“THE MYSTERY OF THE MILL!” By Frank Richards.
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TIP-TOP COMPLETE STORY

OF THRILLING

SCHOOL ADVENTURE !

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
The Agreeable Guest !

£ OMING, Buoter®”
@ Harry Wharion asked that

guestion choorvily., It wus a

Lright Apeil dav, and
Whartan's face was as hright as the
weather.

In fact, ithe captaio of the Grexvfriars
lemove looked it bucked. So did
his chinm, Flurrea Jamset Roam Singh.
scldom had the two juniors dooked more
meerry ald brichi.

ibly Bunicr blinked at iliem throngh
iz iz speclacles an surprised inguiry.
There was not, so far ss Billy Buonter
could see, any special reszon for losking
mervey and Lright.

True, it was holiday-1nme. Greviviars
ancl lessanz, Porm mastors and prefoets
were far away. Mo rising-hell elanged
out in the mormngs, and Billy Bandor
was ab Liberty to snove Ll ten or eleven
nelock., Tha  egruly was  good  ad
Wharton Lodze—a  vather imporfaunt
matler. On tTm whele, DDunler wos
safisficd with the Jaster vacation o
Ine; espeeially as Wharton, who had
seemed rather resiive when Dunfer fivst
wrrived, had apparently made up lis
unined 1o make the hesk of him.

Still, Donter could ses no  spocial
reason for feching speeially bucked on
this special afternoor,  Having disposed
of an awplo hanel, Ponter was faking
it resl in g wicker cliair an the teerace
amel tunking ahont wea, Tla was not
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hungry again  yof,
as 1k was oily an
hour sineco  Juncle;
Lbut it was pleasant
to =it i the spring
-unziiine and lot his
thoughts dwell with
lL‘n"i'ﬂd'LLblﬂ‘ ;11![.51;,"];::1-
uon  an  the next
meal.

“You're looking
jolly ehirpy,” saild
Bunter. * Anything
on?”

“Yoz rather!™

“The ratherfolness is tferrifie, my

asteenm] fub Buaprer™

" Well, il it's a plenic—"

It oaen't T soud Whonrion, Tanghine,

“Well, i yoau've gaieg cur in the cay,
' e, Bzid Puander.

“Welre not ! Ay anele’s zone out in
the car.’”

=nif, from Bontoer, ,

“df we were ab Bunter Court, T shonld
fiave the choiee of two ov threp cars”™
e remarked  “In fuct, four or five™

“Well, there's nothing io keop von
avay {eom Bunter Court, old fat wan,”
saitd Wharton cheerily.

Billy Bunfor decided not fo hiear that
remark., Dunter Couvt, with all iis
attractions, did not secm to attrace
Lnnter in the *hols.™

“Whats on, {hen?” he demanded.
“T'm nob going lo play tennis, Yeour
game isn't good enongh for me.”

“Oh, my hat! We're walking
Wind ord—""

", the pretares,?

I

' said Bunter, show-

ing sone iaterest, Etill, 1 don’t see
watking, I[ you want me 1o come,
vou'd betler phone for a taxi”

“Tt isn't pictnres, Fathead., Have von
forgetten that Boly and Johnny and
Frank are arviving to-day '

“What aboot that ¥ asked Donter.

The impewding arvival of Dob Chorry,
Jolmny Ball, and Frank Nuagent did
nol seem to make Bunter * entluise.”

“We'ro moing to mect ithem at the
slation, {atlead.”

“Is that what
eairpy  abont "
astontslinent.

“Just {hat 1"

“SVell, vou silly ass!™ said Tunter, in
tisoust. “Cateh me walking to the
station ko meet them. T zee enough of
then ab Greyfrviavs. Too much, mm fact.
I den'i rrally see what von wanted to

S

looking
m

Buander

vou're
askodl
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ask those fellows here for. Wharton,
Your ve gotome."

“0h crumnbe 1

“1 veally wish von hadn't. asked
them,” sanl Bunter peevishly,  * But
that's vou all over, Wharten, You

never consbdor o saest™

“You howline psz !

“Oh,, veally, Wharien! What do-vou
want a naisy ass ke Bab Cherry aloud
the place for ¥ demanded Buntor

“Aly eetomerld Bhotie Banlop—-"
mairmnred ITorree Singh,

“And a honligan lilke Jolnpe Bull?"

b Lf}nk hﬂ'i'ﬂ“"""_"

“And o nawby pamby noodle like
Nugent! I ean tell xon, 1 sos mora
than enoueh of thom at school, T think
you  might consider me a  Litle,
Wharton,” said Bunter warmly.

Thera was 2 soft chuckle from ihe
Nabob of Ihanipur. Harrv Wharion
booked lixedly at the fut jenior in (he
wicker chair. He was considecing
Bunter—=to the extent of debaling 1o his
mind wheiler to roll him out of (he
chalr and mop up the terrace with hin.
‘That, of course, was not the way puosiz
were freated in o the host eireles. 1t
William  George Duuter was o very
peenliar goest, withh bis own peevliar
manners  and eustoms. Billy  Bonder
would have pnk a heavy stram on the
alitenezs of 1he great Lord Clesien el
nmself.

But the ecapizin of the Remove
vestrained his natoral populse, Ho was
in a partienlarly eheoerful mand tlat
day. Ha was looking forwnrd to 1he
arrival of his chums; ihough why thar
should make him feel bucked was a
mystory fo Bunter.

“Well, are you coming, fallend 577 L
askod, " A walk would do vou maod,
"u’m!a:m hoen frowsting pvey sinee Lireal:-
.

“o feart?

“Right-ho! Come on, Inky.”

Tiavry Wharton furned awav, appar
ently nol sreatly downeast by il Jose
nf Banter'z (ascinating company on fhe
walk ta Wiminrd,

“Ilakd ©n, theuoh®

satel Prunder

{(Copyright in the Lnited Statas of America.)



gitting vp. “Ill tell you what! Tl
come if yvou'll get a taxi M

“We're walking 1" answered Wharton
briefly.

'l pa])' for the tazi,” sald Buntor
sarcastically. “You necdn't worry
about that. You can leave the taxi (o
me. I'll stend treat.”

“Can’t afford your treats, old man!”
said Wharton, shaking lis head.

“If that means that you're too jolly
mean toe lend a guest & taxi-fare—="

“You've gof 11"

“Well, I’ll walk,” zaid Bunter. “I'm
a better walker than vou fellows, any-
how. Of ecourse, I'm not going to the
station, You fellows can iro on to the
station, while I drop in at the pictures.
See? I suppose you will lend me five
bob for the pictures.”

“I'li lend you one hob!™

"That's no good !’

"{iood-byve, then #

“1 don’t rund a bob seab.
I got my hat™

Billy Bunter

Wait ill

rolled ewav from
Wharton Lodge with the two juniors
In the brght April weather even
Billy Bunter felt equal to a walk of a
mile, with the prospect of the pictures
at the end. As for getting back, it
would not be necessary to walk, Taxi.
cabs wera available at Wimford; and
the great advantage of travelling by
taxi=—an advantage the roilwars did not
ogsess—was that & passenger did not
ave to pay till the end of the journey.
When Bunter turned up at Wharton
Lodge in & taxi, somebody would have
to puy the fare, thot was certain; and
it was cqually ecrtain that it
would not be William Ceorge
Bunter.  Qutward  bound,
Bunter had to wolk: but
homeward bound, there was
no reason why he should not
take a taxi, 8o far as Bunter
could sea.

8o the Owl of the BEemove
plugged quite cheerfull
along the country road a
did not grouse more than two or three
dozen times about the dust, the passing
motors, and the flics that settled on his
fat little nose.

There was a blaze of sunshine all the
way, but by the time the juniors reached
Wimford, that bright April day was
proving as unrelisble as moset April
days. The sunny sky was overcast, and
a few drops of rain fell, Billy Bunter
blinked up at a cloudy sky.

“It's going to ram!"” he
sccusingly.

Wi GD‘ ﬂi}i” )

“Just like you fellows to bring n
fellow out in the rain, without even a
coat or an umbrella. Just!™ said
Bunter bitterly.

Fortunately, the picture palace was
close at hand now, Billy Bunter
dodged inte ita shelter. It was some
distance farther on to the station, and
the rain was falling fastor.

“1 say, yvou fellows, you'll get jolly
wet !’ grinned Bunter. *He, he, he!
I sav. Wharton, gimme that bob—""

“Hera you are, Fatty ™

“I say, you fellows, hold on a
minnta——~"

_ “Well, what is it?"” asked Wharton
impatiently. “Weo're getting web.”

“I say, I shall want o bob for choco-
lates! I always get hungry in a cinema !
I zay, you fellows, don't walk off while
a fellow's talking to you!” roared
Bunter. .

But the fellows did walk off. Some-
how they did not seem to want to linger
in the rain, even to listen to William
George Bunter's entrancing conversa-

rox.
“I say, you fellows !" hooted Bunter,

gaid

were
Street towards the railway station,

H

the Greyviriars Remorve.
mg from the carriage window, heedless
of falling >
stcamed into Wimford Station, waving
his cap fo two fellows en the platform.

considerable

chortled Bob, still waltzing.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

But answer there came none. Harry
Wharton and Hurreo Jamset Ram Sing
hurrying on up Wimford High

“ Beasts "

rowled Bunter,
And he rulF

cd into the cinema, where,

g Wharton's shilling had to be ex-
pended on admission, he was driven to
expending ons of hiz own szhillings on
thio mecessary chocolates.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tha Man-Hunter Again |

ALLO, halle, halla 1
Sunshine or rain made little
diffarcnce to the exoberant
spirits of Robert Chorry of
Bob was lean-

roindrops, as the train

And his powerful voico floated over a
ortion of Surrey,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are

again!™ bawled Bob.

Wharten and Furree Singh waved
back cheerily,

*0Old Bob sooms ]i'n'E]F," roemarked the

captain of the Remove, with a laugh.

“Tho liveliness iz terrific ' chuckled
Hurrce Jamscet Ram Singh, “The

sight of his ezteemed znd absurd chivyy
15 gratefully comfortin

]

The train stnpgod, tgﬂ carriage door
flow epen, and Bob Cherry landed on
the platform with & bound. The nest
moment ke prasped  Wharton  and

Legend has it that the Wimford Mill is haunted,
But Harry Wharton & Co, are not daunted by
“* ghost ** talk, . . . Their visit of exploration
puts the kybosh once and for all on the Mystery

of the Mill,

Hurree Singh, and waltzed them round a
stack of luggage, rather to the astonish-
ment of a porter and several passengeys.
There was no doubt that Bob was in
high gpirits. Frank Nugent and Jolmny
Bull followed him from the '

carrlace,
Wharton.

]3*}]: 12

laden with bags.

“Here, hold on!” gasped
“I mean, let go, ass!*-

“My eosteemed fatheaded
gazped Hurree Singh.

“Glad to sec you, old pippins!”
“In fact,
end preo;

the « gladfulness is tecrific

posterous.™

* Leggo, fathead !™

“Order ! chuckled Nugent.

Bob crashed into a stack of 111& age
and ceased his gyrations at last. Whar-
ton gasped for breath, and the Nabob of
Bhanipur backed out of reach,

“The joviuloess of beholding wour

absurd countenance is great,” he
gasped; “but the moderation of the
cstcemed  transports is  tho proper

caper.”

.}Bolu chuckled, and glanced round.

“1 half ex[lmted to sce Bunter here!
Mot secing him moekes a follow [eel
frightfully bueked, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“I wonder whom he’s sticking this
vac i Erinnr_-d Bob. .

“Use ! said Wharton. “Only he's
packed into a cinema now.”

“Bunter 1" said Johnny Dull, "1
didan't know Bunter waz staying with
you this Easter, Wharton,

“Neither did 1, answered Harry rue-
fully. “Bunler settles these things for

himself. But come on—we want {o bag
a taxi; looks like a lot of rain coming.”

3

The Famous Five of Groyiriars
hurricd along the platform. A light
rain was falling, and the skv was still
blue; but there were thick clouds over
the downs, and it looked as if there was
going fo be something more than an
April shower.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where's the
jolly old taxi?" asked Bob Cherry, as
they came out at the station cntrance.

No taxi was to bo seen. The littlo
Burrey town hoasted only three taxi-
cabs, and on a rainy day they had a
rush of custom. NWo taxi was to be seen

iidw.

Harry Wharton looked round and
made o grimace,

“There wasn't one in when we got
here,” he said, “I left word for the
first in to be bagged for ws. None in
yet, I suppose.”

YWhat's tho matter with walling ¥
asked Bob.,  “Jolly weather for a
wallk,”

“ Looks like o lot of rain coming—-'

“0h, a little rain won't hurt us!
What's. the odds so long as you're
Ial.:l.i...:r. i.-?‘!'

Harry Wharton glanced at the sky.
It was plain that there was a storm
comdnge; but as yet thoere waes only &
shower, y

“Chance it!"” he said.

“Come on, old beans!™ said Bob,
swinging his bag.

And tho Famous Five of Groyiriara
starfed to walk. Under pattoring drops
thoy walked down the old IHipgh Street
of Wimford, past the cinems, where
Lilly Bunter had been left, and turned
into the open country road.

It was only o mile to Whar-
ton, Lodge by taling tho
shovtest route, and the chums
of the Bomove were good
walkers.

Un the open road, howevoer,
et a distance from the town,
they wondered a littie whethor
it would not have Leen wiscr
_to wait for a taxi. The sky
grew blacker ang the rain thicker.

“It's going to be damp!” romarked
Beobh Cherry cheorfully,

“The dampfulness will be terrific!™
murmurcd Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“We turn inte the weood in a few
mingtes, though,” soid Harry; “that

¥

will cover us most of the way,

“Good epg !

The juniors wore glad cnough to get
under the trees in Wimford Wood.

Thick branches extended over the foot-
path, and little of the rain came
through.

Ag they cntered on the footpath they
nodiced 2 man standing under a hig
onk, leaning on thoe trunk, lighting a
cigarette.

Apparently it was zsomo pedesteian
who had taken sheltor from the rain.
The juniors gave him a casual glance
in passing; but affcr that casual glance
Harry Wharton's eves fixed sharply on
the man, and he uttered an ex-
clamation :

“Thyt roiter!”

He came to an abrupt halt.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whoat—"
exclaimed Bob,

“That esteemed
merchan® again!”
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Thoe man under the oak looked at
them. He was o man of sbout thirty,
with black huir snd & square jaw. His
face was rather handsome; but the ex-
pression on it was not pleasant as he
looked at the Greyfriars juniors.

“Who is it?” asked Nugent. “I've
seen that johnny before somewhere.”

“1 know him,” enid Johnny Bull, with
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and preposterous
ejaculated Hurree
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n grunt, “It's the sportsman we saw
on Popper's Island, the last half-holiday
at Groyfriars."”

“That's the man!® agrecd Bob.
“What the thump's he doing herct
“¥hat's the row, Harry 1" .

fHarry Wharton's face was dark with
anger, and his eyes wore glinting at the
men undzr the oak. IHis chums looked
ut him in surprize.

“What's the trouble 7 asked Nugent.
“We had a row with the fellow near
Greyfriars: but—-" ;

“Il tell you what tho trouble is,”
said Harry, compressing his lips. “You
remember that that fellow was hunting
for an American named Poindexter—ao
share-pushing swindler——"

“I1 remember,” said Bob: “and we
helped the jolly old bird to get clear of
him when he was skulking on Popper’s
Island. ‘What about it?"

“Wall, he's got it into his head that
that swindler Poindexter is a connection
of mine,” said Harry, “ He's still after
him: and he’s been hanging about
Wharton Lodge ever since 1 got home,
thinking thas he cam get on the man's
track here.” ] .

“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob, in
astonishment. “What on earth put that
into hia silly head "

“He said that he got it from & Grey-
friars man when I asked him. ‘Thus s
the third time I've seen him hanging
about here!” said the captain of the
Remove. “‘Last time Inky and I
chucked him into a ditch, as & warmng
to sheer off. If he sheered off, he's come
back again.” ;

“But haven't you told him that you
don't know anything about that
swindler ¥ azked MNupgent.

“Ho doesn’t believa me; somebody
has stuffed him that the man i3 an uncle
of mine,” said Harry, “He's been ask-
ing the keeper of Wharton Lodge, and
ntfmr people, about that swindler Poin-
dexter. It will bo the talk of the neigh-
bourhood scon that that Amercan
sharper is some connection of oura. I'm
going to stop him.” i

The enptain of the Remove, with =et
lips, strode towards the man under the
oak. Iliz chums glanced at one another
i‘nlimr dubionsty, and then flollowed
1im.

“Zn vou're hore ngain 7 said Wharton
savagelv,

'Z:]“Im Back -haired man gave a cool
nod.

“As vou zeo ! he drawled.

“What do you want herei”

“I think you know!” said the biack-
haired men. ‘1 am hunting for Elias J.
Poindexter, the sharper who robbed me.
But for vour meddling, I should have
nailed him that day on the island in the
river near Greyfriars” %

" ¥ou threatonad the man's life, and
we chipped in to prevent a crime [ said
Wharton. “That’s no reason why you
should foney that the man is a con-
nection of mine, and hang about here,

rowling round my home in search of

im, I've told you I know nothing of
the fellow.'?

The black-haired man’s lip curled,

“7 am not asking you to tell me any-
thing,"” he zaid. **Poindexter is a thiof
end a vwillain, but a3 he iz your
un¢le—=**

“Ha i3 not my uncle!" roared
Wharton.
The man-hunter shrugged  his
shouldera,

“ He 12 no connection of mino—I have
naver seen him gines that deay on the
island, and never expect to see him
again ™

Another shrug.

“Look hers, th Wilmot, if that is
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vour name,” said Wharton, “I'm not
standing thisl I've warned you off
before, and mow I warn you off again.
For the last time, I tell you I know
nothing of that man Poindexter.'

“Yet you seized on me, to allow him
to escape?' sneered the black-haived
TirOQLIL,

“ Becanse you threatened his life!
e was a stranger to me—to all of us.”

“That 1= false.

Wharton clenched his hands,

“Who told you that the man was a
relation of mine 7'’ he demanded,

“A Greviriara boy.”

* Ho was pulling your leg, whoever he
was ! said Bob %hﬁrl‘}". “We can all
tell you it's not true, Who was the
chap{"

“One who knows, ns he is a friend of
yours,"”” sncered the black-haired man.
“Tha fat I:ras in the spectacles who was
on the island with you that day.”

“ Bunter 1” eoxclaimed Wharton
amazement.,

“Is hia name Bunter? 1 do not care
about his name. I questioned him the
day you broke up at Greyiriars, and he
told me."

“The fat idiot!" gasped Wharton.
“Y can’t imagine why Bunter should
have pulled your leg. But it's not
irue," ;

Wilmot puffed carelessly at  hia
cigarctte. But his eyes were warily on
the Greviriars fellows. .

“1 don't know why Buater should !g_e
to you,”* smid Harry, " except that he's
always lying. Anyhow, he was lying
when he told you that that rogue
Poindexter was a relative of mine.
Will you take my word for that?”

“ No 1™ answered Wilinot cooliy.

Wharton's eyes flashed. 3

“Then you're I:sc;im‘:g on this game—
prowling round my home, asking people
questions abont that absconding share-
pusher, and giving them the impression
that he's related to me?"

“] am my own master, my boy!
Pass on your way, and do not hunt for
trouble,” said the Dblack-haired man
coldly.

“ Y¥au arve not your own master to that
extent! You've had one lesson, nn:;’:
now you're going to have another!
exclaimed Harry Wharton, “You
I‘e!lm:fjs are going to back me up In
this?

“1What-ho I’* chuckled Bob Clervy.

“Yesg, rather 1™ , _—

“Tha back-upfulness is terrific.”

“Hands off, wyou checky young
ragcals 't exclaimed Wilmet., He threw
away the cigarette, and slipped into s
hand & heavy malacca eane {rom under
his arm. *1 warn you—-""

“Collar him " shouled Wharton.

“Stand back ™

The black-haired man swung up the
heavy malaces, hia oyes g’h_i'ltll'lgl EEI‘U’E]F*
Bob Cherry swung up his suitcase at
the szame momeut and it whizeed
through the air.

Crashl

id ﬂh !H 2

The suitcase crashed on Wilmot's
head, and he went spinning, the malacca
fying from his hand,

The next moment, Harry Wharton &
Co. were upon him, and the black-
haired man-hunter was strugglin
desperately in the grasp of Gve pairs o
'.‘1§un::u5 hands.

Twice Wilmot hed found himself in
hot water with members of the Famous
Five, and on each oceasion he had been
roughly handled. It has boen said that
the third time is lucky, but it is to be
doubted whether Wilinot would find it
80 in the pext few heectic minutes!

in
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i ANDS offl” yelled Wilmot
H furiously.
“Bag him!"” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“Collar him "

The - black-haired man ﬁtrugl led
furiously, He was a powerful fellow,
strong und sinewy., But he had little
chance against the five sturdy schoolboys.
He hkept them very busy for several
strenuous minutes, but then ha was down
on his back, with Bob Cherry kneeling
on his chest, and the other fellowa
grasping him on all sides. )
¢ Bob grinned down at the infuriated
ace,

“Take it calmly, old bean! We've
got :E.mu [* he remarked.

“The gotfulnesa is terrife.’

“Let me gol’® yelled the hlack-haired
man, heaving desperately under the

juniors. “Let me go, you young
scounndrals,™

“Dear me! He scems quite excited 1"
remarked Bob. *Bang his napper on
;[m ,ground, Inkyl That will calm
im."”

““Ha, ha, hal”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grasped
the thick black hair with both his dusky
hends and jammed the man-hunter's
head on the hard carth. There was a
fﬂﬁi{rﬂl yell ns contact was iﬂabiishp&.?"

JMOW ATA you ng to keep quiet
asked DBob nhﬂeriﬂ::l ¢ St

* I=I—I——you young hounds—you—
|Du—?l

“(Five him another !

Baog!

“Oh! Oooooh ™

The black-haired man ceased to
struggle. Apparently he realised that it

was not good e¢nough, He lay panting
in the grasp of the Greyfriars juniors,

"Well, wo've got him|!"” remarked
Johnny Bull. * But what are we going
to do with him? He ought to be run in
for threatening to shoot Poindexter, but

suppose wo can't run him in,”

“I suppose we can’t,” said Harry.
“"Poindexter must be afraid of the law,
or he would have the man arrvested for
threatening his life, instead of skulking
a.wa.{{ like a cowardly cur. But tho
cheeky rotter iz not poing to prowl
around here.”’

“Well, what shall we do with him?*
nsked Bob, “ Boil him in oil, or strew
the hungry churchyard with Jus bones?™*

““Ha, ha, ha

“ ¥onu can do nothing ! hissed Wilmot.
“ Poindexter dare not appeal to the
police, and you canuot. You can do
nothing. Let mea go.”

Wharton looked down at him primly.

“Once more,” he said %uieﬂ;.r, “1 tell
you that I know nothing of that
swindler, and these fellows will tell you
the same,"’

“Cnece more, I tell you that I do not
helicve you!™ snarled tha black-haired
man.

*Then you will not clear off 7"

“1 will not!™

“That does it, thenl Sooner or
lIater we'll make you tired of prowling
rounid Wharton Lodge! You've taken
the law into your own hands in dealing
with that Amevican sharper. I'm going
to take it into my own hands in dealing
with you. 1'd give yowinto custody, if I
could—=but there’s no law apainst & man
prowling about making a fool of him-
self, I suppose. Turn him over, you
men.”” Wharton picked up the malaces.

“{Oh, my hat! What—""

“I'm going to give him six—QGrey-
friars style.”

