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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught Bending !
0 SEARCH me ¥ murmured Put-

nam van Duck.
The American junior stared
intg hiz study—Btudy No. 1 1mn
the Remove,

It was after prep, end the Remove
studies wora deserted. Most of the
Removites were gathered in the Rag,
downstairs

Putnam had come up to the study for
a “Holiday Annual” But he forgot
that entrancing volume now.

As his study-mates, Wharton and
Nugent, were in the Rag, he naturall
cxpeeted to fnd the study dark an
vacant. Instead of which, the light
was on, and someone was in the study.

That someono was'in the study cup-
board. lie wes, in fact, hali in it
reeching to the shelf at the back.

Putnamn had s view chicfly of an
extensive pair of trousers.

Ho starved at those trousera.

Thera were plenty of fellows who
could not be recognired merely by a
back wiew! But in this cese, there was
no doubt on the guestion of identity.
Thoss cxtensive trousers could only
have enclosed the smple proportions of
Billy Bunter,

'Pdut-num van Duck stepped into the
stuavy.

“Urrrggh ! cama a grunt from the
fat junior reaching deep into the cup-
board.

Puinam grinned. :

Billy Bunter was a tall fellow side-
ways. DBui ho was not long in the
reach. He seemed to have difliculty in
getting ab that back shelf. His feet
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were off the foor as he reached decper
in and reached for the pot of jam on
that shelf.

“Ungh! Beasts!” grunted Dunter.
“Packing things out of a fellow’s
reach—just ss 1f they fancied that a
i&llﬂ‘ﬁ" miight be after them | Suspicions

ensts 1™

Billy Bunter was busy—too busy to
blink round through his big spectacles.
He had not heard the American junior
arrive, And Putnam made no sound.

While Bunter, grunting stertorously,
reached for the jam, Putnam reached
for a cricket stump.

Stump in hand, he stepped towards
the fak junior, still making no sound.
Up went his right hand, with the
stamp in it.

It ecame down suddenly, and it came
down hard, landing with a terrific whop
on tha tightest trousers at Greyfriars
Bchool, just as Bunter captured the
jam.

Whaek !

" Yooo-hooooop 1¥ startled
Who—

cmne A
roat fvam Billy Bunter. “Qw !
what—varooooop 1*

~ The fat little legs kicked frantically
i il nar.

W hacek !

“Yow-wonop [¥ yelled Bunter as the
stump landed a second time.  “QOw!
Beast! Stoppit! T ain't after your
jam! Yow-ow-ow ™

The fat Owl of tha Romove rolled

out of the caphoard, rvoaring. He sat
tlown on the carpet with a bump that
alinost shook Biudy No. 1. After him

rolled the jam-jar, cracking s it landed
on the Aoor,

I.[‘ull'l[l!'ﬂ van Duck prinned down at
Wi
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“Get up and have another, you pesky
piecan 1” he said.
o “Owl” roared Bunter. “Beast!
w IJJ

“I guess you was after that jam, and
I'll say yOU sure can have it now, Fat
Jack ¥ remarked Putnam.

He picked up the cracked f.“' Jam
was streaming from it. Billy Bunter
squirmed hurriedly away.

" Keep off, you beast | he roared. "I
don’t want the jam !l I wasn't after
the jam! Don't you mop that jam over
e, you beast! Oh crikey! Qoococogh I

Jam from the broken jar streamed
over a _ fat face, as illy Bunter
squirmed. Some of it went into his
mouth, where Billy Bunter intended sll

of 1t to go. But some went into hia
nose, and his ears, and his hair, and
plastered on his s acles. That was

not what Bunter had intended at all!
Taken hike that, even strawherry jam,
of the best quaelily, was not mice,

“Oh erikey! Ow!l Beastl Etuppitl
T'm all sticky ! yelled Bunter. *I'l]
jolly well punch your nose! Ooooogh !
Lirroooogh 1" .

The fat junior scrambled wildly to
lis feet and bounded for the door. Jam
dripped from him as he bhounded.

. "Hold on1" called out Putnam.
“There's some marmalade in the cup-
hoard. You can have that, too, you fat

piccan
“Urrrggh 1
Billy Bunter did not stop for the

marmalade! The jam was enough for
him. He bounded out of Study No. 1
into the Remove passage and tore along
ta the stairs. He dabbed and clawed
Frantically at the jam as he went.
Putnam, grinning, threw the jam-jar
into the wagte-paper basket, picked up
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the "Hobliday Annual,” and followed
bhim from the study.

Billy Bunter, on the Remove landing,
blinked round at him, with a jamm
blink. Bunter'as vision was limited,
especially with jam on his spectacles.

“Kecp off, yon beast!” he roared,
“Keep that marmalade away from me,
you beast 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Puotnam. It
was & “Holiday Annual ¥ in his hand,
but to the Owl of the Remove it was a
jar of marmalade, to bo added to the

jaml
Bunter was fecling sticky coough
already ! As Putnam arrived on tho

landing, Bunter bolted down the stairs,
If Bunter had stopped to think, he
would have realised that he was in too
i}?mmy & state to show up in public. Buk
unter did not stop to tEml:, Ho flew !
Futnam, chuckling, followed. He was
done with the grob-raider of the
Remove, but he had to go back to the
Hﬂ{ with the book he had come to fetch.
illy Bunter Llinked back from the
middle of the landing,
“Beast 1" he gasped.
And he HBow down the lower stairs,
In the lighted hall below, a dozen
airs of eyes, at least, turned on Billy
unter's jammy face. Among them was
a pair of very keen oyes, otten likened
by the Removitcs to gimlets—those of
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove.

Quelch was talking to Prout, the
master of the Fifth., Both of them
stared at the jsmmy Owl

Prout gave a sniff, which implied that
this sort of thing was to be expected
in Quelch's Form. Quelch, with & brow
of thunder, strode towards the jammy,
fat junior,

* Bunter [ he thundered.

“Oh lor' I'" gaeped Bunter.

" You—yon—you disgusting boy 1* ex-
claimed Mr. let:lul!i::L in withering
sccents. *I have spoken to you many
times, Bunter, on the subject of your
gluttony, and your slovenhness——*

“]==1--1 never—" stuttcred Bunter.

"MNow, vou dare to let me sce yvou in
this—this revolting state I hooted Me
Quelch. *You have been eating jam—
1 should say devouring it—in onormous
quantitics. Your faco is smothered
with i

“]=—1 haven't——"

“You mre reeking with jam!” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. “You aro posi-
tively smothered with jam! You are
in & disgusting and revolting state,
Bunter ¥

“I—I—-I—*"

“{i0 to vour dormitory at once, and
wash yourself clean) (o  inunedi-
ately 1 I will not allow you te appear
in public in that revolting state! You
are a disgrace to your E%r:n, Bunter !
o and wash yourself 1™

FI—I—I—" gurgled Bunter,

“Go 1" thundercd Mr. Quelch.

“Oh erikey 1™

Bunter went |

Ho passed Putnam van Duck on the
stairs, and gave him a jemmy, sticky,
and infuriated blink.

“Beast I he hissed.

Putnam cliortled, and Billy Bunter
trailed away to the Remove dormitory
to wash off the jam.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loder Is Late !

(11 HAT'S the time®”
W “Twentyv-past winc, fat-
head I
“Bure that clock's

right ?" demanded Billy Bunter.
* Ass 1"
That was not a polile answer, to »
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fellow who wanted to know the time,
But a3 it happened, Billy Bunter had
asked the timo thres or four times over,
in the last fen minutes. For some
miysterions reason the fat Owl of the
.tﬂﬁmm'e was very anxious about the
ime,

Most of the Remove fellows were in
the Rag. HMaorry Wharton & Co. were

athered in p cheery gronp round Van

uck’'s “Heliday Annual,” which was
open on the table. The Famous Five
were reading a story therein, together,
and ineessant interruptions from Billy
Bunter wore not required.

Billy Bunter was taking his easo in
an armechair. Fis-fat face had & newly
washed appearance—unusually clean ot
so ate an hour. Generally Bunter grow
grubbiler and grubbier towards bed-tune,

But washing off the jam had given the
fat Ow]l a newly swept and garnished
aspect. He was still sticky about the
hair and the cars, but most of the jam
waa H 0T,

Sitking  in the armchair, DBuonter
blinked continually at the clock. But
he was too far from it to sea the time
with hiz limited range of vision. Thero
was no reason why Bunter should not
get up and step towards the clock, and
blink at it at close range—cxcept that he
was lazy ! But that . was & very strong
reason. It was easier to ask other
fellows the time.

“I say, you fellows,” Bunter bLogan

S0 far, Poker Pike has put
““paid ** to all Chick Chew’s
stunts to ecapture Puinam van
Duck, son of a Chicago million-
aire. But Kidnapper No. 1
of the United States is a sticker
with a professional pride to
study., It’s suecess or the
“-stome jug ** with him, and
he decides to make a supreme
effort !

again, after two or threo minutes, "I
say, that ass Loder’s late!”

It was up to Loder of the Sixth, that
evening, to sce lights-out for the Remove
in their dormitory. Loder was not a
very dotiful prefeet, and was often un-
El'llﬂt‘tllﬂ-l- But as bed-timo for tha

wower Fourth was nine-thirty, Loder of
the Sixtl wos not due yet,

A dozen {fellows glanced round at
Bunter., Juniors were not, az a rule,
keen on dorm. Hardly a fellow wonld
have objected to staving up a litlla later
than vsual. Even Bunter was not usnally
keen on going to bed, though, once
there, ho was never willing to get out
again.

“Loder’s not lote I said-"Beb Cherry,
“It's more than five minutes yet. What's
the hurry, fatty 7

“ Ol nothing 17 said Bunter. “I say,
my watch says half-past.”

“Your wateh is like ita owner—it
can't keep to the frulh!” remarked
TFrank Nugent.

“Yah!*

“Bhut up, Bunter ! gaid Johinny Tall,
“We're reading—or ﬁr}'infg to read |

o

Bunter  was  silent r about a
minute,

“I believe that clock’s slow!” Lo
said, after that brief pause. *“Y say,

Mauly, what's the right time "
“Goodness  knows 1  answerced Lord
AMauleverer.
*Haven't you got your watel i
“Yous"

“Tsn't 1t pight?”

“Yaas" .
“Then why can't vou tell the right
time by it, you fathead?” demanded
Bunter.

“Becanse I'm not logkin' atb it, old fat
bean,” yawned bis lazy lordship, who
was seated in an armchair, with his
noble head resting on his hands clasped
behind the noble head. When it came
te laziness, Mauly was quile & good
secand to Bunter.

“Well, look
Bunter.

“You look abt itl” enggosted
Mauleverer.

“Yah!”

If Mauly was too lazy to stir, so was
Bunter,

“1 gy, yvon follpwge——""

“Cheeso it 1

“What's the time, Bmithy 1"

“Timo for you to shut up " answered
tho Bounder.

“That elacking ass, Loder, is late!”
said  Bunter peevishly.  * Profecls
onghtn't to be late! Somcbody ouglt
to and eall him 1

“If you'ro slecpy, vou fat ass, go to
sloep in that chair, and dey up I sug-
gosted Deier Todd.

“iHy, 'm not sleepy 1

“Ther. what.do you want fe got to
dorm for, ass™

“Khl Oh, noithing 1™

“Whal's biting the fat guy?” asked
Pulnam van Duck, staring at the fat
Uwl of thie Kemove., " Have you parked
a packet of tuck 1o the dorm, Bunter 1

* Beast 1"

. Billy Bunter gave the American
t:_mmr a withering glare through his
ig spectacles. It was more than hali
an_hour since the coricket stump had
emitten his tight trousers, at the cup-
board in Study No. 1. But Bunter was
still feeling painful twinges.

The Famous Five Gnished the *Iloli-
day Annual,” and Bob Chorry closad
that volumo with a bang. They strolled
across to the window, which stood open,
to 1;:{!. ﬂ"l t‘:‘}lla ]:anln];n_?"sum?ler air, lly old

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's jelly ol
Poker I¥ grinned Bob, ]

In the dusky quadrangle, a figure in
a bowler hat loomed up. It was Poker
Pike, the gunman from Chicago. Ilis
hickory face and bowler hat glimmered
&t the open window, and his keen slils
of eyes searched the room within.

“Bav, you O.K., vou Putnam wan
Duck” Lo called out.

“O.K., you bonehead " answered the
American junmor. " Walk your chalks,
vou gink ! You fipure that Chick Chew
has come down o chimney after me?”

“I wounldn’t put it past him1” an-
sweredd Poker stolidly.

And ihe juniors chuckled,  Sinee
DPutnam van Duck had been at Grew-
friars, sevoral attempts had been macde
by Cliick Chew, star kidnapper of the
United BStates, to “cinch ™ him. DBut
only the watchful gunman fancied that
cven  the enterprising Chick  wonld
treant of venturing into the schioel after
ihe millionaire’s son.

“Wo havern't seen him about, Ar.
Dike 1" said ITarry Wharton, laughing.

“Mebbe you've seen him, without
heing wise to it 1" rotortod Poker Iike.
“I'Il say that guy Chick can make
himself u]|~.| like a pesky actor, and I
sira woulin't be g'prised if ho horned in
as & gasman or an insurance collector.™

Dol Cherry chortled.

“There was a man cama to mend n
window in our dorm yesterday,” he said,
“Think that was Chick Chew 1™

“Ha, ha, hat™

*“Meblws, and mebbe not!" grunted
Mokor.

And the bowler-hatted gunman diz-
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appesred into the shadows of the quad,
leeving the juniora laughing.

“I say, you fellows——"

* Bhut up, Bunter |* _

“But I say, what's the timei”

“ Blow the time 1"

“Well, look hers, we oughtn't to be
late for bed " said Bunter. “Early to
bed, early to rise, you know!l Loder
ought to be called! L“ge rotter, you
know, slack as they make 'em; he's
never on time 1

“What 1s that fat ass blithering
about ' asked Bob Cherry. “If ;mu‘\ra
got tuck in the dorm, Bunter—'

“Oh, no! I haven't been up to the
daorm [ said Bunter. *“Quelch didn’t
tell me to go there and wash off the
jam that beast Van Duck plastered over
me, and I never went. Besides, I only
went there to wash. If you think I've
done anything to pay that beast out,
yvou're jolly well mistaken 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle

st | I say, you fellows, one of you cut
i:lﬂ:' i'.? the Sixth, and tell Loder hea's
ate.’

“What has that fat duffer been up
to 1n the dorm?” asked Vernon-Smith.

“Ehl Nothing |” eaid Bunter. I
haven't been to the dorm—we'ra not
allowed to, as you know. And I never
did anfthing while 1 was there. Bo
far as I know. WVan Duck's bed hasn't
been ragged.”

“Ha, ha, ha!1” yelled the Removites.

They un pratnudj now why the fat Owl
was s0 anxious to get to the dormitory.
Evidently he had planned & deadly
vengeance for the jam.

“You %n-ak}' iecan I exclaimed Van
:1?;::1'}1:' ~If you've been japing with my

“Nothing of the kind! How could T,
when I haven't been to the dorm?”
demanded Bunter. *“If there's any soot
in your bed, I know nothing about it. I
never went o the dorm, and 1 only

washed while I waa there—"

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, shut up eackling1” exclaimed
Bunter. “ Look here, that slacking ass,
Loder, is late—"

“Quiet I’ hissed Bob, as Loder of
the Sixth sppeared in the doorway of
the Rag. “Shut up}”

But Billy Bunter did not sce Loder,
and he did net shut up.

“1 think it's jﬂll;i disgraceful for a
prefect to slack like this!” he said
warmly. “Loder always was a rotten
slacker 1 1 wonder the %nnd keeps him
on as 8 prefect | He jolly well wouldn't
if he know what he was like. I dare
i&}* he's smoking in hia study this

lessed minute, with Carne and Walker.
That's the sort of rank outsider Loder
L

Billy Bunter stopped. He did not
sce Loder at the door, but the horrified
silence of the Remove warned him some-
thing was amiss,

The juniors gazed at Gerald Loder.
The expression on Loder’s faco was
really extraordinary as he listened to
Bunter's opinion of him.

Seldom did a Sixth Form prefect got
such an unsolicited testimonial.

Loder strode in.

“I say, you fcllows,
matter 7" asked DBunter,

“Bunter 1 reared Loder.

Then Billy Bunter knew what was the
matter |

“0Oh lor’ t* he gasped.

Bunter had been too lazy to get out of
the armchair to lock at the clock. Dut
he forgot that he was lazy now. Ile
fairly bounded out of it.

“I—I say, Loder, I—I wasn't saying
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anything,” ha said.
you were listening at the door
_ M Billy Bunter hoped that that would
improve matters, he was disappointed.

“T never knew

]

Loder of the Bixth had his ashplant k

under his arm. He slipped it down into
his hand and fourished it.
“Bend over that chair, Bunter ! he

roared.

“Oh crikey! I—1 say, Loder, I—I
wouldn’t have called you & rank out
sider if I'd known vou were listening |”

“ Bend over I bawled Loder.

“Oh jiminy ¥

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow |

“XNow get off to your dormitory, you
voung sweeps!” growled Loder, tucking

is ashplant under his arm.

And the Remove marched off to their
dormitory, Billy Bunter bringing up the
rear, and looking as if he was trying
to shut himself up like & pocket-knife
as he went.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

S00t for Somehody !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
grinning when they arrived in
the Remove dormitory.

Billy Bunter, who had his
own weird and wonderful ways of keep-
ing a secret, did not seem to be aware
that he had given away his deep and
deadly scheme of vengeance on Van
Duck. But all the juniors locked at
Putnam’s bed as they came in.

At first glance, there was nothin
amiss with 16. At the second, traces
sprinkled soot could be seen. It was
easy to guess that more was hidden
inzide.

Putnam _turned back the. bedclothes
and looked. Then there was a ripple of
laughter.

A larﬁa shovelful of soot had been
deposited in the middle of the bed. The
sheets were black with it. i

“Great jumping toads!” ejaculated
Van Duck.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“1 guess I can't turn into that bed !?
sald the American junier. * That pesky,
pie-faced piecan—"

" Bunter, you howling ass ! exelaimed
Harry Wharten,

“1 say, I don’t know anything about
it 1" exclaimed Bunter, in a hurry, as
the American junior furned a grim fook
en him, “I haven't the faintest idea
how that soot got there! I cortrinly
never got it from the box-room. 8o far
az I know, there isn't any soot in tha
old box-room chimney,”

“There's less than there was, any-
how 1" chuckled Bob.

“You pesky gink 1" hooted Van Duck.

" Oh, really, Van Dugk—"

“Think I'm going to turn inte that
bied after youw've banked it up with soot,
you fat piccan "

“I didr't ! howled Bunter. “I told
yvou in the Rag that if there was any
soot in your bed, ] knew nothing about
it. All the fellows heard me.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

Loder of the Bixth locked in at the
door. He was chatting in the passape
with Walker, but the merriment in the
dormitory drew his attention.

* Now, then, stop that row 1™ called
out the bully of the Sixth. “Turn int
Do you hear? I'm not waiting long 1

From the doorway Loder, fortunately,
could not sce the sooty bed. No one
wanted to draw the prefect’s attention
to 1t. b

“1 say, you fellows, don't you make
out I did that1® gasped Bunter, as
Loder turned away again. *There'll bo
& row about it, vou know I#

“The rawfulness will probably be

%qrnﬁr; 1” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh.

“¥You Dblithering ass!” said Frank
Nuogent. * Mra. ble will want to
now who made those bedclothes sooty
to-morrow 1"

“Well, I know nothing about it ! said
Bunter. “I wasn't in the dormitory &
all when I came up here to wash—"

“Oh erikey I

“And if that beast pitches into =

fellow with a cricket stump, he ecan
jolly well take what's eoming to him 1"
tald Bunter. " Not that I know anys

thing about it, of eourse,”

Grinning, the fat Owl of the Remove
prepared to turn in.

Bome of the fellows expected Van
Dick to show signs of wrath. It was
certain that whoever slept in that bed
wad going toe have a rather sooty and
uncomfortable time. But the American
junior did not seem to be unduly
worried or wrathy.

He was taking that fatheaded jape
with unexpected indifference. His in-
difference, however, was explained when
he was ready for bed.

He did not approach his own bed. Ile
went to Bunter's,

Billy Bunter's eyes almost bulged
through his spectacles as he saw. the
American junlor turn ioto that bed.

“I=—1 say, you fathead, that's my
bed I he squeaked.

“Mine for to-night, I gness [ drawled
Van Duck.

“Ha, bha, ha!" shricked the Re-
Imovites.

It was really a very simple way out
of the difficulty for Van Duck. DBut it
had evidently never entercd the fat

Owl's fat and fatuous head that thig
would be the outcome of his activity
with the soot, X

The expression on Billy Bunter’s fat
face was worth more than a puinea a
box as he glared at Van Duck.

“Why, »ou—you cheeky beast!” he
gasped. " Think you're going to have
my bed ™

*} guess you can have mine ¥

“It's all sooty 1" howled Bunter.

“"Waal, if you don't like soot, what
did yon bank it in the bed for? ¥You
tigure that I like 11"

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“¥ou—you beast ! ¥You gerrout of my
bed 1* gpasped Buntery “*1I sny, you
fellows, you turn that gflﬂ&k}' beast out
of my bed ¥

“Turn the soot out of Van Duck's
first 1" chuckled Harry Wharton.

“"How can I, you silly ass? Look
here, you Yankee beast, if you don't
get out of my bed, I'll jolly well pull
you out I L

“Get on with the pulling [* grinned
Van Duck: “T guess you'll have to pull
e whole lot, and then some, and & few
over ¥

“Loder'll make you get out, you
beast | He knows that ain’t your bed !

“0.K.! H you want to tell Loder
that you've banked spot in & bed, go
ahead ! 1 ain't stopping you 1”

“0h, vyou beast 1" gasped Bunter.

Four from Loder's ashplant in the
Rag were enough for Bunter. He did
not want to draw Loder's attention to
himself any more.

The Remove turned in, chuckling,
leaving Billy Bunter blinking in dismay
at the scoty bed. Pulling Van Duck
out was rather too large an order for
the fat Owl. But getting into a bed
smothered with soot was horribly un-

leasant. Billy Bunter was not fear-
ully particular on  the subjeet of
cleantiness, but even Bunter jibbed at a
sooty bed.

“1 say, you feilows—"" he squeaked,
in dismay.

“Jolly old BShakespeare says, 'tis



eport to seo the engineer hoist by his
own petard ¥ remarked Peter Todd.

“Blow 8hakespears! I say, I sha
get all sooty if I get into t-gat bed 1*
wailed Bunter.

“¥ou'll have to wash in the morning,
that's a cort!” eaid Bob Cherry.
“Awful hard lines, old bean! You've
hud?g'ﬂnr wash for the term, haven't
you

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder ?,"t in his head again, and
reached the switch by the doorway to
turn off the light.

“I—I say, Loder, 1—I'm not in bed
¥et 1" stuttered Bunter,

“Get in in the dark, then [ snapped
Lodex.

A more dutiful prefeet micht have

14—
"

i

Up went Putnam van Duck’s right hand with the ¢ricket stump in . It came down SIII!IIEHI’]!,
landing with a terrific whop on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars. Whack 1 * Yow-wooop ! **

noticed that one of the juniors was in
tho wrong bed. At the foot of cach bed
in the Remove dormitory was a box
with the owner's name plainly inseribed
thereon. 8o the namo of W. (. Bunter
was onr the box at the foot of the bed
now occtpied by Putnam van Duck, and
the name of P. van Duck was on the
box at tho foot of the empty bed at
which Billy Bunter was blinking in
dismal dismay.

ut Loder, who was anxious to got
back to his study to resume an important
discussion on the subject of “gee-gees
with_Wauolker and Carne and Price of
the Fifth, noticed nnthinﬁ. and would
nat have cared, anyhow. e had given
the Lower Fourth time to turn in, and
now he was going.

Llo switched off the light.

‘L'he dormitory door closed, and Loder
walied away with Walker, Bunter was
leit standing in tho dark
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A pale glimmer from the kigh
windowsz of the dermitory faintly re-
vealed the fat figure in etriped
pyjamas.

“*0Oh lor’ 1* said Bunter.

There was a chuckle from the rows
of beds. Billy Bunter’s predicament, of
his own making, seemed to éntertain the
'R?*nfm' Whart head bo

585, arton, you're hea -
voii male that beast ‘L;(an Duck get cut of
i_n‘l;' bed I” howled Bunter. *“You know

olly well Queleh wouldn’t let a fellow
ag another fellow's bed 1™
Think Queleh would let & fellow put
goot in another fellow's bed 7 inquired
the head boy of the Remove.

“Beast] Look here, you Yanken

rotter, I'll jolly well have you out of

alter your jam | Yow-ow-ow ! ™

that bed if you don't gerrout!” hooted
Bunter.

“Wadoe in |” ehuekled Van Ducl.

Billy Bunter rolled to the annexed
bed. He was getting dua?emte. Ha
groped for Van Duck to pull him out.
_A-finger and thumb fastened on a fat
littla nose,

There was & sound of squeaking and
MEI'E‘HJHH in the Remove dormitory.
Then Bunter's voice was heard in
mufflod tonea:

“Wurrgh| Led do by dose, you
boast |*

“*Ha, ha, ha|*

UI'Mall away ™ eaid Ven Duck.
guess I can pull & few, too”

“ Doosocooocosogh I

“Ila, ha, ha '™

Billy Bunter got his nose away. He
immediately departed with it to a safo
distance. Ho had had enough of pulling
Van Duck oue of his bed,

L |
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Ie sat on the edge of the cmply bed,
ritbbed his nose, and grunted.
“I say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up!™® said Bolsover major.
“Wo want to go to sl if you don't 1"

“But I do!” wailadmg'unmr, “But I
can't go to bed in a heap of soot.”

i ﬁ'ﬂi h‘. Ii:': Ij.l

e ou beasts sre onl ping {o
cmkia-L’* A

“Ha, ha, ha |

“0Oh lor' 1%

Thera was no help for it | Bunter had
to go to bed in that ecoty bed, or else
sit up all night ] Grunting with wrath,
tho fat junior groped at the bed, rolling
up the heap of soot in the sheets, taking
them off and depositing them under the
beel. A great deal of tho soot was

and It came down hard,
yelled Bunter. * I ain't

apilled over the blankets, but that could
not be helped.

