


Give Cecil Ponsonby, the cad of Highecliffe, a chance of venting his petty spite on Harry Wharton
& Co., the chums of Grey[riars, and he’ll seize it with hoth hands !
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Ponsanby, the cad of Highcliffe, withdrew a penknife from his pocket and cut the painter of the
Cliff House boat, * Don’t be g cad, Pon! "’ said Gadsby, in an angry whisper. * You can’t leave
the girls stranded on the island ! **

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beasily for Bob !

OB CHERRY groaned.
It was & bright summer's day
and a half-holiday at Greyfriars
Hchool

Bob's face was generally suany on the
cloudiest day,

hewrtheie:as, he groaned—dismally.

Bob was sitting in the Remove Form

Foom—alone. gutslde. the =un was
shining, and chcery voices floated in at
the open windows., From e di:iance
f}i?fe faintly the cheery click of bat and

For ten minutes Bob had been scated
at his desk.

On the desk before him lay a Latin
paper—a nice little exercise 11 1vrogular
vor

Br:ul‘n had not touched 1t =o far.

Mr. Quelch, hiz Form-master, had
prepared that exercise for him  with
care, to keep him oceupied during an
hour of detention. DProbably he thought
that Bob might derive Lenefit from it,
for there was ne doubt that Dob was
rather weak in 1rregular verbe.

That tosk had to be dﬂnc before Beb
could get oud and join his chums along
the river. 3o, chvicusly, the sconer it
was started, the better. Bob =eomed
to find it difficult to staet.

Bright sunshine, flecoy skies, and o
wind from the sea atirocted him—but
never had Latin verbs scemed so fear-
fully unattractive as they did that lovely
alternoomn.

For long miputes he gazed at that
paper dismally.  Finally, he groaned,
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Bob was not given to grousing, but
1eally, this was too thick: Detention on
a rainy <day was not so bad, but deten-
tion on a glorious day like this was the
limit.

“He, he, hel™

Bols Cherry started, and looked round.
Following his dismal groan came that
unmusical cachle.

A [at face looked in at the Form-
room  door.  Two little round eyes
blinked at Bob Clerry through a pair
of hu?; round spectacles.

[ ]?Il} Bunter grinned at him cheer-
ully

Bunter seemed amused.

“Feeling rotien, old chap?” asked
Bunier.

“Wes, fathead!™ grunted Baob,

“Well, if you let Quelch co
sliding down the banisters, what do yon
cxpect 7 asked DBunter. “You jolly
well asked for it, didn't vou ??

“Havo yon come here ta tell me that,

you

asz 1 growled Bob. “Take your face
away, Bunier! It's bad enouch without
that 1**

4% Crh really, Cherry—"

{ Queleh catches you here, fathead,
you' |l ot rageed!” said Bob,  “Get
cut, and shut the door after you [

A minute ago Bob had been foeling
fearfully lonely, olmoszi like Robinson
Crusoe on his island, Dut the arrival of
Billy Bunter did not seem to afford him
any comfort. There were worsé things
even than solitude,

“That's all right,” said Bunter, “I'm
enly stopping & minute. I've only
logked in to ask you if I can have your
bike.”

“ No "

“You wen't want it, old chap, heing

in detention. Mine's got a8 puncture.
I want to go out——"

“The zooner the botter ™

“1 don’t want to walk. Can I have
vour bike®

“No!"” roared Bob.

“It's rather ur;i;entq, old chap. My
sister Beszie may coming over from
Chiff House to see me this afternoon.
50 I want to get ont guick.”

Bob Cherry grinned. Bob would not
have wanted to pet out quick had he
had a sister coming tg see him. But
bmtheﬂg love was not highly developed
in the Bunter {ribe.

"Well, can I have it%" nsked Bunier.
“Don’t bo sellish, old fellow. T never
conld stand sc]ﬁshness I'd borrow
Toddy's bike, o ot a pedal twisted
when I burmwwf %m‘st week, Can I
have yours#"

“You fat ass!” hooted Bob. “As
soon_as I ga:t out of this I'm going afier
mg fr}en ag fast as that bike will go.

ey’'ve gone up the river, and I'm
fmt}%' after them. Now scoot!™

“ain't allowed to ride on tho tow-

nath ¥ said Bunter, zhaking his head,
k You'll get into a row, Cherry! DBetier
let me have the hike. "

“ Beoot 1™

“Now, lock here, old chap—2>"

“ Bunk 17

“Wa haven't setiled uwbout thp bike
vet., You see, I want it—*

“ Hook it1”

“¥You'll nover ecateh up with Whar-
ton's meb, old chan, if they've starvted
Imar]:; Better give it a miss, They
won't mind if yon don't join then.
Why should they?”
ravel 1™

“Jolly glad to get a rest from you,
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very likely,” argued Buonter. “ You're
a bit of 2 noisy hooligan, old cha
ain't vou? Depend on it, they'll be
jolly glad if you don’t join up. Don’t
you think so?"

Bob Cherry did not answer that gues-
tion. He picked up the Latin grammar
from his desk and took aim. )

Billy Bunter backed swiftly outside
the Form-room door.

“Beast!” came from
Bunter.

Bob laid down the grammar and
picked up his pen. That loathsome
exercise had to be done. Willy-nilly, he
had to improve his knowledge of irregu-

an invisible

lar verbs., With a wrinkled brow, he
startod.
“I say, Cherry i

Bob glared. The fat face and the
big spectacles were peering round the
door again. He dropped the pen and
glutehed the grammar.

“Will you get outi” he roared.

“I'm waiting to go, you silly ass”
gait Bunter peevishly., I only want to
gettle about that bike. Can I have it?”

“Are vou going ¥

“Yes, when we've getiled about the
bikg——-""

Whiz!

Crash |

Billy Bunter dodged too late. .

The grammar landed on his fat chin.
There was & bump in the Form-room
doorway, and a roar,

“Oh! Owl Beast! Wow!™

“1'll give you the inkpot next!”

“Beast! I'm jolly glad Quelehy's de-
tained you!” gasped Bunter. “I wish
ho'd whopped you, too! I—"

“ Bunter " ;

It was 8 deap voice in the corridor.

#“0Oh erikey! I mean, yes, 3-i_r1 I-1
didn't sgo you, eir! I—T wasn’t speak-
ing to Cherry, sirl I was only asking

him if T could have his bike—"
“Take fifty lines for spesking fo a
boy in detention, Bunter!™

“Oh lor 1™
Y Now gol”
Billy Bunter went. The severa

countenance of Henry Samuel Quelch
looked into the Form-room. Frowning
grimly, Mr, Quelch picked up the Latin
remmear that had Hoored Bunter, and
ﬁ::uf;ht it across to Bob Cherry's desk.

“How much have you done of your
exercise, Cherry?”

“* N-n-not much, sir 1" stammered Bob.

“Have you done anything at all 1

" N-n-no, sir.”

“This will not do, Cherry. I shall
return here in an hour from now, and
if your exercise is not finished by then,
it will be my duty to set you ancother.”

“(h, scissors!™

“ What—what did you say, Cherry?”

*J—I mean, all right!” gasped Boh.
"Yes, sir!”

“I advise you, Cherry, to lose no
more time [ sald the Remove master.
And, still frowning, bhe rustled pmi of
the Form-room.

Bob Cherry grabbed his pen. He

lunged inte irregular verbs. DMz

uelch's advice was {oo good not to be
taken, The remotest prospect of another
Latin exercise, to fill up the remnant of
the afternoon, was dismaying—or rather,
horrifying. With grim determination
on his brow and a spot of ink on his
nose, Bob Cherry bent over his task,
devoting himself to irregular verbs as

if he loved them |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
One for his Nob !

' IGHCLIFFE cadsa!” grunted
H Johnny Bull
“Let 'em rip ! said Harry

Wharton.
Four juniors were walking, at a very
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leisurely pace, u% the towpath along
the bank of the shining Sark.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Jolhinny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram
dingh had time on their hands that
golden afternoon.

Their chum was 1n detention—for
which, a3 Billy Bunter had pointed out
to him, he had asked. Tt was difficult
for Bob Cherry to resist banisters—he
liked to come down with a whiz. But
it was rather unfortunate that he had
not resisted the temptation that day.

The Famous Five of Greyiriars were
baoked foar tea with their friends,
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, over at
Highelifie Behool. There was plenty of
tinie to arrive for that function, and
ther were not going without Bob., 3o
they walked round by the tmtﬁath,
which was the longest way to High-
cliffe. Bol was to follow on his jigger
when he was let out, and to overtake
them before they reached their distant
destination.

It was & very pleasant walk by the
sunny river, on the towpath shaded
by thick green woods. The four Re-
movites had passed the Three Fishers,
and Popper's Island, and Popper
Court, and Courtfield Bridge. On the
ul;:rggr reaches, above the bridge, High-
clife boats were sometimes seen—and
at the present moment a Higheliffe
boat came into view, coming down with
the current, with three Highelifie
Fourth Formers in it.

Cecil Ponsonby lolled in the stern
geat, {radsby and Monson toyed with

R

Even the best ol friends fall

out. But it i35 a big shoek to

Harry Wharton & Co. to be cut

by their girl friends from Cliff
House School !

RIS

LT A L L

the pars. The Higheliffe knutz wers
not exerting themselves. It was easy
work coming down with the current;
but Pon & . did not look as if they
would ever be abla to pull the boat
back again to Higheliife. 3

Having glanced at the three men in
the boat, tha Greyfriars fellows averted
their glances and walked on. They did
not want a visit to their friendas at
Higheliffe preceded by o row with their
old Highcliffe enemies.

But Pon, as he sighted them, ceased
to loll and sal up.

Ho spoke to his companions, and
(Gadsby and Monson, with a lazy pull
at the oars, brought the boat neerer in
to the banl.

Ponsonby groped in & pocket with
his mght hand, which e then held
behind him. He winked at his friends,
who grinned.

“Halle, Greyfriars!” he called out,
in guite an amicable tone.

"I?'ua Removites looked round at him
AgRINn.

“Hallo, Higheliffe 1™
Harry Wharton politely.

If Pon & Co. wanted to be civil, it
was &0 inuch to the good, as they
woere going to Pon's scheol o tea,

Gadsby and Monson rested on their
opars, keeping the boat a dezen feet off
the bank.

Ponsonby gave the fellows on the
bank quite an agreeable grin.

“Going to our show ! he asked,

"Yes. Courtenay's asked us to tea,”
answered Harry.

“I've got somethin’ here for youl!”
said Ponsonby. “Hold on ¥

answered

3

“Homething for us!"” repeated
Wharton, puzzled. *“Do you mean a
message {rom Courtenay

The four Removites faced towards
the boat, coming to the edge of the
bank.

“WNot exactly,” drawled Ponsonby.
“I've got—thisl” ' )

His hand came suddenly from behind
him and clapped & pea-shooter to s
mouth. There was & sudden whizzing
of peas.

“Ow!" roarcd Johnny Bull, as one
landed in hia eye.

“Oht" g:is;:mal:iY Nugent, getting one
mn the ear

Pon was & good shot with a pea-
shooter—and he put plenty of foree on
the small but annoying missiles. Peas
apatterad over the faces of four
Removites on the bank.

“"Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gadshy snd
Blonson, highly entertained.

Pon did net laugh. He could not
shoot peas and laugh at the sameo time.
He put in rapid and accurate work
with the pea-shooter.

“You silly, cheeky ass!” gasped
Huorry Wharton

A whizzing pea stung him in the
eve, and he clapped his hand to that
eye and jumped back. A pea land-
%’ﬂ 1in the eye was painful—very pain-
1]

B"'I'lfﬂu rotten swab!" roared Johnny
ull.

“You terrific tick!” gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Gadshy and
Monson.

They carefully kept the boat out from
the bank. On shors, Pon & Co. would
have walked wery warily, with the
chums of the Remove asbout. But a
dozen feet of water between them and
their wictims made it guite safe.

“Come on!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton hasiily.

He could have kicked himself for
having, for B moment, trusted to
civility from Ceecil Ponsonby. Fon's
civility had been sssumed to get them
facing him at eary rangs, and he had
got away with that little trick with
complete suceess.

“Tha rotter ” gasped Johnny Bull
“He's bunged up my eye! I'm going
to et him have something back I”

He stooped, with peas stinging him
in the neck as he digd =0, and grabbed
at o chunk of turf. Grabbing it
he stood up and leok aim at the High-
cliﬁg !.i-]-:m.t, _— -

“Puill” gaspe onsonby, dropping
;:he pea-shooter, and grabbing at the
ines.

Gadsby and Monson dipped their
oars in haste,

The Higheliffo boat shot away. But
it did not shoot so fast as the chuuk
of turf from Johnny Ball's hand.

That chunk whizzed straight ns an
arrow, and crashed on the side of
Ponsonby's head.

“Doooocoh I came & vell from Pon.

He rocked over in the boat, and his
straw hat slid off and splashed inte

the water. It floated nstern as the
boat shot on.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Greyfriars
juniors.

It was thoeir furn to laugh.

In the river, out of range, Gadshy
and Monson rested on their oars again,
and Pensonby, rubbing his head, stared
round with gilttermg eyes,

'en did not seem to have expected
¢ Roland for his Oliver. A lump of
turf on the head was not, perhaps, so
painful a3 & pea shot in the eye. But
it was exceedingly unplensant, and
clearly Pon did not like it
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And he had lost his hat!

It floated on the water, half-sub-
werged, between the boat umf the bank.
Only a fow minutes were required for
it to soak and sink. To recapture it
the buat had to draw back within
TEIZS,

Johnny Bull loosaned ancther turf.
He held it u;i.

“"Coming back for your hati?” he
shouted.

“You rotten Greyiriars cad[” yelled
Ponsonby. “I've got to have my hat!
If you chuck that at.me——"

“Come back and sea!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Ponsonby glared at the laughing
Removites across the  intervening
water. Gadshy and Monson looked =t
him inguiringly. Buot he did not give
them any sign to pull in.

He wanted his hat; but he did not
want another turf on his head. And
that, clearly, was what he was goin
to get if the Higheliffe boat pulle
within TETIE,

There was & pause—and, mean-
while, the hat soaked and sank lower
in the water, It was drifting slowly
on the sluggish current, but it was
evidently not going to float long
cnough for Ponsonby to recapture it
lower down the river.

“¥ou rotters I’ panted Ponsonby.

“We didn't start this game!”
cirackled  Frank Nugent. “You
shouldri’t start things, if you don't want
them to go on, ol an I

“Will yon let me have my hat?®
yelled Ponsonby,

“¥es—and something  with
answered Johnny Bull,

“Ha, hs, hal” _

The hat dipped under and disap-
Deate
“¥ou'll have to dive for it now,
Pon™ called out Harry Wharlon,
laughing, “Come on, you fellows!™

The Greyfriars juniors walked on up
ihe river.

Ponzonby, bareheaded, glaved after

i1

them, with a deadly glare, WNot for
1 he ﬂ'rst time, Pon had hunted {for

troubla, of which he did not Like the
Aavour when he found it.

The Higheliffe boat floated on down
the river—Ponsonby hatless, and with
}!m blackest of black zcowls on his
ace,

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Picnic at Popper’s Island !
i B ESSIE ™
“Keep that basket shut!™
“T'm only counting the

“Oh
tarts1” said Bessie Bunter, with o great

doal of digmity.
“Well,” said Alisa Clara Trevlyn,
“don't! The more often you count

them, the less thers will be to count.”

“If you think I was eating a tavt
hehind thia sunshade, Clar 2

T believe you'd eat the sunshade, if
there wasn't anything else to eat!”

T Uﬂ-t' o

Clara laughed, and Marjorie Iazel-
dene smiled.  Dolly Jobling gave a
littla chuckle.

Miss Flizsabeth Bunter looked indig-
nept—lhough a smear of jam on her
extensive mouth decracted, perhaps, a
little from the effoot,

‘The four girls of CHlT Ilouse Bchool
woere in 8 boat on the Bark. Marjorie
and Clara pulled an oar each; Dolly
pulled two; wihila Bezsie Bunter, sit-
ling in the stern, was supposed to be
tloaring.

On the seat beside Bessio was a large
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picnic-hasket. Over Bessie's head was &
sunshade, to keep off the glare of the
sun, for which the other girls did not
seem to care. But Bessie, as she would
have explained, had a complexion to
think of.

That sunshade not only screened
Bessie from the sun, verﬁ now_and
then it screened her from her fellow-
voyagers. At such moments, there was
g creaking sound 43 & wicker lid moved,
and then a munching. It was not onl
in looks that Bessie Bunter resembl
her fascinating brother, DBilly, of Grey-
friars. Their manners and customs were
also wonderfully alike,

On that %gﬂ-riﬂuﬂ afternoon, Marjoria
Huoeeldene & Co, had planned a pienic
up the river. They had walked over
from Pegg to Friarvdale, taken boat at
the village bridge, and here thay were—
three of them pulling up the Sark, and
the fourth pondering deeply on the con-
tents of the picnic-basket, and every now

&n;:i then aamgling the same.
‘There's Greyiriars!” said Bessic
suddenly.

he gave a nod towards the grey old
tower rising over the trees on the left
bank of the Sark. But Marjorie Hazel-
dene & Co. had seen Greyiriara Schosl
before, many a time and oft, and they
did not look round—which, perhaps, was
what Miss Ehlizabeth Bunter wanted.

‘Bessie gave them a blink through her
brg spectacles.

_ "I say, you girls, look round and sea
if vou can see any of our frienda. It'sa
half-holiday at Greyiriars, you know.”

“ Bow-wow 1" snid Miss Clara,

“If you think I was going to take
another tart while you were looking
round, Clars Trevlyn—>"

“ Another ! chuckled Clara,

*1 mean, I haven’t had any at all. I
don’t care much for tarts, really. I'm
not ]g_ready, like my brother Billy.”

“Did you have jam for breakfast,
Bessio 7

“No; marmalade.”

“Then you must have had jam at
supper last night. There's some stick-
ing round your mouth,”

“Oh ! gasped Bessie. She jerked out
a handkerchief, and dabbed. *‘I say, 1s
my face clean nowi"

Az near as you ever pet, old thing.”

“tla, ha, ha ¥ 5

“Cat ¥ said Bessie,

Tha boat gulleﬂ o, past the Grew-
iriars raft and boathouse, Three or four
Greyiriars fellows on the bank waved
or raised their hats to the passing
schoolgirls. None of the Famwous Five
werg to be zeen among them. Bessie
Bunter blinked zhoreward through her
big spectacles. :

“Can you girls see my hrother Dilly 3™
she asked,

“He's not there,” answered Marjorie,

“I want to speak to him,” szid Bescie,
frowning. “He owes me five shillings,
Look here! Eupgnsg we stop, while I
co and ses him about it. I .sRan’t. keep
vou waiting more than half an hour.”

“¥ou won't keep ws waiting & minnte,
old dear!” answered Clara, pulling
steadily on. "I wish Bob Cherry was in
sight—we'd aslk him in. We've got a lot
of weight to pull.”

“¥es,  your feet,
Bezzie, with o nod,

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Ha, ha, ha " trilled Marvjorie.

Dolly Jobling chortled. Clara had
not been, by any means, a!}uﬂm% to her
own icet, but to Bessie's circumierence,

“1 skouldn’t worry,” suid Bessie con-
solingly. “You can't help it, dearl
Besides, what does it matter?  Small
foct set off a girl's good looks, if she's
got any, But if she hasn't, people don't

you mean,” said

notice her big feet along with the vest,
see ! Den't you worry.”

Migs Clarva’s faco was worih a guincs
a box at thaot moment Bessie Bunter
had a very narrow escape from a splash.
. “Now, if you had a figure like miue,
1t wounld be different,”™ went on DBeszsie,

Clara's faece cleared. That remark
seemed to restore her good humour,

“ But ;iﬂu haven't, you know,” added
Bessie, shaking her head.

* Haprdly 1" frinned Clara. " If I had,
I should he glad of feet as big as Boh's
to carry it about on.”

“Plamm girls are always jealons of
pretty ones,™ said Bessie calmly.

“OUh, my only hat and parasol!™
gasped Aliss Clara,

HNo;. not always,” added DBessie
generonsly. “Marjorie isn't! You're
not jealous of my good looks at all, are
you, Marjorie ¥

“Not a bit,” assured Maviovie.

“That's right,” said Bessie. *We
can't all -be pretty, and graceiul, and
lissom, and all that. There's not a lot
i it, either—]1 forget it entirely some-

times. 1 :ay, there's your brother
Marjorie.”
Marjoric looked mound quickly.

Hazeldene of the Greyfriars Remove
was walking, or, rather, slouching, along
the bank. He had his hands driven
desp inta his pockets, and had a srody
look on his face.

' Bhall we call him %" asked Marjorie.
“He might like to ;uin us in the picnie
at Popper's Island.’

“Looka cheerful company, doesn’t
he " said Clara.

Marjorie coloured,

“If your'd rather not—"" she said.

 Fathead !” answered Clara, who had
picked up many boyish expressions from
hor friends. “I'll give him a wyell
Hazel! Here, Hazel 1"

“1 say, whabk about the fuck, I.hnn;:};h e
asked Bessie Bunter, in alarm. “We've
hardly enough for four—"

“Bhut up 1" said Clara. “Hazel I

Hazeldene glanced round, and raised
his hat to the schoolgirls.

Alarjorie T-'{Iaaeldelm & Co.
closer to the shore.

Peter Hazeldene halted.

“Coming on a pienic, ITazel?” askell
Clara, “ Popper’s Island—and cake amd
tarts and buns—all that Beszie hasn's
ccoffed on tha way.”

Hazel grinned.

“"No: I'm going down to Friavdale”
he said. “If you'ro looking for Whar-
ton's nioh, they passed me half an hour
ago, going up the river”

“Bure  you won't come?”
Marjorie.

H0an't ! said Hazel, and ke resmmed
his way.

Marjorie's eves followed him, with a
slightly elouded look. Bessie Bunter
blinked after him i,hr-::ng;h bor hfig ﬁ]pr:t:*

Dolly Joblh

nulled

pclodd

tacles, while Clara an obling
exchanged a lpok, not oxproszive of
admiration for Marjorie's brother.

“1 wonder if he's g‘ein% down to the
Clross Keys?” remarked Bessie Bunter
reflectively.

Mearjorie started,

“It's that way, wsn't it1? seid Bessie.
“"Wasn't there a row last term, Mar-
jorie, through your brother going there?

mean to say Yarooop! You're
splashing me, Clara, Fou chunsy chump |
Yooooaogh 1™

Bessie Bunter dropped the sabject of
Hazel, and dabbed with ithe handkee-
chief.

The Clif House girls pulled on, and

Pepper's Island, thieck with dark
ggamqery, rote from the river ahead.
Nothing was scen of Harry Wharton &

Co. on the bank—they had long since



paszed Popper's Island on thelr way up
tive river. The boat pulled in to the
landing place, and bumped into the
willows., The sudden bump caused a
sudden gurgle from behind the sun-
enade in the stern,

“Urrverggh Y

“ Bessie——"

“"Guerrrgh [

i ‘E‘urrﬁgh [

She dropped the sunzhade, and half a
jam tart. The other half, it seemed,
was going down the wrong way owing
to that sudden bump.

gurgled  Dessie,

“Qoooogh I gurgled Bessic. *You
did that on purpose! Woooogh I
“Ha, ha, hat”

o)
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chatier over the teacups. From the
fourth mentber of the party came a
gound of steady munching. DPessie was
too Lusy for converzation. The family
resemittlance among the Bunters waos
really remavkable.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Bike!

0B CHERRY breathed hard
throngh his nose.
# [—I—I'll slaughter him 1™ he
gasped.
Had Billy Bunter been within reach

As the boat neared the bank, Ponsonby clapped a pea-shooter to his mouth., Nex

““Oh I gasped Johnny Bull, gefting one in the eye.

" I"HI'& chook-chook-chook-choking |
Wurrgeh

“TI'l pat you on the back, old deaz !"
said Clarn; and she did, with vigour.

“Urrggh!l Stoppit " shrieked Bessie,
“Btop smacking me, you kik-kik-cat!
Ooch

“ Hu, ba, hal”

Mazjorie jumped lightly azhore, and
tied the printer. Clara and Dolly fol-
lowed her, with the lunch-basket and the
camp outfit. Dessie sat in the boat and

urgled till all was clear, and then
cllowed on.

Small as Popper’s Island was, it was
thickly wooded. A poth ran through
tangled bushes and thick trees. to tha
plude in the centre of the island, shaded
by & mighty oak, Under the wide-
spresding branches of that cak, Clara
st up & spirit stove from the camp
outfit. Dolly Jobling filled a tin Lettle.
Alurjorie unpacked the pienic-basket.
Bessie Bunter sat on a log aud watched
them.

Dessie did not stir 1] all was ready.
Thon she became the busiest of the
poarty.

Three girlish volees mingled in chicery

at that moment he would have been in
dire danger of slanghtering,

But Billy Bunter was far away—on
Bob's bike.

Detenbion, though seemingly endless,
had come to an end at last. And the
moment DBob Cherry was free he
grabbed a straw hat, jammed it on his
unruly mop of hair, and shot away to

the bike shed.

He was more than an hour behind his
friends; but, going all out on the bike,
he had no doubt of overtaking tlhem
before they left the river. It was true,
as Buonter had remarked, that cvelists
were not supposed fo ride on the tow-
path. But it wae equally true that
eyelists sometimes relaxed that by-law
in their owp favour, After the sinffy
Form-voomn, it was a sheer delight to
Bob to look forward to a tearing apin
on iz bike in the sun and the wind.

