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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath!

11 HAT fat villain—"
i *That podgy mrate—"

“That blogted brigand=—""
“Hook him out!
“Bag him ¥

It was & roar of veices on Popper’s
Izland.

That green, wooded island in  the
River Sark, a mile from Greyfriars
Sohool, was generally peaceful and
aniet. It had not been very peaceful,
ar very quiet, since the Greyfriars
Remove had marched out of school and
camped there. Now, in the early hours
of a bright July morning it was less
po than ever. .

Billy Bunter was still snoring.

From & httle bell-tent, in the glade
in the centre of the itland, the hefty
snore of the Owl of the Remove
vehoed and rumbled.

All the other fellows were up; most
of them were looking wrathyv., They
were gathered round s big tin trunk,
nider & beech-tvee on the edge of the
glade. Fingers pointed into it—eyes
«fared into it! ‘That tin trunk was
the camp larder. Provisions were run-
ning rather short on the rebel school-
Loys' island. What remained were
parked in that tin trunk--or had been
parked in it. Now there were gaps in
the stores.

“ Bunter, of
Chorey.

“*The esteemed and idictic Bunter !”
agreed Huorvee Jamset Ram Singh,

* That bloated bandersnatch
hocted Johnny Bull

*That frabjous frump ! exclaimed
Frank Nugent.

“That fat villain!” gasped Harry
Wharton. "We whopped him  last
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night for getting at the grub. He
muet have got up again.”

“Looks like it!” grinned the
Bounder.

“I guess that fat guy wants Iynch-
inﬁl” growled Fisher T. Fish.
Hook him out!™

" Collar him ™

Thers was &  scamper {owards
Bunter's tent. The roar of excited
volees had not awakened Billy Bunter.
He slept and he snored, uncenscious of
the discovery that had been made and
of the wvials of wrath ahout to be
pourcd on his devoted head.
~ But his happy slumber was suddend
interrupted. Half a dozen  hands
;-r.-rk.ed at the little fent, and it col-
apsed on the sleeper.

Then the snore
succesded by a startled squeak.

0w ] harrer marrer |
I say, you fellows! Help!
fallen in! Yarcoh!"

“Come out, vou fat rotier!™

“Boll out, you bloated brigand ™

Bob Cherry grasped a fat ankle and
pulled. Vernon -Bmith grasped another
and tugged. s

There was a wild howl, and Billy
Bunter came out of the tangled canvas
like a winkle from a shell.

“Ow! Isay, you fellows—— Wow [
roarcd Buntew,

“"Ruamp him "

* Berag him 1

“Jump on hium 1"

“All jump together [

Billy Bunter sat up snd blinked at
the crowd of excited faces that circled
round him in amazement and alarm.

“I say, yvou fellows, keep offI" he
velled. “I say, what's the matter?
Where's my specs? I say—"

The fat Owl of the Remove groped
fer his biz spectacles, jammed them on
his fat little nose, and blinked round.

ceased, and was

Crooogh !
My tenot’s

He did not seem to know what the
matter was. Buet a dozen vaoives told
him zll at once. )

“¥ou've beex at the grub, vou fat
rotter——

“¥ou've been raiding the tommy, you
grubby grub-hinter—="

“Y¥ou've bagred all the ham—"

“And the sardines—"

“ And the buttor-——"

‘““And the bisenits——"

“Wp-end him and shake "em out of
him ¥ suggested the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows, I haven't!
velled Bunter. "I haven't been near
the grub——"

“We caught you at it Jast night and
stopped you I exclaimed Iarry Whar-
ton. “¥You gol up again after we were
asleep—->="

“1 didn’tt” welled Bunter.

“Then who's raided the grob?®”
demanded the captamm of the Hemove.

“"How should I knowi” howled
Bunter. “I went back to bed after you
beasts made out that I was up after
the tuck! I went to sleep and never
opened my eyes agatn [

“¥ou opened your wmouth, at any
rate,’” said Bmithy, “and you jolly well
parked the tuck in 1t!”

“I neverl™ roared Bunter Iindig-
nantly. “If there's any grub
ﬂﬂ'l'-_‘-‘-"—”

*There's lots gone—>"

“Waoll, I never had t! 1I'm fear-
fully hungry now!? hooted DBunter.
“Fumishnﬁ, in fact! I dare c:ay
Smithy had it——"

“What?" yelled the Bounder,

"Or Skinner x :

“Lemme gerrat him!"  howled
Skinner.

“Or Fishyl Most likely it was
Fishy! You all know what a8 mean

beast Fichy is! Was it you, Fishy 1
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lared at the Owl of
could have bitten

Fisher T. Fish
the Remove as if

hHim.

“Why, —voil pesky mugwump
he = ]utl:ﬂ%. "'".'I.Puu gll-fired, dog-
goned gink! You pie-faced geckl I

uess I'll make potato-serapings of you !
i’ﬂ sure soak you some !

“Here, le go I” roared Bunter, as the
indignant Fishy grasped him with &

air of bony hands. “Leggo, you

ast| I aay, you fellows, dragimoff |
bl -
umip, thum urp

“Wh f ‘l%un I” roared Bunter,
as Fisher T. Fish's y fists jabbed his
fat ribs. "0Oh crikey! 1 didn't mean
it was.vou, Fishy— Yarcooh! Mozt
likely it was Wharton— Wow,
""Ha, ha, hat®

a, ha, hal”

Thump, thumg |

“Take that, you gol-darned ‘fﬂﬂk 554
howled Fisher T. Fish. *“ And that,
you dog-goned clam! And——  Oh,
great Abraham Lincoln "

Fisher T. Fish broke of suddenly as
RBilly Bunter, in sheer desperation, hit
out with & fat fist.

That unexpected punch caught
Ficher Tarleton Fish on the point of
his sharp, bony chin. It caught him
hard. It had Bunter's weight behind
it—and Bunter’s weight was no joke!
Fisher T. Fish flew over backwards,
and sprawled in the grass, yelling. Hae
¢lasped both hands to his hony chin.
It felt as if it had been knocked
through his bony head.

“"Owl Wow, wow!" howlad Bunter.
He unclenched his fat fist, and sucked
his fingers. “Ow! I've punctured my

hand on his beastly sharp chin——"
“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the
Bemovites.

“Owl Wow! I zav, vou fellows—"

“Collar him!" roared olsover
major. "'Fmg"a march, and duck him
in the river!

“Heai1, hear |

“Leggo!” shricked Bunter, **1 say
I never tucked the touch—I mean, I
never touched the ftuck! I say——
Whoooop! I never—— Yarooooh!"

Bunter roared and wriggled as &
dozen hands grasped him. Fisher T
Fich was still busy nursing his chin,
But there were plenty of hands to deal
with the grub-raider of Greyiriars.
The fat Owl of the Remove was swepk
off his feet, roaring. ot & man in
the excited crowd doubted that Billy
Bunter was the grub-raider. His man-
ners end customs were well known.
At Grayfriars School, no fellow's study
cupboard was safe from Bunter. On
P{:lp r's Island, Bunter was the same
old Bunter. Since the Greviriars rebels
had had to go on rations, he had twice
raided the supplies. Nobody doubted
that he had been “at it" again!

“Hook him along 1"

“Duck him 1"

1 sav, you fellows!” raved Bunter.
*I didn't—1 wasn't—1 never—I
wonldn't—I haven't——"

“¥ou did, you was, you would, and
you have ! .Erinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Trown the path through the trees,
from the camp in the glade to the
landinﬁ-plnee, went the Removites, with
Billy Bunter siruggling, wriggling, and
roaring in their midst,

E‘hﬁ}' reached the water's Ed%ﬂ

I say, you fellows——>? velled
Bunter.
Splash !
“urrreregh 1
William George Bunter rolled in

shallow water and mud. Ho rolled, he
roared, he howled, and he spluttered.
He clamberad f{rantically out—and =

shove sent him toppling in eagain.
Agam ho scrambled oul—again he
gplashed i, Then he stood, draped
with mud as with a garment, with Lhe
water washing round his fat knees, and
roared. '

“ Brasts ! Lemme out of
Rotteras! I'm wet! Wow I¥

“The wetfulness 1s terrifie [Y chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Are vou pgoing to raid the grub
again® demanded Harry Wharton,

*I didn't!” shriecked DBunter. —*1If
was some other rotter—I mean it was
some rotter—I never touched it! Ow!™
“l”'nu'rc not coming out till you own
“Oh lor'! I—I—Y own u
Bunter,: “Anvthing you like! Oh
dear! JI—I—I own up! Lemme out!™

And the Owl of the Remove was per-
mitied to crawl out of the mud.

this!

1]
!i-l

pasped

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks For It!

§ wr 'LL chance it!" said the Dounder,
I Harry Wharton shook  his
head.
“N.G. " he answoered,
" Rot ! said Bob Cherry.
“The rotfulness is torrifie, _me
esteemed Smithy 1™ said Hurree Jamset

A queer guy is Fisher T. Fish.
Ever sinee he joined the
Remove Form at Greyiriars
his one and only hobby has
been making money. And his
business transactions have
landed him in many a fix.
Bul never have they Ilanded
the Shylock of the Remove in
so fearful a fix as he finds
himself in this week !

RE&IE Singh, with a shake of his dusky
] - @
" You'd never get through!” =aid
Tom BRedwing, .

‘I'lie Bounder looked obstinate,

A proup of the rebel Remoyites wera
standing on the island landing-place,
looki across the arm of the Bark
towards the bank. ;

The towpath epposite the island was
deserted. DBut from the Popper Court
woods nlong the river sounds could be
heard, and every now and then the
gaiters of a keeper, or the helmet of a
constable, was glimpsed among the
trees.

Up and down the river, on both
banks of the Sark, and for miles 1n
every direction, the hunt was fﬁing on
for the hold-wp man who had robbed
the bank in Courtficld a couple of days

afFa.

qThr_' whole countryside was up, hunt-
ing for that desperate man, who, 2o far,
had succeeded in keeping clear of his
PUrsucrs,

“Look here——" said Vernon-Smith.

“ Nothing doing, Smithy!” said the
caplain of the Remove, " Wo've got to
keep on the 1sland while this excitement
is going on. They'll bag that sportsman
soon, and them things will settle down
again.”

“Wea can’t live on air!” grunted
the DBounder.

“We can live on rationz—and tha
grob will hold out if we go easy
with it !

“I'll chance i1 DMost of the people

who are after that bank-raider won't
bother their heads about us, they've got
nothing to do with Greyiriars and don't
care a rap about our row with the
Head ™

“That's so!"” agreed Wharton, " But
any fellow getting off the 1sland will bo
spotted ot once. All Sir Hilton
'opper's keepers are out, and they're
watching for chances to bag any of
us. What's the good of asking for
trouble 1

The Bounder grunted agein. Smihy,
as & matter of fact, was the fellow to
ask for trouble! Any  reckless
andventurc had an irresistibie appeal for
him. Tha fact that lus steps wounld be
dogged by danger if he quitted tho
safe refuge of Popper's Island rvather
attracted the Bounder {han otherwise.
And he liked the idea of moking o
venture that no othor fellow wanted to
make, Smithy dearly loved the lime-
hight.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's a jolly
old keeper!” exclaimed DBob Cherry,
with a nod towards & burly hgure that
emerged from the wood on the fowpath.

It was Joyce, Sir Hilton Popper’s

head keeper. He glanced towords tho
island as he moved slong the bank, He
had a gun under his arm.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled DBob
Cherry. “Caught that sportsman yob,
old bean?”

Joyee shook his head and passed on,
and went into the wood agam farther
down the bank. There was a sound of
shouting at a distance, and the deep bay
of & hound. A bloodhound had been
put on the trail of the bank-robber;
without any success 2o far.” The woods
were alive with keepers and poliee,

“"He's gone!™ said the Bounder, os
Joyee disappeared.

“He's not gone far!” said IFrank
Nugent.

“Look here, I'm jolly well going to
chance it!” exclaimed Herbert Vernon-
Bmith, . “I'm not askin' any of wvou
fellows to come. If they got me I shan't
azk vou to come along to the school te
rescie ma [M 4

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” snapped
Wharton. *“We're all right 5o long as
we stand together| The Head can’t
sack a whole Form, whatever happoens,
Dut if he gets hold of one straggler he
will make an example of him. If they
get vou to Greyiriars you'll be bunked.”

“Cut it out, old man!” said Squiff.
“It's not good cnough.”

“It's good cnough for me !" said the
Bounder coolly, “I'm goin'!?

“"You're an ass ! saud Johnny Bull

* Bame to vou and many of them 17

“look here, Bmithy—" urged
Redwing. :
“(h, rats!”

The DBounder walked towards the
boat. There was only one boat on the
island, which the rebels had bagged
from Coker of tho Fiftlh., It was
drawn up out of the water, behind a
barricade of wire and stakes and logs,
for safcty, Hurr_‘:‘ Wharton knitted his
brows. As captain of the Remove, he
was i command of the Greyfriars
rebellion.  DBut Herbert Vernon-Smith
was a far from obedient follower.

“Lend a hand with this boat, yvou
men!” ealled ont the Bounder. * You
¢can run me aeross to the bank and get
it back and leave me to it.”

“Leave the boat alone ! snapped the
captain of the Remove. “We're not
risking losing it because you want to
play the fool.”

Smithy shrugged his shoulders,

“0Oh, all right! I'll swim for it ! he
retorted.

“You =itly nss!” roared Bob Chorry,
Tue Micner Lisrany.—No. 1,381,
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“Nats to you ¥ .

“1 eay vou fellows, you shut up!
exclaimed Billy Banter indignantly. * If

smithy's going for grub it's a jolly
good fa!enl I eay, Smithy, you'll brin
«ome jam back with you, won't you, c-lu
l'hﬂ.E?] I haven't tasted jam for days.

“Shnt up, Bunter 1”

i Y“hj!! ]

The Bounder sat down_to take off his
shoes.  Bvidently his wilful mind was
made up; and if he did not eross to the
bank in the boat he was going to swim
for it. Qpposition always had the effect
of making Smithy more obstinate and
1lufermine%. : : :

“Look here, you silly fathead, if
vou're going we'll fe YOIl across in
ihe boat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton
angrily, * But—% :

“Cut out the buts; I'm goin’.”

“Lend a hand with the boat, you
fellows 1” grunted the captain of the
iemove. “We shan't see Smithy
again: no need for him to get wet.”

"Yhe Bounder langhed. ‘The Mamous
Vive pulled the boat down to the water
and slid it inte the Sark. They
followed the Bounder into it

Harry Wharten scanned the bank
anxiously, But there was no ono to be
»coen for the moment, The juniors
pulled the boat across,

It. banped into the rushes of the tow-
padl, amnd  ITerbert  Vernon-Smith
jamped  lightly ashore. IIo grinned
{mtk at the frowning faces in the boat.

“Look here, Smithy, you'd better
come bhack——"" said Bob.

“1'Il watch 1t 1*

“Oh, po and eat coke, .and be blowed
fo you I said Bob crossly, And the
Lont pushed off the bank and pulled
back to the island.

There it was beached onece more, and
e Famous Kive, joined by most of the
prarrvison of the island, watched the bank
with anxious eyes. Wilful and head-
strong as the Bounder was, they did not
wank him to fall into the hamds of the
epemy. It was only too certnin fhat
the Head of Greyfriars wonld make o
severe rxample of any member of the
robel Form who fell inte his hamds.

. “]ﬂih my hat! Look!” breathed Peter
i,

Vernon-S3mith had gone np a shady
paih into the wood. He had barely dis-
appeared when Joyce was scen again,
coming out on the towpath. The
juniors on the island watched him with
anxtong faces. If Sir Hilton Popper's
head keeper had seen Smithy land his
pame was up. And it wes quito likely
ihat his cyo had been on the boat as it
ferried tha Dounder across. :

Jeyes hurried up the bank and turned
o the path by which the Bounder
}mtil gone. Ilarry Wharion breathed
v,

“That tears L1 he said.
mithy 17

“They'll get him ! saul Bkinner.

“Ma's zoon

“T guess it's a cinch!” remarked
Fisher 1. ish, “'They'll =ure get
[H i

“IIallo, hallo. hallo! There ho is!™

Ilerbert Yernon-B8mith suddenly re-
appeared from the wood. Ile was run-
ning., Dehind him appeared the burly
ligure of Wilson, one of 3ir Hillon's
krepors.  Evidently the Bounder had
.run inle him in the woedland poth,

Joyee, the head keeper, was Just n
fromt of him as he came racing baek to
ithe river-bank, The Bounder zaw him,
ht did not stop.  Wilson was closo
behind, with hand outstreteched to grab
bini. The juniors watched breathlessly
from tho island. ‘They could not help
1 he voeklesz follow, and they could ouly
wadeh in tense exertenmont,

Tng Micxer Litasny.—No. 1,381

But the Bounder, i1 ne was reckless
and self-willed, was not & fellow to be
caught easily. Ile came straight on at
Joyee, who grasped at him to stop him,
Vernon-Smith lowered his head and
hutted, suddenly nnd unexpectedly, and
Sir Hilton Popper's head keeper, with
a spluttering gasp, rolled over hack-
wards on the hanE.

In e second the Bounder leaped past
his sprawling form, turned, and ran
down the bank of the Sark, with
Wilson only a yard behind him, run-
ning 1 purswuit. . )

Joyee steggered to his feet, gasping
for breath, and followed on.

“(Oh, my hat!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

“"He's for it1? eaid Peter Teodd.
“They'll hava him "

B"uHe.’u nsked for it 1? griunted Johnny

il

“The askfulness was terrific!”

Down the grassy bank of the Sark
went the Bounder, running like a hare.
Close behind him ran Wilson, and
behind Wilson, Joyce. The three of
them disappeared m the direction of
the Greviriars boathouse, and wero lost
to the sight of the fellows on the island.

Not n%&llow there expected to see the
Bounder again, Smithy had asked for
it=~and he was geiting that for which
he had asked !
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Captured !

INGATE of the Sixth stared.
W The Greyfriars captain was
strolling up the bank of the
Sark, between the school
boathouse and Popper’s Island,

Morning classes were on at Grey-
frinrs School; but several of the pre-
focts were not in their usual places in
the 2Bixth Form room.

By order of the Head, wateh was kept
on the island in the river. Fxactly how
to deal with the rebellion of the Remove
the Head did not, apparently, know.
It was an exiraordinary state of affairs,
and very difficult to handle,

But he knew, at least, how to deal
with any rebel who fell into his hands,
More than once fellows leaving the
island for supplics had had narrow
cscapes from watchful prefects.  Any
Tellow known to be a rmﬁ!uad!:r Was
Fairly cortain to be expelled if cap-
tured; any other meémber of the rebel
Form was quite certsin of a flogging.

Wingate was going aleng in the
dircction of the island, ecertainly not
expocting to meet any of the rebel
juniors on his way, So he staved st the
sight of a Removite coming down the
bank at a tevrific burst of speed,

*Yernon-8mith 1 murmured
Cireyfriars captain.

The next moment he saw the canse of
Smithy's haste. DBehind him, on the
hank, appeared two men in gaiters, run-
ning fast. Pursuit was cloze at the heels
of the Bounder.

Wingate smiled grimly. )

The eseaping junior was heading
directly towards him. He was not likely
10 CSCAPE NOW. _ :

The eaptain of Greyfviars quickened
his pace to a run. And the Bounder,

tha
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as he saw him, slacked down, panting.
Wingate barred his way, and the two
keepers wers close behind.

Crimson with exection, but still game,
the Bounder turned irom the towpath
te dodpe into the waod.

“Stop I” roared Wingate.

The Bounder did not stop. He tore
desperately up a path into tho wood.
Wingate was after him like a shot.

Joyce and Wilson halted, panting for
breath. That rapid run down the river
had winded them; and they could
safely leave the fugitive to head
prefect of Greyfriars,

“Htop !” shouted Wingate apain as
he charged up the dusky woodland path
gfter the Bounder. '

Yernon-Smith tora on. Close” behind
him came the tramp of Wingate's feet.
At any time a Lower Fourth junior
waould hardly have beaten the be:t
athleta in the Sixth Farm 1in a foot

race. And already the chase had told
on the Bounder. He was panting hard
as ho ran.

An outstretched hand touched his

In another meoment Wingate would
have pras him, But in that moment
the Bounder flung himself to the carth,
right under his pursuer’'s feet. Befora
he could stop, Wingate went stumbling
Imu.d'lnng over him.

“ 0w I” he roared as his nose came in
contact with a branch of a tree. )

Sinithy was on his feet in 2 twinkling.

Without a look at the sprawling pre-
fect, ho darted away among the trees.

Wingate staggered to "his feet,
ga.a%n_ng.

“¥ou young rascal, stop!” he splut-
tered.

He rushed after the Bounder into the
wood.

Crashl

“Oh gum 1" gasped the Bounder.

Hea reeled back from the shock as he
crashed into a portly Dgure among the
frees,

Thero was a howl of angyy surprise.

“What the dickens! Who—- Oh
gad 1” Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield,
5ta§%ured aﬁmnﬁt a tree, .E'EEFIHE’.

efore the DBounder could recover,
Wingate's grasp was on hima.  That

rasp fastened like & steel vice on

erbert Vernon-8mith's eollar,

The Bounder was caught,

Mr. Grimes, ﬁurglmg, stared at the
two of them. His plomp face was red
with anger. The Courtbeld inspector
was searching the wood for traces of an
escaped hold-up man, and he certainly
had not expected to be suddenly barged
over by a echoolboy.

“What does this meani” he roared.

“What? What the dickens do you
mean by running into me? What are
yvou doing here at all }2

“It's ono of thosa young rascals off the
island, Mr. Grimeal” s=aid Wingate.
“Sorry he barged you over—"

“I should s=say sol” snorted Alr.
Grimes. “Tell your headmaster that I
should be obliged if he would keep his
boys in erder ! Do you know that there
is an armed gunman hiding somewhero
in these woods? What! Is thiz a

lace for schoolboya to play silly tricks?

hat 1**

“What the thump did you get in the

way for?”  snarled the Bounder
savagely. “You ought to have caught
that punman long ﬁgn | 3

“What t* roared Mr. Grimes,

“Held vour chee'!%v tongue, Vernon-
Qinith 1" snapped Wingate.  * Sorry,
Mr., Grimes! I'm taking this cheeky
yvoung rascal back to the school at once.”

AMr. (irimes snorted with wrath,
Leaving him snorting, Wingate Jed the
Bounder away by the collar. He led
him back to the path, and then by the
shortest cut to the Courtfield roed, and
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headed for Greyfriars. Herbert Vernon-

Bmith went—because he had no choice
in the matter. Wingate's grasp on his
collar did neot relax for a second.

The Bounder tramped along savapgely.
His hands were clenched and his eyes

leaming. He had asked for it, and he
: ﬁa.d rot it: but he did not intend to

be marched inte the school if he could
help it. He had little chance of
handling Winfen.tu; but he was pre-

sring to made a_desperate effort to
Erea.li loose, when Gwynne of the Sixth
npyenred on the road.

“Hallo, you've got one
called out Gwynne.

“Yes, one of the worst of the young
rascals, if not the worst of the lot!”
answered Wingate. Oh !

Wingate gave a yell as the Bounder

of them ™

T

“Hallo, they've got one of them!”
vellod Coker of the IMifth.
“Time they did!” grinned DPotter.
“0Oh, rather ' said Greenc.
' Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
hurried towards the new arrivals.
“8a you have ceught one of those
rebollious young rascals 1" he exclatmed.

“Very good! Very good indeed !
“No bizney of yours, Prout!" said
the Bounder coolly.
“What€” ejaculated Mr. Prout.
“What 1"

“Gettin’ deaf?™ asked the Bounder
pleasantly, “I said it was no bizney
of yours, old bean! But you never
could mind your own business, could

you, Prouti?"
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled a crowd of
fellows in the quad. That mode of

3

“Come on 1" gasped Gywnne, .

The two preftects hurried their
prisoner onward. MMr. Prout was left
crimson, and spluttering with wrath,
and the Greviriars fellows howling with
laughter, Which was some satistaction
to the captured Bounder as he wes
marched into the House and taken to his
headmaster's study.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sacked!

b R. QUELCH—
MRS
" Bomething must ba done,

sir "' snapped the Head.
“Ouite I” agreed Mr. Quelch.

Vernon-Smith panted hard as he ran.

Bounder flung himself to the earth, right under his pursuer’s feet.

long over the sprawling junior.

suddenly hacked his shin, and at the
same moment wrenched his collar loose.

The Greyfriars captain grasped him
pgain as he leaped away. The Bounder
struggled desperately in his grasp.

