WHEN THE GANGSTERS CAME TO GREYFRIARS!
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SPARE A MOMENT FOR A CHEERY POW-WOW ? THEN—

& kick-off to thia chat of mine,
chums, I feel that I must once
again draw your attention to the

AE

. grand wyam tolli of Harry
Wharton's early schooldays which appesrs
in this week's issus of our

This splendid treat

pn&lner. the * Qem."

will appeal specially to new readers of the
MaioNET who W like to know how
Hearry Wharton firat camo to Greylriars,
how he ed with Frank Nugent,
and the exciting adventures at Greyfriars
that changed his whole character.

“ THE MAEING OF HARRY
WHARTON I

ia undoubtedly one of the wvery finest
stories ever written. This splendid story
also tells how Billy Bunter, the world’s
funniest and fattest lsughter.merchant,
first found & footing in the Remove Form.
If you have not already purchased a copy
of this week's “ Gem " I should advise

ou to do so right away as this particular
1saue will sell ike hot cakes!

Do you know what is

THE SMALLEST BOOK IN THE
WORLD ?

“ Constant Reader,”’ of Coventry, asks me
if I can answer this guestion. Yes, the
smallest volume in the world waa sold by
suction in Londom recently. It is &
translation of the Rubaiyat of Omar
Khayyam. It is only & guarter of an
inch in length, and ita weight ia just over
oené grainl It is printed with minute
copper plates. The pages have been
afi}t}.nhed E}' hand and bound with leather.
Needless to say, it is impossible to read
the book without the aid of s powerful
nmﬁ:ifgi glass. The book waos printed
in Masasachusetts in 1932. 8o tiny i the
l{}pﬁ. that when the book was being
prnted, work had to stop whenever a
motor-car by the printing establish-
ment. It was found that the vibration of
& passing motor-car was sufficient to blur
the type !

Now let's tallk abomt something big.
What is

THE BIGGEST ARTIFICIAL LAKE

in the world 7 Q. K. D., of Bridport, asks
me thet. It is the new lake which has
just been completéd at Boulder Dam, on
tho Colorado River, Arizona, U.5.A. The
lake hasn't filled up yet, and it will take
batween four and five years to do so.
But when it ia filled, it will be 115 miles

long. In certain parts the depth will be
as great as 1,000 feet, and it will spread
into distant vallays and canyons. The

newly-constructad Boulder Dam is one of
the big enginesring feats of the world.
It is the highest embankment in the
world, and stands in seven million tons of
massed conercte. No loss than 1,800,000
horge-power will be created by it, and this
will be distributed over the Statea of
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Arizons, Nevads, and Southern Californis.
FPazsenger boata will ply on the lake, new
industries will be créated, and the district
—pnee & mass of barren rocks and
mountains—will become touriats’

paradise !

Harry Farmer, an Australian resder of
Sydney, has sent me along a paragraph

o

1which he thinks will interest fellow.

readers of the MaoweT. It might well be
headed

SNAKES ALIVE !

A resident of Bungowannah, South
Australia, decided to have a day's duck
shooting. His wife and his two sons went
with him. As well as ducks, they found
the place infested with poizonous anakes.
Before they could settle with the ducks,
they had to deal with the snakes. Many
geupia might have beat a hasty roetreat,

ut not thia family. Snakes or no snalees,
they wéren't going to be done out of their
day'a huating. 8o they " sailed in ™ on
the snakea.

Befors the day was out the four of them
had killed seventy-two poisonons snakes—
and had managed to get a large " bag ™ of
dueks 1

Good hunt 'Lt'lg, ¢h, chums ?

Hero is another paragraph that might
interest my réadera. It concerna

AN INTERESTING AMATEUR
EDITOR,

who lives at Union, New Jersoy, U.S.A.
Clark Johnston is only a schoolboy of nine
vears of age, but he already edite, prints
and publishes a newspaper of his own,
called the * Boulevard Bugle.” It is

inted by means of a typewriter and a
uplic-&tﬂr:.

buat
cireulation. As a matter of fact, Clark
turns out only sixteon copies a week, but
these are eagerly snapped up by his
schoolfellows.
In a recent issue thizs juvenile aditor
%rinted an article wishing good luck to
ing Edward VILI, and poated a copy to

the King.
Tanganyika, and will appeal to

H aenimal lovers. It's about

THE MAN WHO PALLED UF WITH A
LION

ERE'S a yvarn which comes from

'

He's an Alrican rative, and he says he
bas been friends with this particular wild
lion for years. Yurthermore, the lion
appreciated his friendship so much that
whenever it madoe a *' kill " it always left
s portion of its prey for this elderly
native,

Of late, lions have heen making them-
selves a nuisance in the Tabora district by
raiding stoek. The native anuthoritics
| therefore construeted a number of traps
to eateh the lions.  This particular lon
was caught in one of the pit traps. The

it hasn't much of a|ET®

native found him and, by meosnd of a
ladder, wont into the trap and helped the
lion Lo escapo. Unfortunately, the
suthorities did not o with tha native,
and the result was that he was fined fifty
ﬁllingﬂ in a native court for saving the
bon |

Here is an item that will inlerest those
of vou who aro fil:a fans. The very latest
in einemas is

PARACHUTING CINEMAS,

How would you like your cinema fare
literally dropped on you from the skics !
This is what is happoning in certain rural
distriots of Russia. Operators, projectors
aud films are carried by seroplane to
distriots which are far off the beaten
track. As the seroplone passes over the
solected spot, the o tors and the
spparatos are dropped by parachute, and

shows aro then given. The Glms are
gﬁnﬂrnlg' “ #ilent "' ones, and musio 18
ﬂuﬂpliﬂ hzﬁ,_r an accordion. Some of the
collective farms where thesh shows are
given are forty milesa away from the
nearest railwey, and the people working
upon them would probably never see o
cinema show unless it was delivered to
them in this unusual manner.

TST to finish up this chat, hero are
J a lew more
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY
BELIEVE !

The Tieking Cow ! A farmer in New
Jersey lost hia wateh. Monthe later, one
of his cows was slanghlered—ond the
wateh waa found ineide it, still ticking
away mercily [ Every time the cow
breathed she had wound up the wateh one
nateh !

Another Snake Yarn. A resident of
Tarago, New South Wales, was quietly
reading when, looking down, he spotted o
hig tiger snake. He was able to reach for
his gun and shoot it. He hed just
disposed of the snake when thirty more
enakea wriggled into the room. They
were the young offspring of the smake he
had shot. Luckily the Australian managed
to dispose of these, too—a bag of thirty-
cne enakes in & few minutes |

A Miliion Pounds of Hidden Treasure !
A Russian refuges claamsa to know the
whereabouts of a million pounds’ worth of
hidden tressure in gold roubles. He says
it was buried in the mountains after the
fall of Port Arthur iff the Russs-Japanese
war. Ha alzo says that unless he can got
the treasure, he will ¢arry his secret to the

V.

A Dream of Wealth. A docfor in
Austria dréamed that he received s shoal
of lettera headed with the number 13.49.1.
He bet on thess numbers at a gambling
resort—and won £800.

I have left a little space to {ell you
something about next week's programmae :

** HORACE COKER'S DARK DEED!™
By Frank Rlchards,

iz the title of the next complete yarn in
our grand new series. The grest Horace
is on ven bent and things happen !
I do not wish to delve more into the plot
for fear of spoiling wyour enjoyment,
An , the tale itsell is & real gpood one,
mm be voted on all sidea s one of
Frank Richerds' best. The ** Greyiriars
Herald,”" too, is bang up to standard.
Next we come to more mappy verses by
the Qreyiriars Rbhymester, and last, hut
not least, the ci]:re:ﬁug chapters of our
grand new tale of modern piracy—further
particulars of which sppeat on page 26 of
this issue. Why not give a lar arder
for the MagxeT, chums ¥ It will save
you being dissppointed I
YOUR EDITOR.



GRAND SCHOOL YARN OF FUN AND THRILLS_BT THE PRINCE OF STORY-TELLERS !
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GUN pl. Y of GREVFRIARS'

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Going Back to Greyiriars!

i UL " said Dol Cherry.
E‘ ““What 1" rearcd Colior,
« Fail 1 repeated Bob.
Why Coker of fthe TNifth
Iooked so fesrfully annoved, indeecd, en-
raged, was rather a puzzle to the chinms
of tha Greylirinrs Remove.

The carringe was full! Dpb's state-
ment to that effect was hardly needed—
F-:ﬁcer could see that the carringe was
u

That cnrringe seated eix, and there
wera gix fellowa in 1. Harrvy Wharton,
Frank Nugent, Hurreo Singh, Jolhnny
Bull, and Bob, going back to Greyfriars
for the new ferm,- and 'utnam van
Duck, of Chicago, & now fellow,

Lantham Juneclion  swarmed unh

Groyiriars men, who mostly wanted t
q: v that train, rather than wait fur

o next. Still. cversbods counldn’t
by that train, and Coker of the i th
was one of those that coulidn’™t. A all
ovents, he mnldn t go in a corringe Lhat
was alroady full !

When Cokor looked in nnd saw six
fellows in six sents, it wns up to Cokor
to PR3 On. ker was not a whale on
arithmetic, but he could, of course,
r:m.mt. up to six correctly. But instead

iaﬁmng on, he glared in at the
1.1.-1n at the Remove fellows in towor
mg‘ wrath,

*What did vou say ¥ he roared.

“Full1” r&;::eated

“By gum1” g'empﬂd Coker. And he
irripped the door-bandle, to wrench the

door open. “T’ll teach you to eall me
o fﬂﬂl yon cheeky young tick1®
“Wha-a-t1” stuttered Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha[” came o yell from the
rest of the earriage.

T

' FR&NK
/"f’
,_;r _

Fridently Coker had misunderstood !

Bob had simply been making a plain
statement {hat the earringe was full,
Clokey's improssion was that the junior
was telling him what ho thought of his
intellect,  Henecs his wrath!

I say—" gasped Boh.

But there was no time to explain.

Haorace Cokor wrenched the door
open. He barged in. Bob, hurled head-
long by that heft harge. wos strown
nlong the floor of the carriage amid
numerable feet. Ho velled as he was

"BLIOWT.

“ Now, then—=" roared Coler.

But Coker got no farther than that,
the whole carrisge rose on Coker,
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
grasped s arms,  Jobnny Bull and
Hurree Singh seized his oars, w!udt
worp large and gave a good
Putnam van Duck took pusaessmn ﬂ-f
his neck. Dob, sprawling among dust
gnd fect, grabbed his legs.

Coker colla

Colier of the Fifth, when he was
wrathy, did not count odds. But the
odds, counted or uncounted, were there,
and too many for Coker. For a whole
minute the interior of that frst-class
carrioge was the stene of a lOrst-class
shindy. CUdker hardly knew svhat was
happening, What he next knew, clearly,
was that he was dropping on the plat-
form of Lantham Junction and dropping
rather hard.

Bump!

* Oooongh V7 gasped Coker.

He sat up dizzily.

is hat was gone, his *-t‘-c‘ki ie hung at
the hack of his neck, and his collar was
curled round one ear. He had a dis-

mantled look.

* (oooogh 1 ho repested breathlessly,
#I-—=I—=T'll—acogh I

Rﬂcﬁﬁ oS, 7

“Poker Pike, bodyguard to Puinam van Duck, is rather like a fish out of water at Greylriars,
But when the gangsters come to Greyfriars, Poker Pike is on the job !

“Ea, ha, ha!” came from the fellows

along thoe platform, Witnesses o

Coker's sudden descent from  the

carrigage secmoed ammsed thereby.
“Coming in to have somo more?”

asked Marry Wharton,

“h, dol” said Johnny Rull.

“Lats more on tap, Coler ™ chuekled
Frank Nugent

*Oodles and oodles, 11 vou're honing
for it 1" grinned Putnam van Duck.

“Urrrgeh 1” gurgled Coker. IHo stap-
pered to his feet

Potter and Greene of the Filth rashed
up.

“(th, here you ore, ﬂnhﬂr " exelaimed

Potter, “Clome on, wo've got a carriago
slong-—"

“Those checky  young rotiers—*
gas ad Coker.

ome on 1Y urped f"rm:-ne‘ "No time
to rap with fags, Coker”

"T ose cheeky young ticks—"

Lﬂ;k f!}an:u our places will Le
ol —

E ‘hink I'm going to let & cheeky far
tmll me 8 fool I” roared Coker. “I'm
going to emash him | SBee? Smash him
to amn.ll bital You fellows lend me 2
hand.”

“You silly ass!™ howled Bob Cherry
“1 %ﬁznr nalirld you a fopl—"

j" you mn L1 SWan——

“T gaid ©fnll’ e F" ahgrmkedpﬂab

“Yes, I heard you say fool, and I'm
gmng to i.":? well 'smash you for !h
lLuonted er, reckleasly splitting his in-
ﬁmtnm “Corme on, Potter! Coma an.
Greene! You handlo the other littlo
brutes, while I whop that checky tick !

And Coker rushed to the a=zsaulk

Potter and Greene did not como o
They scudded off, to make snre tha
their places on the train were not

Tre MagNer Lisnany.—No. 1,472,
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bagged. Thoy secrmed to eonsider that
more jmportant than scrapping with =
mab of fags.

Coker, unhmﬂim% charged,

The doorway of the carriago was
crammed with juniors on the defensive,
Harry Wharton & Co. packed their goal,
50 to spoak

Coker of tho Tifth wos lm:wf and
hefty, end full of beans. But really, he
had no chance. He broke ecn the
Remove defence like a wave on a rock.

Instead of smasghin ﬂ“wﬁ? knock-
ing cheoky juniors right and left, which
was hirz intention, he went backwards on
the platform agamn, which was far from
being his intention.

Crash | . ;

For the sccond time, Coker hit
the Lanthem platform with his burly
11&1:15, and tapped it with his bullet
head,

“Aan dewn 1”7 chortled Johnoy Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Come on, Coker|”

“Have some more |

Cokor sat up &8 a porter cams slong
ond slammed the carriage door. Thao
train was full up and about to start.
floker, breathless, sat up and blinked at
it, Bob waved a parting hand from
the open window.

T"Good-bye, Coker ¥

“Qoocogh I”  gasped Cuoler. I1o
picked himself up, and tottered to the
carriage. liven yet, Coker did not scem
to have had enough.

“Stand cleay, ilere!" eshouted a

arter,

“ Chuck it, fathead [ said Bob, held-
i tha handle of the door inside.
*We'ro starting, you frabjous nss i

The enginoe was screaming, Doors
ware shut along the train. Ewven Coker
reealized that thors was no time to deal
with the heroes of thoa Remove as they
deserved, He glared in at the window.

“You cheeky young ecoundrels!” he
spluttered. *'You wait till we get to
L-:nillrtﬁeldf Just It:a:ff:, and I'll jolly
well—gurrrrrgpoegh !

Coker did not rgenn to say that. Ile
gpid it (mvoluntarily pa Puinam van
Duck reached through the open window
and nipped his prominent noso botween
a finger and thumb that felt like o stecl
VIO,

“Wurrrgh ¥ gurgled Coker. “Oogh!
Lrd do my doso—gurrrggh [

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Urrrrgh ¥

“I'll say wow've asked for it, hig
hoy I* said D'mtnam van Duck cheerily,
“T'm pulling that probizens a few.”

“Yurrrgh! Led ﬁu—a‘rﬂwgh o

Tho train was moving. Coker had to
move as the train moved, wijh that vice.
lilee {HE on his nose. For a moment or
two Coker was led slong by his nose.
Then Putnam, releasing him, pushed,
il Coker sat down for the third time.

Ho was still sitting clasping his nose

with both Lands and purgling horribily
as the Lrain ran out of Lantham and the
Kemovites lost sight of him.
Ho had told the juniors to wait till
ey gpt to Courtfeld=—but clearly, if
they did, thoy would wait in vain, for
Pokor was not going to Courtfield on
that train.  He was left bohind at
Laptiram, nursing a erimson beak—
which was still laming red when Coker
got on the sccond traim.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Loder 1
é w¢ SAY, you fellows 1?
E + “Blow pway, Banter 1™
"1 say, sorry I missed vou ab
" Nobod

Lantham—="
* But aro again [*

clze is I
; 10T o
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said

THE MAGNET
Bunter, upheeding, “I'll go on to
Friardale with you. I say, got any
chocs ?
13 Hﬁ-!l!
“Cot any toffes?™
“No 1%

“I say, there's lots of time to Jdedga
into tho buffet here before we zet on
the local.,”

" Good—dodge in”

“You fellows comung?™

“Nol*

“ Beasts | said Billy Dunier.

Tho fat Owl of the Remove Llinked
morosely at the Famous Five through
his big spectacles. He hLad descended
from another carriage when the train
stopped at Courtlield, whera the Grey-
iriars fcllows had to chango for the
locel train for IFriardale and the school.

Bunter had intonded to join up with
his old pals at Lantham. TJhEE' Itad scen
him. Bunter, fortunately being short-
sighted, hadn't reen them, But he saw
thom now, and here ho wozl

“This way, Van Duck! said Iarry
Wharton to the American boy. *“We
get over the line for the local”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Roll off, Bunter!”

“I =zay, T was packed in o earriage
with a lot of Bixth Form cads™ eaid
Bunter. *Looking for you fellows, you
know, I had to jump in at the Iast
minute, and the carriage was full of
seniors.  That beast Loder pulled my
ear. Ho made out I trod on his fook )
He's corne back this term a worse hully
than ever.”

* SBhut up, you assl” gaid Bob Cherry
hurriedly,

Loder of tho Bixth was standing with
Carne and Walker, of that Fonn, only a
fow wyards away. Ile glanced round at
Bunter. s

Bunter, happily wpnawore of the
proximity of the bully of the Hixth,
rattled on unheeding.

“Rotten bully, yon kmow! TI'd have
knoclked him down if he hadn't heen a

vefeet ! It's a bit thick, isn't it, the

ead making & rotter like Loder a

prefeet ]l I say, what's the matter with
vou fellows? What are you making
aces At s chap for? What—
Yargooooh 1*

A finger and thumb closing en Bill
Bunter's fat ezr mado him jurap an

utter & yell simultancous with the
jumpy, :
“Ow! Leggo, Coker, you heazt!”

howled Bunter, *“0h, ia it von, Loder?
I—1 soy, legpe my carl i?—l sAy——
Yaroooh I” ;

“What were yon saying ahout mef"
asked Loder of the Bixth, grimly com-
pressing his grip on tho fat car,

“Owl! Nothing! 1 was only say-
ing——vyaroooh! I mean, I nover said a
word, anly——whooop ! Logpo iny car!
Wow |

Billy Bunter hopped,

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at
Loder. But for the fact that he was a
prefect of the Bixth Form, they cor-
tainly would have up-ended him on the
platform on the spot. But Sixth Form
Eretmt; were nat to be lightly handled
y juniors of the Lower Fourth.,

Loder was looking cross, Icrhaps he
had coma back for the new term in a
had temper. Anvhow, he was in a bhad
temper now.  Still, even & pood-tein-

ered fellow might have Leen annoyed
w hearing Buntor's description of him.

He nipped Bunter’s fat enre likn a pair
of I{ilﬂﬂ&tﬂ with finger and thowh,

unter almost danced,

“Yow-ow-ow [ he howled. *“I e=ay,
you fellows, make him legpo! Wowi
Oh for'l Yow.ow-ow ¥

“Bay, who's that guy?” a:ked Van
Duclt, staring at the zcene,

“That's Loder!™ answered Ifarry:
" 1la~m— ©Oh, my bat! Here, hold ont”

Van Duole stepped towards Loder of
the Jixth and eauﬁht him by the arm.

“Farget 1t, bo!” be said. “I gucss
ithat fat guy's bhad enough, and a few
aver. Take a rest, g ?”

Ho jerked at Loder’s arm, aral
Buonter's fat car was released,

Loder, in shecr astonishment, glared
at the American boy. As he had never
soen him before, he could gness that he
was a new hoy for Groeyfriars. JIndeed,
mﬂ}r that circumstance accounted for his
coo) cherk in interfering with the lordly
mnd lofty proceedings of a Sixth Form

rﬁﬁﬂit' ' '

“"Why, you—wou—vou—" gasped
Loder. He wray;:.lﬂuh his :&rmg EL".EH._".T
from Van Duck, snd grabbed the youth
from Chicago by the collar.

“Hold on, Loder!” axclaimed Ffarry
Whiarton. “Van Duck’s a new kid:"

Loder of the Sixth did not herd,

Holding Putnam van Duck by the
collar with one hand, he smacked his
head with tho other.

Liven o prefect of the Sixth was nof
entitled to smack a fellow® head: but
Gerald Leder did not always stop to
consider whether he was entitled to do
a thing briore be did it, and lie did it—-
hard !

“Aw, wake enakes!™
Duek, ns Loder smacked,
pesky geck—— Yooo-hooop 1™

dmack, tmack, smack !

"Harry Wharton & Co. exchangel
tloxces. They did not want fo bogin th
term with a row with a Sisth Form
prefect.  And although Loder was ex.
ceeding the limit, it was & very Jdubious
and perilous matter to handla a prefect,
Before they could make up their minds

wl Van
Ray, vou

roqred

what to do, & man in a black howler
hat which scemed screwed down om his
bullet head, pushed throsgh and
grabbed Loder by the neck.

“Oh1” garped Deb Cherry,  “Jully
old Mke !

Tt was Polear Pike, the gmumaen Lived
by Van Ducl’s “popper ' to guard liom
from kidnappers,

Mr. Pilic had heen travelling in tha
carpioge next to that ocenpivd by the
chums  of the Remove. 1Te  had
n_]::,}'i*.i'ml_ when they did. 8¢ he was
right on the spot when he was nceded,

Van Duck knew little of Pullie
sehiools, of the prefectorial syalem, and
of what an important person a Sixth
Form prefeet was, My, Pilke kitew los-,
And he cared less still

All Mr. Pike kncw was that Putnam
von Duck, cntrusted to his charge hy
Mr. Vanderdechen van Dhick, the multi-
millionaira of Chicago, was having Lia
mallign-dollar head smacked. It scemed
fo Mr. Pike time for him to born in, as
no would have called it, o horned m.

Loder of the Sixth, with a grip on his
collar thot there was no rozizling, was
plucked off his feot.

Ho gave a gasping howl as lie went.

In his native city of Chicapo jb was
Mr. Pike's way to depend chielly on lis
“gun, Bot he had alrcady learned
that Le was in a strange land whero
guns weroe looked oo with dizfavenr.
e had learned, with surprise and dis-
appraval, that in Ingland o guy could
not flanrich o sixppnn without attracting
an exiraordinary emount of attention—
lot alone “shoot up ¥ another guy ond
walle away as if nothing had happened !

Still, Mr. Pike could use his hauds as
well as his mm. And he was as strong
as a horse, or nearly so.

Having factened an iron grip on tho
back of Loder’s collar, he ewept him off
hia feet with 5 single jerk of Lis sinews,
WirY GTilh



Loder, in a state of epluttering amaze-
ment, found himself in the air, swinging
round, : :

. The astonished spectators hurriedly
wraped  back out of reach, Billy
Junter, however, did not jump quite in

time.

“Whoop [** roared DBunter, as Loder’s
foct established contact with his fat ribs,
Bunter went over like a fat ninepin.

