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YOUR LETTERS ARE A

64 o By
Look, Dad, it’s
» . b b
in colours now !
'ANY  important Meccano parts are now
enamelled in red or green, and thess, in
combination with the bright brass Wheels
and Gears and the 'p|ated S‘ln'p: and Girders,

oduce an exquisite effect, _
g::!cendi& new models are now made and

the scope of this {sscmats mstructive
pastime of Meccano model building is considerably
widened. -

Users. of the old Meccano should get the new

coloured parts and begin model building again
with a new interest. '

Send for the New Meccano Book
The New Meccano Book tells you all about t—

B oo wil be - J
W sent you Iree- you send o
;t!::ll'd to h‘[lecr::nn Ltd., Dept. 35, Binns Road,
werpool, and mention the pames and addresses
of three chums. Ask for the bock sbout MNew
Mecicano in colours,

PRICE LIST OF NEW MECCANO OUTFITS

No. 00 New Meceans Outhe - - - - 316
Nm ﬂ. .t ot - - - - - 5‘.”]‘
Ne, | ., - L - - - - B/6
MHe, 2 iy ,. - - - - i3/0
Ho.3- = . ® # Y & = =
No. 4 » L 1) - - = = W{“
Hﬂ. 5 i - 1] .T - ':«Il-l'tﬂl'l 55"5

N i od - - Waod 8310
Mo 4 i in - - Carton  105/0

[+ ﬁ i T # - - w.ﬂ-ﬂd Iqﬂ“}
H'ﬂn ? WP " 1] = - ™ 3?{”"
Each Ouw:lit contains a besutifelly llustreled Book of

Inetructions.,

THE NEW

D= WA ES /ST S NSNS

MECCANQO |

MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL |

!

‘Prege  {(1922),
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WELCOME, CHUMS!

—

Your Editor j8 always pleased to hear from his chums. Woile 1o

him when you zre in frouble or ntsd advice, A atamped and

addressed envelope will ensure a speedy reply. Letters should b

addregsed : The Editor, THE MAGHET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated

Lid.,, The Fleetway Houwse, -Farringdon Street,
London, E.G.4.

JOLLY MYSTERKOUS !

= OR reasons I oshall not u'Elu.-ru[pL to.dive inlo we arn
always given io nnderatamd that the nuknowie 15
sotpething wragnificent.  That may be.  Bat e

“Tnknowan ™ wha sends we lwo rnchly dJdecorvad-d

pages about the Magxer 1z something” even bhetbenn §is
artistic communication is,a plea for the “ Ureyfriars Herald,”
and there is a query, all wrapped np in thiz decorative
cpistle, about the artist who is now (rawing the MaGrre
characters, T will put oy clonn's mind at res=t. "Uhe arfi-t
in guestion s not Lawrcnce ast, but Leonard Shicld=.
But to return to this lediee, It s an extracmdbimary affair,
reminiscent of the days when monks were ihe only people

-~ to wield the pen, and any amount of care ha- heen takén in

its oxeeution, No ovdinary “1 "7 aeiz off The opening woieds
of *Dear My, Fditar "=t is o hiz affare with courls awd
Nourishes hke o railway wap®” A huge query mark traced
i bBlee tnk above the nor _de plume of = Linknown " gives
that touch of mysiery ta the opeping papes which was the
cllect my correspoiabont =ieived aftor, But {here's -no
miystery attached fo the message beneath that guery mark,
For it reads: ©The Maoxer is ripping I Well, my nukunown
chiem, T oam grateful for vour views, babk don't you think
wo couldl ik it off Letter if next itnme yon wrete you
inelnded your name and address?

WHEN I'M 92!

“1 hope I shall be reading the Magxer whea I'm ninety-
two,” zays F. Hampson, of Lancs, [ hope so, too, wmy
chum, for vour letter of enthusiasm iz distinetly encouraging,
and vou appear to have mi-u}rtvd onr set of characters ol
Greyiriars for keeps Splendid fellow ! Your snggestion
of splitting Greyfrinrs into two rival houses is a good one
in its way, but I don’t think it would be advisable to puat
it inta practice. This eplit rivalry, =0 to Epn&h,‘ can be
found, a5 you say yourself, in the “Gem.” We den’t
want the two papers to be identical, do we? Btill, the sug-
gostion « shows that you are a thinker as well as an
onthysiast, and I thank you for it.

NINE MEN'S MORRIS !

Mfere i3 a game that everyone will welcome.  Nino
Men's Morriz was oviginally an  cutdoor pame, hut,
owing no doubt to the inclemency of our Enghsh climate,
it became an indoor game, played on o ecarved oak hoard
with men carved of the same materinl, These sets wern
expensive, and therelore “Bhakeipeare’s game” did not
receive the poputarity ib deserved. Dol * Answers ™ has now
made it posuble for everyone {o bhe able te play. An
attractive board snd men have been prepared, and avo now
on sale at any newsagent or foyshop for erghteenpence !

Hexi Monday's Programme:

“COKER ON THE WAR-PATH !

This iz the brst story in a brilliant new servies frem lho
pen of Frayk Richards. AH of vou like Coker, duffer that
ke 1z, for s heart 35 of gold, DMind you read this yarn '}

“THE MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH ! "

In nexi week's bomper monbey readers will lind ihie
apentng chapfers of an amazing new deicetive and Wilkd
Weet adventure varn—oaf which T made mention in la-g
week's Chat—fepturing Ferrers Locke, the Tagtons detective,
and Jack Drake,. hiz boy assistant, Tt is fell of lively
mcident, and will Jiold your aitention bang from the starh
Talt vour pala zhoot 1lis new yaen, choms, and perinado
thenr 1o start in with tbe fiest anstalment. Noxt weck, then !

—

“0FF FOR THE HOLIDAYS [

'?"n s snOLnoe ":.Ejnc;liur "_ firayt the pen ol l}:::;-.;:- Moot
v biopils saothes feafber 1 heg youthiol eap, st ures

Choopio!
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A GOOD TURN FOR THE DAY |—When Harry Wharion & Co, set oul jor an afternoon’s seoul
sevrvice to H. M. Government,

that it is destined to end in their

7 an invaluable

Jriovs, in consequence, {3 coveved with glory !

they .iitle dreimm
Yet it does, and Greyg-

RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
the Chums of Greyfriars, and Frank Courtenay & Co., of Highcliffe.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Wantis to Learn !

e TN ™
S That loud-voieed comma nd

wlich awoke thoe cchoes in the

guad at Greyfriars caused Mr.
Henry Queleh, master of the Hemove, to
jump. And, as this was the third time
that scemingly meaningless word had
rung out with unpleasant volume, and
also the third time that such a learned
and angust personage as Mr. Queleh had
jumped, there was poasibly some justifi-
cation for the frown of annovance that
gettled on the Remove masier's brow,

" As vou were—"shun!”

Alr. Quelch was used to the particular
foree of that last word of command now,
Instead of jumping he frowned the more.
Really it was too bad. The master of
the F{mrth had promised himself a quiet
snd pleasant afterngon with the works
of Thueydides, as a rest from trying to
wstil wisdom inte his Form. DBut it
was impossible to be in harmony with
Thucydides with that awiul row going
on bencath his study window.

“ Namber !

“Wun-ner I

“Two-0-00!"”

“Plireees!™

“Fo-ah ¥
M Bless my soul!” gasped Mr, Quelch,
rising o his feet and erossing to ihe
window, “ Has evervone talen leave of
his senses? Never have I heard such
mutilation of the English language !

Bang !

That was the sound of Ar. Quelel’s
sludy window being reised, which per
E:apfs F”E some inkling of the annovance
g Lelk.

“DB-bless my soul ™

The frown of annoyvance ot the learned
hraw of the Remove master vani-hed as
his cvea heheld the scenes of activity in
the quad below. 'Len yards awav from
his window were about forty boys,
dressed in scout atlire. Fven tha un-
wsual sight of forty junicrs in shorls,

khaki shirts, flaming red searves, and
Stelson hats did not deeeive Me. Queleh
as to their identity. He picked out ab
ouce Ehe stalwart figure of Harry Whar-
ton, captain of the Remove, who stood
three paces or so in advance of the two
ranks of the juniors, from whom it ap-

peared the offending words of command
1zsued,

"As wvou were!” roared Wharlon.
“Look lively there, Snoop! We haven't
all day to pumber. Patrol-—number!”

The response to that vigorous order
brought back the frown to My Quolch’s
brow, for tho Removites fairly lot them-
selves go in their enthusiasm. Tob
Cherry, who, apparently. was numbor
one in the front rank. told the world 20,
in & manner of speaking, for his sten-
torian fonece rumbled round the quad
fong after the scout next to him had
chimed in with his number., And as
both ranks were “ numbering ' indepen-
dently of each other the din was, as
Hurree SBingh expressed il, *terrific!™

Me. Queleh put his fingers to his cars,
an‘d walted for Lhe noiso io conse. Quist
reigned once the scounts at the cond of
the front and rear ranks had numbered.
The Remove master took s deep breath
rid was preparing to remonstrate with
these vonthful disturbers of the peace
when Wharton got poing again, so lo
speal.

“ Not good enough!™ he rapped out.

“"You chans must spap the nmumber!
Don't dwell on it all doy. We'll try it
again—-"

Buet that was more than Mr Quelch
could stand., IHe leaned out of the win-
dow, almost falling out of it in his
anxiety to preveat a further outhreak
of "numbering.”

"Stﬂ"p [.I'J

Wharton faced about and looked up at
the study window az that well-known
voice greefed his ears, and the Eaple
patrol gazed at their respected Form
nwaster as one man.

“Btop!” reiterated Mr. Quelch.

“Whardon!  What dees  this mean®
What 15 gl this unscemly woise about?”

“"Hem! We're scouting this  after.
noon, sir,” replied  Wharton,  “You
son—-"

"I sce a number of young seamps doing
their hest to wale as mueh noize as pos-
sible ! broke in ihe pasior of the I;Zeh
HIOYVO dj‘!-".':-'- “120 vou mean to inform
me  seriously that this abuze of the
English  langaage is  scouting?  he
added.

“I=-J——" bogan Wharton.

AMr. Queleh made an Imperious gesturo.
He had the floor, so to spoak, and was
determined to have his say, porhaps with
the idea of conseling lumszelf for the
precious minutes wasicd with Thuaev-
dides. it

“What is this game veu're playing®™
he demanded. "I distinetly  heard
Cherry say ‘wun-ner' when he knows
Ecrfucth' well that the word *one?’ has

wtk one svilable !

“¥You seo, sir—"

“1 alzo heard Nugent slress ithe word
“three” as #H it were a word with an
undetermined number of vowels, when
any boy in the Second Form ia tanght
te remember that it possesses one.™

“Bat, sir-—"

“And von, Wharton,” went on Mr.
Guelel, “ought to know beiter than (e
icll these boys to 'snap fhe number,
Ts that your idea of seouting

flarry Wharton crimsoned, and some
of the 'ann*l‘.ri’r-m prinned. Really, there
was no arguing with Mre, Quelel in this
mood.

The Remove master, having drawn a
deep breath, continued.

“And if you must—er—scont this
afternoon, Whartan, I should be glad if
you would take your troop away from
my study window. Tho noise vou hava
been making iz unbearable.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Wharion.  We'll
move off now., I'll eall the roll once
we get outside the gates™

Mr. Quelch Dblew his nose violently

Tae Mucuer Lismany.—No, 880,
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and banped 1he window shut, Meantime,
order having been enforced amongst the
pigpling Remove scouts 1n stage
whispers, Harry Wharton’s Eagle patrol
filed out of the gates in the approved
mifitary fashion.

The Hemove master heard the [oof-
steps die away and then he returncd to
his cosy armehair and his beloved Thucy-
dides, But Mr. Quelch seemed fated (o
be interrupted that afierncon, for barely
had he opened the page where he had
left off when a2 respectiul knock came at
hiz door.

' Bother!” muttered the master of the
Hemove under his breath. Then, n dis-
tinctly uninviting tones, he added :

*Come in!"

The door opened, and a fai face,
adorned with a pair of big spectacles,
peered in.

" Bunter ™ snapped Alr. Queleh,
*What do you want?

Billv Bunter rolled in to Llhe stndy
and smiled bemgnly upon his Farm
master. The Owl of the Remove was
garbed in the same atlire as the rest of
the Bemovites, and the picture he pre-
sented was Lruly en astonishing one. The
slhorts he wore scemud fated (o split at
any moment, and the khaki shirt en-
folded his fat and unwieldy carcase like
a glove. The red scarf ticd ronnd his
neck threatened le choke him ab any
morment, whilst the haversack slubg over
hia shoulders looked more like a defllated
balloon than anything else.

At a long glance it was apparent lo
the world that Dunter was a scout, but
tha first impression seemed to indicate
that some strange freak had escaped
from a circus or a “linatic asylum,

Mr. Quelch pursed his H&:»S.
" What on earth are you uing in those
ridiculons clothes™ he snapped. " Take

them off at once I

The master of the Hemove did not
nrean thet latter phrase te bhe taken
literally, maturally, but Billy Bunter
blinked apprehensively for all that.

*¥You see, sir—Y ge began. “I—I—
that 15 to savy, you——"

“ Kindly speak plain English if you are
capable of so deing,” sard Mr. Quelch
irritably. “Yon are wasting my time.
Why have vou come to mef”

“Well, sir,” resumed Bunter. * You
told me this morning that I weas—ahem
—very backward with m-my History,
4 e

The master of the Remove was rather
taken aback.

“And as I'm rather keen to bag the
History prize this year,” wont on Bunter,
*1 wondered whether—ahem—vou'd be
g0 kitel as to set me a History task for
this afternoon 1”

ORI

It was out now, but Bunter might have
been telling Mr. Quelch that he possessod
the eighth wonder of the world, =0
astomishing to the Remove master was
this self-expressed desire to forgo an
afternoon’s holiday for the purpose of
swotting English history,

" Blers my soul ™
_ Bunter had never been willing to learn
in the hours specially set aside by the
school anthorities for such & purpose,
and yet here he was requesting to be
given a task on & half holiday. No
wonder Mr. Quelech was astonished, for
he had almost given up in despair the
idea of impressing upon Bunter that he
waz ab Greyiriars to learn.

Billy Bunter grinned complacent!y.

M Hem! Yours is & very landable’ am-
buion, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch kindly,
vhen he had recovered: his composure,
*“A very landable ambition. But you
bave 2 long way lo gpo!”

“1 know that, sir,” =aid DBunter

THE Mucuer Lieranv.—No. 080,

meekly. “But I'm willing to Jearn.
And--and you've offen remarked that
vou would be willing to give extra toot

to a chap who was fool encugh--I
mean keen enough—toe swot in b
spare fime”

“And 50 I am,” replied Mr. Quelch,
albeit with a wistinl glance at his
Thucydides. An afternoon of coach-
ing Dunter in Enghish History was
something of an ordeal compared with
the literary sweets to ba culled from
his beloved Thucydides.

But, as it happened, Billy Bunter
had no intention of being “caged ™ up
with the master of the move for a
whola afterncon while he talked, as
Bunter reflocted rather ungmmmusl}'.
2 “lot of silly twaddle.” Not for all
tha History prizes in the world would
the fat Owi of the Remove have braved
thrat.

He hastened to enlighten Mr. Queleh
on that point.

“ Porhape, sir, il you marked a pas-
=age in tha lesson hook which you
think  I'm—ahen !—particularly  slow
to grasp, that would help me to make
8 start-thiz aflernoon. I could mug it
up i the stody and then come to you
stne other day sand—"

Mr. Quelch jumped at the oppertu-
nity. Really, it weas the simplest job
in the world to mark & passage In
English History over which Bunter was
particularly dense—that was a task
Mr. Quelch could do with his eyes shut
s0 to speak, there not being a E»m%]ﬂ

azsage in English History that Billy

unter did comprehend to his Form
master’s satisfaction,

Mot for one moment did Mr. Quelch
connect Bunter's stranpe attire with
that peculiar request for “extra toot,”
otherwise the cane now lying on the
desk would have been whistling about
Bunter's fat person. Not for one
moment did he imegine that Bunter
was merely vsing him a3 & tool to
cacape a fatigning afternoon with the
Remove scouts,

Yot such was the reason for the wily
Bunter’s presence in Mr. - Quelch's
study. .

The fat junior blinked triamphantly
over his spectacles. Onoe be had the
exercise in the lesson book marked for
hiz study and perussl, hia next place
of call would be the tuckshop,

But Mr. Quelsh, however, did not
know of the pleasant thoughts  that
roamed leisurely through Bunter's fat
brain. He reached far the English
History book and a pencil and marked
off the first four pages as suitable tesxt
for Bunter to learn %}* heart. Then he
handed the hook te Bunter.

“There, my bor,” he said graciously.
" Just concentrate uwpon the four pages
I have marked. 3omorise the dates
and faets and we'll go over them
tﬂqeﬂlar some other time.”

‘Thank ycu. sir!"” mumbled Bunter.
“"KYou'ra very kind." .

Mot at all.” smaled Mr. Quelch.
“I'm always pleased to encourage a
backward boy who 1z disposed to
improve himsclf. I must sav, Dunter,
that I'm highly gratified to hear of this
desire on your part to learn. Keep- it
up. my bovy.”

“¥es, sir,” said DBunter, prﬂmiainﬁ
himself to do so just as long as it too
him to eross the study floor. * Thank
you, sitl”’

And Bunter, the book under bis arm,
rolled out of the stedy: leaving Mr
Queleh to resume his reading of Thuey-
dides. Pevrhaps, had the master of the
Remove possessed the unigue’ faculey
of being able to =zea through a stout
nak door his kindliness towards Billy
Bunter would have undergone a vinlent

change, for that fat wyouth, once out-
side the study, turned and extended his
fingers 1in tront of his nose as a
measure of appreciation for the interest
Mr., Queleh had taken in him. Fortu-
nately [or Bunter, however, the master
of the Remove did not possess such
penetrating vision,

THE SECOKD CHAPTER.

Dodging the Column !

it UNTER !

B Harry Wharton velled the
name with considerable
vigour, The FEagle ?atrul

was ranged along. the school wall out-
gide the gates and their leader was
calling the roll. Every name had been
answered except that of Bunter. Even
Skinner & Co., slackers as they were,
had attended the general parade of the
Remove scouts, doubtless on account
of the hefty boot Bob Cherry had
energetically placed behind each one
of them when abjections had been
voiced against their turning out.

The scout movement at Greyfriars

waa being taken very seriously now,

and by ballot amongst the Remavites it

had been decided to make it compul-
agry for every member of the Form to
turt out for manceuvres one day a
month. Even Lord Mauleverer, who
was genecrally too tired to do anything
but slumber on the comfortable sofe
in hiz study, had summoned sufficient
energy to turn out that afternoon.

And yet Bunter had absented him-
self from parade.

“Bunier " yelled Harry Wharton,
for the second thime.

But answer came there none.

“He's dodged the column,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“The {:’t‘. ‘freak,” grunted Johnny
Bull, “He was on parede just before
old Quelchy popped his giddy head
out of the window, because 1 brought
him along by his ear.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gilence in the ranks,” commanded
Wharton. ' Cherry and Nugent fall
cut and search for Bunter.”

Chorry  and Nugent zaluted end
hastened off. The rest of the seouls
locked impatient, The afterncon’s

praghrn.mm& was too good to be mucked
up by hanging sbout for such a fatb
freak a5 Bunter, they considered. But
Wharton was a stickler for discipline.
Bunter had been otdered on parade,
and the parade would wait for him.

Frank Courtenay & Co., of High-
cliffe, had arranged to “skirmish”
with the ove scouts that sunny
gubumn afternoon, qu thesa
mangeuvres between the rival scouts
were ususlly full of inecident. Thus
the impatience of the Remove troop to
ba off grew as the minutes elapsed
without cither sign of Dunter or
Cherry and Nugent.

Bob and Frank; as a matter of fact,
had searched the whole of the School
Housze in their efforts to locata the
missing Owl, And as it was only to
be expected, they did not dream of
looking for him in Mr. Quelch’s study.

“Where on earth has the silly frog
got to 1 grumbled Bob Cherry.

‘‘Hlessed if I know,” said Nugent.
“T'Il burst him when I do see him!”

The tudkshop was tried and drawn
blank ; even the hox-room was searched.
But there was no sien of Bonter,

“(Oh, let's chuck it 1" said Tob Cherry,
HWe can't waste all the hlessed after-
noon hunting for Dunter™

Nugent nodded.

The chumsz turned and descended
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* Front rank—1left turn ! ”* commanded Wharton. ** As each scoui passes the prisoner he will
** I—Yaroooooh ! **

gtaff | Quick march | Right wheel ! **

** Yah ! " roared Bunter.

sdminister a siroke with his
Numbers one and two In the front

rank had reached their objective. Thelr staffs came down on Bunter’s tight nether garments with resounding thwacks, and
the yells that followed could have been heard a mile off. (See Chapler 2.)

the staircase to the Remove passage
agatnn, and just at that moment Billy
B-ugter emerged from Mr., Quelch's
Hudy. !

“There he is!™ hissed Bob Cherry.

“My  hat!” ejaculated Nugent.
“What's ho been doing in Queleh’s
study?"

“Ask me another,” chuckled RBab,
“But look what he's doing now!”

Bob was referring to the exceed-
ingly rude gesture Bunter was making
with his extended fingers at the door
of the Hemove master’s study.

“The checky rotter! exclaimed
Nupent,

Bob Cherry canght hiz chum by the

arin.

“Lot's pop into the study,” he whis-

red. ‘F“’;:: can't make a scene out-
side Quelchy's door.™

“Not after what happened in the
?und." agreed Nugent, "“We'll wait
or Bunter to come along.”

The two juniors withdrew into Study
No. 1 and waited. Soon  {ootsteps
schoed along the passage. Then ecame
a fat chuckle in Bunter’s familiay
YOLCD,

“Beasta!™ he mubttered alond. “I've
dona ‘emt!  Catch meo fagging about
the woods on & day like this. I bhel
they never thought of locking for me
in Quelehy's stuwdy., He, he, Lo !™

Bunter rolled on down the passage
musing thus, unaware that Boly Cherry
snd Nugent were silently following
him. He halted at the window seat by
the School Housze porch and slipped
the English History book in the locker,

And, at that moment, Bob Cherry and
Frank Nugent pounced vpon him and
gripped him by a fat car-piece.

“Whoooop !

“Now then, old lard barrel!”
grinned Bob  Cherry. “Bo  you
thought you'd donc us, did wou?”

“¥arocooh!™ howled Bunter., “I
thought you rotters had gone! Lepgo
my ears, you beasts! Wow!”

“Yank him along!” =zaid Nugent.
“We'll give him six with a staff when
wo join the others!”

“Yow! I say, vou fellows, I'm noi
soouting thiz afterncon—--"

“Your little mistake, my pippin.
You are!” said Bob Cherry pleasantly.

“But—leggo, my oar, vou beast--
I'm swotting ! howled Bunter.

“You're whatt”

Bunter blinked at hiz captorz indig-
nanily.

“It's & fact, Cherry. Ywvo been fo
Quelehy and asked him {o give me
extra tool !

“Wha-a-at ¥

HNow T hepe you'll have ihe
deceney 1o refease  mo,”  econtinued
Bunter warmly. “You know what a
dab I am at History—-"

“We do! We does!”

“Tve told Quelchy thai T'm gowng
fo bag the History prize this term!”

“You didn't tell him that yvou were
going to bag a record licking for dodg-
ing the ecolumn, did vou?"” said Bo
Cherry., “That would have been nearcr
the truth.”

“Really, Cherry, I hope vou can take
a fellow's word.” said the Owl of the

Remow peevishly, “You wouldn't
stand in the way of & {ellow baggivg o
decent prize at Higtory, would you £

“MNol if he wern telling the truth,”
replied Bob Cherry, “But yvou ean't
stall me with & yarn like thail, even
if you managed to pull the wool over
Quelchy's eyes! Come on

And Bob gave o playful twisl to
Bunter's ear,

* Yaorooooh 1"

“ Huve another?” suggested Nugent.

