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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Poker, Too !

M ONSENSE"™ rapped Mr
N Quelch.
The Bemove master

frowned.

The Rewove, on
grinned.

They were amused,
master was not.

Un that bright, sunny May afternoon
tha Remove had gathered in the quad,
while lesa lucky fellgws in uiher Forms
sat in the Form-roomx ut il usual
grind.

It was a “walk.”

Mr. Quelch, master of the Remove,
was taking bis Form for o Form walk—
and every fellow in Mr. Quelel’s Form
was looking unusually spick-and-spaw,

ithe other hand,

if their Form-
L

1a befitted such an  oecasion. Even
Billy Bunter was wearing o clean
ollar.

Nobody, of course, liked a Form walk
T fimrgc of & Form-masier, hut-‘ as an
alternative to grinding Latin in the
Form-room it had its attractions.

Bob Chevry remarked that it was,
snyhow, out of doors, cven if a fellow
had to sport a tn:-pscr—mld auytling
vut of doors appealed to Bob, Most of
the Greylriars Remove sgreed. Putnam
van Duck, the new junior from Chicago,
gucssed 1hat it was the goods, espect-
ally as it gave him a chance of moscy-
ing around without Poker Pike, his

nman gusrdisn, treading on his tail
or once.

But it soon transpived ihat 1lat was
a littlo crror on tho part of Putnam van
Duck.

Tae Macwer Lisnary.~—No. 1,475.

.. g . FJ'*"*"'

¥ Y

; g
gy
; ..-.}1 I '

For as Mr. Euulch led his Bock down
to the. gates a figure seated on the bench
by Gosling’s lodge rose, scenned the
procession with & psir of very keen
eves that looked like slits in his hickory
face under the brim of a clamped-down
bowler hat, and sl?ipred forward.

P_'l::{r. Quelch looked freczingly at Poker

tke.

Poker Pike gave him a genial nod.

“1 guess I'm  borming  in,”
remarked.

1t was then that Quelch rapped out
“Nongense 1¥ and frowued, and the Re-
movites grinhed. )

“There 13 no occasion whatever,” saud
My, Quelch, ' for you to gccompauy iy
Form, Mr. Pike.” :

“Havs you ! remarked Afr. Pike.

“T am aware,” snapped Mr, Quelch,
“that you are here Lo guard a boy 1n
my Form against yossible danger from
kidnappers.  But Vau Duck 1s pevfectly
safe 1 charge of lus Porme-master”

“Fou packing o pun ' ashed Doker
Pike.

“*Wha-a-at 77 ejaculated the Remove
niasiey.

“1fa, ha, ha I come from ihe Remove
in o yell. They rveally could not help
it, The bLare idea of lenry Bawmuel
Quelch, a sedate and middle-aged Form-
masler, packing a gun Llook them by
storm. They voared,

My, Quelch’s gimlet eyes turned from
the gunman to hias hilavious IPerm,

Y Bilenea ' hie hooted.

The junigrs suppressed their merri-
ment  with  dilliewlty, A ?“E].E]l
frownedt still more porientously at
"oker Pike,

“Cerlainly not ¥ e snapped.

“Then I guess I got Lo moscy along,”

1o

FRANK.
RICHARDS

Introducing HARRY WHARTON & CO., the Cheery Chums of GREYFRIARS.

=aid Poker. " Ain’t you wise to it that
Old"Man Vanderdecken over in Chicagoe
15 pi.yinrg me to keep tabs on  that
Putnam?® Ain't the star kidnapper of
the United Btates wotching for a chanco
io cinch ithat infant? You fgure that
I'in letting Chick Chew get a holt on
him? Forget it, g boy !*

Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

“I vepeat,” he sard, “that there is no
oceasion whatever for your presence,
Mr. Pike! I repeat that Van Duck 1s
not—and caunot be—in any danger
under the charge of his Forme-master,
I am very far from approving of your
preseiteo in this school at all, and I
certaiuly shall not allow you to inter-
veno in watlers alfecthing my Form. 1
trust T make myself clear ?””

“You sure have spilled a hatful ™
suid DPoker DPike, *1'1 say you're the
guy to chew the rag a few, and then
some ¥

URindly stand back ™ rvapped Mr.
Quelels.

“Can it, Poker, you geck I broke in
Putiam van Duck., " What you got w
da is a fade-out.”

“T pueszs not 1™ eaid Poker Pike.

“Van Duaclk will be all right with a
crowd like this, really, Mr. 1Pike,”’ su0id
HHarry Wharton.

“Aebbe,” said A, Pike, " and mebbe
not.”

*You need not speak, Wharton t™
rapped Mr. Quelch, “Van Duck, be
silent 1 Ae. ¥Pike, stand out of the woy
at once! T will not allow you, sir, Lo
juin in this walkl Go away I”

TPoker Piko stepped aside,

Mr. Queleh, with a milf, marched past
liimm. fter Mr. Queleh marched the
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Remove. The procession passed out of
gatna.

Then, after the procession, marched
Poker Pike. The Greyfriars gunman
Lrought up the rear. :

“He, he, he!” gurgled Billy Bunter,
as he blinked round through his big

spectacles, I say, you fellows, he's
after ps!”

“Bhut up, ass1" murmured Bob
Cherry.

There were suppressed chuckles ond
glﬁgles i the procession. Mr. Quelch,
tall and angular and stiff, walked ahead.
Not having glanced round to the rear

of the procession, he was unaware that
Poker Pike had jeined up at the tail
thereof.

Evidently the Remove master was
under the impression that his stern
vebuke bad had its effect, and that the
Eu:amuu had remained behind, as bidden
o {0,

Tha juniors wondered what would
happen when Quelch looked round and
gpotted him,

Mr. Quelch was not & man te harve
his authority disregarded. Poker Pike,
on the other hand, was absolutely de-
termined not to let the son of the
Chicage millionaire get out of his
sight. 8o it locked as if & tug-of-war
Was coming.

Thiz Form walk was going to be more
entertaining than most Form walks.

Queleh, stately and dignified, marched
ahead. Poker Pike, his hard-boiled faca
rerigus under his bowler hst, lounged
in the rear. Between them were about
thirty smiling faces.

The procession processed down Friar-
dlale Lane. It was heading for the
n‘-u.‘:pd, whera there was an old ruined
Ermr;-'- At that spet thers was going to

o & halt while Mr. Quelch discourzed
to his Form on the historical aseocia-
rions of the place, giving them a spot
of archeology.

If there was any fellow in the Groy-
friars Remove who was keen on archeeo-
logical information, he di dnot betray
the faet by any expresmsion of happy
anticipation.

Still, it was, as Bab had declared, out
of doors—and even archaology out of
doors was better than Laotin indoors ou
o fine Moy afternooun.

Much more intercsting than archeen-
logy was the anticipalion 6f what was
going to happen when My, Quelch dis-
covered that FPoker Pike was in the

offing.

Nohody waa in s hurry to “put him
wise.'' Indeed, the Removites an to
wonder whether he would discover

P'oker’s presence before they reached
the priory. The longer he marched on
unaware of Poker the funnier it scemed
to his Formn. But Billy Bunter had to
gpoil the joke.

*He, he, he!” came Bunter's eluckle.
B "li?-hurru[h fathead ! hissed Johuny

(11§

“0b, reallr. Bull—"*

Mr. Queleli's head turned.

“ Bunter !"

“Oh! Yes, sir?” gasped Bunter. 1t
had not been his intention to draw his
Form-master’s  attention specially to
himself, That argument with Poker at
the gates had not improved Quelch’a
temper, and nobody was keen to get Lis
special attention—least of all tho fat
Uwl of the Remove. But Bunter had
done it.

The pimlet eyes glittered at Bunter.

*¥You were laughing, Bunter I
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sir] I—I mean cuughingl That is, 1
never made a sound, siri

*1 shall—" Mr. Quelch broke off.

Having turned, he had the tail of the
rocession under his eyes, and he sud-
eely become aware of Poker Pike.
Thunder gathered in his brow. Ha
could guess now_at what Bunter bad
been laughing. He strode back towards
{18 it Gses this meant” ho sepped

at does this mean S .
“What are you doing here 1" e

“I'll say I'm keeping tabs on that
Putnam van Duck,"” answered Poker.

Mr. Queleh's lips set in a tight line.
Ho had & thick walking-stick under his
arm, snd for a breathless moment the
juniors fancied that he was going to
glip it down into his hand and give
Poker the benefit of it.

The procession came to an irregular
halt. Hilarity faded awsy from the
fyces of the Removites.  Quelch, with
his authority thus flouted under the eyes
of all his Form, was bitterly, intensely
angry.

Poker, quite a genial “guy” in his
own wa¥, was not angry at all—only
quietly determined. did not want
to get this hombre’s goat! But he was
%nmg to keep tabs on Putnam wan

uck ! Nothing was going to stap that,

Tha tug-o’-war was comin nd it
looked as if it were going to be serious
when it came! The Removites looked
on breathlessly,

The idea of hiring & professional
gunman as bodyguard to 3 boy
in his Form, seems absurd to
Mr. Quelech, master of the
Greylriars Remove, who con-
siders it time that Poker Pike
Is given THE ORDER OF THE
BOOT !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hop It !

T O 1

Mr. Quelch’s voice was not
loud, but deep. ;

. He slipped the stick from
nnder his arm, but it was not, as some
of the juniors expected, or as some,
perhaps, hoped, to land it with a whack
on Mr, Pike's bowler hat! He lifted it
tn:-1t pcimt back down the lane to the
BCiobl.

Toker Dike, with his hands om his
hips. regarded him thoughtfully.

“Meaning beat it?" he asked.

I mean what I say—go!™ breathed
Mre. Quelech. “I will not allow your
presence here, sir! I will not permit
ou to interveno in matters affecting my

orm! I will not .permit you to flout
my suthority ! I order you to go, und
at once I

Mr. Quelch did not raise his voicr,
but it was sharp and intense with augoer.
Ho did not approve of Poker's prescuco
at Greyiriars. 1llo regarded it, in his
own secret thouphils, as an act of weak-
ness on the part of the Flead to havo
acceded to Mr. van Duck's urgent
request, and allowed n gunman to bo
posted at Groviriars to keep puard over
tho millionaira’s son.

That Putnemn was in danger from

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I kidnappers was certainly truo; it had
never made a sound, sirl  I—I was been proved, since he had been at the
coughing. school, by the attempts of Chick Chew

“At ﬁhat, Bunter, were you and Lis gang to get hold of him,
laughing ¥ Mr. Quelcl: was aware of that, But

“0Oh lor't _I—I wasn't, sir I”* groaned the extraordinary idea of hiring a pro-
Dunter. “I—I—I was only sucezing, fessional gunman io keep watch and
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ward over a Greyfriars boy did not
please Mr. Quelch st all.

It was so very much out of the com-
men,  Mr., Quelch did not like things
out of the common. He had reached a
time of life when he preferred to stick
to a groove. The whole thing was, in
Queleh’s opinion, absurd !

He could not tell the Head so! But
he could, at least, exert his own
authority in his own sphere. And he
was going tol

Hardly doubting that even the
obstinate gunman would cbey a direct
order, Mr. Quelch waited for him to g,
his stick still at a level, pointing

wagl
aler did not go.

He stood like a rock!

“You understand me?™ said Mr.
Quelch, his voice trembling with anger.
“1 sure get you!" assented Poker,

“Aro you going?" |

“Not so’s you'd notice it, bo!®

They stood face to face—the
movites looking breathlessly on.
of them had to give way, that was clear.
Neither of them intended to do so. Ik
roally looked like the case of the irre-
sistible force brought to bear upon the
immovabla chject |

Mr, Quelch’s faco reddened, Ho
could not, if he would, surrender, er
the staring eyes of &ll his Form. On
the other hand, he could not descend to
violence,

Even if he desconded to it, in fact, it
would not buy him anything, as Poker
would have expressed it ﬁm‘ Quelch,
though no weakling, would have
crum -up like tissue paper in the
hafty grasp of the gunman,

It looked like s riddle without 2n
answer—a problem minus & solution, It
was then that the Bounder weighed in.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the under
of Greylriars, probably cared less for
authority than any other fellow in the
Remove., But he was keener on a row
than any other fellow at Greyfriars
Bmithy was prepared to vindicats his
Form-master’s authority, if the vindica-
tion of the samo afforded & chance for a
royal row | .

‘We weigh in here, you men!” ha

Re-
Cne

whispered. “Back me up, and we'll
soon  stop that blighter cheeking
Quelch *

A ot  gou eare for & blighter cheek-
ing Quelch I” grinned Skinner. " (Catch

mao tackling that hefty brute!” :
- *1 guess he's got to can it!" said
Putnam van Duck,
“He sure has!” grinned Bob Chetry.
“*Quelech won't [Iﬁﬂ va chipping in ¥
murmured Frank Nugent.
“Wa can’t let our Iorm-master be
cheeked like that1” ar the Bounder.
“¥ou mnever check himi" geked
Skiuner. . .
*“Oh, shut up, Skinner! I'm going to
shift him, if he won't clear, and you
fellows will have to back me up!” said
Smithy.
“'The shiftfulness is the proper eaper,”

agreed Hurree Jamset Ram ‘Emgg:,
“and the back-upfulness will bae
tereific.”

It was a long panse=while the juniors
whispered and looked on. Mr. Queleh
was waiting for tho gunman to go.
Poker, it scemed, was waiting for the
walk to be resumed, fully intending to
follew on. 8Slowly MAr. 'éltﬂ]ﬂh lowered
the pointing stick, As Poker toock no
heed of it, that asttitude began to ho a
little ridiculous. der and redder
grew Mr.  Quelel’s speaking  coun-
tenance. Ilis anger grew rmuore an

mora 1ntensce.

He was only too conscious of the keen,
breathloss intorest of the whole Form in
this scene. He ecould not back dowie
Yot what conld ho do?
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“Will vou go.¥” ke demtanded at last.

“ Nope 1™

“T order you to depart instanily,

I “You got another ruczs coming, lLig
wiy 1Y

“1 will not allow you,™ said Mr.
Quelch, "to take another single slep
this dircction! I shall prevent you, by
foree, 1f need be”

“You phoned the ambulance afore
voi started 7 asked Poker Pike,

“ What—what _

“1 guess you'll need 1it.”

"Upon my word!”™ Quelch's temper,
hard-held, flamed out. He advanced on
the gunman in majestic wrath, “Go!
o instantly I

It +was simply incredible to Mr
Queleh that this wman would stand rock-
like in his way, unmoving. But Poker
Pike did! Quelch, advancing, met the
gunman, unmoved, and Lumped on him.
Poker put out a ]"iﬂﬂ,:] and gave him &

ush.

P It waz enly a push! But it scemed Lo
take the BRemove master hy surprise.
It ecould not be called a hard push!
But it was sufficiently hard to causa Mr,
Queleh to stumble, lose his footing, and
sit dawn |

IHo sat down in Friardale Lane, the
most astonished Form-master that ever
was !

“Oh!” gasped Quelch,

1 puess,” zaid Poker Pike gravely,
“that I don't want no irouble with you,
hig boy! I guess I got to keep tabs on
ihat Putnam van Duck! BSurest thm;g
vou know ] I'll say——— Yurrrrrrooocop !’

The Bounder led tha rush.

Smithy was keen, 83 usual, on a
shindy.  And surely ne fellow ever had
a better exeussa for one! His Form-
master had been pushed over—was
sitting breathless in the dust! If that
was not & jolly good excuse for a
shindy, Smithy would have liked to
know whot was!

Smithy led—and ihe IFamoua Five
followed. Putnam van Duck rushed
with them. Putnam, though the object
nf Mr. Pike's watchful care, was as ged*
wp wilth Poker as apyone—moro so,
perhaps | Anyhow, Die took & hand,

Tp-ended by that sudden rush of the
juniors, Poker Pike went over on his
im:ﬂ:, raising the dust of I'riardale Lane
it a cloud, .

1la emota the chunty of Kent with a
Liard and heavy smite. .

“Bay, you pesky piccans!” lowled
Poker, struggling wildly. )

Twice belore, sineo 1’oker Pike had
been “keeping tabs* at Greyfriars, ho
had fallen foul of the Remove—once in
the Form-room, where he had horned in
duriog eloss; once when be had wanted
to stop Putnam running as hare in a
peper-chase. WNow he fell foul of them
a third time. Third time is said to he
lucky; but it was not lucky for Daker
Piks!

For, hefty as he was, he was pinned
down by the Famous Five, the Bounder,
aid  Putnam, with hearty assistanco
from Peter Todd, Squiff, Tem Brown,
Lord Mauleverer, Russell, and Ogilvy,
and, in fact, almost cvery fellow who
ranld get a hand on him.

With about twenty band: holding
him Mr Iike wriggled wildly, but
wriggled in vain., As e was held, the
Bounder produced a whipcord from his
parket.

With that cord Smithy coolly ticd
Poker I"iko's wrists togelher. Then,
i:r-n{linﬁ tho gunman's hefty right le
:It.:hﬂ nee, he tied the aukle to Poker's
T o

“Now let him get ep|” chortled the
Bounder, y '!

“Yurrooop 1™ od Poker dizzily,

ITn was IEEI.‘L' E:*.Buphia fect. He slood
on his only available leg. hopping e
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keep from
laughter.

ilarry Wharton turned him round in
the road.

“Travel I he said.

“Trrgh | I guess~urggh ! spluilered
Poker.

“Hop 1t1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I'cker hopped. Ho had to hop, or
%'u over! Bo he hopped! His hickory
ace was crimson with wrath under his
bowler hat, He hopped and hopped.

Mr. Quelch had staggered to his feck,
Ile leaned on a tree, gasping for breath.
Ho hardly realized what wos going on
for some minutes. Certainly he was not
the man to be a party to such a playinl
trick as _tlnnlg up & fellow's leg and
setting him lhopping! But when the
crowd of yolling juniors surrounding
Polior Pike seb him hopping back to the
scheol, Mr, Queleh woke up, as it were,
to what was geing on.

“Boys!” he gasped. " Boys!”

“All right now, eir!” said the
Bounder. “We'rs not letting ihat
ruffian check our Form-master, sirt”

“No fear!” grinned Bob.

“What—what have you donei” Mr.
Quelch feirly blinked at the envaged,
hopping gunman in the middle of the
lane, hat—whap—-7"

“Hop it, you guy!™ yeclled Putnam
van Duck,

*“Hop home | chuckled- Johuny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

- al” gasped Alr. Quelch. Y Cease
ithis—this absurdity at oncel am
obliged to you, but—but cease this im-
mediately ! Release that man! M
Pike, will you return to the school at

onco 7

“MNo!" roarnd Poker. “'Not by a
jugiul! I guesa I'm keeping tabs -on
that Putnam van Duck feller !

Mr. Queleh’s eves glinted.

“1 will order the boya to releasze yon,
Mr, Pike, if you will immediately takeo
your departure!” he Em:‘pp-ed.

“Guess again 1™ roared Poker. " Mack
it up, you pesky guy! I'll say that I'IL
Leat them young piecans up a few.”

“Then,” said Mr. Quelch grimly,
“you may release yourself at your
leisure, Mr. Pike! I wash my hands of
the matter. Boys, follow me!?

“Ha, ha, hal”

*Hilence, pleasa I

The procession formed up again. The
Removites marched after their Form-
mastar—leaving Poker Pike frantically
hopping.’ 1o keep his balance. Bl
determined, Poker hopped after tho
procession. Looking back, the Remov.
itos shrieked at the sight of him.

*Ha, ha, ha I

“Ile's hopping after na!l™

“Tha hopfalvess 1 tercific 1™

“1la, ha, ha®

Mre, Quelch, flushed, angry, annoyod,
veb searcely able to find fault with his
hilarious Form in the peeuhiar ¢ireum-
stances, marched on, with head ecrect,
uffecting to hear and sea nothing.

Fow of the juniors, however, looked
wliere thoy wore going. Everybody was
staring back at the weird lLopping
ligure in tho roar—dropping behind, but
keeping desperately on,

Hop, hop, hop, camo the Grevlriars

unman ; panting and perspiving, but
ﬁnspnratnlf hopping on.

Mr. Quelch was glad—though the Re-
move did not ehara his gladness in tho
least—when they reached the stila and
crogsed it into Friardale Wood, Thao
slilo stopped Poker.

LEven the determined Poker could not
Im{r over & stile. IHe was broonght to a
helt there as the Remove walled up tha
footpath with their Fovme-mnsfer. 1lis
bull voice roared in the rear:

“HBay, you ginks[ You come and let

falling, amid a roar of

a guy looze! You hear me tool ¥ Bar,
you 1})&5]-:3 young piecans, you let up on
a paloot! I got to keep tabs on ihat
Potnam van Duek 1"

" Ha, ha, Iia "

Poker's voice died away belund. Mr.
Queleh led s 8ock on to tha old
priory; and Poker was left (o hop!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Ple !

ANNIBAL CHEW=—Eknown to his

H friends in Chicago az *" Click ™

~stared, and stared again,

Then, with an agility and swift-

nr:s remarkable in so fat nud bulky a

g - oagster, he dodged out of sight belund

a massy fragment of moss-grouwn wall in

the old roined priovy m Friardale
Wood.

Chick could hardly believe the litile
pigey eyes that gleamed [vom the volls
of fat on his podgy face.

Such luck as this was really too uch
of a good thang. Chick Chew was in the
old priory, embosomed i the mdst of
ihe green woods that sunny Aay afice-
noon, not with any idea that his in-
tended victim might fall into his podgy
clutches that day. Ho was making him-
self better acquainted with the vicinity
of Putnam’s school.

It was Chick Chew's way to bo
thovough. This sort of a dug-goned old
rain, Chick reckoned, was just the sort
of spot that a schoolbo pught visit on
o half-holiday—especially a schoolboy
from the western continent. There was
nothing of the kind in D'ufvem’s own
country.

Towering skyserapers, Clhick guessed,
niede 8 more pleasing vicw than mossy
old ruins. But a young guy raised on
skyserapers would naturally went to give
cieh queer things the once-over when
e was in the pesky old island where
such things were to be found.

‘That was why Chick was there—pick-
ing up local topopraphy, with the idea
of *“laying * for the millionaire's son on
ancther oceasion. Certaindy he had not
the remotest idea of sceing anyviliing
of Putnam van Duck that afternoon,

And now he saw him ! ;

It was not a haelf-holiday. Click had
picked up a lot of information about
Putnam’s school. He knew that Woednes.
days and Saturdays were half-holidayvs;
snd that Tuesday wasn't. "Lhis was a
Tuesday. So Chick guessed that DPut-
nam, hke the rest of the school, would
ba in his class-room, at lessons! llo
was quite surprised (o see hinn.

llowever, one “eguint ' at the proces.
sion of scf:mlha}rs, winding duwn ithe
proen woodland path to the old priors,
made 3t elear to Chick, as ho noted the
sLiff, angular schoclaster with tlem,

The master was taking Lix Loyvz for a
walk in the timo usually devoled to
¢lasses, Chick jumped to that at oncne!

And the master was Putoam’s inssler
—Lha bova were Pulnam’s ormelollows,
and with them waiked Pulnam van
Dk,

Walking fairly inte the hauds of the
kidnappor |

Chick grinned as he disposcd  his
lmlky person in cover behind 1he mosey
wall and waiched throvgh clambering

ivy.

Chick’s luck had not been mond sineo
I had transferred his wclivities to the
old-fashioned, law-alnding side of the
Atlantiec.  In fact, it had been bad.
Now, it seemaed, fortuno waa soriling
again, suddenly and unexpectedly
meking up for past [rowna

“Bearch me " breathed Chick, as he
watched.

Ifia hand slid to his hEF. where he
packed kis aulomatic. le walched



Leenly as the Remove-master and lhe
Roemove marched in at the anciernt IEB-tﬂ-
way through the moss-grown [raghents
of the old stone arch that had long since
faullen. He feared to see the hickory
face and bowler hat of Poker FPike in
company with the schoolboys.

Chick was not afraid of gun-play, He
was prepared, if necessary, to pull on
Poker Eikﬂ, snd exchange whizzing
lead with him, But he was not honing
for it, a3 ho would have expressed it.
Poker was & handy guy with & gun—
quite as handy as Ehicil And Poker
had the law on his side!

Law mattered littla in Chick’s native
land; but in this pesky old island, he
knew that it mattered a lot. In Chicago
E"—lﬂ'ﬂEﬁF was his frst vesource—here, it
waa his last |

It was reslly hard to believe in his
good and unexpected luck when he
ascertained, beyond doubt, that the

watchful gunman was not with the
parky.

Tho whole erowd of schoolbovys cames
into the ruins, with Mr, Quelch, and
nobody followed them in. For once, at
lcast, Poker Pike was not kecping tabs
on_the millionaire’s son.

If this wasn't pie, Chick would have
liked to know what pie was! -

A mile away he had & car wailing,
with Bud P'arker at tho wheel. Here
was the gilt-edged schoolboy in hia
grasp. Ho had only .to cinch Putnam,
walk him off through tho wood, and
park lim in that car. In an hour's
time, he would be eafely landed at the
hidden retreat long ago prepared for
him. It was as easy as falling off & Jog.

“Pie!" murmured Chiek. “Clam pia !
I should smile ™

He deew out the autematie, Therae
Wwas no occasion to use it—the sight of it
would be enough ! Chick could pictura
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the blanched terror in the faces of the
schoolboys at the sight of the deadly
weapon. He could see the bony knees
of that stiff old gink of & schoolmaster
knocking together | Chick could seo all
this witﬁ his mind’s eve. He was not,
in point of fact, destined to seo 16 with
any other eye! But he did' not know
that yet,

An old pink of a schoolmaster, with
a stick nnder his arm, & crowd of un-
armed, frightened schoolboys! It was
pie to the gangster whe had, in his
time, held up armed men at the point of
a gun. All he had to do was to make
them stick their hands up, and walk off
with Putnam wvan Duck under their
noses—leaving them with their hands
stuck up. Fortune waes making up, at
last, for 8 lot of bad luck, at one fell
EWoOop.

Chick Chew's expensive American
tecth gleamed as he grinned with glee.

s

o dumbfounded.

The
wandering towards the mossy fragment
that hid his bulk. They were due for a
sudden surprise soon |

Mr. Queleh’s voiee reached his ears.

unsuspeeting  schoolboys  were

Tha Hoemove master was pintin out
objects of interest with his walking-
stick—of interest, at least, to the

Remove master. It appearced, from Mr,
Quelch's discourse, that several styles of
architecture wera combined in that old

riorv. Esrly English, it secmed, had
Norman superimnp on 1t

In ihe broken wall behind which
Chick crouched, was the remnant of an
ancient window, clusteved with ivy,
through which Chick was peering.

Me. Queleh's stick pointed to that very
spot !

“Iere,” said Mre. Queleh, “is a very
excellent example of Early Enghish !

IHe was quite wunaware of the

f"-:';_ Chick Chew stapped thﬂ'.;ugh the gap in the old wall, a
e levelled automatie In his fat hand.

>

cxtremely modern American side by side
with the Barly English |

The jumors looked as interested as
they could. Mark Linley, indeed, was
actually interested—he had tastes that
wav., Harry Wharton & Co. could not
help feeling that since classes were off,
the time would have been beller spent
at cricket. Bkinncr and his friends
would have preforred to aﬂend it wilh
cigarettes, in the study, illy Bunter
had not the slightest doubt that it could
have been better spent in the tuckshop.

