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AS ONE PAL TO ANOTHER—

Alweays glad fo hear frons yow, clivms, so drop me a line fo the following address ;
The Edilor, The ' Magnet " Libbkary, The Awmdgamated Press, Lid., The Flectway

Howuse; Farvingdon Street, London, FE.C 4.

HENKEYVYER you have beon ovor-
looking the waters of a har-
bour or & river, I wonder if
you have given a thought to

question of how the captain of a

the
elpangs veagel finde kis way through the
changels ithet lead between the wvarious
shoals and shallows ' One of my Derby
clgee asks ms to tell him something about

MARKING THE BEA'S STREETS.

You must have notioad various
buoys that dot the entrance to e harhour,
but do you know that, to the experienced
navigator, they are as familiar aa street
name-plated are to landsmen 7 For in-
stance, when. s sailor soes o conical-sha
buoy on the water, hs knows at onca that
he rust pass it on the starboard eido—
that is, keep it on his right hand. Simij-
larly, 8 cen.shapod buoy is slways kept
on the Jeft hand. Thus, even if 1&3
gailor hasn't a chart of that particular
harbour, he can still tell which way he has
to ontor the channel.

Whenover he sees a sphorical buoy,
he knows that he must keep clear—ior
gpherical bueys aro always wsod to show
whore thero are shallow patches. In
some parts of the world, where proper
buoys heve not been placed, the channels
aro marked by small spars, or branches
of treesd stuck in the mwd fo mark the
channel

At pight-lime, of course, lightas are
shown on the important buoys—hut hero
i3 an interesting thing: No buoys sver
eaiTy a flood %ighti All lights carried
by guu s nro oithor ™ Flashing,” ** Oe.
culting,” or ** Alternating.” The differcnco
in important. A " flashing ' light, for
imgtance, ia one which has a sroater dura-
tion of darkness than light, whilo an
“oceulting "' light 18 a light which goes
oul every hew and again, the daralion of
darkneza being aiwag-a legs than, or cqual
te, that of the light. An * alternating ™
light iz one which chanpes colour. This
information I8 worth remembering if you
nrg likely to go out Doating this coming
UL,

an

AEQHF: noxt question T have been nekod
this weak concerna

BLUE-COAT SCHOOLS.

Alred Borker, of Kendal, asks me if
1lhiero ia only one Blue-Coat schaol in this
contntry, No. thers arc several. The
prineipal one 15 Christ’s Hoapital, nt Tlors.
hen, Suseex, hat thern am other Blue-
t‘nat schoola for boays at DBoaminghem,
Notlinghan, Westmingtor, sl Chester.
I'here are algo Blue-Coat sehools for givls
ab Iertfonl and Greenwich. The pictarp-
esyne long blee coats have heen worn
Ly boge at theso schools sinco the time of
dward VI. They also wear vellow stook.
inﬂﬁ} bt 1o h:'ﬂﬂ, uiﬂ'u:u_lgh Lthovy sl to
wear blus caps until the yopr 18350,

I supposs mozt of my readers have
wished, at somo time, that they could go
fur

A TRIP ON AN ATLANTIC LINER,
and it might be a surprise to know that
n short trip can bo taken on ono of thoss
magnificent vessels for quite a s'r'nuIIi
&um. A yvear or two ago I had o wonderful

trip on the Juxurions Canadian Pacifie
lmer " Emprosa of Beotland,” from Houth-
ampton to Hamburg, Now a chum of
raine who lives at Guildford asks mo what
is tho shortest trip that can bo taken on an
Atlantic liner, and how much it will coat.
Ha can, if he wishes, go from Houthamp-
ton to Cherbourg for 30a., or as far as
Queenstown far £2 1w, This - inchules

 maaly and sleeping accommodalion, and

passengers on theose short trps hovo full
use of the samo Juxurionz public rooma
and all other facilitics available for At-
lantia  passongors, Trips to  Antwerp
and Hamburg can also be had, and I
assure my chum that the oxporiense of
modern Atlantie travel iz oo that s
weoll worth having.,. The Empross of
i'_im:rtla.ml, which is on the Senthampton-
Cherbourg run, s the twentioth largost
ship in the world, and has a displacemont
of over 25,000 tons.

Incidentrlly, whon one comos to oom.
sider the jargost stearmers in the workd,
it iz easy to aee
. WHERE BRITAIN LEADS,

Nins of tho twonty largest steamers in the
world are Brifish ; Germany comes next
with four ; Ttaly has three ; Franoe, two ;
and MHolland and the United States one

cach.
H there ave penkuivas, pocket wallets,
and magnificent story books for vou
ter earn without muach 1rouble. Al you
have to do is to send along & good® joka,
a Chreyfrinvs limeriek, or o story of 3omo
wmisual  experiencs which has  socueped
te yorr. The sendoers of the lwest will
reccive one of Lthese magnmificent feee gifta.
B. Owen, of 58, Uambridge Street,
Stanmore, Syidnaey, N.BAW., gets o splondid
book for the following joke :

Teacher {addressing class) :
“I want you all to noder
stand that it is
the law of grav-
Ity that keape us
on tha earth.”

AM =till waiting to hand out fiee gifts
tn you fellows! Don't forget that

=

~W

[}

Small  Boy ¢
" Pleass, SiF, |
how did we stick on before

the law was passed ?**

'. lllt.."ll.ilII--lIlllllllllll'-llll'tlllllili-i--i.
-

BOOXS, UENKNIVES, and
POCKET WALLETS, offercd

for storyeites and Greyfriars
limericks, All ellorts to he
sent to:

elo MALGNET,
. Carmelite Streed,
Lowdon, E.C8(Comp.)

DON'T MISS THIS
OPFORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFULI
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Con you boat ilat 7 I¢
po, lot me hear from you-—
and you'll hear from me
with a.-freo pift before long |
0 ~—what boy i=m't?

Tom Tavlor,

of Oreenock, wants to know

HOW THE BLOCDHOUND
GOT ITS NAME.

It was so called because of
the poteistenes with which
it follows the ecent of
blood, and i3 one of tho
oldest hreeda of DBrilish
dogs it wes formmerly
knowin ne  the " sleuth.
hound,” and was greatly used in this
countr for bhunting. But, contrary
to the usual belief, it has proved dis-
appointing o far us tracking criminals
s concerned, It I3 a vory intelligent and
affectionate dog, amul stands about (wenty-
four inches high.at tho shoulders,

I eourse, vou aro
interested 1 dJdogs

Naow for o elever Ureyiriars [imaricl,
for which E. Dedd, of Tunisfreo, Gordon
Ayenuo, Bognor HRegis, Sussex, gets B
splendid beok : ]

Sajd Bunfer to Todd, in disgust :

* Sines dimmer I've not had a erost.”
And Toddy replied :
“ I In your inside

You steff any more—you will bust I "

Catch the next mail with 8 Greyiriars
limerick or pn amusing ribticklor, and see
il youn can win one of our useful prizes,
F've got plonty more in stock.

Just to Ginizh wp with, hers 18 & eurious
sepntaneg which & poagdor hing sent mo:

RISE TO VOTE, SIR.

What's curions about it ¥ Well, read
it backwards, and you will find that it
roada cxoetly tho same! Then wrile it
down as followe -

R
RIR
RISIR
RISESIR
RISETESIR
RISETOTESIR
RISETOVOTESILIR
RISETOTESIR
RIBETESIR
RISESIR
RISIR
RIH
R

Now, haw many {imes do vou Think it is
posaible to read the sontence, glprlinge at
any R, and gatag vp and down, in and ont,
backwarda or forwarda, in any direction
you ko 7

You will ha wvery surprised lo know
that thepe ia no fowoer than 63,504 Jifferent
ways of doing so! T yvou like, you can
work thom oat for yourselves, bul L
acdvise you fo tako my word for it !

af Feank UWiclinmds, 1t s

entitled -

“THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL!"
and it will hold you enthreiled from the
first lina to thao last. It's chockful of
good atuff. and puarsnfeed o raise o
chuchles to the aguore fieh than o eonlid
fnd in haM o dozen other varns, Vool
liko thiz atory, chums!

You'll alse find that Rianten Tope ia
atdl gaing atromg in next week’s instols
mant of * The Ia of Rlaves,” wlabe o
ataff of the " @reviriars LMeralkl™ have
done their best to get oat o veally tip-top
imgue.

Tha shorter features will b in ovidenens,
s usual, so don't miss next week's e,
unlers you wish ta misa & good thing !

An rovoir until next week.

YOUR EDITOIR,

EXT week's programere—forwarpd !
Hem's nt—]pﬁi:'--_f varn from the



THRILLING COMPLETE SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE YARN!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

* Golog—Going— ¥

] LOW it

B Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled,

Coker of the FFith seemed
io bLe getting cxeited,

* Bgther itl”

Tt was o lovely epring afterncon. A
balmy breeze blew from the sea.
Fleecy clouds dotted an azure sky. And
1t was 1% last hali-holiday of tho term
bofore Greylfrinres School broke up for
the Baster holidays. TFor ell these
reasons the Famous Five of the Re-
move were looking merry and bright.
They came out in a cheery bunch,
heading for the river, the prcgmmmﬂ
for lhe afterncon beng a picnic on
Popper’s lalsnd. But they stopped
when they came on Coker. They had a
few minutes to spare; and Coker of tho
Fifth was always entertaining when ha
was dealing with his motor-nke.

Coker looked mneither merry nor
bright. He looked cross, warm, per-
gpiring, and exaspersted. Coker's jigpoer
was propped by tho roadside, and Coler
was examining it with a g]-‘mmmg oye
end 2 crimson {nce,

“Hang 181" hissed Coler.

Coker wes taking his motor-bike for
n ron that fine aftornoon. At all
cvenfs, that was Coker's intention. Put
thﬁ motor-bike did not seem to be plav.

ine up. Coker pulled and pushed,
mﬂnd and punched, snd said things.
'Tho jigger declined to stir. Just as if
it was trying to irritate Colkor, it stood
thorn reparcdless.

“Halla, hallo, halle™ gaid Bob
Cherey cheenily. “Won't it go,
Cokor

Caker looked up, and glared at the
chums of the Remove. It might heve
been guessed, from Coker's looks, that
ho did not want an audience, But the
Famous Five only smiled.

“*JH I had & dunkﬁ:,r that wouldn't

—' " chanted Johony Bull

“Ha, ha, hat"

“lear off, vou Ffagal” snapped
Coker, "“Don't hang round here,
getting in the way! SBheer pffl"”

* Perhaps we might help?® sugpgested
Frank Nugent.

“Don't be a woung anss!"” growied
Coker. “What do you Lnow abont
motor-bikest™

“Mext to nothing, old bean=in {act,
only & little more than yon do”
answered Nugent cheerfuliy. “DBut if
wa all shoved behind—""

“Hhat upt™ roared Colker.

He turned to the machine again.
Yomething was amiss with  that
machine. Bo far as Coker could see,

evervthing was in order. Yebt =ome-
thing must have been amiss, {for it
wonldn’t go.  Pulling ond  pushing,
poking and punching, had no effect on
it whatever. It just stood thore, re-
gardloss of Horace Coker,

“Blow it!"” hissed Coker.

*Aficr all, this may ba a stroke of
luck for wu Coker,” remarked Harry
Wharton soriously.

Coker glared up.

“IWhat do you mean,
asal"

“You're safer off that bike than on
1t 1" explained Wharton, “Safety first,
vou know. The more it doesn’t go, the
more h!mlv you are to turn up alive at

call-aver.™
Coker of the Fifth breathed hacd.

you Foung

'l]leSlu[es.

Out of a hollow oak popped the siartled lace of

an Amerkcan—and

meeting Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyiriars,

found themselves plunged into an adveniure of
unending thrils,

from that strange first

“If wyou fags want me to smasi
vou—=" ho gaid.

“If we do, we'll hang around when
vou got that Jigger going,” said Bob
Cherey. “I uwaderstand  that  whee
yvou'rs on that jigger, Coker, you're
warranied to kill at forty rods.”

“*Ha, ha, hat"

Dn'!mr looked for a moment s if ha
would leave Iho exasperating }igger
and bestow his whole attemion on the
Emhpﬂmtmg Eﬂmm:’cfs

The grinning juniors drew together,
ready to dust up the read with Horace
Coker if he acked for it.

But the great man of the Fifth
furned back to the jigger, Several
mare fellows wers gathering ruum!
Coker's audicnco was increasin
wag anxious fo got off. Coker 1%{:& the
limelight in somo ways, but he did m']r
like {0 be the cynosure of all cves when
he was wrestling with a motor-bike that
wouldn™t go.

“Blow tho thing!” sapped Coker.
“Blow 1l Why doesn't it start? Why
won't the brule go? Blow it! What
the thump's the matter with 1t3"

“Tho owner " snggested Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“My esteemed Cokor——""  began
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusks
member of the famous

“8hmt up!™ roared Coker,

“But I was about {0 make a
siggestive remarlk,” said ihe Nabob of
Rhanipur mildlr,

“You silly idiot{™

“T was about to remark euggestively
that perhapsfnlly—"

“Choeza 14"

“P{eﬁhapsfully

vou have forzolten

Tnoe Maexer Limpsnr.—No. 1.707.
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“Dry up !

“To Gl uwp with the hermless and
necessary petrol 1

Coker started!]

“Oh!" he ejaculated.

There was 8 howl of merriment from
the Famous Five, The expression on
Horace Coker's rugged face at that
moment was worth a guinea a box.

Lvidently Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh
had put his dusky finger on the mys-
tery., Coker had forgotten the juice,
Of course, a fellow couldn’t think of
everything,. Coker had  thought of
everything but that.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh!" repeatod Coker.

He grabbed a petrol-can, while the
Removites yelled.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Chorry. “ You can't expect s harse to
go if you don't give him his oats,
Coker.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up!” bawled Coker. “I'll
jolly wall lick yon all round if youn
don't _shut up and clear off,, you cheeky

50

“\ell, T like that!™” said Bob., “If
we hadn't stopped to seo the perform-
ance you might have been hung-up here
all the afternoon. It might have takcen
yvou hours and hours to think of the
juice with & brain hike yours.”

“The mightfulness is terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Coker smorted savagely, and pro-
ccoded to fill wp with juice. Ho was
not looking grateful, The expression
on hiz face was like unto that of a
demon in & pentomime. He was more
onxious than ever to be off now—now
that he had found the mysterious
trouble and was setting it right. A
gcore  more (Groyfriars  fellows had
galhered round by this time to lock
on, and they were all grinning.

He was ready ot last.

He past o homioidal glare round at a
gircle of prinning faces, and prepared
to mount.

“Get out of the way,
sweeps!” he snorted.

“Bun for your lives!” yelled Dob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!* N

Chug! Chug! Chug! The jigger
wos talking at last! It was music o
the cars of Horace Coker.

The Greyfriare fellows cleared back.
When Coker of the Fifth was on a
mater-bike, and the bike was a going
concern, Coker needed plenty of sew-
room. Colier, by a sories of miracles,
had mever yet becn guilty of man-
slaughter; but thera was no ielling
when he might begin.

All was ready—a few more moments
and Horace Coker would have been
chugchugging merrily away, leaving
the laughing crowd behind him and
scattering terror before him. But it
was not to be, for in those moments
tha unexpected happened.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
The Man Who Flad |

[T EASTA ™
B Billy Bunter made that re-
mark.

Bunter was waiting; and he
had been waiting some time. Standing
by the school raft, on the bank of the
shiming Sark, Bunter blinked through
his big spectacles in the direction of
the school—and blinked iv vain. Billy
Bunter was waiting and waiching for
Harry Wharton & Co.: but the Famous

Tae Micxer Lisary.—No, 1,207.

yau young-

Five did not scem in a hurry to appear.
As a mutter of fact, they were occupied
Just then in admiring Florace Coker
and his motor-bike; and they did not
even know that EiI]’_".-' Bunter was wait-
ing for them. Had they known it,
probably it weuld not have made them
hurry down to the river.

“Beasts ! repeated Bunter. “'1I say,
Smithy, have vou scon those rotters?”

Vernon-Smith was coming down to the
raft with Tom Redwing. On that
glorious spring afternoon, many Grey-
friars fcllows were having boats out,
The Bounder and his chum were carry-
ing out Simithy’s own handsome and ex-
pensive skiff from the baathouse. Smithy
glanced at the Owl of the Remove and

grinned.
“I've seen only ome rotter,” he
answerced. " A fat one in spees [®
“Yah!”

Billy Bunter blinked up the path
again,  Buntor seemed to be getting
anxious. Bunter knew that the Famous
Tive had planned a picnic on Popper's
Iddand for that afternoon. Bunter hed
his own ways and means of acquiring
information. ITe knew that the chums
of the Remove were going up the Bark
in o boat; he knew thot thore was a
basket containing good things for the

kmic on the island; and he knew that

» was going to share in the picnic—if
he could. Now n dreadful doubt smote
him that Harry Wharton & Co. might
have decided to picnio somewhero elsc.
Bunter had rolled down to the raft to
wait for them there, sure that he could
not miss them. on that spot. But they
did not comae.

Y Beasts I said Bunter, lor the third
time.

Pattor, paticr, patier !

It waz a sound of running feet on the
towpath, and Bunter blinked round
through his big spectacles.. A dozen
other fellows looked round also. From
down the river, the dircetion of Friar-
dele Bridge, & mar came running,

Billy Bunter blinked at him in sur-

182. For the moment he forgot the

amous Five, and even the picnic, The
Bounder and Redwing, who had slipped
the skiff into the water, locked round,
hEI:iing it to the raft instead of pushing
off.

“That sportsman’s in a hwry,” re.
marked Smithy.

“YTooks like 11," agreed Redwing, his
eyes curiously on the man who came
pounding up the towpath.

It was a strange enough sight. The
mart was fat, but he was running with
breathless, desperate speod., On  his
nose, which was. feshy and beaky, o
pair of horn-rimmed glasses cought the
rays of the sun, and fairly flashed as he
came on. His hot was on the back of
his head, exposing a bald forehead
which was streaming with perspiration.
Perspiraztion trickled dewn his fat faceo.
Obviously, at & glance, ho was out of
condition, and unaccustomed to athletic
cxertion.

But he was running os if he fancied
himself on the cinder-path, Twice the
Greviriars [ellows round the boathouse
saw him glance back over his shoulder,
at if in foar of a pursuer in tha rear.
But the towpath behind him was nmpi{';
there was no one to be seon along tho
river, ell the way to the village bridge.

Patter, patter, potter! came the
pounding feet,

“That jolly old sport will burst a
boiler, if he doesn't ease off I grinned
Amithy. " What on earth is he putting
it on like that forf" ]

“Looks as if he thinks somebody is
after him!” szaid Redwing, puzzled.
“Can't make it out 1"

THE MAGNET

“Who the dickens could be after

Iﬂ'_l_?”

“Goodnesy knows !”

The fat man in the horn-rimmeq
glasses came pounding on to the raft, a
score of pairs of eyes staring at him.
He slacked speed a little, and glanced
round him, with a hunted look, and
every fellow there could see that thove
was fear in his face, What the man
could be afraid of in broad daylight was
a mystery ; but that he was afraid thers
was not & shadow of doubt. He gasped
and panted, almost groaning for want of
breath.

After one gquick glance round, he
headed straight for El:w skiff, in which
Bmithy and Tom Redwing stood.

The twoe juniors staved at him blankly.
They could not imagine what tho man
wanted with them. He halted, and
tricd to speak, but his breathless panting
choked his voico for a moment or twao.

“Bay,” he garped at last. *'Say, bub,

ive me & lift across the river in that

t! I guess I'm all out 1™

The words came out with a rush, with
& strong nasal aocent. Ewdeml’:,* the
horn-rimmed man belonged to the other
side of the Atlantic.

“E}idvﬂ vou a lit?™ repcated the
under.
“Yep! Yep! And shorp! Say, I'm

in o hurry! Give me a lift across tho
river, bub! TI'll give you twenty dollars
for a lift across ™

The Bounder simply stared st him.
The American glanced back down the
towpath, the way he had come, avi-
dently in fear of seeing a pursuer there,
But there was no one in sight, and he
gasped with relicf, and turned to the
skiff sgain.

“1 guess you'll row me across, bub*
he gasped. “I'm surely in a doggoned
hurry' ™

“You're in a hurry to get across the
river—and you've just come swsy from
the bridee ! said Yearnon-Bmith, evein
him, “You could have walked meroas i
ou'd gone the other way. Is thera a

by after youi"

It was n very natural suspicion, fgr
there really seccemed no other way of
aceounting for the man’s desperate haste
and his startling request,  Unless he
was some law-breakor in flight from a
man in blue, his actions zgeemed guite
unaccountable. JIf that was tho case,
Herbert Vernon-3mith certainly had no
intention of helping him to escape.

The man made no answer, but stood
breathing in at gasps. Agsin he
looked back along the river, and then
his eyes turned on Vernon-Bmith again,
with o desperate gleam behind the horn-
vimmed glasses. His hand Hew to his
litp-pocket under his coat,

“Look out!” exclaimed Redwing.

There was a shout from the fellows by
the boathouse—a shout of amazement
and slarm. ‘The spring sunshine
gleamed on the barrel of o revolver, as
the panting man's hand came out from
under his coat. The Bounder atared at
tho man, stupefied, as he came to the
edge of the raft, the deedly weapon in
his hand.

“I guess you'll take mo across in that
boat, or——"

Crash!

Tom Redwing hod a boathook in his
hand. The threat was still on the pant-
ing man's lips when Redwing struck,
and the revolvar went Hying through
the air. It splashed into tne weter two
or three yards from the raft, and dis-
apgcared.

My hat!” gasped the Bounder.
“ Here, you men, collar him| Get hold
of him{* . )

He leaped out of the skiff, Redwing
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after him the next moment, A dozcn
Gireyiriars fellows crowded up. Whe
thé man was, whoat he was, was a
mystory ; but that it was the police he
was feeing from, nobody doubted now,
and the Groyiriars fellows were quite
ready to take him in hand. y

The man sprang back, his teeth grit-
ting. Three or four paire of hands wero
almost upon him when he leaped awar,
end ran desperately up the path from
the river. Dilly Bunter waa directly in
hig way, staring at him with oyes wide
open behind. his big spectacles. There
was & roar from Bunter as the fugitive
crashed into him.

“ 1 guess you’ll take me across In that boat, or——*

THE THIRD CHAPTER

Gone !
o ALLO, halle, hallo!* shouted
Bob Cherry.

“What the thwamp—"
gasped Harry Wharton.,

“ Look out " yelled Nugent.

“Great pip!”

“My only hat!”

The fellows by the roadside wero
watching Coker, most of them laughing.
They were taken quite by surprise when
a running man cama hurtling out of the
palk under the trees into the rood,

Tha American broke

off suddenly as Redwing sirnck with the boathook and sent the revolver flying

“ Yarooooh I"

The fat junior spun over and
sprawled. He sprawled and roared, and
tho desporato man, leaping over him,
an on, panting.

“ After him 1" shouted the Bounder.

“"Collar him !”

“Yarpooh! 1 say, you fellows—-
Whoocop | yelled Billy Bunter, *
say, you bonsts, don't tread on a chap!
Yoroooooop |

Bunter was considerably trodden on
as the excited crowd rushed in pursuit
of tha horn-rimmed man. Heedless of
Isunter, the Greviriars fellows tore on
up the path from the river to the road.
ﬁ%md of them the fugitive was running
dosperataly, and abhead of tho fugitive
was & sound of chus-ﬂhufgmg from
Cokor'd motor-bike that b just got
mita nrtion.

through the air.

5

“ Why—whab—who—Yooolooop !"
spluttered Coker. " What the thump—
who the dickens—how the doocea—=

Yoaoop ™
Cokor sat up and stared.
Chug-chugschug [
Up the road towards Courtheld

Commeon woent the maotor-bike, with the
horn-rimvymed men sitting in the saddlo,
Cokor stared after it like a man in a
dream. Coker seemed scarcely alios to
believa his eyes; indeed, ho hardly
could believe them. Under his very
nos¢ & stranger had hooked his jiggee
away from him, and was flecing on it—
letting it out with a rear.

bursting through the crowd like a bat-
wering-ram.  Bob Chetry was knocked
over. Frank Nugent staggeréd in ono
direction, Hurree Jamset Ham Singh in
another. Other fellows jumped out of
the way, and there was a roar of indig-
nant aurprize and protest,

The man in the horn-rimmed glasses
did not heod it. At a desperate rush, he
made straight for Coker. Horaee Coker
was running the motor-bike along, and
waa about to swing his leg over it. Diut
Coker's log never swung over that bike.

