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O on collecting 2ll the “Armaments ™ Stamps you can—it’s well worth your while! There are still Five More " Hercules ™
Bikes and at least 2,000 of the other grand prizes to be given away in the July contest which will fisish-next week—for
collecting the stamps MAGNET is giving, "There are five different kinds to be collected now—BATTLESHIPS, TANKS,

DESTROYERS, and so on. Cut them ol an&.iry ta get as many others as you can—all these you have collected so far (except
Bombers, Subriarines, and Sun:hhghu. whu:h h _ﬁcm called-in} should be kept for this month's contest.

There are sixteen more #amps on this pag_;g Jicld thein to your collection right away, and remember thire are more of these
ﬂamps to swell your total 1 other pup&rs hike,” ﬂe:n "and ** Modern an,r " And here's——

e A GﬂﬁﬂrﬂHﬂNfﬁ ! -This week's GEM contains FOUR BONUS
TANK STAMPS in_addition to sixteen others— making hoenty in all.

Hurry up and collect all the stamps you can, because next week we shall be asking _rnuhnw many of one or more kinds of stamps
you have collected.  Then the remaining Five Bikes and at Jeast 2,000 of the other prizes will bé awarded to those readers with the
biggest collections of stampwcalled for.  The rulds governing the contest have already sppeared and will be repésted next week, tow,

OVERSEAS READERS are in this great scheme also, and special awards will be given for the best collectivas from overseas
readers for whom there will be a special closing date.

(N.B.— You can also collect or swap " Armaments " Stamps with readers of —" Bog™s Cinema,” " Triumph,” "'Champéon,” ** Gem,"”
* Sports Budget,” ' Modera Boy,” " Delective Weekly,” and ** Thriller "' —stamps can be cutl from all these papers, bul no reader may
win were than one first prize or share, of course.)
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POPPER’S ISLAND IS OUT OF BOUNDS to everyone at Greylriars.

But Gerald Loder, the

raseally prefect of Greyfriars, overlooks the fact that in trying to catch his enemies trespassing
thereon, he is out of bounds himself !
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Whack, whaek, whack, whack !
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NK. RICHARDS?

The stiek fairly rang on Loder’s frousers.

l(L.«-"

“ Yarooooooop ! ** he

yelled. He had planned the licking for the Famous Five, instead of which he was getting it himself |

THE FIRST CHAFTER.

Buzz [

UZZE-ZZLE |
It was hot |
The windows of the HRemove
Form Hoom at Greyfriars stood
wide open, to let in what air there was.
Them did not seem to be much, on
that sultry July afterncon.
Nobody in the Greyfriare Remove,
at the moment, was enjoving life—not
even Bob Cherry.

Latin prose had never seemed so

rOsY. ]

Even Mr. Quelch, sitting at his desk
with & gimlet-eye on his clas}, perhaps
wished it was over.

2o when the wosp eailed in at the
open window, buzzing, ihere was a
general stiy of relief. It broke the
IMONGLony.,

Latin prose was the lesson. Every
fellow had a page of English befors
him, that he had to turn into Latin—
under his Form-master’s eye! Iiardly
a fellow was putting in good work.
Billy Bunter wasg turning his page into
a wvariety of Latin that would have
made Quintilian stare snd gasp! Lord
Maouleverer was quietly dozing. Other
fellows supprezsed yawns—or did not
euppress themn! DMany eyes turned on
the Form-room clock |~ Seldom or never
had the minute hand seemed to crawl so
slowly. And then the buzzing wasp
gailed in,

Buzzzzz |

Mr, %eich made & gesture of annoy-
ance. ut the Remove fellows wel-
comed the arrival. No fellow could be
expected to glue his sttention to Latin

prose with & wasp buzzing about his
2nrs.

“Ow " voared Billy Bunter suddenly.

Ekm_ner had reachéd over and poked

a fat ear with the tip of a pen-nibl
Thut was enough for Bunter! He
roared and jumped.

“Bunter ! exclaimed Mr. %ue:l-:h

“"Wow! I'm stung!” roared Bunter,
clapping a fat hand to o fat ear. “ Ow
Oh erikev! 1 58, you fellows, drive
that wasp off | I'm stung [

“ Nonsensze [V &}.elam:ed Mr., Quelch
angrily. *The wasp is nowhere near
vou, Bunter, Sit down at once !

e

Exe¢iting  School-Adventure
Yarn of HARRY WHARTON
& C€0., of GREYFRIARS.

MI've got a fearful sting in the ear,
siy—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Bilence! Bunter, take fifty lines!:
Now sit down ™

“0Oh erikey! CQCan't I go to the
House-dame, sir, m*d get someihing for
thizs awful sting$"

“Take a hundred lines, Bunter "

“Oh ler I”

Billy Bunter sat down again, rubbing
his fat ear. Quelch looked 1:]{9 making
it & thousand lines; and a hundred was
enough for Bunter.

Bukzzzz !

Thres or four fellows jumped to their
feet, and, waved books or papers. Asg
the wasp was sailing slong the ceiling

they wern not in very great danger of
getting stung. But it was & pleasant
relief from sitting down.

“8it down at once!™ exclaimed Mr.
%ue]::h sharply. “ Ghern, Buil, Nugont,

ernon-8mith, Wibley—sit down  ap
ones [

“Thet wasp, sir—"

“Hadn't we better drive it ent, siri"

“ Certainly not | hooted Mr. Quelch
The Remove would have been very glad
to turn that lesson into a wild seramble
all over. the Form-room. The Bemove
master did not shére their views—not
in the very leastl “E:t. downl The
wasp will na doubt ndy away in & few
moments, command you to sit stilll
The wasp mil—u hoooocoaoh 1

Mr. Quelch broke off with a gasping
hoot as the wasp, forsaking the ceiling,
shot down and alighted on hiz majestic
SOUntenanes,

The wasp reposed on that majestic
countenance for about the billionth part
of a second

{%:mic:h heaved bockwards. to sscape,
rather overlooking the fact thet a sud-
den backward heave, on & high chair,
wnﬂs a iﬁth{:r dangerous performance.

Que!ch hardly knew that he was going
over till he v.ant.l

The -:.-ha:r tilted, the Form-master [ost
his balance, and 1'15 landed on the floor
of the Hemove-roon.

The wasp sailed up again.
it had ngt intended to sting Quelch.
1t had, Quelch had given it no time.
His retreat was prompt—perhaps too
prompt | He sprawled quite dizzily on
tha Form-room floor, long legs whisk-
ing from a tangled gown.
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“0Oh crumbe ™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“Man ﬂﬂwnlﬁ Pnfurmurad the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Removites stared at Quelch, It
was the very first time that they had
seen their severe, sedate Form-nfaster
on his back, with his legs whirling in the
sir ! It was quite & startling sight.
“0Oh crikey1” gurgled Billy Bunter.
He, he, ha!l"

“Oh gad!” ejomeculated Lord
Mauleverer, and he tpshed to his Form-
master’'s assistance. .

Mauly was the laziest man in the
Remove, with the distinguished excep-
tion of .Billy Bunter. But he was
always godd-natured and kind-hearted—
he would exert himself on_ another
fellow's account, if not on _his- own,
Quelclt looked az if he needed gid, and
Mauly rushed to renddr the same.

But Quelch was guickly on his feet.

No doubt he wes conseicus of the un-
dignified aspect he presented on the
floor. He bounded up almost hke an
indiarubber ball. ]

He was rather damaged. No middle-
aged gentleman conld bang on hard old
oak planks without getting a- trifle
damaged. Heo was red. He was breath-
less, and he was fearfully annoyed. Iis
feclings towards the wasp were bitter.

“Mauleverer! What aro you doing
ot :'of your place?” thundered M.
Quelch, i

“Oh gad!l I-—" gasped his lordship.

“1 will not allow this—this incident
to be made the excuse for disorder in
the Form-room ! Take a-hundred lines,
Mauleverer ¥

“Ohl Certainly, sir! But I—"

“Lesve the wasp alone | I will deal
with it] I repeat that I will,not allow
it to bo made an excuse for disorder!
Co back to your place at onee ™

“Put I—"

**Another word, Mauleverer, and I
shell cane you\” )

Lord Mauleverer went back to his
place, without another word! Quelch
was getting dangerous! Other fellows
were rather glad that they had not been
£0 pi*::rmpt to rush to Quelch’s assist-
anco

“Order I rapped Mr. Quelch. “ Keep
vour ploaces! will drive the wasp
away! I command you to keep your
places 1 : ,

Unwillingly the Bemove did so. This
was just hke Quelch—there naver was
any chance of a happy “rag ™ in his
Form-room. Chasing that wasp would
have made & merry interlude. Any
fellow in the Remove would rather have
chesed a wasp than translated Englizh
into Latin.  But there was nothin
doing 1 In the Fourth Form Room, wit
Mr. Capper, the fellows would have
been all over the place, epjlfz.rmg life,
But it was different with Quelch |
Queleh ruled in the Remove room with
a rod of irom.

“Beast !” murmured Billy Bunter.
“I hopa it'll sting him 1"

£

“Did vou speak, Bunter?™
“0Oh erikey! No, sir! I only said
that—"

“Take two hundred lines, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind
hiz big spectacles] At that moment ho
would have given the postal order he
was expecting to see that wasp land on
Queleh | .

Mr. Quelech picked up a  volume
from his desk and brandished it at the
WAasD: <

“Bhooo 1™ he ejaculated.

uzzzzez |

“Bhall I got it with this boolk, sip?*
isked the Bounder.

He jumped up, with a Latin grammar
. his hand.
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“Take a hundred lines, Vernon-
Smith, and sit down.” .

Quelch. did not zeem fo need mssist-
ance—especially  from_  the  most
hardened ragger in his Form!

Smithy sat downl

Buzzez-zzzz |

Urged by elech’s waving volume,
the wasp sailed towards the win-
dow, by which it had gntered. Probably

it did not find a stufly Form-room to
its, taste, and weas wilhng to get back
to the open spaces,

Quelch followed up the retreating
enemy, brandishing, ‘The buzz faded
at the window. i

Vernon-8mith leanad over towards
Billy Bunter, and whispered, wun-
observed by Quelch, whose attention
was fixed on the wasp.

Bunter grinned.

“8hut wup,” you asel” whispered
Harry Wharton ss ho caught the words
that the Bounder dropped into a fat
24T,

“Chuck it1" whispered Bob Cherry.
“Quelch is a bit E?uﬂu dangerous igr
ventriloguisl stunts.’”

Billy Bunter gave a fat little cough.

Several fellows glanced round at him
as ho did that. They knew the signa
when the Remave ventriloquist was just

oing to begin. Several fellows gavo

i Wammg locks, But warning looks
were wasted on Bunter,

Bunter, who could do nothing else,
eould do ventrilequism in the most 1e-
markable way, and he was always keen
to show off his wonderful powers. And
this, really, was an opportunity not
to be lost.

Mr. Quelch tuined back from
window,

“It iz gome,” he said.

Buzzz |

tlhic
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Swatting The Wasp!

UZZ, buzz, buzz!
Exactly where tnat buzring
came from, -it would havae been

difficult to say. Certainly it did
not seem to proceed from Billy Bunter.
But it was within the Form-room—
there was no doubt about that, And
it was so exactly like the buzzing of
tha gﬂnuine wasp, that the keenest ear
could not have told the difference.

Mr. Quelch whirled round to the
window, with the impression that the
ollow insect was whizzing in again.
ut he fuiled to spot it

Buzzx |

That was just behind himy, and he
whirled round again. The buzz faded
across the Form-room, dying away in
tha most life-like manner.

How an ass like Bunter ecould de
these things was rather a mystery to
the Remove fellows. Obvicusly 1t
could not have reguired brains

Buzzzz! HAoated round the Forn-
room, and My, Queleh, volume in hand,
with set lips, followed it.

He was going to deal with that wasp.
He would have been sotisfied, in thoe
first plage, with driving it out of the
window, Now he was going to smazh
it.

But he had, of course,, to spot it
first. Spotting it was not easy. It was,
indeed, extréemely difienlt 1o spot a
wasp that had neo actual existoncn,

The buzzing led him up ihe Foroe
room, and yound hia desk. Then, 1t
seemod to Quelch, the buzz proceeded
from the wastepaper-besket under the
desk. He bent, with gleanng eyes

Buzzz |

Bang |

Quelch smote with the book. The
wastepaper-basket rocked, rolled, and
shed its contents, Ammtsi the ‘shreds
and patches that were spilled, Quelch’s
gleaming eyes eought the wasp—in
vain !

But the buzz was, for the moment,
-ilent. That looked as if that tre-
mendous bang had done the trick,

Breathing bard, Quelch set up the
wastepaper-basket agaim, gave a last
glance round for a disabled wasp to
zaf a foot on, failed to spot one, and
resumed his seat on his high chair.

Buzzzz ]

“ Y my word!”" exclaimed My
Quelch, as the buzz stakted ageain, close
by his head, so far as his ears could
iwdge,  “This 13—is mest annoying 1"’

He jumped off the chair, and brand-
ished a book.

The Removites watched him as if
fascinated. Fellows who had overheard
Smithy's whisper to Bunter, knew that
the fat veniriloguist waz: at work.
Other fellows were not aware of it
however, ‘and they supposed that the
wasp had got in agamn, Lhough they
were puzzled by its being so very
audible, and vet mmaiuinﬁ invisible,
Bat to all the Form, Quelch’s gprowing
excitement and activity wera enter-
tammng.

uzzzzs !

The buzzing floated over the class

*Here, look out!” exclaimed Johmny
Bull., "“Here it comes |’

“HBwat that wasp ™ oxelaimed Frank

MNugent.
“iet me get at it—"

“Here it 15—
“No, there it i=—"
“Keep your places ! almost shouted

Me., Quelch. *Keep yonr places! &
will not allow dizorder in the Form-
room 1 Bt suill B

Buzzzz )

It was under the desks now, buzzin
at a great rate.  Jt was all very wel
for Quelch to tell the fellows to st
still; but it was really ashing too
much, with a wasp buzzing round their
lrgz. A dozen fellows jumped out of
theiy places, EBome of them supposed
1t to he & real wasp.  Some dido't.
But they all jumpad.

Bang!

Herbort Vernon-Emith brought down
a Latin grammar with a teirific crash
on his dezk.

“Got it!" he shonied.

* Vernon-Smith—""

“It was quile close to me, sir,” sanl
vhe Bounder: which was quite true, for
the Remove ventriloquist was quire
rear at hand,

“If you have destroved it, Vernon-
Smith—"" '

Buzzrz !t

“AMuset have missed i, s, I will
pp——""

“Keep vour placel™

“There it goea ! exclaimed Skinner,
and ha hurled a book.

Tho book landed on the hack of Lord
Mauleverer's lhead—perhaps by acui-
dent, though more likely not.

His lordship uttoered a howl, and
bounded, Hia hand went to the back
of his head.

“Oh, gad |

What the dooce——

“ Mauleverer, be silent!  Skinner,
take a hund lines—"

1 was trying to get that wasp, s
said SBkinner, in an injured tone. I
waz afraid it would sting Mauleverer,
v, I knocked it off only just i time.
It was sticking in his back hair, sir,’"

“0Oh, my hat ! gasped Horry Whar-
ton. As he knew, and Skinner knew,
that there was no wasp, this surprised
nim,



“I sar, thanks, old man!™ gasped
Lord Mauleverer, rubbing his head.
“But don't knock it off again. I'd
rather chance a sting. Owl!l”

“I thought you wouldn't like =&
fellow to be stung, sin,” said Skinner,
in the eame tone of mnjured innocence,

“0h, very well! You need not do
the lines, if that is the case, Bkinmer,”
sald Mr, Queleh.,  And some of the
juniors gasped. It was seldom, very
seldom indeed, that Quelch’s leg could
Lo pulled, but Skinner had got by
with 1t this time. “But do not throw

books sbout. 8it still. I think the
wasp is now gone.’’
Buzzzz |

Mr. Quelch jumped. The buzz was
at hiz feet, or appeared so, and then
under hiz scholastic gown, Buzzzz |
Yes, there was no doubt about it. He
could not dishelieve his ears, and his
ears told bim that the wasp was tangled
under his gown,

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch. He
dragged up his gown with both hands,
shaking it violently to shake the wasp
ouk.

“¥a, ha, hal" yelled the juniors

They could mot help it. Quelch,
jumpitig and shaking out a billowing
gown, was really too funny.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

And the buzz ceased. The fat ven-
triloguist could not cackle and wven-
triloguise at the same time.

" Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Quelch
breathlessly, as he let the billowing
folds of his gown fall into plece again,

“Be silent! Bovs——"

Buzzz !

“Boys, sit still] R ume xour
papers | Tale no notice of the wasp,

and no doubt it will fly away in a
few momenfs—-""

Burzzzz |

Mr., Quelch whirled round Like =&
humming-top at a deep and threatening
buzz just behind his head.

The Bounder jumped up agsin,

“On wvour gown, air—just behind,
Bhall I get 157"

“Oh, pleaze do, Vernon-Smith!™
gasped Mr. Queleh,

Bang |

“Yaroooh!" roared the Remove
master. " Vernon-Bmith, how dere
voul I say, how dare you strike me
with that book—"

“ht  You asked me to get the
wasp, sir!" said the Bounder, staring.
“I coukin’t take 1t In my fingers, sir'!
*Tain't safe !

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Very well, if you have Jdestroyved
i!.]; e said, suppressing his feelings.
[ §] !It_._”l

Buzzzz! Duzzzz! Buzzzz!

“You have not destroved it, Vornon-
Smith, I doubt whether you saw the
wasp on my gown at all,  Sit down!
If you stir again, I shall cane you!
I will cane the next boy who leaves lis
place ! Leave the wasp to mol"

Br. Quelch made o dive at hia desk,
and grabbed up & cane. Then he
glared round for that troublesome
wasp. Omne swipe from the cane—if it
landed—would have Hoished any wasp.
But that wasp was uwocommonly difii-
culi to swipe.

Buzzezz !

The buzz trailed off acress the Form-
roont, and Mr, Queleh followed it with
gleaming eyes and uplifted cane. The
Juniors cheoked down iheir merrimens
ns they watched him.

Ruzzzz !

The buzz faded away into the Fovn-
root cupboard, of wluch the door had
been left ajar.

Mre. Quelely with greor nrezence of
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mind, grabbed the cupboard deor, and
banged it suddenly shut. ‘That im-

Eri:mne-ii the wasp, or at least should
ave done so. He latched the cup-
board door.

He gasped with relief as he returned
to_his desh.

Bﬁmzl
= my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quﬂiﬂgfmiairly goaded by that renewed
buzz, “ There seem to be a great many
wasps about this afternoon. It cannot
be the zame wasp. It—"

Buzzzzzzzz |

He broke off at & buzzing behind his
ear and [ashed round with the cane.
Apparently that scared off the wasp, for
the buzzing floated away over the Form-
room. Fellows jumped up as it floated
over the class,

Ql:;lﬁcﬁ?p your places|” thundered Mr.

“But that wasp, sir |7

“We don't want to bo stung, siz 1"

“It's just here, girl™

“ Just there, sir 1™

“Look out, you men |

“There it 1317

“There it goes |"

Mr. Quelch rushed towards the class,
cane in hand. Xe was going to swat
that wasp—he was going to have done
with it, He swept among the desks,

“Where js it7” he pantkd, * Point it
out to me ™

“Here, sir I

“There, sir |*

* Just buzzing round Wibley, sir ™

“No; there it is on Bunter 1"

“Thero it goes ™

“Here it comes "

“It's on your mortar-board, siy!”

“Just bohind your ear, sir |”

“*Mind it doesn't sting you, air!”

Mr. Quelch lashed rounid with ihe
cane, He had no desire whalever to be
stung by 8 waspl He swiped round,

erhaps rather tastilii, There was a

endish howl in the Foarm-room as the
cane caught a fat ear.

* Yarogoooh |

Billy Bunter beounded as if he had
been electrified.

He bounded, he leaped, he roared,
and he velled, He clapped a fat hand
to & fat car and woke all the echices.
Ly a singular coincidence the buzzing
ceased at the same moment !

“Ow!  Yowl Yarcooh!" yelled
Punter, “Wharrer vou hitting me for?
Yoohoop! Oh! My ear! Wow! Oh
crikey | YIL]'D-Q-DP =

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“roodness gracious " gasped Al

Quelch.
“*Yoo-hoo-hoooop
“Do not make that absurnd noise,

Bunter I
¥ ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow |7
*Be silent 1M
“0Oh crumbs! Oh crikey! My car!®
“Silence | Bit down, all of von! The

wasp apprars to be gone ! said Mr.

Quelch, " Bunier, be silent ™
“Yow-ow-ow-ow |
Mr. ?uel{:h returned to his deslk, Xle

was right—the wasp was gone! The faf

ventrilogquist was in no stale to put up
any more ventrilogquism. He was rob-
bing a fat ear in deep anguish.

During the remainer of that lesson
mrombles and moans were heard from
Billy Bunter—bub there was no more
buzzing !

“ Bunter—"’

rF'F
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Loder Gets The Laugh!

ERALD LODER of the Sixik
G- Form frowned.

He frowned at the door of the
Rag. .
Thot deor was closed, but the thick

3

cak did not shut off thn sounds of
mergiment  that procecded from  the
JUTILGY Lo0oqr.

**Ha, ha, ha!" come a roar.

“Go it, Wib”

“Hag, ha, ha 1"

The cheery sound of boyish laughier
might have pleased some ears, but it
did not seem to please Loder's,

Loder of the Sixth was in a dis
'ﬂ'rilfliiﬂ{‘d ﬂu-.taf "

i end of the term was near ot
hand., Most fellows were looking for-
ward to the summer holidays. On that
p:ntlrt]::cu:;pr evening there was rather o
coicbration going on in the " RBag.
William Wibley gﬂ-f the Remove was
doing some of his “ impersonations,”

Wibley did that kind of thing well,
He ¢ould always get an audience when
he gave a show. On this occasion ho
had an wnysually distinguished audience
—n¢ less & person than %is Form-master
having graciously consented to take n

seat 1n the Rag for & time to wilbmess
the entertainment,

The sounds of merviment from the
Rog indicated that Wib's andience were
enjoying the show, and Loder, if he had
liked, might have stepped in  and
enjoyed it also. But he was, us alveady
stated, in a disgruntléd stata.

He hod had trouble that term with
the Famous Five of the Remove. IHe
had not had the best of that trouble,
He did not want the term to end with-
out those young raseals having received
what, in Loder's opinion, they deserved,
He would have been very pleased to
whop Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Johniny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurree,
Jamset Ram Singh one after ancther.
But even Loder had to have same
excuse, and now, as he listened to the
uproar from the Rag, he considered
whether that might be made {he exeuse
he necded,

He knew that the juniors had somo
end-of-the-term show on, and that there
was & large oundience in the Rag,
though he -did not know that a very
distinguished member was included in
that andience. Thera was undoubtedly
a good deal of noise comning from the
Rg}g It was & prefeet’s right, ond,
indeed, duty, to keep mnoise within
reasonable limits,

Loder considered the matter for a
time, frowning at the door of the Rag,
Undoubtedly there was a lot of noisc!

“Ia, ha, ha!"

“Old Wib's & corker 1"

“(ia it, old man!”

Wibley, sz o guick-change artist, was
popular. Having appeared in  onw
character, he needed only to pop
behind a screen for a minute to re-
appear in another, Ho was keeping his
audicnee In a4 roar,

Loder decided that there was noise
onough to justify interference. He did
not really need o lot of justification:
what he was set upon was interference !

If he burged in and stopped the show,
on the excuse of foo much nose, somoe
of the young sweeps would probably bo
cheaeky ! Then the ashplant would come
inta play!l That was what Loder
wanted 1

So, heving mads up his mind, the
bully of the Bixth turnod the door,
lhandle, opened the door, and locked 1n.

Nobody in the Rag heeded him. All
oves were fixed on the porlion of the
room marked off as a stage. There
William Wibley was going lhrough his
slunis.

Loder stared at him. ]

He harvdly recognized Wibler.,  Wib
was at the moment got up in his outfis
of Bill the Bookio, giving a masterly
imtteiion of & Umkmaker. Havin
finished that tnrn, Wik vanizshed behin

T'ng Magxer Lisriany.—No. 1,588,
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ihe sereen, and almost immediately ro-
appeared in the guise of & remarkably
fat schoolboy 1n spectecles—oliciting &
roar from his oudience as well ns, n
squeak of protest from one member
thﬁnﬁaﬂh i

e, ha

"'E'I,':;HET to the life [¥

“Tha genuine Owl [

“1 zay, you-fellows, if you think ihat
ﬂ:iili',' ass looks anything Like me, you're
jolly well mistaken| Why, he's fat 1"

“Ha, ha, hal®

Loder pushed in. That roar of
laughter was really Homerio; he had all
the excuse he wanted, He strode mie
tha. Rag, with a stern brow, Ila maede
a.warning gosture to Wipbley. )

“Now then, stop that! Less nopso
here! If you young sweepa con't keep

uiet g to your sindies! Do you fancy
Ehu-t you can turn the school into a bear-
garden ! Wibley, take that rubbish off
st onco, and go to your study.”

“What 1” velled 'Wibley indignantly.
“Look here, Loder-——"

“Don’t anawer mel Do as I tell gﬂu!
You can be heard all over the school,
making this row | Disgraceful | Stop it
at onee " mapped Loder.

“ Lotk E. Loder—" cxclaimad
rton.

Another word of im-
3‘?‘11, Wharton, and I'll
Now then, get qut, the

Harr

“Bilonca |
pudence from

ive you six|
ot of you 1™ )

The numerons Ekudience gazed ab
Loder of the Bixth., Evidently he did
not know that & Form-master was
present | ]

Mr, Queclch, seated in o deep arm-
chair, was looking on at tho entertain-
ment with a kindly, smiling face. But
that kindly smile left his countenance
new,

“Out with you—the whole crew ¥ ex.
claimed Loder in his most bullying tone.
“Every noisy sweep here!”