Bunter slid his fat E?um into sooty
blankets and laid his fat head on a
sprinkled pillow. He grunted and
snorted 1n an aimosphere of soot. For
once Bunter’s hefty snore did not
awaken the echoes of the Removo
dormitory a minute after his head
touched the pillow. Alinost for the first
time in history Billy Bunter was the
last man in the Remove to go to sleep.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Easy Work for Chick !
'] Dﬁ.RE, " murmured Chick Chew.

““You said it!" agreed Bud
Parker in a cauktious whizper,
“ Buits us fine |
“T guess I'd like to aco whether that
Tne Migxer LieraRY.—No, 1,478,
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guy Poker it around!” muttered Bud,
staring round him unecasily through his
horn-rinuned glasses,

“I'll say that the less wa see of that
Ea-lmt the wore I like it ! said Chick.

He sure won't sce us to-night, unless
he's & deggoned cat.”

It was a fine summer night—but very
dark. The two sters could hardly
see oing another in the shadowed quad-
rangle of Greyiriavs.

At miduight the school was deep an
silence and slumber. The last light had
long been extinguished. The only sound
that broke the stillness was the faint
murmur of the wind from the sca in the
branches of the old Greyfriars elms.

Standing by a little wirdow—that of
the lobby at the end of the Sixth Form
passage—CUhick Chew and Bud Parker
watcied and listened. They had entered
the precinets of the school vazily enough,
by way of the ald Cleisiers, The decp
dearkuess favoured them if watchiul
f{-?s were abroad. They stood silent in
black shadow,

But for the presence of Poker Pike at
Groyiviare the Lidnapping of the
{Chicago millionaire’s son would have
heen simply “ple” to an expericenced
kidnapper ﬁka Chick. DBut the gunman
guardian had, so far, put “paid™ to
all Chick Chew's cnterprizes in that
direetion,

Mr. Vanderdecker van Duck, in far
off Chicago, had known what he was
about when he hired a gummnan to keep
watch over bis son at school :n the old
country.

But Chick was a determined guy. Ilo
admitted that that astute move on the
part of the millionaire made his task
more difficult. But he was not geing to
Lbe left. Half a million dollars was the
firure fixed for Putnam's ranzom if the

THE MAGNET

fangsters succeeded in " ecinching * him.
3ut that was not all. It was a matter
of professional pride, too. Kidnapper
No. 1 oof the ‘Erlﬁtl'_‘& States was npob
going lo register his first deleat t

"0V ™ murmured Chick. "I guess
that guy D'oker i3 fast a=leep in his
lectie bunk, and snoring. ™

“Hez you " murmured Bud.

The horn-rimmed man was doubtful
anegd uncasy. lle had been pessimstic
ever singe the activities of the kid-
nari-pers had been transferred to the old-
fashioned side of ths Atlantic. Bud
Parker would willingly have thrown
down the enterprise snd beaten it for

hicago, where a gavgster had little to
fear from "cops,” and could buy hias
way oub of the “can®™ if he found

himself i that abode,

"Aw, park it Y growled Click, % Yon
Fgure that that guy Poker sits up all
wight with his optica propped open?
Can it! T gucss we got an casy runl
That guv iz located at the porter's
lodlge, vnd I'M say that suits me Ane.
Ile ain't wowhere around this shebang ¥

Bud stared uncaszily inte the shadows.

Chick got busy with the lobby
window.
But

That wriclow was secured inside.

no window [astenings offcred much
dilficulty to 'hick. Chick had dabbled
in all sorts of things before he found his
true vocation as star kidnapper of the
Uhited States,  Cracking eribs was an
old game to Chick. o doubt the
schoolmaster  puys  fancied that  the
Housoe was safely sccured from midnight
intreders.  Buch an idea made Chick
sinile. The lobby window was open in
a fow minutes,

Chick was fat and bulky, hut he was
extremnely active.  He was through the
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window almest in a twinkling. He
leancd out te whisper to Dud.

“¥You stick around and wait, Bud! T
guesa '} be through in two shakes of o
cat’'s tail.

Buad refrained from replving ™ Sez
you ! Dt it was clear that he iad his
doubte and was in incessant dread of
seeing a hickory face and a bowler hat
loom up in the shadows, )

“Ain't we got it all cul and dried
whispervd Cluck.  “Ain't T given the
shebang the once-over and located that
young gink in his dormntory? Ihd I
heave a rock at a winder of that room
three daye azo and crack out a pane, or
did I ot ?"

"?pll sodd th 1" aprecd Bud.

“Did 1 fix it with the builder's man
to hand me his job of mending that
winder, or did I not?" further 1noiuived
Chick.

“I'll say vou did 1 admitied Bud.

“Did 1 hern in here as a winder-
mender, and nobody the wiser, or did 1
not 1 Flursum;l Chick, “Did I spot
Foung utizain’s bed in e dormitory,
or did I not? Was his name wrote fair
and plain on the box alonz of hiz bed,
or was it not? Do I know where to lay
my ﬁn%{:r on that gilt-edged young geck,
or do I noet, Bud Parker? I'm aging
you.'

“Yep!” admitted Budl.

There had been rather & “row ™ a
few days age over the cracking of a
window i the Remove dormitery by a
stonie burled by an unknown hand.

But nobody, certninly, guessed for a
moment that the hand had been the fat
hand of Chick Chew,

Neither, certainly, had anyone the
remotest suspicion that the man who
had come—or had heen supposed to
come—from the builder's at Courtfield
was the siar kidnapper of the United
States in one of his many disguiscs.

By that astute deviee (hick had
learned what he wanted to know-—the
cxact location of Putnam van Duck's
bed in the House.

With that knowledge clear in his
astute mind, the rest was pie to Chick,
if cmzjv the watchiul gunman could be
eluded.

"Wazl, then,”

i

) ﬁrunth Chick, *yon
want to believe that we're getiing by
with 3t this time, you Dismal Jimmy!
You stick around till T hand you that
yonng guy from this here winder.”

*You goi the chloroform pad ¥ whis-
pered Bud. .

Chick grinned, with a gleam of
expensive Awmerican dentistry in  the
gloom.

" You figure I've left it at home on the
grand pianner?” he retorted. " ¥ou
stick  aroand and don't ask ool
inestinng, ™ )

Chick disappeared in the darkness
within, leaving his horn-rimmed side-
kicker to *stick around.” .

With o stealthy lightness amazing in
=0 bulky o gangater, Chick thr&m‘loff hia
way silently through a slecping Housce.

Hia peculiar profession had given
(Chick an almost cat-like faculty {:Fgf}t-
ting about in the dark without & sound
and without o false atep. Only once had
he beon able to give the interior of the
Houso the “once-over "—when ho had
comg there as a glazier to mend the
dormitory window! But once was
cnough for Chick; all that he needed
to krow was clearly mapped in his keen
aled retentive min

The door of the Remove dormitnry
oprned silently under Chick’s stealthy
hand, ;

All was densely dark within,

Only the palest of glimmers came
from tho high windows. The beds were
merely darker shadows in darkness,

But Chick kuew his way.



Noisclessly he  stepped towards
Putnam van Duck's bed.

In & dormitory occupied by about
thirty bors it was likely enough that one
might wake at any moment, if only to
turn his head on the pillow. ick
could not venture to turn on the faintest
glimmer of light, even for a moment.

Une startled voice would have given the

alarm and knocked sll his plans into a
ik had » longth of lead
16 a length of lead-piping at
hand in the gangster style. a would
have had no hesitation in using it. But
in the presemt ecircumstances it was
useless,
On the oceasion when he had

*ecinched ¥ Putnam at Wherton Lodge
the American boy had had a room to
bimself. Then it had been easy.

In a school dormitory the matior was
quite different. {Jhinf:' was an active
man in handling a length of lead-
piping, but thirty heads were rather
tnntman:f for the most active gpangster
to tap.

One shout would alarm the House—
and once the alarm was given, Poker
Pike would be very rapidly on the scene
with his six-gun. All deperded on
carrying the enterprise through with-
Silontiy Ohick stopped ¢

tlently Chick sto at the foot o
Putnam's bed, P

If any cyas had opened, it would not
have gpotted him in the deep darkness.
And he made ne sound.

Ho knew which was Putnam’®s bad.

There was no doubt on that point. Ha .

hacd made s special note of that.

But careful caution was second nature
to Chick. He stooped over the box st
the foot of the bed, He dared not show
the faintest glimmer from a flash-lamp,
lest an eyo should open at an unfor-
tunate moment. But he strove to read
the name on the box.

Knowing what to expect to sce there,
he way able to make out enough to
satisfy him that there was no mistake.

It was undoubtedly Putnam van
Duok's box. It was, therefore, un-
doubtedly Putnam van Duck’s bed.

Equu.l'lif undoubtedly, the ceoupant of
that bed was fast aslecp—for s deep
gnore was preceeding from him.

Chick stopped soundlessly along the
bed. IIs could not szee the sleeper’s
face, exscept the palest glimmer. But
the snore was an casy guide.

There was a faint, sickly smell as the
chloroform pad approached the aleeping
face. And Billy Bunter glided from
deep into deeper sleep—Irom which he
Eﬂs r:nt lil:elg' to waken for many

olrs

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Pig by the Ear|
him}!" breathed DBud

¢ oU
Y Parker.
He stared in at the lobby

windew through hiz  horn-
rimmed glosses, Within, a shadow
loomed up from the dark.
It was Chick Chow.

The {at gangster was hmathiuﬁ hard.
Carried like & sack across his shoulder
was a still figure wrapped in blankets

#1 ghould emile I answered Chick.
_“Wake spakes|” breathed the horn-
rimmed man. “You got away with the
goods this trip 1"

“Sure thing ¥

Chick rested his burden in the win-
dow.  The chloroformed junior was
rolled in the blankets from his bed.
From one end of the roll of blankets
the orown of his head showed; from
ithe other end protruded his feet and a
limpse of etriped pyjamas
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The fat gangster panted,

“I'll say they've fod him a few since
he's been locatad in thiz hore shebang (™
he E&fi:]l:?ed. “I'll tell & man, I'd never
have ired that he weighed half as
much! Nor a quarter! They sure have
fed him up like he was a prize turkey,
]ud%mg' by his doggoned weight.”

“Hay, you got the right guy? Bud
was uneasy and anxious. Failure after
failure h
his confidence in his leader.

Chick gave an angry grunt.

“¥You pesky bonehead, you figurs that
I moseyed around pici:mg uf) a guy

romizcus 1 he demanded. ™1 got this

aby out of Putnam wen Duock’s bed.
You want to know whether some other
guy was snoozing in his bed, and him
out of it? Don't you waste your breath
on fool talk, Bud Parcker "

"“0.LK.,” murmured Bud. *If you got
him dead to rights, tho sconer we hit
space the better for our health. I sure

an't feel any too easy in my mind
sbout that guy Poker.” )

“Poker nothing I grunted Chick
“Take s holt on this guy, and get him
off'n my hands.™

Bud Parker tock the bundls in the
blankets, and fairly staggered under
the weight &8s he recel it.

Bud was not nearly so hefty as the fat
gangster. And the weight of his prize
had astonished Chick and made him
pant for breath. DBud staggered under
it, and almost collapsed.

He swayed, and lowered the blanketed
bundle to the ground. It bumped there

rather suddenly.

“Bearch me ¥ gasped- Bud. “Thoy
sure have fed him up to the back of
hizs neck, and then somal I'll tell a
man, he's some weight 1"

Chick clambered out of the window.

He wiped a spot of perspiration from
hiz fat brow. Bud Parker panted for
breath, Still and szilent at their feet

lay the Bgure rolled in blankets.

Bud, as he panted, listened anxiously,
There was no sound of slarm. If Poker
Pike was on the alort, he was nowhere
near at hand.

Only too well the gangsters knew that
Poker “moseyed ¥ around at sll hours
of the night, on the watch for possible
intruders, But if the gunman was on
watch that night, the thick cloak of
darkness favourcd the kidnappers,
Wherever Poker Piko was, he had not
epotted them. -

*Get to 1t I* mutterod Chick.

He stooped, and took one end of the
blapketed bundle., Bud Psrker lifted
the other. . i

Carryin the unconscious  junior
boetwoeen them, they trod softly nwa¥i

G-

Chick's eyes gleamed with =atis
tion. At last, at long last, he bad iﬂt
awny with the goods! Bud shared his
gatisfaction—but he alsc shared the
weight of the kidnapped junior, and
ho found, like Cain of old, his burden
almost more than he could bear !

“T'H say ho weighs some 1* ho breathed
smrtc-mu:x’iy, “I guess it's got me bea
Chick, that young pguy putting on al

this weight.
“He's sure fattened an lot!™ said
Chick. *I gucss thoy feed "em well at.

this here school, and a fow over.”
Bud opened his lips—and closed them

again. It did not scem possible that
Chick had made a mistaka. Who but
Putnam wvan Duck oould have becn

sleeping in Putoam van Duck’s bed?

hat Van Duck weighed Bud did not
know, but on his looks he would have
expected the American junior to woigh
lees than half of this terrifie weight.
He hufuld not help feeling a lingering
don

damped his enthusiasm and T4
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Chick Chew took the weight without
undue exertion, buft the weedy Dud
almost erumpled wnder it

“I guess I'll be mighty glad when

wa get him to the carl” he breathed.
:Iii tell & man, this is makiog me
ired, ™

“Aw, can i, and get on!” grunted
Chick.
Bud canned it, and they got on.
ey passed silently into the black
ehadow of the old Cloisters.

There Bud lowered his end of the fat
rize. Chick, not unwillin% to toke m
rief rest, hefty a» ho wes, followed his
example.
"Bay,” murmured Bud, ™it's
tafe hers to turn on & glim—"
“What'll you want with turning on
a glim?” griunted Chick.

1 guess it won't cost vs snything to
give him the once-over—"

“Aw, park it[”

“I'm telling you, Chick Chew, I don’t
get on to that guy Van Duck being so
doggoned heavy ! panted Bud, “ Look-

aure

ing st the young guy, who'd Ggure he
weﬁ hed iiﬂa be was a prize ox!?
Mngha—"

Chick glared at him.

“Mebbs I'm & bonchead, and got the
wrong pig by the ear!” he snarled.
“And mebbe you know more about the
kidnapping gasme than I do, Bud
Parker! And mebbe you figure that
some othor guy was snoozing in Van
Duck’s bed] Bay, you k Four chin-
wag, and don't talk foolishl

“I guesa I'd like to give that young
guy the once-over|” urged Bud. "It
sure haz got me guessing, him being so
goldarned heavy, He never looked it
when I seen him."

Snort, from Chiek,

“1 %uuas s glim wouldn't be seen
here,” ha growled. "Givs him the once-
ever, doggone you, and then guit chew-
m% the rag[” ;

ud gave a cautlous

store round
through his horn-rimmed glasses. Tho
old isters were dark and silent. The
blanketed figure had laid down

behind one of the old stone ?iihra. It

was safe to turn on a brief light.

The man 1o the horn-rimmed glasses
bent over the sleeper and pulled the
rolled blanket down to reveal the face.
Then he jerked a Hash-lamp from his
pocket and turned the beam on tho
sleeper’as face.

“Batisfied now ! grunted Chick,

“Bearch me 1" gasped Bud, staring at
the fat face revealed by the Hash-lamp.
“That ain't Yan Duck”

“Pack it up, you pesky stiff 1
snapped Chiek. “I guess——" But the
next moment he broke off, hia fat jaw

ape, a8 ho stared wt the faco of the
fn eeper in gleam of the Hazh-

mp.

He stared at it in stupefaction.

It was not the faco of Putnam van
Duck | It was & face t'.o gangsters had
seen beforo—the face of William George
Bunter! The prize had been hooked out
of Putnam wan Duck's bed in the
Remove dormitory! But, only too
clearly, it was not Potnam van Duck !

For a long moment Chick stood stupo-
fied. That startling discovery bereft him

of epeech.
B"-i ou hit the wrong bed!” hissed
1.
*1 did not1” gas ed Chick *“I'm
telling you, Bud Parker, I hit the right
bed ! ud

I'm shouting out to you,
Parker, that I hit Pu
bed and got that

tnam van Duck’s

uy cut of it, They

must have changed beds, and it ain't no

use asking me why. It's got me beat ™
Tre Maaner Lismany.—No. 1,475
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But Parker snarled,
“You got the wrong guy, Jyau

Chick! And if I hadn't made you stop
and give him the cnce-over hers, you'd
have got him to the oar. That fat
gick, that's no use to nobody! Tl
tell & man! You doped him onee in
mistake for Van Duck—now you've
done hooked him out of bed in mistake
for . that young guy! You sure do
seem to beve n hunch for ciuching that
fat geck, Chick Chew [* ”

“How’d I know they changed beds?”

-“How'd you know anything?”
hissed Bud. “J puess the sooner jou
ihrow down kidnapping, and buy a
candy store, the hetter! Idebbe . you
could sell candy without mistaking 1t
for chewing-gum [

Chick pglared at
clenched a fat fist.

“If you're honing to have them are-
lights of yourn iuahed back through
yvour pabesa—" he snarled.

- "Aw, can it!” meered Bud. " What
wa gomg to do with this lard-faced
boob? What's the use of him?®"”

“He gin’t no more use than you are,
Bud Parkerl
for the pguy I want!” hissed Chick.
“Turn that Adoggoned 1iﬁht off, you
bouchead! You figure that we wont
publicity, and you playing at being an
1Hun;§§uta:i vertisement on PBroad-
wa
_ Bud, in his anger and dismay at Hnd-
m% Billy Bunter in the place of the
millionaire’s som, had forgotten the
flashlamp in_his hand.

He shut off the hth. _

“"Now leave that fat gink there, and
come back I snarled Chick. gt |
guess—="

“Lissen !’ breathed Bud. i

“Aw, can i, you scared rabbit!
I'm telling yvou .

“Lissen ! hisased Bud.

There was a sound in the silenco—a
stealthy footfell. Bud's uneasy ears
had caught it first—but Chick heard
it mow, Suddenly, from the darkness,
came the blaze of a light—bright as a
searchlight, backed by impenetrable
darkness.

But the gangsters did not need tell-
ing who was behind that sudden glare
of hig'}ll:t‘ And they did not need toll-
ing that there was s gun in his other
hand 1 o

Chick forgot his idea of returnin
tn make another attempt. He bolte
along the aha&nnav Clojaters. After
him ﬂ-ﬂ&m?ﬁl‘&d Bud.

hia follower, and

“8tick ‘em up, you 'una!” came the
ﬂmi:; roar of Poker Pike.

They ran hard.

Bang |

The six-gun  roared, the Lullet
whistling among the stone pillere. Tho

glare light followed the gangsters,
picking them up as they ran.

Poker, it wes clear, wes up and on
the watoch that night! ad tha
prisoner been Van Duck, ne doubt the

angsters would have got him away

fora Poker established contact.

But that erzor in the dark dermitor
had spoiled everything, from the kid-

nappers point of view. In that start-
h:ﬁ and dismaying dizcovery, that they
had the wrong pig by the ear, they had

tten caution for a few moments,
erhaps Poker had had a glimpse of
Bud's HAashlamp—perhaps he  had
caught & sound of angry voices. Any-
how, there he was|

There he was—pickin
stera aa” they fled, wit oworful
light of the electrio torch, following
fast on their flecing footsteps, and
lonsing off his six-gun as he followed |
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I guess I'm going back:
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B!ﬁ hang, bangl
Ch Chew swung himsclf over the
wall, and dropped, a breathless heap,
inta the lano cutside the Cloisters. As

ha dmip?ud, he heard a frantic yell
and a fall on the inper sido of the wall
“I got it]"” came Bud's howling

voica. I sure got it in the laig !
And another wild yell followed.

Chick bounded up.

He was on the rafe side of the wall.
Bud was on the unsafe side, with a
bullet in his leg. Bud was s gone
coon—but Chick was not the man to
throw away his more valuable self on
sczount of a lame duck who had been
80 injudicious as to stop & bullet!
Chick Chew Lounded away in the dark-
ness, and did not stop running till he
reached tho car where Tug waited at
the wheel., But Parker was in no
state for running.

“I guess,” remarked Poker Piko, as
he stared down at the horn-rimined

man, in the glare of the -clectric
torch. "I guess 1 got wou, Bud
Parker !  Burest thing yon know! I

guess you want to bo glad that we
ain’t in Chicage now, Bud, or you'd
surg have cinched that pill in a place
where you live. But they're powerful
pertickler in this hyer country about
shooting up a gny and making it last
sickness for him! You want to he
leased that I let you have it in the
ag, Bud I

ud groanad. No doubt he hed
reazon to be pleased. But he did not
look pleased, and he did not feel
pleased. His wound was nothing to
make 8 song -or & dance about—only
suflicient to stop his flight and hand
him over to the grip of the Groyfriars
gunman, Buty Bud's game was up—

light flashed on. Mr. ?mﬁch, in dress-
:.nf-gmm and slippors, hurried in.

& c-IIE made straight for Van Duck’s
ed.
"Good heavens!” he ejaculatea, as
he saw that the bed was empty. “Then
it :s!jnut a false alarm boy ia
gone [

“Great pip " gasped Bob, as he

stared at the empty bed.

“Bunter's gone|” gasped Wharton.
~ Until the h%ht wn:gnwgmhu& on, the
Juniors had had no idea that anyone
was  mussing  from, the dormitory.
bﬂﬁw all eyos turned om the cmpty
o Wharton I” rapped out Mr. Quelch,

Van Duck appears to be missing,
ITave you any knowledgo— *

“He's here, siv

£ Wllu-tu?”

“O.K., sir!™ said Van Duck.

The Remove master spun, round to-
wards him, his cyos Imlfgm i astonish-
ment pb the sight o tﬁa American
junior sitting up in Bunter's bed.

“Ohl” he gasped. “1 faared—I am
lad to see that you are mafe, Van

wck. But what does this mesnt
Wﬂhi‘ are you not in vour own hed 1**

“I guess 1 changed beds with
Bunter, .sir.”

“Whatt ¥ou should have done
nothing of the kind!” exclaimed Mr.
ﬁni . “nYhm ;m vory well awaro

at no such o o i3 rmitted !
oo &ay had :m '11‘11‘E

8 guy con spilling soot in
my bed, :Iagz: and—nnd-ji:” "8

“This is extracrdinaiy | exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, with » glance at the cmpty
bed. “Certainly, 1t appesrs to bo
sooty 1 Some foolish boy——  But
never mind that now You cavsed mo

thick Chew was Dhittlng the open g moment of v inf
spaces, no doubt to try r mir.rL bub _ud Duck—seoing ﬂ?urf ea::;na;]nlp:] ,‘ Em}efrzﬁ
Farker was through with kidnapping thst vou had fallen into thu{mnda of o

for somo years to come!

From the day toey had transferred
their activities to the old-fashioned
side of the Atlantic Bud had been
pessimistic. He had felt that England
was no country for a gangster. And
he had been right! Chick had over-
riled his objections—but he had been
right | A country in which a guy counld
not buy his way out of the “can,'"” was
no country for gar%ﬂariugl

And the hapless Bud, in the lowest
of spirits, realised that he was booked
now for & “can” from which there waa

no exit to be bought—he had to como been he

before & judge who could not be bribed
and a jury who were not for sale—
and tho dismal prospcet mede Bud feel
like o two-cent remnant |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Night!

i HAT geck Poker!” exelaimed
Putnam van Duck.
Every fellow in tho school
wa:i awako.

The roar of Poker DTike’s six-gun
rang and echoed far and wide. It
was followed by the flashing of lights
and the bonging of doors.

The Remove fellows sat up in bed
unr;:i! lzatezinmd. -

Lhe echo of tho firing in the ruad
died away; but there wore many

sounds from downstairs, hurrying feot

and a buzz of voices.

“The jolly old kidnappers 1*
remarked  Bob eITY. “Poker
wouldn't bo blazing away for fun at this
time of night!™

‘There was a pattor of rapid feet in
the dormitory passage.

The door was flung open, and the

kidmapper |

“Horry, sir—"

“But whers is Bunter?” adked Mr.
Egelc_h. "bHBuFﬂtg have uh&gﬂgﬂd beds,

¥ is no afer m your as you
are in hia?! Bunter !"W %

Mz.- Quelch stared round the dormi.
tory. But there was no sign of the fat
Owl] of the Hemove,

“Where is Bunter 1" he rapped.

“I—I—I'm_ afraid that—thst— -*
stammered Wharton, “Bunter was in
Van Duck’s bed, sir, when we went to
sleep, and—and if the kidnapper las

“0Ohl } Mr. Quelch
% ¥ ga r. Quelch.
Bunter evidently was not in the dormi-

tory. It wes not difficult to guess that,
ocoupying Van wk's bed, he had
been taken for Van Duck in tho dark,
That was indeed, the only way of
accounting for his absenco.

Mr. Queleb hurried from the dormi-

" Fher

here was & bumx of woicss from the
oxcited g:!:.iun. Most of them turned
out of , snd gathered in a ciowd
at the du{&rwtg‘

& uess they got him ¥ muttened
Van Duck. “I guess thoy been here,
end they got that fat gink in the
7

& was in your bed,” sai ugeut.
“But how i{: thump would ﬁ:hﬂ;‘l’
know which was your bed, Van Duck?
If they turned on a light, they weuld
goo that it wasn't you in the bed.”™

“Waal, they dido't sco that it wasn't
me, g0 I rockon they knew which was
my bed,” said Putnam. “I'll say
Chick Chew haa been around taking
notes, some time or other. He knew
which bed to hit. But I reckon that
even Chick never guessed that & guy
had changed 0
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ihe man in the horn-rimmed glasses jerked a flash-lamp from his pocket, and turned the beam on the sleeper's face.

** Batisfied now ? ** gruted Chick.

“ Hardly,” s#aid Harry Wharton.
“If you'd been in your own bed—"
"1 guess it would have bern a
cinch.”

* But Bunter——" gaid Bob.

“They got no use for Bunter,” said
Van Duck. “As scon as they find
they ain't got tﬂa right packet, 1 guess

thl?’il drop it.” _
he juniors waited anxiously. Billy
Bunter's fatuous jape on the American
yuricr’s bed had had an utterly unex-
pected result. It looked as if it had
gaved Van Duck from the clutches of
the kidnappers, and caused the fat
Ow] to fai? mto those clutches.
Menpwhile, Mr. Quelch had hurried
dewn the stairs. The great door of
the House stood wide open, and light
streamed out into the dark gquadrangle.

Masters and prefects were up, half-
dressod, staring out into the guad.
The veice of Mr. Prout, the master of
the Fifth, was booming.

