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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.,
Out of School!

LANG, clang, clang! -

Lond and sharp rang the bell

in the sunny July morning.

It was the rising-bell for the
Girevfriars Remove. But 1t was not the
bell that they were accustomed to hear
in their dormitory at the old =chool.
It swung from a branch of the big ocak
on Popper's Island, in the River Sark,
and it was Cherry who was ring-
ing 1t with his uwsual vigour.

i mile awav, at Grevfriars School,
Gosling was clanging the rising-bell as
usual. There, the Sixth and the Fifth,
the Shell and the ¥Fourth, the Third

and the Second, vawned and. turned
out. PBut not the Remnvg! The
Rermove were far from their usual
Qquarters,

Neither did thery turn out so promipily
on Popper's Island ag they had been
aecusiomed to do in the Remove dormi-
tory  at Gre{frinn. Bob Cher:
clanged the bell on the oak branch wit
terrific vim. It was heard all over the
island in the river; far away on both
banks; it might almost have been heard
at Greviriars. ;

All the rebels of Greviriars heard it;
but many of them did not heed.
There wers no classes for the Form
that had marched cut of Grevfriars and
camped on Popper's Island. Thera
were no masters and no prefects.
Instead of furning out, many fellows
yawned and turned over, and went to
sleep again. . Billy Bunter's echoing
gnore was checked only for a moment.
Then it was resumed, like a deep bass
arcompaniment to the clang of the bell,

Clang, clang, clang !

THe Macuer Lierany.—No. 1,378,

YVernon-3nfith put his head out of &
bell-tent.
“Btop that fearful row ! he shouted.

"Turn out, 9Amithy!" called back
E?{h cheerily.

Bats to you!™

“Rising-bell. old bean !

“Oh, don't be & silly ass!”

The Bounder drew hi# head in again.
Having cast off the authority of head-
master and Form-master, BSmithy

‘seemed to consider that he was done

with authority for good.

Clang, elang, clang, clang!

It was not a musical bell!
rusty old
clanged in the fog on & seagoing barge.
It had beeh picked up cheap at Mr.
Lazaeus' second-hand shop in Courtfield.
It was old, it was rusty, and it was
cracked; but it made plgnty of noise.
With Bob Cherry’s muscular arm pull-
ing at the rope, it was bound to make
plenty of noise.

Bleep was difficult for the laziest
fellow in the rebel Form. That
cracked old iron bell, like Macbeth,
murdered sleep |

“Will you stop that awful row?®”
velled Bkinner, sitting up in his
blankets on s bed of ferns.

Clang, clang, clang!

“Aw, can it
Fisher T. Fish.
goat, & few!
gock I

Clang, clang !

Harry Wharton & Co
promptly. They were not slackers,
even if they were rebels; and they
were ready to set an example of order
and dizeipline to the Remove. Also,
they were rather anxious fof that hell
io cease from troubling,

It,was a
ironn  bell that had once

{uu iay I howled
“1 guess it gets my
Fack it up, you pesky

turned out

“Tuarn out, vou =lackers'™ roared
Smithy |

Bob Cherry. © “Buck up,

Get 8 move on, Toddy! Jump up,
Squiff ! T'm getting tired of ringing
this bell 1™ ;

“Not so tired as evershody else, you
howling ass!” snorted Bolsover major.
“Leet it alone, vou fathead I

“¥You're not np yet!®

“I'm not getting up wyet!
row 17

Clang, clang, clang!

*1 sa¥, vou fellows!” Rilly Bunter's
snore stopped, and he lified a fat face
and & fat head from hiz blankets. “I
sa¥, make him stop that row! How'a
a fellow to sleep with that fearful din
golng oni™

*The sleepfulness s not the proper
caper, m% esteemed fat Bunter ™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Sinph.

“ Beast |*

“Turn_ out, you men!" called out
Harry Wharton. “We haven't come
hera to dlack, you know !”

“"Haven't we? growled Skinner.
“I jolly well know that I'm neot turn-
ing out for an hour yet.” .

Your mistake !” said the captain of
the Bemove cheerily. " You ere [

And Skinner did!  As Wharton
graq ed his ankles and hooked him
odily from his blankets, hé had no
choice about turning out. He rolled on
the gtl'eeniward under’ the spreading
branches of the cak, and roared.

“¥ou cheeky rotter! LEEEDI Qe [

“¥ou turning out, Snoop i

“No!* snapped Sidney
Enﬂﬂ’}'i‘w
“T1'll help sou, old bean?’
“ Look here—— Yarcoooh!™
Sncop rolled ever Skinner.
Clang, clang, clang!

“Will son step that rew?” shrieked

Stop that

Jarmes
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—HARRY WHARTON & CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

¢Vernon-8mith, * Do you want to wake
up every from Canterbury to
Dover 1

“"Why not? snswered Dob. “It's a
lovely morning, snd time everybody
turned out.  What's the good of
slacking 7"

“They'll hear that row &t Papper
Court, and know we're here!™ snarled
Bkinner. “You'll have old Popper's
Lkeepers coming along." ;

“Let ‘emn all comel* said Bob.
“They'ra bound to root uz out sooner
or later, anyhow! It's a lovely morn-
ing for a scrap1”

"I‘ﬁhf ha, a1 i i
rent you getting up, Smithy?"
asked Johmny .'Bugﬁ

“No!” came an angry enort from the
ball-tent.

“ Better erawl out, old bean!”

“Rata ™

Johnny Bull grioned. He sat down
an the bell-tent. ‘There was a howl
from the Bounder underneath, and he
wriggled out.

“You silly ass!” he yelled.

“Look here, Smithy,” began Harry
Wharton, *“we've got to keep some sort
of order in the camp '

“ Oh, shut up!" ]

The Bounder did not seem in &8 good
temper. However, now that he was
up, he grabbed his towel and walked
down the path under the thick trees
on the island for a dip in the Bark.

Other fellows followed his example.
Bob Cherry left off ringing the bell at
last, ‘much- to the relief of all con-
cerned. The Famous Five went round
the camp fogether, rootin oub
slackers.  Fellows who felt entitled to
another hour, or anothar fen minutes,
gave up the disputed peoint, when the
wera rolled cut in a heap, or jerk

out by their enrs,
Billy Bunter was the last, and he
raized strenuens objections.  Bunter

never likéd the rising-bell at Grey-
friars, and hiz view was that it was an
abaolutely rotten idea to institute one
on Popper’s Island. What was the use
of fallows rebellmgnng&}nst the Head,
Bunter wanted to know if they couldn’t
gtay in bed till ten o'clock or eleven?
Bunter hupged his blankats round him
and glared at the Famous Five.

“Lemme alone!” he bawled. “I'm
not getting up yet! You can call me
st ten, if you like,"

“"Roll him out!” said T'rank Nugent.

“Heast! Yook here, I'll get up
when brekker's ready 2 said Bunter.
"¥You can call me as scon as it's ready
—quite ready, mind—"

Jump on him!" said Bob Cherry,
“Now, all jump together, and see if
there's room for sll of us to land at
onea—"

“ Yarooooh 1”

Billy Bunter was out of his blankets
in & twinkling, without waiting for the
TFamous Five to jump! He did not
want to ascertain whether there was
room on him for five pairs of feet to
land at oncel

“ Beasta |* he roared.

“Here's your towel, Dunter,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Come
along and get a diE!

“Shan't 1" roared Bunter. “ Why, we
might as well be in school at this rate!

don't meed all the washing you
fellows do, either. I'm clean ™

“The cleanfulness is not preposterous,
my esteemed Bunter!™ grinned Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

" Beast "

“Poor old Bunter's too tired to walk
down to the river,"” said Bob Cherry.
“Tet's roll him along like a barrel.”

“Hear, hear ™ '

TGo I

Billy Bunter rolled—and roared;

“Whoop! I eay, wyou fellows—
Yooop ! I I say, I'm going—
I—I want to go—— I—I'm just longing
for a bathe——— Yarooop ! Dh erikey !

And Billy Bunter went—ihe Famous
Five following him, laughing. Under
the green branches that jutted out from
Popper's Island there was & merry
dazhing and splashing in the water.

It was quite a cheerful scene that met
the eyes of & tall, angular gentleman
who came striding down the tow-path
beside the Sark. Cheerful as it was,
it did not seem to have o cheoring effcet
on BSir Hilton Popper, tho Jlord of
Popper Court. He stopped and stared at
it in amazemont and wrath through his
eyeglass,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ordered OI1!

&% ALLO, hallo, hallo 1®
H 4

“The esteomoed and ludi-

crous Popper 12
Harry Wharton & Co., treading waier,
leoked towards the tall figure on the
bank. They smiled at the expression on
the face ng Zir Hilton Popper., Wrath
and amazement were mingled in Sir
Hilton's speaking countenance. He re-
moved his e_w%-lm, rubbed it, and
jammed it into his eye again, to stare

The voice of authority at Grey-
friars School has lost its power.
The Removites to a man have
rebelled and barricaded them-
selves on Popper’s Island—pre-
pared to stand against all
comers, Such a procedure has
never before been known in the

history of Greyfriars !

at the sportive erowd in the water as if
he couldl hardly believe what le saw
through it.

“The dear old bean looks waxy!” re-
marked Smithy. .

“Mhe waxfulness is terrific!”

“1 guess ho's got his mad up!™ re-
marked Fisher T. Fish, and he promptly
scrambled back to the island. There was
a wide space between the island and the
bank of the Bark, and the bathers wera
far cut of the old barenet's reach. But
Fishy was taking no risks.

Sir Hilton Popper strode down to the
edge of the grassy bank. He waved an
angry hand at the swimmers,

Bob Cherry waved back in cheery
gropting.

“Top of the morning, sir!" he called
out.

“What? What

“Lovely morning, sir! Enjoying life,
what 1 :

“You impertinent young raseal i

“0h, my hat! The old bean’s turned
out of bed on the wrong side this morn-
ing,” said Bob, *I'm wasting my nice
manners on him.*

“Ha, ha, ha I ;

“"What doez this mean?™ roared Sir
Hilton, “"How dare you bathe here?
What are you doing on my island?
You are Creviriars boys! Why are you
not at school 7

“We've clearad out of Greyfriars, for
the pregent, gir!” answered Harry
Whartan, .

*¥ou have—what?” ejaculated Sir

Hilion. “Da von mean to sav that you
are out of school without leave ™

“You've got it!" said the Bounder.

“I heard from my kecpoers that a
number of vagrants had camped on my
island. T find that they are Groxiriars
tovs 1" exclaimed Sir lhilton.  *"Get
yourselves dressed at once, and vetwrn to
tho school. I shall seo that vou are oll
severely punished for (s ol break.”

“Thanks awfl'y, siv!” drawled Lord
Mauleverer,

“You are aware that T am a governor
of the school !” roared Sir illon, "‘ You
will obey my commands at once.’

“I don't think ! grinned the Bounder.

“Wharton | You are head boy of
this Form, I belicve"”

“Right on the nail "

“De not answer me in that absor!
and impertinent manncr, Wharton [ As
you arc head boy, sco that all the
young rascals return to the school at
onee,

Harry Whavton looked round him at a
gwarm of grinning faces that dotted
the sunny water. Then he looked at the
irate 3ir Hilton,

“] can't see any here, sir!” ho
answered. .
“What? You cannot sco any what®’’
“ Any young rascals, sir!” answered
Harry. “If you mean the young g&;:'nll-:-

men of the Greviriars Remove——
“Ha, ha, ha I®

“Wharton! If you dare to bandy
words with me, I shall lay my stick
about you!" roared tha lord of Popper

Conrt,

* Do not answer me in that absurd and
imperbinent manner, sir,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove in a cheery parod:
of Sir Hilton. And thers was 8 howl
of laughter from the rebels of Grey-
friars.

Sir Hilton’s face, alrcady pink with
wrath, became crimson. He had a
gtick under his arm, and he grasped it
and brandished it at the grinning juniors.
It was rather fortunate for them that
they were far out of hiz reach, or cor-
tainly that stick would have taken toll.
The testy old gentleman stamped out to
the very edge of the grassy bank, where
it overhung the Sark, PBut there waos
no swimmer within reach of the bran-
dished stick, Skinner and Snoop and
two or three more fellows followed
Fishy's example and rctreated on to the
island. Dut most of tha Remove re-
mained where they were, only taking
caro to give. the lord of Popper Court,
and his stick, a wide berth.

¥ Jovea " roared Sir Hilton.

A burly man in velveteens and gaiters
came out of the wood, There was a
faint grin on his weather-beaten [ace,
ns he glanced ot the juniors. DBut his
ook becamo grovity ifsclfl as B
Hilton's fiery eve turned on lum,

“Joyee | Drive those young scoundrels

away from this gpot " rapped Sir Hilton
Popper. ;

“Oh, yes, Sir Hilton!™ gasped the
keepor.

He blinked at his lord and emplover
and then blinked at the Homaovites,
Probably he did not quite see how he
was to drive away thirty fellows, es-
pecially as he had no means of getting
at them, unless he swam for if.

“"Joyco 1" called out Ilarry YWharlion

“Ehl Yes, Master Wharton.”

“You are Sir Hilton's head keeper, |
believe 7' said the captain of tha Re
move, in playful imitation of Sir
1ilton's remarks to himself.

“Yeou arl”
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“As you are head kccper, see that
that old duffer returns to Vopper Court
at once ! gaid Wharton, .

“Ha, ha, ha! yelled the Removites.

Sir Hilton gurgled. Wharton's parody
.of his own words made the juniors yell,
but it did not scem to amuse Sir Hilton
in the least N

“ You—you—you young ruffian!” He
gasped, 1 will have you expelled frem
Greyfriars for this! Joyee! You are
laughing ! How dare you laugh, Joyce?
I repeat, how dare you?"

W l—I—1 * stammered Joyee,

“You should have prevented these
voung rascals trespassing on my island !
What do I pay you for**® roared Sir
Hilton. *Wharton!”

" Barge on, old bhean!”

“1 shall go to the school and see your
headmaster | I chal]l insist upon all of
you being taken back to school at once,
soundly flogged, and the ring-leaders
expelled, Nothing less will satisfy me.”

“Then I'm afraid you're bookéd to-

stay unsatisfied, sir1” answered the
captain of the Remove. “We're not
going back till the Head comes to our
terms. You see, he's sacked a Remove
man for nothing, and we're not letting
him go—"

“I say, you fellows—"

“Do you mean to tell me that your
headmaster 12 allowing vou to remain
sut of selool 177 exclaimed Sir Hilton,

“He ean’t cxaetly help it,” answered
ihe captain of the Remove. “He zent
the Sixth Form prefects after us, and
wo whepped thenye—""

“You—you what?"”

“Whopped them ! i

“"I"he whopfulness was terrific.”

“And they were jolly glad to get
away ! chortled Bob Cherry. “We
haven't seen them sinee. They're not
keen to pay us a sceond visit”

“(rood gad !’

“"We're all here now, the whole
Remaove, to the last giddy man ! went
on Wharton., “And we're holding out
till the Head comes round! If you're
going round to see Dr, Locke, sir, you
might mention that we're sticking to
Dunter, and are not letting him be

sacked, We don't want him, of
COUTSE 5

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“ Nobody could possibly  want
hin—"

" Beast !

“But fair play’s a jewel, and a Re-
move man isn't going to be sacked for
nething! You might mention that to
the Head when you see him.”

"You—you—you—" gasped Sir Hil-
ton. " You——you—->7"

“Try singing, sir!"
Todd. 5

" What 7

“It's good for stultering ! explained
I'ater.

Bir Hilton was stuttering with wrath.
But he did not try singing ! He scemed
oh the point of choking.

“If—if—if 1 could reach you——7"" he
gurgled,

“Jump in, sir suggested  the
Dounder. * Give him a shove in, Joyee !
It will cool the old bean's temper.”

Joyee turned his face away, lest Sir
ITilton should suspeet him of laughing
again, The lord of Pepper Court bran-
dished his stick, fairly stamping with
rago.

“Laoak out!” yelled Bob Cherry,

“Oh, my hat! He's in!®

“Ha, ha, hal”

Sir Hilton was on the very cdge of
the jutting grassy bank. That angry
starnp was his undeing. It dislodged a
large chunk of earth, which slipped
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down into the river. As Sir Hilton was
standing on it, naturally he slipped
down along with it.

oplash |  Splash §
* Grooooocogh 1™
" Oh, jiminy!” gasped Joyce.

_Sir Hilton's stick foated away on one
side, his hat on the other. He splashed
and struggled and gurgled. ‘Uhe keeper
leaned down from the bank and grasped
him. Drenched and dripping, with his
eyeglass fluttering at the end of its
cord, 8ir Hilton was dragged out of the
Sark.

“ Gurrrrgegh !

He stood with water streaming down

him, hiz clothes clinging limply to hia

bony figure. He spluttered frantically.
“Qoooghl Ooooch | Qooo - er!
CGiroogh I

“Do it again!® yelled the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hal"

Sir Hilten Popper shook a dripping
fist, turned, and stamped away up the
bank in the direction of Popper Court.
He had had enough of the Greyfriara
rebels for the present, and he was badly
in need of a towelling and a change.
His gasps and gurgles died away in the
distance. Joyce, the keeper, followed
him, and now that Sir Hilton's lordly
back was turned. the grin on Joyee's
face extended almost from ear to ear.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Master Without & Form ]

m B. QUELCH, the master of the
1 Remove, looked into his Form-

room ot Greviriars School
. with a frowning and troubled

face.

Every other TForme.room was going
strong, but the Remove room was
empty. Thet apartment was seldom
the quistest at Greyfriars. Now a pin
might have been heard to drop in it.

Mr. Quelch was a Form-master with-
out & Form—which was a very peculiar

position for any * beak.”

Not a man of the Lower Fourth re-
mained within the walls of the school.
Mr. -Queleh, like Othello, found his
ocecupation gono, -

A Form-master, especially one with a
numercus junor Form, 15 a hard-
worked man! B¢ Quelch might have
been expected to enjoy the rest from his
usual strenucus labours. Put he did
not! The Remove were a hard Form
to handle—with duffera like Bunter,
slackers like Mauly, obstreperous fellows
like Bolsover major, rascals like Fisher

Fish, shady seamps like Skinner;
but, on the whole, it was a good Form
and a credit to the school, and Quelch
missed 1t sorely. Heo would have been
grlad to =ee the Bemovites in their places
and to get on with his job—he IePt lost
without his work. He conld have taken
a pleasant walk that fine July morning,
and Quelch was s tremendous walker.
But he did not want to take a2 walk;
ha wanted to take his Form! And his
Torm was not there to be taken|

Prout, the master of the Fifth, looked
out of o doorway up the corridor. He
Epﬂtt_lfd Quelch, and stepped out to
speak.

“Your boys are still absent, my dear
Gueleh 1 boomed Prout. “A most ex-
traordinary state of affairs, what,
what ¥

“Quite ™ said Quelch bricfly,

And he walked down the corrider to
the door on the quad before Prout could
resume. He did not want chinwag from
Prout. Prout really was the cause of
all the trouble. It was becaunse ink

THE MAGNET

had been squirted over Prout that Bill
;E-unter hag beon sacked—and the snckj-'
ing of Bunter had csused the rebellion
of the Remove and their remarkable
exodus from the school. Certainly Prout
bad not asked to be inked !

Quelch walked in the deserted quad-
rangle, green and sunny and quict. Ho
did not want to talk to other beaks:
since the departure of his Form he had
avoided Masters’ Common-room as much
as possible. He was aware that the
other heaks smiled, or sneered, over the
present state of affairs, and told one
another that such things could not pos-

sibly hnylspen in their Forma.

Lascelles, the maths master, passed
bim in the quad, but did not stop to
speak., That voung mean had tact. Ha
knew that Queleh, outwardly calm, was
imwardly writhing. Then Monsieur
Charpentier, the French master,
appeared in the offing. Mossoo came up
to Quelch. Mossoo lacked tact, and he
was full of sympathy.

" Les garcons—ze boys, zey are always
of to be gone, yes?” asked Monsicur
Charpentier.

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“Clest alfreex I’ gaid Moszoo, “ You
shall feel zis, oh yes, verres moochl
Zose young rascals—-"

“I do not care to hear such a name
epplied to the boys of my Form, siri”
said Mr. Quelch stiffiy,

“Comment 7"

Quelch walked on, leaving Mossoo
stari Monsieur E‘imrpmtier realised
that his sypathy was not appreciated.
He shregged his shoulders and whisked
AWEY.

The Remove master went down to the
gates, Gosling, at his lodge, touched
his ancient hat, with a very curious
look at the Form-master.

Quelch’s pecaliar position, as a master
without a Form, was, of course, talked
of up and down Greyfriars, from end
to end. Gosling had told Mr. Mimbla,
the -gardener, that these were precious
“goings-hon,” and Mr. Mimble agreed
that they were. Taking ne heed of
Gosling's stare, Mr. Quelch looked out
of gates, up the long white road that
ran over the common to Courtfield.

“They ain’t coming back, sir!™ said
Gosling.  *“ Ain’t seed ’ide nor 'air of
‘em, sir, since they 'coked it.”

Quelch seemed denf.

“Wot 1 says 1a this ere, sir—" went
on CGosling.

Quelch stepped out into the road. He
appeared to have no use for Gesling's
entertaiming conversation.

Nobody was to be geen on the road.
If Mr. Queleh had hoped to spot some
sign of returning Removites, he was dis-
appointed. Like Sister Apme, he
watched in vain to see anyone coming.

Presently, however, a figure appeared
on the road. It was not that of a
Remove junior. It was & tall and
angular figure, with an eyeplass gleam-
ing in one eye and & stick under one

BITI.
Quelch compressed his lips a little
as he recognized Sir Hilton IEGPPEI‘. It
was rather unfortunate that one of the
governors of Greyifriara lived zo near
the school. He had no doubt that Sir
Hilton had now learned of the strange
state of affairs, and wos coming along
to poke his lordly nose into 1t. Indeed,
aa the rebels of Greyfriars had taken
up their guarters en Popper's Izland,
the baronct could not have remained in
ignorance of the outbreak for long.

Bir Hilton was frowning darkly as he
came, his long legs whisking. He gave
Mr. Quelch a curt nod as he came up.

“ood-morning, eirl” barked Bir
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Hilton. “I have called to see Dr.
Locke: but you, eir, I think, are the
master of the Remove—the boys who
have taken possession of my island 1nm
the Sark.”

"QUH.-E!” i

“May I ask, sir, why you have not
removed the boys of your Form from
my island ?” demanded Sir Hilton. “I
found them thera this morning, sar,_n.m:l
was treated with disrespect and inso-
lence.  They refused to go af my
order.”

“ Indeod 1"

“Yes, indeed!™ snorted B3ir Hilton.
“ Aro these boys €o ba left, sir, wander-
1 sbout the countey at their own
pleasure I

“1 understand that they are camped
on the island,” said Mr. Quelch calmly.

)

’ 1

fir Hilton gasped. This was dashed
impertinence, from a man who was,
after all, in SBir Hilton’s lordly view,
only & dashed teacher |

The fact was, that Sir Hilton’s claim
to that island was very nebulous, Sir
Hilton's. wide estate was covered with
morigages, as with a garment. But he
had found difficulties 1m raising a
mortgage on that island. Thers was
a lack of title-deeds. Lawyers were
more particular about title-deeds than
was the lord of Fopper Court.

“5ir,” gasped Sir Hilton, "1f you are
supporting these boys in this—this ras-
cally rebellion and lawless trespass——"

“MNot at all, sir; but—=

" Pah ¥

" Really, Sir Hilton i

“Pah " repeated Sir Hilton.

Il

“If you

7 .

5

clear to you, sir, that—— Good gadl
Are you going, eir, when I am speaking
to you? BStop at once! I imsist upen
your hearing——" )

Sir Hilton insisted in vain. Turning
his back on the lord of an}};gr Court,
Mr. Quelch walked away. Sir Hilton
glared after him, alinost specchless with
wrath.

“Mr, Quelch!” hea bellowed. .

The Remove master did not turn his
head, .

“Good gad I gasped Sir Hilton.

He grasped the atick under his arm,
and made a stride after Henry Samuel
Quelch. Really, it looked, for a moment,
as if the irate lord of P-::rﬁper Court was
going to “whop” the back that was
turned on him so disdainfully. .

Fortunately, Sir Hilton restrained
himse}. With a suort, he strode on, and

Lbi

A 1

r-%

s
-

 Why have not the prefects been despaiched to remove your rebellious boys from my property ? ** hooted Sir Hilton Popper.

*¢ Attempts have bsen made,”* said the Head, *° but the prefects were unable—-"

Hilton,

“If ther wander about, ther will pro-
bably be brought in by the prefects.”

Elri%rt, fmrtn Bir Hilton. ’

ay are trespassing on my property,
gir | he hooted. “Do you suppose, sir,
that your boys will be allowed to camp
on my property like & mob of dizreput-
able gipsies?”

“0On your property, sir?” repeated
Mr. Quelch, with a touch of sarcasm,
He was in no mood to be bully-ragged
by even so great & man as Sir Hilton
Popper, baronet, chairman of the
governing board of Greviriars School.