“Does that apply te me, Loder?"
ashked an icy voice,

“Ehi” Eud{:r jamped.  “'Wha-a-t "

A tall and angular figure rose from
an armchair, A grim face, with a pair
of glinting, gimlet-eyes dawned on the
startled prefect. ‘

Loder stared at it. Flo blinked at it
He fairly gaped at it. Never had the
hully of the Sixth been so witerly taken
rback.

“Oh* Loder gasped. *I—I didn't
een you, sir | I—1 never knew you wera
hera | 2

“I presume not, Loder,” soid the
Removo master icily. “I cortainly pre-
sume not [ I regard your amterference
here, Loder, na utterly uncalled-for. If
the juniors were making too much noise,
Loder, I should tell them so, I see no
harm, er, in mnnocent hlarnty. I
you do, Loder, T can only say that you
are not a snitable senior to exercise the
authority of & prefect, and I shall cer
tainly acquaint the headmaster with my
opimnon.*

Loder gurgled.

“Oh, sorry, sir! I—I didn't scc! I—
I never knew! JI—I—" he gnasped
helpless. * If—if you think, sir—I mean,
if you approve—=*

“J should not be present, Loder, if
I did not. Kindly leave this room,
Loder, and shut the door efier you l”
snapped Mr. Quelch, )

“Ohl Al Yes, certainly I

Loder almost toitered to the door.
His face was searlet with rage and con-
fusion. He was anxious to get away
from & sea of grinming faces as quickly
83 he counld, Never had Loder of the
Sixth put hiz foot in it so disastrously.
He tottered through the doorway, and
shut the door after him, gasping.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
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It was & yell from the Rag. DBut it
was not Waibley's imitation of Bunter
that made the juniors I;;ell; it was
Loder's erimson and- confused face as
he disappeared. Loder gritted ns teetin
a3 he heard it, and tramped away to
his atudy in the worst fcmper ever.

Mr. %tml-:h ant down again. He
resumed his kindly smile. Wik's enter-
tainment went on, cheered to the echo.
But good az Wib's entertainment was,
the Remave fellows agreed that Loder's
“turn * had been a real shrick. Long
aftor they had finished laughing &t
Wibley, they were still laughing at
Loder,

AULY, old ¢hap——"
him in surprise.

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Mauly's Island !
it
M “Oh dear!” sighed Lord
Mauleverer, .
Billy Bunter blinked ab
“I say, what's the matter, Mauly "
he asked. “You were locking quile
bright a moment ago—when ] came

asleng; mnow you'ro !cnkm%‘ like a
funeral! What's the matter*

“¥ou .

“Oh, really, Mauly *—Billy Bunter

ave his lor ship & reproachful hiin‘k
through hig big spectacles—"if that's
what you call civil, when & fellow comes

up to your study to speak to you—
say, what are you looking at that map
for 7™

Bunter blinked at & large map of the
Pacific Ocean that was spread out on
the table in Study Ne. 12,

Ag it was tea-tinre, Bunter had hoped
to see something much more attractive
than & map spread out on the study
table.

“HKalua-alna-lalua !
Mauleverer.

Bunter jumpad. .

“Lh ! he ejaculated, “What "

“Kalua-alua-lalua 1" )

“Wharrer you mean, you silly ass?”
hooted Bunter. “Trying to pull my
leg, or what? What do vou mean by
Kally-wally-what-do-you-call-1t 1

“That's what I'm lookin' for, old fat
bean,” answered Mauleverer, “It': an
island in the jolly old Pacific.”

“Well, of all the silly idiots! We
have to do maps in geography, but—
well, of all the fatheaded asses I” gasped
Bunter. )

It looked to Bunter as if Mauleverer
was doing some work in the geo-

raphical line that he need not hava
gqne. A fellow who did any work when
he hzdn't to was a surprising mystery
to Bunter. The fat Owl of the Remove
found it hard enough to work when he
bhad to.

“Run away and play, old man ' sug-
gested Lord Mauleverer, turning his
noble eyes on the map agsimn.

“Oh, I'll help you !” said Bunter. “1
suppose yow're going to have tea when
you've done with that silly map £

“Yaas.™ o

“Well, lock here, why not leave it till
after tea? Or why not chuck it alto-
gother 7 suggested Bunter brightly,
“I'll help you get tea instead. Leok
here, Mauly, don’t waste your time on
that rot! It's bad enough in clasai
Never mind Kooly-wooly-thingunmy,
old chap ¥ i

“But I do mind,” explained Lord
Mauleverer, “It's frighifully interestin’,
Bunter. It's in latitude something or
other, and longitude something else—
about a theusand miles from Sydney, I
believe. I'm jolly well goin’ io brail it
down. Know where Sydney is 1"

“In hkis studv. if you mean Jncop—*

answered Lord

"Wha-ot 7

* Bidney Snocop is the only Sidney I
know at Greyfriars,” said Bunter, blink-
g at him. "I say, are yon getting
pally with Snoop, Mauly ¥

“J1a, ha, bha!® velled Lord Maule-
varer,

“ Blessed if I sen anything to cackle
at! Calling him Sidney——"
" 8vdney's 1n  Australia,
chuckled Lord Mauleverer.
“Rot! He's in his study b

“1 mean Sydney—there's a big city
in Australia called Sydney 1™ gaspold
his lordship:

“JIa there? asked DBunter. “0Oh, I
dare say there is! In fact, I belicve
I've heard of it, now you mention it
I'm pretty good at geography.”

“It's celebrated for sometlun’,” sail
Lord Alanleverer. Y1 faney it's o
harbour or semethin’, or a bridge or
somethin® slse, Ses if wyou can spot
Sywdney on the map—-»"

“Is that it?"”

Bunter jabbed with a fat thumb,

“*That's Singapore—"

“Well, that, then?”

*That's Hong Kong,” grinned Lord
Mauleverer: “0Oh, here it is] Here's
Sydney. Now, about s thousand miles,
I think—or wasz it a hundred? Can’t
have been a million. The Pacific Ocean
seems rather & bip spot, even on a map.
Sce a letter about anvwhere, Buater?
It's nunky's letter, I laid 1t down
somewhere,"”

Billy Bunter waa short-sighted, but
not too short-sighted to spot a letter,
especially another fellow’s letter. Bunter
had a great interest in other fellows'
letters, He picked it up from the
ottoman under the window.

“Here it is, Mauly! T'll loolk it out
for you, if you like.” ;

Bunter ran his eyes and his spectacies
over the letter. His eves almost popped
through his spectacles as he resad »

fathead 1"

“My dear Ierbert,—I think it a most
execllent idea for you to uwudevtake a
trip to Kalis-alua-lalua during the
holidays. I-am very glad you like the
idea, It will be much to your advan-
tage to make personal acquaintance
wwith vour own property. I will make
every arvangement for the journey, and
no doubt you would Jike to take a party
of your school friends—-*"

Thet was as far az Bunter got. Lord
Mauleverer jerked the letter from his
hand. He had requested Bunter to look
for the letter, not to resd if.

“I say, Mauly, I wasil't reading that
letter; only looking for what you
wanted. I never saw A word! I say,
does that island really belong to youi™

Lord Mauleverer grinned,

“Yaas,” he answered.

“¥You own an island in ithe Facifici™
rasped Bunter.

*“Yaan™

*Oh erikey! How did you get hold
of it gasped Bunter. "1 never knew
vou owned an island, Mauly. Why
didn't you ever mention it]”

“ Forgot it 1"

*Oh crumbs ¥ .

“ A follow can't remember everyihing,
can he 7 sald Mauly, “I've got enough
to think of at school without remem-
berin' dashed islands spotted about the
Pacifie,” i

Bunter hlinked at him, Had Dunter
owned an island, in the Pacifie or clse-
where, he certainly would not have for-
gotten the circumstanca.

But it was rather a different matter
with the schoolboy millionaire. Lerd
Mauleverer owned—or was going [0 own
when he came of age—so much property
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asked an icy volce, **Eh?*" Loder jtrm?ad.

in various places that really he could
uot be expected to remember it all.

BManleverer Towers, in Hampshire,
waz only one item; there were coal-
ntines in Wales,, moors in Beotland,
mansions in _ all sorts of counties, &
chateau in France, and a castle in
{iermany, and many other things.
Mauly did not know how many; and
among so many, it was really not sur-
rising that so small an item as an
1sland in the Pacific had escaped him.

“But how did you get it, Mauly?
gasped Bunter.

“My pater bought it donley’s years
ago, when he was yvachitin® in those
parts. Now, where the dooce—"

Mauly's eyves were seavching the map
Eui:* that elusive island, Kalua-alua-
ALE.

“And you forgot all about it 7

“Yaas.” '

_ "Then whal's mads you remember
o e

Lord Mauleverer did not answer that
question.  His eyes searched the map.

Rilly Bunter blinked at him very
curionsly.  Bunter always wanted to
know ! The more a matter did not con-
cern him, the more the fat Owl wanted
to know all about it

“I say, Mauly, has anything hap-
pened to make vou think of it all of a
sudden these hols?” asked Bunter.

LY Yﬂ.ﬂ.ﬁ.u

“What was it, old chap ™

““Ia that Toddy eallin’ you, Bunter i™

“EhY No!™

*Well, loclkk here, do you Lknow
whether Wibler's done his lines for
Mosgsoo B

L35 Hn !l?

“Go and ask him ™

“0h, really, Mavply—"

“0Oh, here it 1! Lord Mauleverer
dropped a slim forefinger on e dot
marked in the vast space of oeean north
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“ I—X*m sorry, sir I ** he gasped.

of the Fiji Islands,
SBpotted it at last !’ ]
“¥ou haven't answered my question,
Mauly 1 You've got some special reason
for thinking about that island now "
'™ Yﬂtﬂﬂ 1
“Woll, what is 117" asked DBunter.

“{ne that I'm goin' to keep to myself,
old fat bean!" answered Lord Maule-
verer, “Is thet Loder callin® you,
Bunter ¥

£d HQ II"

“1 wish it was!"” sighed Lord Maule-
varar,

“Look here, old chap,” said Bunter,
“if you're going on & irip to e Pacific
Island these hols, vou'll want a pal to
look after you s bit! I mean to say,

"Yans, thats it!

you know what & fool you are, old
{“hﬂ.p—“
“Oh, gad! Yaas, guite!” gasped

Lovd Mauleverer. :
“Well, I'll] come!"” said Bunter. “T've
got @ lot of invitations for the hols, but

'l torn them down [or vour sake,
Mauly—-=" s

“Don'tl Please don't!™

“I mean it!"” declared Bunter.

“Uount on me, Mauly |l The fact is, I
should rather.like the trip! I'll come,
old fellow 1'*

Lord Mauleverer looked at DBilly
Bunter thoughtiully, His noble brow
wrinkled in deep reflection.

“It's no good,” he said at last
wa3i bonnd fto come ™

“Eh? What do vou mean, Mauly *?
asked Bunter, in surprise. ““What was
bound to gome, old tellow 7™

“I mean, I've got through the term,
so far, without kickin' yow,"” explained
Lord Mauleverer, “1 was going to sce
if I could keep it up to the fAnish! But
I ges now that it can’t be done] Turn
round.”

*0h, really, Mauly——"

“Don't give meo all the trouble of

i Il.'-

W7 ,mﬂf £ -

red Lud, striding angrily into the Rag. ** Does that apply fo me, Loder # **
“ Wha-a-at ? ** The Sixth Former falrly gaped at {he sight of Mr, Quelch.

i,J [I “

g

L

slowin' you round, Bunter, when you'ra
50 Jolly heavy—"

“Why, wou checky beast!” roared
Bunter. * You kick me, you beast, and
I jolly well won't come with you for

the hols—"
said Lord Maule-

“Suick to that!™
verer.

And he grabbed the fat Owl's collar,
spun him round, and planted an elegant
boot on the tightest trouzers at Grey-
friars.

There was o roar from Billy Bunter as
he travelled through the deorway.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!l"

Lord Mauleverer shut the door and
resumed his study of the map,
| "fhem was a howl through the Lkey-
1wle :

T BE‘.EHt!“

It was followed by the sound of de-
parting footsteps. )

Lord Mauleverer grinned checrtly,
and went on with bhis geographical
studies, unassisted Ffurther E}‘ Billy
Bunter.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER:
Wib’s Way !

& ET out!” said William YWibler.
G Wibley did not look up as
he rapped out that remark,
The opening of the study door

was encugh for him,

Wib was busy. He was memorising
lines. The Remove Dramatic Boecietx
wern giving @ play ab the end of the
term: and a Bemove play wos chiefly
Wibley ! Wib had written it—he pre-
ferred his own work to Shakespeare's,
as more modern and _ﬂnuﬁpr—ﬂﬂd he
had, of course, given himself a fat part.

Indeed, Wib had io epeak about half
the lines in that play—the other half

Tae MacHET LipRary.—IN0. 1,588,
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being whacked out among about a dozen
other characters |

This waa exactly as it should be, in
Wib's opinien; but, of course, it meant
r lot of mugging up. Ho had a lot of
lines to get by memory, and etacks of
cues to remember. Being busy at this
urgent work after class m his study, he
narurally did not want to he uter-
rupted, B0 he snopped when the deoor
opetied. . _

“Maig, val is zat, Vibley 1" exclaimed
a starthing voice.

5 ﬂhj" ejaculated Wib,

Ha jumped up and blinked at the
French master.

Monsieur Charpentier frowned at ham,

“I—I didn't know it was you, =ir,)
etammered Wibley, *“I—-]—"

“N'importe " said Monsieur Char-
pentier. M Vibley, it is again and again
wit I sl you if zose lines are written."

“Lines I repeated Wibley vaguely.
With his head stuffed with his own lines
in the play, he had forgotten Mossoo's
lines, Really, the president of the
K. D. 8. had ne time to bether about
Frengh impoaitions,

“Where are zose lines, Vibler?™ de-
manded Mongieur Charpentier sternly.
“I tell vou to brivg zem lo my study,
and you do not come to my study, so
I come viz myself to you, Vibley, and
I demand Vunce more, where are zose
lines 7™

Wibley suppressed his impatienee az
well as ho could.

Moesoo had given him a hundred lines
from the Henriade, days age, for in-
attention in the French clase, [t was
not really Wib's fault that he had becen
imattentive: a fellow gcould not memor-
1se lines from a "script ¥ held under his
desk, and actend to & French master at
one aud the same time!

He had not done the lines! Ha had
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had ne time! Moszoo, ne doubt, ox-
pacted hiny to find time. That was tha
eort of thing a beak did expeet!

Now Aloszon  secmcd to ho !ﬂ:*.il]‘g
paticnee, e had come up o Wibley's
study for those French lines,

It was gquite a fulile visit, so fay as
that went. Wib could have handed him
lotz of linesz fvom his play—nene from
the Henriade, 1le had not written o
single line of his imposition so far,

“Maiz repondez done!” rapped Mon-
sicur Uharpentier. " Where are zose
tines, Vibley? Zot you answer.™

“The Ffactk 33, sir, I haven'ts had
time——7"

Aonsicur Charpentier raised his hand.

“ Assez ! he said sternly, “Enoff| I
zink you cshall find z2e time, Viblev!
Ozzerviee, I take you to Meester Quelch !
Venez avee moi—come viz me.”

Wibley breathed hard. He did not
want to be walked into Mr. Quelch’s
study and reported for not having done
his lines for Mossoo. That meant swipes
from Quelch, and the lincs to follaw !

“If—if you'll give me a little time,
gir——"" he stanunered.

“But I give yon ze verrce mooch
time 1"  said Monsieur Charpentier,
“Yunee and vunce more, and also vunce
agein, I ask you for zoae lines, Vibley,
and now I carry mysell up ze stairs to
ask wvun more t:me,  Allons dong1”

“You—you see, gpar—"

"I give yon one more time,'" said
Mossgo, He was a kind-hearied little
man, “In one hour you shall bring
zose lines to my study—and if it is not
zgat you do s0, I come viz myvself hers
io take you to Meeater Quelch !

“Thank you, sir ™ =aid Wibley.

And Mongieur Charpentier, frowning,
welked away down the Remove passage
—giving Wib one more cehance.

ib grunted.
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e intended to take advantage of that
chance. He was going to do the lines
But be did not begm immediately,. Ho
picked up his sevipt, and went on with
;1’. leaving the French lines till a little
ater.

A dramatist deep in his own work waa
not likely to remember anything else,
Wibley forgot all about Moszoo and his
hunered lines,

He was deep in mmch move important
matters, when Morgan and Alicky
Desmond came into the study nearly an
hour later,

“Get out!” hooted Wiblev, " Can't
vou let a fellow have a little quiet ™

“"But we've come in to tay !t =aid
Micky.

“Bother teal Go to tea in Iall 1™

“We've got sausages and ham, and
o cake, look youl” seid Morgan.

“{zo and boil them | (Gerrout!"”

Morgan and Micky grinned. Really,
they were not likely to pet out of their
oW studé}' at tea-time, because the
amateur dramatist of the Remeove did
not want to be Interrupted IJ;. tes |

*’hwere's the froying-pan aslked
Micky. )
“Blow the frying-pan!® rearnsd

Wibley. “I've got to get these lines off
Fivst that little ass Moessoo comes and
mterrupts mo—then you silly falheads
butt in! How's o man 1o stand it, I'd
like to know #*

“¥is, but phwere's the froving-pan?”?

“Can't you to tea along the
passage " rosred Wibley. “Can’t yon
ge down to Hall? Can’t you shut up?”

“ Phwere the juice ie that froying-
pan ™

“Here vou are!l” said Morgan, Ie
disinterred the frying-pan from under a
heap of books in the annchair.

“Phwere's the spirit-stove? Got any
methylated?  Wibley, dear map, have
ye got any—"

“Oh, shut up ¥ yoared Wibley, and
he pathered his seript end hartled ous
of the study.

Obviously, the study was no place for
a fellow memorising lines. The indig-
nant Wib earried off his script in searcih
of some quieter spot.

“What about fay, yo omadhaun?i™
shouted AMicky after him,  “ SBure we've
got. sosses angd ham, and an illigant

i

But Wibley was gone! Sossea and
ham, and a cske, had no appeal for him
&Lt the moment—no more than lines frowm

the Henriade,

They had, hewever, a strong appeal
for Michy and BMorgan, who were
hungry after games practice. Sosses

sizzled 1n the frying-pan over the spirit-
stove in  the fengﬂf}:, spreading &
delicious scent in the study. i

Micky turned out a dish of beautifully
browned ssusages, for which he amnd
Morgan would willingly have given all
Wibley's drammatic works, with Shakes-
peare's thrown inl

The two jumors sat down cheerfully
to toa.

They had hardly started, when thers
was @ footstep in the passage, a tap at
ile door, and it opened, to reveal the
liitle sallow face and pointed black
beard of Monsieur Charpentier.

“Yibley I snapped Mossoo. " You
como not to my study viz zose limes|
Vibley, I am here to take you to
Meestar Queleh.”

“Oh, my hat!™ muormured Micky.
He jumped up. " Plaze come in, sorr!
Do ;j::laz& come in! Faith, and we'd he
so glad, sorr, if you'd take a cup of tay,
sorr.™

“Mais, ce Vibley—" Mossoo glanced
round the sh_tdiv. “ Zat Vibley he is not
here viz himzelf—? 3

“Heo's hard st work with lines, sirl”



said Morgan. This was a strictly true
statement ; though the “lines ™ on which
Wibley was hard at work were not
French lines, but dramatic lines:

“Vous en etes sur—you are sure of
rat?” nshked Blossoo. :

“Oh, guite, sir!” said Morgan. " Wib»
ley left the study when we came in, sir,
go a3 not to be intnrrugtud at those
lines, gir.” Morgan made that state.
ment with grent solemnity, If Mossoo
supposed that he was relerring to the
French lines, Blossoo was welcome to
EUPPOAC 80,

Mossao did suppose gol .

“ But zose lines, zey should be finish |7
he zaid. * Vhere is zat Vibley 1

“Won't you come in, sorri?” asked
Micky Desmond persuasively. *You
had tay with Wharton in hia study ence
this term, and it's sure only fair to have
tay with us ones, before the term-end.
Don't you think so, asorci™

Monzieur Charpentier’s frown melted
BWAY. 2

Micky Desmond’s lock was persuasive
indecd centreating. The young ;nsq&i
lopked as if the dearest wish of his life
was to have the French master to tea
for onec| ) )

“ Pleaso do, sir1"” said Morgan, play-
ing up manfully. *It's only fair, sir,
a3 you had tes with Wharton onee—=">

“ Plaze, sorr——" pleaded Micky.

Monsieur Charpentier stepped  into
the study. He could not resist that
n‘nspm’rﬁui and hospitable appeal.

Mos=oo, in fact, rather hked teain
in & fellow’s study. ¥t made him fee

pular!  And certainly he had never

pon invited so pressingly and aﬂrnestli.n

Micky and Morgan, it was true, only
wanted to keep hum off Wibley's track.
‘Chey were thinking of that howling ass
Wib, who had evidently forgotten his
lines again, and was in danger of being
walked in to Quelch. But whatever
their motive, they did earnestly desire
to sea Mossoo sitting peacefully af the
tea-table in the study. And Mossoo
came in, with a genial smile on his face,
insteard of a wrathy frown.

“I zank yow, my good
said. “1 vill sit down an
of ze tea—>" .

“They're lovely sossps, sip—-"

“Let me help you, sir,” urged Mor-
gan. “liet a clean plate, Micky.”

“Yis, and illigant ham, sorz! And I
was wondhering, sotr, 1f r:.'ﬂﬂ:l.'d tell ns
romething abent the Henriade while wo
have tay,” said the diplomatic Micky.

It wos quite 8 cheery (ea-parly in
Study Mo 6. Micky aond Morgan
looked after their gucst—nand Monsieur
Uharpentior made a very good tea, and
tald them about that great poem, the
1lenviade, He was pleased—and Dicky
a] Morgan were pien.{-m! to be able to
keep him quiet, and give that silly ass
Wil another chanee, Zo everybody was
prleased, and fea was passing off gquite
pleazanily, when there came an inter-
yviption—an interruption that was sud-
fen, atairtlingr. and asztonishing—in fact,
astomling !

arcons!” he
take 2o cup

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder Sees It All!

ODER of {he Sixlh tapped at Me.
Queleh’s door, and entered.

Thera was o somewhat grim

expression on Loder's face. Ag

the same time, he had s satisfied look.

Loder had been thinking! Since the

seene in the Rag the previous evening,

l.oder had, in fact, been doing a lat of

titinking 1 The outcome was this call at

the Remove master’s study,

Mr, Queleh did not seem pleased fo
geo Lim, That incident in the Rag had

EVERY SATURDAY

annoyed him. He gave Loder a sharp
look aof inguiry.

“What—" he oslked.

“I have come here, sir, to refer to o
rather serious maotter,” sald Loder. A
boy of your Form—"

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“ Kindly refleet before you speak,
Loder,” he said acidly. “1I shall seruu-
nise very closely any report I receive
from you regard);n & boy of my Form!
Your extremely %’11gh-htmded actions
lazt ovenin e

“I am referring wo o matter that
occurred some dovs ago, siry when I
made a report to vou of a riotous action
by Remove boys——"

“1 remembor porfeelly " enapped Mr.
Quelch, “ You reported fo mo that a
number of bovs in my Iform were rag-
ging, as vou called it, the French
mastor, You made the sbeurd state-
ment that they were actually chasing
Monsieur Charpenticr. I regarded the
sl.n,ﬂement a3 ridienlons, and told you
£0.

“Nes, sir, but—"

“1 told vou, Loder, that I azked Mon-
siene  Charpentier  himself, and he
assured me that nothing of the kind
occurred—and that he had, indeed, been
absent from the zchool at the time you
fancied that you saw him being I:ﬂll%i‘&l}'
handled by Remove boys!™ said Mr.
Queleh sternly.

“Yes, but—*

“8Buch an error—sich 8 ridienlous
mistake—ought never to have oceurred,”
gaid Mr. Quelech. “I told yon so very

lainly, T.oder!l ¥ow won can heove

ancied that you saw Monsieur Charprn-
tier among that erowd of Remove boys,
when hoe was cerfninly not present, I
caniot imagine | No responsible prefect
would make o faolish a mistoke.™

Loder breathed hard,

“YWill you let me speak, zir? I =saw
what I reported to yon—omd I wos very
greatly puzeled by Monzienr Charpen-
tier's statement that the riot never
eecurred. DBut what I saw last mghs
hag—-~"

“That ean have nothing {o do wilh
the matter, Loder! YWhat do yon mean,
if yon have any mm“i“f at all®” ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh testily.

“1 mean this, sir,” said Todor, " that
I saw that junior, Wibley, doing his
theatrieal stuff——maoking himself up as
ane person after another—and I've been
thinking it out since, and I've jolly well
guessed how I was taken in that doy I
thought I saw the Freneh master being
ragged " ;

“ Really, Loder——" .

“*1 kwow I never made a mistake,”
said Loder. “I saw him all right | Only
I know now that it was not the 1*"1'phqh
master, but that voung rascal got up in
his theatrieal ontiit——"

“Wha-a-£ 1"

Br. Queleh stared blaukly at the pre.
feot.

“I'd forgotten it at the {ime,” went
on Loder. “But I've remembered it
since—that yroung rascal Wibley was in
trouble last term for making himself up
as the Fronch master, and taking him
off, to amuse the juniora in the Rag, 1
suppose you can reeall that, sie”

“7 reenll somelbing of the kind,
Toder! But Wibley was very seriously
warned never to play such a disrespect-
ful trick again, and—" .