“ Absurd | An absurd alarm! 1 have
been awakened by a sound of fring!
Absurd, ridiculous I'

“A boy from the Remove dormitory
1s missing, Mr. Prout,” said the Re-
move master. “‘Something bas hap-

Eq__"-"

FﬁEThnt- unran," said Mr. Wiggins.
“Quoh a disturbance is really—really—
really—" - ; !

“ Hero ha comes, girl” said Win-
gate of the Sixth, _

A bowler-hatted figure loomed up in
the light from the doorway. Lvery
eve was fixed on it

Poker Pike came up the steps, carry-
ing what looked like a roll of blankets
on his hefty shoulder.

He walked in ond deposited the

You got the wrong gay, you Chick !

bundle on the floor, at the feet of the
Remove master.
" Yourn, I reckon,” he remarked.
“Bunter I"” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

He stared at the fat, unconscious face
that looked from the roll of blankets.

“Chloroform, I reckon,” snid Foker
tersely, [ guess it’s got me beat
how Chick picked up that fat gink,
instead of the guy he was after; but I
reckon he did. Say, whero's that
Putnam van Duck ?”

‘He ia safe in his dormitory I
gasped Mr, Quelch. "I have just secn
him and epoken to him.”

“0.IC 1" gnid Poker. ;

He lounged out of the IHouse again
into the dark quadrangle,

Billy Bunter was picked up by somo
of the masters, and carried up the
gtairs to his dormitory. Thore was a
buzz among the Removites as Quelch,
Prout, and Capper were secn coming
up the corridor, breathing hard under

the weight of the unconseious Owl
“* Halla, hallo, hallo Herc's
Bunter 1"

“Thank goodness he’s safe 1™

Tha orowd of oxcited juniors surged
back from the doorway as Bunter was
carried in. The fat junior was placed
in his own bed. It was clear that he
was under the influence of chloroform ;
its faint, sickly odour was still cling-

ing about him. It was likely to bo
somo  time before hs returned to
CONSCIOUsness.

“You boys will return to bed,” said
Mr. Quelch severely.

The juniors went back to bed—
though not to sleep. Mr. Quelch went
down to his study to ring up the echool
doctor at Friardale.

Ifa had fnished his eall, and was

** Search me !’ gasped Bud, staring at the fat face revealed. ** That ain’t Van Duck 1

putting up the receiver, when thero
was a trampling of feet, and a buzz
of voices in tho passage. A bowlor-
hatted head locked into the study.

“Acbbe you'll ring up tho cops?”
sugzpested Poker Pike,

“The—the what?"
Cuelch.

“TFhe bulls,” explained Mr. Pike

“I—1 fail to understand. am
about fo ring up the police station.”

“You got 1b'" assented Mr., Piko.
“You put them wise that I got o bLivd
for them."

" A—p-—p bird?"

“Zurest thing yvou know.*

Poker Pike turned back from the
doorway, leaving Mr. Quelch staring.
Then ho reappeared, helping in 8 man
in horn-rimmed glasses, who himped on
one leg. Mr. Quelch stared blankly
at Bud Parker.

ejacinlated Mr.

“Who—who—who 12 this?™ o
stuttered. o y
“Chick's  eide-kicker,” explained

Poker bricAy. "I guess I got him in
the lai;.', when be was hitting tho
horizon.”

“Doggone youl” groancd Dud.

"Pack it vp " said Poker. “I pucss
vou como oubt at the little end of tho
horn this trip, Bud. DBut you ain'c
got no kick coming.”

# Is—15—is that onc of the—the kid-
nzppers '’ stutterad Mce. Queleh.

“You satd 1t

“Bless my soull And—and—-

“1 guess 1 handed him a pill,” said
Poker. “But he ain't damaged a
whole lot.  Jest apilled some juice.
Mobbe you'll let lum stick hero till
the cops come glong # tote him to
the "can.’ ™
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He depozited the groaning Bud in
Alr. Quelch's armchair.

“Bless my soull"” repeated the ERe-
move master dezedly. ;

He rang up the police station =t
Courtfield. Half an hour later, In-
spector Grimea arrived in a car. And
in another hali-hour Bud's dismal fore-
hodings wera realised, and he was safe
in a “can,” from which there was no
escape.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ginger-beer for Poker |

Ak E, he, hel®
“Bhut up, fat ans!”
“L?eh bke an owl,

doesn’t he, in  ‘those

barnacles?” grinned Billy Bunter.

Whereat the other fellows grinned.
*The white-haired old tlemaon who
was pottering about in the quadrangle
certainly had rather an owlish look,
with a large pair of glasses perched
on his nose, But that remark from
the Owl of the Remove made the
juniors smile, - . ]

[t was several days since the excite-
ment oi the gangsters’ wisit to the
school. '

Bud Parker. safe im what he called
the “can,” was awaiting trial.” Chick
Chow, in parts unknown, was doubtless

laying plans for another attempt on
the Chicago millionaire’s son at
Greyiriars.

Dr. Locke hoped that his failure,
and the capture of his associate, would
discourage Chick, and- cause him to

give up his enterprise, and retire to
the sa etgl of hiz own country. Mr.
uelch gred that hope, and con-

sidered it probable.

Nathing, at all events, had been seon
or heard of the gaugsters sinee that
eventful night. ]

But Poker Pike, keeping “"tabs ' on
the heir to the Van Duck.millions, was
as watchful and wary as ever. And
Putnam did not belicve for o moment
that he was “through " with Kid-
napper No. 1 of the United Statea.

Coming out of class in the summer
afternoon, a good many fellows glanced
at the old ‘fouﬂemm, whose white hair
showed under his shining silk hat. Ho
waa peering through his glasses at an
ancient date cut on the granite basin
of the fountain. Some of tha fcllows
smiled as he tock out a magnifying-
glass to give it & closer scrutiny. He
was & stout, pnk-complexioned old
rentleman.

It was not uncommon for some old
gentlensan of archmologicel tendencica
1o visit the school, and potter about
s antiguities.  Lreyfriars fellows re-
warded  such old  sportsmen with
Levieral 1o,

“1 gav, yon icllows, that gunmen's
got an eve on him!” remarked Dally
Binter, with another chuckle.

Poker Pike strolled over from the
porter's Iud&:.;. His keen slits of eyes
searched harmless-looking old
gentleman as he passed him,

‘Harry Wharton & Co. could not help
grinning &8 tha Greyiviars gunmen
came up to them. Doker was & war
guy, and they could =c¢ (hat he wante
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o know about that stout, wenerabls-
looking srchaologist.

“That silly ass thinks everybody who
comes to the school i after Van
Duck,” grinned Billy Bunter. “I've
scenn him squinting inte the grocer's
cart at the tradesmen’s glate,"

And the juniors chuckled.

“'SBay, who's that old guy?” asked
Poker, jerking his thumb towards the
old gentleman at the fountain,

“Bome giddy archmologist!” replied
Harry Wharton. “He blew in this
afterncon.”

“¥You wise to him!"

“Eh! I've never seen him before, if
that's what you mean.*

“¥ou figure that hea's one of Chick's
side-kickers, vou bonehead?” grunted
Putnam van Duck.

» "1 guess Chick uses all sorts to play
his game,” answered Poker, * Alcvbbe
that old guy’'s on the level, and mebba

be ain’t. 'l say I'm kecping taba on
vou, Putnam wvan Dhck, while he's
around.”

“Aw, can it!” said Putnam. “Yeu
sure maks me tired, Poker |
_ “I say, you fellows, I know who he
i5,” said Billy Bunter. "I heard him
spcaking to the Head in his study.”

“Of course Bunter knows"” grunted
Johony Bull. “He always will, so
long as they make Ekeyholes in the
doors.™

“Beast! I happened to be under the
Ifead’s study window, and it was
open,” said Bunter. "So I couldn’t
help hearing what they said. You
mee, tho window was wide open, and I

had stopped to tie my shoe-lace—"

“Lucky for you the Head didn’t spot
you listening under his window !
grunted Johnay Bull

“1 wasn't listening ! hooted Bunter,
“1 hopo I'm not the fellow to listen,
I couldn’t help hearing what they said
when 1 had stopped just under the
window to pick up my handkerchicef.”

“As well as to tie your shoe-lacef?"”
asked Bob, |

“1 mean, to tie my shoe-lace! Well,
while I was picking up my shos-lace—
I moan, tying my handkerchicf—that is,
while I was tying my shoe-laen, I heard
themn raw, 1e's Professor Belknap, and
belongs  to the Archwological Asso-
cintion, and he said that being in the
neighbourhood, ho took the liberty of
callng—"

“1 suppese the Ilead Lknows hin ™
sanl Harry.

“ He iu];fy well doesn’h™ said Bunter,
“because he said that he was pleased
to make his acquaintance, and had heard
of him.”

 ¥ou heard a jolly lot, while you were

tying that shoe-lace!™ said Jolhnny
ull sarcastically.
“PReast! And the Head said—*
“Kick him 1™
* Dpast |

iilly Bunter rolled away, just in time
Foker Pike lounged away, but he did
not go very [ar. Evidently he was going
to keep o speeial eye on Putnam, whilo
the stranger was within the gates. Even
a white-haired member of the Archmo-
logical Association was not above sus-
picien,  in the wary <¢yes of the

G:ﬁ?frmrs gunman.
- Prout came out of the Ilouse and
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glanced round ki,
He stopped to
speak s I;m passed
the group of Re-
tioy Lles.

“Wharton [

“¥Yos sirt”
answered Harry.

CLUB
Send P.C. for

“1 mndderstand
that E'rofessor
Belknap, of the

Archmological Association, is  lhere™
said the IFifth Form master. "Havo
oM aﬁn him? Cen you tell me wheve

e ia?’

“Over there by the fountain, sir.™

“Thank you, Wharten.”

And the portly Prout rolled away to
the fountain in the quad, no doubt to
place his storea of Im-:-wlec?gc at the dis-
posal of the learmed professor.

“That old besn will. ba sorry he
called whon Proul starts wnggm§ his
chin,’* remarked Bob Cherry. “What
about ginger-popi™

ot ginger po |

The chums of the Remove waikel
across to the school shop., After them
walked Poker Pike.

Putnam van Duck gave a snort

Futnam acknowledged freely that the
Greyfriars punman was necessary to his
safety. Eﬁ t onca already, tho
watchful Poker had saved him frem the
wiles of Chick Chew. But he ¢ould not
help feeling that Poker overdid the
watchfulpess, and "treading om his
tail ™ within the school walls was rather
too much of & good thing.

“ Beat it, you bopehead !* he EI:IE]_JEEIL
turning at the door of the tucks 'I]{L
“Xou big stiff, you figure that that old
white-whiskered guy 1s going fo m‘mE
ma up and tote me off in his silk
topper ™ '

““Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Mebbe, and mebbe not!” answercd
Poier stolidly. “I guess I ain’t losing
sight of wou, f'uu Putnam wvan Duck.”

“Vamoose, I'm telling youl”

“Forget it 1" said Poker. i

And the punman followed the juniors
mto the school shop. A good many
fellows were there, and there was a
general grin at the sight of the gun-
ILRi [

" Hera ¢omes the kid and his nurse !”
sa:d Skinner.

“Bhut up, Skinner ' said Bob Cherry,
as the American junior reddened,

_ Poker did not mind. He was quilae
mdifferent to Skinner's little jokes, and
the grinning faces of the other feflaws.
Iie was there to keep tabs on Putnam,
ntel nothing else mattored to the dutiful
I'oker. But it was not surprising that
Putnamm waz fed-up occastonally, with
talis Dbeing kept on him to such &n
exlent.

~ The gunman stoed like a graven
image, wlile the juniors ordered ginger-
pop.

Putnam, as he took a bottle of that
refreshing liquid, gave him s glare.

“Say, you guy, you want to take o
walk I he snapped.

“Forget it " answered Poker.

“You beating it?"? demanded Ven
Dk,

“Not so's you'd notice it.™

Putnam’s oyes gleamed over the
pinger-boer  bottle,. The cork was
removed suddenly.

IFizzeweze !

Squish !

Splash !

" Yurrrrooooop !” roared DPoker, as
the sudden stream caught him in his
hickory Yace. * Say, what the thunder—
gurrreggh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Gurrrrggh | 1 guess—ococh I splut-
tered Poker, * You pesky young piccan
—nurrrrapegh 1Y .

* Ha, fia, ha!"* yelled the juniors,

I'oker staggered back, dabbing wildly
at streaming ginger-beer. Thero was a
how! of laughter in the tuckshop.

*Urrgh! You young gpink, I guess 1'l1
boat you up o few I epluttered Polher.
“1'l1 sure lam you, you Putnam van
Duck! I guess—"

Poker was interrupted, Therc was o
sudden roar of voices from the auad-—



excited voices shouting from a dozen
directions.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
exclaimed Bob Cherry. Hea rushed to
the door, and the other fellows rushed
after him. Puinam vsn Duck rushed
with the rest, and Poker, dabbing
streaming finger-bear from his hipkery
foﬁ:uras, or onco failed to “keep
ta ‘IJ

7 ’IJ

e —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Some Surprise !

IEE this!" said Coker, .
“For goodness’ sake,” said

Potter of the Fifth, “mind

what you're doing with that
cricket ball,” ;

“¥or the love of Mike—" urpged
Creene. :

“If you fellows will shut up ™ eaid
Horace Coker, *I'l] show vou the trick
of it! I'm not going to bowl, you sill
asses | Think I'm mss enough to chu
cricket balls about in the middle of tha
gquad "

Potter and Greene dodged away from
Coker.

Their opinion, it appeared, was that
Coker of the Fifth wae mass encugh for
that, or for anvthing else!

Certsinly, they secemed very anxious
not to stand in front of the great
Horace while he was brandishing that
cricket ball. .
“What are you jumping about like

kangaroos for?” demanded Coker
angrilv. *I'm simply going to show
ou the trick of it. I shan't fel; the ball

eave my hand! Thivk I want to break

windows, or knock that old sporlsman’s

hat off, or bung Prout in the eye?"
“Well, mind you don't!" said Potter.

Potter and Greens were uneasy. They
had cause to be uneasy. Even in the
cricket field, nobody liked fo be mear
Horaea Coker when he had the ball in
his hand. Tnexpected things h:glpened
when Coker of tho Fifth handled a
cricket ball—unexpected, at least, by
Coker. In such circumstances, oniy the
wicket was safe. _

Handling it in the quad was still more
dangerous. Fellows were not allowed
to buzz cricket balls sbout in the quad.

True, Coker was not going to n::nrrr?'
his demonstration to the actusl length
of bowling! But his friends, knowing
their Coker, were uncasy, and wera
likaly to remain uneasy ao ]nng as Coker
handled what—in his hands—was not
merely & cricket ball, but a deadly
Weapon.

There were a lot of peopla sbout in
the summer sunshine, after class. Dorzens
of {ellows of all Forms were in the guad,
A crowd of Remove jupiors had just
gone into the tuckshop, but the quad
was well populated.

Quelch and Capper were walking by
Masters’ windows. By the fountain in
the middle of the quar.f. Mr. Prout stood
in conversation with the white-haired
old gentlernan, who, according to
Bunter, had introduced himself to the
Head a3 Professor Belknap, of the
Archmological Association. Wingate
and some of the Sixth were grnnpeﬁ in
one spot-—other fellows epotted about,
If that ball left Coker's hand, with
Coker's heef behind it, it was Fairly
clear that somcbody was going to get
damaged.

Any fellow, of course, could have
demonstrated a bowling trick without
letting the ball %n But with Coker,
wvou never could tell. Potter and Greene,
at all events, preferred fo act on the
maxim of sa.i'ﬂty first !

They lropped away from Coker, ziving
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him plenty of sea-room. That action
ceused Horace to smort with annoyance.

“Wealch mal' he snu;Ppaﬂ.

“"We're watching! called back
Potter, Th-e:i' preferred safe-distance
watching—still, they watched, It was
only prudent to watch Coker when he
was brandishing a deadly projectile.

“You get it like this,” said Coker.
“Your finger on the seam—see?”

“Oh! Yes!” gaid Greens, "I say,
be careful.”

“Don’t be an ass, Greene |

“Well, look here—"' said Poiter.
o Don’t jaw, Potter!” gaid Coker.

Just watech ! Like this I

Colier's powerful arm swept,

As a bowler Coker of the %iith might
with luck have hit the side of a house,
provided that it was quite a large houso
and Coker not very far off from it. But
Coker's own idea was that he could
bowl. A large-hearted fellow like
Coker, in possession of valuable know-
ledge, naturally desired to impart some
of the same to his less-gifted friends.
Lack of enthusinsm on their part did
not discourage Coker,

“Like this,” repeated Coker.

Perhaps that tricky way of getting
his finger on the seam provented Coker
from getting a very secure grip on the

all; or perhaps Coker was, as usual,
simply a clumsy ass.

. Anyhow. the ball lew, Coker did not
intend it to leave his hand; but a
cricket ball never heeded Coker's in-
tentions—in Coker’s grip it seemed to
have a will of its own.

Whiz ! went the ball.

“Oh " gasped Coker.

He seemed surprised.

Potter and Greene were not surprised,

hey were only alarmed; they had guite

expected Hﬂmethm;ﬁ of the sort, They
could only hope that if Coker hurled
that deadly missile scross a crowded
guadrangle it would fail to find = billet
—as a bullet i3 said always to do.

‘But there was no such d fortune;
thera wers too many billets about for

that whizzing ball to fail to find one.
Crash |

Yell!

“Oh ¢rumbs I gasped Coker.

“You've done it now!"™ stuttercd
Potter.

Coker had !

Ho had done it brown!

For a n‘ivhl; second after that ball so
unexpectedly left Coker's hand it was a
paintul problem who would stop it;
then it was stopped as it crashed on the
side of & venerable-looking lead.

It missed Prout by & foot and banged
on the head of the archmological gentle-
man with whom he stood In conversa-
tion nt the fountain.

The crach and the frantie yell were
followed by a heavy fall. Coker of tho
Fifth, if he lacked other qualities, had
plenty of beef. Therc was lots and lots
of beef behind that cricket ball. It
banged on the white-haired bead like &
blacksmith’s hammer.

The sh;nmg'h silk hat flew off and
Hoated in the fountain; its wearer
rolled at Prout’s feet.

Prout gazed at him transfixed.

There was & roar all over the quad.
Fellows rushed up on all sides; they
shouted and stared.

Coker stood rooted, overwhelmed. Ilo
had neot intended to do this, but hae
had done it—only too cvidenily he had
done it.

“G-g-g-roodness gaspod
Pront.

Tha Fifth Form master jumped to
the fallen man; he dropped on his
knees by his side; ho raised o dizzy
head in his hands.

Then he gave what conld only be de-
gcribed as a squeal amazement; for

gracions 1"

H

as he raised the half-stunned bead of
the archmological gentleman tha wvener-
abla mop of white hair came off in his
hands.

Ii:i revealed s close-cropped dark
ead.
; Pg:nuﬁ, ag ona knep wit!& a white wi%:
in his hand, remained ed £
ﬂstnnishmant.re PR R

“What—what—what—" stuttered
oo hi d th
ooooh 1 aspe the sprawling
man. “0Ohl raat snakes! lfw e

“What the thump—" d Win-
gate of the Bixth, i o
I eay, you fellows, it's & wig!”

yelled Billy Bunter.

o Whﬂ-—-—hr"'

' What—'"

Professor Belknap—if that was his
name, which was very doubtful—

raised himself dizsil
inked round mf

his glasses had
E;Ll:]n off, but ha did not ne;.;m to pneed

“Oh!™ he gasped. “Ohl Oooopl 1™

:Whntr——-:g gurgled Prout, ®
5 Seize him!” = Mr, Quelch

HITYIng up.

Prout was not quick on the uptake,
but the Romove master was, A man in
the school in disguise was enongh to
tell Queleh how tho matter stood.

An impostor | Detain him |”

The loss of his venerable white hair
hed etrangely changed the visitor's
looks. The elose-cropped dark head was
that of a man at least twenly years
younger than he had appeared to be.
An old gentleman with a bald head
might have worn & wig for very good
reasons, butk a jynupgar man with a good
crop of natural bair could only have ono
reason {or doing so. It was clear to
Quelch and to others that the man was
not Professor Belknap, of the Archeo.
logical Association, at all, bul ons of
the kidnepping gang.

hat he was a much YOURger man
than he looked was proved when Mr.
Quelch reached him and grasped at him.,

Dizzy as he was from the crash of the
cricket ball on his  head, he dealt
fmml}ﬂr and effectively wiih the

temove master,

A fist that secmed to Mr. Quelch like
;;a liiﬁzepl- a&' ui-:-ﬂ lush:d out, ;:dkllenrj

uaele WEen over CEWAT
almost heols ever head, e
back and

He crashed on his
gasping.

o disguised man scrambled up.

He was a stout man, but evidently
extremely active. There was a lump
on his head where the ericket ball had
smitten, and his brain must have been
spinning from the shock, but ho leaped
away with the activity of a kangaroo.

: E'E” him

idnapper 1"

*He's J;wnad Quelch '

“"Bag him”

It was & roar of voices all over the
quad. It brought Harry Whavion & Co.
helter-skelter from the tuckshop.

Putnam van Duck
saw the stout figure,
for the gates.

* Chick 1"

“What?" gasped Harry Wharlon,
* That old bean—"

“Chick Chew ! shrieked Pulpnam.

“ After him ¥ roared Bob Cherey,

Five or six fellows, nearer to the
spot, sprang at Chick as he ran. llis
powerful arm swept round ; Wingate of
the Sixth reeled in one divection,
CGwrnno in another. Blundell of the
Fifth jumped in his way, and spun over
like a ninepin. With a velling mals at
his heels, the disgmsed pangsier ran
like a deer for the gateway.

“Sccure him ! Pront was booming.

on an elbow and

CAN®

lay

atless, slrcaking

avoe a vell as ho o

L R
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“Seoure the scoundrell In disguise—a
alpable disguise ! An impostor | Secure
um 1"

But it was not so easy to Eecure
Chick. Gosling appeared in the gate-
way—and jumped promptly aside as the
desperate man came specding at lum,
Chick flew out into the road.,

*Poker 1" velled Putnam.

_ But Poker Pike was mngping stream-

ing ginger-beer from hizs hickory face.

Running like a deer, the gangster dis-
appeared out of the gateway. A shout-
ing mob poured out after him—and
erowded back as a car driven at a reck-
less ¢peed roared down the road. The
. hatlesy man leaped on the running
board as it reached him, and the ear
vanished in the distance in a eloud of
dust, Chiek Chéw was gone !

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hard Lines on Queleh !

& O0R old Quelch 1
P “Queleh 1 huort
“T eay, vou fellows,

old
ah is knocked out 1
A orcwd gathered round the Remove
master.

%r. Wiggins and Mr. Capper raized
him from the ground. Dr. e Wwas
seen hurrying down from the House.
Greviriars buzzed and rang with excite-
ment from end to end.  Prout stood
with the white wig still in hia hand.
Potter of the Fifth captured the silk
hat that floated in the granite basin of
the fountain.

Chick Chew was already far away,
and he had left those relics behind him.
Poker Pike, still dabbing ginger-beer,
looked at them grimly, Coker of tho
Fifth blinked at them. Coker had littlo
dreamed what was going to be the resnlt
of his demonstration of that trick of
bowling to Potter and Greene.

“What—what has happened?™ The
Head came uf, “Mr. Queleh—— Biless
my soull Ie appears to be wneon-
seious 1™

“Poor old Quelch!” breathed Bob

1C1TY.

Chick had hit tha Remove master only
once—but Chick was & hard hitter.
Guelch hardly knew what had happened
to him, Tt might have been the kick
of & mule. He waz half-stunned; and
he sagged, & helpless weight, in the
supporting arms  of Wigging and
Cappor. :

“Who threw that ball?” Prout was
booming as the Iead came up. "It
was most fortunste—most fortunate! I
was completely deceived by ihat
wretched impostor | But who——"

: w1 did; sir,” stammered Coker. "JI—

R

“What—what—"  exclaimed the
Head., “Who—who—"

*An 1mpostor, sir!” boomed FProut,
“A raseal, sir, in dispuize] Evidently,
pir, one of the kidnapping gang, and
vertamly not Profeszor Belknap at all 17

“RBless my =oul 1?

“T'll =ay it was Chick! grunted
Poker Pike. “Tt was sure Chiek! T
guesr he was here after that Putnam
van Duek.™

" But—but—" gasped the Iead.
Ile had not had the remotest doubt of
Professor Belkpap's bonafides, when
that archsological pgentleman  had
introduced himself.

“Burest thing you know !” grunted
Poker., *And I'll mention that if I'd
been around he wouldn’t have vamoosed
the ranch so _easy! You pesky young
procan, you Putnam van Duck i

“A boy of my Form, sir, exposed
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him " boomed Prout. “This boy, sir
—Coker of my Form, sir—knocked him
over, sir; with a oricket ball, How
Coker discovered that he was an im-
postor, sir, I do pot vet know: but un-
doubtedly, sir, Coker acted with great
presence of mind—a boy of my Form,
BiT.
“Oh erikey I” gasped Coker.

Horace Coker realised that this
matter was not going to furn out so
badly, after all |

Had the archeological gentleman been
genuine, certainly Horace -would have
been booked for very serious trouble,
for nearly braining lim with a ericket-
ball. It was rather fortunate for
Coker, if not for Quelch, that that
archeological gentleman had proved to
ba Chick Chew in one of his many
dizguises,

“ Bless my soul 1™ zaid the Head.

“A boy of my Form, sirl” boomed
Prout, evidently greatly llP]llim.se\‘:I by the
fact that it was a Fifth Yorm man who
hed trmreaﬁgdd_thln trickery of the
impostor, by displaying such presence
of mind, *“This boy, sir, Coker—
But for this boy Coker, sir, the cheat
would not have been discovered—the
wretch would have been here carrying
out his dastardly ohans—"*

¥ Please bring Mr. ?Iuelnh into the
House |* said the Head. “My dear

Quelch—*
“I=—I e¢an walk, sirl* Eani;ad the
Homove mastor. Quelch hated fuss,
and had no desire whatever to figure as
a lame ﬂuck.
“My dear Quelech—" said Wiggins.
"My dear fellow said Capper.
They assisted Quelch to the House.
In Emnt of fact, Quelch found that he
needed  assistance. A sympathetio

crowd followed—Prout still booming.

“A boy of my Form—remarkable
presence  of mind—very remarkable
indeced—a boy of my Form1”

“Good old Coker|” said Bob Cherry.
“But how the thump did Coker know
that he was & jolly old gangster? He
didn't look 1t.”

“The bhowfulness is terrific.”

“How did you know, Cokeri® n
dozen fellows demanded, as Mr. Quelch
was taken into the House.

