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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Spill in the Snow !

g 1’S coming down 1™
l "“What-ho 1"
Harry Wharten glanced [rom
the windows of the car into

darkness thick with whirling enow-
flakaa,

There was no doubt that it was coming
down. It wad coming down with a
vengeanece |

The chauffeur had slowed down. The
road was thick with snow. Only a fow
Aakes had been falling in the calm,
clear evening when the chums of
Creyfriars had left Cavanduie Abbey,
whers they had spent the Christmas
holidaya. But & few mile= from the
Ebhezr it had come on in & sudilen, heavy

MTTY-

“Cheerio I said Bob Cherry. “ What's
the odds so long as you're "appy?”

“The haﬂ?inﬂsﬂ 1= great, but the
esteemed cold is al:o ferrific,” remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“We ghall be in late!™ said Johnny
Bull.

“Retter late than never,” =aid Bob
cheerily; “and if we got stuck in the
gnow, it will be nover! Or, at least, not
till the milk in the morning.”

“My bat!1 'That’s a =kid!” cjacuiainl
Frank Nugent, as the ear rocked,

“ The ekidfulness wag—"

“Parrific!” chuckled Beh, "Wo
might bave picked a nicer evening.
S11ll, matters might be worze™

“They couldn't be much worie,” zatd
Harry Wharton, staring into the thick-
nees of the snowstorm.

“Lotal” answered Bob., “Dunter
might be with ua! Think what a jclly
cld blessing it iz that he®s =il sinyiuy
gt Cavandzle®

And the juniors ehuckled in aseent.

Rilly Ilonter, with whom (ke Pamens
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copright in the Ulanlled Sicfze <f Saar
(Cooypright the L'al fze f A

Fivea of Gre,}*fria-.rs had had the pleasure
—or otherwise—of spending the Chrigt-
mas holidays, was entrenched st Lord
Cavandale’s mansion, to remain till the
end of the voeation,

The Famous Five were going to
spend the end of the wvacation at
Wharton Lodge, and they had hewn
more than willing to leave Willilam
Leorpe Bunter in more magnificent
guarters.

It wasa run of only about ffteen miles
to the lodge, and they had expected to
make it in quick time. But the sudden
heavy fall of snow altered all that.

The car was following a rather steep
lanc that led to the Wimford road; but
the main road was still some miles
ahead. In that hilly lane it bumped
and jolted over ruts and ri that
were hidden by a thick white blanket.

Bump |

“Oh, my hat I

The juniors were pitched together as
the car bumped and rocked egain.

“This iz jo 1%- 1 pnsped Frank Nugent.

“The jollifulness m——*

* Preposterous ' chuckled Bob.
 More than & snowstorm and a rochet-
ing car were required to damp Robevt
Cherry’s exuberant spirits.

The enr glided on agein, grirding
through thick snow. The headlights
clearned  out  into black  January
darkiness.

“Iyell, T shan't be sorry to get 1o
VWharton Lodge!™ remarcked Johnny
Jull, “Wa Oh, my hat! Wheeoop I

PDumn! Crash!

“Loak out®

innctly  what hanpered the five
soneolboys in the car hardly knew.

There wes 2 skid snd a whivl, and the
car ornshoad, and  laafless  branches
aashed spainal the windows, One of tho
rancs wonk, aud g fvosty Draveh thrust
win tha e
“Oh epnons Y
-

“Wa're over—--="

“Hold on I

“{zerroff my neck!” came Johnny
Bull's woice, in muffled tones. “Owl
Cerroff ]| You're squashing me 1™

The car was half on its side, the
bonnet plunged deep into tangled
thickets, The juniors sprawled: Johnny
Bull, rather unfortunately for him, at
the bottom of the henmp.

“Oh crikey !¥ gasped Bob.

Harry Wharton wrenched open the
door on the upper side, hurling it back.
He was the first to seramble out.

After him came Bob and Nugent, and-
Huarreo Jamset Ram Bingh; and then
he gave a hand to the breathless Johony
and dragged him out.

The five juniors stood in whirling
snow lakes.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hurt? shouted
Bob Cherry, peering at the chauffeur
through the flakes.

“No, sirl® ,gasped tha driver. " Buat
—tho cor—" He had shut off the
enrine. " Bhe's done, sir”

“0h, great Christeplhitr Columbus 1
eiaculated Bob,

Nugent whistled.

“Can’ you get her fo go?” he asked.

“'Fraid nect, sir! 3he’s taken o
crash—on that trec—migzht -have been o
bad smesh!” said the chouffeur. “1mn
corry, youngz gentlemen: I shall have
to walk back ss for a3 Ashwood and
got help”

“Oh erumbs 17

The chums of the Demove looked at
ono  apother. They were stronded;
ihere was no dount =2loub that,

“It's five miles hock to Ashwosd.”
snid Herey Wharton, "Six or seven to
the abbey. H’ay a2 well walk ou us
walk baci.”

*“What
Muent,

“*%Wo ehanld Linve 1o laave thHe bagsaro

dom)

ghout the bezad?  asizd
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on the car, anyhow, It's about eight
miles to the lodge. We can do it."

“Tooks as if we shall have to!” said
Nugent. “In fact, there's nothing else
to be done.”

“Luckily, I know the country about
here pretty thoroughly,” said Wharton.
“We ncedn't follow the roads; we can
save milcz in the lanes and footpaths.
After a!l. a walk won't kill us.”

“INo foar ™ _

“The no-fearfulness is terrific. Let
us proceed walkfully,” said Iurree
Jamsct Ram Singh, “and the soonerful-
pess is  the betterfulness, for the
esteemed eold i3 preposterouns.”

Thore was olivicusly nothing else to
bo done, and the chums of Creyiriars
made up their minda to it.

“You can bring the baggage on fo
Wharton Lodge to-morrow.” Wharton
said to the chauffeur. “We'll walk the
rest now.”

"“Yes, sir!”

And the Famous Five started, head-
ing for tho distant lodge, and leaving
Lord Cavandale’s chauffenr to proceed
in the opposita direction.

Down the lane they went in o bunch,
with their caps pulfed low, and their
eoatcollars turned up against tho wind.

Tor a mile they followed the lane
tramping through the thick snow, and
then ‘-."ﬁtarmn_ halted. There was a
shadowy opening in the woods that
bordered the lane on the right.

“Right wheel 1" he said.

Bob Cherry stared intp the gloomy
path  under overhanging, leafless
branchea that were crusted with snow,
strotching over the dim path like
geeleton arma.

“Ja that a jolly old short cut?” he
asked.

“Yes! It saves & good mile by going
through the wood. know every inch
of the wav,” added ‘Wharton re-
assuringly. *1 belong to this part, you
know.”

“Right-ho!
Bohb

And the jumwors turned into the
gloomy footpath under the trecs. Heve
the snow was less thick than in the open
fone, the branches above intercepting
many of the flakes. Btill, there was
plenty of it, and the juniors' feet sank
deep 1nto the white carpet as they
tremped on.

“Hallo, hallo, kallol” ejaculated Boh
Cherry suddenly.

Wharton glanced rTound.

“What—" he began.

“¥ saw somiebody ! Hallo—look out '

From the blackness under the trees, a
black shadow detached itself. A burly
form, hall seen in the gloom. blocked
the path of the Greyiriars fellows, and
g deep, throaty, surly volce growled :

“0ld on 1™

Lead on, Macduff ! said

rir——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Handling a Footpad !

ARRY WHARTON Co.
H stopped suddenly.,
heir hearts beat o little
faster at that sudden challenge
from the dunly seen stranger in the
gloom,

It was a man of burly frame whe
stood before them, mufled up against
the eold, with a cap pulled down over
his ears. EFxeept for the glint of
threatening eyes, hoe was little more
than a shadow to them., But they made
otit that his right hand grasped a heayy
stick. which was lifted as if in menace.

“'Old on!” repeated the surly voice.

“What do 3you want? rapped
Wharton, recovering at once from the

&

surprise. “Wlho are you, and what do
you want ¥

“I fancy I can guess that one |” mur-
mured Bob Cherry, and he stooped
behind Wharton, and  gathered up
handfuls of snow., In fact, it was
pretty clear, before the man answered,
that it was a footpad who had barred

the path of the schoolboys through the
lonely woaod.
“Mever mind who I am!” growled

the surly voice. “But I'll tell you what
I want., I want all you young coves
*ave got about you, and I waant it quick.”

Bob Cherry, a little behind Wharton,
kneaded & snowball hard, None of the
Greyfriars party had any idea of being
robbed by a tramp—Bob least of all.

Wharton's eyes gleamed at the
shadowy figure.

“You'll get nothing from us” he
said eurtly. *Stand aside!™

There was a glimmer of discoloured
tecth, es the ruffian’s stubbly lips wero
drawn becl in a snarl.  The cudgel
swung into the air:

“I ain't [ooling ! he snarled. “Burn
my body and boots, you'ro jest the
coves I like to meet 1t a place like this
herel  !And over your loose cash,
watches and chains, too, afore——"

“Stand aside !” rapped out Wharton,
clenching his fists,

“You checky rotter !™ bawled Johnny
Bull., “Theve’s five of us hera, and
wa'll handle you fast enoupgh if you
don't shift.”

—_—— S

Just *“ Tatlers ** he is known by.
Who his parents were, what his
real name is, are mysteries that
have puzzled ** Tatlers ** for years.

But *f Tatters’ ’ meefing with
Harry Wharton & Co. opens up a
vista of happiness that the friend-
less waif hitherto has only
dreamed of.

=

e

“You'll get "urt!” camo the surly
growl, and the cudgel was brandished in
the air. * Now, then—oooooogh 1™

Whic !

The snowball flew from Bob Clerry's
hand with uncrring aim. It erashed
fairly into the stubbly face, and the
;‘ufﬁfm staggered backwards with a
10 8,

Before he could recover his balance,
Harry Wharton had leaped at him, and
his fist erashed on & stubbly chin, The
force of the blow made his knuckles
tingle. With a breoathless grunt, the
rutlian dropped on his back in the snow,

“"Beg him 1" yvelled Johnny Bull,

With a stream of Turid oaths, the man
was struggling to rise: and had he
reached his feet, with the cudgel in his
hand, there was no doubt that some of
the schoolboys would have been seriously
damaged. But he was not given time.
Wharton followed up his blow, by
dropping with his knees on the ruffian,
doshing him to the earth again, and
tiie next instant Bob was on him, tear-
ing the eudgel from his hand.

The cudgel was fung awnv into the
darkness under the trees. The ruffian
grasped ot Wharton, to fling him off,
when Bob's grip closed on him.
moment more, and Johnny Bull was
piling in, and Nugent and the nabob
were not far behind.

“Got him !™ paspid Bob.

“The i fulness is absurd I panted
the Wabob of Bhanipur.

“Jump on Lim ™

“Bag the brute |”

The fallen ruffian was struggling
furiously. He was burly, and sinewsy,
and his struggles were desperate. But
the Famous Five were too many for him.
"-ﬁ!:‘:?;li too many for him, powerful as

For three or four minutes there was a
breathless struggle; but at the end of
it, the ruffian was lying gasping on the
ground, held by the Greyfriars fellows,

with a knee unht?iia chesl::i Dot Bt
enough 17 gasped Bo CIry.
A spluttering gasp was the El:
anawer.

The ruflian had evidently had encugh.
Ho could only pant for breath, H.Eghﬂ
lay sprawling on his back in the snow,

in the grasp of tha Greyfriars fellows,
Wa've him!"  chuckled Bob
breathlossly,” “I rather think the gen-

tleman is sorry he spoke!”

‘:—E_]é&-, ha, IEL:L!" i

“He ought to be rum in|" said
Ja{mny Bu?[.

" ¥es, rather! But we can’t carry
_:i:lm five or six miles!® Frinned Bob,

If he's sorry, we might let him crawl
away. Are vou sorry, Bill Siles i

A curse answercd him from the
6pIa wlmi ruffian,

Bob Cherry took a businesslike grip
on his collar,

%ﬂng‘[

cre was a fiendish wvell from the

footpad as his head smote the ground.
Tho snow under him softened the tap a
Little, but not mueh, to judge by the
beof that he put into his yell.

. E:urry now " asked Bob politely,
oIl out yer!™ gasped the footpad.

I'll meet you agin, and I—I'j—
thrmmn-m‘f”

Bang |

“Third time of asking,” said Dob
Eherr}', while his comrades chuckled.

:&ru you sorry, dear mant”

Log%o! I—I'p—

Bang

Tho roar from tho footpad as his head
smoto the hard, unsympathetic earth
for the third time, awoke the echoes of
the snowy wood far and near.

He struggled frantically, and for
some moments the Famous Five had to
hold Him hard. But he gasped and

sank down egain, spluttoring  with
breathless fury. ’ d
“You haven't answered me yet,

Weary Willie!"™ said Bob, with ‘un-
diminished politencss. “1  asked you
whether vou were sorry [

I.I‘]’Burﬁi my bedy and boots! I—

Boang !

“Whooop! Leave off " velled the
footpad  desperately. “Ow ! Oh, my
‘ead |  Yes, I'm sorrr—sorry—anything
vou like! Ow !

“E;{ﬂnl }'I..I:I, ha I

“Gentlemen, chaps, and {ellowe,” gaid
Bob. “This sportsman having expressed
his regred, I think wo may asz well Jok

him rip! You'ro quite sure yvou'ro
gorry, Tired Tim "

“Ow! Yes! Leave a bloke alone!
Ohe, my "ecad !l”

“Then we'll love rou and leave you ™
said Bob cheerily. * Next time you go
on the prowl, mind you den't catch a

tartar, You'ro liable to get hurt, wyou
know., Y'H just stuff your cap down
yvour back—"

iF W LT}

“And a fistfil of snow—"

" Groooogh [

“Ea, ha, ha!®

“And now you ecan mizzle! Glad
wo've made vou sorcy. And i wo meet
vou again, we'll make wou sorrier!
Comeo on, you men 1™

And the Famous TFive, chuckling,
tramped on their way, leaving the foot-
pad sitting in _the esnow, pasping,
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spluttering, and swearing luridly, as he
strove to extract his cap from Lhe back
of his neele, .

He was sgon lost to sight and sound,
however; and the silence of the dark
woods surrounded the juniors.

HBeveral times they glanced back, lest
the rulfian should have followed them;
but there was no sl him. It was
pretty certain that the handling he had
received had satisfied him that the
Greyiriars party were better left alome,

juniors emerged from the foot-

th at last, into a narrow lane, where

gaere was a glimmer of light from a

steely sky. The smow was still coming
down in thick fiakes

“How far now, old bean?” asked

¥ answered Wharton,
with a langh. " Getting tired 1"

“Not in r lifetimal Put it onl”
said Bob. "“Shan’t be sorry to get to
Wkharton Lodge, though”

“The gladfulness to arrive at the
esteomed lodge will be preposterous and
absurd,” ﬁ-ﬂ-iﬁ Hurree ‘Singh, through
chattering festh. The junior from
India’s coral strand was_not enjﬂ:,:i::‘g
the snow and the biting Januarg wind.

“Hallo, there's & lightl! gaid
Johomy Bull, as he caught a flicker of
ruddy flame from the darkness ahead.
“Bomebody’s got a fire|”

“(ipsies, perhaps!” said Harry.

It wna a coke fire in a perforated tin
peil that threw a ruddy gleam into the
night., Evidently somebody was camp-
ing out thet enowy, windy evening,
under the leaflcss treca at the side of
the lane.

As the Greyiriars fellows drew nearer,
they saw a small hand-cart parked be-
side the lane. Close by it waz & tiny
tettered tent—a mers canvas shelter,
open et the front.

In fromt of the tent the fire-bucket

lowed red, spreading & warmth through
Eha chilly air thot was grateful and
comforting in the bitter January cold.

Just within the opening of the tent,
seated on what looked like n bundle of
rags, wes a boy, He was eating bread-
snd-cheese with a clas ife,

The juniors regarded him with some
ouriosity aa they came up. _

Their footsteps made no sound in the
oarpet of snow, and the lad in the tent,
busy with his supper, did not cbserve
them at first.

hafé,ththﬂ ?i:;nkk uf{ b:_:eadhhin I];_s.;]str]e}:ft
e -knife in T Y
gcomed very Eusy, taking alternative
bites at the bread and at lumps of
cheese which he impaled on the end of
tha knife.

It could not be called an elegant moda
of taking a meal, but the lad seemed to
ba ecnjoving it

A shabby old coat, made for a full-
grown man, was hunched round him,
ragged trousers showing below, and o

r of boots much to large for him,
and held ther with odds and ends
of string and whipcord.

His face, in the glow of the firelight,
waa rather good-locking—but even st a
distanca it could be seen that it was
very badly in want of a wash., A bat-
tered bowler hat, obviously a man's
hat, was stuck on the back of a shock
of eurly hair. .

The satisfaction with which the tate
tered youth was devouring his supper
made the juniors smile. It reminded
them, too, that their own supper was
due, though still & good many miles
away.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo?" called out
Bob Cherry suddenly, a3 the Famwous
Five came up to the little camp.
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" Four miles

. The tattered youth gave a start, and
jureped to his feet.

The happy satisfaction in his un-
washed face wvenished instantly, giving
place to a look of fear and alarm.

But that was only for a moment.
As he stared across the glowing fire-
bucket at the five cheery young faces,
his expression changed to surprise.

. “Cripes!” Le ejaculated. “I thought
1t was linker Wilzon for a minute. Wot
do you blokes want (™

t*r:i:l+ Wharton smiled,

“MNothing,” ho answered. ““But if you
don’'t mind, we'll warm ourselves at
your fire for a few minutes before we go
m+FJ

The tattered youth eyed them dubi-
ously for a moment. Then he stepped
out of the tent, and stared up and down

the lane in the falling flakes. Then he
nodded.
“He ain’t coming back,” he said.

“ ¥ou gquat down if you like, and warm
your toes! ’'Orrid night, ain't iti"

éAnd he sat down in the canvas shelter
again, and resumed operations on the
bread-and-cheesa,

———=———ad

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Tatiers and the Tinker!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. ex.
changed a glance, and then
accepted the invitation of the
tattered youth. It was weary

work tramping through thick snow, and
they were glad of a rest. And the
warm, cheery glow of the bright red
fire in the bucket was very welcome.
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh drew close to
it, and the boy in the tent blinked at
his dusky face as it shone darkly in the
firelight. Thera were several boxes and
sacks about, and the juniors made shift
with them for scats. As soon as they
had sat down, with the warm glow of
the fire on their faces, they realised that
they were more tired than they had sup-
posed.

“I smy, thiz iz jolly,"” remarked Bob
Cherry, as he stretched his hands to
the fire.

"Think 507" ossked the tattored lad,
with his mouth full,

*Yes, rather.” )

“The jollifulness is terrific, my
esteemed, bospitable young friend,” said
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The tattered ohe gave a start, and
almost swallowed a chunk of cheesa. He
coughed, onnd the juniors grinned.
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh’s weird and
wonderful English often had a etartling
effect on strangers. i

tha

“ Cripes!” apid
“Wot did ﬁu Eﬂﬂ?"

“1 remarkably observed that the jolli-
fulness was tervific, my estcemed and
ridioulous friend,” answered the nabob.

“Buzt my buttons!” eaid the boy in
the tent.

“On your travels, kid ?*' asked Harry
Wharton, wondering a little at finding
a lad no alder than himsalf alone in that
golitary placo. “On your owni®

“Ma fear! I'm travelling with Tinker
Wilson., That's bhis outhit.” The boy
gave & nod fowards the hand-cart, “1I
wheal the cart, and Tinker Wilson goes
round to the back doors to ask for
kettles t0 mend, and szncaks the washin’
off the line and the chickens that’s run-
ning loose™

“(Qh, my hat!™

“T'm Tatters!™ added the boy, with a
grin.

“Tatters?'”

“That's me

unwashed one.

The bay eyed the

THE MAGNET

uniors meditatively, “You blokes
ungryf 1 some mora bread-and-
cheese, and ¥ don’t care if you scoff the
lot. I got to go through it, anyhow.”
Harry Wharton & Co, were, as &
matter of fact, ready for their supper,
but provisions from Elf‘:iukar Wilson's out-

id not ?ﬁ]eitﬂ appeal to them., So

£t
they shook their heads politely.
“Thanks, we shall be getting in to
?s;lfp:rd soon,”  gaid Hﬁr;-. *“ But
a O yOu Ined
through ity?” W o ge
E%t&rs chuckled. :
) ker's  gome,” he lained.
“Looking for a chancs to pigig some-
thing, A deassay,  Well, while he's
gﬁnﬁ, I'm scoffing the grui). I tell you,
was hungry, But won't he kick u
a shine when he comes back and finds
ﬂ;ﬁfﬁﬂﬁﬂd the bread-and-cheesa! My
., And Tatters bolted another chunk, sa
if in hot haste to got as much as possible
stowed away before the redoubtable
Tinker returned. |
J:ﬂnng Bull frowned,
“Mean to say vour governor k
you short of grub?” ha ka&d. LR

E‘ﬂttﬁ{ﬂ stared at him.
’o f Jon’t he just,” he answered. *Not

*What do you stand it for, then?”
You ain't seen tho Tinker,” answered
Taiters. “When you see him you'll
know why a bloke stands it! When he
lays a knobby stick round a cove, I can
tell you, it ‘urts.™
And Tatters wriggled reminiscently.
But the man has no right to best
you,” gaid Bob Cherry indignantly,

“You could leave him if you liked,
eaid Tattera,

kid.”
) “Where'd I iq:a‘i‘“
" Bloke's %ﬂli to ive. I did cut and
run once, but he found me agin, and I
tell you, he didn't 'arf bash me] My
word |"'

E‘%ﬂ' jﬂﬂf;t'a wﬁrﬂfmfﬁeé:t. ; .

o8 not your father sUppose |

asked Harry, after & pm;ﬂa.
" Ain't got a father, nor nobody,"” said
Tatters. “I spose I had one, like other
blokes, but I ain't ever secd 'im., Tin-
ker says he picked me up under a
hedge, .which 15 a bloomin’ £ib, because
he sin't the man _to do it. But I've
always been with Tinker.” He gobbled
food fast while he talked, and one
eye was constantly on the shadowy lane,
“I 'ope he won't butt in afore I've
finished. I ain't had a feed like this
"ere for weeks, ‘Cept one—that waa o
pudding I A glmting look came over
Tatters’ face, I spose you blokes has
all the Fuddings you want|” he added.

“Well, yes, I auppoze 50, gaid Harry.

“Bet you don't enjoy 'em like I did
that one!' said Tatters. “It was given
me at simas, and it was a real
Christmas pudding—no error! I tell
you, 1t waa prime! Cook at a big 'ouse
give it to me—big 'ouse Reigate way,
cloze by Wimford! Folks was away
for Christmas, and the cook she let me
sit by the kitchen fire, and the maida
turning up their nosez at my ragsi"
Tatterz grinned. *“Fat old blolte comes
in and eays, ' Why, whataver's this??*
he says, staring &t a bloke, *It's a pora
boy, Wellel' says the cook, *and I'm
sure if the colonel was at ’ome,” she
zays, ‘ho would not object,’ she says. The
fat old cove—butler, I reckon ha was—
stares at mo "ard, but he gives me "arf-
a-crown. I got it now—you bet I ain'
letting on to Tinker.”

And Tatters grinned and munched.
“My hat!” said Harry. * That must
be my bhome—my uncle's house—where
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they pave vou the Christmas pudding,
kid,. I'm ]iniiy lad they did.”

Tatters looked at him, :

“'Quse on the Wimford road, red tiled
roof, stuck back in a park,” he said.
“That whero you live?”

“That's it,"” said Harry. ;

“You're one of the lu ones, ain't
vou?’® said Tatters cheerfully, and with-
cut &8 trace of envy 1n look or tone.
“Weil, it's & good thing some blokes are
lucky; it would be a 'ard world if they
waen't.’

The juniors looked at Tattors, and
fooked at one another, How a fellow
eould keep cheerful, leading such a
life ns Tattera led, they could hardly
imagine, But he seemed cheerful
enough; though the cheery expression
died off his face whenevor he looked
up the lane into the shadows, to watch
far the -:--u:n'rhir:%'1 of the tinker.

“But look here, kid,"”” said Frank
Nugent, *wvou don't really mean that
Wileon will wallop you when he comes
in, for bageing & supperi™

of every month, ho has & bunch of notes
from somewhere. Then he gets drunk
as a lord for days on end, and I 'ave
a bit of a rest.” .
“¥You ought to leave him,” sald Bob.
Tatters shrugged his ghouldera

“Look here, Xxid,” said Haerry
Wharton, “you remember the house

where tj':e.jr gave you the Christmas
pudding—youn could find it again ?*

“Course 1 could.” -

“Well, if your governor ill uses vou,
and you want to cut, vou head for that
“My uncle iz at
protect youw.™

house,' said Harry.
Irome now, and he will
Tatters shook his head.