“But he did, all the same™ said
Loder viciously, “and now I've thought
it over, I feel jolly sure ithat it was ihat
young rasenl, got up as the French
master, that T saw the other day with
an moli of Remove boys—"

“ Nonzense ™ said Mr. Quelel

“I'm certain of il, sir! never
thought of it at the time, as I'd for-

9

gotten what happened last term; but
goeing him last mght—"

“MNonsenzse 1 repeated Mr. Quelch
decisively, “Ib is a week sinee the
occurrence you speal of, and this is
rather late in the day, Loder, (o come
to me with new theories on the subject.
You made & foolish mistalie—"

“I did not!™

“The matter is closed, Loder.™

Loder set his lips,

“I'm absolutely certain, sir, that on
that oceasion, that voung rascal Wibley
was gobt up as the French mastor—a
most disrespectful action. Ji you will
scnd for him—-" .

“1 shall do nothing of the kind,
Loder! I decline to revive a matter so
long clozsed | Kindly say no more.™

Loder looked at him. Then, with
deep feelings, he left the Remove
master's study.

In the passage ho clenched his handa.

He was certain that he hod solved
that peculiar mystery: as, indeed, he
had, though it had taken him a week
to do so. Having seen the French
master, as he had believed, ragged by
& mob of Removites, he had reported
the samo to Quelch—and had been
utterly ataggerad by Mongienr Char-
pentier’s statement that nothing of the
kind had occurred.

MNow hg knew! 'Wibley's theatrical
stunts in the Rag had reminded him of
tkat old story of Wibley's impersonation
of the French master, which had led to
no end of & row at the time. Wibley
had done 1t over again—that was how
the matier stood. Loder was assured of
that!

But it was, cortainly, rather late in
the day to take the affair up again.
Queleh, evidently, had no use for further
worry on tha subject.

“The old ass!” breathed Loder.

Leder was not likely to leave it af
that ! Now that he knew tho facts, he
was going to bring the facts to lighi,
whether Quelch liked it or notl

He was a prefect, and he had a right
to inguire inte the matter. He was
going to do so—and he was going to
make Wibley admit tha facts! At all
eventz, he was going to try his hardest
to do so.

IHaving thought the mailer ovor for
a few minutes, Gersld Loder made his
way to the Bemoye guarters. Ife was
going to sec Wibley; and, if he could,
sirprizo him into an admission! If he
succeaded, %ue]ch would net be able to
refuse to take the matter up.

On the Remove landing, he glanced
rourid at & number of RHemovites, but
Wibley was not among them, Most of
the Remove were coming in fo tea now.

“T gav, vou fellows, here's Loder!”
rqueaked Billy Bunter, as the bully of
the Sixth appeared on 1he Remove stair-
CHEE,

The Famous Five and Smithy and
Poter Todd and several other Remove
followz regarded Loder with bostile
inouirs.

“Js Wibley in his sindy?”
Loder, looking round.

“Wibley 1" repeated Harry Wharton,
“T think he went to his study after
class—I haven't seen kim since.”

C‘]“ Anvihing up, Loder 1" ventured Bob
therry.

#1 faner vou know as much about it
as. I eould tell youl" sneered Loder.
“Who was it you were chasing in the
(loisters last week, when I thonght yom
wers rangng tha French master?”

“Oht" gasped Bob, -

Loder grinned sourly at the startle
looks on ﬁmn}' faces, If he had doubted
before, he would not kyve donbied now.
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Ho passed the juniors, and walked
up the Remove passage.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
dismayed glanees. They had forgotion
that affair of 2 week ago—and this whns
s very disagresable reminder. Wibley
had pulled their leg, got up aa Mossoo;
and thoy had chased him, in great
wrath; but most assuredly tflﬂy did not
want i hauled up before Queleh for
that recklesas jape.

“That fathead's tumbled to 161" sad

Johony Bull . _
“Trouhle for .poor old Wib!" said
the Bounder; “Well, he jolly well

asked for it, imitating Mossoo, afier

the row there was hefore.™
“That cad Loder never can let a

matter drop!” growled Bob. *It's a
week ago—why can't he chuck 1§’

The Bounder laughed.
“Ha looked such an ass In the Rag

lazt night—he's got his back upl Poor
old Wib—he's for it this timel The
blithering idiet may hbe doing somao

potty theatrical stunt in his etudy, this
minute, and Loder will catch him
at it.”

“He wounldn't be such & tool as {o
ple his  Messoo  stunt | again |
exclaimed Bobh Cherry, in great dismay.

“Isn't he {ooh enough for anyihing "

“Dl’t, my hatl I'll let him know
T.oder's coming, anyhow !” Bob Cherry

hawled along the Hemove Ea.ssa from
the landing. " Hallo, halle, hallol
Anybody know where Wibley is7

I:IJ

er's looking for Wibley
Loder gave him a backward scowl
ovar hia shanlder. HMe did net need
telling that that roar was intended to
t Wibley on his guard, if he was in
13 study and engaged in any way thag
wes not suitable to meet the eye of
antoority.

e thonght that had occurred to Bob
accurred to Loder also—very likely the
voung raszcal was, at.+thn.t. very nioment,
ﬂlﬁying some theatrical stunt, ""taking
off ! some Jler;nn whom he ought to
have regarded with respect—perhaps
even got up in his “ Mossoo " outht.

Loder hurried up the passape,

If, by happy chance, there was any-
thing gmngh on in Wibley's study that
Wib would have preferred not to meet a
prefect’s eyes, Loder's eyes were going
to fall en it, ,‘Brnmpﬂfi

He reached Wibley's door and threw
it open. He walked right into the study.
Then he jumped,

Sitting at the table in the study, dis-
ﬁm‘ng of tea, were three figures—David

OTEAQD, Mmfcjr Desmond, and Monsienr
Charpentierx |

Upen Monsienr Charpentier, Loder's
eves fixed, almost gloatingly !

“By gad!” he gasped., *“Caughtl!
Fa.irg‘ caughti™

Loder had no doubt!

This was the face and fliura he had
secn, on that oocasion & weck ago, when
he had fancied that the juniors wers
ragging Mogsoo! This was Wibley got
“ﬁim 18 Mossoo outfit] Loder saw it
B

Of course it was!.

That Mgnesieur Charpentier, for the
only time that term, was fteaing in
W:Elﬂ:r’s study, while Wihkley was
absent, was not likely to occur to Loder ]

Not for an Instant did he suppose
that tha dapper, black-bearded figure
at the table; with Wibley's study-mates,
was the genuine Meseoo | It was Wibley,
playing that disrespectful trick all over
again—and Loder had caught him in
the very act!

He wastod ne time,

The g‘uung ruzcal was not going to be
apllowed to get diny of these things off,
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befecre his Form-master's eyes teil on
1.

He was going to Queleh, exacily as
he was|

Loder made a rapid stride, and
gripﬁwd the dapper ligure by ithe back
of the collar! ne swing of lis arm,
and thae figure eame away from the
table, the chair fving over backwarids

“Come along 1" reared loder,
~And_ Monsienr Charpenticr, wonder-
g whether he was dremming, eane,
bundling.,

[——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Wibley !

&4 ON Dient™ spluttered Mon-
sieur Charpeniier.

He struggled !
Ha spluttered ]

He shricked!

Morgan and Micky Desmond lvaped
to thewr fect, amazed, alarmed, fairly
dumbfounded. Loder's sudden entrance
had siariled them. His action startled
them mruch more,

“Phwat——" gazspcd Micky,
Morgan just stared, transtixed.
“Mais, loissez-moi!™ shricked Mon-
sieur Charpentier. " Vat is it 2at you
do, you Lodair? Itas vous fou? Is it

zat you are mad? Laisser-niui, done!
“Came on I grinned Loder.

He was not to ba taken in by this|
Well enough he knew that in his checky
impetsonalion of Mossoo, Wibley could
pick up his manner of speaking, as
casily as his Jooks., It was part of his
game,

Mossoo wos a little gentleman—no
talier than many of the Remove fellows,
and absolutely powerless in the grasp of
a hefty Bixth I'orm man,

There were juniors whe ecould havo
“handled ™ Maoszoo: and Loder handled
him with the greatest of ease.

He whirled his prisoner o the door,
and whivled him out into the Remnave
passage. .

Monsicur Charpentier struggled and
wriggled and foanted ; but he had to go.
Thoere was no help for that.

“Phwat are ye are up to, Loder?™
gasped bicky. *You'll be sacked for
ragging Mosgoo! Howly mother av
Moses 1™

“He's mad!"” gasped Morgan,

Unheeding, Loder whirled his prisoner
along the passage.

A dozen fecllows looked out of their
studies. The c¢rowd on the landipg
stared,

“A moil!” yelled Mossoo frantically.
“Au secours! Ze help! Ze he]p! Zng
Lodair is mat—mat! Ze help!’

*Shut up, you checky young sweep
hooted Loder. * You young rascal, think
I don't know you're Wibley 17

" Mais guoi—vat? Vat zen? Laissez
maoi! Leave me to po—yon &Te mot—
mat — laisséz-moi — imbecile — laissez-
mal 4

" Wibley 17 Eﬂﬁli*e‘i a dozen fellows

“Ze help |” yelled Mossoo,

It was fearfully humiliating to Mon-
sicur Charpentier to be marched along
by the collar, like an unruly fagz! Bug
marched along he was! oder’s glip
was like 1ron! He propelled the
wriggling, struggling, shricking French
master slong the passage to the landing,

“Will you come quietly, Wibley I”
roared Loder angrily. * you want
me to smack your head? Come quietly,
will ﬁﬂp?”

“Maizs non-non—non—-"

“And stop that Bi].fi’ nongense !
exclaimed the exasperated Loder. “Do
you fancy you can take me in with it,
you young idiot I*

while

I'l!

"A mni! Ze help! Au gccoure ™
hoewled Monsicur Charpentier.

EHarry Wharton & Co stared om, while
the siruggling little man was propelled
adroza the landing to the staircase.

" Poor old Wib 1" gasped Bob Cherry.
. “The poorfulness of the estecemed Wib
is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

YA feir copl” said the Bounder.

. Froin Loder's words, and from the
fact 1that he was yanlong the unfortu-
nate French master along by the collar,
the jumiors had no doubt that it was
VWibley.

His looks told them nothing; for when
the schoolboy actor was got up, there
was not a pin 1o chooso between them.

It only surprised them that Wib was
oo g it up, now that he was in a
prefect’s grasp and being maorched off
ro his Form-master.

“I zay, you fellows, Wibiey will be
sacled this timel” squeaked Billy
Buntar. " They were going to sack him

when he made us as Mossoo last term,
you know—ha will get it this time.”

*Well, some fellows do ask for itl”
said the PFounder, chrugging lis
shoulders. *“Fancy letting Loder catch
him in that rgl”

“Asking for it, by gum!”
Skinner, ]

“A moil” yelled Mossog, struggling
on the Remove stairease and elutching
at the banisters. **Ze help ™

“Will vou come?” yoared Loder,

&m%tging af him.

snid

non, non—jamais b
" Liaissez-mot, uggun;
Ing

“"Mais non,
shricked Mossoo.
—fou—imbecile—~hcad of one pud
Zat you leave me to gol” N

He clung frantically to the banisters.

“ Far dness’ sake, Wib——-" ox-
claimed Nugent. i
B**H:Wibley. old man——" said Jehnny

1F4 §

“Jo ne swa pas Vibley—je g5
Adolphe Charpentier—vons etes tous
foust” yelled Mozsoo, *All of you i3

mat! Lo helPI’-’
“By pad!” Lord Mauleverer came
along- rﬁi. passnge. “Is that really

Wibley, you men, got up——="

“Bht Of course it is, fathead!”
answerad Bob, ““Think 'ﬂnder won!ld
ha yanking Monsieur Charpentier about
like that? Loder eaught g}m made wp
in _his j5_.tuu::l:lr—u;lu:.q:*:g his Mossoo stuns

ang—
“Zo help!” yelled Moszoo despair-

mngly.

%\f{th a powerful wrench Loder jerked
him away I{rom the banisters and
bundied him down the Remove stalr-
caze |

Loder could quite understand that
Wibley was unwilling to go befors his
Form-naster in that rigl But he was
going |

On the next landing,. a crowd of
geniors gathered, attracted by the wild
vells and howle of  the  unfortunate
Mossos. A dozen of tho Fifth stared in
blank amazement.

** Au sccours " shriekod Moz=oo. " Zo
help, mes garcons, ze heélp ! Zat Lodair
18 mat—mat as ze hat merchant! Zo
help B ]

“What the thump are yon doing
with Moesoo, Loder ¥ exclaimed Coker
of the Fifth, * Gone off your rocker®”

# It's not Mossoo, you fool I snapped
Loder. “It's that young rascal Wibley
got up to impersonate him—-""

“ erihey 1™ gasped Coker.

“He did the same thing Jast week,
and I teok him for Mossoa I explained
Loder. “Now I've caught him af it
in lLis-study; ‘and he’s going to Quelch,
just-as he fs1 Gt oit of the way '

He whirled Monsieur Charpentier



across the landing to the lower siair-

case, leaving the ¥Fifth Form men
staring, in a buzez. i
“Lamgsez-moi ™  e¢ame  Moszoo's

despairing howl, florting up the stairs.
“(Oh, mon Dieu! Nom d'un, nom d'un
chien | Laizscz mon done.’

“Come on, will you ?”’ yapped Loder.

1?!

HYou're going to Quelch !

Wingate of the Sixth appeared at the
foot of the staivcase, gazing up! He
jumped at what he saw.

“Lodev!” he gasped.
—are vou mad? Loder!
Charpentier go at once——'

Loder gave an angry snort.

“It's not Monsieur Charpentier, it's
Wibley—Wibley of the Remove, and
I"'m taliing him {o Queleh [ ]

- "Wha-a-at?" stuttered the captain
of Greyiriars,

“Thé young scoundrel doesn't wané
his beak to see him in thia get-up—but
he's going to! He will be :a:’l.ltlu:u:i1 fou
thia! Come on, you young rascal!”

“Loder, ars vou sure—"" gosprd
Wingato.

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!” i

Loder marched his steugeling captive
enward, heading for the Hemovo
master's study. _

Mossoo's wild wail floated back:

“Zeo help! Vill you not help me, zen,
in zo hands of zia matman? Je vous
dig, ¢'est un fou! He is mat—verren
mat ! Ze helpt Au secours!”

“Poor old Wib ! sighed Bob Cherry,
looking down_ over the banisters #ill
Loder and his prisoner disgppeared.
“3iill keeping 1t up ! What's the use?
I1e can't expect Loder to believe that
Le's Mossoo, when he knows he's Wib."

“f zay, you fellows, Wib will be
sacked this time-—-——"

“(Oh, shut up, Bunter!"

“YWell, he's done it once too often,”
said Smithy, *“He—why, what—who—
how—which——  Great Christopher
Columbus o iz

“Wibley ! yelled the juniors.

Every ove fixed on o fellow whe came
oiit of the BRemove passage on the land.-
ing. Ile had & bunch of papers in his
hand, and & surprised m‘r.’p_'resmun on his
face, It was William Wibley—who, as
overybody had supposed, up to that
moment, had been vonked downstairs
by Loder of the Sizth.

“What's up ?" asked Wibley.

“Jg—is—is that you, Wib?"” gasped
Harry Wharton. ]

“Think it’'s my ghost ?" asked Wibley,
staring.

“RBut—but—ch

“0h erumbs ™

“What's all this row about?” asked
Wibley, “I had to get out of my
study, becanse Morgan and Desmond
barged in for tea. en 1 go up to the
box-room to get & spot of guiet, to learn
my lines, ‘and there's all this fearful
row] What the thump is up? I
thought I heard Meossoo yelling—"'

“Fla, ha, hal”

“0Oh, my hat!” ' )

“Y say, wyou fellows, it'a Wib! I
say, it must be Mossoo that Loder’a
got— I say—— He, he, he "

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled the juniors,
“But what—"" roared Wibley.
“Ha, ha, ha!" 3

The Remove fellows fairly doubled
np with mirth, Thers was Wibley—
unnder their avea. Evidentlv, therefore,
it was not Wik in his Mossoo outfit
that Loder of the Bixth had yanked
down the siairsl .

It was Mossop—the genuine Mossoo |
Somehow or other he must have been
in Wibley's study—and Loder had got
him there! Last week he had mistaken
Wib, in his disgnise, fﬂr-MuEE‘pﬂi nOW
he had mistaken Mossoo for Wib in his

“ What—what
T.0t Monsienr

erikey '
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f.'lisginisﬂ 1 The juniors shricked as they
realised it
* Mossoo 17

gasped  Bobh  Cherry.
“He's got Moss 2

—

“The gonuine TFroggy!™ gurgled
BEkinney

“Ha, ha, ha I¥

f“Ilo—he—he's ot  Mossoo, and
marching him along o Quelch!™

“0Oh, fan me,

gurgled the Bounder,
Poor old Loder! Ha, ha,

somabody |
he 1™

“Ea, ha, ha!”

And the whole erowd roarsd! They
roated, and thery howled, and they
velled. They were almost in hysterics.
They loughed till they wept! Loder
was the man to make mustakes—but
this time he had fairly put the lid on!
It was really too rich-—and the Removo
rocked with merriment.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPFTER.
Awlul For Loder!

R. QUELCI jumped up. )
M Iﬁa lmuncle:lJ up like an india-
rubber ball.
His  gimlet-eyes
popped from his face.

e gazed with unbelieving erves na
his study door opened and Loder of
the Bixth appearcd there, dragging in
& c¢rimson, breathless, spluttering,
gurgling French master .
“Loder!” gasped Mr. Quelch,
“What—what ia this? Are you msane?
Ave yon out of your senses?  What

Fr

T T s

almost

“Here he i3, sir!"” said Loder coolly.
41 caught him fairly in the act! He
resisted, sir. Ele has been struggling all
the way; but I was determined that
vou should see hiin in ihis gei-up—and
hers he i=1”

* L isgpz-mor—zo
Queleh—"

“Twoder, how dare vou lay hands on
Monsienr Charpentier? How dare yon
lay i

“Phat's not Monsienr Charpentier,
sir 1"

Loder, having got his prizoner safely
inside the atndy, released him,

The breathless FFrench master tottered
away from him, gurgling.

“Naot Monsieur Charpentier!” stut-
tered My, Quelch. 1 fear that you
ca:}lﬂﬁt be in your right senscs, Loder,
and—" :

help, mon cher

“Exsctly! I told T:-u, sir, that after
thinking it over, I jolly well knew that
it waa Wibley of the Remove that [ saw
last week, got up as the French master
—the same trick that he was nearly
saclked for lnst term! Well, T went
;::r hiz study to *:iuﬂstiﬂn him, and i:mng

iim gok vp in the very same way—an
hera %m i.fI And I hope, sir,” added
Loder, with & touch of sarcasm, *that
vou will now take the mafter up and
deal with that mepudent voung rascal as

keeping it up Y

believed what he said.  Certainly, I
would never, knowingly, have lE.l"[i
hands on & member of Dr. ILocke's
staff. So, for o moment, the Remove
master stood ailent, dumbfounded.
But Monsieur Charpentier was not

gsilent. He waa full of eloquence! He
waved hoth hands in wild gesticula-
tions. He splattered and howled.
“Mon cher Quelch! Keep zat mat-
mMan  AvVay. Zat  Lodair—he i3
mat! He eeize me by ze neck

vhile zat I sit at a table in o study.
he drag me—he vat you call yank me—
down ze stair | Mon Dien! I go to ze
Head! 1 demand zat he is sack—expel

—bunk—-

“Goodness  gracioua!” gasped Mr.
Gueleh.,  “Loder, have you maede
another ridiculous mistake? Is it pos-
siple—"

“Is that cheeky young rascal still

1 exclaimed Loder, in
sheer wonder.,  “Well, what a nerve!
It's Wibley, sir——"

“You utterly stupid blockhead, it is
not Wibley——"

“I caught him in his study, sir—"

“You—you incredibly foolish—un-
thinking — absurd — ridienlons — idiatic
young-—-=""

“It's Wibley [ roared Loder indig-
nantly, “He's trying to keep it up, to
pull your leg and get off! He's got
nerve enougl for anything, the voung
sweep! Tl jolly soon show you that
i-l'lF.LE- heard comes off, and then vou'll
see 1Y

Loder charged ab tho splutiering
Frenclhunan and grabbed at the liitle
b]ﬁk beard Im{] ) ] 1 :

a got a rip ofn it amd tugged.

The sllrie:kg thal;EMEnaieur Ulmrpmft-iﬂr
uttered woke most of the echors of
ireyfriars SBchool, Ha felt as if ‘that
little black beard was being pulled ont
by the roots—as, indeed, it nearly was.

Loder tugged.

But the beard did not come off !

Any fnlse beard would certainly have
crome off under that tug! DBut Morsdo’s
beard didn't! It stuck there! I¢
dawned even on Loder that it grew
there |

“Oh 1" gosped Loder. .

He let go that beard as if it burned
his fngers |

Heo staggered,

Loder was ready to suspect anybody
of almost anything, but he could not

suspect Wibley of the Remove of having
grown & beard | That, really, was not
thing that the most snspicions fellow

could have suspected ! .

That beard was genuine. It followed
that Loder's prisoner was_not Wibley !
As he realised that, Toder [fairly
staggered, overcome with lhorror at
what he had done.

He gazed at Mossoo., IHe :
him. Hia head seemed to turning
roungd, It was not Wibley., It was
Mosspol Only too clearly; ha had made
8 dreadful rmstake.

“Oh 1" ha gasped agein. I

“ Coquin — seelerat — fon —imbecile I
ghricked Mossoo. He corcssed his

[Continued on next page.)

gﬂg}gleﬂ. ot
a

he deservea.”
Me. Quelch looked at him.
He looked ab

Mosson.

For a moment he
was nonplussed, e

had, as & mafber B m now enter
of fact, seen Wibley b:{:mn“the ages of
B Eﬂrm H'E:; n H:: N AVY IS5 and 17% years. Full
iﬁ,ﬁ VB eotern and rticulars are contained

ikl A, n the illustrated

liad taken him for
Mossoo, Bo he was
well  seguainted
with Wibley's skill
in that particolar
line. And Gerald
Loder, obviously,
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ruffedl heard with one hana and shook
the other, clenched, ab Loder, - " Maia
vous etes foul I go to ze Head—I tell
him zis—you &re expel—zack, bunk—"

“Oh gosh ' pazped Loder,

“ Loder, how can you, cven you, with
all your impenetrable stupidity, have
made such a ridiculous—such an absurd
mistake " gasped Mr. Quelch,

' J—=I—1 thought—— Oh crumbs! I
~I thonght—— Oh ecrikey ! He—he—
ha was in Wibley's study. I—I found
him there, having tea with Wibley's
friends, I—I-I thought———-:"

“Head of a pudding 1" yelled Mon-
sieur Charpentier. “ I3 it zat & mastor
mwﬁnnt have ze tea in ze sindy 7

h, nol! Yes! But—— Oh crikey!

I—I thought—""
“Imbecila! I ge to ze llead!”
gasped Monsieur Charpentier. "1 am

msult—] am drag about—! am yank
down zeo stairs—Mon Dieun |

“I—~1 thought—"
“You zought! It is not zat you can
sink, grand fool zot you are! WNom
d'un nom—I am drag about like one
sack—one sack of = coko—"

“T1—I—I'm sorry!l"” gasped Loder.
“I—I thought— ©Oh crumbst I cer-
lainly thought=—- ©Oh lor' 1"

His dismay and confusion-were so
overwhelming that Mr. ?ué]ch- took
pity on him, He mads soothing
gostures to the exasperated Frenchman.

“Loder has made a foolish, an un-
imaginably foolish mistake, Monsicur
Charpentier,’” he said. “ Heo thought—
he is so stupid that he really thought—
that it was not vou, but a boy playing
a theatrical pert—you will remember

that stich & thing once og¢curred, and
! er was 80 incredibly foolish as to
anc ?

“1 am seize—I am drag-—I am push
end pulli” gasped Monsieur Char-
pentier. “Is i zat I, .&dn]rha Char-
pentier, shall be push and pull1”

“No, certainly not! Such stupidity—
such unthinking absurdity— gui:-

der will apologise—"
“Certainly, sir!” gasped Loder. “I
—I apologise most sincerely, sir! I'm

awfully sorry—fearfully sorry——"

There was no doubt that Loder was
sorry. His brain almost swam at the
thought of going before the Head on
the charge of having dragged ihe
French master headlong out of & study
and down the stairs, and having tugged
at his beard | Loder was scared alinost
eut of his wits at what he had done.

o s voyez done—I am seize—] am
push and pull—I am drag like one sack
of ro coke—I smack vou zo head, Lodair

: smack you 2e foolish head for
zat—

“I—I eay, sir, I—=I— Yaroooh!”
roared er, a3 Monsieur Charpentier
pranced up to him and smote,

Smack |

? Zat you take zat—"

“Y.ook here—"

Smack |

“And zal—"

o
gi TOATe er.

mack }

“0Oh EﬂEh 2

Loder made & jump for the door| He
bed had enough of this!

" Monsieur Charpentier | gasped Mr.
Quelch,

Mossoo did not heed, He wos angry—
which was not surprising! “Three
smacks at Loder’s head did not seem,
to him, to meet the casel As Loder
dashed for the doorway Mossoo charped
after himn and let ont & foof.

It landed on Loder’s tronzers with s
e hnd zet 1 gasped M

And zat [’ [ 08500,

* Yoo-hoop wgnsp

Tee Macwer Limmany.—No. 1,588,

Look here, I

THE MAGNET

Loder. shot through the doorway! Hae
ded on his hands and kneez in the
Passagn, rOaring,

PMGnsiﬂur Charpentier jumped after
him. Even yet he did not seem to
think that Loder had had encugh!

But Loder thought that hé had. He
was sure of it! He bounded up snd
fled, gaing down the passage as if it
had been the cinder-path @

--Monsicur  Charpentier was  left
gesticulating and  spluttering in  theo
passage.

Mr, Quelch shut his study deor. He
did not laugh till hé had shut it: Then
he did=—till ho almoat wept 1

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Which Island?
“B[ﬂw ol Popper!” =aid Bob
Cherry.
; “ Yeos; but—"
“It's the last balf-heoliday "
" Yes; but—"

“And look at the weather "

“Yes; but—" )

“Betting up as & billy-goat?” asked
Bob Cherry sarcastically.

