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HARRY WHARTON & CO., THE REBELS OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE-—

—

.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
To Go or Mot to Go!l

1 OAST'S  clear!” said Bob
‘ erry. _ |
“The elearfulness is terri-

fic 1" remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. _
Harry Wharton did not speak.

Btanding on the landing-place of
Popper's Island, in the River Sark, the
captein of the Greviriars HRemove
looked up and down the stream and
across at the bank. His look was watch-
ful and wary, and a little worried.

On thsat suonny July morning the
Greyfriars Bemove, by rights, ought to
have been in the Form-room, shsorbing
valuable knowledpe from their Form-
master, Mr. Quelch. Instead of which,
the whole Form was on Popper's Island
—which most of them agreed was rather
mora agreeable than the Form-room,
uelch, end Latin !

The boat rocked in the water, under

Tre Macuer Liszany.—MNo. 1,380,
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

the shade of the i1slgnd trees.  Bob
{herry, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent,

and Herbert Vernon-Smith were in it
—Bob holding on the branch of a
willow, :

They were ready to start, up the
river to Courtfield, and- 3mithy was
looking impatient. But the other
fellows waited patiently for the captain
of the Removy to give the word.

Wharton did not seem easy
mind.

He scenned the: river and the bank
with anxious eoves. E=xcept for the
crowd of schoclboys on the island, the
Sark seemed deserted. 'The coast was
clear, as Bob .declared. At sll events,
it looked clear.

“Oh, let’'s get off 1 exclaimed Vernon-
Smith, impatiently. *We're wasting
time ! What's the good of fnu:_-ﬂm

about” )
up, Smithy!” said Bob, cheer-

“ Shut
fully.

“Oh, rats!” grunted the Bounder.
"There's nobody in sight! Does
Wharton think the Head is hiding
hehind & tree in Popper Court Woads,
Lkeeping 8o eyc on usi”?

There was a laugh from some of the
Removites, ;

Anxious as the Head of Greyfriars
was to deal with the rebel Form who
had mearched out of school and camped
on the island in the river, 1t was ex-
tremely unlikely that the majestic old
gentleman was seouting in the woods,
and keeping his vencrable eve on them.

“1 eay, you fellowz!™ Billy Bunter
ralled down the path from the camp in
the centre of Popper's Islend, and
blinked at the fellows on the landing-
place through his big spectacles. *
say, why ain't you gone? You won't
be back in time for dinner at thiz rate.”

“Which would be awfoll"™ said
Johnny Bull with deep sarcasm.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“The awfulness would be terrific]™
remarked Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh
%F&‘p’ﬁ]j‘-.+ “1f the est-e.f:mere[ a‘nd.exenmb 8

unter is kept short of ridiculous grub,

in his

i'_t]iaﬁll be time for the absurd skies to
a

“Oh, really, Inky—*

“Bhut up, Bunter!” said Johnny
Bull.

“Shan't!”’ hooted Bunter. “'We've
got to get in the grub, haven't we? If
the grub’s all right, everything’s all
right ! But if we run out of grub, what
are we going to do ¥

“"Without !” suggested Bob Cherry.

“You silly ass!™ gasped Bunler.
“¥You—you footling {fathead! You
blithering idiot!"”" Evidently the idea
of doing without grub did not seem a
pra-:ticaﬁ proposition to the fat Owl of
the Remove,

Harry Wharton was still ecanning
Popper Court Woods, thick and dark
along the towpath on the bank of the
Hark, with uneasy eyez. The Bounder,
standing in the boat, gave him s sar-
castic look.

“Qistor Anne, Bister Anne, do you zce
an;rl:mdf comin’ ¥ he called out,

“Ha, ha, ha "

Harry Wharton frowned,

“Don't be an ass, Smithy!” he
snapped. " We've got to be careful.
Ever since the day wo went over to
Higheliffe to play cricket, they've been
keeping a watch on us. Plenty of cover
in those woods for a prefect, or a
dozen prefecte—"

“Oh, rats! The prefects are in the
Bixth Form Room at this time in the
morning, grinding Greek with the
Head.”

“I hope so! DBut—""

“ Anvhow we've got to chance it,”
satd the Bounder, impatiently. “Wae
haven't left the island rince the day of

the Highelifie match. The grub's
runnin’  cut.  We've got fo get in
sug}fhes." : j

should jolly well szay so01” ex-

claimed Billy ﬁ‘unter. *Look here,
Wharton—""

“Shut up, you fat ass!”

“ Beast [

Harry Wharton scanned the wooded
bank again., He was uneasy, and some

{(Copyright in the United Btates of America, All rights raserved, and reproduction without permission strietly forbidden.}



~IN ANOTHER EXCITING ADVENTURE

ON POPPER’S ISLAND !

of the other rebels shared his unessi-
ness.

But, a3 the Bounder declared, they
had to take a chance,

The Remove rebellion was as strong
as ever. Several sattempts had  been
made to eaptura the schoolboys' island,
and the rebels of Gt;iyfrmrs had put
“paid” to every one of them. ]

unter, sacked by the Head, was still
there! His Form-fellows were sticking
to him, backing him’ up, determined to
save him from the drastic sentence
pronounced by his headmaster, So far
they had been successful, and they were
confident that they could hold Popper's
Islund ageinst all comnecrs.

But, as the great Napoleon declared,
an army marches on its stomach! The
most determined garrison could not hold
out without provisions. Supplies had
to be got in.

The relels had found that fairly casy
at first. They had = boat, borrowed

from Coker of the Fifth., In that boat

thev had made many trips up the river
to Courtficld Bridge, where they could
land end do shopping in the adjoining
High Btreet.

ub their headmaster was " wise” to
that now. Dr. Locke seemed unable to
deal with the rebellion. But no doubt
he was aware thakt if foed ran out, on
Popper's Island, the rebellion was very
likely to run out also!

Even Billy Bunter, under sentence of
the sack, would probably have preferred
the sack to a shortage of grub!

The other fellows were not so tremen-
dously keen on “grub” as William
George Bunter! Btill, they could not
live on air,

Very frequently, a Sixth Form pre-
fect was spotted on the towpath, giving
the island a look-in.

If the boat was seen to leave, it was
fairly certain that measures would be
taken to prevent its return.

Then the game would ba up!

That was what was worrying the cap-
tain of the Remove now. For a good
many days the rebels had kept ta the
island, and the supply of provisions was
running low. Thirty fellows, with
Lealthy vouthful appetites, required
some feeding!

“Look here, are we going, or aren't
we ' demanded the Bounder, at last.
“What's the good of hanging about?”

“ After all, we've got to chanece it

some time,” said Bob Cherry.
“VYes, but—*
“Ofr, let's pet going!™ pronted

Vernon-8mith.

“1 sawv, you fellows, mind you don't
forget the eake—"

“Bhut up, Bunter I’*

“You can’t sco anybodv, Wharton ?*
asked Bob.

“'I{n, but Fishv thinks he saw o straw
hat in the wood some time ago,™ said
the captain of the Remove uncasily,

“TFizhy's a fooll” snapped
Bounder.

':I sure did ' declared Fisher T. Fish.
“I'll say I spotted a straw hat, and it
surely was on some guy’s cabeza.”

“ (Oh, rots!™

Harry Wharton gave a last, long look
at the wooded bank of the Bark., Not
a sign of life was to be seon in the
wopds, save the birds twittering in the
;'.rmtnc-hes. He made up his mind at
ast.

“Get going,” he said.
chance it

“"For this relief,
grunted the Bounder.

the

“We've ot to

much thanks!®
And he pushed

ort.
‘The Tour fellows in the boat pulled up
the river, and 1n a few minutes were

ent of sight beyond the bend of the
Sark.

“All screme, old thing!"" remarked
Lord Mauleverer, as the captain of the
Remove continued to scan the bank with
anxious eves,

“The screnefulness is terrific!” de-
elared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Right as rain!” said Squilf.

“I hope so!  But—"  Harry
Wharton broke off, sharply. “O0h, my
hat! Look!™

A Greyfriars senior, in o straw haf,
stepped out of the wood on the towpath.
It was Loder of the Sixth.

“0Obh gad!” breathed Lord Maule-
Yéraer.

“Leder I muttered Squiff  blankly.
".'-‘!.Iid he's hsenn—-"

“I'guess he's spotted the boat going 1*
gaid :Ei:—;lmr T. Fizh. going

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

t was clear now that Ioder of tho
Sixth had been watching from the cover
of the wood, and had seen the boat
leave the island.

_Wharton cast a hasty glance up the
river. But the boat was out of sight.
It was too late to recall it. Loder had
taken care of that before he revealed
hiniself. And the bully of the Sixth
stood staring across at the juniors on
}Im island with a grin of triumph on his
ade.

e

Several atiempts have been
made fo capture the school-
boy stronghold on Popper’s
Island, but Harry Wharion &
Co., the rebels of the Greyfriars
Remove, have put ** paid ** to
every one of them. In the
stillness of the nighi, however,
comes a desperate man—a bank
bandit, who will not hesitate
to shoot when cornered !

——

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Rebel-Hunters!

i R. QUELCH !*
M he Remove master
started.

] In every Form-room _at
Greyfriars, excepting one, morning
classes werg going on. The Hemove

room was ampty and silent.

Blr. ?luc]:-h, having nothing to do in a
deserted Form-room, was in his study.

The master without &8 Form was
rather at a looso end these days! The
task of handling the Greyiriars Romove
was no sinecure. But Henry Samusl
Queleh preferred the hardest work to
idleness.

Heo was sitting at his typewriter, in-
tending to fill in the idle hours with
taﬁpmg out sama of his celebhrated
“*Istory of Greyfriars "—a great work,
to which he had been saccustomed to
devoete his scanty leisure hours. DBut
now that his leisure was too mmple he
did not secm to have (he heart for it.
The keys were not clicking,

Quelch was regarding the machine
before hilm with a thoughtful, troubled

aze, when theore was a tap on his study

oor, and it opened.

~ The Form-master started to his foot
in surprise at the sight of the Head
of Greyfriars School.

Dr. Locke just then should have been
busy with the Bixth Form. Evidently
somothing had caused him to give tho
Sixth a rest,

“If you are not busy, Mr. Queleh—"
sald the Head, with a faint infloction of
sarcazm in his voige.

Mr. Quelch coloured. He was far
from busy 1

“1 am entirely at your serviee, sir[¥
he said coldly.

*1 desire you to deal, sir, with the
bovs of your Form, who are now in
robellion against aatherity [ said the
Head. *“You will, I think, agree with
me that it is time that this shocking
state of affairs was brought to an end.”

“ Most certainly, sirl But—"

Mr. Quelch paused, weaiting for in-
structions. He was quite ready to deal
with the rebel Form if there was any
possibility of doing so. But he did not
sco what was to be done,

Thirty rebellious fellows had fortified
themselves on the island in the river.
The Bixth- Form prefects, in a body,
had tackled them, and had bLeen
defeated and driven off. The Head
could hardly expect 8 middle-aged
Form-master to carry the island by
assault |

Quelch waited, with a slightly bitter
m_':|i‘=1‘cssmn on his face, to hear what he
did expect.

Relations were rathor strained these
days between the Head and the master
who had been the most trusted member
of his staff. The Ilead expected, rather
naturally, that a Form-master should
lu:'{-{' his Form in control.

Mr. Quelch, on the other hand, waa
convineed that his chief had made a
mistake in sacking Bunter, and at the
bottom of his heart he counld hardly
blame the fellows for standing by a
Greyfriars man whom they believed to
have becn unjustly expelled. thore
was & rift in the lute, and a rather rigid
coldness on both sides.

“For some doys," said the Head, in
an iey voice, ““watch has been kept on
the island in the Sark, Mr, Quelch, The
Eemove boys have o boat, which they
appear to have taken from Coker of the
Fifth Form, and in thiz boat they have
heen accustomed to obtaining supplics
trom tho town."

“1 am awaro of it, sir ™

“I have now received news,” said the
Head, “that the boat has left the island,
with four juniers in it, going up the
river.™

“Oh 1" said Mr. Quelch,

“Loder and Walker of the Sixth
Form have been keeping watch this
morning,” continued the headmaster.,
“I gave them lcave from colasses for the
pur{)m. As you have been unable to
deal with your Form, Mr. Quelch, I
have been compelled to take the matter
in_hand myself.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard.

“Walker has now brought me this
news,” said Dr. Locke. * Loder is re-
maining on the spot, to keep watch on
tho island. Now, sir, there 13 no doubt
that the boyz have gone up to Court-
ficld to obtamm supplies, as havo
learned that they have done many timoes
before,”

“No doubt, sir IV

“You will proceed immediately to
Courifield, BMr. Queleh. You will take
twe of tha prefects with yvou—-Wingato
and Gwynne. You will take possession
of the boat, and take into custody the
four juniors. It is most important to
obtain possession of the hoat. have
no cdoubk that this rebellion will come
t> a speedy end when the boys are no
longer able to obtain supplies of feod.”

“Very probably, sir 1"

‘I have ordered iy car for yon, in
order to lose no time,” smid the Head.
“Wingate and Gwynne ara ready!
Pleaze go ot enee !

”"'b""mzn ood, sir!”
£

Dr. e leoft the Remove master’sa
study. He returned to the Bixth Forin
room, leaving the matter in the hands

of the masfer most coneerned.
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Al Queleh did not look happy at the
prospect.  IHlowever, he had his duty to
do, and le procecded at wnee to change
his scholustic gown for hat and coat.

a was leaving the Houso when a
portly voico boomed in his ear:

“ My dear Quelch 1”

o glanced roomd at the pompous
countengnee and portly figuro of M.
I'rout, the master of the Fifth.

"I am sonewhat in haste, Mr. Prout,”
he said.

" Quite so, guite so ! boomed Prout.
"But if you desire it, my dear Queclch,

will accompany you. Iy assist-
anee—->"

“I require ne assistance, sirl” said
Mr. Quelch ieily. * And I imagine that
your Fopm réguira your presence.”

“I will leave wmy Form, Queleh, to
render you agsistance,” said the Fifth
Form master, "I have, in fact, re-
quested Bloudel] to take chavge during
iy abzence "

*1 repeat, sir, that 1 require no assist-
anee,” said Mr, Queleh tartly. "I am
quite able, sir, to deal with matters
effecting wy Form [

*Indeed I boomed Pront. * Tt would
hardly appear so, siv, when your Form
i3 now in a state of rebellion against
their headmaster—" .

“I do not desire to discuss that with
vou, Mr. Prout!®

" Possibly not, sir—possibly  not 1
hooted Mr, Prout. *DBut you will re-
member, sir, that I am directly con-
verned in this matter, s the member of
Dr. Locke's staff, sir, who was attacked
—smoihered with in]’-r, sir—by a boy of
your Form, wha bas very properly I;.:eeu
cxpelled for such an act, and who——"

I'rout pauscd.

Ho found that he was addressing
space

Mr. Quelch had walked out of the
Housge, leaving the portly Fifth Form
beak in the full tide of eloguence.

“Upon my waord 1" gasped Prout.

Ilis portly face became purple.

"U-’Emn my word " repeated Prout,
And he whisked away in great wrath
and indignation to the Fifth
Room.

Alueh to their disappointment, the
Fifth did not get out of the lesson with
I'rout ¢

Mr. Queleh, with a grim face, walked
to the Head's ¢ar, which was waiting.
Wingguu and Gwynne of the Sizth were
standing by it, ready.

The Remove master stepped into the
car without & word. The two prefects
folloved him in in silence. The chauf-
four drove off, and the car turned out
of the pates, and headed for Courtfield
by the road across the common.

It was not till the car was among the
traffic in the High Street, which led up
to tho bridge, that My. Quelch broke his
ey silence.

& ;i?&d to the chauflfeur to stop,
and alighted, followed by the two Sixth
Formers. The car backed into a sido
strect, to wait there, ot & gesture from
the Remove master.

Me {ﬁunlcll shot a keen glance up and
down the High Street, in which there
wWere a frq::rd many people about. DBut

Formn

no Greyiriars faces were to be apotted
ammang them.

* Wingato 17 .

“¥es, sir!” said the Greyfriars
captarn.

"It iz prchable that the boat has
acrived by this time. Wherse do you
suppose the boys will land 12

“*There's only one place, sir—the steps
Ly the bridge.”

“Very welll You and Gwynne will
po thera and take possession of the boat,
I shall keep watch hero for the boys.”

“Nes, sir 1™ said Guwynne.

The twa prefects went on towards the
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bridge. As soon as they were out of
Mr. Queleh’s purview they exchanged a
grin cnd a wink, -

“The old bean's rather in a bait}”
murmured Gwynne.

“Just a fow I” agreed Wingate, “The
fact is, it's pretty well known that he
doesn’t  believe that that fat idiot,
Bunter, was the man whe irked Prout.
Ie doesn't want him sacked.™
“That's for the Big Beak to decide |

“0Oh, yes; but it's rather rough on
Quelch, Anyhow, the soconer those
chiecky young scoundrels are rounded
up and marched back to the school, the
better. If wea get their boat away from
them, they're done for. Come on 17

Mr. Quelelh watched the two prefects
out of sight. Then he crossed the street
and mounted the granite steps of the
Courtfield and County Bank. From
that coign of vantage he was able to
survey almost the whole of the High
Street, He hod no doubt that if any
of the rebels were in Courtfield that
morning he would not be long in spot-
tln% them, And, as & matter of fact,
bhe had not long to wait.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Drops In!

“ SAY, you fellows—"

E *Shut up, Bunter I*

“But, 1 say—"

: “3hut up” roared a dozen
YOICDS.

Thoe rebel Removites were crowded at
the landing-place on Popper’s Island.
Every man in the Remove had patherad
there excepting Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and the Bounder, who had
gone up the river in the boat. There
was dismay in every face.

Larry Wharton's eyes were on Loder
of the Bixth. Loder was walking up
the mw}g&tll. in the direction of Court-
ficld. ut they bad had a glimpse of
Walker of the Bixth, and heard ar
call to him. They hardly needed telling
that Walker had hurried back to the
school with news. Already, probably,

the Ilead of Greyfriars knew how
matters stood. It was fairly certain
that immediate measures would be

taken to _“bdzﬁ" the fellows who had
gone up in the bost, That was w
watch was kept on the rebels’ island.
On the bank, where Loder had stood
n few minutes ago, were two burly
figures—Joyce and Wilson, two of the
Popper Court keepers. The:two men
in wvelveteens and gailers were watch-
ing the schoolboy rebels with grins on
their faces, They grinned more broadly
as fists were shaken at them,

Harry Wharton's face was set, his
brows kni :

*It's the giddy kybosh 1™ gaid Squiff.

“The kyboshfulness is terrific " said
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh dolorously.

“I guess this i3 the bee's knee | said
Fisher T. Fish. “TI'll say thiz lets us
out, i,;ﬂu guys [

“0Oh, lor'!” groaned Billy Bunter.
“If t-hﬂ]" don’t get back with the grub
wWoe———

“ Bhut up, Bunter |

“Beast |

“Wo're done forl” growled Bolsover
major. “ Look here, what are wo goin
itc: Eh‘} Whartan? You're lender—we]f
enc 1

Wharton made ne reply to that. He
was trying to think out the difficult
problems and find a eolution. He
scanned the river in eager ¢quest of
soma craft coming up from Friardale
or Pege. But thers was no craft in
sight on the shining Bark.

“If we could get word to the fellows
in Courtfield before they're bapged
muttered Peter ‘Todd.

THE MAGNET.

"How 1" asked Harry.

Feter could not answer ithat ques
tion. ‘There was no “how.” Now that
word hiad been sent to the school it was
certain that prefeots, or masters, or
both, would be dispatched at onece to
Courtfield to seize the boat and the
boat's crew. A lift on some swift craft
on the viver might have saved the situs-
tion. But nothing else could. The
rebels had no other boat. It was pos-
sible to swim across the arm of the Sark
to the towpath, But Jovee and Wilson,
the kecpers, were waiting and watching
there, ready to collar any adventurous
swimmer. And Loder was ahead, on
the towpath, on the way to the town.

“We've got to do =zomething 1™
growled Bolsover major. “We may as
well give in at once if they bag the
boat. That’s what they're after.”

“We shan't give inl” said Harry
Wharton quietly. “ Whatever happens,
we're nob going to give in!®

" Hear, hear!” ssid Tom Brown.
" MNaver say die |”

There was a howl from Billy Bunter.

“You silly ass! What are we going
to do withont grubi”

“"Kick hun!?

“ Yaroooh I

"It's up to Wharton,” said Skinner,
with a malicious grin. “Wharton's our
jolly old commander-in-chief. What are
you going to do, Wharton

“Leaders are supposed to lead,” re-
marked Snoop.

“1I guess thai's a cinch ™ said Figher
T. Fish.

Chug, chug, chug, chug!

‘The sound of a motor, coming up the
river, iade Harry Wharton start, and
he stared down the Bark.

Far away down the river, coming up
from Friardale, was & small motor-boat.
The chuggm? af the engine was borne
on the wind from the sea.

Harry Wharton's face brightened,

He had been thinking of a swim
across, dedging the two keepers, and
attempting to pass Loder of the Sixth,
at & run, on the towpath. That was
rather a desperate idea, with all the
chances against success.

But the sight of the motor-boat
coming up the Sark changed the current

of his thoughts, His eyes fixed on it
eagerly.

“ By g'mil If a fellow could get a
lift on that—" exclaimed Lord Maule-

YErer.

- Just what I was thinkinﬂg " said
Harry. “That's old Benson’s motor-
boat, that he hires out to trippers at
Pegg. He must be going up to Court-
field in it. If he would give meo a
hif

He pauszed.
hig doubt !

Bet you he wouldn't I said Skinner.

“He won't get mizxed up in our row
with the Head !

“1 guess not [ said Fisher T. Fish.

Wharton set hiz lips.

* He might refuse—"" he said.

“Jolly certain tol” said Scquiff.

*Well, I'm not gning, to give him the

chance, I'm pgoing—"
“But wha

Ll

“ I gpp——*
“ My esteemed Wharton—"

There was a doubt—a

arry Wharton ran to a big beech-
tree, that grew close to the shore of
the 1sland. wo or three of the extremes

branches jutted out over the river, half-
way to the bank. ]
wiftly the captain of the Remove
clambered into the beech.
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Squiff.
The Rewmovites watched him breath-

lessly,

In a few moments Wharton was
climbing out along the thickest and
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Tongest branch of the beech, over the
watar.

*“Wharton, you ass!” gasped Hazel-
dene. “It's too risky.”

“Oh, crumbs!"”

“Whartop——" i

Tha captain of the Remove did not
heed. It wes & chance too good to be
Yost, and he was going to take it. Old
Benzon, the bostkeeper of Friacdale,
was always ready to hire out that boat,
in ordinary circumstances, The present
circumstances were rather extra-
gordinary, and it was likely—more than
likely—that he would decline to atop
if heiled from the island, where a &urgr
of schoolboys were entrenched in
defiance of their headmaster. Drop-
ping into the boat as he passed was
the easiest way of seftling that point.
Old Benson had to pass under the long

v /i A
1\ \ff /
[/

: ‘-:'TtL[ g™ 2

Chug, chug, chug, chug ! The motor-boat was comi
the long branch of the tree, he let go his hold and shot downwards.
““You young idiot ! Where did you come from ¢ "

branch of the beech on which Harry
Wharton now =zat astride.

The two keepers stared at him from
the bank. They did not seem to have
guessed the intention with which the
unior had elimbed out on the branch.

hey only-stared et him curiously, as
if wondering what the game was.

Chug, chug, chug, chug!

The motor-boat was coming up fast,
Harry Wharton watched it keenly and
took & grip on the branch with both
hands and swung down.

Under his weight the long branch
sagged conaiderably., That lessened the
extent of the drop.

If YWharton missed he was booked for
a8 deep plungs in the SBark, but that
mattered littla to the best Jjunior
ewimmer at Grevirinrs. But he did not
intend to miss. He was perfectly cool,
watching and waiting.

Chug, chug, chug!

“B 3 ed " ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer, staring from the island. “ That's
not Benson doivin' the boat ™

“0Oh, erumbsi” murmured Peter
Todd. “He's hired it out to somebody,
and Wharton's going to give some jolly
old tripper a surprisa!”

