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While flying an American, Colonel Coney,
round the British airfields in Burma on a
goodwill tour, Battler was forced to take
command of the leaderless war-weary 454 |
squadron. After fying over Japanese |/ TUIS WEATWER COULD MEAN
territory to get fuel and ammunition from [ A puasu.our w moRe wave
" an Australian base, they prepared for a THAN ONE/ CAN'T 3¢
dawn attack on Tok-Tok, the squadron's [a FAR F2OM TOK-
old base which was now in enemy hands. T NOW /
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2 A WITHERING HAIL OF LEAD SENT THE KITTYHAWK CRASHING ON TO THE RUNWAY !

SOHE OF THE SPENT CASES FELL SEEMS THE vEs/ AND NOW WE'S Y [ 74E Baswia, E yapavese  FEER
AMONG TUE RAL. MEN, AND TE [ WINGCO MANAGED PUTENG [T T0 GOOD USE / | COMMANDER WATGHED THE

HANDRUL OF TR00PS L£D 8Y (7. [  T0 SCROUNGE SOME "M GLAD I'M NOT THAT BULLET RIDOLED PORTRAIT OF

MUTTY" BARR. o . D AMMO. SIR ! BASHA KE'S BELTING WARLORD 7010 JOIN HIR1 ON THE
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HIS HEN ALSO SUKFERED . THOSE THAT R T i s~ e K HCAIN AND AGAIN THEY TORE THROLIGY
OAGED 7O ESCAE 40 T0 (XN TH8 = I BTN GW NIL| 74 BLINDING RAIN BLASTING AWAY, THEN
GAURTEET QF THE SEREAMING KTTTTHAERT, =S AR CATTLER, HIS LAST ROUNDS SOENT, FLEW
rN ), SRVERO( /N LOW WITH IS CANOLY OPEN, AMD
?& WO L/RED OCE A VERY LIGHT . « -

LET'S HOPE
NUTTY .AND WIS
BOYS ARE WERE
TO SEE IT/
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TLev WeRE, Wi one AND 49 THEY SWARMED OUT OF THE BATTLER TO BOYS / AS BATTLER SCRAMBLED
4C00RD 7UEY ROSE FRov Y JUNGLE, BATTLER TOUCKHED DOWN. THE COME ON g; %NE AT o OF THE COCRPIT 4
THE DRIPPING JUNGLE . . . FIRST KITTYHARK OF A TIME ! OVER AND FAMILIAR LIOURE RUSHED
_ ¥ 10RON WAS BACK AT (T ouT 7 70 mr/éw e
QIGHTELL BASE . . .
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BUT THE JAPANESE WERE NOT BEATEN BY AND 4S SGT. CASEV ELYING | Sxcoome parrs as /7
LR 4 NEST OF HEAVY MACHINE GUNS THE THIRD E/TTVHAWK CAME INTQ | WENT THE. KITTYHAWK
SUDDENLY PUT PAID TO NUTTY'S ADVANCE.. | LAND. . . © | Cakr mecieo Do




F24 COME ON, GREGGS

o S=-SORRY |
8\ BEFORE THE NIPS

MADE A HASH

''''''''''''''''''''''''

LUDDENLY BATTLER REALISED WHOLE WRECK SHUDDERED AS A
E MIGHT HAVE. CRAWLING SOASM OF GUNEIRE BURST £ROM wHar
UNDER THE WRECK HE REACHED REMAINED OF THE WINGS. ..
LD FOR THE FIRING BUTTON ON
THE CONTROL COLUMN. . .
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Ry DON'T_WORRY, CASEY .
BN\ VOU'RE STILL' IN ONE
PIECE /

M SHOWER OF BUILETS RATTLED IT'S THOSE MACUHINE
INTO THE WRECKAGE . . « GUNS DEAD AMEAD .
IF ONLY WE HAD

SOMETHING TO

HIT BACK AT

M MOMENT LATER, EXCEOT LOR THE CRACKLE OF
RICLE FRE, ALL WAS GLIET. . .

COULDN'f LIAVE
LANDED WER IN
A BETTER SPOT
IE YOU TRIED

THEY WERE BRITISH EVES THAT
SQUINTED DOWN THE SIGHTS. .
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AN 25 IE 1IN SAUTE TO THE WICTORS, THE
SUN SHONE DOWN ON THEM 48 THEY
LIOISTED THEIR £LAC TO (TS RIGLTEUL
PLACE AGAIN + + » -
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L THE TRUE LEADER HE WAS, BATTLER SET TO
WORK TO CONSOLIDATE 19 POSYTION. HE SEEMED TD
BE EVERYWUERE TLIAT DAY, EVEN HELPING AT
THE MAKE SHIET HOSOITAL « «

WE'VE MADE AcT

WITH THE OUTSIDE WORLD

SO WITH ANY LUCK WE'LL

GET A DAKOTA IN TO
FLY You ouT /
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IT'S ALL OVER, N <#2
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[£ve mmures taree, e 2 Eoverco By THER LIE, NUTTY AND KIS MEN WIEN BATTLER ARRIVED 4 FEW
MACHINE GUNS BARKED INTO AT ™ %ii MADE DROGRESS AGAIN AND REACHED THE INUTES LATER, 4 » '
LICE AGAIN, BUT THIS TIVE, A ﬁ, BUILDINGS. . .
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ALL THOSE WHO COULD, yiiers
SEEM TO HAVE SCARPERED, THEIR Bbarss
C.0. HAS GONE TDO. SO IT LOOKS P
AS IF THE DAY IS YOURS, -
OLD BEAN /!
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ONLY WHEN HE HAD SEEN TO ALL THAT HE HAD 70, O/0 HE
WANDER, WEARY, BUT HAPDY INTO THE MESS: + +

|

say, BATTLER /A JAP GO AHEAD.
RADIOGRAM / NOW WE CAN ] COLONEL BUT NOT
PLAY A CEW OF MY 100 Lmnm&
MORALE BOOSTING JAPS WON'T
FAR AWAY. WE
DON'T WANT THEIR
MORALE BOOSTING

Will the small force be able to hold Tok-Tok? More thrills in next week’s KNOCKOUT!



4  THIS BREATH-TAKING, SUSPENSE-FILLED MYSTERY STORY STARTS TODAY!

THE MAN WITH A LIMP!

RASH!
C A deafening thunderclap, following instantly upon a lightning flash that
had come blindingly out of the darkmess, made Jack Tredegar hold his
breath. It was so like the crack of doom.

He did not wonder that the tired horse he was riding shied and whinnied. He
gave a sharp, reassuring tug at the bridle.

““Steady, old girl!” he shouted. And he could feel the mare trembling beneath
him like a horse near to panic. He climbed down stiffly out of the saddle, and a
gust of wind and rain, salt with sea spray, hit him full in the face.

