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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Walk for Bunter!

b AITING for me? asked Billy

W Bunter cheerily,
“No fear!”

“0h, really. Wharton——"

"Nat the amuheﬁl:. little bit in the

gﬁﬂﬂ; old fat bean!” chuckled Bab

BrTY.

*Oh, really, Cherry—"

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
five grinning facos.

It was Saturday afterncon—a half-
holiday - at  Greviriars—and Harry
Wharton & Co., in coats and caps, were
waiting by the steps of the School
House.

They wera waiting—hbut certainly not
for Bunter. Williamm George Bunfer
waa superfiuous, as he generally was.

The chums of the Bemove were wait-
ing for Tatters—otherwise, Arthur Cecil
Chelmondeley, the new junior in the
Remove. And they did not “enthuse ™
in the least when Billy Bunter rolled
out of the Houze and joincd them.

“1 say, you [ellows, T'd like a walk
fo Highclhiffe,” said Bunter. “1 joll
well know you're going to tea there!”

“Is there anything DBunicr deoesn't
know " asked Bob Cherry, addressing
space. " This 13 what comes of making
kﬂ}ihuleg to doors.”

‘Ha, ha, hal?

“The knowfulness
Bunter iz terrific!™
Jameet Ram Singh.
is the proper caper!”

Billy Bunter backed promptly away.

“1 say, vou fellows! an:p lagks! 1
suppose you'd like me to come?®”

“What on ecarth put that idea into
your head?” asked Frank Nugent, in
astonishment,

“ Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Halle, hallo, hallo! IHare's
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of the estecomed
remarked Hurree
"The kiekfulnoss

¥ doubt

ANOTHER TOP-NOTCH SCHOOL YARN OF—

Tatters ! cxclaimed DBob Cherry, as
Arthur Ceeil Cholmondeley came down
the steps, “ Come on, you men !”

“'Ere I am!” grinned Tatters. The
grandson and heir of 3ir George Chal-
mondeley had been weeks at Greyiviavs
now, but he had not yet overcams his
little difficulties with tho aspirate. Ilo
still talked a good desl as had been
his want when a tinker on the road.

“*Iar, 'ear ! said Bob Cherry bumor.
ously, and the six Removites started for
the gates,

1 say, you fellows! bawled Bunter.

But the chums of the Remove passed
the fat junior, like the idle wind which
they regarded not.

But Willinm Ceorge Bunkter was not
to be passed unregarded. He rolled in
pursult.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked cheerily
out of gates. It was a fine, cold spring
afterncon, just the weather for o long
cross-country walk, and the chums of
the Bemovs had planned en extensive
ramble, winding up at Higheliffe School
for tea with {riends there.

Billy Bunter knew that thers was to
be tea at Higheliffe, and he had no
that his fascinating company
would make that function & success.
But he did not know that there was to
be a long ramble first. That was a dis-
covery he had yet to make, 20 he
rolled after tho party in cheery spirits,

“1 szay, you fellows, don’t walk szo
fast 1¥ heoted Dunter, as the juniors
swung aleng the road towards Court-
ficld Common. “Wkhat's the good of
hurrying?  You'll be early for tea,
anyhow 1
Bob Cherry glanced round.

“You coming, Bunter 7 he asked.

“I jolly well am ' apswored the Owl
of the HReomove emphatically. *1If
yvou'ra thinking of leaving out an old
pal, after all I've done for you—>"

“"Courtenay hasn't asked you,” re-
marked Frank Nugent, “ Bt I suppose
that doesn'ts matter 27

“Not a bit, old chap! THo's sure to
be glad to sce me! But, look here,
don’t walk so jolly fast! It's hours to
tea-time yeb!”
"Blow down, you
Cherry,
“Rot!" grunted Johuny Dull. W

haven't eome out to crewl along like
snails.”

"My dear chap,

come ™

“ Blow Bunter!™

“But the walk will do him good!™
sald Bob., "“Give Bunter a chance!
Weo cun put on speed when he gets fed-
up and chucks it

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Oh, all right ¥

Billy Bunter grinned, too. He was
not likely to get fed-up, and chuck it,
with tea in Courtenay’s study at High-
chife i prospect., Courtenay and his
chum, the Cuaterpillar, alwavs “did”
their wisitors remarkably well; their
study on such occasions was a land flow-
ing with mulk and honey. Certainly,
Bunler was not expected there. and far
from desired there. Still, if. he went n
with Harry Wharton & CUo., DBunter
sagely considered that the Higheliffe
men would be bound to stand it.  Seo
long as he was not actually kicked out,
H!nunter did not worry about anything
CIEL

The walkers slowed down, and Bunter
rolled along with them. "They renched
Courthield Cowmmon, across which the
road lay to the town amd the schonl
At that point IHarry Wharton & Un.
twrned to the left. into o lane that
bordered the common,.

“1 sav, you fellows, Lthal’s
way " roared Lunfer,

“It's our way !” grinmed Bol.

“It's straight on to Higheliffe, von
chuinp.™

“We're rather going round, old Ffat
bean.”

“The roundlulucss i= going to be top-
ritic, my estcemed fat Dianier ' chorthed
Hurree Sinch.

' Look here, you heoasis——

Buk the juniors did not “look tiiore”
They walked on up Oak Lane. and PBilly
Bunter, with a dizcontenied  gront,
rofted after themn,

men M osaid DBob

Bunter wants tao

rot the

¥r
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Oak Lane, which ran by the cdge of
the cbmmon, and past the gates of
Popper Court, was more than a mile
long. It led to tho towpath on the
Sark, and by the time the gleaming
river came in sight Bunter hmf bellows
to mend. Harry Wharion & Co. were

proceeding ot quite a leisurely pace, as

if they renll{l wanted Bunter to keep up.
Certainly they were giving him a
chance, But the fat Owl of the Remaove

was gasping spasmodically when they
arrived on the bank of the Sark.
I say, you fcllows——" he gusped,

“Put it on, old bean!” wrid Bob
Cherry cucoursgingly., “Only gnother
soven miles.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What?” shrieked Bunter. “ You—
you kcast, it’s not half a mils to High-
cliffe from here, if you cut across the
fields—"

“Dut we're not cutting seross any old
fields," explained Dob. “We'ro follow-
ing the towpath as far as Braye—"

“That's two miles I" gasped Dunter.

":I&nd then goiny round to Woodend,
m £

“That's three more!™

*And then—"

“Beast [" howled Bunter, He did not
want to hear any more of the pro-
gramme. “You—ryvou—you awful
rottora [

“He, ha, kal”

“Look hero! You jolly well know I
can't go to IIigllciiﬁla without yout"
gaspoed DBunter. “Courtenay
wouldn't understand, and—
and that beast Ponsonby
might starl ragging me, too,
and—and— say, you fel

lows—"
chuckled

“Put it
Johnny Boll.

The chums of the Remove
swung on their way ep the
river, accoleratin oW,
They chuckled as they went.
Billy Bunter did not chuekle, Ile
gqa%ed and spluttered as ho rolled on.

L say, you fellows—"

“Good-byo, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter camo to o halt. Tl had
done two miles, and he felt as if he had
done two hundred. Seven more mado
him shudder even to think of them.

Bob Cherry looked back, and waved
his hand. .

*Aren't you coming, DBunter?” hie
roated.

*RBeast 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. swung on, and
disappeared round a bend of the wind-
ing towpath. And Billy Bunter, with
foalings too deep for words, if he had
had any breath left to utter them,
procecded to nnderstudy the ploughman
1 the poem, who homeward plodded his
\-'l'{!'ﬂ.l':n.' U.'ﬂ:ln'.

ot
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THE SECOND CHAFTER,
Just Like Pon !

i HUCK it! Ow! EKeep orf!™
“ Hallo, hallo, halle I ejacu-
C lated Bob Cherry.

“What the thum =
“'Fip! Cooooop! Ow! Eeup orf 1"

¥t was a wild howl that greeted the
enrs of the Greyfrisys fellows as they
camo swinging cheerily up the towpath.

A rather startling scene burst on their
riew,

“ Highcliffe cads!” grunted Johnny

ull.

“ My hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

Three Higheliffie juniors—FPonsonby,
Gadsby, and Vavasour were shcad on
the towpath, They did not look round
es the Grevfriars fellows appeared in

of his shady cousin,

tha offing. They were too busily en-
gaged.

Btanding waist-deep in the shsllow
water by the bank was & ragged man
in & battered hat. He was drenched,
and smothered with mud, and in a
state of wild excitement,

The threo Highcliffians were pelting
him with elods, which splashed in the
water all round him. When ho strove
to clamber ashore, they shoved him
back into the water again and resumed
the pelting.

Harry Wharton & Co, stared blankly
at the scene.

The man in the water looked like a
tramp—and a rather unplezsant variety
of tramp. He had a broken nose, and
eaveral missing teeth, which looked as
if ﬂcrﬂpgmg was aather in his line,
But evidently he was no match for the
three young rascals who wore ragging
him, = fact of which Ponsonby & Co.
wera taking ruthless advantage.

Harry Wharton's brow darkened,

“The votters!” he muttered. “Three
to one—thnt'sa Pon's stvle! I don't
know what the man may have done,
El;l_t- they're not going to rag him like

13;”‘

“Let's chuck them in after him !
sugzested Johnny Bull

*Let's, my worthy chums,” said the
Nabolb of Ii:rhanipur. “What iz sauey
for the goose is rsnm:% for tho gander,
as the English proverb remarks!™

“Hold on,” said Frank Nugent; “we

Three times has Taiters been within an ace
of expulsion from Greyfriars, due to the scheming
Now eomes the fourth
attempt which, if sucecessful, will see young
Tatters hounded out of the school and stripped

of a fortune !

don't want a vow with Ponsonby, when
we're poing over to Highchife
presently.”

Thers was & pause,

The fact that Harry Wharton & Co.
wero  chummy with Courtenay, the
ocaptain of the Highcliffe Fourth, and
at feud with Ponsonby & Co. of the
snme Form, had often placed them in
an awkward position.

Tatters' eyes gloamed., Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley etill had & bruise on his
shin where Ponsonby had hacked him
& few days before. .

“Look ‘'ere, I'm going to wallop
Ponsonby 1" exclaimed ‘Tatters. * He got
away last time; ’'acking a bloke on
is blooming s\ﬁ_in! Thia 'cre is a
chance to give him beans !”

“MNot to-dny, old fruit,” said Bob
Cherry. " Better keep off raps with
Higheliffe men, when we're going to
Highcliffio to tea.”

“Rotl' grunted Tatters,

“My dear chap—"

“ Rubbish !"

Bob Cherry grinned. Tatters was ano
of the best-tempered fellows in tho
Remove, but there waz no doubt that he
felt very sore against Fonsonby of High-
cliffe, Pon's supercilions contempt had
wounded the Greyfriars tinker deeply:
and n hack on the =hin, too, was not
o light matter, Tatters was 1n 8 war-
like mood. .

“Chuck it, old man 1" said Bob, " You
onn lick Pon somo other time. But
woro joelly well paing to stop that rag.
1t's too thisk.™

““¥es, rather !¥ gnid Harry Wharton.

The Greyfriars juniors quickened their

pace,
The broken-nosed man made ancther
attempt to scramble out of the shallows.

Pousonby met him with a cvashing blow
full in the face, which sent him
sprawling backwards into the water,
with o gurgling yell,

“Stop that, you cad!” shouted Bob.

Ponzonby & Co. stared round. The
Groyfriars fellows camo up st a rum
and placed themselves between
Highcliffans and the water,
pasping tramp scrambled shoreward
again, spluttering and panting, clothed
in mud as in & garment.

“Lret aside, you rotters!” said Pous
sonby between his teeth. " What are
you buttin’ in here for?"’

“Mind your own business!" snapped
Gadsby.

“ Absolittely 1 chimed in Vavasour.

You'we not touching that fellow
agsain,” said Farry Wherton coolly.
“What has he done?”

“Find out !

“1 min't done nothing, sir!” gasped
the tramp, struggling from the water,
"You keep them fellers orf, eir, and
let & bloke get out, I ain't done
nothing, "cept ask the younp gentleman
te 'elp a cove on his way."

The ragged man scrambled out, under
the protection of the Groviriars fellows,
dripping with water and mud, and
shuddering with cold.

Ponzonby & Co, did not venture to

sttempt to gei at him again with the
etwveen.

six junlors : .
o Al serene, Weary Willy ™ paid
Bob. “We won't let the rot-

ters touch you uiam.”

The tramp shook wator
from him like & dog and
rinbbod hiz broken nosa whero
Ponsonby's fist had landed.
He pavo the dandy of High-
chiffe o bitter, evil look.

“If T 'ad that young cove
ere alone I—" ho muttered.

“Will you Groyfriara cads
mind your own bizney?" de-
manded Ponsonby. “We're makin' an
example of that ruffian.”™

“You'll let him alone,” said Wharton

eurily. “If ho begged from you, you
had no riﬁhb to dm&i: him for il.:;JI and
it was a dirty hooligan trick to piteh

him into the water. You wouldn't have
dons it if you hadn't been threo to one.
Let him alone”

“Is he a friend of yours?” asked
Ponzohby sarcastically, “I'vo noticed
that you're rather gone on tramps and
tinkers."

Harry Wharton turned to the brokens
nosed man,

“Cut I he said. ™ We'll sen that those
cads don't stop you.”

“Thank you kindly, sir,” said the
tramp. He gave Ponsonby another
black look. “ You've ducked s cove,
and nearly froze him, you young 'ound,
youl Prfaps I'll see you agin some
timel when you ain't got e gang with
vou !’

* Chuek that!” gaid Wharton sharply.
*Cut off while you've got the chance 17

And the broken-nosed man hurried
away down the towpath, (Gedsby, who
had & clod in his hand, lifted it to
throw, A rap on the arm from Bob
Cherry caused Gadaby to drop the clod
with a yelp of pain.

“0Oh, como on, you men!” said Pons
sonby, “We don’f want a row with
theso outsiders.”’

Tatters jumped inlo Ponsonby's way.

“Ydu ein't going just yet, Rlister
Superior Ponsonby ! seid the Grey-
friars tivker, “ You're going to put up
vour 'ands; and this time I'll see that
you don't "ack a bloke's ehins, end get
away, you funk[”

Tap Aaoxer Lispany.—No. 1,205.
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“Hold on, Tatters, old man,” seid
Iaryy.

“1 ain’t ‘olding on 1" retorted Tatters
obstinately, *I'm going to give that
foller beans.™

“Not to-day!” grinned Bob Cherry,
end he caught the Greyfriars tinker
by the arm and swung him aside.
"i’ﬂu’d better cut, Ponsonby-—unless
you'ro keen to put up your hands.”

Pon cvidently was not keen to put
op his hands. He was backing away
from the tinker with great precipita-

tion,

“Leggo !’ roared Tatters, “I1 tell
you I'm going to lick "im !”

“Rats [ said Bob cheerily., *Clear

off, vou worms—and don™t go the w-ug
the tramp has gone-—you're dong wit
him. 1f you go that way I'll let Tatters
loose after you!”
“Ha, ha, ha "
“Leggo, you
Tattors,
“Not to-day [” chuckled Bob.
Ponsonby & Co, departed in

silly hass!™ howled

baste,

The tramp had disappeared down the
viver, and the Highcliffians went up
the rivor. Evidently they did not want

Tatters * let loose ™ after them.

Tha threo HiEh-::Iiﬂians did not ex-
actly run, but they walked very fast—
very fast indeed; and in a few moments
they were out of sight.

“Took 'ere, vou silly howl!™ gasped
Tatters, wriggling in Bob's_ powerful
grasp. “¥ keep telling you I'm going
to lick that rotten Ponsonby”

“And I keep on telling you that
vouw're not going to lick him to-day,”
grinned Bob. “ %’Un will keep I

“Tha keopfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed Tatters,' said the Nabob of
Bhanipur soothingly. *Let not the
smilefulness  of %rmndﬂhup be over-
olouded hy the frownpfulness of cidicu-
Jous wrath.”

"Oh rats!” grunted Tatters.

Ponsonby & Co. had vamished now,
and Tatters gave it up. :

But thers was a frown on his face g1
IﬁE resumed his way with the Fanmioua

ive.

Bob Cherry clapped him cheerily on
the shouldar.

cld  beanl”

“Keep smiling,
suggested. :

“Oh rots!” said Tatters. ]

And it was not till another mile had
beencovered that the frown faded from
Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley’s face and
bis good-humour returned.

he

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Visitors at Higheliffe }

1 Q0K here, Courtenay 1"
I Ponsonby put his head in at

thoe doorway of Study No. 3
in the Higheliffo Fourth afid
enapped out the words, ’
'1%-3 study presented o rather festive
appearance.

bright fira burned, the table was
laid for tea, and good things galore
were piled there.  Frank Courtenay
was giving the last touches to a pile of
toast; his chum, De Eﬂum%,ﬂwaa idlin
by the study window., Both leoke
round as Ponsenby’s scowling face ap-
gg-a’red in the deorwey, Courtenay gave

im & cold glance; the Caterpllar
miled gently.

“Well 1" asked Courtenny.

"I believe you're expecting some
{}gﬁyirmra cads to tea this afternoon,”
said Ponsonby. ;

“I'm expecting my friends from
Groyfriars, if that’s what you mean,”
snewered Frank Courtenay guietly.

. thing,"”” sneered Ponsonhy.
Tee Mioxer Lmpiny.—No. 1,203

“HBein' oads and outsiders, they'd
nalarally be friends of yours.”

“Is that what you cama here to E:I']y |
nsked the eaptnin of the Highelifie
Foaurth. *“If so, you've zaid enough,
and you can go."

“Stand not upon the order of your
goin', but go at once, az jolly old
Bhakespeare puts it, Pon!"® reomarked
the Caterpillar. “Don't give us the
trouble of kickin® you along the
passage.’”

“1 met the rotters this afterncon,”’
said Ponsonby, unheeding. **They had
that tinker fellow along with them—the
fellow cnlled Rags, or Tatters, or
somethin'—"'

“ Cholmondeley [ corrected the Cater-

illar, “A most interesting character,
Fon. Quite a romantic story, if you're
interested——"

“Thanks—=I'm not "’

“Quito interestin’, I assure you, old
bean. Left a hapless orphan, the dear
youth was brought up by s travellin’
tinker, neglected and disregarded by his
noble grandfather——-=*"

“Oh, cheese it, Caterpillar .

“But I'm tellin® von an interestin'
story, T'on. I've had it straight from
tha horse’s month, and 1t's romantis but
true, Think of a tinker bein’ suddenly
found and claimed by a jﬂili,: old
baronet as rich as Croesus, and findin'
himsgelf the heir of a title, a fortune,
and a magnificent castle! Considerin’
that he's frightfully rich=-or goin’ to
ba frightfully rich—I"m sure that a chap
like you, Pon, will ba willin® to over-
look any little mannerisms he may re-
tain from his tinkerin' days.  If you
want an introduetion—-=

“Vou silly ass "' hooted Ponsonhy.

“IE you want an introduction, Franky
wili perform the ceremony with plea-
gure.  Won't you, Franky? Of course,
vou'll have to '[:.-e%m‘m vaurzelf & little.
Your usual manners won't do in this
study when we've got visitors.”

Frank Courtenay lavghed.

“Will you shut up, Caterpillar, and
lot a fellow.speak ! snarled Ponsonby,
“I've come hero to tell you, Courtenay,
that—"*

“That you want an introduction te
Cholmondeley ¥ asked ihe Caterpillar.

“No " {::l cd Ponsonby.

“Well, he wouldn’t be much in your
ling,”” remarked Do Courcy. * His
education has Dbeen frightiuvlly neglected
—he doesn’t play bridge or banker or
nap, or smoke cigarettes, or back fce

es, If he had beon sent ta Higheliffio
instend of Grevfrizrs he might have
loarned all these things; I'm sure you'd
have done your best to enlighten him—
gn long o3 his money lasted, at least.
But—-""

“Yeon cheeky ass, shut wpl Courte-
nay, I've got a visitor in my study this
afterncon,” said Ponzouby. “I don't
want any ragging from those Greyiriars
eads, and especially not from their
fricnd the tinker. I you're having tho
ruffian here youw've got to keep him
guiet. Seei"

“There won't be any ragging if you
don't begin 1t,"* said Courtenay, “You
generally do.”

“I'd have pul my visitor off if I'd
known wvou were having those ontsiders
hera to-day 1" snapped Ponsonby., ** But
I've only just heard. Keep your pre-
cious tionker to yourszelf, that's all.”

And with that Ceeil Ponsonlby
slammed the door of Study No. 3 and
departoed.

Courtenay  frownei
Caterpillar smiled.

“Can vou rely on the pood behaviour
of the jolly old tinker, Franky ' asked
the Caterpillar.

“Oh rot!” snid Courtenay, *He's an

]!1

angrily:  the
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inoffenzive fellow enowgh, though he
has somoe  queer ways of speaking.
FPonsonby has gone out of his way to be
olfensive to him. [I've heard that he
and his friends ragged him baldheaded
ono day, three or four to one; and when
they had 2 scrap Ponsonby lamed him
with a hack on the shin and bolted,
It’s rather natural if the fcllow’s pot his
back wp after that."

LoQuitel”  agreed the  Coterpillar,

Fon's always askin® for a thrashin’,
end he scoms to think he's goin’ to get
oneg when the tinker arrives here. And
he seems rather particular zbout that

visitor he's gob in his study. Who's his
jolly old visitor, Franky 1°?

“Don't know or ecare.”

“I sew him when he came in,”
drawled tho Caterpillar. *Pon intre-
duced him to Mobby, our respedted

Form master, who butted in—Alohby
always butts in. Mobby was rather im.
]ru:fa:a:n;-{i+ Pon said he koeow him ab
10me, bifr—r*

" But what 1" grunted Courtenay.

But I've a strong suspish that he
wos pullin® Mebby's leg. My own idea
is that Pon made his acquaintance at
the Threa Fishers, playin’ billiards,
Naughty place that you know nothin’
of, I'ranky—and rightly so!” grinned
the Caterpillar, *“I knew it in my bad
old days, before you came to Higheliffe

an’ snatched me liko a jolly old brapd
fvam the burnin’—"

“Fathead |’

“I didn't eatch the gentleman's
name,” drawled De Courey. “But he
leoked rather o knut. Franky, a dread-
ful doubt smites me.”"

Courtenay glanced ot him.

“What do you mean, you assi”

“I can’t help snspectin’®,™ said the
Gatfrpillar Ernvglr, “%ﬁ;l‘. while Pon is
allowin' Mobby to sup that he's en-
tertainin’' o fomily friend from the
home department, they’re really goin®
to handle the wicked pasteboards and
smoke the pernicious emokes in Pon's
study.,. Awful, ain’t it? Think I'd
better trickls along and utter a word in
soason T’

I‘IFAEE IH‘

“Or you could do it, Franky, in your
well-known and inimitable seventhly
i nner——""

“Fathead I'"

“ Anyhow, we mustn't let the tinker
butt in, lookin’ for Pon to give him &
black eye, and upset a bridge party ™
siiled the Caterpillar,

“ ﬂholmundele%' will behave himself if
Pon keeps out of his way,"” said Courte-
nay. “If Pon asks for trouble, as he
did befove, the tinker can thrash him
without any interference from mae ™

The Caterpillar glanced from the
wmidim-n il ol paroo g

“Here come the jolly old pa
remarked. “In the cires, dear I:Jll:l, I
think I'll t.riclclr!: dewn tho stairs sod
guida them eafely past Pon's door to
this delectable study. From what I've
heard, the tinker is simply ferocious
towards dear old Pon, and my calmin
and beneficent influence may help him
to keep his wrath bottled up.”

