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& C€0., the World - Famous
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THE FIRST CHAPFPTER.
A Batilog for Bolsover !

ILLY BUNTER hurled open the
B door of Coker's study in the
Fifth Form passage at
friars, and rushed in.

Bunter was 1n haste.

His fat face was crimson,
puffed and he blew. Ile had come up
the passage at top speed, and he
hurtled inta Coker’s study like a Iat
cannon-ball,

In.. such haste was Bunter that he
hurtled half-across the study before hae
could stop; and even then it was only
the study table that stopped him.

Bunter bumped on that table, and
clutched it for support, and gazped for
breath,

“I=~I say, Coker——" he spluttered.

- Horaca Coker of the Fifth Form
uttbred a sound that was like unto the
trumpeting of a wild elephant in the
jungle. Coker was seated at that table,
working at a Latin exercise. The table
rocked ; the inkpot rocked; and a
splash "of. ink went over. Coker’s
exercize. Somo of it went over Coker!
Coker fairly roared with wrath,

“Why, you—you—you——-="

Coker jumped up.

But for the table between, his grasp
would have fallen at once on Bunter.
Coker started round the table.

S¢ did Billy Bunter, in the other
direction.

The fa% Owl of the Remove was
breathless. But he was not too breath.
less to dodge Coker. Coker looked
positively dangerous.

M J—I say, Coker, I—I came to tell

ou—"" gasped Bunter, as he circled

ker's tabla.

“ Il smash you !” roarved Coker, as he
gircled the table aftéer Bunter.

“ Bolsover's coming—"

“Look at my cxercisel” roared
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Coker. “I'H teach vou te rosh inta my
study like a mad bull, and—"

“He's gaing ta whop you—-=~"

“What " '

“With a fives bat—"

“EhR

‘I came to tell you !” gasped Bunter,
still with the table between him and
Coker. "He will be here 1n & minute!
He says he's going to whop you, in your
own study, with a fives bat.”

Coker of the Fifth stopped in sheer
astonishment. |

“Whop me!” he gasped. .

“¥ez, old chap! gasped Bunter.
“I—I came to tip you—"

“A BRemove fag—whop me!™ stut-
tered Cuker._

“He's coming.” y

There was a sound of frampin
coming up the passage. Horace Coker
stared blankly at Bunter, and then
gwung vound towards the doorway,
Somebody was coming up the passage
~—in haste! But Coker could hardly
believe that it was Bolsover maejor of
the Remove coming to whop a Fifth
Form man in his study..

Balsover was a big and hefty fellow
—the higgest fellow in the Lower
School. He wae, in fact, bigger than &
good many of the scniors. He was
rather & bully, and had a heavy hand
with amall fags. He was cheeky to the
Fifth; end Coker had more than once
regarded him with a disapproving eye
and thought thet a thrashing would do
him good.

But certainly it had never oceurred to
Horace Coler that DBolsover thought
that a thashing would do him good, and
fancied that he could administer the
same,

If Bolsover fancied that, Coker was
the man to cure him.

“Alean to say " gasped Coker,

“He's been bragging in the Remove
passage that he's poing to do it,"” panted
the fat Owl. "“You'll see him in a
minute, He's got a fives bhat—"

feek
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“I'll be glad to see him !" said Coker
grimly.

He glared at the open doorway.

If Bolsover major of the Hemove
appeared there with a fives bat in his
hand Coker knew what he was goihg
ta_de.

Bolsover might fancy that he could
whop a Fifth Form man in his study.
But Coker fancied that if a junier
barged mto that study wiltlr a fives hat,
that jumior was going to get such a
hiding that it would be quite a record
at, Greyfriars Bchool.

Tramp, itramp, tramp, came
heavy foolsteps up the passage.

A bgure appeared in the doorway.

It was that of Dolsover major, the
bully of the Remove—with a red,
cxeifed face and a fives bat in lus grasp.
He glared into tha study.

“{h, there you arc!” he roared as
his eyes fell on Billy Bunter. And he
ruzhed in,

The next moment Coker had him,

Up to that moment Coker had
donbted. He could really hardly
belicve that "any junior, even a Dbig,
headstrong, overbearing fellow like
Bolsover major, could actually think of
whopping huim in his study. e was
well awarc that plenty of juniora would
have liked to whop him, Caoker prided
himself on having a short way with
fags; which did not, of course, make
him popular among the fags. But that
any junior could really think of whop-
ping him was almost unimaginable to
the preat Coker.

But he could not doubt now—as the
red and wrathy Removite rushed into
hiz study, fives bat in hand.

Ha grasped Bol:over.

Big and hefty as Bolsover major was
he was not o big and hefty s Coker of
the Fifth. Coker whirled him off his
feet and strewed him on the study
carpet. .

“Ow [* roared Dolsover as ha went
down, “Ow! Leggal I—

the
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Coker's lalt hand grasped Bolsover's
collar. Bolsover major’s: features
grubbed into the carpat. Coker's right
wrenched the fives bat from his hand.

Up went Coker’s arm! Down it
came! The fives bat banged on the
Removite’s trousers with a crack like a
pistol-shot.

“Qooh " roared Bolsover, “ Urrggh I¥
He spluttered wildly, with his nose
ﬂmd_mg into Coker’s carpet. * Wurrgh!

ou mad idiot! I—urrggh——"
hack, whack |

Bolsover struggled frantically. But
Coker had him pinned, and he whacked
and whagked.

* Whop. me, will you?” roared Coker.
“I'll show you! My hat! I never
heard of such cheek I
-Whack, whaek!

- “Gurrrggh ¥ gurgled the strogeling
junior. ' Urrght didn't—I wasn't

~—le ﬁc—urrg —t

”g crikey%’: gasped Bunter.

The fabt junior gave the scene one
blink through his big spectacles as he
seuttled round - the- table. -But he
stayed “only for ome ‘blink. Then he
seuttled "out of the study and hiz fee-
mg footsteps died away down the

ssage.

Coker did not heed him. And
Bolsover major ‘had no leisure to heed
him, with his face grinding into a dusty
carpet under Coker's grip, and the fives
bat beating on his trousers.

“Whop me, eh?” roarcd Coker, “ By
Jove'l Get on with it] I'd like to seo
any Remove fag whop mel I'd just
like it! You've come to this,study to
whop me, have you? Who's getting the
whopping? What??

Whack, whack!

“Urrgh! Leggol
come—"

“Changed your mind!” grinned
Coker. *“1I rather fancied you would,
when you started on the job.”

Whaek, whack, whack|

Nol I haven't

“Will wyou chuck it#* shricked
Bolsover major, struggling wildly.
“Ow! My bat! Yarooh! Leave off I

“Whe's getting the whopping?”
chortled Coker, as he whacked and
whacked, "I don't think it's me ! IHa,
ha! Why don't you get on with i,

when you came’ hera specially to do it?”
“1 didn't1” shrieked Bolsover. “You
mad tdiot—varcoh—I was after Bunter
I3
— Y QOO —
Vhack !
“You can’t crawl out of it now, my
mppin ! grinned Coker. “Youn can’t
take me in! -Get on with the' whop-
ping ! Sorry you spoke, what? I hear
that you told them in the Remove that
you were coming here to whop me—"
-1 didn't ¥ shrieked Bolsover.
“Well, Bunter said you did—and you
egme I grinned Coker, “I'rn waiting
for that whopping!"
Whack, whack, whack !
* I never saidq——"
Whack ! :
- “Oh erikey ! Oh crumbs! I was after
Bunter——"
Whack |
“Yaroooh! T tell you, T was after
Bunter!” yelled - the wriggling Re-
movite. “I saw him dodge inte the
Fifth, and came after himp——-"
Whack |
“Yarcoop! I tell you, T caught him
snaffli my toffes, and got after him
with a fives bat !” shrieked Bolsover. I
tell you—~>
Whaack, whack, whack !
“Whooop! Yarocooh! Oh crikey ¥
It was_ uscless for Bolsover to attempt
to explain. Coker was not to be taken
in. ;
* Coker had, az a matter of fact, been
taken in by the astute Owl of the
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Remove. Bulb when an idea was once
lodged in Coker’s head, it was & fixture
there. There was room  in Horace
Coker’s powerful .intellect for only one
idea at a #ime. Having been convineed
that Bolsover had come there with the
cheeky intention of whopping him in his
study, Coker was nol open to convietion
otherwise. He whacked and whacked.

Bolsover ma jor struggled and
wriggled and roared. Three or four
I'ifth Form men came up the passage,
attrocted by the uproar.

“Killing & pig in here, Coker 1 asked
Potter,

“What on earth’s that pame " asked
Gereene.

“¥ou'll have the roof down scon!™
rémarked Hilton. " '

Coker glanced round.

“This cheeky fag came here to whop
me with & fives bat!” he said. *“He
looks like doing it, doesn't he?”

- *¥ow-pw ! I never— Yaroooooh [*

Whack, whack [

*I never— Yurrrrrocop

. “Looks like it—what!” grinned
Coker. *“What de you men think—
eh 2 . 2

“Ha, ha, ha{*

Whack t

“You'd better not guite slaughter

though I - remarked
‘-'{%gelnh would make a row if you
polished off ane of his young sweeps I

* Coker chuckled.

him,

e e

Billy Bunter, of the. Greyfriars
Remove, is as artful as a
wagonload of monkeys, and
many and varied have been
his dodges to satisfy his gar-
gantuan appetite. But his
latest wheeze—that of playing
the part of Horace Coker—
beats "em all !

Pattar. .

“Well, I think that will do ! he re-
marked. “You can have your bat,
Bolsover.” He shoved the fives bat
down the back of the wngghnﬁrjumﬁr's
neck, " Now you can cut! ou men
Lick him down the passage !

He heaved Bolsover major to the
door. The bully of the Remove stag-
gered into the passage. Ilotter and
Greene and Hilton, grinning, kicked
him as he passed, and Bolsover major
tottered away.

Coma back again when you want to
ive me another whopping ! roared
oker derisively. o
But Bolsover major was not thinking
of whopping Coker. He was not think-
ing evenr of whopping Billy Buanter,
much as that fat youth deserved it. He
could hardly have whopped a fag of
the Second Form just then. He totfered
away, and Coker of the Fifth, in high
good humour, strolled along to the
ames study, to tell the Fifth Form
ellows there how a checky fag had
come to his study to whop him, and
what had happened to that cheeky fag.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Bunter Wants Company !

' SAY, you feltows 1™

I Billy Bunter squesked his

loudest, and Harry Wharton &

Co., who were going out of gates,
glanced round.

" The fat Owl of the Remove was

scultling after them from thu.Huuse. his

little fat ]ef-lgﬂ going like clockwork, his
spectacles flashing %ai:k-thu rays of the
une sum..
“Hold on I” squeaked Bunter.

The Famous Five obligingly held on.
hey were in no hurry, sa they wera

only geing -for & ramble after clazs.
If Billy Bunter wanted. to join up for
the ramble, they had no great objection,

though they did not exactly pine for Kis
fat company. They wnite&v fr; the gate-
way for him to come up—which Buater
did, panting for breath. ,

" Going out?"” he asked breathlesaly.
"0Ohb, no!"” said Johnny Bull sarcas-
tically, “Wa'vé walked down to the
gates because we're not going out I
. Ob, 'really, Bulll I say, you fellows,
if yow'te ‘going to the pictures, I'll
coine [ gasped Bunter.

“But we're not |” said Frank Nugent.

* Bunshop i asked Bunter hopefully.

“Not even the bunshop!” grinped
Bob Cherry. .

“ Where, then ?” demanded Bunter.

“Just a walk. through Popper Court
woods to the river, and back by the
boathouse,” answered Harry Whar

“What on earth for M

The Famous Five chuckled.

There were zmta good reasons for
taking that walk. It was glorious June
weather; there was sunshine, s blue sky,
and a balmy breeze from thoe sea ; the
woods were shady and green and invit-
inf, and walking was a good exercise.

But these good reasons were quite lost
on Billy Bunter. Billy Bunter pre-
ferred to take his exercise littinF still,
He never moved if he eould help it—
except his chin! Bunter's chin, it was
true, seemed to have discovered - the
secret of perpetual motion. Why
fellows should walk miles in order to
Fe! back to where they had started from
1ad always been a mystery to Bunter.

“Look here,” he said, “den't” be
asses | Btop in I

* Fathead !" said Bob 'Dharrg politely.
“We're going out! Coming?”

“1 say, hold on I exclaimed Bunter,
“I—1 nafr. come up to the studies, and
—eand ['ll do some of my ventriloquial
tricks to—to amuse you—what 1

“ Anybody want to stick in a study in
this glorious weather to hedr Bunter
making weird noises with his neck 1
asked iﬂh Cherry.

“Hn, ha, hal”

The Famous Five walked out. Rather
to their surprise, Billy Bunter rolled
after them.-

It was clear that Punter did not want
to go for a walk. - But it seemed that
he was keen on the. company of the
Famous Five—so keen that he was will-
ing to exert himself for the sake of the
same—which was very Hattering, at all
events.

“1 say, you fq!]:::wsa don’t race 1™ ex-
claimed Bunler irritably. :

The chums of. the Remove were
sauntering ot their ease, but Bunter was
a slow walker. He could have beaten
a E.'gtia.i!, but perhsps only an old, tired
gnail.

“Oh dear!” grunted Johony DBull.
“Walk, if you're going to walk, fatty! -
Do you want us to crawl on our hands
and knees 1"

E BE'ﬂEt ljl-

Bunter puffed and blew. Soveral
times he blinked back over a fat
shoulder through his big spectacles,
But he scemed more easy in his mind
when the school gates were out of sight
behind. o .

“What about slttm&m this fence, you
chaps?” he asked. “ We could get a rest
hera till calling-over.”

“8it on it by all means!” said Bob
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Cherry. “We'll collset you when we
mmrr{lmk ™

@
“Well; I don't want ta lose fﬂﬂt'

company I* said Bunter, rolling reluct-
antly.on. *1 ntws;s enjoy o W with
you fsllowu. You're such nice com-
pan '
" The Famons Five of the Remove
looked at Bunter. They wera willing to
‘agrea that they were nice company.
']iru}r would have admitted that there
was none better in. the Greyfriars
Remove.  S8till, they had not expected
to hear it from Bﬂivy- Bunter.

“Whaot's the soft sawder for?” asked
Johiny Buil.

“Oh, reslly, Bull—*

“Buck up, if you don't want to lose
our nice company,  Buoter!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “We want
to, do more than two yards an hour 1”

Billy Bunter bucked up. Once mfore
he blinked back over a fat shoulder.

* Expecting somebody efter you1”
asked Frank Nugent. ]

“Ok, no! T'm nﬂi'il:hdglu% that beast
Bolsaver 1” paid .Bunter. "I came dut
with you fellows bectiise I'm ketn on a
walk and 1 like your company.”

*“Ha, ha, hal*

The mystery was solved now,

* Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at " grunted Bunter. I fancy Bolsover
won't be so full of beans when Coker's
done with him. - 8till, I don't want a
row with the brute. If he cuta up rusty
when we get iuhI shall expect my pdls
to stand by me™ . | :

“Why not out off and warn them that
they may be wanted 1" ssked Bob,

“(h, rﬁalliiﬁharry——” Apparently,
the Famous Five were the pals to whom
Bunter alluded. "I say, a3 captain of
the. Hemove, ?ﬁ‘hurtm; you're bound to
put down bullying! Quelch would
expect it.™ i :

“ @Qualch won't be d:;aap;mintm:’l." said
Harry cheerfully. “Who's been bully-
ing whom "

*That brute Bolsover [ said Bunter.
“He got efter me with a fives bat Jusk
before X came out. If I hadn’t cuf ioto
Coker's etudy, he would have had me.
Luckily, Coker fancied, for—for some
reason, that Bolsoyer had come there to
row. with him and ]]:Litchﬂd ‘into him. I
left them scfappiog.™ °

“More er. to both their giddy
clhows 1" gnid Hob heartily. “Both of
them ean do with a hiding I

“Well, Bolsgver may be very waxy
about it,” said Bunter., “I'd rather
keep with you fellows for a bit. You
can handle him all right.”

“What have you been up to, you fat
spooferi” demanded Wharton.

“MNothing., The beast made out that
1 pnaffled toffes in his stu and I
wasn't in his study at all haven't

been near his study. Besides, I only
went there to speak to that French chap,
Dupont.™

“Oh, my hat |* _

“But you know that cad Bolsover,
he won't take a fellow’s word!l He's
untruthiul himself, that's the reason,”
said Bunter.

- “Ha, ha, ha [

“1 say, you fellows, let’s stop here [”
The walkers had reached a spot in the
lane where a stile gave access to a
footpath thfauih Popper Court woods,
Billy Bunter blinked Iﬂngmg]y at a
sloping, grassy bank, *Let's git down.”

*'The sit-downfulneszs ia not the proper
caper, my esteemed lazy DBunter !”
grinned ulrrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, really, Inky! I say, I'm not
tirad—I could walk you fellows off your
legs, and chance it,” declared Bunter.

But you know old Popper kicks up a
fuss aggut people walking through his
woods. Just as. he does about B{mpln
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camping. on hig jsland and in the river.
What's the good of hunting trouble I

“Bow-wow [

The Famous Five jumped over the
stile, one after snother. ~DBilly Bunter
cast another anxzious blink backward
before he followed. He had last seen
Bolsover major in a very bad temper,
and he judged—rightly—that Bolsover's
temper would not be improved by his
hectic experience in Coker's study, in
the Fifth.- So long &3 thefe was any
danger of Bolsover major appearing in
the offing Bunter was anxious for com-
pany—the company of fellows who
could, and would, handle the bully of
the Remove. i ]

There was o sign of pursuit. But
Bunter decided not to risk it. He
l;{!?wd his considerable weight over the
g5ila, :

The juniors followed the footpath
towards the river, under the shady
branches of old oaks and beeches.
There were birds innumerablo in the
wood, and 8ir- Hilton .Popper, of
Popper Court, war vary particular abouk
hia birds. That was not becauze he was

fond of birds, his ultimate - object

being to End entertsinment in shoot-
ing them! But until the time came for
Sir Hilton to slaughter them with his
OWn lﬂftg hand he was very particular
indecd about them, and anyone whe dis-
turbed 8ir Hilton's birds was sura of
8ir Hilton's terrific wrath, . ;

“0Oh orikey I ejaculated Bunter sud-
denly, " “That's the old blighter!”

A hat showed over a thicket at a
little distange. It was worn by some
man coming through the wood, teo
cmerge on the footpath,

Efnter halted it;i]i::lismlay. l

“1 say, -vou fellows!™ he gasped,
“That's old Popper, ten to oue ! Lg:‘(i]
report us to the Head—"

“'Phis is a public footpath, fathead,”
said Harry. *Even the Great Panjan-
drum can’'t turn anybedy off it.”

- “You know that crusty old codger!
He's always complaining about some-
body or something, and the Head—"

The Famous Five glanced in the
diréetion of the hat, bobbing about
among the underwgods. It was true
that
rather unreazonable old gentleman, and
aa ha was & governor of Greyiriars,
thay knew that the Head had to treat
him with taet. They knew, too, that he
had turned pedestrians off that path
more than onee, not because he had any
right to do so, but because 1t was his
loity will and pledsure.

“ Might dodge the old ass!” mur
mured Boh.

Harry Wharton shook his heed.

“We've a right here,” he said.

- “You silly asses!” squeaked Bunter,
“If you want to get into a row with the
Head, I jolly well don't! I'm getting
out of sight. I say, give me a bunk

!”
"5 gna rled old

Bunter serambled at a )
oak, of which the branches juited right
across the "footpath. Wharlon gave a
sniff, and Johnny Bull & grunt, but Bob
Cherry gave the fat Owl & bunk, and
Bunter clambered into the leafy tree.
Ho pasped and purgled as he
clambered, and Bob was rewarded for
his aid by a foot clumping on his chin
which casused him to utter a startled
elee 5

The bobbing hat wasz seen to turn in
the directron of the juniors, The wearer
thereof had heard them.,

Bunter, ab least, was in safe cover
as Sir Hilton Popper came striding
out into the footpath. He had reached
a thick bough  that r:|u1;1_:e+:'1 over the
path, and lay aleng it, holding on to
Jutbing twigs.

ir Hilton Popper was a testy and

Had Sir Hilton looked up, no doubt
he would have spotted the fat figure
sprawiling on the branch, and the uneasy
eyes blinking down through the big
spectacles. But 8ir Hilton Popper did
not look up. He strode out into the
footpath, and halted in front of the
Zroup o fumma, right under Bunter's
bough. he fat junior could have
touched the top of his hat by stretching
down Lis hand,

Which Bunter, of course, did not think
of doing! Bunter's belief was that
thera was going to be & row, and
Bunter's fixed' igan was to keep doggo
and let the Famous Five have the whols
benefit of it. Billy Bunter was etill as
a mouse and silent as o graven 1mage
ns he lay on the leafy branch and
blinked down at the top of Sir Hilton
Popper's hat |

THE THIRD CHAPTER,.

. Bunter Drops In |
i ATS off 1 murmured Dok

H Cherry.

Five fellows raized their
hats very ?ulitul{,r to the lovd
af Dopper Court. 'The Famous Five
did not, ‘a5 a matker of faet, think wvery
much of 8ir Hilton Popper, Baronet,
They regarded him as crusty-tempered,
overbeaving, and rather an old -ass!
Still, he was a governor of the achool,
and, ayyhow, he was an elderly man,
and respect was due to age. o they
“capped 7 him politely.

Sir Hilton stared at them, his grizzled
brow wrinkled over his gleaming aye-
g‘lass. He had a gun under his arm.
«0 doulit he had been at his favourite
entertainment of killing some of his

hapless feathered or furry fellow-
creatures, .

“Huh I” he grunted.

Nobody could have iggpumd that e
was glad to see the oolboys there

But he did not Jook so crusty as usual.
He did fiot order them off the path, and
out of his woods. He glared at them
through his cyeglass; and' grunted,

“MNice afternoon, sir | ventured Bob.,

“If you have heen disturbing my
birdg=——-=" grunted Sir Hilton.

“The disturbfulness - has not been
torrific, honoured sshib ™ eaid Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh solemnly. )

“Good gad |1” said Sir Hilton, staring
at the dusky nabob of Bhanipur. Ile
had seen Hurreo S8ingh more than onca
before, and no doubt remembered him
l}:;;,! his .remarkable varicty of tho

Tnglish Ianguaga. You are Grey-
friars boys{’ .

“Yes, 8ir Hilton!” eaid Harry, re-
pressing a grin.. .

Sir ﬁiltnn had met the Famous Five
gt least o dozen times, but, no doubt,
they were very small fry in hiz lordly
eves, and ho did not take the trouble
n% remembering them.

“What are you doing hore?” )

“Walking [ said Johnny Bull, with
a grunt as expressive as Hir Hilton's
owil. " s '

“Going dewn to the river, sir!” said
Bob hastily. 5 i

“Wandering in the woods, climbing
trees, and diatmrhlng my birds, I have
no doubt ! snapped 8ir Hilton.

“ Not at all, sir!” said Harr .pniLt;:Ly.
“Wa haven’t wandered in the woods,
we haven't climbed trees, and——"

“Don't be impertinent |”

The Famous Five smiled. They could
sce that Sir Hilten Popper, for some
unknown- reasou, was suppressing his
irvitable temper. His natural impulse
was to order them off, regardless of tha
fact that the path was u._f'uh!_m footpath
to which every subject of King Edwar
the Eighth had free and legal access



But for soma reason which they could
not guess, he was holding his aulo-
cratic temper in cheéck,

Billy Bunter, on the branch above,
suppressed hia bma.thiiig. The refer-
ence to clinbing trees alarmed Bunter.
Bunter had clinbed that oak. He had,
by his excessive caution, put himself in
tgu wrong., He was the least likely of
the party to pull through without- &
vow, if the lord of Popper Court spotted
him. 5o he was more anxious than ever
not to be s;;{-lc-tted. The footpath was the
Eubliﬂ’a. he treea were Sir Hilton's,

unter was 8 trespasser, though
Famous Five were not.

“"You are Grﬂ-{fl‘iﬂrﬁ

the

hﬂiya.," went on

Sir Hilten, “Is one of you named
Coker B

“Coker I repeated Harry Wharton
blanlly.

Coker of the Filth was at least six
inches taller than any of the juniors.
He was a Filth Form senior, and they

were Lower boys. 8ir Hilton's guestion
showed that ho was guite unacquainted
with Horace Coker, though evidently he
knew that great man’s name.

“Yea, Coker!” rapped BSir Hilton,
“1f one of you is Coker I am very glad
to 200 him—very glad1 Which s 161"

It could hardly bo doubted that Sir
Hilton Popper must have scen Coker
of the Fifth more than onco. But,
clearly, he did not remember him. He
stared gquestioningly at the smiling
juniors, =

“Oh, no, sir!™ aaid Harry, “Caker's
a seniar—a big cha B

*“Huh ! granted Sir Hilton,

But the juniors guessed now why the
lord of Popper Court was suppressing
his crustiness, _

A few days ago therea had been a
hurglary at Popper Court, and the
historie silver plato of that mansion had
been snaffied,

AT ’
Rid )
X"

escaped Bunter, as he felt himself going.
He Ianded heavily on Sir Hilton Popper’s head, dri
gasp as he ¢ollapsed un
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The purloiner thereof had hidden it
under the willows on the island in the
Sark till he could remove it to & ssfer

lace—and Coker of the Fifth had

pund it there. L

Those silver pols were said to be
waorth more than a thousand pounds; so
no doubt Sir Hilton had becn greatly
pleased when the plunder was restore
to him,

For which reason he was prepared to
be very nics to Coker of the Fifth—
though probably to ne other fellow,

Had one of this little partif been
Coker, no doubt Sir Hilten would have
given him a gracious grin, even a grip
of a bony, knuckly h : ho might even
have asked him up fo the house to teal

Coker was missing something !

There was a rustle on the bough over
Sir Hilton's head. The juniors wers
carcful not to look up—they wondered
uiieasily whether Sir Hilton would do
g0, That ass Bunter was shifting!
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the strain.

It was Bunter's cue to be silent as the
tomb. But it was not really Bunter’s
fault. A tree-beetle was crawling into
Bunter's neck.

The fat junior could not ventura to
let go his hold, to deal with that beetle.
He wriggled his fat neck frantically.
The insect seemed sll legs; and all the
legs were tickling Bunter's fat neck.
Leaves and twigs rustled as Bunter
wriggled. :

Luckily, Str Hilton did not look up.
If he noticed the rustle overhead, he put
it down to the wind.

“I should be glad to ses Caoler!™
gronted Bir Hilkon. *He has done me
a great service—a wery great service,
EHe rmust have been trespassing upon my
island when he found the plunder
hidden ‘there by that rascal—huh! But
I shall not hold that apgainst him. I
shall not complain to Dr. Locke on that
account,™

m that squeak was falrly :Etﬁ ;
his hat down over his eyes, The lord of Popper Court gave a gurgling
“* Orrrggh ? ** he gurgled.