A sudden grasp waos laid on the back
of Cokor's noek, and he was torn away
from the bike.

“Werrerergegh 7
astonished Cokor,
wlong the road.

Tho panting man’s grasp was on the
Like the same sccond. He lcaped on

it. a8 Coker sprawled.

gurgled the
as ho was strewn

Coker scrambled  up,  splitttering
wildly.

“Btop!" shriecked Coker.  * That's
my bike! Btop, thief! My hasl I'f

smash vou ! Stop, thief ! Oh erikey [
The Fifth-Former started at & {ranti
run in  pursuit, Chug-chug-chug
echoad back f[rom the motor-bike
Coker ran at a frantic speed; but it
was not much usp to enter into a race
with & motor-bike. Coker's bike, and
the man in the saddle, vanished in &
cloud of dust in tho distance, Coker shill
poeunding and yolling in pursuil,

“My only Aunt Sempronia!” i&spuﬂ
Bob Cherry, starning after Coker.
;'\'r*lhiitu-whutwwhn—wlm—- Oh, my

al !’

“What 8 neck!' stutterad Nugent.
“Bagging Coker's bike rigit undee
Coker's silly nose.”

Tae Macxer Lispany.—Ne. 1.207.
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"“"The neckiulness is terrifie
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder ran out into the road,
g crowd of fellows at his heels,

“Has he got away ™" he gasped,

“He's bagged Coker's stink-bike, and
bunked on it!™ exclaimed Iarry
Wharton. “Who 15 he? Were you

after him 1"’

“Yes, rather!” The Bounder stared
along the road. 'The motor-bike and
its rider vanished in the distance,
Horaco Coker still plugging frantically
nlmg; far behind. ** My hat "

"But who— what—-"

Johnyy Bull _

*\Whao is that csteemed motor-thiel 7

* (Goodness knows !"’ said Bmithy. “I
suppose the police are after him, who-
ever ho is; he was in & mighty hurry
io get away. He wanted us to fake ham
seross the river in our boat, and pulled
& revolver—"

“0Oh, great Scott !”

“Only Reddy whipped it out of his
paw with a boathook! Just like Coker
to let him get hold of the bike.”

“Well, Coker was rather taken by sur-
prise,” said Harry. "It all happened
in o second. But if the police are after
hint, where are theyi™

2 i:_[ﬂ camoe up the river from Friar-
dalo—they must be comiog that way.”

Thore was & rush down to the river,
But if the police were after the horp-
rimmed man, they had not put in an
appearance. There was nobody to be
scen on the towpath.

“Well, this beats it!"’ said Smithy.
“Thoers seems to have been nobody
after him—but he looked like a man
running for his life.  1f he came
through Friordsle Wood, he maiy have
dodged them there; but——"
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gasped

cxolaimed

: {i'qu fellows—"" .

“Hlessed if 1 can make it out,” said
Harry Wharton’ *“Looks to me like
somo giddy lunatic.” £

“1I say, you feliows, I've been waiting
for you—* :

“No pood going after him,” said
Johnuy Bull. *He must be nearly at
Courtbeld by this timme, But this ought
to be reported.’”

“I think I'd better ent in and tell
Queleh,” said Harry Wharton, “He
can phone the police station. If he goes
through Courthield they may got him,
and get Coker's bike back.™ ;

“I say, what about the picnic?”
howled Billy Bunter, as the captain of
the Remove turned away. 1 eay,

LR

“1 say,

Wharton——
But the fat Owl was unheeded. Four
members of the Co. took the boat down
to the water, whilo Harry Wharton
hurried back to the school. Wheever
and whatever the horn-rimmed man
wasg, it was obvious that the sogner he
wag reported to tho police, the better.
That he was some law-breaker Heeing
from justice seemed fairly certain; and,
at all events, ha was a motor-thief, 1n
E?mian of Horace Coker’s jigger.
harton lost no time in getting to the
House, and to Mr. Quelch’s study.
Mceenwhile, his comrades waited in
the boat by the raft. Bmithy and Red-
wing had slready pulled away im their
skiff. Other fellows stood in groups,
d:mussmg the startling episode. Billy
Bunter, however, was not interested in
the horm-rimmed man. Dunter was
interested in the picnic on Popper’s
Island. Bunter rolled dowa to the hoat
in which the Co. sat waiting, and rolled
into it—a proceeding that was regarded
with stares by the cccupants of the boat.
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* Hallo, hallo, hello! Want anything,
Bunter ! inquired Bob. e
*“Oh, really, Cherry—"'

“ Roll away, fatty!”
Bull.
“0Oh, really, Bull—"

., “The esteemed and ridieulous Bunter
13 superduous !"” remarked Hurree Jam-
set ?’Lam Singh. ;

“I'm going to steer for you, u
t'cllmval’ﬁga:p%a,ined Bunter, ? i

“But we don't want to run down all
tha other craft on tha river,” enid
Nugent, ehaking his head.

“(h, really, Nugent——"

“How did that fat villein know we
were going on a picnic?’’ asked Bob.

“I didn't know anythinf about it,
old chap,”” said Bunter. *1 never saw
you packing the basket in the study—
and never heard you say yon were going
to Popper's Island, I—I just thought
I'd like to steer for you, you know, and
—atid save you trouble. Besides, 1 knew
you'd like my company.”

“Qh, my hat! What on carth put
that idea into your head ?”

“*He, ho, he!” Billy Bunter decided
to take that remark as o joke. *'¥ say,
you fellows, Wharton's wasting time,
%Fll’.‘rl;”hﬁrﬂ, what about geing without

i

b

gaid Johony

“Wha-a-t "
“ After n!l,_ Whearton’s rather a web
blapket,” sasid Bunter. “Wa don't

want o waste time hanging about. You
don’t really want Wharton--you've got
mﬂ-lll'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, muﬁlg, you fellowa———'*

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's jolly old
Coker!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. "“Hae
looks cross !

“The croesfulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Singh.

Through an opening of the trees the
burly formm of Horace Coker was
sighted, tramping back along the road,
Coker had appareotly made the dis-
covery that he could not catch the
motor-thief on foot. Coker looked cross
—there was no doubt about that, He
was dusty, and perspiring, and erimeson
with exertion; and like the Alpine
gentloman in the poem, his brow was
set, his eyo beneath Hashed like a
falchion from ita sheath.

Really, it was hard luck on Coker.
After long trouble with that motor-bika
he had got it to go! Now it had gone!
Coker was onxious to get hold of his
bika ngt:ﬁn. He was still more anxious
to get hold of the bnke-thief. But both
were gone from his gaze like & beauti-
ful dream. Coker of the Fifth tramped
in at the school gates with feelings that
could not have becn expressed in any
known language.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
S5at On !

1 TANDALOUS I gaid Mr. Prout,
3 “0Oh, gquite!" remarked Mr.
Quelch.

“An unmitigated scoundrel 1"
soid the master of the Fifth, * An ahso-
lutcly unscrupulous villain, Quelch !

“Ah!" eaid the Remove master.
“ Quita 1"

“A_ hundred pounds continued
Prout in almost a hollow voice.

“I sympathize, my dear follow 1™
said Mr, Quelch. His glance lingered
on the pile of papers on %‘ais study table,
and he coughed.

The cough was lost or. Prout. Me
Prout had dropped into the Remove
master’s study to talk, and he was talk-
ing. Queclch ia-:l that heap of papers to
correct for his Form that afterncon, He

1
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could not help wishing that Prout had
dropped into Hacker's cr Capper's study
instead. But no doubt thowe members
of tho egtaff wero going to have their
turn when Prout had Buished with the
Remove master, .

Of course, Quclch sympathized. A
hundred pounds was & large sum for a
Vorm master t0 lose, and Prout had,
apparcntly, lost it, Still, Mr. Quelch
eould not help thinking that Prout
ought to have had wore sense. A
gentleman of Prouwt’s mature yoars
ought really to have teken more cave
of his cash. If Prout beeded circulars
gent gut by share-pushing firms in the
City, end placed his cash in the hands
of sharpers, what could he expect?
Really, Prout hod ssked for it

Still, it was hard on Prout. Quelzh
felt that it would be only kind to let
him blow off steam, if that was sny
comiort to him. Apparently it was!
'rout liked tho sound of his own voice,

** Simply scandalous '’ resumed Prout,
“What are the policw doing ! Allowing
American share-pushers to come into the
country and Heece the public. They
should be kept out, sir' A gang of
rascall fnmig.nera—f"

o ?l‘tttﬂ " gald Mr. Quelch.

“1 have consulted my sohottor,” said
Prout. “He tells me that I have nop
remedy, as I bought the shares, And
the shares, sir, are abs=olotely worthless
—hardly worth the paper they are
printed on, sir, Quelch, it T should ever
mect this rascal, this scoundrel, this—
this dastard, Elins Pomdexter, 1T would
horsowhip him, sir. 1 would take the
law into my own hoands, sir, and horsc-
whip the scoundrel.”

" No doubt he would deserve it, gicl"
said Mr. Quelch.

“1 am landed,” eaid Prout, “with a
bundle of shares worth absolutely
nothing, which cost we, «r, a hundred
pounds, Doubtless [ am only onoe of
thia_wretch's many dupvs—one of thou-
sands. ¥et his ciroulars. sir, were so
extremely plaveible, that I cannot
blame m seﬁ' for beig taken in.”

“H'm 1" said Mr. Queich.

bMe. Prout clenched his plninp handa.

“Y should like.” he samd. “1 zhould
dearly like to meet this man Poin-
dexter. I am not o young as 1 was,
sivy; but I should net Pesitate to chos-
tize him as he deserves [ should not
hesitate, [or one mowment, sir”

The door of Mr. Qulen: study was
half-open. In the aperiare, & Remove
junior appeared. Harcy Wharton had
arrived at his Forn: insster’s study;
while Mr. Prout was tnere, in the full
How of cloguence. Wharton paused for
Mr, Prout to come to a4 stop.

Mr. Quelch glanced at 1he junior, and
was about to speak, when FProut re-
started after the interval; a very short
interval. _

“That is his name, sir -Flias J. Poin-
dexter—though it is probably only one
of many names, A scoundrelly share-
pusher—a rascally buckershop keeper!
An alien who ought never. sir, to have
Leen admitted to the enuntry! He has
now disappeared, sir i fparn that he
Jdizappreared from s olfiees some days
aro, No doubt he ho: sone with his
pockets well lined, 1z 1t not ecan-
dalonz, 2ir? I ask woun. Mr. Queleh,
whother it 13 not scanddu-oust”

“Quite,” aaid the omove
“You may come in. Wharron®

Horry Wharton was< .arcful not to
emile a3 he entered che study. Ho
guf_t&ﬁ.ed that his For naiter weleomed
his aurival, as a relie? fram Mr. Prout's
eloguence,

‘The Fifth Form muster glanced round
at Wharton, and grunted. e did- not

maszfer.

RAISE A GRIN
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1 YOU'RE SURE TO WIN
A USEFUL.PRIZE.
H. S. Durford, of 8, Britannia,

Parkstone, Dorset, has scored a
bullseye with the following
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naodies 7 "

Lady : * Go away, ar 'l call
a policeman.'

edlary " 'Eres you are, iady, 1

p'lesco whistles sixpence each !’

Set to work and win a prize
| to-day, chuml
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like tho interruption. But he was in-
terrupted ; and he gave Quelch a nod,
and rolled out of tha studv, ne doubt
to bestow his further eloquence on
Capper, or Hacker, or Twigg: and to
give them, at great length, !i'lns opinion
of that iniguitous transatlantic chare-
pusher, Elias J. Poindoxter,

“What is it, Wharton? asked Mr.
Quelch, breathing more Frﬁelll;. He was
SOLTY for Prout; but he could not help
fecling that it was time that the ather
members of the staff Lad their torn,

“I think I ought to tell you, sir, of
something that has just happened.” said
the captain of the Remmove. And he
fave a succinct account of the strange
occurence by the Sark.

The Romove master listened in as-
tonishment,
“Upoen my word!™ he exclaimed,

when the junior had finished, " This 1s
very extraordinary, Whartan! You say
the man, whoever he was, threatened
Vernon-8mith with a deadly weapon”

"Ho Smithy told me, sir: and I saw
him ecollar Coker's motor-hike,” said
Harry. ""Hba cleared off towards Court-
field. We thought the police must be
after him; but we saw nothing of them.
I thought 1 had better tell you, sip—-"

“Quite 80, Wharton” Mr. Quelch
rose from the table. “[ will telephona
af on¢e to Inspector Grimes, at Court-
field; the man may be stopped, if he
passes through the town, UGive me the
Lest description you oan of the man”

“ A rather fat man, sir, with a bald
forchead, and horn-rimmed glasses,”
said Harry. “He wus dressed in ordin-
ary lounge elothes, with a Homburg
hat. Smithy told me that he spoke like
en American.”

“That should be sufficient for the
police,” said Br. Quelch, and he took
up tho receiver and rang up Courtficld
Tolice Station, Harry Wharton left
the study and hurried out of the Housa
arain. As he went down to the gates
Le passed Coker of the Fifth coming
in. Cokor gave him a thunderous look.

“He got away, Coker?” asked Harry,

7

Did rou think 1

“You young ass!
him on foot? gnorted

could ecatch
Coker.

“I've told Quelch, and he's rung up
the police station. They wmay get mm
in Courtfield,” said Wharton, “The
police wiil be looking for him, any-
“I'!'F'"

“Fat loi of pood that will be!”
grunted Coker ungratefully. "1'm
going to borrow Blundell's motor-bike,
und geb after him myself, And when I
get hold of him——" Coker hurricd
into the House, without detailing what
was going to happen to the motor-thict
when he got hold of him, Evidently it
was going to be something drastic.

Harry Wharton walked down to the
river. Tho expedition to Popper's
Island had been considerably delayed
by the exciting happenings,

*“Hallo, ballo, hallp! Here you are!”
boomed Bob Cherry. “Hop in|”

“Yes, jump in, for goodness’ sakel™
said Billy Bunter peevishly, az Wharton
came down to the boat. ™ Wo've been

waiting for you, Wharton. I can tell
VO, shouldn’t have waited much
langar,”

“No need for you to wait at all, old
fat bean,” said the captain of the Re-
rmove, &3 he stepped into the beat.
“What the thump are you doing Here¥”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

Billy Bunter hastily seized & boat-
hook and shoved off. The boat rocked
away from the raft. The Owl of tho
Remove was anxious to get going, and
save argument

“(0Oh, you ass!” gasped Wharton, stag-
pering as the boat suddenly rockeu,
“You silly chump—oh, my hatt"

Crash! Perbaps it was fortunate for
Wharton, as he pitched over in the
boat, that ho fell on Billy Dunter.
Bunter did_not scem to regard it os
fortunate. His yell rang far and wide

along the Sark. i
“Owl Wow! Gerroff! You silly
ass! Yoooooop
“Ha, ha, hal” :
“Owl Wow! QGerroffI® shricked
Bunter. "Yooop! Gerroff my tummy,
vou silly ass! Whooooop t”

Harry Wharton sat vp—on Bunter’s
waisteoat, Tho boat rocked wildly, and
a wash of water came over tho gun-

wale., ‘There was a spluttering howl
from Billy Bunter.
“Grogoph! Qoooosech! I'm  wetl

Wooaoooh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“ Give way, you men!” said Wharton,
“TI'il sit here for & bit=—"

¥ Yarooooch [

“Tha sitfulness on the esteemcd
Bunter is the proper caper!” ehuckled
Hurreo Jamset Ream Singh.

“ ¥ooaooooooggeh 1™

“Keep quict, Bunter! 1
you if yvou keep on wriggling!” .

“Whoooohooop!  Gerroffl  You're
sq-sq-squashing me!” gwgled Bunter.

l can't sit oh

“] gay, you fcllows, droggimoff!
Yoooooop
“Ha, ha, hal"

The boat pulled out into the shining
Sark. Bunter wriggled and roared.

“Ow! Boast! Gerrofft I lﬁll}’ well
won't coms with you nowl e:&sl:t 1
say, you fallows—— Groooogh!”

Harry Wharton chuckled, and de-
tached himself from Bunter's waist-
cont. The fat junior scrembled up,
gurgling for breath. Ha sat in the
stern, and glared ot the grm:::mlg five.

“Ow! You rotters, I've a jolly good
mind not to come with you after all
I've o jolly hgl::?d mind to turn you
down | Grooght

“Good,” said Wharton.  “Pull in,

Tug Maaxer Liemany.—Ne. 1207
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you men—DBunter wants to step
ashore—-"

“Oh, really, Wharton! I-—I'm com-:
ing—I wouldn’t turn my old pals down
on the last half-holidey of the term.
It's all right, old chap—1'm coming.”

And Bunter came.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man oo the isiand ]

ABRRY WHARTON & CO. pulled
H up the sunny river, in cheery
gpirits. Popper's Island lay at
a good distance from Grey-
friars, opposite the rk pulings of
Popper Court, where they bordered the
towpath. The island was out of school
bounds; but that was & little circum-
stance that the chums of the Remove
had dismissed from consideraton. Sir
Hilton Popper, of Popper Court, was
away in town, and it was a case of the
mice playing while the cat was away.
.E.cr:nrdying to the view of the Grey-
friars fellows, there were public rights
on that island in the river. According
to the lord of Popper Court, there were
no rights but his lordly own. The
Hoad had placeéd the island out of
bonnds, o avoid disputes; but disputes
occasionally cropped up sll the same.
The Jittle wooded island was a choice
spot for a picnig. It was adorned with
a board which announced, in large
lottors, that trespassers wounld bo prose-
euted, and Bob Cherry cheerfully sug-
gesteé that that boerd would come in
uszoful for & camp-fre. -

But as the boat drew nearer to the
istand, the chumns [ﬂf thahﬂaﬁn\; ke-pa a
wary eye open elong the Danss, ir
Hilton was very particuler about his
island—if it was his—and if & keeper
was in the offing, it was necessary to
give the island a miss. But the tpwmgltv
pathr was deserted, end no man in vel-
vetecns was to be seen in the Popper
Court woods. Bob Cherry stoocd wp
and goanned the bank, and nodded with
satisfaction. _

" A|l serene,” he said, s

#The serencfulness is terrific,’’ re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But let us lose no time, my estecmed
chums, . A stitch in time saves mne-
pence, as the prepostercus English

raverb says.”

! The imntjrpullad in to the island. Now
that they were on the spot it was only
judicious to get out of sight from the
nk ss soon as possible.  The boat
slid under thick branches, bright with
the green of spring, wto a Liny areck,
where there wos just room te moor 1t
out of sight from the bank.  Harr
Wharton made fast the painter a
iumgia%i ashore, and his comrades fol-

ow .

“Hand out that basket, fatty!" said
Bob.

“J say, you fellows—=""

" hu{ ubia. old bean, and hand out the
basket."

“T say, you fellows, hadn’t you better
meke sure there isn't a keeper on the

island 7 asked Eil'l;.: Bunter. " You
can't be too careful.
“Rot " zaid Bob. "The keepers

never come across here. The Fopper
Court boathouse iz half a mile up the
river. They never look at the jolly old
island when old Popper's away.”

“&5till, vou can't be too coreful!”
said Bunter. “Wo don't want to be
reported 1o the Head for trespassing.
Lock here, vou fellows, take a lock over
the 1sland, and T'Hl wait here and—and
wnnod the basket—I mean the boat."

“Ha, ha, ba 1"

Tas Maceser Lisrary.~—No 1L20T.

“Blessed if 1 see anything t6 cackle
at! I tell you you can’t be too careful,
you fellows—=""

“"Wa're pgoing to be jolly careful—of
that basket!” ochuekled Bob Cherry.
“It's just barely ible that there

might be nothing left in it if you
minded it. Hand it out, you fat
villain' You can mind the boat.™

“Oh, really, Cherry "

Bob Cherry reached over and lifted
the picnic-hazket out of the boat.

“Now you can stay there and mind
the boat, old fat man,” he said.

L1 ‘:i?ﬂ-h I!J

Billy Bunter scemed to have no desire
to mind the boat now that it no longer
contained  the  pienie-basket. 1o
sorambled out after che Famous Five.

The chums of the Remove pushed
through thickets and brambles towards
tha centro of the island, whers there
was. & clear spree under the branches of
an anclent oak. It wae slmost the only

clear sgqt ont the little island, the rest
being thickly overgrown,
“Hold on!"  exclaimed Harry

Whaorton suddenly.
“What—" began Nugent.

“Hark ("
Wharton stopped and held up his
hand. As the party halted the rustling

they had made in the thickets ceased,
But from farther on came a sound of
rustling, evidently caused by semecno

ushing hastily through elinging
rambles, :
“Oh, my hat!” omurmured Bob.

" Bomebady’s hera ™
“Weo've run into one of old Popper's
koepors, after all I breathed Nugent,
2 at rottenr luek '
The chums of the Remove lgoked at
one another rather blankly.

not expected for a moment to find any-
one on FPopper’s Island.
The place was always deserted;

seldom or never visited even by one of

the Popper Court keepers. Sir Hilton
Popper was fiercely determined to keep
trespassers off it; rather in the manner
of the dog in the manlg;ar for he hardly
aver set his own lordly foot there. Asa
the threat of proseeution kept members
of the public away, the island was

rnerally as solitary  as - Robinson

rusoa’s lonely abode. But it was
clear that someons was there now; the
rustling in the bushes shead could mean
nothing else.

“ Rotten I"* grunted Johnny Bull.

“The rottenfulpesa is terrific.”

There was an slarmed squeak from
Billy Bunter.

“1 say, vou fellows, let's get off1 1
say, we can have the picnic somewhers
elee! 1 say—"

“Shut up, Bunter!'”

“Lock here, Fm jolly well not going
to got into o row with the Head to
please vou I” hooted Bunter. “T'm jolly
well going 1"

“Go, then, you fot ass,” growled
Eﬂhnn{ Bull—"and the sooner the
bettar 1™

“Beast | Gimme the basket——<'

"Kick him. somebody 1"

“Yarooooh |7

“Look here, vou wnen, that ean’t be
2 keeper ' said Harry, “If it was a
keeper he would pounce on us. Who-
opver it is, iz backing away., He's try-
ing to keep ont of sight.™
. “What-ho!" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
in great relief. “Only some ]j(c-II:.' n;:l
pienicker like ourselves very likely.”

“Might be a Greyfriars man,” said
Nugent, ““Anvhow, it can’t be a
keeper. A keeper wouldn’t bo backing
out of sight”

“Come an ! said Harry.

The rustling in the thickets was dying
away towards the middlo of the island,

They had.

THE MAGNET

It was obvious that the unseen man,
whotver he was, waes retrestiog before
the juniors. That—on a moment’s re-
flection—was proof enough that he was
not ona of Sir Hilton I‘nppnr’a keepers.

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right,”
said Bunter, “Don't get frightened
about nothing—="

“Why, you fat sweep—"*

“0Oh, realljr,’ Cherr il

“ Come on!" said Bob.

And the juniors pushed on through
the clinging thickets. Again they heard
the rustling ahead of them as tho unseen
man on the island retreated farther.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“If it's some picnicking johnny, he
may think we are keepers and after
him," he said. “Can’t sco why he
should be scooting off otherwise. i-at'l
give him a hail. Ha'le, halle, hallo 1”?

Bob Chorry's dpowart‘ul voies Tan
through the wooded island and echo
far out over the Sark

“Hallo, hallo, halle!" shouted Bob
again. “It's all serene, whoever you
E'm!i. we're not keepers! You can Bﬁ{rw
up

The rustling ceased; but there came
no reply to Bolb’s shout. The juniors
listened, but silencs reigned on the
little island after the echa of Bob’s
powerful voioe had dicd away.