“Ha, ha, hal%
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“1{ vou dore——"" ghricked Wilmot,

“You'll jolly soon sce that 1 dare!”
gaid Wharton econtemptuously. “‘Tuen
the brute over |

The black-haired man struggled
franticallg. For & [ull minute he was
hard to hold. But the odds were too
hcavy and he was jammed in the grass
of the footpath, face down, still wrig-
%Eng spasmodicelly in the grasp of the

. The malacen swished in the air.

“If you daro—-="" panted the man-
hunter, his voice mufiled by grass.

Whack!

‘"The malacca came down with a terrific
swipe. Thers was a vell from the
strugeling man, and o chuckle from the
juniors,

Only Wharton's [aee was set and angry.
To some extent he sympathised with the
man, who had ewxidently been a victim
of the American share-pusher’s trickery,
and had, according to his own statement,
which the juniors believed, been robbed
and ruin by the fugitive. It was

clear, too, that the idea of vengeanec
on the swindler was an olsession in the
man's mind, and that on that subjoeck
he was scarcely sane, though normul in
all other respects. Dut Wharton was
fed up with thoe man-hunter amd his
methods,. Whatever hoe had  suffered
waus no exeuse for his deaperete intention
of hunting the man whe had wrongod
him to lis death. And the idea of
possip spreading over the countryside,
of & connection between Wharton Lodge
and a notorious sharper, was intenscly
exasperating. Reginald Wilmot had to
cleur off, and il %m would not go, he
Lhad to Lo made te go. Certainly he
was likely o get lired, in the long run,
of mecthods like this.

Wharton put his beef inte it. Scldom
had a CGreyfriers prefect put o much
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beel into o “six " administered to a

junior.

The black-haired man wriggled fran-
tically,. A torrent of threats poured
from his lips till Hurrco Jamsct Ram
Singh jammed hiz head down in the
eross, aid his voice dicd away In a
muffled gurgle.

Whack, whack, whaclk!

“That’s the lot I* said Iarry Wharton
rather breathlessly, and ke tossed the

malaccn BWAY, “That's the sccond
lesson, Bre. Wilmet.”

A pasping purgle was the only reply.
“Now take my tip, and clear off !
said Harry. “If you lhad any sense
you'd sec that T've told you the truth,

N\ 2=
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and that yeu'll learn nothing of Ioin.
dexter here, Anyliow, it's noet yowr
business to punish the man, and 1
wouldn't help you to find him if I could.
Lot him go, you men”™

The hlﬂ.ukjmirmi-l man was released,
Ilo staggered to his feet, white wilh
fury, and panting for breath. Ha
clenched his hands, and glared ab the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove with
blazing cyes,

Wharton oyed him coolly.

“I advise vou to clear off,” he zaid.
“1f we meot you again, we'll handle you
again! We'll keep up this game as long
as you do, Mr. Wilmot. And if you
want any more trouble now, come on;
we'll give vou all you want.”

“And o little over, dear man!”
grintned Bob Cherry.

For several seconds the hreathless, dis-
hevelled man glared at the juniors, los
hands clenchied, It was gvidently in his
miind to rush on thew, hitting oul right
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and left. Dut he restrained his fury.
He had already learncd that a struggle
with the Famous Five was o hopeless
proposition. Panting for breath, and
gritting his teeth, he turned awoy.

“Come onl!"” said Hnrr{;

The juniors picked up their bags, and
walked on by the footpath. The black-
haired man was left leaning on the oak,
panting. In a few minutes he was lost
to sight as they followed the winding
footpath through tho wood.

The rain was coming down Lhickly
when the Famous Five left tho wood
behind ond eame out into tho road

gsgoin. They hurried on, breaking into
;:. trot, and reached Wharton Lodge at
usk.
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As the black-haired man swung up the heavy malacea,
Bob Cherry let fly with his sultcase. Crash |
The case crashed on Wilmot's head and sent him spinning.

llﬂh i LR

There was o rumble of distant thunder
as Wells opened the door to them. A
fresh torront of rain dashed down., The
storm was coming on now in carnest
‘T'he juniors were glad to get in.
H"Hunt-:rr‘s not back yet, Wells 1 nsked

arry.

o I"-ﬂ:-, gir !" answered the butler.

“The dear old fat man will get wet!”
reinarked Bob Cherry, as the juniors
went up to their rooms,

“Ho will get something worse than

that when he comes in!" growled
Wharton. "It was that EIIH} 1idiot put
the iden into Wilmot's head that I know

something  sbout Poindeater—goodnoss
knows why! I suppose Bunter can't
help telling lies, but I can't imagine
why he told that one. I'll jolly woll
serap him when ho comes in l”

“The scragfulness is the proper
t%up{'!i'!" agreed Ilurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

1w Macxer Lomniny—No. 1,208,
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By the time the juniors had changed
their wet things, and come down to tes,
Colonel Wharton and Aunt Amy had
returned in the car. To the colonel and
Miss Wharton nothing was said about
the black-haired man. Wharton did not
went to trouble them with the stran
state of affairs brought about by Billy
Bunter’s recklezs fabrications, especially
as_Bunter wasg a visitor in the house,

Eutrhﬂ Was VeIY anxious for Bunter to
come in. Kicking & guoost—even a guest
like William Georga Bunter—was not
quite the thing; but if Billy BDunter had
rolled in just then, it was very probable
that he would have received the kick.
m% he richly deserved.

ut Bunter did not roll in.

There seemed no doubt that lie wonld
arrive in time for supper. It was
extremely unlikely that Dunter would
miss & roeal,

But when supper eame, thers was no
Dunter.

“ Where on carth has the fat idiot got
to?” asked Harry Wharesn, staring
through a wet window into pouring
rain.

But to that question thers was no
answer. Dilly Bunter, for the first time
on record, waa mmmg a meal, and the
why and the wherefore waos a deep
mystoery.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Lift for Bunter !

£ H crumbs " said Bunter,
He stood under the porch
“f, tha picture palace, and
blinked into falling rain.
g. did tiﬁtdlﬂi;:?ck a.t]:ractivm
unter ha en having quite s good
time. He had revelled in the films, He

had ecxpended all his available cash ve-
sources on the purchase of chocolates.
He was bappy and sticky till he rolled
out to take his homeward way. Then,
although still sticky, he was no longer
happy, He did not like the rain.

“Beast I murmured Bunter,

Heo was thinking of Harry Wharton.
Bunter bad to get home, and it was for
hia host to sce thet he got thers dry.
Instead of which, it was very likely that
Wharton had forgotten his fat existenco.
His aitention, in all probability, was
taken up by the arrival of his friends—
after all Bunter had dono for him !

It was uscless to stand and blink into
the rain, and think of the beastliness of
ungrateful beasts. DBunter realised that,
63 he borrowed an umbrella from o
sympathetie commissionaire, turned up
his jacket-collar, and rolled up the street
fowards the station, where taxicabs were
to be had.

_ Arrived thers, Dunter blinked round
in utter dizmay.

Tazicabe, appzrently, wers not to be
hadl "There wns a run on the few that
existed in Wimford.

Inguiry of a porter elicited the in-
teresting information that the cabs were
out, and that it was quite unknown
when they would come in.

Bunter waited and watched.

A financial shortage did not prevent
him from taking a cab. He was mors
than willing to leave the question of the
farc to be settled 2t Wharion Lodge, He
had counted on a taxi as a cert. But
even Billy Bunter could not take a cab
when there was not a eab to bo taken.

Hea waited in vain,

No taxi rolled up. It was already
near tea-time. Billy Bunter'a fat face
grow longer and longer. The awful
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realisation forced itself into his mind
that he would have to walk, after all.
And it was raining !

It “was not much uso waiting for the
rain to stop, Ewven Bunter could see
that it was not going to get better, but
WOLse,

He made up his fut mind to it at last,
, Had he made that fut mind up to it
immediately on leaving the pictures, is
would have been betier for Bunter.
The rain had grown licavier whils he
waited, But it eculd not be helped,
and Bunter plunged out at last into the
gn:!:ni drops, and set his fat littla logs
wto their swiftest motion,

Ho long as he was in the town it was
not so bad. Tut when ho got out on the
wide country road, it was very bad
indeed.

. A high wind had rizen and was'swoep+
ing over the downs. It minote Bunter,
and lashed him with raindrops.

He puffed and panted on, He blinked
continually round him, hoping to sizht o
car that would give him a friendly lift,
Ho was o quarter of a mile out of
Wimford, and the rain wuas coming down
heavily, when he heard o car behind
him, and stopped. e was about to
epter the footpath through Wimford
Wood, the route which Harry Wharton
& Co. had followed a couple of hours
esrlier. But a lift in o car, if he could
Eet It, was much more attrpetive; and

@ blinked round through the misty rain
and waved a fat hand to the driver of a
little dark two-seater,

‘T say |” yellod Bunter. " Btop I*

He rolled into the road, waving his
hand. The driver applied his brakes,
and tha little car slowed down,

The man was muflled up against the
ram, & soit hat pulled down low over
his brows. But Dunter, as he blinked
at him, saw pomething fomtliar in the
faco under the low hat-brim. He had
seen that man before somewhere.

“ ¥ou !" said the man in the car.

Bunter jumped.

He knew the man now. It was the
black-haired man with the square jaw,
the man who had questioned him on
break-up day at Greyfriars, and whom
Bunter had so cleverly “diddled ” into

iving him a lift to Wharton Lodpe
rom the school.

Bunter had almost forgotten that ex-
tremely elever prececding. He had
rather prided himeclf, at tho time, on
ils cleverness. 'This fellow, whoover he
was, was frightfully keen to get on the
track of the elusive swindler, Poin-
dexter, and suspected that the man was
somehow connected with Harry
Wharton.

It had seemed to Dunter qnite a
mastorly piece of strategy to pull his
leg, Tho man was so keen to believe
what he wanted (o believe, that 16 was
az easy as falling off a form. Indeed,
had Bunter told him the truth, he would
not have believed 1t; while Dunter's
stateanent ithat Kliag J. Poindexter was
Wharton’s unele had been swallowed
ke bait by a gudgeon.

Often and oflen had DBilly Bun‘er
found his whoppers disbelieved. But
this particular whopper had gone down
whole,  Dunter had bapged the lift he
wanted, from Greyfriars to Wharton
Lodge, and then had cheerfully dis-
missed the matter from his fat mind,

Now he remombered it.

There was a derk seowl on Wilmat's
brow, and a glint in his eyves that mads
tho fat junior uneasy.

He had stopped the two-seater to ank
for a lift home; but ho abandoned that
iden now. Heo did not like tho man's
locks at all. Now that he recornised
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him as the man whose leg he had pulled,
the Owl of the Remove backed away.

“Stop 1 rapped out Wilmat,

“]—I'm in rather o huorey,” stano-
mercd Bunter, backing facther off. * It
=—it's r-r-rainmg.”

“Why did you signal mo to stopt”

) _

“If vou want a lift you can get in,”

Bunter did want a Ift. He
wanted one badly. But he did not want
a lift in that car, now that he recog-
nised the driver. Ile had “diddled ™
the black-haired man for a long lift on
break-up day; but he did not want
another. 'I'f;e glint in the man's cyos
scarcd him. He wondered whether the
fellow had discovered that his leg had
been pulled. The fact that he was still
in the vicinity locked as if he had beon

rowling about Wharton Lodge in tho

ope of picking up some- trace of
Poindexter—in  the belief that the
elusive gentleman was related to Harry
Wharton. And he certeinly logked like
s man to cut up very rusty if he dis-
covered that he had been trifled with.

“Get inl” repeated Wilmot. He
threw the door open.

Instead of getting in, Bunter backed
farther off, 'Zgﬁe- black-haired man shub
off the engine, and jumped down.

“Stop!” he rapped out. “I want a
word with you”

# J-=]—" stammered Bunter, _

He was quite unaware of the mecting
that had taken place that afternoon be-
tween Wilmot and the Famous Five,
and of the handling the black-haired
man had received. But he could see
that the man was m & black and bitter
mood, and could read anger and sus
picion in his glinting eyee.  The fat

unior wished, from the bottom of his

t heart, that he had neot signalled the
two-scater to stop.

Ho backed farther towards the open-
ing of the fcotpeth in the wood.
Wilmot strode after him.

“Stop, you fut fool 1™ he snapped.

*0Oh, really, you know!” gasped
Bunter.

He came to & halt, his fabt lLnees
knocking together. Wilmot eyed him

rimly and savagely under the bieim of

o low-pulled hat.

“I'im glad I've met you again, Dunter
=1 think vour name is Bunler,” he said.
“[ intended to find vou and question
{nu. I have seen the boy Wharton
wice, and he denies what wou  told

“D.d-docs he?"” gasped Dunter.

“He denies that Dlins Poindexter 1s
his uncle, or any relative at all”

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter.

He blinked at the man., It had never
occurred to his obtuse brain that his
statement woonld reach Wharton's ears.
He could imoging the feclings with
which the captain of the Remove haed
bheard it. He could almost feel already
Wharton's boot on his tight trousers,

“Did you tell me the truth, yvou young
scoundrel P domonded the black-heired

man, lis cyes iﬂuminﬁ at Bunfer.
“Oh, yea! ather 1" gasped Bunter.
*Certainly I If Billy Bunter had been

inclinced to own up to the deception, the
Iook on the man-hunter's face would
have frozen the confession on his lips.
#i—I say, I—I hopo you don't doubt
my word.”

“You repeat that Poindexter is the
uncle of the boy Wharton "

“Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. “0Oh,
yez—quito ! If—vzgt.' Wharton says he
isn’t, he—he’s an owinl fibber, weu

“I‘

“He looked truthful I muttered the
Black-haired man. It was clear that,
in spite of his determination not to bo
convinced that he was on & false track,
he found it dificult to doubt the word

of the eaplain of 1ihe Greyfriars
Remove,

“0Oh, he's an awful fibber !¥ gasped
Bunter. * He—=he eouldn’t tell the truth
if—if he tried, yon know., I—I've often
spoken to him about it at Groyiriars—

remonsirated with lom, you know.™
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“He denies it,” said the man-hunter,

with & black look at the Owl of the
tomove, Y IE I thought you had lied to
m—""

“QOh, no!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
wonldn't, you know| I—I—"

“If you have lied to me—deceived me
—cauzed me to waste precious time on a
false scont—-" : :

The black-Lraired man clenching his
hands, made & stride towards Buater.

ulra.rmhlrr

The fat junior yelled, and jumped
back in sheer terror.

“Stop, you fat fool 1

But Billy Bunter did not stop! He
made 8 wild bound into the footpath,
and tore away. ]

“Stop 1” roared the black-haired man.
“You fat fool, you are in no dangerl
Stop, 1 tell you I

Bunter was not likely to stop. He ran
up the wet, grassy footpath as if he
were running for his life. .

“Owi? gpasped Buanter, Oh eriker!
Oh loc' 1™

He tore along the path, his fat little
logs fairly flashing as hoe flew. T'rom
ihe footpath he turned into another
path, and thon into another., Whoere he
wag going, Bunter neither knew nor
eared, so long as he pgot fo a szia
distanes from the black-haired man. In
his terrified state of mind, he half
cxpected to hear the orack of s revolver
behind bim. The pettering of the rain
on the leaves was, to Bunter’s scared
ears, the pattering of pursuing footsteps.

_Ha ran, and ran, and ran, till his fat
little legs refused to run any longer.

¥
Then he came to a halt, gni_pin ., and
leaned on e tree, splutiering for breath.
There was no sound of n pursucr. For

long, long minutes, Billy Bunter leaned
helplessly on the iree, gasping and gasp-
ing as if he would never leave off
E1SPIngG.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Mysterious |

PLASH, splash, spleas!

The raia was coming down
heavily now. The sky, so blue a
few hours ago, was almest black;

and the roll of thunder eochoed over
Wimford Wood, Through the thick
branches the rain splashed and dashed—
unheeded by Billy Bunter, till at lost
he had recovered his lost wiid., Thero

was no sign of the black-haired man—
apparently he had not followed Bunter.
The Dwi( of the Remove detached him-

sclf from thoe tree at last and blinked
round him through his big spectacles, m
scarch of a way., Dunter was wet; and
he was getting wetter. From a _fmaw
downpour, there was little shelter in the
wood; and the fat junior was anxicus
to get under a roof, Relioved at last
of his fears of the mean-hunter, he
started on his homeward way—or what
he supposed to be his homeward way.
Dut the winding iatha in the woodland
were something ko a jigsaw puzzle to
the Owl of the Remove.

e tramped on drearily, wetter and
wetter. To add to his woes, ho was get-
ting frightfully hungry. It was lon
past toa-time; and Bunter hed ha
nothing but a box of chocolatez sinco
lunch. It was truo that at lunch he had
eaten almest as much as the Tamous
Five together. But he was Eﬂttlﬂﬁ
femished now. Wet and weary an
hungry, the fat junior plugged on, and
omerged from the w at last.

Ho came out into a deep lane, with
woodland on the other side. He
blinked round him, in scarch of land-
marks. ‘Thoe lane was steep, rising to
the downs; and it was unfamiliar to

Bunter's gyes. ‘Thero was no sign
Wharton dﬁe’ or any other habita-
tion. Billy

unter groancd deeply as
ha realised that hLe Eqd lost his way.
Wet and hungry and tived, the haplesa
Owl blinked mto the falling rain, and
groaned.

But it was useloss to remain where he
was, The darkness of the stormy sky
was deepening in the dusk of ﬂl’ﬂ-ﬂlnﬁ-
The thought of being lost on that track.
less countryside, after the fall of night,
wag terrifying—-almost sz torriiying as
tha black-haired man. Bunter plugged
out into the middle of the lane, and
blinked this way and that way, in search
of & landmark or a huil&ing. The
poorcet hovel would have been a wal-
come shelter then.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

Logking up tha lane, ho dizcerned the
arms of & windmill in the rainy
distance, high over the weoping wooda
He knew where he was now, though the
knowledge did not bring comfort. He
remembered that windmill: it was five
miles from Wharton Lodge, standing on
s little eminence over the woodland,
where the old sails creaked to every
wind that blew., The long arms of tho
windmill were turning in the wind that
blew over the downe.

Beveral times Dunter Liad scen that
windmill in the distance, sometimes
from a car, sometimes when oycling;
but he had never been near it. He knew
it at onee; and koew that he was long
miles from Wharton Lodge—miles that
his little fat legs were quite incaepable
of covering until he had had a rest,

¥ET Lisramy.—No. 1,208,



But & windwill meant—or should have
moant—a miller; and Bunter turned
up the lane, and plugged up the rather
steep ascent towards the mill.

There was shelter at least at the okl
mill, and the miller could hardly refuse
him something to ocut; perhaps might
even provide a conveyanco to take him
home., Bunter was wet and  woeful
and weary; but there was hope in his
fat breast as he plugged om through
mud and wind and driving rain towards
tho mull.

He came out of the woodland, upon
the grassy hillock where the inill stood,
and gramped through an open gateway
m o broken [ence., There was no sign
of life about the mill; its survoundings
vwere dismal and desolate; what had
once been a garden was wild and weedy
and voncaltivated; and there were no
wheel tracks in the muddy lane that led
to it. Back into Bunter's mind came a
recolleetion that he had been told that
that old mill was deserted, and had long
been uninhabited,

He remoembered now  that IHarey
Wharton had pointed it out one day
from the colonet's car, and told Hurrco
Jamsct Ram Bingh thot it was aban-
doned, and falling to rxuin. Tho fat
junior greanod in anguish of spirits, If
there was nobody there, thore was no
hielp for him at the mill.

He stopped, in the gathering dark-
ness and the falling rain, blinking dis-
mally at the desolate bwlding. Thero
was shelter from the rain there, at all
events; and Dunter's fat legs wero
almost giving way under him now, Ha
remembered that the road where the
cars passed was nearly a mile from the
mill, and to reach it hoe would have to
plug through steep, winding, muddy
lancs. To take shelicr in the old mill
meant getting a muoch-needed rvest aot
of the rain; but it left the food problem
unsolved. And that problem was grow-
INg prossing now.

Bunter groazned as he blinked at the
old building, black egainst the darken-
ing sky,

From a little window, broken and
patched, there came a gleam of light.
Bunter started, and stared at it.

A lamp or candle had been lighted in
the mill.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

A light in the building meant that
someone was there., Once more hope
waa renewed 1n the podey breast of the
Owl of Greyfriara.

He iramped on towards the building.
The light from the little window
twinkled like a beacon of hope.

Someone was there, that was certain.
Thae mill, after all, was inhabited.
Possibly it was being taken into use
again, ofter years of disuse. At all
events, somebody was there. Bunter
reached tho erazy steps that led up to
the deoor, and moonted them. The door
was shut, and he knocked on 1t loudly.

Thump, thump, thump!

Tha sound of lLis knocking echoed
earily in the building. There was no
answer, no  movement, from  within.
Bunter knocked, and knocked, and
enorted with angry impatience. Ha
tried the door; but it was fastened
within, and did net open. He resumed
thumping, and then began to kick at
the door.

“Beasts!” gasped Bunter. “Why the
thump don't they open the door? Deasts!
Leaving a fellow out in the rain!
Rotters! Oh dear!™

Bang, bang, bang!

hat someone was within the mill was

certain. A movement caught Bunter’s
listening ears; a soft oand stealthy
Tee Magxer Liseany.—No. 1,203,

sound. Semeone was there, though why
he did not open the door was & mystery.

“1 say, let me in!" yelled Bunter.
“"Do you hear? I want {o get out of
the rain? Let a fellow inl”

Thers was no answer. DBut again he
heard that stealthy sound, as of some-
oue creeping soltly on the inner side of
the door. The occupant of the mill,
whoever be was, was theve, listening to
Bunter., But the door did not open,

Thump, thump! Kick, kick!

“AWill you let me in? yelled Bunter.
“Why can't vou ot a f r:ﬁmv in out of
the wain, blow youi®

Thump, thump! Kick]

But there camae no reply, though
Bunter was well aware that on the
other side of the deor was someona lis
tening to him. He was decply exas-
perated and he thumped and kicked
sevagely, He backed down the ereak-
mg steps ab last, and blinked uwp at the
little window. It was dark; the light
had been extinguished within,  Whe-
ever wias the mysterious oocupant of the
loncly mill, it was clear that he did not
want to be disturbed, and that Bunter
had no hospitality to cxpect there.

" Beast I groaned Bunter.

He blinked round in the rain, picked
We & heavy stone, and harled it up at
the little window. [t crashed through a
pane already cracked and patched, and
thera was o clatwer of falling fragments
of glass, Bunter's idea was that that
woild make the man in the mill open
the door, if anything would. But the
door did not open.

“0h, the rotter!” gasped Bunter.

He stood in the heavy rain, blinking
up at the window with an nfuriated
Lliink. The window was dark; but it
seemned to Bunter that he could sce a
face pressed to a dity lbroken panc,
The man i the mill was watching him
from the window. It even zeemed io
Bunter that e could discern the outline
of 4 pair of spectogles pyetsed to the
pane—big, horn-rimmeod spectacles, He
waved a fat hand and shouted :

“Can't vou let me inl 1 eay, lot 2
follow in out of the rain? Can't you
hear me, you beast?”

Whether the mman heard him or not,
he gave no zign. Awd Bunter, as he
stood m the rain blinking up at the
window, puzzled and enraged, bogait to
feel o tremor of uncasiness. Qbviausly,
if it had been a miller, or any ordinary
accupant, he would at ieaalg have opone
tho door. And it came into Bunter's
mind that the occupant of the mill was
probably sowe tramp, who had eamped
i the deserted building. Alarming
thouglits of tramps, foofpads, and es-
cupuﬁ lunatics chased one another
through Billy Bunter's fat brain; and
he gave & squeak of alavm, and beat a
retreat to the broken fence.