5

Sir Hilton evidently regarded this as
s great and gracious concession,

“In fact,” said 8ir Hilton, I desira
to asce Coker! ¥You mazmhka him &
message ~= 1o, hoj probably foolish
schoolboge would forget all about it."

“ThauX you, sir,” said Bob m@aklg.

And the foolish schoolboys grinned,

“I shall telephone,” said Sir Hilton,
“Who is bz Form-master? What is hia
namo ™ . ]

“Cokers in the Fifth, sir. Prout's
his Form-master,” .

“Prout | Prout!™ repeated Bir
Hiltony, ™I think I remomber the name.

fery gaod.”

As g‘i]r Hilton had asked Mr, Prout
to dinner at least onca in that term, he
contrived to remember the name !

*Very good,” he repeated. * Prout—
yes, yes, Prout! Very good! Youma
go! Go straight on your way—I will
nof allow wandering in my wpods—dis-
turbing 'my birds, By gad, if Ipﬁnd that

.
red, he was gone. Crash |

u have been ¢'Ii.rr1|::rh1§ trees, I will
ay my stick sbout you.
“You're awiully good, sir I” said Bob,
“The goodfulness is terrific 1”

“ What—what {” barked Sir Hilton.
“Don't answer me back! Go! Go at
oncea 1

The Famous Five shifted uneasily.

Bunter —owing  to his excessive
vaution—was unable to move a limb!
Bunter was perc on the branch over
Hir Hilton’s hat !

8ir Hilton ng}imr stood where he
wag, staring grimly after the juniors
a3 they went. Perhaps ho suspected
them of intending to wauder in the
woods, or climb treos, if his lordly back
was tur

From above, two exasperated eyes
glared at Sir Hilten through a big pair
of spectacles,
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6
Bunter wondered if the beast was ever

goingl _

Tha bestle, by that time,’'had crawled
right inside Billy Bunter’s eollar, and
was nestling down comfortably in the
small of his back,

It felt horrid,

Bunter gave convulsive jerks and
wriggles. He was not well uE m
-natural history, and did not hknow

whether beetles bit or not, But he was
in momentary expectation of a sharp

nip, .

gi&anwhﬂa, the tickling of his podgy
back: was getting unendurable.” He
wT:lggIed #n wriggéed.

arry Wharton & Co. moved slowly

towards the path that led through the
wood towards the river, Then Bir
Hilton grunted and moved,

He was going at Jast!

Unfortunately, it was st that moment.

that the tormented Owl of the Remove
reached the limit of endurance.

Risky as it was, Bunter released one
fat hand, to smack at that beetle,

He smacked—slipped—and rolled.
The next second he was off the branch.

A horrified squesk escaped Bunter as
he felt himself going. Before that
squeak was fairly uttered he was gone!

Crash !

. 8ir Hilton Popper did not know what
was happening. He had a vague im-
pression that an uprooted cak-tree was
crashing on his head.

But his impressions, naturally, were
very vague, All he knew was that some-
thing terrifically heavy crashed on his
hat, driving it down over his eyes and
ears, 1m§rlmnmg hia lofty head inside

4 ﬁ'ushe hat, "
e gave & purghng gazp, and
tollapsed under the crash. ’
Bunter rolled off him.
" Urrrrgeh I gurgled Bir Hillon.
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*Oooogh I spluttered Bunter.

Bunter sat up dizzily. ;

2ir Hilton Popper sat up, cluiching
at his hat, ;

Bunter bounded to his feet.

For the moment Bir Hilton Popper
was completely blindfolded by the hat.
He could not sce Bunter, Put that
happy state of affairs was not likely 1o
last long.

So long as it lasted Bunter had a
chance! He bounded up—and he
baunded awav! He flew!

He vanished |

He did not keep to the path. He
plunged headlong through the wood,
only anxious to escape being seen, re-
gardless of disturbed birds. Flutterin%
and cackling accompanied his wile
flight! Birds were disturbed on all
sides—a most awlul offence! Regard-
less, Bunter bolted on.

Sir Hilton, sitting in the path,
strugpled with hizs hat, He wrenched .at
that ﬁnt. He wrestled with it. He got
it off as last. He stagpered to his feet,
in_& dizzy state, crimson with wrath.

It was not the oak that had fallen on
his head ! He knew what it must have
been—a young rascal hiding in the tree!
The sonnds that followed Bunter’s flight

told him all. Gasping, he plunged in
pursuit — as . reclkless as unter of
disturbed birds!

But.ha had no chence.

Bunter, whose motions generally

resembled those of a tired snail, wae
now putting up a speed worthy of a wild,
untamed zebra. Leaving an nlarmed
bird population fluttering and cacklin
behind him, RBilly Bunter got ont o
Popper Court woods, into the lane, and
ran—and ran—and ran!

Sir Hilton was left with nothing but
& smashed hat ta remind him of the
episode. Which was very fortunate for
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Bunter, for bhad the baronet’s grnap
closed on him, there was little doubt
that Bunter's state would have

resembled that of 8ir Hilton’s hat |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

ETER TODD picked up & cricket-

P stump and siepped io the door-

way of Study Ne. T in the

. Remove. He was only . just in
timg. Bolsover major, about to rush
i, jumped back frem the business-end
of the stump.

Y Kik-kik-keep him Toddy t*
pasped Billy Bunfer.

Billy Bunter was in the armchair in
his study. Ever since his wild adven-
ture in Popper Court woods Bunter
had been taking & rest=-a much-necded
rest.

But though Billy Bunter’s fat person
was at rest in the armchair, his mind
was far from being at rest. Ile was
sure—almost sure—that Sir  Hilkon
Popper had not spotted him in the
wood, with the erunched hat over his
eyes. Bot he would have preferred (o
be guite, quite sure.

f nothing were heard from Popper
Court, it was all right! But DBunter
had to wait, to learn whether anything
was gomg to be heard. If was an
anxious peried of waiting,

Meanwhile, he had another warry
nearcr home, Bolsover major, by that
time, had recovered more or less from
tho terrific whopping Coker had given
him in his study. But if Dolsover was
feeling better, it was absolutely certain
that his temper would be no better-—but
worse. Bunter woas not surprised when
the huT!ﬁ}* of the Remove arrived at
Study No. 7. He was not surprised to
se¢ a fives bat in his hand. But he was
deeply alarmed.

He had been 5trategic——teri strateric
—in landing Bolsover on Coker’of the
Fifth, and leaving him for the hefty
l;'fﬁrm:l: to deai!' Eilh.] But really his
theep” strategy had on ostponcd the
evil hour. Here was golgm'ﬂr. looking
for him, cobviously in a fearfully bad
temper.

Luckily, Peter was s fighting-man, if
Bunter was not. Nobody was going Lo
throw hiz weight about in 'Poddy’s
E.tndl)'. It was another respito.

“Heok it"” said Peter amicably.

“Gerrout of the way!” roarol
Bolsover major. “I'm going to smash
that fat rotter! Do you hear !

“Quite!” assented Peter. “I think
all Greyfriars can hear, old bean.”

All the Remove could, at all events.

out,

Fellows came out of the other studies.

Harrly Wharton came along from Btudy
No. 1, with a frown on his face, Perey
Bolsover had his good points: but he
was o good deal of a bully; and it was
not uncommon for the captain of the
Hemove to have trouble with khim on
that accoumt. Head boy of a Form had
dutics {o do—and one of them was to see
that fellows like Bolsever did not tale
undue advantage of their size and
wejght,

“I'l} smash you first, Peter Todd, if
you like!” bawled Bolsover. “Let me
pet at that fat rotler, will you "

He barged into the doorway again.
Feter lunged with the stump. It took
effect on Bolsover’s waisteoat, and the

burly Removite jumped back again,
with a yell.
“Borry I said Peter politely. “Bul

¥yon can't barge in here, old bean.”
“"What on earth’s the row?” azked
Vernon-Smith,
“Chuck it,. Bolsover!® said DRed
wing



Bolsover major did not heed. He
%};’mped -at Peter Todd; and the fives

t crashed on the ecrickét-stump.

“Oh crikey!" gasped -Bunier, his
eyes  mlmost ' bulging through his
spectacles, as he blinked -at the fencing
match in the deorway of St No. 7

Crpsh!  Crash! Bang! - Clatter!

‘The cricket-stump had the best of it.
The fives bat went whirling in the air,
and once more Bolsover mnjar backed
away from a poke in-the waisteost,
‘Harry Wharton caught the bat as it
whirled.
““Give that bhat!" howled
Bolsover.

The captain of the Remove put it
behind him, - ) :

“¥au don't want this,” be remarked.

“I'll jolly well take it, if you don't
hand it over1®

mo

“If you do, you'll take it on your )

bags, hard!™  retorted  Wharton.
“You've been batted for bullying
before, Bolsover, and if you ask for if,
there’s plenty more on tap!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry,

el | B3y,  you fellows,™ ueaked
Bunter, “keep him off! I haven't
done anything, It wasnt my fault

Ak

Coker thrashed him——

lsgver major clenched his big fists,
Wharton was a sturdy fellow, but the
burly Bolsover almost
him. But the captain of the Remove
faced him quietly.

#Chuck it!" he said. *“If Bunter's

one anything—I dure say he has—
gwe it & name [ But you're not pitch-
ing inte him with s bat!"

*Ha pinched toffes from my stody
this alternoon 1”

I didn’t " howled Bunter,

“You jolly well did{” said Harry
Wharton. “If there was any toffee
there, you pinched it if you could get
YOur paws on ik1"’

F0h, really, Wharton—"

“We can take Bolsover's word for
that!” went on th. captain of the
Remave.

“What -about my word{"” howled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“I never had the toffec! 1 never
went fo the study!” howled Bunter.
“¥You can ask Dupont—he was there
and saw me

::H-a. ha, hal”

Bunter had the toffee,” said the
captain of the Remove. *Bhut up,
Bunter ! But Bunter scrounges hm‘llc
from every study in the Remove, with-
out fellows raising Cain about it. I
dare say Bunter could tell me what
became of a bag of bullseyes I left in
my study this morning.”

“I don’t know anythin
reiten bullseyes,’ roared Bunter indig-
nantly, “I never vsaw them, and
never touched them. There wero only
about a dozen, too.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

" Bunter ought to be whopped for
grub-raiding,” went on tho captain of

about vour

the Remove. “A fellow’s entitled to
that.””

“ Beast [

“Leave me alone, then!” hooted

Bolsover major.

Wharton shook his head.

“You look like overdei it,’”” ke
answered. “You can give lgl,mte:r ono
whop if you like—and I'll ses you do
it! Stop at that!™

“I'm going to smash him!”

“Exsctly what- you're not going to
do!” said the captain of the Remove
coolly,  “¥You're not ‘going to bully
anybody, Bﬂhﬂl‘ﬂﬁ—ﬂﬁpﬂnjﬂﬁj a’ fat
rabbit who can’t put his hands up.”

I tell you——" roared Bolsover.

towered over .
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“0Oh,  chuck it!?  said ¢ Ogilvy.
“Bunter's had toffee out of -my -study,
without the roof being raised abe
- *'Tain’t: the toffee,” you silly-assi I
don't care .twopence about the toffee!
I've been pounded nearly to a pancake
by that idiot Coker——"*

“Well, Bunter's not responsible for
Coker’s  actionz,” said Peter Todd
“Why, he's hardly responsible for his
own.”

“Ha, ha, ha
"He seuttled -into Coker’s study with
me after him!"" hooted Bolgover. “He
put 1t mto Coker’s head that I'd come
there to whop him, -and that howling
ass pitched into ine, thinking so—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fellows
in the Bemove passage. . J

“And that fat villain got away while
Coker was whopping mel!” hoéwled
sover ‘major. ''That was why he
pulled the idiot’'s lep——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™ _ :

“You can cackle!” roared the en-
raged Bolsover., “But I'm going to
smash him for jt! Ho went out of

ates afterwards, and X hunted for him
or hours—and now I've got him, I'm

goln e

“I say, Toddy, keep him off 1" gelled
Bunter, as Bolsover made a jump at
the doorway.

FPeoter lunged with the stump. But
Bolsdver was wary {his time. . gave
a sudden kick, and kicked the stump
from FPeter's ‘hand. as it lunged. The
ericket-stump few in. the sir—and the
next moment  Bolsover jumped on
Peater, and bore him backwards into
the study.

Bump | _

Toddy sprawled, and Bolsover
sprawled over him, punching.

“Yoo-hoop ! spluttered Toddy.
“Qooo-hooop |  Draggimoff I”

Hne':‘jv harton and Cherry
jumped on Bolsover from the passage.

hey pgrisped an ear each, and

dragged Bolsover back into the daar-
way. .The bully of the Remove
sprawled en his back in the passage,
bellowing.

“Now chuck it !"” said the captain of
the Bemove. .

“F'll smash the lot of you!”

“Will you chuck it?”

*No!” roared Bolsover major. .

“ Frog's-march!"* said the captain of
the Reniova.

Bolsover . major wished, rhaps,
that he -had *‘chucked ” it when his
ermns and legs were grasped, and he
was taken up the passage in the frog's-
march. By the time he reached %115
own etudy, Study No. 10, he was
shricking fo the -juniors to let go.
They let. go, in the doorway of. Study
No. 10—spinning Bolsover major head-
long in, and sending him sprawling at
the feet of -Dupont, his astonished
sindy-mate. :

“Now take a rest, old man!” said
Bob Cherry. * Lots  more if you want
it—but why ask for it, if you don'ti"

JAnd  the door was slammed on the
bully of tha Remove, and he was left
to gurgle for his second wind. '

Apparently he decided to take Bob's
advice—and a rest—for the door did
not reopen.

The crowd in the passage broke up,
grinning. And in Study q.\*n: 7, Billy
Bunter was grinning, too. Danger
WaE OV r the time, at least—and
Billy Bunter seemed rather amused to
gee Peter rubbing his nese, from which
a crimson stream exided. :

“Bother that fathead!”  grunted
Pater: “1 sha:l have & prize boko for
da"g'sv— Ow 1

He, he, hel”

ut it.” b

8. the fag that came to my study

-Cokey, senior and Fifth

7

Peter glared at the fat Owl

“Do you think- that's funny 1" he
awled, .
SWell, (it looks funny!™ grinned
Bunter. “Bit like a sguashied astraw-
berry, old chap| He, he, hai"

Feter breathed hard and deap. . A
nose that locked a twin to a squashed
strawberry was, perhaps, TFuhny, from
a spaciator’s point of view—but: thers
was nothing funny in-it to the owner.
And as that nose had been punched in
Bunter’s defence, the fat Owl's amuse-
ment really wae s little misplaced.

“It won't spoil your good Eooku, old
chap ! gaid Bunter,

“Won't it1'" grinned Peter.

“Nol You ses, you haven't any.*

Peler breathed -garder and decper.
He did not answer in worde; “but” he
looked about the study, for the cricket:
stump that had flown from- his hand.
He found it and picked it up.

“What do'you want that for, now ™
asked Bunter.
“I don’t wsnt 'it!" answereéd Toddy.
You do!”

“Eh! I don't!™ said Bunler, in
surprise. : :
“¥ou do—and gou're getting it1"
The next moment, Bunter discove
what the stump was wanted for, 1t
landed ‘with a swipe, and the fat Owl
bounded for the door, " It "landed again

as he scutiled into fhe passage.”
“Ow! Beast!" roarcd Buater, as ha

L1

fled.

“Come back and have another ™
hooted Pater, brandishing the stuinp
in the study doorway.

“ Beast | ' 5

Bunter did neot coma “back.
accelerated and vanished |

Ha

e m—

THE FIFTH ﬂm
A Rag lu the Fifih !
-w ORACE "‘COEKER gringned.
H It was -the following’ duy.
and, 'after. class, Cokér was
walking down to the gates
with Potter and Greené. :
-Hle grinned as he passed Balsover
major of -the Remove in the quad:
Bolsover gave Coker the blackest of
black locks, Even after the lapse of
twenty-four hours, Bolsover was »till
feeling twinges from that terrifio whop-

_ﬁiqg i Coker's study. In response to

i3 black look, Coker gave him =»
cheery grin, 2

" “Trying it on again?? he inguited.
“Lopok at that chap, you men. That's
yoster-
day to whop me! Ha, ha, hal” '
. Bolsover clenched his fists. He was.
very keen fo-avenge that whopping—
and he was strongly tempted to punch
orm man &8
he was. _

But even the burly Bolsover had no
chance in_ s scrap  with the helty
Horace. He clenched his fists—but un-
glenthed them again.

" Coker, watching that’ pmmr.-ding'
chuckled. =2
- “Want somd more?” he queried
banteringly.

“Oh,; come on, Coker!” zaid Potter.
“Weo don’t want to be late for the

picturesa.®

" Bother -that fag.,” said Greene.
“Come onl”

“Don't jaw ! said Coker.

Haowever, ha came on; and Bolsover
major scowled after the three as they
went out of gates.

He scowled thoughtiully.

Coker & Co., it seemed, wers going
to the pictires-at Courtfield. - That
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meant that Coker would not be back
for..a long . time—probably -not’ much
before - calling-over; : i
S Salets, ot ek
going on, on e; and mo .
ofier memhers of the Fifth were there,

Boleover's eyes gleamed. :

-Ha had been wai for a chance to
“got baok * on Coker I This leoked. like
a chanea !  Bolsover was thinking of a
rag in Coker’s study. He could. not
rag the hefty Horace, 83 he wonld have
likgd to do. But he could rag his
stndy~-when he was absentl '
- It was, indeed, as good. s chamce as
ha coild have desired, ‘The.coast was
ghaalntely clear. Coker & Co. were off
the sopnc—nagst, if mot all,
were away Ifrom the studies—and . Mr.
Proit, the Fifth Farm master, had gone
off for s walk with Mr. Quelch after
class—which meant that bothr Coker's
Form-master and Bolsover's Form-
master wera safé out of the way,
Bolsover thought it dver for a few
minubes, and made up hiz mind.

But he did not start immediately for
the Fifth Form studies. He glanced
roud snd called to some Remove
fellows.

“*Beer BunterZ

*{th; leave Burnter alone” answered
Fisery: Whatton.. “ Do you want another
Er-ég’maﬁh,-_ fathead 12

.Hince . that . frog'smarch Bolsover
major, bind givén Bunter 6o sttention—
el $0°7the fat Owl's felief, But the

- of the Remove was not the man
get the matter,
Cuu't o' féllow speak to a chap?” ke
anip “1 want te spésk to the fat
shump. I'mnneb going to lick him.”

“0h, all right! Better lock in the

' if you want him.”

" Heo's thore, il.he's got any money,”
remirked Bob Cherry. “If he ham't,
he's’ trg’gzt to horrow some of Mauly.
IE"?&u raw the tuckshop blank, look
for‘Lord Mauleverer.” :

Balaover major stalked nwn{; leaving
tEﬂ‘@'hUﬁ[: f the Remove lang ang_Hﬁ.
fotmd the fat Owl of the Remove blink-
ing in st the window af the school shop.
. Buntar a{;ﬂ him warily thrm;gh his
bigg-spéctacles as he, cama up, But he
was. comforted by the sight of the
Famious Five in the offing.

Bilsover did not look hostile.

“ Dh; hera you are}” he said.
you know Coker had gona out?”

“No; has hat”

“He's left a_hamper in his study.”

“Qh P said- Bunter.

* Jerve ham- folly well right to snaflle

]

*Did

it 1 smnid Bolsover.

" Dﬁl really, Bolsover! I hopa I'm
pot the fellow to snaffla a fellow's
tuck.” " '

“You s$illy fathead!” grunted

Bolsover major, and he went into the
tuckshop, leaving Bunter to hizs own
devices.

Billy Bunter rolled off towards the
House. _

Harry Wharton & Co., up ito that
.moment, had an eye onsthe bully of the
Remove. But seeing Bolsover go into
the school shop and Bunter roll off to
the House, they left 1& at that. There
was games practice for the Remove s
well a5 the Fifth that aftorncon; and

Famous Five were soon afierwards
on the oricket ground, forgetful of both
Bolsover and Bunter. '

Bunter. meanwhile, reached the land-
ing at tha end of the Fifth Form
passage, end was blinking cauticusly
glong that passage through bhis big
spectaclea. .

Eilly Bunter was not s bright youth.
But ho was bright enough to be on his
guard on this eceasion, Very likely, of
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courze, Bolsover would be -glad to see
Coker's hamper maffled, in revenge for
that -whﬂﬁpmm ‘More likely still,
however,” 'be would be glad -to land

- Bunter in Coker's clutchaa.

I & hamper wes there, and Coker
wasn't, Bunter was not the fellow to let
his: chances, like the sunbeams, pass
him by. But he was fearfully cautious.

For several minutes he blinked along

a deserted passage. Then he rolled .up
the passage to er’s study. © -

If Horaece was thers, it was, after nl'ti
an
scoot before Coler could buzz a Latin

grammar st his head. If he was not, it

was sll serenm.

Bunter tapped !

As there was no reply, he opened the
door and blinked im, The study was
ampty.

Bunter rolled in snd shut the door.

. Then he blinked roond for the
hamper. Only too “well Bunter knew
what pgorgecus hampers Coker - some-
times received from hiz affectionate
Aunt Judy. He had sampled  the
contents of more than one of t

But thers was na bhamper to be seen
now. Bunter loocked in the study cup-
hoard—ho looked under the table; l-i:a
blinked behind the screen in the corner,
No_ hamper rewsrded his search.

* Beast 1” hissed Bunter.

Evidently, Bolsover major had been
pulling- his .fat leg. Coker was not
there, 1t was true; but beither was there
& hamper. - There was nobt ﬂv_an'g'::;-
thing: of an cdible nature in &he. study
¢upbeard. Bunter had drawn Coker's
study absolutely blank.

The door opcned suddenly.

Bunter spun reund, with o Squeak of
alarm,  He expected to see Coker. But
it was Bolsover major who entered

Hﬂ*ﬂtepﬁe'd' in qumklg; shut the door,
and turned the key in the lock.

“Heote Wwe are again!” said Bolsover
agreeably.

“I—T say—" stammered Bunter,
backing round the table. SAY,
you touch me, you beast, and I'll jolly
well gell”

“Who's going to-touch yout™ ino-

quired ‘Bolsover. blandly.

“0h1” ejaculated Punter. “Whal
did vou pull my tlgg for, ' you beast?
You jolky. well wan to geot me hore—
I cdan =ee that now—"

“What a brain 1™ szaid. Bolsover.
CYWell, I'm  jolly well going—"
Bunter made a move towards the door.
The bully of the Remove pulled the
key out of the lock.

“You're not going till you've dona
what you came here to do, old fat bean,”
said Bolsover major pleasantly.

“There isn’t any hampepr——->"

“Never mind that! ¥ou came here
to rag this study.”

“I dido't!” gasped Bunter.

“¥ou did!” answered Bolsover
major coolly., “And I'm going to zit
on the table and watch wou de it
Plenty of time—FProut's out, and the
Fifth are at ericket, and Coker’s gone
to the pictures with his pals. Btill, you
may at well get going.”

“You silly azs!” gasped Bunter in

great alarm. “I'm not going to rag a
Fifth Form study! Thers would be an
awful row.” _
“There will be & row if you domt [
said. Bolsover still bIa.n@lif.F “You'ra
going to rag this study tall it looks as
if & cyclone bad struck. it. You got me
a fearful whopping fruw Coker yester-
day. Now you ean earn one [for
yourself. 1 shan's give you away, of
course; but if Coker finds out who
rapged his study, 1 fancy you will get
toco. You can take the chance.”
“Look here, if you want the study

ragged, you can jolly well rag-it your-
self,” gasped Bunter. “F'm not having
a hand in it¥ .
“¥You are—two hands, in fact!” de-
clared Bolsover major.. “I advise you

to get going. I'm not going to rag the
Etugy—%ut l%.(’m oing. to pelt you with
Coker’s books till you begin”

#J—I say—yoop ! spluttered Bunter
a3 the buily og the Remove picked up a
Latin. grammar. and buzzed it. It
caught Bunter under the chin, and
caused him to sit down on Cocler’s
carpet with a sudden bump.

“Oh, here’s Coker’s compasses!” re-
marked Bolscver major.  He picked
them up. “Just the. thing  for yqu,
Bunter| 1f you want to be punc-
tire »

Bunter squirmed wildly away.

“Ow! Keep off, you beast! I—I'll
rag the study if you like—keep those
compasses awWay—— ¥ow-ow-ow [

Bolsover major grinned and sat on
the corner of tha study table, compasses
in hand. Billy Bunter cast & longing
blink at the door. Dut the door was
locked, and the key in Bolsover’s
pocket. Thera was no escape for the
hapless fat Owl. _ o

is remarkable strategy of the pre-
vious day nob yet been paid for—
but mow it had to be paid for with
interess. :

“J—1 say, suppose somebody comes

to the study " stammered Bunter. “ We

—we shall get copped here, old chap!
I—X shouldn’t mind but—but I den's
want to get you into a row.”

“Get on with it1"

] mean you clea* off, old fellow, and
—and leave mie to it—— Yaroch.
Keep those cotapasses away, you beast
Wow 17 e :

“Have another ?” -grinned Bolsover,

“Ow! Beast! Wowl" I—1 say, any
men in the  Fifth might come to the
study ! groaned Bunfer.

“Waell, the door's locked,” said
Bolsover; “and if anybody comea you
ean answer”ds if it wie Uoker. You

brag that you can imitste anybody’s
mﬁ_ with  yolir ‘rotten vanfrﬁﬂqu?al
trickg—" :

“J—T can't, old chap! . Not at alll”

“Then I'm sorry for i;mu . sald
Bolsover cheerfully. “II onybody
cornes you'll have to answer, because' 1
shall stick these compasses into you till
you do. If you choose to’let ik out that
you're in the study I don’t mind. Why
should 17 T'm waiting, Bunter. Aro
you going 161’

“I—1 say— Ow! EKeep off! I'm
goi_ng it, ain’t 117 howled Bunter—and

e went it | B

There waa no help for ii; it was
either ragging Coker.s study, or taking
a series of jabs from Coket’s compaszses,
Bunter did not want to rag the study,
but still less did he want o be jabbed
by ths compasses,

S0 he set to work., Bolsover major
sat on the table, grinning._ and walched
him. Every now und then he spurred
the fat Owl on with a flourish of the
cofpasses. Bunter was not keen to rag,
but he was very keen to get throug
and- escapa  from those dangerous
quarters, so he put his beef into it.

Books and papers flew all over the
study: the fender was overturned, the
mantelpicee swept clear over it; book-
shelves were emptied, and ink splashed

over ' the - books, the carpet, and the
furniture. Coker's study soon had a
fearfully dishevellad a.frpearanne,

sy 1—.[? say, that'll dol!” gasped
Bunter. _

“My dear chap, your haven't started

yet I said Bolsover. major genially.
“If you want these compass ¥
#“{Jwl| DBeastl eep off |



?BEH;r Bunter re-started. He strewed
Coker’s crockery-ware over the - floor
smong the books and papers and ink;

he jerked down pictures, snd. over-
turned chairs amid the ‘?*ﬁuqml havoe,
Then he paused for bresth.