Wharton, from above, had not made
tha sama discovery. He could see little
of the man 10 the motor-boat but & hat.
Possibly he would have hesitated to
board the craft in so unceremonious a
manner had he been aware that it was
not the boatkeeper, with whom he had
had many dealings, but a stranger, who
was driving ik As it was, he did not
hesitate,

Whether the man in the motor-boat
observed the junior on the extending
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up fast. Harry Wharton

** Dropped from the tree !
Courtfleld [ "

branch over the river was not evident.
At all events, he tool no notice of him.
Chug, chug, chug! ] .
Leaving o long wake hehind it, the
mator-boat shot into  the channel
between Popper's Island and the bank,
keeping to the centre of the fairway.

Wharton had ealeulated well, and he
acted swiftly as tho swiit cralt glided
below him.

“0Oh, my hat!” eamec in a gasp from
the island.

“Ho's going

“He's gone——'

“The gounefulnees iz terrific.”

The beech branch, relieved of the
schoolboy's  weight, shot wup. Harry
Wharton shof down and lamded fairly
in the boat. Rocking under the sudden
impact, but without losing zpeed. the
motor-boat shot on up the Savk, earry-
ing an cxtra and wnexpected passcnger.

¥
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Just in Time!

re LUE hlazes!" ]
B That startled exclomabion
came from the men in the

motor-boat.  He stared—or,

rather, glared—at the Greylfriars junior,
ﬂmugi; without checking the spoed of
the boat for a second. The man whe
expressed his surprise so clegantly was
apparvently in a hurry.

“ You— What—"" he hooted.

Wharton scrambled to his fect.

“Borry to startle vou, Mr. Benson !™
he pasped, “I— Oh, my hat!"" Iio
starcd blankly at the man.

Mr. Bcnson, the boatkeeper, was a
rather plump man with a red beard and
whiskers, The man in fhe boat was a

AT, 17,
B

A —_i-"r

Toiea S

."Ell-' i,-r- ".{?‘r
f..il- “‘rﬂ"j:

s ‘_1‘_1

=
5

=

v ™

J i
% Aoy it "i'
ﬂgﬁzﬁ?ﬁm‘%ﬂ“j} f’fg-:ﬂs ¢

-

L 1 |

watched it keenly, and as it passed under
“ Blue blazes ! ** roared the slim, dark, bearded boatman.

* gasped Wharton. **[ want a lift fo

slim, dark fellow with a black mons-

tache and black pointed beard, which

pave him a French appearance. DBub

there was no IFFrench sccent i his volee.
Wharton flushed erimson.

The slim, dark, Lbearded man was evi-
dently angry—in fact, his eyes, naveow
and =hifty, gleamed with rage at the
schoolbor. It was not hiz anger that
troubled the eaptain of the Remove,
however ; it was the cirewmstance that
he had taken such o liberty with ap abso-
lute stranger. Old Benson, Etmutgil b
might have refused to get “mixed up ™
in a Greviriars row, woulld have taken
the matter good-hwmonredly.  But tlas
man who had hired lis boat was evi-
dently apything but goed-humoured.

Still, it was too late for angthing to
be done pnow, ‘The island was already
vanishing asfern.  The boat chugged on

Tue AMaicxer Lisniey.—No. 1,330,



b
rapidly, the dark man alternately lock-
g wij:'era e was going and glaring at
Wharton, ]

“"You young idict!"™ he roared.
“Where did you come from i*

“ Dropped from a tree—"

“¥ou mad Little fool 1"

“Sorry I" gasped Wharton, “I—]
supposcd it was Mr. Benson in lis boat,

or 1 shouldn®t—"
“¥You cheeky young rasenl I

“You gee, I was badly in need of a
iift 1o Courtfield,” explainad Harry
breathlessly. " I'm sorry, as it turns out
—~but if you'll drop me at Courtlield
1I'd be no end nl}]i[i-;ed."

“Confonnd you [™

“Hom1? .

“If I werp stopping this side of
Courtfield I'd sling you out neck and
cropl” growled the man in ihe motor-

at.

“I'm rcally sorry——"

“0h, hold your tongue 1*

Wharton held his tongue. The man
had cause to be surprised and angry,
and he adanited 1t. 3till, he did not
quite see what reason there was for such
an outbreak of savame temper. The
man with the black beard was not, ap-
parently, 8 good-tempered man.

Flowever, it was clear that he did not
want to stop and land his unwelcome
passenger on the bank—ior which the
captain of the Remove was duly thank-
ful. Ilo was, ot least, getting the lift
hie needoed.

Chug, chug, chugt

Wharton ghimpsed Loder of the Sixth
walking uT the towpath. He passed the
prefect half-way to Courtfield.

He saw Loder start and stare at him
and then break into a run. Wharton
laughed.  Loder was not much of a
gprinter, but the best sprinter at Grey-

friars would have kand ne chonce of
keeping up with the motor-boat. In a
couple of minutes Loder was out of
sight behind.

Wharton glanced at the man with the
black beard. The more he saw of that
mdividusl's face the lesa he liked it.
Tho brows were knitted in a dark frown
under the brim of the bowler hat, The
weuth was hard and sharp and hod a
cruel curve. Wharton could not help
wondering who and what the fellow was,
Certainly he did not look like one of
the scaside “trippers ” who came down
to Poepg in the summer months, and to
whom old Bonson generally let out that
boat. There was not the remotest sug-
gcstaqn of a holiday-maker about him.

udging him on his looks, the junior
would have szet him down as a “bad
hat ' of some sort, and he did not need
telling that the man had an evil temper.
But, whatever the man was, he was
taking no further notice of the Grey-
friars junior, and did not seem to care
a itraw whether he was in the boat or
0ok,

Wharton did not speak to him again,
He was glad enough to be disregarded.

The boat shot on up the river.

The

Courtfield bridge came in sight.
motor-boat slowed down at the steps
below the bridge: .

There was already @ bost” tied wvp
there. It wids the. rebels’ boat—or,
rather, Coker's hoat. : Johnny Bull was
seated in 16, The' other threes fellows
clear]f had landed and gone shopping.

Bull glanced round as the motor-boat
chug up and stared blankly at the
captain of the Remove on board.

harton waved a hand to him,

Tha black-bearded man shut off tha
engine at the steps, then he took note of
Wharton's existence again,
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“Got out 1" he snarled.
hartgn promptly got out.

TuIti_t;g no further notice of him, the
man tied up at the steps, picked up a
black leather bag, and jumped out.

He tzmg?ed away up the steps and
disappeared.

Harry Wharton gave him no thought.
Hs was glad to have done with him.
Ho ran to the Greyiriars boat.

“Johnny, old bean—-"

“What the thump—7"
Johnny Bull.

“Where are the aother fellows?” ex-
claimed Wharton breathlessly.

“Gone up to the shops,”

“How long ago?”

“About » quarier of an hour. What
lhﬂ____ll

“Loder was watching; he saw the
boat get off from the island,” said the
captain of the Remove tersely, “1 got
a lift here to warn you, Thank good-
ness 1 had the chanca | er's coming
up by the towpatk now—-="

“Ch, my hat1"”

"“They've got word at the-school lon
bofore this; they'll be. in Courtfield
I'll eut along to tip the fellows; you get
the boat back safe. Don’t lose a
second M .

“ But you—"" gasped Johnny Bull,

"We'll get back somehow, It's the
boat we've got to take care of, Get it
back to the island. Bharp’s the word I*

Wharton untied the painter while he
was speaking,  Johnny Bull nodded
and picked up an oar to shove off,

It was fortunate that he did not hesis
tate, for at that moment two sthietio
Bgures appeared at the top of the steps.

ingate and Gwynne glanced down,
and then came running down.

" Btop 1" reared Wingate.

Harry Wharton gave tha boat a des-
perate shove, and Johnny Bull fended
off with the par at the same moment.
It rocked awny from the steps. Wingate
and Gwynne tore down to the lowest
step, in the hope of grabbing it before it
was out of reach. For the moment they
did not heed Wharton, and he made the
best use of that moment. As the two
{-rei‘eﬂts grabbed after the recdeding Boat
Wharton dashed up the steps and ran,

“Bull, you young
panted Gwynnéd,

Johnny Bull was not likely to stop.
Wingate's hurried clutch missed the boat
by o foot or more, and the Greyfriara
captain had a narrow escape of pitching
into the river. Gwynne grabbed him by
the shoulder and dragged” him back.
The boat rocked farther out.

" Come- back I’* roarcd Wingata,

AJohnny Bull grinned,

“I'll watch it I"" he answered cheerily.

And he sat at the oars and pulled
away into the Sark. Standing on the
lowest step, the two Sixth Formers
glared after him. Glares, however, had
no effect on Johnny Bull. He pulled
away steadily, and the boat glided off,.
down the eurrent, The fellows m Court-
field had to take their chance. It was
Johnny Bull's business to save the boat
from capture—and that he did.

“The cheeky cung  spalpeen "
growled Gwynne. “Just a minute too
late, old man.”

“That young villain Wharton’s
hera * Wingale stared round, But
the " young villain ” had vanished,

“QOh, come on!” growled Gwynne.
“We've lost the boat—but we'll got that
young sweep Wharton, and the other
young rascals! Come on ¥

And the two prefects hurried up the
sleps apain, after Wharton,

exclaimed

rascal, stop[”
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

£ ALLOD, hello, halle 1
Bob Cherry, coming oub of
the Courtfield bun-shop, with
an enormous bundle under
one arm, almost ran into the captpin of
the Remaove, ]
He stopped in surprize, and stared at

.

“Oh, good!”
greatly relieved, .

This was rather luck, to mect so soon
one of the fellows he had come to warn,
Wharton had run up the High Street
from the bridge; but he had no doubt
that Wingate and Gwynne were not far

ind him,

“How the thump did you get here?”
exclaimed Bob. “ And why——"

“Danger ! said’ Wharton tersely.
“MNo time to talk—they're afier us—
prefocts——-"

“0h, my hat!™ :

“Where's Nugent and Smithy "

“Nugent's at Chunkley’s, and Smithy's

ne to the bank to get some money.
%ﬁ?& were going to mect at the boat——"

“Tha boat's gone back to the island—
just in time to save it!”  Wharton

round anxiously in the busy
f‘[ig‘h Street.  Wingate and Gwynne
were not to be seen for the moment.
“Wo can’t get back by the boat! We've
got 'Ei?hgﬂ ?Ht' of Courtfield, guick !
ere

“Mect at the old cak in.Oak Lane,
near Popper Court gate,” zaid Wherton,
“You scud along to Chunkley's and tip
Nugent. I'll cut across to the bank and
tell Smithy! So long as we get clear,
wo ean get back to the island an{neh?wv
later. (Getting clear now's the thing.’

“Right-ho 1"’ snid Bob, and he turned
and trotted up the High Street, with his
bundle. -

A minute later he &ibnpﬂﬁnmd in
the vast doorway of Chunkley's
Unirersal Stores,

Harry Wharton ran-across the street,
dodging the traffic,

Smithy had gone to the bank for
money, and there was only one bank at
Courtfield—the Courtfield and County—
whosa stona facade and granite steps
faced the bunshop, across the High
Sirect. ; .

That the Remove master of Greyfriars
had taken up his position on t
granite steps, to watch, half hidden by
one of the stone pillars there, Wharton,
of course, did not know.

" Anyhow, he would have had to chance
it, as the Bounder was, in those very
moments, in the bank building. Smithy,
the son of a millionaire, was one of the
very few fellows in the Greyiriars
Remove whe could go to the bank for
money when he needed it. Times were
changed since Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith
had kept his hs:réwt'ui gon short of cash
for his own gooed. Smithy was in high
favour with the City gentleman now,
which was rather fortunate for him, con-
sidering that he was now in_rebellion
ug&mst hia headmaster, and in danger
of getting “bunked "—a danger that he
shared with the other ringleaders of the
Remove rebellion.

exclaimed Wharton,

Wharton dedged & car, scudded round

a lorry, and whipped behind a farm
WAgon, tting acrozs the buzy High
Street, He was not losing & momont—
hot haste was necessary, with Wingate
and Gwynne somewhere in the offing.
Two or three other people were crossing,
and the junior, though his mind was
concentrated on his own affnirs, noticed
the man of the motor-boat. His hard
faco and black beard and moustache
were rather noticeable, With the black
pag 1n his hand, the slim man was eross.

ing the High Street, apparently heading
for the same building as Wharton.,
. He did not look at the Greyfriars
unior, And Wharton gave him no
ced, beyond observing that he was
there. .
They reached the pavement ountside
the benk salmost as the same moment.
They croszed it together, towards the
grenite steps, which were Hanked by
stone pillara. Between the pillars was
the entrance, with the swing doors, and
the man with the black bag hurried on
straight for the doors, pushed them
open, and paszed into the gank. o
‘Wﬁartﬂn would have done the same In
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GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

- By HAROLD SKINNER.

Na. 8—HENRY IfﬂAMUEL QUELCH,
.

{Masier of the Remove Form.)

Although Mr. Quelch has  been
forsaken by his unruly Form, he has
not been forgotten, as witness this week's
clever cartoon by our lightning artist.

When Qualchy points and glares at you,
His finger seems &80 long and wida,
His gimiet eyes bhore through and through

Your figurs to the other aide.

You shake and shiver as In pain,
And all your bones ars double-
jointed ;
You think you'ra bound to get the cane
{And are not olten disappointed !}

another moment; but in that moment a
hand fell on his shoulder.

- He gave & gasp, and stared round.
Hpe jerked instinetively to get away; but
the grasp on his shoulder closed like a
vige.

“0Oh, my hat! Queleh ! gasped the
captain of the Hemove,

. ¢ was Mr. Quelch who had grasped

1.

The Remove master, watching fthe
rtract for stray rebels, had seen his head
boy crossing; he had not had long to
waik, Sceing that Wharton was comming
across to the bank, Mr, Quelch guietly
waited for him to arrive, and ﬁii{)ped
out from the pillar and grasped his
shoulder just as he was about to go in
at the door. It was quite an easy
capiure,

7

*] have found you, Wharton ! zaid
Mr. Quelch.

“QOh!” gasped Wharton. :

Mr. Quelch's face was severe; but it
did not look angry. He was doing his
duty as a Form-master, and carrying out
the instructions of his chief. But, in his
heart of hearts, Quelch did not condemn
his Form for standing by a fellow they
believed to be innocent, and whose guils
Quelech himself very strongly doubted.
But, though he was not angry, Mr.
’Que’ich was quite determined, and his
grazp on his head boy's shoulder was
not to be denied,

“Let me go, sir ! ted Wharton,

“You sre aware, Wharton, that I can
do nothing of the kind,” said Mr.
Quelch coldly. “I am here to take you
back to Greyfriars.”

Wharton breathed hard.

“1 can't go, sir!” .

“¥ou will certainly come with me,
Wharton! I trust,” said Mr. Quelch
icily, “that you are not thinking of
resisting vour Form-master 7

Wharton was not thinking of that.
o was in rebellion. Ho had handled
Sixth Form prefects freely enough. DBut
raising his hand agseinst his Form-
master wa2 hardly to be thought of. At
the same time, he was quite resolved not
to ba marched back to the sehool.

“YWhere are tho others, Wharton ™
asked Mr., Quelch, “I understand that
s number of you came up from the
island this morning.”

Wharton did not answer.

Ha had little doubt that Bob Cherry
and Frank Nugent would get clear. But
Bmithy was actuslly in the bank—might
be ecoming out at any moment. If he
came out while Queleh was there—

“Will you answer me, Wharton |

“I ean’t tell you anything, sir,” said
Harry, “and I ean’t go back to Grey-
friars with you.”

“You will have ne choice about that,
Wharton, No doubt Wingate and
Gwynne will find the others, I shall
take you to the car, and leave you in
charge of the chauffeur for the present.

Come 1
Wharton set his teeth., Mr, Quelch
was pulling at his shoulder. He could

have struck his hand away, and made a
run for it; but that was unthinkable,

“Look here, sir!” he panted. “Let
me go! If it was a prefect collarved me,
I'd mg}ke a Bght for it, as you know,

Mr, Quelch smiled faintly.

“1 am gled to see, Wharton, that yon
have not lost all respect for your Form-
master,” he said.

“We all respect vou as much as ever,
sir, and the Head, too!” said Harry.
“But we think we're bound to stand by
Iunter. We beliove that you think the -
same &3 we do, sir—it was some other
fellow who chucked the ink over Pront,
though nc-l:rml]*,; krnows who it was, It's
beeause we knew you believed that
Dunter never did it, that we made up
our minds to stand by him.”

Mr. Quelch coloured o little,

“You are making me a party to your
recbellion by that statement, YWharton ¥
he said sternly.

“L can't help it, sir! You're our
Form-master, and what you believe is
good enough for us!” saild the captain
of the Remove.

The Remove master bit his lip with
vexalion.

“1 cannot discuss this with

i L)%
Wharton! Come with me at once !;ir ho
rapped,  “ You will surely not compel

me o use force here, m public?¥
Before Wharton could answer, the
swing doors of the bank opened, and the
Dounder came out, Herbert YVernon-
Smith stared in utter astonishment at
Tue Masyer Lisaany.—No. 1,380,
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the sight of hia Form-mnaster Emspiﬂ
Wharten by the shoulder on the ban
slopa.

“ Hook 1t, S8mithy ¥ shouted Wharton,
as ho sighted the Dounder. “Cut!”

* Vernon-Bmith—stop I rapped Me.
Queleh. :

He drew Wharton sfter him, as he
stepped towards the Bounder, his left
hand outstretched to grasp him,

Ha

Vernon-8miih did not * hook " it.
jumped bock away from the Form-
master’s grasp, but did not cut.

“Hook 1t 1" repeated Wharton, “IHe's
got me! Hook it, you fool I*

“MNo fear! We'll handle him
topether I answered  Smithy  coolly.
“Let him go, sir—let him go at once !
Wao're not standin’ for this ™

" Vernan-Smith, if you dare——-"

“"ILet him go!™ shaouted the Bounder,
vlenching his hands, bis eves blazing.

“8mithy, vou mad idiot!” panted
Wharton, “(let away! If you dare lift
vour hand te Mr, Quelch FPll knock
vou spinning

“You fool [

“*Cut, I tell you ! roared Wharton.

What would have followed can never
I said. For at that moment there
cama, from the interior of the bank, a
suiden report of a fircarm.

Bang |

From the silence of the bunilding tha
report rang like o clap of thunder., It
was followed by a loud and terrvible ery.

— p—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up at Courtlleld!

ANG
B It was a second shot |

Loud eries, shouts, howls of

stgrtlc:l amazeiment camo from

the interior of the building, and &
seurrying of footsteps.

“"What the thump—" yelled Smithy.

" What—"" gasped Wharton.

Mr. Queleh swung round towards the
hank doorway, relensing Wharton's
shoulder without even noticing what he
was doing. Two erashing pistol-shots in
the bank and cries of alarm told of
tragedy. ]

“Goodness gracious ' stuttered the
Nemove master. “ What—what—what 13
happening "

Wharton, releazed, could Liave darted
avway. DBut he did not stir. Hizs eves
were on the swinge doors of the bank.

“It's a hold-up 1" he panted.

“By pad! A bank lLoldup!" velled
the Bounder. “By pad! Ob, look
ont 1"

Tha doors flew epen, and a man
darted out.

It was the black-bearvded man of the
wmotor-boat.

Wharton stared at him, =pellbound,
a5 he eame.

The facao bad seomed ta him hard ancd
vvil before, Now it looked almost like
ithe face of a wild animal.

The brow was knitted, the shifty eves
glittering, the hard mouth set in a fight
line, the nppoer ]ip drawn boack, -El'l{,]'l.‘l‘l!}g
tho teeth in o snarl,

The black bag was clutched in the
man's lelt hand. In his right was an
autamatic pistol. The trio on the steps
cdid not need telling whe was the man
wha had fired tho two shots in the bank.
T'hiz was thoe man |

e came ont like a flash; bnt BAr
Queleh, grasping the sitbation, made s
prab at him. The barrel of the pistol
struck his arm aside, and the Remove
master staggered back, with a oy of
patn.

The man leaped down the steps.

Tug Magxer LIBRART.—Nao. 1,380,

erom the bank came shouts, yells,
eries, The building was in s wild
uproar behind the escaping thief.

With a single leap, the shm man
tleared the steps and landed on the
pavement. There he thrust the pistol
out of sight into a pocket. Another
instant, and he would bave been
running.

In that instant the Bounder leaped.

Smithy was the man to act swiltly,
and fear had been entirely left out of
the Bounder’s composition, I the rascal
had noticed the schoolboys at all, e had
not  apprehended danger from them.
But it was from them the danger came.
The Bounder, leaping, crashed into his
back, and sent him stapgering across the
pavement to the very edge.

The shock of the collision sent Smithy

regling over. The black-bearded man,
staggering on the edge of the pavement,
made frantic efforts to recover his
balance, but failed. He stumbled over
and fell into the road,
Harry Wharton raced down the steps.
Mr. Quelch, clasping a bruised right
arm with his left hand, stared after him,
almost dazed,

Wharton was not thinking of him or
of escaping, ¥is own alfairs were
blotted from his mind now. A man had
been fired on in the bank, wounded,
perhaps killed, and-the bank robber was
escaping with his ﬁ}undar. That was
enough for Harry Wharton to think of
for the moment. The Bounder had
been swiftest to act, but the captain of
the Remove was not far behind him.

While Vernon-8mith was scrambling
to his feet Harry Wharton passed him,
raving across the pavement towards the
black-bearded man who had fallen in
the road.

But the man was on his feet again
and running.

Ha ran like a deer.

There were shouts, yells, howls, from
a dozen people in the street, startled by
the shots that had rung out from the
hank.

A constable, secing & man running,
leaped into the wey. He Eélll‘n over the
next second, crashing, and the black-
bearded man tore on, and vanished
the traflic of the High Street.

“After him!” yelled the Bounder.
“Wharton, this way 1"

Smithy ran into the road, and joined
the excited crowd slready starting in
confused pursuit of the bank robber.

'ir‘llfhurtc-n did not heed the Bounder's
call.

The bank robber was running for the
bridge, with such a start and at such
ia..lnann that pursuit was minutes behind
1m.,

Minutes or moments were cnough for
him, as Wharton knew: he had not for-
gotten the motor-boat tied up at the
steps under the bridge.

He knew now why the man with the
black beard had iired ald Benson's
motor-boat and eomo up the Sark in it
that morning.

It lay ready for him at the steps by
the river, and, swift as the alarm had
been, he had time to reach it ahead
of pursuit. The Bounder had delayed
him, but only for a moment.

Wharten did not follow up the street
to the bridge.

There waz an alley beside the bun-
shep that led dewn to the river, as the
Greyivars juntor knew, but as the bank
robber, a stranger in the town, natur-
ally did not bknow.

Wharton was across the street in a
flash, and darting down the alley to
the river,

H1is wlea was to geb to the steps ahead
of the fugitive and get the motor-boat
out of his reach.

n
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Fast as thoe desperate man ran,
Wharton had ample time to get shead
of him, for the short cut by the alley
wag half the distance.

The captain of the Remove went down
th-a.tha]]ey as if he were oo the cinder
path.

He dashed out on the wharf at the
end and ran along it to the steps by
the bridge.

From above came a roar of vaices, a
trampling of feet, and the sound of a
sharp, ringing shot. The hold-up man

fired back at the shouting crowd
to check the chase.
_But nobody was yet in sight at the
river steps. The black-bearded man
had not got there yet.

Wharton leaped at the maotor-boat.

. In an instant he tore loose the moor-
ings, and with all the strength of »
sinewy arm sent the craft shooting out
mto the river.

It spun away from the steps, turned
in the current, and floated out into the
middle of the Sark, drifting down-
stream.

In & twinkling it was far beyond
reach.

Wharton panted.

He had cut off the escape of the hank
thief. Only he could have done it, for
only he knew that the man had a motor-
boat ready at the steps.

But he bhad to think of his safety
now. In a matter of reconds s des-
perate wreteh would be racing down the
steps, mutomatic in hand, to hnd ' his
escape cut off.

Wharton ran back to the wharf,

Hea dropped into cover behind a stack
of bricks, landed there by some barge
that had come up the river in tﬁa
INOring.