But the local by-Jaws, as it happenead,
were safe from Bob thet day, for his
bike was missing from ils stand. '

Somebody, evidently, had horrowed it.

Ho did not need to ask who. And, in
his botling wrath, be would have been
almost rladder to see Billy Bunter than

A .f--.. = .-_ 5 Y e

{ moment there was a whizzing of peas.
* Ha, ha, ha | ** roared the Higheliflians.

5
to see the bike. He wanied to boot
Bunter all round the Lbikeshed and

back again.

A good many fellows bhad hikes at
the echool, and on that gorgeous half-
holiday & good many bad them out.
Fellows who hadn't them had in many
casea borrowed them from fellows who
had. Harry Wharton & Co., not want-
ing their machinea that afterncon, had
lent them, like good-netured fellows—
which was rather unforiunate for Bob,
as 1t left mnone availahle for him.
Indeed, there were enly two machines
left in the bicycle-house at all—the big
jigger belonging to Wingate of the
Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, and a
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hefty machine that was the property of
Coker of the Fifth.

Borrowing a BSixth Form man's
machine was hardly to be thoupght of.
But Coker of the Fifth did not scem
to want his jigger, as it was still there.
It was a big wachine, but Bob was a
rather Jarge size in juniors, and he
could have ridden 1t wvery well. Bab,
however, was a little more ccremonious
in such malters than William George
Bunter; he could not take a bike
without permission from the owner. He
remembered that he had scen Coker in
the gquad as be cut ewsy from the
House.

He ent back to see Coker.

Horace Coker was talking to Tolfer
and Greene. Mo looked in rather a

ood temper. Coker of the Fifth was,
i faet, pleased with himself these days.

He had recently performed a remark-
able fistical exploit—nothing lesz than
knocking out the captain of the sehool
with the gloves an. This bucked Coker.
Being happily unaware that Wingate,
for certain rveasons, had let him do it,
it made Coker fcel happy and glorious.
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It was rather 3 constant topie with
Coker now; he never tired of it, though
his nals did.

“¥ou saw it,"” Coker was saying, as
Bob Cherry burried up. “Five rounds,
and every one of them a bit tough—
what? [—*"

1 say, Coker, will you lend me your
bike 1" said Bob breathlessly.

Horace Coker looked round at the
Hemovite,

Coker was o good-natured fellow. In
iis study in the Fifth, everything thas
was his was Potter's and Greene's alzo.

Had a Fifth Form man asked him,
Lcoker would have nodded & careless
assent i once. But such a request from
a Lower Fourth junior was a very
Jifferent matier. Coker looked ab Bo
a3 if he could have hitten hLim.

“Did you say will I lend you my
bike, you cheeky little sweep?” asked

er.

“¥es. A fathead’s taken mine, and
I'm in a hurry |*

“Tf a fag asks to be kicked,™ said
Coler, “I'in pot the fellow to say
L] N'ﬂ ] l!.ll L]

“Oh, vou silly ass ! hooled Bab., In
his haste, Lo had forgoftten for a
moment  how  exceedingly  “ Fifth-
Formy ' Coker was. 1 didn't ask
ou for Fifth Form swank, you dummy,
hut for a bike I

Coker made a grab at him.

A junior who asked a Fifth Form
senior to lend him & bike was, in Coker's
omnion, & Junior fo be made an
example of,

Hob dodged.

“ Hands off, you potty rhinoceros I Le
roared.

He turned and ran—not on account
of Coker, but because, in his bikeless
state, ha had no time to loze.

Coker, of course, misunderstood.

THE MAGNET

Coker of the Fifth had a rave gift for
misunderstanding. Yo the bolief that
Bob was fleeing from his wrath, be
charged after him,

Potter and Greene exchanged a wink,
and walked away in the other direction,
Tho wecident was happily timed, so far
as they were concerned. Thay had had,
though Coker was unaware of it, a
sufficiency of old Horace's conversation,
They proceeded, without delay, to lose
themselves,

“Gtop1¥  roared Coker, charging
breathlessly after the Removite,

Bob snué’ded on. JIie heard heavy,
tramping feet behind him. At the gate
Coker put on & spurt and drew near.
He let out his foot.

A szecond more, and & hefty kick
would have landed. In that second Bob
Cherry dodged, and Coker's boot, meet-
ing with no resistance, swept on. Leflt
with only une leg to stand on, Colier
stumbled, and sat down guite suddenly.

“0h 1" gasped Coker.

Ha felt considerably jarred. He zat
and spluttered.

* (ogooooogh I

Bob was in a hurry, but he delayed
a moment to bang Coker's hat hard,
crushing it down over his cavs.

Coker roared.

Bang |

Bob gave it another helly thump to
drive it home. Then he sprinted, He
was gone by the time Horace Coker
clambered to his feet and extracted his
head from his damaged hat.

“ [ ]—1"1l—* gaspad Coker., .

He rushed out into the road, An
active figure was disappearing into the

dusty distance. It vanished into the
wood as Coker glared, i
Coker, with deep {eelings, turned

back-—to tell Potter and Greene of this
latest sample of Remove cheek, and
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sk them what they thought Greyfriave
was comiing to.  Mis feelings weve
deeper when he failed to find Potter zud
(ireena.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry was covering
the ground. At howsoever leisurely a
rate his friends strolled up the river,
he was more than an hour after them.
and on foot he had to go all out if he
waa to see them at all. TIn the ecirewn.
stances, he rizked taking a short cut
through Popper Court Woods, hoping
that he would net fall in with Siv
H:[tnn Popper or any of his keepers,

Fortunately, he did not, and he cape
aut of the woods on the towpath hy the
Sark uearly oppesite the island in e
Iivep,

He noticed, in passing, a boat tied up
at the island; I:-l?t thagpinnic]mra |;I1-;rl¢
wera guite hidden from sight by the
thiek trees and buzhes, and he had no
idea that the Clif House girls were on
the izland,

Leaving Popper's Island behind him,
ha went on up the river at a steady trot.
Clourtfield Bridge was in sight when o
boat appsared, coming lazily down with
the current. Two fellows in straw hats
had the cars; a third, hatless, sprawled
in the stern, scowling.

A voice hailed hii from the boat, and
Bob, not sorry to take a breather for
a minute before he resumed his tror,
rame to a halt, while the Higheliffe
fellows pulled in to the banlk,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Borrowing a Hat !

i HAT'S the other cad " mutiered
Poneonby.
Pon had noticed the yonning
figure on the bank before Bol
E‘her? spotted the boat.

CGadsby and Monzon glanced round at
the bank.

“That's Cherry ! aszented Gadzby,
“After the other rotters, I suppose! 1
gay, no more larks with that pea.
shaooter, Pon! Those cads are too jolly
quick at hitting back 17

“Pull in1" said Pon.

“ Look here, we don't want a vow with
that hefty brute!” muttered Monson
uneasily.

“I_Pn as I tell you' snapped Don-
sanhy.

He steod up and ealled to Bob Cherry.

It was more than an hour since Pon's
encounter with the Co., but his temper
did not seem to have improved since.

Ehe Iligheliffe knuts had tied up
wnder a tree for a time to enjoy a
packet of cigareltes—more or less—and
ossibly the cigarettes had not made

an_fecl any hetter. e was scowling
aa blackly as ever when the boat
vesymed its way down the river, snd
s eyes gleamed with malice at the
sight of Bob Cherry.

Of all the Famous Tive, Pon honoured
Bob with his deepest dislike, though
towards all the members of the famons
Co. his foclings were bitter cnough.

Bab, like his friends before L, was
willing to be eivil to Highcliffe men on
his way to Highetffa to tea with fallows
there. As Pon called him, he stopped
anel wailed for the boat to pull in.

It bumped into the rushes by the tow.
}:a‘th. In dealing with the Co., the
Tigheliflians had kept at a safe die
tance. But three to one, they venture.l
1 come to cloza quarters, though
txadshy and Menzon looked Tar firein
enthusiastic,

* Lookin' for your pals?™ azked Pon-
sonby, standing up m the boat, aml
bolding on to the bank with a boathaok,

“I'm gong after them,” answered
ek, "Boen them nasgt?



“¥es; more thon on hour ago, the
upper side of the bridge. They pinched
my hat |7

“Pinched your hatt” repeated Bob.
;;D::n'b be an ass ! Have you lost your

at ¥

“Well, they knocked it into the
river,” said Ponsonby. “You know
what rotten hooligans they are, 1 sup-
pose, being & pal of theirs?” :

*I've no doubt you asked for it " said
Bob cheerfully. ™ And you're asking for
soma more now, Ponzonby, if I had time
to hand it over 1

i %’lﬂ:s; I'm asking for your hat !”

Wi 1 ?:_!

“Bit sunny for a man to go hatless,”
explained Pon. *0f course, & chap
lavdly likes to be seen in a Greyiriars
hat! Might be taken for o Greyfriars
cad—what? But it’s o caze of any port
in a storm—see? 1 hope it's clean ™

Bob Cherry stared at him, his blue
eves phinting.

Ciad:by and Monson stared, too. Had
Pon  asked -::ivilli,' Bob would hardly
have thought of bhavding over his hat.
Buat Pon was not askipg civilly—he was
making his manner as offensive as he
posgibly could.

“If that's all you've got to say, Fon-
sonby, I'Hl trot on 1™ said DBob, restrain-

ing his anger. Aml he turned away
from the river's margin.
Az he did so DPonsonby suddenly

rexched out with the bosthook. The
straw halt was neatly jerked off Boh's
head, and it finttered into the boat.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Cadsby and
Monson together. They understood now
as the hat dropped at their feet, “ Ha,
ha, ha ™

Bolb Cherry jutnped as the hat left his
head and spun round towards the boat.
It was too close in for Gadsby and
Monson to pull, but Ponsonby was push-
ing off with the bosthook, grinning as
ho did so.

“Give me my hat !” roared Bob.

Pon pushed.

Bob, with ﬂaxmimij egea, plunged down
the bank, and grabhbed al the end of the
boatheok, too latel Ponsonby jerked
it hurriedly back out of reach—ao
hurriedly that ha stumbled, and the
boat rocked and Pon sat down in it

The bump on the floorboards as he sat
caused the boat to rock more violently,
and o wash of waler came over the
gunwalo.

“Look out [ gasped Gadsby.

“Mind what sou're at!”
Bonson, * We're going over I

“Uggeeh ! gasped Ponsonby, sittin
in washﬁjg water which snnkﬁcf' tlu'n:-ugﬁ
his elegant white flannel bags. * Ovoch 12

Dolby, on the edge of the bank, caleu-
lated the distance for a jump. But the
shove of the boathook had sent the boat
rocking out on the current, and there
wad no chance.

“You Higheliffe cad!” roared Bob,
“Will vou give me my hat

None of the threo heeded him. The
boat was rocking wildly, and ancther
wash of water came over,

'onsonby scrambled up, with a face of
fury. This trousers drippinge. He
stumbled again as the boat rocked, snd
sat down heavily in the stern seat.

“Do you want to capsize us, you fat-
head " howled DMaonszon.

“(h, zhut up ! snarled Ponsonby.

Gadsby and Monson got the oars out.
The boat floated on a level keel again,
a safe distance from the shore

Bols Cherry stood there, shaking an
iniariated fist,

“Ponsonby, wyou funky cad!” he
roaved. “Come back and I'll jolly well
mop up the three of you! Come back
with my hat, vou rotter 1™

¥¥ou'll find wmine farther up the

yelled
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river tf you look for it!¥ jeered FPon.
“¥You can dive for it if you hke.”

“Oh crumbal If a fellow could got
at you I panted Bob. *Arc you going
to !:-mcl: my hat, vou Higheliffe worm

“Exchange no robbery!™ grinned
Gadsby.

Pon sgueezed water out of his flannel
trousers, Gadsby and Monson pulled.
The boat faded away from the angry
Greyfriars fellow on the bank.

Bob Cherry breathed hard and decp
a3 he turned away.

There was no getting the hat back,
that was certain, and ho had no time to
go back to Greyiriars for another if he
were to rejoin hia chums at all that
nfternocn, Hetless, he trotied on up the
banl.

He trotted under Counrtheld Bridge.
siul kept steadily on, Four juniors, sit-
ting on Lthe bank a little distance shoyt
of Higheliffe, rose to their feet at sipht
of him and waved.

“Hallo, halle, halle!" gasped Idob
breathlessly, as he eame up. “ Have you
been waiting for me ?”

“Yes, asa!” eaid Hoarry Wharton.
“Why the dickens didn’t you come on
yvour ke, as we arranged /*

“That fat, frabjous, footling, frowsy
freal Bunter bagged it while T was in
detention [ g'mv:ﬁeﬂ Baob. “I've come
ull the way st o trot. I haven't lost o
minute,

““Not even to put on a hat¥” asked
Johnny Bull.

“That loafing, lolling, lackadaisical
blighter Ponsonby got my hat [* snorted
Bob. “Hocked it off with s boathook—
he saiﬂ you fellows had bagged his, so

—

Harry Wharton laughed.

“* Never mind—let's get on! We shall
be late at this rate. Courtenay's expeet-
mg us before this."

Bob grunted and tramped on with his
frienda.  But his go humour was
reztored by the time they reached High-
cliffe School, where they found Frank
Courtenay and RBupert de Courcy wait-
ing at the gates for them. And over a
study tea, in the cheecry company of
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, they
forgot Ponsonby and all his works—little
dreaming how the cad of Highcliffe was
occupied and what was to come of it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Quite Like Pon !

ONSONBY'S eves gleamed asz he

lanced towards Popper's Island

rom the Highclife boat., e

noted the hoat tied up under the

willows, an indication that socmebody

was on the island, though nobody was
to be seen or heard.

Fon was in an irritaled and evil
temper, and in 8 mood for any further
mischief that eame his way, He had not
had {he best of the exchanges with the
Famous Five. True, he had ba %t':d
Bob Cherry's straw hat in place of his
own, and it was en his head now as ho
At steering,

It the Liaze of the summer sun he was
glad to have it—and it was a score over
the Greyviriars fellows, But his hand-
some flannel bhags were damp and un-
comfortable, and he would have turned
back from that tl‘i}} down the river but
for one reason. The Higheliffe knuis
were going down to the Three Fishers,
where they were going to mmprove the
ghining hour by playing billiards, and
Pon duwd not want to miss that,

“Ts that o Greyfriars boat, you men 3"
murmurcd Ponsonby, with a gesture
towards the willows on the island shore.

Gadsby shook his head.

“I don't think so! Looks like one of

y
the fubs vou hire at Friardale. Leave
1t alone, Pon!”

= Mig‘lr'nt. be Greyfriars ¢ads there, all
the same.”

“INot Wharton’s gang, anvhow,’
Manson. “Give e & miss |

“Heold on!” smid Pon.

Less keen on trouble than their leader,
CGadsby and Monson lheld on rather
reluctantly. They glided.beside the tied-
up boat,

It was easy for Ponsonby to ascertain
that it was not & Greyfriars boat, but
that was no proof that it was not a
Graviviars party on the island. If it
were, Pon was going to leave that party
siranded.

He listened, From the glade in the
coentre of the litile island voices came to
hizs ears, thu:mgh he could zee no ono
through the tluck preencry,

. He started a little and listened more
inkenlly,
“1 say,
lemnonade ¥
“Oh, my hat |
lot, Bessie?™

JIS-'Ejd

vou girlsl  Any more

Have you scoffed the

“MNo, 1 haven't, Claral I've had
hardly any! 1 think _you might have
brought soma more! You know I like
lemonado ! Any more farts#*

* Seoffed nll the tarts, tco®™

[ 3] Gﬂ-t !J'I

“There's some more cake, DBessie!™
came Marjorie Hazeldene's voice.

“(d Popper will kick up & row if
‘on burst on his island, Bessie I camne

olly Jobling’s voice.

“P'va catem hardly anything. T'll
Emlre the cake if you girls don't want
i ¥

“Will it make any difference if wa
do " asked Clara sarveastically.

“C'Bl;-!”

*“Oh, guzzle snd dry up!”

Pensonby grinned as he listened. It
was a parky of Chff House girla
avidently, picnicking on  Popper's
Island—the schoolgirl friends of Harry
Wharton & Co,

Pon was a fairly thorough cad, but he
had no idea of playing a dastardly and
illnatured trick on a party of scheol-

irls. He caught hold of the rudder
inea,

But second thoughts—not always the
best~-supervened.

He paused,
~ Gadsby and Monson looked at him
impatiently, They had heard the voices
and saw no reason for lingering,

Ta their surprise, Pon drew s pen-
knife from his pocket and cut. the
paanter of the Clift House boat.

“Pon—" bagan Gadsby, startled.

Ponsonhy made him.a fierce sign to be
gilent.

“Bhut up, you fool!” he whispered,
“They'll hear 1"

“¥ou're not goin' to strand them—a
party of girls!” Gadsby lowered his
voice fo B whls{n‘:r—ﬁn angry whisper.
“Don't be a cad, Pon!”

“Dash it all, Pon, old man ! muttered
Monson, " You can't do 1! Den't bo
such a rotter |™

“Will you shut up ” hissed Pon.

Having released the painter, he ticd
it on to the storn of the Higheliflo boat,

Gredshy and Monson watched hiim with

rowing dizapprobation. They had a
ﬁmit, though a wide one, 1f Pon had
none. i

But ther said nothing more, watch-
g i augry silenece,

Ponzonby removed Dob Cherry’s hat
from his head., ‘Lo the mwazement of
his friends, he dropped it into the mud
among the willows,

“Get oon M e whispered,

i But_"-"

“Quict, you fool, and get on ! hissed
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Ponsonby.
up 1"

"What game?'’ muttered Gadshy.

"Wait | I'll ‘tell - you; but don't let
them hear you gubbling, you fool! Get
on, I tell you I

The Highelife boat went down the
curvent,  Popper's Island dropped
astern, There was a bitter and mali-
ciouy grin on Ponsonby's face.

At = little distance fxom the island,
Gadsby and Mooson rested on their
Qars,

“Now tell us what vou're at!” zaid
Gadsby prufily. *If you're thinking of
stranding those girls, jou can cut it
out—I can jolly well tell you that I'm
uot standing for such a rotten trick |

“We can take them off later ™ said
Ponsonby coolly, *They may have a
hit of a fright, when the nd their
Lboat gone; tﬁat- can't ba helped. Can't
you see the game, vou dunderhead

“Well, what's the sen:e—" bepan
Monson.

“When they want to get off that
island, they'll find their boat gone"
sald Ponsonby. "But that’s not all
they'll find. They'll find Bob Cherry’s
hat in the willows. His name's in it.”

“Well i grunted Gadsby, -

“* Think thﬂg'!l ess that a Higheliffe
man had a Greyfriars man’s hat with
him #" speered Ponsonby.

“How conld they? But wha iy

“They'll think that the fellow who

“1f they hear us, the game'’s

ha their boat lost his hat there™
said Ponsouby ecolly. “What elee
could they think 1"

Gadsby and Monsen stared at him,

“ Might easily have fallen off while he
was bagging the boat,” said Pon, “shd
he'd be in a hurry, afraid of getling
*.;ifyut.ted. saod mightn't stop for it
What "

I au]npﬂsa they couldn’t think any-
thing else " esid Gadshy, “Do yom
want to make them think that their
Greyfriara pal has pleyed & rotten
trick on them 1"

Ponsonby nodded.

"Exzactly | he answered.

“Is that what you call & japei™
asked Gadshy contemptuously.

“T'mi puttin’ & spoke 1n their wheel [
said Pm:sunh]y. “Those Greyiriars cada
beat us all along tha line. It's no good
makin’ out that we can beat themi with
our fists, we can’'t] But there’s more
ways than one of killin’ & cat | I've zeen
that fool Cherry with Marjorie Hazel-
dene, He would go through fire and
water at & nod from her, If she cub
him, it wounld make him feel worse than
a dozen lickings rolled into one |

LR WEIE T (5] : 2

“Well,”  grinned Pon, “if that
lumbering fool had a choige, he'd rather
I blacked both his eyes than that Mar-
jorie Hazeldene gave him the maxrble
eye, He's not going to have a choice,
see }

Monson grunted, Gadshy flushed,

“ B0 ithat’s the game, 13 61" mutterec
Gadsby.

“That's it 1" said Pon, “If that leads
to tronble between CLff House and
Greyfiriars, it's about the havdest kmock

wa conld give those cads!|”

Gadsby breathed hard.

"I dara say 1" he said, " It's the sort
of thing you would think of, Pon, I'm
nok st:a.ndmg for it 1

“Wor 11" zaid Monson slowly., “It's

too thick, Pon! I don't care so far as
the Greyfriara cads are concerned, buf
I'm not goin’ to have & hand in raggin’
girls | There's a limit 1"

“You can pleass yourcelves—but Fou
won't barge inl1” said Ponzonby, with a
efJitter in his ayes. ' Steer clear, if you
iJile Tha girls won't comae to any harm
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—they'll get a fright, but we shall take
them off later, in time to get back to
their school. As soon as they've got
1t into their heads that i1t was Bob
Chevey who stranded them, that's all I
want.™

“T'ie havin' no hand in it "

“Hame here ¥

“Nobody wants you to!” sneered
Pon., "“You'll stand clear and hold your
tongues, though "

., Look here, Pon, better chuck it
===

“Don’t be a fool, Gaddy !”

“Well," said Gadsby, with a deep
breath, “if I'm a fool, I'd rather be &
fool than a rotten bleckguard raggin’
schoolgirls, If you're shickin® to this
%nme, Cecil Ponsonby, I'm goin’ straight

ack te Higheliffa, hera and now, and
Monson's comin’ with me, and you can
have your rotten trickery all to your-
self.’* _

Ponsonby shrug ‘his shounlders,

“Pleaze yourselves|” he sneered.
“I'l take the boat as far as the Three
Fishers;, and come back in it. They
won'k see me from the island, if 1T go
-ound the other side. Buits me all right,
vou chicken-hearted fool 1*
 "Look here,” said Monzon, *““vou'd
better—"

“0Oh, shut up !

Ponsonby pulled the towed boat
nlongside, and stepped into it.

(radsby and Monson, in engry silence,
turned their craft, and pulled away u
the river agsin. They were too mucﬁ-
under Pon's influsnce to intervens and
put & stop to his razeally trickery; but
they wera fed up with it, and him.
They pulled awey in silence with angry
faces, .

The dandy of Higheliffe, sitting in the
Cliff. Housa boat, steered to the bank
and held on to a branch watching them
g5 they went., For the dimgpmval of
Gadsby and Monson he cared nothing:
but he was going to make sure that they

aseed the island without ntﬂp]?ing there,
Not till the Higheliffa boat had passed
Pup&er’a Island sgain, and dizappeared
up the winding river, did Pon resume
his way down the Bark to the Three
Fishara.

At that delectable resort the dandy
of Hiﬁlhchl’_i‘e. tied up and landed,

In the billiards-room there he found
Mpre, Bill Lodgey, and had the pleasure—

or otherwise—of losing a couple of
g:?np&-nc-ms to that beery gentleman,
illiavds, followed by banker, quite

the thought of the stranded
schoolgirls from his mind, and he did
not remember them $ll he left the
Three Fishers, and untied to pull home
to Higheliffa.

drove

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stranded !
more cake i

ié NY
“No P
(! “ Any more choca?”

iL 3":11 nl:ll

* Any more anything ™

"N{Itﬂ' 3

“Then,” eaid Miss Elizabeth Bunter,
“we may as well be gattitgF back.”

Marjorie Hazeldene smiled. Bitting
o1l & iﬂg, under the big ocak, she was
reading a story aloud from a weekly
quer, descriptive of the rather remark-
bla sdventures of the celebrated Will
Hay g3z & schoolmaster, Clara and
Dolly were taking their ease in the
grass while she read in her clear,
pleasant voice. Bessie Bunter, having
scoffed everything scoffable, was rather
anxiouns !r:-rybe back at CLff House in
time for tea! :

“ Pack the thinga; Bessie 1" snid Clara.

#1 don't think,™ said Besse, with

dignity, “that everything ought to bhe
lett to me ™

“And carry them down {o the boat!"
zaid Dolly Jobling.

“1 despise lazgy girls ' sa1d Bessie.

“Waell, weit till we get to the end of
this, Bessie,” sdid Marjorie Hazeldene,
“Near the end now."”

“We don’t want to be late for tea,
Marjorie”

“0Oh crombs ' gaid Clara,
hungry 7

** Mot now-—but I shell be!"” explained
Bessie, “It's a long way down to Friar-
dale, and then we have to walk to Cliff
House, If we're lato for tea, the good
things will be gone. They're a greedy
lot in the Fourth.”

“Ha, ha, ha I

“Well, I'nr waiting for youy”

“Pack the thinga while you wait."

Girunt from Bessia |

She waited Impaticntly; but did no}
pack the things while she waited, Mar-
jorie closed the paper at last, snd three
%;:Ia" packéd the camping things, whils

ssie watched them through her big
gpectacles. Then they walked down the

*Ara you

shady path to the landing-place to
emhbark.

“0Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Clara, in
alarm. **Whera's the hoat 7!

“The boat!"” exelaimed Marjorie.

“It's gone 1"

“Gone! Oh!I™

Seream from Bessie,

“Oh dear! What shall we do? We
can't get off this island now!l Wa shall
te here all night! We shall die of cold

and hunger! Oh"

“¥You won't die of hunger, with nine-
tentha of that spread inside you!"
snapped Clara. *““Be quet! Where the
dickens is that boat, Marjorie?”