Loder swung on,

Revolving on his axis, os it were, the
Eunman swung Loder round and round

y his eollar, with a grim and serious
face, evidently seeing nothing of a comic
pature in the losson he was giving him.

But from the swarm of Greyiriars
fellows on the platform there came a
yell of laughter,

“¥a, ha, hal”

Y

m.usﬂllﬁu |

“ Wurrrrggh | ** gurgled Coker, as Putnam van Duck
nose befween n finger and thumb that felt like a steel vice.

!
o j

¥ -
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EVERY SATURDAY
“And the rowiuloesz will also be pre-

posterous 17
" “Bar, PPoker,
goek 1 shouted
“Ha, ba, ha!”
A buzzing, excited crowd surrounded
the scenc.  But thoy kept out of reach
of CGerald Loder’s whirling feet.
* Oooooooogh 1” came in a suffocated
m:rﬁe from the bully of -the Sixth.
“Ha, ha, ha I*
“Let up, Poker, I'm telling you!™

ou guy, let up on that
utnam.

.yelled Yan Duck.

“You said it 1" agrecd Paoker.
He let go Loder's collar, and the hap-
less Sixth Former dropped on the plat-
form. He rolled there, spluttering.
BIr. Piko looked down at him with
hiz grave and serious cyo.
f guezs that lets you out, feller,”,

S

L Ty
- ]
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Vanderdecken van Duck was  very
urgent in the matter, and it really
ap&:eu:s that the boy 13 iIn danger of
kidnapping.”

“In this country, sir—"*

“It is a fact, Mr. Qhuﬂich: You have,
of course, heard of thae kidnapping of
wealthy men's sons which appears to be
carried on in the United Btates as a
sort of mduatrly—n very extraordinar
industry Well-known poople bave left
that country, Mr. Quelch, and coms to
live in Engjan& for no reason but to

rotect their sons from professional
sidnappera.”

“I am awaro of it, sir. But at a
school like Greyfrigrs—really, air,
cannot imagine any danger.”  Mr.
Quelch gave o niff. It is unthinkeablo

~—

_-_‘_‘-‘-":T"- [,
ve it D i
e

i

_..:::3?;_,
reached thro mmnmwiuduwandnigpdhummimm
s {lumulﬁ Led do by dose—gurrrggh 1 * I'll say you asked

for it, big boy ! ** sald Van Duck, as the train began to move,

*“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bol: Chorry.

“Grooogh 1” gurgled Loder, half suffo-
cated, and wholly amazed and flabber-
gasted. "Qoocogh! Owwech!”

Walker and Carne ran forward. Theg
had never seen Mr. Piko before, an
certainly had no idea that he had been
sent to schoel with s new boy as his
guardian against kidnappers.

“Here, chuek that["
Walker.

“Btop that, vou hooligan!” shouted
Carne,

Thoy elutched at Mr. Pike togather.
Hordly glancing at them, Poker Pike
swept round his left arm and knocked
them both ovor like skittles,

ilo did not even pause in swinging
Tioder! Gorald Loder, like the music in
the song, went round and round,

“Here we go Io the mulberry-
bush 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "
“Thoe  roundfulness 1a3  terrific!”
choriled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

exclaimed

he said. “You don't want to lay & paw
on that Putnam van Duck—not while
this guy 13 around 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Harry Wharton & Co. were almost
weoping with merriment as they went
along the platform. The 'ﬁﬂul& foreses
high old times at Greyfriars if Poker
P'&LE was going to take care of his
charge in this way. ]

Leaving Loder sprawling and splutter-
ing, Mr. Pike followed them.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Some Shindy !

é XTRACRDINARY I* anid Mr.
Quelech.
“Vory I* agreed the Head.
The ove master purscd
his lips. The hoadmaster &okcd
thoughtful and a little worried.
“Rxtremely  unusual 1" said  Me
Quelch.
“1 agree.” said Dr. Lecke. “Buot Mr.

gir, that the most lawless American kid-
napper would venture—"

“1t would a?]peur g0, Mr. Queleh; yet
such is actually the case,” said _the
Head, “I learn that this boy, ¥an
Ducl, has been passing the Easter
holidays at the home of & boy in yvour
Form—Wharton—and while he was thero
an aettempt was made to kidnap him,
which was only prevented by  his
puard.”

“Indced, siri"

“Yes, mdeed, Mr. Quelch! Mr. van
Duck had the wvery singular idea of
engaging & man of similar character to
the gengsters to gusrd his son—on the
principle, I sup‘pﬁ-se of seiting a thicf

to catch a thie The Head esmiled
faintly. *“It appears to have been a
success Certainly this mean Spike—I

think his name is Bpike—saved the boy
from kidnapping at Wharton Lodge.”
“* But here, siv—"
“Mr van Duck was so very earnest
in the matter, sir, snd so very anxious
Tue MacHer Lisiaby.—No. 1.472.
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for hiz som’s safeiy, that 1 have con-
sented to allow the &uardmn to take
ug his residence at the school during
the term.”

“If you have consented, sir, there is
mothing more to be eaid,” observed the
Remove master, carefully suppressing
another sniff.

“The situation is, indeed, wery un-
usual,” said Dr. Locke. “ But no doubt
the man Spike—or Pike—I am not sure
whether his name 1s 8pike or Pike—will
be tactful, and will keep hunsclf in the
background, and be very carciul not to
attract unduo attention.™

“1 should certainly hope =o, sir.™

“]1 have not yet ecen ithe man, Mr,
%uelch,” said the Head. “I understaud

at, although he has been a gangster
himself, he iz very [aithful to his charge
—quite devoted. I have arranged for
him to bave a room in Gosling's lo

wherarhe will be out of contact with

ihe boys. Indecd, if he exercizes a
cortain amount of tact and reticonce,
probably most of the boys will remain
unaware that he 1s in-the school at all.”

“1 hope =0, indeed 1™ snid Mr. Queleh.

“No doubt he will be cereful not to
brinq himself into prominence in an
way,” said the Head [ shall, indeed.
when I seg him, impress the necessity of
this upon himm very earefully. I shajl—
Bless my soul! What is that disturb-
ance in the guadrangle I

Dr. Locke planced towards bis study
window in surprise and ounoyance.

On the first dey of the term some lati-
tude was allowed. Fellows fresh back
from the holidayes wern liable to be a
little exuberant before they sctiled down
for the new term.

Atill, there was a limit, and ihe
sudden uproar in the quadrangle, almost

T i T T o T L T
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under the headmaster’s window, sounded
rather beyond the limit.

“"Whet ever can that meani” ex-
claimed the Head.

* Bomethin, unusual appears to bo
going on,” remarked Mr, Quelch. “I
will ascertain, sir.”

He rose and stepped to the window
of the Head's stu Dr. Locke rose
and followed him there.

From the quad came roars of laughter.
A swarm of fellows of all Forms waa
to be seen. Mr. Quelch spotted the
Famous Five of his own Form howling
with laughter; but those cheers youths
for onee did not seem to be mixed vp
mn the disturbance, whatever it was.

Near the old stone fountain, in the
middla of the gre~1 oid quad, the erowd
was thickezt., There, above a sca of
heads, arnns and legs, could be seen
waving in the air—a pair of arms and
a pair of legs|

Bomebody, it seemed, was being
carried along, and objecting strenuously
to the process. Whoever it was, he wag
being borne directly towards the
fountain, amid a roaring mob of Grey-
friars fellows.

“ Extraordinary 1" Qé’ﬂ-ﬂ'ﬂl-ﬂtﬁ& the
Iicad. " What—who——

“1 ocannot imagina.”

“Ha, ha, ha|” came a roar. “ Poor

old Coker! Ha, ba, hal”

“It iz a Filth Form boy, I think™
said tha Remove master. “'The hay
Coker—a rather troublesome boy in M.
Prout’s Form DBut what—"

Ha threw open the window.

“ Wharton |” he called cut. .

The head boy of kis Torm was within
hearing.

“@Ohl Yes, sirl” :

Harry Wharton turnéd lus head.

“What is going on here, Wharton ¥
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excloimed Mr Quelch, “What is the
cause of this disturbance?”

. “I—T think Coler's getting & duck-
ing, sir.”

. Wha-at 1” stuttered the Head., “Iz—
is—is that Coker of the Fifth Forin who
ie—is being earried along in that=—that
oxtraardinary manner ? on my word!l
Who—who—who can be doing this?"

“Who is that man, Whartont” ex-
claimed Mr, Quelch, glimpsiog the
bowler-hatted man who was carryin
Coker of the Fifth like & bundle, heed-
less  of the hefty Horace's wild
struggles

“Mr. Pike, sir 1

“Pike 1 repeated Mr. Quelch,

*“"Pike!” said the Head faintly,

They gazed, petrified.

Amazing as the seene was to the head-
master -and the ove master, the
aiplanstion was reslly quite simple.

er of the Fifth, sfter arriving et
the school, had spotted the uew boy
who bhad pulled his nose st Lantham.

Notling could have been more
naturgl than f~r Horace Coker {o
sollar that ygn . and proceed to give
him og the spou what any fellow richly
degerved for pulling o nose so important
as Cokar's.

But barely had Coker’s grasp elosed
o Putpam van Duck than Mr., Pike's
Eras d closad on Coker, with the
rasult that so astounded the Head as ho
atared blankly from his study window.

Mr. Quclch smiled a faint, sarcastic
smnile.

“3o that is Mr, Pike, sir?"” he zaid,
" That is the inan who 15 to remain hers
a3 guard over the nmew junior in my
Fﬂm_?l

“ Blass my soul 1" said the Head.

“The man who will, no doubt, be

caraful not to bring himself into
promimance in any woy—" remarked
Mr. Quelch.

“ Bloss my soul 1™

“Whase tact and reticence will cause
most of the boys to remain unaware of
hia presemco in. the school !” murnnured
the Remove muastar.

“Really, Mr. Quale

"X fear, sir, that there can be few
persons within these walls who are not
alrepdy aware of the presence of My,
Pike I’ said the Remove master.

“I—~I—1 fear 8ol stammered the
Head: “I—I—— ess gracious,
Me, Quclch, what is he deoing with that
Fifth Form boy 1™

The question hardly needed asking,
and did not peed answering at all. Mr.
Pike’s action answered it.

Heving reached the fountain, he
dropped Coker of the Fifth bodily into

the foot of water in the wide granite
basim.

39 ]
Tﬁar? wa2 guite a waterspoub as

Coker of tha Fifth landed there. From
the whole excited mob in the guad-
rangle came a roar:

“"Ha, ha, ha ™

"Bless my soul | said the Head
faintly.

Leaning from the windaow, he gazed
with & petrified gaze.

Caker struggled up in the fountain

basin, He atn::i;g!ed to hiz knees
drenched aend dnipping, dazed an
dizzy. Alr. Pike gave him a grave and

serious look from the elits of eyes under
his clamped-down bowler.

“I guess,” said Mr. Pike grawvely,
“that you don't want to man-handle that
Putnam van Duck ! Not while this guy
ia around. No, sir! I should say
sarely mot. I'm telling you to chew on
ihat i

¥ Gooogoogh 17
“Groocogh P

“Ha, ha, hal”

gaspaed Coker



“Chew on (1Y advised My, Pike; and
turning, ho_ walked away, leaving
LCoker of the Fifth to scramble cut of the
fountain, amid shricks of laughtor

—rw —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Interrupted Whopping !

5 FAT ik, you!” cxclaimed Put-

B nam van Duck, in exasperated

tonea,
Harry Wharton snd Frank

Nugent grinned.
ey wero in Study No. 1 in the
Rlemove, uwnpacking books “and other
things, with the new junior. They had
learned from Mr. Quelch that thz new
boy was to bs guartered in Btudy No. 1
with them, to which they had no cbiec-
tion, being already on the friendliest
terms with the youth from Chicago.
Fisher T, Fish, the Yankee junior in the
Eemove, was far from popular; but Van
Duck seemed quite a different sort of
American, and all the Famous Five had

taken to him.

They had not been ten minutes in tho
sludy when a hickory face under a black
bowler hat looked in at the door.

Mr. Pike, having been accustomed to
waaring his hat in the Chicago * joints *
whers he had, $ill recently, * hung out,”
saw no reason, apparently, for changing
his manners and customs at Greyiriars
Schonl, At any rate, the black bowler
remained clamped on his bullet head, as
if it grew there,

Van Duck gave him a vglarai

s experience at harton Lodge,
when Chick Chew, the kidnapper, had so
nearly pot away with him, had made
him realise the value of Poker Pike as a
puardizan. He admitted that his poppes
had guessed correctly in appointing Mer.
I'tke to take care of him.

Neverthelesa, he was in a rather fad-
up state with Poker, and objected
strongly to having the gunman inces-
santly treading on his tai, as
ueseribed i, ;

1t was clear that Mr. Pike, with all
his 5‘]“5 as o guardian, lacked tact, His
zalid brain seemed capable of assimilat-
ing only one idea at a time.

Thoe idea being fixed in his bullet head
ihat ho had to watch over Putnam van
ek, he disregarded all other considera-
rions. (reyinars School, to Mr. Piks,
was gimply a joint where Putnam hap-

encd, for the time, to be hanging up

is hat; merely that, and nothing more.

“¥ou pesky bonehead, you I” went on
Putnam. *“You figure you're a school-
boy yourself, or what? You azin't no
business horning in hers! DBeat it, and
heat it pronto ! Yon want to disappesar |
Cot me?"

Mr. Pike stood immovable in the door-

“ﬁ- .

e seemed to be ruminating.

“F puess I got to Leep taﬁ:a on you,
vou, Putnam van Duck 1" he said, after
a thoughtful pauss,

“MNeobody's allowed in the studies, Mr.
Tike,” said Harvy Wharton, laughing.
“¥ou really will have to elenr.”

Mr. Tike took absolutely ne notice of
that intimation. But iavf given
Study No. 1 the once-over, he pave
Putnam o curt nod, and walked down
the passage to tho stairs. There he sat
down on a settes on the landing.

Remove fellows stared at him
curiously. Shell fellowe and Fourth
IMormerz came to give him 2 leok. Fifth
Form man glanced out of the games
study, and grinned at him,

r. Pika remained guite uwnmoved
noder the general scrutiny. He sat like
a rack, chewing an unlighted cigar.

In Btudy No. 1 Wharton and Nuogent
grinned, and Putnam van Duck frowned.

EVERY SATURDAY

A fat faco and & big pair of spectacles
glinmered in at the door.

“I say, you fellows—"
“How did Bunter know we were
unpacking a cake?” asked Fraok

Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent!” Billy Bunter
rolled in. **I say, that looks a decent
cake! Not so good as the one I was
bringing back from Bunter Court,
t'lnl:n:ugh!’ You should have scen that
Ci

“Well, let's seo it 1" suggested Nugent.

“I forgot to pack it, efter all 1" said
Bunter, *But they'll send it on, and
then I'll whack it out with you fellows,

same as you're whacking out this one
with me.’

“Arc we?” asked Frank.

“Looks a3 if we are!” remarked

Wharton, as Bunter helped himself to a
slice, about a third of the cake, a8t one
foll stroop. ;

Bunter goblled.

'Not a bad cake 1™ he said. “Hardly
like the cakes I get at home; but not
pad ! But I say, you fcllows "—Bunter’s
voice came rather muffled, through cake
—“1 say, I pover came here to sea if
you had s cake. 1 say, Loder's coming.”

“Oh, bother Loder I said Harry.

“1 say, I heard him nskingi- about thab
new ki ,*‘;.rgrinnad Bunter, * He's found
out that Van Duck’s in the Remove, and

faney he's coming up after him.”

“Bless Loder I zaid Nugent.

“Bay, is that guy Loder a big poise )

hereabouts 1" aslked Van Duck.

“He's a Bixth Form prefect,” said
Harry Wharton, “and a prefect is a big
noise in any school, old bean! They
heve whopping privs.”

“What the great Horned toad are
whopping priva?” demanded Van Duck.

“ Privilege to whop " oxplained Whar-
ton, “Thot means that they cane
juniars”

“ Like masters ' exclaimed Van Doz,
with a whistle,

¢ Exactly.”

“ Pretty mouldy stunt, I gness!” said
Putnam. “Moan to say that that guy
can cane me if he likes?”

“ Certainly he can—and very likely
will! Of courze, & prefect has to have &
good reason for whopping. But Loder's
an artful dodger, and he's always got o
good reason.  Anyhow, you gave him
ane, grabbing hold of him to atu:? him
pulling Bunter’s ear at Courtfield.

U oo 17 said Van Duek.

“You can't chesk prefects here, Van
Duck,” said Bunter, with his mouth’ full,
“You've got Hit&gﬂther too much cheek,
old c¢hap! You'll get it taken out of
ﬁw at Greririars! Do you good, vou

now."

“That's Bunter's way of Etprﬁssinﬁ
thanks for butting in to help him!
cxplained Nugent.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“1 say, vou fellows, I don't want to be
here when Loder comes up,” ezid
Bunter. *“He's in a rotten tempar! 1
shouldn’t wonder if ho's been losing
money on geeqgees in the vas  You
know him! Pl take o bit of that cako
with me. i vou doa't mind, It tastes
rather good.”

Bunter had already had o third of the
cake. That, however, was only a taste,
to Bunter.

“Take tho lot ¥ said Nugent, with
decp sarcasm.

“0h, all right!” said Bunter, deaf to
gareasm. He picked up what was laft
of the cale. and started for tho door.

“You fat villain " yelled Nugent.

“Oh lor’! Here's Loder!” gasped
Bunter, az 8 beavy tread was heard in
the passage, and he beolted, cake and all,
a® Gorald Loder appeared in the door-
WAY.

1

Loder looked In, wilh a greim brow,

“Oh, here you are!” he zid, fixing
his oyes on Putnam van Duck, with quite
o deadly look in them.

“SBuro!” assented Van Duck, eycing
bhim warily.,

Loder ‘had his ofheial as.hl:ula.nt under
his arm. It was evident that he had
come up to Study No. 1 to use the same.

Having alrcady smacked Van Duck’s
head for his cheek, as he regarded it,
Lioder would ne doubt have beon satis-
fied to let thoe mattor drop, but for the
consequenoces that had accrued.
~ Who Mr, Pike was, and why he had
intervened, Loder did not know. But
he kuew that he had been handlod, and
made to look ridiculoua before a swarm
of Greyiriars fallows, and he put it
down toe Van Duck's account. Having
arrived late, ho hod scon nothing of My,
Fike at the school, and did net knew
that he was there. Loder’s offended
dignity had to ba avenged, slso his bad
temper had to be wreaked, and Van
Duck was the only available victim,

He slippod the sshplant dewn into his
hand, and stepped inte the study. Van
Duek, watching him, backed awav.

"I don't know who you are,” said
Loder grimly, “and I don't care—buk
yvou're going to learn here that you can't
cheek prefects! Bend over that chair[”

“What for 7" asked Van Duck.

“I'm going to whop you 1*
~ Van ﬁufk looked &% the other two
Whnrora. !

“That O.K. in this joint?” he asked.
Greyiriara Bchool was a strange pro-
position to the boy from Chicago, and
prefects with “whopping privs ¥ quite
new to him; but he was ready to play
the game according to the rules, so to
speak, and ho was guick on the uptake.

“I'm afraid go, old bean,” seid arrgf.
“You seo, Loder is & prefoct of the
Bixth, and vou grabbed hold of him and
stopped him, and that's cheek in &
junior. You have to bend over.”

- “I guess I ain’t got no kick coming,
if it's O.K.,” said Putnam. “A pguy
only wants to know.”

And he obediently bent over the chair.

Loder flourished the cane, and
brought it down with a swipe.
Putnem wan Duck was tough. But

this was, a3 he would have desoribed it,
a new ono on him! He gave a yoll that

ran the length of the Remove passage.
Loder prinned.
Bwipe |

The cane came down again.

“Aw, wake snakes!™” pasped Van
Duck. "“Yoo-hcoop!”

There wos a swift tread in the pas-
sage. A bowler hat appeared in the
doorway. Loder’s cane was going up
for a third swipe, when Poker E-Pik-a
stepped swiftly in and grasped him by
the shoulders.

“*Wh-a-at—who-0-0-0~—""  gtutiorcd
Loder, as he wes swung away as easily
a3 an infant.

He stared round blankly at the gun-
man.

“Youl” he stuttered, recognising the
man who had handled him on the plat-
form at Courtfield. “¥You! Let gol
What ars you doing here? Lot ma go
at onco, you sconndrel 1"

“I puess,” gard Poker, “that I warned
youl! Didn’t I put you wise on the rasl-
road dopot not to get freshh with that
Putnam van Duek? ;

shricked Loder,

t" L'E*l. me go!”
struggling.

Putnam van Duek jumped up.

* Poker, you pesky gink, you beat it 1"
ho shouted. “ You hear me howl? You
beat it, and keop on beating it—seo "

Unheeding, the gunman hooked Loder
of the Sixth to the door. In amazemoent

THE Macxier Lisnant.—No, 1,472
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and rage, the bully of tha Sixth
strugegled and struck at him. His fst

landed on the hickory face, without pro-
ducing tho slightest effect on Foker. It
was quite g hard knock: but it did not
mako AMr. Pike even wink.

Mr. Pike jerked Loder off his feet,
ticked him under his arm, and carried
him away down the passage to thoe
stairs. 1

The 8ixth Former volled, and roared,
and struggled as he went. Fellows in
the passage and in tha dﬂngwai,'s of the
stndics, stared and yelled with lsughter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Chorry, tlmm No. 15 “Jelly old Pike
on the warpath again ™

“Ha, he, ha'™

A swarm of exeited juniors followed
as Mr. Pike carried Loder across the
landing, and went downstairs with him
—kicking and struggling like & fractioua
infant under the gunman's sinewy arm.
Loder was no weakling; but he had no
chance at all in the gunman's iron
grip. Ho kicked, ha struggled, he
:,'::Hl.::ﬂ and he roared; but he went, and
o :;a]jling crowd followed down the
stairs.

[P —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Called to Order !

1 HE Head
E "Bh ;:ruEbls [’I"
O elp 1™
,_lﬁ'}

Loder was

—elling. n fellows——
Ow! Help! Lend me a hand ! Drag-
gimoff ! Oocooh !

Dr, Locke swept on the scene, with
rustling gown and thunder in his brow,
His eves almost bulged from his head
at the sight of a Sixth Form prefect,
tecked - under Poker Pike's powerful
arm, kicking and wriggling.

“What—what—what does this mean{”
gasped the Head., “Man—Spike—I
mean Pike—rclease Loder at once !

on hear me? Release him instantly |

Iow dare you lay hands on one of my
profects 1

Poker Pike looked at the headmaster.
He kept Loder pinned under his right
arm: but he raised his left, end touched
the brim of his hat. Even the hard-
boiled gunman was impressed a little by
the majestic Flead.

“I ain'é met up with you afore, bao!”
he =aid genially. “You, the king-pin
in this joint 1 s

" Tho—tha what 3"

“It's tho headmaster, Pike | breathed
Harry Wharton, over the banisters.

“Bure |¥ zaid Poker, with a nod. *1
get you, hig boy I He gave the Head
a nod. “0.K., chief! This young gink
got rather fresh, and I reckoned it was
tuno to horn in. Get me "

“Release Loder at once ! commanded
the Head.