There he lay out of sight, panting
for breath, his heart throbbing in great
Ehmhs, perspiration streaming down his
Boe,

Ha was a dozen vards from the steps
that led down to the river. He listened.

There was & pattering of footfalls, and
he knew that the man was running down
the steps. From above, from the bridge
and the High Street, came a roar of

yoices.

Bang |

The roffian had fired again, at faces
staring after him down the steps. The
faces vanished promptly.

Wharton, out of sight, with thumping
heart, listened.

“Blue blazes "

He heard the vell of rage from the
hold-up man as he found that the motor-
boat was gona.

Wharton could imagine the scoundrel's
feelings at that moment. Btanding on
tha lowest step, with the water at his
feet, the ruffian stared at the empty
space where the boat had been. g-[u
stared out on the rolling river, and
glimpsed tha motor-boat, far out in the
middle of the stream, floating away
down the Sark. The Greyiriars junior
ventured to r round the corner of
the stack of bricks. He saw tho man
glaring out on the river, with the rage
of a demon in his hard, evil face.

He saw him thrust the automatic info
his pocket and stare up the steps, ot
ihe top of which faces were again look-
ing down. Then the raseal turned to
the water again, and Wharton guessed
his thought of plunging in and making
a frantic attempt to swim after the
meotor-boat and c¢lamber in. There was
ne chanece, and Wharton knew it
and evidently the black-bearded man
roalizod 1t. s

Already, [rom above the bridge, a
boat wes pulling down under the arch
from the boathouse there, and & police-
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From the bank eame shouts, yells and cries, as the bandit, with a single leap, ¢leared the !':-i&
Another instant, and the thief would have been running,

But in that instant, Vernon-Smith acted.
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and landed on the pavement,
Lowering his head,

he leaped forward, crashed into the man’s back, and sent him staggering across the pavement |

man's helmet gleamed in it. And men
wers coming down the steps, at the head
of them Inspector Girimes, of Courtfield.
Like a trapped wild beast, the black-
bearded man stood, glering; then,
making up his mind suddenly, he came
running along the wharf, and tore along
it and disappeared on the towpath.

Wharton lenped to his feet. Ie had
a glimpse of the man as he ran, then
the rascal was gone, running down the
bank of the Bark for his life.

“After him!” It was Inspector
Grimes' roar. “There he is—after him !
Follow me ™ .

The Eiump inspector came charging
along the wharf, After him came &
crowd shouting. They eswept past
Wharton as he stood by the stack of
bricks, and went rearing down the tow-
path, on the track of the bank robber,

“Smithy " shouwted Wharton, The
Bounder of Grayfriars was running with
the mob. He chiecked, and stared round.

“This way, Smithy!” c¢alled out
Wharton.

He joined the Bounder.

“ Come onl' rapped Vernon-Smith.

Wharton eaupht hia arm.

“Fathead ! here's enough of them
after that sportsman without us! This
is our chance to get clear!”

The Bounder hesitated and nodded
reluctantly. The excitement of the
chasa had a strong appeal for him. But
there were forty or hfty men runm
snd roaring after Inspector Grimes, uﬁ
certainly  the schoolboys were mot
wantod.

“"Hea had a8 motor-boat here,” panted

Wharton, "I eut down by tha slley,
and sent it adrift—"

“Oh, my hat! How did you
know b

“1 got & lift from him, up the river,
this moerning!” Wharton grinned

Lbreathlessly, “Coma on—I'll tell yeu
as we gol We've got to pick up the
other fellows in Oak Lane.”

The roar of the chase died away down
the river. Whether Mr. Quelch, and
Wingate and Gwyone were still looking
for themn, Wharton and Bmithy never
knew. In o few minutes they were out
on the open of Courtheld Common, and
zafe from capture.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Chase!

i SAY, you fellows, there's the
H boat |
Billy Bunter blinked up the

river from tho landing-place on
Popper's Island. A crowd of Remove
fellows were Lhere, all looking in the
same direction, Bunter’s announce-
ment  was hardly needed as most of
them had spotted the returning boat
befora the short-sighted Owl of tha
Kemove,

“(Go hon!” remarked Peter Todd.

“You don't say so!™ snorted Bolsover
major. )

““Yes, it's the boat!” said Bunier,
blinking. “I know that bLoeat! It's
Coker's boat all right! But I ean’t see
the fellows in it! Only one chap—EBob
Cherry, I think, or Smithy.”’

“It's Johnny Bull, fathead, and he's
bringing the boat back,” said Peter.
“Whavton must have tipped him, and

one intp town to tip the other fellows,
Well, the boat’s all right, anvhow.”

“THut they bhaven't had time for any
shopping ¥ said Bunter. “Bull can’t
be Eringing the grub back in the boat.”

“1 guess that's a cinch!” remarked
Fisher T. Iish. * Say, fat boy, did you
work that out in your head?”

“Beast! I szay, vou fellows, we're
etting fearfully short of grubh™ saud
unter. “There's no jam—"'

“Oh, dry up!™

*And no marmalade—""

*Give us a rest.™

“And no cakes 3

“Chuck it Y shrieked Peter. Llo waz
anxious sbout the Fellows in Courtfield,
and was not bothering aboub jam, or
matmalade, or even cake,

“And no tarts—not & single tart.”
pursued Bunter, naturally keeping ta
the more important matter. “It's davs
since I've tasted a tart, Peter”

" Awlul ¥ said Lord Mauleverer.

“Not even a bit of jom roll left!”
gaid Bunter, almost teariully. i |
finished the last bLit yesierday!”

"I ogive you s roll,Y said Peler.
“Not a jam one—but & roll, anviow."
And he grasped the Owl of the Hemove
by the shoulders, and Bunter rolled in
the grazs, bumping.

“‘&'hmp [+ yogred Dunter.  “ Deast!
Leggo! Wharrer wyou think »ou're
dﬂil‘l%, vou silly idiot? Yarcoph!™

M Now shot up !” gasped Peter, having
given Bunter & roll=—quite an encrgetic
roll, which nearly landed him in the
river. DBunter lay and spluttered,

“Wrergegh! Beast! Wuorrggh !

Unheeding, Feter went to lend a
hand in pulling in the boat, which
Johnny Bull had now brought to the
landing-place. The two keepers, Joyes
and Wilson, were still on the banl,
leaning against a tree there, and watch-
ing. n%‘hu bogt was made fast, and
Johnny stepped ashore.

“Where arc the other fellows?" askcd
Hazeldene,

“Somewhere in Courtficld,” answered
Johnny Bull. “Wharton cut off to tip
them: he fold me to bring the hoot
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back, and here it is.  Wingsate and
Uiwynne jolly nearly grabbed it—but
not quite.”

“Bee anything of Loder?"”

“ Passed him, trotting up the towpath,
He glared st me as ftanm by,™ saud
Johnny Bull, eheervfully., " He's not at
Courtficld e, But  there's prefeets
rooting in Courthicld, and the fellows
there will have to dodge. I hope they'll
goet throupgh all right.”

“They ean't got back here, if they
do ! vemarvked Wibley, “Fhere's those
two lighters still on the bank.”

“If they zhow up, we can go over in
the boat and ]l.'ml thein s hand, now
we've got the boat back [ snid Peter
Todd, “We can handle a couple of
keepers—a dozen of us can get across in
the boat.'’

“Raght '™ assented Johnny Bull,

JAnd the rebels of Greyfriars con-
tinued to wateh the river and the bank,
anxions to sco something of their miss-
ing compades,

“Hallo, theve's Toder!”
Mark Linley suddenly.

“Looks as if he's in o hurry ! said
Peter, “What the Jickens—"

Loder whe had disappesred up  the
towpath towards Courthicld some time
ago, swchdenly reappeared in sight, He
was coming baeck, for what reason the
rebels could not guess, and still  less
could they guess why he was coming at
frantic speed. But he was! He was
vanning as if for his lifo. They stared
at him in wonder.

I’ osny that guy's burning
wind 1" remarked Fishor T. Fish.

" What on earth——"" exclaimed Tom
Yrown.,

“Oh, my hat! FLook!” gasped Peter
Todd, *“Hiz tile's gone, and he's not
stopping for it! What the thump—=>

“He  looks . scared!”  said Lord
Muuleverer, “By gad, what—" -

In sheer wonder, the juniors gazed
across nt Loder of the Sixth as he came
traring along the towpath, His straw
hat flew off and dropped behind him,
hut he did not stop to pick it up.
Dreathing in great gasps, with perspirn-
tion streaming down lis face, Loder ran
as if he was pursued by & mad bull.
Wha or what could be pursning him on
ihe towpath by the ?ll:—iet. Sark wasz g
deep mystery.  Buot that Gerald Loder
;uﬁ badly scared, one glance at him
old.

. e charged on madly, and eame pant-
ing and gasping along the bank, oppe-
site the island.  The twe keepers, loans
ing on the tree there, sighted him, and
stared, and started out into the path,
But Loder did not step. Ha did net
speak—his  breath probably runming
thort, Ho charged on. leaving the two
men in velveterns and goiters staring
after him blankly,

“Bomething’s scared him ! said Laord
Maunleverer. “But what——"’

“Oh, look 1" roared Squiff.

Down the bank, the way Loder. had
come, appeered another running fgure,
coming round the curve of the river,
It was a slim, dark man with a black
beard and moustache, with hat jammed
tight en hiz head. His left hand
grasped a small black bag, In his right
was something that gleamed bluish in
the sunshine, Tt was an  automatic
pistol.  The schoolbays stared at him
spellbound,

They knew now what had  scared
Loder of the Rixth, and why he was
running so Jesperately. It was really
rnongh to seare any fellow, when, wallk-
g up the peaccful bank of a country
sireany, he met a  desperate-looking
fugitive with an automatic in his hand
and morderans: feroeity blazing io his
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exelnimed

the

eves, Loder, evidently, had turned tail
and szcudded at the {%rst‘r zight of that
desperate  fugitive coming down  the
river. Loder was vanishing in the dis-
tance down the stream as the bank
robber came in sight of the juniors on
the island, Peter Todd gave a vell,

" That's the man in the motoy-boat!”

“By gum, the man Wharton got a
lift from ! exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“But what the thump—"* '

“That was sure a gun in his grip!”
gasped Wisher 1. Fish, and Fishy made
a backward jump and disappeared into
the island trees, Perhaps IFishy fancied
that the “gun ™ might go off !

But the black-bearded man did not

lance at the island. He ran on like a

are. And now, from the bend up the
river, came & roar-—distant as yet, but
growing nearcer and louder. It was the
roar of the chase.

Y Bomebody’s after him ™ exclaimed
Hazeldene,

“A crowd of them, I should say s

Joyee and Wilson stared at the bank
robber. He saw them at  the same
moment and threw up his antematie to
a level, They were standing in his way,
and the wreteh who had shot a man in
the bank for the sake of the plunder
crammed into his black bag, was not
likely to stick at much in effecting his
CECRP,

Bang |

The bullet Aew wide,-as perhaps the
hank robber intended 1t to do, thougi
there could have been little doubt that
he would have uwsed that deadly weapon
in carncst had the keepers attempted
to stop lam,

But the roar of the automatie, and
the bullet whizzing past their hecads,
sufficed for Joyee anlf Wilson. Thaey
t:lmm:i back out of the path as if maved

¥ the same spring without waiting for
a second shot.

In another moment the running man
was by, and going at a tervific burst of
specd down the river,

“Here they come ™
Bull.

“Old Grimoes—>

"And half Courtfield—*"

Plump Inspector Grimes was going
strong.  He streamed with perspira-
tion; his official cap was cocked side-
ways; he gasped and panted; he puffed
and he blew. But he was putting on a
very creditoble speed, and was still in
the lead of the chaze. The schoolboys
gave him a cheer as he went charging
past the island,

“Go it, Grimey I

“Put it on!”

“Mind you don’t burst!™

“Hurrah t”

“Bravo, Grimey I

If Mr. Grimes heard, he did noet heod.
He looked neither to the right nor te
the left as he charged on breathlessly.

Behind him came a running crowd.
Two or three policemen led, and after
them camo all sorts and conditions of
the citizens of Courtfield. Shouting and
yelling they swept past under the star-
ing eyes of the schoolboys on the island,
and the two keepers joined the crowd,
and went rumning with them. The
whola swarm disappeared from the eyes
of the garrison of Popper's Island,

“Well, my hat " gasped Peter Todd.

“Something’s happened in Courtfield

this morning.”
“Looks like it,” grinned Squiff,

roared Johnny

“Bank hold-up or something of the
kind,” said Mark Linley, “My hat!
No wonder Loder scmtcf when he saw

that sportsman coming.”

“Tho wonderfulness is not terrifie!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh®
“Tha esteemed Yoder did not let ﬁla

THE MAGNET

?ﬁul‘d grass grow under his ridiculous
opt M = 2

“And thai’s the man Wharton bagged
a lift from,” said Johnny Bull, witg B
dmIp breath. “I thought he looked
rather a tongh wut. T suppose we shail
hear all about it when tﬁl: fellows got
back.™

Down the river, in the direction of
Creyfriars, the running erowd had dis-
appeared, and the roar of veices died
away in the distance,

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sir Hilton Popper Caiches a Tartarl

i ALLO, hallo, hallo!®

H “Here wo are!”

Bob Cherry and Frank

Nugent were waiting at tha
old oak in Oak Lane when Harry
Wharton and the Bounder arrived across
the sunny common. Both of them had
big bundles, Wharton and S8mithy, who
had kept on the trot, arrived rather
breathlossly at the rendezvous,

** All serene ! said Bob, with a cheery
grim.  “I rooted out Franky in
Chunkley's Stores, and we hit the joll
old open spaces at once. We haven't
finished shopping; but we've got a Jot
of stuff, Did you Bnd Smithy at the
bank #*

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes; ond a hold-up man, teo,” he
answered.  “There's been & terrifio
shindy in Courtfield.” .

“1 fancied something was on,” said
Frank Nugent. * There's been a regu-
lar hullabalog from the direction of the
river.” He made & gesture along the
lane which led down to the towpath on
the Sark. “A mob went hi the end of
this lane a little while back——"

“The bank robber scooted by the tow-

ath,” zaid Harry. *“Grimey was after

im with a crowd. He shot a man at
tho banlk.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob. “I hope
they'll get him,”

“8ura to, I think,” said Harry. “Hae
Flanm.-d to get away in 8 motor-boat he
Ieft ot the bridge steps, but it was miss-
ing when he wanted it. He can hardly
get clear with that swarm on his track.”

Wharton and the Bounder rested on
the fence by the lane, while their com-
rades were told of the thrilling happen-
ings in Courtfield. They kept a wary
oye ﬂé}en, but thers was no aign of Mr,
Q‘tucrir: or Wingate or Gwynne on tho
common, Ng doubt they were still
combing Courtfield for the juniors, i
they had not given up the: qguest and
gone back to Cireyfriars,

But the juniors did not sllow many
minutes to pass. It was ncocessary to
g*cl-.]{lq}m:k to DPopper's Island—if they
could.

“Johnny's got back with the hoat
long before this,” said Harry., “If the
coast's clear the fellows can fetch us
across. But two of 8ir Hilten Popper's
Eeepers were watching on the Enn]t

when I left.”

“That's all right,” said Smithy,
“There's four of us. We can tip two
keepers into the water if they barge in.
Come on 1"

“We might find more than two, fat-
head, We've got to be careful,” said
the captain of the Remove, “We'll
cut through Popper Court Weods, and
keep in eover till we see whether the
coast's clear at the island.”

“{Come on, then!”

The juniors crossod the lane, and
clamberad over the fence on the other
side. Popper Court Woods lay between
them and the island in the river from
Oak Lane. It was a short eut back, and
in the thick weoods there was ample
cover, It was true that Sir Hilton
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Pﬂ[[.:rlpar had a strong objection fo un-
suthoriscd persons orossing his woods
and had taken it upon himself to close
up several ancient rights-of-way. ' ‘But
as they were making so free with Sir
Hilton's Island, no doubt the Grey-
friars rebels considered that they might
maks as free with his woods. ﬁhuw,
climbed the fence, and starg but

the ]

wit{ wary eoyes open for keepers.
Rights-of-way  undoubtedly eyﬁfed
though denied by the autocratic old

tha

baronet. But that would not halji th
elty

rebels if they were collared by
men 1n velveteens,

Halfway across Sir Hilton Popper's
estate they reached a "ride,” shaded
by magnificent beeches. Before: step-
ping out into the open Harry Wharton
glanced up and down the ride.

Ho drew his hoad back very quickly.
_ Walking down the ride from tha
direction of the mansion, in dis-
tance, was a tall and angular gentle-
man with an cyeglass gleaming in his
eye, and a riding-whip under his arm.

ad the juniors emerged from the trees
they would havae emerged fairly onder
the eyes of Bir Hilton Popper.

“Keep cloza!™ breathed Wharton.

* What—"

“0ld Popper "

lf{}‘h' m? E-t- 1.11-

“We could tip him over,” suggested
the Bounder.

*“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said the cap-
tain t:rf the Remove, * What's the good
of asking for trouble? Koep close, and
let him pass.”

The Bounder grunted, but he assented.
The four juniors kept elose among the
beeches as the heavy footsteps of the
lord of I:"::rpﬁe:r Court came along the
ricde. Bir Hilten had caught a cold
after his visit to thoe island to deal with
the rebels there—he had got rather wet.
Now, it secmed, he was up and about

And he did not lock good-

again. i
The frown on his face, and

tempered.

the riding-whip under his arm, made.

even the reckless Bounder.realise that
it was only prudent to keep out of sight
and let him pass unsuspeeting,

Patter, patter, patter! '

There was a sudden lbeat of running
footsteps on the ride in the direction
opposite to that from which Sir Hilton
was goming. ,

Someone wos coming up that path at
& TUN.

Sir Hilton Popper heard the sounds
of running feet at the same moment as
tha hidden juniors., He came to a halt
within & few yards of them, and stared
elong tha ride, his brow da.rki‘s:nin%: at
the man who was running towarda him
The juniors heard him give an angry
grunt.

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Wharton, as
he peered from the trees, and sightcd
the man who was coming.

It waz & shm, dark, black-bearded

man, with a emall black bag 1n las
hand.

“The hold-up man!" hissed the
Bounder.

“Oh erumbs ! murmured Bob.

Evidently the fuf;itire had turned off
the towpnth, and dodged inte the
woods., He ecemed to have eluded his
numerous pursuers by so doing, for the
juniors could hear no sound of a chase.

he man looked more evil and desper-
ate than when Wharton hed seen him
last. His hat was askew, his hair rough
and untidy from the wind; his clothes
wera dusty, his face red with exertion
and clotted with perspiration. He was
evidently fatigued, and, though he was
running, his pace was not rapid. A
fierce and savage look came over his
face at the sight of the baronet.

Sir Hilton Popper strode directly in
his path. Hiz riding-whip was in his

Il

hand now, and he waved it imperiously.
“Stop!” he barked. “'Who are you?
What are you doing in my woods?
Trespassing, by Jovel! What—what?
Don't deny 181 Trespassing, by gad '’
The runming man stopped, breathing
in gasps, -
he juniors, unseen Ly ecither of the
two men in the broad ride, lopked om
Lreathlessly. ]
Thﬂt{; knew, if Sir Hilton Popper did
nok, that the black-bearded man had
sn sutomatic, and was ready to usp
if, a3 he had olready wused 1t in the
Courtfield Bank and during the chase
along the river. The same thought was
in the mind of all four of the juntors.
They would have boen glad to m}lur the
scoundrel and hold him for justice. Bot
to rush across an open space at o
desperate man wilth a deadly frearm i
hiz hand was rather too doubtful a
proposition. That the .ruffian wounld
ghoot, 1f attacked, was certain.

But tho old baronet, guite unaware
that he was dealing with a desperate
crook, loaded with plunder, hunted for
his liberty, and perbaps for his life
planted himself in the man's path,
angry, imperious, and unrensonable. To
Sir Hilton's eyes, thia man wasz o
cheeky trespasser, taking a shork out
through his estate. That roused the
deep ire of the testy lord of Popper
Court. . . )

The man stopd panting, gasping, his
eves glittering in o way that might have
warned Sir Hilton_of danger, had he
been observant. He did not answer,
having no breath to waste in speech, but
the juniors, looking st him, read the
ferocity in his face and guessed that he
was uncertain whether fo waste a few
moments on the old fool before him or
to shoot him down and run. And they
breathed hard, knowing that if the

- (Continued on nexd page.)
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foolish old baronet’s life was threat-
encdd they had to ge to his  help,
auioniatie oFf no auntcmmatic,

“Answer ime " lhooted Sir  Hilton,
puzeled and irritated by the man’'s

silence, and by his dogged, zavage look.
U Who are you?  Why are von here?
What? Trespassing! Don't dare 1o
vontradict me! What 7

" Lot mie pass

The man's voies trembled with breath-
lesspess, Lut he tried to speak ealmly.

"1 will not let you pass ! roared Sir
Hilton. “ Do vou fancy, mwy man, that
I shall allow you to* make free of
my park? I have a great mind to give
you info cistady for trespass ! By Jove,

vos,  Stamd where vou are. Don’t- dare
to pass me. By gad 17

“"The old fool!” whispered the
Fomder. “Can’t he =zee the man's

desperate T Can't he see anything 7 The
vld wdiot I

Bir  Hilton, evidently, ecould =ee
nothing, except thé fact that his land
had been trespassed upen. That was
enoipl for the lord of Popper (Court.

Harry Wharton clenched his hands.
]":\PI'}' niknent he expected to see the
automatic fash wnto view, Buot the hald-
upr man was controlling himself,

Desperate ag he was, he did not want,

{0 shoot i he could help 1it. He knew,
100, that a shot ringing through the
wonds wonld reach the ears of the
gwarn of pursuers honting him along
the river and bring them on his track
wgnin,

He backed away a few steps, and side-
wlopped, sepking to cirele round the
baronet. 32w Hilton promptly barged
info his paitn egain, brondishing ghis
ruding-whip,

“Btop ™ he roared.
attempt to pazs me! By gad! Stand
back ! Do vou hear me?  Stond back ™

The black-bearded man’s hand shipped
it his pocket. The watehing jumors
knew for what!

MWe've got lo chip in!" breathed
Wharton,

“EHold on! nmttered DPab Cherry.
He groped in lis bundle and jerked ou
u tin of pineapple.
~ Standing clear of the beech, he lifted
it ol took abm, '

"road Y omuttered Nugent.,

“Tasy to get bim fram here, if he
puils ont that gun ! whispered Dob.
" Harey Wharton nodded.

“Will you let me pass?” The man's
voive was thick. He cast a hunred look
aver his shoulder and then fixed his
gleaming eves on the baronet again. 1
warn you to let me pass !”

Blind to danger—blind, as wsual, to
cvorvihing hut Lis own tranzcendent im-
poriance, Bir Hilron snorted.

“I ghall da nothing of the Kind ¥ he
yoared o owill walk back the WOy
vou lave come, you trespassing vaga-
boned, and I shall see vou ofl my land !
Do vonr think my estate iz the publie
higlhway, by gad? Go back at once, do
you hear e i

Tha wian  langhed—a  low, bitler,
eavage lawgh, that was not pood to hear.
Sar Hilton did not know that he was
badiling a flecine ertiminal wallk back
mio 1he hands of hiz pursuers.

The h:rul.-.? enme out of the packet, the
autoimale o,

“Brand aspile, vou old fool ! barked
tive block-Leacded man.  “Siand aside,
‘_‘rr_'_’.

Wilite !

tUraeh !

A whizeing 1in of pineapide, hard
ﬂl:‘.l ]Il-\'"."l :'-:'. l.'rilf"ihf\"t] 1Tl Illl;_." L'I':LI'I |-: ]'EII'?}JE"L'Q
var, aiul he stagrered and fell head-
longe da the eartl,
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“Don’t dare o

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In Deadly Peril!

IR IHILTON POPPER
% transfized.
Bang |

Tha sutomatic roared, as the
man went over, the bullet flying away
among the trectops over the ride.

That erashing blow on the side of the
haad had taken the bank-robber ntterly
}.13 lsm'priﬁa. Heo sprawled over help-
casly.

“Come on!™ hissed the Bounder.

He rushed out of the trees.

