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to resemble steel, would have been
visible on a close inspection. Coker did
not give it a close inspection. He felt no
desire whatever to get close to il As
the blade Qashed in the sun, Coker
juraped back—dodged, and raced along
the deck !

*“Zat you stop, senor!” shouted Don
Guzman, pursuing him with brandished
sword. “I arrest vou! You are one
nrisener!  Caramba I

“Yarooh !” roarcd Coker, as the point
oi the sword poked in his back, * }{L’-EIP
eff ! Whooop [”

**Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors, un-
able to suppress their feelings any
longer.  The sight of Horace Coker
codging about the deck, with the sword
poking at his back, was toec much for
them. They fairly howled.

“Go it, Coker!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Run for it, Coker!”

“ Potter "' yelled Coker, * Greene!”
He dodged round the deckechairs where
the I'ifth-Formers sat. * Back me up!
Get a boathook or something! Why,
wrnak are you langhing at, you rotters?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Potter and
Cireenc.

*"Is this a laughing matter?” shricked
(‘oker. “Lend me a hand, you funks!
Leep him off! Yaroooooh !”

Tho point of the sword poked in
(“oker's ribs. It did not penetrate—but
1: gave quite o nasty jab, which was
fulte enough for Coker. He ({airly
Lounded.

_ Potter and Greene collapsed helplessly
in the deckchairs, almost in hysterics.
Coker fled across the deck. After him,
with his Spanish cloak blowing out in
tue wind, rushed Don Guzman Bohadilla
; Tocopilla, brandishing his sword.
I'liere was not a lot of room for dodging,
and sgain and sgain Coker felt a poko
it his back or ribs. Every poke he
cxpected to run through him.

“ Captain Cook!” he yelled.

But George could not even answer,
Creorge wns almost doubled up, with
tars of mirth rolling down his fnt Tace.

“Keep off 1" shrieked Coker.

“Caramba! You resist—I keel yout”
riouted Don Guzman., * Zat is ze order !
I keel you dead, pronto !”

“0Oh crikey ™
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Now for the

“PUSH PUSH
FIVE"! |

This fine new set, which has all

the advantages of this quiescent
push-pull about which you have
heard so much, i1s fully des-

cribed by Mr. John Secott-
Taggart in the MAY Issue
of the WIRELESS CON-

STRUCTOR—far and away
the best sixpennyworth of
radio value on the market.

The WIRELESS
CONSTRUCTOR

MAY lssue—Now on Sale 6d.
@

Coker rushed for the companion, with
a vague wdea of locking hmmself in his
cabin. A terrific jab in the back .aught
him as he rushed, and he did the abin
Btalrs in ono.

Bump! Crash!

“Yaroooh! Oh, my hat!” Coker
staggered to his fect as Don Guzman,
with Hoating eloak and brandished
sword, came pelting down after him.
“Oh, my hat! Oh crumbs!”

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled peevizshly out of his room. *1
say, wou {ellows, what's that row!
Can’t you let a fellow have forty winks?
I say— Whoooop "

Bunter flew as Coker rushed into him.
There was a bump that almost shook
the Sea Nymph., Coler darted into bie
rooy, Bunter sat and roared,

“Caramba |
Deon Guzman.

“Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter, his eyes

almost popping through his spectacles at
the sight of the Spamard. “1 say, you
fellows — brigands — pirates — help——
Yarooocooh 1"’
_ “IIa, ha, hal” came from the deck
in g wild yell. The whole ship’s vom
pany of the Sca Nymph were almost
weeping.

Slam! rang Coker's door. Then he
remembered that the key was on the
outside. The door flew open again, and
o Liock-bearded,  black-moustached,
swarthy foce glared in, and o brandished
sword missed Coker’s nose by an inch.
He staggered back against the bunk,
Easping.