" Whoooop ! Leggo, vou rotiers! 1'H
lell Quelchy! I fell you I'mn swotting
this afternoon! Quelchy gave me &
ook with an exercise marked up---—
Grooough ! Leggo !

“And you've just pitched it inlo the

locker ! chuckled Bob Cherry. " Not
good enough!  You're wanted o
parade | And  you're cowing owu
parade ™

And Billy Dunter hiad no choice in
Lhe mnatler after thal, With a tight geip
on each car, Chorry and Nugent husiled
the fat juunior along et a rare paes.
Whether hoe wanled to go or pol, tlw
fat Owl of the Remove had na further
say in the matier beyvond a number of
unfintshed cjoculations, such as:
Yooooop! 1 {ell you-———
Leggo, you rotterz! Crooough!
vrikey !

And in & gasping, spluttering heap of
indignation, Billy Bunter was brouglhi
before his patrol leader.

Wharton listened grumly to whal Dol
Cherry had to say, and when e bLad
‘Te Macrer Lasmary.—No. 980
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THANKS!

finished the patrol leader of the Eagles

tf'!':ed a military eye upon the shivering
w).

“You know what sentence you're
liable to for absenting yourself without
leave ! he said sternly.

“ Death 1 chuokled Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Bilence in the ranks !

“Really, Wharton,” exclaimod Bunter,
“why can't you let a fellow ewot if he
wants to? I can't afford to spend an
afternoon chasing about the woods like
a silly kid!™

“Enpugh!” ejsculated the patrol
leader of the Hagles. “Bunter, for
absenting wourself without leave, and
trying to erade the issue—"

“0Oh, wmy hat!” chuckled Vernon.
Smith. “Good word that!”

“The goodfulftess of tlie esteemed and
ludicrous word i terrific!”™ purred
Hurres Bingh.

“Trying to evada the issue™ con-
tinued Harry Wharton gravely, * by tell-
log a lot of whoppers, you are court-
martiailed, and the sentence is——"

“He ham't been tried yet!” hooted
Bkinmer. “You cah’'t sebience o chap
before you court-markisl him "

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You are sentenced to receive a stroke

with the staff from every member of the.

front rank of the Eagle Patrol!" con-

cluded Wharton.

“0Oh, my hat!”

Billy Bunter blinked round him
nppraaenaiulj. Byt t{here was no
escape.

b ly, Wharton——"

T'i';:FTuut r;gé::—-]eft tutn 1 eﬂﬁmmdﬁﬁ
arton, hiding & grin. " Am esc
scout pa'hs&n tﬁa prisoner, he will
administer a stroke with his staff [

“"What-ho 1"

" The [ront rank's good turn for the
day 1" chuckled Skinner.

“1 sy, Wharton,” hooted DPunter,
“T'm juﬂy well not going to stand this!
I____H-

“Front rank-—guick march! Right
whee] I

“"¥ah!” roared Bunter. *l—
Yarooooooh 1™

No. 1 in the front rank had reached
hig objective. Hie staff came down on
Bunter's tight nether garments with &
resounding whack, and the yell that faol-
lowed 1t could have been heard a mile

Whack !

"Wow! Yow!¥

Az each scout passed there was a fresh
whack and a fearful howl. Ry the time
the sentence had been ecarried out
Bunter was wishing that he hadn't
dodged the column.

“I'll keep an eye on von thiz after-
noon ! said Wharton, as Dunter was
hustled back into his place. "“"Hold
your head ap!”

Bunter held his head up, what time
groans and moans escaped his lips.

“Form fours!” came Wharton's com-
mand in ringing tones.

The Ea.%Ees jumped to ohey.

“Right! Quick march!”

And, with a swinging steide, tho
Eagle Patrol merched along the lane in
coluomn of fours, their * fashes ™ of
bright scarlet Auttering bravely in the
breeze.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Manceuvres !

4 ATE, begad [
I e Courey of Higheliffe
uttered the remark, and sank

’ wearily on a little hummeck
in the clearing.
Tuep Magxer LiERany.—XNo. 980,

His chum, Frank Courienay, captain
of the Fourth at Highcliffe, grinned
at the Caterpillar unsympatheiically.
Frank had had 2 difficult job to per-
sunde the Caterpillar that an after.
noon's scouting was ketter than a nap
on the study sofa. But even the easy
march fromm Higheliffe to the clearing

in Friardale Wood proved too much for
Do Courcy.
“You'ra suech a deuced pllﬂl'grjl,i-l::

chap, Franky,"” ho remarked languidly,
a3 he mopped his perspiving  brow.
“And hére we are, all dressed up and
nowhere to go, so fo speak '™

“Oh, Wharton and his scouts won't
be lmlg!" said Courtenay. “I expect
something has deilayed them.”

“Then I hepea somethin® delays them
all the afternoon, begad !”

The Higheliffe scouts grinned.

“We'll make wp for lost time when
they do arrive,” said Courtenay.
" We've arranged a strong programme
for this sfterncon, you know. Woe'ra
going to choose a camp, post our zen-
trice, and ell that, and Wharton's erowd
will attack us.”

“Oh, begad!"™ grosncd Ide Courcy.
“That sounds an awful fag, Franky, old
man ¥

“It will do you good 1™

The Calerpillar grimaced.
his doubls about that.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™

Bob Cherry's steniorian volce rang
out as the leading four of the Eagle
Patrol entered the clearing.

“There's sncther t'ea:rl;'l.ﬁly anergetio
fellow ! murmured the Caterpillar,
scrambling to his feet, “0Oh dear!
What & life!”

The Wn!f' Patrol of the Highclife
scouts fell into line as their friendly
enemiez marched up.

“ Patrol—"shun I" roared Courtenay.

“Patrol—halt M comiinandad Wharton.

The two patrols stood stifly to atten-
fion ma their' reapectivo leadess saluted
egch: other; then came the command to
“ Stand at ease T

Thereafter the two patrol leaders dis-
cussed their plan of campaipgn, Courte-
nay promising to select a camp within
twenty minutes of the start of
maneuvres, Wharion agreeing to try
to cepture it.

“We'll give you a run for your
money,” said Courtenay. “And it's
understiood that the first o spot an
enemy and name him  constitutes o
capture,”

* Apreed 'V

The patrol leaders saluted apd turned
to their troops.  Five minuics later they
were on the march. Wharton led his
men to the north, whilst Courlenay
drew off to the Soutl.

When the TRemove seouts  had
traversed aliout a couple of hundred
vards Wharton called ihem to o halt.

“Bmithy,” he called out, “you will
take four men and reconnoited the
eround ahead as soon as the twenty
minutes agreed upon has elapsad. But
be careful you've nol spotied by the
enamy, for if you're scen yvou become a

He had

nrisoner, ¥ ou understand #Y
“Leave it to me! grinned the
Bounder.

The remainder of the patrol was split
up into three storming sections. Johnny
Bull was to command the main body,
FPoter Todd the Jeft wing, and Wharton
the right wing.

The patroi ﬁ:a.nh}r of the Fagles looked
ab his watceh, and then snapped it shut.

"Time's up!” he remarked laconic-
ally. ""Off you go, Smilky 1

thhe Bounder took his four scouts and
moved off stealthily. In less than five

minules he was back with the main
hody, who were advancing at a leisurely
]Jili"l"‘.

¢ nemy cocampment a quarter of a
mile ahend, near the Priovy rains,™ he
reparted,

Wharton looked thoughtful.

“That gives me an idea,” he re-
marked. “1f Courtenay’s lot are choos-
ing that place, it leaves us a chaneo Lo
take them by surprise 1n the rear.” He
turned to Jobnny Bull, * You keep on
with the main body, Johanny, and 171
take four chaps and work round hehind
the enemy. An owl’s hoot will tell you
that we've succeeded in making our
detour uncheerved ; four blasts of the
whistlo will tell yon to advance and
storm the position.”

E“"nght-hc, captin!" pgrinned Johnny
wils

Wharton beckoned to Bolb Cherry,
Frank Nugent, and Hurree Singh, as
three of the men he required. Then
his glanee fell upon Bunter. The patrol-
ledder of the Eagles knew that the fat
Owl would soon make himself scarce
when the business began in real earnest,
and Wharton had promised to give exira
spacial attention to Billy Bunter.

_ [Bunter," .he called out, *“you will
join my party 1"
“Oh, lor'1” groaned Bunter.

But he rolled out frem the ranks and
ranged himself alongside the choscen
three, for all that. The memory of his
record licking on the general parade still
rankled,

“SBingle file!” commanded Wharton,
placing himself at the head of his men.
“Quick march ™

With scout poles at the “trail,” the
five sconis swung out of sight, Rilly
Bunter p]nﬂdding along after the stal-
wart captain of the Bemove, and fol-
lowed by Bob Chorry. - And every time
Bunter lagged he received a sharp prod
in the rear from the tip of Bob’s staff.

“Wow!" groaned the fat junior after
five minutes’ marching at s steady pace.
*I'm dome! I tan't go on an¥ farther,
vou beasts I

“Think again!” said Bob Cherry,
bringing the scout pole into play again.

i WHQWP IIJ'

“"That better, old fat man®™ chuckled
Rhl
“Wow! DBeaszt!™

And Bunter, spiration streaming
down his podgy features, plodded on.

*Quiet now ™ hizsed Wharion, whosre
lina of route had been somnething in the
nature of a half-circle. *Not & word!
We've passed Courtenay’s camp. Now
we'll make for that hillock over there.”
He indicated a grassy elevation about
forty wards ahead, fiom  which un-
doubtedly a close waich could be sct
on the enemy camp.” Then, wrigpling
like snakes through the thick under-
growth that abounded in this part of
the wood, the Eagles made for their

objeckive,

“Cood ! mutiered Wharton, when
the hillock was renched,  “Jolly smart
work that!”

“Grocoogh I groaned Bunter, sinking
inlo a  recumbent  position, “I'm
dying!"”®

“Ha, ha, ha!' chuckled Bob Cherry
and Nugent unfeclingly; and Hurrce
Singh remarked that the *dyingfulnesa
of the esteemed and ludicreoas Bunier
was the proper caper.

Wharton pointed ont the enemy en-
campment with his scont pole.

“They evidently den’t expect any
movement from this direction,” he mut-
tered to his chuma. “No sign of o
scout coming thia way,

"?g"Sh!”

Bobk Cherry hissed the warning and
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dragged his chums down flat on their
stomachs.
- A moment later,  peering over the
erest of the small plateau, the Eagles
gpotted the ked crown of an enemy
hat moving like a shadow amongst the
thick ferns below.
“Bhall I nab him?" whispered Bob.
Wharton nodded.
Silently Bob rose to his feet and de-
rted. From their coign of vaniage
harton and the others watched him
make a circuitous advance to the unsus-
pecting ~outpost of the Wolf Patrol.
Almost on top of him erept Bob, and
than came the challenge. !
“You're spotted, De Courcy!" said
Bob, “Count yourself my prisoner "
The Caterpillar jumped. ]
“Oh, begad! You gave me quite a
turn, dear in;lr i

“You're out of the scrap nowil”

grinned Bob.

‘De Courcy grinned. :
“You always wersa an cbligin’
chappie, you know!” he remarked

stifing & vawn. "1 was simply dyin
for & snooze. I shall be able to crawl
under that giddy tree and have forty
winks with an untrpabled econscience.”

Eob Cherry grinmed.

“You awiunl elacker " hie said.

The Caterpillar yawned.

“I know, Nature made me lired.
And this crawling sbout is awfully
Istiguin', you know.”

JAnd, with & languid smile, the Cater-
pillar dragged his weary footsteps to

' de of a spreading osk and sank
down beneath it. In less than two
minutes he was fast asleep. _

“Well, he's the giddy limit!"
chuckled Bob, as he made his way back

‘Wharton and the others. “[If all
Wolves are like that we shall have
an easy time !

“Good man!” said Wbharton, as Bob
rejoined the party. “You trailed him
fippingly 1™

“We ought to ﬁvu Johnny the signal
now,” remarked Nugent.

Wharton nodded.

“I'll give him a hoot mow,” he said.

The Lagle Patrol lemder roee to his
feet -and prepared to give the required
boot; but it never pasied his lips, for
at that moment his attention was drawn
to & fast-moving object in the sky to
the right of him.

Hia chums followed his gaze,

" Great Scott!” muttered Bob Cherry,
“That aeroplanc’s moving some |

“It s It are!” agreed Nugent,

shading his eyes with the brim his
Atetson. “Jove! It's coming down!™
“"You're right!"' exclaimed Wharton.
“There's something wrong! Did you
see that flame shoot out from the
Eﬂ‘%lﬂﬂ?"
he Eagles looked serious. They

knew little of flying, but common sense
told them that something was wrong
when they saw another Hash of flame
leap out from the engine.

“That chap's in trouble!"
Nupent. * He's going to land.”

‘Ifiﬁer seroplane was dropping at an
alarming rate now.

Intercest in the attack on the Wolves'
cutnp-was forgotten for the nonce as the
Engles eyed the descent of the plane
fizedly. 'The pilot was evidently making
a “"forced landiug,” for he was en-
circling a small clearing, and his
machine was “side-slipping ¥ in dizey
fazhion.

“Can he Jand in that space? asked
Boby Cherry anxiously,

“Just, I should say,” remarked
Wharton thoughtfully, “That's why
be's doing that side-slipping business, so
that he won't overshoot the mark.”

said

HCome on!” said Nugent. “Let's trot
over. Fe reay want a hand—"

But the; juniors were already starkting
for the clearing ; even Billy Bunter was
concerned, and he ambled in the wake
of Harry Wharton & Co., forgetiul of

‘his fatigue.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Shanghaled !
HE scouts threaded their way
through the trees with & rush.
And just as they broke into the
clearing the machine—a large
Bq‘g]:ﬁi]nn& air liner—touched ground.
The. wheels of the undercarriage hit
the short, crisp turf and bounded up
again, For a-moment 1t looked as if
the plane would dive nose-foremost into
the ground, but the pilot steadied it
The wheels touched earth again, the
tail seftled down, and, like some huge
i:;:u-ﬁi, the plane came to a graceful stand-
still,
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“Brave!” whooped Bob Cherry.

“Bome landing!"” exclaimed Nugent.
 Another ten yards and the plane would
hdve been into the hedge.”

A near thing!” agreed Wharton.

Tha Eagler bounded forward, Bunter
a bad last.

“TBravo!"” roared Bob Cherry.

The pilot of the plane was putting u
his gogeles, but az the sound of Bob's
vowe reached him he did an extra-
crdinary thing, Fis right hand sought
gomathing in the cockpit of the plane.
Next moment Harry Wharton & Co.
found themselves looking into the shin-
ing barrel of a revolver.

“Oh, my hat '

The exclamation had barely passed
Bob Cherry’s lips when the revolver dis-
appeared, and the pilot of the plane
jumped Efrom hiz =zeat.

He was a tall. broad-shouldered in-
dividual, aud what parts of his features
his belwet lefi uncovered showed him
to be swarthy.

Wharton & Co. moved forward, theip
curipsity fully aroused.

The pilot looked abeoot fnm furtivels:
and then. sestming to be reassured o
one point, he beckoned the juniors o
him.

“IHave yon secn anyone aboul leie?”
he ashked Wharton, and there wasz a e
cidedly foreign fAavour io his voice.

“No one but  voweself,”  suid
Wharten.

“That 15 good!”

The pilot emiled wvpon ke fbve

astonished juniors.

“Troubtless you saw what was in mvy
hund when you boys stariled me juest
now,” he said easilyv. 1 did not mean
to I'rightaen you ™

“We saw_a revolver,” admitied
Wharton. “Bub vou did ncl frighten
ns."

“Ah, no! returned the man, eveing
the juniors sharply. “Buot one cannot
be too carciul when on Government
business.”

“QOht" ]

1t the pilot was on Government buszi-
ness it was cuite likely that the im-
portance of it demanded that he should
be armed. Though why he should level
hiz revolver ot a crowd of schoolboy
geouts passed Wharton & Co.'s compre-
hension. But the pilot hastencd to
explain matters, ]

“] was foreed to land,” ho said.
“Indeed, I am thankiul to have done
g0 without losing my life.” i

“There was something wrong with
your engine, sir?"

“There was indeed. There's a leak-
age in the potrol pipe,” said the pilot.
“ At any moment I cxpected to be on
fire.”

“Phew! What a lucky cscape”

The pilot smiled. then winced, and his
left hand caressed a derk stain high up
on the leather sleeves of hiy jacket
covering his right arm.  Wharton &
Co. saw the movement, saw the ominous
stain, and felt sorry for the fellow.

“You're  hurt” said Wharton
anxiously, “Can we do anything for
you? We're scouts, you know.” .

“It 1= nothing,” said the pilot. "I
damaged nty arm on one of the con-
trols. It is bleeding a little, but 1t is
nothing.”

Wharton & Co. were astonished by
that remark. They knew litkle of sero-
plane controls, but 1t struck them as
bei decidediy gueer that the pilot
should damage bis arm on them sufli-
clent to draw blood. Bot they said
nothing.

Agnin the mlot's eves searched tle
clearing.  Really, it looked as if the
man expected someone to appear al
any moment. [Te canght the suspicious
looka in the faces of the =scoufs and
hastened to explain.

“As T remarked before, T am an
Government  work,” he said easily,
“Very important work, 1 hke not tine
forecd landing, for I may bo attacked
at any moment.”’

L1 [}h [!:

Wharton conld now understand whe
the man glaneed about him so furtivel-.
as if he expected to be attacked at anv
moment,

“This plane carvies Covernmens
property lo thoe extent of two millios
pounds,” coutinued the piloi.  “And
other people know i, Ifeee—"

He did not fimish  the scntence, b
Wharton & Co. filled ir the blank, as it
were, There were plenty of erooks whn
would make a desperate bid to posse-s
aich & sum they knew: but that IFrias-
dale should shelter them  occasioned
them some surprise.

Tie Macser eniny.-——wo, 980,
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“1 must get this leak repadrad,” re-
sumed the pilot, examining tha {an in
the petrol pipe of the engine. What
ean 1 do? What ean I do®”

His eyes searched the sky overhead,
then roamed round the clearing again
and back to the engine.

“What can I do¥” ]

“We'll rush off and fetch & mechanic
from Lhe village,” voluntecred Wharton,
" Perbaps he could fix it vp for you.”

The pilot .scowled savagely.

“There i no time,” he muttered—
“no time! I must take the air within
five minutes, Perhaps you will be good
enough to help me turn the machine
round 7

“Cartainly 1" :

Willingly did the juniors chorus that
assent. %beying the man’s instructions,
they hung on to the wing extremities
and tho tail of the plane between them,
whilst the pilot raced the engine.

In a few moments the position of the
air liner was reverzed—with a clear run
of sixty odd yards for the “taxi ™ out
which s necessary before a plane can
rise into the air.

“Thank you, my bovs!” said the
pilet. Then, half to himself: " No time!
I must get off agam [

"But you can't, with & hole like that
in the petrol pipe!” protested Wharton,

The pilot turned on him with a
dramabic gestura,

“There 15 no such word as can’t when
one 15 an Government busineas, ™

“But tha plane will cateh fire—"
began Wharton, who could not help
admiring the man’s pluck and his eon-
seientiousnesa.

“I must teke my chance,” came the
reply.  “It iz fatal for me to linger
here, ™

Wharton & Co. could not quite see
cye to eye with that remark, but the
l_:&n gave them no tima to ponder over
it.

“I must bind something round ihe
lealeage,” he muttered hall to himself.
5 .iupiacu of waterproof sheeting would

o.

“If that's all you want T ean help
vou there 1 exclaimed Wharton,

“Baved ™

The enthusiasin that sprang into the
word made the juniors look at the pilot
sharply; but he merely smiled.

“"You are 2 good scont,” he said to

Wharton.  “T shall not forget, 'The
waterproof —quick 1"
He almost snatched - the proffored

ground-sheet from Wharton's hands he-
fore that junior had time to unroll it
from kis pack.

Next minute the man was working
feverishly., He tore the ground-sheet in
heif, and folded cne piece into fonr.
Chis he placed over the rent in tha
petrol pipe.

Meantime, Bunter, who was less intor-
ested in what the pilot was doing than
with the interior of the machine, had,
in hiz usnal inquisitive fashion, opened
the door of the cabin. Next minute he
had disappeared inside the machine,

Wharton & Co. watched the pilot
working feverishly for a8 moment or two,
and then, growing tired of that, they
asked permission fo have & ook vound,

The pilet, without pawnsing in  his
labours, grunted some reply that
emed to imply consent, and the Grey-

friars scouts followed Bunter into the
spagious cabin.

oIt was Bited with swivel armahairs,
into one of which the Owl of the
Remove had already sunk, And Whaz-
tan & Co. followed his example.

“Some bus)” exclaimed DBob Cherpy
Tre Maicner LIBRARY,—No, 980, L

running his eve over the elaborate fit-
tings. “Jove! 1 wouldn't mind a trip
in this!”

* Weither would I if the petrol were
0.K.,” grinned Nugent. “That chap’s
taking a risk in patching up a leakage
like that.”

Wharton nodded.

“Wouldn't like to be in his shoes,” he
remarked thoughtfully. ]

“I say, vou fellows,” piped Billy
Fuonter, who had spotted a number of
iron-bound packing-cazes in the tail end
of the cabin. " Do you think therc's
any grub in these bozes?”

“Fathead!™ prinned Bob Cherry.
“Government plancs don't lay in stores
for o siege.’

“I bet there’s something worth having
in those boxes, anyway,” said Bunter,

And in that Billy Bunter was right,

The chums of the Remove chatted on,
forgetful of the attack on Courtenay’s
camp, forgetful of evervthing in their
eagerncss to see everything the big
plane contained.

Meanwhile, the pilot of the plane was
putting the finishing touches to the leak
in the petrol pipe. He had wrapped
the folded mpng-ghﬂet round the pipe,
and was binding it into position wih
lengths of copper wire. Perspiration
was streaming down his faes, and the
dark stain on his right arm was spread-
ing. Several ejaculgtions in a foreign
tongue escap his  thin lipsa as he
worked, and ever and amon his rather
shifty eyes would search the surround-
mg trees.

“Good I” he exclaimed as he wound
the last cprece of wire in position.
“That will suffice for the journey. It
was lucky these confounded hovs were
an the epot,  But I must get rid of
them hofore they become suspicions!”

Wharton & Co. would have been a
trifie astonizhed had they overheard that
remark; but the ecabin was a fair die.
tance from the engine,

The pilot wiped his hand on a pieco
of cotton-waste, and stepped towards the
door of the cabin.

“Young gentlemen.” he said, “T must
ask you to step out, My time is valu-
able, -

Crack!

The loud report of a pistol-shot close
at hand made Harry Wharton & Co.

jump. Next moment the door of the
cabin was slammed home.

“What the dickens!” ejaculated
Wharton, jumping to his feet.

Crack!

Another shot rang oub—the juniors
heard it screech over the fusclage of
the plane. Then, to their further sur
prise, the engine burst into motion with
a roar, and the plane trembled and
shook to iis reverberations.

“Oh, my hal!” exclaimed Wharton, as
the noise of the engine increased, almost
drowning his words,

“We're moving ! roared Baob Cherry
sicldenty.

There was no mistaking that. The
plane was already moving over the
ground, pathering speed ~ at  every
second. Peering %mm the windows of
the cabin, the impriconed juniors saw
the trees whiz by, then they felt them-
selves being forced into the hottom of
the cabin as the pilot performed a
dangerons ciimbing turn. Earth and
cky seomed inextricably mixed to the
dumbfounded juniors, and they felt a
sickening sensation in the pit of their
stomachs.

“Wow Y proaned Bunier.

The earth and sky straightened out.

When the juniors had recovered suffi-
ciently to peer out of the cabin win-
dows, they saw that they were about
three hundred feet above the earth,

“ The police!” panted Wharton.