Coker gasped.

“I—I didn't ™

“¥ou didn't1" howled Bob.

“Nunnaol It was an accident !

“Oh erikey IV

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Better not
chuckled Nugent.

-ﬁ!Ha' hﬂ-, ha ™

“Wonderful presence of mind to
weigh in with an acoident 1™ chortled
the Bounder. *“Ware you chucking
that cricket ball at Prout, Coker ??

~ "No, you young oss! I was show-
ing Potter and Greene a bowling trick,
and it slipped from my hand some-
how—-""

tell Prout that!™

“Ha, ha, hal”
Everybody was coneerned about Mr.
Quelch;  but  Coker’s explanation

furnished a little comic relief! _
When the juniors went in to tea, it
was rumoured that Quelch had been

taken inte “sanny * and the school
doctor telephoned for. Billy Bunter
rolled nte Study No. 1 with news,

while the Famous Five were at tea
there with Putnam van Duck.

“1 say, vou fellows, Quelch has got
the EK.O.,” announced Bunter. * Thas
may mean a day off to-morrow. 1 say
I'll have some of that cake! I say, 1
wonder if we shall get a holiday. Just
like the Head to fix us up with extra
French if Quelch can’t take usl You
know these schoolmasters! Still, 1'd

rather have Mossop, than Quelch, so
that's all right, really.”
“You fat villain [ said Bob.

“0Ob, really, Cherry! I say, I hear
that old Prout has let Coker off some
Ilines! He, he, he! First timo he's
aver been Pleasad with Coker. Bet you
Coker won't' tell him it was an accident
and Prout might have got it himself|
He, he, he!”?

“Poor old Quelch!” gaid Harry
hartop.
“Oh, wes, sorry for old Quelch!”

assented Bunter. “But if we get off
Latin to-morrow, it won't be so badl
There's a silver ]inin% to avery cloud,
vou know, I say, I'll have soms of
those doughnuts. Quelch, in going to

have a pair of black eyes! I saw him
Ening into sanny. Fancy Quelch with
lack eyes! He, Ho hal 1 say, Van

Duck, Quelch will be fed u{} with having
vou here. T say, you fellows, do you
think Quelch will turn up in the Form-
room with his eyes blacked? Bit un-
dignified, what? We may get out of
Latin for a week or more ™

“Kick him !* said Johnny Bull,

“ Beast !

Eilly Bunter rolled out of Study
No. 1, to carry further the glorious
news of the pessibility of getting cut of
Latin for a week or mora!

“Paor old Quelch I? said Putnam van
Duck. "TI'll say it's flerce for him! I
reckon I wish Poker had been on the
spot with his gun, when that bomehead
Coker knocked Chick over. If he'd got
Chick, T guess the kidnapping game
would be up and I'd have a chance of
seeing Chicago again.™

“Tired of Greyfriars?? asked Bob,
with a grin.

“Nope! But I guess popper wants ma
home,” said Van Duck, “But the
United States ain't no place for me so
long as Chick’'s on the warpath! He
ain’t got me here, but he'd suro cinch
me fast enough on the other side of the
pond. It wouldn’'t be apny use if the
cops got him—Chick is rich enocugh to
buy himaself cut of the *can.’ ™

“Nobody in England is rich enough
to do that!” chuckled Bob.

“You said it1” agreed Van Duck. "I
uess Pop iz wise to thatl If the&hgﬁt-
‘hick on this side of the pond Chick
will be parked safe, and the popper can
have me home. I'm telling you, the
popper knew whtht,he was about, when
he sent me here. " But they ain't got
Chick yet—though I reckon that Poker
would have got him, if I hadn't been
mlmg sround with that pesky ginger-
i

After tes, the juniors went down fo
get nows of Quel They learned that
he was in “szanny,” and that the school
doetor had attended him. It was
rumoured that he was booked for the
school hospital for some time. No
doubt Mr, Quelch was suffering from
severe shock; and still more probably,
he was unm.f]mg to show up in publio
with blackened eryes. Anvhow, the
Remove had lost their Form-master for
the present.

And that they had lost him for some
tima to come was clear, when it was
lcarned that the Head had telephoned
to Leggett & Teggers for a temporary
master to take his place,

Which Billy Bunter declared was just
like & schoolmaster ! Bunter declared
that if th&i were going to have a pew
beak in the place of the old beak,
Qluair;h might just as well not be ill at
alll But as Head omitied to ask
Billy Bunter's advice in the matter, a
temporaty master for the Remove was
due to arrive at an early date.

£ )
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Poker Pike drew back a fow paces, and launched himself at the door. A hetty shoulder, with all the gunman’s beef behin
“‘ Oh crikey ! * gasped Bob Cherry, as the door few open.

Saloman, In a

dressing-gbwn, was standing in the middle of the room, his eyes bllnking behind his glasses.

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Missing Mr. Saloman !

i ALOMAN "
S “That's the namal”
“T gay, you follows, iz ha a

Joew ™ asked Billy Bunter.

“Shut up, fathead!” growled Hob
Cherry.

It was & couple of days later; and the
nowa had spread that the temporary
master of the Remove was arriving that
afternoon. The Brm Loggett &
Teggers supplied temporary masters, or
any sort of masters, at short notice; and
Mr. Salomsn—whoever Mr. Saloman
might be—had been duly supplied by
that well-known pcholastic agency.
Home of the Removites were discussing
the matter, and wondering what the
temporary “beak ” would be like., As
Monty Newland of the Remove was in
the group, and Monty was of the ancient
raca of Israel, Billy Bunter's guestion
was not in the best of manners.

“Qh, really, Cherry! It sounds
rather like & Jow!” said Bunter. “If
he i3, I dare say Newland will geb on
‘with him, what? FEle, he, hal I don't
think much—"

“Why say much?” asked Nowland.
“You mean vou don't think at all.”

“T'ha muchfulness is not terrifie!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.

“1 was going to say I don't think
muteli=——""

“Pirat time I've ever heard Bunter
telt the truth!” remarked Frank
Nugent. . ]

“] was going to say I don't think
rach=——"

“‘I'sll us something we don't know [
soogosted Johnny Ball,

“Will you let s fellow speaki™

howled Bunter. I don’t think much
of Jews! Look at  Nowland,
frinstancel Stingy! Only yesterday,
I asked him to cash a postal order for
me, and he said he would cash it as
soon &s he saw it——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Speaking of postal orders,” went
on Bunter, “I told you fellowa I was
expecting one, I think., If you'd like
to let me have the five bob, Van
Duck—"

“(Guess agaip

| suppose Americans are as shingy

as Jews,” said Bunter. “ You'll let me
have that five beb, won't you,
Wharton?"?

& Hﬂ‘ I!ll ]

“If yon're going to' be as stingy as
Van Duck and Newland—"

“ Just 1™ agreed Wharton.

“I say, Bob, old chap——"

“No good old-chapping mel” said
Bob Cherry sadly. “I haven't got five
bob, "

“fla, Ita, hal”

“ Nugent, old fellow "

“No good old-fellowing me " grinued
Nugent. *I haven't, either.”

“1 say, Johnny——""

"lli',lu and eat coke |” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“I say, Monty, old bean—"

“I1f vou call me Monty, I'll kick vou,
Bunter I said Newland.

“Beaat |

Fvidently Billy Buntex's celebrated
postel order was not going to be cashed
till it arrived. And that distant date
was no usp to Bunter,

“What about walking down to the
station?’” asked Harry Wharton, "1

hear that Baloman iz coming by the
four-thirty.™

“Catch me walkin
Jew " grunted Billy Bunter.

“Nobody asked you, gir, shs sasid1"
sang Bob Cherry. “Let's! It will show
the Saloman-bird what nice chaps we
are, and how we love our kind teachcrs,
which slways does a besk good.”

“Rot!" said Bunter,

But it did not seem rot fo the Famous
Five. A walk across the groen cominon
in the June sunshine was pleasant
enough ; and they were rather interested
tc see the new beak, who was to
take Mr. Quelch's place in the Removeo
Yorm-room for & week or more,

As they were going to have at loast o
week of {ﬁm. suchi & polite atiention on
his arrivael might make a good impres-
sion,. which might ;ilmve useful when
they came to deal with him in the Ferm-
room, And as they had nothing special
to do till tea-time, the chums of the
Remove decided on tho walk.

As the I'amous I'ive and Ven Duck
went down to the gates, a bowler-hatted
Eigi.lra rose [rom the beuch by Gosling’s
OllLge,

“Aloseving out*"’ asked Poker Pike.

miles t& meet a

“Yep!” answered Bob  Cherry
gravelv. " Burcst thing vou Lnow, old-
timer.” 4 !

And tho juniors grinned as Lhey

walked out—the Ureylfriars
walking after thom.

Van Duck made a grimace. Mr. Balo-
maen might be pleased at Leing met nt
the station by members of Lite Form e
was to take ot Greyfriars. But he was
likely to be mora syrprised than pleased

gunman

{Canlinued on page 16.)
g Alvisex Lisniry.—No. 1,478,
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(Continued from page 1)

at the sight of a Chicago gunman in
attendance. .

&till, Chick Chew's latest stunt, in
entering the school in dizguise, made it
clearer than ever that Poker's watchful
care was a stern necessity; and nobody
raized objections. Not that objections
would have had any effect on the stolid
Poker.

It was quite a pleasant. walk across
Courtfield Common, snd the pariy of
juniors arrived at the station in good
time for tho train.

Taking platform tickets, they went on
the platform to wait for the train to
come in from Lantham Junchion.
Poker Pike followed them on the C%i_at-
form. Perhaps he figured that Chick
Chew might be hanging sebout the
station, ready to whisk the millionaire’s

son off in an express trainl Poker
wouldn't have put it past him |
“Hallo, hallo, hallot Here she

comes |” said Bob Chlerry, as the ex-
press from Lantham came steaming
down the line. . .

The train stopped in the station;
doors flew open, and passengers
alighted. The juniors watched them as
they got out, trying to pick out Mr.
Haloman. :

It was known that he was to orrive
by that train, so there could be no doabt
that he was among the passengers. But,
if 20, it was not easy to pick him out.

Thore were only eight passengers
alighting from the train. hree of
them were of the gentle sex. Of the
other five, one was Mr. Pilkins, the
ostats agent; another was Dick
‘rrumper, of Courtfield S8chool; one waas
a stont farmoer, one was a commarsial
travellar, and one was a Horid gentle-
man who looked like &n auctionecr.

“Is that the mercitant{” asked Bob
clonbtfully.

“Dacan't look the part!" remasiked
Harry Wharton,,

“Well, these temporary masters ars
all sorts of odds and ends,™ eaid Bob.
“It can't be one of the others; wea'd
botter ask him."

And Bob stepped towards the mien
who looked like an auctioneer, raised
his hat very pohitely, and asked:

“ My, Saloman, sir?”

Y“Ehi Nao! Get out!l' zaid the Rorid
gentleman, And he walked on,

“ﬂinwed!” said Bob., “He ham't
come 1™

I1arey Wharlon laughed.

“Miszed the connection at Lantham,
1 suppose,” he said. *'He will come
along in the next train—that'a an hour.”

“Blow the next train!” grunied Tloh,
“Wa've had our walk for nothing.'"

“And we shan't bo sble to show him
what nice fellows we are, and how we
love our kind tleachers!™ grinned
sugent.

“What about tea at the bunshop, and

coming vownd for the next train?”
nsked Ilarry. “7hat will 6t -in all
right."

“F guess that's O.15.," said Van Duek.
Tne Magxer Lisnany.—No, 1.478.

- ¥ ting their man.

THE MAGNET

And the party having agreed that it
was 0.K., there was su adjournmeut to
the bunshop in thawmmmat for tca—
shadowed d? the bohiul FPoker. ‘

Tea filled in the interval nicely till
the next train from Lanthom was due.
Then, still under Poker’a watchful eye,
tho ‘E.s.niure. returned to the station to see
tha five-thirty from Lantham come in.

This time they had no doubt of spot-
e fut ugm:r. ﬂrzruﬂw?s
a surprise and & disappointmen rly
threai';mssangﬂm alighted at Courtfield—
and not one of them could possibly be
imagined to be & schoolmaster, The
chums of the Remove watched them pass
down the platform—a young lady typist
from Chunkley’s, a horsy-locking man
chewing a straw, and 8ir Hilton Popper,
of Popper’s Court ! Certainly Mr. Salo-
man was not one of the thres | :

“Well, my on hfﬂ' said Bob, 13
disgust. “‘Has tha ing mss mussc
mﬁer train or what 1"

“Must be a chumpl”
Johnny Bull i

“There’'s another trasin in anolher
hour |” said Nugent, with a grin,

“Oh, rats!"" i

MNaobody was disposed to wait for the
six-thirty. The '(fra;rf:inru fellows left
the station, and walked back lo the
school. Either the temporary master
was 8 man with a genius for iusm
trains, or else something had happene
to delay his arrival, e

Billy Bunter met the juniors as they
came inte the House., His fat face was
wreathed with grins.,

“I say, you fellows, did you go to the
station?"” he inguired.

“Yes, osgsl" ; =

“"How did you miss him, then?"

“He never came.”

“He, he, he ™ .

“Anything to cackle at in that?”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, you must be »illy asses
grinned Bunter. “ He must have walked
out under your noses! He, he, he!”

“You giggling gorgon, he mnever
came [

“Ha jolly well did!” chuckled Bun-
ter. “He's with the Head now 1™

“He'a here ?”’ exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, in astomishment.

"He, he, he! Ves, rather| I've seen
him—he's a Jew all right 1 said Bunter,
“Too jolly stingy for a taxi-fare! He,
he, he! Ho walked from the station.”

“You hlithering ass|” hooted Bab.
“He never came|”

“Well, ho’s with the Head now,
whether he did or not!” choriled Bun-
ter. "I heard him say to Prout, after
he came in, that being such a fine day,
ho had walked from the station. You
ielicm;s must have been as blind as
owla.’

The juniors stared at Bunter. They
wore utterly astonished to hear that the
new master had arrived during their
abzence, ey were sbsolutely cortain
thet he had not arrived at Courtfield by
the four-thirty, at all events.

“Is that fat ass gammoning " asked

remnrloed

!!j

Johnny Bull.

“Hera, Smithy!"” called out Bob
l:.}'hﬁry, “Iias the new beak blown
in i

“¥Yes, an hour ago” answered the
Bounder. "I Dbelieve he's with the
Head.”

“What's he like " E

“Fat old codger, with & boko!"
grinned Smithy. “looks a good-
tempored old bean—we shall have an
easior {ime with him than with Quelch,
I fancy. ™

“Well, my hat!”

It was quile & puzzle to the chums
of the Remove. A “fat old codger with

noticed under six pairs of eves. Yol he
must have dono so, if he had .walked
from . Courtfield, to the achool. Btill,
they knew that he hadn’t, and cpuldn's
have. 8o it really was a puzzle.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Littls Mysterions !

R. SALOMAN was scen at call-

Mg

Ie was in Hall, with the

other masters, when the school

athered for call-over; and most of tho

temove aved him with interest—especi-

ally the Famous Five and Putnam van
Duck,

He looked, as tha Bounder had said,
& good-tempered old bean. He was a
stout gentleman of uncertain age, with
& dark, and rather shiny complexion,
and—undoubtedly—a “boko.”  Judg-
ing by his features, at all events, Mr.
Baloman bad a strong dash of the
Oriental in him. EHe wore glasses, and
8 beard; and his nose, was, to say the
least, prominent.

Certainly he was not & man to have
passed unnoticed when six fellows were
walting and watching for him.

“8o that's the sportsman !" murmnred
Cherry.

“That chap never came by train to
Courtfield I said Johnny Bull. '"We
gouldn’t possibly have missed him.”

“Bunter says he walked from tha
station—r"*

“Bunter's an assl”

“Oh, really, Bull!
to Prout——"

“Rata _

“Old Prout barged in to jaw-he
always does g'{m Enow. He said that
Haloman had been expected carlier, and
the old bean s2id he had walked from
the station becauss it was such a fine
da?,_-ll

5 H’ﬂ't-t" .

“Blessed if I make
Harry Wharton.

After calling-over the Removites, in
the Reg, discussed their new *“hbeak.”
Thers was general agreement that, on
hiz looks, they wera likely to have au
oasiar time with him than with Queleh.
Which was quite a consolation for the
temporary loss of their Form-inaster.

Harry Wharton, as head boy of the
Bemove, rather expecied to be sent for
by the new master. As the summons
did not come, he decided to call on Mr.
Saloman, when time for prép drow near.
He was in point of fact vather interested
to learn how the mew beak had blown
in, without being seen by siz fellows
who had waited gﬂl" him at the station.

He tapped at the door of Mr. Queleh's
;-}:udﬁ’. now cecupied by the temporory

nH.

£i i

I heard him say

it out[” said

‘ome in!” eame a rather high-
pitched and wheezy voice,
The head boy of 1the Remove
entered.
Mr. Baloman was =cated in Mr.

Queleli’s armechair, by the window.  Ile
was looking out into thoe quad, red in
the sunset.

At a distanco a howler-haited fiznre
waa loungiog by the elma, and Mr.
Saloman seemed interested in  that
figure.

His profile was 1o tha junior, as he
entered, and Wharton could not help
Leing struck by the ample enrve of his
noac.  There was no cdoubt that RAlr.
Saloman was blessed wilth & good allow-
ance of * boko.” ) )

Ha glanced round ot the captain of
the Remove., l1lis oves were very keen.
behind tha large glasses he wora, and it
seemcd to Whaelon, for a moment, that

a boko " could hardly have passed un-there was & glint of recoenition in them.



But that could searce
the temporary master
Teggers was a stran
an harton, assuredly, had never met
anyone named Halomen before.

“ What is it?” asked the new master.
There was quite an agrecable emile on
a18 fat, shiny face.

“I thought you might wish to see me
sir, as head boy of your Form,”
answered Harry.

“Oh, quite!” =said Mr. BSaloman.
“Your namgo is Wharton, then? Your
leadmaster referred to you. I am glad
to. make your acquaintance, rton.”
.. He rose from the armchair, and shook
hands with his head boy, with a large,
fat hand.

“I hope you had a plessant journey
down, sir!” said Harry, chiefly by way
of politenesa.

* Oh, guite, quite!” said Mr. Saloman.
“Wea mre getting beautiful weather.”

“We ex ;ou rather carlier, sir.”

“Indeed I gaid Mr. Saloman. “¥Yes,
no doubt. But the fine weather tempted
mea to walk from the station, so I fear
that I arrived a little late.”

“¥ou did not walk from Lantham,
sir ¥ exolaimed Wharton, in surprise.

“0Oh, po!” Mr. Baloman smiled, with
a gleam of gald-ampged tecth. “I am
quite 1 good walker, but such a distance
would be too much for me. I walked
from Courtfield.”

Wharton stood dumb.

W thia man, a new master, em-
loyed for a week or two to take
%ﬂe!ch’u place, supplied by the ag
that slways supplied Greyfriars on suc
occcasions, should tell lies, was on utter
mystery to him.

ut he knew that the man was not
speaking the truth, That was 1m-
?O@Slb]ﬁ. He stated that he had walked
rom Courtfield, and he could not have
done so0, as he had not arrived there.

Wharton was quite taken aback.

The new master, of course, knew
nothing of the fact that & party of hia
Form bad gone to the station to meet
him. But for that circumstance, his
statement would have passed muster
without question. But as the matter
etood, Wharton knew that it was not
truo.

The keen eyes behind the spectacles
narrowed almost to pin-points, as the
new master scanned Wharton, He could
seo that the junior was surprised, and it
seemed to make him strangely alert.

“A very pleasant walk,” said Mr.
faloman. “The scenery about here is
very fine. I quite enjoyed my walk
acraoss the common,”

“But—but you did not come by the
four-thirty, after all, did wyou, sir?”
stammered the captain of the Remove,
quite bewildered. 5

“Certainly; that was my train|" an-
swered Mr., Saloman, raising his eye-
browa, which were very thick and bushy.
“Why do vou mski*

“0Oht I—I thought—" stammered
Harry.

Ha hardly knew what to say. Thae
man was lying—why, he ecould not begin
to guess. 3

He had not come by train to Court-
field, snd had not walked acrosrths
common; vet he stated that he had. Ha
must have come by some other route,
and why he should make a secret of it,
at the expense of telling lies, was a
mystery. But the head boy of the He-
move could not, at all events, tell his
new beak that he knew that he was not
speaking the truth.

#1=I thought——>"* He floundored.
“J=—I1 thought you might like to dizeuss
Form matters, sir, with your head boy,
as you will be taking the Remove in the
morning.” :

“Quito sol” said Mr. Saloman. “But
I am & little fatigued from my journey,

be possible, as
rom Leggett &
r at Greviriars,

for them that nili)lfg:.

EVERY SATURDAY
MWharton, and I think I will defer that

till to-morvow.”

“Veory well, sir 1

Wharton Jleft the study, etill be-
wildered. DMpr. Saloman watched the
door close on him, and then his gaze re-
turned to the bowler-hatted figure by the
elms across the quad.

long as the Greyfriars gunman re-

mained in sight, Mr. S3aloman sat there
watching him—and he allowed his
glazses to slip down his ample nose, and
watched the gunman without their aid.
The new master of the Remova seemed
to bo keenly interested in the Greyfriars
gunman, and did not scem to need the
assistance of the big glasses he wore to
serutinise Poker Pike.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bold !

ié HIS8 is the dﬂrmﬂﬂrﬁ, sir | gaid
i Loder of the Sixth.
eaid Mr.

“Very good!”
Saloman.

The Rémove were in their dorm, and
had expected Loder to see lights out
The fat figure,
large glasses, and beaky nose of the new
imaster loomed in the doorway, however.
The new mastor of the Remove had
come up to sea his Forfn go to “ rogst.”

Loder was by no means displeased. As
a prefect, he had duties to perform; but
he was never keen on them,

“If you would care to seo lights out
for your Form, sir—* he suggested.

«“Quite s0!” sald Mr. Saloman.
“Please leave it to me.”

“Certainly, sic.”

- And Loder willingly departed, leaving
it to Mr. 8aloman. =

The stout gentleman blinked benevo-
lently at_the juniors, through his big
glasses, Harry Wharton avoided meet-
mng his glance.

%’ha.rtun hardly knew what to make
of the new man. But he could not help
having his own opinion of m man who
told untruths, whatever might be his
motive, or lack of motive, for doing so.

The man seemed good-tempered
anough, and gquite agreeable in his
manners; but a man who told untruths
was untruthful, and the captain of the
Remove did not like that kind of man.
He hoped that he would have w.ra little
to do with the temporary beak who had
taken Quelch's place.

When the new master wos about to
switch off the light, there came a squeak
from Billy Bunter,

“T say, eirl The door has to be
locked.” .

“What iz that?” exclaimed Mr. Bale-
IMA.

“The door’s locked every night now,
ir I” squeaked Bunter. Ever since
that kidnepper came in after Van Duck,
EiT."

“Dear me!” said Mr. Saloman. * The
headmaster mentioned to me that there

was o boy in my_Forin who had been
1_51:1:1;%4::1& by kidnappers. Which boy
I5 1L .

“Little me, sir ! anewered Van Duck.
The new master blinked at him.
i |

“Are yvou Van Duck? he ashed.
think that was the name Dr. Locke men-
tioned."”

“ Bure 1M

*The kiduapper gol in here one night,
sir!” said Bob Cherry. “Ever since
then the door has been kept locked at
night."

A very prudent precantion,” said
Mre. Baloman. “I shall cert&in&y “lock
the door, and take away the key. Good-
mght., my boys ®

*iood-night, sirl”

The stout gentleman trod heavily out

H

of the dormitory, shut the door, and
locked it on the cutside. 'The juniors
heard the Lkey withdrawn, and the
heavy tread die awsy down the passage,

Then thers was & oreaking and rum-

ling, 88 & fat junior tuined out of bed.

illy Bunter turned on a _flash-lamp,
and by its illumination, carried a couple
of chairs to the door.

He piled cne on top of the other, {ust
inside tha door. | _

The door could not now be opened
without knocking over the upper chair—
with a e¢rash that certainly wounid have
awakened every fallow in the dormifory
—excapt perhaps Bunter himsalf.

Billy Bunter did not like turning out
of bed, and did not like exerting him-
self. But he had done both, regularly,
every night since Chick Chew had
dabbed the chloreform pad cver his
sl&&pmﬁ‘ faco. The Owl of the Remove
E.rals t.:. ing no more risks, if he could

olp it

“At it agsin, you fat ass("” yawned
the Bounder, from his bed.

“I'm not jolly well going to be
snafflad by that kiduapping beast
a-glam " grupted Bunter. “1 say, you
fellows, you turn out, if you hear him.”

“"He won't snaffle you any more, you
fat duffer I said Peter Todd. “He was
after Van Duck, and only got you
boeause you were in his bed. He made
& mistake in the dark.,”

“He jolly well isn't going to make
another, if I can stop him [ gaid Bunter.
“We nufht te hava belts on the door.
really. I thought of askin ?ue]chl 1
ihink T'll ask that man Saloman to-
morrow—he's 8 Jew, but he looks good-
tempered—much better-tempered than
old Queleh.”

Billy Bunter rolled back to bad.

" Fathead I said Bob Cherry. “It’s
all right with the door locked—even if
the blighter comes again, which isn't
lil-l:e]&." _

“Ho got in by the fastencd window
that night!” retorted Bunter. “A
locked door wouldn’t stop him.”

“Wall, that's so [ admitted Bob.

* Bafety first, you know |” said Bunter.
* It wouldn't matter if he got one of you
fellows; but he might get me again, a
~—l mean, of course, I'm only taking all
this trouble for you follows' safety. I'm

not afraid, so far as that gocs.” '
“Hsa, ha, hal*
“h, ecackle!” snorted Bunter, #1
fancy you'd cackle on the other side of

your mouths, though, if you heard that
chair erash over 1in tho middle of the
night, and knew that he was coming.
?nuiﬁ oall me fast encugh, to proteot
you

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob,
see you deoing it, if we did 1"

“¥ou'll ses it all right, if he comes!”
said Bunter. " Last time he caught me
napping | . If I'd been awake I'd have
handled him sll right 1 Well, I shall be
awake next time, and you'll see.”

“ Wa shall see you dive under the bed-
clothes, you mean [

“No, you won't!” roared Bunier.
“You'll see me jump and tackle the
brute, while you're all sticking in bed
shivering with funk "

Bob Cherry, grinning in the dark, sat
up in bed.