*“Quiet, old lady !’ he said, patting the animal’s neck. “It’s only a storm !’

Only a storm! The lonely moorland road had become almost a watercourse,
. and as another vivid flash came Jack saw a trail of blue light streak along

the flooded track.

Jack had known many a wild night, but never
one like this. He noticed the mare pawing tenderly
with one of her forefeet, and he raised the hoof
gently. Then with his knife he removed the sharp
N Cornish flint he found there.
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Once again he stroked the mare’s
sweating flank. She had shown the
heart of a lion to bring him all this
way.

“Rest over here, old girl,” he said.
“You're nearly all in!”

A clump of wind-warped bushes lined the
road, and they stood in the lee of it. Now
and then in the lightning flashes Jack
could see not far away a row of black,
fantastic shapes. They looked like witches
waiting to pounce, and for an instant he
felt ashamed of the icy trickle that ran
through him. It was the sea coast, of
course, and the black shapes were merely
boulders on the cliff. But they looked
uncannily like witches!

For five minules or 8o Jack waited,
smoothing the mare down soothingly.
There couldn't be far to go now, he told
himself comfortingly, but somehow the
reflection did not comjort him. The vague
uneasiness that had haunted him all the
way from Bodmin began to grow more and
more acute. What wowld his mother say
when he arrived, he wondered. Would he
be welcome?

Jack hoisted himself back into the saddle
and urged the horse on once more into the
teeth of the gale. He was a poor sort of
a boy, he thought, to be doubting the love
of his own mother. All the same he began

- g

An iron fist clamped down on the
startled young lad and within
seconds he was locked in fierce
combat with the stranger!

*




JACK FROZE IN HORROR AS HE SAW THE GREAT SHIP RACING TO ITS DOOM! 5

to wonder if it hadn’t been a madcap sort
of thing to do, to set out from school on
suchh a journey. The first part of it, from
Sherbury to Bodmin, had n fine. But
the last part—these last few hours!

Jack crouched low before another
shattering gust—this was different!

For another half hour the mare struggled
on, as a low moon rose over the moor. Not
that it helped much. All it did was to
reveal a fork in the road that left Jack
looking in vain for a signpost.

There was none that he could see. Nor
had he seen yet any sign of the beacon he
had been told to look for. “If ’'ee keeps
the beacon on the right, m’'dear,” the inn-
keeper at Pengellan had told him, “ye can’t
go far astray.”

And now, here was a fork in the road
without so much as a hint to show if it was
the one he wanted. Did these half-wild
Cornish expect strangers to find their way
by instinect? “Like pigeons?” Jack muttered
impatiently. And then he heard what
sounded like a creak of wheels, and the
light of a lantern lurched out of the dark-
ness.

To his vast relief, a moment later Jack
saw the dim shapes of a man and a horse,
and vaguer still, a laden farm cart lumber-
ing in their rear. The man, heavily muffed,
carried a storm lamp and gripped his
horse by the bridle.

“Hey!" Jack shouted, stepping out of the
shadows. “Hello there!"”

The man_with the lantern stopped
abruptly and stood like someone petrified.
Then Jack saw him turn and stare, groping
as he did so in the pocket of his coat.
When he came limping forward he was
holding something out before him, and Jack
gasped. For the man had thrust a pistol
into his face and a gnarled, bony finger
qgquivered about the trigger.

“Put your hands up quick,” the carter
snarled at Jack, “avore I blow a hole in
‘ee as big as a clay pit!”

Jack hesitated, his arms half raised.
Then he lowered them defiantly. The man
with the gun was sixty if he was a day,
and as wizened as a sea apple.

“I'll do nothing of the sort!” Jack
retorted. “I'm not a footpad. Put that
pistol away, please, and don’'t be foolish.”

B T T L o T S S

The old man raised his
lantern and peered into 2
his face. His little close- :
set eves looked like beads of jet.
“What be you doing hefe at this
time of night? Who are ye?”

“I'm a stranger and I want to know the
way. That's all. If you can tell me where
to find the Shags Beacon——"

“Why do you want the Shags Beacon?”
The man’s eyes glittered suspiciously.

“1 was advised to look out for it,” Jack
said, “by the landlord of the Ram, at
Pengellan. He told me that if it weren't
for the beacon, ships rounding Shags Point
would lose their course and run on the
rocks. That's why the beacon is never
supposed to go out from dusk till dawn.”

“An' it don't go out, neither. Squire
Gilvenny sees to that,” the old man said in
his cracked voice. “But ye won't see the
beacon from the road, anyways. She lies
a bit too far over. Who are ye, master?
Where are ye going?”

“My name is Tredegar, and I've come
from Sherbury School, near Plymouth.

I'm on my way to Porth Hall for my
holidays!”

“Porth Hall?” The carter started
strangely. *“Who might ye be going to see

at Porth Hall?”

“My mother,” Jack said simply. “Squire

Gilvenny is my stepfather. But I'm afraid
he doesn’t know I'm coming. Neither does
mother. I—er—I—I'm giving them a
surprise.”

‘““A surprise, eh?”
the lantern forward to get a closer look at
him and he indicated with his gun the road
Jack should take. He was not to worry his
head about beacons, the carter said. On
the left, a mile farther on, he would see
sﬁml':le big ron gates. That would be Porth

dll,

Jack Tredegar climbed back into the
saddle and urged his mare forward once
again.

THE LIGHT THAT FAILED!

ALF an hour had passed and the gates
of the lonely Cornish mansion had
not yet appeared. Jack and his tired
horse had come, instead, to a part

of the road where it turned very sharply
as if to avoid plunging into the sea. Beyond
the cliff, which seemed now only a few
yards away, the great Atlantic rollers
pounded thunderously upon the rocks.

Jack had never seen the sea in a mood
like this. On an impulse, he
tied the mare to a stump and %
plunged forward almost to .
the cliff edge, gazing in awe
at the boiling cauldron of
froth and water below.

The  thunderstorm had
drifted away now,
out to sea, and as
a flash of light-
ning swept the
water, Jack ;
almost held his g
breath. For there, £
white. as a ghost
ship in the flash
of the light, he

....

II-"II’ 8 big sailing ship running before the
gale.

“But she's off her course. She must be!”
he Esalsped. “She's heading straight for the
TDE | e

He pictured the crew aboard, heading-

unwittingly for disaster, and stared about
him in despair. But there was nothing he
could do. Then his eyes fell upon a huge
black shape nearby. He had taken it for
a rock, as indeed 1t was. DBut on its
flattened summit stood a squat stone tower
with thick windows fronting the sea. And
at the foot of an iron ladder that ran up
to the queer, eerie-like tower, Jack made
out the words: “SHAGS BEACON.
STRICTLY PRIVATE.”

