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A FULL-OF-PEP YARN, FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO.—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Bunter !
i HAT about me?” asked Billy

w Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat"

Eilly Bunter did not seem
to have expected that question to set
the table into a roar.

But that was the effect it produced.

“I say, vou fellows—"

“ Ha, ha, hat" roared the Removites.

Prep was over; and most of the Re-
move were gathered in the Rag. Most
of them were busy. They were engaged
in tearing up paper into small frag-
ments, to be stuffed into bogs.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Form, had ordained a ecross-country run
for the morrow. 0ld newpapers, old
sxercise books, anything in Ffact that
was tearable, was being torn up to make
“geent ™ for the paper-chate.

While they manufactured the scent,
the chums of the Remove discussed who
should be the harea. The whole Remove
wera going to be the pack; and two of
tho best had to be picked out to lay the
soent.

It wag quite a  cious subject; and the
Remove men dic ussed it seriously. But
hilarity supervened, when illiam
Geor Bunter butted in with his
valuahle euggestion.

Bunter blinked at the chuckling Re-
movités through his big spectacles with
a wrathful blink,

“Look here, Wharion—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If vou think I can’t run—" roared
Bunter,

“My dear man, I've seen you run,”

rinned Bob Cherry. “That time you

ad Coker's pie, and Coker of the Fifth
got after you, you beat all records.
But you couldn't stay the distance in a
paper-chase.”

“ And that time vou rowed with Tubb
of the Third,” chuckled Johnny Bull.
“You put wp a splendid sprint across
the guad. But—"
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“1 was thinking of Tatters,” said
Harry Whartan. “I mean, Chol-
mondeley ! Cholmondeley's jolly fit, and
he's a good runner——"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——-="

“Like the idea, Tatlers?” asked
Harry, turning to the new fellow in the
Remove. 5

Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley, more
commmonly called Tatters by his friends,
nodded.

“'liar, 'ear!” he answered.

Sniff from Bunter!

“A fellow who drops hizs H's!"™ he
jeered,

“ Weall, Tatter's H’s wen't ho wanted
in a paperchase,” said Beb, "He can
drop them along with the scent and neo
harm done.™

“I'm offering my servicea!” said
Bunter, with dignity. *“You fellows
keap mo out of the football, You make

out I never do anything for the Form.
Well, I'm willing to run in the paper-
chase.”

“You can run with the pack, old fat
bean,’” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“¥You'll erock up after the first dozen
yards: but that won't matter in the
pack,™

“The erockiulness will be terrifie, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh. “ But if you ran as
an esteemed hare, there would be danger
of terrific burstfulness.™

Snort from Bunter,

It was one of Billy Bunter’s little
ways to faney that he could do any-
thing—till ho came to do k. At that
point, he menerally discovered that,
after all, he couldn’t.

Bunter was not distinguished as a
sprinter.

Certainly there had been oceccaszions
when he had  covered the pground
quickly—as on the occasion when Coker
of the Fifth had been pursuing Bunter
and a purloined pie. 'lﬁl accasinna like
that, Bunler had been known to re-
semble the hare in its flight, But there
was no doubt that on most ocoasions his
motions resormbled those of the tortolse—
and not & common or garden tortoize,

capted,

s0 to speak, but & very old and very
tired Llovioise.

20 DBunier's services as hare n &
paper-chase wero not likely to be ac-

“1 sayv, you fellows, thiz 13 rather
sickening,” he said scornfully. *You
bar me from footer! Wou know how
I play soccer—-"

“Ha, ha! Yea”

“But if I asked you for a place in the
team agamst St Jim's, for instance,
you'd sav no, Wharton. Don't deny it—
you would!™ ]

“My dear old barrel, I'm not geing to
deny it,"” answered the captain of the
Remove. “I1 chouwld say No, with a
capital N."

“And you carry the same petty
jealousy into sueh matfters as papor-
chases,” said Bunter bitterly. “I must
50y 1t't rather sickening”

‘Fathead !” )

“If there's any man in the Remove
who runs like me, I'd like to sce him !

said Bunter.
chuckled  Frank

“There
Nugent.

" Not one ! said Squiff. “Not & man'!
Mobody elze in the Remove rolls along
like & jolly old barrel.”

“I'd undertake to leave you all stand-
ing, and chance it!” declared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at!” said Dunter. I call it
gigkening! You fellows keep me out of
aver{thingi; What do we come to a
Public achool for, I'd like to knowl
Games! We're not like common people
who go to school to learn things—>"

“¥You're not, anyhow !” grinned Bob.
“ Nothing common about you, old bean,
when it comes to learning things.™

“We come here for games”
Bunter. “Games are the thing!
I'm kept out of games!
rotten.”™

“You biitheriug ass!"”  exelaimed
Harry Wharten, “Every time there's
games practice you have to be rooted
out of some corner and kicked down to

isn’t [

mald
Well,
eall it

Little Side.” g
“I'm wnot talking about games
practice,” said Bunter disdainfully.

“T'm talking about games. ¥ don’t need
the graciﬁce ou fellows do.”

“0h, my hat!®

“Put mo in the team inct St Jim's
ar Rookwaod and Tl show rou same
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football that will make you sit up and

take notice."
* More likel

a faint,"” said

“I've given up Expr::ctini that I said

make us fall down in
ohnny Bull.

Buntcer scornfully. * You keop me out
of games! INow I'm offering to run in
a paper-chase [ get the same sneaking,
sneering, carping jealousy! 1 tell you,
I'm zsick of it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . .

Billy Bunter drew himself to his full
height—which was not, however, im-

ressive—und gazed at the hilarious

omovites with scorn. Hiz very spee-
tacles glittered with wrath.

“Well, I can tell you I'm fed-up!” he
gaid. “I'm making vyou thiz offer,
Wharton, if you want a really good
run across country to-morrpw—"

“Thank you for nothing."

“If you refuse—"
“WNa ‘if* about it,” chuckled the
captain of the Remove, “If the course
were all downhill, 1t might suib you.
You could turn on your side and roll
wlong like a barrel—""

HHﬂp hﬂ-, htl. 1_1':1

“But as the matter stands,
declined with thanks! You
can run with the pack, old
fot bean; and if you're still
in sight after the first quarter
of & mile, T'll stand you a
doughnut.'”

“Bafe offer!” chuckled
Peter Todd.

::':Ei'l'_?ﬁ; look out!® said Bunter darkly.

“Look out!

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
Ow! of the Remove. He was frowning
darkly, and his manner was dramatie.
He wageod a fat forefinger ab the chums
of the Remove as he warned them to
look out.

“ What are we to lock out for?” asked
Wharton in astonishment. “Ayve you
E‘ﬂm& to lick us all round, or what "

“Ha, ha, hal”

#Logk out!” repeated Bunter mys-
tarionsly. “*The worm will turn.*
“Well, you're s worm, and a i::dl?r fat
ono, old bean!” said Bob Cherry. “ Are
you going to turn? Or do you mean
that vou're doing & funny turn?*?
"You'll seel” said Bunter, still mors
mysteriously. " You'll see what you will
gee! You can take my word for that!”
“Right on the wickoet,” chuckled Bob.
¥ Your word isn't much usze, az a rulg,
but we can take it for that. You men,

the next he is gone ;

&
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we're going to sce what we shall see.
Make o note of it."

“Ia, ha, hal”

“If the run's mucked up,” said
Bunter, ¥ don't say I didn'é warn you.”

* Wha-a-t 1"

“You howling ass, what are you driv-
ing at?” demanded the captain of the
Remove, staring at Wilham George
Bunter blankly. '

“That's telling I'* said Bunter.

“ Fathead '’

“I know what I know,” added Bunter
with & mystoriousness that was really
worthy of the films, “Look out—that's
all. Just look out!"

And with that Billy Bunter rolled out
of the Rag, leaving the juniors staring.
Evidently, sothething was working in the
fat but powerful intelleet of William
George Bunter.

Perhaps Bunter expeeted to leave the
Removites in a state of perplexity and
wonder, tinctured with alarm. Perhaps
he expected to be colled baek to explain
his mysterions threat, If so, he was

One moment young Cholmondeley of the Remove
js with the Greyfriars Hares and Hounds—
vanished as complietely
and as mysteriously as if the earth had opened

and swallowed him !

disappointed. The juniors stared after
Bunter, laughed, and forgot his fat
existence the next minute as they went
on tearing up scent and discussing the
morrow's ron  Neo doubi something
was working in Bunter’s powerful brain;
but to the rest of the Remove Bill
Bunter's unimporbance was abyamal,
and they did not even want to know
what 1t was!

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
The Paper-Chase !

MR. QUELCH smiled, & Lkindly

smile.
It was the Iollowing aiter-
noon; a fine, ¢lear, frosty win-
ter's afternoon.

That afterncon, when Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, took his little
walk pbrond, he waz muflied up against
the cold, almast like an Arctic explorer.
Mr. Quelch had reached an age when
tha central heating, as it were, had
diminizhed a little. But tho members

of his Form were at that
happy age when a keen,
frosty day, with a biting
wind from the north,
made them feel merry and
bright. Every face in the
Remove was cheerful
when they gathered in
the old guad for the start
of the paper-chase. Even
slackers like Skinner and
hiz friends looked nnusg-
ally cheery, and wers
ready to start with the
rest of the pack, though it was likel
that they would tail off before mu
ground had been covered,

And Mr. Quelch smiled kindly as he
looked at the bright faces of his Form.
It was a half-holiday, and the
Removites looked as if they were going
to cnjoy it. The crowd of cheery faces
brought back to Henry Samuel Quelch
somo rominder of his own far-off youth.
For Mr. Quelch had been a boy once—as
his Form knew, though they found it
hard to believo,

There waz only ono member of the
Hemove missing from the rapks. That
was Billy Bunter.

Bunter, it seemed, was disdaining to
run with the pack—his valuable ser-
vices as & hare having been deelined.
Dunter had disappearced immediptely
after dinner—where, nobody knew. Not
that &nﬁud}' gave it a thought. Not
only nobody knew, but nobody cared.
MNobody in the Remove, indeed, just then
remembered that there was al.tuJ.h 5 per-
sou a3 Willam George Bunter in the

universe at all

Tatters, otherwise Chol
mondaler, had been selected
as one of the hares. Frank
Nugent as the other. Nuogent
was an cxtremely flest-footed
fellow, very suitable for tha
task. And Tatters waa n good
man at ruoning.  Owing to
the peculiar circumstances of
Tatters' earlier days, he had never
learned to play the games that were

layed at Greyfriars. Harry Wharton

a. wers initizting him into tha
mysteries of soccer, but Romeé, of
course, was not built in o day, and
it was not likely that Tatters would
be playing o pood game of football
for some time to come. So the captain
of the Remove was glad to give him a
chance of distinguishing himself in &
way for which he was Gited.

Tatters wos looking very merry and
bright. Ila was a handsome fellow, and
an athlctia one, though slim in figure,
;nd he looked wvery fit in his running

it.

Wingate of the Sixth had apreed to
start the run, But tho eaptain of
Greyfriars was nob veb on the spot when
Mr. Queleh walked down.

The Remove master paused, smiling
kindly as aforesald, and took & benig-
nant survey of the crowd of juniors.

He scermed plensed to see the new
fellow there. Chelmondeley was such
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an unusual new fellow for Grﬁy_l'rm
that ¥r. Quelch had rather feared
there might be some *'set * against him
in the Form. But this, certainly, did
mot look like it

“Ah! Yon are—um—pgoing for a
run, Wharton?® asked the Remove
master. "“A—a paper-chase, 1 pre-
sume '*

" Yes, eir,"” said Harry.

Veornon-Smith winked at Tom Red-
wing, and Skinner murmured to Snoop,
“What & brain!” As Frank Nugent
and Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley were
laden with bags of scent, in full view,
Mr. Quelch was safe in " presuming *
that it was a paper-chase.

“And which are the—the hares?”
asked Mr. Qlualch gonially.

“Tatters—~I mean Cholmondeley—
and Nugent, sir,” said Wharton.

Mr. Quelch turned his %Henevelent
ltEF:l[Jti;n to Ta-tmyf]. ;

opo you wi ave & good run,
Chelmondeley,” he eaid.
“Thank you, sir,” said Taiters. “I

jﬂ'ﬁ "J.
r. Quelch winced.

“You should say, I hope so, Chal-
mondeley,” he murmured.

“ Yes, sir, that's wot I said,” answered
Tatters. *“I 'ope so, sir! This 'ere
frosty weather is jest prime for & bloom-
ing run, sir.”

There was a suppressed chudkle io
the ranks of the Remova.

Tatters' fow of English wvas as inter-
esting, in its way, as that of Hurres
Jamszet Ram Singh,

Indeed, to Groyfriars ears, the English
that Hurree Singh had learned from
Mook Mookerjee, the wise moonshes of
Bhanipur, was hardly more remarkable
than the language Tatters had learned
as the companion of Tinker Wilson.

“My dear boy,” said Mr. Quelch
gently, *1 have obszerved several times
that you should net use such a word as
blooming.,”

“Ohl Sorry, sir!” stammered Tatters,
“1 didn't mean to, sir! Butit’s Tard f{or
8 bloke to keep on remembering."

“" Meither should wyou use the word
bloke, Cholmondeley.”

“I—1 meon cove, sit—""

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“I—I mean—" stammered poor
Tatters, quite put out by that invel-
untary chortle from thse Remove,

“Never mind, my boy. 1 have no
doubt you are doing your best,' zaid the
Remove master, kindly. * DBut you must
try to forget all that you learned in
company with that disreputable man,
Wilson, before you were roclaimed by
ﬁualur grandfather, 8ir George Cholmon-

cley.”’

“¥ou bet, sir!]” said Taiters.

Mr. Quelch coughed,

“I em very glad, Cholmeondeley, to
ses you taking part in the games of
vour ¥orm,” he said. “ Very glad, in-
deed, to sea that you have made so
many friends here,”

*“Yes, rather, sir,” said Tatters. “It's
prime! Courze, I know that I ain't so
posh a3 most of these 'ere blokes, sir;
but bless your little ’eart, they treats a
cove decent. I was blooming lucky to
be sent to Greyiriars, sir, and you can
lay to that.”

Mr. Quelch coughed apgain.

He rather liked this now boy, and he
certainly compassionated him on his
early misfortuncs. But ho wished, very
much wizhed, that Arthur Caeil Chol-
mondeley would pick up the King's
English a little more rapidly.

g W::lill. well, T hﬂpﬁh:.rnu will hE.vaMan
enjoyable run, m orvs,’ sai L.
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Quelch, rather hastily, and he walked on
out of the gates with Mr. Prout.

“ Decent old cove, ain’t he?" maid
Tatters. “Looks a bit of a blinking
terror, but his eart’s in tho right place.

“Ho are his H's,"” remarked Skimnner.

“Ha, ha, hg!”

“You're a funny cove, ain't
sald Tatters, with a glare at Harold
Skinner. “Can't lét s covey’s bloom.
ing aitches alone, can you "

“My dear man, I'd let your aitchea
alome if you had any,” said Skinner,
“ﬁnt_;:: you haven't—you've dropped them
“ F

“He, he, hol” came from Sidney
James Bnoop.

*“Oh, shmt uwp, Skinner,” said BEob
Cherry.

* Yes, you close your tater-trap,” szid
Tatters resentfully. *'If ﬁm opan it

ﬁu?ﬂl

too wide you might get & bung om the
beezer.”
“My only hat! What's 8 beezer?™

asked Skinner.
“Ho, you don't know what o bloom-
ing beezer 187" asked Tatters,
l#l

“MNo!™ said Skinner regretfully.

never . had the advantage of being.

taught by the estimable Tinker Wilson.
Never, in fact, becp on speaking terms
with a tinker at all! My misfortune”

“Well, if you don’t know what a
beezer is ['ll blinking well show youl”
sald Tatters.

And with a sudden swing of his arm
he swung round his bag of scent, and
it crashed on Skinner's sharp nose.

“Yaroooh IV

There was & vell from Skinner, and
he staggerad back and sat down in the
quad.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Know what o beezer i3 now "' asked
Teatters. *Like another cosh on iti"

“Oht Obh! Wow!” gasped Skinner,
elutching his nosze, as he stagpered to
his feet. *“Ow, you ruffian! Owl"”

“Ha, ha, ha?®

“You cheeky rotler!™ yelled Skinner.
“TH jolly well—

“Here, chuck 161" interposed Harry
Wharton, pushing the enraged Skinner
back. “You asked for that, you know,”

“Look here!” howled Skinner,

“Bhut up; here comes Winguto !

The Greyfriars captain wuas arriving
on the spot. Harold 8kinner gave the
new junior an inimical glare, and fell
back to his place in the ranks. He
rubbed hia noze rather painfully. He
knew what a "beezer ™ was now, if he
had net known before; in fact, it’s
hue had been cnriched by the crash
of tho bag of zcent on it, and it was
now deserving of Tatters' description of
it as a “blooming ' beezer! Certainly
it looked blooming, if not blossoming.

“"You kids ready " asked Wingate.

"Yeog, Wingate

And Wingate started tho hares, and
Frank [Nugent and Arthur  Ceoil
Cholmondeley disappearcd out of the
gates at a trot.  The hares were {0 be
given ten minutes’ start; and \Wingate
kept hiz eye on the clock-tower.

Nugoent and Tatters were far ahend,
and out of sight, whon Wingate gave
the signal at last, and the whole pack
sironmed out of the gates and down
tha road.

The scent lay down the road towards
Friardale; but it turned off at the foot-
path through Friardale Wood, and the
?nq?da went along the footpath on the
rail.

By that time BSkinner & Co. had
bellows to mend, and they dropped out
quietly.

The rest of the nack followed the
towpath along the Sark:; but by the

THE MAGNET

time the bridge was reachod some miore
had tailed off.

As they came out on the bridge Bob
Cherry's bugle blew a loud note. The
hares, far m the distance across ths
river, had been aighted, though they
vanished the next maoment,

Ta-ra-r-a-ral

“Tally-ho 1"

“Put it on, you men [*

And the pack ran on following the
trail of torn paper, by road and lane
and ﬁe!dﬁath, more and more tailing
off as the miles accumulated under
their feet, till at last thera was only a
bunch of the best men in the Remove
keeping up the steady pace, closo on
the track of the hares.

—mm

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Means Business ]

[T EARTH

Billy Bunter made that ro-

mark,

Had any of the hares or
hounds given a thought to Billy Bunter
that frosty afterncon—which they did
not—thoy would have supposed that the
fat Owl of the Remove was indoors,
frowsting over a study fire.

But Bunter, for once,
“* frowsting.””

Bunter was out and about. Bunfer
was in a determined and vengeful
mood. As he had told the Removites,
the worm will turn, Bunter did not
exactly realise that he was a worm,
But he had turned.

Tho sun had gone down on Bunter's
wrath, and risen on it again. Dunter
meant business!

Ho had left Greyfriars immediately
after dinner. The paper-chase did not
start till some time later, so Bunfer

plonty of time. And Bunter
plugged away across country long
hefore the hares left tho school gates,

The course to be taken on that run
was more or less mapped out. The de-
taile were laft to the hares, but 1t was
understood that the run would eross
the Bark by the bridge, wind round
the foot of Redelyffe Hill, cross the
Seven Elms meadows, and so round hy
Courtficld Common and back to the
school. Tt was a long run, and a
roundabout run, and it was likely to
test the powers of the Remove pack. It
was probable that only &« handiul of
the Form would be in at the death,

Nugent and Tatters were good men
for tho }part- they had to play, and it
was likely enough that they would beat
the pack. Had Bunter been one of the
harcs thers would have been no doubt
about it—in DBunter's mind. For the
solf-esteem of William George Bunter
was on a par with his circumfercnce,
It was almost unlimited,

Bunter was far from realising that
he would have crocked up in tho first
hundred yards. His view was that
he wuas left out—as uvsual—owing to
petty jealousy—alzo as wsual! And this
time the worm was going to turn—
Bunter was going to put his foot down.

The harca were going to be caught
before the run was half overl Duonter
was going to contrive that. And,
taking short cuts direct acrosa country,
Billy Bunter arrived in tho Seven Elms
mendows.

Once they were on the po there was
no doebt that the Removites wonld
cover the ground quekly, Still, Bunter
had ample time,

He was pufing and blowing by the
time he arrived at Seven Flms. Tt was
a long walk from the echool; and though

was not



EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter had taken it at a leisurely
ace it had winded him. He slowed
own more and more as he came into
& wide, green meadows of BSBeven
ms—a rich pasture-land, watered by

a little stream that Bowed down to the

Sark.

That stream was small, but it was
deep and swift. In snmmer it could be
waded in many places; in winter, fed
by the rains, it was full to the banks,
and often spread bevond them over the
meadows, Booding the low-lyving pasture
land, Where a footpath crossed the
wide meadows there was a plank
bridge across the stream.

In the winter the place was almost a
solitude, o

Billy Bunter, as he came in sight
of the stream, glistening in the winter
sunshine, grinned a breathless grin, He
was hesding for the plank bridgo.

That plank was the only methed of

“ I'I1 soon show you
swhat 8 beoezer Is [ **
sald Tatters. With a
#udden swing of his
arm he swung round
his bag of * scent,”
and it crashed In
Skinner’s face.

* Yaroooh I ™

crossing the stream—unless fellows liked
to plunge inte iey water and try
pwimmming. :

Bunter was going to shift the plank.

Then, when the hares arrived at thoe
epot, they would find that thero was
“no thoroughfare.”
_ The hares would have to turn aside,
follow the stream, and go miles round,
Good men as they were, they would
probably be feeling the strain by the
tima they reached that spot. A few
extra miles would knock tﬁeﬂm out~—and
gerve them jolly well right! Bunter
kad no doubt that it would serve thom
right| Fellows who did mot pgive
Bunter his dus deserved anythin ort
of boiling in oil. Having been left out

of that run, Bunter was going to muck
it up. It did not evern occur to
Bunter's fat brain that thers was any-
thing mean or revengeful in this. His
idea was that the beoastz had asked for
it and were going to get it. They had
said that he would crock up—as if he
wasn't the hest runner in the Hemove!
Porhapa tho beasts would crock up
themselves, with & few extra miles
added to an already long run. Dunter
hoped they would enjoy those miles,

Htanding by the plank bridge, Billy
Bunter blinked across the stream
through his big spectacies.

He could sce nothing of either hares

or houndsz, so far,
not have been very far away. The fat
Owl's range of vision was limited.

 “Beasts!” remarked Bunter, address-
ing space, and referring to the whole
Iﬁu‘ﬂr Tourth, hares end hounds and
all.

Ho was tired from his walk, Now
that ke was standing still he was also
eold. He resolved to get on with it
without losing time. The beasts might
come into sight at any minute.

He stocped to the plank and graszped
the ond.

He grasped and tugged and shoved,
with beads of perspiration starting out
on his fat forchead. To his surprise,

Skill, they maght

and intense Irritation, he tugged and
shoved in vain.

He had [Iaid his plaps quite
ennningly, but it proved easier to lay
plans than to ecarry them out. The
plank was a huge, heavy plank. It
was heavier then—in Miltonio phrase—
the tallest pine hewn on Norwegian
hills, Tt wns well sunk in mud on the
bank; and the ptream, full to the
margin, lapped it as it flowed.

Bunter tugged and shoved and puffed
and blew; and the well-planted plank
remalned immovable.

“ O erikey ! gaspad Bunter.

Exertion did not appeal to Bunter.

e

It was one of the things he disliked
intonsely. But he exerted himself now.
Cold as the weather was, Billy Bunter
grew quite warm; he perspired, he
puffed, ha blew, he gasped, and he
gpluttered, and a button flew from his
walstcoat.

~And etill the plank remained where
it was, anbsolutely regardless of Bunter
a.ndHhi? herculean efforte.

I i 1ll‘

Bunter started and looked up.

In that lonely place he had nob ax-
pected to meet snyone till the Remova
runners cams along,

But as he was hailed from the farther
bank he realised that, solitary as the
giz}cﬂ was, the footpath and the plank

ridge might be used by a pedestrian
at any time; and any labourer or shep-
hord who caught him trying to shift
that plank wag likely to get wrathy.
“Oh!" pasped Bunter.

“You young limb! Let that plank

Tue Maoxer Lisrary.— No. 1,197,



é

alone |" bawled a harsh voice across the
stream. **You 'ear me?”

Bunter blinked at the man.

He was a hurI{’ roughly dressed
fellow, with a stub iy face and heavy
brows, under a batiered bowler hat.
Ho was wheeling & hand-cart, on which
was & tinker’s outfit, among other
things.