Still, it was better than Latin prose.
All the Remove agreed on that. Sun-
shine and green folinge and mossy ronina
best Latin prose hollow—even with
archeology added therounto |

* Early English—" Mr. Quelch was
going on, when he broke off in sudden
surprise. Chick Chew weighed in just
then, and Early English weas completely

A r..lr-'fr]*“"!;' ~
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“* 5ilck 'em up

he rapped. Mr. Queich stared at the kidnapper

His stick, extended to point out an

- excellent relic of Early English architecture, remained
% , extended, pointing at 5 sample of modern American

gangsterism instead !

discarded, ns an objoct of attentiion, foz
modern American !

Chick stepped througl the gap in the
old wall, the sunlight Ieaminp;pnn the
levelled nutomatic in Lis fat hand.
“Btick 'em up!” ho rapped. .
Mr. Quelch gazed at him  dumb-
founded.

His stick, extended to point out that
excellent relic of Early English arch:-
tecture, remained cxtended, pointing at
the sample of modern  American
gangsterisin, Ho scemed petrified.

There was a howl from the juniors.

“Chew '™ velled Bob Cherry.

“Chick  Chew '™  gasped
Wharton,

“Gee U ejacnlaled Polnam van Doele

Up went Van Duck’s hamds over his
head. Van Duck had been tramed in
a land where the command to = stick "em
up ¥ was understood immediately, and
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obeved with promptness. The black
muzele of tlguauhm:tw was encugh.

But Van Duck’s hands were the only
hands that went up. G?&yfnara follows
weore quite unaccustomed to hold-ups!
'Ihegl' ad not learned, as it were, Low
tuﬁaj their part in the gane.

oy stared.

Billy Bunter, with & howl of tervor,
revolved on his axis and few. Skinrer
and Bnoop steod with !mmkmg knees.
Lord Hmﬁﬂwm smiled—es if be found
the startling scena amusing. The
Bounder clenched his hn%u eyes
g’!aaﬂ:ing.. Most of the fel stood
stock still. It was a complete surprise—
and all the fallows knew that s pressure
of Chick's fat iﬁntggr would spray death

i

drem’ i angster chose,
MW at—w nh—h-"g stuttered  Mr.
Quelch,

His ayes nlmnatggﬂggﬂ from his face

at the ter, 3 gleamed over
tha a#gl.!“:gam

1
I guesa I said stick 'em up!” came

his grating soico. Y I'll mention that
I ain’t waiting.” -

“ Who—who—who are you 7 stuttered
the Remove master, “ What—what does
this mean? How dare you produce a
deadly weapon in the presence
schoolboys I = _

“It's Chick Chew, =irl” poasped Put-
nani.

“The kidnepper, sir!" said Harry.

All the Famous Five kncw thae [at
gangster by sight.

“¥ou hear ine toot, you schonlmaster
?lyi‘" hooted Chick. “Stick 'em up!

on hear me say stick ‘em up
a Eertainlgl ear you " snapped MMr.
Quelech. *“But I do not follow your
meaning. If you ara ithreatening e

with that weapon—-"
“Hay "
“If you have tha audacity,

the

“(.ET young Chol-

G mondeley kizked
out of Greyfriars or
I'll get youwexpelled | ™
That threat hung over
Carne the prefect, And
the man who utlered
it was Cholmondeley's
own cousin—seeking
ta ruin the junior in
the eyes of Sir George

Cholmondeley.
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clirontery, to threaten me with t
weﬂpun.rjl will bave you taken :I}Ii?u

custod
“Wha-a-t 1" stuttersd Chick, “Carry
me home to dieT Loco, I guess! I'm

aaginﬁ' stick ‘em up, you pio-faced old

“] hear you distinctly,” answered Mr,

ueloh mlf!?g. “But, as I have eaid,
1 do not follow your meaning.”

Chick gased at him over the gun.
This guy, s schoolmaster, who taught
boya. in school, did not know what was
meant “atick ‘em up!” Such
sbysmal ignorance smased Mr. Chew,
But, réally, it wes guite natural, Mr,
Quarich knew many ?mgunaie-s English
was his mothor- ; French was
familiar, he was a whale at Latin and
Groek. But he had never learncd
American. Actually, he did not know
that “stick "em up " meant that he was
to_put his hands up over his head|

Neithor was ho frightened. His bony
knoes wers not kn-uaging together. His
grip ciosed hard on his atick. His
gimlet-eyes glittered. Not frightened in
the least, Mr. Quelch was very angry.

“Carry me home to die|” _F;asped
Chick. “ You pesky old piecan, 1 guess
I mean grab atmoephera | Got thati”

lch only stared at him. >

“Does anyonc here know what this
man means by sach extraordinary ex-
pressions 1 he inquired. .

“He means put up your hands, sirl”
gasped Beb Chevry.

Chick. “Put "em

“Sure I snapped
u?I Btick em up1 Grab atmosphers !
Claw thg air] Reach for the sky! Got
it now ¥

He stapped nearer to Mr. Quelch, the
levelled gun looking the Remove master
full in the face His ;]s; eyes glittered
over it. Mr. Quele ﬁ'&nda did not
move.

“1 understand fow,” he said celdl
snd mntemptuw. “Certainly I sha
ochey no such er, _You must be
atr rant of this country, my
man, if you imagine, for one moment,
that you can terrify an English school-
master, in charge of his boys. 1 con-
chade, if you ore the man named Chew,
that your object is to kidnap this
American boy., I think jou must be
insane if you think you will be allowed
to take n Graﬂfriln boy away from the
protection of his Form-master.”

“¥You sure have spilled & bibful,”
gaid Mr. Chew, “and I'll mention that
I ain’t here to chew the r Btick 'em
up! I'd sure hate to mpill your juice,
but if you don't stick 'em up imstanter
I—"

Crash!
Quelch had mnot stirred till that
moment,. Now he stirred—suddenly.

Before Chick Chew could begin to guess
that the schoolmaster aimed oi trouble
Ale. Quelch’s stick erashed on the auto-
matic, knocking it out of his hend.

There was a gasp from the Remove.

It was donme so swiftly, so suddenly,
that even the wary gangster was taken
by sulgmau. The automstie crashed
down five or six yards sway.

Even as it or Mr. Qucleh eaped
forward, stick uprat It came down
on Mr. Chow's soft, slouched hat, bang-
mg on the head within, and Mr, Chew,
with a wi }, staggered back. As
he staggered Mr. Quelch followed him
up, leshing agnin and again with the
stick, erash on erash on tho head of the
howhng gongster.

It was pot, after all, pie for Chick
It felt like anything but pie!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Puiting Pald to Chick!

“ AEE spakes!” goasped DPut-
w nam van Duck,
“Ob orumbs I

“Ch orikey 1
“Good cld Quelch I
¥ (Oh, my hat[”
Rcemovites gazed and gasped.

welch was no coward, they know. And
they know that he had a tart temper.
But ad never seen him coming
ont like this. Putnam van Duck was
the most surprised. Ho had secn many
things straoge to hum sinee he had becn
in tho 0Old Country; but he had never
dreamed of seecing a schoolmaster,
armed only with a walking-stick, putting
peid to an armed and desperate
asngster—and that gangster Chick
g':zﬁ, the star kidoapper of the United

ates,

But Quelch was putting paid to him.

ere was no doubt about that. Quelch
had, as the grinning Bounder expressed
it, liis monkey up!

Indignant wrath glowed in his face.

In his own native city Chick might be
s terrifying character; he might be, in
his own language, a bully boy with a
glass eye, and & tin terror on ten
whee He might be & whola tean
and a cross dog under the wagon! But
to the indignant Remove master he was
an impudent yuffian, who had had the
unparsllelled audacity to think of kid-
napping & boy while in_ his Form-
mufern charge! Buch audacity called
for chastisement, Mr, Quelch handed it
out, with vigour.

Wheck, whack, whack, rang his siick
on _the gangster,

Chick Ckaw ﬁumied, and dodged,
end bounded, Had his automatic been
in his hand, the Removo master would
have rolled over, riddled by lead. But
his auntomatio lay far out of reach, and
Hobk Cherry had already planted a

prompt foot on it. Phyeieally, no doubt.



the hefty gangster would have been
more than & match for Quelch, if they
Lad clinched. But Chick had no chance

of clinching. The lashing stick knocked
him right and left.
Hﬁitger would a clineh have helped

him, for the whole Bemove were there,
rﬂadc% and eager to lend helping handas.

“Come on!” shouted the Bounder.

“Stand back |’ rapped Mr. Quelch
over his shoulder. “ p back, all of
you! Leave this man to mel”
Unwillingly the juniors held back
But their aid was not needed. Chick
was jumping back, jumping away, dodg-
uég,_ winding, twisting, to save his
achin

g head from the crashing stick— wy

without being able to save it.
ieloh followed him up, lsshing and

LTNE.
Ehicﬁx’a frantic yells awoke the echoes
of the rained I_f;riary and the surround-

ing woods staggered, he stumbled,
he jum and bounded. He roared
and he howled.

He fairly turned tail at last, and ran!

Guyes in Chicago joints could hardly
have believed it, had they seen it—but
there it waa. Chick Chew, gangster and
kidnapper, racketeer and bootlegger,
Kidnapper No. 1 of the United States,
was running as if for his life, panting,
goasping, and howling—with an angry
schoolmaster on his track, whacking him
g3 ha fled.

Lashes descended lika rain on Chick’s
podgy back as he went. .They rang like
Lthe erack of hiz own sutomatie.

Whack, whack, whack, whaek |

It was fortunate for Chick that Mr.
Quelch was past the sprinting age. He
won the race |

Quolch's last lash missed him. The
HRemove master halted, panoting for
breath. Chick, gellin , disappearad
into the wood. a did not even pick
the direction of the car in which Bud
Farker awaited Him. He did not know
what direction he took! He did not
cere ] All he ocared about was getting
out of the reach of that surprising
schoolmaster guy.

He got cut of it at last. Hea vanished
into the thick wood. Mr. Quelch,
breathing hard after his exertions
tucked the stick wunder his arm, and
walked back into the old priery, whora
the breathless Remove awaited him.

The Removites gazed at their Form-
master as he came. Quelech had sur-

rized them, as well as tho gangster.

‘hey were rather proud of Quelch at
that moment.

“Thros cheers, you men!” pasped
Harry Whartou.

“*YWhat-ho 1™

“The cheerfulness is tha proper
caper 1" zaid Huorreo Jamset Ram
Singh.

And the Remove gave them with a

will,
Hi

‘“ Flurrah ! hip, hurrah 1" The

old priory and the woods rang with the
roar.
Mr. Quelch frowned. IMe stared

grimli-.' at his cheering Fortn. Quelch's
only feeling was annoyance at the whole
QOCUTTEnee.

“Bays " ho rapped.

“Hurrah 1" roaved the Remove.

“Bilenee [ snapped  Mr.  Quelch.
“What do you mean? hy are you
making that ridiculous noise?™

“Ohl” gasped Wharton, *Only
cheoring you, sir.”

* Monsense IV

“I guess you're the only guy that ever

ut it across Chick Chow, eir ! ssid

‘utnam van Duck.

“Do not be absurd, Van Duck! And
I shall be glad if you can contrive, now
that you are & Greyiriars boy, to speak
English, or something like it 1" snapped
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Mr. Queleh. *1I find it dificult to follow
your meaniog.”

“I—I—1 guesg—-=>"

“Bay no morae! Be silent, all of youl
Cherry, what are you doing with that
dﬂngercl us weapon? Hand it to me at
onee |1
_"IDnIy shoving on the safety-catoh,
sir 1

“Give it to me immediately. It must
be handed over to the police "

H!:t Quelek took the automatic, and
put it in his pocket. Then he glanced
at his watch.

“Time has been wasted ¥ he snappad.
“Are wo all hera? Where is Bumnter?
ere is Bkinomer! Where is Bnoop?
Where is Fish?” Quelch’s fgim!at eyes
glittered round. Beveral of the Form
were missing. “Is it possible that any
boys have taken mdvantage of the lato
cccurrence to disperse ¥

"1 pguess they had the wind up,
sir—" began Putnam.

“If you cannot speak to your Form-
master in Enﬁlish, Ven Duck, do not
sperk at all. I noliced, Van Duck, that
you placed your hands above your head
when that ruoffian uttered the extra-
ordinary words which I did not, st the
time, ecomprehend. You should not
have done so.”

“I guess he had us covered with his
ha‘ﬂwgra, nrl—du—" k Eng

ava told you to spea ish,
Van Duck, or to be silent. You HEI:IHI&
have done nothing of the kind. Such sn
absurd action could only encourage the
man. Do not let it cccur again I’

*“Oh I gasped Putnam.

“We will now,” said Mr. Quelch,
“resume.” He pointed with his stick to
the mossy wall, from behind which Chick
Chew had so startlingly emerged.
“Give me your attention, pleass, and
cease staring about and whispering. We
are not here to waste time in idle talk.
Now, this is an excellent example of the
Early English stylo——"

Futnam van Duck %ﬂzcd at his Form-
master. It was difficult for the boy from
Chicago to belisve that he was going to
carry on as if nothing had happencd.
But Mr. Qucleh certainly was, Ile
would have disdained to allow any
gengster to Hatter himeell that he would
be allowed to interrupt an English
schoolmaster, engaged in giving instruc-
tion to his boys.

Qualch—a littlp breathless, certain]y—
carried on. Bubt his boys did not give
himg a lot of attention, and remained
rather vague on the subject of the Early
English style in architecture.  They
werp fecling ‘excited, if Mr. Quoleh dis-
dained to feel anything of the kind.
Some of them were wondering, too,
whether the gangster might
IE%DPEIIII‘:;

ut there was no danger of that,
Chick Chew, in an exh&ustgd state, wﬂaa
taking & rest in the decp wood, and
when he got guing again, it was to totter
away, with his fat hands pressed to an
aching, spinning head,

Mr. Queleh finished his lecture to the
Remove, and they walked on  theic
homeward way, without sesing anythin
mare of the man from Chicago. It huﬁ
been quite an entertaining and thrilling
Form walk—and, for the first time in
history, the Remove looked forward tao
the next time when their Form-mastor
would take them for a walk.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Revenge Is Sweet !

1) I, hoe hol!" chuckled
H DBunter.
Pokcer Pike frowned.

It was the day after the Rorm
walk, and all that day Yoker Pike's

Billy

nak son

7

hard-boiled countenance had worn &
grim frown.

Many other faces st Greyfriars had
worn smiles—fallows emiled whenever
they sighted Mr. Pike about the quad,
?rdﬂthng on his usual zeat by Gosling’s
odge.

Foker was a serious-minded guy, and
he saw nothing of a comic nature in his
E:;germma 83 a hopper. Everybody else
id.

Poker, really, had had an awiul
time, He had Eupgad and hepped for
quite a Jong time, till a kind] cﬁspmd
assor-by had at last released {nim. Mot
nowing where to look for the Remove,
he had gone back to the achool, deeply
concerned for Putnam—though his con-
cern was relieved, when, nugitt!a later,
tha Remove came marching home, Put-
nam safe and sound along with tham,

All the school had heard the story b¥
the following day, and all the m"l'mn::'l
smiled over it. Wingate and the great
men of the Bixth smiled—even the
masters smiled; and the fags chuckled
and chortled. Dozens of fallows asked
Poker how he liked hopping as s pas
time. Hobson of t.‘haogﬁa?uknd im
whether his favourite game wss hop-
scotch. Poker was tireg of the siubject
—more than tired, when Billy
happened along, and cackled.

erious guy as he was Poker had a
cheerful nature, and liked to see smilin
faces round him. But that day he ha
had more than his fill of smiling faces.
His hard-boiled face grew grimmer
and grimmer—a now, as Bunter
cackled, it was mt itz grimmest,

“He, he, he 1" chuckled Bunter. *I
sa¥, how do you like hopping? Ha, he,
hel I say, you looked an awiful assl
He, ke, hal”

Grunt from Poker.

Ha was walking by the elme, with hkis
bowler hat screwed down on his head,
over a knitted brow, The fat Owl of
the Remove, hnd he been a little less
shorteighted, and = little less abtuse,
might have taken warning by his grim
look. But Bunter rattled on cheerily:

“IHe, he, hel I eay, if you knew
what a silly idiot you looked—he, he,
he! I saw—— Owl Leggo!"

P'oker reached out with a long arm,
and caught the fat junior by the collar.
Having had enough on the subject of

Bunter

hﬂPPi“Eﬂ he was going to give Bunter &
strong hint to that effect.
“QOw) Beast! leggo!" roared

Bunter, wriggling in the mighty grasp.
“1 say, I'Ilgfick your shing, you geﬂ&ll
Leggo my neck 1"

x fguasa-," remarked Poker, *that sou
¢pill too much, big boyl I guess I'm
going to shake you up a few, and then

16,
Shake, shake, shakel

“Urrrgh 1’ gurgled Dunter, as he
shook, “Gurrgh! Legpol 1 say, if
yvou make my speecs fall of—gurrggh |—
you besstl—and bust them—urrggh t—
vou'll have to pi-pip-pay for m—
wurrrggh 17

Hhiake, shake, ehalko!

“Yaroooh! Help!” roared Bunter.
“1 zay, you fellows—whoooop 1"

Mr. Fiko relcascd Bunter suddenly,
and lhe sat down with & bump that
alimest made the quadrangle shake

“Wow I gasped Bunter.

Mr. Pike resumed his walk under tha
olins. DBunter sat and gasped for breath,
spluttering, and blinking at him through
his Lig spectacles,

The reyfriars gunman took no
further heed of Bunter. llo was done
with him,

Bunter, on the other hand, was not
done with tho gunman., Bunter was
breathless, shakan, wrathy.
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Ha tottered to kis teet at last,
“Beast | ha roared.

Mz. Piko, sedately pacing under the
m.-lﬂ.;,h ansed him by, like the idle wind
w

, a regarded not.

Bunter rtfilad away to the House.
Poker, if he regarded him at all, re-
E‘ll‘dﬁa ‘him as done with. But that was
an error on Poker’s part. Bunter was
not done witn.

Even the worm will turnt Even
Bunter was not to be shaken by tha
um:;:dwithaut getting his own back, if ho
Coid.

He would have liked to punch Poker's
nose. But that was foo large an order
for Bunter. Indeed, ha could noi have

it without & ladder, or at least a
pair of steps. But there were other

Ways

Ii Study No. T—Bunter's study in the
Remove—thera remained an egg un-
caten. It wes remarkable for anything
of an edible nature to remain im
Bunter’s study uneaten. But that egg
was no lopger edible. It had been over-
locked in tbe study cu rd for soma
weoks, When it turned up, Peter Todd
declared t it was no longer ft for
active service, 8o th speak. Even
Bunter regreiufully had hkad to agree.

ere wasz no need, however, to waste
it. Toddy declared that it would come
in use.f'r.!,! next time Coker of the ].T‘.i.+f=l:h
barged inle ihie Remove passage looking
for trouble.

So there it was! When Dilly Bunter
rolled out of the House again that egg
was clutchea in his fat band, and there
was a trucuient gleam behind lus big
spectacles

“Hallo halle, hallo |

t thara i inguired Bob Cherry, as the
at Owl rolled past him in the quad.

“0 nothing 1" answered Buntor
hastily. *“Don't you barge in, Cherry {
I haven't got an egg here—"

“What 1

“And I'm not

What have you

uing to chuck it at
that beastly Yankee,” added Bunter.
“¥ou mind your own business.”

“{h, my hat!” ejsculated Bob.

He stared after Bunter as the fat
junior rolled hurriedly on.

“Bunter, you ass!" he roared.
“Chuck 4t I mean, don't chuck it
Do you  hesr vou  blithering
banderanatch 1

Billy Bunter heard, but he did not
heed. He blinked at Poker Pike, etill
sedately pacing, with one eye on the
rateway. Poker seemed to fancy that
Chick Chew might walk in at that gate,
any day cr any hour, with the intention
of cinching the msllionaire’s son—an
idea that nade Greyiriars fellows emile.

Poker cortainly was not regarding
Bunter; bué Bunter was regarding
Poker with a desdly glare through his
E}IE spectacles,

tanding ons of the elms, he
waited for Poker to pass. Bob Cherry,
from s disterce stared at him,

Poker walked past the tree whero
Bunter stood. Up weat the fat hand
with the apcient egg in it

Whiz | ‘

Even Bunter could not miss at point-
blank range. i

Lhe egg landed fairly on Poker Pike's
nosa. IE burst-there. The shell flaw to
fragmeuts; the ocontents splashed and
spuited over the hickory face.

“¥Yoco-yooop I spluttered  Poker,
ﬂﬂggering. “Wake spakes and walk
chalks | Gurrggh! ‘What the greac
horned toad—— Yurrrggh 1*

“He, ha, ha!® cackled Bunter
hreathimlj'.

ITo stayol cnly for one cackle, then
ho flew. Ho headed for the safety of
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the Housa as fast as his fat litile lags
could move.

“ Whooooogh 17 spluttered Poker, dab-
bin?' wildly st the streaming ogg, anh
hali-suficcated by the ecent that arcse
therefrom. *Urrrgghi”

“Ha, ha, ha 1” yelled Bob Cherry.

Pokor spluttered and dabbed, and
glared round for the hurler of the egg.
With egg-streaming face he rushed in
pursuit of Bunter.

Bunter flew. After him few the Grey-
friars gunman.

Bunter had a good start, but Poker
Pikv's wiry simply He
gained on the fat Owl hand over fisk

Bunter, as he reazhed the House steps,
cast & terrified blink over & fat shoulder.
Ha saw an eggy and inforiated {aoe only
a yerd from {im. With a squeak of

terrar he bolted up the m%a‘
After him leaped Poker Pile.
“Owl Help | Waw 1¥ gas

Bunter, as he bolted into the House, like
& fat rabbit inta a burrow.

Coker, of the Fifth, who was just
coming out, barely escaped a collision,

He dodged just in time, and glared at
Bunter,
m‘i'r"fun oung ass!” roared Coker.

Then Poker Pike flew in.

Coker had barely escaped a crash
from DBunter. He did not escape =&
crash from the second comer. Polker bit
hitn fair and sguare.

“0Oh ?faaped Coker, as he rocked,
“Ow 1 hat—" He rocked and
rolled, and over him stumbled Pike,

“Bearck me!” gosped Poker,

“Owl ©Oh! Yowl! What the—
Yooop 1" spluitered Coker. 1

Poker was up quickly. Coker was still
gurgling 23 the gunman leaped up,
glaring round for Bunter. 7

But the delay, bricf as it was, had
g}iven the fat Owl time. Bolting into
the Rag, Bunter slammed the door snd
turged the key. ;

The next moment there was a bang
Bt té'l-a doar i

“ Say. oun ink ¥
PukarFPmkiﬂu T &

**Beast |” gasped Bunter.

“I'm sure goicg to lam you a few !”
yelled Poker.

“¥Yahi”

Bang 1

A dozen fellows in the Rag stared at
Bunter. Bunter, safe I:H:hi:g a locked
door, howled defiance at his enemy.

Bang ! cama at the door.

“¥ah! Rotter! DBeast!” howled
Bunter, through tha kerhole. “Go
away, you cheeky rvotter! Uect out of
it, %‘m ruffian! ¥Yaht™

“By the great horned toad, I'll
Y’

“What is this disturbance?” It was
Mr. Queleh’s voiee.  “ Pike, what are
you domg here? How dars you make
such a disturbanca! Leave the Housa I¥

(13 E__"

“Ieave this House, I say! GCo at
onge ! How dare you b on that door
in such a wayl ave the House im-
mediately I barked Mr, Quelch.

Bunter leiened breathleasly, Theve
was a spund of retreating footsteps.
Poker Pike was gone. -

“He, i‘f-].h" E’F;clﬁucl-;]ﬁi Bunter. %
say, you feliows, I bunged an egg right
sehs oty by M el
egg—he, be, 285, it rig
on the boko—ha, he, gal" .

From ths window of’ thas RngP,tha
fellows there had & view of Poker Pike,
tramping away from the House, dabbing
at nis hickory face as he went. 5
chuckled s they watched. Poker
headed for his quarters in Gosling's
lodge—doubtl

roared

ool in scarch of a w

d himl

which he certainly needed. Billy Bunter
cackled lond and long.

The beast had had the check to shake
Bunter kad bu an ancient
egg at him in return t away with
it. But the happy Owl of the Remova
would probably mnot have ed B0
iﬂﬁmh hud koown what was to

ollow.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“8Skip 1"
L SAY, you fellows, wait for mel"
“Gym fathead 1™
llFIJ'm 3 L3
“Ok ro]l on, then I _

The Famous Five could not help being
surprised.  Generslly Billy g.Eummau.-
avoided tho gymmesium like a plague-
spot. There were occasions when he
was not allowed to avaid it, and toen he
went unwillingly, and with many dis-
contontea grunts, Physical jerks, really,
wera Dot in Bupter's line.

Now he seemed quite keen.

Hurprisea as they were, the chuyms cf
the ove weora quite ready to en-
coyrasge Bunter in this new stunt
Bunter did not like exercise, hut
wes po doubt that he needed it.
mora physical jerks he Jid, tho less
likely he was to burst his gym outfit.

.The fat Owl blinked round through
his big spectacles as they went down to
the gym It not cocur tothe juniors
for the moment that Bunter was in
search, not of physical jerks, but of =
bodyguard.

The fact was, that Bunter, having en-
_E'- ed his success in retaliating on Poker

ike, baa discovered that & Was B
fly in the cintment, as it were. Mr,
%ﬁ!ﬂh haa ordored the gunman out of
the House, and Poker, rather surpris-
ingly, had gone. But Bunter was not
inmdin&ﬂm ass the rest of his natural
lifa in é)n-g, and he had & rather
uneasy foreboding of what might happen
next time be encountered Poker.

He had glimpsed the gunmen in the
Remove passage, aod given that passage
n wide berth, gnessing that Poker was
looking for him Now he blinked round
uneasily for the hickory face and the
bowlor hat But Foker was not in the
offing &t the moment.

“1 say you fellows, if that boast turns
up you'll barge bhim off, won't youi™
said the fat Owl,

" Which buast 1" asked Herry.." Loder
of the SBixth after youi”

“That beast Fikel” said Bunter.
“He cheeked me, you kpow, and I
bunged Bn e at his chivvyl I
shouldn't wonder if he's shirty.”

“He looked shirty when he after
you [ grinned Bob Cherry. *“So that's
why you've hooked on for gym, is it,
you fot epoofer”

“Oh, nol I'm fearfully keen on
gym 1" gaid Bunter hastily. “I don't
peed it so much as you fellows, of
course, being so athletic. Btill, I'm
keen on it! I haven't come along with
you fellows eimply because I wont you
to keep that bemst off. It's because I
like I_ifunmr company, you know.”

ai a, hﬂr ha 1™

“ Blessed if 1 ses anything to cackle
at |* grunted Bunter., *“If it comes to
gym practice, I fanoy I could leave you
standing.” '

“Good | said Bob. “We'll see what
Bunter can do on the trapese, you men.”