He pointed down to the ground where
the plana had stood & few moments
earlier, ‘There, with revolvere gleaming
in tha sunlight, stood three men—iwo of
then: in ordinary civilian attire, the
other in the familiar police uniform.

“That's Inspector Urimes!” roared
Nugent,

Crack, crack, crack!

Above the roar of the engine came
three sharp reports &s the men on the
ground emptied their revelvers at the
plane,

But the shots spparently did Ilittle
damuoge, for the plane forged on at a
terrific speed, its nose pointed above the
horizon—climbing in record fashion.

“Well, this i3 a go, and no mistake "

mutiered Bob Cherry.
. “There's something jolly fishy sbout
it all!” said Nugent. “ Why should this
chap be running away from the police?”
“The Rshfulness of the dstecned and
ridiculous flight is terrific,” said Iuky,
“We are departfully leaving the earth
behind.”

There was a howl from Bunter. That
fat youth was in a state of mortal ferror.
He had never been up in an aeroplans
before, and the experience and the ex-
citement of it had unnerved him,

“1 want to go down!™ he howled,
" Tell that rotten pilot to stop the plane.
Wow !

* The only way vou'll get down, ss far
as I can see,” said Bob Cherry, “is to
jump overboard,*

“Groooogh! 1 feel awful 1™

The Owl of the Remove certainly
looked “awful.” Already the motion of
tho plane was creating disturbances in
Bunter’s stomach, and his face wore a
greenish hue that gave promise of more
violent eruptions to come.

“This iz crocked business,” said
Wharton, who had been turning over
in his mind the alarming sequence of
eventa. “I'm going fo have a word or
two with thet blessed pilot.”

Hea elutched the hancﬁail of the plane,
and made for the spot where a short
ladder comnected the cabin with the
pilot's cockpit higher wp.,  Wharton
picked his way through the maze of
interlacing wires on eithor side of the
narrow stairease, and stood behind the
pilot at last.

The force of the wind at first nearly
bowled the Greyfriars junior over as he
stood up in that open space, but he grew
aceustomed to it. Then he tapped the
pilot on the shoulder.

The man did not even look round.
Hiz ayes were fixed on the sky ahead,
and his face was drawn and strained.

“I say!” bawled Wharton, trying te
make his voice carry above the whistling
of the wind and the roar of the engine.
“ What's this mean? The police——"

The man looked up at last.

“Hpeak up!” he roared.

“"Youw've got to land!”
Wharton,

The pilot shonk his head,

“Tmpozsible I he exclaimed.

Wharton felt his anger rising.

“I tell yon wou've pob to land!® hae
repeated. " We're schoolbovs.  We can't
be taken on a forced flight like this.”

The pilot shrugged his shoulders.

“You should not have moeddled with
me!™ he said. "I mever asked vou 10
gtepr into the ecabin. T had no Lime o
wait for you to get out. My life was at
stake. T had no other alternative buk
to take you up with me.”

Wharton's eyes blazed,

bellowed
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unsuspecting

prisoner [ The Calerpillar jurmped.

outpost ol the Wol patrol.
** Oh, begad !

{ From their colgn of vantage Wharton and the rest of the EHEIE troop watched Bob Cherry make a clroultous advance to the
“ You're spotted, De Courcy !** shouted Bob Cherry.
You gave me quite a turn, dear bay ! » *' You're out of the scrap now !*

sald Bob. (See Chaptler 3.)

* Count yoursell my

“But the machine izn’t even safe!”
he rotorted hotly, ' At any moment the
leak in 'the pipe might start again.
What then?” .

The man shrogged his shoulders agam.

“It is & garable!” he smiled. “If we
catch fire, tt will ba all up with us!”

“You callous rotter!” exclaimed
Wharton., **We're not standing that. I
tall yon we must land. Do you hear?”

The pilot nodded.

“We shall land,”” he answered calmly
—*“when we get ta Russia !V

* Rusma 1

“1 said so!”

Wharton started. The prospect of a
flight to Russia appalled him, ospecially
in a plane that was liable to catch fire
at any moment.

“You're jolly well not taking us to
Russia!™ he snorted. * You're landing
ue before you leave the coast!™

"“Impossible!” was the laconic reply.

Carrying on a conversation in such
cireumstances was difficult and most un-
satizfactory.

Full of his strange news, Wharion
retraced his footsteps. He told his chums
what tho outeame of his shorl conversa-
tion with the pilot was, and there were
loud exclamations of dismay when it
was understood that the next stopping-
place was Ruassia.

“Wow!" groancd Bunfer, “I'm jolly
well not going to be taken to Russia!”

That was the general view of the
shanghaied juniors, but really therc
seeined little else to expect except some-
thing worze in the shape of fire. And
they were helpless to do anything.

“This i3 a go, and no mistake,”
grunted Bob Cherry. *“If it weren't for
that rotten peirol pipe I would be enjoy-
ing this flight, but I'm jolly well not
goiong to be carted off among the Bol-
sheviks."

The juniors wpodded. Something had
to be done. But what? ‘What could

five inexperienced schoolboys do to make
the pilot descend?

Wharton glanced moodily at the dials
of the instruments placed mm the calan,
doubtless for the convenicnce of travel-
lers when the plane was carrving them
to and fro. The altimetre-needle showed
that the machine was now six thousand
feet above sea level,

“Six thousand feet!”™ whistled Whar-
ton. ““And we're still climbing "

“Ye gods!” muttered Bob Cherry.

With the excepiion of Billy Dunter,
the Graviriara juniors felt no fear at
being 0 far away from mother carth.
Dioapite the seriousncss of their position,
not one of them ecould resist the tempta-
tion to lock out of the window and drink
in the wonderful panorame below,

Roads with which the juniors were
familiar showed up lLike a number of
faded yeliow ribbons. Friardale Wood
assumed the sive of a bowler hat, whilst
Groyiriars could be picked out with
ease—its impressive pile, surmounted by
the tower, looked like a maodel viliage
oneg sees in the tovshops. Even the
Highelilfe seouts® enmp eould bhe  dis.
cerned, moving speeks of colony being
all, howerver. that conld he 1dentified of
the active juniars thore,

The shutghaied OGreyfriars juniors
wondered whether their  ahsencs had
heen noted on Lhe ground below. Johnny
Bull, they reflected, would be wailting
for the signal to attack.

And it wazn't likely that he would
connect  the delaved sizual with the
acroplane that was cirching above him,
“Reven  thowsawd feet ! eclaenlatred
Nugent, reading the height from the
instroment.  “ And were still oeirveling
rormd the same spot.”

“Phew "

“Hallo, halla.
boomed Bob Cherey.
for the Channel |7

It was trie. The pilen while he had
been gaining height, had evidently been

hallo!™  suddenly
“We're bheading

teying to locate his position, for the
plane performed a steop bank to the
right, a3 a result of which Bunter col-
lapsed in a roaring heap on the floor
of the cabin.

“Yaroooh! We're crashing! Sava
me! Help! Fire! Murder! Oh,
erikey !

Tho jurniors could hardly refrain from
grinning as DBunter foundered and
gasped on the Apor.

“Buck up, Bunter!" said Wharton
kindly, as he helped the terrified Owl
to hiz chair. “We'll get out of this

somehow. Keep your pecker wp!”
“Wow!" howled Bunter. *This ia
awful! And I'm hungry!™

“Ha, ha. ha!” ;

Despite the serionsness of the occasion,
Bunter had not forgotten that he was
hungry.

Bob Cherry drew a packet of choco-
late from his haversack.

“Here you are, old fat man!” he
prinned, *“This will keep vou gquiet for
a bit”

Bunter scized the chocolate with con-
sidlerable eagerness, and for the next
fow wwerments his blind terror gave place
to a lvely inlerest in the chocolate.
Meavtime the chums of the Remove did
a bit of scouting in the spacious cabin,

It was DBeb Cherry who made the dis-
covery that there was a Verey light
pistol shoard, and he pounced on it with
4 whoop of triumph.

“7 konow what this thing 15" he re-
marked joyiuliv, “Flying chaps use
these to signal o people on the ground,

There's a whole lheap  of cartridges
here”
0L pood?!” exclaimed  Wharton.

“We ean at least attvact attention by
firing some of the carlridges.”
It was a cheering discovery, and it
bucked up the spirits of the shanghaied
Tne Macner Lisrary.—INo, DBD.
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juniors. I they couvld atiract atfention,
that would be something.

And with a whoop of =zatisfachion,
Harry Wharton proceeded lo load the
Verey light pistol,

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar’s Brain-wave !

RACK ! 1
De Courey’s slumber was dis-

turbed as that sharp report rang
out. He swoke and rubbed his
ey e,

“I've been asleep, begad!™

Crack! i

‘The Caterpillar sat up Wit_h tt‘_f::‘:ﬂ{,
his lethergy falling from him like a
vioak. Next quoment he was on his feet.

“Bhootin’ 1" he ejaculated in some sur-
prise, *Now who the dewce 15 shootin’
ver & day like this?™ ) -

He started off at & run in the diree-
tion of the pistol-shots. As he drew
tiearer he heard tha booming roar of
w grest engine in motion. Next moment
a large seroplane flashed wacrosa lus
vision,

(1] H‘ﬂgﬂ-il !:Il'!

The Caterpillar stood steck still and
watched the plane with fascinated coyes.
Then he abnost jummped out of his skin,
for his keen eyes detected the figures of
& number of scouts in the cabin of the
plane.’ And one face that flashed across
the windows waz one De Courcy knew
well,

“ Bunter I

The Caterpillar could hardly lbelieve
hig eves. But he knew that he had net
beenn mistaken, It was Bunter right
cnongh. Put what was he doing in that
aeroplane?  And who wers the other
fellows with him?

Well might the Caterpillar’s brows
vrinkle in thought, for to his cars now
camoe the rattle of pistol-shots,

And the shots wers being fived at Lhe
anroplane !

“Degad, there's somethin' wrong
here 1™ muttered Do Courcy. and his
listlossness had departed. " What the
thump——"

He broke off. his keen eyes seeing for
the first time the ligures of three nien,
with smoking revolvers in their hands,
rushing along the rosd from the
clearing.

“If that last chap isn't the worthy
Inzpector Grimes I'm a Dutchman !
said the Caterpillar. “And he's takin'
pot-shot at the aeroplane and poor old
Buanter !

The Caterpillar yelled to theinspestor,
but his voice waos lost in ihe roar of
the wind. Next mioment the three men
had jumped inte a waiting car, and
worea speeding towards Counrtlield at
breakneck pace,

His curiosity more than aroused,
e Courey turned his attention to the
wpeeding plane. It was climbing at an
alarming rate.

" This iz serious ! the Caterpillar re-
flected, Y1 cannot wunagine the Bunter
bird taking a flizht on Ei:li:; own accord,
with three chaps potltin® at him with
vevolver-bullets. Yot surely no one
would wanl o kidnap DBunter. Begad,
this docs want locking intn!”

Ancther glance at the elimbing plane
ductded De Courey that his best plan
wag Lo acquatnt his patrol leader with
what had happened. He zet off ur o
vun for the Higheliffe camp.

Az he neared it sounds of warfare and
sirife reached his ears,  Evidently an
witack was Lemg made on ihe Wolves'
¥ ronghold.
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“ At 'em, EaglesI™

“Bhoulder to shoulder, Wolves!™

“0h, begad ! mutitered De Courey.
“What frightful energy ™

He rushed on,

A rogular ding-dong battle was poing
on at the cemp, and the zounds of scond
poles erashing one upon the other spoke
well for the vigour that was being put
i Lthe attack and defenee.  Johnny
Bull had grown ifired of waiting for the
signal, and, thinking that Wharton &
o, had been taken prisoners, had de-
cided to act on hiz own initiative. He
had reached his objective without losing
a man. Indeed, ithe outpost sentrios of
the Wolves had been *“spotted ™ before
they had lhad time to spot the Eagles.

The Caterpillar raced up, panting.

“ Stop !

For a momenti the strugete ebated, the
din died down. Ail eyes turned upon
De Courey.

“Don't stary that awful row again!”
panted the Coterpillar, coming to & halt.
“ Somethin' alarmin’ has happened 1

W ‘l‘;h-ﬂ-t- ]u

“Bunter's up in an seroplane with
some chaps in scduting clobber, and the
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police Lave been potting at ihe aero-
plane I panted the Caterpillar,

i .‘!‘I'Tll-ﬂ.'ﬂp‘&t 14

The rival seouls looked at the Cater-
pillar as if he had foken leave of his
songes, bub the seriouwsncss of his face
told them, by the same token, that
indeed “somethin’ alarmin® ™ had hap-
poned, ]

“What's that about Bunter?"”
manded Johnny Bull.

The Caterpillar explained what he had
L Bl 8

“Great Seott ™ exclaimed Johnny
Lull. “Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, and
Inky were with Buanter ¥

The Caterpillay stacled.

“Then those chaps are up in the air
with DBunfer now,” he remarked. 1
don’t profess bo understand the bizney
at all, but I can believe my own oves
and cars, That acroplane teck off in a
douece of o hurry, and the police pep-
pered ik with shofs 1

“Oh, my hat!*

The juniors were serious now. W hy
the signal had mever been given lw
Harry Wharton couid now be explained.

de.

Johnuy DRell was exiremely {venhled,

*Xou say the police were liring at the
Mane #" he asked.

T'he Caterpillar nodded.

“ Bt surely they wouldn't de that if
Lhey know there were schooiboys in 1077
siutd Johnny.

“ Perhaps they didn't know,” said De
Lourey. I only just spotted Bunter's
fat chivyy myself,”

“Greal Seolt ! spid Frank Courtenay
hoavselv,

About cighty pairs of eves itnrned sky-
wards., There, sure enough, was an
acroplane, travelling at abouts seven
thousand feet, cireling round and round
nlwost dircetly above their heads. And,
according to the Caferpillar’s story,
Havry Wharton & Co. and Billy Bunter
were aboard if.

“Wa'll soon satisfy ourselves on that
point,” said Johnny Buall practicaily.
“¥Yon know where the machine was, o
Courcy 1

The Caterpillar nodded.

“Then take us there,” said Johnny
Bull, " We'll hunt round for sign!”

“"{zood idea !™

With a rush the rivel scouts followed
on the heecls of the Caterpillar., He
reached the clearing, breathless.

There, plainly enough, were the wheel-
marks of the aeroplance and sundry in-
dentations as would bo eaused by scout
poles. Footmarks, too, were in evidence,
one particular set bearing ' deeper

Amprinit than the others, showing by that

and the size of them the late presence
of Billy Bunter on the scene,

But if further proof was needed, it
was supplied when Johnny Bull pounced
on a plece of waterproof sheeting.

“This 15 Wharton's!” he exelaimed.

“I'd know 1t anyvwhere 1"

“It's been forn in half,” said Frank
Courienay.

There seemed little reason now to
doubt the veracity of the Caterpillar's
strange story. But the peril .of the
juniors aloft was very real if the polica
had been firing at them. Ti meant, pos-
sibly, that other members of the Force
would not hesitate fo fire on the plane
unless they knew that it carried five
Greyfriars schoolboys.

“YWe must inform the police,” said
Johnny Bull, whese practical mind rose
egual to the emergency.

“Hallo " ejaculated Frank Courte-

nay. ‘“The ptlot merchant has finizshed
clunbing! He's heading for the
Channel 1

“Ye gods !

The scouts looked skywards, almost
directly above them., The plane wos
only a speck now, but they saw dis-
tinetly enough that its course had been
changed, and that 1t was now travelling
towards the coastline.

Then, while the juniors followed the
progress of the plane with eves that
were beginning to water under the
strain, & ball of red light appeared to
drop from the machine.

“Is it on fire?” asked Peler Todd
anxiously,

But Johnny Buell shook hiz head.

“It's a signal of zome sorl!™ he said,
“Look! There's another red light ™

A second ball of Gre dropped earth-
wards, and 1t was [ollowkd by vot
anoftner. Then there was a pause, and
g grecn hght eame shooting Lo earth.
This in turn was followed by twoe moro
green lights. Followed a pause again,
and then three more red lights,

“I've got it!” whooped %ﬂ]mny Bull.
“Ti's an S.0.8. in the Morze code. The
redd lights are for ithe three dots, and
the green pnes are for the three dashes.”

“¥You've hit it!” said Vernon-Smith,
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“Can't we do something to  let “We're heading oub o sca again!™ te the pilot's cockpit. Mis chums
Wharton Lkrow that we've read his It was true. Opee more the pilot had  followed him.

sirnal ¥

There was silence for a few moments.
Then De Conrey spoke ugn

“We could form a human word of
reply by ranging ourselves on the road-
way. 1 understand that roads show up
very clearly. to airmen,™

Johnny Hall thomnped the Caterpillar
on Lhe back.

S That’s a topping wheéze 1™ he ox-
claimed. “We ean’t do much to halp
poor old Wharton and the others, but it
may cheer them up a hit to know that
their meszage has been read.”

Peler Teodd nedded.

“"We could formt the word * READ '—
that would tell Wharton we know he's
in the plane.” -

“Geot busy, then,” saapped Johnny
Bull, “or the plaue will be too far
I.'I"E.ELJ,." !?F

The seouts raced for the roadway,
selecting a  crossroads—which  gave

reater space to carry out their plan.

‘nder the direction of Peler Tadd, the
scouts, by lying down, formed the word
“READ "—a task that took them about
five minutes. It was a gigantic “word #
when Peter hed. finished, for over sixiy
of the sconts helped to build 3t, these
Jjuniors not required taking good caro to
keep under eover.

“Bplendid 17 said Peter Todd., *1
bat they'll see it all right.”

And evidently the shanghaied juniors
did; for as the plane surged inland
agpain—doubtless to sgain more height
before nttﬂmpting & Channel erossing—
a salvo of mixed Verey lights dropped
from the. machine in & cascade, appar-
entliiyﬂns fast aa the trigger m:-uldp be

ulled.

P Huprah ! roared the scouta.

Then the formation broke up, edch
scout gazing into the heavens as if he
would send the scouts aloft a message
of encouragement,

And- thus precious minutes went by.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Sportlng Chanee !
i HAT'S the idea!”
, Cherry nodded his
head in approval as Harcry

Wharton fired an assortment
of green and red Verey liphts after
the troop of scouts below had formed
tha word “READ.”

“LCute dodge of somebody’s to do
that,” remarked Herry Wharton, az he
loosed off the last cariridge. “ Evid-
ently our message S5.0.8. was under-
gtood, for the word those chaps have
Tust i:urlt 15 & conlraction of the sig-
nalling phrase * Message read.” It was
s good job the planc turned inland
again, otherwise we should have been
too far away to have spotted the
message.”

“Well, it's something to know that
Johnny and the others are aware that
we're up aloft.,” =aid Wugent. “DBut
can ihey do anything to help ua®

“They might inform the police™
sgaid Wharton thoughtiully, ™ Although
Ei don't know what pgood that would
ﬂ_’}

“But why should they inform the
olice,” said Nugent, “Those chaps
elaw are mobt to know that we've
beent carried off against our will.”

“That's s0,” answercd ~ Wharton
thoughtfully, “But don't forget my
8.0.8. That surely would rell them
something was wrong.”

Nugent nodded, There waz some-
thing in what his chum had said.

H*Hallo ™ exclaimed Bob suddenly.

changed his couise. :

Silence, save for the means of Billy
Bunter, who was in the throes of air-
sickness, and ke roaring of the cugines.
retgned iu the cabin of the air E:'u:rsr.
A peoep through the eabin window
revealed the long ling of coast washed
by the sea, over which the plane was
now passing. And, as is sometimes the
case with planes flying over the sea,
several air-pockets were encountered.

Bunp!?

The noise echoed throughout the big
fuselage of the _Flamg a5 it sank into
an ar-pocket.  To tho juniors il was
an unuerving experience, for the
machine seemed to drop a clean hun-
Eirm:l feet, pulling up with that sicken-
ing bump, as the wings seitled again
on an air surface with more resistance.

“That wes horrible,” panted Bob
Cherry. “My heart nearly came into
my mouth.”

“QGroooough!” groaned Bunter. “I'm

dving 1*

Harry Wharton & Co's sufferings
were lorgoiten a8 they gazed at
hapless Owl.
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“Buck up, Dunier,” said Wharton,
trying to make the fat junior as com-
fortable gs possible with & rug and a
pillow. " ¥You'll scon be better.”

(zroan!

The four juniors exchanged glances.
Bunter undoubtedly was ill—very ill!

“Wa shall have to do something.”
muttered Wharton. " Or Bunter will
go out of his mind.”

The c¢hums nodded and glanced
enxiously at their fat companion. The
responsthility of his present plight lay

with them, they considered.
Wharton's lips set grimly, and he
picked up the Verey light pistal.
“I'm going to interview that pilot

merchant with the businesslike ond of
this,” he announced,

Hurree  Singh  and  Cherry  and
Nugent started.
" But——=" began Inky,

“I'm going to bluft him!” snzpped
Wharton. ;

l'I'f! |'|H'l-.ll."'l] CHL Ili.\,‘i |]l"i_"| .."|||11 Irl.ﬂi’:l[" 1|i..“\'-
way gingerly along the small gangway
thiat ran between the seals of the cabin,
Then he npegoliated the steps leading

Wharton touched the pilot on the
ghenlder,

The man looked round and snarled.

" xou agawml’ he hissed,  CWhy
don’t you stay in the cabin? Do you
wont {0 send us all to perdition ¥

Wharton's oyes gleamed, and  his
hand eontaining the pistol came up
on & level with the pilot's Lead.

“I'm going to shoot you unlesz vou
turn and land immediately 1

The pilot laughed hoersely.

“Then what happens to the planc®

"1 don’t mean shoot to kill,” said
Wharton grimly. “I shall wing you!
You'll be anxious and able to land
us after vou've feit a taste of one
bullet, Tl warrant. You're fend
enough of your own skin to do the job
properly,”

Again the seoundrel laughed.

“¥ou can't blulf me with that kid's
talk,” ho ssid. *“I'm losinpg pintz of
bleod as it is. If you tn!g;!ﬁm trouble
te wing me as you ¢all 1t, I shall be

useless to handle this bus.”

“What do-vou mean?”

“What I sav,” eaid the pilot
' There's a bullet in my right arm
oW, o

“You rotter' roarcd Wharlon.

“You told us that vou'd damaged it
with ene of the controls.”

*“ 1 may have told you thai,” said the
pilot ealmly, “but I don’t mecessarily
expect you to believe it"

Wharton looked at the man's arm
and saw that he was indeed ap-ea.lv:ir:.j‘g
the truth. YWharton's chums looked.
too, as they ecrowded behind him and
chuddered as they perceived the ever:
growing patch of crimson that was
slowly but surely forcing ils way
through the leathern elecve of the
man's jacket,

“You see I -am speaking the truth
this time.” said the pilet. “If you
wing me I'm as good a2 a dead man.”

There was truth in what the fellow
said, and Wharton realized it., Added
to which, his bluff sbout winging the
gcoundrel would have ended in smoke,
as it were, for the pistel was empty;
the last Verey light cartridge had been
fired !

“You're a cool scoundrel!” enapped
Wharton, through his teeth. *There's
a pal of ours in the cabin Iying ill--
dargerously ill, for all we know. He
Iooks awlal!™

“T'm sorry ¥ sald the pilet, with a
mirthless laugh.  *But can  do
nothing. I'm a desperate man!” he
added, with glinting eyes. “This plane
carrica two milllion of Government
money in bar gold. I'm not going to
risk losing that now that I have dared
so far.™

“Two million in gold ! echoed Whar-
ton, his amazement overcoming his
raprne,

*he scoundrel nodded.
“1 pride myself on having done

ﬂmuethin% noteworthy -— something
worth while,” he said.  “This plane
landed at Croydon Aerodrome two

hours ago, the petrol-tank was Blled
ancw, the cargo was about to be un-
londed, when I saw the chance I had

been  waining  for for weeks  and
werks, ™

“You mean vou've stolen  this
maching—-""

“The machine !’ scoffed the scoundrel
calmly, “That iz nothing! You mar
have that! Anvone may have at?1 [
have, if vou like to pnt it that wav,
slolen the two millicn of bar geld!™

“You scoundrel I burst out Wharton,
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“Then your tale of Government ser-
vice was e tissue of Les? It nwans
that I have @szisted s thief to escape
wirh his plundey. That petrol pipe—
and-—"

“Waz shot through by =z prounds-
man at the scrodrome,” said the piloé
calmly, *He likewise shot through my
arm. A good marksman-—very. niel
that leak in the petrol pipe would
huve been my undoing but for your
timely offer of the waterproof shecl-
ing., If that stands the racket my job
i3 as good as done.”

