


ANOTHER THRILLING SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN BY FRANK RICHARDS-—
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Surrender!

b LHE Head '
E “Oh, my hat "
“The estcomed and vener-

able beak !

Harry Wharton & Co, sat up snd took
notice Bt onee. X

Tho Famouws Five of the Greyfriars
Remove were chatting under the shady
bonghs at the landing-place on Popper's
Island in the River Hark,

Seattered over the wooded isla
were the rest of the Remove, enjoying
life that fine summer's morning. There
were few, if any, of the Remove who
did not enjoy camping on the island
more than re::ewml;g instruction from
AMr. Queleh in the Form-room at Grey-
frinrs School. P

Indeed, among mora than thirty
It llows only one was heard to raise his
voics in complaint.

1hat one was Billy Bunter.

Not that Billy Bunter wanted to furn
wp in the Form-room and grind Latin
with Quelch! Far from that! Lessons
had no appeal for William George
Bunter. Indeed, Bunter’s ideal school
would have been ona where there were
ur masters and no lessons at all.

But provisions were running rather
ehort on Popper’s Island. The rebels
of Greyfriars wers on rations, [iven the
rations were growing rather thin. This
was a rerious matter, from Bunter’s
]F::-mt. of view. Ae he told the other
ellows, if the grub was sall rgg;-ht. avery-
thing was all right! But it ths grub
waa not mll right, obviously everything
was all wrong, . i

The Famons Five were discussing that
matter, which was, in fact, ting
rather pressing for the rebels. But ab
tha sight of their headmaster on the

Tre Magxer, Lierany.—No. 1,382,

RIE

island

-wera in rebellion against

towpath opposite the island, they
dropped the subject, and gave their
attention to Dr. Locke, .

“Look out!" said Bob Cherry. *“Line
up, ¥ou men [

ﬁahndy was to be seen on the bank
excepting the Flead. -But if this rather
unexpected visit portended am attack,
the rebels were ready for it. Indeed,
they would have been rather glad of a
gerap than otherwise.

The enemy had left them all alone

for quite a long time, and a little excite-
ment would not have come amiss, More
than once they had beaten off the Sixth
Form prefects; and they were ready to
beat them off again.

But it did not seem to be an sitack
that was coming. No other master fol-
lowed the Hea.cﬁ and thers was no sign
of a Prnfﬂet. . .

“It's only a jaw |2 said Johnny Bull.
“ A royal and ilr{,‘geﬁial jaw I” grinned

LL & TP p

Bob Cherry. we can stand
that 1” +

“And survive it!? chuckled TFrank
Nugent.

“Qive him a yell 1” suggested Vernon-
Smath. ] i
“Shut up, Smithy ¥ said several
volcks  ab

once, “Deoen't chesk the
Head 1”

“Oh, rata!” g;ruut&d the Bounder.
“The cheekfulness of the esteemed
Head is not the proper caper, my
esteemed Bmithy I declared IHurree
Jamset Ram Sicgh. "“Let us g.‘wa- him
tho respectful and absurd greetfulness 1™
“Cap him, you men!” said Harry
Wharton. And the captain of the Re-
move set the example, taking off his

straw hat ver litely.
)r. Locke did not return that respect-
ful gresting. Perhaps he had no use

for respectful salutes from gpnimﬂlwhu
12 majestic

authority. His face, usually kindly in

expression, wns clouded hf_: & dark frown
as he stopped on the bank, opposite the
group of juniors, and looked across the
channal.

“Good-morning, sir!” called out Bob
Cherry.

*Nice morning, =ir |7 said Hugenh

“*Pleasura to see you, sirl” said
Johnny Bull,
“¥nas, begad!® said Lord Maule-

verer. “Awfly kind of you to give us
a look in, sir! Hope you're well ™

“I say, you fellows, is that the beal 1"
Billy Bunter rolled down to the landing-
place, from the camp in the centre of
the island, and blinked at the majestio
figurs on the bank through his hjﬁ

s oles. "1 say, what does the ol
ci-::nkﬂg want 7

“Bhut up, Bunter{”

“Shan't 1 hooted Bunter. “If he's
come for me, I'm jolly well not going !
I , you fellows, g'uu stand by me,

1 know. I say, chuck a tometo-can
at him! Then he'll clear I

Bunter was evidently uneaay.
Bunter who was wanted, being under
sentance of the sack! But for Bunter
there would have been no rebellion at

reyfriars. The sight of his head-
master’s stern face was terrifying to
the fet Owl of the Remove.

“Shut up, Bunter ¥

It was

said Harry

Wharton, *“*Wa're not cr_:i?ing you up,
fathend! And the Head isn't likely to
swimn across for you”

“Ha, ha, ha 1? .

“Bunter 1" It was the Head's dee
voice. He had spotted the fat Ow
among the juniors on ths island,
“ Bunter 17

“Beast !” pasped Bunter,

“¥You ecan't have Bunder, sir!™ said
Bob Cherry. “We don't went him—
nohody could possibly want him| But
we're sticking to him ”

(Copyright in the Tnited States of America. All rights reserved, and reproduction without permisston atrictly torbidden.)



—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & C0., THE REEBELS OF THE REMOVE !

*“I'he stickiulness is ferrific, honoured
gahib 1" y

“1 say, you fellows, chuck something
at him—-"

Porlinps Bunter doubted the steadfast.
ress of his champions under the stern
eves of the Head. He was mnxtous for
the beak to go. ;

“I could get him on the napper with
this can | murioured the Dounder.

“You silly ass, 1f you buzz that con at
the Head. 1l tip ¥ou into the wabor )
growled Johnny Bull

“Wharton| 1 address guu a3 head
boy of your Form!” eaid the Head,
unconscious of his narrow esca
from the empty tomato-can In a
Bounder's haug. “] am here to order
yeu fo return to the scheol at once ™

“We'll be jolly glad to, sir 1" said the
captain of the move respoectinlly.
“1f Bunter is to be allowed to stay—"=

““Bunter 1a expelled from Greyiriars,
,Wha::}anl Bunter will be sent home af

“I'Il wateh it 1" gasped Dunter.

" This rebellion,” went on Dr. Locke,
“iz far from causing me to take 3 more
lenient view of Bunter’s case, Neither
could I possibly pardon a boy who head
been puilty of an attack on a member of
mfy staff. You are perfectly well aware
of that, Wharton."

“Oh, wves, sirl? answersd Harry.
“But Bunter never did it, sirl It was
soma other gilly ase who chucked the ink
over Mr. ProutI”

“1 decline to discuss that with you,
Mharton! 1 desire to avoid other ex-
pulsions: that is why I am here,” said
the Head. "If vou boya return to tha
school ot once eand give up Bunter, I
shall certainly punis 3;:-:.: all for your
disregard of authority, but I shall expel
no one.™

“No takera, sir!™ gnid the Bounder.

“¥ou have a boat there,” continued
the Head. *“I comimand you to cross to
this bank immediately, and I wil! con-
duct vou back to the school.”

“Borry, sirl” said the captain of tha

move. “Wo're standing by Bunter |
MWe all beliove that he never inked
Prout! I'm sure that our Form-

master, Mr. Quelch, belicves the sama
as wa do, sir.”
The Head compressed his lips hard.

“I say, sir, I never did it!" squeaked
Bunter., “I was going to, but I never
didl Bome other idiot—I mean, soma

Adiot bunged that ink at old Prout! X
say, sir, I'd be ]-:::l%;' lad to come back,
if vou'll let me gla sacl, sir! I'm
not getting enough to eat here——"

“¥You are expelled, Bunter, and you
will ba sent home immediately vou fall
into my hands | said the Head grimlr.

“ Beast | yelled Bunter.

“Unless you obey mo immediately,
Wharton, measures will bo taken to put
lﬁa e&ul to this rebellion |” went on the

ead.

“lo ahead with the measures!” said
Bmithy cheerfully, “We've whopped
vour jolly old prefects more than oncel
f they want another whopping, we've
got one ready for them.”

The Head gave Vernon-Bmith a grim
look. But he addressed the captain of
the Remove as he went on.

“I shall be sorry to have to toke
eevero measures, But you leave me no
choico by persisting in this defiance of
authority 1 I repeat, that if vou sur-
render at ones only Bunter shall be
expoelled ! Otherwisg—="

“Nothing doing, sir!” said Bob
erry. “ We'ro standing by Bunter.”
“We'ra bound to stand by Bunter,

gir I said Wharton.
Remove man down I®
“Hear, hear ¥
Dr. Locke breathed hard. Perhaps
be had supposed that his presence and

“We can't let a

his accustomod authority would over-
awo the rebels of the Remove. If so,
ho was disappointed. The Famous INive
were quite Ecmrmincd, and most of tho
Form backed them up heartily. A few
weak-kreed mmembers, like Skinner and

Brnoop, and Fishor T. Fich, might hava
doubis. 1 zo, they kept them Lo Lhwin.
selves.  Tho Greyiriars Remove were

standing together as one man in defonce
of & Removite they believed (o have
been unjustly expelled.
There was 8 pause. 'The Mead's
frown grew darker and grimmer.

“Veuy well,”™ he said at last. “ Iorea
will be used. For what ma{) happen
vou have enly vourselves to bBlame™

He turned. to walk away down the
towpath, TUp went Vernon-Smith's
hand, and the tomato-can flow.

But Bob Chorry had s eve on the
Boundoer., Smithy was the man for such
deeds; but nolody clze in the LRemoeve
wonld have deeamed of lifiing a {inger
peainst their respected Leak. And as
the Bounder buzzed the tomato-can, Bob
charged him over with & sudden rush.

“Owi” howled Bmithy., *QOoogh!”

Splash !

The Dounder’s aim was spoitled. and
the missile deopped in the Sark, Lalf-
way to the bank. 'The Head walked
on regardless.  And  the Bounder,
tipped off the island by Bol's charge,
wend headlong into the water. There

Billy Buanter, expelled from
Greyfriars School, is still safe in
the midst of the Remove rebels
besieged on Popper’s Island.
The next move—awaited with
cheery confidence by the rebels
—is up to the headmaster, Dr,
Locke |

wag gquite a waterspout az he struck tha
Sark.

*Ha, ha, ha!l”

Verhon-Smith came up, drenched and
furious. He struggled out of the water,
dripping. muoddy, and boiling with
rage, and hurled himsolf at Bob Chorry.
For several minutes thers was a terrific
combat on the landing-place of Popper's
Island; and then Bob was sitting on
the Bounder’s chest in the grass, And
he sat there, amid Ianghter, till the
Bounder made it “pax.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Taken by Surprise!
BARGE came rolling slowly up
A the river, in the wake of a
horze that plodded up the tow-
path, )

Harry Wharton, leaning on a tree on
the island landing-pince, watched it
idly. Eargesfpuasﬂd the izland every day,
coming up from Pegg to Courtfield,
or going down from Courtfield to Pegg.
This particunlar barge had nothing wun-
ustial in its aspeckt, except that it was
guing up without & load. Only a num-

ar of old sack. and piceces of zail-cloth
were to Do soen on board.

The borgea gat with one arm over tha
tiller, occasionally taking a Dlack pipe
from hiz mouth to tap it. He was !gnli’.-
ing at the island as the barge came
slowly on, and grinning. DBut that was
nothing new, The Greyfriars rchellion
wias the talk of the noighbourhood, and

the bargees who Eussnd Popper's Island
generally grinned at the sight of the

schoolboy garvison there, and sometfimes
exchanged vough badiuage with them.
Tho captaia of the ltemove was woleh-
ing the barge, cuelly Lecouse 1t was the
only object in motion o the sunny
river, but he gave it ho  particular
attenlion.

He was thinking, That call from thé
Head in the morning had made him
suspicious that some new move was on
natl. DBut there was no sign of an
aftack, If Wingate and the other pre-
frets had been assigned the task of
alterapting ance more {o rotiwd up the
vebels, they did not seem to be in a
huery to got moing. Not a sign of the
cnomy had Leen scen during the houors
that had eclapsed sinee Ur. Locke had
departed.

Half a dozen fellows were at the land-
ing-place.  That spol was never left
unguarded,  The rest were seaftered
over the island—all ready, however, o
hurey up if there was an alarm. The
sight of a Greyfriars boat on the river,
or & Sixith Yorm prefect on the bank
would have been enough, Buat thepe
was nothing to be scen on the Sark, but
the [wmbering barge.

“Teelind anxious ¥ nsked the
Bounder, with o rathoer sarcastic glance
at the captain of the Remove,

“MNWot  exactly,” enswered TIlarey.
“But 1 thok the beak had somctinog
up hig sleeve, all the same™

“Phey can’t touch us. Thev've trimd
more  than  onece” The TRounder
shengeed his shoulders, ™ Vhe beak came
here to cas. Notlhin’ else lofi for hun
to l.']l'.l."

“Blessed if I see what they con do !
said Poter Todd, “We've pot wire anid
stukes fixed up all round the jolly old
island : they can’t land anywlhore hat
hore. And if they try that on wo're
ready for them. We can hold the fort
for donkey’s years”

“We could hold it against all Grey-
friars,” said tha Dounder. " Their only
chanee is to geb our boat away, and cut
off the grub.  And we'ro not leitin'
them do that”

Harry Wharton nodded. There #as
no dogubt that the position of the reliels
was ?ﬂtmng pne. Every doy oo the
island they liad added to the sirenpih of
the fortifications,

Across the landing-place was a barri-
eade built of stakes atid logs and strong
wire, The boat was kepl insidoe it for

safely, o
On that boat depended fhe provision-
ing of the rchels' fortresa.

‘he enemy, if they came, conld land
But they could not get over the de-
fonees unless they took the j:ﬂrrlaﬂn bay
gurprize and off their guard.

And that was not an casy proposiiion.
Constant waich and word wos kept, and
the river and the bank could bo
watched for a quarter of a mila either
WY,

“The beak's only chance is to slarve
us onk™ went on Smithy, "and he can't
fdo that, so long as we've got the boal.
If the grub ran out—7"

“We'd hiold on somehow,” said Harry.

“Nothin® to hold on for, if the grub
ran out,” chuckled the Dounder. ¥ Woe're
barrin’® off the Head on Bunter's
account to save him from the sack.
But if the grub ran out, Bunter would
run out.”

“Ta, e, ha!”

“Bunter would rather be sacked than
miss a4 moeal, wouldn't von, Fally "

“Teast ™ prunied Bunter,

The fat Owl of the Remove was re.
Eﬂgsmg m the grass, lIe sat up and

linked at the juniors through his big
speotacles,

“1 any, vou fellows. it’s all elear now.
There's noboady in sight. Why not get
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off in the boat, and get in some moTe
prah??

O "veally, Whast i

“Oh, reaily, 1arton——

“ Never mid the grub, old fat bean,”
gaid Bob Cherry., “It's about time you
went in for silmming,”

“ (O, really, Cherry——" :

“1f vou loso a ton of Besh yuu'll” hava
& couple of tons left, you know,” Bob
pointed out. : -

1 sav, you fellows, I'm hungry.

“Wa'va heard that ome,” remarked
Nupgent. ) .

1 haven't tasted jam far days

“ Awful i said Peter Todd. %

%) ean rough it” said DBunter, “1
could make marmalade do when there
't jam, But thers sn't any mar-
malade.”

1f you have tears, prepare to shed
thrm now,™ said Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if I zoo
ati? exclaimed Bunter warmly. °
haven't harld a decent meal for El&; 8.

“Wea're all going rather short,” eaid
Harry Wharton mildly.

Znort, from Bunter. Apparently ho
regarded that remark as irrelevant.
#rom Billy Bunter's point of view the
wriverse began and ended with W. G,
aster. ; : i

“The shovtfulness “is  terrifie!
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“(Oh, really, Inky[ Taook ”h*:!:r:._e!
Something will have to be done, Jsald
Bunter, * You've got me hcere—

*What

“You've got ma here, and tho least
you can do is to szes that have
enough tg eat. That's the very least
song can do”

- “Eill him, somcbody "’ yawned Bob.

“Beast! Look here! What are you
poing to do about grub!” demanded
Bunter. “ That’s what I want {o klm}v.
Wa can’t live gn air. know I can't,
at any rate, You used fo go up in the
hoat to Courtficld snd fetch in grub.
think you jolly well ouglt to go now-—
gop T _

Iarry Wharton shook his head. In
the frst days of the Remove relellion
tho rebels had not found that matter
very difficult.  But the enemy were
more  watchful now. Sir  Hilton
Popper’s keepers haunted the bank of
the Sark, watching for a chance to
“hap ™ the boat if it left the island.
Greyfriars masters and prefects were
very often in_ Courtficld locking for
siray rebels. Bvery day made the com-
missariat a more difficult problem.

“Weo've got to have grub!® hooted
Bunter. )

“That's all right, old fat man,”™ said

anything to cackle

[ 1]

i

Harry soothingly. “We shall get
enough to carry on. We can't get of
in the daylight now; we should be

spotted at once, and if we lost the boat
wo'te up_against it. But we're going
down to Friardale after dark.”

“Ihe shops will be clozed then,”
gronted Bunter. :

“We can knoek up Uncle Clegy in the

village eny time,” said the captain of
the Remove. “We'll try it on to-night
if the coast's clear. If it isn't, we'll
wait till te-morrow night—=>" )

Bunter grunted discontentedly. With
grub already running short the prospect
of waiting till night, or till the morrow
rﬂﬁgiht, dict mot scom to please the fat

wi.
_ “"That hargee will run into the island
if he's not careful,” remarked Johnny
Bull.  “What's the ass steering like
ihat for "

The junisrs looked =&t the barge
lombering slowly up the river.
It was entering tho channel now,
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between the island snd the Topper
Court bank., The barges gencrally

kept to the middle of that channel,
which was not very wide. DBut the
barges, leaning on tha tiller, made the
heavy craft swerve towards the izland,
and the tow-rope stretched out from the
horse on the bank.

Ths bargee’s boy, scated on the
horse, slowed down his steed, and
stared across at the island, grinning.

“1 szay, you fellows, don’t bother
about that silly barge when we're dis-
cussing an  important suhjlnnt " ex-
claimed Billy Bunter irritably. “ Look
hare, there’s nobody on the river, and
I think i.'-:m might risk getting down to
Unecle Clepg's, in Friardale, this after-
noon, see? Don’t be funky I

“¥ou blithering, blethering  fat
frump—=
“1s that silly ass on the barge

blind 7" exelaimed Bob Cherry. "He
'mil be aground if ke doesn’t look
out.”

He stood up and' shouted to [he
bargeman.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! - Want to be

shipwrecked

The man steering the barge glanced
at him and grinned.

The horse on the bank stopped as the
tow-rope tautened. . The barge, far out
from the bank, locked like grounding
against the landing place on  the
izland. Instead of steering clear, the
grinning bargee kept on.  The tow-
rogpe had ceased to pull; but ils own
momentum caused tha barge to smg;a

L]

on, and it bumped suddenly on
1aland. .

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. **Of ell the clumsy asses—-

Why—what—oh erikey! Lool out!”

There waz a startled vyell from the
juniors.

For as the barge bumped on the
landing placo, the sacks and sail-
cloth on her Liucl{ seomed suddenly to
be imbued with lifc. They stivred—and
shifted—and were thrown aside—and a

dozen figures that had been hidden
under them leaped into view.
Wingate, Gwynne,  Lodor, Carne,

Walker, Sykes, and other prefects.of the
Sixth Form a% Greyfriars, burst sud-
dealy on the astounded sight of the
Hemovites.

And even as Harry Wharton & Co.
stared in utter amazement at the unex-
pected sight, the Sixth-Formers leaped
from the barge to the shore, bounded
at the barricade, and clambered over it
The garrison of Popper’s Island had,
after all, been taken EUrprise.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Batile of Popper’s Island!

i H ecrambs 1™
O "*T.ook out!”
“ Back up I

“¥aroooch 12
“"Owl Ow! Owl®

MNover had a surprise attock been
mara complete.

There were only six or seven fellows
at the landing stage. Had they seen
the enemy coming, as naturally the
expected to do, if the ememy cames, all
would have been well. A call would
havo brought the other Removites rush-

ing to the spot, to lime up at the
barricade. A minute would have been
cnough.

Dut there was hard a second
granted thera. The attack eame with
the swiftness of lightning almost.

(George Wingate, captain of Gray-

friars Hohool, had planned it well
More than once he had tried it on and

Failed. Dofeat, ovidently, had tanght
him strategy. The rebels had never
dreamed of suspecting such a dodge.

harton had wondered whether the
Head's visit portended a new move:
but he had never suspected this,

¥Yeb it was simple enough. Wingats
had easily been able to hire a passage
on & barge coming up the river past
the island.

A tip to the bargee was enough, and
made him enter ints the spirit of the
thing. Judging by the broad grin on
his weather-beaten face, he was cnjoy-
m(g) this affair as an excellent joke,

Id =acks and saileloth had hidden
the Greyfriars semiors, till they swere
ready o spring. The barge had run
aground at the island, apparently from
clumay steering.  And the sudden

appearance of the enmemy took the
defondors and

entirely by surprise;
before liacry ﬁartcm & Co. quits
realised that they were there, the
sepiors were half-aerass the barricade.
Come on ™ roared Wingate.

He leaped down among the startled,
amazed, dismayed juniors.

Caught napping ss they were, the
Removites backed up manfully. Thev
yelled to their comrades scattercd over
the island, and tackled the invaders,

Dilly Bunter dived into the {rees aml
vanished. Cover was what Billy
Bunter wanted, whon serapping was
Emng on. The Famous Five and the
Bounder and Peter Todd, standing up
to the rush, were whirled and dashed
aside and over.

Enocked right and left, panti

asping and yelling, they were driven

k befora the rush the hefty
ECTHOTE.

The barricade was taken, almost
before the defenders quite knew that it
was attacked; snd the breathless, dis-
ma{leﬂ juniors were retreating up the
path through the trees, towards the
glade in the centre of Popper's Island-
. The retreat wss rather more like a
flight. They resisted, but they had no
e bhed by

ATTY iarton was grabbe
Loder of the 8ixth and held; Bob
Cherry, fighting valiantly, fell into the
grasp of SByvkes of the Sixth.

The other fellows got clear, but anl
by retreating fast. Leaving two of his
men holding prisoners, Wingate rushed
on with the rest.

“Haw, haw, haw!” came a roar of
laughter from the bargee, who was
evidently greatly entertmined by these
proceedings. :

And he steercd off the island, and
the barge rolled on up the river in the
wake of the towing horse. Ha had
been tipped to land the Greyfriars pre-
fecta on his way up to Courtfield; he
had done it, and now he went on his
way, leaving them to it.

ild shouts and yells rang sll over
Popper's lsland now, The alarm was
goeneral.

“Look out—_12

“The prefocts——"2

“ Back upl”

" Line up, you men 1™

“1 pguess wa're ginched |
Fisher T. Fish.
gummed it [?

and

gasped
“T'1l say this has

“Go for 'emlIZ roared Bolsover
major.

“Back up!”? welled the Bounder.
“Pila in! They'va pgot Wharton—
tha;f’vF got the boat! Baeck up, you
men |

Thera was a rush of the rebels from
all sides. Few were missing. Bkinner
and Snoop were not to be seen.
Fisher T. Fish was seen, for & moment,
before he vanished into a tree. But .
every other man in the Remove camse.



rushing into  the fray. Napoleon
Dupont, the French junior, was frying
eges for tea st the cocking-stove. He
ceased to fry eggs, and dashed into the
serap, wiclding a hot frying-pan that
dri?pnd with grease.

There were thirty Remove fellows,
mora than enough to have held tha
defences against any foren that could
be I}ruu%ht sgainst them, had thoey
been on their guard. Now it was hand-
to-hand; but, even so, numberz gave
the rebels a chance, if they stood up
to ii.

And they were standing up to it
gallantly.

The rush of the prefects brought them
right into the camp in the glwﬂe; but
the rebels rallied there, and the fight
was hard and fast.

pa——

:1'{

“ Mr. Prout,”” sald Mr. Quelch,
the Fifth.

his fempe
““What ? What did you say, Quelch# What? "

i

EVERY SATURDAY

Wingate's stratepy; and there was no
doubt that it was good strategy.

Loder of the Sixth, struggling with
Ilarry Wharton, suddenly {ound his
leg hooked and he camo down in-the
grass with a heavy bump.

Wharton sprang clear, and lf.-n}l:c-:] to
Bob Cherry's aid. Svkes had Bob in 2
grasp of iron; but that grasp was
refaxed as Wharton seized him by the
callar behind, and drapged Liim over
hackwards.

Sykes hit the i1sland hard, with s lond
roar.

“Come on!” panted Wharton.

He rushed up the path after Wingate
& Co., followed by Bob., After them
flow Loder, S8yvkes, and Walker.

In the glade the battle was raging
furiously.

r suddenly falling him, ** yon are an ass ! *
““ An ass | *’ repeated Mr. Quelch Armly over his shoulder.