And the Uaturﬁllla.r left the stu;:]cg and
lovnged along the passage towa the
stairs. The door of Ponsonby's study
was closed, but there was a sound of
voices from it as the Caterpillar passed,
One volce, deeper than the rest, was
evidently & man’s voice, and that of
Ponsonby's guest. Rupert do Courcy
walked on and went down the stairs.
At tho door of the ITouse he met Harr
Wharion & Co. and grected them with
his usual urbanity. S

They camie up the stairs in a cheery
crowd together.  Tatters, who had
visited ighclifa  hefore with hig
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friends, know which was Pon'’s study,
end he paused as he reached the door,
s fon B 40 e
pillar gen 1 18 arm throug
that of the Greﬁ:iam tinker and drew
bim on,
“Farther on, dear man!™ he mur-
oured. “That's not our study.”
“Come on, Tatterst” said Harry
Wharton, with a rather sharp note in
his voice, “No rags hare, you ass!™
COrfright, old zcout!™ said Tatters.
"I ain't goin’ to kick up a row ‘ere!
But——_ Ay 'at " He broke off with
a startled exclomation.
From Pon's study came Pon's voice,
evidently speaking to his visitor, every
quite clear,
“Btayine long
Rackstraw ¥
“A few days, I think,™
It was a decper voice—~a man's voleo
—that answered, a voice well known to
all the Greyfriars juniors,
juniors stared at one another
blankly.
The mar in Ponsonby's study was
Cyril Rackstraw—cousin of Talters—
his echeming rival for the fortune of old
Bir George Cholmondeley.

in theso parts, Mr.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Plain English !

1 ACKSTRAW v
R “My only hatt"
“That scoundrel 1
“Dust my buttons!"
Tattars.
The wholo partv came to a stop. De
rey goazed ot them in surprise. Ho
had heard the words a??lmn in Fon's
study., Anyono mnear the door might
have heard shom, But they conveyed
nothing to his mind, and he was
astonished at their effect on the
Greyiriars fellows.

“MThat rotier ‘ere! exelaimed
Tatters. “What's he doin® ’erc,
1I'd like to know? My "att”

*You fellows happen to know

gaid

Pon's visitor?™ asked the
Caterpillar.

*Yes, rather ! said Bob Cherry
grimly. ]

“He's mmy cousini" prunted
Tatters.

“Eh, what?’ cjaculated the
Chatorpillar.

*It's true,” said Harry. “That
man Rackstraw 1s the grandsen of
Sir Gcorge Cholmondeley, of
Cholmondeley Castle, samo ns
Tattors, only Tatters is descended on
the male side and has his name, and
Rackstraw ien't and hasn't. What on
earth can Ponsonby have to do with that
rascal #*

“Is he'n rasenl?” drawled the Crter.
pillar.

“A thorough raseal,™ saild Harry,
"1 know Ponsonby isn't vory particular,
but ho can't know that he's got a kid-
napper and o troacherous villain in his
study. ko ought to be warned against
that man."

The Caterpillar whistled softly. This
was o compicte surprizo to him.

“Buarc of what vou're sayin',
bean " he murmured.

“Quite 17

“Well, noe harm in givin® Pon o word
of warnun",” said tho Caterpillur, “If
the sportsraan’s anythin' like your jolly
old deseription of him, Pon will want
to stand clear of him, though, asz yon
justly remark, dear old PPon isn’t par-
ticular. But no cags!™

Wharton coloured a little.

“I hope you know we shouldn’t think
of ragging here, De

old

Courcy,” he said.

" Quite, Hﬂiie " murmupred the Cater-
pillar pacifically. “But I seom io seo
a warlike gleam in the eye of our friend
Cholmondeley.™

The juniors laughed. ]

I think Pon ought to be given the
tip about that rotter,” said Harry.
“Ha's no friend of ours, but I think it's

up to us. You fellows go on whils I
spenk to Pnns-::-ﬁhﬁ-."

"P’r'ﬁm I'd better speak to "imi"™
suggested Tatters,

“Don't bo an ass! Geb on!"”

Bob Cherry took Tatters’ arm and
marcked him on, Johnoy Bull and
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
followed. Wharton remained with tho
Caoterpillar at Pon's door.

The Caterpillar, rather curious o sco
how Lhis strange episode would turn
onk, tapped on tho pancls.

“VWho's there?"” came Fonsonby's
voice,

“Little me,” answored De Coure
nrbanely. “I  believe your door's

locked, Pon, but not against an agrecable
bloke like myself, surely ™

5
sitting in the study armchair was re-
vealed to the fellows in the passape.

He started to his feet, his eyes glittering
at Wharton. Evidently he recognised
tho captein of tho Remove at a glance.

“You here, you young sweep!” ho
muttered,

“Yes, Mr. Rockstrew,” said Harry,
with a scoenful glance. “I'm hore.”

Ponsonby glanced from one to the
othor, a5 did the other knuts in the study
—(ndsby, Monson, Vavasour, and
Drury.

“You know Rockstraw i msked I'on-

sonby. “What are you drivin' al,
Wharton? What the thump do yon
meant™

“That man Rackstraw 15 cousin of
Cholmondoley, of my Form at Grey-
frinrs,” said Harry. Y You may not

have known that, Ponsonby."
“Cousin of the dashed tinker 7™ ojacu-
lated Cradsby.
“Exactly
“What rot!" said Ponsonby.
“And that's not all,” said Hairr
guietly.

t!l

“Cholmondeley, as you know,

As Harry Wharfon & Co. came swinging cheerily along the towpath, Fonsonby & Co.
swung the iramp info the muddy water and began peliing him.

¢ Stop that, you cads ! **

shouted Bob Cherry.

The door was opencd.

“ Comun’ in, Caterpillar?” asked Pon-
sonby. “ Why, what—-"

H¢ stared anpgrily past Do Courcy at
tho captain of the Greyiriars Romove.

“Thanks, no,” smiled tho Caterpillar,
“But Wharton waentz to speak a word
—only & jolly old friendly word, gentle
ng o cooin’ dove, old bean. Ho lift that
irown from your baby brow.”

“You silly ass!” grunted IPonsonby.
“I've nothin’ to say to Wharton or any
other Greyfriars cad.”

“That question docs not arise, ps the
lawyers say,” answered tho Cotorpillar
cheerily. “The point iz that Wharten
has somethin' to say to you.”

“T don't want to hear 1t.”

“You'd better, Ponsonby,” said Harry
guietly, “We're not friends, but in this
mnttor I'm speaking os a friend.”

“Blessed if I understand you,”™ said
the dandy of Higheliffe, staring at him,
“Dut you ecan got 1t off your chest, I
grupposc? What's bitin' you "

Wharton gave the door & push, and it
swung wide open. Tle man who wos

was & tinkor on tho roads once, but ha
was found and reclaimed by hiz grand-
father, 3ir George Cholmondeloy, It
came  out that Hackstuaw had been
bribing & rascally tinker named Wilson
to keep him from being found.™

“Can you prove that?"” asked Rack.
straw, with a contemptuous shrug of the
shoulders,

“No, but I know it's truo,” enid
Harry, “just as I know that you tried
again and mgain to  kidoap Chol-
mondeley, and only stopped when my
Form master, Mr. Queleh, warned yon
off, ond you were afreid that the police
would be called on to deal with you.”

“IWhat rot!” said Gadsby.

" Absolutely 1" said Vavasour.

Pon did not speak. Ho stared very
curiously at Rackstraw. So far as Pon
knew, Rockstraw was an idlo and dissie
Yatcd man whoso agrecablo acquaintance
¢ hed made at the Three ¥ishors.
That was all he knew so far, but he waa
learning more sbout him now,

“8inee then,” continued Whartan,
“that rogue has been plotting with
Tue Mioser Lomanr.—No. 1,203



others fo gef Taticrs disgraced and
expelled from school, to ruin him with
his grandiather He has failed every
time, but he has been too cunming to let
ua have any proof that wounld land him
ip chokey or show him up to Bir George
Cholmondeley, But that's the kKind of
man he is, Fonsonby, and he's a
dongerous acquaintance for any fellow
to have, I fclt bound to tell you s0.”

“And you're makin® all these accu-
sations agoinst o man  without any
proof " asked Ponsonby.

“I'm prepared to repeat the accusa-
tions in the presence of o police officer
or aanyone clse, and chance it,” saud

harton coolly. “There's no actual
proof, but Mr. Rackstraw dare not put
the mattér to the test. If he dare, let
him go straight to my headmaster, and
call on me to say it over again in the
presence of Dr, Locke.”

“That's a fair offer,” grinned the
Caterpillar,.  *“Takin' it, Mr. Hock-
straw 7"

Rackstraw compressed his lips,

“I'm not likely to enter iuto yin’
words with a cheeky schoolboy,” he said
contemptuously. “I bardly cxpected
this sgort of thing when I dropped in to
#ee you, Pon.” :

“Not my fault, old bean,”™ said Fon-

gopby. “These GUreyiriars cads are
alwnya buttin’ in where they've no
business. If you've said your pilece,

:};_Imrmn, will you oblige me by clearin’
T‘II‘

“1 felt bound to warn you, Ponzonby,
that you have a plotting rascal, a law-
less seoundrel, i your etudy,” =eid
Harry., “That's all. I'm dene!

Ho turned his back on Ponsonby and
walked up the passage with the smiling
Caterpillar.

Ponsonby shut the study deor.

Thera wag & rather uncomfortable
gilence in the atud{; Gadsby and
Monson, Drury and Vavasour, looked
at ona another uneasily. They were foes
ta tho captain of the Groyiriars Re-
move, but they knew well cnough that
Harry Wharton would not have uttered
gucli an accusation lightly, and they
knew that his motive was good in warn-
ing them ageinst the chance acquaint-
ance Ponsonby had so recklessly picked
up at a disreputable resort, and the
warning had sunk into their minds. A
reckless, gambling blackguard was w
man they could like, but a plotting
rascal who might be collared by the
jolice was quite another proposition.
E’hﬂ- Highelifio knuts wers fecling uneasy
and alarmed.

“PBlessed if I hada't forgotten that
T've got to fog for Langley 17 czelaimed
Monson suddenly, I shall have to eut,

i1

I'on. . .
And without waiting for an answer
Monzson left the study, )

“That remindz me” said Gadshy
slowly, ©“I—1 haven't written those lines
for Mobby. See yvou another time, Mr.
Rackstraw.”

Gaddy left the study.

Vavasour amnd Driry exchanged a
glance, and, without even taking the
trouble 1o invent any excuze, they
followod Gadsby. o

Cyril Rackstraw compressed Lis lips
hard. He locked at Ponsenby, with a
sardonie smile

“Your friends scem o have taken
plarm,” ho vemarkod. A pleazant littlo
p]::rt guite spoiled. I'd better go, I
think."

“Not at all,” answered Ponsonby.

He closed the study door, came back
to his chair, sat down, and lighwed a
cigarette. 1lis eyes wore curiously on
Rackstraw’s handsome, dissipated face,

“Tt'a true ?” ho azked.
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Ruockstraw shrogered his shoulders.

“1 rather wondered,” went on Fon-
sonby coolly, “why you seemed so keen
on E;ckm* up & friendship with me,
Rackstraw id you fancy that I might
Lo of some use to you against that cad
Cholmondeley 1

Rackstraw gave a little start. He had
set Ponsonby down as a vicious young
blackguard ; but he had not guessed that
the good Pon was as keen, aa mstute,
nnIcE very nearly as unscrupulous, as him-
self,

“Did you know I was up against
him 7" asked Ponsonby,

#I saw you runniong from him and his
friends one day last week,” answered
Rackstraw. I rather guessed from that
that there waz no love lost between you.”

“I hate the upstart ead,” said Pon-
sonby. “I don’t know that I've ever dis-
hked any fellow =0 much—not even
Courtenay, or Wharton, or any of his
friends. I owe him a good deal—and it’s
the sort of debt that I chould like to
FEF-"

Rackstraw smiled sourly. That was
the judgment he had already formed of
the dandy of Higheliffe.

“What Wharton said was true,” went
on Ponsonby. “I dislike the fellow no
end; but I'm no fool—I know why La
spoke as did. And "=—Ponsonby
lowersd his voice—"I'm neot runnin’
risks, Mr. Rackstraw, but I'm up egainst
that brute Cholmondeley all tho way,
and if I can help you do him a had
turn you've only to say the word, And
I'm not particular as to ways and means
so long as it's safe.”
 Rackstraw Iautfhn&. Harry Wharton's
intervention had been well meant—ho
had been bound to speak as ho had
spoken. But its offeet had been to bring
matters to a pomt which Rackstraw had
not_expected to reach for a long timo,
A Greyfriars fellow had been s tool in
his handz; but he had weakened and
repented and turned the plotter down.
Ponsonby was not likely to follow that
example. Ponsonby was a fellow after
the unserupulous schemer's own heart.
The only guestion was whether he was
able to help Sir George Cholmondeley’s
grandson in his scheming to disgrace Sir
George's other grandson. There was no
doubt of liis willingness.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Keeping the Peace !

RANK COURTENAY greeied the
Greyfriars fellows chcrilg in
Study No. 1. It was a cheery
jimrt}' that sat down to tea round
tho table.  Rackstraw was dismissed
from the minds of the juniors; there
wera far more pleasant topics for con-
versation. The talk ran chiefly on loot-
ball—a suhject in which all tha juniors
weore keenly intorested, with the possiblo
excoption of the Caterpillar. But if the
Caterpiliar was bored he showed no sign
of it, tolerating the “football jaw  with
his ustial  smiling urbanity. Thero
was a match on, between the Higheliffe
junior team and the Greyfriars Remove,
oun the following Wednesday, on the
Greyiriars ground, and talk naturally
ran on that subject. If the Caterpillar
had to suppress yawns he suppressed
them unooticed, and he was still smiling
and urbane when the visitors roso to go.
The two Iighchiffo ' men walked down
to tha pates with the Greyfriars party—
partly to sco them off, partly to seo that
ne rags wore attempted by Pansonby
and his friends
Ponsonby was loaling in the quad with
someof tho knuis; hie visitor, apparently,

was gone. Pon glanced at the Remavites
end assumed his most supercilious and
scornful smile, and Tatrers halted, Hus
Bob Cherry linked arma with the Grey»
frianrs tinker and marched him on
towards the gates,

“Thi= _way, you ferocions sweep!”
grinned Bob.

“I'd like to give him a bang on the
beczer afore we bunk” said Tatters.

“My dear chap, his beozer—whatever
that is—will keep 1" drawled the Cater-

pillar.

“That's all wvery well,” grunted
Totters. “But you ain't been ragﬁ
by that bloke, like I "ave, nor yot "ac
on the shin. I tell you, I was limping
£§? ﬂays after that rotter ‘acked my
shin,

“0h, come on1” said Wharton hastily,

“I'm a-coming, ain’t 1?7 said Tatters;
and he cames on. But ho glanced back

with a gleaming eye at the dandy of
Highﬁlifﬁa. "‘lﬁnn'?ll keep—he can'h
always run away when I get arter him,”

“Depend on 1t, he will do his best,”

smiled the Caterpillar.  “Pon’s got
terrifio  sprinting powers on such
occasions,. He doesn’t go in much for

games, but I believe he would win the
schiool mule handa down if he had a
bleodthirsty tinker after him.”

“I'd jest like to knock that hlﬂnminﬁ
grin off his mug,” said Tatters, wit
angther inimical glanes at Pon.
B"}Fﬂmn on, you nss i grunted Johony

L1id.

The clivms of the Remove did not wanb
a shindy in the Higheliffe quad

“(h, orl right i

Unwillingly, Tatters turned his back
an his old enemy, and, havin? said good-
bye at the gates, the Greyiriars Ipaﬂ.j
walked away. The Catorpillar smiled as
he turned back into the quad with his
churm

“Pon’s booked for a high old time,
Franky, if that ferocious tinker caiches
him out of gpates,” he remarked.

“Serve him right!” grunted Courle-
nay. “We don't want & row h&raa but
I must say I hopa that Cholmondeloy
will eateh him some time and give him
the thravhing he deserves.”

“ Hackin' a fellow’s shin, in o scrap,
13 rather thick, even for Pon!™ agrood
the Caterpillar, “ But I hope the tinker
won't quite slaughter him, for the jolly
old tinker's own sako, Qucer cuss, that
tinker, isn't het"

Courtenay laughed. 1

“Vou, rather; but I like him.”

“Same here,” said the Caterpillar,
“g5till, I'm glad he's gone wilhout a
shindy. When he slaughters Pon I'd
rather the massacre took place outside
tho gates.”

“1 dara say he'll lorget all about it,”
answered Courtenay carelessly.  “Ile
soems o good-natured chap.”

Tha Caterpillar shook his head,

“You didn't spot the gleam in his
jolly old eye,” he remarked. "I didl
We shall hear one of these days of Pon-
sonby bein’ picked up in a state of
wreek and ruin after the tinker’s handled
him. TPen nsks for these things, though
L2 doesn't really wont 'om.”

Courtenay langhed again, little dream-
inz how soon the Caterpillar’s careless
words were to be verified.

Tatters had r rather moody look a2
ho walked awaw from IHighcliffe with
his friends. Good-tempered as he was,
Ponsonby roused all the bitterncsa that
there was in his nature, and he
obvionsly  repretted that ho had lelt
Hipgheliffe withont punching. Pon, But
his discontent soon passed, and ho was
in his wsual cheory meod when the

(Continued on porge 8.)
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B
A KINSMAN'S TREACHERY!

(Continwed from page 0.)

chums of the Remove arrived at Grey-
friars.

“1 say, you [ellows!™

Billy Bunter mot the juniors as they
cama into the House. #lo gave them
s deeply reproazchiul blink through his
g spectacles.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I** said Bob., “You
missed a good thing ot Highcliffe,
Bunty. You should reslly have put in
those seven miles.™

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“‘Erti1:1é {;:‘ILI macle the party & suceess [

a

“Eh! How could I make it a success,
rou aszs, when I wasn't there?

“That’s how 1" explained Bob.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Beast] I say, you fellows, I had lo
have tea in Hall,” said Bunter sorrow-
fully. “Toddy was out, and you know
how selfish Toddy is—when hé goes ouk
to tea ho never thinks of a fellow. There
was nothing in my study. I was fright.-
fully hungry after ten 1o Hall. In the
circamstances I knew you wouldn’t mind
my havmg your cake, Bob.*

“Ayv cake?” repcated Bab,

“ Luckily, you never locked your study
supboard,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
s 2 it wasg ]?'II ;;lzht.” o

t war all right?” gasped Bob.

““Yeou, old chap 1

“You fat villain!
stand a stud
roared Bob Cherry.

“If you're poing to bo mean obout
that ¢aka, Cherry, I shell pay for it, of
course.” said Bunter, with a great deal
of dignity.

" 11 out, then, you fat burglar 17

" '5&"».:“.1“]11j have to wait till 1;{ erdne:r.t
post. m expecting a postal order,”
explained Bunter. “I'll settla for the
cake and the chocolates at the same
time, YWharton.”
< “The chocolates!” ejaculated Whar-
on.

t*:iYes re
g y—
pi &"h_?, FOU—FOU—y0u—1*
“Did you find snything in my study,

I was gning to
supper with that cake ™

!uc&i!y I found them in your

too?"” domanded Johnny Bull, jn &
au!;:huruua voice.

“Oh, really, Bull! If you think I've
touched your meazly toffee—-r>"

“You've bagged my toffce?™ roared
Johnny Buall, ;

“*Certainly not! I hope Pm not the
follow to bag a fellow's toffee. I never
knew vou had any, I never touched it,
of course. You can ask Skinner; he
knows. I gave him some.”

“You=-vyou gave him some of the

toffee  you never touched 7 gasped
Johnny.

“I—I—I mean—— I meant to say——
Yarooooooop 1

“Ha, ha, hal®

Probably Bunter did not mean to say
“ Yarocoooooop!” He said it quite
mvoluntarily as Johnny Bull smoto
with a heavy hand, and the Owl of the
Remove sat down suddenly.

Y Ow Wow 1 p;ua‘ped Bunter.
“Beast! I jolly well won’t pay for that
toffce now! I wes going to—and now
I wor'tl And I nover had it, vav
beast—any more than I had Nugent’s
bananag—-="

“What 1"

“Or Cholmondeley’s.
jam—”

L33 MF ’ut I:Il

Billy Bunter had evidently been busy
while the chums ot the Remove were
teaing at Highelifie,

“And I jolly well won't stand vou
fellows a sproad when my postal order
comes | ¥ah |**

“Wae shall ba able to stand ourselves
one gut of our old-age pensions by that
time !" grinned Bob.

[ 1] Bemt IJ‘J ]

“"Up-end him and shake the loot out
of him ! suggested Nugent.

£ }rﬂrﬂﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂh )

Billy Bunter rolled hurriedly away,
without waiting to be up-cnded.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Hands off Ponsonhy !
ARE lbeaks!” murmured
Horbert Vernon-Smith,
“Quelchy’s got  ‘em|”
murimured Skinner.

Some of the Remove fellows gripned.
More of them locked serious. It really

raspberry

"

The LIGHTHOUSE
MYSTERY
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Darkness has fallen on Wayland Heath, Lights
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was not & grinning matter when Ar.
Quelch, the master of the Remove, had
“got 'cm,” as Harold Skinner eleguntly
exprossed it

t was Monday morning, and the
Remove were %'umg into their Form-
room. Mr, Quelch, standing at his desk,
undoubtedly bad & grim faco.

Something had occurred to disturb the
lofty screnity of Henry Samuel Queleh,
SBomething recent, apparently; for
Quelch had looked c}mta serene  ab
prayers and at breaklbast—that is, as
serene as Quelch ever looked in  tho
morning. he Remove fellows won-

dered whgt it was—some of them with
uneusy misgivings.

Bunter, thinking of & certain cake
that had belonged to Coker of the
Fifth, wmuiemcf whether Quelch had
heard abouwt 1. Bkinner and Snoop had
an uneasy feeling that a scent of smoke
might huve been detooted about them,
¥isher I, Fish had o worried {feeling
that the Beak might have spotted some
of his money-londing operations among
the fags. Bolsover mejor wondered if
Shualnh had noticed that IHazel's nose

owed signs of recent punching., Other
fellows had other MUSEIvIngs; gzr it wea
obvious thatl trouble imponded.

:g}hr&lmnnde}cy [*

o my Cut [ ejaculated Tatters,

Good vgg 1" breathed Skinner.

Skinner was not the only man in the
Remove who felt relieved swhen the
Cireyfriars tinker was called upon.
Evidently it was Cholmondeley who was
“for it.” It was o rolief to tho rest
of the Form, if not to Arthur Cegil
Cholmondeley himself.

“Cholmondeley !  repeated  Mr,
Quelch. His gunlet oyes fixed on the
face of the heir of Cholmondeley Castle,

“Yoseir 1" gasped Tattors.

“A wvery serious matter has been
brought to my notica Clolmondeley,”

The Removites wondered what it was,
Of all the fellows in the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyfriars Tatters was one of
the most orderly and well-behaved. His
manners and customs perhaps were not
polished ; and most of his aspirates wera
conspicucus by their absence: and he
was rather a_ trouble to the Form
master as he did not share the normal
work of the Form. DBut his conduct was
really excmplary. Evidently, however
Ehﬂ_:RE]nﬂHE master was on Tattanl

rail.