“I'm not thinking of the trapezs
oxactly—="

" Well, the plrttllalhl':au i L A

“1 don't care for that specially—

“A bit of vaulting!” mggested Bab.

“Well, no,* said Bunter, “nobt to-
day I*
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“Then what the thump are you going
to do in the gym 1" asked Harry.

“Well, I'll put you fellows through
your paces and give you some tips,” said
Bunter, as they entered the gym.

The Famous Five locked at BRBilly
Bunter as if they could have eaten him.
They were great men in the gymnastic
line, and the idea of being put through
their paces and given tips by Billy
Bunter seemed to get their goat, as
Putnam van Duck would have expressed
it!

“You cheeky f[at idietl”

Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“The cheekfulness of the esteemed fat
Bunler is terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“(Oh, really, Inky—"

“Right az rain!” said Bob Cherr
cheerfully. “ Bunty shall put us throug

growled

cour pacea, We'll do everything Bunter
doog——"
“Ehl I dida't mean that!" said

Bunter,

“I dal"” said Bob,

“Oh, really, Cheyry—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“CGather round, you men! bawled
Bob Cherry. “Bunter's going to put us
through gym practice. Get going,
Bunter |

A dezon fellows gathered round, with
grinning faces. Billy Bunter cast a blink
at the deorwoy. A bird in hand is said
to be worth two in the bush, but Bunter
was beginning to think that the playful
Bob in hand was worse thau Poker Piko
in the bush.

“I—1I say, you fcllows, I—1I think—"
began Bunter.

Ia broke off, &s he glimpsed a bowler

hat passing the open doorway.

“Oh lor' 1" gesped Buuler,

Poker was in the offing |

with the stick.

priory,

“You can cut, vou fat nss!" said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Oh, no!” gasped Bunter., “I—I'm
frl‘ghtfullj keen, you know.” A moment
betore, Bunter had been thinking of cut-
ting. But that glimpse of o bowler hat
outside had decided him to remain,

“Well, get on with it,” grinned Bah.
“We know you can teach us a fearful
lot, Bunter; but example is better than
precept any day. What about skipping ¥
I'll keep it up as long a2 yon do.”

“Kids' game [ said Buntor.

“Jolly pood exercise—prone botter!
IHere's a ropo1¥

“J~=1 don't want it 1"

“You do!l” declared Bob., “And von
can have it round you, like that—"

“Yarooh

“Or handle it in the usual
Which do you prefer?”

“ Beast 1"

“TIa ha, hal"

Billy Bunter took tho skipping-rope.
Skipping was, as Bob deelared, a jolly
%nnd axereise. It was likely to do

unter & lot of good. But, like many
people, Bunter did not care much for
the things that did him good.

&iill, there was no doubt that he pre.
ferred the skipping-rope in hiz hants
rather than laid round his fat lers, Bo
he took it

“Begin 1" said Dob.

“"I[~1 say—" gasped Bunter. )

“Go it! I'll count up to a thon-
pand [*

“You silly idiet!" gazped Runter,
nlmost overcoine at the bave idea of
skipping up to a thouzand. *Look
cre—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle, here’s the gun
merchant 1™

“Oh lor' 1™

FPoker Fike lounged in at the door-
way. The fellows in the gvin stared at

way.

As the automatic flew from Chick Chew’s hand, Mr, Quelch leaped forward, stick upraised, It
cameé down on the gangster’s soft siouched hat, banging on the head within, and Mr, Chow, with
a yell, staggered back. The Remove Form-master followed him up, lashing agaln and agaln
“ Ooooh I Whooooop ! ** Chiek's frantle yells awoke the echoes of the ruinsd

him. It was the first time that the Grey-
friars gunman had honoured that build-
ing- with a wisit.  Fyidently he had
spotted the fact that Bunter was thero—
and he was on the fat Owl's trail. The
cgg ‘had been washed from Poker's
Inckory face, but the grim frown re-
mained,

“I—1 eay, yon fellows!" gasped
Bunter., “I—I say—" s
“Want anything, DPike? asked

Harry Wharton.

Poker nodded in hi= zlow way.

“Yep!” he answered. I puess I'm
locking for that fat guy. Say, you
gong to skip, big boy?”

“Owl Yes—no—goerrout !

“Ilerve, what are you up to?” velled
Binb, an the Greyfrinrs gunman slipped
Iz hand to his hip and jerked out his
celebrated six-gun.

“"You guys stand elear1” snid Taker.
“1 guess that fat piccan ia my mutton. ™

“Yaroooh ™

“Vamoose this  here  ranch,  you
Bunler I said the gonman,  “I giess
bulleta would ekip some on Lhiz floor
when I fan you.”

“Fuf-fuf-fan me!” gasped  Bunter,
“Why, vou beast—1 szay, you fellows—
oh erikey "

“Btep outside 1™ said Doker, flonrizh.
ing the gnn,

Dunter did not slep ont of the prm—
he bounded ! That flourish of the six-
gun was encugh for Bunter.

* Lok here, yon asz-—-=" gFasped Dol
Chevey, as the erond of juniors followed
Poker Pike, after DBanter

“Pack it up, youwuns " said Poker
stolidly., “I'm saying that that fat gink
passed me an egg oon my fronlispicer,
amd I'm sure going {o fan lim a fow !
I pucss yon gnvs want to stand elear.™

“1 esay, you fellows—" spluttered
Buntor,
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His little round cyes almost popped
through his  lig, round spectacles.
Bunler knew what "fanning " was like |
I’oker on ono occasion hed “famed ™
Toder of the Sixth with his gun in the
quad. Bunter hod thought that funny.
13ut he did not think this funny.

* Look heve, Pike——" gaspcd Harry
Wharton,

“Yark it ' =aid Poker.

Ile waved the gun at Bunter.

“8kip I ho roared.

M [=—] say—"

“Bhip ! roared Poker Dike.

HI—]—]—" gtutforcd Bunier.

Bang t

‘I'here was & gosp from the crowd of
Geoylriava fellows as the six-gun roarnd.
The bullet erazhed on the ground,
havdly an inch from Buster's foot. The
fat Owl of the Remove lel ant o squeal
uf terror—amd shkipped |

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Fanned a Few !

s EIP ' roarcd Polirr Tike.
§ * Ooooogh I gasped Bunter,

Ha skipped.

There was o surge hack of
the crowd of juniors as the gun began
to voar. Nobady wanted to stop a
chanee bullet. . _

CGuna were famihiar to Poker Piken.
e handled a gun just as he breathed.
But they wers not gquife =0 familiar at
~ sjreyfriars School. Evrrybody preferred

wo be out of the line of five
© Bunter, unfortunately, could not get
oat of it, o was right in it, and had
to =lay rvight in it

ITa skipped. Some of Lhe [ellows were
laughing—eome  were breathlessly  ex-
citemll, Poker Plke was guile serous,
“Fanning a guy” was an old game
with PPoker, and he did not scem to
realiza that what might be quite the
thing in a Chiczgo joint, or out in the
wild and woolly YWest, was rather cut of
place in o sehool quadrangle, Dr, Locka
had spnken to lim with great severily
an ihe oecasion when he had * fanned *
f.ader of the Bixth, Dut perbaps Poker

THE MAGNET

had Forgolten that severe lecture. J‘mi;-
ww, he was poing to “fan®™ Billy
Bunter, and Lhat was thatl

Crazh | -

Bunter tangled lus clumsy fat logs an
the rope, and came down suddenly and
hard., There was a roar.

“¥Yarooop |

“Ha, ha, ha!™ came from the on-
lonlkers. .

Thera was a snert from Poker Pike.

“ (et going, you pesky young piccan |
You hear me haoot ¥

“I—I can't!” gasped DBunter. “I—
I've broken my—my leg! And—end
~ome ribs! And—and my neck——"

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bang | .

The six-gpun roared again, snd the
hullet almost grazed a fat leg. Bunter
bounded. B

He was on hizs feet in o twinkling,
with a swiftness and agility surprising
in a fellow who had just broken his
leg, hiz ribs, and his neck! Perhaps,
however, there were not really so many
hreakages as that!l

“Unr%gh!” gasped Bunter. “1 say
—nrrrggh ¥ ;

Poker flourished the smokin

“¥You skipping "' he roaved.

“Ow! No! Yes! Oh lor' ™

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“@Go it, Bunter!" yelled Dob Chervy.

“Oh crikey I” o

Bunter skipped a{gnin. This time he
did not tumﬁ e. He dared not. With
desperate energy, Bunter skipped, amud
j,‘n:*.lllps of laughter. The only scrious face
ypesent—apurt  from  DPunter’s—was
1’0[-:131- Pike's. The Greyfriars gunman
wis quile sevious.

“Oh lor’ ! spluticred Bunter. “Oh
erikey! [ =ay, you fellows—pgrocogh!
1 say—ooach I”

With his eyes almost popping through
his glaz=es, hiz fat face streaming with
perspivation,  FPunter skipped, and
skipped, and skipped. lle gasped and
spluttered for bLreath—but he skipped !

e stowed down at last—but only for
a =ccond ]

Nang !

The siz-gun rearved: and it had an
vhoetrilying  effect on Bupter! Tle
kipped again with redoubled energy. A

gun.

He rome (fom 4 conviet sqiad te beeome a

o all
Mewsapenls .
Every Friday.

2'!!

rollce-captnin——trom breaking rooks ho got the
jab of breaking up the snderworld pgangs ju
Amerien’s tonghest cily. He'sa tough puy—
a rough guy—a great guy | Fe's KO, Corrigan,
the cop with the punch like a mulo's kiek!

Got going with K.Q. on his gang-busting
rxploila in this new sorles of super-thrill storles
appearing cach week in The ILOT.

In padddition there are six olhier sarns, ear-
teons and ilustrated jukes. Onder your cupy of

The PILOT

bullet crasling an inch [rom his [eed
was more thaa enough (o spur the {at
Owl on to exertion,

“Urrrrrrergh 12 he gurgled as e

shkipped.
“ﬁn, ha, hai"

“Go it, Bunter I

“ Keep it up ™
. “ Blessed if !IEWEPI'F:MW "ﬂunte:'-] ﬂ}_?!ﬂ
eep it up like that!" pgaspe u
tl‘-hegr:.', . gmm skipper 1"

*The skipfultiess 15 terrifie [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

2kip skip, skip, went Bunter, [ran-
tically—skipping  for his fat lifel
Grimly the gunman watched lnm, gun
in hand. .

Again Bunter slowed down. Exer-
eise liko th#s was more than flesh amd
blood could stand—Bunter's fesh amd
biood, at any rate. But he was quickly
spurred on wgain !

Bang !

“* Yarooooooh

"Eki|}1 " roarcd Toker.

“Ow?! Ol erikey! Uooogogh 1™

Bunter skip and skipped! More
and more [ellows gaibered round—at
a safe distance from the gun! They
stared, amd chuckled, and yelled. Every-
body ot Greyfriars—cxcept Bunter—
knew that the fat Owl was badly in
need of excreise! Ile was pgetting it
now |

!lj

The rope fairly whizzed! Up and
down wené DBunter, skipping, the
hickory face under the wler bat

watching him grimly.

TFar in the distance, the Hoad stood at
his study window—staring. The reports
of the six-gun rang all over Greylfriavs,
awakening every echio in the old school.
At another window, stood Mr. Queleh,
petrifiml. Wingate of the Sixth came
rushing on the scene.

“What the thump—" yclled the
Greyfriars captain.

“Keep clear, you
IPike.

" But—" stuttercd Wingate.

“I—I—I say—" gurgled Dunter.
I slowed dowm agamn. © I say—"

Bang!

* Yarooooooooh 1"

Dunter aceelerated.

“Go it, Bunter 1” roared Dob., *Skip,
old fat bean, skip !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You can't do this ' howled Wingate.
“Stop it at oncel Do vou hear, you
mad wss? T tell you, stop it

1Io prabbed at DPoker's shoulder.
Poker swept round his left arm, ond
the Gureyfriars captain  sat  down
sudldenly.

“ Man down ' chuckled the Dounder.

"“TTa, ha, ha!*

“Urrerggh!” gurgled Billy Bunter,
skipping  wildly, “1—1 sazay, vau
f-f-fellows, 1 kik-kik-kik-can’t kip Lip-
keoop it up ! I--1—I—zvooogh | O lor®
Ulogh I

#8kip ™ reared Ioker.

] l_ _I Edl

Dang !

TOh crikey! Stoppit, you beost, I'm
shipping, sw't 1¥7 shrieked DBunter.
And he skipped with frantic energy.

Bump !

I'he fat Owl stumbled, eaught hia foot,
and rolled over. Poker P'ike regavrded
him thoughtlally.

“I gucss that lets you out, big hoy 1™
e remarked, and ho packed s gumn.
“I'll say you done gof smine exerciie
you was wanting.”

“ Urrerggh ¥

“Ila, ha, hna!"

“IIu.ilu, halle, lialle!
Quelch ! gasped Bob.

From the Ll?;:ﬂ.-tiqn of the Iouse, Mr.
Quelch way striding on  the  sermy
coming down like o thunderstorm.  Duk

FEL

rappcd Poker

Ilcre comes



ihe performance was over. Poker had
packed his pun: and he walked away
us the Remove master came. M
Queleh was left to gaze at Bunter—
sitting and spluttering in a tangled
skipping-rope, and a sea of perspiration,
amid a yelling crowd.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Quit !

o g MPOSRIGLE ' said Mr. Quelch.
l “1 fear so ! agreed the Head.

b Such  albsolutely outrageous
conduct—""
“I agree !’

vaunch ontrageous, unparalleled—
“Quite so, Mro Quelch!” said the
Llecad, soothingly, “I perfeotly under-
stand vour feelings in the matter,
share them. But—-" ]
The Iead paused—and BMr. Queleh’s
vves glinted. o was in the head-
miaster’'s study=—and the topic, of course,
wua PPoker I'ike. and the fanning of
Billy Bunter, That was the one topic
at Creyfriara at the moment.  Even
veicket—cven  First Fleven matches—
paled inlo insignificance, oz a topic.
ot for the first Gime, the Greyfriars
gunmam had bronght down the house,
gunmon had brought down the house,
AMre. Quelel, s voico trembling “;Il'th
T

anger,  “this—this-=this person
charged firearms in the quadrangle, and
hoe was plainly warned that i it

oecnered acain, he would have to leave
the school,”

“Prae 1™ assenicd the Tlead. )

“Wow, eir, 1t has occurrved again,
reore onlrageously than before. On the
former ocension, the vietin was a Sixth
Form prefect! On the present occasion,
he is a jumor Loy in my Ferm ! 1 have
u vight, sir by

“uwire =0, Me. Queleh! I agree!
Vet the matter presents  difficultics,”
siidd the Head, slowly. " Thizs man Pike
1= a—a—a somewhat wnusial character,
hut I am sure that b mwans no harm,
Lie has strange ways=-=—"

A ruffiun, sip——"

“Ilem | No wsctual harm has been
dote, amd I oam convineed that it was
wot s ibendion (o de euy, Mr, Quelel !
Soverlhelogs- —"

The 1lead paused again, Mr. Quelch
compresspl hiz lips bitterly, e was

l rocecdings of

resolvedd that the weird
the Grevieiar: gmunan should come (o
an el b e was abaolutely determined
upoan that [ tle was preparved to go to
the length of handing in iz own resig-
natiot, unleas Poker DPike waa ordered
to go. He had never approved of the
punman's presouce in the school,” Now
the gunman had trausgressed all limits:
prasaoidl  wnbeeded  the headmaster’a
solemn warning—aud bhe had ta go!
Quelech was deterrained on that!

“It is a diffienlt matker. siv 1" went
on the Ilead, slowly., “Me. Vander-
decken van Duck undoubtedly Lhas
veason to believe that Lhis ron is in
danger from kiduappers!  Several
ptlempts have been made by the man—
Bite— is his name—Dite—"

“(‘hew, siy!l"

“Chiew 1 agreed the Tlead., “The
man Chew ! The boy Van Dock uu-
doubtedly is in dauger from this man
Chew—what a very singular name!
Indeed, your own experience only
veaterday, sir—"

“AMy experience yesterday, sir, is a
sifficient proof that no reckless and law-
loss ruffiun from Chicage is requived
here, to protect a boy in my Form!”
gaid the Remove master.

i+ B>

“Apainst my wish, &ir, against my
ovder, the man Pike persisted in forcing
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hiz company upon my hovs, in a2 Form
walk | He was gutlty of what amomited
to vioience towdrd: fie personally. Put
e was pot required. sir! Ile waz not
on the seeno when te man Chew
appeared, in the old priory. I am guile
capable, sir. of F-mtmt{ug a boy nnder
my charge ! I think. siv. that as much
was clearly demonstrated on the very
orcasion to wlich youw refer”

Dr. Locke noddod.

“That iz cortainly true. Ae. Queleh.™

Thers waz a panse.

“ Personally,” sanl the Tlead, at last,
“I should be disposed to speak very
serionsly to the man. and give him
another chanee. Dut I acknowledge that
yvou have the right to insist. my dear
ueleh,  If you insisr. I shall tell Ay
Pike that he must leave (he echool
immedintely.”

“Tha decision iz entively in your
hends, siv,” said My, Queleh. “But =o
far as I am concerned, I do insist, most
emphatically, that this lawless man
should leave CGreviviars without an
hour's delay.”

“Very well " said Dr. Locke. " That
decides the matter, and I will see My,
Pike and request him to leave,”

“Thank »ou, sir."

My, lefch Ieft the Ilead’s studyv—
salizlicd, Poker Pike was to go! That
was settled now,

Queleh was very fay frem being a
vindictive man. But a gnuman from
(*hicago was alrogether_too far ontside
his experience  for  Henry  Samuel
Juelch to make the necessary allowanees
for Ina wild and woolly ways.

Had Queleh bieen convinead that the
safety of & boy in his Form depended
upon Mr. Pike remaining in the school,
o doubt he would have swallowed his
wratly and indignation from a zense of
duty.. 1uk he was not convineed of any-
thing of the kind.

His lirm belief wasz that Putnam van
Dack., within the wallz of CGreviviars
Sehool, was porfectly safo from all the
kiduappers in the United States, He
was perfeetiy safe under the care of his
Fornemaster—amnd no wilid amd woolly
gunman was needed,

Really, My, Quelel Tiadd some grounds

for thinking so. Had he not, with hiz P

own hamd, beaten off, and, in fact,
ehased Kulnapper No. 1 of the United
States, when that enterprising gangstey
aitn}uptud to rape in the mllionare’s
e T

Hoe had ! Poker Pete was suporflnons !
He was not necded—and if he was nat
needed, what was the uze of keeping
so extraordinary & charocter abont the
school ?

The Head did not feel so sure. 3Ll
after what had happened, he had to
admit that Queleh hod the argument on
Lhis  side.  Queleh  had  saved the
American  junior from kKidnapping.
Poker had kicked up a tremendous
shindy. Talking to the gunman seemed
of no uss—the lgiead hm]g already talked
te him at very considerabls length; he
Liad, &5 Poker deseribod it, spilled a
hatful! And this was the result ! oker
had to go! ..

Having reachied that decision, it only
remained for Dr. Locke to carry it into
offect. He left his study, left the Ilouse,
and walked down to Gosling’s lodge.

Immediately he was ontside the Xouee
there was & breathless squeak fvom
Billy Bunter.

\ 1 say, you fellows! The Beak’s after
um."

But Bunter’s warning was not needed.
Scores of eyes were upon the head-
master at once. The gravity in his
majostic countenance, and the direction
ho was taking, left no doubt of his
object | He was going to see Tokeor !

11

There was a Lwrze of exaitement, and
r rush from all sicdes, Ever rince the
“fanning " of Billr Bunter, an hour or
mory age, there had been o buzzing
erowd in tho quad. breathlessly  dis-
cussing what the Head was going to do.
LThey had ne donbt that he was goang
Lo do something draztic.

Tanler of the Sixth told his friends
Carne and Walker, that the rufban
woulil have {0 go this Lime ! He ought
te lave heen kicked out for lhaving
fanned Loder a week or {wo ago; but
hie had been let off with a cantion, as it
were ! Now he had broken out again!
The Head conlil not passibly overlook ir,
Loder declared, wilth greal satisfaction.

her follows, however, were not 2o
pleased.  (Coker of the IPifih said that
it was rather a shame. Coker had been
tfown on ihat gunman, but he had come
io chiange his opinion, and when Coker
changed his opinion, of course ho
rxpected evervhody else (o fullow suir
“n (oler tolil Potter and Greene that
it was a shame, and glared at them as
if daring them {o deny if, .

Harry Wharton & Uo, wors quite
sovry.  They liked Toker like! He
was rallier a congludrop, they admikfed |
Fie hiad manners and customs that wera
wildly out of place in a schocl. They
had cheerfully lent 8 hand making him
hop, when he cheoked their own special
Beak., But ithey liked lam all the same,
and they realised, too, that T waajnr
from conzeious of having given serioni
offonee,

“After  all, what  does
matter ¥ argumd Johony B“.“*.

“Beast '™ was Dunter'zs rejoinder fo

that. ]
“I dare say Tike thought a Litle
oxorcize would do him goad,”™ argued
Jobnnv., “And if he thonght so, he was
right." i
“The rightlulness was  terrifie !I”
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur. “The

esteemed Bunter does nof matter at all.”™”

“Yah " said Bunter. I can tell vou
fallows he's jolly well gaing to be kicked
ont, and I'm jolly glad, so yah!™ .

Quite an army followed the head-
masater, at & respectiul distance, as he
rogressed majestically towards
Ciosling's lodge. Most of the fellows, 1k
spomed, wore sorey that il waz the book
for Poker—if it was!

Loder of the Sixth was glad, Billy
Bunter was glad. But really, ther
seerncd to be the only fellows whe were,

The Head seemod nnconscious of the
army behind him. He did not lance
round, He arrived at Gosling's lodge,
where he found Mr. Pike on his nsnal
geat in his sunny corner, with an eye on
tho gates.

I'flr.t-r rose to Lis feet as the head-
master arrived, : ;

Ho did not remove his hat. Toker’s
Iat was a fixture. IE never goemed o
oceur to him to take it off. indoor: or
out. But he tonched the brim with a
finger. Hard-hotled homblire az he was,
Poker Pike had a great respect for the
silver-haired headmaster of Creyfriars.
Tio had never seem such a gny before
coming to (reviriars, and at first he
haid plmost doubted wheiher he was
yeal ! He was someihing niterly oulzide
all Poker's previous experiences. But
lie had shown. on many occaswong, #
decp rvespect’ for the Moad. snd he
showed it now. Which made the Jead's
task o little more dillicnlt. .

“Bquat, sirl” soid Poker hospitably,
pointing to the beneh from whiel he had
risen.

“Eh ! ejncnlated Dr. T.ocke,

“1 guesa yon come 1o chow the rag o
picee."” said T'oker amiably. “And 1'll
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around

sy, sir, that there ain't mo gu
tter to

i..m.& ha:l:? ]_{f;buﬁ!ﬂ“ that I like
LeaT spi chinwag.
v lefaa = saull"gsnid fDr::h Lﬁa.
*“He, he, he 1" came a fat chuckio.
Dr. Locke glanced around; apprised
by that fat cackle from William Georgo
Bunter that he had an audienco.

He frowned, and waved a hend.

The “armiy ™ rotreated to & movo
respoctful distancs. They could not
lear, but they could seo | ey watchoed
with tha dee intarast, Several
fellows kicked Bunter, and bhe squeaked.
- #] puesa® gaid Putnam van Duck.
“that 1t's pulling up stakes for Poker!
I reckon I shan't be sorry mot to have
him treadin%- on my tail. But I sure do
hate to zea him booted.™

“Same lierve ! said Bob.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“I say, you fellowa—"

“ Shut up, Bunter I*

”-B'Hnﬁll E_ ] )

And tho ITead's majestic back being
tuyned again, tha army encroached a
little nearer, intensely anxions to hear
as well as to witness the interview be-
tween the Head end the Creyfriars
gunman.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
To Go or Not to Go !

4 TIT " sauid Poker Pike.
He stared at the Head, His
glits of eyes opened wide.
His gash of a8 mouth set like
a closed trap. Standing with his hands
on his hips, the gumman faced the Head.
o ?uiﬂ" he repeated.
“1 am gorry 1" said Dr. Locke tly.
“But you will recall, Mr. Pike, that on
the last occasion when you discharged
fircarms horp——""
“When I—what?" interjected DPoker.

“Oh! I get you! You mean when I
burned powder?™
“Hem! Precisely? You aro awaro

ihat I warned you very seriously that if
such a thing oeccurred again, i' should
be compelled to request you to take up
your guarters clsewhere—"

Poker Pike rubbed his pimpls of a
nose thoughtfully. The old guy had
him thera. That was & cinch!

“%You don't mean that you wank me
to beat 11 he asked.

“I regret very much—"

“I’ut your cardz on the table, sie!"
sald LPoker. “ You aiming to soy that
von want me fo vamoose the ranch?”

“To—to—to what?”

 Absquatulate 1" said Poker.

“I—1 hardly follow your meaning,
Mr. Pike! What I desire to say is—"

"I got to gitl"?

“Git1” repeated the puzzled head-
master, "Oh! Get! No, Mr, Pike, I
tlo not want you to get anything! I
simply desire you to hnd other quarters
as soon s possible. Bay to-morrow——"

“Meaning that I got to git—to quit—
to ahsguatulato—ta vamonse the ranch

--tg hit the irail?” asked DPoker. Ho
wanted to get it clear.
“Oh!" gaspod tho Head, " Quite ™

“YWaal,” zaid Mr, Pike slowly, “thera
am't no guy I'd sooner oblige than you,
sir! [ think & whele lot of you, sir,
and then some. But T ain’t quitting !

Wk EIL?“

“I guess I got {o keep tabs on ihat
Pulnam van Duck ! explained Moker,
“How'd I keep tabs on him if I quit?”

“The boy 13 quile safe here, Mr.
Pike—"

“Bays yon!" remarked Mr. Pike.

Tha Iead eoughed.

“Yes, certainly I zav zo, Mr, Piko!
In any case, I can no longer permit
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your presence hera, Deadly weapons
are out of placa in & school. The dis-
charge of fircarms in the quadrangle is
oxcegsively dangerous and ealarming.
If you care to take up your residence in

the wvicinity of tha school, I have, of
course, no ghjection to make. Bub ¥ou
mnst ]lﬂl.‘la‘ﬁ reviriars.”

Pokar ahack his head.

“I'll say I'm_ powerful sorry to dis-
oblige & gent I respect as much as I

raspect you, sir! he said, “But it
don't cut no icel I got to keep tabs on
that Putnam van Duock.”

“ Really, Mr. Pike—"

“MNor f guess it don't hurt that fat
voung piccan Bunter to skip s few!”
said Poker. "Forget it, ba! 1 ain't
vamoosing this here ranch,”

THir ¥ gasped the Head.

“Same to you!” said Poker,

“I am in authority here, Blr, Pike.”
Dr, Locke's manner was growing stiff

and wvery firm. “1 request you o
leava.”
“Roquest all you like, eir!” said

Poker cheerfully. “I ain't got no kick
coming, fur as that goes”

“You will leave to-morrow.”

