qoker & Co. walked on, Coker still
DuﬂM?ﬂmmﬁ, to punch the hat ‘info’ a
respectable s '

nfpa.
1 zay, you fellows—>
“Bhut up, Bunter]®
‘:5"1-"“1?! w&mtu texi—" = -
r “Ondy five minutes’ walk,” snid Fisher .
F.“Flh‘.h. “Get a mova on & _
= Ii you think I'm going to walk,
1shy —— L
; ;1 !:mtla!"

isher 1. Fish was already going, and
the rest of the juniors went gwit[r? him.
Billy Bunter brought up the rear, grunt-
ng angrily. It might be only five
minutes’ walk to Hiram K. Fish’s hotel,
but William George Bunter had no de-

sire to walk for even five mingtes, -
Outside the station ho hooked hold of
IMishy's bony arm.
 Look here, Fishy-—"
: 0, you fat clam !
 UI'm taking a taxi—=——"
:‘Ta.im it, and be blowed!®
‘Oh, cheeso it, Bunter!"™ exclaimed
Johnny Bull.,” “What's the matter with

walking a few minute ;
slacker ¥ S W
%nurb from Bunter.
‘'m jolly well not going to walk.

I'm jolly well going to have a taxi. 1°
jolly wg]l——‘y R
A sudden %Innm camo into Fisher T,

Fish's eyes. Oneco more the transatlantio
juntor saw a chanca.

“This way then, Bunter,” he said. *I
guess you can have a taxi, and the other
guyaean walk with me.”

“They ean do what they jolly well
like; but Pm jolly well not gu{ng to
walk I snorted Bunter, -

Fisher T. Fish signed t6 a taxi, whish
drew up in the yard, and he pushed
Bunter ‘into it. The other follows stood
back out of the crowd, waiting for Fishy.

“Hotel Regina swater,”™ satd
Fisher T. Fish to the dr{vl':r.
“Yeos, gir.”

Bunter blinked out of the window.

“You may as well hop in, Fishy—=—"
. “I-guesa I'm hoofing 3£, .,

“FThen the hotel people will have fo -

. ~settle for ‘this faxi and put it down to
Coyan,

O sure !
Fisher T, Fish stepped haclk, and the

‘William Georgo

Fishy looked- after it with a grin as
“it vanished into the:traffiec.

ET]’IEH he rejoined Harry Wharton &

0. -

“Beat it," he' said cheerfully. It
ain’t five minutes” walk along the Strand
to the Burleigh.”

Harry Wharton glancad at him.

“Bunter’s taxi doesn’t seem to. be
going that wa ;”' he remarked. -

“Doesn’t it?" asked Fishy blandiy.

“No; it's headed to Trafalgar
Squars,™
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then,” said Fisher T. Fish carelessly.
“Ii he don't kmow his way I guess that
ain't eny funeral. Beat it!"-

The juniors beat it. :

As Bunter was in a taxi and the rest
of the party were walking, the Owl of
the Remove should certainly have
arrived first at the Hotel Burleigh.

But he was not there when Harry
Wharton & Co. arrived.

He was not there when Hiram K.
Fish came in. Ho was not there when
the party sat down to lunch.

- Ho was not thera when lunch was
Over. s

“What on earth’s become 6F Bunter?”
asked Harry Wharton, with a very
curious look at Fisher T. Fish.

Fisher T. Fish smiled. :

“1 sure wonder!" he remarked.”

“Begad! If that fat duffer is lost in
London somebody will have to root him
-nuﬁ‘,” said Lord Mauleverer.

Oh, he'll turn _up!” said Fisher T.
Fish. "“We're in London for two days,
and that's lots of time for him to find

round and look

Where Is Bunter ?

¢¢ s OLLY old London!"” remarked Bob
Cherry. '
London did not really look
very jolly. A fne sleot was fall-
ing, and the streets were wet and slushy.
But Bob was in exuberant spirits, as
usual, and prepared to derive satisfac-
tion from evervthing.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with his
codat-collar -turned up, a scarf wound
about hiz duszky neck, shiverad.

“*The coldfulness iz a little terrifie,”
he murmured.

“I guess it will be warmer in Noo
Yark,” said Fisher T. Fish, *“Wonder-
ful city ! Wonderful elimate !™

Harry Wharton & Co. had intended
to make up & party for the theatro that
ovening. But Bunter was still missing,
and tho juniors had agreed to waﬁ:
for him.

Fishy, who assuredly did not desire
Bunter to be found, raised no objection,

Angeles 7" sjaculated the Bounder.

“0Oh, perhaps! I—I guess we'll take
it in our stride,” stammered Fishy,

We're going all over the Btales, you
know.”

“May see something of the film fac-
tories if we get as far as Los Angeles,”
remarked ugent, “Hollywood 1s
there, ain’t it, Fishy " e an
: FLishEr T. Fish gave him & pitying

“Of course it's there, you jay!” he
answered. *“Ain't you wise to 1t that
Hollywood is a part of the city of Loa
Angoles?”

“I thoug :
abouts,” said Frank, laughing. Wa
don't get a lot of American gm%m]iﬁ
in the Remove, you know. |
Angaeles a big place?” i

*“Bi ?1 city in_ California,” an.
awnmg isher T. Fish. * Nearly s mil-
lion inhabitants. Bigger than 'Frisco.”

“*Frisco? JIs that the name of a
town 1" asked Bob innocently.

ht it was there or there-

£

us. "’ The walk of the juniors was not likely to  “San Francisco, you guy! I guess
“Doras ho know the name of the take them so far as Bayswater, where you're pgoing to learn a fow thinga
hotel 1" asked Bab. Bunter had been landed by the taxi. when you get across the pond,” said
Fisher T. Fish did Fisher T, Fish. “Loa
not reply. waa a little to wn
“Dash it all, we once; but the city

can't have him losi,”
said Johnny Bull.

“I guess he will be
all right! If ha don’t
find us, he will have
ta go hama | Borry to
lora him, of course;
but & galoot must look
after bimsell m this
world,” =zaid «Fisher
T. ;

Meanwhile, Bunter,
aftor a long drive in
tho taxi, had arrived
at the Hotel Regina
in Bayswater.

There he had the
pleasure of lsarning
that no gentleman of
the name of Fish was
staying at the hotel.
" He did not dismiss
the taxi. '

He would have dis-
missed it; but the
driver seemed to have

rown fond of ; s

unter, and refused to part with him,
Or else ho was anxious about his fare.

- Buntor, after a vain inguiry in the
Hotel Regina, rolled out again, his fat

faeo the picture of dismay, The taxi-

driver gave him an expressive look.-

“"Beast!” ejaculated Bunter.

The driver's look became still more
eXPIessIve. '

“What?" he ejaculated. )

“T mean that American beast,” said
Bunter hastily. “He must havoe given
you the name of the wrong hotel.”

The driver looked at Bunter,

Bunter looked at the driver,

Weither found much pleasure in the
contemplation. Bunter was wondering
dismally what was going to be done.
The toxi-driver was wondering fiercely
whethor he was going to ba done. [t
was guite an awkward situation, and it
really looked as if the astute Fishy had
gsuccceded in dropping the Owl of the
Remove at last.

Bunter’s face groew more and more
dismayed. The taxi-driver's face grow
more and more fierce. . The situation
wWis growing tense, :

“ Fishy's a beast I muttered Bunter,
“But he's not getting rid of me zo
casily.” .

There was a surprise in store for the

- American junior ! :
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a proverb, and it is exceptionally easy to drive and look after.
The production of a car of this quality at a low price is
one of the greatest engineering feats in the world.
brains and British ability in organisation have proved that
they have nothing to fear, in the matter of mass production
allied with real quality, from any other country on earth.
The attractive badge of the wonderful Morris-Cowley is
known and respected all over the globe.

Locking for o fellow in a city of millions
was 4 deal like looking for a needle
in a haystack, and though Fishy did
not wish them luck, he was willing to
let them have all the luck that might
come their way. It was not likely to
be much.

Fishy was not joining in that walk in
quest of Bunter. Ho preferred to re-
main in the hotel toasting his toes. Bug
all the others decided to go, even Lord
Mauleverer making the necessary effort.

“Begad! What a night 1 ejaculated
Lord Mauleverer, ' staring at the
weather, *1If poor old Bunter's wander-
tng about in this drizzle—"-"

“I ean’t understand his getting loat,”
said Wharton. '"You. told the taximan
the name of the hotel, Fishy 1

“Yap!” I

“He must -have made some mistake,
then."

“8Bural"

“We'll get along to the station,” said
Jnhnn:lf Bull. "Bunter may go back
there.’ ] .

“ Better keep in out of the eain, 1
calculate,” said Fisher T, Fish, b 1

uess 1 ain’t putting my nose outside.
Il take all the wa you want wher
we hit Loa Angeles, Lovely climate
there. It will make you L your
and.”

eyes, after your foggy old is

The genius of

its reliability has become

boundaries take in a
lot of other places
now—and Hollywood
and San Pedro amon
thom. I guess it wil
make you open your
PEE ers when vou see
ittle old Eos.™

“And it lives on
ﬁ]rllE?” .

“Hollywood doos
chiefly ; but Loz livea
as mueh on oil as any-
thr-:i:?jg else. Lots of oil
produced in that part
of Califormia. I guess
I’'il tell you ull.lﬂaut
it, if you'll sit round
this fire instead of
going out mooching
in  your rainy . old
rillago.*

But the juniors de-
cided tb go out
mooching in the
rainy old viiﬂgm and
_ thoy went. -

What had become of Bunter ~was
really & mystery. The juniors were
getting a little anxious sbout him.

Obviously, he did not know which
hotel Mr. Hiram K. Fish was abiding
in, or he would have arrived there.
The taxi-driver must have misunder-
stood Fishy—if Fiahir had given him
the right address. It seemed gible
that ?guntar might return to Charing
Cross, expecting to be looked for there.
And Wharton and Bob ﬂhﬂ? went to
that rendezvous. The other fellows, in
twos, took different directions.

*I can’t make this ouf,” Wharton re-
marked to Bob, when tfmy arrived at
the railway station. “I suppose Fishy
isn't playing any trick, is he?"

Bob Cherry grinned.

“He generally 13, 1n one way or
onother,” he answered. "But 1 don't
gee why he should now. He asked
Bunter to come.” ;

“He doesn’t scem to wand him,”

“Well no; but if he doesn’t want
him, why did he ask him? And why
doesn't he chuck him?"

“ Blessed if I know! But, anyhow,
it's rather too thick lu:aing him in Lon-
don, if that's what Fishy's done,” said
Harry. “I don't see hoy we can go

TaE Macker Lisrary.—No. 1,095
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on to Liverpool without
what's become of him.”

“Well, I supposa he knows his way
home,"” zaid Bob. “And we're bound
to go on to Liverpool when Mr. -Fish

es. He's booked our passage on the

uritania."

The two juniors proceeded to walk
through tho station and its environs—
rather an extensive task—in search of
some sign of Bunter. But it did not
seem that the Owl of the Remove had
returned there. Certainly, * Wharton
and Bob picked wup no trace of him.
But after about an Euur thoy ran rathey
unexpectedly into Coker.

Coker was alone.’ Potter and Greena
had gone to the pictures. IHorace
Coker bore down on the two jumiors
with a frowning braow.

knowing

“Seen anything of Bunter?” he
asked.

“No: looking for him now,"” answered
Harry.

" Better pget back to the hotel at
once.” . .

“Eh?”
“Getting deaf?” asked Coker un-
pleasantly. “Go back to the hotel.

I'm looking for Bunter. Not that it
matters what becomes of tho fat little
idiot, =0 far as that goes; but while
we're away [rom schooly I consider my-
self responsible for yon kids.™

“That's awlully kind of you,” said

b gravely. :

kind,”

“Too awlully
Wharton.

Coker looked at them suspiciously.

“Well, I'vo got cnough trouble on
my hands, with one young ass getting
lest,” he said., "1 don't want to have
to hunt Yor you kids, too. Go back at
oneo 1

“Dear old Coker!™ said DBob  affec-
tionately.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I've iold you to go back,” said
Coker. “I hope I'm not going to get
any of your fag check here in London,”

“You'ro going to get quite a lot of
it, if you don't mind your own busi-
ness, old bean,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

Coker breathed hard. It was vory
maritorious of Coker, no doubt, to feel
auch a strong sense of responsibility to-
wards the. Greyfriars. juniors. But
Coker received no gratitude for. this.
The herces of the Remove declined to
regard the greant Horace as being “in
loco parentis.” They simply regarded
him as a meddling ass. A differonce of
opinion like this was bound to lead to
trE‘ubln. e i
. “Are you going back? demandod
Coker. :

“ Mot guite,” smiled Wharton.

“Do you want me to walk you by
vour collar?” :

“Hardly."

“Well, that's what will happen if yvou
don’t start.” :

* Bow-wow !

Coker said no more. He reached
out to grasp the two juniors by their
ecollars, with the intention first of knoak.
their heads together as a just punish-
maent for their cheek: sccond, of walk-
ing them back to the hotel before they
got lost, )

That wes Coker's intention; but 1t
was not what happened. What hap-
penod was that Coker was grasped be-
fore hg eould grasp, and tgut 1@ sud-
denly found his legs flying from under
him, neatly hooked away.

Coker sat down.

“Oh ™ he gasped.

He st on the wet pavement, hardly
knowing how he had got there. Stay-
ing only to smite down Coker’s hat—a
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eoncurred

new hat—over his cars, the chums of
the Remove departed from the spot.
By the timea Horace Coker was on his
feet again they had wvanished in the
crowds. . And Coker's enraged 8
sought them in wvain., Coker of the
Fifth was left raging—Iin want of a vic-
tim for his wrath. And still more seri-
ously in want of another new hat. -

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Eilly—and a Little Bill |

IRAM K. FISH smiled.
Fisher T. Fish grinned.

il

In-the sitting-room of his suita

at the Hotel Burleigh the lean Ameri-
can gentloeman sat at  his ease, and
smoked a big, black cigar. He seemed
in_a good humour with ~ himself and
things generally. Bo did Fisher'I'. Fish.
Popper and son both seemed pleased
with things. Perhaps the continued
absence of William George Bunter had
Eﬂt:rtﬂ‘t.hing; to do with that.

Harry Wharton & Co. had come in,

rather damp, and cousiderably dis-
appointed.  They had seen nothing of
the missing Owl. . Coker & Co. had

come in; and they were equally ignor-
ant of what had become of Bunter.
Potter and Greene, as a matter of fact,
had not given him a thought; but
Coker, with his strong  sense of duty
and responsibility, had worried about it.

Lord Mauleverer suggested putting
the matter to the police. Whereat the
two Fishes smled and grinned.

“1 guess not,” esaid Mr. - Fish.
* MNothing's happened to the guy. How
could it? |1 caleulate he's gone home.”

“1 guezs he's changed his mind and
gone home, or gone back to school,”
gald Hisher 1. l%sh. " Bure ¥

“I'm quite sure he hasn't,” said
Harry., “It stands to reason that he
is still looking for us.”™
- "“That's a cert1” said Bob, ™ Bunter
doesn't- mean to bo left behind. He's
looking for us all over London.™

“The lockfulness iz an esteemed
cert,” sald Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the findfuloess is o boot on 5‘51&
other leg.™ 2

Whereat tha Fishea smiled and
grinned agam. They had no doubt
that Bunter was seeking the party, as
a matter of fact. But they doubted
whether he would find it. Which was
satisfuctory, from their point of view.

There was a kneck at the door just
as Mr. Fish was looking at his watgh,
and remarking that it wes bedtima for

- bBoys,

. I'he door opened,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™
Cherry. * Bunter!”

* Bunter I

*The Bunterfulness is terrifiol”

“Jumping catzs!” ejaculated Fisher
T, Figh, in dismay; and Hiram K. Fish
starod at tha fat fipure blinking:in at
the doorway blankly.

“Ja thizs Mr. Fish's suit?" asked the
Owl of the Removo. “0Oh!
hera? I sav, you fellows

“Bo you've turned upl” chuckled
Johnny Bull. “Whera have you been
all this time, fatty " :

Bunter rolled in.

“I'm hunqr:.rl“ he announced.