“Whe the dickena can it ba?’ ex-

claimed Wharton. Pumled. “ Anyhow,
we shall soon sco. Hera we gare 1™

. The chumns of the Remove came ouk
into the open space round ‘the tall oak-

tree in the centre of the island. There

they expected to see the unknown who
had theen retreating before them
through the bushes, E‘Hu{: the clearing
wis empty : there was no sign of him,

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, staring round him. *“He’s not
herc! Who the thump is he? And
what's his game ™

“Goodness knows!™ said Wharton,

looking about him in lexity.
“Might bo some tramp. Btﬁﬂ &nhqt
see why he shouldnt show up. Hoe

must be hiding somowhere.™

“But what the jolly old dickeps—*
said Johnny Bull Ij:a!un!cly

"1 say, you fellows, 1 think—"
; :‘t?i?u think you know where he Is,
atty 1%
“MNunno! I think we'd better have
the pienie, and never mind him—'?

“ Fathead 1™

“My estcemed and ludictous chums,

began Hurree Jamset Ham

Singh.

“Can you see him, Inky 7™

“The answer is in the ridioulous
negitive, But 1 remomberfully reeall
that the esteemed oak is hollow, like
the preposterous napper of the ludicrous
Bunter—"

“Oh, really. Inky—""

“Ch!" exclaimed Bob, and he ran
ragnd tha broad. massive trunk of the
DK .

Muassive az it looked on the side tha
juniors had approach~d, it was split on
the other side, o great hollow extending
almost through the trunk There was
maore than room for a skulking man to
hide in the hallow oak oand the next
moment & yell from Bob announced that
ke hod made = discovery.

“Halle, halle, hallo! Here he 121"

“ln the hollow oak!” exzclaimed
Yharton.

“¥es, rather |

The juniors ran to the spot. Why the
man on the island should dodge away
froom themm through the bushes and
snuecze into the hollow trunk of the
oak to czcape discovery was a mystery;
and they were naturally curious to
know what that mystery meant.

A rather ample form seemed to be
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sgqueezed in the pace in the hollowed
trunk, and Bob Cherry w it 8 playful
dig with the tos of nis :

"Show up, old bean! chuckled Bob,
“We've jolly well found you! What
are you piﬂimg hide-and-seek fort"”

“Aw, snakes " gasped o nasal voice,

A head, with & ather erushed Hom-
burg hat on it, a bald forchead gleam-
ing voder the hat, was projected from
the hollow oak, and a fat and HRabby
face with a hawkish nose, adorned by
a large pair of horn-rimmed apoctacles,
ota with startled, blinking cyes at
the Creyfriars fellows. There was a
ghout of astonished recognition from the

St )
“ Uerrerrgggh !’ gurgied the astonished Coker, as he
was slrewn along the road. The next momenti tho

clothes were damp. They had scen no
sign of any boat but their cwn on tho
island, and they wondered whether the
man had swum acroes from the tow-
path,

The athered together, with rather
rim looks, Who the man was, what
s gama was they could not imﬂgmu,
but he bad seized Coker’s motor-hike;
though, apparcntly, he had soon
abandoned 1. Ceriainly he was liable
to be run in s a motor-thief. And

his attempt to hide from aight on the
igland confirmed theic suspicions that
he wasz o law-breaker of some sort.

But he did not lock dangerous. He

g e -

panting man had leapi inio the saddle of the motor- -
bike and was speeding up the road towards Courifield.

Famous Five as they stared nt the
flabby face, tha beaky noze, and the
horn-rimined spectachs

“It's him!" paspod Bob Cherrey
breathlessty, and ungrammatically.

“Great Seott !

“That merchant!"

“'he motor-thief 1"

"My only hat!”

It wea the fupitive: the dezpernte
man who bhad threatennd Smithy with
a revolver; the mman whe had hurled
Coker of the Fifth over amd seized on
hia motor-bike! And the chums of the
Remove stared at Bam as 1 he had
becie a ghost.

e "W

THE S5IXTH CHAPTER.
The Hunted Man—and the Hunter !

il QU™ gaspod Hearcy Wharton.
ﬁ The ({laliby mun cmerged

from the hollow of the ouak.
Ho was discovered now and
furthor concoglmont was  impossible,
He panted for breath as he squeezed

out. The juniors noticed that his

lcaned on the trunk of the big oak,
gasping for Lreash. Even as he gasped

he scemied to be listening: and his
narroyw, sharp eves behind the horn.
rimmed plassea went to end fro like

those of o watchiul dog.

Thera was fear in his shifting eyes;
fear in his keen, tense listening. Tho
man was badly frightened, and the
juniors could not help observing it.

“Say, you kinder scared me!™ he
stammered. “Hay, 1 guess you'ro
selnolboys, on your looks. Whati"

“1 kinder gucss and calentato thas
woe're sure something of the sort,” ans.
wored Dob pravely. L reckon it's a
cinch I

The man stared at him, and the other
fellows grinned. It was ovident thut
he was an Amorican: and Bob wus
playlully answering him in his own
language., The juniors had heard a
good i‘rni of the American lunguago
from Fisher T. Fish of the Remove,

“And what have you done with
Coker's bike?" demanded Wharlen,

The man started and looked at him

the fat man.

harder. Apparently he did not recog-
nigs the juniors as the fellows who had
been standing round Coker when ho
eoized on the bike. Probably, he had
not even glanced at them then,

“1I don't get you,” he answered.

“"Wo saw you bap that motor-bike,”
gaid Harry. “Tho fellow you bumped
over belongs to pur school. The Court.

field lice are looking for you and
tﬁﬂ bike. What have vou dono with
i

1 get you,” assented the horne-
rimmed man. “Say, did you calculate
I was stealing that machine? Forgot
it!

“What else did you expect us to

celenlate ! asked Bob.

“Waal, I guess it looked like it,™ said
“But I was in & durned
hurry, and I kinder borrowed it, 1
left 34 stonding by & treg, safle and

sound after a couple of miles; T guesa
the owner will get 16 back all right.
I reckon you can see I ain't got it
about me,’

1 say, vou fellowge——"

“ Bhut up, Bunier!"

“But what about the picnie?™

“Go and ent coko! Look here, my
man,” =aid Harry Whaston, “I was
thinking that we'd better collar you
and walk yon off to tho police station.
Hu{: if you didn't really steal the bike
aAni-——

“T'm telling you, I lelt it on the
road, standing agin a tree. I guess I
had to borrew t, with that hoodlum
after me™

“That=that whatt"

“I'm telhing you, there's a guy with
a gun pfiter me!"” panted the hora-
rimined man, "I guess 1 got to give
b oo wiele berth.”

“Oh, my hat! Wo thought the polics
ware after yvou !¥ exelaimed Tob.

“1 puess the police wouldn't make
me ran. I guess I'd rather have the

True Macker Lisnany.—No. 1,707



10

ice after me, than that hoodlum.
» you seen hun?" _

%hﬂ narrow eyes puckered with
anxiety behind the spectacles.

The Femous Five regarded the man
with 1ncreasing astonishiment. [f his
statement was to be believed, he was
flecing, not from the police, but from
gome private vengeance. LThat slate-
ment was borne out by the fact that
they had seen nothing ot the police 1n
pursuit. It was borne out, too, by
his looks, for the fear in his face, In
his shitty eyes, seemed to hint that he
was in dread of something more dan-
gerous than & constable’s hand on his
shoulder,

“ you scen him?™ he repeated.

* Him—whomi” asked Wharton
blankly. _

“A man with black hair and a jaw
like & vice! He was in a car—a little
two-scater—when I spotted him, and got
away through the wood te the river,
1 guess that's why I chucked the motor-
bike; he'd have run me deown in tho
ear if he'd seen me on the read. And
I reckon he'd have scen me. Say, you
seen thet hoodlum i

The juniors shook their heads.

“Wea've seen nobody answering that
deseription,” said Harry. “Mean to
BAY yOU Wero TUnming awoy r1':«:::::11 himn
when you bagged that bikel”

“oura!l 1 reckomed be was at my
hecls!” panted the horn-rimwmed man,
“ He saw me from the car—1 hknow that!
{ reckoned he’d follow mo through the
wood to the river. If he's lost the
track——" he broke off and mopped his
bald brow with a damp handkerchief,

“(Oh, my bhat!” said Dob with »
whistle.

It dawned on the junicrs now that
% was not from the law but from a
lawless enemy that the fat muon bad
been flecing. Certainly his own methods
had been lawless énough, but there was,

haps, some excuse for that if he was
in fear of his life, DBut this new dis-
tovery only made the whole affair more
strapge and surprising'ﬁ_ That a man
could be fleeing for his life from a

“guy with a gun” in that quict and
peaceful English countryside was utterly
ahIazing.

“You mean to say thalt a man i3
gfter you to sheot you?” exclaimed

Harry Wharton.
“Yop ¥ _
“hen why the thump don't you go

straight to the nearest police station?”
oxclatmed Nugent.

"] puess that wouldn't help a whele
lat: ! gI guess that guy would put a
bullet through mec if 1 was sitting on the
chici commssioner's desk at Scotland
Yard "' groaned the born-rimmed man,
“1 got to give him a miss. 1 ﬁm to
blind wy trail and throw him off!

“Say, you sure you ain't seen himi”

“We've not seen him.”

“1 reckoncd it was him when 1 heard
sou coming on. this pesky island,”
groaned the - horn-rimmed man., “I
reckoned he'd run me down, though I
loft that motor-bike on the road and
cut across this way, and swam out to
thizs pesky place. guessed I'd lie
doggzo here till dark and then make a
get-away. I sure reckoned it was him
when [ heard you,”

The juniors understood now why the
wretched man hud dodged them
through the bushes and crammed his
fat form into the hollow oak.

They did not doubt his statemeonts
now; ‘the haunting fear in his face
showed that ho was telling the truth.
At the same time, they found it diffi-
cult to feel any compassion for him,
The shifty eyes, the IEI:il:uauu of cunning
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in the Habby face did not escape their
attention; and it was diffculs, too, to
fecl a.n]rtl:ling but contempt for a man
who gave way so ucterly to fear.

If the man was not, s they had at
Hrst supposed, u law breaker, they had
little doubt that he was & rogue of some
sort; indeed, roguery and cunning were
imprinted in his tace,

They could not help thinking that
the man who was hunting him might
have some good reason for his enmuty,
though that, of course, wns pDo excuse
for intended ecrime. But they found
it bard to believe that this wretched
man's life really was in danger.

But, whethor iis dauper was real or
not, there was no doubt that his terror
wag very rexl. Obviously, he had swum
out to the 1sland in bis clothes, and had
been soaked to the skin, though the
hot sunshive had almost dried him
sinee,

And though he was rehwved by the
schoolboys’ ussurance that they bad seen
nothing ol his puvsuer, g manpner was
still that of & hunted ammal, watchin
and listening ; starting the kall o
a leat, or the murmur of the wind n
the oak boughs above.

“Well, my hat!" said Bob Uhewy at
last, '“Lbe best thing you can do, old
bean, 13 to get to the police station ab
Courtlield. We'll terry you across to
the towpath, f you like."

“Nat with m bangiog about.”
The man shivered. "1 guess 1 amn's
hitting the bauk till dark.” EHe guve
a groan, “1 tell you, that wan 18 a
bloodhound. 1 got & sale hide-out, a
long way trom here, and L camwe round
through Mkent to throw him off the
track, But he got alter me; and, 1
tell you, if 1 badn't jumped hvely when
I saw him in the car this aiternoon
he'd have shot me up. I'm telling
you !

“But that's all rot!” said Harry
Wharton. **Things like that don't hap-
pen on this side of the Atlantie,”

“Aw, if I was only back in Noo
York ! groased the Babby man. 1
guess 1 got friends there that would
shoot up that guy before he could say
‘no sugar ip mne!’ Buy he'll sure get
me betore 1 hit o steamer”

“Rot!" snid Bob. *'L'he police would
protect you. Ieople aren’t allowed to
blaze away with guns in this tﬂuntr{l.”

“Look here!” The man moved his
damp Homburg hot and showed o half-
healed sear along the side of ha head.
“1 guess that one went close! I'm
telling you, that happened in my office
in London.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

The juniors stared ot the mark;
which was mlé‘;,' too clearly that of a
bullet that had barely missed.

“Bay, you,”’ went on the [ot man,
replacing the hat, “yon wint to keep
it dork that you seen e here.  Anybody
asks you, you don't let om that you
scen me. Onece it's dack, 1 iuf:ss I'll get
clear, and when I get to that hide-out
that durncd hoodlum waon’t find me. I
gucss it's o good step from here, but
I'll make tho grade, once I drop him
off the trail. You ain't saying anything
about seeing me herei"

“Not to the man who's looking for
you, certainly " said Harrey., “That is,
if wo fall in with him—which isn't
likely.”

1 say, you fellows——"

“0Oh, shut up, Bunter!”

“Look here, you beast, T can tell you
I'm jolly hungry——"

“8hut up !"’ roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—7"

“1 cthink we'd better clear off this
island, you fellows,” said Wharton

abruptly. “We can picnic somewlhcre
else—""

“Yea, rather !’ agreed Nugent.

“I'he ratherfulness is terrifie,” aprood
the Nubob of Bhampur, *'The estecmed
company of this worthy and benighted
fellow 13 pot gratefully comiorting, my
ridiculous chums.™

The fat man leoked relieved as he
heard them. Evidently he desired to be
left alone on Popper's Island, perhaps
fearing that the presence of a crowd
of schoolboys there might draw atten-
tion., ;

“Say, you amn't letting on, if you see
that guy 1"’ he asked anxziously.

“You can rely on that,” said Harry.
“But you'd act more sensbly if you let
us t_'err;.r you to the bank and went to the
police™

“1 guess not!"

Wharton looked at him sharply.

“ According to what you say, the man

ou speak of has attempted your life.

o can bo arrested for that, if it's
true.” .

“All you have to do is to give in-
formation to the police,” saild Johnny
Bull. "The{ll eollar the man, f{ast
enough, and keep him out of mischief.”

“I puess 1 know my own business
bost,” said the horn-rimmed man. * You
guys light out, and don't you let on
1f you see that hoodlum.’

“Come on, you fcllows!" said Harry.

And the juniors turned away, Billy
Bunter eyeing the picnuc-basket slmost
wolfishly.

At the same moment there came &
splash from the river—the splazh of an
oar. The fabby man started convul-
sively and gave @ cry. Ho caught
Harry Wharton's arm with & grasp so
convulsive that the junior uttered a
sharp exclamation.

“He's coming | he breathed.
a dead man!"

“Oh, pull yourself together !" snapped
Wharton, shaking off the grasping hujm].
““ Dozens of boats pass this island—""

LE I:'m

“Loock out and sce if it's him!"
breathed the fugitive. “A guy with
black hair and & =quare jaw. k and

see |

“Oh, all rigi‘ll'lﬁ " :

“ Don’t let him ses you—don’t let him
see there's anybody on the island—"
The man's voice broke off in & gquaver
of dread. “He's stoppoed. He koows.
I'm a dead man!™

The wretched man slumped helplessly
against the cak. The sound of oars had
ceased, close under the overhanging
thickets of the islund's edpe.

Haorry Wharton pressed through the
bushes and looked out on the sunny
river. A Dboat was nosing into the
rushes, and a man standing up 1n it was
staring keonly at the island.

Wharton felt his heart beat as ha
watched him.  The man was young—
scarce thirty—with a handsome, well-
featured face, black hair, and a square
jaw=—pn jaw that told of determination.

t was a fage that Wharton would have
hked, but for the expression on it—an
expression of almost savage grimness,
As he looked at the black-haired man—
evidently the pursuer of whom the
American was in fear—he saw him tie
the painter to a2 low bough. The mext
moment be had joinped ashore.

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hand to Hand [

ot 3T ARRY WHARTON  stepped
i' ? guiotly back and joined his
%% <&  chums unider the branches of tho
oak. They lacked at him with
muabe inqguiry, and he nodded. The man
{Continued on pege 12.}



1S YOUR FOOTER QUERY ANSWERED HERE?

TURING this season tha Soccer International tourna-

ment has indeed fallon flat, Nobody need be surprized

that such is the case, for it was obvidus when the

Football League cluba of England decided they would
not release their players for Saturday Intornationsl games
that the contests would losa much of their siznificance,

In their %:me:: againet Ireland and Wales, England had things
pretty much their own way, and it was {u:}g expected that the
same remark would apply to the Scotland v. England game
on the programme for March 28th, Possibly by the time these
notes reach some of my readera they will Imow whether the
Intinigatiﬂna of o comparatively easy win for England have
proved correct, for the result of the mateh may be in your

ession. It is not in my posscesion at the time of writing.
P tLI shall be surprieed if England have not won at Hampden

BTH,

My thoughts wore set mnnin% on these lines by two or threa
lettors I have received from Scottish readera during recent

aye, asking me whether I can account for the decline in the

ality of Seottish football. It must b omphasized that

otland’s chances of beating England wore lessened by the
fact thet they could not call upon Scottish-born plavers with
English clubs,

Fven so, however, Scotlizh football has gome
back, end I know guile a lof of officials connected
rwoille clisbs over the Border who are worried about
the fulure of the game in the country which,
:gﬂ e;:: iﬂﬂw, had the veputation for producing

ait.

& I ses it the Scots madoe a mistake in regard to foothall,
A They imagined they could have their cake and the
ha'penny, too, to nae a well-worn metaphor. During
the loat fow years many of the hest Scottish players
have been transferred to English clubs, and the stars have not
bosn found in Scotland to tole their places. How much botter
would he the Boottish forward line, for instance, if thev could
bave those two famous Alecs in it—James, of Arscnal, aod
Jackson, of Chelaca 1
In every aport it is the best playera who aot aa the inapiretion,
The young playera coming along aet their stondarda by the beat
B to copy tho beat, If tﬁa best are only moderate, then
tho eral tendency will be towands moderation. I sdmit
khat the foregoing sounds a bit deep, but I hops it woa't be too
deaigtur you to follow,
rthaps I can malke it easier to follow with an illustration.
If nobody had ever driven a motor.car at more than a hundred
milea an hour, that speed would have been considered quite
good. But first one motor-car driver, and then another, set
up & new record, and to-day there are people with their minds
set on bealing Sir Malcolm Campbell’s record, In due course
it will bo broken, too.

best. If the best which he sees or knowa about iz an
indifferent standard, then he doesn’t etrive so hard;
has not so far to go,

It is only when he comes up agains? wonder-
plagers that he reclises his weoknesses, and iz
thereby inspired io try to improve,

English football is all the better for the imporiation of
Beoottish players, and Scottish football is all the poorer, That,
in my view, is all there is to it. In other words, it would have
been & very thing for Scottish football if Scottish cluba
had kept their players at home,

Qoo other query in regard to International matohes has to be
answered. o playera in thess International games—provided
they are professionals, of course, receive mix pounds each,
plus a cap and & jorsey, Several players I know, whe have

red ?n nw&mi International matches, exchange cops and
jorseys with other players aiter the games aro over.

IT ju the ambition of every footballer 1o be better than the

Btuck over any Soccer

‘Then writs to ' Old Re! " for his expeasrt

opinlon, He's at ths diapogal of all
MAGNET footer enthusiasts,

reblama;, churma 7

HY iz there such a long time to wait betweken tha

W English Cap Semi-Finals and the Final-tie T 1hat

is another question which reaches mo. This season

the irterval between the Bemi-Finals and Final-tie i

longer than naual—a full six woeks., I do not know that theo

13 any real reagon for this incrense, except the difficulty ol

arranging the datea of the Semi-Finals to suit ell partica, Lde

know, though, that the authorities like to keep -the Final.tie

back a3 late as poasible. They regard it as a sort of grand
climax to the seaszon.

Perhaps it was the ides of the authoritics, too, that in com.
E_?limg the players to wait for a few weeks between the Semi.
nals and the Final they would make it a test of nerves as well

ag of football skill. I happened to run into one of the players
just aiter hig team had got through the Semi-Final, and this
iz what he said to me:

‘* I weish toe conld play the Final next Soturday,
I don’t lke wuiting so long."’

. This player know, va we all know, that the period of waiting
18 bn anxious cne. The players can’t the coming big game
cut of their minds, Tt affecta their extubitions in the Leaguo
ames, and they aro worried as to whether they will bo abla fo
p themselves thoroughly fit. It i a nerve.racking time,
this period of wailing, for with e body discussing the comiag
Final from every pussible angle it is difficult, if not imposaible,
for tho players concerned to carry out the very good advice
which is given to them-—~forget about it for a while,

ENTION of the Semi-Finals and Final remiods me that

M the Football Players’ Union—the body which looks.

after the welfara of the players in genoral—have

recently expressed the view that the financial reward

to the footballers who do well in the Cup is not big emough.

The winners of the S8emi-Finala gat four pounds each as bonus,

he winners of the Final get eight pounds each as boous, The
FPlayers’ Union say that ﬁia i#8 not enough—

That it is a vidiculons proportion, secing that ax
muich o lweniy-flve thouwsand powunds may
be the * gate 7 af the Cup Final only.

I am all out for the player geiting e fair return for gorvices
rendered, for we have to remember that to the * pro " foothall
is & means of livelihood. I should be very sorry, indeed,
however, if & chanpa was mads so that the players ﬁ{ﬂ} a big
cash payment for victory in the lafer stages of the LCup com-
petition.

The

layeors themsslves think of that side of it, too: of the

and glory of victory. When they have earncd

those gold medals t‘haf- point to them with pride 3 they are

mementoes of a wonderful occasion, It wouldn't be quite 1he

same if the plag;em paid, after winning a Cup Final, " we have
got fifty pounds in cash,

Again the eight pounds bonus which the playera of ths side
get in 8 Cup Final is not usually the sum and substance of thoir
reward, Itisthe customary thing for the officials of the success-
ful clubr to apply to the F.A, for permission to make a present
of some kind to their players.

Last season, affer Avgenal had wwon the Cup, the
club had permission to give each mon o present,
treel fwenily-five pormds 1oas spent on eno: player
#0 that he should hove some losling memory
E Hi;i"dt;y when ke wos om the winming side

u‘ ﬂ. .

There are some things mors precions than money ; the medals
which are given to Cup winnors are priceless.
“ OLD REF."

I LIKE to think of the sport side of Cup-winning.
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FHE MAN FROM THE STATES |

(Continued from pege 10.)

it the horn-rimmed glosses gave a low
A oA,

“You scen him?? he breathed.

" ¥es," satd Harry. *“It's the man
youw've deseribed.”

“I'm & dead man!”

The words came in a husky whisper.
Tho wretched man glumped down at the
foot of the oak, overcome with terror,
Wharton gave him a glance of con-
fempt, hut there was compassion
mingied with his contewnpt, t was
obvious now that the danger was
real—terribly resi—and that a desper-
#te decd might be done on the
httle green island eet in the midst of

shining Sark,

“We've got to chip in here, you men,"
teid Harry, in a Jow voice. “We don't
poow the rights or wrongs of the affair,
ilut_?l

“It—it's the man !” muttered Nugent.

“¥es; » man with black hair and
nosquare jaw, anyhow, I[—if what this
or wretch says is true, he means—
nurder I

The juniors breathed quickly. The
wretched man slumped at the foot of
tho oak was evidently incapable of self.
defence. It was impossible to abandon
him to the man who was hunting him
for his life. The same thought was in

minds of the Famous Five—to bar
the other man off befors he could cateh
mght of the man he sought,
rry Wharton led the wuy and they
pressed through the bushes towards the
spot where the black-haired man hod
landed. He waos standing on a little
strip of grass vnder the trecs.  The
island was small, and he was not a
dozen yards from the owk., His quick,
keen eyes flashed round at the rustling
miade by the juniors ws they ecomo
through the thickets, and they saw hig
hand flash to a hip-packet. DBut if he
bad thought of drawing a weapen he
relinquished the idea at the sight of the
schoolboye.  He stared at them with a
reled and eurious look,  Bvidently
H"H were not what he had expected to

“Who are wyou?’ he
gharply. L

“Just poing to ask you that, old
bean,” answered Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“Didn't you see the hoard ¥”

x %:he_thf.r board "

" Yes, espazsors will be prose-
qated " expluined Bob, * You're f jolly
ald trespasser here. Liable to be prose-
suted. Forty bob or a montl I*

The young men stared at him and his
face Lroke nto a smile. Tt was rather
# ploasant smile, and it made the hand-
some face look still more handsome.
The juniors, locking at him, could
bardly believo that the wretched fugi-
tive’s fears were well founded. Tt
seemed  impessible  that that  good-
ooking fellow, with his chcery smile,
ﬁl_iﬂd. really be bunting down a fellow-

ng with ithe terrible intention of
taking his life. In spite of their un-
sasiness, they felt relieved.