*“I~1 'ope 1 ain't done nothing, siri"
stnmmaredpe atters, E4 I

*1 have received a telephone messa
Founts Fomwouw he master, of e

ur orm A igheliffe 1™ r
Mr. Quelch. & apped

“I don't know the bloke, sir!” eaid
Tatters ionocently,

“1 have warned you, Cholmondeley,
not to use such an absurd and mesn-
ingless cxpression as ‘bloke’ in my

hearipg 1

“I=—]1 mean, covey, sir—that is,
1 p—?*

“That will dot  Mr, Mobbs com-
plains that you have threatened a

member of his Form at Highelife, a
boy named Ponsonby.”

“Bust my buttons!” ejaculated
Tatters.
“Kindly refrain from using such

expressions, Cholmondeley 1" hooted Mr,
Quelch. “Mr. Mobbs informs mo that
Ponsonby, of his Form st Higheliffe,
cannot venture out of the school gates
without danger of being attacked by
yvou. What does this meani”

Tatters stood silent. Harry Wharton
& Co, e:charlis::‘d Flarn:!:s,

Evidently the lofty Pon looked for-
ward with misgiving to & meeting with
the l.'a"rrefpfrmra tinker. It was like Pon
to beg for trouble, and use any kind of



EVERY SATURDAY
brickery to dodge it when it came

along. _

“Answor me, Cholmondeler,” said
Mr. Quelech. “This 18 2 very serious
matter. Irequent trouble has been
caused by quarrels between Greyiriars
boys and Higheliffie boys. Buch quarrel
ling is etrictly forbidden by both head-
masters, You must have used very
sorions threats to Pensonby to cause him
to place himself under his Form
master's protection in this way.”

“Rotten sncak 1" growled Bob.

“Sneaking funk[” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“Silenee! Cholmondeley, have won
threatened this Hipheliffe boy 7 Answer
¥o3 or not

I've told 'im I’'m going to smash
him, sir " said Tatters.

“What? What?"”

“B8mash him, sir, as soon’s 1 get a
chance,” said Tatters,

Thero was o chuckle 1n the Remove.
It dicd away as Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-cyes
glittered over the Form,

“You admit using
Cholmondeloy 1

“Yes, sir. That bloke's ragged me !
exclaimed Tatters indignanily.” “ Three
of them zet on me, and Ponsonby was
the worst—thumping a bloke while the
other covevs was holding me!  And
when I made himn put up his *snds arter,
be ’acked my shin and got away. And
| Lﬂll}r well—"

Silence [
“Yes, sir{” said Tatters meekly.
Mar I speak, sir?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“I you Lknow anythino

matter, certainly I snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Tatters—I mean, Cholmondeley—
did not begin the trouble, sir,” said the
captain of the Remove. “Pon started
iht, :.nd r(?gged hlm& and ltlmted !ika"a

rute and a coward, as he gencrally
l:ll:lEH ki

such  threats,

about this

“ Hear, hear 1" grinned the Bounder.

“Now he's sncaked to hizs Form
master beeause he’s afraid of gotting
what ke has asked for, sir!” exclaimed
Wharton hotly. “He can't possibly
Lhave told Mr. Mobhs the facts”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“I Dbelieve you, Wharton—and 1
believe vou also, Cholmondeley! I am
not unacquainted with the offcnsivo ways
of tlus boy Ponsonby. Nevertheless,
Mr. Mobbs has put the matter in my
hands; and Dr. Locke is extremely
annoyed by the constant trouble hetween
the two schools. Cholmondeley, I forbid
Fou ever to make any attempt to carry
out the threats you have uttercd to
Ponsonby.”

Tatters was silent. Cenerally the most
obedient fellew in the Remove, he
showed =igns of cbstinocy now, in his
looks. Mr. Queleh read his face with o
glittering cve,

“Understund me, Cholmondeley! I
have given Mr. Mobbs my assuranco
that Ponsonby will not be molested by
you, or any Ureyfriars boy. Whatevor
offence he may have given you, you are
to avold him carcfully; to aveid all
friction with him or any other High-
cliffo boy. In the cvent of your disre-
garding thiz most serious command, you
will be dealt with soverely.”

il Vatters did not speak.

“You understund me,  Cholmond-
eleyt” rapped out the Hemove master
sharply.

“Yes, gir!”

“PBear my warning in mind, then,"

With that tho matter dropped, and
[eszons started in the Remove room.

Tattors’ faco was clonded during class
fhat morning.

It had been Tatters® fixed intention

holiday, and give that
saberk youth some-
thing of what he had
asked for so earnestly
and. persistently, Cer-
tainly ho had never
foresecn  that Pon
would sneak to his
Form mastor and drag
a  Greyiriars  master
inte the matter.
When the Removo
were  dismussed  for
morming  break, Mr.
Queleh’s  warning  to
Cliolmondeley waa the
sole topic in the Form.
Every fellow cxpressed
lvig opinion of Pon and
his sneaking; and not
one OpInion wWas com-
plimontary ta the
dandy of IHighelifie.

[

Billy Bunter clambered desperately up the iree with Coker's lunch-bag slung

on his arm. The next moment Ponsonby passéd swiltly beneath the spreading
branches !

“I'd_jolly well look for him and
smash him, all the same, Quelth ar no
Queleh ! Bolsover major  declarcd
loudly in the quad.

“T'mm going lo!" sarnd Tatters,

“You'ro not, old bean!” zaid Dob
Cherrv, “You shut unp, Bolsover!
You're not going to get Quelchy’d rag
out, Tatters, old chap!™

Tatters' lips set obstinately.

“You don’t want trouble with
Queleh, old follow " said Harry Whar-
ton. ** After all, that sneaking cod 13n't
worth thinking abouf.”

“1 ain't going to think about him!
I'm going to give 'im a thundering
good 'iding, jest as seen ns I can lay
‘ands on hun!" said Tatters,

“Let dogs delight to bark batefully,
my csteomed Tatbers, as the worthy
poet remarks® suggested Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh.  “ Hat you should not

let  your esteomed  and  ridiculous
passions rise,”

“I'm going fo wallop 'im!" said
Tatters, “He ain't going to vag e,

and Tack my slans, and then sneak out
of it by telline the tale to his bleoming
Form master!  'm going to wallop
rim 1:l

And from that determination the
Cireyfriaras tinker refused to budge: and
his comrades conld only hope that IPon-
sonby—who evidently suffered from
cold feci—wonld be careful not {o let
his eold feot draw him in the diree-

ta look for Ponsonby on tho next holf- tion of Tatkors.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Match !

L1 SAY, you icllons!™
H It was Wodnesday atternoon,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were
sauniering in the quad aftor
dinper. It was not yvet time to change
for the foothall mateh. ond the Famous
Five lhad time (o kill, DBilly Bunter
rolled out of the House and headed for
the pates; but ho stopped as he camo
on the chums of the Remove.

DBunicr had o bag in his hand and a
rather anxious puthker in hiz fat brows.
Ho seemed in 2 somewhat  vneasy
mood. Like JMoses of -old, he looked
thiz way and he looked that way.

“Halle, hallo, |halle!” said Doh
Chorry. “XNot poang  out, DBunter?
Aren't vou gomng toe line up on Little
Side and cheer our goals?™

Bunter shook lis head.

“1 don't suppose yvou'll bag any. old
chiap!" he answeredd, “You fellows
won't make much of a show against
Highelilfe, without me i the team."

“Q0h, my hat!"

“They'll walk all over you,” said
Bunter. "What enn yon expoct, when
vou leave out the best man in fho Re
move?

Tho Famous Five smiled penially.

“(zo on, old bean " said Rob, “*It's
a pleasurs to lizsten to you.”

“WNo pood asking me  to play,
though,” ndded Dunter. “I'vo got a
rather important cngagement  this

Tee MaoXeEr LRsary.~No. 1,203
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afternocn. 1t you've beem thinking of
playing me agamnst Higheliffe, Whar-
Iun,”i‘m afraid you'll huve to wash 1t
out.
“1f I'd been thinking of playing you
sgainst Higheliffe, Eazot.&v,' 1 should ex-
to be carted to & lunatic
asylumm |” answered the captain of the

ove.

“¥ah! Anybow, I'm off,” said
Bunter. "I say, you fellows, if you
sea Coker and he asks after me, tell
him I’'m gone to Folkestons ifor the
afternoon, will youi"

“Why the thump should Coker of tha
Fifth ask after youl" demanded Frank
Nugent, in astonishment.

"Weli, he might,” gaid DBunter
evasively, “Coker’s & suspicious beast,
you know.™ ]

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.

“What's in that bag®" asked Johnny
Bull.

“ This—this bag? Nothing.” .

“Have you been bagging anything
from Coker's studyi™

“] hope I'm not the fellow to bag
anything from a fellow's study,” said
Bunter. “There’s nothing in this bag.
It's empty.”

“Yeou're toking an empty bag out for
& walk?’ o

“Yes, old chap! I—I mean, it isn't
gxactly emptyl I—I’'ve got a parce: to

vou know, and it—it’z in this bag.
E’m going to t it on my way to—tio
Canterbury. ' going to Canterbury
this afternoon to—to sce the cathedral.
Thers's & cathedral there, you know."”

“If you've been grub-raiding in a
Fifth E;:::rm study, you fat brigand—"
began Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Let's sea what's in the hbagl”

rinned Wugent,
g “Y say, old chap, you shouldn’t be
wisitive,”* gaid Bunter.  “There's

ing in thie bag, except some books
I'm taking to read in the train. You'll

tell Coker I'm gono to Canterbury,

mn

won't nﬂ‘i 1 mean, Folkestone!l Ha
ask.

“T.oock here—""

#Tf ho asks vou whether 1 was
parrying enything,” added DBunter
Lautiously, “tell him I wasn't! No
need to mention this bag, Tell him

I've gono to Folkestone to see m¥
Uncle George, and mention that
wasn't oarrying anything. That's
rather important.”

And Bunter rolled on to the gates,
leaving the Famous Five starving after

mi.

But they dismissed Billy Bunter
from their minda as Tatters came
along. Bob Cherry hailed the Grey-
Friars tinker. .

“Iallo, hallo. hallo? Coming down
ko sea the match, Tattersi™ ;

“Well, I'm m* to seo vou kick
off.” =aid Cholmondeley. “But I'm
going out of gates arter.”

“Not looking for Ponsonby®” asked
Wharton.

Tattors made no reply.

“Tool heve, you ass, you'll have n
row with Quoeleh i yom do” zaid
Harry. *(Give it o miss, old fellow.™

“Well, T ain't going to look for
bt said Tatters slowly., “But if 1
*appent to sec the hloke——?

“Bettey stay in and wateh the
game,” said Bob. “It's going to be a
pond gamn,  Higheliffo are in great
form—and =0 are we.”

“The formfulness of our esteamed
gelves iz terrifie,  my  ridiculons
Talters ™ zpid ITwrree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “Tha watchfulness of the
ahsurd Soccer iz the proper caper.”

Tin Maeser Lipane.—Na, 1.203
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Tatters grinned, .

“Well, I'll see Euu kick off, any-
how1” be eaid; and he strolled oaway
with his hands in his pockets.

A htele later the Famoua Hive went
back to the Housa. 1t wos getting near
timea for the Higheliife footbailers to
arrive, The Remove men were already
gathering in the chengiungrcom. The
Famous Five joined them there. By
that time they had forgotten all abous
Bunter and Coker; but they were re-
minded of the latter's existencoe when a
rugpged foce was put in at the doorway
of the chapging-room mod a wrathful
voice addressed them.

“Here, you fagst”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean!' said
Bob Cherry. *“Coming down to see tho
match, Cokeri™

“Don't he o young asa!” snapped
Coker.

“You might pick up some tips about
footor,” suggested Bob., “You need
them, wyou know."

“If yen want s thick ear, Cherry
" roarcd Coker,

JfAs many as you can give me, qld
pui-pm I" answered Bob affably. “Pile
it

Coker of the Fifth gave him a glare,
but he did not pile in. The crowd of
juniors were ready to pass 2 fow happy
minutes regging Coker, while they
waited for the visitors, if Coker asked
for it. DBut the great man of the Fifth
restrained his just wrath,

“Look here, you young sweeps! he
exclaimed., *“1'm looking for Bunter.”

“Qh, my hat! What do you want
Bunter for?" ssked Peter Todd.

The Famous Five grinned. They
had a strong suspicion what Horace
Coker wanted Bunter for.

“ Price of the Fifth sew him sneaking
out of my study!” hooted Coker. “I've
been there for my lunch bag, end it's
gona. 1 had it ked already to take
it the car and that fat villain has
scoffed it. I'm going to smash him,
If you fags know where he is—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a roar of laughter in the
changing - room. Evidently William
George Bunter had been unable to re-
E&st the temptation of Coker’s lunch-

ag.

Cloker was “standing ™ himself and
his pals & motor run that afterncon, as
Coker often did omn a half-holiday—
money being no abject with Coker, It
was like Coker to pack a lunch-bag
with 2 generons and lavish hand for
suchh an o¢casion. And it was still
more like Bunter to get wind of it, and
annex the bag while Coker was en-
gaged clsowhere. Coker had packed a
collation for three in that bag—himseclf
and Potter and Greene of the Fifth.
But it was destined to be a collation
for one, and that one, William George
Bunter of the Remove,

“Do vou know where that fat villain
197" roared Coker.

“Gono ont of gates,” chuckled Bob

Cherry. " But he leit a message for
vou, Coker.™
“A  message ! repeated  Cokor.

“What messagad”

“He's gone to Falkestone for the
afternoon to see his Uncle George™

“Gammon P hooted Coker.

“And he's gone to Canterbury for
the afternaon to see the cathedral.”

“Wha-a-at "

“Ho left both messages,” grinned
Bob. *You pays your money, and you
iakes your chorce.”

HHE' hﬂ., hﬂ-!u
"I—=I—1'll emazh bhm!™ roared
Coker.

And ha tramped away in great wrath

to semrch for Billy Bunter, though he

was certalnly mot likely to E-Mrgh dor

Eihl.l;l either at Folkestone or gt
terbury.

But Coker and Bunier, and all guch
trifles, wero dismnssed from mind when
the Highelifte foorballers arrived.
When the teams went into the field
Harry Wharton glunced round at the
fellows gathering to watch the matech,
and was relieved o sce Tatters among
them. Arthur Cecil Cholinondeley waa
there to seo the kick-off, and Wharton
hoped that he would remain to see the
game through. But as the game got
going he forgor the Ureyiriars tinker,
little dremiming of what was to hap
that ‘afterncon while the footballera
were urging the Hyiog ball.

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER,
Treed !

L EAST 1" grunted Billy Bunter.

B It was bard luck.

The person whom Bunter

lease desired to  sea that

afternoon was Uoker of the Fifth, But

the person whom he would have next

least demired to see was Cecil Fon-
sonby of Highcliffe.

And 1t was Ponsonby that he saw.

Heo was well out of “cker's way.
Bunter was not a greas welker, and
he was not fond of exercise. Bub with
Coker's lunch-bag in his possession, the
Owl of the Remove realised thab it
behoved him to get to a safe distance
from tho school before he sampled the
contents of that bag. Heo knew what
il contained. He had scen Coker pack-
ing it in the school shop in hia '
lavish way.

He was esger to begin. But it was
certain that Coker of the Fifth would
be hunting for his lunch-bag up and
down and round about Greyiriars, and
noar (Greyfriars there was no rest for
the wicked.

2o Bunter, bag in hand, rolled away
towards Courtfield Common, perhaps
hoping that Coker would learn that he
had gone to Folkestone to seo his
Unele. George, or to Canterbury to sce
tho. cathedral.

One of the paths ~n the <ommon
lay through a thick patch of woodland,
and it was for this spot that Bunter
was hesding when ho sighted Ponsonby
strolling on the common.

Bunter guickened his pace at once,
hoping thot the dandy of Higheliffe
had not scen him. He knew what to
expect from Pon, if ho fell in with thet
festive youth far from aid. Pon was
very keen to keep clear of Tatters, who
had a hefty punch, but he was gemer-
ally equally keen to fall in with eny
Greyiriars man who was less than his
match. Dunter hurried on towards the
wood. And he grunted dismally ag he
heard a sound of running fect behind
hin,

He blinked hack aver a fat shoulder.
Pon, with a cheery grin on his face,
waved a hand to him.

“Stop 1" he called out,

Bunter was not likely to stop.

He broke into a rum, gasping for
breath.  Behind him cameo tho run-
ning footsteps. Bunter had no chance
in a foot race, and he was still o hun-
dred yards from the wood when a
touch fell on his fat shoulder,

“Ow 1 gasped Dunter.

He stopped and span round, E:az:;uing
the bag convulsively. e glared at
the grinning Ponsonby through his big
spoctacios.

|Cantinued on page 12.)



:-GI‘D REF" BLOWS THE WHISTLE FOR—

I ghould confoss
that it was also a ho that there wers no new
problems connected with this game of football which
could possibly arise. Alas, this week I have been

remindod that such is not the case.

From all sides and angles we have talked about offside
quostions, but there now roaches me an offside guostion in
& now form. It appears, summing up a lotter I have rocoived,
that in & recent match there was a hobt attack arcund the
goalkeoper of & side for which one of my readers play,

T one time I hed an idea—perha

The centre-foriward of the other side maode o
desperate altempl o rush the ball through ;
fo carry the goollkeeper by force.

This attempt failed in ita objoctive, but such was the s
st which the contre-forward was travelling that he could not
stop himself until ho reached the net,

n fhia centro-forward had pjelod himself out of the
méshes of the net he noticed that the attack was going on,
and afraid that he would bo given offside if ho iramedintely
came back to the fiold of play, he stayed in the net for & moment
or two. In that position he could not be offside, of couras,
&3 ho was beyond the field of play and not interforing with the
play in sny way,

Then & hot shot was gant in by & colleague of the cenfro-
forward. The goalkeoper failed to cateh the ball eleanly, and
dropped it on the goal-line. This was an oepportunity too

:L to be missed from the point of view of our contro-forward
w the net,

He suddenly became wvery aclive, stipped
from Iiis place in the net, got the ball swhich the

goallkecper was struggling to gel away, and
seored.

Was it o poal, and if not, why not §
ENPECT my ]:rri%ht- yvoung readers will see the point which
I muokes the problom so diffieult, When the shot was
hatudled by the gonllesopr, the centro-forward could notb
bo ofizide, for evon i ho hed been offside proviously, the
playing of ilw hall by an opponent would heve put him onside.
Ag the contee-torward was not offside it seems to mo that the
reforce Lad no alternative but to award a goal. Butb in giving
this verdict, I am compelled to agres that it docs not sesm quite
fair.
The goalheeper cannot fairly be handicapped
by the possibility of an opponent coming from
the bacl of him in this case from the not —-lo
score a goal when the goalkeeper foile to stop
a shot eleanly.

My only conclusion ia that thia was merely one of those
kard cases for which there is mo provision in the rules

Of courss, we could fall back on the argument, often brought
forward in other casea, that the centre-forward should have
been pulled up for leaving the feld of play without the permission
of the referce, As I have praviowsly pointed out, howover,
this lgaving the field mle was never meant to affect cnsos of a
player just running beyond the goalline or the touch-line in
the exigoncies of the gameo.

It was bad luck for the side of which my roader was a merber
to lose a poal in such cirewmstances, but T am afroid thero
was no other decision possible. Nor do I think wo may need
be geriously troubled about tho same zort of thing heppening
with anything like frequency.

It iz extremely unliliely, for instance, thal any
club rwould deckde that it was wise, as o matter of
taclica, to send a player beyonid the goal-line
to wait for such chuances fo furn wp a3 in the cnse
£ have dolailed.

'

Don't waete wour broath arguints
chums. Lat “"Old Ref' settlo your oa
problems. What he doesn't know aboutthe great

winter games ien’t worth knowing.

OFTEN wonder whether tho managers of our big football
I clubs have long or short memories. So far as some of
thern are concerned, it would cortainly be just os well
if their memoriea were short, because they male mistakes
from time to time. I am reminded of this Ly the number of
layers who have made good this ssason altor being * rejectsd ™
other clubs, A3 & case in peint take young Barber, the
full-back of Chelsss, who has dono s0 woll for them in the
{up-ties this season.

e was brought up os & boy at West Ham, and actually
played for the same junior side ns two other prominent Chelses
players—Townrow and Bishop. Now the West Ham officials
are usually very much alive to the promise of the young players
in their district. Evidently. however, tha Hammers officials
overlooked Barber.

This player thenm joined Lmton Town, end played several
games with them last ganson. At the end of the term, however,
the Luton officials thought so litilo of him that thoy did nob
make him an offer of summer wages, and did not put him on
their retaining list for a transfer fee,

. Chelseq aigned on Barber, and now the player is
being spoken of as perhups the best find of the
season i the defensive-side of the game. Barber's
present transfer valuse would be about five
thousond pounds.

ELL, well, thess things happen in the beat of regulated
W football families, and it 18 no use orying over epilt

milk. Seores of similar cases could be quoted, and

it does not necossarily follow that anybody was to
blame. Plenty of foothallers play for a time without showing
formy at all above the ordinary. Then suddenly they develop
all in & moment, ss it were, without anybody being able to
explain tho why and wherefore of that dovelopment.

w mysteries of " form " and that sort of thing are very
intoresting, Managers of big clubs look very wise when they
digsover a young plaver who develops to an extraocdinary
extent. They say nothing, however, about the yaoung playera
on whom they built high hopes who failod to develop, ond over
whom much good money was wasted, Right down at bottom
it is my conviction that nobody ean forefell, with cortainty,
jugt how far o young player of promiso will go in the game.

would put it like this.

If a muanager sigmed on lo-day 6 dosen Tads of
equal age aul equal promise, amd pul thens
through the same couching and training routine,

sthly one of the fiwelve world vise to the
iighest flights and the other elcven wwould remain
ut ovdinary Ifcevels. Why #

My answer is that the genius at football, or any other game,
is not the player who is coached. Thea geniue—the player who
stands out above his fellows—is the one in whom there is &
mysterious something which the others do not possess. That
something—the ahbility to go tho last yard shsll we say 1—
can't be put into the footballer by anybody. It is either thers
or it isn't thers. The irouble is thet nobody cen be quite sure
whon, or if ever, that extrs ability will show itself.

N reply to a question from & reader, I connot recall any
case of a football elubr playing elaven men, all of them
Internationals, in the same match. There heve besn
cases of football clubs having more than eleven Inter-

notional players on the staff at the samo tipe—Cordf City and
Shefiield United are comparntively recont examplos—but I
ean't trace any matel in which cithor of thoso elubs played a
whole eleven of Inlernglionnls in one game,

“ OLD REF."
Tue Macxer Lasnany.—No. 1,803,
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A KINSMAN'S TREACHERY |

{Cantinucd from page 10.)

“Keep off, you boast!” he ped.

FPonsouby chuckied. i

* Fancy mectin’ you, old fat bean |* he
remarked. “Where are you goin’ with
shat bag 7

Bunter did not anewer the
He backed away, eyeing the
Higheliffe apprelhiensively.

e Owl of the Remove was not o
fighting man, but there was a desper-
ate gleam in his little, round eyes be-
hiod his big spcctacles,  If anything
oould have screwed up Billy Dunter’s
courago fo the sticking-point, it was
E:d prospect of being deprived of a

“Keep off I he pasped. 3

Ponsonby, grinuing, followed kim up.
It was a solitary spot, and the cheoery
Pon was prepared to spend s hoppy
ten minutes in rogping e fot and fabby
fellow who could not defend himself.