5

For many wild and whirling minutes
the combat raged. ‘Lhe seniors had the
advantage of size and weight. The
juniorz had the advaniagoe of pumbers.
It was numbers that told in the long
run. And Wingate and biz men sb Inst
were driven in relrent down the path o
the landing place,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Stranded !
roared  DBob

1 FTER them ™
A Cherry.
“They're licked ! yelled

~ the Dounder. **After them ™
Eeeping i?igﬂlmr. tha Sixth TForm
men retreated down the path between

the thick trees. They were unwilling

LY

»
=
.-"
]
|
il
b L iy 1 "h ll
!
“ What ? " gasped the master of

And he walked on, leaving Prout rooted to the floer, breathless with Indlgoatien.

Meanwhile, Wharton and Bob Cherry
were strugglin% frantically in the grasp
of Loder and Bykes, on the path.

And Walker of the 3ixth was busy.
He had stayed behind the rush, and
was dragging at the boat. Wingate
hoped to carry the island and capture
the rebels. But he was well aware that
the conflict might end the other way.
‘And ho had given James Walker
instructions. Whatever happened, the
rebels’ boat was to be made sure of.

While tho combat raged wildly,
Walker of tha Sixth grasped the boat,
dragged it over the barricade, and
pushed it out into the water,

There he tied the painter to a droop-
ing willow branch, and. left it, and
hurripd back to rejoin his friends.
the battle went against the invaders, the
boat was ready for their retreat, and
they would take it away with them,
leaving the rebels stranded. Such was

If 1

There were a dozen Sixth Form men
all hefty and muacular. And they had
the advantage of a surﬁsriae on their
gide. At first it looked as if they
would carry everythiog before them,

But the Hemovites rallied and re-
gisted, and fought rvaliantly. The
knowledge of what they had to expoct
at Greyiriars helped to buck them.
Floggings all round, and the “sack”
for: eome of them, did not make &
pleasant or attractive prospect.

“Back up, Removel"  roared
Wharton, as he plunged into the fray.

“Go for 'em!” bawled Bob Cherry.

“Give "em socks ! yvelled Squilk,

“Yarocop !” howled Wingate, as he
catight Dopont's frving-pan with his
wad.,. “Ow! You med young ass—
wow I

" Stick it, vou fellows I

“zive 'em jip!”

“ Buck uvp, }temm'e i

to go—some of them, at least. Loder
and Carne and Walker went rather

uickly, and woare firzt in the boat, Duk
the others retreated slowly and savagely,
end disputed every foot of the way.

The rebels pressed on  after  them.
Lumps of turf and cmipty cans whizzed
through the air to hasten the retreat of
the invaders.

They reached the landing-place, where
they had to scramble aver the harrvicadae
to get away., There Wingate halted.

“Look here, stand to it!™ he mpﬁe&.
TWe—yarcoopoh "' A heavy chunk of
turf, hurled by the Bounder, caught the
Greyiviars captain under the clun and
sent him sprawling.

“Faith, and they're too many for us
intirely 1 gasped Gwynne of the Bixth,
* Bretter got out of it.”

“They've got the boat ™ yelled Johnny

Tug Muoxer Lisnany.—No. 1,382



6 HURRAH !

EXTRA-LONG COVER-TO-COVER STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & C0.—

wll, "Come onl We've got to got the
lmvat, 1vou men”

“ Buck up ! gasped Wharton.

The Removites charged., Ovwver the
Larricade the prefects went scrambling
and tumbling. Wingate was the [ast,
but he had to go, They crowded down
to the beoat.

Missiles from the island were erashing
inte the boat. Loder pushed off, withous
waiting for all the prefects to scramble
in. In fact, there was bardly room for
all of them,

“Hald on i yelled Gwynne,

Bix or seven scniors were in the boat.
The rest were on the margin of tho
1<land.

A charge of the Removites gent them
~plashing into the water, Wingate and
Liwynne stood their ground for a
motitent, but a dozen pairs of hands
weee on them, and they were pitched
headlong into the Sark.

Lhe juniors swarmed on the edge of

Papper’s Island.  They had beaten off
the sttack.  Bub the boat was out of
theary reach,

IFiva or six prefects, up to their
higtlders in water, scrambled out and
held on to the punwale, Lader and
Valker had the oars out, and were pull-
gz, With half the enemy in the boat,
sl {lwer other half hanging on to it, it
Hd away down the river,

MWe've  beaten  them(”
Xugont,

“The hwatfulaess is terrifio.™

“HBut they've pot the boat ! panted
Wharton. “They've got itl"

" That's what they wanted!" growled
Jolnmy Buoll, “I']l bet Wingate never
fancied he could beat wa, It was the
boat they were after”

"Wall, we'va given "em a jolly
Hcking 17 gafped Bob Cherzy.
utre comiort,

gaspedl

ood
i T at‘lﬂs

The rchels stared after the retresting
enemy.  They had won that terrific
zerap. But tho boat was gone beyond
recovery, They watched it pull in to
the bank, a hundred wards down the
river. There most of the Bixth Formers
landed. DBut two of them remained in
the boat, and pulled on down the river,
heading for the Greyiriars boathouse.

In a few minntes the boat vanished
from sight.

“ Going-—going--gone "’
Dob Cherry.

*The ponefulness 1z terrifio ™

murmured

“We're done for now!" remarked
Skinner. Now that the combat was
over, Skinner had emerged from parts
unknown, “What did vou fellows let
llwrnh land for? Weren't you keeping
'l-"-ﬂtE ?-Jli

“They came up on o barge,’” answered
Wiarton, “They were hidden under a
tot of sacks, and we never saw them
Till——

" Rotten trick I said Wibley.

“Faney old Wingate boin’ so  jolly
strategio ! sand  Lord RMauleverer.
“ Rather deep of the jolly old bean,
what ™

*The deepfulness was preposterous,”

“Well, you might have been on the
look-out 1'' said Skinner. *“ Rather fat-
headed to let them catch vou napping
like that! They knew they hadn't an
carthly if they came in the open,”

“You've done it now!” remarked
Snoop.  “ You've let them get the boat
and, of course, thet's what they wanted,
They know wo can’t keep it up now
the boat's pone™ -

“I guess this lets us out]” said Fisher
T. Fish. Fishy also had reappeared
from parts unknown when the scrap
waz over. “I'll say this gums it, you
guysl It's sure the cat's whiskers ¥

ERALD LOUER holds the distinction of being easuy the most onpopular
prefect at dreyfriars; and he's got a particular “ down ' on Harry Wharton
& Co. of the Remove, By fair means or foul Loder Is set upon disgraciog thess

cheery Removites—bub « - « =

It'a war to Lhe knife belween the tyrant prefect and the ** Famous Five,* hut
the end of the battle seea Harry Wharlon & Co. triumphant and Loder humbled

to his knees!

Get this amazing book-length story of achool life and adventurs at Gresiriars,
It's by Frank Richards, aod is too good to be missed!

Ask Your Newsagent for No. 225 of

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY

A Grand Book-Length Yarn for 40" ONLY !

“Hallo, halle, halle!
Wingate I’ )
Wingate of the Bixth, drenched, dis-
hevelled, and not looking very good-
tempered, cameo striding up the tow-
ath, and halted opposite the island
anding place. He glared across at the
swarn of juniors. Herbert Vernon-
Smith sorted ocut a chunk of turf,
“You young raszcals!” called out the
Greyfviars captain.

“Youn old rascal!” called back Bob
Cherrey.

“We've taken away your boat—="

Hora comes

“We guessed that one!”™
“Youre stranded there!” went on
Wingate. “You can be jolly certain

that you won't get a chance of getting
hold of another boat. I don't know how
much grub youw've got there, but you
can't have a lot. You won't be getting
any more. You'll have to chuck it up
in & day or two. I advise you to chuck
it up now and stop this foolery.”

“Thank you for nothing !” ]
~ “You young asscz, you'll have to give
m when you run out of prub. If you
choose to comae back to Greviriars now,
I'l get you across—"

* Bow-wow |*

13 Rnts 1'.

"o and eat coke!”

"Well, you can stay there till you get
hungry I" said the Grevfriars captuin.
“When you make up your minds to give
m, you can let us know! My advics to
you is to—whooop! Yooop! Yaroooh!”

Smithv's chunk of turf few and
landed on Wingate's features. He went
over backwards as if had been shot.

.Elﬁ roared 83 he bumped on tha tow-
pati. ;

“Man down!” howled Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

Wingate scrambled up, red with
wrath, He dabbed mud from his face,
shook an angry fist at the yelling Re-
movites, and stalked away—rather
hurriedly. And the rebels were left to
themselves—stranded |

THE FIFTE CHAPTER,
"High Words!

OKER of the Fifth grinned.
‘ “Here they come!” he said.
And his friends, Potter and
Greepe, grinned-a

do did a crowd of other Greyiriars
fellows.

The CGreyfriars quad was crowded.
After class it had been observed that
the Sixth Form prefects wera asbsent.
And the Greyiriars fellows did not need
telling where they were. They could

wess that the great men of the Bixth
ad goue on another cxpedition to deal
with the rebels on Popper's Island. And
they wera rather keen to learn the
rosult,

By the Head's strict orders the bank
of the Sark was now out of bounds for
the school. Communication with the
rebels was strictly cut off. Otherwise
there would coertainly have been a crowd
of fellows of all Forms staring at
Popper's Island from the towpath.

“They look like winners, what?"
grinned Hobson of the 3hell.

“They do—they does!” chuckled

~ Tem la of the Fourth.

s |.FI

h, rather ™ grinned Dabnoy.

A sea of eyes watched the prefects
when thoy came in at the gates. They
did not, as & matter of fact, look hike
winners,

They wera all wet, and dusty and
muddy, and untidy, and most of them
bora very visible signs of hefty combat.
“Claret’” dripped from many noses.

And they ?)rﬁught no juniors with
them. Evidently the rebels had not
been rounded vp.
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“Foozled it again, what?” asked
Coker of the Fifth genia.llr. as the
weary prefects tramped in.

They did not answer Horace Coker’s
Eéumtiﬂn. But it scemed to annoy them,

wynune and Loder grasped Coker and
bumped him down in the guad with a
bump that made him roar. ;

They walked on and left him rearing.

After which, nobody clse asked the
dusty and defeated prefects how they
had got on with the expedition. But
& ripple of langhter ran round the
quad, and the weary men of the Bixth
were glad to get into the House, out
public view.

A good many fellows in the quad-
rangle noticed that the headmaster was
standing at his study window, looking
ouk.

On eithor side of him steood DMr
Quelch, the master of the Bemove,
and Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.

The Hcead's brow darkened at the
sight of the dusty scniors. He read
failure in their dismal aspect.

Prout frowned also. %fl{!h‘s face
was expressioniess, but thers was a
glimmer in his gimlet eyes. Quelch,
perhaps, was not wholly out of sym-
pathy with his rebel Form. No doubt
the Removites wers young rascals. Still,
thei wers Mr., Quelch’'s Form, and
perhaps he saw zome good in them
which nobody elss could see,

Dr. Locke turned from the study
window. Ho was disappointed, and
deeply  aonoyed. He had  been

uainted with Wingate's plan, and he
m hoped better things of it. At the
gound of buzzing voices in the quad,
he had looked out, in the hope of sceing
a crowd of young rebels shepherded in
by the victorious prefects. Instead of
which, he saw tired and dusty fellows
trgiling wearily home--some of them
with swollen noses.

“Wingate appears to have
again 1¥ zaid the Head,

“It appears so!” murmured Mr.
Quelch, his face still expressionless..

Prout gave his colleague a suspicious
look. Prout rather suspected Quelch of
being glad that the forees of law and
order had failed,

Certainly Queich was very keen on
discipline. But he seemed to find all
sorts of excuses for his rebel Form.

It was weeks since Prout had been
inked by Billy Bunter, or by some un-
knewn outrageous person for whose sins
Bunter had suffered. But the porily
Prout had not forgotten it X

It was an insult, an injury to his
dignity, and his dignity was Prout's
most precious possession.

It geemed to Prout that Queleh madae
light of the matter. Ho had opposed,
&0 far a3 he could, the sacking of the
perpetrator. It m1th almest have been
thought that Quelch did not consider
that 1t mattered very much whether
P’rout was inked or not!

"It is scandalous, sir!” said Prout,
addressing the Head, but with his eye
on Mr, Quelch. "™ These rebellious young
rascals seem to be lost to every sense of
law and order and propriety."

Quelch’s oves lint9£

“"Really, Mr. Prout!” he snapped.

“Really, Mr. Quelch I sald the Fifth
Form master.

A tap at the door interrupted thom,

“Come inl” snapped Dr. Locke., The
Head's temper had grown unusually

failed

end remarkably snappish sinece the
Bemove rebellion had started.
Wingate of the Sixth entered,
Iir, Locke greeted him with a grim

lock, le was not plensed with his head
prefect,. His look made that quite clear,

“Vou have failed again, Wingate!”
he almost barked.

“We did our best, sir—""

“You have not secured Bunler?®

“No, sir, but—"

“Have you secured
rebellious boys ™™

“MN-no, but 5

“Really, Wingate, I expcefed better
things of my prefects !” said the Head.
“It 13 amazing to me that the whele
body of Bixth Form prefects are unable
to deal with s few rebellious Jumor
boys" -

ingafe reddened. Ho rmaght have

reforted that the majestic Head him-
gelf seemed incapable of dealing with
those rebellions junior boys.

P e

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER.

No. 10.—FISHER T. FISH.
(The American-born member of the Remove.)

When we asked our lightning artist
for a cartoon of * Fishy,” the cute
guy from " Noo Yark,” Skinner drew
a deep breath, then drew his pen across
Efen The result we pasz on to you.—

¥

any of those

Hera's Fiohy with his dollars [
An atl=fired business man !

He's wvary cute, and collars
Whatever cash he can.

Hin transatlantic vigour
At * raking in the rogks,"
Has put a tidy figurs
Into his money~box |
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“There are thiriy of the young
rascals, sir—"

Grunt from the Head.
“And they're absolutely reckless now,
sip—-""

Grunt again !

“YWo've  all well

pot pretiy

damapgoed-—-—=*

(zrunt !

“But we've got the boat away from
the island, sir!™ -

“Oh1” ejaculated the licad.
“I've locked 1t up 1n the boat-house,

sir! They're stranded on the island
naw,” said Wingate.

“Oh!” repeated the Head., “Very
good! Very pood indeed, Wingate!™

ﬁng the Groviciars captain left tho
study.

Dr. Locke stood with & very thought-
ful expression on his face. Prout was
nodding with satisfaction. Mr, Quclch
looked very serious.

" This, sr, should bring matiers lo
a specdy end "' said Mr. Prout.

“Quite 1" snid the IHead.

“Hitherto,” said Prout, “these young
raseals have been able to obtain supplies
of—of comostibles by means of the boat,
but now, sir, that thoy are stranded on
tha island with po means of communi-
cation——"

“ Exactly I said the Head. "I have
Little doubt that this outrageous
rebellion will speedily come to an end.
Ubvicusly the boys must surrender when
thoy can obtoin no further supplies of
fﬂ{ﬁi‘"

Mr. Quelch breathed rather hard.

“It 15 your intention, sip—="
began.

“It iz my intention, sir, to end this
outragrous  rebellion  at the carliest
poszible moment [ satd the Head coldly,
*Carcful watch must be kept, to
ascortain that the bovs do not obtamn
pussession of another boat, and that ne
one communicates with them, Surrender
must soon follow.”

Mr., Quelch pursed his lips.

Porhaps the Remove master knew his
boys rather better than the Head did.
Certatnly he was not at all sure that
aven a food shortage would compel
them te surrender.

“It is a very serious matter, sir!” he

ha

ventured, “1 fear for the health of
the boys——" :
“They wore at liberty to leave the

island whenever they choose ! said the
Head icily. “ At s signal that they are
prepared to surrender they will be
feteched back to the school”

*Quite so, sir, but—-"

“There is nothing more to be said,
Mr., Queleh!™ said the Head in a very
Eﬂinted manner, and lhe sat down at
15 dosk,

The two Form-masters left the study.
Mr. Quelch’s face was rather set. Oying
to the difference of opinmion aboub
Bunter. e was rather out of harmony
with his respected chief these days.
Prout, on the other hand, was full of
satisfaction. Prout was not a harsh man
by any means, but he could not forget
how he had been inked. Tt was time—
mors than time—for the scntence of
expulsion to be ecarried out on the inker,
in Prout's opinion.

“This is excellent, my dear Queleh ™
satd Prout in the corridor.

“1 fnil to gee it, siT
Queleh.

“There 13 no doubt that the young
rascals will be compelled to serrender
to authority now!™ explained Prout,

*1I decline to listen to such & desenip-
tion of the boy:s of my Form, Mr.
Proet."

“¥ou have not forgotten, T trust,
that & boy of your Form hurled a large
quantity of ink at me, Quelch!” ex-
claimed Prout warmly, " You have not
forgotten that Bunter was expelled for
that outrageous act o

“1 have not forgotten, sir, that wvou
made & mistake in that matter,” said
Mr. Queich. “I do net belicve for a
momoent that it was Bunter.”

“ Nonsense, sir!” boomed Prout.

“1f von, sir, had been a hittle more
observant. if vou had ascertained the
facts instead of jumping fo a con-
clesion——"" satd Mr. Queleh tartly.

“ Nonzense, sir ! 1 repeat, nonsense !
exclaimed Ar. DProut hotly. "I am
surprised, sir—I may say astounded—
that you venture io gquestion the Justieo
of the Head's senfence. I am amnzed
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that you should vénture fo utter 8 word
in defence of theso disrespectiul young
TASCH i ; et

* I ropeat, sir, that I will heten to no
such deseription——"

“And I repeat, sir,” boomed Prout.
I'II T‘E!'.I‘Elﬁ.t iy

Mr. Quelch's temper had been sorely
tried the last few weeks. Now, for a
moment it failed him,

“Mr, Pront,” he said.
ass "

And he walked down the corridor.

“*What 1" ﬁnspgd Prout, *What did
your say ! What 7

*“ An sss!” repeated Mr. Quelch firmly
over hiz shoulder., And ho walked on,
leaving Frout rooted to the foeor,
breathless with indignation.

“You are an

PU————]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Skort Commons!

i SAY,. you fellows]”

“"For goodness’ sake, shut up,
Bunter 1%

“Bhan't " roared Bunter.

Thera was s hint of trouble in the
sir on Popper’s Islend,

It was the following day. Many of
the garrison had demages to repair
after that strenuous scrap with the
}Jmt:c-:ctm Meny of them were still
eeling tha effects of that scrap.

But that did not worry the rebels of
Greviriars very much. That was all in
the day's work.

Fellows could hardly expect to stand
up against thoe headmaster and his
profect:  without collecting a  few
damages.

Much more serious than that was the
question of “grub.”

The prefects had failed to defeat the
rebels, failed to round them up, failed
to capturs the schoolboys’ island. But
they had got away with the boat. That
was & erushing blow.

_ Food was already short. It was grow-
ing shorter and shorter,

Thirty fellows, all with
appetites, required some feeding., Bo
far as cash went, the rebels pooled
their resources; and, like the Early
(*hristians, they contributed what the
had to the common_stock, and ahareﬁ
and shared alike. Fellows who were
stony like Bunter, or who were stingy
like Fisher T. Fish, fared as well as
wealthier and more generous fellows.

But it was not & question of cash now.
Communicationa had been cut off. The
rebels felt rather as if they had been
shipwrecked on a desert island.

Thera was, happily, plenty of cash.
Lord Mauleverer had an almost in-
exhaustible supply of that useful article.
The Bounder had recently obtained a
fresh supply. Monty Newland had
lots. The Famous Five were fairly well
eupplied. Fisher T, Fish, as a matter
of fact, had what he called his “"wad ¥
safely tuclked away; but he kept it
tucked away, not being a belisver in
spending money, especially on others.
Most of the fellows, however, stood
their “whark " checrfully. That was
not the diffieulty.

Already it had been getting too risky
to visit Courtfield for supplies. There
had been many narrow escapes. But
the rebels had planned to get in s cargo
from tho village of Friardale, and no
doubt they wounld have been quite suc-
cessful—but for the loss of the boat.

i 'IHat knocked the whole thing on the

R,

They were stranded on the island in
the Sark like & party of Robinzon
Crusoes, and there was no means of get-
ting off except by swimming.
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The rations had been thin slready;
now they were thinper. Before long
they would thin down to vanishing
point.

And then— '

Billy Bunter, sccustomed to packing
away enocugh for two or three fellows,
had for whole days packed away only
encugh for one.

Now he had less than enough for ane.

The summer sun ceased to shine for
William George Bunter, Life assumed
the aspect of a weary, dmarﬁ desart.

Some of the fellows thought that the
game was up. Unly one ssid so. That

was Skinner, ]
inner suggested that it was time to
chuck up the whole thing., Havin

made that suggestion, Bkinner foun
himself upended, with his head dipping
intoc the mud on the margin of the
15land,

Hea dropped the subject at once.
Nobody elss tock it up., Other follows
who fancied that the game was up kept
their opinion to themselves. :

But there wera glum faces in the
gZAarrison.

Bunter's wasa tha %Iummesb.

Bunger certainly did not ﬂ'l:ggﬂﬂt aur-
render. Surrender meant that Bill
Burter's zentence of the “aack " woul
ha carried out, and that he would have
to push off for home, finished with
Greyiriers School for good !

The Owl of the Remove did not want
that. But he wanted a solid meal—in
fact, several s=splid meals, one .after
another. He wanted them badly. He
wanted them frightfully. His fat soul
yearnad for them.

At the beginning of the shortage
Bunter had asked, with indignation,
whether he was to eat bread-and-butter
without jam. Later, he had inguired,
with deeper indignation, whether he
was to eat bread without butter. Now
oven bread was running short, and
Bunter’s indignation could &carcely
have expressed in words,

Tira other fellows were going short,
too. But that, of course, did not worr
Bunter. His fat thoughts, as usual,
wera concentrated on his fat self. And
no doubt Bunter felt the food shortapge
more severely than the rest. It hit him,
as Fishy would have described it, where
ho lived.

“T say, you fellows, what are we
going to do?” groaned Bunter. “Look
here, you're leader, Wharton—at least,
you call yourself leader! It's up to
you! Well, what are you going to
o ¥

“Tighten my belt” answered the
captain of the Remove, laughing.

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
That resource was of no use to the Qwl
of the Remove. “1I say, Smithy, you're
not such & silly fool as Wharton! I've
eaid all slong that you ought to be
leader ! T say, Smithy, ¢can’t you think
of anything to do?”

“Yes, rather ! answered the Bounder
at once.

Bunter's fat face brightened.

“0Oh, good 1" he exclaimed. "I knew
vou'd think of something! You're not
g dummy like Wharton ! What are you

going to do, Bmithy "

o gann going to bang yvour head on that
ofli——="

[ ] Eh ?!! . ) )

“ And see if it will shut you upI”

“F & Leggot!  Yarooch I
roared Punter, as the Bounder grasped
him by the collar and proceeded to suit
the action to the word. “I eay
Whaoop! Leggo! Besst! Yow-ow-
ow '

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Wow! Beast! Wow!” roared
Bunter. “Oh crikey]l Wow”

After which Billy Bunter was busily
occupied in rubbing his bullet head, and
made no more remarks on the nu'Ejmt
of the commissariat for a time.

The question was urgent. It was
pressing. All the rebels on Popper's
Island were giving it deep snd anxious
thought.

Somaething had to be danal

But what? .

Every now and then one of Siz
Hilton's keepers appeared on the tow-
path and cast & grinning glence
towards tho iclapd. Greyfriazs prefects
were occasionally e ec?:"

Close watch, evidently, was being
kept to seo that mo secret sympathiser
got In touch with the besieged rebels.

Ancther day came—and went.

The food shortage was getting more
and mere gerious. Billy Bunter grosned
over hig thin meals 1 sheer anguish
of spirit. Even surrender and
‘sack " began to look less attractive to
Bunter now.

What was going to bo donet That,
85 Shakespesra has remarked, was the
question. And it was a estion to
which the beleaguered rebels, so far,
had found no answer.

e e e—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bee's Knee!l

¢bgr T'S the bea's knee!™
I “Thus Fisher 1. Fish.
The junior from New York
. was addressing no one in par-
ficular. Apparently, he was enswering
his_own unspoken thoughts.
He was leaning on a tree Eﬁy the
l&nduig place, gazing thoughifully out
e sunny river. DBut he was not

over
heeding the scenery,

The sunny, rippling Bark, the wooded
banks, the green downs in the distance,
the grey old tower of Greyiriars rising
over the tree-tops, had no appeal for
the practical, hard-headed Fishy.

There was no money in scenery. Bo
Fishy would have asked contemptu
what was the earthly good -of 1t, if bhe
had thought of it st all~—which he never
did! A thing that bad no money in it
cut no ice with ¥isher T. Fish.