Wharton and Bob Cherry and Nugent
rushed after him.

To get hold of the sprawling man and
grab that deadly weapon away from
him before he had time to recover, and
use it, was the idea in their minds. It
was a terrible risk, but thev had a
chance, as the black-bearded man
sprawled in the ride, dazed by the blow.

“"Good gad!” stuttered SBir Hilton
Popper dizzily, * Who—what—— Good
gad ! What—"

Taking no heed of the amazed baronet,
the juntors rushed across, straight at
the bank-robber. The Bounder was the
first, reachi him swiftly, and grab-
Lbing at hiz right arm.

Bang 1

The automatic barked again, the
hullet going into space. The man was
nitexrly reckless mow, and there was
murder in his savage face.

“Quick I panted Smithy.

He reeled away the next second, as
the bank robber's left hand, clenched
Itke a lump of iron, struck him. Ha
released hiz hold on the raseal’s arm as
he staggered back. ;

The gb%ack-bearded man leaped to his
feet with the activity of a cat. Wharton,
MNugent, and Bob Cherry were almost
upon  him.  But they stopped as the
munzzle of the automatic rose and was
thrust mlimost mto their faces.

It was fortunate that they ﬂtﬂp)l'reﬂ.
far in another second a stream of bullets
would have swept from that deadly
weapon, But as they stopped, the man
sprang back, the sutomatic still cimed
at them. For o fearful instant it seemed
hat he was going to fire, and every life
there was at hiz mercy. But he held his
han+d, as he was not attacked.

“Back ! he snarled.

Panting, the juniors held back. The
Bounder panted with rage. But though
Smithy was reckless, he was not reck-
less enowgh to rush at certain death.

“Good gad " gurgled Sir Hilton.

It seemod like a mipghtmars t6 the
lord of Pnil‘npm' Court. He scemed hardly
able to believe what was passing under
his evos,

Tha  Mack-bearded man  backed
farther away, still with hiz weapon
aimed.  He did not speak, but his
savape, snarling look was more eloquent
than woyds. It was onlv for his own
sake that he was not firing. But he
would have fired had a single step been
inken fowards him.

Racking to a hittle distance, he made
2 move o pass on up the ririe, Then
the dazed Sir Hilton woke io life.

“ Beoundrel 1 he gasped.

CGrasping hia riding-whip, the lord of
Popper Court was nbout to stride at the
h:nﬂ!:-rnhhen heedless of tha lavelled
amtomatic. Sir Hilton’s lofty brain was
not quick on the uptake, and probably
he dud not realize that his life was in
danger, that he was dealing with 2 man
wha wounld have shot him down with as
little eosapuinetion as Sir Hilton himself
shiowed to the wretched pheasonts in
hiz woods.

But the juniors wnderstood, if Sir
lHilton did not, and all four of them
grasped him at snce and stopped him.

stood
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Thoy stopped him barely in time, In
a split second more the lord of Popper
Court would have rolled over, with a
bullet through his body. .

Far from realising that, 8ir Hilton

struggled angrily for release.

“"What? What?” he roared. * How
dare you? Let me po! How dare you?
Great gad | Hands.-:o off 1 You young
rascals—"

“You old dummy!” velled the
Bﬂﬁhd&h *Keep quiet, you potty old
asa 1"

“What? pasped Sir Hilten,
1] “rhat?:u

The black-bearded man was running
again up the ride. The automatic was
still in hiz hand, and he shot a rapid
glance back, ready to fire if there was

ursuit.  But four pairs of wyouthful

ands held 8ir Hilton back from rush-
ing on sudden death.

Ta the immense relief of the school-
boys, the desperado disappeared up the
ride, hidden from sight by the beeches.

Then they released the struggling,
5ptutterm§ aronet, .
e made an angry stride after the

vanished hold-wp man, and then turned
hack on the schioolboys, his eyes gleam-
ing with wrath, his face purple.

“Yeon young raseals ! he stutterad.
“¥You young scoundrels! I know youl
Remove boys—rebels! On my island,

by gad 1™ .
“ You silly old ass !” said the Bounder
coolly, “We've just saved your lifel

Can’t wou understand that that sports-
man would have potted you, like a
partridge, you cross ohd ass

“What? What?” gurgled the lord of
Popper Court.  Probably it had never
occurred to Sir Hilton Popper that he
was a crass old ass. Obviously he did
not like being told so. )

“That man is & bank-robber, Sir
Hilton I'" said Harry quietly. " He shot
& maon in the Courtfeld and County
'.iEi_un]-; this morning—the police are after
.

*What? What? Nonscnse ¥

“Listen to that!” said Nugent, as
thera was a ‘sound of shonting from the

distgnee down the ride. “They'ra
coming this way——"
3ir Hilton stared down the ride.

Nobody was in sight, but the shouting
voices ¢coutld be heard through the trees.
The hunted man had dﬂdﬁcd his
pursners in the wood, but they had
evidently got the right direction agamn,
and were coming on,

“ Nonsense I"” roared Sir Hilton, Hoe
sirode towards the juniors, grasping his
riding-wing, “ You are some of the rebel
Greyfriars boys—you have dared to
catmp on my island—I shall secure you,
and take vou back to the school—"

“Hands off 1" yelled the Bounder,

“You old ass—" gasped Bob Cherry.

“What? What? Dare to resist, and I
will thrash you with my rldTﬂEﬂ\‘l]lP
hefora I take you back te Greyfriars ¥
thundered 2ir Hilton. “If yon dare to
restat a governor of the school—"

With his left hand he seized Harry
Wharton by the collar.

The next moment, the four juniors
wera all grasping him apain. The faet
that Sir Hilton Popper was a governor
of the school did not scem to *eut much
ice.” Certainly they had no intention of
allowing him to collar them and march
them back to the school

Sir Hilton staggered in their combined
gra.s?, and the Bounder hooked his leg
and he went down with a crash,

“Oooo-hooop 1” spluttered Sir Hilton
nz he struck his own estate wilth 2 heavy
CORGUSSI0H.

Wharton grabbed the riding-whip
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The bank robber sped along the river hank, with plump Inspector Grimes, gas?ing and p:;ntm%,
gave Grimes a cheer a5 he charged past. Grimey ! ™
nof heed. He looked neither to the right nor to the left, as he raced on, breathlessly.

schoolboys on the island nlﬁ%usite
It Mr. Grimes heard, he did

away, and, resisting e powecrful temp-
tation to lay it round its owner, tossed 1t
among the trees,

Sir Hilton secrambled wildly up.

Crash [ : ) ;

The Bounder, with a mighty smate,
smashed his hat over hiz ears, and Bir
Hilton sat down again with a yell.

“ Now cut [' said Smithy. ;

Bob and Nugent rushed back for their
bundles and picked them up. Sir Hilton
sat in the ride grabbing at his hat,
spluttering, '

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gasped Bob,
“Here they come " .

Running figures appearcd at a dis-
tance down the ride, coming on fast. In
the lead was Inspector Grimes: redder
and more breathless than ever, pouring
with perspiration, but still game. The
erowd behind him had thinned off, but
there were still more than o dozen of
them.

“Urrrggh ¥ gurgled Sir Hilton.
stpgrere
at

He
to his feot, and blinked dizzily
e oncoming crowd. *Wurrgh!
Good gad! Urrrgh!”

Mr. Grimes came thumping up.

* Have you seen——"" he gazsped. “Wo
heard shots—have you seen—"

“Btraight ahead ! called back Harry
Wharton, “IHe hasn't been gone three
minutes.”

“ A man with a black beard—-"

“Yeas, yes, straipht up the ride.”

The inspector pounded on. After him
pounded the constables end the rest of
the crowd.

Sir Hilton gazed after them blankly.

Leaving him gazing, the four juniors
darted info_the trecs, and promptly
venished. When the Jord of Popper
Court remembered them, and looked
round for them, they were gone. A
quarter of an hour later, the juniors
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were on the bank of the Sark, peering
cautiously out of the trecs on the tow-
ath. The coast was clear: Jovee and
ilson had long gone with the erowd in
pursurt of the bank-robber. Across on
the island a dozen fellows could be seen
watching the bank.

“All clear!” said Bob. .

“Right as rain!” said Harry, and
they ran out of the trecs and waved to
the fellows on the island landing-place.

The boat shot out from Pepper's
Island, with Johnny Bull and Peter Todd
pulling. A couple of minutes more, and
the four jumped into it and pulled back
to the island.

“Here we are, here we are, here we
are again!™ sang Bob Cherry.

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! Did you think
vou'd lost us, old fat bean?”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Have you got
the grub?” demanded Billy Bunter.

“TWo've got it !

*“Oh, good!”

Rilly Bunter's troubled fat faeco
cleared! The grub was all right, so
cvervthing was all right !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Hunted Man!

UNNER BRIGGS lay in the

G dewy covert of a thicket,
breathing hard and muttering
mmprechilons.,

Night had fallen, and darkness lay
on the Sark and the wooded country-
side. Darlness had been very weleome
to the man with the automatic. How he
had escaped the hunt he hardly knew.
Winding and twisting and turning in
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hard on his heels. The rebel

“Mind you don’t burst !’

the woods like a hunted hare, he had
somehow cluded pursuit, though sgain
and again it had come very close. And it
was still going on: he knew that, thpugh
tha deep dark wood: round him were
silent and still, with ne sign or sound
of life.

The black-bearded man was no longer
black-bearded. The black beard and
moustache had disappeared into his
pocket. DBut thut change in his-appear-
ance was little help in the ¢ircunstances.

It would have been different had he
been able, 25 he had planned, to make
a petaway in tho motor-boat,

Gunner Briggs, with his bard, clean-
shaven face. was well known to the police,
With s black, pointed beard and
mounstache, giving him a foreign look,
tho keenest eye at Scotland ¥Yard would
hardly have picked him out. In that
guizse he had hired the motor-boat at
Friardale and run up the river. In that
guise he had planned to escape—casling
it off when he was safe.

But—

The best-laid schemes of mice and men
gang ' aft agley.” He had planned well.
Tho bank raid Ii’IELE] gone without a hitch,
Flo had had to shoot—but Gunner Briggs
had earned his nickname from his readi-
ness to shoot when it was required.
Ha had left o wounded man in the
Courtfield and County Bank, and he
had run with five hundred pounds in
banknotes and currency notes in the
littlo black bag. The mement's delax
outside the hani, when a schoolboy had
jumped at him, had done litéile harm.
He had run for the river, ahcad of
pursuit—had the motor-bont bLeen still
where he had ieft it, he would have

(Continued on pape 16.)
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¥aoed away deawn the Sark at Iightumg
sproeed, .

Longz before pursuit could lave got
enywhere near him, he would have
abandoned the metor-boat, stripped :r}ﬁ'
his disguise, and stepped inte a train!

e I%:_;d had it all cut and dl'll‘d'{

Dut the motor-boat had been miszing !
That little circumstance knocked the
whole carefully 1aid scheme on the head,

1low and why it was missing, he did
not know! But it had gone—and he
had Lat fe cut and run on fook, with
a roaring chase at hiz hoels.

Se far, he had dedged and cscaped !
But ultimate escape was more than
doubtful—nfuch more than deubtful!
Time had been the great factor in the
problem | He kad had to get elear before
the alarm went round [ Now it had gene
round, with a vengeance | ]

Every railway station for many miles
would be watched. Ewery road would
be patrolled. Every woodland path
wuul‘d be searched,

The black beard was gone, but Gunner
Briggs was dusty, mu%d_‘,’, dishevelled,
hatless—the most casual eye would know
him for o fugitive, The whole country-
sicle was up and after him. There would
be a cordon of police Em:ﬂ::undinf that
district, night and day, with eyes keenly
opoen.

Gunner DBriges realised that he was
in the tightest corner of his life. Ilo lny
m  hiding now—but when morning
Calng——

o waz [atigued with the long, long
twisting and winding and dodging in
the woods. He was hungry—famished
with honger. To show himsolf anywhere
in quest of food was to give himseli up.

Indeed, thoe desperate men almost
wondercd whether it had been worth
while to run at all. Thoe game was
surcly up,

But ho clung to freedom, and he elung
to his plunder for which he had taken
stich risks. He still had his automatic.
If ho could have found a hiding-place,
even for a few days, Lill the heat of the
hunt died down— DBut where? Ife lay
in eover now, but noxt day, police and
keepers would be beating the wood:—
perhaps with dogs! Twice he had heard
passing footsteps, and the murmur of
voices, as ho lay hidden. Now it was
nearly  midnight, and there was no
sonnd, all was still,

Whila darkness yet lasted, he had to
make plans. Dut plans were not vasy
for the hapless Gunner to make. Some
deepr, dark, remete corner, where he
could hide like a hunted boast——

It was while ho lay thus desperaicly
thinking, schemring, plasning, that the
thought of the island in the river came
intn his mind.

e remembered the island he had
passed ecoming up the Sark in Denson's
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his own thoughts.
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motor-boat ; that was where that r:heeki hinftfrum the stillness of the dark island.

schoolboy had dropped on board an
borrowed a lift

The island was thickly wooded. It
could only be visited in boats, so it was
segurer than the weods where he now
lax. Doubtless the police would scarch
it for lum; hut the police would search
vrerywhore—he had to take that danger.
It would be, at least, safe from the
gencral public—the tag, rag, and bob-
tail whe would join in the hunt for the
excitement of it. The fewer the searchers
the safer. And if they tried tracking
him with dogs the water would stop the
seent,

Gunner Briggs nodded n answer o
He had hit on s
boesk move.

If he could lie low on the island for-a
conple of days and nighits he might
have a chance of breaking away and
gotting elear. He was a good swimmer
and might trust himself to the river on
a dark night. Food he would have to
do without, bof that was no worse on
iho island than on the shore. IL was
fuirly cortain that that little wooded
igland in the river was uninhabited. A
schoolboy had been there in the morning
—indecd, ho had s vague impression
that there had been a number of them
there. But schoolboys, of course, could
nob be there at night.

The Gunner had, naturally, no know-
ledge of the state of affairs that reigned
at Greyfriars School, He had never
even heard of Greviviars, Coertainly he
was not likely to puess that a Form bo-
longing to a neighbouring zchool had
camped on the island and stayed there,
Such a contingency could hardly have
peeurred to the keenest mind.

He stirred at last.

Like & wild animal with the hunters
near, he lifted his head and listened.

But there was no sound save the usual
faint, indefinable sounds of woodland
by night.

He erept out of his cover.

In the darkness, broken only by a
ghimmering of starlight through the
thick branches overhead, it was not easy
for a townsman to pick his way,

But he knew that the river was not
distant, and he tramped and stumbled
and groped among the bewildering trees
till a g']ilmmi‘:l‘_ of starlight on fowing
water caught his eyes

On the edpe of the dusky wood he
paused, pﬁerinf out on to the towpath,
walching and listening like the hunted
animal he was,

But all was quiet and still, and he
crossed tha bank to the river's edge and
stared out over the water, ¢ had
struck the Sark considerably above the
island, but the top of the tall cak in
the centre of the island was black and
massive against the starlit summer sky.
Ha razed ot it for some moments, not
sure in the ﬂ'lun_m whoether it was on the
farther bank, but he crept along down
the river and made out the shape of the
1sland.

Of the landing-place on the shore
opposite the opper Court bank he
knew nothing; the place was strange to
him. He fastened the httle black bag
by 1ta straps on his shoulders to keep it
out of thae water so far as possible, and
carcfully fastoned his automatie in s
waterproof easo. which he thrust into an
inner pocket. Then he stepped into the
water and swam. A fow sirokes carried
him out and he let himself drift down
the middle of the siream so that it was
impossible for him to miss the island.

A few minutes more and he was
serambling amonsz willows that drooped
in the Sark and mud and wet rushes.
Suddenly ho gave a start and stopped,
his head bent to listen. A sound reached

was & sound from a distance—a low,
grumbling sound. Had he beon iz a
butlding where there were szleaperas he
would have said that it was a enore. It
seemed oub of the guestion that a.ni':}na
could ba aleepmg on that lonely island
in the river, snd he concluded that the
nolse came from a frog, or some animal
in Ethe wood.

He pushed on, getting out of the mud
and rushes and into the thick, almost
umpenctrable mass of trees that clothed
the bank of the island. Pushing his way
among them he was caught on something
that stretched from free fo tree. It

‘canght him under the chin and almost

threw him back.

In rage and wonder he groped at it
It was wire, thick and stronp, And as
he groped he found other wires fangled
among trecs and thickets.

“Bluo blazes " murmured Gunner
Briggs in savage amazement.

Whether it was a barrvier against
poachers or trespassers, or whatever it
wag, the cirele of the island was de-
fended by line on line of wire, which
made it cxecedingly difficult to get
through,

He crawled at last on the ground,
squeesing under the lowest wire, and
found himself on the inner side.

Round him trecs and thickels were
dark, tangled, almest like a jungle. He
groped on cauticusly, seeking a more
open spot where he would ba able to
wring out his wet clothes and look for
some sort of a sleeping-place.

In a few minutes he emerged infe an
open glade in the middle of the island,
i the centre of which rose the massive
old oak-free.

Hero the starlight fell in a silvery
glimmer; he was able to see about him
at last.
~ He stopped dead in the starlight, star-
ing about him with startled, amazed.
plmost unbelieving eyes.

Ha was staring at on encampment.

A dozen or more bell tents, one or two
larger tents, several huis built of
branches were dim but visible in the
starlight, From one of the tents came
the sound that had first startled him,
and he knew now what it was. In that
tent Billy Bunter was snoring as he had
beonr wont to snore in the Remove
dormitory at Greyirigrs.

Gunnor Briggs gritted his tecth n
silent rage. ¢ had nol found solitude,
as he had naturally expected. om that
dark island in the river. He found him-
gelf in the midst of an encampment.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Dogeo !
H:&Rﬂ? WHARTON & C0D. wern

fust asleep.
they were dreaming, it
certainly was not of the hunted
man lurkmg in Popper Court woods.

Indeed, if they had thought of him
they would bave supposed that he had
been captured during the day.

The eaptain of the Remove, rolled in
blankets on o ground sheot, was sleeping
hardly ten feet from the man who was
staring about him in the star-glimmer.
The July night was warm, and many of
the rebel Removites wers camping in
tha open air.

On tho landing-place half a dozen
fellows were posted, but they were ail
sleeping. If was not necessary to keep
awake at night to watch. The rebels
were wary of a night attack. but the
half-dozen on guard would have awak-
encd fast enough at an attefapt to land
on tho island.
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In fact, had Gunner Briggs known of
the landing-place and got ashore there
he would have alarmed the garrison
without fail, for he would certainly have
barged into some of them in the dark.

As it was he had given no alarm, and
he stood nonplus at a loss His
Bearching cyos pickeéi out Harry Whar-
ton's face, on which there was &n
ﬂ:mmer of gtarlight, and he recognised

16 schoolboy who had taken a [ift in
his motor-boat that morning, and whom
he had afterwards encountered on the
ride in Popper Court woods.

He seowled st the unconscious face,
It was well, perhaps, for Wharton that
the Gunner did not know that it was he
who had cast the motor-boat adrift at

Courthield steps.

What the camp on Popper’s Island
meant the Gunner could not be expected
to guess. But he could see that 1t was
8 camp of schoolboys and that there
were & good many of them,

Instcad of being one of the loneliest

[Eihr

T

Strange things are alwaya happéning on the coricket
flald—incidents which cause a great deal of comment
whan the match = Over.
sottle these arguments. Bend your gueries to him:

spots in the commty of Kent, the izland
in the river was rather thickly popu-
lated.

He stood, with the water dripping
from him, in doubt. But his thoughts
were working rapidly, and he began to
realize that so long as his presence was
not discovered by tho campers, this was
rather a siroke of good fortune than of
Hl-fortune.

 Campers on the island would have a
boat. That boat he could seize when-
ever he chose; it was one chance the
more for him,

And ¢ven more urgent at the moment
to the famished fugitive, a camp meant
food. There was food for the taking.

If the schoolboys awakencd, if the
alarm was given, he could terrify them
into submission with a deadly weapon.
But it was not his pame to give the
alarm if he could aveud it.

Ilis problem was to find a hiding-
place on the island where the boys
would not spot him at daylight, That
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did not seem easy, for there were at
least. two dozen of them, and it was
likely that they wandercd all over the
izland where they had camped out.

But the giant oak rising in the centre
of the glade gave an answer to the
problem! There was safe cover for &
dozen men in those huge, massive,
spreading branches.

The Gunnoer gave a nod. Te was
beginning to see his way ! But he had
to have f[ood, now that thero was a
chance of satisfying his hunger., It was
a risk, but onc that he had to take.

He ila-:l- been standing motionless as &
statue in the deep shadow of the trecs
for more than a quarter of an hour
before he stirred,

But he stirred at last,

Eteppm% softly and carefully, making
no sound, he moved about the camp. Lo
zspotted the cooking-stove standing a
Inttle apart from the camp. Beside it
wereo several boxes, one of them a large

(Continued on next page.)

UMPIRE " i3 hera 1o

c/o The MAGNET, The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

HE TYorkshire cricket pround at
T Leads, the scens of the fourth Test
match, is & place where many
cricket records have been made,

JAnd there is now a chance for a new
record to be set up #o far as England is
concerned. Do you know, we bave never
won o Test match at Leeds up to now !
It is true that the Headingley ground
is not so old, in Teat history, as some of
the places where we play thess games.
Only six Tests in all have been played
there. Of these half-dozen, four have
bLeen drawn, and the Australians have
won the other two. Obwviouely it is time
we. pulled ourselves together and did
something really good for the benefit
of the s people who always turn u
in their thousends, and who are about the
best judges of cricket to be meot anywhere.
1f the atory of Leeds ia deloful from the

England point of view, it abounda with
wonderful decds performed by Australian
batamen.

For crample, on each of the last
fico occasions on which Tests harve
beenn played on this ground—I1324
and 1930 —centuries have been madde
by Australians before lunch on the
Frst day. Imcidenially, this iz the
anly ground on which these re-
markable performances have been
achicved.

People who have ceon dozens of Test
mateches ;: who have watched erioket all
their livea, in a mannper of epeaking, etill
talk about BMacartney’s ecentury before
lunch in 1820 as the most wonderfel
innings they over saw. I am inclined to
sgree with these people, too.

The circumstances were unnsual. In
the first place England won the toss, and
the skipper, Arthur Carr, of Noits, took
the unusual step of putting his cpponents
in to bat firat. There had been rain over-
night, and the England skipper, and his
pdvisers, thought that the pitch would play
iricka. Well, it secemied ns though thoy

might be right whon Maurico Tato got
tha wicket of Warren Bardsley with the
first hall of the game. What a start !
In came Charlie Macartney. He scored
two, and then, in that some first over, the
new bateman was missed in the elips off
Tate—by the England captain. Most
batsmen would have gone carefully after
such an escape, but Macartney was not
made of that sort of stuff. He went for
the bowling bald-headed : knocked tho
beat doliverioa of our England bowlera all
over the place, ond with his cenfury
before lunch-time, put Australia on the
way to o big score.

They didn’t win the game, however,
but I think they would have done so if

P | the two Georges of the England team—

Geary and Maoaulay, who werse both in the
side for their bowlin ad not made a
great stand in the frst innings, They
succeaded after the star England batsmen
had failed, and it was comparatively easy
for us to make a draw of it after that,

SOME GIFT |

N some woys tho 1830 game nt Leeda
E went o sunilar course, and in others
it was even more remarkable. Again
the Australians went in first, and
agein Maurice Tate took a guick wicket.
en cameé Don DBradmen, at twenty
minuteés te twelve. This same Don
Bradman was still in possession ot half-
past six the same evening, and he had
meantime knocked our bowlers about to
the extent of 300 runs. Going past the
century before the first brealk, Bradman
waoz just wonderful ;: the complete master
of the bowling.

With his last seoring stroke of the day
Bradman brought his aggregate for the
geason up to two thousand rups, and
during the innings he passed his thousand
rung mark in Test matech ericket. Tt
would take up too much space Lo set down
all the new records established by Bradman
in that mnings.

What I remember most about the

amazing knock was the way he ircated a
change of bowling,

Practically every time a new man
teas put on, Dradman hit his first
ball fo the houndary-—just 1o show
‘e ke feared no foe in any soré of
QFrRonr.