“ My island, eir!” hooted Sir Hiltan.

“I am sure that my boys would not
trespass on private property, sir, if they
waere aware of it"” said Mr. Quelch
dryly. “Probably they take the view,
general in this neighbourhood, that the
island in the Sark.is common land, and
ﬁpe;?* to any of the King's subjects,
BIir

“* Are these senlor boys afraid of a mob of §

scrap with the Remove rebels, glared.

venture, sir, to make excuses for these
rebellions and impudent young
scoundrals 1

“There nre some excuses to be made,
nevertheless,” said Mr, Queich mildly.
“The boys believe that a member of
the Form has been unjustly expelled
and they are standing by him. It is, of
course, & great error; but—"

“If vou encourage these boys, sir, in
attempting to dictate to their head-
master, I shall seo that vou do net long
retain your position st Greyfriars I
roared Sir Hilton.

“Eindly do not suggest that I am
encouraging them!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “And as for my position 'at
Greyiriars, sir, that does not rest in
vour hands., I refuse to discuss it with
you I

H¥What? What?" barked Sir Hilton,
“You aro aware, sir, that I am chair-
man of the governors! I will make it
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* Nonsense and rubbish ! ** roared Sir

ors ? Pah ! The Bixth Formers, showing signs of their recent -

whisked in at the gates of Greyfriars,
He was at boiling-point when he arrived
at the House, and demanded to see Dr.
Locke,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sir Hilton Takes a Hand !
R. LOCKIL started.
D He was taking the Sixth Form
in Greek, when a deop and
booming voice became audible

from without.
The Sixth Form fellows exchaﬂfe&
wy

lances. Home of them grinned, T
ﬁnew tha voica of Sir Hilton Popper.
“Bless my soull” murmured the
Head.,
He laid down Bophocles—not, per-
haps, to the disappointment of the
geniors. They were not se keen on

Saphocles as their headmaster.
avy footsteps were heard on the
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torvidor. Then there was a starctled
51"|1w.'1|-.‘ fram Tr{:tn*r, the 1louso P,

“if You ':Ih.'!:t.*'nr s M

“Where 18 e, Locke ™

“"In tha SBixth Form
Bup—"

The heavy footateps tramped on.

v Bless my soul 1™ repeatod the Head.

Probably e had been expecting to
hear, sooner or later, from éir Flilton
Poapper. He was not anticipating the
interview with any pleasure.

Dr. Locke was, in point of fact, rathor
nt a losz to know how to deal with the
strange situation that had arisen in the
sehool. He was taking hiz time to con-
sithor the matter. In the mcantime, he
had to carry on—and Greok with the
Sixth was the order of the day. But
Gireel: with the Sixth seomed a trifie
light ns air to Sir Hilton. o inter-
rupied Greek with tho Sixth ruthlessly.

There was a sharp knock at the Forin-
rooin door, and it flew open.  Sir 1lilton
stroce 1.

* Dr. Locke—"

“Good-morning, sir!” said the Iead
mildly. _

sir Hilton snorted. Ile was not there
to exchange polite greetings.

“Aro you aware, sir, of what is going
on ™ ho demanded, “ My property has
veen invaded by & mob of boys from
thiz school. Thoy refuse to leave at my
order. I learn that they are remaining
out of school, 1n dofiance of authaority.
Is that, sir, & propor state of affairs in
one of the oldest and most celebrated
Publie schools in the kingdom 1

“"MNot at all, Sir Hilton! Buot—"

“But what, siri®

“ At the present moment, T am takin
a class| If you would be kind cnough
to wait in my sbody—" :

“1 shall do nothing of the kind, sir !
barked Sir Hilton. * I insist upon this

Room, arl

matter betng dealt with at once! 1
insist upon those bovs being removed
from my property without delay! As
a4 povernor i::)fl3 the school, T insist upaon
diseipline beang mamtained berel Why
ltave not these rebellious boys been
brought back to the school 2

“Attempts had been made—"

“Have you no prefects, sir?” hooted
Sir Hilton, “Why have not the prefects
becre dispatched to fetch them in?”

“It Las been done, sic, but they have
resisted—"

* Nonsense 1

“And the Prﬂieuts were unable—'

“ Bubbish I

“ Really, Sir Hilton—"

“I repeat, sir, nonscnse and rub-
bish I”* roared Bir Hilton. He glared atb
the staring Bixth. *Are these senior

boya afraid of & mob of juniors?
liuh I-".il-
Tha Sixth glared back. A good many

of the Greyiriars
of signs to show o
rebels on the island.

Wingate and Gwynne had a swollen
nose each, Loder had a big bump on his
head, Walker had a dark shade round
ona aye, Uarne had & cauhiflower ear
COther fellows had other damages, from
which they had not yet recovered.

They had been beaten off by the
rebela, and there had been a lot of
damege on both sides. They were not,
az the angry baronet s ested, afraid
of a mob of juniors. Bull, they were
not keen to try it on again.

“Pah! What 1a my old school coming
to1” snorted Sir Hilten. “Have your
prefects, sir, Tun away from a crowd of
small boys—"

“Chepse it!” came a voice from the
back of the class,

Sir Hilton jumped.

iprefects had plenty
tha scrap with the
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“What? What? Who spoke?” he
roared,

" Bilence in the class1” exclaimed the
Head. * Really, Bir Hilton, this is no
place—uo time—-"

“1 insist, sir, upon tlus outrageous
state of affairs coming to an end at
onecel At once, sirl SBend your pre-
fects with me to the island now, and I
will seo that they do not run away
again.™

" Rats 1” come a voiee,

" Bitlence I gasped the Head.

Dyr, Locke, will you deal with this
mﬁtter at once—instantly 7
..+ am considering how to deal with
1t, 2ip——t i

" Nonsense 1™

iy Sj r IH‘

“Then I, sir, will deal with the
matter personally I roared Sir Hilton.

L Your, sir, a3 headmaster, ecannet
mamtain order in this school, I will take
the matter in hand, as & governor, sir |
I will call my keepers and remove the
young rascals from the island. Be pre-
pared, sir, to receive them in a very
short time; and I shall insist, sir, upon
the ringleaders b-ei:tlg cxpe“ea from the
Eﬂlgm:i:j and at{l e others soundly

» BIT, undar own ayes |

i :-E-::i t I-lilt.f.m-—--”m:.'r e

“I have told you, sir, what T am
going to do, It is for you to deal with
the young rascals when I bring them
"W that Sir 1

‘it at Sir Hilton Popper stampe
out of tha SBixth Form R:::{:?IEE The dpm?:
closed after him with a bang,

Bless iy soul I murmumg the Head

faintly.

e passed his hand over his forchead.
Sir Hilton’s visit left him with a feel-
mg that a whirlwind had blown in and
ripped rgund the Form-room. Fortun-
ately 1t was nearly time for break, and
the Head was soon able to dismiss the
;ltiiéh and retire to the guietude of his

= L

Sir Hilton Popper was gone—which
was ong comnfort, If he suceceeded in
bringing the rebels back to the school,
that would be ancther comfort,

The Head was undoubtedly very
enxious for the present state of affaira
to come to an end. Bitting in his study,
he was thinking it over, when the tele-
phone bell rang. With & sigh he took
up the receiver. Really, there seemed
to be no reposs for g harassed head-
master |

“Is that the Head ! came a voice
over tha wires.

Dr. Locke almost jumped. It was a
familiar voice—that of Harry Wharton,
tho eaptain of the Remove.

“Wharton 1 gasped the Head
blankly. '

“¥es, sirl QGood-morning, &irl”

came the cheerful voice.
- “You—yon—you have left thoe—the
ieland, Wharton 1

That question was rather superfluous,
as there was certainly no telephons
installation on the island in the Sark.

“T'm speaking from Courtficld Post
Oflice, sir | I thought I ¢ould catch you
in hrealk.”

“1f thia means, Wharton, that sou
have decided to cease this rebellion, and
return o your dut "

“Certainly, sir, we shall all bs very
glad to de =s0," came the respectful
answer of tha captain of the Remove.
* It depends, sir, on whether you will
allow Bunter to stay.”

“Bunter | You arc aware that Bunter
has been expelled, for having atiacked
& Form-master—"

“Bunter never inked Prout, sir! We
all konow thatl”

" Nonsense |

“1t was some other fellow, sir, and
if ha's found out and sacked, we shan't
tay a word!l Woe're standing by Dunter
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because he mever did it, and he was
sacked for nothinp.”

“"How dare you .

“1 thought I'd tell you, sir, that we're
pll willing to come back to school, and
toe the line, if you'll let Bunter off—"

“Yon impertinent young _rascal!”
gasped the Head, “Do you imagine,
for one moment, that vou will be per-
mitted to dictate to your headmaster?”

“We can’t let Bunter down, sir! If
vou will let him stav on till the end of
the term, it might be found out who
really inked Prout—"

“That matter 15 closed, Wharton !

“Not at all, sie! It's wide open!™
answered the captain of the Remove
cheerfully., *“We're staving out till
Bunter gets justice, sir.”

“I command wyou to return to the
gchool at once, Wharton! Immediate
submission may induce me to deal with
Tou lf:mentl;,r.”

“And you'll let Bunter off, sic?”

“No!" roared the Head.

“Then there’s nothing doing,
Sorry! Ta-ta!”

ll- harm” ¥

No reply.

I!‘B'} :u

Silence !

The ceptain of the Remove had rung

¥

gir !

off. Dr. Locke, breathing hard and
dﬂ’ jaommed the receiver back on the
hooks with a jem that made the instru-

ment rock. At that moment, had the
captain of the Remove been within his
headmaster's reach, he certainly would
‘have received the thrashing of his hife.
Fortunately, there was the length of a
telephone wire between.

In Courtfield Post Office Harry
Wharton left the telephone box. Ha
etrolled out of the post office with a
cheery smile on his face. But that
cheery smile faded away as he almost
ran into & tall, angular gentleman who
WaS stridmgh along the pavement.

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharton.

He jumped bock—toos late! In a
moment he was wriggling with Sir
H%tﬂh Popper's sinewy grasp on his
collar.

e re—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

IR HILTON FPOPPER {airly
S G timing
This was luclk!
He was on his wav to Popper
Court from Gresfriars, and his way lay
through Courtlield High SBtrect, past the
post office. Certainly he had had not
the remotest suzpicion that one of the
- seioolboy rebels was in that building,
ghumng to his headmaster. Neither
ad the captain of the Remove any 1dea
that Sir Hilton was at hand. He had,
in fact, forgotten the existence of Bir
Hilton, important as that gentleman
Was.
It wns an unexpected meeting on both
gides—satisfactory only on one sidel
Sir Hilton gruh{;cd the junior’s collar
and held on to it like a bulldog to a
bone. This was the ring-leader of the
rebellion ; this was the young raseal who
had cheeked him only that morning!
The deep, dark frown on Bir Hilton's
face was replaced by a smile of happy
satisfaction—which to Wharton’s eaves
seemed rather like the %rin of & hvena,

“1 have caught you!" exclaimed Bir
Hilton.

Y Looks like it, s1r!” assented
Wharton ¢aclly. After the first wriggle
ha did not resist. Strong and sturdy
as he was, he had no chance in a tussla
with the lean, but muscular baronet.
ot that he had the slightest intention
of remaining a prisoner, But he had
to wait for a chance,

"Come with me!™ rapped Sir Hilton.
"I shall take you back to the school at
once. Are you alone here?' Bir Hilton
glanced round for other rebels,

“ No, sir!” answered Harry.

Who 13 with you?"

“You, sirt”

" Wha-a-at! What? Are you jestinﬁ
with me, you young rascal?” ejaculate
the baronet.

“ Exactly ! assented Wharton.

Sir Hilton breathed hard.

e R A A A e
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even.

This week our lightning artist selects
the Nabob of Bhanipur as his subject,
and_as * Inky " -himself says: ™ The
penfulness of the esteemed Skinner is
terrificl

Inky comesg from India's coral strand-
fulness,
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M You have left the island in the
river |* he snapped.
“Had to!"” explained Wharton. "I

couldn't possibly hri‘ng it to Courtfield
with me. So X iﬂﬂ. it.”

Sir Hilton brepthed harder! Evi-
dently this young rascal was in a jest-
ing mood! Sir Hilton had no use for
jests, and he compressed his grip on the
junior’s collar, grinding bony knuckles
into the back of his neck. :

7
"Did any other vyoung scoundrels
come with you, Wharton?"” he de-

manded.
"No, there's only an old seoundrel
with me, sir.”

”Gqﬂr{ ad! I have a mind to lay
my stick about you-—-—?"
“"Have you, sir? That's news!" said

I:h-a captain of the Remove cheerily,
‘l{ never Enew thet you had a mind at
all.

! Wha-a-t 7 .

‘If you have, why don’t you use it
sometimes, gir?”

Bir Hilton did not snswer that gues-
tion. With & red and wrathy visape,
he jerked his prisoner slong the pave-
ment, stared at by a score of prople in
tho High Street.

It was rather an unususel sight, in
Courtfield, for a stiff old pontleman
adorned with an eyeplass fo be scen
:j[erlqlng & schoolboy along by the collar.
ndifferent to stares, Sir Hilton marched

the Greyfriars junior off down the
streot.
“Would you mind taking wour

knueckles out of the back of my ncck,
sir #* asked Wharton meekly. “They're
rather bony if you don't mind my men-
tioning it."

The bony knuckles ground - harder
into the unoffending neck. 8ir Hilton
grasped his stick with his free hand,

“* Another word of insolence and I will
thrash vou before I take you back to
Greyiriars to be expelled ! he snapped.
“Come [V

Down the High Street they wont,
stared at on all sides, and followed by
a gathering crowd of curious youths.
Mr. Lazarus, in hiz shop doorway,
blinked at them ms t_hu&pnawd. i

“My cootness!” said Mr. Lazarvs, m
astonishment.

“ive thiz old donkey 8 punch in the

eye, will you, Mr, Lazarus!” asked
Wharton.
“0Oh my cootness!” gasped Mr.

EATLES.

He did not oblige! Sir Hilton, with
an angry snort, jorked the Greyiriars
junior onward.

Farther on, they came on Inspector
CGrimes. That official gentleman stared
at the strange sight.

Wharton shouted to him.

“Lend me & hand, Mr. Grimes! I'm
being. kidnapped.™

“Kidnappoed [  ejaculated the in-
spector.

“Tell this old ass to let go my collar,
please.”

“Sir Hilton—what—" .

“Stand aside, sir!"” snorted Sir
Hilton. “This boy is a truant from

school, and I am taking him back fo
Greviciags I .

“Oh?” seid Mr., [Grimes, staring.
“You had certainly botter go back to
schopl, Master Wharton!”

“Can't I give old Popper into custody
for kidnapping?” demanded Wharton.

r. Grimes grinned.

“Come!” romred Sir Hilton, and he
jerked the junior om gnst the grinning
police inspector. Bir Hilton's face was
crimson now. He was doing his duoty,
as he considered it, but he was gettin
much more publicity than he wanted.
Half the younger goeneration of Court-
field seemed to be following on behind,
and, as thev passed the Peal of Dolle,
s number of loungers there joined up,
and followed on.

It was geiting to be quite a proces-
ston. Sir Hilton accelerated more and
IIGre,

Suddenly his long legs stumbled and
tangled over something. It was Harry
Wharton's foot! Tripped by that foot,
Sir Hilton stumbled, and fell on his
knees, TUnfortunately he retained his

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,378,
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iron graszp on the junior's collar, and
Wharton wrenched in vain,

*Good god ! gasped Sir Hilton, as
he scrambled up, scarlet with  fury.
" -T—I—I will—"" WWithout stating
furiher what he would do, Sir Hilton
procecded to do ikl His stick faivly
ratg on Yyharton's shoulders.

“ihy ! Wow! Yarooooh!” roarcd the
juntor,  “Chack 6! You :illy old ass,
stap k! 1lelp! Whoeop! Cliuck i,
yvan dangerous maniac !

Whaeck, whacek, whack!

“Take that,” gasped Sir Hilton, Y aod
that—and that-—"

Whack, whack !

“Whoooop ! llelp !’ roared Wharton,
a3 he took them., He wriggled and
strugpelod frantically. " Help! Rescue!
Yoo-hooop t™

“Look ‘ere, vou let the Loy alone!®
A big brewer's drayman shoved forward.
“What's he done, old codger?”

“What ?” Sir Hilten glared at the
drayman, his breath quite taken away
by the check of a common mortal in

addressing him  as “old codger”
"What? Stand back! Held your
r-:-ngu-a? Do not interfore here, I warn
yoll,

*I say, help!™ shouted Wharton,
“Help 1™

“Clame 1Y snorted Bir Hilton, jorking
on aEain, -

Dut there was, #o fo speak, a lion in
the path! The big drayman stood n
tho way, with an angey expression on
his rugged face, As Sir Hilton jerked
mit, the big man gave him a puch on the
chost with a hand that was like a leg of
mutten, and the boronet gasped and
spluttered and staggered.

“You 'old on, sir ! said the drayman,
“You're a-hitting of that there yonng
covey with that blocming stick, and I
asks vom, as man to man, wol's ho
doenc 1™

Y Ruffian,” gasped Sir Hilton, "stand
aside ! Instantly ! 1t secmed almost
ineredible to the lord of Popper Court
ihat a big, rough drayvinan should von-
fure to come between the wind and s
nobithity ! But there the drayman was—
almost o mountain of bono and muscle
and sinew, as tall as Bir Hilton, and
{wice aa heavy, and not to be shifted.
And from the thickening crowd came
soveral volces cocouraging the burly
HAaTL.

*1 asks you, wot's the boy done?”
zail the drayman, with calm stolicdity.
= Nieo sart of a father von are, a-wallop-
g o kid like {luat ™

*What—what! I am not the boy's
[ether i shricked Sir Hilion,

“"Then if you ain't his father, who
are you u-hitting him for ™ deomnanded
the dravman indignantly, Lot the boy
alone 17

“Yes, let him alone !
three encouraging voices,

" Etand aside I roarved Zic Ihilton.
an taking o truant back 1o sclioul——

“ Mo business of vourn, if you an'k s
father 1 retorted the drayman, “ You
let "im alone 17

“Alnke him let go, please I exclaimed
Wharton, his eyes dancing, He hadd
lepreed thint help of some sort might turn
apr befere Greviviars wos rveached, 1
could not have turncd up in a more
elhewcrions form than {his! Zir 1lilten
wis & ralher powerful mas, but the
uge drayman could have picked him
upr 1 ome hamd,

"You leave it to me, lad ! zaid ithe
good-natured drayman, “1 ain’t secing
a man lay inio a kid with a slick like
ihat there! Now, =ir, 1 savs, as man 1o
man, you let that kid go, 1 zays, or T'l1
mitke you

"RWascal!l Vool spluticred Sir
Ililton. 1 will have you taken into

Tne AMacxer Lisnany.—xo. 1,378.

came {wo or
£q I

b

ons {,T I--1 will=I--I—— Hands
off I Villain! Seoundrel! Good gad '™

Sir Hilton Popper lashed out fiercely
with his stick. The drayman caught it
with o mighty arm, brushingl it aside
like & fly. Then he took hold of Bir
Hilton Fopper, and erumpled him up.

ok it, kid!Y he advized.

Wharton did not need advice on that
point, as soon as Sir IIilton’s grasp was
jerked off lum.

*Thanks 1 he gasped.
And he Hew.

“You're &
pood zort !
Bump!
Sir Hilton Popper sat down on the
pavement. He sat hard!  He zat and
spluttered, amid laughter fromm  the

Courtfield erowd.

“Now, wou beyave!” said the dray-
man, shaking a warning finger at him.
And he went back to the Peal of Bells
with his friends, leaving Bir Hilton
Popper mttmg on the pavement, and
wondering whether the universe was
folling in pieces round him.

When he ‘fols on hiz feet at last he
glared round for Harry Wharton, He
did not see him! The captain of the
Remove, as if he had been a Boojum,
had suddenly, silently vanished away.

Sir Hilten Popper took hia way to
Popper Clourt, in a frame of mind that
was not merely fierce, but ahsulutsﬁy
ferocious: His prizoner had escaped,
and gone back te rejoin the other
voung rascals on the isfand. But Sir
Hilton was not going to be long after
him.  And then the vials of wrath were
going to be poured on the deveted heads
of the Greyiriars rebels, and they were
gmn to be made te feel that life was
ardly worth living! At least, Sir
Hilton hoped se.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Aftack!
Hj{}LL‘E", ain’t it ?” said Bob Cherry.

“The jollifulness is terrific ™

“Rapping ! said Frank Nugent.

“I say, you fellows, this is better
than elasses with old Qaelch [* remarked
I3tlly Bunter. *“2o long as the grub
doesn't run out, we're all right here.”

Muost of the Greyfriars Remove agreed

with Bob that it was jolly on the island
in the river. The most studious fellow
in the Form would hardly have pre-
forred Latin in the Form-room.  DBe-
¢ides, the more studious feMows could
got en with Latin suttl under the
trees, if they liked., Few liked !

The river rippled and glowed in the
sunshine of July., Fleeey white clouds
sailed in a sky of azure. Billy Bunter
with his fat limbs repesing in a couch
of ferns, remembered his breakfast with
nleasure, and thought of dinuer with
Wppy anticipation.

The fact that he was under sentence
of the “=ack,” and only saved from that
condign fale by the Remove rallyin
round him and defyving authority, d1
not seem to worry the fat Owl of the

Remove, Bunter had a happy way of
ddismiseing  troubles from hiz  podgy
mind.

The only cloud on she horizen, [rom
Bunter's point of view, was the possi-
Lility that the * grub ™ might run out!

So long as the grub was all right,
everything was all right, zo far as
William George Bunter eould zee,

2ome of the fellows were clambering
in the great branches of the old oak in
the middle of the sland. Somoe of them
werg {ishing, though tha catchezs were
few angd far between.

skinner, Snoop, and Stott had retired
to & gf[alet spot 1o smﬂka‘ clgarettes,
Loxd auleverer was dozing o the
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shade, with his straw hat over his aris-
tocratic features. But most of the
fellows were ot work.

Harry Wharton was abeent, having

ona to Courtlicld to telephone to the

ead of Greviriars. Most of the rebels
agreed that, if the Ilead would * come
round,” the sooner the rehellion ended
the heiter. Sibill, they were not particn-
larly keen for it to end. It was, as Bob
declared, jolly on Popper's Island, and
& great mprovement on classes with
Quelch,

Fortifications were going on, under
the direction of Bob Cherry. Thero
had been no attack since that made b
the prefects at the Head’s order, whic
had been beaten off. But it was fairvly
certain that another would not be long
in coming. The rebels were going to be
ready for it.

Sevoral expeditions had been mada to
the shopa in Courtfield. Among other
things, coils of thick wire had been
brought to the island in the boat belong-
to Coker of the Fifth, now in possession
of the rebels, Almost all round the
island the frees and thickets grew to the
water's edge. It was possible for an
enemy to lend anywhers by scrambling
through the thickets, But “paid ¥ was
going to be put to that by means of a
wire entanglement, Line after line of
thick wire was run from tree to tree,
and bush te bush, round the margin of
the i1sland, Piles of cut branches and
logs wero stacked behind the wire,

“They won't pet through that in a
hurry I¥ remarked Bob Cherry., “ Why,
wa could hold out here all the summer,
if we liked.™

“Only we shall have to bo careful
ahout the grub !” zaid Billy Bunter. "1
say, we've run out of jam nirear]i,' b

‘Awful 1™ eaid Jobonny Bull  sar-
castically,

“Oh, that's sll right! T can rough
1t 1" said Bunter heroically. * 8o long
as there’s plenty of marmalade, I can
do without jam.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“5till, we shall have to be careful”
sald Bunter. “I'm not thinking of
my=elf, of course. It's not much I eat,
as vou know! But vou fellows—"

“Haflo, hallo, halle! Here's
YWharton !*

A rather breathless fisure appeared on
the bank. Bob Cherry and Frank
Mugent jumped inte Coker's boat, and
pulled across, to bring the captain of
the Bemove to the island,

“Been mm o serap?”  asked the
Bounder, a2 Wharton stepped from the
hoat on to Fopper's Island. “You look
lf !.u-

*“Old Popper popped up in Courtfield
and bagpge |1nue:|,]}:'l answered Harry.
“But I got away! 1 fancy we shall see
him here before lomg.”

“Good egg ™ said Smithy.
a litile exertement ™

“I say, Wharton, did you get iti"
called out Billy Bunter, |

“Which " asked Harry.

“The jam, of course, fathead! I
reminded you just before you started
that we were short of jam.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 wasn’t thinking of jam, fathead,
when old Pepper got mae by the neck.
I've phoned to the Head, you fellows.