Fichy was thinking. No doubt he
was, like the other fallows, thinking of
the pressing food problem. But he was
thinking on different lincs. Fighy's
thoughts seldom ran on the same lines
&3 thosa of the other Removites. He
had had the advantage of being
“rajsed M in *Noo Yark.” That made
a differcnce—a tremendous difference.

There were other fellows in _the
Remove of whom their school had no
reason to be proud. Billy Bunter was
a ruthless grub-raider; Bkinner and
Snoop and Stott had am-uﬁ, dingy,
shady ways; the Bounder bad s kink
of blackguardism in him., DBut there
was ne cother fellow quite like Fishy.
Fishy was the only man in the Form,
for mstance, who had ever thought of
lending money at interest among the
other fellows and establishing o Shylock
business in the school. i

To do Fishy justice, he did not ses
anything wrong in it. According to
Fizshy, a fellow's chject in life was to
get money off other fellows. The
method was a secondary consideration.

Fishy was, indeed, kept in a constant
state of surprise by the views the other
Removites expressed him and his
methods. He could only put it down
to the fact that they had been raised
on the inferior side of the Atlantic,
whera guys were such such
sunhs, such ginks, and gecks, that they

id not even know that money waa the
beginning and end of all things.
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An eager crowd gathered round Fisher T, Fish as ho opened the packing-¢ase and disclosed all sorts and conditions of provender.

% Say, you guys, don't crowd ! ** yapped

* It's the cat's whiskers 1" said Fisher
T. Fish, addressing space. ) ]
He nodded his bony head with satis-

faction. Whatever the outcome of
Fishy's long and deep meditations,
evidently 1t pleased him. ,

“I'll “say it's the grasshopper’s

pyiamas!” said Yisher T. Fish, with
growing enthusiasm, “It’s sure -the
olaphant’s  side-whiskers, and then
some 7 .

Bob Cherry glanced round at him. A
group of juniors were at the landing-
place, watching for a possible enemy,
and keeping & very wary eye open now
for eny passing barge. ..

“Iiallo, hallo, halle! What's biting
you, Fishyi” asked Bob. -

“ Bh—I guess I been thinking !” said
Fishor T. %‘isl‘n

“With what?" asked the Bounder.

Fishy answered that question only
with a disdainful snort, Fisher T. I'ish
guessed, reckoned, and caleulated that,

when it came to brains, he could lay
over anything in the Greyfriars
Remove.

“Hay, you guys,” went on Fishy, :’I
guess you've got it gummed a fow!

“The gumfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘

“1 gueas if any guy came along with
grub to sell, jau'g go willing to buy,
what?” said Fisher T. Fish,

“ Yes, rather!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“And I'll. say you wouldn't be too
pertickler about Erinaa, what 7"

“ Probably not.

“Moan to say, if you got the offer of &
cargo of grub, you'd pony up what was
asked, without getting a grouch?”

My dear man, if some enterprising

the American junior.

merchant comes up the river with grub
to sell, he can ask what he likea!” said
Frank Nugent, “But the Hoad will
take jolly pood care that nobedy does.”

“You guy: mean that?” demanded
Fisher T, F:!tsh. ] .

The juniors gave him their attention
now. 1t was rather mystiyving.

“Certainly !” said Harry Wharton,
“If some jolly old blockade-runner
brought us supplies, we'd pay anything
he asked, Witﬁm reason, of course.”

“Double ! asked Fisher T. Fish.

“Yes, rather! It would be jolly well
worth 1t [*

“I say, you fellows, I'd l?:g treble,
or—or anything !” squoake Billy
Bunter. “1 say, Fishy, if you've got
any ideg——" :

‘I guesa I +was raised where they

row ideas,” said Fisher T. Fish.

Whon you get it gummed, you can't do
better than leave it fo a gaimt what was
roaised in Moo ¥ark! Yep!”

He strolled away up the path to the
camp in the glade, his bony brows
wrinkled in thought,

Qut of sight of the other fellows,
Fisher T. ¥ish sat down under a tree,
and took out his pocket-hook.

Hea proceeded to make a carciul
examination of the contents.

Fishy's contributiona to the “pool”
had been very meagre. As ths other
fellows, unlike Fishy, did not regard
money as the beginning and end of all
things, they had not bothered about it.
I'ishy was, howaver, quite well supplied.
He saved assidvously all the profits he
made on_his moneylending among the
fags. He never epent anything if he
could help it., He bought things cheap
fromn hard-up fellows, and sold them as

* Give a galoot room. Now, gentlemen, guys and galoots,
sort out your spondulics ! Sale nowon I ™

dear as he could. Sometimes, thougli,
but rarely, he reccived & tip from Iiram
K. Fish, in New York. '3

Iis greatest joy in life was counting
his money. Now %m carefully counted it
once more Ilis accumulations
amougted te quite a large sum for a
FLower Fourth junior, e lad & total
of twelve pounds. From & strictly
moral point of view, perhaps, most of it
did not belong to Fishy. But a moral
point of view never troubled the busi-
nessinan of the Remove, Posseasion was
nino points of the law!

Fishy ren risks in his business, and no
doubt ho considered that he was entitled
to be paid for his risks.

Hia moneylending account-book was
enough to mot him a flogging, if not the
snck, if the hcadmaster gpotted if.
Fishy still shivered when be remembered
how thet dangerous volume had fallen
inlo the hends of Mr, Prout, and he had
dreaded that Mr. Prout would {uke 1t to
the Head. i :

“More'n enough!” said Fisher TV
Fish, nodding with satisfaction over hia
plunder. “I guess ten quids will work
the riflal Yep !

For somgo time Fisher T, Fish was busy
with a fountain-pen. He wrote a lotter,
read it over, nodded over it, and then
sealed it uwp, with ten pounds in paper
meney cnclosed,

The envelope was addressed to "3,
Lazarus, Esq.,, ¢/o Mr. Lazarus, High
Street, Courtfield.”

Ilarry Wharton & Co. knew Solly
Lozarus well; he was & member of the
Courtficld County School ericket team,
with whom thoy had regular fixtures,
Fisher T.qi?'wh often dropped into Mr.

Tuz Maonsr Lieeagy.—No. 1,382,
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Tazarns' -sccond-hand shop, i Court-
firldd, in searvh of bargaing, which he
afterwards disposed of at a higher price
among Greyfriars fellows,

Solly, when he was home from school,
often minded the shep for his father, so
Fizsliy had had many dealings with him,
He was a good-natured and friendly
youth, and no doubt would have been
more than willing to deo anything he
cenild to lelp his Greyfriars friends n
their present sore strait, if he had
known of it .

Fisher 1. Fish slipped the leiter into
lis porket, and strolled back to the land-
nyr plaee ; :

Now that the letter wos wrnillen it
had to be posted,

Farlier in the afternoon he had
seen old Benson, the Friardale boat-
keeper, pull up to Courtfield past the
izland.  Booner or later, that ancient
mariner would be returning. Fisher T.
]:l:'jsh lcaned on a tree and watched for

L.

The other fellows were discussing the
food problem. Fisher T. Fish listened
to them with a grin on his bony visage.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's old Ben-
son in his boat !’ exclaimed Bob Cherry
sildenly, as a boat came in sight from
the direetion of Courtficld,

The Bounder's eyes gleomed.

“If he came near enough
jumnp—" he bi:ieatheﬁ. 4 Bish

“Piracy on the jolly o igh seas,
what #* grinned Bob., .

“He will give us & wide berth,” sald
Harry Wharton., " He's got instructions
from the Head to keep clear of us. He
won't risk getting mixed up In a Grey-
friars row.” -

‘The captain of the Remove was night.

ld TNenson, as he rowed into the
channel between the island and the
bank, grinned and nodded at the group
of juniors, but was very careful to keep
a wide berth,

“Will you lend us that hoat, old
bean 7 called out IBob Cherry.

The ancient mariner chuckled.

“SBorry, sir; but vour ‘eadmaster's
told me very specipl—-—"

“Hay. bo ! called out Fisher T. Fish,
taking the letter from his pocket. ™ Say,
T yon’ll post & letter for a guy, what ¥

“Cortainly, sir! said old Benson.
“No harm in that "

With & wary eye on the juniors, he
sfeered near enough for Fisher T, Fish
to tosa the letter inte the boat. Then
he shot away down the Sark, and dis-
apprared.

Fizgher T. Fizsh grinned with satisfac-
tion, Old Bensgon was a trustworthy
man, and could be relied upon to post
the letter safely. The next morning it
would reach Eﬂ“f’ Lazarus, snd Fishy
had no doubt that the good-natured
Solly would earry oot the reguest con-
tained therein, Fishy chuckled, and tho
jumiors glanced at Jum.

“Anything .on " asked Bob.

‘”IJus.t & foew!” answered Ficher T.

1<h,

“Well, what?

“I guess it's the bee's knea !

And, with that inadegquats explana-
tion, Figher T. Fish jerked away, still
giluning, leaving Harry Wharton & Co.
staring.

for a

—— ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Goods!

b H lor' I greancd Dilly Dunter.
That, apparently, was Bun-

ter’s way of saying grace,
It was morning, and the fat
0wl of the Removo blinked at his break-
fast, with dismal little round eyes

behind his big round spectacles.
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Meal: on Popper’s Island were grow-
ing smaller by degrees and beautifully
bres,  Bouifi suggested that they would
soon woent a microscope to ses theom
with.

While meals grew smaller, appetites

soemed to grow larger. That was,
indeed, & natural result.

Skinner and Sncop grumbled. DBut
most of the fellows took it as cheer-

fully ns possible. Fisher T, Fish, who
might have becn expected to grouse as
soon a3 anybody, did not grumble.
Iideed, judging by the sly grin on
Fishy's bony wizage, and the cunning
twinkle in his shiﬁy eyes, he found
something of a satisfactory nature 10
the food shovtage.

Which was surprising, if true, for
Fishy undoubtedly was hungry, like
everybody else,

The Famous Five were still deter-
mined on holding out. "The Bounder,
Redwing, Bauiff, Toddy, Tom Brown,
Mauleverer, Mark Linley, and other
resolute fellows backed them up, all
along the line. Something was g‘nmghtu
ba done. Tt had not been done yet—but
it was going to be !

But doubt was growing.
Bunter often ducﬂwi a fellow could
not live on air, And the garrison of
Popper's Island were getting perilously
near to that unsubstantial form of
sustenance,

“ Faith,

After all, as

and it's famiszshed I am
intirely ! Micky Desmond remarked,
when he had finiched his brekker—which
did not take him long.

“What price one of Mrs., Mimble's
pork pies now i sighed William Wibley.

There was a deep groan [rvm Bunter.
The mere mention of & pork pic meant
acute suffering to him,

“What price one of Coker’s ham-
pers?” grinned Ogilvy.

Croan agein from Bunter,

“Look here! We can’t stick this out
much longer!” =aid Skinner sulkily,

I'mi not going to starve!™

“Hame here I growled Bnoop.

“I say, you fellows, I'm wasting
away !” moaned Bunter. “I'm being
reduced to a shadow.”

“Bome shadow, I pguess!™ chuckled
Fisher 1. Fish.

“I'm fading away before sour eyes,
and a lot you fellows care!” said Bunter
battorly. “A fat lot ¥

“Don't get alarmed till you've lost a
ton, old man,” said Bob Cherry comfort-
mgi w “You'll have the other ton left."”

" Beast I groaned Bunter. “I1 say,
rou fellows, this can't go on, vou know.

‘d rather be sacked than starve.
Oh lox* 1™

" Bow-wow 1V

After breakfast—which did not take
long to dispose of—there were serious
facea amon the schoolboy rebels,
though no other was quite so serious as
Billy Bunter's, Matlers weore getting
near a chimax, and 1t was clear that
something had to be done. DBut the
guestion still remaimed—what?

During thae morning Loder of the
Sixth was spotted on the towpath, look-
ing fowards the island with a grvin om
his face,

He called across to the juniors.

“¥ou fags getting hungry?”

“My dear man, we're enjoying Life IV
called back Bob Cherry cheerily.
“There’s only one blot on the landscape
—vyour face, old man.”

“The Head's sent word that you're
to be taken off the island—if you're
ready to come back.”

“Tell the Head to go and eat coke!”
pallad back Vernon-Smith.

A lump of turf and an empty fomato-
can whizzed across the water, and Loder
dodged into the wood.

“They're keeping tabs on wus, I
guess,” remarked Fisher T, Fish.

" They don't mean to give us much
chance of getting off for grub,” agreed
Wharton, * But we're not giving in1*

“ Mo fear [ said Bob Cherry emphatic-

Y-

That the island was being carefully
watched waa quits clear. Joyce, Sir
Hilton Popper’s head-keeper, was seen

on the bank, and other keepers, from
time to time. Once the lord of Popper
Court himself was spotted, staring
across ot the island through his eye-
glass, with a grim brow. The juniors
gave him a yell, and he frewned and
stalked away.

DBrekker had been frugal. Lunch was
still more frugal, It was accompanied
by a series of fcmans from Billy Bunter.

“Thera's only one thing for it,” said
the Bounder. *“Some fellow will have
to take the risk of swimming off, and
chance it I

Ha.rri Wharton nodded slowly.

1 “Looks like it!” he agi'ecﬁ{’ * But

“I'll take the chance,” said Vernon-

Smith. “ Easy enough to get through
after dark™

“Ye-g-ps. But—-"

It seemed as if that desperate

resourca would have to be tried. DBut
that waz & very last resource.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!  There's jolly
old Prout!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth
was geen on the towpath, He stared
acrose at the island.

“(ive him a yell 1" said the Bounder.

The juniors geve Mr. Prout a yell
Whereat the Fifth Form master
frowned portentously.

Sir Hilton Popper appeared from a
weodland path and jeined Mr, Frout,
and they stood in conversation—unfor-
tunately out of range of missiles from
the island.

At the landing place half a dozen .
fellows were keeping watch and ward.
With them was Fisher T. Fish, who was
eyel the river in the direction of
Courtfield rather anpxiously. A barge
came In sight, coming dewn the river,
and the juniors were on tho alert at
once. They not forgotten the sur-
prize-party that had' arrived on a barge
a few days ago, and every barge that
Aoated past gupper’s Island was now
watched with wary eyes. o

“1 guess it's the goods |” said Fisher
T. Fith. His sharp eyes fixed oh &
large packing-case that lay on the

barge's deck. ]

“%mk out, vou fellows!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Keep an eye on that
barge till it's passed.”

“Line up " roared Beb Cherry.

And a crowd of fellows eamea swarm-
ing down to the landing plece. The
rebels were not likely to be caught
napping a second time, The man steer-
ing the barge glanced st them and
steared in towards the island as the
horsa on the bank pulled the heavy
craft onward.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry, "“He's
coming here ! ‘

“If it's the prefects again—"

“Forpet it)" said Fisher T. Fish.

Fizshy was grinning.r :
“Well, he's steering in 1" said Harry

Wharton. And he shouted to the man
on the barge. “Look outl Stand
clear 1™

The man stared at him as the barge
floated closer. The tow-horss halted
on the bank and the bharge drifted
slowly to the island landing place. It
bumped on the rushes. _

The juniors, manning the barricade,
were ready, if if had been another
attack., But it was not another attack

{Continued on page 12.}
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THE RIBELS AT BAY!

(Cunfinued from page 10.)

The bargee made Lis eralt fast, and
then stepped to the big packing-case.
The Giveviviars fellons watched him
wornder, )

What Tiz procecdings coulid [iﬁﬁﬂl:ﬂl,}’
MR was i gevstory 19 Lhziin.

“Clenehnan hiere of the name of
Fish "' ealled our the bargeowsn,

“You've said i, bo!” tnlled Fisher
T. Iizh. :

“This here's fov you, sir”

"Yop bt

“YWhat the
Dol Cherry.

“What the esteomed dickens——
exclaimed Jlurree Jamser Llam Singh.

Fisher 1. Fish huervied forward to help
the bargeman ashore with the packing-
case. There was a roar from Sir 1ilton
Popper, on the bank. Ile waved his
eyveglass in his excitement.

“Hi1!" roared the lord of Iopper
Court. “Hi! BStop that, my man!
You're not zllowed to land anyrhing on
that island ¥

“Cioodness gracious 1™ exclanmed Mr.
Prout. ** Upon my word ! Stop at once !
Do you hear? Stop !

The bargemen stared round at them
for & moment. Then he got on with
his job.

The packing-case, landed from the
'Enar':.{n. was plumped on the shore of the
island.

thump——" ¢jaculated

Sir Hilten TPopper roared. Mr
Prout shouted. Toth waved their hands
excitedly, Under their very eyes a

ecarge was being lanced on the schoal-
hoys' island. And they could net stop
1t,  They had ne means of stepping 1t
Ther ecould only rear and shout; and
neither roaring nor shouting appearad
tn-a]pl*ﬂrlum any offect whatzoever on the
stolid bargeman.

Having landed the ease, the bargee
puzhed off.

The horse plodded on again, and the
harge rolled on down the Sark, leav-
ing Hir Tlilton still roaring, Mr. Prout
g{-stmu]utlnﬁ'. and Fisher T. Tish sittin
an the packing-case and grinning, an
the rest of the Removites 5iarin%
at Ficher T. Fish in utter wonder anc
atnazoment.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Astonishes fhe Nafives!
X % gHAT—"
g How——
“Which——"
Queations roimed on Fisher

2

T. izl

Ile =at on ithe packing-case and
crinnol.  He was the contre nf attrae-
tion, the cynosure of all aves. On Fisher
Torleton  Fish waa concentrated  the
attenticon of every man on Popper's
Islan:l.

On the fowpath Sir Hillem Popper
was still brandizhing hiz evegless and
roaring. Ar. Prout was still splutter-
ing. ler and Walker had come out
of the trecs, and were staring, Joyee,
the keeper, came up the towpath and
stared, al=o. ut nobady en the island
gave them any regard. On the island
all regards were fixed on Fishy.

“Is it grub?” gasped Billy Bunter,
as he faztened his eyes—and his spee-
tacles—on the hig wooden ecpse. ™ Is—
is—is it genl #

“OGuess Y chuckled Tisher T. Tish.

“{0h, really. Fizhy i

“Begad. has  Fishy  pulled
through ¥ asked Lord Mauleverer.

"t what—" gasped Wharton.

“What's in that box, Fishy?"
shiomted o dozen fellows.
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b, est oo few things,” sadd Fiij]]‘f_‘i'

T. Vish, Ife siill sat on the box. as af
tn lkeep off too-cager hands, " Keep
olf, Bunier, yon fat guy "

“I say, vou fellows——"

Harry Wharten staved after the de-
parting  barge. Ho gave a smiling
clance at the execited group on the tow-
palh Then his glance returned fo
Fisher T. Fish, sitting on the packing-
Chs@

Amazing as it was, Fizshy zeemed o
have worked the oracle! .

Fishy's own opinion was (lhat his
brains wers worth all the brains in the
vest of the Remove lumped together.
Nobndy had ever agreed with Fishy on
that point. He was, indeed, suppesed
to be as mueh fool as rogue—or nearly
=g, Yeb it seemed to be Iishy that
had solved the problem, worked the
oracle. and dong the triek! It was
amazing !

“ How did youn work it, Fishy 7" asked
the captain of the Remove.

“1'11 sav it was a soft thing to o guy
what eut hiz eve-teeth in Noo Yark!™
answered Fisher T. Fish. “Didn’t yon
spot  me {.','D-tflﬂi.{ that letter posted
vestovday, by obld Benson 7

“Yes; but—"

“I guess it went to yvoung Solly
Lazarus, in Courtfield I grinned Fisher
T. Fish. *“ And I'll say T asked him to
walk into Chunkley's Stores and buy up
a list of goods, money enclosed.”

“¥es: but—"

“Gottin® ‘em here was where we was
heat to a frazzle!™ sald Fisher T, Fish.
“And T'll say that Wingate of the Sixth
gave mo the big idea.”

e %’ing‘ﬂ.tl} did I yelled Bob Cherry.

“Yep!

"Haow 1™ roared Johnny Bull.

“Dy comin’ up in the barge the other
day. I kinder guessed that if Wingate
could tip a bargec to bring hum up
the river to the island, young Soelly
could tip & bargea ai Courtfield to
bring a paocking-case down the river
to the island, what 7%

“Well. my hat!"

“"Good manl”

“1 puess I put it all in my letter
to young Lazarus!” grinned Fisher T.
Fish. "Bnre! And he's sure plaved
up like a little man ¥

“He's a good sort!™ said Harry
Wharton. “ My hat! Faney Fishy
thinking of this stunt, while wo "

“Tichy winz!” sald the RBounder
cordially,

“Bravo, Iishy ¥

“Jolly old genins!” =said ILord
Alnrdeverer heartily.

“Good old Fishy "

Tisher T. Tish grinned eom-

placontlv. That “stunt * was, after all,
quito a simple thing. DBut it was Fishy
who had thought of itl! The other
fellows hadn't! Fishy had! Fishy had
a right te be complacent,

“"Brainy man!” said Peter Todd.
“Tt won't work twicce—they'll see to it
that no barge brings us anything again.
Look at old Poppar doing a sang and
dance yonder.”

“"Ha, ha, ha ™

“No—they'll put paid to it fast
encugh !¥ agreed Harry Wharton.
“PBuat this sees us through for a time,
anyhow. ™

1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter—"1 =ay, you'ra wasting time
jawing ! T say, I'm fearfully hungr:;r_l"

“Yes, let's lgﬁt that case open,” said
William Wibley. "I can do with a
sgquare meal.”

“Bame here intirely !” said Micky
Desmaond, with deep feeling.

“The samofulness 1s terrifie.”

“ Looks like a good cargo, judging b
the szize of the ease,” snid Fran

Nugent, " You sent voung Selly the
meley 1o pay for it all, IMishy ¥

“1 gpucss it wouldn't be hera if I
hada'’t, bo 1™

“Your own money?? asked the
Bounder in amazement.

“Yep 1

“Well, my only hat !”*

This was the climax!. Fishy had not
only worked out the scheme for got-
ting in 5up}aiins. But he had paid for
them out of his awn pocket ! iz dis-
inclination to spend meney was well
known—too well kpown! Yet, instead
of leaving the paving part of the
transaction to othor fellows, as might
nqtumllr:.r have been expected of
TFisher 1. Fish, ha had paid—with his
own money! If was incredible—unless
there was a catch In it somewhere!

“Fizhv, old bean, T take back n lot
of things T've thought of your!™ said
Lord Mauleverer.

Fishy chuckled,

“Hear, hear!” sald Bob Cherry.

“Well, let's got the stuff into camp.”
sald Harry Wharton. “We can all do
with something decent for tea.”

" ¥es, rather 1

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

Fisher 1. Fish dislodged himszelf
from the packing-caze. Half a dozen
fellows lifted it, and carried it up the
path to the camp in the glade.

Fisher T. Fish followed them: very
closely, He seemed rather anxious
about that packing-caze. His sharp
transatlantic eye was never off it for a
second.

A joyous ecrowd collected in the
glade wnd2r the big cak. Billy
Bunter's aves gleamed behind  Iis
spectacles. Other fellows, less keen on
iuck than Billy Bunter, were keen
enough to see that packing-case opened
and the contents handed out. That
unexpected consignment came liko corn
in Egypt after the lean years. For
once there was going to be something
like & spread.

The packing-case was dumped down,
Fisher T. TFish tock hammer and
chizel to kneck it open. i

An eager crowd gathered round him,

The slats were knocked off, dis-
closing the closely packed contents of
the case—all sorts and conditions of
provender.

“Say, von pguvs, dom’t erowd!”
yapped Fisher T. Fish., “Give a
paloot room! Now, gentlemen, guys,
and galoots, sort out your spondu-
lipgm—"

£F E'h ?!i

“What ™"

“2ala now on!” zald Fisher T. Fizh
calmly.

“ Wha-a-at 7"’

“Don’t all speak at onmce!  Don't
bargel Lots of time—I guess I'm here
to serve all customers in turn g

* Kik-kik-customera 1! stuttored Bob
Cherry

" Bure !

“YWhat the thum o

*Prices,"” said Eﬂ:iﬂj-&r T. Fish, as
the Removiles stared at him in blank
wonder, “is high! Got to consider
the risk—might have last the monery,
you know, if them guys at Greyiriars
had got hold of this caboodle! 51.13:!!5
I asked you, Wharton, if you'd be
willing to pay double—"

“ Duh-dub-double I stuttered Whar-
ton. '

4+ Y’a.p 1"’ :

“ What the dickens—"

“(ione batty 1"
thump—m>”

“What the merr
“The sala,” snid Fisher T. Fish,

with the utmost calmness, “is now anI
Customera will come one at a time
Don’t crush! Bully beef, condensed



“ Deserfers have to get it in the neck ! said Jo Bull.
I reckon—wow | I calenlate—yaroooh ! ** shrieked Fisher T. Fish.

Leggo !