“You rotter!” gasped Bunter, 1
wish Talters was here. I wish the
other fellows were here. You'd cut off
fazt encugh

“But they're not here,” grinned Pon-
gonby. “And when you get back to
Lireyiriars you can tell them that I
ragged you baldheaded, and shoved
you inotg a& diteh, and—="

Bunter jumped back as the dandy of
Highchffo reached ot him. Pon, with
i C m-:%!!e-, jumped after him.

5

“Ow 1" spluttered Ponsonby.

Bunter was desperate. He swung up
the heavy bag, and emote with all his
strength. Ponsonby had not expected
ithe worm to turn, and he was taken
quite by surprise.

The crash of the heavy bag sent him
spinning. Ho went down on his back
with a thud in tho grass.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

For an instant he blinked ai the

rostrate on, almost terrified ab wlat

g had done. Pon was down, gasmne
and breathless; but what he wounld do
when he got up again was awful to
nontemplate,

Dunter spun round and rvaced away.

Fear, as a novelist would say, Jent
him wings. His feet scemed szeavecly
to touch the ground as hie few.

He reached the wood as the lbeeath-
Iess and emraged dawdy of Higheliffe
scrambled to his feet. .

There, for an instant, he blinked
hf.'k+ 3 by

Ponsonby, panting, <md red with
rage, was taking up the pursuit again.
Ha camo after Bunter at top specid.

*Oh lor' " gasped Bunter.

Ho raced on through the wood by the
anrrow footpath that was tangled with
brambles on both sides.

But he did not go far.

Ho was well aware that lie had na
chance in a foot race wirth Ponconby.
Haoli-way ihrough the litile wood bLe
turned from the patl. ]

Close hy the path grew an ancient
treo, ﬂiie]i’ with branches, Buntpr waos
not good-at climbing; but he clambeyed
desperately up the trce, the low
branches helping him. ‘Len fect from
the ground the branches of the old
beech spread i all directions, and
where they jutted from the parent
trunk there was a hollow space into
which Bunter pinnged, still  with
Coker's lunch-bag iu his econvulsive
grasp. )

Ho sguatted in the hollew in the
widst of the branclies, and palpitated,

Ho was only in time.
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uestion.
andy of

He soarcely breathea ss running feet
possed along the path, under the
8 3 i hran;!m; of the beech, .

ouscnby passed on, running hard,
evidently in the belief that Eilﬁly
Bunter weas atill ahead of him.

His footsteps died away
distance,

“0Oh lor'1” panted Bunier.

It was some minutes before Bunter
recovered his breath, Ponsonby had
dizappeared; but Bunter did not think
of leaving his refuge, It was more than
likely that the dandy of Higheliffe was
still 1ﬂnkin§+fnr him.

Hea gove hiz attention to the bag now.
In the hollow of the trunk, with rising
branches all round him, Bunter was
concealed from sight frem anyone on
ithe ground. And he realised that he
could not have found e sufer or more
comlortable & for taking a rest snd
a feed, Leaning back against a branch
the fat junior opened the bag, and his
eyes plistened behind lis spectacles.
Hazd Coker of the I'ilth packed that
bag with a =pecial view to Dally
Bunter's delectation, he could not have
been more suecessful.

There was s eound of champing jaws,
and & begtific smile overspread ihe
podgy countenance of William George
Dunter,

Bunter was beginning to enjoy life

But the ©Owl of the Hemove had
scarooly eaten enough for two hungry
fellows, when his podgy jaws suddenly
ceased to champ, and he started in
alarm.

There was o sound of footsteps on the
nath below,

The beast wns coming back !

Someone, at all ovents, was on the

ath. Bunter did not vernture to belroy
vmaelf hy peering down. He sat silent
and motionless, and listened.

The footsteps halted,

Bunter's heart thumped | ]

Whoever it was, had stopped directly
ander the ancient beech, Bunter heard
the scrateh of a mateh, and the scent
of a cizaretio Hoated up to him.

“Peast " hreathed Bunier silently,

But he was mora puzzled than
alarmed. IE it was Ponsonhy Lelow,
he could not knaw that Bunier was
there, Had he known, ho could easily
iave clambered wp the old beech and
rootod him ont, Instead of which, he

in tho

had  lighted a  cigarette, apd was
smoking.  Bunter gan to wonder
whether it was Pon, after all. If it was

somcone cize, all was serene.

The fat junior stirred at last, silently
] cautiously, and peered down at the
felloww under the tree, ‘

The next instant, he drew back his
lead, like a tortoise popping back into
ity shell.

Tt was Donzonby bhelow! Thoe dandy
of Higheliffoe was leaning on the trunk
of tho beech, facing the Ilootpatl,
smoking a  cigarette.  Obvicusly ho
knew nothing of Bunter's proximity, and
the fat junior wondered what on carth
e wag there for.

Slowly it downed en Lis fat brain that
iic old beech in the wood om the
common, wasz o place of appointment.
ITe had rvather wondered at sceing Pon-
sonby out alone on a half-holiday;
genevally his friends were with him.
e guessed now that Ponsonby had becn
on hizs way to some appointment when
they lhad encountered on the ecommon.
Ton had hunted for him, lost him, and
given up the chase, and now he was
waiting under ihe old beech for someono
to join himn there—possibly a book-
maker, or some bookmaker's messenger,
or_something of the sort,

Pon, leaning on the beech, was
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smoking one cigareite after apother,
and looking through a little book—soma
tipster's PJIh]IE-Ilt-iDIL Evidently he had
time on his hands,

So long us he remained there, Billy
Bunter was a prisoner in the beech, Ha
hardly dared even to munch a cake
with the greatest caution, lost a sound
should reach Ponsonby's cars,

How long was the beast going to
remain  there? Obviously was
waiting for somcone who might not
arrive yet. It was a relief to Bunter,
a fow minutes later, to hear the sound
of footsteps appoaching on the tangled

path from the direction of the open
COMmoin.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Eleked at Last !

ié DAL
G “ Bravol"
It was firet blood for Crey-

friars, and therc was a roar
frem the fellows on Little Side.

The first half wns going strong.
T'wice the home goal had uvarrow
cseaped, but each time, Squiff, in goal,
had stopped the leather. Now the
Remove men sttacked hard, and Har
Wharton sent the ball into the visitor
goul, Tatters’ voico joined in the
cheering. But as the toams lined u
again after tha al, Arthur Cecil
Cholmondeley strolled away from the
football field.

Tatters was keen on footer, and would
have been glad to play; but he was not
:}: to the form required for the High-
liffe match. Highelife were a stron
team, since Frank Courtenay had pul}eg
them together, and Pon and his knutty
friends had been dropped. They were
worth watching, especially Courtenay,
and the Eﬂtﬂ:‘ﬁlifar. But Tatters wos
thinking of other things now, and he
walked off the ground while the
Greyiriats  fellows  were  clieering
Wharton's goal.

The Greyfriars tinker whecled his
hike out. }He ge&allcd away towards
Courtfield at a brisk pace,

Mr. Quelch's warning had not been
forgotten, Tatters wans not exactly
going to look for Ponsonby, So far, he
heeded  the commands of his Form
neastor,

Hut he know that if was hkely :‘:I'mu?h
that Pon swas out of gates on a half-
holiday, and that if he was out of gates,
a fellow cyeling around Courtficld way
might happen on him—Dby chance,

Tatters turned from the road, by the
path that led acrosa the common, and
cyeled on at o leisurely paco.

There was no doubt that o wanted
te meet Ponronby. If was, in Toiters®
opinion, altogether too ““thick ** that the
;I:ntl::l:i; of Hirheliife should escape the
pruishment that wos bis due, by sneak-
ing to his Form master, and bringing
Mr. Quelch into the matter, 1f Pon
wanted to dodge trouble, he should
have thought of that before he took the
offensive 1 the first place. And there
was no doubt that if Pon came on
Tatters, wirth tho odds on his side, ho
would rvar the tinker as he had %ﬂnu
hefora,
nltorethior
Tattora,
8o althougih he was not precisely look-
ing for Ponsonby, he entertained a hopa
of fnlling in with him, and n3 it
happened, that hope was to be vealised,

Tatters reached the szpot where the
path ran through the little thick wood,
and dismounted to wheel his machina
through, There was bright spring sun-
shine on the open commeon, but on the

That sort of arrangement was
top  onesided to please
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NAFFOW tangf:.t:d path through the woeod,
it was dusky under the heavy over.
hanging Dbranches. Tatters was quite
close to a fellow whoe stood leaning
against an ancient beech tree, smoking
m%arettes and reading a sporting paper,
befora he zaw him.

“My "at!"” cjaculated Tatters,

It was Ponsonby of Highcliffe!

Tatters' approach caused the dandy of
Tligheliffie to look up, He started at
the sight of the Greyfriars tinkcr.

“Zo vou're 'ere [”” grinned Tatters.

Ponsonby drew a deep bresth,

He had glanced up, at the sound of
someono appoaching, expecting to sec
the man hoe had arranged to mect in
that solitary spot—-ao other than Cyril
Rackstraw. Since the little zcene at
Higheliffie School the weok before,
Rackstrnw and Ponsonby had agreed
that it would be better for Rackstraw
not to come to Higheliffe again. In the
circumnstances, it was obviously safer for
their acquaintance to remain unknown
to others. But that scquaintance had
continued and ripened. Rackstraw was
very useful to his young sporting friend
in maltors concerned with  backing
horzee, and he had no seruples whetever
of helping a rockless young rascal on
the downword path. And in their bitier
dislike of Tatters thoy had a
fecling in cowmmon; and to
Pon, Rackslraw made no
soeret of bis aim to drive lus
cousin in disgrace from Grey-
friars.  Whether Ionsonby
conld help him in that object
he could not viot tell, but at
was ceriain  that  the will
would not be lacking.

Tooking up, in the cxpeclation of
secing Rackstraw, 'on saw Tatters, and
he breathied bard.

Tatters leaned his machine agatnst a
tree, and come towards the dandy of
Highelife.

Pon eyed lom evilly, Uncasy as he
was at the meeting, 'on could not keep

the supercibions, contemptuons sheer
from his face.

“ Keep your distance, you cad!™ ho
snapped‘?

Tatters' eves gleamed at him.,

“You can't speak to a bloke without
calling him mames, what?" he said.
“You worm, you. I Leen jowed by my
TForm master about you! You rag a
covey three to one, and 'ack his shin
in a sevap—and then you go sneaking to
a schoolmaster to save your measly skin!
What kind of a rotten funk do you eall
vourself with all your airs?*

Ponsonby gritted his teeth,

“Keep vour distance, you serubby
ruffinn ['* he zaid savagely.

“Fou ain't got yvour pals willi yen
now. to pile on a bloke three to onc,™

jecred  Talters. “If vou 'ad, wou
wouldn't keep wvour distance, 1 fancy!
You'd be raggin’ me and ‘acking my
shins, you blooming funk, Man to wnan,
you don't want to put up your ‘ands."

“Thoy haven't taught you at Grey-
frizrs that there’'s an “H " in the
alphabet yet I’ sneered Ponsonby,

PBatters fushed.

“Quelehy says I ain't to wallop you,”
he said, “But I don't sce it. It's too
thick ] Anyhow, I'in geing to pull your
nose, hke I did once before. IF you
don't chooze fo put up your "ands after
that, ¥ou can sneak away, and I'll give
vou a blooming kick to start you."

Fonzonhy started back frem the beecle,
a5 a finper and thumb approached his
handzome nose.

“ You low rotter—"! ha panted.

. The next moment, as Tatters closed in
on him, he struck out. Tatters gave a

velp az the ITichelilfe fellow’s knockles
vrashed in hns [aee.

Then he jumped at Ponsonby.

Al remembranee of bMr. Quelch ond

his iujimetions was pone now.  Ho re-
membersed ondy Poosenby’™s many
offenees. There was o vell from Pon as
a list erashed on his nosc.

“Now po i, vou funk!” panted
Fatters.

Ponsonly hiad  Btile cholve in the

matter, and for the moment, at least,
rage supplicd the place of courage. o
Fairly Aung himself ot Tatters, and they
fonght fiereely.

YFrom Lhe branches of the beech over-
head, unseen and wnsuspected by either
of the combatants, Billy Dunler grimmed
down at the sceno,

't was quite an enlertamment to the
Owl of the Remove, .

Lunter could have :lithered down the
beeeh and eseaped, while Ponsonby was
engaged with his encmy ; but he did not
think of it. Ilo was too keenly inber-
ested in watehing the dendy of Iligh-
cliffe thrashed.

13

And it was a thrashing that Pon was
capturing. Ilo  fought fiercely and
savagely, using his feet as well as hia
hands, utterly regordless of fair play
20 long as he got home on liis cnemy,

But it availed bim little: or, ratlor, it
made matters worse for hue, for Uatters,
intensely exasperated by s hack from
Pon's boot, pressed him fiercely, and the
dandy of Ilighclilfe was knocked righs
and left,

Billy Bunter walched with great on-
joymoent. This was how he would have
liked to handla Pousouly himsell had it
been possible. Fyvery thidding blow that
reachied the dandy of 1ligheliffe was
music to Bunter's fat cars, He forgol
even his feast as he watehod, with enger
evea behind his big spectacles.

Crash!

Ponsonby went down at last, gasping,

q""'—\-..

The car drew to a halt, and Sir Georpe Cholmondslay
jumped out and raced (owards the sirange, pitiful
figure sprawled by the roadside.

* Good gad 1"
barked Sir George.

panling, ono of his eses closed and Lia
1ose streaing crirnson.

Tatters stared scornfully down at hin.

“Got wp, vou funk!” ho snapped.
“You ain't licked yet 1™

Then, as Ponsonby refused to stir, e
(aroyiriars tinker conlemptuonsly tarned
hig back on him, grasped his bievele, and
wheeled it on through the woodlnid
path.

Ponsonby romanined lying in the prass
under tho &PI'EHEHHE Lranchies of the
Leech, sroaning,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Vengeance of the Tramp!

TILLY BUNTER grinned.
B For fve minuates Bunter Tad
therovghly enjoyed himself.

But asz Tatters wheeled his
hike on, und dizappeared by the wind-
ing  path t.hruugft the wood, DBunter
cepsed Lo grin.

Latters was gone; but Ponsonby re-
mained. And Duanter, after 2 blink dow
at the proaning fellow in the grass
popped back into his hiding-place,

(Contirmued on page 18.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

It downed on Bunter's fat brain that
he would have done well to take ad-
vantage of those five furious minutes to
escape. DBut it was too late now. _

Tho thought of what would happen if
Pon zpotted him now almeost made the
fat Owl's blood run eold. s

Pon had had the throshing of his life,
and if he had a chance of passing it on
to a Greviriars man whn_mul::l not EL‘-I'ET,
Bunter did not need taeiimpf how eagerly
Pon would jump at that chance.

“The dandy of Highcliffo staggered to
his feet ot lask, . .

lle leaned on the beech, dabbing his
etrenming nose with his handkerchief,
which was soon crimsoned.

Bunter heard the savage words that
dropped from hiz lps, and trembled.
¥f Ponzonby found out that ho was
there— .

Dut Ponsonby had no suspicion that
anyone was there. Ho dabbed his nosc
und rubbed his eye, muitoring words
that would have shocked Mr. Mobbs,
had his Forin master overheard them.
Havage words were mingled with gasp-
ing ond groaning.

f!unh::: listencd,

He wondered wlicther Ponzonby would
¢lear, ov whether he would wait for
whotsoover 1t was he had come there to
moect. ‘e Higheliffo junior showed no
sign of going, as yeb. Ile was spent by
the strenuous scrap, and Lo leaned on
the beech, groaning and mutioring to
himnsclf while he dalbed his nose and
eye.

}'.i'lrm'ﬂ was a rusile in the tlackets.
Pon id not heed it; but Dunter, won-
dering 1f Tatters was coming back,
blinked down.  If he had another
chance to eseape Bunter was not going
to love it.

It wasz not Tatters, however, who ap-
pearcd on the path. Tatters, by that
time, waes far away on his bicycle.

Bunier Llinked down at & squat, tat-
tered man, with a broken nose, several
missing tecth, and a ragged cap pulled
down low over a beetling brow.

The fat junior had never scen hilm
Lwfore; but he eould see that the man
was a framp, and not the kind of tramp
that Bunter would have cared to mect
in a lonely place.

He had a bundle on his shoulder, ticd
in a rodspotted landkerchief, and a
stick under his arm.

He came slouching alone the path,
and Bunter, as ho blinked down at Lirb,
was glad thal Tee was out of sight, and
was carcful io keop out of sight.

The tmm]i}, passing undor the branches
ef the beech, stared at the well-dressed
fellow who was dabling his nose there,

His stare was simply curious at first,
but a moment later pecognition dawned
inn his skublly face.

“My word " lic ejaculated. “¥ou!"

Ponsonby gave him a qnick look, and
slarted. Ho ccased to dal his nose, and
stared at the tramp,  TFvery vestipe of
m'luur1 vamshed from his faco as Le
recognised the breken-nosed man,

Bunter heard him give a hoarse gasp.
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off I
roken-nosed man dropped his

e
The
bundle, and the stick slid down from

under his arm into his hand,

He came closor to Fonsonby, his little
eyes gleaming under his bectling brows,
Lis lips drawn back in a snoy] from his
blackened teeth.

“Youl” he repeated. “¥You, what
fitched me into the water, and pelted
me, vou young "ound! I told you I
'oped I'd see you agin, when you
hadn't got a gang with you ™
; Ponsonby aghmnk back against the

roe,

He had fared badly at the hands of
Tatters. But the sevage, threatoning
scowl on the tramp's face showed that
he had much worse to expect from the
man ho had wnntun!g ill-used.

*Let me alone!” breathed Ponsonby.
“You—vot lay & hand on me, and I'll
sek the police on you !”

The broken-nosed
savagely.

“You laid 'ands on me fast Ennugh
when there was a gang of you,” he said.
“Wot had I dono to d].*nu. I'd like to
know? You jest piled on a bloke, a
gang of you, 'cause it ain't no use for
the likes of mo to "ave the law on you.
You soused me in the river, and chucked
stones at mo, and I'd ‘ave Leen *arf-
drownded if semo young gents ‘adn’t
come glong and stopped you! Wol you
rob to say now, man to man#"

“I—TI—I'm sorry 1™ pasped Pousonby.
“It—it was only o lark! I—I never
meant to hurt you o

“You bung & bloke into o 'arf-frozen
river, and bung stones at him, and never
meant fo "urt him!” said the tramp,
with zavape sarcasm. “Well, p'rlaps 1
don't mean to 'urt you, more'n you
meant to 'urt mae! Jest about as much,

faney I

“Hands off I sereamed Ponsonby, n
Ez!.ic-r terror, as the ruffian grasped ab
1.

The next moment he waz struggling
ancl writhing in the grip of the tromp.
With his left hond the ruffian held the
writhing junior, with his right he
wiclded the stick,

Bunter, quaking with terror in the
Leech, heard the sound of erashing
Llows, and shuddered with horror.

Ele had enjoved seeing the dandy of
Ilighchiffe thrashed by Tatters, But he
was not enioying this.

11ad he dared, he would have drop
from the tree, ond given the wretched
Highcliffe fellow aid. But for no carthly
constderation would the Owl-of the Re-
move have ventured within reach of the
forpcions ruffian.

WNot that Bunier's help would have
been of any use. One Llow from the
broken-nosed man would have knocked
Bunter completely out.

The Owl of the Remove remained
whete he was, guaking.

FPonsonby was  velling,
raving, howling for merey, But thero
was no merey for him.

The man was a brutal ruffan. In
sheer wantonness Ton and his friends
had ragged the man, well knowing that,
=0 far as the Inw woent, thev had nothing
fo Fear from o taltered and dizreputable
outeast. A thrashing was no more than
Ponaonby desorved at hizs hands. But it
was more then o thrashing that the
ruffian gave him.
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man grinned

shrieking,
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With utter brutality he laid on the
blows of the stick, carcless of the injury
he did,

Ponsonby, yelling with pain, turned
on him at lass in desperation.  His fists
erashed into the brutal, stubbly face,

There was a roar of rage from the
framp.

Ho struck out fiercely with the stick,
and the blow crathed on the Higheliffa
junior's hpad.

A pasping ery came from Ponsonby,
and he fell headlong in the grass.

He did not move agzin,

The broken-nosed map raized the
stick for another blow. Dut he held hia
hand. His last blow had stunned the
hapless Hirheliffe fellow, and Pon lay
senseless at his feet.

“My word!” muttered the ruffian,
He seemed for a moment scarad at
what ho had done.

But he quickly recovercd himself. Ho
dropped the stick, stooped: by the scnse-
less schoolboy, and ran thievish hands
through hiz pockets. A minute later ho
picked up stick and bundle and dis-
appeared almig the path at a run.

“(h erikey " gasped Bunter,

He blinked down from the beech, his

faca white with horror and fear.
Ponsonby lay senscless in the grass; the
tramp had disappeared.

“I—I—I'd better help him ! Bunter
stuttered through lhis chattering tecth.
“B-b-but 1f that awiul beast should

-come back—"

He listened, but there was no sound
in the wood. He slithered down the
becch at last, forgetlul even of Coker's
luneh bag.

Ponsonby Iay insensible, and Bunter,
Llinkin round him in  terror,
approached the still form in the grass.

He stopped suddenly, quaking.

here woe 8 sound of footstops——
a rustiing of brushing twigs. Somecno
was coming up the path! To DBunter's
terrified mind it meant enly ono thing—
that awiul tramp was coming back !

In an instant the fat junior plunged
into the frees and tore away.

He was not thinking of hiding now.
He was only thinking of getting awav.
He vanished from the path before the
newcomer come in sight, tearing away
through the trees. In s few minutes ho
found himself on the open common, and
ho tore on frantically in the direction
of Courtficld. It was half an hour later
that Billy Bunter, panting, gasping,
perspiring, and still terrified, burst into
the police station at Courtfield.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Precious Pair !
CYRIL BACKSTRAW slopped,

In ulter amazement he stared
at the figuro lyving in the prass
under the spreading branches

of the beech.

He had como thore to meet Ponsonby,
but this was not how he had expected to
find him,

The cigar dropped from hiz mouth,
nnd he stood staring down at the
Highcliffe junior blankiy.

“Good gad ™ lie cjaculated.

Ponsonhy stiveed and greaned.

A strango oxpression  camo  over
Rackstraw's face. A slrango lighs
gleamed in lis eyes.

On his way to the place of appoint-
ment Rackstraw had passed o cyclist,
and stepped out of sight behind a tree
till ha was past. He did not want {o
meet Tatters, but he lmd watched the
Creviriars tinker with a enriong and
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malevolent eye, noting ihe signs of
combat in his face. He was well aware
of the bitter focud between Tatters and
Ponsonby: he had hoped and planned
to turn it to his advantage in his_
scheming ageinst his rival for Sir
George Cholmondeloy’s fortune. Now
the strange thought came into his mind
that Tatters had played into his hands.

Tha eyehist bad been coming from this
direction when Rackstraw had scen him,
His looks had shown that he had
recently been fghting, The thought
had ecrossed Rackstraw’s mind that
there might have been a hostile meet-
ing between the two., Now he found
Ponsonby lying stunned, battered,
bruised, in the grass under the beech.
If Tatters had done thig——-

Rackstraw’s look was glodting at the
thouglt.

