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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Nasty Jar!

1 AFE as o
Bounder.
1] Um IH
Harry Wharton & Co. locked
doubtful. i )

The Famous Five of the Greviriars
Remove were sitting in o row on the
grassy margin of Popper's Island in the
River Sark. ‘

Far away, aeross the tall trees of
Popper Court woods, could he seen the
grey old tower of Greylriars School.

That was -all that the Remove had
gcen of Greyiriars for the last couple of
weeks.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, was arguing, The chums
of the Hemove were listening to his
arguments—willing to be convinced, but
rather dubious.

“YWe can't cut
urged the Bounder.

houses urged the

cricket matches ™™

* Mot if we can h-:ﬂ;:l it,” agreed Harry _

Wharton, “ But——'

“But—"" said Bob Cherry.

“The butfulness iz terrvifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, with a shake
of his dusky head.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled through the trees on the island,
blinking round him through his big

spectacles, 1 say—
“Shut up, Bunter!” snapped the
Bounder.

“Oh, really, Bmithy ! I say, we're out
 of jam=——""
“Shut up!” roarcd the Famous Five
with one voice.
“But wc're out of jam ! said Bunter
. wa.rnﬂ:’p “Don’t  you understand?
Jam 1™
Tue Maouer Lmrary.—No. 1,379,
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By FRANK RICHAR

ROARS OF MERRIMENT AND TONS OF FUN IN—

Billy Bunter blinked at the Remove
fellows, apparently expecting them to
dmplaﬁ an  instant and deep concern.
But they didn't! They were not so
decply interested in jam as William
George Bunter was. On the other hand,
they were very deeply interested in
ericket, which did not interest the fat
Owl of the Remove at all.

“If we could manage it—"" said the
captain of the Remove thoughtfully.

e’re all as keen on playing Higheliffe

as you are, Smiuthy. Bui—
“Bafe as houses!” repeated the
Bounder.

“Are you fellows jawing cricket?™
hooted Bunter.

“Yes, ass! Bhut up!®

*Cricket 1" snorted Bunter. “Cricket !
Is this a time to talk cricket, wou silly
usses T

Billy Bunter was indignant.

It was no time, in Bunter's opinion,
for the Hemove fellows to be talking
cricket, or thinking of cricket.

The fact that it was Monday, and that
the regular fixture with Higheliffe
School was due on Wednesday, was to
Billy Bunter a trifle light as air. In
fact, he had quite forgotien it.

Much more important mastters ocon-
pied Bunter's fat mind.

Billy Bunter was under sentence of
the “sack.” If the fat junior fell into
the hands of authority it was tha
“boot ' for Bunter, short and sharp!

The Brst trein home from Courtfield,

with a Sixth Form prefect to keep him
cﬁmglanm was Bunter’s hapless fote if
the Head of Greyfriars had his way.
Only one thing had saved Bunter from
that dire fate so far. Harry Wharton
& Co. had stood by him, and the rest
of the Remove had followed their lead.
For more than o fortnight now the Re-

[y
:5_&!’

i ' ;:.. ol rF" il
[ rl!IIF-:|‘lglf:illlr”iﬂl!]“

=l

i A=

S.

move had been out of school, camped on
Popper's Island, refusiog to give up
Bunter to be sacked.

Every attempt to deal with the rgbels
had so far failed. They had held the
island against all comers.

How the dispute was geoing to end
nobody could guess, but the rebels drew
confidence from the knowledge that the
Hend could not possibly expel a whole

Form.
o !-:mlg as the whole Form stood by
Bunter, Bunter was all right. And they

were not going to let down a fellow they
believed to have been un%ustl:.r sacked.

But Dilly Bunter for the moment was
not thlﬂkll‘? of the sword of Democles
that impended over his fat head. There
wag & more immediate and pressing
worry on Bunter's mind.

‘The garrison of Popper's Island had
run out of jam |

That was serious !

20 i1t was no wonder that the fat Owl
of the Remove snorted with mingled
wrath end disdain when he found the
chums of the Remove talking cricket-—
and more keen on cricket than on realiy
urgeni;. maltters.

Cricket | snorted Bunter. * Cricket |
My hat! I say, you fellows, You might
have a little sense ! I say—— :

# Bhut; u?‘.” vapped the Bounder.

“ Beast !’

“We can’t scratch with Higheliffe,*
went on Vernon-Bmith. “At least, we
jolly well den’t want to 1"

“Hear, hear!” agreed the Famous
Five,

“We can get across on Wednesdey and
play the mateh just the same asz if we
were at Greviriars. Weo haven't seen
anything of the giddy enemy for days.

e Hoad's giving us a rest. We've
whopped the prefects, and put paid to
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old Popper and his kecﬂzzrsf The fact
is that the Head can't handle us, and
bv this time he jolly well knows 1t!”
seid the Bounder confidently.

'ﬁ!t looks like it,” agreed Wharton.
fBut——"

“They keep an eye on the island,
thongh,” said Frank Nugent. “If we
start walking acrosz to i,;l;hcliEa wa
shell be spotted and bagged.’

“No mneed!” said Smithy promptly.
“We can pull up the river in the boat
past Courtfield and land at the High-
cliffe_boathouse.  Start early in the
morning, and nobody at Greyfriars will
be a penny the wiser.” .

“1 say, you fellows—=""

“Wea've left all our things at the
school,’” remarked Johnoy Bull, “We
cnn;::!- ask E!a Hna? :c% gend on our
cricketing thin what 1"

“-th!fa, ]:a.%:?— :

“Fathead ! That's no trouble,” said
the Bounder. *“We go shopping in the
town nearly every day, two or three of
us, Well, my father runs an account
for mo at the school outfitter's in Court-
field. You fellows can settle up later
for anything you want.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Bmithy's got an answer to every-
thing 1" he remarked.

“By Jove ! It's tempting,” said Harry
Wharton thoughtfully, “Wo don’t want
to scratch with Higheliffe if we can help
it. DBut——" Ha paused. *“There's
still tirrjp to let Courtensay know. But—

b .

“0Oh, blow your buts I growled the
Bounder. “We're not going to scratch !
If we go in the boat, and come back the
same way, not & soul at Greyiriara will
know we've been off the island at ail.”

Horry Wharton looked dubious.

Tha Bounder was a fellow to take
reckless risks, but the capisin of the
Hernove was rather more thoughtful
The rebels had needed every man in
their battle with the Frefant.s. If an
attack came while nearly half the Form
were absent the result was fairly certain
to be disastrous for the Greyiriars re-
bellion. On the other hand, they had
been left in Eem::e for some days now,
snd an sttack did not seem probable.
The Famous Five agreed with S8mithy
that the Head did not know how to
handle the situation.

“It all depends on whether the;r find
out at Greyfriars that we're gone,” said
the captain of the Remove at last, “If
they do, the prefects will bag the island
while we're away."

**Oh, rot1” said the Bounder. *They
won't! Who's to tell them? Anyhow,
we're taking big chances in backing up
that fat, frowsy frump against the
Head! Can't wo take a chanee on our
own account "

“I say, you follows—"

“ Bhut up, Bunter "

“Bhan’t!” roared Bunter indignantly.
“I tell you we've run out of jam! Itfs
tea-time, and there's no jam! I
thought—"

“Dry up[” shrieked Bob Cherry.

“1 thought there was another jar, but
I remember now I had it for brekker.
And here you sit cackling about cricket !
Talk about Pontius Pilate fiddling while
Carthage was burning!"  enorted
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at [V roared Bunter. “I can j:cnll;.r well
tell you that if you think you're going
to keep me short of grub you'ra jollv
well mistaken! See? It's mot much I
E
B“I'i'."’."ill you ring of 1" yelled Johnny

1.

“No,” said Bunter firmiy, “I won't!

II'I'

I want to know what's going to be done
about the jam? Youn fcllows meake oug
that you're backing me wp—"

“Aren't we backing vou up,
frowsy freak 7" bawled Johnny.

“1f you call it backing & fellow up to
keep him short of grub, T don’t!” said
Bunter, “You cught te have got in
more jam. You know I like jam. Fat
lot vou cara ! added Bunter bitterly.

The chums of tho Remove chuckled.
They did not, in point of fact, care fear-
fully, whether there was jam for Bunter
or nat. .

“Suppose I could find you » jar?®”
said Ddob Cherry, ?ggttingiup from the
grassy ’bank. “Will a jar keep you
quiet

“¥You silly ass!” hooted the Bounder.
" What does that frowsy irum{g matter T
Let's settle about the ericket ! :

“You shut up, Bmithy!" exclaimed
Billy Bunter hotly. “Blow your silly
cricket ! If vou've got & jar of jam,
Cherry——" g

“Look here—" roared Smithy
angrily.

"My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry
soothingly, “we can't talk cricket with
Bunter barging in all the time about
jam! I'll give him a jar and keep him
quict ! Sure you'd like a jar, Bunter "

“¥es, rather!”

“Quite sure?” asked Bob.

“Yes, you aszs! If you've got a jar,
hand it over [ I thought it was all gone.

FOu

Although Harry Wharton & Co.,

of Greyfriars, have rebelled and

cut lessons, they’ve no intention

of cuiting the special cricket

fixture with Higheliffle. But

little do they know of the enemy
within the gates !

I thought I'd finished the lazt jar this
morning., Bub if vou've got one—="

“I can give you a jar if you want
one "

“Hand it over, then!”

“Here vou are!”

Bob Cherry grasped the fat Owl of the
Remove by hiz podgy shoulders. DBilly
Bunter whirled in his grasp,

“Yaroch ! he roared. * Wharrer you
mean, you eilly echump? Wharrer you
up to, you fathcad? What—"

“Giving you & jar!" explained Bob
Cherry.

Bump !

Billy Bunter sat down on Popper's
Iala;qff with & jar that jarred every bone
in his podgy body. It almost shook the
1sland in the river., The yell that ran
out from William George Bunter mu]g
have been hesrd slmost as far as Grey-
friars School.

" ¥Yarocoocooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast! Wow! Yarooch! Ow! Oh

erikevy! Wow " roared DBunter. "Oh
lor’ ! Oh scissora! Wow I
"I asked you if you were sure you'd
like 1t!* ssid Bob Cherry. *“Get up
and have another! Let's all give
Bunter & jarl”

“Let's ! exclaimed MNugent.

“Hear, hear!”

“Tha nriulne.ﬁs is the proper caper ™

“Ha, ha, hal
Billy Bunter sguirmed to his feet. He
did not wait for another jar. He bolted

through the trees, followed by B Toar of
laughter from the chums of the Remove,
And the juniors resumed their cricket
dizcussion, untroubled further by
Williamn George Bunter and the jam
shortage,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Takes a Handl
i GREHFRIARE cad ! remarked

Cecil Ponsonby,
Ponsonby, Gadshbhy, and
Monson of the Fourth Form
at Higheliffe, were strolling over Court-
field Bridge. Pon's eves fell on a boat
that was fied up at the foot of the stepa
leading down beside the old stone
bridge. In that boat sat Frank Nugent
of the Greyirinrs Remove, and it was
the sight of Nugent that causzed Pon's

ria.g Iu

polite remark, .
gaid  Gadsby.
Pon !’

“0Oh, don't
“Come on, )

“Hold on, though!” said Ponsonby.
“That cad's alone there—there don't
seemn to be any of the other rotlera
about! Waitin' for them, perhaps!™
Ponsonby glanced up and down the
bridge, and the High Street adjoining.
There wera plenty of people to be scen
shout, in the bright July sunshine; but
thera was no Greyiriars cap in sight.

Pon stopped at the fop of the stone
steps, and looked down at the boat.
Frank Nugent did not look up. He had
not observed the old encmies of the
Famous Five in the offing.

*“I hear they've got a tremendous rag
on at Greyfriars,” went on Pon. *Their
beaked sacked & man in the Remove-—
that fat freak Bunter,” I believe—for
chucking ink over a Form-master. The
Remove wouldn't let bim go.”

“Cheeky asses ! said Monson.

“They've cleared out of school, and
camped on Popper's 1sland in the
river,” continued Ponsonby. “I hear
that they had a fearful row with Sir
Hilton Popper, and he got wet end

caught & cold. They come up in their
boat to do shopping in Courtfeld—
geitin® in grub and all that! ‘That's
why that boat's ihers now, I fancy!

Some of the mab have gone into town to
by thinqs, and Nugent's on guard in
the boat.’

“No hi:ne:f of ours I vawned Gadsby.

“Isn’'t it?' grinned Ponsonby. "I
rather fancy it is, Gaddy, old bean!
Looks to me like & chance of gettin' our
own back on those Greyviriars cada!
They'd be rather in & scvape, on their
jolly old island, if they missed their
i:natn. You can bet that their beaks
won't give them & chance of gettin' hold
of another !"

“0Oh, come on!” smid Gadsby., *IE
we're poin' down to the Throe Fishers,
we've not gat a Jot of time to waste.”

“Never mind the Three Fishers now,”
answered I'on. “We'ro not losin’ this
chance of puttin' a spoke in their wheel,
Besides, weo can pull down to the Threo
Fishers in that boat, an' save time—
?‘:ucker than walkin' down the towpath,

‘e'll leave that milksop, Nugent, here
to tell the fellows he's waitin® for, that
we've bagged the boat. It will amuso
ithem a lot.”

“Good egg " grinned Monson.

“It means & row!” prunted Gadshy.
“Those Greyfriars men are coming over
to Higheliffe on Wednesday to play
Courtenay's lot, and—"

“1 don’t see how thev'll corme if ther
haven't & boat!"” chuckled Pon. “1hve
never heard of a cricket eleven swim-
min’ to a match.”

“They can’t be comin’, anyhow,” saul
Monson. “They woulde't nisk it, with
their beaks and prefects watching for o
chance at them. [Pools if they did !V

“ Anyhow, Uecurtenay keeps us out of
the cricket, wnd if we can dish their
game, s0 much the better!™ said Pon-
§un165' coolly. " Now you've mentioned
it, Gaddy, that's a jolly good reason for
baggin' the boat. Come on !

Tae Masxer Lisnasy.—No. 1,379.
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Pon took a last glance up and down.

T was fairly clear that some of the
Lireyfriars rebels had pulled op the
Bark to buy supplies of somo kind in

the town, and wera among the shops at
that moment, f two or thres of the
hefty fighting-men of the Remove had
slhown up just then, Pensonby would
Eave walked on, as peaceably as a lamb.
But the coast was clear, and it looked
like a safe rag, 'The Jandy of High-
vliffe went down the steps, and Gadshy
and Monson followed him,
, Frank Nugent glanced up. Pon
jumped into the moored boat, and his
comnrides jumped after him. It rocked
agamst the lowest step, with a wash of
water,

Nugent leaped to his foet,

“What the thump——" lo exclaimed.

“Mind lendin' us Jour hoat " asked
FPon blandly.,  “We're goin’ down the

river*t
“Don't be s silly ass!® answered
Frank. “Get out of this boat [”

2 “Just what I was goin’ te ask vou to

'E‘.l“

Nugent clenched his hands,

It was obvious that Pon & Co. meant
mischicf, and they wexe three to onc!
But Frank was not the fellow to give up
the boat witheut a fight.

e cast o hasty, anxious glance up the
stops.  Wernon-Bmith, Redwing, and
lioly Cherry were the shopping party.
But they had not had time to get
through yet. There was no likelihood
of their coming back yet awhile.
mri"mt took hold of the painter to cast

“Let that rope alone, Ponzonby ! said
Frank, bﬂtwﬂcﬁ his teeth. d

“Make mel!” sugpgested Pon
rleasantly.

“Ill try ! snapped Nugent, and he
hurled himself at the dandy of High-
cliffe, hitting out right and feft. -

1 Galhgad‘!"‘ gazped Pon, as ho went
sprawling in the bottemn of the boat.
“Oh erumbs! Back up, you foals]
Oooooop 17

Pon had not quite expecled one follow
to begin on three. He was taken rathor
by surprize.  With erimson epurting
from his nose, e rolled in the boat,

,;,nn.ntimglcj and yelling.
Gadsby and Monson grasped at
Nugent, and seized him, He fought

gamely with the two of them.

The boat rocked wildly, crashing on
the stone stcp.  Water washed over the
gunwale. Pon was serambling up, red
with fury, when the strugeling tria
pitched over on him, and flattened him
down again.

There was & fearful yell from the
dandy of ITighcliffe,

In the rocking boat four fellows were
mized  up  topether, wriggling and
atruggling.

But three to one was too heavy odds,
Sull resisting manfully, Frank Nugent
wus collared, dragged out of the boat,
ad dumped down on the lowest step,
his feet in the waler.

“Bhove off 1" panted Pon.

Cadshy cast loose the painter. Pon
laned over the ﬁtmwn e, and gave
Mugent a last punch as the hoat rocked

awny. Monson picked up an oar to
fend off, as Nupgent staggered dizzily to
hw feet. Ie planted the end against
the Greylriara junior and shoved, and
MNugent went sprawling backwards on
the wet steps,

“IIa, ha, ha ! yelled Monszon.

The boat floated out into the Sark,
Nugeat, on his feet once more, stood
slaring alicr it, enraged and dismayed.

Gadzsbry amd Monsen sat 10 the oars
and pulled : Pon dropped into the stern,
one land on the tiller, the other
dalhing his erimeon nose.

Tie Macser lamtany.—No. 1,379,

“You rolters!™ yelled INugent
“Bring that boat back I

* Don' you wish wae would ' chortled
Monson.

“Toll the other eads we've borrowed
it1” ealled back Pon. “We'll leg 1t
drift. down the river when we've done
with it, You can look for it at Friardale
or Pege |l Ta-tal”

*{h, you rotters!” panted MNugent.

Ponsanby grinned cheerily. Heo had
cotlected some damages in that lussle,
but he was satisficd with the result. He
had, as he expressed it, put a spoke in
tha wheel of the Greviriars rebels.

“We shall pass the island, goin’® down
to the ‘Three Fishers!” he remarked,
“We'll call out to the Greyiriars cads
there, and let them kpnow we've got
their boatl I¢ will make them happy !
What !

“ What-ho I* chuckled Monson.

The gliding boat disappeared from
the eyes of Frank Nugent, staring after
it 1 impotent wrath from the steps
helow the bridge, The loss of the boat
was utterly dismeying. Frank could
only wait on the steps for his friends
to rejoin him, with bad news for them
when they came,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Siranded !

ARRY WHARTON stood at the
H landing-place on Topper’s
Island, gazing up the river,

with a thoughtful and rather
troubled brow.

The DBounder had gained hiz point,
and that dricket discussion had ended
in a decision to turn up at Highcliffe
on  Wednesday, and play. All the
ericketers were in favour of chancing
it; and the captain of the Remove had
bowed to the majority. He was as keen
as anyono to play cricket at Higheliffe
&0 far as that went, and he was rather
glad that it had been settled that they
were to go. At the same time he was
dubious about the outcome. Even a
ericket victory at Higheliffe would count
for little if the ericketers found Popper’s
Istand in possession of the enemy when
they eame back. But the die was cast
tnw:t-; and Wharton made up his mind
o it.

He was watching the river for the
boat. Tour fellows had gone up to
Courtfield for some neceszary shopping,
The rcbels had already mads several
expoeditions to the town, for food and
other nceded supplies; but it was a
risky business, for Greyfriars prefects
lnoked for stragglers in tho strecis of
Courtfield, and thero had been several
narrow escapes. Any Removite who foll
into the hands of authority was likely
to suffer, not only for his own sins, but
for the sins of all the rest. Dut the
greatest danger was the loss of the
boat, without which the rebels on the
island would have been in sore straits.

There was no chance of getting
another eraft from the Greviriars boat-
house. The beaks took care of that.
There was a place by Courtfield Bridge,
whers boats could be hired by the
public: but the Head had put in a
word there, and the boatkeeper was not
likely to invelve himself in the “row
by lending a boat to the rebel szchool-
hoys. The captain of the Remove was
very anxious to sce the boat coming
back with Vernon-Smith, Redwing, Bob
Cherry, and Frank Nugent in it.

“1 say aren't they in sight wei?
Billy Bunter joined the captain of tho
Remove at the landing-place. “They're
8 jﬁ”j long time.”

"They've got a lot to do,” answered

THE MAGNET

Harry. “I1f we're to play at Highelifie,
we've got to have an outfit.”

Snort from Bunter!

“"Are they wasting time over that
rot Y he demanded,

“That's what they've gome for, fat-
head.”

“ And
manded Bunter warmly.
get to bring the jam there wil
row, I can jolly well tell you.™

= ﬁh, dry up!2

1 EEESt- !J-:l-

Johnny Bull came through the island
trees. He had been climbing in the
branches of the big cak in the centre of
the island.

“I'va seon the boat,” he said. “ At
least, it leoka like onr boat—Iirom the
top of the oak! But there's only three
fellows in it

“Hers it comes ™

The boat came sweeping round the
upper hend of the river. It was the
rebels’ boat—the property, actually, of
Coker of the Fifth, who was in & stafe
of undying indignation, at Greyiriars,
over the uncxampled cheek of the fags
m keeping possession of his boat |

“That's our eraft,” said Johnny Bull.
“ But—what the thump—" he &taroed
blankly at the fellows in the boat.

“The esteemed and ridieulous Pon 'Y
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
in astonishment,

“ Ponsonby I”* szaid the captain of the
Remove between his teeth,

The rebels watched in angry amaze-
ment, It was their hﬁab—tg‘.,o er's, at
least—bnt the crew was a hew one.
Gadsby and Monson were rowing and
Ponsonby steering, as it came down the
current to the island, ,

“ Highcliffe cads!™ exclaimed Peoter
Todd.

A crowd of the Remove fellows were
at the landing-place now,

“They've bagged our boat!” roarcd
Bolsover major, ]

“1 guess they've sure cinched that

what about the jam?’ da-
*1f they for-
i be a

boat "' said Fsher T. Figh, “I'll say
this lets us out, you guys.”
“I—~1 say, you fellows' gasped

Billy Buntér. “If those beasts have
got hold of the boat, what about the
jam 1"

“Bhut up !” roared Wharton.

“Look here——>"

“Bomething's happened at Court-
field,” gaid Lord Mauleverer. “ Perhaps
those johnnies are bringin' our boat
back to us. What ¥’

“ Fathead ! zeid Squiff.

Wharton shook his head. The rebels
had friends at Higheliffe: Courtenay,
and the Caterpillar, and the cricketing
gat. But Pon & Co, wera their enomies,
and had always been their cnemies.
Courtenay or the Caterpillar would have
lent a helping hand: but from Pon &
Co., nothing of the kind was to bhe
expected. They had captured the boat,
and meant to keep it,

“I guess them guys ain’t out ta do us
a good turn 1* said Fisher T. Fish. “I'll
say nope |” '

“Not likely!” growled Johnny Buil.

“But I say, you fellows, if they've

ot the boat, what are we going to do
or grub?” welled Bunter.

“Kick him I

“Yow-ow-ow | Beast!”

"Pon's waving 1" said Tom DBrown.

The dandy of Higheliffe, sighting the
erowd on the island, prinned and waved
his hand. Gadsby and Monson glanced
over their shoulders for a moment, and
grinned, too. They pulled on into the
channel between the island and the
Popper Court bank—keeping well into
tho bark and away from the island.
They clearly did not intend to give the
Greyiriars fellows & chance to jump.
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eafe distance, the carsmen backed water.
Pon stood up and waved his cap.

“What are you doing with our boat?™
shouted Wharton.

“Taking a little trip in it!” answered
Pon airily. “ Any objections ¥*

“Where are the fellows—"

“We only found one follow mn it! We
persuaded him to step out !” said Pon in
the same airy manner. * We left Nugent
sittin' en the steps &t Courtheld Bridge
countin' up his bruises.”’

“Ha, ha, ha! yelled Gadsby and
Monson,

“Bring that boat here, you Higheliffo
cads i roarcd Bolsover major.

“Hardly!"” grinned Pon. :

“I say, vou fellows, ask 'em 1if the
jam's on board! They'll let us hava
the jam, anywayl on don’t want
our jam-—— Yaroooh! If you kick me

Resisting manfully, Frank Nugent was dragged out of the boat, and dumped down on the bridge steps.

ngusita the landing-place and at & Hoarry Wharten seb his tecth, Pon &

Co. had stopped at a safe distance for
the cheery purpose of moacking their
old foes, They -were rcady to start
sgaln &t once if & swimmer came off the
island. It was useless to attempt that.
All the Greyfriars fellows could do was
to rage ond shake their fsts ab tho
enemy out of their reach, Which Pon &
Co, found extremely amusing.

“Look here, Ponsonby! You know
how matters stand with us,” said Harry
Wharton. “We shall be in a rotten
scrape without our boat.'

“That's what I want!" assented Pon.

“¥You don't want to get mixed up in
a Greyiriars row IV

“I da!" contradicted Pon.