[ 2

5

It was tho frotpad who had attacked
them in the T jod.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hands 001

& ALLD, hallo, halle!” said
H Bob Cherry cheerily.
“That scoundrel I growled
Jnhnn; Bull.
“That rpotter I'" gaid Nugent. ;
Tinker Wilkon came nearer, his

narrow, beady eyes glittering et the
Lmhmlhnrs under his shagpy black
TOWS.

As the enraged ruffian sprang at him, Tatfers struck hard with the heavy iron !

“Won't he just!” said Tatters

“Is he too big for you to punch?”

Tatters stared.

“"Wotto I’ he answered. “He's o big
cove, strong as & 'orse. I've sced him
knock out two men at & time in a
row in & pub.”

“Like us to hang on and ses him
when he come: home?" asked Dob
Cherry. “Wo'll lend you a hand, and
give him a taste of his own stick,
what?"

“Hear, hear!" said Johnny Bull.

Tatters chuckled.

“I'd like it, but what's the good?”
he said. “He would only take it ont
of me all the more arter. P'r'aps he'll
come back drunk, and go to eleep.
He will, if he's got any money. T've
geen brirn with money,” added Tatters
thoughtfully. “I don’t krnow where he
pets 1t, but he has it somectimes—pound
nofes in & hunch,

“Y asked him once, and he hit e
in the eve,” Tatters rubbed his aye.
“1 ain't asked him again. Courze, he's
aslways pinching; but re'glar, the first

“MNothing doing!” he answered.
“Fancy me butting inlo a 'ouse like
that! Me in my rags! I can't do
no job, excopt lend & ‘and tinkering,
and push the cart. Your vncle ain't
a tinker, iz hof”

“0Oh, my hat! No!” gasped Wharton.
'I‘]jut he might be able to find you a
job of some sort; sznvhow, he would
sce that .vou are protected from that
brute you've deseribed.”

Tatters jumped up.

“"Look out! He's coming ! he ex-

claimed.  “You young gents better
clear off—Tinker don't like people
gound.”

The juniors rose to their feet. From
the darkness of the lane a burly
muffled figure tramped into the glowing
radius  of Iijf,ht from the fire. A
stubbly, scowling face glared at the
Greyiriars fellows.  And a suspicion
that sprang inte the minds of the
juniors was confirmed by tho first words
uttered by Tinker Wilson.

“You! You young ‘ounds!®

Evidently he recognised them as the
party of schoolboys he had attacked
on the footpath, and who hod handled
him so soverely.

It was, doubtless, the recollection of
that handling which kept bim from
violence at the present moment.

His laok showed plainly enough how

he would have liked to rush at the
juniors, hitting out right and left.

Tatters looked at the schoolboys, and
looked at the tinker. All the ruddy
cheorfulness had gone out of his face
now. An expression of hopeless dread
and trouble had settled there instead;
an expression that went straight to the
hearts of the Greyfriars fellows.

The tinker eyed them ovilly,

“Wob you doin’ "ere?” he demanded.
“This here is my camp. You got out,
seel (zot out afore you're hurt.”

Wharton gave the ruflian & glinee
of contempt.

“We shall please ourselves sabout
that, Mr. Tinker Wilson,” he answered

Tue Magwer Lispary.—No. 1,195



6

scornfully,. “If you want eny mwure
sgrouble there's lots ready for you®

“Lots!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Tha lotlulness 13  termfic,
esteerned and disgusting tinker.™

“¥ou young genis beiter go,” mut-
tered Tatters uneasily. *“If wou cheek
him he'll only take it out of me™

“You
*ounds, Tatters,” said the rulian, with
an evil look at the boy, “Ain't I
told you aften enough not to talk with
strangers? Am't I walloped you for
it, many & time? You loock outi®

“1 ain’t done no "arm, Tinker,” mut-
tered the boy. “These ‘ere tiuung
gents jost stopped to warm at the fire
and—""

“That's enough frem wyou,” snarled
the ruffian. “I'll attend to you

ntly, ‘you wyoung limb!" He

glared at the juniors. “Ain't you

Eﬂiﬂﬁ ?n
“We're going,’”’ said Harry Wharlon

my

quietly, “But I've got something fo
y to you before we go, Tinker
ilsan.™

" Btow it 1

“¥You tried to gob us, on the foot-

th yonder,” smid Harry. “You can
g: gent to prison for that, and you
know it.™

“I ain't never seed vyou before,”
growled the ruffian. “I don’t know
what you're talking about.”

“You can say that before the magis.
trates, il you're taken up,” said Harry.
“And I warm you, that if you lay a
finger on that lad, I'll have you taken
into custody and charged with robbery

with wiolence. I mean what 1 say—
every word of it. ‘Tatters!” He
turned to the ragged vouth, " You

know where my home is. If that man
touches you, come along to Wharton
Lodge at once, and I'll see that he's

talking with them young.

eent to prizon. He will get 2ix months,
and that will give you a chance to get
clear of him, "

“ Oh, sirI” gasped Tailers.

“Who's pomg to 'urt the Id?
blustered the tinker, ™I ain’t laying
g finger on ‘im, am I?" .

Harry Wharton's threat, spoken in a
tone of quiet determination, had ev:-
dently cowed the ruffian.

“Mind that you dont!¥ said
Wharton, “Tatters, you've got sense
enovgh o do as I tell you—come to
Wharton Lodge. Ask for Harry
Wharton, and I'll teke you to my
uncle, and he will see that the brute
i3 prosecuted., Keep.to that, and the
brute won't dare to touch you,”

“I'll remember it, sirl” muttered
Tatters: but his look at the hulking
ruffian was very uneasy.

“ Good-night, kid 1

“ Zood-night, sir!”

The juniore turncd away. They wers
foeling a kind and friendly interest in
the nameless Tatters; but now that
Tinker Wilson was there. thoy had to
Fru. They tramped eway down the lane,

inker Wilson's savage scowl following
them till they disappeared in the dark-
ness and the falling flakes. f

Tatters watched them out of sight
with wistful eyes; and drew a deep,
decp breath when they were

'The cheery schoolboys had como inte
his dingﬁ lifa like hein?s_ from another
world, It seemed to him as if they
had bmught a ray of light with them
inte the darkness of lus dinﬁjf[ dismal
life, which vanished with 1
ture. .

He turned his head, to look uneasily
and fearfully at the scowling tinker.

“¥ou young ‘ound!” muttered the
ruffian between his teeth.

Tatters made no answer.

eir depar-

It was
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cvident that the brute found it hard
to control his savapge temper; that he
was longing to lay hands on the boy.
But for the present, at least, he dared
not. Harry Wharton’s quiet words
wers still in his ecars; and he kpew
that Wharton would keep his word.
S0 long as he was within reach of
Wharton Lodge, Tatters was safe from
his brutality.

“It'll keep!” muttered the tinker
hoarsely. “It'll keep! We'll go on
the road again in the morning, you
young ‘ound, you! We'll be in another

eount I;g to-morrow night ! It'll keep I
An e ruifian went into the tent
without another word to ‘Tatters.

Tatters mended the fire; rolled himaelf
in an old rug, and lay down to sleep
under the hand-cart.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co.
were tramping on through the winter
night. For some time they talked as
they went, discuesing the strange en-
counter with Tatters; but as the long
miles passed under their tramping feet
they fell into silence.

LirE;E;'I; Bob Charr% wasj tired b;rhtthg
oy .came, at long last, in sight o
Wharton Lodge, RPN

“Pear me, you are late!” zaid Miss
Amy Wharton, when Wells admilted the
five tired juniors,

“The latefulness ia terrific, estecmed
madarm | said Hurree Singh.  * But the
latefulness is superior to the neverful-
ness, os the English proverh remarks.”

* You've E-urgb not  walked from
Cavandule Abbey in this weatheri”
exclaimed Colonel Wharton.

“Only the second lap, sir,” said Bob.
“The car found trouble in the snow.
But we've had a iﬁ”j’ nice walk,
haver't we, you meni™

“The nicefulness was preposterous 1™

“Thera i3 a nice warm supper
ready 1* murmured Miss Wharton,

And the nice warm supper made the
chums of the Remove feel better. After
supper the coloncl was told of the ingi-
dent of the footpad and the me&tins
with Tatters and the tinker. "The ol
military gentleman frowned grimly as
he listened.

“I'm rather sorry wvou leb the raseal
off 1" he grunted. **If you are certain
that this tinker is the man who stopped
you in the woode——"

“Well, there isn't much doubt about
that,” said Harry. *“DBut we gave him
s jolly good ragging.”™

‘The ragfulness was terrific "

Colonel Wharton smiled, .

“Well, let it go at that,” he said
“But if the boy should come here, ay
you advised him, Harry, I will certainly
tea that he is protected and that the
ruffian is sent toe hia preper place.™

The juniors, when they went to bed,
wondered whether they would ever sce
Tatters again, They would have been
surprised could they have peeped into
the near future,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Extraordinary |

1 ONBENSE ™
N
e I";CI'“SFI'-IEE 1I}

The voice spoke sharply, or
rather, barked. !

It was o couple of days since the
return of Harry Wharton & Co. to
Wharton Lodge, and a fne, clear, frosty
afternoon,

The chums of the Remove were walk-
ing ta Wimford, the little country town
& fow miles from the lodge. By the
roadside a large and handsome car waa
halted. A auffeur stood by the
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bonoet, erect and expressionless, while
¢ young man stood by the open door
of the car, eddressing an old gentle.
man who sat within.

It was the old gentleman who barked.

The juniors glanced at him as they
rame clong. Old as he was by his looks,
nge had not diminished the power of his
voice. Hia expressivo bark could have
been heard at o considerable distance.

At o f,-‘lam:-a, he was obviously a
wealthy old gentleman. The car was
the last word in cars, the chauffeur was
the very best thing in chauffeurs. The
old gentleman was enveloped in a fur
coat that might have cost hundrgds of
pounds. He wore a silk hat which
reflected the pleam of the wintry sun,
ammed down over rather shaggy, groy

rows. Over his coat-collar little of his
frco was to be scen—chietly his mnose,
which was prominent, curved, and a
good deal like a beak; o lofty and aris-
tocratic nose, full of character,

“ Nonsense |7 he barked apgnin,

The young man at the door of the car
muwrmiured something. His manner to
the old gentlemon was deoply rospect-
ful. If he disliked hearing his remarks
describod as nonsense, he rﬁd not betray
his dislike. Dut his cold, clean-cut face
did oot indicate that patience and good
teraper formed part of his character, all
the same. Perhaps he had his own
reasons—aond strong reasons—for keep-
ing in the good graces of the irascible
old gentleman,

Harry Wharton & Co. had to pass
within o few feet of the halted car, and
could not, therefore, help hearing what
was szld, thoupgh it was of no interest
to them. The young man spoke in a
rospectiul tone.

“But, Sir George—™"

“Nonsense I Sir George rapped it
out really like the bark of a dog. “No
doubt you would be glad to get back to
town, Cyral?"

“Not at allg gir. Dut—->"

“Nonsense !" "This agreeable word
scemed to form a considerable part of
Sir Lzeorge’s vocabulary., "“If you are
tired of my company, Cyril, I will give
you o lift to the nearest railway station,
and you can return to London.”

“My dear siv i

“My dear grandson,” barked 8&ir
George, “why did you offer to come

with me if vou are going to throw cold
wﬁt-zl; on the sxarch all the time—
what #*'

“You do me injustice, sir!” eaid

the young man in & hurt tone. “J came
because I desired te help. But——"
“But |” barked the old gentleman.

“But, reably, it seems like searchi
for o needle in a haystack, sir. And,
after all, your inquiry agents arc paid
to do thizs work,”

* MNonsense 1"

“Really, sir-—

“We have definite news of the boy ™
barked Sir George. “If wou are
tired, relurn to town. I shall not return
till I have found him. I have my duty
to do, sir. That is my duty. Chol-
mondelays, sir, do their duty, whatever
the Rackstraws may do ™

The young man coloured,

“You are unjust, eir1” ho =aid, “I
have uene, and am doing, my best.
Bnp—"

[T Nnnﬂﬂnsﬁ}"

Cyril Rackstraw said no more, Sir
George Cholmondeley did pot sccm in
a meod for argurment,

Harry Wharton & Co. had pussed the
cor by this time. They did not take
heed of the little scene, having no
interest in what was apparcently a
family dispute.

But as they passed, the old goentleman
leancd out of the open door and
beckoned to them.,

" stop & moment, please ! he barked.
*Stop [

There was an imporious note in Sir
George’s voice. Kvidontly he was an
old gentleman snccustomed to instant
obedience, and did not, perhaps, realise
that the whole world was not at his
orders.

But ths Greyfriars fellows stopped
politely. They were nice i].rnut.hs, with
8 proper respect for sge. They turned
to the car, suppressed their smiles, and
raised their hats to Bir George.

“Clome here!” harked Sir Georpe.

Harry Wharton approached the car.
The voung man stepped aside with a
clouded face,

Wharton felt a little sorry for that
young man., He felt that he would not
have liked very much to be Sir George’s
grandson himself.

Bir Georpe jommed a gold-rimmed
eyeglass under onz grizzled eyebrow and
stared at the Grayfriars junior,

“Ilo you live in this part of the
country §* he asked

Harry Wharton smiled.

“ Yoz, 517, he answered.

“Then it is possible that you have
scen the man of whom I am in search,”
repped Sir George.

" Possibly, sic,” assented Wharton,
“If there 1s anything I can do—"
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Cet busy right away, boys!

“A man named Wilson,” barked Sir

Geeorge.  “Ydu maey have heard the
narme ¥
“Oh, yes!™ said Harry. “A Mr.

Wilson keeps the post office at Winms-
ford.”

“ Monsense 17

“Wha-a-at??

"Who is talking about the post office
at Wimford?" |barked Sir George
testily. “Confound the post office at
Wimford 1”

“QOh!»

“The boy does not understand,
sir—"" began Mr. Rackstraw mildly.

" Nonsense 17

Mre. Hackstraw was silent again,

“The person I am looking for,* re-
sumed Sir George, “is a tinker.™

“A—a tinker ! ejaculated Wharton.

Why that magnificent old gontleman
ire Ehiat m.‘:g:riﬁ::mtl.. car should e zsearch-
ing the Survey highways and by-ways
for a tinker was a mystery. Nobody
would have guessed, o look at Lhim, that
ho had any interest in tinkers

“Yes, a tinker., You hnow what o
tinker is, I presime?” barked Sir
Ceoveo.

“0On, yos!” gasped Wharton., * Cer-
tainly 17

“Well, perbiaps vou have seen a tinker
namoed Wilsen, e was in this pavt of
the country. I have positive informa-

7

tion that he was in this part of the
counbry—=

“Not oxactly positive, sirl” Mz,
Rackstraw ventured to interject.

“ Nonsenae [

_The young man relapsed into unhappy
silence again,

" Positive information |” rapped Sir
George. *“The man was herol Hoe can
be found! He shall be found! Tt is
very probable that these boys, walking
about the countryside, may have seon
him. Very probable indeed! Boy, have
you seen a tinker named Wilsont”

‘¥es, rather!” said Harry.

A, tinker named Wilson, evidently,
was the ruffian the juniora had seen on
their way from Cavandalo Abbey that
snowy night. That this superb old
gentleman could want to ses Tinker
Wilson was astounding; still, thore
could be little doubt about the identity
of the man he sought.

“You have seen him®®
Sir George Cholmondeley.

+['.}er*l:mr:};.:, sir! A tinker named

cxelaimed

ilson—
“That is the man' Was he alono?
Or was there a boy with himi" de-

manded Sir George,

“Thore waz & Loy with Liim, sir.”

Bir George gave Mr. Rackstraw a
;:_l:imnlqphant glare. The young man bit

g lip.

“What did I tell vou, Cyrilt What?
What? With the heip n?f this bo
this verv intclligent boy—we shall gn—d.
him! Whatt

:I hope so, sir—"

I hope you do, Cyril! I hope you
do!” Sir George turned to Wharton
apain.  “Where did you sce this—this
tinker "

" "II}*E H nh:]mhﬁm or ni::I miles fli-i}!‘ﬁ

erg,” answered Harcy, “If i
Cak Wood Lane.” 4 b ls calle

" Wheni” rapped Sir George,

“The night before last.”

“Oh! You huve not seen him since ¥

“No, sir.”

“Do you know whother he is still in
the neighbourhood i

“1 can't gay, sir”

“Homph! Perhaps some of Four
friends bhave seen him?” 8ir CGeorge
stared round ot four ather faces,

The Co. shook their heads. They had
not seen anything of "Tinker Wilson
since that mecting at his camp two
nights ago: and had, indeed, almost
forgotten thoe existence of tho frowsy

gentleman,

“Well, well! You are sure that there
was & boy with him?"

“Quite, sir!” said Harry, with &
smile. “We stopped and talked 1o the
kid for soms time.”

“Oh! Very good! Did he tell you

Lis name ™

“Tle was called Tatters, sir!™

“Tatters! Tatters! Ahzurd! Non-
sense ! How could he be called Tatters?
Tatters is not n name! Nonsense.”

“Well, ho told ns he was called
Tatters, sir!” said Wharton mildly. He
was feeling more and more compassion-
ate towards Mr. Rackstraw., It could
not have been exaoctly jolly to be this
fieree ald ﬁeﬂti{!mﬂ.n‘s grandson,

“How old was he?” rapped Bir
Geprge.

“1 didn't ask him, sir.™

“Nonsense! You are not a fool, I
supposed”

“I hope not, sir!"” said Wharton de-
murely: while his comrades grinned.
They were beginning to be entertained
by this extraordinary conversation.

“Well, then, you can judge a boy’s

| How old .would you suppose him
to be?™ demanded Bir George.

*“Abont fourteen or fifteen, I think.”
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Sir Georgs Cholmondeley nodded.
That answer geemed to satisfy him.

“Wo are on the track, Cyril,” he
aaid, *We aro certainly on the track.
Wa ghall find them.”

“TI hops so, sir—"

“Huk! Thank you, boy—thank you
very much for the information you have
given mo, Spencer [ :

The cheuffeur, who had stood like a
graven ima uil this time, apparently
deaf and dumb and blind, came to
attention.

“8ir George?” ]

“Are you seguainted with Oak Wood
Lane, five or six miles from this spot ™

“No, Sir George.”

“Boy! Can vou give my chauffour
directions for finding this spott”

“"Certainly, sic”

“Pray do sa—%my do so at once,
I am mwuch obliged to you—much
obliged! Youare an intelligent Jad!”

Bir George sank back into his scat.
Mr, Rackstraw, his face more clouded
than ever, climbed into the car and sat
down. Harry Wharton gave the
chauffeur explicit directions for finding
Qak Wood Lane. The man resumed hig
seat at the wheel, and the car leaped
into life.

Sir George Cholmondeley—a courtly
old gentleman, with all hig fierce ways—
raised his shining topper to the juniors
m acknowledgement of their existence,
and they capped him respecifully in
return as the car shot away. )

It vanished in & few momeonts, going
at & preat speed.

The Greyiriars fellows stared alfter
it and then looked at one another with
grinning faces.

“Well,” remarked Bob Cherry. “That
jolly old gent is a bit of 2 cou hdrup!
ghouldn't love to be his grandson!’

“No fear! chuckled Nugent.

“The no-fearfulness is terrific !

“But- what the thump can a jolly old
millionaire like that want with
Tattersi"” said Johnny Buall,

Harry Wharton shook his head. He
was decply pugzzled.

“Blessed if I can male it out!™ he
galid. “He may be a kind old gent
who's heard of the kid somchow, and
wants to take him up and give him a
chance in life—"'

“Hoe doesn’t look a very kind old
gent !

“Nunno; he docsn't! But he wanfs
that kid Tatters—that's a cort! 1 ht}gu

for the

he'll ind him—it's bound to be
kid’'s advantage, I suppose.”

“I fancy Tinker Wilson is far enough
away. by this time,” remarked Nugent.

“Yes, very likely; but I supposo he
can ba found if the old sportsman’s
determined. And he looks determined.™

“Ha, ha! He do—he does!”

“Well, I hope he'll have luek,” =aid
Harry. “It would be & good thing for
young Tatters to he taken away from
that brute Tinker Wilzon, if that’s what
the old gent intends.”

“Yes, rathor!™ ]

And the Famous Five walked on to
Wimford considerably perplexed and
very much interested in the strange
quest of Sir George Cholmondeley.

- T —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Worm Turns !

ING! Ping! Pong'
P The tapping on tho iin-keiile
was ineecssant.

Tatters listened o i with a
clouded faco and a heavy heart.
Tinker Wilson, sguatted at his task,
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gave the boy an occasional scowling
stare as he worked.

It was seldom that tho iinker worked.
He had a tinker's outfit in the hand-
cart which Tatters had to push, But
tinkering was mare a blind than any-
thing elso with Ar. Wilson,

“Kettles to mend ¥ was often on his
lips: but it was zeldom that he mended
kettles or anything else.

Alr, Wilson's real trade was that of
a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.
Hiz profession of tinkering gave him an
cxcuse for getting to back doors and
baek vards, Often and often the tinker
found opportunities. Nothing was be-
neeblt  his notice—irom a terrier, o
chicken, or o garden roke, to & pair of
socks pegged on 2 clothes-line,

Still, there were times whoen the tinker
had to work,

Apart from his zains as & sneak-thiel,
and occazionally @z B fﬂn-hpud, Mr.
Wilson had other sources of income, as
Tatters knew; dor sometimes he saw
the man with a Luech of eurrency notes,
wliich eertainly he had not earned and
which he could hardly have pinched.
Whera the monay came from, Tatters
had not the faintest idea.

But all Tinker Wilson’s money went
the same way—in drink and backing
horses. However much he had, it did
not last lcm%‘- and he was soon reduced
to petty pi fEring: again; and—in ex-
treme cases—to work.

It was an extreme case now—Ifor Mr.
Wilson actually was mending a kettle.
Tatters watched him dully.

The boy's life had been a hard one;
ever since he could remember, he had
been the companion, or rather the slave,
of the ruffianly tinker. ¥ow he had
learned to read and write, he hardly
knew.

Onee, when the tinker had been
settled in @ village for & period, =
school inspector had dropped on him,
and Tatters had gono to school for a
few months. But the tinker had gone
on his travels again and that was all
tho schooling that Tatters had ever had.

Generally, the boy  was cheerful
enougl. In eumimner weather it was
pleasant to wander by hizhway and by-
way. In the winter it was harder and
grimmer. But hard life had developed
Tattors' muscles and he was strong and
hardy., The tinker was always brutal,
almost always surly; but Tatters was
so used lo that that he hardly thought
of any other cxistence as possible,

Only onee he had made wp hiz mind
to bolt; and on that oceasion the tinker
had tracked him down npd recaptured
him, and thrashed him unmercifully.
Why he had taken the trouble was
rather a mystery to Tatters; the man
hagd had to hunt him for days and days
before he found him; and Tatters had
never dreamed thas he was so walu-
able as all that to his task-master,

But brute ns the tinker was, little as
he scemed to like the boy, he was
evidently determined not to part with
him.

And Tatters had not, till of very late,
thought of bolting azain. It was a hard
life, but it was, after all, & living, of
sorts, During tho davas that he had
Hed from the tinker, he had almost
starved. Be*rgm{; was hiz only resource,
and ho liked it litle. There was some-
thing in the boy’s nature that zickened
at the thought of stoaling : never, by the
suvagest beating, had the tinker been
able to make hon steal.  And it was of
little nse for a lud in rags and tattors
and dirt fo look for a jobi.  Apart fromn
Jack of a character, appearances were
against him-—indeed, move than once n
dog had been sot on him at sight. He
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was judged by his looks, and his looks
wera dirty and ragged and forlorn.

Tatters had dismissed from his mind
the thought of bolting again—till now !
Somehow that telk with the Groyfriara
Jupiors in the camp n the snowy lane
had made a stranze difference.

They had heen kind, genial, friendly,
talking to poor Watcrs as if thore was
no difference between them—a strange
experience for the tinker’s boy. Exeopt
in the way of cceasional charity, he had
not been accustomed to much kindnesa
from what he called “toffs.” That meet-
ing with Harry Wharton & Cb. had
opencd o vista into a new world to his
eyes for the first time—he had been
ashamed of his regs and his unwashed
face.

“Dolling ¥ was no longer the hopeless
prospect it had been. That kind-hearted
fellow he had talked with—Wharton—
had told him that he could find protec.
tion from the tinker. That fellow’s uncls
was a “toff,” and might possibly give
him o job. That uncle must g& the
colonel of whom the cook had spoken on
:::}11;3 oreasion “313;1 Tnttﬂrahhad caten the

ristmas pudding in the kitchen at
Wharton Lodge. Probably he was a
terrifying old toff, but he was not likely
to be eo torrifying as the tinker,

_ As he tram the roads, after break-
mg camp at Jak Wood Lane, Tatters
had thought more and more of it

Perhaps the tinker suspected, for he
kept a very sharp eye on the hoy as
they tramped out of Surrey into Susser.
_Now, however, they were more than
sixty miles from Wharton Lodge, and
tho tinker's vigilance had relaxed once
maore.