“Hork 1" ho oxclaimed dramatically.
“Did you hear a footprint—I mean, a
footatep ¥

“Ow I* gasped Bunter., “I—I—I say,
you fellows, pip-pip-pip-perhaps it's on

fell ip-pip:perhaps it f%
Saloman coming back. Or Loder! I—
say--1—T1 can’t hear anybody I*

‘That's eualg explained,” raid Buob
cheerfully. *You see, there 1en't ans-
hﬂdﬁ At least, I can't hear anybody 1"

#Ha, ha, ha1”

THE Migner Limniry.—No. 1,478,
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“Beast! Tryiog to pull a fellow's
leg I snorted Bunter. "I jolly well
knew you were fooling. ou can't

frighten me "

“Bunter the Bold!" chuckled Bob.
"hﬂu? you fellowa see him plunging into
the fray—or can you ses him poppimg
under his bed 1"

“The ﬁﬂp!ulﬂﬂﬂa would be terrific "

“Ha, ha, ha l”

“Yah!” retorted Bunter. " Wait and
see! I faney I'm the' only chap here
who would have the pluck to tackle him,
and chance it 1"

“ What a fertile faney 1

“Ha ha, hal”

“Well, you'll sec, if he eomes here
egain!” sneered Bunter. “You ran
cackls now, but you'll howl to me for
bielp if he comes, so yah1”

.Bl'::nh Cherry atepﬂed quietly cut of bed.

In the darkncess he tiptoed towards the
door. Half a dozen fellows glimpsed
him, in the gloom; but not the Owl of
the Hemove. Billy Bunter had no i1dea
that snyone was out of bed.

Huddenly, in tho silence of the dor-
mitory, came a crash.

It came from the door. Tt was
caused, obviously, by the upper chair
tumbling off the one it was piled on.
There wore startled exclamations from
many beds, and & howl of terror from
" Billy Bunter. 1ot

'8

“J say, you fellows, comge |7

howled Bunter. I say, call lch—1
mean, the Head—the prefeots—the
polica| Yaroooh |

“Play up, Bunter!® gzelled Bob.

“Tackle him 1"

“ Protect us, Bunter!” gasped Trank
Nugent,

“Collar him, Bunter !”

o him, Bunter "

“ Quick, Bunter—oh, quick 1"

“(Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove did not leap
from his bed fo tackle the intruder. He
plunged wildly under the bedclothes,
‘dragging shects and blankets over his
tarngad bead. From under tha pile
came a series of terrilied squeaks.

“Ha, ha, hai"

“It'a all right, vyou fat ass!™ roared
Bob. "Hubog 's herp—-"

“Yarooh! elp! Firel Murdér!
Help !” came in mufed squeaks from
undor Bunter's badelothes.

“You silly ass, shut up ™

“Help "

“Thare's nobody I shricked Bob.

“ Fire ! Kidnappers! Murder !
Help I*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ou blithering idiot, I knocked the
chair over!” howled Bob. “Do you
want to bring the whole Housa here?

“Yarooch! Help! Yoop ¥

Bob Cherry a:}had at the protecting

bedclothes, and drag them off the
Owl of the Remove. o fat little loga
in striped pyjamas kicked up, in frantio
forror.

“Yaroch! Keep off1 It ein't me—I
mesn, I ain't Van Duck! He's in the
bed next to Wharton | Help 1™

*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the whole
durmitur¥.

“Yeu frabjous frumgy" od Bob,
“Will you shut up? ¥ou'il have the

refects up here if you kick up that row.

on't I keep on telling you that I
limuiﬁtmd the chair over, to pull your silly
b

(h! Beast1” gasped Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“I—I—1 joll

That—that's wl:'ll'

E:'}?FI_‘;& t}llm fﬁt !'g

a, ha, hat"

“ﬂ;t‘ you fellows think I was fright-

&n
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well knew you did!
II didn’t turn out 1
1%

THE MAGNET

“The thinkfulness is
aesteemed, funky Bunter [V

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Bobh Cherry, chuckling, went back to
bed. Bunter sat up.

“I say, you beast, if you knocked that
chair over, go and stick it up againl” he
}'&F]&E{I.

“Rats1”?

“ Beast 1"

Bunter rolled out of bed once more,
and piled up the chair at tho door.
Then he serambled into bed, nand
gethered up bedelothes, And in s few
nunutes more his deep snore was rum-
bling through the dormitory.  After
which a practical joke would have been
& sheer waste of energy, for a2 dozen fall-
:Hl% chairs would hardly have awakened
Billy Bunter, when ho was once safe in
the embrace of

terrific, my

Morpheus.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

In the Dead of Night!

RASH 1
Harry Wharton started sud-
denly out of slumber.
. 8o did a dozen other fellows
in the Remove dormitory.

It was past midnight. Every fellow
at Greyfriars was fast aslesp. There
was no sound in the Remove dormitory,
tava the regular bresthing of many
elecpers, and the steady snore of Billy
Bunter—till the erash came! It came
suddenly and loudly in the ailence.

Wharton sprang up in bed.

In the dim ghmmer from the high
windows he could see little or nothing.
But he knew that the door—left locked
by Mr. Baloman—had opened from out-
side, and that the chair so cautiously
piled up by Billy Bunter had crashed
OVer.

It was not a practical joke this time—
no fellow was out of bed playing pranks
after miduight. Wharton, with s thrill
at his heart, knew what it was—what it
could only be! It waa the kidnapper!

Billy Bunter's snore continued unin-
terrupted. But every other fellow in the
dormitory started out of slumber, The
orash of the chair on the old cak planks
was more than enough to awaken thoe
Rg‘néuw.h " ‘ x

earch me !” came a gasp from Van
Duck’s bed. B

“It's him!” pented Bob Chearry,
breathlessly and ungrammatically.

“Turn out!” yelled the Bounder.

“Back up, you fellows!” shouted the
captain of the Remove. Ha leaped
from his bed, grasping a pillow for a
Weaporn,

A dozen fellows were jumping out.
Nothing could be seen, but v knew
that the door was open. A seund came
to their ears—the sound of gwiftly
rotreating feet in the passage.

Whoeever had come te the door had
been even more startled than the juniors
by the crashing chair. And he had
realised at once that, with a crowd of
schoolboys awakened, his game was up
before it started. Prompt retreat was

the kidnapper's cue, and he was retreat-
ing promptly,
arry Wharton dashed across to the

door and switched on the light, The
dormitory was instantly flooded with
illumination.

He ran into the possage.

The flecting footsteps were dying
away down the long corridor, in the
direction of the landing at the end.

Wharton flashed on the passage light.

Then, staring down the corridor, he

8 glimpse of a varilishm]g figure—a
bulky man, dressed in black. The
fugitive turned his hesd to glance back
a3 ho ran out of the passage on the land-

ing. and the caplain of the Remove saw,
for a Hastung instant, the face of Chick
Chew.

“ Follow on ! shouted Harry.

He raced down the passage in pursuit,

After him came the Co., helter-skelter,
with Smithy and Redwing, Peter Todd
and Squiff, Lord Mauleverer and Tom
Brown, and a dozen more of the Remave
at their heels,

.They did the passage as if it was the
cinder-path,

Whatton tgmipad for the awitch, and
turned on the landing light.

“Thera he is!” roared Bob Cherry.

The bulky fgure was vanishing across
the landing, into the corridor that led to
hlasters' quarters.

“After him!” panted Haryy. *We've
got him now 1"

He led the rush across the landing,

So swift had been the pursuit that tha
bulky man had not had time to escape
unseen. But for that glimpse of him
the juniors would have taken it for
granted that he had fled downstairs to
escapn from the House,

hey wera utterly surprised to see him
dodge into the passage that led only to
Masters' bed-rooms. In that direction
there wes no escape, except by clam-
bering out of & igh window. It looked
83 if Chick Chew, in his haste and
hurry, had made an error of judgment.

_ All was dark in the Eamga when the
juniors ran into it, but a light was
swiftly switched on, 1lluminating it from
end to end.

Even ams the light came, a door was

heard to close. Frank Nugent gave &
startled gasp. .
“Heo's dodged into Quelch’s room.”™

“We've got him IV

“Keep Enur eyes peeled,” Efnnted Van
Duck. *“If Chick’s corneved, you want
to watch out for his gun.”

“ Bother his gun ! said Bob, * Come
onl He may damage old Saloman—
that old bean couldn’t tackle him ! He's
got Quelch's room now.”

The juriors tore down the passage,
to the door of Mr. %.I'E'!Eh"ﬂ bed-room,
now the quarters of the temporary
master. Wharton turned ,the door-
handle, but the doge was locked on the
1nside.

Ho knocked hastily.

“Mr, Baloman! Mr. Saloman! Wake
up, sir!” L

There was no answer from within,
But other doors along the passage were
gpening, and startled voiges were heard.

r. Prout, in flowing dressing-gown,
came out of his room, his eyes almost
bulging from his plump face at the sight
of the excited mob of Removites.

*“ What—what does this mean?” thun-
dered Prout, purple with wrath., *“This
—this riot, in the middle of the night—
this—thia—"" ;

“The kidnapper, sir!” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“What? What? WNonsense!™

* Chick Chew. sir—I saw him ! panted
the captain of the Remove. “He's

dodged into Mr. Quelch’s room—I mean
Mr. Saloman's—and loocked the door
after him! Ie's thete now.™

“{-g-goodness racions !”  gasped
Prout, “ Wait—waib till 1 ﬁ_i't A Weapon
of some sort | I have a golf club in my
room! Wait!”

The Fifth Form master rushed back
to his room. A loud bump, and a
louder cxclamation, floated back.
Prout’s feet, apparently, had becomo
entangled in his flowing dressing-gown.

Mr, Capper, Mr. Wiggins, and Mr,
Hacker were out of their rooms now.
Prout came charging baclk, with a hefty-
locking driver in hiz grasn.

“Now, stand back !” boomed Pront.
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Az the TFifth Torm master was
flourishing the golf-elub in warlike
way, everyhody stood back, Nobody
wanted to be brained by the warlike
Prout, Alr, Prout was given plenty of
roomy as ho barged along to tho locked
door. Llle Langed on it with the elub.

“AMr. Baloman ! he boomed. " Are
you awalke®®

This time there was a reply.

“Dear me I came the wheczy voice of

Mr. Bzxloman. “What ever is tha
matter * Is the houso on fire?™
“Nol! No! A misercant—a kidnap-

ping mizereant—has taken refuge In
your room! Pray open the door at
atea ¥

*(Goodncsa gracious

“Please open the door!” boomed
1'vout.

“Cerlginly | At once—at once! I do
not think that therg is anyone in my
rooin, however—" :

“Wo saw him dodge in, sir!” called
out Harry Wharton.

“{aoodness gracious |

"Quite sure, sir.
open #

“The window! ¥es, the window cer-
tninly eppears to be open| That is very
singular, aa I left it shut——"

"Ha's getting away!” roared Bob
Cherry. " Climbing down the ivy ! For
goodness’ sake, open this door, sir "

A gleam under the door showed that
Mr. Saloman had turned on the light.
He could be heard moving in_ the room.
But the door did mot open, Prout
pounded again with the golf club.

“Mr. Saloman—kindly make haste "
he boomed

“Certainly—certainly ! But I cannot
find the key. The kay appears to be

one from the door—and the door is
L::-ckcd] I will emdeavour to find the
T e

* Fat lost of use, when he’s bolted by
the window " grunted Vernon-8mith.
“Let's get down, and call that jolly old
gunmamn | We may get hip in tho
yuad.” F

“No one is in the room,” came Mr.
Saloman’s wheezy voice. "I havo looked
in_every corner, but the window, cer-
tainly is open——"

“"Come on, you men

" Boya I boomed Mr. Prout.

But nohody heeded Prout.  There
was a m;mFermg rush down the stairs,
of a mob of fellows in pyjamas. fter
them lumbered Prout, golf-club in hand;
and aftecr Prout followed Wigging, Cap-

ery, and Hacker—and in the rear came
Monzsienr Charpentier, uttering a serics
of startled squesks ﬁuwuata.lra, Sixth
Form men were turning out, at the
slarm, and a crowd of the Fifth and
Fourth hed turned out of their dor-
mitories, shouting to know what was on.
The great door of the House was flun
wide open, and an excited crowd o
fellows rushed into the quad under the
summer stara

iJI‘

Are you sure?”
Is the window

B

EH

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Vanishing Trlck !

i E:%‘%:EH ma |” ejaculated Poker
TEQ,
Heo etood staring up at the
ivyclad old stone wall, his
glita of eyea vory keen, under the rim
of his bowler hat. His gun was in his
hand, ready for uso, if he Lad spotted
the cscaping man. But there was no
sign of a clambering figure on tho thick
old ivy—no sign of any stranger within
the gates,

Round the gunmean clusterad a erowd
of fellows, hali-dressed, wildly cxcited,
A dozen hands pointed to tho ivy-clad
wall under the window of the room
occupicd by Mr., Saloman.

EVERY SATURDAY

Poker Pike, guick to tako the alarm,
had turned up at once when the crowd
cama rushing out of the House. Very
quickly ﬁn_ﬂarned of what had h—!.ﬁ-
pened within, But not quickly enough,
it gcomed, to intorcept the epcape of

the kidnapper, for nothing was to be
seen of Chick Chew.
That the man was Chick, Har

Wharton was positive, and Poker ha
n?l:_ln:rulgt of it. But what had become
of him 1

Poker wrinkled his brows grimly
unider his bowler hat as ke stared u];.:»rthu
wall, thick with ancent ivy. hat
thick old 1vy offered good handhold to
s daring climber—and Chick had plentg
of nerve. Noue of the juniors doubte
that he had passcd through Mr. Balo-
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man's room, lu-cklmtha door after him,
and esca by window. DBut the
swiftness with which he had done it was
amazitg. They had fully expected, when
they reached the quad, to hind him still
elambering down. Minutes had been
wasted at Mr Saloman's door; but
surely it was more than a matter of
minutes for & bulky man like Chick to
clamber down sixty feet of ivy—ieeling
his way, groping for tendnls strong
enough to sustain hia heavy weight !

Yet he was gone.

Fellows were scattering over the quad,
looking for him. But therc could be
little doubt that, if he had climbed
clear, he had escaped from the school.

“Beats mel” muttered Poker. "I

(Continued on next page.)

(1)
Aitend, all ye who list to hear !
Your humble now presenis
To loyal readers, Iar and near,
The best of ornaments,
Bow down with reverence !
And tremble, grovel, shake with fear
In case he takes offence !

{2}
To east and west and south and north
His name bs blazoned far 1
Yea, Temple of the Upper Fourth }
Hail, Temple, Cecll R, |
Hs shineth like a siar |

A thousand volces volley forth
His pralses !

Har, har, har [

yvolee,

cholee ;

(5)
His study-mates are now resigned
To hear his jawbone wag
Although st times they feel Inclined
To fit him with & gags
Perbaps i’s too mue A
Or ly they do not fin
$ pays to starf g rag, -
{T)
I sought this youthfal anlocrat
And soon sncountered him
Out in the oped, where he sat
Upon the fountain’s rim,
So slegant and stim,
Az I 1 rﬁmhﬁ, he murmured :

Hls tpnes wers bored, but grim,

feat,

(10}
When I sat up again, I found
We fonr were now we thres !

We all were lylng on the ground,
But Temple, where was he ?

Ask of the waves that rolted around
The marble statuary !

(%)
Ons sound s ceriain to rejolce
Qur Temple all day long,
And that’s the sound of Temple's

Which charms him, golng sirong,
Just like a slren's song.
In Temple's wview, his fones are

That vlew, of course, 1 wrong.

(8)
I jumped and siarted to retreat,

ut Fry, and Dab as weil,
Lunged out with hard and heavy

They hurt me, I can {ell 1
I recled, and as 1 fell

I knocked old Tomple from his soat !
He vanished with a yell,

“It's not always the clothes that make the

man . . . it's ;rh:.t is under his hat!™ saya

our long-haired poet. And I think vou wi

agree with him when you read the following
clever veraes written arcund

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE.
the Aristecratic Captain of the Upper Fourth,

(8}

Oh, glessy, gl are the hats
Triat sit upon Als nead !

Of virgln whitenass are the spats
That dignily his tread.
His garments are well bred |

His voice is silent, too : but that's
When he"s asleep In bed. F

(8)
For Temple's unole’s very rich,
And that's the reason why
Though Fry's and Dabney’s Ein:ars iteh
To dot thelr leader’s ays, -
They're careful not 1o try |
He olien gets a tenner, which
Appeals to Dab and Fry |

(8}
** Removite fags I bar 1" he drawled.
“" Oh, rather [ *" Dabney ¢tied.
“ What kind of objest are you oalled
At Whipsoade ?** 1 re
That wounded Temple®s pride.
“QOh, kick him, somebady!'™ he
bawled.
Upon the founialn's slde,

(11}
A drenched and IIHTHng objeet rose,
A wet and woelul mess !
With water pouring from lts nose,
It.cried In dire distress.
It scared me, 1 conlfess,
What wasthe objest  CGoodness knows |
Perhaps you'd like to guess |
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guess it beats me to a Frazzle! Chick
13 apry—I'll say he's sure spry| But I
reckon he never vamoosed by that win-
der! Nopel"

“Ho sura did, Poker 1 exclaimed L'ut-
nam van Duck. “I'm telling you, we
was on his heels to Saloman’s room,
and we saw him dodge in."

*“Mebba [ said Poker. “If you did,
he's surs still thera! I'tm telling you, he
never hit that ivy”

The punman turned on a powerful
torch and scanned the ivy on the wall
with a keen and scrutinising eye.

“He must have, Poker!” eaid Harry
Wharion, . )

“I'll mention that Chick ain’t no
foather - weight I grunted Poker.
“Meobbe that ivy would hold him, but I
guess it would show signs. There ain't
a ﬂl‘ﬂ&!‘ﬂ piece pulled out of place.”

“Might have dropped the last bit "
gaid Bob. |

(1] Mublﬁ,”
mebbe not 1™

Every eve was fixed on the ivied wall,
and Poker—played the light over it. Bo
far as the glare of the torch extended,
no sign of disturbance in the ivy could
be noted. Which was very singular if
it had supported the weight of a bulky
maon like Chick Chew in a desperately
hurried clamber.

grunted Poker — "and

“Aight have t away over the
roofa ™ suggested Johnny Bull.

“Mebbe |” said Poker briefly,

“Anyhow, he certhinly was in

Saloman’s room 1” said Frank Nugent.
“ And he locked the door after him. He
never got out by the deor.”

“1 guess I'm going to give that room
the once-over,” said Poker grimly.
“Bome of you guys watch that winder
and let out 2 howl if he makes a break.”

BEvidently tho Greyfriars gunman did
not believe that Chick had escaped by
that window, It scemed absurd to the
juniors, for obviously Mr, Saloman, now
that he had turned his light on, must
know whether anyone was in the room
with him. But Poker was an cbstinate
guy. He tramped away—with the

mtention of giving the new master’s
room the once-ovar,

“Boys,” came Prout's bogm, “ go back
Go into the House immedi-

at oneal
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ately! Al but the Sixth Form prefecta
—at opca [¥ i

The {ummjs. in the excitement of the
moment, might have passed Prout's
boom unheeded; but they were keen to
follow Poker Pike, and they trooped
after him into the louse. That he
would discover the gangster within the
House they did not believe, but it was
clear that Poker believed that Chick
was still within.

Poker Pike tramped up the stairs,
followed by a buzzing crowd. He
iramped along the upper passaﬁa that
led to Mr, Quelch’s old room. Tho door
was still locked; it did not open when
he jerked at the handle, He banged on
the panels with the butt of his six-gun.

“8Say, you open up " he hooted.

"Goodness  gracwous ! came Mr,
E'i&[crman'a wheezy voice, “Who is
that?*

“It's FPoker Pike, Mr. Saloman,®
called back Harry Wharton. “Ha
wants to search the room.”

“Dear me! I cannot find the key—1
fear that the miscreant must have taken
it with him—I cannot unlock the door.™
. "Ten to one he's taken it after lock-
ing the door ¥ remarked Nugent. “Of
course, ho must hoave got away by the
window."

“Sce you 1" grunted Poker,

“"Think he went up the chimney?"
grinned the Bounder,

Poker Pike made no reply to that.
He ﬁmre another bang on the door with
the butt of his revolver.

i“%"ﬂu ERE'EHF up ™ he marﬂf‘.

mpossible | am sorry—l1 cannet
unlock the door [ J
“I guess I'm getting through, bo !

Poker drew back a few paces, and-

launched himself at the deor. A heft
shoulder, with all Pﬂkﬁr’: ﬂgﬂaf hal‘:ﬁing

it, drova on the oak with a terrific
crash. It wos quite a strong door, but
1t was not built to withstand the cracsh

of a human battering-rom.

“Oh erikey | gasped Bob, as the door
flew open.

Poker Pike, gun in hand, stepped in.

Mr. Baloman, in & dressing-gown, was
standing iv the middle of the room, his
eyes.blinking hehind his glassea. Poker
gave a keen, zearching look at the shiny

What was the attraction at the
Old Manar House, a derelict
rmn on Wayland Moor, near
St. Jim's?  Why did it become
the :::?Iu haunt of certain mis-
guided St, Jim's fellows ? For
the sake of the old schoo!, Tom
Merry & Co. took a hand inthe
affair, and they were not & little
drastic in dealing with a menace
1o the good name of St. Jim's.

Hcrc'? a pnw:dullyum that will
appeal to you. [t appears to-
day in the GEM, together with
a great Greytriars story of
Harry Wharton & Co.  Ask

now for

GEM

Of ali Newsagents. d
Every Wednesduy. 2

face, the big, mquiline nose, the bear
the =gﬁ¢hmlah taking in &ll details gf
Mr, Baloman at that single sea
glance,

Then he proceeded to search the room.

BRemove fellows, clustered at the

door, watched him. Mr. Saloman
watched him alse, blinking owlishly
through his spectacles.

Nobody expected Poker to discover a
gangater hidden in the room. And he
did not make any discovery.

Having gifen the room the once-over,
he gave Mr. SBaloman another keen,
eparching starc, ,
*You never saw that guy 7 he asked.
“Nol Nocl” gasped the new master
of the Remore, “,[F WA %uita surprized

ing

—astonished—alarmed—when 1 was
told——
“I guess you would bel” agreed

Poker, and he turned and tramped out
of the room. *‘Here, you Putnam van
Duck, you beat it back to bed. 1 guess

I'm sittin' on the foobt of that bed till
Wn'ilrp'” )
“You figure that Chick's still

around ¥ grinned Putnam,

“I guess hs ain't aa fur off aa
Chicago !” answered Poker Pike, " And
I'll mention that I'm keeping tabs on
you till meorning, young Putpbaml
Surest thing you know.”

And Poker did|! When the exeited
Greylriars fellows were got back to the
dormitorics at last Poker Pike installed
himself in the Remove dﬁrmitnr;r, and
eat there on the foot of Putnam’s bed,
with his gun in his hand on his knce.
He was still sitting there, like a graven
imega, when the last of the Removitea
dropped off to sleep.

————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Walking Into the Trap!

L P early after a wild pight!*
U remarked Bob Cherry, with a
grin.

Mr. Saloman was walking
in the guad when the Remove fellows
came out in the morning. The plump
figure in cap and gown caught their
eyes at once.

Putnam van Duck chuckled.

“I guecss the old bird wos surprized
some last night,” he remarked. "I'li
gay he never exp such & epot of
excitement his first night here.”

“Hardly [ said Harry Wharton.
““Must have spoiled his beauty sleep.”

“Just a few | grinned Putnam.

Harry Wharton & Co. were the first
down of the Remove, and there were
few fellows to be seen out of the House.
A gentleman of Mr. Saloman's ripe
years might have been expected to put
in & little extra sleep in the morning
after the disturbance of the night. But
it seemed that he was an cg.rl:.: riser.

He came towards the junicrs, and
they capped him respectfully,

“A very egttraurdmarf occurrence,
I:tl]j: boys,” seid Mr, Saloman in his
wheezy, high-pitched voice. was
very, very much disturbed. A most
extraordinary experience.”

“Sorry we disturbed you, sir,” said
Harr]:. ‘but—"
*‘Oh, quite, guite! It waz quite un-

avoidable, in the very peculiar eircum-

stances,™ paid Mr. Baloman. ™But it
was 8 very strango and startling
experience for a man of my ege. It is

vory sihgular that a boy hero should be
exposed to Buck perils—very singular
indeed. Are you nob very nervous, VAD
Duck 1™

“*MNot a whole lot, sir!” answered
Putnam,

“You Americans sare very cool-
beaded, wveiry self-possessed.” said Mr.



HBaloman.  “It is very fortunate, in the
stra eircumstances. While I am
here, Von Duck, I shall make it & paint

to be very careful of you and to E
on under my own ohservation—thou

understand that you dre already
wotched over by that very, very
peculiar man who forced a way into my
room last mﬁht. very singular
person indeed.Z

The juniors emiled. They could
understand that a tempor master,

coming to a school to take up =
temporary job, had considerably
Eu?r:pad and disturbed by Poker Pike
end _his strenuous menners and customns,

‘Poker wants getting used to, airl”
said Pulnam, “But he's & dutiful :
and he sure has kept me safe from
Chick. Chew.” y

“Oh, no doubt, no doubt! I did net,
of course, u:tlpe-ct anything of the kind
hers when acm%t:d 10 temporar
post offored me by oty & Teggers,”
gaid Mr. SBaloman. “It is very unususl
——ve unusual!  Very surprising
indeed 1 I should be glad to know meore
of this very peculiar mettor, Van Duck,
#s you will be under my charge for
someo little time. Please walk with me
for & fow minules, and tell me all the
circumstances of your danger from this
man Chook——"

“Chick, sir 1” said Putnam.

Yes, yes, quite 80, quite so 1"

Putnam made rather a grimace at the
Famous Five. Hé did not want to be
walked off for & “jaw ™ by il new
Form-master.

But it was scarcely possilile to hint aa
much to a Form-master, and the
American junior walked away with the
stont gentloman, and the Famous Five
scampered off for a trot round the quad
before brekker,

Walking in the quadrangle, Mr.
Saloman, in his high-pitched voice, put
a good many quostions to the million-
airg’s son. eoping the American
junior in taik, he walked down the path
that led to Masters’ gate.

Putnam walked with him, answering
his questions.

They drrived at the little gate to
which only masters had keya. ather
to Futnam’s Hll?l‘iﬂﬂ, Mr. Baloman pro-
duced a koy and unlocked the gate,

“What a vory besutiful morning!”
he remarked. *“I-have not ‘Tﬂ acen the
river, 1 think we mlght. walk as far as
the river, Van Duck.’