“Vou rotten cad!” roared Wharlon.
“You wouldn't be so checky if you were
within reach.”™

“Dear me !” said Pon.

-
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bhoat dipped, and his shoulders woent
into the water,

~ “Ha, ha, ha!” came a vell from the
island. )

“Good shot, Field 1™

£ I.IE-, hﬂ_p hnt:u

The boat rocked and spum, and Pon
had a narrow escape of gpoing in.  DBut
he serambled back inside, with water
dripping from his drenched jacket, and
his cap floating down the Sark,

He was not laughing now !

He shook a furious fist at the Crey-
friars erowd, and howled to (Gadsby
ant Monson to pull. The boat shot on
down the river, and two or three more
missiles dropped short,

“They're gonc!” said Peter Todd, as
the Higheliffians dizappeared down the
winding Sark.

*"The gonefulness is terrifie,”

“T gay, vou fellows—""

1

& Shove off ! ¥

shouted Ponsonby., Monson picked up an oar to fend off, as Nugent staggered dizzily to his feet. He planted the end

against the GreyIriars Junior, and shoved. Nugent went sprawling hackwards on the wet steps.

Bull, 1ll—

D
.

BEain, beast,
LT O000000
“Look here, Ponsonby!” called out

Wharton, speaking as calmly as he

could. “¥You can’t keep our boat!”

“"Your boat?'’ retorted Ponsonby.
“I've heard thot it belongs to a Fifth
Form man at your school, and that you
bagged it.”

“That's no business of vours™

“Oh, not at all!” answered I'on. * But
I'm a good-natured chap, and I'm going
to take Coker's boat back to him. I'm
always doin' follows Eﬂﬂd turns—as I
dare say you've noticed.'”

“Ha, ha, ha!® howled Gadsby and
Monson, greatly entertained by the idea
of Ponsonby doing anybody a good turn.

“The esteemed Pon iz terrifieally
funny,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
E[E'lg'jh “And the laugh is on his absurd
sude.”

you

the Highcliffe juniors,

"You worm!" bawled Johnny DBull.
o ] - :

I jolly well punched your nose last
time I met you! I'll punch it again the
next time™

* Perhaps you're sorry now that you
punched 1t at all 1" grinned Pon, "“One
good turn deserves another, what ¥

tha

Zquiff had stepped back into
frecs, He reappeared with a big, faf,
julcy orange in his hand., With a keen
eve, the Australian junior gauvged the
distance, and the orange suddenly feow,

Pon, standing up in the boat, was
laughing, enjoying the situation to the
full, He ceased to laugh, and ceased
to enjoy the situation, guite suddenly,
as the orange landed on his nose and
burst there.

“(Mi 1" gasped Pon,

He staggered, and went over back-
ward as if he had heen shot. Fle landed
on his back on the gunwale, and the

*“Ha, ha, ha I°" yelled

(L]
v
"

out ™ said Tisher
“They've sure pub

“I pucss this lets us ont
T. Fish dismally.
one accoss on us,'

I sav, you [ellows, now the boat's
gone, what are we going to do abous
grub? We shall run out of grub——"

“ Kick that fat [oozler.”

“"Whoooop !V

Bunter was duly kicked! DBat that
was the only solace. D'on & Co. were
gone in the rebels’ boat: the Hemovites
were stranded, and that was that!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Coker's Capture !

ORACE COKER, of the Grey-
friars Iifch, frowned, and
grunted,

I vou fellows bad  backed
me up——" T =aid,

Tue Macrer Limnany.—No. 1,379,
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“(th, give us a rest!” smid Potier.

“And give your chin a vest!” zaid
Gircene. " It needs it !”

{Uoker glared.

UCoker was not in a good temper.

Az a matter of fact, many tempaoers, atb
(ireyiriars School in these days, were
not & high and palmy stoate,

The Head, generally kind and bene-
volent, was distinetly irritable,  With
a whole FForm missing from the schoel,
in a state of rank rebellion, even Dr.
Locke’s kind temper was rather " edge-
wise,” The Sixth Form found him un-
wsnally tart, in their Foom-room.

Ar. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
waz glum and snappy. Queleh was o
master without & Yorm—a peculiar and
very unpleasing position, Troublesomo
as ihe Remove often were, Queleh
wished that they were back at Groy-
Friars,

Hao drew little comfort from the fact
thut, at the bottomn of his heart, hoe had
a sort ot sneaking sympathy with his
rebel Form.  For Queleh believed no
more than the Removites, thut Bunter
Lhad been guilty of that awiful outrage
of squirting ink over Prout. Thiz differ-
ence of opmion with his chief added to
Queleh's discomfore, ]

FProut, the master of the Fifth, was
naot  amiable, either, and had less
sitienee  than ever with Coker's
E:Itmd{:m in class. Prout was the beak
who had been inked, and in his opinion
Billy Bunter had been very justly ex-
wiled for that fearful outrage. But
tunter, though expelled, was not packed
il home, as he ought to have been,
which was very annaying to Prout.

The 8ixth Form prefects, too, were
very cross dhese days. The Head scemed
to expect them to handle the rebel
juniors; they had tried, and they had
failed.  Whoppings were banded out
more frequently than of old by dis-
eruntled prefects, which did not cause

<atizfaction in the lower School. Even
Wingate and Gw_i'lmn, generally  the
Lret tempered fellows, seemed cross;

while Loder and Carne and Walker
were, oz Tubb of the Third declared,
just beastz! Tubb was Loder’s fag, so
lie had reason to know.

Coker of the Fifth, however, was
probably the most annoyed, 1rritated,
and prumptions member of the Grey-
friars community. Potter and Greene
of the Tifth, not for the first time,
wandered whether they would be abla
to stand Coker much longer. Even
Uoker's lavish spreads in his study did
not alwayz: drow Potter and Greene
now, Aloing with thoze spreads, they
had to have Coker's converzation—
never exhilarating, and now less so than
4%l .

On this especial afternoon, ofter class,
T'otter an Grecne  even  doubted
whether they would join Coker when he
=nld that he was going up the river
with s picnic basket, But they all knew
what Coker's magnificent pienic-baskets
wore like; they were tempted, and they
fell!  Buat they were much less amoen-
ablo than usual to Coker's autocratio
aunthority. Mienio or no pienie, they
weren't  slanding  much more from
Cokey,

Caker had one topic! He had ex-
hausted it over and aver again in the
opinion of his chums. And still he kept
on with it. Now, ss_the three Fifth
Formers walked up the towpath, he
was ab 1t again, And, recklessly dis-
regarding the picnic-basket, Potter amd
Lreeno implored him to give his elin a
rest, and give them a rest, They felt
ihat they needed it.

But Coker Jid not give hiz chin &
rist ! He seldem did. fia rlarved at his
comreades amd resumed @

"T'ueg Macxer Lignary.—No. 1,370,

“If vou'd backed up a pol,-1t would
have been all right! We went after my
Loat that those checky young scoundrels
had the cheek o bag! Did we get it?
No! What did we get? Detentions for
all the half-holidays this term !” Coker
snorted. “That's the way the Head
thanked us for trying fo handle a thing
that he can't handle himself.”’

“The Head’s put that dashed island
out of bounds,” growled Potter. * ¥ou
knew what to expeet.”™

“I1f you'd becked me up——-"

“0Oh, shut ap !’ roared the exasper-
ated Potter, “I'm fed up! Look here,
El?lmr, if you're going on jawing, I'm
off.”

“Bamo here ! szaid Greenc. “Now
shut up!™

To the utter amazement of his inends,
Coker shut wp! It was not a thing they
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had ever known to happen before!l
Coker was silent !

But the next moment, Potter and
Greeno saw the cause of that almost
unexnmpled phenomenon.

Coker, forgetting their existence, was
staring up the river at & boat that was
coming down with the current. The
three seniors wero Fnsstrﬁ at the
moment the Three Fishers Inn which
had a gate on the towpath. That
rather disreputable place had no in-
terest for Coker & Co., but it had for
the three follows in the beat, who were
heading for the bank.

"My boat!" gasped Coker, at last,
breaking his silence, “ My boat! My
hat! My boat ™

Potter and Greene stared.

“It's Coker's beat!™ said Greenms in

THE MAGNET

“But they're Highcliffe

that gang!”™ remarked
Potter. " OUne’s Ponsonby-—a cheek

young blackguard, if vou like! An

CGadsby and Alonson—"

“It's my boat!” articulated Coker.
“AMy boat! I know my own boat when
I zeo it! These young rascals have got
my boat! I’ll give them getting held
of my boat! Jump on ‘em!”

Coker dropped the pienic-basket and
Fuﬁ}tﬂd back his cuffs. Horace Coker
1
b

nstunjshment.
lids in it17?

“1  know

ad given up hope of recapturing that
gat, 0 long as the Remove rebellion
lasted. This was a chance not to ba
lost—not te mention the satisfaction of
thrashing the cheeky young rascals who
wore 1n i |

It was cheeky enocugh of the Re-
maovites to bag Coker's boat, but they,
gt least, belonged to Coker’s school,
Pon & Co. did not, and their nerve, in
pulling about the Sark in Coker's boat,
slmost took Horace’s breath away.
Coker was prepared to make an example
of anybody he found in possession of his
property, and he was prepared to make
a morg horrible example of High-
Fhl’ijans than  of Greyiriars fellows!
Ihis was, in Coker's opinion, the limit |

Unaware of the terrific hurricane
abont to burst on them, Pon & Co.
wrodght the boat to the bank, Pon had
told the fellows on Popper's Island that
he was going to take Coker's boat back
to hﬂn, but he was going to “take %
back™ by tho easy process of leaving it
to drift down the river to Greyiriars.
. No doubt Coker would have recovered
it sooner or later, when it was taken in
by some boatman at Friardale, or some
fisherman at Pegg. Pon cared littla
whether he did or not. Pon's intention
:i':as to h;.n!],munﬂ then give the boat a

ove out into the river, and leav
eurrent to do the rest, sare
ﬂu]?ut that programme was not earried

For as the boat bumped on tha grass
bank a burly figure came ahnnti:?ggduwi
and leaped right into the boat,

Coker landed in the midst of Pon

The boat rocked, and nearly capsi
under Coker’s heavy imp&ug 53':.“%

sprawled over,” wondering for a
breathless second, if it was an earth.
qufkﬂ.

t was not g0 bad as that, but it was
nearly as bad., Coker was rather like
an earthquake.

“iot you |” roared Coker.

He had them—there was no doubt

ebout that. He grabbed Gadshy, wha
was nearest, and pitched him beodily to
the bank. Then he grabbed Ponsonby

end Monson by their collars, Heedless
of the wild oscillations of tha boat,
Coker gave nll his attention to the two
Highelifians, Ho brought their heads
together with & sounding concussion.
rack ! i

Two fiendish howls floated together
over the Barl.

Crack |

Coker did it again.
find satisfaction in it.

There was no satisfaction in it for
Ponsonby and Monson. ‘They yelled
with anguish.
“CGot you!l" grinned Coker. “Bap-
Emg my boat, by gum ! Higheliffe fags,
agging a Greyiriars boat] T'll show

Ha seemed io

youl I'll give you bagging my boatl
What? Why, 1’}|’1 Spiﬂﬁ:ﬂ-‘tﬁ you I
Crack |

“Yarooooop "

“¥ow-ow-wooop ™

“(Oh, my hat ! gasped Potter. " Don't
brain them, Coker I”

“I'll spiflicats them! I'll—"

“Leggo I shricked Ponsonby. “You
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silly idiot—— TYarcooh! Leggoi We
don't want your rotten  boat—
Whaoooop 1”7

Bplash |

w boat had rocked out from the
bank, leaving & stretch of shallow water
snd mud. Coker dropped his prisoners
into if.

Pon and Monson sat ug‘ to the arm-
its in water and mud. They splashed
rantically to the bank.

“Teaach you to bag my boat !” gasped

ar.

“Urerrr A

* Wurr%ghh e

Coker picked up an oar, and brought
the boat to the bank again. He was
done with the Highcelifians now,

“Jump in{” he said. “ We've got the
boat, after all! Shove that basket in,
Greene! Jump in | . )

Potter and Greene got in, with the
picnic-basket. Coker was grinning
with glee as he pushed off. Fon & Co.
dr:ggad themselves up the bank in a
muddy, breathless, and infuriated state.

“0h, wyou idiot, Pon!” groancd
Monson. " What did you want to touch
that rotten boat for at all? Ow!l™

“I told you to leave it alone | snarled
Gadsby. “You can't sey I didn't!
More of vour dashed cleverness!”

“Oh,  shut up!” howled Ponsonby
savagely.

“¥ou touch my boat again, you
chmkg young Higheliffe rotters!”
Coker’s voice flonted back to them.

Fon shook 8 muddy and mmfuriated
fist after him.

Cloker grinned cheerily as ho sat down
to steer. FPotter and Greene took the
oars, They were glad anoufh to be
pulling up the river instead of walking
up the towpath. Coker was m great
spirits. :

“We shall pass the island,™ he re-
marked. “We'll let those young rascals
thers see that we've got the boat—
what? Ha, ba, ha!” Coker roared.

Potter and Greene pulled on, and
Popper’s Island came in sight. Thera
was & shout from a cluster of Bemove
fellows there as the boat was spotted.

“They're coming back!” roared
Johnay Bull.

“That's not Pon 1"

“That's Coker |”

“Oh, my hat! What—"

“Keop clear 1” snid Coker jubilantly.
“They've got cheek encugh to jump
into the boat if we give them half a
chance ! Ha, ha, ha "

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at the boat. They had watched it dis-
appear down the river in the possession
of Pon & Co., and had not ex to
see 1t again.: Now they saw it—in the
possession of Coker & Co. It was quite
& suUrprise. )

Coker waved a cheery hand te them
as the Fifth Formers pulled pest.

“Like ta borrow my boat againi” he
roared. “XHa, hal" .

A whizzaing apple just missed Coker,
The boat pulled on, and disappeared
from the sight of the Remove rebels—
up the river thie time. Coker grinned
with glee as Potter and Greenos pulled
on past the Popper Court Woods. He
gave them & sign to pull in at last.

“This will suit us 1" he said cheerily.

The boat ran in to the bank, and
the Fifth Formers landed with the
picnic-basket. Coker tied the painter
to & willow, and the three seniors
crossed the towpath, and picked out
grassy seats under the overhanging

trees.  Then the picnic-basket was
unpacked.

cod humour reigned now in the
Fifth Form party. ker had recap-

tured his captured boat, and all was
calm asod bright. But, like &0 many

happy things in this imperfect universs,
that celmness and brightness was des-
tined to be brief.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Luck !

L QU silly ass!” snapped Vernon-

Y P Soldt Hp—

couldn’t he
“ You should have!” growled
the Bounder savagely. “Fat lot of
good you stickin® i the boat if Fou
Iet those Higheliffe cads get it off you!”

“1 did my best!” said Frank Nugent
quictly.

“Lot of good that was !” sneered the
Bounder. : _ :

“(Oh, cheesa it, Smithy | interpupted
Bob Cherry. “¥You ecouldn’t have
handled three Higheliffe men, any more
than Nugent could! And what's the
good of ragging, anyhow "

“Not much good,” remarked Tom
Redwing. *'The question is—what the
thump are we going to do?”

The Bounder scowled blackly. Grous-
ing and secowling really did mot help,
but Smithy scemed to find some sort
of satisfaction therein.

Mugent had waited till the three came
back to the steps by the bridge; he
eould no nothing clse. They came back
chenrfully enough, after getting through
their business at the outfitter’s in Court-
field High Street and a considerable
amount of other shopping. All three
earried patcels, which were to be
deposited in the boat for transpoert to
the rebels’ island. Their cheery mood
changed very considerably at the news
that the boat had been raided by Pon
& Co. of Higheliffe,

7

“We might gel Lold of one, and—"

“Dh rotl "-‘?c'ﬂ: not pinching boats [
exclaimed Dob. * Anyhow, it's for
Wharton to decide what's to ba donal
Ho's skipper ! Let's get off [

“Blow  Wharten!” growled the
Bounder.

“0Oh rats! Come on!"

Bob Cherry and Redwing and Nugent
started walking down the path beside
tho river. &'hﬂ Bounder  grunted
angrily and followed them, They were
soon out of the precincts of tho town
and following the prassy path between
the Bark and the Pepper Court woods,
All of them were locking very serious.
It was a hot afternoon, and they had
to carry the rather heavy g:r{:cla that
had been brought for the boat. Alto-
gether, it was not a happy walk.

The Bounder's eyes weire on the river
as they went. There was a chance of
spotting some man in a boat fo give
thcm a lift, and had Bmithy sighted
either a Greyfriars or o Higheliffe craft
he was prepared to attempt to get hold
of it by the strong hand. But Higheliffo
boats seldom came so far down tho
river, and Greyfriara boats scldom so
far up. Anyhow, none were to be seen.
Only s heavy bharge rolling along to
l‘;‘j-uraﬁeld camo in sight, hali-way to tho
island.

“(3ive the gee-gee room!” said Bob
Cherry, &8s the barge-horse, led by a
boy, came plodding along the towpath.

“ Bother it!" grunted the Bounder,

But he stepped out of the path with
the other follows, and thev stood under
the trees to wait for the horse to pass.
The long rope from the horse to the
lumherinﬁ barge on the water sagged
over the high bank, scraping over rushes
and bushes, and every now and then
dipping in the water. The bargeman,

(Continueéd on next page.)

“We shall have to walk back and get
across to the island somehow [ said
Bob Cherry., *No

Fm:d ErOusing, any-
o

“Weve got t;':: LIBBY
have 1 “d hui.thl
rowle L} -
undcr, n:HD“. _'_,_...--5’"'—"—.‘._‘}
the thump are we =
gﬁin% to gel away
to I: ife on

he

Wednesguy withont
a hoat? And wo've
arranged to call at
the outhtter's to-
morrow for our
things, too] We've

ol lo have a boat !

e'ra done for
without one!" Hea
gave &N ANETY

ﬁmwh “If youd

ept Aur oyes

open, I‘?u el
“(Oh, chuck it1"

said ¥rank. “Let's
get back; that's all
we can do now 'L

“We'll take it
out of Pon & Co.
some time!” said
Bob.

“That won't help
us now " gronted
Vernon - Smith.
“Look here, Ict's
try after a boat at
the boathouse above
thobridge! We
mi h ¥

“We've tried
there once, and
found that the
Head had warned
them not to let us
have one” said
Bob. *Nothing in
that.”
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with a black pipe in the corner of his
mouth, waz seated in the hoat.

Suddenly, from the shady trecs
abreast of the barge, came o shouting
volee |

“Here!l Yon bargeo! Look out!™

The four juniors startod at the sound
of that voice. They knew those dulect
tones.

“That's Coker I” said Bob Cherry,
staring along the bank.

“That bowling assl” the
Bounder.

Horace Coker was not to be scen!
Apparenily he was in the shade of the
trees back of the hank, DBut he waos to
bo heard! He was to be heard at a
considerable distence as he reared to
the passing bargeman.

grunted

“Mind my boat! IHi! Look out!”
The burly bargee glanced round
stoltdly. The barge was going alon

rather close to the bank, and the wash
of it rustled the rushes and made
Coker's boat dance. The boat was tied
up under the steep bank, out of sight
from the towpath, and the juniors had
nol scen it. +A suddon gleam shot into
the Bounder's oyes.

“THd you hear that ™ he whispered.

“Anybody within a mile could hear
it,” answered Bob, *Coker’s jolly old
voice isn’t a whispering zephyr.”

“ Fathead ! e's gotb boat ™
breathed the Bounder. *'That’s where
we eome 1n”

“0Oh ! said Bob.

“Good cgg!” sald Redwing, with a
grin. “We've borrowed onc boat off
Coker already; let's borrow ancother.™

“What-ho '™ zaid Nugent.

“Came on [ gaid Bob Cherry.

*Hold on, you ass!” muitered Snnthy,
catching him by the arm. “He mayn't
e alone—we can't handle Fifth Form
mei. Easy does 16"

Bob Cherry nodded. Ie realised that,

if Horace Cokeor had other Fifth Form
men with him, strategy was reguired.

Uoker was shouting again, He stepped
out of the trecs to shout and wave a
large paw at the stolid bargee. The
Jjuniors promptly backed inio the trees.
They did not want Coker’'s eye to fall
on them,

“Hi!" roared Coker.
my boat! Seef?

“The boat's all right, Coker!” came
I'otter’s voice from the wood.

“Don't ba an ass, Potter ™
~ “TFor goodness' sake, Coker, don't get
mto & shindy with a bargee!” came
Creena’'s voice.

“Don't be & fool, Greene ! y

Coker waved at the bargeman again.

“Do_you hear mef” he bawled,

“1 ain’t deaf, sir|” answerad the stolid
man on the barge. *1 could ‘ear you
along to Courtfield,”

“I don’t want any cheek! bhawled
Coker. “Mind vou don’t swamp my
boat with your filthy barge [”

“ Your boat’s all right sir,” answered
the bargee cheerfully. *Which is
mare'n you'd be if T was on that there
path, you impudent young roog, you !
I'd smack your checky 'cad for you, and
chance it."

“Why, you impudent blackguard!”
roared Coker, in great wrath. “Look
here, if you swamp my boat, I'll jolly
well djump on your barge and whop you !

“Don't swamp

Mind, I mean that! Now look outl”

“Taook here, Coker—"

“8Bhut up, Potter.”

The bargee gazed at Coker in a
thoughtful way. He seemed to be con-
sidering whether it was worth while to
land and smack his head. Apparently
he decided that that would bhe more
trouble than 1t was worth, for he steered
on, calling to the youth with the horse
to “gee up.” But he steered nearer to
the %ﬂ.nk, and the barge banged on
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Coker’s boat ag it passed, jamming it
into mud and rushes, This was the
I:uﬂ: ed's retort to Coker !
ou chesky sweep!” roared Coker,

and ha strode to the edge of the tow.
path, with the fcres intention of jump-
ing on the barge and whopping the
bal‘g . In his haste he rather over-
looked the tow-rope, which jerked up
a8z he stepped over it and tangled in
Coker's legs. CUoker made a sudden
nosedive into the grass,

“"¥aroooch ! he roared,

“Haw, haw, haw!" came from the
bargee. He scemed amused.

Coker sat up, rather dizily. The
horse plodded on, and the barge rolled
on in itz wake, the hnrgee steering oub

again. Coker picked himself up and
shook a fist after the grinning barge-
man. It was rather too wide a jump
to the barge now, and Coker did not

try it on: which was fortunate for
Horace an:er, for had he landed on the
ha it was net the big bargee who
would have got the “whnp];i H

Snorting, Coker tramped al}:i under
the trees. He gave Potter and Greens
an Bngry glare. L

What are you grinning at?” he
demanded.

“Your acrobatic performance, old
man,” answered Potter blandly. “I'd
like to see vou do it apain.”
wrBo would I1” said Greene heartily.

Fnﬁ'htfully amusing, Coker, old man.”

Coker breathed hard, as he sat down
again. His tumble over the tow-rope
had been a sheer accident, such as might
have happencd to any fellow—any
fellow like Coker, at least! It was like
these brainless-asses to think that there
wes something funny in it.

“8o you think that was amusing, do
youf” asked Coker darkly,

“ Awlully 1" said Potter.

" Fearfully I said Greene.

" Perhaps you'd think it amusing if 1
banged your cheeky. heads together !
roared Colker,

Potter and Greene remembered that it
was Coker’s pienie. The basket was not
half empty yet. They did not want a
row with old Horace, at least, before the
basket was empty. So they made no
reply, but devoted themselves to the
foodstuffs—and Coker, with a grunt,
followed theic example, And four
untors, at & little distance along the

k, grinned at one another. E‘.]?hs,q.r
considered that they had a healthy
chance of getting afloat again now.

e e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Useful Man, Cokerl

i HREE of them!” murmured
Bob Cherry.
“Too many for us!™ eaid

Nugent.

“We might handle them ¥ muttered
the Bounder., *“But—"

He shook his head.

There were four of the juniors, all
ood men with their hands. But threa
ifth Form seniors were & big order,

“"We'va grul; tc get the boat!” sald
SBmithy. *If we can't get it without
A SCrap, Wwo shall have to try our luck.

1

He put his head out of the trees and
glanced ﬂlﬂﬂ& the tﬂwfpath. A sudden
rush across the bank for the hoat tied
up below would take them fairly in
sight of Coker & Co. MNeither could they
tell exactly where the boat lay. The
bank of the Sark, at that point, was
high snd steep, the towpath a good five
feet above the river. Nothing dould be
seen of the boat; and the juniors only
knew it was there from what they had
heard from Coker. On one thing they
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Splash, w splash | GCoker dropped

you to my boat I’* he roared.

i

<

his prisoners, une; after the other, into the shallow water and mud. “*I'll teach

4 'u'rmgh I Lh ]

113 Wlll‘i‘l‘ggﬁ [ L 1 Gl'ﬂﬂ'ﬂh [

Covered with mud, and gasping,

the Highelifte juniors splashed frantically to the hank.

were quite determined ; they were going
to have a boat. Buf it was evidently a
caso for strategy. . :

“I fancy we can work it!” said Tom
Redwing.