“(Goodness knows [

“You ought to have tied it safaly1”
vapped Bessie Bunter,

“I .did tie it safely I said Marjorie
fquietly.

“You couldn't have! It's gonet™
squeaked Besste. “0Oh dear! What
thall we do? I say, you girls, what
shall we do "

“I know what I'm going to do, if you
don't dry up,” said Clara Trevirn
ferociously, “I'm going to smack yon!"™

“Cat1”

“The boat hazn't drifted away,” said

Marjorie, in the same guiet tone. "It
was ticad} quite =afely. Besides, look
herel"

She pointed to the willow branch, fo
which the boat's painter had bean tied.
The knot of the cord was still on the
willow. It had been szavered by a clean
cut, evidently with a knife,

Miss Clars mmpresued her Lipa,

“It's been cut 1 she said.

“Yes. Bomebody—"

“Bome awiul cad!” =zsid Dolly Job-
hing. " Somebody's stolen the boat!™

ueak from Bessie.

“If that boat's stolen, it will have to
be paid for. Goodness knows how much
it will bal It was all your fault for
coming here. I didn't want to come so
far from Cliff House; you know
that—" ‘ )

“Dry up, Fatima !" said Clara. "I
don’t suppose the hboat’s been stolen.
More like a silly practical joke. Bomo
hooligan—>

Marjorie nodded. The boat was not
likely to have been stolen from the
island. A tramp might have * pimched ¥
a boat tied up to the bank, hut to get
at the island required a craft of somo
sort. It was much more likely that it
was a stupid, unfeeling practical joko
on the part of somebody who had passed
Pnpger s Island, and seen the boak ticd
up there.

“But that doesn't help us much,”
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“ Keop that basket shut, Bessle ! > called out Clara Trevlyn, as she pulled at the oars. “ I'm only countlng the taris 1 *
sald Hessie Bunter. *‘ Think I was eating one behind this sunshade ? "

** 1 believe you'd eat the sunshade, If there

wasn’t anything eise to eat ! ** replied Miss Treviyn.

went on Clara. "Weo've got to get off
somehow, Wa can't be late——"

“For tea ! wailed Bessie,

“IFor call-over,” said Clara. “By
gurn, I'd like to see the brute that set
it adrift | Wouldn’t I smack him ¥

Standing on the landing-place, the
CLif House Iﬁ,‘ir!s loocked meross to the
towpath on the bank, and up and down
the river.

There was no sign of the miszipg
hoat, or of any other craft.

The spot was, in fact, rather a solitary
one. Boats might coma along, but, on
the other hand, they might wnot.
Stranded on the island, the Chff House
girls were in an utterly hopeless position
unless some craft turned up to take
them off.

Miszing call-over at Cliff House was a
rether serious matter; but more serious
was the possibility of being stranded on
the island for the night. If they were
still thera at dusk, there was very little
chance of being taken off, unless tha
unknown practical joker relented and
brought their boat back.

Marjorie bit her lip.

“Who could have done this " she mut-
tered. " What a mean, miscrable trick !

“Oh dear!” wailed Bessie, “DMy
brother Billr was stranded on this
island once. He had to stay all night )
Oh dear 1”

“They can’'t mean to leava nz here,”
gnid Marjorie quietly. “Nobody could
ba so cruel and -'.:»':n-'.!r::u:‘1:!1{;+ y Whoever

Lok

they are, they will come with the
boat.”

“But who?" breathed Clara. *“Not
anybody from Greyfriars.”

“0h, nol” said Marjorie quickly.
“That's impossible. Btay here: we may
see somebody on the bank. Hazel said
that Horry Wharton and his riends had

ne up the river, you remember. If
they come back the samoe way—"

“If 1" eaid Dolly Jobling.

*Wo shall be hera all might 1 wailed
Bossie. “ We zhall be frozen with cold,
and famished with hunger, and mur-
dered by trampg=—*'

“(ive us a rest ! snapped Clara.

“ ak "

“0h, wouldn't I like fo scratch the
brute that did this!” said Clara.
“Wouldn't I hike—— Hallo! He's loft
his hat, whoever he was "

Looking about her, Clara spotted the
straw hat lying in the mud among the
willows,

The CLff House girls stared at it
ren-:-gmmng the Greyfriars colours on
the band ot once.

“That's & Greyfriacs tile I” said Dolly
Jabling.

“Then it was a Grevinars boy,” sad
Clara. “I shouldn't have thought it for
& moment. Even a fellow like Skinner
—no. But that's a Greyiriars straw, It
must have fallen off while he was cut-
ting the painter.”

“It's odd that he should
there,” said Marjorie.

“NMight have heard us, and got off in
a hurry,” said Clara. “I know I'd have
seratched him 1f I'd caught him at it
Anvhow, that's hiz hat.”

“¥es, it must be™ said Marjorie
slowly., “It shows that o Greviriars boy
has been here, and il must have been
he who—"

“T'll get it. Thoeyr have their nomes
written 1n their hats at Grevfriars,” said
Clara vengefully., “I'll pass his name
on to Bob, and ask him to punch the
brute., He will be glad to.”

Clara fished among the wet, muddy
willow roots for the hat. She retrioved
at at last, and the schoolgirls looked into
it for the name.

When they saw it, it had rather the
effcet of a thunderclap on them.

R. Cherry |

leave 1t

“Iob I’ snid Clara faintly,
“Dub-bul-Bobk I" gasped Dolly

Jobling. _ ‘
“0h, the brute!” wailed PBesaia
DBuntor. * Fancy Bob Cherry playing a

beastly triclk on ws like that 1™

Marjorie Hazeldene stared into the
hat as if in a dream. Her face became
quile pale.

“It's impossible ! she snid, at lazt
“Bob would never—"

*It's his hat [”

“I—1 know ] But—"

Clara’s eyes Hashed.

“Do you think somebody elso waa
wearing his hat1” she execlaimed.

“N-nol But—"

Marjorie did not know what to say.

A Groyiriars hat was proof that a
Greyfriars fellow had been there; or, at
least, looked like proof. It was scarcely

ible to believe that two fellows had
n there while they were picnicking,

one of whom had lost his hat, and the
other of whom bad set the boat adrift.
That was ulmﬂz;hcr too unhkely.

Besides, 1f Bob haed been thore, why
had he not made his presence known?
He might not have seen them, but if he
had been so near as to drop his hat in
the willows, he must have heard their
volges. He must have known they were
there, And why had he gone so
hurrtedly as to leave the hat? Why,
unless he had played that rotten tricl,
and was alarmed at the danger of being
spotted ?

It was cortain—yet impossible !

Boh was a rather exuberant fellow,
with a spot of taste for practical jokiug,
bt his jokes, though sometimes thought-
less, were always good-matured. Mo
would not have hurt a fly. It was
impossible. )

“If it was Bob,” said Marjorie, “it's
not like him, and, an:.'wa;,'P: he won't
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leave us here long. He—he may have
thought it & Iarl:,gbut he wuuldu;rt keep
ioup very low” .

b gha biruta I wailed Bessie,

"o quintﬁ. Bessie | .

“Shan’t {¥ howled Bessie. “I'll ask

my brother, Billy, to thrash bim, so
thero ¥ ]

“QOh, don't let him be made into a
hospital ease [ said Clara sarcastically.

1 can't believe it was Bob!" =aid
Marjorie, 1

“Don’t be a fathead!” said Clara.
“Think he lent & fellow his hat to leave
here to make it look as if he did 1,
when he didn’t ¥

Marjorie was silent.

“Well, if it was Bob, we've only got
to wait,” said Dolly Jobling., * Even.if
e 15 g fool, he isn't a bhrute. o will
crane back with the boat.™

Whatever the truth was, there waa
nathing to do but wait. ] _

The four CLff Houwse girls waited,
watching the bank and the river, But
as the afterncon pgrew later there wae
lezs and less likelithood of & boat comung
along, No one appearad on the tow-
ath., Ted-time at Cliff House was past;
Lut even Bessie Bunter ceased to think
of tea-time in the dreadful possibility of
not getting off the island at all.

Miss Clara found s momentary satis-
faction in spinning the straw hat ouk
into the water, and watching it soak and
sink.  Bha would have been glad to
~mack the head that had worn 1t, little
unessing whose head it was,

Marjorie compressed her lips 1n a
harder and harder line, If 1t was, in-
Jeed, Bob Cherry who had played that
insensate trick, he could not mean to
leave them thero, Ho could not! Bnf,
in that case, why did he not come? A
long, l-:m% hour possed, and there was
no sign of him.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Coker to the Beseue !
£ LE}DI{ here, Coker——"

“Don’t jaw, Potter!™
“We shall be late for tea at
Courtfield.”

“Whosze fault iz that " asked Coker.
“I was looking for you fellows more
than an hour before I found you. If
vou go and lose yourselves, you can't
Llame me, I supposa ¥

“We didn't know—" began Greene,
and paused.

“You didn't know what 7

“Oh, nothing,” said Greene hastily.

Potter and %reena could hardly ex-

lain to old Horace, that if they had

nawn that he had planned a spread at
the bunshep in Courtheld, they would
nat have got "lost” that afternoon.

When Coker stood o spread, his pals
stood Coker—manfully. At other times,
rhey often felt that they required o
rest from him.

It was like Cokeor, of conrvie, to tell hiz
pals that they wersa going for a pull
up to Courtfeld Bridge, without men-
tioning that the pull was to be followmd
by tea at the (Courtfield bunzhop.

(Coker did not even know that that
was A special attraction, [Iizs own
attracriveness  ought to  have leen
coonglL

Far from keen on watching (oker
catch erabs all the way from the (rey-
friars raft to Courtficld Bridge, Polter
and Gireena had  elunded the great
Horaco for a considerable time., When
he found them ab length, he walked
them down to the school hoathouse—
but would probably not have got them
#s far as & boat had he not mentioned
what was to follow the pull,
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S0 here they were=—three men in a
boat—Coker pulling. Coker was neo
slacker, to st idle while other men
ulled. Hiz frionds wished that bhe had
eeil.

For progress was slow-—fearfully slow.
Coker's style of rowing, masterly in his
own eyes, looked, to s spectator, like
digging up the river, Thera was s lot
of splashing, but not a lot of headway.
By the time Poppe:’s Island came in
sight, Potter and 'l!‘:rzeenu wore wondoer-
ing dismally whether they would ever
reach Courtficld at all, At the best, they
seered likely to reach the bunshop
by about the time Mr. Prout would be
calling their names in Hall.

But, it was futile to argue with Coker.
Cladly they wonld have relieved him
of the oara. Coker declined to be
relieved.

“*You see,” Coker condescended to
explain, in the intervals of catching
crabs, “you fellows can’t row I

“And you ecan?” asked Potter, with
SAVAgEe Sarcasm.

“Well, watch mel"” said Coker
calmly, “Keeping an eye on me, you
can pick up tips how to—— Blow!
Cateh that oar | Quick 17

Coker had duvg deep that time, and
ithe way of the boat pulled the oar from
his grasp. Leaving aone oar to float;
Coker missed the Hark with the other,
and whisked the blade of it into the
hoat, rather unfortunately catching
Potter on the side of the head.

“Wooocooh | reared Potter.

“1f you lose that ocar——" hooted
Coker. “Didn't you hear me say
catch it? Deaf, or silly®”

The oar ficated astern. With one oar,
Coker tooled the hoat round. Cireene,
luckily, was able to reach the floating
gar with a hoathook, end jerked 1t In.
He grabhed it

Coker grabbed at the same maoment.
He bumped imto Greene, who had a
NALTOW esm.‘:{m of being pitched over the
gunwale, g it was, his arm went in
up to the shoulder. Ho drew it out,
dripping, holding the oar.

“Clumsy 1" said Coker witheringly,

“"What {” hissed (reene.

""What did yon dip your arm in foi?”
asked Coker. “Lika getting wet?”

Greene did not reply to that. XNo
adequate reply could be mado vocally,
ﬁn]ty by braining Coker with the ocar
could Gr

1 eene  have cupressed  his
Feelings.
“izive mae that oar,” saud Coker.

"Laooks ke getting in to tea, at this
rate ! First you go and wander abous
and I can't find you; then you have to
waste time Dke this! 1 don’t want to
be unpleazant, bat I must say that o
palr of higger fools tham you chaps
wonld want & lot of inding.™

(aker polled on, the hoat gliding
betweent  Popper’s  Isdand  and  the
FPappar Conrt bank.

_Theve was a sudden eall from thoe
island. )

“ Baoat ahoy 1 shouted Mhe=s Clara.

“1 say * gnuealnl Bessie Buanter,

“Please take us off 1" called out
AMarjorie Hareldene,

The three wen of the Fifih stared
round., Potier and Greene raised their
hats to the CLE House girls, Coker,
with an car in either hand, could not do
s, i he dueked hiz bead and grinned
politely.

“Hallo " sa1d Coker. “Want to ha
taken off 7" ] o

“Yeos, pleasal™ =aid Marjorie.

Iﬂuker pushed 10 to the izland landing-
placa,

“How the dickens did von get there
withcut a boati®? he asked, qguite
mystified.

Marjorie smiled.

"We didn't ! Bomchady hias taken our

noat away—we Jon't know wlho=and
left uz stranded |”

“0Oh, my hat! What a rotien trick [*
exclaimed Coker indigranily. “If you
know who it was, tell me, apd I'H Jook
for him and amesh him into little
picees | _

“We jolly well know whe it was!™
squeaked Bessie, It was Bob Cherry.
: ::;lu IE:’nuw it was, Mavjorie, as well as

o

“Ths }ismng rotter 1" exclaimied
Coker. “Young (herry of the Res
movel I know came up the river

this afterncon-—-he had the cheek to
bang my hat in, By gum, 'l waillop
him for thia!”

“Beastly lttlo tick " said Pottern
“What o putrid trick to play 1"

“We'll ecrag him, Aliss Hazeldone i
sald Greeno.

“Please don't!” exclaimed Marjorie
haziily, “We don’t know who it was,
really—at least, we can’t bo sure”

" Rubbish 1" snapped Alirs Clara. “Jt
waszs Bob Cherry, Uoker!”

“I—I think, if it was Bob, ho wanld
have come back o
“Rot " =aid Clara, *“We'va heen
waiting more than an lhour since wo
missed our boat, We'ra afraid of boing
late in at Cliff House, If you’ll fake o

across to the towpath-——-

“0Oh dear!'” wailed Bessic Dunfer
“I can't walk those miles back o CLilk
House! ©Oh dear!”

“We're lucky to get off the island I
said Clara,

“AMy dear kids” said Colker—Caoker
was a chivalrous fellow whera girls
waore concerned—"Tou'ra not going tn
walk. We'll take you down to I'viar-
dale in our boat, if you like, It's &
short walk from there.”

“But you wera going up the river,”
said Marjorie.

“"We'll go down, instead1” sgaid the
chivalrous Horace.

Potter and Greene exchanged a glance,
They saw that spread at Clonvifield
bunshop fading away ke a mirage in
the desert, They were more than ready
for that spread, sand not quita so0 keen
as old Horare, perhaps, on rallying' to
the atd of beauty in disteess o that
extent.

However, they could not very well
abject, especially as Coker would have
taken mo heed of objections. 8o they

grinned their politest grinz, and helned
the Chff Ilonse girls inte the boat.

Gilad indeod were Marvjorie & Co. to
get off Popper's Island.  Detter and
Cireene had one aatisfAction, at least--
Coker relinguished 1the oars to them
and let them row, while ha mada him-
=elf agreeable to the far ladies.

Coker’s way of making himsolf azrae.
abla was very Cokerish, o ta speak,
He poined out how rotienly Polter atl
Gireene were rowing, ond then men-
tioned that he would have been playing
cricket ithat afiernoon of thes o, Wi
rate of the Hixith, had kwown a goold
cricketer when he zaw one,

MNoxt Coker entertained lis company
with an aeeount of as lalo explaie o rhe

i, when he had knocked the fieey.
riars captain onmf, with the wlaves an
Thnz the time passed pleasantlv——al,
loast, to Coker—while ilin hoat glided
swiltly down the piver. paszt tho Grey-
friars boat ponse, and on 1o the village,

But Marjorie & Co. were =0 pratoeful
and relicved at heing laken off the
island, that they could have sfond any
amount of Cokerishnesse,  When dbhes
landed at Friavdale, ihey  thanked
Coker very grateiully awnd gracionsle.

Cloker's rigged face was thoughitful
as the I'ifth Form boa! pulled back op
the Bark to Greyfriars,

“This won'y do, yon men I e rgid,

o O Tl What  won't ot aked



Fotter Potter
hungr;-,r.

* Greylriars fags ragging schoolgirls,”
said Coker. “I'm going to make an
example of that young cad Cherry! As
soon as we get in, I'll jolly weﬁ give
him the licking of his life

And Coker sat grimly reflecling on
the punishment he was going to
sdminister to Bob Cherry of the He-
move, while Potter and Greene tugged
weazily at the oars, wondering whether
thqiy were ever going to get anything to
£8 L.

wearily, WES

[ = e—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Boat for a Boater!

ke ALLO, halle, hallo1®
“That cad again!”
“That estcemed and dis-
gusting Pon 1?

The Famous Five were walking back
from Higheliffe, along the river, when
they sighted Ceeil Ponsonby. They had
passed Popper’s Island—never dreaming
of what had happened there that after-
noon—and were nearly as far as the
Thres Fishers, when they spotted the
dandy of Higheliffe,

It was, by that time, an hour szince
Coker had taken the stranded school-
girls off, and there had been nothing
about Popper’s Island to draw their
attention as they passed.

Pon, with his back te them as he
pulled, did not see them coming down
the towpath. But they saw Fon, and
gave him inimical looks,

“He's got my hat!” gaid Bob. ™At
least, he had it—he's not wearing it
now. If a fellow could get at him s

~ "He won’t come near encugh for a
jump ! seid Harry Wharton, “You

won t get anvwhere near ham, old bean.”

very
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“Pon will take carc of that1” grunted
Johnny Bull,

“The carefulness will be terrifie, my
esteemed Bob !

Lob Cherry did not reply. He was
watching the dandy of Higheliffa with a
caleulating coye,

FPon was in a different boat, and his
pals, Gadsby and Monson, were no longer
with him. The Greyfriars juniors
noticed thoso eircumstances, without
specielly  heeding  them.  What Bob
specially noticed was that Pon was only
about twelve feet from the bank—and
that, quite near at hand, a giant cak
that grew by tho towpath jutted a
branch out high over the river to a
distenea of more than fifteen fect. Pon,
when he had pulled on o little farther,
would be passing uwnder that extended

branch.

“Ceover, vou fellows!” said Pob
abruptly. “Don't lel the cad spat you,
if he looks round.”

* But what——" asked Nugent.

“(zet behind that oalc I™

“But what the thump—-~"

“That cad's bagged my hat,” said
Eob. “He's Ehliﬂ:ﬂg it away, I supposs
—you can see he's not got it with him.
I'm going to bag his boat in exchange,
and give him & wallc back to High-
cliffe.”

“ But how i 3

“Easy 1" said Bob. “Ieep in cover,
and don't let him spot you, that’s all "

He clamberad vp into the oal.

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton.

The juniors grinned. catching on to
Bol's idea at once, as the active junior
crawled out along the maassive branch
over the towpath.

“By gum!” breathed Johnny Bull
“Pon’s going to get & surprise "

Keeping 1n cover behind the big oak,

"

they peered round the thick trunk,
watching, with grinning faces,

Pon, hatless under the setting sun,
ﬁulled on. He did not look round, and

e would have seen nothing of the
Famous Iive had he done so.

High over the towpath Bob crept
along the thick braneh, out over t
water,

Thick and strong as it was, it drooped
under his weight as he approached the
extrematy.

Had Pon been facing 1t he must have
noticed 1t; but with his back to if, he,
of course, saw nothing.

The bost pulled on, the bows gliding
under the long branch. Boh, holding to
it with his hands, was ready to drop.

The drooping of the bronch, as he
humng, hmug,gm is feat down to within a
vard of the water. If ho missed the boat
when he dropped, he was booked for a
deep g'lunge— ut he was not going to
mizs the boat!

Fon glided under him.

Bump |

Tha ?-Iighcliﬁ'ra junier nitorad a vell of
surprise and alarm as something heavy
dropped into the boat from above, an
it rocked and shipped water,

He started up, stumbling.

The next moment he saw that it was
Bob Cherry, and he stared at him with
nhinost starting eyes.

Bob, landing 1n the boat, rolled over.
Ponzonby, with a face rather like a
demon, drew in en oar, to Lift it and
strike. But he had no time for that
Bob Cherry was up agein like an india-
rubber ball.

A moment, and his grasp was on Pon-
sonby. Another, and the dandy of
Highcliffe was down on his back on the
Eﬁmrbuar&a. the oars clattering in the

at.

{Continued on next page.)
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And now a FROG model aeroplane

ONE SHILLING

These wonderful new FROG Aeroplanes
bring Madel Flying within the reach of every
boy. They are built with the same care as the
famous FROG MK. 1V, and an entirely new
method of manufacture is used. The RAIDER
and AVENGER follow R.AF. practice and
are modelled on che lines of high-speed dive
bombers and single seater fighters.

Both models are almost unbreakable and have
a tubular fuselage, sprung undercarriage,
balsa wood wings, and are finished in the
R.AF. colours. They have an exceptionally
cood flying performance, and may be flown
both in and out of doors.

FLYING MODELAIRCRAFT COUPON E{a En::ﬂﬂm‘? ;:u:!::l (Dept M1
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Obiainable at all good loyshops Bliiae LAt e '."nurﬂ“Ftr:; Tt ed Lot Bt with
and stores, particulars of the ""Frog'" Flying Club and how to

obtain handsome enamelled “Frog' Pilot Badges.

All FROG model airceafe are covered by world patents granted
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e glared up at Bob in speechless
fury.

“Wow, where's my hat?” asked Baob
Lreathlessly.

“You-—you Crevfriars cad—you—
vou—" spluttered Ponsonby.

“What have-you done with my bat,
vy worm - .

“What did your friends do with mine,
you fool? You can look for it in the
river ! rnarled Ponsonby. Certsinly he
had no idea of telling Bob precisely
what he had done with that hat.

“Right ho!® said Bab  grimly.
“You've chucked awsy my hat! I'm
goimg Lo hng ihis hoat. A beoat for a
hoater—see ¥

“Wha-at #” gasped Pon. .

“You con walk back to Higlhﬂhﬁe';
We'll be jolly glad to rest our legs for
the rest of the way back o Greyiriars!®
grinned Bob. “Like the idea?”

“You cheeky fooll” spluttered

Ponsonby. ; 1

“¥Yon can stop me, if vou like, you
know ¥ grinn Bobh., “If vou like,
we'll sgrap for the boat, and the winner
takes the prize—what " :

Fonsenby sat up, and Bob picked up
thie cars and pushed the boat i to ihe
hank. i

The Co. came out from hehind the
oak, grinning.

The dandy of Higheliffe gave them a
savage scowl. He stumbled to his feet,
kreathing farw.

“ Berepping” for the hoat was not an
idea that aEpunJed io Pon. Bob Cherry
was altogether too hard a hitter for that.
But the cad of Iigheliffe was almost
tempted to hurl himself at Bob and take
tho chance.

“Getting out ¥? asked Bob cheerfully.

Ponsonby gpave him a glare of hate,

“Do you think vou can steal this
Lisat ¥ he hissed,

“ Do you think you can steal my hat
asked Bob.

“You fool—*

“We'll tio the boat up at the Grey-
friars raft, Ponzonby!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “You can comae
and fateh it when vou like.”

“You silly fool, I've got to get back
to Highclific ! yelled Ponsonby.

"What's the matter with walking "
azked Johnny Bull.

*“ You fool, ii’s miles from here—"

“Da you gaood!™ 511ﬁgestml Johnny,

“Getting out, Pon?” Bob asked again,

“Nol? velled Ponsonby.,

" Iildalp_you, then'!™

Ponsghhy ot require much help.

* The fxsfigmpdetr of Dob Cherry's boot
“ata.rtﬁf serembling  through tha
‘Piished in h;hmam Fe was on the fow-
path in ﬁml-: time, ]

“All shoard for Greyfriavs!™ sanp out
Bob cheerily,

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Famous Five packed info the
haat.

Pon, from ihe tfowpath, glared at
them. erimson with rage. .

“T'll complain to your headmaster, if
vl winch my boat,” he velled.

“Go it!™ gaid Bob. “I'll complain o
vours about pinching my hat ™

*“Ia, ha. hal” .

“&till time to scrap for the jolly ¢ld
Linat ! chuckled Bob, "“Last time of
asking, Ponl! Thesea men will stand
round and sea fair play !

“The fair-playfulness will be terrific ™

Pon, glaring with rage, thought of it
for o moment, But it was only for a
moment. ‘Then, gritting his tecth, he
turned and tramped up the towpath,

Harvy Wharton & Co., I_aug‘hmg,

nlled "““’“‘1?. down the Sark in Pon's

gai—the Cliff House boat, if they had
unly known it. They had done sgélﬁmy
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of walking that afterncon, and were
glad to sit down for the remainder of
the journey home. Pon was not feeling
50 cheery a3 ha tramped the weary miles
home o, Highcliffe.

— ———n

THE TENRTH CHAPTER,
Who DId It?