“Yen, air, if you like”

Putnam,

He followed the stout gentleman out
of the gate, which Mr. Saloman closed
after him. :

He was a litile surprised that the now
master chosos to take a walk abroad in
cap and gown, but that was no business
of hia,

-Mr. Baloman talked incessantly as they
walked down to the bank of the Sark,
keeping the American junior busy
answering his questions.

“That's the bell for prayers, sir,”
eaid Putnam, as a distant clang camo
from the direction of the school,

“Desr me!” said Mr. Ssloman.
“Yes, yes! I em mot yet fully
acqueinted with the routine lere.
Porhaps we had better turn back.”

“Hure 1"

*“No, no !" added the new master. Ha
smiled. “As your Form-master, Van
Duek, I can excuse you. I am extremely
interestod in what you have been telling
me, and it is necessary for me to know
the cireumstances. Let vs walk on for
s few minutes,”

“Yer, sir i

Putnam walked on along the river-
hank with Alr. Saloman. He could not
help being surprised. If the new master
was beginning at Greyirviars by a dis-
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regard of the rules of the school, he was
not likely to give much satisfaction to
Dr. Locke.

But it was not for a junior ta argue
the point with his Form-master. -And
Putnam had no cbjection to & walk by
ghe river in the dewy freshness of the
gujr]m morning. 1Io walked on cheer-
ully.

A few minutes later Mr. Saloman
looked at his watch.

“Perhaps we had better get back, Van
Duck,” he said, *1 think this i3 s short
cut back to the school.” :

He turncd inio a footpath under thick,
leafy trees.

“0Oh, no, eir 1" said Putnam. “I know
that path, sir. It doesn't lead towards
CGireyiriars; it leads through the woods
towards Friardale, sir.”

“Y think you must be mistaken,” said
Mz, Baloman. “I1 am sure that it will
lead us directly toghe school. We shall
sight the hu:l;ﬂngs in & few minutes.”

utnam grinned.
. “The only building on that path, sir,
is an old cottage, which is let to 1miu]u:,r
folk in the summer. I've passed it more
than once.”

“1 feel sure that you are mistaken,
my boy. I have & very good senso of
direction,” said Mr. Saloman. “ Lot us
ascertain, at all events.™

“0.K. 1* said Putnam,

He did not mind extending the walk,
g0 far as that went. But he wondered
what FPoker Pike would have thought
had the Groyfriars gunman been awarn
that he was walking ocut without Poker
“kecping tabs ” as usual.

8o far as he knew, Poker had not
seen him with Mr. Baloman that morn-
ing. Certainly, a fellow might have
been supposed safe in the company of
his Forin-master. But Poker was not
the man to take that view. Poker never
regarded Putnam as safe unless his own
oye was on him.

They walked by the deep, shady path
through the wood. r. Saloman
quickened his pace, &3 if in haste now
to get back to the school.

But ae the path led away from Grey-
friars, avery step took them farther and
farther away from the school—deeper
and deeper Into the solitary wood.

“(zoodnesa gracious!” cxelaimed Mr.
Solomen at last. “I think you must
have been right, my boy. o havoe
missed the way.”

“¥ou said it, sir ¥ grinned Puinam.

Mr. Saloman stopped at a spot where
a little gate stood in the hedge by the
footpath. Beyond it was a long garden
and a small cottage—the one to which
Putnam had referred.

“Does anyone live lere, my hoy*
ezked Mr. Baloman, blinking at the
little building through his biy glasses.

“I don’t think so, sir,” ansi.ered Van
Duck. “I've heard it's let to somebody
for week-onds, but I don't know.”

“We may find someone of whom to

.ask our way, at all events,” eaid Mr.

HBaloman, opening the little gate.

“1 guess 1 know the way, =" said
Putnam., “"Wea're mora than a, milo
from Groyfriars pow, Lut I guess I
know every foot of it.”

“ Possibly, possibly,” assented Mr.
Saloman. “But I think it would be
more prudent to mguire our way, as I
am & complete stranger 1n this loeality.
Come with me, mg boy."

Putnam followed him up the garden
path, into the treflisad porch at the
cottage door. The new master of tho
Remove tapped at the door.

"Nobody there, sir,” said Pulnam.

"1t appears not,” zaid Mr. Saloman.

He turned the door-handle, and tho
door opened to his touch. It opencd into
tho living-room of the cottage.
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Putnam van Duck glanced in core-
lessly.

He saw a small, plainly furnished
room, with a table, a few chairs, aud a
looking-glass on the wall. The room,
and evidently the cotiage, was un-
cecupied. ) )

" Nobody at home, sir,” said Putnam.

“Nope I¥ said Mr. Saloman, with o

startling a change of voice and manner
that Putnam van Duck jumped clear
of the ground in his amazement.
“Nope! But I reckon somebody's ﬁﬂmg
to be at home mighty soon, a‘ng I'll say
that you're tho 1dentical guy t”-

And as Putnam fairly tottered in his
amazement at. hearing the voice of
Chick Chew proceed from the bearded
lips of Mr, Baloman, the new master ox
the Remove, he received a viclent
shove. It scot him spinning inte the
room, and Mr, Saloman, alies Chick
:.I?Imw, followed him in and slammed the

0ok,

oy il

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Folled at the Fipish !

UTNAM VAN DUCK stumbled
P scross the room, and fell with a
bump. Amazed and bewildered,
he scrambled up, to feel a grip

of iron on his shoulder. :

“Don’t you bank on starting any-
thing, bo!” came the rasping voice of
the gangster. “1 guess you get yours
wighty quick if you dol”

“Carry mo home to diel!” gasped
I*'utnam.

He struggled, but only for a moment.
That powerful grip on his shoulder held
him like a vice. And Chick Chew’s left
liand jerked from his pocket, under the

own, & short length of lead piping—
the gangster's favourite weapon.

“You win, Chick!” said Putnam
coolly. -

The gangster grinned.

“You said 1t 1”7 he agreed.

Putnam stared at him. Even now le
knew that the man was Chick Chew,
Kidnapper No. 1 of the United States,
he could scarcely believe it. Not the
remotest resemblance to Chick could be
traced in Mr. Saloman—except in his
stout build, which even the cummng
gangster could not disguise, :

The Semitic-locking face, with its
heard and spectacles, was evidently a
masterpicce of the art of make-up.

“You sitting this ono out, Puinam?”
asked Chick, with & Hourish of the lead
ipa. :
! EI:l' should smile 1" said Putnam.

“T'Il say that's hoss-sense [ ogreed
“hick,. “I sin't wanting to crnek‘f'qur
cabezs, end you worth half a million
dollars to me, if you sit it out guet,

hiq Loy

“Quieter'n a lamb, s'long’s you've got
that lead pipe handy [ answered Van
Dl inned, and slipped hi

The gangster grinned, and slipped his
wan cmg back into his pocket. ke led
the Ei{]nnpped junior to the wall, whero
s cbat hung. 'i‘hrmt:ing the coat aside,
ho revealed an ironm staple in the wall,
from which hung a length of rope.

Coolly, quickly, and methodically, ho
bound tho junior's arms behind him
with the rope. :

Putnam, standing with his back to the
well, was secured to the staple, a help-
less prisoner. )

“T11 say that's a cineh!” remarked
Chick complacently.

“You're shouting!” n%rced Putnan,
cool as an iceberg. “T'll tell & man,
that ain't no dream, Chick.” ;

The'gangster, grinning, sat on & bench
facing the Lidnapped schoolboy. Evi-
dnnti;r Chick was full of satisfaction o
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hig success, after so long & list of
fatlures,

“If it wasn't for your toot, Chick, I
guesa I wouldn't believe it was you
now,” drawled Van Duck. “I reckon
you figured on playing & game of this
sork when you moseyed in as an
archeological professor. You had this
shebahg fixed up all ready if you got
me {rﬂlﬂg‘ on & walk.”

“You said it 1" grinned Chick.

“But I'll say this has got me beat[”
eaid Putnam. “Poker's a smart guy,
but' I guess he'd never jump to it that
a master in the school was Chick Chew
with 8 new set of features. The guys
have been jnking about that nose of
yours, Chick. Where did you buy it

Chick chuckled.

“You got me guessing,” went on
Puinam. “How'd you work that riflle,
Chick? How'd you fix up as & master
to come to the school? What you done
with the guy you've borrowed a name
from#*

g %lleu he's O.K.,” eaid Chick Chew,
and I'll own up I re that this was
some estunt, and & few over! Your
schoolmaster harned in that day I was
calling as Professor Belknap, and I sure
handed him & sockdolager that I
reckoned would last him some time I

“¥ou pure did!” agreed Putnam.
*“He's laid up in ssnny now.”

“That was what I figured! And I
sure figured, ho& that, with a school-
master on the sick list, mebbe the king-
Egﬂ of the outfit would wsnt & guy mn
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g ted P B
et you I assen utpam. * But
how'cf know—"

*1 thera ain’t much about your
schoo young Putnam van Duck, that I
don't know | grinned Chick Chew. *“I
sure did learn my lesson like I was a
boy at school, and I'll mention that I
got wize to the whole caboodle. Being
wise i{o it that that school pgot
masters, when wanted, from Leggett &
leggers, and figuring that mebbe the
king-pin would want a noo man in placo
of the one I put to sleep, 1 sure concen-
trated on Leggett & Tegpers. It was jost
pic ta my jackals to pick up the noos
that 8 guy named Saloman was gning
to the school in & temporary post.’

"1 guess s0.” agreed Putnam, with
a nod.

“That guy,” went on Chick, " waa
watehed for at Lantham Junction, and
picked up there, with a tale that his
headmaster had sent a car for him.™

" Pie [ gssented Putnam.

“Clam-pie!” grinned Chick. “ITo
never smiclled oo mouss till he had a
gst at Lis head in & nice lonely spot;
and then he was in quite a hurry to
agree to any remarks I made. I bor-
rowed his outfit, and hit for Groy-
friara. I was fixed up rcady for the
gireud. I guess 1 don't look a lot like
the rcal Saloman guy, but as nobody
knew him at the H:gnnl, that cut no
ice. I puess I wes sabtistiod :'l-.:rng as I
didn't look like Hannibal Chew.”

“And you sure do oot!' said Put-
nam.,

“Net a lot, I allow! This here noso
is more'n twice ms big ms my own, and
I'll say it's dandy1” said Chick. *1
fuess I dono with it now. But it sure
183 been useful, if it ain't pretty to
look at(”

“Bo that’s how Mr. Saloman come
to miss the train for Courtfisld I" said
Putnam grimly. "I guess I was sur-
prived somo when I heard from Whar-
tion that our noo beak had told a heap
ol fies about that train "

Chick gave another chuckla.

“1 guess 1 bhad to lose Baloman's
train, handiing Baloman and secing
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him safe,” he answered. *I hit for the
school in a car, got out a mile from the
shebang, and walked the rest. I
allowed that I'd walked from Court-
field, and I guessed nobody was the
wisoar, "

“There was a bunch of us that was
the wiser I” retorted Putnam van Duck.
“But 1 allow we never guessed why
Mr. Saloman was telling lies sbout it.
I sure never did dream of seeing you
horn in as a schoolmaster, Chick.”

“Nor yet that emart guy Poker!”
grinned Chick “Though I'll mention
that I had my hand mighty near a
gun when he horned into my room last

m%ht."
utnam whistled.

It was clear to him.now, of course,
how the midnight intruder in the
dormitory had escaped.

No wonder: Chicle had fed into Mr.

loman's rocm—as he was, in point of
fact, Mr. Salomanl

He had discarded his schoolmaster
disguise, when he made his attempt
on the Remove dormitory—baffled so
unexpectedly by Billy Bunter's astute

precautions |
But having escaped inte his own
room, the locked door had givenm him

ample time to replace the disguise,
long before Poker's hefty shoulder
drove the door in.

“I’ll say Poker's smart,” went on
Chiok complacently. “But there's a
smarter guy in the -United States, and
I'll mention that his name's Hannibal
ﬁhu;:r; I'll say I got Poker guess-
in

utnam made no ieply to that. He
was wondering.

Poker Pike had asserted that Chick
had not esoaped by way of Mr.
Saloman’s window. He had searched
the room. And then he hed seemed
content to drop the matter, and to
remain for the rest of the night watch-
ing over Van Duck in the Remove
dormitory.  And Putnam wondered
whether, after all, the keen, Wary gun-
man had some iur‘amg ruspicion of
Mr. Baloman. It rather looked to Put.
nam as if Poker had.

Chick, evidently, did not suppose so
for a moment. Chick’s bolief was that
he had all Greyfriars fooled, ineluding
the Grogfriars gunman, and that he
had won his game st last.

Ho looked at his watch and rose from
tho bench.

“1 ﬁ‘uﬂsa I'l leave you Sarknd safa
here, Putnam,” he remarked. * They'll
sure be hunting for you s=con: buot I
reckon they won't be looking into this
chebang I got to get word to Tug
that 1 got you. and get tho auto
around.

“¥ou won't be here more’n en hour
or two Then I guew 1 got a safe
place, fur enough away, to park you,
till you can be packed safe on a
gentieman’s private yacht and put on
the home-trail. Your popper will sure
&1t up a few whon he gets a lefter from
you with a United States postmarl,
mentioning that I'm waiting for half a
million dollars 1

“¥ou ain’t got by with it yet 1” said
Tutnam,.

“I'm banking on it ! drawled Chick.
“If that guy Poker can horn in on
my gome again, I'll sure allow he's tko
best man?
I'vo left Poker guessing.”

Chick Chew turned to the lecking-
glass end begen to romove his  dis-
guise.

Putnam watched his reflection in the
glazs as he removed the false nese, the
beard, the esebrows, the spectacles,

But I'm telling you that & (4

Blowly the genuine appearance of
Chick Chew came to light.

Neither of them heard the door
softly opon.

But suddenly Chick gave a wild and
violent start, and Putnam a gasp. In
the looking-glass, beside the reflection
ﬂf the gangster, appearcd the mirrored,
hickory face of a man in & bowler
hat—with & levelled gun!

Az if paralysed by that sudden and
unexpected vision in the mirrer, Chick
stared at 'it, dumbfounded, tho dis-

ise he had just removed frozen in hia
at hands.

“Btick 'em wp!" ecama a quiet,
metallic voice behind the fung&tﬂt‘.

Putnam gave & breathless yell:

" Poker I

Chick spun round.

Instinctively hio reached far a gun.

But  tho levelled revolver Inoked
him in tho face with Poker FPiko's
iy oyes glittering over it, uuder the
bowler hat.

“8tick 'em up, Chick!" eaid Poker

evenly. “You get yours sudden, if you
don't 1"

And Chick realised it only too
Elmr]i’l Slowly his hands went up
over his head.

Red with rage, he stared at the
Greviriara punman.

“Poker, old-timer!" panted T'utnam.
“¥ou sure was kecping tabs!”

Poker nodded.

“Burest thing you know, big boy! I

uess 1 suspicioned that guy a whole
ot last might—and if a guy couldn't
be sure enough to cinch ﬁim then, a
guy could watch him like a guy was a
ca: looking arter a mousa!

“Yep. I'll vay 1 was not fast esleop
when you started on a pascar with that
hombre, and I sure did tread on your
tail all the way—and, mchbe, it']l
interest you, Chick, that I did not feel
sure it was you til I heard sour toot
—and I been listening to you, outzide
that here door, while you been chewing
the rag with voung Putnam—and 1
ain’t no objection fo saying that you
are en enfcrialming guy when you're
chewing the rag ! And if you got more
to spill I ain't objecting to wait while
¥ ol muﬂ; it up "’ :

But Chick had r# more to spill.

In slence, in utter rage and dismay,
he glared at the Greyiriars gunman
and his levelled gun—his hands above
hi: head! It was borno in upon the
mind of ITannibal Chew that his careor
a3 tho star kidnapper of the United
States had reached its end--for some
years to come, at least! Kidnapper
No. 1.-was bu-ni:ed for tha “can” from
whiclh there was no exit!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Chick In the “Can' !

T HERF'S Van Duck?”

w “Goodocss koows ("

“The wherefulness is
torrifie I'*

A place at brealfast was vacant at
the Remove table. Putnam van Duck
did not turn up.

Neither was Mr. Saloman ecen.

Only one sharp pair of eyes had
cbserved them 'eave by Masters’ gato
—Pokor’s. Nobody else knew that they
had left the school. Harry Wharton
were puzzled; but they could
only concluds that Van Duck was
showing the new master sbout the
school.  That he cculd be in srpy
danger, in company with the rew
master of ove, crossed no-
body’s mind.

But when tre fellows came out after
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His hands iled behind his back, the muzzle of & six-gun prodding

gateway.

breakfast, and Van Duck was looked
for, and not found, the alarm began.
Harry Wharton hurried to his Form-
master’s study, < z20e whether Mr,
Saloman was there; but he found the
study vaecant Neither the new
master, nor the American junior, wns
to be secn anywhere.

“They can't have gone out!™ said
Harry, as he rejoined hiz friends in
the quad. “Why should they? DBut
where are they 1™

“Echoe answers where!” said Bob
Cherry. " What the dickens i3 that
man Saloman up to? He will be duc
in the Form-room soon.”

“We left Van Dueck with him !™ soid
tha captain of the Remove. “ Blessed
if I can make it out! Foker may
know where Yan Duck is—ho generally
docs! Let's go and ask IPoker.”

The Famous Five went down to Gos-
ling's lodge. But they learned from
Gosling that Poker Piko was not
there. Gosling had not scen him sinco
that morning at all :

“Petter go to the Head I zaid DBob,
“Something's happened to Van Duck,
that's pretty clear. Can't tell Baloman,
as he's not therel You'd better cut off
to the Head, old bean.”

“If Van Duck docsn't turn up for
class—" _

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
suddenly, his eyes fixed, with a startled
stare, on three figures that arrived at
the gatoway

One of themn was Pulnam van Duck.
Another was I'oker Pike. But the
third was an amazing figure.

Up to the neck he was. Mr. Salo-
man; the stout figure in a master's

Up 1o the neck he was a masier ; above the neck he was
the chums of the Remove slared.

gown, Above the neck he was quite
a different person.

Beaky ncee and beard and spectacles
were gone. Only the shiny complexion
remained of hia disguise, and that did
not prevent the Famous Five from
recognising Chick Chew.

His hands were tied together behind
him. Poker Pike, walking with him,
prodded him with a muzzle of & six-
gun when he lagged. Putnam van
Duck was grinning. DBut Poker's
hickory faco was as serious ns wsupal,
and the gangster’s was convulsed with
fury. ;

Breathless  with  amazoment,
chums of the Remove stared,

Follows came scampering up on all
sides. There was a roar of amazed
voices a3 Foker FPike marched Il
Prisgner IIl.

“Chick Chew !"" gasped Harry.

“The esteemed and ridiculous Chick,
and—-"

" Saloman—"

“It'a the new beak—"

“It's Chick Chew—""

ithe

“J say, you fellowsg—"
“ Gireat pifu 1 '
“(Thick's latest, you guys!™ grinned

Van Duck, as Poker” Pike marched hiz
prisoner on towards the Houso, throngh
& staring, buzging crowd., “Say, did
eny guy here tumble to it that Salo-
man was Chick in a noo outft?"
“No fear " gasped Bob. ;
“He took me for a walk,” f;rmnnd

Putnam. “And I'll say it would have
been a long trip if Poker hadn't
horned in. I'm telling yon, it's

Chick for the * can? this time.”

“0Oh, my hatl”

A buzzing swarm of fellows followed
tho captured gangster to the Ilouse,

him in the rear, the prisoner was led thro

ulte a different person.
* Chick Chew, thuqkldn:ppar 1'* gasped Harry Wharton,

23

h the school

Breathless with amazement,

Dr. Locke met the gunman and his
prisoner a8 they entercd, his eyes
almost balging from hiz majestic face,

“What—what—what—""  stuttercd
the Head.

“ Chick, =ir,” said Poker.

“Blegs my soull The—the—ilie kid-
napper |

“You said it, bo. I guess he horned
in Liere calling himsclf Saloman. And
I'll say he's got the real goods parked
somowhere, and mebbe he'll moention
whers when he's FMkﬂd in the ' can.’

“Mr. Saloman[” The llead almost
fell down., “Bless my soul! F—I fail
io understand., I—I—"

“Mcbbe you're s'prised a fow,”
milted Toker.

ncl-
“But il's sure Chick,
and I pot him salo and sounil. 1
guess I'll horrow a room to lock him
in, while I grt on the phone, hig boy.
Tho cops will sure bo pleased to inter-
voo Chick.”

“Blesa my
Ferbly,

In the guad an exeited swarm of
fellows surrovnded 1'winam van Duck,
pager to hear overy detaill of what
had hnplsmm-:l. Never had the bell for
classea been 2o unwelecome at  ivey-
friara.

Chick Chew was gone when 1he fol-
lowa camoe out in break—safe in the
nflicial hands of Inspector {irimes ot
Clonrtlield. Chick was never likely to
e sren af Ciroyfriars agam, nor, in-
deed, to meet the public view ai all,
for o many yeara to comne. oo
lata Chick realised that he would have
done well to heed the forehodings of
Liz side-kicker, Bud Parker., and to

(Continued on page 28.)
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ROUSING RED-HOT ADVENTURES WITH CONVICT PIRATES and—

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

The Second Viciim !

ONALD WESTDALI, pgunncry
R licutenant. of the pirate cruiser
YVengeance, push the glazed

peak of his cap baclk over lis

damp, curly brow, and lighted =
cigaretle,
“No signs of the Monster, as vet,” he

eaid, wiith o short, forced laugh, as ho
watched the cold whitoc beam of the
scarchlight playing over the inky ripples
and rugpged, rocky arches of the subter-
rancan lake on Inaccessible Island. “ 1t
it wasn't for the fact that French Louis
is missing from the muster-roll, I should
Le inelined to put it sll down to a bad
dream. ™ :
“I¢'s here, right enough.” Roderick
Drake, the pirates’ prisoner, lay flat
upon & jutting ledge of rock, shading
his ovea from the bright, wlite glare.
“Lurking in one of these unexplored
zea caved, down under the surface.
Unless it's got some sccret outlet to the
gon bed, and only comes to the island
occasionally. Thab depth charge must
have given it a jolt. But it’s neither
dead nor badly injured, or we should
have scen some sign in the water.”

Two days had clapsed since Von
Fimar and the convict pirates from
Nemesiz Island had taken wup their
refupe in the seeret harbour of Inacees-
sible lsland, in their captured cruiser.
They had not been twenty-four hours on
ihe island before they learned that it
contained some mysterions inhabitant
besidos themselves; a hideons, unknown
sea monster that dwelt in the labx-
rinthine caves of the underground lake
that branched of from the lagoon.
Alrcady ono of the convicts had fallen a
victim to its frightful tentacles, and bocon
dragged to the coal-black depths, pever
to be scen again,

The pirates, under the direction of
Von Einar, had set up & small general-
ing station in one of the dry caves to
provide power for the scarchlight that
over since had incessantly swept the
cavern pool. A six-ponnder quicl-firing
gun, too, had been mounted upon the
rocky lnnding-stage by the channel that
wonnd under serrated arches to the
island lagoon, where the cruiser lay
anchored.

EKecn cyes constantly seanned the lake
as heavily laden boats and rafts forried
to and f loaded with coal-sacks,
cdrums of c:ﬂ: and other storos that had
been scercted in the eaves by German
: nts in the days before the (reat
Mar.

“You should have seen it, Ron,” con-
tinued Roy, examining the breech and
sights of tho quick-frer as ho spoke, 1
nevar saw anything like it in all my Life.
Half a dozen tentacles like steel hawsers,
gogeling cyes that gave you the ereeps,
all glowing like lampa. licve me or
not, I fired my rifla point-blank, and the
bullet glanced off the monster’s head like
a pebble off & rock. Just as if it had
been mado of triple armour plating.”

“You'ra right in that, sir—right as
rain " agreed Hilarity Ilinton, the
Cockney, as he glanced uneasily over 1ha
hovering oave shadows, 1 saw’d it, 1
d“]I!* *Oreiblo, it was! Tair frightened
ma l*
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By John Bredon.
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* Well,” snapped the man in the horn-rimmed spectacles, stepping from
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the doorway of the strange under-water craff and looking Roy Drake up and down,
*“ who are you, hoy, and what do you want? How did you get here ? *

Wostdale Inughed, s'lnpjﬁng the pun-
breech with a brown hand. :

“ Well. whatever it is, chum, Barking
Tially will soon put paid to its anties if
il shows up again. 1f its head can stand
up 1o ono of these six-pounder shells, 1
grve it best | Why—what—what’s thatt”

Westdale's sharp cyes had eaught n
ripple of disturbed water at the distant
end of the eavern pool.

With a bound, Roy Drake leaped o
hiz feet, and pivoted the searchlight full
upon the low cave arch whenee the swirl-
iner osalilicz eame.

“That’s it 1 "The Monster ! cried iho
boy exeitedly, a= s short, eylindrienl
olgeet, surrounded by waving amd
tiexible tentacles, floated inte the full
white blaze of the searchlight. *Aloy,
there ™ he shouted io the crew of a raft,
who wern rowing rlowly towards tho
antlel that led to the lagoon. “Ges
ashiore at ovee!  Quickiyl  T's the
Monszter 1"

The irrvc-gu’iar, domed roof of ihe
cavern reiterated his shouts in thun-
tlorous. booming ochaca.  They wero
redoubled by alarmed wornings from the
armod guards stationed nt various poinls
on the rooks.

Ronald Westdale, eye upon the gun-
sights of thp guick-firer, thumb resting
upont the ﬂ:gigvpush, muttered under Lis

iant

hreath with vexation. The raft, with its
human occupants, was directly in the
line of fire, botween him and the
Alanstor.

_ One by one the four men of its crew
jumped from the lashed logs into the
water, stroggling and splashing towards
the rocky shore,

Still Westdale heositated. The
resultant explosion once hiz shell struck
the sea beast spelt almost certsin death
for the swimming men.

Crack ! Brrrang ! Cre-a-ack] Crack!
Crack |

The cavern ochoos rolled and erashed
as the sentrica, kneeling on the recky
landing-stage, or higher up in the clefia
and cavities, fired their ritles again and
again. .The shadows of the caves wera
lit by pulsating flashes like lLightning.
Bullets droned, Water sprayed and
spurted all over the underground lake,

But Roy Drake, watching beside
Wesldale, sz the latter fumed and
growled, knew perfeetly well that they
waro only wasting ir emmunibion.
For one thing, the men were firing too
wildly and hurriedly to take effective
nim: and the only mark was those eoil-
ing, nndulating tentacles, and the short,
round objoct,” like a bottle floating
tupriﬁht in tho water, which he recog-
nised for the spiky erest or protuberance



between the round, glowing eyes, which
were invisible under the water.