TFeeling safc from intexference at that
distaneg, the tinker had wreaked his
pent-up  savage temper on Tatters,
giving him such a thrashing as he had
seldom had before.

Poor Tatters was still aching with it

Tap, tap! Ping, ping, poeng!

Tinker Wilson worked savagely and
gullenly. He hated work, and he was a
bad and clumsy workman. But his
money had entirely run out and he was
hard up, and work was the only 1esource
for a time.

Havagely he scowled at Tatiers over
the kettle.

“If you pinched that bike——" ha
muttered between his discoloured teeth.
“As easy a3 easy it was! ['d 'ave sold
it for two quid. Easyl™ )

“¥ou won't make me steal, tinker |”
answered Tatters.

Tinker gritted his teeth.

“Look at me—'ard up!™ he snarled.
“Mending & blooming kettle for a
shilling! = And I'd have got two quid
for that bike if you'’d pinched it when
I told youl! PBurn my body and boots "

Tatters made no reply. - )

It was an old and sore point with the
tinker—always an excuse far cursing and
beating. o Ty

“Now shove that there soldering-iron
in the fire, you lazy young ‘ound!”
snavled the finker. .

Tatters rose and picked up the
s.c.lderingqmn. Ha npproached the fire-
bucket, in which a fow embers burned.

Crash !

In sheer brutality and ill-tem the
iinker reached out and brought the
kettle against the side of the boy’s head.

Tatters gave a cry and staggered. )

“Irlaps you'll pinch a bike next time
I tell you!” snarled the tinker.,

Tatters spun rowmd at him, his cyes
abluze. Often and often he had .been
through it before—he was used te it
But he was fecling difforent now. The
kind friendlincss of the Grevfriars
fellows, the promize of help and pro-
teetion, had madeo a Jifference—a greater
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differense than the
finker dreamed.

L o n g - simmering
rebellion boiled up
in Tattors' breast.
“You beast!”™ he
led.
He gr the

ipped
heavy Sﬂ-]dr;-['i.i'lg-imn
by the wooden handle
and glared defiance
at Tinker Wilson.
“What's that 7"
roared the tinker.
“"You beast!
That's the fimizht"
panted Tatters, * U'm
oing ! Do you
ﬁﬂar? I'm chuclking
you, vou heast!"
Tinker Wilson
sorambled to his feet.
Hiz bloodshot cyes
gleamed at the defi-
ant face of tho boy,

“Chucking me, are
you ™ he  snarled.
"Y¥ou tried that on
otee, and Fou was
gorry for it, By
gum!” He grabbed
up a stick. “You
won't be feeling like
going when I'm done
with you ™

“Hands off I zaid
Tatters between his
teeth. Ho flourished

the heavy iron.

“Hands off, 3jou

brute, or—"
Tinker Wilson

rushed at him, the
stick in the air.

There was a crash
ss the seldering-irom .
met the stick, sending it Bying from the
tinker's hand.

Wilson spat out & curse.

“Hands off ' panted Tatters.

But the enraged rufflian was springing
on him, with hands outstretehed, his eyes
glaring with rage.  And Tatters struck,
and struck hard, with the heavy irom.

It crashed on fhe t{inker's brawny
chesk. -

Tinker Wilson staggered back with a
bollow of rage and pein. Tatters had
gtruck with all the force of a strong
Foung arm.

The tinker staggered, and fell back-
wards, knocking over the fire-bucket as
ha fell and scattering the glowing
embers. .

Tatters gave him one look. The mur-
derous rage in the ruffian’s face sent a
chill to his hearxt,

One look was enough, Then Tattors
turned and ran up the road with the
fectness of a hare.

Tinker Wilson scrambled te his foef.
His hoarse, enraged voice bellowed affer
the flecing boy.

“Stop, you voung Tound! I'll limb
yor. Come back!”

He was already running hard in
pursuit,

Tattors ran on. e tossed tho

soldering-iron away into the hedge, and
ran at if for hLis life. ]

Behind him panted the furious tinker,
abandoning  his camap and his few
wretched possessions in his fierce pursuit
of the escaping boy.

Tatters glanced over his shoulder.

His heart sickened at the sight of the
flushed, infuriated face, tho bloodshot

eyes, the gritting yellow teeth. The
tinker was gaining on him |
The boy sct  his teeth, and ran

desperately. He turned at the first
corner, turned again, and yet again.

i
Hi R R
ki

The tinker was out of sight now,

soreenad b hecflig&s and trees. But that
he was still in fierce pursnit the hapless
Tattors knew, and, panting hard, he
raced on and on.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Picks Up a Passenger !

ILLY BUNTER leaned back on
B the soft leather cushions, and
smiled. Tho Owl of the Remove

was enjoying life.

That lordly abode, Cavandale Abbey,
was still honoured by Dilly Bunter'a
continued residence.

Harry Wharton & Co. had left, but
Bunter had no intention of leaving
till tho last day of the vacation. So
long 2s Lord Cavandale's patience held
out Bunter was ecertain to hold on.

Such an experience was not likely to
bhe repested, By a strange chance,
Bunter had placed his lordship under
an obligation, and he was taking the
fullest possible advnnta%a of it. Possibly
he realized that hiz welcome was wear-
ing thin, But Bunter did not mind that
so long a3 he was not actually shown
the door. Indecd, he would not have
minded being shown the door so long as
n boot did not help him through the
doorway. Bunter, for once, was a gueat
of o noble lord, hiving, as 1t were, In &
land of milk and honey, apd he waas
bent on making the most of i, and
making it last as long as possible.

Now the fat jumior was sprawling
luzuriously in one of the Cavandsle
cars. He was fifty or _sixty miles
from Cavendale Abbey. Bunter liked
joy-rides—when there was nothing to
pay. Here there was nothing to pay
—not even a tip for the chauffeur,
1§ the chauffeur expected a tip he was

“'The bath is ready,
sir 1 *  sald Wells,
glancing curiously af
the forlorn figure of
Taiters seated mner-
vously on the edge of
the chalr.
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weleome Lo expeet. His expectation was
never likely to be realised. Billy Bunter
did not believe in tipping. ]Zikewiﬁﬁ,
he was rether short of the necessary
eoin of the realm for the uﬁpoﬁe.

That morning, Bunter had ordered
the car to be brought round. He hed
ensconced himself in it, and told the
chauffeur to *let hear out.”

Thoughtfully, he had taken a wells
packed lunch-basket in the car.

He had onjoyed a run of a hundred
miles or so to the westward, FHe had
stopped the car while he ate his lunch,
warmly wrapped in rugs. The chauffeur
had walked about stamping his feet to
keep warm, while the Owl of Grey-
friars ate and drenk. Bunter forget
hiz existonce, till his lunch was over.
Then he told the man to drive home;
not too fast, as Bunter intended to have
a little nap in the car on his homeward
Way.

Leaning back Iuxuriously en  solt
leather, Bunter smiled.

Thiz was something like!

The car glided along the highways of
Suasex, heading homeward. It went aé
a moderate pace now, as instructed.
Bunter sat in a state of dreamy satis-
faction. '

He was falling into a gentle doze,
when he was awakened by the car
gtopping. DBrakes had jammed on.

Bunter sat up and took notice.

He blinked ot the chauffeur through
his big spectacles. The car had come
to a standstill.

“I gay, what are you stopping fori”
grunted Bunter.

Then, blinking past the driver, he
discerned n figure in the road. A
stranpge-looking figure it whs—a lad mo
older than Dunter, in ragged trousers,
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s man's 2oat cub short, and a bowler
hat much too big for him,

That gqueer figure had bolled out of
a lane into the high road, and held up
an imploring hand to the ear,

As he was standing directly in the
way of the car, the chauwiffeur had had

po choice about stopping.
“What the dickens——" snapped
Bunter,

The tattered youth ran up to the car,
the chauffenr staring at him euriously.

“What did you stop me for?” he
demanded gruffiy.

The regged lad pantod.

“I want a liftl Pleasze give mo a lilt
—a quarter of n mile will do—there's a
man after me—"" Lo goaspod.

“Better sk the young gentleman”
gaid the chauffeur, indicating the fat
junior in tha car.

Biily Bunter Dblinked indignantly at
the rogpged vouth,

“What the thump do von mean?” he
demanded. “What? Think I'm taking
a raggped robin like you into my car?
My hat ™

Tatters stagpered against the car,
apd leaned on ths door; pantiog,
hreathless—almost sobbing for breath,
He had run havd, and could nat stand
steadily on his feet.

*Wor goodness' sale, sir!™ he panted.
“There's o brute after me—he'll half-
kill me—maybe guite kill me this
time! Give me z Jift far ensugh to
leave himm behind, sicl”

“ 0t all the check——"" said Bunter.

. Ho was decply indignant. Lolling in
Lord Cavandnale’s car, feeling almost as
if it was his own car and he was a lord
himself, Bunter waz groatly shocked by
the eheel of o tattered tramp in asking
far a lift. Tatters hod come Letween
the wind and his nobility, as it were;
and he was annoyed.

The chauffeur’s look was compassion-
ata. He could see that the bay was
exhausted, and in a stade of terror.
Indeed, it was pretty elear that only
desperation could have induced such a
“ragged robin,” as DBunter called him,
to stop a luxurious malor-car on the
road and ask for a lift

“T'Il take him up beside me, sir!™
said the chaulfeur.

Bunter snorted.

“I=~1 know it's a cheek, sir!” gasped

or Tatters. *“Well T know 1it'a a

looming nerve. sir! But that man'll
nearly kill e !”

“Why don’'t you call a policeman?”’
$nup§ea Bunter. “PBleszsed if I over
heard of such o nerve.”

Tatters gave him o look; and moved
back from the ear. But at the samo
moment, throngh an opening in the trees
!:%th:_; roadside, & running figure camo
irite sight—Tinker Wilson, panting with
rage, and ronning hard.
fifty yards away.

Bunter gave
blink.

“Oh erikey I he gasped.

Even Bunter's obtuse brain  unider-
stood the state of affairs now: and s
fat heart was sensible to compassion,

“Got upl” he said. “Quick! Drive
on, Watson,”

“Thank yew, sir!™ gasped Tatters,

Ha did net wait to bhe told twica,
He tore open the door of the car and
belted 1n.

He was not

the tinker a startled

Tinker Wilsan came vacing out into
the rond. e gave o vell us he saw
Tatters plunge into the ear. ITe wus
hardly a dozen yards awav now: and
he pnt on o spurt,

" Btop 1™ he velled.

"Qm-:l:, Watzon ™ shwouicd Danler.

The eavage brutality in the rullian's
Tue Macgxer Limmnny.—XNo. 1,145,
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loocks rather alarmed the Qwl of the
Hemove.

Watson stamped on the gas.
shot forward like an arrow.
Wilson rushed desperately after if,
brandishing the stick.

“Btop! Put down that boy! You
‘ear me? That’s my boy! Stop!”

Watson grinned and let the car out.

,Billy Bunter blinked back at the
tinker. The ruffian roced on fifty
yvards or so, and st.a{:pcd. panting for
breath.  He brendished his stick furi-
ously after the venishing motor-car,

“Oh erumbs !” gasped Dunter, *What
an awiul-looking beast! He ought fo
be run int®

Tinker Wilson vanished into space,
and Bunter seltled down on solt cushions
again, The car raced on.

The car
Tinker

[R————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Benevolent Bunter |

ATTERS panted for breath.

Cald as the day was, perspira-
tion was running down his face,

making furraws in the grima.
Billy Bunier blinked at him enrionsly,
and a fittle contemptuously. He hm—ﬂfy
wanted that ragged, tattered, unwashed
kid in his luxurious car. 3tll, Bunler
could be kind-hearted, One glimpse of
the tinker had heen enovgh to show
that the “ragged robin™ had ample
reason for getting to a safe distance

from him,

“¥You can sit down, kid 1 sald Bunter
condescondingly.

“Thank you, sir!” gasped Tatters.

INot beside me,” added DBunter
hastily. ' Pull ant a seat there—that's
right. Dorn’t come too near”

" ¥Yes, sir]l WNo, sir!” said Tatters.

He sat down, still pumping in breath.

*This is bloeming kind of you, sir!”
he said. “I know it was a cheek to stop
a gentleman’s car and ask for a lift,
gir! DBut I was fair desperate, with
that brute close behind me, sir. He'd
have had me.”

Billy Bunter nodded graciously.

DBunter had an aristocratic prejudice
against low persons; but so long as they
were properly respectful, he could be
kind to them. And the tattered lad was
both respectful and grateful.  Bunter
liked gratitude. o scldom received
any—not =0 much beeause it was an
ungrateful world, as because he never
did anything to inspire it. Still, ho was
eetting some now, and it was quite
agrenable.

“That’s all right,” he said. “I'll pro-
teet von, kid! Who is he ™

“Ha's ealled Tinker Wilson, sie!”

“¥You his son?” asked Bunter,

“Oh, no sgir! I been with him,
but I don'’t belong to "1m,” said Tatters.
"Ho wouldn’t let mo leave him, s=ir,
and now I’ve ent and run for ik, But
if he'd ecaught me—" Tattera shud-
dered.

“What's your namoe?” asked Dunter.

“Tatters, sir!”

Bunter grinned.

“Call that a name? he asked.

“Ti's all T've wmof, =ir,” said Tatters
hambly. I never had any other name,
sir! Jost Tattors, meanin® raps, sie®

“Well, my hat!™ said Bonter. TTo
snt  camfortably  hack against  soft
cushions, and blinked at the talterod
lad. “That's jolly queer! What are

wor—a tinker "

“T've "elped him with the tinkering,
sir,” said Tatiers. “Mastly T pushes
the eart. and cookia the gruly, and makes
tiro fire”

“And where are yen going? asked
Bunter. “1 ean give you a lilt in my
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car a2 far as you like, il you're going
my way.”

*1 don’t care what way I poes, sir,
g'long as I get away from that brute,”
sard Tatters. “I can tramp the rest
when you drop mo, sirl Pr trying to
goet back to Surrey.”

*0Oh 1™ said Bunter,

1;13;'3 blinked dubiougly at the tattered

The car was heading for Surrey, to
return fo Cavandale Abbey with Bunter.
Thers was no reason why Tatlers
should not be given a lift all the way.
But Bunter doubted whether ho could
folerate suech low and unwashed com-
any for so leng. He wantced to be
trd 3 but there was s limit.
"Put mo down 83 seom as you like,
sir 1 eald Tatters, perhaps reading the
fatucus thoughts in the fat head. [
can walk it, sir, now I'm safe from that
brute, sir.”

“Oh, stick where you are!” said
Bunter. “I'm going back to Surrey, as
it hoppens, and I'll take you all the
way, ™

Tatters’ grimy face beamed.

He was prepared io tramp the long,
weary mikes to Wharton Lodge, now
that he was clear of Tinker Wilson,
Bt covering the distance in s high-
powered ear was & much more attractive
proposition,

“0h, sir!” he said. *“That’s pood of
ou, gir!] I know I pin't a it object to
¢ in this here car, sir, in my rogs.”

Bunter smiled geniaif ;
¥ Well, that's a fact—you're not!"™ he

said. " But it's all right. 1'll take you
elong. What part of Surrey i

“Wimford, air, if you go near ib.”

“Well, I'm going within & few miles
of Wimford,” said Dunter. “Have you
got friends at Wimford 2*

Tatters shook his head.

"Ne, sir; but there's s place-—-p'r'aps
you know it, sir, if you come from
Surrey—oalled Wharton Lodge—~="

Bunter jumped,

“Oh, my hat! You're not goinpg to
Wharton Lodge ¥

“Yeas, wsir!" said Tatters. “The
young gentleman told me to come thero
if Tinker beat me again, and he did
beat me ‘ard! IHe’s got a uncle, sir,
and p'rlaps the old gent will give a
bloke & job.”

“Well, my hat!® said DBunter, in
amazement. “ Where the thump did
Yyou come across Wharton 1"

“¥You know him, siri”

Billy Buntor grinned.

“Wall, rather! We're at school {o-
gether,” he said. “I've had him stay-
ing with me for ﬂhristmu?, in the man-
sion of one of my titled friends. How
did you come across him ™

Tatters told his tale.

“Bvy hat'" said Bunter, *“That was=
the night I sent them home in one of
my cars. 1 remember they had a spill.
Well, look here, kid. My titled friend,
where I'm staying for the vae, is about
fifteen miles from Wharton Lodge. L'l
take vou as near as that.”

“"That's prime, sicl"
gratefully.

“Dacsh it all,” zald Buntier generously,
“T'll run you right up to ithe Lodgo—
why not? It won't take me long, and
I'm in no hurry. It's all right so0 long
as I got back in plenty of time for
dinner.  That's rather important. 1)l
take you to Wiarton Lodge, and chance
it 1™

“You're vory good, sir,” eoid Tatters,
“But—but won't it seem like a chesl,
sir, e caoing to the 'ouze in o car like
this, sir, me a poor blake in rvogs?”

Dunier smiled zxenially.

(Fontinued on poge 12.)

said Tatters



QUR WALKING ENCYCLOPEDIA RATTLES OFF MORE “ANSWERS TO READERS " THIS WEEK.

-

In doubt over any soccer problem T Than write
to “Old Rel " for his aoxpert opinien: He's
only too pleaged to help you Baceor nthusiaats,

periences of certain footballers. Ho haz been noting

how men are transferred from one club to snother,

. and he has also boen reading a rather horrifying article

on this transfer businees which calls it ** trafficking in human

flosh and blood.™

Let me admibt quite readily that there are certain cte of

this transferring of players from one ¢lub to another with which

I am not in agwemenh, over which I myself am disturbed. On

the other hand, I don't think there is any necessity for followers

of the game to lose sleep over an i inary and wholly un-

true picture of {ootballers being sold by auction ; held up, and
theo knocked down o the highest bidder.

What you have to remember in the first place is that the
footballer who goes from one club to snother when a transfler

feo :’.-aipa.id gets a part of that fee. Another most important
point 18

OHE of my readers is rather disturbed over the ex-.

that & ployer connol be * sold '’ wunless he iz
perfectly willing for thal o happen to him, In
other woords, he cannot be compelled to go from
one club fto another unfess he wishes fo do so.

ET me just guote ono particularly interesting case which
drives home this latter point. Two or three seasons
back a player of the Arsonal elub—Jack Lambert—
could not get a regular place in the Arsenal side, There

were other clubg . which thought they could use the services of
Lambert to a much greater extent than Arsenal were using them.
¥o overtures were made for the transfer of Lambert.

Strengely enough—as it geems in the light of after eventa—
Areemal were gquite prepared to transfer Lambert, and every-
thing—+terma, etc.—was arranged so that he could go from the
Londop Club to Birmingham. Buit Lambert, to the surprise
of the Arsonal management, said :

“ No, I don't want o go to Birmingham. I
am quite happy with the Arsenal club, and quile
conlent 1o run the rish of never getling inlo the
firat team vegulariy.”

Ag the player took up this attitude there was an end to the
negotiations, Arsenal were willing to sell Lambert, but Lambert
waan't willing to go—so he stayed. Incidentally, how Arsenal
mist have rejoiced since then over the decision of the player.
Az you are probably well aware, Lambert, as centre-lorward
for Arsenal, has been one of the big successes of the present
peazon ; has been et the head of the goal-scorers op more than
one occasion, and with his gharpghooting and genersl play
has had much to do with the rise u? the Arsenal to their present
prominent position in the game. Incidentally, by staying with
the Arsenal, Lambert has a Cup-winner'a medal, gainod at the
end of the season. Lt looks o5 though the player know best,
doesn't it ¥

HERE are many similar casea to that of Lambert, proviog
beyond all gquestion that tire playver is o free agent mo
far as this transfor question is concerned,

Of course, plapers who refuse fo be transferred
run @ risk, ond the rvisk they run iz that of not
Leing offered a renewal of their cngogement
at the end of the season.

I am very pleased to have got my resders in the habit of
wriling to me when things which they do not quite undorstand
Lhappen st matches st which they attend. Two questions,
the replies to which I think will be of peneral intorest, have boen
sent to me concerning incidents in recent big games.

The Grst one comes from Grimsby, and concerns s match
between Grimsby Town and Leeds United. In the course of
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the game the referce awarded to Grimasby a free kick just outsida
the dz ponelty aroa. The kick wae taken once, and orderod
to ba re-teken. It was taken A second time, buot still the
roferoe was not satisfied. Before the kick was taken for the
Lhird time, however, the referee, go I am informed, said a fow
words to the players of Leeds, * What do i-i-ou think he could
be saving to them ? " is the form in which the question haa
reached ma. .

It iy not difficult to imagine what the referse was saying
to the playors of Leeds., The rules say that

when a free kick 1z awarded, the players against
whom it is given muat stand al least tem yards
micay from the ball until it is actually kicked.

When that free kick happens to be comparatively near to goal,
it is natural that in their anxiety to prevent s goal players of
the defending eide get a8 near as possible to the ball. In their
enthusinem lﬁm}r are not always keoen to stand the necessary
distance away. o

In this case the playoera of Leeds moved to within ten yards
of the ball before it was kicked. When thia happened, the referse
guite properly ordored the kick to be re-taken. The same thing
happened sgain, and after the second time the referes told the
Lﬂﬂﬁn playoras quite plainly that if they persisted in gettin
noarer to the ball than the rules allowed, he would have to sem
them off for ungentlemanly conduct. That is what the par.
ticular refereo was talking to the players about.

roferse who had oharge of that particular game, 1 do

admire him for the stand which he tool, This rule,

which saya that players must etand ten yerds oway

from the ball on free.kick occasions, is one that is frequently

broken with impunity ; without the roferet teking may notice

of the breach of rule. i

What I want to impress on all referces is that it is not theie

busingse to dscide whether rules are good or bad. Their job in

to see that the rules are carried out ae laid down by the law-
MAKOTS,

LET mo add, that althoogh I do not know personally the

HI other guestion with which T want to deal thia week
comea from a London reader who was present at s
recent %ama on the Tottenham Hotepur ground. He
states the case rather quaintly :

“ I gaw every kick of the mateh,” he says, * and
Repl o carcful count of the geore, 1 came moay
thinking that the Spurs had won by six gouls to
nothing. but wehen I picked up on evening paper
I was surpriscd o find thel the resull wos nol
siz—nothing Lul five—noilking in favour of the
Sparrs. Foater, the explonalion was given that &
goal seored weilh he Tast Lick of fhe malch was
riof allowed Decouse Tisnme expived as e ball was
on ifs woy to the net.”’

1t ia, of couree, funny that a fellow attending a mateh and
watching carefully shouldn't know the score, but it has happened
before., The reforee in this particular case blew his whistle
aftor the ball had loft the foot of the Tottenhar player, and
before it entorod Lhe not. You might call that & bit of ultra.
securpte timekoeping, but thouph i1t wos rather hard lincs on
the fellow who was in the act of Bﬂﬂnﬂ? not to be allowod 1o
connt a goal because time was u|lg, the refores was guite right.

Personally, [ think the rules of the game ought to bo alterod
in this respect. 1t would be better if, when time waa up, referces
were instructed not to sound the finel whistle until the ball
went out of play. Thers is such a rule associated with the

Ruchy pomo,
& e " OLD RET."
Taz Muicwer Lipnarr.—INNo. 1,195,
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TH2 BOY WITHOUT A NAME!

(Continued from page 10.)

“'Lhat's the proper spirit,” he said.
“Never be cheeky, and always keop
your place, and you'll be all right. But
I'll tske you to Wharton Lodge, all the
eame —don't you worry.”

“Lhank you, sir.™

Binter spoke to the chauffeur.

“Make for Wharton Lodge, Watson,
and =top at the gates.”

"Yos, sir”

“Mow I'm going to sleep,” said
Bunfer, *5it guict, and don't make o
row, ar disturh me, and you can stay
in the car”

“T won't make a =zound, sir,” said
Tattors.

“That's right.”

Bivy DBunter leaned back on the solt
leather, shut his cyes, and opened his
mouthy, and slumbered. Tattors, as he
had ¢gromised, did net make a sound;
but ftheore was plenty of sound from
Willit en George Bunter, His deep and
resonent snore mingled, more or less
harmeuiously, with the throb of the
enginds,

Tattdrs sat in contented zilence., It
was & wonderful experience for the
tinker's Loy, to bo whirled along in a
luxuriows car. Ile stared round at
the hardsome interior with awesteuck
eyce, e stared out at hill and dale
that flished past the windows. He

rinned Bs ho thought of Tinker Wilson,
eft hopelessly behind,  This was a
wonderf=] stroke. of luck for Tatters—
with eve?y mile covered by the fashing
wheels biz heart was lighter.

Accusttimed fo ithe slow progress of
the tinket's hand-cart when he was on
the road; ‘Tatters could hardiy believe
that he wis covering the ground at such
a roto now.