-H!Nuﬂk lu

“You will not presume to remain
hero My, Pike, now that my permission
iz withdrawn #*

“Buarest thing you koow!™ answered
Poker,

Thera was a breathless gasp among
the Greyiriars fellows—many of them
within hearing of this romarkeble con-
versation. The Head, with his back 1o
them, did not sce them. Poker, with
his hickory face to them) saw them, bub
did not beed them.

All the fellows knew that Poker was
a tough guy. But few had anticipated
that he would veniure to pass by the
commands of the august %caﬂmiﬂier.
like the idle wind which he regarded
not.

But he did! Ilis manner was ra-
spectful, but determined—quite deter-
mined. He was there to keep tabs on
Puinam van Duck! He respected the
Head—but where Putnam was con-
cerned, the Iead did not come into the
pictuire, He was sorry=—powerful sorry,
6s he said—to displesss this rilver-
heaired old guyl But ke wasn't
quitting! Not by a jugful!l

There was a long pause. The pink
showed in Dr. Locke's cheeks,

“¥You must go, Mr. Pike!” he said
at last. “I ghall expeckt you to vacate
your quarters here to-morrow.”

“Forget ik, sir!” said Poker,

Dr. Locke breathed hard.

“¥You cannot remain here, Mr. Pike,”
he eaid,

“Bayvs voul You ses,”™ eaid Poker, as
if he were patiently explaining matters
to an obstinate child, *I got to ke
tabs on that Putnam wvan Duck!

uess T got to hang up my hat where

o hangs up his hat! That's & cinch !
You get mo ¥

Pr. Locke breathed harder.

“I shall expect you to be gone to-
morrow, Mr, ZBiI-:i::,‘ ha said.

“I should smile | said Mr. Pike.

“1 have mo more to say!” said the
headmaster of Greyfriars, with great

it
5 epilled & bibful !

*Fou've sure
agreed Poker.

reathing still harder, the Head
turnad, to pace majestically back to the
House. He found himeself face to face
with more than half Greyfriars.

Ife stared at the army.

“DBless my soul!™ he ejaculated.
“Yhat arc all vou boys doing here?
What——"  There was a peneral
scamper, before he could complete the
question.

With an unusually high coloar, the
headmaster walked back to the House.

Tt was seldom that he was at & loss; but
ha was rather at a loss now, Poker
Pike, ordered to quit, declined to quit.
Exactly how that extraordinsry man
from Chicago was to be dealt with was
rather a problem to the Head! Indeed,
he was feeling a little annoyed with Mr.
Quelch for having put s & problem
up to him,

Az soon as he was gone there was a
rush back to the lodge. Poker Pike,
seated on the bench, was surrounded by
excited juniors,

“Poker, you pic-faced geck, you got
to guit!” Putnam van Duck hooted at
him. “VYou hear me, Poker? You got
to beat i, you big stiff I

"Forget 161" answered Poker.

“"But you can't stay here against the
Head's orders ! exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“¥You got another guess coming !* said
Poker.

“You'll be shifted fast snough, if you
don't gol” called out Loder of the
Bixth.

Foker glanced at him.

“You honing to do the shifting " he
asked, “You asking me to fan vou a
few, like I did before, you piecan?™

Poker's hand went to his hip. Loder
of the Bixth walked away rather fast.
Apparently be did not want any more
P hapnitivendh. qetoghs axgipued

vou're not going " oxclaimed
Bab.

“ Not so's you'd notice it.”

™ (3h, m¥y hat !

“1 say, you fellows, we'll jolly well
chuck him out I squeaked Billy Buuter.
“1 say, we'll jolly weall—*

“It's all Bunter's fault,” szaid Bob
Cherry. “Let's kick Bunter|”

“Oh, really, Cherrs—— Varccoh!
Beast! Stoppit! Yoop!” Billy Buuter
tled for his fat life.

In the studies at tea there was only
one topie—Poker Pike, and his ovder
to quit, which evidently he was going to
disregard,

What would the Head da?

That was a question of intense and
burning interest. Obviously tho gun-
man, ordered to gquit, had to quit!
Equally obviously, he wasn't going to
quit! No doubt he could be, as Loder
remarked, shifted, But a guvy like
Poker would require some shifiing!
Excitement on the subject wae intense—
every fcllow wondering what was going
to happen on tha marrow.,

On the morrow, in tho sunny May
morning, Poker was seen taking his
usual pasear, as he called it, in the
quad. His hickory face showed no
perturbation.

There was quite a buzz of excitement
in  the Form-rooms that morning.
Never, or hardly ever, had the fellows
been so keen to get out in break.

Was Poker still there? That was the
guestion !

Ho was!

When the classes were dismissed and
the fellows came out with a rush, the
rush almost everybody down to
Gosling™s lodge.

There sat Poker on his usual bench.

" Mot pone yet?" gasped Peter Todd.

‘Fﬂker gian-::ed atgl’e.ter.

Nope,” he answered briefly.
“Not going?” yelled Bob.
“Nix "

1t looked as if Poker was right! Tl
Greyirnars fellows went 1o for third
school—and when they came out again
Poker was stil] there, He was still
thera when the bell rang for dimner!

When the juniors came out after
dinner there he still was—quiet, calm,
unperturbed. Evidently Poker meant
what he had said! He was not going!

¢ had to go—but he wasn't going!
And in breathless excitement the whols
school wondered what was going to be
the outcome |
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Corn in Egypt!
SAY, you fellows!™

0
IBQE:C&

* Just the man we want!” said
BITY.

“Just 1 “ssid Frank Nuogent
h ti L]
ﬂ'FThlg justfulness is terrific I

Billy blinked at the Famous

Five through his big spectacles, and

backed away & pace. This cordial
greeting did not seem to reassura him
—it seemed to alarm him a little,

“1 say, you f
€X0 ’ :
Bunter _had been look
Famous Five, A postal 1
besn & 1 morning ail
to arrive. Bunter was atony! And, aa
misfortunea mever come singly, Bunter
had not had enough dioner that day!

Shakespeare has remarked that when
BOTTOWS ©OOme come not singla

for the
er he
had £

spies, but in battalions! Thus it was rol

with Bunter! :
Broke to the wide, unable to raise
the price of a single, solitary jam-
tart, Billy Bunter had i'.'.ﬁflt‘ ort
¥ eaten

for dr fiva fellows when
a.ﬁﬂg -horptolfigimb .
quﬁ ed with hiz Form! Oftan.
ke

had » sharp }
out shork the helpings when, in Quelch’s
inion, they too far exceoded the limit,
ter, to his aown devices, would
have had helpings after helpings,
A e A el Al itnrasd ia. n
res, T
t'hi‘n;l most diss able way, before
Bunter was able to brmdg about =
To-day

eye on Bunter, and

uk
famina in the land. he had
barged in earlier, and more sharply,
than nsual, He was shirty—and Bunter
got the benefit of it. .
In the Form-room that morning the
Remove had found Mr, Quelch very

ellows, no larksl” he

ill Bunter diamally.

EVERY SATURDAY

f;‘f APer Hfe
Fd s BT

f

on the

At dinner Bunter had found him

tart.
tarier. ) ]
Bunter had rolled out diemally, with

an aching void under his wsually well-
filled. waistcoat. He had eaten hardly
as much a3 the Famous Five together!
It waa all t{‘tlﬂt htﬁg gunman’s fanlt,

for maki d Quelch so shirty !
ated that gunman with &
d hatrad. nching, Buntor
was too for him. me-

thing !tzangaring, with botling oil in it
was more suitable for a man who Was
the cause of Bunter going short of

foodstuffs !

That was why Bunter was looking for
the Famous Five! He felt that if he
did not get a snack before afternoon
gchool, something serious might happen !
In such an Emnrgenoly he hoped that
even those beasts would play up.

Bo when the chums of the Remove,
instead of felling Bunter to buzs oF

1 away, as usual, greeted fim
smilingly, the B!:.Eiplﬂwl ought really to

ave ea

!mmadﬂa which, ldm bm::k?-i awny in
alarm | suspected o rag! y

“No larks!” he repeated, backing
out of reach. “I say—" i

“The larkfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter!” Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh assured him solemnly,

“ Hungry, old man?2 grinned Bob

ry <
“Hungry ain't the word!” said
: “Famished is moro

cal like! You felléws saw me at dinnor! I

ate nothing! Not that I ever do eat
much, as you know—"

“Oh orikey 1" . o
“I'm not ;r&udgwhke some chaps,
soid Bunter. “Boat a fellow wants

l:itu anﬂth“!fuiln hh“hﬂ Quelch ! He
stopped me at the pmg—"
Wasn't it the fifteenth. as usuali”
asked Bob.

A% Poker Pike was about to pass the 1 Billy Bunier's Iat hand
went up, with the anclent egg in It !
gunman’s nose and burst there.

spluitered Pokier Pike, staggering. * Gurrgh !

The landed
"y oaop | '

Yurrrggh I

"% MNo1” roared Bunter,
It's &ll that

L “It waen't!
]%utrad gunman's fault!
He's Quelechy’s rag out! I'm
starvod, 1n corsoquence | That's what
they call justica here! T say., you
fellows, I've been disappointed about a

0r P
“Ha, ha, ha " .
“ Bleasad if I sep anvthing to cackls

at | T’m hard up at the present roment
-nnhmllyn stony | And hungry—hungry
BE @& —.

“As a Bunter?” asked Bob sym-
pathetically.

“Beast | Hungry as & honter! T focl
quite faint1” said Bunter pathotiesally.
“1 say, you fellows, this isn’t a timo
to bo mean | You wouldn't like to see
me ecollspse in the Form-room this
nfternoon from sheer wonkmesn hmu;ght
akont by want of food, would you?!”

The Famous Five chuokled. ainly
they would not have liked o sre such =
h-ﬂ*-:mmlg catastrophe., But they did
nok :anl?' think that thero was any

danger of it.

“You oan oackle!” said DBunter
bitterly, “Cackle—while L've got a
tummy-ache from sheer Imn%:erl Talk
ahbout Pontina Pilate fddling whiloe
Berlin was burning |

“Ha, ha, hal”

“RBeasta 1 roared Bumter. “If yon
can't do anything but oackle at a
chap—" ,

“Clamo on, old fat bean!” said Bob
Cherry. “Didn't I tell you you were
just the man we want " .

“Whara ¥ sasked Bunter suspiciously,

“ Tackshop 1V

“0Oh i g d Bunter. “I—1 any, rou
followsa standing a feed I”

HE.IME!I ll?

“Oht” repeated Bunter. .

It wns great news—welcome news; it

(Continued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

came like corn in Egypt in one of the
lean years., But Bunter was still a little
doubtful. It was such good news, that
it seemed rather too good to be true!
Fellows often saw Bunter scofi their
tuck; but seldom or mever did they
show enthusiasm on the subject!

At the present moment the chuma
of the Remove looked as if they . re.
arded Billy Bunter as & man they
elighted to honour! That, of course,
was just as it should have beenl Still,
it was unusual | Billy Bunter could not
help thinking that there was a oateh in
it somawhere |

“Come onl” said Harry Wharton.

“I—I say, you fellows, no larks! If
—if you mean it—"

“]inn:-st Injun1” seid Johmny Bull
solemnly.

“(Oh, all right!”

Bunter's fat face beamed. Wilk s
cheerful, grinning countenance, ho
rolled ‘away with the Famous Five to
the school shop.

Reslly, it was a very happy coinei-
dence! On the very uma?un when
Bunter was most in need something
substantial in the way of refreshment,
the Famous Five were actually locking
for him, to feed him! No coincidence
could have been happiar |

They entered the tuckshop together—
Byve fellows smiling, snd one grinning
from one fat ear to the other!
clearly was Billy Bunter's lucky day.

“Now, before you start—" said
HBI‘TE "huh:m. '
i i

“There's something I want to say—"

“Teave it till afterwards, old p !
eaid Bunter. “I say, what about be-
ginning with a cake? Those plum-
cakeg—"

“Hold on & minuta! Yon see—"

“1 say, you fellows, I'm fearfully
hungry,” said Bunter, “and we haven't
much time, either—it's not much more
than an hour to class!”

“0h criker ! gos the Five.

Bunter, it scemed, was prepared to
ga on demolishing foodstuffs for an hour
or mare !

“No gense In wasting time " urged
Bunter. “It would be rather rotten to
hear that beastly bell for classes beforo
we've finished the feed—"

“0Oh crumbs 1™

*“I'll have that plum-cake—it's Bgﬂv &
two-pound one—and while I'm n
it, you fellows can erder tne foed!”
suggested Bunter.

“Oh scissors!” .

“Look here, Bunter, I was going to
say—— gasped Harry.

“Well, vou look here, Wharton,” said
Bunter warmly, “if you've brought me
here to jaw, I can say it’s pretty rotten,
after making out that it was going to be
g feed. I jolly well think—="

“Stuff himy with eake, and shut him
np !* said Johnn Bull. *“He won't
lpave off ta till his mouth's full.”

“0Oh, really, Bull—=2
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“Oune of those plum-cakes, please,
Mra. Mimble-——" said Harry.

“0Oh good!” Bunter started on the
ceke at once. "1 say, yvou fellows, you
order the feed—I ghall be ready in a
minute ” ]

A two-pound cake evidently did not
constitute a “feed,” in Billy Bunter’s
estimation. It simply ocoupied his
attention whilo the feed was got ready |
He gobbled, but, at the same time,
blinked anxiously at the chums of tho
hiz big spectacles.
Bunter liked plum-cake—and it was a
nice plum-cake—but he was anxious
about a feed.

“Well, get on with it, then,” said
Bunter, “E shall be ready in a minute.”

_“But yow've got to play up on your
side I* explained the captain of the
Remove. *“*We want a quid pro quo
from you-—soe i’

“I haven's a quid at the present
T OMen 3

TE Eh?].{

“But I'll lend yom a quid with
pleasure, when my 1 order comes,"”
sdid Bunter. * Rémind me*

* Oh, nat! I don’t mean & quid!”
asped Wharton, “Quid pro ??Hﬂ

P!nann_. ﬂ:rmﬂthing in returnl It's about
i

“Pike 1”¥ repeated Bunter. *What
about Pike? Blow him? Look here,
you'ra not asking Pike to this feed!
Bagides, he wnullﬁx't care for jam-tarts,
doughnuts, and meringues! We're
going to have jam-tarts, doughnuts,
and mer e, ain't wei”

“T1f vou ikel, but- i

“I'll have jam-tarts after this cake,
then! A dozen to begin with,” said
Bunter. “I say, I'm nearly ready for
that feed.”

“About Pike!” said Harry Wharton
firmly. “Look here, Bunter, we don't
want the chap to be booted out of the
school—"

“I dol” said Bunter.

“Ha's not a bad lad, really,” said
Baob.

** Awful rotter |” said Bunter, his voice
a_ little mufled by. cake. “Putrid

ankes] I hate him ¥

“There’ll be an awful row, if he won't
go, when the Head's teld inm to %n,”
said Nugent. “We don't want that.Z
“T don’t mind,” said Bunter.
“MNow, look here,’” said Harry, “we

all know jnl]g well that the Head would
go easy with Pike, only Ich is so
ratty with the men. And Quelch is so
jolly ratty, becauze of what Pike did io
vou yvesterda "

“Yes, the beast I

"Waf], we all think,” said Harry,
“that if you went to Quelch and begged
him_ to overlook it _just this onee, it
would be all right. You see, it’s on your
WL Int_?that- hu’aﬂe 50 _a.mflr rdtumill on

ike ou, aa the inju v, hava
a right to beg him od—mai]e;l

“T'l} watch it 1" zaid Punter.

“Ten to on ?ﬂﬁiﬂh would go easy,
and we know jolly well that the Head
would, if Quelch did. Then the whaole
trouble would blow over, and the Head
would withdraw his order, and Pike

£ would stay on, and—-"

“I don't want him hers I*

“Never mind that——="

“1 do mind it]” zaid Bunter firmly.
“Don’t talk rot, you chaps! I say, what
about those jam-tarts next 7"

“You'll go to Quelch—*

“NMNo fear|”

The Famous Five looked at Bunter,
He was finishing the cake, and was
ready for the next item on pro-
ﬁ‘mnm&_ But he was not ready to go to

r. Quelch and beg off the gunman.

And as that was the single, sole, and
solitary reason why the chums of the
Roemove were wasting foodstuffis on

Bunter, there was s pause in the pro-
cegdings. Bunter wiped an ocean of

crumbs from a fat face with his sleeve,
“1'm ready !" he paid.
“To go to the esteemed Quelchi™
grinned Hurree Jams=et Ram Singh.

& Mﬂu ass | For the feed !
“Good-bye, Buonter!” paid Harry.
“ Come men | Nothing
doing 1™

Thoe Famous Five walked to the door.
Billy Bunter gazed after them, through
his spectacles, in consternation, almoat
in horror. The feed was offl That

orgeous sproad was gone from his
ike 8 beautiful dream! It dawned on
Bunter's fat brain that begging off
Poker Pike, with Quelch, was a sine
qua non—without that nothing !

It was not because he was such a nice
chap that the chums of the Remove were
foeding him. It was hocause they
wan him to beg off Poker Pike—
and, as the fellow whe had been the
victim of Poker’s gun-play, he was the
only fellow who ecould do if!

“0Oh1” gasped Bunter. “I say, wyou
follows! Don’t go! I say, I'll go to

uelch this minute—I mean, as scon ae

va fed! I say, come back, old chaps
—I say, I'm hungry—I say, I like that
begstly brute ne end—I mean, that
splendid chap Pike—I've always ad-
mired him! I—I guite enjoyed what ha
did yesterday—I—1'm going to ask him
to do it againl Honest Injunli 1

“F f )

The Famouvs Five, exchangi iﬁn-
ning glances, came back. An illy
Bunter, with a gasp of relief, started
on jam-tarts |

on, you

———n

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not & Buocess !

ILLY BUNTER wa= locki
B sticky and shiny when he rolle
out of the tuckshop with the
chums of the Ramove.

Hea was breathing with eome little
difficulty, but with great satisfaction.
It had been a great spread—a gorgeous
spread—a ﬂp-top spread. For nearl
half an hooir Billy Bunter had parke
foodstuffs—and even Billy Bunter had
no room for more.

‘Harry Wharton & Co. had watched
him, without jeining in the apread.
They were not keen on feeding so soon
after dinner, for one thing; and funds
would not run to it, for another. They
were rather in funds, fortunately; but
they had to pool resources, to mee
Bunter through.

Which wsas reslly very kind-hearted
and disinterested of e Five. If
this wheeze worked—and they did not
gee why it should not—it would Bave a
lot of troubls all round. They liked
Poker, and did not want to see him
booted out. They liked Van Duok, and
belisved that he wounld ba safer with
Polker on the spot Thay had a very
strong impression that the Head would
be perfectly willing to allow Poker to
carry on, if only the Remove
master could be placated. And as
Queloh was so deeply incensed, on
account of what had happened to
Bunter, surely he would take a milder
view, if Bunter, the imjured pariy,
begged him to do sol

It looked hopeful, at leastl|

Such a happy ending to the trouble
would be a general benefit. For if the
Head remained determined that Poker
should go, and Poker remained deter-
minded that he wouldn't quilt, i1t was
clear that serious trouble was ahead.

azo



The 'Famous Five had the happy teel-
ing of being public benefactore—if only
this stunt worked successfully.

They walked Bunter off to the Housa
—at & slow pacal Bunter had exerted
himeelf in tha tuckshop—but his exer-
tions there had tired him. He crawled.

Moreover, Bunter was not in a hurry
to arrive at Quelch’s study. He had
been quite enthusiastic sbout the feed—
he was less enthusiastic azbout secing
Quelch, The *“quid' appealed to
Bunter less than the “% e

“1 szay, you fellows,” Bunter ventured,
ns they neared the House, “on second
thoughts—you know second thoughts are
bost, old chaps—I=—I think that brute
I"ke had better go. You se

“Btick to it, old man!” said Bob

Cherry,

“You—you see, Quelch may be
ratty—"

“Bit too late to think of that!”
grywled Johnny Bull, “I1f yon don't
go to Quelch, you'll have to hand back

that spresd.”
“Ek? How can I hand it back, you
silly aszs ' ¢jaculated Bunter. ]

“We can up-end you, old fat man,
and shake it out of Fuu I” explained
Johnny, “And we jolly well will, if
vou don't gd to elch 17

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“ A bargain’s s bargain, Bunter,” sail
Harry, “and if it comes off all right,
there’s tea in the study.2

“Okh!” gaid Bunter,

Even Bunter was not hungry at the
moment. Byt he knew that he would be
hungry agam by tea-time.

Wharton had touchad
chord |

“OfF ecourse,, I'm a fellow of my
word!™ said Bunter, with dignity.
“ Having given you fellows my word,
'y not likely to break it, I hope."

“ Hear, hear |” grinned Bob.

And the fat junior rolled into the

the right

Houso—and the Famous Five guided @

lim, slowly but surely, to Masters’
Studies. Put at the end of Masters'
PPassage, Bunter paused again.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Coma on !

“Oh, yea! But, I say. if old Quelch
is shirty "' Bunter seemed uneasy
on that score. “You never know with
o beak, you know! They—they're safer
o keep away from, yoa know, like—like
ithose Alsatians—-""

Tha Famous Five chuckled. Thoy
wondered what Quelch would have
thought of that comparison.

“You never
tian |” Bunter argued. “They might
bite, and they mi’% t notl It's the same
with beaks! I'll tell you what, you
fellows, we'll talk it over sgain—later
—aover tea, Prinstance.”

“Quelch doesn’t bite !" grinned Bob
Cherry. “And, ter to one, he will
think it jolly decent of you to speak
wp for the man who made you skip
yesterday.™

“It will look jolly generous and
drcent ! remarked Nugent.

“Nable [* said Bob.

“Oh!" =aid Bunter. He had no
objection to looking generous and
noble., “I—I say, if you fellowa thinlk

so, all right! After sll, it iz rather
nwoble, ain’t it, to ﬁma!t up for that
boast that pepped off his gun at mo?

Do you fellows ithink Queleh will think
it noble 1
“Well, what clse can he think” said

Nugent.
“That's so!” agreed Bunter. “ After
all ]}:t %I’T;a:s was & noble chap—"’
W |
*1 dare say Quolch has noticed it, you

know, with an Alsa- ¥

EVERY SATURDAY

Enow, and he wen't he surprised to see
me act in a noble manper| What ?”

“Ohl Ahl Yesr! Heml Come onl”

Bunier came on, at last. He seemed
to need an escort right up to Mr
Quelch's door. But the Famous Five
wore there to give him the necéssary
escort; and as he seemed a little slow
to tap, Harry Wharton tapped for him.

“Come inl”

Mr. q_:l&]l:h'ﬂ voice answered from
within the study. Certainly, it did not
sound like the growl of a disturbed
Alsatisn. But it seemed to have a
rether disconcerting effect on Bunter.

“I—I say, you fellows—" ho stamn-
mered.
“Get in, you fat ass!™ breathed

Johnny Bull. “If vou don't go iIn,
Queleh will think it's somebody lark-
1 ;
*Oh lor'! But I—I say—"
BEob opened the door, stepping beck
uickly. Billy Bunter, in the open
oorway, was revesled to the gaze of
his Form-mastor.
“Bunter | What do yon want?”
“QOh, nothing, sir I gesped Bunfer,
“ What 1"

M I—I mean—- Ow!I" A surrepti-
tious push started Bunter into the door-
w’l% He rolled into the study.

r. Quelch stared at ham oot agree-
ably. It was only ioo clear that the
Remove master waa “shirty.” As it
happened, he bhad & view, from his
study window, of Poker Pike in the
distance—evidence that the Greyiviars
gunman wa&3 not gone, and was mnot,
apparently, thinking of going. Which,
naturally, in the circumstances, roused
Queleh’s decpest ire.

asked

“What js it, Bunter?”
eurtly.
* I=]—=I—" stammercd the hapless
Owl “I—I—1've come here, sir——"
“What do you mean, Bunter? I can
see that you have come here! Have
vou anything to =ay?"” rapped Mr.
nelch.
“Oh! Ves! Nol I--I mean, I-—I
was going to ask you, siv, about that
beagt—>"

lie

Ed Whﬂ.t.?"

“I—X mean Pike, szir—ihat man
Pike——"" stammered Bunfer.

Mr., Quelch’s Dbrow  registercd

thunder.

“Pike!l Upon my word, has that man
been guilty of some fresh ouibreak of
ruffianiam ¥” he exclaimed. “Thisis teo
much! Speak! Tell me at onee what
has ooccurred, Bunter [™

Outside 1 the passage 1he Famous
ive exchanged dublous glances. They
had had great hopes of this wheeze!
But they could not help feceling that
this did not sound enconraging.

“Oh! Yea! No, gir!” gasped Bun-
tor. I mean—"

“What has he done now 1" excloimed
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Nothing, sir "

“MNothing! Then what have you Lo

-‘:::-m(giain of 1"

“Oh, dear! I didn't—I don’t—I mean,
I wasn't—that 1s, air, I—I mean—JI—]—
I came here to say—— Oh loz’

A pair of gimlet-eyes almoet bored
into Billy Bunter. Mr. Quelch was very
keoen of hearing, and faint sounds from
outaide warned hinm that Bunter had nok
come alonoe to his sindy. He suspected a
“rag.” Alrcady Queﬁﬂh was far from
being at his bonniest. And the mere
suspicion of a rag brought a lock to his
faco that terrified the fat Owl elmost
out of his podgy wits. ;

“1f this is some absurd jost on your

Form-master, Bunter—" began Mr.
Quelch, in o voice like unto that of the
Great ,rHug'e Bear,

17

“0Oh, no, sir!" gaspad Bunfer., 1
vru.m«i to s e h erikey! I-—1
mesan, sbout that mean Bpike, zir—I

mean Pike—I—I want to put in & werd
for him, sirl I—I thought you'd thiok
it noble, sir ™

2 el P d

by an onerons, airl"” gas
Bunter, “Bain% B nuﬁ chap—" .z

* Bunter I’

“Yeos, sir! The beast gave me an
awful time yesterday, eir, and I'd be
jolly glad to see him ki out. I—I
mean, if you'd be #o kind as to give him
anothor chance, sir| Bpeak to the
Head—"

“Hunter I’

“Wharton thinke the Head would let
him stay, sir, if you ssked him. All the
fcllows think the Head's a bit soff,
Eﬂl"l.!!. rl lch, bereft of speech d
r. Yue relt of s s Eazed at
his hopeful pupil. Outside, in the

assage, five juniora brandished help-
esa fists, out of aight. Bumter was not
B whale on tact, at the best of tumes;
snd now, reduced to a state of almost
hopeless confusion by Mr. Qualehk’s
thunderous glare, he hardly knew what
he wos saying at all,

That—that's how it is, sirl” stam-.
mered the hapless Owl. “I—I—T've
coms here to beg him off, air, i—if you
don’t mind | Not because they stood me
a fecd at the tuckshop, sir, or anythin
of that kind, but becauss I'm & nob
chap, sir! 1 moan—I—I wish I hadn's
come now [ groaned Bunter, as Alr.
Quelch rose from his table with an ex-
pression on his face that might have
made the fabled Gorgon green with
CnVY.