But the next moment Gwynne's grasp
was added. With a stalwart Sizth Form
man holding him by either arm, even
the desperate Bounder had to yield,

“You voung rascal !" panted Wingate,
He was limping from the hack on his
shin. *I'd tan your hide, but you'll get
enough from the Head 1™

“Blow the Head, and blow youl”
retorted the Bounder.

“Get him in!” grunted Gwynne.

And the Bounder was marched in at
the school gates. It wos morning break
now, and the guadrangle swarmed with
Greyiriars fellows. ere was o shout
at once, as Herbert Vernon-Smith was
peen, marching in between fwo tall Sixth
Formers.

Another moment, and Wingate would have grasped him. _
Unabls to stop himsalf in time, Wingate stumbled head-

But in that momeant the

“ Ow !’ he roared, as his nose came in contact with a branch of a tres.

addressing the Fifth Form master
goemed to entertzin them.,

Mr, Prout's plump face was purple.
“Vernon-Smith!  How dare you?

How dare—" i

“Oh, can it!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Keep your cackla for the I'ifth,
Prout i1 _

“Ha, hae, hal”

“Impudent young rascal !™ spluttered
Mr. Prout. * Upon my word—"

“Bow-wow !  Anybody been inking
you agnin, old thing 1™ asked Smithy.

“Ha, hs, hal”

“Cowmie on, vou cheeky young rascal
gasped Wingate.

"%‘nlca him to the Head I gasped Mr,
Prout. “I have mo doubt that Dr.
Locke will expel him from the scheol.
I think it very probable, I think—"

“You don't!” said Vernop-Smith.
“You've got nothin' to do it wich [Y

“Ha, ha, hal”

!J‘J

“Have you any suggestion to make,
gir 7

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Grey-
friars Hemove, did not answer that
question. Dr. Loéke frowned. Frowns
had been alimnost perpetusl on the brow
of the headmaster of Groyiriara 8chool
for some time past.

He was perturbed, he was worried, he
was angry. DMNeither was Mr. Quelch,
iL'II}a master without a Forin, enjoying
ife.

#This state of affairs,” said the Head,
“is intolerable. T have had several
disagrecable communications from Bix
Hilton Popper—"

“He 13 a somewhat disagreeable
gentleman 1”7 assented Mr. Quelch.

“Hea is chairman of ithe gm'm'mng
hoard of Greyfriars, Mr. Quelch, an
he talks of calling a meeting of the
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rovernors o consider the present extra-
vrdinary state of alairs. Imagme my
feclingy, sir, if thal should take place I

Ar. Quelch  could easdy mmagine
i,

*“If Bunter could be secured and sent
away,” =aad the Head, *The expulsion
of DBunder was the excuse, the pretext,
for this lawless ouibreak m defiance of
autliority i

"I should hardly eall it a prelext,
sir,” Mr. Quelch felt bound te put 1n
a word for his erring Form. ™ All the
Kemiove bovs believe that Bunter was
not guilty of the act for which he was
cxpelled, sir”

" Nonzenze, Mr. Queleh IV
" And, indeed, sir, it seems to me very
mnprobable that & boy like Bunter
could have been guilty of so serivus, 50
reckless, an act as squirting ink over a
Yornemaster-—-"

“T trust, AMr. Quelch, that you do not
suppose for one moment that I should
expel 8 Greylriars boy without con-
clusive proof.”

*“{ertainly not, sir! Yet—m"

“That matter iz closed! Unfortun-
ately, Bunter is safe on the island in the
river, and the rebellious boys refuse to
Eive him up. The ring-leaders ara well
known to me,” went on the Head
angrily.  *“ Wharton, Cherry, Todd, and
Vernon-Snuth, 1 believe they are the
worst,™ i

Mr. Quelch was silent. Considering
that the OGrevinars Remove SGrmly
heligved that they were standing up for
right and justice, 1t was & moot poink
whether the ring-leaders were the worst
—or the best!

But it was useless. amd wounld have
imdeed been wanting in respect to point
ihat out to the Head.

“Tf any of those four boys should
fall info my hands, I shall immediately

expel him, az 8 warning to the others|”
zard Dir. Locke, n a deep voice. “That
will be a drastic lesson, 1 think.”

r.‘.‘ﬂp I

It was a knock at the ITead's study
door.

“Come in!" rapped D¢, Locke
Ehﬁ.rrly. _ Of late, the Head's voice,
u=nally kind and benevolent, had grown
very acid.

The door opened, snd Wingate and
CGwynne of the Sixth appeared, march-
mg between them VYernon-Smith of the
Remove.

Mr. Quelch gave a start, and half-
rose  Dr. Locke fixed his eyes on the
coptured rebel with grim satisfaction.

“Weo caught Vernon-Smith off the
1island, sir,” said the Greylriars cap-
tain. "I have brought him ta you.”

“¥ou have done well, Wingate,” said
Dr. Locke. " This is one of the rmg-
leaders. One of the very worst] I am
very glad to see you here, Vernon-
Smith [

“The gladness ias sll on your side,
sir,” said the Bounder coolly.

“ Wha-at?” ejeculated the Head,

“You don't expect me to share it
gir ¥7 said the Bounder,

“Be silent, Vernon-Smith I sapped
Mr. Quelch. “How dare you speak im-
pertinently to your headmaster.” c

“'Well, sir, I'm not exactly expectin’
to enjoy this interview,” said Vernon-
Smith,  “1 shouldn't have come, but
Wingata was so pressin’ that I couldn't
really refuse.”

Wingate and Gwrane exchanged a
glance over Smithy's head. They sup-
pressed an inclination to grin.  The
expression on the Head's speaking
countenance told that it was no time for
grinning,

Dr. Locke rose to his feet,
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THE MAGNET

“"Vernon-S8mith! You are axpelled
from thiz =chool!™ ha t.hll.lr:u:l‘.ez'-lzuzli.3

“You don't say so, sir!” asked the
Bounder, with refreshing coolness.

“Upon my word ! gasped the Head.

“Will you Bixth Form men please let

o inguired the Bounder. “You'vae

enrd the Beak say I'm sacked., If I'm
sacked you can take your paws off me.
I've got an engagement elsewhere.”

“¥You will not release thet insolent
boy, Wingate |

" Certainly not, sir ™

“But if I'm sacked, ain't I going?®”
asked Vernon-8mith. “You're not goin*
to ask me to stay as & guest, gir, because
you can't bear to part with the pleasure
of my company, surely i

“Will you cease to be insolent to your

headmaster, Vernon-Bmith?” gasped
Mr. Quelch, ' .
The Head seemed incapable of speech,

for a moment.

“If 'm sacked he's not my head-
master, sir,” retorted the Bounder.
“He's only Henry Locke, 8 fussy and ill-
tempered old gentleman.”

“ Doy 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“And I protest against bein’ kept hera
by a fussy snd ill-tempered old gentle-
man " continued the Bounder. “If I'm
sacked, I'm sacked ! Tell these two fat-
heads to take their paws off me, Locke.”

“You—you—you insolent oun
knave |” stuttered the Head. * You wi
not be allowed to return to Popper's
Island—-"

“ Why not, if T don't belong to Grey-
friars any more?” demanded tha
Bounder. “You've no right to inter-
fere with my personal liberty, Locke.”

“You will be sent home 1" thundered
the Head. “My duty is not dmnhn.r;;ed
until you are in your father's care’

The Bounder's eves glimmered. If he
was sent home in charge of a prefeet he
had no doubt of being able to dodge
that prefect before they reached
Leondon.

But the Head was “wise” to that.
Bunter had been zent away in charge of
& prefect when he was sacked, and
Bunter had got nowhere near home.
Dr. Locke was not taking chences like
that again,

*Wingate! Cwynne! You will take

Vernon-8mith to the punishment-room

and seo that he is secured there !” he

rapped.
“*Here, hold on!* exclaimhed the
Bounder, “ What's this

ame, ke 1V

* Bilence ™ thundered lﬁa Heagfc

“¥ou can’t shut me up in punny |
exclaimed the Bounder. “If I'm sacked
iI'm ready to clear. I'm not goin’ info
punny * .

“¥ou will be Tocked in the
ment-room,  Vernon-8mith, unti
father can come to Greyiriars to take
you away,’’ said Dwr. ll.d:l!j:‘i{-l?. primly. "I
shall communicate with him at once.
Remove him, Wingate |

¥This way, kid!" ssid the Grey-
friars captain, and Herbert Vernon-
Smith was hooked to the door, and out
into the corridor.

His eves blazed as he want, Probably
the reckless Bounder ‘repented, by that
iime, that he had left tha island, His
only thought now was to get back there.

The zentence of the “=ack " would not
have worried him muech, in company
with the rest of the rebels, 8]l in danger
of tha same sentence, all determined to
stand shoulder to shoulder. But this
was & very different matter. Locked in
wnny, he had no chance to rejoin his

orm-fellows, and if he waited at Grey-
friars till Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
came, he had to leave the school with
hiz father. And whatever view the mil:
honaire took of the matter, it did not
£RETN Emhah]a that Smithy would have
any chance of taking further part in

unish-
your
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the Greyiriars rebellion. He went down
the corridor een  Wingate and
Gwynne, panting.

At the corner, he made a sudden
wrench, and a bound. He tore himself
loose and ran. .

“Htop IV roared Wingate,

He was after the Bounder like a shot,
Bmithy, at a desperate speed, was head-
ing for the open door on the quad. Win-
gate was close behind, and was about
to grasp him when Hobson of the Shell
happened I :

erhaps it was by accident that
Hobby barged in. Or perhaps he wanted
to do the hunted Removite a good turn.
Anyhow, James Hobson of the Shell
barged right into the captain of Grey-
friars, and Wingate, stagpgering, missed
his grasp at the Bounder.

Before hoa could grasp again Vernon-
omith was out of the doorway, leaping
recklossly down the steps. There was a
roar in the guadrangle as he was seen.

“ Bmithy—""

“Oh, my hat!- Hook it, Smithy "

“Put it on, old bean I

*Ha, ha, ha 1"

The sympathy of the Lower School, at
least, seemod to ba with Bmithy., But
thersa were half & dozen prefects of the
Bixth in the offing. They made o rush
together for the escaping Boundem
- Joder and Carne and Walker all
grabbed at him at onee, :

Bmithy was quite desperate now.
There was o howl from Gerald Loder as
a swift upper-ent sent him spinning
backwards, Sixth Former as he was,
YLoder erashed. ‘The next moment
Nernon-8mith was struggling furiously
with Carne and Walker, A wildly ex-
cited erowd surged round. |

“Go it, Smithy ! yelled Tubb of the
Third.

“Brave, Smithy!” howled Dicky
MNugent of the SBecond.

“What—what—what is this?" boomed
Mr. Prout. He rolled wp. “Upon my
word ! Uul‘raglcuus, unprecedented, un-
paralleled I Prout’s grasp was added
to the grosps of Carne and Walker.

“Let go, u old fool!” yelled the
Boundoer, still struggling.

“ Upon miv word !

“Ha, ha, ha "

Wingate and Gwynne were on the
scene again now. They grasped at the
Bounder. I'rout reeled breathless from
tho jab of an elbow that landed on tha
fattest part of Prout.

“Urrrrggh 1" Furgh’ed Prout.

“Collar him "' gasped Gwynne,

Four prefeets had hold of the Bounder
now. He was swept off his feet. Kick.
ing and struggling and yelling defiance,
he was carried bodily back into the
House, leaving the guad in o roar. A
minute later Herbert Vernon-Smith was
tossed into the punishment-room and
the ke turned on him,

L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Worries of a Business Man!

ISHER T. FISH wvelled.
His yell rang across Poppoer's
Island and across both banks of
the Sark.

Fishy was hurt.

Na, fellow could step Dob Cherry's
foot, kicking as if for goal, without
fecling hurt.

Fishy had stopped it with his bhony

Porson. b

Hence his fearful yeoll

“Yarooh! Wake snakos!™ yelled
TFishy, “Whooooop! Why, you all-

fired pesky jay, wharrer you kicking o
guy fori"

For the moment Fishy did not realize
why Bob Cherry, passing him in the

lade on Pupi;rer'a Island, had bestowed
that hefty kick.

Fisher T. Fish was leaning over the
big tin trunk that was used as the camp
larder. The lid was elosed, and Fishy
was using the lid as a table.

An account-book was open before him,
and Fishy with a fountein-pen was mak-
ing entries in fhat acconnt-book. Deal-
g with the subject of money, Fishy
was naturally oblivious of all other
things. When money occupied his
thoughts Fisher Tarleton Fish forgot
time and space.

=

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER.
No. 9—HERBERT VERNON-SMITH
(The Bounder of the Remave.)

This week our lightning artist comes
up to scratch agsin with a cartoon of
“ Smithy,”” who has a lot of good points
« + » and plenty of bad ones, too!

Hers s Vernon-8mith, the Bounder,
Lﬂudiz dressed, but ulrrir cute

Good at sports, a fine all-rounder,
Heo¢ oan bat and box and shoot.

But his tastes lie more In gambling,
Billiards s the game ha plays;

He's not fond of cou rambling.
But delights In " shady ways."

Besides, 1'ishy was busy. The school-
boy moneylender of Greyfriars had sue-
ceeded in collecting an account.

In the present state of affairs, be-
sieped on Popper's Island, Fishy was
not able to gaiher in the small amounts
due to him from fags of the Third and
the Becond. That was a per
worry to Fisher T. Fish. He could not
help pucssing, reckoning, and calewlat-
ing that after a long lapse of time some
of those accounts might be rather difli-
cult to goather 1m.  But there were
fellows in the Remove who had bor-
rowed from the echoolboy Bhrlock.
Thosé fellows had the pleasure—or

tual

7

otherwise—ol [ishy's company, and he
wasa able to dun them. . he had
succecded in extracting a half-crown
from Wibley of the Remove, on account
of inferest on a litile lean.

Entering that emall sum in his busi-
ness-book was o sheer joy to Fishy, But
his joy was suddenly dashed os Bob
Cherry spotted his ocoupation. Whae
Bob thought of it was demonstrated by
the sudden hefty kick that landed on
Fishy's trousers and sent him sprawling
across the trunk,

Fishy sprawled and yelled. Ho

uirmed round, sat on the trunk, and’
glored at the cheery Bob with a foroci-
ous glare,

“You pic-faced gink!” ha howled.
“Wharrer you calculate you're at—ph?
Want me to make petato-scrapings of
you, you dog-gened jay 1"’

“(ro it!" enid Bob checrfully.

“What on earth’s the row!" ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. Hzlf s dozen
fellows were drawn to the spot by
Fishy's fearful yell.

“The rowfulness of the esteemod
Fishy iz terrific!” grinned Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh. * But whyfully the
kickfulness, my cstoemed Bobh 7

) K‘i.ckingﬂoﬂhﬂmk doe: him good!"
explained Iy Cherry. He pointed to
the aeccount-book, which Fishy had
dropped as he sprowled over the trunk.
“That's Fishy's jolly old ledger that
Trout got hold of once; you fellows re-
member Squilf chucked it out of the
study window and 1t dropped on Prout's
napper. Frout ought to have taken it
to the Head and got Fishy the order of
the boot,”™

“¥Yans, begad!” romaorked Lord
Maunlevercr. * And if the Ilead sacked
Fizhy we wouldn't make the fuss we're

makin' about jolly old Dunter.!

“Hardly 1" chuckled Squiff.
fear 1V

“The no-fearfulness is terrifie.”

Fisher T. Fish rolled off the trunk and
grabbed up his “ledger.” He seemed
to forget his intontion of making
* potato-serapings " of Bob Cherry. Ha
was anxious about that precious bdok.

That account-book was well known in
the Remove., Certainly Fishy did not
display it if he could help i, but it had
been seen often cnough. Tt had had, in
fact, several narrow escapes from fellows
who did not approve of an enterprising
business man starting a monceylending
business at school. Now it was going to
have another.

“You rotten rascal I” said the eaptain
of the Remove, with o frown at the
wriggling Fish. “You've been flogged
for that sneaking game, and you ought
to be jolly well bunked I

“Aw, can it!" growled Fisher T.
Fish, “I guess you jays in this pesky
old mouldy country don't know the first
thing about business. I'll say 1 never
struck such an all-fred bunch of boobs.™

“I nover knew you'd got that book
back from Dront.” said Squilf, *How
did vou get it off Pront, you worm?"

Fisher . Fish ecaught his breath.

That topic was a rather dangerous one
to tho junior from New York. He had
used rather desperate measures in get-
ting that precious book back before Mr.
Prout could discover the owner.

“0Oh, I—I guess ho dropped it, and -1
sure picked it up!” stammered Fishy,
He did not add that Prout had dropped
it boeause he had been startled by a
stream of ink being suddenly squirted
over him,

Rilly Bunter was supposed at Grey-
friars to be the reckless ragger who had
inked Prout. The Remove did not
Lelieve if. but they never dreecamed who
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that inker really was. Fisher T. Fish
was not likely to tell them|

“Pity Prout did not take it to the
Head 1" growled Johnny Bull. “It's
high time Fishy was sacked for his

rotten gaoies i

*Iear, hear | : ;

“Hand over that book, Fish ' sard
thr eaptain of the Kemove,

“What 1" howled Fishy. .

“1t's going into the river ! That's the
best place for i, You're not doing any
moncylending stunts here I said Whar-
ton tersellv_i “You've been flogged for
it by the Head, caned for it by Quelch,
and kicked for it in the Remove, Now
you're going to be kicked again, and
that rotten ledger i3 going to
bottom of the river. Hand it overl”

Fizher T. Fish c¢lutched the grecmua
book in & bony hand and glared at the
captain of the Remove. . :

IFishy had lung.uﬁn despaired of mak-
ing these jays, ginks, ond gecks under-
etand business as understood in ' Noo
Yark.” DBut this was altogether too
thick, in Fishy's opinion. It was really
the limit—it was the clephant’s side
wliiskers, in fact |

Y ou—Tou—you bonehead 1"
gasped Fishy, “Why, 1 got g1l my
aceounts in that book! 8'pose I lose

that book—how'm I going to collect
what's due to me when we go back to

Greyfriars? I'll say there’s n bunch f;nt'
fags that will never pony up what's

d - n

“ A1l the better! Arve vou handing
1hat rotten book overt”

“Nope 1" roared Fisher T. Fish. “I'll

eay nopel Nix! Nunk! Not in your
i -t‘:;-t imﬁ ;rw all-fired boneheaded
voeck B

“Then I'l take it 1" zaid the captain
of the Remove cheerfully, and ha
stepped towards the American junior.

The next moment he met with a
Lurprise.

Fishy was well known to be no fight-
ing man. And tackling the athletic
eaplain of the Form was a proposition
that might have made even a good
fighting-man pause snd consider. But
Fishy, robbed of hiz precious money-
lending accounts, felt rather like =a
lioness robbed of her cubs. Tnstead of
handing over the offending book, Fisher
T. Fieh lashed out with a bony fist and
canght Harry Wharton fairly om the
L.

4w 1" roared Wharton.

He staggered uvnder that unexpected
rap. He zat down with a sudden bump
in the grass of Popper’s Island.

Fisher T. Fish glared at him.

He had knocked down the captain of
tha Form| That was satisfactory, so
far as it woent! But what was going 1o
happen when the captain of the Form
rot up agsin, waz too awful to con-
template |

Az Wharton, red with wrath,
serambled to hia feet, Fisher T. Fish
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bolted away acrose the glade, and
rushed into the trees.
" After him I" roared Bob Cherry.
“I-I1—I'II spiflieate him!" gasped
Wharton, He dabbgd a red strecam
from his nose. “ Why, I'll mop him up
into small picces! I'l——" The captain
of the Remove dashed in pursuit,
After him went a crowd of fellows,
laughing, Fisher T. Fish, with his
recious ledger clutched in a desperate
nd, was fleeing for his life. And all
the Hemovites were interested to behold
what was going to happen to him when
he was run down.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
A Siartling Discovery!l

b FTER himt"
A “HBag him "
“Ha, ha, ha 12

“Aw, wake snskes and

walk chalks!” gasped Fisher T. Fish.

He fairly raced.

Up and down, and round about
Popper's Island, went the hapless
nsiness man of the Remove. loze
behind eame Wharton, with a erimson-
oozing nose, and red wrath in hig face.
Bchind Wharton came s yelling mob.

Popper's JIsland was not ex-
tensive. But it was thickly wooded,
the -:mii,; open spot being the glade
round the massive ancient oak in the
centro of the island. Trees and thickets
and brambles, tangled alders and
dreoping willows, made almost a jungle
reund the glade, It was not easy going
—but if flight was diflicult, so_was

ursuit. For quite a long time Fisher
I, Fizh dodged and twisted and wound
and doubl and escaped the wrath
that was on his trail.

It was not g0 much & thumping that
Fishy dreaded. It was not so much a
kiﬁkmgﬁ: It was tha loss of his business
hock. Even Fishy's cute, spry, business-
like head could hardly carry all the
details of his. moneylending business,
which was quite extensive among the
fogs of the Third and Secend, That
ledger was essential to his transactions.
As he fled and dodged and twisted,
Fishy was thinking of some safe hiding-

lace for that precious volume, where

19 could leave it before he was run
down! But the chase was too hot for
that. He had ne time to find a spot
to conceal the business book. Five ar
six times ha was almest egught, hefore,
at Jast, he bolted out into the glade
again, and the book was still in his bony
paw.

(Gasping and panting, the hapless
Fishy tore across the glade with the
captain of the Remove at his heels,
and a welling crowd behind.

Ho headed for the big oak-tree, That
was his only possible refuge! He had
no time to climb the gnarled, cld
trunk. As he came under the big oak
ha made a desperate bound, and caught
the lowest branch.,

He swung himself wildly up,
Wharten's grasp below missing him by
a few inches,

“Tree’d I roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Come down!” roared the ocaptain of
tha Eemove.

“Aw, go and chop chips!” gasped
Fisher T. Fish. He clambered on the
branch, and crawled along to the main
trunk.

Harry Wharten, dabbing his nose,

lared up at him. Fisher T. Fish, ten

eet from the ground, held on to a
bough, and stood ready to kick if
climber followed him up. Im defence of
that precious business k, Fizshy was
quite desperate and determined,

THE MAGNET

“Are vou coming down1Z
F'"hﬁl say nope!” gasped Fisher T.

12,

“ Well l‘s'n:m can roost there, ms long
a8 you like I'" ssid the captain of the
Remove. " Look out for squalls when
you come down [P

“Hn, ha, he!® .

Harry Wharton went to bathe hia
nose. It needed it, Fisher T. Fish sat
in the oak-iree, gasping for breath.
He was safe for the present. He
to face the music when be came down:
but that precicus account bock would
be safe. He was going to hide that in
some deep recess high up the ancient
tree, There it could remain concealed
till he had a chance of retrieving it later.

B0 long sz = laoghing crowd of
juniors remained under the tree, Fishy
did not stir. But a fow minutes later,
the Remoavites were drawn away to the
landing-place, h{l sn alarm of &
on the towpath opposite, Keepers,
policemen, and Inspector Grimes, were
passing along in sight of the island, and
one the keepers held a bleoodhound
in leash. Watching them from ?ﬁppb?’r’n
Island, the juniors forgot all about
Figher T, Fish,

Fizhy was only too gled ic be for-

Totten.

Having recovered his  breath, he
clambered higher into the ocak-tree,
Twenty feet from the ground, was a
spot where several lateral branches
utted off, making a sort of rough plat-
orm in the centre. Fishy stopped there
to rest and look about him for =
recess that might serve as a receptacle
for the business book, There was a
rustle in the thick foliage above him,
but he did not heed it. Certainly it did
not ocour te him, for a moment, that
thero was already somebody in the tree.

But a3 he groped about the flat space
whera the branches joined, he gave a
surprised ejacuiation.

“Wake snakes!” he murmured.

Sormeone had been there! And that
someone had, apparently, had a meall
A bisenit lay there, a crust-of bread,
and the peel of 5 banana. And Fishy's
Surprise stare  detected orum
seattered right and left.

“That gink Bunterl”
Fishy. .

Bunter was supposed to have raided
the camp larder the previous night.
Someone bhad raided 1it, that was a
certainty. And Bunter hod owned up
to it—to get out of the mud!

Had the fat junior clambered up the
oak in the dark, to devour his purlcined
tuck in safety?

It looked like it!

But Fishy was puzeled,

There really seemed to be no other
explanation of the unexpected “sign ™
he had found twenty feet up in the tall
eak. On the other hand, Bunter was no
climber—and tree climbing in the dark
was & rether perilous business for a
more active fellow than Billy Bunterl
And he had no need to seek suech a
remote spot, while all the fellows were
asleep. '

But if it was not Bunter, who had
been scoffing the ,?‘urlmued provisions
high up in the ocak?