&E I 53}"""—'" : ) :

Bolsover major held up his hand in
warning ; there was a footstep in the
passage outside. :

“Oh erikey ! breathed Bunter,

He felt quite dizzy at the thought of
Coker coming back and finding him in
the study, and the study in that awful
state. Bolsover major ceased to gring
ha, too, reéalised that i1t would be rather
serious if he was caught there. Both
of them listened with bated breath to
tha approaching footsteps, and both of
them jumped as the footstepa stopped
at the door and there was a tap,

J

D

he gasped at last.
compassess——**

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
) Danger Ahead [

AP1
I Billy -Bunter gave a gasp of

relief. Clearly it was not Coker
coming back ; he would not have
tg.ppe& at the door of his own study.
‘The door-handle turned.
Having tapped, the newcomer was
Eomg to apen the ‘deor—and - would
ave done so the next moment had it
not been locked.

But the door, being locked, did not
open. There came onother tap on the
panels.

“Oh lor’ t* breathed Bunter.
-“Better answer him,” whisperad
Bolsover major. *“Tell -the silly -1diot
to go away, whoever he is 1"

“Master Coker, sir!” came & sur-
prised voice through the door. It was
the voice of Trotter, the House page,
and he was auaprmed at finding !ﬁ?&
study door locked, “Yeou in there, sir?
Youre wanted ¥ :
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*0Oh erikey 1" breathed Bunter.

Trotter waited for an snswer. He
had no doubt, of course, that one, at
least, of the owners of the study was
there a3 the door was locked inside—
Cloker, or Potter, or Greene. It was
Coker he had ecome for. Horace Coker,
it gec.ted, was wanted—at a8 very un-
lueky moment for the two juniors who
were busy in the study.

Bolsover major made the fat Owl a
threatening gesture.

“ Maztor Coker, sir 1" called Trotier.
“ Please open the door, sic!™.

Billy Bunter pave a fat little cough.
That was his unsual preliminary to
ventriloguial stunts.

Trotter, standin
and éa]f
r._a.(?'gers within.
rid of promptly.

1 at tha door tapping
ing, speolled danger to tho
Trotter had to be got

r

Billy Bunter put his heef Into it, and Coker’s study soon had a fearfully d[ahwn‘ﬂ&:l a
** My dear chap, you haven’t started yet ! ** said Bolsover
“Ow ! Beast !’ groaned the fat Removite, restarting wlth Coker®s clock.

That was, after all, easy to the Grey-
friars ventriloquist. Billy Buntér could
imitate any voice he knew, especially
if it was a litile out of 'the common—
as Coker's gruff bark certainly was.

“o it, you fat idibt!” whispered
Bolsover. He was unecasy now. He did
not want Trotter to go and montion
that Coker's study was locked and that
there was somebody in it who refused
o EEEWEI‘. ;

Tap, tap!

M Master Coker, air!™ came Trotter's
volog. “Please open the door, sirl
It's me, sir—Trotter "

“0Oh, don't bother 1" said Bunter, with
so starthng sn imitation of the "griff
tones of Horace "Coker that it made
.Eq]sn?er' jump, though he was expecking
1t. ;
“It's a mesgage, sir!"” came Trotier'a
answer. : '

“I'm sporting my oak, bother you!™
grunted Coker’s voice from the mouth
of the Greyfriars ventriloguist. “I'm
not letting anvbtdy in. I've got a

?

dashed exercise to finish for Prout,
What the thump do you wanti’)’

“8hall I tell you through the koayhale,
gir?” asked Trotter, more and more
surprised.

It was not uncommon for a fellow
with work on hand to “spoct his oak.™
But it was rather uncommdn with
Coker, who wes not "of a studious

nature. 8till, i{ Coker chose to eport
his oak, that was no business of
Trottor's,

* ¥Yes—and cut it short I'' growled +»~
gruff vaies within.

“8ir Hilton Pepper, sir—"

* Wha-a-at 2" -

“On the telephone, sir—*

COh Y pasped Bunter.

o {I;I}r: wants to speak to you, sie.’

L1 I!‘l

“He rang up, sir, on bMr. Prout’s

ST

pearance. ** I-1I say, that'll do | **
or, genfally. * II you wan{ thess
(1] HHP ﬂﬂ I ¥

telephone,” said Trotter, through the
kia;rgn!‘e. S Mr. Prout being out, sir,
took the call; and 8ir Hﬁmn Popper
says, sir—he says that he wants to speak
to you, sir."”

“0Oh, all right " _

“Y didn't , know whether you was
indoors, sir, 90 I told 8ir Hilion Popper,
sir, I'd see,” went on Trotter. "ﬁ:_- ha
said he'd ring off, sir, and you was to
ring up imniegit."

Billy' Bunter grunted. ;

This ‘was~about the last thing he
wotlld have_expected: to hear. The lord
of Dopper Court, being 'a governor of
the ol, might have rung up the
Head on the telephone, but, se far ar
Bunter knew, he' had never rung up a
Groyiriars fellow before.

It wag very ennoying—to Bunter,

But h¢ remcembered what he had
heard the baronet saying to the Famous
Five in Popper Court woods the pre
vious day. - "

Bir Hilton had said that he would
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l;u! phone, and no doubt hﬂ had rung
up Mr, Frout to ask to speak. to Coker,
who had’ rendered ,h#?; t tﬁﬁ“' t:::-
vice Jm.rgcoverie e D& silver,
quﬁlh&ir{g’,’-ﬂﬁ; {he call hmnnﬁnkﬂ%
um 8" Housa' :

ﬁf]mn hﬁﬂy told him to send Coker to
the phone.- : .

It wan quite simplo—but very irritat-
ing . st the momént. Fortunately,
Trotter had no doubt that it was 1
who was-answering him from within the

“E.I-“iﬂ’d: Hilion Popper said he would
wait, sir/* went on Trotter: “E’'r'aps
;n.rnu’ii go and ring up on Mr. Frout's
phone, sir? He said immegit I

_“Oh, oll right!” answered Buntor in
Coker’s veice, and he was greatly re-
licved -to -hear Trotter's footsteps die
sivay down the. passage. ..

Bolsaver major ¢
was gohe.
Fﬂ?ﬁ!ﬁkjgl locked the door,”. he re-
markell, “IH that young zss had got
s squint inside ‘it weould have been all
over t.go shop by the timé Coker comes.

1 '
“h crikey 1* mid Bunger.

L Ha-blh.kagl' round the. wrecked study.

THa havoo there was quite amusing to

Holsover major,

alarming to ths Owl of the Hemove

E-Ef folt qﬁm Jizzy* at. the thm?& Eﬁ: B

T

ith-his querters y thad: i

“iet on with it I? said Bolsover.
“J—] say, we—we'd better clearl

gazped Bunter *I—I think we'd better

k of this, ar I*
Ee"mﬂit iﬁafn I muggested Bolsover.
_ “I~1 say, that old ass will bé ringing
ug _agtin--]# ‘he doesn’t get an aunswer
from Coker. We shall have Trotter up
here again.’ _

"UhBI'“msaid Bolsover. He realised
that the srgument was good. If Sir
Hilton Popper was waiting for Coker’s
call, m'im%ﬁientr gnd autocratio an old
gentlemian was not likely to wait lon

=Let's get out!” urged Bunter, g‘TH

; ws, up agsin, and spois us
wa Eumh%r .wilf ﬁnﬁv who ragged bis
Siudy: -and—? - +

tFhat won't: hurt me,” grinned
Bolsovty. "I  Thaven't done any
ragging:™

art 1 hisced Bunter.

“Jf it comos out,” chuckled Bolsover
major, *1I'm sorx for you, old fat man.
Coker lays it ob hard with s fives bat, I
can tell you'™ ce T

“Beast 1 howled Bunter. : _,

4 2 we may as well clear,” =aid
Bolsover, getting off the table. “May

*

as well go while the going's good.
vather not be found hE’i‘E. But you
ncedn't worry, Bunter—

“Needn't 17" hissed Bunter.

“No fear! You're bocked u._nlyhuw_l”
chortled Bolsover. “ 'Trotter will be up
hi;:m ai ain IE’ ten munutes or so, whn':f:
that old ass Fopper rings up agaun.
won't take him long te find out that
Coker's out of gates; and has been ot
for an hour. He will jolly well know it
wasn't Coker answered - him, Your
jelly old ventrileqhism’=. pretty well
i:llﬂ'i‘i’l'l. Buniter.” :

“Oht* gas Bunter

“You'vé played tricks on Trotter with
it before now ing the House dame
.call him, ‘and -that sort of thing!”
chuckled Bolsover. “Bet -you Trotter
will tumble. ' mentions it io

ker———*

Co :

“0Oh erikey I* _

Y Pack some exercise-books in your
tiags before Coker comea back,” said
]]g].m?er major, with & roar of laughter.
“Ha, ha, ha | : .

“You—yom—you beast!” gasped
Dunter, i atter diamay. ou—-you
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huckled when the -

after

bt it "was_ deeply -
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awlul beast! You've jolly well landed
me now |*

dDida’t vou land me vyesterday?”
grinned Bolsover.

“Qh lor't I—I ‘say, old chap—I-I
naT you go and give.old PnEper that
ca f'hén'a expecting, and shoo bim off I
gasped Bunter.

ST} wateh itV

“You can do i, cld chap! Popper
wioitldB’t know your voice,” said Bunter
cagorly. "He doesn’t know Coker at
q}ﬁl-.'ﬁgird him ask ‘some KHemove
chap¥ vesterday if one of them - was

Cokér, Hife ss houses™
# Qririte -safe?"” asked Bolsover.
s Parfectly safe™

“‘Flert wou go and deo it!” grinned
Bolsover 'mal)gr.
L0 really, Beolsover——"

“ s, lia, hal”

Bolsover major unlocked ths deor, and
loft: the study. Billy Bunter rolled out
r-himn, Both of themhurriedly left
the prechfcts of- the Fifth—Bolsover
grinnigg  with ' satisfaetion; Bunter
wriggling with dismay and appreben-

Elgit .

Coker's study Had been ragged—and
4t looked aﬁ::‘i{ Billy Buntﬂrgg*eu-- Vary
lik mﬁ to be spolted as the ragger—
which,” frpm. Bolsover’s  point of view
ter* in the least. From
dnter's, howevet, it'mattered a lok
Bolsover” strollad out into the quad,
%rim;inﬁ-.-' /Billy Buster rolled away to

rout’s’ sfudy,’” Any minute now, Bir
Hilton - Pdpper might ring up " agsin,
and Sir Hilton had to be barred. off
while there was yet time.. Billy Bunter,
in great haste, rolled. into the Fifth
Farm master's study, shut the daor,

did_-nof

picked up the receiver, and gave the
number Popper Court on the
telephone.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Shoo !

1 UH®
H That sound, something
- between & grunt and & gnort,
announced that Bir Hilton

Popper was on tho telephone, in the
library at Popper

Court.

Billy Bunter quaked.

Sir ililtnn was & terrifying old gentle-
man, and Bunter could not forget that
he had fallen from & branch, on Bir
Hilton's hat tha day before. Nothing
had been heard since about that inci-
dent, and Bunter was satisfied that SBir
Hilton did not know who had squashed
his hat on bia lordly head. B5till, that
grunt over tha wires made Buntor
gquake. He hardly dared to, think of
what 8ir Hilton would have said—and
done—had he been able to guess that
his lofty leg was being pulled on the
phone—and by the very same person
who had squashed his bat.

It

5till, there really wasz no danger,
was not even necessary for Bunter to
usa - his  vantriloguial trickery. Sir
Hilton's remarks the day before showed
that he knew nothing about Coker. If
he did not know Coker by sight cer-
tainly he was not likely to know™ his
voice.

“Huh! What? What? Wheo
speaking? Is that Cokeri”

“VYes|” gasped Bunter.

“0Oh! Coker!” The bhark over the
wires becasne a little more genial. “Oh!
I am glad to speak to you, Coker |

“I—I came at—at once, sir——"

U WVeory good | Quite g0l I am much
obliged te you, Coker! I understand,
from your headmaster that it was you,

Coker, who recovered the articles stolen

from my_ house last week by the man
Leech—" -~

“Oht Yes, sirl?

“¥on ware. trespassing-on the island
in the river at the time—" The bark
becama less genial. :

“Ohl No! I haven't been anywhera
near the island-—"

“YWhat—what "

“* I—I mean—=" :

#Nonseneel L am not angry with
vou, my hoy! The raseal concealed his
plunder on the igland, and you found it
there. ¥ou must hiva been trespaas.
ing... But I overlook it—I overlook it ¥

“Oh! Yes, sir | Thank you1” gas
Bunter. *“Isz—is that all, sirt I.Pﬂ
think somebody’s calling me——"

“I sm nob Bnished yét I

“0Oh lor’ 1”

* What—what' did you say, Coker?

“ I—1 said -pip-pip-please go on, sic ™
groaned Bunter. -

Bunter was only anxious to get
through, and get out of such dangerous
quarters as & ‘senior Form-master's
study. All Bunter wanted to do was to
“shoo * the baronet off, like & trouble-
gome chicken, v

But it was impossiblé to cut off il
Sir Hilton had finished. 8ir Hilton, at
present, had no suspicion that it was
not Coker sﬁ-'ea.king+ Bunter did pot
went to make him suspicicus. Very
much. he did not.

“ Now, my boy "—the bark was genial

ein—"1 am under a vYery great
obligation to yéu I feel that 1 am
bound to acknowledge it in some way.”

“0Oh " gasped Bunter.

“I shall excusa you for trespassing en
my island. I have teld your head:
master zo. But I desire to see you.”

“Oh " gasped Bunter again,

“Tomorrow, I think, is a balf-holiday
&t the school—"

“Yes, vir, Wednesday—="

“Come and seé me at Popper Court.”

it D'h l” ;

“1 shall be glad to seea you, Coker,
and Iﬂakﬂ your scquaintsnce.”

II:.A. I”

“ You will take tea with ma——"

11 Ulﬂf 1—“"

*What did you szay, Cokeri”

T T—I shall be pip-pip—"

;;Wh-ﬂ.h rl!

“Pip-pip-pleased, gir!” gazped
Bunter.

“Very good! Now,” went on 8ir

Hilton, more and more gemial, “I amn
not—hum—accustomed #o entertaining
sthoolboye—hum! But I have been a
schoolboy myselfi—hum—a long time
ago, by gad! 1 shall try to make you
enjoy your visit | The fat of the land,
what 1 . .

“QOh crikey1” breathed Bunter. Sir
Hilton Popper, trying hard to be genial,
struck him. rather as a tiger trying to
purr like a cat!

“¥ou have placed me under an
cbligation, Coker ! I zhall acknowledge
it—recognise it1 I shall be delighted
to. meet you, Coker!”

Bunter blinked at the telephone. He
rather wished that he was Coker. He
would have shared.Sir Hilton's delight,
with tea at Popper Court, and the fat
of the land. All the more, becanse his
celebrated postal order had not yet
arrived, and he was, as usual, stony.
It was a delightful vision—if only he
had been Coker, instead of merely
spoofing on the telephone in Coker's
name. M.

“Tea on the lawn at four!” said Sie
Hilton. *1 shall endeavour—hum—to
make it one that a schoolboy may snjoy.
Sticky things—hum ! You may bring
some friends, if vou desire. ennig—
badminton—what 1"

“0Oh 1"1;3.31}&:1 Bunter,

8ir Hilton was making an effort,
That waa perceptible. He did not like
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Bovish company, and he would have enjoyed nothing loss
tﬁafn a;_mhngl 4 party. But he was under an obli atfﬂu to
Coker of the Fifth, and he was going to acknowledge it
Doubtless Bir Hilton considered that an invitation to Poppor
Court, and his own lofty and lordly presence, was &
suflicient reward for any service, however great _

“Come early,” went on Sir Hilton, wagantlﬁy determined
to go the whole hog while he was about it.  **8ay -three,”
he added rather hastily, as if struck by a sudden dread that
Coker might make it two, or even one |

“Oh! " Yes, sir ™

“Very well! © 1 shall expect you at—at three, Coker!
Bring two or three friends if you like—three or fourl[”
added Sir Hillon, with another perceptible effort. *1t is
gettled—what 1" :

“QOh! Yes! Thank you, sir1* gasped Bunter.

“MNot at all—not at all! Good-bye, Coker I"
“Gig-gig-good-bye, sirl”

Bir fmmn Popper rang off. g

Billy Bunter put up Mr. Prout’s regeiver, and stood
blinking st the telephone in blank dismay. -

He had “shoo’d ¥ the baronet off, That was all right.
There would be no ring to bring Trotter 'on the scene again.

he havoe in (oker's study would remain undiscovered till

ker came in—hours yet, - But—

There was a “but.” All wes safe—till the morrow. Coker
would never even know that there had been a telephono
eall for him—till the morrow, But on tho morrow Sir Hilton
I’ﬂplp-er would be expécting Coker ab Popper Court, Tea on
the lawn; the baronet, in his best temper, expeching guests—
and nobedy arriving! Coker, certainly, would not arrive,
a3 Coker knew nothing whatever about ik - What was going
Al it woudd, by bse Hiidy, Tad 4

ngry inguiry—which would only too likely lead to
Buntec] Al Bunter had wa was o shoo
Hilton 'off like an intrusive chicken. . But Sir Hilton was no
chicken, and not to 'be shoo’d off.  He was shoo'd off till the
morrow, and then—- :

“Ch lor’ I groaned Bunter,
tIEI was a worried Bunter that rolled away {rom Prout's
study.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What About Itl

{ SAY, vou fellows ¥

I “Roll awnif, barrel I*

“0h, really,
t-'E'H.—"'-'" :

“You haven't 1" agreed Wharton.

“I want to ask you fellows’ advice,” said Bunter, =~

Harry Wharton & Co. came up to Study No. 1 in the
Remove in & cheery erowd after cricket practice. They were
not surprised to find Billy Bunter-there, as it was tea-time.
But they wero surprised to hear that it was advice, and not
tea, of which he was in search.

“ Advico [ repeated Bob Cherry.

“Yes, old chap1”

“Right as rain |” agreed Bob, *“If that's it, you can look
on me a3 your kind Uncle Robert!l I advise you to wash
your neck |

“Oh, really, Cherry—" -

“ And your ears while yvou're about it 1

* Beast | ;o

“And, dash it all, why not & wash all over? said Bob.
“If vou're feeling’ run dJdown, or anything of that sort, a
completa chan%e may do you good I

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ou silly ass!” roared Bunter, “I say, you fellows, I've
got mt(:; rather a scrape, I think my pals might try to help
me out.” :

“Any pals of Dunter's here?” asked Harry Wharton,
glancing round. “If so, they may as well help him ocut.
Otherwize we shall have to do it.”

0h, really, Wharton—"

"I—Ic—ip him out, anyhow " said Johany Bull

“1 don't mean that, you silly fatheads!” roared Buanter,
dodging round the table. “1I don’t mean help 'me out of the
study——"

“We do!"” said Frank Nugent,

“Lock hers, no larks, you dummies ! hooted Bunter, *1
tell you, I'm in & scrape, and I want iuu tellows to advise
ma, 1 say, you fellows, do you think a man who didn’t
l:rlgwhma by sight might take me for a Fifth Form man ¥

E ?FJ ;

The Pamous Five gazed at Bunter in wonder. That was
an utterly unexpected and surprising question. Bunter had,
st least, succeeded in riveting their atiention.

“I mean, I'm 1athar tal _
Bunter, drawing himself up to his full height—which, as a
matter of absclute fack, was far from impressive.

Wharton, I haven't come here to

{Continued on next page.)

ter had wanted to do was.to shoo Sir.

for & junior, ain’t 1%” said } .

: Y8 |
' G.W.A.SCOTT
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"Unl;r sideways 1 said Bob, sheking
his head.

“1 mean, jealousy
Eunter irritably.

BOW erikey I

epact I  sald

"Eupp-nae yau fellows paw me for the -

end didn't know I was a
b

first ‘tnoe.
Remove ci'mp, what w’ﬁu!d you
for - sk Bunter anxiou g
“ A barre] |* answored Bob.
“You uill§¥ ass!” shrieked Bunter.
" Can't serious? I say, suppose
I saw ﬂﬂl?ﬂpper, think he would take
ma for & Fifth Form man 1
*“Hardly 1” said Harry, Wharton,
laughing. "But what the thump are
- you thinking of pulling dld Popper’s leg
or, ¥ou, fat aas {7
¢ll, he's never seen Coker,” u;rg,'t’r.ed
» 'fa::.u remeniper-hé asked
yeste ay if one of yon was Coker.
were gn asa to tell that Coker \'m!
&, hig .¢ha Wharton—but you always
worg: - ff ,ﬁ-lﬁyj’ mi It might naia him
suspicipygs if wenl era as er.”
Bi}h Bunter's powerful intellact had
beon” at work, avidently, since he had

Bu ntg

got_off Trout's telephond. _But 'the
chums of Remove, who -knew.
nodhimg of his talk w the lord of

Popper Court, could only stare at him
in weuder. '

“VWell, you blithering ass,” said
Johnny huﬁ “gld Popper doesn’t know
Coker fram Adam ! [Eua
bo spmf Eham like that he would jump
on onee

i —I suppose it wonld bo a risk P
muttered the fat Owl disconsolately.

“I should call it a cert!” gaid Frank
Nugent. “ But what on ecarth have you
Ent in ainur silly nut now? ™ If Colier's

een esked to Popper Court, he's not
likel { to leb i‘nu dg-u jnstead, iz hai"

ou see,
asked.”

esi't know he's beon
“"He’s heen asked without knowing
it #** sjaculated Bob.
“¥ou I took the call—"
_“Oh, my hat [
" Tt'a al:g rlght, a3 far as that goes,”
said Bunter. “Bub, you see, I'm not

going to tell Coker.  He would want
to know how I came to take tha call,

u.nd-—ami it mlght. come out about his
study be ni e
“Has Coker's atudr been ragged 1™

“ﬂh no! Not ﬂmt- I know of | I
haven't been near the place. Besides,
that -beast Bolsover niade me gol Ha
stuck Coker’s com EﬁSE}H into nm till I
did it. Not that gnything, you
know,” added Bunter hnst: “ Don't
E:m t'a!lcrws get jawing al:mu!: a rag i

oker's study, and seying
don’t want to have anyiling to do with
Coker of the Fifth ¥

“Ha, bha, ha ™

“Blessed if 1 see anything to f:a-::!-:l-:x
at! As the matter stands, & fellow can
go to Popper Court to fea toamorrow—
tes on the Inwn, you know, snd lots to
eat, Coker can’t go, as he doesn’t know,
But it seems a pity for it to be wasted
doesn’t it Bu:deai if nobody goos, u!d
Popper will very likely ring up, .and
then it may all come out. You see, I'm
in & bit of & serape.”

“Locks as if you are, old fat man 1”
said Bab, . "If 1t's rdvice you want, I
advise you to give up JSpoofing, as well

a3 te wash your neck I
“(h, reui& Cherry, I was fairly

driven inta this!” =aid Bunter. *‘That
beast Bolsover made me rag Coker's
study, and I should have been spotted
there if 1 hadn't made Trotter beliave
Coker was at home; and then I only
wve that old aas P'Er]fl er a call tu keep
im guict—and E rings this on
mal If I dmp gave Coker's
name, it wou l:l he al] right—if he
lieved I was er. It would keep
Tor Magxer Lispany.—No, 1,480,

u pﬂlaun things.

if you tried.

Idid it1 I
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him quiet—and thers would ‘be the t
too!  But—but hé mlihtllt believ e%
Was a Fiffh orm man.’
"Th?j I_}mg‘ t-notfulness is. Ejarnﬁn g
grigned Hurree Jamset Ram
And the chums of the Eemove mared
Billy Buntar was not tall, even for a
Lower Fourth junior. The least sus-
picious of baronets eertainly never
would have believed him to be a Fifth
Form sonior.
“Well, what about you, Bob ™ asked
Bunter.
h-Eh rﬂ
“You'ra the biggest chap here, and I
want to keep it among wmy friends”™
said Bunter.
tea—you can rely on that. Old Popper's
o bit of a beast, but he wants to be
nice to Eukm- for fet-tmg back those tin
t's sure to be a good
sl, that gtands. to reagon.
ag Prica of the Fifth—a bit the start
{!-f him, I think, 1 say, old chap, what
ab-nut 1t e
What about it 1" gasped Bob Cherry.
“What zbout my going to Pop p-er Court
and cailing myse l:u;lr m.mt er c¢hap's
name, ‘do you mean?
es, old !‘ellu-.ﬂ You'ra as g as
some Fifth Form men—not so big =

Coker, but the old ass -has never seen

Gnker—and you're' jolly nemly as ugly,
anyhow ! He, he, hal What shout it

Bob Cherry's face was a study. The
expression on it ez he gazed at Bunter
made his friends yell,

b Mmd_. I'm offering yom & good
thing,” said Bunter, as he stared at him,
apaecia “It will be a good feed.

It's an n.ban]ute cert that it will be a
ood feed—ald Popper can’t do less.
ou take me as & friend. That's where

I come in. The old ass said Coker could

take three or four friends, if he liked.

All these fellows can come as Coker's

friends—sce? There'll be enough for

everybody. What aboutb it i™

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Co.

“1 say, vou fellows, don't cackle!
We'va pot to get this settled,” said
Bunter peevishly. “It will get me out
of a row if somebody turns up as Coker
and atr.}pa that old ass c}mkmg his sﬂ]v
nose into things| leng- iegge
spindleshanks like Bcﬂ:: conld do it——"

“The esteemed and ludierois Bunter
forgets that the absurd Sir Hilton saw
Bob Festerday in the wood !” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram-Singh. * He would
28X the ridienlous Bob to have been
Coker y&ﬂtqrda;f if he 18 Coker to
morrow

“Ha, ha, ha I”

-D;: Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “Oh ¢rikey!

ll:l'

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Co.

Billy Bunter, evidently, had over-
looked that rather important detail.
Coartainly, if Sir Hilton saw Bob at all,
he would expect him to have the zame
name on BMonday a2 on Wedneaday.

Bunter gave & grunt of disgust.

“That tears it}” he said. “You

won't be any good, E’herrﬂ Mone of

you fellows would good !
You're too fatheaded to el:- by with
it, anyhow, I dare say! It’s a thmg
‘that requires & bit umptlunI

think I'll ask Smithy—he's got mqm
sense than the lot of you 1™
The fat Owl star for the door.

Then he turned back,. He had for-
gotten, for the moment, that it was
tea-time.. But that was not ‘a thing
that Billy Bunter was likely to forget
for more than a moment.