Bunter had reason to wish he hadn'l
come |

Mr. Quelch found his voice,

“The boys outside will ste

very distinctly,

sf.mg " ho Ealf;k

“Uh 1" gasped the boys outside, taken

by surprise. It was their first intima-

H::m that Quelch knew that they were
are,

They stepped in! There was no help
for 1. Gimlet-cyes gliticred at them
a3 they ontored. %{nhudy locked happy.

“Wharton! I gather, from the absurd
and ridiculous romarks of this foolish
boy, that you and your iriends instigated
him to thia act of impertinence I thun-
dered Mr, Quelch.

" We—we—" stommered Wharton.

“1 shall cane Buntor—*"

“Oh lor' I

“But I shall cane

inta this

ou with greater

severity, as you ave chiefly to blame™
said Mr. Quelch.
“QOh "

“Danter, vou will bend over thet

chatr "  Mr. Quelch picked up his
cane, “Bend over immadiately |
“I—I say, sr, it—it wasn't me!”

ﬁaspcd Bumnter. "I wasn't—I mean, 1
idn't—I—I—I mean, I—1 nevep—"

“Bend gver 1

“Oh erikey 1™

Billy Bunter bent dismally over the
::llgirt :

W1

o ?Eﬂrnmn-nh i

“You may go, Bunter 1"

Bﬁnt&r bultadi{ Quelch grimly,

“MNow,™ g1 r. Yueleh grimly, * you
first, Wharton—"

It wes quite a painful scene. How the
wheeze might have worked if Billy
Bunter had been blessed with as large
an allowance of common sense as an
ordinary bunny rabbit, remained un-
known. Certainly it had not worked !

%uz ch, so far from being placated,
looked absolutely implacable. He had

iven Bunter ons swipe! Ho gave tha
i‘amuua Five three each | He put quite
a lot of beef into thom! The juniors

Tuxg Masgyer LisrsrT.—No. 1,475
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could only wonder, dismally, where an
clderly sportsman like Quelch packed
all the mu

A little breathless after his exertions,
Mr. Queleh pointed to the door with his
CaAne.
away.

Ther wriggled down the passage.
~ In the Remove Form Room that after-
noon, hali a dozen juniors sat very un-
comfortably on the forms. Ip a wrig-
gling, painful state, they weroe not think-
diag mnch of the valuable instruction My,

ueleh was handing out, They were
thinking still less of rescuing Poker
Pike from the order of the boct! The
caresr of the Fatnous Five as public
bonefactors had been cut short suddenly.

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Cinched !

& O —are—not—gone " ]

Y Mr, Queleh seeomoed to bilo

off the words, one by one, a3

he stopped to address the
liickorv-faced man sitting in the sunset
Ly Gosling's lodge. .

Mr, Quélch, in hat and coat, was going
ont. lle had to pass Poker Fike as Lo
wenb; and his nstural impulse was to

asa him with calin, wnsecing disdan.

ut he paused to epeak.

The state of affairs was extraordinary,

It was intolernble. Ordered to quit,
V'ike had not quitted. That day he waa
to have gone—and he bhad not gone!
‘Irus, the Head bhad not epccified ox-
actly at what time of day Lo was to
zo! Buat the day wes drawing to its
close, and he showed no sign whatever
of vacating his quarters ab Greyfriars
School.
_ Excitement on the sulject was grow-
ing kecner. Dozens of fellows camae
along, from tune to titne, to give DPoker
the ouee-over. Generally, ho was to ba
seeni, cither walking in the guad, or
sitting on Gosling's bench. If he was
out of sicht for ton manutes, a wild
rumour spresd that he was gone. But
he always turned up again.

His hard-boiled face was expression-
Irsa as he met Mr. Quelch's ghttering
glance. Every other guy at (ft'i‘_"i'f't'lﬂ.l‘ﬂ
might be excited, but Poker was as calm
as wsual, It might slmost have been
sipposed that he had forgotten that the
Eead had gpiven him nolice to gquit.

He shook his head and his bowler hat
in reply Lo My, %lmlch‘a auestion,
Feally, it hacdly weeded an snswer, as
Pike was thore, under Quelch's eves.
And the gunmon was o man of few

words.
breathed M.

“Are yvou poing?™
Queleh,

Another shake of the bullet head
and the bowler hatt

%ucl{'h breathed hard and deep. Il
had v secret mizgiving that the Head
would have been willing to maks wide,
very wide allowances, %.ur the gunman
gnard of the millionaire’s son.

And he wondered, with bitter anger,
whether the Head might possibly let the
matter elide—maght let this unspeak-
able, lawless person, remain. The mere
thought was wtensely irvitating to My
Yuelcl. IEF the Head showed sigus
of any such weakness, Quelch wos the
man to keep him up to the mark |

“AWill imu pnswer me, sirf” rnpped
AMr. Queleh, pot salisfied wilh head
shakes,

“Burce ! said Poker,

“Are vou leaving
“Nope t"
1] P E ] " &=
¥You have roceived instroctions—
arders—""

“1 got to keep tabs on that Putnam
Tue Micxer Lisnany.—No. 1,475,

Five euffering juniors wriggled

baby |

THE MAGNET

van Duck ! said Poker simply. “I'm
sure powerful sorry to get thot old
schoolmiaster ducli’s gost ! Surest thing
vou know. But X ain't vamoosing the
ratich none."

“I am going now to Courtfield,” said
Mr. Quelch; * unless you are poune when
I return, force will be used !

* Forget it, big bov ! answered Poker,
“I guess that don’t cut no ice with this
Mebbe you'd like to put in a
word with the schoolmaster guy.™

*“What

“1 sure do hate to get his gont.” cx-
plained Poker. T respect thet old guy
a whole lot. Bleblbe if you chewed the
rag with him a piece, and put it to him
squarc, ho'd get another guecss™

Mr. Quelelh gazed at the gunman.
Poler, in the cheerful simplicity of his
heart, was suggesting to Mr. Quelch to
moeke his peaco with the Head!

The Reomove master did not answer,
Words could not have expressed lis
feelings. He turned away with com-
pressed  lips, and walked out of the
Fates,

Soveral Groviviars fellows, who wero
olit of gates after class, glanced at him
in the road. It was not Mr. Quelch’s
custom to walk along a public road with
Jovedike thunder on his brow. On the
present occasion, he was doing so. He
was =0 deeply incensed, that he quite
forgot his uswal careful regard for
AP RCANCES,

“I°'ll say the guy's got his mad up !
whispered Puinam van Duck, whe was
there with the Famous Five,

Putnam certainly did not intend his
remark 1o reach kis Form-master's eave,
The juniors woere on tho other side of
the yoad, and the boy from Chicage
oily whispered, but Mr, Queleh seemed
to be endowed with alinost superhurmnan
keenness of hearving that afrernoon. He
spun round towards the Removites,

“Van Duck,” he rapped, “what did
voul say "

Putnam jumped.

“Oh great snakes 1" he ejouculated.

“What! You said nothing of the
sort I exclaimed Mve. Queleh, appar-
ently toking that as an answer to his
question. " You made a disrespeetiud
remark, Van Duoelk.™ _

“1—1—T1 guess—" stammered the
American junior,

Ay, Queleir pointed to the gatewar.

“Go in st oneel Romain within
gﬂfeal You other boys will also go inl

‘ou ave pated [

“ But, sir—" exclaimed Harry Whay-
ton. Putnam had--unintentionally—
asked for it, but the other fellows bad
said nothing. Evidently Quelel was not
in & mood of sweet reasonableness.

“Hilence, Wharton [™ Lie rapped.

“ But, sir—"" began Bol Cherrey,

“Go in immediately, all of you!™

With decp feclings the six juniors
werttk in at the gates. Br. Queleh
walched them %rim y till they had gone
i, then he walked away with his long
strides by the road over tlie common.

Courtheld common looked very green
gl pleasant under the May sunsot, but
ihe beantics of Nalure were entirely lost.
an Me. Queleh in bis preseut nngry and
bitter niood,

He did not netice the ved-and-purple
glow of the sunset, he Jdid not notice
the green of the grass, or the glimmoer
of the folinge in the trees, neither did
he notice other pedestrianz on the voad;
lur was quite wrapped up in his own in-
consed reflectionus.

e remnined, therefore, in completo
iznorance of the fact that n clean-shaven
man with very keen eyes. loaling ninong
the furze Ly the wayside, stepped iuto
ihe road and walked afrer him.

Even had Queleh looked round, ho
would nol have taken any particular

notice of that clean-shaven man, Ha
had never seen Tug Keary before, but
Tug had spen him. Tug had been keep-
ing “ taba * on the school for some days,
watching comings and goingas. Now he
Wis s!r-:-gl-ling behind Mr. Queleh on the
road ecross the common, which grow
rather lonely at a distance from Friae-
dale and the achool.

Unaware of the fact that lie waa
shadowed, Ar. Queleh walked rapidly
olt, He was half-way to Courtficld
whon he heard a shrill, prolonged
vhistle behind him.

o gave it no heod.

But & man in horn-rimmed glasses
who was smoking g cigaretie In a clomp
of trees off the road heeded it. Az soon
as he heard that whistla Bad Parvker
sat up and took notice, as it were.

Mr. Queleh, walking on his way re-
gardiess, noticod a man 1o horn-ritnmed
rlasses stop uto the road slicad of Line,
but as he had never seon the man before
he gave him no special attention.

Tho horn-ritnmed man, however, gave
My, Quelch gome. Ho stepped inlo the
Form-master's way, and Mr. Quelch
paused to avoid walkiug into Inm.

“Exeuzo me, sir,” eaid the horw-
rimmed man  politely, “mebbe i
speaking to Mye, Queleh 7

“That iz my name,”” 2aid the Bomove
mazter curtly.

I reckoned
ritnmed man,

s, arreed (e horn-

"L ozay you've young
Puotnam wvan Docl's schoolmasier
Greviviars.™

My. Quelch looked at him hawd. Elwn
noticed that the man spoke with a nasal
twang, ana dul not nced telling that he
was ail Amerwean. He conld hardly
suppose that one of the Kidnapping
gatg had the audacily to addresa hin
on a publie highway in broad daylight:
Lut lie was a little startled, though not
at all alormed. Queleh was not o man
ecazily alarmed.

“1 fail to see how that can coneern
vou, a stranger to :ne,” he answered
stifflv. ""And I have ne time {o waste,”

“Tinb it's so, ain't it?" nsked  the
hovrn-rimmed man,

“I dechine to ba gueshioned, sir”
ansvwerved Are. Queleh., ' Riindly allow
me to paza.”

Ilo wos aware of a2 sound of running
feet on the road behind him, but he did
not conncct that sound with lomszelf o
iniz interloentor. #'ug was coming on ak
o run.

Bud Parker did noi allow Alr. Quelch
i pazs; na the Remove master moved
to o round him Bud shifled to block his
Wiy agatu.

Blr. Quelel’s eves gleamed., e was
growing veey angry, and he vealized by
thiz time that the man waz a suspcions
character. Ile slipped his walking-stick
down from under hiz avn and took a
Luziness-like grip on it.

“Will you s huw me lo pas:2*" he
rapped.

“ I gueszs [ want to chew the rag with
vou n piece, sir, if you gol a few
minufeg——"

“I have no time whalever to wastie,
and I decline 1o converso with «
stranger I'" snapped Mr. Quelch. * Staund
asiclo, sir ™

“Ciuesz arain '™ said AMr. Pavker.

“YWhat

“rn say you got ancther goess
coming " gaid the horn-rimmed man.

Setting hia lips, Mr. Queleh walked
straight at the man; he gripnecl hivs
stick, prepared to use it if necessary.
His war-like look wocmied to daunt BMr.

Parker, who backed quickly awas.
though still keeping in frant of the
Romove maater &nd barving  his
progress.

Quelch marched on—and Bud Parker
retrented before him, backing, It was



{he expression on Bud's face ihat drew
My, Quelel’s attention to the pattering
footsteps behind him, now close at hand.
Ie turned his head quickly.

Tug wanr almost upon bhim; as Mr.
Qareleh turned Tur leaped, .

He staggered the next moment, with a
fearful yell. as Queleh with startling
swiftness landed out with the walking-
sticlk. It was a hbefty swipe, and 1k
damaged Tuer, 1o yelled and stumbled,

But at the zamwe moment Bud Parker
weighed 1. Mr. Queleh’s back was to
him for the moment, and Bud leaped at
it. An arm was thrown round tho
Form-master’s neck from behind and
o was draqf-nd aver in the road.

* Pronte, Tug 1" panted Bud Parker.

Tug grasped ithe Remove master the
next moment  The stick was wrenched
from his hand apd fung awey. In the
grazp of 1he two gangsteras Mr. Quelch
crumpled on the dusty road.

“Hazeals ! he panted. * Bcoundrels |

llelp 1#

“Pack it wp, yvou old gink soul!”
growled Tug =avagely.

“Quick, sou peck!” hissed Dud
arker.

In the grasp of ihe {wo gangsters the
siraggling Form-mastor was dragged off
the road. Headlong, hardly knowing
whether he was on hus head or his heels,
e was dragged into the clunp of treoca
from which Bud Pavker had -emerged
at the signal whistle of his confederato.

In the midst of that clump the breath-
less, panting Form-master was pinned
down under Tug's kuee. Bud lingered
behind, glancing swiftly up and down
the road and acress the common, fear-
ful that the :cene, brief as it had been,
might have beon witnessed., But there
was no one at hand, and the horn-
rimmed mian followed his confederate
mtoa the 1hick elump of trees, where
thoy were screenced from passing cyes.

Mr. Queleh—breathless,” amazed, in-
dignant, stuttering with wrath—siill
sterngeled feebly.  DBut his struggles
ceased as a cord *was knotted round
wrists and ankles and o gag was thrust
into his mouth. Like a man in the grip
of a horrid mghtmare, he lay dazed and
dizzy—aud the veice of the horn-rimmed
man came 1o his dizey ears,

“Beat if, Tug! Cet Chick and put
him wise that we've gobt the school-
masicr, Burn ihe wind, you "

“You said i, Bud "

Tug diﬂaﬁipz*m'cﬂ. Ar. Queleh, Lhardly
believing that this amazing happening
was real, lay in the grass, wriggling
feebly, watched over by the man Tn the
horn-rimmmed glasses.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Losing Poker !

UTNAM VAN DUCK glanced
P out of the schon] gates,

Creyiviava fellows were to ba

seeit hove and Lhere, buat the tall,

angular figure of the #emove mastor

Jmﬁ disappeared in ithe dircelion of

distant Courtfield, Thoe Amervican junior

turned buck and rejoived the Famous

Five.

Ho gave no heed to the guuman
seated  impassive. on the beneh by
uosling’s ludge, but Poker Pikoe waa
watching him; hiz ryes had been on
Putnam in the read beforo Mr. Quelch
ordered the juniors 1o go in. Bo loug
g3 Putnam renained in osight Poker
repained wheee he was, hut f the ml-
lionaire's =on starvted (o walk away
Poker was ready to geb into selion al
otice—treading on Lis tail, as Puloam
called it, wheraver e went, ;

“Copst’s  clear, you guys!” =and
Puolpatr, "I puess that pesky  old
piccan hos best 1.7

helped !

anzwerad Van Duck.
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“"We're gated,” said Bou Cherry.

“1 guess that euts no e, You guysz
coming 1

The Famous Five paused. They wore
not feeling pleased al being *pgated ™
for nothing at all. Blll, ordera wero
orders, and authority was aulhoriiy.

Harey Wharton shoeck hia head.

“It’s rather thick,” he said, “hut
we'd better stick in. We can get =somn
cricket, instead of poing for a walk, old

can. ™

“ Guess again,’” gaid Van Duck.

“My dear chap,” said Johuny Bull,
“Quelch is shirty, and it ecan’t be
Wa can get a walk on Court-
ficld Commen any day. Chuck it 1"

“Any day won't do, I pguess,”
“"I'll say it's now

or never.”  Ile lowered luis voice,
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though Poker Pike was not within
hearing of the qup. “You guys
heard what Quelchy sald 1o DPoker.

Ig’s got his mad up. Poker's got (o
nd hoe won't gol I got a stumt.™

“Oh ! gaid Harry.

The Famous Five eyed Van Duck
rather dubiously., Their own “*slunt’’
for solving that difficulty had turned
out & ghastly frost. They wore :till
feeling twinges from the result.

“Wash it out!™ said Johnny Bull
“I'm fed-up "

"Tho fedfulness iz terrific!” re-
marked Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh,
with a shoke of his duszky head.

“Aw, pack it up, and let a guy spill
n sylable or twe!” said Putnam. “I
sure don’t want a rookus here, Poker's

(Continued on ncxt puge.)
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(1)
It you ever wanl to shina

i thﬂarr?ﬂ:!n mmhﬂiun at posi blada
4] DORILE RE & '
You will H.ng ﬁlﬁ Hyrold Bkinner

g Etﬁ 1 mltlhrlu:mhla has :‘:’1’? often played.

Yon muost learn to smoke and bet,

For a lurtive cigaretio ik ot

Yon must wﬁ#ﬁt at might

your kneeses knock with tﬁﬁhh

b Hlinlill to the ** sporting lellow’s !
an
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You may call & chap a Tonk,
But bs sure o do & bunk
I he shows an inelination for & scrap !
You'll smploy your leisure time
In the heights of bliss gublime-—
In & corner of the box-room,
Don’t care twopence for the H.
Th yoti iremble and go red
ery time you feel in danger (rom the

cADS,
I you drink and bet and emoks,
You'll be always stony=bro
But at any rate you won
vain 1

aying nap !

bave Lived in

{3y
When & Tellow stoops to folly
It s alwars mnhmrnlr.

As the poet says, and really it is sad
That such poor delights as thesa
Have conlinual power to please

Haurold Bkinner, for he's guite s clever

At his work he can be smazt,
He has quite & tarn for art, _
He can act, as even Wibley will agres,
He can write and versify,
Thongh not quite so good aa L,
{Or s]%-i*mm it be not quite 30 good as
me

(5)
Thrie tronks were open wide
With the lids back, and inside
They wore ulnutj'.-wnr I should say, they
wers not
For I zaw those shady funks
Calmly sitting 1o the tronks, i
Thare was one tronk each Tor Skinoper,
Bocop and Stott !
And between them, in its place,
Was an y packing-case
As & ta hbimiim glﬁd.; iu_raﬁl. Up O,
it tha [T eried,
i Eﬂ:t: nmnilf | *? the cad replied.
WiTaks one Dow; in  Lall-a-migute

they'll be gone [ 77
<)
T slood gasping ot the

And foond Quelch
the door.

“Bo I Aod you
heard him roar.
1 atismpted to axplain

be decided,

Tl I heard & nasly grunt,

As he soiffed the taionted air,
He surveyed mas with & glare.

That I hadn't, but in vain.
 fome with mae, and T will cane you !

Bot 1 locked each frunk belore
1 went wilh him, and what's moro,
When I et them oul they each got
worse thano 1 did |

Onece more our'long-haired poet brezks jnle
verse.  Lhis week he brings before -,|.-Iq:-ur
nolice

HAROLD SKINNER,
the cad of the Remove,

4
Wall, 1 nnﬁht him sverswh
Tl T tried tha Mmax——t!:tr:l |

I discovered him i last wilh Snoop and
Stott,

Skinner said : ** Come in, old chap |
Come and take & hand at Nap ! V'
But T only siared and answered @ “Well,
great Beokt [ M
Thers Was reasoD in my ory,
And I'm going to tall you why
[ was 1 and surprised at what 1 saw.
It was oot the dingy three
Or their cards which staggered me,
It I:" not the smokes they feebly Lried fo
AW,

(8)
Then 1 coughed instend of zpoks
(For the air was thick with smoke).
1t im ensier gitting on the tronks {han in.
Are mu potiy then, or what P
At which Skinner winked at Stott,
And the “ sporls ** surveved my features
with 8 gfin.
Then I heard & atep oniside.
“* That's the Quelchy-bird ! ' I cried.
And =aid Bkinoer : ** Yes, it"s jusl as I
had fearsd [ **
Then they each ducked ont of sizlt.
Closed the lids apon them tighl.
Aod i bBalf-a-tick they’d all

lires
disappeared !

slunt
¥ Eazing st me Irom

smokivg here ! ™ ]

LB RN
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an obstinate gug, and if he allows he
won't beat it, he won’t, and that's o
ginch! If it came to gun-play—"

“un-play 1" gupmfu MNugent.

“I guess Poker might forget that
they don't handle guns in this country,
if guys started in to boot him,'" said
Puytnam.

&l Dh E‘Ti‘hﬂﬁ" I#J

“Well, I got a etunt,” said Putnaro.
“1 guess it might bo a winner. Foker
won't absquatulate—you can bank on
that | What's the InE\’ h:in%-pin going
o do; if he don’t? Well, I reckon if
wa could take Poker out snd lose him,
that would make it O.K.—what?"

“He wouldn't be easy to lose”
grinned Bob.

“&'poso I start on a leetle pasear
with you guys—what's Poker going to
do?” said Putnam., “Tread on my
tail, az usual. Well, we lead him
hoofing it a few miles, and then dodge
him—drop him somewhere, I Em
we can wangle it. What'll he do then?
We get batk without Poker being wisze
to it, I'll say he'll go on hunting for
this baby.”

“ Burest thing you know,” grinned
Bob.

# And when he chucks it end hikes
back, he. finds the place all shut up,
bolted and barred.” said Puotnam.
“He won't ba able te get in. It's out-
gide for Poker, and without & row.
How's that for h']gh?"

“Not a bad wheeze," seid Harry
Wharton, langhing. *® Goodness knows
what's going to happen if he's atill

here when Queleh comes inl  Quelch
meant every word he szid.”

“Bo did Poker, I guesa

“We're goted 1™ said Harry., “But

L F]

He glanced round at his chums.
There was a general nod.

" Let's,” said Nugent.

And the Famous Five and Puinam
van Duck walked out of the gateway.
Only Mr. Quelch knew that they were
“pater,” and Mr. Quelech was gone.
Thev wallked out, and took the road
to Courtfield.

Looking back, & mnute or two later.
they beheld o hickory face under a
bowler hat. Orders from the Head
had no more effect on Poker Pike than
water on & duck; but Putnam, start-
ing for a walk, detached him promptly
froma his bench. The gunman swung
along the road after the juntors.

They grinned as they walked on.
MNever once, ginea,he had been at the
gcheol, had Putnam been ablas to geot
out of gates without the watchiul
Poker shadowing him, and only ance
hod he been stopped—on the occasion
of the Form walk, when he had baen
left behind, hopping Gunman as he
was, gangster as he had been, Poker
was & faithfu] and dutiful guy.

Where the juniors were going, he
had no idea; but he knew that where-
ever they went, he was going also, so
long as Putnam was with them. A
dozen yards behind the party he kept
wateh. Wary as he was, however, it
was certain that Poker had no sus-
picion that the millionaire's son was
taking him for 8 walk to *lose ™ him.

The juniors reached the cornor of
the eommeon, and turned off into Qak
Lane, which led past Popper Court to
the river. They did not care te keop
on across the pommon by the road, as
that was the direction tasken by Mr.
Queleh. They did not want to risk
meeting the view of the Form-master
who had “gated ’” them, and supposed
that tley had remained obediently
within prates.

Thev strolled cheérily along the
shady lipe till they were hall & mile
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from the high road. At that distance
the n;i?un acos of the common wera
out of sight of anyone on the road.
So st that point the Removites turned
from the lane, and walked on to the
Ereen oommon.

After them walked Poker Pike.

It was quite a pleasant walk, and
the juniors would have been glad to
put in a good many miles, but for
the fact that they had to get back to
the school in time for calling-over.
Once having “lost '’ Poker on the wida
spaces of the common, however, a
gwift trot homeward hE way of the
towpath along the Bark, would land
them at Greyfriars in time for roll

“* Here's the place,” said Bob Cherry.

They rumhndp the pond in the middls
of Courtfield Common. Round. it grew
trees and bushes and bracken.

Grinning, the juniors
into the thickets.

They heard a patter of fcet behind
them.

3o long as they were in sight in the
open, Poker Pika was content to keep
his distance. DBut when they dis-
appeared from view he put on speed
at onee. Poker would not have been
surpriseéd if the .kidnappers had been
lurking in thoso wery thicketz rouand
the pond. Poker saw kidoappers
everywhere.

Onee out of the guoman’s sight, how-
ever, the juniors acted swiftly. In-
stead of keeping on, they clambered
into the branches of a beech.

Th? were deep in cover of the thick
branches when Poker came trotting
through the thickets below.

disappeared

Through the folisge thoy had a
ﬁimpm of his bowler iui‘. at be passed.
e trotted on,

The juniors suppressed their chuckles,

Poker, guite unaware that their in-
tention was to lose lum,- had not the
slightest suspicion that they had taken
to the branches. He fgured that they
had gone through the thickets, and con-
tinued on their way beyond.

Eeeping silent, thoey listened, Jn a
few minutes there was p sound of a
calling voice,

“Say you Puatnam van  Duck!™
shouted Poker. *Hay, what's yon ?
You pesky young gink, you hear me

toot? Bay, wha}ts come to you, you
ornery voung piecan?”

The juniors grintned 1o cheery silence.

Paoker evidently was puzzled.

Beyond the thickets the common
stretched before him, glowing in the
May sunset. EHe saw nothing of the
juniors there. But they might have
dipped into any of a dozen hollows, or
passed vond nny of the clumps of
trecs, or fringes of hawthorns, Puzzled
and perplexed, the gunman strode on
at last, searching for them.

“Gone I” murmurad Bob Cherry, ns
ha glimpsed a bowler hat from the
beer:ﬁt beyond the cdge of the thickets.

“The gonefulness is terrific [ grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipu.

From_ the high tree the Removites
watched for some time, while the
bowler hat remained in sight. Poker
Pike was trotting to and fro, guarter-
ing the pround like a hanting dog in
gearch of the vanished schoolboys. He
found no trace of them, and the black
bowler disapprared at last across the
COTIMOn.

“1 guess,” remarked Putnam
Duck, *that we've sure lost that guy.”

“Looks like i, said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing.

It was clear that Poker had no ides
of turning back. Ile was going on
hunting for the jumiors. Wo doubt it
would dawn on lum, sconer or later,
that they had been deliberately pulling

van

his leg; that they had dodged him
somehow, and cut back to the school.
Then, ne doubt, Poker would hoof it
back to Greyfriars—by that time, how-
ever, to find the school shut up for the
nightL and no admission for a guoman
who had been ordered to quit.

The juniorz slipped down from the
eech, and eut off at a trot towards the
river—the direction opposite from that
taken by Poker Pike. They chuckled
a3 they went. The wary gunman had
fallen right into the trap, ond the
Emblcm was solved. Whatever might

nve come of Poker's defiance of the
Head's order to quit,
happen now,

Suicki;;l the juniors frotted home, by
way of the towpath, They reached the
gchool in good time before Gosling
came down to lock the gates. They
strolled cheerily in to calling-over.
Billy Bunter met them as they camo
in.

“I say, you fellows, heard?" asked
Bunter.

“YWhat and which?’ asked Daob.