“Carambal! VYield! You are one
prisoner, or I kecel!” roared Don Guz-
man Bobadilla y Tocopilla Wibley.
" Resist alguazil, and you are one dead !
Hold out ze hand for ze iron, or I keel!l
Pronto I

Coker staggered against the bunk,
gurgling, the sword at his breast. His
hand was on his pillow—and he grabbed
that pillow convulsively, He was
cornered now—Ifairly cornered—but
Coker, 1f he wos not over-burdened with
brains, and heaps of pluck. And his
blood was up! e gripped that pillow,
and with a sudden swing of his arm,
sent it whizzing [ull at the black-bearded
face of the elguazil,

_ Coker was the man to take risks! Had
it been a genuine alguazi] and a genuine
sword, Coker might have been run
through on the spot. But that especial
alguazil had the best of reasons for not
running Coker through—likewise a
wooden " property " sword would not
have gone into Coker, The pillow
crashed into the black-bearded face, and
Don Guzman Wibley spun backwards as
if he had been shot.

“Oh crikey 1" he gasped, as he crashed
on the floor of Coker's cabin—quite a
remarkable ejoculation for a Spanish
alguazil! The sword eclattered on the
plunks,

Coker panted! Ie had fled and
dodged from a drewn sword, as any
fellow might have done! But hand to
hand, GOst to fist, Coker feared no foe!
He jumped at that alguazil! He kicked
the fallen sword out of his reach. Then
he piled in with both hands!

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Up to that moment, Wikley of the
Remove had bLeen enjoying tho game!
IFrom that moment his enjoyment ccased
—suddenly ! Struggling frantically, he
rolled into the saloon in Coker's hefty
grip—Ccoker’s left arm round his neck,
Coker's hefty right clenched, as hard
as iron, bangmg away like a black-
smith's hammer!  Fearful howls and
yells eame from Don Guzman Bobadilla
v Tocopilla—but his  head was in
chancery, and Coker kept it there!

Dung! Dangl! Dang!

Now I keel you " roared

THE MAGNET

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Quite & Surprise 1or Coker !

SAY, you fellows!” yelled Dilly

1
E Bunter.
: “Ha, ha, hal™
"1 say, there's a
brigand——"

“1 suy, he's killing Coker—"

“ Ha, []El., ha!"

Billy Bunter, who had rolled on deck
in a state of great alarm, blinked in
amazement, Everybody on deck seemed
to be In a state of convulsions, They
luu?hed-th«ey chortled—they howled—
and they yelled. They almost wept and
sobbed. IHorace Coker's frantic BRight
from the Spanish. alguazil had been too
much {or them—much teo much! They
were in danger of hysterics,

“"Blessed if 1 seo anything to cackle
at,” gasped DBunter. *'1 teﬁ you that
Bpaniard's after Coker with a sword—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"“Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly, as a series of fearful
vells rang from below, “That’s not
Coker—that My hat!"

“Ow! Wow! Help! Rescue!” came
a fearful howl, in the tones of William
Wibley. *“Help! Rescue! Yaroooh!"

“Oh crumbs |’ pasped Hu,rr;r Wharton,
*Coker’s got him—ecome on "

The Famous Five rushed down the
companion. A startling scene met their
gaze. Over and over on the saloon foor
rolled two struggling fgures. Don
Guzman's cloak had been torn off, and
hiz official gold-braided cap was gone—
his mop of black hair was almost gone.
His moustache was on one side of his
face—his beard hung by a single wira
on the other. Wibley’s disguise was not
planned to stand a hefty hammering
from fists like Coker's. He was losing
it fast. And he yelled frantically for
help—which he sorely needed. ker
was hitting hard and often.

“0Oh, my hat! Collar him!” gasped
Wharton,

The juniors
dragged him off by main force.
hurﬁad himm away, headlong.