‘Tl say this has got me beat!”
murmured the astonished Fishy,

He stared round him blsmkla;

Above him the foliage was thick and
duszky. PBelow him the lower branches,
lpaded with leaves, entirely shut off
the sight of the earth. From the bank
of tha Bark came the deep, thrilling
sound of a bloodhound’s Fishy
did not heed it. He was not Interested
in the hunt that was going on for the
gunman. e was puzzled and perplexed

muttered
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by his strange discovery in the heart of
1&9 old onk.
There was a rustle overhead.
Stending there in the dusky twilight
smid the thick branches, Fisher T.
Fish stared up. ;
He had heard a rustle above him
several times as he climbed, but
he had not heeded it, supposing it to
be caused by the wind from the sea.
Now he realized that it was not the
wind. One of the high branches was
sagping under a weight, making twigs
and leaves rustle. There was someona
ahead of him in the tree!

Whoever it was that had been making
a meal there had climbed higher when
the American junior came up from
below.

But who?

It could only ba a Remove fellow:
thers was nobody else on Popper's
Ieland. Why he had dodged out of

Fishy's sight, and was trying to keep
clg hidden, was am absolute

gquiet an

“UMPIRE **

crickat
CuAr{as;

RUN-OUT QUERIES 1

M recent weeks so much of my time
and thought has been spant on Test
maitches that I am afreid general
crickot topies have been rather

negleoted. But I know you will forgive

me, bocauss I expect your time and
thoughts have been runmng in the same
direction.

Anvway, we can pget away from Test
Miﬂkﬂyt-w tim week to deal with many
guestions which await my attention. For
gome reason which I cannot fathom—it
ia probably no more than a eoincidence—
my poat-beg containa a lot of queries
regarding run-out.
irat and foremost there is the gquestion

of running out a batsman who is backing-
up & bit too energatically. You know how
this can be done, of course. The bowler,
running to the wicket to deliver the ball,
notices that the batsman at his end, very
eagor for & run, has left his crease befors
the ball ia delivered. Caon the bowler run
out that batsman by breaking the wicket
before he hes delivered the ball T That
is the gquestion sent to me by Frod Storm.

The angwer is that the bowler ean thus
run-out & batsmen, and there is nothing
in the rules to prevent him from doing so.
The ball is in play, for all practical pur-

oses, whon the bowler starts his ran.

ut on this head I have to say that the
rmothod of running out & bateman which
I hoave described is one of the things
“not done " in cricket.

What does happen is this,

The bowler, noticing the habit of
the balsman of hizs end in backing
up before the ball is delivered,
wpaerns himm that if he does it again he
coill ren him out. If, in spite of this
woarning, the baltsman persgisis, then
the bowler can run the Datsmaon
out without onp gualms of con-
science. But the warning should be
given first ; not becguse of any lme
to that effect, bul in the true spiril
of the sport.

L the wicketa,

mystery. WWas it possible that ¢here was
gome stranger on_ the island? ,

And then, suddenly, horribly, it
flashed into Fishy's startled mind!
And he knew|

For whole days, the hunt for the gun-
man had gone on. Yesterday, Inspector
Grimes had searched Popper's Island
for him, under the eyves of the rebel
Remaovites. But he had not, of course,
rooted through the branches of all the
frees. Fvery vestige of colour faded
from Fishy's bony face, as it dawned
on him that there was someone hidden
in the topmost boughs of the tall cak—
and that that someone was, must be, the
lost gunman who had robbed the Court-
ficld and County bank, and shot and
wounded a fman there—and still
carried the auntomatic with which he
had fired on the pursuing crowd and
kept them at bay.

Fizsher T. Fish {rembled
I}uﬁy limb.

AQ

forgot even his precious account

iIn every
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Following this run-out guery comes one
from F. C. Beed, of Charlton. He was
batfing and drove the ball bael: hard and
straight towards the other wicket, His
batting partner, having started for a run,
was out of his ground when the ball
touched his log, and went into his wicket.
I am told thers was an arpument as to
whother the batsman was out. Thore
should not have besn, A batsman cannot
ba ran out when his golleapue at the other
end eonda the ball into his wicket, unless
the ball haa tovched 8 member of the
fielding aide in transit.

THE TRUE SPIRIT !

TILL another run-out guestion to

be answered. Hare are the facks.

“I1 thought,"™ writez D. DMoore,

“that o run woa worth risking

after T had hit the ball. The other bats-

man did not think so, and the result was

that we were both in his crease when the

wicket was broken at the other end.

Which of us waz out ¥V

In replying to this question, I think it

may be of goneral interest to quoté the
official law on this subject. Here it is:

“ If the batamen have crossed
each other, he that runs to the wicket
eohich is put down s out, If they
have not crossed, he that has left
the j’iﬁ"iﬂiﬂ wehich is put down is
out.

Inferpreting this law in the common-
genge way, it cannot bo said that the
batsman who stood still at one end
crossed tho othor batsman In running.
Henes it was the striker—my readser
friend in thizs particular case—who was
out.

Alwayn, of eourse, the tragio side of it
comes home £0 ua when we ses a batsman
hopelessly run out ; when both the fellows
are ab the same end. It should not hap-
pen if there is the understanding which is
50 nocessary to successful running between
Even in first-class oricket,

9

book. He forget everything but his
fearful terror of what might be hidden
in the deep, thick foliage within a few
feet of him, -

He made a scrambling movement
towards the lower branches. As he did
a0, & lithe fgure dropped from above
on to the rough platform in ihe centre
of the jutting branches, and a hand of
iron grasped him.

One sgqueal of terror escaped Fisher T.
Fizh, as he was crushed down on the
rough, uneven wood,

" Silenca I

That single word was hissed in his
ear. A hard metal rim was pressed to
his head. L_lell helpless in that savage
grip, Fisher ?%"jsh gtared up wildly as
a hard, evil face, stubbly with soveral
days' growth of beard, with narrow,
shifty eves that gleamed like a wild
animal’s.

“ Bilence !

Fishar T. Fish was dumhb.,

(Continued on next page.)

howover, thess misundarstandings regard-
ing what i8, or what ia not, & ran, crop up.
And sometimea you will see the true spind
of tho aport illustrated by & player who
sacrifices his wicket so that his comrade
can go on batting.

Not long apo, Jack O'Connor and Stan
Nichols wers batting together for Ilssox,
O'Connor was well sat for another of 1ha
many hundreda he hasa made this seasoen,
but Nichols had only just arrived at the
wickatk, ©O'Connor called for a rum, but
Nichols did not think one could salsly
he made. He tried to send O'Connor
back, bubt instinctively reolisiog that ib
waa too late, Nichols went for the -
{ruaaib]!a ono and, of eourse, was run out.

Nichols had stayed at his end, O"Connor
would have been the bataman to be run
out, There are occasions when cricketors,
remembering that the success of the team
rother than the individusl, is the thing.
must sacriffice themselves. I like to see it
done, don't you ?

OBSTRUCTING THE FIELD !

ONALD MoEWEN, of Aberdcen,
R iz not guite sure what the phrase
in the rales * obstruecting the
field ¥ meana, and he asks me to
gay something on this question for the
enlightenment of himself and others who
are equally uncertain. Actually, there is
not a lot of explanation necessary. In
the firat plaes, 1t should be said that a
batsman cannot be given out for ohatruct-
ing the fiold unless he does it deliberately.
That ia for the mapire to decide.
Supposs, however, 8 batsroan hita a
ball high into the air, and in such a way
that a ealch ecan be made by, say, tho
bowler. The bateman, to save hia wicket,
rung inte the bowler deliberately and
provents him from making tho eafch.
That would be obstructing the field.
There is one point about ohslroeting the
fisld which should be borne in mind.

If the fleld i obstruelcd it is the
bafsman wwho has mode he stroke
relio is out, not necessoarily the
batsmon wwhe obsiracis the fleld.
Te put the matfcr plainiy, if the
batsnian at one end scnt the Lail
up &0 that a calch could be maid.,
and fthe batsmon at the othcer ol
deliberately obatructed the ficld, it
wonld be the first Datsman rwho
wonuld De out,

A regular reader who livea at Nunoaton
is conccrned over the proper decision 1 A
batsman sndeks a * yorker " and 35 cought
behind the wicket. If the ball strikes the
ground, and the bot at tho same time, 1ne
bateman iz not out, * UMPIRE."

Tue Macwer LisRiRe.—No. 1,561
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THE SEVERTH CHAPTER.
In the Gunman’s Grip!
Guxmm BRIGGS. bank robher,

gunman, and desperado, com-
pressed his grasp on the shrink-
g junior, with the automatic
januned to his bead, ) )
" Bewding over him, holding him fast,
the guomat listened mtently, like the
hntesd wikl beast he was, ;

Fisher T, Fish could only gaze at him
in dumb terror.

Ouly too well be knew in what des-
perato hands e was. A man lay m
Courtficld Fospital, whom the desperate
vascal had shot down in robbing the
bank. Ifalf & dozen times he had fired
on lis pursuers before he had succecded
in eluding them.  And this was the ian
that Fisher T, Fish had discovered n
his unsuspected hiding-place! His life
hung on a thread.

He knew now that the wretch must
have swum 1o the island in the hours
of darkness.  He had  somehow con-
trived Lo lund without alarmm?‘ the gar-
vison., Lle had hidden himeelt lugh up

in the vak, lle had erouched there,
unscen, even while the police were
searching Popper's Lsland.

And—Fishy knew it now—in the dark-
ness of the previous night, he had crept
down to seek food--of which he must
have been in pressing necd, It was not
Bunter who hud raided the camp larder.
Fishy's brain whirled as be realised it
all! And he was in the man's hands—
at his merey ! It was hardly necessary
for Gunner Uriggs to bid him be silent.
Lerror made lim duml,

The man was listening,  Apparently
he fearcd that, as one of the schoolboys
had elimbed the tree, others might by
COmIng up. .

Iut there was no soind or sight to
alarm him, The glade below was silent
and deserted.  All the garrison of
Popper's Island were at the landing-
pluce, watching the bank. From a dis-
tance the bay of the hound was heard
again. ) ;

The gunman spoke at lazt in 8 whis-
per. His fieree, siubbly face was hent
vlose to  Fishy's terrified, colourless
visdEYe.

"Who are you? Speak in a whisper!
1f there is an alarm, you know what to
et 1 -

*1—I guess I'm Fish—a Greyfriars
fellow--—  Oh, great snakez!  Keep
that gun away ! % ain’'t youping any [
monned Fisher 1. Fish.

*You belong to that erowd of school-
Loys ¥

By YL"]‘J 1

“Why did vou climb this tree?®

*I guess the guys was after me—
Farking ”

“Are they coming up?”

5 I\':r?e! I guess they know I'll come
denn for dibwer.  Bay, you shift thut
gun! It—it might go off.”

Linoner Briges laughed savagely.
I will go off if you muke a sound;
if I'm found here! You know who I

am

“Nope! I guess I don’t know a
thing 1*

“Liar! You know that I am the man

who held up the bank at Courtlield a
couple of davs ago!™

*I—1 kinder gucssed you might be ¥
muntbled Fisher . Fish,  *“Say, you
hift that pun! Oh snakes!™”

“You did not know 1 was here when
o elinglwe ] 7

The question was hardly necessary.
Fisher T, Fizlb's face shovwed how un-
likely il was that he would have elimbed
the oak had lie even dreamed that the
bank-raider wosz hidden in its branches,

o 1 he moaneed.

Tne Maigxer Lisuany.—No, 1,381.

* Iloes anyone else suspect?”

i Hﬂ]}ﬂ +rJ-:l

The man nodded slowly. He was
satisfied that Fish was speaking the
truth ; the wretched junior was too tor-
rified to do anything else.

“They believe that it was one of them-
selves—the fat boy—wheo took the food
last night?” he muttered,

“Yep!” Evidently the gunman had
heard, if not seen, what had happened
on Popper’s Island that morming.

The gumman was silent, e did not
question FFish about the presence of the
schoolboys on the island, which must
have mystified him when he first dis-
covercd them there. No doubt the talk
he had heard among the rebels, while
hidden in the oak, had enlightened him
to some oxtent.

He was thinking now, with savage
intensity,

The presence of o parrizon on the
izsland, keeping off all comers, had been
an additional security for the hudden
fugitive—so long as that garrizon did
not discover his presence,

The police had zearched the island, as
in duty bound; but probably in a rather
perfunctory manner; for it had scemed
extremely improbable that the hunted
man could have hidden himself on a
small island crowded by thirty school-
boys.

That scarch was not likely to be
repeated : amd, apart from the official
police, the rebel schoolboys allowed no
orne ta land.

Even the rick of purloining food in
the hours of darkness had been but
slight as the schoolboys, never dreaming
of a stranger on the island, had attri-
buled the pilfering to one of thewr own
nuinber,

1Had Gunpner DBriggs only remained
undiscovered, his prospects were pood.
He had only te stick it out till the hunt
along the river slackened, and then,
stealing  the rebels” boat some dark
night, make an attempt to fﬂ clear.

That scheme might, in al
have torned out a “winner,” but for
Fisher T. Fish climbing the cak. But
NoW-——0

Fishy watched the changing cxpres-
sions on the ruffian’s face with silent,
quaking dread.

The man dared not fire—he knew that
g% soon &5 his terrified mind was able
to realize anything., A shot would have
betrayed his presence., Every car on
Pagper'a Island would have caught it,
and many ears on the bank of tho Sark,
The hunt now going on up and down the
river would have concentrated at- onco
on Popper’s Tsland.

Not unless he was driven to bay would
the wretch pull trigger. DBut one savago
blow from that heavy weapon would
have ecracked Fish’'s head—and at that,
ha was only too well aware the
desporade would not have hesitated for
a moment, if his safely required it
Fishy broke the silence 1n a trembling
whisper.

“Hayv, bo! I gucss T'll keep 1t dark,
I got no call to give you away. I ain't
sayimg & word about yom,  Baw, if I
don't go dewn from this here troe for
dinner, they’ll want to know, sure!”

Gunner Briggs gritted his tecth,

That was the thought 1n his own tor-
mented mind.

For the moment the other schoolboys
wore regardless of tha junior who had
climbed the sak. DBut if he did not
descend again, obviously they would
wonder what hoad bhecome of hum.
Sooner or later, if he did not go down,
or answer to o call, someone would elimb
to laok for him. It was uscless to crack
Lis head with the butt of the antematic.
That would keep Fisher T. Fish quiet,

probability, .

THE MAGNET

but it would not prevent the rest from
discovering what had happened.

“I %uess they'll be locking for me!™
mumbled Fisher T, Fish. “I’ll say
your best guess is to let me vamoose the
ranch, I ain’t giving you away.”

Gunner Briggs made him a pesture to
ba_silent.

. His grip was =till' on the Ameriean
jutuor, but the avtomatie was no longer
pressed to Fishy's head. Briggs had
taken it by the barrel. Figher g[ﬁ Fish,
m an agony of apprehension, knew that
the wretch was debating in his own
mind whether it would be safest to
kvock him on the hesd., Fishy's bust-
ness transactions had landed him into
many & scrape, But never had they
l?l_ld;}d him m so fearful & serape as

1 ]

Every minuta that paszed geemed like
an age to Fisher 1. Fish. From the
glade below came the sound of voices.

“They'll get him with that jolly old
bloodhound ¥ It was Bob Cherry's
voice, clearly audible in the foliage of
the oak.

“TUnless he takes to the water,” soid
Harry Wharton.

“If ho does, there's half a dozen boats
ot the Sark now, locking for him. He
hasn’t an earthly.”

“I hope they'll get the brute !

“ Yes, rather !

“I'he ratherfulness ia terrific!”

The juniors wers diseussing the mane
hunt, littlea dreasming that the hunted
man heard cvery word they uttered.
Fisher T. Fizh trembled at the blaze of
rage that came into the gunman's eyes.

‘I say, you fellows—" ]

“Hungry, Bunter #* asked Bob, with
& chuckle,

“Famished ! said Billy Bunter. 1
say. vom fellows, woe can't go short of
grub hike this! I'm periching ¥

“¥ou had enough last night to last
you & week, you fat cormeorant I

“I never had any last night, you
beast | roared Bunter. “I keep on
tuH]Lng vou that 1 never touched the
tue i

“You fat villain, you owned up that
you did ! exclmimed Wharton.

“Well, you silly ass, of courze I
owned up, when I was up to my neck
in water !* hooted Bunter., *Who
wouldi't have? I never touched it all
the same.”

“(h, my hat!"

“1 szay, you fellows—"

“Hallo, 1&[&:, hallo! Hasn't Fishy
come off his perch yet? He will miss
hiz dinner at this rate,” =aid Bob
Cherry. And he glanced up at the roof
of {oliage above his head, sand
shouted : *Fishy, Fishy, Fishy! Halle,
hallo, halko

Fisher T. Fish heard. But he dared
not answer. He quaked like a jelly in
the grip of the gunman.

“Fishy ! rearcd Wharton. “Come
down and have your nose punched !

“Ha, ha, ha!?

There was no answer from the oak,

* Dinner-time, Fishy!” roared Beb,
little dreaming of the reason of the
American junior’s stlence, I vou're
not on time, Bunter will scoff your
whack. I ean see it is in his cye.

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Why docsn't the silly ass answer?”
said Johnny Bull. *“Ho hasn't gone
deaf or dumb, I suppose?™

“ (O, let him rip!” said Harry, “He
will hove to como down for dinner.
Let's get on with tiffin.”

It was dinner-time, and the schoolboy
rcbels gave their attention to  that
fumction—especially Bunter. If Fishy
chose to remain in the oak-tree, and
refuse to smswer a call, that was his
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own business, Certainly nobody par-
ticularly wanted his company. No-
body, so far, had the slightest suspicion
that anything was wrong. Only Fisher
T Fish knew that, and he knew it with
painful, awiul clearnass,

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.

The Angry Father!

E. SAMUEL VERNON-
SMITH, financier and mil-
lionaire, frowned portentiously

a3 his  magnificent - Rolls
turned in at the gates of Greyfriars.
There had been a frown on  Mr.

Vernon-8mith's brow all the way down
te Greyfriars, and it intensified as he
drove in. The millionaire was angry—
very angry indced. It did not look as
if there was a happy interview coming
for the junior locked up in the punish-
ment-room, _

Fellows in the Greviriars quad, who
beheld the millionaire’s arrivel, ex-
changed glances, and there was g buzz
df comment.

“That's the Old Obadiah.” remarked
Temple of the Fourth, “Bot vou he's
come for the Young Obadiah.”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Dabney.

“Bit thick to sack Smithy, though,”
remarked I'ry.  “Bmithy’s no worse
than the rest of the mab,

Cegi]l Reginald Temple

“He's the only one the
claws on. He's going' to
horrible example of.”

Mr, Quelch, from his study window,
observed the millionaire, Hiz frown
was a3 deep ag Mr. Vernon-Smith's.

The Head's drastic measures with
Emithy were far from winning the
approval of Smithy's Form-master.

inned.
ak's got his
be made a

No master liked a fellow in his Form
to be sacked. Bunter was under sen-
tence already. Now Smith had “got”
tt. Making sll allowance for the
Head’s natural anger at the Remaove
rebellion, 1t was, in Fdward Fry's
language, a “bit thick.” That was not
what Mr. Quelch would have called it,
of course. But that was undoubtedly
what he thought.

However, he could net intervene, It
conld not be denied that Herbert
Vernon-Bmith had rebelled against
authority—an offence descrving of ex-
pulsion. ‘The fact that all the fest of
the Remove had rebelled in a similar
manner wag an  cxtenuating  circun-
stance which, however, the exasperated
headmaster did oot choose to take into
accounk.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was shown inio
the Head's study. He entercéd that
apartment rather like a whirlwind. Dr.
Locke roze courtecusly to greet him;
but the millionaire had ne time or in-
clination for courteous greetings. He
interrupted the Hoead ruthlessly.

“Dr. Locke, I was surprised—aston-
1shed, by your message. ¥You tell me
that my son is expelled-—why?”

“Pray be geated, sir!"

Mr. Vernon-8mith plumped into =a
chair,

“Not long sgo,” he went on, “my son
was in trouble here, T admit that his
conduct was bad. You pave him
another chance. I went to the length
of menacing him with disinheritence if
he did not mend his wavas. I under-
stood that he had taken warning, and
mended them, have rececived &
favourable account of him from wyou,
sir, I have had a very agreeable re-
port from his Form-master., DMNow, sir,
EEI of a sudden, like & holt from the

u‘:_.‘lk

I

“1 regret very much-—-—-"

“Why i3 my  pan expelled ™ do-
mandEc{ the mullionaiee.  “If ha has
talen to bad and disreputable courses
again—-—"

“* No—no; nothing of the Lkind ™

“1 am glad of it sic—I am verv
glad of itT 1 believed that | could
trust him, and I have trusted him. DBut
if he has not erred m the same way a3
formerly—what has he dope?™

“Fe has vebelled agaiust authorily,
sir,” said the Ilead. * He has absented
himself from school without leave; he
has refused to return to obedicnce, and
he has resisted by foree the prefects
sent to fetch him baek”

“Lood gad!” gasped Mr.
smith, “ls it possible*”

“1It is not only possible, but true, sir.
This morning he was caught by the pre-
frets, and brought into the school,  Ha
13 now locked wup in the punishnen-
roomi, ‘That, sir. is the only way of
keeping him here for vou to take awas.
Had I sent himm home with a prefect
i charge of hun, he would certamly
have egcaped on the way, or atromptesd
fo do so.”

“Good gad!" repeated Mr. Vernon-
Smith blankly.

He fairly gasped. Whatever he had
expected to hear from Dr. Locke, ceor-
tainly he had not expected 1o hear ths,

“The young rascal!l” hLe exclaimed.
“The reckless young reprobate! 1
guite fail to understand this, Dr. Locke.
What 13 the boy’s reason for such a
very exkraordinary line of conduck?
He must have had some reason.”

The Head coughed. He was unwilling
to enter upon the topic of the Remove
rebellion, It wasz not a pleasant topic.
It was a homiliating topic. But theoro
was no help for it.

(Continyed on neéxt page.)
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This is Hornby
Speed Boat Week |

See the Special Displays

a Hornby Speed Boat, I
special week all the toy shops ia?lm making displays o
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My, Vernon-Smith’s cyes were Very
keenly on his face. ‘The sharp snd
acite Uity gentleman did not need tell-

ing that there was something behind
ths,

“ome, sir!" barked Mr. Vernen-
gmith. * Herbert must have had some
reason, sofie provocation—at least, he
must have fancied se. What }'uu"l:lf:-
scribe is 80 vory extroordinary——

“ A boy in the Remove, sir, named
Bunter, is under sentence of expulsion
for having thrown ink over a member
of my staff. His Form fellows have
taken the impertinent, the insolent
view, that an error was made—by me,
gir—and they have token Bunter out
of the school, and are keeping him with
thens, in orvder to «iJrumnt. my scntence
from being carried out, Your son 1s
one of the ringleaders.”

"Good gad! seuwd  Br., Vernon
Bueitli.

He gazed at the Head. )

“let us hove tlus  elear, siv!” he

jerked out. " ¥You sny his Form fellows
—iloes that mean all the Bemove?

"It does, siv,”

“Then the whole Form is absent
from the school, and they are keeping
this boy Bunter with them m defiance
of yvou"”

“That is the state of the case™

“ And my son has taken port in this?"

“ A Jemding  part,” said  the Head.
“There are many bovs in the Remove
who would certainly not have ventured
fo join in such a movement. But the
ringleaders are known, and  Vernon-
Sunth is one of them,™

" Awd the others, sir?"”

““That is mmmaterial.”

“1t is not immaterial, sir!” snorted
Mr. Vernon-Smith. “ You tell me that
my son hag been guilty of ontrageously
rebellious conduct, for which Pi', sir,
should condemn him as severely as you
possibly could. “lThen you tell me that
all the boys of his Form are concerned
in the same transaction. I have a right
to know, sir, why my son iz selected
for punishment!” He snorted still
mare emphatically. “Is it your inten-
tion, sir, fo expel the wholo of that
Form from Groyiviars School 17

“That iz searcely practicable——"

“On what grounds, then, is my son
sclected for sueh o vorv drastic and
severe  punishment '  demanded - Mre,
Vernon-8mith, "“Is it because he
chances to be the only Remove boy in
your power, sir?"

Dr. Locke coloured. That was an
extremely unpleasant way of putting it.

“FProy be calm, Mr. Vernon-3mith,
I have said that your son was a ring-
leader.™

“The only one, sir?”

“"No—no. Thora are several others?”