Suszsex was left bebind, and the ear
ate vp the miles on the Surrey roads.
It scemed iilte o dream to Tatters, when
he zaw the old chimneys and red roofs
of Wharttm Lodge showing through
leafless treth. o had a feeling such as
the travellet on the mmagie carpet in the
Arabian Nighlzs might have had,

The car halted. )

Bunter w#s siill snoring.  Tatters
ventured to fouch himn, io awaken him.
Bunter snored on.

A bunch =f cheery-locking fellows,
with faces reddy from a tramp in the
keen wind, etrived at the pgates from
the dircetion &f the village, and glanced
at the ecar. Then there was o shiout:

“Hallo, halle, hallo!”

“ Bunter !

“Tattors IV

“ My hat ®

“What the ’Ei‘.ump*-w“

Billy Bunte? opened his cyes beliind
hiz big spectacles, and blinked at the
Famous Five. Tatters gritmed at them
joyously.

i

THE NW:iNTH CHAPTER.

Lookingz Alter Tailers ]

ARRY WHARTON & CO. cams
H up te the car. Banter blinked
at tkem, and gave them a

rithes ‘ofty ned.

“T way, you fnllows——"

“Whore o farth did you pick up
thts kid!® idxeclaimed Wharton.
“Tatters, old ean, is it really you I

“Yeszir!¥  krinned Tatters. “Jest
me, s !

“Glad w0 see vou again,” said Harry.

“Tke gladininess is  terrifie, my
2l g.o¢ Tatters!”

i'ng Alhwexer Lipniprr.—No. 1,195

The chauffeur opened the door, and
Tatters stepped down,  Billy DBunter
waved a fat hand {o the chums of the
Remove.

“1 gave the kid a lift,” he cxplained.
“Watson, get back to the abbey.”

“¥Yes, sir”

“Thank wyou kindly, sir, for what
you've done, sir!” said Tatters, taking
off his battered hat respectiully.

Eunter’s fat hand waved again.

“That's all right, kid !” he said con-
descendingly. *'8Bo long as you're pro-
perly grateful, that's all nght. I'd
give you a quid to help you on your
way, but I object on prineiple to charity.
Find & job! Work hard! DBe respect-
ful to your ketfers, and never forget
vour place. Good-bye

The car glided away with William
George Bunter.

Harry Wharlon & Co. chuckled.

“Well, hero you are, kid,"” said
Harry. “Come on! I've mentioned
you to my uncle, and I hope he will be
able to bix up something.”

"Whera did Bunter picly you up,
kid #” asked Bob Cherry. )

“Filly or sixty miles from here, =ir,
in Bussex,” snid Tetters. “1I'd bolted
from Tinker Wilson, and he was alter
me. It was very Lkind of the young
g:er;t. sit. TIriend of yowr'n, ain't be,
sic 7

“Oh, no end !’ =aid DBob. * Anyhow,
it was decent of Bunter to give you a
lift. You've left Mr. Wilson a long
way behind #

“More'n fifty miles, sir,” grinned
Tatters, *though ”—his face fell—1
dessay he'll come 'ere arter me IV

“We'll give him jip if he does ! said
Johinny Dull.

“Yes, vathert”

“The jipiulness will be tervific!”

“The man’s got no claim on you,
kid,” said Harry. “If he has, he will
have to prove it. Come in and see my
uncle,”

There was a slight reluctance in
Tatiers” manner, as the juniors walked
him in at tho gates, and up the drive
{owards the house. in sight of YWharton
Lodre he hesitated and stopped, with a
erimson face.

“Come on ! said Harry.
“Oh, sir!? gasped Tatters,
fit to come into the 'ouse, sir!

my rags, sic!  Oh, sirl”

“1We'll fix you up in something betier
soon,” =aid Harry., “But you must
come in and ses my uncle.”

“tWhat—what sort of a cove is he,
sir?” faltered Tatters. The hapless out-
cazt hod headed hopefully for Wharton
Lodge, but now that ha avas there he
waz stricken with thronging deubts and
fears.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“He doczn’t bite I he answered.

“Pretaps he'll be wild, sir, at you
bringing me in, siv?" faltered Tatters,
*It might get yow into a row, sir.,”

“Not likely,” said Harry, laughing.
“Come on!”?

“"Haold on a minute, though,” said
Frank Nugent. *l1t might bo a gpood
idea to fix Tatters vp a bit, Harry,
hefore your uncle sces bim, He might
gob o bit of a shock—"

Harry Wharton paused.

1*oor Tatiers looked anxiously from
one faco to another. Only too painfully
was hoe aware of his unfitness to conter
the Lodge.

Rags and tatters and dirt did not
watter when he was  pushing Tinker
Wilson's cart by muddy roads and lanes
—he was used to them. But he felt very
diflerent among these well-dressed fel-
lowa, and with the handsome lacade of
Wharton Lodge before his eyea

“1 min't
Me 1n

1]
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“If 1 eould get a wash, str—" he
mumbled.

“You're right,” said Harry. “Look
here, kid, my uncle’s all right—a roal
sportsman, and the hest man breathing.
Still, we may as well fix you vp before
you see him.  Let's go round to tle
back.™

The ]i_uniurs went round the house in
the falling winter dusk. By a door in
tho rear, Harry Wharton led them in,
Tatters following in trepidation. Whar-
ton led the way wp a back staircase.
No cone was encountersd until, in the
corridor on which the juniors' bed-rooms
opencd, they came suddenly upon Wells,
tho butlop.

Wells almost fell down ot the signt
of Tatters.

*Master Harry I he ejaculated.

"He gazed with bulging eyes at the
tinker's hoy.

“Oh eripez ! mumbled Tatters. “It's
the bloke wihat gave me ‘arl-a-crown
when I was scofling the Christmas-
pudding in the kitchen.™

Wells started.

“Ch! I—I have scen this—this boy

before 1™ he  exclaimed. “* Master
Harry, what—"
H .z'!..lf gerene, yvells,” said Wharton

reassuringly.  “We're pgoing to give
him a wash amd o change, and take him
to my uncle. You turn on the water in
the bath-room and shove out some
towels, there’s o good chap.”
Wells pazped.
. “If the muster knows this—ihis boy
15 heve, sip—"
“"Ha will know as zoon as the kid's
had a wash,” szaid Harry., “You ecan
see ha wants one, Welis.”

Wells smiled faintly.

“Yes, sir. Quite so, sir. I will pre-
para the bath.’

Walls rolled away, and the Tamous
Five took Tatters into Harry's room to
wait for his bath to be ready. Yhar-
ton sorted out comb and brush and
other needful things.

Tatters looked round Wharton's den,
and glanced through the open doorway
into the spotless bed-roomny beyond, He
seemed almost avorcome.

“Oh, sir ™ he gasped.

“¥We can casily fix up some clobler,”
sald fhe captain of the Greyfriarvs
li:eng??e. “You're just about my size,

kid
about,” said Dok Cherry,

“ Just
“PBut loeck here, we've all poing to have
a hand in thiz. Tatters iz a pal ell
round—ain’t you, Tatters?”

“0Oh, sirl" gaspoed Tatters.

“The all-roundfulness i1s  terrifie
doclared Hurree Jamset Ram  Singih.
“Let us all sort over our absurd and
ridiculous possessions, end find the
neeessary  idiotie  artieles for the
estecmed and cxecerable Tatters.”

*Hear, hear 1"

And ihe juniors disperzed to their
rooms, to soct out various articles that
could be zpared.

“&it down, Ligd!” said Iarry, point-
ing to an armchair before the fire.

Takters cyed tho chair and his owvn
rags dubiously. and eat down on the
edre,

“J dare say you're hungry [¥ added
Wharton.

Tatters siniled faintly,

“1'll get Wells to fix vp semething
whila you're metting a bath [V said
Harry. "Il heve 1t brought up here,
You'd better ba feoling your bezt when
you see my uncle”

“ Anvthing wvou hke, sir,” smid
Tatters. 1 dow’t know why yon're
doing all this for me, sir, and you a
blooming toll.”

“Fathead ™ said  Harry. i |
mean——""  Ifa realited that Tulters
mizht net vnderztand the frec-and.casy

[I.?
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mode of address in the Greyiriars
Remove, “I mean, that's all right.
Don't you worry.”

Wells tapped at the door. 2

“The bath is ready, sir,” he :aid,
with a curions stare pnst Wharton at
the forlorn fipure on the edge of the
chair.

“Right-lio ! zaid Harry. *“Thiz way,
Tattera| Wells, old bean, I want vou to
fix up a snack for the kid and put it
in my room—cold chicken or some-

thinf. "
“Yes, Master Harey”
he-rﬁ:s ni‘?h uncle now, Welllfs ?.;T.l
e library, sir, wit 153
o s word ur . d
ot & word till we're ready, you
know, Wells.” :
Wells smiled. ]
“Yery well, sic1”

“Come on, kid 1" said Wharton, and
be led Tatters along to the bath-room.

The clean and shining interior of that
spartment struck the tinker’s boy with
awe. Steam roge from the hot water
in the bath.

“Now, tumble in,” said Harry., * And
when youw're finished, shove on thia
dressing-gown and coms back to my
ropm. Soal”

“Yes, sir”

And Tatters was left to plunge into
hot water, and to be as exbtravazant as
Eg lll'lfm? with scap for the first time in
- his life

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
in Clover !
Bob

b IPPING !  ejaculated
R Cherry.
There was & chanpo in

Tatters when he reappeared in
Harry Wharton's room,

Wrapped in Harry's dressing-gown,
his face showed bright and clean and
ghining, spotless now, and decidedly
good-looking. He loocked like auits

?m’c-her fellow, with & elean.-washed
ace,

Ei’idﬂntlf Tatters preforred to be
clean if he could. Ha had fairly

wallowed in hot water and soap, and
rubbed and serubbed, and scrubbed and
rubbed, till not a speck was left.

He had pared his nails and cleaned
them assiduously; the black rims that
had adorned them were quite gone,
His thick, curly hair had been combed
and brushed, and it looked wvety nice
now that it wns clean and tidy; a rich
brown, with gleams of gold in it

The change in Tatters was indeed
startling.

As Wharton and Tatters sauniered along neither suspected that a pair of glinting ey

woods heside the lane !

His featurrs were good—the nose
nicely shaped, the mouth well cut, tho
chin handzomo. Xven in dirt and rags

he had looked rather I:;t:n::-'.i.-ltr:u:-l:ini’gi
Now it could be seon that he was really
handsome,

“The ripfulnesa i3 derrifie,”  said

Hurrea Jamset Ram  8Singh.  *The
estoemed washfulness was a ridiculous
slne qua non,”

Tatters grinned rather cheepishly.,

“1 feel better now, sir,” he said,
“¥You young gonts wouldn't vnderstand
how ‘ard it is for a cove to keep clean,
tramping the road. And iinker used to
wallop me for washing.”

“Nice man!” said Bob. *“I wish
we'd given lus head another bang or
two the other night.”

“Well, here's the clobber, kid,” said
Harry. *“.Jump inlo it."

“ Yoessir™

Tatters had guite a collociion  te

choose from. I the Famons Five had
contributed. He dressed with ovident
gatisfaction, sceming to vevel in the con-
tact of clean clothes.

An old suit of Wharton's~not very

£

‘- by P
: o 5 7 L8 .
A | 7 ?

'’
LN

13

eld—fitted Il alinost as if it had been
made for him. Bhirts and ofher things
fitted 2z well as could be expected.

Tatters prinned with gles a8 he
dressed, and gasped at tho sight of his
own reflection in o gless.

On his white skin—-white since his
bath—thoere were sions of many bruises
and weals—evidently the handiwork of
Tinker Wilson, nd all the Co.
wizhed that they had handled the ruffian
a little more severely on the oceasion
when he had been in their hands.

“Hallp, helle hallo! What on
earth’s that 7 asked Bob Cherry, as he
was handing Tatters a shirt. He

N (2

o
o

!

."-H‘ .

es watched them from the Irosty under-

"stered at u mark on the boy's right arm

just above tho elbow.

It was a strange mark, in gshape like
the bead of an ancient battleaxe. Ik
was deeply imprinted.

Tatters glanced down alb it

“Dunno,” he answered. “It's always
been there, siv”

“Must bo a birthmark,” said Bob.
“But it's jolly clear for s birthmark,
Any of vour relations got it1"

Taiters grinned.

“Ain’t gob anv relations that I know
of, sir,”” he answered. .

‘Might be alble to bnd seme, with
that mark to go on,” said Johuny Bull
“[i's a birthmark plain enough, and &
rather queer one. You must have some
relations somewhere, kid,”

“1 s'pose so, sir,” assenbted Takbera,
“Dat I ain't never 'eard of them.™

ITs fnizhed dressing, and, standing
hefore a pler-plass, surveyed his wells
dressed reflection almost in awe.

“ Bust my bulttons!" Lo e¢jaculated.
“S'long ne I don't opan my mouth

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

anybody might take me for a toff, like
you coves|"”

The juniors chuckled.

There was & tap at the door, and
Wells came in with 2 well-laden tray.
Wells almost dropped the tray at the
sight of the transformed waif. The
changoe in that youwth's aspect fairly
made Wells jump.

Tutters sat down to a meal, which he
evidently needed badly. The [act that
he used n knife to convey food to his
mouth was unfortunate, but not to ba
wondered at.  Anyhow, he enjoyed the
meal thoroughly. A eold chicken and
other thinfa vanished almost as rapidly

¥

ns if Jilly DBunter had operated on
them.

Tatters sizhed with satisfaction when
he had finished.

“Aain’'t that prime!"” he remarked.
He wiped his mouth with his sleeve;
which did not improve the sleeve.

“Now we'll go down and see my
uncle,” said Harry.

At that aonouncement Tattors' un-
easiness zeemed to return. DBut he
looked in the glass again, and drow
comfort and courage from the well-
dressed reflection that he saw thore,

“Heady, eir!” he said.

The chums of the Remove went down,

and Iarry piloted the waif to the |

library, the other fellows remaining in
the hall. Wharton opened the library
door, and pressed Tatters' arm reassur-
mngly, as he hesitated and lingered.

Night had fallen now, and the library
wag lighted by a shaded reading-lamp,
whero Colonel Wharton sat, with the
Wimlord paper in his hands, reading
out 1items of local interest to Misa
Wharton, who was busy with Lnitting-
necdles,

The colonel ceased ¢0 read, and
glanced towards his nephew with a
smile, and turped his glance inquiringly
on Tatters,

Miss Amy Wharton smiled benignly
at the two boys, though her busy needles
did not econse to lick,

“A friend < yours from school,
Harry ! asked the colomel, his eyes
resting on the handsome, well-dressed,
rather shy lad at his nephew's side.

“Not from school,” answered Ilarry.
“This—thia is tho kid I mentioned fo
vou, uncle, the other day.™

Colonel Wharton looked puzzled. He
did not think of connecting this well-
dressed fellow with the tinker’s boy his
nephew had fold him about.

“1 don’t =eem to remember,” he said,
H'l.j“ha_____.u

“Tatters '™ said Harry.

C'olonel Wharton startaed.

“Tattera!" he repented.

“Tha tinker’s boy,”™ said Harry,

The eolonel stared, as well he might.
Tattera looked like anything but a
travelling tinker's boy.

“We've fired him up a bit, vocle®
added  Wharten,  “We—we  thought
we'd hettor—>™

“Oh!” said the colonel. ®Quita!
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Very thoughtful of you, my boy ! Come
nere, Tatlers, 1f that 1s your name.”

Halters eame shyly forward, with o
deep colour in his cheeks. He was fecl-
ing better in clean and decent clethes,
but not wholly at his ease; tho change
was rather too great. And the hand-
somo  libravy, with the book-lined
walls, the log fire glowing in the old-
fashioned  henrth, the softly-shaded
clectric lamp—awed and almost fright-
engd him. The bronzed face of the old
military _gentleman was  kindly,  bub
awe-inspiring.

But Tattors drew courage from tho
kind and gentle faco of Miss Wharkon.
He came forward intp the light.

“&o you are called Tatters, my box "
geaid thoe colonel.

“Jest  Talters, sir!” mumbled the
waif, in o voice that was hardly in
keeping with lis good looks and well-
fitting clothes,  *“Ain't never 'ad any
other name as T knows of, sir.”

diss Wharton started a tittle, and
her needles ceased to click. The colonel
looked more keenly at the bey, and
tugeged at his grizzled menstache,

*Dear me ™ murmured Aunt Amyv.

“Well, if Tatters iz vour name. wn
must eall yon Tutters for the present.”
snid’ﬂnlmmi Wharton, *8it down, miv

oy,

Tatters sat uneasily on the edge of a
chatr.

Colonel Wharton sat dewn apnin.

“Now tell me all about vonrself,
Tatters, and we will sce what ean bo
done,” he satd,

_And Tlarry Wharton retived from the
library, leaving Tartters to the eolonel.
It was evident thet Tubters had made a
good impression on the old pentloman—
so far as looks went, at least.

“All serene ¥ azked Dol Cherrey, ns

the captain of the Remove rejoined his
chuma,

“Yos, T think so0.” answered Wharlon,
“My uncle will do something for the
id, somehow ; and he will seo that that
brute Wilsont does not get hold of him
arain, anvhow. I'm glad he eame here.
He seems o decent sort of kid!™

“The decentfulness is absurd and
prepestercus, '’ _aFrmd Hurree Jamsot
]111:113 Singh, with a nod of his dusky

a0,

All the Co. were agrecd on that.
Tatters hed made a very agrecable im-

pression on_all of them.  'They had
taken a liki to the waif—a feeling
founded chicfly, perhaps, on com-

paszion.

“There's that old sporteman who was
lopking for him—the old johnny who
asked uws questions about him on the
Wimford voad  yesterday,” ndded
Wharton. * Ho seemed rather a ficrce
old begger; but he must take some
inlerest 1in Tatters. He may mean to
bo a friend to the kid. I'll speak about
that to my uncle, after he's had a jaw
with Tatters. Anvhow, the kid's done
with tinkering along  with Tinker
Wilson. And if we hoppen on that
brute again——"

“We'll jolly well seraz him!" said
Bob,

“The seragfulness will be terrifie ™

“I fancy he won't dare to come hera
looking for Tatters, though,” said
Marry.

"Wot likely !

But on that point the chums of the
Remove were in error., Tinker Wilson
had stronger motives than  they
dreamed for holding on to Tafters: angd
oven  while they were speakine, a
tinker's cart was trundling along the
Buszox roads. pushed bre Mr, Wilson—
still tmany a long mile distant, but hond-
ing in the direciion of Wharton Lodre.

THE MAGNET

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Meeting o the Road !

i 1o
% Sir  George  Cholmondeley
barked out the word.
Spencer braked. .

It was the day after Tatters' arrival
at Wharton Lodge, & fine, frosty day,
and Sir George’s car was whizzing
along a road on the borders of Surrey
and Sussex,

Mr. Cyril Rackstraw sat beside the
old baronet in the car; his face clouded
and unhappy whenever Bir George's
ove was not on him.  Mre, Rackstraw
assumed an expression of forced cheer-
fulness when he found himself under
ol=ervation.

Whatever might be 8ir. George's
object in scouring the roads in his car,
gearching for a travelling tinker, it was
certain that his prandson, l:};;rli Rack-
straw, did not enjoy the quest,

But Mr. Rackstraw had excellent
reaszons foy keeping in the good graces
of his irascible grandfather,

Sir George was an estremely wealthy

entleman; whila Mr. Rackstraw had
ittlo in the world beside an allowance
from his grandfather, and great ox-
pectations from that testy old gpontle.
matt.  And Mr. Raoackstraw, though
short of cash, was o vounp gentlemsn
of expenzive tastes,

Tt did not need o very keen eye to
road the signs of dissipation in his face,
Sir Coorze’s eve, though old, was ver
keen—keen ng an oazle’s, and he rea
hiz grandson’s character fairly clearly;
which wag, perhaps, the reason why {m
itad no very strong aflfection for him.
Night clubs, races, and bridge filled up
most of Cyvril Rackstraw's Jeisure, and
his locks betrayed the effect of late
hours, disaipafion, and idleness.

BMr. Rackstraw was bored fo ex-
tinetton by the company of his grand-
Enther. l1le was not wholly succeszsful 1o
hiding that fact.

He seemed sunk in moody reflection
now; and he eame out of it with a jerk
as 8¢ Ceorge barked to the chaufeur,
and the ear slownd and ELr;‘ppnd.

“What 13 1tt" le azked, glancing
round.

“Look 1™ barked Sir George.

He gave n nod towards o far {rom
prepossessing figure on the road., It
was that of a burly, hulking, unwashed
travelling tinker, pushing a hand-cart,
with a glncl: pipe upside-down in his
miouth, gripped by vellow teeth.

Rackstraw started, and a deadly
paleness  oversprond  his  face. He
staved at Tinker Wilson as if that

gontloman had been the grisle ghost of
a tinker.

ORI he stutterad,

“It may be the very man wo want "
gaid 2ir George, At least, he answeors
to thp deseription given me.”

“My dear sic "—Mr. Rackstraw’s
volco was Lusky—"if we are goin' to
stop evers tinker we meet on the
road—="

Snort, from Sir George.

“Every onel” he £'Lt)e:mrl-hc.'-ﬂ:'l. “ Every
one, Cyril! DLvery ene fill we find the
1'5;5}“; onc! Rely on that "

‘Mhis—thiz man iz alone 1" stammered
Rackstraw. “You—you are looking for
a tinker with—with a bov.”

*I shall guestion him.”

“ But really, sipe——"

* Neonsonse 17

Spencer stepped down and opened the
door of the car. Ilesigned to the tinker
to draw near.

Tinker Wilson stared at him surlidy.

“What's this gamot” ke grunted. ¥ If
vou don't know sour blooming way, ask
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somebody else! I aim't gol no time to
waste on you 1M

2pencer looked Lim over.

“You're wanted,” he said, “Come
hevel Bir Ueorge wishes to speak to
YOl
*'Ang S George, wheever Sir George
may be " retorted Tinker Wilson, 1
don't givo a rap for Sir George, and
you can  pul !',Rut. in your pipé and
smoke it, Mister Shover,™

Bir Georpe Cholmondceley leaned from
the car.

“"Come here, my man " he said.

Tinker Wilson gave him a stare of
impudent defiance.. Then, as his eyes
fell on Cyril Rackstraw, the tinker gave
a violent start, He stared blankly af
the voung man in the car.

“Burn my body and boots ™ he ejacu-
leted blankiy.

Hacksirew eoinpressed his lips, .

“Come here, my monl” he said.
“Sir Georyge wishes to ask yon a ques-
Won. 14 wiil be worth your while to
snewer,

A slow, cvil erin overspread the
tutker's face. e left hiz hand.cart, and
catilo up to the door of the car.

Bir Ueorge Cholmondeley cyod him,
and then turned suddenly fo his grand-
LUFH B

“ITave ron scen
Cyril 1 he barked.

ol Oh, not
stamnmered Rackstraw,
I oI seemed to me as if you recognised
em’

“Mot in the least! I—T thought that
Le was rather lile the description given
by xour inguiry agent, that is all”

“I ain't never seon the young gontle-
man before, ste,” =aid Tinker Wilson, in
a more eivil manner. " P'rlaps you'll
tefl me whet vor want with me, =i
- The old pentleman’s keen cyeos, glitter-
g under his white brows, fixed on the
tinker, ,

“Is your name Wilzon " he asked.

For a sccond the tinker hesitated.
Then his answer camoe:

“Ne, sir. Name of Smith, sic.”

“Whkera 13 your boy F?

“"What boy, sir?” asked the tinker.

“You gencrally have a boy with you,
I think "

" Na, =i 1™ answered the tinker cherr-
fulle. “1 work alone, sir] I ain’t no
uso for n boy, sic! Lazy voung rascals
they 18"

“Did vou ever live, for a 1ime, in the
village of OQukshott, in Kens

® Neover "eard of it, sir®

“Did vou, at that time, have a boy
with you, whe was found by a =chool
inepecter and =ont to schiool for a
time 1"

" Never 'ad a boy at all, sir.”

“This cannot be the man, sir!®
Mr. IRocicstraw.

this man belore,

Certzinly not!™

ELg

said

“I have a very slrong suspicion that €

he is the mani” barked Bir George.
“ He certainly answers to the deseription
1 bave received.”

“ it he dentog—"

* Probably he wonld deny anything,
especially the truth, if he is the man of
whon I am in search.”

“That what yeu eall eivil =ir, speak-
we o a respectable and "ard-warking
man ¥ atked Mre. Wilsen imnodently.

“Silemee.  sir!”  ropped oot
harenct. “You losk a rogue;
written all over von,”

" But really—"" muarmared Mr, Rack-
A,

* Nonsoree 1

“Well, I ain't a reoun, cie®™ eald {ho
tinker. ™A honest, 'ard-warkine man,
par, and I oain't got a lot of Ume to
waste, neither,”

“Wou will answer my  auestions 1M
brrhnd Bir Crorre. " And 3if vou give
e zny impudense, veu will be zorvy for

the
it 13
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it, my man.  Aye you not the tinker who
was camped in Cak Wood Lane, uecar
Wiinford a few days ago?”