Wibley sat up and spluttered.
nose streamed red

“Oh crikey! Keep that maniac off [
he gasped. “Oh lor'! Ow! Wowl"”

Coker staggered up. He stared at the
Spanish alguazil like a fellow in a
dream. Wibley was still unrecognisable
ns Wibley, with his swarthy face and
darkened eyebrows. DBut the displaced
beard and moustache told their own
tale—and the black wig that was half-
off, disclosing close-cropped, brown hair
undernecath.

“Why,
Coker, almost petrified.
disguised! Liook at him!
false beard!”

“Not really 1 gasped Bob Cherry.

“And a false moustache——"

“{o hon !

“He's not a Spanish policeman at
all!" roared Coker, as if a light had
broken on his mind. *“It's a spoof 1"

““HMa, ha, ha!"

“It's some scoundre] pretending to be
a policeman!” exclaimed Coker. *Ono
of the gang that robboed me in the cork
wood, most likely——"

“0Oh erumbs !’

“‘In foet, I believe I recopnise him—
he's one of that gang! I'm sure of
that! Collar him " )

(lokter made a jump at the disguised
junior.

“Keep him off !” shricked Wibloy,
squirming round the table.

Harry Wharton & Co. grabbed Coker
in time, and dragged him back. Coker
struggled to hurl them aside, :

“Let go!” he roared., “You silly

Bpanish

Coker and
They

His

rushed at

what—what—" gurgled
“ He—ho—he's
That's o















PIANO RECITAL.

Hogkins is giving a Piano Recital in |
the Fifth Form Room on Monday evening
next, at 8 p.m. ,

Free cotton-wool pads and sound-
proof earflaps may be obtained from the
Society of Mercy (Hon. Sec. J. Hobson),
Study No. 5, Shell.
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No. 3, Remove.

RIFLE OR REVOLVER WANTED!
I'm going to Canada for the summer '

hols. this vear, and 1 want to lecarn to
shoot the rapids !—R. RUSSELL, Study

DO YOU WEIGH FIFTEEN STONE?

If so, report to Study No. 1 at once.
Someone’s urgently wanted to sit on
_ Coker’s chest while we pour ink over him !

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Peter Hazeldene

By George Bulstrode

The begt thing about Hazeldene is Hazeldene's
miater. If Marjorio’s left out of the reckoning, there's
iecious hittle left over which to emthusze |

But I'll grant you that Hazel's & lot better than he
ugd to be, In the long-forgotten days when [ was
akipper of the Remove—and a jolly good gkipper at
that, I fancy !—Hazeldene was generally regarded as
# thorough bad egg. Nowadays, he's looked on
nire or less as o reformed charocter, But

There's always & * but " about Hazel, you goo !
(Hd habita die hard, and Hazel finds it easy to slip
lsack into them., IF anyone in the Hemove starta
tnking the well-known Downward Path, it's two to
whe in cdoughnuta Hezeldeus's not far behind !

He'sa nn nngrateful sort of bounder, too. Wharton
liaa alwayg been a good friend to him ; but whenever
wnybody haa tried te lower Wharton's colours,
Hazel has been in the camp of tha newcomaer !

=l there’'s no need to rub it in. But {or the
fart that contributors to this éolumn are encouraged
10 be painfully frank, I should probably say that
Iazel i8 quite & good ¢hap. Browny and 1 rub
along fairly well with him in Study No. 2, anyway ;
nind I'm oot perfeet mysell, as 1 shall probably
hear in no uncerinin manner when Hazeldens lets
rip about o i the next number!

(Hazel's opinion of George Bulstrode, writton
rerard less of the law of libel and entirely uncensored,
will positively appear next weok —Ep.)

'Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Wditor,—The abaciesion of pedeatrianism
lrom explorstory rural divagations conseguent upon
the succedaneovs employment of the ubiguitous
nutomobile for equing transport i3 a phenomenon
ior which the donation of unquahfied approbation
musgt necessarily be withheld pending satistacrory
responsive intelligencs relative to the interrogatory
miterpeliation : Is this metamorphosia in our means
ol mobility indicative of increascd sanative [elicity
or otherwise ¥

[ expoundmil this wviewpoint to Caolker
yeaterdivy, thinking that his ownership of a
two-whieled vehicle propelled by an internal
combustion engine would lend the matter

s | 1

CURING BUNTER'’S
CURIOSITY

Fellows who happened to
be gunning themselves down
at the gates one day last
woek saw a somswhat un-
usual spectacle. An emerg-
ency breakdown lorry came
driving along the lane; but
the crane at the back wasg not,
ag is wusual, supporting the
Ironut of & Eﬂmmrm% motor-car.
It was supporting Billy
Bunter instead !

Bunter was hanging over
the road, suspended by a
heavy iron hook which had
been ingerted into the belt
o his trousers. He was too
terriied to speak. He just
hung there, with his eyes
glusd to the raecing roal
boneath him !

The Groyiviars follows at
the gates yelled out o the
diiver, and he pulled up. He
almost  collapsed when he
saw Bunter!

When bhe bad

recoverad, he lowersd the tat
Hemovite to the ground and
the crowd releazsed him,

It teanspired that Buonter,
with his  usual insatiable
curiosity, had trigd to take
charge of a road accident in
which Trumper & Co. of the
Courtlinld Counml Sehaool had

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

been involved. Trumper &
Co. didn’t appreciate Bunter’s
int mnoss being poked into
their affair, and, when the
broakdown van arrived, they
substituted Bunter for the

deomaged car at the Iast
moment, just to cure hia
auriosity.

They haven't done that, of
course. But we shall be sur-
prised if Bunter displays a lot
of interegt in the next motor
accident he happens upon !

H.Zmim " England
at Greyfriars

The Remove are making a
bold attempt to revive soms of
the uglaries of the old-time
inglish May Day, this year.
It 13 intended to erect a may-
pole, in the quad, if nobody’s
luoking,

Old-fashioned sports auch
as climbing the proasy pole for
n leg of mutton will be in-
tlulped in during the day.

The Remove Folk Dancing
Society will put on white
trousers amd billyeock hats
anid tie bootlaces round their
ealvea prior to giving a display
of Morris dancing. |

Madrigals will be sung.
Mad wriggles will also  be
tdoubtloss performed Ly
Lhoses listoners who are un-

pucustomed to hearing  this
kind of thing.

Muarjorie Ilazeldene has
been electoed QQuesn of the
May and may possibly trot

aver from CHWT House to be

crowned,

Of course, it's fuite posgible
that the whole thing may fali
through. But the Romove

must he given credit for
thinking about it, mustn't
they ¥

NO SUMMER
EXTENSION

Tuckshop Holrs Unaltered

Eloquent, but unapiing pleas for an
extension of tuckshopbours were made b
Counsel before the Regve Licensing Benc
last Tucwdny. : :

The Boneh met undipthe chairmanship of
H. Wharton, Esq., to #mider an application
by prowinent Romova for permission to be
miven to Mrs. Mimblah retail ice-cream and
minera' waters till $30 ﬁ.a.r instead of
8 pan, during the modps of May, June, and
July.

Hwa_.an_._nmnu {he applption, Mr. H. Vernon-
Smith, K.C., said thatiiwas o erying scandal
that in » civilised ageise thia the tuckshop
should ¢lose nt eight gtbek. [b moant that
o chap who had been dim at the nets or for
a stroll round the schoyl grounds had to race
across Lo the :Erw_..mm_ian.d eight or jolly

well go thiraty 1 (Shgs.)

It was sll very wellfor people to say he
could go to his club atikeep & supply in his
study. Such things migt be all right for
bloated plutocrata liky himsell (Laughter).

Opposing the appliglion on behall of the
Nitwits’ League, Mr.Hirace Coker said it
was about time someldy pub the Remove
in their place and, b . he was the man

to do it, Extonding fiituckshop hours for

the sake of a gang of i, indeed | Pah |
When 3lr. Coker hadiecn slung ont on hia

necl, the chairman § if Mra. Mimble

wug prosent.