EVERY SATURDAY

** Give him the frog’s march, chaps !’
“ Will you leggo a galoot 2

“ 1 guess—ow !
In the grasp

of many hands, the American junior went round the glade in the Irog’s march,

milk, cakes, tarts, ezeam pulfs, cheese,
tomatoes, ham, eggs—any old thing.
guess I can offer you a variety. Tl
say that you'll have to pay donble
Courtfield prices—that's where 1 come
in! Walk up and buy "

Theve was & general gasp.

The juniors had been amazed,
especially by Fishy’s remarkablé snd
unaccountable generosity in spending
his own money on supplies for the
EBIrison. :

That was explained now!

He hadn't! _

This was one more of Fisher T.
Fish's money-making schemes!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bals Now On!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H gazed at Fisher T. Fish.
hey gazed in silenoce.

They seemed unable to

speak; as it the spry, smart, enter-
prising business man of Greyfriars had
taken their breath away- .

Lord Maulevorer regarded TFishy
with a fizred, amazed stare, as if he
was wondering whether the juntor
from New York wea some new and
sugriﬁin zoologieal specimen.

illy Bunter gave & wail of anguish.
That ?mspeoy of a spread was gone
—gone from his gaze liko a beautiful
dream: |

For some momente there was silence
—a eilence that conld ba felt. Various
expressions came over the starin
faces of the Removites. Fisher T,
Fish looked round at them. He
seemed surprised.

*Bav, I guess I've put you wise that
the sale’s now on!” he remarked.
“Ain't you buying! Ain’t anybody
here hungry ™

) rotter 1"
E.‘EE}:F& Bob Cherry, finding his voice.

B“H ot sneaking worm " said Johnny
Lt

“You—you—yoil awlul

“You terrific reptile!” gasped
ITurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou toad!” roared  Bolsover
majar.

“¥ou polecat |” velled Peter Todd,

“1 zay, you fellows, let’s make Lim
hand it over! Collar him! Rag
him! SBerag himl I e&ay, you
fellows——" howled RBilly Bunter.

“Hold on,'' said Harry Wharton
guietly. “‘Let’s have this clear. I
suppose Lhis isn't & joke, Fishy 1"

“I'll say mopel!"” agreed Fisler T.
Fish.

“¥You haven't got in that stuff for
the whole camp "

“Leok in my eyel” urged Fisher 'T.
Fish derisively,. “If you sec any
ngn:mn there, mention it. Jest mention
I.t ar

“Thert tell us exnctly what you're
wp to!" said the captain of the
Remaovo.

“Ain't wvon pot it wet?” asked
Fisher 1. Fish “I'll say you'rc =
bunch of pesky dumb-bells! Burel

You want the goods! I've got ’em|
Thev're for salel Walk up and buy!
Ain’t that plain

“Nobody here wants rou to stand
him anything,” said Wharton, with a
curl of the Tip, *Tell us what you've
paid for that lot, and we'll hand you
over the exact amount.” .

Fisher 1. Fish laughed. This sugges-
tion struck him as distinctly humorous.

“And where do I come Ini" he
inguaired.

“Smaszh him 1™  roared Bolsover
D6jOT.

“Rap him 1" yelled Wibley,
¥ Jump on him " shouted BEuassell,

“Hold on!" said Harry Whartow
“Wa want to get il clear. You've lutd
in this supply to sell, Fishy ¥

uf 0 ¥
, ;’.:'mg you want to mnks a pi'ﬂfl'l on
!er'l-

“You've said it Why not®" do-
mended Iisher ‘L. Fish warimiy.

“Vou don't know why not?’ asked
Harry.

“Nunk.”

“0Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
still gazing at Fisher 1. Tish in a
!uﬁshmtml sort of way. “0Oh, greal
gn IH-

“You're on the make, as usuall”’
azked ¥Frank Nugent,

Fisher 1. ¥ish snorted. This wus not
the first time that the lack of business
acumen in the Groyfriars Bemove hadl
made him tired. X _ ]

“This here,” said Fisher T. Fish, “is
& business transaction. Didn’t you say
plain that yeu'd be willing to pay
double prices for & ¢argo of grub? Yep
or nope i’

“ Cortainiy 1" said Tlarry. ;

“Waal, then, walk up and do it!”
said Fisher T. Fish. “This here case of

ds 15 minel I ain't giving it awax!

jopel Not so’s you'd netice itl T
solling this stuff! I guoss I'm sclling
it at & profit! I guess I ain’t in the
provision line jest for my health! o,
gir! You pot the dibs! T gob the
gm;:]sl Make it o trade! You grt
ma "

Evidently Fisher T. Fish could s
nothing of & questionable nature in that
business transaction.

Business, like charity, covered n
multitudes of sins, in Fishy's estimation.

The fact that supplies were sorely
needed on Poppoer's z}slum{ was not, L

(Centinued on pagé 10.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
Filyy's opinion, s reason for whacking
oul what he had. It was a recason for
charging double prices! ) i

=T tell voun what!” sxid Skinner
“We'll duek Fizshy in the river and Lelp
ourseives” )

“Yeu rather I said Stolt.

“ 1 sav, vou fellows, mop him up and
eollar the lot 1" squeaked Bunter. .

1 guesz thiz here is my property !
exclaimoed Fisher T, Tizh, in mdignant
alarm, “I guess wvou ain't robbing a
guy, you galoots '™

The Bounder laughed.

“We might have known fhere was a
eatch in it!" he said.  “Fancy our
thinking for a minute that Fishy was
plaving up like a decent fellow !

“What's  Dbiting  you!” demanded
Fishy warmly, “I guess I risked a loss!
1 guess I got to be paid for the risk!
¥ou ain't ot no kick coming, fhat 1
see

“[ say, vou fellows, give the heas
what he wants, then!” wailed Bunier.
“I say, I'll pay for the lot if you like!
Somebody lend me the money—"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anrvthing lo ecackle
at ! howled Bunter. ' Look here. 1
hungry ! Famished !"

“ Fishy, vou rotier——'

“1ishy, you worm——""

* Fishy, you polecat—"'

“Dear men," said Lord Mauleverer
gentiy, " von're wastin® vour breath on
Fizshy. Fishy will never see what a
shunk he is. Will you, Fishy

“Aw, can 1it1" va Fisher T. Iizh.

“Of all the meal:lpefﬂﬂnrs—-—-” said
DL all. the I

& all & poizonous polecats——"
said KElazeldene.

“I purss I've mentioned that the
sale’s now on,"” remarked Fisher T.
Fish. “I'll gay I'm lere to do
business."

“Rotler 1™ gaid Bobh Clerrs.

“Worin 1" said Squilf.

“Cochion 1" said Napoleon Dupont.
“Vrai cochon| Peeg "

“The pigfulness is terrific !

“Leave it to me, you men,” zaid Lord
Blauvleverer gently. *"How much dig
rou pive for that cargo, Fishy®”

“You'ra not—"" began
Wharton.

“Leave it to me!"” persisted Lis lord-
ship. “1 know what I'm talkin' about.
Let Fishy speak.™

“I guess I coughed up ten pounds,”
aaid Fisher T, Fish.

“Then you'll take twenty ?"

“Bure !

Lord Mauleverer took out his nate-
rase, IFrom that article he exiracted
four five-pound notes. Fivers with
Mauly were more plentiful than ecur-
rehey notes—or even half-crowns with
most fellows,

“Took  hero,
Johnny Bull.

“Leave 1t to me, dear man.™

“But, look here——" exclaimed
Nugent.
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Mayly— roarcd

cerinned with satisfaction.
- with pleeo.

THE MAGNET

“ Do leave i to me!” urged his lord-
ship. *“{an't a man stand his friends
o spread if he likes—what 7" .

Ile tossed the four fivers to Iisher T,
Fish. 'That bony youth grasped them
in a beny paw and promptly tucked
them awav safely, )

Fizhy'z ¢yves wore dancing.

"I'hbis, in Fishy's cstimation. was one of
the cutest and spryest of all his money-
moking schemes. He had got away
with it] He had got fairly home with
L. He had landed his profils and
tucked them away in ks ket. He
e bubbled
Hao folt, like the classical
centleman of old, o3 if he would strike
the stars with his sublime head. He
only wished that his popper. Fliram K.,
i New York, could have witnessed this
iransackion. Hirom K. would have
b proud of Fizher °L. 2t that moment.

“And now,"” said Lord Mauleverer, in
e same mentle tone, “the stuff's mine,
Frshy=—what ¥

“Yep!? pramed  Fizhy,

Lo "

“Cientlemen and  sportsmen,”
TLord Mauleverer, “may I have
honour of invitin® you to a
spread

Billy Buitler made a noze-dive for the
packing-case.

Mauly did nol have io repeat his in-

vitation. The Remove rolled up as one
mwan ;

“Yourn,

said
the
little

—m

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Business is Business!

M BRERRGGIT:™
U Bunter was in railier & burry.
"Gurrrg'igh re
£

A chank of hLam, followed
ratler too rapidly by a tomato, =ecmed
10 be causing DBunier trauble. '

“Wurrggh [

Rilly Buonter cholked
But he wog happy ! Life was once more
wortih living to tle fat Owl of the
Hemove,

Livery face wore a cheerful look.

As thore was no telli where the
next supply was to come Irom, rations
had still to be the order of the day on
Popper's Island, But sll the fellows
agreed that just one spreed, for omee,
would do no harm. And thers was no
doubt that they enjoved it.

Fisher T, Fish, in his bubbling satis-
faction, seemed to have forgotten thot
he was hungry. While the other fellows
gathered to the feast Fisher T. Fish sat
apart and made entries in his business-
hook. Ie lad a clear profit of fen
pounds fo enter on the oredit side. No
wonder he grinned! No wonder he
chuckled |

That, however, did not oceupy Fishw
long. He slipped his business-book inte
s pocket snd came over to the feasters,
He remembered that he wes hungry—
in_fect, very hungry.

Lord Mauleverer was watching him,
with a famntly amused smile on his
aristocratie face.  As Fisher T. Iish
icined the throng his Jordship roze to
hiz foel,

“Hold on, Fizhy ! ke romarked.

“Heay "

“Want asked
Mauleverer.

Fisher 1. Fish stared.

"I pguess I want some cats!” ho
answered.

“1 don't remember invitin® you to thi=
spread. Borry, and all that, but you're
not on the hst!' said Lord Mauleverer
gently. “I said gentlomnen and sports-
men=—and yow're neither one nor the
other, old bean.”™

and purgled.

anythin®  here ?**

i S""LP“I{:“ TErEE-' l:,rﬂ.u E[i‘n'iT'I.l| e ¥
yap Pisher T. Fish.

[ #;{hin’ !!l!

“Ha, ha. ba!” roared Bob Cherry.

"Mind keepin' your claws off the
stuff 1" asked Maunloverar. fYou'ra
dead in this aet, Fizhy. "

“Look hyer——"" reared Fisher 'F.
I'ish in dismay.

“Ha, has, ha!”’ _ o

“You fellows mmind kickin' Lim if he

doesn’t trickle away?" asked Lotd
Mauleverer,
“Mind 7’ grinned Bob.,  “Pleasure,

old chap!” He jumped up, and Fisher
Y'. Fish prowptly backed away.

“The kickfulness iz the proper
caper I chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singlr,

“Look hyer, you ain’t leaving me
out, Mauly ! yelled ¥isher T, Fish.

“Your wnistake, old bean,” said Lord
Mauleverer, gently but firmly. “I am t*

““Ha, ha, ha !

Fisher 'T. Fish glared at his lordship !
He glared at a crowd of laughing faces.
Fishy had not expected thial g!eithar
had the other fellows, as a matter of

fact | Mauly had taken them sll by
sUrprise.

_But while the other fellows found the
stination amnsing, Fisher T. Fish found
1t far from amusing., For Fisher ‘L.
Fish, it was the bee's knee, if not the
clophant’s side-whiskers 1
“Say, I'm hungry I ha vapped.

“Dear me!™” said Lord Mauleverer.
“1 puess I want some eafa ¥
“You ean go on wantin' 1" suggested

Lord Mauleverer. “I¢'s a free country |
No law against & fellow wantin’
anythin’.”

* %&, l:a,lilia!"
“ ¥ou pesky poob ! gas

Fish, *“ Mean t%ﬁsay t!t%t

“Yaas”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Business,” remarked Lord Maule-
verer, **is businesa! You don’t need
tellin' that, Fishy | You know all about
business, I'm not givin’ you m;;thin'.
I'm sellin® you some, if you like*

- Wha-a-at?" %aaped Fisher T, Fish.

They eay that one malkes

many ¥ explained Lord uleverer.

“Well, then, why shouldn’t one businass-
man make money? Bauce for the goose
is sauce for the gander—what 7™

- Hear, hear [#

, Thﬂ estecmed Mauly is painfully
vight I declared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Whoever iz saucy to the goose
miust be saucy to the gander |

“You — you — you — you  pie - facad
gink !* pasped Fisher T. Fiﬁﬁ: *You

?eaky mugwump! You allfired clam|

guess you've got me ! I guess I got to
have some eata! I'll pay!

“Not shop prices " said Lord Maule-

VETeT.
“Aw, can it! I'll pay double, same
as you did ! grunted Fisher T. Fish.
It was a bittor pilll But Fishy was
hungry—vear hungry | And, after all,
e could afford it out of his profital

He was not yet aware of what was

coming |

“Double ! repeated Lord Maule-

verer, den't remember havin'
at

undertaken to sell you anythin'
I'm

double prices, Fishy.”
( Look hare,
having that ham 1” yapped Fisher T,

d Fisher T.
m left out 1

“Groat pophera |

Fish, pointing with a bony Snger.
“What you want for it, you jay?” i
“Twenty pounds | said Lord Maule-

vorer softiy.
e WII “t IJ!.
“Don’t I speak plainly 77
“Say, you gono laco1” gasped Pisher
T. TFish. *“You askin® me twenty
pounds for two bobs' worth of ham 1*
[ Yaas‘l?
“Ha, ha, hal” shricked the junioms.



The expression on Fisher T. Fish's hony
face made them howl.

Thev roalised now what had been in
Mauly’'s mind when he handed Fisher
T. Fish twenty pounds for hiz ten
%mmds' worth of suﬁplfﬂs. Iisher T.

ish was fairly caught! As he would
have exprezsed it in his own language,
ha was sure cinched.

“You—you—7you gink asped
Fisher T. Fish. *“Keep ﬁnur old ham |
I guess I don't care o heap for ham,
snyway, I'll have that cakot”

* Bame price——" i

“What 77 yelled Fisher T, Fish,

“Twenty pounds [*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You see,” explained Lord Maule-
verer, in gentle parody of Fisher T.
Fish's own words. “This is a business
transaction! I'm not in the provision
line f'us!; for my health 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bemovites.

“* Anv article yon ses here,” continued
Lord Mauleverar, *is for sale, and you
can walk uwp and buy. The price is
twenty pounds.” .

. {{’I.Fa'lkha' hagrh Fishy !

“Walk uvp and buy, Fis .

“Pay uppa.ml emile, Fishy 1™

Fisher T. Fish did not pay up, and he
did not smile. He stood glaring at Lord
Mauleverer, as if he ecould have bitten
him. Never had = cute, spry, smart
business-man been so completely caught
m his own trap.

* You—you—yon boob 1” gasped Fish
at lask. ?{hﬂr pie-faced, gp&s};.‘; gmbylr
You figure that you can put that across?
o, sir! Tll say nopa! Not in your
lifetime ! Not till the cows come home |
Nunk! Eeep your pesky spread] I
guc:zz thera's some rations lett™

Fisher T. Fish turned away, towards
e In;%- tin trunk that was used as the
camp larder,

Onece that hiﬁtrunk had bheen filled to
overflowing. ow there was plenty of
room in it for the remmants that
mained of the supplies.

Small as those remnants were, they
wero all that the garrison of Popper's
Jsland had—till the arrival of the Eemk
ing-case; and they had been doled out
with o sparing hand, Now, in the midst
of plenty, thoso remnants were dis-
regarded and forgotten. They were

Fisher T. Fish's last resource now.

But even that last resource
denied him,

TBtop him, you men !t
Lord Manlaverer,

“Ha, ha, hal®

Three or four fellows jumped up,
collared Fisher T. Fizh, and dragged
him back from the trunk.

“Bay, you leggol” yelled Fishy., *I
?iﬂﬁs my rations 1a in that pesky trunk t

ou let a guy go, you mugwumps !

“WNot your rations, old bean,” said
Lord Mauleverer gently. “ Business is
businesa, and you ean buy your own
rations, if you want any.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“If you want enythin' out of that
trunk——"

_‘;ﬁ*li say I do!” gasped Tisher T.

&L,

“You ecan
pounds 1** _

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

* Mothin® lesa than that!” said Lord
Mauleverer. "“We're not in the pro-
wision line for our health, Fighe "

“Ha, ha, ha 1 yelled the juniors.

“Yeou—vyou—you jaysl" gas tha
hapless ish;?r * i ffmclxgeclmi
Look hyer,

ou pie-

Oh, carry ms home to cﬂlﬂl
want some eats 1V
“The eatfulness will not be terrifie I™*
“Pay up and look pleasant, Fishy 12
“Hs, ha, hat

!I:I'

ro-

was

exclaimed

hava it —for twenty

EVERY SATURDAY

Bob Cherry sat an {he tin trunk to con-
tinue his fea, Fisher T, Pish locked
at him. He Iooked at Mauleverer.
Then he tramped away, followed by a
roar of lenghter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Anyono passing alongz the towpath
would have guessed that the rebel
schoolboys on Papper's Island were en-
joving  life.

hey were! Dut TFisher Tarleton
Fizh wns not sharing the enjoyment.

With a glum, gleomy face, and an
aching hellow in his bony inzide, Fisher

17

T. Fizsh looked on the world with a
raundiced eve,

Not for tho Brst time the ente buasi-
nesa man of the Bemove had overs
reached himself with his eutencs=s, Ilis
prrofifs on that business transaeiion woern
safo in his pochet,  Dut he conhd net
cat his profits.  Awd there was notlhing
else for him to eat? And he was< fear-
fully hungry—and growing hongreier]

ST say it's fieree I groaned Fisher
T. Fish.

It was undoubiedly " fioree.”

(Continurd on nert page)
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Ahcays glad to hear frem gou,
chums, so drop me a Hne to the
following address : The Editor,
The * Magnet’ Library, The
Amelgomated Press, Lid., The
Fleetway House, Farrvingdon
Street, London, E.Cd. A
stamped, addresscd envelope
will ensure a reply.

“ We want moral"

That seemns to be the
theme of almost every letler
1 have received from my reader chums
lately., They all want more! JMore of
what ¥ Why, of Fronk Richards' mar-
vollous varns of Harry Wharton & Co,
I believe that if I were to publish & new
jssue of the good old Maower every day
somo roaders would not fesl satisfied |
However, if you want more, you've got to
hava it. Thia is your paper, and what
you say goes !

Noxt Snturday, then, will see the first
of our * eover Lo eover " yoarna of Harry
Wharton & Co. And, what's more, Frank
Richards has promised me that they are

going to he bottor as well as being longer’

yarna, 2o you are in for a treat when you
get hold of next week’s iesue. The centre
pages, of course, will still be devoted to
the ' Greviriars Herald,” which is more
popular than ever.

The first of our exira-speciol long yarne
is entitled -

“ BUNTER, THE BILLIONAIRE | ™
By Frank Richards,

aznd when vou have read it I want you to
drop me & line, telling me what you think
of it, Now, if you want to do your chums
a good turn, tell them aboub ihis forth-
coming oxtra-long yarn. They'll want to
read it, you can bot your boolal And
don't [erget that thers is likkely to be an
overwhelming demand for next weck's
issue, Those of you who have placed o
standing order with your newsagent will
be all mght. But if you haven't done so—
well, take my tip and sak your newsagond
now {o rescrve o m:n];ly for you. I don't
wank any of ry rogular readers to be told
that the good old Miawer 18 ** sold out.”

THERE appears to be quite

AN OVERSEAS FLAVOUR

about my post-beg this weels. For in-
stance, @& Hastings reader asks me:
“ Who invented the rickshaw 1" Some-
one has told him that it was not a Chinose
invention. Well, according to traveller
pala of mine who have been out Kaat,
the rickshaw wag invented by white
men. Frevious to that the principal
mode of sonveyance wad by means of

gecdan  cheirg.  Theso weore nnt tho
elaborate affnirs which wero nuecd many
yoars ago in thia country, but mecely p
chair slung up on two palea and carvied
by two men. There are still thouzanda
of thom in use in the big Chincen citics,
and it is rather o preearious melhod of
travel for those who are mot used to 16
The ' victim ' ia congtantly apprchensive
of being hurtled sideways from then, and
the jog-trot motion sometimes is like that
of a ship in a heavy ana.

Here is an interesting thing about the
rickshaw. Would wyou believe that a
rickshaw “ boy *' can run faster with his
rickshaw than he can do withoub 1% 1
It's o fact, tha reason heing i1lat tho
wvehicls is balanced by the passenper, and
the " boy ™ is lifted up bolween atrides
by the balaneco of the rickshaw.

Another Eastern query, I havoe offen
mentioned the rope trick to you, but a
Glasgow reader asks me this week Lo tell
him how

THE INDIAN BASKET TRICK

ia deno., Tho trick eongists of putiing o
boy into o basket, thon passing o sword
through the basket in all directions.
After this the boy is apparently shown to
have wanished. The conjurcr slunds in
the besket to prove this, but a fow
moments later the boy returns.

The secret is in the basket, which is
oval in shapo, and much wider at the
bottom than it appeara to bo. Tho goy
is able to curve himsolf around the sido
of the basket at tho hottom, nud remains
at one side while the sword is passed
through the other., Az the conjurer
removes the sword, the boy slips over
to the other side. and by wriggling round,
avoids the sword.

When the conjurer stamdas in  the
basket, the boy is closely curled around the
gidde at the bottom, and a casual look into
the baskot does not roveal hin, becouse
of the manner in which the basket 13
construeted. After the conjurer sbeps
out, it is easy for the boy to ** reappear.™

Do wou kuow that a man can sit in an
office 1n Londen typewriting, and, in o
vory short space of timo, the Leys whieh
he 8 pressng down will be working
corrcgponding  koys in America ¥ The
typewritor doca not print ordinnry letters,
it cuts out tho Morse signals for the
letters from a long strip of paper. This
pnsses into a wirclesa sender, and the
mesange iz gent ouk sutomaticolly In
Morse. The recciver picks up thn Morse
gignals, and punches them into another
strip of paper which iz fod into a
mechanical typewriter. Hero tho punched
peper works the keys, and tho message
18 {:mpar!y typed in plain Englisl.

must ** pipe down " now, us they say
in the Navy, I've already told you aboub
our extra-long Greviriara yarn, but don's
imagine that I nm poing to equeero mysclf
out 1 Ewven though our now =crica of
stories are going to take up & lot of room,
I'll do my best to answer any guericsa Yoo
may carn to send along |
YOUR EDITOR.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Catching Fish!
. 'ROUT frowned.
M It was the following morn-
ing.

%'hcm was Dbright sunshino
ot the Sark, and bright faces on
Popper's Island, Only one face there
was gl Fisl's face was glum snough
for a doezen,  Dub nobody minded that—
caoept, of course, Fishy,

The portly and pompous Prout came
volling  along the fowpath, and the
jlintors on the island took note of hiw
at once. Lovd Maunleverer, always nwee-
mannered, raised Iz straw hat.  The
Bouuder, always checky, snapped his
Hngers. Billy Bunter put has fat fingers
to his podey nose, and extended them n
seornful erision. Several fellows

hooted and cat-colled.
And Prout frowned. Really, the Re-

move rebollior was no  business of
Prout’s. It concerncd Quelch, as the
RBemove  master it concerned  Dr.

Locke, a® headmaster, But it did not
concern Prout 1 Prout, as usual, barged
into what did not concern him. It was
truc that Prout, as the beak who had
Leenn so mysteriously inked, was keen
ot the expulsion of the inker ! 1

iie enuld not forpet that ink!
Though lost to sight it was, so to speak,
to wemory dear | :

Prout had reported the affair of the

cking-casn on the barge. Dr. ke
wel taken immediste step: to make
snre that such an occurrence did not
recur,  Closer watch than ever was
being lkept on Popper's Island.

“ir Hilton’s keepers haunted tho
baiks. Greyfriars prefects turned up at
&ll hours of the day and late in the
everungz. The Head himself had been
scen onee, at a distance. Prout lhaa
been seen several times.

Now he was seen apain,  Evidently
he was taking a deep and personal
interost in the remarkable proceedings
of the Greyiriars Remove.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here's
Pormpows I bawled Bob Cherrr.

“Gao howme, Prout "

*Mind vour own biznev, Prout!”