Wharton & Co. listened breathlessly
ie the man's story. The very daring
of it took their breath away., Now
the =hooting scene in the clearing, the
evident haste of this bogus " Govern-
nient servant ¥ {e repalr the damaged
pipe, their own plight all became clear.

“You seoundrel ' repeated Wharton,

“ A you think youw're pgoing to
Russia®

1 did so a few rmcinenis  back,”
remarked the man coolly, “Buat I

e we are being pursued !V

“tbh, great Scott!” ]

The Juniors scanned the horizon.,
Behind them could he seem 2 number
of black specks that beesine larger and
lavger &5 the seronds ticked by.

“Thoese are scont:,”™ =aid the pilot
ealmly, "It ithey ecateh up with ws
wo are done.

Ho spoke in a wvery matter-of-fact
tone, although the juniors were not
slow to fathom what he meant.

“You fthink they will open five on
thi1s plane® azked Yharton,

“1 am cerfain of 16" was the veply.

" Help 1™

That velp of tervor nearly made the
pilot lose contrel. Harry Wharton
&£ Uo. turned and beheld Bunter,

The fat junior was a pitiable object,
In fact, he looked ghastly., Evidently
he bad summoned enough strenglh to
follow the juniors forward.  Egually
avident he had overheard the a.jarm-
mg news that pursuing planes were on
the trail and that shooting was to he
expected in consequence.

“Help!” be yelled, clutching at the
wirte stays, m his efforts to keep his
feet. ""I'm dying! Grecough! I'm

not going to be shot ati™

Wharton did his beat to calm the fat
jumor, but his effortz were unsuccess-
ful.  Bunter was terrified out of his
fat wite, i
M You see what you've done” said
Wharton to the pilot. “Tf you've got
R ifmrlr. of humanity in von, you’ll
land wz, and  take your chance of

etlmg away again with vour roiten

ooty ”

“1lt's a chance I'm not putting inio
‘tlie scale with two million of gold
‘within my reach,” answercd the daring
rogue.  “I'm sorry, but there it s
You must take vour chanee with o !

“I'm not staying on  this plane,”
howled Butter. “I'll  jump over
board 1*

I you want lo do that.” zaid the
pilot, “yon can strap the parachute
on first, I should think it would stanc
your weight,” he added, givier Bunley
& glante over hiz shoulder,

“Do you mwean to say that there ave
parachutes aboard?” asked Bob Cherry
vagerly,

The pilot shook his head.

“Only one,” he made answer.  © Dut
that will be sufficient for your fat friend
—rthat is if he's got enough nerve to
lakao the leap!”

“0h, you
Wharton. ;

Words fatled him, and he gronnd his
lecth in helpless rage. His chums,
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looking over the tail of the plane, saw

the =eouts coming up hand-over-fist, In
a few moments, unless a miracle hap-
pened, they would be within shooting
FETIETT.

Billy Dunter was oearly mad with
fear.  Ile gave one look at the black
specls ::n'vr%mniing the passenger plane,
then he bolted for the eabin.

Wharton & Co. streamed after him,
the former having elicited the informa-
tion that the parachute was in the cabin
locker, ready for use.

“Where 15 it? shricked Bunter, who
by this time was in hysterics. * Give
me the parachute 1"

Wharton & Co. exchanged glances,
There was only one parachute,  But if
the worst came to the worst, it would
be cowlorting to know that Bunter had
a sporting cliance of reaching safety.

“ive it to him,” mutteraed DBob.

The locker was opened, and Wharton
drew out o quecr-looking tengle of silk
and straps, which he identified as a
parachute.  In ‘the locker was a card of
instructions. These lattor were carefully
read, and eareied out as the belt was
fastened round Bunter's chiest and undor
hiz arms.  With the apparatns was a
knife, complete with <heath, the pur-
pose of which, zo 1he instrifetrons ran,
was {0 sever the straps of the parachote
when the parachulist reached earth

Bunter eved the contraption fearfully,

“Yow! Will that lot of rubbish take
e safely to carth®’ he asked.

“Of course it will!™ replied Bob
Cherry cheerfully, although in hiz heart
al hearts he doubted it,

Then, being more or leszs asanred that
hiz fat skin was safe, the shanghaied
i;tninrs saw a peop ol the old familiar

unter.

“OF course, I'm noi afraid of staving
here ! gnsped Runter.  “Bot 1 think
i's up to one of us to get help from
below, you know.”

Wi 'D'h I*

The chuoms could scarcely represz a
smitle. This was so like Buater,

Il wanis a lot of courage to take a
leap  inte  space,”  continued  Banter,
little knowing at ihoe time just low
miwh courage the deed did require.

“It  does,”  aprecd  the  juniors
soletnuly, much proferring to sce Bunter
m this meood than to lizten to his hys-
ierical ealls for help.

“And I'm the chap to take risks,”
said Punter. " And—— Yooop ™

His sentence was never completed,
Another attack of airsickness visited
him, and for tho next Ave minntes the
fat Owl was banging limply over the
cabin window, knowing not whether he
wns on his head or his feet, whether hoe
was in the sky or on the carith, and
caring still less.

“Well, Bunter's fixed up ™ zaid Whar-
lon as cheerily as he conld.

There was a lengthy silence.

The juniors were thinking of Grovs
friars and Johnny Bull and the other
fellows, Waonld they cver sec those
grey okd walls again? Would they ever
ﬁtci ;.hc sturdy, thick-set Bgure of Johany

ull——

And in the midst of these sentimental
refllections came the hoarse voice of the

pilot.
You boys!

“1a!
ERE

Wharton & Co. looked at one another,
and made their way out to the pilot's
cockpit.

Apd what they saw was enough to
make any schoolboy sick with despair.

Approximately three hundred vards
away was the nearest pursuing machine,

They're caiching

its outline being presented spgainst the
clouds in o jet-black silhonetts,

Suddenly above the roar of the engine
came the crackle of a machine-pun; but,
fortunately for the juniors standing in
that cxpesed arca, none of the bullets
reached the machine.

The pilot set his tecth and opened
out his engine to its maximum speed.
That it could climb surprisingly well for
& heavy plane was nuickly ohserved, for
it seemed io leave the small seout wal-
lowing hundreds of feet below in the
maltter of a few secconds,

Wharton felt a bead of perspiration
break out on his brow.

The danger was near,
them by once,
fortunate again?

The chuins retraced their footsteps.
In the calin they eved each other with
meaning glances.  Harry Wharton was
the first to speak.

“1f they open fire again we shall be
goners!™ he muttered thickly, “We'd
better shake—in caze !

The chums shook hands, o procecding

that zent Bunter into o fit of viclent
foaror.

“Don't
i I'I".-‘]F'!h

¥ ou'll be all right old chap,” said
Wharton kindby. " ¥You have the para-
chute. remember,”

“Youw !

Even the thouoht ef ihe pavachute
failedd {0 cheer thé mizerable Owl. But
all the same for that, ke rolled un-
steadily to the Lig door of the cabin.

Apain above the roay of the engine
came ihe crackle of machine-pun fire.
Fhis tima bublets spaticred all over the
plane, Wharton & Co. heard them is-
tinctly, and their faces palod.

Crrerrrack !
“Help! I'm killed

A fearful yell escaped Billy Bunter,
for a bullet penciraied the fuselago
about a couple of inches from his head
and sent a shower of small sphnters over
his terrified face.

The plane gave a vielent lurch.
Wharlon & Co. thonght that the pilot
had heen hit, not knewing that he had
5.|m|Iﬂy banked the plane at a steep
angle. But the Iurch was disastrons in
itz effect, for Bunter was sent seuttling
anceross the cabin like & top, then he
rolled back again as the machine
righted. Tt his roll brought him sharp
against the door of the calin.

“Look out " yelled Wharton.

The door of the ecabin opened—
whether a bullet had piereed the lock,
or whether it waz the result of Bun-
ter's weight thrown against it was im-
possible to =ay af that moment. But i*
openad, The tervifiedd Ow! made a
frantic claich to save himselfl from fall-
ing out; his fingers Lit deep into the
woodwarl, but he cluiched too late.

Bofore he knew what was happening
the fat junior, in a sene-conscious state,
was  dropping  inte  space—realising,
strangely as 16 may =eem, just how mnch
courage it really vequived to be a para-
chutist,

“Good heavenz ' gasped Wharion,

“The parachute hasn't oponed—>"

Four faces peoered out through the
smathed door—faces lined with anxiety
{for the fate of William George Bunter.

But there was no conse for alarm jusg
then,  The parachutic opened slewly;
the headlong plunge inte space  was
checked. Bunter held a  sporting
chapee of reaching sefety !

It had passed
But would they be so

leave me! he implored.



' H:vln;punhunnhhin; fonches to the
men,’

he sald, ** 1 must ask you to step ont now.

e

My time is valuable. I—*

n the potzol pipe the pilof beokoned to Harry Wharton & Co. ** Young getile-
Crack | The loud report of & platoi-shot

close at hand made the Greyiriars Juniors jump and the pilot turn round in sudden alsrm. . ™ What the dicksas | ™ ejaculated

Harry Wharton. (See Chapler 4.)
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. . Juhrény Bull and the Caterpillar that _dra%da::, sound, The scouts were
4y jumped. opening fire
Huﬂ“ﬁa Parachule Deseont ! » . “MNot to open fire!” muttered Johnny  Crrrrrrack! )
[T RE ﬂ;.l aur?: ummrngfn{}?m E,-.{]Ii “Po you mean tdu _su:iru-—i:—i_-” g Thero it d“crl“ la.gn.m. s P 3
pectd 1 ; - ‘I mean that ast-flyin Ther: suddenly something roppe
idi Courtfield polics, looked at it sitale rerie o ‘ut Teom bekind .& clood, At the

Johnny Bull snd the Cater-
pillar 23 if he hardly believed hiz ayes.

The two juniors, full of their strange
tidings, had raced with all speed to the
Courtfield police-station.

“Weo know for a fact that our chums
are in that aeroplane!” said Johnoy
bluntly. “And it’s fims somebody did
something 1"

“ But myself saw the aeroplane,™
expostulated the inspector. " And I
gertainly didn't see any sign of five
schoolboys aboard it.”

#We've praved that our chums aro
sboard, sir!” insisted Johnny Ball
“They' ve signalled us, and we've sig-
nalled back.™

“ Great Jupiter 1"

The inspector was lm}hin%{ very
worried indeed. He had been kept on
the “go™ all the afterncon—at least,
aver sinco headguarters had wired him
to eay that a desperado, named Razinoff,
had made off with two million of the
Government's gold in a stolen aeroplane,
and that the scoundrel, heading in the
direction of Courtfield, wes 1o be
stopped at all costs,

Trivmph had come within the inspec.
tor's graszp almost. Ile had seen the
seroplanc make itz forced landing,
being himself then about fGve miles

away. Without loss of time he and fwo
plain-clothes  men, fully armed, had
rocel Lo Lhe sceno, mﬂy to. =ec the

coveted prize slip between their fingers.
(Certainly the iospector had noever given
a thought to a pnrcel of schoolboys
being mixed up in the affar.

“Gond heavens!™ he panted. 1 must
witeless the scqut machines not to open
ﬁm EJI

scouts, have been detailed to stop this
confounded robber at all costa—even if
they have to shoot himn down!” said the
mspector.

The feces of the juniors blanched.

“For Heavon's sake, stop them open-
ing fire!? implored Johnoy Bull
“ Wharton—" s

But the inspector was scribbling
something on a note-pad which he
hurriedly gave to the sergeant. Then
he wiped the perspiration from his
brow.

“How wvour friends came to be mixed
up in this sffair I don’t profess to
know,” he growled. *It beats me!
But for them the eapture of thiz man
was a certainty. Buot we can't shoot

at o parcel of interfering schoolboys
even if there is & couple of million
pounds aboard the plane”

“] should think not,” snoried
Johnny Bull. “Blow the millions of
pounds I

The inspector intimated that the

interview was over, and Johnny Dull
and the Caterpillar withdreew.

They rushed back to the cross-roads
where the two troops of scouts were
waiting for them.  Quickly they told
the news.

“The plane’s been headed off) said
Frank Courtenay. 16 was erossing
the Chapnel when a erowd of =mall
machines cawe up from nowhere, it
seemet.  We saw it tuen inland, and
then it Legan to climb.”

“Whereabouts s 1t
Johnoy Boll anxiously.

“Somewhere np above the ¢lowls,™
said Cenrtenay,

Crrrrerack !

The juniors’ [aces paled. They knew

now i asked

height it was then, no one amongst
the anxious group below recognised
Eilly Bunter.

In fact, Billy Bunter hardly knew
himself just then. That wild leap into
space had left him half unconscious.
}ga had dropped like & stone for about
& hundred feet, turming and squirming
in the harness of the parachute like &
cork bobbing. Somehow or other one
of his feet had become enfangled with
2 strap that joined the huge expanse of
gilk, but DBunter cared little about
that., He was dropping to hia death,
he knew that; and ]I?:- closed his eyes.

All the breath seemed to have heen
squeezed out of hiz body. To him it
seemed that gianl hands were plucking
at his throat, throttling him. His head
was swimming. his eses were flling
with water, and ihen

That mad dewnward plunge was
checked, Couniering, o 2 great exlent,
the tendeney ta hit mobher earih ol s
anead of about a hundred miles a maoute
was the wpward life as the paracihole
apened and filled with air,

“ Crroooough 1

The rebicf to Bunler was o sheer jov.
and he pasped  onl bis appreciation
acenrdingly.

Bar as the dezeeni conbinned lorror
aeteed  hold of bty oneo more, He
had wno idea of what speed he was
doing, aid The carth was ﬂ'r{ming larger
and larger to his natering oves every
ﬁt*:‘:‘.:nll,

He felt saeh a belpless  inanimale
speck against fhe forees of Nature Uhal
e shivered., Wounld he land v <afety?

(Tantinued on page 17.)
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SPECIAL HCLIDAY

1
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ROT right in, old Lean!
It was L. Birchomall, ihe
diggnified and  vennerable
headmaster of Bt. Sam’s, who
called oud that cheery invitation.

ihut the Head's cheery manner malited
at onee, and becamge guite frijjid, when
fin gaw wheo hiz vizziter was.

Tt was big, berly Burleigh, the :kipper
of 2t Sam’s, who swung into the Head's
stady with Lis manly gate and Jis
sihietick siride.

“You zent for me, =r? sald D
zaid 1he Hoad eoldly.

_.lww.

LY vn

T i, d
[]

“Weoll—-er-—liere ¥ am, m.?."
“3o0 I perzecve,” =anl
frecringly. .
" You—you wish to speal to ine, s

“I do,” said the Head icily.

Burleigh shivered & little. He usually
zob & warm greeting from the Ticad;
put the dector was now as cold as an
iceberg which has been kept in a refrij-
Jerator.

“Wonder what's hbiting him 1" mui-
tered Burleigh., “I see no sien of a nat
or a moskeoto!”

“Take a chair, Burleieh,” said
Head frostily.

“Where to, sie?” asked the 3. Sam's
skipper innosently,

The Head frowned.

“Whoen I sav, ‘ Take a chair,’ T mean,
“ Adopt a sitting poscher.” In other

i

the Head

92r

the

PR
R T
Sk
LT

o

The skipper ol 5t. Bam's made a vary

hansom figger as he reclined in the

chair, with his neezxe hunched up
till thay gored his chest,

Ll

woeds, f Squatiy-voo,” as they say in
France.”
Burleigh squatied. The skipper of St.
sam's made s very hansom hgger as o
reclined in the chair, with his neeze
Bunched up L1ll they gored his chest.
He was wearing his kricket flannels, {or
he had just been plaving hockey.
The Head glarved at Burieigh through
his pangs-nay.
“Turleigh,” he szaid, in freczing
anvxentz, 1 bave jusl wilnessed o mos=t
deplorable egg=lnbition on the part of
voursell and ten others. Doubtless yon
would call it a hockey match: T prefer
to call -1t a fepasco. If vou knew tho
lirsl thing abont hackew, Burleigh, vou
wonld have wiped up the ground with
S Bill's—put it across em pood and
proprer. to nse a classicle expression.
Tnstead of whicl;, vou alowd yourself to
be breaten by—er-——what was the score?
Yaour opponents seorcd so rapadly that I
sl connt !
Borleigh flnshed a dethly pa:il.
"Thutyv-ive o il waz the score
agamst ws, sin"” he said, hanging his
aweom head. ""Nut we don't preten
1o e’ eggeperts at hoeley. Soceer i3 the
velinol game., I we plaved St Bill'e at
sooceer, why, there would be a tetal

£
i x\&u NUGENT

it's never bheen taken up seriously at
this school, sir.” .

“Then it is high time that it was!”
said the Head, with a cold snap. "1
want to sce St Sam's lead the way in
everything, from soccer to  shove
ha'penny, from laeross tor leap-frogg. .1
tell vou, Burleigh, I was disgusted to
see 8Bt Bill's put.it across you this

afternoon. As the headmaster of this
listorriek foundation, T hung my head
for very shame, as you are doing now.

There will have to be & big improve-
ment, Burleigh, If you lose your next
maleh, I shall expel the entire hockey

Far

cloven !

“{h,
flush of intense paller
hansom features.

“ A porformance such as T witnessed
ilis aftornoon,” went on the Head
hitingly, “is a disgrace to Bt Sam’s!
it. lowers the tone and prestidge of the
swwhaol. Tt makes ws the larfing-stock of
ihe inferior schools, like Eton and
Harrow.” !

Burleigh jumped to his feet, his han-
snme head held hawtily high.

“If it's o gueschun of the onner of the
school being at steak, sir,™ he eried, ©1
vield to no one in my love for Bt
Sam’'s! Its interrests are my inferrests.
1ts joys are my joys; its sorrows are mny
sarrows, Iis ..d__.ﬂh:m are my walls—="

“Vau're wrong there,” interrupted
the Heod coldly. " They belorg to the
Cuvvernors of the school.”

“I was speaking figgoratively,
said Durleigh, ressoming his seat

The Head vawned,

“C'utk out the senlimental stuff, Buor-
leagh, and let's get on with the wash-
ing! Who iz your next heckey mateh
apainst "

“ Puddlecombe Athlotick, =iv.”

“Are yon at home #”

crumbs!” pasped Durleigh, &
darkening his

sir,”

i

his legs, “This 13 & jolly comfortable
armchair |”
The Head frowned. }
“Fathead! I mean, are you playing
Puddieconmbe at home?”

“Yes, zir. Bully-off at two o'clock

sharp, on Batterday.”

The Head stroked his long beard in-
reflleckshun, :
“T shall be there,” he said, after a
pawse. ““Hee-if you can find me a jersey
and & pear of shorts, Burleigh. I pro-

lead them feerlessly inte the fray!™

Burleigh nearly fell out of his chair,
z0 great was his sustonmizhment,

“Are—are you sane, sir?” he gasped:
“ Eggsept for periodical detentions at|
Hanwell, I have been sane all’ my life,
Durleigh 1™
hockey, sir!” =
“Bosh! Likewise fosh! A man 1s as
old as he feels. T have seen 1t sawd in
the newspapers thal a man is too old at
ninety.
like a two-year-old at that agn!
was never in hetter fettle than I am to-
day. I am keenly looking forward to
leading 8t. Sam’s to victory on Satter-
day.”

iE ._...__.ﬁ.._.___. _..m.n._:

The Head rose to his feet. IHe had
thawed a little now, and there was less
of tho iceberpg in his manner, as he
laid his hand kindly on Burleigh's
shoulder.

“Where you made yvour higgest mis
takes this afternoon, Durleigh,” he said,
“was that vou were not sufficiently ruff
and viggerus in your play. I[lockey, my
dear boy, 1s not & game for mollveoddles
and milksopz. It is, rather, a game
for upstanding, full-blooded, twodisted
heanen! When I am plaving on Satter-
day, and an epponent tackles me, T shell

“Quite, sir,” said Burleigh, stretehing

I

eclips of S, Bill'a!  But hockev—uell,
Tug Maioxer JaBraky.—XNo. 080,

not raisc my hat to him, and eay,

pose to skipper the 8t. Sam’s side, and A

a

" But—but youw're too old to play #

Why, I was skipping around what ting
And I like atterk

]

¥

#r. Sam’¢
-

A
T

Black eyes, broken noses, and cracked heads are common when Dr. Birchemallj _._u.—.__..!m of St. Sam's, starts to play hockey ;
and the ground looks more like a battlefield than a playing pitdirthen the final whistle -blows.

‘ Kindly permit me to pass you the ball¥
I shall go for him baldheaded! Even if
I had an abundant crop of hare, 1
should go for him baldheaded all the
same. IHockey is a do-oc-die, neck-or-
riothing game-—a duel to the dethy”.

So saying, the Head picked up a golf-
club from the corner, and swished it
apveral times through the air. Burleigh,
from the armechair, blinked at him in
no little alarm. :

The Head then took the inkpot from
his désk and placed it carefully in the
middie of the carpet,

“Now Durleigh,” he said “I will pro-
u,m.u.z to give you ‘s demonstration.
§ For our purpusses, this golf-club is =
__waﬂﬂmu...mﬂﬁw and this inkpot i3 the

all.

warningly.  “But that's all right,” he
added after a paws. “You're not
likely to disturb it if you try to hit

.mL.. mu.-

The Head swept aside his gown, and
proseaded to address- the ball. . The
tooked [irst time he hit it he missed it: and
iplayedtiic second time he hit it in the same
place.  But the third time—that fate.
ful third time—did the trick? )

The golf-club described a serkular
sweep through the air; and then——

mnﬁmr__

. Like a stone from a eatterpult, the
inkpot whizzed through mﬁw@m. |
struck Burleigh with a sickening thud,
right in the middle of his forrid: and
the ink splashed and streamed down his
nose and cheeks., .

The chair vammm over backwards and
erashed ' to the foor, and' Burleigh,
owing t¢ serkumstances over which he
had no contrel, accompanied it

“ Yaroaoco !” yelled Burleigh.

The Head pawsed, seratching his hali
locks in perpleximent,

“Bless my sole!” hLe ejackulated.
“Did I strike you, Burleigh "

il

“It's full of ink, sir!” said Burleigh.

CERIES, FEATURING THE KEXM OF ST. SAM'S—STARTS NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

" You did ™
gling to his feet, “You struck me as
being the most dangerons maniack wha
ever handied a golf-elub!  ¥You've
puncturcd iy wﬂpimh and given me o
shower-bath of ink! They ought never
ie have let you ont of Hanwell 17

The Héad frowned feercely.

“Tor this impertibordination,
bergn, ™
the hockey eleven !

“A good job, teo!” growled Bur-
leigh, “1 wouldn’t play in any team
L under-your kaptiney, anyway !”

And he swung angrily ouvi of the
Head's study, mopping ink from his
face as he went,

Dur-

11.
i NCE more unto the breech, dear
friends! Charge, Chester—
charge ! On, - Btanloy—on!

Half a leeg, half a leeg, hali
-a leeg, onward [

It was the headmaster of St. SBam’s
who uttered this rowsing battle-cry.
The Head knew his Shakespeer as
thoroughly as he knew how to play
hockey.

Puffed out with pompessity and im-
portense, Dr. Dirchemall Jed the St.
Sam’s teamn on té the field.: He was

‘a sack, a pear of shoris as tight as
r_..m.r*m. end & pear of rubber-souled
anocs.

cerowd, which inclooded Burleigh of the
Sixth.