T"We want

I'm afraid there’s nothing deing. He
geemead waxy.”
“Wa can keep it vp az long as he

does " sald the Bounder. “ What can
they do, anyhow?  ‘The prefects have
been licked, and we're ready to lick em
again, if they show upl”

“* Hear, hear

*1 say, you fellows——"

“PDon't wyou waorry, Bunter, we're
keeping you safe !” spid the Bounder,

“¥Yes, I know that,” eaid Dunter
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“ Nice sort of a father you are, a~walloping & kid like that!® said the draymamn, as Wharton struggled in vain in the

grip of Sir Hilton.

peevishly., “But I was thinking about
the jam! 1 think some fellow uu%‘ht to

o into Courtfield for the jam! I'll pa%
or it, of course. 1 told you fellows
was expecting a postal-order—"

“[rive us a rest[”

* Beast !” ]

Harry Wharton was looking up the
river inn the direction of Popper Court.
That mansion was not very far away,
though hidden from sight by the thick
woods along the Sark. After what had
happened in Courtfield that morning,
Wharton had no doubt that Sir EHilton
Popper would lese no time in dealing
with the echoolboys on the island.

“Here they come!” he said suddenly.

A boat came gliding down the river.
Joyee and anothor keeper were pulling,
and Sir Hilton Popper sat in the stern,
his eyeglass gleaming back the rays of
the sum,

“The jolly old enemy!” said Bob
Cherry. “Does that old duffer really
think that three of them will be able
to handle us? We're ten to one.”

“If he docs he will soon find out his
piddy error,” grinned the Bounder,

“Line up!” called out Wharton.

“I s&ay, you ' fellows "-—Bunter
gcrambled out of his nest of ferns—"I—
I think I'd better see about cooking the
diopner.”

And Bunter rolled up the path to the
interior of the island.

Most of the Remove gathered at the
landing-place, which was on the shore of
the island opposite the Popper Court
bank. The boat came ghding down
between the island and the bank, and
the two oarsmen pulled in. Harry
Wharton waved his hand to Sir Ililton
Popper, sitting like a grim gorgon in

the stern, and the baronet’s eyes
gleamed at him.
“heep off 1" called out Wharton,

“ What —— what! " shrieked the lord of Popper Island.
if you sin’t his father, wot are you a-hiiting him for ?** demanded the drayman.

“We're not allowing anybody to land
here !

The two keepers glanced over their
shoulders at the crowd on the island.
They rested on their oars at a litile
distance. Landing in spite of such
heavy odds did not seem to them an

easy proposition.
+

Keep your distance, Popper!”
shouted tha Dounder.
Sir Hilton stood up in the boat,
“I order von off my island!” he

roared. “I zee that yvou have a boat.
(Get into it at once and return to the
gchool ! Otherwise, foree will be used

“2ame here!” chuckled the Bounder.

“ And the forcefulness of our estecmed.
selves will be terrific, my csteemcod and
ludicrous Popper IV

“Will you leave my island at once?”
roared Sie Hilton.

“Whose island?” inquired

Wharton,
My island ! hooted

Harry

“What—what?
Sir Hilton. *What do you mean? Tou
know that you are trepessing there !”

“Wa don’t know anything of the
kind,” answered the captain of the Fe-
move coolly. “I°ll tell you what, old
bean! If it's your island, we wouldn't
ba found dead on 1t! Trot out your
titla deeds!”

“Wha-p-t 1"

“As soon as we've seen them we'll
got off the island—if it's yours,” said
Wharton, “That's a fair offer.”

“The fairfulness is terrific!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Sir Hilton Popper made no answer.
Porhaps he was too lofty and dignified
to enter into such a discussion with
rebel schauil:nalys. In point of fact, all
the countryside knew that the island
was common land, and had been so
from time immemorial, till Sir Hilton
enclosed it as part of his estate. Sir
Hilton had “got away " with it, so to

“ ] am not the boy's father! * % Then

¢ Let the boy alone! ™

speak, because it was nobody’s speeial
business to go to law about i with =0
big a potentate.

%ut whether Sir Hilton's claim was
well or ill-founded ho was very obstin-
ate about it. His keepers had orders to
turn all trespasserz and picnickers ofl
the island, which they generally did,
Bur turning off the wholo Greyfriars
Remove was a much larger proposibion.

“What about it, old bean?” choriled
the Bounder. :

“Joyee, get to the island at once!
Do you hear me?” roared Sie Hilton.
“What are you delaying for? Are you
afraid of these schoolboys? I will deal
with them as soon as 1 land.”

* Yesz:r !” gasped Joyee.

The two keepers pulled on.  The boat
ran in to the izland shoere snd bumped
among tho willows.

Sir Hilton had & heavy Malacea cane
in his hand, and he grasped it almost
convulsively. Once he was at close
quarters with the Greyfriars rebels,
ha expected to finish matters with that
malapees. He was going to whack right
and left, and drive a howling crowd
off the island—at lcast, that was the
programme, It remained to carry out
the programme.

Joyee held on to a branch to steady
the boat while Sir Ililton landed. A
tomato, accurately hurled by the
Bounder, canght him under the chin,
and the head keeper stagpered, lost his
hold, and plumped into the boat.

It rocked wildly; and 8ip Hilion,
stepping out, stepped into s font of
mud, instead of on the shore. His boots
gquelched in mud, and the waler lapped
round his bony knees.

Threa or four fellows gave the boat
a shove, and it spun away on the e
rent, and floated down the river, with
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the two keepers sprawling in it.  Per-
haps Jovee and his man could not stop
it.” Perbaps they were not keen to do
50, Anyhow, the boat whirled away on
the current,

“Good gad!” pasped Sir Hilton
Papper.
Ille tramped through mud, and

stamped on the island shore. ‘The Be-
movites swarmed round him, went
the ralacen, and right and left it
whacked, amid yells and howla.

* Mow, then, young rascals! Leave
this island at once! O with you!™
roared Sir Hilton, “Go! Get into
yvour boat! Gol®

Whack ! Whack!

“Oh, my hat I

“Oh scissors

“Collar him 1"

“1Tpe-enied hien I

“ Yarool I

That the Greyfriars rebels would ven-
ture to lay disrespectful hands on his
lordly perzon had probably not securred
to Sir Hilton.

Bnt they did.
havd and fast.

There was a crash as the lord of
Poppor Court went down, and his
malacea Aew froam his hand.

He struggled frantically:; but the
hands that pgrasped him  seemed  in-
numerable. Sprawling in the gress ha
roared and struggled, and kicked and
ﬂlrEﬂtEI}nd. all in vain. ¥e had ven-
tured inte a hornels’ nest; and the
horoets were too many for him. The
lord of Popper Court was helpless in
the hands of the Philistines.

Lo i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Three Men in 8 Boat |

id IT on him 1™
S “Ha, ha, ha
“Got him ™

“Duck  him !
DRounder.
“Goced ecg ™
“Good goad!™

They laid them on,

1
*

shouted the

gasped Sir Hilton.
“Release me! 1 order you to release
me! I— Unrrgh! Good gad!”

Sir Hilton Popper slmost wondered
whether he was rﬁ:uming, Really it
seemed moro like a nightmare than
reality.

He was dragged to hiz feet, held on
ell sides by miany hands. Iis arms, his
neck, s ears, his cost-tails, and even
his hair were grasped. He wrigeled,
but he could only wriggle. The odds
were overwhelming, snd he had not
the ghost of a chance. He stood tottar-
ing and panting in the midst of a yell-
g angd laughing erowd.

**Ihick him 1™

‘ 'i‘!a’? duckfulness is  the proper
eapoer.

“Blove him n 1

“Hold on!” pasped Whartan, as the

excitrd juniors began to hcave the
purgling Laronet towards the water.
“Hold en! Draw the line, you men!
IIe's too jolly old to duek ! H:;: will get
rhenmatism and things.™

Lot hine ! snapped the Bounder.

* Young rascals I Urrgh! Scoundrels !
Gurrgh! I will have wou arrestedl
Wurrgh ! stuttered Sir Hilton incoher-
ently. “Yurrgh 0™

* Look out ! shouted Bob Cherry.

The boot was coming back. Joyca
and his man were far from keen on a
wcrap with the Greyirviars ecrowd: but
they came to the reseuo of their master.
The kerers’ boat bumped in the wil-
lows apain.

“Help 1" puveled Sie Hilton,
heve ! Joyeo! Wilson !
discharge yvou! Gurrgh!
not immediately—— Wurrgh i
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“Help
}Iﬂl?! I will
f vou do

L

.the other

“Go for 'em!” roared the Bounder.
And be leaped recklessly into the
keeper's boat without weiting for the

enemy to land. i 5 =
gospe oyce. “Yon
Cﬁcgh 1

*“Look here!”
Oh, jiminy !

A dozon fellows follawed the Bounder.
There were plenty left to hold the lord
of Popper Court. The boat rocked and
shipped water. The two keepers, re-
sisting valiantly, went down in the E-oa.t,
with water swamping over them. They
had come to their master’s rescue; but
they needed rescus themsolves hadly.
DBut thera was no rescue for them,
Swamped with water in the rocking
boat, they heaved and wriggled under
a swarm of yelling junigrs,

“Give over ! gurgled Joyce., *1 tell
you, give over! h I*

“Chuck a rope here I’ shouted Bmithy.
Peter Todd tossed in a rope. With
fellows holdi tha two
keeEars the Bounder tied them back to
back. Then they sat in the bottom of
the boat with six inches of water lap-
pin%:mund themn. :

“Now chuck that old goat in!”
shouted Vernon-Bmith,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Release me ” shricked Sir Hilton.
“1 order you—— I—— Oh gad!

“In you go!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Chuck lum in "

“Head first !

iE a, hﬂi; }'IE. l”

“Gently does it!” said the captain
of the Remove. “ Remember-his jo
old venoerable years!™

Hir Hilton Popper was no longer
voung, but he was not exactly venerable,
However, ho was rather glad that the
voung rescals, excited as they were, had
a proper respect for age.

The baronct was not “ chucked ?' into
thae boat head first; he was lifted in and
plimiped down on the stern seat.

His sticl, his hat, his eyeglass
together with his gloves, were scatter
far and wide, and the rest of him was
very untidy and dishevelled. But ho
was still game, and the moment the
juniors released him he grasped at the
nearest fellow—who happened to be_the
Bounder—and smacked his head- right
and left,

“Whooop 1" rosred Smithy, “Oh
crumbs ! You potty old sss—
Yarooooop ™

8ir Hilton was promptiy collared
again, e was jammed down to the
seat onea more, and this time he was not
left loose. The Bounder. his ears crim-
zon and burning from hefty smacks, took
s turn of the rope round his wrists and
tied thomn lmhimfl:{m to the tillor—after
which the lord of Popper Court was
unable to do any further damage.

“ Now shove off 1" shouted Smithy.

The juniors scrambled out of the boat.

Many hands shoved at it, and it was
sont rocking oot into the stroam.

It turnod on the eurrent and drifted
away slowly down the Sark, followed by
volls of loughter from the island.

“Good gad!” gasped Sir  Hilton
Popper dazedly. Really he could hardly
belicve  that these awful things were
haimenmg.

Ic strugeled to free his hands. But
the Bounder had tied them too safely
for that. His struggles only swayed tho
tiller and caused the boat to wobble as
it drifted down thoe stream.

“Jayece I'" howled Sir Hilton., * Joyee,
get up! Release me! Do vou hear me,
Jovea? Release me, you foal 1”

*1 ean't stir a "and 1” gasped the head
keeper. " look at me ™

“And look at me !” groaned the under
keener. *“Oh lor' I

“¥ou must fres yourselves somchow [
roarcd Sir Hilton. “Can I remain like
this? EHave you no sense "’

THE MAGNET

*Ha, ha, ha!"” camo a yell from the
island.

. Sir Hilton glared back at the lm}ﬂl-
g crowd on the landing-place. b
Cherry waved a hand in farewsll.

"I—I1—]1—" gaspcd Bir Hilton,
“Joyce, if you do not contrive to re-
l-eas?“me immediately I will discharge
you

Joyee did not answer that. He was
wriggling in his bonds, enxious for re-
leage on his own account. But thers was
nothing doing.

The beat drifted on, wobbling and
rocking. A bend of the river hid the
island and its laughing crewd from
sight. Bir Hilton ga wildly at the
near bank. Ho was anxzious for help,
but at the saine time he did not want
to be seen in his present ridiculous posi-
tion. So he was both sorry and glad
that no ona was to be secn on the tow-
path,

“ood pad ™ he gasped.

The current on the Sark was slow,
but it was steady, and the boat drifted
on. 'The prospect of arriving at the
village of Friardale tied up in the boat
was simply horrifying to 8ir Hilton
Popper, but there seemed no help for it.

ut a4 the drifting boat drew near the
Greyfriars boathouse hea discerned o
figure on the bank. It was that of Mr.
Guelch, the master without a Form.

Mr. Queleh had decided on a walk fo
fill up that idle morning, and there he
was. He glanced at the boat and then
stared st 1t, and then his stare become
fixed and amazed.

Sir Hilton yelled to him.

“Help! Do vou hear me? Helpi"

“Gioodness gracious " exclaimed the
Hemove-master, .

He approached the margin of the
water, staring blankily at the boat, but
it was vards opt of his reach.

“Will von help me?” shrieked Bir
Hilton, "

“J cannot reach you, sir 1" gasped Mr.
Quclf]h?. “What—what—what has hap-
pened 7

“Your boys, sir, have treated me itke
thia I'" roared Sir Hilton, *Those rebel-
lious woung scoundrels on my island,
sir | hey have ventured, sir, to lay
hands on me and—and tie me up in my
own boat! I order von to release me,
gir! Do you hear me "

“1 am not deaf,” answered Mr. Quelch
coldly. “And # yon will explain how
T am to resch you I shall be happy Lo
release you,"

“P'r'aps yan could steer tha boat in,
sir 1" gasped Joyee. “Your 'ands being
on the tiller, sir—""

Sir Hilton jerked at the tiller tle
wrong way, and the boat surged out
farther from the bank. He snarted and
jerked again. Mr, Quelch watched from
the towpath.

Frobably he was shocked to sce Lhe
stats to which the lord of Popper Court
Lad been reducced by the Remove reliis.
At the same time his features were
twitching as i he found it hard to re-
presz a smile. But it was po smiling
matter to Bir Hilton or tha two
wretched keepors sitting in six inches of
wator.

The hoat, very clumsily stecred, drow
in towards the bank again. Mr. Queleh
followed it, ready to grab as soon ns it
came within reach. It bumped on a
wodge of mud thick with rushes that
jutted inte the river, but before tho

move-master eould get to it it drifted
off Eguin. Queleh’s grasp missed it by a
yard.

“TFool 1" roered Sir IHilton.

“8ir 1" gasped Mr. Quelch, pink with
indignation.

“Will you help me or not? I quite
believe, sir, that you are in sympathy
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with those young scoundrels on my
island. I have no doubt, sir, that you
would be glad for me to be exhibited
to the whole village tied up in this
ridiculous posture! T have oo doubt of
it, air 1"

“If vou will

“Fool!” :

*“These exprezsions, Sir Hilton—"'

“Dolt 1™

“Really, sir—

“ Imbecile 1”

Sir Hilton Popper was far too ex-
asperated to measure his expressions,
But really it was not judicious to apply
those faney names to the man upon
whom he relied for help. 1 ]

Mr. Queleh's lips sct in a tight line,
and his eyes glinted. .

“Tf youw'd steer in, sir——" said the
head keeper.

“ Sileriee, How
speak [ " —

“The man's advice is good, sir,” =aid
Mr. Queleh. “Unless you steer within
my reach—"

“Tdiot ! ; :

8ir Hilton wobbled the_tiller again.
Once more the boat impinged on. the
rushes, and Mr. Quelch bent over, and
his fingers tounched the gunwale. "

“MNow hold on, you, clumsy dolé!
roared Sir Hilton.

Br. Quelch had been on the point of
holding on. Now, perhaps, by accident
his fingers slipped pn the gunwale, and,
instead of huﬁling om, he gave the boat
a shove. It shot out into the river.

“Fool! Idiet! Imbecile! Dolt?
spluttered Sir Hilton.

Tho boat had shot far out of Alr.
fueleh’s reach. It was canght in the
current in the middle of the SBark and
Aonted on faster than before.

Mr. Quelch gazed after it, and appar-
ently gave up the hepe of reaching it
at all. At all events he walked on up
the towpath and gave it no further heed.
Probably he was fed-up with Sir
Hilton's method of expressing thanks.

“Good gad 1" gasped Sir Hilton,

The boat drifted past the Greyiriars
raft. Naobody was there; the school was
still in eloss. It drifted on. :

Half an hour later the three men 1n
the boat were being released by a grin-
ning, chuckling crowd of villagers at the
old wharf in Friardale.

L]

get witlin reach

T

kL

Joyee ! dare you

i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tit for Tatl -

1 OW 1" yelled Bammy Bunter.

w Sammy was hurt.

And he was indignant.

8o far ns Bunter minor of
the Becond Form could sce, there was
no reason at all why Coker of the Fifth
should have kicked him in passing,

But Coker had—hard !

Horace Coker's mental processes were
not always easy for common mortals to
follow.

The facts were these. Sammy was the
hrother of Billy Bunter of the Retnove
Billy Bunter had inked—or was sup-
posed to have inked—Coker’s Form-
master, and had been sacked for that
oxploit. The Remove rebellion had fol-
lowed. The Remove rebels had buri"gcd
Coker’s bnat for use in thair island
refuge, They had handled Coker on
that oceasion forcibly. Coker, thercfore,
passing Sammy of the Second in the
guad, kicked him, and felt ecompletely
justified in so doing. PBesides, kickings
wore good for fags—in Coker's opinion,
st least.

Having given Sammy Bunter that
completely  justifiable kick, Horaco
Coker walkué on, [eaving the fat fag
yelling.

Sammy blinked after him through the
big spectacles that made him lock so
like hiz major vengefully. -

Coker dismissed the trifling incident
from his mind at once. Bub 1t was not
g0 easy for Bunter minor to dismiss it
A kiek lingers longer in the memory of
the kickee, =0 to speak, than of the
kicker.

The fact that Sammy yelled, that he
pressed o fat hand in anguish to lus
podgy trousers, and squirmed, did not
worry Coker. Coker had far more 1m-
portant matters than that te think
about. .

He walked on under the eclms, his
rugged brow corrugated with thought.
He was not even aware that Sammy
rolled after him.

Sammy Bunter, at the moment when
Goker landed that lkick, had been
deeply engrossed in a problem, Gatty
of the Second had given im an orange,
Bunteor nunor

nicely wrapped in paper.
had been delighted with that generous
gift—until

he uﬁwr&pﬁed the paper.
Then he discovered that the orange
was an exceedingly sneient one—in fact,
green with age. That explained why
George Gatty had given it to him—
evidently from a misdirected semse of
humour. .
Sammy had been examining that
orange with keen eves and spectacles to

COMPILE A GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK AND WIN A
POCKET WALLET!

Haid * Fiehy ' to Bunter ona day @
“You owe me thres- ha'pence,
you lay.
You’ll surs " hit the grit?
¥ you don't remilit
Without any further delay! "

I' The above winning effort was
sent 1n by Eric Holmes, of 184,
Leeds Road, Nelson, Lanes.

POST YOUR LIMERICK TO-
NIGHT !

derrx =i

ascertain whether some small portion of
it yet remained in an aﬂiﬁl:: stafe.
Coker's kiek had interrupted that
urgent investigation. snd Bammy had
dropped the ancient crange.

ow he picked it up again.

None of it was edible—not s spot!
Indeed, it was not very easy to hold it
together in one piece. ut Sammy
Bunter had thought of a use for it.

As an article of diet, that orange
was useless. Dut landed in the back of
Cokar's neck, it might wyet serve a
useful purpose! 8o the wrathful fag,
oranga in hand, stalked Coker of the
Fifth under the elms, watching for a
chance to land it in the back of Coker's

neck.

Coker of the TFifth, oblivious of
Sammy and such small fry, glanced
round him under the trees, and spotfed
Potter and Greene on a bench thoere.
He joined them, and =at down.

The bench backed on an elm. Sammy
Bunter, with deep eunning, approached
that elm by a roundabout course to get
behind Cloker

“Don't go!” said Coker. '

Potter and Greens of the Fifth had
risen as their great leader sat down,
Coker’s arrival seemed to remind them
that it was time to get moving,

“Well, I've got to speak to Wingsate
ebout the cricket,” vemarked Potter.

“No pood talking to winﬁte about
ericket,” answered Coker. “He doesn't
know anything about cricket.”

H

“He's put me in the First Eleven”
said Potter.

“That shows that he doesn't know
ﬂ.l‘ljr't.hlll?.‘ about it "

“Oh 1"

“He's left me out," said Coler.
“8illy ass, you know ! But never mind
Wingaio now ! B5it down! I've some-
thing to say.”

Coker geneorally had. It was zeldom
that his chin had a really long rest.
Fotter and Creene sat (i'ﬂwu again,
After all, it was nearly tea-time, and
Coker couldn’t keep them long. And
EI'.II-ELE[‘, a3 usual, was pgoing to stand
fea in the study. A fellow had to be
tactful with Coker.

“I've been thinking 1" went on Coler.

Potter and Greene forbore to ask him
what he had done it with. They only
wonderad.

"“Those little sweeps have got my Loat
on  Popper’s Island,” resumed Colker.
“T'm not letting them keep it, of course.
How long have they been there now--
nearly a week? Nobedy secems able to
handle them—"

“No bizney of ours " vawned Greene.

“Don't be an ass, Greene! If the'
Head had sense cnough fo make me a
prefect, I'd handle them fast enough!
They've beaten off the prefects, and the
silly chuwnps don't seem kcen to try it
on again. Old Popper's tried it on, and

hear that he's caught a cold, that's
all.  They're just gloating, and fancy-
mg that they're going to carry on as
long as they like !l Well, they're not1”

“Blessed if T see what the beaks ore
going to do ! said Potter. ™ The Head's
put the Sark out of bounds for the
school. Ha doesn't seem able to think
of anything else. Perhaps hie's waiting
for them to get fod-up with playing the
giddy ox.”

“T've thought it out. I can't let the
checky young rascals keep my boat, of

course. FHesides, that's the crux of the
whole matter.”

“Good word, anvway!™ murmured
Greone.

“They get off in that boat, and got
grub in  from Courtficld,” went on
Coker, “If the grub ran short, what
would they do? They'd have to give in.
Well, I'm going to get my boat back—
see? The beaks and prefects haven't
much sense, but they've sense enough
to see that the young swoeps don't get
hold of another bLoat. They'll be
stranded and done for—what %

“You think they’ll let vou take the

boat off them?” asked Potter, with a
surreptitions wink at Greeno,
. “More likely fo duck you, old Lean,
if you go after it!” said Greene, shak-
ing his head. “I'd leave it alone, if I
were vou.”

"1 dare =sa ou wanld 1 apreed
Coker. “That’s the gort of fathead you
are, Greene, old chap 1™

* Look here——*

“"Don't jaw ! I'm spraking ! I'm not
thinking of barging in in the broad
adavlight and giving those cheeky fags
a chance of handling me az they did
the prefeets!” explained Coker, *I'm
going to nze strategy. I've got the head
for it! We'ra gpoing alter davk—"

"We ¥ ejaculated Palter.

"Arve we? pasped Grecne.

“Tt's up to me, and T expect you
fellows to help 1 eaid Coker. "If wo
gret the boat away, they're dena!l Well,
wo're getling the boat away—sen ¥

“The Head's put the place out of
bounds—"

* Quite right. too,” enid Coker. ® Bat
that won't make any dilference to me,
of conrse,”

“And 1t's lock-up at dark

Tueg Masrsr Lasnany.—No. 1,370,
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“We shall
loci -up——-**

“ Break bounds after lockup ! ejocu-
lated Greene,

“Naturally | We've got to calch them
asloen, otherwizse {he whole moly of them
will pile on us—duek us in the river,
very  likely | They've  pot  cheek
cuozh 1 sabd Coler * Look what they
dul fo old Popper and his keepers the
ollier «lay, We can get out after dark
sl po down te the river—us three.
Yo twe fellows stay o the bank; I
swim out to the island with a rope—
see Y

"after and Greene gazed at IHorace
Coker,

Coker had said that he had  been
thinking, They had doubied it, not
really believing that he had the works.
Rut 1t secined that he had. Really, it
looked as §if Cuker bad put a lot of
bramwork into this.

or the actual fact was, as Potter and
Greene had to admit, that there was
zsomoething in it.

If the rebels lost their hoat, they
wollhl undoubtedly be stranded.  Food
stupphies wonld be cut off. SBurrender
would be anly o matter of fime.  And
:"!Hl'il H} “i:.:h*. fl:'lTFl.:F 1= Fﬂlhl;"l" ]i{l.[.i I"Iﬂi'”]{'.'{:l
was the only way of getting the boat
from themn,

The rebels were fawcly certam to
eleep o nights. In the dav-lime they
wire waktehiful enoupgh, bue ihey wonld
Le off their ruard when shunber's ehain
Ead bound them. A fellow who swam
off silently to the island in the nuddle
imf the night had a walk-over before
I

Unhooking the rebels’ boat and get-
ting away with it would he cazv busi-
ness,  JPotter and Greene could only
wonder how sueh o masterly selieme had

have to get out after

coe inie Coker’s head.
“Bee?  repeated  Colker. “You
fellows needn’t got wet—I dare say

vou're afraid of wetting vour dear little
feet! T shall swim off, loose the boat,
tie the rope to it, and you'il pull it
peross—with me 1 it—sea? They'll
wake up in the morning—stranded !