Only a direet hit from one of the six-
pounder shells could destroy the under-
s8R i:lmunter, with its hide like armoured
steel.

Westdala still muttered and cursed
impatiently. He could not fre a shot
while those four men, conviets and
eriminals though they were, lay between
him and his objective. One of the men,
a strong swimmer, breasting the tide as
it swirled towards the lagoon, had
already reached the base of the rooks,
and was hauling himself up, Two more
were swimming steadily as the ra
drifted away on the suction of the
powerful current.

A loud, frenzied squeal came from the
fourth and last, who splashed and kicked
wtldlf as he clung to one of the wooden
paddics.

Hilarity Hinton leaped to his feet,
with horror delineated upon his usual
cheerful countenance,

“By gum, it's old Lakowski! The
Poleskil 'E can't swim—not a strokel
The Monster'll get him 1™

“Can't swim!” gasped Roy Drake,
staring across the troubled water.

The man, elinging to his paddle, was
being rapidly drawn into the race of the
tide as it nweEt through the cave por-
tale. Behind him the Monster floated
leisurely, closing
relentlessly.

“My hat] The poor devil | He hasn't
& chance "

Roy braced himeel on his toes by the
brink of the rock ledge, arma stretched,
fingers meeting, as he poised for a dive.

“What are you doing, Hoy, you fool 1"
roared Westdale, jumping vwp to check
his impulse. “8top, you inun LR B
You can’t do anythinﬁl The Monster
will got you as well !

His warning fell upon deaf ears. Even
as ha spoke, Roy Drake projected lightly
from the rocky edge, curving cleanly as
ho dived. With & splash he struck the
surfaco of the pool, the waters muffling
Westdale's ery of dismay and warni
in his ears, as he swooped into the blagﬁ
deptha, .

ising to the top, he swept aside the
curtain of water that ran from his hair
over his eyes, gazing around him
cagerly, A few yards away Hfoated
Liﬁ:nwaki, the Polish convict, a little,
wizened old man, with a bald head and
cropped ears, hiz face distorted with
terror.

“ Steady I* cried Roy.

With a few rapid sirokes, ha
diminished the distance between himself
and the frightened man, who screa
and clutched frantically.

The boy glided away, avoiding the
desperate, grabbing hands that would
have drawn them both fo the black
depths. ‘Then, watching his oppor-
tanity, he swam in and caught the man
by the shoulders. Turning him over on
his back, he seized him under the arm-
pitz and struck out with his legs for the
ghore,

Terror seemed at last to have numbed
the Pole's faculties; he lay quiescent
in Roy's arms.

They neared the low cliff, Roy dread-
ing every moment to feel that erushing,
II!PP-EIHI’IE grip of the tentacles upon
1m,

*E Qui{'-‘k, 1ﬂ-'d el

Westdale and Hilarity Hinton lay
flat upon the ledge, stretching out their
hands to grasp the Pole’s sagging, inscn-
sibla form. Westdale was starin
fixedly over Roy's head, and, thoug
he said not 8 word, the boy knew thet
he was watching the Monster as 1t
glided slowly and inexorably in their
wake.

i upon the man
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The dazed and drooping Pole was
hauled like a sack of firewood out of
the water, over the rugged brink to the
ledge. Roy's fingers gripped at the
glistening, corrugated sides of the rock.

Even as he did so he felt that cold,
friﬂ:n!;fa.l!j paralysing clutch upon his
ankle.

His friende eried out with alarm and
dismay. ) _

With the sweat bursting out on his
forehead, Roy Drake clawed dasﬁeratal:,r
aﬁdtha ineffectual handhold of the rock-
gida.

YWestdale, his face transformed Iin a

ft Eamxysm of rage, blazed rapidly with

18 automatie at the coiling tentacles
and at the huge, globular head, just
visible under the surface. Ho might as
well have fired at the bare rocks.

Tha Cockney, with that sublime self-
sacrifice that comes to men at such
moements, leaned procariously over the
edge, holding out bis hand, knowing full
well that it only meant his own death if
the boy grasped it

The steel-like, inexorable grip on
Roy's ankle dragged him down as in a
vice. Hecraped and bleeding, his fingers
slipped, and slid from their hold upon
the rough surface of the rock. His last
ery of horror was strangled in his throat
as his head wvanished from B:ghta and
slowly, remorselessly, he was drawn
down into the black oblivion of the
cavern lake, Ienvmi his companions to
stare and stare at the black ripples and
eddies where he hod disappesred, like
men bereft of their senses.

i

The Mystery Unfolded !

IMLY conscious though he was
D that he was only pro m?in his
agony, Roy Drake fought hard

to preserve that vital spark

which wae call life as he was drawn down
rapidly through the black ocean dopths.

His ears buzzed. An intolerable
weight seemed to be pressing against his
close-shut mouth, his closed eyes, and
nostrils, Ifis lungs swelled to the point
of bursting. Then at lsst, after minutes
which seemed measured out in hours,
the grasp on his ankle suddenly
released.

Upwards he shot to the surface. For
a wﬁila he paddled about in a darkness,
gratefully inhaling deep gulps of fresh,
sweek alr.

At once he knew that he must be In
one of the innumerable sea-caverns that
branched off from the lagoon of Inecces-
sible Island—the Monster's lair, no
doubt. He had been drawn through an
under-sea tunnel like & cork down a
drain-pipe.

But where was the Monster? And
why, if this was & eave connected by
a submarine channel with the main
cavern, was the air so fresh and sweet
instead of being thick and foul, as it
should have been in such a caset

By air-shafts piercing the cave roof,
he answered his last question. And
then, as he swam in eircles, a bright,
white, dazzling light suddenly blazed
from above.

For one minute Roy was almost
blinded ; then, his eyes bm:uminf: at last
accustomed to this unaccountazble glare,
hae espied slabs and ledges of lava rock
rising up from the inky water, sur-
mounted by tho mouths of caves and
cravicea in tha ruiﬁed wall.  Quite
evidentl®, Inaccessible TIsland wea
riddled by these caves and underground
lakes—a not surprising phenomenon,
remembering that the island was the
result of sdme bygone voleanio upheaval,

Swimming towarda a flattish pila of

rocks, Roy Drake hauled himself to the

)

top, and, wringing out his gaturated
clothing, stared around for the Monster,

There it was, climbing the rocks a
short way “distant. . ]

Roy cried out hoarsely in his surprise,

Seon now by the gnﬂtmting light
that illuminated 1 cavern, the
Monster, with its spidery tentacles snd
huge, globular head, resembled a
gigantio diving-suit.

es; diving-suit it was, though such
a one as the boy had never seen before.

Twelve feet in height, belted togother
with plates of polished steel, the ten-
tacles were its arms, no deubt manipu-
latad hg mechanical devices from within,
Its motive power was a tripod of hiufed

illars that acted as legs. And what

ay had first taken to be a horned pro-
tuberance between the thick gless port-
holes was, in reality, a periscope like
that of a submarine.

At the same time, Roy realised that
the bright electrio light came from
pnv?arfu are-lamps filed to the cave
roof.

#o paralysed was the lad by his
unexpected discovery that he remained
squatting on the slab of lava as sliding-
doors ghded open in the stec] trunk to
reveal its crew. .

The gcoupants, twe in number as they
stepped from the doorway, looked as
strange as their under-water craft. One
was 8 burly, dwarfish Chinaman, slant-
%'ged* elad in overalls of blue canvas.

he other was a lean, lanky man, with
a stragely beard, blinking, watery eyes
behind huge, horn-rimmed spectacles,
and with a domed bald head that was
fringed by lo grey locks falling to
his narrow shoulders,

With o spring, Rnir rose to his feet,
looking to zight and left for a chunk of
rock that might serve him for a weapon,
since these strangers would havdly be
friendly. But he found nothing.
MBtop!” It was the man in horn-
rimmed spectacles who barked out the
word,

Beeing that escape was hopcless, Roy
stood his ground and waited wlhile the
strangers appreached.

Slowly the tall white man looked Roy
up and down, ]

“Well,” he snapped, lpﬂlﬂﬂng
with a strong foreign accent, ™
oit, boy? hat do you want?]

ow did you get here i

English
who are

And

Prolessor Oskar Vorst.

ILENTLY the Chimaman glded
behind Roy, tensed and poised,
hovering ready to spring.

“Aly name's Roderick Drake—
called Roy for short—if you want to
know,"” sonswored the boy brusquely.
“As to how 1 pot here, you shoulld
know better than I do. And if you
want to know what I want, I'd ask
nothing better than to dot you one on
the nose for your dashed check. After
that I'd like a bita to eat, I'm
hungry.” i

“Ah, beh 1" The man in the horn-
rimmed  epectacles clicked his teeth.
*“¥ou are English, of course. That
explains it. All the English are mad.”
Swinging round to tha Chinese, lo
added: “8how him the way, Li."

With that he climbed a series of
rude, natural steps up to ona of the
caves that overlopked tho lake.

Watching Roy like a bulldog on the
heels of an intruder, Li motioned tho
boy to follow. :

Ducking his head under a rocky
arch, Roy found himself in a roomy,
irregular chamber hollowed oub from
the rock, lighted by an electrie bulb
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from the ceiling, and barely furnished
with s plain, deal table, stools, chairs,
chests, and trunks, and benches that
were littered with phials, test tubes,
nnd varions scientifie instruments,
mostly unknewn to him., Another
rugged archway showed Ffurther caves
beyond, Inaccessible Island was like a
gigantic sponge.

“"Ach! Feed him, Lil" gruated the
white man, standing in the middle of
the cave with arms folded on his
Fi gon bremst. “The animal must be
fed, I suppose, before it will bark.
fiat, boy, eat; but do not take all day
about it! Tell me the truthl Tell me
how that warship came to this island
te disturb my privacy, and my work”

Roy sat on a stool as Li, the China-
man, sortcd out a change of clothing
from a box. Then he tackled some
bully beef and bread, while from s
battered coffee-pot Li poured out some
steaming brown liguid into & mug.

Between monthiuls Roy told the
gtrange, white man all that he knew—
how Von Eimar had led the revolt of
the convicts on Nemesis Island; seized

the Varland cruiser, Zermac, and re-

named hor the Vengeance, and started
out upon the smazing carcer of a
modern pirate. Briefly Roy sketched
out the story of the sinking of the
Bylvia Bay, the battle with the Dutch
aircraft, and hiding of the
Aupstralian liner's bullion in the caves
of Inaccessible Island. He was careful
to add that he was only a prisoncr
aboard the pirate cruiser, though, for
obvious remsons, Lo omitted to state
that this was becausa his father was
Morgan Drake, the hand and brain
of the British Secret Service,

VWhen he had finished, his bearded,
spectacled captor let out a smort like
that of an angry horse.

“A strange tale,” he gronted—""very
strange | As strangoe a one as ever
have heard in sixty years. Von Eimar
—Nemesiz Izland—s  pirate erulser.
Tl Von Eimar! Hal” Excitedlr
he ptalked about the little cave swing-
1ng his long, lean arms, and muttering
excitedly to himself in German. “Von
‘Bimar| I know that name! Years
qiu I met him in Berlin. What is he
like—a squat, strongly built man; like
a Prussian officer, with pale blue eyes?
He smiles—ah, yes, a smile that you
never forget—an ugly smile as though
he plays with you. Is that your Von
Limar "

“Yon Eimar to a hair,” said Rov
Drake. *“Do wvou know him, then®"

“I know him—syoes. ¢ was in the
Becret Service, many ycara apo. Ile
it was who questioned me when I dis-
;u]?er&c]* the scecrets of Inaccessible
sland.

Boy Drake pricked up his cars.

“Youn discovered the seerets of In-
arcessible Tsland ¥ he cchoed.

Hiz interrogator lifted up his small,
bald head, blinking throngh the thick
lenses of lis glasses.

“Ach, yes! I did. I am Professor
Oskar Vorst, the cartographer, Tt was
I who explored this island, weors
before the Great War. Von Eimar—
that explains it. I had supposed that
none  besides myeelf knew of this
hidden harbour on Inaceessible Island.
But, if Von Eimar is the man who in-
ciled the convicts to rise and run away
withh this cruiser, as you sav, then
naturally ho would make for this island
as a refuge. Von Eimar is a man
who forgets nothing,™

Onco more Professor Oskar Vorst, as
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he named himeelf, resumed hia norvous,

uneasy pacing about the cave, his ¢lun
sunk on his breast as his lips worked
convulsively.

“This is bad,” he muttered to him-
self, over and over mgsin—* very bad.
All my plans it spoils—yes™

“But, I m;y, professor I" exclaimed
Roy, nft-}r_a ew minutes, the professor
still rambling about restlessly.

“Wellt” Professor Oskar Vorst
wheeled around and glanced st him
irritably. “YWhat 18 it? TYou are
mterrupting my thoughts, boy. What
o you want? Don™t sit  thera
gaping ¥

“It's just this,” bepan Rov. *You
gay that the presence of the pirate
cruiser spoils all your plans. Well.

there is & W%?' in which you can rid
yourself of Von Limar and sll his
pirates and eonvicts. Haven't you any
commpnication with the  outside
world 7**

“Well?"’ rapped the professor again,
"Don't speak to me in riddles, s
YWell, what of it1"

Apparently the professor dido’t see
the obvious inference.

Rov explained further.

“I've told you that warships are out
hunting for Von Eimar and his pirate
cruiser. The search will be kept up
for weeks. They won't trouble about
Inaccessible Island, because evervone
supposes that it is a barren rock,
where npobody can approach—what
with the currents and the sunken coral
recfs. But you've a wireless installa-
tion, 1 suppose? Bend out a radio
message, and Von Eimar will find
himself bottled up like a rat in a
trap.”

It cost Roy a pang as he said this.
Fiven az he spoke, he realised that
destruction for Von Eimar and his

irates must also mean destruetion for

opald Westdale and Hilaritv Hinton,
tha Coockney. In the fow, but exciting
days that had elapsed since the
mutiny on Nemesis Island, thers had
ERprUng up a8 warm at ment botween
the lad and these two. They were the
only two friends that he had among
the cutthroat, lawless crenww of the Ven-
eance, and he owed them both a deecp
delbt of pratitude.

All the same, Roy's duty was clear
and unmistakeble. At all costs, he
must send out the message that would
encompass  the destruction of Yon
Eimar and hiz pirate crew before this
cnemy of all mankind could wreak
such snother atrocity as the sinking of
the 8ylvia Bay.

Ron Westdale and Hilarity Hinton
must take their chance—he realised
that. Such men as Von Eimar, Killer
Moran, Dr.. Nicuwe and Luia Ramiro,
with their hang-dog followers, must be
wiped ruthlessly out of existence.

But Roy was to dizcover that their
downfall was not to be accamplished
zo0 easily as all that.

Slowly and deliberately the professor
fixed him with a suspicious glare, and
above the horn vims of his spectacles
his shaggy brows contracted inte =2

this that rxou

Lknitted scowl.
Engrest,
grated  angrily. “{ghat

“IWhat ia
boy?” e
treachery is behind this move of yours®
You want me to help in the destruction
of vour pirate comrades?”
“Treachery? My—my pirate com-
rades?”  Roy wes frankly pozzled.
“I've told you already—ther are no
friends or comrades of minc. I'm a

ndon, E.0.4. vorkizemenl oMlosd ¢ The
Post, Hobsoription rates: In

Gordoa & Qotch, Ltd., and for Bouth Africe : Cedtr

rinted in Great Hritaln and published “‘Humu”" br the
nd and Abfoad, 1lw, per

prisoper on  the pirate crulser—a
Lostage ] Von Eimar is my enemy 1"

“AL, Lah!' Contemptuously Oskar
Vorst snapped his fingers. “ Do 3on
think that you can hoodwink me wilh
50 thin a tale? Do yon take me for o
fool—an 1diot? A prizsoncr—a  hosl-
age " he scoflfed mockingly, * Of coursc,
wihen Von Eimar and hLis pirates, aro
mlal'.nturr:d and brought fo justice, they
will all swear that they are prisoncrs
arnd hostages, from the captain down-
warda. But do you think their judges
will believe them? Of course not. As
little as I beliove vou now, boy.”

Tedignantly Roy began to protest, but
the professor silenced him with an im-
patient wave of his hand.

“And, moreover, even supposing that
vour absurd statement could be be-
lieved,” Oskar Vorst went on, “an
assuredly I do not credit it for one
moment—what then? Do you suppose
that I want battloships and aeroplancs
battering this island to pieces with
bombs and shells and high explosives,
ruining &ll my carefully prepared plans
and achievements? 0 you imagine
that I want all sorta of fools and
scoundrels prowling round Inaccessible
Istand, to nose and pry inte my
secrefs ¥

Roy was puzzled.

“I'm eura I don't know,” he said,
after a pause., **What are Ij“ﬂtl doing
here? Have yon found a gold-mine on
Incccessible Island? Or pearls—at the
bottom of the lagoon,” he added, in a
flash of inspiration,

_ Fanatical rage blazed for & moment
in_the watery eyes behind those huge,
thickly lensed spectacless. Then the
professor jarred the silence with 8 jeer-
ing. contemptuous laugh, mimicking the .
hﬂg'a words.

_ “Pearls? Gold?” he echoed, snecer-
ing *“Of course! That is just the idea
that would emanate from the speck thaot
vou call a brain! No appreciation, in
this barbarous world, for the higher
mysteries of sciende—nothing but a lust
for -gold, for pearls, for money, and

yveb more money | Bu! why should I
blame you? I sco thal you ave a clod
smwong clods. Come, hava wasted

enough time as it s Lil"

At the weord, the Chinese sarvant
pounced upon Roy with all the lithe,
supple strenglh of a panther. The boy
struggled furicusly, the stool craghing
over in the scuffle. But those yellow,
musctlar arms coiled round him and
locked his limbs in & powerful, immov-
able wrestler's grip.

With Li's heavy knee pinned betweon
his shoulder-blades, Roy felt a strap
wound about his elbows, drawn close,
and buckled tightly and firmly. Ropes
wera defrly looped around him, fasten-
ing wrists, knees, ankles, till he looked
az if he were enmeshed in & hempen net,

Turning him upon his back, Li foreed
hia jaws apart, and thon jammed a
]J'tmn of wood into his mouth, and
ashed it so tightly that it seemed to
Roy that his skin was being drawu
from hia sgkull.

“Take him away !” grunted the pre-
fezsor.

The Chinaman swung Rov on to his
broad shoulder, and then stepped lightly
from the living-cave into & rough-hown
passage that gaped befween buttresses
of lava,

Hanging head downwards, Roy found
Limsclf carricd into a further cavity, a
mere fissure or hollow in the passage-
Wav.

With a grunt the Chinese dropped him
unceremonionsly on 1o the eracked and
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uneven foor, leaving him slone with
3 dim snd Hickering hurricane-lamp for
company, and his thoughts that were
as dismal and foreboding as the shadows
that hovered around.

At last, feeling almost orushed in
thoze galling bonds that cut like knives
into his skin, Roy gazed saround in the
ghadow-filled cave. i

Squirming, wriggling, he tried Lo saw
through the stout-fibred ropes with a
loose piece of a.harg lava that he found
pricking into his back. But the only
result was to scar once more his already
bruised and bleeding flesh, and at last
he desisted in despair.

As he did so, a thought struck him.
The lump of rock, slipping from his
numbed fingers, tinkled faintly on to
the floor. 8light as the sound was, it
sent & series of echoes through the
mazes underground.

EVERY SATURDAY

_What if this system of caves was »
gigantie whispering-gallery, connecting
to the main cavern where Von Eimer
and his pirates were encamped?

It was & chance !

_ Taking the piece. of lava once more
in his stiffened fingers, Roy Drake
clinked it against a jutting knob of the
wall, tapping out a message in Mores
to_those who, though he could hardly
call them friends, were st least pre-
farable as gaolers to the fanatical and

mereiless German scientizt,

Trapped !
N answer came swifter than Roy
A expected.

Jut it was not of the kind
whichh he had hoped for ond
half expected.

27

In his excitement the boy had for.
gotten that Oskar Vorst and the China-
man were nearer, and therefore mare
likely to pick up his surreptitious
message than Von Eimar eand his
pirates. Abruptly Roy ceased his tap-
tapping as he heard the soft pad of
Li's feet along the lava, striving
unsuccessfully to  conceal his “trans
mwitier  beneath his hody.

The Chinaman’s yellow, calloused foot
spurned lhim to one side, and then, with
one of his oxpressive grunts, he jerked
the tool away.

“Ho vou iry to communicate with
your fellow-rascals, do you?"™ Oskear
Vorst glaved down upon him, with his
pale, watery eyes blinking rapidly snd
E‘:’frﬁj beneath hia shaggy brows.
“And you would have deceived me into

{Continued on next page.)
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ROM north, south, east and west,
letters come pouring in from
roaders praising the good old
MAaGHET and k Richards'

yarns of the chums of Greyfriars in par-
ticular. " If only the Mao¥ET ¢ be
published twice & week|" writes a
Tottenham reader. I wender if this
particular chum is reading the rousing
yvarns dealing with the ¥ adventures
of Harry Wharton, now running in the
GEM * If not, he's missing the treat
of & lifetime }

“THE MAKING OF HARRY
WHARTON 1 '

By Frank Richards,
isg onn of the star feaiures in our grand
sehool-story eompanion paper, and ** Mag-

netites,” one and all, are strongly advised
to resd it.

In last week's chat 1 mentioned that
there werse three islands for sale, Now
John Adamz writes to ask if it 8 true

that Lherg is
A VOLCANOG FOR SALE?

Yea, John 18 quite right., The woleano
of Mount Popocatepetl, in Mexico, has
been up for msle for thirty-six years. It
i3 the fifth highest mountain in North
America, having a height of 17,540 feet.
If any of my readers feel like buying it,
they can have it for ten million dollars
of Mexican money. That works out st
anmowhere near & million pounds in
English money.

don't think I'd like to pay a million
pﬂun;.lﬂ to live on top of & voleano, would
you

What was
THE BIGGEST CIGAR 1IN THE WORLD ?

Thet's the question that comes from
** Conatant Readar,” of Mancheater. Ewver
scen a cigar that was eight and & half feet
in IangSIt 1 haven't—bub one wos
made some time ago by a firm in Cuba.
It would have cost you £5600 to purchass

it! There waa eno tobacoo in that
particular cigar to have provided an
nrdm&?' .cigar smoker with three cigars
& day for no less than ten years !

Do you know which is

THE MOS5T VALUABLE STAMP 1IN
THE WORLD %

Arthur Hi% of Leicoster, asks mo to
tell him, ie i3 considered by phila-
telists to be the one cent magenta-coloured
stamp issued in British Guians in 1858,
So far aa ie known, there is qply one stamp
of thet issue now existing, and it has &
rather interesting history. It was first
bought for £140 by an Italisn, who willed
it to & Eerlin museum. Tha Great War
was in progress when the Italian collector
died, and the st was in France with
the reat of his collection. The French
Government seized it as enemy property,
and sold it by auction. It was bought by
an American for £7,150, The purchaser
is now dead, but his widow, who owns the
stamp, recantly refused an offer of £7,500
for it. The stamp i3 now insured for
£9,600, and no offer less than £10,000
will ba considered. * Some ! price to pay
for a stamp which was once sold for a
halfpenny, what 1

Hﬂl’l{‘ of my readers mre interested in
philately, so here are a few

SHORTS ABOUT STAMPS

which I have collected for their benefit :

Three of ths Most Famous Stamp
Collectors In the World werse the lote
King George V, the former King Alfonso
of Bpain, and the present President
Roosevelt of America. Roosevelt's col-
lection ia valued !nt- i:l'.ig.]ﬂl}. ; .

A Large House In Exchangs for a Postage
Slamp was recently offered by a London
eollector—but the stamp had to be worth
the valus of the house i

A Complete Collection ol ithe World's
Stamp Issues would cosb gomething like
£000,000  to buy—oassuming that other
collactors were willing to aell their rarest
Bpecimans,

A Couniry whish Exlsied on the Sals
of Stamps to Colleetors waa the Govein-
ment Fiume, which had practicslly
no other revenue except what it made from
the asle of stam

The World's lﬂrﬂ Postage Slamp was
the PBritish * Penny Black,”" issued on
May 6th, 1840. It is not so rare, however,
as many other issues brought out some
time later,

Hero is an idea for those of oy readers
who get sudden * brain-waves.'" I hava
just been informed that & certain railway
company hes already paid out

£800 FOR IDEAS !

Just of late railway companies in this
country have been trying out sll sorts
of noew suggestions—and moet of them
have proved most benefleinl both to the
companies and their passengera, At first
the railway companiee offered prizes of
from one to iten guiness for Edgaa that
would lead to betier railway services.
S0 many valuable ideas were sent in that
the maximum award hes now been raised
to thirty guineas. Most of the awards,
of course, go to railway servants who get
a “’brain-wave " while they are at work,
and suggest means whereby the company
ean improve its ssrvice, and, at the same
time, make money. In faet, the railway
company in question admits that tha
amount of money saved by the adeption
of these idess is many times more Lhen
the amount of the awards they have paid
Mt'

When the ideas are considersd by the
Suggestiona Committes, the names of
the senders are not disclosed., Bo it
frequently happens that a tar puta

qn_mu{:h mpc?m useful iﬂaapﬂt}mu E'L‘Eli

o districk manager !

And now for next week's all-star pro-
grarame, ‘The pieco.de.resistancoe ig

“ BILLY EUNTER'S BURGLAR ! "
By Frank Richards.

This iz truly a %‘mt varn right from
the word *ge.” Billy Bunter's career
o8 a grub-hunter has often launded him
in irouble. But nover has our tamo

oiso boeen in such a predicaynent ns
he finda himnsell next. weok—satranded on
an island with a burglar i  What actually
happens 1I'm not sttempting to explain
here, Frank Richards cun do that mueh
better next Hatueday. It's o eovking
yarn, thotiph, and that's emough to gu
on at presont.

The only fault you'll find with our big
thriller '* Captain Vengennce 1l is that
there are not enough chaptera, DBut I
must leave o S the " Greyirinrg
Herald " supplement, ancther * Inter-
view “uj:? the Grey(riara Rhymestor and
my usiul weckly cha

YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Maicser Linnany.—No. 1478,



8
supposi ihat you were & prizoucr
R rab T Bl Tain o Fool.