There was no shelter to be had in the
loncly mill, that was certain now; and
now that he had cealised what the ocen-
pant was probably like, Bunter was not
anxious for shelter there. Flo was, in-
decd, anxious to get away from the
vicinity, In that solitary spot it awwould
not have been agreealle to come into
conttact with some desperate choaracter.

With aching lezs and dismal fat face,
the Owl of the Remove plugged away.
Ha squelched through mud and fallin
rain, following the steep lane throngh
the woodland, and the dark and mysteri-
oits mill disappeared behind  him.
Bunter, weary and woebegone, tramped
on dismally through rain and gloom.
And as Dunter tramped, his hunger
became more acute. It was not so long
gince: ha had eaten, but to the miser-
able, bedrageled Owl it seemed like an

L.

como  in,

you'd

THE MAGNET
& M ASTER HARRY?
“No, sir! Master Buntep

It was close on bed-time, and Hary
he was walting at Wimnford tilt the rain
dent had happened to the fat Owl, they
was reccived with pleasure; but on this
had eatlvd him on the phone. He
familiay fal voiee, as he put the reeeiver
Havrry.

“Is that what you rang e up to
for me™

“I'm phoning f[rom the Cart anp:l
What on earth aroe you doing there?”
way, and walked hundreds of miles, and

“What did you lose the way [ovi"
vabbit "

“Ho that's all the sympathy I gel™
and wandering miles and miles, and
olf, an 5

“¥ah! Ishouald have perished on the

“IRot! You've got enough fat to live

“Beast! Avo you gomng to send that
in another minute if I hado’t got to
sighted it sixty scconds later.”
heartless reply.
you've got to be fetched home™
Bunter. “You beasr! I've a jolly
home,"

“GFood-bye, old bean! Sec you next
car! I zay

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“Has  Buntoer
desives 10 speak 1o you on the telephone,”
Wharton & Co. were wondering whas
stopped ; whettior be had started to walk
conld nob ruess,
ovecasion, Flarry Wharion was  un-
hurricd at onee to the telephone,
to his ear.
“ Beast 1
say " he asked.
"Where are vou, you benighted {at-
Horses Inn, on the Redford road.™
“Warting lor you to send the cor,
got drenched to the skin!  After all
“Why, you Least——"
“ 4, really, Whaorton -
hooted Buonter., " Afltar being nearly
being nearly murdered again by a tvamp
*You've had a jolly time, old [fat
road, if I hadn't got to this mnn. I was
on for three years at least, like a polar
car i hooted Bunter, “1 can tell you,
this innp.”
There was a gurgle of wrath on the
“I'll ask my unecle if he will let us
“You-you rotter! I've a jolly mood
good mind (o telephone to Dunier
“Good! Btick to thatl”
term at Greyiriars”
“My deor porpoise,

The Wanderer’s Return !
Wells?”
Ok
had become of Billy DBunter. Whether
and lost his way, or whether some acei-
1t was scldom that news of Bunter
doubtedly relieved to hear that the Owl
“Aro you thore, yeu boasti™ came a
-*1s that you, you fat chump? asked
W harton grinned over the instruntent.
*¥Yah! I want you to send the car
head 77
“My bhat! That's six miles away!
vou bratel Lot yvou care it ve lost iy
I'va cdone lor you—"
“"Haven't you tiw senseg of a bunny
“You silly ass!™
wnrdered by that plack-bawed  beasr,
in a beastly will, and walking my legs
bean "
dying of hunger when 1 got here.”
bear.™
I should have lullen down and perished
“Then I jolly well wish
telephone, as  Bunter received that
have the car,” said Harry. *I supposo
mind not to come back at all!” gasped
Court for tho pater’s Rolls, and gao
*0Oh, really, Wharton I
“1 zay, HirEﬂ old chap! Send that

telephore ta
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Buntor Court for the Rolla. Ii's an
ever so muth better car. You've told
we Esc- i;}ItsEuf t:mca;.” -

&ns mean, old chap——"'

“Ha, ha, hal” e
““Bleseed if I see enything to cackle
at! The fact is, I forgot the pater’s
away on the Riviera—I mean, the Rolls
ha: pone to be repaired.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“Will you send that car?” shrieked
Bunter,

“Yes, you fat aesl®

“I say, I'm having mf-
and staying in bed while the
got & good supper here, luckily.
there will be a bill to pay.
forget to bring some
tin."

Harr Wharton
rang off and woent
to seek his unele.
Colonel  Wharton
immediately gave
ingtructions for tho
car to feteh Bunter
from the Cart and
Horses, with addi-
tional instructions
to the chauffeur to
15113.1- the bill Bunter

ad incurred there.
After which, Harry
Wharton & Co.
went to bed, not
feeling any desire
to wait up till the
Owl of the Remove
arrived home.

They were [ast
asleep when the car
returned to Whar-
ton Lodge, with a
fat and frownio
Owl, Colone
Wharton met the
fat junior as_ ho
rolle in. Bill
Bunter blink
round the  hall.
Apparently he had
expocted an anxious
party to be waiting
there for him, But
thera wns no anxious
party.

“Where are those
boasts 7" he asked,

e Whﬂi ?H

“I mean, whero
are ﬂl?ﬂ& feignwr; ?"d
s hephew an
his friends have
gone to bed, long ege!" prunied the
colonel.

Snort from Bunter.

“They didn’t even stay up for me!
Just like them !*

“And I think you had betler go to
bed, too, Dunter,” said Colonel
Wharton, with a rather grim look at
the indignant Dwl, and ke turned on
his heel and walked back to the library.

“ Beast ! murmured Bunter.

However, the advica was good, even
if it camo from a beast, and Billy
Bunter rolled off to bed. His snore was
goon awakoning the cchoes, and he
forgot hiz woes and grievances in
balmy slumber,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

It seemed to Billy Buenter that he
had only just closed his eyes when tho

owerful voice of Bob Cherry awakened

im. He opened his eyes and blinked.
Bright spring sunshine was streamin
in at the window, DBob Cherry grinne
down gt him,

“sStaying in bed all day, Fattyi'’ he
asked.

“Beast! I'm not gettin
after nil I'vo beon thron

“Fathead! It's ten o'clock.”

dry. I
I sav,
Don't

up ecavlr,

1 [ ]

E‘lﬂt-h'es dl‘iﬂl]- |

"*“Ow ! " gasped Bunter.

“Well, vou can tell them to send up
my brekker at twelve, Then I ghall
have time to get up for lunch,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Now shut up sand let a [lellow go
to sleep!"™

Bunter turned his head on the pillow
and closed his eyes again.

“Turn out, vou fat slacker!” sald
th,u “It's a lovely morning, after the
raim,

Snore !

“Like me to help you out?”

“EE[I'.Et !l:l-

“Wharton wants to sec you.”

“Wharton can go and eat coke!”

“He's going to kick yow.”

fat legs would carry him.

“Yah!”

“In fack, we're all going to kick
vy 1Y

Snorg !

" MNow, look here, old fat man,” satd
Bob, “we car’t kick you while you'ro
frowsting in bLed.”

Snore !

“Are vou asleep again?

Snore !

“Wake up, old fot man! Weo ean’t
hang about all the morning waiting

for you to come down and be kicked.™
Snore !

“Heare is an osteemoad jug of water,
my worthy Bob, Pour it over the
absurd head of the ridiculous Bunter.”

“*“Yaroooooooh 1"

Billy Bunter turned out. It was only
fen o'clock, and Bunter did not like
carly rising. But there was no help
for 1t, and he tarned out.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Thinks It Funny !

11 OW, vou fat villain!” _
N “Now, vou frabjous fabri-

cofor I
. “Now, vou fat frumpl*
Rilly DBunter  blinked across  the

9

breakiast-table through his big spee-
tacles at the Famous Five. The chums
of the Remove had breakfasted long
ago, and they had come in from a
ramble and helped Bunter to make up
hiz mind to turn out at ten. Qutside,
it was & fresh, bright April morning—
fresh and sweet alter tﬁe- heavy rain
of the previous day.

It was not the attraction of Bunter’s
company that kept tha juniors indoors,
or the entertainment of sceing him poek
away several breakfasts, one after
another;  though, as PBelb Cherr
remarked, people paid to see sue
things at the Zoo. Bunter had to bae
called to account.

‘¢ Stop, you fat foo! ! ** reared the black-haired man, *‘ You are in no danger—siop, I fell you! "
“Oh crikey ! Ohlor’!*™ He tore along the path as fast as his litile

“Now, von unspeakable fat foozler!™

“Oh, really, Wharton! Ring for
Wells, will you, and tell him the same
again, only twice as much. I'm fright-
fully bungry. I'll tell you all about it
afterwards.”

" Can’t wait till you've done feeding,”
said Bob. “It will be lunch-iima
then and f'ﬂu‘ll bo starting again.”

“I'm glad you'ro interested,” said
Buntey, with his mouwth full. 1 can
teil you, 1 hod some fearful escapes
vestorday. The wonder 1s, that I never
caught an awinl cold. 1 might have
been laid up, and you fellows might
have seen nothing of me for days and
days.™ :

“MNo such Tuck!” said Johnny Bull,
shaking his head.  * These lucky things
never eeally happon.”

“Deast! Pass tho kidoeys! T tell
vou everyihing that happened—--=>"

“Never mind that!” said Iacry
Wharton, *“That isn't what I was
going to ask von, fathead.”

“Lh? Jsn't 1t7” enid Bunter, * Pass
the toast 1M

"We met that man Wilmol yester-
doy,” said Harry. “He told us he got
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from you that that American swindler,
Poipdexter, was sb uncle of mipe.”

“He, he, he!”

“You told him so?*

“Well, what was I to tell him?"
demanded Bunter. “He fairly asked
to have his leg pulled. You fellows
left mo behind when Greyfriars broke
gp. You needn't say it was an accident
—it wasn't! Yeou let mo down!

“Well, that block-haired man bad a
car. He waa willing to drive me e
the way from Greyinars hore, ale was
keen, in fact, for me to sbow ham wii=o
you lived when I toid him thoar FPoiu-
dexter was vour uncie. 1 had fe get
here, hadao't I, after you fellows ot
‘me down? Be geasonable.”

The juntors gazed at Dunter. Bunter
went on eating,  Evidently the fat
Owl saw nothing reprehensible in the
amazing trick by which he had obtzined
& hit from QGreytiriara School fto
Wharton Lodge.

“ Besides, he wouldn't take * No " for
an answer,” explained Bunter. “‘He
had it farrly GGxed in his bead that
Poindexter was conpected with you
ecmehow, because :ﬁ.'-u protected him on
Popper's Island. e took hold of my
collar! Actually bad the nerve to lay
hands on me, you know, not & hundred
vards from the school gateal .

“ Looked jolly savage, I can tell you!
But after 1 told him Poindexter was
your uncle he was quite good-tempered.

“He, he, ha! You see, ha thought he
had only to come nosing round hero to

Aod the man. So I got the lift in hia
car from the echool, see?™

“Yon—you fat rascall” pgesped
Wharton. * 5o that was it?"*

“That was it, old chap{ Rather neat,
wasn't 1" :

“Neat 1” gozped Beb Cherry.

“ Yoz, rather!” said PBunter. “I teld
himm tho man he was hunting for was
Wharton's unele, beeavse I was coming
here. If I'd been going te Chervy
FPlace, I'd have told him Poindexter was
your uncle, Bob.”

“Mine ! roarcd Bob Cherry.

“Certainly! He would have swal-
fowed 1! said Bunter cheorfully. *I
should have told him that if I'd wanted
a lift to Cherry PPluce. And if 1'd
wanted to geb to Nugent's place—"

“You'd have told him that the man
was my uncle, I suppose?” said Frank
Mugent, staring ab the Owl of the
Hemove.

“Just that, old echap assonted
Bunter. “But as I happened to be
coming to Wharton Lodge for the hols,
I made it Wharion’s uncle. You
neadn't thank me, Whartop——"

“Thank you!" stuttered Wharton.

“Well, if I hadn't pulled that fellow’s
leg and got him to drive me here, I
shouldn’t have got hero” said Bunter.
“YVou wouldn't have hod me here for
tho hels, in that ecase. Think of that!”™

“ ¥You—you—yaou—-—"

“VYou needn's thank me: still, vou
mightn't have seen mo these hols but
for my presence of mind, you know"
snid DBunter. “Pass the ham, will
you I

“You prevaricoting porpoise,” said
Wharton. “Do you know that the
fellow is prowling round lere—ever
gince the hols started—because of the
whoppers you told him?”

“Ho, he, he!™

“He's asking
‘ghout that man

“He, he, he!™

“# And making people believa that that
American swindler is a conncction of
my family——"" roarcd Wharton.

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Dunfer.
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“{zrooogh! Ucocogh! Owl] LD.d.don't
make me laugh while I'm eating, you
ass ! Grrooooogh 1™

“Ho you tlunk it's & laughing matter,
you frabjous idiet?™ e

“Wau, t's rather funmy, isn’t b1
said DBunter, * Look here, I came on
that rotter yesterday, on the Wimford
road; 1 fancy he was- prowling about
looking for o chance to see me. He
was In a frighttully bad temper. He
seems to have a suspivion that I was
puling his leg, vou know.f From what
I could make out, you've been telling
i wnat Poindexter 1sn't your uncle at
] —

“ 3% rourse I told him so, idiot!™
C“Well, I think you might have con-
sidered me,”” said Purter warmly.
“ You've made that man doubt my word
now; and he's a Irightfully bad-
tempered beast. He sprang at me like
a—a—a tiger, snd I only got away in
timo, That was how I came to lose my
way. I can tell you, he's a jolly
daugerous beast, and I don’t want him
on my track."™

“ I wish he bad given you a jolly good
hiding 1" growled the eaptaein of the

Removo,
the jam, Bob, oid

“ Beast ]
chap 1*

Harry YWharton gazed at the Owl of
the Remove. DBunter continued to eat
cht&rzﬁullm Jam diseppeared at & great
rate.

“T—I szuppose I can't kick the fat
villain!"* said Wharton at last,

“Qh, really, Wharton—if that's how
you talk to & guest——*

“T'll kick hum, if you like,” offercd
Johony Bull, * He's not my gucst,'”

“0Oh, really. Dull-—

“ The kickfulness s the proper eaper,”
remarked Hurrce Jamset Ham Bingh,
“and my esteemed beool s at your
“bmgiil ﬂ-::vllf:c.’]’ 3 ;

: really, Inky—"

”W’i::]!, t.]u:,; harm’s done pow,” gaid
Wharton, “ But that fat idiot will have
to sco the man and confess that he was
lying to him. That may make bhim give
up pHaying the goat and clear off,”

YW hy, yvou sibly ass ! pasped Bunter,
“Cateh me! I tell you, ho's a
dangerous beast ] He was going for me
yvesterday pa

“He can go for von as much as he
jolly well likes, and the more the
merrier, You'ra going to own up that
vou were telling him lics, you fat
fraud,” growled Wharton. “I've a
jolly peod mind to pive you the licking
af vour life. If we were at Greyiriars
T'd kick yon from one ond of thoe
Remove passage to the other”

I BEﬂ.Et 1r?

“Let's get out, vou chaps,™ sald
Wharton, and the Famows Five lefs
William George Dunter gobbling jam,

They did not see Dunler again Lill
lunch, so it was not till then that they
heoard his tale of his previous day's
adventures.  DBunter’s tale of the
myrterions happening at the old mill
rather oxeited their interest.

“That's the haunted mill,” remarked
Harry Wharton., 1 pointed it out to
you, Inky, from the car the gother
dﬂ-__"_l"-”

Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh nodded.

“ & haunted mill?" exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “That  eounds jolly! Who
haunts it, and why 7"

“Well, T suppose nobady haunts it, as
a matter of fact,” said Wharton. laugh-
ing, “DBut the miller hanged himself
there 2 rood many vears ago, and {ho
story moos sinee that it's haunted, It's
never been accupied so long as 1
remember.*?

“1t s cerloinly not occupicd now.”

Pasza

said Clolonel Wharton. * Tt has been for
sale for & dozeo years at leagt without
finding & ouyer. Probably DBunter
fancied the face st the window.”

“ O, really, sir—""

“Or perhaps it was the jolly old
ghost "' said Bob. *'What price trot-
ting over there this afternoon and
calling on the ghost 1"

“{iood egg!” said Nugent.

“It's a dismal old place,” said Harry.
“I've been in it once whon I was &
kid. But i you fellows would like to
explore it, it’s a jolly afternoon for a
walk, and it's only five miles.”

“I say, you fzllows, I'm jolly well not
going to walk five miles! If you're
going to walk to that mill, you can
jolly well leave me out.”

“" ‘hat settlea it'"" said Bob., “We'll
go."

“Ha, he, ha [* :

And after lunch, while Billy Bunter
rolled awsy for his usual lengthy nn.?,
Harry Wharton & Co, started cheerily
in the April sunshine to walk to the
old mill.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Man of the Mill |

i ¥ hat!”
M
“Thae [athead again!™

Harry Wharton & Co. weore
swinging along cheerily by a shady
woodland path, when Bob glanced back
and uttered an cxclamation,

The juniors 1ooked back

At a distance belund thom a figure
had appearved fromy the trecs. It was
chstant, but all the jumiors recognised
tho black bair antd the sguare juw of
the man-hunter.

“That prowling
Whurton.

His cyes gleamed with anger,

“EH's pelting oo jolly thick 17 spid
Johnny Bull. *“Uhat {ellow must have
been havging round your lhowsse, and
he's followed us?

“The thickfulness is tervifiel” said
Hurroe Jamset Dam simgh. ** The rag-
fulness 15 the proper caper.”

The juniors starcd at the man, Ho
stood at a distance, having hinlied when
they turned, watching them. Wharton
compressed his lips hard., Bt aougry as
he was, he was half-inclined 1o laugh at
the man's pertinacity. Evidently  he
still believed, or half-bolieved, Bunter's
story, and was keeping the Greyfriars
juniors under observation.

“The silly chump !’ said IMarry. 1
suppose ie's fonnd out by this time that
his preciouws DPomdexter is not  at
Wharton Lodge, and tlunks that he's
hidden somewhere about here,  Does the
fathead suppose that we're going to &co
him 7%

* Looks like 1t ! grinned Nugent,

“Well, he's jolly well not going to
shadow us,” sard Wharton. *“ He's hadd
one lesson, and if he wants ancther we
can spare timo to give him one. Come
on, yvou fellows™

“*What-ho [" chuckl!ed Dob.

Harry Wharton ran back along the
path, hiz ecomrades at his heels. Tha
black-haired man stood for a [ew
moments watehing their approaech, and
then turned and plunged ote the wonad,

By the time they reached the spst
where ho had been standing, he had
completely vanished.

rotter ! exclaimed

“He doesn't want another =ix [
chuckled Tob.
Evidently the man-honter waz not

anxions for ancther handling from the
Famous Five. Wharton starcd inlo Lhe

(Contéinued on page 12.)



ANOTHER INTERESTING SOCCER TALK,

of football matches—thres pames in four days for the

muajority of the players of the big cluba. By the time

these Laster games are over many of the problems of
promotion and relegation will be decided ; we shall know the
names of some cluba to po down, and of some which will go up
to the higher clasa,

In coonection with this relegation business, one of my
correaspondents has noticed that the Southern clubs have not
done very well in the Second Division this season. Indeed, at
the time when he wrote to me it looked extremely likely that
at the end of the season two clubs with their homes 1o the
south of England might finish in the last two places in the
Becond Division, This is atill a possibility.

My regular reader wante to know what would happen if two
sides from the south had to be relegated to the Third Divisions ?
As he very prugaﬂy pointa out, it would be most unisir to put
either Flymouth Argyle or Cardiff City, say, into the Northern
Third Division, mﬁ! they were both put into the Southern
Third then there wounld be one club too many in that section, as
only one gets promoted at the end of each season from each of
the Third Divisions.

THE way out of the difMeuliy—and it i3 one which has

THIE Eaater weelc-snd there ie the last big over-time rush

had to be taken in the past-——would be to

franafer the most northern club now in the
Southern Third, fo the Northern Third, and
then t both Plymouth Argyle and Carvdiff
City tnto the Southevn Third.

-This would keep the number of clubs in the two sections even,
though I am not at all sure that Coventry City, for example,
would relish baing switched from the Bouwthern Third to the
Northern Third, There is a feeling that the guality of the
football is better in the Bouthern Third than in the Northern
Third, and that on the whole the attendances at the Southern
Third matchea are greater.

Of courss it is difficult to say, delinitely, which gsction of the
Third Division provides the battor football, bocause the svidence
18 o conflicting. The fact that Exeter City did so well in
the Cup this season ssems to suggest that the Southern Third is
the batter, Also, consider the experiences of Notts County
and Hull City, These two clubs were relegated from the

econd DHvision at the end of last season, Notts going into the
Bouthern Third and Hull into the Northern Third, Notta arg
running off with the championship of the Southern Third, bub
%}l'“dmt}r have only made an ordinary show in the Northern

ird,

T:’LLI{EL'G for & moment about this geographical guestion,
the funniest thing I remember in this connection
heppened just before the War., The Dradiord Park

Avenue club could net gain admission to the Second

Division, so they applied for a place in the Southern League,

and were duly elected and played in that section, It takes a

strong imagination to call Bradiord in the Southern part of

England, doesn't it ¥ )

Grimaby Town, another club with 8 home certainly gettin
towards the North, bave also played in the Southern Thi

Divizion, Indeed, I think I am tight when I say that

Grinmuby are the only club to have played in all
the four divisions since the War.

Sorne more gueer questions have réached me; incidentis
which must have greatly puzzled the referees in charge of the
particular games in which they cccurred. 'There was, for
inatance, some trouble at g recent Charity Cup-tie in Lancashire
Letweeen Clitheros and Darwen. The pame was played undar
very difficult weather conditions, but the referee did not thinlk
the conditions were 80 bad a8 to justify a stoppage,

Cae by one the Clitheros players wers go completely beaten

the weather that they retired until conly four merbers of
the team were loft to strugzele on against the eleven plagurs of

C,!JP 'fﬂﬁ e G

%

Lo B

H'11 take & wise footer fan to catoh * D¢
Rel "' napplng. Try him on any Intricats
SBoccer problem you like. Ten to one In
doughnuts you won't get him grogay.

Darwen. Ewventually the referce declared the game abendoned,
and I am asked to solve two diflerent questions connected with
that game, The firslk is whether the Clitheroe players were
juetified in going off owing to tho weather being so , and the
second is whether the referee was right in abandoning the
garne merely because it had been reduced to o farco—four men
apgainsh eleven,

N regard to the retirement of the Clitherce players, that
l will be & matter for inveatigation by the Lancashire F.A.
authorities,

They will have to decide whether the Clitheroe
plagers who rebired were really incapable of
carrying on, or whether they retived mercly as
a protest.
Thooretically, of course, if one set of players find it possible to
carry on, and tha referee aleo thinks it possible to carry on,
then the other get of players should aleo be able to keep going,
But that does not necessarily follow. One lot may be better
trained than the other lot,

Concerning the guestion of whether the referee should have
abandoned the game, my information was that he did not do so
merely because it had bocome a farco~-four men against eleven
t—h‘l;}t- dh-&e&um he considered that the conditions wera then
G0 DR,

Actually the vreferee cannot concern hinself with
the different number of players on the fwo sides.
It is not the veferee's faull if the game develo
inte a farce, and the club responsible must
deall with fn due cowrse,

HERE ie & curious story told of the early days of football
when the only man to take the field againet a full elaven
was .a goalkeeper. The story goes that immadint-u;r
the metch etarted the goalkeeper claimed offside

apgainel the other fellows, and that the game wes then abendoned.
As we know the rules in these days that sesms a peculiar develop-
ment, but football forty yoars ago and now were twe very
different things,

My roaders who have attended at the hig foothall Emunds
will probably remember oceasions when the coriginal ball has
beon kicked over the efand or out of fhe fisld, another ball
haa been substituted. I believe that at the Weat Ham ground
they employ & man who hes a very quaint job., It is his dut
to atand out in the street when metches are being played
ia redeema the ball when it 18 kicked into the strest,

When the new ball has been put into uee in place of the
one which has been kicked out of the feld it frequently happens
that the original ball comes back, and it is in conneclion with
this that an interesting question arcse mot long ago.
socond ball was in use, and there was & hot attaclk on one of
the goals, Just then the original ball was kicked on to the
field of lglﬂagt, and the referee noticing this, and believing that it
might te complications, immediately o o play,
He then threw the original ball down gquite near to the bome
gosllceoper, and as it happoned o goal wos scored. There
was & row over this goal, as the supporiers of the home side
felt that it was unfair thet the ball should have been dropped
80 near to their ‘gwa!kw o

I can well ynderstand the feslinga of the supporters of the
horo club, It is impoesible, however, to say definitely that
tho referee was wrong.