“Roll away, old tub1™

“Buze off, Don Pomposo!™

Prout erimsoned. This was nol the
ceort of talk for & Form-master—a
sonior Forme-master.  Especizlly go im-

ortant a gentleman as Mr, Proui.
E’rmtt had told the other beaks in
Common-roorm that Queleh’s boys wern
utterly wanting in respeet for the mem.
bers of Dr. Taocke's staff. Tt really
looked as if they hadn't & lot of respect
to waste on that particular member.

“You impertinent voung vascals !
hooted Prout, coming to a halt on the
bauk opposite the island. " If you were
within my reach, I would chastise vou.”

M YWou might get the jolly old whop-
ping. Proat,” retorted the Bounder.

“The boot might bs on the other
estoemed leg,” grinned the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Comao across!™ called out Vernon-
Bmith  invitingly,. “You can swim,
Prout. Walruses ean swim.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go home, Proul!" velled Russell.
“Take your face with you!”

“Yes, take yvour face with vou,” chir-

old

ruped Ogilvy,  “It rather spoils the
lﬁPdFCJ’!PE'., Prouat.™
‘Is it a face?" nzlked Morgan. “Io

Fou call it a face, Prout?®”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Prout almost choked. Ha clenched
his plivnp hands, He would have given
much to be within smacking distanes of
thoso cheeky heads.

“You—you—you  impertinent young
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rascals ™ he gasped. “1 am kegping sn
cye on you. I am keeping wou under
opsorvation. I am taking care that you
receive no further supplies. Measures
hava been taken to %revc.-nt anything
being sent vou agein by a barge from
Courtheld. I advise you to return (o
the school, and submit to the anthority
of yvour headmaster.”

“¥You can't mind your own biznew,
Prout?” asked the Bounder,

“"Crould he ever® asked Nogent.

“Hardly ever,” chuckied Tioly Cherry.

“Have you found out yet who inked
vou, Mr. Prout?” inquired the captain
af the Remove,

“What—what ? It was DBunter, as
you kioow very well '™ boomed Prout.
Y Dunter 1z under sentence of expulsion.
Probably Dr., Locke will deal with you
leniently if you give him up. I advise
vou to do =0

“Yah!” hooted Bunter. The idea of
Leing given up did not seem to appeal
to Bunfer. ™ ¥ou shut up, old Prout!”
“ Doy ! gasped Prout.

“I say, you fellows, chuclk something
at ihim!"

“ITallo, hallo, hallo !’ roared Bob
Cherry suddenly. “What thes thump
nrg——="

“ Fishy 17 wvelled the Boundes.

There was & roar at once. All eves
vwora ixed on Fizher T. Fish.

While the cheery rebels were slanging
Mr Prout, TFisher T. Fish had
clambered, unnoticed, on a wide branch
ithat extended over the water.

From that Dbranch he suddenly
dropped into the Sark, ncoarly half-wa
to the bank where Mr. Prout stoed.
He dipped under, came up, and swam,

And he swam as hard as he could
thireetly for the bank where the Fifth
Form-master stood staring.

“After him 1" yelled Semthy.
deserting !

“Bag him!"

“{xet him 1"

“{Hi, my hat! Collar him ™

There was a rush to the water's edge.
Vernon-Smith was the first to throw off
hat and jacket and shoes, and plun
in. Three other fellows plunged n
after him.

The rest watched in great excitement,
shoating encouragement,

Fisher I'. Fish was making strenuous
offorts, and he had a stark. Fishy was
feeling desperate that morming.

Il w::mr}lm‘ful stroke of business had
notted profits. He had the profits safe.
Otherwise, it had turned out absolutely
“fierce.” Thers had beon no supper for
Fishy the previous might., There had
been na breakfast for him that morning.
Thers was going to be no dinner when
dinner-time came. Not unless Fishy
partod with his plunder. And that he
could not make up hiz mind to do.

Ho was not mercely hungry now; he
was ravenous. Ie was wolfish.  He
was feoling like a shipwrecked mariner
in an open boat at sea. He would have
paid double, treble, quadruple for
snmething to eat.  But it was twenly
pountds or nothing.

That was more than flesh and blood
could stand--Fishy's flesh and blood, at
all events. He could have borne the
losz of his dearest friend, of his nearest
relative. But the less of money was
quite another proposition. That hit
Fizhy where he lIived. Fishy could not
stand for that.

To live on mir was impossible. To
part with his loot was still more impos-
sible. So Fishy's thoughts concentrated
on gotting off Papper's Island and de-
serting the cebel Form.

A whopping from the Ilead was not
so bad as this. It was possible, too,

“He's

that the Head might go easy with a
fellow who ect the examploe of sur-
render.  Anyhow, there were regulae
meals  at  CGresiriars  School. The
thought of a meal drew Fishy like a
magnat,

This, he guessed, was his chance with
a beak on the bank. Fishy gave the
staring Prout a yell, .

_ “Help! Pm_coming back! I'm giv-
ing im, sir! Help!”

“ Bless my sth!
Prout.

He come to the very margin of the -
water, and leaned over the steep bank
to give Fisher T, Fish a helping hand
as spon 83 he came within reach.

Prout was only too pleased tp lend
aid. He was delighted at the idea of
taking one of the rebels back to the
school with him. it would be the first
suceess that had been scored agarinst the
rehel Remove,

“Certainly T will help you! I will
rotect you, IMish P’ ho boomed. " Come !
tely upon my aid I

Fisher T, Tish did not answor; he
needed all his breath for his exertions.
He exerted himself strenuously.

The distance was not great, and he
had started hali-way by deopping from
the branch. But four of the boest
?winﬁmom m thoe BRemove were on his

TACK.

The Bounder [od, then came Whar-
ton, then Bob Cherry and Squiff. And
they covered the distance much faster
than Fisher T. Fish.

At money-moking schemes, no doubt,
they had nothing on Fishy, as he would
have expressed it. But in the athletic
line they could walk all over him. And
cuteness and =pryness and sharpness
could not help Fishry now.

Heo swam desperately. But faster and
faster came the pursuit, encouraged by -
a roar from Popper's Island.

“Get him [

“You've got him "

“Bag him "

“Go it, Smithy [

“Buek up, Wharton !

With & rapid stroke the capiain of
the Hemove passed the Bounder. He
secmed to cleave the water hlke an
Arroww,

Fishy reached the Etee-g bank. Ia
threw up a hand. Mr, Prout grasped
it, to drag him aszhore.

In another sccond the deserter would
have been landoed like & fish. But in
that second Harry Wharton reached
him, and grasped hiz ankle, Thera was
& yvell from the island.

“fzot him!"

“Hold him !

“Hold on!” ‘

“Let go ! boomed Prout, in towering
wrath. “"How dare {t:-u, Wharton !
Iielease Fish at once! I command you
to releass him '™ ]

“Awl Leggo, wyou pesky ginkl
howled Fisher T. Fish,

panted the

“Hold on, Wharton ¥
Mr. Prout dragged at Fishy by his

Certainly ! paspod

Bounder.

hands. Wharton dr;gglfd at him by
the legs. Fisher T. Fizsh batween tho
two felt ns if he was going to be

divided into sections,

The bank was ﬁtnegl.' Prout had to
is

lIean over to drag at bhy. Hs found
himself toppling.
“Dooo hﬁ’ gasped Mr, Prout. Hoa

let go Fishy's hends gquite suddenly.
‘I‘I am fallng! I—I— Let go! {}i,

Mr. Prout had let go Fishy’s hands;
but Fishy had not let go Mr, Prout's
hands. iz wiry fingers were fastened
on as if riveted there. It was futile
for one to let go without the other let-
ting o,
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“ So long as you keep that rotten book,”* sald Wharton. *' FP'm going to bang your head on this tree——"" *‘ Oh, great
spakes 1| Ow-wow 1 I——I—I guess I'll chuek it In the river ! ** howled Fisher T. Fish, as the Famous Five grasped him,

Splash !

Back went Fishy, irresistibly dragged
down, Down went Prout, irrcsist:
dragged by Fishy's hmpet-hike grip on
hig plump hands. There was a terrific
splash as Mr. Prout hit the river.

“Uerrggh 1

Prout gurgled, and went under, And
from the izland come a roar:

“Ha, ha, ha!"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

Bhell Out !
L { A, ha, ha!l™ vellad the school-
H bory rebels,
“1 -say, wvou fellows,

Prout's getting wet !

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“Oh, my hat!”
Wharton.

“ Aw, wake enakes!” gurgled Fisher
T, Fish. “Urrggh! Groogh! Qooch !

“Wurrrrgh !* came from Mr. Prout,
az his head reappeared. *“Yurrrrggh!
Wooooooogh '

“Ila, ha, ha ™

Fizsher T. Fish had let go Prout now !
Prout in the water was no use to Fishy,

Prout, drenched and dizzy, struggled
in water and mud. Bob Cherry kindly
gavo him a helping hend. Squiff kindly
gave him a SFU:J‘I.I'-B. The Tifth Form
master lurched into the bank and
grabbed hold of a hunch of rushes, and
stood woist-deep in water, gurglmigh and
gasping for breath. He was not think-
mg of Fisher T. Fish .now. He was
-:-n:,ll; thinking of getting out of the
ey R k

*Aw, leggpo, vou pesky pilecans|™
spluttered ﬁhm S':J:' Fﬂh. ¥

But they did not let go!

Harry Wharton and the Bounder had

gasped Harry

hold of Fishy and they were propelling
him back across the c.huunﬁ towards
Pc_:n[F_per’.s Island,

ishy did not want to go! Dubt ha
had to go! And he went! Bob Cherry
and Squiff followed on behind.

The deserter had been recaptured!
There was no cscape for Iishy! Back
he went, spluttering and gurgling.

“Urrgh ! Bless my soull Wurrgggh!”

l.'|rg;l<:_!dg Mr., Prout. He stroggled up
through the rushes and reguined the
towpath. -

Thera he stood, drenched and drip-
pug. clothed in mud o3 in & garment,
puffing and blowing like a grampus.

“Wrerggh! ¥You rascals—wurrrgh |
I am web—drenched—soaked! Trrghl
I shall eatch coldl Grooogh!™

“Go home, Prout !’ came a yvell from
the island. :

“Ha, ha, ha1®?

“Feeling damp, Prout?”

“Izs the dampfulness terrific, my
esteemed Prout 7

“Ha, ha, ha "'

Mr. Prout turned away. Ile tramped

down the towpath, squelching mud and
water as he went.

Possibly he was sorry thet he had
barged in. Anvhow he was anxious to
get a towelling and a change!

Prout’s mofion was generally that of
a slow and stately mastodon, Now he
sprinted ! Dripping water, puffing and
blowing, Mr, E’muh dizappeared along
the towpath at guite a ereditablo burst
of specd considering his vears and his
weight., And the how! of lzuphter thot
followed him from the island maght
almost have been hoard at Greyfriars
Behool.

AMeanwhile, Fisher T. Fish waa pro-
pelled back to the landing place on

The business-book dropped into the Sark, , .

Peoppor's Island., Theve, many hands
rraspod Lhim, and deagged him out of
the water.

He collapsed in the grns::, gaspink.

“Got him 1”7 grinned Bob Cherry, as
he waded out,

“Aw, wake snakes!” groancd Fisher
T. Fish, "Aw, you pesky piecans] I
guess P'll make polato-serapings of some
%f you! I'll say this 15 the bee's kneel

wl"

“Iag him !” roarcd Belsover mojor.

“ Bump him !”

“1 say, you fellows, make an example
of lrim 1" squeaked Billy Buanter.

“"We're jolly well going to!” said
Johnny Eujil rimly. * Desertera have
to get it in the neck! Give him the
frog's march.™

“ Hear, hear!”

“1 guess—ow! Leggo! I reckon—
wow ! I calenlate—yarooch! Will you
lepgo o galoot?" shricked Fisher T

Fish, as the juniors grasped

" HBerag him 7

“Yans, give him beans!” remarked
Lord Mauleverer. "I hato touching.
him, but I'll lend a hand! Mind if
hald you by the car, Fishy? All the
rest of wou scems o be approprioted.,”

“Yarogoh [

“Ha, ha, ha t** :

Fisher ‘¥, 1'ish, in the grasp of many
hands, went up the path to the glade,
in the frog's march. He weint round
and round the glade, howling and yell-
g, till he had no breath left for o
howl or a yell.

When the Removites left him at last,
Fisher T, Fish lay in o gasping hcap
gosping, gurgling, and groaning; and
for n long time ho did nothing but gasp
and porgle and groan.

Tne Magner Lignary.—No. 1,382,
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Indecd, it was not till the Removites
athored to dimmer that Fishy picked
imself up at last, The sight and scent
of food zeemed Lo revive him. JHe tot-

tored inte camp. .
“Sheer off, Fishy!” sald Harry
Wharton.

“ Buzz off, Fishy 1™

“* Nothing for you!"

“You pie-faced piecans ! gasped
Fishoer 1. i"isll. " Ain't you keeping me
heve, when a gpuy wants to vamoose the
ronch? 1 got to have some eats!”

“Hungry 7' asked Lord Mauleverer.

Fisher 1. Fish gave a deep groan.

“T'he inside of a drum has got noth-
ing on me 1" ha declared pathetically.

* Like some ham and eggs ¥

“I'll say yepi”

“Twenty pounds’ worth?"  ashed
Mauly.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, yvou piscan! Oh, you galoot!
Oh, wyou pesky mugwump!” groaned
Fisher T. Fish. “T'll say I could ecat
the hind leg of’n a maule! Oh, great

Abreham Laneoln! T'I1 tell the world
I want somo cats "’

Lord Mauleverer
thoughtiully,

“Well, look here, we'll let you off
lightly t** he said. * ¥ou can have the
stulf at half-price.”

£F Eh -!-u

“'I'en pounds—7""

“You pie-faced jay——'

“Ha, ha, ha ' ] i

“Make up your mind to it, Fishyt”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “Hand over the
ten quids vou've pinched from Mauly.
Bhell out, old bony bean (™

“Whe's pinched ten quids?” howled
Fisher 1. Fish, * Don't I keep an telling
you it was business ¥ He eved the ham
and eggs ravenously, and there was a
struggle in his Transatlantic breast,

But there was no help for it!

He could not get off the island! And
ha had to cab!

Slowly, very slowly, Fisher T, Fish
made up hiz mind to it.

He had made a profit of exactly ten
Fnunds on that business transaction.
le had to part with exactly that sum !
* The fact that it was going back to its
rightful.owner was no comtort to Fisher

regarded  him

¥

THE MAGNET

T. Fish. Stull, ha realised that he was
lucky to get through without a loss. At
long, long last, he made up his mind.
Part with ten pounds was, to Fishy,
like parting with ten testh, ooly worse.
Never had there bLeen zo sorrowiul a
parting! But he parted !

Then he was allowed to catl

Even Billy Bunter had seldom dis-
E‘ln ed such an appetite as Fisher T.

ish displayed on this occasion.
But he groaned over his dinner.

His money-making scheme, like =80
many of Fishy’s cute, spry schemes, had
brought him only trouble and disaster.
His profit was gone-—gone from his gaze
like & beautiful dream | And Fisher T.
Fish, like Rachael of olden time
mourned for that which was lost, and
could not be comforted !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Queleh Puts It Plain I

K. LOCKE was worried.

D Standing st his study window,
looking out into 8 EuUnny
quad, the Head's brow wore an

exiremely troubled frown.

In times of difficulty Dr. Looke had
boen wont to eall on Mr. Quelch for
help &and advice, Quelch always
having been hiz right-hand man.

Now, however, Queleh was hardly
available.

There was a rift in the luta, owing
to the fact that the Remove master
firmly believed that his chief had made
a mistake in sacking Billy Bunter,

The fact that Queclch’s opinion was
diametric opposed to hia own made
it rather impracticsble to on
Quelch for counsel. i

But the Head was degplg worried.

Beveral days had passed since supo?h&ﬂ
of any kind had reached the schoolboy
rebels on Popper's Island. Care had
beerr taken that no friendly hand
dispatched snothbar cargo by a Court-
field barge.

Short of provisions, the rebels cught
to have surrendered. Dr. Locke had
naturally expected them to surrender.

But they hadn't!
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They were still holding the fort,
ready and willing to tackle all comers
and to tightnnu;'iatr belts against the
food shortage.

Hence the Head's worried look. For
disrespectful and defiant ne these reck-
less young roscals were, the head-
master felt responsible for them, and
deeply mnﬂernus for them.

If & shortage of food made them sur-
render, well and good. Bus if they held
out 1n spite of it, what then? The
matter was getiing very serious. Dr.

ke could not think without a qualm
of a crowd of hu:‘lig:]' fellows, their
health, perhaps, suffering from want
of nourishment.

And there were other difficulties. The
vacation wa3s at hand. Greyiriars
School was about to bresk up for the
summer holidays. How could the school
break up, leaving the Remove comped
on_ Popper's Island?

It was really impossible !

The t had to come to an end.
But how? Never had a harassed head-
master been in need of such good advice
and wisae counsel. If only Quelch, his
right-hand man, had not been so obstin-

ately attached to his own absurd
ORI ION——

Tap! Dr. Locke locked round from
the window.

“"Come in " he satd heavily.

It was Mr. Quelch who entered. The
maester without a Form looked vory
grave, and determined. Quelch, like
the Head, felt that this atate of affairs
could not continue, and he felt that the
time had come for some plain speaking.
Dr. Locke, perhaps, read ns much In
his look, for he frowned.

“Your boys ara still absent from the
schaool, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head

asoidly. I am quits surprised, sir,
that wou have so little influcnce over
yvour Form-—-—*"

“I am about to speak plainly,” said
Me. Quelch, in bhis grimmest tone. * My
position here is impossibla. A master
without & Form 1z in an absurd situa-
tiun.l The time has coms, sir, gﬂr dmﬁ
to place my resignation in your-hands.

]:‘)Jrr Locke sterted. He was angry
with Quelch—irritated with him. But
he was not preparod to part with so old
and veslued a colleague.

" dear Quelech, nothing of the
Cind I he encdaimed;

“We do not see eye te eye, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch. “As s loyal member of
your staff it is my duty to support your
authority. Never, sir, did I dream that
& time would come when I could not
support 1t with my whole heart, and in
accord with my conscience, But that
time has come, sir. When the boy
Bunter was expelled I doubted whether
a miztake had not been made——"

“ Really, sir—"

“8ince then, sir, that doubt has
become a certainty., I am convinced
that & mistake was made. The boys of
my Form are anlso convinced of it. And
I am bound to say, eir, that, believing
as they do, they have acted—recklessly,
perhaps—but rightly.”

“Mr. Quelchl” .

“Buch being my view, sir, I have no
rasource but to tender resignation,”
satd Mr, Queloh., "Far it from me

to uphold rebellious boys. Yet, beliov-
ing, as 1 do, that they are right, how
can I condemn them?! My position, eir,
ia a most painful one—in disagreement,
gir, with & chief whom I deeply respect,
and who has honoured me with his
friendship.” )
: Er{.:r. Quelch’s firm voice trembled a
ittle.

T}m lfflﬁui 1:&5 mu'?d. T

“1 ghall not accept your remgnation,
Mr. Quelch,” Lo said, "Hnl:hm{g would
induce me te part with you. If I have



sometimes oxpressed myself 8 little
gharply you must attribute it to the
distress caused by the conduct of the
Lower Fourth Form. But be reason-
able. sir| The proof of Bunter's action
was absolutely conclusive—~"

“Not to my mind, sir.”

“The wretched boy admitted that he
had made every preparation for throw-
ing the ink over Mr. Prout— ‘

“Quits so, sir; but his courage failed
him, and he did not earry out that
foclish and disrespectful prank. A
boy cannot be severely punished for
having, in a reckless moment, thought
of playing a stytf:d prank, which, alfter
all, he never dig.” :

“Certaninly notl” said the XHean
warmly, “But thers is no dombt——""
“A very great doubt, I ghink, sir.”
“If you have any suggestion to make,

Mr. Quelch——"

H:I “.-?ﬂ, Eir.t’

“FProceed I’ said the Head.

“Bunter, in my belief, did not play
that raecally prank on Mr. Prout,” said
the Remove master. *Mr, Prout did
not see who threw the ink. Bunter was
convicted on eircumstential evidence,
strengthaned, no doubt, by his habitual
and reprehensible untruthfulness.”

“But somecne, sir—"

*“Coartainly I said Mr. Quelch. " And
the guilty person should certainly have
owned up to his action, when punish-
ment fell on the ionocent. Obwviouely,
it s the fear of sxpulsion that has kept
him silent. If this fear were remove
sir, I::[ haff' no doubt that he would

out.

The Head purzed hiz lips.
“A bovy w has attacked a Form-
master, Mr. Quelch, can only be ex-

pelled from the school,” he said. )

“Quite so, sir! If he can be dis-
covered,” said the HRemove master.
“But no one, sir, would regret it more
than yourself if an act of injustice should
bae done. It would be better to let
the g;uiltg escape than to punish the
innocent.”

“* Undoubtedly. But——"

*As you permit me to make a su
gostion, sir, I will do so. Let it
announced that ne expulsion will take

lace if the boy wha threw the ink over
EI:-. Prout will speak out. Any hﬂ{’, I
mean, other than Bunter, of conrse 1"

Dr. Locke stood silent. .

“An error has been made, sir,”™ said
Mr. Quelch. “¥You could only act on
tha avidence Flam:! before wyoum, and
the evidence, I confess, appeared abso-
lutely comclusive. It is my personal
knﬂwledg of the boy’s charscter that
causes the doubt in my mi
surcly, sir, some importance iz to be
attnched to the orgl in
Bunter’s Form that he is not the ﬂt-}'
Eart:.-. Can there be any doubt 4 if

o was guilty the other boye in the
Ramove would be aware of the fact?”

The Head nodded slowly.

“But they are not dafﬁn&mg the
guilty, sir,” eaid Mr. They
aro defending & boy whom they believe,
et lenst, to be wronged, ™

“That is no doubt true,” =said the
Head. “If it should prove that Bunter
was innocent, I should certainly pardon
the Remove for their rebellion—indeed,
1 should be thankful that their action
had prevented jan injustice from being

done. Bu e

“Let tha guilty party iven a
chanea, sir, to a nul:s the trutf‘.,” gaid
Mr Quelch. “That he deserves to he
expelled is & foct. But so long ag this
fear hangs over him he will be eilent.
A flogging, sir—"

“I will adopt your suggestion, sir,”
said the Head. “It can, at all events,
do no harm. If any boy but texr
committed the outragecus attack om
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Mr. Prout it must surely lie heavily
on his conscience that he hpd kept
gilent all this time, and no doubt he
will be glad of a chance to speak out.
I cannot believe that yon asre right,
but, at least, the matter may be put
to the test.”

“That iz all I ask, sir. That the
offender waz & Remove boy, 1 fear 1s
only too assured. But I am convinced
that it was not Bunter.”

“Wa shall sea I gaid the Head., ™At
all avents, the announcement shall ba
made that 1f the offender, other than
Bunter, owns up to the act, he shall
not be expelled.”

“T1 have your leave, sir, to make that
annguncement to my Form 7™

“ Most certainly I szaid the Head.

1«"‘_}‘han b | wij.] do so without delay,
Eir. ;
Mr. Quelch left the Head's study. A
few minutes later, he was whisking
nlung the tuw&.ﬂ] by tha Sark, heading
for ﬂﬁgar’a and.

Dr. rke was left in a very thought-
ful mood. Quelch’s advice had o
been useful to him in timea of difficulty,
and he wondered whether it would turn
out to be wuseful on this oceasion.
Quelch's opposition to his opinion had
oertainly annoved him, but he found
himself hoping that Quelch, after all,
was in the right!

—— e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cherry.

Fierce !
T I
“Fammshed ' groaned Bunter,

SAY, you fellows 1™
“Hungry? grinned Bob

“We're all a  bit peckish, old fat
bean 1

“The peckiulness of my esteemod self
is terrific 1"

“T know Tm fedup!” growled
Skinner.

“Wish I was!"” sighed Bob Cherry.
“T'm sz empty as a jolly old drum I

“I wguess I could chew some!”
mumbled Fisher T. Fish “I'll gay I
could pack away some eats ™

“0Oh lor' 1" groaned Bunter. *T zay,
you fellows, I--1 think we'd better
chuek it up ! I'd rather be sacked than
stick this ! i

“The stickfulness is better than the
gackfulness, my esteemed and idiotic
Bunter

Bunter groaned.

Certainly Bunter did mot want to be
sacked. Bub even the sack was begin-

d ning to lock, to Billy Bunter, rather

more attractive than holding the fort
on Popper’s Island. _

Matters were undoubtedly getting
;ajher serious for the recbels of Grey-
riars.

Everything comes to an end, and the
contents of the pﬂcﬁiﬁ*mm had gono
the way of all foodstuffs. ‘

Most of the fellows wera still deter-
mined. The Remove rebellion was
going on till the Head rescinded
Bunter's unjust sentence. But the Head
s far shown no sign of allowing
the rebellious Remove to dictate to him.