If Tatters had done this there was
no more need for scherming, The young
scoundrel had cooked his own goose.
Expulsion from Groyfriars and a term
in a reformatory would be his reward
if he had done this to Ponsonby. Sir
George Cholinondeley would cast him
off m horror and disgust if this conld
be proved against him. Rackstraw had
won hiy game, and won it with Tatiers'
own help, if the tinker had done this!

And who ¢lse could have done 117
Tha young scoundrel, trained by a
ruflianly tinker, was capable of 1, in
Rackstraw’s opinion. His opinion of
Arthur Cecil Cholmondeley was founded
on jealous batred, and he was ready to
give poor Tatlers credit for this act ot
forocioua hrutality, or for anything else,

Ho breathed hard and deep.

If Tetters had done this— And he
felt assured that Tatters had done 1.
Tha wish was father to the thought,

Ponsonby stirred again, groaned, and
gat up dezedly. Hiz hand went to his
head and he greaned again.

Then, as his dizzy eyes made out a
figure sianding near him, he panted
huskily in deadly fear:

“Keep off 1 Lt me alone!”

* @ Ie's all vight,”” =aid Rackstraw sootl.
iu%‘ly‘. “Ttis I! Your frtend! Let me
heolp you.”

He raised Ponsonly from the grazs
and helped ki to a scat on a fallen
fog. Ponszonby leaned baek against a
tree, groauing. He recognised Rack-
slraw now.

“Keep with me,””  he motlercdd
hoarsely; “that villoin may be siill
about. Don't leave me, Rackstraw.”

“Relv on mo,” suid Rackstraw. “ By
gad! Youre hurt, old fellow. Take a
sip of this”

Hao dvow g Mazk from his pocket andd
placed it lo Y'onsouby's lips. The taste
of what it contained was probably not
new to Ponzonby. The colour flushed a
Iittle into his haxgard face,

He leancd on the tree. breathing
havd. Rackstraw cyved bim. It was his
cuo to svmpathise, but he conld harvdix
keep the gloating out of his look. If
Tatters had done tlis—

Ponsonby was black and blue with
hruises. His face was bruised and cuf,
and there was o large lump on s hepd.
Obviously he had becen savagely begten
with a stick; beaten as no decont man
wanld have deeamed of bealing a doe,
Ponsonby was gomng fo be laid up—
perhaps for weeks, Heo was In no state
to get away without aid. But oy
Rackstraw’s coning he might lave lamn
for many hours in the weood, nnable to
vrawl away. Whoever had done this
wasd booked for prison.

“You moet Cholmondeley here ™ saind
Rockstraw at Iast.

TPonsonby nodded.

Rackstraw's eyes burned.

“I thought so! I passed the young
scoundrel; he was coming from this
direction. He attacked you "

Another nod.

snid Rack-

" This does for him 1™
straw. * You've been through it, Pon;

—

OUR LEATHER WALLETS
ARE IDEAL FOR THE
POCKET!

. All you've got to do to win one

15 to compose a Gre@iars limerick

like Miss Dorothy Wilden, of 19,

Foxmore $tr¢:¢t. Battersm, 5. WL x

wha sent in the following winning

effort, which is illustrated by our
artist

e sy

! A amile took the pltace of a scowl ! |
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but that's a consolation for you, This
does for him.”

Ponsonby atared at him dully.

“1 don’'t understand youl” he mmi-
tered faintly, “1 had & fight with
Cholmeondeley—hape lum! He—la
knocked me out! Then that tramp—-="
i ;;Whn.t tramp " Rackstraw’s face
ell.

“*I don't know his name—a bruie
with a broken nosc.” Ponsonby's voice
waz low and faint. “I'll give

deseription to the pelice, though. Tl
et him two years for this b
Rackstraw's tecth sct hard.
“¥You mean that 16 wz2s 1nod

Cholmondeley who handled 7you like
thiz "’ he muttored,

“0Of course it wasn't!" enarbed
Ponsonby. *“ 1t wae that tramp! We—
we ragged him the other day—ducked
hun 1o the river. I never dreamed that
I should cver see him agnin! He came
on me here, and—and—" He broke
off with o grean.

Rackstraw gritted hia teeth hard. It
wae not Tatters, after all! But for his
bitfer hatred of the Greyfrmars weif he
would have known that it waz not
Tuiters who had done such a thing.,

There was a long silence,

“Let's have this clear,™ enid Rack-
straw at lost, *Cholmondeley met vou
here and attacked you—™"

A pod.

“He knocked
vo—

Another nod.

“Aflter that this tramp, whoever ha
iz, came on the scene and beat you up
for nn old predge——-°"

Ponsonby nodded again.

“Well,'" said Rackstraw, with a deen

breath, “never mind tho tramp! I
dare say he's far coough away by this
tite; he's not lkely to hang about
here, with the police looking for him.
He will naturally expect von to set the
police after him. He will ba in the
next county before night. You'ro going
to wash out the tramp, Pon; forget
that he over exsiod.”
“You—you foolt™ muttered Ponsonbr.
“I'm going to send him to prison—I'm
roin' to get hin the longest streteh I
(1)) ey

“Can't you seo®" bLreaithed Raek-
siraw. " You wash out the tramp. and
—{holinondeley did thas!”

“ Cholmondelew 1™

IPonzonby stared blankly.

“Cholmondeley ¥ repesied Rackstraw.

Pon still stared. Buot slowly under.
standing dawned on Dbim. The look
that came over 'ontonby's battered
faee was not pleasant to seo. -

“Oh gad!” he muttered.

“Don't you szeel!” muttored Rack-
straw, Y Cholmoodeley did  this—amld
he's going to be F,.':a-:'r!:nrt-(]:|r fromt his schoal
for it—hi's poing to be sent to a rve-
formatery for it! He's done for—if wao
fix this en hirn! You pay off your score
sgainst  the young scoundrel, and I
cloar him ovt of my way! You under-
tandd ¥ Arthnr Cholmondeley did this—
and there never was any framp ™

Ponsonby breathed hard.

"1 oget youl!” Lie mdiered.

“You're gamaer™

“T'm pamet™

“Nobody  saw
W HPEE s ———'

“Qf cotree mnoi! e couldn't have
beaten me up liko this if there had beon
nnvbody abouat®

Rackstraw sodded.
that.

“Bar--I'm nol leifing that broken-
noscd bente off, affier what Lio's done tor
me—-=*
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=oun out and  Teft

ihe man  here—1o
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*Never mind him! He ean be found
and dealt with another time, if yon're
keen on it, Easy cnough to traep him
1 we want to. Cholmondeley firse.™

“Cholmondeiey first!” agreed Yon,
with an evil glhtter in his eyes. * By
gad, TI'll ma thot cur squirm for
knockin® mo outt"

Rackstraw's look was gloating again.
Flot after plot against his rival for o
fortune had failed; but this should nob
fail. Ponsonby. aftor all, was the tool
he had needed!?

“I'll help you as far as tho road,” he
aald, at last., “You can pick up & lift
mm a car thera! 1 mustn’t be scen with
sou! I'll ot out of this neighbourhood
at once—now all’s clear! I'd better be
at Cholmondeoley Castle when the nows
comrs—cannot be too careful! Can you
walk now, if ¥ help you?”

s T1]} tey. "

Rackstraw helped him to his feet.
Ponsonby groaned at every step, as he
was helped along she path. Twice the
hapless junior almost fainted, as Hack-
straw helped him across the common
to the road. Near tho road, anxious
not to bo scen, Nackstraw left him.

“You can crawl the rest,” he mut-
tered. “ Yoo erawled all the way when
you tell the tale

The rascal hurried away. FPonsonby
limped on, but in o fow minutes he sanlk
into the grass. He was crawling on
hands and knees, groaning every
moment, whoen lhe reached the road,
with scarcely strength cnough left to
wave his hand and call out feebly when
& oar came in sight [rom the direction
of Courthield.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,

The Good Samaritan !

[R GEORGE CHOLMONDELEY,
S of Cholmondcley Castle, Hamp-
shire, jammed a rimless eveglass

a littlo tightor under a grizzled
eycbrow, and stared from the window
of hia big, expensive car, at a strange
figure by the roadside. The next
momont he had barked to the chauffeur.

" Spencer ! Stop !

The ear drew to & halt by the side of
the road over Courtfield Commeon, with-
in @ couple of yards of the battered,
bruiscd, dishevelled schoolbey who
sprawled there, feebly waving & hand
and calling.

Without waiting for the chauffeur to
open the door, Bir George opened it
himself and jumped out, with great
activity for a gentleman of his years.
The grizzled old baronet, with his
mastift face and a voice like the bark
of a fierco dog, had & net vnkindly
heart. And few would have passed that
forlovn figure by the read:ide unheeded.

“Good pad! What? What?" barked
Sir George, as ha bent over Ponsonby
of Highelife. " What has happened to
you? What?"”

A faee that was white as chalk, where
it was not blackened by bruises, stared
up at Sir George Cholmondeley. TIon-
sonby tried te speak, but hia voice
failed him. Ho was far more utterly
spent, after lus terrible experience, than
Rackstraw had noticed—the rascal’s
thoughts being concentrated rather on
his own desperate scheming than on the
sfofte of his confederate. Ths wesry
drag across the common to the road
had exhausted what little strength
Ponsonby had left, and he was now in
a pitiable condition.

“Help!® Hoe mansged to get the
word out, 3

“ Cortainly! Certainly!” barked BSir
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George. “Good gadl What oan have
happened to the bov—he locks beaten
black and blue! Spencer, assist me with
this boy.”

“Yes, Bir Georga™

The chauffeur bhad stepped down. His
look was commiserating at the wretched
Ponsonby. It was obvious that the
schoolboy had boen beaten with ruthless,
savage malice by some brutal ruffian,

Between them, Ponsonby was lifted
from the ground, Hoe sagged helplessly
in their grasp.

HCan you tell me your name?” asked

Bir George.  “Can you tell me whero
g.*;ﬁu ll*;"ﬂ? I bave no time to lose,
b

:'HE'E fainted, sir!” said Spencer,

"Good gad! What scoundrel can
have dene this—to a mere boyi" ex-
elaimed Bir George. ""He has been
beaten  terribly—terribly! Help me
place him in tho ear! He looks like a
sehoolboy—probably he is known ab
Groyfriars—at sll events, Dr. Locko
will tuke him in and a medical mon can
be sent for! Lift him in.”

“Yes, Sir George.”
_ Ponsonby was lifted, gently enough,
inte the car. He was laid on the soft
cushions in the lugzurious interior, and

Sir George sat on the cdge of the seat, y

te see that he did not roll off when the
car ran on again, The hapless Pon was
unconscious now. A moan or & mut-

tered word left his white lips at in-
tervals, but he was past epeaking
¢learly.
“Quick, Spencer!” barked Sir George.
The chauffeur resumed his seat, and
drove on towards Greylriars; for which
destination Bir George Cholmondeley
had been heading when he sighted
Ponsonby by the roadside,
The bli car raced oh. ‘
Ponsonby stitred and moaned., His
eyves woere open, and they turnod dully
on the anxious face of the old baronet.

But he did not speak—he was not
thinking, then, even of his plot of ven-
geance against Tatters. He was con-
scious only of paln.

The car covered the distance to the
scnool swiftly. As it turned in at the
gates, QGosling touched hig- hat with
?reub respect to the lord of Cheolmonde-
oy Castle, who was & governor of Grey-
friars. BSpencer ran the ¢ar on to the
deor of the Head's house.

From the direction of the football
ground there was a sound of shouting.

“Goalt™

“ Bravo, Wharton !

The shouts reached Sir George's ecars,
though he did not think of heeding
them. Tho chauffeur rang at the Head's
door, and then helped Bir George lift
Ponsonby from the car. The Head's
butler, opening the door, looked in
amozement at the sagging fizure held
betweon the baronet and the chauffeur.

“You know this boy?” barked Bir
George. “Docs he belong to  this
school T

“No, Bir George,” sald tha butler,
staring at Ponsonby. " But I think I
have seen him before. A Higheliffs boy,
I think, sir.” ]

“My dear Bir George, what—
what——* Dr. Locke came into the
hall, with amazed eyes on Ponsonby.

“You know thia bay, sir? asked the
old baronet,

“J—I think so, yves, I am surc—he i3
named IPonsonby—he belongs to High-
cliffc Behool., Dut what has happened?”

“I know nothing of that, sir—I found
him by the roadside, in this state, and
picked him up,” said 8ir George. “He
seerns to have been the victim of a
savoge assault, I was suve, sir, that you
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would be willing o take him in and
send for mediesl atd.”

“Blost assuredly,” said the Head at
once.  *“He shall be placed in the sana-
torivuim immedwately, and I will tele-
phone to Dr. Pillbury. He is in no
ft;'tﬂnm be taken back to Higholiffe
LU,

“Very good!” said Sir CGeorge.

FPonsonby, still in o dazed, half-con.
sclous state, though he was recovering
@ little now, was removed at once to the
school sanatorium, while the Head went
to tha_tulephc-na, He was left in the
matron's charge till the medical man
muli arrive,

= strange aflair, sir,” said Sir
Goorge Uhgﬂmndelle;r, when the Head
rejoined him, " A matter for the polic
I should think. No doubt the boy will
bo able to state who has used him in
that terrible manner, when the doctor
has seen him. Some rufianly footpad,
no dﬂ-ﬂhﬁu”}

“1 should imagine s=0!" assented the
Head. “Dr. Pillbury will be here very
soon, and we shall ascertain. In the
meantirmoe—"

“In the meantime, sir, I should like
E:' sed my grandson,” said Sir George,
I desire to sce how Arthur is progresss
ing at Groyfriars. As a matter of fact,
v; rmade ﬁamndchangc_n inlmr plang
regarding my grandson, sir. TOSUme
that he ﬁ at hand? 4
. “No doubt!” said the Head cough.
ing. “I will at all events send for him,
But as it is a half-holiday in the school,
it 18 possible, of course, that the boy
may be out of gatog—"

&ir George grunted.

“He was mot informed of your in-
tonded visit, I think, Bir George,” said
Dr. Locke, “I had no idea—" Dr,
Locke coughed again. It was alwaye
rather an infliction when a pgovernor
of the school came down to Greyfriars;
and it, was the Head's opinion that Sir
George would bave done well to apprise
him of his intention to call. But the
lord of Cholmondeley Castle seemed to
have a fixed idea that tho rcst of the
inhabitants of the globe existed only
for his convenience,

“I found 1 bad time, sir, to make this
visit to-day,” said Bir George. "It was
not necessary to inform Arthur. Natue-
ally T expected to see the boy here.”

“As it is a half-holiday—" mure
mured the Head.

Grunti

It did not take long to escertzin tha
Arthur Ceecil Cholmondeley, of the Fes
move, was ouk of gates that alternoon.
He had gone out on his bicycle. Hir
George barked when he rcccived the
news.

“Absurd! I have travelled a hundred
miles to see the bov. And he is
absent! Absard!”

“Really, Sir George——" murmured
the Head. :

“71 will wait!” barked Sir George.

And the lord of Cholmondeley Castle
waited—and the Head of Greyfriars
hoped ferventlﬁi that Arthur Cecil Chol-
mondeley would not bo long in getting
back to the school.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
A Thunderbolt 1

ARRY WHARTON & Co. cama
H off the foothall ground, with
cheery faces. The Higheliffe

mateh waos over, and Groyiriars

had won—two gosls to one. And as
Harry Wharton had kicked both the
goels for Greyfriars, ho was fecling par-
ticularly pleased with himself. The
Famous TFive went down to the gatca
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with the Highcliffe men to see
them off. Courtenay and the
Caterpillar bade farewell to
ir friendly rivals, and the
Higheliffe footballere were
about to roll off in the bhrake
when a cyclist came whizzing
up from the direction of Court-
field, and jumped down from
machine,

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!
Tattors) exclaimad
Cherry.

*'Ow did
Tatters,

“Oh, we pulled it off ! =aid
Bob. “Close thing, though!
What have you been doing with |
your chivvy?” A

Courtenay gave the Groy-
frinrs tinker o quick lock. The
Caterpillar  smiled. Arthuy
Ceall Cholmondeley  passed o \

Hore's
Bob

!

it got?”  ashed

hapd over a swollen nose and
& bruised cheek.

[ i
Does it show much? he
asked.

“ Well, anybody can scc that
ou've _‘E}"\::!Fn serapping,™ soid
ierry iarton, {rowaing u

little. : g

“Now I wonder,” remarlod
E,-ha Caterpillar  thoughtiully,

whether any. I'Iighuiig’& man
I:;ad hifm: Eslc in' ulil. black eves

us noses this j !

afternoon Rk

Tatters grinned.

“You'll find Ponsonby, look-
ing wuss'n me, if you want to
know," he auswered.

“If he looks wuss!™ said the
Caterpillar gravely, “he must
look a regular corker! Well,
come on, Franky; let’s hurry
home an' condole with Pon't
Probabty he's feelin'  the
friondly condolences.”

"I never went looking for him, you
Ehkc-_s," said Tatters, flushing o little,

Jost ‘appened on him' on  the
COmNTION.

“And you went that way, thinkin®
that xi“m might not meet him?’ sug-
goested the Caterpillar.

“Well, I thought I might meet him,”
confessed Tatters. “Still, T wasn't look-
ing for him. And if he hadn't turned
up his hiﬂﬂtrung nosa at me, 1 .-_Insg_a}- Y
wonldn’t 'ave punched it.”

The Caterpillar shook his head,

“It's ono of dear old Pon's bloomin'
faults, that he turns up hiz bloomin
nose too bloonmn® ofton 1™ he remarked.
“It's one of his bloomin’ manners” ol
customs, nnd bloomin® irritatin® to auny
Maomin' fellop——-u="

“Oh, come on, Caterpillar " zaid
Conrtenay  hastily.,  “Good-lve, rou
icllows!  We'll Leat you next tnne, 1
hope.”

And the brake rolled away with the
Misrlielifte foothallors. Tatters whecled
i his machine with the Fawaoes Five.

The chums of the Remove wers look-
ingr rather grave. In spite of Jr.
I._.luuri_-llrﬂ sl ried 'Ill"ljl_li'l-l':"“{'ll'lﬁ-l Tallers Tipd
fonnd tranble with Ponsonby that after-
nonm. It was hkely that be would
fidl  troalde with Me, Quelch, (oo
tioshine came ont of lis lodze as 1he
jumines went in,

" AaLaster Chalmondeloy’s wanted ™ he
eatill. " Youwre to go lo the *Fad's
stedy, sie™

T0h, my ‘at! epnculaled  Tabiers.
“Bust my buttonz!  That worm can't
tave sneaked about onr serap already.”

~Of Ponsonby's arrival at Greylriars,
in Bir Geovge Cholmoendeley's car, the

need of

ather Greyiriars

juniors as yvet know nothing. Thoey had
ween too busy on the football ground to
heed the arrival of even so great a man
as the lord of Cholimondeloy Castle,

“What does thoe Head want Chol-
mondeley for, Gosling?’ asked Harry.

“WVisitor to see him, =ir,” answered
Gosling; “8ir Ueorge Cholmondeley,
sir. He came in ]mil‘gan hour ago.”

“Oh lor' 1" sand Talters

The arrival of hiz grandfatbor did not
seem o boek the Groyiriars tinker. He
walked on rather dismally with  his
L']Itl]'ll::L

“Well, yvow're an ass, Tatters,” saud
Nugent,  “¥You've got fo show yvour
grandfathor a prize nose now. Why
couldn't yon keop ont of serapping wiih
that Llighelife cad

“Well, I never hkuowed prandfather
was coming,” said Tatters. o neve
let an fo me. Is my nose very badi™

“lake & squashed gooscbhervy ™

M Better get in,” sad Ilurry Wharton,
“TH dwhe your bike 10 thoe  =hed,
Tatters, St Goorge i#n't iho kind of
ald pent fo keep “waiting, i 3on can
hielp #t.™

“What-ho ™ zaid Tatters poeeinlle,

He vent on o il House, A pair of
witnleteeves Tell on hiom from a stedy
windaw ; aad My Queleh met him as he
cuterid, Tatters suppressed o groan ot
ihee 2ight of his Form master,

“lholmoudeley V7 rappod A,
f,}::l"-i{'lt,

“Yoes, sie ! mobled Tatlers.

T onecd notb a<k vou if you have heon
fieliing,™ =aid the Temove master,

“Munno. sir! I mwean, ves, sir.”

Me. Queleh lomitted his hroswas,

“Ouly two days avo, Cholmondeley. T
warned you to aveid further disputes
with ligheliffe boya, [Have vou heon
lighiing with Ponsonby i

o,

“*1 understood that you were making fIrlends here, Arthur,” boomed Sir George.

“1 did not expect to find you looking disgracefully hatt.-;ml, sir, from fighting with some

boy !*

“Yon—you sep, sir——* stammered
Tattors.

“Answer my question?” sapped out
Alr., Quelch.

“Yooa, girl”

* In spite of my strict commands, Chal-
n:!:mdelug‘, you have sounght out this
Highelifto boy and feuzht with him??
excloimed Are. Quedeh, in 2 voice of
thander,

*I=I didn'c look for him, sir? T jost
appencd on him!  And he'd have
pitched into me fast eoough, f I'd
{li‘t{l Jwo or three other Dlokes with
(Fh1E

“liere iz no doubit that you are fa
WMame Chelmondeloy, T am assuprod
that Pournnby would nek have sought o
conhict with you, alter baviox appealed
to lis Form master Lo place the maller
taelore e, az Bo did”

Tatlers prinned Faintdy.

“T{ e hadn't heon olone,
wonlil hoave—="

“That i vor tlie point, Chelmondeloy !
{5 ovou  Any thal Pon=onby  attackol
vorr, und fhat vou enly defended vours
self ™

s tas much of @ blooming fonk,

:—il‘.”
Wil von answer tse plainly?  Did
voir foree u copflut oo Ponsoniw, or
i yeon nott” thuardered Mre, Queleli.
“Well, sir, yes, T &'poze I did I aid-
weitbed Matters, “Arter Mo rageed e
and :.'1-"1-.1-11 i =hing, wir, J-1 thought

sir, hin

1 will pod deal widh you now, Chal-
meteleley, a3 vour grandfather Ge I
wirderstand. ot the school, and waortio
to sen von,” zaid Mo Queleh, * Lator,
[ shall purizh vou eoverely for o redk.
lessly digregurding my cotunamds,  Now
vou ey go—and make yonrself a heclo

Tug f‘[.m'::s'r Tagmwmy---No. 1.203,
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more presentable bofore you appear in
Sir George Cholmondeley's presence.”
“¥es, sir1” mumbled Tatters,
Tatters was beginning to wish that ha
had stayed on Little Swde, and watched
the football matoh through, after all,

But it was too~late to wish that new. o

Ho hurried away, ond bathed his face,
and put on a ql'gan collar, and brushe:i
his hair, and took his way to the Head's
study. He hoped, though not wvery
hopefully, that 8ir George would not
remark on tho signs of recent combat in
his face.

He topped at the Head's door.

“Come in !”

Tatters entered.