“The butfulness is terrific !" grimmed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Let's " sdid Bob.

Harry Wherton looked dubious.
was & glorious- afternoon in July, it was
& hali-holiday, and a pull up the river
appedled fo gll the members of the Co.
wemping out for tea on Popper's
Izland seemed atiractive. There was
only one drowback—the fact that Sir
Hilton Popper,.wha owned that island
in the river, was fearfully particulax
never fo let anybedy put it to any use.
Hardly ever did the old baronet sct
foot on 1t, but ho strenvonszly objecfed
to any other foot being set on it,

Which was rather lthe the dog in the
manger, and did not meet with the
a:ipmral of Greyiriars fellows, whe
liked landing on that island. Moreover,
it was by no means sure that that sland
did belong to the lord of Popper Court,
if the matter conld have been tested at
law; but, everybody's business being
nobody’s business, it never was so
Lested. g

“We don't want to wind up the term
with & row,” said the captoin of the
Bemove. * And old Popper——"*

“ RBless old I"-:.'Tper 1*

“:%1{;5; o ’ in—bill ing !

“There you go again—billy-goating !
said Bobh, *YLook here, I've got to finish
my lines for Quelch. Then we'll go.”

{IE.I.'I'J.I' Wharton shook his head,

“No pood playing the goat, old
man,” he said. “The Heed's put that
island out of bounds, to satisfy old
Popper, and we've got to respect the
Head, if we don’t the FPopper bird.
Wash it out, Bob 1™

Grunt | from Bob Cherry.

“We'll have a boat out and pull up
the river as far as Higheliffe and see
Courtenay and the old Gatﬂrﬁillu,” said

It

Harr{l. “What about that
“Qh, all right!” zaid Bob, " Buat
blow old Popper, all the samel You

men go and puk 1n & spot af the nets
while I do those rotten lines. Quelch
seems to want thom.™

And Bob Cherry went into the House,
leaving his friends in the quad, and
tramped up the stairs to the Remove
passage. ]

Bob was rather keen on going to the
island up the river for the last time that
term; however, he had given up the

oint. He had lines on hand for Mr.

uelch, which had to be handed in
before he went out, and he headed for
hia ztudy, No. 13, to get going—a dis-

sgreenble task on a half-holiday which
he was anxions to get through,

But ho stopped as ho passed 1nn open
doorway of gtud].r. No, _'I% Linrdd Alanle-
verer's study,  Mauly's pleintive voice
reached him from within,

“Go awayv 1™

“h, really, Mauly——"

“Buzz off, Bunter! Loak hers, I've
kicked you onee, and I'm jolly well not
going to get off this sofa to kick you
agein! DI'm tired. Buzzi®
' Dut I say, Mauly, about going to l1he
island—""

“Go away " moaned Lord Maule-
varor.

I you'd like me to come o the
island with you, Mauly—"

“ Buzz off I

“1 say, old chap, are you roally
going to the island 7™

“Yans ™

“Well, you'll want a pal—"

"o away 1"

“Look here, vou beast—"

“Bob, trot in, old mani” exclgimed
Lovd Mauleverer, as he sighted Bob
Cherry's cheery grinning face  al
the doorway. *“I say, kick Bunter out
for me; there's 8 good chap ! 1 kicked
PImF}rusterdaj!. but the effect doesn’t
ash.*”

TCertaanly ' said Bob., * Anyihing
to eblige! This way, Bunter 1

“Look here, vou beast—"

“Kick him right down ihe passage!™
suggested Lord Mauleverer, “1 hate
kickin® him: it makes me fired, But
you're so jolly hefty, old bean——"

“My dear chap, I'll boot him right
round Greyfriars, i you like,”” said
Boly cheerily. “Bunter can do wiih o
Iot of booting. Here gous!”

Billy Bunter dodged round the table.

“Look here, you beast, you keep
o 17 he rosred. "“Don’t you get but
ting in here, Cherryl I'm going io
that island with Meuly, and he doesn’t
want vou, and if you butt in, I can
jolly well say—— Yaroocoopt’

Billy Bunter dodged out of tha study.

One lift fromm Bob's boot was enough
for him. He decided to give Mauly a
rest till Bob was ne longer 10 the offing.

“ Beast I""—floated back along the Re-
move passage. And the fat Owl was
gone,

“Thanks, old bean!"” yawned Lord
Maulcverer, letting hia noble head sink
peacefully on a cushion again. * Life's
i grand sweet song, as the poet johnnd

remarks. when Bunter ain't on  the
spot. Tons of thanks!”

" vou'ra going to the island,
Mauly ?” asked Hob.

He wna thinking, of course, of

Popper Island, which he had been dis
enseing a few minutes ago with his
chumsa. He had not heard of any other
island. And he wes rather aur;irisﬂwi
Mauly, stretched lazily on his elegant
sofa 1o his study, did not look like
exerting himeelf to the extent of a pull
up the river to Popper’s Island.

“Yaas ' aszented Mauly., He, of
ecourse, was thinking of the island of
Kalua-alua-lalua, which Bunter had
just been discussing. “You've heard
ahout 1t 7"’

“Eh? Of course,” esid Bob, rtaring.

Lord Mauleverer nodded, As Bupter
had heard about it, he had no doubt
that other fellows had. .

Bunter did not generally keop things
to himself. Put, as e matter of fact,
Bob had not heard a word on the sub-
jeet, snd had not the faintest idea thai
Lord Mauleverer was “he Impp% pro-
prietor of an island n the Fuaecifio
Ocean, and was going there in the
summer holidays..

“Tike to come?” acked Mauly,
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“* Come along ! n mmd Loder, gripping Monsieur Froggy h:f the hnu.'a: ui the collar and dragging him away from ihe table.

“ Mon Dien !* spluftered the French master,

“Yes, but—"'

“I've been goin® to ask vou, and your
pals. Do comat”

“Think it's safoe?" asked Bob.

ITe was still thinking of Fopper's
Island, and of the possibility of being
spotted there by Sir Hilten, or some
of his keepers, end reported to tho
Head,

But Lord Maunleverer, wiio had not
the remotest idea that Baeb waa think-
ing of tha island in the Bark, sat up,
and starved.

“Rafe ' he repeated.

“Well, Wharton thinks—"

“(Oh, safo as houses! Lot yen care
whether it's safe or not, you ass!”
said Mauly., “ Tryin’ to pull my leg,
or what?  You'd like to go all the
more if 1t wasn’t safe, and you jolly
well knew yvou would !

Bob Choryy [ﬂughed.

“It's a go, then ! he said, “I'll cut
off and get my lines done, and then Y]l
tell the other chaps, ¢ you want to
go to the island, Mauly, we're jolly
well going, and chance 141"

And PBob tramped out of Sludy
No. 12, and went into Study No, 13
whern he got going on lines, Lr:ra:i.i
Mauleverer leaned his noble head on
lns silken cushion, and gared con-
tentedly from the windew——for about
tenn minutes. Then there was s foot-
step in the passage, and a fat face
and a pair of large spectacles looked
ilt.

“I say, Mauly—

“Oh deart"

“Is that beast gone ! T saF, old cha cF
I mean it about coming to the islan
I'm going to put evervthing elss aside,
old fellow. There's going (o be preity
g things on at Bunter Court these
hols: but I'm going to turn it all down,
Blauly, 1o come with you., I say, where
are yvou going, Mauly "

L& ]

wp to, Loderp ™

Lord Mauleverer heaved his wenry
limbs off the sofa. Ilappy contentment
departed with the arrvival of Billy
Bunter. Mo sighed, and sirolled out
of the study.

“1 =ay, I'I.Tmﬂ_r,f, old chap—"'

Mauly, old chap, walked down the
passage. After him r:::]lml Bunter,

“Manly, oll fellow

Mauly, old fellow,
stairs—so did Bunter.

“T say, Manly, old pal—"

Mauly, old pal, walked out of the
House. After him walked Bunter.

“Look here, Mauly,
hooted Bunter.

Maunlv walked down to the gates
and walked out. Mauly was not keen
on walks. 5till, a walk had this advan-
tage, that it was an infallible 1n€'thnd
of dropping Bunter., Exertion of any
kind was not it Bunter's line.

went down Lhe

vou silly ass!

“Deast!” roared Bunter, from tho
Fatewavy.

Manlevercr smiled  amiably, and
walked on.

Dilly PBunter, left at ihe gale,

snorled, and rolled back inlo the guad.

Bunter was irritated, ¥le had fu"b
eottled that he was going to Maniy's
island, with Mauly, for the ~vac.
I'r[m}l',r hadn't. "".In..ulv, of course, had
to settle it, too; but Bunter was find-
ing a lot of diflienlty 1in pinnming Mauly
down. Time was getting close now,
It was near the end of the term.
Matteva had to be seitled before the
echool broke up. They werva still un-
sobtled, which was rather a worry to
Bunter.

It was half an hour later that Bob
Cherry came out of the House, looked
about him, and spotted Bunter,

“1iallo, halle, Lallo!™ he bawled.
“Bopn Mauly?

PBob had done This lines,
(e in to Mro Quelch,

and 1aken
Un lus way

*“ Howly mother av Moses | ** gasped Micky Desmond,

** Phwat are ye

down he hod Jocked into S{udy No, 12
for Mauleverer, and failed to find him
there. As Mauly had—as Bob sup-
Emﬂem]—mmnged to go to FPopper's
sland, lie wanted to nd lim.

"rnurt from Bunter.

“Mauly doesn't want you at the
island, Boly Cherry " he snapped, ve-
farring, of course, to Manly's 1aland.

“You fat ass!"” said Bob. “Ta's
going to the island, and he wants us
all to go with him.” Bob was refer-
ring to ?-::;ppers Esiand ““Have you
seen him??

“He's gone outl"” yapped Bunter.
“Half an hour ago.™

“Well, ithe osa,
waited [ Bmd Bob;
call his friends,

Billy Bunter cast a disdainful blinlk
afrer him through his big spectacles.
It logked, to Bunter, as if thoss fellows
ware going to stick on {o Mauly for
ithe hﬁ%ﬂ Bunter could not help feel.
ing scornful towards fellows who would
stick on to a fellow for the hols, 1ls
could not help feeling contemptnous to.
wards such fellows. And he expressed
s seorn and contempt by a spif,
whicl, howsaver, had no effect on Bob
Cherry'a DLack as he walked cheerily
ALY,

he might have
and he went off to

il

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Out Of Bounds!

i UT—"*
B “MNow, look here,” said Boh

Cherry, “jrml cant wash out
the ‘hbuots’'—see? Raunly's
started. \"m ve just got to gol”
¥ Bup——""
“{ome on ! sanl Bob.

(Continwed on page IGY
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(Continued from page 13.)

“Sure Mauly's gone?” asked Ilarry
Wharton.

“Yee, he went out half an hour
ago. DBunter saw him."’ ]
“Sure he's gone to the island?™
“He said he was going to the island,
and nzked me if we'd come, and i
jolly well said wo would, and so—"
“Well, it's queer he couldn’t wait
for ws, then. Mauly isn't generally in

a fearful hurry."

“Wea can't let him down,” said Bob.
“Mauly's asss enough to walk right
into & keeper, Come onl”

“0Oh, all rightl”

They went down to the boathouse,
and pushed out the roomy old boat
which belonged to the five in common.
Mauly's handeome skiff was not in its
usual place, Mauly did not use thak
skiff often, but very often ather fellows
did. As a matter of fact, Russell and
Ogilvy were out in it that afternocon.
But the Famous Five, in the c¢ircum-
stances, naturally supposed that Mauly
had gone off in jt starting first for
the-island in the riyver.

It was rather perplexing, for Mauly
was seldom first to start anywhere.
Gonerally, he was the last, and re-
guired reminding. Still, there seemed
no doubt in tHis case.

Mauly had said that he was going
to the “island,” and asked Bob to come
with his pels. And as he hed gone
out, they could only conclude that ha
had started for Popper’s Islond, expect.
ing them to follow.

gn they pushed off from the raft,
and pulled away up the SBark.
Loger of the Sixth was lmmﬁ‘l'n oh
the towpsath, with Carne and Walker,
and he cast an eve on ihem as they
went,  Loder was in & pemmlan}ly
disgruntled state these days. The
affair of Mossoo and Wibley had mado
him more disgruntled than over. Yel-
lows were still chuckling over that
extraordinary mistake of Loder’s—
Loder being, in faet, the only fellow
wha was not amused.

“That swab's got hizs cye on us!”
grunted Johnny Bull, ns he noted Loder
pn the tow-path turning his heead.

“YWhat's the odds ?” said Bob cheerily.
“We ecan go up tho river if we like—
bounds up to Courtficld Bridge, on
a half-holiday. Anybody can pass
Popper’s Island, so long asz ho doesn’t
land on it."

“We're gcring to land on it, fathend !

“Loder won't walk a mile to sco
whether we do!” grinned Bob.

Bolb was right—Loder watcled tho
boat pull away, but did not follow up
the tow-path. E1-"«5er;:r likely he waz sus.
picious—but not to the extent of walk-
ing a milel

They saw no sign of Mauly on tho
river—which was not surprising, as
Ma.u%‘. just then, was strolling under
the shady trecs in Friardale Lane. But
they took it for granted that he had
rl‘;re-ndy reached the island, and landed

LY i A
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As ther drew nenr Popper's Island,
the Famons Five werd very wary aiul
watehful. .

A row with Sir ITilion Popper or his
keepers meant a report o their head-
master ; and even Bob Cherry regarded
that with seriousness.

However, there was no one in szight
on the tow-path, and they had to take
theiv chanee of en eye looking from tho
green sweeping woods along the banl.

They pulled in at the landing-place
on ihe 1sland, whera thick massea of
iwill;)wa gave plenty of cover for the
aont.

“I enppose Mauly’s here,” said ITarry,
as Bob tied the paintee.

“QF course ha iz—we should hove
paszed him on the river if he wasn't."

“Where's hiz boat, thent"™

“Shoved it out of sight, I expect! He
could pick up that skiff of his, and etick
it in_cover.’ .
1"1‘4::1: much like Mauly to think of
b o —"’

“Well, it's not here,” said Bob. “If
we can't sen it, it must bo out of sight!
That's logic, Heel” . :

“I'he logicslity 18 terrifie 1” grinned
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh. “But per-
hapsfully the esteemed Mauly forgot all
abont the izland, and walked off some-
where elze.”

“Oh, rot!” ssid Boh. _

“I abouldn’t wonder,” said Nugent,
lapghing, “That would be rather like
old Mauly.”

“Rot!” repeated Bob, “He's hera all
right! T'll give him o yell—" :

“0Oh, do!” said Johnny Bull, with
deep sareasm. “Old Popper's keepera
would be glad to hear from you.”

“Ha, ha, hat” 3

“Um 1 said Bob., “Beiter keap quiet,
Egrhapal Anvhow, "we'll find auly

e all right! G”ut the basket ?*
oD FOIL OTe.

The little island in the river was
thickly wooded. Taking the basket
containing the “grub ™ from the boat,
the juniors pushed up a tangled path
tos the centra of the island, where &
great oak-tree spread huge branches
over most of the other vegetation,

That was & favourite spot for ple-
nicking, when fellows took the risk of
being spotted on Popper’s Island, They
expected fo find Lovd Mauleverer sit-
lug in the shade of the big oak.

ut hiz lerdship was not fo be secn
fhere.

They looked round them.

Mauly might—improbably—have had
tho presence mind to put his akiff
out of sight, in case of watchful eves
fromm the bank., But there seemed no
reazon why he should put himself also
out of sight.

But he was not fo be seen. There
was nelther sight nor sound of him. A
doubt was growing even in Bob's mind
now. RE‘ﬂﬁ}ﬁ. 1t locked na if Lord
Mauleverer waz not on the island at all.
1t wes trne that his lordship was rather
a forgetful fellow; but it was rather
cxfraordinary if he had forgetten his
arrangement with Bob! Btill, he did
not seem to be there.

“{iona to sleep in the shade some-
where, I expect ™ said Tob.

o ]!'{}Iagﬂt.te.n all about 1t, more hkely 1™

sald Nugent.

“0h, rot! Even Mauly wouldn't Le
sich an ass ! said Bob cvossly., “Let's
look for him—he must be zomewhere
ahout™ ]

They looked! They called—taking
cnta not to eall too loudly, lest ears on
the .banlk should hear. ut there was
no answer—neither was has lovdslap dis-
covered reposing in the shade of the
foliage.

It was clear, ab last, that he was not
on the sland. And. friendly as they oll

felt towards hiz lord:hip, the Famona
Five were feeling very much disposed
to boot him. Thera they were, ont of
bounds, wholly and selely becanse Manly
lad announced his intention of going
te the “island,” and requested theire
company—and Mauly was not there!

“The blithering ass1” said Bali, “Ila
hasn’t eome.”

“Bure he meant tol™ azhoed Johnony

Eull. _

“He said o, ass!” .

“You might have msundersiood
him—"

“How counld T, fathend ™

“Well, you're rather au
know 1™ argued Jolinny.

“Yon Eiﬁ_\l’ nwl—=" lLooted Bob,

“Well, he's not here™ saad Ilavey,
“and it's tea-time.  Bguat down awd
open the basket,”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! ere he comes '™
exclaimmed Bob, ss o sound of splagh-
ing oars wos heard from the river. A
boat was approaching the island from
lower down the Sark.

Bob plunged through the thickels
towards the nearest part of the bank, to
look ot the approaching boat. He had
no donbi—for the moment—that it was
Manlyr—arriving late.

But az he logked throngh an opening
of the foliage at the senny Bark, le
gove & gasp.

“0Oh erikey !

i “1_Thn Ir

“0ld Popper 1"

£+ G]‘E"ﬂ.f- 1}.]] !:Ill .

The juniors forgot the picnic basket
now, "They pesred through the foliage
at the boat that was coming up the
river.

A man in gaiters and velveteons was
pulling a pair of cars—it was Joyee,
the head-keeper of Popper Court. An
angular gentleman, with an eyeglass
screwed into his eye, sab in the sterm,
with a knitted brow, That was Sir
Hilton, the lord of Popper Court.

The boat was still at a littla distanco.
But there was little doubt that it was
pulling to the island. The juniors hoped
that it was going to pass—Dbut it was a

faint imgeu .

They backed from the island’s edge.
They exchanged glanees. And then
four members of the Co, nddressed Boh
Cherry all together, It was a case of
fonr souls with but a single thought;
fonr hearts that beat aa oo !

“You fathead ™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tree'd !
B'DB CHERRY breathed hard.

niE, Tou

That's not Manly——>*

“MThat azs!” he satd. “That
chump ~= that blithering  idiot
Mauly! He's jolly well landed

us !

Really, it was rough luck. Bob had
given up the idea of visiting the island
that sfternoon, because this very thing
might have happened! He had taken
up the ides again, sfter his falk with

Tauly in Study No, 12, and fairly
dviven hia friends inte it. And here
they were—out of bounds on Popper's
Island, with “0ld Popper™ in_the
ofting: and Mauly had not turned up

t all!

Ha T jolly well boot him—" hirsed
o
* Wathead |

11 AEE!!J

“Qh, den't jaw!” said Bob crossly.
“I3 it my fanli? DMauly eard dise
{inobly—"

Y Chuatap 17

“ Blitharer [ ]

“ Bhut up, vou footling burblers! Look
here, lol’s get the boat out of sight



hefore that old nosey-pavker barges in.
ITe can’t hknow we're here—he's just
nosing about! IF he doesn’t zee the
hopt—"'

“Might be- & chance!™ sard Harry.
“lick, then ™

The juntors ran baek tg the landing-
?lnm- They grasped the roomy old
wat, and dragged it wp through the
willows, Bhoes got wet, and trousers
muddy in the process; but thot conld
not be helped. There was no time to
lose. It was a matter of minutes hefore
Bir ilton Popper would be stalkiog on
the island; and i they wers caught
there, it moant trouble with the Hoead,
and a roval row to wind up the teom,
Nobody wanted that.

Lackily, the summor i-'n»'lian%:]a1 on the
island was at its thickest. ‘Phere was
plenty of cover for the hoat, onee it
was dragged up. They parked it in
a masz of thick bushes, carefully
arranging branches and twigs to hide 1t
from view. 'They then cut back to the
middle of the island; only in time, for
ihe keeper's boat was pulling in to the
landing-place, and in another minute
they woitld have been seen,

Asg they reached the shade of the hig
r:ak, they heard the bump of the Popper
{lourt hoat as it reached the island
among the willows at _the landing-place.

Bob pointed upwards; it was not sale
to speak, with ears so near at hand,
And the Famous Five clambeved swiftly
up into the oak.

It was thd safest refuge at hand.
Whether Sir Hilton suspected or not
{hat tresFasscra were on the island, he
was not likely to search the branches of
o tall onk-tree for such offenders,  Sir
Hilton Popper was long past the tren-
climbing age!

“Joyce !  They lheard the old
haranet's bark clearly through the trees
ang thickets on the island, He had
landed.

“Yeg, Sir Hilton ¥

“Place the camp-stool iere! And my
newspapor | You may veturn for me in
an hour's time, Jovee™

“¥es, Bir Hilton!” :

Thero wes a sound of rostling, and a
grunt from the old baronet. Then he
was heard to bark again,

“There is no boat Lere, Joyvec ¥

"No, Sir Hilion.”

““There have heen Erespassers on the
island lately, Jovee. [ saw some hoys
in Higheliffo caps last Salurday. Un-
fortunately, I could not recognise them.
It ia a hali-noliday there fo-day, I

helieva, Wa shall seol”
The koat was heard ta pull away.
what roltea Inck 1" bLreathed

‘L{Hh

Sir Hilton Popper was not morely
piving his island the once-over. Ile was
going to sit there for an hour, that
pleasant summer's afternoon, reading
his newspaper—with one eve open,
avidently, for trespassers. Apparently
some of the Higheliffe fellows had been
thers lately ! Sir Hilton was thinking
of Higheliffe fellows—and had no idea
that five Greyfriars fellows wera parked
in the branches of the big cak! The
prospect of remaining parked therse for
a whole hour, or more, was dismaymg,

“The rottenfulness is torrific I mur-
mured Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“Wa shall have to stick in this free
like idiotic monkeys.™

““Nice afterncon I murmured Jolinny
RBull.

“ Better than being copped and
marched in to the Head 1” grunted Bob.

“If we hado’t been such silly msses as

i get out of boundsg—" gaid Johnny
Bull.

EVERY SATURDAY

“De vou want mea to push von off that
branch, Jolnny I inguired Baoh.

“Eh? Naol”

“ Then shat up 1™

“Look here, yon cheeky ass "

0h, den’t  wap ! said  Ilnuoey
Wharton, “We'll jolly well rag Mauly
when we get back, for landing wa in
this "

“IMalla, Thalloe, halle!
breathed Hob.

The old baronot had settled down on
his camp-stool with his newspaper, after
Joyer had pulled on up the river, Now,
however, he was stiveing again. The
juniors heard a grunt, and then a bark.

“Oood gad! VYoung rascals! Then
they hiave been here! By Jove, if I had
the trespassing voung sconndrels within
reach ﬂF my stiek I

The juntors in the oak branches ox-
changed looks, Evidently Sir Hilton, as
he set by the landing-place, had spolted
signs of landing,

That, really, was not surprising, for
dragging the Remove hont through the
willows had left plenty of "sign,” A
cazual eve might not have noficed il
bt it had downed on Bir Hilton as ho
sat there.

They keard him rise fo his feet and
move about, Trees and thickets hid
him frem theie eves, but they could hear
his movements. He seemad to be poking
into bushes with his stick. They heard
o thud!

Thevy know what it was! The search-
ing stick had come into contact with
the hidden boat! Bir Hilton's bark
followed

“A hoat! By gad, a boat—hidden
out of sight! Good gad, then they are
siill on my izland—they could not hava
left the boat here! I will complain of
this at Higheliffe! By Jove, I will take
ihe young razeals there! I will mareh
ihem in to Dr. Voysey, by gad1”

There was & heavy tramp of feet.

Sir Hilton was coming up the tangled
path, into the middle of the island.
Looking down through intersiices of tha
foliage, ibe juniors saw the erown of a
howler hat. The Jord of Popper Conrt
was right nnder them.

Ile starad about him, and grunted.

Iarry Wharton & Co. remained as
still ms mice. Sir Hilton, so far, had the
improssion that the trespassers, whom he
now knew to be on the island, belonged
to Iligheliffe School, They were guite
anxious that he should not get an im-
pression ihat thoze trespassers belonged
io Greyiriars

The bowler hat passed out of view
again. Sir ITilten was searching. Ha
knew that they were on the island—the
hidden Loat proved that. Ie was going
to root them out. He was “quartering *
ithe island, hke a hunting dog, questing
in all directions,

He came back under the big ocak at
last, His grunting was now almosk
continuous, and very expressive,

The juniors were still as statues, As
he had not fournd the trespassers on
terra firma, Sir Hilton could hardly
fail to guess that they had taken ecover
in a tree. With the one exception, the
trecs on the island were small.  If jthe
trespassers were in o tree, they were in
that big oak. 8ir Hilton Popper’s
lordly brain did nol Tunclion with any
very great officiency, but that much was
clear to him.

The bowler hat was now tilted back,
and the juniors had o glimpse of a red
face and & “ihim moustache and two
vary angry, glinting eves.

*'};:ﬂmge f]m?‘ln e TEE.TII;.{] Hir Hilten,

Listen ™

17

No reply! :

“I know wou are therel Descend at
once | By gad, if my keeper were here,
1 would zend him up for you! Come
down at once! Do you hear?”

The inhabitants of tha oak*tree heard;
but, like the celebrated Gladiator, they

lieeded not! T discovery had to comel
they were going to defer it till the
latest possible moment. They bardly
brenthed.