They had hoped that, somehow or
other, it might be dissovered who really
had inked Prout—in which case, of
course, Dr. Locke would have cancelled
Bunter's sentence of his own aoccord.
But no such discovery had been made.

Who had done it was still & m;ratcrgrl
—a mystery that Fisher T, Fish coul
have cleared up, if he hed liked, but
which that eute and spry youth had no
intention of clearing up- _

Fishy had a conscience of sorts, and it
worried him a little for another fellow
to be condemned in his place.

i

But it did not worry him enough to
make bim own up.

Ha wonld have been much, much
more worried had he recaived the sen-
tenco of the sack that was his due, and
had he been packed off from Greyfriars,
Great and wonderful as his native city
of New Work wes, Fisher T. Fish was
not in 8 hurry to srrive there.

“I say, you fellows, what's going to
be done?” moaned Billy Bunter.

“"Looks as if we are |™ answered Bob,

“I'm hungry 1"

“Nobody e¢lse hungry, of course|”
sald Blinner, ’

“Beast| I say, Wharton—"

“Yes, old fat mani®

“I'm huﬂgrﬁ' |

“¥ou're beginmin’ to repeat yourself,
DBunter 1" remarked Lord Mauleverer.

“ Beast ! groancd Bunter.

“The fact is, we're up against it
said the Bounder. “But we're nol
givin' in 1%

“No fear”

“The no-fearfulness is terrific!”

“] guess there’s a limit I sead Fisher
T. Fish. “I'll say they've got us by
the short hairs! T Fﬂq‘:sa—t—-'”

“Bhut up, Fishy!

“I'll say T sure want some eais!"
hooted Fisher T. Fish.

“Kick him ™

“Yaroogoh 1"

Fisher T. Fish jerked awaf. ANELY
and indignant. Kicking, no doubt, he

deserved, and 1t was good for lum. But
he did oot like 1t, and it was of no use
to him. What he wanted was what he
described as “ eats.

*“1 say, you fellows—"

“(zive us a rest, Bunter "

“I say, I'm hungry 1"

“ Listen to my tale of woe !” sang Bob
Cherry.

“ Beast 1" :

“We're pulling through all right,”
said the Bounder. " Keep a stiff apper
lip! We've got to try it on after dark.
Some of us can swim off and get down
to Uncle Clegg's at Friardale, ond take
ounr chance of potting back with the
grub—all we can carry." +

“T suppose it will coma to that,” zaid
Harry Wharton. “We haven’t a shot
left in the locker now, and we've got to
do something—er surrender 1”

* No surrender | sgaid Johnny Bull

" Mever 1"

“The neverfulness is—"

“Tappific ! chuckled Bab.

“8tick it out a bit. longer, and tho
Head will have to come round I ssid
Bmithy., *It’s bresk-up at Greyiriars
in a few days mow. He can't let it go
on after that.”

“1 say, you fellows———

“(h, dry up, Bunter 1"

“I'm bungry "

“Pot on & new record!™ suggested
Nugent.

Groan from Bunter. He seemed to
have no new records. The fact that he
was hungry, and that there was nothing
to eat, filled the universe with woe for
William George Bunter. !

Harry Wharton & Co. left him te
groan, and gathered at the landin
place to keep watch on the river &
discuss ways and means. Eamethms
had to be done, that was certan, an
the Bounder's suggestion was tho only
one that scemed at all feasible. It was
& rather desperate resource, but matters
were getting desperate now for the
Greyfriars rebels, :

While the lesders of the Form dis-
cussed that pressing problem, Bkinner
and Snoop, In whispers, diccussed tha
possibility of deserting, Fisher T. Fish
wonld probably have been consider
the same possibility, but he had h
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a tather sovere lesson on that subjeet,
and did not want anather.

Fishy, however, his resources.
Sitting under o shady tree, with his
business-book open on his bony knees,
Fishy could find ecomfort in going over
his accounts, and could almost forget
that he was hungry in the happy con-
temiplation of money.

But, even in that happy resource,
there was a worry that brought a dack
frown to Yishy's bony face. :

11is moneylending business was chiefly
smong the fags of the Third and
Second., During the rebellion of the
Remove he had becn unable to collect
any of the small sums due to him from
hisz victima. Old debts, as Fishy well
knew, wero likely to prove bad debts.
And if tho schoolboy Shylock was still
on Iopper's . Isla when Greyfriars
hroke up for the holidays, those old
debts would grow older, and, g0 to
speak, badder! There would be a lot

of difficulty collecting them next term.
Fisher T Fish was extremely anxicus
to get back to Greyiriars hbefore the

school seattered to the four corners of
the kingdom.

“It's ferce P muttcred Fishy, poring
over hiz procious ledger. “I'll sure say
it's fereal I'Ml sure =ay—— (Great
gnakes, gimme that beok, you pie-faced
gink 1™

Fisher T. Fish leaped up, with & yell,
as the aceount-book was suddenly
snetched from his bony hand.

It was Bampson Quiney Iffiey Field,
atherwiso Squiff, whe had comoe on the
echoolboy Shyleck, and suddenly de-
prived him of that precious volume.

Squiff held it up, grinning.

* Gunme that book 1" yelled Fisher T.
Fish, almost dancing round the Aus-
tralian junior in rage and apprechension.

“You worm " said Squiff. *“That's
your rotten monevilending book! I
chucked it out of the study window
once, and old Prout got it on lis
nepper! 1 thought it was done with
when Prout got 16! How did you get
it back "

“Gimme that book 1" yelled Fishy.

“I'rout cught to have taken it to the
Head and gobt you bunked ™  saad
Equiﬂ. * Anyhow, vou're done with 1t
ThONY,

Squiff walked away, with the book in
his hand, down the path to the landing
place. Fisher T. Fish rushed after him.

“1 gucss I'll make potato-scrapings of
you, if you don't hand over that pesky
book 1" he shrieked. :

“fo ghead 1" grinned Squifl.

“1 guess I'! soak you somo | yelled
Fisher 1. Fish. *(Gimme that book,
you piecan |

Squilf walked on, unheeding. Enraged
and apprehensive as he was, Fisher T.
Fish hositated to "sosk ® the sturdy
Australian. He had & well-founded mis-
giving fhat it was his transatlantic self
that might receive the “ soaking.”

That precious volume had had morse
than one narrow escape. Only by fear-
fully desperate measures had Fishy re-
covered it from Mr. Prout when it foll
into the Fifth Forin master’s hands—
ounly, in fact, by drenching Prout with
the ink that the fat and fatuous Qwl
of the Remove had got all ready for
him, and snatching up the book whon
Prout, inked and completely fAabhor-
gasted, dropped it. Buet it looked now
as if the narrow coscapes of Figher T,
Fizli's business-book had come to an

end. It was not going to oscaps this
time—even narrowiy ! .
“Halle, hallo, hallol What's the

©game ! inguired Bob Cherry, as Squilf
arrived at_the landing place, with the
ﬂrﬁ}'frmra’ShyIank roging at his Licels.
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Squiff chuckled.

“Up_to you, Wharton!” he said.
“It's Fishy's jolly old moneylendin
pa;:;qkl ¥You can decide what to do wit
it

He toseed the account-book to tho an-
teinn of the Remove. Wharton caught
it and stared at it. His faco beeume
grin.

“That won't take long,” he remarked.
He threw up his hand, with the book
in 1t to toss the precious velume into
the Sark.

Fisher T, Fish gave a well.

“Hold on, you galoot! Stoppitl X
guess that's mune, you jay! I¥'s got all
my accounts in it for the whola term!
How'm I going to collect my doos if I
lose itt I'll say you can't throw o
guy's property away !'’d

Wharton paused,
_ “"Right 1" he said,
into the river "

“Why not?"” roared Johnny Bull,

“It's Fishy’s! He can throw it into
the river,”" answored Wharton, * Here
you are, Fishy | Get on with it. We'll
see you do it”

“ Hoar, hear!" chortled DBob.

Wharton handed the account-book to
Fisher T'. Fish. His bony fingers closod
on it like the tentscles of an octopus.
He made a jump to flee. At the same
moment the Famous Five made & juinp
all togother, and five poirs of hands
closed on the bony person of Fizhor
Tarleton Fish.

“Awl Legro, you guys!” yolled
Fishy.
. “Are you chucking that rotten book
into the river 7" inguired Wharton.

“T won't throw it

“Nopoe!” howled Fisher T. TFish.
"Nix! Nunk! Not so's you'd notice
it! Leggo!™

“Keep it as Iong as you like, then™
said the capinin of the Hemove cheerily.
“But so long as you keep it I'm pgoing
to bang your head on this tree——""

“Hn, hs, hal”

“Like that—""

Bang !

“Aw!l Leggo, you piccan!
eabeza! I puoss—"'

“And like that—"
Bang |
“Whoooop 1" yelled Tisher T. Tish

frantically. Fishy's head was hard, but
the tree-trunk was harder.

Ow, my

Bang !
“Yorcoop!  Whoop! Let upl”
shrieked Fisher 1. Fish. *1 guess 1'm

%:eepi_r:g this doggoned hook!|l I guess

Bang |

“Oh, great snakesl Ow! Wow!l I—
I—1 guess T'll chuek it in!" howled
Fisher L. Fish. * Aw, you pesky pie-
can! Leave po my ears! Oh, great
Abroham Lincoln [™

Splash !
*“Ha, ha, ha!”

The business-book dropped into the
Sark. It splashed there, and the water
closed over it. Tt waes gone for good!
Fisher T. Fich was hrel-:easef!, I-Ii;a stﬁ?.d
gasping, gazing at the ripples where the
precious  volume had  vanished., He
shook a bony fist at the grinning Co.

“Aw, onrey me home to diel”
groancd Fisher T. Fish, “I guess this
is the Leo's knee! T'H say this is the
cat's whiskers! Oh, you pesky piccons!
You all-fired gecks! I'll tell & man that
this 1z sure ficres |™

“Now, all kick him together ™ said

Squift.
Fisher T, Fish departed in haste.

They

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Own Upl
“ AT IO, halle, hallo ™

H “ Quelch 1"

“The esteemed and
ludicrous Quelchy 1",

All eyes on the island landing placa
wera turned omn the rather angular
Egum that came up the towpsath on the

I1E.

It was & long time since the Removites
had seen their respected Form-master.

were quite pleased to see him
again—though if he ecame to advise
them to surrender, ho had only his walk
for his pains. T{"-h&_ prepared_to greet
him with }gr&at politenass. ven tho
Bounder had no desire to "“cheek "™
%ualch. It avaa quite well known in the
Remove that Quelch shared their belief
in the matter of Bunter, and had o
posed the expulsion of that much-
wronged youth, Indeed, it was l_arge!g
because of Quelch’s known opinion in
the matter that the Remove had re-
solved to back up Bunter and prevent
tho sentenco of the “sock * from being
carried into effect.

So as Mr. Quelch came to a halt on
the . opposite bank the juniors capped
him very respectiully—s greeting quits
different from that which they had
accorded to Prout.

Mr. Quelch scknowledged the salute
rather stiffly. He could not help feeling
somae sympathy for the rebel cause.
Nevertheless, iu was o whale on dis-
cipline, and could bardly approve of
the remarkable attitude taken u]p by his

)

Form. However, he hoped that this
deplorable state of affsirs was now near
gir 1"

its and.

“ Good-morning, called
soveral cheery voices,

“Top of the mornin’, sorr 1" chirruped
Micky Desmond.

“Glad to ses you, sir!” sald Lord
Mauleverear.

“Thoe gladfulness is terrifie, esteemed
gahib I'" declared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ~ “It iz a boonful blessing to
behold once morefully your respectable
and ridiculous countenance."”

“My boys,” called out Mr. Quelch,
“Y am hera to inform you of the head-
master's decision., I fear that you have
been syffering from pri 2

oukb

rivations—'

“(Oh, we're oll right, sir!" answered
Bob checrfully.

" Right as rain 1" sald the Bounder.

“We'ro not 1" howled Bunter. ® We'ra
hungry! I'm famshed! Y'm gettin
‘Eﬂﬂ:].‘%lj]}" ill, eir, for want of food.
haven't had enough to eat for dayal I
think I'm dying—-"

“Shut up, Bunter |” roared a dozen
voicos. i

“Shan't " yelled Bunter. “'I'm going
to tell Quelck! He's our beak, ain't
he? Y'm not going to starve to please
vou fellows, I can jolly well tell youl

ou can't expect 1t

“You fat frump——-:> .

“Beast ! I'm hungry! 1 say, sir, I'm
fearfully hungry ! yelled Bunter, “I'd
rather come back and be sacked if these
beasts would let mal! I never inked old
Prout—blow him ! But I'm not going to
perish of hunger 1™

“You still deny that you committed
that oufrageous attack on Mr. Prout,
Bunter 7" asked the Remove master.

“Yez, sirl Certainly! I never cven
thought of such a thing——"

“You utterly untruthful boy!"" ox-
claimed Mr. Quelch. ®1t is perfectly
weil known that you not only l}lﬂu%ht
of it, but that you iprepared the ink for
the purpose, and left the House in order
to carry out your intention—"

*J—l—I mean I thought of it, Lut
nover did it, siel” gasped DBuuter,



“ You—you—you hav-a brought the boys back to the school, Mr. Quelch ! ** almost stattered the Head.
said Mr. Quelch, with a wave of his hand towards his flock.
that such would be the case, sir, when you were kind enough to place the matter In my hands ! **

“That's what I really meant to eay|
They can’t sack a fellow for thinking of
things he'd like to do, if he never did
them. Why, sir, lots of the fellows havae
thought that they’d like to punch your
head when you've been ragging them in
clags——"

“ Wha-a-at 1’ ) .
“But tlunking of a thing isn't doin
it. I dare say you've thought vourself,
sir, of things you'd like to do, but never
did—such as shutbing up the Head when

he's jawing you, and——"

“Upon my word!"” gasped Mr.
Quelch. * Bunter—"’
“Bhut up, you Dblithering idiot!™

hissed Bol Cherry,

“Hhan't ! I'm going te speak io
Quelch now he's here! He's my beak,
ain’t he? Blow vou! Can’t yvou tell the
Head, sir, that he's made o mistake?
Can’t you point out to him, sir, that he’s
getting old and a bit of & fooll Can’t
you— Ow! Leggo my ear, Cherry,
you beast 1™

* Bilence, Bunter ! roared M, Qgtflch
“Upon my word, you deserve to ex-
pelled, you disrespoctful young rascal 1

“1 never did i, sir 17 wailed Bunter.
“1 never touched the ink that day—I
mean I got the ink ready, but I never
did it! g other silly idiot found it
and bunged it over old Prout, sir] I
think you might take o fellow's word,
gir! I'm bungryl’

“¥a, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at]l You'll cackle on the other side of
vour mouths when T pervish of hunger
at vour fect " said Billy Bunter hitterly.
“1 say, sir, I'm getting foarfully ll
from want of food | Can't vou sec that
I've grown thin, sir "’

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

“Mda, ha, ha 1" .
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“The thinfulness iz not tervific, my
estecrned Bunter.'

“Beast! 1 say, sir, if you happen to
have a bit of ¢hocolale in your pocket,
you mught chuck it across|  Or some
toffee.”

Mre. Quelch gave the Owl of the Re-
maove & glare, EHeally it waz highly nn.-
probably that an elderly Form-master
would have either chocolates or toffee
in his pockels.

“Silenee, Bunter! Wharton and Lha
rest of you, listen to me !’

“Certainly, sic 1"

“Go ity sir,”"  said
“FYou've got the floor”

Mr. Queleh bestowed a glare on
Herbert Vernon-Smithy and *went i

“Whatever boy it was who threw the
ink over Mr. Prout would naturally be
expelled  from  Greyfriars,” he  said.
But the possilulily exists that it was
not Bunter, and that the real delinguoent
15 keeping silent in fear of expulsion,
In view aof this possibility, Dr. Locke
announces that if tho guilty person will
spoak out and tell the truth he shall not
he expelled.”

“Oh 1" sald Harry Wharlon, rether
taken aback.

The juniors looked at one another.
They realised that this was rather a
big concession from their headmaster,
and they had no doubt that it was due
tao thoe influenee of their Form-master,
They had wondered, many a time, who
really had inked Prout, and agreed that
the fellow, whoever he was, was & good
deal of a worm not te have owned up
when Bunter got 18 “in the neck,”
That it was dread of the " long jump ™
that kept him silent, was certain. Faces
on Poppor's Island brigltensd. No-
body was willing to surrender and give
up the fat Owl to be sacked. But they

the Bounder.

* My Form have returned to their duty, sir !

[ 13 A!rﬂu m’ 5i-r 'I ¥
1 had no doubt

wore very keen indeod for the real cul-
prit to coma to hight, DBilly Buniee
gave an excited squeak.

“I say, you fellows, own up, which-
ever 1t was of you! I say, it's up io
vou, you know! sny, it's neobly
dinner-time at the school now."

I it was n Hemove boy,” sand Mr.
Quelch, “ha can hear what 1 may say
now. 1f it was not Bunter——"

“1 keep on ielling you it wa=n't!”
wiiled Bunter, “ 1 suyv, you fellows, do
pwn up! Was 1t vou, Cherry ”

“Yon howling ass ™

*Was it you, Vybarion "

“You blethering bandersnateh 1

“I say, was it you, Smithy? Tt was
just one of your fricks, I say, Smithy,
own up, old chop, You ain't going to

be sacked for it. So own up. DBe a
sport !

“Nou frabjons idiot! yellod the
Dounder. “How enn T own up when 1

never did it, you benighied owl?

“Well, itz nearly Lﬁmmr:l,imr, and
if we got back (o Greyfriars in time
for dinner——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, den't eackle ! howled DBunter.
“T'm ]11-.1;151'3. I zav, sir, do you know
wliat they'vo got for dinner loday? ls
it steak and kidoey ?7
 Mr. Queleh did not answer that ques-
lion, perhaps not realising how im-
poriant it was. Ie stood with his
gimlet eyes glacd on the crowd of Ho-
anwovites peross the chanpel., o waited,

“I'm afraid there's nothing  doing,
siv,” said Marry Wharton., “ Not lere,
at auy rete. I think it was maost likely
a Tiith Form man who inked I'rout,
oF—=

*They'ro more fed-up with him than
we are, 5157 said the Bounder.

“ 1 say, you follows——"
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“For pgoodness® s=ake be quiet,
Buntey " ]

“Shan't! Was it vou, Toddy? If it

was you, own upf?

* X ou potty porpoise

1 lave little doubt,” came Mr.
Queleh's voiee again, “that 1t was a
Kenwve oy, Neow that hie is no lenger
in dangor of expulsion, I trust that he
will spwrak out, and let this lamentable
state of affairs como to an end.”

Fisher 1. Fish breathed hard. He
realised that this was too good a chance
to be lost. .

He was moro than fed-up with hold-
ing the fort on Popper's Island. It was
the “sack ™ he had dreaded. e had
bern willing to risk a ﬂ:;-%gmg when ho
attempted to desert. Fishy thought it
over, and gucssed, reckoned, and calen-
lated that this was where he horned in,

Fishy's was not a truatmf nature.
But even Fisher 1. Fish recalized that
this was “on the level,” as he termed
ik,

All eyes wore turned on Fisher T.
Fishh now. And thera was suspicion in
all of them, : .

“*Putting it plain, sir,” said IMisher
T. Fish, “that guy that inked Prout
ain't going to ba fred if he sgueals?”

“The boy who committed the ouk-
rageous ossault on Mr. Prout will nob
be expelled if he admits the truth,”
gaid Mr. Quelch coldly. .

*I puess that's good enough, sir. I'll
gure take vour word,” said Fisher T.
Fizh. “T'1l sav I can trust you, siv. I
gucss I inked Prout.” _

148
H

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Peace With Honour !
lasses,

R. LOCKE took off his
D rubbed them, and replaced them
on his nose. ‘The headmaster of
sroviriars seomed unabla to be-
licve what he beheld.
A roar of veices in the gquadrangle, o
sudden outbreak of cxcitement caunsed

the Head to look from lis study
window, 2
He pgazed, he stared; he fairly
blinked.

“Bless my zoul 1™ he ejaculated.

I'ellows of all Forms swarmed in the
“Greviviars quad, staring at 8 proces-
sion that was coming in at the gates.

Fvery fellow from the Bixth to the
Second stared.  Old Gosling, standing
autside  lis  lodge, Dblinked.  Mrs.
Mimble was looking ont of the tuckshop
daoorway. - Mr. Mimble, the gardencr,
was gazing over the gate of the Head's
garden.  Prout and Hacker, Capper
and Wiggins, steod in a  group, all
staring. And from his study window
the Elead stared blankly., Had the
Loch Nesz monster wriggled in at the
gates of Greyfriars, it could scarcely
have caused o greater sensation in the
school.

First came Mr. Quelch—grave, ealm,
but with a lurking smile of satisfaction
on his face. He had reason to be satis-
fied. IIe had worked the oracle. He
had done the irick. He had brought
that extraordinary rebellion to an end.
Like Coriclanus of old, alone he had
done it.

For the rebellion, cvidently, was at
an end. DBehind the master of the Re-
move walked the Remove itself, in
order.

Every member of tho rebel Form was
there—IHarry Wharton & Co. looking
cheerful, the Bounder locking cheeky
as wsual; Fisher T. Fish uneasy, Billy
Bunter !remhlinf with ecagerncss to got
in to dinner; all the other fellows evi-
dently glad that they were back at the
old school.
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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“My cye!” soid Gosling, as the pro-
cossion wound in ab the gates. “Wot 1
seys 15 this "ere—my oye!”

“They've come back!” roared Coker
of the Fifth. *“The (:hcf:l-:if young
sweeps have piven in, after alll™

“Hats to you, Coker ! called out Bob
Cherry. “Not in your lifetime, old
Horace! The Remove never gives m.”
“But you've come back!™ exclaimed
Hgobson of the Shell, :

“The gome-hackfulness 1s terrific, m
esteomed Hobson, Dut it 15 peaceful-
ness with ridiculous honour,” explained
Hurree Jamset fam Singh.

“Ain't you poing to be sacked,
Billy 1" ﬁqtacukaf Sammy Bunter of the
segond Form. i

“No, fear!” answered Billy Bunter.
“1 say, Bammy, do you know what
there 13 for dinner to-day! I ean tell
you I'm jelly hungry !

“So these rebellious boys have sur-
rendered, Mr. Quelch ! Prout rolled

up, fussy and important as ever.
“ Bunter will now be zent home——"
“Nothing of the kind, sir!” snapped
Mr. Queleh,
*“What—what? I shall ¢ertainly in-
sist  upon DBunter's sentence being

carricd out, sir!” boomed Prout.

“*You may insist upon anything you
please, sir. but that sentence most cer-
tainly will not be carried out!" barked

envy Bamuel Quelch.

Prout reddencd with wrath,

“1 fail to understand you, sic
boormed.

“I am not surprised, sir, at your fail-
ing to understand that, or anything
clse,” gaid Mre, Qualch. *Follow me,
my boys!”

The Remove master stalked on to-
waords the House, his Form marching
after him. Prout was left staring.
They marched on through a lane left by
the Greyfriars crowd, swarming and
staring on either zide. Never had tha
old guadrangle of Greyfriars buzzed
with such excitoment.

D'r. Locke leaned from his open study
window, His eyer were lixed on that
unexpectod, but very welcome, Eu'm:cﬁ-
sion. He had hoped, but he had Irardi
ventured to believe, that Mr, Quele
would suceeed in “working the oracle.”
But he had to believe what ha saw.
Quelch had worked 1t. For here wore
the rebels of Greyiriars to the last man.

“Ar. Quelch!™ pasped the Ilead.

The Bomove master spproached the
Head’s window.,  After him marched
the DRemwove. BRound the BRemove
swarmed all Greyfriars, eager to sce
and to hear.

“You—you—you have brought
boys back to the school, Mr. {gu&lch g
the Head almost stuttered.

“As vou sece, sir,” said Mr. Quelch,
with & wave of his hand towards his
Aock, “my Form have returnced to their
duty, sir. I had no doubt that such
would be the case, sir, when you were
kim?:’ls m;mugh to place the matier in my

Dr. Locke coughed. Bome of the
spectators grinned.  That, Temple of
the Fourth whispered to Dabney, was a
nasty ong for the beak.

“ And Bunter——" saicl the Head, his
eyes fixmg on the fat visage of the Owl
l:lf J[I'HE. Rumuw,

“f say, sir, I never did 16! squeaked
Bunter,

“Bilence, Bunter ! o

“Yes sir; but I never did it—"

“Will you be silent, Bunter¥”

“Oh, wes, sir! But I never did it.
Fishy did! Quelch knows, sir! Fishy's
owned up, sir. I say, sie——"

“ Bilence I almost roared tha Head.
“Mr. Quelch, has it transpired—>"

(11}
L]

ho

the F

“It has, siv,” answered Mr. Quelch.
“The snnouncement you authorised me
to make, sir, produced the effeet I con-
fidently anticipated. The boy who
threw the ink over Mr, Prout s few
weeks ogo hag now admitted Lis offence,
and made full confession, sir”

“And it was not Dunter?”