¥f the sudden return of the original ball {o the fleld
of plug twas lkely to interfere with the gome
then the referee had no alternative bud o stop
plai.
And also, of eourse, having stopped the play becauss ihere
wers two balle on the feld at the same time, he hed to restart
the game by dropping the ball at the place where it happened
'l'.'l.',!l bﬂl wh&r; thﬂ P -B.F wWaes }'IE]I']. l.]P. i OLD m.,u
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THE MYSTERY OF THE MiLL!

(Condieued From poage 10}

dar=le af the trees, with a frowning brow.
He would have been glad to give the
prowler anotler lesson, but Wilniot was
taking care of that. The deep woods
linel ewnitowed bun from sight. ,
*Woll, I supposc it’s uo good hunting

him" said Herry ot last. “IF he's
eloaved off, all the better. Let's got
ot

And they relraced their steps and
yesumed the walk to the old mill, Many
tiaes as they went they glaneod baek,
Lut nothing more was scen of the blaek-
haired man. If he was still following
them, he was keeping carefully out of
sight.

E;l‘h-:-. reached the lane at last which
[:rm;:swf the broken fence of the old mill,
and stopped at tho tumble-down gate-
way., HKven in the bright spring sun-
ghine the place had o dark and deserted
and Furhiddin% look., There waz no sign
of life about 1t ,

“Halle, hallo, halle I ejaculated Bob
Cherry. " Somehody's beem here, old
things."
Loots in the muddy earth.

T'he day was bright and fine, but the
carth was still wet and muddy from
the heavy downpour of the previous
day. Here and there on the solt ground
wore very plain traces of footprints.

“ Bunter’s  hoofs, perhaps,”  said
MNugent. *“He was here last night.”

“Wo fear I answered Bob.  **There
was a lot of rain after that, apd it
would have washed out the trail of the
porpoise. Besides, these are a man’s hook
marks. Too big for Dunter”

“That's s0,”" agread Harry Wharton.

“Perhaps thero was somebody in the
mill, after all,” remarked Johnny Bull
“It's o place where a tramp nmught camp
out.

“Well, it's rather :
krack for a tramp,” said Wharton,
rather puzzled. * DBut somebody’s been
here sitce the rain, that's a cert”

Lob Cherry bent over a foot-track
ihat was clear and distinct in the mud
on the path between the gateway and
the mill.

“MNot ¢ tramp,” he remarked.

“How do you know, fathead?”

“Pecause I'm a jolly old Scout,”
said Dob. “Leok at it. Tramps don't

wenr such jolly neat boots as that.

Whoever has been walking about here
had a jolly good pair of boots on.
Tramps are generally down at heel”

“Good old  Shorlock  Holmes!”
grinned Nugent.

“Qamehody elsa exploring the place,
porhaps,” snid Harry. * Let’s look into
the mill. The door’s open. According
to Bunter, it was [astened laszt night,
and he couldn't get in. Somebody’s been
since.” _

The juniors, rather curious now,
walked up the muddy path towards the
building. The arms of the windmill
were turning slowly in the wind, with
a heavy, creaking sound.  Inm several
places they could sec the tracks of boots,
and they were evidently the tracks of
a wellshad  man. I-?urru Wharton
mounted the crazy steps to the doorway,
and looked in. Within all was dusky
aned silent,

“ Nobody at home now, anylicw,” he
reniarked.

The juniors followed him in. The
apartient in which they found them-
solves was bare, and almost festooned
with cabwebs., Buot that someono had
been there recontly was elear, for there
were muddy footmarks on the floor,
which Ied to the shaky old stair that
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He pointed to the track of

off the beaten Loo

gfp]-'le acocks 1o the unoper oom of she
THIS

“ It wasn't the jolly old ghost that laft
those [ootprints,” remarked I3ob Cherry.
“1 don't belicve we shell find the ghost
at honre, after all.  Let's look upstatrs”

Tlhero was po trace of human presence,
except for the muddy footmmarks, in the
lower apartinent,  The choms of the
Rewove mounted * the  creaking  stairs
into the uppoer voom.

“0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Wharton.

IIe stared round him in astonishment.

The small widow let in plenty of the
spring suuziune, Every now and then
it was shadowed by the pazsing of the
rageed old sails of the windmill, slowly
turning. But the uppor room was light
enough, and rthe Jjuntors stared in
astonishment at what they saw. At a
glanes it was evident that the old mill
was occupicd.

In one corner of the room was a cam
bed, with blankets on ic. A saiteasze o
fibra siood in another cormer. Oo an
ald box, which szerved as a teble, weroe
the romuins of o meal. Plates and
:u%h;es and forks lay as they had been
olt.

On another box was a basin and a jug
of water and shaving materials. A
parallin coaking-stove stood near it, with
soveral ecooking atensils,. A number ol
packages were ranged along the wall,
and several of thew were open, reveal-
ing stores of canned foods, There were
a number of boitles of spirits, glasses,
and siphons

My only esteemed hat 1™ ejaculated
Hurree Jamset HRam  SBingh, My
worthy chums, I thinkinlly opine that
we st be trespassing i (s absurd
abode.” ’

Bob Cherry whistlod.

“Somebody’s  living  here, that's a
cert,” he said. And 1t isn't a joliy
old tramp. Whoever he is, he's spent a
lot of money laying n grub and things,
ooks as 1f he expected to stand a
sregao b

“Who the dickens—" saidl Harry
Wharton, quite puzzled.

“Bomebody muzt have taken  the
}alann," said Nugent.  “Whoover 1t i3,
1 lives in the mill, that's pretty plain,
And—and he mayn't be jelly pleszed if
he comes in and finds us here®

“"WVery likely," prioned Bolh Cherry.
“Bunter didn't ind him very hospitable
last night. DBut what {olly old Robiuson
Crusoe can have camped in a lonely
place like this?"

“ Blessed if I can make 1t out ! said
Wharton, “The place has been for sale
ever sinee I can rememboer 1t,  Of conrze,
1t may have been sold lately.  Anyhow,
it's pretty clear that it's occupied now.,
I zuppose the owner, whonver he is, has
pone out for a walk., MMust be somchody
with & tazte fov solitude if he really
lives in a place like this”

* Hark 1" breathed Nugent.

There was a sound of a footsiop below,

Bomeone had entered tha nill-hiouse.

The jumiors looked ai one another,
startled and uncasy. They heard the
lower door close and the soumd of o
bar being placed in position. The man
of the mill evidently had been absent
when they "arvived, and hod not seen
thewy eomie.  Now he had rolurned aed
hoaed bavred the door alier comsing in,
The zound of fogisteps on the creaking
stair followed,

He was coming up, obviossly in
ignc:-r:n:ur.'u:t that the jun:im'z: wore thore,
Heavy [ooistepe, ihe sdops of o man of
considerable weoight, made ine old stair
eronk and groan,

*Bettor lot him know we'te hore, 1
think,'" muttered Wharten, It will
rather startle hime He docsn't kngw——0-"

“Yos, rather!”

Harry Wharton stepped tewards the

THE MAGNET

glair. ‘'Phe ascending [ootsteps stopped
suddenly. The man of the mill had
heard hune He wias not yet in sizht, but
from below the juniors heard a gusping
gound,  Ié was the goep of o man
startled and [frightencd, thouglh why he
should be frightened was rather a
Ny =tery.

“Ii's all right!™ called out Wharion
Lhurviedly, * Wea—?

He was interrupted by a ery—a ery
full of terror. Thore was o crashing of
feet on the crcaking stair as the yn=cen
man rushed down again,

“*What the thump—" gazpcd Bol:.

* Who—what—"" stuttercd Nugent.

Crash |

It was the sound of a heavy fall. The
man of the mill, in his frantic haste, lad
missed his footing and fullen at tho
bottom of the stair,

“Come on!1” panted YWharton.

He ran down the steep stair, his clinma
fast behind him. A fat figure in an
overcoat lay sprawled at the bottom, and
a face white as death wos turned to-
wards them, and two terrified eyes
stared at them through o large pair of
horn-rimmed spectacles.  They heord o
gasping, choking voire in nasal accents.

“Keop off | %ecp off, Wilmat! I'll
shoot! I'm armed, and I'll shoot I

Harry Wharton gave a yell of amaze-
ment.,

“Poindexter I

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hunted Down [

ic OINDEXTER "
P The juniors repeated ihe
name in bBlank astonishmen:.

They stared with almost bulging

eyes at Lo fot, beaky-nesed

man who lay sprawling on the
floor. That fat, sly face, with its big,
horn-rimimed glasses, was familiar o
their eyes. It was o face they had seen
before but never dreamed of socine
again—the face of the Amoerican zhare-
pusher, Elias J. DPoindexter, the mnn
who had hidden on Popper's Lzland,
near Creyfrinrs, and whom they bad
saved from the manhunter. 1k was thoe
face of the fugitive swindler, of whom
tha black-hatred man was in pursuit.

“‘I'hat votter I exelaimed Bob.

The sprawling man was groping in his
overcoat pocket, as if for a weapon.
Gut his face was ghastly with fear. 1iis
hand was trembling so violenily thae it
did not seem likely that his woapen
wonld have helped him much had it
Leen needed.  But almost immediaiely
lie realizsed that it was not his encwy
who waz upen himm. He stapgered to
his feet, set the horn-rimmed glasses
straight gn his fleshy, beaky nose, and
stared af thoe Groyiriars fellows.  They
mecting was o snrprizse on both sides,

Y Beoarch me [ he gosped. 1 puessed
it was that hoodlun Wilmob, T surely
did, when I heavd you. Bay, T'in surc a
picce nervy 1

“Wlore than o piese, I should think ¥
soid Johnoy Dull.

Poindexter gasped for breafh,  Buf
tho sight of the schoolbovs had reassured
him, @and he was recovering.

That hiz nerves were in a frayed stale
was clear. At the zound of a movement
i the upper roow of the mill he Lad
inmped to the tereifying conchizicn that
it was hiz enemy 1here wira had ran bim
down. Yet i that lopely spot, buried
ont af sight in the solitary downs, lwe
could have had little real cauvze 10
fear Lhat Wilmet lLad tracked hiom
Obviously, Lis nerves were on the jump,

“Say, whal vou young gnys doing
here i he demanded. “ I guess T know
you—you're the guys I saw a week and
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more ago, ofi that island
in the river mnear the
echonl.  Ain't that so?”
“That's s0,” sald Harry
Wharton.
“¥Wal, that was in Kent,
and nirh a hundred miles

from hore!™  exclaimed
the horn-rimmed  man.
“What arc you doing
here? This spot ain’t any-
witcre near your posky
school.”

“The school's broken up
for Laster,” said Havry.
“I'm home for the holi-
days, and my friends are
with me,”

“Aw!"  grunted
the horn - rimmoed
man, “And wou
hang out around
bhere "

*“About five miles
away."

The man peered
at him suspictously
through the horn-
rimmed glasses,

“1  pguess
miles 15 a

S
a4 : 'II
five
- good
step, and this 15 @
lonely  epot,” Lo

said. “What d'you

;':ﬁ;’

for, say 1"

“We came lo sce
the jolly oid

host!” prinned
tob Cherry
“Blessed if tho
ghost would havo
surprised us more
than seeing  you
here 1

“Xoun never know
I was herei”

“How the dickens
should we know®"
anarplml Wharton.
“If we'd kpown you
woere hore, weo  cor-
taiuly should not
have come near tho
place.*

“No

fear,” sand -
Nugent. " You muy
be considercd aw-
fully good company
in New York, Mr.
Poindexter; but you're noi the sork of
man we want to sce " .
“J guess there was a fat guy nosying
arpund hors last evening,” said t‘t:a:
horn-rimmed man, I reckoned I'd
seen him before. though it was too dark
to place him. I guess I know now who
he was—that fat guy who was on the
island with you that time. Hay, 1
reckon he spotted me and told you I
waa here.”
Wharton gave
temptuous look.
“Runter thought he saw a face al the
window,” ho said, “Ile never droamed
of recognising you, and he docs nob
know you are here. 1t was because he
suw somebody here that we cumoe over
to exploro the plice this afternoon,  But
we never dreamed of secing von here,
and should not have como if we had
known. You can believe that or not, as
vou like.” -
“ Aw, don't go off on your ear 1™ said
the horn-rimmed man paeifically. 1
wess I'm mervy ! Say, nobody elso
nows 1'm here?"”
“Nobody, so fnr oz I'm aware.”
“And vou guys arc goin' to Leep it
dark? You ain't g:}in:f te lel on and
risk o man’s life for him?"
“Do vou mecan to say that you're
Liding here, and are goine on hiding

the man a ¢on-

I !1
walk five miles here \\\ i",.f,i {"l
N mj{ﬂu |
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sprawled at the botlom.
shoot—I"m armed.”

i
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““ Keep off !

beve, to keep away fromn that
Wilmet ?" exclaimed Ilob. .

“Burc! 1 got to keep doggo till 1
got a chance of hitting a steamer and
:.:cuiﬂf; back to New York. I guess if 1
keep low that guy will figure that 1I'm
out of the conntry, and will let up. I
tell vou, he's after my scalp!  I'm
telling you, he would plug me as I
walked on the steamer, 1f ho saw me!
You don't know that guy like I do!™
The horn-runmed man shivered, I
gruess, ance he's right off the track, I'Il
have o chanee of getting clear. But I
got to lic doggo for weels—I sure don't
want Lo stop o bullet.”

“You must have injured
pretty  badly to make him  feel
that,” said Boly Cherry,

It":tiaa.s J. Poindexter made no reply lo
LEiwt.

“I'm telling you I got the wind up
when I heard yon in the plaee,” he
said, "I figured that it was thet blood.
Iound got me at kast!  DBut I recken
I'in safe Lere if T lic close. T dropped
him off the trail in Kent, and he ain'f
no call 1o look for mie in Burrey. 1
guess I had this hide-out all ready long
ago; and I Lit o roundabout trail to
geb 1o it, and I guess it's thrown bhm
olf, bloodhound as he is!”

Wharion  started a

e

the man
hke

Litlle amd
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Harry Wharion & Co, raced down the steps of the mlil, to fnd a fat man ln an overcoal lylng
Keep off, Wiimot ! ** cried the terrifled man.
“Why, ii’s Poindexter ! ** yelled Wharion in amazement.

2§

exchanged a glanee with his companions,
‘The horn-rimmed man’s words brought
the man-hunter back into their thoughts,
%El{ :;’ua not Sﬂpgii:i away as Llias J.

cindextdr sup .

“Jhen you're ecammping here?” asked
Wharton slowly.

“Tep! I guess it’s a safa hide-out!”

"But anyone might come along—just
as we did—" said Harry, *“Tho place
ligz on onswer=it might be sold——"

“1 guess it has been sold,” answered
the horn-rimmed man. “I guess it was
sold to me, bub, when I figured that »
hidoe-out would be wonted."

“Oh ! exclaimed Wharton, ;

Tho juniors hardly needed telling
more. Lhey could guess thnt the
swindlor, running a share-pushing busi-
ness in the City, barely within the cdge
of the lnw, had been aware that any day
he might have to ron from the police;
though cortainly he had never foreseen
that he might {un'e- to run for his life
from a private avenger.

All through his unscrupulous career as
a swindler of “mugs,” LEliaz K. Poia-
dexter had been prepared, at an
moment, to eut and run.  Tn sucl
circumstances, n “‘hideout” in a gt}h-
tary spot was cxtremely ueeful to him;

(Cantinned on page 16.)
Twe dMagser Linany.—No. 1,208



{Continued
from qpage 13.)

where he could lie

a hiddon
“doggo * while waitiug for a chance to

place

cscape oub of the country, It was to
elude the law that he had prepared that
“ hide-out,” as he called it; but he had
had to make use of it fo escape private
Vengoance. ; ]

Yet, even in lus cunning, the rascal
had over-reached himsell. Evidently,
when he fled from London, he had been
too wary to head direct for his * hide-
out.” He had gone 2 long way round;
that was how he had lmpnﬂmﬂ_m o
into the vicinity of Greyfriars, in Kent.
There, it was true, he had thrown iho

ursuer off the track, though his escape
wad been narrow, and only owing to the
intervention of the Greyfriars juniors.
Yot that intervention, though it had
gaved his niscrable life, had boeen the
meana of putting the parsuer on the
track again. For Bunter's deceeption,
and the man-hunter's belief that tho
fugitive was connected with Wharton,
had broyght Wilmet to thiz very necigh-
bourhood.

And the juniors, remembering that
Wilmot had been following them when
they came to the old mill, realized that,
ptterly unconsciously, they had been
feading the man-lunter to his intended
victim.

It was & discomfloviing thought.
Cortainly thev could not blame thein-
selves; for they had never dreamaod
that Poindexter’s “hide-out " was any-
where near Wharton Lodge, or in the
game county at all. They were amazed
to find tho man there. But there lLie
was—and the avenger was not far away.

Elias J. Poindexter bad rocovered his
composure now, He had no doubt that
the schoolboys, who bad saved hisz life
on Pﬂg_pﬂr*s Istand, could be trusted to
keep his secret, FProbably he did not
understand the contempt and aversion
with which they regarded him; but at
all events he knew that they were to bo
trusted not to endanger lus life. He
bit off the end of a cheroot and lit it.

"Hay, your made me jump, you surcly
did I he remarked. “]Buf. I pucss il's
0K, You guye ain't talking about
what wyou seen here. 1 guess that
hoodlum won't be horning in around
theso paris; bubt if vou eaw him vou
wouldn't let on.”

“No,” said Harry. “But—"

“I guess it's O.K., sure! Bubt you
surely did make me Ijump!” said the
Lhorp-rimmed man. “1 guess I don’t go
eout of this shcbang a wheole lot; bub a
%uy can't keep in all the time. I puess

never go far—only a leetle walk
around—and you jest happened to horn
in while I was moseying around. No
harm done, I guess. S'long's you kecp
it dark.”

“The darkfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed,  swindling  friend IV said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, " But—"

“ But—" murmured Bob.

The juniors’ faces were grave, The
could not help thinking of the man with
the black hair and the square jaw, who
had followed them that afternoon. Had
he followed them all the way to the
mill? They eould not help thinking so,
for it was certain that he suspected
Wharton, at least, of being in communi-
cation with the fugitive swindler. And
ii that was the casze, he might be watch-
g the place at this very moment.

Poindexter peered uncasily at the
grave faces of the schioolboys, He was
guick to toke alarm.

“Sav, what's Dbiting vou?” le
demanded. * You ain’t seen anvthing of
that hoodlum in these parts, sauv "

“¥Yes,"” answered Harry quietly.

The colonr obbed again from the fai,
tly face. The narrow eyes bulged behind
tho horn-rinuned glasses,

“You seen him?"™ muttered Poin
dexter huskily, “You mean to suy he's
in theso parts

“Yes: and not sail
Harry.

“Aw, search me! How'd he know?
I puess I blinded my trail and beat hin
to a frazzle! How'd he know 1 panted
Poindexter.

“It's because we helped vou that day
ot Popper’s Island,” answered Harry,
“He fancies from that that we have
some connection ; and he has been prowl.
ing round my home ever since I eamo
home for the holidays.”

The cheroot dropped from the fab
man's lips.

“ Then—he knows—"

“He doesn’t know you're hore. e
cannot have the faintest idea of it, or
ﬁ::-lé “"‘“."d have scen him before this.

t—""

far away,”

“But what? breathed Poindexter
hoarsely  *“Give it a name, you young
gink! I'm a dead man if he runs me

down !V

“But ho was following us when we
camo here this afterncon,” said Harry.
“Ha suspects me, if not the others, of
being in touch with you. If he has
followed us to the mill—*

Thero was o grean from the wreteled
fugitive. He recled against the wall,
the sweat thick on his bald brow.

“Ho may not have followed us so
far,” gaul:l Harry., “I hopo not! Dut

1f—r
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“Even if he has, he doean't Lknow

vou're here, Mre. Poindexter,” said
Bob, iaxlking pity on the wreiched
man's terror. “You can keep ocut of
sight ™

“We'd better clear off!” mutiered
MNugent, “If the man's after us still
fie inay follow on without looking into
Hmtmill at all. He may never know

1 f—""

“No' reason at all why he should
guess,” sabkd Jolhmny Bull, *Wa—"

Johnny Bull was interrupted. There
was o sourne outside the barred door, a
creak of the old wooden steps. 1t was
followed by the stealthy sound of a
hand groping over the door.

The juniors zazed at oné another in
silenee. A low groan eame from the
miserable man leaning en the wall
Only  the wooden bars on the door
stood between him and his relentleea
tracker. TFor all koew whose hand it
was that groped over the barred door,

Tho gropinz sound ceased. It was
followed by a sharp, imperative knock-
ing that eclhped cerily through the mill,

wnock ! Enoek! Knock !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Atiack !

NOUK! Knock! Enock!

Loud and sharp, the Lknock-
ing rang through the zilent old
Lbulding,

Harry Wharten & Co. stood in silenca
with beating hearis, The man-hunter
was there, with only the door between,
What was to happen now?

Knock! Kneck!

It was not a hand that was rapping
at the door. Ib was something hard
and heavy; and the jumors guessed that
it was the butt of & weapon,

LKnock! Knock!

“He's there!” whispered Poindexter,
“He's thera! I'm a dead man! You've
Lrought this on me—you've given me
away to that bloodhound! I'm a dead
man "

Wharton planeed 2t him, but did not
speak., It had been in Ins mind to
endeavour to persuade the hunted man
to accompany the junioras to YWimford,
and plage himscolf under the protection
of the police., But it was too late for
that now! The enemy was at the door.
And it was not likely that the wreteh,
great as was his fear, would have con-
sented. He had reason to dread tha
police, as well as the man-hunter, The
way of the transgressor was hard.

Knock! Knock! Rnock!

IHarry Wharton made o step towards
fhe door. The hornrimmed man
leaped towards him, grasped his arm,
and tore him baek.

Wharton shook off his hand roughls.

“Keep that door shut, you gink!”
trissed 1*oindexter.

(Continued on next pige.)
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CANADIAN CHUM WINS A
PRIZE—-WHY DON'T YOU?

All you've got to do is to compose a
Greylriars himerick. If it catches the
judge's eye you're sure of a wallet or a
topping book. Herewithone of this week's
winning cforts sent in by Ceorge Reed,
176, Woodward Avenue, London, On-
tario, Canada, llustrafed by our artist.
A pocket wallet has been forwarded
to George.

8ald Coker, with a gleam In hia eye,

* The world's greatest detective am I.
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“Llon't be a [aol V' snappeod VWhatton.
“I'm not gomg to open the door, 1'm
going o sprak to the moan--he knows
we're here!"