“Well, my hat ! said Grecne. It
aight work——"

“¥ou mean, it will work, Grocre! I
shall handle it 17 said Coker,

“But  breaking bounds——
[Patter.

“1 faney tha Head
rnough, when he hears that we've got
the  boat away from those vyoung
villains, and they're stranded,” said
Uoker. “He won't make a fuss about
it Why, only vesterday old Pront saw
:hat Loat, roing down to the island
frem  Courtfield, loaded with grub.
They're making a regular pienic of it.
I heard Pront telling Capper and
Wiggine. Stacks of it in the boat, he
saidl—lmndles and bundles. Prout said
that the boat ought to be got hold of
sanchow,  OF course, he never thought
of how, ITe hasn't the brains! And 1
=an jolly well tell you that we're going
to bag that boat tomight—this very
night—and put paid to these checky

said

will be glad

young sweeps!  Aoad I ecan say——
Yaroop I
Coker did wnot mean  to AV

“¥Yaroop ! He said it suddenly and
unmieniionally az an ancient orange
siddenly squaszhed on his right ear.
“"Oh! Ow! What—  Ooooooch 1
splnttered Coker, leaping to his feot,
Bammy RBuntor, leng lurking Lehind
the elin watching for a chanee, had
risked it at last. Coker had got the
orange—under his ear ! It burst there,
and maost of it ran stickily down Coker's
neek.
* What—what--who—how—what—"
Tue Macxer Lasniny.—No. 1,375

gasped Coker, dabbing squashed orange
with his fingers, in amazement. “ Whao
~~what—— =~ Why, it's an orange—a
rotten orange ! Groogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Potter and
Greene.

“You cackling idiots!” roared Coker.
“What is thers to cackle at, I'd like
to know? You gurgling dummics—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Who chucked that rotten orange?
Who——"" Horaes Coker glared round
in towering rvage. He glimpsed a fat
figure vanishing in the distance. “That
young scoundrel, Dunter minor! This
12 because I kicked him—the cheeky

voung rotter! Why, I—I—I'll smash
him| T pulverise him! I'll spifti-
cate him! TI'll—*"

Coker rushed in fierce pursnit, and
Potter and Greene, tmueh more amused
than Coler, chuckled and chortled as
he went.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Brainy !

(L ALLO, halle, halla?™
H “Who's that

“Either a fat frog or a
member of the DBunter
farmily ! said Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha”

“*It's a Bunter!™ spid Bob Cherry
with a chuckle, “ Billy's jolly old minor.
Billy, here's a visitor for you!”

“Ob, rot!” vewned Billy Bunter.

It was a warm afternoon, July was
hot, though the heat was tempered by
the wind that came up from the sea.
Billy Bunter was resting—he was gener-
ally resting when he was not eating. He
did not scem disposed to stir on the news
that his miner had appeared in the

nfi'm%f. Brotherly love was not al;runrﬁrlz.r
developed in the Bunter clan. Billy
and Sammy eould have missed ona

another's . company for weeks with

mtunl satisfaction,

But though the fat Ow] of the Remove
was not inlerested, plenty of other
fellows on the island watched Sammy
with interest.

The rebels of Grevfriars were on their
guard from early morn till dewy eve,
and the landing-place on Popper's
Island was never Jeft unguarded. It
was always possible that a sudden in-
vasion might haiupan, either from Grey-
friats or from Popper Court, and the
relwels did not mean to be taken by sur-
prise, if it happened.

Some days had passed since Sir Hil-
ton's wild adventures among the rebels,
and the lord of Popper Court had not
been seen since. But the garrison of the
island did not expect to be left in peace.
From the fact that Greyiriars fellows
were never seen on the bank, they could
easily guess that the Head had drawn
in school bounds to break off all com-
munications between them and the rest
of the school. And Sammy Bunter's
stealthy and surreptitious manner, as
he came in sight, showed that he was
in dread of being spotted.

Bob Cherry was the first to note his
arrival. Ile saw a fat face and a lar
peir  of spectacles, very like RBilly
Bunter's, peer cut of the wood along
the towpath. They were withdrawn
after a cautious blink up and down and
round about, but they reappeared, and
then the fat fizure of Samuel Bunter
ctugrged into the open.

The juniors on the island wateled him
and grinned.

Evidently Bammy had ecome there to
communicate with them, and was ver
uneasy and nervous about it.  Sixt
Form prefeets sometimes patrolled the
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towpath to ses that the Head's restric
tion of bounds was ohserved. - If a pre-
feet’s eye had fallem on Sammy, in the
act of communicating with the
BRemovites, it would have meant * six.”

“Don’t eall to him!” said Harry
Wharton, as Bob was about to hail the
fat fap across the arm of the river
" If there’s a prefect hanging about he
will hear, as well as Sammy.”

“True, O king 1" assented Bob.

“1 guess 1 spotted a hat under the
trees a little while ago!” remarked
Fisher T. Fish. “1'll say it was Loder
of the Bixth rubbering around.”

M Borry for Saminy, if Loder catches
him here ! said the Dounder. * But
what the thump deoes he want

“May have heard that we've been
shopping in Courtfield and have got lots
of grub here,” suggested Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The iuniors watched, Saminy Bunter,
evidently in an agony of uncasiness,
blinked up and down the sunny towpath
through his big spectacles.

He was taking risks—and it was not
the Bunter way to toke risks. Like
Moses of c¢ld, he locked this way, and
that way, and, like Moses, he saw no
man. }

Taking his courage in both hands, so
to speak, the [at fag came across, at
last, to the margin of the bank, facing
the landing-place on the island.

Harry Wharton waved a hand to him.
Nobody hailed him, as it was only too
robable that other ears were within
iearing. ‘Why Sammy wes there was
rather a mystery, but nobody wanted to
land him in the hands of authority.
Bunter minor blinked across through
hiz spectacles and waved a fat hand
back, and then put a podgy finger to
his lips, 1n =ign of silence. Perhaps he
knew that there was a prefect in the
wood—or, at least, drended it.

But it was a little diffcult to ses how
he was going to make his communica-
tion end preserve silence at the same
time. Having signed caution to the
rebels, Bammy blinked round him
again, up and down, and round about.
Billy Bunter sat up and blinked at his
mnor across the water. He was as
puzzled as the rest to know why Sammy
was there.

Aa tha juniors watched him the fas
fag fumbled in his pocket and drew out
a small object. He held it up to view
and.the juniors saw that it was n metal
match-box, Bammy made a motion with
his mrm as an indication that he was
abiout to throw.

“Brainy lad | grinned the Bounder.

“That's & matehbox 1" gaid Skinner.
“What the thump is he going to chuck
us o matehbox for? Does the fat idiot
think we're short of matches, or what 7
_ “There can’t be aIl;i'th:inF to cat in
it " remarked Bunter. “It's too small.
What the dickens is he up to?”

“Fathead 1 said 8mithy. “It's &
message, of course! He's wrilten a
note, and put it inside.”

“That’'s 1it, I suppose™
Harry Wharton. '

“The bramfulness of the esteemed
Sammy is terrific I remarked Ifurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

“ Quite bright [” grinned Bob Cherry.

Really, it was rather bright of
Sammy. He dared not call out from
the bank, and still less did be dare to
wait there for the hoat to ferry him
across to the island. It was fairly clear
that he had enclosed a message in that
metal box, that it was the only explane-
tion of hiz peculiar actions. Why he
was taking the trouble was still a
mystery, the rebels being, of course,
unaware of Saminy’s littla trouble with
Coker of the Fifth.

“1 eay, you fellows, that's rather

assented
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“1 can jolly well tell you, Potter and Greene,”” sald Coker, ** that we're going o bag my boat from those cheeky young

Remove rascals to-night—ithis very night—and put

id to them ! And, I say—yaroocop [ ™

Coker broke off suddenly,

with a yeli, as an ancient orange squashed in his right ear. Sammy Bunier, lurking behind the elm waiching for a chance,

clever of Sammy|” remarked Billy
Bunter. *The fact 13 we're a clever
family—" .

“ Hare it comes [ said Bob. ]

Sammy's fat arm swung in the air,
gnd the metal matchbox whizzed serosa
the arm of thoe Sark.

The next moment there was a fearful
vell from Billy Bunter.

Sammy had very brightly selected a

metal box to earry his message. An
ordinary (imsy matchbox would have
blown awa before reachin the

distance. The metal box carried the
necossary distance, and a little more,
with g.lly Sammy's beef in the throw.
It whizzed across the water, across the
landing-place, and did not stop till it
met an opposing object—which hap-
ened to be the fat nose of William
eorge Bunter.

Bang |

“Yarooooop ¥

Billy Bunter bounded.

He clasped both fat hands to his fat
littla nose and roared.

“Ow! Wowl My nose! Yaroch!
Oh crikey ] Wow [V '

“Ha, ha. ha 1

The matchbox dropped in the grass,
unheeded by Bunter: Bunter was busy
with his nose.

“Ow! Little idiot!” gasped Buntar.
“I say, you fellows, gimme something
to chuck at him{ Anything will do,
only, the heavier ths better 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Sammy Bunter, on the bank, was
grinning. He had not aimed the
missile at his maejor, but he seemed
rather amused when it landed on him.
Apparently, he derived entertainment
from Billy's antics &3 he clasped his fat
little nose and yelped. .

“I'll chuck something, old fat bean "
said Bob Cherry,

had risked it at last |

The juniors had been dizpozsing of the
contents of a large bag of spples, and
.E;}h picked a big, ripe apple from the

“Catch him on the noze if you can!”
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha. ha t” :

But Bob had no intention of catching
Saromy on the nose. The kg, ripe
apple was n roward! Bob held it up,
signed to Sammy to catch, and tossed it
across.  DBunter minor ceught 1t

rinned, and promiptly dug his teeth
ioto it. Munching the apple, the fat fap
vanished into the wood again.

Frank Nugent sorted the matchbox
out of the grass. He was about to open
it when there was an exclamation from
Bob Cherry,

“Hallo, hallp, halle! Jelly old
Loder 1™ i

Loder of the Sixth emerged from the
treez on the bank. Evidently ho had
not been far away. Perhaps he had
heard Bunter's yvell when ha caught the
matchbox with his nose. Anyhow, there
he was, on the towpath, staring up and
down with suspicious eyes. Fortun-
ately, Sammy Bunter was well out of

ight by that time.

he bully of the Sixth came down to
thae water's edge and stared across at
the group on Popper's Island.

Bob Cherry put the thumb of his left
hand to his nose and extended the
fingers. Loder glared at this disrespect-
ful gesture. Bob amplified it by placing
the thumb of his right hand to the
little finger of his left and extending
the fingers of the right. Loder gripped
hiz ashplant with an almost convulsive
grip. He would have given a great deal
to lay it round Robert Cherry just then,

“Dear old Loder!” grinned the
Bounder. “IHe looks waxy 1"

“The waxfulpess is terrific "

“Give him an apple,” suzzested
Sepaiff.

“Good ezp!” chuckled the Bounder,
and he picied an apple from tho bag.
It whizzed neross the water like a
bullet. The DBounder was one of tha
best bowlers in the Remove, and his
aim was deadly. There was a sudden
fearful howl from Loder of the Sixth
a5 the applé crashed on his chin. Taken
by surprise, he went over backwards,
and sat down on the bank.

“Good shot[? yelled Bob Cherry.

“Man down!"

“Ia, ha, ha!”
%ﬁdﬂr serambled
with rage.

“Vou young scoundrels!™ he roared.

“Give him another !I” "

Another apple flew, landing on
Loder's ear. Anocther barely missed
him as he dodged. Loder backed away
hurriedly and disappeared into the
wood. He scemed to have bad enough
of the Remove rebels, for the moment.
Another apple caught him n the back
of the heand as he disappeared, and a
voll floated back. Then Loder of the
SQixth was gone.

i —

to his feet, red

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Tip In Time!

ARRY WHARTON & ©CO.
H athered round, as [Frank
"1igent openad the matehbox.
The juniors were all curious
to see what it contained. Obviously, it
was & message of some sort.
Nugent drew out a grubby and
erumpled half-sheet of impot paper and
unfolded it. A dozen fellows read i

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

at once. The message was written in
s scrawling hand, with a plentiful
allowance of Dblots and smears—the
customary  Bunter caligraphy. - The
spelling was also of the Bunter variety,
It ran:

U %ou felows look out! Coker of the
E;:ft bois kuwming to-nite fo koller your
obe,”

“Coker of the Fifth barzing in
again!” said Bob Cherry. “Just like
Coker I™
S Coming to collar our boat?™ said
Nugent.

o ilis boat ™ grinned the Bounder.

Ours now ! said the captaia of the
Ilemove. “Coker barged’ into what
duin't concern him, and the boat is o
capture from the cnemy.”

? _{E'-’.““ ]1;'111" 5y ,

Arize of war!” agreed Bol Cherry.
*Like Coker's ﬂ_hmkntﬂ think of collar-
g our boat, just because it was his
onee, ™

“The cheekfulnes is terrific |

“"But how on carth did Sammy get
on fo 147" said Johony Dull. * Coker
can't have told fags of the Second
anoat 1t

“DBunters Lave ways of pgetting in-
fpﬂ:tlmtmn,” remarked the PBounder
“Bammzy's as good ab keyhole ‘work as
his major.”

“0h, really, Bmithy—-"

JWell, it's jolly decent of the Lid to
eive us this tip I eaid the captain of
the Remove. Loder might have
bagred him, too! I supposs he found
Hlli somehow what Coker was up to.

il » T

“Iic can’t come at might without
53u-rnk:ng bounds,” said Peoter Todd.

Is even Coker idiot enough (o get out
of school after lights out, just for tho
::-Tmﬁ;un:s of not minding his own busi-
ness T
TILan’t he idiot  enough
. l'.-*.lui_,;cf"’ asked Hazeldene.

"I puess Coker is the prize goob!™
remarked Fisher T Fislt.l "Eng. Ej’ﬂu
ruvs, we sliould sure come out at the
littte end of the horn if that pesky
gieek Coker levanted with the boat!™

“He won't 1™ grinned Bob,
Lnopw=———"

“Forewarned is four-legred, as the
FEnglish proverh remarkably observes,”
said Huorreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ila, ha, ha "

CUIf Sammy's got it right, this iz a
jolly useful tip,” said Marry Wharton.
“Wo should be done-for if they pot cur
bhoat away. At least, we should bo in
a thumping bad scrape. Wo couldn’t
feteh in any more grub wi{lisut a boat,
amd they'd take care wo Jdidn't got
liold of ancther.”

“Oh erikey 1" gasped DBunter, “I1—1
say, vou fellows, what should we do if
tie grub raa out? Oh erumbs!™

Bunter turned almeost pale at
awinl thonght.
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“Well. vou'd be all right, Bunter!”
remarked Peter Todd. :

“Bh! How should I be all right,
you ass?” _ .

“You could live f;mls'-::ur fat, like a

polar bear, It would last you ’f'l}t'
weeks—or years. You've got tons.’
* Beast !

L1

" The tonfulness is—

“Terrific!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“I sav, you fellows, you mind that
beast Coker doesn™t get that boat
away " gasped the aslatmed Owl. "I
can jollv well tell vou that I shan't
stick here without grub! Yeu can’t
expect 16"

" What " roared Bobk Cherry.

“It's not much I eati” said Bunter
warmly. “But if vou fellows fancy I'm
going to be'keEt short of food, you're
jelly wall mistaken ™ .

“Vou fat villain!? roared Bob, in
great wrath. “We're only hera st all
on {e}ur account, you grubby, unwashed
porker [

“You can jaw till vou're black in tha
face ! roared back Bunter. “But if
you think you're going to starve me, I
can jolly well say—— Owl Wawl
Yow! Beast! Leave off kicking mae |
Y¥aroooooooh I

Billy Bunter fled.

“1 puess that fat geck iz & pesk
prize-packet,”” remarked Fisher ‘IF
Fish. “Ill z=ay we're o bunch of all-
fired ginks to be making any trouble
about him 1"

“Well. it'a the principle of the
thing,"” said the captain of the Remove.
“A Remove man isn’'t going to be
sacked for nothing !

“Hear. hear!”

*We're keeping this up till they find
ot - who really inked Pront ! went on
Wharton. “Then it will be all right.”

“Will it?" gasped Fisher T. Fish.

“Of course it willl The Head won't
want to sack Bunter when he gets hold
of the right man.”

“Awl Wake snakes!. murmured
Fisher T. Fish, and he said no more.

There was one man in the Greyfriars
ERemove who had the best of reasons
for not desiring the facta to come fo
light about the inking of Prout. That
man was Fisher Tarleton Fish.

“Well fore-warned is fore-armed,”
said Bob Cherry. “Coker won't get
hold of the boet if he hikes along to-
night. Has will find some nice fellows
eitting up for him."

“All ready to make him =it up!”
remarked the Bounder.
“The situpfulness

terous.”

There was no doubt that that “tip "
from Sammy Bunter was very useful to
the rebels on the island. They had not
been blind to the danger of a night
attack: every night some of them waere
camped at the landing place, whera they
were certain fo bo awaken by any
attemnpt to land. But they had not
thought of a singla follow swimming off
from the bank to capture the boat and
peb it away under cover of darkness.
That operation might have been car-
ried out without awakening any of
them, and in the morning they would
have found themselves stranded.

Over supper they debated the matter.
Coker, 1f he came, was to be allowed
to get as far 83 the boat. The juniors
ogreed on that. But he would not be
allowed to pget away againl They
ngreed on that alsol What was going
to happen to Coker would serve as a
warning toe any other enterprising
fellow  whe was aficted with an
inability to mind his own business!

When the time came to turn in some
af the Remaovites went to sleep, as
wsual, in tents and sleeping-bags. DBut

will bo prepos-

mered in the shadows fram his
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the majurity of tie Vo reinained
swake—ready for Cokec of the Fifth.

Tha boat was pulled out of the water
on the slapin ank. But it was not
left untananteg as usnal. Three fellows

took their blankets into the boat, to
camp in it for the night. Near at hand
& dozen other fellows -::.a.mped.

Coker, if he came, was hkely to find
himself in the midst of an unlocked-for
hornets’ nost |

As the starry night grew older, Billy
Bunter's snore ruml}]eg over the island
and the river Other fellows dropped
off into slumber. Wharton, Bob Cherry,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, on their
blankets in the boat, wera the last to
rematn awake. But at eleven o'clock
Bob gave 8 deep vawn. -

“¥You {fellows keeping awake?” he
murmured.

“Eh? ¥Yesz!” Wharton started out of
a8 doze. *0Oh, vesl”

“Then you can call me when Coker
happens [

And Bob closed his drowsy eves and
went to aleep,

Ten minutes later, Iarry Wharton
blinked sleepily at Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, whose watchful, dark eyes glim-
usky
face.

“¥ou keeping awake, Inky "

The Nabob of Bhanipur grinned.

“The wakefulness 1s terrifie, my
esteemed chuem 1" he answered.

“Then you can eall me, old chap.”

And Wharton followed Bob's example.
Really, it was hardly neccessary to
remain awake, as the cccupants of the
boat were certain to wake when Coker
barged in, DBut the dusky nabob did
not close his eves. With Oriental
patlence, he waited and watched, while
tho night grew older.

It was close on midnight when a
sound across tha arm of the river caught
the keen ecars of Hurree Jamsct Bam
dingh.

He started and listened.

Then bhe bent over the captain of the
Bemove, and shook him gently.

“Mmmmmm [” eame in a mumble.

“My esteomed, sleepy-headed chum,
the excelleat and execrable enemy iz at
hand ["  whispered the Nub-:?'b of
DBhanipur.

“Oh1" gasped Wharton. He started
into wide wakefulness and shook Bcob
by the shoulder.

“Whurrrr ! Wharrer marrer—"

“Wake up, old bean! Quict!"” whis-
pered Wharton.

Bob sat up.

“Cokert™ he breathed.

“Inky thinks so—"

“The thinkfulness is terrific!"™ mur-
mured the nabob.

“ Good eg%l!” murmured Bob,

And the three juniors sitting in the
darkness in tha boat under the trees,
waited and watched.

———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Nocturnal !
(1 ON'T make a row I said Coker.
D ThE“ was Herace Coker, sll
over

Potter and Greene wers not
making a*sound! Coker was—several
zsounds l« But it was Coker’s way to give
orders and instructions, .

His comrades breathed hard, with
difficulty restraining s keen desire to
geize Horace Coker and jam his head
against the banisters. 1 _

But it wss po time for jJjamming
Coker's head on the banisters, satisfac-
tory as that proceeding would have
been. Fellows breaking school bounds
at night could not be too guiet about it,
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Groyiviars  School was  buried in
slumber. Up to the last moment,
Potter and Greene had hoped that
Coker also would be buried in slumber
and would not wake till the rising-bell
clanged out in the morning. Indeed
they would have been glad, just then,
for Horace Coker to be buricd in any-
thing, anywhere.

But Coker was awake! Coker was in
:ﬂnadly carpest! Coker meant business,
LThere was no escape for his followers,

In a wealk moment, Potter and Greene
had agreed to back him up in this
necturnal enterprise. Really, they had
not hod a lot of choice in the matter.
Colter had diseussed it at tea in the
sivdy. Had he discussed it after tea,
they might have declined. But Ceker
was standing the tea, and it was one of
Coker's lavish spreads.  Potter and
Groene eould hardly have shared in
that magnificent spread and at the same
::mi? refused to back up their great
CROer,

-
—— Y
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So they had given their adhesion,

Now they repented it, but it was too
late to bacl out! At the witching hour
of night, the scheme secmed absolutely
roiten to Potter and Greene.

It bad not seemed so rotten when
Coker told them about it in the quad;
neither had it scomed so rotten accom-
panied by s magnificent spread in the
study, But it scemed frightfully rotten
when Colker woke them at cleven o'clock
and they hed fo turn out and dress.

Creeping down shadowy staircases in
the dark, it seemed rottener than ever.
And Coker, of course, had to stumble
and barge and make a row, and at the
same time whisper orders to keoep quiet!

Fotter and Greene admitted it was a
brainy scheme, especially for Coker. It
was probable that the Head would be
glad to hear that the islanders had lest
their boat, and were cut off from com-
munication with the land and the possi-
bility of getting in supplies. In such
circumstances he would doubiless for-
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give the irregularity of the proceeding,
and might even thank the scniors for
having helped in an admittedly diffioult
situation.

But that depended on success |

If they succeeded no doubt it was all
right ! Tt would be a shrewd blow at
the Remove rebellion, such as the Sixth
Form prefcels Lhad failed to deliver. It
would be one up, for the Fifth, to suc-
ceerl where the prefects had feiled. But
if they did nob suceced——  And was
anything hikely to suecced in Coker's
hands? It did not scem probable !

Suceess no deulbt would see  them
through. But if they were eaught broak-
ing bounds at night they would be
dealt with simply as breakers of bounds,
and their intentions would count for
nothing! And it was an awfully serious
thing to break school boumds after
lights out! Fellows were sacked for
that zort of Lthing.

Potter and Greene evept alter Coker

(Continued on next page.)
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“hith was the most memorabla Test Match ?

HUMPIRE * will enlighten you on this subject or

A MEMORAEBLE TEST MATCH !

F the five unds on which Test
O matches betwesn England and
Australia will be played, the one
at Old Trafford-—the scene of
the third game—is in gome respects the
best. Thers is accomrodation for 40,000
gpectators, all of whom ean see the gamo
perfectly. There are fine stands, too,
And the pitch, once notoriously difficuls,
has now been worked up into a really
ood one: the sort of which it won't
%a easy to finish a mateh even in four
days if the weather iz good. Despite
the jokes which are made about AMan-
chester weather the sun has been known
to shine thero for days on end!

This homo of the Lancashire County
Club has been the scene of some great
Test match siruggles. Indeed it can be
said of at least one Test match at Old
Trafford—in 1902—that it haa never
been surpassed for drama. There were
eritics of the England eelectors in those
days a8 there are now, and many poople
of that time thought a blunder had been
made in leaving out the famous Georgo
Hirst and playing Fred Tate. The latter
wea the father of Maurice Tate, who now
playe for Sussex, and as it happened the
people who criticised the selection of thia
Phyar wore able to say, afier the mateh :
'"We told you so. For much of the
drama of the match centred rounde this
player, A

At & oritical period of the game, when
Australia were having their sccond
innings, and wickets were falling rapidly,
Tate missed a chance of eqﬂh.in%ﬁﬂﬂﬂing
in the long fleld from a mighty hit.

Actually that wmiss war not sp
much the foult of Tate ax of the
capliin of the sgide, who should
not have pul him dn thoat pesifion.
¥You gee i docs matier where
fielders are placed, because some
are better in one position than
onother,

any other, for that malter.
ticKlish ¢rickaet problems you like-—-he's willing to

Bomhbard him with any

solve *em!