“Their names, sit? They must be
known to yom, since you aro so well
acquainted with the ringleaders, so far
ns my son is concerned. I know some
of the bovs in the Remove—{friends of
my son”

“"Wharton, Cherry, Field, Tadd, since
o ilesira to know, sir!” gnapped the

Mg,

“Wharton, Cherry, Ficld, Todd 1¥ re-
peated Mr. Vernon-Bmith.  “And it
1w vour intention to expel Wharton,
Clieryy, Field, and Todd, sir, as you are
expelling my son "

Tha ITead paused. Certainly he was
exasporated enough to expel fellows
right and Ieft. Shll, there was & limit.
Hal a <dozen expulsions in one Form
was & big order.

“Or am I to understand, sie,” hooted
Alr. Vernon-Smith, “that my zon has
been picked out as a scapegoat, and that
othier boys, cqually guilty of rebellion
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and defiance of authority, sre not to be
punished in the zsame manner ™ ]

~ “Not ot all, sir] If the boys persist
in their robellion, the ringleaders will
certainly be expelled as soon as

fall into my hands. The others will be
severely flogged,” said the Head. “If
they submit of their own accord to
authortty, I shall be as lenient as pos-
sible.

"My eon’s chief delinqueney, it scoms,
consists in falling into your hands, sir,
not in rebelling sgainst your authority |
barked Mr. Vernon-Smith. i

The Head reddened with vexation.

“Really, Mr. Vernon-Smith——"

“That 13 how it appears to me, sir,
My son has done what the whole Form
has done—neither more nor less. And
it seems, sir, that this Ferm had re-
belled on account of a boy they believe
to be unjustly punished. They believe
that you have made an error, 1 have
little doubt that they are right, sir.”

“Bir 1" gasped the Head.

“Tell me this, =sirl” hooted Mr,
Vernon-Smith. * Are the boys vou have
named the worst boys in the Form, air,
or the best boya in the Form 1

Dr. Locke did not snswer that.

1 know these boys,” continued Mr.
Vernon-Bmith. “Wharton is a splendid
lad; Cherry another, Field is an Aus-
tralian boy, and as fine & lad, sir, as I

have ever seen! And if you expal them
from the school, the loss will be the
school's | Colonel Wharton gnd Major

Cherry are governors of the school, sir,
and I do not imagina they will allow
their boys to be expelled without rigid
inguiry into the circumstances. They
will find, sir, that you are administering
this drastic punishment because the boys
have stood manfully by a lad whom they
believa to have been wronged."

“Mr. Vernon-8mith 1"

“Had my son, sir, refused to stand
by his friends in such an emergency, 1
should have been ashamed of hin ¥
roared Mr. Vernon-Smith.

L] E]rtlj

“¥ou have no right, sir, to expel my
son unless you expel, at the same time,
the whole of the Form to which he
belongs 1™

Dr. Locke rose to his feet. His face
was orimson. His usually kind temper
had been terribly exacerbated by the
late happenings at Greyfriars. KHe was
in no mood to be dictsted to by the
irate millionaire. . .

“This discussion, sir, 13 serving no

purpose |"” he rapped. “I request you,
gir, to rTemove your son from the
school 1*

Mr. Vernon-Smith bounced uwp.
- “"That I shall certeinly do immedi-
ately, sir| But if you fancy, sir, that
your sentence will be submitted to, you
are making & very serious mistake | he
bawled, “¥You will hear more of this,
siv! ¥You will hear & great deal more
of itl Now let me see my sonl”

The Head rang for Trotter and
handed him the key of the punishment-
room. Mr. Vernon-Bmith, snorting, fol-
lowed the page. Dr. Locke gasped for
breath when the door closed on the mil-
lionaire. Just .then the Head of
Greyinars felt that he had nothing to
ask, except that Mr. Samuel Vernon-
Smith would take his departure, and
take it promptly.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fishy’s Ordeal !

" ISHY |
F “Fish 1"
“What's happened to the

_duffer?”
Fishy, vou ass |¥
“Can't vou answer, you fathead "

THE MAGNET

Half a dozen fellows, under the wide-
spreading branches of the big osk-tree,
were calling up to Fisher T, Fish.

It was several hours now since the
.A:;_]erma:n Ju&li:rhhnd n‘i:]ambered for
refuge into 1z on Popper's
Island. He had cut tiffin, and nizl?w it
was getting near tea-time, and he had
not reappeared. Nob wanted him,
20 far as that went. But Harry Wharton
finﬂa%ﬂwma jathml; ;;ﬁzﬂﬂ&. and li'.]egin-

wonder whether mischanc
ha.dg cceurred to him. oy ?

Certainly he had not fallen from the
tree, or he would have been visible to
all eyes. And if he hed got jammed in
some fork of the branches, from which
he could not extricate himself, he could
have called out. It could mnot be for
the sake of his Emuiuua business-boalk
that he was sticking there; he could
have concealed that easily enough befors
coming down. And it could hardly be
because he was going to have his bony
nose punched in return for punchi
Wharton’s. "He had to face that possi-
bility sooner or later.

For & fellow to stick up in a tree
and  miss mesls was extraordinary.
There was absolutely no secounting for
Fishy's amazin Iine of conduct,
especially for his refusal to nnswer

when called.
“Fishy I bawled Bob  Cherry.
“ Bunter’s scoffed your dinner! He will

scoff your tea i you don’t come down |

“1 eay, wou fellows, leave Fish
alone ! Wo don't want him 1" squeak
Billy Bunter. The fat Owl of the
Remove was rather keen on scoffing

1ishy’s tea.

“Ha, he, ho!?

“Whﬁ the thump doesn't he answer
asked Harry Wharton, staring up into
the mass of foliage. " Nething can
have happened to him wup there,
surely ¥

" What could 1" said MNugent.

“MNothing, I suppose, He's clumsy
a3 enough to fall, but he hasn’t fallen.
If the howling ass is sulking, he can
get on with it |

“If he doesn’t come down for tes, I'll
go up and root him outl” said Bob

Cherry.
“I say, you leave him alone!”™ pro-
tested Bunter. * We're fearfully short

of grub, and if Fishy deesn’'t want ang,
I can jolly well tell you I do! Let him
stick uﬂ there all day, if he likes, and
all night, too! I say, you fellows, I
wish 8mithy would get back !"

f Not much chance of that " said Boh.
"8Brmithy's been lagged, for a cert,
They were on hig track before he had
been gone two minutes. He never got
griywhere near Courtfield, old fat bean.
8mithy won't ba turning up with
of grub¥

“Mot Likely I” said Harry, shaking his
head. “I'm afraid they've got him |”

“Flogging or the sack !* sa1d Skinner.
“Poor old Smithy! What & man he
18 to ask for 161"

All through the day the rchels had
cen keeping watchful eyes open for a
gigit of Smathy.

But they had seen nothing of him
and there was little doubt that he had
fallen into the hands of authority,

It could not be helped, and it was
indubitable that the Bounder, in hia
reckless obstinacy, had asked for it.

Headstrong n.mi obstinate as he wa
most of the fellows were concerne
about him, ard wondering. uneasily what
his fate would be. Most deeply con-
cerned of all was Billy Bunter—though
it was not about the Bounder himself
that Bunter worried, but about the sup-
plies he was going to bring back to
the island if he got through. )

“J say, you fellows, it's rotten if

a bag
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it 1** The next moment the caplain of the Remove met with a surprise. Instead of handing
Fisher T. Fish landed out with a bony fisf, and caught him fairly on the nose.

thev've got Smithy 1" said the fat Owl
of the Remove dolorously.

“ Beastly |V said Redwing, who,
Bmithy’s chum, was most perturbed.

“It means that we shan't have jam
tor tea!" said Bunter sadly.

““rhﬂt?"

“Bmithy was going te bring back
sone jam——"

“You fat idiot 1"

“0Oh, really, Redwing—"

“You blithering owl!” growled Red-
wing.
“ Beast I

“Are yon coming down, Iishy?”
bawled Bob Cherry nto the oak.

“For goodness’ sake, shut up,
Gherr{ll“ exclaimed  Billy - Bunter

eevishly. “ What's the good of calling

im down to teal Let him vip 1"

There. was mno answer from the
branches of the oak. The juniors gave
their attention to getiing tea.

Meanwhile, Fisher T. Fish was in a
most unenviable frame of mind. Every
time he was hailed from below he would
gladly have answered; but he dared
utter no word, with the gunman
crouched beside him, high up in the
ancient oalk. hoo

For several hours Fishy had not been
enjoving hife. He would have given h}s
precious ledger and all the ﬂ ts of his
money lendi business fo safs out
of this fearful scrape. What the gun-
man was going to do with him he did
not lknow—and, appnrenﬂ%_, Gunner
Briggs knew no more than Fishy did.

So far he had kept the American
junior there and prevenied him from
giving an alarm. But that evidently
could not last much Iﬂ;uger. :
WNobodv on the island could possibly
suspect how matters astood, but the

an

the unexpected rap.

schoolboys were plainly %rawing curious
and unguiet on the subject of Iishy.
The gunner had heard Bob Cherry
declare that, if Fishy were not down
by tea-time, he would root after him
in the cak. The desperate man had to
come to some decision.

To knock the wretched junior on the
hend was easy, but it would serve no
purpose. To collar Bob when he came,
s Fishy had been collared, was equally
useless; for it was cerain that if
another junior disappeared into the
tres, and did not return, a swarm of
surprised and curious echoolboys would
ﬂl_nmhar up to see what had become of

im,

Blacker and more savage grew the
gunman's stubbly, fGerce face, and
E’ishy watched it, with palpitating
oart.

The gunner had to deeide, av last,
on cne of two alternatives. He could
handle his automatic, and scare the
orowd of schoolboys with it. Or he
could let Fishy go, and terrify him by
threats into keeping secret what he had
discavered. That was an uncertain
rasource; but it was plain, at leasi,
that Fishy was amenable to threats.
His terror was only too palpable. The
guoman had little time left to come to
a' determination; and he made up his
mind at last.

His cold, hard, shifty eyes turned on
Fisher T. Fich, with a look in them
that chilled the wvery marrow
Fishy's bones.

“You will go down!” He spoke in
a ferce, hissing whisper. “"But not a
word—you understand! I shall hear
you—I shall see youl Give the
alightest hint to the others that I am
here—=2

in

-
“ Ji you don’t hand that rotten book over, Fish,” sald Harry Wharton, stepping fowards the Amerfean junior, ** I'll take

13

e

over the offending \book,

*“Ow ! " roared Wharion, staggering under

“Nope!” gromned Fishy. *“Not a
word |

“I1f there is an alarm, I shall gome
down—and take my chance of getling
away. You will know what to expect.
I will blow your brains out ms soon as
look at you!” sparled the gunman.

Fisher 'I. Fish had little doubt of if.
The man was ag savage and ruthless

85 & hunted wild beast.

Clunner Bri%g_n releazed his hold on
the wretched Fishy. He had to take
the qham:&; but his eyes burned with
ferocily.

“Gal” he breathed.

Fisher T. Tish wes only too glad to
go. Trembling in every limb, he
clambered down the oak. His last
limpse of 2 %unmau, as he
gem&nded, showed him the ruffian
watching, sutomatic in hand, his eyes
burning. _ Almost “sick with terror,
Fisher T. Fish clambered elumsily down
the oak, slid down the trunk, and

gtumbled into the grass below,
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fishy in a Funk!
1]
H “Hore he sl
“[Mere's Fishy I
A dozen fellows came
stumbled from the tree. If Harry
Wharton had still intended to give
Tishy the punch on his transatlantic
&1l about that intention now, &% he saw
the junior's face.
(Continued on page 10.)

ALLO, hallo, hallo!*
towards the American junior as no
nose that he had msked for, he forgut
Tue Muener Lisrary.—No. 1,381
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FISHYS FEARFUL fyx !

{(Continudd from page 13.)

Ile stared at him blankly.

“What on ecarth’s the mafter with
you?" he asked.

“Yih¥* Nothing 1" gasped Fishy.

“You're as white as a sheet 1V

“You look as sick as a eat,” said
Coter Todd,

“The sickfulness iz terrific!™

“"I—I=I guess I—I Fc:t giddy, some 1"
stanimered Fisher T, Fish, “I—1 goess
1 thonght I was going to falll O
dear "’

“Funk 1" snovted Bolsover major.

Rob Clierry laughed. )

“Iave you becn eticking up Lhere,
too frightened to meve?’ he cjacu-
latedd. “Oh, my hat! You'd better
lrave climbing stunts alone, Iishy.”

“ka, ha, hal”

“You silly  am!”™  said  Harrey
Wharton, witih a mingling of compas-
sion and contempt. *Any fellow herp
could elimb that trea without losing his
nerve ! Dven Dunter ecould!l  Why
didn't you call ont? We'd have come
, 1ftp jal;tfl helped you down, you shivering

Hnls

Tisher T. Fish did not answer that.
He wiped the eclotted perspiration
from his brow. He was guite willin
for tho juniors to believe that he had
fost his nerve, high up in the tree, and
had been afreid to stir. Anything was
better  than that they should guess
what he had found there. Tor he
knpw that eager, savage ears werve
drinking in every word &.io‘m him, and
that the deadly automatic was grasped
in_a desperate hand.

There was & terrifying vision in his
mind of the desperate wretch leaping
down, automatia in hand, shooting
vight and left. He was only too
thankful that the Removites guessed
mothung of the truth.

Iie toltered away and sank down an

& log. Billy Bunter blinked at him
through hie big spectaclea. 1

‘1‘11 say, Fishy! Teeling ill?” he
azhed.

“Yep, jest a few I” mumbled Fishor
T, Fisli. )

“Then wou won't wait any tea!”
said, Bunter brightly.

Aw, can it, you geck |"

Fisher 1" Fish joined the others at
tea. Ilaving had no dinner, thers was
an wehing void in his bony interior,

But, empty as he was, he ate with a
very poor appetite. - And the colour
did not rveturn to his face, le left the
flmlp after tea, and went down to the
ading place. Me gazed at the boat
\\'ul‘hldin?gmg eyos. Fis]]:-r-r ‘T, Wish
Wolt wave  gpiven  anytlung to Le
safely off the island. ! J

The utmost wrath of the Head was a
mere nothing to him, in comparison
with s haunheg ferror of the pun-
man, o would have rejoiced to be
~afely at Greevfriars, even if he lhad
Been bivaling under the Iead’s Lirelw

Avross the arm of tho Bark a Court-
ficld conztable appeared, for o moment,
frome the wond, and disappearved again.
Powpeer Court Woods were still being
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closely searched for the hold-up man.
Arain and again the bay of the hound
had  coma down the wind from a
distance.

Fisher T. Tish groaned.

He could have called acvoss to that
constalile and told him where to lay
hands on the man he wanted. But he
did not think of doing =o.

“Aw, the boneheaded pinks
groancd IFFisher T. Fish. "The all-fired
javs, rooting after him all over the
shop, and leaving him here on this
pesky izland t” _

The Famous Five eame down to the
landing place, to look out once more
in the faint hope of seeing something
of Bmithy.

Fisher T, Fish drew near them. All
liiz desires were now concenbrated on
ong object—to %at off Popper's Island.
But he had to be careful not to let the
man in the oak suspect his object.
Unece safe out of range of the auta-
matie, Fisher T. IMish would have told,
fast enough, where the hunted man was
to be found. It was difficult to spesk
withont danger of bLeing overhsard by
the man in the tree. The giant
branches of the great osk spread over
half the island; and well Tisher T,
IFigh knew how intently the hunted
wreteh wounld be listening.

“Bav, yvou guvs, Smithy hasa't come
back vef 7™ he mumbled.

“No,” answered Harry.
got him, I'm afraid.™

Jishy sank his voice to a whisper, in
his dread of being overheard.

"What abeut gomng to look for him "
he asked.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him.
Why TFishy was whispering was a deep
myatery to themw, unless he had taken
leave of hiz senses.

“"No od leokine  for him,"
answered Harry. “If (hey've got him
he's at Greviriars long ago, and most
likely locked im.”

“And any fellow going after lam
would be nabbed in the game way1!”
said Bob Cherry. “You can bet the
prefocts arp on the watch, now they've
got Smithy, for any other fellow wha's
ass enough fo give them a chanee

“T puess @'l risk it!” breathed
Fishy.

“You?” ejaculated Johnny Bull

“Yeop!™

“You silly ass!™ breathed Nugent.
“You'd be caught at once, and flogged
as soon & the Head gpot vou™

T guess T ain’t afraid of a flog-
ging.’

The chums of the Remove fairly
blinked st Fisher T. Fish. Of all the
fellows on Popper's Island, Fishy was
abont the last they would have eox-
pected to volunteer for a reckless enter-
prize.  That was surprising enough,
Stitl more surprising was his making
hiz communication in a whisper |

“Do vou think the Head's earz are
long enough te hear you from Grey-
frinrs, Fishy " demanded Bob Cherry.

“*MNope! But—*

“I'hen why can't you speak outi”

‘=1 gness—=""

“Mad?' asked Johnny Bull.

“The madiulness seerns to be truly
tereifie " remarked the Nabob of
Dhanipur, with a very curious glanca
at Fizhy's face.

F'ﬁ lAw, don’'t shout " pasped Fisher T.
izh.

“Why not?t™

! Nix ™

Fisher T. Fish moved hastily away.
The c{;'l.tuman in the ocak could not have
heard lis whispering. but it was very
likely that bo heard the answers of the
oiher fellows. ond might guess [rom
their words that Fishy was thinking of

IFT
L

“They've

demanded Wharton.

THE MAGNET

getting off the island.  Fishy moved
away in an agony of apprehensiow.
Harry Wharton & Co. stared after him
blankly.

“Is that chap going potty or what !
asked Bob.

“Blessed if it doesn’t look like it'"”

said Wharton, in wonder. “ Anyhow,
he's jolly well not going - after
Smithy ™

Johuny Bull snorted.

“"That's gammon!” he grunted.
“Fat lot he cares sbout Smithy!

Looks to me as if he's in a funk, srd
wants to desert”’

That Fishy was in a funk was, at
least, obvious to the most casual eve.
Never had the hapless I'ishy been iu
such & mortal funk.

He dared not tell the other fellows
what he had discovered. They would
have been powerless against the gun-
man, There were thirty of them, most
of them sturdy and plucky. But thev
had noe more chance than a flock of
sheep against a desperate man with a
firearm in his hand. And the wretch
would shoot if he was endangered. That
was & certsinty. Heo had shot down a
man at the Courtfield Bank merely for
the sake of plunder. He had fired on
hiz pursuers half & dozen times in
making his escape. Fishy shuddered at
the thought of what might happen on
the island if the wreteh were discoverad
and driven to desperation.

I he could only get off the island!
In that extremity of fear, the wretched
Tishy even thought of slipping into the
water and swimming for it. Ile was
not much of a swimmer, but he was
good for erossing the narrow arm of the
Sark. That he would be collared on
the bank and marched off to punishinent
at Greyiriars mattered nothing.

. Then another terrifying thought came
into his tormented mind. From the
tall oalk, uvertnpging by dynr{ls all the
other trees on the i1sland, the hidden
gunman was abla to watch the river. Io
would not sea Fisher T. Fish leavae thoe
island, but he would see him swimmin
the channel; he would see him Iang
on the towpath.

“(h, dgrea!:— Christopher Columbus "
muttered TFisher T. Fish, as that
thought flashed into his mind.
He shuddered.

. Was the gunman in the oak wateh-
ing? It was certain! Fvery time one
of the hunters apgeared on the bank it
conld hardly be doubted that the eves
of the hidden man in the high tree
watched him. Evary moment the wretch
must have feared that the search would
be turned on the island again, There
could be no doubt that, from his eyrie,
he was watching like a hunted wolf.
Nobody could leave the island unseen
by him. ©Once beyond the overhanging
trées, a boat or & swimmer would have
been in full view of the man &t the
summit of the tall oak.

Fisher T. Fish realised that had the
Famous Five consented to ferry him
acrosa in the boat they would have
rowed him not to the safety of the bank,
but under the fire of the man in tha
oak |
i EHe trembled, and wiped his elammy

LOW.

Ha ecould not Jeave fthe island.
Through the long summer day he had to
rernain  there,  Not till darkness fell
could he dare to make the venture. It
was long Liours to darkness.

He groaned. S

Suppose some unthinking fellow, in
want of oceupation, climbed the oak?
It was not likely, bpt ik might happen.
Or suppose the hidﬁlﬂen Iman was_seen
or heard ? QOr suppose hae suspected that
Fishy bLad betrayed him.  Fishy, in
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ish of spirit, supposed, and eup-
d, end supposed, and every supposi-
tion added to hia terror. Fisher T. Fish
had often been in s funk. But the funk

he was now in was such a funk as he

had never experienced before. It was,
in_fact, the 's kneel It wes the
rhinoceros’ side-whiskers! It was tho
elephant's pyjamas |
THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Unexpected |
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

H breathed hard. ;
Footsteps were approaching
the punishment-room at Grey-
friars, in which the Bounder was a
prisoner.

He thought he knew those heavy foot-
gteps. He had no doubt that it was his
father who was coming.

The day had seemed long enough to
the Bounder, A hundred times he had
felt like kicking himself for his wilful
folly. He had had his way, i spite
of opposition, and it had led to this!

Long as the day seemed, the minutes
crawling by on leaden feet, Smithy was
not anxious for the arrival of Mr.
Samuel Vernon-S8mith, He dreaded the
interview with his father, -

It was not long since he had been in
disgrace at school, and at home, that
he had been threatened with disin-
heritance if he did not mend' his ways.
He had mended them—more or less.
At all events, he had run no tisk of
being sacked for bad conduct. Now,
however, he was sacked. And the sack
was the sack, for whalsocever reasonl
Smithy realizsed that only too clearly.

Had tho Remove all stood together, as
planned, the danger would have been
remote, No headmaster could expel a
whole Form. There was to be no sur-
render till thers was an assurance that
nobody was to be sacked. But the Head,
though he could not possibly expel the
whole Removs, could, and would, expel
any riogleader who fell into his hands
while the rebellion was going on., And
he had done so. The Bounder had asked
for it=—and got itl

His father wasz coming at last. In
inrha.h temper Bmithy rather dreaded to
e8I,

Not till late in the afterncon did he
come. Even that message from Dr.
Locke, which must have disturbed hiny
daapé{, would not draw him away from
:llrm dlijr before the Stock Exchange was

QB

But he hed come at last!

Vernon-8mith breathed hard and deep
as the footsteps came down the long
corridor. The key waz inserted in the
lock, and Trotter threw the door open.
The portly City gentleman strode in,

His face was erimson with wrath, his
eyes glinted under his plump brows. His
look was not reassuring.

“Bo here you are, Herbertl” he
grunted,
“Yaos, father!” said the Bounder

meelkly,

“ Expelled, hey

“Not my fault ¥ said Smathy.
vou’ll let me explain, father—"

Snort |

“Your old donkey of a headmaster has
ng]u.}m:ﬂ.”'gmwlﬂd Mr. Vernon-Smith.

mithy stared. His eyes danced.

That disrespectful description of his
headmaster showed that the mil.
lionaire’s wrath was not directed
towards hiz son, It was the Head of
Greyfriars who stirred Mr. Vernon-
8mith's resentment.

“Come with me!” grunted Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

“XYou're goin

lfIf

L] i

“I am going to take you away from
Groyiriara,”

The Bounder’s face fell.

“Father! I had to stand in with the
other fellows., If I’d stood out and let
them down I should have been called
a sneak and a funk—"

“I know that. I hear that the whole
Form iz m rebellion, and that my son
has been selected as a scapegoat!”™
sported the millionaire. “You are to
blame, Herbert, but no more than the
rest. You will not suffer more than the
rest, by Jove ! Dr. Locke has not heard
the last of this.”

*Then, father—"

“You were a cheeky young rascal to
dispute your headmaster’ s authority.
They're -all cheeky young rascals[”

T E T T T ————————————

TENS,
HUNDREDS,
THOUSANDS

of regular readers have been
asking for

LONGER STORIES
of
Harry Wharton & Co.

The demand has become so
great, in fact, that

FRANK RICHARDS

has prormised to burn the
midnight oil in order to meet
the wishes of his mynad
chums.
Commencing the week after
next, then, the

MAGNET

will contain a complete
Cover to Cover

story of the popular chums
of Greyfriars.
=hout the news over the house-
tops, chums, and then get
your newsagent to reserve
you a copy of the MAGNET
every week |—Ed.
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“Tha Head's in the wrong, father.
He sacked Bunter for nothing.”