“You would bel” agreed Bob. | “But
whergq—""

“I'va had nothing to eat zince wo
pot out of the train,” said Bunter dis-

roared Bob

mally. “I'm famished.”

“But what—where—why—"

“You'd better go down and pay the
taxi, Tishy!” said the Owl of the
Hemove.

“Eh "

The hour was growing late. .

some - time,” went _ on

You'ra.

=na. =1

“1 think it's about six poun "
“\ha-a-at " B -
“You see, you fellows, Fishy made

2 mistake in telling tha man the name
of the hotel,” explained Bunter. - “The

man took me out to Bayswater.”

“Oh, my bat!" -

“I supposo it was a mistake, Fishy,”
said Bunter, fixing his eycs, and i';is
spectacles, on .Fisher T. FI:jl “If it
wasn't, of course, I shall leave this
party at once and go straight back to
Greyiriars. I shall go back by the next
train, as'I have something rather par-
tle_ﬁglia; to =a t-I]:?:_I Dr. Locke.™

isher T5 Fish gasped. Tk

“ It—it—I gucss it—it was & mistake 1"
he stuttered.  "“The—the “galoot must
have heard me wrong.™ ;

“In that case, I will overlock the
matter,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“Better go down and pay the man.
He's rather impaticnt. His temper's
been gpetting worse and worse for quito
a lang time.*

“But what—"" excluimed Wharton.

“You seo, there was only one thing
to be done, afterT got landed at the
wrong  hotel,” explained  Bunter.
“Luckily, I had kept the taxi. After
thinking the matter out 1 got in agein
and started looking for you fellows,
I've been in the taxi ever sinee.”

“Grreat pip 1"

“Going from one hotel to another,
you know, inquiring whether a Mr. Fish
was staying there,” sald Bunter calmly.
“It's Ton up an enormous bill on the
taxi. That couldn’t bo helped.”™

“The csteerned hill must ke terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It was gix pounds last time 1 looked
at it," eaid Bunter. “That was some
time ago.™

TJnmping Jerusalem ™ gasped Fisher
R i R

"The man has been getting . bad-
tempered, and, in fa excited, for
unter,.  ““Ho
secmed to be afraid that he wasn’t
g‘ﬂlng: to 1,q',;et his fare. I shouldn't
wonder if he kicks up o row if he isn't
paid at once and let go. He looked
rather tired, as well as cross.”

“I—=1—1 puess—" :

“Only, before you bother about him,
sce, nbout some grub for me,” said
Bunter. “I'm famished ! ;

¥ You—you—you—" stuttered Fisher
T. Fish.' ’ = :

‘Hiram K. Fizh gave the Owl of the
Remove a long, long look, and quietiv
quitted the room. Apparently he had
gone to -deal with- the taxi-driver. -

o looked quite palc when-he camo
back. ‘The taxi-man’s littla bill " had
vexed the economical soul of the
gentleman from New Yorlk, ; N

Fopper and son no longer looked
gi_!n.ﬁd:d with themselves and thin{f.

iram K. Fish had a gloomy look;
Fisher T. Fish's expression indicated
thot he hardly considered life worth
liviag. ] Lol

Bunter, however, was ecnjoving life
once more. He had missed some meals,
Now he was making up for them, and a
little over, '

The waiter who waited on Bunter at
supper regarded him with awed admira-
tion.

Bunter was the last of the party teo
go to bed that night. He erawled to
bed rather slowly and painfully. There
was na doubt that he was loaded far
beyond tha Plimsdil line,

When Fisher T. Fish zaid rood-night
to - his popper they qukeﬁ at one
another. - N1

“That fat eclam 183 some sticker,”
grunted Hiram K. Fish, 3

“He sure is!" agreed Fisher T. Fish,
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As Horace Coker walked along the deck sounds of merriment came to his ears. He looked round In surprise at the smiling

faces on all sides. Evidently, there was some jest on, and Coker wondered what it was.

notice that was pinned to the back of his jacket—** Not Required On The

“I had to hand that taxi guy thirty-
five dollars!” said Mr. Fish, with a
supprétsod groan. |

“(Gee-whiz!" said Fisher T. Fish.

“If only he wasn't able to “smll the
beans * 1" murmured Mr. Fish."

“But he sure could, pop.”

“1 guess the old guy at Greyfriars
would call 1t off if he got wise to it,"
said Mr. Fish. “We can't run any
risks. - But—we'va got to shake that fat
clam {* 3

“1 guess we'll shake him bofore Liver-
pool™

But Fishor Tarloton Fish went fo bed
feeling dubious. " Shakmmg ” Bunter
was not the easy task he had calculated
;1;1 wauig be. ere wad no doubt tha;
‘thea ¥ Euy wWas suspiclols now, A
on helfsg*uard- Really, it looked as if
William George Bunter was booked for
New Yeork—unless Fisher T. Fish went
to the length of dropping him over the
side of the Ruritania into tho Mersey.
And cven to save money Fishy was
hardly preparad to do that.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Left!

i FI!" said Bob Cherry.
0 Billy Bunter grinned.
Fuston dropped behind the
train.

Still & member of the Tish party,
William George Bunter settled comfort-
ahti into a corner scat, with a fat grin
on his face.

Being fully aware of the nefarious
designs of the Fiehes, popper and son,
Willinm George Bunter had been very
much on his guard. * Fisher ‘T, had had
no chance of losing him  in London
again. Indead, Fishy had been rather
anxious, while in London, to keep the
fat junior under His eye. Bunter had
drppped many. hints of chucking up the
trip, and going back to Greyiriars—with
something very particular to tell the
Head when he got thera. - Fidher 'T.
Fish was kept on tenterhooks.

- gtrew Bunter about somewhe

Until the party were foirly on  the
steamer there swas still time for Dr.
Lodke to recall them : and undoubtedly
he would have done so, had he learned
that the astute Mr. Fish had “ diddled *
him. 8o Fishy was anxious to kces sight
of Bunter now. Bunter lost, and look-
ing in vain for the party, was one
proposition.  Bunter lost, and heading
for Greyfriars, to “spill the beans," was
quite another. '

It wos a relief to Fishy, therefore, as
woll' as Bunter, when the whole party
wors safoely packed in the train for the
long run North.

On that long run Fishy hoped to
too far

from Greyfciars to “spill the beans.”
If Bunter was dropped, say, at Crowe,

there would be ample time {for the

party to got clear before he could reach

Grreyfriars and impart startling informa-
tion to the headmaster, Especially as
Bunter hadn’t any money! Travelling

without any money was certain to be a
slow process; and most  likely the
Ruritania would be well away to sea
long before the fat junior crawled at
last into Greyfriars—with belated infor-
mation for the Head.

Getting Bunter off the train at Crewe,
therefore, waos tho problem to the solu-
tion of which Fishy now set his sharp,
Transatlantic wits, e 1

Bunter, of course, would stick if he
could. But Fishy did not despair of
getting him unstuck. ;

The other fellows, by this time, had
soma idea of the perulinr state of affairs
between the unwelcome puest and his
unwilling hosts. Tt rather eéntertained
them; and it perplexed them a d
deal. The PBounder, however, had no
doubt on the subject. Smithy had
liewed aoll ealong that there was
“gomething  behind ® this "educational
tour” at Mr. Fish's expense; he was
sssured that Mr. Fish-was not the man
to part with one dollar unless two
dollars would come bpck in its place.
Somehow or other—the Bonnder could
not guess how—Mr. Fish was on the

He naturally eould not see the
Voyage ** I (See Chapter 10.)

make; and Bunter knew! The Fishes
coitld not afford to kick Bunter out, as
the wholo party now suspected that they
vearned to do.

‘It was 'a peéculiar and rather enter-
taining situation—a  battle of wits
between the sticker and the stickees, as
it were.

Bunter had scored, so far. He was
in the express for Liverpool, with all
arrangements made for his journey fo
Now York—arrangements that T
Fish still hoped to cancel.
T. Fish, though he still hoped—for as
the poet has said, hope springs eternal
in: tho human breast—could not help
guessing, reckoning, and caleulating,
that it would not be easy to get the fat
junior hooked out of that train before
the terminus was reached. ;
Mr. Fish smoked in the corridor;
Coker & Co. were by themselves farther
up the train. Fisher T. Fish was care-
ful to keep near Bunter, still thinking
out his blem. A glimmer came into
the little round eye: behind Bunter's
big spectacles, oceasionally, when he
glanced at Fisher T. Fish, :

Beaing quite well awaro of the problem
that corrugated Fishy's brows, Bunter
was_rather ontertained thereby.

When he was not grinning at Fishy's
worried brow Bunter oeoupied his time
341 perusal of a velume - ha had
bought at a bookstall befora leaving
London.,  This volume was entitled:
“How to Become a Film Actor.”

The other fellows, secing that volume
in Bunter’s fat hands, wondered what
interest he found in it. 8o far, they
wore gquite unawaro that their journey to
the United States had anything to do
with flms.

‘Bunter's hadn't, oz & matter of fact;
but Bunter bhad made up his fat mind
that it had. :

The Fishes, popper and s=on, might

uess, caleulate, reckon, and apine, that

unter was no use on the films. Bunter
Loow better.

Ha had no doubt that when he arrived

: {Continued on pagé 16.) =
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{Uontinued from page 13.)

at Loz Angeles and butted into the
studio at Hollywood, his value would be
understood and recognised by the peopla
there, and that they would be thankiul
that he had come.

- He foundrencouragement for this view
1in tho volnme he was porusi
M'rue, it was stated that
hghts of the studio-were trying for-even

strong eyes, and particularly’ damaging
: nd that might have g'fvan'

to weak eyes, a
Bunter pause. But Bunter.had s way of
passing over things that ho did not want
to beliove. Besi in “Los" lots of
the pictures were taken in the open air,
g0 that would be all right,

Far the rest, the book was distinetly
encouraging, It statod that good looks,
& commandmg prospnos, an air of dis-
tinction, an engaging manner, all
coun or success on the screem.
Bunter was happily in possession of
these gqualifications. Looking round the
party, he gould not help rt':gaaling that,
80 [ar as these qualifcations went, he
was the best equipped of the lot.

3o, in spite o }-ﬂﬁ derogatory opinions
of the Fishes, Bunter bad little doubt of

a sweeping sucoess, whon onco ho got his -

chance. :

In hizs mind’s ayve, Bunter could see
himself the star of th@ cinema, the big
noize - of Hollywood; he could- see
directors falling over one another in
their caogerness to socure his services,
and dollars rolling in like the flood-tide.
It was a happy, indeed beatific wision
that Bunter saw in his mind's eye. The
probability was that he never would sec
1t with any other eye.

“1 say, you fellows, do wo stop nt
Crowe 7" asked Buonter, laying down
that encouraging volume at last.

“Yes," answered Harry Wharton.

“Long enough for a fellow to get out
and stretch hiz légs 7" asked the Owl of
the Remove, with his ayves glimmering
at Fisher T. Fish.

He observed Fishy draw a quick
breath. *

“Yep!" sald Fishy at once, befors
Wharton could answer., *“Lots of time
for that, T ruess.® :

“Only five minutes, I heliove,” said
Wharton,

“1 guezs I'll ask
sure,” said Fisher T.
out into the corridor.

Ho camo back as the train was
aﬂpmae-hmg Crewoa.

“Fifteen minutes, Bunter, if
A trot.,” ho said.

“0Oh. good!" said Buntar.

“Don't got left behind, fatty,” said
Bob GE:Errf'. “"“Why can't you stretch
your silly legs in the corridor "

“Well, a quarter of an hour is long
enourh for a walk up and down the plat-
form, vou know.” said Bunter,

“You know what you are 1 ‘said Baob.

opper and make
ith; and ha went

you want

“If you get left behind you'll be
stranded. We go straight on the steamer
at Liverpool.’ ‘e .

“That’s all right,” said Bunter -
cheerily. “1 shan't be left behind if
thare's Gfteen minutes’ stop. I'll trot
round for ten minutes.”- ;
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another as the train

Fiche
cotridor.® s
; I:ED could scarcely believe in his good
uck.

For hours he had beon dogitating on
that very problem—how to hook Bunter
owt of the train and strand him at
Crewe. Utterly unexpectedly, the fat
junior was playing into his hands.

The train stopped for five minutes. If

T, Figh winked out into the

‘Bunter took a stroll for ten minutes the

trick was done, Mr. Fish was in chargae
of the tickets of the whole rty.
Bunter would be-left behind—without 3
ticket, and without any money in his
pockets. Ticketless and moneylesa, he
could not follow on,

Fisher T. Fish found it hard to con:
ceal his excitement when the train
slowed down at Crewns.

Billy Bunter rose from his scat and
yawned. A

Ho rolled out into the corridor, and:

Fishy's eyes. gleamed after him.:
' o fat junior opened a door and

stepped. down - to- the platform. In .a
momant disappeared among the!
orowd there.

Hiram K. Fizh glanced at his son,
who stood looking out of the compart-
ment into the corridor, grinning.

Hiram K. Fish grinned—Fisher T,
Fish grinned back. g

Both looked at their watches,

_ The minutes ticked by with exasperat-
ing slowness. Orne—two—threa—four—
and Bunter did not return.

The fifth minute seemed andless.

iy t ass Bunter will lose the train,
a.ftcml,” said Bob Cherry. :

“The losefulness will ba terrific,” ro-
‘marked Hurree Jamset Ram gingh,

looking at his watch,

“I'm sure it's only five minutes’ stop,”
gard tho captain of the Remove. “I'm
sure. you got it wrong, Fishy.”

“Think so?” smiled Fisher.T. Fish.

egad, you know, it’s rough on
Bunter,"” - said  Lord uleverer.
“Hadn't you fellows better give him

a shout?"
“Dh, don't worry!” sald Fisher T.
nter will be all

Fish hastily,
right."”

Bob Cherry went out into the corridor.
He leaned from a window and scanned
the platform. "

There were plonty of people about,
and 1t was not easy to pick out any par-
ticular person on the extensive platform,

Mothing was to bo eeen of Eun’mr.

The train gave a jerk. i
_ “Hallo, halle, hallol We're start-
ing!" exclaimed Bob. 3

“The esteemed Bunter will be left
behindfully.” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “He will be terrifically in-
furiatad.™ i s

The fifth minute had elapsed. The
train was in motion. Billy Bunter was
still conspicnons by his absence.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
_ lided out of Crewe
and resumed its northward journey.

“It was only

five minutes’ stop, after

all, Fishy,” said the captain of the

Hemove, very quietly. .

“T guess 50, assented Fishy. *I sure
reckoned 1t was fGfteen, and =0 did
Bunter ! Looks as if we'll lose him."™

A@ Fishy whistled cheerily.

“You wero pulling his leg, Fishe,”
said Bab Cherry. " You jolly well knew
it wasn't fifteon minntes’ stop.” ;

Fisher T. IFish winked into space.

“You don’t say 1" he ejaculated.

““Well, it's rather rotten,” said Tob
gruﬂlf." “If you didn't want Bunter
FOU— .

“How could any galoot want
Bunter 7" inquired Fisher T. Fish.

_ “Waell, you could have left him behind
1t you'd liked, ¥ =oppose,” =aid Bob

‘warmly,  *It's 'rather thick to land him

at Crowe all on his own, and I'm prefty
certain he's got no money in his pocket,
He may not be able to follow us on to
Liverpool—" A

* Dear me | sald Fisher T. Fish.

“And he will have a lot of trouble
getting back to Greyfriars,” eaid Bob.

“Go hont”

Fisher T..Fish strolled away along the
corridor, whistling. Tho troukles of
William George Biluntnr did not stem
to worry him vory doeply. .