Anvyway, the missed chance proved
rather expensive., Ewven sp, howaver,
England wera only lelt with 124 runs
to get for wietory in the last innings.
Only 124 did I say 1 Well, that number
was a lot on a rain-ruined pitch againet
Australisn bowlers. This was proved by
the fact that when Fred Tate, the last
man in, went to the wicket, aight rung
wera atill weanted for wvietory. Could
Tate do it 1 He got a four about which
he knew wvery little. Only another
boundary wanted !

Then it rained, and Ffor forty-fve
minutes the play was held up. Think
of the mental apony of thoss players—
and especially of Fred Tate, whilst he
remembered, in every second of that time
of waiting, that if he kad held the catch
there would bave beem no necessity for
him to get any rung at all. Eventually
play was resumed. Tate made an effort
to get another four, Eut he missed the
ball ; his wicket was Inid flat and Australia
had won a breath-taking gpame by three
runs !

THAT LITTLE WORD *IF*" 1

S8KED, after the match, why he
A waa not content to play the ball
inatend of trying to score four,
Tata was able to make s humor-
pus remark even amid the tragedy. " 1f
I had hit it, instoad of missing it,” he
said, * England would have won.” That
littla word “if" creeping again into =
ericket story. How often has it been
used, both befors and since that historic
Test matech at Old Trafiord T
I recall another Old Traflord game
which was memorable in a different sort
of way—that of 1921, Again rain inter.
fered, and thors was no play at all the
first day. Late in tho sccond day Lord
Tennyson, who was the England captain.
declared the innings clozed with a view
to getting the Australians in for about
three-quartera of an hour. The players

Srogped off the field, but when they were

back in the pavilion, Carter, the Australian
wicket-keeper, told hiz captain that the
declaration at that time in tho avening
wag illegal according to Tuest mateh rules.
Aftor twenby mwinutes of argument England
Latted again, i

I belicve this Ausfralian wickel-
keeper was the only maon on tha
field whe Encw that the declaration
could not be done. A little legaon
in that—it is useful to know the
rules of the game. If England had
heen allewed to declare fhey might
Teave Tuxed tivne fo win e game.

The following day, when Austrelia
batted, & sort of record was sct up by
“ Herby " Colling, the Australian. There
was nothing but & draw for which to play,
and Collina batied for five and & half
hours, during which timo ho scored a
mere forty runs. How's that for o fine
bit of stone-walling ¥ All the slow ericket
ia not confined to those modern times.
Collineg would not be moved from his
purpose of keeping his end up, even
though the spectators chivvied and even
barracked him.

A TALE OF QLD TRAFFORD |

UST one little story of the barracking
in that match which I think’ will
intercat and amuse you. During
ons spell, in which Colling was at

the wicket for nearly sn hour without
seoring, o apectotor who knew that the
Englond captaio was a descendant of the
famous poet, ealted out:

“ Hi, My, Tennygson, wchy don'd
gou remd him one of gour grand-
Jather's poems [ No sooncr hod
the words been ulterved than another
spectator called oud: ** Shut wup,
gou fool, that's whoat Tennyson has
done, and sent Colling sight off to
slcep ! V?

I could tell many more tales of Qld
Trafford, but must switch off now to
answer the gqueations of two correspondents
very briefly.

In reply to a Scunthorpe reader, o
batsman cannot }Zompar!;r be givon out
leg-befora-wicket a ball which does
not piteh on the wicket. The dmagram
which this reader sends tells me quite
clearly that the umpire whoe gave the
bataman out was wrong. I must talk to
you at greater length one day about leg-
balore.

In reply to A. C., of Morecambe, the
hatsman ie not out if, in running, he knocks
his wicket over. You see, he has already
mads good hia ground.

& ** UMPIRE.”

Tue Macuer Lispany.—No. 1,378,
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down the stairs in a mood of repentance
and pessitnism.  They wished themselves
well out of it.  DBut they were not out
of it—they were right n it!

Coker led the way downstairs to the
Sixth Form lobby. That was the casiest
way out, and tho deor could be left
unfastened for return. That lobby was
reached by way of the Sixth FForm pas-
saee, ancd the Sixth Forin studies wers
Lbed-rooms az well as studies; the Sixih
alept there. It needed caution and nerve
to creep past the doors of rooms oceu-
picd by prefects, cither of whom, if he
awalened and spotted them, was en-
titled 10 bag them and report them to
the Head as breakers of bounda.

And Uvker was no crecper!

It was very davk in the House, not a
single bLight burning at  that . hour.
LCoker was not o cat lo see in the dark!
He proped !

A door-handle his
groping hand!

“Quiet ! breathed Polter, alimost in
agony,

" Bhut up, Poktter 1™

“That's Wingate's
Lreene.

rattled wnder

i 1¥
I-

hiszod

“Don't talk rot, Greene! You don't
know one door from another, in the
dark, any more than I do.”

“1 tell von—"

“T satd ddow't tallk rot! In fact, don't
talk at all! A job of this kind has to
be done guietly 1™ said Coker. Tt did
not oceur to Coker’s powerful brain to
be quict Limnself,

“Uret on, for poodness® sake I* zroaned
Potter. pp -

“I think I know where we are now!”
said Coker. “Tollow me and keep
quict—wow " Coker uttered an ejacu-
lation as he bumped on the wall in tho
dark. “Oocogh! Wow "

“0h, be quict—"

“All vour fault, jawing at a fellow|
For poodness’ sake hold your silly
tongue,”" said Coker, erossly. “I ean
hear somebody moving now ! Nice kettlo
of fish if we pget snaffled by some
meddling prefoet i

“Got on!” hissed Polter.
Wingate——>"

“Don't shout 1

Wingate of the Sixth was stirring in
his room. He had undeubtedly heard
something,
l‘Pattr:r and Greene pushed on, passing
Coker. e could not see them, but ho
felt them push past, and he grabbed
them.

_ “Don't shove past a chap—better leave
it to e to lead ! said Colker. “You
fellows know what fools ven arp—"

A door opened.  EBven Hornce Coker
left off talking as he licard that, It was
Wingate's door. Evident!y the captain
of Greyiriars had been alarmed. Win-
gate, in his pyjamas, stared out into the
dark passage.

On tiptoe, with hearts thumping, the
three Filth Formers trad on.  Thev
passed silently into the lobby at the end
af the passage. FEven Colier did not
stumble, or tell Potter and Creene to
Bo quiet.

There was a glimmer of starlight at
the liftle window of the lolby, Coker
reached the door without knocking anv-
thing over. DBut there was & click as
he nnlocked the deor. It did not ocenr
to Coleer to turn the key silently till
after he had turned it.  Then it was
rather ton late. Tt was mot o loud
elick, but it seemed to Coker's comrades
to Bang ont like a pistol-zhot.

“Oh vou idiot ! i:r'vaﬂwr{ Cireene,

PO you dummy " hissed Potter.

“Tan't vell 1™ snid Coker.

1ie opencd the door. Dofter and
Creone seemred to pause, ond it was
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*That’s

quite probable that if Coker had gone
out first they might Rave closed the
door after bim and gone back to the
Fifth Form dormitory. But Coker did
not go out first. He gave Potier a push,
and Potter went out first; he gave
Greene a push and Greene wenk out
after Potter, stumbling. Then Coker
followed them out and shut the door.

Il intended, and indeed planned, to
close it without a sound. It was sheer
tl-luck that it slipped and banged. This
did not sound to ]l]-‘ﬂtl;er'and (Greene fike
a pistol-shot !
startled ears like a cannon-shot.

“Oh you potty chump!”
Fottor,

0h you Blithering dummy ' moaned
Lireene.

“Don't roar!” said Coker.

He led the way neross the starlit quad.
Tlhey entered tho old Closters to climb
the walk Coker's hold on the 1ivy
slipped, and he landed on the stons
flags with a bump. Fortunately, there
was no one near the Cloisters to hear
the how! that came from Coker.

Potter and Greene dropped outside
the wall and waited for him. Coker
clambered over again and lowered him-
zself on the ivy outside. ™ A  Yendril
snapped in hiz hand and Coker de.
seended faster than he had  planned.
Ho would have landed with another
bump had not Potter and Greene been
there, His thrashing arms ¢caught them
round their necks, and dragged them
over, Coker luckily on top.

“Ohw [ spluttered Potter.

“Wow ™ gurqled Greene.

“PDon’t rave!” said Coker. He pot
off Pﬁtt_er and Gi.'-_eene and s];aredfdotvn
at  their sprawhing, gaspin OTIME.
“Why don't yvou got up? ‘-ﬁhat did
vou fall down for? Are wvou Htﬂ}inﬁ
there all night? You might as we
have staved in bed at-thiz rate.”

Potter and Greens gob up. It says
much for their self-restraint, that they
did not fall on Coker, and slay him on
the spotl

“Come on!™ said Coker.

He led the way. Potter and Greene
followed. They were fairly landed in it
now: and their only remaining hope
was that the Removites on the island
would collar Coker and whop him black
and blue. That hope sustammed their
spirite & little as they tramped after

ker through the starry Joly night.

Meanwhile, Wingate of the Sixth,
after listening at his door a few minutes,
had 50:1& alongr the lobby, Az he ex-
pected, ha found the outer door there
unlocked. IHe had suspected that some
fellows had been breaking bounds. Now
he knew | He locked the door, and went
back fo bod.

groaned

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Going Stronz!

b AS—was that somebody 7*?

W “IJon't be an ass, Potter [

“I—I thought I heard—2
muttered Grecne.

“Don’t be an idiot, Greenel”

Tho Fifth I'ormers were tramping up
ihe tow-path beside the Sark, that glim-
mered and rippled in the starlight. On
their left was the river: on their right
the woods of Popper Court, deep and
dusky, with little shady path: running
up here and there among the treoes.

The night was fine: it was guite a
pleazant walk, or might have been, had
pot two of the pavty been so painfully
conscious of tho fact that they were
out of bounds at forbidden hours. And
there was no doubt that it was lonely—
fearfully lomely, True, they did not

It =zounded to their
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want to.meet anybody at.that hour—
the more lonely it was, the better, for
schoolboys out of bounds. ' Nevertheless,
the lonelinéss had its disagreeable side.
. There might be g;:ra-iﬂ‘:-efﬁ about.
There n*!:ght%)e footpads. There might
be hulking tramps. Potter and Greene
did not feel easy in their minds. It was
Bll very well for the Remove rebels to
camap in such lonely precinets, thirty
strong. It was: different with three
fellows, two of whom, at least, had a
deep dislike for poachers, footpads, and
tramps at close guarters, y

A rustle in the wood bordering the
tow-path made Potter and Greene stare
round uneasily, Coker tzamped on re-
gardless. - A rabbit scultling in the
underbush  wes mnot likely to alarm
Horace Coker, Neither was a poacher,
a2 tramp, or a footpad!. WNor yet a
keeper—if q:ame-keepera wera about.
Coker was always ready for a row, and
not particular with whom:-he rowed.
They had taken a short cut to the river
through Bir Hilton Popper's property—
where there was an old right-of-way
now clesed by the autocrat of Fopper

Court. Coker was quite prepared to
argue the point with all the game-
keepers in Kent. Potter and Greene
weren 'k .

However, they reached the river, and
tramped up the tow-path. Again there
was & rustle in the dim woods. This
time Coker heard it, and paused.

. “¥Was that somebody?” asked Coker
in his turn.

. “Don’t be an ass!™ said Potter, feel-
ing entitled to reply in the same strain
as tho great Horace to the sme
question.

“"Don’t be an idiot!" added Greone.

Coker looked at them. Ile seemed to
be considering ! Finally he shook his
head, as if dismissing a thought.

“No,” he said, *I won't, just now."

“You won't what?" asked Pottar,
mystified.

“1 won't knock your heads together
for vour cheek! You'd vell, and alarm
those fags on the i3land.”

“Oh " gas ¢d Potter and Greene.

“.But don't talk any more,” szaid
Coker. “I'm & patient chap, I hope;
l.‘.'uuti rI'rﬂ not standing eny check! Shut
up I

. Coker led on again, Potter and
Greene followed. They were not merely
hoping now, but yearning, that the
Remove rebels would get hold of Horace
Coker, and make & horrible example of
him. If they had boiled Coker e gil,
Potter and (Greene would hardly have
considered it too severe,

“Btop " said Coker, at last. “There's
the island.”

Tha‘gr halted on a grassy bank,

A dim mass, tho wooded island lay
in the middle of the starlit river. No
sound came to their ears from it: the
wers too far off to hear Billy Bunter's
snore, powerful as it was. Coker
slipped off a coil of ropa that was looped
over hiz arm. He had come prepared.
He dropped the ceil, of course, when he
took 3t off his arm. Coker had almost
a genius for dropping things, and
knu-ckm% things over. Ig!.e stooped and
groped for the coil, and discovercd—
painfully—that it had dropped in 8 bed
of stinging-neltles,

“Wow I spluttered Coker,

“What the thomp—'* '

" Wow!” Coker threw the coil down
again, and rubbed his tingiin:?r hands.
“Ow! Stinging nettlesl Yow IV

Thare was a suppressed chuckle from
Potter and Greene. They were not in a
merry moed: but the stinging-nettles
seemed to amuse them.

‘Coker-gave them a glare,
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As Coker reached the boat, three dark figures suddenly leapl at him and

**Hold him ] * panted Wharton.

taken suddenly by surprise.

. "What are you cackling at?” he de-
manded. “Is there anything to cackle
at in & fellow sticking hiz bands into
stinging-neitles? Don’t make that row
and wakoe up those young scoundrels!
Do you think you can gurgle like a
a-siphon without being heard?”

“Don't you think they may hear you
shouting 7** asked Potter.

“Who's shouting 7 hiseed Coker, “If
you can't talk ‘sense, Potter, hold your
pilly tonguel. Bee! Now keep quiet
whila I get ready.” '

Coker uncoiled the rope, and tied one
end round his waist. Then he threw
off his hat and coat, and kicked off his
shoos.

“Both of you hold on to the rope,
and pay it out slowly!” he directed.
“Mind you don't let 16 go”

“"Woa won't let yvou drown!" said
Grecne.

“Don’'t be an ass, Greene, That rope
1sn't for me—itls ta tis on the boat,
and to pull it across! If I pot the oars
in, it may waken those voung sweeps,
and they might be top many for me—
more than two dozen of them.™

“(h, my hat ¥ gasped Potter. “They
might ! Almost!”

“ I zhall shove the boat off, and follow
it out,” said Coker. “ You fellows will

ull 1t across. Easy as f{alling off a
orm, if wyou've got the sense of a
bunny rabbit.* )

“Sura you can swim it?¥ asked
FPotter.

“Don't he a potty apo

“Well, you’ll be safe on the rope,
anvhow,” snid Greene. Neither Potfer
nor (Greene had the same faith in
Coker's swimming powers that Coker
himself had! And they really did not
wani old Horace to be drowned.

“1 should be safe without the rope,
Greene! Don’t be a blithering, bleating
dunderhead ! For goodness’ sake siop
jawing! I never came across fellows

t.?i

like you two to jaw! Jaw, jaw, jaw![”
said Coker, i

“You do a little in that line your-
self I" said the goaded Greene.

“1 said 5t~:-£ jawing.”

Cireene, reathing hard, stopped
“jawing.” Ha bepan to reconsider his
desire for Coker not to be drowned|

Having reduced his followers to
obedient silence, Horace Coker took
to tho water. .

Coker could swim-—every Greyirars
man had {0 learn to swim. He fancied
that he swant hike a fish] But that was
only one of Coker's many unfounded
fancies. His Form-fellows likened his
performances in the water to those of
an insane grampus. When he kept
afloat he made rough weather for
every other swimmer within a wide
radius, Over anything like a distance,
Coker was more likely to swim like a
stono than a fish. However, that arm
of the river was not very wide, the
water was smooth as a pond, and thera

was little eurrent, Even Coker was
good for that crossing.

Splash! Splash! Splash!

Coker, of course, stepped into a

hollow of the river bed, unintentionally,
and sat down in the Sark onexpectedly,
For a minute or =o he performed his
insane grampus act. Then he was up
again, and swimming.

If any fellow was awake on the island
it was certain that he must have heard
some of the sounds made Ly Coker. But
the island was silent, and 1% secimed as
if the rebels were aslecp. -

Had they all been asleep, no doubt
Coker would have got through un-
deteeted. Coker was, as yet, blissfully
unaware that the rebels had been
“tipped ” in time of his intended wvisit.
Ha had smacked Sarmmy Bunter's head,
hard, for “hbuzzing™ that squashy
orange in his neck : but so far as Coker
knew, the .episode bhad ended with the

grasped him,
** The holdfulness is terrific | ** chimed in Hurree Singh.
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“* Got him ! ** gasped Bob Cherry,
* Qgeoogh ) ** gasped Coker,

* What—urrrggh I ™

smacking of Sammy's bullet head. He
had discoveries yet to make,

Coker swam out, splashing a good
deal, and giving an occasional gurgle.
Potter and Greene held the rope, and
paid it out as Coker went., They were
able to follow his course in the glimmer
of the stars, and they were rcady fo
haul him in if lifo-saving was required.
But Coker kept on, and disappeared
under the black shadow of the trees
on the island.

“By gum " murmored Polter, guite
mterested new. “Is that blithering
idiot really going -to pull it off IV

“Not a bad stunt, 1f it was anyhed
but Coker bandling it ¥ remarke
Greene. ' Bet you he'll make a muck of
it, though.”

“Well, if there's & fag within ten
vards of the beat Coker will be fairly

certain to tread on him ' observed
Fatter.
T I.Ia.rk !:"J

The noecturnal silence was broken
suddenly by sounds from the izland,
Polter and Greeno started, and listened
intently. Of what was happomug on
Fopper's island, they could sce nothing
under the dark trees. DBut they realised
that zomo of the rehels were, after all,
aweke! On that point there was no
doubt, no possible shadow of doubt, no
pessible doubt whatever |
“They've got him!" gasped Pofter.
“They have!™ gasped Greene,

There wos no guuii:t about it.
They had,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In & Hornets® Nest!

ORACE COKER bad lunded=in
H trouble.
Deep eilence and darkness
‘ grmﬂ.tud him when he reached
ihe icland shore. He ceased to swim,
TEE Macxer Lismany.—No. 1,578
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and taded in shallow water, blinking
round him in the darkness of the
shadowy branches overlicad. Hoe ex-
pectod] to find the boat tied on to the
willows, but ho did neot find it there.
For somo minutea he blinked and
blinked; then as his eyes grew more
accustomed to the deep shadow he dis-
cerned tha shape of the boat pulled up
o the shore. Mo squelched out of
water and mud, and approached it
cnutiously.

Twigs crackled under hiz feet. Wil
Inw braoclies brushed and murmured.
Tlose slight sounds would not have

awakened sleepors slecping the sound wards the spol. Electric torches and  which one end was tied to Coker.

of healthy sleep of youlth.,  But they
were very distinetly awdible to three

And he could hear sounds of stirring
and voices as if a whole nest of hornets
was turning out.

“QOooogh !” gasped Coker. * What—
Urrgh 1"

“1t's Coker!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
"I know his jolly old toot. That's
either Coker's voice, or an cscaped fog-
horn."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Got  him ¥
shout.

“¥os, rether!

“Giood epg !

There was a general serambling to-

came the DBounder’s

Flere hip 13!

bike lamps gleamed out.  There was
light on the subject. It gleamed on
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rope that was knotted round Coker’s
manly form. *“They're pulling!”
“Hold him I" yelled Wharton.
“Hang on I
“Stick to him "
“The stickiulness is terrific!”
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !” raved Coler,

"_Laan! Wow! Im being pulled to
bits | Yurr-roop! Wow! Ok crikey!
Whaoop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha! Hang on I

Potter and Greene were doing their
best, Having realized that Coker had
fallen into the hands of the enemy thoy
bethought themselves of the rupﬂf} of
{ They
dragged on it. If there was a chance
of pulling Coker out of the hornets

wide-awake fellows | grinming in the Coker’s startled, infuriated face, glar- pest, like a cork out of o bottle, Patier

darkness inside the boat,

Those (hree fellows made no sound—
so far. They were waiting with cheery
paticnce for Coker to get to close
gitarters.

e got as far as he could.

He veached the boat. Lt was upright,
the keel resting in a little gulle. Cloker
grasped jt. :

Coler had not quite expected this.
atill, he was at no loss to deal with it.
1t was his own boat, and he knew its
woight, It was not difficult for a hefty
fellow like Coker te shove it down the
bank into the water. (nee it was
vuere floating off, it would not matter
1f the neise awakened the faps. . It
would be out of their reach. It was
ohly necessary to heave it down the
slope inlo the Sark.

Coker, grasping the boat, heaved.
And then suddenly three pairs of hands,
giraspmg Coker, .]tga.k't‘:n:'l also.  Threo
dark figures, leaping from the boat,
strewed Horace Coker on the carth, and
sirewed themselves over him.

“Gaobt him ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.,

“Hold himt ! panted Wharion.

“The holdfulness is terrific !™

Wake up, you men!” yelled Bob.

Coker for the moment hardly knew
what was happening. He was teken
quite by surprise, %ut
Lie was on his back, that a kneo was
planted on his chest, that somebody was
trampling on his long legs, and that
somebody else had a grip on his ears.

he knew that -

ing up.
*“You—you—vou—you voung rotters!™

gasped Coker. “Leggo! Gorreff! I'll
smash, 1'll spiflicate you! I'll—I"ll——
Umng'h 1"

“Sit on him [V
“Jump on him!”
" Mop him np ™
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker struggled wildle, But a dozen

fellows were round him, all grabhing
and grasping him., Coker had mno
chance.
“Potter 1" velled Coker. " Greene!™
“Oh, my hat! He's got his pals with

him !* exclaimed Johnny Bull, *“Look

out "

“They're not here! They didne't
come across with him '

“"There's a rope tied round the fat-

heond I

“Poller ! Rescue! Ureene!" roared
Coker.
“¥Yes, I can see those two duffers

resewing vou, old bean, awav from this
crowd ¥ chuckled Bolb., “We'll bag
them, too, if they come across 1"

“Catch them coming ¥ grinned the
Bounder. *“They'll watch it !”

It was really improbable that Potter
and Greene wonld attempt to swim
across, and resous Horace Coker from
a swarm of Removites. That was alto-
g‘ﬂsher too large an order for Coker's
pals.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! Hold on!™

shouled Bob, as there came a tug at the
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and Greene were going to make the
most of it.

They braced themselves to the ropa.
their feet planted in the carth, and put

their beef into 1t .
Coker was very nearly whisked out of
But not

the hands of his captors.
gquite. The Removites were nok ready
to Ea.!'l: with Coker yet. They held on
to Coker aa if he had beon a prize of
priceless value.

HRemovites hung to his arms, his legs,
his ears, his hair, his collar, sand neaﬁy
evarything that was his. Like Potfer
and Greens they put their beef into i,
and manfully resisted the strain,

t was a tug-of-war—with Hoarace
Coker as the prize. It was really awful
for Coker. The Removites held him
fast, The drag on the rope was terrific.
It did not drag Coker away; but it
fe%?nnd as if it was going to cut him in
1alf.

“Urrgh! Wurrgh!”

rgled Coker.
“Oh crikey! Help! E-E £

ggo! You're

pip-pip-pip-pulling  me fo  pi-pop-
pleces | urrgh
“Ha, ha, ha "
+E E.lfl.g‘ ¢n IF."
"Yarooh! You're killing me!™

shrieked Coker. “0Oh crikey! Leggo!
You're breaking me in half! Yarooh !

“Stick to him ! gasped Bob Cherry,
“"We'ro keeping some of him, if thoss
fatheads get the rest!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Whariun opened his pocket-
kunife, and sawed across the taut rope.
Keally, there was no telling what might
have happened to Horace Uoker had not

the rope parted.

Fortunately it did part. Under the
sawing blade it parted suddenly wilh
& ShAD.

There was & sudden collapse of Potter
and Greeme., With their feet frmly
Elamted. and leaning back to it, they

ad been dragging with all their fores
on the unyielding rope.  When it sud-
denly vielded, snd the loose end flew
across the water to them, Potter and
(reene wenk over backwards as if they
had beon shot.

Creene crashed on the towpath:
Potter crashed on Greene. T'wo fearful
yells simultaneously awoke the echoes of
Popper Court Woods. Fellows staring
from the island to the starlit bank saw
two pairs of heels kicking up inte the

g s kHa, ha, ha !” ceme a yell across the
ark.

“"How's that?” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Potter, strug-
gling to his feet. *Oh, my hat! Ow "

“ Oooooh ! groaned Greene, sitting up
and fecling tho back of his head to
make surs that it was still there. It
folt as if it wasn't, “Oh, my napper!
Oh, my nut! Ow!

“Coming across for Coker?" welled
the Bounder,

“Oh, do!” roarcd Johnny Bull,

*“Ha, ha, ha!”
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Potter peered acrozs the stream. e
had no intention of attempting to cross
it. Whatever was going to happen te
U'oker in the hands of the rebels, Potter
did not want the same to happen io
him, alse. In the light of the bike
lamps uwnder the island trees he made
out the crowd of Removites, with Coker
wriggling and gasping in their midst.
Greene, uninterested in the fate of
Coker, continued to rub the bock of his
head. It had hit the towpath hard
when Greene went down, and there was
& pain in it

‘Wall, they've got him ! said Potter.