. Although dropped from the hockey
eleven, Burleigh loved his school too
dearly to show any sign of sulkiness.
Ho wanted to seo St. Bam’s put it acvoss
Puddlecombe Athletick, but he had his
doubts. With a doddering old grey-
beard like the Head leading the attack
the outlook was none too rosy for St.
Sain’s,

The Head shook hands cordially
enuff with the Puddleconbe skipper,
.f,_nmu tossed & coin into the air.

“Heads .1 win, tales you loze!” he
snid.

; It was tales, so Puddlecombe lost the
085,

"We'll play against the tide,” said
the Head, for the ground was scaked
witli recent. rane. “It is many years
since I played kockey. How do we
starf?”

“By bullying, of corse!”
Puddlecombe skipper.

“Ah,” said the Head. with a feendisl
grin, “1 shall do my share of that!”

They bLullied-off, and the Puddle-
combe skipper dashed away with the
ball. But he didn't get far.” The Head,
swinging vound, streiched out his
hockey-stick, and hooked his opponent

said the

by the neck of his jerscy. Then he
stung him to one side.
“Fowl!” rosred the Puoddlecsiube

b zLapper.

growled Durleigh, strup-

he satd, " you ave dropped Irom.

sttired in a jersey which fitted him like

Around tho ropes stood a cheering,

And My, Lickham, the master of tha
Fourth, who was referce, blew lis
wissle withh & thunderous roav.

“Zorry, sir!” he panted, as he camo
vunming up. “DBut these things aren's
done !

The Head detached his hoekey-stick
fromn the neck of the Puddlecomio
skipper, and frowned savvidgely at 3y,
Lickhon,

“ How dare you interfere, Lickham '™
e thunderod, “Get off Lthe field, sir!?

“But—but I'm the referee, sir!”
faltered the Form mastoer,
“Bo am I' =aid the Head, “Wo

cdon't want two people on the job !

“"But—but yon can’t bhe player and
referec ns woll!” protested Mr. Lick-
ham. *“It iso’t aloud! If you will vead
the rules——"’

“I've drawn np my own rules for this
game ! said the Head calmly. “Get
1 off the beld, Lickham, or 1'll take you
by the szeruff of the neck end Ffrogs-
march you off—bust me if I don't!”

Like a man in a dream, Mr. Lickhain
tottered slowly from the field.

“MNow we'll got on with the slawter !
snid the Head briskly. “ Where's the
ball 7 .

“The Puddlecombe skipper's sitting
on it, sir ! said Bounder of the Sixth,

And there was a chuckle.

The Head frowned at the Puddle-
combe skipper.

Crash! Like a stone from a catter-

pult, the Inkpot whizzad through

BDAGE. It struck Burleigh with a

alckening thud, right In the middia of
—.ﬂn forrid.

“Sitting on the ball is an infrinje-
ment under Hule 9817 he seid sternly.
“I1 will therefore award mysell a
penalty-hit! Look out 1o goal !”

The IHead poked and prodded the
unforchunitt Puddlecombe skipper with
his hockey-stick until he discovered the
ball. “Then he took it to within a
few feet of the Puddlecombe gosl, end
let drive at it with all his mite.

Whiz!

The ball took the Puddlecomnbe
roalic full in the chest, nocking him
backwards into the net,

“Lzoal!" eried the Head. clapping his
own acheevement. *'That’s the stull to
rive the troops !
*Ow.ow-ow ! wailed {he hapless
rontie, ps he sprawled in the mud.

Tho Head gared at him with that
content which is sald to peeree the hide
of a lortuss.

“"Get up, wretched man!™ he sald
“What are you meking a fuss aboui?
Haven't you learnt to fake hard nocks
in silence?”

Bellowing with angwizh, the pgoahe
tottered to his feet, and the game pro-
seeded.

(Fonfiined al foot of nert poge.)
Tue Maicwer Lisrsny.—No. 9380,
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SEND YOUR FOOTER QUERIES ALONG, BOYS!

Interesting Tit-Bits

¥ OHN BSMITH, the Deoltén Wan-
derers' centre-forward, iz going
to Bouth Africa for pix weeks
next summer to éoach a football
team out there.

[
rrl——

England have never won the Inter-
national championship since Robert
Crompton last captained the side.

When Seymour, the Neweastle
outside-left was a boy, one of his
schoolmasters, with & view {0 .encourag-
ing him, rashly 'offered .threepence for
every successful shot  he made. Bey-
mour showed such accuracy, however.
the offer was spon withdrawn!

Cookson, the centre-forward of Ches
terfield, who beoke the individual-
acoring record in the English League
last semson, had played all through
his' previouz oareer ss a full-back.

E. Watson, tha Wolverhampton
back, helped to bring down a Zeppe-
lin off the Norfolk coast during the

War.

Jack Elkes, the Tottenham Hotapur
centre-half, has a unique medal. When
he went fo Australia with an English
team the spectators at one matoh were
called upon to wvole as to which

English player e special medal should
be uwarga?iye to. 'Fl'?:l onlookerds wvoted
in favour of Elkes.

The first day Hutton

the Scottish
International, played

;fur H]a.f:klx_«u Fn

Y we—

{ good

Rovers after he had Dheen transferred
from Aberdeen there were 20000 more
people attended at the ground than fox
any previous match of the present
gesnzon at Bldckburn, 4

|

George Douglas, the outside-right of
Bristol ‘Rovers, and once with Oldham
Athletic, has taken part in games In
Paris, Berhn, Liege, Brussels, Antwerp,
Gothenburg, San Sebastian, and Bilbao.

Harold Cope, the new goalkeeper of
Blackburn Hovers, is a professional
sprinter, a0 i3 ablée to run out at a
spead.

—_—

Harcld Fléeming, who used to play
for Swindon and for England in Inter-
nattonal matches, would never turn
out on Christmas Day or Good Friday.
There is & clause in the rule of the
. A. under which any professional
may rofuse to play on these days with-
ﬂf”‘]ﬁ incurring any penalty from his
elub.

!
Forty years ago, when there were
‘ouly two hall-backs in & footbell team,
the two men used to wear different-
ﬁ;ﬁmlra-& jerseye from the rest of the
s,

o me—

Everton is the only club which has
'E‘I'lt.il.‘ﬂg escapad re!agatmn from the
First Division. Blackburn Rovers and
Aston Yilla Have never been in the
Second Bivision, but the Rovera wers
saved by =n extension of the League
angd the Villa by re-election.

.of Highton, near Preston.

Thore are three footballers still on
the active list wha have scored over
200 goazli each in Lemgue games alone
—Jge Smith, of Bolton Wanderers,
whe has scored nearly 250; Charlie
Buchan,  of the Arsenal; and Horace
Barnes, now with Oldham Athletic

Meredith, Homer, snd Boswell were
three famous writers. Thers were
three footballers with those npames in
a recent Black v Wolverhampton
Wanderers match.

i il

McInvoy, of Sunderland, who kept
goal for England in the last Interns-
tional, was once refused a position in
& team because twopence was too much
to give for him. The club responsible
for the incident was that et the village
Several
soasons ago he was given a trial, but
when thg committes met afterwards
they decided not to sign him because
Teague [orms, which oost two ;
weore scatee, and they did not wish to
wasbe any. '

e —y

Walker, the Villa forward, has six
balls which have been used in Interna-
tional matches in which he has taken
part. On the other hand Gillespie,
who has played for Ireland twenty-one

times, has never received one suth -
JOUTENIT,
Lindon, . Merthyr Town's plaver-

manager, stands 6 feet, and is 16et. 4lb,,
and. is the heaviest player in footbsll

Bome years ago when Kenneth
Campbell and Elisha Scott were both
goalkeepoers on the staff of the Liver-
pool club, they played on opposite
gides In an . Intermstional match
between Scotland and JIreland.

In five seasons between 1907 and 1912
Albert Iremonger, now of Linceln City,
kept goal in every League match for
Motte County, not being once absent.
Thes is the record run.
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THE HEAD PLAYS HOCKEY!

{Contintted from page 15.)

-~
Eriaidissunm

It wasn't a game, really—it was a
massaker. ,

The Head barged and charged all over
the field, doing grate eggsccution with
his hockey-stick. Whenover an opponent
was rash enuff to get in his way, he
either slashed him across the shing, or
poked him in the chest, or hit him on
the napper. The Head had no idea of
sience or polish, or what iz known as
tine 8. o wa: oat for hlud, and he
made no secret of the fact. Indeed, a
good deal of blud was shed on thal
memmerable afternoon until the hockes
field resembled a  batelehiceld, stroon
with the woonded the
Puddlecombe players. _

The Head helped himszelf liberally to
goals. He scored about one o minnit,
ot an averidge, Tt was o stmple matter
for him to run through and score, for
bofore very long every Puddlecombe
gIIa_fer was “horse de combat.” The

ead charged and plunged over their
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boddies of

rekumbent forms, scoring gools as often
as he likgd. His beard waved in the
breeze; hiz eyes gleemed with the joy
of battle.

“This is 'Ockey, with & capital O!"
he cried eggsultantly, “Heow many
goals have 1 gobt, Bounder "

* Forty-nine, sir!* grinned Bounder.

“One more for the hundred !" said the
Head, whose “arithmetick was nobt so
rood in his second childhood as it had
heen in hiz first, * By Jove, what &
r}::l:l.;tr! I must write to the papers about
this I

The Head sceored what he fondls
imagined to be his hundredth goal;
then he pawsed, mopping the inspira-
tion from his brow,

“1 think we'll pack up now!" he
pankted., © Under my rules, when a team
ot & hundred goals, it can deelare.”

The 2t. Sam's team, dubbled up with
larfter, stagrered off the feid.

The Head, clapping and cheerine
himself as he came off, felt that he
had deserved weoll of lis country.,  Bat

e had not got very far when the
Puddlecombe players, smariing under
their injuries and vowing dire ven:
peance, ciozed in upon him., Thore was

na mistaking their intenshuns.
Pannick-stricken, the Head shreeked

for help. His neese wobbled under him,
and he went a garstly purple.

But before help could arrive, the
Puddlecombe players eggsacted their
vengeance in full. The unforchunitt
Head was bumped, bashed, biffed,
broozed, beaten, battered, and other-
wise malltrenfed. He had a wvery
paneful five minnits indeed, and he was
an ambulance case hy the tims the
IPurldIccumht: players had finished with
1im.

When the Head made hiz next
appearanse in publick, he was swathed
in bandiges from top to toe. He was,
in fact, all bandiges, and no Head, Iis
foce was completely hidden from view;
hut he was just able to make the fol-
[owing anncunsement in muffled tonea:

“Mv boys, I have come to the con-
cloosion that hockey is a brootal, ruff,
and degrading pastime; and 1 hearby
forbid it to be played within these pre-
sinks from thas day foerthwith! All
horkey-sticks, jerseys, =horts, and other
eouipmett niust be sold at once, and the
proseeds handed to me in my study.

“The money will just about pay my
dactar's bill 17 he added, sstto vocey, to
Me. Lickham,

And the Head was never secn on &
hockey Reld again,

THE END.
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\Caniinued fram poge 13.)

“Wow !

A terrified glance below revealed the
sew,  Bupter watched the white specks
of foam a: a mouse watches & hangry
vat,  weighing up  his chances  of
vacaping those angry hallows that now
Iﬁ:l!i'l_'.d b 3] l_"FI'I:'il-H.Hi;TIgI_'lr' [:I{,"M"l_"fl.l]_. (el
alternetively  of  eseaping a horpible
death on the vocks that lav below theic
snrlace.

* Help ™

Bunter might have saved his hreatlh,
for his ery was lost in the swirling of
the wind,

tawn, down!?

Would that wnnerving descent never
vome to an end? Buat there was com-
fovt for Dunter when he plucked up
rnough couwrage 1o look below again.
The =ea  was no  longer  direetly
beneath him; the wind was carrying
ithe parachute inland.

Away io hiz left Bunter could sec
ihe tall tower of Grevirisrs. How lie
longed to be there, if only to be swot-
iing  at English  Fhstory under  the
ergle evez of Mr. Quelch, rather than
cnduring this horrible nightmare.

Not a thought did he give to the
plight of those he had left behind him
it the stolen plane—a plight worse than
hiz, did he but know it Bunter's
concern over most things began and
cided with Iimself,

Down, down!

The Avees were loomiing np  now,
soggesting & fresh terror to the terrified
(wl.  Bupposing he dropped on one?

“"Wow! 0Oh dear?”

Perspiration began lo stream down
PHly Dunter's fat face. The end was
i gight, A elump of trees zeemed lo
sl up to meet him,

Bunter closed hiz eyes, prepared for
the worat,

Thud!

Bunter touched ecarvib, or io be more
carrect the dapmwost  branches of n
spreading oak. Followed a rending

and tearing as the parachute spiked
isclf on  the branches, and Dunter
found himself slithering through a

wass of leaves and boughs before he
was brought up, with a gasp.

What had happened to him he hadi't
tiie faintest idea,

* {Frooough
Burder opened  his  eves,  slowly.
Then he gasped, Miz parachute

deseent had landed him in the heart
of a tree, about twelve feet from the
ground. The straps of the parachule
were wound about the branches, and
Bunter was supported in this position
feee downwards,

“Help! Yarooooh'! Telp!™

Baunter yelled with all the foree of
iz longs now in mortal fear of bLeing
left to perish in hiz uneomfortable posi-

tion without being able to help lum-
aehf

“ Hedp

“Hold on! We're coming!™

It was a stentorian shoul from the
powerful lungs of Johony Bull, and
it was followed by s regular chorus
of encouregement.

“old on, Bunter !

" We're coming, old chap!®

“Keep your pecker up, febty!”
That was Peter Todd's vouee.
“CGrocooough 17 gasped Bunter.

oi Bu{.‘k u 2

And that was how the Eagles and
the Wolves found him a few moments
afterwards, hanging face downwards
in ihe tree, hiz face fat, erimson, and
perspiring, hiz fat figure shaking like
a jelly.

Alarming as ihat dezeent through
space had  been, the juniors gathered
Lelow the tree could not suppress thewr

grins. It was the reaction from the
anxiety of a few moments before.
From gring ceme broad smiles, then

half-stified chuckles. And from that

sprang & chorus of hearty langhter.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

~ Billy Bunter knew ihen that he had

ushecd reached ecarth asain!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Anxious Moments [

WY WONDER what's happened. 1o
Bainter
Harry Wharton,  peering

through ithe broken door of the
pianc asked that question in a hushed
voice. He had seen the parachute sup-
porting the fat junior open right
cnough, but there were other dangers
to be cncountered in &  parachute
deseent, xnd Bunter had been losi to
view in the clouds below.

“T expect he's tonched groand by
now,” said Bob Cherrv. *“'The fat old
ass would reach  earth guicker than
most peaple, you know.”

The jumors smmiled, bul it came and
went in a fash.  Their own position
was truly an alarming one. What was
going to happen to them? Ancther
burst of machine-gun fire, and it was
& hundred-to.one chanece on their pilot
bBeing hit,

But, strangely enough, the gunfire
liad cenased,

Hexe, up above the clouds that pre-
sented, as Bob remarked, & picture
like an expanse of snmow inviting one
to step over the side, so solid did they
appear upon the suyrface, all was guiek

-and  peaceful,

The altimelve showed that the height
above sea  Jevel was  seventeen
thousond feet. DBul where the planc
was, not one of the juniors hag the
faintest idea,

“Might be in my own csleemed and
ridiculons countrey, for all 1 can see-
fully toll,” remarked Hurree Singh.
“ But the peaceflulness afrer the ridicu-
lows shootfulness is terrific.”

The Co. nodded.

Thoe purening plancs had been shaken
olf in that hurtling fight through the
elods. Whether they would locate
the bullion-carrving machine again was
a guestion of doubt. Beoundrel as the
man Razivoff was, handling the jov-
stick iu  that exposed cockpit, the
juniors could not help but admire hiz
tenacity  and  pluck. Cortainly  he
handled the plane like & man who
had spent most of his time in the air.

And the rattle of fhe machine-guns
nad ceased.

That waz a bleszing., Dul the chums
did not know thot il waes to Johnny
Bull they owed theie thanks, perhaps
theie Jives, For hiz tuncly warning
had been wirelessed to  the pursuin
plancs, tlie pilots of which now ha
orders o foree the scoundrelly rohber
down to carvth by closing i on him,
without endangering the lives of the
schoolboys aboard.  Without, in fact,
tiving anolher shot!

A diffiends  dask

wlneh,  however,

ST T

these acout ”!:ituts were prepared to
essay once they came within vision of
the air liner once more.

The pilot of the liner knew hiz job,
however, He knew that his best plan
was to fly vound in cireles fov half an
hour or more, it being something in
the nature of a certamty thar the
scouting machines would head ant to
sea thinking to  cateh up with him
thers,

Thiz, as a matier of fact, was cxaclly
what had happened.

The light was beginning to fail now.
Tl:_ had turned five o'clock, and Flarry
Wharton & Co. bepan to wonder whab
the darkness held in store for them.

They were fecling hungry, too,

The plane began to descend,

" Expeet the pilot’s lost his hearimgs ™
siid Wharton gloomily.

" Nice  prospect for  us!™ grunied
Nugent.
“Anything’s  better  than  Ruassial?

vinned Bob Cherrv, “X helieve vou
don’t get amy food there. You have to
exist on promises, And I could do with
& square meal,™

The chums grinned roefully,

“The aching verdfulness of my ridien-
lous self is erving aloudfully for one of
Mrs, Mimble's csteemed rabbit-pies,”
suid Hurree Singh, licking his dry lips.

* Halle, hallo, halle! We've dropped
ta six thousand fect!™ cexcluimed Bol
Cherry.

“And we've dropped into a fop as
well 17

The juniors peered out of the window,

Below them was nothing to be scen
but a dingy, grey mist—undoultedly a
fog, as Frank Nugent had remarked.

“Then what’s the mad a3 coming
down for®" asked Wharton. “IF we get
inte that fog we shall be worso off than
ever,”

“Let's po and ask him."

The chums went forward and joined
the pilot in the cockpit.

He looked at them keenly.

“What are we dropping fori” asked
Wharton.

The pilot peinted io the engine, by
WI]E of answer,

ven as the chivms watelwed, o livid
tongue of flame durted out from the
region of the damaged petrol-pipe.

‘Their {aces blanched.

If there was one thing fhat they
fcared it was fvo—as, indecd, do all who
pit their fortunes au}ﬁinﬂt. the ar.

“Tm forced to land!” growled the
pilot.  *That pipe must be patched up
again.  Rough Juck after dodging those
seouts,™

Dut tha juniors thought otherwise, asg
their faces showed., A landing meant
the ond of their journey ito Russia—
meant, perhaps, the chance of clapping
this daring robber into custody,

Razinall read their thoughls, and he
stled sardonteally.

“When I said land T was speaking
gencrally,” he said. “For all T know
I may pitch on to the sea when I've
messed about in that fop.  Alternntively,
I may erash into a hill, or a building,
o any old ihing. Agam, there is
alwaye the danger of fire before we got
near the cavih.™
. There was. The flames from the leak-
g pipe were more constant now, True,
they were small flames, but if they con-
tinned the chances of the plane ever
reaching ground in one piece were
remaote.

Harry Wharton & Uo. zhivered, and
their faces fell,

The ond of the journey was uob in
sight yet, they knew,

The plane dyrn:rppcd lower,
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“GOKER ON THE WAR-PATH!™ LOOK OUT FOR THIS TOPPING—

Then it was engulled in ihe fog.

Straining ears and eyes, the juniors
watchoed and  waited. To Wharton
came the familiar sound of the sca,
but he hesitated to inform his chums of
vwhat he heard.

Fower and lower!

It was the sen!

Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Inky heard
it=—plainly enough now—heard the idle
wash of the waves as they broke over
some submerged reef, or rock.

“U-can this chap make & landing on
waber ' asked Nupgent.

Wharton reassured him on the spot.

“The machine's fitted with combina-
tion wheels and Aoots,” he said. 1
noticed that when we were in  the
clearing."”

“Thank heavens!™

The sighing of the sea grew info a.

roar as the plane dropped lawer.

the dusl noise of the engine a

waves came the pilot's voice.
“Hold on! We're geing to land ™

bove

The juniors felt the nose of the plana

tilt downwards, felt it forced up again:
heard and felt the jolt as the Roats of
the undercarriage met the surface of
the sca. Then the plane, buoynnt as &
boat, skitnmed ever the darkened waters
and came to & standstill,

The propaller stopped.

All was still?

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Hero !

UCK up, you rotters?™
It was the old ‘Bunter who
spoke. Johuny DBull and the

"B
Hemovites. knoew,

“Isn’'t he g nite chap? remarked

De Courcy, with & yawn., “So fearfully~

polite, don't yon knoww!”

scene was the old cak-tree, im
whose spreading branches dangled the
cumbersomie ‘and unwieldy g}rm of
William George Bunter, -

The Owl of the Remove had re-
covered - his wits. There was nothin
to fear mow, for the juniors gathere
below were doing their best to extricats
him from his peculisr position. Thus
it was time for Binter—there being no
danger—to show these fellows that a
parachute descent was nothing to a
fellow of his courage.

But the humour of the sitiation that
had ap;raiga.led to the juniors at first had
gone, Their thoughts were focused in
sympathy on those left behind in the
plane from which Bunter had made his
startling descent, and they were not in
the mood to listen to Bunter's twaddle.

“Get 2 move on, Peter Todd, you
beast!” bawled Bunter, *“J dan't stay
here all night [" '

“You jo !f well will if
have yourself!” answered Peter grimly.

(1] ?ﬂh!”

“I should shake the tree!" suggested
Frank Courtepay. “That would be the
easiest way of releasing him.”

“Whoooop I howled Bunter. “Don’t
you do anything of the kind!”

“Well, s you've dropped umpteen
thousand feet already and haven't come
to any harm,"” seid Peter Todd, “1 seé
1o reason why you should come to harm
tl_f t}*ﬁu dropped the remaining twelve
eet.

" Beast 1™ Bunter apparently saw
¢very reason against that supgestion
being carried out.

Johnny Buoll and Vernon-Smith were
working themselves aleng the boughs of
the tres which principally supported
Hunter’s weight. As they advanced the
boughs, as was natural, bent and
guivered under the strain.
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ou don't be-

- tha,
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Bunter felt the braneh giving, and
velled hiz alarm.

“Daon't shake the branch! Wow I

“IFathead '™  grunted Johnny Bull
“¥We have to crawl along before we can
cut those straps loose”

“DBut- T shall fall if you do that!™
rearcd Bunter indignantly.

suppose yvou will, ass!” gronted
Johnny.  “ But the chaps below will
catch you in & blanket,”

“Grogough! I'm not falling into any
blessed blanket I roared Bumter. I
might break my neck !

"That would save us a lot of trouble,”
said, the Bounder unfeelingly.

“¥ah! You rotter!”

Bull and Bmithy worked their way
along the branches inch by inch. -Their
fask was franght with considerable rizk,
but Bunter did not mind that. He could
be quite heartless to the risks other
people ran to save his fat skin so long
as he ¢ame to no harm himself, o

But af last the two Tescuers were in
ppattron.. And they speedily got to
work with their pocket-knives, .

“Your hands are free!” bhawled
Jobnoy Bull. “Hang on te a branch to
steady yourself when we've cut the
straps.”

Bunter made a cluteh at p brapch and

hung on deaperately. Meantime; the
juniors below ranped themsélves round
a blanket, watting for their human
burden to drop. One by one the straps
of the- parachute were slashed thrmtfh.
And as the last ony perted Bunter fell
forward. He could not supporf his own
weight on the branch fer long, and,

with s gaf.ping vall, he dropped.
“"Heave-ho ! sang out Petér Todd, as
thﬂTi:eqi I'I}wl crashed downwards,

it WhWPI”

The * blanket-bearers ™ did their task
nobly, all but being skittled over as
Bunter's huge cérease came bhurtling
into the blanket.

L1 E'tEEdj"I"
Coaurtenay, _

The juniors steadied, and the blanket
was lowered to the ground. OQut of it
Bunter tumbled in a gesping, splutter-
g, ungrateful heap.