“T'll sea Smmithy after  tea,” ke
remarked. “If wou fellows are going
to have tea, I'll— Whoop! ¥Yoooop !
Y arooooooocop |

Bob Cherry sesmed w0 have been
transfixed, for some moments. He

*It will be a ét}lly g‘ﬂ{- d

You're ns

the weird and wonderful

just -stood gazing -at Bunter. Now,
awever ha woke to sudden action.
Bunter never knew what Bob kicked
him for. But he koew that Beb did
kick him. Bob'a boot was of too large
it 8 t-tiﬁ to leave any doubt on that point.
“Yarcopl  Beast| Yurrrooooh!®
mare& Bunter, bounding for the door.
{ you fellows—— Whmﬁ:-pl
'E'uu ailly :dmt;—-— Yow-ow-ow-woop. ]
Bunter forgot tea. agam! Dinhez,
tea-. snd su per combined, would nat
hava mduca himr to lmger 8 moment

longer. He flow,
Bob Cherry seemed disposed to pur-
sue. But Harry, ldughing, slemmed

the study door.

“The fat scoundrel!" gasped Bob.
" Me—telling Hm of liés to 'bag a
spread—me ! ¥, I'll burst him all
over the Remove! I'll—"

“LEasy dogs it!" said Wharion
soothingly. *“If Bunter's been raggh ]E
Coker's study, and pulling
Tapper’s leg on tlm- phone, he's gok
lots coming to him

“The lotfulness wjli ba terrific ™

And Bob let it go at thatl

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !

HAT evening, in the Rag, thers
I ware grinoing faces.

By that time, most of the
Remove fellows wera aware of
wheeza that
had germinated in the powerful intels
lect of William George Bunter.

Most of them thovght it fearfully
funsdy.

But fi:w, 1f any, of them, had any
idea of joining wup, to help Bunter
through. It was altogether too weird
and v.::rndnrful o wheeze to recomnend
itself to the average fellow,

Bunfer was in a sgrapo.

I'here was no doubt aboub that! Tt
was well known that Coker of the
Fifth, having discovered his study in
a at.a.{'.a of havoo and wreckage, was
breathing wrath and vengeance on the
subjeet. Potter and Greene, who did
not always agree with Coker, agreed
with him that the ragger had to be
feund, | a‘.laug!ht.ered and made m hor-
rible exam It was their stedy,

a8 well as Coker's. &o they felt this as
decply as Coleer.

Fortunately, thers was, szo far, no
clue.

Remove men knew, by this time; but
they were not likely to mention what
they knew to Coker & Co. Coker was
umi’;arstﬂnd to have suspicions of the
Ehel] He was on more or less scrap-
ping terms with Hobson of the Shell,
and he had a suspicious eye on H-‘.:rl:ri:ujr
az the unknown ragger. Which was
all the better for Bunter,

Bunter, it was true, had not wanted
to rag that study Bub it would have
bheenn futile to explaia that he had
ragged it at Boleover’s stern ccm-
mand. At the most, that would have
mada Coker slaughter Bolsover, major
as well as Bunter. Bunter objected
5tmngify to the slaughtering process for
himself.

S0 far, however, Coker was not on
the track—or, at any rate, only cn a
wrong track. But was it all coming
out on the morrow?

If Coker -did not go to FPopper
Court, obviously thersa would bhe
further communication — probably
sngry communication — from  Sir
Hilton! He would want to know phat

the dooce it meant |
Then it would come out about the
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The Famous Five and Horace Qoker set their fest firmly In the. bark, grasped the rope aftached to the notice-hoard, |
and pulled. Cra-a-ack ! There was a rending sound as the bﬁamr;s"';,mﬂs Braspe po !

EVERY SATURDAY

company with the post, and the sudden casing

of the rope sent the {ugging party stumbling backwards. Coker went over on his back, and over Coker went the Famous
Five, sprawling ! A chorus of gasps and gurgles followed ! :

spoof on the phone. Then it would
come out that Trotter had gone to
Coker's study to call him, and sup-
posed that Coker had answered him—
while Coker was at the pictures at
Courtfield! Then all the fat would
be in the firel Ten to one, a hundred
to one, it would gll come home to
Bunter ! : S

Bome follows sympathised with the
hapless Owl. It was clear that he was
in a4 scrape, and that his efforts to
make it better had made it worse. In
seeking to steer clear of Coker, he kad
run aground on Sir Hilton Popper, as
it were—like an ageient mariner
eluding Scylla, and coming to grief on
Charybdis.

__Both of them would be after Bunter,
if the facts eame to light

A fellow in & serape was ertitled to
Egmpath;gt Remove fellows aympa-
thised, but fthey chuckled asz well
Some of them would have helped
Bugter out, if they could—but not to
the oxtent of going over to: Popper
Court on Wednesdag under the name
of Coker!

Bunter tried it on, up snd down the
Hemove, with no  success. Tha
Bounder as the most reckless fellow in
the Form, might have been expected tao
F]a;r up. But Smithy only roared with
aughter at the idea., Squiff chuckled,
and Tom Brown chortled, and hboth
refused. Peter Todd, like Bob Cherry,
kicked Bunter for suggesting a trick
that invelved so wide a departure
from the truth. Which wes painful to
Bunter—and very irritatingr too—an
absnrd attenmtion to an unimportant
detail, in hia opinion. ~

There were, at any rate, no takers.

It was in vain that Bunter described,
to fellow after fellow, what a gor-
%mus spread it_was going to at
Popper Court. In vain he pointed out
that it was safe as houses—Popper

knew nothing of Coker, and would nob
have the slightest suspicion that he was
being taken in. He would get restive
if nobody went: but of somebody
went, calling himself Coker, it would
be all right!

Nobody, 1t seemed, would go.

Even the prospect of a magnificont
fecd was no temptation, The fact was
that, apart from other considerations,
it was hardly an easy matter for a
Lower Fourth junicr to palm himself
off as a Fifth Form eenior. It was
sltogether too risky an experiment.

Only one fellow in the TRemove, in
fact, was fitted by noture for playing
guch & part—Bolsover major, the bhig-
gest fellow in the Torm, who was bi
ger than some fellows in the Fifth.

But as Bunter could not go near
Bolaover major without danger of a
kick, a cuff, or a twist of his fat ear,
he had not yeb put it up to Bolsover.
The bully of the Eemove was a last
rasiurce.

There was a chortle in the Rag
when Billy Bunter rolled inte that
spartment alter prep.

Bunter's fat face was worried; but
every other face wore a grin, -

By that fime, most of the Remove
knew sbout the great whecze—fellows

Bunter had asked had told other
fellows, and it was gelting to be the
sl;§.nding joke in the Form. -

‘I say, you fellows—" began
Bunter, blinking throogh his big
spectactos,

“¥Found 2 man yei?? chuckled the
Bounder. 3 .
“1 say, Smithy, you could do it—"
“(Catch me going to old Popper and

telling him & string of lies!” grinned
Smithy. '
“Well, you needn’t mind that,

Simthy,” uwrged Bunter. " Look at the
lies you tell Quelch ™
¥*Ha, ha, hal®

big- 4

“What sbout you, Wibley !’ asked
Bunter. “You're jolly clover at make-
up—you could make yourself look a
Eit oldet. You're so jolly clever, you
now.™

Williamm Wibley chuckled.

“A bik too clever to play the geat,
old fat man[” he anawered.

0 say, you fellows, where's
Bolsover 7

“Are you gﬂil‘lg} to ask Bolsover
said  Harry harton,  langhing.

"ﬁugrd with your left when you ask
1Tl

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ah1” snorted DBunter.

Bolsover major had not vet ecome
own from the studies, and BRilly
Bunter rolled away in search of him
~—leaving the Bag 1n a roar, .

It was in an extremely uncasy frame
of mind that the fat Owl approached
Study Neo. 10 in the Remove,

Hinco  that . whopping in  Cokor's
study, the bully of the Remove was
vory much up against Coker,  For that
reason, he might view with faveur tho
idea of  playing a trick at. Coker's
gxpenss, and bagging a feed intended
for Horace. ut he whs aleg ex-
tremely wrathy with Bunter, and a
littla dangerous to approach, 8till, if
Bolzover major would listen to the
voice of persuasion, there was no doubt
that he was thse man! ;

Bunter blinked cautiously into Btud
No. 10. Bolsover, who was both s!uc{
and dense, had trouble with his prep,
snd was not through yet.

He scowled al the fat face and glim-
mering aipecataﬂlea in" his doorway, and
reached for his Latin grammar,

Bunter__pnppud !}lﬂk just in time.

He waited outside the study, till
he heard Bolsover major slam down

[Continued on. page 16.) .
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his books and push his chair back
from the table. Ther he blinked in
again.

E“‘-J’ say, old chap I he squeaked. “I
~I say, c-dan I come ini” - g

“Do ' gaid Polsover major.
jolly soon boot you ont again.”

“Oh, really; Bolsover——" The fat
Owl eyéd him_ uneasily through the
?.ﬁﬂél‘“‘ﬂ.f. “I—I say, old chap, it's a
eed.” _

“Qh!” said Bolsover major more
placably. “Well, if it's a feed, T'll
¢ome. You can come in, Bunter.”

Bunter rolled in—hopeful, The bully
of the Remove looked  almost good-
tempered. Musio is said to soothe the
savage breast; and being asked to a
spread ‘scemed to have the same elfect.

“Where's the spread?” asked Dol
sover. “1In your studyi"

“ Nunno—not in my study.”

“In the dorm, do you measn, aflter
lights out?”

“Nunono—not in the dorm,™

“In the Rag?”

T Nunoo—not in the Bag!™

“Where tha dickens is it going to be,
thﬁa 1 demanded Bﬂlsu\rﬁ: suspiciously,
“I1f you're tryiong to pull my le -

“0Oh, no, old 1;1:: mpéﬂ Not at a]f [ Il‘-‘,l’a
a ripping spread-—s topping one—really

st spread of the term—"

“Well, where's it going to be?”

“At—at Popper Court!” gasped
Bunter. .

Bolsover stared at him.

“At Popper Court!” ha repeated.
“You blithering idiot! I've heard of
that rot vou've been talking up and
down the Remove | Is that what you've
come here to talk zbout? By gum, I'll
jolly well—"

I—f; jumped at Bunter.

Bunter jumped at the doorway.

Bolsover , major's boot  reached
Bunter as Bunter reached the deorwey!

Thud 1

“ Yarooooh 1"

Billy Bunter did not stop for more!
Bolsover, evidently, was in no mood to
listen to the wvolce of _the charmer.
Bunter's last hops was gone—and it
was time for Bunter to be gone, too.
He went—rapidly |

i il

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bolsover Plays Up !

4 OT a bad idea!” said Skinner.
N “Think not!" asked Bel-
BOYET MAajor. ]

- “Jolly good thing, if sou
ask me!l" '
“Oh!” said Bolsover thoughtfully.

. It wasan ovreak the following morn-

ing. .
Billy Bunter, waeful and worried, had
iven up hope of getting any fellow to
ck him up and. get him out of that
awlful scrape hfy pying the part of
Coker of the Fifth ot Popper Court that
afternoon. But ‘it i3 said that the
darkest hour is befgre dawn, There
was hope for Bunter'|
Tae MaeNer LinReiy —No. 1,480,
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Bolsover .major would not, prob-
“ably, have listened to Bunfer on the
But he had great tespect for

% the judgment of Harold Skinner, who
@ was reputed the sharpest fellow in the

move—as  well 83 the most’
serupulous.

“Well, lock ab it!” argued Skinner.
“ That ass, Coker, knows nothing. of it,
g he can’t barge in. Boma of the
fellows say he ought to be tum—i..‘i'ut
they . can’t tell him' without givin
Bunter” away. That's all right. An
it's safe with ¢ld Popper. He doesn't
know Coker!  Any man big enough to
look like a Fifth Former could ‘walk in
at Popper Court this afterngon and get
away with 1"

“"Um 1" said Bolsover major.

“If I were as big as you, old chap,”
said ' Skinner, “I'd jolly well have a
shot at 1t. Wob much good my trying to
make out I'm in the Fifﬂt: though.
‘ain't what you'd call big, for the
Rcmove.”

Bolsover major grinned at the idea of
the weedy Skinner trying to pass him-
self off as the brawny Coker. 8till, old
Popper did not know how big and
brawny Coker was. Any low big
enciigh to make cut that he was a
senior could pull it off. Bolsover, cer-
tainly, was big enough.

“It would be a jest on that [fool

un-

Coker, bagging his spread,” went on
Skinner. “ You owe him oné, Dolsover.”

“That's s0!" agreed Bolsover.
¢ But—"

* And it's sure to be pretty decent,”
continued Skinner. *Stands to reason
old Popper is J'_ﬂ].].{. pleased with Coker
ﬁettmg back hia best chromium-plated

istoric pots and things. ke must mean
to ba pretty nics, or he wouldn't have
asked the chap., He will do the party
all right, you ¢an depend on that. If
you take it on, Bolzover, I'll back you
i

“.Hﬂw‘,dq vou mean ™ asked Bolsovaer.
“According to  Bunter, Coker's
allowed to take some friends with him.

I'll come as a Iriend, and see you

through. Bnoopy would come, top, if
I asked him.”
Bolsover major leoked thoughtful.

Bag%{lfg a spresd planned for Coker of
the IFifth eppealed to him. "It would
be tit for tat, in return for that whop-
ping 1n Coker's study.

And the spread itself had attractions,
Obviously, a3 baronet who asked a
schoolboy to fea with the intention of
doing him honour, would be bound to
provide a proetty decent spread, There
would be the best of evervthing—and
lots of it. *Tea on the lawn, under the
shady old Popper Court ocaks—waited

on by liveried HAunkeys—it certainly
looked good! :
“By gum!” said Dolsover major.

“*Blessad if I don't!?

“Do t” said Skinner. *I'll come. It's
gafe as houses

“¥You jolly well wouldn't come if you
didn't think it was!” agreed Bolsover
major, with a nod.

“It’s just this cne cccasion only—old
Popper will never want {o see Coker
again I” said Skinner. “®o it can never
come out that the wrong man went,”

“1 don't see how it could I agreed
Bolsover,

“He doesn’t really
now, if you come -to that”
Skinner. *He feels that it's
to take some nokice of the chap, for
fettm back his aluminium tinware.
1 will be glad to get it over and done
with, and Coker would get the marble
eye and the frozen mitt, if he butted in
again, he whole thing begins and
ends with the tea-fight on the lawn to-

want to ses him
added
{o him

day. I don't see letting it go begging.”

{It’i a  gol!? declared Ei:gwi.'er.
major. “And I'll take soma chaps| JE
old _Pﬁﬁfaer:s spreading. himself in' the
hospitable line, make hay while the sun
shines, what? You and Bnoop, and
that fat bluchottle Bunter—and we
might ask Hazel—he's: always glad to
bag anything he can get for nothing—
and some more fellows—"

¥Good egg!” spid Skinner. “The
more the merrier! Even if old Popper
doesn’t want' a crowd, he can’t say any-
thing."

“Bunter says he said thres or four.
We can make it fGve or six!” said
Bolsover., “If he's laid in tuck, I don's
gea wasking it or leaving it for the foot-
men to snaffle afterwards. We'll make
it & Bart:.r, what 7"

“It's the catch of the term ! declared
Bkinner. " All it wants is 2 hig chap to
play Coker, with nerve to do it—and
you've got tons of nerve™

“1 fancy s0!” said Bolsover major.

He went away to look for Hazeldene,
and Skinner to look for Snoop. Sidney

James Bnoop whistled, when BSkinner
told him.

“Too jolly risky!” he zaid. * Why,
ald Popper Wﬂufd raise Cain if ha
found out that his leg had been
pulled.”

“Ila won't!” said Skinner. “How
could he? He will never see Coker."

“FHe might!”

“And if he did, we're all right1%
added Skinner coolly. “That fat ass,
Bunter, did the spoofing—and Bolsover's
going to do the rest. We are mm;:n]y
innocent, unsuspicigus fellows who've
accented an invitation to tea.™

“Jh 1 said Bnoop.

“If it came out,” said Skinner,
“ Bunter would get & flogging for his
telephone tricks and Bolsover ancther
for calling himself by another chap's
name.. 1t would do them both good, if
you come to that.”

Bnoop grinned.

“ Innocent fellows like us, who simply
went along to tea berauss'a pal asked
us, can't be blamed, so far as I can
sea,” argued Skinner. . “Lines, at the
mogt, even if it comes ocut—and it's
worth that., And it's not at all likely
to come out™

“T'm on " said Snoop.

Two other fellows wera “on * by the
time the bell rang for third school,
Hazel was quite keen, and Micky
Desmond keener. HHazel, who was hard
up 85 usual, prefcrred tea at Pupfar
Court to tez in Hall: and Micky locked
on it chiefly as o tremendous lark,
Neither would have dreamed of playing
a leading part; but Bolsover, under
Skinner's artful persussion, hsd con-
gented to take the title-role, so to speak.
Bolsover, certainly, was runnmmg s risk,
though his dense brain did not quite
realise 16, The other fellows ran much
less risk—and a spread with a baronet
was worth ik

Billy Bunter had not vet heard that
his problem had been solved; and he
was a worried Bunter dening third
school. DBut when the Remove cama
out after that lesson, which was the last
far the day, the afterncon being a half-
holiday, Bunter heard.

His fat face brightened at the news.

Bunter, for once, was thinking less of
the feed than of other considerations.
His chief desire was to keep 3ir Hilton
Popper from inquiring into the identity
of the fellow who had talked on tha
telephone as Coker. B8till, the feed was
very attractive to Bunter.

“Don’t you fellows wish you ware
coming i grinned the fat Owl, coming
on the Famous Five in the quad.



“Where, fathead?” ashed Harry.
“"Tea at Popper Court!” grinned

Bunter. “I'd have tauken you ﬂ!m‘p&. if
you'd been a bit more oivil, Now |
jolly well won't 1

“¥ou've found somebody?” ox-

claimed Bob Cherry. :

“Bolsover's got more pluck than you,
Cherry I jeered Bunter. He's not
funking it.

“The silly aszs!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “Look here, Bunter, you
jolly well ocught to let Coker know
about old Fopper atking him-—7

“I'll watch 1t1” grinned Bunter,

“Coker ought to be told[” said
Johnny Bull. .

“Arg you going to tell him?" sneered
Bunter. "I can tell you that if you
jolly well give mo away to Cokir——"

“i]i}n’t. be a sitly Owl!™ snapped the
captain of the Remove. " Nobody's
going to give yvou away. Dut you ought
to tell Coker about 1t, and wash out
this fatheaded stunt.™

“1 don’t think!” grinned Bunter.

“You never do!” assented Bob
Cherry,.

iF ?ﬂ-h !.'U'

By dinner-time the “stunt” was the
talk of the Remove. Hitherto, Bunter's
wonderful wheeae had been a joke in
the Form; nobody had supposed that
any fellow would be ass cnough to think
of playing such a game on Sir Hilton
Fopper. Now it was known that Bol-
sover major had taken it on, and some
fellows wondered at his nerve, and
others at his fatheadedness,

Fellows who noticed Coker of the
Fifth stalk: in tha quad, with his
usual air of being monarch of all he
surveyed, wondered what the great
Horace would have said if he had
known

But Coker did nad know,
not going to know.

He did not even know wha had
ragged his study the previous day.
That was still & mystery., He had
punched Hobson’s head on “spee,” as
b were, and there had been a row n
the Shell. That was all, so far.

As for the telephone call from Popper
Court, Coker had never heard of it.
Troiter, supposing that Coker knew,
had naturally not thought of speaking
about it again,

8o far from being aware that the
lord of Popper Court had asked. him to
tea, tb did not even occur to Coker that
the recapture of the silver pots had
mada any difference ta the irascible
old baronet. His opimion of Sir Hilton
was that he waz a cheeky old ass, whe
warned fellows off an island that did
not belong to himn, and Coker, as yet,
saw no reason for changing that
apinion.

Anvhow, Coker knew nothing, and,
as far as could be secn, was not Iikely to
know anything. All the Remove knew,
and some of them dizepproved of the
stunt, but no fellow in the Remove had
any idea of giving away the game.
Coker was making his plans for that
afternoon, but his plans certainly did
not include tea with S Hilton Popper.

and was

W——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Party for Popper Court!

ki BAY, you fellows!”
E Harry Wharton & Co. smiled,
Billy Bunter came out of the
House, in the sunny June after-
noon, looking quii'.:;'rla new Bunter,

He was spick and dipan, from head 'to
foot, evidently considering that it was
necessary to put on a litile style when
he was going to tea with a baronet.
Bunter was not often either spick or
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span. (enerally, he was grubby, his
elbows shiny, and his knees baggy. Myl
Quelch had even been known to send

him out of the Form-room for s wash §

Quelch, had he seen him at this
moment, would not have thought
Bunter the most slovenly fellow in the
Eemove., .

Heo had washed sinee dinner; and two
washes, in one day was rather a record
for Bunter. obedy, locking =t
Bunter now, could have guessed what
la had had for dinner. - As s rule, there
wera clues. )

His trousers had been brushed., His
shoes were brightly polished. His cuffs
were spotless—which hinted that the
shirt was not Bunter's own. The hand-
kerchief that jutted fromx his pocket
was white as the driven snow-—also
evidence that it was not Bunter’s. His
tie was new and neat, and the Fameous
Fiva wondered whose it was. A hand-
some straw hat surmounted hiz bullet
head—and 1t was just as well for
Butiter that Tovd Maﬂ]e*vérer was not
on the spot to recognise it,

Bunter wesa locking pleased with him.
self. He had been looking in tho glass,
and in the glass he-saw reflected a hand-
some, well-dressed, well-set-up fellow,
whoza epectacles rather added to his
distinguished appearance.  Naturally,
Bunter was pleased.

He blinked at the chums of the
Remove through those spectacles. His
manner had a touch of patronage.

1 say, sorry I can't take Fﬂu chaps
haqﬁaid, “But jt would hardly do, would
it !

“Fathead I

“What I mean i3, old Popper's a
crusty old stick, and a bit of an old
hllghter, put, after all, he's a baronet
and he's ‘_gat a nobby place!™ sal
Bunter. “ Batler, and footmen, and all
EII&E‘ 1 A fellow has to be a bit particu-
al.

“¥You howling ass ™

“Yah 1™

Bunter rolled on, disdainful,

“WHat about squashing that hat on
his silly head i asked Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Dan't 1" he zaid. “Mauly would
hab:.ra to buy a now one.”

!??

Ha, ha, hal"

olsover major came. ouw witly
Skinner and Snoop, Hazel, and Micky
Desmond. All of them had rather a

newly swept and garnished look, Tea
with a baronet did not happen every
day, and there had been a considerable
amount of brushing and polishing.

Quite a crowd of the Remove gathered
round to see them start. The ]f-;art:.r for
Popper Court was the contre of interest
in Remove that afternoon,

Some of the fellows thought that Bol-
sover's merve would fail him when the
time cama to start. But this did pot
look like it Evidently, he was going.

Bolsover gave the captain of the
Remove a nod.

“Like to come, Wharton 7 he asked
generously.

“ Thanks, no.” .

“We could cram in one more, if you
like 17 .

“I'm not anxious to sample old
Popper's boot, thanks!” answered the
captain of the Remove, with a laugh,

“The bootfulness may be terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ (Oh, that's rot I” said Belsover major,
“It’s eafe as houses, Bkinner jolly well
wouldn't be going if it wasn't’

“Thanks ! said Skinner, !

“Well, you know you wouldn't I said
Bolsover. “It's all right, Wharton, if
you'd like to join up. Dash it all, I'll
take the lot of you, if you like! T don’t
soe that old Popper could objeet, alter

17
a&}in%_ﬂmt & chap could tike friends
with: h;m.”

. not teke al] the RBemovel™
grinned ‘Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Look here, Bolsover, you're a silly
ass ¥ seid Herry. “The best thing you
can do, is to wash it cut. It locks sale
e?{gu h, but Fﬁﬁ never can tell, and if
old Popper spotted you—

“How could hu?“r L

“Well, I don't see how he could|”
admitted Wharton., “But—"

“The butfulness is terrifie.”

“Oh, yot!” said Hazel. “It's right as
rein! Nothing could happen unless
Coker walked into Popper Oourt this
afterncon. Ia he likely to®”

“Hardly | But

*“(Oh, come on 1" said Snoop.

The Popper Courf party walked on,
most of the Bemdvs following them
down to the gatesl *They wallked out of
the gates, grinnin waichirig them
#8 they wont. . Billy Bunter turned back
to the Famous Fiva,

“I say, you fellows,” he squeaked,
“"Look here, you ean come, if you like.
I'll tell you what! If I stand you a

(1]

‘tea at Popper Court, 'fuu stand su{.zggr
aE

in the study to-night. That's fair | \
abont 1"

“ Fathead 1”

" Beast 1

Bunter rolled on,

“Come on,” said Bob Cherry. “Let’s
sce them as far ns Popper Court. They
niay ::um-adaut- m-:jlde:nl ¥, an::! wank piek-
ing up and carrying home.

EHE., ha, ha I*F

A dozen Remove fellows walked after
the party, curious to see them to their
destination, and to see what happened
when they arrived there,

It locked eafe—an absolutely safe
game, The only danger was from Coker
of the Fifth, and Coker had been left
behind—they had seen him in the quad,
with Potter and Greeme, when they
started. The faintest suspicion, in
Coker’s mind, that a cheeky Removite
was going to borrow his name that
afternoon_would have put all the fat in
the fire. But it was evident that Horace
{oker had not the remotest, faintest sus-

icion: indeed, it was improbable that

B WBS waﬂtinglsuy thought on such
microbes as the Lower Fourth at all.

Bolsover & Co. marched up the road
and turned into Oak Lane, by Courtficld
Common, on which the grest gates of
Popper Court opened.

t was past thres o'clock now, and ne
doubt 8ir Hilton Popper was expect
ing his visitors.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I murmured Bob
Cherry, “There's the old beanl”

The Popper Court gates stood open.
In the gateway an eyeglass gleamed,
eerewed in the eve of Sir Hilton Popper.

The lord of 1":'::1:-'51131' Court was stand-
ing there looking out into the lane.

%-Ia.rr:.f Wharton & Co. came to a halt.
From & little distance they watched
Bolsover's’ party walk up to the gates.

They noticed that the party slowed
down a little. Perhaps some of them
felt a slight misgiving at the sight of
the tall, angular baronet, with his
mastiff face and gleaming eveglass,

But Bolsover major marched reso-
lutely on, Bolsover, at all events, was
not to be deunted..

“Ie's doing it!’ murmured Bob.

“He is—he arel” grinned Nugent,

Sir Hilton scam_wg the party as they
came up, Bolsover major marched reso-
lutely nhead, Micky Deemond close to
him, Hazel and Skinner and Snoop a
little behind, and Billy Bunter bringing
up the rear. Bunter, at that moment,
hed sn awful recollection of dropping
on Sir Hilton's head, s couple of days
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9, and s dreadful misgiving that sae
ﬁiltcm,' aftor all, might know who it
was that had. dtopped on his head.