The train ran on, audyarrh'ud at the
terminus at last, Iarry Wharton & Co.
alighted. in ths eity of innumerable
docks. Mr. Fish, with a lurking =mila
on his lean vizage, shepherded his party,
and appeared to notice for the first tima
that Bunter was absent. :

“Hallo! Is that fat guy still on the
train?" asked Mr. Fish. :

“Heo pot off at Crowe,"” said Bob, -

3 1s he left behind, then ™

Gea-whiz |
“T'm afraid =o0." ; hod
A ¥
That'a all

- ""Too bad,” said Mr. Fish.
else. left behind, I hopo?
right. I dare say the puy will get homa
sale, 1 puesgs—® s
*F say, you fellows 1" .
Mr. Fish jumped. Fisher T. Figh
almost bounded, There was a gasp from
Harry Wharton & Co. :
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™
% E!.'I'Eltl}l' e - - J
“Tha esteemed and idiotic Bunter !
“Why, what—what—what—" stut-
tered Mr. Fish, staring blankly at the
grinning Owl of the Remaove.
“Geo-whiz 1 gasped Fisher T. Fish.
“1 say, you fellows, vou didnt think
I was left behind, did wyou?™ asked
Bunter affably. .
“We jolly well did 1™
l.l Hﬂl -hg‘ h’B l!)
“How did you get hera, you mug-
wump " roarod Fisher T. Fizgh,
“Eh? Oh, on the train, of courss ™.
“But you got off tha trainl” howled
Fishy. :
“He, ‘he, het

-

I got on u;;v;ain, you

“ You—yon u pot on againi®”

gasped Fisher T. Fish.

“Of course. Yon sce, I knew youn were
mistaken about ' that fifteen minutes
stop at Crewe,” explained Bunter
calmly. “I just walked down the train
and got on again. I found a seat in
anu?t.har earriage, so I just stayed there,
m B¥

*Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Bob Cherry.

Fisher T. Fish was at a loss for words.
Obvicusly the fat junior had been
““wige " to his trickery all along, and
had cheerfully pulled his Transatlantic
leg, leaving him in the belief that he
had dropped the Owl of the Remave at
Crowe—till the arrival in Liverpool. At
the end of the journey, Bunter had
cheerily turned up agam. .

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. A
it was quite clear by this time that
popper and son both wanted to leave
Bunter behind, they wondered what
would happen now—it was their last
chance. .

Hiram E. Fish stood silent,
He was thinking hard.

vy the way, wo might send o tele-
ram to Gruyf'rinrs from here,” said
unter, Eurl_mpa by way of helping Mr.
Fish with his reflections. * What about
a farewell telegram to the Head? Lots

[ 3

wof time for you 'follows to gebt a wire

back from. the Head, you know, before
we sail.”

He grinned cheerily.

That settled it.

The full significance of Bunter's re-
mark might be lost on the juniors, but it
was not lost on Hiram K. Fish.

He swallowed the pill, as it were,

“Thiz way-1"" he grunted.
© Billy Bunter had won |
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When the Ruritania glided out of the
Mersey, William George Bunter was o
passenger on board that majestic craft,
booked for New York—and Hollywood !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Required on the Voyage!

i HERRY I _
d "“"Hullo, hallo, hallal™-

“Don’t  shout at mel”
: snapped Coker. ™ Take this
hruzh and rush down my coat!

Sharp 1" =

The Ruritania was throbbing in the
Irish Sea, the Calf of Man disappearing
in the distance.

Coker was cross.

Bome carcless handler of bng‘g‘aﬁa, un-
aware of the importance of Horace
Colker, had hiffed a box on the back of
the great man of the Greyfriars Fifth.
The box must have beean standing some-
whera where there was mud, to judge
by -tha result to Coker's coat. There
was mud on Coker's coat, and Coker was
cross. Hence his command to Bob
Cherry.

Coker had taken it upon himself to
keep a fatherly oye on the juniors, and
felt the responsibility heavy wpon him,
no doubt he felt that he was entitled to
their serviees. At Greyfriars, Coker had
always regarded it as utter rot that the
Fifth Form were not allowed fags like
the Bixth. Bob, certainly. would have
had no objectibn to brushing down
Coker's cont, had ho been asked civilly.
But Coker, of course, had no civility
to waste on & Lower Fourth fag. It was
for Coker to order, and for lesser
mortals to ohey—according to Coker.

Baob Cherry, at the moment, had a
glip of paper in his hand. It was a
label, bearing . the ]E_gen& “NOT
REQUIRED ON THE VOYAGE.” It
had been stuck—inse¢urely—on some-
body's trunk, and e¢vidently had fallen
off. Bob had picked it up with the in.
tention of handing it to a steward. Then
Coker happened.

“Do you hear mef” rapped out
Coker crossly. “My ecoat's smothered
with mud by some clumsy ass. Brush it
down |

.Bob Cherry was about to suggest that
Coker of the Fifth should go and cat

PREPARING THOSE “SHIRT-FRONTS!”

The wickets in Australia on which England’s Test Cricketers
have bheen playing want some understanding—and preparing.

core

i%';‘ﬁd

I course, you have heard that
O they call the cricket pitches on
which Test matches are played
in  Australia *shirt- fronts.’
They are alse ecalled other names—by
the bowlers who try to get batsmen out
on them, but we ne not go into
details concerning these other names.
The *shirt-front™ 1a & most appro-
priate name for them, because they
shine like the front of jyour own—or
pur father's—shirt-front when it comes
ck from the laundry. Let me now
tall vou how these shirt-front wickets of
Australia are prepared.

lot of art in the preparation of
an Australian Test match pitch.
Grass will grow—quickly—at
Sydney or Melbourne if water is poured

THERE iz o bit of naturse and a

Read what our cricket expert has

H. L. HENDREY, n snuh:l__ht and & clewer bowler.

T

to say on this subject.

on the ground plentifully.  The
first stop in preparing & Test match
pitch is to cut tha grass very short.
Then the piteh is literally flooded
with water. When this has all but
dried, and the ground is still moist,
a roller weighing several hundred-
weights i3 used for balf an hour or
zo. Then another sprinkling of
water, and then a two:ton roller,

NDER this sort of  treat
ment the sub-soil under the
typical Australian wicket

] not only gets the glaze
which makes the title of *'shirt-
front ' appropriate, but it also
takes on the hardncss and the eon-
sistency of concrete, and in ordin-
ary eircumstabees 13 tho sort of
swicket to break the heart of the
bowler.  Oceasionally, however,
even under. Austraban weather
conditions, thesa pitches are con-
verted into perfect brutes from
the batsman’a point of view. If
rain  comes, en the - sunshine
which follows makes the pitch more
like a pudding than either a shirt-
front of concrete, and woe betide
the batsmen who have to face
bowlers who can use the “pud-
ing."”

IS is how Jack Hobbs, whe
knows as much about batting as
any man living, described to the
writer an Australian pitch after

rain and when the sun is shimng:

“You haven't the faintest idea how a

ball will go. One whizzes past your left

enr, and one whizzes past your right
ear, and eventually you are very thank-
ful if vou get away from the wicket
with nli( our limbs still intact.” Rain
and sunshine on an Australian wicket
makes the sort of pitch oo which an

Australisn team was once turned out

for 42—in 1887—and on_which an Eng-

land side mado only 45 in 1B86. Bat
these aro “freak ™ pitches which only
happen in Australia once in o season at

most. And, %::.ncrully speaking, a

Australian pitch is good for a couple

“H.-L.” has a nickname which

i

coke. But another idea eame into his
mind, and ha smiled and nodded. ...

“To hear 1s to obey!™ he remmarked
pleasantly. s

“Don't ba a young aszs, and don’t kecp
ma waiting,” grunted Coker. 1

Bob took the brush.

“Tarp round 1" he said.

Horaee Coker turned round.

Bob Cherry, with rather surprising
ohedience and doecility, proceeded- to
brush down the broad back of Horace
Coker. : iy

Coker was awara of that, but he was
not awara that the Removite was also
hooking a slip of paper on his back
with the aid of several pims. :

By the timo Coker's coat had been
ecarefully brushed, and every speck of
mud réemoved, the slip was safely fized
acrosa. Coker's broad shoulders behind
him, nicely placed to ecatch the general
aya.

‘;Dun’t bo too long about it!" growled

er. .

“ Finished, ofd baan 1™ said Bob.,

“Don’t call me familiar namea,
Cherry! [ want you to understand,

(Continued on next page.)
L N B N W W W

of thousand runs without it shmﬁngltﬁﬂ
least signs of wear and tear.

ANY of the Australian
M cricketers have association

with the homeland, and one of

them - 13 Hunter Laurie
Hendry. He 13 the son of William
Hendry, who at one time was associated
with the Queen’s” Park [Football Club
at Glaspow, and his uncle played for
Scotland at the Rugby game yeurs ago,
Wb
iven to him on account of the way he
walka, to tho wicket—the “Stork.” He
has claims to be considered as one of
the-hest all-rounders Austraiia has pro-
duced. Ha ecan not only bat—having
made as many as 325 10 apn IDDINEsS—
and bow! a good medium pace ball, but
after Jack (Gregory is ~onsidered one of
the hest slip-fialders Australia has pro-

duced in modern times.

HERE have often been ocalls
T for A. A. Mailey, thu Auatra:
ligzn, to come h-:_lc!ﬂ to play for
Australia in the present series
of games. But Mailey could not conia
hmﬁ for this reason: That before the
start of the Testa he had entered into
a econtract to write about the pames and
draw pictures concerning the games for
some newspapers tn Australin, and it is
a condition of playing for either Eng-
land or Australia that the  players
taking part in the games shall not write
for newspapers about the contests whils
they are in progress. By the waywy,
Mailey holda a record for Test matches,
for ha iz the only player who has talken
nine wickets in &n innings in a match
between England and Auvstralias. Mailey
did this at AMelbourne in 1521.

——— s

VERYDBODY thinks of Jack
Hohbs as a batsman for opening
the innings, and as a brilliant

. fieldor at cover-point, . Bub

maybe you do not know that Jack
Hobbs once started the bowling for
England in a Test march. Thiz was
against the South Africans at Johan-
nesburg in 1910. It may be.added that
Jack savs ho was very soon taken off,

Tee Maicwer Lispary.—No. 1,093
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once and for all, that I don't want any
familiarity from fogs on this steamer.”
- Dear old Coker 1" said Bob. ™ Herce's
‘vour brush ™ R :
_Bob returned the brpsh, apparently
under the delusion, for the moment, that
1t ‘was a -coricket ball, and that Coker's
features wors the wicket,

Crazh ! Lo

There. was a roar from Coker of the
TFifth as the brush landed.

E
L

© “Oh! Owl You—" g,
. Bob Gharrg; lIaft the spot hurriad]tg.
Coker had becn eross to begin with,

and now he was undoubtedly crosser.

The junior promptly.vanished into parts
- 'unknown. % " Ry
_ Coker of the Fifth, rushing aftor him
‘blind with rage, collided with a stout
passenger on the steps, and they rolled
down again togother. The stout .
ger sat up gasping, and he looked so
annoyed that Coker decided not to stay
and ask him whether he was hiirt.
Begides, the question. really would have
been suporfiuous. :

Coker asconded® to  the promenade
deck, oxpecting to find Potter and
f{zreene there. But Potter and Groona
had gone to.their .state-room. There
were plenty of people about, however:
the Ruritanin carried some-hundreds of
passengers.  Almost all of them looked

ﬂ.‘ft-ﬁl‘_ ‘oker as he el
_Bmiling’ foces regarded Coker on all
gides. Mo —

. Now, Horace Coker was,.in his own
opinign, at least, a commanding sort of
follow, and well worth a secon
But passengers were giving him not only
a sccond glance, but & third and a
Tourth and a fifth.  Sounds of merriment
came to Coker's ears,

He Lﬁlnucad' round.

 Smiling faces were to bo seen on all

sides, laughing faces—{winkling cyes.
Evidently there was some jest toward.
Coker wondered what it was,

To his surprize, he could discern
nothing that could explain this general
outburst of hilarity. :

The Ruritania steamed on  her
majestio way through the billowing
waters of the Irish Bea. Stewards

hurried to and fro. Passengers clustered .

here-and there. The cogines throbbed.

Coker looked this way and that way,

like Moses of old; but he saw nothing

ont of the common. Yet it was evident.

that something or other, unknown to
Coker, was causing general merriment.
He 'svas puzzled.
“He, he, hat”
Coker stared round at Billy Buntor.

That [at youth had evidently caught the -

genoral infection, his fat cachihnation
told as mnch. 17 ' :
“Bunter—"
“"Heo, he, he!™
“What aro you cackling at, you fat
::rl_'mn:LEE3 ass?" asked the mystified Coker.
“He, he, ho!™

Coker made a stride towards him,
with thunder in his brow, and Bunter
retreated, still cackiing.

“Begad 1™ It was !ﬁrd Mauloverer's
voipe. Mauly was reclining graccfully
in & deck chair, and he grinned as his
ayes [ollowed Coker of the Fifth. * Oh,
]:JE{I! Ha, ha, ha 1™

ker spun round towards him.
- “"Hadn't you better
hold #"' asked Lord Mauleverer.

“Wha-a-at?"

*That's whero ‘the things
nob required on the voyage,
Manlpgverer, '

Coker glared at him and turned away
in disdain. There was a ripple of laugh-
ter along the deck, and Coker's rugged
g e him that b

an o 'dawn upon him that he

J'HE Macxer Lierary.—No. 1,085,

éxplainod

glance. :

get down into the-

that are:

was the centre of this inexplicablo
maearriment. d
He withdrew to a secluded spot and
took a little pocket-mirror from his
pocket and regarded his face therein,
with the idea that there might be a
irpliit on his nose, or something of that
ind.

But his face in the looking-glass pre-

- sented its customury aspect. ore was
-mo smut on_his nose, and nothing clse
amiss 30 far as Coker could see. Natur-
ally, he had no view of his back, and
did not know- that a label was affized
tf:fr_&ra announcing that he was not “Fe-
quired on the voyage. '

;‘EIF, ha, hal’l'.

hey were laughi now=—actuall
'Inughi};‘]g out loud !Eilﬂnﬁd it was unmis{
‘takable—though incredible—that they
were laughing at Coker! The rugged
facé of.Coker of the Fifth grow redder
and redder,

Thera was no doubt about it. Eyes
followed Goker wherever hoe moved, and
a ripple of merriment follawad him like
the white wake following the steamer.

Coker breathed hard and deep. Some-
thing was up, though he.could not begin
to imsgine what it was,

With a red face and a frowning brow,
Coker paced the deck, wondering what
on earth was makiog all these silly asses
cackle. ? . i

He was glad to see Potter and Greeno
when they came up at last. Potter and
Greenc came towards him, and Coker
glared at them suspiciously, expectin
to- see their faces breaking into smiles,
like all the other faces in the offing.
'ﬂu? they did not smile. As they wers
facing Coker they could not see his back.

“¥ou fellows might have come up
befora!” grunted Coker.

“Looking after the baggage, old
hm}:” gni P:i::tteri ;‘What‘? the row?"”

“No row that I know of!” sna
Coker. bped

“You look a bit savage.'"

“Like s bear with a sore head!” re-
marked Greene.

“Don’t be an ass, Potter! Don't bo
a chump, Greena!”
“Hem1"

_ Potter and Greene glanced about them
insomo surprisa. Tho hilarious stato of
about fifty people dawned on them, also
the fact that Coker was the centre of
attraction. '

“Look hers,’* said Coker in a low
voice. “There’s something up! Every
silly owl on the deek is grinning at
ma [ll
“Yooks like it,” said Potter.

“Is there anything wrong with my
face?" asked Coker.

“"Not more than usual.”

' What '

“T—I mean—"

“There's some sort of a fool joke on,*
said Coker. “Every silly chump gring
or cackles when I pass him. What does
it mean

“Must be your features,” said Greene
thoughtfully. “We'=e used to them nat
Greyiriars, you know; but strangers
Er'a"'_"-'lj 5

William Greene stepped back hastily.
Coker was clonching his fista.

*1 didn't ask you for idiotic jokes!"
said Coker in g suopressed wvoice. I
wint to know what's up. There must

bo something 1"

* “Parhaps #'s the way vou're glar-
ing,” supgosted Potter. *“Yom look ss
if you'd like to bite somebody !
“Ton't bo a silly owlt"
“Hem ™ :
- Potter and Greene were puzzled.
* They hardly thought that it really could
" be Coker's Features that were sebting
- the promenade deck in a ripple. Those

features were, perhaps, remarkable in

their way. But they were not so ro-
markable as all that.

. Coker glared at them and ewung

away.
en all of & sudden Polter and

Greene discerned the cause of the
hilarity—and, unfortunately, joined in
1t.

“¥a, ha, ha!" roared Potter.

. “Ha; ha, ha!” yelled Greene.