Wo shall talkk about that knoek as long
a3 we live. And Bradman will ceriminly
remember it. DBefore he was out early
on the second day he recsived news that a
wealthy Australian waz so pleased with
his display that he was sending him a
cheque for one thousand pounds,

There was a bit of & row on the last day
of the meteh because nn appeal against
the light, made by the England batsmen,
was upheld by the umpires. The
spectatora were annoyed, and said =o,

hat the watchers did not roalise waa
that, although the light scemed fairly
good, the batsmen could not see the ball
at one end, because there was no sight-
sereon there. I have never been allle to
understand why, aseeing that thero aro
sight-screens at both ends on the grounds
where even achoolboy and village cricket
18 played, somo of the grounds on which
Teat matehes are played should be without
sight-sereens, But there it ig.

£16 PER MATCH |

HE mention of Bradman's thouszand

E pound gift leads meo to answer &
Maaxpr reader who is anxious to

know what the England profes-

sionals get when they play for England.

The osnxver is forfy pounds per
maich, plus travelling expcenses (o
and fronm the ground.

On the face of it, this may scom quite &
lot, but there are things which take tho
gilt off the ginger-bread. For instance,
the England professionals who play in a
Test mateh have to pay their own hotel
bills. As many of thom have to atay
five nighta in the hotel, it will be seen that
five pounds, ot least, of the money gocs
in eXponscs.

Again some of the countics—but not all
of them-—deduet mateh-money from their
“nros ™ when they are playing for
England, and as & Test match involves
ashsence from two eounty games, thiz may
menn twenty pounds more off the Test
match pay. It doesn’t scern guite right
to ma that a man should play in & Test
mateh for England for fifteen pounds, but
thers it i3. All 1 have to add s that the
henour of playing for England is coneidered

a real rewarnd.
“ UMPIRE."
Tae Macrer Lisnany.—No. 1,350,
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tin trunk. Tho Gunner gave & stealthy
glancs round him, and then procoeded
silently to examine the boxes, tha con-
tents of which he could guess.

He was right; they were the camp
larder, :

Quiectly he made a selection of various
articles; which he crammed  into his
pockets till his pockets would hold no
more.

Among so many things he hoped that
the campers would not miss a few
articles, and, if they did, knowing
nothing of a stranger on the island, they
would zurely conclude that sdme hungry

fellow Liad turned out for an extrs
suppor, .
d_e'i'i.n,'r!mw. he had to chance it; and lin
irl.
With Lis kets full, Gunner Briggs
crept towards the big opk-tree. Its thie

branches made a circle of dark shadow
it the starlit glade. He was glad to get
inte the shadow. A dry twig snapped
under his foot. L

The sound was slight; but in the deep
silence, that was broken only 'by the
faint murmur of the river, it sounded
to his startled cars almost like the roar
of his own automatic, :

He stood still, his heart beating
rapidly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Tt was a
drowsy voice among the sleepers. “That
somebody up?™ :

Blotted under the dark shadow of tho
oak, Gunner Driggs’ shifty eyes watched
ong of tle sleepers sit up in the star.
licht scarce ten feet away from him.

b ob Cherry, hall awake, stared round

LT,

“Iallo!™ came another slee&)j
“%What's the row?” Peter To
in his blankets.

“Something woke  me!”
Bob, “Hear anything ¥

Peter Todd listened intently.

*MNa; they're not coming, old bean!
The fellows at the landing-placn wenld
call us [ast {."I'I.'Dlli;h if they did

1 snppose it's all right!™ yawned
Tab, “Can’t be too careful, though.
They might comoe at night.”

“Cateh them turning out of bed at
this time of night to come along here
for a shindy 1™ said Petor,

_ “Well, they might!"” said Bob. * But
it's all right now, anyway."

*Right as rain |*

The twe juniors settled down to sleep
again,

Gunner Briggs did not move,

He had heard every word that was
epaken: but what 1t meant wos a
mystery to him. Apparently the camypers
on the island were apprehenzive of
hostilities from some quarter, and it was
Creck to Gunner Briggs.

But they had no suspicion of him, that
was clear: and that was all that he was
troubled about.

He waited quoictly $311 he was sure that
the awalicned schoolboys were safe baek
in the land of dreams. Then he erept
soffly to tha old gnarled trunk of the
oak, and with the greatest caution began
to eliml.

That was not a difficult task, He
clambered up slowly and steadily, wind-
ing throngh the lower branches.

Twenty feet above the ground several
great branches jutted out almost in a
circle, and in the eentre there was ample
space, almost like o platform, for o tall
man fo lie ot full length., And the
Clunner was not o tall man,

In that safe and hidden refuge the
hunted man felt more at hiz ease av
last, Yo squeezed the wet from his
clothez as well as he could and took off
boots and socks to dry. Luckily for him
it wos o warm night—almost sultry.
With iz pocket-knife e opened a can

Tae Macxer Lannary.—No, 1,380

Tolee,
sat up

answered

of Beef, and hacked elices from a loaf.
He ate ravenously.

A quarter of an hour later he was
strotched ‘out,"his head pillowed on his
arm, eleeping ! Utterly fatigued, the
bank-raider slept the sIE_EEI of ox-
haustion. And in the glade below. the
Cireyfriars  rebels  slumbered, little
dreaming that Popper's Island had now
unother inhabitant,

=

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Whack !

LANG, clang, clang!

C The rtusty old fog-bell that
swung on & low branch of the
oak rang and elanged and

clatterad in the bright morning.

Bob Cherry was pulling at the rope.

Clang, clang!

The Greyfriars encampment turned
out. :

That cracked old bell, clanged by

Bob's musecular arm, was not likely to

lcave a fellow asleep on Popper’s Island,

-—g1r within a mile! It awalened all the

(sreyfriare Remove—and also a hidden

sleeper high up in the big cak, of whom

they had no suspicion,

“Tumble up [ roared Bob Cherry.

“ Stop that row | yelled Billy Bunter.

“Roll Bunter out, you fellows!”

“Yarpoh! Beast! I'm getting op,
agin't I Leggo! Whoopt”

“Ha, ha, ha I

A ecrowd of fellows went down to the
landing-place to bathe. The river, roll.
ing bright in the early sunshine, was

{'Iesurtetﬁ At a littla distance, on tha

towpath, o man,K in wvelveteens and

gatters could be seen, It was Joyee, Sir

Hilton Popper’s head kecper. But Joyee

was not giving any attention to the

island or its oceupants. Probably he was
hunting for trocos of the-fesperate man
who was known to be lurking someowhere
alomg the Sark.

Jiut as the keeper eame along the bank
aopposite the 1izland some of the Homove
fellows gave him a cheery yell

“Ilalle, halle, hallo}! Coming across
old bean? roared Bob Cherry,

“Come and have a ducking?” shouted
the Rounder. 3 ]

“Aren’t you going to turn us off this
island 1 shouted Johnny Bull, *We're
all ready to be-turned ™

“The readyfulness 13 terrific, m
esteomed and idiotic Joyoe!™ chuckle
the MNabob of Bhanipur.

The keeper looked round at them,
and then came down to the edge of the
bank. His weather-beaten faca was
Bravo.

“You young fellows had botter come
off that ‘island and get back to your
school Y he edlled. aut,

“T den't think!” chuckled the
Dounder.

*“The hetterfulness is not terrifie!™

“Tell us ancther funny story 1™ eaid
IMTarry Wharton, laughing.

“You'ra not safe there!™
keeper. ;

“Is his nibz coming after us again ¥
asked Vernon-Smith, “Don't you
worry, old bran; we'ra ready for
l’npf:uer to pop 1™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“There was a bank hold-vp at Court-
ficld yesterday,” said Joyvee, “and the
man 18 abont here somewhere. HHe's
wrrmed,™ )

“Tell us something we don't know ™
chuckled tho Bounder. * Why, we were
on the spot, old tulip, and saw it all.™

“¥es, rather!"” aaid the captain of

said the

the Remove. “We'ro not airaid of that
jolly old sportsman, Joyce!l Haven't
they got him yeti™
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“WNo, Master Wharton, they haven't,
angd he's a desperate man,” ssid the
keeper, . “Heo's in these woods somoe-
where, and there's going to be & big
hutit for him to-day. m%nu schoolboys

"had better clear off before the troubla

beging” :

“My dear man, we thrive on
trouble ' grinned the Bounder. “ We're
not clearing off—not guite!”

“ Hardly 1" chuckled Bob Cherry,

Joyee grunted, and tramped on up
the t’anki He was scanning the little
ehady paths that ran up into the wood
as he went. Another keeper joined him,
and the juniors noted that the eecond
man had a gun under his arm. As the
Juniors- looked - after them there was a
shout from a distance, and the two
keepers disappeared into the wood.

“The jolly old hunt’s up I remarked

Bob Cherry.
“By gum, I'd like to take a hand in
it!" said the Bounder, his eyes glisten-
ing. “But it won't do to get off tha
astand, 1 suppose.”

“Hardly " said Harry Wharton.
0ld Pcrpﬁrer‘a keepers are helping the
police to hunt for that sportsman; but
they'd be glad of o chance to bag any
of us, if they could! 8ir Hilten isn't at
all pleased about our fortifying our-
selves on his island.”

“We shall jolly well have to lie low
until they get that brute!” said Irank
Nugent. *“Lucky we got some grub in
yesterday. We can make it last a few
days on rations,”™

“ Rations I"” ejaculated Billy Bunter.

“ Yes, you fat cormorant |”

" If you fellows think you're going to
starve me—-"

“Kick him "

“"Ow! Beast! Wow "

Napoleon Dupont, the French jumior,
was Irying bacon for breakfast, end a
savoury scent spread over Popper's
Island. Open-air life gave a keen edge
to most appetites, though it could not,

erhaps, make Billy Dunter's an
eener, Bunter having reached the limit
in that direction. With thirty mounthz to
feed, and further supplies doubtful, for
o time at least, most of the rebels agreed
that it was only prudent to “ go easy on
the grob."”

Prudence of that kind, however, did
not appeal to DBilly Bunter, Bill
Bunter blinked at s plate that containe
one single rasher and one solitary e
with a blink that expressed unspeakable
indignation.

“1 say, you fellows, what's the pood
of tll':tilﬂ to mda?” he dEI'IlJi:ildlE{i, .
“No pood to you, o st man?

asked Bob E}herrﬁ.

“NoI" roared Bunter.

“Pass it this way, then!
with it.™

*“ Ha, ha, ha |

Bunter did not pass it that way! He
gobbled the rasher. The egg followed
in & twinkling. Having thus made sure
of them, Billy Bunter recommenced.

“¥Y say, yvou fellows——"'

“*Bhut up, Bunter!”

“I'm hungry ™ roared Bunter.

“We've heard that one 1" said Bob,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“We've got to go easy on the grub,
Bunter," seid the captain of the Remove,
“Laoodness knows when we shall get in
another lot.*

“1'tm hungry 1"

“"Like s rell 1" asked Peter Todd.

“Deast! ° You keep off ¥ howled
Bunter, guessing the kind of “roll ™
that Peter was going to hand out. *1
say, you fellows, T can jolly well  tell
'ou that this {T

I can do

won't dol ou naver

rought any jam vesterday! You never
brought any marmalade! Not even &
cakel Not a single jam tart! You
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' You trespassing vagabond 1 ** roared Sir Hilton, “‘Getofimylandatonce ! Doyvou hearme ? ™ * Stand aside, you old

fool ! * barked the fleeing eriminal, withdrawing an automatic from his pocket.

** Stand aslde, or

* . Whiz! Crash!

A whizzing tin of pineapple, hard and heavy, crashed on the bank robber’s ear, and he staggered stdeways.

know I like jam tartzs! I've told you
so]l I've told you so & lot of times!
Now youw're Leeping me short of
brekker! If you think I'm going to
stand it-—" i .
“8hut up ! roared a dozen volces.

“Shan’t 1 hooted PBunter., *I'm
hungey! Famished! It's not much I
cat, a3 you know-——"

“0Oh, ye %m}s!”

“Rut a fellow has to have some
brekker! TI've mo objection to you

fellows going on rations, if you hke.
You can leava me out of it! Seal™

“Gentlemen, ¢haps, and sportsmen,”
said Doh Cherry, * who agrees to rations
for everybody except Bunter ! Don't all
speak at oncel"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’s all rot!” howled Bunter. “We
can get in lots of grub!  If you're goin
to ba mean about the money, that's a
right! I'll stand the expense. I happen
to be short of money at the moment, as
I can't get letters while we're here, so
I shan't be getting my postal order.
But—"

**Is he wound up?” asked Nugent,

" The wound-upfulness is terrific !

“ And we've got lots, anvhow,” howled
Bunter, “There's a dozen cans of beef
in that tin box. I don't care for it
much—I'd rather have eﬁgs and bacon
for brekker, as you jolly well know.
Etﬂ!,+ I can do with the beof if thera's
n-::rthn{%: better. You fellows ecan do as

o

vou li but I tell you plainly that
I'm going to have my whaok "
And Billy Bunter rolled away to the

camp larder with a determined
expression on his fat face.

alf a dozen fellows rushed after
him as he hooked a can of beef out of
the stora.

* Beasts I” roared Bunter. ¥ Leggo!

I tell you I'm

“You are!” apreed the Dounder.
“Turn him over,"

“Ha, ha, ha!"’

“ I sax, you fellows—"

“You'vre going to have vour whaek,
Bunter | Flatten him out, and hold him
down ! Chuck over that cricket stump,
Mugent.”

“Here you are”

“Yaroop! Legpo! Isany, vou fellows,
I don't want any of the grub, I—I—I
don't mind not having my whack!”
roared Bunter, a3 the Bounder flourished

tha stump. “Oh crikey! Oh lor’l
Whaoop !

Whack !

The stump came down on the tightest
trousers on  Popper's Island. Billy
Bunter's fearful yell rang far and wide.

“Yaraocoocoep! Owl %‘i’ﬂwl Beast !
Oh erikey! R‘-"ﬂwl”

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Have another whack®” asked the
Bounder.

“Yow-ow! Nol” :g'clled Bunter,
“Leave off ! Beast] Wowi”

“Ha, ha, hal”

One “whaek " was enongh for Billy
Bunter |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ofieial

£ COK out!”
i “ Mot the jolly old enemy [V

“ Line up, though 1"

A crowd of Removites on the
island watched & boat pulling down the
Serk. In the boat sat Inspector Grimes,
of Courtficld, and by his side Bir Hilton
Poppoer, lord of Popper Court. Two
Courtfield constables were there also,

g’:uir:g to have my whack!” and a couple of keepers pulled at the

QAarS.

It was afternoon, and the morning
had been rather exciting. Frok the
island the schoolboys had had meany
glimpses of the hunt that was going
on on both banks of the river.

Keepers and policemen appearced and
reappeared from the woods along the
f‘:.u.r?[. Courtfield people camo vp and
down the towpath, and villagers from
Friardale and Pegg. Several times the
deep bay of a hound had been heard
from the woods, from which the juniors
guessed that a bloodhound hed been put
on the trail of the hunted man.

With the whole country up, & wide
cordon thrown round the district, end
the hunt never slacking for a moment, it
seemed extraordinary that the gummnan
had not been capturecd.

Evidently, however, he had not been
captured yet, and the Greyfriars fellows
wondered in what deep hiding-place he
was lurking. They little dreamed how
near he was to them,

Even Billy Bunter probably would
have forgotten the food shortage had
he been aware that the foliage of rhe
big oak hid the men who was wanted,
and that the deadly automatic was so
noar.

Nobody on Popper's Island, however,
had the faintest suspicion of that.
Unlesa some fellows climbed the old oak
no such discovery was likely to be made.
It was Gunner Briggs' cus to lie low,
and he waz as careful and cautious as
a hunted animal with the hounds atv
hand.

Little dreaming that the wretch waa
within the sound of their voices, Harry
Wharton & Co. gathered at tne landing-
place to watch the approaching boat.

Tie Macser LiBRARY.—No. 1,380,



Tt was not the “enemy "—otherwise,
tho Greylriars prefects. The enem
‘eecmed to be fed-up, For the present,
with dealing with the rebels. Dut they
wore on their guard, all the same. Bir
Hilton Popper, who claimed to be_ the
f-rt:r[:-rmtur of that island in the river
rad come on the warpath once, end if
Itc was now looking for more trouble the
rebels were cheerfully prepared to give
ftim all he wanted, and even a little
more !

“If they're coming here—"" gaid the
Bounder.,

#O0ld Grimer isn't bothering ebout
us,' said Harry Wharlon, with a smile.
“He's pot hiz hands full with the bank
raider.™

“Well, they're coming here, anyhow ™
sald Smithy.

That was soon c¢lear! The Popper
Court Loat pulled intoe the channel
between the island end the bank, and
s nose turned towards the landing-
place where the rebels were crowded,

Skinner gave a low whistle,

“I say, il old Popper’s called in the
Lobbics our number’z up !" he romarked.

“I guesz that will let us ouk ! said
Fialor T, Fish.

“Not in vour life-time ! zaid tha
Bounder. “We'll duck old Grimes as
soon as old Popper.”

*The duckfulmess will e torrife™

“It's not that," said Peler Todd.
“We're all right here.” Petor, as the
gon of a solicitor, was suppozed in the
Remove to Lknow all about the law.
“Weo're not trozpassing. )

“TFopper makes oul we are!™ said
sk mer,

“What Popper males aut izn't law 177
satd Teier,  “Thiz i=land is common
land, as cverybody Lnows exeept old
Popper! Ii's free 1o every subject of
‘hiz Majeziy King George the Fifth.
Popper can make out thet it's his
property if he likes, but be would have
ta prove it before he could got the
police to act for him. "

“Hear, hear ™ said Bob Cherry.

Harey Wharton nodded.

"Toddv’s right,"” he saad. * Poppar's
a swanking old asz, and he has no more
right to turn us off here then ofl the tow-
path or the King's lnghway"

‘nature 1o the extreordinary p

“1 could get him from here with a
bisewit bin " murmured the Bﬂqn{ier,
“ Fathead! Don't start a shindy !

The boat pulled to the landing-place,
Inspector Grimes stared at the crowd o
Greyfriars juniors. The two constables
were grinning. Lhe Greyiriars rebellion
was the talk of the.ncighbourhood by
this tima, and all the local inhabitants
ware interested in the gareison of
Popper's Island.

E!l:r Hilton Popper wore a portentous
frown. Ho saw nothing of an amusing
ings
of the Greyiriars Remove, As a
governot of the school, he took the
matter very seriously, and still more
seriously, w=s the propriefor of the
island on which the rebels had fortified
themselves, Sir Hilton had no doubt
that he was the propristor of that island,
though theve was an unfortunate lack
of legal documents to prove his title

to it.
“Halla, halle, hallo!" Bob Cherry
greeted the new arrivals, *Want any-

thing, Mr Grimes?"

“Don’t get out of that boat 1" warned
the Bounder.

“Eh—why not?” demanded Mr,
Grimes.

“Well, the boat’s dry and the water's
wet [ explained the Bounder. “Better
keep in the boat than be tipped into
the water !

“That's & tip, Grimey 1" said Bob.

*Vou insolent young rascals I roared
Sir Hilton Popper, before the Courtheld
inspector could speak. “I have ordered
you off my island I

“Bave vour breath, old bean!" said
the Bounder,

“What-—what " i

“You talk too much. old thing 1" said

Vernon - Smith. “What have you
browght that old ass aleng for,
CGrimey &

Sir Hilton Popper gurgled. Inspector
Cirimes made an cffort not to grin. Heo
hardly succeeded, . 3

“Come, come!” said Br. Grimes,
“We're here on business, young gentle-
men ! You are not thinking of obstruct-
ing oflicers of the law in the execution
of their duty, 1 hope "

“Certainly not ! said Harry Wharton

Wally’s

Wily Wheeze!

Young Wally D'Arcy of the
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at onca. “We're ready to help, if
there's anything we can d;n;."

“HB..I:‘, !'I.HI" l"

“1 have pnothing to do with your dis-

f puta with your headmaster,” said Mr.
Grimes. “Hir Hilton has kindly lent me
a boat and his assistance, snd that of

his keepers, in searching for the man
who escaped from Courtheld yesterday.
We are here to search the island.”

“Oh 1 gaid Hnt:?.

“What on earth for?" demanded tho
Bounder. “Think your jolly old gunman
15 camping out with us?"

Mr. Grimes smiled.

“Not at all: but it iz possible that
he may have swum off to the island
during the night—-"

“Rot 1” roared Bolsover major.

“Bhut vp, Bolsover!” rapped Harry

harton. “Look here, r. Grimes,
there’s thirty fellows here, and the
1zland isn’'t very large. You can’t really
think thet the man could have parked
himself hers.”
. It seemed utterly unlikely—indeed,
impossible—to the ecaptain  of the
Remove and to the rest of the rabels.
Inspector Grimes, indeed, had the same
belief. But he wes a thorough man in
the execution of his duty.

“No, Mastar Wharton,” said the in-
spector. 1 don’t think it's at all likely
that the man could have landed here
without some of you seeing him. DBut
I'va f!,"ut my duty to do, all the same,
and T'm going to zearch the island |

Mr. Grimes made s movement to step
on &hore. e made a swift backward
movement as the Bounder lunged with a
cricket stump.

But the next momeont the captain of
tha Remove caught hold of the Bounder’s
BLITL.

TChuck i, BSmithy !” he saad. *“It's
all right, Mr. Grimes. You've got your
duty to do, and we're not stopping you.
We'll help you search the island, if you
like. PBut it's got to be understood that
nobody lands exeept officers of the law.®

“0h, guite [" said Mr. Grimes.

And he stepped ashore, followed by
the two constables. 8ir Hilton Popper

made & movement fo follow. The
Bounder’s stump lunged again, this
time not knocked aside by his Form

captain. It jabbed on Bir Hilton's
waisteont, and the lord of Popper Court
sat down, with a bump that made the
boat rock.

“Qooogh! Great gad !™ gasped Sir
FHiltor. “Young scoundrel! Oh gad!
Ooocagh 1"

“%it down, Popper I®

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The baronot scramhbled up in the rock-
ing boat. His face was purple wiith
wrath. Mr. Grimes and the two police-
men were already going up the path
fowards the camp in the centre of the
island. Sir Hilten howled after them.

“Inspector  Grimes!  Turn _ thosa
voung scoundrels off my island I Do you

ear me, siri

If Mr. Grimes heard, he did not
heed.

With a hunt for a desperate hold-up
man on hand, the police-inspector was
not likely to bother his head about the
testy old gentleman’s dispute with a
crowd of schoolboys.

“Mr. (irimes 1" bawled Sir Hilten.

Mre. Grimes and the constables dis-
appearced through the trees. o=

“# Nothin' doin', old bean!"™ grinned
tha Bounder. “8tick in the boat,
Popper ! That's where you're safest I

“71'1] say that's gur best guess 1Y
remarked Fisher 1. Fish, N

“Joyee! Wilsonl Follow me!
roared Sir Hilton. z

He made a jump for the shore, Bir
Biltonp was thers to assist the law in
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the hunt for the bank raider. But
apparently, he saw in the police visit
to the island an opportunity to regain
possession of “his ™ property. If en, he
was disappointed.

A huge chunk of turf, hurled by
Bolsover major, caught the baronet on
the chin as he jumped. 3

Ho went over backwards into the boat
Bgain,

Crash 1

“Ha, ha, ha'l” _

“Try it on again!” yelled Bolsover
major.

“Ha, ha, hal? _ ‘

But 8ir Hilton did net fry it on again.
With hardly a breath left in his lordly
body, he sprawled in the boat, gasping
and spluttering. For a time, at least,
the lord of Popper Court was hors de
combat.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden One !

i EASTSI!™ breathed Billy

B Bunter. [

The fat junior quaked.

A few minutes ago he had
been enjoying life. Now he quaked
with well-founded apprehension.

In the deepest, thickest thicket om
Popper’s Island, the fat Owl of the
Remove was hidden from Eigiilt. Bunter
had been busy—supplving the pressimg
needs of the inner Bunter.

Rations did not agree with Bunter.
It was all very w for the other
fellows. DBunter was willing for them
to go on rations if they liked. Person-
ally, he was not willing.