In a moment Jack was scaling the ladder
feverishly, hurling open the door of the
solitary tower above. Nobody was there—
nothing except the red glimmer from a
lamp and a sickly smell of burned oil.

Another flash revealed a box of matches

The old man pushed

e LI

- in the storm,” Jack said defiantly.

which were lying nearby. Jack snatched
them up, sighing with deep relief when the
lamp began to burn again brightly, throw-
ing a clear warning beam over the bay.

He turned and descended the iron ladder.
And then:

“Got you!” a hoarse voice snarled, and
the figure of a man came hurtling out of
the darkness. He pounced on Jack.
~ They went over and over together, locked
in a flerce embrace. Twice, three times,
they lay struggling on the brink of the cliff
at the foot of which the breakers roared
a hundred feet below.

By sheer luck Jack's hand at last touched
a piece of a spar lying on the grass. He
managed to grip it, freeing his arm—
managing by a huge effort in bringing the
butt end down hard on the head of his
maniac assailant.

‘To Jack’s great relief, the man’'s grip on
him weakened. He rolled away half
stunned, panting like a dog. Jack Tredegar
staggered unsteadily to his feet.

“Who are you?” he panted.

“You—you put—put that lamp on! the
man panted heavily. So far as Jack could
see in the darkness, he was an ugly
specimen clad in a seaman’s attire. “Who
told you to, eh? You—you gotta tell me
guick—otherwise you're going over that

edge!”

“I know I put it on. It had thWlilE m,ilt

(1 2 Ul S

there anything wrong in that?”

The man Ilurched forward, peering at
him strangely.

“Who—who are you?” he asked.

Jack tnldéﬁim fra.nkl:.r£ ;

“Squire ilvenny’'s stepson?”
1-Epesac{ed slowly. *“You?
never had no stepson.
and you know it!”

(Who is this mysterious seaman ? Read
on in the second gripping instalment of

this terrific new serial in next week's
KNOCKOUT!)

the man
It's a lie! He
It's a lie, I say,



RECORDS 70 PASS THE TIME . « . | THE SNOW MELTED AND | WAS ABLE 70

AND THOU, /

CARRY ON MY CLIMB.s + +
HAVE TO GIVE UP, + .

AND SOON | WAS FROZEN" | WITH AN ABOMINABLE
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STICK THE
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next week’ KNOCKOUT!



THE PROFESSOR’S INVENTION CAUSES THE WRONG KIND OF UPRISING ! 7

/ THE SACK FOR YOU IE L7 NEXT DON'T paNiC [/ I'VE TAKE A SEAT BUT MY DEAR

YOU'RE HERE LATER THAN GOT IT ALL F!XED," ON MY GET-YOU- OLD PROF -1
i, ONE SECOND L,&AFTER - A TO- WORK MACHINE [ HAVE NOT

NINE O'cLock Tomorrow,| T ow, ceumas.” TEN 2 ' WASHED OR
~ TOMKINS / TO NINE AND I'M 3
NOT EVEN UP
T
THIS CALLS

FOR ONE OF
""'Q:_ MV INGENIOUS
w INVENTIONS /

S

OW./ TUAT RAZOR WAS SLIGHTLY OFF | OMLY 7547 BUT | \\ | &1 {'7 7
TARGET ! IT'S GIVEN ME A VUL BRYNNER )| [ USUALLY HAVE | Sa 7" [ o Yoo stio
; BREAKFAST / ( RIGHT OVER

YOU'LL FEEL
BETTER AFTER /
BREAKFAST .,

. YOU'RE DON'T GO
Away,” I'VE
JUST THOUGHT
" UP A NEW IDEA

FOR AN

OW.” THREE /
SECONDS TO ZERO.
| WORK ON THE TOP
FLOOR / 'LL NEVER
MAKE IT BEFORE
NINE O'CLOCK

LUCK, SIR

If your joke is printed here with

“i%us your name you will win 15/-. Jokes
“.:>  published elsewhere in KNOCK-
~winme OUT win for their senders a Billy
" Bunter Tuck-Box filled with FRY'S
delicious Chocolate Creams, Crun-

chie, Punch, and Turkish Delight !

i Send in your best jokes NOW to :

.......... S = *“Billy Bunter’s Feast of Fun,”
o , A- CLAVE of % KNOCKOUT, 3 Pilgrim Street
i LUSCARNE . London, E.C.4. (Comp.).

,,,,, : . o * Write your joke on a postcard,
el | e Cimnns . bee. ows: with your full name and address,
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e T add the names of your two favourite
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MIGHTY THUNDER SPLIT THE AIR AS THE CANNONBALL CRASHED INTO THE POWDER BARRELS !

Oliver Bold, captain of the English
privateer the *° White Bear,” led his
men to attack the Barbary pirates’ port
of Algiers. After a fierce fight, the
cruel Bey of Algiers was killed, and a
mysterious princess who had been his
prisoner was rescued by Oliver. . .

AFTER THE FALL OF THEIR EVIL LEADER , THE PALACE
GUARDS THREW POWN THEIR WEAPONS IN SURRENDER

.~/ THE PALACE 15 OURS, CAPN~- BUT THERES A N\gt®Z = —
GREAT CROWD OF PIRATES FIGHTING THEIR WAY ALONG / ((
THE QUAY, AND WE CANT HOLD'EM MUEH LONGER / SN

RIGHT.” TELL OUR
LADS TO KEEP THEM BACK
FOR TEN MINUTES MORE ~~

THEN WE/LL PUT TO SEA /

WHILE HALF OF THE "WHITE BEAR'S” CREW BATTLED
ON AGAINST THE MILLING MOB OF PIRATES, THE
REST FREED THE BEY'S ENGLISH SLAVES ~~
THEN, CARRYING ALL THE TREASURE THEY
COULD, THEY HEADED FOR THE "WHITE BEAR ”

WE'RE NOT OUT OF
oiessvou, ) (SERENT O Or so
SAumG us ! J 7 ° STEP LIVELY THERE /
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MEANWHILE BJG LUKE, THE MASTER GUNNER, HAD BROKEN OPEN
| THE PALACE ARMOURY ~~AND WAS STACKING HUGE BARRELS OF
GUNPOWPER ALONG THE HARBOLR

WALL ‘. /
MORE GUNPOWDER M;\
HERE THAN I'VE EVER
SEEN BEFORE ~~

BUT IT WON'T BE
FOR LONG/

= ot L » H ,l.,'.ll'\. I , i
S Atk !lm\\ N T 4 i ‘3“

WITH SECONDS TO SPARE THE LOADING OF THE ENGLISH SHIP
WAS PONE ~~AND AS THE LAST CREW MAN 5CRAMBLED ABOARD,
BIG LUKE FIRED A CANNON INTO THE PURSUING PIRATES ...

| THEN, WiTh GUN SMOKE SWIRLING AROUND HER, THE PROUD GALLEON 4

SWHHG AWAY FROM THE HARBOUR WALL » = -lH
LET 60, FOR'ARD A A PN
LET GO AFT/ 77 3
STEER FOR THE. t \-rﬂ Ih‘rru wlm- 4

OPEN § EA

/'# ‘;'.__u-: J

r“"..-"‘" 4 '1..
T

SOON A THOUSAND YARDS OF BLUE WATER
WAS BET WEEH WE SHIP AND THE Mﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂ e X

{/LL GET/EM,
CAP'N ~ JUST
YOU WATCH /

BI16 LUKE~~] HOPE - Y
YOU CAN STILL SEE YOUR

GUNPOWDER BARRELS.” /&
YOU'LL ONLY GET ONE
SHOT AT/EM /

BIG LUKE CHECKED HIS AIM ~~
THEN THE CANNON THUNDERED~= .