But 3ir Hilton was smiling!

Bmiling was & rather unaceustomed
crformance for Bir Hilton Popper.

is old brown, leathery face broke u
into a thousand wrinkles as he smiled.
&till, he did smile. :

This, he knew, was the ﬁart;r he was
expecting. Perhaps he had not ex-

ected it to be quite so numerous, He
ad said three or four over the tele-
phone—and six wers arrviving. ' He had
no doubt that the tallest Mellow, whe
towered over the others, was Coker.
What clse was Bir Hilton to think?:

Anyway, they had arrived.

"Coker, what—what?” -
 Bir Hilton's bark reached “the ears of
the "onlookere - down the road.: They
exclhisnged grinming glances,

“Yps, sir!” spid Bolsover major
calmly. Resally, Bolsover's nerve was
quife admirable at that moment. “I've
brought a few friends with me, siv, as
you said I might—-" -

“Quite—quite.l™ said Bir
genially, "Oh, quite! I am very glad
to see vou, O -

He shook hands with Bolsover major.

“Very glad to seo you! I have to
thank you, Coker, for a' great service
—& very great service——"

“Not at all, sir!” said DBolsover
major. . ;

*Come m—come in ! Rir Hilton did
not :thake hands with the rest of the
party but he gave them & genial nod
a3 they raised their hats. “Come in—
you and your friends! I sam—hum-—
delighted to see you!
delighted 1™

Bolsover major walked up the drive
with 8ir Hilton Popper. The party
walked on behind.
L Well 1 daid Bob Cherry, as ‘they
disappeared,

“Well1” murmured Nugent.

Harry Wharton whistled,

“Looks all right!” he remarked, 1
hope to goodness they'll get by with it.

f old Popper smella 8 mouse, they're
for it1”

The TFamous TFive walked
gates a few minutes later, lsover's
party had disappeared ull:l the drive
with 3ir Hilton Popper. All, it seamed,
was-going well, And though tho chumas
of the Remove did not quite approve of
I‘egr-;:mlhngi1 to such' a very remarkabla
extent, they certainly hoped that
Bolsover & Co. would pull through
safely, as they walked on towards t
banks of the Sark.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !
& CHEEK?'oId asa I’ said Coker.

ast tha

“Yes—but—" murmure
Potter.

“But—" muyurmurasd
Greene,

Coker snorted,

Coker of the I'ifth had been making
his plans for that half-holiday. Thase

ijs certainly did not include arllg'thing'
opper

ike tea with the baronet at

Court. But they included Potter and
Greene—and those two youths did not
seem overjoyed at the prospect.

- “The man's s cheeky old azel™¥ ro-
peated Coker.  “Somebody ought to go
to law with him about it.
in the Sark belongs to him no more than
it belongs to me, or to you, Pofter. All
very well to keep fogs off it—umtidy
little beaste | DBut to bar off senior men
of Greyfriars is cheek—sheer pure, un.
adulterated cheek!” said Coker cate-
gorically.
Tae !flmnm LisnAry.~No, 1.480.

Hilton. .

Yes—hum— wh

That island:

THE MAGNET

i “1 knn;.v 1# said Potter soothingly.
ut—"

. "The Head,” said Coker, “put that

island out of school bounds: Why!

Just because old- Popper:is & governor

of the seliosl and he doesn't want any

irouble with a governor.”

“Headmasters don’t1”
(ireene.

“Well,” gaid Coker, “I'm not a head-
master gnd I don't caro a brass button,
Last week Prout jawed me about it
You heard him | Well I jolly well said
Id'% go on that island, and I jolly well

I ‘? 1
“¥What - about Lantham this after-
nooit " asked Potter. * There i3 a good
ericket match there——->="

“Never mind that, Potter! Do you
know what I saw when I was on
Pn‘p‘?ver*s Island that day last wecl P

“¥ou saw old Popper’s silver pots
and—"

“I don't mean that, ass!
board op: * ‘Trespassers will he Prose-
cuted, ™ said Coker. “Mind, that
:s}:_em,:i is public land. DEvery chafr in the
ingdom has a’ perfect right to land on
that island, and on it s Jong
as he jolly well likes! And that
old curmudgeon has the nerve—the
cheek—the impudence—to stick up a
board. saving that trespassers wiIP be
prosecuted ! The neck!” -

Coker of the Fifth breathed indigna-
fion, .

“And speaking of thosze silver o
he went 01::.1. "l}gfuund the stuff h?{?fﬁ;u
under the willows—jolly well banged my
head on it when [ went over in the
mud—mightn't have found it otharwise,
at are you grinning at, you silly
asses P

“0Oh, nothing! I say, what about

etting down to Pe and having a
ﬁ&at fui'r on the hayﬁ?‘ b

L “T'm speaking, Potter. If you must
jaw you might give a fellow a chance fo
get 8 word in edge-wise. What has old
opper done about my finding his silver
ots 7 demanded Coker. “1'm, not the
ellow to do & song and dance about it,
suppose—but that stulf was worth
hundreds of pounds, and I got it back
for the old ass, Has he said a word
abhout it ?”

Coker snorted.

“Ho might thank a chaﬂt'“ he said.
“He might mention that he's obliged,
Not a word! I suppese he thinks I'm a
sort of manservant, and it's my business
te pick up his silver hp‘ol:s when they're
lying about. Might have oxpected me
to elean 'em, before sending them back,
a3 -they'd been in the mudl” added
Colcer with deadly sarcasm.

“Well, ha might have said something
about it,” admitted Potter. “I'm rather
surprised that he hasn't, He muost have
been  pleased at getting the Popper

remarked

I zaw a

i sboy

4 Court silver home again.”

“1 should jolly well think he might,”
said Coker scornfully. “If he's too
hHigh-and-mighty to walk over to the
school, he ecould have rung up on the
phone, and said as much as *Thank
vou!’ Hag hef”

“Well, he always was a crusty old
gbick I’ gaid Greense.. “Can’t expect
much from him in the way of manners.”

Another snort from Coker.

It was not uncommen for Coker of the
Fifth to go off at the deep end without
much causa. But in this case his friends

had to admit that Coker had cause to

be indignant. :

It was not a small thing to recover
the Fopper Court silver, which a burglar
had enaffed and hidden on the iszland.
The police might have recovered it; but
then, again, ]&qy mightn't |

Certainly, it was completely by chance
pnd sccident that Coker had come on it.

Htill, he had done so! Coker of the
Fifth had brought that bag of valuable
silver goods back to the school, and
Inspector- Grimes had returned it to
Popper Court—and the least—the very
least, that 8ir Hilton could have done
would have been to render thanks to the
findar. .

Not & word had come from him—so
Far a3 Coker knew, at all events
Coker, as he said, was not the fellow
to do a song and dance about it—but he
did feel rather sore at such a service
passing without a single word of recog-
nition or ackrowledgment.

If the lord of Popper Court fancied
that tho wholo population of the king-
dom existed for no purpose but to do
him service, it was time he woke up, in
Coker's opinion.

. Coker’s annovance was natural. ITis
ire wes added to by BSBir Hilton's
“neck ” in wirning Greyfriars follows

off an island that did not belong to him,
The *Trespassers ' board was the fin-
ishing touch. Fellows liked a pull ep
the river and a picnic on that little
wooded 1sland.

- Wes Coker going to be barred off
ublic land by an old curmundgeon who

adn’t ‘even the manners to- thank a
chap for recovering his family plato for
him§f Not Horace Coker|

“That board,” said Coker, *is coming
down [ .

*“0h, my hat!” said Potter,

“I'm taking it down!" said Coker.
“And when old Popper sees it down he
may have senio enough to get on fo ik
that he isn't the Great Panjandrum and
the Lord High Everything Klse that he
fancies ha is. What "

“For goodness’ sake,” said GCrecne,
“don’t be such a giddy ass, Coker]
You'd have gotunto a fearful row for
trespassing on the island last week if
E‘uu hadn’t happened to find old

opper’s silver pots there. That can't
happen again. Yor Fﬂﬂﬂﬂl&ﬂ' sake, keep
elear of that island,™

“That board,” said Coker calmly,
*1& coming down [¥

“For the love of Mike—" groaned
Fotter.

“That board is coming down! I'm
going to hook it down, and you fellows
are gomg to help me. I shall want
some help.>

“Are we?"” said Potler and Greene.

S We'll take a rope,” said Coker,
“tie it to the board, and all pull
together. It will come down all right.
Ihcﬁn get & rope from Gosling’s wood-
shed—

“Coker, old chap~—"

“You follows get down to tha river
and get the boat out ready. I'll join
you on the raft.™

¥ But—" almost moaned Potter and
Greene, utterly dizmayed at the bare
idea of not merely landing on the for-
bidden island, but dragging down the
board planted there to warn off
trespassers.

TDon’t jaw!" said Coker. “You
fallows waste such o lot of time jawing.
It moakes me rather tired.”

“But—="  repeated Potter
CGreena.,

“I eaid don’t jaw!" Coker pointed
out.

“ But—"

o Taw, iimr,- jaw ! said Cokoer.
ggiﬂg—l' | meet yvou on the raft.

& boat ready.”

Coker walked away to Gosling's
waod-shed.

Five minutes later he walked down to
the boat-house with a coil of cord under
his arm. ' R

Ha expected to find his friends there,
with the boat ready, That showed thag

and

" Get
Hava



Coker, with all his faulis, had & trusting
nature. ; - o
He did not find them thete | Neither
was the boat read
Puzzled, Coker
ubt 1 the next
oking for them.
of fifteen minutas,
“The utter asses!” growled Colker.
He had given them explicit directions
~the clearest possible. Yet it seemed
that they must have misunderatood
somehow. Or perhaps they hadn’t!
Anyhow, they were not to be found. If
Coker's enterprise, that afternoon, was
to be carried out, it was evident that
Coker, like Coriolanus of old, hed to
cnr{yy on alone, unaided !
Which Coker did.

uarter of an hour
t was a sheer waste

e erar—

THE THIRTEENTH GCHAPTER.
At Popper Court !

IR HILTON POPPER smiled.
S It cost him, perhaps, something
of an effort to keep smiling. 1t
Wis E&O ‘i"El'? new an ExPEIiEﬂEE
for him. But he did it. !

Somae elderly gentlemen feel bucked in
the presence of cheery boyhood. But
Sir Hilton was not one of that kind.
He regarded boys as  troublesome
animals, -and the less he saw of them
the better he liked them. So it really
was much to 3iy Hilton's credit that he
was making the effort, to testify the
obligation ha felt towards Coker of the
Greyfriars Fifth. Far from being
unirmindful of Coker's service, os Coker
had reason to suppode, Bir Hilten was
going all out to acknowledge it—though
unfortunately in the wrong quarter.

Some of the party had felt & twinge
of uneasinesz at fGrst, but that scon
passed off.

Sir Hilton was absolutely un-
suspicious. It could hardly have entered
]'-a'is' lofty and lordly mind ag any
time, that any fellow would dream of
pulling his IE}Yty and lordly leg. And
there = was nothing to make  him
suspicious now. He was expecting a
poarty of Greyfriars boys—and a party
of Greyiriars boys had arrived. He
was expecting to see a big fellow called
Coker——and he was seeing a hég fellow
called Coker! How was Sir Hilton to
suspect that that hig fellow, on other
oceasions, was called Perey Bolsoveri
0f eourse, he could not.

o Sir Hilton Popper smiled on his

uests on the sunlit lawn of Popper
urt; with hiz mind made up to bear
the infliction as long as it had to last.

That he was not unmindful of services
rendered, was clear, from the way hs
spoke to Bolsover major. He mentioned

e matter of those zilver pots several
times over, and each time he told
Bolsover major how very much obliged
he was to Cioker!

Little tables were set oub under ths
bronches of a big, shady oak. Men-
servants were carrying things down
from the house io those littla tables.
Billy Bunter's eyes, and spectacles, were
on them. Bunter could see that it was
going to be a good tea. IHe thought it
rather a mistake not to have had it at
onee. Dut apart from that, Bunter was
zatished.

What to do with a party of school-
boys was a little.bit of & problem to the.
lord of Fopper Court. He remembered,
from his own distant boyhood, that
eatables would surely be welcome.
Eatables and drinkables had been pro-
vided in abundance—if not auper-
abundance, _

But the whole visit could not be flled
up with eating and dripking—though

ﬁrﬁked for them. He .
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that programme would have satisfied
Bunter, at least. Tea was not due till
four o'olock, which was quite early.

Sir Hilton smiled resclutely: and
Dolsover & Co. had their arty
But a whale hour could not

ﬁri.rm on. . B
a paszed stending on the lawn smiling
and grinning. : .

“ Torinig, whati™ sugpested Sir Hilton
hri%'ht.ly.

MNobody had hmuﬁ::t a racket. But
it was easy to ﬁx the party up !.'l.rll:.h
rockets,  Sir Hillon gent a man into
the house to sovt out rackets.

Bolsover major did not play tennis,
Neither drd Snoop. Hazel, Skinner,
and Micky Desmond did, and Billy
Bunter fancied he did. So four of them
were disposed of. X . .

The other itwo watched with Sir
Hilton. Billy Bunter paired of with
Hazel, Skinner with Micky.

“"Rotten court !” remarked Bunter to
Hazel, perhaps unawarce that the remark
reache&] Sir Il-ﬁltun’a ears. When Bunter
played tennis, he generally remacked
that i1t was a rotten court., The roiten-
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ness of the court accounted for the
rotten play Dunter displayed thercon.
M Bhut ap, you ags [ whispered Hazel.

“We've something better-than -this at
Bunter Court,” said tha fat Owl,
unheceding, “I hate these rotten old
grass courts.”

Bolsover major and '‘Snoop, standing
on either side of' Bir Hilteh Popper,
E:c!&angcd a wink behind his ramrod

ack.

The expression on Sir Hilton's foce at
that moment, enterteined them. His eye
gleamed through his eyeglass at Bunter.

“Service | called out Micky from
the other end:

Bunter took thes servies.

He did not take- it with his racket.
Micky had a fast serviee, and the ball
cama down like 8 bullet, It was doubi-
ful whether Bunter zaw it at all. Ha
flailed the air witke.his racket, what
tine the ball bounbediup: and landed on
& fat chin.

“Yaroooh !* roared Bunter,

Ho sat down. '

(Continued on adel page.)

GREYFRIARS

Hiz character b5 one o! great simplicity,
His qualitfes are singular ﬂﬂsc

Exhibiting & mental socenirl

In other words—Alonze Todd [
(2 _
Poggessing, as 1 do, familiasity
With * S CODVATEN design,
I've tried to copy his peeuliarily
In this ¢ magterpiece of mipe ;

His manifest indulgence in verboaity

{8)
H £ Pmmn with avidil
'i-:’é”'r’“u'iﬁi‘ lg myorumpet’s works of art,

Devouring every valome with ra L

Az Bunter would devour a sfolen tark
There’s oné which has no serious comparatd
X “ Potatoes hﬂo:tn Planfing t%tha Fotl?

masterpince terary narrative,

In other wordsi—tommy rot |

(5
I interviewed him rather accidentally
Through no delermined polioy of mine,
The Form adventored forth experimentally
Upon & bald, but bellicese, design.
We all, except Alonzo, weére cnanimons
In vistiog the Upper Fourth f(he olher

night
Upon sn expedition foll of animus,

i In ofther words—a pillow fight |

: : (1) t
: t d. But th th -
Ha pludiss Bl:ﬂﬂhiﬁ from to F_ﬂ““: ﬁun‘:: E:;:m ) P:t we L: Feit::nur;trf::;::
mﬂh mm “i:nu k gure ; the eagle eye and pen of cur clever thymester.
!nnu-!uunwﬂ]in;ium:ium i ey o

_‘H’ul a

(7
“1 fnd mt;nﬂ compelled to vlew with

totally ftabla dis
0! instinots of v':'f::urdm Eungn .

INTERVIEWS.

In locks, Peter and Alonzo “Todd arc as like

ALONZO THEOPHILUS TODD,
the long-winded Reformer of the Remove.

(With apolegies 1o thé well-known 30ng : " In
; Other wrd;k .

;
a
g
£
3
3
£

he says.

® 3
Wa foorpht with carsfres onsibilf

Wo oh 'nnaﬂa umﬁth t%oi :
b ths Upper Fourth with much
Defoating them and leaving them for dead.
And then hed 1nto t‘hﬁuﬂtﬂﬂ

ming ;o Geass this exhibition now
Your lmai my friands, is sorely the Beform-

In olher words—** Btop the row | ¥

Tao which anrafle way !
Eu:mutngﬁ reS] :fﬁfn”.ﬁﬁm{," o
Ho cried, and those who heard him Jod
from afar :
ngm with undiminished ““"‘“‘E’l
other words—** Ha, ha, ha [ ¥
| mﬂmumm{ﬁimhmu The combatl raged with desperats lerocily.
E‘ht umnnhﬂ:h.tllgf merely wn“n game ; w. horiled through the atmoaphera,
Baid he : *“ This bition of brotalty And, I]l_:l:ﬁltlﬂ:lﬂm A
Iunumﬂﬂnibﬂthmh;mml Im b momesninm on his sar |
!wungm ﬁnlnhnmhm nm:lﬁl Wﬁmﬂt him riaonta disqualified
ﬂ'hﬂmudﬂunutn}mﬁn mﬂu?’" Eahrmmmx?l’uﬁwﬁuumﬂﬂnﬂ.
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He sat down suddénly and hard, and
it.was perhaps just as well for Bunter
that it was one of thosa retten old grass
courts, and pot & hard court. Even the
grass felt hard as he jammed on it with
all hiz weight.

Bump |

*Yoo-hoo-hoop 1"

e UL MR s MR
CRTS & ¥ ohin Wikl elt Ba It 1
Ea;ld been pusEned through his podgy
'E 4

“ YVow-ow-ow-ow " ggueaked Bunter,
“# Peast | Wow 1"

Y Ha, ha, hai?

“Ow! My c¢hin! Ow!”

* Fifteen—love 17  chortled Bolsover
major.. *“Is that how you pl&;f tennis
at Bunter Court, old fat man?”

“Ow! Beast! Wow!” .

Bunter staggered up. He rubbed kis
chin, and set his, glasses strulﬁht on
his fat little nose. Mlicky and Skinncr,

rioning, chénged. courts, and Micky

randished his racket again.

% Zarvice | e : 5

Hazel yeturned tha ball and it came
hack from SBkinner. To and fro it went.
For & mimgute or two, Hazel Eiaged a
single game, while Bunter rubbed his
chin. But the fat Owl was not going
to be'left out, and he igrippad his racket
and rushed into the fr
ball came over from Micky.

“Look out, Hazell” yelled Bolsover

major,

But it was too late,

Hazel -+ and Bunter got the bell
together. Hazel lifted it back neatly

over the net. Bunter's swipe missed it
hy a foot. But every bullat has itz
billet; and that swipe found s resting
place. Hazel let out a fearful yell as
El‘l‘twfﬂ rmke'l; cracked on his ear.

: ooooop I :

“Ha," hu.Pha!” shrieked DBolsover
ma.‘inr.' “ Brave, Bunter!”

Y 0h criEE%’E" howled Hazel, stagger-
ing, “Ow! Ow! Myear! My napper!
You mad porpoise———ow !

“¥ou silly asst” hooted Hunter.

% That was my shot ! !

“You mad rhinoceros—ow ¥
“Thirty—love 1"  chanted Bolsover
major, as the ball dropped unheeded,

- *“Ha, ha, ha!” :

ON THE FIRST
ELEVEN!

What a laugh! What'a jape| And
what 4 v 1 The visit of the
Rajah of Jal's eleven fo play St.
im's was a big event for the seniors.
%lut they little guessed who the
Indian cricketers were! ¥You will
revel in. reading about the cricket
miatch that was the japeof the term
at St. Jim'sl In addition ev
' Magnotite " will greatly enjoy the
grand Greylriars yain contained in
our popular companion paper. See
that you get this week's nurmber of

The

Now on sale at all Newsagents
Every Wednesday . 2d

ay again, as the

THE MAGNET

" Yaroooh !” roared Bunter sa Hazel
whirled on him with uplifted racket,
and smote. “Ow! Keop off! Wharrer
vou up to! Oh crikey! Ow|”

Bwipe, swipe, swipe!

Hazel, for the moment, seemed o

" have forgotten that he was. playing

tennis, and fancied that he was playing
Bunter !

Swipe, swipe!

“You'll damage that racket, Hazel [
velled _Enﬁug.

“You'll damage Bunter!” chortled
Boltover major, '

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Yarooooh! T sar, you [ellows—
whoop !" howled Bunter, as he dodged
frantically., “I say—varocch!”

“Thore I*? gasped Hazel, “ There, yon
mad ass—-there, you fat lunatic—there,
you blithering cuckoo—"

“Ow! Beast! Wow!"”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Bervice |"” roared Micky. -

Hazel, glowering, retired to his ¢ourt.
Billy Bunter, gasping for breath, picked
up his racket. unter was not enjoy-
ing this game. However, he prepared
to take the serviee again.

Down eama the ball, and this time
Bunter got 1t. It was rather unusual
for Bunter's racket to establish contact
with the ball at all. When it did, the
direction to be taken by the ball was
gquite an unknown quantity, . It might
have gone back across the net by a
lucky chance, but with so many points of
the compass to choose from, it was mora
likely that it wouldn’t] On this ocea-
sion, it didn't!

Bunter swipsed that ball, and it
whizzed. For a fraction of a second
nobody knew the flight of the ball

Ther a fiendish yell from Sir_ Hilton
Popper announced where it had gone.

-‘The lord of Popper Court was seen to

stagger and clasp a hand to his nose.
The ball dropped at his feet.
“Oh crikey ! gasped Bolsover major.
“Oh crumbs!™ gurgled SBnoop. |
“Good gadl Oooooogh I spluttered
Sir Hilton. *“What — what — what —
urrggh ! What—what—purrrgggh 17
Dilly Bunter blinked :3.1'::u|.mt§+
“1 say, you fellows, where's that hall?

Look {or this cowver-on the
“bookstalls |

15 ) o o o o ) ) o] ) ) ] = ) ) ] S} 1) S ] B | = B S S

I say, did it go over the net? 1 say, has
it gone off the court?®”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Gurrrrggh 1Y gurgled Sir Hilton,
clasping an anguished nose., * Wurrggh!
You dangerous young rascal—urrggh 1”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Buater, as he
realised where the ball had gone. *Oh,
jiminy | I-=I say, you keep off I

Bir Hilten was making an infuriated
stride towards him. With that sudden,
severa pain in his nose, the baronet
seemed to forget, for a moment, that
Bunter was a guest, He strode at him
with an expression on his face that made
the fat Owl jump.

“Oh ! gasped Bunter, and he bolted.

Betweon his short sight, and the haste
of the moment, Bupter fﬂrg'{rt the . net.
He was reminded of it, however, as he
crashed headlong into if, stumbled, and

hung over it.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Ow! Groogh! Wow!? roared
Bunter, wriggling. “I say, you keep
off I Qooop!™

_ Fortunately, Sir Hilton remembered
in time! He gave an angry snort snd
shrode off the tennis court.

- Billy Bunter disentangled himself
from the net, and blinked round through
his big spectacles.

“I—I say, is that beast gone? Oh
dear ! Ill-tempered old beast, you know

—ooooh | Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at{”
*“Ha, ha, hal”

That set finished without the presence
of Bir Hilton Popper. Ha seomed to
have had enough of Bunter's tennis at
cloza guarters.

It was with the greatest difficult
that Sir Hilton summoned up & smile
when the juniors came back to the lawn,
Sir Hilton’s nose, like Marian's in the
ballad, was red and raw. It had a
pain in 1t ]

- But it was time for tea now. Billy
Bunter cast a blink of the deepest
appreciation at the tables under the
chady oak. Tennis, perhaps, was not
Bunter’s game, but. when ‘it came to
shifting the foodstuffs, Bunter was in a
class by himself. -

“I say, you fellows, the grub's all
right I murmured Bunter.

When the grub was all right, every-
thing was all right, Tha grub, un-
doubtedly, was allgright.; three or four
menservants hovered about, to wait on
the pguests. Sir Hilton smiled with
resolute hoszpitality, occasionally earpas-
ing his nose. In a state of happy satis-
faction, Bolsover & Co. sat down to that
gorgeous spread.

“] wonder what Coker would think
if he saw this!"” SKinner whizspered to
Bolsover mu!iﬂr.

Bolsover chuckled.

“I wonder where Coker is,” he Te-
marked, “while we're bagping hia
feed ¥77 .

He little guessed !

' THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lending Horace a Hand !

ALLO, :halle. hallo ™
H lated Bob Cherry,
“Coker 1™ -
“That ass!"™
“What on earth's he up te®"
Harry Wharton & Co., after_seeing
the Popper Ucurt party in at Popper
Court, had ﬂtrgﬂcdp on,” down to the
river. Now they were sauntéring down
the bank of the Sark, on ths towpath

ejacy-

- that bordered Popper Court woods.

As they came n view of Popper's
Island, out in the river, they came also
in view of & remarkable sight. =

At the landing place on that island,



a post had been planted, and the post
bore & large board, on which was
painted a legend in large letters:.

. “TRESPASSERS WILL BE
- PROSECUTEDI"

Nobody could walk along the towpath
without seeing that board on the island.
It was & standing offence in-the eyes of
Greyfriara fellows. But certainly no
Greyfriars fellow, except Horace Coker
of the Fifth Form, had ever thought of
pulling it down.

Coker had not only thought of it; he
was doing i At all events, he was
trying his hardest to do it 3

alting on the bank, the chums of
the Hemove stared across at Coler of
the Fifth. :

A boat was tied up at the island—
evidently Coker's boat. Coker was on
ihe island. He had knotted the end of
a long, strong rope to the offending
board. He was pulling on- that rope
with all his nr.ngf:a beef. His rugged
face was red with exertion, If Coker's
beaf could do it, that board was coming
down,

They gazed at him. :

“ The blithering ass ! breathed Harry.
“He may be spotted apy minute, If a
keeper came out of the woed——"

. Asking for it 1" said Johuny Bull.

“The askfulness is terrific )’ :

The juniors glanced round unessily.
The sweeping woods lay along the river
with & dozen littla dusky paths winding
into the trees. From any one of them,
at any moment, keepers might have
emerged?  Evidently Coker feared no
fos! For the moment, however, the
Famous Five had the river bank to
themsalves, ; .

“Coker ' called out Wharton.

Horaga Coker ceased his herculean
efforts for a moment snd stared round.
He had not noticed, till that moment,
that he had an audience.

Beely as Horece was, he had not, 50
far, made an impression on the post or
the board. He needed, as he had told
Potter and Greene, -haip. ' '

“For goodness’ sake, Coker, get off
that islend " called: out the captain of
the Remove. I saw Joyce in the wood
mot ten minufes ago.™

“Don’t be cheeky !” answered Coker,

“¥ou'll ba nabbed!” exclaimed
Nugent,

“Who cares?™

Coker, clearly, did not care! At al
events, he was prepared to risk it.
o ¥ou fags cut off 1" called out Coker.