He scowled savagely at Bunter across
the water. His annoyance was justified,
for the removal of the plank meant a
| tramp round for him by rough
gllg-patha. Bunter, in planning that
little scheme for the benefit of the Re-
move runners, hed not given a single
thought to the public who used that
plank bridge. A fellow could not think
of everything, of course. Bunter had
ecarolessly forgotten the population of
that part of Kent,

“Oh ! gasped Buntér. “I—I wasn't
moving the plank, you know."”

“¥You lying young 'ound ! answered
the tinkaer.

Bunter, in point of fact, had told the
truth; he wasn’t moving the plank.
He was intending to, and trying to, but
he actually wasn’t !}

“¥You leave that plank slone, you
limb !" gaid the tinker. *You think a
cove's going iniles round *cos you want

to lark with that plank?*
“0h, no!” gasped Bunter. “It-—it's
all right! It won't move—I meazn, I

wasn't trying to move it !

The tinker grunted, and wheeled hia
little cart on the plank., Bunter stood
away from it as the man camo across
He had to wait till this beast was gone
before he renewed his efforts on the
plank,

“Y say, buck up!™ he callad out,

Tho tinker was negotialing the plank
glowly and carefully.

“What's the blooming ‘urry ¥*

Bunter did not answer that guestion.

Ho waited till the tinker was across,
An idea had come inte his fat mind,
His unaided efforts were futile, and
hera was aid. He would not have dared
to ask the aid of any farmer’s man or
shepherd in playing such a trick, which
was corfamm to cause reat  incon-
venience to tho local inbhabitants.

But this travelling tinker was not a
local inhabitant; and he looked a
rough, boozy, unscrupulous fellow
enough; indeed, he did not look at all
the kind of man & fellow liked to mect
in a lonely place.

Bunter did not think of that con-
sideration for the moment; he had
room in his fat brain for only one idea
ot a time,

A small tig would be enough for the
tinker; and his sinewy arms would soon
carry oubt the task which had proved
too much for Bunter's fat and flabby
museles,

“I—1 say—" gasped Bunter.

The tinker, having reached the bank,
had stopped and dropped the handles of
his cart. He was looking at Bunter in
a meditative way.

It did not even occur to Bunter ab
the moment that the ruffian was con-
sidering whether it was worth the risk
to knock him down and go through his
paockets. As & matter of fask, it was
not worth it. Bunter’s woalth being
limited to a ghilling, a sixpence, a
Fronch penny, and & rolled-pald watch.
But the tinker was not aware of that;
and he was thinking it over when
Bunter addressed him.

“Well, wot you pgot fo savy?" he
grunted.

“Did you see a lot of fellows coming
this way-—a pack of schoolboys?* asked
Bunter.

“Ain't seen nobody.”
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“Well, they'll be here soon—they

can't be long now,"” said Bunter, “It’s
a pnﬁ:-erhchaae. you know.”
“Ho!" grunted the tinker. If there

was o paper-chase on, and a crowd of
schoolboys might come into sight at any
moment, it was cvidently nob worth
while to knock this fat fellow down end
rob hinm.

Incidents of that kind were pot un-
common in Tinker Wilson’s carecer; but
he preferred them to take place without
witnessos,

“Help me to shift that plank before
they come ! said Bunter. “Look here,
I'll give you a shilling 1™

The tinker looked at him surlily,

“What you want to shift that plank
Iﬁr,gnu young limb 1" ha growled,

“Only a lark on the fellows, you
know,” explained Bunter, “Of conrse,
I sh:ﬂ_i put the plank back apain—h'm.
!;;IL give you a bob to help mo shift

“It's & do!" said the tinker.

Tinker Wilson's regard for the publia
was about on & par with William
George Buntor's. A shilling meant =
deep drink at the noxt inn he passed;
and o single drink weighed more wit
Mr. Wilson than all the inhabitants of
Great Britain bunched together.

Eunt{:t grinned cheerfully.
. nd a hand, then,” he said.
They'll be along scon. They can't

really run, but they've had time to got
hc%?] b:.r_nf:w.”

e tinker nodded, and stooped b
the end of the plank. Bunter hag askag
him to lend a hand; but on second
thoughts—proverbially tho best—Bunter
did not lend a hand himself. I ho was

otng to tip this rough-looking brute &
shilling, the brute could do the work !

S0 Bunter looked on, while the tinker
grasped the heavy plank and tugged.
He blinked across the stream, oml in
tho far distance, among thoe hedges, he
had o glimpse of moving figures.

“1 say, they’re coming ™ he ox-
clatmed.

Grunt, from the tinker. Sinewy aa

h:? was, Tinker Wilson had to exert
himself to shift tho plank.

“Buck up!” said Bunfer, blinking
anxiously at the distant fligures

“Shut 1t ! grunted the tinker.

" Look here, iny man—"

"I says, shut it!"” prowled the tinker,
in a tone that made Dunter decide to
Ay 0O mole.

_The fellow was checky; buf, in the
eircumstances, Bunter decided to allow
hiz cheek to pass unrebuked.

From the hedges two lithe figures
came running, cutting seross the wide
meadows towards the stream.

But the plank was shifted now. With
the end of it in his powerful hands the
tinker lifted it, dragged the other end
loose from the opposite bank, and
pitched it into the stream. The swift
current whisked it away in a moment,
and it disappeared.

“¥ou ass 1" exclaimed Bunler. “You
ought.to have pulled it ashore. It may
stick in the rushes, and they——"

“8Bhut it " said the tinker. *Gimma
that bob, an shut up your ugly mouth '

Bunter blinked ot him. This was
worse tham check; but agein Bunter
decided to let it pass unrebuked, Ile
fumbled in his pocket for the shilling,
and the tinker glanced across the
atrcam at the two distant running
figurea. .

‘hen he gave a violent start, and
secmed to forget Dunter's existence.

“Burn my body and boots!” he
gasped,

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunter. .

The tinker was staripg blankly. His
eyes fairly burned as they were fxe



EVERY SATURDAY

on the distant schoolboys., Suddenly he
turned on Bunter.

“Get outer mght!" ha znarled.

Without waiting for the astonished
Owl of the Remove to answer, he

resped him b{ s fat arm, and twirled
him into a thicket of brambles and haw-
thorns that grew cloze at hand.

Bunter zat down there with a bump
snd gaspoed.

A second more and the finker had
pushed his hand-cart out of sight in the
thicket, and was erouching there, watch-
ing the oncoming runners from cover,

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.

“Shut it!”

Hl E—ﬂ.}' L3

“You say a word and I'll brain ver ™

“0Oh dear!”

Bunpter blinked at the man in dis-
ma% and dread.

What was the cause of the man’s
strange actions he could not begin to
understand. DBut he knew that the
ferccious scowl on the ruffian's face
scared him to the very marrow of his
bones.

Across the wide field the fwo runners
came into nearer view. From his
hiding-place the tinker's eyes gleamed
at them.

“It's Tatters!” he muttered. " Burn
my body and boots, it's Tatters all
right! I'll swear it’s Tatters!"”

unter gasped.

The tinker turned to him savagely.

“'Ero rm.ﬂ Don't make a row—don't
let thom blokes ‘ear
that there's anybody
‘ere, or I'll out yer!

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
In Ruthless Hands ]

BRANEK NUGENT slacked down,
and looked back. Tatters
dropped into a halt by his side.

“All gerenc!” said Frank,

For a mile the open mesdows
stretched behind them. And on that
open expanse there was no sign yot of
the pack. Here and there were hedges,
and hollows thick with bracken; but the
country waj too open to hide the pursait.
The hares were a good mile ahead of
the hounds. The trail of torn paper
lay across the green fields, fragments of
it fluttering in the wind.

“We're orlright, old
Tatters.

MNugent chuckled. Like the rest of the
Famous Five, he was on friendly terms
with the new junior; but he was not
yet used to being addressed as “old
covey.'” .

“Wo con take it a bit casier from
here,” said Frank, as they resumed
trofting on towards the stream. ¥ We've
got a fairly stiff run before us after wo
crose the water there, to get round by
Courthield DBridge and the comamon.

covey,” sald

Take it easy, Tatters, old bean ¥

“Oriright ™ assented Tatters,

At an easy trot, scattering bandfuls of
seent as they trotted, tho twe juniors
approached the stream in the meadow.

t was not till they were quite close
to the water that Nugent observed that

1

“Like s blooming fish 1™ he answered,

“Like to chance 163"

“You bet, if you wouldt”

“It's [rightiully cold,” said Irank.
“But—Ilook here, it's miles round.
There's no brid!‘;{e nearer thono Seven

Elms. Come on.”
“I'm with you,” said Tatters cheer-
fully.

It had not even oecurrcd to Billy
Buntﬁg’shfg% Lbrain that t‘{:_? hlares,. fnd-
ing t ridge e, would plunge into
the water. hggneartlul}- consideration
would have induced Billy Bunter to
plunge into icy water, especially with
a swift current running. Bunter had
made his usual mistake of judging other
fellows by his own fat sclf.

lashi splash ! .

The two juniors plunged into the
stream, both swimming strongly.

The current drove them downstream,
and they crossed diagonally, but the
made swift progress, cven encumbere
as they weore by the bags of scent,

In the thicket on the opposite bank,
Tinker Wilson rosa to his fe and
stared through the frosty brambles at
the swimmers. . i

There was a grin of satisfaction on
his stubbly face,

Had he been aware, in time, that
Tatters was coming, certainly the tinker
would never have interfered with the
plank bridge. He would have been only
too glad to leave the way open for
Tatters to walk into his hands.

But he had not, of
course, had the slight-
AV Y .o cucpicion that his

¥You know them former victim was any-
cove ﬁ'i" d Bunter ANNUALS, PENHHI"ES, and POCKET WALLETS ;:*hjrah_?f:;, thwhm;a }E:.E
1" gasped Bunter, ’ ad shi g plan
YL vong to s §  ONered for Snappy Storyetes and Grofrs 8 That Inqedae bad
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::G-}} E—“ﬂtf! EE&"]{E 5 All efforts to be sent to: c/fo MAGNET, watched till the hares
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Bunier stared. How = * . the hank, instead o
i Bk Tt e Don't miss this opportunily ol wianing something useful. faking e dhin watek,
thing about Greyfriars, Tinker Wilson would
or the fellows there, have pluinged in and

was & mystery to him.

“Yes,"” he gasped.

“What's their names?” asked the
tinker, with & jerk of his stubby thumb
in the direction of the distant hares.

“One's Nugent—"

“"Blow *im! The other 7" .

o Tatters—I mean, Cholmondeley ! His
nama's Cholmondeley ! gasped Buntm;.

“But he's been called Latters, wot?”

“¥as* pasped Dunter. “He was
called Tatters, you know—he was with
a tinker once—a beast name
Wilson——" Dunter broke off suddenly.
Bunter was not guick on the uptake;
but even DBunter’s brain worked. It
came into his fat mind, like a flash, who
this tinker was, A tinker who knew
Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley by sight,
and called him by his old name of
Tatters—even Bunter could guess that
tha man crouching by his side_in the
thickot was the “beast " naomed Wilson,

#] knowed him!” muttered Wilson,
with savage satisfaction. I knowed
him soon as I set eyes on him—I was
gure it was Tatters! Burn my body
and boots, T got him now !”

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Bunter,
The tinker gave him & glare.

“You keep mum!” he said. ““You
gay jest one word, you give jest one
pqueak, you fat mug, and I'll smash
ou up so's your relations won't never
E:mw you agin! You can lay to that!”

And with glittering eves, he resumed
watching the two juntorz, as they camo
gwiftly on: DBuntor, at his side, sound-
less, save for the chatlering of his
teecth.

the plank bridge was no longer in its

nee,

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

“Wot's the row ¥ asked Tatters.

“The bridge 15 gone.”

“(h, bust my buttons!”

They trotted down to the bank of the
gtream. They-had to halt there. Deep
and swift the stream ran before them,
fed by the winter rains in the downs.
MNugent stared up and down the stream.
The plank was missing from its place;
and 1t was not in sight

“Washed away, p'rops!? suggested
Ta.fétera “This 'ere water is runnin’
Tard.”

Nugent nodded. )

“1 suppose #0,” he said. "I supposec
no silly ass can have moved 1t You
can't sce it, can you? It might have
jammed in the reeds.” )

“T'l sauint along the bank,” said
Tatters,

But the sq}uinl:” wlong the bank
dizcovered mothing,  The plank had
drifted half a mile by that time, and
was well on ifs way to the Bark.

“ Pother ! grunted Frank. .

He stood and looked at the flowing
water. It was iey cold, and there were
fragments of ice in it from late frece
ing. It did not look inviting for a
EWimn.

Nugent fooked back. TFar across the
expanse of pasture-land, there were
moving doils in the distance.

“That's them 1™ said Tatters

“Can you swim, old bean?” asked
Frank.

Tatters grinned.

crossed the stream him-
golf, The hares had saved him that un-
pleasant task.

Hiz eyes gleamed through the
brambles at the twe dark heads that
dotted the shining water.

“Burn my body and boots!™ ho mut-
tered. “This "ere is luek | Oh, bust me
if this 'ere ain't Inck.”

He turned to Bunter. The fat junior
aclmtrmed away in terror from his savage
glare.

“You keep mum!” gaid Tinker Wil
son.  “‘¥ou stay "ere, and don't you
shift! You shift, my fat pippin, and
I'll jest come back and wring vour neck
like you wias & blooming chicken! You
Tear me "

And leaving TDunter with that dire
threat ringing in his ears, the tinker
tramped out of the thicket, and dis
nppearcd from Bunter’s sight.

“0Oh lor' " proaned Dunter,

The Owl of the Remove was tremb-
ling in every limb, from cold and
fright. He lj;nd heard the splashes in
the stream, and knew that Nugent and
Tatters were coming across.  Tho fat
Owl had hoped that the removal of the
bridge would keep thom back, safe out
of the hands of the rmffian—szo far as he
had thought of them at all. Now they
were swimming across—right into the
hands of Tinker Wilson.

Buntor groaned.

He would have liked to shout eut a
warning ;. buat Tinker Wilzon's knuckly
fists were too neoar for that, What tho
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tinker intended, Bunter did not know;
hiz mind was a blank on that pomb
That the tinker had recapturcd Tatters,
on a4 previous occasion when the boy
had Hed from himm, Bunter wes aware.
Bat since then, Tatters hod been found
by his grandfather; and recapturing the
boy was now lkidnapping; an ofbenco
for which the rascal could be sent o
prison for & long term; and there was
not the faintest doubt that Sir George
Cholmondeley would pursue him with
the utmost rigour of the law, _ The
tinker, so far us Bunter could sece,
could have no motive for runming such
e risk. Ho coneluded that Wilsen's
intention was to bestow & thrashing on
the boy he disliked, now thot he had
an opportunity., Indeed, it was difficult
to think of any other intcntion that the
man could possibly have.

Bunter did @pot care very much
whether Taotters was  thrashed or not.
In fact, he wos willing to edmit the
Puss—.ihiht.y that a thrasbhing might do
Tatters good | As for Nugent, the
ruffian was not likely to intericre with
him=—not that Bunter was deeply con-
corned sbout Nugent either. :

The fellow Bunter was deeply  con-
verned  about wuas William George
Bunter. And what Bunter wanted was
to got to the farthest possible distance
from the tinker, in the shortest possible
space of time.

He rose to his feet, and blinked round
him cautiously through his big spec-
tacles. .

Through the openings of the
brambles he saw the lower stream, and
the two swimmers in it, approaching the
bank, fighting their way against the
current, and widely separated.

Tinker Wilson, crouching low to keep
ont of their sight—though they were
little likely to observe him—was stoal-
ing down the stream, keeping pace with
the swimmers as they were carried lower
and lower hy the current. Evidently his
cbject was to be on the spot when
Tatters serambled ashore.

Tattars was the more powerful of the
two swimmers, and he was now much
nearer the hank. The current had

gwept Frank Nupent a dozen yards
farther down the stream than his
comrade.

The tinker's back was to Bunter, and
he was giving the fat junior no further
heed—though it was pretty certain that
he would Rha.\'e given him immediate
hoed, and something else of very drastic
nature, had Buater ventured on a shout
to warn the swimmors, ]

But Bunter was not thinking of that.
He did not want his fat features
knocked through the back of his bullet
head by the tinker's hefty fist. Other
fellows could take care of themselves,
Bunter's attention was wholly occupied
in taking carc of W. (. Bunter.

Had the fat Owl been aware of the
ruffian’s real intentions, the matter
might have been different. But he was
not likely to draw o thrashing upon
bimseif to save Totters from one.

Bunter trod zoftly and cautiously out
of the thicket, keeping it between him
and the tinker, i

QOnee in the open, he took to his heels.

The tinker, he hoped, was too busily
engaged to pursue him. He could not
do so without giving Tatters the chande
to get clear; and it was Tatters he
wanted, . .

Az a matter of fact, Tinker Wilson
did not oven loock round. All his at-
tention was fixed on Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley, as. the lad breasted the
icy water and drew closer and ¢loser to
the bank.

Bunter ran as he had ssldom run
before—even with Coker, of tho Fifth,
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after him, Had the Famous Five scen
him crossing the meadow just then, thoy
might have been convineed that Bunter
could run--—somcetimes.

Ho panted and puffed and blew and
ran and ran, his fat little legs going
like clockwork,

Not till he reached & hedge and
plunged through it into another Aeld,
did Billy Bunter wventure to slacken
speed, Then, at a reduced pace, but
still as fast as his fat legs would o,
he kept on in the direction of distank
Grayiriars.

Meanwhile, Tatters had reached the
bank, grasped the branch of & droopiog
willow, and dragged himself out of the
watber.

Standing on the bank he locked back
for Frank Nugent,

Nugent was more then a dozen yards
lower down the stream, and still well
out from the bank, He was swimming
strongly, but he was not zo sinewy as
the har-:f:r tinkar's boy.

“Go it, old covey !™ shouted Tatters.
“I'll come salong and lend you a ‘and
oub of the blooming water ™

“All serenel” gasped Nugent,
Tatters’ voice reached his ears,

Tatters sterted to hurry dowo the
bank of the stream to reach the paint
where Nugent would land. As
turned, a sudden grasp was laid on him
from behind, and he went with a crash
to the earth,

Taken utterly by surprise, Tatters
opened his mouth for & gasp, and &
hard hand wes clapped over it in-
stantly.

#3hut it"™ breathed a hissing voice.
“¥ou keep quiet, Tatters, or I'll limb
vor | Shut 16!

Tatters' eyez almost bulged from his
head. A shudder ran through him. He
knew that he was in the hands of his
old tyrant.

In spite of the tinker’s threat, the boy
struggled violently. But the powerful
ruffian  handled him easily enough.
Tatters was dragged bodily slong the
rough ground, and into the thicket
where the tinker had left his hand-cart
and Bunter. Tatters made a desperate
effort, and tore his mouth free from the
tinker's grasping hand. A seccond more,
and he would have shouted for help.

Crash |

A clenched fist struck the boy on the
temple, and Tatters' voiwce died away
in a4 gasping moan. He lay hall-stunned
in the grasp of the tinker.

“I warned yer!” muttered Wilson,
between his teeth.

He dragged the boy to the hand-
cart that stood among the brambles.
From the cart he jerked an old frowsy
eoat which he wrapped round the junior.
Then, with swift hands, ha knotted a
rope round him, fastening ankles and
BTINS, dingy rag was stulfed into
Tutters' mouth, and a cord knotted
round his head to keep it there,

Dhzzy from the savage blow he had
received, Tatters could only blink
dazedly at his enemy,

The tinker's strong arms lifted him
into the cart. The tattered tent, which
Wilson uscd for camping out, was folded
there, and the tinker drew the ragged
ganvas over his prisomer,

Then, taking the handles of the cart,
Tinker Wilson trundled it ropidly away.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Vanished !

(] H crumbe!™ gasped Nugent,
0 He draggped himselfq}smm the
water, fifty vards down the
gtream from the spot where
the plank bridge had been,
The curremnt had been harder and
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swiftar than Nugont had anticipated, Heo
had had to fight hard to get acrosa the
stream at all. e was a good ewimmer,
but he lacked the hardy strength of the
tinker's boy. LBy the time be landed
Frank was fairly spent; and he stood on
the grassy bank, dripping with water
and pabting for breath.

He leaned on the trunk of s tree thab
grew unoar the water, resting, the water
running down and forming a pool at his
feet.

He was rather surprised not to sece
Tarters. ‘The tinker's boy had got
ashore much farther up the stream, and
he had called out that he would run
along and lend Nugest a hand ashore,
But he had not coma,

For several minutes Frapnk leancd on
the free, gasping for breath. The swim
had t-::rlﬁ on him. DBut he stirred af
last, and looked round.

" Tatters!™ he called.

Thoere was no answer, and he could not
sea the tinker’s baoy. E.E‘mnk was more
and more surprised,

He had bad a glimpse of Tatters after
he had landed, standing on the bank
near & thicket of brambles and willows
that bordered the streamy near the
bridge end. But he had not looked
again, he had necded all his attention
for the swim. Why Tatters had oot
run down the bank to meet him was a
my&tery.

*Tatters! Cholmondeley I” he shouted,

DBut there was no answer, and Nugent
started up the bank towards the thicket,
concluding that Tatters was there, out
of sight; though why bhe was silent
Frank could not imagine.

He tramped inte the thickets,

" Tatters 1™ he shouted. * Tetters ™
h_ﬂnly the echo of his voice answered

im.

“ What the thump—"" ejaculated the
amazed Nugent,

He stared round him blankly,

Acrass the stream, far across the
opposite field, a good mwany of the
were now in sight. Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry were leading=—just behind
them came Jolmny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, Vernon-Smith, and
Tom Redwing, and Peter Todd. Faribher
back were others, strung out.

But Nugent did not hecd the pack
now. He was mystifiecd by what bad
happencd closer at hand. ‘

He stared across the Geld, in the
direction the hares had intended to take
after crossing the stream. It was incons
ceivable that Tatters had resumed the
ron, leaving his comrade behind. Yeb
that seemed the only way of accounting
for his absence, He was gone—that was
clear! Wherever he was, be was
nowhere near Nugent.

“My hat!™ gasped Nugent,

MNo one was in sight as he stared
across the rugged pasture-land. The
field was dotted with clumps of bush,
and here and there o hedge ran.
Tatters taken the divect path onward, ha
conld not have been out of sight;
MNugent must have seen him. "But if be
had left the path, there was mnp]a COVEL
on all sides to hide him from view.

If he had gone on he bad missed the
path: clearly as it was marked across
the meadows., That was unimaginable;
it was unthinkable that bo had gone on
without Nugent, still move unthinkable
that he had missed the plain path if he
had pone on. 3

But what had become of him?

Nugent had scen nothing of him
after that momentary glimpse on the
bank near the Ijmti‘;h of willows., Hea
had been swept much farther down tho
stream before he had effected a landing.

But he knew from that glimpse and
from Tatters’ choery ecall to him that
the hoy was safe out of the water, But
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for that he might have
feared that Tatters
had been swept away.
That, he know, was
not the ecazo, Matters
hod lunded saf g BEV=
eral minutes eforo
Nugent. He could not
havo gone back into
the water; he had nos
gﬂna on ij:,' the pati.

t seemed as if he had
vanished into thin air.

o Mslr hﬂnlgr hat 1™
gaaped Nugent.

aﬁ e h ag heard
nothing—Tinker Wil-
son had taken care of
that. He could see
nothing of Tatters,
Within fifty yards of
hirn there was plenty
of straggling growth
to hide anvone w
wished to keep out of
his sight. But it did
not even occur to
Nugent that Tatters
wished to keap out of
his sight—that was un-
thinkable, The whole
thing was beyond com-
prehension,

Ta-ra-ra-ra !

The note of the
bugle rang across the
etroam.

“Tally-ho !

The powerful voice
of Bob Cherry boomed on the frosty
air, recaching Nugent from the dis-
tance. )

Nugent, in a state of helpless amaze-
ment, stared round him in the thicket.
Thore wae no sign of ‘Tatters; Wilson
had been careful to pick up his cap and
to take the bag of scent. Possibly the
Tinker had aimed to give the impres-
sion that the boy had rumn on, leavin
his comrado; at all events, he had left
no sign that Tatters had been handled
by an enemy. Nugent wasz a Scout,
and keen enough;i but the frosty ground
was like iron and bore no trace,

“What on carth—"" stuttered Frank,

He was hopelessly bewildered.

Tattcrs was not there, that was cer-
tain. He had got out of the water and
was shfe, that was cqually certamn. As
he could not have sunk into the earth
or dissipated inte the air, it was clear
that he had left the spot. Nugent was
driven to the conclusion thet, for some
utterly inexplicable reason, he had gone
on without a word, leaving his comrade
behind. It was unimaginable why he
had done so, but it seomed clear that
he had.