Brekker had been frugal. Dinner had
becn frugal. Bunter had had hardly
mora than enough for one fellow, and
enough for half a dozen fellows would
still ﬁmre. left him with an aching void.

If the awful retters supposed that
Bunter was going fo stand this sort of
thing, they were jolly well mistaken.
Bunter was resclved on that,

Right up to the moment when the
official boat had been sighted on the
Bark, Bunter had been watching for an
opportunity, his eyes and his spectacles
on the alert.

Then his chance came.

The wholo erowd of rebels were at
the landing place; the camp under the
big oak was deserted by all but the Owl
of the Remove. . ) )

Bunter could scarcely believe in his
good luck. But he did not lose any
time. Hidden by the surrcunding trees
from the sight of the rest, the fat junior
jumped at the camp larder.

He did not remain there to devour his
prey. Any minute zome of the beasts
might come back and zpot him. He
knew what to expect if they did—not
only s stumping, which was bad, but
the loss of his plunder, which was
worse. Bunter stayed only to annex all
the tuek that he could carry, and then
he hunted cover. Deep in the thicket,
hidden from sight, Billy Bunter pro-
ceeded to fill that aching woid. nee
more life was worth living.

But that forbidden feast was not over
when thers were footsteps in the bushes
and thickets round him. He heard a
cautious whisper, though he did not
eatch the words. ofmicone passed
within a yard, rustling the branches
round him.

Bunter sat and guaked.

Heo had no doubt that the juniors had
discovered his grub raid, and were
looking for him. He quaked with appre-
hension. Had his feast been finished, it
would not have mattered so much.
Bunter would have heen prepared to deny
knowing anything about the missing

tuck. But his pockets were still packed,
and he had no time to dispose of the
evidencs internally.

| ";]Iinnstﬂ ® breathed Bunter. *Oh
or’

Ha squatted, and listened in an agony
of sapprehension. Ergepmgi{ footsteps
1:-@5593 a yard from him. He had a
glhimpse of a leg.

He hardly breathed.

He was being hunted for. He could

have no doubt of that. He did not even
know that Inspector Grimes and his men
had landed on the island, and it did not
occur to his fat brain that it was the
bank raider who was being hunted for.

21

Someone, evidently, was being hunted.
And whom could 1t be but the grub
raider7 Bunter had no doubt of it

There was still a lingering pain where
the Bounder's stump had smitten that
morning. Bunter did not want another.

He tried to still his breathing. ;

Again a faint whisper reached him.
Then there was silence, save for a rustle
in the thickets, They were &till
searching. :

He hoped, from the hottom of his fat
heart, that they would miss him and
pass on. All round him was a screa:ll_ﬂf
alders, willows, and ferns, mingled with

{Continued on next page.)

~ COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Alwways glad o hear from you,
chums, so drop me o line o

the Jollowing oddress: The

Ediloy, The ** Magnel "’ Library,
The Amwlgamoled Press, Lid.,
The Flectway Houae, Farring-

don Street, London, E.C.4. A
stamped, addressed envelope
will ensure o reply.

HAVE received guite & number of

suggestions from wvarious readers,
rogarding future featurea im the
MagNET.

A YERY CHEERY LETTER

comes from Jack Dixon, of Manchester,
who wantas to know where Doctor Birch-
emall and the cheery chuma of what he
calls * that renowned and hysterical (beg
E?Iﬂﬂllr hjﬂt;}ﬁcg}}eilm?ﬂahmantél’l have

isappeared y aro still wvery
much alive and kicking—especially the
latter. One of these days they may refurn
to our cenire  pages. Perhaps other
readers may care to write to me and tell
me whether they would like more of these
storiea ¥ As you know, I am always
anxious to meot my readers’ uesta
if I can posaibly do s0. I make & note of
therm allr: and refer to the list when T am
drawing up my programme for future
issunes,

One of my Norwich readers, who signs
himaelf *f Norfolk MNawther,” suggests
that the chuma of Grayfriars might spend
a holiday on the Norfolk Broads. Frank
Richards tells me that he iz keeping this
suggestion by him, and will see what be

cann do about it.

By the way, what “ Norfolk
Mawther ' 1 must confess this has
gtumped me. Obviously it ia a local
expression that is not much known cutside

of Norfolk. Perhapsmy reader

15 A

thea count *
will enlighten me npext time he wriles 1

From an Irish reader, who eigns himeelf
* Uneasy,” I have received a request to
help him in

THE CHQICE OF A CAREER.

As you know, ¥ am always eager to help
my chams in this respeet, but, unfortu-
nately, thia reader gives me no idea of
whaot ho is best fitted for. Most boya have
an ambition of some sort, end it iz &
guestion of finding ont the ambition that
eppeals most stron ly. For a boy with
a * mechanical brain,” there are several
openings in various engineering concerns,
and such & boy should t-lgr to obtain an
apprenticeship with o first-clasa  firm.
'Iia boy who iz keen on wireless can easily
take up o course at one of the many wire.

lesa schools, take s cortificate of com
petency, and then obtain a gituation as an
operator, working his way up to the posi-
tion of an ert in certain branches, such
as television, I should imagine that there
will be many openings in the pear [uture
for television experts.

The best advice I can give to any boy
who has not settled in his own mind what
he prefers to do, ia to have a talk with his
headmaster, and ask him to suggest what
branch of industry his talents will suit.
Often a schoolmaester ean help where
others cannot, because he sometirnes
knows a boy’s capabilities even better
than the boy does himsslf,

ERE’S an offer for any of vou
fellows who consider yourselves
amatenr conjurera! A certain
gociety in London is offering

£525 FOR A TRICK I

Anyone who ean manage to parform ib
can walk straight away with I;Ea MOney.
But—waell, yea, thera is a bi% of a cateh in
it. The trick in question is tho often-
mentioned Indian Rope Trick, and the
sole reason that this large sum is offered
iz that scientiets and professional cons
jurera claim that there 18 no such trieck,
and that the various stories told about it
are just * traveller's tales.” For rlany
years Indis has been searched for & man
who is capable of performing it, and a
nuw.srl:mpar in India has advertised that
it will pay Bn even larger sum of money
thm]; the above to anyone who docs the
triclk.

Anyhow, chums, if you think you can
do it, there's a smaoll fortune waiting to be
picked up. It will be interesting to see if
anyone claims it. Incidentally, although.
the experta declare flatly that the Indian
Rope Trick has never actually been
performed, there are still many peopls
who claim to have scen it years ago.
wonder if any of my many MagNET
chums in the Far East have witnezced
it ¥ If they have, I shall bo exccedingly
pleased to recoive their letters on the
subjeat,

Ready for next week's list of features ¥
Right 1

**FISHY'S FEARFUL FIX '*
By Frank Rlchards.

ia another * super-production ™ of this
first.-rate boys' school story suthor. It'e
crammed with execiting situations, and
when you've finished it you'll apree that
it's az good as any story he has ever
written,

Thrills you'll find in plenty in our
further chaptera of “The Black Hereules 1
while the ' Greyfriars Herald " supple-
ment will ba better than ever. Jump to it,
chuma, and order next Saturday's issus
of the MAGHET at oncé!

‘ YOUR EDITOR,
Tre Maicxer Lipnany.—XNeo. 1,280,
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masses of buttercupe and dandelions and
other weeds growing high. He ha

picked his hiding-placo earefully, Qnly
8 very cloze search was likely to roof
him -out. Probably the juniors,

they been hunting for him, would have
mizsed him. Unfortunaicely for Bunter,
iho scarch was very closo—very closa
indeed ! ‘The silence did not mean that
he had been missed ! It meant that he
Liaed been spoited ! ]

Hardly six feet from the hidden Owl
Inapector Grimes stood, his face grim
and sct, his heart beating rather wmore
guickly than usual,

He made signs of silence to the two
ronstables, close at hand. The three of
them were listeming intently, IFrom a
little distance came a buzz of volces at
the landing-place.  Dnt thers was =2
sound closer at hand. The keen ears of
tho inspector picked it up. It was the
sound of subdued, terrified beeathing.
Tho inspector could not sco whoe was
hidden in that decp noock. But he knew
that somceone was hidden there!

Which, naturally, was enough for Mr.
Grimes.

IIc had thought it very improbable
that the c:caping gunman ceald have
sought refuge on the izland while the
schoolboys were camped there. He was
making the search rather as & matter
of form than anything else.  But the
dizeovery of somvone hidden deep in the
thicket altered his views entirely. Whe
could 1t be but the guaman ?

Br. Grimes was glad now that he had
scarchied the island in the Bark, Ie
was glad that he had run down his man.
But he did not forget that tho desperate
riffian was armed with a deadly weapon
and that he had shot and seriousl
wounded s man at the Courtfeld an
County Dank, and had fired several
times on lus pursucrs the previous day.
That the wretch, if run down, would
shoot, did not admit of doubt. Mr.
Grimes was keen to do his duty, but he
Lhad no desire to stop a bullet with his
portly person.

For a long, long minule he stood
listening, and the two constables stood,
half-buried in ferns, like statues, waiting
for orders. They had rooted over
nearly the whole of the island before

rencllinﬁ this spot. Now, however, they
had no doubt that they were on the right
Epot, -

Fuintly, but unmistakably, came that
sound of subducd breathing in the
thicket., They had got -him! .

Mr. Grimes stirred at Jast. e did
not speak. He woa well aware that his
official voice miglht draw a shot, 1f 1t
was the gunman who was there, and he
had not the slightest doubt that it was.

He made signs to his men to move
round and encircle the suspected spot.
The villain was to be given no chance
of running.

Apoin o rustling sound camo to Billy
Runter’s ears. Hwe hoped it meant that
the beasts were going !

But it didn't. It meant thit they
were surrounding him !

Bhlr. Grimes could see only the helmets
of hia men when they were In ition.
But they werg where he wanted them—
ready to eut off tho escape of the gun-
man if he fled, ready to jump on him if
he reuisted. The time for action had
arrived, and Mr. Grimes drew a dee
breath and serewed up his  officia
courage to the sticking-point.

He made & cautious mmovement for-
ward. The next
moment he leaped, and erashed on the
eronching flignre in the forne,

He grasped it.

Therr was a fearful vell,

“Yaroooooh I

Billy Bunter wriggled wildly.

Tue Magxer LiBranY.—No, 1,380

L heard s gasp!

"Whoop! Bepst! Legge! Yaroop!l”

Inspector Grimes wondered, for a
fleeting second, whether he was dream-
ing. Ile was nob grasping s desperats
bank robber. He was grasping a fat
schoolboy, whe wrilggled and squeaked.

*What I gazped the inspector.

Heo released the Owl of the Remove.
He stood staring at him. Buuater leaped
up.
He did net even sce that it was Mr.
Grimes. Ie did not see anything.  All
Bunter knew was that he had been
grabbed, and - then unoxpectedly re-
leazed, and he did not stop to look, or
to think, or to give the beast time to
grab him sgain. He jumped for it.

Crash !

A bullet head, that felt like a batter-
ing-ram, thudded on Inspoctor Grimes'
uﬂ%ﬂial tunic. It knocked all the wind
out of the portly inspector. He went
over backwards, as if Bunter's bullet
head had been & bullet from the gun-
man's automatic. He crashed, gurgling.

Bunter, staggering from the shock,
was grasped by a fat shoulder by one of
the astounded constables. He yelled:

“Ow! Leggo, Bob Cherry, you beast!
Ow! I'm not here! Wow! I baven't
touched the grubl Yarcooh!™

“Urrrgeh!” said Inspector Grimes,
“Wurrgegh! OQcooco-er! Grogoocoghl”
Sitting up dizzily, the ha%hﬂs inspector
pres both hands over the spot where
ha had lately parked his lunpeh.
“Doooogh! Wooooogh! Meoocooecoogh I™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !

L1 HAT the thump—"
W “What the dickens——"
Harry Wharton & ., at
the landing-place, heard the
uproar from the interior of the island.
The captain of the Remove ran up the
path towards the camp. ‘The other
fellows rushed after him. Sornething,
evidently, was happening. They wanted
to know what 1t was,

“That's Bunter yowling!” gasped
Paoter Todd, * Bunter——*
“Ow! Leggo! Beast! Legpo, you

beastly bobby!” came DBilly Bunter's

frantic howl from the thickets.

“Are they arresting Bunter " ejacu-
lated LBob Cherry. “ Bounds like it 1"

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“Qoooer-cogogh ! came an agonised
gurgle. “ Woooe-er! Wooh! Mooh!™

Harry Wharton & Co. plunged into
the tangled thickets on the farther side
of the glade. They came quite suddenly
on the scene. They gazed at it, dumb-
founded.

Inspector Grimes, with both hands
pressed to the place where the pain was,
sat gurgling, gasping, and guggling,

Iilly Bunter, howling with alarm,
wriggled in the grasp of one of the
Courtficld constables. The other was
bending over the breathless inspector.

“1 say, you fellows!” yelled Dunter,
az the juniors burst on the scene in a
crowcd. *1 #ay, make him leggo! I
wou't be run in! Yaroooh!®

“What on n:-nrih——"ém‘sped Wharton,

“Oooo-cr ! said Mr, Grimes. " Wooo-
er!” With the constable’s help be stag-
gored to his feet. “Ooopogh! That
yvoung—ooogh—scoundrel—wooogh—that
¥ ounNg=—o000000gEggh=—— '

“1 say, you fellows, I mever touched
him ¥ shrieked Bunter, " Make this
beast. lemmae ! I never butted him!
Lesides, I didn't see him! 1 thmtﬁht it
was one of you fellows after me! 1
Ay —""

* Butted him ! gasped tha captain of
the Remove. “You blithering, be-

“policeman ¥ howled Bunter.

wera you
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nighted Owl, what did you butt Mr,
Griunes for?” i

“I dide't! Never touched him!
Besides, I thought it was Bob Cherry!
How was I to know it was a fatheaded
: (13 w‘ihat
did he jum}) on me for, I'd like
to know! Jumping on a fellow and
nearly squashing him !” _

“You young—oooogh—you youn
g.'rﬂ{:-n:mgh—ﬁgur young scoundrel, what

iding in the thicket for®¥
gurgled the inspector,

“I—I wasn't! I was—was fast azleop
when I saw you coming—-="

i Hﬂ., ha' @_a !.u 4

“ Blessed if I ges anvthing fo cackle
at [ roared Bunter, “1've been jumped
on! Nearly sguashed! ‘The beast
gr‘ahbed hold of me—0~=

" What werea you hiding for, you
hh:thgrmg Owl?” roared Bob Cherry.

“I wasn’t! 1 haven't touched tha
grub! I didn’t think it was vou fellows
after me! Why should ¥, when
haven't been near the grub

“0Oh, my hat I*

“The fat villain's raided the grub,
and hidden himself to scoff it!" eaid
Nugent. “But I don't see why Mr,
Grimes wanted to jump on him—"
 "Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder, a
light breaking on his mind. “Did you
think you'd got the bank raider,
Grimey ¥~

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wharton. He
understood now. =

“ Ha, he, ha ! yvelled the Removites.

“The—the bank raider!™ gasped
Bunter. “ He ain't here, i3 ha? Qh lor’ |
I—I say, }’DHJF’EHUWE; if that beast's on

&+

the island —
“All serene, old fat man ! chuckled

Bob Cherry. “You're the only beast on
this d_::-ll:,r old island

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“The silly mss!” howled Bunter.

“How could he take me for the bank
robber? Do I look like a bank raider?”

“Ounly like a grub raider!” chuckled
Bob. “I say, Grimey, are you huntin%'
grub raiders as well as hpn{: raiders ¥
. Mr. Grimes, still gurgling and pant-
ing, was crimson a3 a beetroot.

He could not blame himself for that
mistaka! He had been hunting for a
hidden man—sand he had jumped on &
hidder man |

How was the keenest police inspector
to guess that the hidden man was not
the hunted fugitive, but & fat, greedy
Ow] whe had raided the stores and
retired to that secluded spot to devour
the same? Obviously, he couldn't have

uessed that! But it was 'vory un-
ortunate ! " He blushed to the roofs of
his hair as the Greyfriars fellows yelled
and howled with laughtor.

Evoen _the two constables were grin-
ning. But a ferocious glare from Mr.
Grimes wiped the grins from their
faces as if with a duster.

“I say, ivcru fellows; will you maka
this beast bobby legga?” howled
Bunter. ""% haven't done anvthing,
have I1"

“Hsa, ha, ha ™

At a sign from Mr. Grimes, the con-
stable let go Billy Bunter’s fat shoulder.
Then the inspector himself pgrasped
Bunter. 3

He did not take him by the shoulder,
but by the back of the neck. He knelt
on one knee, making a knee for Bunter
with the other.

Across that knee the fat Dwl of the
Remeve was jJerked, face down. Mr.
Grimes’ left lI:u.'-anm:] held him in that
wosition, His right rose and fell rather
ike o flail.

Bmack, smack, smack !

* Y ow-ow-ow I s

“Ha, ha, ha " shricked the jumors,

Smack, smaclk, smack |

Inspector Grimes had a large, plump,
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Harry Wharton eaught hold of Vernon-Smith’s arm, as the Bounder was about to bring the cricket siump into play. ** Chuck
it, Smithy ! " hesaid. ** It’sall Mr. Grimes. You've got your duty to do, and we're not stopping you. e’ll help you
search the Island for the bank bandit, if you lke. But it’s got to be understood that nobody lands on the Island except officers

heavy hand. It seemed to Billy
Bunter like a sledge-hammer.

Those terrific spanks nmﬁ like pistol-
shots across ‘Popper’s Island.

Smack, smack, smack |

“I say, you fellows, rescus!” shrieked
Bunter, wrigghng like & fat eel. “1I
say— _Yaroooh | 88 Oh
nr;hﬁy! Help I
' “Ha, ha, hat"

Smack, smack, smack | _

“There I” .gasped Mr. Grimes, re-
leasing Buater at last, and letting him
roll into the grass. *There, that will
teach you not to play practical jokes on
a P::-Iinﬁ officer executing his duty 12

‘Y arooooh ¥

“11a, ha, ha t*

Billy Bupter rolled and rcared. In-

spector Grimes, red and wrathy, signed
to hiz men to follow, and tramped
away from the spot.
. Yells of merriment from the Re-
movites, .and yella not of merriment
from Buntor, fujilnwed him. Mr. Grimes
was still gurgling as he went, He still
had rather a pazin, and he was. still
short of breath. And it was clear that
hs was not in & good temper.

“Oh orikey ! gasped Bunter, sitting

up dizzily. *I say, you fellows—"
“Ha, ha, ha ¥
“1f wyou think this is funny—="

howled Bunter.

“Just & few!” chuckled Bob. “Ha,
ha, hal”

“1 puess it's the bee’s knee |” churtled
Ficher T. Fish, ;

“The funmifulnesa s
esteemed idiotic Bunter 1%

* Benals 1"

" Now let's give him a few mora for
raiding the grub!” said the Bounder.

“Hear, hear " )

#1 eay, you fellows, I haven't raided

terrificc, my

of the law."

the grub!” yelled Bunter, in alarm.
“I haven't touched itl If there's any
gone, I expect it was old Grim 2

“What ¥ gasped Wharton.

“0r one of those bobbies! I haven't
touched it! I haven't eaten a thing
since dinner, and I haven't got any
biscuits or anything in my pockets
oW M

“Ha, ha, hal?

Five or six pairs of hands grasped the
fat Owl, and his pockets wers turned
out. l%mta a collection of catables camo
to light.

“Now what have you got to say, you
fat cormorant 1 demanded Bob Cherry.

“Equash him 1"

“Jump on him 1”

“Give him beans|?

“The beanfulness is
caper |

There was a crash in the thickets, as
Billy Bunter fled for his fat hife. He
barged wildly through bramble and
briar, and the Removites, laughing,
left him to it. They followed Inspector
Gritmes, who was_going down to the
landing-place — still  breathing _ ster-
toriously, and occasionally pressing a
hand to his tunie.

Frobably tha marry laughter of the

the proper

Removites made Mr. Grimes rather
keen to get away As soon as he could.
He ~ould not blame himsolf for that

little imistake with regard to Bunter;
gtill, he had to realise that it was
slightly ridiculous. He was anxious to
be gone now that the island had bees
searched.

Although Mr. Grimes did not think it
at all likely that the hunted man could
be on a little 1sland, where there were
thirty fellows who had scen nothing of
him, he bhad done his work.

Searching in the branches of the trees,
thick and messy with their summer
foliage, was scarcely practicable; buf
short of that, tho search had been
thorough enough. The slightest * eign ¥
left by the Gunner would bave been
enough for Mr. Grimes; but Gunner
Briggs had left no sign.

Hi.%lil in the thick foliage of the tall
oak the desperate man was hidden and
unsuspected, and Mr. Grimes npever

recamed for.a moment that he was
turning his back on the man he sought,
though perhaps that sbsurd encounter
with. Bunter made him leave a little
earlicr than ho would otherwise have
done. Grinning schoolboys followed
Iiim down to the boat.

Sir Hilton Popper seemed reluctant
to depart. But, observing that a
number of the robela had picked up
lumps of turf, eold eans, and other
mnissiles, and were reody fo greet him
with a volloy, the lord of Pppper Court
decided that Popper's IH-lELIIL{’ waa no
place for him. @ pave an angry snord
as the boat pushed off.

“Good-bye, Grimey 1” called out the
Bounder. “We'll eatech your man for
vou if he comes along this way ¥

“Ta-ta, Popper | roared Bob Cherry.
“Ready for you, old bean, if you pop
up again I?

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Inspector Crimes frowned, SBir Hilton
snorted, the constables grinned, and the
boat pulled away.

The Greyfriars rebels were leit on
their island onge more, littla guessing
that a desperato man, hidden at the
summit of the tall oak, panted with
relief as he spotted the boat pulling
away up the river.

Tug Macner Lirsapy.—No. 1,380
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunier!
T

l “Rats 1" :

“] want my supper!” roared
Billy Buunter.

“Vou've had it 1"

Billy Bunter did not join in E;'hi.'l
lannu-gh.':'lr Bunter was not amused. The
fat Owl blinked at the laughing juniors,
with a feroeious blink that might have

Bunter was hungry | That, of course,
was rothing new | Bunter was generally
hungry | Now, however, he was fear-
fully hungr:,f—friglhtt'u'llv hungry—
the Sark been a desert island, and Bun-
ter a chipwrecked castaway on it, he
eould hardly have felt more awfully
lwmgry, :

Punter ' had eaten hardly twice
o- nuach as an
that was ot tho werst. The worst was
thiat Lie had ecaten nothing eince the
afternoon.
himself to a snack which he was fully
entitled to de. According to the other
fellows, he had had his supper n
advance, and there was wo more for

All the fcllows agreed that the grub
raider of Greyfriars needed a lesson!
Thiz was & lesson—and Dunter was got-
ting it!
tho Owl of the Remove. ;

“Nothing doing, old fat manl” said
Harry, shaking his head. *We've got
to ration the prub.  We may not be
days. Wo can’t leave the island while
that punman i3 wandering about.” ;
' “Iig ou're funky of & gunman-—"
snu:'w--ruz-a.‘i|Jr Bunter.
again ™ said the eaptain of the Remove.
“He's too jolly handy with that auto-
matie of ki  But we'd risk that, if
that was all. It ien’t1”

“There's hundreds of prople swarming
up and down the river now after that
sportzman, and rooting through the
woods.  All old P'upfmr'a keepers are

SAY, you fellows!”
“Hg, ha, hal”
eracked lia spectecles
alarmingly hungry. Iad the island in
i other fellow there. DBut
According to Bunter, he had helped
him.
“[aok here, Wharton——" spluttered
able to get any more in for days and
“Woell, we don't want to meet him
“¥ou silly ass!” snid Deb Cherry.
out. We can’t get off the island again

till that little circus is over.”

“If any fellow here had my pluck
—" sneerved Bunter.

Bob Chervy chuckled.

“Well, we haven't your pluck, Dun-
ter—such as it is! But you've got it!
Yﬁ_ﬂﬁi ﬁH.TIL go and try it om, if you like.