“Ieep your mouth shui!
EO 4way e

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“You've brought thiz on me,” hizsed
tre haggard man.  * Yop-—"

“It's wyour own fault!” answered
Wharton ecoldly. " Nobody asked you
ta be a scoundrel, I supposc. If you
hod net wronzed fhat man, he would
not be hunting you. And he would
have got you that day on Popper's
Island, if wo had not bocn there—so it
cotnes to the same thing, Puoll yoursell
rogcthey ! He hasn't got you yet.”

“Listien!” breathed bNugr.l.nt.

The knocking at the door ceased. Tt
was followed by a calling voice.

“Ave you there, Whartan¥"

“1 am here,” answered Harry.

“Why have you fastencd the deor:”

“NFou're net wanted here, Mr
Wilmot 1™

“You voung raseal!” came the voice
of the black-baived man, in  bitter
toites.  “ You almost made me believe
that I had been deceived—that you
knew nothing of my enemy. I had
almost made up my mind that that fat
fool licd to me, and that I was wasting
my time here. But it wasz you that
Ll s

“It 15 you who are a foel,” answered
YWharton contemptuously. “I've told
you, and 1 tell you again, that I have
no eonneetion whatever with the man
Poindexter.”

“Y will believe that, if he is not
here! Open the door and lot me search
this place for him; and if he is not here
I will belicve you and go my way and
scel for him clzewhere.”

Wharton compressed las |ips.

“That's a pood offer—if the sports-
man didn't happen to be here' mor-
murcd Bob Cherry, with 2 faint grin.

“Will you apswer me, Wharton?"
The angey voico rang louder. * You
say you have told me the truth—"

“I have told you the truth!” snapped
Wharton.

1 will believe you if the man is not
here! If he 1z not here, why should
you not let me ini”

There was no answer to be made to
that. Dy a fateful chance, the man
was there! Chanee, or Fate, had led
ithe man bunter to the hiding-place of
his encimy; by following a En.se seent
he had struck uwpon the rizht trail.
Thera was nothing to be said.

“ Answer e, boy! I tell you I will
fako vour word! _}[' ask only to scarch
this old Dbuildingz; if the man is not
here, I will take it as proof that you
have told me the truth and I will go
my way amd yon will never sce mn
again! I1f yvon Liave told the truth, that
iz what veo want!”

“I've teld vou the truth

e maoy

jit
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Lien admit g

Wharlen made no answer. There was
& long pauvse; and then Wilnot's voien
was leard again, in  bitter, =avogo
VO as,

“"You wiil not admit me?

1) NU!”

““Then vou have lied, and the man i3
e b

“*I have not Lied!™

“LDo vou deny that Elias Doindexter
i5 here” game in boarse {ones through
the door.

Whurion did not speak, Even if he
had been disposed to lie, it was [utile.
Unly a scarch of the old mill would
have satisfied the man-huntor; and that
wos death to the hunted man!

“Heo is here—I know he is here!
Open this door, or I will beat it to
frogments ¥ came a yoll from the man
without,

“I shall not open the door!” an-
swered Wharton steadily. “Listen to
me, Mr. Wilmot! I told you the truth
—I have no connection with Poindexter
and knew nothing of him. DBunter lied
to you, a8 you would have known if
vou had had any sense. Until this afier-
noott, I never knew that Poindextior
was in this part of the couniry av all.
I hod not the remaotest idea that hie was
here when I came here this afterncon.
But now that I have found him bere,
I zshall do my best to protect him from
vou, and my friends will help me®

“I knew hoe was here!™ If was a yell
of triumph I'i'ﬂmlt}m inan ouwtzigde tha
door. "I knew it!™

“You have followed a false scent;
but it happens to have led you to the
right place,” said Wharton, * You will
not bo allowed to harm the man so
lonz as we can stop youw™

“That will not be long, you young
fooi 1

“We shall see! There are five of
vz here and we have handled you
before, and can bandle you again, if
you aszk for 1"

There was a mocking lavegh without.

“You have handled me, that iz true,
vou young fool! But you will not keep
me from that scoundrel. have a
[ul':capnn m my hand and I shall use
i |_:IJ

“I think you must be mad!” an-
swoered Wharton scornfully.  “ Weapon
or no weapan, you will not be allowed
lo comniit a erime.”

“Better clear off, old bean,” called
out Bob Cherry. * We shall handle you
all r:ﬁht. if you want it.”

“The handlefulness will Lo terrifie.”

“Will you open thizs door

[ Eﬂ‘!h:

Nang!

The juniors stavted, their hearvts
(heemnping. It was the roar of a fre-
arm outside the door: the man had
fired at the lock. They heard the crash
of the bullet.

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Bob.
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“That's to fvighten us,” said Whar-
ton contemptuousiy.  “lie  will not
frighten us so eaz:ly as all that.”

*No fear!™

“Homebody may hear that shot——*
zaid Wuzent hopetally.

Wharton shook hiz head. The placo
was lonely: Elias J. FPoindexter had
seleeted 1t earefully for it loneliness.
Hiz cunuing caution was likely to be
ins undoing now., There was no other
habitation witlin.a great distance ; and
the steep, muddy lane led to nowhere
But the old mill, 1t was not Likely that
anything happentge at the deserted mifl
would attract attention,

" Now will you open the door!" came
the shouting voico.

“No M

“I tell you, youw are risking your
lives! I am here for that scovndrel ! Ho
has escaped me before—but he shall net
vseape me again!  Will you risk your
lives to defend a man whose pockels
are stuffed with stolen meney? [ tell
yvou, he has robbed me and 1 could
sond him to prison if I chose”

“Sond him there, and we will not
raise & finger to stop you,” answerod
Harry Wharton, “ Prison i1z the place
for such a rogue, DBring the police here
to take him and we shall be glad {9 seo
them.”

“Jolly glad, and no mistake!” mur-
murced Nugent,

“1'he gladiulness would be terrifie, in
tho estecmed circumstances ! grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

There was a sasage laugh without.

“That is not gocd cnough for me!
Three vears in gaol would not punish
that scoundrel as be deserves!  There
are a hundred fumilies in this country
whom he hkes ruined by his swindhng!
Tlere are old pcople who have lost
tlieir all—there are children who have
leen robbed of their inheritance, Such
4 man is not fit to live.”

The juniors leoked at the wretched
man leaning on the wall, breathing in
eulps of terror. In some measure tho
words of the man-hunter found an echo
in their own breasts. The mere presenca
of the swindler sickened them. Gladly
enough they would have scen him led
awny by the police, with handeuffs on
hiz wrists. ETadly cnough they would
have scized the wreteh and handed himn
over to justice. Bub it was their duty
to protect him, if they could, from the
lawless vengeance of the man-hunter,

*You hear me? wenk on the hissing
voice, 1 tell yvou, the scoundrel has
Jived for years by robbery, and always
0 ennningly that the law could not
fouch  hine., Hiz victims pave no
remedy.  He has always kept barely
within the law, except in one case—my
ogwn! In my e¢ase he overstepped the
limt, and added forgery to his other
villainies! I tell you I could send him
(o prison I

{Coniinued an next page.)
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“That is your duty, then!” answerod
A¥harton.

“It is not enoughl”

“Tell him!" muttered the horn-
rimmed man huskily. *“Tell him I'll
pquare—tell him I'll hand over five
thousand pounds in banknotes———"

Low and husky aa was his voice, the

ndeara of the man oulside tho door
pard.

“¥You will hand over your plunder to
gave your life, Poindexter! You dog,
gﬂur plunder 'bc!ungn to all whom you

ave robbed, not to me alone. You
could not buy your hife with a fortune.”

The miserable man groaned.

“Now will you open this door?"”
shouted the man-hunter. )

“No!” answered Wharton steadily.

“Then I shall break it in, and if yon
intervene you will take your chance of
sharing the fate of that scoundrel!”

Thore wad s sound of receding foot-
steps. Silemce reigned, broken only by
the gulping breath of the shuddering
fugitive, But it did not last Jong. The
yvoturping steps of the man-hunter wero

Crash, crarh! A heavy beam of wood,
taken from some dismantled outbuild-
ing, was in his sinowy hands. Tt
crashed on the door with terrifio force.

Crash! Crarh! Crash!

The door creaked and groaned, It
wis old and weatherboaten, and it was
plain that it could not long resist such
an attack, A gleam of sunshine camo
through as it split.

“My hat!” breathed Bob Cherry.

The juniors’ faces were pale now,
The door was giving—a few minutes
at the mosat and it would be down.
terrible struggle impended, with & man
grupinfq a2 deadly weapon—a man
whoso frenzied stete of excitement and
vangeance was little short of madness.
Wharton made a sign to his comrades,
and d the ::hn'nrinﬁl swindler by
the arm and pointed to tho stair. To
defend tha lower room was impossible;
but thers was & chanoe of holding back
the attack at the top of the steep stair.

The stair creaked under the heavy
tread of the fat man. The juniora
followaed him up. Below, sounded erash
on crash s the heavy beam struck the
door again and agsin.

A louder crash and the door was
down. Bright sunlight streamed into
the dusky, cobwebby room. And Harry
Wharton & Co., with boating hearts,
heard belew the swift footsteps of the
man-hunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face ]

b HERE are you, Poindexter?
w ¥ou scoundrel, where are
you hidingI"
The voice of the man-
Lhunter rang through the old mill.

Elias J. Poipdexter, in the upper
© room, crouched 1 a corner, i
shaking hand groped in his pocket, and
came ocut with an automatic in it. But
the weapon segged in hia hand. He
wias shaking from head to fobt, and his
fat faco was livid and drawn,

The juniors hardly looked at him,

Hurriedly they had dragged thres or
four boxes, and a number of packages,
to the top of the stecp stair, to stop a
rush from below. Behind that Bimsy
barricade they stood, with pale faces
and beating heerts, but quictly deter.
mited,

To stand aside while murder was
done was impossible.  And terrible,
almost unbelievabla as it seemed, that

Tee Magrer Liprary.—Neo. 1,203,

was the inteniion of the man who was
shouting  below. Bitter wrong—and
brooding over it—had unhinged him,
and for the time, at least, he was
soarcely sane. Unless the juniors eould
E:rr_:urm:t the man who could not protect
umself, Elios Poindexter was a dead
man! Each of the Greyiriars fellows
had cavght up something o serve as
waoaapen, though only too well they knew
that such weapons could not help them
u?-mmt a firearm in a desperate hand.
It the man belew procecded te such an
extrematy, tho lives of the Famous IMive
were in deadly danger., And they
realised now that thera was little at
which he would hesitate,

“Poindexter 1" his voiee came up in
an exultant shout. ""You dog, ['ve
found you mt last! Show yourself, you
hound !

A moan of terror came from tho
miserable man in tho corner. Elias
Poindexter—cosl, unserupulous, hard as
a rock in dealing with the hapless
victims of his trickery and treachery—
was reduced to o fBabby lump of tremb-
ling fat by a danger that throatensed his
worthless skin, The automatic in his
hand was shoking like & leaf.

Thero was a trampling footstep on the
slair. A fierce face rose intc view over
the stack of boxes and bags—a faco
white with pnssion, under the thick,
black hair, the square jaw jutting, the
lips drawn back in & snarl. he fierco
cves glittered et the juniors, and the
hand came up with & revolver in it.

“ Koep aside, you, or—""

Crashi

It was 8 can of beef, hurled by Bob
Cherry with aeccurate aim, that inter-
tug&o&- the man-hunter, It struck him
full on the chest with terrific force, and
sent him spinning backwards.

There was & rolling and crashing on
the stair, a beavy bump below. Wilmot
had rolled to the lower fAoor.

“0Oh, my bat!" breathed Wharton.

There was a yell of rage from under
the juniors. Again the trampling foot.
steps on the stair! PBut cach of the
Famous Five was ready now; and as
the face rese into view every right hand
hurled & missile.  Crash, crash, the
missiles landed on the black-haired man,
and hoe dodged below the line of fire,
panting with fury,

His voice came up in & furious shout.

“I've warned you! I've warned you!
Your fate will boe on vour own hoads if
vou do pot stand aside! I've warned
}.ﬂu!}l

“You can save your breath ' retorted
Harry Wharton, “ You will not commis
& murder while wo can stop you.”

“1 am coming—and I shall shoot!
I warn you—""

“Bave your breath!” repeated the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove.

“"Oh  crikey!” murmured  Bob.
"YWhat &8 day out! But we're jolly well
going to stop him !’

“Jtick to 1t!" murmured Johnoy Bull.

The juniors waited tensely., Poin.
dexter, crouched in his corncr, watched
them with huﬁgard eves behind the
horn-rimmed glasses. He had sunk to
the Hoor, and the sutomatic in his
frembling hand lay on the planks.
Every rag of norve was gone from the
fat and H:tbh;r. carcass of the swindler.
The weapon in his hand was useless:
ho bad not the courage to wse it. A
lew moaning of dread came from his
palsied lips. Looking at the wretch
the juniors might well have doubted
wltet{acr it was worth while o rizk their
lives fo gsave him. Yet they had no
choiea in the matter. They could not
see murdor done.

Theee weos 2 pouse before the man-
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hunter stirved apain to the attack.
Fronzied as ho was, scarcely sane, he
hesitated to harm the schoolboys. Bub
hiz footsteps came on again at last.

Bang !

The revolver roared on the dusky
stair, the bullet whizzing high &nd
spattering on the voof above,

Crash, crash, crash! The missiles
rained on hum. He had fired to miss—
the juniors knew that, hoping to scare
them aside, But now he came desper.
ately scrambling at the fimsy bnrrlcudef:;
his eyes blazming, the revolver gripp
in his hand. Wharton spraog to thrust
him back, and the muzzle bore full on
the captain of the Greyiriars Hemove,

“Btand asde!” panted Wilmot
hoarsely. ' Asude, or—"
Hurroe Jamser Ram Singh had caught

up Poindexter's suitease. With both
hands, with all his force, the dusky
junior hurled it. It crashed on Wilinet,
aud swept him back. The revelver
roared, tho bullet whizzing away to the
raoct as the man-hunter went backwaids
down the stair, the suitcase tumbling
and crashing after him,

Wharton panted.

“Good old luky s

* My bab!" breathed Nugent., “ How's
this going to end?”

The man below was muttering and
Eantmg. It was ¢lear that the fall had

urt bim, though the juniors could not
hdpe that he was disabled. For the
moraent he had been beaten off, but
only too well they knew that he would
cowe on again, and the desperate climax
was coming.

Wharton, sctting his teeth, stepped to-
wards the shrunken wretoh in the cornor,
He stooped and took the automatic from
hia hand. Poindexter gave him a
haggard look, but did not resist,

* Harry—" breathed Nugent.

Harry Wharton's face was white and
get.

“"We've got to stop him!™ ha said
botween his teeth, *“The man's practio-
slly mad—we've got to stop him! Our
lives are at stake now,”

Hoa stepped towards the stair and
called in a firm voloo:

“Mr, Wilmotl I have = weapon
horo | If you come up the stair agsig, I
shall shoot, and you will take your

chance "

“Good egn !" breathed Bob, “That's
the stuff to give 'em [

A pavage laugh answered from below,

“1 am coming| If vou would save
vour lives, stand aside from what docs
niot concern you! I am coming !

“Then I shall fire!” :mig Harry
steadily L.

“If—if you could got him in the arm
or the leg—" muttercd Bob.

Wharton nodded.

There was & tramﬁl-:- on the steep
siair, Theo black head of hair, wildly
rufled, rose into view., The maddencd
eyes giared up.

Wharton, with a steady hand, 6red
twice., Cracit, erack| The fzst bullet
grazed the black-haired man’s shoulder,
and he did not heed it. His right arm
swung up into vicw, the revolver in the
gripping hand. And the second bullet,
stendy w3 the firsi, struck the arm
as it came up. Wharton's face was
white; but he did vot falter, If ondy
for the maddened man's own sake, he
had to prevent his dead!y purposs, and
it was no time to falter. The upraised
arm gagged down, and the revelver went
clattering to tha floor below. The black-
baircd man  steod, staring  almost
gtupidle, whils his injured arm sagged
to his side, and the blood ran down his
fingrars,

Thera was o showt, or, rather, a howl,
feom the surunken wretch in the corner.
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"Sneot! Sheot lum
got hun now--shoot 1

*Shut up, you curcl!” wyelicd Bob
Cherry savagely. 2

“1 tell you, shoot!l” sercamed Poiy-
dexter.

“ Silence, you rotter ™

The black-haired man disawpearcd
down the stair. HurF? linrton
breathed havd and deep.  Foaotsteps, and
a muttering voice, sounded from below.
Lhey heard the man-hunter groping for
ME?{AHEH revolver, and waited in Lenso
anxicty for another attack. Dut it did
nok come,

¥ Ho's hurt !® breathed Nugent, :

Wharton nodded, in silence. Ilis
bullet had struck the man's arm—the
mati was hurt, though not seviously.
The jumors could only hope that the
hurt would deter him from another
nttacl. -

It scoemad so. TFor many minutes he
wds beard stirring below. Then there

“Stop !** As Bob Cherry plunged
through the gap in the fence, Wilmot
ran into his path, his revolver in his
left hand half raised. ““Stop !** he
repeated, Bob paused, his eyes

gHeaming.

dead ! You've

was 3i|..:m:~|:"-, auedd they konew that he baod
Jeft the mill.  But that he was gone for

good they could  =ca veely  ventura 1o
Imlln:'e. Awd looking 2t enz annther’s
e, temse faces. the chuins of ihe

Mt
{:re}'fria.rﬂ Remove wonderod how this
wits to cod.

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’: Venture !

' ARRY WHARTON looked from
H Lier window.

The s wos sotting over the

Surrew hnlls, though there were

hours of dayhieht leit yet.  From tho
window he eould see the green woodl-
lands stretehing on all sides, Far in the
distanco  roso the smoke from  the
chimney of o farmboeze.  Once le
thought he heard the kenk of o mofor-
hom, on the wind, from the distant
high-read  But il he had boped to see

any sign that tho fracas at the nill had
attracted attention, he was disappointed,
The muddy lane that trailed away
through e woedlands was desoried.
There was no sign of life to be scon~—
only too carefully Iad the [ugitive
swindler selected hiz “hide-out ™ for its
loneliness. Nothing living stirred m the
vicinily, till suddenly the black-hairved
man came in sight, moving 10 thc en-
closure below the window.,

Hao looked up, and his eyes inet those
of the Greyiriars junior looking down.

Wharton econld seco that the man's
rizht arm was bandaged, and that it

==

e R

hung stiflly It was a velicfl to see 3, for
it weand that Wilmol eould not mse bas
revolver with bis rigot baond, ot least,

Thir slowly revelving sail of he wiml-
mill passed the fitde wondow, and sl
the Llaek-haired man off frome siow fo
o few mwmnents, e pussed, and he was
il standing there, staring op wilh
gleaming oyes,

Wharton wondered  what  thoughis
werr passing in his half-cvazed mind,
In the set, grim face he could rewd
relentless  -detevminations Fhe  man-
hunter had beer haflled for Che menwend
amd it secmed that be had abondomed
the attempt to get at the defenders of
the ol i the upper room.

Bat if he waz beaten, he was ool
liraden ot Only foo clearly was los
determination to be read in bz grim
faea

IPor  eeveral minutes ho  vemained
where ho wus, storing upe Phee e
macle s motion fowaeds lus packel wah
Lisrd.

s leic as if with 1hae saLvia
thought of firing up o the window, et
e odid not deaw the revelver. Hao
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turned away at last. and disappeared
round the bedlding

Wharton drow a havd braath,

“Ile's still there?” ashed ub, in a
low voice, as the captain of the lemove
furned from the window.

“Yes—prowling round
beast 1™ sawd  Muorey.
thumping serape, you men

“The serapctulness is terrvific!” mur-
mured the XNabob of Bhantpor,

Liob Cherry grinned faintlv,
“What a jaolly alternoon!” he mue-
mured. “We never espected a prenie

wild
n o

like 2
We'lre

IH

T

1.i'[-:fE~ ﬂ}l[-‘l when we started on our little
wallk.’

Wharton glanced al Poindexter. Tho
wreteh was scaled now on & hox, lean-
ing back againsgt the wall, Ho secimed
iu a dared stato with haunting fear.

“Wa ocan't desert him1¥ said Harry,
in a low vaiee.

Bobh shook liis head.

“We can't 1 he agyeod.
this going to end 77

“(iooidness knews t™

“We could clear oif if we liked,” said
Teank Nuwgent. *That fellow wouldn't
~tap ws==ho woulld e glad enovzh to sco
s e Bub owe ean’t”

“If anr of ns conld elear, and got the
palice hepee="" saicd Jobouy Bull.

e wanbiln't b one of vs elear, Hao
wold L gliadd ta =ee all of us co: but
iF one friced ik on, he wanld know 11.']:!11‘.
it meant. He doesn't want tha polan
ot the seene™

“What about collaving 1::_“1?" Shtrs
gn.&lit[] Bobe, =W eolinred him before,
aml wo could———-" .

“ [T wonld nse Lis weapon if we tried

Tug Magwver Lierany.—No. 1,208,

“But how's
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ta oollar him now,” answered Wharton
quictly. “There's no doubst about that.”

“I--I suppase not.”

*We've ‘gé{at to stand by that cringing
cur,” said Harry, with & glanco of con-
tempt snd dislike at the man of the mill,
“Wa can’t let & man be murdered—
aven & vile scoundrel like that. But
goodness knows how it's going to end.”

“If wo're not buck by dark——" said

Nugir{enlz. ]
“It’s a lﬂnlé‘ time to dark. Even if
we're nok back by dark, I don't suppose
my unole will guess that anything has
happened, Why should he? He hasn't
the faintest idea that there's anybody in
this old mill. e will think we're late—

that’s all |®

“Well, we're for iti!” said Boh.
Anyhow, we've kept off the jolly old
enemy so far, and ho won't bo able to
use ono of his again 1n- & hurry.
That will rather cramp his style with
that gun of his ™

Wharton looked from the window
ngmn. He started a little at the sight
of the black-haired man, moving -away
by the broken old gateway into the
lane. Waes the man going, after all,
admitting defeat. From the bottom of
111;5 heart, Wharton prayed that it might

BO.

In the lane, outside the shattered
fenco, the black-haired man stopped, and
looked back at the mill. For a long
minute he stood there, staring at the
building, and then he turned again,
crosged tho lane, and plunged into the
wod on the other side.

Wharton caught his breath.

“He's gone 1™ he said.

“Gone¥” repeated Bob Cherry.

“Yog—but—" The eaptain of the
Remove shook his head. *“ He's not gono
for good, That's too much to hope for,
I'm afraid.”

“Well, the more he leaves us alono
the better,” said Bob, “Even in &
lonely place like this he can't keep up
this ﬁ&mu too long. He scema to faney
that lie's in the wild and woolly west,
but ho jelly well ian't! Don't I wish I
i:-uulc}”sfa s bobby coming aslong that
ane !

“The sight of an esteemed and ridicu-
lous bobby would be a boonful blessing,"
remarked Hurree Jamset Eam Eill%h
“Perhapafully, now he hasz bunkfully
departed, there is a chonce for one of
our esteemed selves to sneak quietfully
away and fetch an absurd policoman.”

“I—=1 wonder— Wharton
doubtfully.