“The =illy ass !’ mutlered Nugent.

“Tally-ho I™

Ta-a-ra-ra-ral

I he had followed the path across the
meadows and got out of sight already
he must have covered the ground with
amazing awiftness.  Nugent did not
believe that he had. Ho must have left
the path—for what reason it was useless
to atteinpt to guess. Obvicusly he had
left no paper trail bLehind him, wher-
ever ho had gone—there was no sign of
that. A’ppa.mnt!y he had simply
“chuecked ' the paper-chase at that
poiot and walked off. And when he
was driven to that conclusion Nugent's
eyes glinted with anger,

IHa realised that he had wasted =ix
or seven minutes; and the hounds were
coming whmA;ing down to the stream
now. JThat delay meant that Nugent
had imperilled hiz chances of making
the run home successfully.

Thet would not have mattered a straw
to him had he known or suspected that

b s
b

Tatters had fallen into the hands of an
¢nemy.  But such a suspicion never
crossed his mind. He had not seen the
tinker or anyone else on tho spot, and
there was no sign thaet anyone had been
thero.

Ha looked back across the stream.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry wero
within twenty yards of the bank. Dob
waved his bugle to him, with a grin.

Mugent started.

He had to give up the problom of
Tattera; indeed, as he was now satisficed
that Tatters had, for some unaccouni-
able reason, walled off and left him 1in
the lurch he was not troubling his mind
about him further,

Dismissing Tatters from his mind,
Frank Nugent raced across the meadow,
dropping the paper trail as he ran.

The delay had, ot least, given him a
much needed rest, and he ran swiftly.
At a good speed he seudded neross the
fiold and vanished through a gap in =
hedge 25 Harry Wharton came panting
dawn to the stremn.

And a stubbly-faced ruffian erouching
in o clump of willows beside a hand-
cart, watching from deep cover, grinned
as the jumior disappeared 1o the
distanco,

Tinker Wilson was in luck.

What had become of the fat fellow
ha had left in the thicket, the tinker
did not know, but he koow that Bunter
had cleared off and was far away by
that time. Now MNugent was gone. And
the schoolboys coming on across the
stream had no suspicion that anything
had happened. The tinker was safa.
It wns, perhaps, just as well for Nugent
that he had had no suspicion of thae
rulfian’s proximity; for the tinker was

repared to knock him senseless if ho
intervened—as uondoubtedly he would
have done had he known how matters
stood. ) .

Keeping in close cover, the tinker

As Tatters started to hurry down the
bank a sudden grasp was laid on him
from behind, and he went witk a crash
to earth. The next moment & hand

was clapped over his mouth [

watehed the schoolboys as they camae
down to the stream. He could mnot
hoar fhoie voiges: but he sow  the
leaders pause and stare sbout them—
abviously in scarch of the plank bridge
that was no longer there. Then Whar-
ton, whom the tinker koew well by
sight, plunged inte the water, leading
the way across. Bob Cherry was in the
next moment, and then Johonny Bull
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The tinker, watching, ontertained =
charitable hope that they would be
swept away and deowned. Ho recog-
nised ihe cheery chums of the Remove
as the fellows who had handled him a0
sovorely in Surrey in the holidaya

But the sturdy juniors got easily
across, though the current swept them
some distance downstream before they
lunded. Dok Cherry was the first out,
ond the others quickly [ollowed.

Vernon-Smith and Redwing, Peter
Todd and Tom DBrown and Squiff
arrived and plunged in one after
another. The icy water was not invit-
ing: bLut the paper trail led to the
water and was visible on the farthor
side, and that was cnough for the
temove pack. They plunged in and
swam for iE.

Horry Wharton halied on the bank,
He did not want to lose time, bub as
captain of the Form he had to keep
an eve on the rest, A poor swimmer
might very casily have been swopt
away; and in the excitement of the
chase a fellow might have taken on a
swim bevond his powers.

Man after man scrambled out of the
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E&tm‘, s.n_:t] lﬂnnhnfjﬁr mﬂ:;T :atn'rrlh-a:rl a!f
& oppostto Lank. 1w tail of the pack
halt@g there.

“Ton't try it, Hazel! called out
Wharton, as Hazeldene cate panting
te the water’s edge,

“1 fancy I could do it!" called back
Hazal, but not very enthusiastically.

“Stop where you are, old chap, and
tell thoe others when thoy come up to
go round ! shonted Wharton., **'There’s
enongh of us across to do the trick!”?

“rﬁg}it"hl}ilJ

Nine fellows took up the chase from
frh-u stream, the rest of the pack giving
it up at that point and walking along
tho ’Bauﬂ; in search of a crossing, Led
by Harry Wharton, they followed the
paper trail at o rapid teof, puassing
within o dozon wards of the clump of
willows where the tinker lay hidden
with hia hand-cart.

Glad onough was Tinker Wilion to
eee them pass and vanish across the
meadows. Nugent he could—and would
—have knocked out ruthlessly, but be
could not havo handled that bunch of
sturdy fellows. Cn the other hond,

ﬂml_v would have handled him unmerci-
fully had they known what had
happencd.

He grunted with relief when they

disappeared.

Then he left his cover, took the
handles of the cart again, and wheeled
it away, taking & direction at right
angles from the path followed by the
Greyfriars fellows. For half an hour
he was wheeling the hand-cart over
rugged meondow and frosty grass; then
ha emerged into a lane and found the
going easier.

And et a awmdgirag pace the tinker
wheeled on; an atters, silent and
helpless under the ecanvas that hid him
from sight, bit on his gagz in helpless
despair, while the rolling hand-eart bore
him farther and farther from Grevirviars
and his friends.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The End of the Run !

ARBRY WHARTON & CO. ran
H on swiftly.
The Seven FElms meadows
were left behind now, and they
were following a lane that led back to
the Sark at o spot a considerable dis-
tanca from the vi]!nga bridege which
they had erossed early in the chase.
. Courtfeld Bridge was the next cross-
ing, and the paper trail ran on to the
bridge. On the stone bridge thoey had
a glimpse of Nugent before he disap-
peared on the other side. Several times
already they had glimpscd him, and
tach time he had been alone.

Over the bridge came the pack at a
trot, and cut into the lane that led by
Popper Court and its extensive grounds
to Courtficld common, They were got-
th near home now.

“"Where on earth is Tatters 1" gasped
Bob Cherry, as he ran by Wharton's
side down the lene by the park wall of
Popper Court. “Franky scoms to have
dm%ped him somewhere,”

“Blessed if I make it out,” said
Harry. “Frank’s alone now—that's a
sert. Tatters must have tailed off some-
where. But—"

“That’'s not the pame!” grunied the
Bounder. “He must have faken cover
ar we¢ should have scen him. f he
couldn't run it out it was up to lum to
be caught—not to sneali off.”

“That's s0,” said Harry. “Dut—I
cati't make ii out! Tatters is n good
man on & run:; I den't believe he
crocked up”
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“Then where is he®”

“Il give that one wup! Anvhow, the
pack wins, if the hares don’t make good,
wherever he is.”

Y Not  much of left.1™
grinned HBob,

Harry Wharton glanced back. The
long and severe run had told heavily
on the pack. Only nine fellows had
confinued the chase from the stream
in Beven Elms meadows. OF the nine
four were new dropping behind and
woere out of the running.  Wharton and
Bob Cherry and the Bounder weve in
the lead, and close behind came Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh. But the others
had dropped far in the rear at Court-
field bridge. And Hurree Jamset Ram
Emﬁh met Wharton's backward glance
with a rueful and ap tie grim.

“Tha runfulness is too terrific for my
absurd self I he pasped. “I leave the
ridiculous hares to you.™
]:R:ithm, old bean; plenty of us
E L:u-

And the Nabob of Bhanipur dropped
behind; mnd & few minutes later,
Johnny Bull alse put the hrake on.
Three jupiors came out on Courtfield
Common from Popper Lane still going
strong. Far across the common, but
running slowly now, Frank Nugent
could be =zeen., And now Herbert
Yernon-Bmith, in spite of his efforts
and his determination to ba in at thoe
death, fell to the rear. The Bounder set
his teeth angrily and fored himslf on;
but it was no use. He dropped behind
and Wharton and Cherry alone of the
pack remained in the runniug.

From the open common, the hare was
seen to disappear Into a lane that led
to the road by the gates of Greyfriars.
Wharton and Dob dashed down the
lane. But Bob Cherry found himself
running alone.

Ho glanced back.

“Stick to it!” panted Wharton, “I'm
done,”

“What-ho 1"

Wharton still ran; but he knew that
he was out of it. Beb Cherry’s long
legs still covered theé ground at a great
vate. He was not ten yards behind
Nugent now; and the ten had dropped
to three by the time the panting hare
:amf.:lrge«d from the lane into the high-
road.

At the school gates a good many fel-
lows had pathered to see the fimish.
Hounds who bhad given up early had
already walked back; and some who
had piven up later had got in by eutting
direct across country., Therc were a
dozen Removies at tho gates; and they
shouted encouragement as the hare and
tha last hound came panting up—en-
courdgement impartially to both.

“{io it, Nugent!”

“Put it on, Bob!” ] ]

Nugent was panting, his face set, his
teeth shut, He was at the very end of
his tether; but still resolute. Dol
Chervy, going all out, was not a yard
behind  him—hi=s  ountstretched and
almost touched Nugent’s shoulder.

Ten yards fromn home—six yards—
three! But a hand dropped on
Nugent's shoulder from behind.

“Cauvght, old bean!” gasped Hob.

Nuﬁunt staggered.

G crumbs!  Ogooooooooh ™

He reeled agoinst Bob. A second
more and he would have been home:
but a miss was as good—or a3 bad—as
a mile! Deb's sturdy arm helped the
capturcd hare to the gotes

Nugont staggered against the stone
huttress by the gatoway and punped in
hreath, his face streaming with per-
spiration. o grinned faintly at Bob.

“Blow you! You've done it."”

the pack
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“Only just, old bean!” gasped Bob.
“You've given us a jolly good run, and
no nistake! Where's Tatters”

“Blow Tatters! We'd have pulled
through but for that silly ass!™ gasped
Nugent. I wasted more than five
minotes over the howling chuwmp 1™

“ But where—"

“I don't know, and don't want teo.
Iie cleared off and left mo locking for
him, the silly idiot! ©Oh, my hat! I'm
pumped,*™

Hare and hound went in at the gates
and hurried to the House. They lost
no time getting to the changing-room,
where stcoming hot water and a rough
towelling made them feel better. Harry
Wharton was in a few minutes later
and then came the Dounder—not in a
f;ﬂ-od temper. Bmithy did not hike heing
eft; though he was glad to hear that
the hare had been caught. One by one
the rumners came dropping into the
changing-room, till the nine who had
croseed the stream at Sevan Elms wera
gathered there. The fellows who had
stopped at the stream and gone round
wero not likely to be in till a good
deal later,

Every fellow, ns he arrived, wanted to
know about Tatters. But Nugent could
tell them nothing, except that his com-
panion had cleared off and left him in
the lurch. )

MNugent was feeling, naturally, rather
sore. He had been caught when he waa
practically home; he had wanted only
a few seconds to beat the whole pack in
one of the hardest cross-country runs of
the term. And in Seven Elms mcadow
he had wasted more than five minutes
Jooking for Tatters. Any one of those
five mnutes would have been sufficient
to save him from defeat. It reclly was
too thick! 'Tattera was a new fellow at
Greyfriars, new to the school and its
ways: but the most benighted ass ought
to have known better than to desert his
comrade on a run. Even Billy Bunter
would have known better than that.

# Blessed if 1 understand it,” gaid Boh.
“Tatters knew jolly well he ought to
stick te you, Franky. DPBesides, why
shouldn't he?

“ Ask me another!” grunted Nugent.
“} only know that he didn't.”

“I—I supposa you're sure he got
safely out of the water?’ asked Peter
Yodd, with B startled look.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob,
" Franky—"

“Don’t be an ass, Toddy!” snapped
Nugent. “Do you think I'd have gone
on and left him in the water?’

“ No; but—"

“Ia t out before I did—several
minutes hefore I did.™

“Vou saw him on the bank? asked
Redwing.

”-?133. azs | ‘

“Well, that sottles that!” said the
Bounder. *Didn't you seo him after-
wards T

“No! I was washed down-stream—the
eurront's frightfully strong there after
the rains. landed o long way farther
down. He called out to me that he
would coma along and lend me a hand
ont—but he didn’t come! Just walked
off the other way, so far as I ean make
out.”

“But why? exclaimed Johnny Bull,

MNugent gave an angry snork

# &hat’s the good of nsking me why?
I don’t know, unless the silly owl's off
his silly rocker! Al I know is that he
did.”

“Keoep its ickle tempert” grinned the
Bounder. :

“Well, I hung about looking for
snapped Nugent. “More than

(Continued on page 12.}

him,"
five



ARE CHANGES OF GROUND ALLOWED BY THE F.A.?

“"Old Ref's " at the disposzal of all
MAGNETITES. Keap him busy with your
footer querles. The more inteioats thay
ara tha better he likes "am}

HE rcad to Wembley—the place whers Cup Finals are
played—is already etrewn with the * corpascs™ of
mony clubs which have fallen by the way. But the
othera jog along mervily, full of ﬂapﬂ and ambition.

In connection with Cup-ties, an interssting question reaches
me from Bradford. My correspondent says that he under.
ptands ‘that the Bradford club tried to persuade Aldershot—
afmnat whom they were drawn in the Third Round—to play
at Bradford instead of at Aldershot, and he wants to know
if such chenges of venue are now allowed by the F.A.

The answer which I should really give to this gquestion—
having & bit of Irish in my veins—is that they are and the
are not, As such o reply cenpot be considered wery lueid,
however, I should perhaps explain what I mean. The Football
Association does net lay it down as an inveriable rule that a
Cup-tie shall be played on the gronnd of the club which comes
first out of the " hat,” What the Football Association doea
gey, is that :

the venue can only be changed with their consent,
and thatl such consent will not be given if it is
merely a guestion of ¢ money arrangement
Leticeen the tweo clubs concerned.

Lot me quote & ¢ase from the fourth round of last season which
iltustrates the point. In this case, Walsall were drawn to play
st home against Asfon Villa, Now, they have guite & small
ground at Walsall, and it waa perfectly obvigus that it wonld
not be capable of holding all the people who would want to
geo euch an attractive game.

In the circumstances the Walsall officials asked permission
to play thes mateh at Villa Park, and thiz permission was
immeadiately given. I may add that the action of the Walsall
gﬂpla was juetified., Owver seventy thovsand people turned up

gea the match at Ville Park, whereas, I doubt if twenty thou-
sand could have seen the game in comiort on the Walsall ground,

different in connection with this luek of the draw business.

Thoroe was nothing to prevent a strong and rich club, drawn

to play awny agninst & poorer combination, making
& monetary offer to have the yenue changed.

EE the old days—not 5o very long ago, either l—things wore

“ Come and play on our ground, instead of
your own, md wee will poy you so much,'” was
an offer often made and freqguenfly accepled.

The most smusing case I recall in this connection was a
match between Bheffield United and Blackpool. These clube
wors drawn to play a Cup-tie at Blackpool, but the Sheffield
United officizls offered the sraside clob a sum of money to

lay tha game st Dromall Lane, The ofier was accepted :

laclkpool took the monoy, played the game at Bramall Lane,
and actually bBeat Sheifield United. The whole football world
langhed over that incident, beeause, of course, the idea of
buying tiwe rvisht of ground in o Cup-tie appesls to very few
people as s really sporting thing lo do.

1n a replayed Cop-tie which 1 witnessod the other day, the
playeras aade what might be called o very natural mistake,
wlueh may be explained for 1he benefit of my readers.  As the
egcore was still level at the end of ordinary time in this replayed
Cup-tis it was neoessary, according to rule, to play an oxtra
Eelf-hour. As socon as the referce ﬁ!mt for " time,” the whole
of the ployers, koowing they had to go on for the oxirp half.
hour, immediatcly proceeded with Lhe business of changing onda,
Tz, ps you moy or may nek knew, wos all wreong.

IWhen corfroa-time dis played fa o mateh fhe
cnpfaing foss agoin for choice of onds, just as
they do at the beginming of cvery game.

notes concerning substitutea being allowed for injured

playera, On this subject I have received an interesting

guggestion from & Newcastle reader. His idea is that,
instead u# subatitutes being allowed for injured players, tha
member of the oppoesing side who was responsible for t mju?-
should also go off until such time as the injured man is At
to resume.

Let rne confesa that there is & certain amount of ingenuity.
about such & suggestion, and my first thought was to agree
that it would be o good idea. But I scon came to the con-
clusion, on thinking the matter over, that there are certain
“ gpags " associated with it. In the first place, it cannot
always be said with truth, that & member of t ﬂptfoﬁng side
is responsible for a serious injury to an opponent. The injured
player may, himself, be wholly to blame ; may meet with the
mjury a8 the result of rash play on Lia part.

As a matter ﬂ::-f fact, 1 be i«awz1 t-lm; at one i;:;n% there waa a
regilation on the lines suggested in force in t aris League,
I:-ugt}ﬂit has been dropped. I inquired the resson why it waa
found to be unworkablo, and received the following explansation :

The rule that s player responsible for an injury to an op-
ponent should also go off the field while the opponent recovere
was much abused.

If o particuler player of a side was in brilliont
Jorm on opponent would run up against kimn, and
then feigm servious injury and leave the fleld. As
the other player had. by rule, also fo go off,
this meant that the innocent party woere deprived
of the sorvices of their star performer.

S0 you ses, these novel ideas are not always so good, when
tried, as they appear to be in theory.

gﬂﬂﬂ little time back, I had something to say in these

story which was in my notes some little time back
concorning & player whe scored two gosls in the
gamo mateh without any other player touching the
You will romoraber that the centre-forward did this by
after the interval, banging the ball a
onent's ponalty
¢k himsslf, and

A READER from Swansea doubts £ho possibility of the

ball.
kicking off immediately
long way forwerd, and being fouled in his
area B8 he ran after it, took the penalty
geored. _

My good friend of Swansce auggests that when a match ia
started from the centro of the field, the player who kicke off
must pass the.ball straight to n colleague. I admit that this
is tho usnal course adopted, but it is by no mmeans ecompulsory.
So long as the player licking off from the centre of the field
plays the ball forward, he can hit it just as hard or just as
pently as he likes.

A letter from 5. K., of Barkiong, roises a throw-in point—or
rather, two. Jle wants to know in the Bret place:

Whether o plager throwing in the ball from
touch iz allvrwwvesd o raise Doth heels or only one ¥

The answer iz that the rule in this conunection ia complied
with o leng as the thrower of the ball has & port of both feet,
on ihe ground. He can thus raise both heels without brealding
the rule.

The other point is whother, if &
stands on the line tho referce should tell him belore he throws
it, or wait until he has thrown, and then penalise 1 If 1 were
lineaman in a mateh, and such an ineident occurred, I should
teil tho thrower before he theew the ball that he was not in the
correct position. I might add, thm:ﬁ}}, that in deing this I
might bo told that I had done something for which I had no
authority. TPerhaps so. Still, the referce or tho linesmsan
gee that other things—such as free kicks—aro not taken until
the players are in proper position, and I think it logical that
Lhe same principle should be adopted regarding the throw-in.

“ OI.D REF.”
Tue Magxer Lissaay,— No. 1,107
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THE MYSTERY OF THE PAPER-
CHASE!

({Continucd from page 10.)

minutes—and I didn't need five seconds
to get in at the finish! I'm jolly well
going to punch lis head when he comes
m LE

“Hard cheese!” said Bob.

“Tho hardinlness of il estecmed
cheese is terrific,” said Hurrce Jamsct
Ram Singh. “But the mysteriousness
of tho csteemed Tatters amazing pro-
cocdings is also very great.’

“It beatz me hollow,” said Wharton
in wonder. "I suppose he'll explain
when he comes in”

MHe can explain alter I've punched
lus head,” said Nugent. And Frank
left the changing-room with a clouded
brow. MNugent was tho best-tempered
fellow in the Remove as a rule; but any
fellow might have been excused for
feeling sore in the circumstances.

After changing, the IFamous Five

athered 1n Study No. 1 for tea. Arthur

il Cholmondeley was o member of
that study ; but Tatters—whatever might
have been his reason for his strange
condiuct on the run—had not come in
yet. AMany fellows had tailed in by this
time, but not Tatlcrs.

“Bhall we wait tea for him? asked
Hurry.

Nugent grunted,

“TI'in not poing Lo wait.™

And the Famouwa Five had their len.
As a matter of fact they were sharp sct
aiter the run and uobody wanted to
wait, Lea was going strong—and wnder
its gemial influence Nuogent's clonded
brow had cleared a good deal—wlen
the study door opened.

“Oh, you've got in at last, ald bean ™
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“¥es, old fellow.” Tt was not Tatters.
It was the fat voice of William George
Bunter (hat auswered.

“Oh, you—vou fat duoffer!™ said
Harry. *I thought 1 was Taticrs™

“Oh, really, Wharton o4

“Heen anything of Cholondeley,
Bunier ¥ asked Bob.

. “Cholmondeley? Hasn’t he come
in?” Bunter blinked round the study.
“He, hol Did you get wet, Nugent?”

Franle stared at the Owl of the
Remove,

“¥es, ass! But I don't sce how yon
know anything abouf it. You weren't
running with the pack.”

“Ha, he, he ! :

“We all got jolly wet,” caid Bob,
“the plank was gono at Seven Elns
meadows, and woe had to swimm for it.”

“He, he, he!™
_ “Well, where does the cackle come
mm fathead i* askoed Johnuy Bull,

“He, he, hel Youw were rather asses
to swim 1" snd Duouter; “it's a bit
deep for you men. As much as I could
do, in faet."

“QOh, my hat!™

“You shouldn't have swamn it,” said
Bunter, shaking his hoad. “It was a
bit risky for [ellows like you, You
must have got joliy wet, though! He,
he, he! Serve you jolly well right
You can’t say I dida't warn you,”

“Wha-a-at ¥

"Your own fault,” =aid Bunter,
blinking af the astouished juniors,
“You left me ount—deliberately loft me
out. I offered to vun as hare—"

“Hu, ha, ha

“Oh, really, you fzllows! You left
me ont—yon can't d-ay that! I'd told
vou I'd make you sit up! He, ho, he!
Serva you jolly well right !
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“Is the fut idiet wandering in lis
wind ™ asked Johouy Bull

“Has he any estecined mind Lo
wander ini” gueried Hurree Ringh.

“Oh, wveally, Inky!™

“Well, what do you mwean, Fatty?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“Oh, nothing! I'm not telling you
anything,” gaid Bunter, 1 may know
how that plank got shifted, and I may
not,  That's telling.”

The Famous Five jumped.

“Why, vou fat scoundrel ' extlaimmed
the captain of the Remove, “ Mean to
say that you shifted ithat plank?”

" Ha, he, he !

“What rot I said Johnoy Bull, “He
couldn't! Blessed if I kuow how that
plank got shifted, but Bunter couldn's
have done it. Too jolly heavy for that
fat slacker to shift.”

“Yon born idiet! Wihat do yon
miean, then i”? demuanded Wharton,

Bunter chuckled.

“You can’t say I didn't warn you,”
Iz said. “I told you P'd make you
st up,  Of comrse, I never supposed
that ass Nugent, end that other ass
Tatters would swim it. I thought
they'd go round.”

" Theii you did cut across to Soven
Elms and shift that plank 7" exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

*He, he, hea!'

“ You—you—you fut ~illain!® ex-
claimed Wharton., *“You've butted
mte & Form run, and tried to muck
it uﬁ! Why, I—I—I-I'll—"

“He, he, ha! Did the hares get
canght?” grinned Bunter.

* Nugent dids”

"I told you so! You wanted a man
who ecould really run,” zaid Bunter.
“Next time, you may give a really

good man a chanee, What#
Wharton rose to  his feet.
‘Look  herey, you  burbling idiot!

Tluns ia gerious, thouph you dou't scem
te understand it. I you've interfered
with n Form rupn—-="

:‘He, he, ha

‘Hand me that fives bat, Franky,®

“Oh, I—I szay, you fellows, I—I
niever shifted that plank ! exclaimed
Billy Bunter in alarm. “I sav, I wasn’t
there! I never knew you were going
Zoven Elms way, and I never thought
of cutiing across and stopping you at
the meadows! I haven't been out of
gates at all. I—=Fve been doing lines
iy study all the afternoon. I—I
say—yarooooh !