Thers was a pause] Poker Pike
thought it over, and hia mental pro-
cesses, unlike his actipns, were slow.

Haowever, it wea clear that those pro-
cesses led himy, finally, to decide that
the “kinﬁ;piri * of the "joint ™ was a
man to bo uhuge ; for he relemsed
Gerald Loder. He released him rather
suddenly, and Loder went to the floor
with & heavy bump and & howl.

“Now, eir, explain yourself [” cx-
claimed the Head. "I sent for you somne
time ago, but you were not to be
found—-="

“I guess I baen keeping tabs on gaun
Putnam |” said Poker, with a nod.
ain't letting that young ﬁvck at fur
out of my sight! Nope! But iigynu'm
honing to chew the rag, I ain't stopping

.
Dr. Locke oponed his lipa again, but

ho pauscd. o had to explein to Mr.
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Pike where he got off, as Poker himseli
wonld have put it. But he preferred not
to have the interview in the midst of a
huuing, staring, crowd of exoited Grey-
friars fellows,

“Follow me, please | he rapped.

“Treading on your tail, =ir!” an-
swered Mr. Pike cheerfully;. a reply
that made the Grevfriars fellows chortle,
And he followed t{e Head,

Loder staggered to his feet. ;

He tottered away to his study. His
foce was erimson with rage and mortifi-
cation; and ho was only too keenly con-
scious of the chuckles that followed him.
It was likely to bo a long timo before
Greyiriavs forgot the sight of Geranld
Loder carried downstairs, tucked under
FPoker Pike's arm.

Mr. Pike followed the headmaster into
his study. Arrived there, Dr, Locke
looked very expressively at the bowler
hat that was still screwed down on the
bullet head.

It did not scom to occeur to Mr. Pike
to take it off. He sat down on a corner
of the Head's writing-table, and crossed
cne tightly trousered leg over the other
—a proceeding that made the Head
gasp a little. SBitting there, in that
elegant attitude, Poker chowed his
stump of & cigar, snd waited stolidly
for Dr. Locke to speal,

“Really 1" gasped the Head, at a loss,
C “Bpill 11" said Mr. Pike encourag-
inglhy.

“Wha-a-t 7%

“Shoot ' zaid Mr. Pike,

“"DBless my soull Ay, Pike, you aro
sent here by Van Duck’s father to guard
him against kudnapping. 1 have con-
sented to allow you to remsin in the
zcliool, and you will stay here——"

“Burest thing you koow " assented
Mr. Pika.

“But you must learn, sir, to keep the
peace, and to behave yourself with tact
and discretion !” snapped the Head.
“¥ou have lzid hands on one of my
prefects—"

n.'l'hﬂ..t- %HF %!} too fTEEh, Sil.' I o=

lained 3ir ike. *“I piped him
_:unbaatin%- yvoung Putnam, and horned
in. O.K. ™
, " Prefects in this school, Mr. Pike,
are entitled to administer canings to
junior boys,” said the Head. “You had
no right to intervene, snd you must
never let anything of the kind oecur
again 1*

“Bez you!" remarked Mr. Pike.

“What—what do you mean ¥

“ You're telling me 1 said Mr. Pike.

“Certainly, I am telling vou how you
must conduct yourself here,” enid 3}}:

Locke. “Your rooms have been pre-
pared in the E-urt&r’s lod I will send
tho page with you, to show you there.
And I impress upon you, Mr, Pike, that

there must be no more disturbances of
any kind. In such a case, 1t will be
necessary for you to leave.”

“Bays youl” repeated Mr, Pike,
unmoved.

“*Certainly I say so, and you must
romember it [” said Dr. Locke. “I quite
understand that you are.new to our
ways here, and can make allowances;
but thers must be no more disturbances
—nothing at all of that kind. I trust
thot I meke miyself clear.”

“Clear as mud ! said Mr. Dike.

“Van Duck is here, like any other boy
~~tho fact thet he is & millionaire’s son,
and perhaps a person of some con-
sequence in his native country, makes
no difference—none whatever I”  ox-
plained the Head. *“You must not
dream of interfering on his account,’

“You're sure spilling a bibful 1 said
Mr. Pike.

“Ehl What? Your duties herc are
strickly limited to protecting the boy

from enemics outside the schiool!” zaid
the Head. *“Bear that in mind! Now
I will send tho page with you.” 1fe
touchad a bell. "‘J.Fnu will not return
}n this building unless specially sent

U]‘-"

“X ght to keep tabs on Pulnam ! said
Mr. Pike.

“1 do not quite follow your meaning,
Tabs are not worn by Greyfriars boya,"
said the Head, *“Van Duck will dress
exactly liko the other boys. Neither is
any boy st Greyfriars allowed the atten-
tions of a personal servant.”

Mr. Pike looked at the Head, and the
Head looked at Mr. Pike.

“1 guess Old Man Vanderdecken senk
me here to keep tabs on Iutnamm !
insisted Mr. Pike.

“That 1z absurd!” said the Head.
“Mr. Van Duck can have had no sech
intention. I repeat theat tahs, or any
kind of personal decoration, cannot he
worn by Groyirviars boys 1" i

"I don’t scem to get you,”* said Mr.
Pike, puzzied.

“I think I speak plainly enongh,”
said the Head. He glanced round as
Trotter app{-arud in Ltho doorway.
“Trotier I

“ Yessir "

" Please conduet BMr. DIike to
ling's lodge.”

“Yessir I' gasped Trotter.

Trotter's eyes opened so wide at tho
sight of 2 man with his hat on, sitting
on the Head's writing-table, that they
locked like falling out of hiz faco.

Mr. Pike detached himself from the
table,

“I dem’t quite get you, feller,” he
sald slowly. “I got to keep tabs om

Goa-

Putnam, and that's a cinch. No
hoodlum ain't %omg to cinch that
gock while I'm drawi ald

}“UWJEV
man Vanderdecken's pay. No, airl I
guess I'm going to seo that baby safc.”

“Quite  so—quita gol I fully
approve,” said the Hend, “Now
pleasa follow Trotter.”

“Wou soid it, sir,” zald Ar. Pike.

He followed Troticr.
~ There was o roar when he appearcd
in the quad.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo!

“Here's the jolly old gunman "

uite an army of Greyiriars follows
followed Mr. Pike to Gosling's lodge.
They were quite dfsappointed when tho
ﬁm::r shut on Mr. Pike and his bowler
at.

Poler Pike had the spotlight at Grey-
friars that day. The Head had hoped
that, by tho oxorcise of taet ond
reticence, ha would keep himself out of
the publioc eye—to such an extent that
Gresfriars fellows would hardly know
that he was there at all. That hope,
it was clear, was going to be dis-
appointed. Mr. Piko had many gifts,
but it was plain that taet and reticence
wera not included in the list.

In fact, though i1t was the first day
of term, and on the frst day of term
fellows naturally had %&nt_\r af thinga
to talk ahout, Van Duck's gunman
guardian reigned as tho chicf, if not
the sole topic. Poker Pike had the
spotlight, and it was probable that,
unless ha chnﬂgnd‘ his mannerz and
customs very considerably, be would
keep 1k

ITere he 1st™

—————

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Unexpected !

ENRY'8 beginning badly,”
remarked Bob Cherry.
There was a chuckle in tho
Remove Form Room,
M Henry;” otherwizo Henry Samuel
Quelch, master of tho Remove, bad not

L1
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Fastening an Iron grip on the back of Loder's collar, Mr. Pike swe the Sixth Former off his feet and swung him round and

round. The astonlshed spectators

arrived to take his For ‘hen the
Lower Fourth came in siter mormnmg
bresk, Mr. Quelch was not there, so
they marched inte the Form-room, pre-
pared to wait for Henry quite as long
a5 Henry might keep them waiting.

Nobody was fearfully anxious to settle
down hard to the term’s work.
“I say ,}'ﬂu fellows, there was a
hone ¢aﬁ or old Que-ich." :J;a:uﬂ+ Billy
untor. “I heard the bell go in his
study.”

“ Let's hops the other man will keep
him  talking,” remarked Herbert
Vernon-Smith,. “I can do without
quite & lot of Quelch.” ;

“Hear, hear (" ﬁrimmd Skinner.

“¥ars, begad! remarked Lord
Mauleverer. " Jolly decent chap, who-
ever ho i3, to ring Quelch up when a
lesson’s just startin’.”

“What about a epot of leap-frog?”
asked Bob Cherry. )

Bob found it difficult to keep still,
even when a master wes present—im-
possible when the master was absent.

“Fathead !” answered Harry Whar-
ton., * Queleh may blow in any minute.
And he's mot in the best of tempers
this morning.”

“Baaks never are firet day of term,”
sighed Bob. * And I fancy Van Duck’s
jn?ly old gunman got on Honry's
nerves yesterday."

“Whera is that jolly old gunman?”
nsked Poter Todd. *“I haven’i seen
him this morning."

“1 have,’ chuckled Bunter. *He
asked me where Van Duck ocould be

found. I believe he was loocking for
him in first lesson.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Did you put him wise?” grinned

Fistier T. Fish.
“Oh, 1 told him how to find our
Form-room,” said Bunter. “You see,

back out of reach, with the

if he comes barging in, it will interrupt
clags. DLEven if it's nnlﬁ for a few
minutes, it's o much to the good.”

“Haifﬂ, hallo, halle! Here comoa
Henry I'* said Bob, es [ootsteps were
heard coming up the corrider.

Few of the juniors were in their
laces. But there was a rush to gct
wto them as the footsteps came along
to the door. Whether it waa the worry
of beginning term, or the effect of the
gunman, or both, ‘it was certain that
Mr. Quelch was not in his bonniest
mood. And nobody wanted to attract
tho Remove master's gimlet eye speci-
ally to himself,

But it was not the angular form of
Henry Bamuel Quelch that appearcd
in doorway of the OVE-TO0m.
It was the thickset, stocky, wiry fgure
of Poker Pike, gunman gusrdian of
the millionaire’s som. d thers was &
general chortle from the Lower Fourth.

“ Jolly old Pike!” chuckled Bob.

“"Tha esteemed and ridiculous
Poker 1" grinned Hurree Jamset Eam
Bingh.

" Aw, carry me home ta diel!"” mur-
mured Putnam van Duock.

The Remove woleomed the sight of
the gunman. Someo fellows, like Bunter,
would have welecomed anv interruptiov
to work. All the fellows wondered
what would be the effect on DMMr.
Quelch, if he arrived and found the
man from Chicago there. There might
be trouble; there might even be &
“row,” which was gqute a delightful
prospect to most of the young rascals
of Greyfriars Remove,

Mr. Pike locked in, his hickory face
serious as usual. He gave Puinam van
Duck a nod.

“Aw, thera you are!” he grunted.
“T guess I rubbering around

exception of Bllly Bunter,
the fat junior, as Loder’s feet established contact with his fat ribs.

* Whooop I roared
Ilﬂunnm lll

looking for you, you Putmem veu
Buck.g

“You ‘EE&I{? h1” roared Van
Duck, *You min't allowed in here."

“ Forget it,"" said Mr. Pike, and ha
marched in. Looking round for some:
thing to sit on, he spotted Mr. Quelch's
high chair at the Horm-master’s desk,
Ja'mu:ir sat on thg;t. 7

E:ttmg on it he tilted it back at o
rathar dangerous angle, in order to rest
his legs across the top of the high desk.

Mr. Pike was acoustorned to sich
attitudes in the joints he frequented at
home in Chicago. But it looked rather
out of gclﬂ.ﬂﬁ in a Form-room at Grey-
friars hool, and i1t made fhe He-
movites yell, ] ‘

“Look here, you gink Pike!” yelled
Putnam van Duck. *“ Yon got to best
E:ai :E[:’m telling you, you can't horn in

re

“I got to keep tabs on you, Put
nam,” answered Mr. Piko.

“Will you beat it!" yelled Van
Duck,

“Nat so's you'd notice it,” answered
Mr., Pike.

“Lock hare, Mr. Pike!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, As head boy he felt
impaftud to weigh in. " You really
can't stay hera." i

Mr. Pike glanced at him.

“What's biting - you, bo?" he in-
quired. *“Pack it up!”

“But T tell you—"" . .

“Ton't spill any more,” said Mr.
Pike. “You make me tired.”

“I say, you fellonz, Quelch will go
off at the deep end when he finds that

rufiian here,'’ chuckled Billy Bunter.
“I'm taliing you to absgyuatulate,
you Pika!” roared Van Duck,
Poker Pike did not take the trouble
to answer again. Tiltad back on_the
Tie Maoke? LIBRART.—INo. 1472,
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high chair, with his legs sprawlin
across Mr, Quelch's desk, he chewe
his stump of a cigar, unregarding.

There was & deep breath ameng the
juniors as hurrying feet were heard in
the corridor e fow minutes later. Mr.
Queleh, having got through his talk
on the telephone, was hurrying to take
his class.

“Now look out for the fireworks!™
murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch hurried in ¢ little breath-
less, and evidently in a state of annoy-
ance. Ho was the soul of punctuality,
as & rule, and hated being lato for

class.

Had he found lesp-frog going en,
theroe was no whatever that
Henry SBamuel Qoeleh would bave come
down hard and Bemvy oo the leap-
froggers. Fortumately all the Remove
wege in their

Not notieing the stranger within tho
gates for the moment, Mr. Quelch
glanced at his class

“7 am sorry that I have been de-
tained for & fow minutes,” he said.
“Wa will new proceed without further
delay.”

He stared at his elass. He could not
mistake the breatldess expectation in
every face there. Something, lo
realised, was “‘on,’” though he did not
know for the moment what it was,

His grim faca set severely. If his
Form fancied that there was going to
be any relaxation of discipline on the
first day in the Form-room, Mr. Quelch
was the man to undeeeive them on that
point.

There was guite a row going on in
the Third. Wiggins had not yet got
his Ferm into order. = Hooks wers
dropping, and desk lids slamming.
But n-ut%ting of that kind was practic-
able with Mr. Quelch,

Iie gave his Form s long, long look.
But every fellow was quiet in his place,
only looking breathlessly expectant,

Puzzled and irritated, Quclch turned
towards his desk. Then he understooad,

as he became aware of the presence of
Foker, Pike.

THE MAGNET

* What—what—who—what——"  stut-
tered Mr. Quelch, as he gazed at the
gunman.,

Poker Pike did mof miovea from hia
elegant and rather preearious position.
But the bowler kat nodded gemtally at
Mr. Quelch. )

“ What—what—what are you doing
here ¥ exelaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Hetting around,” apawered Foker
afably.

“ Upor my word ™

“Keepin® tabs on Putnam,” added

Mr, Pike “You horn in with them
young rubes, feller; I ain't going to in-
terrupt you noneg, I guess 1 know how

to beyave, and I sin't chewing rag
int thia here joint.™

“Ha, ha, L.s!’" came a yelt frem the
Removae.

Mr. Quelch whirled round at his glass.

“Bilenee ' ha Baoted.

Then ho fixed his cyes on FPoker
BEain.

“Leave thia Form-room ! Do you
hear mei?  Leave this Form-room &t
once 1

“¥ou mean beat it ¥ asked Mr. Pike.

“Eh? What? 1 mean go—go st
onece [" gasped the Hemove master.

“ Forget it, feiler I’ said the gunman,

I sure min't wprrym%ﬂ}ml uny, seliing
around | Pack it up, b

“Will vou go &t opeei”
shricked Mr. Quelch. ]

“Not 20’3 vou'd notice 1t."

Mr. Quelch stepped up to hiz desk,
picked up his cane, and swished it
threateningly,  The Hemove watched
him breathlessly, His face was almost
crimeon.

“ Leave this Form-room !" he rapped,
and he tapped the gunman on the
shoulder to emphaszize that order.

“ Whurrrooooh 1" roared Poker.

In hizs precarions, balanced position,
with the high chair tilted back, and his
feet on the desk, that tap on the
shoulder dia it

Poker Pike went over backwards.

Having lost his centre of gravity, tho
well-known law of gravitation did the
rest. Under the influence of that well-
krnown law, 2o ably expounded by Sir
Isape Newton, Mr, Pike shot towards

almost

“TOM MERRY'S BIG FIGHT!”

Seconds out! Timel The two boxers
advanced to meet each other...a
touch of the gloves,..then Bilf!
The big ﬁgrh! at Wayland Empire
was on! Tom Merry, champion
junior boxer of St Jim’s, 13 up
against an opponent twice his size,
but what Tom lacks in weight he
makes up for in skill ]

You must read all sbout Tom
Merry's big hght in the great
echool yarn of fun, adventure and
boxing appearing to-day in
the CEM,

It also contains the first chap-

ters of a magnificent varn of the
famous chums of Greyfriars,
featuring Harry Wharton.

the centre of the earth as unerringly as
Sir Isauc's apple.

He did not, of course, reach the centro
of the earth, the foor of the Remove
Form Boom stopped him in transit.

It stopped him suddenly and hard,

Crash! Crack |

His shoulders hit the floor first; ‘tha
back of his head hit it & split second
later. It sounded like & postman's

roared Mr.

knock.
Pike,
on his back.

“Yurrrrocop |
Mr. Quelch, staving.

sprawhing dizzil
[ £ Di] [IJ gﬂ.ﬁp
And from the Remove came a roar:
“Hga, ha. ha 1"

s

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Remove to the Rescue !

R. QUELCH stared down at
M AMr. Pike.
Br. Pike etared up at Az
Quelch
The Remove racked with merriment.
“Upon my word |’ stuttered A

Quelch. " I—1 am sorry you—you havo
fallen down but—but you must leave
this Form-room at once—">

“Carry me home to die [ gasped Mr.
Pike.

He scrembled to his feet. :

He stood rubbing the back of Ius
head., It was a hard and zolid head,
shaped like o bullet, and pearly as hard.
But ‘that crack on the floor seemed to
have hurt ib; it had even dislodged the
howler hat—without which Mr. Pike had
nod, so far, been seen in the schoal.

“Bearch me!™ said Mr. Pike,

He picked ap the black bowler and
clamped it on his hesd again—he
clamped it down hard—then he turned
to ‘YF Quelch with a glint in his iey
slits of eves.

“Fellor,” he said, *yon're the guy to
asle for it, and that sn't no dreain!
But I ain’t going to shoot you up,”

“Wha-a-at 1 stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“Nunk ! said Mr, Pike, “0ld Man
Vanderdecken put it to me—no gun-

lny, 'cept when kidnappers iz around.

'l say 1 feel powerful inclined tﬂ_f?;l\
you a few, but I ain't going te do it.
Upon my word [ I—"

“But T'll tell all thia Lttle island,”
went on Mr. Pike, “that T sin’t the guy
to be throwed aboit like T was a sack of

taters! WNo, sirl SBuarest thing you
Eﬂcwt 1 ain’t going to pull no hard-
ware on you, but I sore s going to
beat you up o piece.”

To Mr Quelch's amazement and
horvor, the gunman sdvanced on him
with his knueckly fists elenched.

Quelch  backed away, wondering
whether thas was somo fearful dream.

Queleh was no coward. But he was
long past the age for » rough-nnd-
tumble, even hoa sueh o thing Decn
imaginable in & Form-room  ag
Ciroyiriars.

“Man I gasped Quelch,

“1 guess you pot 1t comng to you,
feller I said Mr Pike, following him
up. “You sure have asked for i,
hombre 1#

“ Foodness gracious——"

“¥You locoed gink, Poker ! shricked
Putnam van Duck. “Hold in your
hosses, you peslky bonehead

Unheeding, the incensed gunman fuol-
lowed Mr. Quekh as he backed in almos
dizzy horror serosa the Form-room.

“MThis iz where wo barge in, 1 think,”
rematrked Harry Wharton.

“ What-ho 1*' grinned Chairs.

“Clome on ! shouted Johnny Bull.

“Back up, Hemove!” welled ile
Bounder, always ready for a shindy. 5

Five or six fellows rushed out of their
places and rushed at Poker Pike; aftor
theim rushed a dozen moro.



They wers none too soon.

The horrified Form-master had backed
1:? to & wall, where he stood waving
Mr, Pike off with his hands as if he
were & bluebottle.

But Mr. Pike was no bluebottle o be
waved off.. He was closing in on Henry
Samuel Quelch when the rush of the
Femovites stopped. Lim.

That sudden charge sent Mr. Fike
staggering and just saved Mr. Quelch
from a punch that would undoubtedly
have done serious damage.

Leaning on the wall, Quelch spluttered
for breath, While ho epluttered most
of his Form were busy,

Billy Bunter 8kinner, Snoop, and one
or two other fellows kept their places,
but nearly all the Remove joined in.

Many hands wera needed to deal with
Mr. Piko. The man who bad carried
Loder of the Sixth, wriggling under hig
B, was not easily Imnﬁfed by juniors;
but many hands made light work.

The Famous Five collared him all at
%’&3&1 ?srggnvgmith,hlﬁitsdnéng, E;-::tar

an ui t hold. Btruggling,
Poker Pike WE]]GE{??EI and cra.aﬁfd En
the Form-room floor m second time.

**Cinch him I yelled Van Duck,

“ Bag him {" gasped Bob Cherry.

“ 31t on him !

“ Jump on him 1

“Roll him out 1

“Whoo-hoo | Hoooh 1" gasped Johnny
Dull, as Mr, Pike's knueklﬁea caught him
on the jaw. Johnny went over like a
skittle,

But the gunman was down, and the
swarming juniors kept him down. He
was acktive, strong, and witty, but the
Bemovo were many too many for him.

With two or thres fellows grasping
each arm and esch leg, even the hefty
gunman atruﬁglad in vain,

They surged to the deor, half-carrying
and half-dragging Poker Pike. Putnam
van Duck was foremost in the fray, but
all the fellows were eager for front
renta, It was a tough struggle, but it
was ever so much more entertaining
than Latin

S Chugk + Bty outl d H

5 uck " ham  oput [T s arr
Wharton, ATRE *
“RBoot him !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Bay, you, Putnam wvan Duek, you
leago my years!” yelled Poker Pike, in
wild wrath snd indignetion. * Ain't I
here to keep tabs on you 1™

“You locoed geck! snapped Vean

Duck. “You got to learn whero you et
off, Poker—and this i3 jest the spot.l

“1 guess— Ow! I reckon—
Whoop! I'll say— Yurrrrocoscop [
howled Poker.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Out he goesl"

“Zoodness gracious ! gasped Mr.
Quelch feebly “Upon my word! Oh

dear! G-g-g-g-goodness gracious [
A struggling mass reached the door-

way of the Form-room; a bowler hab
was left behind, rolling.

. In the doorway Mr. Pike rallied. But
it booted not: he was hurled forth, and
landed in the passage in s sprowling

hea
[ 3

Ea Removites packed the doorway as
ho sprawled and gasped for breath.

FPutnam van Duck shook & warning
finger ab him,

“"Now vou beat ik, vou big stiff I'* he
roared. “You get me? Beat it—and
}i&ﬁ.lt. it prontol And keep on beating
it !

“Urrrrerggh 1 gurgled Mr, Pike.
}:If sa.t-hup. -i}’!inki.ﬂg. S i Quolch
0ys gaspe o ¢h.
H %[yi;ih-bi -bib-boys—"
P"IF arty me home to die ! gasped Mr,
e,
He picked himself up.
Standing in the passage, he gasped

EVERY SATURDAY

for breath, and eved the breathless
mob of schoolboys in the doorway.