“By Jove, I will take vou personally
to Higheliffe and hand you over to
Dr. Voysey ! Do you hearit"

The chums of the Bemove wers not
afraid of being taken to Highcliffe and
handed over to Dr. Voytey | But they
were very uneasy about being taken lo
Greyiriars and handed over to Dr.
Locke! They gave no sign,

“Come down!” rosred the irate Sir
Hilton, staring up. *“I know you are
there! By gud,l.:l can goa your footl
Come down "

“Oh erombs ! breathed Bob.

He jerked up a foot, which dangled
below a branch. If Sir Hilton wanted
proof that some fellow was in the oak,

he had it now. lle roared: ]
“Will vou come down at onee ! I will

lay my stick about you the moment you
are in my hands ™

If &Bir Hilton supposed that that would
be an.inducement to the trespassers to
descend, he was in error. They hugged
Cover.

“By gad!" gasped Bir Hilton,

They heard him tramp back lo the
landing-place—doubtless to sea whether
Joyeo was in sight in his boat. Evi-
dently Jovee was net, for he rcame
tramping back to the osk., He glared
up, bramdishing his stick.

“You {irespassing young scoundrels,
come down thia instant 1" ho roared.

Thera was no answer from above.

Bir Hilton, under tho tree, slmost
foamed. Nobt only was his precious
island being trespasecd upon, but bis
lordly behests wera being disregarded.
That was more than enough to 2x-
asperate the lord of Fopper Court, who
was, %3 he know only too well, a much
more Iimportant person than any
commeon morfal.

He glared up, and then he reached
up. Sir Hilton was o tall gentleman—
ﬁtumf who had heen rather stingy
with him in the matier of brains, had
made it up in inches. He was long, and
he had & long reach. He could reach a
hranch that was beyond the grasp of
lesspr mortals. And he didl He got a
grip on & atout branch, and dragged
angd shook it with great violence—as if
secking to shake the trespessers down,
like ripe apples from an apple-tree,

That branch, unforfunately, jutted
from the branch on which Bob Cherry
was perched. ‘Baob's branch tilted and
shook, and Bob slipped. .

He clutched wildly for support, missed
it, and shot down| . _

There was & wild tearing and rending
of foliage, & gasping splutter from Baob,
and he whirzed—and landed [

He landed on a bowler hat! _

It haed not oceurred te Sir Hilien
Popper's powerful brain that if he
shook trespassers out of the tree while
he stood underneath, he was likely to
make a catch with his summit. That
was what he did.

Crash |

Bob Cherry crashed on the hat,
smashing it in, and driving it down over
the barcnet's ears. Sir Hilton Popper
folded up wnder him like a pocket-knife,

Trne Mucuwer LmearY.—N0O, 1,588



18

Ho gave ane gurgle and collapsed.
Bob, spluttering, rolled over him,

L ]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Heok It!
13 Q00O G00O0000H 17
O That was Sir Ililton's
reraark, as he folded up. |

Bab rolled on him—and then
off him |
He zerambled to his feet,

Hir Hilton did not! He couldn’t! ke
was winded! He was dizey! Fle was
dazed! He hardly knew what was

happening. He felt as if he had been
bombed from the sir. And his crushed
hat was jammed down over his ears and
his eves, and he was, temporarily, blind-
folded. In a state of wcollapse #the lord
of Popper Court lay extended, gurgling.
40h crumbs |"' gasped Bob.
He stared at the sprawling baronet.
But Bob Cherry was quick on the up-
take, if 8ir Hilton was not. He gave a
breathless howl to his friends above,
“Come onl Quick, quick ™

There was a chance. It was only 2
matter of moments, but there was a
ghance. The four fellows above were
already scrambling down. If Bob were
caught, they-were all canght; and the
had no idea of leaving Bob to 1t on his
OWIL

That was fortunate, for they dropped
from the ocak, even ss Beb howled te
them, dropping all round the sprawling
baronet.

“%uink!" hissed Bob.
quic M

They all realised thol it wos & time
far vicknesz, Bir Hilton, winded,
sprawled with his face deep in grass-
roots, his head deep in a squashed hat.
But that state of "affairs was nob a
Earmnne;it. one. It would not be long

efore Sir Hilton got his face out of the
fﬂ-ﬂ# roots &and his head out of the hat!

t was & matter of moments—but
moments just then were invaluable!
Greased lightning had nothing on the
Fazmous Five of the Remove as they
ghot away from the spot!

Almost in & bound they
landing-place.

“The boat!”

. gu wck 1”?

" Hurry up '™ :

They dragged frantically at the boat.

oy whirled it out of the bushes. It
was a heavy old bost—but many hands
made light work, Scconds  were
precious; they did not waste one.

With amazing swiftness they had that

bﬂaﬁi off the shore and splashing into the
water.
_ They hurled themsclves into it, send-
ing it rocking out into the river,
tumbling over one another as it went.
They tumbled, they sprawled, they
bumped—but they rocked away i

From the island ¢ame a rosr that
might have proceeded from an enraged

buffalo.

It was a roar of rage from Lthe lord
of Pﬁ}.i;per Court.. 8ir Hilton, roaring,
struggled with his hat as he stroggled
to _his feat,

“Quick 1"

“For goodness’ sake—"

“Go it1"”

Bob Cherry pot hold of one oar. Harry
Wharton another. They dashed them
into the rowlocks and punlled, The hont
gigzagged away, going down .with the
current,

Frank Nugent rubbed his head, which

banged on a locker, and grabbed
snother oar. Johnny Bull picked hime
self out of a wash of water and did the

Tee Magner Lisrart.—No. 1,588,

“Hook it—

[ ]
were at tho

THE MAGNET

same.  Hurree Jamset Ram  Bingh
grabbed the lines.
Four oara pulled deaperately.
Whether they had been spotted or not
the juniors could not yet be sure. Dut
they hoped for the best. Anyhow, if
gpeed dould save them, speed was going
to. They pulled as if for their lives.
The Remove boat fairly whizzed.
From the island came roars of wrath
and wild serambling, But by the time
Bir Hilton Popper reached the water's-
edge and giarng after the fugitives tho
boat had careered round s bend of tho
winding Bark. It was out of sight of the
baronet's gleaming eyes,

But the boat's crew sfill rowed hard.

They rowed hard till Greviriars was
in sight, Then breathlessly they slacked
speed.

“Oh crumbs[? gasped Bob Cherry.

He mopped a streaming brow. *“0Oh
scissors | He never saw us!”
“Let's hope e didn't?  goesped

Harry Wharton, “If he did we shall
get into a record row for this.”

“I've got about ffty bumps
bruaises—-"

“Never mind that #f we get elear!™
chuekled Nugent. “You counldn’t have
done beotter than dreopping on his nut,
Bob! Jolly lucky you're such a clumsy
ass, old chap 1"

“How could I help it when—"

“We're all right, I faney ! gaid
dJohnny  Bull “He conldn't have
spotted uws, Look here, let's pull down
a3 far as Friardale, The farther off
we'ra seen from Popper’s Island this
afternoon the hetter,

and

£l Gmd {.E‘%I !!F
And the chums of the Remove pulled
pest  the Greviriars bosthouss and

glided on down the river towards thoe
village.

“ Halla, hallo, hallo 1" exelaimed Bob
suddenly, as his eves fell on an elegant

figure sirelling on  the towpath.
" Mauly 17

“That howling ass!"

The boat's crew stared neross -ab

Mauly, There he was, with a straw hat
on his noble. head, his hands in his
pockets, sauntering clegantly and lazily
along the towpath,

They stared at him and they glared
at him. Evidently Mauly had not given
a single thought to DPopper's Island.
There he was, saunteving along towards
the wvillage, his back to the island, a
mile and a half away.,

Bob Cherry shoved his hand info the
picnic basket. He withdvew it with an
orange In 1t

The other fellows grinned.

Lord Mauleverer was not looking
towards the river. He did nobt observe
the beoat. He had ro idea what was
coming—till it came ]

Whiz !

Squash |

“Currrggh t7

The orange—n ripe one, not to say
over-ripe—landed im the middle of his
lordehip’s aristocratic features. It burst
and sguashed there,

Lord Mauleverer sat down quite
suddenly in the grass on the towpath.
Hea sat and velled throngh a mist of

orange-juice.
Oh gad!

“ Dooh |
Woooch 1*

**HMa, ha, hal?

The boat pulled on its way, echoing
with langhter—leaving Mauly sitting on
the bank, spluttering and %raﬁhing and
clawing wildly at sguashed orange.
Which was an instalment of what was
due to Mauly—he was going to get the
rest after calling-over |

The chums of Greviriars bemt to the
oars, and the Remove boat fairly
whizeed, gomng down with the curret.

Oh, my hat!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Merely A Misunderstanding !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
answered to their names al call-
ing-over with o spot of appve-
hension,

They were almost sure thot ther had
escaped nnseen and unrecoguized from
Popper's Island—but not quute. If there
were trouble to come, it was coming
now, and they ecyed Ar. Queleh as e
stood on the library steps and called the
roll under the July sunset.

But, to thesr great relief, Quelch gave
them no particular ationtion., After roll
they were not told that they were
wanted.  Evidentlvy there had been no
report from “old Popper.”™  Sir Hilton
was in blissful ignorance of who had
dropped on his lofty nut, and it was
all clear.

“We're in Iuek ! soid Bob, os {ha
seiwool dispersed after roll, “Bub wa
might have been landed, and we're
going ta slay that ass Mauly, all the
same, "

“The slaviulness iz  the proper
caper ! agread Hurree Jamsei Fam
Singh.

' BEE i'li.m EH-

Lord Mauloverer was strolling peoace-
fully awoy after the open-air roll, awd
thea Fomous Five followed on.  Aftex
such o navrow ezcape from bhad tronble
they felt that a lesson was due to his
lordship.

But for a lucky seeident they might
have bhieen up befare the Head at this
very moment. So thevy followed his
lordship as he strolled under the eling
and bagged Lim.

Munuly did not seem to be expocting
anything of that kind—any more than
e had expected the crange on the tow-
path, He gave a startled gasp as five
fnirs of hands grabled Liim aud swept
im off his feet,

“*Bump him [ znid Bob,

“Begad! I say YWooooop 1"

Bump !

“Here[ Leggo! What the dooce—
what the jolly old dooce—"

Buamp |

“You potly duffers, wharrer vou at 7

velled Mauleverer, 1 spv—->"
Bump |
“Oh gad | Ok erikey ] Ow!" pasped

Lord Maulever, sitting and gasping for
breath and blinking dizzily at the five,
“Fon howlin® asses, have vou gone off
vour rockers? T'll wallop the lot of
you &3 soon as I get my breath! What
BTG TYOR ?li'chm.f into a chap for, yom
fatheads 1™

“You don't know?" grinned "Bob.

“Eh? How should f know?  Gone
mad ¥ gasped Mauly, “Some mad asy
buzzed an orange al me by the river
this afternoon—mow yon grul:r a fellow 1
Has evervbody gone potby i™

“Why didn't vou furn up at Popper's
Island this afternoon?” demandex L.

“Why should I?”

“Why should you?"” repeated Bob

. blankly.

“Yaga!| Silly trick, if you ask me,™
answered Lord Mauleversr, picking
himeelf up and dusting his elegant hags,
“Papper's Tzland ia out of hounds. isn’t

it7  Why ask for trouble? TLifc's
packed. with trouble—why ask for
more ¥

“You foolling, frabjous, Ropshus fat-
head ' answered Bob 1n measired
tones. “Don’t you remember fixing it
up with me ifo go to Popper's Island
this afternoon?"

“Not ab all 17

" Well, my -:m:iiy hat! Don't you ro-
member 1t now 1 remiand yvou?" roared
Bob.

Ilﬁutli
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““ It's Wibley In disguise ! ** roared Loder, Indignantly,

EVERY SATURDAY.

18 | TS

il

19

‘“‘ Ha's pulling your leg, Mr. Queich. I'l pull that beard off, and

then you'll see | ** The Sixth Former grabbed at the little black beard and pulied., The beard dld not eothe off, however, and
the shriek that Monsieur Charpeniier uilered woke most of the echoes of Greylriars School.

The ¥Famous Five gazed at Lord
Mauleverer. Mauly hadg a memory that
was first cousin to & sieve, it was trye.
But this really was surprising.

“* Did Fou maka some mistake, after
all, Bob?” asked Johnny Bull. “Yon re-
member I asked you if you had—"

“And you remember I told you you
were & silly owl!™ hooted Bob, “ Look
here, Mauly, don’t be an asal Mean to
Fay you don't remember my coming up
to vour study and kicking Bunter out
for gml?”

“Oh! Yaas™

“He was talking to you about goin
to the island—ha wanted to po with
;‘ﬂu-E—Jrf:}m&mber that 7" hooted Boh

(1] 1 ™

“And I asked yeu if you were going
and you sald yes, and said you were
guing to ask ys—" roared Bob.

Lord Mauleverer starcd st him! Ile
hlilll-.(ked at lim! Then he burst into a
yell,
“Ha, ha, hal ¥ou assl Ia, hal"

“Oh, you remember that, do youi”
snoried Bob., “Wall, as you started
first, we thought you'd gome to the
izland, and went after youn—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

*You cackling aszs, wa uearly got
capped hf old Popper, and should have
been, only we parked ourselves in a
ireg——"

“Hg, ha, hal*

“And you never came—after land-
ing us in it!” roared Dob. *“And if
you can’t do anything, but ecackle, T'i]

jelly  well bang your silly head,
ang—-"
“Hold ont” gasped Lord Maul-

everer. He jumped back and waved off
tha exciterdd Bob with both hends. "It
was a misunderstandin’, old chap! My
fault, I dare sayl Btill, I remember
I asked wou if you'd heard of the
mmland——"
“HHeard of

it. ass? Hasn't every

follow at Greyfriars heard of Popper's
Jsland? What do you meani”

“Ia, ha, hal”

“Oh, bump him I®

“Hold on! Hunter wasn't speskin
shont  Popper's Island !  gasped
Mauleverer. * It waa another island ha
was talkin® about—ha, ha, ha "

“Another istand!  There isn't any
other island hereaboutis—*"

“MNunno !} It’s  farther off
Pﬂ}g}tzr’p Igland—about zixieen
sand miles——"

LT Thvhﬂ-'a'tl ?:I:l

“About “that, I think—thongh I
wouldn’t be particalar to a thousand
miles or so. It's called Kalua-alues
lalua, and it's in the Pacific Ocean!™
purgled Lord Mauleverer. “1 never
meant I was goin’ this afternoon—
ha, ha, ha'—=I can't do sixteen thou-
sand miles on a half-holiday—ha, ha,
ha I—I meant that I was goin’ in the
van, Ha, ha, hal®?

Bob Cherry stared at him. The Co.
stared at him. The Pacific Island was
a now one on them |

“You see, Bunter spotted me lookin’
it out on the map, and when you said
you'd heard of it, I suppesed that he'd
told yon!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“1 wasn't goin' to Popper's Island!
When T went out, I went for a walk,
to get shut of Bunier!} You never
mentioned Popper’s Izland to me—I
never thought about Popper’s Island—
ha, ha, hal And you hiked off to
that islend—ha, ha, hal”

Lord Mauleveror yelled.

“Oh1® saitd Bob. “Oh! My hat!
“¥ou ass—I meant Popper's Island, of
CONTSH i . ’

*You never said so

“Woll, T thought Bunter was speak-
ing to you about Popper’s Island. What
wns I to think, you a3?” hogted Bob.
“I've never heard about bally-whally-

than
thou-

loo, or whatever you call it—leave off
cackling, you silly owl!™
“1 fancied there wazs a mistcke "
grinned Jnhnr?' Bull. * Bob all over|”
“"How was I to lmow ?"' roared Bob.

“The mistakefulness was terrifio™
chortled Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.
“How was I to kpnow?" bawled Bcb,

“Ha, ha, hal Of couwrse you
couldn't, old manl® gha.alped Lord
Mauleverer. * You can't help bein’ an
azs—I mean, dare gay it was my
fanlt! Ha, ha, hal”

The Co. q:huc:it]er:L They saw the mis-
understanding now—which had very

nearly landed them in the biggest row
of the term. Stll, 1t hadn't guite—so,
that wes all right! And they were all
keenly interested in the Pacific island,
of which they now heard for the first
time.

“No harm done, as it turned ounf!"
said Harry Wharton, laughing. *“But
what's that about & Pacilic island,
Mauly? Mean to say you're going f{o
the South SBeas for the vaci"

“Yaasl Bo are youl”

*Are wel” ojaculated Harry.

“Yaas! I asked Dob, for the lot of
vou—oh, my mistake—he thought
was askin’ you to come to Popper's
Island—ha, ha, hal”?

“What was I fo think 1" roared Bob.

“0Of course—of course!” said Lord
Mauleverer soothingly. “Fellow
might think anythin' with a brain like
yours, old chap—— I-—I mean, 1t was
my fault—my fault entirely | Anyhow,
we're gettin' it clear now! you
fellows haven't anythin® betier on will
vou come to the Houth Seas with me
this vaci"

Hﬂrrl_‘,r Wharton laughed. ]

“We'ra not hhkely to have anything
better than that on, Mauly, old man,”
he answered. “But what—and whero
and how—"
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“Nunky thinks it's o good idea for
me to go and look at my island——"

#“Your island!” yelled tho Famous
Five.

“?Hﬁﬁ.”

“Oh, mvy haot! FYou've got an
island? Any continents?”

“No; only an island. My pater

picked 1t up years ago, when he was
cruisin' in those parts. Coconut planta-
tions — lagoon — Ienakas — copra
—shade of the shelterin® palm, and.all
that! It's a dooce of o long trip, but
I've got & special and particular reason
for goin', or I wouldn't take the
trouble, of course.” .

*“ Awlul lot of trouble, getting a holi-

day in the South Seas!” said Boh.
‘Wuff to make a fellow tired of lifo,
what?"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“VYaas,” said Lord Mauleverer
inn:::u:enti;-;‘ “When I think of the
distance, vout know, I feel quite fagged

out. Still, once we get on the island,
we can sit down under the palms—I
shall do a lot of sittin’ wunder the
palms. And we can do & big bit of the
distance by plang—and afrer all, a
fcllow ecan eit th & plane &3, com-
fortably a3 in o railway train. If yon
fellows don't think it will bore you—-»"
The Co. chuckled | They did not
think it was lLikely that they would be
bored by & tri? to o Pacific island in
the holidays! It seemed improbable

“I'd be fearfully glad i you'll
ecome!” said Lord Mauleverer. 8o
far ns I know there's no cannibals or
such things around Kalua-alua-lalue. I
wouldn't be sure—still, I darve say
cannibals ain't ba#l chaps when you
come to know them.  Br, McTab will
put us np.”

*Who's Mr. MeTab?”

“v manager! I don't know what
he manages—somethin' or other. I
dare say, or he wouldn't be & man-
ager. 1 mean to say, that stands to
reason. doesn't it?  He's got a
bungalow on the island—and from whet
nunﬁ}' eava, he's quite 5 nmice man.
fancy he's Beoteh——"

s Sounds sort of ! grinned Bob.

% Yaas, he's Seotch—you have to have
Seotch managers, yon know—they're
straight,” explained Lord Mauleverer.
“ Al over the East there's Scoteh maun-
agers of estates, for that reason.  You
put & Scotchman in charge, and then
vou don't have to worry, sep '

“That's ono up for Caledonia!” said
Bob, laughing. I suppose an un-
relianble manager could make a preity
good thing out of an cstate aixiecn
thousand miles away!”

“¥aas] This sportsman MeTab is
manager and magistrate on the island,
and trader end shipping agent and—

and Lord High Everything-Else, you
know, He will look after us all right.

Think you'd like to comei”

“Ha, ha, hat! Just o few, Mauly!”

“You can consider that bumpmg
entirely washed ont, old man,” said
Bob Cherey, “0f course, we never
knew that you had a Pacific island in
vour pocket when we bumped you t”

“Ha, ha, ha'"®

“If it's & bit rough in some ways. you
follows can skand 6% ssid Lord
Mauleverer. *There’s & schooner—yon
may like that—>"

“ A schooner ! Oh erumbs 1™

“and o lot of other islands spolted
about, vou know-—we can do some
eruitin’—in fact, I shall have to, really.
as I've got to look for somebody—-"
Lord Mauleverer paused.

“You're going sixteen thousand miles
to look for somebody ' ejaculsted Beb
Cherry.
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“ %Y aas.™

“Wa'll help you, old man! We shan't
mind putting on & few extra thousand
miles, if you don’t spot him in the firsg
sixteen thousand ™

113 H“? h‘a‘.’ hn t!:l‘
“Ta. it o go, theni” asked Lord
Alauleverer.

go-fulness  Jja  terrifie, my
grinned Hurvee

Jamset Ram Bingh.
And & “go” it was!
Nothing Dolng !
[ I AY, vou fellows1” wyelled Billy
In break that morning Le had
ghown a keen desire for the company
shared in fhe least by the five, they
had found pressing business in other
Bunter, it seemed, had something io
say—something very special,  Butr he
Now, when the Remove were dis
missed onece more, ihose unspeskable
Bunter they walked off—just as if
Bunter was one of ithoss bores whom

“The
esteemed  Mauly 1™
THE FOURTEEKTH CHAPTER.
unter.
Bunter was annoyed.
of the Famous Five. But that desire
being wholly on Bunter's side, and not
directions, whenever the fat Owl
appearcd in the offing.
lied to go in to third school with that
something still unsaid.
beasts were still playing the same
game, The moment they spotted
fellows naturally prefer to dodge.
But Bunler was not going {o be

dodged. T'he matter was urgent, &o
he velled :
#1 szav, vom fellows! Wharton, yon

beasi=~I mean, Yharton, old chap!
ray, do stop a minnte! Yon fellows.
it's impaoartant "

Harry Wharton laughed. Buntker
soemed undecided whether he was a
beast, or an old chap. In either case,
he did nobt want to hear from Bunter
With break.up so closo at hand, he
thonght that he could goess the urgent
matter that the fat Owl was so eager
to discuss.

The Famous Five, instead of slop
ping. grinned amd accelerated.

Billy Bunier broke into a trot in
pursuit. Bunier did not hike trotiing—
especielly in warm July.  Batb this
urgent matter really had to he seftled.

“*Put it on " murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha. ha!"

Az Bunter irotted, {he Famons Five
trotbed.  They seemed rather amused
by this peeuliar game, Bunier, not
i the least amused, panfed afrer them.

“ Now, then, stop that! What are
von racing about the guad for?' came
a bullying voice. And Harry Wharton
& Co. slowed down as Loder of the
Sixth stepped in their wav., " Blop 1g
gee !

“Look  nhere, Loder-—""  began
Johany Bull, in o decp voice,

“Thati's enongh=—jnusi sbop itl"”

Toder leafed awav., leaving  the
Famous Five breathing hawd.  They
had not exactly been “rvacing " about
the guad; but any preiext was enough
for Loder, in hiz present disgruntled
stote, to make lomself  unpleasant.
And n prefect was a prefect, amd had
to be regarded.

“Cheoky  swab!"
Bull.

“I sav, vou fellows!” Bunler came
panting up. I s=ay. dadn’t you hear
ma call yvout"

“Yes: that's why we cut.™

“3h, really, Cherry, vyou
beast—I mean—I--I mean—--

grunted Johnny

checky
All

tight, old chap! Dut  it's  rathes
urgent, rou know, old fellow.”
“Wake it eclear,” snggested Bob,

“Which am I=—a checky beast, or an
old fellow T"

“The  whichinlness 15 terrilie”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“Let us walk gquickinlly, my esteemed
chimme, as tha execrable Loder cobjects
to the trotfulness.”

“Look bere, you silly
moean to say, loolk here,
old chapl”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Bunter really seemed a litile mixed.
Tlawever, he had caught the clusive
five now, owing to Loder’a inerven.
tion, and he procceded, rather hreath-
lossly.

“¥ say, vyou f[ellows, we've always
been pals, havens we?”

_ “Have wel" acked Iarry Wharlon,
11t Flll'pnﬁ?.

“(3h, really, Wharton! Who stood
by you when you first came here, aml
nobody ecould stand you, because of
vour rotten temper?” demanded Billy
Dunter warmily. -

“You fat chump—'

“Dido’t I speak to you, az a pal, tha
very first day vou came to Gre 'I}?*iars?”
demanded Bunter. * What did I say to
you_the first dayi”

“You told me vou were expeching a
poctal order——"'

“IIa, ha, ha!"

“You silly fathead ! roared Dunter,
“T mean, Harry, old chap! Look here.
don't be o éad, vou know [ We've heen
pals, and I can't forget old friendships,
if vou ean. Bame with you, Nugent.
1 may have called yon a milksop, and
2 soft minny, eometimes, bukr I never
meant it, old fellow.”

“Turn round [ said Franl Mupoent.

“Th? What for:"

“I'm going to boot vou!”

“Beast | I mean, don't be a cad,
Franky, old fellow ! Remember what
pals we've been. Y And youn, Bob—"

nigger—I
Iuk;ﬁ dear

¥

“Have wo been pals, foo?” asked
Boh Cherry.
“Well, dash it all, old fellow, 1

think I've Lbeen predty Eriendly to you,"”
znid Bunter. “I mean to sav., hardly
any fellow could stand a clumsy hip-
popotamus bavging abont like a Lull
mt & china shop. But I alwayr: make
allownneeg for yvou. 1 know wou can't
help heing a silly fathead, and having
ithe biggest feot in the Remove, and
spreading them all over the school—="

“(o it!"” gasped Boli. “This makes
e fellow feel fearfully pally 17

“And then vou, Bull,” wont on
Bunter, “ [ alwavs liked you, old chap.
I Liked vou from the day youw came.
[ remember you cowming in that day,
And I never said to Ogilvy that you
had a face like o boldog., awd the
manners of o walmz  Of convae, you
bad, the same az you have now, bt

“Fa, ha, ha!"”
“ Plessed if T see anvibhing to eackle

at! And vou, foo. Inky,” went on
Bunter. *"Tam't every chap that

would be pally with a blinking nigger,
hut Pve always treated vou as o friend,
I don't ecare if vou're as black as the
ace of spades—I don't, really, old
chap!  What does 1t maller i o fei
low's a bit of a skeich, =0 long as his
hearita in the right place?  That's
how 1 look at if.”