Wilson started a little, .

fAR! T see that you are ! exclaimed
Sir George. His keen old eyes lost
nothing, * Tell e the truth !

“Never 'eard of Wimford, sir,” sad
the tinker stolidly., “Where is the
bloamine place, sic ™

“In Surrey I
*1 ain’™t mn in Svrrey for years,
gir.”

I!J

“I do not belicve a word of it
rapped Bir George.

“Pleasa yourself.
anzwered the tinker.

“Listen to me, my man!” zaid Sir
Ceorge impressively. “I desire to find
the boy who has travelled in company
with a tinker, named Wilson. It 1s very
important, A largo reward will be paid
to anyone who helps me to find that lad.

old gentleman I

i

The Ofice Boy's Smiled,

to laugh at the fﬂ“ﬂwing storvette, |
which has earned far Charles Hare, :
of 22, Melbourne Terrace, New- !
town, Bristel, one of this week's

|
II NOW IT'S YOUR TURN !
|
|
| USEFUL PENKNIVES.

Oild Qent: " Your father Ia
\ entirely bald, Isn't he, Johnny 7 "
|  Johany: * Yes, I'm the only
|

i Look lively with

haly ha has loft ! *?
'ﬁur efforts,
chums. You reall UST win

i one of these useful prizes,

—

If vou can placo thot boy in my hands,
I will pay you one hundred pounds.”
Tinker Wilson's cyes snapped with
recd.
“A 'undred pounds!” he repeated.
His eyes traveiled past the baronet, to
the white, scr face of Cyril Racksiraw,
“ A "undred pounds 1™

“Fos! Now what ¢an you tell me ¥

“Why, =ir,” said tho tinker slowly,
“I'd do a lot for a 'undred pounds, sir,
being a poor man, and trade in a bad
way. ale being on the road, air, 1
dlossay I could met in touch with that man
Wilson what you want to find, siz, and
let your know, i wou'll give me an
address, sir. Pd certainly do my best,
sir, for a "erdinl of money liks (hat™

Hiv George eyed him dubiously.

“2lr Droree 18 very anxious to find
this mnan 'E‘EfiTﬁﬂn," saied BDlr. Rackstraw
uictlv., “ Ho has roason ta helieve that
the man has illtreated the boy in his
charge, and desires his punishment,”

“Oi I eiaculated the tinker.  * Does

hET”
“Cortainty.  And probably the man
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will be charged with kidnapping,” went
on Mr, Rackstraw, "“"Uniess he can
prove that he hag a vight to the boy—"

“Oh 1" zaid Tinker Wilson. i

"¥ou nced say no more, Cyril ¥
barked Sir George angrily. "I suppose
it is not your intention to defeat my
object; but certainly that is hikely to be
the result of your remarks.”

“Really, sir—"

“ Nonscnse }”

Mr. Rackstraw was silent again. But
there was an evil gleam in the tinker's
eyes a3 he looked at the old baronet.
Mr, Raockstraw's words had evidently
given him food for thought.

“Put me in touch with this man
Wilson, and you shall receive o hundred
pounds reward,” zaid 8ir George. ' Yon
may communicato with me at Chol-
mondeley Castle, Hampshire ®

"Il remember, sir,” said the tinker.
“Fll sarely do my best, sir, mn boing
a poor man, and trade bad, sie.”

*1f you are Wilson——"

“I “ain't, sirl™ said the tinker
stolidly, ™1 faney I ean lay ‘unds on
him—L beheve he's in the North now,
gir. I'H find him if I ean, and let you
know, =ir, taking your word about the
roward, ™

“Vorg welll” snapped Bir George,
and he sat back, hig keen eyes still
lingeving dubiously on the stubbly face
of the tinler.

“Take this for your tronble, my
man " eand Mre Rackstraw, and ho
tossed o pound note to the tinker.

“Thank wvan kindly, sir!™ =aid Me
Wilton, with a very peculiar glunce at
the voung man in the car. He stowed
the pound note in his pocket, touched
his batteved bat, with more impudonee
than respect, took the handles of his
cart, and trundled on.

Mr. Rackstraw drew a Jdeep breath.
He could bardly disguise his relief when
the tinker departed.

Bir George leaned f{rom tho door
again, and cast a glance after the tinker,
In & few minutes, however, "Linker
Wilson turned out of tho road into a
by-lane, and disappearcd from sight.

“1 believe that man was lying ¥
barked Sir George. I heve a srr-:mf, A
yery sirang, suspicion that he ia Wilson
himself. 1f a boy had been with him, I
should have been certain, But T shall
not fenve 1t at this. I shall telephone to
Sharpley’s at onee, to find that man and
kecp a wateh on him. Eipencer " He
barked at the chauffeur. * Drive to the
nearest town at onee—stop at the first
hetel where there iz a telephone”

“Yes, Sir George,” - .

The car rolled on Jts way agnin. _Bir
George Cholmondeley =zat in  deep
i,huug’hlf. while Mr. Raockst*nw scomed
planged deeper than ever in moody
reflegtion,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falis!
% 0. P-E—"ope I'* said Tattors,

H “Llope I murmured Harry

Wharton. _
“That'a what I said—-
tope ' said Tatters cheerfnlly.

Tarry Wharton smiled.

Tatters had been at Wharion Lodge
a couple of davs. Coloncl Wharton
had quite decided that something must
ba done for the lad, and Miss Wharton
fuily agrecd with hun.  The question
of what was to he done, however, wis
not so casily decided, and on that sub-
jeet the eolons] was rummabing,

In tha meantime, Tatters remained.
It was agreed on all hands that, what-
ever Dis ultimate destiny, a_few duys
'I'ng Aagxer Lisnany.—XNo. 1,105
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of rest and regular washing and good
food would do him a world of good.
That he was a decent sort of lad, and
that, in spite of his trainming—or want
of training—there was no harm 1n him,

Gplnnel Wharton had soon satisfed
himself. Bo, as the Greyfriars fellows
seomed disposed to make the waif wel-

come, the old geéntleman left Taiters
in_their hands. :
He gave his nephew a hint that he

might gpend o few mseful hours in
helping the boy to make up for the
neglect of his education, and Harry was

qguite willing to oblipe, and his friends
to help him.

Tatters, fortunately, was willing to
learn, X

S50 the chums of the Ramove took 1t
more or less in turns to give the tinker's
oy a little ipstruction, and Tatters
roceived it kindly and with appreciation,

Now, he was strolling along the lane
near Wharton Lodge with the captain
of the Remove, it being Wharton's turn
to instruct, Wharton was giving him
gome spelling, and he was selecting
words beginning with an H, for the pur-
pose of impressing that aspirate a little
on Tatters. Tatters had a reckless dis-
regard for the aspirate—in fact, he
hardly scemed fo be aware that there
was one,

“Ain't I got it right, sir?’ asked
Tatters, gathcring from Wharton’s smile
that something was amiss,

".’."ﬂ:;t quite,”* said Harry. “Make it

hnpe.'

“"Ope!™ sald Tatters. DBut at a
second atfempt he repeated: “Hope!
I Fet you, sir! T pot 181"

‘Good I” said Harry.

“Course, there's a blooming haiteh 1™
gald Tatters. “Ain't never bothered
about sich things ufore. 0Old Tinker
Wilson didn’t go much on haitches,”

“I suppsse not,” snid Wharton,
laughing. '

“It's very good of you, sir, to take
this *ere trouble with me,” snid Tatters.

“I mean this here trouble.  See? X
got it again! WhTY if T was with you
a few woeks, sir, d begin to talk {ike

a8 tolf myself.”

“T wish you could be,” said Flarry.
“"But we go back 1o school in a few
days now, so we must make the most
of the time we've got.”

TEttera' faca fell a little,

“Course, youw'll be going back to
school,”” he agreed. “But I dessay I'll
ses you again some time, sir, when you
ain't ot schoal.”

* ¥es, rather "' said Harry.

“You see, sic,” :said Taticrs ingenu-
eusly, “I ain't never talked to a bloke
like you afore—in this "ero fricndly way,
I mean. It den’t seem real to me now,
neither. This mornin® when I woke up
I thought I was back with Tinker
Wilson; and it was jest like a dream,
looking round a elean room. Jest like
a blinking dream!” ropeated Tatters
mE{!lmtiv;i,v. "I'm blowed, szie, 1f I
feel sure that I shan’t wake up and
find rI dreamed  the ‘ole bally thing,
gir "

Harry Wharton nodded. and they
walked on in silence for a fow minules,
But it was the hour of instruetion, and
lessons began again, Word after word,
oach beginning  with an H, Tatters
wrestled with, and there was ne doubt
that he was attentive, quick, and
intelligont.

They strolled on while they were con-
versing, combining healthy  exerciss
with  iustruction. Tatters, doubtloss
owing to his early life, preferved the
open air on all oceasion=: and Harry
Wharton cevtainly preferred the peripa-
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THE MAGNET

totic moda of instruction to sitling overa chance that they might come in sight.

a desk indoars,

It did not oceur to cither of them ns
they sauntercd along the frosty lane
that hostile eyes watched them. Harry
Wharton had almest [lorgotien the
existence of Tinker Wilson, and he was
sure that the ruffian would never dare
to molest Tatters while he was under
Colonel Wharton's protection.

Tatters nssuredly had not forgotten
his tyrant; but even in Tatters’ mind
Tinker Wilson was growing dimmer,
and seemed very far away.  Tatters,
too, doubted whether the tinker would
dare to attempt to recapture him from
sich n place as Wharton Lodge, He
had ne doubt that the tinker would
guess where he had taken refuge; but
coming to such a place after him was
guite a different matter.

Neither of the boys suspected that
a scowling face and a pair of glinting
eyes under knitted, shagey brows
watched them from the frosty under-
woods besido the lane.

Tinker Wilson breathed an oath of
satisfaction under his breath.

It was true that the ruffian dared not
venture near Wharton Lodge. But he
had been hanging about the place at &
little distance, watching for a chance to
ascertain whether Tatters was there.

Now he knew |

Creeping like some lurking animal in
the underwoods, the tinker kept the
two bovs mn sight as they sauntered
along the lane. They were going away
from the lodge, which was less than a
c_lLuart&r of a mila behind them, however,

ha farther away they were the better
it. sutted the tinker’s purpose.

But presently they turned and bepan
to stroll back. Then Tinker Wilson
flattencd himself bLohind a tres close to
the lane and waited for them to pass.

Az they came abreast of the tree the
;-u!iTism suddenly leaped out into the
ana.

“Oh, my hatt” ejeculated Whartaon.

Tatters zave a startled ery.

“It's the tinker! Oh eripes!”

They stopped and backed away as the
ruffian blocked their path, a thick stick
1in his hand.

Tinker Wilson gave them an evil look.

“ 8o I've found you, Tatters!" he said
between his yellow teeth.

Tatters did not answer. All the
cheery brightness faded out of his face
at the sight of his old tyrant.

Wharton stepped a pace in front of
tho waif,

“Stand back, wou raseal!” ho said
quictly, hiz eyes gleaming at the tinker.
“Keep vour distanca ™

The tinker laughed hoarsely.

“You're coming  alonger
Tatters " Iie said.

“I ain't!” muttered Tatters miser-
nhly.

“You are, vou young limh 1™

“MNothing of the kind!' broke in
Wharton. “And if vou know what's
good for you, Mr., Wilson, you'll go
while the going’s good! The minute I
et in I ghall tell Colonel Wharton that
vorr are here, and the police will be
locking for you.”

“Yeou got a lot to say, zin't von?'"
stieered the rullian, “And g'pose I give
5'4}-.1!:; crack over the “ead with this ’ere
stick ¥"

Whavton elenched his hands, Tt was
plain_that the ruffian meant mizchicf,
Dt Whavton faced him resolutaly,

HEtaud by me, Tatters,” he said.
“We ecan handla the brute, stick ond
alll Btick to it !”

*You bet, sic1” said Tatters.

Harry Wharton east o swilt glance
round. ITis eovnrades were out on their
bicyeles that afternoon, and there was

me,

Never would the sight of them have
been so welcome |

But Tinker Wilson understood what
that glance implicd, and he lost no time,
He came on at a rush, whirling up the
stick

Harry Wharton jumped aside, dodged
under the uplifted arm, and ran in
close; and there was a vell from Tinker
Wilson as an upper-out jarred every
tooth in hiz hend. Tatters rushed in to
back up the Greyiriars junior.

But the tinker was desperats. IHe
shortened his arm, and the stick came
craching on Wharton'a head st close
quarters.

It was a savage blow, and the eaptain
of the Greyfrinrs Remove fell like o log
under it. Almost stunned, he lav on the

ound. The next moment Tinker

filson had his grasp on Tatters.

Tatters struggled franticaliy.

“¥ou benst!" he yelled.
‘urt him "

“I'll 'urt you, too, if you don't come
guiet!” growled the tinker, and by
main force he dragged the boy from the
lano inte the wmi

Harry Wharton sat up dazedly; but
his senges were swimming, and he reeled
over and fell again,

Tatters, resisting fiercely, was dragged
into the wood: and the tinker, with a
curse, struck him over the head with
the stick.

“You've

“"Now be guiet, 'ang vou!" he
snarled. i 4
“'Elp ' ghrioked Tatters.

Another brutal blow silenced him.

The tinker lifted the almost senseless
boy in his sinewy arms and bore him
bodily away through the waood.

Up ono path end down another he
went, tramping swiftly, the hapless wail
it his armg still resisting feebly.

Half a mile from the spot where
Wharten had heen left, the tinker
stopped. There, in a cart-treck under
the trees, was his handcart. Ila
slammed Tatters down. The boy stood
unsteadily, staring at the ruflian with
scared eyes.

Tinker Wilson made a pgesture with
the stick.

“Now then, I got you ag’in, Tatters!"
he said hoarsely. “Toke them '"andlos
and shove that there cart along.”

“1 won't1” muttered Tatters.

“Won't vou?” hissed the ruffian,

He grasped the boy by the eoiiar with
his laft hand, and thrashed him with
the stick in his right, Tatters yelled
with pain.

Mot till his arra was tired did the
ruffiap cease that cruel beating. Then
he flung the boy down again.

“Take them 'andles!™

His voice came in a savage growl.

Tatters groaned. He wasz at the
mercey of his old tyrant once mere, and
the old habit of submission came back.
In silence, with a wretched face, ponre
Tatters took thie handles of the cart and
wheeled it away.

*That's better ! snarled the ruffian.
“You keep on. see? 'Urry! T'll give
vou a lick with this here stick if vou
glack! 1 pob you back now, you young
limb, and I'll make vou *op if you don’t
too the linal See?”

Tatters, in miserable silence, framped
on with the tinker’s ecart. Tinker
Wilson tramped with him, an evil eye
on him. Picking out lonely lanes and
by-paths, the tinker kept on his way
a3 the early Joanvary dusk fell thicker
and thicker over the SBurrey lands-ape,

Tatters tramped on with & heart like
lead. Ha had told Wharton that his
life at the lodee scemed like o dream,
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Turning back his sleeve, Tatters, amazed
and bewildered, bared hisarm; displayinga

mark like an axe-head above the elbow.
George stared at the hirthmark.

and now it zeemed fo him that he had

awalkened from the droam and was back
in reality. And the reality was terrible.
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Vanished !
“ ALLO, hallo, halle 1™

H “*¥W hartoip—="

“Ay estecmed chum—-"

i There was a clanging of
bieyeles ns four juniors jumped down,
At the corner where the lane joined the
Wimford road, the cyclists had sud-
denly sighted Harry Whartcn, Wharton,
with an unsteady step, and his hand to
lus head, was coming out of the lane
into the road. :
Frank Nugent, leaving his machine to
rin whither it would, caught his chum

by tho arm. i
“Harry, what's happened?” His
grasp steadied the captain of  the

Romovea,

Wharton panted.

“That scoundrel—Wilson—he's got tho
kid! He knocked me on the headl
Ow! I've gpot & bump! That dovsn't
matter: but he's got Yatters 1"

" Great pip 1Y

“I was koocked out!  guasped
Wharton, "The brute lad a codgel,
and he gava me a fearful rap?® &
preszed his band fo his head, Hig face
was white and dreawn with pain, * Help
me to the house, Franky, 1'll et my
uncle to telephone to the police station
at Wimford."

“Come on, old fellow,
bike, Inky.”

“Whero did it happen?” asked Dab
Cherry.

Wharton pointed up the lane.

" Nearly & quarter of a milo—""

“We'lll get oo oand laok lor the
rotiar,” saud Bob., " Coame on, Johnny!
Yon zet Wharten in, Frank.”

Without waiting for o reply Bob

Look after my

Sir

Cherry leaped on his machine and shet

aeway up the lane. Johnny Bull
edalled after him swiftly. Hurree
ingh had picked up Nugent's bike, and
he now handed it to Nugent.

“YT  had  bhetterfully follow
esteamed chums,” he remarked. *1f
they meet with that zstimable and
execrable rascal, the morefulness will be
the merrier.”

And the nabob shot away after Bob
and Johnny Bull, Nugent leaned his
bike on a fence and gave his arm to
Wharton.

Wharton’s head was still spinning
from the effecta of the zavage blow he
had received from Tinker Wilson.

He hardly knew how he had managed
to stagper so far from the scene of the
attack.

Leaning on Nugent's arm, he made
his way hack to the ledpe, and up the
drive to the house.

Calopel Wharton was at home, and
Harry lost no time in reporting to him
what had happened.

The old military gentieman {rowned

our

grimly.
“I will se0 to it nt once.” he said.
“Tha rasral ean hardly ge:  away,

especially as he has the bov with him.”

Miss Wharton {ock her nephew in
charge, bathing and 'lmndrtmrrﬁ the
bruize on his head. Colonel YWharton
rang up the police station at Wimford,
and was azaured that no time would be
lost in locking for Tinker Wilson.
After which the colonel ordered his
horee to Le brought ronnd, and rode
away to search for the tinker porsonally.

Harry Wharton, with a fearful ache
in hiz head, remnined sestiiie noan arm-
chatr hefore the fire. e wonld have
heen glad to join in the pmrsuit of
Tinker Wilsen, but he was in no state
for exertion. Prapk Nuzet remained
with  him. Wharten waz nab feeling
quite. casy in hiz mind abont  his
convades, whe were looking for the

brutal tinker. Mo was rather glad
when they came in at last in tho dusk,
though they cama unsnecessiul.

’LFaeling better, old bean?” asked

ob.

Wharton smiled [aintly.

“"Not so bad,” he said.
nothing of that brate 1

Bob shook his head.

“Wothing! He must have cleared off
without losing time! 1 suppose poor
old Tatters couldn't put up much of &
tussle against that hefty brule”

“MNot likely! The poor kid!™ said
Harrv. “But he will be [ound; he's
sureé {0 be found. That villein can't
dndia the police for long, I should
think.”

“1 fancy he's making tracks for the
next county about as fast az he -e,an:"
gaid Johnny Bull. ™ That'a what he did
before, only Bunter somchow happened
on Tatters and pave him & hift. DBut
goodness knows in what direction he
may have gone this timeo.”

“T ean't make it out,” said Nugent.
“What iz the brate so keen on keeping
Tatters for? The kid can't be much wse
to him.”

“Goodness knows! He's pot mome
maotive, I suppess,” said Harry. *Dut
the puiic& will round bim vp sooner or
later, I should think.”

It was an hour later that Colonel
YWharton came in, with a grim brow.
He had =zcen nothing of Tattera or the
tinker.

The chums of the Remove could only
hope that ithe police would Le maoro
apcoessiul.

Dut the next morning ihere was no
newe. .

That day the Famous Five gave op
all ollier occupationz and epent  the
whale day sconring the conntryside on
their bicyeles, unting {ov the finker ond
asking quesiions up and dewn and
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round about, But no one seemed to
Lave soen the man.

That he had cleared off at once, and
probably travelled all night, was likely
ecnough; and it was impossible to guess
in what direction he had gone. Possibly
he had reached some hiding-place at &
safe distance, and was lying low till the
gcarch for him slackened.

At all events, he was not seen, and
the police inspector st Wimford could
only report that no trace of him had
been discovered.

Another day passed, and there was ne
news of Tatters.

It was a blow to all the Greviriars
fellows. They had taken a liking to the
waif; and they had hoped, when they
went back to Greyfriars for the new
terma, 1o leave him in safety, safe from
his old tyrant. They could guess how

por Tatiters was likely to fare now that

e was in the ruthless hands of Tinker
Wilson once more.

And the new term wasz near at hand
now, and the Femous Vive agreed that
it was too utterly rolten 1o go back to
Creyirtars without knowing what had
become of Tatters,

“ But he will get away [rom that brute
soonier or later ! said Harry Wharton
confidently. "It was diffovent before,
but now that he knows ho's got friends
here he will pet away, and sconer or
later he will shew up. Onec he gets
out of the hands of that scoundrel he's
sire to head for here, and my uncle
will take care of him,”

“After all, the brute can’t keep him
a prisaner ! agreed Bob Cherry. “Ho
can give him the slip sconer or later.”

Searching further for Tatters was
obviously no uze; it was certain that
he was fac away from Burrey by this
fime. But Harry Wharton & Co. still
hoped to hear news of him befors the
new term began at Greyfriars.

That hope proved to bo well-founded,

though ther littla dresined what strange
news they were to hear of Tatters.

r!:l'

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man Behind the Scenes!
(1 QU goin’ to run?”

Y Tinker Wilson growled out
the words, in a tone like that
of a savage bulldog.

Tatters made noe answer.

But he erouched oway, as the finker
made a movement towards him. Four
or five days in the tinker's company had
reduced the hapless waif to all hiz old
submission, and more,

Bruises—hlack and blue—marked
Tatters all over. Tinker Wilson had
“taken it out ™ of him, as Le expressed
it. He bhad always been brutal, but
never so brutal as now.

Twice Tatters had atterapted to
escape; and each time he had been
stopped and Eavaﬁely thrashed. Now
he was sunk in & kind of lethargy: and
the misery and despair i his pinched
face might have touched a heart of
stone. “Uhe tinker's beart scemoed to be
harder than stonao,

Camped by & muddy cart-track,
among the fields of Hampshire, under
the lee of a group of willows, the
tinker smoked his black pipe, while the
keen wind blew sparks from the fire in
tho tin bucket. Tatters ¢rouched against
a tres, desolate and dismal.

Wilson eyed him evilly,

Tatters was still wearing the clothes
he had donned at Wharton Lodge, but
thay were sadly frayed and torn and
soiled now. He was shabby and dirty and
forlorn. PBut the misery in hia looks
only seemed to intensify the dislike and
animosity of the ruffian,

“Why can’t you let me po?" muttered
Tatters. "Wgnt. do you want to keep
me for, tinkeri”

Mot because you're any use, nor any
ornament, neitheri” snarvled the tinker.
“I'm fed-up with your long face, and
g0 I tell you !

“Let me go, then

“ Aw, stow 1t!" growled the ruffian.
“You think you're a -toff, becaunse you
got among some young foffs and got
some clothes on your back. T'll make

L——
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you learn what you gre, I will. You're
jest & tinker's boy, that's what you arej
and that's what you're going to stop.
And I tell you this, Tatters—you 'ear
what I say! I'd rather knock you ob
the ‘ead for keeps than let you clear!
I got my reasons, and there's them as'll
make it worth my while, too., So you
take care, you young 'ound, and dom't
ask for it.”

The tinker rose to his feet, Barkness
was falling; and the fire in the bucket
made o spot of crimson in the gather.
ing gloom,

“¥You goin’ to runi” he repeated
threatenngly.

Tatters made no reply. Cowed as he
was by ill-usage, his mind was made
up to run 23 s0on as he had a chance.
Matters were not as they had been
befora he had met the Grevfriars
chums. He had a refuge now and kind
friends, if he could only cscape the
brutal tinker.

Wilzon eved him savagely. Appar-
cptly he had to leave the camp, on
gome businesas that did not require
Tatters' presence. But he was uneasy
about leaving the boy alone,

“1 ain’t going fur!” he said, at last.
“1 got to see o man about some busi-
nees—iut I nin't going fur. But I
reckon I pot to make youn safe afors I
goes.”

He took a couple of gtraps from the
hand-cart. Tatters made no resistance,
as the tinker strapped hia wrists to-
gether, and then strapped his ankles;
resistance was hopeless.

Having thus secured the bov, the
tinker dragged him into the mdst of
the willows. He had picked a lonely
spot for his camp, and passers-by were
unlikely to asppear; but he was not
taking chances,

“Let mo 'car a sound from vou!” he
muttered threateningly. “ I ain’t goin
fur, as I said! Let me ’ear & sound,
and I'll come back, and I won't leave a
ole bone i your S

And, leaving Tatters in the willows,
the tinker tramped away.

He followed a path scross the fields,
a path he scemed to know well, It led
him to an old, tumble-down cottage, in
the last stape of decay, The windows
were broken, and thersa was no door in
the doorway. Obviously the ploee waa
not tenanted; but there was a sound
within the dilapidated ruin ez the
tinker approached: and he eanght the
glow of a cigar and o whiff of the scont
of Havana.