He was clearly debating, in the
depths of hiz sldw and stolid brain,
whether to charge back into the
HRemove-roore. Harry Wharton & Co.
stood ready to Eﬁ the charge, if it
came. Home of them had had some
rather hard knocks in the tussle, and
it was certain that there would be some
more, if Poker Pike charged. But they
packed the doorway and stood ready.

“Will you beat it, you geck I” howled
Van Duck. " Yon figure you can kick
up a rookus here, ke you was in e
joint back in Chicago! Beat it!”

Mr. Pike nodded slowly. Apparently
hiw had made up hizs mind to best it
He turned and went down the passage,
stopping at the end, and sitting down
in tha window-seat there. And he sat
there without hiz hat!

“Boys," gasped Mr., Quelek, “go to
your places!™

The rjuniors moved hack from the
doorway. Mr. Quelch loocked out inte
the passage. He frowned at the sight
of the gunman 1a the windowseat.
Mre. Pike, it seemed was going to “keep
tabs ” from that spot.

Quelch breathed hard, and shut the
door of the Form-room.

" Bilensa I ha barked.

Tho Remove was in a buzz of axeite-

ment,.  No doubt Mr Quelch was
grateful to his boys for coming so
promptly to his resene. DBut such an

extraordinary scens in his Form-room
was intensely irritating and_exaspcra-
ting to the Bemove master, He barked
at the Remove—indeed, ho looked
really as if bo might bite]l The buoza
died away, and ths juniers took their
places, : :
After which, during third school,
Quelch carricd on as if nothing had
happened. Bub when the Remove wers
dismissed, Quelch wasz seen to direct his
steps towards the Head's study, no
doubt to acguaint his chief with Mr.
Pika's startling procecdings that morn-
mg—from  which the  Removitcs
daduced that Poker's days .at Grey-
friars were probably numbered,.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Inky !
o OUR  hat, sic!™ said Peler
E Todd politely.
Mr. Pike wan soated on tha

bench outside Gosling's lodge,

where ho had his quarters.

Ha sat hatless

His black bowler had been left
behind, in that tussle in the Remove
Form BRoom; it had relled, unregarded,
under the desks. As Poker Pike
seemed to  live, move, breathe, and
have hiz being in that hat, somo of
the fellows had rather expeeted him
to come back for it

But he had not come; and after the
Fomove wera dismissed, he went back
to the lodge, still without i, His
greasy, wall-brushed hair glimmered in
the sunshine as he sat—still “keeping
tabs.” Nobody, kideapper or other-
wise, ¢ould have come in at the gates
without Poker Pike giving him the
onea-ovear.

His bhickory face expressed satizfac-
tion a3 Toddy eame up with the hat
in his hand and presented it.

Five or six fellows who had followed
Potar, wera grinning—Billy Bunter,
especially, explodi in a series of
chuckles like a fat Chinese cracker.

They seemed to  Beo Ebmﬁthin,g‘
comio in Peter taking the gunman®s

Pater with & nod, an

hat back to him. Peler’s face, How
ever, was as serious as Mr. Pike's own,
and mnobody could possibly  have
gucssed, from Peter's face, that he had
spent ten minutes -narefuliy fmc]cmg ank
under the inside lining of that hat.

Cortainly, Mr. Pike did not dream
of suspecting it.

He was “wise " to the ways of gang-
sters and gunmen; nobody could have
taught lim anything about boot-
legging, or racketeering, holding up a
guy for his roll, or putting a ‘rival
gangster “"on the spot.” But he was
not so wise to the playful ways of
schoolboys.

Quite unaware that the hat had been
tampered with, Poker Pike jammed it
on his oily head, jamming it down with
firmness, He seemed comforted when
it was fixed there agein. He thanked
resumed chowing
his unlighted cigar and watching tho

gate.
“He, he, he'™ chuckled Billy
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, wait tiil

it bogins to run—=>"

“Hhut up, fathead ' said I'eter.

“Oh, really, Toddy-—"

“I give hYim sbout ten minutes,®
remarked FPetor, when the juniors wero
out of Mr." Pike's hearing, *“then ke
will begin to look like & zebro.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

It was quite a warm day, and whera
Mr. Pike sat was a sunny spot. Two
or three drops of perspiretion glistened
on hiz forehead, under the brim of
the clamped-down bowler.

If Mr. Pike noticed nny dampnesa
about his brow, he neturally attributed
it to the same couse. He had no sus-
picion that ink was ocozing through tho
lining of his hat, mixing with the oil
on his hair, and beginning to streak Ins
forehead.

Harry VWharton & Co., taking a trot
round the quad before dinner, camne on
the group of juniors, who were watch-
ing the gunman from & distance, with
Emilin% faces.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
jal]{[cﬁ.d joke ¥ inquired Bob Cheryy.

“He, he, hal” cackled Bunicr,
“Look at Pike!”

The I'amous Five looked.

“What the dickens—"" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, in astonishment.

Poker Pike was sitting, nnmoved, on
the bench by the porter's lodge. If
ho noticed the juniors at ell, he gave
them no heod.

The expression on his hickery face
wad fhonghtful. Perhapa he was still
thinking, in the slow depths of his
solid brain, sbout the “reokus ™ in the

Remove Form Room, and whether to
get on with beating-up the schoolmaster

guy [

fvn & é}]aﬁﬁ 50 stmnga to him as Croy-
friars Bchool, Mr. Pike realised that
he had to walk delicatelr, like Agag of
old. He was by no means satishied with
the cutcome of that “rookus,™ and now
ho was putting in a big “think.”

But there was something on Mr,
Pike's fnce besides a thoughtful expres-

gion.., There was & red streak of ink
running over hiz left ear -4 his left eve.
Sovoral streaks of red angd black were

dawning on his forehead.

Peter had wsed ink, both red and
black, and plenty of both. As the
lining of the hat pressed on Mr. Pilic's
hard skull, the ink oozed slowly
through, and now it was beginning to

ive i&‘.r Pike's countenance s highly
gnunrati?a APpeEATADCS,

He was obviously quite unawars of

it Hn.rrf' Wharton & Co. looked at
him blank ﬁ
Tae Aagxer Lmeant.—No. 1,472
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“He's got his hat again!™ remarked

Buoh.

“And something in it!" chuckled
Hazeldene.

“8Bomebody been japing him1*” asked
1Iarry, laughing.

“I foncy sol' .paid Peter Todd

gravely. I believe some fellow parked
ink in that hat, before handing it back
to him."

“"Ha, ha, bhal”
. That outburst
Alr. Pike's attention at last. :
at tlhe group of juniors rather grimly.

“Hallo, there's that ruffian ™ Coker
of the Fifth came salong, with Potter
and Greono, “Great mip! Look at
him!" Ha, ha, ha!l” :

Coker of the Fifth disliked Mr. Pike,

af merriment drew

His ducking in the fountain had
annoyed Coker . extremely. Coker
was anmoved to learn that the

man was allowed to remain within the
walls of Greyfriara  But at the sight of
the streaky face, loocking more and
more litke a zebra's every moment,
Coker forgot his wrath, and burst into
& IOAT

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Colier, and
Potter and Greene gfinned.

Mr. Pike's cipression grow grimmer.
Tut at that mement Trotter came down
from the House, and hoaded for the
porter’s lodge. He had a messago for
Mr, Pike,

At the sight of the streaky face,
Trotter jumped and stared.

"0h, wy eve!” cjaculasted Trotter.

“YWhat's biting youw, bo'?!” asked
Pcker.

He rose from the bench, The look
on his streaky face made the House
pagoe jump back sbout a yard at ono
jump.

“Oh, nothingl” gasped Trotter.
“The 'Ead wants to see you in his
study. Ie’s sent me to tell you”

And Trotter cut off, grinning.

“Dh.,. my hat!”™ murmured Peter
Tadd, in dismay.

It had zeﬂmei to the playful Peter,
quite a lark to decorate Mr. Pike in
that extraordinary way. But he had
not foreseen that Poker would bo
called in to sece the Head.

“0Oh {il:fufllhﬁ!” sald ]%lc-b,H 1'.'th LR
gasp. “ o goes in to the Head like
that——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Mr. Pike was starting for the House,
He passed the group of juniors, who
strove to subdue their merriment es he
came by. Coker of the Fifth, how-
ever, saw no resson for subduaing his
merriment. He roared.

“Ha, ha, La!l”

Poker Pike turned towards Coker.

“Hav, big boy, you sure do snicker a
whole Jot!” he remarked. “You ask-
ing for a lambasting ¥

"Ha ha, ha " roared Coker.

He almost doubled up with wmirth, at
a close wiew of Mr. Pike's streaky
countenance.

“1 guesa,™ remarked Mpe. Pike, “that
you've eniggercd more'n a few, and I'll
zay you make me tived! You got it
coming

He made a stride st Coker of the
Fifth, Before Coker guite knew what
was happening two hands that seemed
made of iron were grasping him,
(Coker was hefty, and he was beefy;
but he crumpled up in that iron grasp.

Oocogh!” spluttered Coker
“Legpo, you ruffianl  Potter—Greeno
—=whooooop |”

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Nugent.

“Here, you chuck that!” cxeclaimed
Pottor,

Unheeding, Mr. Pike dropped on one
Tue Maicwer Lisrary.—No. 1,472
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kneo and “made a knee for Cocker
with the other. Across thot knee Horace
Coker sprawled, face down.

He kicked and struggled and roared,

Mr, Pike swept up his right hand,
It came down on Coker's trousers like a
Hail! It landed with a whack that rang
acrass the quad like the report of Mr.
Pike's own ex-gun |

Smack |
“ Yoo-hooop ! roared Coker. A
moment ago Coker had been roaring

with merriment. He was still roaring.
But pow it was not with merriment.

Whack! came from Mr. Pike's heavy
hand again.

£ Ynmh !:u-

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

Whack !

' “khwuﬁp!:u - : ,

Coker's legs kicked Wlliléve in the air.
FPotter and G(reene m & - quick
forward movemept—and then a quicker
backward one, as Mr, Pike's flail-like
arm swept round, and they barely
missed it.

Smack !

* ¥ oo-hoo-hoooop

“Ha, ha, hal” . _ _

“1 guess,” said Mr. Pike, with his
usual gravity, “that that lets you out,
big boy 1"

%a pitched Coker off hizs knee,
Horace relled and roared. Mr. Pike
walked off towards the House, leaving
Coker roaring with wrath and anguish,
and the other fellows with laughter,

(L

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Poker Pike ls Purzied!

1 A, ha, ha!®
"What's that
“It's the wil
Borneo [

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

Tho quadrangle wes crowded with
fellows; and the eyes of aevery fellow in
the quad turned on Mr. Piko as he pro-
gressed towardz the House.

Mr. Pike had not been long at Grey-
friars, but he had already caused con-
giderable entertainment there. But this
was the climax! Now he had, so to
speak, brought down the housed

He was puzzled, and he was gefting
angry. There was a glitter in his slita
of eyez as ho stared round at in-
numerable laughing faces.

It was not the best of manners, per-
haps, to burst into & yell of laughter at
the sight of Mr. Pike. DBut the fellows
really could not help it. By this time
more and more of the ik had cozed cut
of the hat. A black streak was oozing
down Mr. Pike's pug noso. It gove him
o most remarckable aspect.

I?ui'tm unconscioug of it, Mr. Pike was
only surprized and shnmoyed. His grim
foace grew grimmer and grimmer, On
the steps of the House, Loder and
Walker of the Sixth wore standing, and,
like the rest, they burst into a yell as
Me, Pike and his remarkabla face
dawned on them,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Pike gave them a glare as he
came up the stcps, That glare might
have had a terrilying effect, but for the
streaks of ink that made the gunman
look like & zebra. But Poker Pike, at the
moment, did not loock terrifying—ho
looked comie, and the two prefects only
laughed the louder,

“What on earth is the man dning that
for 7 asked Walker, chuckling. “Is heo
potty, or what!”

“Must be, I think!” said Loder.
“ Potty or tipsy | Ha, ha, ha I*

ame "
man from

- hnm:!g with a gun as
hy,

“You guys surely do lhone to
snicker 1" said Poker Pike. “I iuesa
T'll hand you something te spnicker for.”
- He made a grasp at Loder and
Walker., The fact that they were Sixth
Form men and prefects matteted pot a
hoiled bean to Poker Pike. Ha - pgot
Loder by the collar with one hand,
Walker by the other.

Crack!

Two heads came together with & loud
concussion. Two fearful yells were
blended into one!

“¥Yocooooop I

“Ha, ha, ha!” game a howl from the
swarm of fellows in the gquad. It was
the first time that the Greyfriars fellows
had seen two Rixth Form prefecis
having their heads knocked together !

Loder and Walker, yelling franticallr,
wrenched themselves away from Poker
Pike. They got anai—lﬂa-rmg their
callars in Poker's hands. i

Collarless, they scrambled out of his
reach. Mr. Pike was left standing on
the steps, staring at the two crumspicd
collars in his hands. )

*“Hearch me | ejaculated Mr, Pike,

Heo threw the collars into the quad,
and marched on into the House. Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, met him
as he entered. :

Frout, hearing the uproar in the quad,
was ¢oming oul to sce what was going
on. - He met Foker Pike fece to face,
and jumped at the sight of him. ¥In his
surprisc Prout would have jumped clear
of the floor had he had s little less
wealght to hift,

“Who — who ~— what — what —*
stutterad Prout, Ha stared at the
streaky face with starting eyes.

Mr, Pike gave him a resentful glare.

“What's got you, you old gink?” he
* What

demanded,

“Wha-a-t 7" stuttered Prout,

—what does this mean? Are you mad?
What do you mean by appearing here
with a face like that?”

M:r, Pike breathed hard,

His boest friend had never called Ar.
P’ike handsome, If his face had been his
fortune, he would have been extremely
hard-up. 8till, such as it was; it was his
ﬂfﬂ&;a. poor thing, but his own, 20 to
speak,

Unaware of the nousual decoration en
his face, Mr. I’ike conMidered Prout's
remark very personal and very un-
pleasant. Even in a Chicago joint,
where manners were far from polished,
nobody had ever asked Poker Pike what
ho meant by going about with & face
like that! It would, indeed, have been
a perilous question to put to a guy so
r. Pike.
vou fat old geck ! said Poker.
“¥ou ornery, dog-goned old stiff, I
guess your own face looks like a ﬁim
that the cat brought in. I'd sure hand
vou a sockdelager, if I didn't figure
that it would burst you =l) gver this hero
shebangt Pack it up! You get me?
Pack it up, while you're etill in one
piece, you pesky old bonehead 1™

He gove Mr, Prout a push on his
portly chest. )

Mr, Pike was really & considerale
man. Had he handed Prout a *sock-
dolager,” &8s he was tempted to do,
Greyiriars might have been in need of a
now master for the Fifth Form.

He gave him a push instead—hbut
there was a lot of beef in & push from
the hefty gunman.

Prout staggered back as if m batter-
ing-ram had topped him., He staggered,
stumbled, and sat dowm; with a bump
that almost shook the floor.

“ Oocooogh ! gasped Prout.

He sat and gasped, in a dizz
Poker
ta the

L1

state,
ﬁwﬂa him a glare, and walked on
ead's study,
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Reaching the fountain, Mr, Pike dropped Coker bodily into the wide granite basin in which was about a foof of waler. Splash !
There was qulic a waterspout as Coker landed there.  From the excited mob in the quadrangle came aroar. * Ha, ha, ha !

Arrived there, he opened the door and
walked in. Poker had not learned to
tap at doors before entering in his
native haunts in Chmnﬁm ] -

Dr. Locke was seated at his writing-
table, by which stood Mr, Quelch. The
Ilemove master was loocking very grim;
the headmaster very worried.

Both of them jumped at the sight of
Poker Pike. '

Me. Pike did not remove his hot. Had
he done so, he would have found it
dripping with ink, and would have dis-
covered the cause of the hurricane of
merriment that had accompanicd him on
his way to the House.

But it did not occur to him to remove
his hat. Hs lived in that hat; indeed,
1t was uncertain whether he took it off
whon ho went to bed |

With the black bowler screwed down
on his skull, and “streaks of red and
hlack ink oozing from under it, Mx.
Pike faced the two masters—who fairly
goggled at him, .

“Bless my soul!™ said the Fead
faintly.

“[Thon my
Quelch.

Poker eyed them none too agrecably,
He was getting angrier and angrier.

“1 guess you allowed you wanted me
to horn in 1™ he said grufly. "“I'll say
I've come! Bhoot!™

“You—you—yon &re Mr, Pikel!”
stuttered the Head. Really, Mr, Pike
was hardly recognisable in his decorated
state, * What—what does this mean,
AMe, Pike? Why have you done this?”

“Ain't you sent for me?” demanded
Poker,

“Yaa, yes!” gasped the Head., “But
—but—Dbut—=your face—=>"

“My face !” repeated Poker, in a voice
rather like the growl of a tiger.

He had not expected this from a
eourtoous old gentleman like the Head !

ward!” gurgled Alr.

Anyhow, he had had-enough about his
face from the stout old guy he had sat
down in the passage, He did not want
&NY Tnore, )

" Mebba you'll put 3 guy wise what'.
the matter with his face, vou old gook "
TAre you mad 7* hooted Mr, Quelch.

“1 guess,” said Poker, "that if any

uy here is lococd, it ain't this baby.

I tell & man!™

“*Your face—"

“Forget my face!” roared Mr. Pike.
“I guess if yonu went {liggin% in & serap-
heap, you'd dig up a better-looking faco
than the one you've got on, dog-gons
youl Apd then some!™

“But—> stuttered the Head., *“Your

—vyour fage—"

“I'm telling you,” hooted Mr. Pike,
“that I've heard enough about it, and a
few over, and then some more! ¥ou
get me? TI'm whispering to you, you
pesky old mugwumps, that if any guy
st home talked to mo that-asway, his
friends would have to go around picking
up what was left of lim! And for jest
one Continental red cent, I'd wade in
and beat you up a few!l Surest thing
vou know !

Mr. Pike glared at the headmaster
and the Remove master.

They gazed at him,

“But——" gasped the Head.

“ But—"" gasped Mr. Qualch,
“Pack it uwp!” roared Mr.
“Pack it up, and put the lid on!

had jest all I want 1"

“ B-b-b-bu * gtuttered the Ilead.

“ Aw, can it 1? snarled Mr. Pike.

He ewnng round to the door. In great
wrath, he tramped out, slamming the
door after him with a torrific slam.

Pike.
I've

“Bless my sounl ™ eaid the Ilecad
faintly.

“Goodness gracious ! murmured Mr.
Quelch

Mr. Pike tramped out of the House,
with & black Lrow under his bowler hat.

In tho sunshine of the quad his streaky
face showed up to greal advantage, and

a ?'eli greeted him.
‘Ha, ha, ha 1"
“Here's the jolly old zclira '™
“I sav, you fellows—— He, he, hio !

Mr. Pike gave an almost deadly glove
round. He locked like runuing armuck
in the laughing crowd.

Putnam van Duck rushed up to him,

“Poker, you Jloceod gink.,” le
shrigked, “ what's the garanc? What you
playing this fool gawwe for, rou boue-
head 7

“What game, dog-gonc Tou, ¥on
Putnam van uck ?* howled the
exasperated Poler. “What the great
horned toad—"

*Your face—" gasped Tutnam.

] "My faco!™ yelled Poker. “liveat
jumping toads, you whi}per jest one
word about my face, and T sure Lhond
vou a few I

“What have
yelled Putnam.

“Ih 1

" Like vou was a Rod Indian with his
war-paint on [

L3 hﬂt?“

“What you done it for, vou lecocd
bonchead _

In great surprize, 3r. Pike passed bis
hand over his face, His hand came
away streaked with red and black, and
he gazed at it in sUll greater surprize,
That rub on his face changod the inky
streaks into a general smudge, and (here
was another howl:

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Say, this here has got moe Tieat 1™ zaid
the amazed Poker. Ilo pazsed liz hand
over his astonished face again, smudg-
ing ink right and left, amid shricks of
laughter. &y, how come?” :

He took off his hat and siared at it
Tt dripped mixed inks, The amazewent

(Centinwed on page 16
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getting away with the mallionaire’'s som.
But Putnam could not help fecling

2 that Poker overdid the watchiul stunt.

in_ his inkf’ face made the Groyfriars
fellows well.

“Ink ™ said Poker dazedly.

* Fla, ha, ha 1

“It's sure ink—"

“11a, ha, ha 1%

“Can you beabk it?” zaid Poker, in
wonder,

“Ha, ha, ha t¥

Slowly the truth dawucd on Poker's
solid brain as ho gazed ot -his inky hat.

“I pgucss that pcskg 'ﬂl.'m:ﬁ ﬁu%
Jdoctored this here hat ntore he hande
it up to me 1™ ho satd. “Yepl I'll say
Hiat's the how of it1 Surest thing you
know. And I'll mention that I'm going
to cinch that young guv, and beat him
up a few! I'm sure going to lambaste
that zaloot 1™

And Poker stamped nway, to search
for Peter Todd. And it wes fortunate
for the playiul Peter that Poler did
not find han.

e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Soaffled !

1 GUESS I got to lose hun!™

E groaned Putnam van Dacl.

“I gucss, caleulate, reckon,

and opine that you dog-goned

well have [ said Bob Cherry, with great
gravity.

And therc was a chuckle in the Rag.

It was some days later, aund a hali-
holiday, and the Famous Five and theiy
new American chum were talking it
sver. A run up the river, that bright
nad sunny spring aiternocon, seemed o
rood iden to the chums of the Remove,
and 1t was an  atiractive idea to
Patnam. Ho had not yet scen much of
tho survoundings of Crovirviars—which,
naturslly, bhe wanted to do. e

But thero was, so to speak. a lion in
the path—in the shape ©f the gpunman
ruardian, Poker Piko.

OIr. Pike was, as Bob deseribed it,
mnderstudying Mary's little lamb, whoso
Heeeo was white as snow; for every-
whrea that Putnam went, that punman
wns sure to gol

True, ho had not "horned * into the
Form-room again, Mr, Quelch, under
the Head's pgentle persuasion,
agreed to overlook what had happened
thiere, on the strict condition that it
never happened again, And it scemed
1o dlawn on Poker that Lis charge would
be safe in lesson-time under his Form-
masler’s eye, nob requiring “tabs™ to
b kept on him in the Form-room.

[3ut in the quad Le kept a wary eye
on Van Duck; omd if the American
junior went out of gates, after him
went Poker, treading on his tail, as
P'utnam put ik

Fvery now and thon hoe would look
into Btudy No. 1, at ten-time or in prep,
or tnto the Rep, giviag Pumam the
onee-over to mako sure that he had not
been spirited away somehow.

Certainly, under that watehful care it
seented undikely that Chick Chow, the
Lidnapper, wonld have any chance of

Tie MiowET LIBRARYT.—No. 1,472,

His friends felt the same.
It was a standing joke in the school,

§ though fellows soon got used to secing

the scriguz, hickory face, under the
immovablo bowler, pop up in all sorts
of places, at all sorts of times. .
Now that tho juniors were s1::]:;111'1111[3:
g run up the Sark on the half-holiday,
they all knew that Poker would be on

the trail as soon as they started. And
tlhey all agreed that Poker was super-

fluous.
Putnam {gucssed that he bad got to
lose him for the afternoon, and his

friends agreed that it was so.