Horace Coker swung back, his face
in & blaze of wrath.
- M Why, you—you—yon—" he gasped.
“You're at it now! You cackling

dummies, what do you mean? Do you

want me t%’lmw up the deck with you?
My hat! 1 jolly well—=""

"Oh erumbsi” gasped Potter. “It’s
on your back——""

“On your back!” gurgled Greone.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

On back!" repeated Coker
blankly. =~ “"What's on my back, you
burbling dahbcrwackﬁ?”

“Ha, hka, ha!"

“Bomething on my back?™

“Ha, ha! Yes! Ha, ha!"

Coker groped wildly round his back.
A label came off in his band, and fe
held it up and stared at if. -

“NOT REQUIRED ON THE
- VOYAGE™

That was the legend that met Coker's
infuriated eye.

T My—my—my hat!" gasped Coker.

*Hap, ha, ha!”

“You c.auliling, burbling chumps——""

“Ha, ha, ha!

“That—that—that
Cherry—"

*“*Ha, ha, ha!"” |

“He must have stuck this on when
I told him to brush my coat—""

“Hm, ba, ha!"

Will you stop cackling?®
Coker.

'y H]'I., hﬂ., hﬂ- !n

Coker mude & sudden clutch at Potter
and Greene. Before they knew what
was hnEpanmg he had grasped them.

Crack!

The heads of George Potter and
William Greone came together with a
resounding concussion. ere was &
simultaneous roar. -They stopped
cackling. : -

“Yaroooch!" -

Then Horace Coker rushed below in
search of Bob Cherry and vengeance,
leaving the deck in a roar behind him.

VOUNg villain

roarcd

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Jammy !

i ALLO, hallo, halla!™

H * Gerrout ™ .

T Busy ' chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Yes! Gerrout!”

Billy Bunter looked busy. Ile was
seated in the state-room, with o large

spoon in his hand, o jar of jam between
his knees, a smear of jam on his face,
and a sticky and happy expression—
which changed o suspicion as Bob
Cherry looked in.

“You look it!" grinned Bob. *Don’t
%{} that jam all over my things, Bunty.

o'ro charing this room. T hope you've
left vour snore at Greviriars!"

“Oh, really, Cherryt! I expected a

“eabin to myself, of course,’ said Bunter.

“T shall jolly well spoak to Fishy about
this! Look here, you bunk: you're not
bagging any of this jam. If you wank
any you can po and got it off the
steward, same as I did1 See? I've only

got three pounds.” :
Bob Therry chuckled. e had not
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“ You stuck that label on my back, you cheeky fag ! ** yelled Coker, as he made a rush at Bob Cherry. Bob jumped
actively out of the way, and Coker plunged past him full-tilt into Bunter. Crash ! The two sprawled on the floor of the

cabin, and Bunter gurgled as jam went down the wrong way.

“* Gooooch ! Qooooch ! ** spluttered the Owl.

“T'm

c-¢-choking ! Yoooooeoch ! (See Chapter 11.)

come to the state-room for Bunter’s jam,
but to nnpack a bag DBunter, however,
with his fat thoughts concentrated on
that luscious comestible, was suspicious.
He dug the spoon into the jar, loaded
it with jam, and conveyed it to  his
capacious mouth, hiz little . round eyes
blinking at Bob over it. Eﬂdmﬂg he
was uneasy lest an attempt should be
made on the jam.

“ All serene, fatty!™ said Bob. “Iuk
go casy on jte——-:" ;

“Shan’t! I tell you if you want any
vou can go and get it off the steward.
You can got emything you like on an
Atlantic liner if you like to pay for it."

“ Fathead! Go easy on it, or you'll
he in troubls present {l Three pounds
of jam izn't & good thing to start an
Atlantic vovage on. And I saw you
loading up chocolates and “toffec and a
cake—"" . T

“0h, that’s all right !’ said Bumnter.
“1I'm a - good sailor: - You remember

. what I waglike that-day on tho:Chantiel,
“when all you-fellows wera ‘gsiek.’’ &
-] rgmremmber you Avere-on-your ‘beam-

-ends;, groaning -fike a ‘steamer's siren

Cout of order '
i ],?I'Eﬂﬁt"j" , ; , ; B
Bunter continued his frontal rattack

- von the jam: - Bo-far the Irish Hea had

' not worried Buntor—and:-Bunter never
. met troubles half-way. - If ho was going
to be seasick; he might as well-have a
good innings while ho had a chance;
besides, ho wasn't going to be seasick.
Anvhow, he was going to demolish the
jam to the last scrave at tho bottom of
the jar. Whatever else was uncertain,
that at least was certain,

A deep voiee was heard in the alley-
way without.

“Whera is he?

villain Cherry?” Where's that young

1 :F] aring inte Bob's roomn.

‘that, will’

that’s to begin with1" -

“0Oh, my bhat " murmured Bob.

The voice of Horace Coker was heard
up and down-and round about. It was
not a soft or-gentle voice at the besk of
times, . When Coker was wrathy; it was
like. unto the celebrated Bull of Bashan
of olden time. Hé was wrathy now.

“My osteemed Coker—=""  came
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh's voice.
“Where's Cherry? Which is  his
cabin 7 :
-“My cesteemed and - preposterous
Coker—"

“I've gob it from the stoward phat
you're all alovg here I roared Coker.
“Cherry's ~in  one of the rooms!
Which 7" ; .

“The whichfulness is terrific.”™

“Run away and play, Coker!"” called
out Harry Wharton, from another state-

room..  “You're mnet requived .on-:the
voyage, you know,” ;
‘ Pﬂ ha, ha!™ :
“0h, hera wvou aral” roared Coker,

“You cheeky
ittle sweep, you stuck a label -on my
baek! -NWNow. I'm going o s_:ua‘sh_];;_uu,
sod 7 T'm going fo give you a thrashing
%nst you “till ‘we get to New
York] and- teach -you - manners. - And

__Coker - roshed . on Bob: Cherry and
smote. The state-room was not large,
and two bunks took up n' considerable
part of what space.there was, not to
mention. the bdggapge. Cherry
lowered his head as Coker rushed on
him, and butted. Coker did not see it
coming. Coker seldom saw anything
coming. While his smiting hands sawed
the air, tho top of Bob's head impinged
on Coler’s waistcoat with & powerful
impact. Coker plunged helplessly for-
ward, sprawling over ob,  who

wriggled actively out of the way, and

felling headlong on Bunter, who had
na time to get out of the way.

There was a gaspizg howl from Billy
Buntér,

Bunter had just filled his capacious
mouth with jam. A mouthful of jam,
allowed to slide pleasantly down the
gullet, was grateful and comforting.
But & mouthful of jam going down the
wrong way, owing to o Filth-Form man
falling on Bunter, was neither grateful
nor comforting—it was frightfully un-
pleaszant. : :

“ Qoooocosnooooocooaoch 1
. Bunter choked and: gurgled.

5 M;anmnﬁdnﬂ{fhk!” =
" mpas oker, "UOwl A
hat! T'll smash him——" 3
“Gooooch 1" spluttered Bunter, in
anguish.  “Gerroff] Goooch! I'm
" chook-choek-choking—yoooooo y ¥

. Coker got off, leaving Bunter sprawl-
.mgl:-’ and gurgling. He spup rouvnd on
‘Bob ‘Cherry. By -that time, However,
All the' Famous Five were on the spot.
-If Coker was hunting trouble, the cheery
chumsrof the Bemove wero' prepared to
give- him all he wanted; and a“littlo
aver. - . e
s ~Fiva pairs of  hands collared ‘Horace
LCokery send he resumed o horizontal
.attitudeon: tl}f}: fAoor.  This tima ho 'd}i‘d
not; get ap etting up-was out of the
quastion,.-with Jnﬁﬁruygﬂull-ﬁtting on
his chest, Frank Nugent standing:on his
legs, Hurree Jamset Ram Einghﬁmldihg
his.-ears, and Wharton and Bob Cherry
grasping an arm each. Once more it
was borno in upon the powerful brain
of Horace Coker that he had bitten off

& larger . allowance than he could
masticate, :
“Leggo!” raved Coker., "Lemme

gerrupl. Tl smash youl You cheeky
Tee MicRer LIBRiRT.—NO. 1,005,
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fags! I wamed you before wo left
Greylriars—"

“Hend over that jam, Buntor!”

Gurglel Y

Eunter was engngcd in a atnldgglt: with
the jam he had taken on board in bulk:
Haorrid sounds proceeded from DBunter.

He pgosped, groaned, gurgled, and
gugelad. : <

-Bob Eh&rrf picked up the jar. It was
still half full. He picked wp the spoon.

He bent over Coker's upturned and
alarmed face. '

“Have a little jam, old chap?™

“You dare (o put that jam on me——"
gasped Coker.  “I'll smash  you—1'll
spifiicate you—I—I'll pulverise you—TI'll
—goacoch 1™ . ' :

Coker’s open mouth roceived a large
spoonful. Ho shut his mouth at once,
and-hiz nose recéived the next spoonful.
His neck received the next. “Then his
ears had a spoonful cach. By that time,
BEoh seomed tired of lar]'[iu% it out, and
he up-ended tho jar and fet what re-
mained of the jam stream out over
Coker’s spenking countenance.

Horace Coker heaved under the
junicrs who were holding him, like an
earthquake. But he was onable to get
loose—the cheery juniors were too many
for him. Jam streamed and trickled
down on Coker’s face, till his features
wore fost in & sea of jam.

“That's the lot!” said Bob Cherry
regretfully. “SBorry there’s no more,
Coker. You should bave dropped in
earhier, before Bunter scoffed 1it.”

*Qoooaoooooch | Grooeo 5%

“Now roll him out,” said Bob. “He's

too sticky to stay in here. "Heave-ho,
my hoasties, and out he goos 1"
The Fumous Five heaved, and out
woent Coker. Ho rolled in the corridor,
spluttering.  He. gained hia feet, and
-?il:mtthﬁ Inning juniors & jammy. and
arocions glare.

Threa or four passengers came slong,
looking for their berths. They stared
at Horace Cokér blankly.

“Did yvou see that boy?” a lady's
voice floated back. “ Disgusting! So
greodyl He must have put his face in
& 1am pot——" :

‘Botter go and get n wash, Coker,”
chuekled Bob.

“ The washfulpesa is the proper caper,
my esteemed and ludicrous Coker.”

or once, Horace Coker agreed with
the Famous Five. He fclt that a wash
was the one thing needful. Bottling up
hig" yearning for vengeance, therefore,
Coker rushed away in search of a wash,
n cheery chortle from the Famous Five
following him.

of & good thing, old chap, when taken
all together.” \
“ (rooooooooooer 1V _
*Poor old Bunter!™
The chums of the BRemove Bgm-
pathised. . Undoubtedly, Bunter had
asked for it. But now thet he had got
it, he was certainly an object for
mpathy. A steward brought a basin—
ob brought a glass of water. Bunter
waved them fechly away. For a long,
long time William George Bunter sat
and moaned end longed to die. -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Not Sea-sick !

11 INMNERI®
D ks An%& more  casualties?™
asked b Cherrey.

There were no  casualt™:s
among the Famous Five. They had been
on the sea belore, many times, and they
had not started thiz voyage with jam,
cake, and toffee, They were, in fact,

dageseedbdsedOoEd bbb OBEDDABE I

HERE’S THE THIRD BADCE IN NEXT
WEEK'S SUPERB SET OF FREE
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“Daar old Coker!” ﬁgheﬂ.]‘hb Chorry. SUOPROPRINNRRASRRRBARIRRIO0RES

“Always looking for trouble, and
always finding it.”

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
had recovered his voice. “I say, old
-:ha};;! Ch, dear!"

“Hallo, hzllo, halla! What's the

tronble with Bunter?”

The juniors locked ints tha state
TOOM.

Bunter was sitting on the floor, with
his back to the bulkbead, and an extra-
ordinary expression on his face.

“ What's upt” asked H.e;rr_y.

“Grocogh! I—I say, it—it wasn’t the .

jam—I hardly had any jam! It wasn't
the toffee! It—it wasn’t the cake! 1
say, you fellows, 1 feel queer! I—I
don't know why I do, but I—] do!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if 1 can see anything to
cackle at. I've got a feeling as—as if
oy inside is walking about!™ gasped
Bunter. “I've had practically nothing
to eat—but—— Mooooocooooogh I

“Toffee, and cake, and jaom—and-tho
Irish Seal" said Nugent,

Tie Miguer Lisnany.—No. 1,003,

“Too miueh’

looking very m and bright, and the
Bounder Ed E[r..;?rd Maulgvarer wers
equally bright and merry, and Fisher T.
Fish had quite a pleased expression on
his face—sincs he had heard that Bunter
was on the sick list, seeming to derive
that circum-

gome satisfaction

gtanco,

Bunter was Et&j'iﬂi in his bunk, and
anyone who passed his state-room was
startled to hear heait-rending moans
proceeding  therefrom. Until dinner
was anncunced, one or another of the
juniors kopt the sufferer company, and
when they had to leave him, they
promized to give him a look 1n again as
soon as they eould. Bunter only blinked
at them with lack-lustre eves. Nothing
could have made Bunter happy at that
moment, except the sudden sinking of
the Ruritania with all hands,

Life had lost all charms for the Owl
of the Remove, al present; it had
bocome a weary, dreary burden. Ne
doubt Bunter would change his viows
by-and-by, but, for the present, he re-
garded the earth and all things therein

om

-rather clumsy schoolboy.

as & delusion and & snare. He was only
conscious of a feeble desire to slaughter
Fisher T, Fish for having n the
cause of this awiul voyage, and the news
that Fishy kad fallen overboard might
have afforded him a momentary gleam
of comfort. For the rest, Bunter lay in
the bunk, indifferent to fate, moaning
msinnaii , 4 hapless vietim of toffee,
jam, cake, and the Irizh Sea.

Coker of the Fifth met the Famous
Five as they went cheerfully along to-
dioner. Coker was no longer jammy ;
he was nowly-swept and garnished, as
it were. The Famous Five smiled at
hiur, but cer did not smile. Coker
was ztill feeling his responsibilitics
heavy upon him. In wvain Potter and
Greenn had begred him, almost with
tears in their eyes, to mind his own
business, There were many things that
&utur could do. But he could not do

at.

““Where's Bunter ¥ Lo asked.

“On the sick list,” said Bob. :

“Fat little pig!” by

“Well, he didn't have so much of the
jam as you had!” argued Bob. And
the Famous Five smiled agamn.

Coker breathed hard. ;

“1 want to give you kids a tip,” he
said.  “That's why I'm speaking to
ﬁrﬂu-"

i

bhat! That's jolly gencrous of
ou, éﬂk&r.”-uid Eob, hﬂidgmg gut hia
and. " Bhell out!™
“Eh1" ejaculated Coker,

“Gold or notes—just as you like,”
zaid Baob.

“You silly young ass! 1 don’t mean
that,” said Coker. " Yon don’t seem to -
have much sense, Cherry. I mean, I'm
going to give you a tip about behaving
vourselves, Dop't bo so dense.™

“The denscfulness i3 a boot on the
other leg, my cstecmed and ridiculous
Cokeer ! remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. | ;

“Shut up!" said Coker. * You're in-
terrupting me. Now—" :

“Come on, Coker 1" called out Potter.

“Shut up, Potter! Now, you kids™
said Coker impressively. “One of you
is sick already. 'Tho rest of you will be
In:l}-:-wn with it snm:i iil :EJ‘H: nok uc:f_nmfuh

on’t make preedy little pigs of your-
selves, See? (o easy on the grub.
None of your fag gorging 1" :

Having given the Famous Five that
valuable tip, Coker of the Fifth followed
Potter and Greono. Harry Wharton &
Co. looked after him. Time and place
wera not zuitable for bumping Coker;
g0 the Fifth Form man got. away with
it; so to speak.

Coker & Co. had secured places at
some distance from the juniors. —This
was a relief to Coker’s mind. He hated
the idea of being taken for a schoolboy
on & holiday. Coker's own mpression
was that, to tho general view, he looked
rather & man of the world. FLeower
Fourth fags—unmistakably schoolboys
on & holiday—hanging about him. would
have given Coker away. Horace would
have been greatly surprised had he been
aware that his own impression was 1ll-
founded, and that he was not only taken
for & schoolboy, but an overgrown and
The poet has
remarked that where ignorance-is bliss,
*tis folly to be wise, and undoubtedly
much ot}r Horace James Coker's satisiac-
tion was founded uporn the circumstanco
that he could not sec himself as he was
seen by others.