AND A WHISTLING IRON SHOT
HIT THE LINE OF 6UNPOWDER

THERE WAS A SKY-SPLITTING
EXPLOSION AS THE MASSIVE WALL
ERUPTED IN A SHEET OF FLAME /




CALLOUSLY THE TWO EVIL PIRATES DIVIDED THE SPOILS OF THEIR CRIME! ?

—_——

AS THE ENGLISH SHIP SAILED WESTWARDS, OLIVER BOLp =
FACED THE MYSTERIOUS PRINCESS IN THE REAR CABIN. . B

YOUR HIGHNESS,
1 AM CURIOUS /2
TO HEAR VOUR M~

\ Ns € | 7HE PIRATE PORT WAS COMPLETELY WRECKED,
AP Y\ AND WOULD BE USELESS FOR VEARS T CoME !

&1 TS \AMD SO THE "WHITE BEAR? LEFT T BEWIND
ﬂ} 7 L\ HER, WITH HER GALLANT CAPTAIN'S
ST\ MISSION ACCOMPLISHED.!

P
)

PRINCESS DOLORES DE LOS PALMAS,
AND MY FATHER 15 HI5 HIGHNESS
THE DUKE DE LOS PALMAS ~~
THE BROTHER TO THE
KING OF SPAIN /

UA~AFTER A DREADFUL FIGHT, THE PIRATES BOARDED US. WITH THEM WAS
THE BEY OF ALGIERS AND THE PIRA TES ' CAPTAIN ~~ A #UGE FMEK—E&EHEF
MAN. THEY DIVIDED THEIR LOOT...” -

/17 15 AGREED THEN, MY FRIEND. 1 TAKE
HALF THE TREASURE, AND THE

WSIX MONTHS AGO WE WERE VOYAGING TO PANAMA, WHEN WE
WERE SUDDENLY ATTACKED BY A HUGE BLACK GALLEON FLYING
THE SKULL AND OROSS BONES RLAG . g

PEIHEESS FOR RAHEDM /
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AS NOU WISH~ {/LL
TAKE THE OTHER HALF AND
THE DUKE . AND BY THUNDER,
THE SPANISH KING WILL PAY
DEARLY TO GET HIM BACK /

\\”l] M \

OLIVER BOLD'S JAW HARDENED AND
THE GRIM LIGHT OF PETERMINATION
GLEAMED IN HIS HLHE EYES .. |

SO THE BEY BROUGHT
ME HERE ~~ AND ALTHOUGH
HE PRETENDED TO BE FRIENDLY \
TO SPAIN, HE WOULDN'T FREE
ME UNTIL MY UNCLE , THE KiNG,
PAID THE RANSOM,  BUT MY
PROUP UNCLE WOULDN'T GIVE
IN~~ 50 1'VE BEEN KEPT A
PRISONER ~~ AND § HAVEN'T
SEEN MY FATHER SINCE

o THAT AWFUL DAY /

PRINCESS POLORES.
| SWEAR BY ALL THAT | HOLD
DEAR, THAT IF YOUR FATHER
IS STILL ALIVE | WILL FIND
HIM AND FREE HIM ~~

THAT 5 MY SOLEMN PROMISE !

Can Oliver Bold fulfi I his pumls ? More exciting thrills in next week’s KNOCKOU T
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il (« @088 LOVELY—BUT LETHAL! DEADLY PERSUASION !
i o by Peter Saxon (No. 475) by Desmond Reid (No. 476)

They set a trap for Blake—and A burglar was killed . . . diamonds
caught him; a trap of cold fear were smuggled . . . an- attempt
and murder. A millionaire was was made on Blake's life. This
dead—and that’s the way they was a brilliant criminal at work.
wanted Blake. Blake had to catch him, and soon !

Don’t miss these thrilling adventures of
Sexton Blake, the great private investigator.,
Out now 1/- each.

EEESREE SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY Ci v
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(GGENTLEMEN, I AM GINING “THE OTHER PUPILS NTER! PH = ~ 7 _——
= TE ! PHYSICAL JERKS & o\l PUNTER / your WELL, MR QUELCH ~
’E-A'd‘“é:‘gE?E%%”’%Eiﬁﬂaﬁ%”e’?émfﬁu BEAsTs/ ggﬂ Yyou ! TwWo Hours ClLuBs Eﬁ%}g ’r-lu:mu COMEPOSITION (S QUITE A FULL STOP 15 WHAT | [_§
TUiS IDLE, IGNORANT, GREEDY FOUR MASTERs \ | SWEPISH PRILL AND JERKS, Sie 2 HOPELESS | PON'T HAPPENS WHEN SomMg | |&,
i~ — GOOD-FOR-NOTHING > g"‘-’ TO ONE INPIAN CLU I'nM NO GOoD R BV A FATHEAPD (£ RUNNING
OCR LATTLE T
\; By DUNTER ., HALF- STARVED A oressiens FULL STOP 155
s PLPIt. LIKE
< ' ME (SNT
<

TT11
TT

P

T'M MAKING A
TO0l. BOX TO
WEEF Akl MY
WOOPWORK (
TooLS IN,SIR.
h__ -

SPLENDIP IPEA!
THAT WIiLL STOP EM
FALLING ON My
POOR TENPER BIG
TOoE, ANVHOW/

N

NOwW HOLP IT

————\ BUNTER !. e
UP WHILE I \P on T

i

——{ A VERY NEAT JOB,
= TROF ANY MORE

HAD BEEN
A TRIFLE
CARELESS
WITH THE
LIGHTED
TAPER /

Ho!l Ho! Now You
CAN JUST IMAGINE
WHAT WoULY RHAPFEN
IF A SINGLE sFARK

YUT ITuT! waaT,

Er"‘;ﬁm“ Af.gﬁk}z':?: A WHO THREW TIME For Your\ [ SuGHT To SEE
THREW THE BANANA SHIN® THE BANANA 4 wLEf:EgE 4 MﬂaﬁE
IS NOT CORRECT, SHIN, BUNTER / NEW TEETH .,

GRAMMAR , Boy ./ MR CAIZZEL. .