“Boon's we beat i, we're going to sce
that guy Poker treading on our tail,”
said Putnam., “I'm confiding to you
guys that I don't want any more Poker
on ray plate. I've had enough, and
then some 17

Whercupon six heads were put to-
gether, and a plot was 1:-1::-tt.:a::§l amid
many chuckles. And when the plot had
bern n:lul]r lotted and out and dried, the
juniors lett the Rag, and Bob Cherry
went to look for Poker Pike.

He found him walking in the quad-
rangle, getting o od many glances
from Greyviriars fellows, most of them
ainused, though Coker of the Fifth

frowned at him severely

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Mer Pike”
Bolb gémszted him cheerily, “got your
gun about vou ™

“1 gucss 1t ain't fur away, bo !
answerod Mr, Pike. “I'll say my hard-
ware'd show up, pronte, if a galoot
about Chick Chew's size came cavorting
avound ! :

“¥ou haven't scem him about yet?”
aslod Bol.

‘' MNope M

“Shall I tell you where to spot him ?"
asked Dob.

Mr. Pike becamo aftentive at omee.
With sudden alertness, he whipped hand
to hip to make sure that his six-gun was
there and ready.

“¥ou seen himi” he rapped. “IT'l
say I h.ncn Btlrg_rmzdi that ick ain't
horned in yet. Ile ain't the guy to lot

up on a racket once he's got his molars
wnto 16! Yon see that hombre 7

“Well,” said Bob, with a grave and
serious face, "1it's s bit suspicious to
spot & man hiding in fhe woodshed,
isn't ik ¥

“T'lf say so' snid Mr. Pike, sfill
rora alert.

“I've never seen Chick Chew," went
on Bob. “But iz he & uvig, fat mnan,
with 2 nese like a pimpls and a mouth
like a coal-mine, and gold-stopped
teeth, and plenty of them i

“You said it!” exclaimed Alr. Pike
cagerly. *“ Whero's that guy I

Mr. Pika was aware that Bob Cherry
had never scen Chick Chew. It did not
cccur to him for the moment that Bob
Cherry had received a complete deserip-
tion of him from Farry Wharton, who
had. 8o it naturally appeared to Mr.
Pike that Bob had now seen the Lid-
napper about Greyiriavs, ;

Bob certainly did not say so. He had
no intention of saving so. If Mr. Pike
drow incorrect conclusions from his
remarks, that wazs Mr., Pike's own
affair,

“T'll show you to the woodshed, if you
like,” said Bob. “But, look here, I
shan't go in with you if - Chick Chew's
there and he's got a2 gun! Do you think
he would have o gun ™

“1 should smilo ¥ answered Poker,

“Well, then, I'll take you there, but
I shall jolly well stay outside !™ said
Bob. “That all right ¢ _

“You young bonechead!™ said  Mr.
Pike. “You figure that 1'd let a

¥

mhnalhnf horn into a4 roockus with that
hombre? I gucsa I want you to point
'5:;;1.1;:" tho spot and keep clear! Get to
: .

“This way ! said Bob.

And he led the gunmean
Crosling’s woodshed,

ho deor of that building was closed,
and the key was in the outside of the
lock. Gosling sometimes kept that shed
locked, but as often as not he left the
liey there. It was there now.

“That's the shed!” said Boh.,

“You stick herce!™ said Mr. Tiko
briefly.

Bob remapined at a dislance. Tle
watched the proceedings of Van Duclk's
gunman guarchan with keen interest.

Poker Pike pulled cut his six-gun and
gave it a glanco, and gripped it frmly
in’ Lis right hand. Then, with cautious
tread, ho approached the door of the
woodshed., His slits of eyes were on
the little window of the shed. Ile was
watchful as a cat.

If Chiek Chaw, carrying on his kid.
nggp_ing stunt, had insinuated himself
within the precinets of the school, and
takken cover in the woodshed to wait
for an opportunity, Poker was the man
to root him out, round him up, and
fill him full of lead if he did net put
up his hands when ordered to do so,

But knowing the gangster as he did,
I’oker rather expected him fo zpot thoe
enemy bearing down, and to open the
ball by potting at him from the
witdow, So 1% was with extreme wari-
ness that Poker Iike approached the
woadshed.

Thera waz no alarm, however, and
he reached the deor and threw it open.
‘Chen, with uplilted gun, he marched
ifn.

Had a fat man with gold-stopped
teeth been in that shed, there wus 10
doubt that Poker would have put paid
to him. Az it happened, however,
nobody was there—and Poker [Pike
glared round in vain for a kidnapper.

Slam !

Click I

Tho gunman spun round fowards the
door.

“Search me ! ho ejacnlated.

The door had slammed and the Ley
had turned !

Poker Pike was mot only alone in
the shed, but he was o prisoner there !
As that fact dawned on hkim. Pokere
repleced tho gun in his hip-pocket. 1le
realised that he had not to deal with a
kidnapping gangster, but with playful
schoolboys who were pulling his leg!

“Carry me home to die!” murmuored
'oker. )

He banged fiercely at the door.
There was a chuckle audible outside.

“* Enaffled I'

It was Bob Cherry's voice.

away fo

“Ha, ha hs, 1" :
“8Bay, you ywyoung ginks"” roarcd
Poler Pike, “"you let me out of this

hore shebang! Iow you figure I'm
going to keep tabs on that Putnam
van Duaek %

Nobody  answered that  guestion.
There was angther chuckle, and a sound
of retreating foolsteps.

Leaving the watchful gunman locked
in the woodshed, Iarry Wharton &
Co. walked cheerfully down to tho
scheol raft, to get their boat out into

“pan

the river.

“Qearch mo!” gasped Ar. Pike.
“T'l tell & man, this iz the bee's knea |
Sary, you pesky young pecks, rou want
to let & guy oub of this here shebang |
You hear moe whisper ¥* '

But answer there came none.

Mr. Pike, breathing hard, examincd
the window. There waz no ezcape that



way for a gctg of Alr. Pike's dimensions.
He wrenched at the door., It was im-
movable—as nmoveble aa My Pike's
own bowler hat }

He breathed wrach, Mr. Pike was a
litkle elow on the uptake; but he had
a pretty clear idea that this was a
trick to keep him busy, while Puinam,
for once, took a trip out of gates with-
out his gunman gusrdian treading on
his tail !

Mr. Pike thought it out. Then he
putled the six-gun from his pocket
again. Taking aim at the lock of the
door, he loosed off lead.

Bang bang, bang'

The unusual sound roared all over
Greviriara. 'The Head, in his study,
started. Fellows in the quad—fellows
at cricket practice—fellows vwp and
down and round about—stared round
them. Somoc thought it was a oer back-
ﬁrﬁng‘ WE:Whaf:& :

ang, oang, bang

£ was not a hackfire! It was Mr.
Pike shooting the lock of the wood-
shed to pieces. Having done this, he
hurled. the door open, and ruoshed
forth in search of Putnam van Duck!

i ——

THE BLEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Blver !

it ERE, olear outl? snapped
H Coler of. Gia Fifth,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Blessed if I =ee anything to cackle
at 1" howled Buntor. “ Look here, I'm

g“?min I I—I;m really snxious aboud
nn —"

“0h, hop in, fathead " asid Harry.
“Buck up a want to got off with-
out having tp stop end slaughter
Coker.”

“1 eany, got tha grub on?” asked
Bunter % d

“What grub?”

“Ien't it & picnic?™

“A pionia! Nol*

“Mesn to say you haven't got any
tusk 1** hooted Bunter.

“Ha, ha! Not a ghost of a dough-
nut!” chuckled Bob, “Jump inm, if
you're coming, old fat man!"

Eilly Bunter did not jumg in. He
gavo the grinning Pi;..1.ttiv::u.-£-. a devastating
glare through his big spectaclea.

S ¥ou silly assesl I thonght it was &

ienie! I'm not coming! If you think

'm going to elog about, rowing that
ratten old tub ug the river, you're jo
wall mistaken, can jolly well te

Jou ™

1)

A Hfée on the ocean wave, my lads,
Is Redwing’s unnﬂ:ut':l:ln,

He loves ihs 32a, slibough his dad’s
A fine old milerman. A

H's odd fhat be should love the ses,

A gond many follows were | g BT, S0 Vit e e me
- golng on Tiver :
bright spring afterncon. Among them e Waslin'L Thve his werkc
was Horace Coker, of the Fiflth Form.
Coker was taking out his handsoms, | _ (2)
cxpensive boat, with the help of Potier | John Redwing owns his gallani oralt,
and Greene—what time the Famous And Tom will own one, foo.

Five were getting their roomy old tub
down to tg:_ wgter. And Coker, of
course, was anndyed by such microbes
as IRemove juniors getting between the
wind and bis nobility |

“Gerrout of the way!”® snapped
Coker,
* Fathead |" answered Bob Cherry
politely.

¥ Barge "em over I growled Coker.

“Oh, don’t row !I'"" urged Potter.

“ Bhut uﬁu, Potter I'?

“Look here——" began Creene.

"Bhut up, Greens|”

Coker had a short way with fags
INow his friends in the Fifth were get-

ting the benefit of ik
I said ‘' Barge 'em over!” * con--
tinued Coker. “Come on "

Potter and Greene did not come on. |

They had set out for o pull on the
viver, not fer a shindy with the
Remove. They left the barging to
Cakar,

He barged! Put, as it turned out,
Coker of the Fifth proved to be, not
the barger, but the bargee, 20 to speak|
For six f]ummq barged all at once, and
Coker of the Fifth was strewn snd-wise
-along the schoo] raft—roaring. .

The chums of the Remove slid their
bont into the water, and crowded in.

A fab figure came rolling in pursuit.

“1 say. you fellows[” welled Billy
Bunter.

 Bob took an car to puczh off. Coker,

sitbing up, was gasping for breath.
Bn}ig Bunter came to the edge of the
reft.

“1 say, wait for me|” he pasped.
“Fm coming! I—I want to help you
look after Van Duck, you know, in case
those kidnappers get after him.”

- i sag vou'd be a lot of wusel”
chuckled Putnam.

“Oh, reslly, Van Duck! I zay, kee
that Eaat_t :In, Eherrﬂi ou bﬁ:}aﬁw
mean, wait for me, o ap—

¥ Ha, ba, ha 1

A boat of deep or shallow draught,
A crulser or canss |
Don't talk of sieam when Tom's about,
|  Such things he does not heed,
* Just let-me shake my eanvas out,”
- Says Be.

* I'll show you speed | **

And as we

And manage
i

: 8)
Ha 1ot me steer ﬂln&l‘ltll erafi
When it was getting latea,
Said he  ** The sall is fore-and-aft,
f So mind you kesp her siralght [ *
What happensd after that, I've found,

Can hardly be be
But Red says I “f brooght her

ronnd
Until ths darn thing gyhed ! **

(4)

Hsa taok me for a sall to-day,

A dinghy was our boat, |
salled away
— He told mes, while [ wrots,
At Erxacily how ta sall a ship
her whkite wings,
And sBowed mas, (oo, throughout the

wsm?inpn and spars and things

¥}
promised I'd remember this
When next 1 went to sea.
“ We need six koots or we shall miss
The blessed tide,”" sald be o
“ Aod when we've tied the kpots [ ™ &

sriad,
“ They'll havs to be undone !
Withr six big knots o be aniled,
What chanes bhave we of fun'? **
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Duck 75 grinned Johumy Bull” « Aws
ue grinned . ull,
you anxious about Van Duck

*“Ha, ha, hal"

“Blow Van Duck!® snorted Bunter.
“Van Duck can go and eat coke !

The fat Owl's concern for Van Duck
scomed to have evaporsted suddenly at
the discovery that it was not s picme,

“Here, gerrout of the wa;;t Coker
had arrived. He slung Billy Bunter
agide, and the fat junior, with a Fell,
sat down on the -planks. “Now, you
cheeky young sw .

Coker  would have boarded fhe
Remove boat the next moment. But at
thet moment Bob shoved off with his

OB,

Instoad of shoving off from the raft,
however, he planted the end of the car
on Coker's broad chest, shoved off
from that.

the hoat shot out into the Ba

Under the force of that hefty u!mra
rk, an
backwerds and

Horaoce Coker shot over

distributed himself along the raft.
(Continted on naxd pags.)}

the satlorman’s son, of the Remove.

(8

And wheiher threugh ithe tempest dark,
Or suelll summer ssas,

Be sure that Tom will sieer his bargue
With esrtainly and ease. :

Be'll know his vessel hacd through
And love her stem and stern,

And then whats'sr the wind may do
He'} know which way to turh

(8)
ol E:ﬁthfﬂ irlni T&:h starboard waich,
t, if you like,
And spllee :mi reef the after-hateh,
And forl the marbospike !
The stuns'ls and the tons’ls spread
Abatlt the Inxaretis,
Then drop two points the for*ard lead,
And there you are—all sot I **

L

(9
The boom cangit Redwing on {he sar,
I'm sorry to record,
And poor old Redwing—well, I [ear
He went elean overboard [
I ihink my steering might be blamed,
Tom Redwlng (hinks so, too,
“And that’s the last timel™
exelalme
“ 1"l sail & boat witk yon 1"

he
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“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors, as

Coker wps distributed.
“Dooooogh I gasped Colter. "1
nished, Coker,” said

1-~T'll— Yoooogh!”

“When you've
Poltter, with deep sarcasm, " we might
ret this boat out! I thought we were
going for a row ("

“Ooogh!” spluttered Coker, as he

staggered up.  “Don’t jaw! Cooghl
I'll smash ‘em! Qoogh! TI'll—
Uoooogh 1

“Halle, hallo,, halla!” yelled Bol
Cherry suddenly. “ Look I

A running figure came in sight. In
great surprise, tho: juniors in the
Hemove boat stared at Poker Pike

As ther had left him locked in the
wondshed, 'and had taken away the kay,
they had not expected to sce Mr. Pike
again so soon!  Bui there he was!
Evidently it was not easy to lose him |

“Row, hrothers, row!™ chuckled
Frank Nugent.

"Hﬂ.. h&* ].ln' 1:-1'

The juniors pulled, increasing the
thistance between the boat and the raft,
a3 Poker. Pike came panting up. The
gunman waved excited hoands at them.

“Bay;, you guys, you pull in " shouted
Poker. *You hear me? I _!gum I want
ithat Pntnam van Duck! You heoar me
tookt" ;

“ Aw, take & rest, Poker 1" called back
Yan Duck.

“Pull?” pald Harry Wharton,
langhing,

Pole.r FPike stood staring after them.
With & dozen yards of water between,
they were safely out of the reach of the
euntnan, and i1t looked me if Mr. Pike
was beaten to it. Grinning back at him,
the juniors pulled up the river.

But Mr, Pike was not baaten yet.

Coker & Co. gol their boat into the
wator.. They were dpushmg off, when
Mr, Fike, with a sudden leap, landed in
among them, making the beat rock as
he landed. EHis weight sent it spinning
out into the river.

“What the thump ! sjaculated Potter.

“What the dickens Y gaeped Greens.

‘Coker fairly roared with wrath. ~

“Here, you! Got out of this boat!
You hear me? You cheeky ruffian,
gerrout of this boat! What the thump
do you mean? Pitch him out, you
men ™

“J guoss,” said Poler Pike, with his
usual serious calmness, “that I got to
et after that Puatnam wan Duck ! Vou
guys foller that boat.”

“We'ro going down the river I” gasped
Potter.

Mr. Pike shook his head.

“¥You ain’t!” he contradicted,
“You're going erter that Putnam van
Duck, and I'm mentioning it 1*

"Look herel” bellowed Coker.

o Pack it up " said Mr, Pike terscly,
" Yon ﬁ“.“fﬁ-“' them pguys{ Get mo?
I ain't oning to damage you any, but if
you don't get after them guys pronto,
%rqta::*?mg to beat you up a few! Get
o i

Coker, almost foaming, hurled himself
at Mr. Pike, The next moment he was
in the bottom of the boat, hardly know-
ing how ha thers. Mr. Pike gavo
the startled Potter and Greene a grim
look, hraudlsh:nghu._ﬁst that locked like
a lump of wrought iron.
~ “You, getting after them gurs?” he
mnguired,

Y'otter and Greene decided on the spot
Lhat they weral

They did not want what had happened
to Coker to happen to them | 'They
exchanged & furious look, and settled

down to the oars.

Coker lay gasping. Mr. Pike sst in

tiie stern, and Potter and Greens pulled
Tue Micxer Lisnary.—No. wa
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as if they were rowing in a bdat race, in
pursuit of the Remove boat., And a
crowd of fellows on the raft and the tow-
path stared, as the chase swept oot of
sight up the Savk.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTEL.
Chick’s Chanee !
L HE jig’s uE, Chiele 1™
“Not by long chalks, Bud
Parker 1”
“I'm telling you—"

“Park it snapped the fat ganpstar.

Chick Chew was leaning on & tree on
the towpath by the S8ark, a mile or mors
from Greyfriars School.

Smoking a long cigar, Chick was
gazng meditatively at the sunny river,
rippling between green banks, clothed in
woods.

_Bud Parker sat in the grass, his horn-
rimmed spectacles gleaming in the sun-
shino. His look was pessimistic,

Ever since the gangsters had erossed
the “pond,” on the track of the million-
eire’s son, Dud had been pessimistic.
He was in a strange land, where guns
wele at o discount. Even the police did
not peck g‘lzma, and yeb somehow
managed to keep law and order in a
way never dreamed of in Chicago.

Mr. Parker had the deepest contempt
for & country where & “cop ¥ was armed
only with a truncheon, which he hardly
ever had te handle. Yet ho realised that
these unarmed “cops® somchow did
their job in a way thet made the
gangster gamo much more difficult than
1t was on the other sido of the pond.

Bud would have been glad to throw
down the whole thing and get back to
Chicago, where a gangster had o
chance. But Mr. Chew was as deter-
mined as over. He was not going to bo
beaten. His professional pride, as
America’s greatest kidnapper, was at
stake !

“We ain’t bitten it off yet” said Mr.
Chew. “But weo're going to bite it off,
you Bud! We nearly had that gilt-
edged gink at that place in Surrey.
Now they've parked him in a school——-"

“And Pike watching him ! said Bud.

“I .guess,” said r. Chew, “that
Poker Pike can’t bo keeping tabs on him
all the time. I guess that young gu
will be wandering around a few. gng
when he goes wandering around, I'l]

mention that he is going to mest up with
this bunch.”

* Bays you ! grunted tho horn-rimmed
matk.

“Yoah!” said Mr, Chow.

He glanced along the towpath.

“We was piping him the day he left
that shebang with the other young
ginks,” he went en. “J got it firm that
he was at Greyfriare—ringing up &
schoolmaster guy there, the first day,
and getting it straight. Wo know where
!153,}5- All we got to do is to rope him
1n.

“And that's a heap 1" said Bud.

“Any fine day,” said Mr. Chew, “ha
may ba wandering around. This very
afternoon, ss like as not, he'll be giving
this here river the once-over.”

“HBavs youl” repeated DMr. Parker
pessimistically. %

“Thia very minute,” went on Mr.
Chew, “there’s a boat coming up, and
I wouldn't be & heap surprised to sce
young Putnam in it.”

“You got another
Chick 1* _

“Aw, can it, you Bud I*

Bud grunted, and Chick Chew watohed

guess coming,

the river. His Iuale:.dg'mw more and more
intent as he watched the boat pulling up
the Sark.

3]

* Jumping toads!
Chew, at length.

“Pipe him?" asked Bud sarcastically,

“¥ou said it '™ breathed Mr. Chew.

“Wha-a-t "

Bud bounded to his feet. Ile stared
at the boat on the sunny Sark, still at a
distance.

Six  schoolboys wera in §i.  The
gangstors had scen them all before.
They knew the Famous Five by sight.
Better still, they Lknew Putnam van
Duck,

“Search me ! gasped Bud,

liis eyes necarly popped through the
korn rims of his spectaeles, in his
SUTPYIEE.

Mr. Chew grinned, with a gleam of
American dentistry,

“Did I mention we might pipe lum
wandering around, or did I not?” he
inquired,

Bud gave his great chief a look almost
of veneration.

“Chick,” he =aid, “I pass it up lo
vou [™

“I'll buy it 1 said Mr. Chew.

He backed round the tree on which ha
had been leaning. Bud Parker followed
him quickly.

The hoat was stii]l at a distance. The
sthoolboya had seen nothing of the
gangsters on the bank: but warinezs was
gecond nature to the kidnappers. Vary
quickly they were in cover, cautiously
waktching the boat.

Four -of the juniors were pulling,
Frank Nugent and Putnam van Duclk
sal in the stern, tha former steering.
The gilt-edged schoolboy’s face showed
uﬁ clearly in the bright spring sunshine.
Chick and Bud watched that face as
the boat drew nearer.

he oarsmen were pulling hard. It
was & rather big and roomy old boat,
but it moved swiftly under the pull of
four oara.

Coker’s eralt had Leen dropped belind
end was out of sight beyond tﬁﬁ winding
Lanks of the Sark. But Harry Whartoa
& Co. had no doubt that the persistent
Foker was still in chase, and they were
losing no time,

Putnam was very keen to get away
from the ubiguitous Peker on that half-
holiday, and lose him for o time. His
friends cheerfully backed him up. Cer-
tainly non¢ of them had the remaotest
suspicion that the gangsmra wore any-
whera in the neighbourhood of Groy-
friars Bchool.

_ It was diffienlt to imagine danger Turk-
1{1& in that quiet, sunny English country-
side. Tho whola thing seemed rather a
“lark ™ to the pjuniors, and they were

etting away with the lark, E.‘ul-mr’n

at had beon pressed into service for
pursuit, but they were dropping the
pursuit.

Voicea floated to the hidden gangsters
as the boat pulled nearer, drawing in a
little towards the hank,

Mr. Chew had spotted Van Duck’s
intended game. ut his game was
afloat, and Chick was mshore, and he
had yet to solve tho problem of %‘Dtﬁng
bold of Putnam van Duck. He was
debating 1n his mind whether to *“hold
up ™ the boat's crew at the muzzle of
an automatic, and order them to pull in
to the bank. But he was not quite sure
that 1t would work. He wasz not pessi
mistic, like Mr. Parker; but his faith in
gun-play as a method had been a little
sh%ka!n.

1olding up a guy at the end of & gun
worked all right I;Fn Chicago. EucEL a
guy would put up his hands automati-
cally, as it were, playing the peculize
game recording to the rules,

In this sirange land it was different.

And if these schoolboys disregarded the

elaculated Me



“ Oh, my eye ! ** ejaculated Trotter, as he reached the-snhuui porter’s lodge with a message for Poker Pike,
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" What's

biting you, bo ? ** asked Poker. The look on his streaky face made the school mﬁmp bask with a grin. ** Ob, nothing 1 **

he gasped.

IdeﬂEd gun, what was Chick going to
oI

Really, ha was not prepared to sweep
ithe boat fore and aft with death-dealing
luad! Buch a proceeding would have
madae altogether too tremendous & sen-
sation in the slecepy little island which
was =0 unliko Chicago.