“Ono of those young sweeps is sick
already,” Coker remarked to Potter and
Greena, “I oxpect the others will
guzzle themselves sick. However, I've
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warned them; and that's all a fellow nursing you. You'd bebter get that " Did you speak, Coker ¥

can do. Better go easy on that soup, clear. Now shut upl® ) “Qh! Numnol Ohl Not at alll”

Pottor.” And Coker comforted himself with &  “Let it slowly down your throat,”
“Ehi” said Potter, fourth helping, - went on Greene, “and pull it up again,

“You're not much of a sailor, you
know. 1 don't want you laid up on my
hands,” explained Coker,

Potter breathed deep, and made no
rejoinder. :

‘Greene, old man,” said Coker, a few
minutes later, “I shouldn't take ﬂ'hll:'.lmﬂ,
if I woro you.™

“You're taking it!" said Greene.

“That's different. I'm a good sailor.
You know what you are” :

“I know what you ara, En:.-'hﬂw,”‘ said
Greene., " That time we had a trip to
‘Boulogne in the summer, you were ill
all the way.”

“And ill all the way back,” remarked
Poiter. ; :

oY was o little out of sorts that time,”
gaid Coker, “and I wasn't what ,}‘uu‘d
call ill, sither., You fellows needn't get
ratty, and say nasty things, when a
fellow speaks to you for your own
benefit. We go three fo a cabin, too,
and I can’t have you two fellows sick
all night, keeping me
swake, Have a little
consideration for me."

“Hadn't you better

easy on the grub ™
glﬂ uired Potter.

oraca Coker was
not following his owi
good advice. Coker
always had a healthy
appotite, and the keen
ged air scemed to have
made it healthier.

“Pon't bo an ass,
Potter."

as the Lea-Francis.

Somewhat to his surprize, Potter and
Greene showed no ill effects when they
went on deck afterwards, They walked
up and down quite cheerily with Coker.
It was a ecold but calm and starry even-
ing, and Potter and Greene seemed
gquite cheeriul,

“You fellows feeling it yet?" asked
Coker at last,

“Feeling what?” asked Greene.

iF Eﬂﬂ.-ﬂi .Il

“Not at all.”

“0Oh1” said Coker.

Potter and Greene looked at Coker,
and Jooked at one another. They
smiled. Coker’s mmp]e:timg as o rule,
was ruddy. Now the ruddy hue had
faded, and he looked a little pale, and,
mixed with the pellor, was an artistic
shade of green. Coker was siready
regretting the fourth helping of that
vory sgreesble pudding, After a little
thought, he regretted the third helpng,
A few minuies later he wondered

THE GREAT TOURIST TROPHY

WINNER'!

You've got the badge of the world-famous * Lea-Francis * car,
now read what our contributor has to say about the enterprising

tirm that made this car!
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For the last few years this car has becn
increasingly popular amongst the knowing ones.
was not until a Lea-Francis won the famous International

you know. Nicuj fat. juicy bacon—=2:
* Oooooooooer |

“Anything the matter 1”

“Oh! Nol Qoocoeh! I—I—I think
I—I—-1'll go below for a—a—a fow
minuies,” stuttered Coker. “I-d-don't

“Not sick, old chap?’ zsked Potter
blandly.

“Certainly not. I—1 forgot to -un-
pack  something, i ords
foiled Coker, and he gurgled and de-
parted horriedly. Potter and Greene
exchanged o cheery smile as Coker went
below,

Half-way down, Coker clung to the
handrail with botu hands The
umverse seemed to be whirling - round
Coker. Ho clung to tho rail comvul-
sively, fecling as Mount Etna might bo
&H%pﬂ.‘!ﬂd to feel when a particularly
hefty eruption was going on,

“Hallo, hallo, hallof® Bob Cherry
spotted Coker from the bottom of tho
stairs, and staved up
at him. “ Anything
the matter, Coker 7

5 000n |7

“Oh, my hatl
What——"

“ Waoooooooool I

“Lend me a hand
here, you men,” called
out Bob. “ Coker's got
1 e

“ Paor old Coker!™

The Famous Five
rushed to the rescue,
Coker, clinging to the

you fellows c-c-come 1™

A i

RACE

But it

There were many Tourist Trophy Race, held in lreland last August, after a handrail, turned on
places vacant, and sensational struggle, that this make really came into its them a face like chalk.
many of the passen- own. The great race was won by Mr. Kaye Don, the famous “I—-I'm not sick!™
gers who were dinin driver, at the wheel of a four-cylinder sports model Lea- he articulated. *“I'm
wero only toying wit Francis, which promptly became the most popular mount § not—groogh—sea-sick!
their food. One ar for motorists of the sporting type. Everyone loves a speedy I—I—ooeh—1'm - never
two left rather hastily § car, and the latest improvements in the Lea-Francis sports § seasick! I—J—
before dinner was Grererrrrerr [

over. Cokor could not
help feeling anxious
about  his friends.
Potter and Groeene
were making a good
dinner, and so was
Coker. The fare was

d, and it k

ker busy: but he
was not too busy to
give his friends advice. Coker was
geldom too busy for that.

“I3 you think you'd better eat that
chocolata pudding, Potter?” he ashed
doubtiully.

“Yeos," answered Potter briefly.

“It's & bit risky, old chap.”

“Ratal"”

Coker started.

“What—what did you say, Potter?!”

“Hats ! answered George Polter very
distinetly. '

“Tf that's how you take a friendly
word of advice, Potter, you can make a

tg of yourself, and he as sick as you
Eke," said Coker stiffly. **Greene, old
man, don't take @ sccond helping.
You'll regret it."

“¥ou've had three,” said Greene.

. “That's & dense remark, Greene, I'm
a good sailor, and you'ro simply rotten.
Dow't do it!"

“Rats " said Grecne,

"What "

-‘I"Rn.ta !JI i)

“0h, vory well 1" said Coker, greatly
offonded. " Very well, indeed! Don't
say I didn’t warn you! But understand
thts. I'm not going to sit up all night

reported,

models make them speedier than ever |
Of course, other Lea-Francis models are manufactured,
including a six-cylinder car, of which great things are
But the handsome Lea-Francis radiator badge
has a special value in the eyes of all those of sporting ten-
dencies by reason of the fact that the Lea-Francis was the
first car to cross the line in the greatest race for standard
sports models ever held—the 1928 Tourist Trophy Race |

whether the second and first helpings
would not have been better left alone.
Still later, he doubted the wisdom of
having dined at all The motion of tha
ship troubled Coker—the throbbing of
the engines worried him.. Of course, he
was not going to be seasick; be refused
to entertain that idea for a moment.
But he felt uncommonly like it; he
caould not help realising that. i

“Grooocoogh 1" sald Coker suddenly,
and quite involuntarily.

Potter and Greene looked at him,

“Aonything the matter? asked

Potter.

“No." Coker spoke with forced calm-
ness,  “Certainly not! The fact 15
I'm feeling uncommonly well.”

“Good I said Greemo heartily. “If
you [esl at all seasiex——"

n'I dﬂﬂﬁf.”

“Well, if you did. I've heard of a
jolly good cure. You tio a picce of fat
bacon on a string—"

“{Doooch 1™ r

“What's the matteér ¥

“ Nothing ¥ gasped Coker.

“You tie a4 piece of fat bacon’on a
string,” resumed Greene, “and let
it slowly down your throat—-="

“Grreeererrr I

"Kindly the Famous
Five bore Coler away,
to his state-rcomn,
Coker was too  far
na to resist, Byery-
thing inside IHorace
Coker was in a state
of wild robellion. He
was laid in his bunk,
: with a basin to keep
him company. He lay and moaned.
When Potter and Greene cameo down—
ooking exasperatingly cheery and fit—
'iliurauu Coker turned a hagpard eys on
e, -
“Fecling bad, old beani” asked
r,
“Nol” moaned Coker.
A bit queer inside? asked Greena,
“Ow! No”

“Anything we can do I
“Only shut up.”

Potter and OGreene shut up and
turned in. A little later a meaning
voice spoke to them from the darkness.

“I'm not seasick, you fellows. Don’t
run away with that idea! I—I think
it's ptomaine poisoning, or something,
Must have been something from a tin
at dinner—somo - American stuff, very
likely, I say, Potter,"

Snore !

“1 say, Grecne—"

Snore !

“You fellows—"

. Bnorrrrrrerre ! !

After which Coker suffered in'ailau_cm

Tae Macxer Lisgary.—No, 1,005,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The fnvalid!
6 HURRUP "
S It swas morning on the
Atlantic. The Ruritania was

pitching a liltle in a rough sea-
way. To Billy Bunter, cxtended in his
‘berth, she secmed to be pitching a very
great deal, - Bob Cherry had turned out
merry and bright, and he was singing
vigorously, if not very tuncfully:

A lifle on the ocpan wave,
A home on the rolling deep,
W here your lunch you cannot save,
And your dinger seldom &keep!”

Bob had apparently introduced that
variation to entertain Dunter. Bunter
did not sceni entersained. He lay and
blinked at the cheery Bob with lack-
lustre eyes.

“Bhurrup ¥ he mumbled.

“Hallp, hallo, hallo! Feeling better,
old fat bean?®” asked Bob. * Enjoying
life t™

“Ow!l No”

“Wait till you get on your sea-legs,”
said Bob cheerily. “You'll be all ril';ﬁt
presently.”

“I haven't slopt a wink all night,”
seid-Bunter pathetically.

Bob Cherry grinn Four or five
times during the night he had been
awakened by Billy Bunter's hefty snore.

But no doubt t
had slept less gbundly than usual. The
inward DBunter was nob at ease.

“Hungry, old fat man? asked Bob,

“ Famished I said Bunter.

“Well, turn out and roll along to
brekker, Bhall { help you out?”

“Beast! Keep offl”

Billy Bunter sat up, propping himself
on pillows, The sea-sickness had passed
off, leaving Bunter feeling very Habby,
agd frightfully huogry. Bunter ouu.i::l
q&um well have tpurned out along with
tho other fellows. But Bunter con-
sidered that he bad = right to be 1ll
He was never fond of turning out, any-
how.

“Better roll out,” said Bob. “No

d slacking in your berth, you
now. A whiff of ses air will set you

LE ]

“T'm il " said Bunter.

“ Bow-wow I

* Frightfully il hooted Bunter. *I
think you might have a little sympathy.
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Owl of the Remove

I can't possibly get up. Tell the
stoward to bring me some brekker here.
Tell him I'm top ill to move, and I
want something rather nice. And plenty
of it. Don't igrget—p[m:t:.h”

“Potter go easy with the  grub,
Fatty,” advised Bob. “Have cnough
for three chaps this time, and stop at
that till you get stronger. Leave your
usual amount till to-morrow,™ -

Harry Wharton logked into the state-
room. The captain of the Hemove
looked very bright and cheerful. e

“¥ou fellows coming alongy”

“Ready,” answered Bob, “Bunier's
ill, though. Too 1]l to get up, but not
too ill to ent. He hasn't slept o wink
afl night; he must have snored whilo
he was awake: it drowned the noise of
the engined™

“PBetter turn Bunler,”

Harrv,
_“T’m not going to turn out when I'm
ill—practicatly dying, Send my brekker
here. I think one of vou chaps might
gtay in case I want anvthing. Aftor all
T've done for vou—>"

" Good-bye 1

" Beask ™ -

Billy Bunter was left alone in the state-
room. "Lhere was a feeling of immenso
emptiness in Bunter ; but otherwise there
was nothing the matter with him now.
But it was a chance for slacking: and
E_u:tlitm' never neglected chances uf--thnf;
4 FiTd P

A tap came at the door, and a man
in the white duck jacket of a steward
presented himself. He carried a trey;
and the tray was well-laden.  Bunter
groped for his spectacles, set them on
his fat little noze, and blinked apprecia-
tively at the laden trav.

“ Breakfast, sir7” zaid the steward.

“Good!" said Bunter. “Put it here!

out, said

* Bring: the rest while: I'm: eating this, will

you?
gaat’’
“0Oh, yes, sirl"
Bunter, with the tray on his knces,
ate, He had finished the breakfast b
the time the steward brought the snmng

Same again, ooly rather more—

- supply; and then he finished the second

lot and felt considerably better.

After which he went to sleep again.
Bunter could do with a great deal of
eleep. It was somo hours later that he
woke up again—hungry.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Turming out for
lunch, BDunter?” Boeb Cherry looked in
at tho door, ;

“MNo. I'm too illL"

“Fathead! You will be really ill if
you stick i bed-all day long,” said Bob.
“Look here, I'll roll you out; if you
like."”

“Iee

off, you beast!  I'm ill! The
stewar 1

can bring my lunch here,” said
Bunter. “But I'm too hungry to wait.
{Go and get me a cake.”

Bob Cherry hesitated. But he was
good-nature itself, and ho left the state-
room and returned with a cake for
Bunter. The fat junior sat up and
began to munch with a good -deal of
satisfaction.

“That's all right to go on with,” he
sald. “I say, Cherry, don't go! I
think you might look after a chap when
he's ill. Look here, I shall wanb some-
thing more to eat. . I'll give you a list.
Another cake like this—no, eay, two
cakes like this—and a bap of biscuits.”

“Not a sack?” asked Bob Cherry
gravely.

“Beast! And a box of chocolates,
and o box of chocolate creams—"

“I'd better get a pencil and paper,”
sard Bob, ;

“Do. And a pachet of toffee, if wou
can get it. And some apples. And a
Swiss roll—a whele one, And if you

i T ————

can got jam-tarts bring me a couple
of dozen—no, three dozenl” -

“Anything ¢lse?” asked Bob.

“That will do till lunch,” said Bunter,
“After all, it's only about an hour.
Perhaps half o dozen sandwiches,”

T“nyre tha‘t’ﬂI the loti™
T yes; hurry up!”

Hnl%ht'!‘rj' hurriedi —to the deck—
and remained there, X-E: did nob think
that Bunter was ill pow; but he had no
doubt that Bunter would be ill if ho
got hold of the consignment he had
urd_ﬁ*;rgd.f IE Iljfrl_harth ,'Eli]%y Bunter
walted for the delivery of the goods:
but he waitell in vuin.}r g '

Just before lunch Coker of the Fifth
looked in. Coker was gquite all right
agamn now, and hod forgotten that he
had been sea-sick; indeed, he was not
at all disposed to admit that he wans
capable of sea-sickness.  Horace Coker
glared in at Bunter,

“Blacking ** he snorted,

HBE-HS-t 17 i i

“Turn out !

“Mind your own business!" roared
Burgifi-]q. ' "

“This iz my business,” explained
Coker. “I've got you kids to look

after, sind I'm looking after you. I
shan't allow yon to slacﬁ: in bed, Bunter,
Now, out you get, or I'll have you out
of that bunk in n jiffy., Bharp's the
wmdlll 3

::I’m ill, you beast!”

I'll mli:.l' well cure you, then," said
oker, coming across to Bunter. i
Eilly Bunter grasped his pillow des-

perately.. Coker reached out for him,
and Bunter smote. The pillow landed
on Horace Coker's features, and he
staggered back., At tho same moment
the steward arrived inthe doorway with
Bunter's lunch on o tray. . And tho
Ruritania at the same moment rolled.
“Hi! Look out!” gasped the steward,
i AR,

_fellow who ozt his footing on a
rolling deck couldn’¢ hel w-hnigha.p-
pened, besides, Coker cnul:f not look out,
50 far as the steward was concerned, as
he had, of course, no oyes in the buck
of his head, He tanded on the laden
trﬁ. and there was a terrifio smash,
Coker was strewn on the floor at the
steward’'s feet, and Bunter’s lunch was
strawn on Coker.

“He, he, ha!” gasped Bunter.

“Oh! Ow! Grooogh!” luttered
Coker, with hiz mouth ﬁﬂl of E’I;al:'yirﬁﬂ
a_hot potato in his neck. *“Oh, my hat!