1 SAY, you fellowe 1®
“{h, hera yvou arel” said Bob
Cherry grimly. “I'm going to
boot E,'cru—”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

Billy Buntér backed away warily.

" Your bike's all rigiht, old chap !” ho
said. *“If you faney I borrowed it this
afterncon, you're quite mistaken, Be-
eides, I came to the Form-room to ash
rou, and jolly well got fifty lines for it
L never had it, you know—if you missed
it, I fancy Smithy had it—1 saw him
sneaking round the bikeshed—

" You saw what 7" asked the Bounder's
vowea aver Billy Bunter's fat shoulder.

“Oh! I dido't ses youw, Bmithy!”
gasped the fat Owl, *“I—I—I meant to
say, I sow Peter Todd sndaking round
ihe bikeshed, Bob, old chap! If you
find that you've got a puncture, you can
put it dewn to Toddy 1
E‘L’fuu‘m punﬂtnrmi? my iyre?” hooted

Q.

“Not me—Toddy, old chapl! I never
had it! And you jolly well know that I
had to get out, as Beesio might have
come over. You necdn't make o fuss
about a fellow borrowing your bike, if I
don't make a fuss about you playing
rotterr, low-down fricks on my sister
Bessia ! said Bunter seversly,

“Wha-a-at 7" ejoculated Bob Cherry,

Billy Bunter met the Famous Five as
they came in. It was nearly time for
call-over, and fellows wera heading for
Hall. But Bob had a minute or two to
spare, to boot the borrower of bikes.

But as the fat Owl made that startling
statement he gazed at him in wonder
instead.

“Thirty trick!™ said Bunter. “You
wouldn't have done it, if o fellow could
lick you, either. Still, Coker's going to,
that's one eomfort.”

“Mad?” azsked Bob blankly.

“¥ah ! retorted Bunter,

“The madiulness seems to he terrifie,”
vemarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What bee has that potty porpolise got
in_hia bonnet now ! said Jnhﬁy Egﬁ.
““Wa're been aver to Iligheliffe, you fat
frump, and we haven't seen your sister
Hessll’? this term at all, since the first

“What do you mean, Bunter, if
vou've got sense enocugh to mean any-
thing 7 asked Dob Cherry quietly. “If
you're trying to make out that I've ever

laved low-down tricks on e girl, T'll
Enr:nr. von all over Grayfriars 1™

Billy Bunter favoured him with a con-
temptuous soiff.

“1 suppose You Never EEEIIEEfEf] to he
found out,” he said. “I don’t know how
they found you out, but they jelly well
did, as they told Colert”

“Who found out what?”
Bobh. _

“They did, what you did 1 retoried
Bunter.  “Everybody knows now--
Colier's been asking for you all over the
school, since he came in an hour ago.
He says he's going to give you a jolly
good hidmg, and I hope he will1”

“That ass ! said Bob., “T hanged his
hat thiz afterncont TI'll bhang it agein,
if ho's keen on it. But what do you
mean by * they "

“You don't know !™ snecred Bunter.

“Pretty thick, I ecall if, if Coker’s
got it right!” Skinner of the Remove

shricked

ut in. “I thought sou fellows were

riendly with the Cliff House girls,*

“The Chff House girlal” repeated
Harry Wharton blankly. * 8o we arel
What do you mean, Skinner "

“ Looks like it,” grinned Sncop.

“Dirty trick 1” said Stott,

“0Oh, chuck it!” exelaimed Vernon-
Smith. “Coker's got it all wrong—you
know what a fool be is! I.don't believe
s word of it [”

“Bame here | said Squiff.

IHarry Wharton & Co. looked at ono
another and looked at the Hemovites
gathering round them.

They could ses now that a good many
of the Form were intevested in them, for
SOINE TEASON,

Some of them were looking con-
temptogus, others curious. Obviously,
there was something up; the Famous
Five, or onc member of the Co., at les=t,
were connected, in the minds of tho
juniors, with some happening of which
they had not yet h&arg.

“Dao you know what all this is abount,
Smithy 1" asked the captain of the
Remove TUEHII

“It's all over the shop,” answered the
Bounder. “Coker's been gassing it out
et the top of his voice ever since hp
came in. He found them ‘on the islénd
and—"

“Ha found whom?”

“The Cliff House girls—D>Marjorie and
Clara, and Dolly Jobling, and Bunter's
slim sister——""

“I say, you fellows, what’s the good

of gammoning ™ hooted Bunter., I
jolly well wish I eould lick you, Bob
Cherry! Yon punch him for me,
Smithy [

“Ho I jolly well would, if I believad
& word of it said Bmithy, "but I
don’t! Bob's the last chap st Grey-
friava to do it.”

“Thanks for that, at Jeast,” said Bob
sarcastically, “but I'm still in the dark
about what I'm supposed to have done.”

“That won't wash!” sajd Skinng..
“Coker may be a fool, but he's not a
liar, and he says he had it from the
girla themzelves ®

“He had what " roared Johnny Ball,

“What Cherry Jdid!™ answered
Skinner,

“I've done nothing, that I know of,”
said Bob, his eyes beginning to look
like blue flame. “I want to know what
I'm supposed to have done. Any
fellow here who seys I've played low-
down tricks, especially on girls, had
hetter order a fresh cet of features—
he'll want them 1®
~ “Bo you did |I” yelped Bunter, dodg-
ing hchind the Bounder. *You kee
him off, Bmith¥! B¢ you did] ¥ahi"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

£ "-’eil. I won't punch Bunter,”™ said
Bob, "1 don't want to fmother the
school with lard. I want a fellow whe
can put up his hands to say the same™

e fixed his glinting eyes on Shkinner.

Harold S8kinner judiciously decided to
remain silent.

“Nobody's told uns yet what's hap-
pened,” said Harry Wharlon., “ Hasn't
a:ﬁn};b?d_-,r got sense enough to tell us
that " ; :

“ Dirty trick 1" yapped Buonter, from
behind the Bounder. “ Sneuking swab!
Yah "

* 8hut
wha ) . i

“For two pins I'd wipe up the floor
with you!” said Bunter. “Only a cad
would play such 8 low-down trick on a
party of girle—"

“¥You bhithering ase—s"

“ Samebody etranded the Cliff ITouse
girla on Popper's Island this after-
noon,” said the Bounder, “Their bort

up, vou fat ass! SBmithy,
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“You fellows can’t row !’ sald Coker calmly. ** Watch me, and pick up a few tips how to— Blow [" He broke off
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suddenly as one oar was pulled from his grasp, while the other missed the Sark and swept through the air, catebing Potter

on the side of the head.

was talen away, and doesn't seem to
have been seen since. Coker took them
off in & bout, and he came in asking for
Cherry——"

“And why me?” demanded Bob.

“Hea says yon did it.”

"By gum! Tet him say it ta me!”
said Bob, his eyes in a blaze. “Let the
potty idiot say it to me, that's all!”

“But it's jolly gqueer,” said Smithy.
“"Wo all know what an idiok Coker is,
but he says the CLfT House girls told
him s0.”

“That's impossible.”

“Well, I suppose so, but=-but it's
calher weird,” said the Bounder. “1t's
only vou, from whot I can meke out—
vour friends are not in it, so far as I've
heard. Ard I suppose they know what
vou've done this safterncon, as ihey've
been with youl™

“They haven't,” said Skinncr.
“Clierry was in detention for an hour
after they went out.”

“Oh! So hie was!" said the Bounder.

He whistled.

“T went after my friends, when I got
aut,” said Bob. "I had to wallk it, as
that fat fool, Bunter, had taken my
bike. I joined up with them near High-
cliffe. We've been together since then.”

“Did yvou go near Poapper’s Island--
while you were on your own't"

“¥es; I passed it, going.”

ﬂ{:}h :II

"What da von mean by that *eoh,’
Smithy 1 asked Bob, in a dangerously
quict tone. Y1 never saw anvihing of
the CLIff House girls on the island when
I passed it; and certainly should never
have drcamed of plaving any rotlen
trick on them, if 1 had, Jf you think
I did—"

“1 don't.” said Vernon-8mith, but
thero was o rather curiona expression
on lus face now, “Coker says you did,
and that he got 1t from the girls. That's
all T Lknpw.”

“Bo vou jolly well did!™ squeaked
Bunter. “And I'd djnii:.' well whop you
for it 1f—if I could

“Whoever did it ought to be thrashed
within an inch of his life |” said Harry
Wharton gquietly. “And he will be—if
I can g;p.n(imld of the eur. Coker must
be mad to think that they suppose that
Bob did it.”

“That's what ho saya™

“T'H see the fool about it,™ said Fob
Cherry. “Fifth Form man or not, I'll
jolly well show him that he can't talk
ahout me like that"”

Tha bhell was ringing now, and the
juniors went into Hall.

Bob Cherry went in with a flushed
and angry face; hia friends looked
worried amd periurbed. It was impos-
sible—or so they thought—that May-
jorio & Co. could have told Coker any-
thing of the kind. Yet how even s fat-
head like Coker of the Fifth could be
under such & misapprehension was &
puzzle. It was easy to read doubt in a
good moany faces ronnd them.

While Mr. Prout was calling roll,
Bob's eyes saught the ranks of the Fifth,
picking out Horace Coker. He found
that Coker's eves were serking him.

Coker was giving him s glare of
anpry contempt that cavsed the red 1o
deepen in Boli's cherka, Tl clenched
his hands.

Horaee Coker of the Filth was a hefiy
proposition to tackle, even for & strong
and  sturdy  fighting man  like Bob
Cherry, but when Bob went ent of Hall
with his friends, after call-over, lus
one desire was {o get within hit!,ing
distance of Horace Colier's rugge
featuees,

It wis time, Bob thought, that Coker
of tho Fifth had somnme sense knocked
into his head—and be was ready and
keew to do his very besk to knocle some
iu.

* Wooooooch ! * roared the unforiunate Pofter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Wakes Up !

ké ORER 1™
“Eht Oh! Yeos, Wingate "
“What's that cricket-stump
fort"
“T'm going to whop that young cad,
Cherey, of the Remova I”

“1 thought so!" said Wingate of the
Rixth grimly. “Well, you're not | Take
it back to your study "

Coker of the IFFifth stood where he was,
fus rugged brow darkening.

He had gone to his sindy for a
ericket-stump, the same to be used with
vigour on the junior he believed to be
guilty of the trick on the Clif House
girls  Wingate met himgon the land-
ing, as he came by th&” gamesatndy,
evidently having had an eye apen for
Uoker!

A dozen Fifth Form men in the
grmes-study looked out—and grinned.

Coker of the Iifth was alwava
peranaded, romehow, that he was a law
unto himeelf. Since that celebrated
oecasion when ha had knocked the
captain of the school out, with the
gloves on, Coker had been mors firmly
persuaded of tlus than ever.

Not that Horaee was the man to
“erow | [Ie cowld be kind and con-
siderate lo & fellow he had licked. Bul
he made it clear that he—Horace Jamis
Coker—was not & man to be trifled with.

Hizs look made it clear now. His
glare at  tho Greyirara  captain
expressed defiance, mingled with scorn.
But he kept his tomper,

“Now, don't vou butt in, Wingate I
e snid  “X dare say von've heard what
that voung scoundrel did—"

“Vve heard what vou've been bawl-
ing over the school,” said Wingate.

(Cantinved on poge 10.)
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“Tm not deal. You've made some
mistake. But, mistake or not, it's not
for o Fifth Fonn man to whop juniors.
That's a prefcct’s business. Sect ;

wve " said Coker firmly. "L dou't
e 17 o

“Then take my word for it1” sug-
gested Wingate. “Take that ericket-
stump back to your study, Coker, and
doun't play the goat!”

“Rot " said Coker. ,

“Vou won't do as [ suggest?

“No, I won'tl” .

“Then I order you, as a prefect]
said Wingate. *Go back to your study
at once, and leave the cricket-stump
there.” .

Coker did mot shir,
grew grimmet; s
pronounced. .

Dotter touched him on the arm.

wPatter chuck it, old chap!” he
murmured. i

“ Don't be & fool, Potter!

“ Prefect, you know,” hinted Greene,

“Don't be an idiot, Greene!™

{Coker's friends gave 16 up. )

Wingate lifted hiz hand, and pointed
up the Fifth Form passage.

Coker remained rooted.

“now,” be said, "I don’t want any
more trowble with you, Wingate. We
had the gloves on, and I knocked you
out, fair and square. I'm not the man
to rub it in, but there it is. Beel™

“Ha, ha, hal” came from the Fifth
Vorm men, crowded in the doorway of
the pames-study.

Coker stared round at them. .

“What are vou men cackling at?"” he
demanded. :;Id didilick Wingate fair

nd square, dide't It
= "‘L‘I %{rﬂ’l- thionk 1" chuckled Blundell.

“ Don’t be a silly ass, Blundelll You
saw me!"” said Coker, “Get out of the
wav, Wisgate, will you? I'm going to
look for young Cherry.”

“Yeu're going back to your study,
and vouw're going fo stay there till
prep ! said Wingate, “I order you, as
a prefect! Do you want me to cane
X e Taughad

Coker langhod. ]

“You mn%d mo once,” he said, “I
lot vou, because the Head backed you
up. 1 made you put on the gloves after-
wards, and knocked you out. If you're
azking for another thrashing, I won't
guv o

“Fla, ha, ha!"* came from the fellows
in the games-study. 1

Wingate gazed at Coker of the Fifth
thougl:tfully. ‘

“ Now, look here. Coker” he said
quictly, “vou can't help being a fool,
Lut you've gob vour good peints. You
helped me out of the water the other
day, when T went in to fish Bessie
Bunter out. As you can't swim, you ran
a lot of risk, and I can't forget that——"

“Ton't be s silly idiof, If you can
help it!"" suggested Coker. “T'm the
beat swimmer at Greyiriars, I fancy ™

“0Oh! Well, never mind that—but
don't let's have any trouble, if we can
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Lielp it 1" said Wingate guite amicably.
“MNow, be a good chap, Coker, and
remember that you're not a prefect, and
dan’t play the goat, son '

“I'm going to thrash Cherry!”

“If Cherry needs thrashing, you can
leave it to me. MNow chuck it 1"

“Rats to vou ! said Coker.

Wingate's eves gleamed. It was
really difficult for o fellow to go easy
with Coker of the Fifth! "

“Now, look here, vou silly chump,
said Wingate, in measured topes. *
let you have your #illy way abont o sera
in the gym, because of what youn di
for me, see? I let vou pet by with it,
beeause I didn't want to punch you.
Now you know! 8o don't play the fool
any more ™

Coker laughed again.

“Bit top thin, old chap!” he said.
“Now, take vour own tip, allf.'l don’t
play the feoll That's my advice! Ii
vou come the prefeet, T shall make you
have the gloves on again! [ mean
that! Now get out of the way [

“I'm afraid,’”” said Wingate regret-
fully, “that I shall have to make it
clear to wvou, Coker! Just for the
moment, forget that I'm a prefect, and
treat me as & Greyfriars man. Go it

There was a buzz of excitement and
hilarity in the crowd of Fifth Form
mert. 1f Coker accepted that invitation,
it was going to be made guite clear to
him, that that celebrated serap in the
gym had been a comedy which only old
Horaee had taken seriously.

Coker accepted at once,

“Vou mean thati” he ashed.

“Oh, ves!" i

“Hold that -ecricket-stump,
Zpe me shift him "

Cloker rushed on, to shift Wingate.

How he came to be sitting down on
the landing, the next moment, Coker
did not know 1 It was a great surprize
to him.

“Oh ™ gasped Coker.

“Fla, ha, ha!t™

Coker staggered up. He Dlinked., He
put his hand to his nose. There was a
triekle of red through his fingers,

“Oh!" repeated Coker.

Wingate smiled.

Potter!

“Let it go at that, what?” he
suggested.
H%’ll wateh it 1" gasped Coker. ™ Look

out, I'm coming!"

Coker came. He sat down again,
This time he was not in such & hurry
to get up. He clasped both hands to
his chin, and nursed it.

“Ooaoogh 1" gasped Colker.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will that do?? asked the Greyfriars
caplain, smiling,

“YVou wait 2 tick " spluttered Coker.
“I'll show vou!”

He heaved himzelf up, and came on
ag&in—ﬂﬂﬁ with & rush this time, but
with considerable caution. But his
caution did not avail him. How all his
terrific deives missed Wingate, and how
Wingate's right came through and
landed on hizs manly chest like a sledge-
hammer, Coker did not know. But he
knew that he sat down on the landing
again, with 2 heavy bump.

“ Urrrgh ' gurgled Coker.

“IHa, ha, hat”

“Go it, old man " chuckled Hilton of
the Fifth. “You're frightially enter-
taining, Coker "

Coker picked himself up. |
Wingate very dubiously. This was
nothing at all like that ﬁl‘&ﬂ.t gerap in
the gyvm. It was awfully onlike it!
Still, Morace Coker was a sticker. Lle
came on agai.

He cyed

Thiz tiine, Wingate walked round
Coker, tapping him here end thera.
First his nose, then either eve, then
either eur, then his chin, then his chest,
received taps—rather hard taps! Coker,
in & state of complete bewilderment,
stageeved and totlered, and gasped and
panted, armd yvells of luughter, Fioally,
# rather harder tap on the chin sat him
down again,

He sat and purgled for breath,

Wingale smiled genially.

“That all right?" he asked.

Coker did not m!}ly. He had very
little Lreath left, with which to reply.
And it had now penetrated Coker's
almost irmpenetrable intellect, that he
had not the remotest chance of tackling
the Greyiriars captain,

He seemed tired of being used as a
puncii-ball. When he got on his fect
once more, he gave Wingate a dizzy
look, and walked back to his study.

Wingate smiled, and went down the
stairs.

Coker, in his study, rubbed a lot of
places that needed it, and gasped for
breath. He was still rubbing, and
gasping, when Potter and Greene came
i to prep. _

They smiled. Coker did not smile.

But Coker did not go te the Remove
with & ericket-stump. On  szecond
thoughts—proverbially  the  best—the

eat Horace had decided not to hunt
or any more trouble. — .

b Cherrs—rather ta his disappoint-
ment—did not see Coker of the Fifth
that evening.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
0.K. for Pon!

ke ON1 Oh, here you arel”
P Gadsby came into Ponsonby’s
sludy at Higheliffe,

Ponsonby, seated in his arm-
chair, was smoking a cigarette. Ho was
tircd after his walk home; but his
thoughts had been busy since he came
in, and there was a malicious, sardonic
expression on his face. Ile glanced up
at Gadsby, with a sneer.

“Well? he drawled.

“I waited for you at the boat-house,
with Monson,” said Gadsbr, “Didn't
you eome hack in the boat, after all?”’

“Those Greyfriars cads got it off me,”
said Pon, wit!?n s shrug of the shoulders,
“T had to walk—and let Wharton's mob
take the boat."

“0Oh! Did you tell them-—""

“Don’t be a fool, Gaddy '™

“Well, somebods’s got to be told about
those girls on the island,” said Gadsby
pavagely. “It's too late now for us to
go down in a boat. "."-."'Duire not rotler
enough to think of stranding them for
the night, I suppose.”

*1 said, don't be a fool, Gaddy ! They
raust have been taken off, long ago—
Wharton's crew wust have passed the
island, from where I saw them—and if
the girls had been still there, they'd
have known. They'd be on the look-out
for anvbody on the ifowpath, after
missing their boat.”

“YVery likely ! said Gadsby, after a
moment's thought; “but we can't leave
it at that, Pon! We can't take chances,
with o party of schoolgirls—"

“7 know that, vou fool! I'm pretty
certain they're off the island long ago—
they must have been, before Wharton's
crow passed, but I'm ing to make
sure. Mobby will let us have hia phone
to ring up Cliff House."'

“The saoner the hetter, then,”™ said
Gadsly, “I can tell vou this, Pon—if
those rivls ain't safe, I'm gowng to shout



oul the whole (hing, and tvou can take
your chance.”

“Ok, shuet upl?  sapped Pon.
*They'ro safe enough—anyhow, they'll
tell me at CL House.” He grinned
malicionsly. “Those cads got the boat
off me—they’re going to tie it up at the
tireyiviars raft to be called for. Now
['ve thought it over, nothin’ could have
happened better, That cad Cherry will
be sorry for havin® dropped into the
hoat, I fancy—and havin’ put up proof
-that it was the Remove cads who bagged
it off the island. What are the girls
goin’ to think when they hear that their
boat has been found, tied up at Grey-
friars, and that it was Wharton's gang
that hreught it theref”

Giadshy whistled.

"Well, I don't care about them,"” he
said;  But the girls—"

“I'm goin’ down now ta phone.”™
Ponsonby rose and threw his cigarette
imite the grate, o gumn! They've
played right into my ]‘;vﬂ.ﬂdﬂ, 88 1t turns
out. I faney I've put a spoke in their
w heel this time." :

Quite bucked by that happy reflection,
Ponsonby went down to his Form-
inaster’s study.

My, Mobbs waa not there, but it was
Alobby's eustom to let his dear favourite
i-I—LP-::inmehjh-use his telephone when he

L ‘ﬂ [
- Pon shut the door and rang up CLff
House School.

The voice of Miss Fenelope Frimroge,
the principal of that scholastic establish-
et came through.

“Cliff Houze School " asked Pon,

“Yes AMiss Primrose speaking.”

“I've rung up to ask whether Miss
1Tazeldens and her friends got back
safe, madam.”

“Who g speaking '

“Willlam Jones, from the boathouse
at Friardale,” answered Ponsonby with
perfect coolness,  “ Miss Hazeldene and
her friends hired a boat here to-day to
pa up the river, and this boat was atter-
wards seen in the possession of some
Creyfriars boys. It is mot vet known
what they have done with it, {but‘. we are

rather anxious about thée young ladies
who hired 3t :
“Dear me ! seid Miss Primrose.

“ Thank you very much for ringing up,
but the girls ara certainly safe back, for
everyoua here answered to her name at
calling-over as vsual.”

That is all X

“ Thank you, madam,
v ished éﬂ kinow,” said Ponsorby, and he
Idan Qi

He strolled out of Mr. Mobhbs' E".llﬂi)".

Miss Primrose undoubtedly would
speak to the Fourth Form girls on the
subject. They were not Iiﬁeif,-.r to tell
her that they had been stranded on
TPopper's Island end thus cause A tre-
mendous row, If they did, all the better
—bmt, whether they did or not, they
would know that the purloined boat had
been “seen in possession of some Grey-
friara boys.”

If the evidenca of Bob Cherry's hat,
left on the island, had not convinced
rthem, that piece of information was sure
to hove a convineing efiect.

Ponsonby went back to his study in
quite a cheery mood. He fancied that
lie had scored over his old enemiea at
last—and in a way that they could not
counter. _

In the Fourth Form passage he passed
Courtenay and De Courcey, and the
latter gave him a 'mrf keen and curions
ylance. The Caterpillay knew that look
on Pou's face,

““Who was the happy man, Porn¥"" he

iﬂl!".kﬁ'd-
Ponsonby looked round.
“Eh, what? What are you burblin’

sbout, Caterpillar T he asked.
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“*You're lookin' so merry an’ brght,”
cxplained the Caterpillar urbanely,
“that I guessed at once that you've
played zomebody a dirty trick, Who
was the happy man, old bean?”

“You silly ass!”’ snapped Pon, and
he went on to his study.

The Caterpillar looked puzzled.

“Pon’s been on the river this after-
noon, Franky,” he remarked, “and our
jolly old Greyfriars friends walkéd home
that way, I believe. Pon can’t have
done anythin' to five stout Tellows, any
one of whom could knock him infto a
cocked hat, can he?V

“Hardly,” said Courlenay

“He's been up to somethin’,” said the
Claterpillar, I know that lock in his
eye. Nice feller—Pon ¥

. Pousonby found Gadsby and Monson
in his study.

“Well ¥ they asked together.

Pon ecavefully closed the study deor
hefore replying..

“OK. Y he seid. “The girls wero
back at Cliff House for call-over;
they'ra all right. Somebody must have
come along and taken them off.
Official from the faded primrose., And
the next tine they meet that Greyiriars
gang I rather fancg
the marble eye. What?™

“It's rather caddish,” ssid Gadshy.

“Too thick altogether,” said Monson,
shaking his head,

Pon sneered. ;

“So glad to hear your opinien,"” he
said. “Why not shut up if you can't
talk sense? What about a smoke before
prep 1™

And the young rascals had a smoke
before prep, and the subject was
dropped.

laughing.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Row with the Fifth !

HE following morning Bob
Cherry of the Remove was not
lacking his uswel cheery, sunny
self. ) )

He was, in fact, locking worried and
CrOsE, .

The mere tact that Marjorie & Co.
had been stranded on the island in the
river by some malicious young rascal
was enough to disturb Bob’s serenity.
He would have given a term’s pocket-
money to get within punching dislance
of the fellow who had done that.

But to be suspected himself of having
played that rotten, malicious trick was
the limat.

His friends did not doubt him, but
they were puszled. That was not sur-

rising, as Bob was deeply puzzled

ImEelr.

Coker had not earried out his loudly
announced threat of thrashing him for
it. That mattered little; Bob had been
more than ready for Coker, his friends
more than ready to give him any assist-
snce  required. But everybody had
heard Coker's statement on the subject.

Bob would not have been surprised if
he had been called up by a prefect or
by hizs Form-master on the subject. But
no official notice had been taken of the
matter so far. Unalficially, plenty of
notice was taken of it.