Hold on, though!” he added. “You

can lend me a hand if you like! It's a
bit tough for one fellow. I expected
Potter and Greene to come slong, but
the silly asses went wandering off some-
where.'?
" Couldn't follow s better example '™
grinned Bob Cherry. “We'd better
wander off somewhere, too, you fellowa
—and so had you, Coker 1”

“Don't be a yﬂunghidint 1" said Cloker.
"1 ﬁattin this cheeky board down'!
Tha other fellows can stand old Popper's
impudence if they like! I'm not taking
any ! I'll bring the rope across, and you
can all pull—" :

“Fathead [~

“FunkyI” sneered Coker. “Well, if
you're funky, you little rotters, clear
off, hefore I come over and kick you !

“Chuck it, you ass!” exclaimed
Harry. * You'll get into a feariul row.”

Coker did not even answer.

He grasped the rope, braced himself
for & tug, and tugged. He tugged hard,
but the offending board did not give.
EBeefy as Coker was, he had sot himself
& task. rather beyond hie powers, :

The juniors watched him anxiously.
Coker, it was clear, "was not going lo
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chuek it till he bad that board down.
At his present rate of progress, he
scemed; likely to.be busy all the after-
NGON.
anxious glance along the border of the
wood, and then looked at his comrades.
“ After all, it's like old Popper’s cheek
to stick that board up!1” he said. " And
that b]uﬂiermni idiot i for it i bLe's
caught. And he will be caught.”
“"Let's 1" =said Bob

So far as pullip down the notice-board Th

was concerned, the Famous Five were

uite at one with Coker. What they

id not want, was a terrific row u$
Greyfriars on the subject. But it was
absolutely certain that Coker would bo
spotted if He staycd there on the island,
in full view from the bank, as nbviuljﬁlg
he intended to do, till he got that boar
down. It was only Pgmd-nntumd to lend
the fathead of the Filth a heifning hand
and get ik over,”before hostile i
on the scene.

“Coker 1™ called” out Harry.

“Bhut upl!”® came over Coker'a
shoulder as he tugged.

eyes fe

“Bring the rope over, snd we'll
hegi P
oker gasped.
“0Ohk, all right 1™ :
‘Whother ﬂoskur could have done it on

his ewn or not, he was going to do itl
At least, be was going on trying to do
it! But undoubtedly he was glad of
holp.” Five sturdy arms pulling on the
rope would easily make all the differ-
ana. Coker was very glad of help.

1e ceased to tug, and threw the end
of the rope into his boat, Then he
jumped into the boat, and punted it
acrosa the channgl between the izland
and the bank.

He stepped out of the boat to the tow-
path, the end of the rope in his hand.

““Here you are |* gasped Coker.

Ho was rather short of breath, He
had expended a great deal before the
Famous Five happened om him.

“Line. up!” said Har
“Quick as you can, you fellows ¥

“ There's no hurry I remarked Coker.
“Taka yvour time{"

“The hurryfulness i3 terrific, my
esteamed Coker |” said Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh. “If dome absurd keeper
comes out of the wood——s2

“Rot 1" said Coker.

“They keep an eye on this island, fat-
head 1 said Bob. :

“ Lot them I” said Coker diadainfully.
“If any keeper starts bothering me, I
shall hit im. I'm not standmg any
nonsense from old Popper, or from his
keepers, either, I can; tell youwl?

“ Well,- welre not looking for a scrap
with keepeors|” said the captain of the
Remdve, laughing. ' " Yéu may like a
ﬂugglmﬁ'_‘:;_fmn;l the Head, Coker, but we
should hate 1" - ’

* Don't be a cheeky young ass, Whar-
ton! Yook ]iumr—_” S _

“Nuff said I” mterjected Bob Cherry..
“Get going, you men ! _

- The Famous Five grasped the rope,’
one behind nnothét, as if for a tug.o'-
war, Horace Coker took the end,

. “I"-Inw" ull I said Coker,
1aw—mp S o e 4

The Bve juniors ‘braced themselves
and pulled. They set their feet frmly
in the grasay bank, grasping the rope
with both hands, and exerted all their
strength. Coket; at the end of the rope,
put el his beef and weight into it.
ropo stretchod taut adross the arm of the
river, from the board on the island, to
the tugging crowd on the bank.

That it was a task béyond Coker's
splitary powera was elear—for the well-
planted post resisted the efforts of the
whola &ix,

They tugged, and tugged, and tugged.

For a wghui'e minute there was Do

Harry Wharten cast ancther.

. good mind to kick ¥

Wh ﬁrt on.

I Dﬂn!t.

he
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:ﬁﬁ"“’ When the reqult came, it came

g .E"' - TH $aats .

The post on the islsnd did not stir.
But the -board came off it, dragged
hndﬂﬁ. nwng_ b _,thgﬂdug:ui?,mpa.

It flew o a post, and Hew into the
river with a splash. And the sudden

~easing of the rope sent the tugging

party stumbling headlong backwards.

d@r want ovelr on hifhp,t_:k, and gver
Coker went the Famous Five, sprawling.
i are wxﬂﬂ a loud ?nr from pl;le:ﬁaa

e Squas into the. grass, with five
Bemovites distributed over him.

“Ohl Owl! GQCerrof] You clumsy
youn am;mﬂh o -

“0b, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh e¢rumbs " Lo

The juniors scrambled up breathlessly.
Coker sat up in the grass and gurgled
fur%reathﬁ,l L - Hale 13

“Urrg on cofumay little idiots |
Dﬂﬁﬂghlﬁ-‘. he gl:l:!g'q‘ ma’l:' ve a joll
all the way bac

at’s er’s way of sayi an

youl' * remarked Bob huzlt'ljs “Tha
speech be taken as read, Coker”

H a.] ha, ha l“‘ ' '
“Well, we've jolly well done it 1% re-
marked Johnny Bull, as he pulled tha
rope, and- the *“Trespassers”™ board
caine bumping into the rushes. “And
now we've done it, the sooner we do tho

. vanishing frick, the batter.”

“Yes, rather.”

* Untie that m]i’a," said Coker. “I've
ot to take that back! We'll leave the
oard here for old P?:Eper to see next
tm&u haﬂtakea a wallk this way! And—
and— :
. 1{' Dl;: ﬁfikajr " ejaculated Bob Cherry.

JO0

From the wood, a little distance above
the spot where the juniors stood, & man
in gaiters an.' velveteens emerged into

view. The juniors kirw Joyce, the head
keepor of Pﬂhp r Court. ™
“"Heook it 1" breathed Nugent;-

_ But there was no chance of “hooking™”
it. From the wood below the spot two
mora figures emerged, almost at the
same moment.

The juniors looked  up the bank, at
Joyce, and down the bank, at the other
twe l-:eepera.“ And Bob Cherry grunted :

1' ﬂﬂp L}
urrce Jamset Rami Singh added
sadly that the copfulness was terrifiol

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Held by the Enemy |

ORACE COEKER bréarthed hard,
H his eyes gleamed, as the keepers
converged on the apot. His big

fists wero clénched. Three hefty

keepers were more than & match -for
Coker and the juniors; but Coker, as
usual, fearsd no foe and counted no

odda. ;
' Obviously, he was preparing to knock
Joyee & . into- the middle of next
week, or the whole length of the
calendar, if -they ventured to lay dis-
respectful hands og hilm. Which, equally
gﬁ?iﬂﬂﬂ]j’, they certainly were going to
0. -
The trespassers board, broken from
ifs post on the island, lay in the rushes
by the bank.

.That wes enough for Bir Hilton's

Keepers. But Joyce toiiched his hat as
he came up. - - ]
“Borry; young gentlemen,” he said;

“but . I shall have to ask'you fo come
along with me! You pulled down that
there board.” :
“Bort of I assented Bob Cherry.
“We shall have to take you to Sir
Tre Micner Lmrasr.—No. 1,480,
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Hilton,” said Foyos, *Bui I dessay he
will only take your names, to send to
your headmsster, sir.”’ :

. ‘Harry Wharton Co. nodded dismally,
They could really have kicked them-
selves. They had lent Horace a hand to
hurry on’ his- procecdings, to keep-him
out of a scrape. Instead

of keapi
Coker out of & scrape they had tum i:ﬁ p

inte one themselves—and & very serious
one, : 3

_But they were not, like Coker, think-
ing of ing & way out. Pollmg
down Sir Hilton's board was onough to
earn them a fegging at Greyfriars.
Punching "his keepers certainly .would
not improve matters. I4 -was moro
likely to have the effect of turning a
ﬂcrgging into the “sack.” _

But Coker did not think of that,
Coker was no whale oo thinking. Action
was more in his line.

“Hands off, youl* snapped .Coker.

“If you want me to knock you into the
river, you've only got to say sol”
. “You'd better come quiet, siri” said
Joyee. “You pulled down that there
board——=" .

“T'll pull it down again If that old

ass. Popper has the neck to stick it up
again!” retorted Coker. ' “And if you
lay a finger on me, I'l knock you
spinming '

M Coker—"

"Bhut up, 'Wharton 1”

Joyee eyed Coker dubiously, He gave
& whistle, and was a rustle in the
wood. Two more, keepers -emerged.

Five hefty men in velveteens sur-
rounded the Greylrisrs party now.
Resigtance was hopeless, aven if it could
have led to anything but makin
matters worse. Dut that made no dif-
ference to Horace Coker.

Joyce touched him on the arm.

“Hands off I roared Coker.

* Botter come quictly, sir,” said tha
head keeper.” *¥ou see—— Yaroooh|
Oh— J'I}Gﬂuﬂfh g

Coker .hit out.

Jayee rolled over on the bank, under
8 hefty smite, coaring. :

HCoker, you ass——" gasped Bob,
“Back up, you fags | roared Coker.
_And he rushed at the keepers, his
sinewy_arma going like the sails of a

windmaill !

Instantly he was collared, and a
berrific struggle fn}lnwa_d. Coker stag.
gered right and left, struggling, punch-
ing, and s ring. Joyce scrambled
up—~his good tem;ﬁr gone, and replaced
by an extremely bad temper.

. o

er stri wildly. e juniors
stood non quﬁi anai?, as uuug.l wis
playing the goat; but to stand idi by
while he struggled in the grasp J’ the
keepers, did not seem good to the
amous Five.

Bob Cherry, forgetting prudence,
rushed in to help Coker. Ha knocked
cne of the keepers backwards.

That was enocugh for the Co. With
one accord they piled in. Prudence was
thrown to the winds, and they backed up
Coker with might and main,

For two or three minutes there was
wild_ ‘trampling ‘and astruggling and
panting on the towpath.

.Then Coker of the Fifth was pinned,
a keeper’s grip on cither arm, and he
wrenched snd wrestled in vain to fres
himself.
ggu I* roared Coker. "I'll gmash

" Il epiflicate youl
But the keepers did not let go. They
ipped hard and fast, and the hefty
orace was reduced to hélplessness, He

F::t.t

still struggled and spluttered, but they

B . s il & Nug:
& Bama time, Joyoce got MNugent
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and Hurree Bingh by their collars, and
Eéi:lld ofl. T%nntl:ﬁr ‘k&aparh Dut?}ﬁrad .'El-ng
erry. & olher waa' a1

withr{‘i’hartdn and J i
coutd have got sway—but they had no
idea of leaving their comrades in the
lureh. And it was clear now, even to
Coker, that punching a way out was s
chicken that would not fight.

¥ Chuck: it, you chaps!” gasped Bob.

“The game's up 1™ -

And ~ Wharton and Johnny Bull.

“chucked ™ it.

“You young rascalal” gas
“Youwse all going before Bir Hilton,
and I ’ope your ‘eadmaster will wallop
ig-:-u when you're sent back. Bring that
ellow niﬁng 3 '

* Leggo |7 roared Coker.

e resisted manfully. But the two
men  grasping “his ‘arme hooked him
along, and he had to go. They did not
relax their grasp on Coker for a

d Joyce.

moment, Coker;  evidently,” was going

to be dangerous if he got loosa.

#Now, you young rascals, come
slong 1" said Joyce gruffly. And, with
the other twb keepers,” he shepherded
Hmk Famous Five into the wood after

oker. - ;

Y Oh erumbs I mumbled Bob, dabbing
his nose as he went. “What an after-
m:?*'i‘IL Wpﬁe l;sked for this ;;ate i

: o askfulpess was pre rous
mumbled the Wabob of B amig:r.-

“Will you leggo?” bawled Coker, his
voice awalkening the echoes of Popper

' Cort woods, . .
“Quiet, you young rascel!” growled
Joyos, “You're going to Sir Hilton,

and I dessay he will gend for s con-
stabla 17 : : :

“Blow, 8ir Hilton! Tl jolly well
tell the old ass what I think of him, if I
see him 1™ rosred Coker.  “I'H tell him
what I.think of & crusty old 'cur-
mu n;ﬂ I’gn{::eli-hlm—n fithionate

“Shut up, er, you silly fathea
hooted Bng. '

“Den’t be cheeky, Cherry ! T'11 whop
you when we get out of tgia 1" Coker,
evidently, was still unsubdued.

“Git on I growled Joyee.

The party followed s winding  path
through . the woods,  leading t-unf'ngpﬁt'
Court, Coker raged as he went, still
full of beans. But the Famous Five
went  with glum faces. They were
booked for a
it; and they hardly ventured to contem-

‘plate what their headmaster ‘would eay,
and do, when

they were sent back to the
haps conducted there by Bir
apper in person | :

They emerged from the wood at last,
and Popper Court lay in zight in the
distance.

Thie keepors marched them on, Coker
wriggling, and demanding to be
“leggo.”

. As they spproached the mansion, the
juniors
the lawn before the house.

One of them was a tall, angular figure,
with an eyeglasa screwed in an ave.
Qthers were menservants moving to ahd
fro. And gathered st some little tables
under a shady cak, were half a dozen

schoolboys.

“Oh crikey I” sped Bob. The
Famous Five had g:rgnhb::n about the
Popper Court party, Now they were
reminded of. it

They were being marched into the

resence of Sir Hiiton Popper—and of

slsover & Co.

As they came towards the lawn, pon-
voyed by the keepers, Sir Hilton's eyes
turned on them in surprise-deepening
tﬂTwhra%h c

o Popper Uourt party were siti
down to fﬂm- Hir Hﬁtﬂﬂjhgd mmwgﬁ

gchool—
Hilton

up his tough features into a genial, hos-

Bull. They-

earful row, and they knew

otted & number of figures on it

pitable grin. But that nial grin
vaniahedgnﬂw, as if wipege off bg a
duster,
It was replaced by tha grimmest of
frowne,
“ What is this?” he barked. *Tres-
sers, what? DBy gad! Are those
v3 trespasgsers, Joyee '’

‘And he strode to meet them, with an

_expresdion ‘on his face ‘that wight have

excitéd the envy of the fabled Corgon!
Arid the Paopper Court rty, all on
their feet ‘now, forgot the spresd they
had been about to asample—even Billy
Bunter forgot it—as thev stared at the
mg:ﬂ.uréd trespassers.

« ‘Oh erikey ! gasped Bolsover major.

That—the t—that—that’s Coker [

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Party ! |

IR HILTON POPPER fixed his
tyes, and his ‘eyegliss, on the
new arrivals.

) Harry Wharton & Co. stood
silent. They were “for it * new, and
they could only make up their minds to
teke what was coming to them as philo-
sophically as possible, -

ot so Coker!  Coker, as full of beans

ag ever, glared defiance. He knew Sir
Hilten by sight, if Sir Hilton did not
know him, - And he glared at"Sir Hilton
with ‘unidiminished truoulence, -

"“Who " are these boys, Joyce?"
thundered 8ir. Hilton: © “Have you

ca’ui‘ht them trespassing?”
es, , : . “Thav've
ﬁuﬂad down the _bﬂarq on the island, Bir

KE air 1 said: Joyce.

ilton 1"

."PIP—Pl pulled down the bib-bib-
board 17 Bir Hilton fairly atuttat'eqp in
his sstonishment and wrath, “Pip-
pulled down my bib-board!l Are you
SOrious, 3&{5&? ‘Is it possible? Gad!®

“And ‘T'll jolly well pull it down

ain I roared Coker of the Fifth,

"a&'a" o are you to stick up a board 7"

“What!” pgasped Bir Hilton,
“What 7. :

“Who ara you!* bawled Coker.
*Good ged1” :
“If you want to know what I think of
you-—r-=> .
_#Zhat up, you assi” ggs d Harry
Wharton. "“For the love of Mike, shut
up! Do you hear? Bhutup!”
ir Hilton.
know

“Good gadl”. repeated
“QGreyiriars boys—by gad! _
soing of them—I've seen them before |
Pulling down my board! Good gad!
T'll havesthers fogged! I'll have them
expelled! By. gug I I'i—"

‘Oh, chuck it !" interjected Coker.

“What | What did you say?” gasped
the lord of Popper Court. Probably 8ic
Hilton Popper, in all his lordly.career,
!;a;:j never before been bidden to “chuck

“1 said chuck it!" retorted Coker.
“Who are you, I'd like to krow!
Think you're tha Great Panjandrum?
Yah1”

“ Who—who—who am I?” pasped Hir
Hilton. “By Jove! I'll very soon let
vou know, you impudent young scoun-
drol! And I'm going to know who you
are! I'm going to demand your expal-
sion from Creyfriars. Do you hear?
If I'm a governor of the school, by gad,

“Rats 1" retorted Coker.

“Wha-a-at?"

::m“ dt If T had: idi hi

ga I had my riding-whip
here, I'd lay it about youl By gad!
James, fetch my riding-whip! Do you
hear? ¥otch it at once [ ;

“Ves, 8ir Hilton!” gasped Jomes,
scuttling off.



 bawled Bir
you 1mpudent

“MNow, your name?”
Hiltlon. *Your name,
young rasoal 7"

“Think I'm afraid to tell
name?” bawled Coker. “You're wel-
come to henr it, if you want tol” My
name’s Coker, and a better name than
Pﬂép]:le:r any day ¥

ir Hilton gavoe & start.

“Coker 1 he repoated. _

“C.0-K-E-R, ﬁm " retorted
Horace. “Like mo to spell it for yout
Coker! Gotitt Coker!®

"QCokert Nonsense! Your name is
not Coker! How dare you pretend that
you are Coker, when Coker is here!”
thundered Sir Hilton Popper. :

“Eh§*» . ;

*“How dare you!” roared Sir Hilton,
*No doubt you fancy you may get off
lightly by pretending that you are

ker, as I am wunder, an obligation to

"i":*u m

e —

‘house with the ridi

ak Fop
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r -whip! Bolsover
& Co. did not need telling oo whom that
riding-whip. was likely to'be used, in
these unexpected circumstances.

They bolted !

And so, as 8ir Hilton locked round at
the tea party, calling to the fellow he
h;eimved to be Coker, what Lie saw was
six alarmed schoolboys bolting across
the lawn,

He had only a back view of his
honoured guests |

E?Eﬂ'ﬂiﬁy Bunter stayed only to grab
at-a cake, and did not stop to take &
bite st 1it. Cake in hand, the fat Owl
fled after tho others.

Like the guests in Macbeth, the guests
v Court stood -not upon the
order of their going, but went &t once.
They ran like rabbits |
Sir  Hilton Popper stared at their
backs blankly. rry Wharton & Co.

have

*“The chesky young eweep !
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move | snorted Coker. “What the
dickens do you mean? Mean to say he
made out he wag me? Rot!”

Bir Hilton Popper gasped. :
“He wab not gquick on_the uptake, but
he could not help understanding now
that his Tofty leg had been pulled.

“That—that by is not Coker ;- those—
those boys are not Coker's friends! I
been decoived, deluded! Certainly
ha gave his hame as Coker, and I had
never scen the boy bofore. Good gad!”

“Well, my hat!” gasped Horace.

pl A kid in
Eha-ﬂamwgl I'll jolly well whop him!
What the thump did he come here mak.
ing out that he was me for 1

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. They

knew the answor to that one, if Cok
of the Fifth didn't. . - o

“Good gad!” gasped Bir Hiltmuﬁ.

“An impudent impostura |

2 el mﬂ - @ &
. . = =l saaballt 2oy e A
Gripping his Hdinﬁ;whip, Sir Hilton Popper charged across the lawn, In pursuit of the fleeing tea Y. Bolsover & Co.
were racing down the drive in grand style. Bui it bootednot ! Sir Hilton’s long Iegs wmtjika lightning, Buntor, rearmosé

-of the party, gave & sndden flendish yell, as the riding-whip landed.

the boy Coker! But I see through your
trickery. Coker is heve, at this very
momant [

Horace gazed at him. He forgot his
wrath in hiz amazement.

“Potty, or what?” hg asked. “My
name's Coker! Ask your man Jovece—
ha knows mq_ﬁn&ma well enough 1¥

“ Jayee | hat is this boy's name?”

“Coker, sir I answered Joyee.

- “Impossible | Nonsense! Cuoker is
here ! Coker is my guest this afternoon.
I was spesking to Coker only a fow
unnutes ago!  Coker]
Coker I” Sir Hilton glanced round at
the tes party under the oak.

A startling sight met his view.

As soon as.the name of Coker was.
mentioned, it was guite clear to the
Fopper Court party that the game was
vp.  Nothing could have given the
mmposture away, except Coker unex-
pectedly butting inl = And here was
Coker—unexpectedly butting in |

James was coming back from th-

Come here,

. major's disappearing
"rf'hat’s' 8

grinned. Never had they eecon a ‘les
Fﬂﬂe‘:’ break up eo suddenly.

“"What — what — what—"" stuttered
Sir Hilton Popper. .

“Your riding-whip, sir,” said James,

Sir Hilton took it mechanically.

* What—what——"" he stuttered. “I—
I fail to understand this! Who was
that boy? He g‘avsfhia name as Coker
—he was Coker I If he was not Coker,
who was he? Joyee, are you surg that
this young rasealhumn !—that this
young gentleman is—is—is Coker 1*

“gqma, Bir Hilton.”

“¥our—your name iz Coker?? stut-
tered 8ir Hilton, blinking at the

“Of course my name's Coker!”
hooted Horace. “Mean to say that
sornebody else has been calling himsclf
Coker? Rotl” . 2

“That woong raseal!” Sir Hilton
pointed with his riding—whip at Bolsover

orm, i'il]:nnhal :-.:

over. 4 kid in the Re-

. emazed Horaoe,

Yoooop 1™

Words failed the lord of Popper Court.
He woke to sudden action.

Cripping the riding-whip, he charged
scross the lawn in pursiit. of the ﬂeﬁng

tea party.
gasped

“0Oh  grumbs!"
“Put'it on, Bunter " roared Bob.

Hari
Wharton. i

Bolsover & Co. had & good start.
They were losing no time. But the
long legs of 8ir Hilton Popper seemed

to cover the
gained ground.

Harry Wharton & Co., from the lawn,
walched the chase bredthlessly. Sitill
more breathlessly Bolsover & Co.: ran
far -their lives,, They were gomg down
the drive in at style. But it hooted
not. Hir Hilton'a long legs went like
lightning. Bunter, rearmost of the

arty, gave a sudden fiendish yell as
the xidizég-wh:p Janded.

(Cortinked on page 28)
Taz Maawer Lisrany.—No. 1.480.

iral.iu& like lightning: he



OUR STIRRING STORY of MODERN PIRACY !

APTAIN VENGLEANC

A Prisoner Agaln !
ITH long, steady strokcs, young
w Roy E'raka swam smoothly

upon the in-running tide of

Pai Yang Bay, the current
drawing him swiftly towards the little
Malay city, where a chain of twinkling
lights shone like a necklace of golden
beads upon a robo of violet sillk.

“Above, a bright tropical moon burned
like & bronze lamp, phosphorescent
Rashes from the sea-swells shining up to
it like dancing mirrovs, as it looked
down in silent majesty upon the crowded
roofs, gilded spires, and domes of
pagodas, and upon the bay with 'its
crescent-shaped - junks, sampans, and
Proas.

Fainfly from the distant town camwe
the low throb, threb of fom-toms, the
drone of recd-pipes, and guaint’ Oriental
music. The night wind soughed through
the overhung nets of Chinese sampans,
hoisted to catch {lying fish. '

Over ane wet shoulder Roy flung a
backward glance, fo see the grnm,
serrated outline of the pirate cruiser
Vengeance; tripod masts, bridge, twin
funmels, and bristhng ¥un-turrct3, with
the " false colours of the Varland
Republic a-peak at her masthead. He
also saw the crowded boats of the

irates, pulling in the wake of Von
Eim'ar‘a petrol-launch ~as 1t speeded
towards the unsuspecting native town.

Thera was need for haste, if Hoy
Drake was té succeed in his design of
escaping from tha pirate warshn}g, to
Warn tE& Malay sultan and the Duatch
resident of their impending ﬁEﬂL

Openly and brazenly, Von Eimar, the
mmf:}rn pirate, had steered his formid-
able man-o'-war into Pai Yang harbour,

ctending te be admiral of the
rarland eryiser Zarka, and his scheme
was to loot the ancient fombs of the
kings of Pai Yang; with all their
fabulous wealth of gold and jéwels,

Treading water, Roy_ let out o low
warning hail as he drifted under the
high, curving stem -of a native sdmpan
Emt had great red eyes painted in the

OWs.

A shadowy figure rose from the prow.
Without & word, a rope was cast to
the swimmer, and, gresping it with wet
fists, Roy drew himseli- close towaids
the quaint native craft. Shadowy heads
bent over the gunwale, yellow hands
caught the lad and hauled him over the
Eul:nrka on to the high, narrow fore-

eck.

Gasping with relief, Roy stood upon
the tealk deckboards, stretching his
limbs, and wringing the water from his
clothes and hair.

“Do any of you
English 7 He glanced from one to the
other at the flat, vyellow, high-cheeked,
and almond-eyed countenances that
ringed him round, the faces of burly
Chinese sampan-men, bare and muscular
of torso, with peaked straw hats shading
their inserutable features.

‘There was no. word of answer; mno
ﬁlrmmer of intelligence in those slant

rown eyes. Roy remembered that Pai
Yang was right off the beaten track
and these simple Chinese boatmen ha
probably never scen a white man before.

“Don't you chaps understand?” he
said, “I want to get ashore” Diving
a hand into hia saturated hip-pockétf,
Rov found & silvear dollar —for Von

Tz Miaxer Lmainy.—No. 1,480

Johnnies speak

By JOHN
BREDON

““ A serpent ! ** erled Von Elmar, as the sw.ajrmg, writhing column relled out from

behind the sarcophagus.

““Himmel ! The freasures are guarded by a boa-

constrictor ! **

Eimar was not the man to rob his
hostage, and none of the arch-pirate’s
underlings . had daved—and pointed
shorewards, where the land brecze was
heavy with the perfumes of almond
blassam. *This ie for you if you take
mo ashore at oneo.’”