Whack !

Tho fives bat caught Williaw Ceorge
Bunter as he leaped for the passage,
Wharton had time for only one lick.
But ifo judge by the fearful vell that
Hoated back, Bunter found that one
lick enough—or mare than enough,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Weary Walkers !

't Y dear Prout!®

M “Ay dear Quelch!™

Mr. Quelch, the mastey of

] the Remove, spoke in &
slightly acid tone. The tone would
Eave been more than slightly acid, bad
not Mr. Queleh been exercising com-
silerabis self-control.

Mr. Mrout’s deep, fruity voies had
a touch of impatience in it. In fact,

Loth the gentlemen were a  little
irritated,

(i that  fine, frosty lali-holiday—
which waz a holiday f{or masters as

well as bovs at Grevfriars—Quelch and
Prout had taken a httle walk abroad.

Guelch, who was a thin, angular
gentleman, was & good walker. Prout,
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who was extremely convex in form,
helieved that he was a good walker,
but had, as a matter of fact, too much
weight to carry with comfart.

CQueleh had to moderate his pace {o
accomodate himself to the torvioise-like
progress of Frout., But what Prout's
plump legs lucked in activity, was mado
up by the activity of his plump chin,
FProut’s legs might tire, but lis chin
NnaEver til‘ﬂf

A dozen times, at least, since he
had walked out of the gates of the
school that efternoon, Quelch had re-
gretted that he bad hooked on to the
Fifth Form master for a walk.

Really, he told himself twelve times
at least, ho mipht have known better.
He knew Prout! Fe had walked with
Prout before! It was nlways tho same.

Prout was slow—he was portly and
pompous—he was opinionated—he was,
in fack, & bhore. Btill, Mr. Quelch
wanted a walk, and he did not want
to walk all on his lonesome own.

_ Prout, too, had rather wvegretted
Eming up with the Remove master,

e knew Quelch ! He had walked with
Queleh before! It was always the
sgrne !

Quelch was not slow enough—he was
thin and acid—he was opinionated—he
was, in fact, & hore! Still, Br. Prout
wanted a walk, and he did not want
to walk on his lonesome own!

Each of the two masters was, in fact,
thinking of the other ¢n much the
same lines!

Quelch would not have minded so
much if Prout had given him a fair
show in the conversation, and not kept
on interrupting him with obscrvations
lncking in interest, lacking in intelli-
gence, and, indeed, practically asinine.

Prout, for his park, would not have
minded so much if Quelch had given
him a fair show in the conversation,
and not kept on intcrcupting him with
observations lacking in interest, lacking
in intelligeneo, and, indeed, practically
asinina |

Quelch felt that, in company with
a roally good and well-informed talker,
Prout mmght have shut up a little more.

Prout felt that, in ecompany with
a  brilliant conversationalist, Quelch
might have shut up a little morel

b was a difference in the point of
view that wasz hardly to be reconciled.
Atill, matters went fairly well, till the
time came to turn back from the walk.

Queleh: wondered how a man could
he such a bore without Eknowing it.

Prout wondered how a man could
be such & bore without knowing it!

But neither of them wondered aloud.
Indeed, it wonld have rcaused mutual
surprise had they compared notes on
thiz subject.

But when they came to furn home-
ward, there was no doubt that Quelch
had cause for coinplaint,. They wera
five miles from the school., Quelch
was good for fve miles—or fen
for that matter. FProut had slowed
down to the pace of & very aged and
fatigued snail

Quelch had wondered a little how on
carth Prout was going to get home at
all. DBut Prout had bis own ideas
abont that, ¥is idea was to walk into
the villazo of 2even Elms, and take the
traiu back toe Friardale.

thieleh would have preferved to walk,
but be would net have preferred to
walk at the paeo of a fatigued snail,
#0 he ammonted with alacrity to
sumvestion of the train haek.

Then Prout dook a thort cut to the
villere,

Fromm tho very sfart Quelch had his
doubrs sbout that short cub,
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To tell the truth, his opinion of
Prout's intelligence was not high.

Ey the road they were on 1f was
a mile to the station. A mile was
nothing to Quelch.

_Frout, who had done five or more
did not want ancther mile. By the
short cut it was less than half a mile.

That iz to say, it was less than hali
s mile in theory. In practice it worked
out differently—like 50 many short cuts.

A ﬁaldp&!i{, a footpath through a
wood, e track by a damp meadow, and
s muddy lane, amounted to considerably
more than half a mile; and eo far
from the station being reached, it was
not even in gight—and Quelch had a
gacret but bitter suspicion that they
were farther from it instead of nearer.

Several times Quelch had hinted that
the way should be inquired of local
inhabitants.

2

------

Nugeni was a few

old bean
cecond and

* pasped Cherry.
home.

Pront declined to take soch hinta,
Ho knew the way—he always Lkpew
wavs, and everything else.  Queleh was
pnder his puidanes 1n this matter—
and Prout was: tho last man in the
world to ademit that he was not an
infullible roide.

When at lost they came to branching
footpaths in a luge meadow, that was
pew country to Mr. Quelch—and ap-
parently to Prout also—they stopped.

Prout was still obstinately determined
not to admoit that he had missed, or
mistafton, the route.  He kuew by this
tine that Quelch suspected himm of i,
which, of course, made him moro
obistinate, Naothing would have induced
him te adiait that he had been wandee-
ing at random for somo considerablo
timo. Ile did not even admet it o
himself., IHo was sure that, in the next

o
0 o E ] *
,.ligz'z.‘ sy
| ———

g 11\ 1T
it - Ll'l:!,:'

rds from kome when
o hand dropped ou his shoulder, ** Caught, _
Another
Nugent would have begn

miopute or two, ho would sight some
familiar landmark.

Familiar landmarks, however, were
conspicuous by thair absenmce.  Prout
hlinE:)ed round in vain in search of one.

“My dear Prout!” Quelch's manners
wero uncxeeptionable, but he mmﬁl_y
could not help Beld creeping into his
tone.

“My dear Quelch I replicd Prout.

“The fact 15, Pront—"

“Ahl Hers we are!” said Prout, in
a tone of jovial confidence. ““This way,
Quelch! I was sure of it!”

Quelch did not stir,

He strongly suspected that Prout was

icking on that footpath merely in the

opo that it led to Sevon Elms, simply

bacausze he would not admit that he was
all at sea. Tho tone of jovial conlidence

it

i

did not delude Mr, Queleh in the very
least.

“Trout,” said the Remove master
firmly, “I think we had Leiter ingnirve
the way.”

“My dear Queleh,” said the ifth
I'orm master, *1 know this country
like a book! I may add that I have
never lost my way in my life. In my
youth——"

Queleh suppressed a groan. If Prout,
like that tiresome old gentleman in tho
Iliad, was poing to pet on to the topic
of his youth, Quelch felt that it was
more than a man could be expected to
bear. And Prout was!

“In my vouth,” said Prout, "1 was
as you know, a hunter of big game! i
havo tracked grizely bears in the Hocky
AMaonntains, Queleh.”

“Mr. Prout—""

13

“By trackless pass and untrodden
canyob—" snid Prout.

A man who hed never met Prout
before might have been interested in s

rizzly bears, his trackless passes, and
ﬁie untrodden <canyons. Bub every
member of the Greyiriars staff had
heard all about these, not onco, but
many times. Mr. Queleh really felt
that he would shriek if Prout got on to
grizzly bears, trackless passes, and un-
trodden canyons again.

“Mr. Prout, let us make sure of our
route,” interrupted Queleb. “The fact
13, my dear fellow, I am convineed that
that path leads, not towards Seven
Elms, but dircetly away from it.”

” dear Quelch! A man who has
blaged trails through the lonclicst passes
of the Rocky BMountains—"

“Thare i3 a building,” said Mr.
Queleh. Lot us knock at the door, and
make an inquiry.”

FProut snorted. .

Mr. Quelek pointed to a cobtage In
the corner of the big fiell. It was &
very lonely cottage, as lonoly as any in
the country. It stood on tho edge of a
narrow lana. It had a deserted look.
Still, Mr., (iueh:h supposed that it muab
have an inhabitant—at least, he hoped

“T assuro you, Queleh—" said
Prout. o _

“ Nevertheless, let us inguira!” said
Quelch, and, without waiting for con-

ho whisked away towarda the

sent,
cottage. Prout, in deep annoyance, fol-

lowed on. They reached the cottage,
and Mr. Quelch koocked at thoe door.
The sound of the knock cchoed inside
the solitary building, but there came ne
othear reply. The Illemove master
knocked again, with tho samo result.

Mr. Quolgh compressed his  lips.
Prout smiled. Obviously, there was no
one in the cottage to answor Mr.
Gueleh's intended inguiry.

“Thizs ia most annoying ! said the
Ilemove master.

“1 hardly sea it, Quelch. As I am
perfcctly sure of the way——"

“T will knock again.”

“Really, my dear Queleh——"

Knock, knock, knock!

Qualch not only knocked agnin, but

(Continued on page 16.)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE PAPER-
CHASE.

{Continued fram page 135.)

he knocked apain and again,  His
knocking rang through the cottage,
end rang far nnd wide around the
cottago. Frout waited with a sareastic
amile.

Knock, knock, knock!

There was & sound of wheels, and of
tramping footateps in the lane. A gruff
and surﬁ.’ voice broke on the ears of
the two masters, i

“Burn my body and boots! What
d'ye want ‘ero! You let that blooming
door alone, old covey! You 'ear me?”

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Unpleasant !

INKER WILBON scowled.
E “ Jost chuck it,” he snapped,
aF ﬂﬁ.d Iﬂﬂk it-l:ﬂ

Mr. Quelch spun round irom
the door of the cottage. Mr. Prout re-
volved more slowly on his axis. Loth
the Greyfriars masters looked sharply at
the roughly-dressed, surly-looking man

who spoke. -

Form masters &b a school like Grey-
friara were accustomed to being ad-
dressed with respect. There was no
vestige of res in the tinker's tons
or mnnnﬂl;.u He Mﬁl;wigd an%ﬂ and
disres ully at t wo pentlemen,
widerﬂ?;t annoyed to find them there.

*Rir!" snidugmut, in his fruity voeice.

“Chuck it, old covey!” s=aid I;h’a
tinker. ‘*YWhat you banging at a man's
door for? What you want? That's wot
I'm asking youl”

Mr. Quelch gave him e steely Im}:.

“Js this your cothage, my man?” he
asked icily.

“Tt ain’t nobody élse’s, and chance
it1” grunted Tinker Wilson. “And I
ain't looking for company, and you can
Ia;r to that!"

i ‘X tﬁa knuckingt : E:Et your door-—
an Mr, Quelch stiffy.

L!:;E].' "eard you,” said the tinker, I
ain't deaf! Nor yet 1 ain’t silly, old
covey ! The tinker's manner was most
unpleasant. o

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“It was my intention to inguire my
route,” he said. “There is no horm
done, my good man.”

“Who said there wa3?" snapped the
tinker, “But you needn't bang at 8
man's door like that, all the same, old
covey. 'Ook itl” .

The Remove master eolowred with
vexation. Br. Prout grow purple. The
two gootlemen were accustomed to re-
gpect. They bhardly knew how to desl
with a rufRan like this

Tinker Wilson pushed his hand-cart
past them, into the yard behbind the
rottage, ‘Then he camo back to the
front door. He eyed the two gentlemen
surlily under his beetling brows.

“My pood man—" boomed Prouk.

" Not so much of your good man, old
covey " gaid Tinker Wilson. “Ti vou
ain't got any business 'ere, 'ook 3t 1

"Come, Quelch!™ said Mr. IProut,
breathing heavily, “Come! I assuro
o HH}}I: I have no doubk of the way

a¥

*“I see no reaseri why this man shoold
not give us directions,” gnid Mr. Queleh.
“My good man, we desire to reach
Soven Blma Railway Station—-"

“Well, you wen't find it in thiz "cre
ficld ! said the tinker rudely. “You're
& zood mile from it !

" Nonsenso 1" gnid Prout.
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"Praps you know best, old fotty!"
said the tinker. *If you does, it ain't
uo good asking mo. *Ook it 1"

“What—what ! gasped My, Prout.
“Fellow [" Tt was long since Mr. Prout
had seen his knees; but it was not for
this dlsropuisble ruffian to address him
as “old fatty.” Prout's purple visage
became more deeply empurpled. His
ﬂii'Ea ﬁinamed, g3 they hod gleamed of
old when he was tracking the elusive
grizzly on the Rocky Mountains.

“Feller gouzself!” retorted Tinker
Wilson.
“You impudent raseal!” exclaimed

Blr. Prout. “By Jove! I have n
great mind to lay my walking-stick
ronnd your shoulders [

_ The tinker stared at him, and burst
into a gruff laugh.

. “If I it you, old covey, you'll he a
orspital ease!™ he said. “You keep
your stick to yourself, and shut your
mouth, and 'ook it! I come in tired
arter & day’s 'ard work, I 'ave, end
I ain’t standing 'ere jawin’ to an old
fool, T ain't! Qak it 1™

“Come, Prout!” said Mr, Quelch,
though his gimlet eves gleamed at the
ruffian, Dearly Mr. Queﬁch would have
liked to lay his stick round the insolent
hooligan’s shoulders. But it was im-
possible, of course, for a dignified
gentleman like Henry Samuel Quelch to
get mixed up in E'LI-E{I a shindy. More-
over, the sinewy rufian looked as if he
could have dealt with both the middle-
a%ac'l_ gentleman without a great deal
of difficulty.

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated Prout.
“Upon my soul! Such ingolence—"

*It is useless to bandy words with
such a character, sir,” said Mr. Quelch,
“Let us go”

“And the sooner the better I grunted
Tinker Wilson, eyeing them evilly, The
tinker was thinking to himself that had
he met these two old gents in os lonely
& spot elsewhers, he would have made
a good thing of it. Knocking them
down end going through their pockets
would have been o trifle to the tinker.
But so near his own residence—tem-
ﬁﬂ.’l‘ﬂ]’} 83 it was—hs dared not. When

e was on the road, and could disap-
pear from tho scene with promptness
and dispatch, it was a different matter.

But Tinker Wilson was ncot on the

road at present. He had quite other
business in Kebt than his usual ilf:;}rl;
o

mf, thieving, and tinkering,
reluctantly allowed this golden oppor-
tunity to pass, though it was impossible
for him to restrain the surly, savage
insolence of his naturo.

Mr.Quelch stepped away from the cot-
fage, into tho lane by which the tinker
had arrived. Mr. Prout rolled after him
moro slowly, casting an inimical glance
at the tinker as he went. Queleh was
annoyed, but Mr, Prout was decply in-
consed. At Greyiriars, a whole senior
Farm hung on his words, and regarded
him with awe and veneration; at least,
he was persuaded that they did. In
Common-room, a numerous staff listened
with respoct to his dominating voice,
and DMre, Prout did not, of course,
know that on such ocessions they wore
simply waiting for him to leave off
talking. And this fellow—this itin-
erant nondeseript, this hooligan, starcd
at him jeorvingly, and ecalled bim “old
fatty.” It necded all Prout's sclf-
restraint to keep his stick away [rom
Tinker YWilson's shoulders,

“TI have pgreat mind——"" breathed
Pront,

“LCome ! said Quelch.

T, 'ool: if, old eover!™ gaid the
finker. *“Jest shot up yvour 'cad and
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"ook it! Jest roll, Fat Jack of the Bone-
house.”’

Prout gurgled.

“What? What did vou call me, you
insolent knave

¥TFat Jack of thse PBonchouse”
answered the tinker. Obviously this
ruffian did not know that he was
addressing a Public School master—a
Greyfriars mastor—a Master of Arts of
Ozford—a man of tremendous and, in-
deed, unlimited importance. He spoke
to Prout as if Proui was an ordinary
human being. Prout gasped.

“Fellow, if you knew whom you were
addressing——"" he articulated.

1 dessay I could guess,” said the
tinker. “I know a pork butchor when
I see ome, old covey.”

“A—a pi-pip-pork butcher!" gurgled
Frout. It was the last straw. If this
uneducated, uncultured, ill-mannered
ruffian did not know a Public school
master, a Master of Arts, when he saw
one, at least he must have known that
Prout was not a pork butcher. Prout
made a stride towards him with uplifted
walking-stick.

. Mr. Quelch canght him by the arm
just In time.

“My dear Prout—" Ho dragged
the FFifth Form mastor away.

“Release my arm, Quelch! I intend
to chastise that ruffian’s ipsolence!”
gasped Prout.

“Come, come, come!" gasped Mr.
Quelch,

The tinker, with an extremely ugly
expression on his stubbly face, made a
movement towards them, His gleaming
eyes under beetling brows, his jutting
chin and savage jaw, rather impressed
I'rout, and ho allowed the Remove mas-
ter fo draw him into the road. It
dawned on Prout that one punch from
the ruffian’s hefty arm would have made
him, es the rascal had oxpressed it, &
“hospital ** case,

“Come " repeated Quelch.

Mr. Prout submitted, and rolled off

down the lane with the Remove master,
a Jeering snort from the tinker fol-

lowing.

The two mastera walked on
hastily, in  uncomfortable silence,
Prout was still purple. Mr. Quelch’s
lips were tightly compressed. Quelch
wished now that he had not stopped
at that lonely cottage to inguirc tho
way, thovgh he could not, of eourse,
havo forescen aonything like this un-
pleasant encounter. The bullving inso-
Ience of the ruffian rankled very doeply
it Dz Lireast.  Still 16 was one of these
things that could nrot he helped, and
Mr. Queleh was now only desiroes of
getting away from  the diagreeablo
neighbourheod. His long logs whisked,
and Prout was hard put fo it to keep
paee,

“ Mot so fast, Quelch, not so fast!"™
gasped DProut at last. ™ Really, there
is no such hurry. We are 2 very short
cistance fromm Seven Elms—of that I am
convineced.”

- "1f you really have the slighest
iwdea of the route, Prout—"" Queleh'a
voloe was quite acid now,

* 1 have not the slizhtest doubt of it 1™
=aid Prout, with dignity. *“Thiz way,
Queleh. ™

He rolled on, and Mr., Quelel whizked
after him—donbiful, but zecing nothung
clze to be done, Twice My, Prout Lurned
corners—and cach time Quelch Lad a
hitter convichion that he was pome
blind—merely hoping that they would
arrive somowhere.  Quelch was detes-
mined, at least, to inguire the way of
the first wayiarer they passed. Dut m



EVERY SATURDAY

that lonely countryside there scemed
few waylarera.

Baddenly, to hiz great relief, Mr.
Quelch spotted a signpost.

“Thank goodness!™ he ejaculated.
“Weo can now ascertain——"'

“Quite unneceszary, my dear Quelch,
panted Prout, "%mmt However, to
sutisly you, we will look™

They halted under the signpost. The
direction in which they were proceed-
ing was indicated: *Courtfield, six
milest

“Oh " said Prout.

There was fortunately ancther arm to
the sign., It pointed in the dircction
from which they had been mmm‘%, and
announeed * Seven Elms, one male”

ueleh gave Prout one look. They
had been walking tewards Courtheld,
six miles off, with their backs to Beven
Elms. One look was cnough. Then
Quelels spun round and started back.
Prout rollad after him, silent. For
once, Mr. Prout had nothing to say.

It wos not until they were in sight of
Seven 12lns railway station that Prout
roke the silence.

“'These=—these winding laney are—
are a little confusing1” he said.

“Quite!?’* said Quelch.

And they did not talk at all in the
train home.

¥

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Missing )

1 HOLMONDELEY ¥
C Clapper, the master of the
Fourth, was taking the roll
Mr. Cepper waited a second
for the usual *adsum,”” but it did not
come. He peered in the diveetion of
the Remove, and m}mnie& tho name,

“Cholmondeley 17

But there was no answer, and Chol-
mondeley was marked absent.

Every other man in the Remove
angwered to hiz name. The latest and
weariest straggler had come in zome
timo since; only Tattera was still
absent. And his absence was Deginning
to puzzle the chums of the Remove.

They had been puzzled by his elearing
off, as Nupent doseribed it, during the
run. They had intended to ask him for
an cxplanation ag soon a3 he came in,
But tlm:.r were still more puzzied by his
nob coming 1n,

When he missed rolleall, tho
Famous Five began to wonder what on
earth could have happened to him.
'There was a thoughtful shade on Harry
Wharton's faco as the chums left Hali

“Wrhat con be keeping Tatters out,
vou men?" he asked.

 Ask me pnother,”” said Bob.

“Well, nothing ean have Lappened to
Inny, if that’s what youw’re thinking,”
said Nugent., “llo walked off on ?;Es
own accord.”

“1 can't see any reason why he
docsn’t come in if he's all right,”” said
the captain of the Remove.

“Well, he's all right! TIs gut oud
of the water all sereme, if that's what
vou mean,” sald Nugeni., “I toll you I
saw Irim on the bank, and he called to
e,

Harry Wharton nodded.

“ Vs, but——"

“Well, what " asked Frauk, Nugcnt
was still a little * edge-wise ¥ over poor
Tatters having let him down in the ron,
gz he veparded it

“Well, if he doesn’t trot in soon, 1
shall think something's happened,” said
Ilavey, * It was jolly queer his clearing
off ke that—and even if lie's lost his
wayvy, bheing a new man here, he's got

a tonguc in his head to ask i, I can’t
help thinking——"

Bob Cherry whistled.

“Tinker Wilson!” he cjaculated.

“Well, we know that brute was in
this neighbourhood 2 week apo,” said
Harry. “Wo saw him on the first day
of term, hanging about Courtfield
common. You fellows rememberi”

“The rememberfulness 13 terrifie.”’

“That tinker was keen te got him
back when he ran away from him be-
fore,” sald Harry. “Twice, at least,
he bagged Tattors after he'd got away.”

“But things ara different now,” said
Johnny Bull, shaking his head “Tat-
ters was just a tinker's boy then, not
even knowing his own name. Dut sinco
hiz grandfather found him, and took
him home, the tinker can’t even pretend
to have a claim on him. If he bags him
now, it's legally kidnapping, and he
could be sont to chokey for it. And you
can bet that that fiery old bean, Bir
George Cholmondeley, would make an
example of him if he laid hands on his
grandson.’”

“1 know!" said Harry, with a nod.
“T know—even if Tinker Wilson got

e s S —— rrE muy
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hold of him he eonld never make him
a_tinker's boy again, that’s impossible.
He couldn’t possibly keep bim. I can't
make out why he ever wanted to keep
the kid againzt hbis will=bnt we know
he did! I suppose he wouldn't dare to
tauch him, now he's taken up by his
grandfather, and iz a Greyiriars man.
But—why docsn’t he come mit'"

That was a gquestion to which no
member of the Co. could find an
answer. They could only shake their
puzzled heads and give it up.

Farry Wharton™s face was troubled.

“If the tinker iz still hansing about
hove ho may have come on Tatters™
he said. “ He turned up here when wo
came bhack to school: we saw him, I
lnobks as if e was after the kid™

“Pnt he couldn’t know that Tatlors
was <coming  to  Greyfriarvs,” zaid
Nugent., *We never knew; it made us
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inmp when we found him here. Tinker
Wilson ecan’t have known anythin
about old Sir George Ehulnmn%e[eyt
arrangements, ™

“1 don't see how hecould,” confessed
Wharton. “But it was a very gueer
coincidenee tho tinker being about hera
when ‘Fatters was coming here. I sup-
pose he would bhardly darc to tako the
kid away if ho saw him, but he may
have pitched into him. You know
what a savage brute he is.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Dob.

Thers was dismay in the Inees of the
Co. at that suggestion. Well they knew
the brutal nature of Tinker Wilson
ruffian and thief and footpad: and well
they knew how he had ill-uscd Tatters
when the waif was at his merey. The
t}lﬂugllt that Tatters might have fallen
in with him and fallen a vielim to his
brutal violence was very disturbing.

“You—you think—" faltered

Nugent.
I know the brute would handle him
if he had s chance,” said Harrv, “ond
Tatters would put up a figcht. He may
have been knocked out—he mayn't be
able to got home.”

*“h erikey ! ;

“¥ou never saw anything of the
Tinker, Frank?"

Nugent shook his head.

“Nothing,” he answered. “Talters
cleared off of his own accord, so far as
I can make out. If ho met Tinker
Wilson, it must bave been later. I su

0s¢ 1 should have seen the man if he

ad been in Seven Elms meadows.”

“1 supposo so."