The gangster’s gun was, in point of
fact, chicfly bluff: and if & guy “ called ™
}he- blulf, the gangster was rather at a
55,

Debating this difficult matier in his
miind, Mr. Chew watched the approach-
inz boat, and listened to the cheery,
boyish voices that floated to liis cars on
the breaze.

“¥o've beaten them, you men ! came
Bob Cherry’s voice,

" Yes, rather

“ Beaten them to a frazzle, T guess.”

HThey beon racing with some other
seltool kids, 1 reckon ! murmured Bud
T'arker; and Mr. Chew nodded.

“I fancy thor're still sfter us 1 came
Terry Wharton's voice. “Look heral
Wa don’t want Coker's boat bu,rging
aftor us all the afticrnoon. Pull in, an
let them pass.”

“They'll spot us

“Not if we shove the boat under theso
willows and keep doggo till they've gone
o 1 sald the captain of the Remove.

#Ha, ha, ha

There was a yell of laughter, and the
boat pulled into the bank—eat a spot
where thick bunches of willows drooped,
within s stone's throw of the spot where
Chick and Bud stood behind the tree.

The idea of keeping “dogge,” and
letting tho persistont Poker pass on up
the river, bunting for a boat that was
ngt there, eppealed to the juniora' sense
of humour. ]

Mr. Chew, watching. could scarcely
believe in his good lack. His problem
was solved for him.

The Remove hoat slid inlo the bank,
and the eix schoolboys zerambled ashore,
The boat was pushed upder the willaws,

[}J

““ The "Ead wants to see you

where the drcoping branches guite hid
it from sight from the river. Coker's
boat was not yet round the lower bend.
There was plenty of time. :

“Give them ten minutes,” said Harry
Wharton. “We'll watch them pags fromn
the trees—keep in cover ¥

“What-ho I

Chueckling, the chums of the Remove
backed into the trecs along the Lowpath.
From that cover thoy were gﬂimi to
wateh the river, and watch Coker's boat
pass, with the watehful Mr, Pike in it.
After it was out of sight, they could
resume their own  wrip, univoubled
further by Mr. Pike.

They grinned as ibey watched.

So did Chick Chow.

“T guess,™ hoe whispered 1o MMr.
Parker, % that we got these here babes in
the wood jest where we want them.”

“f s]'suufd smile 1™ murmured Bud.

“Pull your . old-timey—but don’t
you be too sudden with it—we ain’t in
Chicago now |”

“Don’t I konow it?* gt‘llﬂtt!f."f Bud.

“1 puess a fow sockdolagers from the
butt will kcep them young rubes quiet,
if they horn in,” whispered Chick.
“We gob to get a cineh on young Put-
nam, and walk him through this here
timber to the car. Dasy as pie, and as
good as clam pie! Did I mention we
was going to cinch that guy, you Bud, or
did 1 not1"” !

“¥You surely did!™
Parker.

Harry Whaiton & Co., as they watched
tha viver from the edge of the woed,
heard a sudden rustle behind  them.
They glanced round.

gk H.eﬁl-:}, hallo, hello!” xelled Bob
Cherry. “Look out!”

“ Great pip1®

There was o rush.

Chick Chew's grasp was on Putnam
van Duck, when the z'unm'if:an_juninr,
with a swift spring, eluded i, and
bounded out into the towpath.

Tn an instant he was running down

azzented  Adlr,

study § ™

the towpath. After him thundered the
fat gangster.  After Chick tore Bud
o e

] e—t h o Lidneppers!” stuitered
Harry Wharton, i

*“'I'hat blighter Chick I” gasped Bob.

“They're after him ™

" Come on 1"

The Famous Five rushed down the

towpath, after the pursuing pangsters,
who were ot the heels of the flecing mil-
Ilﬂﬂ:’.l.ll‘&’#_ SOM.

Hli and fat as he was, Chick raa fast
and hard, and it was clear that Putnam
van Duck had little chance of esCape.
‘The Famous Five tore in pursuit. How
this was going to end they did not
know: but l.hai;; knew that they wore
gomg to stand by Putnoam van Duck {o
ihe finish,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Gun Play !
checky  robber !

kb U gasped
Cokar.

Poker Fike did nob answer.

He was o man of few words,
zind he saw no oceasion for chowine tha
rag. f Coker of the Fifth started
trouble, Poker was prepared to sireteh
liim in the bottom of the boat again. So
long a9 he merely blew off steam, Foker
did not mind. He was a couvsiderate

G,

*You dashed ruffian I lisscd Coker.

Potier and Greens did not speal.
Their feelingsz, indeed, were too deep for
wardz,

Besides, they necoded their breath to
}miij ! My, Pike was keeping them at it,
1%

1i they slacked down, the pumnan’s
ey eyes wero turned on them, with such
a srgnificant look, that Potter ana
Grecne pulled again, with all their Leef.

* ¥ou rotten rascal 1" hooted Coker.

Mr. Pike, watching the river for ilhe

THE Magner LiBpany.—No. 1,472,
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boat shead, allowed Coker’s remarks to
pass him by, like the idlé wind which he
regsrded potf. ]

wes dee lﬁ anxious to spot the
Remove boat, bidden from his sight b
the windings of the river. FPotter an
Greena were doing their best; but four
pars beat two, and the junior boat was
far ahead, It was a worry to Mr, Pike,
and be had neither time nor inclination
to Lother about Horace Coker and his
indignant wrath.

Gﬁmr was the man té proceed from
words to deeds—in fact, it wes ususlly
his way to act first and think sfterwards,
if he thought at sll. But he did not
handle Mr. Pike as he longed to do

Once was enough, even for Horace
Coker! Onpe sroite had landed the hefty
Horace on his back, snd it had been five
minutes before be felt able to resume
the perpendicular. -~ He did not want
another of those mighty smites. Foker
Pike was too large a proposition for
him, and even Coker understood 1t

Ho—little as it was his custom—Coker
contented himself with words. They
wore bitter words, angry w.ords
emphatic words; but they had no more
oflect on” Mr. Pike than water on a
ducl’s back. _

Potier and Greene pulled, while Colcer
raged like the heathen of old Potter
and Greend would have preferred to
swipe Mr. Pike with the oars. But they
were disinclined to have their features
pushed through the back of their hoads.
And Mr. Pike meant business—eold
business from the word go, as he would
havo said. : -

His press-gang methods infuriated the
Fifth Formers, Cokor could barely
restrain himeelf from punching. For-
tunately he menaged to do it. Potter
and Greens rowed hard, mppmasmg
their fury. oker Pike watche
E‘.«;iml:ﬂ_‘r for a sight of the Remove

ak.

Ho did not sight that boat. Indeed,
Lut for tha interposition of the
rangsters, there was no doubt that
Coker’s boat would have pulled past the
spot where the Removites had landed,
and that Mr. Pike would have gone
onward to explore the upper reaches of
the Sork for the fellows who had stayed
astern of him. _

But suddenly, as he watched tho river,
a running Bgure on the towpath dawned
on Mr. Pike.

His slits of
“ulertness. .

It was Putnam van Duck running his

hardest! Fast on his track, the nexi
moment, appearad anosher figure—that
of n fat man, running still harder, and
gaining on tho American junior.
. Then, behind Me, Chow, appearad Bud
Parker, going sall out—and trailing in
il distance, fGve schoolboys, running
breathlessly.

“ Bearch me!” sald Mr. Pike.

Fle rose to his feet, his hand 4 'iu%- to
his hip. Coket's tirade was cut sﬁur b
astonishment. Potter and Greene Btﬂrﬂﬁ
at 1he gunman, and rested on their oars.

“Youn 8, you pull in to the bank "
barked hﬁl’fi . " Pronto |*

Then the Fifth Formers saw the chasze
on the towpath,

“Oh crumbs 1" said Potter.

“(Oh crikey 1" aaid Greone.

“{th scissors | ejaculated Coker.

“You hear me toot?” snapped Mr.
Pike. “Pull in, you geockst! I pot to
got that Putpam van Duek 17

Potter and Greens pulled for the bank.
Standing up in the boat, Mr. Pike
ralmly and coolly took aim with his six-
UM

Bang1

The report of the ravolver rang across
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the river, and echoed h the woods.
Chick Chew gave a sudden bound,

His oyed, as hs chased, were on
Putnam van Duck. He had not wasted
a glatice on the river. Ha did not even
kfiow there was & boat there till Poker
Fike's gun roared.

He gave an astonished yelp, and a
wild jump, as a bullet kicked up earth
at his feet. Losing his footing, he
stumbled, and rolled 1n the grass of tha
towpath.

Bang !

Bud Parker let out a well that would
have dono credit to a Red Indian. The
bullet that cut through the crown of his
hat, grazed the fop of bis head. 1t was
enough—and more than enough—for Mr.
Parker, .

Without atggping & ‘second, Bud
Farker swerved, and shot off the tow-
patly into the wood, and vanished.

Bang, bang !
“ Hearch me 1” spluttered Chick Chew.
Ha scrambled wildly up, with hot

lead from Poker Pike’s six-gun spatter-
earth round him.
utnam van Duck, running like s
deer, got abead. Chick glared after him
23 he ran, and gll}zmrl at the gunman
standing in the boat. As he glared,
another shot whizzed by en inch from
his ear.
He spluttered with breathless rage.

He had caught Putnam without his -

man guard; but that faithful guard, it
WaS Clear, not been far away. re
he was, taking pot-shots st Mr. Choew
from Coker's boat !

Raauming the chese of the feeing
millionaire’s son, with Poker raining
bullets at him from tha river, did not
geom a practioal proposition to Mer.
Chew.

He gavoe Poker Pike an astonishod
and inturiated glare, and for A& second
groped for his automatic. But he re-
membered in tima that he was no longer
in Chicago, and left the automatic
where it was! He swerved off the tow-
path and darted into the wood.

Bang |

Poker's gun roared after him as he
went. The bullet elipped the rim of tha
diaa]ﬁanring slouched hat.,

Coker's boat bumped into the rushes
under the bank. Mr. Pike leaped
ashore, the smoking six-gun in his hand,
But the gangsters wera gone—running,
and not hikely to stop running till they
roached their car and started the enginel

ey v, E—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Ot of Bounds !
" O0KE out!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“0Oh ar mfihu ™ ¥
Harry Wharton & Co.,
racing down the towpath,

stopped, panting for breath., They had
forgotten Poker Pike; but they were
reminded of him as they heard the six-
gun Coar. _ -

They stopped—as they did not want
to stop any of the bullets that were
whizzing across the towpath.

But a3 Mr. Pike stepped on the bank
th::f eame on. The gun-play was over,
and Mr, Pike, with sedate carefulness,
was reloading hi

and was locking back. Seeing
matters stood, the American junior
walked back to rejoin his friends with

a cheery grin on ace. .
Coker & Co. pushed off in their boat.
Thay . to have done

were % , at le )
th Mr. Pike, Whether Mr. Pike

Wi
wented that boat any longer they did
not know; they pushed in ha.a{&, in
casa he did |

Mr. Pike had no further use for

a fact
‘haads I  =said

hin =ix In the
Jistaiios Petnaot van Duck had l-tnpgad_. P
oW

Coker and his eraft. He had found
Putnam van Duck—though in a rather
unsxpected manner, Havmg found him,
he gu freezing on to the gilt-edged
youth.

“Well,” remarked Van Duck, with a
chuckla, “I'll ss3 that was some pookus!
And then a fow!”

“Lucky My, Pike turned up!® re-
marked v Wharlon.

“The luckfuloess was terzific]”
grinnéd Hurree Jamset Ram Biogh.
“The esteemed and absurd kidnappers
wore npearer al hand than we suppose-
fully considered (™

“ ¥ou said 1t I agread Putnam. “1I'm
telling you, Poker, I'm glad to see your
Eace jest about now, though it ain't &
sight for core eyes, and that's & cinch.
You sure got that bunch hopping like
they waa sent for.”

Poker Pike nodded. Haviog reloaded
his gun, he packed it away at his hip,
‘The gangsters wers gone, and very un-
likely ta be seen agesin., They wero
locking for a chance to kidnap Van
Duck ; but not for a pitched battle with
hiz gunman guardian.

o is, we were rather fat-
Bob Cherry. “You
oughtn't to have come out without your
| i old shadow, Van Duck, and we
oughtn't to have 'halpad ou.”

“"Bonsheads " agresd gutna.m “But
I never reckoned that Chick was rub-
bering around in this vicinity. I guess
we're sticking to Poker now.”

* Burest thing you know " said Poker.
That detail was already settled in Mr.
Pike's mind. “Now I got a cinch ¢n you
agin, I'll say I ain't letting wp, you
Putnam van Duck.”

*Like & trip on the river, Mr. Pike 1"

d Harry, with a laugh. * Come on,
let’s gat hack to the boat.™

The Greyfriars fellows walked back to
the willows, where the bost had been
hidden. Mr. Pike's solsmn face ex-
pressad nothing as the boat was pulled
out of its hiding-place; though no doubt
he guessed the trick the playful juniors
had intended to play on the purgquer.

But Mr. Pike had nothing more of
that kind to expoct. The chume of the
Femove had succeeded in “losing ¥ him
that afternoon; but they had been very
glad to find him ogain, as matters had
turned out.

When the Remove boat pushed off
Mr. Pike sat in the stern—an honoure
Euesh Ha was not exactly merry or

right company, with his serious hickory
face under his immovahle bowler hat;
but he was indispensable.

Whether the juniors ngreed or not,
Poker was going to keep **taba ™ on the
millionaire's son till he was safa within
the school gates sgain. . Fortunately,
thay agreed.

It had been an exciting interlude, but
it was over; and tha juniors pulled
cheerily on-their way up the river, what
time two dizappointed and disgruntled
kidnappers were Emﬂﬂnﬁ into & car on
tha E-:-iu'tﬁeld road and hitting the open
8pACeS

Coker & Co. had e down the river,
and were out of sight. Far from the
school, the juniors had the Bark to
themsalves, g0 far as Groyfriars fellows
were concerobd. ‘They pulled on till
opper's Island came in sight,

at island was “out bounds "—a
little circumstance that juniors some-
times forgot on a half-holiday. Putnam
van D had never ssen that littlo
wooded island in the broadest reach of
the river, opposite Popper Court woods;
gind they were going to show him over
1L

Bob Cherry scanncd the banks a3 they
approached it. :

“All sdrene I he remarked. " No jolly



old keepers ahout—and jeily old Popper
12 away ! HMafo as houses

Tha boat nosed in under the trees at
the landinz-place on Lhe island, and was
tiad up. 'tho juniors scrambled OTo,
followed by Poler Pike.

There was a rath through the thickets
to tho glade in the centro of the island,
under the branches of a big vak-tree.
The Removiles followed it, whils Poker
Pike, watchful as ever, stood scanoing
the river and the opposite bank, to make
gure that there was no =gn of the kid-
nappers,

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! ejaculated Bob
Cherry. * HSomabody olse knows that old
Popper ia away from Popper Court.”

He glimpsed a straw hat through the

thickets, Evidently DPapper's Island
was already tenanted.
. That, however, did not matter to the
juniors. Any other (ireviriurs fellow
thero was a3 much out of bounds gs the
juniors. while common-or-garden mem-
hers of the public had no concorn with
II;E'EL They walked on clicerily into the
glade.

A startled esclamation grected them.

Two fellows were seniedl on o log
under the hig cak-strec. They were
Loder and Walker of the Bixth.

“0h, my hat!” cjaculated Harry
Wharton, in dismay.

It had not occiwvred to the juniors
{hat prefects might be on the island.
Prefocts of the Sixth Form were not
einbject to “hounds” lika Jjuniors;
thongh certamly 2ir Jillon Poppern

ad he discovered {themr on his island,
would have made as much fuss sbout
senior {rospassers as any other.

hat tweo Bixth Form men wera doing -

on tho island was rether a mystery—
or would have been but for a lingermﬁ
feent of ciparetie-smoke in the air, anc
the fact that Cerald loder hbaostily
shoved eomething out of zight, into_his
pocketa, sz (he joniors appeared. DBut
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neither cigarettes mor cards were to be
eIl

Loder and Walker jumped up from
the log, and stared at the newcomers,
Walker coloured—and Loder glared,

“ Borry to interrupt, Loder 1" said Bob
Ch{:ﬂé‘f litely.

And the juniors grinned. All of thom
knew that the two black shecp of the
Sixth had been emoking and playing
nap in that secluded spot, fer from the
cyes of authority., Taoder and Walker
would not have remaineced prefects long
had their headmaster witnessed their
proceedings. :

“¥ou young rascals!” excloimed
Toder. ”Sul} of bounds—as nsnal! Get
off this island at onco! I shall report
this toe your Forme-master !

“1 puess you'll geb reported ahout the
same timel!” remarked Putnam van
Ihuick. “You'ra here, ton, ain't yon?
You kind of look as if you are.™

Loder’s oyes fixed on the Amcrican
junior with a deadly glare.

He had not forgotten the episode in
Study No. 1 on the first day of term.

As a profect, invested with wha;fing
prive,” Loder might have completed the
:tnterruiltﬂd whupﬁmg at 2 later date;
bt he had never done so, for the simple
reason thet he did not eare to risk boing
tucked wnder Mre, Pike's arm again.
The Head had solemnly warned Poker
Pike not to imterfere with the prefects
in the execution of their duties; but
Loder did not feel at all sure that that
wonld cut much 1ce with the gunman.

Naw, however, Putnan waz there with-
out his gunman guard. My, Pike, who
was standing by the boat waiching ihe
river, was out of sight, and Loder did
nr:it. know that ho was on the island at
aH.

“¥ou chooky litilo scoundrel 1 said
Loder, In meazured tones. “We camo
hero to look for juniors out of boumls,
a5 we &re quite prepaved to explain to
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tha Head, But you are hreaking
hounds, and you will ba reported; but,
first of all, you'ro going to have a lesson
about cheeking & profoct 1

light walking-cane lay on the log.

Loder picked it up and stepped tovwards

the juniors.
# here, Loder—""' began Harry,
Wharton. :

“ Hald your tongue [ snapped Loder?
“I'Il give vou six all round, if I heve
any lip from you! Van Duck, Lend
over and touch your toes!™

“{iuess again 1" said Putnam.

“Are you going to bend overi™
roared Loder,

“*Not so's vou'd notice ib"

Loder made a stride at him: anid as
Putnam deodged, swiped with the stich.
‘There was & terrifie yoll from 1'uinam
a3 he caught the: awipa on his
shoulders. It rang over the izlawed, wed
both banks of the Sark.

It was fellowed by & rapid footstep
m tha thickets. Tho “next moment A&
hickory face and o bowler hat downed
on lLoder, and hoe was grasped, and
swopt off his foeet, in the wiry hands
of Poker Pike,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Reported !

b AN it, vou!” said Mr. Pike.
Q “Ow ! Loggo !™  panod
Lodor., “You ruflian! VYou
—you—— Uoogh |*
“Hold on!” pasped Harry Wharton.
“1 guess I'm holding on,” remarksd
Mr. Pike.
He was, and the bully of the Sixth
crumpled helplessly in lus ginews hold.
“1 mean, Iet gol" said Have.
“TLoder's a profoot—"
“] guess I ain't wise to wlat fhink

(Continued on next page.)
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raight happen to be” eaid DPoker
“Pat I'll eay le sin't lambasting that
Putnam wvan Duck, g'long as this here
baby 15 locking after hun. Nope!"

“Will you leggo?” shricked Loder,

Had he been aware that Poker Piko
was on hand, the bully of the Bixth
vertainly never would have ad-
ministered that swipe. Evidently j:l'tn
tlcad's solemn warning on the subject
had “eut no ice ' with Mr. Pike,

Walker of the Bixth made a move
forward to Loder’s aid, But ono glint
from the gunman's icy ¢ycs made him
step back in a hurry.

" look hoere—" began Walker.

“Pack it up, youl" snapped Poker.

“Let me gol” yelled &r, ﬂtrug-

ling frantieally. “You rufhan, I'll
waye you turned out of the school for
this. I'll have you kicked out of
{irevfriars. Do vou think you can
handle Sixth Form men, 7you
hooligan "

“Burest thing wvou know,” answarod
Poker,

&l HJ.'-I.-* hﬂ-, h&- II!'

The juniors chuckled, But they wero
foeling rather uneoasy. Loder, after
ull, was o prefect, and he had o good
cnse to put before the Head. He had
caught the juniors out of bounds
Putnam had cheeked him, and he was
acting within his righis and powers.
-And Poker, in stopping him, was dis-

vegarding  the headmaster’s solemn
\\urnlﬂ%u
For the moment Loder was helpless;

dut when they got back to Greyfriars
the caso was going to be very mu
nltered.

Cortainly the juniors knew that
Loder and Walker were black sheep,
and had no doubt why they werc on
the island that afterncon: Had the
Head known as much as the juniors
know, it would have been the “szack™
for both the sportsmen of the Sixth.

But there was no proof of that, aned

oder was on sefe ground. Whoppings
all round, and the “hboot™ for Mr.
11ke, seemed to be the probable resuit
of this unfortunate encounter,

Lodor wrenched furiously
Lhimeelf from the gunman's grasp., DBut
tisnt grasp was like iron.

"It moe gol!"” raved Loder. " You
flian—— ¥aroooh "'

Mr. Pike did oot scem to like the
names Lodor was applving to  him.
Holding Loder with one hand, he
gmacked his head with the other.

“Oh erikey " grsped Bob Cherry.

“Yooop " howl Loder. *0Oh, myv
hat! You—you—you—— I'll have yon
turned out of the school this very day |
Wait till I gee the Head! Ow "

- "Forgot it!" said Mr. Pike stolidiy.

HI

to free

guess 'm s fixture at thet pesky
school, so long ms that Putnam van
Duck hangs up his bat in the shebang.
Surest thing you know."

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Harry
Wharton,

Theve could be little doubt that
when Loder peported this to the Head,
Ar. Piko would be politely but firmly
told to quit. How he fancied that ho
could remain, if the Head ordered him
to go, was rather a mystery. Dut it
was guite clear that he did.

“*You—you fool 1™ L—antcu:i Lodor, *1
tell you, you fool, that—— Yarooh!"

Smack

“You don’t want to talk to me that-
a-way,” said Mr. Pike rerviously, *1
ruess 1 ain't taking all that back chat,
feller. Nunk!™

- Loder, foaming with rage, twisted
round in Poker Pike's grip, and struck
at the hickory face with
girength,
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His fist erashed hard.

Nr, Pike blinked. Fven the tough

gunman was not impervieus to a hefty
Llow like that at close quarters. He
blinked, and blinked again,
_“I'll say rFow're the guy to ask for
if, feller,” said My, Pike, * You surely
are one hog, ond don't know when
you've had enough.,  Mebbe a dip in
the water will cool you down a few.”

With & grip on the back of Loder’s
collar, Poker Pike jorked him along
the path through the thickets to the
whater.

Loder strnggled frantically as he
wont.

Ho clutched at bushes and trees; ho
struggled and twisted and kicked, but
the grip on his collar was irresistible,
and be wont along In a scrambling
heap.