*Go 1t, old bean!” said Bob Cherry
cheerily. “What’s the big idea?”

“One of vs can drop down the bank
and wade along to the hoat. 5o long as
those Fifth Form duffers stay under the
trees they won't see anything.”

Bob's eyes danced.

“Good egg! What a jolly old
gurprise for Coker when he goes back
for his hozt and finds it gone.”

The juniors chucklad.

No time was lost in ecarrying out that

masterly plan. dwing removed his
ghoes and eocks and tucked up hia
trousers, He cut across the bank and

dropped into the shallow water under it.

nder the high, steep bank he waded
along with the water to his knees, his
head ducked low. In a few minutes
he came on the boat; snd he heard the
murmur of the voices of the pienickers
across the towpath above. Dut he could
i:pt Boo them; and they could not seo

i,

“I say, this ia a jolly good cake!”
Poitor's voice came distinctly to the
junior’s ear as he bent over the painter,

“Ripping I" said Greono. 1 sey, it's
topping here! Couldn't ba betterl A
jolly g']nnd spread, and pleasant com-
pany—like Coker's—"

“Yes, it wouldn't amount to much
without Coker’s company!” remarked
Potter solemaly., “It's agresable com-
pany that makes & thing a success.”

Polter and Greone felt that Coker was
entitled to this! After nll, he was
standing the pienic, and it was a jolly
good pienie.  Luckily, it was always
easy to pull Coker's i}n :

- “@Glad you hike it, you fellows !" said
Colker amiably.

“And we shall have an easy run back
in the boat, instead of walking!” said
Greene, * All through Coker spottmg
those cheeky Highcliffe cads in the
boat nnd getting it away from them.”

“Jt was his presence of mind," said
Potter. “Coker has presence of mind.
That's what it 18.”

“Well, I f&mr{l 'm fairly quick on the
uptake,” said the gratified Coker. *1
dare may you fellows wouldn't have
noticed that it wos my boat that those
cheecky young cads were in.  Of course,
I spotted it at once.™ .

“It's quickness of obscrvation, you
know,” said Greene.

‘“ Prompt intelligence !” agreed Potter.
“ Pass that cake!™

Redwing, under the bank, grinned.
He had untied the painter, and the boat
was loose. Hoe pushed 1t out silently into
deeper wator, and then waded up the
stream again, drawing it after him,

Five minutes later ha had it opposite
tha spot where hiz comrades walted
under the trees by fhe towpath. Ha
stood up and waved & hand to them.

They came %inkly and guietly across
the towpath. Bob Cherry glanced along
the bank, but the Fifth Formers, under
the shady trees on the edge of the wood,
were screened from view,

Coker & Co., from where they sakb,
had & view of the towpath close at hand,
But they could not see a dozen yards
up the river from their camp, and the
juniors were nob within their purview.
They continued to deal with the picnie,
in happy unconscicusness that any of
the r&Eaf Removites were at hand.

“Quick 1" breathed the Dounder, “If
that ass Coker steps out again—-
“Chuck the parcels in!” said Red-
winF,
The pareels wers dropped into the
boat. The juniors followed. They

ghoved off in hasts, and Coker's boat
floated out inte the Bark.

Bob Cherry and Redwing took the
oars and pulled. Nugent sat and
steored, and the DBounder stood up,
watching the bank as the boat glided
past its late anchorage.

The high bank hid Coker & Co. from
sight of the boat's erew, and hid the
boat's erew from Coker & Co.

The Bounder chuckled.

#Our win 1™ he remarked.

“And it’s the same jolly old boat™
sald Bob Cherry. “Coker must have
rot it back somehow from thosa High-
cliffe cads 1"

# Jolly  useful Coker 1"
marked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Give him a yell [” said the Bounder
“We onght to thank Ceker for Jending
us the bont, before we lose hun”

e, T

“Fa, ha, ha " roared the boat's crew.
“Halle, hallo, halle ¥ bawled Dol
Cherrv. “Coker! Cokey! Coke!

Hallo, halle, hallo !

That cheery roar from the river
reached the pienickers on the bank, It
might have reached them at ten times
the distance. Bob had s powerful veice,
and it carried far and wide.

Coker stared round. _

“That's that cheeky young sweep,
Cherry 1”7 he said. “ Where——"

“(On the river !” said Potter.

“But we've gobt the boat away from

them 1 said Coker, : puzzled. ™ They
can't have pot another boat.”
It did not occur to Coker, at the

moment, that they had got the samo
boat !

He jumped up and ran across to the
towpath. Standing on the high bank,
he stared at the boat in the middle of
the Sark.

Tue Maicxer Lisrany.—No. 1,379
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The Bounder waved a hand to him.

“Thanks Coker | he yelled,

" Many thanks " bawled Bob Cherry.
S0 awlully kipd of you to get the boat
back for us, Coler |"

* Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Wha-a-at?" gasped Coker.

He stared at the boat; then he stared
down at the spot where his craft had
been tied under the bank., That spot
H'nsilw;nnn.nt. IO,

* They—they—they've got the boat!™
babhl Cake"‘:._ ?

*What #¥

DMotter and Greene joined him, on the
edge of the bank, storing. :

* They've pinched my boat again ™
roared Coker.

* But—but how eould they " gasped
Paotter in bewilderment. “Wa never
saw anything of them. How the thump
eould—" :

“Thoy've got it I howled Coker.

“h  erikey ! epaculated Greene.
“"They must have sneaked along under
the bank and pinched it, and we never
BV m——t

“You didn't
hooted Potter,

“ Don't jaw, Polter [V

“Weall, did you? howled Greene.

“Don't gabble, Greene!”

“[la, ha, ha1” came a yell from the
boat,  “‘I'hanks, Coker! Fearfully
phliged | Good old Coker !

“T'Il smash them!” yolied Coker.
“ [~I—I'Il spiflicate them! My boat!
iﬁ hammer thems black and blue!

Uoker brandished a pair of large fists
at the grinning e¢rew of the boat. Had
ilie Romovites been within reach, therse
would certainly have been some very
soverg hammering and spiflicating. But
the boat was far out of Coker’s reach,
and he could only brandish his fists
after it. The Bounder waved his hat

gsee  them, either ™

in cheery farewell, and Coker was left
on the bank in & state that was almiost
frantio. :

—h

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pon Knows How !

4 UNCHED?” asked the Cater-

P pillar sympathetically.

Cecil Ponsonby scowled.

It was the following day;
but there was still a lingering ache In
Pon's head. There was another in
Monson's. Coker had banged thetr
heads together, not once, but several
imes. .And Coker had a hefty and
heavy hand. 2 :

Pon, strolling in the Higheliffe quad
after class, tilted his straw hat an
rubbed his head, with a grunt and a
grimace. Henee Rupert de Courcy’s
sympathetic inguiry, though the glim-
mer in the Caterpillar’s eyes seemed to
hint that he was a little amused.

“Raggin’  with Greyfriars again—
what ?* smiled the Caterpillar, * What
a man you are for humtin' trouble,
Pon 1"

*“0h, shut up ! snapped Ponsonby.

“Tranky, old man, my conversation
palls on Pon!” said the Caterpillar
solemnly. “T'll talk to you instead, if
vou'll wake up.™

* Eh, what?"

Frank Courtenay, the junior captain
of Higheliffe, was with his chum. Xoe
seemed to be deep in thought. There
was a letter in his hand, which he had
just been reading, apparently with satis-
faction, He glanced round at the Cater-
pillar.

“Did vou speak, Rupert?”

“PDid I sighed the Catcrpillg.r:
“Yes, sort of. Lois of good speakin
to vyon when ¥you're moonin” OVer
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cricket. I was goin’ to tell you about
a recent tragic heppemin'-—

“What on earth’s that?"

“Pan's had his head punched IV

“Fathead I said Courtenay, smiling.
“I say, it's all right about the maitch,
Caterpillar ! They're coming over to-
morrow "

“Hear, hear!” said the Caterpillar
with enthusiasm. “That's splendid |
I'm no end bucked ! If the maich comes
off no classes with Mobby in the
mornin’,. That will be a compensation
for havin' to play cricket in the after-
noon.” ]

Ponsonby was passing on, but he
turned back at that. His eyes gleamed
unpleasantly at the junior skipper.

“¥ou won't be playin’ in that match
to-morrow, Courtenay ! he said.

“1 rather think we shell!”
Courtenay. “Why not?”

“I suppose you've heard that the
Greyfriars Remove have cleared out of

said

school and arked themselves on
Popper's Istand 1
“Yes, I know emll about that., T was

afraid it might mean scratching, but
it seems that 1t's all nght.”

* All right, is it? grinned Ponsonby.
“1 fancy not. Unless those Gre;;friara
cads can swim here for the pame”

“They'll come in their boat, I sup-
pose,”  sald Courtenay, staring.
“They've got a boat at the island.”

“They had, you mean,” said Pon-
ganby.

“ Anythin’ happened to their jolly old
cralt?” yawned the Caterpillas

“¥ou see, the boat belonged to a
ruffian called Coker, of the Fifth Form
at their school” said Ponsonby. “I
think he got it back vesterday.”

“Then I dare say they've got hold of
anaothar.™

“Not likely ! Their beak zeemsz to ba
4 silly old azs, from the way he'a lettin®
thém carry on. But I faney he’s got
senga enough not to let them get hold of
another boat. All he's got to do now is
to wait till they get hungry and give
in."

Courtenay looked at the letter in hia
hand again. Ile shook his head and
smiled.

“This letter's from Wharton,” he
said. *“He says plainly that they will be
over here to-morrow. It was posted in
Courtfield last evening, Looks as if
;-}Leyucan get off the island when they
ike.

Ponsonby started. :

“Then you think they'll be comin’ "

“I'm sure they will I*

Ponsonby walked on, the Caterpillar
glancing after him very curiously.

“Dear old Pon's been up to some-
thin',” he remarked. “I noticed him
come in yesterday with Gaddy and Mon-
son, all three of them lookin' in a fear-
fully moulted state, Those bad boys
have been tryin’ to bag the jolly old
rebels’ boat and leave them stranded
on the jolly old island.”

Clourtenay frowned.

“They haven't succeeded, then,” he

said, “Wharton says E]ﬂinljr that the
Greyfriars team will be here in the
morning. Bother Pon, ha's always u

to some votten trick! It will be all
right, Rupert—and it's going to ba a
great game. 1 wish Pon wasn’t such
a rotten slacker, I'd like to give him
a chance in the team. But—"

“J'd stand out to make room for him,
old man, if you were keem on itl”
remarked the Caterpillar,

“T wenldn't lose you for a dozen

Pons!” said Courtenay, laughing.
“YVeon've pobt to pull up your socks to-
MOTToOW, upert.” ]

The Caterpillar groaned. Pulling up

his socks, and exerting himself at the
noble game of ericket, did not appeal
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to the lazy Caterpillay, so much as it
did to his more energetic chum,

“¥ou'll enjoy the game, Rupert,”
said Cnurtann_'i;.

“Well, I shall enjoy seein’ Fon's
face when the Greyiriars men turn n
here all merry an' bright,” admitt
the Caterpillar, “Pon seems to think
that they're diched. It will ba amusin’
to watch higz face when they barge 1n.”

And the Caterpillar smiled, consoled
by that happy anticipation. -

Fonso was not smiling, however,
as ho walked away across the High-
clife quad. There was a black scowl
on Pon's handsome face. He was still
feeling, painfully, the effects of his
heetic encounter with Coker of the
CGreyiriars Fifth, The severe handling
he had received from Horace Coler
gould not, certainly, be laid to the
charge of the Removites. But it added
to Pon's bitter amimosity towards his
old enemies of the Remove.

Ho joined Gadsby and Monson under
the beeches, Monson was rubbing his
}ma_c'} ruefully, There was still a pain
in it.
~“Anythin' up!?” assked Gadsby, not-
ing the black look on the face of the
dandy of Highclifie.

“Those Greyfriars cads are comin’
over to-morrow, after all,” answered
Ponsonby, “They've pinched a boat
from somewhere, I suppose.”

“Blow 'em [” grunted Meonson, 1
wish we'd left them alone. That hooli-
gan Coker jolly nearly cracked my
mut.

“1 fancy wo can dish them, all the
same,” satd Ponsonby.

Gadsby looked alarmed.

“Lovk hera! Cut it out!” he ox-
clatmed.  “I'm not goin' anywhere
near that dashed island, I can tell you'!
I'm leavin' those rotters alona !

“More ways than one of killin® a
cat,” said Pon, with a glitter in his
eyes.  “'Buppose they knew at Grey-
friars that the rotters were over hore.”

“Ther'll keep it dark enough,” said
Gadshy.

“It might bs let ont.”

“Oh, don’t be & rotter, Pon!" said
Gadsby uneasily. “You can't go
sneakin® about fellows to fheir hmﬁ:.
And it would mean trouble here, too,
if you did anythin' to muck up the
match. Courtenay’s lookin® forward to
it. And, snyhow, why can’t you let
them alone ?

“If they knew at Greyiriars,” went
on Ponsonby, unheeding, “the game
wotld be up for those cads. The pre-
focts would come over and bag them
while they were playin' ericket.”

“I suppose they would; but—"

“It's too joliy ri;l:%;: muttered Mon-
Gon. Bn‘ggm’ their boat is one thing,
but sneakin' about them at their school
15 anaother., And it would come out,
ton."

“How could it coma out?"

“Well, things always do come out,”
runted Monson. “Yon're always
ayin' schemes, Pon, but they don’t
generally come to  anythin’,” execept
trouble. Look here! Leave 'em aleno
and let ’em rip!”

Punsunb;.rfahm;ged his shoulders.

“Comin’ for a hike spin?” ho ssked.
“Wherat” growled Gadsby sus-
piciously. -

“Round by Greyfriars”

“No,” answered Gadsby and Monson
torether.

onsonby laughed.

“Well, 1 car go alone,” he said: and
he turned away.

“Look here, Pon—" bLegan Gadsby
ancd idonson simulianecusly, N

Ponsonby did not answer, or turn his
head. He walked away to the bike-

shed, leaving his pals looking. very
UNeasy.

“It's & trick 1
{Gadsby.

“Just like Pon,” grunted Monson.

“T'm jolly well havie' no hand 1n it,
anvhow.”

‘Same here I

Ponsonby cared little whether his
pals had a hand in it or not. He did
not necd help in the treacherouvs trick
he was going to play on the rcbels of
Greyfriars, There was quite a cheerg
expression on Pon's face as he wheele
out -his bieyele and mounted, and
pedalled away to Greyfriars School.

rotten growled

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Information Received |

43 EALLY, sie—" :
R “Really, Mr. Quelch—"

“I fail to seo—"
“A Form-master,” said the
Head of Greyfriars, “is naturally ex-
ted to exzercise anthority over his
ﬂfl"l'.h”

" Quite, sir! But o

“Vour Form, Mr. Quelch, i in a8
state of rebellion—of unexampled do-
fiance of authority——"

“1 regret it, sir; but >

“This state of affairs connot con
tinue,” said Dr. Locke, with accrbity.

Mr, Quelch was silent.

Obviously such a state of affairs
could not continue. But it did con-
tinue,  Althouph it couldn't, it did.
There was the rub.

“A headmaster,” said Dr. Locke,
“docs ot expect to find a member of
hig 'staff totally unable Lo control hLis
Form." ;

Henry Bamuel Quelch breathed hard.

“A boy in the Remoave was expelled,”
continued the Head., “Buch an in-
cident i1s very regrettable. But such
things have happencd before.  They
have ncover been followed by such an
extraordinary oceurrence as this™

“My Form, sir, do not believe that
Bunter committed the act for which he
wasz sentenced to expulsion—"

Dr. Locko raized his hand.

“1 trust, Mr. Quelch, that you do not
dream of wuvpholding these rebellious
boys in any way, or making excuscs for
their outrageous conduct.”

"Cﬂrtai.nly not, sir!

P

“Discussion,” szid Dr. Locke, is
futile. I have said that have a
natural desire that a Form-master
should be able to control his Form, T
need add nothing to that, Mr., Queleh.”

The Hemove master left the Head's
study,

His lips were compressed in o tight
line as he went.

The master without a Form was not
enjoying life these days. There was
certainly  somothing in  the head-
master's contention that a Form-master
should bo able to keop his Form under
control. On the other hand Mr. Queleh
was convinced that the Head had made
a mistake regarding Bunter. Who
had inked Frout was a mystery. Dut
Gilunlcl:- did net believe for & moment
that it had beon the fat and fatuous
Owl of the Remove,

Mr. Quelch went slowly to his own
study,

The Head scemed to expect him to
take some steps, but what steps he was
to take Quelch did net know., Ha had
had somo hope of discovering who
really had inked Prout on that cele-
brated occasion, amd thus putting the
guilt on the right shoulders, and ending
the whole affair., But he had had no

Nevertheless,
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luck., Indeed, he had little chance, as
it was fairly certasin that the unknown
inker was a member of the Remove,
and the Remove, fortificd en Popper's
Island, weroa out of reach of imvesti-
gation.

Mr. Prout, portly and pompous as
usual, met him at the corner of the
passagn,

“Your boys are etill absent from the
school, my dear Quelch!” boomed
Frout.

“I do not meed informing of that
fact, sir,” answered the Remove master
tﬂl‘tlE,

“ o doubt—mno doubt; but surely you
realise, my dear Quelch, that it 13 fime
—high time—that something was done
tn_l:l

“If you have any suggestion to make,
Mr. rout—" gaihl the Remove
master sourly.

“It iz not for mce,” said Prout, “to
make suggestions. Far bo it from me
to intervene -in the management of o
collengue’s Form. But I am bhound to
observe that it is high time that this
unprecedented state of affairs was
brought to an end. I am bound to
say——  Really, GQuelch, T wish ven
would not walk

away while I am
addressing vou "

Queleh did, lhowever, walk awax,
leaving Prout storting with indig-
nation.

The Bemove master went into his
study, He paced that apartment in

decp anmd troubled thought.
sure, or almost sure, that the Head
had, for onece, made a mistake, DBut
that did not alter the fact that discip-
lina had te be maintained.  Bunter
had te go, and the Remove had to re-
turn te obedience. But how?

He rang for Trotter at laszt, and sont
him for Wingate. Wingate of the
Sixth came, in a few minutes. Por-
hbaps 1t wes natural that Quelch, hLiav-
ing been “jawed ™ by the Head, shiould
find some relief in passing that “jaw ¥
on to the head prefect of Greyfriars

“Wingate,” said the Remove mastor.
“vou are aware that it 13 now more
than a fortnight since my Form left the
school. A Porm-master naturally ex-
pects the prefects to have some control
over the juniors,™

“Oh, certainly, siv!™ azzented Win-
gaie. ' But—"

“This state of affairs cannot con-
tinue I said Mr. Quelch, perhaps un-
consciously repenting; the Head's words,

" No, sir; but——"

“No Form-master,” gaid Mr. Quelch,
“eoxpects to find the Sixth Form pre-
fects totally wunable to control the
junior boys,”

Wingate stood silent. As a matter of
fnct, he guessed that Queleh had boen
ot the carpet in the Head's study, and
was sore and ruffled, If nleh found
any solace in passing it on, Wingate did
not mind. The Greyfriars captein was
a pood-natured fellow.

Thare was a tap at the door.

“Como  in 1" rked Mr.
irritably.

Tho door opened, and an elegant
junior, with hat in hand, stepped in

r. Quelch gazed at him. Heo remem-
bered Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at
Higheliffe, but certainly had not
expected to see him at Greyiviars, He
had the lowest possible opinion of that
clegant youth, snd was by no means
pleased to see him. ‘

“Excuse me, sir!” eaid Ponsenby
gracelully. “f care over to sos you,
eir, and, knowing that this was your
study——""

“l)fail to see why you have called on
me, Ponzonby " answered Mr. Quelel
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frigidly, “Kindly state your business
at once, and bo brief.” '

Ponsonby glanced at Wingate. He
was uot displeased to see a Sixth Form
prefect in the study, That made it all
the mora certain that the information
he brought would bo acted upon.

M It's about the fellows on the island,
sir,” said Peonsonby.

"I do not sce how that concerns you,
*onsonby.

“1t does not, sir!' But, in the cireums-
stanees, I don't like the idea of thoso
fellows comun’ over to Higheliffe | said
Ponsonby  ealmly. “As the matter
stands, think the ericket mateh to-
morrow ought to be scratched.”

"The cricket match | ropeated Mr,
Queleh. “Is there a mateh at Higheliffe
to-morrow, Wingate

“The Remove have s fAxture with
Higheliffe, sir,” answered the head of
the games, with a eurious glancs at
Ponsonby. “I beliove to-morrow is the
date; but, of course, they will not be
}iiﬂFl“E. the mateh, in the circumstanees.

‘hat's impossible.”

“Quite 1" said Mr. Quelch. He gave
the dandy of Highelifie a cold and eon-
lemptuous glanee. “I see no reasonm,
Ponsonby, why you should concern your-
self about the matter; but you may be
ratisficd that the mateh will not be
played, in any ease. You may go.”

“They intend to play, sir—"

“ Nonsense 1

“Courtenay, our junior captain, had
a letter from Wharton this morning,
rayin’ that the Greyfriars team wouﬁ.l
Le over to-morrow.”™

Mr. Quelch started.

“Is it possible?” he exclaimed.
“Wingate, do vou think it possible

“I shouldn’t have thought se, sirl”
answered the Greyfriars captain,  Still,
thoze Remove kids have nerve enough
for anything, I think.™

“It's a fact,” said Ponsonby. “If you
look in at Higheliffe to-morrow you'll
find them playin' ericket ! If you look
in at the island veu'll find half the erew
gono | And—" .

. “And what is your object, Ponzanhy,
in coming here to tell me s0?” snapped
bMe. Queleh.

“I thought it myv duty to do so, =ir,
as thosa fellows are rebellin’ against
their  headmaster !  said  Ponsonby
meekly. 5

The Remove master's lip curled.

“I do not beliove for one moment
that you thonght anything of the kind,
Ponsonby,” he answered deliberatoly.
“I fear that you are talebearing
heeanse you have some grudge against
1lm*ha}f5 ?f my F?}rm, Ii}(‘:nll only feel
cantem or you, Ponsonby ! Leava m
sty l’i‘t : ¥

Ponzonby’s cheeks reddenad.

“I assure you, sit—" ha began.

“That is enough! Go!™ snapped Mr.
Queleh.

And Ponsonby, comprossing his lips,

went.  Ho had received no thanks for
hizs information, and, thick as his skin
was, tho cold contempt of the Romove
inaster penetrated 6. Bot that, aftor
ell, mattered little to the dandy of
Highelitfe. Ho had coffected his pur-
poze, and he was feeling satisfied as he
went boek to his bieyele.
_ There was an uncomfortable silence
in the study after he had gone. Mr,
Uuelch was more annoyed than pleascd
by ihe news he had received. Dut there
was no doubt that he had to aet on it.
Lo gpoko at last.

“TE this 1= true, Wingate——"

“T shouwldu’t wonder, sir! Anvhow,
wo shall see to-morrow.” =aid the Qrov-
friars captain, "It will be casy enough
to find ont.”

“Precisely ! And, in that case, this
lamentable  stale of affnirs may be

Tue Magxer Lisnart.—No. 1,379.

brought to an end!” said the Remove
master. *“The boys who go to High-
cliffe to play ericket may be easily taken
in hand—:};

“ Kasily, sir 1
% And those who remain on the island,
if any remain, will hardl
offer resistanca to the prefects, as they
did on a previous occasion.”

“Hardly ! agpreced Wingate.

" Then {ahalfluuvﬁ the matter in your
hands, Wingate.”

" Very well, sir|™

Wingate left the Remove master's
study, leaving Mr. Quelch in a ver
thﬂug"htful, and not wholly pleasea,
frame of mind. No doubt he was eager
to end the Remove rebellion, ss was
his duty; but as he stoed looking from
his study window into the July sunshine
he seemed far from satisfed. And as
his e}i'ea fell on Ponsonby, of Higheliffe,
wheeling his bike down to the gates, his
lock was one of deep dislike,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Higheliffe Match !

2AY, you follows—"

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Enjoy-
ingbiiiq, old fat bean?” roared
Bo

B

Cherry. And he bestowed
a cheery smack on  Buonter's fat
shoulder.
“Ow!™  howled DBunter. “Wow
Beast 1™

Bob Cherry was in exuberant spirits
that Wednesday morning. He gener-
ally was; but on that particular morn-
ng lIm was rather mors exuberant than
ususnl,

It was the day of the Highelifie
match, and the Remove were gomng to
play Higheliffe, in spite of the peculiar
state of affairs that obtained.