You clumsy idiot— Wow |

“0h erikey 1" said the ste 3
EFII:, he, ha!™ v '
oker sat up dizzily among the food-
stuffs and broken mﬂ;-t:l:ery.g' Ho ex-
tracted a potato from his collar, and
cabbage from the back of his neck. He
staggered to his feet, slipped in the
gravy, and s=at down again quile
suddenly, He sat on a broken p&ai;ﬁ,
rmIri- leaped uwp again with a fiendish -
}'E‘-‘ 5 b . H

“My cyo!” enid the stoward. .

“Yoooop!" rpared Coler: -

“1 say. vou fellows|” yelled Bunter,
na he_heard- the voices of the Fameus-
Five in the passage.outside. - “T sav,
you fellows! . Help 1™ ‘

““What the thump——"=

“Coker again !

Ha. ha, ha!"
;. “TI'll smash him!" gasped Coker.

I'll burst him! Tll— Keep off. you
cheeky fags—hands off—leggo my nec
stop kicking me—if you punch me again
['ll— ¥arcoooh! Yeoon! Whoooop 1

Coker loft the state-room.  All the.
Famous Five helped him to leave, and
he went in haste, and his voice was heard
far and wide as he travelled. Under tha
staring eyes of a dozen astonished
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Billy Bunter rushed up the siairs and staggered oui on to the deck. ** Help ! ** he howled. **Saveme ! I won'i be left

behind to be drowned !

pa¥schgers Coker was personally con-
ducted to his own state-room and pitched
headlong into it. After which Coker of
the Filth felt too tired ¢o bother about
the Removites again for some time,
Bunter lunched in bed, wi any
further trouble [romgy Coker. Having
lunched, he lunched again, and felt
better. Then he laid his head on hia
pillow and slept, and his sonorous snore
ringled musically with the throb of the
engines. Bunter was beginning to enjoy
the trip. This, in Bunter's’ view, was
something. like a holiday, end he saw
no valid reason why he should get up
till the Buritania arrived at New York,

s y—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Reeovers !

£ UNTER "
B Bnore!
Shake, shake, shake!

“"Ow! Beast! *Tain’t rising
hell! O !

Billy Bunter woke up. The wintry
afterpoon was deepening into dusk, and
. the Ruritanio, lighted up almost like 8
theatre, plunged on through shadowy,
biiluwin% waters. Bunter blinked up at
Harry Wharton, and, having blinked at
him, scowled at him. DBumter had been
dreaming—a haipjr dream. JIn that de-
lightful vision be had seen himself a
succesaful film actor, rolling in dollars,
and living on the fat of the land. The
shaking brought him back to reality,
which was not half so delightiul.

“Can’t you let a chap have his slee
put, you silly chump?” he ﬂnnruxf
“Can’t you lot an invalid rost a little?
T've told you T'm ill. Now yow've woke
me up, though, you can tell the steward
to bring me some grub.”:

“You'll be really ill if you stick in
Lbed, you fat ass,” sald Horry, " You've
got to turn out for dinner’ '

“How ean T turn out when Tm il 7"
demunded Bunter, 1 may get up to-

Gimme a lifebeit }

(See Chapler 14.)

morrow or the next day. At present I'm
ill. 1 should shink even a selfish fellow
liko you, Wharton, might have a little
g nw:mhy for a fellow who's seriously

k.

“Like to see the doctor IV .

“Doctors don’t kngw anything,” said
Bunter hastily. “Very likely the
doctor would think there was nothing
the matter with ma!” .

“Wary likely, I think,” agreed
Wharton. ) T

“What I need,” explained Bunter, “ia
plenty of rest and feeding up. Lots of
rest and lots of grub. Especially grub.
Tha¥'s impertant. I think I could lancy
a plum-cake and a box of iced fruits to
go on with. Go and get them for me,
old chap, Never mind the expense—
old Fish 13 payiog the exes, vou know,"

“ Better got up,”’ urged Wharton.

“T1 can't "

“What's the matter with you, you fat
elacker ¥"

“An awful weakness and general—
peneral debility, and—and a strong dis-
melination to maove,” exid Buntar.
* Bapecially @ strong disinclination to
move. I've had that before miore than
onee. I—¥ think it runs in our family.
A prolonged rest is what I need, and
Elentjr to eat. Dont be an unfeslin

east, old chap. T couldn’t rise from this
bed if the ship was sinking. I suppose
you ean take my word.”

Wharton regarded him dubiously.
Certainly the Owl of the Remove looked
very Blabby.  But that might easily ba
ancounted for by slacking in bed all day
and eating too much. Bunter, by way
of eonvincing him, lifted himmIf’ on &
fat elhow, and sank back again with a

rean. It was a deep, hair-rmsing,

eart-rending groan, and seemed to in-
dicate that the Ow] of the Romove was
almost at the last gasp.

“ 8o bad as all that ¥ asked Harry.

"Woreel1” said Buanter. “Much
worsal I couldn't leave this berth if
the boilers blew up !

“ Gee-whiz ! gasped Fisher T. PFish.

* Iz the galoot mad? ™

Harry Wharton left the state-room.
Bunter's voice followed him. :

“Buck up with that cake!” Bunter’s
voice was quite powerful for a fellow
who was 1o a serious stato of suffering.
“Don’t keep mo waiting.”

Wharton, howaver, was not thinking of
cake. He went along to the saloon com-

anion, where he found his chums. The

amous Five consulted on the subject
of the interesting invalid, but they did
not decide on cake as & enre. To ]lildie
by their grinning faces, they were look-
ing on Buoter's serious illness in the
light of an entertainment. The com-
ferenca broke ug chuckling.

Bunter lay in his berth and waited {or
Wharton’s return. Thera wore foot-
stepa outside, and he heard the volces
of Cherry and Hurroo Jamset Ram
Singh speaking in low tones.

“Better not 'wake him!¥ whispered
Bob. “Thera's no chance for him, ill as
he is, and he may ns well go down in
his sleap. It will be more merciful.”

“We could carry the asteemed Bunter
up to the hoat-d w

“Too heavy! The ship won't float
another three minutes with that fearful
leak: Buck up and get a lifebolt 1*?

Bunter eat up. As the door was ajar

E he heard those whispering voices from

outside quite distinctly. He sat frozen,
Huorry Wharton's voice called along the

_corridor.

“Buck up, you fellows! You'll be too
laEe for the boat.™ ; ' '
*The ecsteemed Bunter—" -
“No time for him—hes too ill to
move,, anyhew; we've barely time to
save our own lives. Hurry ¥ !
“Quick, wou men!™ shouted Frank
Nugent. *“All the boats have put off
but one, Don’t stop for anything,

Clome a5 you are—quick}™

There was a rapid pattering of
running feet,
{Continued on paoge £8.)

TaE Micrer Lmeary.—~Na. 1,083,
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For three long days the court-martial of Captain Moncrieff, brilliant war ace, now accused of treachery and

espionage, dragged on.
The Acgusation !
& the young scout scrambled into
A his clothes there came to him
a recollection of the instinctive
dislike he had felt for Colonel

Scaife at their first mecting earlier in

the evening.
" Roady "
the adjutant.
&r Y'E.E‘.‘li
“Come on, then, and we'll find out
what it's all about!”
Bwitching off the light, Derek led the
way grimly from the hut.

Colonel Milvain was seated at the
table when Derek . reached the flight
office. His stern face was unwontedly
ETAVE. Colonel 3caife was standin
rigid by the table, his hands claspe
behind his back. His cyes were cold
and hard as he turned them on the
boy, and his frm-lipped mouth was
compressed into & thin, cruel line.

“You sent for me, sicl”

Derek came stiffly to  aftention in
front of the commanding officer, with a
Bnap ealute.

““Yes, Moncricf,"" mplfnd Colonel
Milvain in & low voice *I have some-
thinﬁ of the utmost grevity to say to
you i - :

His eyes were on the boy's face as he
continued.

“ Durin
Ministry

he demanded, turning to

the last [ew months the Air
ave been seriously perturbed
by tho leakage of ‘nlorgatiop, into
Gj;rmany of the movements, stréngth,
and personnel of our squadrons, of the
location of our sgusdrons, and of the
whereabouts of both petrol and ammuni-
tion dumps on their respective aero-
dromes. Both the Royal Air Force
equadrons and the Independent Alr
Force squadrons under Brigadier-
General Sir Hugh Trenchard have been
Tue Macxer LiRsry.—No, 1,093.

seriously affccted by this inlormation
which has been given by someone to the
enemy,”

He paused; then turned to Colonel
Scaife and said gruffly:
“Will you continue, siri" .
“Attend te me, Captain Moncrieff,
please!” spid Colonel Scaife harshly.

‘Although sttached to 108 Squadron
hera at Elur:h ; you hava a roving com-
misston, which means that, whilst mak-
ing thiz your headquarters, you are at
liberty to spend your non-flying hours
at any serodrome on the line—at the
nearest sorodromoe to which you happen
to be, in fact?™

“That is &0, Dorek
grimly.

“For instance, eight nights ago gﬁu
steyed at the a2 rome of the d
Squadron at La Bouille, north of Naney.
Four nights ago vou wersa the guest of
the 8Tth bombing at
Xaffavilliers?"? -

“Yes, sirl”

sir,” replied

squadron

Colonel Scaife leant forward, his hands

still clasped behind his back.

“ And within {orty-eight hours of your
having left those nerodromes,” he said,
his voice harsh . and- metallic, *their
petrol and ammunition dumps wera
blown up by concentrated bombing from
cnemy aireraft. Can vou sxplain that?”

“What do you mean, sir?’ cried
Derok, his face pale, his eyes blazing.

“Sterdy, Moncrieff!” came the warn-
iﬂit voice of Colonel Milvain,

‘If he is Enainua-,tu;fﬁ—“ began the
boy-hoarsely, his fists clenched, his voice
quivering, as he fought to keep himself
under control. .

“Silence?” barked Colonel BScaife,
“Can you, further, explain why dpring
the last fow weeks large sums of money
have been paid into your private bank-
ing account in London by o Dutch firm

p A

Then came the verdict and the sentence: “Guilty : . . . to be shot at dawn!”

whom we know, in reality, to be owned
by Germany "

“I don’t know what you mean I"” re-
Ehe-d Derek blankly. “No sums have
pen paid Into my banhing scconnt ™

“You liel Theyr have!”

Colonel Sceife’s worde came like the
cracking of a whip. Derek took a quick
towards him, almost forgetting in
moment that the man was a etaff
officer and his person sacred. The
adjutant laid & hand on the boy's arm,
and the touch of 1t brought Derck rigid
end erect.

“Bir,” he said coldly, *you are mak.
ing a misteke when you say that large
sums of money—or any sums whatsoever
—have heen psid inte my banking
aecount by some foreign firm.™

“1 am. not making a mistake!" re-
torted Colonel Bcaife. “But we will
not discuss that matter for the moment.
Tell me—where did you go when you
teft thizs office earlier in the evenin

after talking with Colonel Milvain an

myself??

“1 went to my hut.”

“Ah!" There vame s momentary

learn into the steely-blue eyes of

lonel Senife. . “You did not, then,
go near your raachine "

Derek flushed. He had forgotien for
tho moment that he had retrieved hia
mape from the cockpit. ,

es, I went to my machine,” he said

d-::g edly. i
‘%i'cnu admit that!

% Admit it echoed Derek. “I do
not ﬁmderstmﬂ why vou should use such
a phraso, sir.

Einswer my «question " barked the
colonel. “You admit you went to your
machine on leaving this office?” .

113 Yei‘l"

“Why did you go to your machinel”

“T went to get my maps, sir.”

i
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“Are you surel” : .
“Of course I'ta sure!” tied Derelr
sngrily, . “Why do. you ask me these

upa?lﬁam? What is the meaning of all
is
"This is the meaning of is["” rapped
Colonel Scaife; and his hand, holding
a amall silk parachuts such as wag used
for dropping messages, whipped from
behind his back. * After your wvisit to
ur machine this parachute was found
i your cockpit lochker. Attached to it
is & plan of thia acredrome, with petrol
a ammunition  dpmps nly
marked 1"

Derek caught s breath sharply.
The thing was astoundigg—unbeliev-
able,

“You are the only son who ap-
proacied isrnur m}:.-:hmﬁ Lnfl:g?r.; the
mechanics loft it this eveningl” con-
tinued Colonel Secaife harshly, “The

ard iz prepared to swear to that.

you oxplain why this information,
obviously intended for the enemy, come
to be found in your cookpiti”

“No, 1 cannot I said Derek dm-:ilg.

“No!” Colonel Beaifs leant forward,
his eyes glinting. *“But I can, When
we found that money wes hegg paid to
you via Holland, we suspected you. X
come :

had .your machine searched, as [ in-
tended to have it scarched again beforo

ou took off in the morning. But we
ave caught you red-handed. Wou are
the man who has been giving informe.
tion to the enemy—dropping it by pare-
chute whilst on your lone patrols!™
. Derek sprang forwerd, white to the
ipa, ,
“¥You are wrong—wrong !” he shouted
pnssmnatei¥,- “This is & plot—"

;‘Eﬂenm i thundered Colonel E:natsz.
“You can keep anything you've o
say for the murt.rmart-':afwhich wﬁ? try
you at Wing Headquarters, The evi-
dence against yon is demning encugh
to justify me in shooting you down hera
un-i now for the traitor you are, you
tremhagiﬂtm young hound-—-"

mdsnﬁd by the cruel, hiting words, .

seared to his very soul by the foul thinﬁ
of which he was accused, the boy ha

leapt forward. Iis clenched fist took
Colonel Scaife full on the mouth, send-
in@: him reeling baok against tha table.

“ You rotter ' he panted. *“You—"

He choked back the words. In that
instant had come realisation of what he
had done. Even could he disprove the
torrible charge agaivst him, he would
now be broken and kicked out of the
Service for having.struck a superior
officer,

Derck was hardly. conscions of the
adjutant grippimg him by the drms as,
with shoulders slumped dejectedly, he
turmed to Colonel Milvain, and said
huskily.

“8ir, I'm sorry ™

Colonel Milvain did not reply. Pale-
faced, and with unutterable misery in
his eyes, ho turned to the telephone to
summon 8n escort.

-

The Sentenece |
T HE sun was sinking slowly in the

weoat, gilding the roofs of the

haugoars, office-huts, and living

quarters of Wing ﬁeaﬂqua:ma
at Le Courban. It bhad indeed been a
glorious day, and nothing now dis-
turbed the stilloess, save tho long, re-
verberating thunder of heavy guns far
$#0 the eastwards,

Yot there was tension in the sir. In
the officers’ ante-room, grim:visaged
pilots and officers of the headquarters
staff sat either in silence or conversing

here thiz evening to investigate. j

m low tones. Cut ]Ei!-;r tha c¢anvas
hangars, mcchanies, off duty, stood
zbout in flittle groups, waiting—
waiting.

For three long days the court-martial

of tain Derek Moncrieff, brilliant
War Aceo, had dragged its weary length, -
And now, towards evening of the third.

day, the closing- stages ‘had been
reached. The verdict was expected at
any moment. ;

The rays of the eetting sun shone
through tho window of & small yoom
adjoining the spacious orderly-room in
which the court-martial was being held.
Captain Derek Monorioff was seated by
the window of thdt small room, staring
with unsecing eyes out wacross the

ched and withered prass of the aero-
rome. Near him stood his guard—two
officera of similar rank—Captain Baxter
and Captain Hllis They were waiting
whilst the court considered its verdict.