“0h, my hat!" welled DBob Cherry.
“Look 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

From Loder's pockets, as he twisted
and serambled and rolled, all sorts of
things were shed. The pack of play-
mg cards which he had thrust hastily
out of sight when tire juniors arrived,
came unexpectodly to light.

Cards wera shed in a shower, drop-
ping all slong the path as if Loder
was leaving o “scent’ in a paper-
chiase.

A cigarette-caze opencd as it dropped.
shedding cigarottes. They secatrered
among the cards. :

“Oh pom 1" gasped Walker, staring
in horror ot that lmcxpesztu{i revela-
tion., He rushed after Loder—not to
the rescue, but to gather up those evi-
dlmhnes of guwilt, and get them out of
s1Ent.

Bob Cherry promptly put o foot in
his way. Walker tripped over it, and
wont heaclong.

“MNo, vonn don’t, Walker "' grinned
Bob. *"We¢'ll take care of Loder's
property for him. It will be awiuliy
interesting to the Head when he re-
ports us at Greyfriars.”

B"}F’aﬁ. vather I chuckled Johnny
1k,

“The ratherfulness 1z ferrific!”

With many chuckles, the juniors fol-
athering
up cards and cigarettes. Walker stag-
goered to his fect

“Look hersa, you young rascals!™ he
stemmered. “Look lere! Hand those
things over to me, and—and I'll get
Loder to let the matter drop—sea "

“That's ell vight; we'll take care of

thern,' pirinned Boh, . “"And if vou
butt in, Walker, we'll sgend you whers
Pike's taking Loder. You can't come
the jolly old prefecet in the giddy
elreumstances,”

James Welker was omnly  too well
aware of that.

B0 far from reporting the juniors to
their Form-master, or to the Head,
Walker was only anxious that nothing
should be heard of the affair at Grey-
friars now. Visions of a stern-faced
headmaster, pronouncing the dread
words: “You are expelled," rose bo-
fora Walker's mind.

No doubt thoy would have risen be-
foro Lodor’s, teo, but Gerald Loder
was too busily occupied to think of
anything but what was happening to
him at the moment,

Jerked along by the collar, strewing
tho ground with cords and ciiqamttes
as ho went, Loder reached the landing-
place. Closo in under the trecs the
water was shallow:; but if there was
not much water, thera was plenty of
miud Into the muddy shallows Mr.
Pike landed Loder, with a swing of his
powerful arm,

aplash.

* Danooocn [V

Loder sat in waler up to  ihe
shouldors, His legs disappenared in soft,
;*l'inging mud as the SBark rippled round
1im,

He sat and spluttered wildly.

“1 puess,”™ eand Mr. Pike solemnlw,
“that lets you ouf, yon Loder! Yep!
You don't want 1o hand out sock-
dolagers to this gny. You get me ™

G lgooauch!" spluttered Loder. :

. He scrambled wildly to his feet. shir-
ring up & sea of mud. Az he would
have scrambled back to the island, Mr.
Pike raised a warning hand.

“Btick there!” he said. I ghess
you got & boat somewhere, and your
side-kicker ean mosey round with ik
snd pick you up. Don't you come any
nearer, feller. . You'll get damaged, a
fow."

Loder stood with water up to his
koces, drenched and dripping. Hia
straw hat foated awar down the Sark.

“You—vou—rvou—" ha pantod.

“Park it!" said Poker Dike.
gucss you can howl to the other guw,

and he can fish you out. You ain’t
coming back here*

“Walker 1* yelled Loder. *Wheoro
ara you, you fool? Bring the skilf
round, you dummy | Do vou hear, yvou
idiat 1°*

The BSixth Form skiff was on the
other sido of the island. Walker, thua
politely adjured, went for it, and
sculled rovnd the little island. ILoder
clamberod eavagoly into it when ik
srrived.

He sat and streamed water andd mod.
There was a chuckle from the island,
and Loder glarcd back at o bunch of
grinning juniora. He ehook a web and
muddy fist.

"Wait till you get back o the
school ' ho yelled, “Just woit! The
minuta ¥ou pet back, juu go to the
Head [V

“Right-ha " rolled Dob. “We've pot
something for him, Loder!"

He held up a handful of playing-
cards. The other fellows, grinning, fol-
lowed suit. Loder’s eyes almost popped
fraom his face at the sight of his pack
of cards, thus <isplaved to his staviled

gazre,

“Oh!” he pgasped, " You—vou—0o
Ciive me those cards! Throw them into
the skiff! , Do you hear?”

“*That's all right, Lader 1"* said Iarry
Wharton reassuringly, “'We're going to
hand them te you when we see the
Head—"

“In the Head's study I prinned Dob.

“And the cigarcties aloug with
them I said Nugant.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“For goodness’ eake, shut wup,
Loder t" hissed Walker. “Those young
scoundrels have got wue in a cleft stick,
1f f"l:m want the sack, I don’tl Shut
u ¥

Walked rowed away. Loder sat
5tarincghbnc!-:. with a furious muddy face,
Bob Cherry hurled his handful of cards
after the skilf, end they scattered over
Loder as he went, and Buttered round
on the water. There wero gleut:.* mora
left for evidence—if reguired!

But it wes pretty certasin that they
would not be reguired! Loder was not
likoly to make a report to any master
at (Greyfrinre—in a8 circumsionces.
He was likely to bo only too coper to
keap the whole matter dark.

‘?Emii-h;gu, Loder!” yelled  the
Bemaovitea.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. woera left in
possession of Popper’s Island.

And when, later, ther returned to
Greyfriars in timo for calling-over, they
did not expeet to be ecalled before either
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backwards.

¥orm-master or headmaster for having
been out of bounds! And they were
right! In Hall, Leder of the Sixth
gave them a black look—and that was
alll Leoder had said nothing—and, in
fagt, his chief anxiety was that the
{unmn ghould not say anpything, either!
¥hich was quite satisfactory to the
cheery chums of the Remove.

eEG—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Poker Plke Plays Cricket !

b TICK him in the field !™ sug-
gested Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharton laughed,

; “Kpgow  anything “about
cricket, My. Pike?" he asked,

Poker looked thoughtful.

Putnam van Duck did not know much
about the great game, and his friends
in the Remove werc only too glad to
instruct him, But Putnam, of course,
could not walk down to Little Side after
glasa in fannela without Poker Pike
walking after him. Fellows on the
cricket qund stared at the gunman
in his black bowler—rather conspicuous
sraong the junior cricketers.

Many of them grinned. Rut Mr.
Pike's face was quite serious and
solemn. If he looked incongruous there,
he did not feel incongruous. Nothing
mattered to Poker except keeping tabs
on the son and heir of the Chicago
multi-mithonaire,

“Keep off the graszs, vou !” Van Duek
hooted at him: o which Poker furned
a deaf ear, Then Bob %gestcd stick-
ing him in the field. Which, as Mr.
Pike was determined to stick there, was
roally not a bad idea,

“ Cricket 1"* repeated Mr. Pike. Ha
nodded slowly, “VYep! I guess J read
& book about it once.”

EVERY SATURDAY
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“Great pip! That’s good!” ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove, in
surprise. He had not supposed ikat
a gunman from Chicago would know
anything about cricket, if he had ever
heard of the game at 311! It was quite
surprising to hear that Poker Pike had

read up the subject.

“Yep ! said Poker, with another nod,
“I ain't no big reader, but 1 guess 1
read that book when I was a small
nipper. Surest thing you know | Wrote
by a guj named Dickens, and I'll men-
tion that he was no slouch of a writer
gu‘-?l”

“Dickens!"” repeated Harry., “I
never heard that Dickens wrote any-
thing about games—-7""

“Ha, ha, hal” shriecked Bob Cherry. I'#

“I don’t think Dickens wrote about this
sort of oricket I
“Sure 1" zaid Poker. “T'Il tell you, it

was some b guess it was mijed
* Cricket on the Hearth,” if I don't dis-
remember.®

“Ha, hka, ha!l" yelled the juniors.

Evidently Poker wes, after sall, un-
aoquainted with the game. The oricket
he was thinking of was the ericket that

chirped on the hearth—quites a different
kind of cricket!
“0Oh dear ['* ed Wharton.

" Cricket on the hearth 1s a bit different
from cricket on Little Side, Mr, Pike.
Tl:i]ilslja & game. Played with a bat and
& ba

“On & pitch!” said Bob Cherry.
Mr. Pike glanced round him, puzzled.

“1 guess I don’t see no pitch!” he
remarked.

“¥ou dop’t eee it1” exclaimed Bob,
Aa Mr. Pike was standing on it, and
WES hIE&p@d with good eyesight, that was
& surprising statement.
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e
Coker was about to board the Remove hoat, when Bob Cherry planted the end of an car on the Fifth Former's broad ch
and shoved off from that. Under the foree of that hefty shove, the boat shot out into the Sark—and Horace Coker shot qﬁ{'

“H.I;M,BRI" fﬂuﬂ.ﬂiﬂjm

“"Nope! Thers ain’t no pitch here-
nbout that ] can see! Where'd that
pitch be?"” asked Poker.

- Under your feet I'" gasped Bob.

. Mr. Pike jumped a little as he planced
ﬂow% .::%P wa.a.__qt!ittﬁ‘ u:}ﬁwm‘a that ha
was treading pn pite 16 suggestion
“ﬁ‘f&ﬁd Iad;::f.ﬂi_:_iji ¥ — e

, AW, paes 1t up!” he grunted. ]
ain't w I.;ﬁ mupm piteh, T ain't! I

uess I’gj.ff it sticking to my boots if

wis. YOou youpg guye may Wel-
ful amart, but I'H tall & man :,'mﬁ:u-n’t
at.n%i me aleng.”
soigsore I gasped Bob, realising
that t}}fn%&a tw“'tﬂhm{ch misunderstand-
o itoh— ick
X8 o pitch | cricket

, 1§ there was any pitch here, I guess

j_ . - Emh
pipe 1t g8 scon’s the next guy!™

grunted Poker. “Pitch is black, I
w:' apd I can't eee nothing buk
e T
ou | orger ad I™ snapped
Yan Duock. “%'bey call the la-na.fﬁﬂn

where they play cricket a pitch.”
“You're telling me!* said Poker.
*Stick him in the Beld !™ eaid Bob,
grinning. “ Make him useful as well as
orpamental,’”

“Will you go' inte the field, Mr.
Pike P ashed Harry, amiling.

“TII call that a fool question,™
answared Mr. Pike. "Ain't I in thia
here field already, along of you guys?”

“Ha, ka, ha 1"

Evidently Mr. Pike had much to
learn on this abstruse subject.

“1f you mean the next ficld, you can
forget it ** gaid Peker. "“I'm sticking

m this hyver Beld, to keep tabs on that
Putnam van Duck.”
“T Joo't mean tho next feld!”

chuckled the ecaptein of tho Remove,
Tee Macrwer Lisraerz.—No. 1472
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“Ficling’s o part of the game. You
seew ome fellow slings down the ball, and
avather follow whops it with the bat,
anid & follow keeps wicket, snd other
follows stand round to stop tho ball
going into the next county. That's
called fielding.* :

“Bho1” said Mr, Pike. )

“ ’ut him in the deep Geld,” said Dob.
“MThe dear man will out of the way
here, anvhow.??

“Where's that deep Gold?™ asked Mr.
Tike snspiciously. * Looks to me all on
a level”

“Hun, ha, ha!"

Apparently Me, Pike gucssed that thoe
“ deop ™ field was on & lower level than
the vest! Reslly, it was a natural mis-
take for o who knew as much about
ericket, and the language thereof, ns he
knew shout the language spoken in tho
planct of Mars. : ]

“This way!” said Harry, laughing,
and he guided the gmman to the spot
selected for him. Poker went slowly,

laneing back every now snd then. Ho
ﬁid not mean to be led out of sight of
Putnam van Duck. -

Heally, it was improbable that Chick
Chow would make any nttnmptrnu_t’r;a
millionaire’s son, in bright daylight, in
the midst of & arowd of schoolboy
crickoeters. But the cautious Poker was
taking no chances,

Howaover, he found that he was not led
ont of sight of the junior. He wra satis.
fied to stand where Harry Wharton
placed him.

Tt was not, of courss, & match, or
eortainly the Remove fellows would have
ghifted Mr. Pike riight off the ground,
gut ond all. Six fellows a side were
puttine up some practioe, for the henefit
of ¥Van ]l?]uck—ﬂwhu, though he knew
little of the game, was guick on tho
uptake and keen to learn. It did not
matter which side Mr. Pike supported,
a3 ha was not likely to be of much use
to anvhody; the chief consideration
wos to keep him out of the way.

“MNow,” eaid Harry, *if the ball
comes this way, you stop it.
vou ean—but stop it, anyhow.”

“I get you!™ agreed Mr, Pike, He
reemed willing to learn, and willing to
oblige, Perhaps he was rather keen to
learn somo of the strange mannors and
cnstoms of this stronge country, to re-
late'te his gun-slinging friends when he
got back to Chicage. “What'll I do
with 1t when I stop it? Do I keop itT"

“HKeep it?"” gasped Wharton. * Nunno
—not exaclly ! You send it back to the
bowler.™

“Who's that 1"

“Tho c¢hap who bowls—Inky, at the
present moment.” ]

“I got you!” assented Mr. Pike. "I
spent some bowling—I"ve played ten-pins
vack m Clicago.”

“Oh{ This iz a bit diferent from ten-
pins! DBut vou'll econ catch on. Any-
how, dan't let the ball EMB vou if you
can help it. You see, the batsmen will
b ronning all the time the ball’s away.”

“Thoey run after the ball?'’ asked
Toker.

“Oh! No! They run betweon the
wickels, Those stumps sticking in the
eround are called wickets, oW, Fou
stick here, end—and keep tabs on the
liall, epa?’

“'BSurest thing, you know.”

Mr. Piko stood—alert and watchful,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took ths
ball, 1o bowl to Bob Cherry. All the
crickeiers were grinning, nd though
cricket practice among the juniors
soldom drew attonfion, on this occeasion
nuite o number of fellows strolled over
1o Tittle Side to look on. Mr, Pike, in
hiz bowler hat, was a conspicuous and
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remarkahble ohject on a eorickat fiold.
Grinning follows locked on, to watch lus
performance.

Tint Poker Piko did oot grin. He saw
nothing to grin at. Ee took cricket as
rorTiously as ho took everything else,
ile pavo his bowler hat a shove to jam
it n little more tightly on his bullet
head, though it already seemed to be
scrowed there. Then he stood alert. He
wos not going to let the ball pass him
if it came his way—if he could help it.

It did not come his way at first. But
when Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh sent
down the last ball of the over Bob
Cherry delivered a terrifio swipn at it,
and sent it right down to Poker Pike
liko o bullet from his own six-gun.

Mr. Piko stopped it |

He did not aven soes it eoming, alert
85 ho wasl Dut he stoppod it, because
he was dircctly in the line of ita fight|
He stopped it with his waistcont.

ang !
:LYurrrmuumumhI“ roared - Poker
1K,
He leaped clear of the und and

gal down with & heav ump. IHe
IHEH?& both hands to his waistcoat as
¢ Bar,

“Urrerggh 1 he gurgled.

“Ha, hﬁ;g L 1™ i

“Some ﬁeldu;ﬁ I” yelled the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hia

“Urrrgeh 1  gasped Poker Pike,
staggering up.  “Carry me home to
dint I guess I'll hand that puy a
sockdolager or twol Urrgh 1

“Bend that ball in!” shouted Harry

Wharton.
His first

. Mr. Pike blinked at him.
impression ecemed to boe that it was a
case of assanlt and bettery, and that it
was up to him to hand the batsman
o few “sockdolagers,” His second
impression was that this was the way
cricket was played.

“Aw I Lhe gasped.  *Is that how you
r_'[n.]r this hers game? I'll say I don't
iko it & whole heap—it sure docs shake
up my oats!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“*Hond that ball in!®

“I got voul” said Mr. Pike, end ho
picked up the ball. . He had been told
to send it back to the bowler—and he
dicl so, delivering it with a quick throw
straight at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
dusky head.

"‘Tho Nabob of Bhanipur had harel
timo to dodge it It whizzed
head and caught Herbert
Smith on the ear.

Thoe Boundor's well could have beon
heard all over Greyiriars.

“That O.I 7* called out Mr, Pike.
Ilo only wanted to know.

“h crikey 1

ast hias
 CTOD-

“Ha, ho. ha I”

“You wmad idiot!” selled the
Boundor, “Deo you want to brain a
chag? Ow ¥

““Ha, ha, ha "

“Ain't that right?" hooted Mr. Pike.
“I pot onn of 'em I

“1lIn, hn, ha1” shrieked the cricketors,

Poker Piko apparently had the idea
that cricket wes run on gun-play lines
anc that the ball was & weapon of
offence, with which fellows were to be
knocked over, if possiblee His awn
minf exporience seemed to bear out that

COTY.

Em';'thr rubbed a damaged ear and
glared. Tho cther fellows doubled up
with merriment.

Herry Wharton wiped away his tears,
and explained matters a littla further to
My, Pike. e was willing to lenrn: but
Rome was not built in & day. However,
he got it into his solid brain that fellows
were nob to be knocked over with the
m‘irllcr:t ball. That was s0 much to the
good,

“I get you!” he said. *I get yon
O, I got to stop that balll I ain'i
got to do nothinfg but stop that balll 1
guess I'll put it through.”

After which Mr, Pike waas more alerk
and watchful than ever. He watched
for the ball like o cat watching for
mice. He did not want another bang
on hia waisteoat, shaking up his cats, a3
he deseribed it

Flis watchfulness was rewarded. Tho
next time the ball came Mr, Pike's way
it would bave missed him by yards and
iravelled onwards fast and far—but
Poker Pike had his eyo on it |
- He did not jump at the ball! He did
not stir from where ho stood ! His hand
flow to his hip.

Poker Piko was no cricketer, but ho
was o handy man with & gun! In his
own haunts in Chicago was well
known to be sudden on the draw |

Bang |

It was not an easy shot! But Alr,

There was a shattering crack o the
cricket ball got the bullet and flew to
fragimenta |

e oricketers stood petrified.
. Poker Pike, with the smoking six-gun
in his hand. stood grioning with
satisfaction.

“I guess I stopped it [” he remavked.
“That 0.1 1

“0Oh erumbs 1

“0Oh orikey1”

“0h sgissora I

“Ha, ha, ha I

“¥ou dangerous maniag—-"

* Put that gun away i
. “Aw, pack it upl” excleimed Poler

antly. “ Ain't I stopped that ball,
like I was told "

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“ think,” gasped Bob Cherry, “that
we shall want & new ball if we'ro going
on with this! And I think we'd better
persuade Mr. Pikoe to sit 1t out.”

There was a howl of laughter round
tho field. The Greyfriars follows had
rather expected entertainment, when
they saw Poker Pike at ericket. But
they had not expected fireworks. Mr
Pike's now method of fielding quite
toock them by storm, and they howled
ahd yelled. =

“Ha, ha, ha !>

Gently but firmly Mr. Pike wos led
off the !5':191-‘.1, Ho declined to go far—ho
had to kecp tabs on Putnam. But he

- Pike could handle & gun |

¥ was shifted off tha ground, and, giving

u? the ides of mastering tho mysteries
of the game of ericket, he sat it out.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alarming !
i SAY, vou fellowa!”
I “ Buzz off, Bunter [
“But I say e
“Hook itt"

On the table in Study No.-1 lay =
cake—a large cake—a huge and luscious
cake! Five juniors were regarding it
with admiration and appreciation. It
had arrived for Putnam van Duck, and
Putnam was going to whaoack it out with
his friemds.

But Putnam wvan Duck, having been
called into Mr. Quelch’s atu was not
there, and until he arrived his friends
could not very well start on the cake,

Ho they waited for him.

Several times, while they waited,
Billy Bunter had blinked into the study
with longing blinks through his bi
gepectacles.  He had. however, milug
away at last and disappeared.

Now ho had returned! He bargoed
inte Study No. 1 with excitement in his
fat face.
(Continued on page 28.)
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The Golden Day !

QUADRON-LEADER AKX ERS
and -‘Flight-Lieutenant Ferris are
cast away on a desert stretch of
lond whicn has risen out of the

depihs as a result of a huge tidal wave.

After a series of Lhrilling adventures
they meet more survivers, smong whom
are Coles, Huck, and a negro namul
Jim Crow, who have made a rich baul
looting siranded derelicts,

At long last ships come to the reseue
of the castanwoys. Anxious Lo get clear
with their booty, Coles & Co., together
with the aid ef Lareen, Crawley, and
Baines, scize the turboat BRosa, over-
power the three scamen aboard, and
make for the open sca. While replenish-
ing their steek of coal {rom one of the
wrocks, Baines and Crawley double-cross
the rest of the party and skip off with
the booty. Armed with the tough stem
from a lengthy picce of seaweed, the
negre is soon racing along the send,
hard on the heels of the precious pair.

Suddenly he came upon hLis quarry.
Rounding a big ﬂutm‘a]?‘?mg of rock, he
saw, less than filty yards away, Baines
and Crawley seated on the sand, cook-
ing their breakiast over a five of drift-
woeor, Near by; lyiug at drunken alxglg,
was the rusty lmﬁ of o derelict, and it
was evident that it was from there that
they had obtained the food, ‘

Jim saw them before they saw him,
and he stopped qnicklE bacl behind the
reeks, It did not take bim more thau
g few moments to moke up his mind
what to do. Moving up the beach
behind the rocks, he made a detouy
which brought him out behind  the
dereliet, on the other side of which, in
blissful unconsgionsness of the big
negros presence, Baines and Crawley
wera frying tinned bacon and boiling
eoffee. :

Taking a fresh gr:
scaweed, Jim rounded
stepped 1nto wiow, . )

Crowley had his back to him, and it
was Baines. squatting by the firc, cuffon
mug in hond, who saw him firet.  1f
Bammes had suddenly scon an appagition,
he eould not have rogislered moro terri-
fieid amaze. ) ]

His eves opened wide, so did his
mouth, and the mug of steaming coffce
foll from his nerveoless hands, its contents

on his sjambek of
the hull and

deluging the fire in & mimature and
sizzling upheaval of smoke and sparks.

“What'n heck’s wrong with you?” de-
manded Crawley angrily.

" Lel-look 17 pulped Bames.

Dut Crawley had no time to look, for
in that same moment a great hand
closod on the back of the collar of his
reefer jacket, jerking him to his feef.

Wheeling round, Crawley found him-
eelf éauu tf.:-}' face Eﬂr Jim Crow.

“Nou T’ he gasped.

“ Yes, sah, 1t'a mo ! seid Jim grimly.

Dropping hiz seaweed, the negro

ulled the gum from out of Crawley’s
wit and thrust it inte his own.

“T'l jest take carc of this 'l auto.
matie,” he went on, retrieving his sca-
weed without loosening his grip on

Crawley. “An' now  jest shed yore
jackets, both of youse. an’ empty yore
frouser pockets. D'vou hear me,
Baines "

“ No man ¢scapes Irom Nemesis Island 1™

Such was the proad boast of Governor

Zarda—until Conviet 332, the world's

master-spy, turned the tables on his
capiors and bhecame

CAFPTAIN VENGEANCE.

Maat this dars-devil and amazing character
in the opening chapters of our modern
pirate story—commencing io nexi
Baturday's MAGNET.