And it was a glorious morning ! The
carly sunshine gleamed on the Sark,
rippling between its green banks, After
breakfast the party for Higheliffe were
getting ready, In great spirts.

Billy Bunter backed away from the
axubarant Bob! Raobert Cherry was
roally not quite safe at elosa gquarters
when he was in high spirita.

“Vou silly ass1 You've nearly busted
my back!"” prunted Bunter. "I say,
you fellows, 1f you ask me, I think it's
rather a rotten idea to clear off to
H I'g‘h{:hf{ﬁ to-day 1"

! Nobady asked yaou, sir, she said " I

sang Bob Cherry.
“Shut up, Bunter ! said the Bounder,
“Beast! You jolly vpearly lost the

boat vesterday 1” grunted Bunter, “If
vou lose that boat, what are voun going
to do for grub? That's what I want to
know.”

“Iz that o conundrum ¥ asked Squiff,

“And suppose those beasta come along
after me whila you'ra gona?” de-
manded Bunter. *1s thia what you eall
backing a fellow up "

Wharton's face was very thoughtful.
It was zottled that the mateh at High-
cliffe was te bs played, and it was too
late to scratch now, if the captain of
tho Remove had thought of deing so.
Bt he was not quite easy 1n hizs mind.
He was ss keen as any man on the
game, but he could not help feeling some
misgivings as to what might happen at
Popper's Island, with all the best fight-
ing men in tha Remove away for the
day. If, by ill-fortune, an attack ecame
during their abscnce, the result was
likely to be dizastrous.

‘The ericketers were all keen on going
and Wharton had yielded to the cneral
wish. But he eould not help having
some doubts.

“I guess 's asking for it1” =aid
Fisher 1. Fish. ™If they pet wise to

this ot Greyfriars—"

be sble to-
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“That's all right:

they won't 1 said
Bob Cherry cheerily. ¥
o Well, they might,” said Bunter
and I think, on the whole, that you'
better wash it out, and stay here—secc 1"
:Hn, he, ha 1" roared the cricketers,
Blessed if I seo anything to eackls
8t 1" zaid Bunter warmly, “Letting a
fellow down, I eall it! ah |

“"We never brought any jam back on
?1111‘ last trip I said Bob Uhgrry thought-
EN ] S '

*No, you beast! Fat lot vou care if
I have to go without jam |* agid the Owl
n-f"tI1E1IREmpve seornfully.
Ec-bwg Il bring zomo i:rih:tl:::r to-day I” said

“Oh ¥ said Bunter.

. We'll et it in Courtfield, and brin
it back in the hoat—whola jars of it IE
said Bob. " Still, if you'd rather we
didn’t go—-

“My dear chap, you can’t let High-
cliffe "down 1” said Bunter, at once.

Dash it all, if you fix up & cricket
mateh, you ought to play it 1*

" Mind you don't forget the jam !
said Bunter, quite reconeiled now to the
departure of the ericketers. “It would
he glmb like you fellows to think nbout

nothing but cricket, and forget all about
the fﬂ.ll‘l.”

Crat guees it's ris]cg:r,
island I said Fisher T. Fish, ehaking
his bony head. “I guess—*

“Don’t you be funky, Fishy [*
Bunter. "I shall be l‘here! i*]l look
after you if the prefests come alpng |
1 say, you fellows, whatevor you do,
don’t forget the jam 1*

"I‘tHa, ha, hl? P d

was rather a crowded bont that

El.lﬂhf_!d off from DPopper's TIsland.
uckily, Coler's boat was a large and
rather roomy one. Still, with & dozen
fellowa in it it was well filled.

Frank Nugent went with the elaven,

leaving the

aaid

which consisted of hart Joh
Bull, Hurrce Singh, aﬁﬂ%n, Gﬁe:-ﬂ?:
Squiflf, Mark Linley, Vernon-Smith,

Tom Brown, Peter Todd, Penfold, and
Hazaldena, Other fellows would have
been glad to po, but it Wwas necessary to
leave g9 strong a parrison as possible
on the island, and it would have been
rather difficult to cram more passcngers
into Coker’s boat.

Tom Redwing was left in command
on the island, though how far his com-
mands would be obeyed by the rest
was & doubiful question. Anvhow,
without a boat it was wnpossible for
the members of the garrison to wander
BiVAY.

Bomewhat slawly the well-laden boat

lled wp the SBark. Harry Wharton

ept a keen eye open on the bank, but
there was no sign of the enemy,

Sometimes during the day Greyfriars
prefects would come along the towpath,
apparently keeping an eye on the rebels.
But first school was gomng on at Grey-
friars now, and during lesson-time there
was not much danger.

“Safe as holses 1" gaid the Baunder,
when the boat glided under tho old stone
arch of Courtfield Bridge.

“The salefulness iz terrifie 1" declared
Hurres Jamset Ham Singh.

Harry Wharten nodded. Really, it
seemaed safe enough, and he dismissed
doubts from his mind, and gave his
thoughts to the more agrecable subject
of the pame at Highcliffe.

It was & good pull up the river from
Courtfield Bridge to the Higheliffe boat-
house. Bnt the cricketers had started
early, and they had plenty of tima.

wo figures in flannels were standing
by the boathouse watching the river.
Courtenay and the Caterpillar waved
ta the Greyfriars men as they came in
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“ You cheeky sweep ! ** roared Coler.
barge, and whopping the bargee.
a sudden dive into the grass.

The boat pulled in and made

sight.
fast.

“¥ou got through asll right, then?”
gaid the nghr.',hl'fa ekipper, with a
smile, as he sh-:u:ul-: hands with Wharton.

“Right as tain {” answered Harry.

“1 suppose our boat will be safe
hera?” gaid the Bounder. “If Pon-
sonby——"

Courtenay coloured a little.

f‘dl'll see that it's looked after,” he
said.

“All serenel” said the Ca.terplilan
“If the jolly old craft was missin’, some
of Pon's features would be missin' soon
afterwards ! Pon knows that [V

“That's all right!” said Wharton
hastily.

Btumps weara pitched early, while the
Higheliffe fellows—with the exeoption of
the junior team—were in ths Form-
rooms at second school. Harry Wharton
won the toss, and elected to take first
knock, and the Higheliffe men went into
the feld. . _

The Remove innings opened with
Wharton and the Bounder. oth of
them were still at the wickets, and the
scoro was growing, when Higheliffe
camo out in break.

A crowd of Highcliffe juniors came
down to the cricket ground to look on,
and among them were Pon & Co., who
seldom honoured s cricket match with
their nttendance.

But Cecil Pmmn:mhsr was particularly
interested in this particular match. He
smiled=—an evil smile—as he glanced at
the ficld dotted with white fipures.

“Bravo, Smithyt" roared the Grey-
friars men standing at the pavilion.
The Bounder had just hit a 4.

“By pgad, they're here!” remarked
Ponsonby. “Who'd have thought they'd
have the neck to come, in the gidd
eires? I wonder whether this game Wl.ﬁ
be interrupted, you men?"

In his haste, Coker's legs
“ Yargooh ! ¥ he roared.

*x

r![ & l
‘xur (hﬂ! xl't i
.i ﬂ
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He strode to the edge of the towpath, wiihk the flerce intention of jumping on ihe

Gadsby and Monson exchanged an
uneasy glance.

“It won't be, unless some sneakin’
WOrm gave them the tip at Greyfriars "
sald Ciadsby sulkily.

Ponsonby amled.

“Well, 1 don't suppose anybody would
do that,” he renarked. “I shouldn't
ﬂuggﬂt such & thing, 1f I were you,
CGadd».™

“ Whem did you go on your bike
after elass yesterday " snapped Gadsby,

“Oh, _1115L g s=pin!” answered Pon
airily. “Of course, I never thought of
buttin® in and spoilin’ their little game
here! 1 like them so much! Daon't let
anyl :u:u:‘];r hear you sugeestin’ it 17

I'm not goin' to give you awa
runted Gué(sh\' “You 'Imnw that.
ut if Courtenay finds ont—-"

“0h, give us a rest t”

Ponsenby  watched the game with
unusual interest till the bell went for
third school. Ivory now and thon his
glance wandered towards the pates. He
had no doubt whatever that that ericket
mateh was going to be interrupted, and
he would have preferred the interrup-
tion fo take place while he waz there
to enjoy it.

But no interruption came yet, at zall
events, and Ponsonby had to go back
to the Form-room for third school.

During that lesson Pon did not give
much attention to his Form-master, Mr.
Mobbs, He was llstenmf: for sounds
from without which would tell of am
interrupted ericket match. He won-
dered whether there would be a gerap
on the Higheliffe ground when the
Greyfriars prefects ﬂrrned for the
rebels. That was qufte o happy antici-
pation.

But there were no sounds of alarm.

Wherr school was dismissed Pon
hurried down to the cricket ground.
Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were at
the wickets now, and the game was

[

got tangled in the tow-rope, and the burly Fifth Former made
* Haw, haw, haw ! ** came Irom the bargee.

going on hard and fast. Ponsonby did
not glance at the score, or he might
have noted that Gmyhmrﬁ WIS SeVEen
down for 100, Pon was not inferested
in the score. IHe was surprised to find
the game still going on.

Pon wondered savagely
meant.

He had taken a’ great deal of risk
to “dish * the E!‘]-I:.LIIHEI'S for there was
no doubt that if {luurtonu:r and his
friends discovered hiz treachery he
would be made to pa i,' dearly for 1t, 8o
far it looked as if he had taken that
risk for nothing.

The Gle}frmrs innings ¢nded as the
dinner-bell was rmﬁmg Harry Wharton
& Co. were all down for 150. 'The
Higheliffe men cams off the ficld,
rather red ond breathless after a good
allowance of leather-hunting.

“They're givin' them plenty of ropo!™
Pon muttered te Gadsby and Monson,
h1tmg hls 11 “But they're bound to

bargs in ! 'lpheu can’t let the blighters
rip after what 1 told them 1™

“You wera a rotter to tell them, and
I jolly well hope they won't barge in !"
grunted (iadshy.

“0Oh, shut up, fool I snarled
Ponsonby.

Pon was getting quite uneasy. And
he felt etill more unguiet and still more
savagely irritated when the Mighelifie
innings started after lunch and Hﬂ'r‘d.li‘
Wharton & Co. went into the fiol
Again and again, as the nnings went
on, Pou's expectant glance wandered in
the direction of the gotes; but, like
Sister Anne, ho saw no ong coming.
Courtenay and the Eutﬂrlflliﬂl‘ Woere
making big hits for Higheliffe, and
Gadsh nll-tlgﬂ’fﬂnmn Jnlnnd in the nhﬁer-
ing ufythe Highelilfe erowd. Pon, in
savage silence, chowed his under lip.

~ {Continued on poge 15.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fierce for Fishy!

ISIIEE T. IFISH tapped Bolsover
major on the arm with a bony
fngor.

__ Bolsover gave him n glare.
1le did not like Fisher 1. Fish, and
he did not like pokes from bony fingers.

“Wednesday 1" said Fisher 1. Fish.

“What about it, fathead ! grunted
the bully of the Bomove..

“Pay-day 1" said Fisher T. Fish.

“Oh rats!®

1t was a golden July afternoon,

The score or so of Remove fellows left
on Popper’s Island found it very
pleasant there. :

Billy Bunter, nfter an extensive lunch,
was sleeping in the shade, dreaming,
porhaps, of the jam the cricketers were
gowng to bring back with them. JLord
Mauleverer dozed under a tree, with
his straw hat over his face. Skinmer
and snoop and Stott smoked cigarettes
4 quict nook, and played nap. Tomn
Redwing was keoping watch from the
landing-place. ipps  was performming
conjuring fricks for the entertainment
of o bunch of fellows. Other fellows
played leap-frox in the glade round the
big onk.

Bul Fisher T. Fish, like Gallic of
old, cared for none of these things.
Fishy, as usual, had his thoughts con-

contrated on what was, to hun, the
beginning and end of all things—
noney !

Tishy had been poring over his

account-book, in which he kept caveful
record of his finnneial transactions in
the Lower School.

It was a sore trial to Fiﬁl\f that,
stranded on Popper’s Tsland with the
rebel Remove, he could not go round
collecting the various small sums due
to him from the fags of the Third and
Second at Greyfriars. DMany smmns,
ranging from threepenca to half-a-
crown, were due to the schoolboy
Shylock, chiefly from fags.

But sueh sums a3 were due from
Removites Fishy could collectk —or
hoped, at least, that he eould. Hence
his reminder Lo Bolsover major that ik
was pay-day ]

Bolsover iad borrowed five shillings
from IFishy at the beginning of the
term, on which he paid sixpence a week
interest.  Fishy had it all down in his
business-book, which was now clutched
in his bony hand. The other hand he
Leld out for tho sixpence.

Bolzover major stared at
snotted,

“Wants washing 1” he said.

“Ith—what ¥ Fisher T. Fish was not
holding out that bony paw for inspee-
tion, He was holdwg it out for a
“tanner.” “Leook here, you guy, I'll
say it's pay-day, and I'm sure waiting 1"

“WaitI” sugmested Bolzover wajor.

*1 guess—-"'

“Gucss again '

Bolsover major turned away. e was
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it, and

not in a good temper that afternoon.
He had a conviction that he ought to
have been at Higheliffe, a distinguished
member of the Remove Eleven. Nobody
else thought so—but Bolsover major was
convinced of it. He was in no mood to
be botherod by the schoolboy Bhylock.

But TFisher T. Fish was not to be
denied. Ele jorked after the burly Ee-
movite and grabbed his arm with bony
ﬂn‘gars.

*T'N say it's pay-day 1" said Fisher T.
Fish indignantly. “I guess you want to
cough up that tanner, big h{:}r "

“You skinny skinflint!”  pgrowled
Bolsover major. “I'm just on stony |
You'd better drop the Head a line to
send us some pocket-money.” '

“You borrowed the mnnle:{;
voui” demanded Fisher T. Fish. ©
owe me the dust, don't yout? I got it all
down herc!” He held up the business-
book. “ You ain’t paid more’n three bob
in interest so far. I guess I sin't lend-
ing money for my health. I guess—
“‘%n , what Wake snakes and walk
chalks ! Tou pesky gink " yelled Fisher
T. Fish, az DBolsover major suddenly
snatched the book frem  his  hand.
“Gimme that book I"

Bolsover major, grinning, !mld the
necount-book high above his  head.
Fighy jumped at him, and the bully of
the Remove pushed him off with his left
hand. It was rather n hefty push, and
Fisher T. Fish sat down, bumping.

He jumped wp again like a jack-in-
the-box.

“Cimme that book 1" he howled.

Fisher T. Fish was alarmed.

Onge before that busincss-book had
been out of hizs possession and had fallen
into the hands of Mr, Prout. Fishy had
been in great straits to get it back
befora Prout discovered the owner or
took 1t to the Head,

He hod been driven to desperate re-
sources on that occasion. Nobody sus-
pected that it was Fisher T. Fish who

didn’t
[ ?ﬂu

had sguirted the ink over Frout on the
Elm Walk in the dark, thus causing him
to drop that precious book, which Fishy

had then recovered. 5

Fishy was keeping his part in the ink-
ing episode a deep secret. Since that
time Fisher 1. Fish had kept that pre-
cious account-book safely parked in an
inner pocket. MNow it was in the gras
of tho bully of the Remove—held hig
out of Fishy's frantic reach.

Ha had

Bolsover major chuckled.
borrowed money from the schpalboy
Shyleck, but that did not prevent him
from despising the young rascal from
the bottom of bis heart. And he was
idlo and ill-tempered, and at such times
he found entertainment in ragging and
buollying.

“ Jump for it " he grinned.

“¥You pic-faced geck ! rosred Fisher
IT‘ Fish. 1l : :

EUCES make potato scrapings o
you !l That book's valuable I™

He jumped for the book. Bolsover
major gave him snother zhove, and he
zat down again.

“Gimme that book ' he yelled, as he
scrambled up breathlessly. “Here, you
Redwing, you make that guy pimme my
book 1" i

Tom Rodwing gave him s glance of
contempt.

“"Chuck 1t info the river, Bolsover,™
'Erm ?rﬁgnsmi “That's the best place
or ik,

*“Why, you—you pesky geck 1" zasped
Fisher T, Fish., * Say, :,'nl.;!ﬂguub, Eimpnia
that hookt Tl say I'll walk aljf over
sou if you don’t hand it over amart 1™

Bolsover major walked down to the
landing-place, prioning. He made a
motion of tossing the account-book into

“You hand me that book, ar 3

barge-
'ﬂecﬁntpghnp to touch it!
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the Bark, and Fisher T, Fish, in desper-
ﬁ!:a alarm, leaped at him and grasped

LI,

Fishy was no fighting-man. But the
worm will turn—and there was no doubt
that Fishy was a worm | i )

He grabbed the burly Removite with
bony claws and fairly dragged him over
in his rage and slarm. DBolsover major
roared as he hit the island.

““MNow, you hand over Yarooooh !
Wake snakes !" shrieked Fisher T. Fish,
as Bolsover major handed over, not the
account-book, but & mighty thump that
laid the American junior sprawling.

“ MNow gc- after 1t if you want it["
snorted Bolsover major, and with &
swing of his arm ho tossed the aceount-
book across the water to the towpath on
the Popper Court bank. )
. Fisher T, Fish, sitting up, watched it
in its flight. It landed on the towpath,
dropping into the grass there and dis-
appearing from sight.

“Oh, great Abraham Lincoln!”
gasped the dismayed Fish.

“Bwim for it i you want itl"
grinned Bolsover major, and he walked
away to jJoin the group round Oliver
Kipps, leaving Fisher T. Fish staring in
dismay across the arm of the river,

For several minutes Fishy confided to
space what he thought of Bolsover
major, then he turned to Redwing, whe
was !aug!t;i’r:f.

“ Hav, dy,” said Fishy, in hiz most
persuasive tones, “I'll say you're the

smartest swimmer in the Remove. You
go after my book."

“Go and eat coke!" answered
Redwing.

“I got to have that book!” groaned
Fishar T, Fizh.

“You're better without 1t. You'd be
sacked if the Head saw it."” :

“Aw, con 1t 1" snarled Fisher T. Fish,

He glanced round and stirred Lord
Mauleverer with his foot. DMauly
started and sat up.

“SBay, Mauly, vou're some swimmer,’
said Fisher T. Fish. "“That pesky guy
Bolzsover's chucked mvy book across to
the bank. You'll go after it."

“TI'll lend you a book,” Fawned Lord
Mauleverer. “I've got a Holiday
Annual here somewhere.”

" You pesky mugwump, what's the use

¥

of a Hﬂfid&i}’ Anmaal ' grunted Fisher
T. Fish. “It's my account-book, you
}3.-}' Iiﬂ'

“It's Fishy’s money-lending book,
Mauly,” said Redwing. *Leave it
alone,.

“Oh!” said Lord Mauleverer. He
roze to his feet,

“Leave it alone, Mauly, you ass!”
said Hedwing.

Y Bay, you let Mauly alone | yapped
Fisher T, Fish, “You let Mauly d% a8
he blamed well likes! Don’t you horn
i, :.ralaugguy I You're going for the book,

auly ¥°
*No,” yawned Lord Mauleverer, “I
wouldn't touch the putrid thing with a
le. Like your chesk to ask &
it1 T'm not goin'
for the book. I'm goin’ for you—"

“What—— Hyer, hands off1 Yar-
ocoooon | roared Fisher T'. Fish, as the
schoolboy earl caught him by the collar
and spun him round. harrer you
fancy you're up to, you pie-faced gﬂcg‘i‘"

#Kickin' you, dear man,” answered
Lord Mauleverer.

Crash |

* Yarooooop I

Fisher T. Fizh flow. .

“Ha, hn, ha I roared Redwing,

*Awl Wake snakes!” gasped Fisher
T. ¥ish, sprawling 1n the grass. ™I
%1.\1&33-—-—- wi I caloulate—— Wow!
5 k;ﬂder reckon—— Urrrggh! Wow!l

w
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Lord Mauleverer sat down again
uwnder the tree. Fisher T. Fish picked
himself up, shook a bony fist at him,

and jerked away.

for Fishy, He
stood at the landing-place, staring
across at the towpath, where his pre-
cious businezs-book lay hidden in the
grazs. It was pone from his gaze like
a beauntiful dream, and. unless Fishep T.
Fish swam across for it himself, 1t was
evidently going to remain thero.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
An Advance in Force!

& IERCE " pgroaned Fisher T.
F IMish. "It's zure ficros |
It was indced “fierce,” as

Fishy described it in his own
language. For a whole hour he had
stood there, gazing across the arm of

the river. Fellows whom he asked to
swim acrosz for his precious book only
langhed, as if they thought that he was
joking.

But it was no joke to Iisher T. Fizh.
Anvone coming zlong the towpath might

ick up that bhook, and it would be lost
or ever. Fortunately, no one had come
along =o far.

That book was not only precious as
containing the records of the Remove
business man’s transactions; it was a
danger if it fell into strange hands.

Fishy remembered only teo well his
terror and anxiety when 1t had been for
2 short time in the hands of Mr, Prout.
Prout, luckily for him, had not guesscd
who was the owner, and Iishy had got
the book back—by desperate measures,
But if a Greviriars prefect came along
and bagged it

Tishy trembled at that thenght, Win-

¥

gate or Gwynue or Bykes or Loder
would have no doubt o whom thal pre-
cious volume belonged. .

The Remove had stood by P.-1Ili,' Bun-
ter as one man when he was sacked on
the charge of inking Prout, but not a
man in the Form would stand by Fisher
T. Tish if he was sacked for money-
lending—much  move ;;rcrimhl:fl they
would be glad to sce the last of him.

I'ishy was not much of a swimmer;
but there was nobody else to swim for
the book, and he began to make up his
mind to chance it.

“T guess you'll be sorry if you sce me
drowned wunder vour peskv eyes, you
gink, Redwing 1" he growled.

Redwing laughed.

“Vou'rs all right!” he answered.
“There's a proverb that those who are
born to be hanged cannot be drowned.”

(Cantinued on next page.)

1 ll_“ “ FLETS

Pozt wyour

A GREAT TRIBUTE !

AM greatly intrigued with the ex.
E perience  of Arthur Chipperfield,
the Australisn cricketer, who has
made good in this country. _

When the party to come to England in
goarch of those * Ashes " waf being built
up, eearcely anybody in Australia dreamt
t‘r?a.t Chipperfield would be chosen. He
was almost unknown: he had never
played in & Test match “ down under.”
Even when it was announced that he
had boen picked by the Australian
selection committes there were s lob of

eople who declared that he would not
EE chosen for & Test game in England.
Only & couple of yoars or so ago Chipper:
ﬁal(i’was uncmployed. Then he got a job
as a coach—not a very good job—and
this led to an invitation to play for New
South Wales, _

Playing for a Sydney team, he scored
152 against the England team which last
toured Australia, and this led Warren
Bardsley, who had seon ﬂhiﬂperﬁald from
time to time, to remind the Australian
gelectors that they must watch him bat.

Here is another story which showa
the faith Bardsloy had in thia young man.
Just about the time when the Australien
gide to wisit this country was being chosen,
Bardsley, so I am told, made a special

oint of sending a message to the selectors,

t read like this:

“ I you don't decide to send
Chipperfield to England for his
Latting or bowling, send him
because he is the best slip ficlder
in the world.”

What inflaence that message had on
the Australian selectors I don't know,
but the tribute was great, wasn't it ?
And the Australinn eelectors chose him.
Irmmodiately Chipperfield got owver the
illnega which he contracted whem he
arrived in this country he scored a century
against one of our counties, and I am guite
cortain he would have scored o century
in his firgt Test mafch in England if

lunch-tirne had not come at Trent Eridgﬁ.

when his score was ninety-nine. This
player who has so unexpeetedly become

cricket cueries to * UMPIRE," g¢fo The

MAGHET, The Flestway House, Farringdon Strect,

- Londo, fE.q 1t's hiz job and hie pleasure fo answer
unotty problems from readers.

& hero of the Australian side was quite
hilegophical about hia failure to get that
undread. "1 have had se much good

laek lntely,”” he aaid. ** that I eouldn’t

really grumble.”

The real point about the Chipperfield
gtory which I want you to bear in mind
ig that it is doubtful if he would over
have played for Auetralia, but for that
recommendation about his fielding,

SHIELDING A BATSMAN !
TWE' of my cricketing readers have

had an argument about the game

whigh they want me to settle.

One of these .readers declares
that in the first-class game there is a fair
amount of what iz called shielding a
batsman by the other batsman, The
{riend of this reader says that this shielding
is not dons: that thero is po necossity
for & mon who is good enough to play for
England to be " shielded " against any
sort of bowling.