Sir George Cholmondeley was there,
with the Head. He had waited some
time for his grandeon, and was not n
the best of tempers. Neither was the
Head in his happiest mood. A gover-
nor of the school had to be treated with
distinction, and the Head had taken Sir
George to his study for a chat while ho
waited for Arthur Cecil. But he did
not enjoy the chat. Even the Head's
polished urbanity was wearing o little
thin by the timo Tatters prescnted him-
zelf, and nover bad the headmaster of
Greyfriars been so glad to seco any
junior arriva in his study. :

“Ah! Tt iz you, Cholmondeley ! said
Dr. Locke. “ Your grandfather is here,
and has waited—"

“I'm gorry, sir. I never knowed——"

“Quite, guite! Sir George—""

Bir eorgo Cholmondeley was staring
at his grandson. His mastifi-face looked
more like o mostiff’s than ever.

“ Arthur ' ho bharked. “You have
heen ﬁghtin{g g

“J—I 'ad & scrap, sir!” {faltered
Tatters. ;

“I understood that you wero ma.hing
friends here, 1 did not expect to fin

you lpoking disgracefully battored, sir,
from fighting with some other Grey-
friars boy !" boomed Sir George.
“It—it wasn't a Greyfriarzs bloke,
grandiather.”
“A  Greyfriars  what—what—what ?
ave vou not learned to speak Baoglish
yvet? Really, Dr. Locke—"
“Really, Sir George—" said the
Head tartly.

“ As I feaved, my grandson is making

little progress  here,” grunted Sir
Ceorge.  “Iis language is still dis-
graceful, He appears to spond his

time in fighting, instead of sttending to
bis lessons, Huh !

“I ain't 'ardly ever fought nobedy,
gir 1" faltered Tatters. “I1 don’t never
row with any Greyfriars covoys, sir. 1t
wnz o 'Igheliffe bloke.”

The Head started a little.  Mr.
Mobbs' complaint from Highceliffe had
reached him as well as My, Queleh. His
brow became stern, :

“*With whom have you been fighting,
Ghulmnndeln;;?” ha rapped.

A —sn—s ‘Tghcliffe feller, sic—"

“His name

“ Ponsonby, sir.”

8ir George Cholmondeley
jumped.

* Ponsonby ¥ he repeated.

“Yes, sir.”

“Dr. Locke, did you not say that
Ponsonby was the name of the boy I
brought hers in my car?”

“Yeop, Sir Georgo,” answered the
Hoad, with a very strange and startled
look at Tatters. *“Your grandson has
soveral times had trouble with the boy,
though I am bound to sayy from what L
have heard, that the fault was entirely
on Ponzonby's side. He appears fo
have scoffed and derided your grandson
in & very disagreesble way, on account

fairly
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of—ahem! DBut & complaint wes re.
ceived from Higheliffe on Monday, and
Cholmondcley was strictly forbidden to
pursue the quarrel any further.”

“After ho'd ragped me, and acked
my shins!™ excluimed Tatters indig-
nantly.

“¥You fought with Poneonby this
alternoon ¥ exclaimed Sir George, his
eyes fixed on Tatters' [ace.

£l &'Esp”

"Where ¥

“On Courtfield Common, sir.”

“Good gad!” cxclaimed 8ir George.
“Is it possible? It canoot bo possiblel
A grandson of mine—good gad !

The Head's faco was very grave now,
The same terrible suspicion thot was in
Sir George's mind, had forced itsclf nto
Dr. Locke’s.

Tatters stared ot them blankly.

He could not understand. Tho news
that he had fought with Ponsonby on
Courtficld Common that afterncon
scemed to have fallen wpon them like a
thunderbeolt. Why, Tatlers could not
EuEﬁs. L] -

“TImpossible ! said the Head, st last.
“MNo Grevyfriars boy—oven a boy with
such—such strange antecedents as Chal-
mondeley=—could have acted in such »
manner. Impossible "

2ir George Cholmondeley did nob
speak again. Heo sat staring at Tatters
ﬁrmﬂ . Hse knew little of tﬁa boy. He

ad seen little of him. It was only
when other heirs of his name and title
had failed, that he had sought out his
grandson—the son of hizs scapegrace
younger son who had gone to the doges.
He had found him in chargo of =
ruffianly tinker—a brute and scoundrel !

That was the kind of training Tatiers
had had! Mad his grandson dono this?
Dr. Locke rosoe.

“The doctor iz with Ponsonby now,
air George,” he said, "I will go at
oneo and ses him. No doubt Ponsonby
will bo able now to give meo the namo 6f
his assailant, Cholmendeley, rerusin
here taill I return”

“Wes, sir,” stammered Tatlers,

Dr. Locke left the study. Tatters re-

-mained alone with his prandiather—in

silence. Sir George did not speak.

sat like a bronze 1mage, his cyes under
hizs prizzled brows fixed on Tatters with
that steady, unwinking stare that filled
tho boy's heart with & strange scnse of
uneasiness and terror.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Black Treachery !
44 ONSONDBY—"
P “"In sanny 22
* Knocked out—beaten up——W
“My hat!”

The news was spreading now, and
Harry Wharton & Co. heard it with
astonishment, not unmixed with alarm—
alarm for Tattera. .

“DBut what-what—why *" exclaimed
the captain of the Remove. “He can't
lie much hurt—he can't-———"

"I saw him taken to sanny,” said
Skinner of thoe Remove, with n grim,
“Heo was fairly erumpled uwp! Some-
hady’s given him tremendous toco, and
I've rather an idea who it was, too.”

“Weo all know who's been hunting
him ! remarked Snoop.

“But how did ho E‘;Et hqrﬂ?” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. " Why didn’t they
tuke him to Highcliffe? Ho doesn't
belong here I

“Old Tin-whiskers brouzht him in, in
his car," expleined Skioner. “He

scems to have picked him up on Court-
ficld Common, after he was knocked
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out. I suppose he didn't know where he
belonged, and he bronght him on to
Greyfriars with him. I'll bet he dide't
guess that it was his jolly old grandson
who had done 1t 1™ )

“I can’t understand it,” said Whar-
ton. “Tatters met the cad, and
thrazshed him, and he's told us so; but
he wouldn't have hurt Ponsonby to the
extent of laying him wvp o sanny.
That's ridicclous 1™ :

“Tho ridiculousness is terrific

“DBut if he really is in sanny—
said Nugent, with a worricd look,

“I tell you, I saw him taken there,”
said Skinner, “I know jolly well who
must have done it! Keep it dark, of
course, if Pon does! No nced to give &
Greyiriars mun away to the Beaks.”

"%nn’s not likely to keep it dark, if
he's really hurt—or if he isn't, if you
come to that!” said Harry. “He will
tell everybody who asks him that
Tatters thrashed him =

“Then it's the sack for C'—hoimmafia]?y,
it he does,” said Skinper. “I don't like
that dashed tinker; but I'll say this
much—whatever he gave Fon, Pon
askod for. ‘That's Pon's way.” ,

* But he can't bo seriously hurt !” said

harton.

“T tell you he's simply smashed! He
had to be carried into sanny, and the
doetor's with him now !

“ The medical wallah 1” exclaimed Bol,

“Yea, Old Pillbury.”

“Great pip!" .

. It was utterly dismaying news to the
Famous Five. Dy this time all Grey-
frinrs was discussing Ponsonby, and
what had happened te him. In the
Bomove, Skinner was not the only fellow
to connect Tatters' name with the occur-
rence.  Tatters' foud with Ponsonby
was well known, and a dozen fellows
hed seen the signs of combat on Tatiers’
face when he camo in,

Had Pon simply been thrashed, no
one could have doubted that 1t was
Tatters who hod done it. DBut the news
that Ponsonby had been gericusly hurt
was surprising and dismaying to
Tatters' friends. They could not
imagine Tatters guilty of an act of
ruffanismn or brutality. Yet he ad-
mitted that he had met Ponsouby and
thrashed him. Had his temper, pro-
voked by the Higheliffa dandy’s in-
golence, carried him too [ar?

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here come the
Beoaks ! murmured Bob.

Dr. Locke came out of the House,
with Mr. Quelch. Both of them glanced
at the excited group of junmiors in the
quad as they passed, and every cyo was
on their faces. The gravity of the
Hoead's look, tha grimness of Queleh’s,
did not cseape a single cye.

They passed on, and the juniora
watchod then enter the Head's privato

arden, which had to be crossed to reach
the school sanatorium. here was no
doubt of their destination. :

“Going to see dear old Pon,” said
Skinner. “Friends, Roman:, and
countrymen, if you have tears to shed
for the jolly old tinker, prepare to shed
them now! It’s Tatters for the long
jump 17

“(h, shut up, Skinner!”

“Whera's old Tatters now?” azhked
Nugent.

“Tn the Head's study, with his jolly
old grandfather * zaid Ekinner. “Tough-
lockin’ old bird, that jolly old grand-
father! T shouldn't care to . be n voung
Cholmondeler’s shoes now!  He must
have heen off his rocker to handle Pon
like that!”

“Pon’s nn cxasperatin’ cad!® said
Temple of the Fourth. “ Young Tuiters
mey have hit harder than ho meant——"
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“¥e laid into Pon with a stick,” sawnl
Bkinner,

“You rotter !V exclaimed Bob Cherry
angrily, “Tatters did nething of the
sort ! You jolly well know he wouldn't.™

“I jolly well know he did,” answered
Skinner coolly—"at lcast, somechbody
did, and if it wasn't Cholmondeley, who
was it? Bemehody has smashed Pon up
with a cudgel—beaten him black and
bluc I*

" Impossible I
aghast,

“Don't I keep on telling you I =zaw
hir 7" demanded Skinner. "™ Anvhow,
it will bhe all over the school socon.™

The excited discussion went on. Harr
Wharton & Co, were utterly dismayed.
Skinner's word was worth nothing, but
Lthey learned from other zources that it
was true that Ponsonby had  been

exclaimed Wharton,

savagely beaten with a cu:;]ge], that o
was ¢overm] with terrible bruises, and
IF = —
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that the medical man bhad examined him
for fractured boncs—fortunately finding
no serious mjury. _

That Tatters had been guilty of such
an act they could not belicve, yet, as
Bkinner said, if it was not Tatters, who
was 167

Tatters, it was ecertain, had met Pon
on the common and pitched into him.
It could not have been much later that
2ir George Cholmendeley had picked
him up and brought him on to Grey-
frioars. The whole affair had accurred
during the zpace of time occupied by the
football match at Greyfriars. The
Famonz Five had dark and troubled
faces as they listened to the excted talk
round thoem.

Meanwhile, Dr. Locke and AMr. Quelch
had entered the school hospital, whero
they found Ponsonby in bed, Iving in
bamdagez.  Dre.  Pillbury was  pone,
having  dane all he could for the
injured Ponzanby, and leaving instiue-
tions that he was not to be removed
to Ilighchfie till the morrow at the
carliest. The two masters looked down

- your
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onn Pon's fsce—ghastly while where it
was not blackened by bruises—with
pitying eyes. Lhey both knew Pousooby,
and did por hke )I:Lim; but they had to
compassionate him now.

I"onsonby was lying in pain, but he
was fully conscious, and quite himself
now. His strength had returned to a
great extent, though he was feeling tho
effeets of his injuries oven more severely
than at Arst. There was o fierce, almost
foverish, glitter in his eyes as he lay
there, and looked up at the two masters.

He knew why they had come; and
not for a mowent did Ponzonby repent
of the dastardly schome hie hod concocted
with Rackstraw. Ho longed for wvem-
geance on tho brultal tramp who had
tll-uged him; Lut his {feelings towards
the broken-nosed man were mild i coni-
parison with his hatred for poor Tatters.
Tha broken-nosed man would keep. as
Rackstraw had said. Vengeanoe on
Tatters waz in his power now, and it
was of that vengennce that Ponsonby
waz thinking, with a glonting anticipe-
tion, even while he ached and grosned
fromn his injuries.

“My denr boy,” said the Head gently,
“1f you feel strong enough to speali—"

“¥es, sir!] muitered Ponsonby.

“It 13 important that the name of
assatlant should be known at
onee,” said the Head, *Whe was it,
Ponsonby, who used you in this brutel
inanmer ¥

Ponsonby pauscd.

“Please answer me, FPonsonby.”

“J—I don't want to sncak about a
fellow, sic!™ said Ponsooby, in a low
voice.  “I—1 dare say he—he never
realised how terribly he was injuring
me, and=—and—"

“The matter i3 too serious for any
such reticence, Ponsonby,” said Dr.
Locke,

Schoolmaster as he was, the good old

Head was very far from plumbing the
depths of Ponsonby's character. let- did
not cven occur to him that Pon's

reluctance to give the name of his
assatlant was assumed.

“Waa it o Greyfriars boy, Ponsonby 1"
asked the Head, as ¢he dandy of High-
cliffe atill affeoted to hesitate.

“¥Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch closed his lips hard.

“His name!” said the Head.

“I—I don't like givin® his name, sir,”
said Ponsenby faintly. “I—I can make
cxcnses for him, air, badly a: he's
treated me.  He hasn't beon brought up
lika other Groyfriars men, sir; 1 dare
say he's done this kind of thing lots
of times before, and—an »

“Those words, Ponsonby, leave me in
very little doubt aa to the boy's
identity,” said Dr. Looks quietly, “But
you must spoak out more plainly and
give me his name.”

“Ii==if you insist, sip—"

“{‘ortainly, I do!®

“Cholmondeley, swr,” satd Ponsonby.

T'he two masters had expected it; yet
it gave thom o shock to hear it A brief
silenee followed. 3r. Qucich broko it.

“Can you iell us precisely what hayp-
pened, Peonsoaby *

“Yee, sir! I—I was reading a book
i Lhe little wood on Courtficld Common
when Cholmondeley came along. We'vo
quarrelled before, and—and I'mn afraid,
zir, that I was o little to blamie,” =aid
Pousonby with an air of great frankness,
“1 rather chipped bim about havin® been
a tinker, and ol! that., I never mcand
any harm, but it seemed to have made
him wild, Ho pitehed into me when ho
sawe e, and we had a fight. I—I sup-
pose he was rathor wild at getiin® hurt--
I hit rather hard—for he got a stick n
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the wood and came back at me with
it, and—and—m" :

Fonsonby broke off with o groan.

".‘.ml;'d then " asked Mr. Quelch, very
quictly.

"I hardly know what happened then,
gir. I think I was etunned when he
eracked me on the head with the stick.
I had no chance agaiust a follow with
& thick stick—he fairly rained blows oun
ma_____ﬂ_!l‘

“(3ood Heavens |? breathed the Head,

“Y—I thiok I was insensible for some
time, sir,” moaned Ponsonby. *When
I camo io 1 crawled away—I couldn't
walk—and got as far as the road. Some-
body passing in a ecar picked me up.
The matron here has told ma that it was
Bir George Cholmondeley—the fellow’s
grandfather. I—I hope it will not be
necessary to  tell nim  whot Chol-
rqundalcy has done, sir—he was very
kind to me, helpin® me—

The Head sighed deeply.

“Rest yourself now, my poor boy,” he
paid. " You have told me enouph.
_¥It's awfully kind of 3ou to take ma
in here, sir,” said Pomsonby. “But I
hope I shall bo able to get back to High-
clifo—"

“You will be able to return to your
school in the morning, Ponsonby. I have
already infarmed yonr headmastor where
you are, and ho will not bo anxzious
about you,” said the Head,

“Thank you, sir,”

The two masters left him. And Pon's
glance, as it followed them, was gloat-
wg. Cholmondeley, the cheeky tinker
who liad thrashed him and humiliated
him, ond roused his deepest malioe, was
booked now—and thero was not a spark
of romorse in the young rascal’s heart,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Condemned !
H.&RR? WHARTON & (e

watched the Flead and Wr.

Quelch as they returned to the

House, with anxious cyes and
clouded facos. And the captain of the
‘Remove, taking his ovursge in. both
hands, as it were, approached them as
they were entering. He felt that ho had
to know what had happened,

:W!mt. ig it, Wharton?"

About Ponsonby, sir. We're all
rather anxious,” said Harry diffidently.
“Is 110 badly hurt, siv??

“He hoas been torribly hurt, Whar-
ton! Hp has been terrigh- beaten with
a cudgel 1

“Has he suid who did it, sief”

“He bas, Wharton,” said the Head
gravely. “He has given the name of
Cholmondeley of the Removoe ns  his
assailant,” The Head planced round
at a swarm of tomse faces, “I have
no doubt that yow all feel the same
horror and sforn as I feel myself at
this conduct of a boy who disgraces
Greviviars. Cholmondeley will leave
the scheol immediately |™

The Head passed on with the Romove
?nstar. leaving o dead silence beliind

im.

“That tears it!" said Bob Cherry at
laat, “Tatters must have been mad—
fair}y off his rocker ¥

“If he did_ it he deserves to be
saoked,” said Harry. “ But—but-—"
He broke off in miserable silence.

Dr, Locke returned to his study. Mr.
Quelch {ollowed him in. Sir George
Cholmondeley rose to his fect, his
mastiff face grim, hard as iron. His
oyes fived questiomingly on tho two
wasters. .

Tatters, his face pale and troubled,
looked at them, There was deep un-
casingss in his heart. He hardly know
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why. He had thrashed Ponsonby, dis-
regarding his Form master's orders,
But surcdy all this gravity, this funcreal
solemnity, was not occasioned by a
schoolboy scrap? What had happened ¢
What could have happencd

!T:ﬁ_‘l'elirﬂ

f!v:r George barked the inguiry,

'‘Ponsonby has given the pame of his
assailant, sir!” said the Ilead, with a
sigh,

“And the name?”

“Your grandson’s.™

Bir George Cholmondeley drew a
deep, haed breath. It was ovident that
that was what he had expected.

Hizs eyes, under his grizzled brows,
turned with a glare on the hapless
Tatters.

“You young ruffian! You young
rascal!  Have you anything to say
hefore your headmaster expels you from
the school and your grandiather casts
vou off ™

Tatters almost staggored,

“You—you ain't going to expel n
bloke for that, sirf” he panted, “Wot
‘ave I donel”,

“Certainly mynu are expelled from

1

Greyfriars, olmondeley I said the
Head stornly and indignantly. “I trust
that it may be convenicnt for Sir

George to take you away with him, in
order that this school may be no longer
disgraced by your presence.”

HI shall take him away!” barked
Sir George. “T shall remove him from
the school which, I see now, he ought
nover to have entered. But he is no
longer my grandson. Inzensate that I
was to believe that bearing my name
would undo what he has learned by a

.training smong scoundrels and roffians,

I shall provide for you, Arthur—]I am
bound to do that—but you will never
enter my house again. Fortunately, I
haye another grandson. Go and pack
your box! VYou leave Greyiriars at
onee l‘l:‘

Tatlers cast a wild glanco round him,

“I—I don't understand, siri Wot
*ave I done?™

“You dare to ask ihat question!”
rapped the Head.

“I know I've ithrashed that bloke
Ponsonby, sir—and he asked for it a lot
of times. I've been discbedient to Mr.
Quelch, who's always been kind to e,
and I'm sorry. But you ain’t turning
me out of the school for that, sir? You
wouldo't 1

His eyes turned bescechingly one the
Remove maoster.

“*Mr. Quelch, you've always beon
kind to me, and 1 ain’t never disoboyed
vou only this one time. Won't you say
a word for me, sir?”

“How can I say a word for you,
Cholmondoeley "  said the Remove
master. “I am shocked beyond expres-
sion at what you have done. I have
had a high opinion of you, in spite
of your failings. I gshould never have
dreamed that vou were capable of
this 1" )

1 “I-[, ain't never disobeyed you before,
BLlT

“I am not speaking of your dis-
obedience, Cholmondeloy, s you must
know perfectly well.”

“YWhat else "ave I done, sir?"

“Boy,” thundered the Head, “you
know what vou have done to that un-
fortunate lad, Fonsonby 1"
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“I know I licked him, sir,” stam.
:nerc*g_l Tatters. “1 ain't =orr ’-I.'nr that,
cepting that Br. Queleh told me not
to. I s'poze lonsonby's keen licked
before. He's always as'!iing for ig"

“You young rascal!" barked 8ir
George. “How dare yvou? Do you
dare to attempt to cxcuse your

ruflianism, your ~brutality, your—vour
criminal brutality ? Are you not awure,
&ir, that you may Le sent to a juvenile
prizon 1f Ponsonby's relations care fo
press tho matter?”

Tatters stared at him.

“Heot 1" he gasped.

- }\’héu lil—fwh at i

“1 tell you rot!” almost shouted
Tatters. 1 licked Ponsonby, and he

asked for it. I never gave 'im ‘arf so
much as he gave me once, when they
was tliree to one. I never 'acked his
shins, like he did mine. 1 got the mark
now where he 'acked my [og !

“Is this sheer effrontery, or is the
boy out of his senses?™ gasped Bip
George. “Do you dare to deny, boy,
that you beat IPonsonby in the most
brutal manncr with a heavy cud
nlinost to the danger of his lifo?”

Tatters’ eyes almost startedl from his
head.

“I nevor did!” ho yeled. “If Pon-
sonby says I did, he's a liac! I pever
touched him  exeept with my
thPugh be kicked mo, and 'ard, togl

;S:lcnw!” shapped the Head,

I tell you it's lies, sir!™ shrieked
Tatters. “Pon's well hnown to be
linr. And if he's beon beat with
cudgel, like ho says, let him show the
marks | Let bhim come ’erc and show
the marks, sirt"

“Are you not aware, Chalmondelay
that Ponsonby i3 now lying in the schoo
hospital under the doctor’s care, too
ill even to be taken back to his own
acliuui?“ "

“Tutters gazed at tha Head uncompre-
handing?'. It was a full minute be?u?a
he found his voico.

“¥ou seen him, sir? You say he's
been beat with a endgel and "urt? If
he has, sir, it wasn't me did it.”

“What " gaa%m] tho Heod,

“I nover touched him with anything
but my ‘ands, sir!” panted Tatters.
“I licked 'im, I own up to that. I
left him in the grass, malingering,
pretendin’ ho was knocked out.
never touched him after that. If he’s
beon beat with a stick I can't make it
out. I never touched him with a stick.
He can't say that I did.”

“He has said so!”

““He—he—he has said that I beat him
with a stick, sir, and you seen the
marks?"” stuttered Tatters.

“¥cs, o3 you know very well”

“I—1 didn't know! I don't know!
I—I—"  Tatters stammered inco-
horently. “I npover did it sir!
P'r'aps somebody else did. He was all
right when I left him, sir,”

I will hear no more of this {* barked
3ir George Cholmondeley.  “Such
effvontory — such malevolence! Pah!
The boy is a_liar as well as & ruffian!
Arthur, bo silept!”

“1 tell you, sir—"

“Bileaes I roared Sir Goorge.

“Bay no more Cholmondeley,” said
the Head. **Go and pack your box, and
prepare to leave the school imme.
diately 1" .

Tatters cast & wild glance round at
the three stern faces. He read grim
condemnation in every one of them,
Bewildered, his brain reeling under this
unexpected and inexplicable blow, the
unhappy boy turned to the door.

Knock |

It was a knock on the Head's door as
Thatters reached it.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last!

g SAY, you fellowsl” .
I Billy Bunter blinked curiously at
the crowd of excited fellows

athored before the House.
Evidently something exciting had hap-
pened at Greyiriars during tho absence
of the Owl of the Remove, and Bunter
wondered what it was,

Billy Bunter had returned, and he
did not come alone. Buuter’s arrival,
certeinly, -would have attracted no
attention whatever just then. Bub the
portly gentleman in uniform who came
with him rather cxecited curiosity. It
was nsE&GLGr Grimes, of Courtfield,
who walked up to the House with the
Owl of the Remova .