ER grimly

fhny wero going to be

“W.yos: all right, Jim,” stammeored
Baines, procecding to peel off his jacket,

“Zo on, Crawley, git busy,” avdered
Jim, releasing his hold en Crawley.

For a moment Crawley hesitated,
eyoing Jim  and the wiched-logkin
length of scawced in the latter's hand,
Then slowly lic took off his jacker,
and throwing it to tho sand, proceeded
to cmﬂt;.r his trouser pockets,

“Where'n thunder have you comao
from " he snarled.

“From de Hosa,” purred Jim.
“Buarely you ain't fﬂrgc:';tr.-n bow wou
left me dere, Crawley?®

No, Crawley had not forgotten, for
when next he spoke his voice waa
unsteady.

“Whot—what are you bOzurin® on
doin’ ¥ he demanded,

“I'm figurin® on giving yon an’'
Baincs the biggest hiding cither of
vor hos aver had,”" answered Jim.
“An' if you've disearded all de stulf
what you stele from Coles, Tleck ool
me, I'm starting i right pow”

Ho stepped quickly forward, and
Creawley let out & scream of pain as
the sjambolk of seawecd whisiled
through the air and thudded cruelly
mto his back,

Baines was already [Qocing and
Crawley followed suit. Dot Jim was
far swifter of fcob than either of them,
and mereileszly he flogged them along
tlta beach bringing from them howls of
pam and curses of impotent rago.

Only when the seawecd was broken
mirgd wselezs Jdid Jim desist, sl coming
te & halt, he steod with hends on hips
surveying  the fast receding
torms of Daines and Crawley,

Then, with a grin on hLis lips, ho
surned shout, and after collecting tho
booty discarded by the procicus pair,
zat off back  the “way be had come,
hending in the direction of the Ro=a.

What Jim intended to dao when ba
reached the Rosa he did not kaow, Al
he did know was that now the Loz had
been re-taken by the seamen liz plans
wera completely and hopelessly wreeked.

He was ¢ fool, he told hinczclf, to
return to the Rosa at aii. Dot he was
not going to desert Coles and Huck., If
unished then
he was going to stand by them nod

Tae Masxer Lisnany.—No. 1,472,
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toke his punishment along with them.

Ha trucf‘ged along the beach, plunged
in gploomy thought, but makmg
resolutely towards the bay in which the
tuﬁala.j at anchor.

aching it st length, he seated
himself en & boulder and, with chin
cupped in hands, sat gazing at the small
black-hulled vessel which he had so
fondly hoped to sail to Ameriea.

- A wizp of black smoke was drifting
lazily from the long slender smoke
sfack and he could see a man moving
about by the galley., Otherwise, t
were no eigns of life on board at all,
and by that he guessed that Coles,
Huck and Larsen were still lying bound
and helpless in their bonds,

"What was to be done? It wouldn't
Le long now before the Rosa weighed
anchor and stood southwards down tho
coast to Camelot. Should he chuck
the whole game up and go quietly
aboard and surrender? Or should ha
go aboard and in ome last glorious
tight endesvour te win freedom for
Coles and Huck ¥ ;

“Guess I dunno what to do,” Jim
mused dejectedly, “I'se g0 plumb
tired an’ weary an’ sick ob eberything.”

¢ was silent awhile, then:
~ “Lordy, lordy but dis ain't like you,
Jim. a man. Be white. Go an’
it Coles an’ Huck outa dat fo'c'sle "

Yot somchow the idea of another
serap did not appeal to the negro.

“Dere's bin enuff of dat rough
stulf,” ho muttered. “Wo'ra beat—
licked holler—so we may's well admit
it an' quit. But, somehow, it ain’t
fair to Coles an' Huck., They'll be
relying on of’ Jim—-="

Abruptly he broke off and roso fo
his feet. Coles and HFuck would be
relving on him. That was good enough.
"They wors hia mafes aﬂga ha wasn't
zoing o let them down, He would
do his best to get them out of the
fo'c'sle, and if he failed=well, he'd
o down fghting.

HIt'z the on’y thing & fellor can do”
ha told himself, moving down the beach
to where the tug's boat lay. " Ain't
dev my pards :

Pushing the boab into deeper water,
he clambered aboard and, picking up
an oar, turnoed the bows: towards tho
tug. Then seating himselfi, he pro-
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coeded to soull leisurcly in the direction
of the Rosa.

Once he looked over his sghoulder.

The three seamen were gathered by

the port rail of the Ross watching him.
But coolly he continued with his rowing,
his powerful arms sending the boat
cutting through the water,
" It vwas when hewas half-way between
the beach and thﬁ-tu%that he suddenly
rested on his oars, his head inclined
in a listening attitude.

Yes, ho had not been mistaken.
For faint and from far sway to tho
gouth waa coming the drone -of powarful
acro engines. hat the machme or
machines were heading towards the
Roza was eovident, for steadily the
noise whe growing in volume,

Bhipping his oars, Jim turhed in his
geat and gazed into the scuthern eky.
The three seamen on the tug had aleo
heard the engines, for they were staring
in the same direction,

Then flying low and coming up at a
terrific speed, Jim saw a great black-
winged and triple-engined monoplanea.

At less than five hundred feet it roared.

over the Rosa, then, as it banked and
camo about, the thunder of its enpinea
died away, and its nose went down lor a
landing.

With engines ticking over, it landed
on the water to seawsard of the tug, and
came ermising In towards the veasel.
Then its engines were switched off, and
a voice hailed Jim from the cockpit.

“Boat shoy! Put us aboard 1™

For a moment Jim hesitated, then,
unshipping his oars, he sculled steadily
in the direction of the monoplane, bring-
ing 4 boat alongeide one of the giant

osts,

Two leatherclad men- had swun
themselves down from the cockpit aug
wera waiting for him.

Jim grinned st sight of one of them.

““Why, if it gin't Mr. Akers!” he ex-
claimed. " How am you, boss?™

“T'm very well, Jim," rpplied Akers,
following the other leather-clad man
into the boat. " How are youl”

*None too great, Mr. Akers, an’ dat's
a fact,” raplied Jim, pushing off from
the fHoat, " You wanna go aboard de
Rosa, I'se 'pect?’™

“Yoes, Jim,"” replied Akers, settling
himself in the stero-shcets. “ Have you

A VIGOROUS ACTION

DRAMA of

MUTINY IN A PENAL SETTLEMENT!

Strong, ruthless. ennning,
Convict No. 333—ones
the world's master-apy,
on whose head a dezen
governments had set &
LAk price—organises a mutiny
 among the convicts of
il Memesis lsland, the most
terrible penal settlement
in tha warld,

2 Here's an pdventure story
avery ' Magnetite " will
enjoy to the full
CREAMMED WITH
THRILLS it

COMMENCES IN NEXT SATURDAY'S ISSUE of the MAGNET !

any idea how she happens to ba here?”
+“TITE bringed her, sah[” replied Jim
BN i

“That's just what I thought” noddod
Alkers. at on earth made vou do
such & stupid EM“}ET”

“Well, you see, Mr. Akers,” exclaimed
Jim, soulling sluwlg towards the tug,
“we wasn't aware dat she didn't have
no ooal in her bunkers. We was
figgerin’ on teking her to America.”

" With the stuff which you took ifrom
the derelicts 1"

“ Yaa, .Eﬁ'h g

"You're a fool, Jim."

*1 knows dat, esh([”

"Whe else 13 aboard with you?”

M Dere’s Larsen an’' Coles an' Fluck
an' de threa hands what we captured
along  wid de ship,” replied Jim.
“Baines an' Crawley was aboard, but

dey left kind of sudden in de early hours
of dis mawnin’, sshI”

"'W'h ?Ji

"W it's a queer sort of story, Mr.

Akers,” said Jim, resting on his oara,
TAL id’a motent Larsen, Coles, an' Huck
is lying nboard dere bound an' helpless,
-an’ dem three fellars what vou see stand-
ing de rail is waiting to knock ma
over do haid as well. Afore I puts youn

n aboard, p'raps

an’ dis other gen'elma
I'd better tell vou sll about it an" put
w de land lays.”

you wise s to

“Yen, perhapa you had better, Jim, ™
assented Akers gravely. "Thia.r’hy the
way,” he indicated his companion, "is
Captein Lester, who has flewn over from
Canada in that machine you see there,”

“Pleased to meet you, ecap'n,” ack-
nowledged Jim, then turning to Akers,
he proceeded to unfold in detail all the
ovents which had happened since heo,
Coles, and Huok, had seized the Rosa
with the aid of Larsen, Baines, and
Crawley.

Akera listened in silence and without
ecomment until Jim reached the point
where he had fought with Larsen on the

hrid%e‘
“You slammed him properly, Jim?"
he inguired.

“1 sure did, sah 1™ responded Jim.

“I wish I'd seen it,™ said Akers re-
gretfully, “Yes, go on|”

Jim procecded, coming at length to
the events of that particular morning,
and telling how he had chased Bainca
and Crawley, then returned to the Rosa
in two minds whother he should attempt
to rescue Coles and Huck, or bow to the
inevitable and quietly submit to sharing
with them whatever punishment the
future might have in stors,

“But you could have cleared off on
vour owni” exclaimed Captain Lester,
staring.

Jim looked at him, .

“8ah.” he said with dignity, * dem
two fellers is shipmates ob mine [

Rebuffed and confused, Captain Yester
could only look helplessly at Akers, as,
dipping his cars into the water, Jim re-
sumed his sculling towards the Rosa.

Coming neatly alongside, Jim waited
until Akers and Captain Lester had
swung themselves up on to the low deck,
then he followed, the mooring-rope in
his hand.

“I don’t know who you are or what
the nigger's beon tﬂ“]l? you,” hegan
ore of the seamen eddressing Alers,
“but he's the feller who grabbed thia
tug at Camelot—" )

‘1 know all about it,” cut in Akers, a
trifla curtly. “Jim, go below. I'll
gend for vou in & few minutes™

“Yes, sah,” said Jim, and obediently
he disappeared below.

Turning to the thres seamen, Akers
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then caplained who he and Captain
Lestor ware, ;

“The object of our present fight was
fo locate you,” he said. a Encw
from wyour skipper that your bunkers
were almost empty, and we were pretty
certain we'd find you somewhere slong
tha coast.™

Ho thereupon questioncd them as to

what had happcened sinee the night the
Rosa had been ccized by Jim and
Larzen, and their four anions. It

wias not that Akers doubted what Jim
had told him, or that he wanted corro-
boration of the negee’s story. It was
wercly that ho wanted to hear the
scamen's version of the effair. i

And they gavo it without sparing Jim
in tha shightest, In faet, they could
say nothing good asbout Jim st all,
which, wunder the ecircumstances, 13
perhaps not o be wondered at. Any-
way, Akers listened to them in silence,
then sent for Jim. :

“Now, look here,” he sald severely
when Jim wes standing in front of him,
“sou and your precious friends have
beenn guilty of a most serious crime in
seizing thia shup. Vou realise thati”

" Yes, sah,” said Jim hum’nlfy.

“You wera the ringleader, of course?”

“Yes salt.” :

“ You will ’gmbablf be sent to prison.”

* Yas, sah

“Whare are the money and valu-
ables you took from the derelictz¥™

*Most of dem are aboard heah, sab,
ar' de rest is in de boat alongside.”

“You realise where this looting has
tanded you, don't you?”

“¥Yes, sah!"

“Have you any regrels?”

Raising his head, Jimn looked Akers
full in the eyes.

“I" wish now,” he said fervently,
“dat 1 never stood in on it I wish
now dat I had never left de Boston
1 wish dat I had gone wid you an’
Mister Ferris, like what Sam did. 1
wish all dat now, but I ain’t whining,
Mister Akers. I'll take what's comin’
te me [™

Akers' eves softened ms he looked at
the big negro. .

“Well, I'll tell you what's coming
to you, Jim,” he said, "Vou, Coles,
Huck and Larsen are going to work
vour passage back to St. John's, down
in the stokehole of this vessel. Cap-
tain MeAllister, the master, is on his
way here now, and, judging by the
towerin rage he's been in ever since
vou stole his ship, I don't envy you
your tr‘nﬁ? across the Atlantie.””

“Js Captain MeAllister coming?”
ciclaimed one of the seamen in sur-
prise.

“VYes,” replied Akers. *“There aro
about fifty ehips anchored off Cameclot
at the moment, and on sighting you
we wirelegsed them your position. Cap-
tain  MaoAllister replied that he was
leaving for here at once, with the
vemainder of his crew.”

“Oh, golly!" groaned Jim. “An’
den it's de police when us gits across "

“It you behave vourself, Jim,"” zaid
Akers, “there won't be any police when
you get across.™

“But, Mister Akers,” stammored
Jim, “you—you doan't mean—"

“I me if you behave yourself, as
I zay ™ said Akers, " you'll hear nothing
further of this business. You're more
of » fool than a rogue, Jim. You've
pone to s lot of trouble eollecting loot,
and you've lost it all, You've gone to a
lot more trouble collecting this. ship,
and you've lost that, as well. The only
persons whom you've reslly inconveni-
vnced are Captain MeAllister and his
erew, and I think we can safely leave
‘them ta deal with that little matter on
the way across.”

EVERY SATURDAY

Mercliessly the negro flogeed Baines and Crawley along the beach, bringlog
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from them howls of pain !

“Mister Akers' stammered Jim
hoarsely, “you—you'se & white man! I

dunno how to thank you——-"
“¥ou can thank me by not being such
an ass in future, Jim."

* Mister Alers,” said Jim fervently,
“I won't never be an ass no more. No,
sah, mot never! An' if eber I sees &
feller what's tempted to do wrong I'll
give him such a bashin’ dat he won't
never feel tempted no morel™

L L]

Three days later, having flown across
the Atlantie with Captain Lester, who
had refuslled from one of tha stranded
tankers, Akers spent long hours closeted
with the Canadian Prime Minister, at
Ottawa. :

Akers made a full report to him of all
that had happened, and left with him
the rough chart of the mew land which
had risen from out the depths of the
sca. Then ho returned to his hotel,
where, during the ensuing week, he was
joined by %‘errla, who had crossed
aboard the Texan.

Ancther summons came to Akers to
attend at Parliament House, and there
he received news which staggered him,
and rendered him almost speechless with
emotion, o ‘

“] have been in communication with
gll Prime Ministers and Governor
Generals  throughout the  British
Empire,” the austere and white-baired
Premier informed him, “and we have
decided that on this land which has
arizen from out the sea we will build =

new England. Wae will cultivate where.
over possible, and build new harbowrs
and great citics.’”

His voice trembled as he went on:

"England 15 gone, the world 15 saying,
England is dead! Do they not know
that England e¢an never die, that
Fogland 13 immortal? Humbly asking
Gﬂg‘s blessing on our work, we, the
sone of Iingland, will transform that
barren land into s new and glorious
country which will be the envy of all
peoples, and a fitting tribute to the

reatest nation the world has cver

nown.™

That nig!:{', with Ferrig by his zicde,
Akers stood on the baleony of his hotel,
Hoe was veory quict as he stood there
gazing castwards towards where, far
acrose the sca, lay that dead and silent
land of rock and sand.

To Akera 1t was no longer & vista al
dreariness and desolation. Instead, he
saw a land of towering skyscrapers and
mighty cities, of vast harbours and great
serodromes, n’'lend where all was new,
snd fine, and eplendid—a golden land of
infinite promise—the mighty hub around
which the world revelved.

England !

TIIE EXT.

(Fr next Safurday's MAGRET you'll
find the opening chapters of a smashiing
story of modern piracy that's geing to
grip you right from the commencementd
fo the fell of the curtatn., Don't mies
this greaf {reat, chumal)
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GUN PLAY AT GREYFRIARS!

{Continued from page 24.)

“Bunlk I" hopted Bob Cheery.
is Van Duck's cake, you
cormorant—" )

“Eh! Who's talking about a cake?”
siiorfed Billy Bunter. 1 say, Lhat man
Fike—="

“What uhautEFiiII:aT”

““I say, you fellows,
and stop himl He's
gun of his at Loder—" .

“What 1" roared the Famous Five.

“I say, you'd better go and stop
hi 1" gasped Bunter. “(in and stop
him beforo ho shoots Coker's hea
offi—*

“Coker'st” yelled Jobnny Bull,
mesn Loder's—"

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Blessed if I soc anything te eackie
at 1” howled Bunter. “I can jolly well
tell you Wingate's lile is in danger——~

“Ha ha, hal” _ _ ;

That Billy Bunter was inventing this
yvarn out of the sly depths of his own
fat brain nobody in the study doubted.
It was a rather palpable dodge to get
them out of the study while Bunter had
n go at the cake.

But the laoghter died away as a loud
report rang suddeniy frem the guad,
echoing in at the open window,

Buong 1 . i

“Ureat pip 1™ sjaculated Bob Cherry,

For an instant the Famous Five stood
ns if spolibound. *Then they rushed owm
of the study, shoving Bunter aside.

If Poker Pike was loosing off Lig six-
pen in the quad evidently he had to be
siopped-—if possible.  Greetly alarmwed,
tiw jomdors rushed down the passaze
vid tore down the stairs and pelied out
it the quad.

*Uooeoogh I gasped Dunler.

The rush of the juniors [romn the study
Bad left bim sitting down. e heaved
up his woight, ‘}dg‘a,spiug for breath,

‘Tlien he rolled to the table. his little
round eyes gleaming behind his big.
round spoctacles. e grabbed up the
cake, and stopping only to break ofl
emé chunk and erain it into his capacious
waoith, he rolled to the door with it
1larey Wharton & Co. were already out
of the Houso, and the eoast was clear:

But was 1t? As Billy Bunter rolled
et of the etudy, with thpt large and
Iwscious cake in!{:is fat hands, there was
6 footsiep from the direction of the
stairs, Bunter blinked round in alanmn.

“Oh 6" 1" he gasped. ]

His eyes almost poppod through hLis
spectacles ot the sight of Putnani van
Dk,

Tie American junior had arnived at
rotucer wnfortunale moment for the
grub-raider of the Remove, .

“By ‘the great horned loadi" glaen
lated  Putnam; and he aceclerated.

“This
fat

ﬁmt’q better go
ourishing that

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Bay, big boy, what
doing with that cake? ;

“I—I-—=I wasn’t going te scoff 1t!”
pasped DBuanter. “I—1 wasn™t going to

t it away to the box-room, Van Duck ]

—I—I was—was—was—— [ waa going

to—— Whoop | Yuuufn[ Stop pulling
iy nose, you beast]! Wooogh 17

“I guess that cake sort of belongs in
thia study [ remarked Van Duck; and
he led Bunter back into Study No. 1
by his little fot nose.

“Urrrergeh 1Y gurgled the Owl of the
emaovo,

The cake
again.

“Where are the guys gone® asked
Putuam. =1 gucsz—ed they was here
waiting for me."

“I—1 say, vou'd hetter got after thown,
Van Duck!™ gasped Bunter., * They've
gone to stop that man, Fike, shooting
old Queleh—"

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Honest Injun 1 gasped Bunter, * He
waa ﬂmu'ishiu$ his gun ot Quelch in the
quadd, and=——"

“And I've jnst left Quelel: in his
sludy, too ! gromed Van Duck., "Try

agamn [

* J=—I mean Loder—that is, Coker—"’

“That's what you mean, s it#" asked
the Junior irom Chicago. “Now I puess
' put vou wise as fo-what I mean.
I mean to vuly yvour hLead in the coal-
locker for einching my cake m

“On !t Legeol”

There wae a tramp of feet in the pas-
same.  Ilarry Wharton & Co. cawme in,
rather breathlessly,

“Owl 1 say, vou fellows, make hin
lepgo ! hovwled Bunter. I say,
wasi' € going to snaffle that cake! 1 =av,
if you don’t go and stop that man, Pike,
he will be shooting old Prooi. lle was
fAoivishing his gun right in"Prout’s {ace
and—and *vou heavd 1t go off —"

"It wasn't Pike’s gun, vou fat ass!”
raid Bob Cherry. "It was that fat-
headed minor of yours, Sammy Dunter,
letting off o cracker under the study
witdaows,™

“And we jollv well know why!?
roarced Johouy Bull. “You put ﬂil:ﬂ
up to 1, vou fat = cofer, to get us oml
of tie siwdy while von snaflled the
cake.”

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter, * I—=1 sny, you
fellows, I—-1 haven't spoken Lo Sammy
tn-day. I never went to look for him.
after 1 osaw this cake bere, and I never
Lhoew that Toddy had a cracker iu his
chosk., and T eertainly- never took it ow
—TI—T wouldn’t, vou know.”

“Oh erikey I

“1 hope you can lake a follow's
word " said Dunter warmly, “[ noever
ansked Sammy ta let that cracker off
under the study windows, and never
prromised him half the eake if 1 got it
Nothing of the kind! I—I haven't scen

?g;:ru figure you'ro

was lopnded on the table

xny minor fe-day, ol all. e wasn't
i]ijﬂtm Rag when I spoke to hun thero
ﬂ’! i

"Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed if I sco anvthing to cackle
at! [ sav, wou fellows, fﬂ.dn't you
bolicr o at once—with that man, Pike,
flourighing hiz gon at tho Head—"

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“You neednt worry about that cake,”
said Buenter. “I'll look aficr tho cake
while you're gone. I will, really”

Fhe juniors gozed at Bill unter.
I{is decp-laid scheme [or r-nn%iiing that
cake had alarmed them=—till they dis
covered that the solarming bang only
came f{rom a cracker, and not from

Poker Pike's six-gunl Timi:‘] pazed at
him—and then they collared him.
There was a heavy bump in Lhe

illv  Bunter de-

Rembyve passage as
1t was fol

I:arh:-d from Stndy No. 1
gwed by o loud roar.

Then the junmiors gathered round the
eake, which was cut. As large slices
wers handed vound, n fat face and a
large pair of spectacies blinked o al
the door.

“1 say. you fellows—

“Do vou wanl some move " rodeed
Baoh.

“1—1I say, it—it was only a lark, you
know,” gasped Bunter, *1—=I thougls
i would =would amuse you, you know.
He, he, het! I—1 say, old chaps,
like a chunk of thut cakel 1 would,
really 1Y
Haope springs cternal in the human
b ast gmmrt'nﬂ_\:. Bumier was etill
hoping for 2 whack in the coke |

As itk happened, that lope was ful
filledd | Boli Chervy preked up a chunk
of cake and stepped to the door, Bonter
rolled 1. wath outstretehed fat paw,
Bul it was not 1 thet far paw (hat he
receivedt the chunk, Lol Cherry grabbed
him with his left hand, and with th
right, crammed the chunk of cake dovwn
the back of the fat Owl's neck.

“Uw 1™ howled RBunter, u'l*iﬁqliu;.'
framiicallv.  “Ow! Stoppir! sl
Cooph 1

“Have sowe more ™ asked Dol

i

“Ow! Nol Beast: Nol”
“Ha, ha, hn!™”
Billy Bunter wriggled oul ot the

gtudy. e did not want any more cako
Taken internally, it wes miee. Takeu
externally, 1t was horrid, Very pimch
indeed, Bunter did not want any mor |
The cake was finished without further
ussistance from Billy Bunter!

THE EXD.
{(Now look ont for. “HONICE
CORER'S DARK DEED!™ the ncst
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