The boy's face was drawn and hag-
garﬁ, his eyes grim and hard. And as

e ‘sat thero, his chin cupped in bhis
bands, he dwelt on how, inexorably and
damningly, ths evidence had besn
slowly mounted againass him during the
past threa days. i
. The money which had been paid into
18 hanking account in London; the
bombing of Brititsh serodromes by
enemy sircraft within forty-eight hours
of hie visit to th ing which had
for its objective the hidden petrol and
ammunition dumps; the Endji)ng of the
flan of Quchy Aerpdrome in his cockpit
ocker, with parachute attached roady
te be dropped over enemy country for
enemy Inlormation,

It was a plot—a vile, treacherous, and
dﬂstan_:]lfwf]nt to rain him! He had
tald himself that atedly. But who
wos ‘at the back it all—and whyt?
Bomeone—some unknown behiod
British lines—was sending priceless in-
formation into Germany. " That much
was evident, and it was that same some-
ane who cunningly, skilfully con-
trived that Derek should be blamed,

He koew the Germans meant to got
hitm; koew now that they had put.g“ﬂ.

rice on his head—for that fact had

een siressed by Major Beverley, de-
fending him. Had this plot - been
angineered by German agents [or the

sole purpose of ridding the Western
Front of him once and for all? Tt cor-
tainly looked like it. And Colonel

Scaife had been the man who brought
tho charge against him. According to
the evidenco it was Colonel Scaife who
St Ry fur the iavesina-
vhic

o e o a1
's han en tight till

the knuckles showed whits, 8 td

A step pounded in the ider.
Someo: 5 ne -:-gemacl!_h thfn gim::E ﬁndﬁ:;;im 1;1
miat  word. i is 1o
¢k on the shnu?dﬁ:‘ i et
‘_"Z_Iifha court hes considerad its ver-

_.m

HOW THE STORY BEQAN,
F thousand marks! That's ke rewrd

ﬁﬁﬂ‘%”bymﬂmﬂ High Command for the
capture of Derek M or alive !
Szt & Bl Monege Kot
Dritish boy is aleo e fearless, daredevil pilol

knomi ot both wides GF tha trenches in France

a8 the groatest War Aee of B el ] -
feturning to the base of the 108 Air Sgquadron
at Quchy, after a lone offensive pagrol in mir&w
Scaife,

Derek 18 interviered By Colonel

Jrom Wing Hegdiuariers, o whom the )
pilot colones

takas an inetinctive dicjike. The
asks him to make g deloiled reporl dealing with
eeroplane mallers. In the mi of ths nipght
e i i
is appedar bafors onnandi
Officer o anawet o grabve charge W

{Eﬁﬁ'm{dm}'

dict I he said, in & low vores. -* They
ara waiting ¥ .

Derek rose to his fest. Fale of face,
but with zhoulders squared, he walked
glowly from the room between his
escort, It was but a step across the cor-
ridor to the doer of the orderly-room,
in fromt of whichk stood an  armed
BBptry. -

Major Henderson, acting sz usher,
opened the door. Derek heard the
rave, digwified tones of PBrigadier-

eneral Sir Froville Howerd, president
of the court-martial.

“ Bring in the prisoncr!”
_ Almost mechanically the boy stepped
inte the room with his gscort, and
balted in front of the table at which

‘the Ermaident was seated. On the right
of t

the president was his side-de-comp,
Major Montressor, and on his left
Colonel Milvain.
Two other tables adjoined that of the
dent, and were so arranged as to
orm with it the three sides of a square.
At one was soatod Colonel Beeifa with
four staff officers, at the other was

‘Mejor Beverley, two field-officers, and

a lieutenant,
‘For a long moment the grey-haired
brigadier-gencral looked at Dorek with

grave, zaarching e¢yes, And in that
momant & deathly hush settled on the

FOOM,

M Derek Monerieff,” he said slowly, in
low, measured tone, “you have been
found guilly by this court-martial of
the charges which have been brought

ainst you of espionage on behalf of
the enemy. Have you anythin
before the sentence of the
passed upon you

I‘fﬁn tlh;:t 1 ﬂﬂ? usii:ngfanit? sir,"” re-
pli o ips.

The president bowed :’E:in head
acknowledgement of the words.

“The santence of this Court is” he
weont on, in the same slow, measured
tones, “that you be dismissed with
ignominy from his Majesty's Sefvice,
and that you be shot at dawn!”

He pushed back his chair and rose to
his feet— Dhwumbly, betwedn his escort,
the boy turned to the door. Fof an
instant his eyes met those of Colonel
Beaife. In the Jatter’s was a glint of
malignant triumgh, _

to say
court 18

in

Foulkes [
& AY I seo him, sir?"
Brigodier - Genoral Bir
Fravi Howard looked

. with kindly eyes at the un-
Egpp Foulkes wha stood before him in
is ©

HYou were & friend of hisi® he
asked quietly. :

£ Y'Eﬂ,. ‘B, I, 3

“You pave gvidence at the court
mﬂ!‘:!idi ir,” lied Foulk rarl

“"¥Yes, sir,” repliod Foulkes eagerly.
“But in his defence, air. I always be-
lieved in him, sir, and—and still do.™

Ha u tho latter words bravely
~—nay, almogt defiantly. The brigadicr-
general’'s ayes hardened.

“Very well,” he replied. * You ma
ses him for five minutes—no longer.
will give you a permit.”

Five minutes later Foulkes presented
himself at the door of the room in

‘which Derek wos lodged. He showed

his it to the sentry on guard, and
was admitted. !
Derak, standmg the window,
wheeled round as Foulkes eptered the
room, His lips twiteched into a brave
smile, and he stepped forward with
outstretched d P T
“Permiit | 'said Foulkes, bangi
dﬂ‘i’l‘ﬂ"ﬁ!]& slip of paper on the smal
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bare table at which Captain Ellis and
Captain Baxter were seated,

“All right!” grunted Baxter. *“We

don't want to see it."
- It is doubtiul if Foulkes heard. He
had taken Derek's hand in a firm
clasp, and then, with hiz arm round
the boy's shoulders, walked with him
to the window,

“I've only pot Gve minutes, Derek,
old hoss,” he said, his voice booming
through the room. : :

“Time enough in which to eay good-
bye,"” replied Derek bitterly; then,with
& quick change of tone: *But it was
decent of you to come.”

“Rats! I wasn’t going  back fo
Ouechy  without sesing you,” replied
Foulkes. ®™No jolly fear!™ _

Not once during those few short

minutes that he spoke with Derek did -Foulkes to come and see him.

Foulkes lower his voice. Every word
he said was plainly aundible to Baxter
and Ellis seated at the table. But
there was something strange o his
manner—something forced, thohght
Derek. Howaover, - that was . only -
‘matural in. the dircumstances. - :
It ‘was when his five minutes were
almost up that he blutted oub:. .50

“l come here from Quchy in your:
machine, Derok.™ S

“Did you?" asked the ’c:-nsir listlessly.

"¥Yes,” boomed Foulkes. “I'm flying
it back to Ouchy to-night. As soon ns
I leave you, as & matter of fact.”

“I'll walch you take off from this
window,” replied Derek. “It'll be
great to seo the old bus again—for the
lagt time. Mind you don't crash her”

He smiled faintly as he romembered
how they uwsed to chip clumsy old
Foulkes back on the aerodrome at
Cuchy.

“Y won't crash her,” replied Foulkes
heartily. ™ I'll pass pretty close to this
window, old bean, as I taxi out. You'll
watch for me?"

“Yes, I'll watch for

" Good-bye, then!"

Foulkes held out his hand.

“Good-bye, Foulkes !

s T

you.”

“And a stiff upper-lip, lad!”

“Yes, a stiff upper-lip,” replied the
boy bravely. 3 :

fhmr hepds met in & last bem grasp,
and sbruptly Foulkes turned away,

“Godd-bye, you !""—Foulkes crossed to

the table and shosk hands with Captain :

Baxter and Captain Ellis—" You're
hating your job, aren't i;.'n:uu‘i' I know I
would if I were you. I'm sorry for you
=—dashed sorry! Good-bye!”

With that he was gone. Baxter and
Ellis exchanged glances.

*Weird bird ! grunted Baxter.

“0Oh, very ! mumbled Ellis,

“ Decent sort, though ™

“Yes, quibal™ ;

Derck was standing staring out of the
window, with his hands planged deep in
his pockets. 1t had been topping of old
oulkes
still believed in him. - Others did, as
well.  Derek knew that,
such & lot.

Even now the youngster could not
realise it 41l,  The court-martial, with
its- dread- sentence;- seemed- like some
terrible fightmare. -He 'was innocent,

absolately - mmnoeent of the charges that

had béen-brought against him.. Ahl If
ohly. he could live to prove it~ If only
ha could live to hound down the men
whose - vile- plotting had brought ruin,
disgrace, and scon a shameful death to
hirm., -But it was too late now.,

Shades of the coming night - were
already creeping across the aerodrome,
and.a thin ground mist.was rising to
awathe the canvas hangars. And when
the short hours of the night had passed,
ha would be led out into the grey dawn.
"T'hen, stripped of rank and decorations,
he would be shot down like a dog by the
rifles of his fellow-countrymen.

His thoughts went back to his first
meeting with Colonel Scaife in the Right
office at Ouchy.. How decently the man
had spoken to him. How eunningly he
had refrained from giving the slightest
sign or hint as to the real purport of s
vigit. It was Colonel Bcaife who had
personally conducted the scarch of
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“elambered

Derek’s machine. Tt-was Colonel Scaife
himself who had found the damning
evidence in the cockpit locker. There
carme 1o Derek a recollection of the look
of triumph in the man’s eves after
sentence of death had been passed.

It seemed almost as though Colonel
Scaife had been an active agent in the
plot against the boy. But that was
absurd., The man was a British Staff
officer; and above suspicion. . Yet— .

Derek’s eyes hardened. If only he
could live he would concentrate ever’
-effort on  solving the mystery. If

Colonel Scaife . emerged merely as -a

gealous British officer, then so much the
better for Colonel Scaife. If not, then
grim indeed would be the reckoning.

But it was hopeless to think of life
now.  With the dawn, Derck would dio,
and. his name would live only to be
fgnkan of with scorn and contempt

roughout. France.

The privileges of a condemned
prisoner were his. He had been lodged

.in this sparsely-furnished room instead

of .a coll. Ho would. watch Foilkes take -

.off—see the old secarlet bus for the last -

time—and - then turn’ in of the -amp-

-bedyagainst the-wall. Maybe in sleep

his: torfured mind would find some

‘relief:

' The _sudden shattering roar of a
Euw&rfui rotary engine  over by’ the
angors broke 1n on his thoughts. He
cssed closer agammst the window. Well,
indeed, did he know tho old familiar
note of the super-powered engine with
which his Sopwith seout was fitted.
. Then from out of the dusk came jolt-
ing and swaying the fast little scarlet
bus, taxi-ing out inte wind. One
hundred yards or more away it eame
abreast of the window. Captain Baxter
and Ellis had heard all that Foulkes
had said. They were curious to zeo the
machine which de been flown by Derek
Moncrieft. Buot an innate delicacy of
feeling I-mﬂt them seated at the table.
Pilots both, they knew Derek would
wish to be aldne at that moment.
Wedged -in the snug cockpit of the
scout sat Foulkes. Abreast of the
window he throttled down whilst he
u.-fiéuatud his gogglea.

nap !

Oh, clumsy Foullkes! He had broken
the elastic strap of his goggles.
" Couldn't possibly this bus without
gopgles ' he remarked to himself,

g, closing down the throttle till the
propeller: was barely ticking over, he
out of the pit and set
off back to . the hangars, the broken .
gngfg'lea dangling in his hand, - He never
walked quickly at any time, did Foulkes.
He cértainly-was not walking - quickly

nOWw.
‘Derek, amazed;, saw Foulkes leavo
_the machine. He saw it standing the

ono hundred yards away, deserted, an

with engine ticking over. A wild light
leapt into his eyes. Almost idly, it
seemed, ho glanced: ever his shoulder.
Captain- Baxter and Captain Ellis wero
engaged in-a low-toned conversation at

- the table,

Crazh! -

Derek’s fist swung against the lattice
windows and sent them swinging open.
'The two officers leapt to their- feet. But
Derek was through the window, runnin
madly towards his machine. He hea
a shout behind him from thoe broken
window, and raced dESEFErE.tElE for the
scout. It meant life an liberty to him
life and liberty which would be devoted
to proving that he was no traitor, and
to the hounding down of those who had
plotted against him.
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Bang, bang, bang!

Behind him sounded revolver shotas,
fired to givo the alarm. Foulkes heard
them, and for the fiest time he turned.
Ho saw Derck racing madly towards the
scout, saw Captain Ellis pounding in
pursnit, He commenced to run towards
the machine in a lumbering trot.

From the hangars camo startled

shoutz, and running mechanics loomed
But Derek had
He leapt for

up throngh the dusk.
reached the machine.

chanced to be in the wvicinity, Derek
relzaaed, and, leaning against tho
fusclage, pordered on hLis course of
action.

In very truth he knew not where to
turn, nor what to do for the best. Those
first few cxultant minoates which had
followed on his escape had been sue-
coeded by a dill and slowly dawning
realisation that indeed his position was
a hopeless ene.

There lay no salety [or him in France,

The Vosges!

He halted, the words on Ins lips.
Although they lay in enemy country,
somewhere on the lonely wooded slopes
of those mountains lie might be able to
lie up whilst he made his plans.

Yes, he would make for the Vospes.
ITo turned toward hiz machine, then
tensed. Stealthy steps were approach-
ing through the darkness.

Derck earried no weapon, but le
clenched his fizts and waited o grim

THE
ESCAPE !

Derek was through the window like a shot, and

]

L Bt L

il

racing madly towards his machine. He heard ihe

voices of Captain Baxier and Captain Ellis behind

him, but paid liitle heed to them ! (Seethis page.)
the coclipit and  serambled in. His for if he fell into Allied hands tl'lu':
fingors, cut amd bleeding from  the sentence of the ecourt-martial would be

biroken glasz of the window, [astened
on the threttle, pulling it open to full.
The quiet rhythm of 'ﬁlﬂ ticking engino
rose in an instant to a shattering roar.
The machine jerked forward.

Slumping into the pilot's scat, Derck
gripped the control-stick, The thunder-
ing engino of the scarlet scout was
faking it tearing acrosa the nn:-rm'[m!nm
As Derek pulled on the control-stick,
tha mist-swathed ground dropped away
from beneath his undercarviage, and ho
iook the air in o steep, upward elimb.

“Foulkes! Oh, Foulkes!” he cried
jovonsly, “TI'll never forget you, old
pal ¥

And on the aecrodrome, far bLelow,
Foulkes was plaintively explaiming.
JIE was my gogples, you see! The
strap  broke, and=—and—ch, well, you
Enow what happencd when I was on my
way back to got 'oin mended !

The Quticast !
FIFTEEH kilometres {0 the weost of

the I'rench headquarters at
Rambervilliers, lay a flat tract
of country as yet untouched by
tha red hand of war. -

And here, when Jdusk had 1Ienrcnnd
into night, tha red seout came gliding
down out of the darkness to make s
landing  with  enpine  switched off.
(lambering  stiflly from the cockpit.
Derck Monerieff dropped. to the ground
and stood listening for a moment with
siraining cars.

Nothing dizturlied the slillness =zaro
an oceasinnal deep reverberating rumble
fromy eaztwards. Satizfied that his Jand-
ing had Dbeen wnnaticed by any who

carried out, and he would be shet.
Before morning the news of his escape
would be circulated throughout France
nnd his apprenension could then only be
but a matter of days.

Neither would he receive any merey af
he fell into German hands, for there
was & price on his head, There was ono
solution of the problem. He could make
hiis way to some neutral country such as
Switzerland or  Holland, burn his
machine, and in disguise merge with
the masses and lose lis identity.

Naol

Almost savagely he put the {hought
from him. e was not going to run
away. Ile was going lo fight—Tlight with
cvery alom of his strength and courago
—to right the wile wrong which had
heen done him amnd to liring  those
responsilde to justien,

Bt how?

2 had sworn to  Limsclf, aflter
sentence had been passed, that if only
he could win his freedom hie would leave
no stone unturned to prove tho falsity
of the charge brought against him, and
that he woald spare no cffort to houndd
down the plotiera. He hadn't troubled
much about details—about how he would
do it—for [reedom, then, had scemed a
remoto and impossible thing.

But now he was fres. And what had
freedom bBrought him save the secing of
things in their right perspoctiva? Ha
was an oulcast—a huntj:-,d fugitive,

In agony of mind he commenced to
paco up ard down. Suarely there mnsk
be something he could do, somewhere ha
ecould find =anctuary whilst Lhe formn-
lated a plan of campaign,

silence os the steps drew slowly nearer.

“Who ara you?!" rapped the boy.
“What do you seck here?™

“Ah, pardon, w'sienc!” replied a
hoarse voice. “T am but ero:szing the
lields on my way home.™

Deveke breathed a sigh of relicf. Step-
ping forward he confronted, in the Jdark-
ness, the unshapely bulk of a French
peasant.