OH, CRIKEY ¢ I “THINK “THAT CONCLUDES AA VES, BUNTERT T AN [WE MusT
7 ;%ﬁm o THE WOODWORK LESsSON! ABOUT -:E:: SHOW You usEE 'R “[?M*fmfbﬂ'thlﬂﬂ Emﬂfgfrégwrﬁ'

MAY I POP OFF To MY
CHEMISTRY ClLAss
NOW ,SIR 2

AN EXPERIMENT WITH

THIS HIGHLY EXFPLOSINE
PLUTONIUM NITRATE /
I PLACE A LITTLE
IN THIS PISH, S0~

FOR CHEM|

ot g S0 s MR OXHIDE, A

on THE Bax.
s/’

QF “THE FPOWFEK AT
A TIME | Aow
AFPLY A LicHT

To THE Ffﬁ’ff,

LARGE TIN TO

D

W &L"
—

| ; l"ﬂlﬂi; '{ 2 :

o )
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""""""

NO,sIR! BUTWE PiD / YEsS! EITHER
WE MNSIST THAT BUNTER | THAT OR “You
GOES ONMN THE PICNIC / AN Us ZANGER -
WITH THE OTHER BOYS, MONEY” «

L




12 AT HIS SECRET SPY-HOLE THE SINISTER FIGURE MADE PLANS TO OUTWIT PETE MADDEN !

K/VER RA/IDERS

. . W 77= Or7=r TuRNED | | MEANWHILE, IN S/ | BRSNS | THE SHIP WILL DOCK
e RPN A FROM| | JAMES” OFFICE . BN | L ve—Bur 2
by a gang of river raiders ' ' ) fjgggppﬁm . ” d " FJEEE%EEEG WE JF =
who were led by a masked _ A SMI/LE... ' | WILL ARRANGE. =

man calling  himself
“ The Otter.” Sir James
VYerner, a shipowner,
called in ace detective
Pete Madden, and his
assistant, Steve, to imn-
vestigate the thefts. But §
as they talked the Otter
watched through a secret
spy-hole.

> FOR A STRONGJ <
FORCE OF A N
POLICE TO (I X

BE HIDDEN
ABOARD! ,IF . §
STEVE AND /¥ =

IwiL ge JJf /€
THERE,
TOO!

|

N\ “‘n\llg Y 4

{ -
'lé.rn_-__ _
I'LL LET THE WORD
GET AROCUND DOCK-
LAND THAT ONE OF YOUR
SHIPS IS DUE TO DOCK
IN A DAY OR SO WITH A
VERY: RICH CARGD —JUST
THE SORT OF THING TO
TRAP THE OTTER AND
HIS GANG !

/
:

\>" spLeENDID!’
I'LL CALL IN

MY CHIEF CLERK I\ '
AND MAKE
ARRANGEMENTS/

" THINK. THEY CAN
{ THE OTTER!

S/ JAMES PRESSED A BELL AND 1 THAT EVENING, AS DL/SK

HIS CHIEF CLECK FELL OVER THE KL/VER
Eﬁf’f-‘.}?fﬁﬁyi = : m m:u‘ THAMES — SIMON WADE

: i | Y ms 7eEACHEROUS PLANS §
AH, MR. MADDEN, o\ MADE, CROUCHED IV THE

I WANT YOU TO MEET I|I : i S7EEN OF A FAST MOTOR |||
SIMON WADE, MY CHIEF I| i LALNCAH. .. . v T "
CLERK. WADE WILL SEE/ | e 1Y ’MI (ML L
EVERYTHING GOES | 7 O '1"[iii? it
SMOOTHLY? — 3 TSy
@ Hl UL
3 Y IT'S ALL el
CLEAR, SHORTY | =

—TAKE HER
S IN NOW!/

LIKE BASIN WHICH WAS
THE OTTER'S SECEET
HARBOUR . . . .

. l-
. - e hk !
- -. - - H Laf, J - -
il s e : ]

GOING TO NEED
THE VIPER /
BEFORE LONG!
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WAS ADDRESSING H/S EA}FE'

A FEW MIWUTES LATER THE Or?ae —_—

PETE MADDEN HAS BEEN CALLED
IN TO CATCH US. HE IS ALREADY =

PREPARING A PLAN TO TRAP US,

BUT I MEAN TO TURN THE TABLES

|ON HIM— AND IT IS HE AND THE

POLICE WHO WILL BE .
TEhF’PED! —]

[
ol

1 o %

ON BOARD, PETE MADDEN MADE |
MHIS FINAL PREFPARATIONS
WITH THE CAPTAIN. . .

- i J II

s —

AS YOU'RE BERTHED,
CAPTAIN, GIVE THE MEN
THEIR SHORE LEAVE

UNTIL THE MORNING —
AND LET US HOPE

THE OTTER DECIDES
TO CALL TONIGHT/

N~

Wil

SEVERAL DAYS LATER THE 8.8, °
FAIRWAY CAME UL THE RIVER
T HER BERTH JUST . sa.m

RWWE HAD MJE’EAE}” E&WE ROUND DOCKLAND

THAT SHE C,
ARRIED A CARGO OF GOLD BULLION. . .

FEW DUTY MEN,

NOT7T LONG AFTER, THE CREW, EXCERPT FOR A

LEFT THE SH’J"P AND ABOAED

THE FAIRWAY PETE MADDEN WATCHED A SQUAD
OF APMED POLICE TAKE UP THEWR HIDDEN POSTS..

l -
T : F

MEANWHILE, OV THE OPPOSITE Mx—
THE OTTER ALSO MADE HIS FPLANS..

’ YOUR LIMPET
BOMBS FORE,
AFT AND AMID-
{ SHIPS ON THE
HULL OF THE
FAIRWAY, AND
GET AWAY
WITHOUT
45.‘ BEING SEEN!/

LOWERED THEMSELVES V7O ?HE

S/LENTLY THE mEEfs FROGMEN
WATER. . .

A
= e i
(A
= 7 __——'-_____—_ "
= B < /
¥= PN ‘i
— i
o, S
—7 NOw, MADDEN —

=——3 IN A VERY SHORT TIME
YOU WILL MEDDLE IN

MY PLANS NO LONGER
\ —YOU WILL BE
\ BLOWN OUT OF
=\ THE WATER/

S

Can Pete Madden escape from the Otter’s deadly trap? Don’t miss next week’s thrilling episode !



s THERE WAS NO PEACE FOR JIMMY SILVER AS HE TRIED TO PUZILE

Jimmy Silver, Newcome and Raby were
worried about the mysterious disappearance
of their. chum, Arthur Lovell, the fourth
member of the Fighting Four of Rookwood
School.