As I am asked to settle the prgument,
from my inside knowledge, T have Lo say
that the reader who says that one batamaan
often docs shield ancther batsman 13

right.

It Jrequently happena in county
ard T'est maltch cricket, cven when
the two opening boismen ore fo-
gether. One bolsmon may nol be
very Leen on facing o particular
bowler, The other batsman may
filte the type of Lowcler. So the fwwo
of there schemne fo ftale the bowling
wecordingly.

Actually there is quite a lot of this
ghiolding, Watch Herbert Butcliffe care-
fully—it you get o chance, A new man
comesin. Suteliffe will strive all he knows
to keep the new bateman—especially if
he i o yveunz playver—{rom the bowling
until 1he neweomer peis  thoroughly
accustomed to the light, thoe conditions,
and the bowling : in other words till ho
gets acclimatized,

When England was trying lo save tho
first Test match at Trent Dridge. thero
was quite a lot of this shiclding noticeable.

==

Tuns which could have heen made quite
ensily were not even attempted. Let me
add, however, that I don't think the sama
methods could ho applied so successfully,
in boys' ericket, because boys are not quite
so adept at scoring a single, just when
it guita their purpose, as Test match players
are, But even in boys' ericket tho bata-
man who i3 *‘get " should try to take
most of tho bowling for a bit until the
newcomer to the wicket * finds his feet.'”
That ia part of 1he tactics of cricket.

LEG BEFORE !

AVIKG promised last weck to
H talk o Ett.!ﬂ bhit more about leg
bofore  wicket, I will now
procecd to fulfil that promise,
snd at the same time answer several
correspondenta. The first thing to be
remembered i that no batsman can
propeely be given out leg befors unless the
bali actually pitches on the wicket. If
the ball drops off the wicket the bataman
can't be out, even though the ball would
have hit tho wicket, but for the mter-
vention of the pads. .
One point which obviously worrieg
many of my readers is how a bateman
can bo out leg hefore to a bowler bowling
round the wicket. The arpument ia,
that if tho ball, bowled round the wicket,
pitches atraight, them it would miss the
wicket if allowed to go on, But it doea
not necessarily follow.

There are plenty of bowlers who
haove the knack of making the boll
Hogtrgighten oul ™ as it is called.
The ball pilches on lhe stunmps,
and if it kept on its normal couwrae,
being bowled round the wiclet,
would miss. Butit doesn'f confinue
on o normal cotrse. It straighfens,
ard §f it then hils the butsman's
legs he is awt.

Thizs woek T must answer  ecveral
readers’ questions quite briefly., N, Field,
of Birminghem, cites the case of a ball,
played by the batsman, into the top of
his pade, where it rested., The wicket-
keeper ran round, and picked tho ball
oat of the top of the poda. Was the
batsman out ¥ No, because when tho
ball rests in the pads thus it i3 “dead ™
putomatically.

In roply to R. Jackson, a hatsman
canniot bo stumped off & no-ball, but
he can be run out.

A Hockley Grammar School reader
wants to know if the batsman is out when
the ball, played by the batsman at tho
other end, strikes the stumps with the
non-striker out of his ground, The reply
ig no. The batsman would be out if the
ball just touched the tips of tho bowlers
tingers, and then went into the wicket.

“ UMPIRE."
Tue Macser Lapnany.—No. 1,579,
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“ Aw, can it 1" snarled Fishy.

He hositated on the brink. Eeo was th

not sure that bo was borh to be henged,
60 ho could not feel - suré that he
wouldn't be drowned. Then, to Fishy's
immense relicf, & barge-horas appeared
on the towpath, with a heavy bar
from Courtficld lumbering along the
river in its wake.

Fishy waved cexcireddly to the barg
man as the great craft relled hf-m'ﬁ_ﬁ
into the cliannel between the island and
the hanl.

“Bav, bo ! he shouted.
guy a lift acrosa?"

T bargeman looked round at him.
It was the same burly man whe had
exchanged compliments with Coker of
the Fitth a couple of days apo. He
removed his pipoe from his moutlh and

“You give a

starcd at the American junior,” and then

nodded, and steered in to the island.
He scemed a pood-natured bargée, and
no doubt he supposed that the school-
boys had becomne stranded on the island
somchow.

“Roight!™ he called back.

“You won’t get back, vou ass!™ zaid
Tom Redwing., “The man can't give
you a lift ima.ci, if he takes you across !

“1 guess 1 can wait till the puys come

back from Higheliffie!” growled Fisher

T. Fisl.
book 1

“doomp !I" said the bargee,

Ho came as near as he could: bLut it
was more than a sixdoot jump, and
Fizher T. Fish was no athlete, How-
ever, there was no help fof it, and the
American junior took a run  and
boundod.

He landed on the barge, stumbled
over, and went down, with o bump! A
howl foated back to the island.

“Yow-ow ! Wow!"

L Ulnumﬁ_\r!” ernid the bargee.

He stecred away again.  The horse
plodded on, and the barge slowly
approached the bank, It closed in some
distance down, and the bargee made &
gesture fo Fisher T, Fish.

“Joomp ! he aaid,

“I got to get that doggoned

It was more than six feet again, but b

Fisher 1. Fish had to jump it.  This
time he landed in rushes, with his feet
splashing in the water. Ife scrambled
wildly up the bank, clawing at herbage,
and yelling frantically as he discovered
stinging-nettles among other things,

“Cloomsy 1" said the bargee again,
and he grinned as the barge rolled on
its way down te Friardale and Pepp.

“Aw! T guess this is the bee's knee '™
gasped Fisher T. Fizh, as he serambled
on tho towpath. “I'll say this is sure
ficree!  But I calculate I'm cinching
that pesky book !

Ho tramped up the tnw%ath to the
spot opposite the landing-place on the
isiand, where the book had fallen. For
ten mnuies or &0 he was searching in
the grass, but he found the precious

account-hook at last, and packed it
nwnly safely in his ﬁsucket.
The barge had lloated out of sight

down Lhe river. Thero was no way of
getting back to the island, and Fisher
. Fish had to make up his mind to wait
1ill the cricketers returned in the boat
from lligheliffe. It was likely to be a
long wait, but there was no help for it.
The precious business-book was safe, and
that was the chief thing,

Fisher 1. Fish did not remain on the
open path,

It was & half-heliday at Greyfriars,
and it was quite probable that Sixth
Form }gl‘cfmts would Liappen along tho
towpath, keeping an cye on the rebels,
or taking care that the rest of the schoal
did not communicate with them

Stragglers from tho izsland were cers
tain to be bagged and marched back to

Tue Macner Lisnany.—No. 1,379

Greylfriars if a prefect’'s eye fell on
am,

Fisher T. Fish stepped out of sight in
the wood-that bordered the towpath, to
keep in cover, and watch the river for
the raturning cricketers,

Luckily, he had a happy resource to
ill up the wvacant hours.: He*dould
spend the time in caleulating the-profits
ho had made by hiz moneylending’ busi-
ness ginee the beginning of the term.
This kind of occupation was sheeér joy
to Fisher Tarleton Fish, so he was not
likely to be bored. :

There was danger from Grerfriars
Eir_a[a:ts on the towpath, and from Sir

Tilton Popper’s keepers in . the wood.
S0 the -American junior clambered into
a-beech, whers he was out of HiF’ht, but
could watch the towpath and the river
through-the foliage.

Jammed in a fork of the leafy
branches, he gave himseli up to the
happy occupation of living, breathing,
and thinking money! But his sharp
eves scanned the river every now and
then; and suddenly the thought even of
money was driven from Fishy's Trans-
atlantic mind.

“Great snakes ! he ojacnlated.

Far down the river, coming up from
the direction of tha Greyfriare boat-
house, wera two boats. Doth of them
wore manned by bip Sixth Form
fellows,

Fisher T, Fish, through the foliage of
the becech, stared at them. They were
not yet visible from the izland, but from
the tree on the bank Fizhy had a full
view of them,

He whistled.

Even at the distance he could recog-
nise Wingate, Gwynne, Sykes, North
Leder, Carne, Walker, Parkinson, and
other Sixth Form men. DEvery prefect
of Greyiriars was there. It was an
advance in foree, and avidently that
large party was mnot looking for
stragglers. It meant an attack on the
schoolboys’ island, :

Fishy glanced up the viver. But there
was no chanes &f the ericketers coming
ack yet. He looked down the river at
the boats again. They were pulling
steadily up against the s{u ish current.
In & few minutes they ‘-'rcn-uﬁ be io sight
from the island,

“T'll say this lets us out!” murmured
Fisher T. Fish.

‘The game was up on Popper’s Island !
That was a “cinch,” as Fisher T, F'sh
would havo expressed it

Only the whole force of the rebels
could have repulsed such an attack as
wis coming. And neary half the Form
were absent—and the absent ones were
the hoftiest Aghting-men.

“*(Geo-whiz !” murmured Fishy, staring
from the bocch. “1 puess they’re wise
to it that the guys have absquatplated !
I'll sure say they've got the office.”

There could be little doubt of that, It
could hardly be & coincidence that this
advance in force was coming on the only
occasion when the enemy had a chance
of catching the rebels divided.

Anyhow, there they were, in strong
forco, and Fishy was glad, from the
bottom of his transatlantic leart, that
he was no longer on the island. He was
not keen to figure in o scrap with hefty
pi'efeétts in the midst of whacking ash-
planta,

Some fellows would have slithered
down the tree, swum across to the
island, and joined up. in time to lend a
hand in tho coming struggle. That ides
did not cccur to Fisher T. Fish.

“Bafety first,” was a maxim that
appealed to him very strongly.

A sudden shout rang on rtﬁt- river,

“ Look out, you men !”

“ Lina up T o
Thoe cnemy had been sighted !

‘the wood.

THE MAGNET
There was instant alarm on Popper’s
Island{ _Bhouts rang through the

trees, and fellows raced down o the
landing-place. - '

Fisher T. Fish slithered down the
tree; "but it was on the side farthest
from the island, Hoe did not emerge on
the towpath. He retreated deeper into
hen he ran. He heard
shouts and yells as he went, but they did
not call him back; they only made him
sprint the faster.

THE TWELFTH CHAPIER.
The Attack on the Island!

INGATE of the Bixth watched
the gathering crowd at the
landing-place as the boata
pulled into, .the channel

between Popper's Island and the bank,

The Greyfriars ﬂaffa.in‘s boat led, the
other following closa bohind. The

xebels were gathering fast to face the

invasion; but it was easy enough to
read alarm, as well as excitement, in
many faces. And the fact that many
familiar faces were missing from tha
throng, proved that Ponsonby’s informa.
tion was correct,

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, the
Bounder, and the rest, would have been
right in the front had they bean there.
At least eleven of the sturdiest men in
the Remove were away, and had not yet
returned—and were not likely yet to
return.  The rebels hed been caught
divided, and their game was up.

Plane-sailing now 1”-gaid the Grey-
friara captain. “Ff Wharton and his
gang were there, we should ses them,
what ¥

“They'ra away!”
“That dirty little Higheliffe tick know
what he was talking about.” 5

“Wa've gob the young sweeps!” said
Loder, finpering his ashplant. Loder of
the Sixth had particular scores to pay
off against the rebels. Loder, after his
last interview with them, had left

coated with tar,

““What about gomg] round to the other
side, Wingate?” called Bykes of the
Emt’h, from the second boat. *“Take
them between two fires, what?”

Wingate shook his head.

. "They've run wire all round the
island, amcmdg the trees,” he aszid.
“They've mads & repular fortress of it.
Anyhow, there's more than enough of us
to handle that lot. T don't think they'll
give us much trouble.”

“They'll be sorry if they give us any 1"
growled Loder.

: 1‘1imgu.fe- gave the bully of the Sixth a
ook,

“If they give in guietly, no who
ping I* he said. “The Head will Ehl?;
them enough when he gefs going with
the birch.”

* Faith, that's so!” chuckled Gwynne,
“It will be a Hc-illting all round for the
young divvils, I we've got to do is
to got them back to the school to take

it

agread Cwynne.

“A fow swipes—" said Carne.

“MNot unless they resist!™ gaid Win-
gate quietly. “With the ringleaders
away, I hope they'll give in without a
shum_iﬁ. Mind that none of them get off
the 1sland. We don't want those young
rascals at Higheliffa to get o warning
and scatter.”

The boats pulled on towards the island
landing-place.

Now that Wl!‘!iﬂ-tﬂ knew, beyond
doubt, that the cricketers had gone over
to Highclife his plans were cut and
dried,

His party was in ample force to over-
come the resistance of the diminizhed
garrison, if they ventured o resist aé
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“‘ Excuse me, sir 1 ** said Ponsonby, entering Mr. Quelch’s study.
see why you have called on me, Ponsonby ! ** answered Mr. Quelch frigidly.
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* 1 came over to sea you, sir, and—"*
“Ti's about the fell
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1 fail to
ows on the island, sir.

Courtenay, our junior capiain, had a letler’[rom Wharlon this morning, sayin” that the Greyfriars team would be over

to-morrow to play ericket !

The island refuge of the rebels would
be captured, which was the most im-
portant point.

The fellows on the island would be
taken and sent back to Greyfriars,
They were corpered there, and there
was no eseape for them,

Rounding up the Removites at High-
cliffec might be a more difficult matter;
but with the island in possession of
uuthﬂritﬁ, tiiey would have nowhere to
fleg if they scattercd.

It was only by fortifying . themselves
on the island in the river that the rebel
Removites had been able to make a
stand against auvthority. Getting the
island away from them was the first
and most urgent step, And that was
what Wingate was going to do.

After that the party at Highcliffe
could be dealt with at leisure. The
capture of the island meant breaking
the back of the rebellion,

Close to the landing-place Wingate
stood up. Tom Redwing waved a
ericket stump and called to him.

. I{ecg off, Wingate I’

The Greyfriars captain smiled.

“We're coming for you!” he called

back, “Don't make focls of yourselves
—wa know exacily how the maotter
stands.™

“They've found out that the other
fellows have gone over to Higheliffe!”
muttered () :ﬁg

“Looks like it I” agreod Tom. “DBut
we're keeping them off—if we can™

*You bet!”

"Weo'll jolly well keep them off 1
roarccd Bl.‘jﬁm'ﬂr major, brandishing a
fives bat, “Some of them will get hurt,
anvhow,

“Back vp, vou men!” said Redwing.
“What-ho 1%

“Don't make focls of yourszelves,” re-

poated Wingate. “You'd better give
in quietly, for your own sakes! You've
zot a pretty stiff flogping coming from
the Head, anyhow.”

“Anvbody keen on a Head's flog-
ging 7" called out Ogilvy.

“MNo, begad I" spid Lord Aauleverer.
Mauly, who had n dozing in the hot
July afterncon, did not look sleepy now.
e was active and alert, with a big
stick in hiz noble hand. * Stick it out,
ﬁgu men, and we'll beat them off some-

“,+.FJ

“I say, you fellows—-" )

“Back up, Bunter!” said Redwing.
“Get hold of something, old fat man,
and bock us up! You'll get it worst if
we pet licked,”™

“(h, lor' 1 groaned Bunter.

He blinked dismally at the seniors
through his big spectacles. Thero was
no doubt that it was a flogging all
round for the rebels if they were cap-
tured and sent back to Greyfriars. But
for Billy Bunter, it was the “boot"—the
next train home, and the ond.

“I—I say, you fellows, k-k-keep them
off I gasped Bunter. “1I say, we could
keep them off if those other beasts
weren't away! All that beast Smithy's
foult! I say—"

“Btop gabbling, and get hold of a
stick or something 1¥ growled Bolsover
major.

“Oh crikey 1*

Billy Bunter gave the advancing boats
another blink, and then rolled wp the
path to the camp in the eontre of the
1izland. Perhaps he was poing o look
for a weapon. More likely he was
going to look for a hiding-place.

“Where's Bkinner ¥ growled Bolsover
major, slaring round angrily, * Where's
Bnoop? Funking somewhere.”

Bkinner and Snoop were not to be

Mr. Quelch started.

seen.  Stott was there, and even little
Wun Lung, the Chinee, lined up, with
a saucepan in s hand, Quite & reso-
lute Q[i.tarty awailted the attack, and it
was clear that the affair was not going
to end, as Wingate had hoped, without
a “shindy.”

“"Keop off, yonr Sixth Form rotters

“Ga home, ".Tin;:gulu B

* Allez-vous-en!™  yelled Napoleon
Dupont, the French junior in the Re-
move. “Cochons! Poeegs! Allez-vous-
en!”

“ Look here—" rapped out Wingate,

“Ratz 1¥

“Get out [”

“ Rurz ﬂﬁ [u

Wingate eyed them grimly. ‘The
position of the rebels was strong, had
there been & more numerous force to
defend it.  All round the island trees
and thickets gprow to the water’s cdge,
and among trunks and bushes the rebels
had run lines of wire, behind which
logs and branches were stacked. Land-
ing was a dillicult maotter, excopt at
the one point where the garrison were
gathercd.

At that point there was a stretch of
grass whera the path opened to the
interior of the island., DBut across it a
barricade of logs had been  built,
strengthened by stakes driven into the
ground, DBehind that barrier there wers
n dozen fellows, all with some kind of
defensive weapon in their hands,

Man for man, the junior: had ns
ghost of a chance against the big seniors,
But behind their defeonees they hoped,
at least, that they had a chanee of hold-
ing their own, In full foree it would
have been a ecrlainty, but now it was
very doubtful indeed. Still, it looked
ns if theve was a rather imftg; taslk
ahead of the seniors,

s
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* Look here—" said Wingate.

Y0, shut it roared Bolsover major,
“pnd take that.for a start!™

Ho hurled a jagped lump of turf
which landed on Wingale's ¢hin and
sent him spinning over in the bodt,

There was a roar of wrath as the
Cirevirtars captain landed, spravhng,
ou his back among the other seniors.

“Aan down!"' selled Russell.

“1la, ha, ha [”

“Live them  some
Bolsover major.

Bchind the barvieade there was a
slack  of ammnumition in  readiness.
Lumps of turf, tomators, aged apples,
and squashy oranges foirly ruinofP o1
the semors.

more "' roarcd

Wingate scrambled up, red with
wrath.

“Get on!™ he shouted.

The boats bumped on the island.

Wingate leaped ashore, followed. by his
men, heedless of the missiles that rained
on them. Yells of defiance greeted
them from behind the barricade.

A dozen hefly Sixth Formers followed
the captain of Greyfriars. They made
o scrambling rush for the barricades,

and then the scrapping was hand-to-
hand.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
King Cricket!

L 00D old Bmithy ! chuckied
; Boh Cherry.

“Bravo!" shouted H
Whartan. " ey

“Good old Bounder 1"

Ierbert Vernon-Smith grinned,

The IHigheliffe cricketers were not
grinning. But the Greviriars men had
plenty of reason to smile, especially
Smithy.

Courtenay’s innings had started well,
after lunch. The Higheliffe skipper and
the Caterpillar had knocked up runs in
gronk sEg.'h:-: Then came Lthe collapse.

. The batting was pood, but the bowl-
g was better. Never had  Smithy
proved such a deomon with the leather.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was as
gnnd as ever, and Ef!uiif was in great
orm. But the Bounder surpassed both
of them, vven the Nabob of Blanipur,

who was generally regarded a3 the
champion junior bowler of Greyfriars.

1t was Emt!’-hi

Courtenay's middle stump, and, in the”
next over, ﬂauiht out the Caterpillar.
After which, when the Bounder bowled
agnin, he treated his comrades to the
hat trick, and one over, And the Grey-
friars fellows fairly grinned with gles.

That innings, which had started so
Lirightly, tniled off lamentably.
Courtenay and De Courcy between them
had put up forty. But the rest of the
team after the “rot” had set in, added
anly ten.

A total of fifty, cnn'g:are& with Grey-
friars 150 for their first innings, was
nothing, as the Caterpillar remarked,
to write homo about ! ;

The wnnings had been short and sharp,
and the Higheliffe men had to follow
on. It was no wonder that the Remove
cricketers oheered the Bounder, and
smacked him on the back, and punched
him in the ribs. And it was no wonder
that the Bounder, like the «<classical
gentleman of old, felt like striking the
stars with his sublime head!

The Bounder dearly loved the lime-
light; and he was getting it in ample
measure. He was in tremendous form,
doing magnificently for his side, and
cnjoying every moment of the game.

' More than that, it was chiefly due to
the Bounder that the cricketers were
there at all. Harry Wharton, keen as
he was on the game, would have
scratched the match, rather than have
taken the rizk of leaving Popper’s Island
at the mercy of the enemy if they
came. But the Bounder’s persistence
had gained his point—he had won over
the other fellows, not very diffieult to
persuade, in the cirenmstances, and the
captain of the Remove had yielded to
the majority. 8o it was the Bounder's
view that he was not only winning the
mateh for his side, but that it was due to
him that thers was a match to be won
at all. Which added to the. satisfaction
of Herbert Verncn-Smith.

Hiz satisfaction was fully shared by
the rest. They were going to win that
matech; and win it in record fime!
Later, the beaks at Grayiriars would no
doubt hear of it, and hear of the -::E]pr:-ﬁ
tunity they had missed!  The Head

lI'''-'—'_'_""'-'—-—1-——_|-.——|~

| .

r Stories In
7 Sta Next WEEkt

Rﬂﬂ ger "

e Week!

EVERY

“THE HUMAN SPIDER!"

Mect Dr. Sinister—the man of mystery who can walk up walls. Amazing!

“HEIGH FOR THE BUCCANEERS!”
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;_mu[d ﬁgm t.{lcint {-.;-I:a rebel Fﬁ;ﬂ“ pslc; fﬂﬁ
rom mg downhearted, e
cricket matches while the rebellion iu
going on, and won them, too—and that
considerstion gave en added zest to the
genoral satisfaction.

" Glad you came, old bean? asked the
Bounder, tapping Wharton on the arm
as the Gregtriars feld came off.

Harry Wharten's face was very
bright. In his keenness on the game
he had rather forgotten Popper's
Island, and his misgiving’s on that sub-
cet.  But it clouded a little as the

ounder’s words reminded him.

“Jolly glad, so far as the game goes !
he answered. “I hope we ahaﬁ find
things all right at the island, though,
when we get back”

“Bit late mn the day to worry about
that ! said Hazeldens, with a laugh.

*Oh, the jolly old island’s all right!”
said Bob Cherry eheerfully. * MNothing's

happened there, E-xﬂﬂﬁl'- that Bunter
may have scoffed all the grub.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“The rightfulness i3 ferrific!”

declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The estermed and ridiculous Bunter
iz as safe as absurd houses.”

“Blow Bunter I said Vernon-Smith.
“ Beating Hiﬁhcliﬂ'a matters s lot more
than Bunter,

Harry Wharton made no regl;sr to
that. He was guite as keon as Smithy
on beating Higheliffe at oricket. But
the move rebellion had been
organised to secure justice for the
sacked Owl; and that came first. But
it was, as Hazel had gaid, too late in
the day to think about that.

“We ghan't have to bat again,” said
Bob Cherry confidently. “They've got
to follow their inmings—and will they
make & hundred, against bowling like
Smithy’'s 7

“Hardly!” said Johnny Bull,

“Not in their jolly old lifetimes!"
said Potor Todd,

* Smithy's a real prize-packet to-day !”
said Squiff. *His bowling is really——"

‘Terrific and preposterous ! declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“H&; ;]'ﬁ'! hﬂr [u

“Beating Higheliffe with an innings
to spare will console us, I fanoy, even
if they lag Bunter!” asaid the Bounder,
lauphing.

Y Oh, rot!” said Bob Cherry uncasily.
“Chuck i, Smithy! They're not going
to lag Bunter! I'd rather let Higheliffe
walk all over us than let him down.”

“Fathead!™ said the  Bounder,
shrugging his  shoulders. A dozen
Buntfers would not have weighed in the
balance with Smithy, against his
triumph on the ecricket field that day.

Harry Wharton’s face was clouded
with thought. But it was uselesa to
consider, at this ¢, the judicionsness
or otherwize of having kept that fixture
with Higheliffe.

There was a crowd of Higheliffa
juniors round the field: and some
ellows noticed, with surprise, that

Ponsonby was siill watching the game.

Gadsby and Monson hwf tired of it
and wandered away fo seek move con-
g&nlq,l occupations; but Pon, for once
in his life, seemed fo want to sos it
through, He did not look, however, as
if he was enjoying it. The dark scowl
on hiz face was growing bleeker and
blacker.