He stared from the window, 'The
man-hunter had venished from sight;
but Wherton could not help feeling that
he was pot far awsy. Ho had a cer-
tainty that the keen eyes were watching
tho mill from the trees across the lane,
It was more likely that Wilmet hoped
to give tho schoolboys the impression
that he was ﬁunu, and so induco them to
leave the mill,

Only tho Greylriars fellows stood be-
tween him and his lawless vengeance,
and it waa certain that he would have
been glad to see them gu, if they all
went together. Long before they could
return with the police, he would have
finished with the fugitive swindler,

The long minutes passed slowly, on
leadon wings, Thera was no aign from
tho man-hunter, if ho was still there, A
hope was growing in the hearts of the
juniors that he was indeed gone. Ier-

aps tho wish was [ather to the thought
to some cxtent,

“Well, what about trying it ont”
askad Bob at last. “If one of us could
get to Wimford, his game would be up.
Tho others could stay hore and protect
that erawling worm. After this, I fancy
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even that rotter would be glad to see a
policeman’s uniform.”

* We shan't consult him, at all events,™
gaid Horry, “But I can't help thinking
that Wilmot i1s watchin

had the captain of the Remove imagined

that he would ever foel so anxious for

the sight of a bluo uniform.

“I—1 guess ['m willing for you to get

the cops, if
ing voice o
willing now.

ou can ! ecame the quaver-
Poindexter.

I'll ba some
eops here.”
I reckon it wcans the stone jug for me!

If that hoodlum can't get my scalp, he

ill sure do the next thing.”

“And & pgood thing, too!™ snapped
1 “If e can send you to
prison, he ought to have done it long
It was hia duty, only the man
I shall be

glad enough to sce you get what you

Wharton.

ARo.
seoms fo bo half-cracked.

deserve, you miserable worm !”

Elias J. FPoindextor WE
dizmally. It was evident

coemy,
man to

out of the mater.
pluding the man-hunter was

him now that
hide-out.

evils.

“Let's try it on,” said DBob.
here |
if he’s on the watch I may dodgoe him.
You ean keep guard hore while I try to
get through.”

Wharton hepitated.

“Thoe man's desperate I he muttered,
“If-if he should shoot—— And he
might, for if he sees you, he will know
what the game is,"

“Chance it!” said Dob resolutely.
“Onee I get in the wood I shall dodge
him all right. Look here—wo've
simply got to get the police. We can’t
stay here besieged by a giddy lunatic
with a gun in his paw.”

And 1 was agreed that it should be
tried on. Leaving his comrades in the
upper room, Bob Cherry descended tho
stair quictly. Tho doorway was open.
Thoe shattered door lying in frusenents,
with the heavy beam that the man-

hunter had used to beat it in.  Dob
looked out of the doorway, scanning the
open ground in the sunlight, and the

shady wood beyond. He stepped from
the doorway, his hcart beanng, He
would not have been surprised to hear
a shot ring frown the shadow of the trees
across the lane.

He was in sight now, if the man was
watching. He lost no time. OUnce he
wes out of the mill, he ran for the
broken fenee at a little distance from
the gateway. 'Thero were many gaps in
the fonce through which he eould f;.:m
& waY.

Ilo reached the fence at breathless
speed. Dut as ho reached it there was
a sound of running fect outside,

Bob gritted his teeth.

The man-hunter was there! Ho had
not gone, after all! lle had scen the
innior leave the mill, and had ecmergod
from his cover, and eut along the out-
sgide of tho fence, to head him off,

Bob Cherry did not pause. He was

¢lose to a gap in the fenece, ond he
plunged headlong through.
"E-tﬂp !:u

%. Only—if we
could only get the polico here——" Never

“T'm sure
Mow that hoodlum has
found my hide-out, I guess I'm & dead
man if he ain't cinched. Say, I gucss
ﬁieased if you can get the

e gave & groan, © Though

mumbled
X ) at he was
very unwilling to lot Wilmot set the law
in motion agsinst him, and that so
long as he had a chance of eluding his
he preferred 'the black-haired
hunt him and leave the police
But his chance of
ona now,
and even & prison-cell was preferable to
the deadly vengeanco that threatened
& was tracked to his
. The wretched nan had made
up his mind to the lesser of the two

* Look
T'll try to get through, and even

It was the shout of the man-hunter,
Wilmot, panting, ran nto his path, his
revolver in his left band, half-raised,
His eyes blazed at the Groyfriars junior.

“Stop " he repeated

Bob paused. His handa wero

clenched, )

Go, all of you, if you
choose !” snapped the man-hunter, " [
shall be glad to see the last of youl
Go, the whols gang of you—all cxcept
Elias Poindexter! But you do not go
singly ! Iis lip curved m & sneer 1
do not want the police here, my boy.
Not yet. Go back, or take the con-
sequences [* )

Eob's eyes glesmed at him, It was aa
YWharton had supposed—the man-hunter
had hoped that the schoolboys would
go; he wanted them to go. But not a
single messenger for the police, while
the others guarded the man of the mill |
The half-raised revolver threatened Bob
Cherry, the man-hunter's eyes glinting
over it. 3

snid

"o back!
Wilmot savagely.

Bob Cherry, without s word, backed
through the gap in the fence. Inside
the yard of the mill, however, he did not
heng for the building. He ran swifbly
along the inner side of the fence, to-
wards the gateway. For a moment or
two ho was out of Wilmot's sight.
Then, 23 the man-hunter put his face to
the gap in the fence, and stared through
to watch him, he gave a shout of rage:

“Stap 1¥

Bob raced on. . -

He heard the running feet of the man-
hunter in the lane outside the fence.
Wilmot was dashing to cut him off at
tha gateway. ]

But the junior, running like a decr,
reached the gateway, leaped through,
and raced across the lane to the wood.
Wilmot was still a dozen paces distant o9
ltob crossed the lane and plunged into
the treea.

“Etop!?
Wilmot, )

'The revolver was raised. A thrill ran
through the junior, but he did not stop.
With a desperato bound, he reached the
frees. The mon-hunter’s eyes were blaz-
ing over his levelled weapon. DBut he
ﬂ_iﬁ not pull the trigger. He lowered
the revolver and dashed fercely in pur-
suit of the junior. %

Tiols panted on, For a fearful instant
his nerves had thrilled with the antiei-
pation of a bullet crashing through flesh
and bone. But hie was safe now. Des-
perate a3 the man was, he had not fired
on the schoolboy, DBeb heard his pank
ing breath, his trampling footsteps, in
the wood, in fierce purswit; but he ran
like a bhare among the trecs, winding
pmong gnarled trunks and brambles
and bracken, and in a few minutes thﬂ
sounds of pursuit died away behind him.

Dut the junior did not pause. He ran
on swiftly, and did not slacken speed till
he was beyond the wood, and in a lane
that led to Wimford. And then he
ewung on at a steady trot.

All or none!”

Stop, or I shoot!” yelled

THE THIRTEERTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !

i HANEK poodness!” panted
Wharton.

“The thankfulneas is
torrifie 1M

“Hv's clear !” aaid Johnny Ball.
I'rom the window in the upper room
of the mill tho four juniors had watched,
their hearts throbbing—almost ceasing
to beat when they had scen the revolyer
lifted in the man-hunter’s hand. With
(Continurd on pige 22.)
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THE MYSTERY OF THE MiLL!

(Continued from puge 20.)

deep relief, they saw Bob vanizh into the
Wood. But they listened, with painful
intensity, for the sound of a shot from

wood, in ! L
had glunged i pursuit of the junier, No
sound reached thoir cars, and st Iast
they saw Wilmot emergoe from the trees
mte the lane, alome. ‘They breathed
freely, with the certainty that Bob had
won through.

Tho man-hunter came through the
gateway, towards the mill, his faco set
and his brow black. He disappcared
from tho sight of the juniors at the
window, and thoy hurried at once to the
head of the stair. They had little doubt
that an attack was coming now.

Wilmot's voice camo upglmaraelf from
below :

“Wharton !
mai"

“1 hear you!" answered the captain
of the Remove,

; You have sent for the police?”

“That 13 30.”"

“They will not be here yet!” hissed
the man-hunter. “DBut vou have foreed
my hand! If you are willing to follow
your friend, the way is open to you.”

“We cannot go and leave a man to be
murdered ! answercd Wharton guietly,
* Thet is impossible !V ‘

“If you choose to go, I will not bar
your path,” said Wilmot hoarsely.
“¥ou cannot save Peoindexter,”

“Wa sghall try 1™

“Fool! I tell you that you cannot
save him; but I have no time to lose
now that information will be given to
tho Jmlim‘ For the last time, will you
go?

“We cannot go!" apswered Harry.
“And if you are wise, Mr. Wilmot,” you
will go yvourself. When the police get
here you will be arrested.” ]

A savage laugh echoed up the stair.

“I havo ample timme. I shall Anish
with Poindexter long before tha police
arrive—and with you, if you remain.”

The stair creaked. .

“ Btay where you are!™ said Wharton.

You are there—you hear

“You know that 1 am armed now, Mr,
Wilmot; I have Poindexter’s revolver,
I shall fire if you show yvourself I

The creaking of the stair ceased. The
four juniors stood waiting and listening
in the silence thut followed. It was a
full minute before Wilmot's voice was
heard again.

“1 am unwilling to harm you; but
nothing shall stand between me and the
man I want. 1 will give you & few
minutes to reflect. After that, if you
remaint, you take your chance!”

“Weo are ready to take it ! answored
Hurrg;.

“The readyfulness is terrific, my
csteemed potty friend " said the Nabob
of Bhanipur,

There was dead silence below,

The juniors waited, grouped ab the
top of the dusky stair, by the Himsy
harricade, Their hcarts throbbed un-
pleagantly whilo they waited and
watched. No sound came from below;
but at every instant they expected to
hﬂ:}i‘ the steir creak under a sudden
rush,

Minute followed minute, and still the
silence was unbroken.

Frank Nugent passed his hand scross
his brow, wiping away the perspiration.
The strain was telling on the Greyfriars
juniors. Johnny Bull set his teoth hard.
Even a fierce sttack would have been
preferable to this; but the juniors could
only wait, on the alert, waiching for
the desperate rush that might come any
moment from below,

They strained their ears to listen; but

Tae Magxer Lispany.—No. 1,208

into which the man-hunter |

oo sound reached them, and they Legan
to wonder whether the man-hunter had
left the mill. But it was more likely
that he was keeping silent, in order to
throw them off their guard when the
rush came suddonly.

They could not hope that he would
eave them unassailed till Bob Cherry
hed had time to reach Wimford, and
bring the polics to the rescuc. In an
hour, perhaps, help might come; the
man-hunter had no time to lose. In the
dead silence, broken only by tlie dull
sound of tho turning windmill, the
Greyfriars juniors could almost hear the
tnruhblnF of their own hearts.

The silence was suddenly Lroken; but
not from the direction that the juniors
had expected. A sudden hoarse scroant
of torror came from Poindexter, whose
existence they had almost forgotten as
they watched the stair for the expected
ettack,

Harry Wharton spun round, startled.

" What—"" ke panted.

The fat man was crouched against the
wall, his shdking finger pointed at the
little patched window, his eyes almost
starting through the horn-rimmed
glasses.

Wharton's startled glance followed
the direction of the trembling fnger.
At tho same instant thore was a crash,
ond the window burst in in elattoring
fragments.

A head and shoulders showed in the
opening. The juniors stared at it
almost stupefied.

The window was at & preat height
above the gronnd, and not {61 an instant
had they dreamed that tho enemy could
reach it.

But an arm was flung through the
aperture, two hands were grasping
hold, and a fierco face glared in. Be-
hind the clambering man tho zail of the
windmill rolied over and onward,

“Oh!"  gasped Wharton
Eﬂ-ll"'-'_”

It was tho revolving arm of the wind-
mill that had carried the desperate man
up, at the risk of life and limb, His
long silence was explained now., While
the jumiora had watched the stair, the
attack was coming from another
quarter,

Harry Wharton rushed towards the
window,

With desperate determination the
man-hunter had gquitted the sail as it
swept past the window and clutched
held. One crashing blow from a heavy
butt had driven in the window, and the
man-hunter wag  already clambering

“The

through,

}Ialgf through the window, his legs
dangling in space, head and shoulders
thrust through the broken sash and
glass, the man-hunter gripped the reo-
volver in his left band, and glared
round for his enemy.

A second more and he would have
fired.

But in that' second Harry Wharton
reached him, with the spring of a tigor.
The barrel of the automatic erashed on
the revolver, and sent it spinuing from
tho «ezperate man’s hand, It flew
through the air, and thudded on the
earth far below,

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In the Shadow of Death !

ARRY WHARTON panted.
H He had struck the revolver
away in time, and the man-
hunter was disarmed.

A moment more and he had thrown
the automatic aside, and grasped the
man at the window.

“Back up, you mon ! he panted.

Iis comrades rashed to his sid,

THE MAGNET

Four pairs of hands clutched at the
struggling man.

“Drag him in!" panted Wharton.

Now that the desperate man was dis
armed, the juniors’ fears were for his
life. A fall from the high window of
the mill meant instant death. And now
that his weapon was gone they welcomed
the chance of handling him.

do drag him in at the window and
make him & prisoner was the instant
thought of the Greyfriars juniors. X

The man struggled fiercely in their
grasp, heedless of the terrible danger of
nia position.

“ Keep hold of him 1" gasped Nugent,
“If he falls—"'

“Drag him in! We'vo got him now !
panted Johnny Bull,

“The gotiulness is terrific, my
esicemed potty friend; the gamefulness
iz up !" chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur
Lreathlessly.

With a powerful wrench the man-
huunter tore himself from the graapinF
hands, He hung to the nparrow sill,
dangling over space, his eyes blazing
at the juniors,

“¥ou mad fool!"” shouted Wharton.
“Doe you want to be killedf"

“You %mtt_? chump—" pgasped
Johnny Bull.

Wharton reached out to grasp the
man's collar. Every instant the

jeniors dreaded to see him fall from hia
old, to be smashed on to the earth
Lelow,

With a8 snarl, the map-hunter
released one hond and struck Wharton's
hand savagely away.

The next moment he had AQung himself
from the window, : :

The juniors cought their breath with
horror., It seemed to thom for that
fearful moment that Wilmot had Bung
himself to death.

But the next instant they saw him
clptchin\? the descending sail of the
windmall.

Heo had taken s desperate chance, but
he had succceded. He gripped hold,
amidtha descending sail swept him earth.
WE .

They saw him leap clear, land on the
carth, and roll over.

“Oh!" stuttered Wharton, his face
white as chalk. He stared down from
the broken window at the fallen Bgure.

The foll had been o heavy ope, and
for some minutes the man lay where he
was, though he was stirring. Then hes
rozo slowly to his feet. His face turned
upward to the staring faces at the
window, convulsed with rape for a
moment., Then he stared round for his
fallen weapon, and cawght it up, and the
muzzle swung up, atmed at the window,

“Get back ! said Wharton hastily,
and the junicrs retreated from the
window,

Crack, crack!

The man was Oring, in blind rage;
the bullets crashing into the roof above
the window. DBut there was no danger
from the lead fired at such an angle,
and the jupiors hardly heeded it as it
crashed.

"The mad fool I muttered Whartos,
“Thank goodness he waa not killed 1 Oh,
if the police waould come ™

“Bob must be near Wimford now,”
muttered Nugunt. “He may have gob
« lift on the road, too——" :

“0Oh, crumbe] What & day out!” said
Johnny Bull,

There was & footstep below, and the
juniors rushed back to the head of the
stair. Wharton caught up the auto-
matie. But the stair did not creak
under the expected tread. The voice of
the man-hunter, hoarse with fury, came
to their cars, but he did not attempt to
ascend.

“This i3 the finish. You hear me? I
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The window suddenly burst in and a head and shoulders showed in the opening,

have tried to spare you—I would not
willingly harm youw, But this iz the
finiah, I pive you ten minutes to leave
the mill.  Ten minutes—or die where
you stand.”

The juniors made no answer. The
tcavage words seemed to them an empty
threst, DBy the stair the man could not
attack successfully, and now that they
were on their guard, he could not reach
the. window aguin. All they feared was
& desperate attempt which would force
ithem to do him injury. They were not
yet aware of what was in his desperato
mind.

“¥ou hear mel” ho shouted.

"1 hear youl” said Harry,

“You havo ten minutea, After that
you take your chance. In ten minutes I
shall iiro the mill.”

Wharton started.

“You villain1” ho gasped.

Ol erikey 1” breathed Johnny Bull.

"1 give you a chance to go. Take
your chanee while you have 1t,” came
tho hoarse voice from below. *I mean
every word. In ten minutés 1 fire the
mill, wheother you area gonea or whether
¥YOou remain. *Bﬂh-n your chance while it
Jasts—ior the fHre will drive you out if
you do not go,” )

“We shall not go,” eaid Wharton
between bis teeth,

“Then vour fate will be on your own
heada, 1 have warned you, and for ten
minutes the way is open.”

Thoy heard tha man move away [rom
the steir. 'Tho juniors looked ot one
another with startled oyea,

“That doea 1t!" muttered Johnny
Bull.

“He—ha can't mean it breathed
Nigent. “He couldn't—" Nugcnt
di¢<l not finish. He knew that thae man-
hunter would carry out his terrible
throat.

out . . . It's the map-hunter ! ™

“Hea means it,” said Harry guictly.
“The man is helf wmad—or more than
half. And—if he eects fGre to the
mill—"

He crossed to the shaltered window
and stared out. In the loncly lane that
ran through (he woods thero was no
sign of lila, No chance passcr-by—no
sign of help. IHad Bob reached the
police station at Wimford? Dut cven if
he had, help could not come in time to
prevent the man-luoter from carrying
out his purpoze.

There was a huszky mutter from the
horn-rimmed man, hunched against the
wall, I8lias Poindexter haod heard the
savage threat shouted up the stair, and
he knew that the end was near,

“"I'm a dead man,” ha muttercd. I
guess I'm a dead man.” He slimped
agninst the wall, dazed with terror.

T'he juniorz woited. Wharton's eyes
swept the woods and the lonely lane
hopelessly,. No one wea in sight—no
ono was likely to come into sight. Tha
cunning caution of the fugitive swindler
had scaled his own doom.

The minutes paszed—on leaden wings,
as 1t scemed to the schoolboys. Yet the
interval scemed terribly short, They
could hear the black-hatred man mov-
ing about below, Again and again ho
came and went, and they knew that he
was carrying fuel into the mill; fragz-
ments from the dismantled outbuildings,
dry boughs from tha hedpgos, Thoy
knew that the stack of fuzl was grow-
ing in the lower room. And the mill
itseff was dry, aiter wecks of sunshine.
Oneca the fire was started———

Wharton looked at the wrotched man
slumped against the wall He was
doomed, and his defenders were doomed
if they still stoed by him. Ho was not
thinking of them. Iiis fat, flabby fdce
was livid; his eves sunken and hollow

 Look

“Oh I gasped Wharion,

Lehind the horn-rimmed glazses, Whar-
ign wondered that even this wreteh did
not urge tho schoolboys te go, while
thera was yobt time, and leave him to
take his chance. But he was thinkin
only of himself. Not that they mlﬁ
have abandoned him to his fate. His
haggard eyes met Wharton's as the
junior turncd from tho window,

“You don't sce ithem coming?”® he
breathed huskily. *“You don't eee any.
thing of the copsi”

Wharton shook his head,

Ten minutes had passed—mora than
ten rminutes.  Still the black-haired man
was moving below, Ilis voice rang
suddenly.

“Arc you going”

There was no roply from the Grey-
friars fellowa. They heard the man-
itanter moving again; they knew in-
stinctively that he was hesitating. DBut
if he hesitated, he resolved at last. In
the silencs they heard the seratching
of matches, A spiral of amoke rolled o
the stair. It was followed by a thic
valume,

Tho mill had becn fired |

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Rush to the Rescus !

QLONEL WIHARTON stared
q from thae window of his car, and
gignalled to the chauffeur to
halt, His cyes wers fixed in as-
tonishment on a dusty, panting figure
in the lane. Bob Cherry, swinging on
at a steady, ropid trot, was tired and
dusty, naud the perspiration trickled
down his crimson face; but he did not
slacken till he saw the colonel’s car.
And then he ran into the middle of the
voad, and waved his hand frentically,
Tnz Maoxer Lippant.—No, 1,208
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_ The car halted, and DBob came pant-
mg up to the door, under the colonel's
astonished stare, Wimiord was close at
hand now; a quarter of o mile more
and DBob would have arrived at the
police station. But every minuto saved
was & minute to the good, and never
had he becn so glad to see the colonels
bronzed, brown face.

“YWhat has happenedi” rapped the
colonel.

Bob panted, and as he panted, he
scrambled into the car.

“Get to the police station—quick, T'l
tell you as we po—quick, sir, for good-
ness - dake

“Harry

7

: The colonel's voice was
;harj with sudden aenxiety.

“All right—so far, 1 think. But—">

Colonel Wharton rapped a word to
the chouffour, and the car cushed on
into  Wimford. Bob Cherry lcanced
panting oo the cushions. It was a swift
run into the town; but swift as it was,
Bob had time to pant out the story of
what was happening at tho old mill,

“Gaod gad!” breathed the colonel.

The car stopped, and the old military
gentleman sprang out.

“Wait here!” he said, and vanished
into the police station.

Bob Cherry leaned back on  the
cushions, and breathed hard and deep.
That lehg, hard run had taken it out of
him; but he was hardly cotiscious of his
fatigue. He was thinking of his chums
at the old mill; wondering what had
happened since be had loft them—what
migat have happened.

1t was less than two minutes before
Colonel Wharlon came striding back to
the car, accompanied by Inspector
Stacey, of Wimferd, and a constable.

The latter mounted beside the chauffeur;
tha inspector entered the car with
Coloncl Wharton, and it rushed sway.

Almost in a flash, as it secmed, Wim.
ford was left belund, and the car was
speeding along the country road. Fast
as it was, it seemed slow to Bob,

*#Now tell me what has happened, my
boy,” said the police inspector, his eyes
il‘._ﬂl usly on Bob's fushed, perspiring
ace.

| a Py = LY.

Ha listened intently, and Bob saw a
grin of satisfaction dawn on the plump,
rosy face of the ecuntry inspeetor.

" You're sura the man is Poindexter—
Elias J. Poindexter, director of the Solid
Nugpget Mining Company ! he asked.
B‘;}I‘-’n doubt about that,” answered

ab.

Inspector Stacey rubbed his hands.

“Is the man wanted by the police Mr.
Stacey? asked Colonel Wharton, *I
have seen & great deal of mention of his
name in the newspapers of late, but I
was not aware——"

“He 18 wanted, sir!” szaid the in-
gpector.  “ When he first disappeared
from his offices in the City, it was
doubtful whether & chargo could be laid
against him. He has lived by roguery
for years—ever since he came over from
New York, in fact; but ho hbas had
amazing luck—amazing cunning, I
should rather say. Even after he ran,
it was doubtiul for e time whoether he
had rendered himself amonable to the
law, But a good deal has come out
since then; and for the past two days a
warrant has been out for his arrest, on
several charges of embezzloment, and
obtamming money by false pretences.”™
" Then—then you're going to bag him,
gir " exclairned Bob.

Mr. Stacey smiled,

“I1 am going to bap him, as you
express it, Master Chervry, and I am
very glad of the chance,”” lio replied.
"Thp general belief 13, that he 1s
making a secrct attempt to got ouk
of the country; the latest informatien
15 that he was seen in Kent over a
week ago. Certainly, no onc suspected
that he had a hiding-place in o remote
corner of Surrey. 1t is certain that
this man of the mill is Eliaz J. Poin-
dexter—="

“That’s quite cortain,” said Bob.

“1 presume that the man Wilnet is
one of his many victims,” vemarked
the colonel.

“That s the case,” answered the
inspector, “The name 15 known in con-
nection with some of his transactions;
indeed, o warrant would have been out
carlier for DPoindexter, had Wilmot

i
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come forward to help the police. He
seoms to have preferred to take the law
inte his own hauds. A very foolish
proceeding on his part, which will
cause him troubls.”