Lovell had gone down from the dormitory
one night to play -a’ trick .on Captain Lag-
den, the new sports master and a distant
relation of Lovell's, who had treated the
junior very badly. Lovell was never seen
again.

However, the captain, who was an Old
Boy at Rookwood and who distinguished
himself in the Second World War, in which
he lost his right arm and received facial
scars, had been very helpful in trying to
find Lovell and had won the ecomplete
confidence of Jimmy Silver and his pals.

When the boys went down to see him one
evening and found his door locked on the
inside and no lights on, they were worried
about him and while Jimmy Silver and
Newcome went for Mr. Bootles, their Form-
master, Raby stayed guard at the door.
However, when they returned Raby was
missing. (Now read on.)

MISSING!

13 OU thought I was ill?” asked
i Captain Lagden with a good-
natured smile. “What put that
idea into your heads may 1

ask?”

“We—we thought——" stammered
Jimmy. “We—we came here to speak
to you, sir, but we couldn’t make you
hear and there was no light in either
room.”

“You must be mistaken about that!”
snapped Mr. Bootles.

NO! 7 THREW
MY C/CARETTE
END /N AND

STAMPED

] LY ,t,., *Ik-uff#

A Billy Bunter Tuck-Box goes to Brian Bennett,
of Welshpool, for this joke.

“No, no; the boy is quite right,” said
the captain smiling., “I felt very tired
and decided to have a nap. So I turned
out the gas and lay on the bed for a
time. I must have slept very soundly if
the boys tried to make me hear, for I
certainly did not hear them.”

Jimmy and Newcome looked—and
felt—very sheepish.

That simple explanation which
accounted for everything made them
realise that they had put their foot in

. feel concerned about me.

0UT THE FATE OF HIS TWO CHUMS !

it. And they were conscious, too, that
Mr. Bootles was very irritated,.

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“I suppose that is why Raby was
standing outside my door!” said the
captain, laughing. *“I came back into
this room when I woke up, and lighted
the gas. I heard someone knocking,
and when I opened the door, your
young friend was standing staring at
me.”

“How absurd!"” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“I fear that I spoke rather sharply to the
boy,” said the captain. “Finding him there
with apparently nothing to say, I could not
help suspecting that he had come here to
play some trick, such as Lovell intended to
play on me last night.”

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“Nothing of the sort, sir! We only thought
you were ill and we were a bit alarmed.”

I am very much obliged to you then,”
said Captain Lagden smiling. “If ever I
feel ill, I shall know my young friends will
Come, come,
don't look so troubled, lads! I understand.
You found the door locked, and you could
not make me hear. That is it, I suppose!
Locking my door is an old habit learned in
billets during the war, where you never
knew what might happen in the night.”

“We—we're sorry, sir,” stammered
Newcome,

“Not at all, my boy. I am much obliged
to you. Will you tell Raby that I am sorry

; By Owen Conquest E

I spoke to him shar l?- and sent him away.
I did not understang.’

“Certainly, sir!”

“You will excuse these boys, Mr. Bootles,
1 am sure. They meant well, as you see,”
said the captain.

“They have acted very absurdly and
disturbed you,” said Mr. Bootles. “How-
ever, nothing more shall be said about the
matter. Goodnight, Captain Lagden!”

“Goodnight, Mr. Bootles. And goodnight
to you, lads!” said the captain kindly.
“Don’t forget to tell Raby I'm sorry I was
a little abrupt with him when I found him

at my door.”

“Yes, sir! Goodnight,” said the
juniors.

“Go to your dormitory!” said Mr.

Bootles, as they left the Oak Room. “It is
your bed-time, and kindly do not act in
such a ridiculous manner again.”

‘Mr. Bootles went downstairs, and Jimmy
Silver and Newcome hurried away down
the little staircase to the dormitory passage,
where they met the Classical Fourth coming
up to bed.

There was no opportunity that night to
explain to the captain that they had
wanted to speak to him about the inky
fingerprints that had led to his room.

That could be done in the morning.

“Hello! Here you chaps are!” said Morn-
ington. “Where did you vanish to?
Bulkeley was asking where you were. It's
bed-time!”

“Well, here we are!” said Jimmy.

The chums went into the Fourth Form
gurénitm'}r with the rest, looking about for

aby.

Raby was not in the dormitory, however,
Neither was he with a crowd of juniors
that poured in.

Sl Seen Raby, anybody?" called out Jimmy
liver,

“Not since T was in your study,” said
Mnrnm%tnn.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came in.

“Now then, turn in!” he said.
hngy here?”

e glanced at the crowd of juniors.

“Hello! Raby's not here.”

“He hasn't come up yet,” said Oswald.

“He'd better come up before I come and
twrn off the light!” said Bulkeley, frown-
ing. “Five minutes!”

“EvVery-
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This joke wins Miss Joan Waite, of Bishep
Auckland, a Billy Bunier Tuck-Box,

. Bulkeley left the dormitory, and the
juniors turned in, rather puzzled by George
Raby’'s failure to put in an appearance.

There were two empty beds in the room
when the captain of Rookwood came back
to turn ouf the light. One was the missing
Lovell’'s, the other was Raby’s.

Bulkeley's eyes rested on the latter at
once.

“Hasn't Raby come up?” he demanded.

“No,” said Jimmy with a faint appte-
hension for which he could hardly account.

“He'll cop it when I find him!”

Leaving the light still burning, Bulkeley
hurried out, frowning.

The juniors waited, discussing the
absence of Raby in great wonder.

The dormitory door opened at last, but it
was not Raby who came in with a troubled
and perplexed face—it was Mr. Bootles.

“Silver,” he said quietly, “do you know
where Raby is?”

Wi Nﬂ, E'II‘.”

“Or you, Newcome?”

“No, sir,” said Newcome, his face paling.

“You have not seen him since Captain
Lagden sent him away from his room?”

“No, sir,” said the two juniors together,
and their voices were husky now. A name-
less dread was tugging at their hearts.

“I will put your light out!” said Mr.
hBGntles, in a low voice. “Go to sleep,
oys.”

“But Raby, sir!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

“It is very strange, Silver, but there can
be nothing to be alarmed about,” said Mr.
Bootles. “You are forbidden to leave this
room. Any of yvou”

“But, sir—”"

“That is enough!” said the Form-master,
turning out the light. “Go to sleep.”

Mr. Bootles retired, leaving the dormitory
in darkness and Jimmy Silver with a chill
at his heart.



SUDDENLY THE CAPTAIN BECAME STARTLED AS A STRANGER APPEARED AT THE GATES! - 15

STRANGER AT ROOKWOOD!