“Good ogg!® agreed Wharton.
“We'll ferry you across to the bank,
Bunter——"*

“Wha-a-t 1"

“And you can try vour luck t™

“Hear, hear!” said the Bounder.
"Bﬂmer‘eﬂ the plucky man! Let Bunter

“Go it, Bunter ¥ L

Billy Bunter blinked at the grinning
juniors. He did not scem keen on
umping at the suggestion, That other
ie].]mvs. should risk an expedition to the
town for supplies, and risk pefting back
with them, scemed to the fab and
fatuous Owl right and proper.  DBut
leaving the safe refuge of the island
?il'ﬂiﬂl seemed to have no appeal for
LOETH.

Bunter did not want to be collared by
Sir Hilton's keepers, or Greyiriars pre-
fects. e did not want to interview
the Head! Above all he did not want
to mect the hunted gunman in the dusky
woods. Not all the provisions in
Chunkley's Stores would have induceed
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William Ccorge Bunter to make that
ventura, i

Supper on Popper’s Island that even-
ing was very frugal. Even bread had
to be econamised, and buiter was ver
scanty. There were some eggs, an
some sardines, and a fow other things,
whacked out with care,

Obviously the rebels could not leave
the -island while the excitement of the
gunman hunt was going on. The tow-
path, generally almost deserted, was
erowded all day. The woods, usnszll
silent, were cchoing to footfalls an
shouting voices, here were a dozen
boats up and down the river. All Sir
Hilton Popper's keepers were out and
on the alert, and twe or three dozen
gomekeepers from  other estates had
Emlmd up to help, Greyfriars prefecls
1d been seen a dozen times up and
down the bank. Matters had to be
allowed to quicten down before anather
expedition was made. Scores of pairs
of eyez would be on the rehels at once
if they started, and it was not likely
gnzula they would have a chance of getting
ack.

Bunter cared for none of these things!
Bunter was thinking of food., And when
Bunter was thinking of food, there was
no room in his fat intellect for other
considerations,

Ho sat and glowered,

His surreptitious feed that aiterncon
had been fairly extensive. But that was
long ago. He was hungry again—fear-
fully hungry! Like an oxtremely fat
Per1 at the pate of Paradise, he eyed
the things he might not share.

But there was no help for Bunter!

Rations were the order of the day,
and Bunter had had his rations, twice
told! And that was that!

1 you'd hke my egg, Bunler—"
said the Bounder, suddenly.

Bunter brightened.

Y (M, :,}‘tmd! You're & good chap,

SBmithy 1 ho gasped.
“Ohe of the best!” apreed the
Bounder. e held up an egg-cup, with

a large cgg showing in it. * Lake it #"

Tom Redwing, who was sitting beside
the Bounder, stared at lum for a
momoent, and then grinned.  Ile had
zecn Smithy consume that epg to tho
lnst morzel. He had also scen him
reversg the egg-zhell in  the egg-cup
when he had finished, DBunter hadn't |
> HHnter gtretched out an  eager fat
and,

“Hand it over, old chap " he gasped.
“You're mot a mean beast  like
Wharton—ar a stingy  rotter like
Cherry—hand it over. Gimme & spoon
somechody.™

“Here's a spoon !

It might have been supposed that
Smithy had saved Bunter's life from
the expression gn his fat face! Joy and
relief were depicted there! Ha took
the egg-cu
spoon’ 1n the other.

Crack! Bunter jammed the spoon into
the cgg!

It went in very easily [

The egg-shell collapsed!  Bunter
blinked at it]! His little round eves
almost popped through his big round

spectacles In his surprise.

“0Oh,” gasped Bunter. “Oh, lor'! I—
I say, there ain't any egg in this!
I say, it's empty ™

“Yla, ha, ha!”

“Beast 1 roared Bunter as he realised
that his fat leg had been pulled, ® Yah |
DBoast ! Rotter!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Removiles.

Punter hurled egg-shell and epp-cup
to the ground. e gave the playiul
Pounder a look that ounght to have
withered him on the gpot. So far from
being withered, however, the Bounder
roared.

in one fat hand and the dack ba

“Ha, ]ra;i hal®
“Beast "' howled Bunter. “1 =ay,
you &Euﬂﬁ' I'm fearfully hungry.”
0Q

“I'm famished (*

“Bravo!"

“I'm as empty a3 & drum!” groancd
Bunter. “My tummy's just like a
drum."

“ Let’s beat the druml!” suggested
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha,

“ Beast [

Billy Bunter went supperlesz to_bed,
And, for the first time since the Grey-
friars rebellion had started, and the
rebels had camped on Popper’s Island,
the fat Owl's unmusical snore did not
awaken the echoes of the Sack.

[

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two in the Dark !

o A IDNIGHT' ! )

il Under the Elimmermg- stars
light, the S8ark murmured and
rippled round the dark island.
A dim uneertain glimmer came through
thie branches over the cumnp in the glade.
Thers was a sound of steady breathing

from  tha dim forms siretched in
slumber, .
A fat face, adorned by a large palr

of spectacles that ca.u%ht g gleam of tho
stars, was put out of & tent. Dunter
was not sleeping. Every other fcllow
was safa in the embrace of Morpheus.
Sleeping, as a rule, was Bunter’s long
sutt. %1'3 could generally Eleep any-
where and anvhow., Now ho couldn’t!
Sleeping was second on Bunter's list of

the jovs of life. Eating came first!
And Bunter was hungry—ravenously
hungry!

All was silent and still, and he crept
quictly out of the tent!

He had to be cautipus! T any of the
follows had awakened and spoticd him,
Bunter’s last state would certainly have
been worse than his first. He had had
oue lesson on the subject of grub raid-
ing. They would have been quite ready
to give him another. :

On tiptoe, quaking, the fat Owl stolo
forth. On tiptoe he crept among the
slumbering juniora. 'The :gl tin trunle,
which formed the camp larder, was at
his mercy if he succeeded in reaching
it without awakening any of the fellows.
It stood hbeside tho cooking-stove, in
the deep, dark shadow of a tree on the
cdge of the glade. Once safe in thot

‘deep, dark shadew, the hungry fat Owl

would be seeure from discovery, even if
any fellow had awakened and looked
round. o headed for that spot
eautiously.

SBuddenly, close on it, he stopped, his
fat heart thumping, and listened. A
faint sound had come from under tho
hs of the beech tree where the-
camp larder lay. It sounded to Bunter
like the ereak of the lid of the tin trunlk
being lifted stealthily.

Bunter gasped.

If somebody else was at the trunk, it
meant that another raid grabbed was on
the trail. Skinner or Bnoop or Fishy,
perhaps—they were mean cnough for it,
in_Bunter’s opinion, '

He' listened intently.

Somebody was there, unscen in the
blackness; bot his fat ears caught
another slight sound. He fancied that
he could dotoet hurried breathing.

“The awiul rotter ! breathed ¥5untr-r.
“Bneaking cad—bagging the grub while
the fellows are asleep! Mean beast!”

It waz certain that somebody was ii]’b
and fumbling with the tin trunk. b
was not likely to ogeur to Bunfor that

(Continued on page 28.)
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DARING ADVENTURE

KING OF THE BLACKS |

Buried for Ever!

ROM a hidden observation post
high up on the Rand, Sir
Watkin Tomson, Commander-
in-Chief of the South African

forces, gazed across the long streich
of mina workings surrounding
Johannesburg. His hair, which a
few days before had been irop-grey,
was now white, and his fine face was
creased and lined with care, while
the upright, soldierly bearing had
iven place to a stoop of uiter
ejection and hopelessness,

“It 15 impossible to fight against
those—thosa things!"" he muttered in
a broken tone to his three com-
panions, drawing & shaky hand
across his forehead. ) :

“Well, it's a pretty stiff proposi-
tion, sir,” agreed Wing-Commander
Bowman, “but we can't let those
steel hordes simply walk through the
sountry  witheut putting up any
opposttion.”

Sir Watkin Tomsen took control of
his nerves again and pulled himself up.

“ Mo, you're right, Bowman,” he said
grimly. “The sight of those countless
mechanical soldiera unnerved me for the
moment,"”

The scene 1n front of them was enough
to make the bravest man tremble, for
the whole ecountryside was literally
swarming with steel men marching in
an odd, jerky fashion, but in perfect
formation. ’I?'he commander knew that
tha mechanical soldiers were constructed
of bullet-proof metal, and that each one
carried & deadly radium rifle.

“Wa'll ind some way of ditching "em,
sir,” remarked Speedy Jack Carler, the
qoung  air-mail pilot, "won't e,

ickler 7"’ _

“¥ou bet we will. Fou'll see our

lan work all right,” replied Tickler
.?ulm:sun, with a cheerfulness he was far
from feeling.

The two English chums had been the
frst whites in Africa to know of this
awiul terror which was now approach-
ing, for their mail plane had crashed
in Angola near & wonderful steel city
operated entirely by radium, They
found that this city was controlled b
an enormous negro who called himself
Eing Hercules, and who planned to

WITH THE

establish a Black Empire by driving all
the whites out of Africa,

Hercules was an extraordinary man,
and with the aid of & renegade Fortu-
guese, named Miguel Golanzo, he had
produced thousands of silent Tadium-

driven war planes. In addition, he had
countless steel soldiers called Amarobs,
aend hundreds of incredibly fast bullet
cars, all operated by radio activity.

It was only by temporarily wmckinﬁ
the main radium centrol plent that Jack
and Tickler had managed to escape in
one of the wonder planes, to give warn-
mg of the approach of the Black Terror.
Now their worst fears had been realised,
and spread out before them was the
advancing horde of Amarobs, relentless
and irresistible.

Sir Watkin Tomson gave 2 signal, and
away on the right there was a puff of
white smoke, feliowed by a dull hoom
as one of the field batteries opened fire,
followed by others all round,

Anziously the four observors watched
to see the effect of the bombardment, but
the big field pieces might just as well
kave been throwing peas. Except whero
direct hitz wera seored the shells made
scarcely any difference to ths rapidly
moving “troops.” Gaps elozed up as if
by magiv, and Amarobs sent flying by
the foree of the explosion simply picked
themselves up end marched on again,

, Uift m the groun

“There's nothing for it but to explode
the nmine workings,” said Jack; and the
commander nodded grimly.

Picking up his ficld-glasses, Jack
focused them, while Tickler stood before
a rough-and-ready switchboard which
the engineers had hastily constructed.

There were about ffty thousand of
the Amarob troops advancing in five
separate waves one behind the other, on
a front of some four er five miles, and
Jack kept his eyes glued on a shaft
which marked the position of the mines
farthest away.

Az the last line of Amarobs surped up
to the sheft and marched past, he lited
his forefnger, and Tickler pressed the
first switch. With a terrific rumbling
tha whole ]angth of mine workings
collapsed, leaving a huge impassable
behind the Amarobs.

Instantly the steel mon redoubled the
rate of thelr advance and split into two,
so that they moved rapidly right and
left, extending their front at incredible
speed. Jha with Bowman's assistance
Jaﬂ: and Tickler had laid their plans
well,

“"Flanks ™ rapped Jack: and with a
roar the mine “’ﬁr]cings on either side of
the Amarobs collapsed.

The mechanical horde bLroke into a
queer ungainly double, and came racing
on.  But they wero not guick cnoungh.
A third detonation made a huge rift in
the grovnd in front of them and they
were trapped. The foremost ranks fell
headlong into the collapsed workings
while the rest suddenly halted.

With slow deliberation, Tickler pressad
down switch after switch to expliode the
workings wunder the huge sguare in
which the Amercbs were caught. The
air became fillad with dust as if some
gigantic sandstorm was raging, and the
whale earth shuddered and trembled as
the deep mine workings collapsed,

Slowly but relentlessly what had been
solid ground eaved in  beneath the
mechanical men, and they disappeared
from sight, to be buried under thousands
of tons of earth.

“That was the only way o stop
them,” said Jack. * But unless I'm very
much mistaken Hercules will seon have
another army ready to launch on us, and

Twe BIaGWET LIBnARY.—No. 1,380,



26
Wwo shan’t find & trap like that for "em

again.”
Tho little party returned to the com-

mander-in-chief’s  headquarters at the
Johannesburg airport, and got busy with
preparations for cesisting the inevitable

sccond attack. livery available asero-
plane in the State was called into service
and placed under Bowman's control,
Special trains raced dozens of tanks of
nI[l sizes to tho ecity, while huge guns

mounted on railway trucks were brought
up and shunted into position, IHeavy
lorrica poured into the city with

smmunition and high explosives, and
batteries of anti-awrcraft guns were
hestily rvigged up. ]

Everything was carried out at top
speed, for Sir Watkin realized that o
fresh attack might materialise at eny
maotent.

Sure enough, less than twelve hours
after the destruction of the Brst Amarob
army another El?ht of troop carricrs was
reported over Malfeking,

rofiting by his cxperience of the
vevious oceasiom, when the two chums
E:u:l torncd the explosive carriers and

crashed them inte the steel army,
Hercules sent his troop carriers um-
accompanied.

Jack, Tickler, and Bowman took tha
air in the big econtrel plane, in which
the two chums had escaped from Her-
cules, and waited for the oncoming fleet,
while the rest of the defending eireralt
were lined up in readiness,

“Hero they come,’ announced Jack,
as a blotch appeared in one corner of
tho scrcen and 1uick1;,r reselved itself
into a flight of planes.

“Gosh,” muttered Tickler,
must be a thousand of 'em !

" Vos—and look ¥ Jack pointed ouk
s larger plane flying behind, and
higher, than the main fleet. It's use-
less fo try turning this lot, there’s a
control plane with "em."”

Jack geprea-sed the control lever and
dropped straight down into the huge
wide fissure caused by the collapse of
the mine workings.

The plane dropped some way below
ground level before Jack halted its
progress end switched the sereon up the
other way. The three companions saw
the enemy planes go flashing past above
them at o terrifie speed.

“ Nearly caught that time,” grunted
Jack. “If we'd been in the air wa
might have got under the influence of
that control plane. It was more power-
ful than this one.” :

They roso into the air again, and
wora in Liine to zeo the black flect speed
over the ety and land twoe or threo
milez to the south.

“II'm, they don't mean to get caught
again!” said Tickler. “And they've
cut off our retreat this time I

“thora

In the Nick of Time!

" HAT on earth has happened ™
w cried Bowman, as the
machine dropped down to
the landing

“*Where are all the planes gone?”

Jack nodded grimﬁ.' towards what at
first sight appeared to be a broad level
thoroughfare running straight as a die
from tho acrodrome right through the
Cifv,

“The pilot of thot control plane must
have switched on the radium ray pro-
jector as he passed over the airport,”
said Tickler, “The rays will destroy

ractically anything in their path, and

‘m afratd we've got no planes now.

e

ground.

TR el

fee how all the buildings they passed
over have disappeared I

Thoe three compsanions dropped from
the plane, and wera met by a crowd of
amazed and uneasy Stalf oflficers. The
military men seemed unable to believa
their eyes, and they recounted how
when the enemy planes had passed over-
hwead everything in a direct line below
their ﬂiT 1t had simply disappeared.
Iractically every plane had gone, and
the sirport buildings had been cut elean
in helt =y it by some glpentic oxys
acolvlene cutier.

As Jack end Tickler feared, the
batteries of anti-aircraft guns had
proved powerless mgainst the sirange
planes, and the Amarobs were zlready
being unloaded ot top speed to the
south of the city. T

Sir Watkin Tomson in his head-
quarters was very agitated, and he
called Bowman and the fwo chums nto
conference to ask their adviee.

“The first thing to do is to put that
main contral plane out of action,” =zaid
Jack, “Whila that i here we s'hnl! bo
liable to be wiped out by the radium

I LJI

?"I'va a better idea than that,” said
Tickler. “It would be prectically
inpossible to get a direet hit first time,
uuﬁ Lbefore one of those hig guns could
get loaded apgain the ray would have
wiped it out. I sugpest, sir, that you
et the troops all ready te evacusate
while we try to put the control plane
out of action.”

Sir Watkin nodded.

“Pm afraid I'm in vour hands, boys,”
ha said. “You are the only ones who
have any experience against this
torrible menace. ™

Without further ado, the two chums
returned fo their plane, while Tickler
explained his scheme. A few erisp
orders sent men moving at the double,
and at top speed & large cradle was
fixed underneath the plane. Into this
eradle was placed a huge aerial impact
bomb, while Jack hastily rigged up o
release cord which eould be operated
from inside the cabin.

Ten minutes later they were in the
pir, with Jzek st the controls and
Tickler seated before the photographic
screen. DBelow  they conld sea the
doserted city, while beyond it the rows
of massed Amarobs were lining up in
readiness for the atiack,

In a few seconds the pals were over
the enemy machines, and Fack moved
the controls to rise higher. To his
horror, the machine refused to answer,
and he suddenly realised that the com-
trol plane below had & stronger radium
apparatus than their own, and that
they had unsuspectingly Aown right into
its power like a fly into a spider’s web.

cads of perspiration stood out on
Jack’s forehead as he realised t.hn'f}erﬂ
and struggled with the controls. Their
own apparatus was strong enough to

put up some resistance, but they felt
themsclves being  slowly but surely
drawn downwards as the lana

answered the stronger power of the

machine below.

With grim face, Tickler stared into
the screen, end saw the big control
plane below grow nearer and larger
until they were only about twenty feet
abova ik,

“Here goes!” he sald, and pulled at
the release cord, although he knew that
the explosion would probably destroy
them as well as the plane below.

Almost immediately there was a
terrific report, and the roof of the cabin
scemed to fall in and hit the two boys

THE MAGNET

on the head. The plane was fung high
into the sky by the sudden rush of air,
end the chums knew no more.

On the ground the aerial bomb had
done its ‘work well,.for by its very
welght it had smashed through the con-
trol plane and the machine was torn to
pieces, while rank upon renk of the
massed Amarchs were bowled over like
rows of minepins by tha force of the
explosion. : Y

Jack and Tickler came to their senses
& moment or two later, fo find them-
sclves racing along ot top epeed. For-
tunately, the plane was undamaged, for
like all high explosives, the bomb ha
spent its force sideways, and, being
directly over if, they had escaped the
warst effects. The control lever was
still as Jack had left it, and he guickly
siipped 1t over to reverse.

In & few seconds they were back once
more at the sirport, where Bowman
guickly explained Sir Watkin’s idea for
evacuating the eity, Although the
danger from the Amarobs was just as
great as ever, it was possible to make
plans without fear of the terrible ray.

Ficld-telephonists from their outposts
on the edge of the city reported that
the Amarobs had started to advance.
Thetr front extended across the main
railway line to Kroonstad, but they
had not yet reached the line to
Kimberley, and the commander-in-
chief proceeded to put hiz plans into
action. For some five or six miles south
of the city the railway and road to
Kimberley ran almost parallel, and Sir
Watkin gave orders for the big guns to
be trained so that shells were dropped
all along on either side. In & very
short time road and railway were both
hedged by deep shellholes, which would
very effectively impede any attempt by
the Amarohs fo reach the Line.

As many troops as possible were
crammed into the big tanks, which
immediately lumbered off down the
road, while the guns were all coupled

up and the rest of the kly
embarked on a traio. BN aainEy

Jack and Bowman went up in the
plane to keep watch on the enemy while
the long, heavy train with four huge
locomotives each end pulled ovut of the
doomed city and slowly got under way,

From their vantage point Jack and
the wing-commander saw the convoy of
tanks get safely past the Amarch [ines
without mishap, But, as if realising
that the prey was slipping from their
grasp, & horde of the steel men started
te swarm over the shellholes to reach the
railway.

The first ones fell headlong into the

deep S:ts and were unable to get out,
but others came tumbling on top of
them so fast that the holes simply filled
up with the grotesque figures, and the
rear ranks were able to clamber over
them on to the line.
. Bome two or three hundred succesded
in reaching the rails, where they ranged
themselves stifily at attention elong each
side of the track.

As the heavy train picked up speed
Tickler, who was on the footplate of the

leading unfginn, peered through the
spectacle plass and saw the row of
mechanical men He eould not at first

make out what they were going to do,
but as he watched, the Amarchs all bent
dc-_tii'n jerkily and started to tear at the
rais,

With a yell of dismay, Tickler jumped
for the whistle and gave thres sharp
hoots as a s;gnnl to the other enpgines:
then, pushing ihe astounded driver to
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one side, he seized the regulator handle
and shoved it hard over,

Az the other engines followed his lead
the train scemed literally to jump for-
ward at terrific speed, lurching and
swaying violently on the narrow-gauge
track. )

With set face Tickler stared through
the glass and saw that the Amarobs
wera just m the act of lifting one length
of track, They tugped desperately to
drag it from 1ts bed of ballast, but the
roaring train was on them. There was
& grinding crash and the shrill sound of
tearing metal as the heavy train raced
intoc the middle of the mechanical
soldiers, The alr was filled with fiying
etegl, and greal fragments smashed into
the engine cab.

For a breathless second the flying
wheels s=lipped, and the big cn%tnes
lurched ominously on the displaced

rotest.
ANTET-

metals: buf, with a screech of
ing tyres, the train was past the
gpot and pounded on to safety.

A Baitle of Wils!
broad

OWMAN  shrugged his
B shoulders hopelessly as he
watched the tape-machine in the

new headguarters Sir Watkin
Tomson had set up at Kimberley after
the retreat from Johannesburg. .
The news was enough to make the
bravest man despair. The whole of
Rhodesia and the Transvaal had fallen

to the relentless and  irresistible
Amarobz. Hercules had laid hiz plans
well, for the news that a great Black

Emperor had come to release the negro
race spread like magic to the wildest
and most inaccessible parts, While the
gteel troops were concentrated on the
large white towns and centres of cavilisa-
tion the patives in the bush and the
more sparscly setiled districts changed

overnight from indelent, easy-going
“bhovs ™ 1o ferce warriors filled with
bloodlast.

The Bakwena and the Bangwaketsi,
the Matabele and the Mashona, the
Barrolonga and the DBarotze had all
risen in rebellion. Lourenco Marques
had fallen, amid terrible sgenes, to the
(xaza, while enormous mmpis of Zuln,
Swazl, and Basuto warriors were closing
on Ladyemith and Pietermaritzburg:

Farther south, in the portion of the
Union still under white control, the

ition was little better. The large
hinese and Indian Colonies in the
bigger towns had joined forces with the
natives,
and etill the revolt grew.

“"Hercules has sent an ultimatum to
the Governor-General,” announced Bow-
man to the two chums, “He has offered
to cease hostilities if all whites will 1m-
mmediately withdraw from the country,
The House of Assembly has rejected the

ro | without disenzsion.'

“T'm not surprised,” remarked Jack:
“although they might not have been so

uick about it if they'd seen as much of
g{emulea' powar as we have."

“Here's another iftem,” continued
Bowman. “Hercules has announced
that ag his offer has been turned down
he will immediately bhomb Kimberlay
and Bloemfontein. So we'd hetter get
busy,”’

Without further ado Jack and Tickler
left the G.H.Q. and boarded their plane
in order to be able to give warning of
the sapproach of the black explosive
CATriers. :

The weather was cloudy, but intensely
hot, and there seemed an eerie stilloess
sverywhere as the machine roce straight
up into the sl:g‘. Climbing to a height
of some 20,000 feet, the chums saw about

and open terrorisin reigned,

fifty exzplosive carriers approaching from
the north, with a large control plano
flying behind them.

“That's done it!" grosned Jack.
*There’s no hope of ocur being able to
turn em.™

A srackling ncise, foliowed by a2 vivid
blue flash, cavsed him to give aitention
o the control board, but he could see
nothing  wrong, Switching over o
elimb, he found the machine rose easily
enough, and almost immediately there
was o frightful ecrash which nearly
deafened the oceupants of the plane.

*“What's up?” cried Jack, startled by
the appalling noise. * Have they started
already 17

“It's all right,” Tickler assured him,
gazing into the photographic sereen.
“That was o thunderclap. ‘Thare’zs a
terrifie storm on bhelaw, and those chaps
are going {o run right inte it. Wonder
what'll happen? We're well above it
now, $o there's no need for us to worry.”

The erad into the screen, fascin-
ated by the sight below, The enemy
planes were being tassed about hike
ecorks, while vivid Razhes of lighlning
stabbed in and out around them. Sud-
denly a great blue streak shot across the
sky and scemed o go clean through the
main control plane. In a fraction of a
spcond the machine had disappeared In
fragments, and, bereft of their contral,
the. explosive coarriers went tumbling
hesdlong towards the earth.