"%:? 1= s&iid reene. “ Wow 1V

“Wo ecan’t de anything——"

“Wow! My nut.ly Ow 17

“Weall, he’s asked for it,” said Polier

philosophieally. “Let's hops he’ll
Ent_in it now he's got it
C.:IPWE My napper! I think it's

eracked! Owl?

“You fellows coming across ! roared
the Bounder.

*Thanks, no! answered Potiter.
“When you've done with that howling
idiot, chuek him in, and we'll pull him
aut this side.”

“Wea're not done with him wet!”
called back Bob Cherry, “We're keep-
mg dear old Horace for a bit! We're
going to make him tired of paying visits
at such late hours and spoiling our
beauty sleep.”

“T'll smash vou ! roared Colker.

*The smeshiulness will be a boot on
the other leg, my esteemed and idiotic
Coker ! chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh.

“I’'ll spiflicate you !

“1 may be mistaken,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “But I fancy you are going to
get the spiflication, Horace.”

“T'lIt pulverize you I y

“{aet that ecan of tar!™ =aid Bob.
“Wea got it for old Popper, i he blew
in again; but it will do just as well for
Horaoe 1

“Ha, ha, hal®

Potter pnd Greena sat down on the
bank to wait. That was all that they
could do; and Greene was still busily
aceupied rubbing his head. They could
hear the wvoices on the island, and if
they had had any desperate idea of
attempting to rescus Coker, the mention
of the tar would have banished it at
once. FPotter and Greene did not want
any of the tar! Coker was welcome to
all Fhat- Le had asked for—including the
tar

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Horace !

FERE vou are !
“Keep hia nut steady

It was not easy to keep
Coker’s “nut ™ steady ! Held
by innumerable bands aa he was, hardl
able to move a limb, Coker eontrivec
to duck and dedge with his head, as Bob
Cherry lifted the can of tar.

It was not o large can. There were
only a couple of gallons of tar 1n ik
EBut that amount, though not large, was
maore than Coker wanted on his devoted
head—much mors. He did not want
any ! He objected auﬂngl{‘! His head
twisted to and fro, almost like the head
of a ecaptured serpent, in hiz frantic
ciforts to keep it out of the way of the
far-can.

“Hold on to his ears ! said Dob.

" Yaroooh [

T And his nose—"

“Urrrggh

“MNow keep him steady! We don™t
want to waste the tar! Tar costs money,
and we're not going te charge Coker
anything for it——"

" Ha, ha I*

Coker, firmly held, pazed up in horror
at the can, as Tlob began to tilt it over.
The tar within was in a flind, sticky
state. The thought of that sticky Auid
on his hair made Coker ehudder. It
horrified him to the marrow of his bones,

"Chuck it!” he gasped. “I—I say,
chuck 11" Coker of the Fifth so far
humbled himself as fo plead to fags!t

“Just poing to!” answered Bob.
“I'm going to chuck it ever your mop,
old thing !*

“I don’t mean that, vou little idiot !”

“I do, vou big idiog!”

“Look here! Keep that tar away!”
shrieked Coker, " If vou got it for old
Popper, keep 1t for him! Look here!
I—=1 give you best!™

That was a tremendous concession for

Ilorace Coker. Generally, Coker never

21

knew when he was beaten. Dut he 4was
convineed this time, A trickle of tar
over the side of the can convinced him.

“Let him have it!” roared Bolsover
major.

“Mop it over his napper !”

“Keep off 1™ shrieked Coker,
wriggling in horror. “Oh crikey! I
vou stick that tar on my hair, you young
zcoundrels——"

“Us what 1" demanded Bob.

#“1—I—1 mecan, you—you Remove
feliows ! gasped Coker. “I=—1 say,
don't be rotters! I'll go! I—I'll go
without thrashing yeu! There!™

“ Awiully kind of Coker to offer to go
without thrashing thirty fellows, 1so'h
it ¥ remarked Frank Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

(Continued on néxt page.)
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Alwoys glad to hear from gou,
chums, 8o drop ne g line Lo the
Following address : The Editor,

The * Magnet * Library, The

Amalgomoted Press, Lid., The

Fleetwony House, Forringdon

Street, Londomn, EC.4. A

stamped, oddressed envelope
will ensure a reply.

r AVE wou ever seen & meteor,
4 chumat One of my readers
who lives in the quaintly
named town of Medicine Hat,
Alberta, Canada, sends me riiculiars
of & huge visitor from the skies which
landed not far sway from his town a
little while age. Ho suggesta that it
might interest other readers. It must
have bean

A WEIRD AND WONDERFUL SIGEHT,

for my chura tells me that, while it was
red in colour and had a long, streaming
tail, it gave off & ghasily green light.
The sky woa lighted as bright as daylight,
and as the meteor etruck earth, it gave off
o magnificent display of sparks, and then
exploded, Botween Calgary and Edmon-
ton, the lipht given off by the meteor
was strongest, but it was seen from
Baskatchewan fe Dritish Columbia—
a distance of about a thousand miles !
That will give you some idea of ils
brilliance.

A search is being made for the remains
of the meteorite, but there is hittle hopo of
finding anything. for it is believed to have
dizpppeared in dust. This 15 the sccond
meteor which has fallen this year. The
other fell in Spain in February.

Whenever a moetegr falla, seientisia
always try to diseover the aerolites—
falling stones which accompany them—
which contain iron, nickel, and other
mincrals. Meteors wsre sometimes seen
in England, and one weighing 10 lbs fell
in Ireland im 1902,

gr ANY of my readers, ineluding
4  Kenneth Knowlea, of Chester-
field, have been pureled by

THE SECRETS OF " KING KOKNG,"

the famoia “ trick " Alm that was such o
tremnendous saeecas, M Chesterfield
reader aaks me to tell ]ﬁm‘{mw the varioua
“glunte * wera * wangled.” It would,
of course, take many pages of the MacxrT
to describe them in detail, but most of

the effects were obtained by ** double-
exposure,” A background was photo-
graphed, and tho finished film waos
projected on to a sereen, In fromt of
this screen an actor in & gorilla's skin
was photographed again, the lighta being
placed so that they would shine on the
actor, but net on the acreen. Then
both actor and background were photo-
aphed together, the reault was that
the £niched flm—which was actuslly
two in one—made the gorilla appear to be
several times the height of the trees,

In some “ shots  there were actually
three or more filma in one, thus allowing
* property " animals to a r fifty or
eighty feet in height, while the human
actors were shown as being normal-size.
A e number of models were used in
the city scenes, whilo the fights between
the " property "' animals were taken in
the same manner as cartoon films arae
taken—by shooting only one picture of
the animals, then shifling them elightly
and taking encother piclure, and so on.
This is & very lengthy process, for twenty-
four separate pictures take a long time to
“ shoot,” whereas they only appear on
ihe gereen when completed for one second 1

Thiz will give you a little idea of some
of the difficuities with which modern film
producera have to contend.

By the way, Frank Richards has been
teliing me that the long complete story
which he has written for

NEXT WEEK'S * MAGNET"™

ig, in hig opinion, ono of the best ho has
done. And I agreo with him. 8o, I
think, will you, when you read :

“*THE * NO-SURRENDER*
CRICKETERS ! "

which is the title of the long complete
yarn featuring the Remove rebels, which
will be in your hands next Baturday.
Many of my chums bhave writien to say
how tip-tep the Greyiriars siorics are
these days, and I am sure they wen't be
disappointed with the oncs which are m
store for tho future,

“The new adventure thriller, ' The
Black Hereules,' is o top-notcher,” writea
one enthusinstio reader, ond I fecl like
replying, in the lanpuage of Fisher T,
Fish : ** Buddy, you've said a mouthful ! %
Watch out for more exciling chaplers
next week. )

Our other interesting features, includ-
ing & full-of-mirth * Groyfriars Herald,"”
will appear as usual.

I must apeologise to several repders
for not being able to answer their querica
in this chat, but I hope to have more
space Bt my disposal next weck. Until
then-—cheerio, chuma!l

YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Magxcr Lipmany.—XNo. 1,318,
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“Qive him the tar!” shouted the
Eounder, .

Bob held the can over Coker's hior-
rified heasd. Just a thin trickle of tar
camo over: the side. DBut he did not

aut.  As a matter of fact, Dob had no
intention of pouring the tar over Coker's
head,  Ile  was  plavfully  pulling
Coker's leg. But a good many of the
rebels were in favour of letting Coker
have the tar. They shouted to Bob teo
gci gotng.

“Well, look here! If Coker's sorry,
perhaps we can let him off the tarl”
sald Harry Wharton. " Are jyou sorry
you barged in, Coker?” : i

“I—=T—-I—" gurgled the infuriated
Herace. “I'll smash the lot of yout”

“That doesn't sound like being
sorry 1™ said Beob. *1I think T'd bettoer

let him have the tar, after alll Keep
vour nut steady, Coker[”
“Thanks "  velled Coker. “Oh,

ihanks! Oh crikey! Thanks!”

“Ha. ha, hal" )

“"Roll him in!" said Wharton, langh-
ing, and Horace Coker was rolled off
the island inte the muddy margin of
the Sark.

Ie scrambled to his feet there, gab-
Dling with “fury. He glared back,
ternpted  to charge at the grinming
cnemy.  DBob Cherry held up the can of
tar imvitingly.

Coler did not charge.

He swam for the bank! A vell of
merriment followed him.
“I rather faney,” remarked Bob

Cherry, *that Coker will think twice
before he pays us another visit."

“The twicefulness will be terrifie.”

“Good-night, Coker 1"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Coker scrambled out of the water,
Potter and Greene rose to their feet.
They wero grinning—as if they, as well
as the jumiors, had derived entertain-
ment from the scene on the island.
(‘oker gave them a speechless glare.
He squeezed water out of his clothes,
jammed on his shoes and coat and hat,
and started down the towpath., In the
silenee of inexpressible wrath, Coker
tramped homeward to Groyiriars, with
Pﬂil;tﬂ-l‘ angd Greene grinning in  his
wako.

They clambered in over the Cloister
wall. They srrived at the door of the
Rixth Form lobby, Dotter turned the
door handle.

“0Oh, my hat!” he ojaenlated.

“Open  that door, you dwmmy!”
snarled Cloker.

“It's locked ("

“Don't be an idiot! Tow ean it be
lockied? I lefe 1t unlocked.”

“It's locked now.”

o “Dou't be a dummy!
it.

C'oker got at it!
wrenchod at fhe door handle.
lobby door did not stir.

“(h erumbs ! said Coker bDlankly.

“Well, izn't it locked #" asked Potter
sarcastically.

“Don't be o fathead ™

“Wingate must have coma out, after
all,” saicl Greene, * I kinew Coker had
woke him up! He knows somcbody is
out of bounds, and he's locked the
door.”

“That's it agreod Potter.

“1f you'd backed me up.” said Cloker,
*it woulld have been all right! Xf we'd
got that boat away, it would have Leon
all right! IF you'd had the soense of
bunny rabbits and the pluck of guinea
H;:gs, it would have been all right!
Now look what you've landed wus tall
i Y

Let me get at

Ele twisted and
But the

“We have?" gasped Polter and
Cireenn,
“Yes you! And—"

Tue Maaner Lisragy.——No. 1,378,

< wfraw !

Coker got no further. Potter and
Greene had to face the consequences of
Leing caught out of bounds after lights-
out.  That was inevitable now. It
meant detentions and impositions, at
least. It might mean worse than that!
It was all Coker's doing, and he laid
it all to their charge! It was the last
Potter and Greene, goaded,
turned on Coker1 They grasped him,
and banged his head on the lobby door !

Finding solace in that p Ing,
they banged it again, and yet agsin,
and ¥et once more | Then they hurled
Coker, roaring, away, and walked along
to  Wingate's window, to tap for
admittance.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Knows How!

ERALD LODER grinned.
Wingate coloured.
It was morning at Grey-
friars—a  bright and sunny
morning. But there ware some faces
that were not sunny | The headmaster's
face wos rather like a thundercloud.
Passing Wingate of the Sixth in the
ﬂyadmngla, Dr. - gave him a cold,
istant stare, very different from his
usual benignant look, and frowned
portentously. ed on, leaving the
captain of the school with a red face—
and Loder, at & little distance, grinning.
' The fact was that the Head's temper
had suffered of late. The Lower School
regarded the Remove rebellion as &
tremendous lark, 'The seniors shook
their heads over it, or grinned over it,
as the spirit moved them. The masters,
in Common-room, discussed it inces-
santly, and wondered why the Head +:almi
not put 2 prompt end to it. Certainly
the Head would have done so, had he
known how. But he did not know hdw,
and the prolongation of this extra-

ordinary state of affairs was getting on

his nerves. X

o Head seomed to take the view
that it was up to the prefects to handle
recalcitrant juniora, and especially to
Wingate, as head prefect! Power was
deputed to them for that purpose.
_ And they had failed him ! The Head
in these days wad angry with everybody
and everything, and especially with his
prefects ! Hence the cold stare, or
rather, %'Ilare, with which he passﬂci

George Wingate in the quad that
ml:rmmi. ) :
“Looks as if Wingate's rather at &

discount I Loder remarked to Walker
of the Bixth.

Walker gruntfed.

“The Beals ratte all round,” he said.
“He =niffs at Quelch, as if it was
Queleh’s fault! 1le snorts at us, as if
it waz our fault! Prefects ain't Eup-
posed to handle a thing hike thial It's
a job for the beal I

“Well, head prefect ought to make
himself useful in en emergency like
thiz,” said Loder. “All Wingato can
do is to report fellows for krying to
handle what beats him. ¥ hear that
some Fifth Form men got out of bounds
last night, and he spotted them, and
they were up befors the Head after
pravers. Thev've got detentions for the
rest of the term. And it seems that

they went after those young rascals on
]Puppcr’s Island=—so they said, at
cast.’

“Lucky for them the Head believed
them ™ grunted Walker. “ He's rather
o simple old dock.™

“Well, T fanoy it was true; 1t was
like that idiot Coker to barge in and
make a fool of himselfl Anyhow, he
tried it on, ass a3 he is—and Wingate
isn’'t even tryving anything onl I fancy
he wouldn't be head prefect much
longer if another man handled the
wiastter and got awsy with it.”

-g:taped Walker, bowildered.
&
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Walker looked at his friend. ;
__“If that’s your game, there’s nothing
in it,” he eaid. *“You can't touch the
young rotiers any more than anybody
else can.™

“The whole thing hangs on Bunter I™
said Loder quictly. “Bunter's eacked,
and they're sticking to him. Tf Bunter
was gob sway from the island the whole
th:rig would collapse at once,”

“1 suppose it would! Cot any stunt
for getting that fat, frowsy, frabjous
oozler away from the rest of the mob?”

“Just that!” said Loder, * Keep it
dark, Jimmy, old mm—Winﬂ,ta’s not
i this[ Things would be rather rosier
for our get in the Sixth if I were head
prefect—what ! And I ean jolly well
tell you that the Head couldn’t do less
than make me head prefect if I handed
Bunter over to him and knocked the
bottom out of the whole show.”

£ Riﬁiﬂ; as rainl” agreed Walker.
“But how the thump—— I tell you

they're sticking to him like glue !
‘Bunter's got & brother here,” said
Loder,

“What about that?”
Eupﬁmaa he got run over by a

car—

€F Eh ?.u

“Parents eent for in a hurry—and
his bmtger sent ijr. of course, mtli'i
Joun ammy lying 1n sanny a
sma&%ed up—="

“But he won't pet run over by a car ¥
i “Think
: ]gumg' to walk under a motor-car
to %EES-E!-_F&H, Loder 3

“"¥You'ro rather an ass, Jimmy " said
Loder. “Buppose it happencd, & pre-
foct would cut-across to the island and
tell Bunter. What i

“1 suppose so! But 1t hasn't hap-
pened, and won't——"

“Bunter could be told so, all the
spmne,” said Loder coolly.

“Oh 1" gasped Walker.

James Walker stared at Loder. Hae
began to understand. der grinned
genially.

“Dash it all, it's too thick, old man t"
muttered Walker. “¥You couldn't tell
a rotten lie like that——" -

“You've never told one®" inquired
Loder pleasantly.

“Well, there's a limit 17 said Walker.
“Bunter's & fat littla beast and the
cause of all thia trouble, but alarmin,g
him with a tale that his young brother's
run over by a8 car—— Dash it sl
Loder, it's putrid 1™

Loder shrugged hia shouldera. If
there was & chance of “dishing ¥ Win.
gate, and becoming head prefect in his
place, Gerald Loder was not scrupulous
ebout the methods he used.

“Well, thanks for your {:Piniﬂn; but
that’s the stunt,” he said. *It's bound
to workk! And I'm going over to the
island now. No time like the present,
ond I'd rather take a walk than Greek
with the Head, anvhow! You and
Carne will come with me—keep out of
sight, of eourse; but we must make sure
cfg the little beast once we've got him
off the island. We can easzily get leava
from the Head. He'll be glad—"

“Y¥You don't dare to tell the Head
what you've just told mel”

“1 shan't go into deteils,” said Loder
aivily, "1 shall simply mention that
1 believe thers’'s s chance of eatchin
Dunter off the island. So there is, isn’t
there! When he hears that his
brother's smashed up—"

“It's brutal 1” growled Walker. " And,
look here, have a little sense! Bunter
will know porfectly well that Sammy
can't have been out of gates this morn-
ing, before classog——"

“The accident happened yesterday,”
answered Loder calmly, " Bamrr:lls
Bunter was run down by a car a
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* Urrggh !

Warrgh !
Removites hung on to his arms and his legs. Like Potter and
it and manfully resisted the strain.

Help 1

brought home on a stretcher. His
parents are here already—"

“Oh, my hat1?

"“And Bunter, of course, will have to
come I shall call the news across from
the bank—you won't eatch me setting
foot on the island. It will waork like a

arm.”

“I—=I suppose it will! I den't see
how it can_faill But—il's rotten—it's
a dirty trick—it's—"

“ Thanks 1"

Loder walked away o tho House,
leaving James Walker in a rather per-
turbed mood. The bell was ringing for
classes when Loder oame back, accom-
panied by Carne of the Sixth. Carne
was grinning, apparcntly not sharing
Walker's objections to the schemae.

“All serene,” said Loder cheerfully.
“Exeat for thresc—and the Beak quite
pledsed. Coma onl”

Walker hesitated, but he followed on,
While the rest of Greyiriars went into
class, the three black sheep of the Sixth
walked out of gates, and followed the
path up the river,

Loder halted when the tall gak on
Popper’s Island came in sight.

“"You fellows k&eﬁ doggo here,’ ha
said. “Bunter will come this way—
and you grab him when he shows up.
I can’t collar him 1n sight of that
crow—they'd be on my neck at once!”

“Leave him to ua[" said Carne.

Loder nodded and walked on up the
towpath, leaving Walker and Carne
sitting on the grassy bank under the
trees. Tho bully of the SBixth grinned
cheerfully as he went. He flattered
himself that bis schema was an ahsolute
winner, and already, in his mind’s eye,
he saw himself head prefect of Grey-
friars in Wingate's place.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” came a roar,

Leggo !

"qﬁ"

as Loder reached the spot opposite the
landing place on the jsand.

Bob Cherry was there. and a dezen
follows joimed him at once. At the
sight of a Greyfriars prefect they were
on t:nmr guard. Loder—no longer
grinning—cama to thy water’s edge,
E-.-:t.h 4 very serious expression on %is
A,

“Cononig over 72  ghouted the
Bounder.
“No!" answered Loder. *Don't rag

naow, you fellows—it's pretty zerious|
If ﬁuuter‘s there, I've got a message
for him {rom the Head! Hia younger
Emﬂwr was run over by a car yester-
n}. -F ]

“What ™

“"He's in a_pretty serious state, and
his father and mether came down last
‘.ni?!"ttq Bunter’s to go at once. That's
all.

“Oh, my hat!? said Beb Cherry
blankly.

Every face was serious now. Only
the Bounder gave Loder of the Sixth a
rather suspicious look., Smithy's was
not a trosling nature.

“We'll bring him across
called out Harry Wharton.

“Hold on1” -nuttered the Bounder,
“Is it true? If it’s & trick to get hold

of Bunter—-"
Think the Head would

“0Qh, rot!
do & beastly mean thing like that?

at once!™

Don’t be an ass, SmithyI”

“ Bunter " shouted DBob.
you're wanted |

Loder suppressed a smile. There was
no  doubk that that scheme was a
“winner.” Btepping on the bank, he
watched the Removites man the boat
and Bunter step into i, and they
pulled goreoss from the island.

* Bunter,

You're pip-pip-pip-pulling me to pi-pop-pleces ! ** gurgled Colter as the rebel
Greene, on the other side of the river, they put their beef into
It was a tug-of-war, with Coker as ihe prize ] '

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not & Winner !
(17 H

24AY, you fellows—"
Bab.

“Buck up, old man!”
"Yes; but——"
“"Yes: but—"

“Hopa for the best!" zaid

“It may be ell right, after all,™ said
ITarry Wharton. " Poor old Sammyl
He did us & good turn vesterdaw, too.

It mayn’t be zo bad, old chap”

“¥Yeg; but I haven't finished my
Lreliker,” said Bunter peevishly, “'You
might have given a fellow timo to
finish his brekker®

“You fat villain, shut up ™

“Oh, really, Cherry—

“llere wo ave!™

Tho boat bumped on the bank, and
Wharton and Bob Cherry, and the
Bounder, jumped out, and Bob lent
Billy Buntor a hand to get ashere.

Bunter’s fat face was worricd and
clouded  No doubt he was worrving
about Sammy. But he was also worry-
ing about his unfinished breakfast.
Semmy's case was urgent, of course:
but s was brekker! However, Bunter
scrambled ashore

Jt was diflicult for tkhe schemer of the
Sixth to conceal his delight as he saw

his prey thus fallimg fairly into his
hands. But Leoder contrived to keep a
grave, concerned face. He made no

motion to touch Bunter He was care-
Fully keeping up appearance: of heing
there simply as a meseenger frem the
Head, in serious circumstances,

“Hold on a minute I* said Vernon-
Smith, with his eyes keonly on Loder.
" Let's ask Loder—"

“"No good wasting time, Smithy ¥
zaid Harry Wharton., "“The soconcr

Tae Micxer LipnART.~—No. 1,376,
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Duntcr gots to Fhe sehool, the better.
His brother—="

“Bunter wants to know what's hap-
pencd to his brother,” answered the
Bounder “When did it happen,
Loder—in the mnrmn%?”

Wharton snd Bob Cherry stared at
the Bounder. Obviously, the ¥ acci-
dent ® could mot have happened in the
morning of the previous day, as Sammy
Bunter had come along to the island
in the afternoon with his “tip " to the
rebols.  Loder, of course, was quite
unaware of that circumistance, and he
answered unsuspictously -

“1t happened after ¢lasses. I think
the kid was going to Courthield, after
class, when he was knocked over. He
was broaght in on a stretcher. .

“Oh lor' 1" gasped Billy Bunter, his
fat face paling. He forgoet even
brekker, at that. )

“I'or goodness’ sake don't waste time

jawing, Smithy!” exclaimed Dob
Cherry impatiently. '

“Perhaps I'm mot was{'in%- time !
answered the DBounder coolly. It

cems jolly gucer to me that SBammy
ghguld lhﬁ;?"{: I[fﬁtmrl:ﬂ*nﬁ to walk te Court-
fiecld just before lock-up.” )

“1t happened just after classes,” said
Loder. " 'The kid went out after class,
and was brought in on & stretcher,
That's all. Bunter can please himself
about poing to see him or not—I've got
to gvtgback.”

Loder turned away.

“]1 sav, vou fellows

*Smithy 17 exclaimed Wharten and
Bob Cherry togzether.

With o spring rather like that of a
tiger, Smithy leaped at Loder as he
turncd away, grabbed him by the
collar, and brought him down on his
back on the towpath.

Loder landed with a erash.  The
next moment the Dounder’s knee wasa

¥

planted on his chest. pinning him
dowi.

“Lend & hanl here!” reared the
Bounder,  “Don’t let him get away,
vou dummiesl Can’t you see it's all
spoof [

& Look here—" gasped Bob.

Loder  strugele savagely. But

Wharton and Bol Cherry ran fo the
Bounder's side, and he was grasped and
safoly held.

“All spoof ! panted the Bounder.
“1 jolly well know it was. Nothing's
happenad to Sammy ljuutn:r.'i:
C e gt the Head wouldn't-——
Bob Chorry. : 1

“The Flead's got nothing to do :.wth
this, you ass! It's a trick of Loder's to
get hold of Bunter. Can't you see?l

gazped
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yelled Vernon-Smith, with angry im-
patience. ' We saw Sammy on this tow-
path vesterday afternocon. Hea only

timo o get back to Greyfriars for lock-
up. If he started for Courtficld at all,
asg or savs, he must have started just
at lock-up”

_ "Oh " gasped Bob., “And Loder says
it was just aiter class—"

“Tt was an hour after class that we
saw hiim here!” exclaimed Wharton.

*Oh pad!” gasped Loder.