Whoever had played that trick on a
party of schoolgirls was an ahsolute,
out-and-out rotter—ihe outside edge in

swahs, All the fellows agreed on that;
and s good many of them believed that
it was Bob.

Two of the girls concerned had
brothers in the Greyfriars Hemove—
Marjorie Hazeldene and DBesste _E-:unler.
Hazeldene had expressed no opinton on

they'll give them
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the subject so far; Billy Bunter had
expressed one—loudly.

Buuter announced to all whom it
might or might not concern that he wad
going fto lick that cad for etranding his
sizter Beessie on the island.

_ The fat Owl seemed to have developed
into  an _affectionate and chivalrous
brother all-at once. The previous after-
naon_ha had clearad ot on Bob's bike
lest Bessie should blow in in guest of
the five shiilings he owed her from the
first day of term. Now, however, Billy
Bunter was full of indignation, and =
dozen times at least he snnounced in &n
emphatic squoak that he was going to
lick that ﬁi Cherryv. It was noticeable,
however, that Bunter made these war-
like announicemeénts only when Bob was
not present. .

Skinner & Co., who weze up against
the Famouas Five on principle—or want
of dpnnmple—ma.&u the mest of it. They
did not want toc hear any evidence;
they brought in a4 verdict of guilty on
the spot.

But other fellows, much better fellows
than Skinner and his =et, looked at Bob
very queerly that morning.

When the Remuve caine out in break
the Co. made it & special point to gather
round making it eﬁ:nr that they,
were standing by him—which, however,
was more to their own harm then to
Rob's good, for the amiable Bkinner was
already suggesting that they had all
been “in it.”

Temple of the Fourth, passing the
Famous Five in the guad, carefilly
turned up his nosa at bert Cherry,
and his friends Dabre&"ly and Fry sniffed
auclibly as they passé

b's faca crimsaoneid.

*I'm going——" he began.

“Hold on,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “No good punching those
-Fourth Form fuiE-&a.da‘ We'va got 1o

et at this and knock if on the head.

hat fool Coker seems to have mis-
understood womething the girls told

him——"'

“It's rather weird,” sald Frank
Nuogent, “I'va heard that Potter and
Cireene said the same—and they're not
fools hke Coker.”

“Did they ?"” said Bob, his eves burn-
ing. “Well, thres of the Fifth are
ahout & mateh for Gve of the Remave.
Let’s go and smash them ("

“Den't be a goat, old chap!™ said
Johnny Bull in his gquiet, stolid way.
“They ain't cada like Skinner, glad to
get hold of anything against a fellow.
If they say it they believo it."

“If you wmean {o say that you
think—" roared Bob.

“ Didn't you hear me say don't be a
goat1” asked Johnny. * Bellowing like
a bull won't buy you anything, If
there’s some silly mistake we can set
it right. Let's look for those Fifth
Form chaps and ask them what the
dickens they mean. And keep your
temper. Seel”

Bob did not look much like keeping
hizs temper, but he nodded; and the
Famouna Five looked round for Coker
& Co.

They were easy to find. Coker’s bull-
voice was a guide; it was heard at
quite a distance.

“Dirty little swab!® Coker was say-
ing to a dozen fellows. “T was going
to thrash him for it. Wingate's come
the dpreim{: and taken it out of my
handa. Well, I hope their schoalmistress
will send over & complaint to the Head.
%f e".'ﬁ:]' a young scoundrel ought to be

& S

e broke off as the I'amous Five
matrched u
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“Look here, Coker—" It was
Wharton who spoke,

“Don't talk to me,"” snapped Coker.
“If you're sticking to that young cad,
after what he's done, you're as bad as
he 15!

“You babbling blockhead ! roared

Bob. “What have I done?" 1
“You know what you've done!” said
Coker contemptuously. “Suppose 1

hadn't gone up the river in my boat
-esterday? ‘Those girls might never
ﬁu‘e been taken off the island. If they'd
been stranded there all night, you'd
most likely have had a bobby coming
to see you about it to-day.”

“Quiet, Bob, old man! Coker, you
ass, what makes you think that Cherry
inched the boat from the island and

oft the girls stranded there?” asked
HEPT)I'{-
“I know what they told me 1"
“Thats' a lie!” bawled Bob. “They

r.7er said anvthing of the kind.”
Coker's rugged face became purple.

“"Cut that out, Cherry!™ interposed

Potter. “I1 was there, and I heard
what they said. So did Greene.”

Bob almost ataggét:ed. ]
- * You heard the Clif House girls sa

that 1 took their beat away and left
them stranded!"” he gasped.

“Yeal!” said Potter.

“That's what they said, end I sup-
pose they know,” said Greeme. " Of all
the retten, dirty tricks—"

“Vou must be mad!” gasped Bob,
his face going from red to white. “ The
can't have said so. Why should they?

“IWhy should they?” repeated Coker.
“Why shouldn’t they?! Did you expect
themn to keep it dark, when they might
have been left out all mght—~"

“No, you fooll No, you idiet! But
what mnade them think—what put 1t
into their heads——" Bob gasped help-

lessly.

That the statement had been made,
admitted of no doubt now. Potter and
Greene confirmed what Coker said; and
that settled that. But it was utterly
and hnEelassly bewildering to the hap-
less Bob.

they

*“1
Potter.

*They couldn™t, as I wasn't there! I
noever went near the island yesterday—
only passed it walking en the towpath
by Popper Court Woods—" 3

“1 don’t think they zaw him,” said

SUPPOSE gaw you,” said

Greenc. “I remember Miss Hazeldene
said she didn't, at any rate. DBut they
knew.”

“Bome of them saw him,” said Coker.
“3lust have! 1 remember Marjoria
Hazeldene didn't seem sure about It
but the others—-"

“They couldn't have known who the
fellpw was, if they didn't sea him!”
said Harry Wharton, “How ecould
they

“Well, they did know,™ said Potter.
*They satd so. Are you going to say
that they were telling lies, or whot?"”

“No, vou fathead! DBuat il they think
it was Bob, they made some mistake."”

“It's plain enough,” said Caker,
“Home of themm saw him, I suppose.
Biss Hazeldene didn't want to say any-

f'r:itng, ”but Bessia DBunter blurted it
olt——

“She's rather a duffer, like her
brother Billy——"

“Clara Trevlyn saicd the same,” said

ker., “1Is she a duffer®"

“Nao! You're surc H

“Think I fancied it?" sneered Coker,
“Think Potter and Greepe fancied it,
too? If you had any decency, you'd
burn that young cad down, and give him
B jolly good rapging, Stranding a lot
of girls on an island—"

"%: did not, you fool I roared Boh,
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“¥ou did, you young rascal ¥ re-
torted Coker. “And I've a jolly pood

mind to thrash you for it now, prefects
or no prefects.”

*I'll give wvou 8 chance, then!”
bawled ]31:rbR and he rushed straight at
fii-::rnca Coker, hitting out with both

S8,

Coker caught one with his nose, and
tha other with his chin, and staggered.
The next poment, Potter and Greene
had hold of Bob. The Co. jumped to
the rescue—and four or five big Fifth
Form men closed in on them st once,
spinning them right and left.

Bob struggled frantically in the grasp
of Potter and Greene. But hefty as
Bob was, for & junior, he was powerless.
They swung him round, and Coker
planted a boot on him.

Bob Aew.

“Boot him round the quad!” roared
Coker.

ﬂun it 1

“Boot the little beast!™

Apain the Co. cssayed to rally to the
reseue, and again they were barged off
by the big seniors.

Coker and Potter and Greene hooted
the hapless Bob, The;r booted ham
hard, and they booted him often.

It was seldom that Potter and Greene
saw eye to cye with Coker, but in this
matter, they were guite at one with the
great Horace. A fellow who played a
miserable, cowardly trick on & party of
schoolgirls was a fellow to be booted,
and they had no doubt that Bob had
done so. They booted him with vigour.

“Btop that |”

Wingate of the Sixth came up. The
booting ceased—and Bob Cherry stood
panting and gasping, a3 the Greyfriars
captain intervened.

Serrrw—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !
WING&TE slipped his azsh down

into hiz hand, his cyes grimly
on Coker. ]
Coker, panting
efforts, glared defiance. . B
“1 warned you, Coker!” said Win-
Eﬂtﬁ‘a 11

after his

“* Now— .

“Do you think I'm going to let a
Remove swab punch my face | shrieked
Coker.

“Qh! Have you been
Coker, Cherry i

“¥es, I have,” panted Bob, “and I'll
punch the silly fool again, if he
BRY G

Vou won't!™ eub in Wingate tersely.

“And vou'll get six if you shout at
me, Keep your temper, and don't be a
little azs! You can clear off, Coker,
gnd leave this to me "

“T'U jolly well o

“You'll jolly well shut up, and clear
off, or vou'll hit trouble. That’s enough
—got out of it!™

Cokor breathed hard and deep. But
Potter and Greene walked him off. The
other Fifth Formers followed, Hilton
taying over hig shoulder as he went:

“You ought to whop that young
ratter, Wingate, for whet he did.”

“Don't be a fool, Hilton!" retorted
Bol, “If Wingate wasn't here, I'd
punch your silly face like Coker’s.”

Cedric Hilton shrugged his shoulders

aid walked away,
Cherry ! eaid Win-

“That will do,

ate quictly. " Thiz is a queer busingss.
?f you did what those fellows think,
vou ought to have the skin toaken off
your back. And there's no doubt that
the Cliff Houso girls said so.”

“1 can't understand it, if they did!*”
answered Baob.

“NWell, they did!” grunied Wingate,
eveing him.

punching

“There's sowme mistake, Wingate(”
gald Harry WWharton, setting his
rompled lar straight. “Bob never
did anything of the kind.”

“You young sweeps are Eeneraallv in
a bunch on & half-holiday,” said Win-

gate. “If you all say the same——"
b tBnh wasn't with us til tea-time;
u r

“Oh!™ exclaimed Wingate. *“ Look
here, Cherry, it's dached queer that the
Cliff House girls should think you'd
done it, if you hadno't. Well, did you
do_iti"

Bob glared at him,

“Don't be 8 fool, Wingate!” was his
reply.

The Greyiriars captain gasped. Pro-
bably it was the first time that 8 Lower
l{l'mtu;th junior had told him not fo be a
Ol 2
~ “Do you understand that you're talk-
ing to a prefeet, Cherryi” he asked
grimly,

“I'd tell the Head himself not fo be
a fool, if he asked me that question!”
roared Bob.

Wingate gazed at him.

“Well,"” he said, after a pause, “I'd
advise vou not to, if the matter comes
before Dr. Locke. You mightn't find
the Head so patient as me. I gather
from your polite answer that you deny
ity

*1 don't take the trouble to deny it!™
snapped Bob. " I'll hit any fellow whe
savs I playved a dirty, rotien, cowardly
trick "

Wingate smiled.

“Then we'll take it that yvon deny it,”
he said, “I1 can’t quite believe 1t of
you—I'd be sorry to believe it of any
Grevicviars man. DBut it's dashed gqueer
that the girls ehould think you did it,
if you didn't! You'd better find out
what put the idea into their heads, and
set the matter right.”

“I shall go over to Cliff Honse on

my bike, after closs, and spesk to
Marjorie about it,” said Bob. “8he
can't think sol She ean’t! 1 ecan’t

uinderstand  it—but she ean’t believe
such a thing of me.”

“Well, leave it at that,” said Win-
gate, “and in the meantime, no more
Eun&hmg of Fifth Ferm men, or I'll
Bve you up in my study.”

Wingate walked away, frowning and
puzﬂeﬁ.

The Co. were left in & rather discon-
solate group—all of them breathless and
untidy after the tussle with the hefty
men of the Fifth.

Bob was most disconsolate of all. He
could not see Marjorie Hazeldene 6ill
after class, at the carliest, The mystery
of it perplexed and bewildered him. He
clung to what Greene had said, that
Marjorie had not seemed sure sbout it.
lljut _::he others had been sure—why, and
tow §

*1 suppose——"" gaid Johnny Baull
slowly. He paused.

Bob looked at him. For once in his
life, Bob Cherry was quick to take
offence,

*“You suppose—what?” he snapped.

“Let a fellow speak, without biting
his head off!” said Johnny calmly.
“Youre a bit of an azs, Bob—a
fracimn.l joking ass. You know that.

shouldn't have supposed that you were
idiot enough to play fool
girls 3 bat——"

“Go onl” said Bob, his tone quiet,
but s eves ‘flinering dangerously as
Johnny paused again.

“Well, vou might have cone a silly
thing without thinking,” said Johnny.
“If you did—" . ]

Harry Wharton grasped Bob just in
time. Ancther second, and war would
have started in the Co.

tricks on
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Ponscnby uttered

Bump ! a yell of

“Huap hat, Bob. you ass ! panted
Havyy, dragging Bob backwards.

“Let me go, you fool ' roaved Bob,
struggling.

“Take his other arm, Frank t*

“Keep your wool on, old chap 1” zaid
Johmuy  stolidly, s Wharion and
NMugent held the conraged Bob  back,
"I only waut 10 have 1t ¢lear. You're
a mt of an unthinking ass at times,
aipd you koow it as well az I do. You
wouldi't have been in detention yester-
ilay, i you hadn't sailed down the
banisters, and landed right undey
tuelch’s eyes, and if you hadn’t been
in detention you'd have been with us
all the afterncon, and we'sdd be wit-
nosses, The rtrouble with yvou is that
vert dan't stop to think ! Well—"

Johuny pauvzed again,

“Chuck it, Johany, old man!” said
Harry. “Bob's word is good cnough
for usy, I suppose i°

Y, yesl” agreed Johnny., “DBut
Bob hasn't given us his word=-he's only
roared and bawled and blown off steam,
w0 farl”

“ Fathead ! caid Nugoent,

*Well” hoated Bab, "1 won't give
my word, see? Any fellow who thinks
me & sneaking, cowardly swab ecan think
vhat he jolly well likes, and keep his
Jhistance Emm e !

“Well, T don't think that, old mani™
zaid Johnny agreeably. I think youw're
5 thonghtless aze, as ve said, 5““-1 you
solly well know you are! I tlhank—"

“My estermicd Jahnny,” murmuored
Huarree Jamset Ram Singh, *speechful-
nosg 18 malvery, but the cracked pitcher
i the stiteh in time that goces longest
io the well”

I say, you fellows—"
“Here's Bunter,” murmured Harvy

Wharton. “ Let's kick Bonter '

Bob Cherry was releazed. He gavao
dohnny a blaek look.

Eiliv  Bunter dud opal e near

o N Earmre——
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Bob Cherry.
enough to bhe kicked.  He blinked
warily at the Co. through Ins hig
spreclacles.

“ I zax, you fellows, it's sll out now !
he jeered. " No wonder you'ro sticking
to that cad Cherry, when you were all
i it with him!”

“What ¥ reared Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry burst into a sarcastic
laugh.

O, good!” he exclaimed. ¥ Wil
veu give we your word, Johnny Bull,

that you hadw't a hand in playing a
dirty, sncaking, votten trick vester-
day ?"

“T'Hl boot that fat rotter all over
Greviriars 1" roared Jolmny Bull

“Who's rparing and bawling now,
and blowing o steam, instead of
giving his word #* inguired Bob.

“0h, for goodness’ sake don't rag!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, “ Bunter,
vou fat frog, what do you mean ™

“TI've been down to the boathgnse,”™
speeved  Bunter.  “FPro  jolly  well
found yon ocut ngw! Fah!*

“You frabjous idiot, what was there
to find out at the hoathouse? howled
the captain of the Remove.

) at it from the boatkeepor!™
grinned Bunter, * They've sent for the
boat.”

“What

“YWhe ¥~

“(H, of course you don't know ™
snecred Bunter. “You must have had
a nerve to e up ithat boat at  the
school vaft, after sneaking it! Didn't
you care if it all came out

The Fanous Five gazed at Doanler.

“That boat!” s=and Iarry. e
they've =ont for it, what ahont 877

“They've zent for it from Jones', at
Friardale, It's the boat they hired out
to the Chif Honse girls yostorday.”

“ What utter rot !
“{0h, draw it mild ' zsneered Duanler.
“I1 thonght it was only Cheyry nt
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surprise and alarm as something heavy dro
rocked and the HigheliMan lost his seat, : y dropped

into the boat from above. The boat

** You-—you Greylriars cad—you—you——"" spluttered Ponsonby, glaring at

first, but it comes ont that the lot of
you were 1n it!  Precious set of cada!”

Billy Bunter departed rather hastily
after that. IHeo rolled away, to spread
the pews, far and wide, that, by their
own act, tha IFamous Five had been
;7]'_[:‘:-'!2‘1.’] ta be the fellows who had pur-
oined the CLf House boat.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
anoLher blankIEr.

“1s that fat fool mad 7" said Nagent.
“It can't have been the same boat—how
could iti"”

_Wharton uttered o sharp exclama.-
110om.

" Unless—unless it was that High-
cliffe cad pinched it from the island. If
i's the same boab, ha must have.”

“Why should he?” said Nugent,
“That cad loathes us, but le's got
nothing against the Clif House girls.”

“Blessed if I make it out! If that
Higheliffe cad did it, why should they
faney that Bob did? =aid Harry,
itterly puszled.

“ It can't be the same boat—*

“We can scon find that out; bhut—"

Thesbell for third school interrupted.

The Famous Five joined the Remove
gomg 1n.  The looks of some of the
uniors showed that they had already
ward the latest news—from Bunter )
Skinner's sncer was mors pronounced—
amd Bolsover major favoured the Co.
with a contemptuous snort.

VYernon-Smith  tapped ITarry Whars
ton on the arm.

“"You've heard?™ he ashed.

“ Bunter'a gabble—yes 1™

The Bounder gave him a keen look.

“If it vurns out to be gabble, all
right 1 he said. “I fancy there'll be a
crowd on the scent after this class; but
it jolly well begins to look—-—"

“Don't be a fool. Smithy '™

Smithy shrugged his shoulders,

“Fool or not, I'd rather be in my
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choes than yours, if it comes cut that
FOUr gaig played that votten trick on

azel’'s sister,” he said. " And f
Hazel chooses to teke it up, he'll find
plenty of men in the Remove w give
lum & backing—me among them "'

Wiarton's eves glinted.

Mr. ?uelch came slong just then to
let his Form in, and no mmore was said,
But there was & good deal of suppressed
excitement in the Remove during third
school, and thers was no doubt that, as
scon 85 they were dismissed, there
would be & rush to find out whether
Billy Bunter's latest news was well-
founded—a fact easy to ascertain. And
if it proves to be so, there was not
much doubt what the Greyiriars
RBemove would think of the Famous
Co. who had always been the leaders of
the Form.

“1 want to
Look here. Bre you coming or

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Proot 1
ARJORIE HAZELDEXNE
shook her head.
“What's the wuse, Clara?”
she said, in a low voice.
hliss Clara smiffed.

“Liota!” she answered.
know !
not "

“I'lI1 come; but—"

“Well, come.

Miss Clara Trevlyn's faco was as
grim as so pretty n foce could be, as
she walked out of Clifi House gates.
Marjorie's was troubled and ver
thoughtful. It was not a long wal
from Chiff House School to [Fmardale
Bridge; but 1t was one that Marjoric
Hazeldene was ugwilling to undertake;
but she gave in to her more determined
chumn.

“You know it was Bob, and you don’t
want te make sure !” said Clara. “Isn't
that it, Marjorie?"

Marjorie coloured

“Wa, no! [ can't believe it, Clara!
I wish it hadn't been mentioned to
Coker. What's the use of 1t? Bob
wouldn’t, and couldn't——->?":"

“He did!™

AMarjorie shook her head again. Bob's
honest, rugged face rose fore her
muind’s eye She could not and would
not believe it!

“Wa shall know for certain at the
boathouse,” said Clara “They must
Lave got the boat back by this time.
Bomebody phoned to Miss Primrose last
night, aind said that Greyiriars boys had
been secen with it, so she asked us.
Lucky she didn't ask Bessie, or that
little ass would have babbled it all out,
Weo don't want to get them into a row
at their school; but——"

Bliss Clara's eyoas flashed.

“Wait Eill we're sure, at any rate,
befor: you po off at the deep end,
Clara,” smid Marjorie, with o faint
smile. To which Clare replied with a
sniff.

The schoolgirls arrived at the boat-
builder's yard by tha village bridge.

Mr. Jones, in & jersey and a bhattered
old straw hat, was sitting on an up-
turned boat, smoking hie pipe. He
touched the battered straw jo the girvls
from Chi House,

“ Boat, nmss?”

e, said Marjorie. "We want fo
inguire about that boat we had yester-
dav. We explained to you—"'

“That's all right, miss,” avnswered
Mr. Jones. “We got it back all vight.
No extra charge to you young ladies”
e aldded reassuringly. “ You couldn't
‘alp them young rascals taking it away,
and I'm sorry it 'appened. 1 was think-
Tie Magxer LisrapY.—No. I1,528.
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ing of going up to their headmasier
about it.™

“Don’t do that, Mr. Jones!™ said
Marjorie hastily, “ But please tell us
hm:c you got the boat back, and who had

it.”

“That was easy enough, niss®
answered the boat-builder. “You see,
it's my nephew who's boat-keeper up at
the school He sent us word that one of
our boats was tied up there.”

“Tied up at Greyfriavs!” excluimed
Mar,Lr:rrm, her heart sinking.

* ¥es, miss. Some boys of that school
brought it in last evening and tied it up,
and told him it would be called for spme
time. He didn't take much notice
then, but he noticed that it was one of
our boats, so he let us know, and I sent
voung Jim up for it this morning.”

arn  gave her friend a glance.
Marjorie did not meet her eyes. Clara
hac said that they would know for cer-
tain af Mr. Jones' yard. IE looked like
certainty now. Greyfriars boys had
tied up tha ]{Ill‘iﬂiﬂﬂd boat at the Grey-
friars raft. What could be clearer than
that ?
I jolly well knew 1” said Clara, sct
ting her lips., “Cads 1"

Marjoric drew a deep breath.

“Is it guite certain that Greyfriars
boys left the boat there, Mr. Jones?”
ehe asked. It was like clinging io
straws, and she knew it

“0Oh, ves!™ said Mr. Jones. * Youn
rascals larking on a ‘arf-'oliday, %
s’ pose. DBut they haven't ‘eard the end
of it."” The village boat-builder shook
his head, with a rather grim look,
“Them boats is 'ired by the hower,” he
went om. “I ain't geing to ask wvou
young ladies to pay nothing, but I'm

ing to azk them young rascals, and

‘m going to see that they pay, too”

“Da you know their names "

“'Course I do,” answered Mr. Jones.
“I told young Jim to inguire, careful.

I know them all by sight; seen ’em on
the river aften enough.”

“".@Fhr_u; are their names?" faltered
M&Hﬁrm.
“One’s Wharton, another's Nugent,

and Bull, and Cherty, and the other's
8 darky, with a funny name—Jampot
Wallop, or something.”

Miss Clara gave a very audible sniff—
almost o snort. Marjorie’s face was &
Little pale.

The Famous Five of Greyfriars had
had the boat. With what looked like
cynical indifference to what might be
thought of their conduet, they had left
it tied up at the school raft, to be sent
for. It was hard to believe, but it was
the fact, and it had to be believed.

“They're going to pav,” said Mr.,
Jones, “don’t you worry! If they
chooses to keep u boat out without using
it, leaving it tied up, that's their lock-
out. We charges by the hower all the
timo it's out. That boat’s poing to be
paid for, from the time you young
Iadies missed it, up to the minute young
Jim brought it beek to this "ere vard 1™

“Good ege!” said Clara. “Quite
right !

Tarjoric did not speal:.

“If I'd eaught "em with it," said Mr.
Jones, breathing hard, *I'd ‘ave
warmed ‘emy, so I tell you! Leavin
voung ladies stranded on an island.
Why. s'pese you hadn't been tock off ¢
I mightn't 'ave noticed that the boat
wasn't back, and vou'd 'ave been fair
landed | They mgfht to go up to their
‘eadmaster for if, miss, they ought
really t*

“No, no!™ said Marjorie. “ Please
don't let anything sald at their
school. We don't want to complain.”

“Jost as you say, miss,” said Me.

Jones. *"Buol I'H give 'em a piece of my
inind when I see 'em, and I’ I|1J make ‘cw
pay up—vou trust me !

The two girls walked out of the Loat-
builder's vard in silence. Marjorie's
fuce was deeply douded. Miss Clara's
lips were tightly set.

1 Lknew 1t,"” she saild, “and =o did
vou, Marjorie. When we found that hat
on Popper’s Island, we both knew. And
it wasn't only Cherry—it was gll of
them. I'd never have believed—="

“1 ean't quite believe now.” eaid
Marjorte miserably. *But—but I sup-
pose there can’t be any doubt.™

*“0Oh, don’t be duffy [ snapped Clara.
“One of them leaves his hat ﬁehind, ]
all of thern run the boat down to Grey-
friars when they've dono with it. If you
want more proof than that, what do yon
want? I'll never speak to any of them
again.  Will vou ¥

Marjorie's lip quivered.

“Nol™ she said.

Bessie Bunter met them as they came
m at Cliff Howse. 8he blinked at them
through her big spectacles.

“Have you found out—" she began,

Marjoric made her friend a sign o be
silent; but the apgry and indignant
Clara did not clioose to be zilent.

“Yes, we've had it all from Mr.
Jones," said Clara. “It was Wharton
and his friends who took the boat, and
Jones ia going to make them pay for all
the time 11 was away from the yard.
That's one comfort 17

Mizz Bunter's eves gleamed through
her spectacles.