“I am atraid I did not notice the
board, my young friend,” said the
black-haired man, “and I do not think
T should hava taken much notica of it
had I done ¢0. I am locking for some-
gne—a friend!” The glint that came
into hiz eyes as he uttered that word
was 1n startling contrast to the smile.
“Perhaps you have seen him.”

“The perhapsfulniess is terrifie, my
esteemed and ridicwlous friend,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh.

The young man stared at him and

Tz Muaxer Lisgany,—Na. 1,207

rapped oot

gmiled again. It wes not uncommon
for a emile to be evoked by the wondor-
ful English that Hurree Bingh
learned from Mook Mookerjes, the
wiseat moonshea in Dhanipur.

~““YWhat eort of & Luhuny are you look-
ing for?" asked Bob.

“A fat man, in horn-rimmed glasses,
with a face like a fox, or a wolf,” was
the answer.

“0h, my hat!"

“His name is Poindextor; if you've
heard it—1*

Harry Wharton started.

" Poindexter 1 he exclaimed.

“I sea you Epow the name,” said the
young man quietly. ‘' Please tell me
whoere you have seen him. I'm very
anxious to find Mr, Poindexter.'”

Wharton's chums looked at him in
surprise. ‘The name was strange encugh
to themn:.

“I've never heard the name before,”
saidd Bob. “Have you heard it,
Wharton "

“I can seo that the name i1z familiar
lo wyou, my young friend,” said the
black-haired man, his eyes keenly on
Wharton's face.

“1 heard 1t to-day for the first time,"”
anawered [Harry, “Mr. FProut, a
master of Greviriars, was speaking
about somebody named Poindexter
when I went to my Formm master's
study. I think he said ho waa & swindler
of sowe sort—a share-pusher—ome of
those rotiers who get mugs te buy
\\'Géihlﬂﬁ shares in rotten companics
and—

“That's the wan!” said the young
man, with a ned.  *"LBlias J. Poin-
dexter, of Bharp Strect, in the City.
What do vou know of him ¥

“Only what I heard Prout sayimg to
Mr., Quelch,” answered Havry., ' Prout
said he wanted to hovsewlip lom.”

The black-haired man zmiled grimly.

“Probably your Mr. Prout iz ona of
s victims,” fie swd. "I am another.
I want vory badly to nd MMr. DPamn-
dexter, Tell me what you know of hun.”

Harry Wharton was silent, Until the
namea was mentioned he had forpotten
LI, Prout's boonung in Quelch’s study.
Dut now, of course, he could have no
doubt that the fat man in horn-rimmed

lnsses, erovching under the oak on

opper’'s Island, was the swindler of
whom Prout had been speaking.

The black-haired man made a step
forward. There was no trace of a smile
on hiz face now, It was set hard. The
jaw looked squoarer than ever, and the
seen oves glinted like steel,

“You know someothing of the man,”
he said. *You hknow smuelhin_g QL
of him than the mention of his pame
at your schoal. Yeu have been on the
river this afternoon. He fled towardas
the river when 1 sighted him on the
Friardale road, I lost him in the wood.
But you have seen him. I fancied that
he might have obtained a boat. I am
searching the river for him., Tell me
what you know of hnn”

“Tell me; first, what you want with
him,™ said Harry quietly.

“That is no business of vours. But 1
will tell you this: the man iz a thief,
a gwindler. He has fled {rom his offices
m the City, with his pockets full of
money that does not belong to him.  He
15 o foreigner, who came 1o this
country Lo live by swindling, and he has
lived by swindling for yeavs., Now tell
me whers you have seen bim,™

“What right have you to aski” zaid
Harry. “You are not a detective.”

“Never mind that, Answer mael™

Thers was a threatening note in the
bBlack-haired man's voice, and Lo came
anotlier step nearer te Wherton, The
captain of the Remove faced him
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calmly. Idis comrades drew closer 0
him. It looked as if trouble impended
now, and the chums of the Remove were
ready for it. There was o rustle in the
bushes as Billy Dunter beat x retreat to
the othar side of the island. But no one
heeded Bunter.

“Will you answer me, boy 7"

The man's volce was almost & snarl.

“I will not answer you,” said Whar-
ton. “If what you say is true, it is &
mntter for the polico to deal with.”

“1 am dealing with it. ‘Uell me whera
you have seen the man

“1 will tell yvou nothing.”

“Js the man on this island 7"

“Find outl” answered Wharion
coolly.
The young man eclenched hia hands

4 -

or & moment he looked as if he
would spring at the captain of the
Remove, and the Famous Five wutched
him grimly. . But he controlled his ra?.

“The rascal fAed along the river,” he
muttered, “If he could get hold of a

‘boat he would do so, to throw me off

the track. 1 stop ed et this island to
s¢aveh it for him. It is quite likely—""
He broke off. “What are you school-
boyvs doing herai™

“We came here to picnic,”™ answered
Dob cheerfully. “Only we're having a
jully old conversazione instead.™

“I shall search the island. That was
my intention when I stopped.  After all,
you can toll me nothing that I cannot
see for myself.”

The black-haired man made & moves
ment to stride into the bushes. ‘The
Famous Five bunched in his way
immediately.

“Stop 1" said Harry Wharton quictly.

“Bland out of my way!” It was &
savoge zhout. “I koow that he iz here
now. Your action tells me as much.
Stand aside 1"

“Tho stopfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed friend,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur. " Otherwise the' collarful-
uess will be the next item on  the
absurd programme.”

“He is here. I know now ithat o is
hero, Stand aside 1™

Y Not in vour jolly old lifetime !™ said
Bol Cherry. * Gi}!’, my hat! Look
out ! Collar him 1™ '

The black-haired man made an angry

rush to break through the bunch of
i’agmws ia his path. As they grasped at
i he struck out fiercely, and Dob

Chorry staggered back. He gave a yell
ns he dropped in the grass, and Frank
Nuzent staggered across him.

But the other three juniors had theie
grlp on the enragzed man, and ho was
drageed over in lus turn and bumped
into the grass.

“Pin him!” gasped Harry Wharton,

“¥You bet ! panted Johnny Bull

The black-haired man went down
heavily, Wharton and Jobnny Bull and
Hurres Singh fell with him, holding
him foast. As they strugpled on tha
gzround, Bob and Nugent scrambled yp

und joined in agamn,
“Collar the bruta!” panted Bob,

“My hut! He's & jolly old wild-catl
Fin him down!”

“Let go!” The man's voice came in a
husky gmasp. “You young fools! You
3.'mn‘]j§ scoundrels ! Let me go!"

“MNo jolly fear|” gasped Bob.

The man struggled [rantieally. He

was vather under than over medium size,
but he was slrong amd wiry and mus-
caular. ‘The Famous Five had plenty to
do to hold him down, heavy az the
odds were on their side. Ile was hit-
ting out furiously, evidently carcless of
tha damage e did in his rage. Johnny
Bull, as he caught a fierce job with s
nose, gave a gasp and promptly grobbed
tha man's thick, black hoir with both



EVERY SATURDAY

o % ' O Wl
3 ag the g

rocked. ammhl The next moment
he pliched backwards and his heel
caught Bunter clean noder the chin |

hands and thumped his head forcibly
on tha earth.

Baog, bang! ‘

“Ohl OCh! Ooooch!” came in a gasp
from the al:ruﬁglmg mon, ]

“Now chuck it, you silly ass, if you

don't weant some morel” snapped
Johuny. _ )

The man still struggled Furiously,
breathlessly, _

But the Famous Five were too many
for him. He struggled till he was

spent, and then he lay exhausted, in the
grasp of the breathless juniors.

“{iot himi"” growled Johmny Bull
He sat on the young man's heavin
ohest, dgrasped both his. wriats, an
dragged them together, Bob Cherry
slipped o twisted handkerchief round
them, and Lnotted it amurelg

“All right now!" gasped Bob.

“The rightfulness is terriflo?”

With hia hands bound, pinned down
by Johony's weight on his chest, the
black-haired man stared up at ihe
juniors, his eyes burning wilh rage.
And Harry Wharton & Co.. winded by
the ficree strugele, panted for breath.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand }

“ HAT & go!” gasped Bob
W Cherey. i
“0Oh eroanbs ! said Frank

MNugent, dabling his nosc,
which eame a thin trickle of
“Bowe tussle! Wo've got him

fr'.?m
CENTT SO

w
“The gotiuluess 15 terrific 7

From the thickets a fat, flabby face
looked, and mnarrow  cyes  pleamed
through horv-vimied  glasses ab  Lhe
BCERID,

The juniors did not nolice for the
momont that the American wus watchin
theme.  'They snpposed him to be slill

i3

under the oak, where they had leflt
him. ¥or soveral minutes ‘the E?ifl];d
o

do nothing but pant for breath,
Famous Five hmf been through a good
many tussles, but scldom ome so des-
perato as this,
- The black-haired man had fought
altnost like a wildcat, and not ceased to
struggle till he was quite spent. Yet
the juniors were aware that he had o
deadly weapon in his possession, and he
mado no attempt to touch it. He waa
the “guy with o gun™ to whom the
horn-rimmed man had alluded, and hm
intentions towards the fugitive swindler
wern plainly lawless; but towards othoers
it was cqually plsin that he did not
dream of such measures. Certainly, the
schoolboys would bave had no chance
againet him had ho chosen to use: the
fircarm which they koew was in his hip
pocket,

“Well, you've

iven us a tussle, ol
bean,” said Dob Eﬁhurrﬁf, breathless bu
genial, “but we've got you safa now.
I dare say you'll fee]l obliged to us later,
when you're cool.”

“ Meddling fool 1" panted the fallen
T

“Thaunks, old bean! You can peay us
all the complimments you like, s0 long
as you don't do any mischief,”

“Wiall you lel e go?™

“No {eac?” )

“The no-learfulness 1z preposterous,
my csicermned  fat-licaded friend,” said
Hurree Singh. * You are not safo to let

“We shall keep yon safe till that man
iz out of your reach,” said Harey Whar-
fon quictly, “Unless youw'ro potty,
yow'll be gind later that we've pre-
vented yvon f{rom commiiting s crime.”

“ Mool 1"

“Blow off steam as much as you Like,™
grinned Bob, “but wo're holding vou
tight while that jolly old American
cleurs off.” .

* Foo!!" panted the prisoner. “1 tell

e i
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vou that man has robbed me and a
hundred others. His pockels are full of
stolen money. You sre helping s thiel
and a swindler to escape justice.”

“That's sll rot!” answered Whartom
“If it's as you say, it’s a matter for the
palice.  Who the dickens are you to
take the law into your own bhands?®”

“Fool I” )

Wharton smiled faintly. He had
been domaged in the despornte struggle,
like all the Co. But ho was feeling no
ill-will towards the man who lay pant.
ing in the grass. Now that ho knew the
identity of the fugitive rascal on the
island, ba had no doubt whatever om
which side the wrung lay. Evidently
this man, like Bir. Prout, was one of
the share-pusher’'s many victims., o
suzpected, too, that the man’s hoad had
becn turncd a little by his wrongs and
i:-i_-r brooding over them; for it waa
plain that he was a docent man enough,
apart from his savage thirst f{or ven.
sance on the rascal who bad wronged

tml

But the bare thought of a man, how-
evar wronged, taking the law into his
own liands to the extent of bloodshed,
wasa revolting, For the man’s own sake,
if for no other reason, the juntors would
have done their best to prevent him
from corrying out his terrible purpose.

He was preventcd now; the Grey-
friars fellows had the wupper hand.
With his hands bound by the knotted
handkerchief and Jolmay Bull lodged
an his chest, he was helpless,

“Well, we've got him,” eaid Bob,
“and the sooner that fat ¢ld blighter
bunks tha better,"

“I'll feteh him,"” said Harry. *Io
can take the boat this fellow came in
andd got awar. Oh, here he 131"

The horn-rimmed man emorged {rom

(Contivued on page 16.)
Tue Maoxer Lisany.~No. 1,200
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{Continvad from page 14.)

the thickets, His fat Face was white
as chalk, and his narrow eyes turned on
his encmy, dilated with dread.
Bvidently he had thought of the boat
himself ; for without heediog the junors
he hurried across to it

The black-haired man’s eyes blazed
at the eight of him, and he made a wild
«ifort W rise, John Bull coolly
squashed him down in the grass again,

“No, you don't!” he remarked.

“Say, you keep him safol” panted
the man in tho born-rimmed glasses.
“You keep that guy safe while 1 got
away. You don't want to let him get
after moe. I tell you that puy means
murder !

“(Get into ibat boat end clear, Ar.
Poindexter, if that's your name,” said
Harry Wharton, ;

“[ guess you'll bo keeping that guy

fo—-=" : 5

“ We'll keep him safe till you've had
tirwe to get away. Don't lose any timel”

“1 guoess—"

“Shut up and clear

The juniors had saved the rascal's
life; there was little doubt on ithat
point, They would have taken any rvisk
and any trouble to keep the self-ap-
peinted avenger from carrying out his
purpose. But their fcelings towards the
maoh they had saved were of the deepest
repugnance end scorn, ‘The mere sight
of his cunning fnce and shifty cyes was
repugnant, as well as his cringing
cowardice. Thoy were anxious for the
miserable wretelh to get out of their

]H‘

sight. ;

%Iias Poindexter scrambled into the
boat. It wes 2 small two-oared skiff:
and Poindexter handled it clumsily
enough. Dut he pushed off, s Whartan
cast loose the paipter and got the oars

out. : : :

The black-haired man raised his head
and looked after him as he went, with
burning oyea . _

“Look out for me, Elias Peindexter!”
he shouted buekily. “I will follow you
—1 will find you yet!”

The hotn- man made no
reply. He rowed away, clumsily but
swiftly, down the rolling current of the
Sark. The current helped him, and be
wog soon at a distanee from the island.

The juniors watched him (ill the
skiff and its occupant were out of
sight in the windings of the river. It

was & deop relief to sea the last of him,
*Thank goodness he's gone!” said
Nugent. ; ;
“The thankinlncss iz terrific.”

“Now let me go!” came in a husky
mutter from the prisoner. ‘* Let me go,
you young fools!”

Wharton shook his licad.

“You're not going yet,
“We're not giving youw a chanee 1o get
aftor that man tiit he's reached safety.

E

b saied,

When you'ro cool you'll be glad that we
collared you in time and stopped you."

“What is the man to you, you young
rascal?  What has he paid you to help
him escape with his plunder?”

Whartea flushed il:ﬂtl;u

“T'he man's nothing to us! We've
siopped you as much for your own sake
as his, as you'd know, if you had t
sense of & bunny rabbit, I'd be glad
t& see such a rogue scnt to prison. If
You can prove what you say against him
he ecan be arrested and punished.”

1 gould prove it easily—I could send
ijim”tr:- prison! That would not satisfy
ne,

“Well, then, vou must be a little bit
off vour rocker and you want taking
care of,” zaid Wharlen, “I'm blesscd
il I know whether we ovpht to let you
loose at all or take you to the police
station,”

The man gave a scofing laugh.

“Take me there, if you like! Do you
think they could detwin me when Poin-
dexter makes no charge or complamnt?”

“Je=1 suppose they couldn't!” said
Wharton slowly. “It beats me why the
man  doesn’t have you taken into
custody. He could.”

“Heo could—and face imprisonment
for what he has done) He prefers to
take his chonce of skulking away and
sneaking back somehow to his own
country where he will be safo.”

“Oh!" said Wharton.

“Let me go! It iz not for you to
interfere, il the ecoundrel does not
choose to place himself under the

protection of the law.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“1 suppose he would bé asafc in chokey
—but he's saving that up as a last
resource,” he remarked. “Save your
breath, old beoen; you're not getting
loose till that fellow has cleared ofl.
But I'll tell you what—we're pienicking
here and you can join us in the picnic
1f vou like"

“Fool I

“It's & jolly good picnie,” urged Dok,
“Wa've got ham sandwiches, and
ginger-pop, and a cake—="

i il"'ﬂﬂl !:H

“And two kinds of jam-—-"

“ You young idiot!”

“Wall, if thot's the polite way you
refuse an invitation, you can go and
aat coke!” snid Bob. " Look here, yon
men, we've to keep this eportzman
safo for an hour at least; and Johnny
can't sit on his waisteoat all the time.
What about tying hirm to 8 treei”

“Goad egeg!” suid Wiharton.

“Sorry, old bean,” suid Boly polilely.
“But you're askiug for it, yeu know,
Later on you'll be bursting with grati-
tade to us for saving von from makiog
a fool of yourself.” .

The man did not speak again, He
lay with a sullen face and s black
hrow while the juniors secured him.
With the painier from the jnuiors” boat,
and odds and vods of string aud some
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handkerchiefs, his wriste were safely
fastencd to a sapling; and having made
sure that he had no chance of gething
logse, they left him. :

“ Now for the jolly old picniel™ said
Bob, *I really think we've earned itl
Where's Bunteri”

“ And whera's the backet?™

“*Oh, my bat!™

Bunter and the picnie-baskel had been
forgolten—till now. Now they were
romembered. Doth had vanished from
sight. And with & deep misgiving as
to what had happened ta the contents
of the basket, Harry Wharlon and Co.
procecded hurviedly to look for Dunter.

THE NIRTH CHAPTER.
After the Feast, the Reckoning !

i SAY, vou fellows!”

E “You fat villain!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"
A fat, shiny, jammy
looked guiltily atb the Famous Five,

Bunter was found—sitting under a
tree on the farither edge of the island,
leaning back against the trunk, with
the picnic-basket at his fect. Bunter
and the basket were both on view—but
it was rather o diffcrent matter with
what the basket hed contained. That,
urdoubtedly, was still there. But it
was nob on view. X-rays would have
been reguired to discovyr it. What had
been packed in the basket was now
packed in Bunter, Evidently, the Owl
of the Remove had been improving the
shining hour. '"The Famous INve
heen busy=-and so had Williamm (George
Bunter.

Five wrathful faces stared at Bunter.
There had been so meny delays to that
picnic that it was now well past tea-
time: and the chums of tha Remove
were decidedly hungry, No doubt
Bunler had been hungry, too; and he
had got in early and avoided the crush.

“Yon—you—you—" stuttered Bob
Clerry.

# J—I gay, vou fellows, I—I knew
wouldn't t:flind me having a anaefﬁﬂ
gasped Bunter, “I-—T was fenrfu;tlg

face

hungry, you know. ¥ never had cnou
dinner—that beast Quelch wouldn't let
me have more thun three extra help-
And—and T've had mnothi

ings. d _nothi
singe except 8 ceke 1 found in Emlth{l:
study, and Ogilvy’s bullseyes—ecxncept t
::a-c'-rfnut e found in Squifi's study,
and——

“&quash Lim!”
“I—I say, you fellows—-=" :
Harry Wharten picked up the picnie-
brasket. There were a fow crumbs left
in it. Thet was all,
“Why, you—yoi—
captein of the Reomove.

a3

exclaimed the
“That was a

feed for five fellows, and you've scoffed
tha lot 1™ .
%l wus poing (o leave you the
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cake,” stammered Buanter, “I-—I did
leave it, as a matter of fact-—"
“Where iz it, then?” roared Nugent,
“I1—I thought I'd have just a taste, as
~—ns vou dJdidu't come ! juﬁt a bitel”
stuttered Bunter. “‘Then—then you still
didn’t come, so _I—I had another bite!

And—and then another, and--and
go—"'

“Burst him " roared Bob.

“The bursifuloess 13 the proper
caper |

“*Serag him 1” ’
“J—1 =ay, wou fellows!” Billy

Bunter sernmbled to his feet in alarm.
“I—I say, it's all right! I—I'm going
to stand vou fellows a study spread as
soon as we got back to the schooll
Honest Injun !’

“Collar him 1™

“1 say, you can take o fellow’s word,
can't you i howled Bunier. ¥ I'm going

to stand you a ripping spread;
roally np-mr. I'm going (o
nd & whole pound on it—there!

onest Injunt I say—"

“ And where are you going to get the

und, you fat frumy‘i‘”

“That's all right!1” gasped RBunter.
“T'm expecting o postal order—>"

“What ¥ yelled the Famous Five.

“A—a—o tal order1” %asl}md
Bunter. *1—I mentioned to you fellows
before that I was expecting a postal
order |*

“You frabjous, foczling [athead—"

“Qh, really, Cherry | expect_my
postal order will have come by the time
wo got back to Greyfriars! Let—let’s

get off, shall we? WN-nn-no good
wasting time fooling  round  this
island—"

The Famous Five glared at Bunter as
if they could have eaten him, They
were hungry; and the picnic was gone
from their gazo like a beauntiful dream,
They were not likely to dervive much
comfort from the prospect of o study
gpread when Duonter's celebrated postal
order should arvive. The dato of ifs
arrival was altogether too uncertain.

o Serar him ™ sald Bob Cherry.

“Narooop 1"

Billy Bunter made o desperate rush
to escape,  Seldein were Bunter's move-
ments rapid; but fear, as a novelist
would say, lent him wings. He vanished
through the thickets, gronting and
gnovting and panting.

“After him!” yelled Nuagent.

o Collay him (™ _ :

“Wa'll jolly well duck him 1¥

“Stop, vou fat villain! Stop, wou
frowsy [freakl Stop, you burbling
burglar 1"

But William George Bunter did not
stop. Bunter was not a bright youth,
but he was much too bright to stop, with
five hungry and infuriated picnickers
behind bim. He tore on frantically,
with the chums of the Remove erashing
through the bushes im pursuit.

He reached the hboat in the little
narrow creek wvnder tha trees. Ha
landed in it with & desperate bound,

rolled over, howled, picked bimscli up,
and grasped an oar. The painter had
becn taken away to tie up the black-
haired man, and the hoat only needed
shoving out of the creek into the river
Bunter gras the oar with both
hancds, and jabbed desperately at the
bank.

“ Btop I roared Bob. "

Bunter did not heed, With all his
strength, ha drove the oar at the bank
and the boat glided out. Unfortunately
for Bunter, the blade of the car, as he
drove it frantically, sank obout a fool
in soft mud. He Sragged at it to pull
it out for another desperaie shove, and
it refused to come.

“Ow " gpasped Bunter.

The oar clung to the mud, and
Bunter clung to the oar, while the boat
shot away from under him.

* Whooooop 1” splutiered Bunter,

Splash 1

“Oh, my hat *?

“IHa, ha, hal”

* Yurrrrrrgggehh 1" _

Williamn George Bunter disappeared
in shallow water and thick mud. The
Famous Five halted on the margin,
their wrath changed to merriment az a
fat foce and o par of muddy spectacles
gog led up at thom from the ooze.

. 5mh1 Groogogh | Help! Ughl
Gug! Qoocoogh I spluttered Bunter.
“Oh lor’ ! Oh crikey ! Ooocoocoooch I”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Wooochl I say, you fellows—
Groooogh! Help! Groooooch [

The boat was rocking away to the
river. Harry Wharton ran guickly
along ond jumped into it, seized an
gar, and brought it back into the creck.
Biﬁy Bunter, standing up to his knees
in cozy mud, and up to his fat equator
in swishing water, wriggled and yelled
for help.  Water and mud streamed
down his fat face.

“T zay, vou fellows, heip a chap out 1”
shricked Bunter. f say, 1I'm wet! 1
sav—— QGrooogh! I sny—— OQovoch!”

“HMa, ha, hai”

“Heazts! I=] won't stand you that

siudy spread now I yolled DBunter.
“Ow! I'm aoll wet! I'm smothored
with mud! Groooogh !

“Youn can jolly well stick there, you
fat porker!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The stickfulness is  the proper
%qperh 1 chortled Hurree Jamset Hom

ingh.

"% say, you [ellows——

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“¥ou can wriggle out, you {fat
worm ! zaid Hazry Wharton, as he
nte.{)pm! from the boat, *Berve you
jolly well right 1"

Beast |*

" Beast | ow |

“Ha, ha, hat*»

“The servefulness right 1s terrifie, m
esteemed greedy Bunter! You shoul
keep your ridiculous hands from the
pickfulness and the stealfulness |

“Owl Beast] Wow ¥

Splashing mud, thoe hapless Owl of
the Remove clambered out at last, Ho

1
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squelched mud
crawled up

and water as  he
: the bank, gaspmg awd
E.]é'.t_]uttﬂrmg. He blinked, with a muddy
blink, at tho yelling pinicrs through
muddy spectacles,

“Oh, vou beasts] Look
gasped Dunter.