That the Remove rebels had seen any-
thing of Sammy Bunter the previous
afternoon  Loder had never even
dreamed. DBut the fact that they had,
guite disposed of his story that Sammy
had staried to walk to Courtheld after
class and had been knocked -down by a
car on the road. 3

“The best-laid schemes of mice and
men gang oft agley,” as the poet has
remarked. der's precious scheme had
“ranped agley ¥ with a vengeance,

“Own up, you rotter!” roared Bob
Cherry, taking Loder by the cars and

banging his head on the hard, unsym-
wthetic carth, “ You l:,-in_g worm, what
{'mvu you got to say now ¥’

* Yarooooh 1

“Own up, vou worm " -

“*Dw ! gro! Leave off I shricked
Loder, struggling f{rantically. . “I—
own upl arooch! Leggo! Oh gq;:l!
Leave off banging my head! Wow |

i | 3y, YOu fellows, if it 13n't
trip—"

“Tt isn’t, old chap ! It's all right.”

“Then I can go back and finish my
brekker ! said Bunter brightly, ©Of
course, I was fearfully worried about
Sammy—heart-broken, in fact. DBut I'm
jolly hungry, you know—"

“iick him 1"

“ Whooap I ]

“(3p and pot that tar, Smithy

asped Bob.  ® We'll take care of Loder.
ﬁucl-:;,' we never mopped it over Coker,
after all. Co and get it."”

“You bet!” prinned the Dounder,
*Keep him safe [

“We've got him ! ;

Vernon-Smith jumped into the beat
again. DBunter jumped after him in hot
haste. Brekker called Bunter, with a
call that was not Lo be denied. 3

The Loat shot across to the islund
BEAIN,

While it was pone Loder struggled
madly for freedom, but he struggled in
vain, Wharten and Bob Cherry had
him down, and they kept him down i

Loder was still wriggling and etrug-

ling when the boat_came back to the
g&nk with as many Remove fellows in
it as it would hold. Bunter remained
on the island: brekker claimed Bunter.
But all the other fellows were keen to
lend & hand in dealing with Loder,

They scrambled ashore in an excited
mob. The Bounder had the can of tar
in his hands and a cheery grin on his
face., That tar had been laid 1n for
2ir Hilton Popper. It had very nearly
been bestowed on Coker of the Fifth,
Now Loder was going to gpet ikl

“Hold him,"” grinned the Bounder—
“and keep cloart”

“Ha, ha, ha 1" ,

“Don't you dare!” shricked Laoder.
“You young villains—scoundrelsg—
Oh gad! Keen off ] Gurerrggh 17

Loder sal up, in many hands. More
hands than he could have counted wore
grasping him and holding him ready for
the tar. Vernon-3mith tilted tho ean
over hiz head.

The tar streamed out.

Loder gave a frantic howl as he felt
it dropping on hiz head. He made a

tereific effort to tear himself loose, but
i could only move hizs head—and mov-

jrr
i

ing his head only caused the tar to
stream down his face, instead of landing
on_his haiy,

It etreamed and streamed and
streamed—twe gallons of it, soft and
sticky | Loder's hair was a mass of it;
hiz faco was covered with it; it ren
behind his ears and down his neck. He
dlﬂ&{;_{ﬁﬁ&r&d from view under a coating
of thick, sticky tar., He was trans-
formed into o negro of the deepest dye
—black, but not comely.

Some of the Remove fellows were
splashed and smcared a little; that could
not be helped, and they did not mind;
Loder was getting noarly all of it. Tho
sticky fluid flowed slowly but steadily,
amid howls of laughter from the Re-
movites and howls of rage from Loder,
till the ean was nearly empty; then the
Bounder jammed it down on *Loder's
hend like a hat. It fitted guite nicely
down to his tarry nose,

“0h, you young villains | Gurrrrgh 1"
gurgled Loder, as a trickle of tar went
into his mouth.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Behold he ia black, but comely!™
chortled the Bounder.

“The blackfulness iz terrifie, but the
comeliness 13 not reposterous i
chuckled Hurree Jamset ﬁn.m Singh.

“Now kick him out 1™

“ All kick togethor 1™

“1 say, give a fellow room to land
him one [

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Loder staggered 1o his feet, gtreaming
tar. He cluiched wildly at the tacry
bonnet ¢on his head. DBut he had no
time to get it off ; hoots were landing
on him on all sides, How many kicks
he received Loder could not have
counted—but they were many, thn';i}' were
hard, and they were heavy., 8hll bon-
neted by the tar-can, Loder started at
a wild run down the towpath, roars of
laughter following him. At a distance
he stopped to tear the can from his
head, and then ran on again, gasping,
gurgling, panting, streaming with per-
spiration and tar.

Walker and Carne, sitting under the
trees, jumped up at the sound of run-

ning footstens. :
“%5 that Bunter " exclaimed Walker.
“Why., what=—— Who—who's that

blessed nigger—"
 Loder ! shricked Carne.
“Loder! Ob, my hat!"
“"Ha, ha, ha "

Loder panted up; he glared with a
Ll faes and seildly rollieg eyes =t the
two almost convulsed profects.

They yelled.

“You silly dummies,” shrieked Loder,
“what are you cackling at? Look what
thev've done to mel Eur:-lr. 1"

“HHa, ha, ha!" yelled Walker and
Carne.

Loder, glaring with fury, barged on,
What he wanted most just then was a
bath, with hot water and soap—plenty
of hot water and plenty of soap—and a
serubbing-brush,  Walker and Carns
followed him, doubled up with merri-
ment. They did not need to ask Loder
whether his scheme had failed; on‘li
too evidently it had. Loder did not loo
like becoming head prefect of Grey-
friars yot awhile. And the Bemova
rebels were poing as strong as ever on
Popper's Island.

THE END.
(The next story €n this exeilting re-
beilion seriea iz better than éver. Alake

a note of the title, chums: “THE ' NO
SURRENDER® CRICEETERS!" and
then get your néwsagent to reserve you
a copy of next Saturday's MaGrer 1)
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The First Real Test !

HE tropical sun beat down

i mercilessly on tho roof of the

gtrange jet-black tower, and

made the interior like an
oven, but Bpeedy Jack Carter and
Tickler Johnson, the two English
lads inside, had more to think about
than the terrific heat. Lhey wero
fazcinated by what the giont negro
before them was saying.

“1 think, gentlemen, as the zero
hour is near, it is time 1 put my

lans to a practical test,” said the
Elack man.

The two English air mail pilots
nodded gloomily. Since  their
machine had crashed and landed
them in the clutches of this remark-
able man they had learned all about

hiﬂl-{[ﬂﬂ-ﬂ&

g Hercules, as the huge negro
called himself, intended to sweep all
the whites out of Africa and establish a
Black Empire, with himself at the
head. He had discovered hitherto un-
known radium deposits, and with the
power generated by that wonderful
metal he had built a great steel city In
the middle of the jungle.

Here he planned and schemed for the
day when he would ba master of a con-
tinent. Hundreds of thousands of steel
warriors, called Amarobs, had already
beenn produced by the remarkable
machines. Each one of these mechamcal
soldiere carried a deadly radium gun,
and it would be practically impessibla
to etop them, once the great drive
started.

With the assistance of Senhor Miguel
Golanzo, a dissipated Portuguese, who
had saved his miserable life by teach-
ing Hercules the principles of aero-
nautics, the black man had now turned
his ottention to the building of
acroplancs. He was fully aware that
his mechanical forces would be at the
mercy of aircraft with high explosive
bombs, and he meant to arm himself
with some counter-weapon.

Jack and Tickler paled at the black
man’s announcement, for it meant that
their worst fears were about to be
realised.

They glanced round the remarkably
fitted "control-room, where the rows of

e

blue lights showed that everything was
working smoothly in the radium ecity.
A line of indicators, like mileometers,
showed how many Amarobs and aero-
planes were being turned out by the
machines, and Hercules woved a huge
hand towards them.

“Half a million Amarobs, five thou-
sand automatie planes, and nearly a
hundred comntrol planes,” he announced
proudly. “Rather a formidable collec-
tion 1" _

Jack nodded, speechless with horror.

“My picked Zulu warriors know
exactl w]iaat to do. They hoave received
careful instruction in the control and
management of the machines, and there
is nothing which can bumanly be
aveided, to go wrong”

“When is thia murderouz army of
yours to launched ' inguived
Tickler, struggling hard to keep his
voice steady.

¥ Veary scon.”

Herenles roso and pulled down an
enormous map of Africa.

With a pair of compasses he measured
the distance from the Radium City, n

the south-east eorner of Angola, to
Livingstone, in Rhodesia.
“ About four hundred miles! That

will do very micely for our first practical
test. To-night you shall come with me,

to take :
# natives had gathered round to imspect

and I will demonstrate the power ol
value of my control planes™

It was already getting dark, and
Hercules gave instructiona fo Leopold,
his villainouslooking mulatto assiztant,
to take charge of the control tower.

Leaving Golanzo behind, much to the
relief of Jack and Tickler, Hercunles
took them down in the Lift to the great
square outside the high control tower.

A body of Amarcbs stood etifily at
ona side, while a erowd of the splendidly
built Fulu warriors formed a solid
black 1 front of the entrance.

At the alj:pea.ranﬂe of the giant negro
they literally worshipped, all the natives
bowed low, and even the mechanical
Amarchs bowed in a stiff, jerky manner.
In the middle of the square was one
of the big main control planes, all ready
ﬁ‘m agir, and s swarm of lessor

1t

They fell back quickly as the mag-
nificent bodyguard of the black king
approached, and gazed on their master
with a reverential awe.

Hereules motioned the two English
chums to enter the plene, and, much

apainst their will, they clambered
aboard.
The cabin was metal-walled all

round, with grille-covered air vents and
radium lamps. There were comfort-
able scats inside, and a large meial
covered screen, the object of which
Jack and Tickler could not discover.

With a few sharp commands to his
bodyguard, Hercules stepped aboard
and secured the door of the pilot house,
Then, seating himself before the instru-
ment board, he pressed a ewiteh and
the machine began to rise wvertically in
the air.

Accustomied as they were to the roar
of acro cngines, the two Faglish pilots
found it eeria and strange to be flying
without & sound. ; i o

Hercules glanced at his row of indi-
cators and pressed another switeh. Im.
mediately the machine shot forward ar
terrific speed. -

“ Five hundred miles an_ hour,” an-
nounced the giant negro, pointing to an
indicator on _which the speed was
registered.  “That is quite fast enough
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for our purpose, although thiz machine
can travel twice as fast.™

He juggled about with wvarious con-
trols, testing the vertical rise and fall
of the plane in feet per second, test-
ing the lateral and backward motion,
the diréction Bnder, and various other
marvels of his invention.

When the machine had been. flving
for about an hour Hercules pressed a
butfon beside tha metal =creen, and
there appeared & moving picture of tha
country ovoer which they were flving.

The two chums. were amazed, for they
knew that it was pitch-dark outside.

“ Infra-red rays,” explained Hercules.
“They can pierce the darkness and show
just where you are.”

The wide ribbon of the Zambesi
River showed on the screen, and
Hercuies followed its course. In a few
minutes they passed above the gigantic
Victoria Falls.

The rear of the falling water came to
them dimly, and they could sca the
.Ep!:in.r rising in & grest cloud above the
&g,

“‘The smeoke that thunders,’ as my
people call it,” remarked Hercules,
‘It iz here that our real test will
begin.”

The plane continued over the white
town of Livingstone, and dJack and
Tickler held their breath. Wera they
to witness some terrible slanghter with-
out being able to lift a finger to help?

For some minutes Hercules hovered
over the sleeping town, dropping to
within a few hundred feet of the roofs.
But it was evident that no one in the
‘whole place had the slightest suspicion
of the terrible danger overhead.

Satisfied that his machine was abso-
utely silent, Hercules turned back untll
he reached the falls again. Here he
descended until the shape of that great
engineering work, the Victoria Falls
Bridge, filled the whole of the photo-
graphic screen,

Not until that moment did either Jack
or Tickler hava the faintest idea of
why Hercules had shosen to come this
wav on hiz test fHight: then suddenly
the answer struck them.

1f the bridge could he destroved all
heavy transport bhetween the southern
and central provinces would be com-
pletely cut off, The railway bridge was
tho only link, and itz destruction would
do much o hinder the operations of the
defending forces.

Hercules kept his plane absclutely
stationary, with the bridge right in the
centre of the screen. Then, as if fear-
ing that his passengers might endeavour
to prevent him carrying out hiz plans,
ha covered them with ona of the
terrible radium pistols.

“Do not try to interfere.” he rapped,
“or it will be your last action.”

Fascinated, the two chums saw
Hercules twist the wheel operating tho
ray projector until the big searchlight
pointed straight at the bridge. Then
the giant negro snapped down a switch
at tha side and a beam suddenly
appearcd on the sereen.

As the ray hit the steel bridge thers
was 8 slight cloud of dust, and next
instant the whole structura had dis-
appeared, completely and noiselessly.

“That will give them something to
think about,” chuckled Hercules, sz ha
headed the plane back again. "I
wonder what they'll say when they wake
up and find their bridge gone?™

Jack and Tickler wondered, too: buk
they were raora concerned about find-
ing some way of giving a warning.

A Diabolical Plan!

HE following day Hercules pre-
pared to put hiz plans 1nto
operation at once, and he had
all the Amarobs marched to the

edge of the clearing which surrounded
the Radium City, i

Here they were loaded up in planes
and fransported over the dense jungle
to the wild and desclate Kalahari
Desert, Hercules knew well enough
that he could mass practically the whole
of his forces in this inhospitable spot
without anyone ever being any the
WiSeT.

All day long the planes went to and
fro, the Zulu pilots proving remark-
ably competent until thousands of steel
men were massed in selid, orderly rows
out on the desert.

Bullet cars were also taken by air,
and the native drivers were eager to
start the great drive.

Strangely enough, although Hercules
had taught them that the whites were
deadly enemies, and must be exter-

“minated at all costs, the natives showed

ne hostility to the two Epglishmen.

Perhaps it was because they thoughb
tho white lads enjoyed some specisl pro-
tection from their adored master, but
whetever the reason, the two pals found
they were allowed to wander about and
inspect the arrangements as freely as
they liked.

{rolanzo, who had deflinitely joined
forces with Hercules, was busy with
Leopold, the wvillainous mulatto, super-
vising the loading of the Amarchs,
while Hereules hipself was much too
occupled to spare any time or thought
for Jack and Tickler.

Disconsolate, and warried by tha
feverish aotivity going on around them
the two chums strolled asimlessly round
the wonderful steel city. y

The machine shops were still turning
out their messengers of death at to
speed, but they were all too well
guarded for the young Britishers to
inferfere.

“ Erosh, it’s too awlul to have to stand
around here doing nothing, with all this
?uing on1”  groaned Jack, for the
mndredth fime. . i

“We might be able to get av.'u.bi[and
find help if we could pget into Kala-
hart,” suggested Tickler., “Let's have
a try, anvway.”

Jack was not too keen on the idea,
yot there was just a chance of success,
and he was forced to admit thab it was
much better to make an attempt than
stand by helplessly.

The two chums made their war to
where the bullet cars were lined up all
ready to be transported. There was no
sign of Colanzo, and Leopold was too
Lbusy to notice the English lads as they
crept stealthily along between the rows
of cars. ]

After trying several cars, they found
one with itz sliding door not properly
closed, and managed to hide themselves
inside. They had no food or water,
and were without the slightest idea of
hew they would manage to cross §
miles of desolation. But the main thing
was to met away. .

The lines of cars moved up as those in
front were loaded into the big planes
and carried away, and eventually Jack
and Tickler found themselves swung u
into the air when the bullet ¢ar, with
several others, was hooked on to the
underside of a big vontrol plane.

“7 will take this one, Mr. Lecpold,”
came the smooth voice of Golanze, and
next instant the machine lifted and rose
silently into the air.

THE MAGNET

After a few minutes Jack thought he
could hear someone talking, apd he
listened intently., DMuffled by the metal
body of the car and the pilot's cabin,

he could dimly hear a voice of
Grolanzo.
“Bo!  You poor fools thought I did

not see youl” chuckled the Portuguese,
“1 wonder what you will think when
you fimd I have cast off that car in

which you are hiding, and you are
falling irom ten thousand t7 I
would give much to see the fear on your
faces !

_Jack gritted his teeth, but remained
silent, The cunning Golanze had
trapped

L them, and thers was no help.
Without the slightest doubt he wc-uE:l
oIy out his threat, and the two boys
would be sent hurtling to destruction.
I will not take any chances,” con-
tinued Golenzo. * You shall be dropped
right out in the desert, where the vul-
tures can pick your bones ™

In a few minutes the plane was over
the vast stretch of desert, and the Portu-
guese switched his engine over to climb.

The two lads crouched in the bullet
car heard him mutter an imprecation.
Evidently something had gone wrong
with his scheme,

“Diablol 1 might have known.
This machine is controlled from the
tower |

Thera was a brief silence az Golanzo
found that he could not make the plana
rise any higher,

“Good-bye, my friends!” came the
sneering voice again, “I am just releas-
ing the hook which holds wvou., You
have not far to fall, but quite enocugh,
I think 1™

_The two chums felt & sudden violent
sickness as the car 1o which they were
dropped like a stone, For a few awful
seconds they had the terrible sensation
of falling into a bottomless pit.

There was an appalling crash and the
whole world became s mass of dancing
stars followed by complete blackness aa
the car struck the ground.

In the plane nve;ﬁmad, the treacherous
Portuguese chuckled over his terrible
ravenge and circled round to make sure
that his vietims had not survived.

A frown crossed his ugly face as he
saw that the car had fallen in one of the
huge salt-pans which sbound in the
Kalahari ﬁc.s.{erl;. Perhaps the mass of
%':-ﬁlcjmg briny deposits had broken the

ail;

Golanzo brought his machine round
and tried to land in order that he could
make sure whether his diabolical plan
had worked; but to his annoyance he
found once again that he did not entirely
control the machine,

Bhrugglmg his narrow shoulders, he
turned the plane and headed back for
the concentration camp to deposit the
remainder of his load.

Jack’s Braln-wave !

T was some hours later when Jack
l and Tickler came to their senses.
They ached in every bone and their
heads throbbed abominably, but
they had both escaped serious injury.
The bullet car was lying on ite side,
and they managed to crawl out of the
zliding door to find themselves in the
middle of a wide glistening expanse of
salt. Tho ecar was nearly ecovered by
the dirty-white erystals which evidently
had saved them from having broken
bones, if nothing worse.
Jack stepped off the metal car on to
the salt and immediately sank up to hia

FPrioted In Great Britan and WHII:MII. ermg
London. E.0.4. Advertimament ofees: Tha
Fost. Bubsgriptlon rates :l}gn}ud and Abroa

Batard
le%'r.wuﬂ:ﬁﬁnn. Farringdon
rdon & Goich, Lid., and

by the Proprietors, The Amalgams

poF BBRUM; b, %f‘lm?ur Iﬁ%"ﬁdﬂ&f’ half

Pread, Lid., leatwar Houks,
e |siered of tragemit

for Bonth Africs: Cemtral News Agency, Ltd~— Ealurdar, July 1

Farringdon Strest,
Oanadinn bﬁ‘ axine
A IR,

ansmission
ata for Anstralia an

sw Fasland
ath, 1 '



EVERY SATURDAY

knees. With some diffieulty Tickler
hauled his pal back and t'l:ueIl,' pazed rues
fui‘til“ the streteh of erystals.

ow are we going to get off I de-
manded Tickler.

“We can't walk
through that stuff 1

Jack seratched hiz head and then
dived inside the wreeked car. After a
great struggle he managed to loosen four
plates of metal about four fect long and
a foot wide, ]

“Let's try a bit of ski-ing,”" he
grinned, fastening the plates to his
baots. !

Walking cather gingerly, and finding
it far from easy to maintain their
balance, the two chums seb out across
the salt.

By sliding their feet, they managed
to get along slowly, and both of them
heaved a sigh of relief when they
rcached the edge of the salt-pan and
were able to dizeard the heavy and
clumsy footwear.

Without wasting any time, they
started the long march across the dasu:-lﬁ
striking due south. Going was slow a
heavy across the zandy waste, and fre-
quently they had to make wide detours
to geb around preat salt-pans.

Their tongues became parched and
swollen and the sun beat down merci-
lessly, but they plodded on steadily, for
there was no shelter from the relentless
heat, :

A couple of wvultures wheeling far
overhead in the brassy sky were the
only sign of life, and Tickler shuddered
involuntarily as he saw them. Golanzo’s
threat that the wultures should pick
their bones looked like coming true.

The sun was dropping rapidly and the
pals vainly searched for a suitable place
it which to spend the night.

There was no sign of any change
from the monotony of sand and salt, and
Jack groamed aloud, while his tongue
fairly rattled in hiz parched throat.

“It's no good, Tickler,” he croaked,
throwing himself at full length on the
scorched ground., “We're finished "

Tickler collapsed beside his chum, too
weary and exhausted to make a sound.
He knew as well as Jack that the night
would be bitterly ecold and that they
would probably never see another day.
But he was beyond caring.

Meither of them noticed a speck ap-

ar in the sky to the north and grow
arger at incredible speed, until Jack’s
staring eyes saw a big plane directly
overhead.

Unable to trust himself to speak, he
pointed a trembling er upwards,
and Tickler nodded.

Without a sound the machine dropped
straight down almost  beside them.
Leopold, the villainous-looking mulatto,
climbed from it. His ugly face split in
g wide grin a5 he saw the exhausted
state of the two boys.

“¥ou try to run away?' he ashked.
“1 think it 13 o good job for you that
the Master zend me to find you. Ewen
now I have a good mind to leave you
here.”’

Evidently, however, Leopold's fear of
his master was too great to allow him
the pleasure of leaving the English boys
# die, and he bundled them uwncere-
moniously into his plane.

In less than half an hour they were
back in the Radium City where
Hercules sternly told them to abandon
their efforts to escape.

“Tt 15 useless,’ he said.
sea for wvourselves that I can unde in
hulf an {gur what it takes vou all day
to carry out,”

Jack and Tickler wera too weary to
ecare what happened to them, and they
glopt that night like logs.

I}?l:- was nearly midﬁiv wienn  they

“Yeou can

awoke, and preparations for the greab
attack wera going on apace. Everyone
was too busy to worry about the Englizsh
lads and they appcared to have been
forgotien altogether,

The events of the previous day were
already passing from their munds and
they began to think once more about
escape, despite the warning of Hereules.

They wandered out into the great

square and watchod the feverish activity
with horrified interest.

“How about collaring one of those
planes and trying to get away n it:"
suggested Tickler, indicating the row
of control planes which were standing
in front of the main tower.

“No good,” replied Jack. *That
black devil can contrel ’em all from his
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tower and he’d soon have us back again.
If only we could manage to put his
main switchboard out of action for a
bit we might manage to get awar.”

Tickler looked glumly across the
square to where their own mail plane
stood, dwarled by the machines evolved
by Hercules.

“If only our old bus would go with
its own engine, we might have a sport-
ing chanece,’” he remarked.

%‘}m two chums ambled agross to the

lane and locked idly over it. The
ittle radium engine fitted by Hercules
was still in position, so it was mmpos-
sible for them to fly the machine. After
aimlessly’ tinkering about, Jack sud-
denly smote his thigh.

“A brain-wave, my lad,” he ex-
claimed. * There's hope for us yet !™

“What are yvou burbling about?'" de-
manded Tickler.

“ Mever vou mind,” grinned Jack,
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“Lel's find out where Hercules put our
acro engine and petrol tank.”

“If wou think you're _gqing to get
that engine to work you're jolly well
mistaken,” Tickler replied. 1 tried
hard enough and—"

Don't taw so much,” mterrupted
his companion. I don’t want the
engine; all T want 15 the petral tank.”

The two chums scouted round for
some time without suceess, but eventually
found the parts of their old plane
stowed away in (he basement of the
contral tower.

Jack got a piece of wood and tested
Fhﬁ tank, which was still nearly half-
ull.

“Hplendid I he announced. “Now
we can make a start.”

“But what's the idea?” demanded
Tickler.

“¥ou leave things to me,” grinned
Jack. "I just want you to go off and
try to gpet a couple of those radium-
proof suits that Hercules is dishing ont
to his natives, If my plan comes off
we shall need "em !”

Muttering at his pal's seccrectiveness,
Tickler marched off on his errand.

The task was not diffiealt, for Tickler
simply walked into the store where the
siits were kept and demanded two
from the hefty Zulu in charge.

The native obliged without qnes-
tion. and Tickler hurried back with his

caplures.
1
N portant and diffieult tazk iz to
get this petrel tank up en to
the roof of the main control tower”

“But s impossible ! protesiod
Tickler. :

*There's nothing like trying, especi-
ally with a bit of bluff ! replied Jack
ﬁhcorfL:]Ey. " Let's see what we can
o.”

He stepped out into the square and
accosted  a npative  wearing three
chromium-plated ankle rings, which
showed that the man was a perzon of
some rezponsibility.

“"Four Amarebs te carry something
for the master—quickly I'* he rapped.

The native bowed and disappeared.
In a few scconds ‘he returned with four
of the Amaroh labourers.