It was impossible that the Greyfriara
authorities could have failed to act on
the information they had received. He
concluded that they were dealing with
the party on the island fOrst. unter,
after all, was the man they wanted;
once that fat vouth was caught and got
rid of, the Remove rebellion would dia
a natural death. Still, they had had
ample time to deal with the islanders
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now, and every moment Pon hﬁied and
expected to see & party of Sixth Form
prefecta arrive at Higheliffe for the

cricketers. BStill they did not come.
At the rate at which the game was
going on, it looked as if the Greyfriars

team might win a vietory before they
were interrupted. Which was a bitter
and disappointing thought to Pon, who
had happily anticipated seecing the
game stopped and the cricketers
marched off with hands on their collars.
The Greyiriars cricketers were in
great spirits=—not quite shared by the
homo team. Higheliffe had to follow
on, and if Smithy repcated his earlier
performances it looked as if the maich
might end in & victory by tea-time.
*ive us another hat trick, Smithy !
said Bob Cherry, smacking the Bounder
ont tho back with a cheery smack that
made him stagger. “Two if you can!”
“Say, you guﬁsi” -
A dusty, breathless, bony vouth jerked

up. JThe cricketers stared at Fisher
T, Fish. Harry Wharton ecompressed
his lips.

“What are you doing here?” he
exclalmed.

Fisher T. Fish gasped for breath. Ie
had lost no time in carrying the bad
news to Highcliffe,

“1 guess—" he gasped,

“What—"

“T calenlate I've moseved mlong to
tell you the neos!” panted Fisher T.
Fish. “They're at the island—Wingate
and a dozen of the Bixth—and I kinder
reckon they've grabbed it before this!
I'll say that the game's up ¥

Fisher T. Fich sank into a seat at the

avilion, panting, to rest his weary,
E-nn limbs. And the Greyiriars
crioketers gazed at him in dismay,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Capiure of the Island!

(1 ACK up, Removel” yelled Tom
B Redwing,
“otick to
Bolsover major.

“Give ‘em beans!” papted Lord
Mauleverer,

The garrison of Popper’s Island stood
to it manfully. For many long, wild,
and whirling minutes they held the
enemy at bay.

There was no doubt that, had all the
Remove been thern the attack would
have been driven off, as on the previous
cccasion when the GM{fnars prefects
had como for the rebels. Even as 1t
was, Wingate and his men had no easy
task in hand,. -

Twice they were driven back from the
barricade wnder hefty lunges and
punches and whacks and showers of
rnissiles. DBut they rallied, and came on,
and came over; and once st closo
quarters the big semiors had it almost
all their own way.

Back went the defenders, up the path
through the thick wood to the camp in
the centre of the igland. They were
etill resisting, but they had no chance.
Removite after Removite was collared,
breathless and exhaustéd, and & bunch of
prisoners were guarded at the landing-
place by two or three prefects while
the rest followed Wingata.

Under the branches of the hig oak
there was a last strugple. But 1t was
overborne by the Eixthgl?nrm men. Tom
EBedwing, Bolsover major, Lord Maule-
verer, Ogilvy, and Russell scrambled up
into the thick branchez of tha great
oak, but the rest wero collared and
added to the "bag.” ]

Wingate, dabbing a stream of erimson
from his nosze, glared up at the juniors
in the branches of the oak, '

it roared

“Come down from there ! he shouted.

“Come and fetch us!” roared back
Balsover major.

“Rats to vou ! yelled Ogilvy.

“"Yans, rats, and lots of them, old
bean ' panted Mauloverer,

“Where's Bunter?” asked Gwynne,
“Bunter's the man we want. 1 saw him
from the boat—he's here all right!
Never mind about those young rascals,
if we gei Bunter.”

“Hunt for him !*? said Wingate.

Leaving the refugees in the oak to
their own devices for the moment, the
victorious seniors hunted through the
island for stragglers,

Two or three more fellows were run
down and collared; Bkinner and Snoop
wera rooted out of the hollow in the
trunk of the big osk. )

Almost every foot of tho island was
rooted over; but Billy Bunter did not
come to light.

Billy DBunter, as a matter of fact,
had been the first to climb the oak.
Climbing a tree was o matter of some
difficulty to the fat Owl of the
REemove, and he had to take his time
about it; which was perhaps the reason
why he had started on the task while
the other fellows were holding the fort.

Anyhow, there he was now, wedged in
a fork of the big branches, hidden by
foliage, and trembling like o fat rabbit
with the dogs at hand. And he blinked
apgrily and indignantly at Redwiog
and his companions.

“I gay, you fellows, you clear off I

gasped Bunter.  “They'll come after
vou, and find me—"
“VYou silly ass!” said Redwing, “ Do

yvou think they'll leave the island with-
out bagging voui It's you they want—
not us !’

“(h lor* 1 gasped Bunter. “I-—I say,
vou fellows, you stick to me, you know!
D-d-don’t let those beasts come up after
me,™

Voices were heard under the ocak
again, The whole island bad been
scarched for Bunter—in vainl There
were & dozen prisoners, guarded. by
some of the prefeets, with ashplants
ready to deal with any fellow who
attempted to break away. INour or five
seniors gathered, with Wingate, under
the big oak. The Greyiriars captaimn
shouted up:

“ Have vou got Bunter there?®

“ Find out '’ retorted Ogilvy. :

“Wa can’t go without Bunter !” said
Wingate. “Once that fat young rascal
ig done with, the other sWeeps will give
no more trouble, But we've pgot to
have Dunter.”

“QOh lor'1” gasped & voice In the
branches above.

“That's Bunter!” grinned Gwynne.

“ Come down, Bunter |” shouted Win-
gate.

“1—I gay, I—I'm not here!*”

“ What 7"

“ [~I mean, I—I'm not coming down!
I—I can’t go back to Greifrmm, you
know |* gasped the Owl of the Remove.
“The Head that I'm
sacked-—"

“¥on young ass )

“]—I say, you leave me alone!"
gasped Bunter. “I never inked old
FProut! I told the Head so! You're &
prefect, Wingate, and you ought to find
out who inked Prout! Then the Iead
will lat me off, sea?"

“Will you come down ¥ roared Win-
gate,

“Ow! MNao! Beast ™

“Come up after him|”? roared Del-
sover major belligerently.

Wing]a.fa & Co. stared up, There wero
five fellows in the oak prepared to

[
1

makes out

il

dispute an ascent. It was not an casy
prospect.

“ Bunter, you fat voung ass—'""

“Beast 1" howled Bunter. “I1'm not
coming down! I told the liead I
couldn't go home in the middle af the
ierm ! My pater would be awiully
waxy.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !” came from the branches
of the oank.

“T say, vou fellows, keep those beasis
off ] I say——" )

“Come on!"” said Wingate, and he
started clambering up the thick, gnarled
old trunk of the big cak-tree. Gwynne
and Sykes followed him.

That ancient tree was easy cnough
to ¢limb, for an active fellow, if the
fellow was left alone to climb it. But
where the branches jutted off from the
parent trunk, five juniors were bunched,
with determined looks. Dolsover major
brandizhed his fives bat, knocking away
a shower of oak leaves,

“Come on!” he roared. “ Wailing for
vou, Wingate ™

*¥You mad young ass, if you dare——
panted the Grevirviars captain,

“Come on, and szee!™

“Yaas, begad ! grinned Lord Maul-
everer. " We've got Dunter, old bean,
and we're keepin’ him, We don’t want
him : but we're bound to stick to him.”

Wingate, with a grim face, clambercd
on. Bolsover major resched down and
smote, and he gave a fearful yell as ﬂ]rﬂ
fives bat clumped on the top of his
head! Losing his hold, he slithered
down the trunk and landed in the grass
below, spluttering.

“Follow your leader, old man}” said
Lord Mauleverer, lunging with a gricket
stump at Gwynne. “Borry to puncture
you, but—"

“Whoop 1" roared Gwynne. The
lunge landed in his vibs, and though he
was neft quite punctured, he felt Like it
Gwyune went down oven more quickly
than Wingate.

Sykes stopped, f

ust out of reach, and

glared up. Russell had an apple in his
pocket. IEI:: rabbed it cut and whizzed
it down, It% on the Sixth

anded fﬂ.irl:,l'
Former’s nose .as he glared upward.
Thoere was a howl from Sykes of the
Sixth, and ho dropped into the grass.

Wingate sat up, rubbing his head. A
vell of defiance came from the juniors
ghove.

“Come on "

“Come after Buonter!™

" Hava another, Wingate?"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Greyiriars captain rose to his
foet. He rubbed his hedd rucfully. The
prefocts exchanged glanees. They had
captured the island: most of the garri-
son were prisoners in their hands. But
Bunter was the man they chiefly
wanted, and Bunter was out of their
reacil

“Look here, we've got to get hold of
that vyoung scoundrel!” said Loder,
“It's Bunter -that the Head waonts.”

“We'll up 1" grunted
Gwynne.

“¥es, eorme on, Loder!™ roared
Bolzover major above. “I've got a fives
bat ready for your nut, old bean”

Winq&tu’s face set grimly. :

“We've gob to get through,” he said.
“Come on | Loder, Carne, Walker, keep

uard over thoso young swecps we've
Enggud. The rest follow me™

And Wingate led the way again: eight
or nino stalwart seniors clambering up
round the massive trunk of the ancient
onk. Thia time it was going io be the
finish.

TeE Miexer Lisrarz.—No. L3T0
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Rush to the Rescue!

i TLLY said Harry Wharton.

P “It's utter rot—"" growled

the Bounder savagely.
“{Oh, shut up, Smithy

“I tell you——-=" i

“Bhut up!'” rapped scveral voices,

And ihe Bounder, with an angry
seowl, shud up.

The Remove ericketers were crammed
in Coker's boat. It pushed off, and
wlled swiftly down the river There
wd been no help for it: after the nows
brought by [isher T. Fish. With every
prospect of a 5waepin% -a-i-:tﬂri beforo
them, the Greyfriars fellows had had
to “chuck™ ' cricket! With many
apologies to Courtonay, whoe was sym-
pathetic cnough, they chucked it. Only
the Bounder was willing to keep on,
and leave Popper’s Island to the cnemy,
and Bunter to his fate.

Every other fellow was anxious to get
Lack to tho island, m the hope of
arriving in time., ‘There was a chance
—g goml chanee!

Fisher 1. Y¥ish had cut across the
Popper Court woods, and jumpoed on
the motor-bus that passed the gates of
Highcliffe, e had lost no time: for
once, Fishy’s transatlantic * hustle * had
come in uscful, Wharton felt certain
that the garrison on the island would
give all the trouble they could, and
1t was quife probable that they might
be holding out. Neither were the enemy
likely to be hurrving themselves, for
they had no knowledgo of Fishy's pro-
ecedings, and were not likely to guess
that warning had been carried to the
fellows at Higheliffe,

Courtenay waved adien to the boat’s
crew from the Higheliffe raft.

“Como back and finish if you can!™
Lie called out.

Arnd the boat shot away,

Heavily laden as it was, it moved
swiftly down the current, with the cars
pulling hard. There was not & moment
to be lost.

The Bounder sulked and scowled. He
had been suddenly deprived of the lime-
light he was enjoying. But the other
fellows were not thinking of cricket
IO,

Uilless  they arrived at DPopper’s
Island before the garrison was over-
come, the game was up, and the Re-
move rebeliion a thing of the past.

“It was a bit of luck, "ishy being off
the island ! remarked Bob Cherry. 1
faney Wingate would take care no
fellow got away to give us the tip.
Sure they never gpotted you, Fishy ¥

“Bearch. me 1" answered Fishy,

“Caleh Fishy letting them spot him 1
sneercd the Bounder., ** Az soon as he
saw the prefeets, I fancy nobody could
have seen his hiecels for dust.”

*1 guess I lighted out pronto to bring
the noog-——=

“Not for any other reasen?’ scofled
the Bounder.

“Oh, shut up, Bmithy " growled
Johuny Bull. “If we get back in time,
we owe it to IFishy—we should have gone
on  playing ericket while the other
fellows were bagged, and marched back
to Greeyfriars to be Hopgped—*

“Anpd Dunter hiked off home, and the
whole pame up!” said Peter Todd.

j“{llnc fact i, we were asses to chaunce
it

!u

“That's pretty elear, now!™ snid
Iarey Wharten. .

“All my fault, of eourse!”’ sncered
the Bounder.

“Mostly  vour fault,” smapped the
caplain of the Remove. “ Dot it's no
Qe Micxer Lisnary —No. 1,378,

Em-.] erying over spilt milk, We may
¢ in time yof, owing to Fishy ?ettmg'
over to Higheliffe for uws. Pull, you
men.”

The boat glided under Courtfield
Bridge, and shot on down the river. It
was deep in the water, but the rowers
made it move, .

But as rapid as was the ﬁemg:rﬂs_a. it
geemed a long time to the juniors
before the tall cak on Fopper's Island
cemo in sight, -

Harry 'l‘%imrtn_n scanned the island,
anxiously, when it eame in view. From
the direotion in which they came, only
its thickly wooded side could be seen;
the landing-place - being towards the
1’02943: Court bank.

Nothing, therefore, was to be seen
cither of the defenders or of the
asgailants, and for all the boat’s erew
knew, the seniors might slready have
completed their “bag " and started back
to the school.

“Harle ! exclaimed Frank Nugent
suddenly.

There was the sound of a yell from
the thick wood on the island. Evi-
dently somebody was still there.

PIELI‘I‘,}" Wharton's face brightoned.

“We're in time!” he exclaimed.

“Sounds like it,” grinned Bob
Cherry, as there was another vell,

“Bure !”  prinned Fisher 1. Fish,
“I'll say I never let the daisics grow
under my feet when I was burning the
wind for Highchiffe. I'll sllow that
wo're on fime.”

“Pull on!”

¥Yell after vell sounded from the
island as the boat pulled nearer. It
was clear that some sort of a serap was
still in progress. .

The ﬁnund{-r’s sulky look wvamished.
Ilis look became as eager as the rest,
Em‘l he grasped the cane handle of his

at.

“MWe're in time,” he said, *and we'll
jolly well mop them up, and get back
to Higheliffa and fAnish the game as
Courtenay asked us to.”

“We'll mop them up first,”
Wharton dryly.

“The mopfulness up is the urgent
sing  qua non”  remarked Ilurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “And the serap-
fultiess will be terrific.”

“"Rot ! growled the Bounder. *The
lot of us can handle the prefects and
gome over. We'll jolly well bag the lot
of them; and leave them safe on the
island while we go back to Higheliffe
amd finish.”

The boat sterred into the channel be-
tween the island and the bank. Harrv
Wharton scanned the landing-place on
the island.

Two boatz were theve, tied up to the
willows,  LEvidently the invaders had
not departed.

Shouting and yelling rang  loudly
from the interior of the island. The
serap that was going on scemed to be
there by the big vak-tree.

But near the landing-place, by the
dismantled barricade, was & bunch of
untidy and dishevelled Removites, with
three prefeets, ashplant in hand, stand-
ing guard over them,

oder and Walker and Carne, and
the bunch of prizoncrs, all sighted the
boat at once as it camo with a rush
for the landing.

Loder stored at the boat, erowded
with the ericketers, blankly.

“Those youne raszeals 1 g cjaculated.
“They've come bock—"

“Look out!” gasped Carne.

“Reseue, Remove!” yolled Micky
Desmond, waving wildly to the Removo
hunE * Resene 1

“Come o, ou shriecked
Wibley. ¥

satd
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*Wingate !'" roared Loder.

But Wingate of the Sixth was very
busy at that moment, out of El%ht bea-
yond the trees, mn the centre of FPop-
per's Island. Wingate and his merry
men were clambering up the big oalk,
to deal with the remnant of the rcbels
there. They were getting s warm re-
ception, and had their hands full. If
they heard Loder’s shout, they did not

heed.
The Remove boat bum on tha
island shore, and the cricketers came

scrambling out. Loder and Carnc and
Walker had no time to decide whether
to face them or run for it. Their late
prizonere turned on them as one man,
and collared them right and left. The
sight of the boat’s crew coming to the
rescue was enough for them,

Micky Desmond led the rush, and the
rest jumped after him., In a moment
Loder and Carne and Walker wore
down in the grass, struggling with the
prizoners they had been guardmg. In
a few moments the boat's crew were
ashore, and piling in.

“Collar them !”

“Eug them !”

“We've got the rotters!™

“8it on them!”

The three hapless profects dis-
a?pparp:] from sight under the swarm
of juniors. They wriggled and splut-
tered and gorgled, with every ocunce of
breath knocked out of them. A dozen
fellows pinned them down in the grass,

“Got 'em !” chortled Micky,

“Whore are the others? panted
Wharton,

“Some of the fellows are up the oak-
tree, and Wingate's after them.”

“And we'll ‘i-::ll:.' soon be after Win-
gate,” chuckled Bob Cherry,

“Make sure of these blighters frst!”
said the Dounder. _

And the three captured prefeets were
rolled together, and their wrists ticd
in 2 bunch with twisted handkerchiefs.
ihey were in no state to reesist, and
they could only gurgle as the Bounder
ti the knots, which he did with
great thoroughness.

“ Now, come on!” grinned Smithy.

IIarr%.' Wharton lt}ﬁ the way up the
path through the irees. Loder and
Carno and Walker were left squirming
in an unhappy bunch. The cricketers
and the reseued prisoners swarmed
after the captein of the Remove. In
a whooping mob they burst into the
glade where the big oak stood, The
tables were turned now.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand !

i SAY, you fellows! XKeep ‘om

H off I yelled Billy Bunter.

“Dack up!” panted Redwing.
“Stick it out, begad!” :

“0h erikey !” gasped Bunter.

Crammed u; a fork of the oak
branches the fat Owl of the Remove
quaked like s fat jelly.

In spite of hefty whacks and lunges
from above, Wingate and his followers
had clambered into the lower branches
of the oak. It was not sm edsy task;
but they had done it.

Bolsover major was grasped by the
Greyfriars captain, jerked from his
hold, and dropped into the grass below
where he sprawled, panting. Tom
Redwing was the next, and he dropped
beside Bolsover.

Ogilvy, Russell, and Lord Mauleverer
serambled higher inte the tree, barely
escaping  the grasping hands that
reached after them.

But serambling higher into the thick,
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Sirong in num

himseif to the extent of siiiing on Wingate.
and fortune favoured the rebels.

old oak was too much for Billy Bunter.
He remained where he was, squeaking.

“1 say, you fellows, help! T say
Oh EI‘.'ll:EEle I tay— Yarooogh!
Leggo, vou beast! Wow!”

Wingate's grasp was on the fat
junior.

“Leggu e *ﬂlfed Bunter,

“You fat ses! I've got yon !* paut.r:d
Wingate. “ Now, out you come!

arooogh !

Tha fat form of the Owl of the Re-
move was tightly jammed in the
forked branch. Wingate grasped him

by the collar, and tugged, and he came
out rather like g cork from a bottle.

The Greyiriars caplain hung over a
low branch, lowered Bunter to the
length of hiz arm, and -tlmpﬁued him
into the grass. Bunter d over
there, roaring.

“Ow! Waw! Oh erikew! I
say—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! came a roar.

From the path through the trees
came a whooping mob of excited
juniors—eleven of them in flannels.

edwing and Bolsover major serambled
up with a yell of delight. BIHﬁ Bunter
sat and blinked at them through his big
gpectacles.

“I say, you fellows—" lie gasped.

“Here we are, here we are, here we
arg againl!” roared Bob Lhen-;.n in a
voice that rang over Popper's Island,
and E;i!c:r beyond. o 3 Dk

“Oh, good eg Faspe adwing.
“You've got b i I thought that per-
haps Fishy would get across to you,

“He did,” chuckled Bob, “And hers
Wwao a.rf:-nght on timae. "n‘e’mga.te old
man, come down and surrender.”

“We'ra all hore,” prinned Poter
Todd. "Tlm wholo jolly [amily; and

Beast!

this is where the prefects get it in the
neck."

“Right in the neck!”

“The neckfulness will be tervific!”

“Hurrah !*

That roar of voices under the big cak
was startling to Wingate & Co. In a
few more minutes ey would bave
grabbed the remaining three juniors in
the ozk, and the “bag ™ would have
been cumpletu, But those few more
minutes were not granted them.

Instead of taking back a crowd of
prisoners to Greyfriars, the sacked Owl
among them, and then pomng over to
ngh:ﬁlﬁ'-a to round up the cricketors,
Wingate & Co. had the cricketers to
deal with much zooner than they had
anticipated.

The Greyfriars captain stared down
from the oak.

Thirty fellows swarmed under the ex-
tending branches with warhike looks.
The whole BRemove was there; more
than Ennugh to deal with the’ preiccis,
especially as three of the latter were
now tied up and out of the scra

“Come down, old bean!” roar Bob
Cherry.

“Waiting for you, Wingate !I” yelled
the Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“My hat!” Wingale's face was
grim. “The young rascals have come

back from I]lghnhﬂl Wea'va pot the
whola mob on our hands now. What
the thump has brought them back ?
They can’'t have got, through a cricket
match vet—angd that's what they went
for,”

“They're = here, anyhow,” said
Gwynne. " And if you ask me, old
bean, it looks a little bhit as if we've
bitten off more than we can chew.”

“Well, we've got to handle them,”

o \\'"'

\ " ||IlL

bers, the rebel Removites huried themselves at Wingate and his merTy men. Even Billy Bunter exerted
It was a truly terrific scrap. But odds of two or three to one were too heavy,
“ Looks ke our win ! chueckled Bob Cherry, breathlessly.

said the CGreyiriars captain. *“There's
1o choica about that now. Come on!™

Wingate slithered down the oak. The
ather seniers followed him., And after
them came DRussell and Ogilvy and
Tord Mauleverer from the top of the
trce, Thero was a rush at once at the

cfcets, and & terrific serap was soon
mkprngresa under the branches of the
oak,

It was “some * scrap!l

Now that the Remove were re-united
the odds were tremendous. Strong in
numbers, the Removites hurled them-
selves at the enemy, even Skinner and
H3noop and Fisher T. Fish joining in
the fray, to the extent of sitting on Win.
gate, when he was got down, and keep-
ing him down. Even Billy Bunter
gxerted himself to the extent of sitting
on Wingate.

It was a truly terrific scrap, but odds
of two or thres to one were too heavy,
and fortume favoured the rebels. Man
after man went down, and was pinned
down, till only two or three were left
on their feet, and those two or three
made a des..pera.tﬂ break down the path
to_get io the boats.

But a dozen juniors nere after them
at once, and they wera gged down
on to the landing-place and handker-
chiefs knotted about their wrists,

Swollen noses, darkened eyes, tapped
claret, were freely distributed on all
sides, among both parties. But vietory
remained with the H.E-muva rebels, a:a.d
prefect after prefect, fglm
gas mg, and panting, had his handa
tic rather behind him.

Tha ast man was secured, and tlm
hight and m1g'hdy prefects ::uf the Gre
fna.rﬂ Sixth efeated and captured,
wera bundled togethar under the ﬁlg‘
oak. Thera they gasped and glared.
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But their glarin
Remove rebels.

had no effeet on the
here was a roar of
cheering that rang far and wide over
the banks of the Bark.

“Looks like our win ! chuckled Bob
Cherry breathlessly. " Anyvbody seen
m{g nose? [ think it's been knocked
off. It feels like it

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You—you—you young roscals!”
panted Wingate, wriggling wildly.
“Yau—yvou cheeky voung scoundrels!
You'll be sacked for this—the lot of
o I
’ “T don't think 1 grinned the Bounder.

o Earr{*, Wingate, old man!" zaid
Harry Wharton, lavghing. *“Wa all
like you, vou know, and think no end
of you; but you shoulan’t barge In
where you'ro not wanted,”

“T =ay, you fellows—"

“We've got them safe!™ said the

Bounder. “We can leave them hero
and get back to ITigheliffe, Courtenay
will glad to seec uws back.

“Will vou let me loose 7" roarved Win-
gate.

“Harcdly !

“You voung scoundeels!™  purgled

Tuoder. “Let us go! We'll get off the
island, 1f you hke. Lot us pet™

“Can’'t part with you yet, Loder.
You're too nice ™ .

“You young rascals ! panted Win-
gate,

“Let's go!” said Bob Cherry.  “Lots
of time—and safe as houses, with the
jolly old prefects tied up here like
turkeys.”

The torkeyfulness 1s terrifie.”

“Mind waiting here till we come
back. VWingate?” asked Dob, with a
chuckle,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tot's ! said the captain
Remove,

It was rather a damaged-looking crew
of cricketers that pulled away in the
hoat. Dut they went off cheenly
ennuph, leaving the resened garrison on
guard over the prisoners. And Win-

ate & Co., with feelings that could
fmf.'ﬂ been  expressed in no  known
language. could only wonder when they
would ret back to Groviriars, and what
the Flead would think of them when
they did |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene!
cE{JIL PONSONBY stared.

of the

Pon could scarcely bLelieve
his eyes as he gazed from his
study window at Higheliffe.