“He's gone.”

“"Who's gone ™

“That  beastly
Bunter, grinning.
all gas, you know,
he'd have to gol

“Ha, ha, hal" _

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1"+ grunted the fat Owl. “I can
tell vou he's jolly well gone! You
can believe me or not, but he's jolls
well cleared. 1 knew he would, of
&9?5&. You fellows didn't, but I
1 -!.'l

“What a lot Bunter knows’” re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“The knowfulness iz terrific 1"’

“Well, wou'll find I'm right,” de-
clared Bunter.

And undoubtedly Bunter was right.
Poker was gone. Whilo Mr. Prout
called the rell in Hall, and Harry
Wharten & ©Co. answered to their
names, Poker was still searching tho
wide expanses of Courtfield Common
for tham. And they wondered how long
he wolild keep it up beforse he came
back to Greyfriars, to fad himsclf
locked ocut of the school.

it would not

!gunrnnn 1 gmid

“Y fancied it was
I jolly well knew

Well, he's gone 1™

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Third Degree !

B. QUELCH blinked, in the

M midst of the tree-clump. The

sunset was still red on the

apen common, but under the

branches, mm the elump of beeches and
azhes, it was growing dim

The Remove master was still in oa
dazed and dizzy state of mind, hardiy
ablo to beliave that he was not dream-
ing this awlul occurrence

%ut it was no dream; it was only too
terribly reall He lay in the grass
under the shadowy trees, bound hand
and foot, with a gog in his mouth. Near
him was & horn-rimmed man, watching
and listening

He waz in the hands of the Chicago
kidnappers—Mr. Queleh knew that;
why, he could not begin to guess.

'I?hu.t the gang were watching the
school for & chance to kidnap Putnam
van Duck was pretty well known. But
why they should have “cinched ¥ Van
Duck’s Form-master wes an inscluble
mystery to Mr. Quelch.

Putnam, in the bands of the gang-
sters would have beoen worth heﬁf

a million dollars to Chick Chew.
Putnam's Torm-master was _wosth
nothing. But there he was—tied up-

like a turkey—waiting for the arrivail
of the leader of the kidnapping gang.
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the road came to Me, Quelch's ears,
dozen times, at Jeast, he had heard
as hardly morea than tweunty yards

Thesound of & car
He gave it no heed
CATS I;ht:s: the road

4 b8

from ¢ where he lay. But he was quite out of sight,

and he could make po sound. There was no chance of hﬂ}p.

Eul_a was in ands of the gangsters till they chosa to let
m go.

This time, however, the buza of the car stopped quite
close at hand. Then came s brushi nghl:n the underwoods
among the trees. Bz Quelch reslised that Chick had come.

It was Chick.Chew | Leaving the car by the roadside, the
Iat gangster followed Tug into the clump of treea.

"*Yeou got him here I :

Mr. Quelch heard the voice. He had heard it only once
I:wfu;a-—m the old prinﬁ uln Friardale Wood—but he knew
the unmusical tones of Mr, Chew.

“Xep," answered Tug, “and Bud keeping tabs on him,
Chick.

«0.E., Chick |? grinned the horp-rimmed man; as the fat
gangster loomed up in the ahadows,

= { should smile i* remarked Chick.

Mr. Quelch's eyes glittered up at him. If the Ramove
madter was alarmed, his face did not betray it. All that was
indicated in his face was a deep and intense anger.

“3tick him up " said Mr. Chew.

Bud and Tug graspad the Remove mastdy, lifted him from
tha grass, and him sgaipst & tree. At a sign from
Chick, the gag waa taken from his mouth,

T #¥ou don’t want to vaup, feller!” remarked Chick, "I
gueas &8 soon’s you yeli, you get a tap on the cabeza that

will keap youn quisk I
Mr. gaaped for breath.
“ Beoundrel I® he panted.

“T'll sy can cut that out |* said Mr, Chew. “I got
you, bo, nnﬁm doing the talking1 I'll tell & man, yﬁ'lﬁ:a
a mighty handy guy with & stick when you got your fins
loose, and I'll meniion that I got a~ump on my cabeza as
hig as a turkey's egg, and then some | But you sin’t cavort-
ing sround with a elub jest now! Nopel”

“Rascal I _

“ Den't spill any more! ILeave it to ma to chew the rog "

“If this"” gasped Mr. (}ue]nh, “is an act of revenge, I
warn you thft £ is a |aw in this country to decal with
ruffian]y rascals auch as you (%

“ Quess again I” said Chick, “ You sure did land mo a few
sockdolagers with thst stick of yourn, feller! But I sin't
got no kick coming on that secount. 1 sure wouldn't waste
co time on you if that was the whole packet.”

““Then what does lhis outrage mean?” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch.

“You're going to be useful!” cxzplained Mr. Chew,
“That's whera you come in, fellerl I to got & cinch on
Putnam van Duck. You're his schoolmaster, and I guess
that baby jumps to your orders, some 1"

Mr, Quelch could only atare at him.

“You get me!” asked Chick, “I been after that bird, and
1 ain’t got him. It zure ain't no Eﬂ.E—f liumpnm{mn, him

arked in & big =chosol, and a gunman of Poker Pike's hoft
ceping tabs on lhuim. NMight I horned in, there was Poler
loosing off lead, and I guesa I had to beat it, 1'd have had
him sure, Tnﬂaéa?. but you put it acrcss me with that stick
of vourn. I ain’t got him yet. But if you'd ever heard guys
iltl hicago talk about Kidnapper No. 1 of the United States,

guess you'd be wize to it that Chick Chew never gets left ]
You're going to help me cinch that young guy 1"

“What 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“That'a why 1" said Chick. “You secing light, bo? I'll
gay wo ain't cinched you because we like l:ﬁu colonr of your
bair! Nope! You being that young gink's schoolmaster, I
guess he will hop when yon sey hop—what I

“X fail to understand you! Certuinly Van Duck will obey
my orders, if that is what yon mean.”

“S'pose you write him & note, telling him you want him 1"
eaid Mr. Chew, “Ho sure will mosey where you tell hium.”

“I—1 presume so. But—" .

“That's the lay-out,” explained Chick, with a ned.
“That's why wo got you, Ieller! You write a note to that
young geck—"

“'1 shall do nothing of the kind I*

“You put it that you've scen the inspector of perlice at
Courtficld, who wants to sce bim particular about this
kidnapping business—"

“ MNothing of the kind |

“You're waiting at the police station for him,” pursued
Chick, utterly d]EHEﬂTﬂth tha Remove master's inter-
ruptions, “end vyou send that note by & taximan—him to
comea in the taxi™

“Never

(Continued on next page.}
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after testing this
wonderful

QUAKER
MODEL
GLIDER

w You get it by return for only two
coupons from “ PUFFED” RIGE
or “ PUFFED ”’ WHEAT packers!

This splendid working
model glider (of light but
strong wood) specially de-
signed for long fights,
was recently tested out

thoroughly by C. W. A.
Scott, hero of three record
Australian flights and
winner of the England-
Australia Air Race, 1934,
in under 3 days.

“ I spent a very pleasur-
able half-hour testing it,”
said the world-famous air-
man afterwards, “* i¢ loops
and glides splendidly . . .
and the assembly is simple
in the extreme . . . an
ingentous model.” This is
the wonderful working
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London, E. h

I enclose two coupons from
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“PUFFED"” WHEAT
or “PUFFED”™ RICE
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* foods shot from guns,”
so light, so tasty, so
crunchy, that they tempt
any appetite—even the
hardest-to-please. And
they're ready-to-eat
straight from the packer,

Ask your grocer about
them-—then use the form
beloww—and you’ll have
two marvellous surprises !
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“I guess he knows your Gst sll right,
you being his schoolmastar—""

“Certainly ! But I will never—*

“And a note from his schoolmaster,
tefling him to hump along to the police
station, won't make nobody smell no
mouse,* apid Chick. And Bud and Tug

nidded and gilumd, “Jest an ordinary
taxi—all above-board!” Mr. Chew
chuckled. *“I'll say that young guy
will start pronto for the police station,

though I allow be won't get so fur.”
‘Mr. Quelch gared at the gangster in
wrath and horror.
He understood now why he had been

Bcized.

The scheme was one, indeed, that
cold not possibly fail if the Remove
master did his part.

The local police had the kidnapping
matter in hand. There woul
nothing surprising in Inspector Grimes,
at QCourtfeld, wanting to sce the
American junior on the subject. In any
casa, the boy had to cbey instructions
written by his Form-master, whom he
would believe to be with the inspector,
waiting for him to arrive st the police
station.

That note was to be sent b
man from the rank at Courtfield.
Thera would be nothing suspicious in
the taxi or the driver—as likely a= not,
a man known by sight at the ﬂil}ﬂ]

The taxi-driver would know nothing,
except that he was dispatched with &
nole to Greyiriare School

Putnom van Duck, it was absolutely
certain, would step into that taxi, and
would believe, as the taxi-driver would
believe, that he was being driven to
Ceurtfield Police 8tation

But on_ the lonely road across the
common, lonelier than ever at the fall
of dusk, three gangsters would be wait-
mﬁ_‘ for the taxi.

o hold up the taxi, knock the driver
on the head if he offered resistance, gnd
transfer the millionaire’s sun to a wait-
g car would ba easy enough,

n horror and indignetion, Mr. Quelch
gaw the whole scheme—saw that it could
not fail, if that note was written and
sent to Greyfriars. At the sama time,
he wondered that even s hardeoed and
desperate crook could believe for one
moment that a schoolmaster would, or
could, lend assistance in kidnapping a
boy under his charge.

1e did not realise yet the methods
Chick Chew was prepared to use to
overcome the resistance he expected,

S You get me?” asked Chjck, aftor
giving the Greyfriars maeter s minute
or two to get it down,

1 understand you," eaid Mr. Quelch,
his voice trembling with anger, “but

fail to understand your folly, your
craza  stupidity, in faneying for one
moment that 1 would lend myself to
such & echeme 1*

" Behoolmasters,” said Chick, "ain't
rich, as a rule. Any good offering you
& ctful of dollars?™

Scoundrel I gasped Mr Queleh.

“That don't cut no ice, Chick. with
a guy of that heft 1" said Bud Parker.

“¥ou said it," agreed Chick “ I}
that guy’s asking for the third degree,
I ain't the galoot to say nope 1l But 1
always was humane, and if that old
piecan would elick for a thousand
dellars, 1 ain't mean.®

“Rascal " gasped Mr Quelch

Chick scanncd his angry face. A puy
that could not be bought was, perhaps,
something new in Mr. Chew's experi-
rnce. Dut he could see that tins par.
ticular guy, at all events, was not to be
bribed.

“1 got a fountain-pen here, feller,”
he remarked. “We got it all cut and
dried, ready for when we got a cinch
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on you. I betier put you wise. You got
to play up. You get third degree till
you dol Get mof"
“Third degree!™ stuttered  Ar.
Quelch,
“Jest that! If you'd ever been in
the can at Chicago, with the cops trying

to squeeze information out of you,
ou'd be wize to it1 You're going to
arn right now1*

Mr. Quelch pasped.
Hao had heard dimly of "third
degree.” He realised, though he could

hardiy believe, that he was to be put to
the torture tili Lie consented to play the

B tar's game.

Ggick Chew was a businezs man. He
would not have taken the trouble to
rovenge that beating at the old priory.
Revenge was not business, but in carry-
ing out his plans he was absolute
ruthless,

Mr. Quelch uonderstood now., The
gangstors knew that neither threats nor
bribery would ba of the slightest use.
They dopended on third degree to gain
their point. And it was evident that
thoy depended on it with absolute con-
fidence 8o far as Chick could see, it
was simply a matter of time before the
Remove masler consented to do what
was required of him. FProbably, too, of
a very short time,

You getting down to brass tacks?"

asked Chicu.

“Villaio I* gasped Ar. Quelch. *I
am helpless in your lawless handa.
vour worat  Not to save my life will 1
put pen to paper [

“I’ll say your life ain’t in no danger,
old-timer! But 1 guess you won't be
able to use your armn sg'in for a month
of Bundays 1f imu keep us long at third
degree,” drawlad Chick. *Btick that
rag it his mouth, Tug. We suro don't
want no &!bliﬂlt}'. and I'll say he'd yell
a few if that trap of his wasn't corked.”

The gag was packed into Mr, Quelch's
mouth again.

Then, at = sign from Chick, Tu
seized his ieft wrm, and began, wit
perfect covlness, to twist it.

This was third degreal

The pain was excruciating. Slowly at
Grst, then harder &nd harder the
E;Tn]glz.ter' twisted.

a perspiration started out on Mr.
Quelch's forchcad in grest drops. He
tried te ery out, but only & suffocated
mumble came through the gag.

Chick ard Bud watehed him ecalmly.
No doubt they kad beern through many
sach & scene before.

“"MNod your eabeza when you're
through 1" said Chick, “Soon as you'ro
rcady to wrdite that leetle billy-do, jess
give & nod. I'll sure wait.”

Mr. Queich mado no sign.

He strov. to struggle, but that was
futile. His wrists were bound together.
Tug's grip, bke an iron vice, was on his
elbow, twisting. It ecemed to Mr.
@huelcih rs the pressure intensificd, that
the bove woull erack. Tho pain was
not merely terrible—it was intolerahle,
unendurab's. It was meore than Luman
lesh and blord could stand.

Chick watched him coolly. Ile gavo
the hapless victim sbout a minute to
surrender, but the Remove master mado
no sign.

Could he endure? Ele had to endure.
Tle could not betray his trust. But as
the torlure intensified, Chick had no
doubt the! eurrender was coming.

Was it coming? Mr. Quelch himself
could hardly have toeld DBut with start
ling suddenncss there camne an interrup
tion There was s rustle in the trees,
snd as the gangsters epun round, the
barrel of a six-gun glimmered in the
duzk, apd & sharp volee rapped:

“Slick 'emm up, you'uons |®

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Hands Up ™
iis'.[‘llgllf ‘emn up!” growled Poker

ike.
Poker's slits of eyes glittered
over the levelled mix-gun. His
ﬁ:iger was on the trigger.
ud Pazker, his startled eyos almost
bulging through his horp-rimmed
Elaussas, shot up his hands abova his
ad, almust before the words were out
of Poker's mouth. Tug let go Alr.
Quelch’'s elbow as suddenly as if
Quelch’s arm hud becoms radyhac,l and
followed Bud's example with almost
ludicrous swiftness
hick Chew was the only man that
hesitated  His fat face purpled with
rage. But his hesitation was bricf, and
it was well for the star kidnapper of the
United States that it was briecf. Up
went the fat hands over the fat
gangster’s slouched hat

The three gangsters stood, hands up.
Poker was hardly six or seven feet from
them, hir gun 5“'&3];1'.115 a little from side
tﬂ_ﬂl(ila to cover all three. Ghick rather

rided himself on being “quick on the

raw,” but he had no chance to pull his
automatic, and ho knew it. Poker had
what he would have called the * drop,™
and he would have looscd off lead with-
out an instent’s hesitation at & sign of
gun-pulling. And only too wa!imthn
Chicago gangsters were awars of ik

They cheyed like lamba |

“Keep 'em up!” drawled Poker.

Looking past the gangsters over the
gun, he stared at Henry %nmuei Quelch.

The Form-master, helpless in  his
bonds, leaned sagging against the tree.
Iis face was white. His brain almost
WM.

The sudoen cessation of third degres
made Mr. Queleh giddy with the relief.
Poker Pike's voice was not musical, but
the music of the spheres could not have
pounded so melodious in the ears of the
Hemove master as Poker's metallio
tones whau he rapped out “Stick ‘em
up ¥ Poker was not handsome to look
at, but never had to glad a sight dawned
upon Mr. Queleh's vision as that of the
hickery face unde- the bowler hat.

Poker's sudden appearance was o eur-
prise to the gangsters, and certainly a
surprise to Mr Quelch. And Quslch
was a surpriso to Poker!

Certainly was not looking for
Quelch, or thinking of him. He¢ was
looking for Putnam van Duck.

He ha' been locking for him ever
since the playful Removites had *loat ™
the gunman on Courtficld Common. It
was dawning on FPoker's rather zolid
brain, by taat time, that the juniers hail
pulled his l-:;, dodged him, and cut back
to he schoc. by unseen paths. But he
was not sure, and he was goiug to keep
on the search till dark. As like as not,
Poker figured, young Putnam had fallen
in with watehfu! kidnappers, and when
from & distart knoll he spotted & fat
figura getting out of & car on the road
u;’qr thoe eommon, "oker had no deoubt
ol 1t
~ Poker h'd horned ip, nothing doubt-
ing thal tha gangstors had Putiam van
Duek i that clump of trees.

Now he saw that they hadn’t. Thow
had Fuinaw's schoolmaster, which was
quile a surpriso to Poker,

Surprise, however, did not make the
CGreyfriars gunman less wary, Ho looked
at Mr Qlue]‘:h. but he watched the
gangsters hke a cat at the same tinm.
Any guy thers who had reached for a

un wotld have “got his ” sudden, as

‘oker wou.d hava put it.

Thoy did not reach for guns. They
etood with their hands up, gritting their
teeth wilth rage.
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“ Villain 1 ** gasped Mr, Quelch., ** Noi to save my Ilife will I do what you
piratlon siarted :mts 'EIII.'I. the Form-master’s forehead, |
nddenly
trees ; and as the gangsters spun round, the barrel of a six-gun

require 1** The

in great drops, as twisted his arm.
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there was a rustle in the
immered

In the dusk, and & sharp volee rapped : *“ Stiek *em up, you'uns | ** Poker

Pike had come to

Mr. Quelch gave Poker an eloguent
look. He could not speak, but his look
was eloquence itself.

“The schoolmaster guy ¥ raid Poker.
“By the great horned toad! Say, you,

Chick, what’s this gama "

ick ground his teeth without
replying. _

ou got him dumb!” said Poker.

"¥You, Tug, let him loose! Bee you
don’t play no monkey-tricks while you're
doing it, or I'm mentioning you won't
&y Do more on this side Jordan |
urest thing you know 1™
Tug silently stepped to Mr. Quelch.
In a couple of minutes the Remove
master was freed from the bonds and tho

BEE.

ﬁ'ﬂ gasped for breath.

“Now. what'a this here gama 1" asked
Foker caaua]l:g “1 guess I got to koe
tabs on that Putnam van Duck, hutli
nin’t the guy to horn into any other
geloot’s funeral. Nope I

“Thess wretches,” gazped Mr, Quelch,
“thesse—these lawlezs Jdastards—zeized
me, o force mo to help them in kidnap-
ping the boy Van Duck |”

Poker Pike nodded.

“I reckon I was guessing that was it 1”
he remarked. "' And if that's the game,
I'll say they ain’t getting by with it
nona. You been Eiﬂng this ole piecan
third &a%:ee, Chiclk 1™

Enarl from Chick.

“T'Il remark it's a low-down game,
Chick 1” ssid Poker. “That ol 1y
sio’t no friend of mine, bhut I'll say f}m
seeing him through this entertainment.
You'uns want to beat it, keufmg your
fins over your hots. I gueas I'm seeing
jou go, and I'll mention that if you
:)!cm’t keep on reaching for the sky you

t sours so sudden it will make your
Ee gwim, "

Chick Chew drew a dm:i, deep broath.
His little piggy eyes sparkled with rage

Form-master’s rescue |

from layers of fat. Ho had been right
on success—at laast, lio belisved s0. The
mtervention of the Greyfrisrs gunman

had put paid to his best scheme. Ha that

:'ns tepted to risk everything and pull

“1‘

JPoker read it in his fierce glare, and
hia hickory face set like iron. Bud
P’arker gave a gasp.

“Forget 1t, Chick | That guy has sura
g?t usl  Say, we den't want no gun-

By."

“‘Surest thing you know 1" said Poker
grimly.

Chick controlled Lis rage.

. Ho backed away, his associates back-
ing an either side of him out of the trees
to the open roadeide.

Poker followed thom with levelled
gun.

Mr. Quelch, panting for breath, and
rubbing sn aching aym, followed sfter
Foker with tottering footsteps.

Back and back went the gangsters,
still “clawing the air,” till they reached
the car at the side of the road. All
thres ware armed; all three watching
for & chance to “‘pull™ if Poker gave
them & chanco. But the Greyfriars
gunman, woatchful as a cat, gave them
10N,

“Keep going!” drawled Foker a=
Chick, having reached the roadside,
made a movement towards the warting
car. “I'll mention that you're hoofing
it, you'uns! ¥ou sain't travelling in
no auto |*

"1 guess—" hissed Chick, )

“Can it1¥ szaid the gunman briofly.
“You want to hit tha horizon, snd hit
it quick. I ain’t giving you long to E-et-
out of ranga of this hero hardware.

But Parker was slready running.
After him ran Tug. And after them
Lmthi( breathing hard with rage, ran
Chick.

Poker's levelled six-gun saw thom off.

gy

“ Bay, you schoolmaster guy 1" drawled

Poker., _"You into that suto,
pronto ! Mister w's sure lending us
at auto.”

“ Bless my soul I gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Certainly, the ear should be hsnded
over to the authoritice—"
?“Tlgab da:ﬁ cut no ice. Pack int
ou figure them guya won't come gun-
ning back, soon's tgay figura theﬁggﬂt
o chanea! You want to stop & bullet ¥
“Ob I gas Mr. Que
ITa tottersad into tho oar.

Three figures, black against the sunset,
were running. They dared not Lalt or
turn under tha levelled Ii:-g.m. But
once beyond cHective rangs, Poker did
gui_; need telling what m:.:f;’& would be

oing.

Pﬁi«gt_ packed his gun, dropped into
the driving-seat, and started the engine.
Its roar csused three running gangsters
to halt and whirl round. iﬂd in the
May sunset they had the plessure—or
otherwise—of geeing the car vanish at
fifty m.p.h. in the direction of Grey-
friara School.

iyt —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
0.K.1

EA].]Y, fellows {* squeaked Billy
unter.
“That's the bell1” gsid Bob

111 I
Cherxy.
“1 say, think he's rcome back ¥ gasped
Bunter.
: is still out,” said JFrenk

* Quelch

Nugent. *“Perhaps it's Quelch i
“Quelch would come in at masters’

ate, with his key, after lock-up,™ said

arry Wharton. )
5 28 it's Pike,” grinned Putnam
van Duck, * and mng'!m he'll get tired

of ringing that bell
Cantinued on pags 28.)
Tug Maioyer Jasriy.~—No. 1.475.



THRILLS, THRILLS, THRILLS !

WORLD’S MASTER-SPY TURNS PIRATE AND BECOMES. , . .

CAPTA4IN VENGLEA4

By JOHN BREDON.

“ Surrender or Slnk I ™

FLOATING leviathan, the giant
A Australian Inxury liner, Sylvia
Bay, steamed ly and

steadily through the long.

glasey swell of the Indian Ocean, o
lume of feathery smoke streaming from
er squat yellow funnéls, white enamel
of her superstructure chequered against
her black, glistening hull and rows of
gleaming ports, a break of snowy foam

iling away from the thrust of her
ofty bows ]
Captain Cooper, her master, immacu-

late in white drill and gold-peaked cep,
siniled comfortably to himself as he
paced the lofty bridge, He was a man
with vast responsibilities, with £100,000
in bullion on béard, destined for tho
Central India Bank at Bombay, to say
nothing of the livés and comtort of a
fhousand passengers and crew to occupy
his thoughts. ¥et he could well afford
to emile, for he had never known a
more peaceful and uneventful voyage 1n
all hizs forty years’ experience of the
t28.

On tha promenade deck, undisturbed
By the sonorous drone and throb of
titanic engines, were gay and care-
iree passengers, ﬂ-u:mm% themsely
lounging in deck-chairs, laughin Bﬁﬁ
chatting, playing at guoits. In the
Juxuricus smoking-room Australian mil-
lionaires puffed at their cigars, lolled
in padd leathern armchawrs ns they
perused the latest news bulletin served
up by tho vessel’s radio.

The Sylvia Bay was a floating luxury
hotel, the pride of the Australian ship-
ping lire to which she belonged.

Captain Cooper turned on a heel,
surveyving the sunlit, shimmering violet-
hued geds with his keen aves.

All around. the vast, dark-blus Lowl
of the Indian Ccean was empty to the
skyline, excopting a point on their port
bow, where a long, grey wership was
surgiog along on 8 course that would

resently bring her athwart the luxury
iner's bowa.

The coptain gazed at her long and
steadily through the lenses of his power-
ful binoculars.

The man-o'-war was heading along at
thaat rate, foam streaming from her
eharp steel cutwster o3 she ploughed
nlong at a full thirty knots. A fow men
in uiform could be seen about her decks
and gun-turrets, and high up in her
control top might be caught the glint of
Eold braid in the sun.  But from neither

er masthead nor at the ensign stail
astern did she show any flag.

Exhilarated by the sight, and admir-
ing her grim, yet stately lines, the liner’s

assengers crowded to the bulwark rails,
aughing, commenting, takin Enap-
shotz—httle dreaming, any of them, of
the sinister doom that lurked in the
stec]l boelt of armour-plating that caught
the sunny ripples of the waves as she
rode along.

On the bridge, Captain Cooper pursed
his lips,

“Strange thing, PBrast,” he eaid to
his fivst officer, as he lowered his glasses,
“What ship may that be, I wonder?
She carries no flag, and I can_sco no
name. wonder what nationality she
15"

First Officer Brast gazed keenly at the
OONCOIITNE CTWECr,
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Her stern liffed high in the air, smoke and steam pouring through her hatches,
as the SBylvia Bay wallowed for her last depth-dive !

“T'vo seen that packet eomewhere
before, sir,” ha answered, hiz tones
slightly puzzled. “ Ah, I have it1 It's
ithe Zermao, of the republiec of Var-
land, in the Baltie. Yes, T saw her once
at Singapore, when sho was coaling, on
her way to Nemesia Island.”

Nemesia Island! The captain and his
first officer glanced at one ancther 2
little oddly, but without speaking.
Almost it seemed as if a gold, dank
shedow, in spite of the blazing hest,
was cast over them at the very mention
of the worst and most dreaded penal
pettlement in the world.

“The cruaser Zermae,” muttered CﬂEﬁ*
tain Cooper, after a pause. * But that's
peculiar, Mr. Brast. Why doesn’t she
show the flag of the Varland navy ? And
what is she domng in this part of the
Indian QOgean, if her destination 139
Wemesiz Island, three hundred miles to
tho south ™

The captain hesitated, hali-turning on
his heel.

“I'll send her a wireless message,” he
announced to Mr. Brast, “I don't know
what she can want with us, anyway.”

He beckoned to the quartermaster on
the bridge.

But the order he was about to give
never left his lips. Ewven as he opened
his mouth there came from the distance
a sudden. echoing crash, a= of thunder.

Both ship's officers wheeled round,
exclamations of wonder and incredulity
breaking from gheir lips.

A white cloud of smoke had puffed
out from one of the twin uighbinch
guns, mounted in the cruisers fore-
turret, o jet of fame, and then a shell
camo gcreaming over the Bylvia Bay's
bows, to plunga sullenly, in a epout of
foam, to starboard.