“It was not Bunter, sir!”

"I told you sll slong it wasn't me
sir1” zaid Bunter, “ Perhaps you'l
tale my word another time, air!”

“Your word certainly can never be
taken, Bunter, while you remain so
ut.!:erg and unscrupulously untruthiul I
said the Head sternly.

“Oh, really, sir—"

“If it transpires, Bunter, that you
were condemned in error, you have only
to thank your own untruthiulness,
which made it impossible for me to
rel;r upen & single statement you made.”

“Oh, lor'!"

“You tell me, Mr. Quelch, that the
utlty bd'y has confessed. Let him stand
orward |” said Dr. Locke.

* I'ish [ rapped Mr. Quelch. .

“(lo it F]S}:}T 1" grinned the Boundery
“You take the floor!™

Fisher T. Fish did not seem keen on
coming forward. The Head's grim

lare had s rather unnerving effect on
um. He wriggled out of the ranks of
the Remove, and stood before the
Head, the eynosure of all eyes. There
was & buzz of surprise in the watching

crowd. Not a tellow had suspected
Fisher T. Fish.
“Fishl You have confessed——""

said the Head, in a deep rumbling
VOLCE,

“Yep!” pasped Fisher T. Fish. “I

guess I'd have put you wize before, sir,
only I'll say I never horned for the long

jump! I was the ﬁuy, gir.”
“¥ou threw the ink over Mz,
Prout ¥ :
“Yep ¥

“ Upon my word " gasped Mr. Prout,
who had followed the proression to the
Hesd's study window, and who heard
this statement with great amarzement
and wrath. “Upon my wordl Dr.
Liocke, I trust that thiz disrespectful
boy will be immediately expelled from
the school.”

“Certainly he would be expelled, Mr.
Prout, but for the fact that, in order to
olicit tho facts, I have pledged my

word that the offender should not be
expelled [ said the Head.
“Oh!” ejpculated Mr. Prout., ™In

that case, sir, a severe floggin VOry
severo ﬂnggmg—-——an extremely severa
flog mg 4

“Undoubtedly, Mr., Prout!  Fish!
or what reason did you commit this
act? What was your motive, sir, for
hurling ink over & member of my

staff 1’
Fizsher T. Fish paused before he
replied. Certainly he did net intend

to_mention that Prout had had a cer.
fain preclious sccount-book in his hand
at the time, and that his object had
been to make DProut drop that invalu-
able volume,

“Answer me, Iish!” thundered the
Head,

“I—I puess it was—was—a—a lark,
sir!” stammered Fish.

“% lark ! repeated tha Head.

£13 Eplu

“I presume you mean, Fish, that it
was & jest1” snid the Head primly. "I
shall endeavour to.impress upon you
that such jests are out of place here.
shall not expel you. But you will be
flogped—most severely. As for the other
boys—-~"

The Head paused,

The Removites atood silent.

(Tontinued on page 28.}

They



WELL DONE, GREYFRIARS !

Dangerous Undertakings Only !

HREE 0Old Boys of Greyiriars
sat topether in an up-to-date
offica within a stone’sthrow of
Piccadilly Circus.

Facing them was Dr. Edgat Marne,
headmaster of St Cleve's School,
epitnated in Narfolk.

Dr. Merno had called on the three
0ld Boys, whose fame for asolving
bafiing problemns had been brought to
his notice.

The thres were of diverse appoar-
ance, but they had one trait in common
—nerve and plenty of it On  the
office door was a notice:

“DANGEROUS UNDERTAKINGS
ONLY.Z

“I am entirely in your hands, Mr,
Randolph,” said Dr. Marne, with &
helpless gesture.  “During the past
month soarcely a day has sed with-
out some fresh case of kidnapping.
It began at Moorvale Bchool with the
disappearanocs of the son of a leading
manufacturer. A day or two later a
heavy ransom: was demanded.

“Naturally, the boy'as father refused

to pay the extortionats re
demanded. Threats of bodily hmj-irﬁuta

the boy were immediately sent, and
the lad’'s father, taking alarm, paid
the ransom.

"Fulluwin? thia there was a series of
these ghastly kidnappings at neigh-
bouring schools. The son of a famous
soldier, the son of a Cabinet Minister,
and now the biggest ecoup of sll—the
young Maharajah of Burdspur!”

“The police have found no elue
whatsoever, str?”’ asked Jack Ran-
dolph, ex-captain of Grc;;iriura, and
head of the firm of "Old Boys,
Limited."”

“ Nothing,” answered Dr. Marne, his
face lined with worry. “The boy was
eptrusted to my care by his guardian
in India. Ha is the heir to wvast
riches, which tho kidnappers know well
enough. They  thi tha bay's

ardian will pe;i # large sum rather
than jeopardise the heir to a throme.

I understand your colleagues at

A STIRRING STORY OF BREATHLESS ADVENTURE 1

the other schools have sought aid else-
whara 1 asked Randolph. .
*“From werious privete detectives”

saidd Dr. Marne.,

“And the results}”

"T;[anﬂ. That is why I have come to
Fou.

Jack Randolph nodded.

“To add to my anxiety,” continued
Dr. Marne, *arrangements had been
made, previouz to the kidnapping, for
the maharajah’s cousin, the lguwab of
Sundagors, to arrive at my zchool fo-
MOrEow, I am overcome at the
thought that tho kidnappers, having
snecessfully carried off the meharajah,
may sttempt tn lay hands on the
nawab, his cousin.”

“1 should hardly think they would
risk a second coup at the same school,”
said Handelph.  “Though, of ecgurse,
it'a a tempting bait."

T

“That is my fear,” agreed Dr.
Marne, *“The bait may prove too
terapting. And if anything wers to

happen to tha nawsb, my school
would suffer very seriously in reputa-
tion."”

“Have you kept tha arrival of the
nawab a seoret, gir {2 asked Randolph,
a sudden gleam in his eyes.

“Not a soul outside the school
knows, other than you three bovs and
m_xs:alf:” answered Dr. Marne. “The

ldnappera cannos possibly be aware

of if,
“Then we must maeke the fact
known,” said Randelph. “I should

like you to decorate the school
way in
nawab,"”

“ But—what—"

“Let everybody know the nawaeb is
coming, Get a 'local big-wig or two
lo meet the nawsb at the station.”

“But the nawab is coming by car,
cot by train—="

“On the contrary, sir, the nawab
will arrive by the afterncon train—
and he will arrive in state,” said
Handolph, smiling. “Perhaps I had
botter explain my scheme.?

aies
hnnn:!.ir of the arrival of the

“This ia going to be tough,” seid
George Briggs as soom as Dr. Marne
had left.

By GEORGE WINGATE

(Captain of Greyfriars),

% =) Buckingham and Ms villalnous

thought they were on a good thing when
they kidnapped the young Maharajah of

Burdapur—but mads the mistake of
¢ounting their chiskens before they were
hatched |

“This firm flourishes on & tough
diet,” reaponded Randolph coolly,

The three members of tho
knitted their brows,

Randolph and Bri wero in com-
plete contrast—Randolph tall, fair, and
athletic in build; Briggs short, round,
with & turncd-up nose and freckles, as
fat as Billy Bunter, and possessing the
appearance  of an  amiablo 1diot,
Briggs certanly looked wvery littlo like
a detective; but with Briggs, appear-
anges were deceptive, The third
member, Don Fereker, wsa lean and
dark, and kean as a raror, and had &
somewhat eynical sense of humour,

Randolph broke the silence by slap-
ping Briggs on the back.

“You're the man!™ heo said,

“Just what do you want me to do?”
askcd Briggs.

“Act,” said Randolph. " Yen wera
a dab at theatricals, woren’t yout
Now you're going to p’!ny a uscful role
for o change.”

“My dear fellow, wo shan't trap a
gang of dangerous criminals with a
%th- of amateur aoling,” objected

riggs.

“You never know what vou can do
wntll  you  try,” esid Randolph,
“ Remember, we have no inkling as to
the identity of the kidnapping gang.
We can’t make a move unkil they t!ra
—and when they do we've got to catch
them in the act. H“i“ﬁ got the
maharajah, the maharajah's cousin
will be cectain to sttract thems. They
;&nu]d ask a double ransom for the
wo.'' :

“But they'll ba too careful to come
near the schoal sgain,” objected
Foreker. “They would expect St.
Cleve's to be guarded night and day.”

“ Quite so0,” agresd Randolph. “Rut
we're going to make it too easy for
them to resist. The nawab is going
to advertise himself. When he gets to
St. Cleve's, he will go out of gates
as much as possible—take lonely strolls
—oxpose himself to every risk.”

“Nice for the nawsab,” remarked
Gunfﬁe Briggs.

“Nico for you, old fellow,” answered
Randolph.

“You mean—I'm to impersonate the
nawob?" demanded Briggs, grasping
the situation.

firm

“Don't get alarmed,” smiled Ran-
dolph. “Fercker sand I will be on
hand if they attempt to kidnap you.”

“But will 1 look the part!” askcd
Briggs. “The nawab is fifteon,”

“You're short and pluomp,” aaid
Randolph. " A little brown s=tain on
your face ieatal robes—and your

own mother wonldn't know {QL’I."
“What if there's troublai” asked
Tre Macrer LieraRy.—Noe. 1,382,
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Brigea seriously,. *I know I was
wresiling champion of Greyfriars, but
I can't handle more than six at & time.”

“Don't worry: ox-boxing champion
Randelph will be with you!” grinned
Fercker. “Not to mention mysclf 1*

I'he next afternoon a new boy arrived
at Treceomb, the little station near St
Cleve's, in Norfolk, )

If ho did not actually arrive to the
accompaniment of a fanfare of
trumpets, he did the next best thing,

Early thet 'morning the stationmaster
at Treecomb had received a tolegram
to the cifect that the Nawab of Sunda-
gore would arrive by the four-thirty
train. The police had not been notified,
but several of the most notable local
rosidents had received intimation that
if they would care to meet the nawab
they would be very welcome, Quite a
nunther of these were hovering about
the platform, while a erowd of ecurions
sightseers clustered aboutb the gate.

Ir. Marne himself arrived at the
station in his car, and waited for the
arrival of the four-thirty train, in com-
pany with the stationmaster.

The train came in at last, and there
was an expectant hush among the
erowd at the barrier as & short, rotund
individual emerged from a frsb-class
apartinent. The individeal in question
was as brown as a berry, turbaned, and
smiling. He was accompanied by a
tutor, who remained in the background.

The Nawab of Sundagore greeted Dr,
Marge effusively in good English, with
only & trace of an accent. He greoted
the stationmaster and the notabla
residents, and he waved his hand
amiably to the crowd at the barrier,
who instantly broke into a cheer.

That the real nawab had been put off
at the lost moment, and that this was
Gegprge Briggs, of “ 0ld Boys, Limited,”
in disguize, was known only to Dr.
Marne and the three Old Boyz them-
E0Ivoa,

“*I am ?lad your Highness has
arrived safely,” said Dr. Marne, as he
conducted tha “nawab ¥ to his car.

“It ia a pleasure fo have such a
magnificent precting I answered Briggs,
suiing hem‘gﬂly for the bencfit of the
enlogkers, “I am already very favour-
ably mnpressed.” -

“Will your Highness pleaso step i ?”
fald Dr. Marne, somewhat embarrassed
by the part he had to play, as DBriggs
paused before the car to lot m*erylmﬁy

goe him.
Randolph, the  “tutor,” was just
behind Briggs. TFereker had alighted

irom the train as an ordinary passenger,
and he stood near at hand, preparcd
for what may happen.

As DBri surveved tha crowd, beam-
ing. Fercker gave a sudden shout :

¥ Look out!”

There was tha zoom of a powerful
enging, and & big ear burst on the
seene, 1b awerverf: across the narrow
ai:!;cut, scattering the villagers right and
o1t

A masked man leaped from it, and
then another. They sprang on to the
pavement and grasped Briggs. Before
the estounded eyez of Dr. Aarne an
the rost, Bri]gga was thrust into the big
ear, strugpling fiercely. The door
slminmed as Randolph jumped on to the
running-board, and the ecar shot for-
ward. The next moment Randolph,
reecived & shove in the chest, which sont
him rolling headlong in the road.

Zooococoom | ‘ :

The big ecar whizzed away, with
Briggs, alias the nawab, a prisoner !

Randolph was on his feet again in a
trice.

THE MAGNET

Dr. Marne's car stood at the kerh.
Randalph leaped into it. bundling the
Head's chauffeur out of his seaf and
taking the wheel. Fereker lecaped in
beside Randolph. The noxt moment the
car shot awav from the station, hard
on the {rail of the kidnappera.

Randolph had hoped to entica the
kidnappers into the open.. He had sue-
ceeded—before he had expected it
Now it locked as if the kidnappers had
got clear as swiftly as they had come.

The road was narrow and winding,
and at the specd tho cars wera going it
called for skiliul dl'i'r’hl%’. There were
thres men in the car in frent, and they
were finding Briggs a handful.  Thae
ex-wrestliog champion of Greyfriars was
giving then some anxious moments, and
the ear swaved dangerously from szide
to side as they grappled with him,

“{food for Briggs 1" pasped Randolph,
retiing avery ounce out of Dr. Marne's
car. " They've got & more powerful car,
lmt. Briggs 13 keeping them oceupied.
By Jove, we're gaining on them !”

A straight stretch of road gave
Randolph the opportunity he wanted.
Letting Dr. Marne’s car all out, he
steadily overfeok the kidnappers’ car,
and leaped on to the running-board,
clutehing at the door handle,

One of the men had pulled out a
revoiver, aud was poising the butt over
Briggs' head as Randolph wrenched
open the door and scrambled inside
the car. Randolph's . left caught the
ruflian on the point of the jaw, and he
toppled over—"out ™ to the worldl
Next moment Randoelph was at pri
with another of the raflians, while
Briggs, leit with only one man to deal
with, quickly loclked his arm in a grip
which precloded further argument |

Ii‘erqﬁer had stopped Dr. Marne's car
ahead of the kidnappers, and ha leaped
aboard as they drew level. The third
of the kidnappers found himself
Ihlhmned botween Randeolph and Fere-
ier—and the chase was over|

“Got 'em 1".gasped Brigegs. " Whera
wotld you fellows be without me 1"

“Take it easy till you pet your wind,
old man,” =zaid Randﬂﬁah. “You've
n:'lnn::'[:: well 1”

" lurso 1
ground 'Eh'ig?g;.l;L
captor,

‘Right first time ! grinned Briggs,
recovering hia breath.

‘I'he prisoners were speedily bound
and taken to St Cleve's. Dr. Marne,
seated in his study, stared apprehen-
sively &b the three ruffians,

“All right, after all,
Randaolph  reassuringly.
them 1™

“I should have sent for the police 1m-
mediately,” said Do Marne  dis-
tractedly, “but for your warning not to
do so. I will do so now, howsver.”

“Pleass wait a little, sir!™ said
Randolph firmly. 1 you remember,
vou placed this case in our hands, and,
with sour permission, we'll see it
through.”

Dir. Marne hesitated, then nodded,

“Certainly I he answered. “But
what—-"

Randolph surveyed the three prisoners
closaly. .

They were men of & rough type, by
no means master brains. Tﬁa men who
had driven the car was a little more
ferocious than the others, but he was
obviously not the man to handle a big
kidnapping schéme such as they Lnew
to be afoot.

“This one isn't the biﬁ shot,” ah-
served Randolph coolly, “He's ecting

yowre not a boyl”

prisoner, glaring at his

sirq” gaid
“"We've got

of

under orders. We've got to dispover
who is giving the orders.”

The prisoner in guestion sneered.

“That's goin’ ta be easy, ain't it?"
he asked. “Well, go shead and tryl
Why, what——"

He breke off suddenly as Randolph
went swiftly through his pockets.
bringing to light & collection of odd-
ments, among which was a soiled wallet,
stuffed with lettors. :

Asg Eandn!r‘h opened this, the prisoner
gave an exclamation:

“:Fire, vou leave that alome!™

Randolph smiled, and went system-
atically through the contents of the
wallet, Thers were several letters, all
typewritien. They gave various In-
structions to & man named Granger—the
prisonet, resumably —and two
associntes, Hragg and Forbes. The
typewritten signature In cach case was
C“BUOCKINGHAM,” To the real
identity or whereabouts of the man whe
called himsclf Duckingham there was
no clue whatever.

The prisoner laughed as he noted
Randalph's expression.

“ You won't get nothin® out o' me—-=
he began. ]

He broke off again soddenly as
Randolph came to the last letter—ihe
only one in an envelope.

Quick as a flash, Randelph looked at
the postmark. It had been franked in
Jorsey, in the Channel Islands, DBriggs
was swift to notice the prisoncr’s sudden
alarm, )

“¥ou don't look so chirpy now,
Granger I* said Briggs. * What is there
about that envelope that you don'’t wang
us to seed”

! Randolnh passed it over.

“The postmark!” he answered,
elated, “Our friend hore was wise
enough to destroy the envelopes to the
other letters—but he forgot thl.‘!_ one.
Whoever this fellow Buckingham is, he
rules hiz pang from Jersey. Good
enough, I think? We'll run acrass to
Jersey 1n the Firefly. There may be a
clue to be picked up once we're on the
spok ¥

— ———

Captured!

BEANGER, Brapg, and Forbes,
G were laft at Bt. Cleve's to be
turned over fo the police. At
Randolph's suggestion  Dr.
Marne agreed to charge them with
attempting to kidnap & Fourth Form
boy, the Nawab of Sundagore, but to
say nothieg of the part the old boys
had played in bringing about their

cngtu:re_

feanwhile, the Nawab of Sundagore,
washed elean, left Treecomb with Ran-
dolph and Fercker by the early morning
train. . .

Arriving in London just before eight,
they went directly I:rér car to a little
ginca on the South Coast whers Ran.

olph kept the Firefly, the big speed-
boat presented to him by Sir Malcolm
Cherrill, the famous speed king, for
services rendered.

Betts, the old seaman who looked
after it, was on the beach mending nets
when Randolph & Co. arrived, but he
had the speedboat ready for the sea
within a few minutes.

It was a longish journey across the
Chammel to Jersey, but under Ran-
dolph’s guiding hand the spesdboat
roaored out across the blus water at a
steady forty miles per hour on her
mission of rescue.
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“You're certain we shall find tbe
kidnapped juniors when we find this
man Buckingham ' asked Driggs,
with some doubt.

“Work it out for yoursell,” enswered
Randolph, his eyes sweeping the sea.
“Tha police have scoured the country-
side round St. Cleve’s and the other
echools without success. Obviously thera
isn't an inch of ground which hasn’t
been combed. Besides, these fellows
wouldn't be fools enough to remain
where thﬂ;ir might be discovered at any
moment. They've taken a lot of trouble
to ]i,:idna.pn their victims, and you can
bet they've made sure of & safe place
in which to lie low.”

“Wouldn't it be difficult to take the
boys mcross to Jersey without being
spotted 1 azked Fereker thoughtfully.

“Remember, the kidnappinge have
taken place at might,” said Randolph,
“With a fast ear they could reach the
coast before morning. A powerful
motor-boat, such as this, would take
them across—with practically no danger
of discovery—providing they had good
weather. And you have to bear in mind
that these fellows ore playing o reckless
game for hig money.”™ ;

“But Jersey's a fairly large island,”™
remarked Briggs.

Az a matter of fact, I doubt if they'ra
on the island at all.* seid Randolph.
“If vou were kidnapping & number of
schoolboys, and wanted to lie doggo,
where would you goi® - -
. *“Certainly - not Jersey iisell,” ssad

Briggs. “1 should pick on one of those
little islands round about. The kid-
nappers could pick on cne of those,

with 8 good chance of sefety.” ‘

“Then, what we've got to do 18 to
eruise round all the Channel Islands,
one by one, until we 'spot the kid-
napper’s camp | eaid Fereker, with a
wey grin.

Randolph handed the wheel over to
Fereker, while he drew the letters
signed Buckingham from his J}c-uket
and studied them again. He indicated
g¢ne, and redd aloud from it

“Listen, you sleuths,”” he said. “I've go

been thinking this bit over. ° Next
time, coma from the west. Must I keep
telling you? If vou don't, you may be
e, member, Buckingham.’
Randolph tapped the letter. “lFrom the
west ! he repested. “Do you see what
that means?” .
“This fellow Buckingham was telling
hiz man Granger to come from the west
in case he should be seen,’” szaid Briggs.
“What do we get from that?” .
“The letter wos posted in 5t, Helier,
Jersey., Jersey iz a ‘well-populated
island, and a motor-boat approaching
it would certainly be zeen. Now, if the
kidnappers were camping on an island
near Jersev, but within sight of 14—
Buckingham might warn Granger to
come up on the seaward side to avoid
being seen from Jersey.n
o Igﬁaﬂ,” said Briggs keenly. *“ What
was it—'come from the west’? If
Granger was told to approach Bucking-
bam’s lair from the west, the island they
are on must be to the west of Jersey.”
“And at the fame time, within sight
of it,"” said Randolph. “1I think that
narrows our search a lot!"

“A firel” -

“A camp fire!” said Briggs, with
conviction.

Jack Randolph's keen eyes had been
first to ;;‘ick out the smudge of red on
the beach of & tiny islet to the west of
Jexrsey.

They had reached Jersey in the after-
noon and had spent the time till dusk
cruising around, looking for an island
which fitted o with Randelph’s theory.

L

‘and  held

EVERY SATURDAY

Dusk was decpening when the glimmer
of a Hame revealed itself, low on the
beach.

Hilently, Randolph swung the sﬂgm‘:d-
boat round and Ee&ded r inshore.

The darkness lent them cover as they
approached the beach. Randelph
ateered away to the left of the fire,
towards a creek which his alert gaze
had marked previously. If this was the
end of their search, their quarry was
befora m—a flerca and desperate
quarry who would not hesitate to shoot.

Randolph examined his revolvers and
then slip?ed over the zide of the boat
into shallow water and waded ashore,
giving hiz instructions in an undertone.

“Try and get close to the fire, and
ree who's about,” he said. “Don’t let
them see you, till I give 2 signal. TI'll
elamber qver the rocke and surprize
them from the rear. Give me time to
get ahead before you start ™

Fereker podded, and he and Briggs
weaited while Randolph stole away In
the darkness. '

After some minutes, Fereker gave the
word.

“Come on, Briggs,” he said grimlr.
“And hold your gun ready.”

Fereker led the way along the beach,
til they wers within a few yards of the
camp fire. He was sbout to give the

7

word o slop when
loose stone and stum
formis leaped wp from near the fire.
revolver spat. :

No questions were asked by cither
side, Tt was obvious that the three in-
vestigators had found the kidnappoere,
and equally obvious {hat the latter were
deeperate men.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Fereker and Bripgs flattencd out on
the beach, taking what cover they could
behind heavy boulders. Bullets rico-
choted off the boulders as the kid-
nappers blazed with their guns. Bripps
gave a gasp as a bullet tore hiz arm.

Brigps frod on a
blﬁ(‘f: Threa dark
A

Crack! Crack! Crack!
Fercker snapped his teeth. Tt was
wild firing, & waste of ammunition

which they could not spare. He drow
trom his hip pocket a poweriul clectrio
torch, and shonc it suddenly into the
faces of the kidnappers. For a moment
it blinded them. Briggs added the
glare of his torch, and the Xidnappery
hire wavered.

Crack! Crackt

Next second there was s sudden “n-
cxpected fusillade of bullets—coming
from above and behind the kidnappers
—hiting into the sand around the camp
fire, A yell of pain, followed by a

(Continusd on-néxi paye.)
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ROUND THE LIBRARIES!

The Month's Best Books.

HEN a master or a prefect
w becomes a bully and takes
advantage of his soperior
position to torment those
beneath him, the underdogs, as a rule,
have little chance of hitting. back at
him. But when the underdogs happen
to be Harry Wharton & Co. of Gre;,i'-
friars—well, that's different, as you will
see for yourselves if you get Mr. Frank
Richarda’ latest masterpiece, “The
Tyrant Prefect.” What Harry Wharton
and his pals do to the bullying prefect
to make this yarn a winner. 1t 1310
the * Schoolboys’ "Own Library”
No. 225,
And here’s another superb school yarn

» —Rookwood School, this time, featuring

Silver & Co. It s
ifth Form Rebellion,”
and is hﬁeﬂwen Conquest. For fun and
thrills there has never been a better
story written, Note the number—the
*Schoolboys’ Own Library,” No. 225.
You can imagine, perhaps, the sensa-
tion 1t would cause if dozens of boys
at a big public school were kidnapped
to ransom. Buft ¢an you
imegine what those bovs would de to
their kidnappers? That is what makes
Edwy Searles Brooks' latest story, “The
Kidnapped Remove,” a feast of thrills.
This is & book to read and remember.
It is “ Boys' Friend Library,” No, 441,
Mr. Charles Hamilton 12 famous for
his stories of Ken King—King of the
Islands. But he has wrnitten no more
exciting yarn than “The Wild Man of
the Island,” which iz just out. Een
King and his pal, Kit Hudson, are
marooned on an island which is believed
to be uninhabited. But :omeone else is
there, and that i3 the cause of the
mystery and the amazing adventures.
This yarn will bring the wild Pacific to

popular Jimm
called, “Tha

you vividly. Take & note of the
number—"“Boys' Friend Library”
No. 442. _ ) .