“What is Bunter to youl” snapped
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“Nothin® at all. But he's a2 Remove
man, and the whole Form steod by him,
to see that he had justice. Could I
gtand out 7"

Anocther snort |

“If you had, I think I should have
disowned you, Herbert! Right or
wrong, I should expect my son to take
the zame rizsk as his friends,”

“Dad, you're a sportsman !” eried the
Bounder gratefully.

“Eh, what?” The millionaire stared
at him, and his frowning face broke into
f Eylifa- “"Well, 1t's & bad state of
affairs, but you are no worse than the
rest, and you're not going to be a scape-
gont. I must take vou away from the
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school now, Herbert, but you can depend
on it that this is not the end.”

| But;__l}
~ “Do you want to siay here, locked
m

“Mo fear | But—"

“Then come!”

The Bounder followed his father from
the punishment-room. It was some-
thing to get out of imprisonment, and
1t waz still more to find that his father,
instead of mndmm]ing him, was stand-
ing by him., But Smithy did not want
to go home. He wanted to rejoin the
Remove. However, he followed the
portly millionaire in silence.

My, Queleh met them &t the doorw
of the House. IHis face was cloud
and troubled. :

“I am sOrry you are going, Y ernon-
Sinith I” said the Remove master,

hope 1 may be comin’ back, sir,
when the other fellows do!" said the
Bounder respectfully.

“I—I hope sol I trust so—

“You may dagend on it, sir,” boomed
Mr. Vernon-8mith. 2 ‘

And he marched out to his car with
the Bounder at his heels.

“Good-bye, SBmithy!” called ocut =
dozen fellows.

The Bounder grinned round at them,

* Bay an revoir, but not good-bye 1" he
called hack. “You'll see me here again,
old besns "

And he followed his father into the
car, and the Rolls rolled away to the
gates, Mr. Vernon-8mith =at belt
upright, his brows knitted vnder his
shining silk hat, The car rolled along
the rond to Courtfeld Common. Mr.
Vernon-Smith sat grim and silent, ap-

arently in deep thought, till Grey-
})riara School was out of mg‘ht behind.

The Bounder smiled. His father was
in a good humour with him. All his
wrath was reserved for the Head, who
had, in Mr. Vernon-8mith's opinion,
selected his son as o scapegoat. Smithy
was mnot wholly surprised when his
father signed to the chauffeur to stop.

“Herbert 1” he barked. “If you want
to go beck to your friends—"

“What-ho 1” grinned the Bounder.

“As the maiter stands, jou are
expelled from the school. But if you
are with the others when this rebellion
cames to an end you will be dealt with
as the others are dealt with. All of
them cannot be exgvellmi. And you will
not be expelled. You seei”

Evidently the City gentleman had
thought the matter ocut, to some pur-
pose, The Bounder nodded.

“Dr. Locke is angry now, and
irritated. But he is & just man,” said
the millionaire. *“ When the time comes
he will make no distinction between one
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cffender and another. He will not be
allowed to, by Jove! B8tiek with your
friends, and don't worry [V

The Bounder stepped from the car.
He smiled as ho watched it roll rapidly
away in the summer sunset. The Hes
had sacked him and handed him over
to his father to be taken home, and un-
doubtedly Tegnrded that 1'1]1%[&&&&:' of
the rebe{s as dona with, nstead of
which, the Head's severe measures had
resulted only in the Bounder's release
and an opportunity to rejoin the other
rebels 1 'ﬂza Bounder chuckled.

Ty

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Escape!
FIEHER, T. FISH'S eyes gleamed.

He was leaning on an elm by
the landing-place of FPopper's
Island in a state of mind that

uite unenviable., Everv fellow on

Was
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ihe lalsud had noticed that there was
something wrong with Fishy, but never
dreamed of guedsing what it was. ke
had not received the promised punch on
the noso fromn the captain of the
Hemove, He had not even been asked
to hand over that prociows account-book.
Nobody, certninly, was much concerned
alout ‘I!:Im, but az he looked sick and
weedy, nobody wanted to bother him.
But I:‘i.ihi' was not worrying about the
other fellows, or what they might be
thinking. 1lis worry was concentrated
on his bony, transatlantic sell,

He wanled to get off the island. which
since his discovery of the man with the
automatic had become te him, in the
poct's words, "a howe by horror
Launled.”  Any minute, it scemed (o
Fisher 1'. 1ish, in his present state of
funk. sviething might happen to reveal
the presence of the hidden gunman.
The antomatic might begin to bark!

1l bare, remote possibility of stopping

a bullet with his bony peison gave
Fishy cold shivera. He had got to ger
off  thal pesky. all-fired, dog-goned

island somehow.

S0 o gleam of hope came into lis oyes
at the sight of & barge coming down
from Courtfield. lumbering along in the
wike of a horse that plodded slong the
towpath.

1‘:'1“.ﬁlil‘_‘ snakes ' murmured Fisher T.
1 =i,

Taking a boat, or swimming, meant
risking & bullet from the man in the
oak-tree. But there was & chance of
geuing away if he could jump on the

arEe.

That wmight be done unseen by the
man in the oak.

He would not need to approach the
opposite bank, which was in view of the
watching gunman above. e c¢ould
remzin on the barge and hide himself
there before, passing below the island,
i camm ko the gunman’'s purview
ppain.  Whila it waz in the channel,
midway between the island and 1he
hank, it could not be zcen by the man
in the tall cak, the lewer trees round
(he landing-placo screening the view.
Fishiy'a heart beat high with hope.

The bargee, steering. was not alone
on the hig, heavy craft. A constable
stpod there, and a Popper Court keeper,
evidently accompanying the barge to
keep an eye open for the hunted bank-
raider.  Poszibly Inspector Grimes sus-
pected that the desperade might attempt
10 get away on a barge by menacing
the borgeman with his pistol.

But the sight of those two figures was
rather reassuring than otherwise 1o
Fizher I Fish. The policoman, pro-
bably, would not bother hia head about
& lruant schoolboy, but Sir Hilton's
eeper was certnin to collar him, as
Jover  and Wilson had  eollared the
Bowmader that morning. Little did Fishy
t-am_fur that. At the present moment
nothing could have pleased lLim better
than to pet back Lo ([?rrr:.'friar.-t,

He waited, with bealing heart, for the
slow . barge to draw nearer. It was
rather too far out for & jump, and he
dared not ecall toa the bargee to elose in,
for the man in the oak would have
heard., Dub il was easy 1o swing out on
att overhanging bough and jump thence
a2 the barge passed. And the moment
hiz feet landed on board he would male
one dive pto the Hile cabin and vamish.
Nuothing  else  matered,  excepting
petting oul of the range of the draaded
HETEERTETHT BT o8

“1allo. halle, hallo ! came a shout
froma Hob Cheery. " Neep an eve on
hat bavge, yon men.  There's one of
Pegopuer’s apori=men on it "
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® Not after us, I fancy,"” sard Harry
Wharton, with a smile. " They're look-
lnﬂjﬂr-that metrchent with the gun.”
But a crowd of fellows ga&ﬁred to
walch the barge pass.  3ir Hilton
Popper's keepers had made more than
one attempt on the schoolboys' island,
and they were on their guard,

As the heavy craft lumbered into the
channel the bargeman grinned, the
woliceman  stare and the kesper
rowned at the crowd of schoolboys om
tho island. Fishy hooked himsclf into
on ¢lm that grew close to the water,
He sprawled out on an extending
branch. .

A dozen pairs of eves were on him
at once,

“What's that game, TFishy?? ecalled
out Beb Cherry.

“ What the thump—"

“ Fishy, you ass—"

Unheeding and unanswering, Fisher
T. I'ish crawled slong the bough. The
rebela staved after him [:-Iankﬁ'.

That 1t was his infention to drop on

board the passing barge was clear
enongh. Why, was not so clear. :
“You =illy osa!” bawled Squaiff.

“Can’t you see Popper’s man on the
barge? ¥You'll be collared, fathead1”

“Come back, Fishy, vyou ass!”
shouted ITarry Wharton, “Do  you
think that Lkeeper will let you go and
look for Smithy 1"

“1 told you the fonky worm wanted
to desert,” grunted Johnny Bull. “He
never -wanted to go to look for Bmithy.
Heo's got cold feet, and he wanted to
get away ™

"“Billy ass, then ! said Skinner. “If
the Head gets him he will get the same
as Smithy’'s getting.”

Harry Wharton set his lips. Tt ecould
hardly be doubted now that Fishy's
object was {o get away at any risk; and
that meant that he was going to desert
the garrison of Popper's Island,

The keeper, on the barge, was staring
at him, and was evidently prepared to
collar him, as he saw his mntention of
boarding.

“The funky worm ! said the captain
of the Remove in disgust, “ By gum, he
ought to be jolly well kicked !*

*“The kickfulness is the proper caper,”
declared Hurree Jamset Bamn Singh.

“He's not going!” roared Bolsover
major, in great wrath. “Nobody's
going to be allowed to desert.”

Al N‘) r[!'.[l.r !i!

" Come back, Fishy, vou worm 1"

“Uome back, Fishy, you funk [

“¥ou sneaking toad, come baclk 1™

Ialf the Remove roared at Fisher T.
Fish. "Making no heed, he crawled out
on the bough. The barge was coming on
slowly, and, to Fishy's agonised eves, it
seemed to erawl like a snail.

The man in the oak could not sco
him _through masses of foliage. But he
could hear the shouting of the crowd of
juriiors. He could hardly fail to guess
that the junior who knew his secret was
trring to pet away. Fisher T. YFish
could Imagine his rage and fury when he
realised that. Would the erawling barge
never come?

"Will vou come back, you rotier?”
bawled Bob Cherry.

“I'll jolly well see that he does!”
reared Bolsover major, and e
clambared into the alm.. IFFive or six
fellows clambered after him.

“Collor him 1 shouted Wharten.

“Bag hin 1™

“Don't let him get away 1™

“Yans, lmﬁnrl t*  remarked  TLord
Mavleverer. One funk meakes many.
If fellows begin desertin’, goodness
knows where it will end.”

“MNabody's goin' to desert ™ said the
captain of the Remove gnimly.

“We're Tishor 1. Fish,
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all standing together till the fnish.
That’s our only chance 1*

The barge rolled heavily under that
extending bough of the eolm. But
already Bolsover major and Bob Cherry
were within reach of Fisher T. Iish.
Bolsover grabbed him by one leg; Bob
Eﬂt him by an arm. The barge rolled

elow, the -three men on board staring
up at the schoolboys. But Fisher T.
Fizh was safely held.

He yelled with rage and apprehension.

“Leggo! Aw, leggo, wyou jayel
Leggo, I'm telling vou! I got to get
away! Ok, wake snakes and walk
challks! Will you legpo?”

“Now jollv fear 1" grinned Bolsover

major. “Let go tha tree, if you like,
vou funky fréeak. I'm not letting go
your leg!” ;

“Htick it out, Fishy' said Boh

Cherry encouragingly. “ You can’t help

being a speaking funk, but you've stuck
it out, so far. Anyhow, you're not
going [V

Fisher T. Fish wriggled and howled.

That the gunman in the cak by that
time knew that he was attempting to
leave the island, was a certainty. Every
moment the terrified Fishy dreaded that
be would come slithering down from s
hiding-place, or that the deadly auto-
metic would ring cut. XIn & frenzy of
fear he struggled to release himself
from the grasp of the two juniors. But
he stt'ugg]id in vain. They had him by
an arm and & leg, and he was safe.

“You boneheads!” panted Fishy.

Lemme go! 1 got to go! Leggo!
Yook here! That gunman’s on the
island | Let me go!”

The barge was pessing from beneath
the extending bough of the elm. There
was still time for Fisher T. Fish to
swing himself to the stern as 1t went, if
he had been raleased. DBut he was not
released. In his desperstion, he had et
out the terrifying secret, But though
hi astonished the two fellows who were
grasping him, he did not make them let

“The gunman?” repeated Bob
blankiy.

“On the island ? ejaculated Bolsover
e Oh, leggo!” shrieked
“YVep! Topzo! Oh, o ! shrieke
Fisher T Filh, in an Egg'un:f as the
barge rolled on, and passcd down the

TIVET,

It was too late now!

“Mad!” said Bob, in utter wonder.
“Have you got that gun-merchant on
the brain, Fishy? e's not on the
island ™

“And if he was, was that rotten worm
going to slide off on his own, and never
even give us the tip?"” howled Bolsover
major. *¥You funky worm, is that what
you were going to do 7 .

Fisher T. Fish groaned. The barge
was rolling past Popper's Island, far
out of hiz reach. There waz no escape
for him—and the man in the ocak knew.
Limp as a rag, Fishy allowed himself to
be jerked back from the bough, and
dumped down on the landing-place,

The Man With the Gun!
HﬁRRCEE' WHARTON & CO.
Most of the Removites were
locking grim. The one chance of szue-
to shoulder., Desertion was o diro
offence. "L'he general opinion was that

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
athered round the trembling,
shivering Fishy.
cess in the Remove rebellion was for the
whole Form to-stand loyally shouldor
an example had better ba mads of
It would be & warning
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Gunner Briggs’ cold, hard, shilty eyes turned on Fisher T. Fish, with a look in them that chilled the very marrow In the

transatiantie junior’s bones,

* You will go down ! ** he said in a flerce, hissing whisper.

** But not a word—you under-

stand ? If there is an alarm, I will blow your brains out as soon as look af you 1 *

to him, and to other week-kneed fel-
lows who might be tempted to follow his
example, ]

“Rag him !” reared a dozen voices,

“Berag him !

“Bump him ! ] | )

“1 say, you fellows, give him a jolly
good ragging I exclmmed Billy Bunter,
*Give him besns! Wallop him !

Billy Bunter was most indignant of
all. Bunter, probably, was no less
funky than Fishy. But, in the peculiar
circurastances of the case, desertion was
not a resource that was cpen to Bunter.
1t was Bunter who was under sentence
of tho sack: DBunter that the Hoad
gpecinlly wanted to lay bands on.

Billy Bunter, though no hero, was for
holding out to the bitter end. Sur-
render meant the finish for Bunter! 5o
the fat Owl’s motto was * No surrender.”
And his little round eyes fairly glittered
with scorn and ndignation, through his
IID‘i'Eh round spectacles at the wretched
*1=hY.

Little, however, did Fishy ecare for
Bunter, or for anyone else there. He
had failed to get off the island, and he
knew that the gunman must be aware
that he had attempted to do so. That
terrifying knowledge made Fishy blind
and deaf to everything else. He was, at
the present moment, nothing but s
bundle of terror and jumping nerves.

“1 may, youn fellows, wallop him!"
yolled Bunter. 1 say, lemme get ot
him! Hold him! I'm going to kick
him! Better hold him !™

“Ha, ba, ha 1™ ]

“Hold on 1™ said Bob. “The howling
msa 18 frightened out of his silly wits,
Ho fencies that that bank-raiding
johomy has got on the.island.”

g "."ﬁmt 1" gjaculnted Wharton.

“Ha said sz0!” snorted Bolsover

“Only his rotten funk, of course; but
he thinks the man's here, and he was
going 1o sneak off on his own—"

“Iz that it?” exclaimed Nugent, in
amazement, * Why, you frightened ass,
what's put that inte your head 1

“The gunman here!” gosped Peter
Teadd.

“ Rubbizh 1

“Rot ™

“Only funk i .

“The man can't be on the island
exclaimed Wharton. “ We should have
seen something of him.  Mean to say
vou've scen him, Fishy "

Fisher T. Fish only groaned. He
kncw that every startled exclamation
reached the cars of the man with the
automatic,

“Can't you answer, you shivering
funk I exclaimed the captain of the
Remove angrily.

The wretched Fishy only groaned.
The schoolboys were not likely to be leit
long in doubt. The hidden man would
not remain hidden now.

The crowd of fellows stared at Fishy,
and stared up the path through the
trees. It seemed imposzible to them that
the desperate, hunted man could really
be on Popper's Tsland without their
knowledge. DBut, in spite of themselves,
the palsied terror of Fisher T. Fish
began to carry conviction.

LB}

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!? gasped Bob
Cherry. “ Look ™

“Oh, my hat I

i 1“;!]{'-_-.!#

“Great pipl” i .

Fisher T. Fish sunk limply in Whar-
ton's arms. The rest of the fellows
starcd at a figure that had soddenly

appeared on the path from the glade.
It was the figure of a slim, dark man,

with stubbly chin, and shifty, sharp,
desperate eves.

Harry Wharten and some of the
others iud'aean him before. Then he
had been wearing a black beard 3111
moustache, which were gone now. ut
they knew the hard,.evil face now 1t
wos undisguised; and even if they bad
not known it, they would not have
needed telling who the man was.

It was tho man who had held up the
bank at Courtfield; who had shot a
man down in the bank, and fled with
his plunder; whe was hunted up and
down the countryside by scores of police
and keepers. And as he came on them,
tho bluish barrel of the automatic glim-
mered in his hand, and 1t was directed
at the crowd of startled, horrified school-
hoys.

The face that looked over it was the
foee of a wild animal rather than that
of & man. Its ferocily was terrifying.

“ The—the—tho gunman!® stuttered
Bob.

“Cth erumbs I

" Look out!” )

“1 say, vou fellows, keep him off !”
squeaked Billy Dunter., “I say—oh
erikey ! I say—ch log' ™ The fat Owl's
podgy knees knocked topether, and his
eyes almost  popped  throngh  his
spectacles. ]

Harry Wharton caught his breath. A
thrill ran through him; but he kept
caol., There was death in that bluish
barrel—death in tho savage face and
elaring eyes behind it. But he set his
lips and faced the man, .

“ Silence 1* That wos Guoner Driggs’
first word., “8ilence! Your lives are
at my merey ! Call out to the bank and
I will shoot 1" .

Iis voica came in hissing tones. In
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his savape rage and fear he seemed
more than half-disposed fo wuse the
deadly weapon in his hand.

That he would use it if & Anger was
lifted against him there was not the
slightest doubt.

ol Cherry clenched his hands almost
convulsively, But clenched hands were
futile against & stream of bullets from
an sulomatic pistol. Dob stood where
he was, silent, ‘

With a swift, half-crouching step, the
gunman drew nearer. But he did not
emerge from the wooded path on to the
open landing-place. He wes in fear of
being seen from the bank of the river.

“Got back under the oak!” he
saaried.

“What 7" exclaimed Wharton.

*ut of sight from the bsnk—get
back, I tell you! If you drive me to
use this weapon—-—"

Wharton set his teeth hard. To obey
the ruffian was bitter enough; but it
was sudden death to resist.  Between
rage and fear the gunman was a3
dangerous as s tiger, ]

For a single moment Wharton hesi-
tated. Then he spoke guietly:

“Come on, you fellows! n't play
the goot, any of yvou! We've got to toe
the line, for the present.”

The juniors had already realised that.
A stream of bullets tearing through
flesh and bone was Leardly to be faced
Ly unarmed schoolboys, if it could be
helped. The man with the gun had the
upper hand—for the present, at least!
How long he would keep it depended on
whether the Greyfriars fellows got &
chance ‘here was no chance
now.

They crowded

at him.

. l.l].17’I the path from the
landing-place to the glade round the
big oak.” The man stepped from the
path to let them pass him, his weapon
still roised and threatening. Fisher T.
Fish was the last, and oz he almost
cra:wleg past the pgunman, Guoner
Briggs' e es blazed at him,

Jt was Fisher T. Fish who had forced
him to reveal his presonce, thus adding
a thousandfold to his peril of capture,

is_look was so terrifying that Fisher
T. Fish broke into a run, and bolted
after the other fellows like a scared

STOLEN . .

ne ton of hulliﬂn—s'iai'en

rabbit. Then the gunman stepped from
the trees into thafp:th again, and fol-
fowed the Greyiriars crowd into the

glade,

They gathered under the branches of
the great oak, which had zo long hidden
the desperado from their sight.

The hard, sharp eyes of the gunman
ran over the dismeyed group, then they
fixed on the captain of the Remove.

“Your name is Wharton,” he rapped.
“¥ou are leader of these boys "

“Yes," answered Harry curtly.

“They are all here?" _

Wharton glanced round him.  The
whole ecrowd of Removites were gathered
in the glade under the b!iF oak.

“¥es," he answered, "excepting one
fellow who left early this morning and
1zn't expected back.'

Again the sharp eyves ran over the
little erowd.  Evidently the gunmen
had watched and listened and taken note
during his long hours of hiding in the
pak-trea. He nodded as if satished, He
had lowered the sutomatic now, but
held it abt his side, ready to lift in-
stantly if it was wanted. He scanncd
face after faco—some of them =et and
savage, some angry and dogged, some
full of dismay, and two or three badly
scared. He spoke again.

“Listen to me! You know who I am
—the man who shot the cashier at the
Courtfield bank. I will shoot any of
you, as soon as I would shoot a rabit,
if vou stand in my light! Got that?"

There was no answer.

“¥ou would never have known that I
was here, but for that meddling fool.”
The hard, evil eyes glittered at Fisher
T. Fish, who tried to hide himself
behind Bolsover major’s burly form.
“¥ou know now. You've got to be
carciul to let nobody off the island
know.” He gritted his teeth, “If 1
lonse off this pistol the shot will ba
heard. You know that. I shall not fire

if I can help it, But take care of this—
if I have to fire one shot, and bring the
poliee after me, I will empty the pistol
among yvou 1"

He spoke with a bitter, savage, snarl-
ing emphasis, that left no doubt that he
was in deadly earnest.
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ou are,” went on the
EUnmERn. “Take & out of thia
lade, any of you, and I will shoot!
g’leop where you are and keep quiet, and
vou are safe. ‘Take a singlo step to
cause me danger, sod you koow what
to expeot " A
He slipped the automatio into his
t and sat on a log with his back
te the frunk of the cak., From that
position he could keep the whole crowd
of schoolboys under his ayes.

The juniors moved about the glade,
but they were careful not to go too near
the trees that encircled it while the
keen, evil eves were watching. The
automatic was ready to leap into view
agaim at any moment, and they knew
that the desperate man would fire if any
fellow attempted to get out of his sight.
And they wondered how 1] this was
going to last, and how it would end.

“Reap whera

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

i CANDALOUS ! spid Mr. Prout.

“CPest affroux!” agreed

Monsieur Charpentier,

Herbert Vernon-Smith, step-
ing cautiously slong » {footpath 1n
opper Court Woods, stopped and

backed promptly inte s thicket as he
heard those voices.

The Bounder was wary.

Quite unexpectedly, by his father's in-
tervention, he had regerined his liberty.
But he knew that he was not likely to
keep it long if he was spotted by the
Grayiriars beaks, or prefects, before he
succeeded in getting back to Popper's
Island.

The Head regarded him as “sacked,”
and might, therefore, havo been ex-
pected to leave him to his own devices.
Nevertheless, it wos quite certain that
he would not be allowed to rejoin the
rebels if ik could be prevented. Sacked
or not, he knew that he would be
collared again and kept away from tha
rebel headguarters. And he hastened to
take cover at the sound of the voices of
twa Greyfriars beaks in the wood.

Smithy had not heen idle sinea his
father had dropped him from the ear
on Courtheld Common. There was a
rucsack on his shoulder crammed almost
to bursting. The Bounder had quitted
the island that morning to bring in
supplies. After what had happened, it
was like him to stick to hiz intention.
He grinned at the thought of the sur-
prise of the garrison when he came back,
after a day's abzence, loaded with pro-
visions. No doubt they did not expect
to see him again, and they would not
only see him, but would find that he had
succreded in his expedifion. That would
e “one up " for the Bounder,

Tt had not been diffienlt to pet the
supplins, He had plenty of money, and
he had met Wickers, of Courtficld
County  schoel, on  the common,
William Wickers had willingly agreed
to go into Caurtfield for him and make
purchases. He had come back with the
packed rucsack. Now the Bounder was
on his way to the island. wary as s fox
ns he threaded his way through the
woods, Twice he had come on police-
men there, but they did not heed =
schoolboy, Onee he had sighted a
keeper and dodged him among the trees.
Onece he had spotted a Greyviriars ;I:;re-
feet and dodzed again,  Now he had
almost walked into Mr. Prout and
Monsicur Charpentier.  Luckily, thew
were falking as they came along the
footpath, and the Bounder had time to
take cover.

He watched them through the haw-
thorns.  Prout zolled om, portly and
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pompous, the little French gemtleman
at his gide. i

“Beandalous I repeated Prout. Evi-
dentl was referring to the Remove
rebellion. “An unparalleled state of
affairs, Monsieur Charpantier.”

“0ld ass 1" murmured the Bounder.

“If the Hoad would place the matter
in my hands,” pursued %"I-ﬂ- ut, “I think
that I should very soon bring the young
rascals to book."”

“Fen suis sur|” murmured little
Monsieur Charpentier politely.
“But Dr. Locke, sir, has not even

asked my advice,” seid Mr. Prout, with
gloomy mmdignation.