He whistled softly,

A face appeared for a moment in the
doorway, looking out into the deep
winter dusk. Tt was a voung man's
face, half hidden by a soft hat pulled
low cown over the brows.

TR, sir! muttered
“Only me!”

“Get imside M

The face disappeared.

Tinker Wilson stepped inta the dis-
mantled room. Part of the roof was
open to the sky, and there was o pile
of snow in one corner.  The tinker
peered at the young man, with an evil,
impudent grin on  his stubbly face.
Wranped in o long., thick coat, with a
muffler round his neck, pulled up over
his c¢hin. and the hat low over hia
braws, the man would not have been
easily recogrised by anvone that know
him. Buot the tinker evidently knew
him well.

“I'va bheen waiting for you!"
snapped the young man, taking the
cigar from his mouth.

“I reckoned I'd better leave it till
arter dark, Mr. Packstraw,” answeeed

the {inker.
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the tinker. * You den't want to be scen
talking to me.”

“ Mention no names, you fool 1

“There ain’t anybedy within a mile
to 'ear "’ answered the tinker sulleniy.

“You cannot be too carciull ¥Yon
have the boy agami”

“Liko I wrote,” answered Tinker
Wilson, *And the young ‘ound ain't
getting away ag'in.”

Cyril Rackstraw drew n deep, deep
breath.

“ It was fortunate, perhapsz, that he
had left your, when my grandiather
chanced on you the other day on the
road in Sussex,” he said, “1f he had
been with you then——"

“You fancy the old gent would have
knowed him "

“At o glance,” answered Rackstraw
harshly. * His face—his features—un-
mistakable. He i3 o Cholmondeley from
top to toe,”’

“The old codger would ‘ave keen
eyes to see what ho was like with all
the grimo on his face!™ grioned the
tinker., “I don’t reckon he'd have
known him, sir.” ;

“He would have known him et once.
Fortunately, he was not with you. Even
if he had not known his fcatures, he
would have guestioned any boy be
foungd with you. And then thers is the
birthmark—once the old fool’s eycs
wers seb on that ir

“Well, he won't see 'im,’’ said the
tinker. ““'Sides, the old bloke never
knowed I was Tinker Wilson. I was
took aback, s=ir, scoing you aimlngu,h
him, in that blocoming ear! nchky

ou'd warmed me I was being looked
or, too. 1 ain't wsing the name of
Wilson no more,”

“You have the boy safe now!”

“What do you think?”

“1f you have left him, he may bolt
again.’

g’]‘hﬂ tinker chuckled.

“He's welecome to bolt, if he can bolt
with straps buckled on his arms and
legs,” he answered.

“(Ohi” ejoeulated Rackstraw.

“1 got him safe!” said the tinker re-
assuringly, “Den’t you worty about
that, s’

“There is no need to ill-use the boy,
muttered Rackstraw. 1 have paid you
liberally to keep him-—I never desired
you to ill-usa him, or lo give him a
hard life. 8o long as he does mnot
leave you, and—and finds friends who
might—might—"

ﬁﬂ broke off.

“Vou leave that to me, sir,” said
Tinker Wilson. 1 got my own ways,
It's 8 'eavy 'and he wants to keep him
quiot.™

Rackstraw was silent for a few
minutes, The tinker eyed him
curiously in the dcep gloom,

“This cannot go on,” said Rackstraw,
breaking the silence abruptly, “The
old fool is spending money like watex
gn inguiry agents—and, against all
pruballz??ity, thay succeeded in etting
on the trock of the boy. It iz like him
to take 8 hand in the search himself—
and I have been dragged vp and down
the country with him."

“I reckon you wanted to keep an eye

open, in case the old codger had any
luck 1" chuckled the tinker.

# Nover mind that!" snapped Rack-
straw. “I tell you, this cannot go on,
Jooner or later you will be traced, amd
the boy taken from wou. At present
there ia still doubt of his identity—but
once he is in the old fool's presence the
truth will be established. You must
loave the country with him, Wilson."

“That ain't &0
the tinker.

“Easy or nof,

blinking easy | said

_ it is the only way,”
said Rackstraw, “I tell you, the old
man knows—hknows for a certainty, or
almost a certainty—about tha boy. He
cared little enough while thera were
others to inberit the Cholmondeley title
and succeed him in the estate: but now
thera are no others, and he will move
heaven and earth rather than allow the
title to die out and the estate to go fo
a man of avother name. I am his
daughter's son, but that iz nothing to
the old fool, The estate must go to a
Cholmondeiey, even if he haoz to find
ene oan tirve roads in a tinker's ragzs. I
tell you, ihe boy must be taken out of
his reach.”

“¥You leave him to me, sir,” said the
tinker. “I'll take care of him, Ha
won't get away from me ag'inl”

1

Rackstraw made an Impatient gesture
"1 tell you the old fool will find him
if he remains in England! He musi
go—you must go. At this very unnute
the old fool hps gone in his car to some
place where he fancies you have been
seen. He is keener than s pmid detec-
tive in the zearch for the boy. 1 tell
vou he has a dozen agents or more
hunting for you since ha learned that
the boy was with you. Listen to me!
I have formed a plan, and you pust
carry it out.”

Tinker Wilson lighted his pipe and
leaned on the wall while the young man
went on speaking in low, hurried tones,
It was long before the twe parted and
went their different ways, neither
ggea.ming of the surprise that awaited

i,

{Continued on next page.)
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Your Editor iz gheays pleased to

THE OFFICE, BOYS!

hear from his veaders. Write to

frian: FEditer of * The Magnet,” The Fleelhiay House, Farringdon Street,

London,E.C.i.
HT‘S a pity that it takes such a long

timo for the mail to t from
England to Australia and viee versa,
becavse it frequently means that
some letters ana out of date before they
roeach me, Such a letter iz that which
comes from W, Larsen, of Melbourna,
Victoria. He is & most enthusiastio
reader of the MagxgT, and he was looking
forward to our Christmas Number. In fact,
he asked me if I could publich it earlior, in
order that my Australinn yeeders ghould
got it at the proper tung |
I am afraid that wasz too big an order
for mo! As ib is, wo go to press & con-
asiderable time before Christmaes, and I
am sure my British readecs would want to
“kiek ™ if I brought out n Christmas
KNumber about the end of the summer!
However, W. L. should remember that
our topping Annuals are always on aale in
time for Austrelian readers to get them at
Christmaag |

E has several questions to ask me,
H all of which are intercsting.
The Hrat one refers fo

SOUND EFFECTS ON THE
* TALKIES.”

How do producers manage to get the
sound of s shell bursting t Do they
explode real sholls * Not The burat of
a real shell would send the microphone
and the operators sky-high, and that
would be an end of the * talkie.” Re-
memhber that a& microphono amplifies
eound, o that it is only necessary for n
small explosion to take ploce near it for
the sound to be magnificd to any extent.

Rifla shots are someotimes produced by
meang of canes beating on canves, whilo
in one film, wishing to get the noiss of an
iceborg crashing into & ship, the qmdumr
merely smnshied o matchbox alongside
the microphone—and the result was all
that could be desired !  Sometimes ** fake"
effocts sound much belter than the real
thing, and I know of one studio which
&I ﬂ::;,‘a a man to imitato thoe roar of Hons
and other wild boasts.  Ho does it boetter
than the animals could themselves !

He alzo wants to know

MORE ABOUT THE MARIE CELESTE.

Regular readers know that 1 have already
devoled o pgreat deal of space to this
unfortunate vessel, which was found an
abandened derclict under circumstances
that were most waysterions, The truc
facts are elwoys in dispute, and all the

A stownped and addressed cnvelope will ensure a reply.

tales told about her, copflict with one
anothor. It is generally put down as an
unsolved myetery of the sea, and no one
can say with any truth what are the actual
facts concerning the disappearance of the
wholo ahip's company 1

Glad to hear you like our old ‘Eapﬂri
snd our companion journals, L
Write again as scon as you like !

AN you answer this queation,
which comes from ** Monks,” of
Bloemiontein, Orange Freo State ?

WHAT I8 A NEBULA?

It is & cloudy patch of light in the heavens,
roducod either Ly a group of stars, or
E;r o massd of goseous matter. But you
must not jump to the conclusion that,
becauss it is produced by a group of star
authars, theve is snything nebulous about
Magrer. Not on your life !

My next lotter comes from * Critie," of
Liverpool, end I must say that he is a
very kindly critic, indeod! He thinks
the MaeyET 18 the beat book he haa ever
come across! Agreed! He also thinks
that Frank Richards' stories are * the
goods,” Also agreed! And he wants
to know if he can have another serial by
| George E. Rochester before long!

Yes, by all means. In the meantime I
have arrangod for anothor serial treat from
an old favourite—Btanton Hope. No
author has had more experience of foreign
climes or travelled as much as Mr. Hope
and he has put all his knowledge and
imagination into * The Island of Slaveal"
Look out, then, for the opening chaptera
the week after-next; they'll take you by
storm as they did me,

N OW for next week's feast of fiction,
“CHUMLEY FOR SHORT ! ™

ia the title of the second yarn in the ﬁ;mnd
new goeriea of Greyiriars stories k&
Fichards is writing for ue. I'd spoil tha
wholo treat if I were to divulge the plob
here, o I will keep mom end leave you to
find things out for wyourselvea. When
you've finished this yarn you can tumn to
the final instalment of ** Up, the Rovers | I
while the * Groyiriars Herald™ s
guarantecd to bring & smile to the face
of o bross image. " Old Rel™ will
smooth out & fow meore seccer difficuliics,
while I shall bo in the ** chaiv ™" as usual.
Cheerio till next weelk,
YOUR EDITOR.

Tae Mugwer LiBrant.—No. 1,185
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER
Homs |

" LP "

E Sir George Cholmondeley
planced from the window of
the car in the thick winter

gloom. Spencer was driving slowly.

The car was threading its way alqng
a rutly lane. The old baronet sat wit
4 deep frown on his brow. Once more
he had met with a disappointment,
though his determination to find the
boy for whom he sgearched was not
ditninished. Ha waa on his way back
to Cholmondeley Castle when that faint
cry came from a group of willows by
& cart-track that branched off from the
shadowy lane.

L] !Eip l}?

“Stop 1" said Sir George,

Spencer halted the car.

*Did you hear a cry, Spencer?”

“Yes, Sir Ceorge,” answered the
chauffeur. He stared at the dusks
willows at =« distance. *Somebody
wags calling * Help,' sir.”

Again from the darkness came the
cry.

“Elp 17

“Cio onfl sce what
Spencer,” =aid Sir George,
like some tramp's voice.
BEC, ;

Spoacer, Joft th a walked up

pencer le e car and walke

the cort-track towards the willows,
%ir George waited in the car impa-
tiently., ‘The voice that called for help
was uncultured. It was probably that
of some miserable tramp whose dingy
cristence was hardly worthy of his
notice.  Btill, if some hapless wretch
was hurt in the cold and darkness, ho
did not fecl that he could pass the call
for help unheeded. Dut he was 1rri-
tated and impatient as he wailed for
the chaufieur to return,

He had to wait more than ten
minutes, growing more irritated with
cach passing minute, and almost regret-
ting that he had stopped the car. Dut
thoe chauffeur came back at last. _

Ho did not come alone. A boy in
clothes that had becn good, but that
wore torn and muddy and unbidy,
limped ofter him. An unwashed face
glimmerad in the light from the car,
and 8ir George frowned at it.

“What was it, Spencer!"”" he snaEpE:L

“It's very gueer, sir,"” said the chaui-
feur. “This boy was ]j‘inF yonder in
the willows, calling for help. He was
strapped up hand and foot.”

"gmd gad V" Sir Ceorge stared at
the waif. ‘*Well, az you bhave released
him, we may proceed.”

“Skuse me, =zir"” gasped Tatters,
coming closer to the ecar as the chauffeur
took his seat, *“if you'd let me 'ang on
a few minutes, sir—r-"

“What?" barked Sir George.

“Oh, sir, let me *ang onl" panted
Tatters. “He will be arter me ag'inl
Oh, sir, give a bloke a chance to got
nway ! Pﬂ left me strupped up, sir, so
I eouldn’t meove. And if he'd 'card me
calling for ‘elp, sir, I don’t dare to
think what he'd have donel Oh, sir,
I can tell you my 'eart was in my
mouth every time I ealled! I thought
soine bloke might be goin' ‘ome by the
lano and might "car me and come and
let o ecove loose, sir. fGiive me a Lift
for 'arf a mile, sir, for mercy's zake,
afore he comes bask, sir "

Tatters' woice was husky with fear
and anguish. :

“Good gad 1" gaid the old gentleman,
staring at him. "This is—is extra-
ordinary | I[f you are in danger from
someong, I suppose I can give you o Lifk
for a mile or so. Who are yout”

Tue Miexer Lmsnany.—No. 1,135

i3 the matter,
“It sounds

But go and

*I'm called Tatters, sir.*”

“What?"

“Jest Tatters,”

“Great gad!” The baronet leaned
from the car. *'Boy, who is the man
you arc afraid of 1"

“Minker Wilson, sie.”

“Good heavens! Boyl
your face!”

In his agitation the old gentleman
reached out, grasped 'Tatters by the
shoulder, and almoest dragged him into
the doorway of the car. The light shone
clear on the unwashed face.

Sic George stared at it with fixed,
searching, eager eyes. Tatters, startled
and frightened, blinked back at him.

“The boy!” breathed Bir George
Cholmondelay. * It is the boy! hﬁ
son's face over again! Doy, turn bagk
your sleove—the right sleeve.”

“Oh, eir!"” gasped Tatters, in be-
wilderment. He was wondering whether
thiz strange old gentleman was sane,

“De you hear moe?” barked Sir
George. “Do as I tell you!l Listen|
Is there & mark on your arm above the
elbow—a mark like an axe-head 7"

"Yes, sir!” panted Tatters.

*Turn back your sleeve.”

Tatters, amazed and bewildered, bared
his arm. Bir George stared at the
birthmurk.

“(et into the car I he barked.

“Oh, thank you, sir{”

Totters clambered into the car.

* Home, Spencer 17 :

The door closed, the ear glided on.
Takters, wuneasy, scared, wondering,
sank into & seat facing the old gentle-
man,

Let me sce

“At last!” said Bir George. "Ab
last! Unmistakably the bovy! (Good
gad, and by the merest chancel Dov,
do you know what your name 157"

“No, sir,” mumbled Tatters. “I've

always heen called Tatters, sir—jest
Tattors." s

“Your name is Cholmondeley—Arihur
Cecil Cholmondeley 1

“Oh, sir, 1z 7"
“'Ow'd you know, sir?

“¥ am your grandfather ”

Tatters fell back in his seat. his eyes
wide. He was sure now that this
imperious ¢ld gentioman was not sane.

ir George starcd at him. There was
not much affection in his look at the
gtandsnn he had found, but there was
ecp and intense sabisfacthion.  His
expression was almeost gloating,
“Bo ['ve found you at last!” he

gasped Tatters.

barked. “Where 15 that scoundrel
Wilson? He must be found and
punished.”

“I dunno, sir,” said Tatters. **He
left me to po and szee a bloke, sir, and
strapped me up, "cause he konew I'd ren
if 1 could, sarme as I did afore. If
he'd ‘'eard me calling for ’elp—"
Tatters shuddered.

barked Sir

“Ha shall be found !”
George,. “Ho must know—hoe cannot
fail to know—that you have been
searched for, and he has deliberately
Lept you., By gad, he shall pay for it!
But never mind that now., You are
found. Do you remember your father,
bov 7V

“INo, sir,” [altered Tatters.

“Ha was my son.”

“0h, siv!” pasped Tatters,

If his days at Wharton Lodge had
geomoed like o dream to the waif, this
geomod more ke o dream—the wildest
of dreams. Thia old “toff ™ with the
white moustache and the eyeglass de-
clarcd that the tinker's boy was his
grandson | Tatters had never seen him
before or heard of him, It was diffieult
to believe that the old pentleinan was
B FIC,

“Ho waz my eon." repeated Bir
George. " A disobedient voung raseal,
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whom I cut otf for his disobedience, and
who went to the bad. Hs went to the
degs, by Jove! I had other eons then,
but they are gone, and they have left

no one to earry on my name. Do you
understand i

“No, sirl” gosped Tatters, Tatters
was too bewildered to wnderstand any-
th}:n just then,

ou alone remain,” said Bir Ceorge.
“You arp the last to bear the name of
Ch:}!_m{mdelﬂ] in our branch of the
family. Don't you understand? The
others have died—and for years I have
been searching for Arthur's boy—and
You are Arthur's boy., Don't you
understand "'

Tatters could only gasp.

Sir George leaned back in his seat
and was silent for some time while
Tatters stared. 'The waif was trying to
get his bearings; but it was not easy.
Miles glided under the wheels.

Tatfers looked from the window.

“I'll be safe now, sir,” ha ventured,
“That beast won't be able to nab me,
if, if I get down 'ere.”

“Are you a fool?” barked Sir George.

“Oh, sir!"

“Cannot you understand me, when I
tell you that you are my grandsen?
You are coming home with me.”

*Oh, sir!”

“In & few minutes now we shall be
at Cholmondeley Castle. That will bo
your home."”

Ll F ‘hlﬂ ?Em

Tatters.
_ Bir George's face softened. No doubt
it dawned upon his mind how utterly
bewildered the boy must be by this
strange and suddem change in  kis
fortunes,

“Pull yoursell together, Arthur!” he
eaid. “It i3 no dream—but reality!
Forget vyour old life—it is over—ior
ever! You are grandson—I am 8Sir
George Cholmondeley. You are heir to
my title and a lerge estate. You will
be rich—happr—you wili go to & good
school—you will soon forget that wou
were ever a tinker's boy! Try to
understand.”

#I'ML try, sir!” stammered Tatters
“But—but it don't seem real, sir, You
surs Tinker Wilson won't get arter me
ag'in, sir?”

“Good gad! Try to understand!™
barked Sir George. “If the rasonl
ehould ever ronture near you I will have
him whipped BWAY like & dog."

“0Ohi” gasped Tatters.

If this old gentlernan was sana—which
Tatters still doubted a little—there was
a great change in store for him. He
sat trying to think it out.

Tho ear rolled in at a great arched
gateway. It rolled up a drive to a
mansion four or five times as large as
Whovton Lodge—an ancient building
that had once beon a feudal eastle and
still retained many of the old walls,
gateways, and battlements. ‘Tatters
stared round him like a fellow in &
droam.

In a dazed sbate he left the ear, and
tottered by the baronet's side into a
vast doorway. Sleek servants—whomg
poor Tatters, for the moment took for
“toffs "—seemed to swarm. What they
thought of Tatters did not seem to
matter to Sir George in the slightest.
Probably the Lord of Cholmondeley
Castlo had never realised that servants
thought at all. Tatters, sure now that
he was in a dream and would wake up
presently in the tinker's eamp, followed
Sir Georgo blindly.

s Gfﬂ] {*

A young man rose from an armechair
in the aparlment Sir Georze entered,
and turned towsrds him,

have just returncd,” he snid. #1

is a dream!” mutteroad
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have been inguiring——" He broke off
et the sight of Tatters,

X0 more inguiries will be needed
Cyril,™ said Sir George. “1 have found
the boy.”

Cyril Rackstraw did not answer. e
stood as if rooted to the floor, his eves
almost starting from his head as he
gazed at Tatiers.

“Come here, Arthur!” barked Sir
{zecorge. “Boyl Come here! This ia
your cousin Cyril—Cyril Rackstraw.”

“Oh cripes!” gagped Tatters, quite
OYercoie,

Sir George winced.

“'l‘hat—t%nt.—-&-hu.l: is the bhoy!”
Rackstrew found his voice.  “But—
but—are you sure? If—if—— You may
have been—heon deceived—"

“ Nonsense 1™

L} But__-"-i"

-
-

e s, T S

.
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shall soon change all that! 1 shall send
him to my old school—Greylriarsg—-="

" You will send that—that ounteazt to
(Freyiriars! He would never be taken
in therg—"

¥ Nonsense ¥ barked Sir George. "1
shall sepd him to Greyiriars—they will
searcely refuse my grandson, at Grey-
friars or any other school! He shall
enter at the new term." :

Rackstraw Lit his lip until there was
a spot of red on it. It was difficult for
him to keep hiz self-control as he saw
all his hopes, all hiz schemes, dashed to
picces. The hatred he fclt for hia
newly-found cousin burned in his eyes,
and Tatters, though he did not under-
stand it, read it there, and shrank from
it. This elegant wyoung toff hated
him, hated to see him at Cholmondeley
Castle—why, he could not guess.

+i

| W'I’Hu !

f

Y el

g F‘!,;Jﬂ:jf H

rf firin
i

! -
AL
o

, 'lll
"
Y

b
W gl

_Cyril Racksiraw | ”* barked Sir George. *“Oh cri

while Racksiraw's eyes almost staried from his head as

“Nonsense!” barked Sir George.
“This is the boy! This ia Arthur's son
and I bove found him at last! You de
not look pleansed, Cyril 1™

Rachstraw looked at him. If his
grandiather expected him to look
pleased, when a large fortune was slip-
ping from his grasp, the old gentleman
was expecting too muoch., A grim look
eame over the baronet’s face.

“At gll events, this 13 the boy!” he
gaid. “Thiz iz my grandson, Arthur

Cecil Cholmondeley! That is beyond
doubt.™
“That—that taifored  beggar——"

Rackstraw could not restrain his biitee-
ness—""' that—that wretched waif—"

Sir George Cholmondeley knitted his
brows.

“AMy  zrandson,
“Your cousint”
He glanced ct the boy and smiled
rather grimly.

“Cartainly he does not lock, at

present, like 8 Cholmondeley of Chel-
mandeley Castle!” he zaid. “"But we

sir!” he barked.

Sir George Cholmondeley stared
grimly at his elder grandson. Cyril
Rackstraw was making an  obvious
effort to pull himself together—to hide
the rage and bittcrness that ran riot
in his breast.

“Cyrill I have told vou that this
boy, Arthur Cecil Cholmendeley, ia my

randson—and your covsin!  Shake

ds with your covsin and welcome
him home!®

Rachinaw panted.

He dared not dizoboy!
offort he calmed himself.

“0Of—of course, if—if no mistake has
been made, I—1 am glad,” he said, “I
have done all I could to help you in
the search, and if it has been, at last,
sucecssful, I am more than glad.”

“{ziva your couzin a welcome, then ™
barked Sir George.

Rackstraw advanced, and held out his
hand to Tatters. His fingers were like
ice as Tatters tounched them.

And. tho waif knew, though he could
not guess the reason, that he had an
enemy in Cyril Reckstraw.

With an
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Letter From Taiters |
ARRY WHARTON stared. |
H “My only hat!” he ejacus
lated.
The captain of the Gruifrim*a
Boemove stood in the hall at Wharton
Lodge, with a letter in his hand,

It was close on the new terin now, and
still mo news had been reccived of
Tatters at Wharton Lodge. Harry
Wherten & Co. had almost given up
hope of ever hearing from hun again.

But thero was nows at last !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Some ljallg old
news " wsked Bob Cherry, as he heard
Wharton's  astonizshed — exclamation,
“What's upi®

“Tattera!" answered Harry.

“ News of Tatters?” exclaimed Frank

Mugent,

ki a8, I'ﬂ.thEI‘ e

“Oh, good 1®

" Tha fulpeszs fa terrific!™ rés
marked urres Jamset Ram Singh,
“Tha absurd anziousness on the
esteemed &account of the ludicrous

Tatters
terrific I®

has
“That leiter from Tatters" exclaimed

been preposteroualy

Johnny Bull,

“Yez” Wharton held it up. "1
rather takes tho cake, I think! Read if.
you fellows.”

And the Famous Five proceeded fo
read the leiter from Tatters together,
They read it in amazement. It ran—in
a scrawling, sprawling hand and o
gtrapnge spelling :

“Tecr Arry Wharton,—You and your
friends aving been so kind to me, I
think you'd like to ear that I'm in luck.
I aint slong with that beast Tinker
Wilson no more—not arf! I done with
im for kecps. ‘ _

“A old gent as took me, which he is
my grandfather. I thort ho was cracked
when he told me so firet, but 1t turns
cut 0.K. I know you'll be glad to eaz
that I'm in clover,

“But I can't tell you & lob, couse the

(Continucd on page 21.)
Tree Mserer Liprsry.—No. 1,185,



ANOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMENT OF JOHN BREARLEY'S STIRRING FOOTER YARN.

Back to Railton.