“"Heaven grant we arrive before mis-
chief is done!” muttered the colonel,
tu% ing at his grey moustache,

e car was fairly Bying. It left the
country road and turned into & rutty
lane, and rocked and bumped wildly
as 1t fomw.

Far away, over the tree-tops, the
windmill was in sight now, in the far,
distance. But the lanps were winding,
The mill diseppeared from view again
behind sweeping woods.

Bump, bump, jolt, clatter! Over
muddy ruts and vidges the car rocked
ﬂ.n% rogred, -

recs and hedges Bashed by in a blur.
Bob Cherzy held on, to keep from

itching out of his scat, Still he longed
or the whizzing car to go faster. By
narrow, steep lanes, where probably no
car had ever passed before, they rushed
and rocked on.

Inspector Stacey gave a sudden start,
staring from the window, Thick woods
hid the windmill; but against the blus
of the sky, in the bright sunset, a
trailing column of smoke roee om the
wind.

Colonol Wharton, following his
glance, elenched his hands.

“That is—fire!” he muttored.
"A fire at the mill!” gaid
inspactor.

L1 Gﬂﬂd E“d IJI

The colour scemed drained from Dob's

ruddy face.
He hardly

the

“A fire—at the mill.”
breathed. " What—what has hnppunnd‘j‘
What has that demon donet”

He shouted to the chauffeur to drive
faster, hardly conscious that the words
were leaving his lips. The colonel, with
a set face, sgat like an image of bronze.
The car rocked and raced on.

“A minpte more!" breathed the in-
spector. His ruddy face was pale.

The car shot out inta the lane that
ran by the gateway of the mill. It
tore on to the gateway, and roared to
a halt.

The windmill, in full sight now, waa
bursting with smoke. Bmoke poured
trom the broken window, and rolled
out of the shattered {Inm‘wa¥, and
¢ddied in wisps and epirals from a
thougand crevices in the old timbers,
‘Through the rolling smoke canie here
and there a red tongue of flame, and
the crackling sounded like rifle-fire.

The chouffeur jumped down, the con-
stable after him; but, before they were
on the ground, Bob Cherry had Jh:-a.ped
headlong from the car, and was running
towards the mill,

The colonel and the inspector were
gut the next moment., Inspector Stacey's
oyes were on & black-haired man, who
frad turned from stering ot the burning
mill to stare in utqrtﬁ‘;d rage ot the
car and the new arrivals, He shouted
1o the constable.

" Beize that man!™

Wilmot stoed as if rooted to the
ground, his eyes blazing, his left hand
g;ri[:-ping the revolver in his pocket.
For the moment it scemed that the
Jdesperate man would resist, that he
wountld enter inte furicus conflict with
the officers of the law, rather than
aboandon the vengeance that was now
within his grasp. There was n glimmer
of the half-drawn revolver in the sunset.

DBut it would have been hopeless, and
he knew it; and, even in his fury, he
was perhaps incapable of so desperate
an act. Even when hoe bad [lired the
mill he had counted on the schoolboys
rushing down through the smocke and
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saving themszelves wiile there was yetb
tHe.

Lawless and desperate as he was, he
would =zhed no blood but that of his
enemy, and his enciny was sfaved from
him pow, For a moment he lingered,
enraged, uncertain; then ho thrust kack
the revelver into his pocket, turned,
and bounded away,

“Seize him I®

The black-haired man leaped the
fence and vanished into the wood,

At a eign from the inspector, the
constable ran in pursuit, while Inspec-
tor Stacey hurried after the colonel
towards the burping mill,

Hob Cherry had already reached it.
“Harry 1" he shouted. “Frank, old
man | Johnnyt Inky!”  And from

the swirling smoke sn answering shout
came back,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTEH.
Only in Time !
panted

“ E'RE saved!"
W Wharton, ' .
The smoke was thickening

ip the old mill. The upper
room waa thick with it, and 1t ed
out in a volume from the emashed
window., DBut, from the window,
through the swirling smoke, Wharton
had mgﬁlted the car as it came rocking
down ihe lane, and he knew that help

ad come, .

It had only come in time!

The mill had not Eet- caught, but the
stack of fuel was burning fiercely in
the room helow. It wasz only & matter
of minutes now before the flames would
be elambering the walls and lickin
the roof. Already the juniors ha
determined on a desperate dash down
the stair, and & hand-to-hend grapple
with the man-hunter, at the risk of
the rovolver It might be death; it was
only toe likely to be death for one or
twe of them, but it was death for all
to remain in the burning mill.

From Poindexter there was no aid to
bo expected; even as the smoke
thickened and eddied in the upper room
of the mill, the wretched man remained
glumped against the wall, mumbling in
s palsy of fear.

The juniors had only themselves to
dopend on, and they had nerved them-
celves for tha last desperate struggle
when that last glance from the window
ghowed Wharton the car—and his uncle,
the inspector, and Bob Cherry, tumbling
cut of it, at the ?a.hf:.
saved They're hore 1™

“Wa're
ghouted Wharton, *The police at last
—and Bob "
"Thank Heaven!" ganted Nugent.
“Yet's get out of thie!” pgasped
Johnny Bull, )
Harry Wharton caught Poindexier
by the arm

“Come ' ho shouted.

The narrow eyes, glazed with terror,
turned on him behind the horn-rimmed
glasses. The man did not move.

Wharton dragged at him savagely.

“Come! It's the police—we'rp saved !
Will you stay here and burn to death?
Come, I tell you."

The wretched man secmed to under-
stand, and be staggered towards the
steir, Wharton grasping his arm, But
for the junior's aid, he would have
fallen.

“Quick 1" pantcd Wharton.

The stair was a mass of blinding
smoke, A wave of heat came from
below, and they heard the erackling of
flames. Through the crackle came the
voico of Bab Cherry shouting, Wharton
shouted back, He plunged down the

stajrs, huli-dragping the helpless man
after him. .

The lower room was black with smoke.
A hugo stack of fuel piled apainst one
of the walls, was burning, and the fames
were alrcady catching the nearest wall.
But between the fire and the other wall
there was ample room, though in tho
densa smoke the juniors could sec
rothing, They held together, Wharton
still holding on to Poindexter, and
%;ang‘ed through the blackness, Bob

erty’s voice guiding them., It was
only & few moments, but they were
fearful moments, and then they were
through the doorway and plunging out
into the April sunlight, breathing great
gulps of pure air,

“0Oh, vou fellows ' panted Bob, ' I
I—all safe—all safe—thank Heaven we
got hera in time.™

“AHN safel” gasped Wharton. Ha
rubbed the smoke from hiz eyes, and
stared round. “Uncle—you’re here—
thank goodness you came—>""

The colonel grasped his arm. =~

“Come, my boy! The building 1ia
catching—it will be falling soon—"

They hurried to a safe distance from
the mill, Bmoke in black mases was
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pouring out of every opening now,
rolling away black against the blue.
Flameas licked from the walls, and
caught the ald sails as they turned. The
windmill waz doomed. .
“All of you are safe, what?" saul
Inspector Stacey, cheerily., “You've
had a narrow escape, young gentlemen."”
“\Wilmot—hasz he gone " asked Harry.
“The rascal has run for it; we shall
get him later,”” said Mr. Stacey. * But
wa've got the man wa wanb more==mich
more.”” And he smiled at the fat,
haggard face of Elias J. Poindexter.
n the presence of the police, and with
the knowledge that the man-hunter had
fled, Elias J. Poindexter pulled himself
tcpether, His wretched life was saved,
but hiz hberty was another matter. Tha
juniors, glancing at him, saw that ihe
andeuffs were already on his wrists,

23
They wera glad enough  thak
Poindexter was taken Ly the police.
And they were not sorry that Wilmot

was gone. Desperate as the man had
been, f&rriblg as he had endangered
their lives, they could feel compassion
for the man whose mind had been
unhinged by wrong, and they would
have been glad to hear that he had
escaped. He could do no further harm
now, For many o long year, Elias J.
Poindexter would be where no private
vengeance could reach him,

It was a ecrowded car that rolled away
to Wimford. ‘Thera the fugitive
swindler—a fugitive no longer—was
walked into the police station, to be
lodged in a cell, and passed from the
sight of the chums of Greyiriars for
ever. And glad enough wers Harry
Wharton and Co. to see the last of him.

- n - L] #*

“T say, you fellowal™

"Hniﬁ:&, F}?ﬂ.l!ﬁ, hallo! Been fright-
fully anxious about us, Dunter?

“Eh? No! I haven't waited to have
suppoer—"
“Ha, hﬂ., ha 1*

“1 thought I wouldn't, you know,”
said Buntor. “ You'ra jolly latal But
I'll tell you what, you fellowsl Now
you'vo come in, L'Il have another supper
with you."”

It was quite a merty party at supper.
The Famous Five had been through a
wild time; but now that 1t was over, -
they were not fecling much the worse
for it. Indeed, they wera %Ind at
their visit to the old mill had led to the
arrest of a rascal who was wanted by
the police.

Billy Bunter had a second supper
with the Famous Five, and to judge by
the amount of feodstulls he packed into
his fat circumierence, his hrst supper
had not taken away his appmtﬂ.

“"Piiy I wasn't there ! he remarked,
when he heard what hod bappened at
the old mill.

“Why, yvou fat ase—"" said Bab.

“(Oh, really, Cherpy——'?

“What would you have done if you'd
been therat?™

“Well, I should have collared that
man-hunting merchant,” said Bunter.
“1 zhouldn™ have been afraid of his
rovolver. DBubt there it is—you fellows
haven't my pluck, s I've told you.
And was that jehnny at the mill really
Poindexter, the Amevican we saw on
Popper’'s Island I

“"Ho was, fathead.”

“I1 zay, you fcllows, do you think
there will be any reward?” asked
Bunter anxiously.

" Ass! We don't want any reward.'

“Eh? I wasn't thinking of you! I
was thinking of me,” said Bunter
warmly. “I1 spotted him there, didn’t
1? You fellows would never have gone
to the mill at all if I hadn't spotted
him. If there's ony reward, it ocught
to come to me, of course,”

“(Oh erumbs 1"

“1 say you fellows, do you think
anything's coming f{o mei™ asked
Bunter

" Yes rather,” said Bﬂl:&{!hanr, pick-
ing up a juicy eream puff.
“T say, what do you think I shall
got 7"* asked Bunter cagerly.
“*“Thig 1" .
And Bunter pot 1t.
THE END.

(There will be another péach of o
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. in next
week'sa Micner, entitled: "CORER'S
HODAY CAPFURE! Make sure
of reading #, chumes, by ordering your
copy WELL IN ADVANCE!)

Teg Mugxer Lipnany.—Mo, 1,208,
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The Terrible Ras Dhin !

N Arab with a long rifle was

squatting lozily by the main

entrance of the lighted tent,

but no ono else was near.
From inside the marqgues came the
sound of monotonous Hastern music—
reed pipes, eymbals, and soft-toned
drums. There seemed no differenco in
the tune, but the music rose end fell,
and its crescendo stage drowned the con-
fused rumble of conversation of the
assembly.

Guy rose in the darkness near one end

; marguee,

‘Take wyour knife, Chota,” he whis-
pered, *and gently cut a small slit in
the canvas™

The babu did so, very gingerly, but
no further light shone through the rent
a3 he widened it. There was a sccond
wall of tent inside.

“My hat, I badly want to sce in
there!” Guy  =zaid. “I'd wager a

A THOUSAND THRILLS,

L ' |2

and muiton over

month's pay egainst & blank cartridge
that tho sheikh’s giving this giddy spres,
and I want to see if Ras Dhin is there
with him."

Chotajes shuddered at the dreaded
name, Onee he had fallen into the
Irands of that inhumen fiend with the
ctld, yellow eyes of s tiger, and he had
no wish to repeat the expericnce.

“Perhaps, sahib,” he suggested, “we
had better regretfully depart. Should
the debased sentry—-"

“Ah! That pole!® Quy breathed.
“I'll take a chance.”

He had noticed on his approach toward
the big striped tent that there was a
space open at the slanting end through
which, :f he wera high enough, he might
zee what was going on ineide. At ench
end of the tent wes s high pole with
ropes supporting the long canvas roof
of the marquee.

“My honourable aunts!" the little

By STANTON HOPE.

Guy landed feet first among the
astounded feasters, and his hools
siruck agalnst the edge of a great
bowl, upsetiing iis contenis of ofl
the Arabs.

S!

Bengali B‘ulﬁr:d.. “If you thus emulate
feat of monkey-up-a-stick, sahib, I must
wilh reluctance suspect you of acguire-
ments of bats in honourable belfry!”

“You stay here,” Guy muttered.
“¥You don't jolly well think I've come
here for nothing. I'm going to sce into
thut giddy tent!”

Hand over hand, in scamanlike
manner, be made his way up the pole,
which bent over dangerously as  he
neared the top. Through the aperture
he could glimpse the native
orrhestra at one end of the tent,
anud seme Arabs scated round

reat howls which contained o

readivl-looking mess of what
seemed like chunks of mutton
wallowing in hot oil,  Avabs
were dipping their right hands
into the bowls, handing one
another tithits, and pausing
gver and anon fo drink cups of
arak-—an it}.tl}:iﬂﬂ.tinﬁl row
made from dates—which re-
tainers brought to them on trays
of beaten brass.

Btill Guy could not see either
the sheikh or discover whether
Has Dhin, the giant Abvssinian,
was present,

Iach by inch, he cropt up-
ward, at greater risk of bein
secn, sod caught a glimpse o
the black-bearded sheikh with
his hawk-like nose over a huge
mutton bone to which was
attached chunks of fat, and
looking o3 if he were using the
prized tithit as & mouth-organ.

Another inch or two, Guy
thought, and he might be ahle
to so0 thoe guest at the sheikl's
right hand,

The pole whipped over more,
siightly sagging the double ropo
which held one of the cnds of
the canvas roof. He put out
hiz hand and elutched the ro
itgelf, lv:u:a.m'nﬁt farther over tﬁg
large sguare hele in the sloping
end of the canvas in his effort
to see bettor,

Then, with a report like a
gun, the pole, which must have
had a flaw in it, snapped off
short, and Guy uttered an involuntary
cry as he went hurtling downward
through the aperture!

His shoulder struck -against the edgo
of the canvas end the blow partly
straightened him, so that he went feot-
first down among the astounded
feasters. His boots struck against the
edge of o great bowl, upsetting it and
flinging its hot contents of ol and
mutten over the astonished Arabs.

CGuttural crics aroze on every side
as the Arabs leaped up and instinctively
reached for the curved knives in their
belts, Among the exclamations Gu
thought he heard Chotajee’s horrifie
voice.

“My honourable aunts!™

Serambling up from among the over-
turned ahd oil-soaked Arabs necar him,
Guy took a leap toward the exit of the
marques—and promptly stopped dead.
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Lnmedinlely blockine his path was a
bulky figure, garbed in robes like the
others, but with a face as black as
chony, In the right hand of the man
wns o grim, blue-barreled automatio
pistol.

Guy took all this in at a_glance, and,
as vinlent hands scized him [rom be-
hind, he iransferred his from tho
pistol barrel to the jet-Black faee of the
man ated found himself locking full inlo
two eves like yellow disks.

No longer was he in any doubt that
among the sheiklh's guests was  the
terribie Ras Dhin!

From the Tiger’s Clulches !

i HOOII ™
W Goy Inslion drew o deep
breath, 1le knew he slond

within oue inch of the
cdee of elermty.

Everything had taken place with such
suclaenness that Sheikh Haji, of the
Arabs. in 1tho hig marguee ecrected in
the village of Khool, was flabbergasted.
Only Ras Dhin, the ferrible Abyssinian
wilh eyes like those of a Liger, was in
cotirol of limzelf and ready to deal
with the amazing intrnder who had
come hurtling through the rvoofl of the
tunt after the pole had snapped.

Lny's pail 1o the exit was blocked.
He toolk a swifli planee into the short,
orime barrel of the bheavy automatie
pHixtol, and then into those yellow eyes,

whwman as fragmenis of discolourgd

ice. There he reand his sontence--death,
swilt and irvevocable!

I ilint mwowment of stress, the whele
mechanism of his mind worked a hun-
dred times Taster than normally.  He
wove «ark overalls and his face and
ltands had been stained with ol that
hiz skin mizht not bo easily visible In
the inky doarkness. Ras Dhin conld
irol possibly recognise him as fhe naval
officer who had outwitred bhim hefore.
That he would Lnd out fao late, abter
e Bad pressed the trigger, aud lend-
ishly vogreet that he had nol preserved
lim for the hastinade and other ioriore.

In a poignant moment Couy realised
atl 1his. 1t seomcd that when he bad
Leld ¢ winning hand in fhe game, Fale
hac trumped Bis frick, Neither he nov
tha lidile balw, Chotajeo, who was out-
sidle ihe tent, would got back {o the
waiting submarine to report what thoy
had  discovered, and rvoung Sub-
Licutenant Tony Dunn, hiz secoml o
cornand, would {emporarily nave fo
play o lone hand.

* Feringhes ! Ras Dhun roaced,

The wse of that weord, meaning
“foreigner,”” showed that he had recog-
nised that the disturler of the peage
was no village Arab.

sheikh [Taji himself, the huge, fatly
muntton-bone gripped in his right hand
like a cluh, made o siep toward tho
Abassindan’s side, bristling with fury
in every hair of his black beard.

“Ritl! IGI the piz-dog!™ he splut-
iered in Archie.
Crack !

To Guy'z amazement, the mulion-
heme shatterod n fragmenis from the
shoikh's hand, and the Lnobhly ond aof
it smaie Ias Dhin on the side of the
jaw.

el !

The sceond shot ecame fram  fhe
Abyzainion's own pustol, bat the bolleg
uuzseed Liny's head by inchies and ham-
mored metallieally from a  suspended
Faunlorn of wrouoht brase.

“Hahila 1" shricked  the
Chaotajeo,  “Tdbar an!”

[ momentz of oxeti smend the Bensnlt
alten relapaedd  Dte Thinduziani,  andd

volee ol

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Guy hknew enouch of the language to
know that he mcant “come here!™

What bad happened was that Chata-
jee, after the first vain atlempts to sco
through the tent by eutling small holes
in it with a knife, had found a place
where the canvas wall was single in-
stead of double. Durine Guy's short
sojourn on the top of the pole, he had
made a hole amd, in desperation, had
fired kis pistol throuagh it in the effort
to save his young commander’s life.
Mover having Lad pizstol praciice at
Whale Island or suywhere elze, he had
managed fo mizs entively tl)!-a hugn
target presenied by the Abyssinian, but
had severely  dislocated the sheild's
dinner.

Flinging as:ide the Arvabs vwho lad
aeipped lom, Guy leaped toward the
cicd: of the font, for fhe weni oxib was
cffeetnally blockod by too many of 1he
conzed feastors. 1Mo saw the lower part
af 1he mu% wall apon out to the frantic
stazhing of the babu's knife, amd horeled
himsolf ont inte the night, followed by
annd her shot from Ras Dhin's gun that
irilled & neat hole in the eanvas near
Ivis head. Chetajee, looking szick, was
chnging o one of the {emt ropes for
SUPNGTE,

" Wammnoze ™ Gov snapped.

Avabs were pouring cut of the foni,
among them the sentey, who had erept

nside b Dind oot the vesson foe all the
oA, Tha  babn recovered  the
strengih of his lonbs anl spmmicd
round the back of e muargpen by
(Aoy’s sk,

“Whieh  waw, #2ahilii” e oaspel

“Wither thall we vamnoosefully depart
Balud arese from the mterine af the
iont,  Ameng the confuzion of voiers
cold  be heard that of the o
Abysezinian, gz Dhin, waving like an
mfuwrviated Lnll. Then smaeone stariod
banonering on a hrazen gong.

Bhadowy fizures of villngers maned
among Lthe date-palivs. Bome begun to
slither away for their lomes, fearfol
test foo much of the intosicsiing arak
had arenzed the visilons 1o murderons
fronzy.

Uniortunaicly, Cholajen was nn great
shakes as 4 sprinter. Any af Inji's
Araba eould have given Dam iy yords
in & Inodreed and licked him,  Goy
knew i, and vichily judred that in o
straieht-forward bunk he and the 1ien-
gali would have ne move chance than
a conple of tame valibits hambad by a
pack of hounds.

"Weo must 2o o sroond ! he decilerd,

Thoy had jest cnough slart io pre
{hem among ithe rosting camels, aud
Cuy dragged the hitle halin dowr lao-
fween the beastz

Nenr some of the pack-camels weopen
atld Lales of dales, and o fow of the

ARl SIS FEN NN EA AR RENEERRIEAR A RAEREEEN

THE OPENING CHAPTERS RETOLD.

LIEOTENANT 'Y EASTOX, 8i°h-
ITRETENANT DUNN, aad CHOTAIEE, a
Penguli duterpreter, of .15, Prloow, fetsivg
Beens ordored to board @ siepivions-Inoking dlicip
headivg @ southerly covrze out of the Red Sea,
arg ewt_odrifll devipg @ sfoem and east ashare
oy the Tsbwad of Khoof  Onathering 8 forsation
et share-fiading i3 felnn carred on betireen
Sheikh Habi of Khoof avd Lies Dhin, o giaat
Abapezindeir, the trin, dizviteed a8 Avabe, loard
¢ tnalaile bowid fw Aden,  The sakaild i
ilioded b o vdiginons oo of cwl=fivvonts
the pay of tha sfave-teaders, Tad ey irares sgqual
to the oremsion, and fhe eicmp arg ptide pritiers
ahg fonded grer o Copinin [aox of the Fulean,
Sbeequertly oy 38 pul £ chavae of the Viiea,
g fustest syloarine 9 commission,  Tedring
the $irven en quaed oul b sen, Cing and Chela
fitied Gt Mhopf Felend rnd sl for tha diveetinn
ol an By P Tpe s i from sehairog CoRe oumids
ul porelag,
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autimeals had merchandise iy pannier
fnzhion over their backs, os they knoele
with their groat jaws moving herizen-
tally, Ip some cases a covering had
Ireen flung over both the camel’s buck
and the merzhandizo.  In guick time
Guy saw biz oppertunity and rolled
Chotajea under a loose cover, followed
harviedly, and pressed his own Dbody
agatnzt the camel’'s mangy Rank, By
drawing the ecovering outward and
dovwnward, he complewcly serecned thom-
gelves from view,

Searcely daring to breathe, the two
crovched ihere, hearing the confused
<itputing of the Arvab feazters and, fiom
immediately to hand, that most extro-
ardinary bubbling from the comsl's -
tevior which 1z z0 vepleesaut o BEuros
pean oars. This  bubbling.  which
somnids rathor like tho gurgling ot water
lraving a bath, i3 duo to the swelling
uvula in the eamel’s throat, and i=
Boaed at its worst in the courivard of
a caravanseval, or inn, full of eamels
in the exrly meorning, This camel was
a noisy brote, but apparently o
pim‘id by mnatare than many 3f the
Fpecios,

Arabs  Dboecan to  cin among  the
camels, secking 10 dizcover which way
the fngitives bnd faken,  Somo passad
~a elose (hat the dost from their sand-
alled fort cwept nnder the covering into
the pestrits af the fuziives,

Chatajee stivved elightly.

* A-adish—"

© By heavens?” Guay gulped,  Brecze,
amd 1T1—"*

By pressing hia face against tha
minaty  lank ef the c¢omel {hetajes
sapprezzd that sneczo, and they gained
aned lipr rospite Fram corlain deatls !