Captain Cooper staggered, as though
he had been struck.  Elis eyes bulged un-
believingly. It waz a3 tﬂ'nugh ﬁz had
been strolling along the eecura ancd
orderly streets of Mglbmlme or Sydney
and a peliceman had suddenly hit him
in the face.

Like an echo that rolled and grew in
volume, his ery of astonishment swepes
tha length of the crowded promenade
deck. Passengers gaped and choked.
Deck-hands ceased their pelishing of
brass and stared seawards, petrified.

A strange cruiser had fired upon the
British flag!

“What—what on earth——  Ta this
caftmn mad 1" Dazedly Captain Cooper
ARLE

d that question of space. "Ehe's
fired on us—a British vessel] An act
of war!l Thunderation, what's the

matter with that devil erniser 7V
“Look 1 exclaimed Brast, pointing.
“*Bhe's signelling to us. A messape!”
The hlack-and-white semaphore on the



fore-bridge of tho cruiser was tw:'gtchiug
und jerkmng intermittently, mappmlg out
a signal across ithe gentle sea-swells,

As in a trance Captain Cooper spelled
out the signalled messape, ’

“Ifcave to! Tho next shot will be in
vour hull, under the waler-line. Sur-
reider or sink 17

By tho Lord Ilarry, there's a crew
of vseaped luuatics on board! Thero
nenst be 1 Frenziedly Capiain Cooper
beat bia temples with a tightened st
“Anyway, 1t's no use, Brast, Woe've gotb
ta cliuck up the sponge. If they're mad
cuough 1o fire on Brilish colpurs they
sk be mad enough for anything. By
heavens, though, I'll learn the 1':5{!11.3 of
this, and if thore’s any power left Iin
the Dritish  Ewpire, tho Varland
Hepublic will soon be needing a wew
naval captain®

It neoded one already, though neither
Captain  Cooper mnor the Varland
Hepublio was aware of {hat circom-
stotce.  As yet the world was in ignor-
anco of the faet that Von Eimar, the
world's  master-spy, ‘had headed a
inliny among the convicts, and had
now feb out in & capturcd cruisér on his
varesr 43 & pirate—in the {wentieth
voenlury |

With a pgesture of despair, Captain
Cooper rang down the engibe-room
telegraph o “Stop ! A bell clanged
below, and obediently the giant twin
engines of the Sylvia Bay sank 1o a
pulsating murmur as she glided slowly
vo & standstill.

“1've Come for your Gold, Caplain!*

ALTANTLY Captain Cooper
V bridled his anger and indigna-
tion =3 & swift motor-pinnace
Ca e a]fll;&ding alongside the tall

Llack hull of the Byvlvia Bay.

But, as hia gaze rested upom the
ragged and motley clad rascals, burned
alsost- black by the supn, who nursed
runs and knives meress their knees us
the craft slid alongside, his wrath gave
place to Wnﬂdﬂrlnl}llg mingled with a
lrange, sinking dread. :

Was it nssif:]ﬂ‘f But no! It was
nbsurd! Pirgey in the twenticth cen-
tury—he was a fool even to enterlain
the idea! Rosolutely ho braced himseclf
1o meet tho stocky, squave-built man with
tha monocle in one eye, and wearing a
while paval uniform, who came swing-
inr up tho accommodation-ladder wit
the agility of a caplajn.

Behind this noweomer swarmed {le
sirangest pack of men Captain Cooper
had ever secn, all half-naked, in dingy
coltonn slacks, some with broad =lraw
hats, and others wilh rags of gaudy
handkerchicfs twined round their greusy,
nnkempt heads,  Every scowling, low-
browed ruflian earricd a carbine and
ammunilion  belt, with a  pair  of
revolvers, and a knife or cutlazs: and
there was nob eno but had a felon hrand
with a nunber burned upen his shaggy
brown chest.

Luptain Cooper ecaught lis breath.
His first fears revived ns that burly,
white-clud Ggure sprang up the Dridge-
ladder to salute hin-with podey hoowd
uplifted to gilt-peaked cap; and, with
widening eyea bhe saw that the Lrasy
jacket-butlons were erested with 1ho
rhull and erossbones, with o silver
death'’s head in the stranger’s hat-badge.

I’ala blue eves, twinkling in a bLroud
Teutonic countenance, rested mockingly
upon his ianned and startled face,

“Good-day, eaptain!® said the
tionoeled intruder, speakiug with only
tha faintest tinge of a gutlural acecnt.
“1 must apologise for this zomewhat
riartling and uwnexpected mecting. Pray
albow we Lo introduce wysclf. For the
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moment I ftravel under the somewhak
melodramatio nown-de-guerre of * Cap-
fain Vengeance,” and this "—he indi-
cated the grim, grev cruiser that Iay-to
with all her guns trained npan the ocean
lingy—"*is my ship, the Vengeanco—>

Captain Cooper exploded with wrath.

“What in the name of dickens does
ihis mean?” he bLellowed, reddening
with anger. “IFyo know what it means
io fire on the Britizh Gag?™

Captain Vengeauee, as o ealled him-
sclf, lifted & plump bhand wilh a3 depre-
catory smile,

“I ihink that will render explanalions
unnecessary,” ho  remaked, poinling
over tho bridgo wing.

The captain’s oyes almost started from
Lis head as ho saw a limp, black mass
creoping to the masthoad nf tho cruiser.
A pulf of wind blew out itz sable folds,
and theve, brazenly in the bright light
of tho sun, Haunted the death’'s head,
the grinning white skall with the crossed
thigh bonoe—Jolly Roger, unscen on the
scas for over a lundred years!

The tensed silenco that had Lold spell-
Lound every sailor and passenger aboard
the Sylvia Bay, now broke out in a
babble of exeited exclamations.

“QOreat George!” ejaculated Captain
Cooper, even now unable to credit ihe
astounding truth. “D'ye wean to tell
ug—"

“ Precizely ! said Captain Vengeance,
with a =smile. *You will pardon the
vanity that 13 one of my bosctting weak-
uesses. I am & pirate, so why should I
not adopt the flag of my culling? You
will understand that I am heve to relieva
you of the consignment of gold that
vou have on beard. Movements of ships
and dheir cargocs are  reported at
MNomeszis Island—"

“Nemesis Jsland !” Light at  laat
dawned upon Captain Cooper's mund,
" You—come frome=-——-~"

“The penal eolony-—ves 1 Qold-filled
teeth flashed in Von Iinar's smniling
countenance.  *Wo mutinied, and cap-
turedt this cruiser. Is the sitpation
clear?  Then I need not vewind you,
captain, of the inevitable eonsequences
should you refuse to comply. Yau kuow
the sort of men who are sent to Newmoesis
Island—"

Choking, Captain Cooper turoed Lo Lis
first ellicer.

“Give i the kevs, Mr. Brast,” he
=i, forcing (e reluctant words between
Lis teeth. “We can do nothing, 'I'his
confounded pirate las our Lands tied.
But, by leaven, man,™ ho growled,
springing upen Von Kimayr, " Captain
Vengennee, or whatever you call your-
self, you'll pay for this! I warn you!”

“That will do! Von Eimar smapped
out the words, and Cuaplain Cooper
penned his fury ay best he could, as two
villainous-lookin convicts  stood  on
cither side of him with drawn aute-
inatice.  “Luis  Ramire,” the pirate
leader added, to the gandy, swarthy
Latin beside hun, “go to the liner's
radio eabin, and zee to it that she cannot
send oul an 8 O 8 after we leave, Make
atoms of it! You others, follow tho
vllicer here, and have out those cases of
specie.  Look sharp sbout it 1#

Caplain Cooper smnolliered an oaili na
e watched tho eonvicls hoisting out the
heavily clamped boxes of bullion with
the rope-handles slung over their broad,
bara shoulders, under 1ho round and
woldering eyes of the passengers on the
pramenade decls,

Bmiling, Vou Eusar lighted a fat
cigar, and strolled casually to and fro
on the beidge, beawing upon the serenw
Llue lepyens

X

The Sinking of the Sylvia Bsy !

ILLER MORAN, American ex-
K gengster, and Von Eimai's
pirate  lioutenant, growled
noisily in his thick throat as he
hung over the bridgerzil of the
¥Yengeance.
His ugly little cyes narvowed as he
watohed the Lustlo on tho pear-by liner.
“8ay, she’s coughin' up the Loodle,
ho,” Lo said to nald Westdalo, the
Luglish gun-lientenant, who was stand-
ing on iho foredeck bencath him. “I°ll
shore allew thet Vou Eimayr is the prize-
packet, ar’ then some, Yep, sirl Thar
comes {ho boss right now. I gucss
thar're heavin’ the dust inle tle mig-
Lout instanese.”
Silently the one-time licutenant of the

British Navy nodded, walching the
ﬁuatc-cmwmta as  they lﬁwereg the
cavy, rope-handled casea into the bal-

bing wotor-pinnace. Beside him, sit-
ung miserably on the flap of an
ammunition-hotst, was Rodorick Drake,
sonn of Morgan Drake, of the British
Secvet Bervice, Voo Limar's prisoner
und hostago.

As they watched, the launch cast off,

driving towards the 1-.'uifinl.l=; pirate
crutser, wilh Yoo Eimar in the stern-

sheets.

“Hey I” exclaiined the American sud-
denly. He was gazing ot a short slip
of paper that the wireless-room orderly
had just placed in his hand. * Gosh, if
they ain’t scnding out 2 SO81 Tha
weasels ! Let the galoots lave the
works. Bay, you Britisher down there,
send ein w shot through thar hull-
plates 1
Ronald Westdale glanced up suddenly,
lifting hLis browa.

" What's that, Moran? 5087 What
rob ] ‘The chicl's sure to have seen to it
that the radio’s put out of action.”

The ¥ankee, however, was yelling out
orders to the pirate gunncrs, orders
couched in the lottest gongster slang,
which wers incomprehensiblo to most of
them.  Phe men on the fore-deck looked
fv Woestdale for instructions, bLut ho
wived them back.

In the well-deck, however, a lala
master-punner of the Varlend navy, who
undersiood the American’s import, if
not his sclual words, sprang to one of
the big six-inch guns on the port
batlery. Already the wuarderous weapon
was trained upon the defeneeless pas-
senger liner, uintipg along the gun-
sights, the man prl:mg a thumb upon
the firing-push. A siunning explosion
followed, and as the smoke drifted away
one of the squat yellow smokestacks of
the Sylvia Bay erumplod uwp in a ruin of
smoky vapours. remt fragmeunts, and
smouldering clips of steel.

Terror reigoed upon the grent liner.
Captain Cooper, white-faced as he olung
to the bridgo-rail, supposed it Lo bo an
act of pirato treachery as ho awiflly
gave orders for the lowering away of the
boats, But, us it tronspired later, it
was o thoughtless passonper, possessing
u portable radio set of his own, who
had lecked himself in Lis cabin and sent
out that feteful 80 B, without the cap-
loin's consent or even knowledge.

Ronald Westdale sprong up ladder
to the fore-bridge of tho pirate cruiser.
Killer Moran was lesung over the
bridge-rail, bawling vehomently throungh
a speaking-lrumpet. Stripped to iho
waist, the gunners wero already slip-
ping & copper-cased six-inch shell into

the oiled breech of tho gun.
ﬂ'rn?l Moran by 1ihe ehoulder,
Ilonal estdule  twirled the giant

American vound, knocking his gun from
hi= hand.
“You  murderous  thug ™ 1lis
Tue Macxer Lapiane.— No. 1,475,
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narrowed, grey eyes
rng-a‘-:imtc:rtad face o
rangster. *

lared into the

tho Chicago

ho are you to give orders

10 the gunners? I'tn the gunnory-
lieutenant 1"

The Ki'lar snarled between broken
tobacco-stained testh. His left hnr:ci

znaked quickly towards a seeond gun
holstered to his hips, Before he could
tdraw i, however, Westdale's fist

crashed upon his heavy, bulldog jaw,
and down he slumped, resting huddled
agninst & stanchion.

*DRoonor ] What i3 thist™
Vos Bimar bounded up the ladder, his
pinpace  having run  alongside just
before thoe six-incher was fired. Ilo
thrust his burly form between Woestdalo
and Moran, light-blue eyes snapping
viciously “Who gavoe orders for that
gun to be fived? Ach! Answer me, oue
of you l”

Contemptnously Wesldale pointed to
the cowering American, who blanched
at the look in Von Eimar's narrowed
cyes.  Blowl the Killer's HAngers
¢lutched at the crumnpled slip of paper
that lay beside him, passing it up to tho

Apilely

Imwninﬁ ‘?n’atn chief.
“Bo!™ Von Eimar prunted as he read
the SUS. *“1 warned him. He has

deficd mo, the fool! Abruptly he
swung io the bridge-end, {?ruping the
megaphone  Moran  ha dropped.

“Ahoy, Srcivia Bay! Lower away your
Foats. I'll give you ten minutes. .gftcr
that I'll sond you a lorpede to answer
your 2O 9™

“Captain] Voo Eimar!"” gasped
Westdale, “You can't do thait! It'a
iurder 17

Savagely Von Eimar slewed round
upon him, showing the crumpled radie
message in his opened palm.

“¥You sco that, Mr. Westdale? Ha
ignored my warning.  Yery welll 1
shall  teach them  that Caplain
Veugeanco 13 not to Le trifled with1®
T his crew ho lustily shouted: " For-
rard torpedo-tube, stand by [

Westdale fell buack, biting his lip,
fists elenched, face white and set. Lo
could do nothing.

Already the Sylvia Bay was swinging
out lLier boats, Captlain Cooper koew
that the threat was no idle one.

i * l!?nrrurr.i torpedo-lube, make ready to

I

With gold watch ready in a podgy
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palm, Voo Eimar stood waiting. Under
tho direct:ons of o Varlander torpedo-
layer, the conviets were eliding n long
grey projectile into the einister oylinder,

Doy Drako attempted to vault up to
the bridge  Westdale, at tho ladder-
head, thiew out a restraining arm to
cheek L.

“Hteady, chum ¥ said the ex-naval
oflicer guietly, "“You ean do nothing.
You'll only make matters worse for
yourself ¥

Loy strugpled desperately, but West-
dale's grip was of 1ron.

Vou LEimar snopped his watch-caso
shut, and fobhed if.

“Iovrard torpedo-tube,
ordored.

Like a silver fish the long steel har-
binger of éeath Bashed from the wbe.
It furrowed through the placid slides
and ”mffﬂ" of water, heading for the
tﬂE !.:ii;cl side of the doeomed lincr.

ras

A siricken loviathan, the Bylvia Bay
rtaggered, ‘hen listed stceply to port.
Cricg of terror roze from ﬂar hanking
decks. Most of the boots had already
heetn lowered, but some wero still left.
Smoke was pouring from her shaotlered
funnels Bhe was settling rapidly, her
keel-plates breached in a tremendous
gap, and cxultantly the wators roared in
through her shattered sides,

“That's settled her business I growled
Yon Eimar, shulting his binoculars with
a suap. One huge stride he took to the
cugine-room telegraph, and rang down
“¥ull specd.” * Let her rip, Lebedoff 1
e snapped, unplugging the woice-pipe
that mmmunicateg to the RHussian
enginecr. “Get every ounce of steam
out of her boilers that you canl That
SO0OS hess put a spoke m-my plans,
We've pot to put & hundred miles
bebween us and this spot before night-
fall—before all the warships in these
seas como lhigunding in our wake ¥

Plugging the spesking-tube, he turned
to fling a final glance at the sinkin
Sylvia Bay. Her stern was lifted higﬁ
in tho air, smoke and steam pouring
through her hatches as sho wallowed for
her last depth-dive. Around, the sea
was littered with lifchoats, fragments of
wreckage, bobbing heads, and hastil
improvized rafts, while seamen aﬁﬁ
leaped from her carcened decks to
floundor strugghng in the warm seas.
Most of the pussengers and erew had got
off iu barely sufficient time, and the sea
was smoolh; but tho death-roll must
have been heavy, neve

“l."mm the scene of the tra
Jiumar focused his gaze upon the bridge-
Iltlrllr.icr. to sce %ﬂ}; ra.i’i:_a .::Imgii;]g to the
stecl rungs and strugghng in the grasp
of Ronald Westdale.

Gre 1 he

v Von

DON'T MISS THIS GRAND
=3 NUMBER!

In addition to a sparkling long
complete story of Tom
Merry & Co., at St. Jim's,
there's a great yarn of the
early days of Harry Wharton
& Co., at Greyfriars, written
by Frank Richards. Ask for
our companion paper to-day.
Price 2d.

“You brate! ¥ou coward! Vou mur-
dercr [¥ Prantically the lad sobbed out
his rage in Von. Eimar's set, ruthless
foce, " You'll pay for this, vyou cutthront
pirate | ¥ou'll hang! Do you hear me

ron’'ll hang 1” )

imotion strangled his voice in a eea
of sobs.

Von Eimar smiled sardenically, and
turned on his heel.

Firmly Ronald Westdale dragged the
boy away, : ;

_Realising the hopelessness of his posi-

tion, Roderick Drake ceased his ravings,
and relapsed quietly into = moody,
abstracted apathy, eyes staring all un-
sceing befora him, In silenca ho allowed
Westdale to clamp a eet of handeufls
on to his wrists, and then, stumbling
through & blur of unbidden tears to the
Englishman’s ¢obin, he flung himsali
upon & bunk, with the door locked upon
him, and turned his face to the wall.

His heart, after the terrible tragedy
ho had just witnessed, was too full for
words,

Mysterious Birangers !
LET us leave Von Eimar and his

crew  of  miscreants, racing

througl the Indian Ocean with

~all the speed of the Vengeance's

pounding engines, and wing our way

through space to the little seaside town
of Chalmouth, on the Devon coast.

In a little by-street branching off the
town square is & clean, pleasant little
cating-house krown as Old Joe's, and
here, seated at one of its snowy-topped
tables, are two men with whom we have
business.

Ben Byreralt, boatswain of Mergan
Drake’'s private yvacht, the Shadow, was
& bluff, breezy, bearty old sea-dog who
seanied o belong to  old-time  wind-
jammer days, with his close-cropped,
bullet head, mottled face, and grov
flinty eyes that secmed to have borrowed
the colour of Northern Secas, glﬁ::g
knifa and fork in his herny brown
fingers as he demolished & mes! that
might have sufficed for a erew of hungry
castaways.  Opposite him sat Ned

arkes, who, in sddition to the dutics
of quartermaster, was also master-
gunner aboard the Shadow. Rather o
superfluous post for a pleasure yacht,
one might bave imagined; but the
Bhadow, as will be seen, was no

ordinary yacht.

“Tam’s late, Ben,” chserved Ned,
glancing at the clock on the mantel-
gie-:a as he strelched out a tattooed

and for & cruet.

Ha referred te Tom Silver, the young
wireless operator of the Bhadow, who
wai a great favourite with the twa elder
scamen—though a casual observer, notic.
ing how they often wrangled and argued
together, would hardly have supposed
it.

The boatzwain, & man of few words,
nodded without speaking as he do-
molished the last egg end pushed back
a greasy plate. A reply was not re-
guired, as it happened, for at that very
moment Tom Bilver buret upon them,
and it was the manncr of his entry that
provided the twe sailormen with tho
greatest pur}!:rlexlty

The wireless operator was young,
fresh-looking, innocent and impudent
lvoking st the zamo time, and as ho
appreoached the table, his air was mora
in thoe way of a member of a eccrek
spcicty than that of an ordinary, matter-
of-fact ship's wireless oflicer.
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., “'3ssh, you mcn !’ he breathed, lay-
ing a finger to his lips with a drametic
gestura, .

Ben Byreroft and Ned Sparkes stored
open-mouthed. There was no one in the
room to overhear, even had Tom Silver
spoken in his naturally pitched wvoice,
except Old Joe, the proprietor, and he
was busy &t his till, Eea:-.des being deaf
g3 a post,

" Quiet, boys!” hissed Tom—ecach of
the others was old enough to have becn
his father. *There's dirty work gﬂiﬂg
on, or I’'m a Dutchman |” Ha lowere
his voica still further. ““8pies!” he
added, in a thrilling whisper, glancing
around at the softly lighted room—as if
in expectation of eceing a few dark,
sinister-lgoking foreigners erouching
about in dim corners and listening to
his whispered warnings.

His companions did not seem im-
pressed, : , :
“I tell you it's serious I Tom Silver

was breathlesa with excitement, * They
tackled me half an hour ago, asked. me
if I belonged to the Shadow, and said
they wanted to see the Chief. Look for
vourselves I

Abruptly he crossed the strip of red
faded cerpet, and peeped through the
flowered window curteins at two muffled
figures who waited impatiently under
the dim Fays of a street lamp-poat.

“There they are,” he continued, as
Sparkes and the boatswain joined him.
“What d'yve make of them? If you
want my opinion, they're a set of
anarchists who want to bump off the
Chief I

The faccs of his twa friends changed.
They became serious as they looked
furtively through the cold, blurred glass.

“I wonder what they want, scuttio
mel” growled DByreraft,
into thia [

The taller of the two strangers threw
away his cigar-end impatiently as the
suspicious three scamen approached.

“ How much langer are we to be-kept
waiting 1 he asked, with some asperity.
“QOur business 18 urgent! Are you
Morgan Drake’s men?” ;

His companion-—a short, dapper in-
dividusl, with long grey hair—whis-
pered something into lus ear. ‘

“Fetch yon along direct, sir!” said

Byreraft smlidl;r, as he touched his cap.’

“Tha yacht is in the "arbour, off Hold-
thewind Head. 7This way, gentlomen 1™
“And have the goodness to get us
there as soon as poszible, my good men,”
said the grey-haired one, as they fol-
lowed a curving street to where the
salty tang of the Chantiel was wafted to
their nostrils. “Our Dbusiness is of
national importance,” .

“ Ay, ay, sirl” rejoined Ben breezily.
Sinking his voice, he added to his twao
companions in an undertons: “ Watch
em close, boys—that tall 'un, especially.
If lie draws o gun, ‘it 'im ‘ard in the
elbaws | I'll take charge of the old "un.
Ele's sure to be the artfullest.”

Before long a swift motor-launeh was
foaming smavrtly alongside tho accommo-
dation-ladder of Morgan Drake’s white,
graceful yacht.

A millionsire's luxury toy, that was
the Shadow, seen from a boat or from
the shore. Nobody except her crow and
g few—a very few—favoured individuals
wore, over allowed to set foot upon her
=now-white decks. Mewspaper reporters
had long since discovered the futility
of attenipting to interview Morgan
Drake, millignaire, adventurer, ex-
plorer, and mystery man, of whom much
was rumoured, and yet nothing known
for certain.

And for this thera was a most excel-
lent reagon—for, unbeknown to the
world, the SBhadew was a pocket battle-
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cruiser. She carried six-inch guns fore
and aft on disappearing platforms, with
searchlights, machine-guns, quick-fircrs,
and anti-pireraft guns. Her powerful
twin cngines could be worked up to a
:-Il}t-ed of forty knots, and her crew were
all trained Navy men, silent, efficient.
Ben Byreraft took a silver pipe and
blew it smartly as they reached the
clean, white deck. Shadowy, uniformed
figures loomed up from the vaguencss of
deckhouses, ventilators, and boats neatly
stowed on chocks. To a burly master-
at-arms Byroraft muttered something

“Well look-

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRES!

Your Editor ia alwaya pleased to
near from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of tha MAGNET, The
Fleatway Housa, Farringdon - Btrest,
London, E.G.4. A stamped, addressed
envalopsé will ensure a raply.

LTHOUGH the space at my dis-
A }}usal this week ia rather
imited, I must reply to iwo
important gqueries. “ Mag-
netite,” from Richmeond, Burrey, who
has nothing but praisa for the MaG¥NET,
asks me if I can tell him anything about
G. Manville Fenn, writer of so many
stories for boys. My correspondent has
just read ‘““Devon Boys!'" which he
deseribes as the finest boys' yarn he has
ever read. Is G. Manville Fenn still
alive? Is he still writing? Are his
books obtzinable? If m{( Richmond
chum will consult any bookseller’s list,
he will ind mention of the works of this
anthor, They are still read, and I often
hear  ingquirtes for them. Manville
Foom died in 1909.. More than thirty
years ago he wrote stories for certain
papera of the Amalgamated Press. Like
famons Frank Richards, he was a man
nf wide interests with expertence gained
in many walks of life.

In reply to & query from W. Woods,
of Dublin, there is no such thing a=
“normal ¥ height, weight, and measure-
ments of a bhoy of twelve, It is, of
course, possible to srrive at averago
figures. These, however, are not really
of value, since it is gquite normal for a
boy to develop early owing to his
environment—i.e,, an  athletle type
develops younger than others. The only
real guide 13 development of muscle and
chest in relation to height, not age,
though naturally & distinction must ho
made botween juveniles and adults.

Now for
NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL FEATURES!

The grand lon atnﬁ‘ of Harry Whar-
ton & Co., entitiod,” BUNTER BEATS
THE GANGSTERS '™ is a real corker!
Poker Pike, Putnam van Duck’s guu:
LN hndygunrd, I8 B SUSPICIOUS g
where his *charge " iz concerned—pre-
pared to suspect everyone from the
Ilead of Creyfriars down to Gesling,
tho parter. And DPike has every reason
to bo suspicions, as you will learn when
vou read this exciting yarn.  As usual,
vou can be sure of a whaole heap of
laughs in the ' Greyfriars Herald," and
a feast of thrilla in our powerful
modern pirate story. Our clever Groy-
friara R]I|_l,-mna5h:-r winds up thiz bumper
programme with an “Interview ™ in
verse written around Sidney James
Buvop. Den't get left through failing
to order next Saturday's Magxer in

good time, chama.
YOUR EDITOR.
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that caused that worthy to glance
sharply at the two newcomers, and to
flex mighty muscles under his blne
sleeves as he sot & heavy, bulldog jaw.

A door opencd from the wircless
cabin, and in a golden pool of light
stood & tall, stalwart, aristocratio
figure, cigar m mouth, hands in the
pockets of his white yan‘lﬂmg-sult.

“Ah1” cried the short grey man,
advapcing, with outstretched hand.
“Alorgan Drake |

Morgan Drake stood for a split
eecond, completely surprised. Then he,
too, opened his hand, with a jovial,
deep-chested lavgh of welcome,

“Lord Cavshire, of all people!” he
exclaimed, taking the other's hand ns
he pitched the cigar over the ship's rail
into the glimmering eea. “And Sir
Basil Mitchell 1 hat brings the
Foreign Secretary and the First Lord
of the Admiralty bere at this hour of
thae night 7

In the shadows, three jaws dropped;
threo Emrs of oyes started out of as
many heads. Then with ﬁingln-ucmrd
threea stunned and startled scamen
melted away into the dusk.

“I thought somehow there was some-
thing dlst:t}{;mahed about those two!
said Tom Bilver musmilj as thoy made
for their littla cubby-hole between
decks. ]

In his cabin, Morgan Drake poured
out drinks for his distinguished guests.
Through a haze of cigar-smoke the litilo
grey Foreign Secretary gazod at the
tanned, healthy, finely carved features
before hini, which showed nothing of the
cares and responsibilities of the master-
mind of Britain’s Secret Service, except,
perhaps, tho nests of tiny erowsicet that
shadowed the kindly grey cyes and the
silvory streaks about the temples,

“¥ou have the news, DMorgan
Drake * asked Lord Carshire.