“[la, ha, ha 1"

“This is the last tima you'll get ne
on o picnic with you fellowa 1™ roared
Bunter. “The very last time—zee ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I've atiuﬂy good mind not to
como with you "for the Xasier hols,
Wharton! A jolly pood mind i*

“Good |” chuckled Wharton, “I've
exactly the same jolly good mind, old
fat bean; so that's all right®

“Ha, ha, ha [*

“ Beast ™"

For the next hour or so William
Ceoorge Bunter was busy, egueezing
water out of his clothes, and scraping
off mud. He had enjoyed the feast;
but after the feast had come the reckon-
ing, which was not nearly so enjovable,

The picnic being off, the ¢chums of the
Remove had no desire to linger on
Popper’s Island. But they had
resolved te wait an hour, to givo the
horn-rimmed man plenty of time to get
clear. They might have waited lon
had the picnic been still available; but
being hungry and anxious to get back
to the school for a late tea, th? agreed
that an hour would bo cnough, After
ithe lapse of an  hour, therefore, the
black-haired man was untied, and
allowed to step into the boat with the
juniors, They rowed neross to the bank
and allowed him to land on the tow-
path.

“Now you can cut, old bean gaid
Bob Cherry. * Sorry we had to handle
vou, but you ought ifo be glad of it}
Fa-ta 1™

Without a word, the young man
tramped away by the towpath and dis-
appearcd from sight. He went down
the river, possibly hoping yet to get on
the track of Ehas J. Poindexter, Tho
juniors were satisflied, however, that
there was little likelihood of that; and
they dismissed tho malier from their
minds as they put out the ¢ars and
pulled home to Greyviviars,

Billy Buuter, still damp and muddy,
sat with a frowning brow as the boat
pulled down the Bark. He gave the
chums of the Remove wrathful aod
scornful blinks: whith dJdid pot scem to
affect their equanimity very much.

But as tha boat drew near the school
raft the fat Owl's frowning face
relaxed and his podgy brow cleared,

“1 eay, you fallows—"

“8hut up, Bunteri”

“Ring off, fatty 1"

“I'm a forgiving chap!’* said Bunter,
“You've treated me rottenly, after all
I've done for you, too! But I'm a for-
giving chap! I'm coming home with
i.rnu! for Taster, all the same, Whap-
on "

at me!l”
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“You're jolly well nol!"” anawared
tlic captain of the Remove ungratefully,

“*1 mean it old chap!™

“Bo de I

“ Beost 1™

The boat pulled in, and Harry
Wharton & Co. walked up to the
House for o late tea.  That late tea
was going -strong in Study No. 1 n
ithe Romove when a [at [nce locked in
at the door.

"1 =ny, you fellows—>"

Whiz!

A cushion flow—and Bunter few! And
tea in Siucty No. 1 proceeded without
the assistauce of Williamm George
Bunter,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Breaking-Up !
H.ﬁHRY WHARTON & CO. had

plenty of matters to ccoupy
their minds during the last
two or three days of the term;
and the adventure on Fopper's Island
faded from their thoughts. They never
expected to eco sgain either the fugi-
tive swindler or the man who wan
hunting him—though they hoped that
the latter, for his own sake, would not

¢t again on_the track of Elias J.

indexter. They heard mention of
the nome of Poindexter several times,
howaver, in those two or three days.

Mr, Prout, who had lost & hundred
pounds through dealing with the share-
sharper, bo Common-room slmost to
tears on the subject; and the news
spread throngh tho school that Prout
had iovestad in tho shares of the Bolid
Nugget Gold-mining Company—shares
which he had discovered, too late, to
be worth oxactly the value of the paper
they were printed om, and no more.

rout, like Rachael of old, mourned
for that which was lost, and could not
be comforted. He confided fo every
othor member of the stafl Lis intention
of horse-whipping Elias if he should
ever come into touch with that elusive

ntleman. Indeed, FProut told

mmon-room  that bLe would pay a
apecial visit to Mr. Poindexter's offices
in the City with a horsewhip under his
arm, but far the foct that Elias had
disappesred from those offices, and
nobody knew where ke had gone.
Prout was wrathy and indignant, and
inexhaustibly eloguont; and the Grey-
friars staff looked forward ta the
Easter vacation more keenly than ever
ns the only escape from Prout's elo-

uenee,

“Rilly old essl” said Coker of tho
Fifth in the games study, alluding
thus disrespectfully to his  TForm
master, “Frightful old es2! Ought to
have more senso at his time of like!”

To which the Filth Form men fully
apgreed,

*All the same, the man’s & frightful
sillain ™ said Coker. “0Id mssos like
Prout ask to be diddled! But if seems
to be that v man, from what I
hear, who collared my motor-bike!
That's the lmit! T've got it back:
but if cver 1 como ocross that Ameri-
can I'll make him wish he'd stayed on
his own side of the Atlantie! hear
that some HRemove kids nctually saw
the man on Popper’a Island the same
day—eo that fat :diot Bunter is saving
nll over the school, I wish T’ en
there! I'd have given him solid
nuggets 1"

gﬁker of the Fifth had recovered his
motor-bike ; & Courtfisld constable had
found it standing under a tres on
Courtficld Commeon, whare the borrowor
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had left it. The horn-rimmed men was
not, after all, a motor-thief, though he
was ovidently several other kinds of a
thief. But Coker hed been very dis
turbed and anxions about that jigger,
and he yearned to get within hitting
distance of the Tat faca and the beaky
nose of Eliss J. Poindexter—a yearning
that was unlikely to be gratified.

Everybody at Greyiriurs hod now
heard of Elias J, Poindezter, owing to
the inevhonstible eloguence of Mr,
Prout and tho chatter of DRilly Bunter
concerning the happenings on Popper's
Island. Everybody at Greviriars agreed
that Eliaz would be all the better for
the horse-whipping that Prout wanted
to bestow on him—with tho cxcebtion
of Fisher T. Tish, of the Hemove,

Fisher I Fish did not exactly ap-
prove of Elias’® methods of gathering
cash from mugs; hut he told the fellows
o the Hag that Elias was sorely some
guy, and that a boncheaded population
must expect to nigs their dust when
they got in contact with a live Ameri-
oL, Fisher T. Fich chuckled over
the Solid Nugget Gold-Mining Com-
pany and the shares in that valuabloe
concern that were held by poor old
Prout. But TFishy was alone in his
opinion; and he forbore to express his
admiration of Elias’ spryness and eute-
ness, after his bead had becen knocked
on the wall in the Rag.

Billy Bunter had, of course, talked
far and wide of the thrilling adventure
on Fopper's Island. DBut that matier
was dismizsed from Banter's fat mind
at the approach of break-up. A much
more important matter was exercisin
Bunter's podgy intellect now., It h
been arranged by Bunter that he
should spend the Faster vacation with
his old pals. This arrangement had
not been confirmed by the old pals—
who even went to the length of deny-
ing the existence of the old pal-ship!
On the last day of the torm the matter
was still in doubt,

 What train are you fellows ecateh-
ing?” Bunter inquired aflter breakfast
that murl}tmlz, Anding Bob Cherry and
Hurree Singh in the guad. :

“Beho answers, whabt!” replied Bob
Cherry checrfully.

*The eslecmed ccho answers fhat the
whatfulness ia terrifici” grinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. = ;

“*1 suppose vouw're going home with
Wharton, Inky®’

“The supposefulness is a boot on the
right leg!” assented the nabob.

"Well, lock here, old chap,” said
Banter, “Wharton doesn’t secm to
know his own mind on the subject. You
tell him that you want me to come—
that vou would hardly care to go lo
Wharton Lodge without me, seef”

Hurree Singh shook his head.

*Like the  excellent and ludicrous
George Washerman, I cannot tell a lie,
my esteemed Bunter,” lhe answered.

“0Oh, really, Inky—""

“What about your jolly old titled

relations, old fat man?” asked Tob.
“Are vou going to give the nobility
the go-byi™ .

“The fact iz, most of my titled rela.
tions are on the Riviera,” said Bunter.
* 8o, you see—— Look here, you beasts,
tf vou think 1t's d manners to walk
away while a fellow's talking to you,

GFood manners or not, the {wo juniors
did walk awar, leaving Willinm George
Bunter snorting, A littlo later he ran
Frank Hugnt down.

“1 say, Franky, old chap, what train
are you going by 3"’

“Tho one that takes me home, old
Lean,” answercd Nugent gravely,
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_ “Eh? Oh, yest Well, what traia
15 taking you home, thepi®”

“The one I'm going by.”

“Beast "

Johnny Bull, whoen Bunter rolled
down on him, made a significent motioh
with his right foot; and Bunter, like
the deep and dark blue occan in the
poem, rollcd on, lenving Jahnny unes
questioned. He looked round anxionsly
for Harry Wharton, but for some tim
in vain.  Wharton was not cqually
anxious for an int-qrviuw. There was
one class that merning, end it was nod
till the class was over that DBunter
sucogceded in tracking down the captain
of the Remoave,

“1 eay, Harryv, old chap, I'vo bcem
looking for vou,’” said Bunter reproach.
fully. “Aro you going from Courbield
or tﬁkin\g the local frain te Lanthom
Junctiont”

“Is that o conundevm?’ ashked Whars
ton.

U Nol” roared Bunter. “Lock lere,
1if you're going from Friardale I'll ba
there an time.”

“Be there by all means!” agreed
Whartan. )

“Then vou're going from Friardale?™

“MNot if vou're there.”

“0h, really, Wharton—-"

“Coming " called out Wharton, im
response to an imaginary call; and he
geudded away, leaving Bunter still ia
a ghate of painful doubt.

¥From the answers ha had received
any fellow but Bunter might have
supposed that his comapany was noj
yearped for. Such trifling considerd-
tions as that, however, did not worry
Billy Bunter. A fellow had to fix ;l!tl
his vac—that +was certain—and ]
Bunter’s thoughts were concentrated on
the 1mportant business of fixing it up;
minor considerations had to go.

For some time alterwards o large
poir of spoctacles wasg specially directed
on the Famoeus IMive. The beasts had
not even .confided to their old pal,
Bunter, whethor they were all going
logether or not. This made the matter
still more difficult for their old pal.
But in matters hke this, Bunter was
not easily Leaten.

Those watchful spectacles noted that
the baggape of the Famouz Five was
loaded on a brake that was leavipo
early, The brake was crowded wit
Remove men and their belongings; and
Bunter, having ascertal beyond
doubt that some of the baggage be-
longed to his old pals, crammed his
person into Lhe vebicle,

But when the bruke started the
Foamous Five were not on board. DBun.
ter blinked round in elarm.

“1 say, loddy, old chap, where's
Whavton?' he asked.

“ Asl: me aonther! gnswered Petep
Todd. o G :

“Aren't they coming in this brake?™

“looks as if they're not.”

I oy, Emithy, bave
Whorton 7"

The Bounder chuckled,
“Wes; he walked cut of pates some
fime back.”

“Why, the—the rotter !
gasped Bunter. * But, look here, if
their bappage is going to Courtiield
they must be gping to Courtfield. I “f'
did ell the Leasts start walking, or only
onc beast?"

“The whole ;nﬂy family I chuckled
the Bounder. *I'm looking after their
baggage for them.”

“Then they're not going from Court-
field 1"

*1 wonder !” :

“The awful rotters—lefting & man
down, after begging him to come!™

you Ecen

awful
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eaid Bunter. “T'l jolly well throw
them over new, and come with you,
Bmithy.” :

“"Chance would be a fine thing " said
Vernon-Smith.

“0Oh, really, Smithy 1 That’s not the
way to treat o pal who's willing to turn
down many invitations to spend Easter
with you."

“1 don’t think ™ grhmﬂd Smithy.

“1f you think I'd spend my Easter
vae with you, Smithy, you'ro jolly well
mistaken I smd unter,. 1 say,
Toddy—""

“Don't 1" gaid Toddy.

“Rely on me, ald chap,” said Bunter.
“I've never been able to give you much
time in the hols; but the fact 15—

“8tick to Dunter Court,” advised
Toddy. “Dash it all, you don’t want
to miss all the dukes and marquises.”

“The fact is, old chap, & fellow gets
rather fed-up with that sort of thing,”
eaid Dunter, “For a change, old lellow,
I'm fmmg to put in a fow days at your
humble home.

“You're jolly well not!” answered
Taddy, with cinphasia.

“Oh, really, Toddy——""

“Lhuck it, old fat boan ™

“"On sooond thoughts, though, it
would harvdly do—a fellow must deaw
g ling somowhere,” said DBuntoer. “1
coubd hardly be seon in o poor solicitor's
house in Bloomsbury ! Sorvy, ofd man,
but there 1t 35 1 don't mind heing
riendly at school; but coming lhomoe
i3 rather a dilferent matier. There's o
liznit 1"

And Dunter dropped ont of the brake,
leaving Peter Todd with a gquito extea-
ovdinary exprossien an his face.  The
brake rolled awaey, leaving William
Georpe Bunter {o search anxiously for
hiz old pals.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
& ALLO, hallo, hallo !
H “My hat! That sportaman
Harry Wharton & Co. were
walking cheerily along Friavdale Lane,
their devoted and atiachod pal Nooter
to his own deviees, the chums of the
station, to Enke the local traan  for
Lanthamn Junction.
seater was drawn up by the roadside,
and a young man with black hair and
smoking n cigarette. It was the man
whom the Famous Five had handled on
They looked at him euriously as they
came up. His rlance was on them, and
mutual.
ITe stepped away fvom the car, and
“You still here ! said Baob Cherry.
“As yon spe !
Poindextor 7™ asked Bob, with a grin,
“ Exactly.”
said Harry Wharton, " Dut surely vou
don't suppose he is still hanging about
ho's ot Far cnough away by this tune”
"He doesn’t want to meet you, . yon
pleasure of the meeting would be all on
vour side™
asked the llack-haired man abruptly.
*Haw the thump should we know "

The Black-Haired Man Again !
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their faces merry and hrii;ht._ Leaving
Remove were walking to the village
Half-way to the village a littlo two-
e square jaw was standing by i
Popper's Island.
it was evident that the recoguition was
made them a sign o halt.
st looking for that merchant
HWell, I hope you won't Gnd him,”
this neighbourheod. I should imagine
know,” remacked  Nugent. " The
“Da von boys know where ho is”
asked Wharion, in astonishment,
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“* Got Into that boat and elear, Mr.
Poindexter, il that"s your name,
sald Wharton. But that guy, 1
guess you'il be keeping him safe—-o"
“We'll keep him safe, till you've
had time to get away."

s

“The knowfulness is not terrifie, my
esteemed friend.™

The man's eyes were scarching the
schoolboys' faces, keenly, suspiciously.
There was a grin on cach of the five
faces. Ilarry Wharton & Co. had never
expected to ses the bluck -haired man
again; they had supposcd that he was
Far away long ago.  But it dawned upon
themn now that be had drawn an
erroneous impression from tho happen-
ings on Popper’s Island, and that ho
suspected thein of knowing something
of the movements of the man they had
protected.

“You look as if you would tell the
truth,"” soid the young man q}umﬂy,
“I bear no malice for what you did the
other day; if the mun I am secking
15 & friend or a conncction of yours, it
was natural for you to act 23 you did.
'Il'hut makes no differonce to my inlen-
tions.”

“What the thump do you mean " do-
manded Johnny DBull angrily. *“Think
woe'vn pot any  connection  with s
swindling rogue ¥

“If you have mot, why did youn pro-
et him ¥

“I should think that wns easy
answer,” said Ilorry Wharton. “You
were threntening to commit o fearind
crimo; and we should have stopped vou
for your own sake, if for no other
reason.

“"The man was o stranger to vou "

“Of course he was!"” spapped Whar.
ton. " We'd never seen lim before that
doy, and we nover expect to see him
again, and we certainly don'ft want Lo,
I'd o glad enough to sce him taken up
by the police, ™

“The pladfulness would be lervific ™

Doh Cherry ehoekled.
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“Have you been hanging about here,
thinking that we kuow something about
that johony 7" ke asked.

“I think some of you know something
of him,” HHE‘:T.'EPFJ the sguare-jawed
man, setting his lips. “It is not likely
that you would have risked your lives
for a strangor—a man you knew to be
& fugitive scoundrel,”

“We did not risk our lives, if you
comme to that,” said Harry.

“ Do not be so sure of that! I should
nol stop at much to get at the swindler
who has ruined me,” said the square-
jawed man aquictly, “You were taking
» greator risk than you understood.”

“Well, we should take it iwum. mn
the same circometances ' said Wharton,
his lip curliog.

“Then you know whero he is?"

“We kuow wpothing whatever about
T Haﬂ% Wharton leughed. *If
yowve been hanging about to gee us,
thinking that you could pick up news
of Poindexter from us, vou've been
wasting your time. We know nothing
whatever of the man; and if we did,
we certainly should not tell you, know-
m%. what your intentions are.”

_ The man etood silent, eycing the
anmga with doubt. It was plain that

is bitter vendetta against the fugitive
rogue was an ohseasion in his mind, and
that upon that enbjeet he was scarcely
reasonablo,

Evidently Poindexter had escaped his
search, and left no clue behind lim, and
the hunter bad como back to the
victmity of Greyfriara, with the delusive
hope of picking up a clue where he had
lost the trail.

“Xou have not seop the man sineo?”
he asked, at last.

“Of course not 1*

“You are not going to sce him now?”

ho juniors laughed. ‘

“Wo are going to the roilway station,
to take the tram for home,” answered
Wharton. “QOur school breaks up to-
dnr?ﬂ[nfuﬁﬂater.“

There was black and bitter disappoint-

ment in the man's face. Iis hope of
learning something of his quarry from
the Greyfriars juniors had probably
been very faiot. Such as it waa he had
lost it novw.
. He stepped back to the car; and the
juniors, with smiling faces, walked
on their way, Bob locked back a few
minutes later, at tho sound of & car
behind.

The two-seater was following them,

y only hat!” ejaculated Boh.
“That johnny ia following us; he'a
going to make sure that wo've told him
the truth,”

“The silly asa!” growled Wharlon,

“Y opine that that esteemed sporta.
man is & little loose in his worthy and
ridiculons erumpet!”® remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“He must be, if he's really planning
to shoot the man who welched him,"
said Johnny Bull. “That sort of thing
15 all right for the filma. ™

It wns clear thot the black-haired man
wag doubtful. The two-seater followed
at & crawling paca, keoping behind the
juniors as they walked mto the village.
When they reached the village station
the man left the car, and followed them
in.

He was standing at their elbows when
they took their tickets. Even that did
not seem wholly to satisfy him, for he
took 8 platform ticket, and followed
them on the platform,

“ Some sticker I grinned Bob Cherry.

"The stickfulness is terrific ™

The juniors laughed, rather amused
by the pertinacity of the hunter, When
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the train came in, the chums of the
Remove packed themselves in a car-
riage, the black-haired man watching
them from the platform.

b Cherry waved his hand to him.

“Like to come on to Lantham and
see g change trains¥” he called out.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The man scowled at them seross the
platformy without replying. The door
slammed, nnd the train moved on out
of the station. Btanding with a scowl.
ing face, the man watched it go, and
Bob Cherty cheerily waved his cap in
arewell,

“Well, we'ro dons with that sports.
man " said Bob, as he sat down.

“The donefulness i3 o boonful
blessing."

“Thank goodoess!” said Harry.

The chams of the Remove little
dreamed at that moment how far they
wera from having done with the black-
haired man.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Lilt for Bunter |

L I all the rotters—"
_ Billy Bunter breathed
indignation.

He had lost his old pals.

And they had lost him.

He had a strong suspicion that it was
their intention to lose him. Bunter, at
gsuch o time, wos not easily lost. But
the chuma of the Remove, seomed to
have got by with it, as Fisher T. Fish
would hove expressed it.

They were gone, They might have
walked to Friardale for the local train
—as, in point of faet, they bad done,
But they might have taken the motor-
bus for Courtlield, or even for Lantham.
They might just be strolling about, in-
tending to cabteh a later train after
Bunter had gone. There really was no
telling what fellowa might do when
thoy were blessed with a devoted and
attached pal like William (eorge
Bunter—a pal whe would stick to his
fricnds like glue and decline, if he could
help it, to come unstuck. :

Bunter had a problem to think out—
and he thought it out with the help of
refreshments, liguid and solid, at the
tockshop. These rofreshments did not
lelp him much in the cogitation line,
but they were grateful and comforting
i themselvas.

Unfortunately, Bunter's supply of cash
was limited to his journcy moncy; and
Mrs. Mimble froze Ilika an iceberg at the
bare suggestion that the item of pay
mont should be left over till the next
term. Bunter had to pay, end aas he
had done himself rather liberally he
had the moderate sum of ninepenca left
when he rolled cut of the tuckshop.
Ninepence is seid to be o nimble sum,
but it was absolutely certain that
Bunter conld not got Lhoms on nine-
pence. It was more important than
ever, more pressing than  ever, for
Bunter to (ind hiz old pals. Even if he
was going home he had to have a
railway ticket. And he was not poing
Lome tf he could help it. Bunter Court
was somehow lacking in attraction.

“Of all the beasts—" pgroanad
Buanter,

He was left in the lurch! He was
done to the widel TFeallows were still
leaving, though most of them were gone
by this time. DBilly Buntor stond in the
road and blinked this way and blinked
that way, his problem still unselved.

“ Beasts I"" groaned Bunter.

A two-zeater, coming up from the
direction of the village, came into eight.
Billy Bunter did not observe the black-
haired, square-jawed yonng man who
was driving it; the Owl of the Remove
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was short-sighted, and he was thinking
of olther matters. But the driver of the
cer observed Bunter,

Filly Bunter rather fancied that he
was a distinguished-looking fellow, whe,
onco seen, was likely to be remembered.
And it was a fact that no one who had
ecen Bunter was likely to forget his
circumforence, at least.

The cer had been moving slowly;
now it drop to a crawl, and the
keen eyes of the driver ‘were fxed on
Bunter. 'The man in the two-seater
recognised him zt once aa the fat fellow
who had been with Harry Wharton
& Co. on Popper's Tsland, and who had
backed away throuzh the bushes befors
the tussle began,

The cor stopped, and then Bunter
blinked at the man At cloze range he
recognised him and grinned.

he young man in the driver's seat
gave him e nod. ]

“You did not go wilk your friends,”
ho remarked.

Bunter blinked at him, rather sur-
ﬁﬂ:‘iﬂl‘] by the romark from a stranger.

ut he could puess from the remerk
that the man had seen the Femous Five,
and hies blink became enger.

“You've seen them "’ he exelaimed.

“The boys who were on the island
with you—ves,” aaid the man in the car.

“Where 1" asked Bunter eagerly.

“They took the train at Friardale
Atation,”

“Oh lor" I

Billy Bunter’s fat face fell. Tvidently
his old pals wore safe out of his reach.

The ynml{g man in the car regarded
him curiously, with s gleam in his eyes
thet Bunter did not observe, Ho had
drawn Hnr? Wherton & Ce. blank,
but the suspicion lingered in his mind
that the schoolboys could have told him
more if they had chosen.  This fat
fellow had been on tha island with
them, and if the others knew anything
of Elias J. Poindexter it was possible
that thie fat fellow knew also.

“The rotters I"" grunted Bunter, *I—
I wonder whether Afauly’s gone weot?
I—I wonder whethor he would lend me

my faret Oh dear!™

“Hold on an moment, my lad!"” said
the man in the car, a3 the Owl of the
Remove was turning away.

I#E‘h?‘“‘

“"Youn were on the island the other
day with the boys I have just seen ak
Friardale.”

“What ebout it?"* grunted Dunter.

“They helped the man Poindexter 1o
get away in my hoat-—"

DBunter grinned.

“Vos, Rather a rell for you, wasn'é
it*™ ho remarked. “He, he, he 1™

“Have they teen him sinca "'

“Eht How rhould I knowi"

“Have you scen him 1"

Mo, of course not 1" .