The sight of a pelice inspector in
uniform at that moment gave tho
Famous Five a chill. The terrible
thought leaped into their minds that
the Higheliffe headreaster had called in
tho police, and that Inspector Grimes
bad come for Tatters ,

“1 say, you fellows, what's up?”
claimed Bunter. “1 say, Wharton—

Harry Wharton gdid
not heed him. Ie
touched Inspector
Grimes on the arm as
the portly officcr
walked to the Ilouse.
My, Grimes planced
down at Lim.

“You've come about
Pansonby, sir?” asked
Harry.

"“That ia 5-},. Master

Wharton. under-
gtond that the boy is
here, from what I
heard from  lIhigh-
cliffe.”

“¥es!|” pasped
Whaearton, “He'a 1n
ganny here. DBut—but

for Heaven's sake, Mr.
Grimes, you  don't
mean that they've
made a charge againsd
Cholmondeley 77

“Cholmondeley ¥ ro-
peated Mr. Grimes,
with a stare. " Who iz
Cholmondeley 2%

Wharton stared in turn.

“"¥You haven't come liere for Chol-
maondeley, sir?"

“Cholmondcley "' repeated  Mr.
Grimes sgain.  “Oh, I remember—ile
boy who was kidnapped by a tinker
g:lﬁﬂ. ?'Iuthing happened to him aguin,

ﬂ Y

“¥You=—you haven't come for hum?"
gasped Wharton, 1 mean in connec-
fion wilth onsonby—"'

“"What connecction haz he with that
matter ¥ asked Mr. Grimes.

Wharton stared blankly.

“Hasn't he?'' he nshed.

“Not that I am aware of.'”

The inspector walked into the House,
leaving Iarry Wharton staring.

Trotter, the page, took in Me. Grimes’
neme fo the Ilead. It wags Tretter's
tap at the study door that sounded as
Tatters was about to leave,

Tatters stepped back from the deor

ng it opened.  Thoe Head glaneed im-
patiently at Trotter.

“What—what 15 3£ 777

"Tnspeclor Grimes, sip"

Dre. Locke paled o hittle, Mr. Quelch

compressed las lips, Bir Gearge Chol-
mondeley's brows  contracted. grimly.
The same thought was in all three
minds—that the Highelife hecadmaster
had placed tho matter in the hands of
the police,

gasped

“Hhow Inspector Grimes in ol onee,
Trotter,” said the Head faintly.

Trotter rotired, and a moment or
two later the portly Courtfield inspeo-
tor cucered tho study. Ho saluted the
three gentlemen there with portly
politeness.

ML trust I am not Interrupting you,
gir, he said. * 1 shall detain you only

2 moment, in any case. The boy Pon-
sonby 13 here—" . .
“1 uvnderstand, eir, ' said the Head.

"I wunderstand| Cholmondelay, you
may remain, 1 fear that you will be
required.’
“Yea, sir,"’ muttered Tatters.
Inspector  Grimes  glanced at  the
junior, Ile scemed a little perplexed.

Sir George.
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pamoe as that of his assailant. His as
sailant is plready under lock and key
at Courthield police station.'

Had Inspector Grimes suddenly stood
ot iis_head he could net have astor-
izhed the three gentlemen more,

They gezed at bin blankly.

Tatters’ face lighted up.

Mr. Queleh broke the silence. 4

“lospector Grimes, pleszo explain!
We—we are hopelessly bewildered, | 1
{oil to understand—

“Thers ia ovidently some mistake,
gir,” zaid Mr. Grimea. “The matter is
stmple enough. This afterncon & Grey-
friars boy namod Bunter eame running
into the police station in n stats of ex-
citement and terror. Ho had witnessed

g
r.f.ill:
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s
¥

“ Inspeclor Grimes,” barked Sir George, **1 demand that this young scoumndrel be taken Inio
custody.’” ** Oh, don’t,’” gasped Ponsonby; ** it was Rackstraw who made me do 1™ *“* What?

“ My other grandson, Cyril ? You must be mad 1"’

“This is tho boy, Mr. Grimes,” said a viclent assanlt upan a Higheliffa hoy

the Iead.

“1 don't quite follow, sir,” said
]ns]pw:lﬂr Crimes, puziled, *I have
catled to see the boy Ponsonby, to
obinin & statomient from bhim with re-
gard to ihe assault on  Courtfield
Common, if he i3 in o state to wake
one.™

“He has already made a statement to
me, sit, which no doubt he will repeat
to yvou,” saild the Flead., “ He has given
the name of his assailant; though I
confers I do not szee how you havo
already become aware—>="

“Hp has given the name #** exclaimed
Alr. Girimos,

£ Yca‘bl

“That 15 all to tho good; thougl, na
wa have the man, hia name 13 not of the
fivst importance,’”’ said Alr. Grimes.
“But whet 13 the namea #"

The Head gazed al b,

“Ie has given the name of this Grey-
friars hoy, Uholmondeley—""

“Pre. Lecke !

“And i yvou have come to take the
hoy into custady—-*"

“T quite fail to follow vou, sirl”
said Mr, Grimes. “Unless the boy
Ponsonby is wandering in his mind—
as i3 porhaps possibla in the eirceum-
tunces—he cannot hove given this lad's

numed  Ponsonby, gather that
Bunter, hﬂin% it fear of Ponsonby per-
sonally, hid himself in a tree when he
saw lum at hand. Ho was consequently
an unseen witness of what followed. Ho
saw & tremp--g man with a broken nose
—attnck the boy, on account of some
old grudge, ss Bunter judged by what
he hieard, and beat him into a senseless
state with o cudgel. After the tramp
was gone Bunter descended from tho

tree to give Pomsonby what aid he
could. Ilearing, or faneping that ho
heard, the tromp returning, he flod

from the szpot and ran all the way to
the police station to give information.'

The inspector poused—in a dead
silence.

“On Aaster Bunter's information,”
resumed Me, Grimes, “1 immedintﬂfy
g{rﬂtﬂﬂiﬂd to the :pot with a constable.

» one was found thero; only signs of
a struggle. Y lost no timo in the
matter, sir. Mastor Bunter's deserip-
tion of the tramp was sont out at once,
amd within an hour ho was arrested.
Master Bunter identificd him at the
stution; and several articles of vaolue—
such as & ring, a gold watch, a purse
copntaining curroncy notes, and other
things—wore found on him, which hie
Liad stolen from Popsonby. I tclephoned

Tae Macser Lisnary.—No. 1,203
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to Hiﬁhcliﬁn Bchool, and was informed
that they had heard from you that the
boy was here. 8o I came to sce him
and take his statement, sir."”

“Oh lor" 1 Tattors.
" Good ndgiil;ip?arhud Bir. George
E’imlmundcfei. “Cood gad, sir! ¥ou

—vyou oy you have the man whg
assaulted Pf:-nsﬂnh;:-n mere framp—-

“That is so, sir.”

“Thero is no doubt—-"" _

“PDoubt?” repeated Blr. Grimes.
“The man does not deny it. He eould
scarcely do so with Ponsonby's watch
and moncy found in his pockets.”

“Then my gransdson—my grandson
did not—"* i .

“Inspector Grimes,” said the Head
in a deep voice, “ Ponsonby has stated
—deliberately stated—that injuries
were inflicted upon him by & Greyfriars
boy—by this boy Cholmondeley—

Mr. Grimes blinked.

2 ‘;Ia the boy wandering in his mind,
aict"

“Ha iz perfoctly cool and collected.”

“Y had better see m, sir,” said In-
spector Grimes. “I foil to understand
such s statement, which is obviously
false fram beginning to end."”

The Head drew a deep, dqtép breath.
“1—1 told vou I mever did it, sirl
ventured "I‘n#am “You—you believe

me now, sir?

“I believe you, Cholmondeley! I
fear—I1 greatly fear—that the wretched
boy has allowed his persenal dislike to
cause him to pake a false statement to
vour detriment, incredible as it seems.

“ By gad 1" barked Sir George. “The

pung scoundrei! 1 must sce this boy !
:f will hear the truth from him I"
“Comeo | said the Head.

- ¥ * - - - -

Ponsonby, with a chill of uneasiness
nt his hﬁm:f, looked up from the white
pillow. Even beforo a word was
5 , the cad of Highcliffe realised
that thero was danger.

The cxpressions on the faces of Dr.
Locke, of Mr. Quelch, of Sir George
Cholmondeley, told him a3 much; still
more, the grimness of Inspector Grimes'
official vizage. It was Mr. Grimes who
addressed the wretched schemer.

“ Mastor Ponsonby, 1 am here to take
vour statement. ou have informed
r. Laocke, I am told, that your injurics
were caused by a Greyiriars boy named
Cholmondeley ™

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

‘I?%nscrll:tby breathed hard,

i ,E.*E."

It was too late to retreat now, though
frar was heavy in his heart.

“Why did vou make this statement?”

“It's true!” breathed FPonsonby.

“"Wretched boy I broke out the Head
in tongs of tho decpest indignation,
“It iz pot true[ It is false, and proved
to bo falso! The vagrant who asspulted
yvou is under arrest and has confemsed.”

T'onsonby gave a faint cry. .

“ You young scoundrel 1” barked Sir
{Zeorge., “By gad! Boy as you are,
the law will deal with you for this!
Porjury—slander—— Inspector (Grimes,
I domand thet that young scoundrel bo
taken into custody.”

Ponsonby uttered a scream of terror.

"0y, don'tl Don't! It was not my
doing—it was Rackstraw—Rackstraw
made me do 1t; I never mesnt— I'll
tell the truth—I-—I—" he babbled in
torrified incoherence.

" Rackstrow 1" gasped 8ir George,
.&“It was all his doing——all IRackstraw’s
1den——"

“Do you mean my other grandson,
Crril Rackstraw? Are you mad? MHow
can yvou know him; what has he to
do with thig?

In panting sccents of terror it came
out—the whole story. For Rackatraw
Ponsonby cared nothing eo long as he
could zave himseli. Indeed, in those
moments he hated Rackstraw with s
virulent hatred for having landed him
in this fearful serape.

The whole story was panied out, to
ears that listened with horror and dis-
gust, And the expression on the face
of Sir George Cholmondeley when at

last he turned away, would have scared
plotter have seen it
THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear!
B Bunter was enjoying life.
Bunter was ““Ie"
Bunter, in bis own fat opinion,
olhier fellows agrecd that hoe was.
Rackstraw’s last blow at the Grey-
frinrs tinker had been struck, and it
The lost and cunningest plot against
the heir of Cholmondeley had come to
nothing—owing to Bunter !

Cyril Rackstraw, could the hard-hearted
ILLY BUNTER smirked.

always was “it." But, for once, the

had missed the mark—owing to Bunter !
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It was DBunter first and the rest
nowhera.

Harry Wharton & Co. had heard
Bunter's story in amazement. It was
confirmed when the facts werp modwe
known. ‘They patted Bunter on the
back. They fed him at the tuckshop.
They made much of Bunter. Even
Cokor of the Fifth, when he heard,
forgave tho annexation of his lunch-bag.

Whether the dastardly plot would
have gone through to success was not
perbaps, & certainty; for it was sa
of old that great is truth, and it must
prevail! ]

But thers was no doubt that Dilly
Bunter had put paid to it! Eunt-ml
as Bob Ghen{f remarked, never coul
be ornsmental, but there was no doubt
that ho had been remarkably useful.

Billy Bunter smirked with satisfacs
tion! Billy Bunter, for once at loeat,
had been the right man in the right
place! Billy Bunter was the goods

It had been & cunmﬁ plot. To the
plotters it had looked a certainty!
And all the timo Billy Bunter had had
the whole thing in hollow of his
iut.n!tmudl [

The game was up DOw

Ponsonby escaped punishment, but he
went back to his own school loaded with
contempt &nd scorn and shame; o load
that even Ponsonby must have found
it hard to bear.

Rackstraw, wailing at El_mlmcmdaley
Castlo for the return of Sir George—
waiting for nows—received tho surprise
of his ﬁfa when the fierce old gentleman
returned, The words that Sir George
baiked at him wers bricl, but they were
expressive—terribly expressive! 1
were followed by action—drastic action!

By tho hands of the footmen Cyril
Rackstraw was thrown from the door,
with & strict injunection never to return.

The ploiter's game was up, with a
vengernce !

1t was all clear for Tatters mow.

Thera was only one Ay in tho oint-
ment. 8ir George Cholmondeley had
decided to tako his grandson and heir
under his own personal care, which
meant that Tatters had to leave Grey-
friara. 5

But there was a midnight feed in
the Remove dormitory on a very Invish
scalo the night beforo he left Grey-
friars; such a feed as would be remem-
bered for many e long day. .

Billy Bunter was scen at his best in
the role of *cook-general,” and right
royally did he bring his culinary art
into play. )

The noise and the cheering was, a8
Huorreo Jamset Ram Singh pronounced,
" torrifie,” albeit those in authority
turned s deaf ear to it: and when at last
the Bemovites turned in there was &
general chorus from the juniors:

“ Good-night, Tatters, old bean!”

And Tatters replied, with a catch in
his voica:

“ Good-night, vou fellera!”’ ;

Silence settled on tho dorm, but it
was some minutes before Tatters found
slumber. He was thinking of his depee-
ture in the morning, and all that it
meant to him, i

But though he left the school, he did
not lose his frionds—he was not likely
ta forget Harry Wharton & Co., neither
were the chums of the Hemove likely
to forget the Greylriars tinker.

[That was & {rveee porn, wasn't €,
chums? Puf next week's slory of Harry
Wharton & Co, 2 cven better. Look
out for “THE CHAMPION CHUMPIM™
featuring Horaee Coker and get ready
for the bipgest laugh of the week.)

THE EXD.



A STORY OF A THOUSAND THRILLS !

Death at the Door !

i ILL! Kill the feringhecs!”

K The venom in the howls of

the pursuing Avab mob sent

a cold shiver down tho backs
of yo Lieutenant Guy Easton and his
chum, Bub-Lietenant Tony Gunn, both
of the gunboat Faleon. _

Panting and streaming with sweat,
they brought up suddenly in the narrow
alley between the fat-roofed buildings,
horrified that the thoroughfare wns
blocked by a wall of dried mud twenty
feet high. The unscalable wall in front
and = frenzied mob of wonld-be assassins
behind—that was thair plight, caleulated
to strike terror into the heart of the
boldeat | -

“XKill! Kill the feringhees!”

The vengeance-seeking Arabs were
appearing m a mig‘.htg human flood

wn the wider street loading to the
narrow alleyway. In another minute or
two they would come surging like a
tidal wave into this deserted backwater
of the port, a tidal wave which would
overwhelm the fugitives and leave
them juat so much human wreckage, to
be found later by the pariah dogs and
other strect scavengers, _

The thought of deaih in bhattle or in
the clean scas had never held terror
for the chums, but an igneminious end
at the hands of theso raging fanaties, in
venmeance for an affront which they had
pever committed, appalled them.

“That doorway ! panted Guy. “In
you.go, old man |™ : :

To Tony it seemed only like the action
of hunted rats going deeper into o
stopped drain where there was no escape
from the dopg-pack that purswed them.

The camel stopped so suddenly that Guy and Tony
went hurtling from It like a couple of 1zden sacks ! =
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A few minutes more of life—that was all
that the doorway by the side of a shut-
tered shop seemed to offer them.

The passape was dark, and a rickety
wooden stair led upwaord.

The pals scrambled aloft and found a
shut door at the top, They barged
against 1t and it flew opon, and ci
stumbled into & room lumbered wit
brassware, new and discoloured, whero
two Arabs wero working.

Spinning round, Guy crashed the
door shut and dropped the heavy
wooden latch into its place, then jammed
o large brass tray under the door to
form a wedge. A third Arab came
down & bamboo ladder leading through
e holo in the eceiling and shouted some-
thing to his companions who had leaped
up grﬂm their work in amazement.

They had becn engaged in the typical
Eastern pursuit of painting over new
and cheap brass ornaments with a stain
which, in a short time, had the effect
of making them look ancient, for old
brassware commands-o readier sale and
higher prices smong tourists at Aden
and other ports than the new.

Now, from the sentence hurled at them
by the man who had been out on the
roof to find out what the romipos was
about, they knew that these two
“infidels  who had invaded their work-
shop were being hunted by their fellow-
citizens of the port.

One of the men, a lusty fellow with
beard parted in the Bluebeard fashion,
snatehed wp a heavy brass wim by the
handls and stepped forward to bring
tho formidable wespon dowvn on the
hoad of Tony, who was almost helpless

See imtroduction om page 286.

SLAVES!

STANTON HOPE.

Guy and Tony have served in

some queer craft, but they
never reckoned on being

aboard a ship of the desert,

from the fatigue of the chaso in that
torrid Arabian town.

Rousod by the denger, the youn
Englishman summoned avery ocunoa o
his strength to his aid, lurched forward
and struck upward with his left,

Thud | ) .

Even that cushion of beard failed to
save the Arab, for the blow struck bome
full to the “point,” and he went down
with a tremendous clatter among a pile
of brazen ornaments.

Fttering anpry ories, the other two
Arabs sprang forward and .:mfi ran full-
tilt into Tony's right. The blow took
him between the eyes a n!t’!mufh it
lacked foroe, flung bim his balande
so that he trip over & carved teak-
wood stool and struck the back of his
head egainst & heavy coffee-pot lying on
the floor.

The other Arab paused and snatched
up & brass ecandlestick made in the
shape of & hooded cobra; but before he
cauﬁf strike o blow with it E‘:’ﬂg', who
had leaped moross the room, jabbed a
fist true and hard into the pit of his
stomach.

There was no time for fancy Bght.
ing, and that blow, which doubled the
Arab in two, was mora than enough
to curl his ardour for the ensuing ten
minutes !

“The—tlie roof 1" Tony gasped.

He jerked a thumb at the bambos
lndder; but Guy shook bis head.

“ Belay 1” he eaid.

He himseli had a better plan. Tho
whole Arab populace of the town, he
reckoned would bo seeki tha two
English *“infidels” suppo to have

Tz Magxer Lsrany.—No. 1,205
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Even that cushion of beard failed to
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with a tremendous clatter among a pile
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descorated their mosque, and even if he
snd ‘l'ony escaped by thoe roof, they
would have to come down somewhere,
and their last plight would be as bad as
their Lrat.

Without doubd, in & few seconds the
Arabs would be streaming into every
doorway and crevice in search of them;
but they hnd secured s bricf respite.
S0, in_pursuance of his plen, Guy
dropped on his knees beside one of the
uneconsecious brasswoaro workers,

“Rip thoir toga off 'em (" he ex-
claimed. “Jump to 1tt"

Whipping the robes and hecadgear
from the Arabs, the pals flung the

rmenta over the white drill cloihes
that Major Gundath, thoe consul, had
loancd them.

As they woere doing so Guy mentioned
a dark suspicion that the Arab in the
hrown robe who had started all the bob-
bory had been thoe consul’s own servant.
The man's movemonts and that part of
his fuce which had heen  wvisible, had
strongly recalled Sayyd.

Suddenly they heard someo of the mol
thumping up the rickety stairway out-
side tho work-roont, and before they had
finished their disguise thelr pursucra
were hammering ou the door.

Ancother small doorway opened in a
wall of the room; but iho chums Had
not thought of anyone clze being on the
promises, A euricus, clucking noise
attracted their attemtion, and, ﬂakinr
round, they saw an ancient native, with
grey beard, and wearing the green
turban of a hajn or devoteo, who had
mado the ptlgnmage to Meeca, framed
in the doorway.

gulped.

“{Groal  snakos!”
“Heare's Methuselah 1"

The old Arab was unarmed, and he
must have been nearly stoue deaf not to
have heard the racket, for he had only
just rizen from a bonch at a large copper
where ho had boen mixing the potent
liguid which was caleulated to turn now
brass into ol

Launching himself across the rbom,
Tony thrust tho old fellow back into
the inner chamber and waved a fist
under his nose. The ancient Arab
promptly subsided on the dirty fHoor
and began uttering the invocations of
his faith in his cunous elucking way.

“Harmuless sa an old erow!™ Tony
eg_acu_!ated, “Hern, Guy, what ebout
slinging some of this soup over our
figurcheads "

Although tho skin of their faces and
hands was weather-tanned, some sort
of dark stain was absolutely eossential
if their disguises were to be effective.
Morcover, they had to roll up the ends
of their trousors, whip off their shoos
and socks, and don Arab shoes, and thair
white anklea, if not attended to, would

a fair give-oway.

The hammering persisted at the outer
coor, but the heavy latch and the brass
teay wedgo were resmsting the efforts of
tho Arabs who could mll:.{ ot at tho
door two at a timo owing to tho

Tony

cramped space.

Euéadmty there was a great poundin
sound which proved that a chunk o
wood had becn passed up the stairs
and was beinp used in the cffort to
batter a way through.

The preciows scconds wera passing
gwiftly, but Guy and Tony utilized
them to the full. Dipping their hands
and arms into the copper pan they
rabbed the eovilamelling dopo over
their faces, cars, and ankles, and fin-
ally dipped their feet and legs in it.

n a minute or two the change which
had been wrought in their appearance

was truly remarkable, No longer wors
they two spick-and-span Euglish sahibs,
but a couple of Arab workmen, and
with @ most convincing odour dbout
them,

“Now for it, Tony "

Gy motioned his pal to the bamboo
ladder, and stood astde for him to
aloft. Splintors were fiying out of t‘gg
door to tho thunderous hemmering of
the men trying to break it in. he
brass tray on tho fleor, which had got
caught up against an uneven plank,
was  bending  slightly and DRattening
with @ whanging note to the uneven
pressure put upon it ms the door was
being burst inward,

Crash [

The whole door gave with a thud,
and two or three Arabs came hurtling
headlong into the room among its
wrockage as the two dizpuised chums
senyried up the boamboo ladder, and
tirrough the hole to the Aat roof above.

Ship of the Deserf !

T IHANK Hceaven !” Tony gasped.
E It was not that the dunger
buet that he could
feel the sun again, and
breathe the outer air. After all, death
i the open at the hands of the mob
would be better than dying in the
erpinped space between four walls.

‘The roof presented the usual appear-
ance of that of an Arab dwelling, and
three strips of coarse, roed matting
were laid out, indicating the sleeping
pt":nnes of the Arabs at night under the
gldLrd.,

Guy, cloze at Tony's heels, kicked one
of thom down through tho holo in the
ronf, creating a swirl of grit and dust
which eompletely blindod the first Arpb
pursucyr whoe reached the bamboo
ladder.

The premises of the brassware
workers wero built in tho usual Ahkab
stvle of mud mixed with chopped straw.
whick get to form a material rathor less
hard than cement. Thero was no
escape from the back of the building,
for there were no other premiscs near
at hand, and thore was no chance of
running along the roofs on either side.
The one means of escape that offered
was to leap across the blind, narrow
elloy - into which thoy had run'to escape
the erowd, and where now a swarming
mob  of fanatice were roaring for

vengeance.

was ovor,
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS RETOLD.