The plan of Gay i “gaing o
srond Y oproved s sonnd sene, fore the
marsuers never  dreamed  that  the
gnarry bhad pavsed to Iurk within «
fow yards of the marquee. They wore
confused, too, by ths moving figiures of
villagers, and chased off in all dire.
Lona e vailn pursaits,

Romo of the eomels began Fo sliv and
zqaoal,  The fugitives heard o howl of
riin as ong passing Aral roceived a
victons bite, 'hat bifing habit, as Guy
knew, was characteristic of the camel.
By leck, the animal against which they
prezzed had neither atlempred to rise
tor to Lwist its ungainly neck and use
tis porwerindl square teoth.

Cautionsly, Gay peered ount.

#The eonsi’s eloar,” ho mowlicrcd in
Chatajee’s ear, as le withdrew apgain,
“Lug I think that we ¢an erdwl smong
the camelz to those dale-palms, Iy
steering A courze round that well on 1he
cdge of the village we might be able 10
pob cleay and dodge back 1o the consh™

Chotajee gave a hellow mnan Tiko g
man who hears »  Inst exhortiion
beofora he leaves the condemmned eell,

- *1 am ready ! he mumbicd e
signediy. ¥ Lead on, Maeanfl Salub ¥

Emerging from the precavious shelior,
tirey crept on hands: and koces hetwoen
the  camelz, darted indo the deop
shiiclows of tho date prove and sidled
along by the well Guy had menticned.
From there they slithered] throngh some
cnltivated land, past o hord oFf goare
and among scrub and rocke.

Time and again they had breatlie:ss
ereapes of being dizeaverad by tome

searchor. Az though in spproval of
uv's pluock and wit in secking
sanctunry  so  close fo  the sheikl's

marques, the goddess of fortene smiled
on them and they reached the const
eafoly, thouzh tt inok thems the hesl
pavt of two hows (o ascomplisl: the
JErney.

There 1!l L

T conznlerahles
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Lefore Touy would need fo cavey out
his instructions about sending o scarvch
party after them, but for an hour they
Ind te lie up among the rocks, fov
Arabs camic io the coast and =earched
that neighbourhood as well. At lasy,
howover, the pursuit died down,

“May the badmashes dancc on mr
wilth ropes round their debased necks
L11¢tn]cu ;irowTad bloodthirstily,

a band on bhis arm,

“Quml; iy hearty " ho whispercd.
*You've forgolten there was o band of
negro slavas walting on  that rocky
ledge along the coast. Hefore wo shunt
off 1 am going to tzke a dekko to find
out if they're still there” _

“My honourable aunts!” Chatnjee
groaned.

In shecr despair he erouched im .
nicke Letween the rocks while his e
panion got off.

Within half an - hour, by careful
terambling  over the rocks,. Guy got
round ihe coast until hoe was able to
recognise the plaece he had  visiled
botore, The ledge where the slaves had
rested was covered by the tide, whiel
was higher at Khoof than anywhere
else 4n the Avabian Sea, and there was
uot o sign of a single negro or Arkb to
be seon "

“By Jovel” he muttered to himself.
“Some ‘dbhow muszt havo picked ’em

l?‘

',l‘hme waz no point in waiting, wed
Guy returned to Chotajee, who received
him. Iike o long-lost brother, Together
they launched the collapsible boat, and
Guy took the osrs. Rowing atmngl:,r out
to sca thoy soon discerned the shadowy
shape of tﬁe waiting submarine, and, on
drawing alongside, were welcomed ]ﬂ;,
fully by Tony and other members of the
Erew.

“What luck, =ir?” Tony inquired

Ciny vapidly narvratod thoir adventures
while zpyving out the land.

“What happened to those Elm es?™ ho
demanded of his junior. " Ilow, long
gince o dhow came to take them off 7

The sub looked blankly at him.

“Dhow " he echoed. “There hasn't
been a single sail slong this coast since
you went to the beach !

{(TWhere hove the alaves been falken?
It's a mystery that needs soleing, But
you ecan be sure Guy will get to #he
botrom of it! Donlt miss the next full
of-thrilfs instalmcent.)

THE MAGNET ~EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE, Boys!

‘otir Editor ia alhivoys pleascd to hear frome Tis readers. Write o im ;
}'.tﬁfﬂr of ¥ The Magncet,” The Fleetivay Houae, Farringdon Sircef,
London, B4, A stamped ond addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

VERY interesting query comes

this week from =& Liverpool

roader who ig anxions to know

it T can tell him which is 'the
hotiest place in the werld ¥ Well, most
of tho travellers’ T heve met tell me that
the Red Sea sl

Cloing fram the sublime to tlie ridiguloyps,
a9 it were, how's o coviops foet, W o]
You believe it is possible to make

ICE IN'THE SAHARA?

Well, it frs bern done ! Some tivae 050 &
i.T&uﬂ"M" o the desert was soriowsly il
o ice was needed. In tho cool of tlin
cvening u decp pil was dog, dnd some
waler 1;mu-£~d into it, Befovs long it had
fromem into ico-—and The traveller's life
wing savedd !

It might alse interest ron fo know that
fish can be caught in the desort, Avabs
have heen known to dig very deep holes,
and then to onteh fish in them | It seoms
unbelicvable=-but there are any ameount
u!' people who will vourh ‘the truth
of it

will-kngwn upo&dway rider recant Y.
He was riding in Spain, and put up

a fine ‘show. . Bat, te his surprise,
witcn he had hma.he:r],

THE CROWD HISSED HIM !

Naturally, he was very annoyed sbout it
—mtil things weére oxplained to him. In
Spain, hissing means  applouse, and
pupulur budifighters  are  always  hisged
when the audience iz pleased with them 1
Tho Spaniards, of courss, were tryi t
show their .appreciation of the  rider's
prowess—but yon cen't, blame him for
wighing they had done it in somo cilier
manner |

HEARD o curious story coneorning a

Now for somo
"RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to various questions sent in by readars,

Where woa Alsatia ¥ (H, H, D., of
Wlutlp;l; Bay:y _This is the namo that was
given fo a district of London between

Fleet Slreot and the Thames, Tt was 1w
haunt of criminals and highwaymen in
thd- sovaniconth- contury, and, it was
oxeeedin dn.ngeruus for anyopne clse to
enter the precinets. It was oventuolly
auppressed in 1697,

Why do some slcomers fly the Bloo
Ensign instead of the Bed ¥ {Tom Burke,
of Grimakiy.) Mogehant vessels wehich are
commanded by officers of the HRoynl
Naval Dessrve are allowed to fly the'
Elue Enzign if thoy have -tén men of the
¢raw who arc Naval pengioners o wlho

“bolong to “the wvarions’ -Nuwvel | Heserves.

The same onsign, iz also flown by certain
auxilinry vesaéls of the Novy,

How iz ecaleimm enrbido moade 7 (T3 K.,
of Hondon.) By heating -8 mixtire of
quitklime and cole in an eleetric. fur T,
which causes the carbon of fhe coka to
cotabing with the quicklime, The slightest
omount of mowture in the air causcs
calcium  ecarbide to give off acetylenc,

which accounts for the odour,

Cap mnn grcnw horna ¥ (M. J., of Welsh.
pool.) Mony men have been Ktiown
o grow hnmﬂ, and a little whilo ego o
horned  Kafir wes on ghow in London,
A case hins been known of o man who grew
hnénﬁ on his lwad to the length of iwelvs
inchues

Black book forward, please!  There
will be anothor ﬁrutvmw issue of the
Macxer next weeky chums. Frank
Richards starfs the ball rolling with

““ COKER'S HOLIDAY CAPTURE "

i which you will find all your Favoiriie
characters well up to_ scratch. Thero arg
lnughs gilore in it—and thrills, too!
'I'hcn there’s another np}:ni.n insialment
St-ﬂnl,ﬁn Hope's gevial, Tﬁ& Lsland . of
ves,”. and & nh-tiektmg “ Grayiriars
Herald,” together with more jokes and
Gm;-, friary limcricks and my asual woekly

Your eclitor.
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WHY REMAIN
IN THE DARK—

When Tom Erown's Windaw-cleaning
Service will keep your study window
clean for Gd. per week ¥ Think how nice
it will be to see the light of day again!
Don't allow the landscape to be bloited
out another hour | for us st onco !
—Tom Brown & Co., Window (leansra &
Carpot Beaters, Hemove Passage,

No. 40.

s
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April 11th, 1931.
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KRIKRET ONTHE WEIGH, BOYS!

Seeze This Chance!

FIRET-.CLASS KRICKETER, excludedd
from First XI. on account of Wingule's
rotten jellusy, wants volunteers for o new |
team to be known ns COKER'S X1 |
Eeeroote will hove to ba obodiant and
rospectfool, will enll their kaptin ** g,
and must submit to being wmn._.ﬁ_“_. atd
kuffed when their Lkeptio feels like it.
Fool details on applikation to “HORACE
Box 13, Henann Office.

THE MYSTERY OF THE SPEECHLESS EARL

A Leaf from Det.-Insp. Russell’s Diary.

ANOTHER UNSOLVED CRIME

Of ell the cesea I have ever had to tackle, the
Case of the Speechiess Earl cun be et down es the
most intriguing and baffling.

It was a bright m%!: day and I waa pacing the

uad, musing on the Mystery of the Disappearing
llar-atud which was et thet time engrossing tho
attontion of the World's crime specialists, when a
fellow-Removite rushed up oand ‘grabbed mo con-
vialsively by the arm.

Hig heir was ruffied, his face waa ashen grey, and
there was a wild light in his eycs, On consideration,
I deduced that something had excited hirm.

My dedustion was correct. On entering the study
of Lord Mauleverer o few minutes before, he had
discovered the noble Earl sitting in an easy chair,
apparently unable to spesk. Immadiately suspecting
pome namelesa tragady, he had come straight to me.

I hurried to the scene of the orime. Nothing had
been disturbed, The Easd still sat back in his easy
chair, his eyes closed, and o look as of sleep in his
featurcs. :

I epoke to him and shook him,

Thers was no answer, eave for an unintelligible
murmur gounding
EEEEEW lika * Yaw-
aw-aw | '

Leaving the body, I
mads o microscopic
oxamination of the
room. 1 war rewarded
by finding an ink-stain

on the desl,
It wne a alender
enough clos, but I

followed it wp, Pro-
coeding to ibe upper
of the Houss, I
ookad at all the
windows. Aa I expecled—one of them was cracked.

This development in the #ase led me to conduct
an exhaustive acarch among tha shrubs near the
porter’s lodge at the School gates.

Here I was confronted by an amazing circumsatanece.
I expested to find a revolver beaving tho initials
“X. Y. Z." Instead, I found—nothing !

Fecling a thrill of excitement at the remarkabln
frend of events, I returned to ihe etudy of the
Spocchless Earl,

An astounding thing had happened during my
abscnes. The body of the Earl, :_wmn: I had certainly
left in the easy chair, was now stretched out on the
eofa! Tho mystery had indeed despened !

I took the precaution of leaving an usaistant lo
guard tho body and apent eoveral hours among my
erime records, trying to find o cass which boro samo
rescmblance to the amazing affair,

Bed-time como and I had to admit dofeat. In all
the annala of intermational erime, nothiog quite like
this seemed to have happened before.

I went back to Lord Mauloverer's sindy. Then
came the crowning surprise Lo n most surprising
caee,

Lord Mauleverer reiurned to  congeiousncss,
stretohed hirmself, and spoke again !

His exact words were: " Oh gadl I'd better
move or I'll be lata for bed 1 "' Tiut his words are not
of such importance as the fact that thig speechless scion
of the arigtocracy was speechines no longer.

Bo Mauly went to bed and the Mystery of the
Bpoechless Earl remaina a mystery to this day.

Eum‘oﬂ“n no ill-effecta

under tho impresaion that he had merely

The =t
and is hirmsa
been to sleep |

What was the real solution ?
druge, some cecult influence

2 thing ia that ke

unsolved crimes. Ah, well 1

Was it hypnotiam,
Who knows ?
And thus gnother page wes added to the list of

obtain & tipewriter.

The firsk thing to do if you..
You oanh
or a slitely inferier one frona Ly Meko sure the old logeys
are oul, of corse, before ydu femow ot !
Neckst obtain some good .ﬁm__wn,ﬁﬁmm...
egg-sellent stuff, but it's hard ia in
If you can’t got his, use Penfold s onLdodesy’s. Whatever you do,

WINGATE

DAWN OF A
PERHAPS

How long is Geoorge Wingate, our
celebrated EBchool Captain, likely to
remain in office !

About five minutes, if the resolution
passed ot an * enthusiastic "' meeting in
the Fifth Form room is to be taken as a
guide |

The #.ﬁm@:w.ﬂ; which was desenibed
as & °" Maas Meeting of the Groyfriers
Fublie," wag called by Horace Coker,

"

o attendanca was fully up to
expectaiions. It congmisted of Mr.
Coker and the * Greyiriors Hernld **
Beporter.

Ir. Coker himseli took thoe Chaeir
and rose promptly at tho advertised
Lime, E_H..rmu_a:n._ cheers from Mr. Coker.

He zuid that the meeting had been
culled to ask whether the time hadn't
arrived when that eilly ass Wingato

shoutd go, amd  Florace Coker bo
appoinled {o reign over Greyfriars in
his place.

After a few refercnees lo the merits
of the proposed new skipper, he eulled
on Mr. Coker Lo addeesa the meeting.
Heo then sat down and rose apain to
moreé cheers from himself,

In a long and vitriolic speech, Mr.
Coker showed that under Wingate,
Greyfriara had saunk to nbysmnl depths
of slackness and that the only logical
thing to¢ do was to malee a new start
with a fresh skipper. Hoe enlarged on
the amazing patural giits possessed by
Haoracs Coker—hia mu_ﬂ_ﬂmnanna his
wisdom, his prowess at gamez and hiz
ﬂmﬁuﬂﬂnzan ability at work. Groy.

riara under the rule of Coker, he
explained, would riso to dizzy heights
of glory provieusly ondreamt-of. He
felt sure that Greyfriars, true to her
ancient {raditions, would rize to o man

"NOT WANTED

New Skipper Proposed at
“ Enthusiastic” Meeting

NEW ERA—

and ecall on this genius
to become the pilot
of the ald Sechool's
destinieg.

Mr, Coker regumed
hig geat amid deafen-
ing roars of applause
froma Mr. Coker.,

The Chairman then
rose and called on
Mr. Coker to second
tho resolution. After
gitting down for o
gocond he again
stood up and delivered a long, en-
thusiaatioc harangue supporting his
eateemed friend, Horace Colter,

Cries of * Bravo | ™ from Mr. Coker
signalised the end of Mr. Coker's
seconding speech.

Alter & brief intepval, Mre, Colter
descended from the rostrum into the
body of the meeting and supported the
metion in hali-a-dozen foreelul apeeches
each of which was greeted with loud
eheers from Mr. Coker.

He then went back to the rostrum
sund put the regolution to the reeting,
calling on ail thoso in favour to raisoe
one hand,

Mr. Coker's hand shot up at once,
and as the * Herald " REeporter waa not
allowed to vote, the recolution was
declared carried, unanimonsly.

The Chairman, in e final speech,
declared that the meeling wouold make
history at QGreyiriars. The School
could now look forward with confidence
to the dawn of & new era.

The meeting closed with a volo ef
tiinnka to Mr. Caoler,

rAE e
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TO SUKXEED AS

AN ORTHER

Professional Advice
from DRicky Nugent

io become an orther is fo
a-good one from Penfold

Mr, Queleh keeps somea
0g he's so seldom out.
dmy't vm wallpaper, as it’s not kon-
giderad thir-mght fipe. (Joak!)

Hix ving inéd wour tipewriler
and 4 peg paper, you then proseed to
obtaii muiet in your Form-room.
Thie is ohlained by walloping all those
who -mo't shut up until they're all
conkerd and their lifeless bodies
beatrca the Form-room floor.

At dhis stage you are able to sit
down “sad khink out your plott.
Always cbewe a H.._.HD.___.__... wi lenty of
blud in it ¥You are then WE.E__”— to
M.MM&? 3 tha modern person of refined

evibised fastes.

Diri't seghtet the yewmerous gide of
your story.  Every reader likes a larf,
oow acd sgein. My own ideer is that
it'a bust 40 ek off in a yewmorous
faghun. This, for instance is what I
shounld sll an ideal beginning to a
abory @ ¥ Yarooos ! ° yelped the Doole
of- Blopshire, as his pet Alssshun bit o

noe oot of his calf.” There's just
hat plesting, winasical touch abont it
that s the reader intereatod at once.

Alvars  make right triumf over
might, For egesample, il the villan
of the I8 just rEmﬁ"uﬁﬁt behind
the Smﬁ_ﬂuuma him in the hack, make
him sip on o banana-skin just in tho
nicls <f tme, The gtory will thon go
down wel,, in addition to the villan !

Finaly, don’t ba discurridged by
getbar.  When the unsimperthetio
Editor hap porad ink over your nappar,
squeesad gum over your dile and hooted
you ot [ his sanktwn, keep smiling
and g and write ancther story. “The
tirno wiill como wiien the writer of this

artiklc will be ud to ring you by tho
hand and  acknollidge you as his
LU

IF I WERE HEADA—

Bon Cnenny @ I'd saek {ha masters,
give a fivo-yoars' holiday, end organize
o five-years' programme of eporting
evenls b

H. Veuxow-Sarrm: Il furn 1bo
Hall into & Lillintda-saloon, the Formn-
rooms  nle  smoking-lounces,  1he
mazters into waiters, and Littla Side
inlo & pervglo radocourss,

Lorn Mavnevirer @ L' 1ell Qualely
to carry on the gowl work, begud, an’
anoozo in peace for o month !

Wincnad Wisrey : I'd play Hamlot
to the watire School and flog every silly
ass whe pnberrupted !

By pomten: I kiek ot
Cuolehy 3nd pub Prout in his ploes,
then id condescond lo attomd ail tho
feedda my nolmiring puapils eared to
statd in my hovanr,  Arnd waoo botide
thoso ghe didn't care to da so !

Frenee T. Fisu: I guess I'd pull
down this sleopy old one-horse show,
pue p & skyserapor  with  moving

elactrie signs, advertizo all over 1i'l ol
Now York ond muako (ke place pa.
LAl My |

HOSPITALITY ON

TUPPENCE A WEEK

Auntie Skinner's Tips for Economical Study Hosts

Never wasle a iking, my dears! That's the
egcret of true cconomy.  Many of you puzzled study
housekeepers in thess daya of reduced pocket-money
find it diffienlt to run those gossipy little tea-partics
tn the same scale as before. My heart gocs out to
you int your distress, my dears. But dry your ayos
.___,EH.:__H_ Skinner can tell you a helpiul thing or two !

. When you are running & ten-party on a limited
income, you must naturally make the most of what
youwe pot. If you've invited six litilo jrionds to
tea, for instance; and your sole assets in the woy of
eatables consist, of hulf a stale bun and some used
tea-loaves, you won't be able to hend things round
with the recklsss abandon of one who owns three or
four buns. What you must do is, eut up the hali-bun
into very small pieces, arrange plenty of sotton-woal
and silver paper round cach piece and aproad well
round the table. Your pguesta can't fail to be
impressad, even though they do go away with that
ginking fecling in the pit of the tummy !

All sorts of odd seraps can be usod up on these
fostive oceasions. That hall-tin of solid brilliantine
wineh hog gone rancid, for instance,  Spread om
daintily cut pieces of bread-and-butter, it will make
an enchanting substituto for bloater-pasto, Then
there's the stole parsley you were just going to throw
sway ; well sprinkle it with ro Fm aril nobody
will dream that it is anything but strawherry-jam !
You may have run short of tea. Don't log it worry

—— e e e Iniar s B

you for & moment] Sunply ecrape off gomo rusl
from that old drainpipo outside the window and add
boiling water and cverybedy will compliment you
on %_“.E_, exeollont brew |

coursd it goos without seying that you will
keop everybody talking. Conversation is awlully

helpful in enrrying wou through those awkward
momanta whon an odd gucet s carried off ill on o
streteher or whon two puests moking a simultancous
grab for the Swisa roll find that it's mercly a piature
of one painted on the ipble-cloth |

So koep the flow of conversation going, donrs, and
hand round tho broad.and.brillisntine for &l you're
worth, Your party will be voted 8 liugo mceess by
the survivors and you'll hove the sutisfaction of
knowing that you con do the same thing every day
at ﬂ_w,dw modest fignre, of somothing like tupponce a
week

=

How They Do It At Greyfriars

Not  evervbody at ﬁ_.m..__,_.ﬂhnﬂm&
keeps fit by doing o duily dozen in
the pryin. Suemo have quito
differont ideas on tho subject. ~ Mr.
Quelah, our respeeted Form mastor,
for mstanee, hos o peenlisr method
of las own for retaining  that
youthiul, atlilelie figure of his. 1t
consists of bringing a long, ilin,
rliable instrument known as a eane
inte viplent awl poinful contact
wilh his pupils.  Hoe is said to hove
renmnrkod with o geim smilo on one

giefel "t AT

form.

i feimm,

Lopt fit, roplied (hat Lo alvays saw
that he pot plenty of nourishment,
We eopelude that he thought we

Harolll Skinner, the pay dog and
merry hlade of the Remove, swonrs
by resding pink sporting papers.
Hoe saya that Lhoy keep him in
In much
Maulaverer his an oecasional hair-
entb {or the renson that it koepa him

The chief exorcise of Hoskina of

Ly

acension that his
mthod eouldn®t
Le leaton |

H__.__uq Bunfer, on

priting our nofe
asking  how  he

the Shell is pianc.playing. He can
be hoard bashing tho ivories at all
_H....q:-ﬁ of :Ermhu__. and night and he
informs us that piono-playing keeps
hint as fit ng a hiddle _ﬂ e

Moasco Charpontier relios on
duolling far pood health, He
F.._E.__.mhi lnut ducl while at college
forly years ngo and says he has bean
fit over since !

I'olor Todd, onr amateur lawyer,
is n whole for wrestling.  He spends
most of his spare time wrestling
with legal problems,

Mr. Prout's form of exorcise is
shooting, By this moans he gives
himself fitness ond gives other
poopls fits |

Nowland, who ia o bit of an artist,
keopa fit by drawing deep breaths |

the aame woy

OUR ADVERTISEMENTS CORNER. |

DRAMA TRACEDY ! COAIEDY ! " Ono
erowded houe of plorious life "—in facl, scveral of
thern——can B0 pocurcd  ab the COURTILELD
CINEMA. lp-to-date pictures ; {nlontod orchestes ;
eopy aiel coipforiolde scats.  (Younpg uoblemen of
tireyiriars aro warnod not to go to sleop whilst the
pictares aro in progress, lest they should find thom-
stlyvos lockod in the cinoma !} - BReofreshments sup-
m:ﬁ_ ut rodernde prices. Charges for admission :

fs Lf-y and U4, Faps of CGreyiriaras half-price.
This weck's groat filim :

“IN THE CLUTCH OF THE CANNIBATLS 1"

A hair-raising Drama of the Colly-Wolly Islanda
whielh will Boe wilneasad wilh ** devou am:m o
dorest !

ROLL UP 1IN YOUR THOUSANDS!

BOYS OF GREYFRIARS! Dress with  dia-
tinetion and diseriminntion! Don't po about in
ll-fitting garments which make vou leok like scarg
crows ! Our Etona are poerfectly priceless.  (This
doos not mean that they are {reo!) Irices range
from Throo guineas to Ten guineas per suit.  Comne
and seo our splendid solecled soleetion of tweads and
serpes.  Uive yYour old meih-caten suit to the
rogiman, awl COME AND BE CLALD AT TH
COURTFIELD CLOTHING COMPANY, High
Street, Courllicll.  (Weo have rcconfly seeursd the
gervieca of an expevienced cutter, who wos for ifty
yoara with Messew, ittermm & Ripgem, the woll-
known Lo Strent Lailors.)