“Vraiment 7" :

“Indeed, he haz answered me with
what I can only cell extreme curtness
when I have offered it,"’ said Frout.

-Monsieur Charpentier eamiled. Ha
thought it very probable thet the Head,
in his present irritated state, had no
use for the sago counsels of the master
who was called in his ewn Form “Old
Pompous,” Prout's pomposity could not
have had a zoothing effect on a worried
headmaster,

“I repeat that it is scandalous|” re-
seumed Prout. *The boy, Bunter, who
threw—1 may say hurled—ink over me
remains in defiance of the sentence of
expulsion. A whole Form of rebels give
him their support. Heveral weeks have
elapsed, yet only one of the young
rascals has been brought to account. Is
it not scandalous ™ _

“Mais ouil” assented Monsieur
Charpentier.

Ho suppressed a yawn. It was rather
an honour for the French master to take
a walk after classes with go Important
o gentleman as Prout. But there was
no doubt that Prout was rather a bore.

“If tha Head would place the matter
in my hands——" went on Prout, who
had a way of making his remarks over
and over ngain—though in the opinmion
of most of his colleagues they were not
worth making even once. ] :

The Fifth Form master’s voice died
away up the path; the two masters had
passed the hidden Bounder unsuspecting.

Vernon-S3mith emerged from cover,

The two masters were ashead of him
on the footpath, gomng towards the
river. The DBounder followed more
glowly in order not to overtake them.

Thers was & sudden exclamation
behind him,

“Here, youl"

Ho spun round. It was Joyce,
Hilton f’ﬂppﬁt"ﬁ head keeper.

Joyee stared at him. e recognized
him at once as the Greyfrisrs junior he
had chased down the river that morning,
and whom he had since supposed to be
eafe at the school.

" You—yoz young rascal!™ exclaimed
Joyee. 8o vou've ﬂut. away " And he
made a rush at the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed. What
the Head would do if he was marche
back to Greyiriars aEain after being
“sacked " he did not know. But what-
ever it wes, he was not dizposed to risk
it.

Ho waited for the keeper to reach
him, side-stepped swiftly, and hit out.
Joyes, eatching a fist that seemed like
s Inmp of iron with his left ear, tumbled
over headlong into the bushes, roaring.

Almost before he t.nq-:heﬂ theé ground
the Bounder was running. He had to
take the chance of Prout and Mossoo
oW,

He heard the angry keeper scramblin
up as he ran. ike a deer he race
down the footpath. He was in sight of
Prout and Meonsieur Charpentier in a
couple of swift minutes.

Both of them turned at the sound of

Sir

running feet hehind them. They stared
blankly at the Bounder, .

“Bmeet I ejaculated Monzicur Char-
pentier.

“ Vernon-Smith 1” gasped Mr. Prout.
“Upon my word! ‘This boy is expelled,
{ret he is evidently going to—— BStop!

ernon-Smith, stop!”’ Prout waved a
commanding hand. “Stop at oncel 1
shall take wou back to the school!l 1
order you to stop! I order you to—
Whoooooop 1

Prout pave a roar as the DBounder
crashed into him.

It was a terrific chargg.

The Fifth Form master went over
backwards and sat down in tho footpath.

“(ocoogh 1" spluttered Frout.

“ Bmeet I' shrieked Monsiour Char-
pentiar, Ho clutched at the Bounder
and caught him by the collar.

But 8Smithy was desperate now.
Prout was floored for the moment, but
Joyes was thundering on behind,

The Bounder closed with the French
master and hooked his leg. Monsicur
Cherpentier went over on his back, the
Bounder falling en him.

“Urrggh ¥ gurgled Mossoo. “Mon
Dien ! E'E’L‘l.t‘l‘r h I
The Bounder tore himself loose.

Prout made a ‘f;ra.ap at his leg as he.

leaped free, and marrowly missed. He
tore away just as the enraged keeper
came rushing on the scene.

Heo fl]mt:ﬁ } crash l;ehimg him, m:jd
uesse at Joyee, going at top speed,
End‘ stumbled over tga Greyfriars beaks
SPLAW in the fﬂutlipﬂth. Thera was
gquite a chorus of Joyee’s deep and
angry gruff voica, Prout’'s boom, and
Monsiour Charpentier’s excited squeak.
The Bounder did not stop to listen]

aving them to sort themselves out, he
tore on towards the river.

The footpath led on to the towpath
by the Sark, The gleam of the river
was in sight, when a burly form in
gaiters appeared, standing on the tow-
path and staring up into the wood, It
waa another keeper—directly ahead of
the Bounder! Instantly he turned off
into the wood, and scrambled desper-
ately away among trees and thickets.

Ieep in the wood, hidden in the heart
of a mass of ferms and brambles into
which ho had crawled, the Bounder lay
silent, suppressing his bresthing. He
could hear cslling voices and tramping
footsteps, They died away at last; but
Vernon-Smith did ot emerge from his
cover,

The san was setting over Popper
Court ' Woods; an the PBounder,
real:aln%ﬂthat he had little chance of

tting back to the island while davlight
asted. remained in deep cover and
waited for darkness.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Shadow of Death!

L HE ~illain 1" breathed DBob
d I Cherry.
“The terrific scoundrel!”

muttered Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ‘
“‘ﬁ say, you fellows, don’t let him
hear you—"
“ Bhut up, Bunter 1
“1 puesa this ia the bee's kneel”
groaned Fisher T. Fish. “I'll say this
15 the graschopper’'s pyjamas1”
“8hut up, you worm!”
Johnny Bull, .
= here, we're not going to stand
thiz 1” hissed Bolsover major.
“What ¢an we do?” asked Tom Red-
Wing.
arry Wharton set his lips. Bub-
mission to & lawless gunman was as
bitter to him a3 to any fellow there,
More than one desperate idea had
passed through his mind for getting the

growled

2

npper hand of the ruffisn. But every

half-formed plan was too desperate.

Lives wera at stake, and lives wera not

to be thrown away. And though Bols-

over major deglared that he was not
ing to stand it, ho was careful not to
et Gunner Briggs hear him say so, or
to meke any move to draw the gun-
man’s attention specially on himself,

4 ';‘hal fact waa, there was nothing
oing
A desperate man, with a deadly

weapon in his hand, ready to shoot at a

suspdmmua movement, held the trump

carda,

Ten years penal servitude, at least,
waited for Gunner Briggs if he was
caught | Indeed, he dreaded a maore
terrible fate. The man in Courtficld
Hospital was recovering, but the
Gunner was not aware of that—at least,
not sure of it. His liberty for ten ]
FOars, pnrhn}l)g for life, was at stake
He was not likely to stick at trifles in
a3 Pt e
 He did noet wan uso the automatio
if he conld help it, chielly because a
shot would draw attention to the island.
Men were going uﬁ and down the tow-
E‘?th and rooting through Popper Court

oods, within eas earing of: the
report of a pistol. e schoolboys knew
that, and knew that they were safa
encugh so long as they made no hostile

"Bub the evil, watchful lef

ut the evil, w ea never left

them As the dusk d s

: eapencd the
island the Gunner grew mr-::ra ﬂet;hful

T Tt bk e sk
e would not fire if he could help it!
But if he ha to pull trigger he would

be a3 meroiless az a tiger.

Billy Bunter, sguatted in the gr
had f‘:-rgutMn even supper | Hiﬁ af:fi
form wriggled with terror like a jelly.
Fisher T. Fish was thankful that the

unman had not singled him out: ha

ad feared tho savage vengeanee of the
wreteh whose presence on the island he
had revealed. But he was trembling
with apprehension till his tecth chat-
tered in hiz bony jaws. He reckoned,

nessed, and calculated that if there was
§ putmg‘-r he would not be sparegd!
Fisher T. Fish was clammy with dread.

Skinner and Snoop were white as
chalk. But most of the fellows were
eool. And more than one was thinking
that, when darkness came, they might
have a chance. That was in Harry
Wharton's mind.
But darkness was long in coming on &
long summer's day.  The mmuotes
secined endless,

“We're up against it, you men !’ mue-
mured Lord Mauleverer, placidly re-
posing in the grass. “No d walkin*
up to an antomatic snd askin’ for it |”

“I'm not afraid of his automatic, if
you are | growled Bolsover major.

“Well, look here, you walk up to it
and I'll walk after you l” suggested Lord
Mauleverer,

Some of the juniors grinned. Bolsover
major did not stir. Big words cost
nothing ; but Bolsover major had no
idea of walking up to that automatiol
“* Ne gﬂu-d gassing I’ grunted Johnny

Bull. "Nobody here's afraid of the
Man, hope; but we've got no
chanea. "

*“The chancefulness s not terrific ¥

I say, you fellows, I wish we were
back at Greyfriars! T wish I'd let old
Locke sack mel I wish—— Oh log’ |®

“Shut up, Bunter [V

“We can’t do anything,” said the cap-
tain of tha Remove quictly. *There are
encugh of us to handle him; but he
would shoot down five or six of us, and
that’s hardly good enou h.”

“Hardly 1" grinned Dob.

“TBut when it's dark,” went on Whar-
tony, in the zame low tone, “we may

Tag Mscwer LipRart.~No. 1,381
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get s chancel Shooting in the dark
13n't s0 jolly dangerous.”

“Don’t ba a fool I muttered Skinner.
“For poodness’ eake, don’t bo mad
cnougl to start that villain shooting 1

“1 guess you're loco!” groancd
Fisher 1. Fish. “You let that hoodlum
rip! You leave him alone 1

“This can't last | said Lord Maule-
verer placidly, " When it's dark some
of us can sneak away, without Lein'
secn by that merchant, and swim off tho
island, He knows that |

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's sal” he agreed. *“Once we
%‘?t word to the ﬁ-olme that he's here
s game i3 up. e must be intending
to clear as scon as it's dark.”

“Oh ecrumbs, I hope so!” mumbled

kinner.

The sunset was red on the river;
under the trees on Popper's Island it
was growing dusky. . In the shadow of
the big oak, where he sat, the gunman
was only dimly visible,

But when the schoolbovs looked
towards him, they caught the glitter
of his watchful eves.

Thero could be little doubt that
Mauleverer was right. So long as the
schoolboys wern at the mercy of the
automatic they were helpless. But in
asnother hour if would dark; and
then it must have been ¢lear to Gunner
Briggs there would be & change in the
sifuation. Heo must have realised that
when he could no longer wateh them the
mmiors would ecreep away from the
glade under the trees, and fellows who
could swim would get off the izland.

They wondered what  desperate
thoughts were ]Igasamg behind  that
scowling, savage face and those watch-
ful, glinting cyes
, UEL oubtedly the gunncr was thinking
hard,

He could not leave the island in the

daylight. That meant capture. It was
risky enough to leave it at night. But
he had no choice left him. Even one
schoolboy escaping and giving the alarm
on shove moeant that foes would be
swarming round him., And when it was
dark they could elude him.
Anxious as tho strango situation was
for the Groyfriars fellows, it was vet
more torribly anxiouz for the wretch
whio had so much at stake.

“Huallo, hallo, halla "' muttcered Bob.
“He's coming 1"

The gunman was stirring at last. Hea
stepped out from the shadow of the oak,
and ecame  towards the Greyfriars
fellows. His automatic was in his hand
DERIN MOw.

. They watched him in silence, wondor-
ing what was in his mind. Billv Bunter
gave o velp of terror. Fisher T. Fish's
tecth rattled. The colour wavered in
wmany faces. There was death in that
terrible weapon in the ruffian’s hand,

and there was no telling what, in his
savage desperation, he might de.
What did he intend now? Harry

Wharton felt his heart beat faster as he

faced the glinting oyes of the gunman.
“You'll be shut of me soon1” Gunner

Briggs rasped out the words. “I'm

ﬁmg—aﬁ{-r dark! I shall take your
at and try my luck.”

The juniors did not answer. They
could not prevent the gunman from
taking the boat, if he chose to take it.
Indecd, most of them were only too
thankfal at the prospect of getting rid
of him at any cost.

“You'll keep here, and keep quist,
when I gol” went on the gunner, "I
fancy I know what's in your minds; but
if soine of you sncak away after dark,
I'll get a fow of gau—mark that I Ho
spat out the words.

Silence,
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¢ The asavape oyes roved from face to
Ao, :

“You understand me 1" he snarled.
“I mean you no harm if you keep clear
of mel In an hour from pow I'm
going |l That's what you want”

“Yaas,” drawled Lord Mauleverer
placidly., “We shan't be frightfully
sorry to see the last of you, dear man,”

Briggs stored st his lordship for m
moment. Then he went on:

“Btand where vyou are, and lkeep
quiet, That's all”

He moved away a fow paces,

The juniors remained where they
WOTE, S0 standin%. some lying or sit-
ting in the grasa, When & fcllow mada
a movement the gunman's eves glit-

tered at him at once. He moved in-
cessantly, and thers was somethin
strangely and  terribly lilke a  wil

animal in his looks as he moved, He
seemed unable to keep still,  Several
times he ecircled round the group of
silent schoolboys as if fearful that, in
the decpening dusk, one or another of
them might make an attempt to steal
off into the surrounding trecs,

But they did not stir. They realised
that the man’s nervas were on the

jump, and that at the least provecation

a shot would ring out. Tho shadow of
death was over that dusky green glade
on the island in the Sark., They saw
him stert and listen, as there was a
distant shout from somewhcere on tho
bank of the river. Again he started,
and the sweat glistened on his brow

when the splash of oars from a passing

boat was hoard. This ordeal,” which
was trying cnough to the schoolboys
undor the threat of death, was still
more tereibly trying to the desperato
man for whom s hundred enemies wers
hunting. And his uneasiness intensified
a3 the dusk deepenad into davk,

_He moved farther away from the
silent, almost breathless group, at
length. But they could hear his rost-
less footsteps in the dark. TFvery heart
was beating almost to suffocation under
the strain.

There was silence.  HMarry Wharton
sirmined his ears to listen. Had the
man gone! He could no longer hoear
the footfalls in the gloom.

“He's gone,” breathed Bob Cherry.

“ Quiet 17 whia{mrer.l Bolsover major.
Bolsover’s wsually ruddy face was
chalky white, “Keep wheore TOU REG.
If he's watchin ]

* Better stick it, you men,” murmured
Lord Aaunleverer.

The junicrs listoned.

Had the man crept away down the
path te the landing-place, leaving them
in doubt whother he was still watching
them from the shadows?

It was likely enough, for he knew
that he conld not rely on their silence
oiee they were certein that the deadly
automatic no longer threatened their
lives. ¥et in the gloom he might be
walting, wakching, hiz finger on the
triggor.

_A fning sound came from the direc-
tion of the landing-place. DBut if it was
made by the gimman he was moving
softly, sh.‘*u'lthlf:', and ithey could not

be sure,

“He's going,” muttercd Wharton,
“Is he pone? Hark! What—"
From tho landing-place came a

sudden, ringing yell.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Takes a Hand !
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H stepped silently from the wood
on 1o the towpaih by the Sark,

) and looked cautiously rtound
him.

THE MAGNET

All was derk along the river.

There was & faint glimmer of siar
light on the ripﬁnlinjf " waters of
Sark—that was all. The towpath waa
dark, under the shadow of branches.
The island in the river lay. a black
mass, unbroken by & single gleam.
~The Dounder stood staring towards
it. In the summer days it was light
till a lote hour, and the garrison of
Popper’'s Island generally turned in ab
dark. Still, the Bounder was rather
gsurprised not to detect the gleam of &
single light through the trees on the
island,

Ho looked up and down the towpath,
No one was o be seen; but in the
gloom a dozen figures might have been
quite nmear him unseen. It was somse
time since he had heard sounds or
movements in the woods. The hunt for
the bank rajder seemed to have shifted
in ‘another direction.

The Bounder was wary. It was
known now at Grovfriare that ho had
not gono home, but was moking an
attempt to rejoin his comrades on the
island. Prout could not have failed to
report that at the school. Smithy
could imagine the deep, intense annoy-
an¢e with which the Head would hear
such news. It was very probable that
measures might be taken to prevent
him from ecarrring out his purpose. Ik
was more than probable.

A few minutes later he was glad of
his caution. From the shadows, so near
him that the sound made him start and
thrill, came a low voilce.

“I'm getting fed-up
Gwynne "

It was the voico of Wingate of the
Sixth.

The Bounder's heart beab; but he
grinned in the darkness. The Grey-
friars captein little dreamed of the ears
that heard his comark,

“Faith, I'm as foed as vou can be,
old man,” came the volee of Gwynne of
the Bixth. *“But it's the Big Beak's
orders entirely.”

Wingate grunted.

“We'll stick it out snother hour, I
shouldn’t wonder if the checky youn
scoundrel has got back to the Islan
befora this.”

“Well, he hasn't had much chance,
Anvhow, he can't boe much longer if
he's coming. We've got to nail him.”

“Bother old Prout!”

“Bother him entirely! Bother them
all ™ murmured Gwyone, "1 wonder
what the Beak will do with the young
rascal when wo roll him home? It
doesn’t seem much good sacking him.”

Wingate langhed.

“If we get him apgain he will ba
locked up in punny till this foolery is
over, I think. My hat! 1 wish he'd
turn up. I'm fed-up to the chin!"

here was silenco again.

The murmur of the prefecis’ voices
iold the Bounder where they stood
leaning on & big ash-treo back of the
towpath. He was f]a.d now that he
had not walked openly along the path,
or called to the fellows on the island to
send over the boat. Ho would rot hava
had much chance of getiing to the boat
if it had come,

Silently he unfastened the packed
rucsack from his back, and slid it into
a bed of ferns out of sight. He had
to swim, and his burden could
rotrioved later,

Then, droppi on his hands and
knees the Bounder erawled across the
dark towpath to the water's cdge,
silently and eautiously. Had he Fana
on his feet there was enough starhight
to roeveal him to the oves of the unzeen

with  this,



EVERY SATURDAY

Jr=l“""lt

L)

2

—
e
é_ }
—

P =—r}

l

capsized immediately, and the gunman, sianding in it, pitched over headlong and splashed inio the water I

Sixth TFormers under the ash, But
they did not observe the ereceping form
that wripgled like an ecl through the
grass,

The Bounder was breathing bard as
he reached the bank, where it rose
steeply from the water. He slid over
the grassy rcidge, and stood in the
challews, with the water up to his
knees, !

Silently he let himself dewn into the
water, and started to swim.  With
hardly a sound he cleft the water, shoot-
ing out towards the dark mass of
opper’s Island. The Bounder was a
cplendid swimmer, and the short dis-
tance scross was nothing to him, even
with his clothes and boots on. He was
grinning as he swam. As roon as he
landed he intended to call across to the
Ernfects. and let them know how they

ad missed him.

But he was not Janded yot.

He glided into the black shadow of
the overhanging branches on the island,
As he did so a faint sound from the
landing-place reached hiz cars.

There was a faint splesh as a boat
elid from the island shorea into the
river,

It rocked in the water, almost touch-
ing the Dounder,

In sheer amazement he blinked at the
Fprk shape of the boat looming over
Vi,

A fipure stepped into it.

Dark as it was the Bounder saw that
1t was the hpure of a man, not of a
boy. :
i'HE checked the exclamation on his
ips.

It was improbable encugh that ono
of the Removites wonld be fputting ouk
in the boat at that hour of the might.
And Vernon-Smith  eould sec that it
was not. Ha could see that it was a
man standing in the boat, with an oar
in his hands, about to push off.

The Bounder caught hiz breath.

The bLrst thought that flashed into his

-

mind was that it was some river thief,
stealing the boat while the schoolboys
were asleen. But instantly it flashed
on him who the man was—who he must
bhe. Homewhere along the Sark was a
man hunted by the police, hunted by
bloodhounda, hunted for his liberty, if
not for his life. With a thrill at his
heart Herbert Vernon-8mith knew that
the man standing in the boat, that
rocked within his touch, was the gun-
man of Courtfield.

It wazs the desperade who had shet
down a man at the Courtheld and
County Bank, whom Vernon-Smith had
joimed the erowd in chasing, He knew
it, as well as If ho could have seen
the man clearly. It was the man with
tho automatic. Of what had happened
on Popper’s Island that day the
Bounder, of eourze, know nothing. But
he knew that the gunman was seizing
the Remove boat to make his escape.

Standing in the boat he had so
silently and stealthily launched, the
gunman was pushing off with an oar.

The boat rocked.

There was no time for the Bounder
to think. Neither did he neod o
think, Any amount of thinking would
not have cansed him to act otherwise
than.as he did. The hunted desperado
was not going to get away in the Grey-
friars boat | That was the instant fixed
ilea in the Bounder’'s mind. On that
he aeted.

Under the shove of the ocar on the
island, the boat waz rocking almost
over the junior in the water. Ie
grasped the gunwale, and threw his
whole weight on it as it rocked down.
The boat capsized immediately. That
sudden drag, as the gunwale dipped to
the water, was more than enough 10
dip the gunwale under.

The Bark was flooding into the Jiilvl-
ping boat at once, and the man splas
ing in it pitohed over heaﬂlcm?, thump-
ing into tha water hardly a foot from
the Bounder.

The sharp, startled cry that escaped
Gunner Briggs was cut off as his head
and shoulders plunged in, and he choked
and gurgled under water. One of his
hands, as he wildly threw out his arms,
actually touched Vernon-Bmith for a
second, The next moment he was
under; the boat, full of water, settled
down in the shallows by the island, and
the Bounder, scrambling ashore, %was
velling st the top of his voice.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gettlng the Gunman !

ARRY WHARTON & OO0,
H listening intently in the dark
» Elade, started, as that suddeon,

. ringing yell came through ths
silence of the summer night.

1t was not the voice of the gunman,
It was a voice they knew, but which
they " had never expected to hear on
Pﬂ?per"a Island,

“"Wake up! Turn out, you men!™
came the yell. from the landing-place,
and the juniors, in amazement, know
thut i1t was the Bounder, *This way !I"

* Bmithy 1" pasped Bob Cherry.

“The esteemed and absurd Smithy 1™
cjaculated Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharten dashéd across the
glade to the path, and raced down fo
the landing-place. After himi went his
comrades, and after them streamed
mpst of the Remove, Fisher T. Fish
and Billy Bunter, Skinner and Bnoop,
were all that remained behingd,

Tt was Vernon-8nmith who was yell-
g, ‘'The Bounder had come baeck—
obviously as the gunman was leaving
the island. Evidently, he had vun inin
ihe desperado. Automabie or noe aunia-
matic, Harry Wharten & Co. wore kit
likely to leave him unaided.

The Famous Five tore down the path
through the island trees, fully expect-
iug to hear, os they ran, the bark of
the deadly firearm.,  But they heard
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only the Dounder’s voice, and a spund
of splashing in the river. ;

“This way I” Vernon-Smith was yell-
ing. *“Back up, you men!”

“ Smithy—" panted Wharton.

He stumbled against the Bounder in
the dark.

“That you, Wharton ™

“Smithy | What—where—where's that
villain 1” gasped Wharton,

“In the water—look I

“Great pip

Harry Wharton stared blankle. In
the dim starlight that filtered through
the branches, and glimmered on the
river, he made out a swimmer. The
dark, savage, enraged stubbly foce of
thée gunman glimmered from the water.
CGunner Briggs was swimming.

“He 'wns getting the boat out !_"
breathed the Bounder. *I tipped ik
over=-and tipped him in!"

“ O, oy hat ™

“1 fancied you fellows
aslrop—-=>"" ) ]

“lle's been holding us up—wilh his
1111 21

The DBounder gave =
chuckle,

“1Ie won't use hiz pun now. Sland
ready to knock him on the head if he
tries to get back here”

“ Where's the boat?”

“Under water.”

“(Oh, Smithy ! pasped Dob Cherry.
“ {0k, my hat! Stand ready, vou men!
The brute can’t use his gun now—ready
to bag him! By gum! Won't I be
jolly glad to pet hold of him ™

“MThe pladfulness will be.terrific!”

The juniors crowded on the edge of
the landing place. A ecorc of pairs
of eyes were fixed on the gunman.
Thev did not fear his firearm now. It
was not likely to bo serviceable, after
soaking in the river; neither was he
in g position to wuse it with mueh
effect, if it had been. They were ready
to fling themselves wpon him, like
hounds on a stag,

“He's coming "' breathed Nugent.

“ Btand ready "

Yor some moments the desperado
secmoed uneertain how to act, confused
and half-sulfoeated by his  sucdden
plunge under water. Probably he was
unaware  that the boat was now
bevond his reach. He came splashing
back., and as he did so his legs struck
on the gunwale of the boat, lz;inﬁ 541
the shallows, with 8 foot of watgr How-
ine aver it. i

“Bhio blazes 1™

The juniors heard his gasp.