“¥owp! VYou rotters! DMy back's
brokent Yow! My spine’s fractured
in & doren placea! Groooough!™

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the blanket-
bearers.

“Beasts ! Rotters!” hooted Bunter, sit-
ting up and feeling himself tenderly.

“Isn't he a prateful chappie?" mur-
mured the Catgpiliﬂr. "gcgn'i if it
weren't too much fag I'd kick him ™

The fat Owl scrambled to his feet.
He looked a picture of wrath, and s
scout uniform was considerably the
worse for wear.

“Yah!” he shouted, blinking indig-
nantly at his resouers. *“You might
heve broken my neck!” :

“Would have saved a lot of bother if
we had,” grunted Peter Todd. * Now,
my fat pippin, tell us what you've been
doing up amongst the giddy clouds.
We're anxious to know about Wharton
and the others,™

Bunter drew a deep breath.

“Oh, I've had a fearful time, you
fellows,” he began. *The pilot chap
who carted us off—"

“One  minute,”

called out Frank

interrupted  Peter

NSWE RS
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‘hia pekrol pip

—

Todd. “We know the pilot iz a scoun.
theel, and that. he's pinched a Governs
ment bus with o Government othicial's
saulary on board—"

“Really, Yoddy—->"

“DBut what we want to krnow is how
you and Wharten & Co. were in the
guddy obd bus.”

Bunter drew himsell up to his full
height. He was in the limelizht now,
ﬂ;itj was determined to make the most
of 1L

“Well, you see, it was like this. That
pilot chap meade a forced landing in the
clearing and 1 rushed to his aid—"

“¥ou mean you ambled after Whar-
ton and the others,” said Peter Todd

drjr.liv.
“1f you doubt a fellow's word—"
began Bunter warmly.
" Ob, get on with the washing, old fat
man! Can't you see we're anxious ¥
“Y dashed to the fellow's aid st great
risk to myself,” went on Bunter. " He
told Wharton and those rotters—I mean
be teld me that his commission was &
matter of life and death, and that thera
was a potrol pipe in—I mean & leak in
e

“Ha, ha, ha!"” The juniors could not
help laughing, despite their anxiety.

“Really, you fellows!” expostulated
the Owl.. “I see nothing funny in that,
But as I was saving, bhe had a leak'in
his petrol pipe. There was no tima to
get it repaired in the proper fashion,
because he feared an  attack eany
moment. "

Bunter paused and locked round upon
his audience.

“ Rushing inte the breach,” he con-
tinued, *I effered to protect him while
he made a make-shift repair.”

“What breach?” inguired Harold
Skinner, ;

“ Really, 8kinner,” said Bunter loftily,
“if you cannot sppreciate & figure of
breach—I mean speech——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Skinner & Co.

“Ho vou offered to protect him while
he made a make-shift repair?” said
Petar Todd.

“That's it, Peter, old fellow. I, at
once, with my eaccenstomed gallanry,
you know, offered to shield him from the
cowardly attack of his assailants."

“You iusl'- stood in front of him, I
suppose!” said Bkinner with a grin,

“That’s it—I mean certainly neot!™
said Bunter. “I told Wharton that a
patch could be made out of hiz water-

roof ground-sheet, and showed the pilot

How how to make the reparr.”

“¥Was, yea,” said Peter Todd, humour-
ing his fat studymate in his enxiety to
learn the truth, “DBut tell us how wyou
came to be taken up aloft.”

Bunter was silent for o« moment, but
his fat imagination was at work.

*Well, you see, as I'd offered to pro-
tect the chap from his assailants, 1 E&pt
guard in the elearing. The other roticrs
—Wharton and his erowd, you know—
scuttled ko a lot of rabbits into the
cabin, . Sheer funk!”

A titter of laughter ran round the
audience, but Bunter did not hear it.

“Then someone atarted shooting with
a revolver,” resumed Bunter, “and as
I'd promised to look after the pilot
ch&p LR

* ¥ou seuttled into the cabin after the
others?"”

“Yes—I mean no! I walked leisurely
to the cabin, and told the pilot to drive
m__lr

Y Bunter Court !

“Fia, hn, ha!”

“Really, Skinner!"” heooted Bunter.
“YWith my commanding eve I kept the
pilot’s azzailants ot bay, and walked intn
the calin just as casily as—"

“ol e
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“You fell out of the tree !t

Skinner & Co. were in convulsions by
thiz time, and the rest of the juniors,
anxious as they were to learn the facts,
vould not help siling.  Bunter and his
varns were well known, and wantod
mare than the proverbial grain of salt
taken with them. Still, something of
the truth could be pleaned from his
marrative, and so Bunler was given his
head,

“I kept ihe aszailants at bay until the
engine was running,” eontinved Bunter.

“HBut, you ass,” said Peter, “the as.
sailants were Inspector Grimes and a
couple of plain-clothes mon frem Heot-

land Yard. Yeou were helping a wanted
wan to escape!™
“Oht"

"Where were your commanding oyes
tot to see old Grimey 1™

Bunter was  nonplussed
moment,

“You see, I was busy looking after
Wharton & Co.—telling them not to be
afratd and all that.”

for the

“0Oh, rats!"™ exclaimed Peter Todd
crnssly.
“Then, later on, after I had shown

Wharton & Co., by my splendid example,
that there was nothing to be afraid of,
I'had s straight falk with the pilot. It
torned out that he was a rogue.”

“Gg honl!”

“All my chivalry and gallaentry had
counted for nought,” went on Bunter.

“It'll . count for three years’ hard
labour for obstructing the police in their
duty, and helping a criminal to escape,
if it gets to 2 magistrate’s ears,” said

Peier Todd grimly,

“Heally, Todd!"” blinked Buntor.
“When I discovered that the pilot was
& rogue, I ordered him to deseond, But
he refused, and told mo to=—-"

“Go and eat coke?”  sngpested
Bkinner.

“No!®' snorted Dunier. ¥ Then eame
the enemy mechines—I mean the puog-
suing planes, They opened fire. Whar-
tan and the others were in a fearful
sinie, afomething had to be done, or
we would bave been sholt down. 1 valun-
leered at onece to drop overboard in the
parachute. I thought that when the
pilots of the ether planes saw mo drop
overboard they would realise that there
was somoething wrong. ™

“Doubtless  they did,” murmured
Frank Courtenay. " They couldrn’t help
secing you, anyway.™

By

" Really, old chap!™ said Bunter peev-
ishly., “It was the only thing to be
done. Tmagine for yourselves the ter-
rible zeene. Theve were we in the air
Ahousands of fect above the ground,
RBullets were picreing the cabin from all
direetions. I determined to do the
decent thing ——

“So you dropped out,” chuckled
Skinmer.  "T'hat cortainly gave the
plane o chanee of rising a bit,”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It wasn't a laughing matter,” hooted
the [at juniovx inﬁignanb]y. “Tt dse’t
everyone who would take a leap from a
plane at that height. But T was think.
ing of Wharton and the others. They
were lying in the cabin—7>

“ And you're lying here !™

“Hg, ha, ha!?

“Really, you chapz!"™ saikdl Bunier
warmiy. “T refvso to tell you any
niore. ¥ah!”

But the juniors were nol of a mind
to listen to Bunter's thrilling narrative
any longer.  Certain facts had been
gicancd from it the rest was purcly
a product of Bunter’'s imagination.

Their faces became grave again as
they thought of Wharton and the othera.
Dunter was zafe now, and none the
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through.
Bunter.

Johuny Bull and Vernon-Smith got to work with their pocket-knives while the
rest of the Greyfriars juniors ranged themselves round a blankef, waiting for their
human burden to drop. One by one the straps of the parachute were slashed
And as the Jast one parted Bunter fell forward.
sang out Peter Todd, as (he fat Owl crashed downwards.
{See Chapier 9.)

*‘ Heave-ho ! *
“* Whooop ! " wailed

worse for Ins experience. Buoi what of
them ¥ Thavkness was dezcending aver
the countryside, which made the problem
of their fate more a malter of concern
than cver.

It was o very anxious group of Eaple
Scouts that made their wuy back to
Greyfriars, Courtenay & Co. having
pacted at the junction of the read o
Highcoliffe—anxious, thai 15, with one
cxecplion.

Billy Bunter was far from anxionz
He considered himself the hero of the
hour, amd his smiling, complacent feo-
tures made the Removites yearn to kick

him. Not & thowghi as to the faie of
Wharton & Co. troubled him. He was
safe—that was the main thing, in

Bunter's estimation.

Glowing with pride, he made his
report to Dr. Locke, 'The vencrable old
Head of Greyviriars was very trouhbled,
and not cven the daring parachuie
descent a3 related by Bunter himself
drew the lines of worry from his face.
Mow that Bunter was safe, Dr. Locke's
anxtety was all for the other four miss-
ing juniors; he had little time or incli-
nation to listen 1o DBunter’s tale of

hevoism.  Doublless, through fairly
close knowledge of that estimable youth,
Dr. Locke had also learned to fake
Buntor's stories with & grain of saltf,

periiaps with several grains. In any
caze, he dismissed the fat Removite
gquickly enough, and was ringing

through to Inspector Grimes, in the
hope that some information had come
his way before Bunter had crossed the
study.

Buonter, the hero, felt like 1he pro-
verbial prophet who was said to be with-
oul honour in his own country, for no-
body believed him, Which really was
a lamenteble staic of affaira to a fellow
who had risked that theilling parachuote
deseent from umpleen chousand feeck.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Hesource !

2 the plane eame fo o slandsiill
A the szhanghaied Greyiriars
juntors peered out of the cabin
window, siriving (o pieree the
thickness of the fog that covered the sca
like & mantle.
THE Magxer Lisnany.—Xo. 980,
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“Can't ses my hand in front of my
face, hardly,” said Bob Cherry. " Hallo,
hallo, halle! ¥s thav a buoy!” .

“Just what I was thinking,” said
Wharton. “If it is it may mean that
we're not far from tha shore.”

“Thinking of swimming it?" asked
Nugent quietly. ) )

“Not likelv—not on a night like $his,”
ﬂuttemd Harry. “But 've got an

Ea.]‘l

“ Bpout it out, O King !” grinned Bob
Cherey.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“1'11 think it but first, Bob, old man,
There's plenty of time.” i

Hea I&g the wav to tha cockpit, and
his chums followad him. The pilot had
lost no time. With & pocket torch

januned into the eugine he was making

a new repair. The picce of waterproof
shecting had been taken off and re-
versed. ‘This time the daring scoundrel
meant to make a real job of 1. There
seemed Jittle need to hasten matters,
He paid but seant attention to the
juniors—indoed, he scarcely seemed
aware that he carvied wowilling pas-
sengers at all, so nonchalant was his
manner, st leisurely did he carry out his
task,

But chancing to look up for & moment
he saw the expresaion on Whartoo's face
as it came within the ray of the torch.
Mext be saw the Greyfriara junior stoop
in the vockpit and feel for somothing.

Crack | .

The shning revolver that glittered in
the crook’s hand & moment later sent its
message over the heads of the jumors.

“You were looking for this’ said
Razinoff, “Do you think I'd be fool
enough to leave it there for you to
monkey with? Qot back into the cabin
at once or I'll plug the whole lot of

ou !™
F'Iha.ra was & deadly menace in the
man's tonea that sent & thrill of horroe
down the spinas of the juniors.

Wharton had failed. His “idea ™
which had meant the possession of the
revolver had come to nothing. With the
revolver thore would have bean & chance
to turn the tables en this rogue; with-
put it the juniors were helpless.

“Get hack 1™ repeated the pilot. “Or
I'll make it your last sight of the sea!
Do you think I've come through all this
to be beaten by & crowd of schoolhoys?
{zet back, or by hemven—-"

He broke off with an cath and
flonrished the revolver significantly.

Crostfallen, Wharton beckoned to his
chums to retrace their steps. No pood
would come of defying this scoundrel;
he held the whip-hand. And his features
it that lask moment had been dizbolical,
Wharton kpew the scoundrel wouldn't
stop abt murder to attain his purpose.

“Bear up. Harey,” muttered Bob
Cherry. "It was & speorting chance.
But I've gob news for you.”

Wharto's face brightened. He conght
something of Bob Cherry's optimism.

“What s it:™

Thev were in the cabin now, and 2ol

making certain that the pilor had net h

fallowed them, pointed to the dark shape
which he had remarked wpon a few
niinutes earlior,

*That 15 & buoy.” he whispered, ™1
eaw it distinctly when that scoundrel
moved lus torch,  Apd if T'm ool ons.
taken, it's the Black Rock buey.”

“ Phew 7

Wharton let et a whistle of surprize.

“Jove, that's good newsz indecd I he
whizpered,

“What about jumping overboard nnd
switwning ko 1Y auggested ugent.

Tur Macker Liskary,—No, 980

Llaimed Bob Cherry,

“We could hang. on there until some-
body packed us up.”

“I've a better idea then that,”
said . Wharton auddenly. Then hae
lowered his wvoice. “That chap thinks
he's got the whip-hand. He hopes to get
away with a couple of million of the
British Governmoent's money. We'll just
ghow the scoundrel that a ‘crowd of
schoolborys ' can sucensd where the police
hava failed.”

“I don't catch on®™ muttered Bob
Cherry.

“The deepfulness of esteemed chum's
words 18 terrific,” purred Inky.

Wharton glanced round him, then he
drew his chums’ heads towards him and
spoke a few words.

' P}ﬁe“' 1"
There was a stifled ejaculatien of sur-
prisa from all four as he eoncluded.

“Harry, you're & giddy mdrvsl[* ex-
in & whisper.
“We'll do it, if we burst!”

* (et busy, then,” said Wharton. “ And
mind—quict as possible!™

Bwiftly the chums moved to the aft
portion of the cabin, Here all the pack-
ing-cases weore stowad—cases, according
in thoe mlot's story, that contained
between them two millions of bar gold !
_1f the seoundrel, who was now whist-
ling softly as he worked on the leak in
the petrol pipe, and rally tuning-up
the engina, fmir_.uid vo follnl:vad “iﬁ
movements of hiz passengers he wou
have had the shock of his life.

Splash |

The noise of semething falling into
the water barely rose above the sound

the scoundrelly pilot's cheerful
whistle. Idttle did he know that the
Greyfriars juniors were miso working—
were, in faet, throwing overboard a3
fast and  as noiselessly a3 possible the
precious packing-cases !

That was =z shock Fate had destined he
shoyuld receive much Iater in the day—
or night, to be precise.

Splash !

“ Hugtle 1 d Wharton, as the
chain of juninrs passed up the heavy
casea to him as guiekly as it was
humanly possible. :

Splash !

As each case came 1nte his hands
Wharton tilted it over the flooring whare
the broken door of the cabin was and
dropped it into the sea. The juniors
worked feverishly, The cazes were
about the size of a Tate sugar-box and
were exceedingly heavyv. But thoughts
of their triumph gave an additional
strength to these plucky juniors, and
gradually the cargo of bullion
ditninished. In twenlv-five minutes they
had shifted three hundred cases—truly a
gigantic and Herculean task,

“Only two more!” panted Wharton,
streams of perspirabion running down
his face, uic{:. you chaps ™

It was the last call of encouragement,
and cncouragement had been needed in
this task, for the juntors felt as 1f cheic
hacks would break. Therein Wharton
had given a practical demonziration of
iz powers of leadership. The zeemingly
impossible had been attempted,  Tho
last case passed through Bob Cherry's
bruised and raw hamﬁ. It pazsed to
Nugent's, was switched {o Inky, who
smiled a fainf and dusky smile at Whar-
ter, as the ecaptain of fthe Remove
tumthled 1€ overboard.

solasi!

“Bang goos bthe bwo million!™ gazped
Bob Cherry, sinking inio one of the
wicker chairs.

“Pravo, you chapal!™ panted Whar-
ton. “We've done him--and only just
in time.

He aank into a chair aa his chums hed
done as the sounds of the pilot scramb-
ling into his cockpit reached his ears.

'ﬁha sooundrel peerad into the cabin
and flashed his torch on tht faces of
the fatigued juniors. Lauckily for them,
the toreh was weakening, vis dim light
showed little of the aft poruion of the
cabin.,

The pilob grinned evilly.

“Bo you think wvou're going io silecp
here, do you? he szaid mockingly.
“Your little mistake, wy sons.  "Fhe
engine's fine. I've given it a thorongh
averhaul, Buat P'm not going fto cart
vou kids about for a joy-ride.”

“We're not keen, I assure you!™ said
Wharton, looking the scoundrel straight
in the face,

“"You ssked me to land,” grinned the
pilot. “And I'vo done s0. You can
take your chance from here. You are
somewhere off the Eent coast, that's all
I know. Btep lively——"

He Mourished a revolver threateningly.

“You mean you want us to swim for
1t? asked Wharton, with a curl of the
lip. "“You villain "

“Bwim for it, or sink for it ! chuckled
the rogue.  “Sharp’s the wordl Or
thore'll be o destroyer or something
along here next.”

“The juniors looked to Wharton for
orders.

“(Come on, you chaps,” he said p!:rﬂ“:h
“The water’s predty icy at this time of
the year, but I'd sooner risk the cold
water than stay s moment longer with
this villain.”

The revolver waa flourished again, and
a nasty glint shot into the eves of the
man who held 1t

“MNone of your lip, you voung hound!
Out you go! Sharp!”

Wharton nodded te hia chums, and
simultaneously the four juniors dived.
A mocking laugh floated atter them.

“ Keop together ! ¢alled out Wharton
as he came to the surface and struck
out strongly.

The pilot's laugh rang out again
With his torch he tried to pick out the
swirnmers, but its fecble ray was scarcely
of any assistance.

“Done him!"” whispered Wharton, as
he struck out alongside Frank Nugeni.
“This i3 where we smile.”

“T would if it wasn't so dashed coid.”
said MNugent. “Hallo! Here's the
buoy I

It was & buoy sure enough—the Black
Bock buoy. And cold as they were after
their immersion, the juniors could hardly
refrain from cheering as they grabbed
a hold en it wherever they could.

Brrrreer !

The sound of the engine breaking into
a ronr told them that the pilot was not
a bit concerned on their account. He
was preparing to take off. Bub scarcely
had the penctrating thunder of the giant
engine disturbed the silence of the even-
ing than n terrific heam of light began
to sweep the sea.

A gearchlight!” muttered Wharton,
trying his hardest to stop his teeth from
chattering.

“From a warship, perhaps! ox-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Hurrah! Our
luck™ in1*

“The wishinlness is father to Llhe

——

thoughtiulness,
tering booth.
“And the coldfulness of the esteemed
and  ridicolous  waker 18 terrilic,”’
mitnicked Nugent, with an abtempt at
cheerfulness.
“There it goes again!”

said Inky between chat-
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The searchlight swept the sea agein, piercing the shroud
of fog as though it were glass. But it did not embrace the
fioating acroplane or the boys stranded on the buoy.

“TWhat's & warship doing in these waters?” asked Dob
Charry suddenly.

“Expect news has been wirelessed them that an seroplane
has come down,” said Harry, “although I don’t know who
eould have tted us in this beastly fop.” .

“T've got it 1 vxclaimed Nugent, between chattering teeth.
“The noisc of the engine has heen picked up by sound
detectors. I believe cvery make of engine has its own por-
ticular * note.”

“In which esse, anyone with a sound detector, whatever
that might be,” said Bob Cherry, “would be able to pick up
the note of the engine over there., The authorities at
Crovdon, for instance, would know what the make of the

engine was.”
? Exact “ Hallo |

*Exactly,” exclaimed Whaerton.
light's got him " .

The hroad beam of the searchlight picked eut the aero-
plane, showing the shivering juniors the pace of it a3 it
skimmed the waters preparatory o taking the air. Then
they saw a perfect elimbing turn, and the aeroplane was
away over their heads, thrashing its way through the mgnt
at & speed that conldn’t have been less than 2 hundred and
twenty miles an hour. .

The sanrchlight continned to follow iis progress—a lask
that kept the operator busy, for the plane waa stunting in
every conceivable way within ssfety limits to throw that
relentless beam off the trail. w e

And at last the searchlight lost its victim.

“(3ood-byee !¥ called out Bob Cherry.

“Wae've got to give a hsil, vou chaps,” said Wharton,
whose limbs were ming numbed. “Or it will be touch-
and-go with us if we have to hang on here until morning.
When 1 count three, yell ' Help " at the top of your lungs.
One—two—three—"

“H-E-L-P 1

ir ,A.E’ﬂ.i‘fl IIJ

“H-E-L-P 1

The juniors waited anxiously. Then, over the water, came
a hail:

i Ahﬂ]" 144

“A-H-0-¥ 1" veolled back Wharton & Co.

The searchlight glearmed out again, and within a few
seconds it was focused on the buoy, almest blinding ihe
shivoring juniors in its intensity.

“"Ahov] Hold on! We're sending a ship’s boat to pick
vou up '™

“Thank heaven!” breathed Wharton. “Hp felt Frank
Nugent move heside him, and intuitively guessed that his
strongth was failing. Out went Wharton's arm .and encircled
the shoulders of his chum.

“Hold on, Franky 1" he panted. “We're aale now! Look!
Here comes the boat!”

- [ & L] [ " L]

More dead than alive, the four Greviriars schoolboys were
brought aboard H.M. Destrover Vincent, for with their
sescue the reaction had set in. What would have been their
fate had thoy heen compelled to remain on the buoy all night
it was impoasible to conjeclure,

But once aboard the destrover, everything was done to puil
them round. The commander of the vessel saw o their
comfort himself.

“These raust be the schoolboys whe were forced to accom.
pany that scoundre] Razinoff,” he mentioned to his oflicer of
the watch. “Ioor beggars! They logk done upt”

“It's a pity we didn't know that the kids were not on the
seroplane when the searchlight picked her out, sir,” said the
lientenant regretfuliy. “ Or we’d have put a shell into her
tail.”

The commander nodded.

“"Orders were orders, Humphrey,” he =aid, with a smile.
T Apd our orders were not to re on the plane.™

“FHxactly, sie.”

“The boys are below now, Humphrey,” said Commander
Bampson. “I have given orders that thev should be fed and
put to bed. A good sleep will pull them round, 111 inter.
view them in the morning.”

“Very good, sir.”

The officer of the wateh saluted swmarily and withdrew,
still shaking his head over the amount of prize money thai
had beon lost to the orew of H.M. Destrover Vincout,

Meantimme, Harry Wharton & Co. were heing put to bed,
One question only congerning their adventure had heen put
to them, namely, were they the boys from Greyfriars Schosl
who had been abicard the stolen pia,nn"f' The answer heing
i the affirmative, Wharton & Co. wore left to {-g]jgy a woll.
earned slember, whot time the news of their rescus was

(Continued cverieaf.)

The search-

I

_ Money Saved
1s Money Earned

Do your own Repairs
in the Home and Save
Tradesmen’s Bills

“I wish to tell
ever mede In m
MECHANIC®
alone. !
come to my hodse, and the
wonderful."—Mr. ALFERED H.

oW that it 1z the best bargaio 1 have
life, Bince I have bad ' THE AMATEUR
have saved the cost in Boot Eepaira

tha books are
irmingharm.