13 ILVER!"
Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, spoke
~in a gentle tone.

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

The Classical Fourth were in the Form-
room, but Jimmy was thinking of anything
but lessons just then.

Htis usually sunny face was deeply over-
cast.

His chum Newcome looked glum, too.

The two juniors were giving no attention
to Latin; they couldn't! ‘

They were thinking of their chums,
Lovell and Raby, whose mysterious dis-
appearance from Rookwood had caused a
sensation in the school.

“Silver!”

Mornington nudged the captain of the
Fourth, and Jimmy looked up, his face
reddening.

“Yes, sir?” he stammered. _

Mr. Bootles blinked at him wvery Kkindly
over his spectacles.

The Form-master was aware of the loyal
friendship that united the Fighting Four,
and he sympathised with Jimmy Silver’s
evident distress.

“I am afraid your attention is wandering,
Silver,” said Mr. Bootles.

“I—I can't help it, sir!” stammered
Jimmy. “I—I can't help thinking about—
about——"  His voice faltered.

“I understand,” said Mr. Bootles gently.
“If you choose, Silver, you and Newcome
may leave the Form-room for the morning.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” said Jimmy, in
great relief. And Arthur Newcome echoed
his words.

Form-work just then seemed a horror to
the two juniors in their distressed state.

Gladly enough they quitted the Form-
room, leaving the rest of the Classical
Fourth to struggle with Latin.

There was a cheery Summer sunshine in
the old quadrangle of Rookwood, and the
chums were glad to get into the open air.

Save for themselves and one other, the
quadrangle was deserted. _ _

“There’'s Captain La%den, Jimmy,” said
Newcome. “May as well speak to him now.
I don't know whether he knows what's
happened to Raby—whether he knows he's
missing as well as Lovell, I mean. He was
very friendly in helping us to look for poor
old Lovell.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

The two juniors moved towards where
the ecaptain was pacing to and fro near the
school gates, )

The captain had his back towards them,
and did not see them.

The two Fourth-Formers had nearly
reached the beeches, when, looking past the
trees towards the gates they observed a
stranger who had just entered, and was
speaking to Mack, the porter.

Captain Lagden observed the man at the
same moment, and stopped in his pacing
and stared. )

The juniors could not see his face very
clearly, but his attitude showed that he was
keenly interested in the man who had just
come in from the road. _ _

The stranger was dressed in tweeds, with
a bowler-hat and held a walking-stick.

He had a rather dignified face, a
straggling moustache, and shifty eyes of an
uncertain colour. ‘

“1 wonder who that is?” remarked New-
come, “Captain Lagden seems o know
him from the way he’s staring at him.”

“Looks like it,” said Jimmy indifferently.
“Never mind him. We want to speak to
Lagden.” ; :

But Jimmy Silver did not have an
opportunity of speaking to Captain Lagden
just then.

The captain, after a long, hard stare at
the stranger at the gates, turned sharply,
and strode towards the School House.

“There’'s a man he doesn't want to meet,”
said Jimmy with a slight smile. “The chap
looks as if he might be a collector of bills.
Perhaps he’s got a little account for the
captan.”

The man had left the porter at the gates
now, and was starting across the quad-
rangle,

Jimmy Silver and Newcome had halted
on the path, and the stranc?Er eyed them
as he came up, and stopped.

“Good-morning!” he said pleasantly.

“ Good-morning, sir!” said the two
juniors politely.

“Not at lessons this morning, eh?” asked
the gentleman, his shifty eyes twinkling at
the juniors. _

“No,” answered Jimmy, without adding
an&' explanation of the circumstances. He
did not see that it concerned the portly
stranger in any way.

“And so this is Rookwood?” the man
went on, in a chatty way.

“Yes, this 1s Ropkwood,”
Jimmy.

“Fine place!” said the stranger, with a
glance of his shiftv eyes over the green
gquadrangle and the grey old buildings.
“Very interesting, these old places, to a
man from the city—very! And you young
gentlemen are going to play football, I
suppose?”

answered
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““ There’s 2 man he doesn’t want

Boys, coming down for
another."”

" Sometimes.”

“Yes, ves; of course! In fact, I dare
say you'd see any Old Boy who happened
to drop in around the place?"

“Very likely.”

“Priend of mine was here before the
war,” said the portly gentleman genially.
“Name of Baumann. I dare say you've
seen him here at times?"”

“Baumann!” repeated Jimmy Silver.
“There was a fellow of that name here,
once. He was the chap who shut up Lagden
in the abbey vaults, when they were juniors
here. Years before our time.”

“Oh, yes! But no doubt he comes down
sometimes with the other Old Boys—eh?”

“Never seen him!” said Jimmy.

“He's never been to Rookwood in our

one thing or
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to meet,” said Jimmy Silver as
Captain Lagden hurried towards
the School House, desperately

trying to avoid the visitor.

The young gentlemen grinned. _

*“Next Autumn—certainly!” said Jimmy
Silver. *“Cricket happens to be on just
an'H

“Quite so—quite so! My mistake! Many
a long day since I was at school. I never
was at Rookwood—never. Hadn't the
advantage of attending a public school
myself. Greal advantage that! Lucky
young fellows—what? Once a Rookwooder,
always a Rookwooder! Never quilte lose
sight of the old school—eh?"

Jimmy Silver nodded.

Out of politeness the two juniors

remained where they were, as the stranger

seemed disposed to be chatty.

“Lots of the Old Boys come down at
times, I suppose? 0Old Boys' matches, and
all that—eh?”

“Oh, yes!” =said Jimmy. )

h“And you play the Old Boys at cricket—
'E ?I?

“The seniors do,” said Jimmy, with a
smile. ‘“Juniors don't figure in the Old
Boys' matches. We're in the Fourth.”

“I see—I see! Quite so! But you watch
the games—eh? And cheer the boundary-
hits, and all that?”

“Oh, yes!"” _
“Very interesting—very! Charming old
place! I dare say you young gentlemen

come in contact with quite a crowd of Old

- exclaimed the portly gentleman.

time, so far as I know,” added Newcome.

“Perhaps you might have seen him and
didn't recognise him,” remarked the
stranger. ‘“Here's what he looks like.”

To the astonishment of the juniors, the
man whipped a photograph from his pocket
and held it up for them to see, his shifty
eyes watching their faces keenly.

They looked at the photograph.

“You know that face—eh?”

“No,” said Jimmy, looking at it more
closely. *There seems something about it a
bit familiar—about the eyes, I think. But
I've never seen that man that I know of.”

“Is that Baumann?” asked Newcome.

“That's him; that's my friend Baumann!
The fact is, I've lost trace of him, and
thought I might get news of him here!”
“I'm call-
ing on the Head for that reason—that very

reason. You young gentlemen don't think
you've seen a man like that about the
place?”

“Sorry! No.”