The Nobob of Bihanipur gared af
Tlly Bunter. Perhaps 16 was just ws
well for Buanler that Hueeree Jamsek
Ram Singh was one of the Lesttem
pored fellows in the Remove,

“We've been pals all along.” said
Bunter, blinking at ile five throngh



hiz hig =peoctacles, “Should anld
acquaintance be forgot, and all that,
vou know ? Think of auld lang syne, as
Shakespearc says——"'

“Hhekespeare " pasped Baoh.

“Well, Shakespeare, or somcbody.
Byron, perhaps—>*"

“AMlight have been Burns?”  eng-
grsted Dob,

“0Oh, no, it wasn't Burns ' said
Bunter, shaking his head, “Milton, I
fancy, ¥You down't know mueh about
poctry, Bob. Anvhow, whoever it was,
think of auld lang svne, and—and
things, you know. Jt goes like this:

¥4 Bhould anld acquaintance be forgot,
When we sit down to dine,
We'll talk o lot of tommy-rot,
For the =zale of auld lang syne.’

“Ii's really touching, vou know”™
rand Bunter. “I never think of auld
lang syne without being touched—"'

“That's easily explained,”” szaid
Bob., " You see, you've always been o
bit tonched—="

“The touchfulness is terrific!"

“1 don't mean that sort of fouched,
you silly {hwl=-I mean, dear old chap!
Well, as I was saying, our friendship's
stood the icst of iime, and all that—
united we stand, divided wa don't,
eee?  Stick  together—four nare—
against  all the winds that blow—
what 7%

“TDoes that fat idiot mean any-
thing ¥ inguived Johnny Bull, “Or 1a
he just gabbling because he's a gab-
bling ass?™

“Oh, really, Bullt As T was saying,
we've been pals, and just think of the
time when we're old boys, you Lknow,
and remember our dear old days of
the deay old school, and—and things
like that, you know, And—and-—and
when you zeo Mauly, just mention that
J.rnu?’ci like me to join up for the hols,
gee B

HOh!” ejaculated Bob. “That's the
milk 11 the coeonut, is it?"

“Well, you sce, Manly's such an ass,"
explained Bunter. “I've offered to go
with him, and zeo him through all I,Ess
fearful dangers of the South Seas, and
g3 on, but he seems shy about it, soma-
how. T've explained to himm what pals
wo are, and how Fou folfows wouldn't
enjoy the holiday if I wasn't there

“th erkey 1™

“ And--and—and Mauly saia  that
he'd put me on the list, if you fellows
wanted him to.”

“Oh P gasped the Famous Five.

They understood, at long last, why
they wore Bunter's dear old pals, and
had been promoted to top place in his
friendszhip.

“ 8o there it is, "said Bunter. " It's
rather fatheaded of Mauly; but he's a
focl, az vou fellows know. Bub there
it i15. Ho says I can come, if you
fellows ask him specially, because you
really want me.”

“Bafe offor,’” prinned Bob,

“Ha, ha, hal”

HAN vou've got to do,' eaid Bunter,
“is to tell Mauly that you really want
me fo come—that you'd hawdly ecare
for the holiday without me. That will
fix . Madly's a silly idiot, but he’s
& man of his word, you know., He will
etick to it, f you ask him. You go
and ask him now, Wharton—"

& “Ha, ha, hat*

+“Don't cackle, you silly ass! Thiy
is a serions matier. Mauls's left it at
that, and he won't budge. 8o if you
fellows don't esk him, I shan't be
coming, see! Go and ezk him now.
Strike the iron while it's heot, you
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know. Fo rthe sake og auld lang syne,
and so on, vou know.'?

“Where's Mauly 7° asked DBob.

“There he 13, loafing over there by
the House,” said Bunter cagerly, point-
in;_"i with o fat finger.
“"Come on, youn men!" said FPob,
turning his back towards ihe House.

And his comrades, grinning, came on,

“I say, you fellows, you're walkin
right away from Mauwly ™ 3,.'::!]05
Bunter,

Y Quite 1M

“Ha, ho, ha 1™

“"You ally chumps, how ecan yon
speak to Mauly if vou walk vight away
from him?" roared Bunter.

The Famous Five did not answer
that question.  "They chuckled, 2nd
walked on-—right away from Alauly.
Apparently they did not intend to spesk
o

auly,
Billy %unter glared after them with a
glare that almost eracked his spectacles.

“ Beasts ™ he roared.

Evidently Bunter's bldndizhments lhad
been in vain, His touching appeal to
old friendship had failed. There was
nothing doing. The Famous Five were
not going to help the fat Owl plant
himself on Mauly—even for the sake of
auld lang synel

[— T

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Very Surprising !
ZoTe,

i HARTON! Are 3you
Vhartont"
Harry Wharton glanced

round.

"Yes, zir!"” he called back.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in tho
Rag after class, They wero discussing,
'Inrit. cansiderabla is&lis[;:ctiun, the
wapp prozpects or the summer
m-aaﬂ.t{nn, ﬁf&rﬁr member of the Co.
was keen.to join in a trip to the South
Beas—especially as the first part of the
trip waes to be by plane. It was, in
fact, quite a gorgeous prospect,

Billy. Bunter waa leaning on the open
door of the Rag, regarding them with
morose blinks thrmtﬁh his big spectacles,

Bunter was peeved.

Ho had settled definitely that he was
%mn on that trip to Kalua-alua-lalua.

ut Mauly seemed to have put paid to
that. Maunly hated saymg no—maore-
over, it was uscless to say no to William
{i-:ur%.o Bunter. But by leaving it to
the ¥amous Five, Mauly had, with
great relief, %;JE away from the subject.

As Bunter had told him, as & reason
for ineluding his fat selfi in the party,
that the Famous Five wouldn't enjow
the heliday without him, being such
attached pals, all that was necessary
was for the Co, to corroborate that
staternent.  'Which, however, they did
not dream of doing,

It was enongh to peeve any fellow.

Wherefore did Billy Bunter blink
morosely at the chums of the Remove,
who scemed impervious to morose
blinks, and ¢id not, in foct, notice that
he was there at all;

But the cheery dircussion of the
coming trip was interrupted hi,' the well-
known voice of Monsieur Charpentier
calling in from the passape.

Harry Wharton glanced round at the
door, without noticing Bunter, and still
less a sly twinkle hehind the spectacles
of the REemove ventriloguist,

“¥You are zere, Vharton!” called the
Tk,

“I'm here, sir."

Y Please to look for Ledair, Vharton,
and tell him zat I vish to speak to him
i my study at vance.”

“0h, blow 1" murmured the captain
of the Remove, Aloud he said: * Very
well, sir—certainly I

21
“ Zank you, Vhatton,™
“Why the dickens can't Frngg?;‘ lnok
for Loder himself if he wants him?"

grunted Johnny Bull
the Remaove,"

“Blow I” said Harry. .

And he left his friends and walked
over to tho door,

He did not want to come into contact
with the bully of the Sixth; neither was
it a privilege of the Fronch miaster to
send Remove fellows on messagos, 1ow-
aver, he could hardly_refuse, so he went,
He did not hurry himself, which was

rhaps the reason why he did not see
Monsieur Charpentier in the passage
when he emerged from the Rag.

He proceeded first to Loder's study in
tha Sixth, tapped, and looked in. Loder
was not thera,

He next proceeded to the prefects’
room and again tapped and looked in,
Severa] Bixth Form prefects were there,
but Gerald Loder was not among them.

" Know where Loder is, Walkeri” he
as!tled. Y Mossgo wants him,”

i Gone out!” answered Walker,

Oh1 Out of gates ™

" Yos, "

Harry Wharton left the prefects
room and p ed next to the French
master's study, As Loder was gone out
of gates he could. not deliver the
message, and he had to inform Mon-
sieur Charpentier of that fact.

“Entreg!”  said Monsieur Cher
pentier, as the captain of the Remove
m‘EPEd‘ and opened his study door
Y Vat s it, mon garconi”

" Loder’s gone out, =ir1” eaid Harry,
:: dair?” repeated Mossoo blankly,
Yes, sir. He's pone out of gates,”

Monsieur Charpentier was sitting by
his  study _ window, readin the
“Figare.” e laid down the “ Figaro,”
rose to his feet, and stared at the
junior at tha door

He looked surprised, and he looked
displeased,. Why, Wharton could not

uess. . He must, the junior supposed,
iave expected his messenger to come
there to tell him that Loder was rot to
be found, as the message could not be
deliverad,

“Je ne mmErandn pas, Vharton,”
zaid Monsicur Charpentier. “Vat, is it
to me, je vous demande, if zat Lodaix
ha 18 go out of gatesi®

“I mean, I can't find him, sir, ns he's
gone out,” explained Harry., Really,
he expected Mossoo to guess that one.

“You cannot find air 1"

[ 1] Nﬂl air+!l

“And vy for you come to tell me zal
yvou cepnot find Lodair? Y=z zis one
choke? You make zo fun, isn't 17"

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“I don't understand vou, sir! I’ve
looked for Loder, and Walker told me
that he had gone out of gates, so I
come to tell you”

“And vy for?"” demanded Monsieur
Charpentier testily., “If you make not
ong choke viz me, vy for yom come to
tell mo zat ™

Lk | ﬂmuiht you'd wish to know, sir,”
anewered Harry, 1n astomishment.

“And vy for I vish to know?" ex.
clatmed the French master. "1 vish to
know mnozzings of zat Lodair, zat
impertinent one_zat pull and push me
ze ozzer day., Vat 13 it zat you mean?
Exphiquez, done™

“I mean, I couldn’t tell him to come
to your study, sir, as he was gone out,”
zaid the bewildered junior.

“And vy for you tell him to come to
my study ! Your zink zat I vish to zee
zat insolént Lodair I snapped Monsieur
Charpentier. :

“Eht VYes! I—1 supposo so, sirl"
esped Wharton, “¥You asked me to
ook for him and send him here—""
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“YVat?' omclaimed Monsieur Char-
itier, staring at him. "I ask youl

'at do you mean, Vharton? JIs zis a
choke—vat. you call one rag? I ask you
nozzings, " . : .

Harry Wharton blinked at him. He
wondered whether the little Yrench
gentloman was wandering in his mind.
It was hardly tem minutes sihce the
well-known voice had called in at the
door of the Rag. .

Monsieur Charpentier frowned at him
portentously

-Mossoo was accustomed to all sorts of
rnfs- from’ the juniors, and he could
only econclude that this was ene more of
them, Certainly it did not occur to
him, any more than it did to the
captain of the Remove, that a fat
ventriloguist had imitated his beautiful
accent,

After what had happened recently,
Loder's name to the French master was
vather like a red rag to a bull. He
made a step towards his study table and
picked up a cane therefrom.

“Mauvais garcon |” he said severely.
“¥ou cama hera to pull me ze leg, I
zink! Vous savez bien—you know
verree vell zat I do not vish to see zat
Lodair ! ]

“But you asked me, sir!" gasped
Harry, )

- "1 ask yom nozzings!” hooted Mon-
sieur Cherpentier. *Vat yop mean,
vou bad one? Ven is it zabt I ask you?"

“¥ou called to me in the Rag not
ten minutes ago—="

“"Mon Dieu!" exclaimed Monsieur
Clharpentier.  ““Ze sheek of zat boy |
You have ze grand cheek to say zat 1
call you, it is ten minutes, ven zat I
have not leave zis study since I come to
read ze journal it is one hour ago. If
it is not zat you are mak, Viarton, zis
iz ze shoek 1"

“Weoll, my hatl”
“You did call me—"

“Non, jamais "

“ A dozen fellows heard you—""

gasped Harry.

“ Assez | hear no. more of =isl
Zat yoi hold out ze hand, mauvais
garcon.”

H-But__li'

“If you hold not out ze hand I take
vou to DMeester Quelch! “Toute da
suite | snapped nsicur Charpentier.

Harry Wharton, quite amazed and
bewildered, held out his hand.

Mossoo did not tell him te "bend
over,” as Quelch would have done. Ha
was content with a swipe en the palm.

Bwipe |

“Oh 1" gasped Harry.

“ Maintenant,  allez-vous-en,"
Maonsisur Charpentier sternly, “¥You
make one more sheeky choke viz me and
I take vou to Meestcr Quelch, and your
punishment is of zo most severe | oW
znt you go."’ s -

arry VWharton, with deep feelings,
tucked &n achil:g palm under his arm
and left the studvy. He liked Monsieur
Charpentier and respected him, bub at
the moment he would rether have liked
to handle ham like Loder.

Monsieur Charpentier frowned after
him as he went, and then sat down,
still frowning, to resume the persual of
the “Figaro.” And the -E'Il{lt-[biﬂ aof the
Remove, with inexpressible feelings,
returned to the Rag, with his hand
tucked under his arim.

said

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
What's
“He, he, he ™

Onea Too Ofien !
‘H
Billy Bunter was still lean-

ALLD, halla, hallo!
the row?"

ing his fat person on the door of the
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Rag, when.the captain of the Remove
came back to that apartment. )

Wharton gave him a glare in passing
in veturn for his fat chuckle, and re.
joined his friends—with an expression
on his face that drew their inguiring
glances,

“That mad old ass Moasoo ™ growled
Wharton, He sgueaszd an aching palm.
“That howling old frog-scoffer—ow 1"

“YWhat the dickeros—"" exclaimed
Nugent.

\%hartnn breathel hard.

"That toad-chewing old marionetie
said he never arked me to look for
Loder and send him to his study——"

“"Eh? Wo all heard him—"

“I know! Hae's forgotten it already,
and says he didn't; and gave me =
swipe for saying he did! He thought
I was pulling his leg! You all heard
him call mag=-—->"

“The hearfulness was preposterous !
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
in astonishment. “Is the esteemed
Fropgy off his absurd rocker 7"

"“Looks like it!" %rowlad the captain
of the Remove. "I've had a swipe!
Must be az mad as a hatter I

“But didn't he want Loder, then "

“He sayas he didn’t! 1 know he
asked me to call him. How he.could
forget it in ten minutes beats me. The
old ass! 1 aup][:ose tf I'd found Loder,
and sent him, the old duffer would have
asked him what he'd come for!”

“Lucky vou didn't ind Loder, then,”
Eriﬂnnd'ﬁﬂb Cherry. “Loder would
ave faneied vou were puliing his leg,
and you would have got a pood six
But look here, Mossoo couldn’t have
forgotten—"

“Well, he did!” -

“You're dreaming, old bean,” said
Vernon-Smith, starng at the captain
of the Remove * How could even that
old ass forget that he called you from
that door ten minutes apgo?™ _

“He said so, at any rate! Must be
otty, T think!" said Harry, squeczing

is tingling palm. “I've had & swipe!
Think 1 gre-ﬂmed that, Smiihy, rou
E-B-ﬁ- ?Jl

“Well, it's jolly queer,” said fthe
Bnundﬁr blankly. “Unless he's balmy
OYf—

Bmithy
known
passage :

“Bherry ! Are yvou zere, Sherry 7V

“Ek?*” Bob spin round towards the
door. * Yes, sir!”

All the juniors staved across the room
towards the door. Monsicur Charpen-
tier was not to be seen there. Ap-
parently- ha was calling in from the
passage as on the previous occasion.

“Sherry | Please go and find Valker,
and ask him to step into my stady !
came the familiar voice.

“Dh! Yes, sir!"” gasped Bob.

The juniors stared at the doorwaw,
and at one another. This, after what
had already heppened, was simply
astonishing.

It looked as if Mossoo had followed
almost on Wharton's heels, as far as
the deorway of the Rag, to send Bob
on an errand, precisely as he had sent
Wharten. And why he did -not step in
waa really peculiar.

“Don't go, Bob ™ said Harry Whar-
ton. “If ha wants Walker, let him go
and tell him himself.”

“"Well, he's asked me—" said Bob,
hesitating.

“Let the old ass rnip!”

“Shurrup, vou as2, he'll hear you!"
breathed Johnny Bull.

“I don't cave if he does!™  Whar-
ton's temper was not improved by his
fool's errand, and the ache in his
swiped palm. “Don't go!”

interrupted. A well-
called 1n from the

Wb
Volce

“Bherey I came the wvolee. more
sharply. “Is it zat vou do not hear
me, Sherry? Go at vunce and tell
Valker to come to my study.”

Nobody but Bunter was standing
near the door, so the juniors could not
sce into the passage. Nobody, how-
ever, doubted that Monsieur Charpen-
tier was there, calling to the juniur in
the Rag.

But, as Bob hesitated, Wibley of tha
Remove walked in. He stared at tha
little crowd of juniors, all standing and
staring towards the doorwaxy.

“Anything up?"” he asked.

“That old ass Mossoo ! answered
Harry. “He could stand there and

owl (1l call-over before I'd go again

ook here, Bob, don't go.”

“Stand  where?”  asked Wihler,
staring. “ Mossoo isn't here, 15 he?"

“Didn’t you pass him coming in, fot-
head 7

[ 11 Eh? Hn tl‘l

“You didn't?" howled Bob Cherrry.
“Isn't he out there in the passage?”

“If he is, he's invisible—] never saw
him 1™  answered Wibley. *“What the
dickens are you getting at®”

The Bounder made a rush to the door.
He stared into an empty passage. Then
he- made a sudden grab at a fat fgure
that detached itself from the door and
would have rolled out of the Hag.,

Bunter did net roll out—he rolled in,
with Bmithy's grasp on the bock of o
fat neck !

“Teggo, Smithy, you cad!” howled
Bunter. “1 say. you fellows, make that
beast leggo—"

The Bounder was chuckling. He had
guessed ; though it had not yot dawned
on the other fellows, whoe were deeply
puzzled.

“Here he 181"

“Ow!l Legeo!

“What the thump are vou collaring
Bunter for?” asked Bolb Cherry.
“What's Bunter done?"

" gricned the Bounder.

Erinned Smithy.

“ (zuess !
“Oh ! exclaimed Herry Wharton, a
light breaking on his mind. * That fat
chump—that podgy villain's ventrilo-
gquism—-—"

“0Oh 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Leggo !" yelled Bunter in alarm. “I
say, you fellows, it wasn't me! I—I've
quite forgotten how to do ventrilo-
quism——""

“¥ou fat swab!” roared the captain
of the Remove, red with wrath, "It
was you all the timel DMossco never
called me at all—-"

“Or me ! yvelled Bob Cherry,

“Ch! Yes! He did! I—I heard
him! It wasn't mel Will you leggo
my neck, Smithy, you beast!” howled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the Bounder.
“No wonder Mossoo gave you a swipe !
Loder would have given you more than
that, if you'd sent him barging into
Mozsoo's study for nothing.”

“Why, you—you fat foozler!” ﬁnsp{:d
Harry., “You pulled my leg with your
rotten tricks, ic make me go and make
a fool of Loder—if ho hadn't been out,
1 should have done it—="

#I—=I—1 dido't ! gasped Bunter
“Besides, look how rottenly you've
treated me—coming between me and
my pal Mauly like vou've done! Not
that I did it, you know ! I never knew
Loder had gone out—I raean, I never
thought about Loder at all—I never
ﬂ'ﬁ"i’?ﬂ_”

“Boot him 1"

“Bump him 1"

“Berag him 1Y

“1 say, you fellows, you keep off I
velled the alarmed Owl. “1 never did
i, and I oniy did it for a joke! I—I
thought it would amuze you, really!



Jig-jig-just a spot of ventriloguism to—
to maka I‘:g:m. laugh, you know——"
" Boot him '™

“Leggol Keep off | I never did
it!” yelled Bunter, as bootleather
established contact with his  tight
tronsers. " Serve vou jolly well righe,

too! I say, vou fellows—varoop ™

“Ha, ha ha[*

It was all explained now-—and Whay-
ton, who had fallen to the trick, and
Bob, who nearly had, wvied with one
another in booting the fat ventriloguist
ronnd the Rag! They booted in turns,
Billy Bunter flesing wildly round the
leng table, amid vells of laupghter.

Bunter had got away with the first
trick=—but he had not got away with the
second | Tt was like Bunter to try it on
once too often ! Now he wished that he
had not got away with any—the way of
the fat transgressor was hard !

“"Yaroch! Help! Gerroff! Stop
kicking me, you beasts 1 shrieked
Bupter. “Can’t you take o jig-jig-
joke? Wow! I say, you fellows—yow-
ow-ow ] 1 say—yaroop ¥

“I1a, ha, hal™

The fat Owl, yelling frantically,
bolted for the door. A fnal lift from
Bol's [oot, the heaviest in the Remove,
landed him in the passage. Bunter
roared end vanished.

Bunter's ventrilogquial voles was not
heard again. But his natural vaoice was
heard for quite a long time, and his
remarks  were chiefly “Ow 1" and
"?GW Ir:l- -E.-I'.Id rrwnw lu

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder On The Trall !
GEEALD LODER started a little,

and looked round,
Loder was quite surprised,
and quite interested. The
remarks that reached his ears were, in
fact, both surprising and interesting—

specially  interesting, in view of his
keen desire to bring these young
vascals, the Famous Five, to book

before the end of the term.

Harry Wharton & Co. were strolling
down to the gates with wery cheory
faces, Their voices reached Loder's
cars as they peassed near him. FPerhaps
they did not obhserve him standing there
by cne of the old elms. Really, he was
big enough to be seen! IPerhaps they
did not care if he heard—but that,
readly, wae still more surprising, con-
sidéring that he was a prefect and well
kuown to be keen on catching them out.

“Topping on the island,” Bob Cherry
was saying.

“Just ripping ! said Harry Whar-
tor. “I'm rather keen to get there.”

“The keenfulness is terrific,” re.
marked Iurres Jamset Ram Singh,
“and the topfulness will also be great.™

“We hadn't ecttled what we wers
going to do,”” said Frank Nugent.
“Jolly idea to go to the island”

“What-ho !I'" =aid Johony Bull.

Evary one of the Co. spoke in Loder’s
hearing, and they passed on, leaving
hitn sturing after them.

*Well, by Igad 1" breathed Leder.

His eyes gleamed.

Loder, naturally, had never heard of
Lord Meauleverer’s island in  the
Pacific. Kaula-alua-lalus was guite
unknown to him. ;

He had not, therefore, ihe faintest
iden that tho chums of the Remove
were talking about their trip in the
holidays. Such aneidea naturally did
not occur to him for a moment,

:He was, in fact, making preciscly
the same mistake that Bob Cherry had
wmade a few days ago.
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Sir Hilton shook the branch on which Bob Cherry was perched. The Greyiriars
junior clatehed wildly for support, missed it, and shot down. Crash ! He landed

on a8 bowler hat.

“ Qocosvooonooooch ! P gasped Sir Hillon, as he folded up

under the welght.

The island fo every fellow at Grey-
fricrs was Popper's Izsland. 'There was
no other island anywhers near the
school. Fellows who talked about going
to an island could enly mean Popper's
Island in the Sark.

~f

That island was strietly out
bounds. It meant s caming and deten-
tion to he caught on that island. The
Head, who had heard more than

enough of Sir Hilton Popper's com-.

plainta on the subject, was very severe
on that point.

“By gad I’ repeated Loder.

And he smi,igg-a. sonr smile !

He had those young rascals where
he wanted them nmow. Loder was not
a fearfully dutiful prefect, as & rule,
but he was going to do his duty now
with great zeal. He was gomg to
catch them in the aect.

True, & prefect who learned that a
set of recklesa juniors were going out
of bounds might have been expected
to warn them off, and prevent that

trausgression. Dut that was not Loder's
imtention at all.

He was going to let them get zn
with it. When they had got on with
it, ha was going o neb them, and walk
them in to the Head for judgment.
Then they would get what they richiy
deserved for having got om the wiong
ride of a disgruntled prefect.

Loder, smiling sourly, gsve them
plenty of time, He was not going 1o
show up i the offing and give them
the alarm. Not Loder|

He allowed half an hour to elapsze
before he walked down to the boat
hougo. There he took out his sk

Ha was sure, of course, after what
he had heard, but he made assurance
doubly eure by s word to the hoat-
keeper. From' the boat-keeper he
learned that Wharton and his friends
had taken their boat out half an hour
ago.

ELQ-&M smiled as he pulled up tha
river.
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He was happily unaware that the
Fantous Five had gone in the opposile
direction. They had, in fact, pulled
down to Friardale, for the excellent
reason that Marjorie Hazeldene and
Clara Trevlyn had s boat out 'from
Cliff House that sfterncen. At the
very moment that Loder pushed of
from the school raft, Harry Wharton
& Co. wera with Marjorie and Clara
at Friardalo bridge.

Kot suspecting anything of the kind
for a moment—after what he had
heard—Loder pulled up the river for
FPopper's Island.

He pushed in to the landing-place
on the litile island in the river, and
looked round for the Remove boat.

As that boat was a couple of miles
away down the river, naturally he did
not =ea 1k

&till, he was not surprized. There
was plenty of cover for hiding & boat
in the willows, and most likely the
FOUNE SWoeeps }md shoved it out of

gight, in case ‘It should be seen—as,
indeed, they had done on =& late
CCCR5I0T,

He tied up, and stepped ashore,

That they were on the 1sland, he had
not the slightest doubt. They had sa:ni
that they were pgoing to the island,
they had taken their inat out, snd he
had given than half an hour. After
that—how could there be any doubt?

Loder of the Sixth had no doubt, at
all evenis.

Ile grinned as he walkeq up the
tangled path on the island, expecting
to sight them any moment, probably
picnicking. But he did not sight them.

*Come out of it, you young aweeps!”
called out Loder, nothing doubting
that they had seen him coming, and
dodged into the bushes and trees. 1
know you're here, eo you may as well
show up.””

There was no answer, If anybods
was on thai island, besides Leder, he
was keeping very quiek.

Loder's grin changed to a scowl.