Billy Dunter turned away again. Ha
haed no time to waste on this inguisitive
gtranger. His problem was moro iPr'E‘F:H
ing than ever now. How was n fellow
to get home when he had “blued ™ his
journey money on iam tarts and ginger-
pop?! It was neccssary, ns the song
sayz, for o victim to bhe found—and
Bunter was anxions {o find a victim
before it was too lata. ;

“Stop!” said the man in the two-
sontor quietly. _

“I'm in a hurry 1" grunted Bunter.

* Sfop, I tell you!”

The young man stepped from the car,
Az Bunter did not stop he reached oul
and caught him by the shoulder.

Rilly Bunter gave him a glare ol
wrath throogh his big f:]_}f'cln-:tina.

“Vou cheeky ass!”  he howled
“Legeo my shoulder ! What the thump
do vou think you are up to?"
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#1 have somec guestions to ask you'
“Go and eat ccke | retorted Dunter.
#1 tell you 1I've no time to waste; I've
t to lock for & chap. Yow-ow-ow!”
added in a sgueal, as the mwan's grip
was compressed .ike o viee on his fat

shoulder. “0Ow |l Leggol Beastl"
“Btay where you are!” .
“Ohl" gasped Bunter. “All rightl

I—1 don’t mind staying. Look hero,

——

“It wes not by sheer chance that you
and your friends wers on the island in
the river when Poindexter was there!”
said the black-haired man in a low,

menucing voice. “There i some sort
raid Dunter.

of a connection.'’

“What rot!” “We
wont there for a picnic——""

“Bo the others told me; but I take
nothing on trust. Is that man a con-
noction—a relndon, for instance—of any
of the boys who were on the island 1"

Billy Bunter stared blankly at the
man. The suggestion that Elias J.
Poindexter might be related to a Groy-
frinrs man almost took his breath away.
Certninly he might have been related
to Fisher T. Fish, for all Bunter knew,
but there was no other G'E‘Eiff FILYS R
who was likely to own suclh a connec-
tion.

“You silly ass!” gasped Bunter,

“Tell me the truti " said the black-
haired inan, compressing his grip on
Bunter's shoulder till the bones alinost
eracked, and the fat junior gave a
pqueak. *“The boy whose name 1 think
is Wharton took the lead in hf_‘iﬁlmg
that villain to escape. What 1s ar-
ton’s connection with the man?"

Bunter blinked at the grim, menacing
face, durk with suspicion. He was get-
ting frightened, and there was no one
at hand on the country roud. It was
Billy Buntor's way when in diflicultics
to tell the Arst “whopper ™ that came
into his fat mind. In this ease there
was the excuse for the fat junior that
his questioner, doubting and suspicious,
would not have been satisfied with the
truth.

“Ohl He—he's his unele I stam-
mered Bunter.

The man’s eyes blazed

* His ur_mla?”

“Voa that's it1 1 say, lernme go "

“Then the boy Wharton lied to me1™
paid thoe blask-haired man between his
teeth. * He looked truthful, but he was

Iyving.”

“Sh, he's a frightful Ebber!™ said
Bunter., “Awiul, mn fact] 1 say, you
leggo! I've got to look for a chap——"

“This boy Wharton has gone home
for the holidays "

“YEE. 1] .

“Tell me wherg ho lives."

Buntor jumped.

“I—1 say Ecru‘ra not thinking of
oing there?’ he gasped.

“That docs not concern you. Tell me
where this hoy Wharton lives.”

Bunter blinked at the grim, mﬂﬂﬂﬂiﬂﬁ
facee. He was feeling uneasy an
alarmpd; but he coul +h:ﬂ'vr.’.l:!.' help
ﬁrinmng at the idea of the indefatigable

unter visiting ‘Wharton Lodge in
senrch of information concerning Elias
J. Poindexter.

* In=-in Burrry "' gasped Bunter.

“Where—in Surrey

“ About — about ten
Reigate—-""

* He a little more exact, please ™

i was at that moment that Billy
Bunter had his  inspiration. Tt was
quite a brainwave,

“"Look here, if you're going there in
the ear—""

“ Angwer me!”’

“¥You can give mo a lift—-"

# What "

miles from

“Hou see, I was going home with
Wharton,” explained Bunter, “but he
somehow missed me—I mean, I missed
him—and he got oft first, I can’'l
exactly give you the address, but I
could Bnd the place. If you like to give
me a lift in the car I'll take you there.”

The black-haired man was silent for
& moment or two, looking at him, Then
his face cleared, and he nodded.

“(zet in!" he said.

Bunter got in.

The young man sat down in the
driving-scat, and the car Jeaped into
motion again. Billy Bunter leaned back
and smiled.

He was booked for Wharton Lodgoe
now ! That ditficulty about the journey-
maoney was solved by a lift in the ear.
Rca.iig, it was guite a master-gtroke.
Fossibly there might acerue some
trouble [or Wharton, from thoe man-
tracker’s belief that Elias J. Poindexter
was his uncle and in touch with him.
But that could not be helped; besides,
that would be trouble for Wharton, not
for Bunter, so it did not matter, so far
as Bunter could see. What mattered
was that Bunter was getting 2 lift to
Wharton Lodge; and the future he was
willing to leave on the knees of the

gods.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting |

ARRY WHARTON stepped from

H the train at the lLittle station of
Wimtord, in Surrcy. Hurree

Jamset Ram Singh followed

him out. The other three mombers of
the famous Co. had gone to their various
howmes, and they were coming on to
Wharton Lodge later. [Inky, whose
home was in Bhanipur in the shadow of
the far-off Himalayas, generally spent

his vacations at Colonel Wharton's
hiouse in Burrey
Lﬂaving their baggage to be sent on,

the two juniors started welking for the
lodge, which was little more than a mile
frotn Wimford It had been rather a
long and tirezomne journcy, with several
changes of trains. Another traveller
for the same destination had done the
journey more quickly by car—though
{“Fha.rmn was unaware of it so far.
Whatever the captain of the Remove
was thinking of as lie swung cheerily
along the green country road, he cer
tninly was not bhmking of the surprisc
that awaited bim whken be reached
home. . ]

“My only hat!" ejaculated Wharton
suddenly.

He halted, staring, and almost rubbed
his eyes. Half-way to Wharton Lodge
a little, dark two-sester was drawn up
by thes roadside, and a young man in
the driving-seat sat smoking a cigarette
Wharton could

2l
juniore. They bud left the black
haired man &t Friardale. far off in

Kent; #nd here he was, with his car,
on this quiet country road in Surrey,
ncar Wharton's home. It was evidont
that he must have covered the ground
at good speed to get there before the
Juniors, who cswe by tramm.  But that
was not so surprising aa the fact that
be was thero at all

The man in the two-scater took the
cigarette from his mouth and glanced
at the two juniors. A grim smile came
gver his face.

Harry Whurton knitted his brows,
pavsed o mement, and then walked up
to the car. Uhe young wman eyed him
grimly.

*Look here, what does this mean!”
detmanded Wharton,

“1 think you kmow!" answered the
man 1n the two-sealer coolly.

“You're not here by chance,” said
Harry.

“{Juite =0."
“Then what do you want? Are you
here  spying?"  oxcluimwed Wherten

angrily. " Are you lool cnough to think
thut L know anything about that rascal
Powndexter ¥ {s tmat what you'ro
after 7%

“l1 do not thnk—1 know!" answered
the man in the car coolly. " You lied
to me, Master Wharten—if your name is
Wharton,™

Wharton crimsoned

“You silly, insuiting ass!’’ he ex-
clatmmed. * What do you mean? I told
you | know nothing sbout the man, and
it is true.™

“¥ou told me you knew nothing
about him, and it is false,” said tho
man in the car. * You will save your-
Is:_zlf trouble by telling me whero ta find

im.

“1 should not tell you if I knew! 1
should be more likely to go to the police
and put them on your track!"

“{o to them as soon as you like!
Give them my namoe, if you like—it is
Reginald Wilinot," said the man in the
car with the same coolness. “If the
police desire to interview me I have no
roason to avoid them.”

" No reason—when you've said quite
plainly that you are looking for a man
with the inrention of committing a
murder "' exclaimod Wharton.

“¥You may toll that to the police, if
you choose " drewled the man in the
car “They will probably tell you that
unless Mr. Poindexter chooses to call
them in, they are powerless to act
They will probably tell you that you are
a silly schoolboy also.”

Wharton set his lips. It was trus
enough; it was for the threatened man
to claim police protection if he needed
it, and if he wanted it. The police
could hardly move in the matter, when

(Continued on next page.)
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the threatened man did not clicose to
ask [or their essistance. ‘They could
hard!ly believe that Iflias J. Poindester
was i daoger, if ho would not say so.

“The man must bo a iool not to havy
you run in ' said Harry,  “ Dot any-
how, you've no right w doubt my vord
or «py on me.  Fyvo tohd yon that we
came on the fellow ontirely by chanco
when wa went to that island for a
picnic.”

“*That was false ™

Wharton clenchod his hands.

"I do not blame you for lyving to
sereen yonr nocle,” sad the man in the
ciar; “hut 1 know npow that you were
Izing, and that you know where that
villain ©5 to Lo found. 1 am heve to find
i

Wlharton stared at him blankly.

“My—my uncla ™ he stuttered.

: . [rh;n-u learped that sigee I zaw vou
aat,’

*You mst be mad,” gaid Wharton,
foo astounded to ba angry. My uncle
13 Colonel Wharton, of Wharion
{.odge.”

“I have already learned thal, also,”
stuetled Wiklmot; “but you may have
more than one uncle.™

“I have no Awerican relations,” said
Elarey. I suppose you know that that
man Poindextor is an American? What
on carth put the idea into your head
that jg}nt shady rotler is an uncle of
YiksnQ

“"Yon deny i7" asked the man in the
ear, cyeing him,

*(ertninly 1 do 1"

“I repcat, 1 do mnot blame vou:
scoundrel a3 he ia, you do not want him
to meet his deserta, Pass on your way."

" This estecmed fathead s off his
richiculons rocker,' zaid Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. *Let us depart bunkfully,
e worthy chum,"

But Wharton did not move,

“So you faney that that swindler is
a connection of mine, and you are hang-
ing round my home to look for him!”
e exclaimed,

_The man in_the car lighted a frosh
vigarette, withont replying.  DBut an
answer was hardly necded. The thing
was plain enough, Wharton campressed
iz lips with anger.

“I begin to believe yow'te hardly
sang,” he sald contemptuously, * Will
vou tell me what put that silly idea
inte vonr head '

“One of your schoolfellows at Crey-
friars " answerad Wilmot, “I suspectod
-omething of the kind, from your deter-
mitnation te protect him the day I ran
him down—ngw know for a cer
tainty I d

“My hat! A Greyiriars man told vou
w0 axclnimed Wharton in  utter
astonishment.

“Exactly ™
_ “Then he was puliing your leg. It
15 not true,.”’

The black-haired man shrugged his
shrpuldera,

“I suppese you've been asking ques-
tions of some Groyiriars man, sand he
stuffed you!™ said Wharton scornfully.
“Anyhow, so long as you hang about
here, sou're not hkely to {ind your pre-
cious DPoindexter.”

“Wo zhall seel”

Wharton breathed hard.

“Iio you mean that you're going to
hang about here, watching and spying,
beeanse yon fuﬂﬂ;f 1 know something
sbout that rozeal 77 he demanded. " Do
you think I'm going to stand it?”

“1 do not see how you are going to
prevent if," eaid tha man in the car
coolly.

“By Jovo! I—" Wharton made a
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siride towards him, his hands clenched,
and hiy eves blazing. Murree Jamset
Ram Singh eauglit hiie by the srm, and
pailled him back.

“My esteemed chum—" murmured
the nabol.

The syounr man in the two-sealer
made a gestuve with a cigavette between
his finger and thumb.

“I"nss on your way,” he said., I
have no concern with you, or vou with
e, 1 know what I know, end that i
enough”

Wharton controlled his anger with
difliculty,

"You won't keep up this game!" ha
gaid, bLebween his teeth, “f:ly friends
will be staving with me in a few days,
and wo'll keep our oyes open for you,
It wo find you anywhere near my home,
Inok out lor squalla, VYou seem to think
thnt vou can itake the law into your
own hands, and vou'll find that we can
¢o the saume, to tho extent of choking
oft & spying, prring, suspicious rotter.
Co and eat coke

" Let us proceed anfully, my estcemed
conm ™ murmured the oabob.

Whavrton nodded, and walked on with
the duosky junior. He did not glance
back, and the windings of the road soon
hid the juniora from the sight of the
man in the car. Wharton's brow was
angry and perplexed as he walked on
his way.

Tt was irritating to be suspecled of
liaving any couneetion with tho swindler,
even by a man whom he suspected to bo
s litle “cracked.” It was still more
irritdting to think of the fellow hang-
ing about Wharton Lodge during the
Easter vacation, watching and prying
ond shadowing,

But the junior's clouded brow clearcd
as ther reached the lodpe, and he dis-
IHISE'E\E!Y tive black-haired man from his
uwiind,

“After all, T dare say the silly ass
will find out his mistake aud clear ol ™
fia snid. " Bother bim, suyhow.”

“The botherfulness 13 the proper
E‘qun;:' " apreed IIurreo Jamnset Llam
s TH LN,

ﬁsl;d“i'Fil‘.h that, tho black-haired man
was dismissed [com consideration, and
the two juniors walked up cheerfully to
the lodge.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man in Possession |

0w ND Bunter---="
A “h
“"Your Mriend, Bunpter—-"

“\What &

“0Oh, my esteemed hat!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, while EHarry
Wharton looked quite Blankly at hia
affectionate Aunt Amy.

Colonel Wharton was not at home
when the juniers arrived; but Mizs Amy
Wharton greeted her nephew very alfec-
tionately, and his school chum with
great kindness. And when, after grect-
ings were coxchanged, she mentioned
DBunter, the chums of the Reonove
jumped. Harry Wharton had been
under the happy delusion that ho was
done with William George Dunter until

the next termn at Greviriare. Appai-

ently, however, he wasn't! :
“Bunter !" lw  repeated. ¥ What

about- Bunter? You haven't scen

Bunter, auntia?” .

“Yes, indeed,” smiled Miss Wharton.
“"He arrived some tims ago——-"

“ fle—he—ha arrived some time ope?”
babbled Wharton.

“Ves; and he was so sorry that you
missedd  him, somehow, leaving the
echoal. T supposze there was a great

TIIE MAGNET

crowd,” said Mizs Wharton. " But,
luckily, Bunter found s friend fo give
him a lift in a car; and, as it turns aul,
be arrived before you, Harry., You did
;:nt m-li” me he was ecotning, my dear
DY —

“Nunno ! I.-T—"
Wharton.

“Dut you had o many matters to
think of at the end of the term,” eaid
Miss Wharton, with an affectionate
smile. “ It does not matter in the loast,
All your school fviends sre more timn
welecoms, Harry, and & room was very
eoon gob ready for him. He iz theore
now. He seoms rather tired from b
journoy, and is Jying down for a time.”

“ B-B-Bunter's here!”

“Yes; in his room, next o your room,
Harry., He said that he would like to
rest untid supper.”

Wharton breathed hard and deep.

“Well, I'll take Inky to his room,” he
said, “and—and call in and sco Dunter.
Come on, Inky ™

There was s dusky grin on Ilurres
Singh's face as he weat up with his
chum, Wharton was looking grim. lle
did not want to tall the wnsuspicious
Aunt Amy how matters stood, but he
had something very emphatic to say to
Bunier,

“The fat villuin!” he muttered, as
they reached the corridor on which the

stutfered

jumiors’ rooms opened. “I'll  burst
him ™
“The borstfulness is the propee

caper " grinned the nabob,

“How the fhumlg can he have got a
lift hero in a car—jolly near a hundred
miles ¥ gaid Wharton. “ He can't have

aid fﬁl;jthf.' car. I ean't make that out.

Hf—

He turned the handle of Bunter's

toor. But the door did pot open. 1t
was locked on the inside,

Wharton thumped on the pancls, He
began to understand why Eunmr had

professed to bo tired efter his journay,
and to desire to rest till supper. The
Owl of the Bemove had retired to his
room as to a fortress, and he was locked
in there. Without a8 “row,” such as
Wharton certainly did not desire to
make in his home, the fat Owl was not
to be evicted.
Thump, thump !

wnore |

“Lanter ! Are you there, Dunter?™
Snore !

“You fat scoundrel !

Snoro !

“By gpum ! exclaimed the coptain of

the Remove. “I—I-Tll— Bunter,
vou frowsy [reak, I know jolly well
you're not asleep!  Open this door at

once ! I'm going to roll you down the
slajvs.” _
“Oh, really, Wharton=--" e¢came

through the cak door.

Ok, so you are awake, you podgy
pirate i

Snoral

“Bunter, vou frvabjous fat villain ="

Bnorel

Bunter, apparently, had decided that
he had better be asleep. Harry Whar
ton thumped furiously on tho door.

There was & step on thoe slaircase, and
Wells, the butler, glanced up. Lo
rotired agoin, with a peculinr expression
on his face. Wharton ceased to thump
on the door. ITe wos afraid Miss
Wharton might come up next, and he
did not want to have fo explain to Aunt

Amy.

“{-HI-I'H—” gaspod YWharton
“Punter, you fat brigand ! [c hissed
the woeds through the keyliole. “I'm
coing to drop vou out of the window ™

* Beast
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“ Ready, old bean ?** sald Wharton.

Bunter, taking another mouthinl,
coat | ** said Imky. ** Rotters! ™

“ Beast 1 ¥ mumbled
““ Here’s your hat and

The Owl of the Remove’s

jaws worked like clockwork.

" 0’9-‘:11 this door at once, you frabjous
owl ¥

Bnore T

“ Will yon open this door, you frowsy,
footling futhead ¥**

*Oh, really, Wharton! If that's how

aou talk to a guest, 1 ean't say much
or your manuers "

Bunter, apparently, hond not quite de-
cided whether He was asleep or awalie.

"Let ma in, you fat scoundrel 17

“"The fact iz, I'm rather tired, old
chap, and I'd rather not be disturbed.
If you're anxious for my company——"

“Whu-a-at 1"

“If you're anxious for my company,
you'll see me at supper. De paticent, old
chap. I'll show up at supper.”™

“1'll sealp you !

“Hwe, he, he!™

“What aore wvou he-he-heing about,
you podgy piffier ¥

“He, ho! I don't mind your bitthe
yoke, old fellow. Dut I'll tell you what,
Whaorron, old chap—don't make jokis
like that. I understand you, of course;
but if the servants heard fou, they
might fancy that you meant it, and that
I was not welcome here. 1 dont see
how I could stay if you gavo that 1m-
pression, Wharton,”

“You cheeky fat villain——*

“Draw it mild, old chap!”® urged
Bunter. “I know it's only your little
joke: but it's in rather bad taste, you

now."

“Are you going to got out ¥

“Tf you really mean that you don't
want me, Wharton, [ shall certainl
docline to stay. In fact, 1n that caso
shall leave to-morrow.™

“You'll leave to-day, you podgy
porker 17

“It's rather foo late to-day, old
chap. I'm geing to rest till supper, and
after that I can’t get a train, Bat 1
muast say ithat this s a bit thick,

Wharton, alter all I've done for you.™

i Am

IIN'} ERT !H:

“I'll burst you I*

“Yah _ i

“You fat, frabjous, foozling, footling,
frowsy—m—" .

“Cheese it, old man! ¥ou talk too
much,” said Bunter chearfully from the
safe side of the door. *I've often told
you g0 at Greyfriars,
guest under your roof, I'd step out and
tick wou. Of course, I can't very well
lick you for your cheek, as I'm your
guest,  But don’t pile it on, you know,
You're tuking rather o mean advantuge
of vour position as host!"

“ You—you—you—"" pasped Whar-
ton.

Ho pave it un.

Billy Bunter was safely entrenched,
ang did not mean to leave his strong-
hold till it was too late for him to be
kicked out of the Lodge. Dunter had to
bee Jeff over till the morrow,

ou letting me ini"

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Handling ithe Man-Hunier !

11 UNTER down yet??
ﬁ Harry Wharton asked that
question at ten o'clock  the

following morning. Wharton
and Hurree Singh hod breakfasted and
gone out for a ramble nmd returned,
with very decided intentions rezarcding
William George Duater,

"Not yeb, Harry,” answered Miss
Wharton, with her placid smile.  * Pos-
gty he is still tirm}r from his journey.”

“[ think I'll go and call bim.”

“Peorhaps he would liko .to breakfast
in his room,” sugpested Miss Wharton,
“1 remeanber he liked doing so when he
wis etaying with vou belore, Harry.
You may ask him”

“Ah! H'm! Come on, Inky!™

EBilly Bunter was cvidently in a wary

If T wasn't a
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state.  The §Fﬁ1’iﬂun evening he had
remained 10 hig room till supper, Then
ho had emerged, the call of o meal-tine
being irresistiblo, But it was impos-
xibla then to deal with William Georga
a8 he deserved. Wharton had a
neiural disinclination to kicking the fat
Owl out under the actonished eyes of
Aunt Amy and the colonel, and 1t was
a late hour for travelling. Bunter had
to be feft till the morning, and in the
maorning drastic meesures wero to be
taken. But it was clear that the Owl
of the Remove was wary,

His door was locked when Wharton
and the grinning nabob arrived there.
Wharton knocked.

“1 say, you fellows, ia that you?"
asked Bunter's fat veice from within.

“Yes, you fat villain1”

“Well, is it all right, old thup? 1
hope you'voe got over your temper,” said
Bunter. " You're always rather bad-
h:,'_ln]mrrud nftor a journcy. But you've
had time to get over it now. I say, I
want my brokker [

“Well, come out,” eaid Wharton,

“I'd heve rung for it before this, only
so long as you're keeping up this lark,
ald chap, I think I'd better keep my
door locked. You seo, larks are all very
well in the Remove passagoe at Grey-
friars, but a fellow doesn't like a lot of
fag horseplay in tho hols. ™

" Aren't you hungry, Dunter?"

_ "Frightfully ! 1 should be famished
if I hadn't thought of bringing up o
enke after supper lust night. DBut I've
finished that, eand 1 can tell you I'm
reacy for brokker, What about it?"

“¥You cun have your brekker sent up.”

“ (iood 1”

“And then we'll walk to the station
with you.'

“*T'm not feeling up to a walk this
m-&rﬂiﬂ%, old bean.™

“We'll rup youw down in tho car”

“Thoe fact is, I'm rather fed-up with
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motoring. 1 get such a ot of it at
bome, And your uncle’s car is rather a

crock compared with the pater’s Rolls,
you know, I doo't care for it."

Wil yow open  this  door,
villain* 1

“Mot till you make it pax, old chap !

“Well, you worr't get any brekker till
vou do! Apd as soon o3 the door's
open, I'm coming in to drop you out
of the window "

“ Beast 1

“Look here, Bunter——-"

“Oh, shut up, YWhartoni You talk
loo much "

** Az soon as this door’s open=——>"

“It won't bo o'f-u.n till you promise
to stop larking. ‘'Fhe fack 15, Wharton,
1 don't carc for theso larks, and if youw
can’t behave yourself a little better, [

¥ou

shall have to reconsider my promiso to
stay with you for Baster. You can't
expect a fellow to stand this sort of
thing '’

Wharton made a sign to the nalob
and they tiptoced away, leaving the Owl
of the Remove under the impression
that they were stifl waiting outside the
door. Both the juniors were grinning.

They descen the etairs ouietly.
Wells met them in the hall, and in-
quircd whether breakifast was to be
taken up to Master Bunber's room.

“Not till he rings for 16" suid Harry.

“Vory good, mir "

‘The two juniors strolled out of the
House. Dunter was not likely to ring
for breakfast while ho supposed that
they were waiting outside his door. But
how long the fab junior could hold out
without a mesal was a rather iuteresl.iug
question.  Boeoner or later it seemo
vertnin that fominoe would compel thae

nninvited puest to surrender, and
E-rahagbl{ rather csooner than later.
{arry Wharton and Hurroe Jamset Ram

Singh sauntered into the park, fresh
and bright with the green of sunny

spring. . ]
“We'll give him en bour,” said
Harry, “He won't ba able to hold out

longer than that. 'Then we'll walk him
fo the station. Tho fak villain's jolly
well not goiog to stick, It wouldn't be
fair on the other I[ellows when they
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come, We get enough Bunter at Grey-
friars—too much, in fact.™

"The toeo.muchfulness
agreed the nobob,

At » distance from the houso the
juniors came in sight of Jessop, the
calonel’s keepor. e waa planding by
o fcnce that divided the park from n
litneee, mlkin;(;l to somocne who was on
tho othoer side of the fence., Wharton
glonced at bim corelessty, and then gave
a start,

“My hat! That rotter again |™

“Tha osteemed and ridiculous Wil
mot 1" gjaculated the nahob.