“Let's go over to CGreyfriars and
smack their faces 1" she suggested.

“Oh, my hat ™ said Clara.

“1 say, vou givls, I'll go if you will 1™
raid esste. I ralher liked Dob
Cherry He punched Skinner for say-
Ing was fat, one day last term.
MNow I'd like to smack his face !

“Don't be a litile idiot, dear!™ sup-
gested Marjorie.

“Td azk Bally to wallop them,” said
Bessie, “but very likely he wouldn't.
What about nsking your brother,
Marjorie 7™

“Nonzense ! said Marjorie.

“Well, I shall write to Billy and ask
him," said Miss Bunter.

At which Miss Clara chuckled, and
Marjorie’s clouded face broke into s
smile, Tf the punishment of the
offcnders had to wait till Billy Bunter
“walloped ” them, it locked rather pro-
bable that they would escape scot-free.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hazel in a Hole [

i HARTON, hold on a minute 1

Hazeldene of the Remove

caught at Harry Wharton's

sleeve, as the I'amous Five

came out with the Form after third
school, -

He wags, in point of fact, the only
Remove fellow who came near the Five,

Even fellows who hod alwoys liked
them did not seemn very keen on their
company at the moment.

Almost all the Hemove were gomg
down to the boathouse as soon as they
got out of the Form-room. Havry
Wharton & Co., s keen as anyone to
ascertain whether Bunter's news was
corvect, were going with the rest; but
they noted, with grim faces, that the
Removites gave them rather & wide
berth.

Wharton, however, looked impaliens
as Hazel caught his arm.

“What 18 1t 7" he asked, “ Look here,
I want to get out and speak to the boat-
keeper—"



“Oh rob I mutieved Hazel. *Let the
other fellows po. I want to spesk to
you. I'm the only fellow that does, it
seems,” he added, with a sneer.

Wharton colonred angrily, but he
stopped, hia friends going on with the
crow(d of juniors. He was accustomed
1o keeping his temper with Marjorie's
hrother, and less then ever did he want
tronble with Hazel now,

Indeed, in view of the present state of
affairs, it wes something to be thankful
for tiat Hazel was nobk on the war-

ath. He was a hasty and passionate
ellow, liable to go off at tha deep end
without cause, and he might have
fancied that he had canze now,

It was clear that many fellows in the
Remove had made uwp their minds that
the Co. had been puilty of the dastardly
trick of the day before. Hazel, appay-
ently, dicd not think so—or, more pro-
bably, he was too deeply occupied with
!1;'? own affairs to think of the matter at
all.

“Well, what!” asked Harry, as
patiently as he could. *1I suppose you're
not aza enough to fancy that it was us
who E»tt:ﬂ.ndﬂ(fjﬂu]‘ sister and her friends
on the island yesterday *”

“No—what rot1” said Hazel. “T ex-
pect some tramp pinched the boat, I
wasn't goitig to speak about that, Look
here—" He' paunsed.

Wharton waited. Hazel's face was
red. and his eves lowered, Seeming!
he had something to say that he foun
Jdifficult to utter.

“(3o it " eaid Harry.

Hagzel glanced muni in the gquad—an
nneasy end almost stealthy lock, The
vaptain of the Remove breathed hard.
Ha knew what to expect now., 'The
wapegrace was in some sort of irouble,
and wanted help out of .

“Come this way I" muttered Hazel.

In silence the captain of the Remove
fullowed him, reluctantly, under the
elims. Out of earshot of fellows in the
nuad, Hazel stopped, and =tood with hia
hands in his pockets, his eyes furtively
on Wharten's face.

“J—I hate asking vsou,” muttered
Iazel uneasily, “but—but I'm in a
hole, and there's noboady elze 1 can ask
that I know of.” His colour deepenad.
“ You needn’t look at a fellow like that!
It's not nice to have to ask a fellow for
money, 88 L dare say you know."

“*I don't remember ever having asked
any fellow for any, so I can't eay,”
answered Wharton drylr.

Hazel crimzoned.

“0Oh, rub it ini"* he said savagely.
“T'va got to ask & favour of you, end
vou can take it out of me, I suppose.”

Harry Wharton siood silent. Hazel
was in & wmoney trouble for the
umpteenth  time. He had no move
claim on Harry Wharton than on any
other fellow at Greyfriars. But hia
manner was rvesentful, as if the un-
pleasantness of what he had to do was
somehaow Wharton™s fault.

“It's like you, I suppose, to male it
as hard as yon can for a fellow,”™ said
J¥aze]l bitterly,

“Frve not asked you to speak lo me at
all, that 1 know of,” auswered Harry
guietly. “Buppose you chuck it at
that ™

“¥You mean that you don't want to
Fend me anything? If that's what you
nisan, can't you iay so plainly ¥

Wharion drew a deep breath.

* How much i he asked curtly. “I've
sull got something left over from the
hals. I1f seven-and-zix 1s any good—"

*Oh, don't he a stlly azal”

Seven-and-gix, it was clear, was no
good te Hazel. It was some good to
Havry Wharton, s it was all the cazh

(Continwed gn nexd page.)
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A HOUSE IN THE HILLS

By

Thizs week our clever Greyfriars Rhymester gives you a
pen plcture in verse of the MNugent family, whose home

is situated on Salis

1y

ry Plain,
(2)

Frank Nugeni is handsome and sllm, The palr have iwo sisters as well,

Allhough naw and then he Is zrim
When deallng with tricky
And cunning young Dicky,
H# has 10 be careful of him "
The fag’s full of dedges and shams,
A bit of & dunee In exams,
But clever at writing
Those breathless, exciting
And hair-raising tales of 5i. Sam’s.

(3}

At Ameshury, Wilishire, i{’s plaln
That Amesbury stands on a Plaln,
{Those rhymes are too learful,

But I am so cheerful

For twopence, 1I'd do it agaln )

Yes, Balisbury Plain’s very wide,

It stretches [or miles on each side,
With wild windy spaeces
Renowned as the places

Where soldiers manceuvre and hide.

{5}
This couniy ol ancient romance
Is worth & whole book full of chants,
And many a sonnet
I'd write you upon If,
If but the Ed. gave me a chance.
Says ha & ** Just stlek to yonr guns,
The town of the iwo Nugent sons,
Wiith Amesbury Abbey,
Now old, but not shabby,
Where Avon, the cood river runs,™

(7}
The garden’s a beantifol scene
With apple~-frees, rather too green,
Don’t eat "em too quickly
Or else you’ll be sickly

Wlith pains In—you know where I mean !

Beahind the old house all areund
The huge rolling hillsides abound,
They're not to my liking
For rambling or hiking,
When lost you're not eastly found.

They're jolly nice girls, I can tell,
And when you are staying
With Franky, you're paying

A visit you'll think of as swall,

His father and mother are kind,

And take it Irom me, you will fnd
Your welcome Is hearty
To Join in the parly

And do whatsoever Inellned.

(4}
And people still gather al dawn
And meet at Stonshenge, so forlorn ;
Their reason’s mrpriafl}g,
To see the sun rising
Like Druids, on Midsummer morn.
For Wiltshire's ithe Land of the Past,

With earthworks and barrow o'ercasi

One feature, of course, In
The famous ** White Horses,*
Cut out where the chalk hills are grassed.

(6)

Though ancient, the house cannot boasi

A legend or even a ghost,
No dark and unpleasant
0Ol dungeons are pressnt,
Neo bad baronet for your host
No owls 1n the chimney pots call,
Ne sinlster sounds in the hall,
Ko blood-rusied sabres
Or odd-looking nelghbours,
The house is—a house, and thai’s ah.

(8)

The rooms of the hounse, as a rule,
With Nugents and servants are full,

So Fraoky makes merry

With Wharton or Cherry,
Or goes up to Yorkshire with Bull.
At Christmas the caller prepares
To make u? 3 bed on the stairs,

Or else, If he's able,

To bag & spare table,
But, dash it—at Christmas who cares ?

Next Week: THE LAND OF THE LEEK.
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ho had lefi. But Hazel was not thinking
of him.

“Well, that's
Wharton.

“I want four pounds.”

“¥ou want—what?” ejaculated
Wharton blankly. In the Falmiﬂﬁt days
s Remove junior was seldom in pos-
gossion of that sum.

“YFour pounds 1™

Harry stared at
Invghed,

“Well, I've had as much as that, once
in & blue moon,”™ he said. * Look here,
don't be an ass, Hazel! There aren't
more than three fellows in the Form
who've ever got four pounds in their

ockets, Mauly and Snuthy and New-
ﬁ_lad—lmbudg: else that I've cver heard
of 1

“Fat lot of pgood asking Smithy ™
sneercd Hazel, *“He's reeking with
mohey, but he's not the man to purk
wibth it

“Why should he?” Harry was about
te ask, but he refrained.

‘T can’t ask Mauwly, you know that,”
muttered Hazel. * Ho would know what
it was for, and—and——" ll¢ broke off.
“Lot of good asking Newland for four
pounds—when he's & Jew [V

*1 don’t think either Jew or Christian
iz called on to give four pounds to a
fellow simply beecause he asks for it 1%
said Harry YWharton, with & contempt
he conld not keep out of his voiece.
“What the dickens claim have you got
on Monty Newland that he should give
vou his money ¥

“He wouldn't,
Hazel,

“You've been in funds a good many
times,” said Harrv. “'I've never seen
vou giving it away that I remember.”

‘1 supposs 1 shouldn't have asked
vou,” said Hazel. "I might have known
that I should only get jaw from you.
You're not the fellow to help a lame
dog over a stile, I know that.’

c%’Imrmﬂ breathed hard.

“Well, I can’t give you what I've not
got,” he =zaid,

“I'm not asking you to give me any-
thing, as you jolly well know. If you
could lend me four pounds I'd let you
hava ik back in a week or two. o
know I only mean s loan.”

“IT you've got four pounds coming in
a week or two vou're 8 lucky man,” said
Marrv. “I haven't, an few
fellows in the Remove have ™

“Well, I could manage it by then—
never mind how; I cnufd_ Look here,
I've got to have four pounds—immedi-
ately, Can you help me?" asked Hazel
aullenly.

*I've tald you my limit.”

“Mauleverer would lend it to you if
not to me."

_ Wharton's eyes sparkled. He was Lry-
ing hard to keep his temper, but he
came near failing at that.

“Are you potty ' he ssked. “Do you
think I can go and borrow money of &
Remove man, that I couldn't possibly
pay, to give 1t to you ?"

“1've told you I could settle in a2 week
ar twe "

““1 should wank something & bit more
cefinite than that before I asked a chap
for woney 1 snapped Harey,  “You
racan you hope you could settle. Whero
are you gotting it froem if you come to
Lhnt *"

“That'y my business ™

“Is it? I think it’s mine when you're
asking me to siick a fellow for a loan
ofi the strength of itl” szaid Harry,
“Not that I'd think of doing it. II you
want lo cadge in the Hemove you can
do your own cadging.”

“You checky rottepr—>"

Harry Wharten turned on his heel
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him, and then

anyhow,” sneered
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and walked away. He had had enough
of Hazel—rather more than enough,
But he had not gone more than s dozen
yvards when there was a patter of foet
after him, and Hazel rejoined him,
panting.

“Hold on, will vou?” breathed Hazel.
“Look hers, Wharton, this isn't a light
matter. I've got to get the money some-
how. I tell vou I'm in an awfnl hole ¥

“0Oh, rot!” snapped the captain of the
Remove, “ For goodiess” sake give me
a rest 1 But he stopped and looked at
Hazel's harassed face sharply. " What
do vou mean, Hazel? What foolery
have you been up to now ¥

“It was rotten luck ! muttered Hazel.
*I-—I went to zee 3 man yesterday after-
noon, and he wasn’t there—Lodgey, if
yvou want to know—"

“1 don't ™

“Youve just asked me” sneered
Hazel. “I thought he would be at the
Cross Kevs, and looked in fo speak to
him about—about something. ut he
waszn't there. But—but I got talking io
some men there, and then—then—waell,
to cut it short, I owe a man four pounds.
I've got to pay him.”

“You fool ™ breathed Harry. *“You
warin ! After nearly getting sacked last
termn you've gone playing the giddy ox
again—and yon've got the neck to ask
me to borrow money for you to give to
a blighter at 2 pub|l You're asking to
have your cheeky head punehed ™

“Two can play at that game!”
sneered Hezel, ™ Better stick to ragging
scheolgirls—you'll find it safer 1

“Why, vou rotten worm ! pgasped
Wharton. He clenched his hands and
made a stride towards Hareldene,

“Go it!" said Haoz2el mockingly., He
eould see that the case was hopeless now,
and he was in a mood for & quarrel.

Harry Wharten did not “go it." He
restrained his anger, dropped his hands,
and turned and walked away., This time
Hazel did not follow him.

The Co. were coming back fram the
boathouse, and Harry went to meet
themn—to hear the news that was now
known to all the Remove.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cailed to Acconnt !

OB CHERRY wheeled out his bike
after class that day and rede
down Friardale Lana,

He was heading for Chiff House
—ta see Marjorie Hazeldene and learn
what the dickens it all meant. Iis
friends saw him off, and then walked
back to the House in a worried and
troubled mood.

Hazel passed them as they went in,
and favoured them impartially with a
black scowl.

Johony Bull stared after him.

“Does that fool think-—-—" he he;alt.

“I've no doubt he does—now I said
Havry Wharten dryly.

“ Looks to me as if most of the fellows
have made up their minds about it,”
said Frank Nogent rueiully.  “But I
suppese it will elear up all right when
Bob's seen Marjorie”

“Bare to ! agreed Mavey.,

Yhe surefulbess s terrafic 1Y

“Oh, here yvou are!™  The Bounder
called to them., " Will you fellows cone
o the Rag "

“Anyiling on?” asked Harrey,

“Yes 1" answered the Bounder bricflv,

Whartonn gave him a sharp look.
However, he followed Smithy, and his
friends went with him—rather saspect-
ing what was “on"—and certainly not
afraid to face it, whatever it was.

MNearly all the Remove were gathered
in the Kag. There was & buzs of excited
voices, which died down as the Co. came
in with Smithy.

“I say, vou fellows, here they are!”
squeaked Billy Bunter, )

“*Yoeu, here we are!” Harry Wharton
glanced round coolly and with =&

tincture of contempt in his look, “If
we're wanted, here we arel”
“High and mighty, as nsual!™

grinned Skinner. “ Perhaps we're goiug
to give you something to cuve all that.”

“Get on with it as soon as vou like,
Skinncer!  With gloves or without
asked Harry,

Skinner did not enswer that ¢uestion.

“Never mind Bkinner, Wharton !"
said the Bounder. “We're all here to
hear what vou fellows have got to say
for yourselves. I don't believe in con-
demning any man without giving him a

chance, )

“8o we'ra up for teial??  ashked
Harry sarvcasticallv, “What are you
fellows playing the giddy ox about, if &
fellow may ask ™"

“Look here—" hegan Peter Todd.

“Vou jolly well know—" began
Wibley. ; ] .

“I guess yow're wise to 1t1Y said
Fisher T, Fish, “I caloulate——"

“I say, you fellows—"

Harry Wharton held up his hand,

“Ope at a time 1" he suggested., “If
it's going to be a chorus we'll step out-
side Lill you've fAnished.”

“Play up, Smithy !" said Russell,

Evidently the Bounder was taking tho
lead, Outside the ranks of the Famons
Five he waz the fellow with most in-
fuence in the Greyfriars Remove,

“Leave it to me, vou men ! he said.
“It's no gpood mounting the high horse,
Wharton! If any other fellow were
suspected of playing & rotten, sneaking,
cowardly trinﬂ on & party of schoolgirls
.Du:ld_f?

*1f any fellow here suspects us of that

he's a fool, and a rotier, too [” said the
captain  of the Remove, with 1cy
coolnesa,

There waz & deep murmuor from the
Removites, :
Skinner's voice broke in mockingly.
“Wharton's above suspicion, like
olly old Cwmsar's wile,” he said
‘Evidence doesn't count.™

“Hhut  up, SBkinner!” said  the
Raunder. **Leave it to me. Look here,
Wharton, it's come out that you fellows
had the ChfF House boat wyesterday—
the one that was pinched from Popper's
Island, leaving the girls stranded there,”

“It's tha zame bLoat, old chap ! said
Tom Redwing. “But I'm sure that you
can explain it,™ :

*“Thanks for that, old bean," =aid
Harry., “Yes, we've found out 1lat it
was the same boat, though we hadn't the
faintest ides of it till to-day."

“Let's have it elear " gaid Vernon-
Smith, " A lark is & lark, and if you'd
stranded Higheliffe chapa, or Greyiriars
fellows, it would be a bit thick—but it
conld pass as a jape. But you Enow as
well as 1 do, that giving a party of girls
n fright was a cowardly trick. BRlore
than that—as vou never took the boat
back, they might have been left out at
night. A fellow who could play a trick
lilke that ought to be smashed up 1”7

“I guite agree,’” assented Harry,
“and if 1 find out who did if, I'll smash
him fast enough 1”7

“You've admitted that it was tha
Cliff Houso boat you had yesterdav., Do
vou mean that you didn't knew who was
ot the 1sland when you took it away "

“1 mean that wa did not take il away
from the island at all, and never knew
that it had been there.”

The Bounder stared at him.

“What ara you getting at?” Le ashed,
“You know that that boat was sneaked
away from Popper’s Island while the
givls were picnicking there.”

-



Fifth-Former.

“I1 suppose it was,™ apreed Harry,
“as it torns out to be the same boat, it
must have been.  But ib was nowhers
near Popper's Island when wa bagged
it; and from what Coker says, the girls
must have been taken off the island
long belore we ever saw the bhoat.”

"I knew it was something like that,”
said Redwing. “The rotter who took
it left it adrift, and those fellows picked
it up.”

“Was that it1" azsked Smithy dubi-
ounsly.

“MNo, that wasn't it, as it happens,®
answered Wharton, “though it might
have been, as Reddy suggests. ™

“You don’t deny ihat you had the
Cliff House boati"

" Not at all 1 )

“And you dida't find it deifting ¥

“No, we did not |

"Well, that scttles it!” growled Bol-
cover major. They sneaked it awa
from the 1sland. T jolly well knew it 1™

“¥ou know an awful lot, old bean,
:aid Harry, "“With & brain like that,
you reelly ought to do well in Form,

mstead of making Quelch tear lhis
hair I"
“Look here—" hawled Balsover
Major.

“Rotten eads!" =zaid Snoop.

“Dry upl?” said  Vernon-Smith,
“Look here, Wharton, if wvou didn't
sneak that beat away from Pepper's
Island, as it looks, can vou explain how
you got hold of it %"

“Quite easily.”

“Well, do it, then!"” snapped the
Bounder.

Harry Wharton paused for a moment.
His frends, silent, left it to him to
speak. Both his pride and his temper
wera rouzed, and he was tempted to
refuse to uwiter a :single word of ex-
planatinn. DBut he realized that the
Remove fellows ware takine a Fne dhat

They were enjoying themselves.
the startling sight,
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But Coker wasn’t !

he himeelf would have taken, lrad sus-
Elmﬂu fallen on another. After that
rief pause, he answored gquietly.

“We got that boat away from that
Higheliffe cad Ponsonby.™

* Ponsonby 1 repeated the Bounder.

“We had rather a row with that cad

oing up the river yesterday,” said
larry. "He shot peas at us, and
Johnny heaved a turf at him, and
knocked his hat into the water. Later,
when Bob came after us, he grabbed
Bob’s hat with a boathook. When we
saw lim on the river, coming home, we
bagged tho boat off him in exchange for
Bob'a hat! We never had the faintest
idea that it was the CLiff Houze hoat—
never thought anvthing about CLIF
House at all, That's the lot.”

The Remove fellows looked
ancther.

“¥ou mean that it was Pousonby of
Higheliffa whe played that. votten
trick at tho island, then?" asked
Smithy, aiter & long pause.

“I mean that it looks like it to us!"
answered Harry., * But we're not jump-
ing to conclusions Eluita so fast as yom
fellows. Ponsonby's cad enough for
that, or anylhing else; but I dou't sen
why he chould want to hurt a party of
schoplgirls who've never offended him.
He might bave found the boat adrift,
23 Reddy thought we might have. Any-
how, it was Ponsonby we got the boat
from.™

“ Well, that explains about the boat,”
said the Bounder slowly.

“It doesn’t explain ahout the CLfF
House girls telling Coker that Chervy
took their boat away ! sneered Skiuner.

“It doesn't1” said Peter Todd.

“1 say, von fellowg=————

“Blut up, Bunter !™

* Beast 17

“That will boe explained, T hope,
when Bob ceanes Dack.” zaid Llarev.
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Thud, thud, thud ! Every time Coker lagged, 3 boot thudded. The Famous Five chuckled and chortled as they chased the
Old Joyece, ihe woodcutter, almost fell oft his cart at
“ Ooooch ! ' gasped Coker, as he bounded on,

“He's pone aver Llo-Clff House now ta
sea Marjorie Hazeldene, I you're
frightfully keen on getting on the track,
Smithy, you'd better hike over to High-
cliffe and ask Ponsonby where he got
that boat., You're on speaking term:
with the cad—we're not.”

“I'l do thatl” said Vernon-Smith
slowly. * This matter isn't going to
rest till we've spotted the man., Pon's
a bit of a corker, but I ean't imagine
him ragglsjfg schoolgirls—why  should
he? But, if he had the boat, he's got
to explain how——"

“If 1Y repeated Harry, lis
blazing. “I've told you he hadt”

“Iloiy-toity " said the Bounder
coolly; and he walked out of the Hap
to fa down to the bike-shed.

Harry Wharion glanced round at the
Removites, Many of the faces were
very doubtful. Bkinner was openly
sneering—obviously regarding the men-
tion of Pon as the thinnest of thin
stories,

In silence the Co. left the Rag aml
went ont nto the gquad with ofzm’lud
faces. They could only hopa that the
matter wonld be eleared up when Baoh
Cherry got back from CIff Housc—al
they waited anxiously for his return,

CyoE

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Condemned !

T OB 1
B “YWhat the thump—"
"My esteemad Boh—-"

" Bob, old man—2*
~Four juniors spoke at once as Bab
Cheryy got off hia bike and wheeled 5t
im. The expression on bis face startled
them.
Eob’s face, generally ruddier than 1ha
THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 1588,
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cherry, was quite pale. There was a
deep wrinkle in his brow. IHis cyes
had a bewildered, almost dazed look.
It was only too clear thal matters had
not gone well at CHff House.

He did not speak as he wheeled his
bhike in. 'I'wo or three fellows were
there, and they loocked at [ob, and
exchanped significant glances.  His
fricnids led him away to the guad before
they spolic again.

“For gooducss' sake what's the row,
old chap®” asked Harry Wharton
auxiously. “What on carth's turned up
at Cliff House?"

#I—I—1 can’t understand it!"' stam-
mered Bob helplessly.  “I'm ell in a
mauddle ! o

“You've asked Marjorig—"

ik K'_’ l!ﬁ

“Why not?"”

“Bhe wouldn't speak to me.”

(1] B':.L." !:ll ) ]

“No good asking me what it means,”

gaid Bob. He ron his hauds through
hiz mop of hair, making 1t siand alinost
o eug. “1I'm beaten! Everybody's

Eone [;-nli;r, I think ™

“Toll vs what's happened, anyhow !”
snirl Nugent,

“Nothing | enswered Dob. “I sent
my name n_at CHF House, and askod
to speak to Miss Hazeldene, Nobody's
gver had sny objection before—Diss
Primrose knows us well enough.  And—
and I suppose Marjorie docs. The page
kid—voung Boker—came back to tell me
that Miss Hazeldene could not sce me.”

“Bight have been in detention, or
something——->~""

"Not T saw the pirls in the garden,
at a distance. saw Marjorie, and
she locked round and saw me at the
gate, and—and—-"

“And what? growled Johnny Bull

“She turned her back at once. and
aent into the house,' said Bok., “*I1—I
couldn't believe my eyes! Bhe saw it
was me, and walked straight into the
house. ™

“But—but why*"” stammered Harry

“MNo good asking me,” mumbled Bob.
“I've not done anything that I know
of. T—I hung about a bit, and saw
Clara and ‘Dnlfy Jobling, and=—and they
looked down their nosez, but never came
near me. That little idiot Bessic Bunter
put her fingers to her nose.”  Bob
grinned faintly, in spite of his distress,
“Billy little ms=l ‘hat the dickens
does it mean, you fellows?. They've
ol it into their heads that we played
that rotten trick yesterday—tibat I did.
at lemst ! What does it mean?"

Harry Wharton shook his head hope.
lessly,

“1—1I don't mind 20 much about their
being offended.” mumbled Bob, “but
Marjorie would be hurt, too—that’s the
worst of it. We'va been friends so Jong,
and now something or other has made
her think me a rotten worm—whyi
#he's not hot-headed, like Clara, or a
fool like Bessie Bunter—what reason can
ghe possibly have——"

“May have heard about our having
ihe boat—"" said Nugcent.

“Bha couldn’t have heard that yesicr-
dav. when they told Coker "

“No! Tt's a blithering mystery ™

“YWe shall have to sort it out,” said
Johnny Bull, " All those fatheads 1 the
Rag will think only one thing when
they hear that Marjoric won't speak to
Tich any more. If she won't see Bob, |
suppose she won't see us. Dt she will
have to sce her brother. We'll got
Inzel io go over.”