The “Boys' Friend Library® i=

famous for first-class cstories, but this
month's issues ara even better (han ever
before. Mo, 443, "“The Schael for
Champions,” by . Wedgwood Belfield,
iz & gripping varn of hexing and
baffling mystery that cannot be bettered,

No, 444, “The Mystery Batsman,” by
Anthony Thomas, t3 a story of erichet
and international intrigue that holds the
interest to the last line,

t you revel in detective novels yon
cannot afford to miss thie month's isenes
of the “Sexton DBlake Librarve.”
No, 441, "The Mystery of Cell 13,” by
G. H. Teed, introduces that cunning
and daring adventurer, George Marsdin
Plummer, whose schemes are frustrateed
by the genius of Bexton DBlake.

“Murder by Mistake,” by Paul

Urquhart, which is No. 442 in this -

series, deals with as bafling & mysiery
a3 ever Blake has been called upon to
solve, I doubt if any reader could
arrive at the iruth before Sexton BlaMe
clears things up in the end. ]

There are two more novels In this
series which maintain the high standard
of the “Sexton Blake Library”
No, 443, “The Sacred City,” by Pierre
Quiroule, features Granite Grant and
AMle Julie, of the Secret Scrviee,
No. 444 iz by that d1':u::1;1=uulm* writer, Allan
Blair. It iz called “The Crime at the
Seatide Hotel,” The mystery remains a
mystery to the end, and no cne but
SBexton Blake could have solved it

For those who like mystery-thrillers
there is “Three Die at Midnight,” by
John Hunter. This book 1s Ne. 3 of the
new and alveady established " Thriller
Library.”  Three men were killed at
pleces miles apart, and a: the rame
moment. In each case a cloaked man
with s limp had been secn st the time,
The mystery of how it was done was
wrapped up in the greater mystery of
why it was done. This is one of the
most gripping, and certainly the most
entertaining and rcadeble story of the
kind yvou have ever como across, ]

& ’I‘!{e Man from Dartmoor,” by David
Goodwin, 18 No. 4 of the *“Thriller
Library,” different in style and plot
fromn  the last-mentioned book. The
scenae is Dartmoor, a convict escapes and
finds refuge almost in the shadow of the
prison walle,  How Joyee Neshit, the
vich young owner of & near-by house,
cmplovs the conviet as her burler, and
how he rescues her from blackmilers
and nt_h::-'r: tronblos, makes this yarn one
you will never forget.

(Al the volumes mentioned here areé
XOW ON SALE, Pricc &d. cach.)
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THE REBELS AT BAY|

{Continued from page 24.)

trmd to look as if butter would not melt
in- their mouths, Mr. Quelch took up

the tale.-

“Fish having confessed, sir, my boys
ected on my Zl.ﬁ'l"lﬂ?.- ko return &t gnee to
the school,” he -said. = “1 ‘obtained a
boat and they did immediately as I
directed them. I held out spme haope,
sir," that i,r:m might take a lament VIEW
-::l-f the whole matter, in view ﬂf thmr

t and rqspedful submission.”

"Mp Quelch, -I zhall :leave the que-r;-
tion of dealing with your Form entirely
in vour hands!"" said

Dr. Locke. “You
will act as you think fit! I shall deal
persorially ; with - Fish,. :however.
Wingate, ‘will you kindly ask Gosling
to shap to wy-study ! - Fish, come m at
once,

Fisher T. Fish crawled into the Ilouse
and ' crawled .to ¢he Head's study.
[rﬂhll arrivﬁd pmmm Gosling was

ﬁ-a}s rompt, but when he was
mqmrt-d to Ii'wwt a feHow for a fog-
ging; Gosling was not the man to waste
a moment !

few minutes later, loud :..{'115 wers
heard - progeeting from the °Head's

Hd\r,ﬂ, accompanigd - by the, rhythmie
whackmg.'of a birch!

Fisher 1. I'ish was sufferirg for his
sing |

“.-nhmh shad any, sympathy -to awasle
on him.. Nobody was sorry . for IMisher

T..Fish,  But, to judge by his fearful
howls, hic was sorry enough for.him-
self. . In fact, his  sorrowfulness, - as

H'ut‘ree Jamset Hun;i Singh remavked,

ﬁa.r- terrific. After. the Head was done

with him, Eisher 'T. Fish crawled away

fEru-lin the study & sadder if not & wiser
y5i !

But if Fisher T. Fish was not pleased,
Bill{ Banter, on the other hand, _was
délighted ! - Bunter was no longer under
sentence of the sack! DBunter, at-lou
last, was cleared! -Detter Etlif he ha

ot back to Greylrisrs in time ~for
gmm-rr Best of all, there was steak-
and-kidney pic for dinnes | . Fisher T,

. ¥ish eould groan as much as he liked,

but Bijly Bunter could "not’ Help thmk
ing that.ev {-uthm “was for the best in
the best of: dil p?ﬁsihle worlds ! - Bunter
liked steala -1 1d- Lg{lnea pic! And there
was - plenty Gfrl Bunter beamed |
The giruh w:ua: all right; so evervthing
was all right!t

had left it

Tlm Head, very tactiully,
Quelely to deal with his rebel

to My,
YForm.
- Reelly, as 1l had {urned out that there
had been an erver, and the Remove ve-
bellioni bad prevemted an act of in-
justice, " Do, Locke ::mtld hardly have
olt it bis duty to deal severely with
thera,

THE MAGNET—EVERL o ATURDAY

Ha, 1gctfultl‘v het Ia[t- iesto  Quelch,
Equally tact ik , Qupleh said -ro more
about the matter:

-The Regove rebellion was over, and

thet was that! The siege of Popper's

land was & thing of the past. For a
few daya, it-was a topic in the stundies,
but as the school was about to break
up for the summer holidays, the Grey-

frinrs- follows scon had something elze
ko think about.

THE EHIF-

(Whaterer you de, c.‘lﬂma don’t misn
the first cover-tocover yara in outr grand
e - gerigs- commencing with “BUN-
TER, THE BILLIONAIRE!" You'll-
Find £t in next week's super tasue of the
MacreEr. D¢ sure and order your copy
in good limel)

! WANTED I
FUNNYBONE TICKLERS! -
POCKET-KNIVES ."I-WARDED
FOR WINNING EFF{JF.TS‘
Raymond Smith, of "Mesdowside,”’
1. Brookfield Crescent. Kenton,

Mn&di:sex. has scored a bulls-eye 1
with the fﬂilﬂw_"mg ic-ltc: ]

Mr.
upon

%uﬂinh trying to impresa
. Billy unfar what an
epidemic {a) t * You sae, Bunte

an spldemic iz momething Hm{

spreads, MNow give me an
oxampis.™ -
' Bunter: “Oh, yss, eir—
i= Ium | S ' I
{Note : Address your Limericks

I and }ﬂhes tos menclca. and |
Tokes ™ Editer, cfe "MacneT, 5,
Carmelite Street, undnn E.C4.
Coemp.)

'll

_safaly returned, and _the

. famous

OLD BOYS, LIMITED!

(Continued froin previous page.)

groan, showed that the unknown marks-
man was shooting straight.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Fereker and Briggs re- -opened fire,
and, taken before and behind, the Kid-
nap_p-ern were demoralised. Leapln to
theizr feet in the glara of the tore
they threw. down their revolvers nru:i
held their arms above their heads.
There were six of them all told., it was
surrender—from all save one—a huge,
pock-marked ruffian whose bloodshot
eyes gleamed ab the attackers like thoes
of a wild boar.

Without warning, this fellow turned
and leaped over the camp fire, p]ungmﬁ
away towards- the eliffs, . *Ha “ran fy
tilt. into thie barrel of ‘Jack ’R&ndﬂ]ph*

. revolver, which was jammed firmly mmto

hié stomach.

Randol smiled inte the . pocks
marked features of thb. chief of. the
kidnl.ppars.

“Our win, I think, Mr. Bucking-
ham "

It was & complete win for “0ld Boys,

- Lamited."

Three of Buckingham's men were
wounded, and.in ‘no mood for further
rﬂszst.mce *Tifc other two were hmmd

ELher with” Blmkmg'lmm

n a“long cave at the back of -the
beach the three investipitors f{}phﬂ the
yvoung Mahammh of DBrirdapur—safe
and sound,” ?lﬂ-ﬁll}f awaiting ransoin—
or rescie! The other boys were with
him—scared, but unharmed.

Leaving Forcker and Briggs in charge
of Buckingham and his gang, Randolph
took the kidnepped l:u:}}s- aboard " the
Firefly and ran.,them “aeross’ to Eh.
Helier, where the police could a.rrm_:fﬂ
for, them to return'.by the re
steamer. service, *Rnndulph pilote ﬂH
spemﬂhuat back alone to the island.

The prisoners were embarked, ‘having
no choice, and with Fareker and Brﬂzg‘-
aboard, Randolph turned the TFire
nose ‘to the sea. With 'a full load, ugnz
zoomed oub into the Channel. "A few
hours later. Randolph steered into Wey-
mouth harbour to hand over Bucking-
‘ham and his confederates to the police,
who, it turned out, wanted the gang on

. Eereral other charges as well.

The kidnapped: achmlbﬂr:;s were all
substantial
mward which the Maharajah of Burda-
pur's guardian had offered was paid
nmp inko the account of “0Old
Limited ""—tha firm which was
hr,mgm fresh lustre to the name of the
qi'l.d school from which- it mem-
bers were nr]ru.nr' L
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Two Yung Advencherers—

Setting out on a trip round the world
in a roeing boat, will swop fountain-
pen (containing only one leak, stopped
up with chewingz-gum) for good pockit

compass. — GATTY & MYERS,

7 THE NEW

G.P.O., Second Form.
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: I Noa. 97 (New Series).
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Expert Swimmers Required

Six expert swimmers, trained in life-
saving and first-aid, required to follow

us up when Coker takes us out in his
hired speedboat next week, Write
POTTER & GREENE, Box 789,

August 11th, 1934,

GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

weenes romniniscent of the old-time Spanish
Main wers enactod in the English Channel
this week, when o pitched batile took place
between a Flemish four-mastor and a emall
English sehooner.

The troublo avese, as related in & previous
article, out of an inonlent at Folkestona,
whon Wharton and Torrencoe and Abbott,
ull of the lourth Form ot Creyfriars, were
lured aboard the lorcign ship by a trick and
taken ont to aon a8 hinpressed members of thoe
ciew.  VWharton escaped, a3 the ship waas
leaving PFolkesione, and his account of the
bruial treatment meted out to himself and his
Form-nates so infuriated his father that the
List amentioncd promptly chartered a schooner
and sot off in pursmt. _

Ale, Wharton hail talken the procantion
of engaging a nwnber of pugilists and wreetlers
to trovel abonrd the coner with him, and
his promiso that they should be given a fight
warthy of the long journcy whetted their
appetites for a glimpse of their quarry. The
I-‘Il)::mish four-master, however, was not easily
found, and nearly two days passed before
they at last heard that she was anchored off
tho Norman coast.

At sunsct on thoe second day they found
her, and as they hove-to, Wharton was
dolighted to obscrve his Form-mates at work
on the deek. Grappling hooks were used to
draw (he English schooner alongeside the
foreigner and, ere the Flemish erew had time
ta realise what was happening, o small army
of museular Englishmen was swarming up
her side on to the deck.

Wo are assured, and we have no reason to
doubt, that the hend-to-hand fight that
ensued was one of the fiercest encounters
ever seen off the deck of o man.o'.war,
Numbers were about equally divided—
and the same mey be emid about the en-
thusiasm. But eventually the English party’s
superior knowledge of fisticuifs told and thae
foreignera fled in disorder below, leaving the
invaders victorous.

Torrence and Abbott, who, we need hardly
eay, were overjoyed at the turn of evonts,
were soon transferred to the schooner and
their rescuers all returned in safety, The
schooner then set seil again, to a lusty
English cheer that must have been heard
on the mainland.

8o the missing Fourth-Formers will be
duly seen in their customary places at Grey-

friars mext term and everything hos ended

happily, after all.

Lhorton and Torrenco and Abbott have
but one ragret.
- Mr. Whorton did not sllow them to join
in the battle ]

THE WRONG KIND

Lleaders arc asking us whother Stott's wild
ride through (_‘:;nurt.%eld High &treet on o
motor-bike was in aid of chanity,

Heo certainly colleeted a fow coppers—but
nobt (he kind that any chuoritv 13 likely to
want |

Lpinch

INKY'S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

Esteerned and ludierous
readers will unguestionably
be glad to learn that I have
agroofully consented to cast
the horoscopes of some of the
most honouwred and absurd
gahibs at Groyfriora. Theso
forecastas, I obtain by gazefyl
abzorvation telescopefully of
the heavenful bodies, ecom-
bined with a prylul look into
the learned boolks of my native
soothsayers of Ehanipur, This
week, I wild take Harry
Wiwnrten,

When the esteemed and

reposterous  Wharton was

orn, Mars held tha mid.
heaven and Jupiter and Saturn
wers o conjunctureful near-
ne53, This may mean
nothing fulness tomost readers,
but it means a muchful lot
to & Bhanipur soothsaver.
It means, to begin with
startfully, that Wharton is
born to be a warrior and will
be one whether he wantfully
wishea it or not. This may
explain why thickful ears
and blackful eyes have bpen
tha dayful order during the
respected and  ridieulous
Harry’s carcer at Grevirars,

This year, saccording to
my roadi of tha stars,
Wharton must beware of
disasters coming from above.
It is clearfully evident that
the number of booby-traps
in satore for him is v
terrifie ! Many tragio losses
are threatened, from which
we may deduce that the
esﬁ?aﬁaﬂ and f:.]utfut Bumnter
wi ep on purloining cakes

ﬁl.li;r from Study No. 1.

I am gladfully pleased to
observe that unexpeoted good
fortune 1 money matters
will fall te Wharton'™s lot:
but he mus{ be careful mot
to get toa excited whoopfully
over it.  This must mean that
the esteemed and disgusting

WOULD YOU BELIEVE

Skinner is at last poing to
ay him back the two shillings
ﬁa has owad him for the last
aix montha,
There are many other
thinga I could say speelfully

about Harry Wharton's horo-
scope, but space stopfully
forbida. Look out, however,
for my learned and absurd
article in next week’'s number.
__Till then, my ceteemed and
rdiotic readera, good-bye |

HOW TO RUN A
SKOOL

Skoolmasters, guvverners
and others wanting e ert
advice on this subject can
get it by sending for my Free
Pamflet : " The Idosl 8kool.”
Present-day skandals feer.
lessly eggsposed. Don’t misa
it !—Horace J. Coxer, Box
123, * Greyfriars Herald.”

ANSWER TO CORR ESP&HI}EHT

&, TUBB (Third),—~* What
ia the best mﬁhﬁ do when a
fellow im u&ught fishing in
private waters 1 "

Show & elean pair of * gelg”,
Eid |

IT?

Harry Whartonshowsconsidarabla
skill at bigh diving, and doring
& gummer voo he surprised -anm
exhibition diver at a

rezort by diving of a thiriy feet
hiihlnﬁntturm I

holiday

=il
R WG

Donald Ogilvy, the Scots junior,
has brought model rallway
gystem -hlut.zh up to date by
installing o latest colonr-
elgnalling device, Ogilyy plans
to become a railway pioneer [

STHHE
o5

Fo LY
e .I i\.-: ; ":..‘.'"'-.

Large-Scale
Holidays This Year

When we sent Dick Ralke rouvad
to ask some of the leading lghts
what they were going to do during
the wvae, we didn't dream wlat
amazing replies he'd bring back.
Just cast your opties over tais
little lot :

F. F. PROUT, Eaq. : I am going
to charter a liner and take a party
of schoolboys on an educational
cruise.

&. WINGATE (Sixth): I ebz?
invite o party of frisnds to sccoth-
pauy me on & trip round the world
in an air-liner,

G. BLUNDELL (Fifth): T shall
buy a dozen or eo famous pro-
fessional ericketers, train thim
intensively, hire Lord's, and tkon
challenge the Australians to play
Blundell's Eleven.

CLAUDE HOSEINS (8hell}:
I intend hiring the Albert Hall
for & month and giving free piano-
forte recitals and free meals to he
deserving poor. :

CECIL R. TEMPLE (Upper
Fourth): Probably -1 shall par-
c¢hasze a Rn!la-P..n?m and engage &
chauffour and footman and go
touring in Kuropa.

W, G. BUNTER (HRemove):
I am going to buy the Palace Pior,
Brighton, mcluding the restaurants
and slot-machines and ask 13
friends to join me in a jolly good
time at my expense )

* % & B & W

Naturally, your firat thought is
that thoy. had all gone goofy.

But they hadn't |

Dick Ilake, like the fathead he
iz, had added a little bit of his avmn
on to our original question.

We told him tdn as tl.hemh: Wh:l;r
are you going to dodurmgthevao|

hat he asked them wai:
* What are you going to do dunia
the vae IF YOU COME IHTU_E
MILLION POUND3 ™ 5

THE SUPER-CRITIC

Have wyou eover noticed how
ightfully eritica] Tom Browr is?

o last time we invited do
tea, bhe even pisked holea iZ¥oir
tea-strainer |

ALARM IN
THE NIGHT

Island Mystery
Solved!

An alarm came to ths
Remove camp on Pop-
per’s Island one night.

At Hret it sounded hke

thunder.

Then, listening to it,
we thought it sounded
different. Thera was
someihing wunlike thun-
der about it—something
roeminiacent of the grow-
ling of scme termfying
wild animal—some great,
primevel beesat from the
depths of the jungle—
some gipantie King Kong
on the warpath.

What could it bé 1 We
heard it sgoin—a deep
rumblin sound that
ghook the earth. Was
it a distant wvoleanic
eruption—a mighty cata-
clyem that was tter-
ing cities and making
fhavoe of scme distand

¥ | land * Whatever it waa,

we had to fnd out,
though we might take
our livea in our hands
in tho finding !

With hearta beating a
wild tattoo, we set out
to explore—and Eoon
the mystery was solved.
It was nothing to

ahﬂl.lt, I"E-H-IIJ.I"-
Just Bunter snoring—
that was all |

w

M. TT]gg eonsoled
unsuccessful applicants
for the post of Third
i et

BLELIBG .

Ca Fﬁrdﬂt&ﬂ for can-

didates |

the tumble of distant |ZeQ

onl

SOARING MADE

HIM SORE

Coker’s Gliding Flop

Colker's first amateurish
efforis at gliding were made
in the quad. He pgot into a
kind of box-kite on whaeals,
which he assured us was a
uvine glider, took affec-
tionate leave of hia {riends,
and pedalled furiously ocroes
the quad. As a start, it
was most impressive. Thero
was only one drawback about
it, HE DIDN'T RISE!

After riding round and
round the guad for half-an-
hour, to the accompeniment
of deafening cheers from tho
fans, Colker paused for an
interval to refresh himself
with bottles of ginger-pop
and cream puffs—~fortified
with which, he proceeded
to pedal still more furiously

round the quad for the rest

of the afterneon. We regrot
to state that the results were
negligible,.  The maximum
height to which he rose was
two feet—and even this was
ly the r?suhg;; of E;r eollision
with one of the empty gFinger-
}}cltp bottlea he ha«fua.relmsly
eft lying on the grasa.
Pondering afterwards on
his failure to reach the higher
atrata of the atmosphers,
Colier came to the conelusion

that it was mainly due to ths
Emt that he hmidﬂ iﬁ" H-tﬂ.;"t-

¥ geing upwardas. only
he could start by going

duwnwmﬂﬁ]l;ﬂu the Tdr, %:
a " 1 wou
Eimpm?l%ihggituﬂlﬂg

So, with the help of Potter
and Oreene, he hauled his
glider to the top of Black Pike
and pedalled downwards.

Succeas was instantancons.
He left thoe ground in less than
two ticks and found himself,

{to his great delight, flying

-

bl ey e s
g ol e Poter

Edﬂm" ll: thinks Bunte i 1

says he nier go

tired ol writing the wor
¥ broke ™ every day |

ﬁhﬂrhf

&t &b G

aboai recently; with a grin on his of
ace, “A 'E'e

d smilea when ths gnn shin
& poor spork,’? says

Boby

Bob Dick Rosseld bas

[

e =

i =
LT

champion hozer |

‘* gdopted *?

Chercy carried a sprai wrist dogs, rabbits, nnd stoats !T'L Lots
iﬁuﬁrlm uniors keap pels,

llow who only bot Bassell holds the record for

es Is wvariety. bit mpusoal a

through the air at a truly
terrific speed.

Just as luck would hoave
it, ono of tho ridges of the Pike
ﬁﬁh in his way and stopped

im temporarily. Dut Coker
was soon flying merrily again,
undetorred by the fearful
bumps which, {or reasons he
did not at first understand,

he seomed to be roceiving |

with inercasing froquency.

It was only when he
recoived a particularly violent
bump and found himssll

spread out in & field at the foot
of tha Pike that ho rcaliscd
what had been bhoppening.
Coker had fondly imagined
that he had been flying in o
ling parallel with the earth’s

gurface. Instead of which he
had been {ravellng in a
direct lino towarda the centre
of tho earth i
Coker 18 said {o be awlully
gore about his lack of succssa.
Really, wo don’t wondoer

at it}

In arecent hurdling competi-
tion, Dick Rake was dis-
gqualified for taking a short cut
round the bend of the track to
the winuing post.

Ho “jumped to the con.
clugion " too quickly |

-

DICK PENFOLD—
AUTHOR-REALIST

Writes What He Sees

We camo oncross Dick Penfold st a levol-
crossing mear Friavdale, the othor day. o
was gazing reflectively at tho railway lino.

“Penny for your thoughts, old beani®™
we cried cheerily, and Dick started vicolently.

“T wons concentrating,” he cxplained,
hm*ingI greotod ve. “ You may have hoard
that I've recontly taken wup shoil-slors
writing ¥ Well, my method of writing ia
not to sit in an ermehoir and imaginoe things.
T go out and see tho things I want to writo
about first. Then I ean go back and writo
tha story in & vividly realistio fashion, sco 7Y

“'Hem, yeal Your pcxt is going to Lo o
railway story, ¢h ¥

“ Just so,’” nodded Ponfold. * It's ealled
* Fred of the Footplate,' and it's going lo bo s
jolly good etory, though I say it mysoclf !}
DBut you don’t catch me writing about frains
without first going out and secing one. That'a
why I'm waiting %lam‘ I want te scc o troin
and got & mental image of it which I can pass
on to my roaders in o vivid pen-picture drawn
from life. Thot's my method, see 1 "

“ Look out, old chap; hore's one coming
now ! ¥ wo warned him.

“ Ah, this i the moment that enables mo
to breathe life into my story ! ' exclnigod
FPonfold.

Ho turned his eyes back to the track,

A little local puffer came sgueaking and
snoriing along the rails at about ten miles
an hour, drawing behind it & couple of
docrepit carriages that dated back to some-
where nesr Stephenson’s time. DPenfold
watched it with a wrapt expression on his fuce,

After it had chugged ita woy painfully
past the Javel-crossing, he rushed madly away
ta get his im ions transforred to papor
before the inspiration left him.

Later in the day be showed us what he
wrote. ‘This is it

“The glittering mass of steel hurtled
through the dusk like some terrifying Colossua
of Speed, cutting the screaming air like a
meteorite, belching ruddy flame and o dead
straight line of ateam as it scresmed onwards
in its splendid fury."

Wa're thinking of giving & copy of the yam
to the atutiunfnnﬂﬁr nfi;. Frﬂﬁ:dnle. Hea'll
be awlully surprised to know that this ia
supposed to be a lifelike pen-picture of hia
own pet local puffer |

HEAT-WAVE HINTS

Would you like to learn how to provont

%ﬂur face overheating during & hoat waveo ?

Harry
to travel in all the adventorous

countries of the world.
is & good
sod bBe will not finch

animal or man |

Whoarton is wvery Kesn

shot with i ki
wi a rifo—
from

hen esk Fisher T, Fish. He's pot ihe
“ goolest chook ™ of anyone we know !

ADVICE TO ARTISTS

T you find youre too slow in gfgetting
through your work, ssk Bob Cherry for his
frank opinion of it. What he eays s bound
to maks you colour furipualy }