“Will you show up? he shouted. “I
tell you I know you're thers!™

Still there was no answer, and Loder,

THE MAGNET

growing angrier and angrier, began
to root about over the thickly wooded
1zland in scarch of the breakers of
bounds. And he was too busily
occupied to take heed of the splash of
4o oar 1n ulE I1VET,

—_—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Loder’s Lucky Day!

IR HILTCN FPOFFPER could
hardly Dbelieve his eyes, or his
eveglass.

Hiz erusty oid face was red
with wrath.

His eye, and his eyeglaszs, fixed on
a skiff that pulled in to the island,
and on the fellow who landed from it,
and disappearcd among the trees.

He stared.

Hir Hilton was taking a walk that
afterncon in his woods zlong the Sark,
with & gun under his arm, and an eye
on the island. Sir Hilton had, 1n fact,
taken several walke every day within
eveshot of that island,. sinee the
occasion when a trespesser had fallen
on his head from the oak-tree, Ho
was fearfully anxious to spot that tres-
‘msser if he came again and he almost
wmunted the vicinity of that island,

Neow at last he was in luck.

“Good gad!™  =aid  Bir Hilton.
“Under my very cyves! Good gad!"

He stood among the trees on tho
edpe of the wood, staring. Loder had
not seen him, but be bhad seen Loder.

“Joyee 1" barked Sir Hilton.

The keeper appeared from the wood.

“{Get your boat at once! PBring it
along the bank! That voung scoundrel
has gone ftrespassing on the island
apain—under my very eyes]! Lose no
time 1"’

“VYes, Bir Hilton ™

Jovece hurried away.,

Sir  Hitton Popper continued to

watch the island, his wvery eveglass
gleaming with wrath, He had sup-
posed that the trespasserz on his island
were junior boys, belonging to High-
clife or Greyfriars. He was quitc
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estoniched to see that this trespasser
was evidently a senigr—a Sixth Form

man, c<ertainly old encugh to know
better.

Senior or junior, Bir IHilton was
ﬁmng to bag him. He was going to
ag that trespasser, and march him
home to Dr. Locke at Greyfriars, and
demand exemplary punishment. He

xas going to see whether cheeky school-
boys eould trespasa on his island just
as they liked.

With his eyve gleaming through his
eyeglass, the lord of Popper Court
watched, and waited impatiently for
Joyea to arvive with the boat. ‘Tho
l:m'ﬂer did not keep him wairting long.

The boat came down the strecam, and
Joyce held on for Bir Hilton to step
inio it. Then he pulied across to the
landing-place on the island.

Hir Hilton laid down his gun in the
boat. He wished he had had s stick
with him, instead, Being rather short
of 1ntellectual resourges, the lord of
Popper Court generally flled in his
spare time by walking out with a gun
and killing something. The furry and
feathery denizens of Popper Court
Woodz had couse to ba thankful that
he had spotted that trospasser. Loder
had, quite inadvertently, saved several
harmless lives,

Jovee pulled aeross, and the boat
bumped on the izland landing-place.

Sir IMlton stalked ashore,

“ Now, then, you young rascal I’" he
barked, as he sighted Loder among

the thickets. "I have caught you this
time | Come here! Cowe here at
once |

Loder ijumped.

“0Oh erumbs " he ejaculated.

Hea stared at the irascible old baronet.
“Bounds " did net apply to Sixth
Form prefects. Loder was &gll right,
0 far as that went., But he was fres-

assing——there was no doubt about that.

n his eagerness to catch those voung
sweeps, the Famous Five, out of
bounds, Loder had rather overlooked
that fact,

The sudden and unexpected appari-
fion of an angry old gentlemen re-
minded him of it unpleasantly.

Still, Loder could explain., An ex-
gtnna.tion ought to satisfy the lord of

opper Court.  Loder hoped so, at
[east,

“¥Fou will not climlb a tree thia
timo ! barked Sir Hilton grimly.

“You will not escape unrecognised by
tumbling down on my head, you young
rascal, as vou did before! 1 shall take
vou to your headmasier!”

“Pleaze let me cxplain!’’ gasped
Loder., "1 am not trespassing hove,
Sir Halton 1V i

“YWhat are wyou doing, then?"

barked Sir Hilton. “Have you no
eyes? Can vou see that board, or can
vou not?"

“Yes, yos: but—"

“Does it say that * Trespassers will
be Prosccoted,” or does it not?" do-

.manded Bir Hilion.

0, yes! DBup—*

“Ther vou kpow that vou are tres-
passing ! You are a Greyviriars boy !
I shall take vou fo yvour headmaster !”

“Please let me cxplain!™ gasped
Loder. “I am o prefeet of Greyiriars—

a Sixth Form prefect. My pame is
Loder.”
“"Good gad!” reared Sir Hilton.

“My old schos! i2 coming to something,
when prefeets trespasa like small boys
in the Third Form! Good gad !

“I was net trespassing ! shricked
Loder. “1I am here to lake away some
juniors who have lunded on this island.



T am locking for themi, They are
here—-=~" i
“Nonsensa! There 13 no one here |

“I tell you I’m looking for them—a
gct of young rascals i

“And I tell you,” roared Sir Hilton,
“that I do not believe a word of it, as
it is perfectly clear that there is no
e clse on this island., If the boys are
here, produce themy! Let me see them!
Can you szee eny hboys nn the island,
Joyoa ™

“No, Sir Hilton 1"

“ They—they came here,” stammered
Loder. "I ¢ame after therd. They arg
hiding here romewhere.”™

“Then where is their boat?” barked
Sir -Hilton, "If this palpably false
story has any tryth in it, where is their
boat? Are you Fﬂiﬂg’ to tell me that
they swam here ?"

*No! Their boat must be hidden
somewhere 1 gosped Loder.

“Joycal Ascertain whether there is
any other boat on the island, beside tha
one thet this trespassing, lying young
rascal cama in ™

“"Yes, Bir Hilton

It did not take the keeper long to
ascertain that thers was no boat on the
island, exﬂﬂdpting Loder's wnd hiz awn.

Even Loder had to realise that thers
was no boat there—and, in conseguence,
no bova! It looked as if the Famous
¥Fiva, after all, had ezcaped in time

“Well,” barked Sir Hilton, “I have
given you an oppeortunity to prove your
statement—an obviously false state-
ment | There iz no boat on the island!
There are no boys! You are tres-

passing-—"

" Nﬁthinﬁ of the Lkind!” gasped
Loder, “I thought—I had reason to
beliove—o"

“MNonsense |

g b T—_-;-I assure you, Sir Hilton, I—I—

“And I assure you,” roared Sir
Hilton, “that I will _T;mﬁ permit lawless
young rascals to trespass on my pro-
perty, whether they are junior boys or
Hixith Form prefecta! I will take you to
vour headmastoy—*"

“ Dr. Locke will understand,”
Loder. “He will certainly understarned
when I explain to him. I-T—l' will cer-
tainly go to my headmaster—""

“Indeed I snorted Sir Hilton. “Yon
mean to say that vou will maks the
same untruthful statement to vour head-
master, and that Dr. Locke will credit
it! Huh! You fency that vou will be
allowed to escape unpunished, after I
have caught you—actually caught vou—
trespassing on my property | Undeceive
vourself, you young raseal | I will not

gasped

take you to your headmaster! I will
deal with you personally | Joyee, find
e & stick 1

“Yes, Sir Hilton 1™
“I tell you,” yelled Loder, “thay
weras herel They must have clesred

“"Enongh!” rodred Siz Hilton. *X
desire to hear no mere from you!
Joyee, lose no time | Find me a stick 1#

“Oh crumbs ! gosped Loder.

He was prepared to he taken to his
headmaster. [Ile thoughti—at least, he
hoped—that that wonld turn out all
right. But he was not prepared for
this1 He decided not to wait till Joyes
found a stick. He made a sudden rush
for his skiff.

Sir Hilton grabbed him by 1w ear.

"“"Stop!” he roared.

“0w! Let go, you old fool 1™ roaved
Leder desperately,

' What—what 1"

&ir Hilton did not let go. Instead of
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letting go Loder's ear, he twisted it
He did not seem to like Loder calling
him an old feol! He had no use for
such painful truths.

“Joyce, bring nie that stick™™

“Here it is, Sir Hilton "

“You silly old idiet ™  shrieked
Loder. “Do you think you ean wallop
a fellow? TLet go, you ald ass! [
gay—= Oh e¢rumbsf Oh ¢rikey!
Yaroooop |

“Hold him, Joyee! Hold him across
that leg—yes, that will do nigely | Now,
you trespasiing young rascal, take thae
—and ihat—and that [”

" Yavooooooson 1

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Sir Hilton laxd it on with a hefty
hand |

Whaek, whack, whack, whack, whack !

The stick fairly reng on Loder's
trousera |

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

This was the sort of thing he had
planned for the Famous Five—caught
trespassing | Unfortunately, it was not
the Famous Five, butb’ er wha had
been caught trespassing, and 1t was
Laoder whe was getting 4t!

Whaek, whack, whaek, whack, whaek !

“There 1" gasped Sir Hilton breath-
lessly., *That will ba & lessen to you!
I will teach you not to trespass en my
property 1 Put him in his boat, Joyee !
Sce him off the sland! Go, you young
rascnl—lawless, frespassing young ras-
call If I catch you trespessing on this
island again—"

Loder, as he scuttled away 1n his slaff,
left the old baronet harking—and quite
unlikely to catch Loder trespassing
ageinl

t was an unhappy, squirming, twist
ing Loder that got back to Greyfrinrs.
Only a short time ago, Loder had
fancied that he was in luek ! But as ho
wriggled and squirmed on his home-
ward way, he realised, only too clearly,
that this was not his lucky day |

e— —

THE RINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Working The Oracle !

LICK |

“Beast I roared Billy Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

After class that day almost
cvery man in the Remove was out of
doors, in the bright July weather. But
when Mauly came, up to his study, he
found one member of hiz Form on the
landing—the fattest member, whose
little round eyes and _ big round
spectacles fastened on him at once.

Billy Bunter rolled up the passage
after Mauly. This was one more chance
for a heart-to-heart talk with him.

Heart-to-heart talks, however, had no
appeal for Mauly. He shut hiz study
door and, before Bunter could open jt
again, turned the key inside.

H]Ii]ly Bunter. was left blinking at solid
onk, while his lazy lordship was left in
peace, to repose his elegant limbs on the
study sofa for the rest he needed after
the exeition of walking up the stairs.

“Beast 1"’ howled Dunter through the
kevhale. “I say, you silly ass, open this
door 1 gav, Mauly, old «chap,
Wharton's calling you 1™

“I don't seem to hear him, old fat
bean ! answered Leord Mauleverer from
the sofa within,

“T say, I hesr him quite plainly,
Alauly 1?

“That's what comes of havin® euch
jolly long ears ™ said Mauly., *Nobody
elza at Greviriars could hear him cellin’
from Frierdale 1"
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“Ohl Heas he gone down to Friar-
dale? I—F mean, I can hea Bob

Cherry "ealling you, Mauly "

“Well, Bob's got & - hefty hoot, but
vah yom ly hear him hootin" from
Friardale, Bunter 1"

“Oh! Hax he gone with the other
betast? I—I mean, Loder's calling vou,
Mauly—you'd better not keep a prefect
waitihg ™

There was a chuckle from Study
No. 12 but no answer.

“I say, Meuly I” howled Bunter.

“{o away, old fa man I
“I.say, Wharton asked me to men-
tion to you that hels very keen on my
i:}mmg up for that trip to Koolv-wooly-
oopy! Is it all rightt"”

&As]‘i:d him t6 mention i, to me him-
self, old porpoise.”

“ Beast I 4

Billy Bunter bestowed a thump on
the doot and retired, breathing wrath.

He rolled inte Study No. 7 and sat
down there,” still bresthing wrath.
Matters were getting serious. The
school was bresking-up in a day or two
—and Bunter was still not included in
the party for Kalua-slua-lalua.

This was very irritating, snd the fat
Owl would have thrown up the idea,
with contemptudus scorn, had anything
else turned up. . But nothing else had.

It was useless to give Smithy a hint
that he would be willing to join him on
& trip to Bwilzerland with hiz father—
such hinis were a sheer waste on the
Bounder. He had told Peter Todd that
he could, after all, stand & week or
two in Bleomsbury with Peter, but it
appeared, from Toddy's reply, thad if
Bunter could, Toddy couldn’t! He had
talked to Ogilvy about .the gloriens,
unequalled scenery of Secotlawd, which
he was apxious te behold—hut Ogiliy
told him that his face would spoil ‘even
Hdeottish scenery.

So Bunter camdhback to the South
Hea idea, after every attempted excur-
sion in other directionz] It was Kalua-
alua-lalua or nothing !

But that unspeakable heast, Maul-
everer, had fairly barred him off. If
Bunter's dear eold pals, the Famous
Five, wanted Buynter, Mauly was ready
to agree. Dut-it was only too clear that
Bunter’s dear- old pals didn't—indeed,
they did not seem to realize that they
were Bunter's dear old pals at allt

But difficulties were only made to be
overcome—and Bunter was the fellow to
overcome difficulties in the woy of land-
in% himself for the “hols "1

unter thought it out. And suddenly
a wide grin epread over his fat face, and
he gave a little fat chuckle.

His cogitations had borne fruit.

He rose from the armchair
blinked out of hia study, up and
the passage.

Ne one was in sight. Fellows were
not likely to_come in till tea-tipe,
E::cf_!pt for Mauly, in his study, with
the door locked, Bunter had the Remove
passage to himsclf,

In view of the remarkable idea that
had como into his fat brain, this suited
him exactly.

He stepped into the passage and
walked up to Eiudi’ No. 12, stamping
a3 heavily as ho could on the Aoor as he
went, Any fellow who had heard lum
coming along wiih that lcavy tread
would naturally have guessed thet Bob
Cherry was coming.

He stopped at Mauly's deor and
rattled the door-handle; then he bawled
in & volee that was 8o like Bob Cherry's

Tee Magwer LisRarT.—No. 1,560,

and
down
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roar that hardly an ear in the Remove
could have told the difference:

“Hallo, hallp, hello! Sporting your
oak, Mauly 1™ e

“Yaas,” camo & yawn from within.
“Want anythin', old bean?”

“No. What are you locked in for?™

“ Keepin' out a porpoise.’”

" Beast " breathed Bunter.

He tramped on” up the passage with
the same heavy tresd.

d Mauleverer was left, naturally,
with the impression that the chums of
the Remove had come 1n.

A minute later Bunter was outside
Study *No. 12 again.

Agnin he rattled the door-handie.
-*You at home, Mauly?" This time
the Greyfriars ventriloquist put over a
very geod imitation of Harry Wharton's
voice. It was nob 80 eazy to imitate as
EBob Cherry’s roar, but Bunter could do
theose things.

“Yaas,” yawned Mauloverer, “ Who's
thera 7

“Iron’t you know my wvoice, fathead?
Wharton [

“Yans, old bean.™

‘I-wanied to speak to you, Blauly.
Don't trouble to move, old man. It's
only about thaet trip to the Pacific.”

“Yane” Lord Msauleverer did not
move-—he never moved unless it was
necessnry to move.

“I've been talking it over with the
other fellows, about Bunter——"

* Bunter ¥ ]

“¥Yes. It seoms that you're goin
ask us, if we'd like him to come,
fact 13, we would."

il Dh. Ear{] !.Jl.l

“You see, Bunter's had 8 good many
holidays with us, and we should rather
raiss him if he didn’t come slong,” went
on Wharton's voice.

SNot really !’ gasped Lord Maul-

Gverer.
“Well, ves. Of rge, it's for you to
Lm':%*d all like you to

ask him, if you're agreeable. ™

to
he

settle, Mauly,

“Oh, vaas! All'zerene”
“Is it & go, theniZ
“Yaas ¥

“Thanks, old man!?
“Not at all1 I don't mind, really. I

was only thinkin' of you fellows. If
you can stand him, I can™
Bunter very nearly ejaculated

® Beast ! at that, but he restrained that
remark, .

“TlIl tell the fellows, then,”' said
Wharion's voice. * You mention i1t o
Bunter when you see him, will you,
Bauly ™

111 YE‘BE :”

And Billy Bunter rolled quietly away,
grinning from ear to eav. ;

Billy Bunter's peculiar ventriloguial
tricks generally earned him more kicks
than halfpence, but on this occasion
there was no doubt that his weird mift
had turned up trumps.

Really it wasss brilliant idea, Mauly's
sporting his oak had given him the
chance, and he had made the most of
it. Lord Mauleverer, in the belief that
the chums of the Remove wanted him
to ask Bunter, had said thet he would
ask him—and Mauly was & wan of his
word.

The fat Owl chuckled. He felt that
he had reason to chuckle, .

He allowed about ten minutea fo
elapse, then he rolled along to Study
Moo 12 again.

“1 say, Mauly—"" he
through the keyhole.

“Oh dear!”

squealred

THE MAGNET

“Y say, Mauly, sbout the hoels, 1
zhall have to fix up something else if
I'm not going with my pals, Time's
Eetting close,*you know. Wherton says

¢'d like me to come, but it's for you to
say. What about iti"

“Yaas,” vawned Lord Mauieverer,
“ Comae if vou like, old fat bean.”

“That's hardly good enough for me,
Mauly ! answered Bunter with dignity.
“I'm not the fellow to butt in, I hope,
where I'm not wanted.”

"UI'.I:, .&d ¥

“ My friends wunt me to eome, If you
put it decently, I'll coma! That's all
Ive got to eay about it. Otherwise,
wash it rvight out,” faid DBunter loftily.

“Oh ! gasped Lord Mauleverer,
“Yaoas, all right! “.:‘n"hﬂ.rt?n's just told
me that they'd like you aiong-——-:"

“Ile, he, ﬁel”

"What are vou smiggering at?"

“Oh, nothing! Carry on, Mauly”
said DBunter haestily. *Are vou asking
e to join the party "

“Yaas"

“Well, look here, I hope you've made
up vour mind definitely, after all this
ghilly-shallying! T've had a letter
from my pel D'Arey al Bt. Jim's—he
wants me for thess hole—huntin’ and
shootin’, and all that | Smithy’s rather
keon for me to go to Switzerland with
him, too. I want it settled definitely
before I turn other fellows down. Is it
scttled #*

117 'faaslﬂ

“T'm coming with you, then®”

“Yans.”

“ All right, old man; rely on me! I
won't let you down!”

And Billy Bunter, not always o man
of his word, was absolutely reliable, as
far as that went! He did not let
Mauly down |

THE TWENTIETH CHAFPTER.
Loder’s Last Shot [

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H in, in a cheery erowd after their
trip down the river. Loder of
the Sixth was in the guad, and

he came towards them at once.

Loder seemed to be walking rather
peinfully. And his expression was more
disgruntled than ever.

“Oh, hers you are!” he said grimiy.
“““Hers we are, here we are, here we
aro again ! sang Bob Cherry cheerily.
“Want us, Loder? Looking for some
nice and improving company ¥

Loder seowled.

“I'm taking you to vour Form-
master !"” he snapped. “You got away
from me on the island, you young
rascals; you saw me coming, sup-
I..HJSE ar

“On the island?” repeated Harry
Wharton blankly.

“Are Fu going fo derLT; that vou've
been to Popper's Island i asked Loder
sarcastically.

“Well, yes, just a few, a3 we've heen
nowhers near it1” answered the cap-
tnin of the Remove in astonishment.
“Wea've bean down the river—" )

“You can tell Quelch that!” said
Loder sourly. “ TFollow me at once E*

“(h, all right!™

The Famous Five followed Loder
agross to the Homze. They were quife
surprised, but not at all alarmed. As
they had not been to Popper's Island,
but in the opposite direction, there was
nothing to be alarmed about. They only
wondered what bee Loder had got in
his bonnet now |

Toder stalked on shead—wriggling »
little as he stalked. Ha was still focl-
ing the effects of Sir Hilton's stick. "The
lord of Popper Court had laid it on
uot wisely, but too well!

“ Anythin' up, you men? asked Lord
Mauleverer, as they passed him, going
L1L.

“Loder's taking us to Quelch!” an-
swered Harry.

“What for}"

“Goodness knows,” said Bob, “or to

more exact, badness knows! I mean,
Loder knows - We don't.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

Loder scowled round.

*Iollow me at once!” he yapped.

“Twice, 1f you like!” answered Bob

ably.

And they followed him to the Remove
mastér's study.

M. gueh‘:h did not scem pleased to
gee Loder. He had had rather more
than enough of Loder of late,

However, he listened patiently to his
report. Those five juniors had been
out of bounds! Loder had followed
them te Popper’s Jsl-nd; but, having
seen him coming, they had got away
before he landed. Loder had ne doubt
about this—though it was: surprising
nows to the Famous Five.

“Well #* said Mr. Quelch, when Loder
had fintshed, fixing his gimlot-eyves on
the five, hiz hand gtraying towards a
CATIE,

“We haven't been to Popper’s Island
l'l.'.l-(!ﬂ;p'. gir 1 said Harry Wharton.
" We've been down the river to Friar-
dale in our boat.”

Loder's hip curled.

“We can prove it if necessary, sir,”
ndded the catptain of the Remove. “ Wa

met some of the LN House girls at
Frirrdale Bridge—they had & boat out

8 ] —"

“I think,” said Mr. Queleh, “that I
eatnt  accept vour word without such
evidence, Wharton! However, T must
go wfo this matter. You did not, it
seems, 500 these boys at the island,

dop ¥

“They got away before I reached it,
sir! I knew they were going there,
and followed-—as—as soon as 1 epuld.”
Loder gave the Famous Five a bitter
logk. “They were discussing their in-
tention, sir, as they passed me in the
3gmdraugle, befora they went. They

id not even seem to care if T heard
ihem. I was standing quite near as
they went out, and they all spoke an
the subject—their intention of going to
the island.”

& Co.

Harry Wharton
der.

For n moment or two they were
dumbfounded. They had, as & matter
of fact, zeen Loder near the gates when
they went out; but they had forgotten
what they had been discussing when
they passed him—certainly not & visit
to Popper's Tsland. Then, suddenly, it
dawned on Bob Cherry.

He burst inte a sudden roar.
“Ha, ha, had”
# Cherry 1 exclaimed Mr Quelch.

gazed at

“0Oh! Sorr rry, &ir] Xa, has,
ha ! velled Boh. “Oh, my hat! Ha,
ha, ha %%

Loder glared at him. Mr. Quelch

etared at him. Then, as it dawned on
the other fellows, they leughed, foo!
It waz Bob's little mistake over agamn
—only this time Loder had maode it!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Gilence I" exclaimed BJr. Quelch.

(Continuwed on page 28.)
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Fall in, “Magnetites,” for Another Imewst{gg Tour wfth:
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ALL AROUND GREYFRIARS. A Tour of the District

{1)-
In Qak Lane we stand and ponder.
FPopper Court lies an the right,

And if you should wish to wander
To the left—keep out of sight!

For behind the trees and bushes
Pon and Skinner lose their tin

As they “cannon off the cushes ¥
In the old Threo Fishers Ium.

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Mauly Sees The Sights
When Mauly hired a motor-car
To take him for a run
IHHe thouwght that he would travel far
And see how things were done;

When Mauly hired a motor-car
He meant to have zome fun.

When Mauly sank upon the seat,
So soft end warm and deep,

He Lnew the countryside was sweel,
But didn't care a heap;

For when he sank upon the seat
He swiftly sank asleep!

They came to Wapshot serodrome
To see an air display,

The azeroplanes came circling home;
The people cheered: * Hooray 1"

But one at Wapshot aerodrome
In peaceful slumber lay ]

They passed a wvillage ericket match
A most exciting scene:

A fieldsman made a brilliant catch
Far out against the screen,

But Mauly at that cricket match
Was sleeping and screne!

And once upon that thrilling trip
They saw a lifeboat speed

To vescue from a salling ship
A crew who stood in need.

But Mauly on that thrilling trip
Took very little heed.

A short while after this they passed
A car on fire, 1t scemns;

The pazsengera alighted fast,
With apitaied screams.

But Mauly slurnbered as they passed,
And =miled a bit—at dreams!

“I1t's very pleasant,” Mauly said,
That night, when we were szd

At having to go up to bed
{And he, of course, was glad!l.

*Ti's veary pleasant,” Mauly said,
“To cee the sights, begad[?

(£}
Let's walk down towards the river.
Here we see the tavern sign,
And wo notice, with a shiver,
Ay, Joseph Banks recline
In an atiitude of languor
{In tho gatepost, with B grin.
Let us then repulse with anger
His inducements to “Walk in™

{3

And, with luck, we don’t surrenger
Teo the bait upon iz heook;

For old Prout rell: by in splendour
And he. gives us both a LOOK!

Then his face becomes quite mottled,
As he quickly rolls away;

For this Banks {who's rather “bottled )
Nods to him and says: “Good-day "

(On the road again next week.)
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THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABE'T

HAROLD SKINNER
The *“artful blade® of the Bemove

3 is for SKINNER, an artful card;

They ought to give him three months’
hard ! s

1le’s full of fearful, cunning jokes,

Aund loves a paralysing hoax [

Lasgt night he took some coloured ink
To bed with him, which made us blink |
And in the night, while Bunter slept,
Forth from his lair this Skinner crept,
And painted Bunter’s features red
And black and greern-—then back to bed b
Now, Bunter seldom washes; so,

With splitting sides, wo saw him go
With this adernment into class.

And Quelchy said—— But let it paes!
Yes, Skinner's cunning, full of vice—
But often funny, if not nice |

ANSWER to PUZZLE
PLAGUE, AGUE.

", 'I-H':'s.-‘. y .

TRt TIT R R LR T I DL BRI TRt

A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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WHAT THE STARS
FORETELL

In these days every up-to-date paper
does a bit of Star-Squinting; so step
right into ihe astrologer’s cavern, and
let me consult the stars with the won-
drous {olescope that came all the wey
from the grimm and mysterious Peni

ATAAY.