£ Oskar Vorst!” Deliboramly he struck
;‘hﬂ boy scross the face with his bony
nuckles, “You wans to join your
friends, is that i, boy? Very well, you
gbsll ! " Von Eimar and his, érew of
fimtea shall see what is i sltove for
hem. Bring him along, Li !
Ruthlessly, the Chinaman dragged
Boay along at the hegls of the' lanky,
eroimgy professor, hauling him along by
Ela eet, with his back scraping and

um over the rough, sharp lava,

1 gjﬁimda unable tﬂ.p;ﬂtpcl:- ﬁimsﬁlf.
! %‘ e lad's shivt was in ribbons, and hia
back cruslly briiised and gashod by the
time they rcached the shores of the
avern-pool,

Professer Oskar Vorst stood Ey the
eliding doovs of his gigantic mecifanical
diving-suir, his eves blazing with a
wild light,

Looking at him now, as he stood in
the full glaio of the electric yoof-lamps
Roy realisod that—asz ho already had
begun to suspept—ths  profegsor was
well over the wrong side of the border-
liue that separaics mere covoutncity
from real insauvity.

“Brine him inade,” barked Oskar
Vaust.

The Chinamesn, slashing with a big
knife the ro that bound Roy's legs,
hustled the II:-);E into the narrow, cyhn-
diical trunk thet formed the body of
the divipg-suit,

It was like the conmng-tower of o
eubmarine, only on smaller dimensions,
with a poriscope-mirror Attecaed fo the
projecting pipe that the piratez had
misteken Ffor the “‘miunster’s” crest
and-with all its geared controls and
appliances for nanipulsting the oun-
umngly enntrived *tentacles ™ as-well pa
the motive power, there was iin;e.t rooin
for three, ond no more. Thev weio
able to breathe by means of & suclion:
pipe conneeted to a tubie of compressed
pir aflixed to the Lack,

Hoy was thrust up ageinst the sleel
wall,  hiz wrists still booud, and the
professor glared at ham with memacal
triumph as Li, somted on a kind of
saddle, manipulated willh his fect tho
treadles that operated. the ¥ legs,” what
hime tha contrivance waded through
black, lapping waters, :and, submergiug.
frad the undeorsea passape that  cone
nected the professor’s refuge with the

terfanean lake.

“¥ou shall scc something vers intee-

rating soon, I promise you!l" Oskar

Vorst ericd eoxultingiy, as 1he olectiie

bulh &dverhend plared full upon  the
polished glass ﬂ-? ilie périscope nirror.
“In a few scconds wwe will bave passed
Hirough this undedwater tunnel 1iie the
caverni” wherp  vour  villatnous  eom-
panions are. Oulg e tip of our pori-
svope witl show above weler when we
reach it.
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“Let them use their searchlight and
their poor litile -rifles and machine-
gunsl These plates are bullet-proof.
oon will you see more of your friends
and fellow-pirates struggling in the
grasp of our ientacles—aud. this 1
promise you, I shall take no move
prisoners to betray me !

'_Emildly, I, the Chinaman, sat with
his hands at the controls, as the pro-
fessor, with a contemptuous erack of his
finger-joints under Roy’s nose, turned
to rivet his gaze upaen the periscope-
mirror as they emerged from tho wnuder:
son  passage,

_ Furiously the boy chewed upon the
immovable gag that bridled his mouth.
But le could not warn the half-mad
professor of the knowledge that was
seething and burning in his brain—of
the quick-firing gun that Ronald Wost-
dale and his gunpers had mounted upon
the -landing:stage rocks, with its deadly
muzzle trained upon tho spot where the
“monster” had last emerged.

The domed steel tunret that was the
head of Oskar Vorst’s diving-machine
m:ﬁhb well ba impervious to_steel-cased
bullets, as the. professor had gloatingly
boasted, ‘but & quick firer wns a very
different matter. One well-planted six-
pounder shell,- and in ono second they
end the machine would bo blasted into
eternity. .

Roy bit into the, gag and chewed
upon the hard wood, but it was use-
loss, and he had toc case his sching

jaws, _

With bulging, staring cyes, he fised
his gaze upon thoe periscope-mirror,
waiching the black, wavery-line: as the
periscope thrust above wator, the bright
blaze of thé cver-hovering searvchlight;
and shen the inachine jolted unexpect-
edly; harling them sideways in a
floundering heap, and the “pitchy. walor
ontside the thick glass windows clinrfied
furiously es the tentacles struggled dnd

grappled above water.
“Mein  Gott, we are teapped!”
Recovering  hunzelf,  Qalkar Torst

stumbled towards the mirror, steadicd
it, and glared into its glossy surface
with eyes of baffled hate. “WVon
Eimar--that eunning devil! 1 shenld
have thought of this. Ther have fixed
ip o net, and we are caught—caught
like rats 1n a trap "

He ground his teeth in impotent
fury, and elawed ‘at lis straggly Leard
till the blosd ram, while Roy Drake,
bound, gagged, and helploss, bracdd
himself up agaiust the round steel wall
and waited, with starting eves and
tensed nevves, for the crashing oxplo-
sion that 'would be the last thing he
would know in this world !

(Ven Eimar has had things «ll his
girn way so far, Dut what ehance has
he got ayainst Osker Voral aud his
shrange und erwater machine? Don’t miss
& Line of this all-threlling slory, ehumal)

THE BOGUS BEAK!

(Continued from page 23.}

Lbeat it for the safe side of the Atlaniie
while the gomg was good.
- - s [ 3

“flad and sorer,’” said Harry Whaor-
ton, i -Study Moo 1 a week or two
later.

“Jest how I fecl,” agreed Putnam
van Imek. I sure do like this schiool
a whole lot, and I'll sar that I mever
etruck a bunch I liked betier than I
like you guys. Buk the popper wauts
mg home, now thot Chick’s in tho *can,’
wnd it's safe for me in Chicago. And
i3 gg,ss I got to hit the sleamer.”

" (Glad you're safe from the jolly old
I&idn%)pers, and sorry to lose you,”
said ‘Baob.

" Mebbe yaw'll hit Chicago some day,
and I suwwe will enjoy showing you
round the little old town,” said Van
Duck. I guéss I shan’v forget this
schobl, anu you guys. And T'H sav I
think & whole lof of this little island
where they keep a kidoapper safo in
the ‘can,’ oncothey get s cinch on him."

The caplure of Chick Chew was the
end of the kudnuppivg enterprise. The
other members of the gong, deprived
of their great leader, were only loo
glad to “Leat it,” while the going wus
gooil—as Chick, too late, forvently
wished: that he lhimself had done. Mr.
Saloman, the genwing gentleman of that
name, was rélensed from the guiet and
secluded residence where he hed been
*parked,” while the enterprising Chick
was vzing his uame and identity, with
siich disastrons results to Chick, DBut
the témporary maswer of the Romove
was gone, and Mr. Queleh back in hie
old place when the dey came for Vap
Dueck to ¢lepart.

Harry Whavton & Co., and plenty
af other follows, wero eorry to loy
their American chwm—sorry, oo, v
see the last of Poker. . But Putpam
was booked for home, and with him
went Poker Pike.

“We shall miss Van Duck,” remarked
Harrr Wharton. .

“Yes, vather ! said Nugent.

“The ratherinlness is terrific .

*What ratt" sald DBunter, " You've
still got me:” ke added reproachfuily.

“Ha, La, hal” yelled the Famouy
Five. :

The fact that they had  still goy
Bonter did not seem -to alford then
any cpnormou: amonnt of cansolation.
But the fat 0wl had, st Yeast supplied
a little comie veliel.

TIIE EXD,

{XYouw look owt jor BILEY
DUNTEINS B ROCLAR! anolher 1o

inng Creeyiviote pain by Frank Ii'r{:.fmrg;
s send work's Maexer., Yow'il rvole it
grandt  Ie swie do order your copy
earlyt)
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL
AND THE GIPSIES!

A Side-Splitting Story of St. Sam’s
By DICKY NUGENT

“The Hesd's s beest | ™

“* Hear, hear |

Doctor Alfred Birchem-
oll frowned. It was & hot
summer's day, o
revered and majeatick head-
master of St. Sam’z was
taking his ecase amongst
the branches of a tree in
Muggleton Woods., He had
n bag of toffy in his lap
inte which he wes dipping
with grote ralish.

In his enjoyment the
Head had slmost forgotten
where he was. But the
voices beneoth him woko
him up with o vengenz.

Peering dowm eautiously
through the leaves, he saw
that several juniors be-
longing to St. Bam’s were
sawntering through the
wonods towards the slkool.

“ Bawe raakala | "
znid the Head to himself,
* How dare they refer to
mo a3 & beest ! I wonder
what I've dome to eall
fourth such disrcspective
langwidge T

As if in answer to that
qjucstion, Bill Bright's voice

come foating ap to him.
“Ig'a  just 8 Dmt?r

Birchemsll to po and detain

Fearless on the wery day

were were relying on him
to play kricket!" said
]‘.‘rrigﬁt-. “Why couldn't
the old fogey detain Tubby
Barrell or someone else
whe didn't matter TV
" * Old fogey ' 1" choked
the Head. ™ And me only
ninety.nine next birthday !
Why, I'll slawter ‘em!
lr;'E____I:II
“ The old buffer couldnt
have chosen a worse time
for detaining Fearless,"” he
heard Merry saying from
far benesth him. " Thoy
say the St. Pete's team aro
as hot as mustard this
ear, and wa can't pogsibly
ifit:lt them without l-ﬂlarlfsaa.
I3 it any good appealing to
the Head, [ wonder 1™
“ Rome hoapa!™ eaid
Stedfast, with a merthless
inrf. " You'd stand as
much chenco as if you
f led to MNerol™
o his ssclooded nook
high up in the branches of
the tree, Doctor Dirchem-
all cullered with vexation.
Before he had time to yeoll

down an indignant protest,
howawver, Jack Jo wag
epeakinpg-—and Jolly's

words mado Doctor Birch-
emnall decide to keop quiet
o littls longer.

“CGot 1" was Jolly's
cgeselomation. " I've got
& brane.wave, you follows—
a brond.wave for diddling
ths Head and setting Fear-
lees fres for the afterncon 1"

“ The diskens you havel

“ Coff it up, old chap,
then, for goodoess® sake 1™

and the|"

near the akool thia
morning gave me the
idea,” grinned the

EDITED BY HARRY, “WHARTON.

kaptin of the Fourth.

reafly, the wheeze

in this: we'll disguise our.
salves as gipai '

tE Whﬂ"'ﬂ'ﬂa-t ' EEY

" Then wait for the Head
whoen he comes back from
his walk to Muggleton and
kidnap him!" went on
Jack  Jolly, itedly.
“Wa ean easily lock him
up zomewhers for the after.
noon, and onca he's out of

kricket for us without tho
alitest risk of anyone inter-
toring. Afterwarda, of
corss, we can pretoend to
find the Head by axxident.
Ho'll mever suspoct that
wo were the real kidnappers
ol the tima "

“My bhatt What a
Eplﬂiﬂf?* whoezo 17

" It's a corker, old chap,
and no mistaks | ¥

“Qlad you like it!™
chuckled Jack Jolly, “If
you'ro all in faver, then,
wo'd better get bizzy at
once. Forchunitly, we'va
Bomé gipsy costumes among
the drammoattick socicty'’s

ropa. Let's hop back and
telh them. Then we can
change in. the woods and
lie in wait for the Head ! ™

** Right-ho, old fellow "

The juniora tramped off ;
and as their wvoices died
away, Daootor Birchemall
pgave vent to his feclings in
a long, gloating larf,

“Ho, ho, ho! Bo, my
bewties, vou plan to lay
hands on the sgcred person
of your headmaater,
you " ho muttered, leer-
ng, a8 he hel himself to
another toffy. * What o
shock you'll get when you
find thet my eagle eves
have ponnytratad your die-

guisea ! Ho, ho, bo!™
Doctor Birchemall re-
mained the tres for

nearly halt an hour to give
Jack Jolly & Co. time to
change into their costumes
are their ambueh.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

end pr
Then he lowerad
himgalf down to
the ground and

the way, Fearlesa can play | him.
The Head of 8t. Sam's
pretended to be scared out
of hig life, though inwardly

t to bust.
mal? he cride.
"“Have mersy, kind

rezsion into his face, ag
wallad into the ambush.
* Grab heem, brothera 1 ™
It was a horse
from the bushea. Doctor
d and
glanced towarde them like
a startled fawn.
Lﬂ.jar ;la.lfﬂ.-dm dgl-rt:{;
inne Eies EPTAnE in
&1 '!E:.nad;l; rnuih at

Birchemall

viawm]

he waa |
“‘EPGIE‘

fripmda t ¥
"HSeaza

to raosom "

" Luamme |

golf, as the
him. ' As

gee  through

that duzzent matter mach.
They'll be all the more
a&rErized when I eall out
their narmes and order them
Ha, ha, ha 1"
And the Head marched
in tho midat of 1115
swarthy captors, prelending
ta Weop, whcr&m_a he waa
in reality ehaking with

to lot me go |

along

shout
stoppe

A moment

the
brothers | ™ wrapped out
the leader of the gipsies.
“ Take heem to our camp
an® thers weo weal hold heem

Theas lads
can certainly act 1 7 thought
Dactar Birchemall to him-
iea seozad
their
guises, it im impossibul to

for

Il:ll

L L] Bn}rﬂ
" How dare you
* What

[ HW
own h

L]

winlk me,
pelvea |

guises are
ed pa
Jolly 1

Btedfast |
ﬁf:‘fﬁu’"

Maledictos |

he ooz mad!™
“83o0 will you be, my
ipp, when you feel my
irch-rod dusting your
rinned
E1] a-

dog,

trowsis !

Head.

ha,

indead |

{iipsies, :
vou're no more like real
ipeies than I am myself !

all in, you young welpat **

Then Dootor
receaved a Boveer

dis-
But
whi
:'.115* fashun !

leader.

had gone far enuff. He
came to o sudden atop and

glared at the ai‘E:F band. o
roared.

ou say, dog 1"
ara you attack
your sadmaster like
this | ' stormed the Head.
** ¥ou thought you'd hood-

igguising your-
But your dis-
uselesas  when
you're dealing with a lynx.
rBon me !
Merry 1 Bright !
I reckernise all

The dog,

ha!

Why,

irchemall
ghock.
For, instead of falling im,
the gipses geozed him more
tightly than ever, and, to

d to the Head's sorprize,
pped out dagpers and
nives, which they started
Aurrishing in a most alarm-

To the camp T.'i'_J:th.
hoem ! " eride the gipsy

till I get you back to Jx
» you yung raskils,
ﬁnd Ih"__!ll-

Then the truth sudden'sy
dawned oo the Hesad, sud
his few remaining Fairs
stood up on end i thr
hotror.

" I—1 say, you fellowa™
he -atutt.cm:{ * Areu't you
Jock Jolly and his {risnds,
then 1"

“ Jack Joll
know thees Jack Jolly[™
snarled one of the gtm

“*M.m-my hatl

paies 1"

you're real gi

* YWhat you theenk ne
wore, dog T

The Head's necze farely
wobbled. He lot out o
frenziod howl.

“Help! Murder! P
lice t Heskew, St. Sam' ! ™

And then to the Hed's
releaf there was an answet -
ing shout from the waxa.

* This way, you cha}.d
Coming, sir ™

A fow ssconds later, half-
a-duzzen juniors, led by
Joack Jolly, camea run
into view and, without tha
alitest  hezzitation, fu. g
themselves at Dostor
Birchemail’s would-be kid-
NADpars.

Plonk !

Jack Jolly's fist landeid
with terribul force on the
leaders jaw, and the rufien
dropped to the ground liks
a log.

Bang ! Crash ! Wallen?

Merry and Bright auad
Stedfast felled thres others
with blows that would ha
folled an ox. Then Lo,
and Trew nocked the re.
maining two unconshue.

“ 8o mauch for them!"
remarked Jack Jolly, wn

the

larfter | Doetor Birchemall gove | femplibly, * Shall we ¢al:

After marching for about | a yell. the porlice, sir, and beme
five minnita, Dootor Birch- “Yaroooon [  I'll birch | over the ssoundrells ta
emall decided that the joak | vou black and blue | Wait [ justisa 1 *

gtrolled at & loz-
zurely pace along
the footpath
leading to St
Sam's

When he saw
a numbar of
Eiutuhﬂraagua

* Seeing these gipsics

pgers taking SN AN
cover bhelun : i

some bushes ond  pom Dutlon made his stody-
tress ahead of maies grin when be said Le never
him, he ne-.a.rl'ir,' belioves o word he hears from
busted himaelf Bunter. Dutton i rather hard
larfing., But, ¢! hearing, and rarely cafohes
with- & grate DBunter's mumble, whether it
Bort. hee the truth or not | But, in spi
etfort, ne man- o4 pis digability, Dubion’s |
nidged to put a0 wmant ix shrewd ~ He
moersent copgd-  * heard ™ aright about Bunler !

to ¢ompara .
ad ting his 114 not out, he looked

Beoring & bhritli u:nr: cantury a.lg‘aln.ul

Bt. Jim's, Qoorge
anahlad tim e
EI. to win by thmes wicketa.
Hildars, of Bt. Jim’s, hil u:: 85—~
but =s Removites walching
loyally said, thare was no balsman
th W, A, 0w

set for ** centuries ' 1

gt groatly extended, when

{- would be almost & complats tdisk

1 We den't | fell

June 13th, 1936.

TOM BROWN explains—
WHAT WINGATE MEANT
BY ENTOMOLOGY!

Remove ericketers were agined a chap Jike Win-
sadly disappointed the gnte going in for ento-
other " halfer" when mology. But there it
Wingate eame down towas, enyway; Wingalo
Little Side to say bhe himself had eald ik, so
couldn't keop hia promise presumably it was true,

to spend the alterncon The chape could only 1

“ Nuopno, Jolly, don’t
trubble ; perhaps th?"v&
learned their lesson from
this | ' pas the Hoad.
* Let's return to St. Sam’s,
boys, and thanks awfu!l;,*
for what you've deoe!™

“Don't mensh, sirt"
prinned Jack Jolly. * It's
o plezzure ! M

Doctor
somewhat

Birchernall's
gresnish  ayes
oo o portmantoo the
juniors wers carrying, bear-
tng tho label " Fourth Foarm
Dramattick Society,"” and
he coffed.

“Ahem ! T feel all the
eame that I should like to
do something to commem-
oraté this suspishua ge.
faﬁiun.“ ho said. * Par.
1zpa the best way of dai
it will bo to ﬂagcaul FHJ:E
leas’ detention thiz after.
ngon. You may tell Fear-
less, my boys, that Le is
free to play kricket this
aftornoon if he wishes 1

" Honest injun, sir 1 !

“Honner bright!"”

Dg | grinned the Head.

* Hip, hip, hooray |

And Jack Jolly & Co.
roturned to St. Bam's,
cheering. Frank Fearless
duly turned cut egeinst 5t.
Foto's that afternoon and
helped tha home team to
gain a grate vik ngainat
the visitors. And nobody
over had the slitest idea
that Doctor Birchemall
know all about Jack Jolly's
grote wheezo for kidnap-
ping the Head.

Which only went to
show that even an old
tirant like Doctor Birch.
amall had his good pointa !

[Look oul next week for

the firsl snstalment of Dicky | maki

Nugent's  rib-tickis RELw
serial, " DOCTOR t;g'REH -
EMALL'S DUBBLE ')

e

ALONZO TODD

It hea always been my
sarnest codeavour {o holp
follow creatures in distress.
But I must confess that
the juvenils known o
Billy Bunter causes mo ot
times to eontertain serions
doubts as %o the wisdom
of that aim |

The incident which oo.
carred yesterday, is alas,
typicel I Whilst directing
my pedal extremities to-
wards Greyiriars, I caught
up with Bunter and found
lm wheeling along the
mangled
article of wehioular loco.
motion, to wit, & bicycle.
He appeared to be m &
moed of despondenoy ; but
ho brightened up of my

appronch.
Etf say, 'Lonzy, would
o mnd wheeling this

jigger . back to tho bike.
shod for me ! " he asked,
* I've had an accident with
ik
“8Bo 1 u*ﬂ&r?ﬁ.ﬁ dear
Bunter,"” I remarked. “1I
trust that you suffercd no
poragnal injuey TV
Bunter's res was
to supply me with a list of
supposed injuriea of such
imposing dimensions ag to
give me the melancholy
impression that he oould

FOR SALE]
Agbestos Buib, pguaran-
teed fire and heat-proof.
Just the thing for your
fag to wear when he's

ing your murninlg
towot.—Write or ecall,
OLIVER KIFPS, Btudy

No. §, KEemove.

BUNTER SHOCKS—NAY,
DISGUSTS

remains of an|y

coaching them. ‘it was o passing fad and
“What's the matter. that Wingate would soon
old bean t" nasked Baob get it over,

SaVE—
Y Cherry, secing that Win., They needn't

T1atno

gete  waa  dressed  for,worried ! Wingats came
ﬁpu_:tg aut. " Taking up'back within & couple of
iking 1 |hours with the apecimens

“Ne. I'm taking nphe had set out to eapture
eatomology ns o matter'and, after bhanding over
fact ! ** was Wingate's.tho said specimens to the
reply, oand the crowd tender mereies of Mr.
stared, "Quelﬂh. he daly trotted
" Entemology 1" said down to Little Side and
Wharton. ** That's the coached the Remove for
by study of inscets, jsn't|{the rest of the afternoon.
itr™ Wingate's spasm for-cn-
Just that 1 But don't| tomology, it ecemed, was

%atj alarmed, kid,” added|completely at an ond.
ate, noting the look| Iocidentally, I oupght
8y in Wharton's/to explain that hy en-
“I'm ooly doing|tomology Wingate didn't

"

&1
af
Taoe,

it for this rticular| mean collacting insects of
a.ft.etcfc;:ﬁna—m fact, i{ 1|the waual kind. O dear,

BB Aher: ;) apeimens I'm no !
:.t'.:ri i :mtﬁi. ﬂﬁ:gﬁﬂtﬁﬂlﬁ after I may get back in| What had aelually

time to give you an hour.itaken him out was »
Let's hq::gl ‘fnﬂ-ha best ! " rumour  that  eerlain

And Wingate, with o Romove chaps  had
bike.she, nod, marched off, planned o card pariy in

Alas! T had scarcely Frankly, the fellows the woods, — And ihe
taken n dozen ateps before weore stagpered. Hobbias cimens ef “in-
that impetuous juvenile, like insect-colleoting hod ecets ™ he had broughb

Vernon-Smith, assaultod| - 7oy® in the past been

agrecd to assist him, and
acsordingly  wheeled the
da d wehicls ta tha

buelks wers Skinner and

iy o lesgociated with guys like|Snoop and Btott.
ﬁdm-il;p?f:g :ﬁgﬁi}ﬂﬂfﬂ Alonzo Todd. tainly That'a what Wingato
custody of the bike, aobody had ever im.jmeant by entomology |

Now mark the seguel!
When I informed Bunter
about this extraordinary
episode, he was affected not
b}{ sympathy but by risi-
bility—in faot, he laughed
gquite immoderataly. On
inguiring the cause,*I eli-
cited from him the dis-
tressing facts that the

rarm

RIVER MEN—
BE REFINED!
Pleads LORD MAULEVERER

damaged biovels belopged| River monners are de-{rood. Here aore ono or

to ?ﬁﬁun-sginh and plorable. I mean it, dear two rules 'm going to

he had borrowed it without [men | When I went|anggeat if such a e ia

thrt juvenile’s permission|punting with Wharton started ;

sod handed it to me so|end somo other sporté-| Dan’t have comb-and-

that Vernon-Smith should{men the other desy, it Ea.pe-r bands om  your
o

assune that I was the|stood cut & mile ! at. Mouth-organs are
person responsibla 1 _ The sho and 6ing-\mpch more aristoeratic.
Truly, such behaviour(ing and lar about

that : Don't equirk ink ok
glﬂl pﬁn“t;m}:g?r sach ntlmﬁl Water is 2o
old muoh more pure  and

can bo described as nothi
lesa than reprohensible. 1ljte
must say that Bunter|sportsman of the

Billy Bupter was sayiog the
gommer holidays onght L [
Qualoh

overheard him. @Quelch reminded
Banter that ax he cannof lsam
a3 muoh as the other fellows in &
farm of the present le

it it wers any shorier [ 1
logked—and Bali—** idiotic " |

m cial per-
migsion, and ul_tiurariu thumel}ua
Bunler o og and

famuel Vernon-Smith, the

18z,

inllionaire, anchored in Peg
Hay in his new sbeam yacht an
intertained
W Bmithy "—and tha Famons
Five over the wesk-end,

his mon Herbert—

The
gvites had =2

the full, awimmi KU~
bathing. ** Yacht *"-ho |

Peler Todd's long legs served
him in pood sfend when batiing
for the Remova againit Rook=
wood. spurt and a dive
at foll lemgth just gol him io
his crease {0 save him huim&- ton

Il-'ru iﬁ" mw

ksd np 40
Toddy
Belde—rightiy—at ** long leg ¥ |

A terrifle

out—afier which
satiled down and

hefora baing caught

¢ I, 80 to speak, And plentiful,

shocks—nay, disguata me tlschoo tﬂ raucous argu-| Don't whistle across to

ments that ensuelother boata; be gentle.

GREYFRIARS FACT H[L“E YOU WAITI it i manly and yell *Hi!®"
e A into each other |[instead.

And the way| Don't shout “You

chappies aling to-lolumsy idiota!™ when u
ﬁnn.*:'. at cﬂhn:p;ﬁt; ﬂ%iﬂﬁwmd Jjﬂit
an L ]
soross the water || Why don't U a;m'l.t
Eﬂﬂ';’lrlf", it’s enough|where you're going, blow
il g R
Anamé L]
In brisf, river mon, Lo
to the oheeks of| .o 5 '
& man who be. \

Mark I.lnl!'. the 1ad from Lan-

lieves in good man-| (We have a suspicion
e to holgarmasery, Ders on thie ohoerythat Manly is pulling our

from Blackpool aznds 1o the for
and caverns of North Derbhmhire,
Linley spent much of his last vao
umhﬂﬂ the latter—and tho

he tackisd soma T

old river, loge, but it's so rare for

What I zaw con.|the dear cld languid lord
vinced me that it's|to summon up sufficient
time we had a codelenergy to write anything
of the river as wellifor us that we simply
o8 o cods of thelean't leawve it out !—ID.)