H__:,_. ,_.qmunﬁ:.mun;:__ “I'm sorry, your
honour, but we nn:—m%nﬂ the old dame to
eame across !’

Choirman @ " Z*....__”.__ askk what is Lhe
attitud: of the good to the proposal ?

Mr. Vernon-Smith :|" You may ask with
pleasure, old bean, [I'm afraid I can’t

tell youl ™ : & :
Cheirman : ** Appligion dismissed, with
costs, Mr. Vernon-Smh, for disrespect to

the Bench, is orderod$ be detained during
the chairman’s pleasug!"

Before the Hemo
however, the crowd i
with | he apparent intapon of bumping every
mngistrate on the Benl, and the magistrates
had to beat a huorrigeetreat throngzh vhoe
winudows.

SCOTLAND
FOR EVER

Fellows passing Study
No. 3 one day lnst week were
gurprised to hear a sort of
earthquake going on inside.
On looking in, they wero
relieved to find that it was
only Ogilvy, roaring with
lanughter.

e hadd just seen Lthe point
of & joke he read in the
“ Qreyfriars Herald "' six
months nrgol

Larpe Pot Wanted !

Skinner's in the soup, end
the Head's going to make
it hot for him |

CRAZY PAVING—

MAD

HEAD

Gardeners’

Enterprise

Unappreciated

“ The flowers that bloom
in the Spring, tra-la,

Bring honowr (o all the
Remove! "

That was what somo
potical johnny wrote a
ong time ago, Yyou re-
member. Or, at least, if
it's not what he wrote, it's
whet he ought to bhave
written,

Anyway, to come Lo _.__.u
point, the Remove Horti-

- — E—

FRENZIED SUMMER SPORT

Croquet Season’s Wild Start

If you want o really
hectio afternoon, have n
peep over the hedge at the
Head’s ecroquet-lawn next

Saturday afternoon,  DBut
for goodness’ sake keep
away from it if you're

inclined to suffer in any way
from n weak heart. Tho
strain might casily prove too
great for youl

The playora, neatly at-
tired in Norfolk suita and
gpring-sided  boots,  will
charge out of the Hewnd's
house nt 3 p.m. at the hair-
roising spoed of at  lvast
two miles per hour.

The teams will then line
up, doing their respective
war-crics  of ** Tub-tut ! ™
and * Dless my soull™

Amid a breathless silenee
the first player will swing
hia mallet. A scroam  of

GREYFRIARS FACTS

agony will ring out. He
has hit his pet corn instead
of the ball | :

Another try. Thia time
he hita the ball snd sends 1t
on a terrific drive of at
lenst Lhree yards.

Wild enthusiasm from the
gpectators preets this
wonderful feat, both of them
waking up for 2 moment to
call from their deck-chairs :
“"Well tapped, Herbert! ™

So the play goes breath.
lessly on from hoop to hoop.
How they keep up the amaz-
ing pPAce I8 o mystery no one
can expect Lo solve !

Really, ¢haps, all things
considercd, we strongly ad-
vise you to trot along aml
peop over that hedgo next
Saturday wflernoon—unless
ns we say, yon can't stand
too much excitement |

WHILE YOU

cultural Plots are already
beginning to look like the
front page of a seodaman’s
ecatologue.  Wingate soys
that by the timoe summer's
hero they'll be a regular riot
of eolour,

Which reminds us that
there was a bit of riot on the

plota Inst "Tuosday evening,
when Russell and n crowd

of fellow - horticulturists
sturteed work on the crazy
paving footpath they'd
planned to lay this year.
Russell thought it would
be an economy to use the
old stono slabs and bits of
magoury lying about on the
vutskirta of the Cloistora.
After n ton or so ol
malterial had been dragged
on to the site, Hussell and
his co-conspirators got busy
with picknxes and sledge.
hwmimers, reducing the

i

pieces of stone to reasonable
proportionsa,

They had worked on the
iob for about an hour when

r. Locke suddenly strolled
up, beaming.