“Why did von approach so quielly,
then ¥ he demanded,

“M'sicur, T Yeard von moving and I
saw the black shadow of your machine
against the skyline,” replied the peazant
timidlv. “I eame to sea if it was some-
one who wanled aid, m'sienr 1"

T'ha boy laughed bitterly.

“Yeg, I requira aid, my friend,” he
said. “ More aid ihan you ean give, Tell
me, where i2 your coltage?"

“It i1 just across the fichls, m «ienr.
lezz than hall a kilometre from heee,™
veplicd  1he  peasant, then  inegoired
{imoronsly : “You aro koglish,
m'sienr, are you nob "

“Nea, I am Epnglish,” replied Derck,
relaasing the man's arm.  “ Who lives
wilh you at your coltape 7"

“Aly wife, m'sieur, Our two sons aro
serving with the Colours, but T am too
old. If I ecan be of assistance,
m'aiope—"

“Yes, I believe vou ran,” zaid Derek.
as the other paused. ' Lead on—and no
tricks, 1f yeu value yvour hife ™

(Fn iz prescat position Derck can ill
afford fo turn down such ‘a4 gencrous
affer. Hut ke is determined to Eeep fiis
weather eye open for all that! What-
crer you do, chumy, don't mize nert
week's insfalment af this paweyfol serivl,
o a il grige yanl)
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i e OQGRAFY this morning, you men,”
remarked Jack Jolly; the haptin
of the Fourth, as the hﬁ._wn_im
streemed out of the dining hall

at 5t. Bam’s-after breakiast,

" Merry ond Bright and Frank Fearlese

mu.a.wﬂa% in ecorus, for joggrafy was by

no mesns their favorite subjeoct.

“We didn't do ony prep. last nite,
gither,” Frank Fearless eaid, sadly.
“Thanks to ﬂnﬁn.m Clévoreove keeping us
mu%owm& in his weerd inventiona !

arence Clevercove, whose gensational

arrival at 5t. Sam’s a few days before had
oot w.ma been forgotten, grinned.

“Are wo going to get into trubble
then 1™ ho asked.

* Yeg, rather1"™ answered Eright.

* Lickham: duzzent worry about Latin or
mathymattiz, not knowing much about
them. But when it comes to jogeraly, he's
o perfect tartar."

‘ ¥ou see, he happons to bo an F.R.LE.
—TFellow of the Royal Joggrafical Socicty
—and he's ps keen ab mustard on it,"
onw.ﬂ_EnEu Jack Jolly. .

levercove uann_wm-ﬁ&u:%zmi_%.

* Perhaps we'd better do something to
distraet his attention then—somcthing to
takea his mind off the subject,’” ho sujjested,

Jack Jolly & Co. larfed. -

“I'm afraid omﬁ_&: find that a pretity
diffikult job, old. chap," said Foarless,
*What were vou thinking of eggeactly ¥ "

“ Well, couldn't we fix up one or two
of my batteries round his desk and give
him a shock 1 ™ asked Clevercove. ' That
would take hia mind off joggrafy for a lat,
wouldn't it : .

“ Oh, grate pip | "

“ 1 should imajine it would ! " grinned
Jack Jolly. - m.ﬂ. wouldn't he spot
them, though ?"

“ Il *see if I can conseal thern first,”
aaid Clevercove. * Wait for me in the
Form.reom, you fellows. I shan't be a
minnit."

Clavercove buzzed off, leaving the
chums of the Fourth to proseed to the
Form-room in a state of keen antissipation.

The skoolboy inventor soon rejoined
them again, bearing.in his orms a plentiful
supply of electrical cquipment, and for
several minnita he bizzied himeelf around
Mr. Lickham'a desk and the blackboard.

Ar. Lickham had not yet arrived in
the Form-room.

* Dono it ! * grinned Clevercove ot last,
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Jack Jolly & Co. looked surpriged, for
they couldn’t gce any signs of the young
olectrishun’a handiwork. But they hadn't
time to go into the matter sny more, for
the rest of tho Fourth began to sircem
in just then, and Mr. Lickham himsslf
ruesled on the scene very scon aftor.

The master of the Fourfh was scowling
foorcely, as he usually did when joggraly
lesson waos on the tappis. He rapped the
desk with bis pointer and gave his usual
fourmal coff.

“ Heove-ho, my hartiea—I meen, silencs,
boya!™ lw corrected burriedly... I
nm..wﬁhmm vou all did your-joggrafy prep. last
nite. :

** Yea, rather ! ¥ shouted the Fourth.

“Good egg! Or, as the vulgar wounld
ﬂmﬂ. it, eggsellant ! Now, Jolly, let’s see

w much nollidgs. am.ﬁn have ackwired.
What Ta the _..E.H&m 1 of France "

m ._.,“ L
-..l.n... o . -.ﬂ....‘

Mr, Lickham cams

to earth again looking
very much the worso
for ware,

:m:auum__: i
WIS out, glaring
mﬁﬂaﬂﬂo%_w wﬂm Jack
Jolly & Co. "1 have
just been seezed with
an . oggetraordinary - : 5
coomattick pain in my arm, boys. It s
no lacfing matter, I can assura you,”
“You were going to cong me, sir,
Jack Jolly remin him respectively.
%1t will have to wait then,” nted
Mr. Lickham, as he roofully rubbed hda
Hingling arm. ‘' Return to your. place,
Jolly. My arm is for the moment out of
action.” ; :
 Jack u.a:ﬁ.-ﬂiﬁﬁ. and trotted back
again, while Mr, Lickham limpad owver to

" Brussels, sir 1" answored Jack Jolly,
E:.E_._.WP wild gueas, :
" Mp. Liclkham recoiled as if from a blow.
“'Oh, my only hat and umbrella!™ he
m.wa_ﬁﬁ_. ‘" Brossels the capital of France !
That next 1™ ;
p " Isn'g ﬂf_.ﬁf right, mﬁﬁﬂ,: pskod Jack
olly, gra isAppoIn
.T.«m.:“_H ma:..__u___q.. it mwﬂnn 1" thundered the
maater. of the Fourth. " Brussels, as any
Second Form kid oupght to know, i3 the
capital of Creenland. . The ecapital of
France, as & matter of fget, is Berlin.”

al DHr _ ik

“1 gather, therefore,” went on. Mr.
Lickham, with a leer, ** that you did not
suxxeod in edding much to your Euﬁnﬁmnm
joggrafy last nite. Just stop out in front
of the clags, Jolly, and I will proseed to
weeld the merry old cane on  your
annatomy | :

Bo saying,
to his mm,w.m
torcher,

Before he could reach the cane, howewer,
his hand happened -to fouch the desk
at the spot which Clevercove had beon
attending o few minnmts befora.

That touch was fatal.- Defors Mr.
Lickham knew whersa ho was, o violant
streem of olectrissity had shot up his arm,
with parrilising efieot.

Mr. Lickham jumped folly six feet in

Mer. Liokham resched owver
to prab the instrument of

the air, his fpce farely twisted with
DEEeIny- .

" Yarooaooooo ! Lo yelled. * Help!
Murder ! Porlice!™

" Ha, ha, ha ! "' roared the class, dubbled

his high stool to rest his limba.

Unforchunitly for Mr, Lickham, Claver-
cova hod been at work on that high stool,
WE - The master of the Fourth, of corse,

ag unaware of this little cirgumstance,
ond he sat down on the stool with the
mm.._....:— ﬁ_m_ﬂn_m of hia somewhat fabby carcass.

o ;

:._u.r_.n_nu.n.n__unnﬁ 1" ghreeked the masater
of the Fourth, leaping off the stobl with
pmazing ajillity. :

Jack Jolly & Co. simply yelled.

Grosning and moammng with uﬂﬁimm.-_.
Mr. Lickham staggered over to the black-
board. - : .

“GFrogoopee ! This iz the- - mﬁ&.
limnit ! ¥ he muttored to himself. ™ Un-
doubtedly 1 am enffering from roomattick
sopzuros.  However, I will endevvour to
carry on. Silencs, you lubbers 1 ™

Mr. Lickham pawsed for a minnit, whilo
the class quictoned down, then he steadied
himeel against the easlo with the idea of
resooming the lesson from that position.

“And now to carry on with what 1
was saying,” he cried. “ The capital of
Francoe, a3 any idiot knows, is—
Whooooop |

Matcherally Mr. Lickham didn’'t mean
to say * Whoosoooop ! ™ But it seemed
the: only thing worth saying as hia leg
touched a *: live ™ spot on the casle.

* Yow-ow-ow ! Groococo! I'mill. 1
must see a doeter at once—if not sooner !
he gasped, reeling towards the deor
“ You mey buzz off, my boys. The class
is dismissed | " :

And Mr., Lickham vannished, leaving the

o
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Young Clarence Cleverrove of the

Fourth iz a lively young

certainly gives themr shocks at
St. Sam's thiz week!

spark.

-The

followa to ocheer wildly and

ghower con ulations om
Clevercove, the injeemius in-
ventor of tho Fourth !
—
II,

of the Fourth, put their

heads together at dinner-

time that dey and hatched
a fowl plot againdt the popular
Clevercove. They were frightiully
jellus of the branoy.gew baoy, an
their defeat at his halida on the first
day of the term still rankled in their
harts. nauuuwﬂmﬁ_w:w&mu. ware
looking out for the faverable

wamn and Rafl, the boolisa

umity of getting "a  bit of

m_p%ﬁ&aﬁﬂu. &u&#hm.bﬁm Biffer hit
on & cunmi i..Mownn_b ;

EBreefly, tho waa rig up

half-a-duzzen of Clevercove's
batteries in Dr. Birchemall's study
in reddyness for the meeting of the
Skool Guvverners which was to
taks place there that afterncon.
wyvarners’ would' all ‘receive

: el gevesr aliocks, and as Biffer pointed

i |
Al

* + out, that would make them fright-

fully waxy. Investipations would
follow, and the battarica would
be diecovered. It was ten to ons
in doonutts that the Head would
very 'quickly find out who owned
thern : and then Clarence Claover:
cove would get it well and trooly in
the nocle.

It was a disoropulous wheeze,
But then DBitler

and RBuff wero
diserupulous
fellowe—the sort

WELTLLTT,
7
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any mean trick to gain their ﬁﬁ—
#wm.mﬂ. farely gloated owver it.

Lhey waited till after dinner, ond then,
whila Clevercove, listle suspecting their
fow! desines, went down to footer with
his pals, they. ransacked his bLelongings
for the battariai.

_Having found what they wantod, they
tip-toed wairily down to the Head's study,
and epent a bizzy five minnita there,

Whan Dr. Birehemall, his faee shining
and a dab of custard still Em#ﬂwﬂ to the
gorner of his mouth, entered the study &
little later, there wore no & to indikate
that skeming handa had at work.
And as Biffer and Rufl had refrayned
from ** doctoring” the Head’s chair, he
remayned in bhesful ignorance uotil the
arrival of the Guvverners.

But he soon knew that something was
wrong when they did arrive !

Sir - Frederick Funguss, the chairman,
was the first to kick open tha door and
canter in. The stern, unbending old
arriptocratt bent elitely and eat down.

What happened next was like o nite-
mars to Sir Frederiek. A thousand red-

-hot needles ‘seemed ._..m__.mr.mﬂﬂm his sonstomy

at-onice, ¢Motrifying him from hoad. to too,
" Yow-ow-wow | ¥ rosred the chairman
ot the CGuvverners, feendishly, shooting
np as though he had sat: down on a red.
hot poker.  “Ow?! Yoooooop! Grool”

*(rate pipl Are snffering from
an mﬁaEﬁﬂ% B4, Sir u%“n—mmmw ¥ # ogge-
claimed the Head in surpriso.

- Of corse not, idiot!1™ roared the
chairman, angrily. ‘1 am suffering ag-
gerny o8 o result of sitting on that
confoundad chair, girl If this is ome of
your practical jokes, Birchemall, you're
in for a large size in thick eara 1™

“ P.p.practical jokes 1 I haven't been
playing practical jokes, strike me pink if

T have!” phaltered the Head.
mignit, sir] Hare'z Colonel Sparkeal™
Colonal Fiory Sparkes olum in with
a heavy clatter of hob-nailed boots, and
mﬁnn&w. in military fashion.

*“ How do, troops | ** he ragped. “ Gad !
I'm tired. Lemme sit down "

Heo flung hiraself into an armchair, only
to fling himsslf out again with eggotra.
ordinary rapidity, larely yelling with pain.

“Yarboooo ! Thunder and litening !
What the thump have you put oo that

“ Wait &

chair, Birnliemall, hay T  Answer ma, you
whiskery old dodderer 1™

Dr. Birchemall began to feel t.

“ Have they oll gone off their roo 3%
he e lairmed aloud, sddressing the air.
“Hallo! Hera'a the Revere James

Joyiul now !l Trot im, air, and take o
seat ! ™ )

The reversnd jemtleman did so, and
followed the e mpla of the other
guvverners in dubble- quick time.

.;ﬁnunuﬂ_ Dear, nﬂwaﬂr mal I have
recaly 6 greevons , ™y -dgear
Birchernall 1 ** he oried, writhing albiout
m Aggarny.

" At the word “shock? 8ir ‘Frederick .
Fungues suddenty saw light.

* My hat t I beleeve that's the solution:

We've alt hod an ‘electric shock ! he

mmwm__ ' m...@%. aunt ! " mormered tho
Head faintly. .

The guvvernera foll pn their hands and
neaze, and e ined the chaira which
had - eaused the trubble, Needless to
say, Clarence Clevercove's batteries wore
soon, revosled,

Dr. Birchemall's noarly  bolted
out of their sockits when: he realised the
trooth; while the guvverners-farely fumed.

“The culprit,” Birchemall, the.culprit !
Find bim st onoe or tako o week's notiss | 12
stormed Colonel Fiory Sparkes.

“I'1 do my best, colonel, nover fear!™
gasped the Head. " And when 1 find
him I'll make him saffer, bust me i 1

won'tl I n—m.E_.Emu u he shall be
uamﬁac and e el ]WEAEH. the
vulgar phrase, should, of cotso sBay
walloped and chucked out 1™ '

“8o I should jolly well thinlk!™

snorted Bir Frederick Fuoguss, “And
I think weo can soon find him, too. Hera
are the owner's initisls on this battery—
C. . What do thoy mean ™

‘Dr, Birchemall thought deaply.

* Grate pip | "' Me eggsciaimed mn&mnﬁﬂu
“ That must be Clevercove of the Fourth.
I reckerlect, too, that bre is & keen amoteher .
clestrishun., Undoubtedly he is the gilty
Hu.ﬁri..u-‘-u' : 7

Frowning feercely, the Head rang the
ball for Binding, t mnww%a )

“ Find Clevercové of the Fourth imme.
jotely | ho ordercd, when Uindmg
appearad. o
* Ha, Clevercove | *' ground out tho
Head, as that junior entered thoe
study a few minutes later, - " Do these

batteries gwnﬂm to yjoul"
* Yeq, gic 1 ' he anawored. * Though
how they got here——-"" =
“ That iz enuff, Clovercove | Oub of
your own mouth you are conviclted of
playing a disgraceful and disrespective
trick wpon my vizziters, the honnerable
vverners of St. Bora's 1"
* But——"" hegan Clevercove.
. * Sjlence ! For your shocking offence,

Clevorcove, you will be flogged with

severrity and lled with ignomming.™
“But I am ppent, air "™ protestad

the junion : :
“Rotta! And many of am 1" hoomed

Un.”_w.rawﬁuab__ .u_,-.a—.”.._...m::um ..EE»F
are usoless, Binding, fetch Tallboy, and
ask him to lock up this wretched in
ﬂrmawﬁbmﬂfzaﬂa room 1 *

Wildly protesting, the innosent H_u.E_m
vilttim of & dastardly plot was hauled
away to durance vile, and the guvvernera
pottied down to their bizziness, Within
half an hour all 8. Sam's had learned
with amazement that tho populsr new
member of the Fourth waa condemned
to ba fogged before the whole skeol, thtn
ghucked out on his nesk |

4 THE END.

{Don't mixs the final atory in this amus-
ing series, entitled: "CLEVERCOVE'S
TRIVUPH " which will apkear in next
week's bumper FREE GIFT Number of
the DMAGKET.)
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