ﬂrasl{ !

A leavy chunk of turf, hurled by
Boli Cherry, landed full en the gun-
man's head. He gave o howl, stagger-
ing over the sunken boat.

Come on!” breathed Wharton.

fle made at the splashing raflian.
After him jumped the Bounder and
Bob Cherry.

Whether the gunman, in his despera-
tion, would have made some attempt to
recover the boat, or whether he would
have fled swimming, he had no time
for either. Harry Wharton grasped
!ﬁ:mt as ho sprawled over the sunken

Fi L

With a snar]l like a wild beast the
gunmaon scized hold of him; and it
would have fared ill with the captain
of the Hemove had not his comrades
been ready with their aid.

Lut even as the desperado’s grasp
closed on Wharton, Bob Chorry seized
him, and the Bounder was next, and
then Johmny Bull,  Struggling like a
tiger, Gunner Briggs went under the
water.  Nugent and Mauloverer and
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were  all

broathless

Half-drowned,
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had hold of
him in ancther moment. A dozen
fellows, kneg-deep in water, crowded
and splashed round. Every fellow was
eager to pet al the scoundrel who had
threatened them withlt.he auh:-m]ntiﬂ.
struggling, gurgling,

Gunner Briggs was gfaggiﬂ out of the
shallows, dragged on the landing
place, and pinned down.

“Haold him I* panted Wharton,

“We've got the brute I gasped Bob.

The rufian was still resisting. But
a dozen fellows had hold of him now,
and he ecould hardly stir a limb. The
tables were turned on Popper's Island
with & vengeoance.

“Cet a rope!” shouted the Bounder,

“Heoare you aral"

Still squirming in many hands, the

wnner was bound hand and foot, the
Bounder fastening the knots with grim
thoroughness. Hardly able to move a
finger, let alone & limb, Gunner Briges
lay dripping and panting in the Erass,
surrounded by drenched, but delighted

Juniors,
“We've got him!”  pgrinned tha
Bounder. “What luck ! Old Grimey

will be pleased, what ¥

“The pleasefulness will be terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset TRam Bingh,

The Bounder stepped to the water's
edge and shouted across to the bank.
Wingate and Gwynne, startled by the
sudden outbreak of shouting and yell-
ing, had stepped out of the shadow of
the ash and were staring acrozs. The
Bounder waved his hand to them, and
shouted :

“Here, Wingate 1

“Great Scott 1" The juniors heard
Wingate's startled exclamation. ® That's
Vernon-Smith! The young raseal has
dodged ne——-"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are the jolly
old prefeets there!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “What are yon doing out of
bed at this time of night, Wingate?
You'll get six for breaking bounds aftoer
lights-out !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Bounder chuckled.

“They were after me,”™ he szaid.
“They can have the jolly old gunman
instead. Wingate, old bean o

“¥ou cheeky young rascall” roared
the Greviriars captain.

“We've got the punman 1*

“What " yelled Wingate,

“We've got him, Wingate ! shouted
Wharton., * Wait tilE‘I‘L‘-‘, and we'll brin
him across, and you can take charge o
him 1"

“If you're trying to pull my leg, vou
young asg—"

“"We've got him, fathead !”

“The gotfulness is preposterous, my
esteermned Wingate 1

“(iet the boat out |” said Smithy.

The juniors, after their struggle with
the gunman in the water, could not get
much wetter, They waded in for the
hoat., and it was dragged out of thae
Sark. It was scon afloat once more, and
the gunman was heaved into it like a
sack of potatoes. He lay pa.nting, hiz
eves glittering like a snake’s as half a
dozen juniors crowded in and pulled
across to the bank., Wingate and
(Gwynne stood there, staring blankly.
That the rebels on the island had
captured the desperado, whe had kept
the whole countryside in a state of
excitement for dayvs, they could hardly
beliove, But they had to believe it when
they saw the savage ruffian lying bound
in the boat. o

“My only hat!” said Wingate,
that's the man, they've got him.”
“It’s the man and we've got him!”
g;mngd the BDounder. *You can have
im, if you like, and present him to

Ins[;ilectnr Grimes, with the compliments
of the Grayfriars Bemove.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“No larks!” edded the Bounder,
E:iclcing up a- boathook, "Tell the Head

shan’t see him again {ill he makes up
hiz mind to do the sensible thing. Pax,
you know,”

Wingate eyed the sna%egrace of Grey-
friars rather primly. ut he nodded.
The boat bumped in the rushes of tha
bank, and the two astonished prefects
recelved the prisoner from the hands of
the boat’s crew, If they had fome
lingering doubt as to whether this was
the man who was wanted, that doubt
was soon resolved. A black bag,
strapped on his back, was crammed
with banknotes, In one pocket was a
black beard; in another an automatio
pistol. It did not take Wingate and
Gwynne long to make sure.

o Faith, it's the man they want!®
said Gwyane., " And those cheeky fazs
have done the trick entirely! It's a
walk to Courtficld for us. Wingate."

“Looks - like it,? agreed Wingate.
“Untie his legs so that he can walk!
My hat! Old Grimes will be pleaszed
when we walk him in.”

The ruflian’s legs were freed, and ho
stood up, with the two stalwart prefects
graspmg his bound arms.

“Good-night, you little rascals " said
Wingate,

“Good-night, you big rascal!" said
Boh.

And the guoman, sullen and savage,
was marched away between the two
Greyiriars prefects, and they dis-

appeared by a path through the wood,

“Bhove off 1" said Harry.

“Hold on & minute,” answered
Vernon-Smith, “I've got something on
shore. Have you forgotten that I went
for prub ™

“But vou haven't—"

“Bow-bow "

* Oh, Smithy 1" gasped Dob,

The ashore and

Bounder jumped
retrieved the s.cired rucsack he had
hidden in the ferns. He tossed it into
the boat. The juniors pulled back to
the island in great spirits.

“I say, vou fellowz!” Billv Bunter
met them on the landing-place, “ Ig—
1515 that beast really gone®

“The gonefulness is terrifie.”

“Of course, I wasn't afraid of him,
vou 15

“Of course not,” agreed Bob Cherry.
“No more than Fishy was! Pair of
jolly old heroes I*

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“0Oh, don't cackle!” said Bunter. ™I
ray, Smithy's got baeck, hasn't he? I
say, did he bring any grub?

“Catch 1" gaid the Bounder.

He tossed the heavy ruecsack to
Bunter, who caught it with hiz podgy
chest, and sat down with a bump that
nearly shook Popper’s Island,

“Yarcooh I roared Bunter.

i Hﬂ., ha, ha ¥

“Ow! Beast! What's that—what—
what——"

“Grub!™ said the Bounder,

“Oh?" Bunter serambled up.
All right! I sav,
about supper? I'm fearfully hungrey I

It was & late, but very cheery supper
on Popper's Island that night. And- at
Courtficld, Inspector Grimes was very
cheery, too, as he turned the key on the
desperate gunman who had been the
terror of the island,

THE END.

[(Now loak out for the mext ripping
yarn in this excifing rebellion series.
It's entitled: “THE REBFELS AT
BAY ! and iz caleulated to hold your
interest from the very first line to the
lust. See that you get your copy of the
MaGRET tn good fime, chuml)

“Oh!
ou fellows, what
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A Bold Move!

PEEDY JACK CARTER, air
S mail pilet, sat reading the
“Caps  Argns”  while his
friend, Tic}-:Eer Johnson, gazed

out across the Great Karroo,

“The Amarceh forees have taken
Durban and Bast London,” remarked
Jack gloomily, * and according to the
peper Port Flizabeth will soon fall.
After that they will sweep across the
country and Uapa Town itself will
go west I

Tickler nodded

“Tt looks as if Hercules will do all
he threatened. Do vou remember
how he told us all about 1?7 (Gosh !
To think that was only & few weeks
ago; it seems like years!"

A little over a meonth earlier, the
two English chums, while on an ex-

erimental Hight, had ecrashed in
*ortuguese South-West Africa, and
had discovered a wonderful steel ity
Thiz ecity was operated entirely by the
radio achtivity generated from immense
radivm deposits which had been found
by & giant negro. King Hercules, ns
the huge black man called himself, was
a genius and planned ta drive all the
whites out of Africe with a view to
establishing a Black Empire throughout
the Uontiment.

With the aid of a diszsipated Portu-

vese, called Diguel Golanzo, Hercules

ad built thousands of wonderful
planes, meluding asutomatic explosive
carriers. JIn addition to these he had
meredibly fast bullet-cars and tens of
thousands of mechanical zoldiers, which
he had named Amarobs, sll constructed
of bullet-proof steel and operated by
radium,

Only by putting the main control
tower out of action for a time had Jack
and Tickler managed to escape in one
of Hercules' own marvellous planes, to
warn the white population of the
anppraaching terror

Since that time the hordes of steel
men had overrun the whole of the cen-
1ral African colonies and more than half
of the Union itself had fallen before
their  onslaughts. © The Government
fovces were putting up the best resist-
nnce they could, but the task seemed
hopeless.

T lr‘.E

been continued

thinking,"

Tickler szlowly, “abont that time

wa
got out of MHercules' elutches. Do you
remember how, when we put the con-
tral tower out of action, practically
evervthing went dead except the fow
machines which had their own radio-
active power !’ .

“V¥eg, ™ podded Jack, puzzled by his
friend's remark. “What of it1"

“Well, I've noticed that gps the
Amarobs get farther H.wag fromn Radium
City their movements become slower
ancf the driving [force behind them
scams to be reduced, which appears to
prove that the control tower is the
nerve-centre of the whole plan. If only
wa could manape by some means or
ather to destroy that control tower com-
pletely, it would put an eond to Her-
cules' plan for the time being, at least,
and give the Government troops a
chance to catch the black giant and put
him in 2 place where he conld employ
hiz genius to better advantage.”

“ By Jove,” cxclaimed Jack, slapping
his t-gi h, “you're right, but==" 3
look -::-Ig dezpair crossed hia face again.
“How on earth ave we gomng lo get
there 1”

“]32! means of the contrel plane we
took,” said Tickler. * Ave you game?”

“You bet!”

The two chums confided their des-
perate plans in Wing Commander Dow-
man, The airman tried to dissuade

» now,” he announced.
* botter iy west over Amboland and come

them as thera was only one chance
a million that their plan would succeed.
But the chums were not to be deterred,

and efter some peranasion they gon
Bowman to let them have a 5m_aJ]
Inuantity of the most powerful explosive

?vailﬂh]c. together with a slow-burning
LR,

The charge was safely placed in the
hig contrel plane, and within an heuwe
Jack and Tickler were off on their
dangerons errand.

The Great Karroo, Nieuwveld Derge,
Karree Berge, and the broad waters of
the Orange River fled past below as
Jack, at the controls, let the machine
go all out. Apart from the terrvilie
roarving of the wind, the plane madetno
sound, and Tickler kept his eyes glued
to the photographi¢ screen,

“We're over the Kalahari Deszert
I think we'd

hack fo Radium City from that side.
Thera will be look-outs of sono sort to
the south and west, and we don't want
to run into trouble before we get there."

*Good ides,” agreed Jack, pushing the
control lever over fo the left. X

ITe watted for the compass necdle to
move, but it ramained pecfectly still,

“That's strange,” he multcred, and
shoved harder on the lever without
resnbt, _

Understanding suddenly dawned on
him and he fclt a cold sweat break out
on his forehead.

“What idioiz we are!™ he cxclaimecl.
“*Wo might have known it!  We've
flown straight into the main control
area like flies into & spider’s web, and
Hercules has got wz completely now!
We're heading straight for ﬁmlium
City, and I can't divert the machine an
mch from its course.” ;

Tickler choked back a ery of dizmary,
Their wonderful plan was ruined almost
hefore they had started, sml they had
played 1‘1'g]";t into the encmy’s Dads,

“Try to land,” said Tickler hoarzely.
“TPerhaps the P'Ia.:tm siill has cnough
power for that.”

Jack depressed the coniral lever, aned
to his relief the machine started lo fakl
rapidly,

“ Steady,” warned Tickler, as ihe
carth seemed to rush up to meet e,
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“Don't furﬁat wo'va enough explosive
aboard to blow us to picces!”

Struggling with the controls, Jaek
managed to bring the plane safely down
to earth.

T0h  lor'!™ he aned, a3 the
maching began to sink. “We've landed
i one of those awiul swamps. This
plane will never be much use to us
again,”

Uollecting the small parcel of explo-
give, the two chums clambered gingerly
from the plane and stepped on to the
soft, yielding ground of tho swamp.

By treading carefully and testing each
step, they mana to make their way
to liil'III.EI.' ground, where they sat down
to take stock of their pesition.

“This is a pretty kettle of fish,”
grumbled Jack, “What sro we goin
to—" Ha broke off abruptly. &

out! Drop into this dip, quick; there
arc four or five Amarobs just over
thore!”

They slid hastily into a shallow de-
prossion in ground, scarcely daring
to breathe. After five minutes of tor-
turo, the felt  themselves bem

radually drawn into the swamp, an
ﬁ'm:k risked lifting his head a little.

Pecring over the top of the hummaock,
he saw that the Amarobs were 1 a
crumpled position and scemed to be
completely out of action,

Slowly he dragged himself from the
thick mid to get a better view.
“It's all right,” he announced to

Tickler, “Those chaps are wrecks.”

Muttering profusely at having been
forced to underge immorsion  In the
foul-smelling slime, the two chums
gtrode over to the 'littl-a heap of steel
mei.

SBure enough, the Amarobs were
battered and broken, and it was
apparent that the delicate mechanism
by which they worked had censed to
function.

Not far away other masses of wreck-
age wore scattered about, and it was
evident that, through some fault or
other, one of the automatic troop
CArriers crashed on an early stage
of its journey. . .

“I've got another idea!™ exclaimed
Tickler, as the two chums stood looking
at the twisted metal bodics. * Let's fry
to get the mechanism out of a couple
of these Amarobs and get inside the
gtecl casing oursclves. We can get to
Radivm City without danger then!”

Jack was more than a little dubious,
but he agrecd that the schemo was
better than deing nothing, so  they
decided to make the attompt.

By unscrewing the head and shoulder
picces of the mechanical men, they were
abla to pot at the delicate works, and
after mueh struggling and at the ex-
pense of cut hands, they suecceded in
extracting the mechanism,

Tickler wriggled inside one of the
empty shells and found that there was
rlunt‘vr of room. Jack screwed on_the
wadpiece, which fortunately contained
n grille which made breathing possible.
Feeling something like a  decp-rea
diver now, Tickler tried to move in his
queer garb. He found that he could
walk all right, although with con-
giderable difficulty and in a stiff, jerky
MOnneT,

Jack then clambered into his case,
drawing the little packet of cuaplosive
after lim, and tha two wore able to
screw the headpicce safely into place.

“Right*" said Jack, his voice oddly
muffled. “We'll start.”

Together the two queer figures sot off
on their pamnful march.

The Plan Steceeds!

ADIUM CITY prescated a scene

R of activity, when, weary and

sore, the two chums reached

their destination after & terrible
struggle. -

Hercules had already built a bhroad
highway through what before was
dense jungle, and along this road bullet
cars raced at terrific speed, drawing
behind them trailers laden with bright
steel sections, something like electricity
pylons. _ i

“ Horcules has reslised his weakness
and is building subsidiary towers fo pass
on the energy, by the lock of things,"
said Tickier, breaking the silence.

“Yes,"” agroed Jack. “ We shall have
to buck up and put our plan into action
before he gets a reserve power station
buitt. Our job is to get to the main
control tower.”

The two chums waited on tha out-
skirts of the steel city for a chance to
procecd without making themselves
conspicuous, After a time, & body of
Amarob  labourers, who had been
engaged on  reoad buwlding, came
marching nl-nnci. 5 :

Jack and Tickler trailed on behind the
working party and marched boldly down
the broad road. SBuddenly the steel men
halted in front of the contrel tower in
the central square and stood motionless.
Lvidently their work was finished and
they would stand like that until they
were required again,

Through the protective eve-holes the
chums could see that numbers of the
huge Zulus who formed Hercules' body-
guard were lined up outside the muin
entrance. In a few moments the giant
figure of tho black genins himself
appeared. Zulus and Amarchs all
bowed low before their master, bat
fortunately Iercules tock no notice, or
he would have obscrved that two of the
Amarobs did not make the obeisance.

Hercules stepped mto one of his fost
bullet - cars and was whisked away,
while the bodyguard dispersed, to take
up various positions nbout the big
ECUATE. .

Jack tapped his friend on fthe arm
and {ogether the twoe ¢hums marched
with stiff, jerky strides towards the big
jet black tower. Their hearts were
beating frantically, for thay both
realised they were ecnpoged on a
gigantic piece of bluff and tbat failure
moant the end of their plan: and
probably an unpleasant death as well.

Onc of the big Zulus took e step
forward as if to restrain them, but with-
drew as the two figures strutted past
him and marched in throngh the main
cntrance.

As nobody was about they went down
in the auntomatio lift to the bazement.
Passing slong a deserted paﬂtufg‘e, thoy
come to the room in which thev had
been irrcllpria-:rn?d when first they were
captured by Hereules,

“This is just the place,” announced
Jack. “"We'll lay the charge here”

Jack's headpicce was guickly un-
screwed, and he crawled out of the
metal garb, R

Anxious to give assistance, Tickler also
discarded his metal shell, and with
great care, the two unwrapped the
parcel of deadly explosive and set it
i position against the inner wall

Adjusting  the  slew  fuse, Jack
moeasured 1t with his eye,

“About five minutes before it
explodes,” he egaid. “Just about
cnough time for us to pet back into
our metal parbs and clear.”

THE MAGNET

Tickler nodded, then, striking a
mateh, applied & light to the fuse
which smnouldered and spluttered

hTfnfn torning to & slowly moving red
aw,

“That's that!™ he said. ™ And now
let’s get out as soon as we canl”

Hastily the two chums stacted to
wriggle back into the stee! cases. The

sound of voices and heavy footsteps in
the passage outside, however, made
them stop.

“Gosh |

It's mefdd and the Portu-
guese ! hissed Tiekler. **What shall
we do—make a bolt for it before they
find us?”

dJack shook his head.

“No,” he said, “we've got to stick
it mow, If they discover our plan
they'll nip it in the bud. Let's keep
quiet and wait till they've gone”

Tickler nodded, realising only too
well what it meant. But the sacri-
fice of their own lives was nothing com-
pared to the prospect of ridding the
country of the Black Terror. -

Slowly the seconds dragged by while
the two chums, white-faced, but grimly
determined, watched the red glow on
the fuse move slowly but steadily
along.

“Bhan't be long now,"” said Tickler
in a ovacked voice, drying hard to
twist his get, drawn face.inte a grin.
“The fuse has only got sbout a couple
of minutes to burn.”

Outside, the volces ecama nearar,
then, with a startling suddennegs, the
door opened,

Miguel Golanze, the dissipated
Portugueze, jumped back as if he had
been shot wimn he saw the two white
boys, but he quickly recovered his
composure, and oxposed bis yellow
teeth in an evil grin.

“Hol' he smiled.
senhors have returned '

Lecpeld, the mulatte heanchman of
Hercules, pushed by bhis companion
and seized the two chums in a power-
ful grip.

“Ha ! he scoffed. " You come back
to Mister Leopold. The Master will
be very pleased. He will—"

The half-caste broke off suddenly and
distended his broad nostrils. At tha
same instant Golanzo uttered s yell
of terror, and his aves almost started
from his head as ha pointed a
trembling finger to the glowing fuse.
The next moment bhe fled out of the
room like & maniac.

Leopold, a trifle more brava than his
companion, made a move towards the
spluttering fuse. Before he could put
his foot on 1t, however, Jack end
Tickler sprang at him.

Mouthing vielently, Leopold fought
them off and leaped through the door-
way, without making any further
attempt to interfere, and raced alon
the passage with stark terror in his
CYCs.

As if actuated by the same spring,
the two chums tore sfter him at top
speed. DBounding up the steps, they
shot out of the main enfrance just
behind the frightencd mulatto,

The Portuguese was already half-way
across the preat square, running for
his life, whigz the group of giant Zulus
stared at him in epen‘mouthed amasze-
ment.

"The wyoung

With_one startled glance behind
him, Leopold scottled acrosz the
lﬁlml?.m, the two chums eclose on his
cels.

Suddenly an ear-splitting report rent
the air, followed by the crash of falling
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metal and the yells of the terrificd
nhatives,

The huge jet-black contro]l tower
seemed to tremble and split in. fwo
before it slowly collapsed in a heap of
shattered, twisted metal. Where, but
g second before, there had been a busy
hum of industry, the stecl city becama
pilent, except for the rumbling erazh of
the falling building,

Speeding bullet cars suddenly ceased
to function: parties of Amareb
labourers stood motionless; grant con-
trol planes and smaller automatic
planes crashed lifeless to the ground,
and the eerie stillness was broken by
more terrifio reports as explosive car-
riora fell headlong with their deadly
burdens, cansing encrmous damage.

The Seeret Room !

RUISED and baticred, Tiekler
B found himself pinned beneath

dozens of Amarcbhs, whe had

been blown upon him by the
force of the explosion.

Struggling violently, he managed to
get free, and looked round for his
chum,

His heart missed & beat when all he
eould see was masses of wreckage
gtrewn all over the sguare, with no
sign of Jack, Here and there huge
Zulus struggled to their fect and tot-
tercd about in a helpless manner,
evidently completely mystified by the
disaster whicﬁ had suddenly over-
whelmed the eity.

With blood streaming Irom his face,

Leopold emerged from & pile of
wreckage, and his  movement  dis-
closed a pair of boots sticking out

beneath the mass of broken steel men.

With a ¢ry, Tickler sprang at him,
putting his whole weight behind &
etraight left, which caught the mulatto
under the chin and zent him crashing
dike & ninepin.

Tickled seized his frirnd’s bools, and,
with a prodigious effort, he yanked
Jack free.

Soft footsteps behind eanzed him to
gwing round suddenly. But he was too
late. A crashing blow caught him on
the back of the head, and he sank to
the ground beside the uvnconscious
Jack.

The two chums revived within a few
gcconds of one another, for Jack had,
fortunately, only been stunncd by the
force of the explosion. ~

They looked up, to find themselves
gazing at the leering face of the Portu-

uese, who had by this time recoverad
?r-:-m his fright.

Leopold, his ugly face distorted with
rage, scrambled to his feet and gave
Tickler a brutal kick in the ribs.

*For what vou have done,” he hissed,
sweeping his hand round te show the
dreadful scene of devastation, "the
Master will see that you die slowly and
painfully, and I, Mister Leopold, will
carry out the penalty myself.”

Jack and Tickler smiled cheerfully;
battered and racked with pain as
they were, they did not care what hap-
pened to them npw. They had brought
their plans to & successtul conclusion,
and had seen enough to know that the
destruction of the control tower meant
the end of all Hercules’ plans. They
had delivered Afriea from the awful,
brooding menace of the Black Terrer,
or 3o they thought, until Leopold’s
ext words disillusioned them.

" us take them fo the reserve
tower,” said the mulatto. *That is
the first place for which the Master will
make. X

effect was amazing.

Tickler looked at his friend blankly.
S0 Hercules -had a reserve tower; he
had been prepared for such an emer-

cy, and they had uvnder-estimated
the eleverness of the black genius!

They felt sick at heart as they were
marched off by Leopold and the
Portugucse,

For all their planning and desperate
courage they had ﬂﬂ%’ suceeedad in
holding up the Black Terror for a few
moments st the most, and soon it wouid
be in full swing again.

Their thoughts were interrupted by
the arrival of the litile party at a
small tower which was a mimature re-
plica of the one they had desiroyed.

Leopold thrust his prisoncrs into a
small reom and barred the door out-
side, telling them they could wait there
for the arrival of Hercules.

The two chums did not have long to
wait. In a few minutes the roaring of
a powerful veice outsida denoted that
the black giant had sppeared and that
he was in a towering rage.

Jack went to the small window and
eered out. He could see Herenles
iterally frothing at the mouth as Gol-
anzo and Leopold deseribed what they
had discovered in the contral tower.

Hercules stood lowering above his
two companions, while his jaws worked
convulsively and his cnormons hands
clenched and unclenched like dockwork.

“Idiots " he shricked, in a voice like
a fog ziren, as Leopold told how they
had run for their lives. *Why did you
not break the fuse?”

With a swift movement of his bare
muscular arms, Hereules seized his two
companions by the neck and brought
their heads together with a force that
would leave them senseless for half an
lour.