“ Besides, Tatters couldn’t have Deen
knocked out to the extent of not being
able to get home, without e shindy,”
sald Frank. “I should have heard him

if I hadn't seen him,” ) i
“Well, that's =0, cortamly,” said
HMarry. “Tatters would have yelled, I

should imagine.” :

“It's all rot ! said Nugont, “Tf it
was a thrashing I should have heard
Tattors and seon him afterwards, Tt
wasn't that. If the tinker handled him
at all he must have bagged him and got
him away.”

“Looks like it,™ said Bob. “ Buot even
if e wants the kid, how could ho take
the risk, now the kid's pcoplo are
known—rich and influential people,
too. He couldn’t trumgi the road with
the kid as he used to. He would have to

keep bim hidden szomewhere perman-
ently. And that—"

“That's impossible " said Johnny
Dull,

“Waell, T wish he'd come in'’ said
Harvy, “If ha doesn’t got in after
prep I think I'd better go to Queleh.”

The chums of the Remove went up to
their studies to prop.

After prep, when they came down to
tho Rag. they found that Arthuy Coeeil
Cholmondeley had not yob returned to
Greyiriars. A

A good many fellows, by this time,
were  wondering  what  eould  possibly
have become of him. That something
must have happened to the new junior
was fairly corlain by this time, whether
Tinker Wilson had a bhand in it or not.
Only a mischance of some sort could
have kept o Remove fellow out of zates
so late, 2

Wingate of tho Sixth locked inio il
Nagz.

“Whavton here?™

“Here.” smid Harvy. . ]

“Cholmondeley hasu’t como in,” said
the Greviriars captain. “ Ho waz with
voun in the paper-chase to-day, Know
anything nhout 161
h‘“l‘EMI* imagine what's Decome of

.’
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“Walitl,_ Mr. Queloh wants to know.

Go to his

“Right-hai"

Wharton end Nugent prooeedsd to
ili: Ram?#;h inu-akt_iar‘: nmhdg They Iu%.md

» Quelch leoking rather grim. er-
h;pa%m had not quits recoversd Mgﬂt
from his walk with Prout, Undoubtedly
be was annoyed by a member of his
Form staying sc late out of gates.

“Where is Cholmondeley, Wharton 1"
asked Mr. Quelch sharply. ]

Really, Mr. Quelch’s manner implied
that he expectad the head boy of his
Form to Fmﬂum any Remove man on

demand, like a conjurer producing &
rabbit out of a hat.

“] don't kmow, sir," answered
Wharton.

“ He was with you in the paper-chase

af,“ said Mr. Quelch,

“That is so, sir.”

“You know where he left you, I
presume B \ . \

“Heo was s hare, sir, with Nugent.”

“Then Nugent knows, I presume?”
1apped Mr., Quelch. |

rank Nugent explained how Takters
had disappeared at Seven Elms
meadows, Mr., Quelch listencd with a
rowning face.

“It iz unusual for a—a—a hare, as
you term it, to leave his companion
while engaged in a paper-chase, 13 it
not 1" asked the Form master, )
';F"es, rather, sir! I couldn't make it
out I*

“You do not know where he went "

“No, sir.” .

“This is very extraordinary!”
snapped Mr. Quelch. “T fear that some
pecident may have happened to the
boy. His absence is unaccountable
otherwise.” Mr. Quelch knitted his
brows, “Have you any suggestion to
offer "

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. “1 can't help
thinking that Tinker Wilson may have
had something to do with it.”

Mr. Quelch stared.

Who

“Tinker Wilson! 13 Tinker
UThe tinker that Tatters—I mean,

Wilson, Wharton "

Cholmondeloy, was with before he
found his grandfather, siv.™
“Oh! Yes—ves, remember  the

name. I think I have heard it before;
Cholmondeley mentioned it to mo. DBut
he has no connection with this—this
itinerant person, Wharton, now that ho
has been reclaimed by his relations and
gent to scnool. The man can have no
further intevest in him, I supposoe.”

“He was scen about here last week,
ﬂ-lr—“

“8uch a person probably travels all
over the country,"” said Mr. Quelch.
*“Have yvou any reason fo suppose that
this—this tinker, feels any further
interest in Cholmondeley, now that the
boy 1a with his own peonle "

“1 know he felt very bitter towards
Tatters, sir, and would be pretty certain
to mt.eE te him, 1f he found him in
a lonaly place.”

Mr. Quelck pursed his lips.

“ Poszihly—possibly, though it seems

me improbable that even a vicious
man would recklessly Dreak the law,™
he said. “ e must know that he would
ba prosecuted for an assault on a Groy-
friars boy. You do not suppose that
he may have injured the Loy =0 sevorely
that Cholmondeley cannot return to the
achoal 77

Wharton did not answer that., The
fear was in his mind, but ho could not
help realising how unlikely it was.

“He moy have taken him away again,
gir,” he said.

r. Queleh stared.
“He could not expect to hae{r

a Qroy-
Tee Mascrer Lisnany.~—No.

lgT'

friars boy with him, Wharion, now
that Cholmondeley's circumstances are
a0 changed. Do you mean that Chol-
mondeley may have gone willingly
back to his old life?”

“ 0k, no, sir! I'm sure not!”

L“Di& Nyc:u zeo anything of
tinker, ugent?”

“Nao, gir.”

“Have you any reason to supgma that
he waz at hand when Cholmondeley left
F'}u ?u

“MNo, sic.” \

“Have you seen him in this neigh-
bourhood since last week {™

“No, sic.”

Mr. Quelch made an
gesture, 5

“Then I see no reason to connect this
man  Wilson with  Cholmondeley's
absence. It is almost inconceivable that
he wonld dare to kidnap a Greyiriars
boy. WNeither do I see any mofive he
can have had.”

“Only Tatters hasn't come in, sir!”
szid Harry, " y

_ “No doubt he will come in later. It
13 very perplexing, but wild and un-
founded suggestions aro of no use,”
said Mr. Quelch, and with that he dis-
misged tho two juniors.

this

impatient

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Unknown !

T ATTERS panted for breath.

Hp stared round him in the
glimmer of a dirty oil lamp.

The early winter dusk had
fallen, The room in which Tatters
found himself waz a8 brick-Boored
kitchen, with sloping roof. Thera was
one small window, and it was covercd
with sacking carciully nailed down.

The door was bolted and barred.

Where he was Tatters had not the
faintost idea. Tt seemed fto him that
hours and hours had passed while he lay
under the canvas 1n the hand-cart,
trundled along over rutty roads,

Again  and again  Tatters had
struggled to rid himself of the gag and
to ery out for help. But Tinker Wilson
had been too earefu] for that. No sound
had come from the haplesa schoolboy
in the hand-cart, aa the tinker trundled
it along. Probably many people had

assed 1t on the roads and lanes—Tatters
End heard rolling wheels, several times;
and once tho honking of 2 car. But
there was nothing in the band.eart to
excite susplcion, to & casual  eye.
Tatters, trussed like s turkey, lay in the
bottom of the eart, cavefully ecovered
from view by the folds of the tattered
canvas tent. Many glances might have
fallen on the tinker and his cari: but
certainly no one would have been likely
to suzpect that the frowsy beap of canvas
covered o kidnapped schoolboy.

When the cart had  halted at last,
Tatters, silent himself, had heard the
sound of volees close at hand. Through
the canvas ke heard them, muffled and
faint; wet one of the wvoices scemed
familiar to him. It seermed to him that
it was the sharp, tart voice of Mr
Quelch, his own Form master, that he
heard: and there was o wild hope 1n
his breast that the Remove master had
found hirm. Bub the volces died away;
and the hope died away also, -

The hand-cart trundled again, this
time into a building, Then the canvas
was dragged off, and Tatters blinked in
the light. )

Tiufer Wilson grasped bhim, and
jorked him bodily out of the cart. Ie
removed the gag from the boy's mouth.
Tatters panted and [icked his dry lips,
rnumbed by the pag. There wos fear
in his eves, as they fized on the stubbly

THE MAGNET

fnce of Tinker Wilson. Talters was no
coward; but his heart was like lead,
when he found himself in the hands of
his old tyrant again. And the grim,
sardonic grin on Wilson’s face was not
reassuring.

The tinker sat at & bench, and cut
bread-and-cheese, nnd poured out beer
from a bottle. ‘Fatters, hizs limbs still
bound, loaned on the wall, and watched

m in silence,

“Well, I got you agin, Tatters!”
said Tinker Wilson, wiping his stubbly
mouth after a deep draught of beer.

Tatters made no answer, It was onl
too evident that his old enemy ha
“got ¥ him. 3

“Procious smart we are now, ain't
wol™ jeered the tinker. "Public school
bloke, and heir to a blooming baronet,
what? 'Igh and mighty these days,
and mothing to say to an old friend.”

“¥ou can't keep me!” said Tatters
“¥You can’t take me on the road agsin.
My grandfather will send you to prison
for this.” . 1

“Who's going to tell "im1” grinned
the tinker.

“You think I shan't be looked for?”
exclaimed Tatters, “I’'m not the ragged

1 you used to bully and beat, now,
tinker, If I don’t go back to my
school soon, 1 shall be searched for.
The police will be looking for you. You
think you can make me push thaet barrer
like I used? Why, wa'll be found before
midday to-morrow, and they'll take me
away from you again.”

The tinker laughed hoarsely.

*“¥ou think I've took you back to be
a tinker's boy again " he asked. “You
yvoung fool, you! Think I don't know
you'd ba took away from me?”

Tatters stared,

“Then it ain’t that?” he asked.

“’Conrse 1t ain’t, you young idjit."

“Then what have you took me forl?”
demanded Tatters. “If you know you
can't keep me, what ave you took me
for, Tinker ¥

“Mebbe there’s somebody else that
ean keep you!" grinned the tinker,
“Meobkhe there's somebody that will see
that you don’t go back to your nobby
noo school, or to Cholmondeley Castle,
neither, MMebbe there’s m eafe place pot
all ready for you, 'undreds of miles
from this "ere.”

“Who'd

“Gammon '™ said Tatters.
do it?*

But he stered hard at tho tinker, with
a sinking heart. It was impossible, ns
ho knew, for the ruffian to force tum
back into his old life as a tinker's boy.
When the law was sct in motion, ihe
tinker would bo run down in a very
short time; and the boy taken away
from him. But if that was not the
tinker’s intention, why had he risked
severe punishment by seizing him? Ib
came into Tatters’ mind that there was
someone else behind this; though who,
and why he could not begin to imagine,

*Vou won't nover know that,” said
the tinker. “But he'll do it _all right,
and vou can lay to that., You're in
somoebody’s way, vou are; and you gob
to be kep' out of it. Not that T'd tell
you even that much, blow you: only
you'll know that muoch when the car
comes for you.”

“The car!” repcated Tatters.

“Think I'm going to trundle yon
‘wndreds of miles in a haond-cart?”
jcered the tinker.  “I'd be stopped
afare I'd done fifty., This "ere placo
waa pot ready for you, and I been
locking for a chanee to get "old of you.
MNow T got 'old of you. But you ulrn'l:
stopping 'ero—not more'n five miles
from the school! WNo blooming fearl
You're going to a safe place, fnttnra !

Tatters only stared at him, his heavh
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like lead. He knew that it must be so.
This place—some lonely cottage—had
evidently been prepared for thiz; and
it must have eost monay. Tinker
Wilaon, he knew, was often in posses-
sion of money, from some unknown
source. But the tinker’s money always
went the same way, on gembling and
drink; and often he wasz reduced fo
petty pilfering, and even to lshouring
st his trade, to provide for the passing
bour. That the tinker himseli had
gpent & sum of money on this kidnap-
ping, was impossible. The man behind
the scenes, whoever and whatever he
was, had provided the money. And that
unknown man wasa coming in a car, to
toke Tatters away hundreds of miles,
to a “safe place.” He was to bo hidden
in this lomely cottage till the tinker
could send word to his employer that
he had succecded; that was all.

“But who—who—why—" breathed
Tatters. )

“PDon't you ask any questions, and you
won't get mo lies told you,” grinned
tho tinker. “ You're
for it, you are; and
that's encugh for you.
You done with your
noo school, like you
done with tho tinker's
trade. There ain't
another cottage within
n mile of this ‘ere—
think you'll be found,
while I'm pgone to fcolo-
phone to the guv'-
nor ¥

The ruffian chuckled.

*“I"m %ﬂiﬂ.' to leave
ou  safe, Tatters!

ou can loy fo that!
I got to walk miles to
%hﬂne to the guv'nor!

ut when he gets the
tip, you bet he will be
along in hiz car pretty
quick. You'll ’ear him

ahout midni%ht, 1
reckon. You'll  stop
'era till then.”

“YWho 12 he, tmn-

kar ™ faltered Tatters.
“How am T in some-
body's way, tinkey?#"

“You woung lmb!™

runted the tinker.
“YWhat wyou fancy I
kep’ you for years
along of mo for, when
I hated the sight of
vour long face? Ain't
you got sense enough |
to know that wWasg
keeping you out of the

uv'nor's way?  Not
that I'd tell you, only
you got to know about the guv'nor now
—secing that he's taking you in ‘and
himself. Don’t you faney you'll ever
soa your noo school ag’in, You won't!
Nor yet Cholmondeley Castle!l You
can lay to that! And where you're
going, I descay you'll be glad if you
could get on the road again with Tinker
Wilzon.™

Tattera leaned on the wall, breath-
ing hard. The tinker, evidently in a
state of satisfaction at his success,
finished his meal, and roze from the
bench. .

Ho picked up the boy as if Tatters
had been an infant, and carried him
into an inner room. Irom this room, a
rickety staircase ascemded to o small
upper room. The tinker struck a mateh
and lighted a candle.

The eandle-light ghmmered on a
bare lloor, a rou;.iyh bed, and & window
covered with nailed sacking. The kid-
napped schoolboy was flung on to tho
bed, and the tinker fastencd him there.

Then the gap waa replaced in his
mouth, and secured with cruel carc
Tinker Wilson grinned down at him,

“You'ra safe now, fill the guvnor
comes1® he remarked. “Ile wen’t bo
more'n a fow hn:rm-s—;,'ﬂu bet he's ready
when he gots word I've got you. You
can lay to that, Tatters. You'll Lo
'arf aeross the next connty by morning.
Mebbo you'll wish you'd slaved with
Tinker Wilson arvter all, you young
Timb. ™

The tinker blew out the candle, left
the room and locked the door after
him, and Tatters heard him tramping
down the rickety stair. Then there was
a sound below of a doeor slamming, and
the elick of a key in a lock. Tinkor
Wilson was gone.

clecp

Tatters remained alone, n

ailence and darckness, his eves staring
into the gloom. Helpless to stir a limb,
helpless to utter a sound, the hapless
waif could only lie there, with aching
limbs, and wait—wait till hiz unknown
anomy arcived with the ear, fo take him

now

far beyond the ken of his
eyond the hopo of
rescue, In utter misery and despair tho
unhappy boy lay and waited in the
darkness.

RWAY.
f ri&n&a—f&r

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Banter Enew !

ieor AV, vou fellows!™
E “{}g, cheese it, Bunter I
“But I sny—"'
“Buzz off, Fou
roared Bob Cherry.

Tha Famous Fivo of the Remaove werea
in no mood for Billy Buutcr.  They
wera deeply worried.

It was turned mine o'clock now! In
half an hour more, it was bed-time for
the Remove. And Tatters had nob
come in.

That something must have happened
to the waif was a certainty now, He
was no recldless breaker of bounds like

fat frogt™

Having secured Taiters to the bed and re-
placed the gag in his month, the tinker
grinned with satisfaction.
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Smithy; and even the Bounder would
have hesitated to stay out till this hour.
Tatters, the juniors wore certain, would
have come back at callover at the
lntest, had he been able to come back.
Something had happened to Taiters—
and the chums could uet help suspoct
ing that his old onemy, Tinker Wilson,
had a hand i it somchow.  Troe, 16
was & woeek or more sinee they had
seen the vullinn hapging about Court-
field Clommon; equally true, thore
seemed no grounds for supposing that
ilie tinker had any reason for takin

Tatters away, now that it was beyon

Joubt that he conld uot possibly turn
him into a tinker's hoy apain, But
something had happened; and the ovil
face of ile tinker was in all theix
minds,

Billy Bunter Dlinked in at the sludy
doorway. He had seen the cliwms of
the Remove leave the Rag, and trailed
them to Study No. 1. Bunicr, of
course, supposed that this meant a

“* You're sale
till the guv’nor comes,’” he sald.

“ You’ll be arf aeross the mext couniy by

morning."”

study supper. That the juniors had
retired to the stu to discusa tho
strange absence of Tatters, naturally,
did not occur to his fat brain. Bunter
had noticed that Cholmondeley did not
answer to his name at call-over; but he
had not given him a thought since.
Bunter's fot thoughts wera fixed on far
more umportant matters,

Supper in Hall, or supper in o study
—that was the question! Supper in
Hall did not appeal to Bunter, if there
was supper going in & study., So he
blinked into No. 1 in seazrch of the
supper.

No sign of supper was to be scen,
Five troubled faces met Bunter's view
—that was el Why they were
troubled, Bunter could not guess—un-
less, indeed, something had happened
to tha supper! That might have made
any fellow look troubled. o

Five voices, in wunison, invited

Tag Migrer Lipzany.— No, 1,197.



20

Bunter to buzz off. Instead of buzzing
off the fat junior blinked round the

study.
“Whero is 181" he asked.
“Fathead 1™
“Is it in tho cupboard?’ aesked

Buntor, puzzled.

“¥ou silly chump—hbunk(™

“Look here, I'll get it ready for you,
if vou hke,” said Bunter. “I1 never
'wa.sia slacker—always ready to obligo

a8 1r

Buntcr rolled across to the study
cupboard,. He blinked inte the cup-
board, through his big spectacles, in
surprize and dismay, WNo supply of
#codstuffa was to be scen there

“1 say, you fellows—"

Rl yom dry up? hooted Wharton,
“If you're after tuck, there isn't any.
Now, roll away!™?

Bunter blinked at him.

“Then what are you fellows doing
bera?' he asked. **What's up?

“Tatters hasn't come in!” prowled
Bob Cherry. “MNow, shut up!™

“Tatters! Hasn't he come ini™ said
Bunter. “Well, what does that
meatter '’

:: E:iﬂu fatirl idiﬂn;&!”
1, really, Cherry—"
“Clear off, Bunter!” =said Frank
Nugent. “We're bothered about
Tatters—but I suppoza it doesn't worry

Foui?

“Eh! Nol Why should it?” asked
Bunter, in surprise. “Pity you dida't
Iet mo run as hare after all, what? T
suppoze you're feeling rather rotten
about being caught, Nugent? Well, if
I'd been with you, to set you an
example of Et-lt.’:kll‘lg' it, and give you a
helping hand now and then, you'd have
got through all right I must say you
asked for it.”’

“You silly owl®

Frank was looking more worried
than the other memhﬂm of the Co. Now
that it was becoming clear that zome-
thing must have happened to poor
Tatters, Nupent was feeling it rather
on his conscienca that he had intended
te punch Cholmendeley's head when he
came in True, thers was still no ex-
planation of why Tatters had walked
nﬂ‘ and léft him. as he svpoosed. in

Fvnn Flms mendnesz,  But sineo 'l"]'u}rtr

if appeared, some accident must have
ocourred, and tha thought of poor
Tatters in serious trouble wiped out all
offences.

“1 say, wyou follows, you'll know
better next time,” said Bunter cheer-
fully. “New, I shouldn’t worry about
Tatters, if I were you. Never mind
him! I was going to stand a spread
after the peper-chase, but I've been
disappointed sbout a postal order. In
the cireumstances—-"

“Oh, kill him, somebody!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull! I suppose you
fellows want supper?” sald Bunter,
blinking at them. “Look here, you
fellows stand supper this evening, and
I'll stand it fo-morrow, when my
postal order comes, That’s fair.”

“¥ou benighted chump, blow supper,
and blow you!” excleimed Harry
Wharton, exasperated. *Can’t you get
it into vour fat head that we're not
thinking about supper, but about
Tatters :

“ Not thinking about supper!"” ejacu-
lated Bunter. “But it's supper-time!
What's the good of thinking about
Tatters at supper-time? You can't eat
him, even if he was herc.”

“ Amazing as it is." said Bob, with
crushing sarcasm, *“we are thinkin
about paor old T-ﬂ-f.tET'-E, 8o shut up an
roll away. We're anctually thinking
sbout Tatters instend of supper. ¥You
can't understand it, of course; but
take ty word for it.”

“Well, of course, I can’t understand
am:h rot as thabt!” eaid Buntﬂr “1f
vou're pulling my leg, and you've got
the tuck hidden out of sight I;1|1 I go.

I can tell you it's jolly miean.'

My esteerned and idiotic Punter ¥

“I dare say Tatters is all right”
went on Bunter. * That tinker wouldn't
kill him. I suppose. He'd be hanged
if he did, wouldn't he? I dare say ha
gave him a thrashing. Well, wvery
likely a thrashing would de him good
—he's been cheeky to me more than
oneo. I dare say he's thrashed him
lots of times before to-day. Onee more
doecsn’'t matter, so far a8 I can see.
Now, look here, you fellows, never
mind Tatters!™
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The Famous Five stared hard aof

Bunter.
“Whot do you mean you fat
dummy ¥ asked Johnny Bull, “You

haven't scen anything of the tinker,
have youi"

“ My esteemed and fatheaded chums,”
ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“the worthy and idictic Bunter was in
Seven  Elms . meadows this afternoon,
He admitfully let out that he shiited
thﬂ ank.”

didn't 1™ oxclaimed Bunter, in a
great hurry. “Nothing of the kindl
I never went anywhere nesr Sevon
Elms; and I never even thought of
mucking up the run by shifting that
plank hrrdge Besides, T warned you.
You can't deny that. Last night, in

the Rag—""
“¥ou were in the meadows,” said
Harry. "You've owned up to that,

yvou fat chump! Were you thero when
Nugent and Tatters swam across?”

“l wasn't there at all!” explained
Bunter, “Never went near the place,
Besides, how was I to know they'd be
fools enough to swim it? 1 wouldn't
have, and I"m e better swimmer than
MNugent or Tatters, and chance it. I
thought they'd go round and geot
cawvght

“You shifted that plank!™
Wharton.

“Nothing of the kind! I wouldn't
have, evon if I'd thought of it, which
I dide’t do. Desides, it was too heavy
to shift.”

“Then you were thera!”

“0Oh, not MNowhere near the placoet
I—f was ont walking with Tﬂddj ™

"’"1’;?,1: fat idiot, Toddy was in the

“T—I mean, T was out walking with
s Fourth Form man—Angel of theo
Fourth, to be exact. I say, yvou fellows,
if there isn't any supper here T'll go
along and see Smithy.”

Rilly Bunter rolled to the door.

Harry Wharton slammed the door,
and put his back to it. Billy Bunter
was not leaving Btudy No. 1 just yetf.
That Bunter knew something ol the
ghifting of the plank in Seven Elms
mesdows was pretty clear: it was ovi-
dent that he lrad been on the zpo. some
time during the paper-chase. And 1t
occurred (o Wharton, and to  Lis
friends, thot the fat Owl mizght have
been thero at the time of Tatters
strange disappearancd.  If that was tho
casa, the fat and fatuous Owl might
be able to shed some light on the
m:rst-e:try

*I—1 say, you let a fellow get out,
Wharton 1 exclaimed DBunier md:g-
nantly. “I want to see Smithy—

“ MNever mind Smithy now ¥

“But he'll have finished $u|i-|:er you
ass--I mewn, I'm going to help him
with his lines."

“¥You were ab the plank bridge in
the meadows this afternoon?

“MNo!" roared DBunter. *Nowlers
near the place”

‘é‘.hartun grasped him by the collar.

an

El”_}’ Bunter's ballet head smote the
study wall, There was a fiondizh howl
from William George Bunter.

"Varooooh '

“Now, were vou at the meadows?™

roared

“Owl No! Wowl”
Bang!
“Wow! I mean ves!™  roared

Bunter. “¥Yes! Yos rather! Yaroooceh !
“Wera yvou thero when Nugent and
Tatters swam acrossi’

“ 0wl Beast | Leggo! Yos!
Whoap "
“Then you saw what became of

Tattersi” roared Bob Cherry.
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“Ow! No! Leggol I didn’tsce him
land,” howled Bunter. *How couid I,
when I had eleared off i

*You cleared off before they landed ™

“PDwl Yes! Beast!” gasped Bunter.
“Think I was going to stop thore after
I got a chance to get away? Of course,
Y bunked as soon as that Leastly tinker
turped his back! Wow ™

There was o yell from the Co.