“It's a pity—very. Never mind. Good-
morning to you, young gentlemen!”

The visitor slipped the photograph back
into his pocket and started for the House
with his quick, jerky walk.

“Well, my hat!” said Newcome. *“That's
a queer fish! Blessed if I know what to

(Continued on next page.)



““THAT MAN’S A DETECTIVE!” SAID JIMMY, AS THE CURIOUS GENTLEMAN WALKED TOWARDS THE SCHOOL.

THE FIGHTING FOUR

(Continned from previous page.)

make of him!
about, Jimmy?"
: .lllmm:.r Silver’s face was deeply thought-
ul.

“It’s jolly queer,” he said, “jolly queer!
That man’s after Baumann, who used to be
here; and he's not a
Looks to me like a plain-clothes detective,
Newcome, There was one came here about
that affair of Bulkeley last term; and they
all have the same look, I believe. He was
pumping us, as plain as anything. He
sprung that photo on us suddenly, to see
on our faces whether we recognised it.”

“A detective after an old Rookwood

chap!” said Newcome, with a stare.
_ “Well, Baumann was a Rookwooder; but
it's a German name, and I dare say he was
no class,” said Jimmy. “Sergeant Kettle
remembers him, and doesn’t think much of
him. And that trick we've heard he played
on Lagden—shutting him up in the abbey
vaults—was a dirty trick. Anyway, that
fellow was pumping us, though he was ass
enough to think we didn't see it. Let's go
and see Lagden now.”

And Jimmy Silver and Newcome went
into the House and made their way to the
captain’s quarters.

TWINGE OF REMORSE!

What are you thinking

1 OME in!”

C Captain Lagden's voice called out
cheerily as Jimmy Silver tapped at
the door of the Oak Room.

The captain was stretched upon a sofa
under the window, and he gave the juniors
a friendly nod as they entered.

“Not at lessons?” he smiled.

“Mr. Bootles has let us off for this
morning, sir,” answered Jimmy Silver.
“We—we're a bit worried.”

“I understand. Sit down! Very kind of
yvou to give me a look-in!”

“We were going to speak to you in the
quad, but——"

“I had a sudden twinge,” said the
captain, with a nod towards his empt
sleeve. “I sometimes get them. 1 shaﬂ
have to lay up for a bit, I'm afraid.”

The juniors were sympathetic at once.

They understood now why the captain
had come indoors so suddenly.

Jimmy felt a twinge of remorse as he
remembered his idea that the captain had
been avoiding the stranger.

“Nothing to speak of, of course,” said
Captain Lagden, making light of the
matter. “But the loss of a limb makes
itself felt, you know. But never mind that.
You have something to say to me?”

“You were kind enough to help us in
looking for poor old Lovell, sir——"

“Yes; you had an idea that the poor lad
might still be about Rookwood somewhere,”
said the captain, with a smile. *“I think
wle made a pretty thorough search of the
place.” .

“Yes; I've had to give up that idea,” said
Jimmy.. “But—but now Raby——"

The captain became very grave.

“I heard this morning that Raby has

HOW SHALL /
PUN/ISH YOU
FOR YOUR BAD
BEHAVIOUR?

Peter Pritchard, of Jarvis Brook, is the winner
of a Tuck-Box for this joke.

riend of his, either. -

gone away suddenly,” he said. “It is
extraordinary!”’

““I—I suppose he's gone away!” admitted
Jimmy Silver. “But I can't understand it.”

“Have his J)ec}ple heard?”

“The Head's telephoned, but his people
have heard nothing of him—same as
Lovell's,” said Newcome.

“It’s very odd! Why should the boy go?”
sald the captain. “From what I saw of
lﬂlm, I should have thought he was happy

ere.”

“He never went off on his own accord,
sir,” said Jimmy. “I can't even guess what
may have happened, but there's been foul
play of some sort.”

T

Newcome nodded assent.

“That’s rather a queer idea,” said Captain
Lagden thoughtfully. “What could have
happened to Raby within the walls of the
School House?” )

“The same that happened to Lovell,” said
Jimimy.

“And that?”

“I don’t Know,” confessed Jimmy. *“It
beats me—beats me hollow! It makes me
feel that my head's turning round. But
there’s been foul play of some sort, and
we’'re going to get to the bottom of it
somehow."”

“1 wish you luck, my boy!
found anything out yet?” ;

“That's what we wanted to tell you, sir.

Last night we were making a sort of investi-
gation. You remember poor Lovell, when
he disappeared, had left the dormitory to
come down here and play a trick on you,”
Jimmy coloured. “I'm sure you've forgiven
him for that, sir.”
- “With all my heart!” said the captain.
“It was simply a misunderstanding, but
Lovell had taken a dislike to me. Never
mind that."”

“Well, he had a can of ink that he was
going. to—to play that trick with,” said
Jimmy. “We thought that getting about in
the dark he might have spilt some, and we
might find the traces., He came down by the
little oak staircase that's hardly ever used.

Have you

*
The stranger’s eyes glinted with cunning
as he thrust the photograph in front of
the juniors and watched for their reaction!

We traced it out, and found that he had
spilt some of the ink, as we had supposed.
He left inky marks here and there all the
way to this room.”

Captain Lagden started.

“To this room?”

“Yes. It's clear that he got as far as this
door,” said Jimmy. “There is a smear
of ink clese to the door-handle, and Lovell
must have got to the very door and taken
hold of the handle. We'd found that much
out last night, when, finding the door was
locked, and not being able to make you
hear, we thought you must be ill, and went
down to call Mr. Bootles. Raby stayed out-
side your door, and when we came up you
told us he had been gone some minutes.
Well, he never came to the dormitory last

g i #
-------------

g—

night. He's never been seen since. After
leaving you he simply vanished.”

“Extraordinary!”

“We were going to tell you what we'd
found out about Lovell, you see,” went on
Jimmy Silver. “It's extraordinary that he
had reached the door of this room, and
then disappeared; and it simply knocked us
over when we found that Raby had done
exactly the same thing.”

The captain looked very thoughtful.

“I am afraid it will turn out that
there was some scheme between them for
running away from school together—some
romantic idea—and they will probably be
found together in a few days,” he said
seriously.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“They wouldn't run away, sir; and if
they'd had ani idea of that kind, they
wqhﬂdn't have kept it secret from us,” he
said.

“But what is the explanation, then?”
asked the captain.

“I can't guess what has happened, sir,
except that there’s been foul play,” said
Jimmy. “But we shan't rest till we've
found out everything!”

(Will Jimmy Silver and Newcome be able
to solve the mystery surrounding their two
chums? Don’t miss next week’s exciting
instalment of this thrilling serial in
KNOCKOUT!)
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Will the defenders beat the evil gunmen ? ? Don’t miss next week’s thrllls in HHOCKOUTI