A hump-zhouldered Chinaman, in a
blue silk robe embroidered with flowers,
whom Roy took to be the master of the
little wvessel, grumted in his musonlar
throat. Roy grinned ss the yellow
fingers cl around the silver coin.

With a gesture, as the boat’s bows
were Emnted towards tho shore, the man
signed te Roy to follow him inlo a
hooded bamboo ecabin  amidships.
Within, & Jighted paper lantern showed
that the cabin, though tiny, was
luxuriously furnished in esrved and
painted satinwood, gilded and lacguered
in_intricate Chinese designs.

Quits ovidently this was no ordinary
fishing craft. It looked more like the
lnxury boat of some wealthy Chineso
merchant or mandarin ashore,

Roy sat himself down upon a-carved
red stool, shivaring a little in hix soaked
clothes, thuu%h the night was warm.
Impassively the man regarded him for
ono moment, then he snapped out an
order to one of his crew,

Obodiently the man opened n»
lacguercd chest, drawing forth a loose
robe of blick silk, embroidered with &
hem of gold, and wide nankeen trousers,
whith he laid befora the castaway

Roy Drake grinned.

“I wonder what the Dutch resident—
whoever he 1s—will think when he sees
me, all tog ed up like this. By guml
I hope he’ll believe me. It will look
gqueer,” he soliloquised, "a white boy
turning up from nowhere in this Chinese
rig-out, and with a tale of modern
Eirah:-s about to raid this city. Still,

owever remofe Pai- ?unE may be, the
authorities must have heard of tha
muti of the conviets on Nemesis
Island, and of Von Eimar running away
with the cruiser, If they haven't—
well, I'll probably be teken for &
lunatic.™ _ )

As he spoke, robing himself in the
outlandish garments that his rescuers
had provided, Roy peeped through the
curtains of the narrow cabin, The hyghts
of Pai Yang were upon them noW.
Above the creak and dip of ocars, and
the song of the Chinese boatmen, he
heard the busty drone of the quarter;
and in place of the warm, cloying scents
of flowered jungles, he now caught in
his nostrils t{m rank stench of the hsh-



market, and the smells of Chinese
cookshops.

Behind him, his Chinese host clapped
a . pair of jewelled hands, and four
brawny, half-naked sampan-men entered
the cabin.

He uttered a fow guttural words in an -

unknown tongue. :

Roy Dreke was -utterly unprepared
for what followed. = - L

Strong, sinewy lhands grasped his
elbows” frmn behind, his arms were
drawn together, and his wrists lashed
by tough cord. Roy cried out and
struggled, but he had not-a clhiance 1In
the hands of- the lithe, sinewy natives.
His legs were tied together in“the same
way, and he was d&ﬁqmﬂd upon a low
settee at one side of the cabin,

“Wha—what's the idea?” panted the
castaway, for a moment forgetting that
the natives could mot understand him.
“What ara you doing? Why—

At a gesture from the chief, a 5“&
forced inte hiz mouth and
secured.

“Wae had to make sure that you do not
es0a my dear sir,” mockingly replied
%m ﬁ;irjaman, speaking 1. perfect

nglish.

oy gulped and groaned to think that
all the timé the man had understood
his words, and had only been playin
with him, Had he but known, he cou
have cxplained about Ven Eimar and
his pirates—but it wass too late now!
Probably, even if his gag was removed
later, the Chinaman would not believe
himj-dee;tmllz;ﬁ it to be a wild tals to
regain his liberty, = - ) .

n & fury, Roy strained and twisted in
his bonds on the settee. Why the
natives had made him a prisoher he
could not begin -to imagine—unless it
was that they were bandits determined
to liold him for ransom, In that case
he was in & most unfortunate mtuation.
Far better for him to be in the hands
of Von Eimar, ruthless as that latter-
day pirate and adventurer might be,
than to be at the mercy of balked and
dlsumfnmtml Chinese  brigands, once
they learned that no ransom would be
forthcoming for their trouble.

A bumping of the vessel's sides and
the clack of long heavy poles tpld him
that they had drawn along by the
guayside. A wild hopo sprung in the
boy's mind, only to die away instantly
likp a flame without fuel. It was un-
likely that there were any white police-
men in s¢ remote & place as Pai Yﬂnﬁ
—and if there were, his captora woul
certainly see to it that he had no
chance to make a signal to any ono of
them,

At » gesture from the chief of his
sbiductors, Roy was muffled in folds of
blue sitk from head to foot, drawn so
tightly around his mounth and nostrils,
that he could hardy breathe, Then he
felt himself being hoisted on to thae
broad shoulder of a coolie, and sensed
the give and quiver of a primitive
gang-plank as he was carried out on to
the wharf. o

Around in the clinging blackness he
heard the chatter of alien voices, and
even through the suffocating folds that
swathed him came the sickly, over-
powering reek of the native watersido
quarter, Ha wriggled spasmodieally
s the coolic twisted in and out of
bales of merchandise piled wpon the
wharf, but to no purpose; he was
carried along as lightly as if ho had
been a child.

At lazt, he felt himself being dumped
upon & low seat, and tho stifling silk
that covered him was withdrawn.

Shaking the last flap from his liead as
he heard a light door clacked shut, Re
stored “through' intricate fretted wood-

Was
mly

0 ]
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work;, and realised that he was in &
Chinese palanguin, effectively screcmed
from the outside gaze.

Just as he made this discovery, he
felt the palanquin lifted bepeath him,
and it was borno upon the shoulders
of sturdy Chinese coolies through the
narrow, busy, tortuous strecta. ]

Kicking aside the swaddling silk,-
Roy tugged and strained at his ankles,
shifted g*?:m_m side to side, screwing his
lasked wrists and chewing hard upon
the gag—all without avail. All he
could do was to waitch in impotent
anger as he was carried along.

Around, the noise and.babble of Pai
Yang filled the squalid native strects.
Tall, gaudily decorated houses towered
on ecither side. Paper lanterns, hung

outside Chinese gambling dens and
chop-susy  shops,  illuminated  the
painted inscriptions on overbanging

signboards; and shone dewn upon the
facezs of Chineso colonists, -brown-
skinned Malays, and dark little natives
of Pai Yang. Roy strained hi2 eyes In
vain for a glimpse of the white ducks
and sun-helmet of e Furopean, He
might as_well have saved himself the
trouble, for normally the only white
inhabitants of the island were. the
Dutch yesident and his staff of two or
threa officials. Palanquins jostled with
rickshaw wheels in the rutted streeb,
and Chinese eoolies pushed their gueer
trundling barrows through the mob.
By thiz time, Roy surraised, Von
Eimar and his pirates, all dressed as
sailors of the Varland navy, would be
well on their way to the sultan's palace,
wherever that might be. Il wished
that he knew more of the chiel pirate’s
plans. Obvionsly, Von Eimar. wished
to avoid a battie, and doubtless he
would bide his time until the sultan,
the resident, and all the chief men on
the island were in his power before he
threw . off the mask. ;

Ostensibly Von Eimar was an admiral
of the “Varland navy, come to pay an
official visit, and well Roy knew that
the cunning master-spy and aforetime
secret agent could play such a part to
perfection.

Dependent as Pai Yang was upon the
Dutch East Indies for protection, there
would be no regular ghl.ing;;fumes on
the islond—only the sultan’s bodyguard
and a few native police, armed prob-
ably with pikes and sabres, more for
orpament than use. With their riflea
and machine-guns, Von LEimar and his
pirates would have everything their
QWD WHY. i

One thing ounly would speil  the
master-schemer’s plans, a single 308
from the Dutch resident's wireless
station. Von Eimar's first act would
be to destroy this. It was maddening
for Roy, trussed in the palanquin like
a chicken, when a single word from
him, spoken in the right quarter, might
have frustrated the whole nefarious
enterpriso. ;

At last the outskirts of the smelly,
teeming Pai Yang city faced behind the
eoolies” plodding footsteps, and Roy
found himself carried through & dark
avenue, bounded by sombre, shadowy
trees. A nativo walked nhead, carrying
a lantern hung to a pole, and jis sway-
ing, unsteady heam showed to Roy the
dim outlines of a stately house that was
almost a palace, as he gazed through
the interstices of  the palanquin
windows. '

Great gates of carved mooden bars
opened bencath a roof of green, glazed
tiles, gleaming in the moonlight, and
they clashed to behind and were barred
as the palanquin was set down 'upon o
path of gravel. The palanquin door
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was opened, a knife slashed through
the ‘cords that bound Roy's feet, and
yellow ‘hands deftly removed the gag,
though his wrists remained bound
behind him. :

Roy worked his numbed jaws to case
the pain.

2 not trouble to ery out, my
friond,” whispered & volce inte his ear.
“There are no friends to hear you, and
it would only mean the geg in your
mouth again.”

Roy recognised the woice as thab of
the man who had made him s prisoner
on the sampan, Guessing that he was
only & subordinate, he made no reply,
resolving to. explain tha faets, if he
could, to the chief of the kidnappers—
whosver he might be. There was
nothing to be gained by arguing with
this man now,

“This way,” murmured the soflt, silky
voice Bt his elbowa

Groves of magnificent trees, gardens
of fantastic rubs  and perfumed
fRowers, led the way by intricate paths
to the house, Over a rustio bridge that
spanned s placid lotus pond, white in
the moonlight, Roy stepped, and
beyond the bridge loomed the great
house with its curving eaves like horns,
latticed windows, snd steep roof ridged
with gilt tiles that glittered in the
night.

Forward Roy wont, stumbling a little
swkwardly in his flowing, unaccustomed
silken garments. Sefvants in gorgeous
liveries, silent as ghosts, opened the
massive carved doors, and then stood
like aven 1moges as they passed
through.

The boy was led to a tiny room,
where a soft, subdued light glowed om
exquisile furnishings and an  atmo-
sphere heavy with the incense of joss-
sticks. Here Roy stood alone, for his
captors had ushered him in and then
withdrawn, closing the door behind
him. He glanced around. The place
was luxuriously appointed. Ming vases,
beautiful In shape and colonr, stood
against tho walls of- panclled yellow
gille. All was a2 hushed a3 a tomb.

Hoy stood wary, pulses racing, fists
gripped under hiz loose, Howing sleaves.

rave ns he was, he felt a vagua
chill creeping down his spine. All that
he had heard of Chinese cruelty and
treachery recurred insisiently to kis
mind.

Suddenly there came the hollow boom
of a gong through the stillness,

It struck upon Roy's tautencd nerves
with the effect of a blow. Then a lat.
ticed door before him opened silently,
aitd into the room stalked a tall, stately,
venerablo Chinaman, with & long grey
beard, and & wrinkled, arid ecalp under
his high headdresa.

For a full minute they stood regard-
ing one another silently and intently.
g‘hen the Chinaman spoke.

“Y am Chu Ho Shen, & poor dealor in
silks and jewels,” he said, with an
olahorate Oriental salatation; and,
somehow, his volee had fo Boy an
oddly familiar ring, which the bLoy
epuld not fathom. *May I, with ail
obsequicusnéss, inquire the name of the
honourable guest who deigns to wvisit
my humble abode "

Chu Ho Shan

HU HO BHAN! Roy Drake stood
transfixed, thinking rapidly.
Where had he heard tho

neme of Chu Ho Bhan befora?

Chu Ho -Bhan! Dimly the name
struck & Tesponsive chord in  his
memory; he recalled that his father,
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Morgan Drake, of tho British Secret
Service, -had spoken to him . once or
twice of Chu Ho Bhan, & Chinesa jewel
morchant of incaloulable wealth, whose
lifo had onee crossed that of the
intrepid British Seoret Agont.

Chu Ho Shan, the jewel king! If
[Roy's memory eerved him aright,
Morgan ‘Drake had once saved the life
aof tha wealthy Orientel dealer in
precious stones—ov, at least, had 'dono
him such a service that Chu would
always remember him with gratitude.

Watching -his interlocutor mnarrowly,
Roy reasoned 1 quif;k'lil:; Dared he
reveal his identity? Chu's actions—or,
rather, the actions of hiis servants—had
bean ambiguous,” to say the least of it.
What little Roy remembered of the
jewel king inclined him to the belief
that Chu was an honest man, and a
friend to tho British, certainly not ong
ta be mixed up in *eny kidnapping
racket.

. The Chinagman was
closely and inscratably.

Boy decided to take the plunge.

“My name's Roderick Drake—thoy
call "me Roy, for short,' the lad
explained., father 13 Morgan
Drake, the British"—Roy hesitated—
the British explorer and big-game
hunter.”

‘Clotely he studied the -handsome
Mongolian festures, but he might just
as well have serutinised one of the im-
passive yellow [aces exquisitely peinted
on the wall, for all the affect the name
had on Chu He 3hah.

“1 belitéve you kmew him once, Chu
Ho 8han,” the hoy added.

The phost of a smile wavered over
Chu o SBhan's  wrinkled, yollow
conntenanoo. .

A Trye, L’furgan Drake once did me a
great service,” he said softly. With
hiz fan he indicated a low, elaborately
carved seat. "“Will my august and
illustrious guest but deign to honour
my humble house 1" he asked.

‘Again Roy sensed that curions,
clhisive memary awakened by Chu Ho
SBhan's gentle voice. Where had ha
heard it before? He was certain that
this was the first time ho had come
face to face with the Oriental jewel
magnate. s .
Puezled, Moy scated himself upon the
low, dragon-shaped settce.

" Taking up an, ivory gong-stick, Chu
Ho Bhan struck a hollow, musieal
chime upon & bronze l:mf. While ita
low reverberations still lingered, the
lacquered door opened noiselessly, and
gecrvanta in sumptuous liveries glided
in, bearing food and an elaborate silver
téa sefvice on & tray. .

“The best Chineso tes, young sit,”
smiled Chu Ho 8han, “with sugar and
cream for your Western taste, which to
us is so strange.” !

- He waited until Roy had sipped the
steaming hob liqli;iid from the fragile
cup, and then asked gently:

‘“And what, in all humility, may I
ask, brings the son of the illustrious
Morgen Drake to so remaoto and out-
landish a spot as Pai Yang?' .

Roy Drake threw a little, tight-
]ip‘prd smile. .

“As to how I come inté your house,
Wr. Chu, vour servants can tell you—
and I'd like to ask you why I was
brought here?” bhe answered. ™ As fo
the rest, it's a long tale, and a mighty
queer one [ -

With that, and as briefly as he could,

watéhing  him

pected.

THE MAGNET

Rov outlined the story of the conviets™
uprising-on Nenesis lsland, of the'cap-
ture of the Varland eruiser by Von
Eimar and his mutinesrs, and,
camo to the raid -upon Pai Yang.
“And while we'ra talking here, Von
Eimar and hia ruffians are bringing

.off their coup,” he concluded urgently.

“I don't know Lew many police and
soldiers you- have on this 1sland, but
Yon Eimar bas three hundred and fifty
armod men from MNemesis Island, the
worst men in the world!

“By this time, I should say, ha has
taken possession of the sultan’s palace
and £he residency. I'd have warned
the Dutch residont, but your servants
prevented me. Now it may be too
late. The-guns of the Vengeance aras
trained upon Pai Yang town, and
there’s no time to be lost [ '

Slowly the Chinese merchant stalked
to and fro across that narrow room,

strokin his short, tufted hegrd.
Beneath shaggy brows his dark, slant-’
ing -oyes burned with a fierce intensity.

Von Eimar,” ho repested to him-
self &9 much az to his visitor—"Von
Eimar, the master-spy, now pirate. Bo
—it has come at Jast]! And he does
not suspect |1¥ _
_Watching him, Roy could : elmost
have supposed that his news, startling
a3 ik was, was nob entirely unex-
¥et how could Chu have fore-
secn such a contingency? o far as
the  Oriental’s - impassive features
betrayed any emotion, it was not that
of fear
but rather of & glosting satisfaction.
“Who doesn't suspect, Mr. Chu?"
tha boy asked blankly.. “Exéuse me,

‘Chu Ho 8han, I couldn’t help hearing

what yon  said. You know Voen
Eimar? Have you met him ™

“Met him?1”  Chu. halted in his
padding stride, his oblique eyos fixin
the boy with a direct look. “ Yes,
have met him, Mr. Drake. I Lknew
him, Von Eimsr—I know him well.
But he will not know me. No, you,
Mr. Drake. have convinced me that
Von Eimar will not recognise his old
acquaintance ™ At once he became
rigid.  “What was that?”  he
demanded, listening intently.

From the stillness of the night out-
side thero rose a loud, shrill, prolonged
seream. It was followed by a rattle. of
hoarse, guffawing laughter, end then—
crack, crack, crack l—the staccato, un-
mistakable reports of & magazine-rifle,

Roy Drake jumped to his feet.

“Yon Eimar and hizs ses-devilsl
They're coming herel Von Eimar's
thrown off the mask, It's too late
now !l If his men are here, he must
have seized the town!”

Insistently, forgetful of Oriental
decornm and etiquette in his haste, he
plucked Chu's loose, ﬂc-wing. sleave,

“Ia there no way out, Mr. Chu? he
cried swiftly. + “Can't we get away
from hera? Perhaps we could rouse
the natives to resistance, oven now—"
~ Gently tha merchant disengaged the
Il:gsr;s hand. Smiling, he shook his

.

“My impatient young friend, can I,
Chu Ho Shan, ﬂthhe E.:mandnrin class,
desert my house when 10sfs  are
approaching? Nol Let them come.
Of what use is it to resist?  We of
Iai Yang are peaceful merchanis and
fishermen, Can we hope to beat off the
white barbarians with their rifles, and
bomba, andenmachine-gons i

There cathe a groaning, sobbing

nally,

dismay,  surprise,. or. slarm——

soupd of one in pain from beyond the
door, the echoed trainp of heavy, booted
feet ' along tho marble corridor, a hum
of langhter, jests, cirses, and the clatter
of riffe-butts and accouirementa,

Roy braced himself for the inevitable.

Bmiling gently, Chu Ho Shan seated
himself e¢ross-legged wupon a carpet,
slowly waving a fan as he waited for
the pirates’ coming.

Crash ! ]

Like brittle paper - the delicately
lacquered door was splintered inwards,
a.m;? through the jagged gap loomed
scowling, wolfish * faces amid the
ﬂui){:humua fumes of cordite. ;

tller Moran, grinning savagely, with
a smoking automatic in his brown fist,
stood with legs astride on the thresh-
hold; and behind him, crowded in a
mass, werdo & dozen or more convict
blackguards #lad in the dingy white
uniforms of the Varland navy, with
rifles, bayonets, cutlasses, ammunition-
belts ¢rammed with brassclipped cart-
ridges, and hand-grenades slung round
their necks—and- every man had loot
from ﬂhuhlin -Bhan's palace dangling

from his belt.

The American gangster laughed
harshly, wiping his lips with the back
of & hand, as ho took in that

Orn

exquisite E{.inese apartmont in his gaze.
Then his eves snapped with wonder and
surprise as they lighted upon Roy Drake.

YWaal, an' ef this ain't a wélcome
surprise I’ jeered Moran, “ An’ how Hid
yun git hyar, young  Britisher? Yuh
ahuu]g have heen left behind on
Inaceessibla Island, two hundred miles
away, nccordin’ to the boss' orders. I'll
say this leaves me guessing, an’ then
somer!?

e ——

The Tombs of Pal Yang !
KILLER. Moran chuckled as his

loating oyes rested upon the

v, his hairy fingers toying

with his long-barrelled Colt.

. Luis Ramire, the South American,

leaned over his shoulder and whispered

fiercely in soft, sibilant words into his
2ar.

Roy felt a strange chill at his heart
atrings. Von Eimar's two licutenants,
as he knew, hated him with o poisonous
fervour. MNow he was alone and-at their
mercy, and Von Eimar, in all proba-
bility, was far away in the town.

“Yeah, in the lotus pond!” Ha
caught vague snatches of the American’s
muttered snswer, .“The boss’ll mever
git wise to it—shore we dide't ask the
young Britisher to stow away on the
cruiser—"

Instinetively Roy recoiled a step ag he
saw Lniz Ramiro’s brown, ﬂirti tingers
snaking towards a jewelled dirk.

Then, as he waited, Chu Ho -Shan rose
to his feet, & tall, stately, venerable

“fignre, with yellow hand uplifted.

“Stay! T am Chu Ho Shan! he
said, speaking clear, correct English,
and’ with inexpressible dignity. " This
is my guest, Mr. Roderick Drake. What
does all this mean? Are you bandits?
Whera i5s rvour leader? Take me to

him 1
A brief, muttered consultation ensned
among the pirates, If Killer Moran

and the South American had really
considered the cold-blooded murder of
Roy Drake, the fact that Chu Ho Bhan
was a witness, who might repeat tho
facts to Von Eimar, evidently decided
them. Von Eimar had ordered them to
geize the wealthy Chinese merchant,
and hold him, alive. And Von Eimar's

e

Printed in Qreat Dritaln and published ever
Logdun, EAQ &, semant offices.: Tha. l'f
Tosb. Babsoription

Saturda
2oLw am.-F‘rﬂnﬂuﬁ tiroat, Tondon . E.Q.
3;.:;: Itniﬂm nd Abroad t]?: per anbumi; He, :!;F of Elx moniis.
e u}

Hols Agents for
, Lid., and for Bourh Africa: Ceptral Newa Agenoy, Ltd.— Huuﬁardl:. Jups

by the Propristors, The .Lm.!nnﬁaée‘d Pﬂr?- Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Btreet,

atored Tor. teansmrlasion by Caomdian, Magazins
raila and Xew Zealand: Mceasrs.
7th, 1938,



cold, mercilezs rage, when his orders
were deliberately tlouted, was a thing
that these two scoundrels dared not
cncounter,.

“Ba, yuli're Chy Ho Shan, are yuh,
Chinky *» said Killer AMoran, “71 sorta
nggs yul're our pris‘ner now,  An’
don’t try te make a breakaway from
our fascinatin® company, or I guess it
will be just too bad for your health.
I'm tellin® yuh! Come along. An’
bring that young covey along as well,
Luis. T'll shore like to hear Von Eimar
vaup when he rests his lights on him 7
Chu Heo S8han never spoke a word,
but volumes could not express the cold,
lofty contempt of his hfanr], Oriental

smile, He followed the broad, swinging

shoulders of Killer Moran along thoe

carridots of his palace, Roy marching
at hizs elbow, and Luiz Ramire with
the other ruffians bringing up the rear.

Shattered Chinese vases, exquisite
examples of poreclain envving ruthless]
and wantonly lbroken and - trample
underfoot, bullet-heles burned in the
sainted walls, and a stunned servant
ying in a huddled heap, testified to
the brutality of the convict-pirates.

Out an the white coral road, bright
a4 siblver beneath the white radiant
moon that rode in the starry blue, the
migghi was warm. Down the hill there
loomed before Rov's gaze, the dark
mdigo mass of Pai Yang town, the
gilded spires and domes of pagodas
aghint in the moon; beyond them, the
slumberous, wine-dark sea, with tha
lights of. the privaie cruiser like a
cluster of joewels. '

All seemed quict and peaceful, Roy
could visualize the dramatic scenc that
had transpired down in the native city.

As though on a visit of ceremony
from the Varfand republic, Yon Eimar
had marched his dizguised conviet-
rrates up to the sultan’s palace, and
then, when all was in his hands, had
suddenly rovealed himself for what he
Was,

Evidently there had. been no resist
ance., The sultan’s bodyguard, in their
brithiant, barbarie uniforms, had been
forced to throw down their pikes,
halberds, and swords, hefore the threat
of “massed rifler and machine-guns.
With the sultan a prisoner in his own
magnificent throne-room, Von Eimar
had sent out detachments to secure the
Dytch residency with the only wireless
transmission station on the island; and
knowing, as he knew all things, of Chu
Ho Ban 'gnd ihe preat riches of the
Chinese jewel king, he had not forgotton
to detail a party, under his two trusted
licutenants, to seize that valuable
hostago and hold him' as & prisoher.

Daring as Von DEimar’s pirate raid
had been, it had been carrvied through
to perfection.

Not for him the ferocious “blunder
and plunder” methods of his forerunners
i the piratical game. He preferred the
highly profitable and bloodless methods
of - seientific planning and precision.

The sound of marching feet ran
upon the hard level road, and throug
thﬁf!num of lofiy, ststely groves that
lined the way, came a bﬂﬁ%r of about
hfty eof the pirates, with the moon
g’!mhn%I upon their naked bayonets and
upon the monocle of Von Eimar, as he
strode in the van.

“Bo! Yeu have secured Chu Ho
Shan, Moran?” he approved, as his

men drew abreast of the waiting group.
That is good! Why, who 13 this?
Young erick Drake? How did he

get here i

Killer Moran jerked & thick thumb
back towards the splendid jnansion of
Chu Ho &han.
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“Found him in there, cap,” he said
coolly—"* with the Chink 1* _

"I stowed -away aboard tha Ven.
geance, #t Inaccessible Island,” Roy

COME INTO THE OFFICE, |
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor ia always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGMET, The
Fieetway Houss, Farringdon Street,
Londamn, E.C.4, A stamped, addrassed
envelape will ensure a reply.

Space being so short this weelk, chums,
I have only'room for a few

RAFPID-FIRE REFPLIES

ta. questions sent in to me by renders:

Do the Chinese Use Funetuation Marks ?
—Up to the present, neither punciuation
marks nor capital lettera have been used
in Chinese writing. In future, though,
full stops,- commas, and -semi-eolons arc
to ba nsed. Capital letters will be indiented
by a dash in front of the letter.

How Many ** Keniucky Colonels ** are
There ? "'—There ara no  fewer than
geventeen thousand colonals and admirals,
most of them claiming to be veterans of
the American Civil War, , This number
have been confirmed in their rank. But
no figurea are available to show how many
imﬁnah}rs claim the rank !

o Fur Trappers Use Drugs to Catch
Animals #~—Unscrupulous trappors have
used drugs and poison bait. In Sas.
katchewah, Canadr, any trappers found
ising these methods are to have their
licences withdrawn.

Are There any Naltive Monkeys Found
in Europe ?—Only one type of wild
monkey lives in Burope. This is the
Barbary ape, found only at Gibraltar.

Whoe Were the **Big Five " 2—Thia
wag the name given to the Couneil of
Five, appointed at Scotland Yard in 1906.
They wera all chief inspectors, and their
names wera Arrow, Forest, Fox, Drew,
end Kane. All the original * Big Five ™
are now tlead, but, of course, other
detectives have taken their places.

When Did Frank Richards First Wrile
for the MAGNET ?—Twenty-eight yoars
ago.  His early yarns are now ing
fﬂguhlished in ‘our eompanion paper, the
E 'Dm-’.

And now for next weel'’s splondid
bill-o'-fare. As the showman yells at the
top of his voice : " Walk up, ladies and
pentlemen, and sce

“+BUNTER THE LION-TAMER!'"