THE AMATEUR
MECHANIC

shows you How to Make,
Mend or Repair

A Pair of Riveted Boots—A Garden Path—Gabinst Fitiings
in Matal — Soap—Giues and Yarnishes — Loacked Doors Extra
Sarurs-—A Model Flylng Machine—A Hot Water Tows Rall—
A Gramophong—Perambulotor Hoods—Thaatrios! Scenary—A
Mattrese—Frames for Plctures—Furnitura Aevivers—Plasier
Casts—invisthie | ine Frotwork—Line Blocks—Gramo-
Emnl Gahirats -— DExirind Adhasives'— Arilstia Bed-room
itmants — A CGlothea Post — A Palr of Hand.sewn Bools —
8lgns In Chipped Glass—Caments—Door Bolts—Hinges, ate.—
A Wirslesa 8ot — Curtain Fittlnge — Anti-Freszing Solutfons
—A GeHf-Chosing Door—Gastings in Matal—Caiiul Yarnish-—
Roler Bfinds—Bent -lronwork—Artificial Marble—A Mailcart
—A Bwing — A Sundial Pedastal — Stencii Plates — A Garden
Roller — Rustiec Ghafra — Saais — Benchas -— Hearthrugs — A
Barometer—A HAack for Brooms—An Ovordoor Shelf—Rubber
Biampe—All about Lathes—Brokan Chalrs;, Tables, Dressers
Couohes, etc.—All kinde of Glocks and wguhn—dznﬂqaat
Chalre — 0id China —Chair Bottoms— Modern Walches—0ld
Chook Diatl—itﬂplaﬂdﬂru— Ranges Beoilers — Mahogany Arm-
chalrs—Pianos, Repairing and Tuning—Knives and Forks—
Plastering—Gas Fittings—5peaking Tubes—Cooking Ranges—
Matal Yasssis—Pookat and Pan Knivéas—Leath®r BEage-—0Orend-
father Cocks —Defective Floorhoards — Spectacien, ete., oto,

There is Nothing in the Home You
Cannot Repair You have
¢« The Amateur Mechanic®’
to Guide You.

For the Family Man

The gréat point about this unigue **bhow-to-do-it* instructer
is that . iz thoroughly practical. The instructionz are
printed in simple language and there are over §,000 working
drawings and phetographs that aetually show vou how to
handle even ihe mingtest details ol every jobh, “THE
AMATEUR MECHARIC™ will ehow you how to do any and
every lob in the home, and thus put an end to the frequently
recurring expinses of tradesmen’s bills,

FREE A Descriptive

Booklet _gt

all aa
MITH,

I show tha books to mll my friends when they

e e PQS_‘T AT D.Ht:E R R R R T A RN T P

To The WAVERLEY EQOK C0., LTD. {Mag. N. Dept.},
g8 & 97, Farrfngdnn Btreat, London, E.C.4.
Please send me your Tree llustrated Booklet contalpiog
alt particulars of “THE AMATEUKR MECHANXNIC" and
your offer Lo aend the Camplete Work at onee for 3 pominal

first paywment, the bLalaoce payable by small monthly soms,
beginning 30 dayas after delivery of work,

B e e
{Send tlez ferm or o peatoard.)

AJDIlﬂltﬁﬂl---1r+i+il11+rrilr|-Pl----lll1-iill'1"|11

P B EE R 4N

l{-ﬂ‘-H.. lgﬂﬁ. R N R E T P dd 40 A e s Can e a e n e e e em R

e wEadE I TEERT L ER RN RN ERE L ERN L

Fnd A F IR R AAFFHEAAGPRFERS AT PR TR mmm

Ak FRrddadEFa

pthbiF s EEEpndmbdghidamnid



22

LR e e ——

;lﬁROES OF THE AIR!

(Confinsed from previous pge.)

being  flashed by wireless o the
authoritics aszhora,

And, neecdless to say, four-tired ﬁqd
weary heads were soon nestling deep in
the comfortable pillows of the officers’
berths, wrapped in  the arms of

Morpheus.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Style !

4 ALLO! IHalloe! Hallo! YWhere

Bob Cherry sat up in his

bunk and rubbed hia eyes

Then lwe gave & howl as his head came
in ::-Sntan:-t with & beam,.

4T w |-?J-

The noize awoke Nagent, Inky, and
Wharton, but they profited by Bob's
experiones, for he hastened to give them
WaArning.

"Alind your silly heads!” he grinned.
“T'va just had a dostnp with oéne of
these beams ! !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

It was a hearty laugh that came from
the. Greyfriars junidrs, for sleep had put
new life mto them, and their waking
spirits were as bright ss the early morn.
ing sun that streamed in at the cabin
porthola.

“We do zen 1ife! chuckled Bob
Cherry, stretching himself. “First o
trip in a Government aeroplane, then
A trip in a destrover. I wonder what
next ¥

“Morning, young gentlomen !*

It was the steward. Heo smiled cheerily
at his charges,

“Top of the morning ! choruzed the
Creviviars juntors.

-1 see you young gentlemen are ready
for breakfast,” said the stoward, with a
wirrde.

“What-ho!” boomed Dob Cherry., “1
could eat a horse!*

“ Bame here!”

“Well, tumble up! It be waiting
for you in ten minutes’ time.”

The juniors tumbled out with a will.
They found a bath apiece, with wateore
all ready for them. A quick fub in the
invigorating see water, o brisk rub-
down, and Wharton & Co. were as i
as fiddles.

Their clothes had been dried and
pressed, and well within the prescribed
ten minutes, the Co. were inquiring after
that breakfast.

The steward proved a good friend.

“Much as vou like. sire,” he said.
“Just ring the bell if you neod any-
thing.”

The juniors fell to with a will. In
their exhausted state of the previous
ovening they had been able only to
swallow some broth-and & sharp edge
had becn added io their appetites as a
RONSCHUENTE.

“This is prime!” said Dob Cherry,
between mouthfuls of ham and eggs.

“Hear, hear!”

“The primefulnoss s
wortiiy chums.”

“T wonder what our late friend iz
doing now,” chuckled Wharten, when
the second helping of ham and eggs had
gone the same way as the fiesk

t‘Tt‘ﬁ.I‘i't'lE,' hiis gidd:{ hatr, I'1l hEt,”
grinned Tob Cherpy,

“Borve him right!”

The stoward entered the PFICES- OO,

“I you pentlemen have finishied, vou
would oblige the commander by stepping
along to see him.””

“Lead on Maeduff!™ sang out Dob
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Cherry boisterously, * Wea've gob some-
thing extra good to tell him."”

The steward led the way te Com-
mander Sampson’s state-room. A kindly
voice bade the juniors enter.

’"{imd-mﬂmin? my lada!”

The four Greylriers scouts saluted.

“* Good-morning, sir!”

The commandor beckonad the bovs to
sit down, and in a genial, understanding
spirtt asked them to relate their adven-
tures of the previous day.

“Well, my lads;, you scem to have
your heads screwed on pretty well, ' Nof
much harm will come to you, ehi?" he
chuckled, when Wharton, acting &%
spokeaman, had prectically !ﬁnisheg his
story. “It's & rare pity we didn’t know
that that scoundrel £3m
you overboard, otherwise we'd have sent
a shell agross hiz bows! so to speak.
Two million of gold is a lot to sec slip
through vour fingers, my lads.™

Vharton & (o, exchanged glances,
and smiled. Their trump card was yet
fo be Elaye&.

“1 have something of imporiance to
tell you in addition to what you have
just heard, sir,” sald Wharton.. “But
first -we would like to know if our school-
chum, Buntér—the one who dropped
overboard in a parachute—is safe?”

The commander smiled reassuringly.

“Of course, I was forgolting your
anxioty on that szcore. But- rest essy,
my boys, your friend Bunter iz per-
fectly safe dnd zound. T helieve, aceord-
ing fo the wirelets report received, he
finished his descant in o tree, and-——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Commander Sampson joined in the
marriment that piece of news oceasioned.
“8o all's well that ends well, eh?"

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton, “ especially
a3 the two million of Government money
is.-safo!™ :

“ What ¥ ,

The commander started to his feet 1n
his amazement., Had the boy said that
the two million was abeard iz oewn
ship he could not have been less
astonished.

"Bay that agein!” he-said

“That's my piece of news,” returned
Wharton with a smile... “ When 1 sa
eafe, it's practically so, for the Blae
Rock buoy iz only four fathom: deep.
And the ecazes are on the ocean bed
about twenty yards away from the
bugoy !

“Good gad!"” exclaimed the com-
mander joyously., " Are vou sure?”

“Well, considering these chaps and J
worked like Trojans to chuck the giddy
loot overboard while old Razinoff
monkeyed with the engine, I should
zay I am,” zaid Wharton with a twinkle
in his eyves.

Commandor Bampson’s gnarled right
hangd shot out across the table.

"Bhake, boys!"” he exclaimed. *The
Navy's proud of you ™

Each of the juniors’ hands was clasped
in that strong grip. Then there was
a bustle in the engine-room as the order
“ About ship!” was piven.

.Back to the Black Rock buoy went the
destroyer at full speed, the crew, learn-
g of their commmander’s discovery, as
crews do, wnd entering into the spirit
of the thing with rare zest.

The Greyiriars chums were the heroca
of the hour, and they bore the honours

rained upon  them  with  becoming
miesty.
Black Rock PBuoy was reached in

record time, and meamwhile two divers
were hastily donning their =nits. Tive
munutes later the divers, vnder the per-
sonal supervision of Commander Samp-
son, put off 1 o ship's eutter for the
spot wheee Wharton & Co. judeed the
cnses of bullion to lie.

ioff had ordered

The Co., of course, were in the cutter,
and their excitement was as keon as the
rest of that eager boatload from the
destrover.

In less than ten minutes the first diver
was lowered into the water. His report
came up to those waiting in the cutter
a few moments later.

“Location O.K. Cases within a fl-
teen yvard radins.”

“Hurrah!” Bob Cherry could re.
strain himself no longer. He was think-
ing then not of the glory reflected on
himself” by that remarkable find, but
of the exprassion on Razinoff's face when
the scoundrel landed and discoverad that
hiu in turn had been -lmh:fd. As Bob
clegantly -expressed 1t the ecxpresgions
:::hghis‘ {me Pwuu"id ba worth a guinéa

& box,

Commandsr Sampson turned-a radiant
face on the Greyfriers chinms,

“You boys have done wonderfully
well,” ho said. “We'll soon have those
casnz aboard.”

“iood eggl” c¢hortled Bob Cherry.

“The gmg winess &f the estebmed and
lwdicrous egg is terrifie,” purred Hurres
Singh. “Buot the swearfulness of the
ridiculons Razinoff will be more
tarvific I

“Ha, he, hal” o s

-Even Commander Sampson joined in
thiat heprty peal of laughter, for Inky's
weird and ~wonderful rendering of the
English language was'vastly amuaing.

DBut ho was soon thie brisk sailorman
again, In shadp, c¢lear sentenices he
gave instructions for & buoy to bhe
lowered over the side to mark the exact
spot where the bulljon lag. 'The diver
was taken on board, and the cutter
forged its way back to the destroyer.
Onece on board, the crow were debailad
to bnild & raft stable epough to take
the weight of a crene which would bo,
necéssary to litt the bullion cases from-
the ocean bed, for the destrover drew
too much water to allow of her anchor-
ing over the spot where the bullion lay,
The raft.was completed in something
under half an hour,

“Do you leds want to be in at the
death,” asked the commender genially,
g5 the raft and tackle was lowered from
the davits.

“If we're not in the way," said Whar-
ton, with a quick glance at his chums.

“¥ou won't be in the way, my lads,
never fear,” replicd Commander Samp-
son,  “Come with me "

Twoe minutes later the Greyiviacs
chums werg zeated in the cutier. A tow
had been fixed to the raft.and it was
drawn through the seas until the mark.
ing buoy wes reached.

Then the officer in charge of opera-
tions detailod the members of his erew
to their various posts. The erane was
tried out end its long steel cable with
the grappling hooks at the end disap-
pearad inlo the blue depths of Lhe sea,

The two divera, with coile of stout rope
about their bodies, descended the rope
ladder that hung over the side of the
rafL.

“"Now we sha'n't be long,” grinned
Doh Cherry.

And Commander Sampson winked ex-
pressively,

From their position in the cutter the
boys and the skipper of thg destroyer
watched the cable chain {aulen

“ Here comes the firsl batch of gold!™
remarked Wharion.

And he was right.

The signal was given io haul in the
eable. Slowly Lhe first load ol ecases
were ralsed from their watory bed

“Hurcah !”

A cheer cscaped Boli Cherry as tha
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“* Give a hail, you chaps ! ** erled Wharton, whose limbs were bocoming numbed. ** When I count three yell * Help [ * af the |

top of your lungs. One, two, three——*  H-E-L-P "

“Now again I " “H-E-L-P!"

The junlors waited anxioualy.

en, over the water a searchlight gleamed, and within a few seconds it was focused on the buoy, almost blinding the shivering

Greylriars juniors in its intensity.

(See Chapter 10.)

cases, roped together, showed above the
surfaca of the water.

The crane was swung inwards over
the raft, and eager hands uwufastened
the giant grappling hooks end stowed
the cases aft. Then the crane swung
out again for its next load.

Half of the packing-cases had heen
recoverod hefore the divers came up for
their well-earned ﬂ%ﬁ“ of fresh air. Two
more men took their places. Thevy
worked at good speed. Doubtless the
thought of the prize money that would
ke theirs spurred them omn, for it was
ander tho hour when a message from
one of them told the officer in charge
of operations that the last batch of
cases had been attached to the cable,

“And that's the lot1” remarked Com-
mander Sampson. “And a very fine
morning's work, too, eh, my lads?"

41 E.-!-! E-r !J‘J

Harry Wharton & Co. were delighted.

The raft was towed bhack to the
destroyer and hoisted on board. Then
‘the precious cases of bullion were stored
away in the hold.

] L L] [ ] L L

Two houra later H .M. Destrover Vin-
cent was steaming into Pegg Harhour,
every member of the crew looking as if
ho were walking on air.

Along the quay at Pegg a hundred
hovs or more in Eton: ecould be zeen,
A cheer went wp as the destroyer
dropped out her anchor. Another cheer
rang out as the ship's pinnace was
lowered from her davits with Wharton
& Co. aboard.

“Hurrah!”

“{Zood old Wharton!"

ria

“Hemove! Hemove!
Tt was & wonderful home-coming., As
Harry Wharton & Co. stepped on the
quay they felt the proudest schoolboys

in the world. Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch

hurried forward to greet them.

“My boys,” said Dr. Locke thank-
fully, “I'm proud of you! Greviriars
iz prend of you! Thank heavens you
are aafe!l”

Mr. Queleh—he of the gimlet eyve—did
nothing (o justify that appellation on
thiz orcasion. His eyes were shining
with & kindly pride and enthusiasm. He
shook each Junmior warmly by the hand.

Then the ('o. marched down to the
waiting Greyfriars erowd.

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah

Again ihe cheers rang out. Then the
orderly crowd broke loose,

“YChair "em!" yelled Johnny Bull.

Mr. Queleh wineed a bit at the mutila-
tion of the English language, but he
recoversd himself, and smiled as happily
a2 any schoolboy present. His boys had
covered themselves with glors, and it
was only to be expected that Mr. Quelch
Lasked in a certain amount of their
glory,

In a cheering, laughing throng Harry
Wharton & Ceo. wore chaired o Ltho
school.  Truly & wondrovs home-coming.

[ + - - -
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It was a fow days later, and the
Remove and a goodly sprinkling of
Higheliffie fellows were in the HRag.

That zpacions apartment was graced by
long, white tables upon which overy
sort of tuck dear {o the heart of youth
waz in evidence.

It was a very speecial orcasion, Ounly
that morning Wharton, Nugent, Cherry,

T

and Hurrea Singh had received a lefier
of commendation from the Home Secre-
tary. And a-top of that cheery com-
munication came o letter from the Trea-
sury, which cnelosed & cheque for a
substantinl amount of prize-money for
tho heroes of the hour.

Really a record feed soemed to be the
“proper caper,” as Inky expressed it
And a record feed 1t was, the hike of
which had never been seen in the Grey-
{riars Remowve.

Evoryone was cheery and bright with
perhaps one exception. Billy Bunter
was happy whilo he was eating, and he
did as much of that as eight fellows at
least ; but when b came io the foasts
and speeches—what time, ineidentally,
tho fat Owl was still eating—le made
a protest that bo had been left out in
the sharing-up of the prize-maoney,

But noe one was inclined lo histep to
Bunter. The true story of his “daring "
leap into space had come to hight. Thus,
when Billy Bunter, still of an opmion
that he ought to have had lis whaek,
asked for it, Bob Cherry kindly obliged
!'I'il'l"l.

Thff !

Whercat Billy Bunier was heard to
ntter :

“Whoop! Cherry, you rotter! Yow!”

Which showed that Billy Bunter knew
not the meaning of the word gratitude,

THE EXI.

(There will be another splendid long
eompiete story of Harry Whariun £ Co.
s nexrt  week's  Magwer,  entitled:
“oker On The Warpath!™ Mind you
reed this lntest slory from the pen of
nopulur Frank Richurds.)



PUT TGO THE TBET ! —No longer a hunted fugitive with a price on his hend, yorng Tommy Comber is giren th
charce of proving what his powerful explosicve — Comberite - can do in the presence of a group of expeds !
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Tommy Regains His Nose !

"HARA shook his head.
Y“This means prigo. IPrizon

iz a living death. I would in-

finitely prefer being shot; I'm
not at all afraid of dying. I think 1'd
prefer it, anyway,”™ he said wearily.
¥ Bhoot if you choose, 1 shall not move
from here whatever you do.”

“Then I'll keep you here till Carfax
comes ! gaid Tommy Comber frankly.

Do, You may have to wait a week,
Tommy. This is & lonely spot, and it's
pretty clear he doesn’t know where you
are. Shoot, my lad. It's soon .done, and
that's the quiekeat road.”

“Confound it! I can't shoot you!"™
said Tommy desperately. “J——"

P No,” roplied O"Hara, with the ghost

i a smile, “1 don't see how you can

t me in cold blood, Tommy—nor any
othier way. When I first saw you, you
wore in just the same state that I'm in
now. Did I shoot you—or give you up?
BPo you remember that T shelicred. you,
fed and doctored you, protected you
from your enemies and from my own
friends—and trusted you when I turned
you loose? Would you be where rou are
now, all cleared, with a fortune to come,
if it hadn’t been for me? No. You'd
be on the Bellerophon, doing time.”

Tommy lowered his pun.

“Thal's all true,” he szaid rather
huskily, “But I can't let you go--I'd
be doing Carfax down! He's trusting
me now. After Dan he's the best pal
I've got—he saved my life, too, 1 don't
sa¥ vou haven't been decent to me—for
your own profit, DBut you're a chick
scoundrel; anyway ! vou and your pang
are no hetter than murderers. That's
what vou wanted Comberite for !

“"You think 567" said O"Hare, hiz eve
sparkling for a moment. “DBut I be-
lieve that I was right, and what we were
doing would have been better for the
world, in the ond.”

“Then you must be mad!” reforted
Tommy. “And I believe all you Red
chaps are mad, and don't know it. Look
at the miserable giddy mess you've made
of vour own country! DBut what yvou're
out for i3 just vourselves !

“Tossibly. Anvway, I'm beaten and
done for—even if T pot away alive,
which I sha’n’t,” said O'Hara.

For a few momoents they looked at
each other in silenco. Tommy felt more
morry for O'Hare than he darved let him
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“Let's call 2 truce,” said O'ldara.
"You can't sit there and cover me with
that gun all night.”

“Very well,” said Tommy suddenly,
and stepped to the door.

Just onlside the hut was a brimming,
muddy ditch., He pitched the duck-gun
into tj‘:& ditcl, and the pistol after it

“That’s done!” he said. " We'll have
no shooting. But you ain’l goin' fo get
away from me. I can stop you, without
a gun.”

“I have no doubt vou can, and I
sha'n't try,” said O'Heare. “By the
way, you're not looking very pretty
yvourself, Tommy."

Tommy ecaught sight of himself, for
the first time, tn & little eracked mirrer
that hung on the wall of the hut, The
sight of his sallow face and broken nose
horrified him.

“By gozh, T owe that to you!” he seid
angrily. “Have I got to spend the rest
of my life with a face like a black Aunt
Hally "

O'Hara smiled.

“It's a pity,” he said. “You would
be safe with Tom Comber'zs own face
now. Do yvou think vou'd like it "

“Could you. give me my own face
back ?* gaspéd Tommy.

“Of course I could. And I'm the only
man alive who can do il."

“How—where? Not here? TYou
haven't got the. things with you?”

“I've got enough for that. Tt's not so
difficult to give vou back your natural
face—such as it was—as to disguise you
as somechody else. I can do it in half an
hour or less.”

“Great Scolt! eried Tommy ex-
citedly. “TFor goodness’ zake do ic! I'H
do anyvthing for you. Look here! I—I1
can't et vou go. I'm a prisoner mysecifi,
in charge of Carfax—I've given him my
parole. But I'll say anything I can for
vou, if you've tried. I’ll make it casy;
it’ll be & help.”

O0'Hara nodded.

“ All right, Tommy, A bargain. You
say all yvou can for we. Stand up for
me & bit. I need & friend.”

O'Iara pulled a pilece of paper oub of
his pocket, scribbled a few hines on ik,
and tossed it across,

“Get that made up al & chemist's—ar
do it yoursell. TUse that for a wash, and

it will fake the celour out of your haic-

and your skin, It's o secret. [It'H take

g weoel or two, but you'll come lighter

till vou've got your natural coloar.”
“That’s all right—but my nose!” =aid

“» i

Tommy excitedly. “How am I to goi
that back " .

“T'll give you your nose back now.”
said O'Hara, smiling. ‘

There was an iron pof simmering ou
the fire in tho open hearth. e diprod
Ike's drinking-mup into it and set it
mside, filled with hot water.

" Come over here and lie down; as you
did at my house.”

“Eogh ! said Tommy, a3 he stretchodd
himself out on the bed of rushes in the
corner of the hut. I supposze I'm
giddy fool to trust myself in your hands
like this. It's as pood as esking you lo
throttle me.”

“Tlon't be mo &8ss, Tommy!™ snid
O’Hara. “I never do anvthing withot
4 reason. What profit would I get cut
of throttling youl”

He dipped a cloth in the steamingz
mug, and laid i, doubled up, hob awud
wet, across FPommy's nose. He took a
little leather case [roam his pocket, eon
taining someo steel instruments-and one
or fwo small soft-haired brushes. Thes
for some time he was busy.

Tommy could not sea what was hap-
pening to him. He felt little or no pain,
I}. O'Hara's clever fingers were attend-
ing to him. His nose, all his faen,
soemed to have pone warm and soft, hile
a man's beard lathered for shaving.

“Is 1t all rnight?” he asked, in o
muffled voice anxiously.

“Bhut vour mouth and lie still,” said
U"Ha!.fﬂ. “the difficult part is coming
HOw.

Ho tool a little glass phial from lis
pocket, and empticd & few drops from
it on a large silk handkerchief, whici
was suddenly pressed over Tommy's face,
Temmy's brain swam. He %clt lis
nostrils filled with the sweet, sickly
odour of chloroform. He struggled, hut
a hand held him down, hiz zenzes lef:
him, and everything went black.

The Final Test !

FRAOMMY szat up, blinking. He felt
stupefiecd, and his head ached
alightly. To Ins amazement he
saw John Carlex standing in the

hut, looking at hin with a grim smile.

“(FHara's work, T suppose, Tommy "
he said.
“Great Scolt! Where is he®" gaspeil

Tommy, strugeling to his feet.

“Asz far as I can learn, ho seems to
have launched a Marshiman's boat out of

a creck on the chore, some while ago.
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We saw a recfed sail beating out to sea
as wa oane up, E-I'Id now we CR11 Hed
nothing.™

Tommy staggered to the door of tie
hut aud looked out. It was nearly dark.
Hea heard the roar of the gale and the
beat of the waves down on the shore.

“"He's done me, siv!” gasped Tonuwy.
%Y told him I ecouldn’t let him go—see-
ing vou trusted me. He's doped ne and
beat it, that's what he's done!”

“That's what 1t looks hike., How dJdid
he do ¥

Tommy told Carfax all that had
happened. )

“"You'll blanme me, sir!” he saud
unhappily.

Carfax laughed, and laid a hand on
his shoulder.

“ Don't worry, Tomuny, I've got ihe
others; 1 don't care so much about
O’Hara.” He looked out to sed. '""He
was 8 brave man to pul off in this gale,
aud I should say he's at the bottom by
pow, He miglit just -as easily have
knocked vou on the head as doped you
—axeapt that he'd have swung for it if
caught. You're a smart lad, but nabody
expects you bo be guibte as smart as D
O'Hara, even if you thought you were.
It's a gueer thing, but I 5{: believe the
scoundrel had rather a liking for you,
Tommy ! _

Tommy found himself unable to speak.
He couldn't for the life of him feel sovry
that O'Hara had escaped imprisonmant.
He had had his chanee. Just then Dan
cama into the hut.