HILIP BREMNAN, however, had
P not escaped. Jimmy eould hear
him gasping in & qucer, hoarse,
whistling fashion, while the de-
tectives bent over him by the light of an
electric torch. .
Snatehes of their conversation drifted
up to the white-faced youngster,
“(Glass, sir—long, jagged bit—throat
—clean throogh "
P'hilip Breanan's
worse, : B
Up in the room above, Jimmy, piecing
the words together, set his tecth hard
and  retreated from the window fto
where Tony, handeuffed and gagped,
cursed him with his eyes, and Charles
Thurgood rocked to and fro on a chair,
nursing his hand and weeping. After
s long intcWwal, Tim snd one of his
men retorned alone, Tor once in & woy
the young Seotland ¥ard man locked
downenst and worried. ;
In answer to Jimmy's swift question
he shrugged moodily, and leid an irrit-
able hand on Thurgomﬁ:s puffy neck
while his hefty subordinato marche
Tany Brennuan through the door, mak-
ing short work of the latter's sullen
resistance. ) .
Outstde on the dark drive, which at
one titno he had mever thought to sce
again, Jimmy saw the gang's sieek ear,
cmpty and unguarded. Tha two
prizsoners were bundled inside without
gelay, ond Tim, very silent all at once,
went in with them to act as guard.
“Foctie justicel”  thought Jimmy
rumly, as he sank into the front seat
Eesidf_: the driver. It was his turn to
vide there now, while the cnemies who
had kidoapped him rode in the back,
themselves as pinioned and helpless as
he had been. "
But his thoughta, 1n epite of the turn

breathing grew

cf fortuns, were emiy. Unele Phil—
and Tonyl! He closed his eyes
mementarily to shut out a bitter
plecture.

0Of the other C.II. men and his
vncle theres were no signs. Only, his
vars caught the sound of nnother car,

Tre Masrer Lisrary.—No. 1,185

already far awey and racing through
the night at top speed.  Puzzled,
Jimmy flung up his head to listen
more intently, ’fh& plain-clothes man,
sottling down at tho wheel beside him,
¢aught ihe gesture and grunted an ex-
planation.

*“That’s our bus, runnin
to Railton hospital, sir.
afraid 1*

“Railton !  gasped Jimmy.
wo're miles away, aren't we?”

“No, sir, only two. You were taken
for a fair jov-ride round the countrv.
Your uncle'll be a2t the hospital in a
fow minates now I

The sclf starter whirred busily under
the pressure of his foot.

“And still ha won't bo in time!" he

your unocle
8's hurt, I'm

" But

TIM OSBORNE'S GOT TWO
IRONS IN THE FIRE—

To score goals for Railion Rovers
and to round up a bunch of
erooks,

HE DOES BOTH !

conclided. But he said it softly to
himself, and all Jimmy heard as he
huddled wearily inte his seat was the
wirr af the cag, ronning down the
rive—running back to Railten, away
from the house of evil

In Bill Nye's Parlour!

“ EY, lazybones! Wake upl
H Snap out of 1!
Through a great depth of

gleep, 8 hond scomed to be
roaching down,  jerking  Jimmy
Brennan back to earth; ho could hear
o familine, amused voice calling him
from a long way off,
“Rouse vourself, dopey 1™
He stretched out sleepily, opened
heavy eves alter a struggle; and
frowned in Jdrowsy astonishurent to sce,

nat *Mother” Nye, but Tim Oshorne,
steaming cup of tea in hund, grinnin
down at him. BSeveral minutes passe
before he could collect himself, He
wondered what tho deuce Tim was
doing there, and why his limbs ached
with stiffness. Then memory came back
with & rush and he saf up jerkily.

“(Gosh! Hallo, Tim! I—T'va been
asleep 1™ he mumbled. “What's the
time "

As a matter of fact, it was three
o'clock on Sunday afternoon, and
Jimmay had slept for nearly filtcen
hours—thanks to Bill Nye. When, under
ﬁn:’liﬂ& escort, tho youngster had landuod

ome in the small hours of that Sunday
morning, the veteran trainer had wasted
noe time in futile questions.  Expert
handler of men that he was, he had
taken one searching lock at the boy's
haggard face, slipped certain white
pellets into & hasty cup of cocos, and
packed him off to bed right away., Nat
until Jimmy was breathing peacciully
in drugged slumber did Diull stir from
his side to listen to Tim's report with a
thunderous brow. And his timely
action had certainly gaved Jimmy fromn
o mental fover. .

Pushing the cup of tea nearer, Tim
laughed.

“Never mind  the
How d’'you feel 1"

Jimmy shook his head. The cven's
of the provious night were erowding in
on him fast now, and his ¢yes were «dark
and troubled. e .

“Putrid ™ he eaid simply. :

The youthful C.LD. man patted his
shoulder. :

“I'l bet! Awi'lly sorry I leg yon in
for that rough time, Jimmy "—ke
apologised again—"*" but—"

“0Oh, rot! That was nothing. You're
& callous beast, Tim, but it was a neat
scheme and I'm glad I was in it. Ii—
it's Unele and Tony turning out ke
that! They acted so decontly all
through—I thought they were my bust
pals. And they'd have murdered mc by

time, old deg:!

torture ! It's—" .
"I know!” Tim's voice was ver
gentle. *“But they're plain ercoks all



THE MAGNET

right, and Tony’z the werst young thug
I've met for venrs, You want to forget
th?’rﬂ your relstions now, old son !
immy set bhis jaw. The advice was
good, His face seecmed to bave grown
suddenly older as he looked up at his
friend. ]
“"¥ou're right. What's happened
since this morning ¥ he asked qmgt_lir,
“Lots] The news is all over Railton
now and the town’s fairly off its head.
I‘jidn’t know vou were so popular, my
5:9!.‘]3' hero. It was bad epough when
v found out what treacherous hﬂundg
an

your pleasant-mannered -uncle
cousin had been; but, by gosh, when
people learnt that the great. Charles

Thurgood, of the bank, was the ring-
leader—well, it's lucky he and Tony
wore sife behind the bars. There's o
mob shouting its head off even now in
front of the police station. If they
gould get in I reckon they'd lyneh the
pair of 'em. Railton’s gone clean balmy
over you—nond that's a fact]”

He clapped Jimmy on the shoulder.

“But, come on—youn've had a wonder-
ful E!e-ﬂé). A cold tub and a meal, and
you'll be O.K. -Afterwards, if old Bill
will let me use his .parlour, I'll tell you
the whole yarn. Up you get ¥

Half an hour l#er, still downcast,
but clear-eyed and ecalm, Jimmy sat in
Bill Nye's armchair while Tim Oshorne
sﬂrea.d 8 queer assortment of articles on
the table before him; a long, wicked
knife, double-cdged and pointed, iwo
large photographs, and a slip of pink
paper. Jimmy started in astonishment
at sight of his late father's well-known
handwriting; then flushed as he
realised he was staring at the cause of
g0 much trouble—the mysterious forged
cheque, his uncle's handiwork, It was
the first time, too, that he had scen tho
nmmrderous blade Tony had threatened
him with on the night of the fire. He
waited on tenterhooks for Tim to begin.
CApd Tim did so.  His usual, whim-
sical smile had vanished; the “‘mask ”
had dropped completely from his face
now as he leaned back in his chair.

“I’ll start at the heginning Jimmy.
You know now what T urgﬂnd”s scheme
wa3s; to grab the Rovers' ground at all
costs. You'll see why in & minute,

“Right from the start, Thurgood was
the leader. He needed mﬂnei( -desper-
ately, because he'd been milking the
bank for yearas and was liable to dis-
covery at any time. He'd tried various
schemes for raising the wind and they'd
all flopped. 8o he tried to get yvour
father’s property—and that meant down-
inﬁ }:{uur father first §*

' But——* interrupted Jimmy
guickly; only to be silenced by Tim's
uplifted hand.

“Let me tell it my way, son. As I
was eaying, Thurgood wanted your
father cut of action—not killed; that
was an accident—but crippled finanei-
ally and forced to sell out, Well, some-
how, he found out that if wour dad
had one enemy in the world who hated
him like poison, it was your uncle. And
the two joined forees|™

“Unclo hated my dad, you say ™ mut-
t&i:ﬁd Jimmy., “Why? I can't believe
it

Tim leaned forward.

“It's true, though. Sorry, Jimmy,
but I'm afraid your uncle was pure
phunk, right through. And like all
skunks, ha loathed the honest, white
man who'd done him nothing but gocd
turns all his life.

“Two years before you woere bhorn,
our dad and your uncle hoth fell in
ove with the same pirl, Mary Pagel—
your mother, She Ead the good sense
to take your dad; and Philip Brennan,
who even then was weak and rorty,
went bad! He finally got into a bad

forgery scrape, from which your dad
rescued him at tremendous cost and
sent him out  to the Colonies with
enough money to make a [resh start,

“Well, he fooled around till he was
broke; and at last drifted into Cape
Town, South Africa, with a wifa and
fe-a:-ulg son, Tony. DBeing a skunk, as

say, it wasn’t long before he was on
the crook again—more Forgery. Only
this time, although your d:ag heI]ied
him once mere, he got it in the neck—
fourteen years in gaol!

His wile, as far ns we con find out,
came of decent folks; and when she
died, just after Philip Brennan went to
prison, they took charge of Tony and
aducated him till his l‘ither came out.
Then, to show hiz gratitude, Brennan
grabbed the boy and vanished with him
up-country.

“After that, it was difficult to trace
‘em for a time; but eventually Brennan
started trading in Masailand 1n a big
way. By all accounts, he pot into some
pretty scrapes with the niggers and what
little law there was in that wild country,
but Tony became as big a scamp as his
eld man, and the two did well.

*“At last, however, things became too
hot. They got mixed up in rum-
selling to the natives, and even slave-
dealing; and they had to scat. B0,
having made a tidy sum, instead of
going elsewhere. Brennan eame back to
England to scttle down, or so he said.
Anyway, as you know, your father wel-
comed him back, made things smooth
here in Railton and looked wvpon his
brother as a reformed citizen, especially
as Tony was sent up to Cambridge to
study & good profession. But my opinion
is that Philip Brennan came back here
enly to work some dog’s trick on your
father, to repay the obligations that had
rankled in hia yellow soul all these
vears; and when Thurgood came along
with his scheme, that was the opportu-
nity he'd been waiting for ™

im's fist banged the table, Ie went
on quickly:

“Well, the pair started. Thur%;:m&,
of course, knew just how your father's
money affairs stood and Philip used his
old talent to forge the cheque that
cmptied his bank account. And *—Tim’s
voice deepened—"it was he who killed
vour father when he erept in to recover
the forged cheque that night 1

A Tale of Villainy,

T the words, the last vestige of
A blood drained slowly Irom
Jimmy's white face. But he

only nodded in silence, and
after a painful pause, Tim continued :

afrdTasdisdifdiFhddidadidesransraFs AR FFFEREEEE RN RS

WHAT'S QONE BEFORE.

James Brennan, owner of the Railton Rovers
F.C., it tobbed of kis savings and Lhen fatally
injured by some unknaten assailant, Further
gisaslers follow, wunfil Jimmy Hrennan, the
dead gwmner's son, Ie forced to sell hie house to
Charles Thurgood, maneger of the Railten
Bank, in order to oarry on. Determined fo
find out who i= af t.ﬁelr;;mt' of the plot to wreck
the Iovers, Scotland Fard connives that Tim
Qsbarne, of the Secrat Servics, showid play
Jor the Tovers, Tim frroves. great aseet fo Lhe
leam, and the great day comes when the Rovers
suceeed in goining the leadership of the Letque,
That sme night, Rowever, Jimmy i¢ daringly
ahdueted from Ay bed-rogm Dy three masked
figurce and laken fo G sinister-looking house
with @ view fo foreing him to sigh an agresment
to sell the Rovers' grousd. Tim, accompratied
bir a slrong police force, arrires al the crucial
miomend, and Jimmy's asqailants are unmasked.
They prove o be BMr. Thurgoed, the bank
manager, Mr. Philip Brennan, and Tony,
Timny' s wuncle and cousin regpectively. Although
handenffed, Jintmy's uncls maker a frandic
attempt Lo ekcape by leaping through the windpie.
o0 read on.)

EVERY SATURDAY

25

.“Recovering that cheque was the one
big risk Thurgood and Bremnan had to
run; the ooo weakness in o deep-laid
scheme. They knew your dad, know-
ing his brother’s past, would suspect the
truth the moment he discovered the
fcr:tﬁqr;,r* and to counteract that ond
batla tﬁa pelice, Thurgood wes ready
fo swear 1t was you, or someone
impersonating you, who had presented
the cheque at the bank and received
the £3,000. Rememberi”

Jimmy nodded aﬁ-nin. Bit by bit the
cloud of black viilainy that iad sur-

rounded him was being dispelled. His
big fists clenched till they ached.
“You were to have been the goat.

But in the meantime, in case things
went wrong, that cheque, the one fatal
pmece of evidence in the case, had to be
destroyed as quickly as possible. Thur-
good eouldn't do it, naturally—big
chogues aren’t *‘lost’ in banks—so
Philip Breonan had to take it on. If
it was stolen from your house, they
reckoned, so much the worse for voul

“They knew your fathet had sent you
to the bank for his beoks; and you can
bet your uncle stuck around prett
close to find how the land lay. Euc
was with him up to a point. Your dad
was terribly busy all day and didn't
through the books till long after tﬁg
benk hod closed; perhaps your uncle
thought he’d forgotten them till the
next morning. Anyway, no slarm was
raised and Philip Breonan made up hia
mind to break into the Firs that
mgtI;t.. Which is where his luck petered
ou

“Now, of course, we szhall never
know if your father had discovered the
forgery, although I have a feeling he
did. 1It's strange he should have hidden
the cheque and his bankbook in that
mantelpiece instead of locking them in
his bureau as, spparently, hs usually
did with business papers. That's sll in
the air, thongh. All we know is that
your uncle was canght in the 3013 a
fight took place, James Brennan died
and your uncle bolted—empty-handed !
And the cho;ti;ua could mot be foundl

“Your dad tried hard to tell you
where it was, Jimmy, but you mis-
understood him — quite mnaturally!
Philip, of course, scooted for his life,
and by the time you'd attended to your
father and ned the doctor, he was
at home and ready to speak to you over
the wire. What heppened alterwards
vou knew.

“Well, that was that. Your dad was

dead and you owned the Rovers'
ground. Things looked rosy for Thur-
good. You were q:-nl;r & kid end broke

at that. They couldn’t see you running
a darn rickety professional club on your
own, with nothing behind you, so they
made a small but honest offer for the
ground through your egolicitor, all legal
and proper, Henry Bylvester advised
you to negotinte, because he really
believed he was scting for the best.
He always maintained that foothall
ruined your father, and didn’t want you
to go the same way. He aleo gob very
sore when you refused-—and to tell you
the ftruth he thought for a time you
were mixed up in the forgery. ut
that doesn’t matter now.

* Unfortunately for Thurgood & Co.
you proved obstimate—very. Presently
it dawned on ‘em, too, that you were
waking up the Rovers and might even
win through yet. So they got roughl|

"They tried smashing you, too. First
Tony fhred your 'main stand' You
tackled him, but he was masked and
got away, leaving only his Lknife, the
silly fool. Having the nerve of Satan,
he came back afterwards, as you know,
and watched the fire with you.

Tneg Magrer Lisnany,—No, 1,185
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“Dut even that disaster dianyu stop
you. You still went shead, they
couldn’t pet your gronnd—and all the
time they knew that forged cheque must
be somewhere in your house and you
might stumble on it any day. So Thur-
good bought the housa, in his * friendly
way. It took all tho money he could
dig up, but he had to offer & fair price
in case he raised any suspiciona.

“Of course, the moment the house weas
his, he ransacked it. But he didn't
find what he wanted so badly!” And
Tim chuckled reminiscently.

“Thon the gang, tting desperate,
struck a bright idea. If you were dead,

our property would come to Philip

rennan, as your next-of-kin, That
meznt the ground, Therefore, they
tried to kill you.

“Thoy failed, as wyou know. And
that failure gave them a very bad attack
of cold feef. They guessed someone
they didn't know had butted in to save
you. Dut, thenks chiefly to that hard
cnse, Tony, they rccovered their nerve
and staked cverything on one big, bold
thirow—and came unstuck, .

“It was Tony who plaoned this dast
stunt—incidentelly, it waa hé who
impersonated you at the bank, although
that wasn't diificuit, as the cashier was
out at lunch and Thurgood himsclf
cashed the cheque. Tony bad left Cam-
bridge two days before your father
died—not the same evening, as he told
you st the time. I made a special
journey to his college to find that out
and also fourd he'd been ' sent down
for piling-up racing and other debts,
aund gemeral wildnesa, He's a tough-un,
2]l right, and he envied you like sin!

“For some time before making the
last attempt, he and his father had been
fichting like dogs over money. ‘Tony
wanted to scttle you and leave England
with his share; he'd got into more
trouble in here Railton, and things were
gotting hot. Thu;‘gﬂﬂd was frantie for
cash, too—if he didn’t get the Rovers
ground soon, it would be no good to
him ot ell. Bo between them they over-
rode your uncle, who was still windy
over that Blackbolt business and—well,
rou know what happened. .

“That old house they tock you to 1s
ount Farmholt way, and belongs to one
of Thurgood's clicnts at the bank, who
is abroad. They bhad everything cut
and dried, including that diabolical
agreement.  Dut so had I Letting
them geot you was my big chance to
make & clean-up; fo get them n!!?
gether, red-handed—and I did. That's

all 1"
j from ear to ear. Somchow the
voungster felt like one who has
been dreagpod back from the brink of a
yawning nbyss, ) )

“YVou're o wonder, Tim!" he said
feelingly. “But I gtill don’t sce how
vou worked it out. And why did they
want my ground I

Tim grinned shyly.

g "[]":I]h—lge!ijumh]ed 'em warious wavs!”

e shrupgged.

Affectionately he picked up Tony's
knife and made it whistle through the
air.

“This was aur best clue—only it took
some time fo follow up, To cut the
yarn short, one of the * Vard' experts
recognised it ng the sort of machets
supplied by traders to the niggers, in

—s

Enter Henry Sylvester !

IMMY gave a long, deep sigh as
Tim lay baeck, his face a-grin

parts of Africa where the "bush’ is
very dense; “Masailand, for instance.
The natives use the point for hunting
and killing, and the double razor-edge
for hacking through jungle. Tony must
have brought this one back with him
among other African momentos, and
being a wild-cat, armed himself with
it that night in case ho was tackled.
“Well, 18 was just a chance shot on
Inspector Daniels’ part, but he sent me
down here to look for eomeons who
might be intercsted in downing your
father and vou, and who had been con-
nected with Africa at some time or
other. Naturnlly, I found your uncle,
the *retired Colonial trader,” as
everyona koew him. 3

“] made 5 few inqguirics, that inter-
ested me: sent out to Africa for full
details of hiz career complete with
hotos; and also dug up his ecarlior lifo
Eera in Railtﬁn—wﬁich wanted doing,
‘cause your dad had hushed up that old
reandal well and truly. By the time
I'd got all the information, however,
1 knew who'd forged James Brennan's
naeme and who'd burnt your stand!

THRILLING and
DRAMATIC

NEW SERIAL

commencing THE
WEEK AFTER NEXT:—

“The ISLAND
of SLAVES!” |

By STANTON HOPE.

Here' s an adventure
stary every ' Magnetite "
will enjoy to the full.
CRAMMED WITH
THRILLS., Don't
‘fnrgﬂt the date—IN A
FORTNIGHT'S TIME.

‘RESERVE YOUR “MAGNET”
IN GOOD TIME!

o

| it
* But there was a lot hidden yet. The
chief thing to find was the motive

hehind it all. And another that zet me
thinking was: Why vour uncle risked
forgery, with the certain knowledge
that he'd be tumbled, just for £3,0007
Your father was supposed to  be
wealthy—so why not ten or  twenty
thousand ; something worth while?
“The answer scemned to bo that the
forger know  your dad's finaneial
strongth almost fo & ponny; nnd who

could have told him? Your dad wasn't,

the sort to gos about his money affairs
to evervbody, therefors someone in the
know put Drennan wise. And only
thres people could have done it; your
dad’s solicitor, his banker, or—as you
sometimes fetehad Lis books—hizs son!

“That's as far as I got for o time!”

THE MAGNET

gemiled Tim, while Jimmy flushed. * The
loss of the forged chegue and Thur.
good's clever acting held me up. I
watched you for & while and washed
you out. I had severnl cheats with
Sylvester and knew he was innocent.
And just thén Charles Thurgood came
along and bought your house—and the
trail got warm.

“1 went back to London, got Daniels
to have a little official look at Mr.
Chacles Thurgood and his affairs; and
when we'd found out this and that, I
knew he hadn't beggared himself to buy
your housp for fun. ¥Your old scrvants
told me that Thurgood spent all his
time searching and searching for some-
thing—and it could only have been for
that missing eovidence. And then I
found out the mysterious motive,

‘“Henry Sylvester, who's been a good
pel to you in spite of his crabby ways,
made a gueer discovery one day aboubk
the Dalmeny Loand Society. He asked
you to come to his office, but you, in
your grand, pig-headed style, James,
refused. 3o he came to me; and thera
and then, we got the real reason why
votir unele and Thurgood had com-
mitted forgery, manslaughter, and
attempted murder, to get possession of
the Rovers' ground !

Jimmy leapt from his scat as though
by a spring. i

" At last!” he ecried. “What wes 1it,
Tim "

Then someone tapped lightly on the
door. Tim called out cheerily 1 “Come
ini®

And Henry Sylvester himself stepped
guictly into the room.

One Hundred Thousand Pounds !

L ODOD-ATTEINOON, zentle-
G men ("
Thoe door clicked; an

awkward silenco followed, as
the Railton solicitor inclined his bead
in greeting, In the clear light from the
window, his lined face showed up stern
and cold as ever, vet—Jimmy noticed
with a pang—his sombre eves held a
twinklo 1in their depths.
Tim's lips curved humorously ; he was

enjoying the zitvation. DBut before be
coul speak, Jimmy sguared |hie
shoulders and steod up. He had

anmends to mnke to this elderly man
for months of suspicion and bitter
opposition, And be made them thea.
Striding clumsily forward, he met the
solicitor with outstretched hand.

“I—I'm sorry, Mr. Sylvestor. I've
acted like an unlicked cub towards you.
I-—apologise !

Bylvester gmslp-ed the proffered hand
warmly, The light in s eyes grew
Lrighter. The friction and distike of
the past vanished for good, there and
then. 1

“The fault was mine. Jimmy!” he
answered gently. *“IIad I not been o
crablby, sti’é-nmkml old focl, we should
have trusted cach other better and got
along together. Your father's denth
upset mo greatly, and, nt the time,
well, let it go at that. I was your dad’s
great friend, my bn:ni,'l” he concluded
with a wry, Ltble smi . .

“And T hope vow'll be mine, sir
was Jimmy's frank reply. .

They shook hands again. Tim's sly
voice struck in, relieving an crmbarras-
stng moment.

“And now. peace iz declared!” he
grinned, pulling up a third chair.
“Vou've come st the right moment,
My, Sflvester. I was just going to tell

IH
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Jimmy the dark secret of the Rovers
Ep:-und. But as you found it out—tell

im yourseli, please1®

A Eﬂeting look of distress darkensd
Sylvester's foce.

“1 hoped you had explained that
already, Mr. Oshorne ! he =aid. = How-
ever, a3 you haven't-—-I must!”  Hao
turned to the interestod youngstier, his
voice sincere and foreible. “ Jimmy,
thank Heaven you had grit enough to

go your own way and disregard my
advice to sell your ground. deserva
the severest punishment for my lack

of vision. Thurgood would have robbed
you of a fortune ™

" Gummy ¥ murnnred
*Iew "

The solicitor’s eves studied lim for 2
moment,

“T'll tell wou.

Jimmey.

First, as I say, the
foult was mine. I want vou to think
of the ground. It is a huge one—as
large as any of its kind anywhere, It
is also right in the best part of Rail-
ton. Fifty El'nr{]s away is the railway
station ; within easy reach is the Great
North eanal. In short, although like
a fool, 1 did not realisc it at first, 1he
land you own 13 the finest—factory-site
in the Midlands 1"
He rapped the table sharply.

“And a3 a commercial propesition in
these overcrowded days, tho DRovers'
ground 1z worth a hundred thousand
pounds to—anyone who ean use 1817

That was o bombshell for Jimmy.

“ A — hundred — thousand— Yo
godal” i ;

Sylvester hifted his hand.

“EBut only to tho poople whe can use
it1” he said quickly. * And, unfortu-
nately, Charles Thurgood discovered
those people. Unfortunately, also, ha
knew wour father and his obstinacy
whera the HRovers were concerned,
Nothing on earth would have induced
my old friend to part with hia beloved
foothall ground—unless he was forced
to. So Thurgood tried to ruin him
and steal it !”

“But—but who on earth would want
to pay that vast sum for the ground?”
gasped Jimmy.

“One of the largest and most famous
motor ‘conipanies in the United States!”
replied Bylvester simply. )

“Great Scott! Are they in the dirty
work, too?

Tim laughed,
smiled.

“(ipod gracious, nol!  They merely
want the land—who sells it to them 13
no concern of theirs, providing he can
do so legally.