“1 wish I knew how to make the
begpars work myself I muttered Jack,
as, under the direction of the unsus-
pecting native, the Amarchs hifted the
tank and carried it to the lift.

In & few seconds thevy reached the
top of the building, and the mechanical
men carried the tank out on to the

roof, _ _
“0Of all the sance ! grinned Tickler,
our automatons

as the native and his
disappeared. “You've got plenty of
nerve, I must say [

“Come on, let's get busy!” repled
Jack. ""First of all, we must get inside
those suits, beczuse I'm afraid when
our plang start to work there will ba
plenty of shooting with radium guns.”

The twa chums wriggled into the
queer garb, which was made of zome
rubberlike material, and fashioned
after the style of a diver's dress, with
a small goggled helmet. Rubber gloves
and beoots covered the hands and feet,
so that every portion of the body was
protected.

“He]g me to push the tank over this
way & bit."” ;

Jack found it neceszary to put his
head close to his pal's and bawl at the
top of his voice to make Tickler under-
stand.

Tie Maigxrr Laprany.—ao, 1,373

A Desperate Veniure!

OW," zaid Jack, when Tickler
refurned,  "the ezt 1m-
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They managed to get the tank on a

spol’ whieh Jack mlm]atwi was  just
above the control board in Hercules
look-out.

Scarcely bad they finished moving the
tank than they heard the whir of the
lift bringtng someone clse up to the

roof,

* Quick—down hehind
pxid Jack.

The two cliuns erouched as still as
they could

Thev htard someone step from the
lift, and, risking & glance round the
'w.fe, Jack saw, to his consternation,
that the newcomer was their enemy
Lm old.

here's going fo be a scrap now !

he muttered to flﬂ'ﬁ{"” L ihanl-.: g{:.ad
ness we put these suits on ™

‘The anolatto walked grross the flat

roof, with one hand on lus radium gun.
white trash ! he

the toank '™

" Clome out, »om
catled. “T know vou are there!™
Evidently the native, who Jack

thought he had bluffed so easily, had
taken the wprecantion of veporting s
action to Leopold,

Jack and Tickler stood qu and the
mulatto’s ngly face dropped when he
saw their! radivm-proof suits, for his
only weapon becamie uscless,

W:th a bound, Jdck was on him, and
bore him Llc]-nng and struggling to the
ground,  Tickler joined in the fHight,
and- clapped his hand over the haifa
casto’s mouth to prevent him from
shouting.

Leopold proved a fougher handful
than the two chums had expected, bnt
Jack managed at last to wrench the
heavy gun from his hand.

He was just about to give the
miilatio & crack over the head to cnd
neatters, when the deep voice of
Horcules boomed up from the Yift well.

“What is the trouble there?™

Jack's heart .mjissed & beas, but his
brain worked like lightning. He
jammed the.gun into Leopald’s vibs
with & force that made the mulatto
umcr:

“Tell, your master it is nothing,” he
ordered.

Tmn‘lblmg‘ wl‘ch fear, for he nccded
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no tolling that the white lads were
desperate, Leopold obeyed, and, to the
relicf of the two pals, Iercules
returned o his room.

“I'm sorry to do this, but there’s no
alternative,” ssid Jack, and he brought
the pun down on Leopold's head,
knﬂckmg the mulatto unconscious.

“We've got to work quickly now,
Tickler,” he continued.  “Drag that
brute to the lift while I set our patent
fuse. Can’t leave him here, much as
he deserves it 1"

Tickler hauled the insensible figure
to. the lift, while Jack turned on the
dru.mmgtap of the tank very slightly,
so that a little pool of petrol formed on
the roof and gradually grew larger.

He haa tdken the precaution of get-
ting out hizs matches Before he donned
the radium suit, and he set light to o
small piece uf wood which he had
brought,

“Now the fuse is all ready, we'd
better  bunk quick !” he yelled, and
Tickler nodded.

-Making sure-that: the brand was well
alight, Jack laid it down on the roof
where the ever-widening pool of spirit
would reach it in a few moments,

Satisfied with their plans, the two
chums dived for the lift and shot down
as fast as they could go.

They had scarcely got out into the
square when there was a terrific roar
and a great sheet of flame sprang from

the top .of the control tower as ‘the
petrol tank exploded.
Fortunately for Hercules, there was

nothing on which the, flames could take
haold, and the fire died almost az sud-
denly as it had commenced.

“Let’s hope that's put the contral

baavd out of action for g fow minutes 1™

ehouted Jack, as thev raced across the

uars.
Sung‘ethE'r they dashed for the nearcst
contrdl plane, anﬂ the squers becamao
erowded with yel f %i exeited natives.

The explosion ha frightened them,
and the sight of the two running figures
was sufficient evidence of the guilty
parties.

Ehﬂuts to stop filled the air, and

trollable rage.

Hercules' own bodyxguard of picked men
came recing froin the control tower.

Radium guns were pointed at  the
speeding whites, but their suits kegpt
themy safe, while fear and hope gavo
them extra power.

Tiekler zerambled up inte the plane,
with Jack close on his heels, but an
enormous negro got hiz great hand
round the white lad's ankle.

Other natives swarmed round and
clambered all over the plane, but the
two chums -weré - desperate.  This wie
their one and only chance of escapd;
and they darcd not risk it.

Jack kicked out viciously at hia
attacker, and cavght the black man
undar the chin. Howling with-pain, the
negro relaxed his RFip, and Jack.
spramg inside the cabin.

With a sob of rclief, he mﬂipad the

door in position and switched ‘on the
chgine,

5 the plane left the ground the
natives threw themselves from it hur-

riedly, and in the photographic screen
Tickler saw them shaking their fists at
the rapidly rising machine.

The colossal figure of Hercules, unin-
jured by the explosion, burst from the
control tower and stood with arms
raized on high in an attitude of uncon-
The very perfection of
the machine he lkad invented himself
made it impossible te stop the eseape
while his control gear was out of
order,

Jack switched the plane on to full

eed, and the couatry shot past below
Ea two voung air pilots at a terrific
rate. Théy sat back and laughed with
relief. It.scarcely seemed possible that
they really "were free at Jast

“Now for Johannesha rT and the end
of Master Hercules' schemes!” said
Jack, and the two pals gripped hands
in silence.

(Will fortune favour Jack and Tickler,
or will they—— Whatever you :i"n.
thums, don't miss next week's thrilting
m’:a*ptm af thiz powerful adventure
yarn. There's a thrill in every turn of
the roadl!T

of fhe .best ALL-BRITISH
14 DAYS' APPROVAL.

._j:"' MY GREAT OFFER

" "i'i"ma for .my free Bargain Lists

"CARRIAGE
PAID, Eash price £3: 10: 0, or LErms.
AII E-EE-EEE{H'IE! FHEE Value 21/

mmmauzm R
s m:?mﬁn‘r Y

S

Cyeles.

H WEERLY

=L THE ROAMER TENT

Rize 6ft, long, 41t Jins_ wide, 31t. Gins,
high, Gin, wallz, Made from =firong
.material, BrasaJointed poles a3 sco.
tlons, Complole with a1l Bcceh. B'}rn
soricd, 'in walize, (Poztage 1/-.}
'Innt.mnt groed proafed muterial, 13/6.
ﬂrnunﬂ Ehut tn- fit. 36,

m

-mr-r.'|-'ﬂrn hi:i bt to 6ft. 3iina:1l T H.
Bgo from

T. L1

glr.,m .'u:ln-u m.:.._ﬁ dayal A, (3., age 19, E.ini In & wechn' %
Erings FERE Particvlars. fEltd
:P :II nm&, Height. Specisliat, Bearborgugh, Eng,

STAMY

| Roes Bystem 1s Genuine, §
.m Watch Yoursall ﬁ-rnwi

age 165, [
1 develo

A jent fwith 2ina

NETIT UTE (A},

'_h BE STRONG :

ctlect Self-comtral,
_{UH? frienda! Complete Guune 55-.
28," Dean Boa

3 L Rnhu;:nﬂﬁ?lr.hFDuuhhid.
Lrengt ta-mnn. A ashing. Encrgy in-
aﬂd;;flq; back! My Lm;ﬂth in-1
COUTED ddn 1(%325 ins, Lo your mustular
on (heat and 1 on Arms), alse hrlnni a0 Iron
Yirile Manheod,  Personal H gtiam. Sugprise
Detalls freo srmme --HTILB NG

. LOMD

.promisa,

BELGIUM "MOUERNING: ET.!.HF FR

65 i EENI‘H:- Etamps,

XMAS CLUBS

SPARE-TIME AGENTS WANTED

for OLDEST, LARGEST; AND BEST CLUB. Write for Giant
Art Catalogue-and full’ particulars, No outlay: Excellent
Gcrrﬂmlsamn 1 FH‘EE GIFT TO ALL APPLICANTS.

_EAMI.IEI. nHWEH Ltd., Burton Road, Leeds.

GEORGE ( GROSE, "~ britee st LBIIEHTEGIHBIIS
SPURPROOF TENTS =7

Size G0, x-3 fr. S, x 56t Oin. bigh with
Gin. wall. "Made from 'Prmthﬁ Lanvas,
Complete with §-piece Jolnted Poles,
Pegs and Rophers, Overhanging Eaves,
Ventilatord,  Pae Eﬂ. “in Holkdall with

i Bee, Carringd Pakl
Bend hr}g Irﬂi HM"I.Ilt Poly, Frey.
LL -

tncludmz Elris ' higgorie r.u ek atamp, - Mexico, \’ﬂFn Blam, Egypt, ralno,
5& 8, Bavaria, Cape ¥er alen Wurtemberg and unused d Gui iapa. Send 24,
pod h'li'E requesiifig -'Ipnmmlt =Lisburn & Townscnd, Ltd, {U.J:8.}, Liverpool.

Height ed | 1: d Mdney Back,
BE TALL iﬂ:'{:m""‘-:mﬁ'.i”“ ®gend: ETAME “31 g i
'n Hﬂ- su'n'rr::u 29, Dean

l:l WI‘IBEH N.W.2

- HANDSOME M‘EN ARY ' H:.Iﬁn*r:nf EUNEURNT.

"EAUXRBRONZE " romarkably improves
apbearance. 1/@, 28, 10,000 Teetimonials, (Bodklet, stamp, |—Sanbronze
Laboratories (Dept. A.7), Colwyn Bay, Wales. (Est, 13029

1 H ||u m‘] :
BLUSHING, 55 s sns
’ Eﬂr back 1 Gn.:np[lh CaErEs E.r- oulji-

BEING, 25, Doan Rosd, London, N.W.12.

Cuara ﬂﬂﬂﬁ]l an I did, Partiou-
STAMMERING! #5555k fone
T. HﬂETE.ﬁH T0O N naw.

LONDON, W.C.1.

All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication should
be addressed to (he Advertisement Mandger, The MAGNET,
The Fiestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.A.

14-7-58




YOUR HOLIDAY CRUISE!

Who'll join me in a Holiday Cruise
on a tip-top £200 motor-launch ? Fee:
£2 a head (bring your own grub).
Launch seats 6 in comfort. Party
strictly limited to 100 persons. Apply
early '—TOM BROWN, Study No. 2,
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When you want your impots written
for you, don't take chances by employ-
ing beginners—come to the old firm!
With our long experience we know just
what vou want. No novice can kuow
what our long experience has taught
us| Come to us and be satisfied !—
SKINNER & C0., Impot Specialists,
Study No. 11, Remove. Establishcd
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GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

Dat for an alarm of firo in
tho School House in the carly
houra of the rm:u:nin% recently,
tho most sensational escapado

of tho Terin might never havo
beon  cobzerved™ by the
uuthoritica,

It was about four o'clock
m the moming of Tuesday last
when a Third ¥orm boy named
smirke ran down from his
dormitory shouting " Fire 1
The entire collope waa astic
almost iminodiately, and for 4
minubs or two Lhere was preat
vxeitemont, which soonabated,
lhowever, when it was found
that Smirko had merely been
suffering {from nightmare,

Tho gﬂyﬂ returned to their
dormitorics. As they did ao,
tho headinastor made the
surprizsing discovery that the
Fourth Form was conspicuous
oily by its absenecs. Hurrying
up to the Fourth Form
dormitory, he mades & still
more  surprising  discovery.
'Che Fourth Form had wvan-
tshed complotely 1

From tho fact that their
vlothes hed gone, too, Dr.
tinpodsmyto soon  inferrod
Lhat they hed left the college
premises,  For what purpose,
wad at frst & mystery, but,

on the subject by one of the
colleps sorvitors, who atated
that ho had heard & rumour
thot Ben Gosling, Dr. Good-
sy lo’s coachman, had
secretly arranged to engapo in
a prize fight with one Tom,

thoe Tartar, on Courtfield
Common, at dawn that
morinng |

Theugh loath to belisve
that  juniors  beolenging  to
Grveyfriars had had the tem-
erity to loave their dormitory
m the middle of the night to
wilness an encounter in the
prige g, the headmaster

eould think of no other aoln-
tion. He therefore picked out
o number of masters, servitors,
and senior boys wnd ordered
them to accompany him to
the common to find out the
truth.

In the light of ths dawn,
the eompany sot out on foot.
Arriving on Courtfield Com-
mon they were confronted by
ani ammaltod scene, Fully a
thousand persons, comprising
all sorts of sporting gentlemen
down to rogues and vaga-
bonda, had assombled in a
sheltored part of the common
round & roped.off enclosure,
in the centre of which two
powerful fellows, stripped to
the waist, were fighting with
B rare zesh|

The headmaster and his
company ingstantly recognised
one of tho pugnacious pair as
Ben Gosling, the coaschman.
What interested thom even
more than that wasz to seo &
score of Greyfriars juniors
standing at  the ringside,
cheering lustily !

“A  disgraceful affair!
was Dr. Goodsmyte's verdict.
“ Fetch them away at onee,
and s¢e to it that the youn

_ i rapscallions are marched back
ero long, light was thrown |

to colloge and locked up in
their dormitory!™

The dismay of the vouthful
eportamon on finding them-
sclves surrounded by  the
company from Groyfriars was
cormical to  behold. Ewven,
George Wharlon, their leador,
fou that hiz usually re-
sourceful tengue did not
respond adequately to the
situation, and it was a very
erestinllen erowd indeed that
marched back to the ecolloge
in the early morning sunshina!

Dir. Goodsmyte, oo acecount,
we presume, of his coneern for
Gosling, stayed behind to the
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Mycix 3s the bigpesy duffer 1 evor met.
' iniclligenco that he jFEHITE 22
o they give to -Eg't 4

ites fo Jacking in

tHunks o brain-wave i samoethin

Ludtes at the hairdresser's |
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ond and saw Gosling trounce
his redoubtable epponent in
the fiftieth round.

On hia returno to the college,
whore ho achieved a record
soundly thrashing every mem:-
bor of the Fourth Form
befors wmorning breal, he
describod the fight as the
moat brutal and demoralising
sight he had ever wilnessed.

_ Yot, strange to relate, he
has demded to retain Een
(Gosling in his service—and,
atranger still, has, we under-
gtand, increased the fellow's
wages! We confess that we
are ot a loss to underatand ounr
worthy headmaster's motives!
(Cld Qoodsmyte was a bit

of a sportsman himself, on
the g.t., we fancy | Naturally
you're afl wondering whelker
the DBen Gosling mentioned
belonged fo the family of
which our porfer 18 now ihe

representative. The answer 18

tn  the affirinative. Ben

Gosling was the great-great-

uncle of our own Gossy—

believe it or not /—Ep.)

ARE YOU A FUNK?

Yes ! Well, don't Jet it
woIry you. Just buy & tin of
Stott’'s Brickdust Tooth
Fowder and you'll be able to
grit your teeth like a herol
Obtainable only from the
muoker, W, Stott, Study Ne.
11, Remove,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

SKINNER’S DUAL PERSONALITY

Strange Disease—Staggering Cure

It was following on a whole series
of misfortunes that Skinner found
that he was suffering from a Dual
Personality, '

On Monday Wingate found him
smoking a ci%sratm behind the
chapel. Remarking that the matter
was too serious for him to deal with
on his own, Wingate threatened to
report it to Mr. Quelch.

On Tuesday, North came atross
=kinner mak very small marks
on the backs of some playing carda,
Remarking that the matter was too
gerious for him to deal with on his
own, North said he would report it
to Mr. Quelch.

On Wednesday, OGwynne dis-
covered Bkinner down by the river
devouring, with avid interest, a
pink sporting paper. Gwynne, too,
aaid that 1t was too serious a matter
for him and that he would have to
take it to Mr. Quelch.

All thres reporte reached Mr.
Quelch round about tea-time on
Wednesday, and early in the
evening Skinner was summoned to
the Remove master’s study.

In the meantime, he had dis.
covered that he was suffering from
two personalitios.

en Mr. Quelch asked him for
an oxplanation of his heinous
offences, Bkinner had a ready reply.
He hadn’t the faintest reccllection
of any of them |

Asked by Mr. Guelch how he could
E?lﬂblf v what thre¢ prefocts

stated to ba true, Bkinner
explained that he wouldn't dream
of denying that they were true.
Thoy probably were true, but he
just couldn't remember them.

The only logieal explanation
seerned to be that he was suffering
from that malady the news agara
tallked so much about—Dual Per.
eonality t

Mr, %uuluh‘a stern face relaxed as
ha listened, and Bkinner felt, with

pome relief, that he had impressed

the beak., When Mr. Quelch spoke,
his voice 'was soft and E}Fmpﬂ.t-ﬁﬂf-iﬂ.
. A  wery droadful afflietion,
Skinner,™ he said., * It is only fair
to you that the Head should know
about this. Undoubtedly, an effort
should bemads to cure it."

" Exaoctly, sir,” said Skinner,
mournfulie. ™ I belisve the doctors
usually restmmend a long rest, don't

tho;r E
“Ho 1 helieve, Bkianer. Come !
We will.ses the Head at once!™
They sww the Head. Dr. Locke
woas even more deeply sympathetic
than Mr. Quelch had heen.

** An eytremely sad case,” he said,

shaking his head. **It is all the
more pa hetic that this dreadful
malady giwuld ocour in one of your
fender yveurs, Bkinner. A cure must
be found. at all costs. Have you
anything to suggest, Mr. Quelch 1 "

¥ Yes, fir. My own feeling is that
perhapa some sudden and painful
shock might achieve what a dozen
doetors might seek in wvain," was
Mr, Queleh’s reply.

“ Expetly what I feel myself) ¥

onded the Head warmly.

With that Dr. Locks dived into
his desk, ‘to produce, to Bkinner's
unboundsi surpriee, a birch.

“FPray bend over, Skinner!?®
he eaid guntly.

Like ons in a dream, Skinner bant
over—ane: within a brace of shakes
he was yolling like one in & night-
mare |

By the sime the Head had finished
with him, Skinper found that his
Dual Perwnslity had vanished for
all time. The cure was complete !

What Bhinner still deean't undex-

stand is the grave and sympathetic
dialogue tiat preceded the whacking,

We oan't denmy that it's a bit
bewildering.

But for the fact that it was the

Head Mr. Queloch, we should
atmngi%i\ that Skinner was
having eg pulled |

WOULD-BE CONTRIBUTORS o

Picnso send in your contributions typed on
one sido only (wo use the other Eiclua:,;l

un i typiry) accompanted by as maoahy stamps
a4 you like {wo eolleet them),
wivisod 10 keep a copy of everything you send,
as you vertainly won't pot the original back.
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You aro

HBunter's eflorts at swimming in-
variably provoke merriment in
the school bath.
s8y3 the only place Bunter counld
swim in would be the Dead Sea—
which is s0 salty you can’t aink |

Ech Cherry

Wi

Bob Chercy, of the powerlul lungs,
has discovered the ability to yodel
as they do in the Bwiss Alps. His
new-fonnd ** yodel * sarned him
a buodred lines when he did i n
Mr. Quelch’s hearing }

Bt
'I-.

Qersid Lodar
the fag

WEATHER
FORECAST
FOR FORMS

Bixth : Atmos-
hars cool. Fifth:
ultrf. Shell -

Squalls. Upper
Fourth : Storms.
REREMOVE:
EARTHQUAKE,

Farther Out-
look : Bright in-
tervala =as  the
firat shock of tho
oxAm. resulta dies
down, follgwed by
a long period of
calm, settlad
weather when
they're forgottent

YWhen the news
wont round that
Snoop had had a

MAKING A MAN OF SNOOP ...

ver

¥
tha Bounder

row with Tubb of
the Third and waa
booked to fight it
out with him, Bemove men looked glum.
Though & member of a fag Form, Tubb 13
as big as Bnoop and a much better scrapper.
His chances of scoring an easy vietory were
quite rosy and the consequences of such a
victory could be easily forescen.

How ecould the threatened
be avoided ?

Smithy had s brain-wave.

“ Brioop could win all right if he had
more gell-confidence,” he said, * The only
‘W‘ﬂ-i;( to do it is to gi‘-"ﬁ himm the selH-conbidence
befors he ataris !

* And how the thum
that ! demanded Bo

catastropho

are we going to do
Cherry.

FLAG DAY

at GREYFRIARS

Lonzy’s Effort
for Hottentots

How to raise funds for the
Hygienic Hats for Holtentobs
Annual Effort was & problem
that puzzled Alonzo Todd con-
aiderably till Tom Brown solved

it for him.

Browny's su tion waz &
_ reyfriars !

* Indubitably & most ingeni-
ous solution to the difficulty, my
dear Brown,” Lonzy said
“I will see that it is

Flag Day at

fully,
put into effeet,”

And he did. With his own
cunt out several
bundreds of tiny
and wrote ** Hygionio Hata for
Hottentola ¥ on each of them.
Then, he epallied forth with o
trayload of them slu
hia shoulders and a col

hands he

bex in his hand.
As a Fl
BULE0ES,

ever ho wont,

Day it was a huge
Alonzo Todd met with
scarcely o single refusal wher-

haw.

The financial rosults,
ever, were & little peeuliar
Whon he camo to count up the

grato-
contents of the box, Lonzy
found that he had collected
3 French francs, 14 ciparelie
ictures, and 1285 {rouscrs
uttons |

But Lonzy is a philosopher.
He realizsed that the
his Flag Day would net do
much to help the Hottentots to
acquire Hygienie Hats, so he
sent 1% to a fund he felt would
apprecigte them more.

The Fund lor eending Trousers
?:: Timbuctoo, as a matter of
At

per flags

over
ting-

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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Smithy’s Great Experiment

rocacds of | ]

answered. " \We'll
retend to pive
noopy a httle
sparring practice before he starts and give
him the impression that he can knock us
about Jike ninepins. By the time ha's dus
to meet Tubb, he'll be 80 sure of himself that
he'll rush in like & raging lion and ecarry all
before Iuim 1"

You can always rely on Smithy for a tip-top’
wheeze in an emoergency.  This one, we had to
admit, was a particularly bright offort. If,
however, there was any way of cutting out
the funic and replacing it with confidence in
victory, thero was no earthly reason why
snoop should not lick the big Third-Farmer,

A depulation went round to seo Snoop.
They found him erouching in an armchair in
hiz study, green at the gills, white at the lips,
and wobbly ot the knoes,

They cxplained that they had come round
in a friendly way to give Snoop a little training
for his serap so that he could acquit himself
with credit.

Snoop didn't look at sll grateful at first,
and it was some time before they could induce
him to accompany them to the gym.

At first he was cautious and nervous io a
degree. Gradually, however, as he found
nothing happening to him, he plucked up
courage to start hitting cut.

In quick suceossion, he knocked out Bob
Cherry, Vernon-Smith, Redwing, SBquiff, and
Tom Brown. The first-named threa staged
elaberato and melodramatic falls, but the last
two didn™ have a lot of acting to do, for by
the time he had come to them, Snoop was
thirsting for gore!

There was no doubt that something had
happened to Snoop. When he left the gym,
hia chest was puffed out, his head was high in
the air, and a now light gloamed in his oyes.

dnoop was still confident as he marched
up to the duelling-ground behind the chapel
for tho groat fight, later in the day. He pave
Tubb a contemptucus look that made the fag
stara and he laughed and chatted non-
chs_:lant-]]r with his seconds as he peeled off hia
jackeb.

At the call of “ Tima ! ™ to a ringing cheex
from the Remowve, Snocop rushed into the
cenire of the ring with the evident intention of
wiping Tubb off the slate in the first fow
seconds.

What happened next was very remarkabls
to watch,

Tubb stood up to his rush and gave him a
glight tap on the chin,

noop stopped suddenly, clapped his hands
to his chin, and stared in sudden ferror at his
opponent.

Tubb flicked tho end of Snoop's nose,

Bnoop, with & sudden howl of terror, turned
tail and bolted for dear life,

That was the end of the fight !

This solf-confidence ptuff secms to he all

H right somotimes—but it lets you down just

when vou need it mostl

=TT rrrrTE——

OLD PROVERB—NEW VERSION

Bunter's recent attemopt to make a mnew
Lind of fish-and-potato pudding failed owing
to his forgetting tho fish,

Ho spored the “cod® and spoilvd  the
“ Liled 2 |