“0h, pood egg!™
face brightering. " That's all right.”

“ Right as rain | said Nugent. * Even
if Ilazel is fool enough to think like
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exclaimed Boly, his
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the other fellows, he can get the facts
fraom Marjorie. We ean prove that we
were at Highelilfe most of the anfter-
noon, if necessary. They could havdly
faney that we pinched their blessed boat
while we were IIu.l ving tea in Courtenay’s
study ™

* Let's hunt up Hazel,” said Bob.

Harry Wharton opened his lips, but
closed them again.  After his alterca-
tion with Hazel that day, he did not
think it likely that Mavjorie's brother
would be availlable as peoace-maker.
Still, 1t was worth trying, and the
Famous Five procecded to look for
EHazeldene.

They found him slouching under the
elmis, with his bands in his pockets and
a wmoody scowl on his face. As they
came up he stared at them, turned, and
walked away.

Johuny Bull fm'& a growl, rather hike
an irritated bulldog.

“That means that he ithinks 1t was
us " he grunted. DBy gum———"

“Stop a minute, Hazel !V called out
Nugent.

Hazel walked on.

The chums aof the Remove were not
likely to leave it at that. They broke
into & run, overtook Hazel, and sur-
rounded hnn.

He came to 4 sullen halt, eyveing them
blackly.

“Will you fellows leave me zlone "
he snarled. “I don’t want to speak to
vou! I don't suppose any man in the
Remove doee now—I, least of alll &
set of cowardly, sneaking rotters——»

“Cut that out!” said Harry curtly,
“You spoke to me after third achoaol,
and you've had no reason to change your
opinton sines then. Look here, Hazel,
Bob's been over to Cliff House——"

“Like his check, after what he did 1”
sneercd Hazel.

“I've done nothing ! roarcd Bob.

Hazel shrugged lus shoulders.

“Marjorte wouldn’t let him speak to

her, went on Harry, keeping his
temper with difficulty.
“Did he expect her io?" asked

Hazel, with another snecer.

“Well, she didn’t. She's got it into
her head someliow that we pinched that
boat yesterday—we don't know why.”

“7 ean tcll you why ! It's becausze you
cid it ! said Hazel, *1 dare say they
suw you !l Aoyhow, they know I

“If veu'd beon in the Hag an hour
ago, you'd have heard me explain how
we got hold of that boat,” said Harry
patiently. “We got it away from I'on-
sonly —"

“What rot !” :

“Look heve,” reared Johnny Bull, *if
you don't believe us=——"

“T dont ! sald Hazel coolly., " Not
a word of it Tt's quite bright of you
to put it on a fellow at another school

— fellow evervhorly here dislikes ! Dut
it wem't wa=h with we !
“Look  here,  Hawzel" =ad Rarry,

“Uhwere's seme ghastly netake in the
wplier. A few words fron o "r'l-'ﬂlu]-d
seet it right. 10 vou'd ent over to Cliff

House, aud ask  DMaejorie why she
fancies——"

“You're za keen nn obhiging other
fellows,  aren’™t vew®  aszked  Hazel
SY o'l do netling for e bng wlhen
vou  want  semething, you ask  fast

crintiad 1™

“Tlas 15 o rather different malter,”
spitd Harry., " It's pretly rotten for us
1o have evervbody thinkine we've done
a rotten thing—-"

“YTou shouldn't de rollen things,
then! What do you expect everybody
to think if vou do? I=n't it a rotlen
thing rotien if you do 3"

“We were ot Hicheliffe yvesterday

afternoon, Ifazel,” said Frank Nugent.
“We couldn’t have done i, even if we'd
wanted to.”

“You didn't o by way of the river ™
encercd Hazell " Why, i vassed you on
the towpath, and passed the girls in the
boat afterwards. You couldn’t have
been wvery far off, 1 fancy, when it
happened.™

“ Will you go over to Cliff House "

“*Nog, I wen'tl”

"Hazrel, old man,™ sald Dob, “you
can’'t believe——"

“0Oh, chuek it!" said IHazel rudely,
“You played a rotten, cowardly trick on
my sister ! You dared not have done it
it if 1 were a hulking brute like your-
self, able to thrash you for itt Well, I
can't thrash yvou, though I'd like {o; =0
you ean go about bragging that vou've
ragged a party of girls and got by with
it! Much good may it do you ™

Bob's face became crimson.

" You—you—you awful retter!” he
ﬁﬂﬁpﬁd. “I've a jolly good mind to

nock you spinning, you—vyou measly
worm

Heazel gave him a taunting lock.

“Go it 1" he zaid. “ You're twice my
weight, but I'm not afraid of you—you
hullt',; ™

“Jh, come away!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton., *That fellow makes me sick |
Let's get out of this!”

Tha chuma of the Remove went in to
fea—a rather silent and dismal tea.
They were all worried and ruzzlml and
bewildered, unable to make head or tail
of the strange affair. While they tea'd
in Study No. 1, they heard footsteps and
voices 1n the passage outside, among
them the wvoice of Herbert Vernon-
Smith. The Bounder had come back
from Higheliffe.

Tha buzz showed that a crowd of
fellows was gathering outside Study
No. 1. There was a bang on the door
at last, and it flew open.

Vernon-Smith looked in, and the
sardonic scorn in his face caused the
red to rush into the faces of the Famous
Five. Smithy's mind, evidently, was
now made up. :

“T'va been to Highelifie ! he rapped.

“ Well "

“I've secen Ponsonby.™

“Well ¥ repeated Harry icily.

“Hao says that he never met you at all
yestorday—any of you. He was out
with Gadsby and Monson in a Iigh-
chiffe boat, and they went back to Iigh-
cliffe in it. What aboul that "

“ Oy, my hat 1" gasped WNugent,

Harry Wharten drew a deep breath.

That settles if,” he said.

“I think it does!” sneered the
Bounder. “You're going fo own up
now—xyhat "

“Troan't be a fool! Tt settles that Pon-
sonby plaved that rotien trick; he
could have no other reason for telling
lies '™ zaid Harry Wharton guictly.
“Wo know now who did it, at least 1?

“Oh, ean it 1" said Smithy, “Do yon
think anybody here 15 going to believe
that*  The ClHT House givle sav that
yvon pinched their boal : vou're spotted
with it, and veou sav that a Highelifle
nian had it and he zays he never had.
T know Pon ean do some harvd lvin’
when he wants ta, but T think vou've got
by beaten in Hhiz stady Y
Wharton rose to his feet.

“Tou can think that, if vou like,
Vernon-8wmith, but you won’t say so
heare! (et out !”

And az the Bounder did not move,
he grazped the door and slavuned it in
his face. There was an angry roar
oulside from a dozen fellows, and the
Famous Five half-expected a rnzh. But
it did not corne, nncI! they =al down o
finish tea in glum and gloomy silence.



THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Coker!
¢ JI'5 & bit thick!” =zaid Coker,
l frowning.

Coker of the Tifth was in the
quad, after eclass the following
day, with his friends, DPotter and Greene.
11iz eyes turned on five juniors who had
vome gut of the House.
“Those young cads——"" zaid Caoker.
“Eh—what? Foiter glanced round

carelessly. “Oh, let 'em rip, Coker!
Ne good getting mixed up in fag
rows, ™

“They don't seem very popular in
taeir own Form,” vemarked Greene,

That was a circumstance that few
could have failed to notice.

As Harry Wharten & Co. walked
Jewn to the gaics they passed a group
af RBemove f[ellows—Peter Todd and
Ruszell, Ogilvy and Newland—all of
vwiom deliborately looked ancilier way.

A hitile farther on they came on
Hervhert Vernon-Smith. He did not
look another way—he stared at thowm,
with cool contempt in his look, keepin:
his eyes fixed on them till they ha
paseed,

Johuny Bull paused a moment, but
went ol

Rilly Dunter was the next to deman-
stratr.  He rolled up to the Famous
Fivg and stood a few feet away, expres-
sively turning up his fat litile nose and
curling his hip in & tremendouns sneer.
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“¥ah " came from Bunter, in tones
of scorn. He blinked watchfully
through hizs big spectacles, ready to
dodga. “Yah! Cads!®

Johnny Bull paused agaiu, and
Bunter did a sudden backward i'ump.

Unluckily for Bunter, his weizht over-
balanced him, and he stumbled and sat
down with a heavy bump.

The Famous Five, who had heen look-
ing quite sorious, ceazed fo look zeripus
for a moment as Bunter bumped. They
grinned as they walked on,

“Qogoogh I gasped Bunter., * Swabsl
Worms ! Qooeogh 17

“That's all very well,” zaid Colker.
“But 1 told those girls the other day
that 1'd thrash yeung Cherry for that
rotten trick ! Fle ought to be jolly well
who }ped—r'_l.rma fellows know that 1

" Oh, quite [ agreed Potter.

“Wingato had to butt in, of course,”
said Coker, {rowning, “I don’t sco how
8 man cen boek up against o prefect,
with the Head backing him up.”?

Potter and Greena exchanged a wink,
unseen by Coker. The great Hovace had
learned at last, it seemed, that a nian
coild not back up against a proefect.
Celebrated hunter of trouble as old
Horace was. he had given up iwe idea
of hunting for any more {rouble with
Wingata of the Sixth.

“If I grabbed those young scoundvels
this minute, and walloped them, bet you
Wingate would barge in!” said Coker
morosely,
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“Bet you he would I¥ assenled Poticr.

“But there’s more than one wai; of
killing & cat P” said Coker. “See whero
those young cads are going 1"

“Out of gates,” miﬁn Greene.

*Exactly! Well, soppose a fellow
walked aftor them, with & stick under
his arm?” suggested Coker astutely.
“Catch 'em in a quiet spot—what? It's
up o meM

“But Wingate—"

“Blow Wingate!” said Coker. *A
man can't very well blow him, being
head ﬁrefect«, here in the school, but qut-
sicde the gates it's rather different. You
fellows can come along—in case tie othey
young rotters barge in—="

“Better give 1t &8 miss, old man,” said
Potter. “Prefecta don't like Fifth Form
mien doing their work for them,”

“I'm not asking yon for adviee,
Totter! I'm telling you what I'm gong
{o do,” said Coker coldly.

“Oh " said Potter. ““'Lhen 'L tell
vou what I'm going to do—I1'm going
down to the nets, Coming, Greency

“You bet!” said Greene.

*Look here—" licoted Coker,

Instead of “ looking there,” DPotter and
Greeno departed.

They agreed with old Ilorace in
theory that the young rascals who had
stranded the schoolgirls on the island
in the river ought to be jolly well
whopped. But they were not prepared
to risk &8 row with Wingate for that

iContinucd en next pane.)
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pnepose.  Neither were they kecn on a
rough-and-tumble combat with a mob of
juniors. Coker could talk in an sy
way of “walloping * the offender, but it
was fairly certain that, whether he
deserved it or not. the offender would
not take the wallopivg like u lamnb.

Coker gave o enort, went into the
I{ouse, and catpe back with a eriekot-
stutnp  tucked under his arm,  Thos
cquipped, he hurried down to the gates.

Looking out, he spolted the Famous
Five, in the distance, going down Friar-
dale Lane. He cut after them at a rapid
wallk.

Quite npnaware that Coker of the Fifth
was on their trail, the chums of the
Hemove walked oun, and turned at the
siile into the footpath through the wood.

{oker, astern, grinned.

They could not have served his cends
Lbetter. Once in the wood, they would be
out of the general view ; and then Coker
could close in on them and administer
the walloping without rlan%er of intev-
ference {rom meddling prefects or any-
body else.

Harry Wharton & Co. were heading
for Chf House School.

Exactly what to do in the present
seculiar state of affairs the chums of the
humova hardly kunew. DMost of the
Remove fellows were down on them:--
and somoe were hinting at a Form
ragging, others at sending the Co. te
Coventry.

Irritating and disagreeable as it wasy,
they could hardly Blame the fellows for
the view they were taking, as matters
stood, Nobody in the Remove would
have taken Pon's word agsinst
Wharlon's unsupported. But it was BﬂP-
ported by what Marjoric & Co. had told
Coker. That settled it, for most of the
juniors. LThe malter could only be set
right by convincing Marjorie Hazeldene
of hier mistake—which could not be done
without scemg Marjorie.

It was useless to eall et Clif House,
and be rebuffed as Bob had been. But
n chance meeting wae guite probable;
and for that purpose the worried Five
were going over o Pegg.
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They walked almest in silence through
the wood by the leafy, shady footpath.
Half-way to Pegg ﬁunu they became
aware of hurryimg footsteps behind
them,

Coker was coming on at » run.

Harry Wharton glanced back., He
saw Coker of the Fifth, but did net for
the moment suspect that Coker's
presence had anything to do with him-
self and his comradea. He walked on
regardless,

“8top ! panted Coker,

He came up, rather breathless. The
chumus of the Remove stopped and
looked round at him. ‘T'hen they noticed
the ericket-stump under his arm.

Coker slipped it down into bis hand,
just like & Sixth Form prefect with an
ashplant. At which sight five faces grew
frim' The juniors understood then that
{orace Coker was at his favourite ocou-
pation—hunting trouble,

“8o I've got you ! said Coker grimly.

“YWhat do vyou mean, fathead?®”

runted Bob Cherry. No member of the

o, was in a mood to be very patient
with the ineffable Horace.

“I mean what I say—I'vo got you!”
ganid Coker. **No prefects to borge in
here! I've got you, ¥ou young scoun-
drel

“The gotfulness may be a boot on the
other leg, my esteemed and idiotic
Coker!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, with a dusky grin.

“1 promised those girls,” said Coker,
“to wallop you, Cherry, for that rotten
irick you Iaycé on them——"

“0h, shut up!” said Bob grufy.
“Come on, you men—we're not stayin
hiere to listen to that potty chump’s
gabble, I suppose,”

“Stop " roared

“Tathead !

Bob Cherry swung on, so n;;:ml_-,r con-
temptuous of Coker and all his works
that the great Horsce reddened with
wrath,

But Bob did not get very f4r. Coker
rushed, grabbed him by the shoulder,
and jerked him to a halt.

Bob faced round, his fists clenching.

“ Look here, vou dolt!” he said. “I've

Coker.
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pinched your silly face once. T'm ready
te punchk it apain, 1f you want mo to.
Will vou shut vp, and mind your own
biznev? We've no time to waste on you
now £

“Chuck it, Coker!” enid Iarry
Wharton impatiently.

“You're going to have what you've
asked for!” said Coker. “You can't

hide I__;:fhind Wingate here, young Cherry
—sep 1
Harry Wherton laughfrd.
“1f you fliﬂ.;,‘ the giddy ox, Coker, 1
fancy you'll scon be wishing that Win-
ate was here, for somebody to hida
shind,” he said. * Now chuek it
“Will you let go my shoulder, Coker ™
asked Bob, in & sulphurous voice.

Coker let go the shoulder, changing
his graosp to the back of Bob's collar.
Gripping that collsr, he swung the
junior over with his left, lifting the
cricket-sturap with his right. The next
moment something that seemed like a
mule’'s hoof jarred on Coker's chin, and
he staggered.

“Ow 1" he gasped. “ Why, you checky
little beast——>"

“Oollar the silly idiot!" growled
Johnny Bull. *Give him what he's ask-
ing for, and & bit over!”

And almost befors Coker of the Fifth
knew what was happening he was down
in the grass of the footpath, bellowing.
and five juniors were standing on him to
keep him there.

gy,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Heolplng Horace Home !

113 CRAG him " hooted Johnny Bull

Coker roared and stru%g‘led.

He had arrived there to
_ thrash Bob Cherry—which, he
considersd was up to him. He had,
r,«:n;*i'm]:nsklr foroseen that Bob's pals might
iave something to say about it—but that
had not deterred Coker.

Hia chief idea was to get going, out of
sight of the school, and out of the reach
of the cofficial eye of & prefect. That was
all bgght—tl}um was no prefect at hand—
nobody to intervene. ut in less than
e minute Coker was wishing that thero
had been.

He was rolled and rumpled and
bumped and banged. His ericket-stump
was jammed down the back of his neck,
and his cap after it. Collar and tie,
jerked out, were crammed down the
SRIMIO WAY.

Coker was stroggling all the time.
Even fiva fellows Egl% not find it easy to
handle the hefty Horace. He gave them
& lot of trouble.

Every now and then they all rolled
over togetiher, clinging like cats, Then
they stagpored  up, struggling wildiy.
But every time Coker went under again,
and he was getting mors and more dis-
hevelled, more and more winded, and
more and more damaged.

Quite out of patience with Horace, the
Famous Five “seragged” him  with
vigour. They had cnough trouble on
hand, without any from Coker of the
Fifth—and it was time Coker learned
where he got off. He was Jearning it
now, by a wvery painful course of
inatruction.

For nearly ten minuies it went on;
and then Horace James Coker lay in
the prass, winded to the wide, moaning
for breath, and utterly done.

The Famous Five stood round him
panting.

They were nearly as dishevelled az
Coker. Collars were crumpled onnd
dusty faces wet with perspiration. They
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had been through it hard=—though not
nearly so hard as Coker.

“Urrerrggh!™  came in moaning
accents from the hapless Coker, strewn
breathless on the prass.

“Have you had enough, f[athead [
snorted Bob.

Coker

“ Wooooorrggh !
feebly. *“Ooooooh 1V

“I've a jolly good mind,” said Bob, in
concentrated tone, “to kick the silly
chump all the way haeck to Greyfriars!
H:Fg can't go on to Clif House—like
this 1™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

They had left the school looking their
usual neat and natty selves. Now they
looked more like & gang of tramps—iar
from the state in which they wanted to
prosent themselves ab a girla’ school

“Well, if we're g-:rin]g' E:u:k wa'll take
Colier with us,” growled Johuny Bull,
- and we'll Jolly well make him sorey he
barvged in I’

“ Yes, rather [ gasped Nugent.

Frank Nugent was dabbing a stream-
g nose, where one of Coker's fists had
landed in the tussle. Hurree Jamsot
Fam Bingh was rubbing an eye that
perzisted 1 winking.

*Aake an example of him 1* agreed
llnlrl';-.' Wharvten, " Now, Coker! et
up 2

*Ureergeh 1% mumbled Coker.

“Help him up ™ said Bob. *You
take one car, and I'll take the other!
Lotz of room to take hold, Then we'll
help him homo ™

Coker was winded; but he found
Dbreath enourh to vell as he was heaved
to his feet by his cars. Ilo hit out
wildiy.

But he was too far gone for even his
log-of-muféon fists to do any exceution.
ITo stood tottering when e resumed the
perpendicular.

“Btart I suapped Bob.

“You—uurrgh —young  scoundrel—
wurrgh '—think sou can order me
-E.].HJII::L?" gurgled Coker. YTl smash
you! :

“Yon look hike doing 41" griuned
Bob. “You're going ﬁm‘:l: now—and
we're going to boot you all the way!
Detter hop it lively i?

“The liveliness is tho proper caper,
my cstecied Coker,”

“I'll jolly well—yoo-hooop ! roared
Cuoker, a3 a boot landed.

He spun round at Bob; and as Lo
spun Johnny Bull’s boot landed, Turn-
ing on  Johuny, he received Harry
Wharton's boot—hard.

“Going ™ asked the eaplain of the
Remove cheerfully.

moaned

1!J

“You young—ooogh! I'll—urrghi”
gasped Coker. “Ill—  Keep your
hoots sway,. you ¥yoiun seoundrels !

Think you can boot a Tifth Forin man
and—— Oh, my hat !

“Bort of ' grinned Bob.

Cleavly, the Removites thought that
ihey could Loot a Wilth: Form mwan, for
they did—havd !

Coker, spluttoring
Lreathlessness, cssayed o put up 2
struggle,  But there was no stroggle
leff 1n Coker ! '

Gathering round the hapless Yovace,
the Famous Five booied bard, and
hooted often. IE was not easy for
Horeee Coker to assimilate the foet (hat
he was beaten—that he had to bacl
out of & combat with mere juniovs. Liut
that fact was borne in apon hiz mid
ab lazt, and with incxpressible fecl-
imgs Coker of the IMifth staried on his
hoameward way.

The chuma of the Remove accom-
panied Lim.

Coker did not want their company—
far from that! e had 5l without

with rage and

EVERY SATURDAY

ELL, chums,
much space ab my disposal this
week, But 1 don't grumble,
providing I can get a little

W there's not very

pow-wow  with you fellows. There's
nothing like a friendly chat with my
readers, what? When I think of the
vast number of old friends I've got, this

verse always comes inle my mind :

“A friend that iz new
May be all that 13 true;
Bug there's never & friend like the old.
The former is held by a silver thread;
But the laiter by anchors of geld.”

Very mice words, those, chums, If at
any time your pal wants you to write
somcthing in his autograph album the
above verso will alwavs sullice.

As ususl, my postbag contains quite a
number of interesting lettors, chief
among them being one from Lerne
Haonry, of Victoria, B.C., Canada, who
writes me at regular intervals.

Thanlt yon for your grectings and
salutalions,- my Canadian chum, snd
don’t run away with the idea that I'm
f&ttmg tired of receiving so many lettors
rom you. The mare the merrier!
~ Bome time ago I published a number
of peeuliar place-names. Lorne Hent
has been busy looking up more, mﬁ
wishes me to pass his findings on to you
fellows,

IMere they arc:

. No-yes, Manitoba; Red Apple, Wash-
wgton; Bad Axe, Machigan, Tombh-
stone, Bugar Loaf, Arizona; Kisimmee,
Florida, Socinl Circle, Georgia: New
Harmoeny, Rising Sun, Indiana; Cherry-
field, Maine; Lime Kiln, Maryland:
Sleepy Exve, Minncsola; Bowling Green,
Missonri; Round-up, Montana: Broken
Bow, Nebraska; Broken Arrow, Okla-
homa; Friendship, New York:; Cow
Pens, South Carolina; Rural Retreat,
Virginia, and Eed Jacket, Wast
Virginia.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
jiil from his readers,

Write to him : Editor

fifly of the “ Magnet,”” The Amalgamated
" Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Sireet, London, E.C.4. ‘

MODEL FLYING.

Lots of fellows I know are madel-
flying enthusiasts, and I expect there are
heaps of you who have already taken
advantage of tho coupon on page 11.
If not, you should lose no time in send-
1nghlt n:: tli i F;*c- * coloured leaflet
with particulars o 8 “Frag" Flyin
Club, and how to ﬂhtnit:ﬂgilandﬁ::;mg
enamelled Air Force Pilot Badges. In
nearly every district there iz a Model
Flying Club, which holds competitions
under S.M.A.E. regulations, and for
those of you who find 82 much interest in
building your own machine as flying it,
there iz o large range of “ Frog” scale
model consfruction kits at prices as low
as half-a-erown.

I take it you have read this week's
sehaol, yarn of I:Ia;:':'w_i~ Wharton . & Co.
and the girls of Cliff Honse. Well, and
what do you think of it? Isn't it the
real gﬂﬂﬂs:? I said in my last week's
chat that I'd eat my best Sunday topper
if you didn’t enjoy it, No need to
undertake that indigestible task,

Now that the feud hetween the two
schools ia "on,” I guess you are all wor-
dering what will happen next weck.
Well, you'll find out when you read:

“THE BOY WHO WOULDN'T SPLIT] "

the next yarn in thizs super sories.
Nothing, apparently, will alter the
opinion of the girls of Clif House that
Bob Cherry haa served them a dirty
trick. And they're out to get their own
back. Their action lands lf.:.b Cherry in
serions trouble with the Head of Grey-
friare. But Bob is true blue all through,
and prepares to e what'a coming
sooner than “eplit ™ on the girls, You're
on another good yarn here, boys, o be
gure to order your MagREr in good time !

YOUR EDITOR.

wanting it! I[very now and then they
sceelerated him with a thudding boot !

Coker's idea had been lo walk off,
with as much dignity as possible, in
(he circumstances—which  was  not,
indeed, very much. Bub dignity had to
bo thrown fo the winds now.

Ha walked very fast. He walked
fasier. TFinally, he trotted. After him
trotled the five Removites. Twice,
thrice, Horace turned desperatcly on
his tormenfors; and each time he was
collared, l:ﬂ.lmﬁi.':d, rolled, and rumpled.
Afler which he grew tired of turning
on ihem, aud hiz trot quickcned to o
run.

ITad Colier of the Fifth been told that
he would ever run, with &8 mob of
juniors booting him on his way, ha
wotld have leoughed the idea to scorn !l
Now, alas, he was doing it.

He was fairly sprinting by the time
e cmerged from the footpall into
Friardale Lane. He headed for Grey-

friars as fast as he could go. Quile
as fast the Fameus Five followed on.

Every time Coker ged, a hoot
thudded ; and it thudded every now and
then when he did not lag, just to kecp
him up to it

The Famous TFive chuckled and
chortled as they chased Coler. They
secmed to be enjoying themselves now,
Coker was not.

They Hazsﬂﬁ sevoral people in the
lane. Id  Jayce, the woodeutter,
almost fell off his cart at the starHin
sight. People stopped, and stared, ang
grinned. t was sfeelly awfal, for
Coker  He put on specd. So did the

Famous Five.

Juzt then Coler would have given a
oreal deal for the sight of & Sixth
Form prefect.  His eyes would have
Leen gladdened by a view of Wingato
of the Bixth, with s ash under his
4arm,

But Horace had laid his plans too

Tue Masyer Lisnany.—No. 1,528,
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well, Iie was far from e sight of a
Greviviars prefect!

He# bounded on.