“The tinker! Was Tinker Wilson
theref”
POw! Vesl! Wowl™

Wharton, staring, wceleased the [at
Owl's collar. Billy Bunter stood rub-
bing his head and glaring st the
Famous Five with a glare that almost
cracked his spectacles.

e Er—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Remembers I

ENRY SAMULL QUELCH
H turned from the telephone with
an angry grant. It was a
quarter past nine; and one
raembor of Mr. Quelch’s Form was absent
from Greyfriars. And almost convinced
by this time that some accident must
have happoned, Mr. Quelch bad rung up
Courtfield police station, to inguire
whether any aceident had been re-
orted. But from Inspector Grimes, at
ourtfield, he could only learn that
nothing of the kind had come to his
knowledge. The HRemove master htﬂ:ﬁ
up the recsiver, frowning. I there
been no accident, the boy must be stay-
ing out of ia.tea of his own accord; 1n
which case he was booked for & severe
reckoning when at last he chose to pre-
sent himeclf.

Tap!

“Come in!” rapped out Mr. Quelch.
Hoe turned a hopeful eye on the door,
expecting to see cither Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley, or someone fo announce
that the truant had returned.

He raised his eyebrows at the sight
of Billy Bunter, under the escort of bve
other mombers of his Form.

“What does this mean, Wharton? he
exclaimed. *Is there any news of
Cholmondeley, or what?™

“I think so, sir,” =znid Wharton,
“PBuonter has something to tell you,
gir.”

“1 fail to sec why six members of my
Form should come here, in that oase,”
said Mr. Quelch frestily, * However,
if you know anything about thiz matrer,
Bunter, acquaint me with it at once.”

“I—I never meant to muck up the
run, sir,” pasped Bunter. * Desides, I
told these fellows to look out when they
left me out—"

“Wharton! Explain what this siupid
boy means, if he means anything"
B4 the Remove master.

“The run to-day, sir, wag home by the
plank bridge in Seven Elms meadows,”
said Harry, “That fat idiot—?"

“Whati*

“IJ—I mean DBunter, sic——"
mered the captain of the Hemove.

“You had better say what you mean,
when you are addressing your orm
master, Wharton.”

“0Oh! Yes, sir! That—I mean,
Bunter—Bunter cut across the meadows,
ta shift the plank, for a silly latk. He
was there when Nugent and Tatters—I
mean, Cholmondeley-—swam across, the

lank being gone, and he saw Tinker
%ﬁlwn there, asir.’

Mr. Quelch started, i

“Bunter! Why did you not mention
this before™

“MNohody asked me about ik, sir”

“¥ou stupid boy! What were you
thinking of 1" snappoed Mr. Quelch.

“Bupper, aie”

“What! What!

stam-

Upon my word!

Bunter, u yuu desire me to administer
a severe ecaning——"

[ D‘h IﬂI.'T Ir:r

# Answer me sensible, if you can, Yon
say you saw this—this tinker, on the

PUT YOUR THINKING
CAP ON

E.!I"I.d 'lr'r'il'l il
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spot, at the time that Cholimondeley
parted company with Nugenti"

“Yes, gie ! gasped Hunter,

“eive me a full account of the matter
tnnnediateby.”

Biliy Bunter proeocded to gasp out &
futi xeecount. Mr. QYueich listened atten-
tively, now and then ainterrupting the
fat Owl with & sherp question.  His face
grow graver and graver,

“Thiz certainly lets in a new light on
tho matter,” zaid the Remove master.
“ Iy appears upnmistakable that the man
Bunter saw was the tinker who once
had Cholmondeley in lns hands. It is
unfortunate that the foolish boy ran
away anhd did neot wilness the tinker's
subsequent proceedmgs.” Iie twrned to
Frank., “You suy nothing of the tinker,
Nugent?

“MNo, sir. Ho was gone before I gob
ashore. I never knew anybody had becn
thoere,” said Mugent,

“Purtor has explained that he was
hiding in the bushes, and forced
Bunter alse to hide. As Cholmondeley
landed before vou, and ﬂ»r:cn-rdmgi to
Bunter, Wilson was watching for him,
the rulfian chviously had an opportunity
to acize the boy. But—"

“That's what must have happened,
gir,” said Frank dismally. "1 thought

gor old Tatters had cleared off, and
eft mo—->"

“The matter 18 far from clear,”
snapped Mr. Quelch. “* Buniler can tall
uz nothing of what occurred after he
T mra:}r—-—r-" ]

& I”d:dn’t exactly run away, sicl

“Bilence ! And you can tell me nothing
of what happened beforo you gob
ashore, Nt:t‘gﬂnh It was & matter only of
minutes. It is possible that Cholmonde-
ley was forced away from the spot b
Wilson, It is possible that he was struc
a blow that may have silenced him. But
it is almost inconceivablo to me, that @
boy can have been forced, or carried,
over the countryside, without anyone
interfering——"

“Tuot the cart, sitr—" said Harry.

“The what?” .

“Tinker Wilson always travels with a
hand-cart, sir, with his things in 1t—a
tinker's outfit, and a tent, and =0 on.
Every time we've seen him, he has had
the hand-eart with him.”

Mr. Quelch gave a sudden jump.

The mention of a hand-cart brought
back tn hizs mind & certain encounter,

that afterncon, in the Seven Elms
neighbourhood.

“Bless my soul!® ajaculated Mr,
Quﬁl{‘:h.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him
curiously.  Evidently something had
leaped inte their Form master’s mind,

of which they had no konowledge.
“Punter I rapped out Mr. Quelch,

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir,” gasped
Buntor.

“Was there o hand-cart in the handa
of the tinker when you saw him?™

“There was when I first saw him,
Hji. ¥

U \What " 3

“Put ha pot it in the Lushes after
wards, sir."”

“You obtuse boy! He had s hand.
gart with him?¥”

“{h, yves, asir!”?

“1 focl gcertain, sir, that he knoecked
Tatters out, and took himm away in ths
cart,” said Harry Wharton carnestly.
“IF MNugent had known that Tinker
Wilson had breen there. he would have
thouglt so on the spot—-»"

“1f T'd anly seen him——" =aid Frank.

“*Ie took jolly pood care you didn't1”
eaid Dunter. “Td have called out ta
you, only—only—"

Tue Macser Lisrary.— No, 1,197,
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“On ou were too Iunky (¥ snapped
*élu::n'i:mn::r'Er gulii

“(h, really, Bull——="

“Silence!” hooted Mr. Quelch.
Whazgton| Give me a desoription of this
man, Wilson—a description in every
detail—" i

Harry Wharton desoribed the tinker,
his Form master listening with the
keenest attention. Thers was a glint
in Mr. Quelch’s ayes as he listened, The
description of the tinker tallicd in every
respect, with the men he had seen at
the lonely cottage that aftermcon—the
rufian with the hand-cart, whose inso-
lence still rankled in tho Form master's
Imemaoary.

Mr. Queleh drew o deep, deep breath.

“There can be little doubt!” he said,
at last. "It i1p the sameo man--the same
rasoal! There can be no doubt[”

The juniors exchanged glances,

“You've seen the man, sir?” ventured
Wharton.

“I think o, Wharton! I am sure so!”
Mpe., Quelch set his lips. “I have little
doubt thet I know where to lay my
hands on Cholmondeley at this moment !
If that incredibly stupid boy, Bunter,

d reported this to me before—="

Oh, really, sir——2"

“I am very much Gb!i%&d to you for
gegquainting me with this, Wharton.
¥You may have been the means of
eaving Cholmondeley from the hands of
a brutal ruffan. You may go now, my

h:?'a.”

Iarry Wharton & Co. left the Form
master’s study. As the door clesed on
them. Mr. Queleh slmost jumped to the
¢elephone. A minute more and he was
in earnest talk with Inspector Grimes
at Courtfield. )

In the corridor the Famous Five
looked at one encther.

“What on earth has Quelchy got in
hiz noddle?’ asked Yrank Nugent
“*What the thump does he know about
the tinker?”

“1 give that one up!” said Bab. " But
Quelehy knows something! Quelehy’s
a downy bied.” ]

“I say, you fellows, 1 think .

“Well, what do you think, fatty?"

“I think there's still time for supper
before dorm. If you fellows have got
snything in the study—>*

Y ou—you—you—="

“For goodness' sake, don't waste time

jawing.  Wharton! It's -:ml?' five
minutes to dorm now! If you've got
anything for supper— Yaroooch ¥

The Famous I"ive walked on, leaving
Billy Bunter rubbing the place where a
foot had Ianded.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Tinker Wilson !

NOCK! knock! Knock!
K The knocking on the door of
the lonely cottage in Seven
Elms Lane rang through the
gilent building.

Darkness lay thick on the cottage, on
the unkempt feld that surrounded if,
on-the narrow, muddy lene. A mist
from the seg had rolled over the ficlds,
The place might have been in the heart
of & desert, so silent and solitary and
desolate was its aspeck

Knock! Knock!

In the narrow lane, where motors
seldom penetrated, a car stood at a
little distance from the cotiage, the
lights shut off. At the door of tho
vottage stood the Furtlp figure of In.
spector Ciritnes, of Courtficld; at his
elbow, Mr, Quelch, master of ﬂ:eﬁrey-
friars Remove. A constable was in the
rear of the cottage watching tho back

Tue Mascyer Liseary.—No. 1,197,

door and windows. Alr. Grimes
knocked, and knocked again.

Only the dull echoing from within the
cottage answered.

The Courtfield inspeclor’s expression
was dubious, But there was no doubt
in Mr. Queich's face, He was keen a2nd
grite decided,

,“Nobody at home, it would seem,
sir " gnid Mr, Grimes. The inspector
could not know that the knocking at the
door reached the ears of ome within
who was unable to answer, unsble even
to stir @ limb; but to whose heart the
sound brought new hope.

“Apparently not, Mr, Grimes,™ said
the Hemove master. “Yet I am con-
vinced that the boy is either here, or has
been here.  That the cottage was oc-
cupied to-doy is sn assured fact”

::I.f you ars sure of the man—"

On that point there is no doubt.
The description given by the boys is
cxact, The man seen here to-day, by
Mr. Prout and myself, was undoubtedly
the man called Tinker Wilson.”

“Yon are sure he entered the
cottage?™

“I have, at least, no doubt of it,"” said
Mr. Queleh. “He stated that the place
wag his; he wheeled his cart into the
back garden; and he displayed the most
surly insolence towards Mr. Prout and
myself, 1 see now that he was probably
disconcerted at finding us here—if the
kidoapped boy was actually concealed,
at the moment, in his cart, ha must have

been very disconceried and indeed
alarmed.”
“No doubt!” murmured BMr. Grimes.
Krnock! Knoek! EKnock!

“ At all events, he does not seem to be
hera now, sir,” said the inspector. " And
in the circumstances, 1t would be

searcely  justifable to force an en-
trance.”

There was & pause,

Mr. Quelch had no doubt whatever

what had occurred. He did not know,
and could not guess, what the tinker's
motivo might be for seizing on the boy;
but of the fact he hed no doubt. T;:E
Fact that Tinker Wilson had been on
the spot, hiding in cover, when Tattcrs
g0 strangely vanished scomed to Mr,
Queleh to elinch the matter. He had not
the slightest doubt that the kidnepped
schoolboy had Dbeen concealed in thoe
hand-cart that Tinker Wilson had
wheeled past him and Mr. Prout—that
poor Tatters had passed under his very
eyes that day, though hidden from
sight. The surly insolence of the ruffian
had been nauseci in part, by his natural
uneasiness at finding strangers on the
spot with the kidnapped schoolboy in his
hands. It was all certain in Mr. Queleh’s
mind; but not in that of the inspector.

Mr. Grimes had lost no fime mn ac-
companying the Eemove master to the
plaes in a oar with & constable. Bt he
was by np means sure that he had to
deal with a caze of kidnapping. He
counld not help thinking that perhaps the
tinker's inzolence had helped to make
Mr. Quelch so certain that he was guilty
of crime. Certainly he was net dis-
posed to incur the responsibility of
forcing an entrance, without a warrant,
on what scemed to him o somewhatb
shadowy suspioion.

Heg ceased fto knock at the door.
Either the cottage was untenanted,
Wilson, if he wos there, did not choose
to answer.

Mr. Grimes left the Remove master
aend went round the cottage. Ile ox-
chanzed =a few whispered words with
the constabla at the back.

There was no sign of life about the
place. It looked deserted and un-
cocupied.

or 0
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“Nobody here, sir, 1 fancy!” mur.
murcd the constable.

Mr. Grimes nodded.

He rojoined the Form master at the
front door.

“Well, sir-—" he murmured,

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips.

“It is mrtain,. r. Grimes, that the
man lives hore,” he sald, *“and as he
does not belong to this neighbourhood,
or indeed to this county at all, it 15 very
singular that he should be in cccupation
of & building, He is a travelling tinker
by trade; and even if he had decided
to settle down, this is tho last spot he
would choose for honest reasons. He
could do no work here. The cottage ia
a mile from any other building, It has
been selected, sir, for its solitude. I
have no doubtee—"

“But the man's motive, sir—" mur.
mured Mr. Grimes.

“Thet 1 cannot guess; bub the facts
epeak for themselves, The boy is in his
hands,™

“If your gurmise is correct, sir, it is
probeble that he did not remain if he
was aware that you were a Greyiriars
mastor——=*"

“He cannot have been aware of that,”
satd Mr., Quelch. “Certainly, if he had
known that, he might have been fright.
ened away, having o Greyfriars boy in
hiz hands. But to his eyes both Mr.
FProut and myself were simply ordinar
members of tho public who had stoppe
to inguire their way.”

Mr. Crimes nodded.

* Well, sir, sither he is not thera now,
or he refuses to answer,” he said. * We
can searcely venture to force the door.
If you do not cbject to waiting I will
remain with you and we will keep
place under observation for a time—"
The inspector coughed.

“Mr., Grimes,” said the Remove
master, 1 am pered to remain here
and watch thia cottage all ni%ht- if
necossury. The boy, sir, is in my Form,
and I have my duty to do. I shall re-
main here, if 31 remain slons,”

“You shall not do that, sirt” said Mr.
Grimes, with a smile. It iz possible
that this man Wilson iz absent—pro-
bably at =& public-housa—and may
return,. We shall see ™ :

There was & bench in the little wooden
perch before the cottage, and the in-

ector sat down, Mr. Quelch following
his example. It was cold and misty,
dank and dizmal, and Mr. Quelch could
not help thinking of bis cosy fire and
comfortable armehair in his stndy at
Greyfriars. But he had, az he had =aid,
his duty to consider: and Mr. Qgelch was
a “whale” on duty, Sometimes his
Form found him rather too dutiful.
Gut in the ,Present case, it wos much to
My, Queleh’s credit; for he had reached
a time of life when this sort of ad-
venture failed to appeal. The cold and
the damp mist threatened rheumatisin;
a serious matter for Henry Samue
Quelch. But in the pursuit of dutf,
Me, Queleh defied rheumatism, as bold
az Ajax defied the lightning.

It was about a guarter of an hour
later that the inspector pave a start and
bent his head to listen. There was a
sound of footsteps in the lane from the
direction of the distant village of Beven
Elns.

“Homeone is coming ! breathed BMr,
uelch, L

“*Hush, sir! If it is the man we want
he need not know that we are here—
until he sees us.”

£ Quitﬂ E-l‘..'lI“ e

Tho footsteps approached. Tho pate
on the lane was heard to creak, and the
footsteps camp in the darkness up the
path to the cottage. Obviously, it was
the tenant of the cottage who was
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roturning, and in the winter gloom he
saw nothing of the two men sitfing in
the liitle, dark porch, und the constable
was out of sight behind the cottage.

A burly figure loomed up 1n the
shadows. There was an unpleasant
aroma of mingled tobacco and spirits
on the frosty air.

“PBurin my body and boots!” came o
sudden, startled ejaculation, as the new-
cotey perceived the twe figures in the
porch,

“That is the man!” exclaimed BMr.
Quelch.

Tinker Wilson jumped back.

The inspector rose and stepped out of
tho porch. The tinker, backing away,
eved him evilly and uneasily.

“That i3 the man!" repeated
Remove master.

“Oh, you're ‘ere agin, are you, old
covey 7 jeered the tinker. “Wot do
you want this time? Lost your way
agam, you old feol, you?"

*That’'s cnough, my man!" inter-
rupted  Inspector Grimes, while Mr.
Queich crimsoned with anger. “You're
named Wilson, I think ™

“MWame of Bmith, sir, if you want to
know,” said the tinker, “and I'd like
to know what you're up to ‘ere, ton,
‘anging wsbowt a man’s place and
maliing 'im jump !

“YWhat have you done with Arthur
Cholirondeley, you scoundreli”
exclaimed Mre. Quelch sternly,

Tinker Wilson started viclently,

“What's that?”’ he gasped.

“Wo are here to make an investiga-
tion, my man ** said Inspector Grimes.
*“Havo you any objection to my enter-
ing your cottage?”

Tinker Wilson eyed him for some
moments before he replied. The con-
stable came round the cottage. If the
ruffian had been thinking of violent
measures, ho gave up that 1dea ot the
sight of the odds apgainst him. ]

“Let's 'ear what you're arter, sir,”
said the tinker, after a long pause.
“ What you got ag’in a bloke?™

tlio

Frantically Tatters siruggled to cry out, but the gag choked back
every sound. Crash ! The door flew open under the Impact of

4

a heavy shoulder, and the kidnapped schoolboy discerned two
shadowy flgures.

"1 am here to scarch this cotlage,™

said Mr. Grimes. "If you do not
object, it will take only a few minutes.
If you object—"

“And e'pose I object to o cove
meddling in my 'ouse!” demanded the
tinker.

“In that case,” said Mr. Grimes, “I
ghall take you into custody on suspicion,
oti this gentlomman’s charge !

The tinker breathe hard. He
realised that the game was up, and he
was already thinking, not of attempling
to get Tatters away, but of stopping
the man who was even then on hiz way
to the lonoly cotfage in a swiit car.
Put the rufftan bad his wits about him.

e burst into a hoarse laugh.

“RBearch the blooming place as much
as you like,” he said, “and ‘ere’s the
koy to 'elp you !

He drew o key from his pocket, and
unlocked the door, and threw it open.
Then he stepped back., At a sign from
the mspector the constable drew nearer
to the tinker. Mr, Grimes entered tho
cottage, and struck « match, The
Remove muaster followed him in.

“There's a blinking candle on the
table V™ called out the tinker. ™ Make
yourselves at 'ome '

Mr, Grimes found the candle and
lighted it. Az he took up the candle-
stick, there wasz o sudden zhout, and &
sound of running feet outzide. ‘The
inspector dropped the oandlestick, and
jumped for the door. L.

The Courtfield constable was picking
himself up from the ground. The Hy-
ing [ootsteps of the tinkor wero dying
away in the mist across the ficld.

“He's gone, sir!” gasped the
constable.

“After him!” snapped Mr. (Grimes.

There was little hope of capturing
the Heeing man. 2 had alccady
vanished in the clinging mist. Mr.
Grimes grunted, and turned back into
the cottage. The Bight of the tinker
was 28 good as proof that Mr. Queleh's
suspicions were well founded.

“Tha boy is here!” said Mr. Quelch,
with conviction.

Mr, Grimes took up the candle,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
ik Pl.ima ! b 1

ATTERS listened.
E Tho sound of knocking at the
cottage door below had brought

hope to the heart of the prisoner

in the loncly cottage, It could not be
the tinker, or his unknown employer,
who was knocking at the door. Tatte
eching 1m his bonrds, his mouth numbe
by the gag, shivering with cold,
listenad, and when the knocking ceased
at last, and there was silonce,
despair sctiled on him., He lay in
misery that was all the keoner for thek
brief hope that had now died away.

SBilence, as of the tomb, was round
him now. The hapless boy's thoughts
warg of his friends at Greyiriars, who
would gladly have helped him, had
they only known. He thought, too, of
the brutal tinker, and of the unknown,
mysterious cnemy whaose tool the ruffag
wag., The last shred of hope was gons
now, and the waif's heart was like E:id,

When, after what soemed en age, he
heard & sound of moving footsteps
below, it brought him no hope. a
supposed that Tinker Wilson had re-
turned. Heo listened dully to the sound,
and to the ereaking of the rickety stair-
casc, as steps ascended,

They stopped at the door of the

garret,

“Tocked ! said a voice, and Tattera
started convulsively., It wans not the
voice of Tinker Wilson.

“Then the boy i3 here ! said ancther
volee, and ‘Totters wondered whether he
was dreaming. For thse sccond voice
was that of his Form master wat
Greyiriars, Mr. Quelch.

Frantically he struggled to speak, to

(Cantinved on page 2B.)
Tree Macxer LisRart.— No. 1,187.
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A RBakish Dhow !

bk g8, TAND by the for'ard gun!”
S voiece of Captain Knox,

D.8.0., R.N., boomed through

the megaphone, and young
Ligutenant Guy Easton and the gun
crew nipped inbo their stations at the
six-pounder in the Falcon's bows.

Flash, ficker, flash! ]

Tha helmgragh on the warship's
bridge caught the tropic sun and sent
the reflected light flashing in Morss
¢ode across the blue sea. .

There was no likelihood of the rakish-
looking dhow, heading southward out
of the Red 8ea, understanding Morse;
but, obviously, the re-
peated signals and the
course of the gunboat were
warning enough ihat she
was to heave-to,

&till the dhow erammed
on more sail and stood
ber course.

The captain of T DML.S.
Faleon removed hig white
sun helnet, picked cound the pugarec
with a thin silken band of navy blue,
end mopped his head. There was &
following breeze blowing from the Abys-
ginian coast, and the eighteen knots of
the gunboat created no head-wind to
alleviate the oven-like heat.

“Hallo ! he ejaculated. “She's
beginning to turn her nose shoreward.”

Again he took up the metal mega-
hone, hot to the touch despite the
guu’ula bridge awnings.

“Put a sghot across her bows, Mr.
Easton [¥ he commanded.

In turn, Guy Easton rapped an order
to his gun crew. The gunlayer, with
his eye to the heir-sights, pressed the
trigger, and the six-pounder spat Hamo
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and steel over the sca to an ear-splitting
bark. .

Through his
movements on t
dhow, and the preat sails came
with a run. .

“0ld Sinbad & Co. savvy that signal
all right I he chuckled.

8¢ill the Falcon kept on her course,
but at & reduced speed, toward tho
Arab ernft now hove-to.

A sailor in the chiins swung the lead
and called the marks, for there were
treacheronz shallows off the Arabian
coast here in the straits at the extreme
southerly end of thoe Red Sea—the

iﬂaﬂm Guy saw urgent
g decks of tho distant
down

« Wotild you like to buy a slave ? Come with
me to Arabie, or to Somaliland or Abyssinia,
There, even to.day, human beings are offered
Extract from daily newspaper.

straits ecalled by the Arabs, Bab-el-
Mandeb, which means the Gate of
Tears.

“By the mark, three!” sung out the
voico of the seaman taking soundings.

Threa fathoms under the Faleon's
keel, and the water becoming shallower
with every passing minute! The skip-
per decided to heave-to, and he sum-
moned Guy to the bridge, and ordered
him to don belt and sword and go away
in the cutter, . ]

“The dhow i3 sitting deep with
cargo,” the skipper said, " and you had
better take half an hour or s0 on board
to get some of that cargoe shifted.
There was another signal from the flag-
ship this morping that guns are being
run from the African coast and put
ashore in Arabia and Pezsia.”

Guy saluted.

“Very good, eir! May I take Bub-
licutenant Dunn, sir?™

The captain nodded.

“Yes, you had better take another
officer, and at least four white ratings.
As usual, Chotajee will go away with
vou as interpreter,”

Hurrying down from the bridge, Guy
superintended the lowering of the
cutter into the water. Like the other
officers of the gpunboat, he was used to
these ordinary patrol jobs of stopping
and examining dhows in the Red Sen,
the straits, and the Gulf of Aden.

Onee or twice small consignments of
rifles or ammunition, i1lleg-
ally exported from Abys-
sinia or Somaliland, had
been discovered in native
craft. As & general rule,
it was only a matter of
routine, which resulted in
nothing more exciting
than & verbal argument
with an Arab erew which
cbjected to the boarding of their craft
by the Royal Navy. _

Running down the companion-ladder
that led below, Guy thrust his head into
the ward-room, and, as he expected,
found Tony Dunn occupying fwo arm-
chairs, Tony had been keeping watch
on tho bridge, and, after an overdose
of ourry at lunch, was idling about
watching fiez get themselves cnught in
the patent revolving fy-trap.

* Ahov ! Shake & ler there, vou
voung frebrand 1™ Guy called to him.
“I'he owner says you can come awey
with me on a boarding stunt!”