It was the face of the black-haired
man that showed over the fence
Wharton looked at bin with a gleam iu
lite eyes, and hurried towards the spot.
The man was evidently questioning the
keoper, and Wharton could guess on
what topie, His faco was duark with
anger as he harried up.

he black-haired man glanced at hum,
stuiled 1vonmicolly, and turned away, with
8 nod to the keeper, and walked down
the tane. Jossop fooked round and
touched hiz hat to the colonel's nephow.

“What did that man want, Jeszop't”
asked Harry.

“Can't make him out, sir,” answeved
Jessop. " He's a very civil-spoken
gentleman, sir. A stranger in theso
parts. He was asking me whether your
American uncle was staying at the
lodge, air. I was telling him that he
st have meds a2 mislake. I told hiun
that my master’s pephew hadn't soy
A.fn;lfricnn relationz that I've ever heard
of.”.

Jessop looked rather curiously at his
master’s nephew, .

“The name ha mentioned waz [Poin-
dexter, sir, I'd néver heard it bhefore,
though I've gecn it in the newspapers.
There's been a lot io the newspapers
aboui 2 man of that name—a swindler
of some sori, 2o far as 1 ean make out.
That gentlernan thought be was staving
here, perhaps; but I told him he was
mistaken,” - .

Jessop touched lus hat egain and
moved Bway. Harrg Whargm stood
with compresszed i is eyea gleaming,

“The cheeky

g
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ig
bl?;i]tﬂl';“ he muttered, Yo

“questioning the keeper! The clicek of
it We shall have it all over the place
soon that that American swindlor is &
connection of the family. He's jolly
well going to ba stopped 1™

* The stopfulness is the proper eaper,”
agreed Hurree Jomset Lam  Smgh.
“What about the emphatie kickful-
ness

“That's what T was thinkiog of,” said
Harry. “Come on, Inky 1™

Ie swung himself over the [ence into
the [ano, and (he Nabob of Bhanipur
followed him. The black-haired man
WES sauntering away towards a two-
scater that stood at the corner of the
road. The two juniovs broke into «
run and overiook him in a fow minutes,

Wilmot, as ke had called himself,
tnrned (Elgml-'.!y at the sound of running
feet behind him. Ho faced the two
Ureyiriars fellows coolly.

“You checky scoundrel!™ exclaimed
Wharton, Lis cyes blazing. “I've told
you that your nmuim:smi’uhade:ter in
no conncction of mine. As you choose
to disbehieve i, gI_'Inu'm gninE to goet &
ragging. Collar him, Inky!

“The collarfulnese will Le terrific!®
chuckled the nabob,

‘The black-heired man spranng back as
the two juniors rushed at him. Ile had
cvidently not oxpected such drastic
measures; but he put up his hands at
once I delence. He was, as the juniors
knew fromm  previses experionce, a
einawy and powerful fellow, probably a
maich for the two of them togcther.

Dut they rushed him dovn with gecat
determipation.

“Stand back!™ he panted.  “Stand
back, or—-"

He had no time to say more. The

two juniors wore upon him; and though
ho strock out fercely, hoe was over-
borne by the rush and went sprawling
m the lane.

“Handa aflf ! he velled furiously.

“Pitch him into the ditel, Inky.”

“ What-hot” pantcd the nabob.

The black-haired man struggled
fiercely ; but the Greyfriars fellows were
in deadly carnest. In spite of his des
rate rosistance, ho was rolled over to-
wards the ditch at the side of the lane.
The spring sains had flled it almost to
the brim.

“Hands off| Let go! Oh gad!™”

Bplash | ; :

6 black-haired man went bodily
inta tho diteh, with s mighty splash. He
rolled headlong in the water, which
flowed over him and ceversd him com-
pletely for 2 moment.

The next moment his head came up,
and he stood with the water to his arm-
pits, spluttering for breath, end stream-
iug with water and mud.

*You—you younz scoundrels!” he

ratter '™ said

panted.

“Now clear off, you ro
Wharton, “J[ that lesson isn’t enough
far you, vouw'll get some more. Come
on, Inky ™ o

And the two jumiors walked away to-
wagds the gate of Wharton Lodge,
leaving tho drenchoed and dripming man
shnking a furious fist after them as they
went.,

e ———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Shorl Farewell !

AP!
i “Oh dcar!™
Bunter.

Tap!
“ Beoast 1"
“i'm! Your Lreakfast, sici”
“0Oh!” azid Bunter.

{(Contivurd on page 2.}

groaned  Dully



CONTINUING OUR SERIAL OF THRILLS.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERE RETOLD.

LIEUTENANT GUY EASTON, SUB-
LIEUTENANT DUNN, and CROTAJEE, &
Bensali inferpreter, of ﬁ.;‘ﬂ[ﬂ. Faleon, huaring
Deeri ordered to board o suspiclons-looking dhew
Reading o sovtherly course ont of the Red Sea,
@ra cul adrift during o storm and cast ashore
on the Isfund of Khoof, {Jntmmeg information
thal slave-irading iz being carried on belieen
Sheilkh Haji of Khoof ard Ras Dhin, a giant
Abpssinien, e (rio, disguised as Arabs, succred
in rdtig & mahnila bound for Aden. The
grghaib ig aflacked by a villainous erete of cut-
thronts D the puy of the slave-traders, bul Guy
proves equal to the occoston and the enemy are
consepuently anade I;:n'muer# and handed orér fo
Capfain Kunor, of the Faleen, FRealiving the
Jutility of trying fo hunt down by means of patrol
ghips e s culding a8 e ferribls Rur JHhin,
the Admiirally gl Guy in chirpe of the Viren,
the [fostest submaring in commission. He-
ceiring it wrirelens message thal @ slarve dhow has
Bbeen méetr meaking for the direclion of Ehoof
Falmnd, Gy followe hard in the woke of the enemy
<raft,

(Now rend oi)

Caught Red-Handed!

HAT the dhow should not sec the

i new submarine, Guy decided to

dives
“Down Dbridge gear!” he
ordored.

With naval smartiness, the ladder and
the conning-tower became colive with
btucjackets, who passed the canvas
gereens and rails down lor stowage.

“Btations! Trim for diving!"”

The voung licutenunt shut down the
conuing-tower hateh and locked it. The
Yixen was watertight

Mombers of the erew stood by the
hydroplane levers and the control wheels
of the horizontal ruddera. Each of
thesa men had his cyes on a dial with
& stationary brass indicaior. Others
stood by the levers for opening the
vaives of the ballast tanks.

‘Tony, who had not reccived so much
kcen training in the submarines as Guy
had, was filled with a curious zense of
Bwe, ) .

Tho thumping and vibration died
away as an arktificer shut down the
gas-engine. Exeept for the wish-wash
of the water against the thin steel hull
of thiz pocket submarine, thero wos o
doathly stlonca. Then, suddenly, a
musical hum, like bees in a meadow,
fell on the cars. It rose in crescendo
till it resembled a thoroughly disturbed
hive. The electric motors had taken
over the job of turning the propellers
and driving the ship. A gas-engine
needs air, and a submarine below the
gurfaco only has a limited amount of
gir which she takes down with her. Ii
the gas-engine were run with the
hatches battened down, every man on
board would quickly be suffocated to
denth!

“Flood main ballast tanks!”
manded Guy,

An ugly gurgling arose es the ses
rushed through the opening valves into
epecial chambers, As ita weight took
away the buovancy of the boat, the
submarine sat lower and lower in the
water, The heavy waves which had
been buffeting her, thumped over the
whole of the steel hull, The reedies of
the guages quivered with life,

The voice of the coxswain boomed a
warning: ‘‘Deep, sir!”

The Vizen was fully awash, and Guy
ordered the sen-cocks to be closed.

“Dive to twenty feet!” he ordered.

He peerad into the eve-piece of the
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perizcope, while the hydroplane levers
and rudder wheels were damtily moved
over. And then the Vizen went down
in a long obliqgue dive until she was
brought up on an even keel more than
three fathoms deep.

“My hat!” breathed Tony., *Ehe's
a great little craft!™

S0 far, Chotajee had made himself
inconspicuous on beard. Hoe was be-
wildered; the crazy lurching of the
small submarine in the heavy soas, a
movement so different from the Faleon,
had greatly upset his “eistern ™ as he
called it. His face wore a greenor hue
than the faces of the twe naval chums,
who had not yet fully got rid of the
cffoct of the stain.

The great wavea swung and eurled
overhead, but down here was a marine
world of peace and calm, The Vixzen,
with only her *eye "-periscope—show-
ing, moved on a perfectly even keel in
chasz of the dhow,

"M honourable aunts!” babbied
Chotajee. “Trely will 1 have many
wonders Lo tell uneducated persons n
the bazaars! Without doubts many,
who have not hod adventages of sea-
manlike upbringing as self, will deem
it thumpful lic when I make mforma-
tion that 1 have undergone excursions
to locker of esteemed Davy Jones™

Boside interpreter, Chotajee had been
appointed storekesper. This was not
arducus, and, to his disgust, he had
been told off alzo to act as additional

Hidden away in some secret lair
on Khoof Island are slaves and
ammunition—and Guy Easton,
of the British Navy, is deler-
mined to locate them !

———

bawarchi, or cook. He helped to pre-
pare the curry and rice on an celectrio
stove for the evening meal, and by the
time the meal was over, the submarine
was hot on the heels of the dhow.

Tony relieved Guy at the periscope.

“T can make out the lizhts of Khoof
dead ahead, sir,”™ ho reported. “ The
dhow's making for the placo where wo
tackled Ras Dhin when he was going
to give old Chota a lerruping with a
chinoeeros-hide whip”

“I distrust any beastly dhow that
hauls into Khoof,” remarked Guy.
“We'll keep & sharp dekko on her. We
can tackle that hooker any time, but
it's old Haji that we want to catch red-
handed !

Thae Vixen, which was armed with the
rewest swivel terpedo-tubes and half a
dozen twenty-one inch Whiteheads on
the torpedo racks, kept about four
cables’ lengths astern of the dhow, Her
four-inech gun was fAtted with & tampion
and o watcrtight cover over the end of
the muzzle. £he carried, moreover, a
fine armoury of rifles, machine-guns,

automatic pistols, hand grenades, and
smnhq bombs, :
Seeing but  unscen, the Vixen

shadowed the dhew, which crept past
the iamiliar cove at Khoof. Slowly sho
edged round the coast and put into
another cove and berthed alongside a
roughly constructed jetty, which the
naval chums had not previously seen.

HOPE.

Guy left tho second covrse of the meal

—*"deotchful woodoock on toast™ as
Chorajee called it—and took over the
evo-picce of the periscope from Teny.
Cleverly, by & scries of crders, he
brought the submarine round to the far
side of the jetty, and, after slowly
crulsing, hove-lo,

For leng he watched.

“Anything doing, siri"
Tony impatiently.

Guy was too absorbed watching lo
heed him.

“ MMy hat ! he breathed hoarsely,

Like a cat on hot bricks, Tony paced
the narrow space of steel deck. The
hull of the submearine was chiefly oe-
cupted by mwchinery and a forest of
asheslos-covered pipes, but ratings who
eould find an cxcuse, lingered mnear the
doors of the control compartment to
hear what was going on.

“For the love of Mike, what's up,
admiral—sir, I mean?” Tony pleaded.
"Why the thump don't they fit these
old boxes-o'-tricks with duzal periscopes?”

"SBmokin' Haddocks ! breathed Guy.
“Here, take a dekko!™

Tony took & dive for the periscopa
c}'e}-lpaccﬂ which his senior relinguished
to him.

imquired

A Dangerous Landing !
'] HOOOH 7
w Tony drew a long breath

s he pgared into what

looked like a pair of field-
glasses fitted to o movable stem, while
he pfripped two pmjﬂ-ntinlg handies by
which the periscopo could be moved
round.

A gircular picture was presented to
his eye—a most emazing scene, such as
might have done for an illustration to
the *“Arabian Nights.” The rekish
dhow, with her sail furled, was moored
by heavy ropes to the jetty. Except for
the Arabian stars, the only light was the
mellow rays of two horn lanterna hung
above a broad wooden gangway.
Down this gangway and alon tga
vickety jetty were fling a number of
coal-black slaves, all ring heavy
oblong boxes, and urged on by the whipa
of their white.-robed Arab masters!

A cetrained look in his face, Tony
turned from the periscope.

“1 think,"” he muttered, "'u'[:llH.l_ii
has been caught red-honded this time."

Guy nodded.

“No ordinery neval patrol ship could
have got near enough to see this lot,"”
he stid. “If they'd been cornered, the
Arabs sboard that dbow would have
found some way of getting rid of that
black cargo.”

“ But why the thump should they land
siaves herei”

“Beeaunse, old son,” Guy answered,
“this dhow bad the Falcon sitting on
her stern earlier in the day. Probably
she's got wind thet there are other
patrol ships not for away. She's come
to land her cargo before dashing off to
sca. When she's nobbled—as she's
bound toe be with both the Hawk and
the Falcon in the neighbourhood, the
Arab skipper will roll his eyes and inno-
contly ask why an honest trader has to
have his bales of dates disturbed h;r &
scarch party of hofty bluejackets.’
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“H'm| And whem the coast is clear
he'll come bmok, I suppose, and ship his
"black ivory ' again?”

“Thet's ket, Tony! Vou can
sce now how the Hewk was diddled.”

“ Ay, old sop—air, that i to say."’

“You can bet your sea-hoots that the
other dhow did the same trick as this
one. Sho hopped into Khoof, unleaded
her cargo, and shoved of again. The
Hawk swooped dawn on her and fotnd
nix.”

Chotajee, who hed been lislening
aronngd a watertight deor, approached
and gave his best imitation of a naval
saiuto, .

“May I moks suggestioms for trickiul
neval strategy, eahibi” he enid. “ As
a grad of rious Indien University
and ‘Failed B.A.; I have achicved
certain brofny competence and——-"

T 127 !‘"

“May I suggestiully point out, in
words of Post Bhakespeare—"

“Peat, it!" snorted Gauy., “Don't
shove your ocar in till yew'ro asked.
When 1 want your advice on ° naval
strategy * I'l send for you."

Then he turned to Teny. .

“There's s deeper myskery about this
island then we thought, old man,'’ he
murmured. “ We'll put out to sea, and
I'll give you o signal to send lo the
Faleon. ha can be gctting up to
Khoof in readiness; then wo'll push
along round to the other side of tho
wiand.™

“What fori” _ _

“To find some danding-place. I'm
going asbore to take o ldok-seo round
and find ouf where they stow these poor
swabs of sloves™ .

“Bettor let me geo, sir,”
Ton

“You'll remam on board in charge
af the boat,” Guy told him. “1I shall
take Chota as interpretor—not thas I
capoct he'il have to do muoh except keep
his ears open and listen.”

“M.m.ny ssasinted aunts !’ stut-
tered Chotalea. “I don't {-funkfully
shirk wisita to shore, but in words
of Poet Alsop, this is * putting head in
lion's den' with vengefulpess

ventured

The Vizen crept awoay ard stood out

for & couple of milos. Then Guy issued
an order her o go to the top.
“Surfaca! Blow main ballast!”

As il a nest of snakea had been dis-
furbed, there was o fiereo hissing as the
compressed air from the fasks blew tho
spa-waler from the tanks. ‘Tha rudders
and hydroplancs were put ot a slant and
the sulwmarioe went shding at an angla
to the surface. Iler lean grey bulk,
rlistening wet with water, cmerged, like
some strange sea beast, from the <depths.

A wireless pignal was eont to the
Faleon, and the Vixen crept round to
the northerly side of Khoof.

Swiftly Guy made hizs preparations.
Ho didn't trouble about Arsb disguise,
but wore dark clothes, and rubbed dark-
coloured oil over his face snd hands.
"I'he main thing was to avoid boeing seen.

A collapaible boat, brown in colour,
was lowered into the watler, and Guy
and Chotajee entered it

“Stay about half o mile eut, Tony,”
ardered Guy., "M weo're not bhaclk two
hours before dawn, or you don't get
sigoals, send @ gt&r oficer and a blue-
jacket to look us.  Tell 'em they'ra
vob to waste much time. They're fo
get back before da]\; ight, and you must
submerge and watch the island from the
periscopo.”

“Ay, ay, sir! I we don't see you or

ret any sipnel we'll take it you've boon
stuck full of Arab knives.”

“Brrergh ' shivered Chotajea.

Then Tony edded : ‘ _

“My aunt! I wish I were going with
you, Guy "’

“To avoid d-disappointinents,” Chota-
jee spoke up, “I will make relingnishe-
ment of pror claim to stretch legs
ashore., With rcinctance I extend such
privilége. As unromembered British
poet has quoth, * it brings more blessed-
nesd to give than to receive.”

“Especially when the gifts ara Arab
knivez I Guy chuckled, " However, I'm
afraid Tony can't teke adventage of
your piddy gencrosity. You're the in-
terpreter, end if you do your job well
I'll let vou embroider enother border of
oak leaves round that ‘' kassab' badge

of yours."

In ancther mioute or twe QGuy
was rowing strongly and noise-
lessly towards the chore, whils Chotajce

rak in the stern of the small collapsible
hoat, remembering with regrets that
he had left in Jns will the name of
u certoin cousin who bad offended him.
There ware no lights on this rocky pett
of the coast, which Guy koow fairly well
heesuse the FPaleen had once done some
surveying work in the waters close io.

Numerous crags, gulleys and small
caves warn by the sea in the softer rock
abounded along this coast, and it took
(luy same timo to select s landin -place.
Prescotly he found e ledge, and he and
CUhotajee landed, folded the boat, and
carried it up to a plecs above Ligh tide
1nark.

It wns difficult lo mark the spot, but
Guy carefully noted the contours of the
congt and decided that he could Gnd It
again by such light as was afforded by
the Arvabiap stsrs. Tben, with the
reluctant Chotajeo at his heels, he led
the way over the rocky eliffs, across a
worn and slippery incline, where the
babu nearly took & giant-slide into the
senr, &nd to the bigher ground, where
the going was casler.

A mile away they could see the lighta
of Khoof village, end they knew that
a prim caravap of slaves was on the
move by the repeated snap of whips
and clank of chains,

“The despised slavers are coming this
way.” Chotajes whispored, “With
respectiulness T suggest, ealib, that we
cmulate the feat of Brer Rabbit of
fabled renown and vespectfully lie low.”

oy nodded.

“We'll roa where these Arab ewalbas
are taking the slaves," ho gronted.

With tho scent of growing myrrh fu
their nostrils, they crouvched smong
somée CoaTse shrubs and sow the grim
caravan approach. The negro slaves
wees staggering under the wei{gilf. of
ammunition boxes, and most of them
had loosa chaina &Ilgﬂlﬂ_ﬂ' from their
ankles. They shuffled dismally along
it singlo Gile, with the Arabs moving
up and down among lthem exhorting
them to grester effort, and at intervals
cracking thair whips across the alaves'
bodies. Alogether there wero fifty-five
staves, for Guy counted them, and
nenrly two dozen Arabs, all armod with
knives, and meany with modern rifles.

The sorry procession possed within
twenty yards of where Guy and Chota-
jea were lurking. Almeost epposite the
walchers one negro uitered s gurgling
cry and pitched from the file,” the
heavy ammunition box thudding down
from his shoulder to the ground. An
Arab leaped tohim, beat the captive to
his feet, and thrust him back into the
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file, where he lurchod onward, like a
man In & stupor.

“By heaven|” Quy cheked. *These
Arab dogs shall pay for fhis!”

‘His hand was on one of the automatic
pistols he had brought with bim, and
only strict solf-dikeipline provented
him from putting a bullot through the
hide of the brute with the whip.

Tha flavs caravan dissppearcd over
the edgo of the oliffs, and when all the
men were out of sight, Guy and Chota-
jeo  wriggled over ths groond like
anakes to sen where they had gone

Tha whole lot were gathered on a
broad rocky ledice which was still wet
from ths eh-big[g tide,

This part of the coast was a gond
quarter of a inile from where Guy hed
hidden the collepsible beat. lie fels
puzzled that the smmunition boxzes had
been brought from coast to coast of tho
soall island.

“ Pechaps, sahib,” Chotajee suggested
in & low tone, "the débazed Arabs de-
sire trangference of micforfunate slaves
to certain other dhow.”

Guy made no reply, but remained
watching [or some mmutes, only to tind
that tho alaves had definitely scttfed
tlown on the ledgoe of rook from which
the tule was veceding, puarded by the
armecd Arabs.

“You stoy here, Chota.” Guy said
at last, “and I'll go and take a look-see
at the village. I'm aoxious to find out
if that brute Ras Dhin i3 eti]ll abourt.”

Chotajea wag startled,

“Babib,” ho pleaded, " will not slavea
remain intact lere unfil eur return if I
respectiully take wolk with you? With
the submerine-beat on guard ab zes, no
debazed dhow car epprosch without
discovery, and of cectainty the unluck-
fut slaves cennot take percgrinations
down info soa like osteemed Vixen."
“You'ro right there, Chotz,” Guy

agreed.  “ It certainly looks ps if the
Arabs are waiting for somcane to taka
them off. Hanged, thongh, if I can sca

what the zome really isi Yes, Tony—I
mean Sub-Lisutenant Duno—can be
trusted to keep a weather-eye open.
They can't bs embarked withont him
knowing mbout it, and it won't take long
io get to the village snd back. Come
on!"

" - # u .
Second thoughts wete best, ho decided.
Chotajea was not vwuch good at playing
a lone hand, and it wes perhaps advis-
zbla to have him lest any odd ecraps of
conversation could be gverheard in the
village. : :

The greatest contion was needed in
approaching the place, for veiled
women walep-calrriers were moving be-
{ween somo dwellings and two or three
wells among the date pelms. ;

Thore seomed to be somo kind of
colebration gol nlg- on, for a big striped
marquea  had boen creeted near the
largest dwelling —olbviously the houso of
Sheikh Haji.

“By the sound of it,” Guy mutlered,
“thore's a frast to-night, and the ol
sheikh's houza isn’t bip cnough to hold
the guests. Let's iry to take m peck

into things."
Crawling on handz and knees, Guy

and Chotajee made for ihe direction of
ihe merquee.

[The two echums are running tlheir
Leads info danger, but Guy, at least,
doean't worry., He's defermined at all
cosls to get to the bottom of the barbarie
iraflic ¢n slavery and pué o slop fo 1L
More thrilling chopters next week.)

Prioted and published every Batg by tha Proprl
Adreriigsmen T i!mm d
ialed: I‘-uli-:d iﬁ"ﬂuﬁ’.’m W Yy
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THE MAN FROM THE STATES!

(Continucd from poge 24.)

He rolled to tho lockoed deor.  The
lura of food was jeresistibile,

“1 say, Woellsg—"

#8ir Y answered the butlow,

“1 zav, aro those beasts there??

Tossibly Wells did not recogmise thaf
deseription as applying to his master’s
nephew and & prince of India. TPossibly
he did not choose to recognise it

“Certainly not, sir!” answercd Wells,

“0Oh, good! Bring in the grub!”

Bunter unlocked the deor and opencd
it. Wells cntered with a well-laden
tray in his hands. Af hig heels, Harry
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Bam
Bingh marched in.  Buntor blinked at
them.

“Wellal Yau  awful beast!] You
said they weren’t thore!” he howled.

The faintest of smiles Aickercd over
Wells' smooth, urbane countenancc.

“Indeed, sir! Were yvou alluding to
Master Harry and his Highnesz Ilurrec
Jamset Ram Bingh, sirt”

“(h, shat up, bMow you !

“Certainly, sie.”

Yells placed the tray on a tdble and
withdrew. Billy Bunter_ blinked un-
catsi!{y ub the chinns of the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows! No larks, you

know.*

“ Better }:ruE that brekker,” said
Harry. “You've got a jouwrney hefore
}.Du-rj?