“That'll teach Herecules he can't beat

MNature, anyway,” chuckled Tickler, as-

tha enemy planes became rapidly
smaller,

“MNever mind about that,” rapped
Jack., “They'll hlow the place up!
Craiel 12 ) )

He jammed the control plug into its
socket and Tickler grioped the lever,
moving it slowly forward and upward.

The disappearing planes checked their
rapid descent, glided forward, and then
slowly hepan to rise in obedience to
Tiokler’s movements,

“ (Gozh 1 whistled Jack.
control of a whole flect now. Let's
try to intercept the flight that
15 going to bomb Bloemfontein., We
inig;ht be able to engage them with this
'Dt-q- ] a -

“But their conlrol plane will be able
to operate these,” protested Tickler,

“No it won't,” said Jack. “You ought
to know by this {ime, that once these
planes are set to work from a control
plane they will obey the one nearest
to them! Well, then, so long as we keep
close enough we can do what we like
with these®

Tickler nodded agreement, and with
the deadly explosive carriers flying
helow, they set off towards Bleemfen-
tein. Owing to the terrific spead of the
aircraft it was only a matier of minufes
before the ehums were over the Drange
Free State capital,

“We've got

27

“(Can't have these hings fulling about
all over Bloemfontein,” grinned Lickler,
with a cheeriulness he was far from
fecling, “Let’s see how the separate
controls work." ;

Me pulled out a series of swiiches,
each of which operated a formation of
five plancs independenehy of the others,
and tested thoem,

They worked ouite satisfaelorily, and
Lig get the fHect In arrowhead formaticn.
The rival planes eame on at lop speed,
their cordroller apparently unaware of
his danger, and 1n o {ow seconds the two
feets met.

If the pals had reckened on surprising
their adversary they were mistaken, for
the oncoming planes vose suddenly just
as & crash seemod imminent.

“Take five switches each,” eried Jack,
and with his eyes glued on the sercen,
he staried to juggle with e levers,

Up and rmmf he brought his plancs
in an effort to erash them into those of
the enemy, but without suceess,

Tickler, in his cxeifement, iried to
crash one of his proups into the black
control  plane, forgetting that the
machines wonld come under the
guidance of theiv vival immediately they
werg nearer to him.,

He rmuttered an imprecation as he
found that his thoughtlessness had eoct
them five planes, but scon forgot his
annoyance when e sncceeded in driving
one group right in the middle of the
enemy feet, '

There was an carsplitting din as the
explosive carriers met head-on and dis-
appeared in & cloud of fine dust.

“That's seven of his and five of ours
gone wesl,” chuckled Tickler, bringing
another group rvound fo the atiack.

Their adversary tried desperately fo
geb awav, bhut the boys countercd each
move shilfully and =zoom had the satis-
faction of socing another dozen of tha
attacking planes blown to atoms.

This setback apparently made the
black contreller hesitate. He circled his
Heet round and rvound as 1f trying to
make up his mind whether to turn kack
or try to break through,

SBuddenly he strung hiz fleet out in a
long line and came forward at tcp

specd.
“1 - suppose he reckons to crash
through,” =aid Jack. “He ought to

know that won't work [

Tha two pals set their own planegs in
position and waited. Their keen eyes
were watching every movement and
their fingers were ready on the switches
to counter the rising or dropping of the
enemy flect.

T's their surprise the black planes did
not attempt to swerve, but eame straight
on, and as the rival Rights of planes

anet, the whole sky seemed to split In

two under the force of the terrific ex-
plosign,
(Continued on poge 28.)

and they could =ee{
at a glance that.the
enemy had not yeb
arrived. ; i

Taking the1r
planes well up, they
waited for the arri-
val of the bombers,
and amused them-
selves by  specu-
lating in the result
of a fight between
the rival Hests.

In less than half
an howr the
bombers apﬁeared
from the north-west,
and without hesita-
tion the pals set out
to meet them.

Here is & afromn
gpen 15 ins.

Sole Coneespiohaines

e e
=

-

Eis

—p—

W Flies 200 ft.

» well-built and handsome outdeor ‘plans. Wing
othing to tear or dent. Very
to.day to your toyshop or stores and buy one of these grand

TERN monoplanes

Co

low prico.
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Jack and Tickler felt themselves flung
inta the air and dragged down again by
the whirling eddies, and they were =0
intent on getiing their eraft back on an
even keel, that.they did not realise the
plan of their opponent.

The Zulu pilot had scen that he coubd
not got Lis oxplosive carriers past them,
But Lo realised that there would always
bo 2 corlnin amount of danger to
Hoevcules' plang while these two white
lads possesscd ona of the contrel planes.

With the Jesperate bravery of a Llind
devotion to the new omperor he wor-
shipped, the black man had decided to
destroy the conirol plane operated by
the two Im:;s by erashing his own inlo
it. Ifis plan of sonding the cxplosive
carvicrs forward was only a ruse to
put the white lads off their guard for

a fow moments, and it succeeded.

As Jack wrestled with his conirols
the other plane came shooting out of the
maze of smoke and duost, straight at
them.

Quick as thought, Tickler snatched at

the main switch and fere it free, and
without it= deiving power the machine
staried to drop. juzt az the enemy plane
reaclend {hem,
CThere was a tearving of mefal as the
top of the plane was torn away, and the
next moment they were a thousand feet
Below, falling like a plummet.

Tickler jabbed ithe switeh back, and
prayed that it would work. For a nexve-
racking space of time they conbinued
to fall, but gradually the rate of desecnl

cased, and they sighed with heartfelt
relief ws  the machine slid forward
Bgaln,

“Gosh ! remarked Jack, az  the

damaged,  plane londed at I'g..:mbm]::-:
without furiher mishap, * We managed
to stop those bombing squads of Her-
cules’ and we're still alive! With a
liftle tnore experience of his plans we'll
lmﬂ.t him yet.”

“¥on bet it won't be for want of
I.n ing.” nodded Tickler grimly.

(Wateh out next week for the final

chapters  of this  $hrilling adeen-
ture gara and AN 1AM PORTANT
ANYOUXOCEMNENTH

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

THE SECRET OF THE
OLD OAK!

(Confinued from page 23.)

a desperale man, long hidden in the talt
oak, had crept down while the camp
slept to help hunself to food. No
thoughl of the hunted gunman wos in
Bunier’s fat nund, He only wondered
whether the depredotor was Skinver ov
Bnoop or Fisher I, Fish.

Whoever it was he was not going
to raid the grub alone. Bunter was
going to join in that proceeding. Ile
cropt on.

There waz a sudden, startled gasp in
the blackness under the becch, unter
knew that the unseen one there had
sfnpl:tr.-d Lim, But he had ne time to
think further, A durk shadow loomed
for a sccond before his startled exves,
anid the next moment e was staggering

undder a fieree blow  that semt him
=s|mmmr-'

{. ||:I‘1-.i|.

Bunter went down with g terrifie
Liiaega.

He voared wildly as he ot E’n::rp[:-urs
I=land.

“Oh! Ow! Yarooch! “Itt‘,‘-ﬁﬂﬂp!”

The dark shadow fisted for a split
second, and waz gone, If there was o
faint sound from the big oak, az o
dezperate man clumbered back to zafety,
it was lost i the starticd exelamations
of the awakening juniors.  Bunter's
roar had startled the whole camp.

"Lalle, hatlo, hallo 1™

g "

“Whe——"

“Is 1t the jolly old cnemy "

1t Bunter!”
“Yareooh! Ow! DBeast! roared
Dunter, sprawling. “Oh erikey! Ow I

Harry Wharion & Co. leaped o their
feet.  They staved round them in the
dim glimmer of starlight in the glade,
Billy Buater’s frantic roars pguided
themn to the spot where he lay sprawling
in the grass. l‘hmr stared down at him.

E Hnnt,t-r—

“What—

“ After the grub!” yelled the Bounder.

“Bag him 1"

* Serag him I

"I—l-I sy, vou fellows:~
Eunter saitting up dmzllv

after HIE grﬁ; 523,
fell.m'. was after th{: gl ubT He knocked
me down—ow ! Thumped me on the
chu_&rh’ Wow! I'm fearfully bhuree!
Eﬁw

Hump lyim 1"

“Thump him !

“Burzt him !"

Billy Dunter's life for the next five
minutes was erammed with ineident.
What heppened to him he havdly knew.
Tut he knew that he was bumped and
thumped and ragged and scragged, till
there was hardly a breath [eft in his fat
CRECARS, It was a feaciully exzciting
time for Bunler; and he even forgot
that hie was hangry.

When the wrathy Bemovites had done
with him, Bunfer was not thinking of
grula, He waz not thinking ot all
He wasz gurgling wildly for his second
wind.,

“Is that enough for vou, Bunter ¥ de-
mﬂ.mlcu] Iarry Whiarten.

“Uhreggh 17

“Are vou going Lo leave the grub
alone?”

" Wurrngg

"Roll lfm hmrm
the Hemove.

“Yurrgeh 1™

unter was volled back  to his tent.
He was left there. purgling, and the
camp settled down o sleep,

For a long, long time guﬂi!;s and
gurgles and pugeles eame from Bunter's
tent. And when he coased atl last to
gasp and purgle and guggle, he did not
venture forth in search of grub agan.
Fven Bunter was tired of grub raiding
after that severe lesson,  ITe slept at
last, and his snore rumbled over the
camp, and he dreamed. that ke was on
a desert island, and had had nothing to
cat for weeks and weeks and weeks.

THE ERD.

Now look oul for the néxt gure in
thie nrand serigs in whicl the Greyfriars
rebele meet with further exeiting ad-
venfures on Popper's Ieland. Note the
difle: V' FISHY'S ‘FRARFUL FIX!™
and prepare for a real good ireat)

gasped
“I—1 waszn’t
some othoer

“said the captain of
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SECRETS Or SUXXESS!
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| and kaptins of industry!

to have a good figoer,

—n L i

One of the gratest secrets of suxxess ig
Skinuy beests
never get on in the world—it's the plump
people that become company directors
Let me teech
you the sure way to suxxess before you
start your summcr hollerdays, and you'll

AAARD

e ™ A,
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Sy e
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(hreyfriavs Heral
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P

ncvver look back ! —W., G. BUNTER, S
The Tuckshop. RS =
e : No. 95 (New Series). EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.
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July 28th, 1934.

anyone who

FUN ON THE SANDS!

You'll get plenty of fun on the sands
this year if you take my amazing Trick
Deck-Chair with you, Collapses and |
tips a pall of concealed water over

laughter! Try it on your sunts and

uncles —PROFESSOR
i Box 111, ” Greyfriars Herald.”

sits  in it. Roars of

SKINNER,

— —

—

GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

July 24th, 1834, will surely go down asz
the most brilliant River Pageant Day over
known! Nevor bLefore, in our judgment,
have the banks of the Sark been adorned with
such a pgothering of illustrious maeles and
beauteous females, wnd nover have fashion
and g wealth been  displayed to  greater
advantage.

The weather for the great occasion was ideal,
the sun ghining from a cloudless sky all day.
The college was astir at an early hiour and o
constant proecssion of earringes and coaches,
bewring  parents nnd  rolatives, was soon
passing through the gateway into the quad.
rangle.

At clovon o'clock the first raco was rowad,
and from that timo onwards the fun, as the
poct Burns put it, grow fast and (aricua.
Uarsmon, from the giants of the Sixth Form
down to more babes of the First Form, wied
with cach other in showing visitors what
masters of river eraftsmanship they wore,
and the high-pitehod wvoices of the ladies
mingled plossantly with the deeper voices
of their gallant escorts in cucoursging the
competitors o greator efforts.

The most exciting incident of the day
ocourred whon the halfomile race between
the Fifth and the Fourth was terminating,
Captain Culgrain, one of the judges, wus
stunding too near the cdge of the judges' ralt
for salely and, in leaning forward to gauge
the finish, lost his boalanes and toppled inte
the water! Amid the hubbub that ensued,
George Wharton of the Fourth and William
Surtees of the ¥ifth were seen to dive in from
their respective boats and swim to the reseus
of the *hapless man. Both are excollent
swimmers, and they quickly brought Captain
Culgrain up and piloted him back to the raft,
where he was found o be little the worse
for his disconcerting experience.

The result of the raco, we should add, was
declaved to be a tio.

At dusk there was the customary pro.
ecesion of hoots, illuminated by hundreeds
of torches, and afterwards a fivework display
of exceptional beauty and brilliance which
excitcd much appreciative comment and
frequent applauso.

Without a doubt River Pageant Day this
vear has been a signal triumph Tor all” con-
curncd.

(Beading this makes wus feel regreiful that
Ftiver Pageant Day at Greyfriars ever died
oul. They cerlainly knew how o enjoy
themselves in the old daya ! 1f's an awful
Pity there's no record of the day's results.
We'd give a day's pocket maoney Lo Enow
how the babes of the First FPorm—hich, o

course, no longer cxists—ygot on with their
race I—Id.)

[ n Trpuele O S Sy

e o

LEARN HYPNOTISM THIS
VAC

And eome back te Greviviars next term
nimned with o power that will make you the
Terror of the Beaks! Stamp for partics,—
PROFESEOQIL SNOODP, Box did, " Grey.
friars Lorald.”

it &1 COKER WEEK BY WEEK i3;°5:

18 open climbing over
:E-E:IIE ﬂﬁ.ﬂﬂ ahi{ - . . g: Tili-d i
come s no  Midnight Misadventure The Latest “&olor dians
surpiee whon hesitate, With

this weelk's heat-wave senit him

open air to sleep.

Sleoping out of doors iz not allowed &t
Greyinars, eo it had to be done on the striet
q-t. Coker made all his preparations during
Having purchased a hammoek
and blankets from Chunliley’s, at Courtfield,
ha hidl them under one of the bushes near
ready for night-fall.
bodtime - came he shpped out of the House
wmmock betweon two
trees near the school wall and calmly went

the day.

the pgates all
and fixed up the

to eleop in it.

It i3 hardly necessary to state that adven-
ture eame to Coker in the dead of night.

would, of courso !

At an hour when all Gravimiats was wmpEed

=

into  the

When

1t
It wasn't a

one leap he was out of the hammoek, aod as
the neweomer ﬂ:ﬂi‘npnd te the ground he wont
for him like & bull

A fow secconds later Greyfriara awoke to
the spund of triumphant vells of * Got him !
Wake up, everybody, and eall the police !
I've eaught a burglar |

Lights were
tumbled out of bed all over the House.
a short space of time the Head and several
mastera were running out into the guad.

Coker had certainly got his man right
enough, He was dragging him across the
lawn like a sack of coala.

There was onl

different kind of night bird altogother.

at r gate !

swilched on

In

one drawhack.

urglur alter all. Tt was a

in slumber, Coker awoke with a start to find | Gerald Loder, to be precise |
PRESS ATTACK ON FAGS |, i o

‘ UNJUST

Not So Ill-mannered

The fugs are fhirlf up in
arms about the article, *' Ell-
Maonered Children,” which
appearcd in a recent number
of the “®ixth Form Maga-
zina.” Thoy say it's & rotten
shamo and like the dashed
nerve of the Sixth to attack
them in this fashion. What's
more, they add, the state.
menta of the * Sixth Form
Magezine ¥ are untrus [rom
beginning to ond !

We must say we rather
sympathise with the young.-
sters. The article they object
to 18 to fthe offeet that man.
ners in the Third and Second
Forms have gona to pot
lately. We don’t agree with
that at all.

Our own idea jo that Third
and Second Form manners
hove shown a decided im-
provement in rocent months,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

We've kept a watchful eye
on the fags lately, and in
many ways they're much

bettor than they used to be,
For instance, at one timo,

in the dining.hall, a lag who
wanted the =alt would rest
hiz elbow in his neighbour's
soup and lean over to get it

and follows|:

SENSATION IN
LITERARY WORLD

Fag’s Epoch-making Essay

*  Last week we announced an essay com-
etition for fags on the subjeet of ** Boap.”

This week woe have pleasure in announcing
that the competition has been & staggering
mrecess |

Wo quite expected, of conrse, that our

nger-pop would attract a large number
of entries. What we did not oxpect was
that entries would be rececived from nearly
all the fags in the school ; but that, never-
theless, is what has happened !

The easays are all of an extremely high
standard, and the judges were amazed at the
quality of the work submitied. They had
httle difficulty, however, in deciding on tho
winner, for one essay stood out at a first
reading a3 & work of supreme genins and
created on immediate sensation. As one of

Fg;me-mus offer of herrings, doughnuts and

acrosa the table " Here, you |
Gimme that salt ! " The im-
provernent in this respect is

romarkablo. f 10%: .
dismissal of !.Ig_,f

Then take ;
closses, Weo remember a time
when morning break waa the
signal for a wild rush of kide
out of the School House,

the ljudgea remnarked, it was lueid, logical,
faunltless in grammar and inspired in phraseo-

he prize, then, is swarded to the author
Lof the masterpiecs :

DICKY NUGENT. Second Form.
Here is his winning effort :——
SOAP.

yelling and whooping like

Redsking on

Now they play le

trip each other up down the;

slopa. .
obody, wo venture to:

assert, cun deny that they’re:like eoa

much more polite to the
masters. Why, in the old:
days, they uvsed to doff their
caps to a beak and make e:
* long nose " at him when he
had passed. What o diffon
ence from the rospeetful doff.
ing of the cap and poking.

gut of the tongue that we)

gea to-day |

The more we think about
it the more we feel that, by
accusing the fags of baod
manners, the * Sixth Form
Magozine " has dono them
grave injustice.

Soap are s blessed newsance. The chap

the warpath. /what invented soap must have boen a silly
frog, or.ass, Why they want such a thing ns soap

beets me kompletely.
. Boap's all right for them what like it. I
don't—nnd I never did see why those what
ghould be so jolly anxious to get
;:Enaa who don't like soap to like it like they
ike it .
Boap am useful sometimes, of corse, Tt
‘comes in' handy when you want to T
the bannister raeils {or sliding, and it's just
‘the stuff to add to Bolsover's ginger-beer
'when he's not looking. Apart %rum that,
however, I ain't got much use for soap myseclf.
This ecssay ought to win the phirst prize,

Lot soap it does |

We chould tell you that Masfer Nugent
oblained top points for everything—com.
position, apelling and neatness. Fis neat-
ness wes really remarkable, A mere ten
blots goiled his manuscript, as: compared
b with fwenty on the manuseript of the next best.

BATHING COSTUMES
IN CLASS

Amazing Heat Wave Incident

When we tell you that
Bunter was the only man in
the Bemove who didn't take
advantage of Mr. Quelch’s
permission to adopt heat-
wave wear in ¢lass the othor
morning, you may possibly
form the opinion that Bunter

was potty, DBut that was
not the explanation !

Befors breklier that morn-
ing we’d made the Porpoise
run the gauntlot in the dorm.,

by way of punishment for his P

recent orgy of tuck-raiding.
Home of us thﬂﬂ%‘ht it was
depression over ‘this that
mads him. stick to his ususl
clobber. But that was not
the explanation, sither!

The reat of the Form simply
jumpod at.it.  Most of us had
een groaning at the theught
of stewing in a stuffy Form-
room in the middle of a heat-
wave, 48 wa went up to our
studies to fetch owr books.
Tt was like sweet musio to
uz when we heard Mr. Quelch
enllin the atairs :
“Wharton | Tell ths hoya
they may wear anything they

like in class this morning—
bathing costumes, if they
wish |  The weathor iz far too
hot for ordincry suits! "

You ecan just imagine the
rush for the dorm. that on-
guerd on the strength of that
unexpetted little speech | In
the space of five minutea the
Remove had changed their
workaday togs for flannel
bags and open-necked shirts,
footer shoris and gym wvests,
and a variety of other cos-
tumes suitable for a4 sweltering
day. Some even took the
Beak at his word and went in
for bathing costumaes!

Bunter alons was left in his
usual elobber.

“ Why didnt you change,
Fatty ' was the guestion a
dozen Removites hurled at
Bunter in the Form-.room.

Bunter's reply was stog-
gering.

“The fact js, 1 don't ap-
prove of wearing holiday
clobber in clasa!™ he said.

“ But we've pot Quelehy's
ermission ! ' howled Bunter's
interrogators.

“He, he, hLat Ferhaps
Quelchy won't bs so keen
on it when he sees you !

Before we had time to
worl out the meaning of that
cryptic remark, Mr., Quelch
walked in,

Much to our surprise he
glared with a glare that
almost shrivelled us up,

“What, may I sk, is the
meaning of this T * he almost
yelled. '

* Weo-——we did as vou told
us, .8ir! " gaspod VWharton.
“You told us we could wear
anything wo liked and——"

“T told you what 2 ' hooted
Mr. Quelch,

It began to occcur to us
that somothing was wrong
somewhers. Something was !
Mr. Quelch absclutely denied
any knowl of the erder
we had all heard him shout
up the stairs ten minutes
befores |

For a short period an earth-
quake and & hurricane and a
eyclone all rolled inte one
seomed to rage in the Form
room. Then the Beak began
to calm down a little as he
realised wo were all penuincly
of the opinion that woe wero
in the right.

Hig eyes wandored round
the Form; They fell on
Bunter. There they rested.

“1 see, Bunter, that you
alone have not odopted the

unconventional garbh of the
rest of the orm!" he
remarked.

“ Nunno, sic! I wouldn's

dream of such a thing, sir,
As a pontloeman I know it
would be a wrong thing to do,
gir. You see, %"m not like
these fellowg——u07"

* I belisve you have a gits
for ventriloquism,” inter-
rupted Mr. Queleh, icily. "~ I
trust that you have note——""

And them our eychk were
oponed | In a flash wo koew
that Bunter, with the object
of having a little *own
back * for the raggine we'd
given him, had worked the
oracle means of his von-
trilogquia! powers | What was
more, Mr. Quelch Lknew it—
and it took him precisely
thirty seconds by Mauly'a
stop-watch to worm the truth
out of the Porpoise !

Now you know why Dunter
turned up in mufti when the
rest of us were dressod like
holiday campers |

If only Bunter had had an
ounce of savvy he'd have
rigead himself up like tho
rost of ue and Rodge.d the
swishing that followed.

S

When ho has his !nmu_ti

reason why,

o P.~0, Tozer’s belmet |

ourite Win-
chester repeafer in his hand, Mr.

ot lancies that his eve is as
good 83 éver—which may be the
' when * potliog
rabbits, be aecidemtally Enocked

Coker, of the Fifth, has what he
calls a “ghort way ** with fags,
When he fried to order Harry
Wharion & Co. abont in the
gqoad, the **fags* had & short
way with Coker—bomping him
sopndly, t{o Coker's painful
astonishment |
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Hertert Vernon-Imith has a
repatation for remaining com-
Elatal:? zaraftled in emergencios,
vén wien & chimney-pot [eli
a few leel from bim in the quad,
“ 8mithy ’ saontered op, uo-
perturbed by his nerrow escape |

i eaRra

o

, Bonter says it be comld liva his
i-life over ngain be wonld pay doe
attention to his fgure. which he
Iears is saggiog thromgh madas-
oate “ stufilng.”” He wounld eaf
ca a3 much and be twice the
Jellow—il possibie |

Whan Pater
Buonter the

Todd nicknsmed
£ nw]'ﬂ-
thinking only of the likensss when
Buoter blinks in at the stndy door,
Owla are supposed
bot Mr Quelch is Irequently in
despair al Bunker’: Iatucupsness !

was “fmowvia M

to be wise—
mntrpding

When be bought a
; camera,
Fish thought he could give the
film producers points.
effort at production wilh Buoter
I &very scens made
Fish * reel 7 and want
out * |

wiui:ing.

L muppuse

— e v, § S

Dicky Nugent’s Weekly Wisdom

Sammy Bunter i giving up his habit of
He winlked when a fly was nocking
about. and it took the deetor an hour to gat
that fly out of hiz eye.

_ Sammy folt that thia epra.
penence put the * lid  on it

- craras ==

second=hand
Fisher T.

goul of ikt
A [renzied

Japes,
to  fade

A Successful House Party

13 as=mred, if you en
Favoure
and undesicables got ri
razs and  comnio
orgauised [—-WILLIAM WIBLEY, DBox I:2,
* Greylriars Herald,”

o me ns the life and
gats kept amused
of bke lightning.
cricket matches