In that study Fon had been ‘fln;rmg
bridge with Gadsby, Meonson, and Vava-
sour. Fon was in a very cheery mood.
True, the cricket match had not been
interrupted, as he hoped and expected,
by a party of prefects from Greyiriars,
But it Lhoad been interrupted, and
stopped : and the Remove cricketers had
departed 1o haste—and 1'on had no
doubt that they lhad gone to find
trouble. So Pon was cheery and
satisfied, and he settled down to bridge
in the study feeling that an un-
secrupnlous young rascal's life was worth
living. For a long time, while the
xoung raseals of Higheliffe played cords
with the door locked, they had heard
the sounds from the distant field, which
incdicated that ericket was going on
reain, but Pon supposed that Courtenay
had fixed up a gawwe Lo Gl in the rest
of the dayv, the maofel bhemp over zo
carly in the afterncon. DBut now——

Btaring from his study window, Pon

wondered  whether  his  cyes  were
decriving ki, i
“Those Greyiviars cads—" he

gaaped. i
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“What?" ejaculated Gadshy.

“They're  back !  stuttercd Pon,
“They've playving cricket] They—they
—they've come -Dback I .

He huorried to tho door, unlocked it,
and hurried ocut of the study. In a
state of amazement and rage he ran
down to the ericket field.

Higheliffe

Courtenay and ancther
man were at the wickets—the last men
1.

It was the Higheliffie second innings,
and ncarly over by that time,

The Caterpillar, lounging at the
pavilion and watching s chum,
glanced round, and gave Pon a curious
stare. Pon's keenness on that game
during the day had already excited the
Caterpillar’s notice—and suspicion.

“Feelin’ anxious about us, Pon?” he
called out, with a cheery grin. “Your
auxiety is  well-founded, old thing;
we're pettin® it right in i necla | 1-1a:~&
cheeso for Higlmﬁﬁu P

“Then — then — thoen
Eack ?" he stutbered.

Ha still zccmed unable to believe his
cyea a3 ho stared af Harry Wharton
& Co. in the ficld.

“Turned up again ke bad gennics.”
assented  the  Caterpillar. I hear
they've been doin® great scrappin'
stunta with prefects and things, and,
from the point of view of winnin' this
geame, it's rather o pity that their jolly
old prefects didn't wop them uop—
what ?

“Frightfully exeitin’® day—what "
drawled the Caterpillar, his eves keenly
on the dandy of Higheliffe's furious
face. "“Their beaks at Greviviars gob
wind of what was gpoin’ on, somchow !
Looks as if somebody tipped them the
wink! You Lnow anythin' about it
Pon "

Ponsonby made no answer to that.
TIe realised that he was in danger of
betraying himself, and he moved away,
scowhing., The Caterpillar’s cyes fol-
lowed him, with a glint in them.

A roar eame from the field.

“How's thati"

R

“Bravo, Smithy! Good old Inky ¥

Hurree Jamset Ram Eiggh held up
the ball in a dusky hand., e had
catight out the Higheliffo skipper, off
Vernon-Smith’s bowling, The score
stood at 99,

“ Ninoty-nine 1" mormured the Cater-
pillar. *So necar and yot so far! What
a life

With 50 for the first inningz and 9%
for the second, Higheliffe stood at 149,
Groyiriara had won the game by a
run, and an innings fo spare !

They came off the ficld with cheery
faces, They had had luck: but it was
good cricket that had won the mateh.
And nobody was sorry that the game
had ended early.

After the happenings of that day the
Remove fellows were rather keen to get
back to Popper's Island.

“Well, you've mopped us up, but I'm
glad vou came bu.clf to finish 1™ =aid
Courtenay. He could take a beating

they've come

cheerfully.

“"You are a terrific sportsman,
osteemed old  bean!™  gaid urres
Jamset Ram Singh. “Probably it will

bz a boot on the other leg when you
cams over to play wus cricketfully at
Greviciars.”

And Courtenay grinned.

Tha Greviviars evieketers did not stay
for tea. Courtenay and the Caterpillar
walked down to the boat-liouse with
them, and saw them off on the Sark.

It was a cheery crew that pulled
down the river once more to Popper's
Island. 3

I3illy Bunter met them at the landing-
place, with an anxious, fat face.

“Have vou—" he began eagerly.

“We have!” ﬂlmcklef Eﬁl:?EE:hzrry.

“We've won, old fat bean-—an inninga
and an odd runl Cheer I

“You silly ass, I mean, have you got
the jam 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“¥ou blithering, blethering, burblin
bandersnateh, we've got the jam I sai
Bob Cherry. “Nugent ﬁOt it while we
were §~~lﬁ.;,f1:‘i§l cricket | Now shove some
of it down the back of his neck.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

Tha %arnaﬁn of Popper's Island
weleomed the victorious cricketers with
8 cheer | Wingate & Co. were probably
equally glad to see them. They wero
getting rather tired of sitting under the
oak-tree, waiting for them.

~Here we are apain, Wingate, old
tulip 1” said Bob Cherry, smacking the
Greviriars eaptain on the back. *Glad
to seo us—what #™

“You young sweep !” hooted Wingate,

His tomper seemed to have suffered.

“Will you let wa po ¥ hissed Loder.

“Clad to get shut of you !” answered
Bob. “We'ro done with you now, old
bean. You're no use—and yvour best pal
wouldn't sav that you were an orna-
ment ! Roll ‘'em down to the boats [

“Untie us !” howled Loder.

“Not till vou'ro abosed 1 said Harry
Wharton, laughing., “We don’t want
to have to thrash you again !

And the prefects wera rolled down the
path to the landing-place, ond rolled
into their hoats.

Wingate's hands were untied, and he
was left to release the rest, aftor the
boats had been shoved off.

It waa not & happy crew of Sixth
Formers that floated away down the
Bark. Neither wora they entertained
by the laughter and cheers that followed
them from Poppor's Island, Still less
did they enjoy what the IHead had to
say when they arrived at Greyiriars
and made their dismal roport

But on the island in the Sark all was
merry and bright! And that, from tho
point of view of the Hemove rebels, at
least, was all that mattered.

And ot Higheliffe, Ponsonby was
making the discovery, not for the firsk
time, that the way of the transgressor
was hard.

After tea the Caterpillar looked into
his study.

Pon, not in a good temper, grected
him with a hlack seowl.

“What the thump do you wanti” ho
snapped. ’

*You 1" smiled tha Caterpillar. *“Pon,
old man, we had a ericket match on to-
day, which was jolly nearly mucked up
by some snealin’ cur tellin’ tales at
Greyfriars,. Wers you aneakin’
cur ¥

Pon seowled, and Gadsby and Mon-
son grinned.

“There's absolutely no proof that vou
barged in,” went on the Claterpillar.
"It would be the heieht of injustice to
punch your head, Pon, on bare sus-
picicn. I've asked Courtenay, and he
says it would be so. Ho's not goin' to
touch wvou without proof. Buat "—the
Caterpillar smiled gently and pushed
back hiz euffs—"1 am 1"

And he did—hard! For five wild ana
whirling minutes there was a terrifie
serap in Ponsonby's study.  After which
the Claterpillar sauntered away—leaving
Pon a wreek on the eavpet.

THE END

(There will be another topping gamm
af Harry Wharton & Co,, the seiiool-
boy rebels, 1n nexd Soturdey’s MacxET,
entitled: “"THE SECRET OF THE
OLD DAE/" It's erammed with excil-
ing situations, so be on the safe wide,
chums, and order your copy NOW /)



ROUSING, RED-HOT ADVENTURE WITH THE ““ KING ** OF THE BLACKS !

An Awkward Situation!

PEEDY Jack Carter, air mail
5 ilot, and hia chum, Tickler

gnhmmu, aced up and down

restlessly m the bip waiting-
room of the magnificent Union
buildings at Preloria.

Although they had tried to im-
press the desperate urgency of their
business, no ona seemed to be 1 the
shightest haste te receive them,

Jack looked at his wrist-watch and
groaned aloud.

“Three o'clock, and it was yesber-
day afternoon that we left Radium
City! In twenty-four hours' time
Hercules will have all his troops
ready to attack I

Tickler nodded glumly. Of all
the white inhabitants of South
Africa, only he and ha
roalized the terror which was so
imminent.

When their plane had crashed in
Angola they had discovered s remark-
able steel city operated entirely by
radium. This eity was controlled b
an enormous negro who called himself
King Hereules, and who planned to
drive all the whites ont of Africa so that
ha could establish & Black Empire.

Hercules was s genius, and, with the
aid of Miguel Golanze, a dissipated
Portuguese, he had been able to pro-
duce thousands of radium-driven war
planes. In addition to these, he had
countless mechanical soldiers called
Amarcbs, and incredibly fast bullet-
cars, all operated by radig-activity,

Only by temporarily wrecking the
moin control plant had the pals
managed to escape in one of the remark-
able planes, to give warning of the
calamity which was =0 rapidly
approaching.

As the two English airmen knew well
enough, all was practically ready for
the steel army to be launched on the

unsuspecting white population, and
every minute bronght the DBlack
Terror closer.

T ean't stand this waiting any

lengper I exclaimed Jack at last, exas-
perated beyvond words by tho caszual
treatment they had received,

He walked straight across the room te
s door marked “ Private,” and mnrched
boldly in, eloscly followed by Tickler.

chum o'

A mild-looking gentleman was seated

et a big desk, and he appeared rather
startled at the sudden intrusion.

In a torrent of words, Jack poured
out his story, while the man at the desk
nodded encouragingly, and said " Yes,
yes,” in & goothing tone every now and
again,

“Wo've reported everything to the
officials at J c&anngshurg, and they esent
us here, as this Is the State C—'E;pltﬂ.[.
You must do something at once,” con-
cluded Jack fiercely, bonging his fist on
the desk 1m hizs excitement, “or the
whole country will be devastated.”

The miId—lmkinﬁ entleman jumped
as his inkpots rattled, and there was &
scarcd expression on his foce, while his
firgers played nervously along the edge
of the EEEE Evidently the chums had
succeeded in startling him from his
usual state of composure,

A door flew open suddenly, and a
couple of hefty-locking men in polico
uniformm entered. The man ot the desk
nadded his head nervously in the direc-
tion of the two chums. Before Jack or
his companion could utter a word the
policemen had seized themn none too
gently, and hustled them out of the
VOO,

“Here! What's
tlemanded Tickler,

Jack struggled furiously, but could
not relax the won grip of his captor.

the pgoamei?®

“Let me gol” he protested. “You
muzt be mad ] Can’t you see we're hero
on_a matter of desperate urgency I

The burly men winked at his com-
panion and chuckled sourly.

“Mad " he grinned. “Here, Jim,
let’s shove the poor chaps in tfm bus
and take 'em away quick !

The awful truth dawned on Jack and
Tickler suddenly, snd the realisation
was like a stunning blow, They wera
being taken away as insane !

It was some moments befora Jack
recovered his sense of speech; but the
sight of an ugly looking motor-car,
somethi like the FEnglish *“Black
Mnriu,ﬁlﬁ ught him back with a start,

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed,
renewing his estrupgles. " Don’t you
reelise we must got someons to do
something? Woe're not any more mad

“Yoz, ves,” replied the warder, “We
know all sbout thst, Up yomu gol®
~ With a deft twist he swung Jack up
into the back of the vehicle, and Tickler
fallowed. Before the two chums could
get to their feet the door slammed into
place and the vehicle moved off.

Twenty minutes later Jack and
Tickler were hustled into a hig, depress-
ing building, and safely locked in a
small room not more than six feet wide.

“Well, I'm blesscd 1™ said Jack. “To
think what we've gone through to give
warning, and then sll they do is ] s
in an asylum! What on earth are we
going to doi” )

“Get out—quick [ grinned Tickler,
“Let's try the window.

Examination of the windew proved
fruitless, for it was stoutly barred, and
the door, which opened cutwards, was
apparently locked and bolted.

“H'm! Loocks as if we've got to SE-DP
here until they fnd out their mistake,”
remarked Jack, " unless—listen IV

Thera was the ccho of a heavy tread
along the stone-flagged corridor,

“Get over there in the shadow, and
be ready to jump,” Jack whispered
tenzely,

Before Tickler realised what Lis chum
had in mind, Jack was clambering up
above the door by putting the palms of
hizs hands on one wall and his feet
apainat tha othor.
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ITe had just got sbove the lintel when
e door opened, and an attendant
poked his head inside the room.

Noxt second something like a ton of
bricks secemed to fall on the man from
above, and he was sent flying, with
:.u,'ur;f ounce of breath knocked out of
11TEL,

Tickler sprang” across the fwo
‘!;nl'l.'l-:'lf.l'ﬂfﬂ- fipures, and grabbed Lold of

ack, who, as a result of the fall, was
little botter off than his vigtim. With s
jerk, he yanked him outside, slamming
the door, and shooting the bolts into
place, before the startled attendant had
time to gather his scattercd senses,

A Bolt for Freedom !

ACK and Tickler managed to get
out of the buwilding, and toa their
delight a small red sports car was
standing outside.

“We'll  borrow  that,” squustﬁd
Tickler, “and get back te Johannes-
burg. They'll beheve us there, for we've
got Hercules' p as evidence."

The two chums jumped into the little
car, started up, and shot off down the

roml. ] o
Tickler looked back just in time to
goe & tall man come running out of the

building, shouting and gesticulating
wildly.

“Wue're spotted,” he groamed. "I
suppose that means a chiase by the

Pretoria Aying squad.”

Jack pressed his foot hard on  the
accelerator and the little car leaped for-
ward.

“They'll have a job to catch uz’ le
velled, as the car raced on the long
stretelr towardas Johannesburg, -

Despite the terrific roaring of the
engine, a familiar noise caught Tickler's
car, ond he glanced behind.

Only a short distance away and over-
hauling them rapidly was s fast plane,
lil;::lug not more than a hundred feet
llE 'I..-

“*Weo're being chased,” he yolled to his
companion. “ Plane nearly on top of
us !’

Jack nodded grimly, but kept his
cve on the rond in front, for it wounld
have been fatal to look round.

The pilot of the plane scomed to
realise that there was little he could
tlo, for he circled round and swept down
to within a few feet of the rocking car,

Tickler shook his fist defantly, and
the plane swept upwards again.

SBuddenly Jnck let out a yvell, slipped
his clutel and jammed hard on  the-
brake. The airman evidently meant to
atop tho runaways somehow, for he was
bringing his machine down right across
the road.

Stones flew like bullets as the litile
car skidded on, lurching violentlv, and
came to a stop just as tho pilot skilfully
“spreadeagled’ his plane across  the
road.

Muttering wnder lis breath, Jock re-
leased  the brakes, swung the wheel
round, and put the engine into gear

HEFI

“We'll go back and find another wov,
Tickler,” he said.

Unfortunately for his hopes, an enor-
mous racing-car was speeding lowards
them at  breakneck speed, and  all
chanee of cscape seemed to be cut off.

Jack took in the situation at a glance.

“liold tight,” he shouted to hiz com-
panion, and before Tickler realized
what was happening, the little car shot
across the road, hit a low bank, jumped
a lwo-feet droining diteh, and then wont

m;'sering away over the rough, open
veldt,

“losh! We've done ‘em,”” cried
Tickler joyously, as he saw the big
racing-car slow down, swerve off the
rosd, and then furn turtle when its
driver tried to take the same route.

The two chums found their triomph
shert-lived, however, for they had
scarcely got out of sight of the pursuers
when the front axle of the car broke
with a snap!

“H'm! That's useful!™ remarked
Tickler, trying hard to keep cheerful.
“What do we do now?"”

“Walk, of course, fathead!” said
Jack, clambering from the wreck.
He took out his pocket compass and

et o rough course.  Then they both
started off on foot through the rough
pasture-land, hoping to strike the Croco-
dile River,

A Boer farmhouse was the first sign
of habitation they saw and, after some
hesitation, they deccided to ask the
direction,

A stout, apple-checked vrauw ap-
peared on the stoep as their arrival was
announced by an outbreak of fierce
barking, The woman looked at the two
dishovelled chums rather suspiciously
and seemed to be considering whether or
not she should let the dogs loose.

.&pﬁﬂrm}tiy the thought hetter of it
for she directed the two chums over a
fair-sized Lkopje, saying they would
strike the river shout two miles away
on the other side.

Az they left tha farm buildings,
neither Jack nor Tickler noticed a
Kaflir boy slink out and go sireaking
awny on a course parallel to their own,

Stepping out briskly, the two chums
climbed the hill and were skirting &
little wood when Tickler stopped and
hield up his hand. :

" Listen 1™

Straining his ecars Jack caught the
{;!l ;“t nots¢ of a horse champing at the

“A horse iz just what we want,” he
sald,  “We shall take hours on foot.
Lot's see whether we can find it.”

Retracing their steps, they went up
alongside the wood and found a big,
rawhoned sorrel tied up to a tree, Low,
gutbural voices drifted down wind to
them as they advanced cautiously. But
they were unable to see anyone.

. The horse sensed the newcomers, for
it pricked its cars and whinnied sofilv.
But a harsh order quietened it, i

Tickler was in the act of untying the
sorrel when he canght sight of its owner,

The man was obvionsly & Boer farmer,
Frohth:,- the owner of the houso they
vad 1:131: left, and he was Iving at full
length in the undergrowth, gis oy es
fixed on the troil over the kopje. In
his hand was o double-barrelled sport-
ing rifle, while beside him crouched &
Kallir boy.

Jack and Tickler exchanged signifi-
cant glances. It certainly looked as if
the farmer was lying in wait for them,
which meant that news of their cscope
had been circulated very guickly,

Neither of the chums could ¢laim to
he 2 horseman, but there was no time
to waste. Jack serambled up into the
saddle just as the keen-cared native let
out & warning yell.

With a prodigious spring, Tickler
managed to get up behind, and the bi
horse leaped forward. Although J&tﬁ
tugged at the reins to bring hiz mount
round, the sorrel had ideas of ils own,
and went charging straight at the
enraged farmer, who yelled with
fright and dived gideways.
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Thera was a torrifie Enumiin of hoofs
ss the horse plunged through the under-

rowth and leaped over the low bushes
ringing the trail.

It reared almost upright, and Tickler
nearly slid over its l;mgl as a stinging
charge of shot came whistling past.
Snerting  violently, the frightened
senimal went galloping as hard as i1t
could go down the trail, with the two
chums hanging on like grim death.

Help at Last!

b HE brute i1s taking us back
again [ yelled Jack, gripping
the pommel with both hands.

_ Tiekler nodded, snd clung
more tightly to his pel’'s waist, too

breathless for speech. 4

Without slackening its frightful pace
the horse cleared the low fence around
the form buildings and did not hale
unttl it reached the stoep, where it
stood trembling In every limb and
smotherad with foam.

The two chums slid painfully to the
ground, and were immediately sur-
rounded hy a swarm of Kaflirs. The
stout vrauw appeared and spocke & faw
words to the natives, and Jack and
Tickler were pushed inte a stable snd
made prisoners. .

Jack went to the stable door and
peered out through the crack between
the top and bottom halves. i

The natives outside were chattering
excitedly, but they - dispersed as a
wheezy old car came rolling and lurch-
ing uwp to the farm.

I'hree white men clambered out, and
dack's face dropped as he saw that two
of them were the very policemen who
had hauled Tickler and himseclf off a
few crowded hours before.

“It's ell up, Tickler!” he groaned.
“They've come for us [

Tickler glued hizs eyez to the crack
and gauged the distance to the car.

“If we could only make a dash for it
we might get away. The engine of that
old bus is still running.”

He glanced round to see whether any
weapons wers available, but there was
enly & broken hayfork and an old
saddle.

“They're coming!"” announced Jack,
as the two policemen descended from
tha stoep, closely followed by the third
marn, who was a tall, well-built fellow,
with an upright bearing and keen, rest-
less ayes.

“Here, take this fork-handle |” eaid
Tickler, *“We might as well have a try
at getting away. When they open the

cor go for 'em bald headed I

The men came across-the yard to the
stable, and one of them lifted the bar
of the door. The next moment =a
cyclone seemed to burst on them.

One of the policemen was caught full
on the chest by a well flung =saddle,
while the other got his legs mixed up
Erngh an ash fork-handle and went

VI,

“Hey! Btop. you wyoung idiots!"
yolled the tall man.

Dut the two pals teok no notice.
They raced across the yard as hard as
they could go, while the two policemen,
howling imprecations, picked themselves
U

The two chums were good sprinters,
but, fast as they were, the tall man was
quicker. With a flyving Rugby tackle
he got Jack well and truly round the
knees, and the pair of them rolled over
and over on the greund.

Tickler stopped in  dismay, not
knowing guite what to do, and the hesi-
tation was fainl.
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The iwo burly peolicemen, having re-
covered from their shock, were on
Tickler like an avalanche.

Jack’s captor sat up in the dust and
grinned cheerfully.
peir -:-iY fatheads [ he an-

* ¥ou _
nounced, " A prelty fine dance you've
led me!™

The two chums were silent. They
were too full for words.

* Yes,” continued the tall man. “"For
two hours, when every second is

precious, I've been chasing you.”

“ Who are you I demanded Jack.

“I'm Wing Commander Bowman, of
tha South African Air Force. Ilve seen
the plane you landed with, and have
been trying to fnd you ever since.”

“{zood heavens |™ eried Jack, scarcely
able to believe his ears. *You've not
been chasing us to put us back in that
asylum, then 1"

“Bless me, nol” laughed Bowman.
“1 want you back nt Jcﬁmrg as fast ns
you can get there. Come on, there's
ne time to wasts. Let's hop it into
that ¢ld bus and get going.”

As the car rocked and lurched its
way back towards the main road Com-
mander Bowman told the two chums
how he had followed them post haste
to the Government buildings, only to
find they had been taken off as insane,

In his car he had dashed to the
asylum, and bhad reached thera a few
seconds before they had escaped, for
1t was actually his car in which the two
chums had got away.

“0f course,” he explained, “I soon
had all the telephone wires between
FPretoria and Johannesburg going, and
set off after you in a borrewed plane,
while my two good friends, the police
officers, followed in a ecar.”

The two chums heaved s sigh of
relief. At last somebody had really
awakened to the danger of Hercules and
his steel hordes, :

Back on the main road, a big, high-
powerad car was waiting, and the purtﬂ
guickly changed from the old croc
which Bowman had borrowed
farmer.

In a short time Jack and Tickler
were in Jchannesburg, and saw that
their werning was already being
heeded. There was a scene of remark-
able activity at the aerodrome and a
strong armed guard had been posted
round the hangar which contained the
super-plane the two chums had taken
from Badium City.

An elderly, brass-hatted officer was
waiti for them, and Bowman intro-
duced him ms Sir Watkin Tomson, the
Commander-in-Chief of the Union
Forces.

“MNow,"” said the Commander-in-Chief,
when they were settled down in an
office at the airport, “I wani you to tell
me all you know about thizs danger you
call Black Hercules. Remember that
apart from the peculiar craft you
arrived in and news of the mysterious
disappearance of the Zambesi River
Bridge, we have absolutely no informa-
tion at all.” '

As briefly as possible Jack told the
whola atm:i' of King Hercules and his
plans, while the commander grew in-
creasingly more serious.

“But if all you say is true, there is
absolutely no hope of defending our-
pelves,” he remarked.

. “The only thing that is
gir, is high explosive,” said Jack.
“Thousands of lons of it 1"

The Commander-in-Chief nodded

rimly and lapsed into thought, while

owman and the two boys waited
anxionsly. .

“We must get the whole district

evacuated nt top speed,” he announced,

from &

of any use,

after a few minutes. “1 will get my
stafi at work straight away. In the
meantime, you, Bowman, as the senior
gir officer, will take charge of all mir-
craft, civil and military, and cover the
evacualion as necessary.”

“Very good, sir!” said Bowman.

“1 will put two regiments of foot and
six batteries of beld artillery at your
disposal, to carry out any ground work
and defence. Thesze two pilots, as the
only ones whoe know anything at all
about the enemy, so far, will be placed
under your care, to give you such advice
as they can.” : .

Jack and Tickler ncdded eagerly.

“Your general instructions vou will
take from me, Bowman, but for the rest
1 shall leave things entively in your
hands. Thank you !

Bowman saluted sinartly, and, with
the two chumes, left the office as the
hastily summened staff officers and civic
heads began to arrive.

Within an hour there comimenced the
rost harrowing seene Jack and Tickler
had ever witnessed. News of some
dreadful, unknown disaster pending
spread like wildfire amongst the in-
habitants. The story became mors and
more distorted as it passed from mouth
to mouth, until the whole of the popula-
tion was in a state of frenzied terror.

Every wheeled conveyance capable of
movement was pressed into service and
loaded with the precious belan%ings of
the owners. Tens of thousands of people
swarmed to the railway stations and
piled into coaches, cattla trucks, coal
wagons, grain cars—anylhing on wheels.
The confusion was indeseribable, the din
apﬁgllmg. '

ich” and poor, old and voung, men,
women and children, black, white,
brown, and yellow, all struggled,
pushaa, screamed, In one hopeless,
tangled confusion, spurred by the aver-
whelming anxiety to get asz far away as
possible frem the fearful, unknown
terror. u

First Blood to the Chums!