LIEUTENANT GUY FEASTON, SUBE.
LIEUTENANT DUNN, and CHOTAJEHN, n
Denpali  enterpreter, having been ordersd fo
board 0 euspicious-looking dhow leading o
gorctheriy rouras out of the Red Sea, are eut adrift
d o slorm and sl gilord o the Teland of
Khoof, After o serier of oxciting adventures,
the dhow tn question arrives al the fefond, and
uy and Tony discorer that Ras Phin, a giand
Abpseindan in command of the dhoaw, is a dealer
in slnves. Erentually reaching ARkoh, on the
Arabinn coxat, the boys call upon the congul ang
unfold their sfory. Woth a supply of money and
Freal vig-outs, Guy and Tony sof off through tha
sfreels ﬂ{ ...l!?:!:ﬂ'tt. where eh UREHOWD erzmiy

g it oappear thoet they have comumnitfed
saerifege by eetling fool oter the tacred porlals o
the mont Gnporfant mosgue i he Arabicn 3
Fleeing Tike hares from the fanatienl Archs,
Guy and Tony ara ifted fo find themselees
sctippered in a blind alley !

{Neao read on,)

THE MAGNET

Word had zot about that the [ugitives
were in the brassware place, and the
steicway was packed d rously with
n shoving, swesting mng of Arabs.
The front of the building wus unseal-
able, but o house uffu&ite had & num-
ber of teak wood sticks protruding fuom
the wall, & precautionary measure when
the placo had been built to enable the
occupants to get down from that main
living place, the voof, in case of fire.
Owing to the ;;mssura of the crowd be-
hind no one had been able to poause
long cnough to climb these, but now
that the mob were jeommed from end
to end of the alley, one or two Arabs
were hoisting themselves aloft by this
ImeEans.

A mighty bowl aroso as Guy and
Tony appeared on the peoapet and
steadicd thomselves for the leap across,
It was only & matier of ten Eaet, for
the roois of the buildings were closer
together than the bascs to aford shelter
in the street [rom the sun.

Ten feot scemed more than enouwgh,
though, when the slip of a foot might
mean plunging down inte that furious
liumman herd to certatn death,

Stooping slightly, the chams eyed the
opposite roof, and almost ¢t the scme
instant made thele leap into space.
Tony landed safely, but Guy, o3 he
came down on the opposite side,
stnashed away « cracked portion of the
parapct, stumbling  forward safely,
however, on to the roof itself at the ox-

nso of a bruized shoulder. The
breaking of the parapet proved a Fless-
ing, for the crumbled material thumped
down into the faces of the Arabs on the
teak wood sticks, and sent them burt-
ling down among their comrades below.

Tany paused, and Guy waved Lim
on.

“Ler it, old son!”

Had it been in the afternoon the roofs
would have been occupied by many low-
class Arabs of the guarter taking their
siesta, As it was the roofs were de-
serted, and afforded a far easicr means
of getting about than the tceming, nar-
row steects of the bazaars. The chums
ran over roof after roof, and leaped
chasmn  afier chosm formed by the
narrow streets. Guy, who had done
some shooting in India, was reminded
of a black buck hunt in which he had
taken part, only now ho was eccupyin
the role of the hunted gome instes
of tho hunter.

Their Arab shoecs, which were (oo
loose for them, came off, and as por-
tions of these roofs had beocome powers
fully hot under the morning sun thoy
were assisted fo leap the more nimbiy,
Unfortunately, the mere fect of their
appearance on the roofs was bound to
attract more attention  than  they
wanted, and when s wider strect chasm
foreed them to descend, & fresh crowd
guickly began to eollect. Thess Arube,
howovere, did not connect them with
tha “infidel ¥ FEnglishmen, but were
over anxious to find out the reason for
their anties, and as tho chums® Arahio
was not anything like good enough for
glib explanations, they hastily made
themselves scorce again.

“Ssink  me!”  Tony  spiultered.
“There aro some more of the swobs
ecoming up in the wake of us, Guy!
I—I'm just about blown !*

“Ma, too'™ Guy panted. “DBut if
you want to live to sce your naval
pension, don't come to anchor here.”

Tho alternative to using their weary
legs was to make for somo port in the
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shiape of an Arab coffec-shop. Doth
realised, theugh, that the risk was tre-
mendous, for they would be bowled out
liest ball if any Arab oentered Into con-
versation with them, as was almost
bound to happon.

The gguare wiieh tlwey had seen be-
fore opencd out in front of them, and
hero the eamels they had disturbed
parlicr were having the lazt adjust-
iients made 1o their packs by the nen
1in charge of the caravan. Without
unddae haste Guy  and ‘Tony mingled
nmong the jabbering Arabs and burb-
Iing coamels in the square, and a fresh
notion occyrred to them as they saw o

erey  riding camel alveady saddled
knecling ncar the outskirts of the
throng.  The owner, they nightly

guuy—:m!, was in one of the cales border-
ing the square, where Arabs sat, cross-
lopged, drinking the syrupy coffee, and
swapping yarns about places boyond
the desert.

“My kingdom for « giddy cunel
gulped Tony, misguoting a certain Eng-
lish monarch. * Can’t stugggr _another
step, Guy, old shipmato, So it's ride
or stop here.”

“(zreat sca-snakes, we oan't sto
here ! Guy breathed hoarsely. * There’s
another jabbering crew piling ioto the
square from that other ond. Geb
uboard !™

Both the naval chumws had served in

‘IJ!‘

some queer craft, but neither bad over
been aboard o ship of the desert. Doth
could handle 2 sailing cutter, but

whether they could get this novel craft
uhder way was 4 matter of the gravest
doubt,

Guy accomplished the feat by the
rough-and-ready way of giving the
brute a4 jab astern with a goad he had
picked up from the ground. The camel
squealed and lifted itself, zo suddenly
that 1t almost threw Tony out of the
wooden szaddle, twisted its snake-like
neck round, and brought its teeth to-
gether with & savage, sawing movement
which narrowly missed removing s fow
toes from once of Tony's bhstercd feet.

Risking further efforts of the same
kind, Guy darted forward and flung
himself over the hobiow of the brute's
neck, and immediately a fresh uprear
started in the square which sont the
camel almost frantic.

Dashing  forward like 2 thorough:
Liped, it plopped throngh the hot yc[lf:-u:m'
dust at & speed which sent pedestrians
seuttling to either side out of tho way.

Y8 sufferin’ whelks ™ Tony babbled,
bobbing up and down painfully on the
liard wooden saddle. " Hard-a-port, old
nwn!  SBhe's steering & giddy course
straight back for that mosque where we
got inte trouble !’

it was the last pare of the town that
the chums wanted to sce again! How-
ever, by leaning forward and twisting
ono of the comel’s ears, Guy induced 1t

to take o starborrd course down
another street and through o more
apattersed  district  info the  deaert
bheyond.

With the sand under its spongy fcet,
the camel became as frisky o3 a colt,
while Guy clung affectionately ryound
its nock and Tony, with grtted tecth,
clawed on to the saddle.

Altogeiher it travelled a distance of
about half a mile in o sweeping arc
before it stopped near the eaztern out-
skirtz of the town, so suddenly that the
pals went hurtling from it like a couple
of laden sacks! ‘Then, very ungrace-
fully, the camel spread its ungainly
legs in all directions of the compass
and enbsided on the sand, raking that
unpleasant barbling neize charactoristic
of its species,

Shanks' Pony !

HE pals sat up on the hot sand.
ﬁ “Hurtt™ (Guy asked.
: “No, nunng ' Tony mumbled,

) “Except for a fow dozen
blisters on my sternsheets and  pro-
pellers, I'm as right as rain.  Hut that

poor brute is going to dic."

“Dic of loughing ™ Guy said. Tt
got us here, and 's wot jolly-well
going to take us anywhere else.  Now
we shall have to leg it the rest of the
way back to the consul's residence.”

In this more szelect part of the town—

the rosidernnial  district of well-to-da
Arabs and Parsee truaders—all was
quick. There were far fewer people

about than in the bazaar districts, and
the little traffic consisted mainly of odd
pack-camela and fwo-wheeled wagons of
merchandisa drawn by slecpy onen.

27

_Approaching a eross-roud, Guy and
Tony, who now attracted no attention
ulb a.r}, canght a brief glimpso of an

expensive motor-car gliding  past,
driven by a native chaulfour. Among
the " cushions at the back was an

Englishinan, wearing a neat suit of
tussore and a sun-helnot, and who had
o mongele o iz eyo aad o black
Buorina cheroot’ Between his lips

“T'he consitl I Guy mustered. .

Tony, too, reeognmized him as Major
Ciundath, whose residence they wero
carer to find. But i was too lale to
attract the consul's ottention, and they
lost by a few seconds the chanee of o
lift back to the place which would pro-
vide them with a secure haven [rom
tho storm which their presence bad
rouscd in Abkab.

“0Old son,” Tony grioned, *the lwck
of the Navy is out! Wove just got to
kecp on using our gammy fect for pro-
pellers, and trust to chanco for
navigating the short course back
hone.™

These wider strects were less shaded,
and the Arshian sun, elimbing to its
zenith, had heated the stones, so that
at tines Goy and Tony had to gri
their tecth to prevent thenscelves doing
a war-dance which might have
attracted  unwelcome aitention, On
their way back in scarch of the res.-
donce, they talked together in under-
tones of their recent straoge m:lﬂ:'i.'n*
tures, and envied their companion,
Chotajee, the Bengali storckeeper of
the Faleon, who had elected to remain
at the residence.for a siesta instead ot
visiting the bazaars.

They fully anticipated (rouhle in
rotting to sea Major Gundath apain in
their prosent dispuise, but fhat was o
minor diffieulty, which could be over-
come. ‘Their main anxicly concerned
their petling out of Ahkab and rejoin-
ing the FFaleon.

{The presence of Guy amt Tony in
Alkod zcema to hove heen the signal for
seme ginizter influence fo set o work—
to try te get vid of them, Wha iz work-

tng  apringd themd  Next Saturday's
hrill-packed  instalment 3 full  op
bhreathiess incidents.  Ovder your copy
eierly.)
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HEATED ARGUMENT AT ANNUAL

JUNIOR

DEBATING

SOCIETY

ENDS ON PAINFUL NOTE

“Mr., Chairman,
i 1

" Gentlemen '

“ Hear, hoar!?

List to the woices
of the orators of
Greyiriars! Last
Tuesday evening in
the Hag a numerous
and distinguished
crowd " listed.” 'The occasion was the Annual
Upen Debate beiween the -Remove and the Upper
Fourth on the proposition " That the Hemove is
AMore Important to Greyfriars than the Fourth,"

Mr, Blundell of the Fifth, wha was Chairman,
opened with a ghort speech In which he remarked
that he was pleased to have the honour of presiding
at puch a notable debate and thet soybody who
started playing Iarks would get a thick ¢ar, He
then called on Mr. Wharton to put the case for
affirmative.

Mr, Wharton, in & voice throbbing with passion,
made & brilliant speech in support of the idea that
the Remove was more important than the Fourth.
He remarked that anybody with a grain of common
génse knew without hearing argumenta that the
Eemovo was in every way the superior of that moss-
zrown, moth-eaten institution for helf-wits known
aa the Upper Fourth.

Mr, Temple (Fourth): On a point of order, Mr,
Chairman.

Chairman : Can it, Templo! Give the mon o
chance !

Continuing, Mr. Wharton eaid that the Remove
had licked the Fourth at footer, mopped up tha

itch with them at cricket, wiped them out at
xing, and left them standing on the cinder-traclk.
There were, of course, spheres in which the Fourth
might possibly shine. At marbles, for instance, or
hopeeotch

Mr, Temple : Rising again, Mr, Chairman, to a point
of order—yoooop 1

Mr. Temple’s point of order was guickly disposed
of, the Chairman settling the matter by giving
him a tap on the nut with his mallet, Mr. Wharton
then finished his speech in peace, dealing the Fourth
blow after blow till they looked quite limp. Tha
great Remove orator resumed his seat nmid roars of
cheering,

Alr, Temple was thon revived with emolling-ealts,

and procceded to the impossible task of successiully !

defending the Fourth, In a spirited speech he said
that he considered the remarks of his ﬂﬁﬂaﬂnﬁﬂ to be
fommy-rot and halderdash. “What Wharton had
eaid was piffla and tosh, 1t was utter nonsense ond
““all his eye ' to tellt of this and that. He counld
only say about his opponent’s speech that it was
bunkum end hosh and futile, footling fudge,

Proceeding with his argument, 3Ir. Temple went
on to say thet nobody could deseribe the members
of the Removo as heauties. In his view, they
wepe about the rummiest-looking lot he had ever had
the misfortune to meet. Ho challenged anvbody to
look at the face of any Removite without faeling a

ait. He was asfuming, of course, that ihey called
hem faces. He had to admit that they rcminded
him more of boiled puddings than faces,

At this stage a Removite rose on a point of erder
and crowned Mr., Temple with an encient egpe.  Br,
Temple respended by throwing an inkwell which he

picked up from the Chairman’s table.

This was the signal for the throwing open of the
debato, which was conducted vigorously by both
gides with the aid of tomatoes, ¢ and fives-
bats which the debaters had thoughtiully brought
with them,

After a few minutes the Remove had them all
flying from the Rag. When they hed departed, the
{Chairman put the question, ** Iz the Remove more
important than the Fourth at Greyiriars "

And the * Ayea™ had it, all present being in
fovour and nem. con, !

The arators and logiciane of the Lower School will
now hibernate till the opening of the next season,

TRAIN YQUR BRAIN
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| Hero aro o few which can bo learned quite | their reels as ihey pass each other,
casily in the privacy of your own study, | must be taken to tap each others recls
For more ndvanced steps, write for our| and not each othera noses,
inexpensive correspondence course, beauti- | latier eventually oceur, the M.C. dish
fully illustrated with real photographs of | crectly withdraws and a referce discreotly:
takea his place.

THE CLAS5-ROOM CRAWL.—Huoook
thumbs in your waistcoat arm-holes, | your back, let the hands hang loosely s
hold the head well back, take three steps | the sides and drag the feet along in a slow
forward and three backward, chassis, | and psinful manner.
turn and do a high-kick with the right | executed with an nir of acute melanclioly
foot. Hepeat till yvou fesl like & holidoy, | the very latest idea is to utter plaintivy

THE TUCKSHOP TRIP.—Hop, skip | moans as you danco !

THE MAULY MIKE.—A very casy
yourself with doughnuts, pause, then|dance whieh can be performed by the
hold the tummy, look aponised and finigh | veriest novice. .
up with three rolling steps as if you had | sink gracefully into the most comfortaln
place available and fall fast aslecp!

real feet !
THE HOLIDAY HOP.—=Stick your

and jump; move the hands a3 if feoding

dined not wisely but too well.

preciated by othe
doing prep]

enthuglastic Jdencer writes:

licks ecreationl™

The couples foce nad

Should tho

This danco must bi:

“’SEASY!"” SAYS SKINNER

The Editor of the “ Greyirien
Herald ™ has requested me #4
give readers & brief outline of my
new  miad-training.

this: simply let m rep Lo

E;ﬁ:n_umn_w W?E. It _H P
Wondering renders will gasp:

" But how the thump does that

remind you 0 write to your
0 pod Aunt Jane t ¥ This is low !

To-morrow, wien Quelchy finds
out I've dono no prop he'll trot

My systema is Lased on the ideay 09 out and give me the CANIS,
of linking up things you carh
remomber with things you knew
are going to happen to you, The
only stipulation is that the woed|
for the thing that's going o
happen must ryhme with thd
word you want to remember,

Take 8 simple la, 1
EEnn_.m_...?ﬁ wwﬁﬁiﬁmﬁ 4
leiter to-morrow io my Aund
do I dot Juai

“TAKE YOUR PARTNERS FOR
THE TUCKSHOP TRIP!”

GREYFRIARS GOES CRAZY
Latest Steps Described by Our Dancing Expert

THE STUDY 3TAMP.—Do o double-
shuffle, then bring the hcels down with o
What is it ? Ia it & tropical {thunder- | terrific crash, Jump, twist in mida
gtorm in progress ! Has the school | and come down with another erash, then
collapsed ¥ Did Bunter fall down the |stamp on the floor as hard as vou eam,
slairs ? " | This daneco ia greatly a

As he wields the instrument of
torture, I shall immediatoly be
reminded of the word that
rthymes with it, wviz,, JANE.
In this way, I ghall remember to
write to the eold girl,

It may be objected that by the
time class is dismissed I shall
have forzotten all about it.
Thiz is extremely probable. Dut
my magie eyatem prevides for
such lupzes. This iz how it's
dono: Aes I stagper back fo my
dealk, groaning and moaning, I
inwardly long for the time to
arrive when 1 shall feel BETTER.
After elass, thiz huppy stats of
afiairs comes to poss and 1 am
at onee reminded of the word
“ LETTER.,” 3co?

Naturally I ean’t give in this
limited epace any more fhan =
aketehy notion of the wheezo;
but I assure you it's worth every
m.mﬂﬂ.. of the 1a, 8d. ¥ charge for
he complete course of instruction,
To givo you on idea of the im-
mense suceess it has aclueved, I
pgive herewith a few seleetions
from the hundreds of testimonials
I have recaived.

HARRY WHARTON: With
the aid of your system I found
myself able to remember the last
tims the Fourth gcored a goal
against the Hemowvo at footer.

BOB CHERRY : I was even
eble to recall the date of the laat
oocagion when Lunter rececived a
poatal order !

MICKY DESMOND:  Bure
and’ it'a a fine aystem, bedad !
I had forgotten all about that
hali-crown I lent you two terms
ago il I took ihe lirst lesson.
When mey I cxpeet the half-
crown  back ?

WILLIAM WIDLEY: Iit's
simply marvellous! After two
lessons I waa able to recite
Shakespears backwards from De-
ginning to end. I shounld, of
course, sy from end o begin.
ning—uwithout & single error!
By the way, how many tickets
would yon like for my noxt show ¥

BILLY BURTEL: Inteligent
as 1 am, 1% elippod my memery
the other doy that Coker had re-
ceaved a tuck-hamper—until your
gigtom lelped me to remember.
But the suspishious beast had
locked his euboard.

HORACE COEYR : A man of
my powerlul interleck doesn’d
need such & thing, Forwerd one
of your pamflets to Wingate—he
may then remember what o
splendid footballer I am,

PAVL PROUT, Esn.: Please
gend me on more of your Mrain.
training Losaona. They maole
excellent pipe-lighters!

S0 wyon see what {he CGreat
British Iublie think about it!
Ior further particulors, sce hand-
BLilla, which will be distribuled
tho ¢quad on April lst.

Topical Tit-Bits

Staggering Series of

Sensations

VIOLENT EXPLOSION.—
Unker kicked a goal against his
¢wit side vesierday., A group of
Kemovites who happencd fo be
[ARSing m.....”m;n_.mm& with r..ﬁhwr,mﬁw;

SLENSATIONAL HOLD-UFR.
—A hold-up oeccurred in  the
guad, when Tom Brown's Iust
trouser button went west, ‘The
vitending button was caught by
Boly Cherry, and returmed to
Brown—buttons being at a dis-
count in the Remove. Norfunately,
too, Brown was nble to hold up
lvis nether gorments aoccessiully
till he arrived indoorsz, which

Inews “braces® wus up con.

siderably,
FARTHQUAKE —A  sorious

All you hnve o do i

earthquake happencd one «day
last weok, Bunicr wenl for a
wall: after dinner.

DEVASTATING VL. —A
tremendous fire was olscrvell in
ithe Mushetry Ranoe when six
marksmen wers ordercd (o foe
* tén rounds rapid.”  Bix targeis
were  devastated.

DROWNING TRAGREDY. -
There was 8 drowniug lrvsgedy
on tho Sark on Weadnesdas aiter-
noon. Soocop called out from
the bank to the Bemovo Eight fo
asl: if anyone could lend him live
bob, and his voice was drownoed
by cries of “NO1!"

Continued ab fool of next column.

KEEP AN ELEPHANT

FASCINATING

HOBBY—BUT

WEIGHTY RESPONSIBILITIES

The chap who makeaz a hobhy
of wﬂﬁmum elephants has weighty
responsilalitiea, The best thing
to do, therefore, is to starb in a
amall way with n single specimen.
o to your local dealer in guinea-

ige and white.oice. Usually he
mnmmﬁ_h few elephants in slock m
ease any of his customers require
thema at ony time and you will
probably find eme to awmt your

-reguirements,

'hen choosing yvour elephant
always be carciul to exnmine ils
teoth to see if any aro missing
or deenyed. This is Jmporiant
if you wish to avoid big dentista’
billa afterwards,

The texiure of hiz skin i3
another important matler, This
may be tested by driving an iron
bar into his leg with n sledge-
hommer., When he grunts, you'll
know wyou're through and by
measnring  the depth, nnd ex-
amining the Elephont -keepers’
Skin Test Chart, yvou'll bo ahle
to find out his ago.

The pet's eyesight may Lo
teated by holding up & pumpkin
to him. JIf he mistakes it for a
bun, be's short-sighted. On the
other hand, if you hold up & bun
and he ignorcs it, thinking it to
Lo o H..EEMEH.: tha probability
is that he's leng-sighted,

A word about transporling
your olephant, The best way
ig to send him by the loecal
parecls man, carofully packed in
a suitable box with air-holes
drilledd in it and tho address

! printed on the label n bleck
! copitula, ‘Fhe cost in rural arens

sheuld not exceed 51d.

The problem arises of hosing
ile cresiuro. A large  doge
keunel may possibly be converted
te take him. I thiz ia not

SUSPENSION  OF TOOT-
LALLER.—A Remove party has
just sueeeeded in securing photoa
of =en-birds nestz. Mo obiam
ihem, Iloh Cherry, the colebroted
foctimller, was suspended over
the ¢liff law o ropr.

REVOLUTIONS AT GREY.
FPRIARS-=Harry Wherten  hos
just booghi n gramophone,  jle-
volotiona may bo expecicd at the
rade of B0 o pinnde,

TOACHING CHATWIH,  —
Harold Skisoer appearcd ot {he
Curamon-roomy 'elly Hessions,
charged with poaching two eggs
He waas sentonced 1o boo well
beaien,

available, buy & large sugar-box
from your grocer for 3. or 4d.,
aond ¥ you are handy wilh your
mﬁnmmﬂ: #MME ...:_ﬂ n%?:&....m:ﬁ
2] 1ant- A Biren ne, no
na%_u? then the rE_mm:M problemn
should soon be eolved,

Iioiled potato-peclings and hran
and cals are the best foods for
‘our new pet. 1 you feed him
rom & gxuoer, mele sure that i
i3 an enamel savcer.  China may
possibly be found too fragile if
tho creature takes it into his head
te step on the utoneil.

Well, now syoun know the
essentinla of the foscinating Lioliby
of olephant-keeping. Aa  youn
gee, & cortain amount of trouble
and care by necessary, Lub this is
amply repaid when you are able
to display Your pet ilo your
admiring sml eonvious [riende.
Bee.keopers may  keep  their
bees in a half-hearted fashion,
ond piceon-fanciera moy laney
their pigeons within their liits,
But olephont-keepers stand in &
clasz apart. * Once an clephant.

deoper, alwayas an  elephant.

keeper ™ may be eaid ta he
thoir motto, and FE.FW“ 1his in
mind, the novice may take up his
new hobhy wiih o zest,

Stock Exchange
Forecast

Iy Onr Financial Wicurd,

There will shortly bo & great
Boom in dynamitc,

Yeast is bound to viso,

Tight-rope Walkers' Hupplies
are lilkely to fall

Tinnitone {ramopliones may
bhraak all records,

Thera will Le o movement away
from Slink-bombs, Lid.

A dull tone will ba noticoalils
about the Heskin Plano Co's,
shares,

TLitehelt  manufacturers  will
probably be huoyant,

Wibloy's Relhwarsals, Lid,, are

sure 1o reack,