* Busy, u.:m boya!™ he
romarked, offably. Then
his eye fall on the embryonic
crazy pnving end his afin-
bility suddenly vanished as
he asked in a foint voice:
“ What—what is thet 1"

“Crazy paving, airl"
Rusgoll answered, proudly.

o Hm#.rmrsﬁrﬂw%riﬂm_ L
stuttered the Hoad., "' W.w-
where, may I ask, did you
obtain the stone for your
ﬂ:g .“ n

" Collected it up from the
Clojaters, @ir,”" explained
Russell choerfully. ‘* Any-
thing wrong, sir 1"

ANYTHING WRONG?
Well, you just ought to
have seen Lthe Head ; you
wouldn't have had any
doubts about it ! He rceled
and stapggered and pressed
his hands to his forehcad
and tore hig hair in o kind
of frenzy | Eventnally he
managed to blurt out:
“ They have touched them !
They have interfercd with
the ruins! And o party of
archaologista are coming
down to-morrow to study
thema | O-0-9-0-0h 1 ™

His trombling mﬁ.ﬂu
pointed to the House. The
amateur gardenera didn't
koow what the thump it
was all about, but they
interpreted it as a sign that
they were to leave their
garden work and go up to
the Head's study.

Their interproetation was
perfectly correet |

Some of them are still
wondering why the Head
mw._.:: the next hour dusting
their pants, We must say
we don't see much senso
in it ourselves, But beaks

are notorigusly funny birda
to nmderatand, aren't thoy T

WAIT !

particular interest, ;
But mueh to my surprise, Coker frinted |
Incomprehondingly yours,
ALONZO TODD,
MWhat "Lonzy really wantd 1o hnow 04
wiwdlwer wolkine 13 maore Lbeoelicial te the
hoalth than metor-eyeling.—150.)

STARTLING CHANGE

eter 'Podd, oir amalomwe hoawyer, hag bean
pavyan marked atlention to the yeung lady at
o banstop ust lately,

The * zolimtur” has beconie
siitor," a0 to speak |

; turis,
the “ailly o

Bocause he reported a fam for
breaking bounids, Dicky Nugent
& Co. * pelted ** P.-c, Tozer with

Tozer ia still wondering

which ** young rip ' knocked his

belmet off !

Monty Newland 13 quile & gooud

by presenting him with a bust !

Bob Cherry pul up & record by ‘
scalptor, and surprised Mr, Quelch sliding down the banisters intghsmpion of lhe Remove.

the Hall twenty-seven times
fore accidentally cannomng int
Loder ol the Sixth |

L@, 1. Fuelld
times he

A recor

licking followed—Ilor Bob I

iy the leap-frog

peck ' isgtoo bigh for ** Squifl.”

who
tricity, says that when Coker's

Oailvy,
No
helfty boot strikes

nodecstands

a bepless fag

on the trousers, the fag exper-

icoces o ebock equivaleot {0
seventy-six volla )

aleg=

began,
lion's sbare, but he
bupdred in arrears,

Gerald Loder hns awarded 3,100
lines in the Remove sinoe the term -
Bunter has collarad the
15 Several

probably remain 8o |

Roumon  Inst
ILing Isvielket
hid Winente

WEATHER hoe

Most sportsmwn .
but Winguto must bo an cgeseeption.
any rate, his apoech ab the
week

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY
WISDOM

liie o nire sunny day ;
At
lKricket Klul
entdetl up:s Y HTALL L
Long may it RAIN Y

really mean what he said 7

Thinking it owver, it scoms DOUBTEFUL

died

aod wall

“REEL” FUNNY!
Trovor is the son of a Lancashirm EH:.aEaE..
Yol zomehow woe can nevel vimgtton’ on to him!