HEN the evacuation was com-

W lete, and Jack and Tickler

ad had a much needed rest,

Sir Watkin Tomson called a

meeting of his gtafi, to which Jack and
Tickler were invited.

Bowman reported that he had posted
the six field batteries at strategic points,
and, at the suggestion of the two chums,
had employed the foot soldiers in filling
the extreme edge of all the mine work-
ings with high explosive.

The necessary detonators had all been
wired wp, and the charges could be
fired simultaneously or independently
from & hidden observation post on the
top of the Rand. ‘

Fast single-seater planes, equipped
with radio, haed been sent out fo Eive
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“and that is why, if any attack

i3 imminent, we bave not received
a single, report.of the encmy. Accord-
ing to  our young riends, those

alleged mechanical soldiers have zome
six or eight hundred miles of country
to cross before they reach here, and
surely it 1s impossible for them to get
very far without our knowing.”

“ Don’t you realise that we are not up
against an ordinary individual I pro-
tested Jack. *“MHereules iz a super-man.
Why, in =ix hours his bullet-cars could
get enough  Amarobs here to wipe the
place out, and his carrier-planes could
do it in just over an houri”

“Yes,” agreed Uickler. “I'm surs
prised they are not here alrcady—"

He broke off as the telephone rang
insistently, and everyone was silent
while the Commander-in-Chief picked
up the recelver.

“Yes,” said Sir Walkin., " 'What's
that?™

He sat bolt upright.

“A fight of a thousand strange air-
craft now passing over Mafeking at an
estimated speed of five hundred miles an
hour. Rightl Yes, pleaze! Keep ma
informed. Thank you ™ :

Ile rang off and locked round at the
sct, white faces of the company.

“(Gentlemen, our two young friends
are vindicated. In half an hour the
enemy will arrive. Get to your posts "

With alacrity the oflicers sprang to
their gllotted tasks, and in a few seconds
anly Bowman and the two chums were
left with Sir Wathkin.

The telephone bell rang once more
and the chief answerved it.

“Beveral hundred smaller planes now
passin Mafeking,” he announced.
= eeg elightly lesz than the first
Hight.”

“That is according to plan, sir!®
eried Jack excitedly. *“The first, large

lanes, are troop carriers. They wall
and somewhere bevond: the Rond and
unload the Amareobs. The unloading
will be covered by the small planes,
which ' aré automatie, and carry no
pilots, They are Hlled with a terribly
powerful explesive, and will be crashed
un_the. city in order to wipe out any
resistance.”

Sir Watkin nodded pgrimly.

“There seems to he little we can do,
boys,” he said, “ but we'll put up a fight
of some sork, althoupgh, gquite frankly,
T don’t know how. It is already dusk,
and by the time the black planes arrive
]i't will be so dark we shall be help-
ez

“I've got an idea,” whispered Tickler,
suddenly dragging at his ‘pal's arm.
“Wa might gain a little respite by it.
Come on . .

Leaving the Commander-in-Chief, the
two chums went out into the flying
ground and ordered their plane to be
whealed out ready to take the aie.

(Continued on nexd page.)

warning, and to |-
look out for an
sign of attack, an
the telephone and
telegraph lines to
Mafeking and Sho-
shong were eleared
in readiness.

“Well, gentle-

men,” =aid Bir
Watkin, “there
seems to be little

we ecan do now but
wait for tha enemy
to appear.”
“Thera i3
thing I don't
understand,
remarked
the slaff

spon 15 ins.

OTa
quite
-3 gt
ong of
allicers,

Here is n mrnﬁp;, well-built and handsome outdoor ‘plane, Wing
Nothing to tear or dent.
to-day to your toyshop or stores and buy one of these grand

TERN monoplanes

Sole Concassionaires ; LINES EROS.,, LTD.
TRI-ANG WORKS, MORDEN Tth., LOXBOX, 81,19,

Very low price, Go
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“What are you going to do?” e
mandod Bowman,

“You come with us and vou'll sce,”
grinned Tickler.

Nothing loath, Bowman clambered up
into the peculiar, steel-lined calan imh
watched with amazed interest as Jack
took the controls and switched on the
engine,

Noiselessly the plane rose atraight up
into the air, and Bowman went to one
of the grille-covercd vents and peered
out. Night had already fallen with
tropical suddenuess, and the  Southern
Cross showed up brightly in the velvet
sky.

*1 don't quite sce what you hope to
do,” remarked Bowman, “It's nitch
dirk now, and 1 dont suppyse the at-
tackers will cavry any lights. I, in
addition, they are noiseless, low on
carth can we find them?'"

Tickler grinned and seated himself in
o. chromuun-plated chair before the big
serecn.

“Come here and we'll
Thiz 15 where we begin
benefit of Hercules” genius.”

He switched on the photographic
sereea whigh was operated by Wsfra-red
rays, and there, cleas as duvlight, was
a swiftly moving pahorama of the
countryside below. Mine shafts and
great hills‘of SEI-DiI showed up in perfcct
detail, and even” the' litlle fighires of
artillervinen “‘bringing uwp  amrmunition
under the cover of darkness could
plainly be discernad.

“ond lieavens ! exclaimed Dowman,
aghast. “And we've got to fight people
equipped with planes like this*"”

“¥es," nodded Jack grimly, * * And
this is only a bit of what we're up
against."”

He switeghed over {o colimb, and the
imactine shot straight up at a terrific
rate.

“Bhould be high enough to be above
them now,"” he prunted, looking at the
altimerer.  “We'll wait for ‘om.”

Awnswering the controls perfectly, the
wonderfu! machine hovered stationary
while the trio étartd into the screen.

They did nol hive many minutes to
wiait before.a black patch appearved on
the odge and approached st ineredible
spreeed.

Jack dropped the machine a little to
got a closer view, and the watchers saw
1 horde of plancs—rather similar to their

show
to get

1O,
ithe
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own, bub smaller—mirrored in the
SCCCRN.

With clockwork precision the planes
stopped in midair over the open veld
a ifew miles beyond the cdge of the
Rand, and then descended wertically.
No sooner had they touched the ground
than hordes of mechanical Amarobs
swarmed from them and started to line
up in military formation.

S0 anbsorbed wore the onlookers that
they .did not notice a second fleet flying
higher than the others and coming
strarght for thom.

LTickler suddenly sprang forward,
snapped up the climbing control, and
the machine shot upwards zo quickly

that the screenw Lbecame blurred.

“Gosh! That was a near one”
x\-}i:§t1g51r+fa5:_k. “I'd almost forgotten
those explesivescarriers. If one of ‘em
had hit ns it would have been all up|”

" Yes,” nodded Lickler. * But as they
dida’e hit us I think I'll tey iny little
scheme now, ™

He sat down at the contiol board and
pushed a small metal plug into a socket.

“MNow,"” he announced, “we'll zen
whelher my theory 15 covrect.”

“What is 1t 7" inquired Bowman.

“Bricfly this.  As vou know, radio
activity is the basis of those explosive
carricrs, and thoey are controlled by a
nyun plance like this one. MNow, thiz has
a fully equipped control hoord, and I
have connected up the juice. Az those
automatic plancs are necarer to ns thin
to any othcr contral source, we should
e able to do what we like with them.”

Tingling with excitement, Bowman
peered  inlo the serecon while Jack
brought the machine down eloser 1o the
cxplosive carviers. “Lickler's hand was
already hovering over the control panel,
and he gripped the lever which. if their
hopes weore well founded, would govern
ihe movement of that dastardly fleet.

The outskirts of Johannesburg came
into view, and Tickler knew that now
was the time to act, for if his plan
faited the city weuld: be Llown 1o a
thapeless mass  within the next few
seconds. .

Slowly he pulled the lever upwards,
and- Bowman gave a yoll of trivmph,

“They're rising 1"

Tickler moved the Jever {o the right
and -then backwards, and the antomatic
planes swung round obediently, follow-
mg the course he sot for them.

“Hurrah! It's working all right!"
hoe echuckled, while his companions
heaved a sigh of relief.

The danger of complete and terrible
obliteration which threatened Johannes-
burg was staved off—at least, for the
time beng.

The massed ranks of the Amarobs,
with the bullet ears drawn up in perfect
arder, appeared on the screen. Evi-
dently all was ready for the attack, and
the steel soldiers were only being held
back until the explosive carriers had
done their deadly wark.

Tickler made & guick mental caleula-
tion, and suddenly depressed the control
lever as hard as lhie could. The auto-
matic plancs flying just Delew seemed
tﬂ'_ﬂqﬁq, and then grow rapidly sinaller
as tliiey fell headlong to the groud.
“Thers was an appalling crash, fright:
ful in its intensity, and the terrifying
noise of’ the explosion secemed to splic
theiy cardrums. The air was filled with
flving steel as the automatic planes
drepped right on to the rdnks of the
meshanical men, while earth and ‘sky
wera filled with a shivering tremor as
the rumble of the explosion echoed back
and forth over the vulleys of the Rand.

Jack struggled desperately at the con-
trols as flying steel spattered againit
the machine like hail, ard for & fow
awiul scconds it seomed thiol they were
caught in the dreadful vortex created b
ihe explosion,

White-faced and trembling in every
nerve. Jack succeeded at last in getting
the plune well sbove the danger zone,
and starved aghast at the pieture below.
The havoe wrought was indeseribable.
Liong were the neat, orderly ranks of
Amarobs, the squadrons of buliet cavs,
anc the long line of planes, and in their
placa o distoried mass of wreckapgo
spread far and wide.

Without a word Jack get the machinop
back towards the city.while his com-
panigns cantinued to gaze at the rapidly
moving seene of desolation.

“Gosh ! ‘muttered, Bowman shakily,
as theé plane dropped down towards the
landing ground. *I'm.only just hegin.
ning te vealise what wo're up against.”

“Yes," replicd Tickler, who was bLe-
ginning to recover his old cheerfulness,
“Ti's first blood to us, and wo'll Gd
gomie way of beating Hercules yor, "
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ENTHUSIASTIC COLLECTORS
Who would like to add to their

collections are invited to come along
to my End-of-Term Boxing Jamboree
and collect a few thick ears |—Parfics.

from BOLSOVER MAJOR, Study
No. 10, Remove.
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No. 94 (New Serics).
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RIDE HIM, COWBOY!
Whatever you do, don't miss the
Remove Rodeo in Brown's Mead,
Friardale, next Monday ! Steer-roping
and Bronco-busting Competitions and
Pony Racing., Valuable prizes for the

winners offered by the " Greyfriars
Herald.” Roll up '—TOM BROWN,

—

-

GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

For real, doweright enjovinent, give us a
zood old-fashioned Speech Day at Grey(riars |
The joys of cricket, we admit, are not to be
dospised, and indoor rocreations such as play-
going are excellent in their way. But all
othey forrs of entertainment, both indoor and
cutdoor, mwmust take & back seat where a
Groviriars Speech Day 13 concerned !

The one wo have just had was porticunlarly
enjoyvable,

The boys were assombled in Hall, and stood
in ranks In an erock, soldierly pose. A few
were o little apprehensive lest they should find
it difficult to remain motionless during the
whole of the five or six hours’ programme that
lay ahend of them. The headmastor's
assurance that there would Le a Hogging For all
wha failod, howewver, heartened them con-
aiderably in their offorts, and thers was
wenernd pleasure in the knowledgo that the
ordeal would greatly incresse their powers of
solf.diseipline. -

After about halfan-hour, the College
Governors, who had beon arriving singly in
their coaches for eome time, took their seata
on the plutiorm, whilo parents and friends
wers accommpdatod in the gallery. (%)

A series of epecches of exquisite wverbal
maognificence and unsurpassed wisdom was
then delivered. What they were about,
very fow knew, sinee they teemed with obhscure
elassical guotations ; but n order that the
college might know where to applaud or
laugh, Dr. Goodsmyte had thoughtfully
arrapged a handkerchief code by which ho
gave appropriato signala, Al were thus able
~to enjoy the speeches, oven though they did
not understand thom.

The elffcet of the handkerchiaf signals may
be illustrated by our printing the opening of
Sir Balder Dasho’s speech.

“ My lords, ladies, and gentlemen! Grey-
friars stands to.day, ag ever, pro bonoe publico.
(Hear !} As wo all know, lahor omnin vineit,
{Hear 1) and [ think it can be confidently
stated that Groyiriars to-day ia nulli secundus,
(Hear!) As a Governor, I &u;;pm I should
find something to criticize, but I really cannot.
Hine ille lacrimeo.” (A laugh).

Each tirno the headmaster felt that ** Hear "
was called for, he pretended to blow his nose ;
and cach time the epeaker made a joke, he
dropped his  handkerchief, It was an
excellently contrived arrangsment and worked
well, on the whole. o

Of course, accidents are always liable to -

happen, and one happened when Dr. Good-
smyte blew his noso without intending the act
to be a signal. Moet inapproprintely, tho
unintended signal came at & moment when
sir- Balder Diashe had just rermarcked © I have
mot poople who used to say 1 oucht to have
been drowned at bicth 1" The enthusiastio
“Hear ! which thundered neross the Hall
imincdisdely  afterwards was 80 unexpeeted
that the speaker was completoly abbergasted,
wied satb down witheut conchiding |

This incident, however, was a cloud which
abseured for but o single moment the blisstul
Luppiness of six inspiring bours.

Ono sugpestion only have we for improving
future Speech Doaya. That s, that the boys
should e allowed to relax when applanding

- No longer in cxtslence—lud.

or lasughing. It iz surprisingly diffieult to
cheer and’ lough effectively with hands held
stiffiy at the side and chin stuck up in tho air !
Doubtless the headmaster will give con-
sideration to this respectful suggestion,

(How they must have revelled in .those six
solid Roure of boring speeches—WE DON'T

lot to be thankful for nowadays '—Ed.)
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Dicky Nugent's
Weekly Wisdom

The cheps seem amazed at Temple of the
Upper Fourth going to the eggspense of
having o film taken of his innings against the
Removwe neckat wealk, but after all it shouldn’t

THINK ! No mistake about it, lads, we've a |

FAGS ! HERE'S YOUR CHANCE

Our

We've been pet.
ting into trouble with
the fags lately., One
afterthe otherthey've
beenn  trotting into
the editorial study,
complaining of
way we refer to thom
11:::.' the .E!:'Eli‘&ld."
They say we're -
judiced against t-hlzrlg,
and that we give
readers thoe idea that
ey can't speH, that
they're untidy, and

Great Prize Offer

Now, it has nover:

bean our intention
to treat enybedy
unfairly, be they

fogeya or fags, and
we feel thia accusa-

tion keenly ; it
gcaea straight ta the
aart, in fact !

The best way we
can think of allaying
the fags' suspicion is
to offer a prize for

the bost example of | b

the qualities we're

be wvery eggspensive. ' that  they've no|accused of denying in
The cameramsn won't need more than a |brains! This, they|them. This we have
cupple of feet of film at the outside ! say, i3 all wrong.! dscided to do.

“1 think
for & $School

Bunter, who has recently
taken up the study of botany,
iz awfully upset about Sir
Hilton Popper’s rejection of
hia applicution to inspect
the orchard at Popper Court,

** Anyone w:.‘.rudp think 1
couldn't be trusted in a
blessed orchard,” he com-
plained indignantly to o
* Greyiriara Herald ™ repre-
sentative. ' As a matier of
fact, there’s no one they
could trust better than my-
salf, - and anyway, the last
time I pinched old Popper's
cherries, a blessed gardener

sot & dog om mel Apart

from that, I never eat

fruait !
* Besidos, old Popper's Ly

fruit is awfully worm-eaten
snd hardly worth taking.
And, anyway, I'm much too
honest to take anything that
doesn’t belong to me I
hape.

T

-

unselfish and

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

it's

stop & chap eating—JI mean,

stadying botany, when his
motives are Eo

1 in thes best
interesta of sclence !

“But I'm not jolly well

disguating
G owvernor to 't-h'tng

A live i

Sad
and

purs

BUNTER THE BOTANIST |55 5 sehesis
'm going to sneak into his
orchard and have & jolly
good feed—that iz to say
:3.1‘;11:13!'1 ”hﬂtun}r—lika Any.
The * Greyfriars Hermld ™
reprogentative met DBunter
later in the day as he was
returning from his studious
enterprise. His trousers had
been torn almost te tatters,
evidently by the fangs of
some ferocious tripe
and thers~wers cherry atains
on *hlll; face. 4

* Manago to stu ant
of botany, old fat }Lﬁl;ln 1 ?:
our reprosentative ingquired.

“ Grooogh | Blow botany!”
was Bunter's furious rotort.
“I'm never going ta raud a
blessed
study botany—as long as 1| plete
Wow | ¥

-hound,

orchard—I mean

to think that this

budding young hotanist’s
promising acientifie carecr
should have come to such o
sudden end, 1sn't it §

Here's your chance,

tken, faga! Qo in
and win !
CiThe Editor of the
* Groyiriars Herald "
will award a prize of
-1 doz. Fresh Herringa,
2. doz. Ioughnuts,
a%} doz. Bottles of
Ghager-pop for the
v atest, brainiest,
and most ‘correctly
arolt ossay reeeived
v him from any
Geylriars fag not
later than the first
post on Tueaday next
or: the aubject of
“ B0AP"

The Editor hopes
tc publish the result,
tegether with the
wohnning oasay, in
nyxt weelk's issue of
w “ Herald,”

¢How I Beat
the Beaks!”

Turn the coming
Sitnmer Vae to pood
s count by ﬂtudg'ci‘ng
Vernon-Smith's
Method of Deating
tles Beaka!  Learn
the pricelesa secrots
ol the guy who has
terrorised & dozen
Form.mastera ! Com.
Courss of Les-
&1 with Self.
Examination Charta
in handy poclket size,

#8d. only !—

2.
;.;?"mun Smith, Study
A 4, Remove,

COMPLETELY

up

THE POLE

Coker Tries Punting

* Of course, T shall do
the poling ! ™

Coker made that remark
in & loud wvoiee outsids
the School House the other
Wadnesday afternoon, and
every junior within ear-
shot sat up and took
notice.

“I'm used to punts”

Coker went on. “Wo
sense in novices like you
fellows messing about
when there’s an expert
aboard, is there I
Pottar gaid: “Na "
and Groene said:  ** Not
at all, old man!® and

there was a gleam of hope
in their eyes as they spole
—or 50 we thought, any-
way !

" Whell, let's got along,™
gaid Coker. * You can
carry the grub, Polter,
and you the gramophone,
Greene. I wmust reserve
my strength for the work
that’s to come,”

Potter and Greens picked
up their burdens, and the
trio got going.

About thirty Greyfriars
fellowa followed at =
respectful distance. The
opportunity of watching
an oxpors poling a punt
did not occur every day,
and those who could ta‘l{l}
advantage of it did so
without hesitation !

At the boathouse, Coker
looked at the punts with
an appraising eye, and
toolk plenty of time to
select one. The attendant
was unusually respeciful,
ovidently recognising e
past-master in the art of

punting, though some
unlind spirits pressnt sug-
iested that it was becaunse

= P —

went 8o cuickly that it
had alii:n od away from
under Coler’s feet belore
Coker knew where he was |

That waa all right for
Potter and Greene, of
course. They had the
grub and the gramophone,
and, being without means
of propulsion, had a jolly
goud sxeuse for not return-
mg. Judging by the
hauppy smiles on  their

MEET TARZAN Jun.
New Role for Wibley

The " Greyfriars Herald " reproe.
sentative saw Wibley swinging
lightly from branch to branch
through the {rees of Friandale
Woods. The bright sunlight would
have gleamed on hig lithe figure
and rippling muscles, but for the
fact that he was wearing his

of the lavish tips Coker | faces” as they glided off | clothes, So it gleamed on his
usually  besiows on his | downstream, Potter and | grey flannel bags and dusty blazer
menials, { Gresne were by no means | mstead !
Having put the gramo- | displeased by ths turn “That you, Wib? "™ our repre-
sket | eventis hod takon ! sentative bawled.

phote and tuck-

“Whoopee | " came a haolf-
human—half-animal ery from above,

“ I say, old bean, are you doing
thia for a wager or have you got
bats ? '

“ Whoopee | Woooog! ™

“ Look here, if you don't comse
down soon, I shall feich a bobby—
vou don't look safe!™

A half-human, half-animol Jaugh
was the only response to thob
threat at frst, but later, with a
erackling of branches and a snapping

= = o —=__"= | of twiga, Wibley of the Remove
aboard, Coker & Co. or Coker, of course, it | came to oarth.
climbed into the punt | wasa different proposition. *No, I haven't gone off my
themsslves. There was a For 1wo dizzy seconds, | rocker,” he said, as our repre-
loud cheer from their | he felt himself swaying | sentative instinctively edged away.

admirers on the towpath

over the gleaming waters of

“1I'm just rehearsing.”

a,ﬂ_dtlmy g!iﬂell:l gut i:;ht-ﬂ the Sark. ¥ Weow.what 'i'.“ -
midstream, helped on the Then the pole decided * Rehearsing,” said Wibloy olicer-
way by a push from a | gwhich way I:g gﬂ.?ﬂ m?d fully. “ My pater, who has been
boathoolk. . | Coker falt himself des. | doing some work for the filmslately,
Coker's pole went up in | oribing an aro through the | hes got me & small part in a film
t-l{&&lrv-'ltlﬁaﬂﬂuriﬂh, t-hﬁp air, But thoss of you who during the coming wvae. It's o
slid neatly through hi$ | (hink he went straight | bumen ape’ flm. I take the
handa inte the water.|inte the water have pot | part of 1 lerding characler’a

As 1t sank into the mud
st “the bottom, Coker
gripped hard, and pushed
with every fibre of his
being (as they say in
novels).

another gucss coming !

A3 & matter of fact,
Fon. & Co. happened to
ba c¢oming along in =
motor-boat just at the

yvoung brother, and 1 don't have o
touch the ground once. So I'm
just gatting my hands in ! ™

Car represontative patted the
young actor sympathetically on the
back, and, with a sigh, resumed s

As an exhibition stroke | right moment, and Coker | i ymew, What, he couldn’s help
in high-speed punting, it | landed in a heap astorn, asking himself—and wo eocho his
was the goods. Potter | saving himself by the skin | o, 0stion—are things coming to
and Greens folt the punt | of bis teeth. when Remove men spend their
simply shoot in Pon. & Co. wers all | leisure time swinging about in the
the waterl - flung into the water—but | trees acting as human apes for the

The only drawback | Coker escaped unscathed | filma?
about it was that it | so no harm was done! | Bit thick, really, isn’t it §

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ve too
Marjorie Hazeldene and the Cliff
House girls for a * hike ** over
the cliffs, they found the girls
surprisingly good walkers, The
Eemovites sporlingly refrained
from attempting to go too far,
thongh |

Euk'a: is very proud of his powertunl
motor-bike, and

says every fellow

q'gﬂ: tﬁﬁ#eﬂﬂ.hh to i E. unali talks
err

asked when Uﬁkﬂ{ Soonbsed 1

learn, Coker In

and chased Bob for half & mils |

proposad to
ed off his biks

Bunpter is

A

Bolsover major has an unerring Fellows have
aim with a shos if any fellow ! Hurree Jamset
:Iaaﬁr she ;

he

when wanls to
often %Illln target

yolls testify that Bolsover
variably geores & " bull's-eye [ V!

-

i

Singh has
but

cent easiap,

Quelch,

il

sugeested that

Bam B5i

“Inky * langhs a ?{:?mljﬂ's aonl

Bolsaver’s footwear, and Bunter's dark gaze had, howaver, a vezr’

disturbing effect on Bupler when

he caught the Owl. out in &
“ whopper [

Figsher T. Fish invented a special
pen nib which he claimed made
writing ** lines ‘E%’h]illmr]“d per

a
sflrating it doring olasses, he
received filve hoodred Hnes from
He would rather bave
s0ld Lis nib |

Strange

A short while ago a pailful of scoty water

=4 placed over the entrance to Masters' Common-

I i ]
7

Bob Cherry and Percy Bolsover
have bad Irequent ** rubs "’ over
the question of bullving. Bolsover
is learning to keep hiz ‘emper in
check—owing partly to Cherry’s
fistic persuasion and partly to
faint stirrings o better nshore.

demon-

room foll right over Mr. Quelch’s head, and

the master of tho Remove is very anxious

to learn who did it.
We're g#fraid we can’t gsupply the answer—
although, euriously enough, we know several

: followa who turned * pail ™ at the time of the
1 aceident | ]

— mare
i

L 5l

Patrona are asked to note that the Comie
Cricket Mateh arranged for Wednrsday next
at Courttield in oid of the Cottage Hospital 18
postponed.

As a pood substitute we suggest o Fourth
v. Third gome.