HARRY WHARTIN.—It s written
in the stavs that he will pick me for the
match against Higheliffe, If ho does
this, his future is painted in such glow-
rng colours ihat the eye simply can't
hehold them, But if he leaves me out,
tt were betler for him that he had never
seen the light of day; for a slow death,
in the most excraciating agony, is the
best he can possibly hopoe for,

PUZZLE CORNER
= There's a word of ONE syl-
= lable, which means an illness. 2
2 Take away two letters, and you =
= get a word of TWO syllables, 1
= also mcaning an illness. What 3
E i 1t 7 !
. Anawer at foot of column 2. H
;..‘---“..‘--l."l-l..-lllll..‘llll‘....--l.l.“.:

HAROLD SKINNER.—He was born
under the sign of Sirins, and that's a
Sirius matter. He will come to a had
end, and hasn't far to go. A dark-
haired fellow, who writes jolly good
pootry, will eross his path and J_:Et'ﬂ 1m
a black eye for putting gum in the dark-
haired onec's fountain-pen, and if wyou
don't mind waiting & second, we'll soe
if the stars aro right. (P.8.—They
were 1)

LORD MAULEVERER.—Was horn
r.nﬁ!nr the sign of Morpheous, Is there
still.

BOLSOVER MAJOR.~—~{Now, wait a
minute! You just say one word about
my face, that's all.—B. M.).—Thea stara
show & hendsome, well-knit fellow, ro
Bolsy can't blame THEM for his
features. [Yaroooh!)

P.8.—It is written in thoe stars thai
the astrologer has been moved to the
Yanny.
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Tius is not o lnE hing matter | What
lo you.mean? What—"

Loder misundorstood, sirt” gaspc&
Harry Wharton, I mmemhm now,
we were talking about going to the
island, when we passed him near the
gates——"'

“To the island'™
Quelch . . :

“1 said so. sir!” eaid Loder grunly.
“I was too late te cutch them there,
and I had a rather—a rather awkward
mecting with Siv Hilton Popper! As
they were no longer on the island, he

cxclaimed M.

refused to beliove——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

¢ Bilence 1"  rapped Mr. Quelch,
“ Wharton, if youn were, in fact, dis-

enssing a visib to the shand, 1t appears
clear—"" :
“IMNolt Popper's Island,
aArTY-.

“What !

sir 1" gasped
There is no olher island in
this  vicinity ! ¥Yon :.lu not mean the
island in PE%:g Bay, I presume, which
ja many niles out of boand:!" ex-
claimed BJr keh steciay.
“Oh, no, sic!l Farther off
that——"

“Farther 1" oxclaimed Mr, Queloh,
About sixtcen thousand

tlan

“Yez, sivl
ﬁﬁlna-—-—"'
“Wha-a-at 7"
- .!'l.i:;d lﬁl:lmEZhI“ the Pacibe,  sir!”
gur ) eTrV.
“%n tho T"ﬂfiﬁf:‘” sm-l Mr. Quelch,
like & man in o dreamn. “ What do you

mean, Cherry? Are you venturing to
jest with me?™

“0Oh, o, sir! We were talking
about the vac—we woren't ‘going this
sfternogn—ha, ha !'—we're going to an
jsland  dn tho hblidays,  sir.  with
ﬁ!mlenmm—aw wland in tlie TPacHic
ﬁ —

“ The island. of Kalha-alus-lalua—
not Popper’s Island —ha, Jha, ha !

“Bless wy soul 17 said Mr Queleh,
“ An—an—an  island i tlie—thae
Paoifict” :

“Yes, sir! We're going with Maul-
everer—thint!a what we were talking
iahiml; ‘:wlwn we passed Loder, sir—ha,
h—

“ypon my word!” said My, Queleh.

Loder this passes.ull patience! Aftér
vour ridiculous, your absurd mistake,
with the French -master, yon overhear
thase bows disenssing thewr arvan
ments for dkw  vacation, and maeke
another mmysteke’ still more ndiculops !
ara you utterly stupid. Loder? Are
yon an idiott” :

Lode: gurgled. Heo realised that he
had put his foot in it again. He had
bagped that whaekrg on I"np er's
Island for jmtlnng—alm:r utely nothing
-—:mtinng but & “jaw”™ from Mr.
CQueleh.

“You may go, my boys,"” said the
Remove master. “Tho matier is futl;.-
explained—pleasoe leave my study
Lodor, i-;incﬁg,r remain a fow mumtas

Harry Whartoen & Co.. as they went
grinhing down the passage, did not

—

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
envy Gerald Loder thode few minutes! Southward-Ho!—for the

It was Loder’s last shot. "Break-up
for the summer holidays followed—with-
out Loder having brought thus-:s OUBE
sweeps, the Fembous Five, ook !
And they forgot all ahout Lm:'lm and
rll his worka when they sct their faces

blug wacers
and coral-fringed islands of the Pacific.

THE ERD.

(Look out for the opening yarn of onr
grrand  BHmmer gerier commencing
next Saturdaey's Magxer.)

from his
of the

OW many vacations de 1larry

2 Wharton & Co. have duriug
tho course of a year?" asks
Bob Mason, of leicester;
Three. chum. FHaster, swmuner, and
Chrstmas. And what's more, your old

favonrites break up for the sunmoer vae
th1a weck ! “This yenr the chums of
CGreyfriars are bookdd for Kalua-alua-
falua—an ixlghd in the Bouth Seas, aod
the properiy of Liord JMaulevercr—a
trip Eufllmz:}f adventure and un]-;m:twn
pe:.:h, The npnnm; yarn in this swirkt-
moving and exciling series

“SO0UTH SEAS ADVENTURERS!"™

13 only a foretaste of what s in store for
o c,f‘::rmg thae snext few weeks, chums,

wap i H the yarn by telling wvon
why BMauly and his E.chuu[-l-_.lh:ma Ane
maKing thls special vieit, for it's onu
of those things that jmprove with the
zeeping. My advice is, however, Jo
ot mizs it

FY Y

FRANK RICHARDS’ SCHOOLDAYS !

lere’s greak news for vou chums! A
speciel feature of the stupendouns new
pogramme of stories just stﬁrttt:g m
our companion paper, tho “Gem, s
the first gripping yaru of a grand scries
dealing with the scheoldays of our
popilar authar. Trank Richards weut
to school in the backwoods of British
Columbia, Canada and his adventures
are full of fun and thrills. ‘This 1= a
schoolstory series that is out of the
ordinary, and as 1t is written by Martin
Cliftord, a personal friend of Frank
Rm!m.rdsl readers can look forward to
a tiptop treat. Don’t miss the fine
:'.-pq:smng yarn, “A Tenderfoot in
Canada1” It appeara in ithe *Gem,”
on sale Wednesday, July 20th, price Eﬂ

This woeek comes a gquery regavding
our slorms,

“ Magnet,'"
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

INm e Jrrace

Your Editor 18 always pleased to hear

/

Write to him: Editor
The Amalgamated

readers,

Street, London, E.C.4.

IS GREYFRIARS A REAL SCHOOL?

As a matter of fact, several readers
have asked meo this guestion of [ate.
Well, the answer is that My, Frank
Richards has modelicd his storics upon
a big Public school. The nctual names
are fietitious, bur this popular author
draws upon veal life for his description
of wvarions characters—which 1s why
they actually scem to live.  So, slthough
you caunct hope to go to [L_‘amfrmn
under that name, you will find the
counterparts of Harry Wherton & Co.
in handveds of schools in Gueat Briraiu,

“Ilow on ecarin wd Billy Bunder
manage ‘o get inlo the Greyfriars
Rewove 1f he's such au ass as Mr.
Yrank Richards deoseribos him? s
yuestion fired at me by another readar,
My weply fo this is: Sorey, chum,
don't lay the blame on me. The f!it
porpatse is as artful as & wagonload of
napkeys, as everybody knows! Afiler
all, theve is such 4 thing as & “charity
remove,'’ isn't thore?  Pechaps that s
how Bunter got into his presenl Form.

The noxt letter comes from A. Wallis,
nf Coventry, who wants to know if
My, J. L. Sulliven, the famous boxer,
was  ever  titled the  heavyeweight
champion of the world. E‘mllnm: had
the distinction of being the first
champion of the world in a bare
knuackle fight, I 1889 he won the
heavy-weight championship of America
Ly beating Jako Kilvain at Richburg.
He was defeated by Jim Corbett,
seplember Tth, 1892, at New E}rlnaus,
i & twenlhy-threo mundﬂ contest for the
world's heavy-weight championship.

That's about all for this week. Iappy
reading, chumns !

YOUR EDITOR.
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'’S

BOLD BID!

Another Laughable Instalment of

“MUTINY AMONG THE MASTERS!”

By DICKY NUGENT

* What price Lickham
winning the kontest for
the headmastership

Jack Jolly, of B8t
Sam’s, asked that

uestion, as.he and his
chums wended their way
towards t{the Fourth
Form Room for morning
olasges ; and there was a
yell from Merry and

Bright.

“ Lickham ? Not
likely | ™

“"No such luck!™
grinned Foarless, * Ae

a matter of fact, I'd
like to see him as Head,
though I'd be sorry to
lose him asa our Form-
mester. But he duzzent
stand an earthly.”

“ Even if the competi-

tion was only for branos,
he'd be nowhere in it,"
said Merry, with a shake
of his head. " But Bir
Fredeorick Fungusa said
he would test the appli-
eants for strength and
curgidge, too. Bo that
rules out Lickham com.

pletaly. "

“Yes, IT'm afraid
you're right, old chap,”
admitted Jack Jolly,
rowfuliy. “I expeot
some awful outsider like
Caddish, the blackleg

master, will win in the
and, I hear he put his
name down.'

* Let'a hoap he loses,
snyway,” anorted Frank
Fearless, as he led the

way into Jolly's study.

i
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“I'd gooner have old|hoap I'm not introod- | darck, boye—but 1 havo | You had better run | Jonger have wondersd | them ecarelully in  his
Birchernall back than|ing?1” reaclved to make e bold | along % your Form- | why Doctor Birchemall | memory !
that raskal!” *'Not at all, sir!”| bid to recapture the |reoms natv or you'l be | had been o anxions t0| The meeting broke up

" Thanks, Fearleas, for
those few kind words! "

The chums of the
Fourth started violently,
a8 a familiar voico from
within the study greetod
them in this fashion.

h" Doctor Birchemall

they gasped.

".E‘t’w ex.headmaster of

St. Sam’z rose from the

armchaie, grinning ail

.gver his faoe,
“Good-maorning,

boya!" he ecried. * 1

(LA
5

gasped Jack Jolly. ' But
it's rather g serprise to
gee  you, ﬂnnsiderinﬁ
yvou've got the push !

Doctor Birchemall
winked.

"I am wvery hoapful,
Jolly, that that will
prove to be meerly n
passing phase-—to be
quickly forgotten when
I resume my old acens-
tomed role as heads
master of St. Sam's! ™

he grinned. * Kecp it

BUNTER IS A TUCK-DIVINER!

He's Marvellous !'—Says BOB CHERRY

Bunter gave a display
of tuck-ﬁjvining 15'l!:m'til'rilil
week that simply stag-
gered Creyfriars.

This "8 no leg.pull,
old pals. I mean it !

Of course, you've all
heard of water-diviners
—johnnies who go all
gm:rfér when they feel
thev're nesr water?
Well, believe me, kids,
water-diviners have got
nothing on our Prize

Portker. -1 watched it
with iy own eves. It
wos mervellous |

Smathy is the chap
we have to thank . for
thit new and fascinating
gidelight on Bunter, He
had an argument with
Skinner about Bunter'as

dt  for finding tuck,

mner eaid it was just
low cunning. Smithy
maintained that it was
real magic-—a super-
natural P!:1E:ﬂl.'u:;brlm\e-l'uc:nni as
he put it !

o settle it, they
agreed to put the matter
to the test. Tuck was
to be hidden in sundry
unexpected places in the
Remove passage and
Bunter waa to be blind.-
folded snd allowed 1o
roam about at his own
ewact  will, Al the
tuck he could find was
to be his.

Just to make sure
there was no chesting,
Bkinner took Buntor
down to the tucksho
and plisd him wit}:
jam-tarts while Smithy
remained behind in the

At that we made

Remove quarters and
found hiding-places for
the tuck. he rest of
us helped Smithy.

You ecan take wour
Unele Eob's word for
it
just a8 difficult as we
could for the old Por-
poiss, Tuck was

ached in sealed

oxes up study
chimneys, inside
desks, under
chairs, on top
of tall cupboarda
and anywhere
else where tuck
had no right to
be.

Bkinner
brought up
Bunter at the
agreed time and
amithy ban-
daged hig eyes
ge that there
was no posaibility |
of the old bean
seeing out of the =
corners, He .
tarned him
round three times, aa
in Blind Man's Buff, and
let go.

Bunter stood still for
a few ticks, pawing the
air. And then, be.
lieve it or not, he
rolled straight down the
passage, -walked unfal-
teringly into Bmithy’s
study, climbed on to =
chair and grabbed =
basket{ul of tuek from
the top .of & cupboard
that the Bounder had
thought right out of
his range |

'R

“ I say, you fellows,
I'm on the right track
here, I feney!"™ he
gasped,

¢ funny  thing
about it was that Bunter
scemed just ae surprised
as the rest of us. When

Peter Todd accuszed him

i ;'.‘.':1"' H_:]:,-;;i'g-{ 2

.‘ ol 1?-:

of having found out all
sbout it before he
started, Bunter simply
vyelled protesta,

“I didn't! Ask
Smithy! Look here,
Peter Todd, if wou're
tryi to diddle me
out of this tuck L

** Well, have it wour
own way, then t *' Toddy
grinned. * You're one
parcel of tuck to the
good, anyway! Now
iry him again, Smithy 1"
.7 The Bounder made

oubdy sure of Bunter's

eyve.-bandage and  re-
leased lam again.

Wil you credit i,
old pals, when I tell
you that he walked
right back to my own
den. and dived into a
locker in which I had
carefully hidden my
modest  store of prub’!

Now I can answer
for it that there wes
no deception in this
casp. I happened to
be the only fellow who
knew where thoe grub
had beén put,

And Bunter  had
walked to it bliindfelded
and wvanked it out g
though he had known
all about it

From that moment,
I waa convinced that
we were watching giddy
miracles. Afterwards,
when the Porpoiss un-
carthed tuc from
Browny's ohimnoevy,

Wharton's window-seatq .

and Bolsover's desk,
everyone else was con-
vinged,

Quite geriously, it wae
an amazing performance
—and a jolly disturbing
onag  to aome follows,
too !

Bunter was a big
enough danger to tuck.
owners, they argua, when
he relied on mere cun-
ning to find his eats.
Now that he can fall
back on magic, too,
it wen't be safe for a
Remove man to keep
tuck at all

Porsonally, I don't
look on it quite 8o
ﬁesalmmtmally as that,

Iy own opinion is that

whatever happens in
the future, the jolly
cold Porpoige can't pos-
sibly’ be any- worde at
tuck-anatching than he
has been in ‘the past !

{ And Doctor Birchemall

honner ! "

" The dickens
have, mir ! ¥

* But mum's the word
for the present, mind ! ™
chuckled the ex-head-
master. 1 want to

ring a serprize on
Eur_vbﬂﬁ}* &trpthﬂ last
minnit. Twiggy-voo 1

“We won't breathe a
word, sir,” larfed Jolly.
“But what are you
doing here ¥

* Ahem 1 Well, to tell

rou the truth, Jolly, I

ave come to ask you a
glite favour,” said Doctor
Birchemall, with a coff.
“ ¥ou may think it a
strange whirn on my

art: but I want to

iaguise myveell in a suit
of armour !

* What the
dickeng——-"

“ It egoundas a little
woerd, I know,” grinned
the Head, * But I must
ask you to take my word
for it that by helping me
into the disgnizse which
I have brought with me,
you will be helping mo to
recapiure the head-
mastership. I am on my
metal now ; and hefore
doing anything else, I
want to get into a suit of
armour '

* Well, it sounds a
commical idea to me, I

Tou

Merry

must gay,”’ remarked
Jolly. ' But we'll help
you., You've been a

beestly rotter to us at
times in the past. Dut
wa don't bear any mallis,
Where's the armour ™

* Here yvou ara, Jolly!™

pointed to & suit of
armour that Iny strewn
on the floor beside the
armchair,

Grately purzled by the
Head's strange whim,
the chums of the Fourth
set about sgueezing him
mto the armour, This
was no easy task, for
the armour had evidently
bern made for somebody
much smaller than the
long - legged Doctor
Birchemnll. But they
mannidged it in the end,
and the sacked head.-
master of Et. Bam's
seemed to be quite
patisfied, as he gazed at
his  yeflecktion in the
mirror over the mantel.
piooce,

“Thanks awlully:
hoya 1 ¥ he grinned:

late. Den't forget to
keep it dark ! ™
“ Al serene, gir! "
And Joek Jolly & Co.
picked 1y their books
and rushei off to morn-

ing elasses
il:mtﬂr

Birchemall
waited for five minnits
after  their departurc

from the study and then
he follewred them.

“ Bafe snuff now, I
fancy 1" he grinned, as
he trotted into the pass-
idge. *; I verybody will
be in ¢l by thia time
and I ecan geb to the
Guvverng 3’ Hoom with-

out the slitest danger of ;

being spodted.
The eax.headmaster’s
fourensat ved corvect.,
Ho roached the Guvver-
nere’ Foom without he-
ing peent by a sole. Thers
he tooly hig stand in o
dark cofner and pulled
the vigor of hia helmet
down ovor hia face,
“Ha, la! I bet the
Guvvyernots would have
fifty fits i they knew 1
wae whiting here to
ligten to eil they say at
their seend meebing !
he mutterxd to himaself,
" But non» of them will
have the sl teat suspishon
that there is a man
being iosice this armour

—lot floro . their old
headmaste 1"
Onece apain  Doector

Birchensall s fourcast
proved wncannily cor-
reet, When the aged
vvernors of Bt. Sam’s
bbled in a little later,
not one of them gave
more ian & CUrsory
glance at the muit of
armour in the corner,
Wheon they were all in
their places, Sir Fred-
erick Fonguss stood on
his hird -I-r!gﬂ and started
the meeting ; and if Jack
Jolly & Co. had bern
thera te-hiar what was
eaidd, ihe would no

—

“Wheet”, “wheel !

Blanw*af the Fifth is a
hot racing cyelist. In a
resent roed to Friardale
he won -euily,  despite
the fact -hat he was
mounted an o bicyele
made for tio.

In a mavner of speak-
ing, hetammed "em on his
tandemn !

disguise himself,

The laet was, that the
guvvernors had met to
decide what questions
were Lo be put to the
applicants for the head-
mastership in the Branea
Test. Doctor Birchem-
all, with his wusual cun-
ning, had decided to
mirke sure of passing the
test by getting to know

at last. DBy that time,
the exarm cuestiona harl
been decided on in full
datail, And Doetor
Birchemall knew them
all off by hart. He was
a8 excited as a Becond
Yorm fag, ns he trotted
back to Jack Jolly's
study to await release
{roan his metallielt cover-

ing.

the questiions in
ndvancal

“ Jentlemen | ™ oried
dir Frederiel. “We

now commenee the diffi-
cult task of deciding the
oxarnation  fquestions,
The aim bein' {0 test the
brene powaoh of the
uﬁ)p]immﬂ, the questions
should be as tricky as
possibul=—propah brane.
teasahs, in fact ! Has
anyhody any sujjestions
to make ¥

“X have!" pgrinned
Colonel  de  Creppit,
' Let's ask them what's

two and eix. The silly
chumps will all say
" eight. DBut the real

answor will bhe * half-a-

erown ' 1 Tricky, what?*:

“ He, ha, ha ! ™

“ Toppin® jdeal, by
Jove!” chuckled Bir
Frederick. * Any more
wheezes 1 "

“ I know & good omne,
vou chaps ! "' eackled Sir
Gouty Gmgbe-ar&. ™ Ask

w

them at  London
gtandas on. They'll all
gay °“On the River

Thames.” DBut the right
answer will be * On the
ground *! Ha, ha, hat"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 ** roared
the guvvernors,

Tdeas rolled up in an
unending streern  after
that. Sir  Fraderick
noted them all in an
exercian-hook ; and
Doctor Birchemall, list-
enin leefully from
within his tin suibk, noted

The chums of Lhe
Fourth duly appeared
after morning echool and
helped him out again,

fter that, nothing
was  soen of  Doctor
Birchemall till the follow.-
ing day, when tho Branes
Test took place in
Masters’ Commeon.room.
But he turned up there
in all his glory, grinning
from ear to ear. :

Hie arrival caused
gurte a ssnention. The
applieants for his old job
Fairly blinked, sa they

saw him, while Sir
Frederick Funguss, who
WES  Aupervisin the
exam, nearly fell down in
SETPriZ0.

“Grate gad! Ti's

Birchemall 1 "' he eried.
* What the doore are
you doin’ heah ? ™

‘* Pleage, Sir Fredericlk,
if you don’t mind, I'm
going in for the exam | ™
replied Doctor Birchems
all meekly. ' Can you
tell me where I'm to
ﬂitl T T,

The ﬂh&irq'ianl nl‘lthﬁ

WYCIrnora sim oW
E;:-d at him f:fryﬂfg fow
seconds ; and then, in the
end, a feint amile ap-
peared on his face,

" Well, Birchemall, I
muet say I admire your
nerve | he gaid. * Ta
be quite frank, I don't
think you stand o
ghostly ehance., DBut I'm
o sportsman, begad ! X
pxxept yomr entry—an’

if vou win tho strength
an’ enrridgo testa s well
aa this fest of brane-
owah, then wvou shall
ava anothalh chance as
headmastah  of St
Sam’al™

* Thoanks, awfully, Sir
Frederiek t ” grinned the
ex-headmaster. "' I
haven't the slitest doubt
that I shell come through
with  flying  enllers !
Here'a hoaping t "

And he went to his
place in the exam-room
with a look of serene
konfidence on his face.

{ Birchy looks a safe bet
for the ' Branes Pesh”
But how will ke get on
with the other testz ¥ For

the answer, read the rib-

tickling instalment in next

week's o Greyfriarse

Herald'™) #

Answer to
Correspondent

“ Curious,”"—Is it tme
that Greyfriars fellows
arereluctant to leave the
achool for the vao. ¥
Well, judging by the
way chaps fight to get
out of the crowd after
the final Assembly, some
of them certainly find it
difficult to tear them.
selens “ o way "' from it.

When chosed seross B
fiald by a bull one dey
last week, wo aro told
that Gatty, of the
Second, turned as white
aa a sheat,

With the exception of
his handa, of coursel

Strange, But True!

Coker of the Filth
¢laims that he has super-
sight,

et Mr. Prout insiats
that he needs constant

“ miper-vision ' !

Quite Appropriate!

Leder threatens to
engage A private detec-
tive to out who up-

get a hoitle of red ink
over hig carpet whila he
waa out of the House.

Heo evidently thinks
that a** study in scarlet™
calls for the services of
a Bherlock Holmes !

UNCENSORED LETTERS
No. 5. From GEORGE WINGATE

Dear (overnor,—First, about cricket.
the mateh at 8¢, Jude's by an innings and eight
, and I scored
urmnps ¥

o certainly must have been in exceptiomally
good fettle, S5t. Jude's were at full strength and
played quite well ; but North, who took most of
their wicketa, was in absolutely deadly form. He
played right up to firat-class county
the way through.
their men ont myeelf.

We won

103 not out, How's that,

standard all
By the way, I bowled three of

I have put this first, 88 I know how keen
vou have been to sec me make o success of
crickeot this term. In other directions, I have
done my best, and I don't think it will prova
i bad best, either. I had a strong hint from
Mr. Frout that T have secured the Head's
Frizo for Latin Prose and I know I have done
well in the exoams, Finelly, you will be glad
to know that the Head sent for me yesterday
and ?WE me quite & pat on the back for the
way I have run school affairs during the past
school year. 8o, altogether, governor, I
don’t think you will be able to say that I have
let you down !

A gkipper's job at s school like Greyfviars
18 not all honey, and when I look back on the
past twelve months I realize that I have hed
rey ups and downs.

There is always & tendency towards dingy
amusement in certain quarters—often among
Sixth Form men who should know better.
Tt's no easy matter to stamp it out without
running the risk of being called & dictator—
which makesa a chap unpopular among a
much largor section of fellows than those
affected. 1 thind, however, that I have at
any rate kept things well in hand, while
preserving the good will of the majority ; and
that's something

Be seeing you soon, governor | Love to all
at home !

Your affectionate
GEORGE.

—sram.

Trotter, the page-boy, says he's a sleep.-
walker. He woke up the other night, and
found himself hurrving along the Lower Hall.
Mra. Keblle, the house-dame, has now asked
Trotter to go to slfep during the day. It's
the first time he's ever hurried anywhers,

Your Edﬁor Callin;

As we go to press this week, the mole topio
of conversation is the echool sports, which
are being held in two days' time.

We in [the -Remove have done very well
nt cricket this term i end we mumply covered
ourselves with glory in the swinuming gala.
So now wa are all hoping to bring £ nica
little bat-trick by bagging all the most im-
portant of the junior trophies in the sports!

It would be ialse modesty on my partaif I
aaid that we didn't stand an excellent chance
of doing this. Nor should I be putting on
gide if 1 said that we arc streets agnndlg% the
other, Forma in the Lower School—S8hell
mcluded, if you like. The plain fact ig that
we are |

Getting down to it, I shall be very much
surprised and even rather disgusted if we {ail
{0 wipe out the opposition almost completely.
Still,. there's many & slip *twixt cup and lip :
and I may he in for a shock, Owver-confidence
ig never advisable in sport, anyway, and I am
impressing on oor fellows the importance
of treating the. opposition seriously—even
though it doesn't seem {0 warrant it.

With Sporta Day over, the athletio aide of
the Summer Term will be practically at an end
and the summer vae. will be apon us,

Time marches on, chums—and my space is
finished for this week |

Meet you again in next week's number |

HARRY WHARTON.