Morgan Drake studied the slip of
paper that the Foreign Secretary laid
before:-him. )
B;.;E{}mdﬁﬂﬁl 308! ?lnni.

stoppe ¥ pIrate Crulsor=——" an(
there the radio messago broke off with
singular and ominous abruptness,

“Of course! The Bhadow's wireless
picked up the relayed message.”
Morgan Drake gazed pensively at tho
blue rings of tobacco-smoke that Noated
towards tho cabin skylight. “But
piracy—in the twentieth century!l 1t
seems fantastic " )

“Not so fantastic but that the Sylvia
Bay has actually been sunk |” broke in
ihe First Lord impulsively., “ A British
destroyer  from  the Andamans has
picked up survivors. Incredible as it
may scem, the Sylvia Bay was torpe-
doed by a strange cruiser, after having
been robbed of her specic.” Pousing
portentously, aftar a moment he added ;
“Not only that, but the first afhicer, who
was picked up, declares that he recog-
nisedd the pirate for the Varland cruiser
Zermac,”

“Ah ! From a cabin locker Morgan
Drake produced a chart of the Indian

Ocean. Unrolling it, he deseribed an
are on s surface with a pair of
brass-mounuted compasses. “The post

tion of the 8ylvia Bay when she was
sunk was hiere,” he said, indieating the
latitude and lougitude.-  Deftly  he
traced his finger ta the south. ™ Nemesis
Island 13 three hundred miles south-
ward,” he added significantly.

“ Exactly 1" 8ir DBasil thumped the
table with his fist  ““We have got info
tauch with tha Varland ambpssador in
London. For twenty-four hours his
Covernment has iried to establish com-
munication with both the Zermao and
Nemesis Island—withount result ¥

Tig Macser Lisrany.—No. 1.475.
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Al ihree  oxchanged  significant
glances, :
“Von DLimar?!” they =saul, with a
single breath,

Wearily Mortgan  Drake f-uswd 2
hand ‘over lus damp brow, seeyned

to have grown suddenly drawn and
hnggard.

“We kpoow that your son Eox was
nboard the Zermac the Forcign
Mecretary was beginning gently when
t]!mr- came o fap upon the cabin doov. .

“LExcuse me, sir!” saud the slewnrd,
n: Morgan Drake bade him  enter,
“Dut Sparkes thinks this to be of
importance to you, sirl" )

[astily Morgan Drake seized the slip
of poprr from the man's hamd. Hiz
hrow darkenad as he passed it to lhis

ik

COMmpaniogs,

“HBOB!Y Croer Zermac strack un-
clavted recf.  Binking rapidly.  Ven
Eimar.

Then followed latiinde and longitade.
Lord Carzhire let out an exclamation,

“The pirnte sunk ! Abeaptly e
shecked the relief in his voice. = Buf,
Morpan Deale, your son——-="

Sir Bazil boomeod in, chansils sy
pathetie,

“We'lll serd onl o p oshap nt oonee.
f'ﬂm.'gun Dreake. MHe may have l."‘.ﬁ"ﬁ]'lﬂﬂ."

Blowly Morgan Drake shook lus
head.

“You may send yvour ships, Siv Dasil,
bt they will pick wp no survivors

a lifchoat with tlm
Yon Fimar iz

"

Wreekage, perhaps;

A li’mu s naine upon it

cnnning enocugh to leave clugs—-
“IWhat do yon mean?™

The statesman s[mlr.ﬂ- i EORInG
LL“.'- tlder mm]t
“T1 mean,” =aid Morpan Drake, slowls

and deliberately, “that the devil didn’t
resene iz serveant Von Fimar from
MNemesis Island just to pilec him up on
an uncharted recf! No! Buch men as
Von Fimar de not die in that way.
That message was a fake, to throw off
snspicion while Von Eimar makes for
bis burrow, wherever that may be. Dt
I eliall find him t*

A few lhiours lafer, with a purple
plime of smoke Leailing from her single
" Lite sinoke-stack, the Shadow took the

eas, ol from Chalivonlh YPoel, bound
'uu the track cf Von Fimar ond Dis
crew of anodern pivates |

(P sure and doin wpin thig raeriting
ehier seext Satorday, elvme. T will Le
e fong reel of theills! By the way, are
wour  elius  reading  this  powerful
medcrn pirate starp?  If not, why net?)
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ORDERED TO QUIT!

(Continucd from page £3)

Harry Wharton & Co, in the hig
doorway, looked across the dusky quad,
it the direction of the ghatea,

Clearly, through the still Blay even-
ing, came the loud clang of the bell at
the pates,

And  the
g rinmnid, _ .

They had no doubt ithat Ioker I'ike
lad returned, now that darkness was
falling—ta find bimself locked ont of
e school. 'atoam’s “stunt,” i scemed,
bad worked like-a charm!

“1 sure hate it [ remarked T'uinam.
“Poker's o good little man, if only he'd
keep hiz htirdware packed., But he can't
bulldoze the Head ™

“I guess he suve can't ™
Cherry.

The bell ceased to ring. The juniors
strained their eyes through tho. deep
duzk in the guad. They did not suppose
for a moment that Gosling would open
e galez to ihe exeluded gwmunan.
Head's orders were IHead's orvders
Pnkor wos out, pnd had to stay out !

*Halle, !m'liﬂ, hinllo ' ejaculated Dinh
in astonizliment. “W h a t—w h o——
Liveat Christopher Colomlbwus 1™

The lights of a ecar came gleaming
up the drve,

At the wileel sai Poker Pike. Look-
ing frome the window was the face of Ay,

chins of the Remove

grinned Bob

Cuelel.

“What the ihump—" excloimed
Harry Wharion.

The stwe, afier all, had wot pone
accovding 1o plan!  llete was Poker

Pike again, as laree az life! DBui the
amazing thing was that Queleh was with
him | Evidently, they had returmed to
the echool together,

The juniors could only stare.

“Oh erikey | Here comnes the ITead !
breathed DBob.

A crowd was gathering ac the door.
The news spread like woldfivre that the
puuman had come back., DPerhaps tho
1lead had spotted him from his stody
window. Anyhow, here he was, and the
burzing crowd of Greyfriars fellows
made room for bim to pasa

The ear stopped.  Poker Vike slepped
down, and,-to _the general amazement,
gave Ar, Queleh a hand from the car.

The emove madier came up I_iu'L stoges,
leaning heavily on the gueman'y sinewy
H e o

* Mr., Queleh ! paspad ihe Head,

o eowdd seaveedy believe the evidenee
of his majestie eves,

“Sir " gesped Mr. Queleh. " This
nmn—"
“ I Em} him 1" said the Head. “ My

Mike was under the impression that
yvou I:I.EI.-E]. l'f..ﬂﬂrdl!‘lg lo instructions, takeu
YOur duparturn

“Iv. Locke! I'ray allow me to
sprak1” gasped Mr, Qualch, “This man
has gav ei mie from vielence at the hands
of those daslardly gangsters——"

“What "

"I wnsz seized, sir, by the rulhan
ealled Chew Chick—I ghould say Chick
Chew—who I;ad the ambazing effrontery,
g1, to 1ina mn that 1 could be forced
into aiding Lis dastaydly schemoeg—"

“Bltss my sonl ¥

“l1 was sub;ectcd sir, to what 1be
wreteh called I,.hnﬂ degree "—actual
infliction of physical pain, sir, to coinypcl
me to accede to his cmands—

s it poszasible I

“1t is ouly too troe, siv, and I hardl:
dure to think »f what might have been

nty fate had not this—this excellent
1inn——"

‘j’l*lri.q whnt *

“Thiz brave amd datful man, e,

eolle Lo My rescid aud driven colf the
ritlhans-—"

Okt

“I owe my release (o him, sir—to his
conrage, his devotion, Lo the goenerous
aid be rendored to one who, 1 fear, las
searecly done hine justice,” gaid My
Queleh.  “1E air, you ecould possibly
reseitud vour dectision—"

*Lhi” )

“And permit this execllent man to
remain—-"

Ii-i ”I't t.l‘l

"1 should take it, sir, as Lthe
of favours,” satd Mr Quelch, ©
be very grateful, indeed, sir."

“Dear me " stultered the Head, ]
the matior is as  you state, DMy
G uoe e b—hem —2Mr, Piko—hem [—at
Mr. Quelch’s request, I withdraw my
-0ty ||1==tru::hm+=" Mozt cerlainly |
You will remain.’

Polier nodded.

*Birest thing you knew ! L ro-
marked.

And Putnam van Duck’s bodyguard
remathed at Greyfriars.

THE EXD.

(Lagain and apain has America’s star
Fulnapmwr fm'.i.'n—! te raplure hiz prize.
£l Cfiel Chow's o .\i.!rr.ﬂcri" Look ouf
for The next cxeiting yarn in this serieas,
catitded: “DENTER DBEATS THE
FAYXGETERE! You f’ Fuel of in nrext
Saturday's buwper dssne of the MaGxarn
chymas])
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BOB CHERRY Tells You

WHY BUNTER LOST
HIS MEMORY

The first I heard about thing I want, The coat
Bunter suffering from |of it is & mero trifle

FALSE FACES!

This week's Rib-Tickling Instalment of Yaung
Dicky Nugent's Full-of-Fun Serial :
“THE SPARTANS OF ST, SAM'S1"
Sports Day dewned st|Docotor Birchemall

last, and Bt. Bam's swoke | sternly, as he gave the
to ﬁnd that the weather | Fourth Form master's

: T ’ lapsea of memory was|compared with the good
fmiu ]:adpllmg i Er-uh i :‘:?;k-n ﬁ..‘"a‘ uwadﬁ . . ; w hﬁfaﬂadtﬁr:gnglm it will de “u:]a—‘t-m guiﬂi
onsi : Ay T : B
hepner of the grate | yourself lucky, Lick- - A EDITED BY HARPY WHARTON. May 23rd, 1936. me in the quad. to be exact |

e * What cheer, old{ “'Ten quid »
occasion, and the playing- | ham, to get off so Lightly . — . o r, my um 4 ?{ghggd.l

/ — — -~ ——— Prize Porker 1" I called | ejaculs
ficlda were bathed in sun-{ 55 this, Only the fact ’ ‘ ] _ ' . f out, in & friendly kind of "‘lDu you think your
shine. Everything seemed | that your remarks wore | out of Burlsigh’s etudy— |in feoeding his faoce in the altering faces, were waitingy "' It'a jost & matter of ‘W?)F; and ail Punter | pater 18 going to couph
faverable to a day of | not rasher has saved your | o8 eggsited as a Socond | dining-hall—without o | beside the empty barh-'s|branes|' said Burleigh, Wh Not A did was to give me a|up tem quid to provide
good, clean sport. bacon 1" Form fag at the thought |suspishen of the tgm chaira ; and very aocon tuyy | blushing under his grease- Y blank stare | you Wi £ mMemory
Only one thing _maruﬂ He then left Mr. Lickham | that Burleigh had come | plot that was being ha were bizzily st work on t. ' All aboard, avery- “I—I'm gorry, old|course, then t™

the complete happiness of | ¢, finigh his interrupted |to heal at last ! ainat him ! the firat batch of custome s, | body, now—and don't for- C 3 tﬂl k chap,” ho ssid. “But| * O, really,oldch

the Bt. Sam's Tellows—| brekkor and went upstaira | If the Hoad had looked |~ With Burloigh and Tall-| The way thoy chang:d |2t (hst you'ro sup onfinen Tuc Shﬂp ? Tiin: AEais ma Bave-th | T fmace Joat i

the faot that the * | to Burleigh’s study in the | back again a few seoonds | boy, his bosom pal, t.ra.mﬂ];; the appearanca of tie|t? be from Bt '8l _ advantage of me.” quid ia jolly cheap for

like the silly old fogey he|gixth  Form  passidge. | later he mite have had his|ing ahead of them, St. Sam's fellows was ol 00 you all remember the : e * Wha-a-at 1 what they do. My pater
rizad

was, had insigted on Bt | Thera, ha was ‘| doubta about his supposed | athletes marched aoross | fare nock-cut! Lump of | D8mes we've agreed on 1 Asks FISHER T. “The faet is, I don't |ought to ba joll ad

Sem's \ ng““n“d to find the 'mgf the | viktory, for he wnu]ﬁ have | the felds to Muggleton.| putty waml ﬂ-&ﬂicﬁt!fy * Yos, rather | : recall your face!™ ex. fruughu lot off sgr liiht ¥."

by his so-called hﬁwl Sixth wearin cutdoor | found™ Burleigh stretched | Strap and Hardout of | wacked on to alter ~| = Goed! Let's get going FISH plained Bunter, " Would| * Well, we'll wat and
I only we Bur- | olgbber packing o} out in his armchair, larfing | the Bixth were a blahaps of their noe ) thenl?” you mind telling me |sco what ho says,” said

leigh's team inatead “__f, suitcnse. Gt to buat | them, Fleetfoot of the| fatea eyelrows werm| _The disguised skoolboya = , your ngme } ** Wharton rether
thm&] ﬁkﬁd'nﬁiﬁ'ﬁ“ “ Going out, Burleigh | * Ha, hs, ha ! ” Burleigh | Fifth and Jolly and Feor: | cunningly stuck on with |olimbed up into the sharry, | When Ma Mimble told “ You silly fat chump!” | dubiously,

“’ET-“' E:L‘i'“ b m“'&; he asked. | was roaring. “He's ns|less of the Fourth, and|plus; and wigs were ¢ -sal80d o fow moments later |0 trade was o little guict I gasped. ™ What's tho| On the following day

“L i E"'"ﬁ I3 across to tl “Oh, no, sirl” eaid|plessed as a dog with two | many another stalwart of ¥ultj pinned on to thiir|they were on their way last weok, she couldn’t game ! You know me all | a bulky envelope arrived
ying-fields. frm}‘ﬁm Burleigh, with crushing | tails becawss we're all|the turf and cinder-track. | heads to sover up tlar|bock to the skeol. have hit on & befter guy right. I'm Cherry—Bob |in the post for Bunter,
ﬂl:"‘:'-ﬂ'm'ﬁ' winders. Jﬂ sarkaszm. * I'm just com:- | goi to the Sportal I|They all looked in the|yssl hair., And, as Talloy| A harty welcome | to put her wisa on what ¥+ it The fat ovite grabbed

we'd be sure of the old inl™ woﬁer what he'd say if he | pink ; the meer site of | put it, beforo they lmew|dwaited them at St. Sam’s. | Wa8 Wrong—no, &irl Bunter passed-his hand | it 1y.

?,g?dﬂly??'ﬂtma all comera "hThan why are youl|knew we were going, not|them wguld have made the [ whore thoy were, they ﬂhm!i'ting m{imgds swarmed |  “Ma'am,” I  said. ; seross hia brow. “f say, you fellows,
- packing ¥our suitcass 1" |as epecktators, but aa| Head's Spartans turn | hardly knew who they|up from all directions as{® What you peed around| . . " " it's from the pater! I
- Psrh“l:‘sﬂﬁ‘,a EPH% “To brane the npext|rivala to his precious|with envy and the gﬁd e flthey drove thrau% the | thia little joint is & guyling objectioms, But I just Eﬁdﬂgr];anﬁ?;rﬁr g Thlul: knew ho'd do the right

}me ﬁ H‘_W = “‘E’F"ﬂm caller with ! " Spartans | Ho, ho, ho 1" | himself feel mitey blusl The bewty eggspst)’ | Eateiway, and ootor | who'll bring it bang to|1En them, ,ﬁh‘“'ﬂ 8ll 1l anems to strike a chard | thing 1"

ﬂid-ari.'ngﬂ ; ' Gratia The Head frowned. After ho had had his| * This way, you follows!” | work was finished at ls., |mhamti1’1 fh:.mne]f wel- | date. You got & show are|, “I guess you'll be open-| 5 memory somewhere, And Bunter slit open

the Hoad has givon them, | 1 trust, Burleigh, that |larf out, Burleigh finished | cride Burloigh, as, artiving | and-oro and all had 1o ﬁ?n:huf K S the blepa KRG X0 MU UL ) g s too 8 Yea—it's coming |the . envelope j

1 » | you sre net tryi te be|lhis oking, them quitted |in Mugglston, be the | agree that it was & sk - 3 : a &g oI ’ r b I Blowl i o § DALY & contents,
they shouldn't baso dusty.” | ¥ Ying packg aq ael hich | roaee.  Whatever  Fats Ahl The boys from |on your counter! L'l say| Wos I on the mark | ., knw—};ﬁf]dnﬂ?h'x But no ten quid cmme to

1 , | dispertinent to your head. | the* stody, erryi hig | way inte & sho
I'm H:E;_{t? . ?ud EE:% mastor. My reason for | suiteass w{th him. l?I?umlu:ing

bore tha inbmcﬁF gign | held in store for them i* e 5t All'a 1™ he cride, greet- | it's a ecinch. Gimme a|l'll tell the world! Why, T{omerer  vou ain t | light. All that the
our name into the mud, ’G-E!Hﬂ-g of ¥ou was Lo find | & little-used roote, he made | " BEWTY PARLOUR™

day, they falt jolly sue ing thum without a sign of |leatle break. Lemme horn|hadn’s got the thing half-{ 35401, Bob, %I d '“;EE.I; onvelope contained was a

: ; out what you and his way stelthily out of the | on its purtals. that nobody wonld rechsr fockernition.  * Welcomo | in just & few, and I guess{fixed beforo guys were} “yell, jy hat | bundle of printed papers
;“:“rg Topie, Wil & owiul | ey the old’ Bt, | Skool duis Suat Dishsacad Why Burlsigh snd his | nisa them i 1 Bt Bar|to St Sam's, my boya!|T'll show you how.™ “ﬁ;i.ﬂﬂ iy ﬂﬂﬁ:” n them | hreathed. "“his was o |and the following fecter :

Similar sentiments to | Som’s athlettick team are | across the quad to a side | merry mon should be going | follows who hed set (i - odso make yourselves abi The dumb dame looked|Si2irs 8uc S0lINg "OF & Inew ome on me snd mo| “Dear Billy—I am
these wera being _eggs- Em“gtht: li;i{-:ﬂ t:f.duy. 1!lgate, There he found u|into H.I}E‘Fi't-]; pE‘:rlniur WE:I Fut.i; Burleigh that msoms:| 80TS0 . 11];;:njua ":‘ + atm%kﬂmdidn;:h;:rd&:& h::i W it E':; HI‘:}:#:IW&{E mlf:t;lm[ T to ggr your niemory
ressed i oap that like trew certainly have i - ' | stand En »8018 ! S orry I forgot who|is a0 s but  Tucks
Eut- theﬂ ﬂw:: E;;fa $hﬂ‘; sportsmen yon will puzzled those who mﬁ't- was 8 jolly geal|'® ‘%ﬁ&wﬂmligrk&:iiﬂl » | to show her what was on Eﬁ":ﬁn&" taﬁnélg:ﬂ;a:hi you wers,” eaid Bunter, | thera iz no need fo gﬁl::ﬁ
held quite the opposite | be present fo choer ey bae 1o was ne onbt sbwut that, | seid Busleigh. in a disguised | 7, 2ind- Big Bhot, with his eyes| o 0.8 kind of wan smile. | ten pounds on the courss
opinjon—namely, Dootor | o0 the Spartans who sooret; but the jwaa no doubt about thal.| oo = +i-gT|;nﬂ| he ok “I guess I'll inorease|iumping right out of their | po. oo bo bo sufforing | gou mention, I happen
Birchemall. he Head’s | bave replaced {::'q, athletos of Bt. Bam'’s HutBuﬂm%hhadmn!ﬂ.bn: won't it i fﬁﬁuwst“h vour ta by ffty porjaschets from losa of memory|fe have that very courase
mood, as he scampered |to & grate nmill..g ori- showed no traco of |elso up his s}e-avﬁ. 4. a Whﬂ'.t--:’;:;r“ toing uunt,"% explained, as I got "Fiﬂi‘j"’ e Tiactee quite & lot lately, you|bdy me, you see. I om
nerosa to the Skool House, | 08 vilkstory | rize  as they | After he and his men bai the 85 AlLPs toarm gr busy. “It's a deal, huh [ oole = Hoow davo vou? ™ Enow 1 sending i Aerewith, and
was ome of soopreme Well, I must aay followed their leader | left the bewty parlsu: : Q?E L g ¥ And Bunter rolled on{f am sure il will improve

timiern. you've got anervato

i into the shop. They | and arrived at the gamga|  And they dessended from I guess I did my best{nis way, leaving me | your memory wonderfully.
" Tewver soe & better |make such a rve. .

knew what waa| where their sharrabang was their _sharrabang and| Boy! ,What a money|ta toll him, But what's helding on to the nearest | Youraffectionate FaATaER,"
day, Lickham 1"  he|kwest1" remarked coming. They knew | waiting, he drew ouf of bis |mingled with the crowds mer I'd worked out.lthe LA nnﬂ-l;iﬂm trea-trunk for eupgort ! ;
chartled, as has found Mp | Burleigh. “ But if e that Burleigh had | pocket a bill on which wee| that were now arriving figured that just what/burg like this? ANl T)  ‘After thislittle incident| The ten-quid memory
¥ kb having brekker | it'® sny estisfaction slready arrapged for | printed the worda “ T, from: 8t. Bill'a and St.|was wanted was al-frescojecllooted for my trouble | guyieriy s of memory | course  drop fromn
in_his study. “ This is|t0 you to know it, sir, all | crowd of St. Sem's fellows) the eggepert who owned |ALF'S =~ ATHLETTICH Pete’s ond treated the|features—tablo ond chairs|was two hundred lines and | hosame usnt and | Bunter's nerveless hands.
just the weather we neaded the fellows congerned will | waiting for himrw the shop to d;ﬁao them | TEAM.™ - - skool just as if it had been | outside the shop—the well-|atrict orders not to do it alorming, o failed to |He uttered a “m’ﬁﬁd
to ensure the triumf of | b® present—including my- | suiteases like ki f. mthulﬁghagm compete| My hat Yon thior ‘their own.  And nobody } known Continental atmo-|again ! recognise mearly all his [sort of groan, Black
our splendid Spartans | ™ ﬂ-ﬂfﬁ " If Doctor Birchemall had | in the Sporta at §t. Bam's | ot everything, old chapl’ dreemed for o single moment | sphere ! Qet it ? Anyway, thero's the ides | old Bequaintandes, forgot | ingratitude waa registered

T ﬁau,_ sir 1" gniffed| " Honest injun 1 ' asked | boon there, he would have | without a eols suspecting |remarked Tallboy admir | Why it waa that the boys| 1 rolled up sleoves|for the lucky gn)hlwlm ean | the name of his Form- ﬂlf:lmrﬂr his countenance,
Mr. Lickham, who wos one | the Head, been amazed to reckernise | their real eyedentity ! ingly, aa Burlei thm&ai- from Bt. Ali'a felt so mueh | gnd  piled in. luggedluss it when thoe Big Shots | master and the where- Beast | ™ he roared.
of the many who dis.| “Really and trewly!|the very athletes he had| FEverything wes ready|to stick the bill on thi-{at home at 5t, Sam’s | chairs snd tables out of|sround here loarn s little | abouts of familiar places | Then he bolted withous
approved of the Head's| We shan’t be to the four- | banped when he had started | for them. versl bewty | windsereen of the shavy (Don’t misa the concluding | that shop like I meant it—|horsa-sensa! Why not nllike the gym and the |even troubling to take a
zaipiﬁctickm “ Y ghouldn't | front, of coree, sir; you|ihe Bt. Bam's Bpartend. | eggeports, armed with huge| * What arude awakenin; | instalment of Dicky Nugent's | yos, air | For some reason,|Continental Tuckshop ? | Rag.  In fact, the only socond  lock et  the
have thought the weather | cén hardly eggepect that, | Forchunitly, the Hoad was|ting of greasepsint end | for Bir-uhljr when he dis.|amusing serial in  neri | Mo Mimble wobbled about/Hear me holler! WHY | thing ho seemed to be | memary courss !
made m::gh differenice to | tnder the ecircs. But you | by this time bizzily cogaged | other aida to the art of | covers he's been hoaxed!' | week’s nuwmber 1} all over the joint, register- NOT ! able to remember without | _ Sincs that time the
games of tiddley-winka or jcan depend on dificulty was the|dear old Forpoise re-
noughts-and.croasea | it, wa ahall all WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! wherecoboutsa  of [ members as well ag ever

o Head stared. ba there 1 .: ! * T e e - thp tmkahgp_ hea dlﬂ-._

“ Piddley-winks and| " Bucleigh,™ Wharton sum. |, Hoving told yon that,
noughts - and - crosses, [30id Dootor moned the fat idiot | 1 don't think you'll need
Li 1 Whatever | Birohemall, before a Form |Bny¥ further enlighten-
makea wyou think that|Wwith quite a meeting in the end fnanr._ on why DBunter
tiddley-winke and noughts-{catch  in  his ond told Bunter |lost his memory !
and-crossesfigger in to-day’s Toi:fﬁnt.ﬁ]: eon- that.!; cimmﬂbhiﬁ —
programmo 1 3 ETa you wan ave to i "

“Meerly the fokt thet|on a wise ond done about it WHAT A “LARK"!
you eggspect the Spartans | sportémanlike Bunter then re.| Hobson is in bad odour
to score a bi t.:"Im.an.i gir | 8i on—and vealed that he bad |in the Bhell for altewing

i i 3 7 alroady taken atops | his tﬂﬂn to be lit.-kﬂ-.lkh:.r

to put thingsright. { the Remove ot cricket.

motioal study-mate, Hosking, 0 Ry, U0 e | Ono * indignant. Shellito

ble. Bmithy he crossed the Channal last was., hestrs on his new my pater,” hesaid. |eays Hobson must be o

move are jmilly mld Bunter had the gsame in a gals, and the boat nearly sot, Hosking locked pleaged. * To tell you the | complate cuckoo to allow

“ star *' olass-mank ilaracteristio when rddigm; stood on end. Daboey and Fry The terrifly groans and shrieks trath, I've seen afa lot of sparrows like va

" B B 1oz Hobzon however, memory courae to crow over him. 8Ho it

s a g}:: 'ﬁ“ﬁ ﬁ‘“ last got his mmh edvertised in the | really sounde as if Holson

was  at Hos was 't broadoasting *?  PApErs that seems | haa 'tht.t thoe - bird,?
ti

lam which haé Ideseribing the descent of & clood Cecll !ﬁdn
Faurth wak pet «f loonsty im his native Bouth of the ﬂ“ Fourth,
‘w ikfrics, Fist Dalarey said they con- hoastar,
iz smmeaveryihing eata

grinoed *.  Lickham, | also on escapi
* They're the only games|the ﬂﬂ%'mg
in which I ecan imagine|{shoul ave
them ecoring & trinmf and Eﬂ_m had you
—yaroooooo ] Legge by | decided other-
dose 1 ™ wise | Bee you
** Perhapa thot will legrn | later 1 "
vou mot to make rash And Dortor
remnarks about the team I|Birchemall
trained myself 1! paid | farely  danced
F

king
hints from the mgsicroom! just the veryldeesn