Ineredible as it may seem, it's perfbotly
true, as you will discover when you get
next weel’s Magwer and read the ning
yarn of Frank - Richards' grand new
summer series. Billy Bunter has played
many eensational parts since he has been
at Greyfriara, but never hefors has the
fat freak of the Remove played the. role
of lion-tamer, Fun and exciternent siraply
tumble over cach other in this super series
of ecircus stories, You'll laugh louder than
aver, and your chums will, too, if vou
tell thenr to read the Maorer. ' Captain
Vengeanea | *2 our rnﬂdpm.piﬁtﬁ story, is
atill going “ preat guna’ oxt woek's
chapters are packed with thrills. A topicsl
“ Greyfriars  Herald,” anpther snappy
ﬂﬂntﬁ{uﬁﬂﬂ by the Greyfriars Rhymester,
and my own httle ¢hat will complete this
bumper feast of fiction, Why not make
sure of mext BSaturday's Maicyer by
ordering it right now t
YOUR EDITOR.
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explained, a8 Von Rimar glared
throngh his' monoels. ““I swnin ashora

to give warning of vour raid to the
natives.  Unfortusately, I was pre-
vented !

Von Fimar; with on iron efforf;, con-
trolled a gast- of passion’ that brought
the beads of *perspiration té his fore.
fiead.

“Ia that tha case, hoy? Then it is
lueky for you that yow ake Morgan
Drake's son, and that I mean to use
you as tlie tool to break® your father!™
Beside him, ‘Roy Drake felt Chu Ho
Shar- quiver in his embroidered robes.
“Otherwise I'd shoot “you, now, where
you stand !

Von Eimar’s voice shoolk as he bridled
iz dnger,

“Bo this s Cho He Shan!” he added,
turning from Roy to the dignified figure
of the Chinese ' jewel tnerchant,

“I am Chu He Blin, and 1 demand
to know the meaning of this outrage!”
was the answer.

“The meaning #¥. Von Eimar laughed
gutturally;  “Ceéftainly: you may - de-
mand that, Me. Cha. The mcaning is
that you are my prisoner, and that you
will remain so until you rangom your-
self with some of those jewels for which
you are so famouns. You are the prisoner
of Captain Vengeance—aotherwise Von
Eimar, one-time world spy, one-time
convick on  Nemesis Isium}, and mnow
pirate and at war with the world

The eyes of Chu Ho Shan narrowed.

“And you mean lo use this boy,
Morgan Drake’s son, as & tool to bre
Morgan Drake?” ho asked softly. * Be-
warg, Von Eimar! I, too, know
Morgan Drake. He is not a reed that
vou may hreak so easily. Youy,may
mect with Morgan Drake before you
expect—and it may be thay he will
break you instead, as he did before 1

“I'll take my chance of that; Chu He
Shan,” =aid Von Eimar, wit]: 8 grin,
“Come! We have work before us that
I want to finish before daybreal!” To
hie men he added: “Forward! Befora
us lies the Great Pagoda of Pai Yang.
In the Great Pagoda 13 the cntrance g;.
the tombs where is, hidden the jewels
for which we have comet”

A few hundred ‘yards mlong the
avenue brought thom to B vast stone-
built temple or pagoda, topped : by
fantastic gilt pinnacles that pointed to
the soft night -$llg, its portico reached

by f iﬁhlﬂ of broad shallow steps
guarded by sculptured dragons -and
phoenixes.

Noisily they clattered up the steps,
with Roy Drake and Chu hustled in
their midst, -Von Eimar leading the
mob with an automatic gripped in his
podgy fist.  Through the colonnaded
entrance they surged in a dense masa,

In thé shadewy, pillared hall & giant
idol squatted, with a placid smile
wrought upon its gilded foatures; and
upon the altar steps before the image
stood a priest in a yellpw robe, lifting
a skinny Apger.

The high pricst uttered s few, high-
pitched words, cursing the irreverent
intruders in his own tongune—and then,

-with & savage laugh, Von Eimar tarned

to the Chinese magnate. :

“Chu Ho Shan,” he grunted, “tell
this young fellow to show us the secret
passage that leads to the ancient tombs |
Tell him that if he's not quick I'll scon
make hindi move ™ !
. Chu Ho Shan trapslated his words
into the Pai Yang dialect, and, nod-
ding abjectly, the terrified priest led
them past the idol, down info. a rugged
stone vault, and pointed to a doorway
carved into the semblance of the gaping
jaws of some fabulous monster.
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“Follow mo, young Master Drake!”
said Von Eimar curtly.  “I_like to
keep you under my eye. You, too,
Moran and Ramiro. The rest of you
wait until you are calledt”

Steep, narrow, winding stairs, delving
ﬂe&ﬁﬁtu the heart of the earth, brought
them into & strange, subterrancan world
of damp, dripping “walls, dusky
shadows, snd weird, hollow sounds that
echoed their tread.

Von Eimar followed the priest, switch-
ing the beam of his electrio torch alon
the twisting tunnels and narfow, arche
dungeons, Roy Drake pacing along
between him and the fwo others.

At last the guide halted before the
doorway of & round, underground
chamber, the low, domed roof of which
was supported by a ring of athnt stone
pillars; and in the midst of this grotto
was & carved stone sarcophagus.

“The tomb of one of the long-dead
kinga!1” grunted-Von Eimar, the walis
whispering with the eohioes of his words.
“Why, what's that ever in the dark
vonder? Emeralds? No! Mein Gott,
what—what ia it?"

_ Roy Drake stared, and a lump rose
in his throat. ] ] i

Green, unwinking orbs, like twin
lamps, shone in the doghy shadows.

¥on Eimar switched his lamp right
vpon them,

Then he cried out with stark horrvor,
rs & swaving, writhing column relled
ont from behind the sarcophagus.

. "“A serpent!” cried out Von Eimar;
and for once in his hife this bold, ruth-
less fan exclaimed with sheer terror:

“Himmell "~ A boa-constrictard  The
treasures aro goarded by—by one
-ﬂf"_—-r'”

‘Even as he spoke, the torch was
jerked from his hand and pitched to
the floor, where it snapped out, leaving
them in total blackness.

Von Eimar roarcd with rage as he
shot out & hand to cluteh at their
guide. Buk with the elnsiveness of an
ecl, the man slipped away in the dark-
ness. ) .

A mocking laugh rang out belind
them. -

Roy Drake heard the great Llock of
stone thet served as a door grindn
+home, and he clenched luz teeth an
balled~his fists, as they were left alone
in the velvety blackness—alone witl the
hideous monster <that puarded the
fvoazures of the long-dead langs of
P'ar Yang!

(What fate awaifs Ton Eimar and kig
fritow prisoners in the ancient fomb?
Lrepare yourselves for another jeast of
theills next week, chums!)
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THE POPPER COURT
TEA-PARTY!

(Continued from page 23.)
“ Yooooop 1™

The cake Aew from Bunter's fat hand,
Hes yelled and dodged. Tive fellows
were bunched together shead, running
wildly, but 8ir Hilton was on them the
next moment, The riding-whip whacked
vight and left. :

Whack, whack, whack! Swipe, swipe,
Bwipe ! .

Wild hewls and yells rang from the
hapless tea party: they dodged and
Jumped and howled and reared and
rau,

It was quite exciting till they reached
the gateway and belted out inte the
road. Billy Bunter, last to escape, iﬁﬁ-
the Jast swipe es ho went, and his
frantic yell echoed back. Sir Hilton
Popper brandished the riding-whip after
them as they vanished down the road..

. L] [} L ] - ¥

“YWhat Bob
Chevey.

Bir Hilion, breathless, with the riding-
whip tucked under his arm, came back
to thoe lawn. - -

next " murmured

Kl looked at Coker. Coker locked at

him. Coker was still truculent, but Sir
Hilton had ealmed down considerably.

“doree,” he barked, “wyou may re-
lease those boys! You may go! Go at
onee !

Javee and the other keopors withdrew.
Harey Whavion & Co. could only
wonder what was coming next. Coker
doubled his fisis; he was prepared to
dot Sir Hilton on the nese if it was
LCCOSSATY.

Fortunately, it wasn't,

“Coker ! said 8ir Hilton, “You—
vou are Coker! You are the Coker—
I mean the boy who recovered the
stolen property for me—the Popper
Court sill ver—what 3"

“What abont that ' grunted Coker.

“Why did yon not come here to-day ?
I matnrally swpposed that that young
vazeal was Coker, as he gave the name,
and I was expecting you—--"

“ Expecting me 1*

“Certainly, Afier speaking to you on
Mr. Prout's telephone yesterday—"'

“You didn't!

of E.Il?“

1 never got any call on Proul’'s
telophone—""
“¥What ™

“How could I, when I was out of
gales all the altevnoon—"

“You—rvon—yon did not? Good gad !
Somcone el must have telephened,

uwsing  vour name! There has been

trickery ! That voung rascal— Good
gad ! E shall inquire into this! HHow-
ever—=" - Hir Hilton paused. “Then
vou did not know that I telephoned to
thank you for the great service you ha
rendered me——""

“Oh 7

“And to ask yon to come to tea here
this afternoon—="

)

“And—and—"" Sir Hilton paused
again, It was not easy for him to
swallow the affair of the notice-beoard.
But he it down., “Coker, I am
mneh obliged to you—1I am under & dee
obligation to you! I shall overloek
your offences; T shall forget them. You
are here; stay to -tea with me, ¥ou and
your friends, Flease sit down.”

h crumbs!” said Coker.

“I am glad to sce you—to make your
acquaintanee, my boy! You are wel-
come, you and your friends. Please sit
down. James! John! William! BSce
that these boys have evervthing they
want. Coker, pray sit down|["

Coker sat down., -

2o did Harry Wharton & Co.

It was guite a different tea party at
F::gper Court—but it was guite a cheery
and satished tea party.

L] L] i * L J [ »

“Naot & bad old bean!” Ceolier said
afterwards to Potter and Grecne.

The Popper Court ’Eart:f returned
home in great spirvits, They found the
other Popper Court party in the lowest
of spirits.

But it was all right for them,

Coker, like the good-natured fellow he
was, had begged Sir Hilton to overlook
what was, Coker explained, only a silly
lavk of silly fagz. Sir Hilfon consented
to do so.  So that was that! Harry
Wharten . & Co. handed over the good
news, and all was well—except thatl
Billy Bunter still mourned for the

argeons spread that had been so nearly
vis, and which he had s narrowly
1issed. )

And Coker, entertained and made
much of at Popper Court, revised his
opinion of Sir Hilton Pepper, and said
hoe was sorry.

THE E¥D.
(¥ext aweek's grand long yarn of
Harry Wharton & Cao., BILLY
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ENTER PROFESSOR
BIRCHEMALL!

Second Side-Splitting Spasm of Dicky Nugent's

Serial :

“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S DUBBLE!"

New

The bell was wringing for
afternoon olesses, dnd the
jostling crowd before the
notiss-board in the Hall
wad just breaking up, when
Tubby Barrell of the Fourth
came rushing on the acene.

His fat face was larely

uivering with eggeitement.
g g mﬁr, you ?‘;}iﬂws iy
he geaped. * You'll never
goess what'a happened !
Talk about a sensashun !
I've found it out by axxid-.
ent,” I happened to be
tying up oy shoslace out-
mde Mr. Lickham's study

“ What, again 1

“Ha, ha, hat®

“"Beestal Berve you
vight if I didn"t tell you!
But I will, all the sams 1"
gesped Tubby, who was

emply bus to on
hil'EﬂWl. “%t I Eﬂrnﬁd
when I wea tying up my
shoelaos was this — the
Head's leaving! -  The
Guvvernors have given him
the sack 1"

“ Wha-a-at T 2

“Fakt 1" grinned Tub.
;::g E"_H.l:', lﬁlﬁ]{hﬂ%‘n he;:::td

. Bwishingham. TG
sacking Doctor Bireahemall
becawse they've had so
ma.n?‘ complainta about his
croolty [

“0Ok erikey1™  mer.
mered the crowd. Then
they euddenly became
pilént again as the figger
of Doctor Birchemall him.-
pelf loomed into wview.

* Cave, you fat idjut ™
paid Jeck Jolly, in n
frantick undertone.

Buat Tubby, who was too
eggsited to hear him, went
on talking as though the
Head was ﬁftiamﬂea away !

“ Mr. Lickham eaid it's
quite possibul the QGuv-
vernors are going to give
the job to the Head's
cuzzin, Professor Birchem.-
all,” he babbled on ; * but
weather they do that or
not, 1'm ccrtain of one
thing; we shall all be
lad to get rid of that beest
Birchenall 1 *

Jack

“Quiek 1 22
Jﬂﬂ% :
“Rafts | ¥ grinned Tub-
by. * I doo't mind every-
one knowing what I think
about old Birchy. I think
he's a beesily booly auﬂ. &

brootal tirant and——"1!
“BARRELL ! %

hiat

L

crums!’

GREYFRIALS
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It's not often we
medical men indulge in
the luaxury of patiing
ourselves on the back,

dd {'-‘] hl o H ]

; o. 194, June 27th, 1936, but I really think I dae-
gaa:p?d :hluhbg,é Barrell. - serve full marke for the
It wps the deep, .tm' e PR == = —— way [ diagnosed old
EEargcd voice of Doctor Gossy's trouble last

irchemall. o weel:,

A shudder ran. through
the crowd as the Head con-

grate nottid vain etood
out from his forrid!

* 8o this is the way vou
talk. about me behind my
back, i8 it1* he cride,
seozing Tubby's fat arm.
in & wicelike grip and
slowly twisting it ﬂ?’tvu.r{!ﬂ
with feendish force, ™ Well,
Barrell, weather I'm leav-
ing or not, in the near
future, I am still head-
masater of this skool at the
moment—and I mean to
rule with & rod of iron right
to the end| Sesa @

“ Wooooop ! Yarcoooo !
my arm ! **
“Shant 1" leered the
Head, giving the fat junior’s
arm another sgvvidge twist.

ped

took ita place.
‘* Aha !

muttered.

asimperthotick.

ihat it is
Lkind-harte

ha, ha ! "

fellows' who
cricle ' Shamne!™
After that, he
trampod off to.
hia study, leav-
ing the .chaps

-

EXPLAINED IN ONCE!

Bunter is in the doldruma.

learned that his
hia promise to

peagide for the summer. And to-day he
-hears that the tailor can't repair ibhe Sunday

best trousers he tore last Sunday.
the same in both cases: THE

Reason

RENT IS TNQ BIG)

Asked it be bad ever scored

century crickef, Lo

1 Yesterday he Mauleverer replied that he had

ater 18. not mg ouk never managed to ﬂtﬂ-‘jl' awake
a furnished villa at the loug emough ! That *‘ Mauly

can *“* wake up.," though, was

shown when Remove neaded

60 rung ko beat the Shell, Hitting

out in  * wide-awake ** alyle,

“ Manly ** raftled them up—
lize * winking " |

farely buzzing with indig-
nation as they streemed

from his face like =
mask and & cralty gon

_ That was &
cunning move on my part,
and l:;gﬂ mistale !3:"
“It makes my
task of posing as Professor
Birchemall as easy as pio!
All that I have to do ia
to be kind and jentle and

Nobody
will dreemn for & moment
ogeibul for the
Frofessor Bir-
chemall to bs the same
brootal tirant who has just
run amok in the Hall ! Ha,

For some seconds Doctor
Birchemell sat theve, chuck-

sir. They want to kpow
if vour cuzein, FProlessor

fronted . the  trembling | away to clagsss! Birchemall, is 'ere yet."
Tubby. Faek Jolly & Co.'s indig-|{ The Head’seyes gleemed.
Doctor Birchemall looked | nation would have given “ Give the Guvvernors
farel terrifying -in his o to serprize, howéver, | my condiments, Binding,
wrath. His beard was| g?f they seen the Head a{and tell them I'm eggapect-
briesling and his bludshot | phinnit later. For, when |ing the Professor at any
eyes were rolling savvidgely | he reached his study, the | moment row. I dare say
in their acckitas, while a eggepression of rage drop- |if they keep a look-out

through the windera of the
Board-raom, they will ace
him arrive.”

* ¥easir. Thank’'ee, sir.”
* Binding withdrew,

The moment he hed
done 80, Dector Birchemall
locked “the door, then per-
formed a guick-change act.
Flinging} off his outer gar-
mentg, he -changed into a
brand new mustard.cullerad
suit and a bowler hat.
After that, he flung up the
winder and peered out.
There was upbody in site,
go, without further delay,
he climed out and let him-
self down the ivy, hand
over hand, till he reached
the quad. Then ho scuttled

he

cuzzin 1" e gaclaimed o 't
Gouty Greybeard. ":ﬁm
tell him to come in. .Ter

all, locks aren't e ey
thing.” 1
It was a gruelling bge

amination t tha new.
comer had to face. ilir

Frederick Funguss puk hm
through it properlyd

hera were vou ecu-
cated 1" he wrapped oub.

“ Boratal and Oxbridgal”
was the unhezzitating reply.

“What's twice tvo,
then t !

* Five." A

“What's the cepital 'of
France 1"

£ Em‘lis:,” .

. *“Who was the first w
of England ™

o Eing Henry
Eighth.’ _

Sir Frederick glanced at
h}iﬂ bmth;; ﬂ[&uvvemnr_l.}‘ﬂ ad
they no APProveRrg ¥.
There was aﬂmaﬂ?ing - wg‘t
and sure about Probsier
Birchemall's answena. that
took their from. the
atart. Although the! Guy-
vernors had left Bm\i:watﬁn
long ago to know T
or hnnt il;ha an&wwa'ii‘ﬁ:ﬂ
rvight, they were )
iu% ressed };:sy the ﬁal‘ﬁg
delivered thom. _

Sir Frederick cofisil.

“And now, Profssor
Birchemall, we come™ 't 10
most important guejbim
of all,” he raid. " Whal sre
your views on cof.oial
punishment T

Profesgor Birchdm il
eved the Cuvvernors vn-
fiinchingly.

“ Jentlemen 1" he sgel.
“ My answer to that s .
I simply detest cozporal]
ummshment ! My name is
Yillknot Birchemaldl = 1

the

Weird End to

Our Boxing Correspond-
ent writes: Believe it or
not, kids, I saw Bunter as
one of the principals in a
barefiat fight in Friardale
Woods, last Wednesday.
My astonished cyes actually
beheld the vision of William
George Bunter squaring up
to Bidosy James Snoop !

“What'sup 1" I gasped
grabbi Bolzsover, who,
with Skinper and Stott,
was standing by, watching,
“ Have they baoth gone off
their rockera ? '

Bolsover  briefly
plained. The cheer
crowd of thom had been
playi penny nap, it
spomed, and Bunter and
snoop had had a difference
of opinion about the owner-
ship of a threepenny-bit.

oy
little

BUNTER IN BAREFIST

Fight in Woods

Bolsover had ordered them
to fight it out like men,
Hf&i]:ing which, he bhad
threatened to knock their
heads topether till one of
them craciked ; and Bunter
and Snoop, very roluctantly,
had chosen the lesser of the
two evils and decided to

serap ! :

I'g liko to be able to say
that a  thrilling battle
ensued. But, alas, 1t didn’t !
All that Bunfer and Snoop
did for the first two minutes
waa to circle round each
other, waving their arms
about and whimpering with
fear. After that, n warning
yell from Bolsover, telling
thems that if they dida't
get to business soon he'd

unch them, made thom

oth take a simulteneous

When, in response to
an urgent call, I arrived
ot the old porter’s lodge,
it was to Lnd Gosey
stretched out lifelessly
on the floor, while De.
tective-Inspector Pen.
fold and several other
officera of the Remove
C.I.D. prowlsd about
the place with magnify.
ing-glasses, looking for
fingor-printa,

* Foul play, inspector,
eh " 1 grunted, in my
best police-surgeon man-
ner, as I dropped on
my knoea beside
* corpse.”’

“ That's what we sus.
pect,” snapped the in-
gpector.

* What'a the motive ?
Robbory 1"

“I'd think sp, if I
hadn't found the olue
of the twisted shilling,"
said Peniold, producing
an old and well.worn
silver coin. ** But this

Pl ol

Bunter
lightly . on
noop ficked
Bunter delicatoly on the
NoRe.
Bunter sereamed. Snoo
let out an enguished yell.

step forward.
touched Sn
the chin and

And before you could say .
“ Knife!” they both turned
tail and ran for their livea,
And that’s all there is to
tell about Bunter's bare-
fist fight in the woods !

shilling seems to rule

jentle, econsiderate, and
gimperthetick !  Probably
you disagres with me,
jentlemen, but I can’ stand
corporal punishment ! ™

he Guvvernors grinned.

Sir Frederick epgstended
hia hand.

“Put it (here, Profess-
or!! he eride. * W
don't disagren with you at
all, a8 a matter of fakt—
quite the roversel! The
views you have eggs-
pressed are just the views
we wish our next head.
master to hold. Jentlemen !
I propose that Professor
Willknot Birchemsll be
appointed headmaster of
St. Bam's! Will all those

my motter is ‘I-wiﬁ Hot
bireh at ali 1 ' My rgptdod |
with boye is te be kitd,]

in fover say *I*t"
"It popared the Guv-
VETNOrs.

“Coarriedd nem con!™
grinned Bir  Frederick.
“ You are now headmaster

of St.” Sam's, professor !
Congratulations !
* Thanks, awlully 1 "

beamed Professor Birch-
emall. " May I go and tell
my cuzzint'"

* By all means ; and tell
him at the same time that
the sponer he is out of the
building now, the better ! ™

The meeting of the St.
Sam's Guvvernors - then
broke wup and Professor
Birchemall raced up to the
Head's study, unlocked if,
and went inside, '

- Five minnits later, wear-
ing his old clothes again
and carrying & suitcase, he

Was na;.rin% good-buy to the
masters. Five minnita alter

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

“ 1'Il leggo just when I like | ling into his beard at the |round in the shadow of
and not & moment before I | thought of his own ¢lever- | the Skool Houee till be
" A mermer of disapproval | ness. Then a nock on the (reached a side te.
ran through the erowd. | door brought him back to'Through this he guitted
Jack Jolly the skool
sprang to the premiges.
fgm:, s eyes Two min-
fashing fire. uies later the
“Let Tub- 3t., Sam’'s
by go, sir!"” Guv vernors,
he cride, in gazing im-
wringing patiently out
tones. ' Don't of the winders
be a broot!" of the Board-
Doctor room, BAW &
Birchemall's bearded jen-
face scomed tleman in &
to turn slmost perple with | the bizziness in hand a.gain‘ mustard-cullored suit and
pashun, “Trot in, fathead ! ™ he |a bowler hat walking
“* Broot, eh ? * he roared | eride, cheerily. ** Ah, | through the main gateway
“Me a broot! I'll clout|Binding! It is you!™ of 8t, Bam’s. They farely
you for that, you Bawey| * Yessir!” smd Binding, | blinked as they gazed at
yung welpl"” ; touching his  fourlock. | his featchera. .
I?IE& fung Tubby aside, | * Which the QGuvvernora| * My sainted aunt! He's
made & rush at Jack Jolly, | are all in the Board-room, | the lving image of his
and ET 'lhim _
s fearf clout.
Fhon bt tooted WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
out the same -
treatment to the

in i hani~ - Plenicking amid a fleld of butter- The school medico reporis that Wun Lung was amusing Res Y Proa

G Tonll” gin B gty R Ay of i e, Sl iy LIt SRR e T
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out the robbery theory.
We found it in Gosay's
hand. Is3he still alive 1"

* Just coming round.
But look here, inspeoctor,
I can find no trace of
foul play—npot a hint

that he was walking down
to the gates.

Fiva nmtinnits after that,
in tha deﬁths of the woods,
ha was changing bask into
the mustard-cullered suit

and bowler hat., Five min-|of it anywhere]”
nits after that he was “The dickens wyou
hurrying through the eide |can’t! That makes it

gate and sneaking back
into the house once more !
And when the Iellows
came out of afternoon
classes, it was to find that
a new headmaster was
raining over them. Doctor
Birchemall had gone ; and
in his place was—Doctor
Birchemasall’s Dubhble |

{ ¥ou'll roar over the funny
developments in DNeky Nu-
gent's unique serial next
weel, Don't miss it f)

more mysterious than
avar,” growled Penfold.
“Can't you bring him
vound quickly, doe ¥ "

“TU try."” And I
applied & lttla-known

Answers to

Correspondents

“FILM PRODUCER™
(Study No. 6, Remove}).—
“I'm Iaaking for a fellow
with protrud-
ing teoth,"

ou'll
atand & much
better chance
of finding him
if you look
with yvour
6yes 1

Hl Hl {RB"
Move).—

* Bolsover
a sound

ia
boxer ! '

the | but

Dr. 8. Q. I FIELD Solves—
MYSTERY of the
LIFELESS PORTER!

restorative rmethod ra-

cently  perfeeted by
scientists, It consisia
of turning a basin of

water upmde-down over
the patient's head, and
it proved entirely sue-
cesshul. Gosling re-
coverad conspiouaness in
a matter of seconda,
But he was still unabla
to talkk coherently. All
he would gay—and this
-:-n]gr Im & scarcely
audible whisper — was
i Fi_d:h‘ﬂl

When Detentiva.
Inspector Penfold heard
that word, he gave a
snort of utter disguat.

“ SBounds as if it's not
e orime at all. Mild
attack of poisoning, I
suppose, caused by eat-
ing fsh. Pah ™

‘Not *fowl’ ﬁluy,
‘ figh * play, eh 1™
I gé'-inned. Y But wait a
tic ot Thﬂl‘ﬂf& are no
| 8 oms oigonin
m'}:llla&r. Mayhe l;.e meanﬁ
onother kind of fish—
Fisher T. Fish, for
ipatance 1

< 4 hat! That's sxm
idea ! exclaimed Pene
fold. “"Fish is aas
crooked a customer as
wo've g‘!af. in the Remove,
too! I'll arrest him for
assault and battery at
oncal C'mon; gt

* Half.a-jiffy 1 I
soid, as I finiehed my
exhaustive oxamination
of the " corpsa.” * This
man is euffering from
nervous collapse—not ass
sault, He's had a severs

shock to his mnervous
pyetem."
“And Fish canzed

it 1’ snapped the in-
spector,
" *"Perhaps he did—but
not intenticnally ! Yon
BAY i::u found G-as]inﬁ
clutching that shilling 175
il YH' h“t_d ’}
“ Then I've got it
I yelled.

d I told the open-
mouthed 'tecs just what.
bad hap pened to Gosay
And when Gossy re.
covered hia powers of
speech, he waa able to
confirro my theory com-
pletaly 1

Afl that had hap-
ened was this: Fisher
. Fish had given Goa-
ling ths ghilling as a
tip; and the shock of
recoiving such a tip
from the meaneat Eu;.r
at Greyfriara ad
knocked the poor old
p-lﬁrter genseless | That's
allt

Incidentally, when we
told Fishy about it
afterwards, he had a
nervous breakdown him.
solf.

Yon sce, he t'!wl.‘tghﬁ
that the coin he'd given
Gosay was o halipenny |