Immediately Tony swung his long legs
to the deck. He had not been cast of
Suez long, and the prospect of i_:-aardi_nﬁ
a dhow always raised in him wi

enthusiasm, although, &0 {far, his
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optimistic hope of escitoment had not
boen realised.

“(3opd  huniting!* he exclaimed.
“T'il gird tha old leins with a pig-
eticker and be right with you " _

“Drop an automalic in your tunio
pocket, Guy ndvised, with s grin.
*That is, if you didn’t use up all the
ghip’'s ammunition potting jelly Eshes
in Keba Bay the other afternoon !

Tony's, eyes sparkled.

“Think there'll he a scrap?”
asked.

“Not while you're there, old son!"
Guy chafled. “Tho way you wear 3
sword and trip over it every other step
keeps the gid&' cut-throats in too good
a humour. They can't both langh and
ﬁg‘!:t, at the same time "

(LE]

ha

5till chaffing, they secured their
swords, went up on deck, and clambered
down into the waiting cutter. The
native kolassics, who formed the
majority of the Falcon’s crew, gave
way on the oars, end the boat shot
AWa,
headed toward the waiting dhow.

The young officers sat i the stern-
sheets, Guy ot the tiller. Both wore the
white uniferm, with gold buttons and
black-and-gold shoulder-straps of the
Navy in the tropics, and wore at their
sides the gold-hilted sword wused for
guard duty, boarding, and other official
occasions when a display of pomp and
cercmony was considered necessary.

In the bows were four white seamen
armed with rifles, and next to Guy was
Chotajee, the Bengali interpreter, who
knew =a brand of Arabic which,
strangely enough, was as effective as it
wasg weird.

Little Chotajee waa of the babu elasza,
the type who works almest exclusively
a3 clerk 1n Indian offices, and, having

t into some trouhble in Culeutts, he
g‘;d got across to Hombay, and come
bo sea with the Navy in the capacity of
kassab, a storekeeper. ]

To his regret he had been given no

uniform, and so presented a small and

burlesque figure, half in Musszlman
and half in Luropean dress. His
white pantaloons and lack

alpaca coat were so tight that he
aeemed to be abont to burst
through them, and on his head
was set an emboszed cap. For
tha rest, he wore red turpﬁd-ug
shoes, & pair of horn-rimme
spectacles, and a hadg}e marked
“Kassah,” round which bhe had
embroidered gold oak-leaves, in
imitation of those worn on the
peak of the skipper’s cap.

Chotejee was extremely proud
of this badge of office, and at
night wore & duplicate on the left
breast of hiz pyjama jacket. His
English was nearly, but not
quite, as weird as his Arabic

Apparently with intention, the
dhow had brought up in shallow
water not more than a mile from
tho Arabian ecoast, with its
towny hills smoking with dust.
Nearer and nearer drew &he
cutter to the rhythmical plash of
oars, while the dhow kept a
sullen silence,

“"Some dhow!” Tony mur-
murcd. “Her counter reminds
me of those giddy &la.llmns that
nsed  to sweop a Spanish
Main M

" Before my time,” Guy smiled.
“The worst of picturesque things
in the East i3 that they're gener-
ally so beastly dirty '

Tho stern of the dhow raked

up  from the water, towering
high sabove the cutter as it

from the warship’s side and -

gpproached. In it were a number
of oblong ports not unlike those of
the gallecons of old, Carved in the
ancient brown woodwork were quote-
tions from the Koran—which weta
Grreck to the chums—and above the poop
was & great lantern of tarnished brass.
Forward of the poop-deck was a
filthy reed awning; then there waa a
low stretch of deck from which the
two masts reared themselves at acute
forward angles, and the prow lifted to
s height almost equal with the stern.

Ranged along the side was an array
of dork brown Arab faces, some
scarred and pock-marked, and all dirty
and intensely cvil-locking, i

Az the cutter slipped alongside and
tied up to a hempen rape, the owners of
the faces emitted guttural groons.

*“'The beauty chorus greels us!” Tony
chirped.  “They're according us threo
hoarty boo's ™

“Clew up yonr jaw tackle, old son”
Guy frowned, “and {ollow me aboard.
You too, Chota.” :

He nlzo ordered two of the white
ratings and a couple of the kolasses out
of the hoat to mount guard in the
dhow, while he carried out his inspec-
tion of the craft. .

The cut-throat looking erew of the
dhow_fell back as he stumbled over
the side followed by Tony, Chotajee,
and the four men. .

“Greetings '™ he zaid, putiing his

sword hand to his hilt, “Who's the
skippor "
He gazed round aoi the motley erew,

as piratical o lot of rascals as he dad
ever clapped eyes on. Most only wore
a lanse parment from the waist down-
ward, atd tho chests and arms of the
men presented that muscular appear-
ance of the sea-faring Arab,

Apart from the rest, wns 2 man
almost  jet-black  instead of  the
maliogany colour of the remainder, and
becauze of his deep-tinted skin, monster
brass ear-rings and greater museular
build than the others, Guy's attention
was attracted particularly to him. The
lips of this man weroe thick, like the

QuY EASTON, who makes hia bow in this
story of A thousand thrilla,
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typical ncﬁm's the whites of his cyes
snﬁhtly bloodshot, and his tecth dis-
coloured pink with the chewing of
betel-nut,

While Chotajee repeated the officer’s
query in Arabic, Guy temporarily [or-
got all elso in the contemplation of this
Emnt negro, He wore common robes,

ut thera was a kingly digmity about
him which was not to he denied. But
the man’s eyes had o hypnotic power
which made Guy feel as though o
small piece of ice was trickling down
his spine.

They were eyes such as ho had never
geenn 1n his life before—pale amber in
colour, but with no more human
warmth in them than in a topaz. LEyes,
horrible and inbuman.

A besrded ruffisn wearing the Arab
head-dress with rings of camel-hair,
stopped forward, and Guy dregged his
eyes AWay.

“Salaam ¥ the Arab grunted, with-
out uzing the word “shib.” “ Me boss
of dhowi”

“©h, you're the skipper, are you?"
Guy mig. “Whe's the black fellow,
then? Does he speak English ¥

The bearded Arab shook his head.

“Ho sailor—ao speak English, Mae
long time sta Adgn—spea English
plenty good. %hat vou want 7"

 Just to take a loock-see over the old
hooker,” Guy answered, “Sorry to
trouble you and all that sorf of thing.

There's a faw things we want to find
out about you. Sorry to have had to

poop off that gun, but the skippor got
EligE}ljr annoyed when you  kept
runuing,™

While Chotajee slood by, his services
unneeded. Guy rapped out a few ques
tions. The d ow, the Arab said, was
bound from Tajura to Muscat with a
cargoe of hides, tobacco, and cotton,

“Blightly ui?fy your course, old son,”
Guy commented. “Now, what's your
nanma ™

“Haszan y

“H'm! About aa popular as “Smith ™
at home.” !

Guy ordered Tony, one of the white
ratings, and & holassie to remain
on guard, and the other two men
from the Falecon to follow himn
below, together with the bearded
Atligtogty, s 1

wingly, & ntern  was
lighted for him by o member of
tha dhow's crew, and he clam-
bered down through a filthy
hetchway aft into the hold.

It waz by no means the first
time that Guy had cxamined
cargo, but this hold was several
degroes worse than any he had
hitherto encountered. The stench
of tanned hides and moist tobacco
almost knocked him flat, end his
entry disturbed & buzzing swarm
of Hiecs, wasps, and other inzects,

The cargo in bales, sacks, and
bundles, was stacked in compart-
ments divided by heavy timbers
to prevent them from shifting 1n
heavy scas, and all that Guy
could hope to do 1n the brief time
allotted to him by his captain,
was to get a little of the stuif
shifted. To sea tho full contents
of that hold and what was stored
undor the hales would need two
or three hours, solid work with a
derrick. Even if asrms wera
stowed aboard this dhow, he was
not likely to find them by the
only kind of rough scarch poss
giblo at sea.

“(Get soma of your men,” Guy
ordered the bearded Arab, "and
shift those stacks of hides. I
Tie Maexer Ligrary.—No. 1,187,
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want to see under them, By the way,
what’s beyond that bulkhead "

He ropped with his knuckles on the
stout wooden wall athwartships, and the
Arab snid the forward hold was beyond,
but that there was no entry to it from
below.

“Right-ho |* said Guy. “If your
for'ard batch is battencd down, get 1t
cpened. 1'll look in there next.”

Although sullen, the Arab made no
objection, and within a few minutes
the work of shifting some of the cargo
was p ing. :

Already Guy's immaculate white
uniform ?uui_ become soiled; then, what
with the dirt, dust, and flies as the
eargo was shifted, he becames almost
as filthy as on a day coaling in Perim

rtl
pﬂ,at. the expiration of half an hour,
when he was almost in o state of col-
lnpse with the stifting heat, the stench,
and the choking dust, he heard Tony's
voico hailing him from the hatch,

“ Ahoy, sirl The Falcon's hoisted
tha recall pennant{”
The recalll

Only somte matter of urgeney would
have made the boat order him back
when obviously had had no time to
roake any sort of reasonablo search.
Abruptly, Guy told his men to get on
deck, and he hurriedly swung up the
greasy ladder after them. _

As he blinked peinfully in the tropie
gunshine, he heard Tony saddress him:

“Dirty weather blowing up by the
lock of it, sirl” Tony esid, In the
intorests of discipline, he always usod
the formal *“‘sir,” when on duty, or
before the men. *“The sky to g'uth'ard
is the colour of a rotten plum!”

“Tumble back into the boat!” Guy
commanded, “What signal is  the
Falcon making?”

Hea had missed the ﬁmht\gﬁrt of the
signal by heliograph from the gunboat,
but ono of the seamen read the Hashing

0TS0, _

“ Dhow to be allowed to proceed, sir!”
the man informed him.

By thizs time CGuy had recoverced
normal sight after his internment in the
dark and filthy hold. )

“The skipper reckons weo're in for
bad weather,” he grunted, “and he's
got to give thoe w & chance to run
far it. By Jove, we'd better sheer off—
and quick (™

The Black Tiger!

HE ratings and Tony tumbled

I back iato the cutter, and Guy

took & final glance round tho

dhow. The forward hateh had

been opened—Tony had heard his order

ond had seen that it was carried out.

By the raking meinmast of the dhow

was that burly negro, his lips slightly

parted and showing his pink teeth. Tho

pale amber eyes were inscrutable as the
Hphinx. N

“Who did you say that fellow is?"

Guy inquired of the bearded Arab.

#The Abyssinian, T mean.”

His gaze was on the negro giant, and
he eaw the thick lips twist and fiendish
hatred come into the jet-black face;
while, uncannily, the eyes remained
with no more expression than two discs
of amber.

In that moment, although tho Arab
reiterated that the nairu sorved under
him, Guy knew that the man with the
amber ayes was not o mere member of
the dhow's crew. Ha had understood
that remark in English, knew that ho

had been referred to, and had taken
axception to something,

To what? Having been out East for
gome time, Guy knew that the word
" Abyssinian ™ was like a red rag to
a bull to anyone from that land. The
native of that part of North Africa
calls himself by the old dignibed name
of Ethiopian.

In the same manner as o python
faseinates even people who lgathe
snpkes, so this Abyssinian drow Guy's
attention by some sinister magnetism.

Thore waz no timo for dslay, hpw-
ever, mnd Guy swung over the dhow's
side and back into the cutter.

* Shove oft I

As the bowman pushed off from the
dhow's side, Guy glanced towards the
warship a miule away, silboaetted
agninst the sky, now a dull, lcaden
colour on the horizan.

He knew what that sky portended.
A  hurricane was brewing of the
African coast, but at present only a hot
breeze was blowing. This was from &
direetion that made it useless to hoist
the cutter’s sails. A ficree tropieal
storm sometimes developed out of a
clear sky in an amazingly short time,
and to be caught out in one in on
open boat was death!

“{zive way!” be cried; and for the
bencfit of the kolassies he yelled
“juldi *—Hindustanz for “get a move

onl”

Aboard the dhow, the balf-naked
Arabs were heaving together on the
ropes, the sun glinting on the rippling
muscles of their brown backs. In a
saries of jerks the great sails were
croeping up on the masts, to take advan-
tage of that breezo which was like a
furnace blast. ‘Those snils, however,
would have to come down with a run
if the dhow had pot found shelter
before the hurricane burst.

Then, above the ¢reak of the cutter’s
onrs in the rowlocks and tho clatter of
blocks and tackle in the dhow, there
gounded a terrified human ery.

Startled, Guy and ‘Tony looked
sharply up towards the dhow, and saw
a ncgro, garbed only in a filthy cloth
round his waist, léap on to tha bulwark
of the Arab craft. )

The metallio elang of o chain accom-
panied the leap.

The chums also Tbecame awarc
suddenly that he had a broken and
rusty shackle on his left ankle, The
ycllow-eyed  Abyssinian  who  had
attracted Guy's attention swung up his
arm, and a small objeet glinted blue-
black in the tropic sun.

Poof | :

A tongue of flame whipped out from
the object, and the negro, to a gurg-
ling ery, plunged head foremost into
the bloe sea. 3

“Good Heavens!® CGuy exclaimed,
leaping up. “He's been shot P

No time was there to wonder at the
fact that that black barbarinn with the
amber cyes had been armed with an
ultra-modern automatic, fitted with a
silencer! WNo time was there to heed
the bearded Araob and the cut-throat
erew, who were crowding with guttural
shonts to the sido of the dhow!

Guy's gnzo was upon the spot where
the negro had plunged into the water.
The sea had closed over the man, and
there was an ominous swirl of pink 10
the eddies.

“Stay aboard, Tony!™ Guy yelled.

Hia junior pansed. and, flingin
sun helmet into the sternshects o

his
the
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boat, Guy launched himself into the
water,

“(Give way!" Tony ordered.

The kolassios pulled on ths oars, and
the. sub brought the boat round ready
to toke Guy and the negro on boerd.

“Belay ! he thundered.

The cutter’s crew rested on the onrs,
and the boat, with sutlicient wey on
ber, swung round.

The negro broke surface, snd feably
clawed the water with one hand; his
right arm had been shattered by the
Abyssinian's bullet. His appearanco
was the sigoal for o fresh babel of yells
from the dhow's crew and knives and
Mauszsor rifies appeared in the hands of
some with the dexterity of a cleverly
performed conjuring trick,

Crack! Crack! Crackt ;

Shots were fired in rapid succession,
and bulleis splashed and ricochetted in
the sen round the heads of Guy and
the negro. Wicked, curved knives
whanged through the air, but the dhow
was rolling to the shore swell and
swung away a8 the breeze bellied her
gails; and, 1n consequence, good aiming
wag difficult .

In protection of his chum and the

dusky victim of the Abyesinian's
bullet, Tony whipped out his Webley-
Brott pistol.

“Let 'em havo it, lads!” he wyelled.

Crack !

A bullet from his automatic shattered
the right wrist of the bearded Areb
who hod called himsolf the skipper of
the dhow ns he lifted up his right arm
to fling & knife. The white mtin?fa
ripped o volley aboard the rakish craft,
zipping the splinters from the wooden
raiFﬂmi sending two of the cut-throats
hurtling, back wounded to the deck.

The remaining Arabs turned their
gunz on the cutter, and & kolessie
pitehed head-loremost into the bottom
of the bont. One of the whito ratings
emitted o prunt, the rifie slipped fromn
his fingers, and was snapped up by one
of the dusky oarsmen.

The slazhing stream of bullets from
the Navy men drove the Arabs down
from the rail so that there were no
mora human targets for their guns.
Something that sounded like an in-
visible cxpress train screeched overhead
—za sholl from the Falcon, which had
seen that something was wrong. The
projectile rowrcd through the dhow's
rigging, @nd to an ear-shattering ex-
plosion, lifted o eolumn of white water
out of the blue sea shead of her.

To the rising wind, the dhow was
fast gathering way, leaving a swirlin
wake astern of her gaunt, cary
quarter. There was no ghost of o
chance of the cutter boarding her
again, and Tony turned his attention
to picking up Guy, who had clutched
the now-upnconscious NBgro.

In this southern eea thore were great
gharks and the horrible whip-hke sea-
snnkes, move venomous than any land
reptiles. At any moment death might
rise swiftly from those erystal depths—
a great torpedo-shaped terror  with
paping and serrated jaws!

“Keoep your weather-eye open for
sharks!” Tony called to the bowman.
“Shoot at once if one rises!"

Meantime, Guy had turned on his
back. and, with hiz hands under the
negro's armpits, was swimming with
the fellow fowards the boat. Hiz white
uniform in the water might well attract
sharks, and one or two of the kolassies
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splashed with their oars to
frighten away  any  such
marauwder of the sca.

A couple of boat-lengils
away o black triangle cut
t-hmufh the surface and ap-
proached vapidly. The alert
howman saw the shark's [in
and took hasty aim,

Chracl: !

The hullet slashed nto the
water just ahead of the fin,
and for a moment a mighty
axe-like tail lifted from the
sea. Then, in a swirl of
witer, tha shark dived deep
into the liguid depths:
“Here, toke a hold  of
him " Guy panted.

The negre was drarped into
the boat, and Guy crocked his
arm over the gunwale.

1" pasped Tony,

“My hat!
the hlood draining beneath
* Iaul

the tan of lis faco.
him in !

Doep in tho sea, which was
clear as an aguamarine, he
saw o dark form, which sud-
denly  revealed a  lighter
gleam. Either it was the
first shark which had been
alarmed, or another of the
species making an attack and
spuiming over on ifa side to
bring its great jaws, under-
neath its body, into action,

The cutter listed sharply as
willing hands hanled Guy
over the gunwale, while Tony
rapped threo shotz down into
the sea. Then there was a
ferrific thump, which fung
them all in a heap, as the
soa-tiger thudded against the
hull of the boat.

“All right, Guy?* guigrﬂ
Tony anxiously, serambling
ump.

“All serene, chummy ! Guy
answerad.

Y 8ulferin® wars! There's
no more chance for a fight !
wony mumbled. “Things are
goetting o bit too heectic, old
spn—sir, mean. They'ro
frantically signalling from the
old hooker for us to return
julds £7

Fully aware that the
Arabs had proved themselves
enemies, he VFaleon plugged in twa
shells in swift succession, and after that
hirst_rangiog shot, got home two direct
hits.  One was & high-explosive shell,
which slashed through the big mainsail;
and the second a shrapnel which burst
thirty feet over the dhow's stern and
raked the deckes with pellets of lead.

The dust spread a yellow pall over the
the sea and completely hid the Faleon
from view; nor could the warship ap-
proach nearer for fear of grounding in
the shallows. 'The luck of the Navy
was out, and behind the dust-sereen the
dhow had & free run for it!

* Look after the negro, Tony ¥ Guy
snapped.

He flung himsell aft, and shoved the
tiller hard over, and as the kolassies
gavo way on the oars, he steered a com-
pass course for where he had last seen
the gunboat,

Two of the rutinﬁs were giving first-
aid to their wounded comrade. The
kolassic who had been hit had been
killed instantlv,

For his part, Tony wms putting a
rough tourmiquet on the negro's arm;
but he saw that the man was in a ter-
ribly bad state from loss of blocd and
from o kad wound in the riba which
peemod to have been sustained earlier,

Poof ! A tongue of flame whipped out from
the negro gave a gurgling cry and plunged forward into the sea.
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the Abyssinian’s hand, and
“* Good Heavens ! ** erled

Il abject in

Guy. **He’s been shot ! ™

“The back of thiz poor chap is
eovered with weals,” he sad, looking
aft toward Guy.

“A slave fraom the cut of his jib,” his
clhum returned. By Heaven, I'd have

iven my carz to have stopped that

how! T behieve she had hlack eargo
aboard.”

Teony whistled.

“Blaves ¥

“Aw, DBlack ivory, as they call the

cargo in Afrien. She may have had
guns, too."

HWhen thiz stuff that's coming up
from s'uth’ard blows itself out™ E‘.El‘nny
remarked, “we'll be able to get on the
track of those swale again.”

Knowing the vagaries of the weaiher
in these treacherous parts, Guy was
fully aware that at any minute that hot
breath which appeared to be coming up
from the open doors of o blast furnace,
might rise sereaming to hurricane force.
In that cvent the sea would he lazhed
to fury in a few minutes and the open
cutter wonld stand as muech chanee as a
tin can in & mill-race.

- 4 rh:r'ﬂ}miml, chugging sound cume to
their ears, and Teny utiered a joyiul

ory.
F?'Th-:: (d Man's lowered the picket-

hoxt and sent it for ue,” he exclaimed.
“May he hoist his flag a8 an admiral
one day !

Captain Knox, of the Faleon, had
willingly taken the rizk of sending the
steam picket to give the cutter o tow
vealising it was their only chance of
getting back to the ship before the
storm burst in full force. In doing this,
ha saddled himself with the added
reaponsibility for his  picket-boat and
crew, who had all been enger to volun-
teer for the hazordous trip.

The picket-boat ecame  steaming
swiftly through the dust clouds. A hine
was fung aboard the cutter and made
fast in the bows, In a few moments the
picket-boat was towing the cutter at
six knots through the water,

“We may just do ig!® ULIE’ mut-
tered.  “"How's that patient of yours,
Tong "

“Barely breathing,” Tony answered.
“and the sooner we get him 1o the hands
of the ship's surgeon the better. You
know, Guy, as soon ns [ clapped eves
on that black brufe with the brass cor-
rings aboard the dhow. I knew there
was szaomething fishy about the craft—
felt it in my hones™

Tue dMexer Lignany.— No. 1.197.
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“¥ou noticed him, too, old chap
“ Noticed him! Great snakes, e sort

of forced bimself on a fellow;  and
made me go ercepy all over.  Those
evos of hig!”

“Horvible  oyes!®  Guy  grunted.

Yreemmchow there was something about
them that made me think I'd seen "o
Eetorat™

1, feo, had tho smme fecling,”
adinitted Tony, "1 once saw a pair of
cyes ke 'em, and I've never forgotten
it. A couple of vears beek, when the
Ivelpie was on her way home from the
China Station, we wore ordered to eunll
a#t Chivacole on the Goiconda coast of
India, where there was a bit of trouble
—I was only a snotty at the time. When
things quictencd, one or two of us got
in a bit of shooting in the jungle, and

had pot a bit wdrift one day from
the hative beatérs, when the bamboo's
parted and twe eyes were looking ab
me. My hat, they gave me a feeling,
old som, as though ['d - swallowed a
preat chonk of  ice—yellow eyes they
were, g if ecarved out of some kind
of stono and polished.”

II!_]uh1JI

“Those eyes were like that black
follow’s aboard the dhow,” Tony said,
“Dhut they belonged to a tiger!”

CGiuy himsclf had tried mentally to
eampure those eyes of the Abyssinian,
and he realised now why they had given
him that ' ghastly chilled feeling.  Tho
burly, black was fashiened outwoerdly in
the form of a human hbeing, but, back
of his ¢ves was the soul of a wild beast

When his thoughis reverted from the
myserious Abyssinian, i was to the
contemplation of o fresh and wvrgent
pevil. From the southward there was o
faint. whistling sound almost like the
distant trill of the ho'sun’s pipo.

Tha chums, and all others in the fwo
boatzs, know the meaning of thuat whist-
ling sound, rising slowly in erescendo.
From over Africa the hurricano was
specding, raizing its voice like a great
angry benst which had got off the leash !

Through the swirling, vellow dust the
form of the gunboat took shape. Still
tie stont picket-hoat thumped on hor
way, towing the cutter and her crew and
the dying negro.

Now tho I"aleon was only a couple of
Loat-lengths' distant, but the veice of
ihe oncoming hurricane was rising o o
Herce shirick of triumph.
boate reach the warship in fime? Guy
gripped  the titler 61l Iis knuckles
showed white through the brown skin
of his hand,. Could they do it? Ik
would be touch and gol

{(Xew fosk out for fthe sceomd insfal-
ment of thiz powerful seried, chums.
Yau'll fpmd it in next wiek's MAGKERT.
Afrnenwhile, introduee Guy and Tony lo
wour perlsy dhey'll be thrilled with their
crriting aedpenturest)

THE MAGNET

Could the

THE MYSTERY OF THE PAPER-

CHASE !

(Continued from page 23.)
cry ont. IBut the gag choked back every
sotnd.

Crash !

- Ahe flimsy door flew open under the
nopact of & heavy shouloer. A cundlo
glunmered 10te the dark room.

‘Vatters' starting eyes were fixed on
the two shadowy figures in the candles
hight, There was o sharp exclamation.

*“de 15 here ™

"By gad ! said Mr. Grimes.