Then, throwing fthe unconscious
figures from him and dusting his hands
as if he had touched something unclean,
the giant negeo strode into the build.
ing. With one ruwc—rful kick he splin-
tered the door of the room in which the
pals were imprisoned and  sprang  at
them like an infuriated gorilla.

For the

once two  chums  were
thoroughly frightencd, as well they
might be. The enormous figure of Her-

enles, his huge mnscles nippling, the
sinews of his neck standing out like
cables, his nostrils distended like those
of an angry beast, was enough to strike
terror inte the bravest heart.

Some instinct came to Tickler as the
fearsome apparition jumped at them
with outstretched hands to get them in
a, clazp which ther knew full well would
crush their ribs.  He remembered read-
ing somewhere that there was one thing
the strongest of black men could not
stand. )

Dodping vnder the nugh ty arms, and
with all the power of desperalion, he
aimed a terrific kick

Py

Colanza  aul Leopold were  sprawled
acress the steps.

“T'his way !’ eried Jack.

ITe dodged beiind the small tower,
raced along, jumped on to a high steel
wall and serambled over 1, with Lickler
close behind.

‘The two chums found themszelves 1n
an epcloged space with a low, square
building sot in the centre so that it was
mvisible from ontsice,

The building woas made of shining
chrominm stecel and contained no win-
dows excopt slaping roof lights of frested
glass., A heavy steel dogr confronted
them, but it would net yielkd

By standing on Tickler's shoulders,
Jack was just able to reach the edge of
one of the roof light=. MHoping that no
one would hear the crash, he stove n
the window with ks bet.  Scrambling
ithrough the broken plass and {inding a
foothold inside, Jack next took off Ins
jaclket and lowered it to within reach of
}llis companion. In & few seconds
Tickler had grasped the jacket and was
up beside hiz chum., The two then
dropped down inside the building,

Jack and Tickler found themselves in
the most amazing room they had ever
be held, All around were the most
peealinr  seiontilie instruments, nmodels
of remarkable inachines, humdreds of
various coloured bLottles and jars, re-
toris by the dozen, anmd afl tfm v
phernaliaz which gees to the making of
an extensive scientilic laboratory.

Tn a smaller room they discoverad a
big desk  littered  with  ealenlations,
while beside it was o huge glasslike
SCTECIL.

“Look '™ exclaimed Jack, gazing into
the big sereon. " In this Your can :oe
evervihing thatl is going on 1o the city i

Sure epongh, by peering  into  the
sercen the two elmms  cenld  sec the
whole of Radium City in perfect minia-
tnre.  They saw llervewles, more eom-
posed now, eowme sieiding from the re-
serve tower, while motionless Amarobs
sucddenly sprang to life agamm and con-
tined with the tazks on which iiit*_v
Iad been engaged when the mam toder
was thrown out of action,

e

Relief at Last!

UNORING the fipures of his two
E Heatenats who wore hi*gjﬂnillg to
show signs of returning conscious-
noss, Hereules ealled  his  body-
guatd together amd addressed them,

When he Lhad findshed e Zulus dise-
persed and  each took o pary  of
Amarobs,

Then followed a eaveful and sysiem-
aiie search covering cvery square inch
of the city in an endeavour 1o find the
fugitive white men. Fascinated by the
seene  Defore them, Jack and Tickler
watched the cowmb-out deavwmg nearer

{(Cantinuwed en weal poed)

at the black man's
shins, As his steel-
shod  hoot cracked
arainst bone, the

The foamning, honi-
cidal gilant sud-
denly became like a
howling baby, his
big arms dropped,
pnd he started  to
hop about on onc
leg, blubbering like
& child.

1!‘!' i f h oon ok . a spa“ 15 ins.
maoment's hesitation
Jack and Tickler
dived for the splin-
tered door. Out-
side, the uncon-|Ssle Concessionaires !
scious  figures of

TERN monoplanes

Here is & strong, well-built and handsome outdoor “plane. Wing
Nothing to ievar or dent.
to.day to your toyshop or stores and buy one of ihese grand

Yery low price.  Go
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and neaver until finally the whole of
the city had been covered with the ex-
ception of the building in which they
were hidden.

From their observation the two chums
zaw that for some reason or other the
natives treated the high steel wall
arotund the laboratory with a reveren-
tial awe and would not come anywherp
near 1t. Even (Golanzo and Leopold
who by this time had recovered an
were joining in the search, could not
persuade the Zulus to clamber up on
the wall. :

“That's funny,” remarked Tickler.
“1 supposc he doesn’t want anyone elsc
nosing about in his laboratory,”

“Bnppose so!"” agreed Jack., " Look,
there's Master Lieopgeld plotting  some
mischief or other.”

On the screen they saw Golanzo and
the balf-caste in deep conversation, and
by the gesticulations of the rascally pair
1t was evident that they were anxlous
to know why Hercules would not allow
8 sﬁearch to be made behind the steel
wall.

The Poriuguese disappeared inside the
reserve tower- and returned apmin in
8 few minutes, evidently to report that
Hercules was engrossed in some task
or Other.

With furtive glances the two plotters
stealthily made their way to the steel
wall, and Golanzs produced & key,
with which he opened the gate. A
rainutn later, the pals heard a key serape
in the lock of the lalworatory door.”
-“Be careful,, Senlor Eeq old, that
those English rats are pot hiding some-
whiere,” came the voice of Golanzo.

“That is all-right. I have my radiom
gun,” replied the mulatto, “and all I
ask is & chance to Lill them."

The two scoundrels entered the
laboratory and stood for 'a ‘moment in
sirprised wonder.

“86 1" whistled . Leopold. “This is
where the Master keeps his secrets | No
wonder we could never find them 1

“The Master!” snarled Golanzo.
“How I hate him now "
“"Yes—ves” replied the half-caste

glowly, “but you do not liate him as
I de—" He biroke off grd started to
rummage around the big room. * Bup-
wose, Benhor Golanzo, that we could find
ere &ll the secrets of his powerl Bup-
pose -Mister Lt:ufm]d and Senhor
Gelanzo were the only possessors of those
socrets 1 '

“¥ou mean we—we might kill him*"
said Golanzo hoarsely.

“ Exactly.! The secret of radia-active
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machinery would make us rich beyond
dreams if disposed of in the right
guarters, would it not?

“IDigs! But you are right! And
think of what the money wonld mean
to us in a eivilised world ¥

Leopold was the first to find the mass
of decuments which comprised the secret
formule of the black penius.

“That's good 1" satd Golanza., *“Now
we will leave them there and dispose of
Benhor Hercules, yes? I think he will
not be the master ?c-r much longer [

In their excitement the plotters had
apparently forgotten all about the two
English boys.

“{Gozh !¥ breathed Jack, as the door
clozed behind the pair of ruffiana.
“What are we going to do We can't
stand by and let those fiends murder
Hercules in cold blood 1™

“It's terrible, 1 know,” replied
Tickler, “but don't forget we came here
to try to put an end to the Black
Terror.™

Jack clasped his forehead in mental
agony while Tickler stared into the
SCEeei. ;

* Look ' he exclaimed.

In the picture they saw Leopeold stand-
ing -cutside the contro]l tower entrance,
while Golanzo crouched in cover near
by. The huge figure of Hercules
api%‘eeumd in the doorway, and there was
a flash of steel as the Portuguese hurled
himself forward.

'The_ two chums shuddered as they saw
the giant with ‘the haft of a wicked-
locking knife sticking from bebween his
shoiilders, twist round, fall Hat on his
face. and lay very still just inside the
portico.

With leers of triumph on their evil
faces, Colanzo and Leopold bent over
their victimn, to make sure that he was
dead.

They backed hastily .as 2 convulsive
shudder "racked the magnificent frame.
But they were not iumk enough to
dodge those powerful hands.

Summoning his fast-ebbing strength,
and with the Tifeblood !_pinuring from the
cowardly  wound, ercules slowly
dragged . himself to his feet.

Thera wad no fierce anger in his eyes,
only sorrow and regret, a3, with an
effort which drew & spasm of pain across
his face, he crushed his aseeilants
againgt hiz mighty chest 1in & dreadful
“embrace.

Then, slowly but deliberately. he
staggered from the tower and made his
way towards the laboratery, dragging
hiz groaning murderers with him.

Torn with sorrow and pain at the
terrible scene, and with a feeling of
mtense admiration for the huge negro,
Jack and Tickler stepped forward as
they heard Hereules fumbling painfully
at the lock.

The door opened, and Hercules threw
his assailants inside before he staggered
after them and ecame face to face with
tha two English boys.

“I knew you would be hers, my
young friends,” he gasped, leaning
against the wall. *“You were here to
see the birth of the Black Empire, and
now "—his veice broke with emotion—
“you will see its death.” . .

Slipping a hli ring from hia thick
ﬁnger, Hercules handed it to Jack.

“Take this. It will eorve to protect
iﬂll from m%’ ople.” Once more the

lack giant faltered as he was stricken
with pain. * Go—go

nickly, for the
reign -of the Emperor l&ernulas 15 about
to end 1 . .

With an unutterable sadness in their
hearts, Jack and Tickler obeyed.

At the gight of the ring which
Hercules had given to Jack the natives
let the two chums pass in peace, and
they hastened to the outskirts of the
city, where they paused on a small hill
to look back on rows of steel buildings.

From their vnutagbe_ point Jack and
Tickler could sen the mhlabnramrr, and
as they looked, the huge figure of
Hercules appeared on the roof. For a
moment he stood drewn up to his full
magnificent height, c¢lad only in a
leopard skin, and with his arms raised
on high, as if in supplication.

The next instant there was a blinding
flash, followed by & terrific explosion.
The air waz filled with a fine dust, end
when it settled the laboratory had com-
pletely disappeared.

- Hercules, together with his treacher-
ous lieutenants and his secrets, had gone
for everl

Jack and Tickler returned to England
in due course. and time and time again
they had to relate the story of their
amazing experiences with the Black
Hereules. It was an adventure they
were not likely to forgetl

THE EXD.

(¥ext week's Maoxer will contain a
short complete tale telling ﬂ a . thrill-
tng fight between threg OLL. Boys of
Greyfriars and a gang of villatnous kid-
neppera! Meanwhile, don't forgetl about
guy super cover to cover slorids of
Harry Wharton & Co—the first of
which will appear i the MaeReT (he
week after next!)
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NOT CRICKET

Hobson’s Lingo Beats
Remove

It wasn't superior play that gave tho Shell
cricket team vietory apwninst the Remove :
}J_Iut. il:l muy well have been Hobson's superior
ingo

Weo've known for some time that Hobson
has been studying business Ietter-writing,
but until we mot the Shell at ericket, we had
no ides how badly it had affected him.

When hoe called round to Wharton’s study
to fix the dato of the match, Hobaon didn't
merely ask ** Will the eightecnth do for you 7"
He E‘ut it like this:

* In re ericket match, kindly state at your
conveniencs whether the sighteenth instant
meots your requirementa as to date”

Wharton managed to gasp out :

*Yes, that’ll do ua all right,” and Hobson
immediatoly said :

“I am in receipt of your favour of evon
dato for which I beg to thank wvou, and I
noto that the date suggested iz in accordance
with your .requivements, I trust that the
game will be to our mutnal satisfaction 1™

And he walked out of the study, leaving
Wharten feeling dizzy !

That didn't matter much in the House, of
course ; but when Hebson brought his new-
gtyle lingo with him to the mateh, it was more
serious.  After winning the toss and deciding
to put tho Remove in to bat first, he turned
to arton and remarked :

* 1 should esteem it a favour if you would
kindly bat first. Thanking you in antici-
pation.”

And that was how he ecarried on right
through the game. When Vernon-Smith
protested against Hobson's fast bowling
mjuring him three times in auccession,
Hobson, smiling blandly, called out :

s note your request, and the matter
13 receiving my carcful attention ! ™

When he menaged to eatch Redwing
out in the slips, he chirruped ;

“Your favour to hand, for
to thank you.”

When the Remove's innings ended pre-
maturely early, he shouted across to Wharton :

which I beg

* Be so pood ns {0 advise me whether tea

at thig Juncture will be to your sotisfaction ! "
And over the tea-table he remarked loudly :
“ You seeured an advantage over us at
our last anceting, Lbut I confidently anticipats
# reveraal of that issue in our contest of
cven date,”

Can you womder at it that severnl membors EE
of the Remove got all het up over Hobson, e

ami lost the bleased gamo ¥ We can's ]

Wharton was quite pale when he came off

the ficld,

inod game, Hobson,” he said,
won oll right,”
IHobson's reply waa:

d ":""'Elu

“We are duly in reeeipt of your ecom- |

munication, and are pleased to note thab

Greyfriars scholars on hali-
day will learn with regrot
of the ead fate which has
overtaken two of their young
colleagues. The wyout in
question, Torrence and Abbott
of the Fourth Form, left
the college on breaking-up
day with their Form-mate,
George Wharton, and went
by coach to Folkestone, in-
tending to meet Wharton’s
father, who was going 1o
toke them for a trip by one
of the modern steam-boats
to France,

Having time on their hands,
the trio went exploring the
town, and fell in with a band
of Flemish eailors, ~ The
Flemish sailors who, accord-
g to Wharton, seemed at
firat a jovial crowd of fellows,
tock a liking to the boys
and, in breken Enplish, made
& proposal that they should
vigit their ship, which was
ot enehor in the harbour.
it was a proposal which
appealetl immensely to the
adventurous  inetinets  of
Wharton and his companions,
and they accepted it with

LTest gueto.

Once aboard the ship,
which was & big, four-masted
barque, the boys.soon found
what & mistake they had
rancde.  Théy were taken before

the ceptain, a brutal villain
who carried with him a length

to beat all who ¢came near him,
and told them that they were
gomg to be carried away
from England and made to
work beforo the mast !

As soon as the boys had
recovered from the first shock
of surprise, they made to
run up on deck to shout for
help.  Ere they were any-
where near the companion-
ladder, however, ®ugh handa
had seized them and flung
thema to the foor, whers
the captain belaboured them
with zavage violence till they
rvoared for mercy |

When the captain had
finished his foul work, he
had the luckless tric thrown
into the hold and there they
remained until the ship set
sail, Deeming it then safe,
he had them fotched up on
deck and ordered them to
set about pelishing the brass.
worlk,

But he had reckoned with-
out George Wharton. Whaz-
ton, as many of the readers
of these notes are aware,
iz an extremely strong swim-
mer, and the fact that the
shore was at least half o
mila distant Jdid not daunt
him. The moment the cap-
tain turned his baclk, Wharton
sprang to the side of the
bargque and dived into the
water.

Five minutes passed before

anyone on’ the eghip other)

than his friends noticed his
absence. In that consider-
able interval, Wharton put &
good distance between him-
seli and the barque, and by
the timo his flight had at
inst been noticed, it was too

‘attempt to

late for the forsigners to
recapture him

[

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
? A

[ .-!-!;

of knotted rope with which |

without calling undesirable
attention to themeelves. They
therefore, contented them-
selves with keeping Torrence
and Abbott, and put out every
inch of sail they ased
m order to meake good ther
pzcape from possible pursuers,

Wharton landed on the
beach in a state of exhaustion,
but menaged to give an
account of what had happened
to the longshoremen who
haffed him out of the water,
and coastguards were quickly
on the scene for the purposs.
of gbtaining full detaile. !
coastguards  wera  sympa-
thetic, but could not promisa
to do rauch, more particularly
since YWharton waa unable to
supply even the name of
the barque.

There will be general anxicty
among  CGreyfriara  scholars
for newa of the Lidno
Fourth Form bovs, & all
will hope sincerely for their
safe return. As we prepare
this articls for the Press,
we learn that Wharton's
father has arrived st Folke.
stone and chartered a small
schooner, intending to track
down the missing lads him.
sclf, and a letter frommn Whan
ton junior states that he is
accompanying his father, so
that he dan pick ous the
Flemish barque if and when
he eees her.

May good luck attend their
offorta !

(f¢ looks as thowgh secside
holidays in the early nines
teenth  century tweren't all
honey [/
gequiel o the above from our
archives, so next week you'll
learn how my anesslors
got on tn their quest for the
Flemish four-master. Don'y

= =)

GREYFRIARS :
100 YEARS AGO

We've found thes

PREFECTS’ _ PRIVATE
POW-WOW

" By One Who Was NOT There

Thos prefects thought we'd be awiully
:ﬁnm:lj'e when they decided not fo allow &
F”w&a representative to attend their private
pow-wow ; but trifles like that never trouble

, and wo soon solved the difficulty by
Fttmg Bob Cherry to write up a report
: Here it is:— -

‘Tom imamnation.

#. The keynote of the prefects’ pow-wow

#as enthusiasm, Loder and Walker sat in
& cdrner and played nap with enthusissm,
Doone and Faulkner snd Tremaine wore
wildly enthusiastic over an orgy of leapirog,
and North and Winpato displayed the utmost
enthusiasm in & splendid gams of Ludo.

Theee solemn rvitea, of course,.were merely
& preliminary to the real businesa of the even-
ing, which began with, a supper of herrings,
fried over & epirit stove, and jam-tarts and
ginger-pop.

Supper being owver, the prefects held a

‘noughts-and-crossea tournament which was

remarkable for the high guality of the play.

ped {_"&ft-ar a dour struggle, the prize was won

+y North, amid great excitement and tremon-
dous cheering.

A game of dartz followed, Faulkner winning
ensily with a score of 130,

A riotous game of hunt-the-slipper soon
yiad the seniore scampering round the room
again till they were thoroughly tired. When
this stage was reached, they settled down to
Competitions, which proved exceptionally
enjoyable,

- Walker won the Impromptu Speech Con-
test with an excellent ech on ** Anoient
Chinese Tortures and Their Plage in the
Modern School 1™
~ Loder simply walked away with the
“ Pulling the Moat Terrifying Face Contest,”

Finally, to the accompaniment of ungrudg-

g cheors, North scored top points 1o the
Ashplant.wislding Contest.
- Alter planning apple-pie beda for all the
masters and an  oxtra.special booby-tra
for the Head, the fects concluded their
evening with a short concert on their mouth-
organ  and Comb-and.-Paper BEand.

That's all. Nobody can say now that we

miza i I—H.

Jdon't report Prefects’ pow-wow—even though

W., Ed.) kkuopmen are barred.
GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

"

CLAIM FOR LOST
EYEBROWS

An unusually interesting
action came up for hearin
befora tha emowve Civi
Court, when W. (. Buntey,
Romove, sued Joseph Mimble,
Hehool Gardensy, for damages
in respect of the loss of a
pair of eyebrows.

To a crowded Court, Bunter,
who conducted his own case,
said that thia wea a typical
exampls of the criminal negli-
genca of the lower orders
in ain% ahout their daily
work., Mimble ought to have
logked where he was going
when he was cutting the

rass on the playing-fields.

e didn't, and this shock-
ing accident was the result.
The mowing-mechine went
right over the half of
his (Bunter's) face, &8s he
lay snoozing in & hollow on
the other side of the play-
ing-fields, and when he got
back to the House, he di

“Wot I Says
Is This 'Ere :—"

Thankee kindly, one and
all, for the generous tips wot
you've given me in the poast
aforo leagvin' for your summer

1E1idﬂ}?3, ﬂn'l ’ﬁ:rﬂ‘ﬂ ’ﬂpiﬂ’
yvou'll 'ave a tip-top time
thia summer. 'hich thia

doesn't apply to--young rips
like Mmmrpﬂuntﬁr};‘:i Ma.‘atgr
Fish, wot 'ave never given
me & & penny, an’ wot I
says 18 this 'ere, why such
as them wasn't drownded
at birth, I fail to hunder-
stand. — Y ours, respectiul,
WILLIAM GOSLING, TPor-

ter's Lodge.

Bunter Sues School Gardener

covered, on looking in a
mirror that he had lost the
wavy coif that previeusly
crowned hia forehead, together
with his shapely evebrows, 1t
had deprived him of half hia
:beauty ! (Loud laughter.)

On the question of what
amount of damages would
compensate  him, Bunter
asked the Court dramatically
what sort of sum they thought
could ever buy such good

looks as had Been hia before
aceident,

the {A wvoice:

b ]

About thrée ha'pence, old
bean : and laughter.) They
knew jolly well that ten
thousand unda wouldn't
make up for what he had
lost {phew !\ But, anyway,
Mimble hadn’ got ten thou.
sand pounds, 80 what was to
be done

Bunter, however, had s
suggeation to make. Mimble's
spouse, &3 the Court was
aware, was proprietress of
a tuckshop. Bu ing that
in view of Mimble's lack of
mesns they decided not to
award compensation in cash,
why not award it in kind ¥

In that case, he was pre-
pared to neccept an award

in tuck amd would consent
to, say, unlimited tuck for
his own consumption for a
pericd of five years, It
struck PBunter an a ihu!éy
fine way out of the diffi.
culty, and he sincerely hoped
the Court would consider
the suggestion seriously. .
Joseph Mimble, defending

himsell, denied that there
was any negligence on hia
part, If he haod known it

was Master Bunter, he natur-
slly wouldn't have run the
machine over him: but,
as a matter of fact, he hadn't
drearaed for & moment that
it waa Mpater Bunter—he
thought it was an s&nt-
heap! In any c¢aso, he was
%Iuita sura he had deprived
| Master Bunter of mnothin
in the way of beauty. You
couldn’t deprive a young
gent of what he hadn’t .
could youl? With. all due
regpect to Master Bunter,
he'd never ncticed any aye-
browa there before the acoi-
dent, while as to that tult of
hair in front, that wounld grow
again in a fortmight I

The jury, after a shord
retirernent, found for Bunter,

Judge Whearton : * What
BUITL vou award in dam.
ages g

Foreman Tom :
‘* The eost of engaging Wibley

to paint a new pair of eye-
browa on the plaintifi's fore-
head, m'lud. }{])ur suggeation
is thot the operation
formed in Court.”
For some reason the plain-
tiff seemed to object to the
award and made a dash for
the door. Ushers grabbed
him before he could get away,
however, and detained him
till Wibley arrived. In the
space of & fow seconds, Wib

@ per-

-

had adorned him with a pair
of artistie eyebrows, sup-
plemented, on. the judge’s

adviee, by side-whiskers and
a curly moustache.

Thus is justice dished ocub
in the Rempve |

E‘;: | f.'fl.
e,

o i

NSy B

The IHditor

next season.
absolate

Stale previoons

wanta a first-elass Football

.| —H. WaarTtox, Editor.

SITUATION VACANT

" Greyiriara Herald ™
HReporter for
ba able to combine

of tha
Must

imparttality with intensa enthus
gingm for the Ilemove team, and strict truth
with at lenst one terrific sensation per article,

experience and salary required.

< .

II: is r:ump that Coker o DICKT HUGEHTS “FEEKLY WISD{]M
the Filth uses the pronoun “ I They say that Sammy Bunter has eaten

Fisher T. Fish built 3 wireless
set and claimed to get programmes

nd of uimu
lling Mr. Queleh

When Alonzo Todd went biking,
8 l}:lﬂﬂﬂ Removites by appear-

Wun Lung showed his ingenuily y
ing

by building a small healicopter.

When Bolsover mainr arrived af
to ibe nata with a cricket bat almost

the gamo bas met with your appraval,”
Tho Remove tewm, without waitin

hear more of w3 i OT i i i

howting Tystercaly. Thoy san sand nay: Tab 48 Oulory | lnkch o Slelt'oves “Lie” B Ha Mg * Moo, " Ahouth - he Fomsbee hul " wion g tom Amercy, o, wit doins more tgagatly (s 2y olnes o lugo lunp of challe thinking it was Margote

thing from hml}'-ll'nl:'r bowlers to barm:ﬂ-:m'g; ever, turaed wrath to laughfer by ** erashed  in the midst of the oreated quite & sengation, Quelch asked 1t h: ﬂlﬂ gver ﬂn:uﬁ#:s to ﬂli:ten-m Thgg tglgi- ahuknat! mes’f:?'ffa“mfffﬂ rock. But the yarn is not jennerally beleeved

but when business-letter-wiiters invade the Prgs ok 0 bowl Bolsover out Remove _cricketers—fortunately ‘ Lonzy's 7’ ides of & hike was had any of them stuffed, to show Cherry discovered the American tothe factthat Potter and Greene, 1010 truo. e

ericket ficld, they give up I gl & dn:taig times—in gpite of withoud J:ﬂurmﬁ snytbhing buft only &8 couple of miles. After rﬂ-ﬂl&, “ Prouty ** dried up. * programmes " were reproduced his ehums, let it go in one ear  M0st pecple feel thal it's too much to
i3 h:_s bat | & hblicopter | that, ** Lonzy ** was ““lagged " | Perhaps he lelt ** caunght,' too | from & gramopbons redord and out of the ofher | ewallow |