“What happened is this. They intend
manufacturing their cars in England—
to escape the Import Duty, of course—
and they sent scouts over to find a surt-
sble spot for a huge factory.  Thux-

d met one of thesa a offered
themn your land. The American repre-
sentative saw it and approved it; and
the upshot was that he gave Thurgoad
a written promize to purchase the
ground at the price I told you—pro-

and even Sylvesler

viding Thurgood wag in a position to
sell it by the end of this month, That
was the time limit, After that the com-
pany would either approach your father
direct or look for another site.

“Had Thurgood bLeen more honest,
and your fether less keon on the foot-
ball club, the deal might have been
settled last August. As you know—it
wasn't ! M-

Henvy Sylvester examined his finger-
nails attentively,

“ Dy pure accident, I discovered a fow
wecks ago who was really behind the
Dalmeny Land Society—the directors’
names, of course, were false. The
moment I found out that, 1t was not
long before I found what they were
after, also. I[—eor—tried to woin you
but—*

“But I wa: rude fo vou!™ growled
Jimmy penitently.

“"And so, iy Lkeenest  suspicions
aroused, I songht the police and they
introduced me o My, Osborne here ™

“And that's when we tombled Thur-
rood’s [ittle 7ame sompiletely I ehuckled
Tim,

Jimmy was silent.  The DRovers’

round—stelen away froin him to be

cstroyed and turned into a clanging

factory, operated by forveigners to drive
ancther nail into British trade! So that
was the reason for it all, His fingers
suddenly itched to close round Charles
Thurgood’s fat neck.

Quietly Henry Sylvester went on:

“Armed with the agreement they
tried to force wou to sign: Thurpood
would have rushed the deal through
with these Americans——" ]

“Bplit the Joot and bolted !” cut in

Tim briskly: and the solicitor podded
mournful agrecment. ;
“I should mnever hove forgiven

myself, I think ! he snid gravely.

Another silence fell, broken culy l:ri
the solemn tick of the grandiather eloe
in the corner. After o while, Jimmy
abruptly raised his heud. The expres-
gion on his ruﬁgnd fanca pave hiz com-
panions a shock.

“What punishment will these—these
seum get ™ he snapped in a voice like a
whiplash. **All of themy, I mean!”

Tim and the solicitor exchanged sz
brief glance.

“Thurgond, the ringfu‘:ﬂ:iﬂr, about
fiftcen years, I should think!” mur-
mured Tim. “And Tony, as he's

younger—fve |"

Jimmy's eyes blazed.

“ And what about my precious uncle ™
he demanded. 2

Once again his two friends looked at
cach other, but this time their glances
lingered and cuch waited for the other
to speak. At last Tim shrugged and got

Fl

“Philip Brennan has escaped!” he
said quietly. * He died in hozpital this
morning |

(For the concluding chepters of this
stirring warh seg ezt week’s bhumper
tague of the DagNeri)
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THE BOY WITHOUT A NAME!

(Continued from pape 23.)

old gent don't 'want nobody to know I
was ever a tinker's boy, and ho won't
let ma say nuffin. Being s he’s my
grandfather, I got to tos the line,
though I think 1t's jest vot, But I'm
doing like he tells me, like I ought.
“Bo, Lhanking you and the other
blokes o undred times for your kindness,
and all you done for me, no more from
*TATTERS.”

“Well, my only summeor bonnet!”
commented Bob Cherry, * 1t does tuke
the cake! If he's found a grandfather,
e must have found a name along with
him. Why can't he sign his nome "

“It's queer ! said Nugent.

“Thoe gucerfulness is preposterous,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram S8ingh. " But
the esteemed news 15 good.  The worthy
Tatters is safe {rom the execrable
tinker.™

“He's ell right, anyhow,"” remarked
Johnony Bull, * Blessed if I sce why he
ean't tell uz any more. But he's all
right, and that's rcally all that we
wanted to know.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's s0,” he agreed. "If Tatters
15 safe from that brute Wilson, and in
clover, as be says, I'm jolly glad! I'd
have liked to see the kid egoin; but 20
long as wo know hbe's all right—"

“He sounds jolly pleased in that
letter,” said Bob. “Looks as if be's
had some jolly good luck, Anyhow,
he's ell right.,” )

“Hight as rain!” agreed Wharton.

And Colonel Wharton, when he
was shown the letter, wrinkled his
brows over it in a rather perplexed
way; but agreed that it was all right,
and expressed his satisfaction,

Tatters, evidently, had found a home
somewhere, and a relative, and was
safe and apporently prosperous; and
though it was rather puzzling that he
eavo no more particulars, that was
really all thut his [riends wented to
know.

As there was no nddress on the letter,
there was no question of replying to it.
‘I'atitm, obviously, did not expect a
reply.

That the chums of the Hemove would
over ses him agamn, appeared very un-
likely. And as the opening of the
school term drew near, the ‘waif had
rather faded from their minds, though
they had not focgotien him.

The chuins of the Remove were far
from guessing the surprise that awaited
them when they arrived at Greyiriars
for the new term.

TEHE EXD.

(Don’t miss the seguel of this lopping
warn of Harry Wharion £ Co., entitfed '’
“CHUMEEY FOR SHORT!? You'll
find ¢ th next week's Magner, See tho!
wouw order wour copy WELL 1Y
ADVANCE [}
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THUN DERB(DLT

B.D.V. makes Coupon Collecting

a National Pastime.......

The Set Iﬁi:ﬂ sef the
New Standarvd

The Kolster Brandes * Masterpiccs.”
The most compact of all Z-valve Sets.

Size 7) ins. by 7} ins. by 71 ins.
Highly sensitive regenerative receiver. FOR ONLY

Pure-tened loud - speaker. Case in soo

beautiful Bakelite. Eﬂ!‘llp[t’:lt wilh
COUPONS

two Fotos Valves and full. mstructions.

Boys! Wonderful news! Less coupons now
needed for every B.D.V. Glifl, Some down to
half, Some reduced more still . Now, you

ert a few of the astounding coupon ,-ggm;ngm really .must begin saving. Ask your father,
e e - e uncles and frienids to smoke B.D.V. and give
e atged r.-.e'_'nL}ELLl.ur::;'.:.::r::5 s e :r*uu tll;mfr coupons. It wﬂit i:ﬂmf' ne:ti-{tui no
* Large ik capaciy. : M the [huke of Yark, Lors 1me Derdre vYou poSsess is ine olster
Senoath, cren Aow. With vend .
wlours, ,:,rnw 100 | =~ *dw 2_-__00 Brandes * Masterpiece” 2-Valve Set—or any

duill, well stuffed. . Streng 1ata tubber bladder. A real

feams.  Lined patmi,  Ser
of Lgun i "ﬂw goaf svorerl NOW

S : ? other gift you fancy. Start saving now.
QKING GLOVES . ' FQ m
\ BOKING GLOVES E Hi-:::c:“:“a:::!.tpm BG GET THIS FINE GIFT BOOK FREE!

i T e e Y . 1T

20 forll/z

with 2 %ﬁ%wmgﬁ
worthi P L IM LS _ |
et i P )

other-coupon 1 Values

LEVEN LESS COUPONS ARE RL(HJIET‘ M{GM B.1.Y. TOBACCO— Y T
fmcuamm {‘E‘?{E‘I{m ON DLRING WORTH 1} CIGARETTE COULONS

: PEAITLLIES
i Lid;, Dept.
et 112, C-:-mme'r-:sl.l 8t.,
4 " London, E.l
I'eant wond me A t.ui}:r of
\ue amaziog B.D.Y. Gl
Book showing the astoundiog
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DO YOU STAMMER?

Haove you a foreign accent 7 Do you
Il drop vour ‘H's' and put them in when
thoy're not wanted 7 If so, write for |}
Skinner's Simplo Systom, which will
ecorrect overy fault and enable you to |}
culiivate a beantiful Oxford accent in
your spare time !

H. SKINNER, Stamumnering ond Stutter-

ing Specialist, Remove Fassago, Groyiriara,

Edited by
HARRY
WHARTON,
F.G.0.

15
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January 10th, 1931.

SiXPENCE-A-MILE !

That's our inclusive char
Hire of our Luxurious Bathchaira, com-
plete with Livericd Chauffeur.
too big or too amall !

rope ladder for scaling the School wall |
Let us know your requiremonts,

STOTT'S HIRE SERVICE, S&chool
Bike Bhed.

for the

. No job
Bpecial rates for
excuraions, including uss of

JACK FROST AT GREYFRIARS

THUMPING NUISANCE

COKER COPS A PACKET
'SNO’ FUN

Jaclk Frost, tho chilly old gent from the North Pole, has just
paid a wisit fo the Greyfriara district, snd for soveral days the
old School has heen f{rost-bound. Needless te any, the Remove
havo taken full edvantage of the weleome visitor's presenee, and
gome firgt-closs sport has heen enjoyed, A summary of theechief
eventa 13 given below.

SLIDING.—We constructed o tip.top slide, extending hallway
acrozs the quad. All went well until Coker decided ie patronise
us; then the balloon went up! Nobody wanted Coker; his
gliding iz on o par with his football, and anyway, he's a thumping
nuisartes. But when Coker found he wasn't wanted, that only
mado him more dotermined to stay., There waa only one thing
for it—to give the great man of the
Fifth a spill that would choke him off
cliding for the rest of the day! So
ns Color started irom one end, half o
dozen  volunfecras started from  the
athor, Coker and the volunteers motb
i the middle with & crash, and f{or
n fow seeonds, all we gould gep was o
whirling kaleidoseope of arms aond
legs, finishing up in o fearsome heap
of atrugeling bumons.  From out of
that heap, eventually, emerged Cokor !
iz collar had gone, his clothes wore
torn, his right eve was closing rapidly,
el the clarot was streaming from hia
What Coker said ean't go into o rspectablo femily papor
Tho main point is,

nose,
hiko the * Greyiriars Herald,” so wo rofrain.
anyway, that after this little incident, Coloer gave a very wide berth
to the Hemove sinls !
TOBOGGANING.—Thoe Junior Tobogganin
eonteated on Friara Hill, just outside tho School, and some keen

Championship was

racing was watched by an enthusiastie erowd. 'The preliminary
heata resuited in Tomplo of tho Fourili, and Vernon-Smith and
Whaorton of the Remove, meoting in the final. Lovd Mauleverer,
the presiding wmpive, managed to got the three rivals off togathey
in & perfoct start.  Wharton toole the Iead in his epoedy-looking
craft, “Snow King,” with Yermon-Smith's * Speed Demon ”
elose hohind him. Templo, who seemed to be chielly econeerned
with lerping his elegant {rousers out of the snow, soon cams to
grief and shot thwough ihe air to lund, neck high, in a snowdrift,
from which he was rescued with his trousers leoking the reverse
of elogant, Meanwhile, Whorton and Vosnon-Smitly were going
it nock to meck; but with only & dozen yarda to go, the * Speed
Demon,"” true to its name, shot ahead of its rival and tinished up at
the bottom of the lll, o grand winner. The Bounder, who wag
received wilh loud ehwers, wos awarded the Alpine Clob's buiton
snd givon the right to placo afier his namo the letters = J, T, C.'—
Junior Tebograning Chamyp |

SILL-ING—Tho Ski-ing Group, headed by Wharten, held their
first oot of the season on the roof of the woodshed whilo ihe
beak= weren't looking.  The roof in question didu't give them a
very _Ewm run, but o finn, sloping snowdri{t underneath mado o
fine landing-ground and the roof was goon rattling as the mery
ski-ers raged downm it. Uniortunately, the noisw hbrought out
taosting, who had Leen doing odd joba inside, and when Gossy
hopped off for the Houd, the Ski-ing Gronp decided that o huaerid
finish to their activitics was desivable in the intercsts of peaco qud
comnfori

Anyway, thiree cheora for Jack Frost |

_ Long moy ho reign—
and mind how you spell it, Mr, Printer!

“PALMY"” DAYS
FOR CANE

Diary of Quelch’s
Ashplant

MONDAY.—Started the weel's
wolk on tho palms of Bob Cherry,
who had flung a emowhall at
Coker of the Iifth and hit the
Boss by mistake! Nice chap,
Bob ; ot him off as lightly as I
could ; but ithe Dosa Leeps a
firm hand on mo !

TUERDAY . —Enjoyed a yough-
Lionge with Skinner and Bnoop,
aftor the Boss had caught them
amoking in the woodshed. Wish
thoso follows would use a clothes-
bruzsh mors often, thourh—1ho
dust from their trouvsers was ihe
giddy limik !

WEDNESDAY —Dusy day, to-
day ; Boss in the tentrums. Not
contont with introducing mo to
half the Form in 1he morning,
ho started bashing the desks and
blacliboard with me, {o add foree
lo what ho was sayving, Went to
bod feeling tired and eching all
over,

THURSDAY —Creat  excite-
ment to-day.. Wag having a eut
at Vernon-Smith, when he turned
anil wrenched me oué of the
Boas® hand. Thought {for a
moment thoe Bounder was going to
use tne on my own lord and maoster,
but he mercifully refrained from
such sacrilege, Heard afterwands
from Cousin Ashplant that Unecle
Birelh had a rare old go at him
lator, in the Head's gludy.

FRIDAY.—Waa brought inte
play on Bolsover, who had hern
caught bullying, end Mauleverer,
whoe hod again fallen asleep in
closa. Poor old Meuly | Finighed
the day by having an up-and-a-
downer with Wun Lung. The
Chinlk hod stolen the housekesper’s
eat  under suspicious  cireum-
stonces. VWhat o r._.,.u !

SATURDAY ~—Xoped for o
liltle pecco to-day, but no luel!
Bunter pot himsolf dotained, then
broke detention and pinched
a cole irom 1he tuckshop. Result:
tho hardest five minuies' work
for e I'vo had for monihs!
Folt quite dirzy, nftorwards:
bosin to think I've hed my day.
Perhapa the day ia coming when
[ shall Be allowed to go into
Lonourabdo retireinent.,

SUNDAY.—Rested all  day,
wdiatprbod—ior  which  relief,

Bloodthirsty || TUCKLESS
Boxing Bout §8 LUCKLESS

4,

“All-in * Wrestling 8 DANGER TO
and Hacking [HE COMMUNITY

H
To ascitle an argument aa .__ﬁ.w.”_ Tn the Tuckshop  Scssions,
illinm George Bunior, described

.ﬂ#mﬂrﬁ.b;mimus:mm.ﬁ::m".
wregtling iz brutal or not, Bol=overlg, gormandiser, of no fixed akode,
_-armhﬂmwuaﬂﬂupmmiﬂm

major of the Remove and Ea_...__.._nm
of the Fifth have just mel in 1. : i

fight-to-a-finigh  contest undajgl _ﬂwﬁuﬂw azw.ﬂh.ﬁwuwwﬁmdnﬂmw_ﬂ
Amcrican " All-In " rules.  OQufeniad  to  having  srrested
wrestling expert writos as follows: @2 0er in the not of crooping

Defore the atart the promotor, @ ira at 11 _ .
H. Vernon-3mith, m.aM—.. snnouresd MH.uEE p-m. the previous
m

that as no copy of the “ Allln"§ b Cher "

rules was wﬂ_w:ww_? the confostants(f 1, P .ﬂw* gy mnn.. _..WE
had agroed to accopt tho ﬂa.;.m._.““mmﬁ_ag %ﬂﬁwﬂ&nﬁ %H_mnu h.w
poper versions of same, which,® wmmunity whon .a  fat,

meant that there would bo wjg
restrictions  whatever, ;

nprincipled porpoise was allowed
Woss in the middle of the night.
Mo mon's tucl was safo in such
Mroumstances. The fnarned judgo
: .M.M.m._m might be the mnext to
& Mr. Justice Wharlon (darkly):
il be & hangman's job ﬂmmn
gnyone pinches tuck belonging
g2 ool
 Poter Todd, K.C, ﬁ_.w-mn Tose,
nd in an impassionad  epeech
#or the lmnﬁ%.mﬁ, declared m_wwﬂ.
W is learned friend, counsol for the
broeecntion, had talked a lot of
: B kur and Hu_m_._ﬁm.w—.._um_..mm.._.- It was
Bolsover made s good stard@mmy-rot and all my cyvo to speak
by flinging himself at Coker and@¥ denger to the community, when
biting his cor. Color responded byfwery man-jack in the Resnove
ingerting hig grost figt in Bolsoverseked, barred, and bolted his
mouth till tho Remove man wisBuek against possible nooturnal
noarly choked.,  Bolsy relenscifgwadors. He bepped ihe judge
himself by landine the senior s consider tho plight of hias
terrific kick on the jaw, but Cokerahappy, half-storved client. The
quickly recovererd and after seizing@bmer of &  boa.constrictor's
hjg man by ihe ankles, whirled@spetite, ho found himsolf wander-
him round snd dashed his nappofhg round the House, tuckless and
againat tho flogr.  Foriunotelyficklees, while the biting winter
Bolsover possesses n thick ekulffiind howled about him and the
and waa ablo to jump up at oncgffaow drifted relenilossly round
and grab tho Fifth-Formor by thegs portly but distinguished person.
hajr, which he iore out by ihaf MHis Wﬂﬂ._m_:ﬂ + Half a mol
handful till Coker knocked him@fe wos in the House not in the
out with a fearful butt in theund!
tummy. Then followed a horeud Peter Todd, K.C.: Sorry, your
lean duel on the floor, in whichierdship. 1 was carried away by
ihe two principals worked tiefhe exubsranco of my wverbosily.
andience up io a frenzy by banginf@inyway, enother point I've just
each other's hends on the boardffhought of is that my client
for ten minutes or go. From thagras weoring pyjamas at the time
back of tho erowd the scrapflis arrest. 5o he couldn’t be
sounded something like thia: mpected to be carrying the moons
Bangt Dang! Dangl Bangz i subsistence with him could he #
o ﬁ_wﬁaaca ! ¥ah! Grooogh!§ His lordship: Can it, Toddy !
Finally, Coker manoged to guff find the prisoner guilty !
on hia foet and start jumping off Prisoner: Owl Boast!
hia prostrato opponont, Bolsover§ Mia lordship then pronounced
however, got awey ot last, an@sntence, viZ., that prisonor ehould
after deabug hia man a R0 iva ten lashesz with the eat-o'-
drive to ithe chin, grasped hi fno-lail aned that the remaing be
by the scrufl of tho noek, whitlo@fterwards banded over 1o ile
him over his head, and flung hisburt missionary.
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mvely thavks (o all econeorned.

into the thiek of the crowd. " Therg 1he matter remaina,

" EDUCATION BY FILMS

“Life of

CUSTAR BEATON
MASTERPIECE

Wo in tho Remove were bucked
to a mon last week whon Quelchy
eunounced that by way of an
experiment he proposed to exhibit
an educational film in the Form.
room one afternoon. DBut our
joy was short-lived. In the next
breath he informed ws that the
eftornoon in guestion would be
Wedneaday—our  usual  half-
holidey 1  We came out of class
fairly raging.

* Gentlemen, chaps, and
jellowa ! ”  samd  Vernon-Smilh,
* Bomothing must be dona |

“ Btrikes e wo're heing dono,
enyway | V' growlod Johnny Bull.

s u,nnnww watching & blessed naturs
film when we might be playing
footor ™

“Some nalure Slm, tool”
snorted Bulstrode, * * The Life of
a Worm,” you know. Might as
well call it ‘The Lifa of a
Removite ' for all the difference
thora ig! "

“ Bomething must be dong 1™

repeated Vermon-Smith.
“DBut  whati?"  demanded
Wharton. “We can’t go on

atrike about i, After all, a giddy
Form.-master must be given his
head to & cortain oxtent,”

* Best thing to do i3 grin and
bear it ! "' advised Bob Chorry,

That was the conclusion mosl
follows came to, But not Vernon-
Smith. The Bounder nover wos a
chap to submit to authorily, Ha
saitl he didn't intemd to do so
now, though what e¢lse he eould
do was a puzzlo to moat of una.
He didn't confide his plans to
anyone olse, and although we
noticed him eyele off towards
Courtfield noxt duy and roturn
later with a hefty-locking parcel
on the baclkk of hia hike, none of us
connected it with Quelchy’s ap.

proaching film lecture at the
time, Afterwards, of course——
Well, anyway, Wednesdoy

nfternoon  arrived and we all
trooped indo the Morm-roem foel-
ing the reverse of delizhted. It
wouldn't have beon so bad if
we'd been going to see an exeiting
cowboy picture or o custard-pie
comedy, But “7The Life of a
YWorm 1"

Guolehy sat at the back of the
Form-room and placed the spool
he had {akon from s box on ihe
ffoor inle its holder in the pro-
jector. It was o foolproof pro-
jector i but notwithetanding thet
tact, the Quelch-bird didn't loock

a Worm”

voery happy over the job. Ha
happens to have a classieal
mind that doesn’'t take wvery

kindly to mechanics, you seo, and
he had to employ quite a Iot
of concentration before he got it
right, But ho got things straight
at lagt ond rapped on the desk
for stlonce.

“"Bova!" lLa szaid, “We are
about to witness what has heen
described to me by the film
renters as a iruly remarkable
demonstration of the powers of
the meving-picture. Thanks to
this ingenious invention which
Mayas ao important & part in
modern life,” ete., ete,, for about
five minutes, “we are able to
study in minute detail the habits
of the common or garden worm.
I now propose to sot the machino
in oporation, Please turn out the
lights, Wharton,”

Whaerton turned out the lights
and we resigned ourselves to an
hour  of complete and utter
boradom,

Then Quelch switched on the
clectrically - controlled projector
and the titls appeared on tho
sereen. As it did so, we jumped.

For what went up in big lelters
on tho sheot in front of the class
wea nob ** The Life of a Worm,”
but this -

“HOT DOG3 ™
Feslurina Custar Beaton, the
World'a Champ, Comedian !
“What the thump!" gasped
heli o dozen staggercd Iemovo

[of.

The film began. Wo began, too
began lsughing and didn't stop.
For immstead of watching, as we
hod expected, the life of the
¢ommmon or garden worm, wo worpe
watching the lifle of the world’s
highest-paid comedian in a hot-
sausage shop,

A sudden, sirangled ery came
from Quolch.

“Doyal Stopl! Thero is o
mistake—a dreadiul mistake,™

‘“Ha, ha, ha1 "

“I will stop the machine at
onee | V¥ gasped Qualchy. But that
was more cnsily egaid than done.
Whion ho come to ewitch off, ho
found that tho switch wouldn't
oporata, B0  Custar Beaton
carricd on, his antics undisturbed.

Queleh hommercd and tugged
rt the projector almaost frontically
in hia cfforts to stop it. But it
simply wouldn’t stop and in the
end Le gave it up and rushed out
of 1he Yorm-room almost foaming
ut Ltho mouth, leaving uz to yell
over the remaindor of the picture,
(Continued al fool of next column,)
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FROSTY
WEATHER

A COMPLETE
FROST

_ Mr. QUELCH —Frosty wealher
i3 healthy and invigorating, and
should be conduecive to ha d
work in the class-room. But I
find, to my surprise, that the
Removo seem to be not a bib more
interested in P. Vergilius Maro
than they were befors !

BOB ERRY.—This ia the
bost time of the year bar none, my
infant. The only drawback is that
we still have to grind at Virgil
and the other old cranks! Why
oan't they give us & holiday till
the thaw sets in 1

BILLY BUNTER.—In f{rosty
weather I find that my delicate
constitution needs twice as much
nourishment a3 in the midsaummer
heat. Yot Quelch gave me fifly
lines after I'd had only six holpings
of porridge for brokker! least |

ORACE COKEER.—S8o far ca
I'm concorned, it's o complete
frost. Wait till I lny hands on
those cheeky fops who bowled
moe over on the Remove slide!
Be.r.r.r-r!

Mr. PROUT.—1{ reminds mo
of the time when 1 was in the
Rockies in '08. I rememboer that
on that occasion—-—

{No you don'’t, Frouty '—Eb.)

o

EDUCATION BY FIiLMS.

(Continued from previous column.)

When it had ended, Vernon-
Smith turned on the lights and

coolly scrowed o little Lnob on

to the side of the projector. When
ha prosscd this knob, 1l machine
stopped at once. Wa thought
wo tnmbled to it then,

Y Emithy 1" pasped Wharton.
¥ S0 it was you !

“Little mo!" nodded the
Dounder. **It was quilo casy to
wangle the projeclior so Quelchy
counldnt stop it

* But what luck for tho renters
to gend the wrong {ilin ! chuckled
Boh Cherry.

" Thoy didn't 1’ erinned
Vernon-Smith., “But as they
didn’t there was no harm in my
hiring a {ilm from another firm
pnd swoppong over, was thore 120

" Good. o1 Smit spod

“Good o mithy I ¥ o
Poter Todd. e S

“ Ha, ha, hat”

We roored. Nothing so funny
had happened for montha.

Needless to say, Onelehy  has
dropped the idea of educating the
Iemove by tho cine:na like o

hot brick |