Bome Greyfriars fellows camo in
gight. DBut they were only * Shell
fellows, and they stood and roaved with
laughter as Coker sweEl: by them,
dribbled up TFriardale Lane by the
cheery five.

Wear the school gates a fat figure
hove in sight, aud a big pair of spec-
tacles turned on Coker.

“He, he, he? cackled Billy Banter.
“1 sav, vou fellows—he, he, het”

Coker had just enevgy cnough o
i.;ma::k Bunter's head as lhe carvetred
W,

-Billy Bunter's cackle was changed to

i roar of anpuish as he sat down 1In
n bed' of nettles. .
*‘Coker charged on. Right up to the
kchool gates tha Famous ‘Five chascd
him, and then, breathless, they caro to
a halt.” Colkcr hurtlied in at the gates
and vanished : '

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry,
fanning his face -with his hat. Oh
scissors! Think Coker will want to
cofner s again in a lonely spet without
anv preféets about ¥ ,

“Ia, ha, hat” roared the Co.

It secmed improbable that old Horaco
would lay sm}g stratogic plans again.
His strategy had been successful, so
far as that went; but one such success, it
was probable, was enough for Coker.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Tut!

i AlT herc!™
W “Thera's the
crovodile 1

I* was Baturday afferncon.

That afternoon was a Imﬂ-hnliday Bk
Greviriers, and at Cliffi House 3chool.
The Famous Five had plenty of ovcupa-
tions on a half-holiday’ but all other
things had been set aside to meake one
more attempt to sot matters right with
their schoolgirl friends at CHff House.
Even cricket was neglected for the
nonce _

The present state of aflfairs was
getting intelérable. It was net pleasant
to br regarded in the Reomove as a gang
of young hooligans—and still more un-
p!s.g.f;ant to be so vegarded by Marjorie
& Co.

It wasz still a2 complete mystery to
them why they were so regarded. They
felt sure that & few words with Marjorio
would clear the matier up.  But the
rhifficulty wasz to get those few words
Flad llazel been willing, he conld have
eetod as ambassador—but he was not
willing. Hazel had his back up—and he
waa, morcover, wholly and solely con-
centrated on his own <iing;r troubles.

But on hali-holidays, it was ireguently
the customn of Miss Bellew, the mistress
of the Fourth Form at Chff House, to
take her Form for a “walk ”; and the
juniors had heard, before the trouble
iuigau, that such a “walk ” was booked
for that Haturday alternvon, So imme-
dgiately after dinner, they headed for

jolly old

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Clif 1lousec—and if Coker of the Fifth
EEEEH:;;& them going, he did not follow on
thig fime 1

Now the chuins of the Remove were

osted in Pegg Lane, at a little distance
rom the gates of Cliff House Behool, on
the wateh for the *erocodila —other-
th:' the Clif House Fourth in marching
order. _

“There they come ! murmured Frank
MNugent, '

“ There's Clava ' ‘saad Harry.

“And the csteemed and beayteous
Marjorie I murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. ;

“ And- Dolly Jobling ' said Johnny
Bufl, “And Fatima! They'll have to
see us now, whether they like it or not 1”

Bob Cherry did npt speak.  His
rugged face was worried, and his ‘eyes
fixed very earnestly on Barjorie Hazel-
deno, in the distance.

That charming face had  alwavs
grocted him, hitherto, with a friendly
emile. e was wondering, with dismal

Read and Enjoy

i “BUNTER the

THOUGCHT-READER!"
By Frank Richards

—this weel’s story dealing
11 with the early adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. in the

GEM
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2d.

trepidation, how it was going io greet
him now, :

“Hats off, when they come along,”
said Harry Wharton. * Let “em sco that
we're just as pally as ever'! Miss Bullow
won't mind us spedking to than for a
minute or twuﬂ—sﬁﬁ knows us all right 1"

“Hallo, they've spolted us!”
mured Nugent.

Standing in a group at the side of the
lanz, the Famous Five were epotted by
moat of the crocodile az it wound along.

Many ETEH turned on them. '

Miss Bellew glanced at themy, and gave
thema a smiling nod, and the chums of
the Remove raised their hats wvery
wolitely to the mistress of the Fourth.
iﬂut, the Form-mistress’ nod was the only
cne they received. Wol one of the ChiF
House Fourth Formers gave them a sign
of recognition

Marjorie Hazeldenes glance wirned
ont them for a moment, as if in surprise
—and was immediately averted. Clara
Trevliyn looked at t.f;ﬂm coolly, and
turned her head away. Dolly Jobling

ave an audible sniff, and transferved
wr altention elzewhere. . Dessie DBunter
fixod her big spectacles on them and
turned up her litile fat nose expres-
sivelr.

nruayr-

- erocedile. Only Bob

As the four eamo by the spot where
the Groyfriars juniors were standing,
five straw hats weroe raised 83 one,

*Marjorio I muttared Bob.

“Esteemoed and beanteous misses——*
began the Nabob of Bhanipur,

arjoric’'s face was turned away.
Claza and Dolly lookied straight ahead,
as if unsecing. - Bessie Bunter could not
turn” her fat little nose up higher than
it was turning already. But sho put the
thumb of her right hand to it, and
extended the fingers! That elegant ges
ture made the Greyfriars follows gasp,

“Marjorie I exclaimed Harry Wl‘:ar-
ton, his cheeks crimson. “Won't you let
us speak a woid "

arjoric Hazéldene scemed-deaf. The
eolour deepencd in her checks a little,
Dub-she gave nd sign.

“Clara!” excldimeéd Nugent,

Clara walked on, ungeping.

Only -one ward cswe frém the ‘eroco-
dile. Tt was uttered by Bessie Dlinter.
Tha word was?

£11 Yah l:'i‘

Then the CLF Flouse girls wers past,
and the tail ot the erocodile wound on
past the Famous Five. They stood
dumbiocunded.  They were rather ilad
wheh the crécodile had wound past and
left: them stEndm

“Well 1™ said
breath.

Grunt from Johnny Dull

“That does 161" he said. “We've
done all we can—and we've.been cut in
sight of a erowd of girls) D'm Tedup I?

Crimaon-and uncomfortable, tha
juniors gazed after the disappcaring
horry's face woe

%‘mnk. with & deep

ale. It was & heavy blow to ¢ ok,
E:rr Marjorie to pass him %ﬁ Uiy
averted cyea. ,

“J1 think,"” soid Harry guolly, ®*that
we shall have to leave it at that. I'm
not going through anything of that kind
again,”

“8Bame hers " grunted Johony Bulk

“The samefulness s tervifio [

Bob did not speak. . .

Ho drove his Dbande deep in his

ockots, and tramped ‘away, and his
riends followed him.  They walked back
to Grevfriarz in silence. Four of the
Co. were fecling angry, and resentful.
They had been” condemmed, on what
cvidence they could hot even guess, and
without being heard in’ their defence.
The cut direct was enough for them-—
and that was that |

But there was neo room for anger in
Bob's heart. He was only feoling dis-
tressed and bewildered. 'To hid friends,
it was the -end—but to Bob it scemed
that there was. only one "thing to be
done—te sort out this strange tangle
somehow, and ect matters nght, nt
liow 1t was going to be done was like a
puzzle to which there ‘secmed to be no
LIPS,

THE EXD.

{The next yarn in ihids super rerics
is  entitled: . “"THE BOY WHO
WOULDN'T SPLIT! Il be your
loes ¢f you miss 16, Be sure amd order
;rmEr J]:I*n::-p,;.r of the MAGRET in good fimel
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL’S
BULLFIGHT!
By DICKY NUGENT

il Spﬂ.rﬂ ﬂ.:m.innit !. iF

Dootor Alfred Birchemall

ked his head mto the

unier Common-room A&t
St, Sam’s and aslked that
queation. - :

“ Two, if you like, sir ! "
Jack Jolly answered, readily.
* We're only packing up the
Fourth Form Btage Club’s
costumes till next term."

“* Good 1 ** said the Head,
who had a somewhat erafty
look on hia skollarly face.
“Mind if I borrow one of
them for the afterncon t"

“ Plezzure, sirl" larfed
Jock Jolly, ** But mind you
choose the rmight one.
Romeo's c¢ostume would
look prefity commical on
you; but you'd look quite
all right as Biil Sykea "

“Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“ Oh, rattal®
Doctor Birchemall.
not going to wear the ooe-
tume myself, anyway. I
want you and Fearless to
woar it between youl"

The Fourth-Formers
stared. ]

“ Yhat iz it, then, sir T ™
gsked the kaptin of the
Fourth, " An animal cos-
tume 177

“ Juet that | ' nodded the
Head., “The costums I
bave in mind, a5 s matter
of fakt, in that costume of a
bull which vou used in the
bullfighting eeene in the
opera called * Tram-
drivers " 1 **

“ Don't vou mean ' Car-
men,” gir 1" chuckled Frank
Fearless,

“That's it, Fearless—
*Carmen ' ! gaad Doctor
Birchemall, nodding eagerly.
“ I knew it was something
to do with trams or cars |
Now, what about it, boya
All I want you to do is fo
dresa up s a bull and gaellep
acrosd o feld fowards me
when I am escorting & lady
from the station this after-
noon. What do you aa.]y? o

“ Anything for o lark,
gir 1 ¥ grinned Jack Jolly.
* But who's the lady ¥ And
what's the idea 7"

grinned

Doctor Birchemall oul-
lered slitely.
“Ahemm! It'a rather o

Lkonfidential matter, boys;
but I know I can rely on
you to keep it to yourselves.
Ag a matter of fake, the lady
ia my wealthy old maiden
Aunt Jane."

“My hat!™
Bright.
old fﬂ%&}" like you has any
aunts left 1 ™

The Head frowned.

* You're talking out of the
back of your neck, Bright 1
he said, with dignity. “ I'm
gnly ninety-nine next birth-
day, and if you'd like to

ow, 1've got several aunta!

ut Aunt Jane is the one
that really matters, She's
sinply rolling in oof—or, a8
the vulgar would put it, she
iz in & prosperous financial
poaition 1 ' '

grinned

L1 Il‘m 4

“It's & svonder an-

“TIashe going to leave
you in_ her will, sir 11
asked Jolly.

“I'm afraid she
won't—unless some.

REVER

RAK

— &

SHE

e

RALD

see, boys, my Aunt Jane
hag alwayz logked on me as
a cowherd,”

* You don't say go, gir 1 ¥

“It'a troo—ridiculous as
it may sound !' said the
Head, with e ghrug. * Years

, when we were on the
river together at Oxbridge,
ghe fell into the waler.
was 44 brave as & lion.
Instead of gitting there to
watch her drown, I punted

I} stood

carryi the costume be.

tween them.
In a secluded spot bahind
a hedga in ona the felds

near the station Jolly and
Feorless pot into the cos-
tume, Jolly taking the front
lege and Fearless the back.
Tﬁgn Merry and DBright
guard to watch for the
return of the Head with his
gellybrated Aunt Jane.
anwhile, at Muggleton

back to the shore and
hurriedly fetched a perlice-
man, who soon saved hﬂl‘
But, despite my curridge
and pressnce of mind, Aunt
Janc haa always chosen to
lock on me a3 a cowherd
since that day. She won't
leave me a penny in her
will, boys, or all these
parg—unless you change

er attitude to-day 1"’

¥ Taig 4 '

“ Both of you!" nodded
the Head, his grimy four.
finger pointing firet to Jolly
apd then to Fearless, * 1If

cu'll only dress up as o
ull and pretend to attock
Aunt Jane and myself when
I escort her from the station
on her wvigit to St Sam’s,
then I can shield her and
drive you away. And her
opinion of me will change
immejotely |

" Oh, eramsg!”
“What's the verdict,
hoya?"” asked Doctor

Birchernall, hiz brow farely
rinkled with anxioty.

Jolly and Fearless looked
at each other. Then thoy
both bust into a larf.

" All sereen, sir.  We'll
oblige,"” said Jack Jolly.
* You'rs 4 terribul twister ;
but we'll do you a turn ! M

“Thanks, awfully!™
lmmnuddthﬂ Head. And hﬁ

rllopad away, grinning o
Ever Phia dia,lywi%h :EIEEF.

Aa goon a3 Doctor Birch-
emall had had his dinner
that day, he trotted off to
the station to meet his gunt.

Jolly and Fearless and
Merry and Dricht foilowed

Station, Doctor Birchemall
wag dofling his mortar-
board to the feerce-looking
old lady who stepped off the
train he had met with all
the chivalry of a nite of old.

“Hallo, aunty!” he
cried. “I hoap you're in
the pink | *

3 g:'hera’a nothing green
gbout me, anyway, Alfred 1 "
retorted the old lady, with a
teas of hor head. “ Youm
don't seem to have altered
much. Are you just as big
a cowherd as ever T "

“Renlly, ounty, you
must be thinking of someone
glea ! " gaid the Head, turn-
ing ad rod as a pony. * No-
body who really knows me
bas ever guestioned my
curridge [ *

“ Nonsense, Alfred ! You
know very well that a bigger
funk than you are never
bresthed ! ™

Doctor Birchemall
breethed hard. If he had
obeyed his instinkts, ho
would have ticked his aunt
off properly for saying that.
But he held hia hand. If
Jolly and Feariesa played
their part all right, heo
refleckted, it would not be
lonz bofore Aund Jano would
Em-%‘ur herself that ho was as
brave as o lion !

* Let’s toke the short cut
back to St. Sam’s across the
fields, sunty.” he lecred, as
he led hie relative out of the
station.

The old lady looked a
little suspishus for p moment
Lbut she raised no ohjection,
and s0on the two were walk-

8¢, Sam’s.

As they walked along, the
Head ta.tf:ﬁd on & toppick of
never-ending interest to him
—namely, himself.

So interested did he be.
come in what he was saying
that he almost forget about
hia little arrangement with
Jack Jolly & Co. He failed
to notisa Merry of the
Fourth ﬂdp round from be-
hind a gaﬂga- and give the
pignal to the bogus bull to
prepare for action,

But Dootor Birchemall's
Aunt ';.13' BOg, wl;.g waab_nn: m:ia_
re in the subject o
D%F:tu‘;? Birocbhemall,
spotted the “bull” the
moment it appearsd. Whils
the Head marched on, talk-
ing oheerfully about himpelf
under the d impression
that his fomale relative was
gtill beside him, Aunt Jane
atopped and stared back at
the weerd-locking creclure
that was approaching,

“Bless mel”™ she eggs.
olaimed. “What isit 1"

Then the * bull® came
charging down on her,

Aunt Jane grasped her
umbrella frmly in her hand
and stood her ground,

A few seconda later, Jolly
and Fearlesa, in the intearior
of the “ animal,™ had a rare
old shock. It hadn't oo-
currad to them that the old
lady would start lashing out
with her umbrella. DBut the
iden struclkk them forcibly
when they pgot within
striking distance of her |

Thwaek] Thwack!
Thwack !

“"Yarooooo !

“ Ow.ow.ow | Stoppit !

The front lega unﬁ the
back lega of the “bull™
jumped about wildly—tihen
tried to run off in different
directions ! The result was
simply disasirous for the

body. It eame apart with a
i‘ri% iful tearin Hml]'lf:l and
Jolly and Fearless lat tho

hard, unsimperthettick earth
with an awtul crash.

“Just as I thought'!
ejeckulated Doclor Birch-
emall's Aunt Jane.

She furned round (o

addresa her nephow,

And thon ghe receeved a
real shock!  Charging to-
wards her from the opposite
direction was another bull—
but this time, it was a renl
ong !

It took a lob fo frighten
Doctor Birchemall’s Aunt
Jano, But the site of that
grate beast charging across
iho field did the trick. A

* shreck of terrer left her lips.

ahrilled.
(11 Dﬂn’t Wﬁ:‘:‘rr a mtljrl L} ]
chortled a calm, re:ssuring

voice in front. ** J'll save
you |
Tt was Doctor Bircliemall |

Blissfully unawsre «f what
had beon going' on behind
him, he rolled bac: tis cuffa
and ran to meet the Iweest,

Bapg! Crash! Vallop!

With a whole perics of
crazhes, the Head and the
bull met in combe .y

Dootor Birchemai was
farely determined to impresa
hia aunt this tim: Ha
seezed the bull's horis and
twisted them eavvidgely, he

ulled ita tele with  fearfal
orce and be -used every
ju-jiten trick he.knevr—and
ell the time he iroggingd that
be was siroggling with
Jolly and Fearless

Jolly snd Few = on
their feet agal cnow,
watched the stiuggle in
sheer amazement.. Merry
and Bright, from tho/edge,
gimply blinked.

But it was Dootor Birch-
emall's Aunt Jane who waa
most serprized of al, Bhe
stared at the ptrigpling
figgera of the Head #nd the
huﬁ in open-mouthel wun-
derment.

The fight was aver 4 lagt !
With a final bellow of woe,
the bull etruggled: + its
feet and fled for & %%,

I Ilsmtgr Bircheme _.;Smthé
¢58 an iring, turne
0 his aunt and bonghed,

# Nothing to wmry*o.bnut,
after all, sunty, was tiere 1"
he simpered. “To 3 man
who's as brave ess [ am,
fighting a mad bul is a
meor—"

Then, suddenly, thy Head
apotted Jolly ena I'earless
in the remains of their
costume. And a gesp of
utter dismay escaped him.

* What the thiaps. —*

“* Don't be ﬂ.jnl.rlrl:q dear
Alfred ! ™" eried Ad:' .ane.
“It's only two of your
shollars who dres i ~as e
bull for a jeak 1" |

fl—]—" gtutwored
Dootor Birchema'

“*“When I first =¢w {hem,"
went on the Head’s [amale
relative, I thougds it was
o little rose of yoves for
making me think yon were
brave when wwu really
weren't ! But after what
I have scon; my dear Alfred,
I ne longer think that!”

The Head's I'mua'r vhich
hod turned garstlypeavitite
now he realizcd that he had
fought @ real buld, rinkled up
inlo o =l !
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her opinion of me | EBut — P ]

that is just whera you b == - — =X P ————— T
cegme in | " gaid Doctor » .

Birchemall eagerly. ** You, him out of gates soon after, | ing across the flelds fowards Help! Bave mi 1% she

“ D-d-don't you, sunty M
he d-

Easpa

“Certainly not! I can
see now," said Aunt Jane.
“that I have besn doing
you &n injustice all this

timne | "

Tha Head started to
hr:ightan up wunderfully.

“Well, well! I'm gind

‘ou reckernise me for what
™ worth at last, aunty,”
he said. * I've always told
ou I waa ag brave s a lion,

ow you've seen for your-
self. As for you boys, I'm
perprized abt -you, in
up a3 & bull Jike this here 1 *

“ Sorry, eir!™ grinned
Jolly and Fearless, getting
their cue from the tremend-
ous wink the Head gave
them.

“You report to me later
on,” went on Doctor
Birchemall. " I'H give you
something to remember this
by, then |

And later on, when the
reported to him, ho kept hia
word.

He gave+them ecach a
bright nDew penny |

jacket and

as Potter and Greene.
need for

drive,”

sorub to see the ball arrive,

unstuck sometimes. Then
Still
Still there was nothing

As 1 atopped, I heard Coker remerk :

After a fow seconds we looked bhack
that the ball was still at Coker's fest untouched !
Coker muttered anmethini:haut even the best coming

* There's no
Golf is simple, Just

Ey['-::-u ﬂhﬂgﬂ- to %at NBIVous,
do what I do and you’ll do right. Now, this is how you

Coker then made a terrifio slash at the ball with his
club. Potter and Greene and I gozed into the distant

azain and found

had another smack at it.

the same result. .]f:[!a.t.riad a third and a fourth time.
oing
Game to the last, Coker kept on slashing.
But he didn't hit the ball.
Eventually, tired out from rhy long ordeal, I came away.
The Iast 1 eaw of Coker, from the road half a mile farther
on, he waa still alashing away-—and etill miesing.
That was three daya ago, and I haven’t secn him since.
Probably he's still trying !

Peter Todd Discovers That—

POSH PEOPLE

POPSHOPS !

If you'd been down at the
gatea the other doy, you
muaght have seen a furtive-
looking youth sneakip
sheepishly out of the achoo
and asquirming with embar-
ragament at every step he
took.

It was mao !

I was doing & thing 1 had
never dome before. A
finaneial blizzard had driven
e to extremities, and I wasg
going down to Courtfield to
pawn my watch !

I never felt more hot and
bothered in my life, chaps,
believe me! The mere
thought that anyone might
Bpot me druﬂfingbin at the
mign of the throe bross balls
mads me hlush to the roots
of my hair !

Qf course, when you want
to dodge people, wvou're
bound to run into tham, I
didi I met Temple down
the lane. Usually, Templa

doesn't hobnobh with Remove | I

fellows, This time, ha dJdid.
Hsa would !

Then wea both mel, Stewarg

on the piatforin at Friar.

PATRONISE

dale. Btowart is a Shell
chap and considers him-
self & cubt above mers
juntors. But ha got into
the same compartment
ag 3 when the train
gama in, and conde.
geended to talk to uaz on
tho way to Courtfieid.
I wondered if 1 should
aver be able to shake
them offf They both
walked the same way as 1
walked when we got out at
Courtfield. I got more and
more uncomfortable as we
drew near old Lazarus'shop.
Eventually, I became dos.
perate. I muttered some ex.
cuse about having o call to
make and dodged into a
side turning—to emerge A
couple of nunutes later and
find, with relief, that they
had both wvanished.
Taking my courage in
bath hands, I dashed across
the road and plunged into

the popshop, And when
rob  ipside, I noarly
collapacd !

Stowart and Temple were
both there, cabmly popping
their watcheg, as (hongh it

was an eaveryday fransac-
tion !

They looked only mii{:'l:f
interested in my arrival
Taml:‘;la asked me why I
hadn't told him I was
caling thers.

I popped my watch and
we all went out together.
Templs hired a Daimler and
ran me back to the achool in
it. He was takinz Dabne
ond Fry to & cricket mate
at Canterbury. Stowart
went off to an aercdroms
where he's taking an expen-
sive vourse of instruction io
flying.

Seems that popping must
be done in the best cireles.
Next tmne [  wisit old
Lazarus, I shall advertiss
it »n bit., It ought to earn
me ¢uite o lot ol kudos !

You Remove kida ou

ou haven't a musio
oakina !

He's the bane of our existence in the Shell. Every
spare minuite he’s thumping cut exercises on the
piano. Sometimes ‘we feel we shall sll po off our
rockera if it doean’t stop 1

But his lateat stunt is one degree worse than ex.
eroizes on the piano.

GOLF IS SIMPLE says coker

Walking across Courtfield Coramon (writes Johnny Bull),
I stopped for & couple of minutes to look at o strange
scene. A weird-looking scarecrow, togged up in & leather
lug-sixteens or thereabouts, was showing

two novices how to drive at golf.
It waa only after a closs examination that I recognised
the searscrow as Coker of the Fifth and his two companions

HOSKINS AND THE

NIGHTINGALE'
By JAMES HOBSON

t to thank your lucky stars
genius in your Forma like

He haa started waking us up in the middle
of the night to listen to the nightingale |

Ha did it last Monday. He did it again
on Tueaday and aﬁain ot Wednesday.

The of the nightingalea may be
frightiully booutiful ung all that, but its
beauties {ade a little when a musical maniso
wakes you up night after night to listen to it.

1 became 8o fed up about it in the end
that I decided to track the blessed nightin.
gale to-ite lairand trap it and trunsfer it to
another part of the distriot where Hoskins
wouldn't be able to hooar it at night !

_ 850 on Thureday I slipped out after
lights ocut to investigate. BSure enough,
the usual warbling begen at the usual time.
1 went In the direction of the song and
trocked ib down to itas source,

But there the plan broke down. T didn't
trap & mghtm%nlﬂ and transfer it some-
wheroe else, as I had intended. Instead I
went back to the dorm and fetched Hosking
—and showed him.

And that worked out just as well !

We haven's heard a word about nightin-
goloa from Hosking since !

You eee, I'd found out what the warbling
really was.

It wasn't a nightingale, as Hosking had
thought,

1t was only Gosling, whistling for his pet
Persian oat to come in for the might |

Would Girls Improve
Greyfriars?
H. VERNON-SMITH Says “Yes!”

I have a high opinien of girls, myself.
I think om the average that they're more
intelligent and sensible than fellows.

The enmpanvy of girls would improve
raost of us. We're a pretty untid at
timea ; girla would tone us up and make
1g more careful of our appearance. Soms
of us are much too gawhky and tongue.
tied in the presence of ladies. The co.
education idea at Greyfriars would bring
out such youths !

And think how useful girls would be for
taking girls’ parts in Dramatic Society’s
productions |

HARRY WIIARTON SAYS “XNO 1™

Boya and girls are as different from
each other in their mental make-up and
outlook as chalk ia from cheesa. I think
it's quite right for them to go to separate
schoola,

What tha dickons does it matter if aome
chaps are shy and awkward with girla?
Most of the worst offenders in that reepect
are jolly good sportemen and that's more
importunt while they're in the achoolboy
stage.

"My ides iz that if girls ceme to Grey.
friara, we might be in danger of becoming
gofties. Boys have to face o tougher world
thon girls when they grow up and thoy
ought to be treined accordingly. i
thinls, too, that girla might undermine
the school-boy eode of honour that’s so
strong at Groyfriars and introduce petty
jenlousios that don’t exist at preacnt.

Like Smithy, I admire girls. Lt T think
wo're better without them at Greyiviars |