*Oh, really, Wharton—" )

“Ten, minutes!™ said the eaptain of
the Remove cheeriully. * Better make

tho most of &, old fat man !

Bunfor blinked at him moroscly, Then
he gat down to breakfast.  FThat, at
lenst, was so much to the good.

It was an ample breakfast,. But it
vanizhed in ten minutes. Billy Bunter
would willingly have prolonged the
meal. But there was danger of the
meal being left unhnished if he did. He
bolted it i

“Ready, old bean? said Wharton.
“ IHore's your hat!”

* Beast [

“Here's your coat

“ Rotier ™

“Timo, vou know!”

“The rimefulness s
suredl fat Bunter®

“The—iho  fact

|'H-
H

terrific; my ab-

iz, T—Tin rather

’

fired,” said Dubpter. “I=1 thiak I'll

take a little resp—m

“That's all right; if you're
we're willing to help vou.
other arm, Inky 17

“The lelpfulness of the estecmied
Bunter 13 a preposterous pleasure.™

Bunter walked out between two smial-
ing bus determined juniors. He blinked
rouwnd him as ha went.

“I—I say, I—1 want to zay good-bye
to Colonel Wharton N )

“{Zolonel Wharton has gene ont in
tho car.”

“Well, T want te say pgood-bye to
Misa Wharton,"

“Miss Wharien has gone in tho car
with my unele.”

“(h, you beast ! pasped Duonter.
The three juniors walked downstairs,
Wells, in the hall, smiled faintly. 'They
walked out at the door. )
I=I say, you fellows, I—I'll wait
till tho car comes back? suid Bunter,
*1 can't walk to the station, you know.™

“Try, old chap,” wurged Wharton.
“I'm going to kick you if vou slack
down. Try your hardest !

“ Beast

Bunter found that he could walk., }He
walked down the drive to tho gates.
He walked' down the vead. With a
smiling face on either side of him, and
an prin through cach of hiz fat arms,
lie walked on towards the village.

Billy Dunter did not scem to enjoy
that walk to the village. His face was
very morose. His companions weorg
still affectionately hﬂldinjﬁ hia arms
when he rolled into the village station.
Harry Wharton bought a ticket, slipped
it into Bunter's pocket, nmd waiked
him on to the platiorm.

“Change at Winnford,”” he  zaid,
" Here's your train.  Good-bye, Bunter ¥

Bunter plamped into a seak in ihe

tived,
Take hia

pri

railway carriage. Havry Wharton
closed the door on him. A iat face
zlareed at them fram the window.

" Lagod-bye 1M

" Rotter !

The train rolled out of the station.
Wharton and Hurree Singh watched it
disappear down the line, aml walked
air of the station. They walked cheerily
back to Wharton Lodge, with a happy
feeling that they were, at lonp last,
done with' William George Bunter till

27

next term, thowgh it really sconwd ton
zood to he true.
As a matter of fact, it was!

= L] - L - | 3

“Here eomes the car!™

It waa clozo on lunch-time when Lho
car was heard on the drive. Ifarvry
Wharten and ihe nabob went out 1o
mect Colonel Wharton and Aunt Amy
az they came in. The car stopped at
the steps. The chums of the Remove
gazed at it. They had expected (o sce
two gocupants in the car.  Thove were
throe |

“1 say, you fellows!®

“ Bunter ' said Wharton faintly.

“Lucky I happened to come uneross
your uncle’s car at Wimford, wasn't
it, old chap?” saad Bunter affably.

“¥es, was it not locky, Harry ¥ said
AMiza Wharton, “TIt saved DBunier a
vory long walk back, and he is not, 1T
think, a good walker. I think he would
have been wery tired if he had walked
all the way from Wimlord. Bo it wna
very fortunate we saw him there, waos
1t not#*

“Hr " gaspod Wharten,  *0Oh, yes,
frig‘!ttfl‘u"ﬁ%ﬁ ?

Billy Bunter kept verv close to Aizs
Wharton as they went inte the house,
There waz safety for him under Aunt
Amy’s wing, if nowhere else, The
calone) gave his nephew a rather enrions
look, and followed them in. Harry
Wharten and Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh looked at one another cxpres
sively,

" DPone!” said Wharton.

“The dancinlness is terrific ! agreed
tha nahob.

-u.'I_I_I:IH- s

Words scemed to fail the cuplain of
the Bemove., The jumiors went in io
himeh. Billy Bunter, packing away two
or three lunches, one after another,
grinued' at them cheerily across the
rable, DBuanter, at loast, was satished;
md, after all, that was all  that
mrattered

THE END.

(¥exe week’s MAGRET will contuin
anoiher topping yarn of Harry Whartou
£ o, of Greyfriare. Note the title,
chums: “TPHE MYSTERY F THE
MEIEE! and then gl powr noisdycul?
ta reserue yow a copy TP sure poun
being dizappointed }

“ COLUMBUS " PACKET

Actiugl Contents. Large Columbus stampelibum Pocket Case, Gange, 50 dierent
stamps, 2 blocks, ¢ large Alrmails, mounts, Stanips from Cubs, Wallis, abe, JTost
AND STAMP OUTFIT :ond2d. postage tor approvais—LIBRTRN & TOWNSEND. (T.2.8.), LITERPOOT,

FREE!]

N33/~

‘RITH FOR COMPLRETE

3 THE "*SPUR’ FRENGH RAGER.

fGenuine Hotchinzon Hed Cord Tyres
Beposmitif-and1Zmonthiy parmentsof 34

] I , alee Bpoeaal Comping and Orleked Liss,
GED. QROBE & Q0. A, NEW BERIDGE BT ., LONDONMN, E.C.4

Guarantaad far ever.
Usual retail—£4-4:0,
Frame enamelled In
variong colones

DONT BE BULLIED

Aend Two UenByY SAmps ivr some BPLENDID LESROMNE
in JUFITEL aid Hagdspme Phoio Flalo of Yap Champions.
Thn Wonderfol Japtocs: Seif-Defence without wenpona. !
care of yoursel! goder ALL gircomaiaices, foar no mon, You
can hove MONSTER THhstrated Portion for P.O. 379,
BEND NOW it “TAWARA"™ (I
Quesnaway, Eanworth, Fethan, Middlesex,

Tuilias only ay 48, Mennhy Rcepet, Begent Btrect, W.1.

Takn

iDept. AP}, 10

Practieal

: STAMPE_E%EP“'IH . Write for full et 25 Ale Mail, 3/-.
Antigna .
5 Bt. Luels, BA.—WINNET ¢Bept A), 11, Bramcrion 3t., Loodem, 8.W.3.

5 Permmifn, 2. 9 Nrazsa Trlangles, 1f-.

DETECTOR, and

.

Bend 2d. post and ask for apn
dd. be sent MAGRIFYING GLASS WILT
TE INOLUDED.

Your Helght mnrreacd

io 14 dage, or money bRok,
A2ent STAMP BOW lor Free

ERT 4 RAEE EBIAM.
rovals.  IT

BE TALLER! ¢

Tars., — P. M. ROGH.

METAL STAMP | BE TALL i s i, st ol Sl
CASKET FREE! 300 STAMPS FOR §¢ (Avroad 170, including Ay G#HJFE
Inciunding MATLOCE MOUNTS, FRANS | wales, Goid Ooast ete - - A WHITE, Bngine Lane, LyE. Slourbrilge,
CAUEE PMEAL), WATERNARE focsazed thy own Weight o GfL Silgs.

CLIHNTE GATR 2 to & [SCIEE1 Foe
SEAME bringe FRIEE Parlicn

Halght B’pa&ln]lﬂt. BECARBROR DHEH:

Ehyeds, ' Hervas," Haldcomscioospnenscured
nj-rmumv Backi Complete Traztmant, §'-.

VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK (Dept. S), ENG.

2 I am meady to send eniirely frec
& copy of my two famone books,
* How fo nild  Rracers™  and
alpe 9 The Power of Eridence™

These hooks will o the means of
Eretised UNproviBg your beight, your healfh and physiguo. Why not send
fo-i thoze beoks HOWE I you are sboct, bere ig your opporiuntcs |
privafely for dd, sfomp—F. OALRNE 39, Linesdln St Carddfl, 5. Walts,

Sent

Dataife, striklng tastimonlals, Pres =1 A.

BLUS“ l NG“ STFEE: NG, 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N W 2.
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All applications for Advartigemant 'Ennm I this publication should
he addressed to the Advartisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
The Fleetway House, Farrnpdon Street, London, E.CA,
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Boys!

THIS GREAT ALL-
BRITISH RAJARpy [fiF S
CAMERA . . . . .Y <3

JUST THE |

- {% GREAT FOR
THING FOR J@-‘ TN summER
WHITSUN! | g\ 338 51| HOLIDAYS,

3

Lookatit! A fine folding camera of the
type used by press photegraphers—FREE !
for -B.D.V. coupons! - Ask father, big
brother—ask all your grown-up friends and
relations—to smoke B.D.Y. and give vou
the coupons. Swop for them at school, too !

150 VE

COUPONS

SPECIFICATIONS.~" Rajar" all-British No. 6 Folding

—that’s all you need! The “Rajar” Folding ¢9mera.” Takes snaps and time exposures 2" x 3}
Camera takes marvellous snaps, sharp and
clear. And it is simpletouse! Worth two
guineas. "Yet free for less coupons than
ever before! Start saving B.D.V. coupons
to-day! You'll be snapping by Whitsun |

Double wview finder. Fine Meniscus lens. Handsome
black finish. All metal partsplated. Daylight loading. No
awkward “‘gadget.”’ Fasily opened, easily set, eazily ¢losed.

GET THIS
GREAT GIFT

112, Commercial Bt
London, E.l.

Fleas: eend me & copy of the
new negnificent B.D.F. Colden
Gift Book. Full colours. Qver 273
valyalile gifls=and ponmationally roduccd
i coupos value, And 5 coupons glven fres |

withh 1 Couvpon worth 3
TS sther counon values

FYEN 1 ESS COUPONS ARE REQUIRED FROM B.D.V., TOBACCO, W i o e B e S L gty
FARE TOBACCO COUPORH EING-WORTRI CIGARE TTE COU ARE B e D d pout | 0 e shoviglpg,

.l-ddmi' .......... 'y drdr A R R R 4 BB B L I B R ey ek Rl e R
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IF 1 AM CHUMP ENOUGH

to lend any more money
to Bunter, I shall deserve to

be kicked all round Grey-

THE MAGNET—IWVERY SATURDAY

'

>

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
o R.
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LATEST
EXTRA

" GOO0OD -

WANTED!

Information about the fiendish tor-
tures in China and Japan, or books
dealing with the agonies of the

friars, and | hope | am.

LORD MAULEVERER (Remove).

e —

No. hwwt

(reufiar

B

LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

fevald

e

EDITION

T T S

Spanish Inguisition,
been getling very cheeky lately,

My fag has

GERALD LODER (Sixth).

L

“HOLIDAY ANNUAL” QUOTED IN LAW DISPUTE
FATE OF THREE DOUGHNUTS

Fourpence a Week for Being a uﬁ&ﬂm.

Belore Mr. Justice Wharton in the
Common-reom SBessions, Bidney James
Booop, described ws a professional
slacker, of no fixed abode, brought a

tition to be discharged under the act

e petition was nﬁmﬁﬁﬁn by the
Officiz] Receiver in kruptey  {(Mz.
hnwnu“_. Bull), and by s large crowd of
8noop's creditors.

The Judge: “I'm dashed if I under-
stand what all this i3 about. I dono't
know anything about the law, you
know."

The Oficial Receiver: "“The point is,
your lordship, that Snoop hos Gled a
petition in  bankruptcy, with assots
smounting to the sum of nix pounds,
nix shillings, and nixpence, and
Yiabilities spread among twelvo creditors
to the tune of two pounds esight.. His
only possession is three stale dough-
nuts, and the creditors want to seize and
divide tho said doughnuts.™

The Judge: “"Well, et em! You
don't want me to divide them, do you 1**

The O.R.: * Nunno, your FHM.ME_____
But the position is, you sce, that Snoop
¢laims that he is entitled to hang on to

the seid doughnuts, under the Bacred
Personal Poszcssion elause of 1931, and
he rofuses to whack them out to his

creditors,™
Tha Judge: “Like the deuce, he
does! You part up with these dough-

duts at once, Snoopy ™
Mr. Vernon-Smith, K.C., counsel for
the petitioner, rose hastily.
“ But, your lordship, under the 1931
clause !

elanzg——""

“ Bother tha 1931 I don't
know enything about it 1"

“1f your lordship is ignorent of the
elements of your lordship's businoss,”
continted Mr. Vernon-Smith sarcastie-
ally, “your lordship will find the Bank-
ruptey Law fully explained in the
current * Holiday Annval.’ The passago
ans:

“f Fngs may retain up to, but not ox-
ceeding, three cooked or uncooked
herrings; also a bar of soap, in the un-
likely ovent of such sn article figuring
in their personal property." ™

The Judge : * Sounds pretiy much like
drivel to me!™

Mr, Vernon-Smith gasped.

“The. articles explaining that law was
written by no lesz & persom than Mr.
Peter Todd, K.C.—an eminent suthorit
on the laws of .mﬂmu.m_.mn—.wﬁ. ho nm..m.%.-
" Apd, whether your lovdship likes it
or pot, the said doughnuts are saecred
personal pessessions, and may be ro-
tained by the petitioner. 8o your lord-
ship EM% put that in your lordship's
pipe and smoko ik " .

8

H_..n.hcnhnu
doughnuts.”

The s2id doughnuia were handed wp
to his lordship in a bag. He smelt them
carafully.

“Grooogh " he said. "1 should think

“"Produca said

these douzhnuts were madoe before the

Flood. ¢ best turn I can do Snoop's
creditora i3 to sentenco Snoop to eat
them."

Snoop immedisicly pot himself out-
side the said doughnuts, and was rushed
to the cottage hospital for o haosty
operstion. His lordship summed-up.

“I don't know anything at all about
the silly law," he said. “*All I know
is that I get paid fourpence a week for
being a judge.™

Hizs lordship then left to draw his

SKINNER'S SMOKING

CONCERT

In Aid of Cottage Hospital

GUESTS

Harole: Skinner organited o moest suceessful
smokinge; weert to tho woodshed last week, in aid
of the emtage hospital. The admission was one
shilling, ad this cntitled the donor to [ree cigars.

The ciprs wero a lot stronger than they left

Whether 'bis—kerwooosh l—in the mind
to  soff - suff-suffor
the slings and—
aorgoosheo ! Hooo-
wooo | —outrageous
fortune, or tit-kit-
tnke orms against &
sea of—lioooosh 1—
and by opposing,
ond  thoem — hooo-
vao-roo-koowoosh 1™

It was guite
intercsting.

The gucsta were
roelline about on tho
floor in joy as the

“ROLL ABOUT”

IN JOY

Mr. 8kioner's final donation to the hospital con-
sisted of the entire audience.

BOOK NOW FOR EASTER!

e i e e, iy . Jontlemar's Son is arranjing big House Party
eplutteriug was the order of the day. When Mr. __....HHHW&EHH “_.dw o nuwmu.— am:.m.ﬂmuﬂh.nranmn, Hunm_m.w_nm
Wibloy atempted to deliver Hamlet's soliloguy it | 5 1avVe LA CLANCO mixing with tha lan
sounded w though Hamlet had a severe n__“__rw_ in
his chest Thuswisa:

“Ta baer not to be—that iz the—whooo-hoo!
Shhhh !

jentry and nobility. "Terms: 5 ginnics each for
the weak-ond. Immejato deposit of § bob secures
our booking 1—Apply, VW. . Bunter, E=q,

move Passidge. (Privit address: Bunter Court,

Little Bunterford, Bunkshire.)

OUR GREAT SERIAL

THE MOATED MANSION

By GEORGE WINGATE
Thrills Galore

 WAR

{By Our Special War Correspondent.;

The first, third, and fourth battalions of the
Greyiriars Territorials wers engaged in o sharp
rhm.ﬂ_w with Poneonby & Co., of Highelifie, yester.
day. It scems that Ponsonby hoard that the
Territorials were going to have an afternoon’s out-
ing, and he determined to queer the pgame.
Instcad of that, it was Ponsonby whoe was
guecred,

Caolonel Wharton, M.C.,, M.P., P.C., D.8.0., was
in command of the firat battalion whon the battle
opened. The lirst batialion were going to ambush
Yernon-Smith's lot in Pegp Lane: and they com-
menced operations by walking intoe o Higheliffe
ambush and getting pretty well bumped and
frog's-marchad.  Liculenant-Colonel Cherry, V.G,
P10, blacked Ponsonby's ove, and is hereby
mentioned in dispatches for valour.

The order came to the batltalion to hide them.
gelves in ambuszh. Fance-Corporation Bunter,
LOU., LA5.D., hid himsclf away with such

masterly strategy that ho hasn't managed to find
himself again vet,

weekly stipendivm, concert concluded. (¥ote By (George Wingaie:
i - A R AL LR S LML, e a5 :..__m_.._.___:_..__...ﬁ huz been Dotherng me to
bit of scap and a clean wrile @ serial story for the

WITH HIGHCLIFFE

| Dispatch from Battle Front

TERRITORIALS IN ACTION

EEE_._.qn.—.-pnﬂ.mhﬂm__.r.urn_.numn:nnEm“..n:m
joined in the fray, and Highelific were Mﬂmﬁm:
off with heavy losscs. After they had evacusted
tho position the joint forces of Grayiriars gove
chase.  Bergeant Bolsover, N.S.P.C.C., was so
severaly imjured in the cesophagus that he was
forced to throw it away, Private Fish, U.B.A,,
iz believed to be still running, and is probably
nearing Manchester by now,

The Highelife contingent ran hard across
country, hotly pursued by Wharton and Vernon-
Smith and their companies. The Greylriars
fellows ran the faster., Ho fest, indeed, did
Corporal Skinner run that he was leading
Ponsonby by cighty yards at the finish.

The chese ended on the cliffs, where Ponsonby &
Co., whe were foo funky to jump down 800 feet

into the sea, weore surrounded and captured.
Their retreat was entirely cut off, likewise
Fonszonby's hair, which wea shorn by Frank

Mugent with & pair of scissors.

Licutcnant Nugept has duiy been awarded the
Order of the Cross Keys for the [can of his acissors.

HOW TO KEIP PESTS
Hints on Guinea-Pigsand Rabbits

Before ceying anything clse, 1
shouwld fike to draw the alyalion af
the Editor to the fact tha the dille
of this arlicle confainy a prinier's
error. The word 2 PETS—not
PESTS. Il's time szometdnp was
done about this matter.

Many fellows st Greyfrism keep
peta; but few of thom take proper care
of the poor creaturcs, This litile advice
will, I bope, help them to kxp ‘heir

EEEEE?R,
Tako dogs, for instance. Stme fel-
lows think that nll o dog nnds is a
pound of biscuits and a m.an_m of
Keating's Powder. But this i ﬂﬂaﬂ.
In the first place, a do ,.ﬂ... bo
iven & toothbrush and tube of pastc.
ow can you exnect the paovr dog to
keep its teeth in order unless you give
it a toothbrush ¥

The dog should also be given o mild
pargle with antiseptic fluid zach dav,
to keep the perms away. It is neecs
sary to bath the dog once a week, but
yvou needn't worry about weshing  its
face. A dop is quile capablelof wash-
inz its own faee. provided you give it o

Lowel.

GUINEA-PIG8. These
little creatures are never
cntirely happy, owing to
Lthe fact that they are con-
tinually locking behind
thein and wondering what has happenod
to their tails. To obviate this, you
should buy a patent non-dropping
rudder, with electrical wagging equip-
ment. Iasten this on to the creature’s
stern, and your guinea-pig will be s
happy os the day is long. Thae tails in
question can be purchased from any
“ re-tatler,"”

RABBITS are often o source of great
trouble. One Greyfriara fag kept rab-
bits, and admitted that he had not
changed tha rodents’ bedelothes for
nearly o month. Think of it! Bleep-

ing in the samo sheets for a month on
cnd

Moreover, he herded his rabbita into
ane comnmon  dormitory, instead of

giving them zeparate cubicles.  This
nalurally made the sonsitive creaturcs
sulky.

Always give your rabbit a scparate
cubicle in the hutch, and change ita
brdelothes at loast once a week, A
rabbit 15 porfectly willing to mnke its
own bed and wash up ites own break-
Fast ish; but it does demand a little
cleanliness,

ELEPIIA—— [(hopee it 1=—TFn.)

Heparn, I harve been compelled to
refure, owing te being foo  Gusy,
But Le would not take ' No™ for
ar answer, so here's the Firat
Instolmend, Somehow, I think 'l
be the Last Instulment also.—G. W.)

“Ha, hat” snarled Baron Driskett,
drawing himself np to his full height of
eleven-dcet-six, and staring into the
circular orbs of the champion wrestler,
“Ho you want to marry the beautiful
Lady Luvva Ducke, do youi"

He reached for a revelver, but before
his frenzied fingers found it, Ei Jinx.
the nysterions Chinaman, had jumped
at Iria throat and clutched 1t with hands
that looked like an eagle’s talons or o
frog's fect—in fnct, anything but hands,

“Ponka - klunks - winka - wing I" ho
soreamod.

“"Exactly sa! aprecd the ilen, Acyd
Dyroppe, who had been starinng with
frantic eyes at his friend, the Dis-hon
Lommon Sguosh.

At thiz moment Reobin Danks, the
burglar, foreed his way into the house,
their society, tho eafe, and the cash.
box, and stulfing it into his coat pocket
he speared eymically and went out.

Then ho jumped up and chased him,
but he ran into & house and hid him-
self in e coal-ccllar, while he fell over
a rope in the road and sat down hard

(Continned at fool of next roluman.)

SOCIETY GOSSIP

News from the
UPPER SEVEN

Richard Penfold, the Poct Laureate
hes just finished an  epic poem .“__m
1,625,953 lincs, commemorsting  the
victory of Gresfriars in  the Publie
Schools’ Challenge Cup.  Fortunately,
however, he has lost 1t.

A visitor to Courtfield recently coms
wHE:E that he could not find the Town
Iall. This 13 not surprising. AMr. W.
G. Bunter wuas standing in front of it
ot the timo.

. Mr. Joscph Banks, of the Green Man
in Friardale, has rotired to a sceloded
spot for threo wocks by order of his
octor. Weo understand, however, that
lus “doctor * called it twewniy-one days.

Mr. Claude Hoskins, tho musical
genius of the Sholl, is suffiering from an
acute adagio in the sonata,

Mr, Horaco Coker's mounstache now
numbers  soven  hairs—a  new  hair
Eﬂrﬁw its appearznce on Wednesday
last. Mr. Coker is spraying his upper
lip with garden fertiliser,

Mr. Paul Prout is cleaning up his

gun in readiness for a bat-and-movse
shoot in

April.

Mr. Quelch
ia  practising
to use the canoe
withh his Jeft
hand, naa Le
will inevitably
goon jerk
his right arm
off ita hinges.

(endinncd from precious column.)

on the pavement, glaring at the house
whoere hie had disappenred.

“Traftor '™ stormed  Sydney, the
Strangler, #vogeling tormfically, *“I

will have your life—or, fuiling that,
yvourr insuwrance policy 7

Living hiin a steelly plance and an
“iron "-ical prin, he closed desperately
wille hitn end chewed his cycbrowa to
ribbons, Not stopping te do more thao
thiew a passing glapco and o house-
Lrick ot tho policemizn, he made his
way to the Monted Blansion and was
reecived by Miss Sonia Roomor,

“Ilave you discovered the fate of the
golden dusthin?” asked the Dowager
Duclicss of Dumble, pglaneing ot  hor
Linsband, the Dowager Duck of Dumble.

“No," confersed roderick, hanping
hiz hoad =20 [nr down that it [ell into
Liis tronsers pocket. ' Bub™ ha added,
unlronsering it, “I'1l do s0, as sure as
mv namo 13 Rooaold [

(Fw be continued—perhians.)
(I say, Wingato, I've recd this about
forty times, and I'm bleszod if T can

soe tho slightest sense in it. What does
it all meany Flanny Woaptox.)