“Tommy!™ he cried, and then stood
staring., * {Zreat Jupiter, what's this?"

*"What's what "

“Why, i1t's Tom Comber himseli, or

next fo it! ‘Lhe old originzl!  What
have you done to yourself:”

Tommy looked at himself in ihe
cracked mirror and had a shock, If waa

his old self that was tooking at him from
the glass, True, his heir was still black
and his skin tinted, but the lincz on his
face were altered back, and Fat Rociwe's
big nosa was gone. Instead of 1%,
Tommy saw his own impudent, short,
fighting nose; with a bit of & wrinkle
across the bridge of it certainly, as if
the skin had been stretched; but it
looked as if that would smooth away.

Tommy felt an enormous relief, Ha
gave a cry of joy. :

“ By guni,, he kept his word!” he
eried, " He finished the job for me be-
fore he cleared!™

“PDon't blame you a bit for wanking
vour face back, Tomme—even at the
visk of being throttled " said Carfax,
laughing., “I'd have done just the smine
im your shoes, @'l make it all right for
ozt headquarters—youn did your best.

{e was n bad man; but there are worse

men than ("Hara. But what ahout this
hairy great fellow here, and why i3 he
tied up ™

Two of Carfax’s men had just brought
Ike the Marshman to the hut door be-
tween them, with his handa still bound
together, lke was covered with mud,
and looked dazed and sullen, like a
trapped beast. Carfax’s eyes were
twinkling with amusement as he  put
the guestion to Tommy, who had =aid
nothing about ke,

“Himi” said Tommy. “0Oh, I've
got nothin’ against him, sir! He gave
& hit of trouble—he don't Iike strangers.
But if you don't want him I should let
him go.”

“Oh, 1 doo't want to be bothered with
him ! Jaughed Carfax, who understood
well enough.  1've enough on iy
handz. Loose his hands, Jig, and turn
hijn off. IH be & lesson to him.™

“* Hao spems to have some banknofes i_n
his jersoy, sir,” said one of Carfax's
e,

“He hasn't carned "em,™ zaid Tommy,
“bul he may as well keep 'em, 1 zhould
think. They'll cure him of the headache.
And he'z lost his boat.”

As they leit the hut Tonuny stopped
and looked towards the roaring sea.

1 wonder if the poor chap can live
through that?”’ he said, under &ads
breath.

1 don’t know,"” smid Duan dryly.
“But if you ask me, that fellow was
never born to be drowned.”

They left the island in the launch,
travelling up the erecks in the windy
darkness till they reached Wakering,
where a motor met them and took them
to SBouthend, There, after getting dry
clothes and a hot dinner at the hotel,
the bovs found theomselves sitiing with
Carfax in a first-class carriage on the
up-train,

“Gosh, T'm slecpy!” said Tommy,
Iring back. **Where are we bound,
sir 1

“London,™ satd Carfax.

Tommy sat up suddenly. .

“Are you sure I'm safo, sir?” he said
shxiously. *“Can anyone prove now, in
a court of Iaw, that I neither killed nor
robbhad my Uncle Joa that night 17

Apnin Carfax smiled.

“¥You remember my coming in at the
cottage door, when we caught the gang
thiz afternoon ?™ he asked,

Lagodg
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This js not exactly a happy heginning to ihe bafling mystery case that has taken Ferrers Locke, the famous delective, and
But even with that zun so unpleasantly close {o his heart Locke doesn't lose his nerve.
Read how he gets out of this tight corner in the opening chapters of :(—

“THE MYSIERY OF FLYING V. RANCH!”

& poweriul new detective and Wild West adveniure yarn starting in next week’s MAGNET,

Jack Drake, his boy assistant, out West.
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“Do I not!"”

“I had been outside that door for
nearly two minutes, Bofore entering, I
heard Merton Haynes confess out of
his own mouth that he and no onec else
killed Joseph Comber; and that he put
the stolen, banknotes in vour clothes,
And iy men are witnesses that he sawd
it.:li

“Then that's that?” said Tommy, with
a long sigh, and, sinking back, he fell
into a profound sleep.

» 3 L] L3 E ]

dJust three days later John Carfax took
Tommy in & taxicab to the Government
Luildings in Downing Street, where hoe
was introduced to a tall, stout gentle-
mman with & bald head, whom, Tommy
learned with awe, was Lord Linsmere,
the Home Secretary.

Lord Lansmere grected Tommy with
& welcoming smile, and beld out a hand
to himi.

“] know wyour entire story, Mr.
Comber.” he said; “your innocence is
established, and vou are now free, with
no stain on your charactor whatover!”

"1 owe it to My, Carfax bees, sir,”
statnmered Tommy, *and to my pal Dan
Bonnoti !

“And a poed denl to vourself, too,”
said hiz lordship. “You have been in
prison three months for a erime vou
never committed,” he added, with a
twinkle in hiz eye, “so we can't very
well punish yvou for eseaping. And wo
are fortunato that this ww:mc%ﬂ'rful soorct
of your wnele's, Joseph Comber, came
into the hands of a pateiotic English

_—

boy, who refused to give it up to an
enemy oven under threat of death. We
are proud of you. But there is ono
thing, Tem Comber, we shall test that
georct, and if found correct it must bo
sold to the British Goverpment,” who
will give you your own price for it.”

i 'Igharﬂ’ﬁ no one else on carth I'd let
have it, sir!’" said Tommy.

Whereon Lord Linsmere shook hands
Eith him asain, and he went off te join

.

A week afterwards & forpedo-beat
landed Tommy, Dan, Carfax, and a
distinguished crowd of people on the
jetty ab Curlew Island.

There was a gencral of Royal
Engineers and five other famons soldiors,
togetlher with a group of distinguished
seionbists, most of them weanng Trilby
hats and spectacles,

Tommy and Dan dog up ilie flask of
Comberite from its hiding-place on the
marsh. HHalf of it was handed io the
seientists to look at., They weore very
clever men, but  they could make
nothing of it.

Tommy buricd the Madk with the rest
of the powder ander the flooe of the
ungalow, with a detonator and [use.
He had had enough of the bungalow. 1t
had heon the seone of 2 tragudy, and he
wanted it wiped off the map. Then be
withdrew the company io the wall half
a mile away, and they waited,

There was a roar like ten thunder-
storins breaking loose, & column of fire
shot inte the sky, the whole island
shoolk, and the sky was filled with a rain
of fragments. Two of the distinguished

solentists clutched each other round the
neck, staggering in terror; another sab
down viclently upon the seat of his
trousers on the wet grasa. The general
of Engineers cheerad, and Tommy's
hand was shaken by evervone of the
COmMpanY.

The torpedo-boat {fook him back io

ndon in triunph., Comberite is now
the property of the British Government,
and is the most elosely-guarded secret in
the world,

Tommy and Dan—for Tommy insisted
on going eguel shares in the price with
the chum without whose help he would
never have won through to the end—arc
now  wealthy  berond their  wildest
dreams,  Their wealth iz held for them
by the Public Trustes, but {hey have all
they ever want to draw out, and they
own a big steam vacht, on which they
are at present cruising round the world.

Nothing more was ever heard of
Chuffer IFoss, and none know whether
he went to the bottom of the Thames,
ar, having got ashore, made himself
sparee for ever. If the latter is trae, e
was a pood judge, for three vears fm-
prisonment for perjury awaits hime if he
ever tirns up. Karkold pot fifteon voars,

Nor has anvy news bheen recaived of
('Hara—or Soltaff.  If e perished in
the storme off Foulness, the sen haz nol
mven up s dead,  But Tommy some-
Limes wondevs whether that dark, vost-
lezs spavit. for whora he often feels pity.
1= stifl alive—-a stormy perrel ihat firs
over Bhie waiers and can find ne peace.

THE ENI.
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¢ WHAT THE WILD WEST TEC ¢
} IS UP AGAINST!

b el o

HE land of the “yegg.” of the
hold-up man, the remitbance-
man, the guick-action crook, of
detectives equally quick on the

uptake and at the draw, the Great Far
West 15 naturally the land of bag
eriminal undertakingz and of swift liv-
iilé,' and dying=—like a sitting at the
“fickers * only not so comfortalble!

Not that the scenory doesn't [eature
things other, and mare pleazant, than
those named, but in the remote cornera
-::IE :hr.- Far West it iz pretty much all
thak.

The yegomean camps out in a lonelw
valley, or a mountain fastness, and
there, secure—he thinks—from prying
eves, makes & devil's brew in prepara-
tion for his projected descent on some
prosporous and thriving town. He 13
cooking dynamite, to get the oil with
which he hopes to *bust * zome hank’a
safe and make a lightning get-away with
all the loot he can pack, with the help
of an accomplice, into a waiting “tin
Lizzie™

Then it is back to his valley or moun.
tamn fastness for him, until his adventure
has blown over—the blowing over
doesn’t take long in that part of “God's
country "—or until some hard-mouthed,
stéely-eyed, remorseless detective, crook-
Inter to the wvery bone, tracks him
down and draws him back o civilisation
—aimost like & winkle hooked out of
his shell at the end of a pin.

FPrioted aod pobiished ever
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A QUESTION OF LUCK!

No room there for the armehair erook-
huhter, who works from theory to fact.
The Far West tec works the olher way.
He jumps at o fact or two, and if he
wants a -bit of theory fo make things
“Jook nice * he works it np afterwards—
after his capture is cooling his heels in
Sing Sing !

There is nothing song-like about S8ing
Sing, by the way. IF iz just a gigantie
prison, where many of the bad men of
the Far West end up, with most of any
recollection of song or any, other form
of happiness driven from their minds by
8 regimo that is hard and ioflexible as
chilled steel.

Hold-up men DLate the volleys and
mountain fastnesses. They have no such
ize for them as the reaming veggman,
Thetr “j0b "' lies along the broad high-
ways, nob infrequently in the busiest
towns whare civilisation has eneroachod
on the not-so-long-past wildness of the
original Far West.

They do what their name implies—
held folk up at the snout of an auto-
matic, which iz as ready to bark and
bite as the hold-up men are to “hreak
camp ¥ with the wealth that comes to
them when a bit of business meets with
lnck.

Luck does nal always come, Tt cor-
tainly doesn't when, having made a
shight errov in caleulations and 1dentity.
the hold-up man finds at the end of his
over-ready gun not the timid citizen,
venfured a bit too far info the Far West,
that he caleulated to find but some tough
proposition, like the ex-chief of the New
York dotective force, who prompily pro.
ceeds to beat him to & pulp end make s
grand clean-up of his carcazs,

Istered

agenty for South

Ipti
fries: Ths Central Maws Apshor, Ltd. Bol ta far
ewa Oo., Lid. ?ﬂuud Nurmhc:z ih, 19‘?5.

WHERE GRIT COUNTS !

Me. George Doughty, the ex.chief
detective allnded to, once had this hectic
exporience, The hold-up man had never
met anything quite like him, for BMr
Doughty dared him to shoot. The
trigger finger served the astounded hold.
up man a senrvy brick. It hesitated.
The ox-chief toec koew at omee  hiz
“hird * was a hoverer, and instanily
went for his epponent like & hurricane
suddenly let loose.  The result was =
limp captive, who went like a dozed
lamb back to the civilized East. DBur
he was dramatic to the last, for he ecle.
brated his sensational arrest by commat-
ting suicide.

It 5 when one of the fraternity of
hold-up men or yvogpmen kills his parts
and, with the rake-off, beats it for the
far side of Hhe Far West, that the stick-
ing quality of the police stands oul.
Used almost from birth to the rough and
tumble of that region where scarce any-
one but carries a gun as naturally as
law-ghiding folk carev fountain-pens, the
tees scour the country for hundreds of
miles — sometimes  thousands —taking
calmly all the inevitable hardships thai
the tracking means—heat, cold, hunger,
danger, thinking them naught so thal
the finish comes with one less bad man
to scarify the face of the lively Far
West.

{Adud Ferrers Loacke, the English defee.
fire, drops fula this new Fénd of e
s eaify ax o duck takes fo water
Yau'fl enjoy reading the npentug chop-
ters af aur britliout new serial: “The
Mystery af Flying V. Raneh!” which
features the famouws defective.  Starts
next weel.)
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THIS SOLH) SILVER
At LEVER WATCH

HALL-MARKED

YOURS for

E‘ﬂr_'r rracer of rle *F Magnel' shanbl zermre

cae of these valyable Tever Walches do-day.

Bow for the fArsb ke offercd on our
unhentd-g¢f Largain {erma.

READ OUR BRIEF DESCRIPTION

Gent’a full aired Loavar Wateh, #ionr
Engine-turned. English Hall - toarked  SBalod
Hilvor Caxex, Acepurafely adjasiod mwmdvemes g,
carefully timed and tesiad, abeolwiely rFoelin e
time-keoprs.  Bold eoamelted dinl, hinged back
(2 illustraved), Fally warranied,
Wesead Ihis hanlvome Walch mpou receipt af
Bd. Afrer epccipt sand Bo= more, e Balanes
may¥ thew be paid by monthiy mstalments™ or
/= ozcle mucil 240/ cnly iz pald. Z=inche £
fEzeguint ash with arder sor balanee within 7
dayei,  CaEl veturned i fndb oof adizsnl s fed
Henil Bd. now to

SIMPSONS (&righton)
{Dapt, 2053}, 94, Queon's Ha.’;d.
Brighton,
Sussex,

D
DEPOSIT

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys ure wanted for the Seanan Clasz (from which

selections are maale Tor the Wirclesa Telegrapley

snd Signulling Branches), Aze 150 (o 167 jears.
Men alzo ave reqaired for

SEAMEN (Special ‘F-r'rr‘iq-:‘j - - Age 18 Fo 25
STOHEES - - - Agre T8 to 25
ROYAL MARINE FUIH'E l"‘i - - Age 17 to 23

GOOD PAY, ALL FOUND.
EXC ELLE NT CHAH I:l:.-S FDII PROMOTION.

Appiy pro ledter lo the Becculting 2o QMeer, B.W. nnd BN
R, Soffglk  =iroet, ]!zrmlnglmm 121, W¥ictoria Sorect, ]3|1g[1_p|
A, Canning l’]n-r--e1 Liserpool @ 55, t'L'In’In[-en:nLl.I ]_.-uurjuu, 2.W. .

'3 Deansgate, Manehester s 116, Hye Hill, Noweastlo-on-Tyns: of
6, Wasbinglon Tereace, Guecn's Park, Southampton.

HEIGHT .COUNTS

in winming suceeza. Height fnereased —health and
physigue improved.  Wonderful results. SBend for
particilara and our £100 guarantee, to — GIRVAN
SYSTEM (A.M.P.}, 17, Stroud Creen Rd,, London, §.4.
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befuref]rinrm:y for a Wa. 607 ma-
bogany dinished Mepd Cabiget
Gramophona with 30 tunes, £
 other styles on easy monthly
payrent fecmes. No, b6 De
Luxe Upnight Parlour mnde:rq-
LZent Pached

£6 199 &d. cazh,
Free, Carriage Paid on 10 Days’

Free Trial. Satizsfaction Guaran-
terd or money refunded. Wrile
TO-DAY for Free Art Catalogue

Company (Dapt Lk
Birmingbam.

Ll WHfferont Qouocy Victorie Stamps [Malia, 1BBES, eto.),

FHE Tteguest Approvals.  {Abread Bd)—T., A, WHITE,
E Engine Lane, LYE, ETOURBRIDGE,

Hamples

WORTH CHEAP PHOTD MATEHRIAL. —
u eatalogne froe; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo, gi.—
ETT'S WORKS, July Read, LIYERPOOL.

ele—Pareels, 270, 8'6. Venlriloguist's
Instrument.  Invisible, Imitale Birda.
CHarrison, B0, Pentonyilie B, Lomilon, N1,
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# WHEMN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS W
* :: PLEASE MENMTION THIS FPAPER &4
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE !
TWOPEMOE. 21

WORKING MODELS l]F EVERY TYPE

W

look for rhis Brasnd
Mark on all metal toys
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..........
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There are many types of Bing Steam
Engines, both vertical and horizontal,
selling at various prices to suit every
pocket. Each engine i1s modelled on a
particular industrial type and built to
scale hj.r expert enginﬂﬂrﬁ. TI‘lE}." teach
a boy more about practi::al mechanics
than any text book. See these wonder-
ful models at your nearest toy shop and
ask for your copy of the complete Bing
- Catalogue illustrating all models. In
case of difhculty in obtaining a copy
write to-day to address below,

BING

STEAM ENGINES

The Bing Caotalopue deseribes and
astrares  sreer 1M Beapdiful
working madels,  Make sure of
gelfing pour capy by calling af

pour fapshap fo-day.

Bing Advertising Department 3,
Linceln House, High Holborn, Londea, W.C.1. P
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A HORNBY
GOODS 1RAIN

Ne. | LUGGAGE VAN
G.W.

Price 4 /-

: . i
PETROL TANK WAGON
Price 3=

Western Freight Train

ER'A.KEJ;AH The “ Flying Pig,

Hutnblinge and roaring, " The Flying Pig ™' races throngl the nlzht, for nllmmlw-;irnml-nu'ucl:.'-lln'm

G tiiles—frinn Paddinglon to Newbney anl then on to Tanaton—nincy neiles withoet a stop 1
Price 4/ Vour eat make np o goods teain of your own——similar in every way to the Y Flyine e "—irom ihe
Hornhy Serics Locos and Uolling Stock, and with the Homby rails, points, and erossings yon ¢an lay &

BRITISH railway teack in dny direction.  The Hornby syvstem provides all the thines vou waet to nake o
AND complet indniature rallway, perfeet in every detail. : ' _ .
GUARANTEED You can by Horuby lovos—the mest eificient locomotives ever producod—for 10/6G upwards, and

comnplete Mornby Train sets from 17/6 upwards—all superbly cuamelicd and  finished in the corneeb
colours of the leading railways.

HORNBY:= TRAINS

SEND FOR THIS FINE BOOK

ek Bl Vou must get a copy of this ue Bouk of fortv-cight pages, beantiindly winted in il coiones. 16 Tt

W von allabont the Locomotive : the Boiler and’ its Parks; Liow the Eogine Works : Tow il why =i iz
super-heated, 16 tells also abonb Badlway Brakes: the story of Dradshaw’s Radlway Gulle ; how s

poe Llehbed nad Heatedd @ oand Pally desecihoes Signals and =iganalling. . ) )

The Hornby Book of Traind ondy costa 3d. and it moy e obtained at the <lops op direct, pao=t free, frirn

the Hornby Train manufucturers, Meecano Ltd, Depb. T Binns Booaad, Liver el

REIECCANO LTID. - BEINNS ROAD : LIVERFOOIL

' = % ] LR 1
PURSE AND POCKET | Over 5,000 Testimonials received ! ﬁuarptud 5 Years gar

KNIFE GIVEN AWAY : . e ek | o By ey RO
A R R Sy || =il || K RITE Rec:(( |81 11T I ({0L¢

T,

& 2 FREE GIFTS ! The ‘SILKRITE Registered SELF-FILLING FOUNTAIN PEN ’ 6

to all

G, FTHANCIS, Ezq., writes ' —" 55 Pens [ have purclhased anil ali my fricils ape perfocd 1§ sadistind.”

MG, FOWELL, Exqp,, writes =" Delizinted swith 'Bilkeire” Pen, 1t l}illl."l'l-—' v LEIEI III[?EEMEI :tI1 ing, e
? FREE GIFTA 1--With every “BLERITE " Fem at 156 each, atil Bl ¢xtra for postage of gitls, we GIVE F & Ler Leanher LU 2 AR
a Handeope POCMET KNIFE -_-'1=I.1rlm~1 un skoetel. b rite fwe 1926 Liifl ;’:q!aln.::’uc. Richiw Mwstrated, full of Hig aegeions, dewelienr,
oy Lo g, Fast Erce! 2ol Year of Business | Owver ooosilhan suppliecd v il Soaie o= - Tae Lecas Ear sadm Co, AU, 0,0 F1 Wanda) Lane, Li=ads

ROSPERITY calling
to BOYS (14 to 19)

AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND, CAH%DA.
Preliminary ¥arm Training.  Geperpua flnapeial  assistancs
towands passage and outlt, ropayable by easy instalmenta
when In work overseas, Apply: The Salvation Arm

Mig_ratinn Dept., 3, Upr. Thames St., London, E.C.q,

Melvio Btrong, Ltd (lwepe, 5., 1y, Ludpata Hill, Tonden, Bog.
- 3 IED
ARE YOU FRIGHTENED | @R PONT BE e

= . i ' . o Skt ! ' . YWon-
of meeting people, mixing in company, poing to sovial gatherings, Sl ILLUSTRATED LESSONS in JUJITSU; ihe
: : y ; h T | t of Self-Defenea  withoub weapons.
dances, ete. ¥ Do yvou Inck Self-Confidonee, suiler from Nervous - EEILL A \ar

- : e e Ectter than Boxinz or any other sclenca ever Invenled,
Fears, Depression, Bhlﬁlllng. Timidity, or Sleeplessness ? Learn to btako care of yourself nnder AL clr-
Become Solf-Conlident, full of Courage, Bright and IHappy,

FINE STAMP PARCEL FREE!!]

I ACTUAL CONTEXTR: Melal Tweesers, Tirllish Colenials, 104 Ticlea I

ef Cenntrics. B2 Diffcrcnt Stamps (50 Unusedl)d, oo ele. A really
warvelious offer—abzoburely frou?  Send poo.only Tegquesting Approvals,

LISEURN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERFPOOL.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- Complete
1IN 30 DAYS. Course.

Ko Appliances, No Drugs, No Dieting. The Melvin Sirong Systém
KNEYEERE FAILE.  Fuil parliculars and Testimoniala, stamp.—

|

: . k: d fear ng wkan, Yoo ¢an have A
i) R ﬂg;rggé;ﬂ:ir 1L II|.!|_I1;1I"|_'11|.I:‘-I! Partion for IF.O.

: : : . . ; € My, "
by sending immedintely 3 penny stamps for partieulava of the w=30, EEND NOW 1o " YAWARA " (Dopt.
Mento-Kerve Nirengthening Trootment. GUARANYTREED | AF.38), 10, Queensway, Hunwarth, Foitham, MEODLESEX.

i § y N ol Y] il
:UEE O MONEY 1{lEL‘[‘5DED-—EUDFHH ELLIOTT- PRACTICAL TLITION anl Dime of LldRERerd

SMITH, Ltd,, 527, Imperial Bldgs., Ludgate Circus, Londou, E.C.4 -l GY 1 ," 6
- :-mig R-ﬁ.[i'dH'ﬂEEm.‘:l.tP a‘n't'i’ahcla-? e -
CUT THIS OUT ik DV

rate of 100 @« minute, A Reguiar
HMACNET ' PEN COUPDHN. YALUE =2¢. | Pockod L‘-’E“'”F {';u.'ﬂ _l.’inght- uiq?pl s
! - fhugiadi; eaeh do bos WEETD o el o, CrLve
FE%E?TEI'TIII:IEEEE?UEEBWlg‘;ﬁﬁ’aﬁgﬁgindéd" 'Iﬁ;m&tﬂl‘ﬂc;.}%ﬂ “lr;'ﬂ shoster than you have ever haul beforel  Send 1.6
rCeive A baudsemo lever call-Alling PLEET 'Pﬁuﬂg-ﬂrﬂ PHN witly and don't_miss our latest guicklirer! Celonil
selld eold pib (Gue, medipm, or brozdy, usnally 1078; Fleet price 4/-, postage od. extrn. Send posbteard for list,

OrTWikh 5 ooupons only 219, 3. BISHOP & 0., 41, Finsbury Sq., London, E.C.

F“H KH AS Partics, Theatvicals, Tauey Deeas, ero. Degginal and
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