The candlehight glimmered on the boy
who was strotched on the bed, bound
there with knotted ropes.. .

*Cholmondeley ! gasped 3r, Quelch.

A moment more, and tho guag was
torn away, ‘lawcrs panicd,

“Oh, sir! You've tound me, sir ™

“Yes, my poor boy!”

Inspector Grimes produced a pocket-
knife, and cut through the ropes. Mr.
Queleh's hand helped ‘Lattors to his foet,

He staggered, ond the Remove
master’s arm supported him, Tho boy
was almost erying with relief, .

“You are safe now, Cholmondeley,”’
guid My, Queleh  softly, " Thank
Heoven we have found vou, my boy !

*0Oh, sic!” panted Latters. * Oh,
zsirl 1 neover "oped nobody would find
me, sir, and get me away from that
brute, sivl Oh, sie!™

He elung te the Morm master’'s arm.
Mr. Queleh’s face was very kind.

“Well, you were right, =sir,"” said Mr.
Grimes; *‘the boy wgs here, and wo
hoave found him. And that scoundrel
Wilson will soom be laid by the heels;
no doubt about that. Tt was Tinker
Wilson brought you lLere, young man

“¥es, sir,” enid Tatters. “And the
pther man’s coming to tuke me away
in o car lo-night, so YWilson said, sie.”’

Inspector Grimnes started and fixed
keen oyes on tho boy.

“What's that? What other man?"

Tallers repeated what the tinker hadd
gaic. M. Grimes eyed him very keenly
and euriously, and cxchanged a glance
with DMr. Queleh.

“There's moro in this affair than
meets the eye, siv,” said thie inspector.
“It's a pity that ruffian got away; he
may warn the other raseal in time.
But there's a chanee that he-may not
be able to warn him ! we may got tho
man., I shall stay here, sr, it vou will
fako the boy back to the schoo! in tho
cor.”’

“Certainly 17 zaid Alr.

“Clome, Cholmondeley ™

Tatiers’ faec was very bright as ho
followed Blr. Queleh. It was boaming
whon ho sat in the ear heside hiz Form
muster, speeding  away  through the
winter night for GreyvEriars,

Chieeleh,

- -

EVERY SATURDAY

“IHallo, halla, halla "

Bob Cherry uttered that exclamation,
The light had switched on in  the
Remove dormitory. At holf-past ten
overy fellow in that dormitory ought
to have boeen fast asleep. Az o mabicr
of fact, o good maony fellows wera still
wide awako—among them the Famous
Five.

They were aware that Mr. Quelch
had left tho school, and they wondered
and surmised what he might be doing,
and whether it meant that Tatters was
going to be found, And when they
heard o car drive up to the House they
pucssed that their Form master had re-
turned; and they were sitting up 1n
bed, cagerly listening, when the dormi-
tory door opened and the light flashed

on.
“Halle, hallo, hallo 1"
“TattersI'” roared Wharton,
“Phe Tatterfulness is terrific !
“Hurrah 1" -
Tattors grinned as he came in. Ho

was ns pleased to sce his friends again

us they could possibly be to sce him,
“"Rre I am, old coveys!" he said

cheerily. .
“ Plaase be guict, m{ boys,'" snid Mr.
GQueleh,  “Cholmondeley  has, fortun.

ately, been found, but there is no need
to wake all Greyliriars.” ;

“Borry, sirl’ gasped Balb. “Buk
‘-'-:'ﬂ’!‘? jolly glad to see Tatters agan,
BIr.

“ The gladfulness is terrifie.”

Every fellow in the dormifory waa
wide awake now. with one cxecphion,
The snors of William Gwr%ln untor
continued uninterrupted. Iiven
Cherry's powerful volee did not disturb
the balmy slumbers of the Owl of the
Remove, :

“I will return in five minutes to pub
out tho light, Cholmondeley,” said Mr.
Queleh. * Lose no time.™

*“Yps, sir,” said Tatters.

There wns o buze of voices in the
dormitorv.  So many questions word
nsked that Tatters had ne time to reply
to thom. He was soon in bed; and Me,

peleh returncd and extinguished the
light, leaving the Lower TFeurth to
roposc—poerhaps !

As o matter of fact, thero was no
repose for the Bemove for o long time.
Tatters had to give a history of lus ad-
vonturea  that afternoon, and of his
rescue, belore he was allowed to go to
sledp.

But slumber supervened at last, and
tha Romovites closed thejr cyes, and
did not open them again till the rising-
bhell was clanzing out in the winter
morning.

TIE EXD.

(Whaterer won oo, ehwine, dow’t miss
.!.._Jn;: nexf gern an this ripping scrier:
CEFATTHES® OF THE REMOTVE™
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WRITE FOR

“\ THE "'SPUR’'' FRENCH RACER,

55/-

i Genuine Glincher Popular Cord Tyres
e posil W -and 120moniLly paymontsof 470
chHMPrLETE LIST.

QEOQ.GROSE & CO,,8, NEYW BRIDGE §T., LONDON,E.C.4

iz Genulne.
Guarantead for ever. “

Teual retall—£4-4-0.

IHEHEALEEH TEY (RWTI belpht to GIL, Finae ! TU00., Age 16, ta &0
T. F.2oage 20, froan 6. 5 1o 50t 10 Ross Bystem
Borol and Watoh Tourself Grow!l
Particnlars 1, stanp—P. ROSS, Aeigll Spocinlist, Searbovough,

Fowo £2 Zs.

Itz o real peach f)

I'rame onamelled in
variows colours,

of enrlh o terrilibe

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

Betd o stamnp to pay postage, and you will learn how o rid yourself
afMiebion free of  clapee,
Adbilrere fn ensficlenge; T. J. TEMPLE, Eﬁ;m{:ini:ish
128, Bhafteshury Avoenue, LONDON, W.1.

Ereloss  stomp.
Hipalace Housa, ™
{ el orer 25 grare.}

HUGHES, T,

R Eua s E—

Alnrring Caliie, Sf=.

BE TALL

Road,

Yoar Meight ivcrensed tn 14 doys, or moncy baek.
Send STAMEP NOW for Froe
Brok, - STARBING SYSTSM,
LONDON, M- W.2.

STOP STAMMERING!

SOUTHANMPTON EOW,

Cure yoursolt as I Adid. Par-
tigulars Froo. — FRANK B,
LONDQN, W.G.1,

23, Dean

SHYNESE. —T'ur FREE
' cure write Mr.
Row (Box

BLUSHING

parlieulars simple hame
HUGHRS. 7,
167, LOWDON, W.G.1.

BLUSHING,

Ehwnees, ** Herves,' Jelfconeclovsnees cured
of mone¥ back [ Complete Treatmont, 5=,
Detalln, striking testimonisls. Free —L. &
STEBBING, 23 Dean Ecad, LORDON, N.W.X.

Southampton

Pﬂ“ﬂ EL OF 2{"} Inléreebing Biamps, sich as Persia, Siam,
= Dowmanin (Boy Kingh, Trianalar, obe, price
24, with Approvalz only.—W, A, WHITE, Engline Lane, LYE, Slanrhridge,

KING LEOPOLD & LUXEMBURG PKT.

23 HL‘]‘_l;'illli'l,i' :I.I.J:tl:-.:lll‘n,ll'p;_ G Airimadils, %) differend.
LISRURN & TOWNIEND (J2), LIVERPOOL.
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FREE!!
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Vakancy for Young Man. ® Edited by

Famwous Ventrilogunist has Vakancy for : Hans
Pewpil or Apprentiss 1o learn tho mis. . HHARTON,
tevies of Veniniloguism. Fee, £5—poyahla P.ls.ie,
in advance. No references required and .
no quostions  naked, Applikants  aro !
advised to ho on the safe side and forward g
_.H_u.”._m_.. ._....m_..mw applikation. If hm._wﬂn__ﬁ avail
ablo, send whet wyou can !l—Proressor - - - — _— v ——

|| Boxrer, Btudy H.n.,.u. 7. | R < £
|| No.29, LAUGH AND GROW FAT. January

ACTION FOR BREACH OF PROMISE

One Farthing Damages

BUNSHOP

HEARTRENDING

hwﬁaannaﬂnnﬂzcn:ﬂﬁ
hear the fun when Miss m,m_,_:1
Lunn, of the Courtfield bunshop,
brought an ection for Broaeh of
Promiso agoinst the Earl Maul-
overer, of Manloverer Towers and
Study No. 12, Remove Passage,
Mr. Justive Nugent and a spocial
jery  heard the conso, which
opened with a song by the Sceond

orm Choir, “ Men Were Decoivers

little

Aftor  this
tho plaintiff onterad, dreszed iu
deep mourning, wnd created an
immediate sensation by hurling
a custard tart with unerring aim
at Mauly's nose.

Plaintiff : Thoat'll teach you to

Ever,” itern,

irifle with my afleetions,
Lrealer of heoarts !
Defendant (gougzing eunstard

you

out of his eyea ): Oh, gad't Whell,

BEAUTY’S
STORY

if .H.E & breaker of hLisarls, it
strikes me you're a jolly good

hreaker of tarts, anyway ! (Loud
laughter.)
Mr. M. Vemon-Smith, K.,

Counsel for Plaintiff, put his elient
into the witness-hox at once, and
the Court listencd, enpgrossed, to
her heartrending story.

It appeared that on or about
the 1st April last, Lord Mauleversr
entorod %E bunshop whore Miss
Sally Lunn iz employed, for the
purpaze of rogaling himseli with
& cup of tea and a Swiss bun.
Misa Lunn immediately deteeted
signs of affoction on his part.
Instead of getting on with the
gruh, Mauly left it untouched, and
after gazing at her for several
minutes, eventunlly closed his
eyos in & sort of eestasy., From

this, sho dedueced that ho entar-
tamed a regard for her. On
loaving the shop, defendant told

her that her eyea were likeo stars
and proesented her with a ring.
{Sensation.)

Natuorally, said Miss Lunn, she
anticipated that it was her fale
and fortune to become the juture
Ledy Moauloverer.  Imagine her
licrror, therefore, somo days lnter,
wihwen this so-called nolle parl
passod her i the street, arm-in-
arm with another young lady,
without betraying a sign - of
recognition, Sho realised at once

thot lhe heartless creature had
abandoned her. (Hisses from the
public gallery.) 8Sho eould onl
assume that he considered himself
too * posh " for her—that sha had
besn cast aside becsuse she wag
only & bunshop girl}

Weeping hysterically, plaintift
waa lod from the witness-box,
while the Court sobhed noisily in
sympathy.

Mr. Veornon-Smith (dramati-
erlly): No words of mine aro
neoded to emphasize the cruel
wrong defendant has dono e my
cliont! Hho has told you the
whole story, from the happy
tirno when ho chucked her undor
ihe chin to the day when he
chucked her altogether, 1 ask for
£10,000 damages !

Judze : Where's the defondant

Aftor a  short delay, Lord
Muulovorer was found fast asleep
at ihe hack of the Court, and
rashad  inle  thoe witness.box,

Clerk of the Court : What's your
defenes | Quick !

FLord Maulaverar : Begad 1 Tho
whola liing is 2 misundorstanding,
don't you know. I'll soon clear
it up,

Pofondant then explained that
he was an absent-minded boggar,
and that on the oceasion when he

called in ot the bunshop, his
reazon for leavimg his grab waos
that he forgot all about it! As

to olosing his eyes in cesiasy,
the 1ruth was that he closod them
in sleep, that being his object in
entering tho shop firat of afl,

Dealing with Miss Lunn’s further
allogations, he said that his
ronson for handing over the ring
wirs Lhat he found ma had run short

(Continued at foor of col. B.)

GREYFRIARS on the ETHER

Listeners, Lend Us Your Ears

Arrengermnonts are now well in hand for a B.B.C,
broadeast of Life at UGreyviriars, and if the Head
and, of course, tho B.B.C., are agrecable, the
propoged fonturo should prove ¢me of tho most
mieresting items over thrown out en the ether
The listener’s impression of Ureyiriars, as picked
“___Hn_.... by tho ruierophons, should Le gomething like

is :

Ist Srace : A jingling of koys and the crashing
of heavy iron gates. A erusly voice speaks : *“ Wot
I says iz this ‘cre; you're locked out; wn' now
'l report yort Youns ripal Wob 1 sayva is this
ere s all boys ouglit to bo drowned at birth 1"t It
ia the Porter's Ladge, and William Cosling is deing
hia wsaal light-hearted stuff )

Oxn Brace: A voies: " dob out of my way,
Wharton—aiul the vest of yon choeky favs, too!
Eht Why, I'll mop up the floor with tho lot
of you! OQw! Ow-wow! Ifcllup! Whooooop! ™
This is a typieal juterlude in the guad, when
Coker lakes a wallc ) :

dnp Brace; Tramp! Tramp! Thud! Thud!

“Go it  Bolsy I *“Jlosh Liny, DBulstrode!”
Weo aro listening to o littls arpumont on the
favourite serapping-gzround behind the chapel |

4t ETace: Chink! Chink! “I go three. U
to you, Bkinny!™ “T1 po nap, then. ﬁ_,rww
are you going, Socop ¥ Y'Mmmmmmm ! I'm

| guing to chuck away thiz beastly cigarctio ; and
ithon I going for a walls ! Qoocooo ! Mmmoym 17
The merry bladoa are enjoying themselvea behind
the woodshaod |

5tif Sraok ¢ “ You asleop, Mauly 2 “Vagag!”
“ Deast ! 1say, old ¢hap, don't think I'vo come to
pinch that ripping hamper yon gol to-day. I
dou’t even know you'vo had & hampor, anyway |
Whiz! *“Ow.wow! PEoast!’ This ia an inter-
view in the Remove passage between a Noble Earl
and an Impeeunious Owl !

Grr Sragn: Thwack! Thwaek! 'Thwaek!
" Whoonoop | "—* Pussibly, Kipps "—Thwack |—
" after this "~—Thwaclk =" you will know better
~Lhwaek =" than 1o throw ink-pellets  in
olass | Thwoelc! Thwaek! * Yooooop ! 1
think I—ow l—awill know betier—zroozh l—now,
girr!  Whoogoop!™ This econcluding item iz a
microphonic impression of Mr. Queleh's study 1

Further gugrostions should be sent to the
Wirclezs Editor at omnce, before the final * seript 22
is went to tha B.B.C.

PITY THE

Fierce Fights on

J

24th, 1931.

DISGUISE YOURSELF !

eyebrows, caulilower ears, and o bulhona
Amaze and amuse your friends!
Foars of laughter!
your own mother won't know you!
Specinl express servies {for schoolbo

roiders '—WisLey's Maxe.Up
Iiomove Passags,

walrus  moustache, hboetling
I'll turn you out sn

bounds breakers, and tnek
BTUDIOS,

POOR REF

Fag Footer Field

WELCOME

The chap who i3 called on
referse & foolor match on the F
Sports Ground mouszt bo propa
to interpret the rolos of the clas
winber game m & broad and
generous spirit, Tlor insivnes, §
the general excitemmont leada f
one or two of the pluyers stortings
scrap, tha best thing to do izt
take timo off oand let them seith
it in & threa-ronnd contest with th

loves on, in the middle of the ficd,

little interlude liko this, hesids
relisving the youthful player

divarsion for the spoetalors!

Hondling the ball, of conr
must he dealt with _mumaxw_u_,. i
fag matches. A good way

the ball is touched and award 4
goal or two to the sido that ofiend

mozt. Better etill, ignoro th
whole thing, and let tho cuiw le
played EHME. miixed Soceer ond
Rugper rules!

found to I

When o player ia
garrying whito mice or guinen-pj

in his jerscy, o ponelty-licl shoold
be awarded {0 the othor side. Thi
is the only cffective way lo de
with one of the higpest muie
in the fag footor world.
MNover ho surprised, Mr. T,

the middle of the paine, and m
away with the boll, There 154
shortage of equipment in
kind must he expected. Wi
they do erop up, send & messeny
to one of the higher Forms to b
row a4 6illk  topper—preforak
without the owner’s permissio
A topper is on excellent subshibal
for o footbell, and. for unknow
reasons, always brimgs & lobt mn

game,

e

Finally, o wef. in a fag some ney

monotony, aleo provides o .:;:nEJ

I8 :‘

keep » score of the munber of tirg of mail and armed himaelf with a

i a crowd swarms on {he Geld jy
1 L L “#r
gircles, and litile mecidents of tllle an acrcemnont, t1hey had Lossed

A

DIVERSION

FOR SPECTATORS

_.“kEEh. worty about remombering
A

bow mony goals are scored or who
won. Whatever his verdict is, he
-won't be believed, anyway! DBoth
‘eams will leave the field firmly
pnvinesd that they won by a
pmiortable margin, and the real
dectsion will wait Lill aflor Loa, wlhen
the mnevitable pitched batile ia
fongit out in one of ihs Form-
eoms,

1t iz porhapa superfiuous o add
st the ref. should wear sleriljsed
goves to ovoid weoidentally touch.
mg any of the pluyers: ilio risk
of confaminatlion cannot be oveor
emphosizod.
aring  thesea poinls well o
minl, snd having dounod 5 suit

.&Hﬂ.ﬂ bludzoon, tho aspivant to
rf. honoura at a fag matell may
‘b gquite & ruccess. On the other
.._w.p:.n_. Ly mey ot

i ;
i (Continued from col. 3.)

jof mon:y and therefore paid in

- kg tnstepd,

{ Judse: Is thore any truth in
the sllegation that you were seo
grme-in-nrm with anollier mernber
of the fenale lriho

Mauly (Blushing) : Yaas, 1 seom
to recollest takin® somecone  or

her to the pielures oneo, DBut
I'va forgotten who sho was: all
| romember is that [ fell saleep
'leg snom ng the show siaried !
| Mr. H. Vernon-8Bmith: T will
e procced {o eroszexamine
Jieiendant.  To begin with, what
fprovf have wou, Mauloverer, of
fthe truth of 1iho extrasvdinary
sarns yom hove told the Coget ¥
{ No amswer was pelurped, de-
flendant boving aoain fullen azleep
byond the possibilily of baing

E,:r.m:aﬂ L. Mr, Voemon-Somth
lerforo  decided nol 1o crosae
dasning ofter  all, and o jury

red to consider (heir vordiet,

After balf an hour 1liey relurned,
wd the (oreman announsed  1kalb,
83 they Lind nob been able to coine

up for it and plaintiff had won,

Miss  Sally Lunn: Hurrah!
Whit damaszes do 1 pet 1

Foreman : We 253088 the dumeses
it o farthing !

Fluintil¥, on hearinge (his, otfered
o shrill ey of roge and rusiicd round
the Court, hitting a!l andd sundey on

vigour and hard kicking into thfihs head with her winbeclla, "The

Couet hurpiedly adjonracd, friends
carryingg Mauly 1o » place of saioty.

SPEED COPS CHASE COKER

Amazing Sequel

Colier of the Fifth has soon
Lecome acquainted with the now
speed cops that have made their
appoaranee on the roads in the
Courtfield district. e waa trying-
out the noew bike Aunt Judy has
Just awarded him, The *try
out " was a torrifie succesa so far
as H. J. U, was eoncerned, though
what the owners of tho doad
chickens he loft behind thought
gbount it i3 anoether mattor!

Suaddenly, the greab mon he.
came aware of o mmm i bluz on
anniher motor-hike, making fron-
tie ciforts to eafeh him up, IHe
fleapded ihat the best thing fo do
wad to shako off the speed-cop,

sud gel back to Groyiviers

ITe ehut hig lips and opened
ot the throttle, wnd for a long
timo you coukin’t see Coker for
dust,  Coker himszolf savs that
ha drove along with the skill of a
dirt-track  rider, Spectators’
necounts are & littlo  different.
From wvarvious sourees wo galher
that in the course of a milo he

FOOTPAD FOILED

bid for freedom and drive through
the side.gate leading to the
Tlend's house., Ho, of course, lie
roda sirnight into a Dbrick wall,
and was shot through the air like
n  somewhat unguinly rocket,
leaving his motor-bike Bbuzzing
away harmlessly in tho ditch,

RESERVED
FOR BARGAIN
HUNTERS

~ WANTED.—Creyiviars Rela:t
lion stampa, Tuckshon Tasun
State lowest prices—Writo,
* Nemo," BSomewhere in Grow
friars,

FOR SALE.—Pre-historie pos}
stamps, dug up uear Gro
Wﬁﬂw. Averago weight: 10 _,._.._.HW,
Guaranteed genuine!—Apply,
" Ex Cavator,” cfo. " Groyirinm
Herald,"

REALISE ON YOUR Cul.
LECTIONS | Bpot Cash paid {o-
unused stamps ; dd. given for 14

ones, and ld. for 2d. oneat! A
nﬂﬂuﬂ:ﬁ.« taken I—Fisher 'I'. Fish
Study No. 14,

Dut list to the seguel, ye who
nuazine that Coker can over he
unlueky for two minutes on end |

glaughtered innumerable chickens
and dowestic pets, pglanecd off
hali o doren miscelianeons vehiclos,
and on several occasions rode
through hedges under the impree-
sion ihat they were side-turnings.

Neaving  Cieeyirars, ha  dis.
coverad that the ...:.«m._mﬁﬂw_" urswing
forco  had  trebled and three

determined epeed-cops wore now
rasring away behind him. Coker
thought he would make o bold

When ho sailed down again, he
waa on the other side of the wall ;
ol by a strange chance he had
arrived al tho exact imoment when
the Head was being throatoned
by a footpad who had got into the
HBehool premises|

Coker olways waz a fellow to
coma down heavy, Mo came
down hecavy, this time—on the
neck of 1the inlrader!
(Continwcd in next col.)

NOTICE.~—-If tho Goentlomay
who gove moe o stamp on my 5o
corn under the table at brehler
will look me up any time, T shinl|
be delighted to present him witl: o
prize collection of similar gtaing=,
(reo, gratis, and for nothing !.—
Prercy Borsovirrn, Remove
Pussago,

(Continued from previous col.)

Wallop |

“ Whooooosh 1 " esaid the fant-
pad—or words to that coffect.
That was about al! he did say for
& considerable time. In fact, the
spead-cops had arrived and tnken
him under their wing before he

had found breath enough to eay

what his opinion of Colter wag !
Of courss, Coker had to pay
& fine., But under the circs thisre
could be no question of a row
with the Head. Bo far, tho doar
old Beak hasn't even warned hing
to be more careful in futuroi

STAMP COLLECTING
Quick Way to Fortune

In rezponge to numerous roguosis, we ar
devoting & small artiele to tho hobby of siamp-
colleeting.  Now, stamp-collecting is u holby that
sticks, That it s o manly pastims eannst be
gainsaid—roany & mun hos found that Ly taking
it up he has had the rough edzses rubbed off him.
Tn faeh, toking it all round, stamp-collecting can’t
Lo licked !

Thini of the thrill when you dizesver in zome odd
cofter & rere prive of the cotlecling world ! Why,
only 1ho other day, while nozing vound tho dusthine
ab the Dack of the Hooeso, I enmo across an exccllent
suecimen of 1o Cannibal Islands 1845 1ssue, worth
st Jeast fifly thousund pounde. That’s what it
wortld have been worlh f it had been geuuine,
anyway ! On offering it to a dealer for o mero
thirty thousand, howoever, I discovered that it wis
only a trade-mark from o jam-jar label, afier nll !
still, there's ne telling what your Juck may be;

pever refuse to delve among the yefuzo if you

want to find a guick way to fortune in stamp-
colleating ¢

A heginner has writton to moe, asking how ho con
tell whother a stamp is genuine or not. The
lirst thing to do is to examine it under & microscope,
If it looks genuine, it probably ism't, and may be
thrown away without any more worry, If on
the other hand, it locks an obwioua forgery,
further inte tho matter, and look at its imﬂmwﬁnwﬂw
If there isn’t a watermark, there'll probably be &
wm:mﬂ?rnﬁ. stain or something equally goed.
Yihen you hove setisiied yoursolf that you have o
WE._E,E stvnp, show it to o dealer, and yon'll soon
carn othurwiso !

A pructised eye, o course, will soon detect o
forgery which would poss muster with tho publio.
A forger usually roakes one or two trilling slips,
and the keen philatelist keeps a sharp oyo out {or
them. Homelwmes, for instonce, o forger will fnll
inte ilw error of putting Henry VIIL's head on
sn Edward V1I. stamp; oceasionally. owing to
ignoranes of longuages, he will put German words
on o Froneh stamp and Fronch words on an Eoglish
stamp. These ore the hittle snags tho wise col-
iector lnoks {or,

Well, that's encugh for this wook, I think.
CGlood-hye, stamp fans, till we mcet again—if cver |



