


HERE'S A FEAST OF FUN, THRILLS AND ADVENTURE FOR YOU!
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«HALLO, BALLO! " YELLED BOB CHERRY.

“THERE'S THE CONVICT!™

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Inedible 1

HEEEKY  rotters!”
RBilly Buntaer.
Bunter wes apnoyed.
He stood on.ths terrase at
Hilton Hall and blinked through his
big spectacles at five fellows who wera
walking down the oak svenue.

Harry Whartm & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove were, like Buntor, guests
at Hilton Hall. And—though they bad
not the feintest idea of it—it was
through Billy Bunter that they hsd
received an mvitation for the “hols*
from Cedrie Hilton of the Fifth Form
at Greyfnars.

It was, in Bunter’s opinion, rather
thick for the cheeky rotters to welk off
like this on a fine mornin %arrdlem
of him—indeed, forgetful of his fat and
importent e:nstenoe'

Bunter had nothing to do that morn-
ing, Hilton and Price of the Fifth had
one off somewhers in a car. Bir
tlbert apd hiz lady were somewhera
about; but Bunter was not keen on
el&erly society. There had been a crowd
of guests at the Hall over Christmas,
but they were gone mow. Now the

Famous Five were walking off, leaving
Bunter to his own company.

Billy Bunter knew—what nobody else
knew—that his own company was
attractiva and fascinating. Btill, he did
not want to be left to it

S0 he blinked after the juniors om the
avenue, and then bawled after them :

grimted

“1 say, you fellows 1"
Harr arton & Co. stopped and
glan round.

“Heallo, hallo, hallol” roared Bob
Cherry.

“iWait for ma ™ .
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“¥ou coming " sighed Bob.
“Yes, you beast!”

miles, Bunter [ called

o Wﬁ ra goin
g ﬁ’? harton. “Tou'll get

ouk
tived. "

[ 3 Erah 1!]

“Look here; you silly ass, you know
vou can't walk!” hooted Johnny Bull
“You're too jolly lazy to, anyhow.”

“] could walk any of you off your legs,
and chance it {” retorted Bunter. “You
just wait for me, see, while I get my
coat.”

“Look here, you fathead-—>*"

“ Beast 1™

“ Oh, let’s wait!” said Frank Nugent
res:gned];r “We'll give you a minute,
Bunter."

“¥ah1”

Bunter relled in for his coat, and the
chumns of the Remove wmte& cn the
drive,

Really, they did not want to neglect
their fellow-guest at Hilton Hall, but
Billy Bunter was not exactly the fellow
for & welk, especially oh 'leclmmm
where the going was hard tha.s.'tm
of 8 mile made Bunter puﬂ' glf &
mile made him groan. A whols mile
made him collapse. Really, they did
not want to have to roll the fat Owl
along like a barrel on a cold and frosty
morning |  However, they cheerfully
resigned themselres to their fate and

waited.
"“Walsingham,” hooted Bunter, “I
want my coat! Where's that butler?

Where's that silly ass Walsingham i

FUGII I'-.' ; t’/ze MOOIIM'

"Your coat, sir ! said a quiect voice,
Walsingham, ‘the hut.lﬂr pi Hilton Hall,
‘was alroost at Bunter's elbow,

“(h, here you are ™ grunted Bunter.
“Hold it for me! Now, where's my
up?u

““Here is your hat, sir—"

1 don't want my hatl! I wani my
cap! Where the thump—— Oh, it’s in
%y room | Go and fetch if,
alsingham.”

The stately butler of Hilten Hall
looked at Bunter. Sir Qilbert Hilton's
butler was far too stately & person to
be sent scuttling upstairs after & cap.

“ Jobn i* called Walsingham calmlr.

A foptman appeared from nowhere.

“Kindly fetch Mr. Bunter's cap from
his toom, John,”

B!Hi Bunter snorted. He did not
mind how long he kept the chums of the
Remove waiting on the avenue, so far
as that went,  But they were boasts
eoough to walk off without him if he
kept them weiting too long. Really, he
had po time for Walsingham’s stately
manners and customs,

However, John was quickly on the

spot. Walsingham ran the big estab.
hshment of Hilton Hall like clockwork,
and the imnumerable cervants were
always exactly where they were wanted
at exactly the right moment,

“You'll fnd the cap in the arm-
chair I snapped Bunter.

" Wes, sir!"

*It's under the cushion nn the chaip

“0h! Yes, sirl? ﬁ-&ﬁpﬁ Johmn.

Why & guest af Hilton Hall hid his
cap under a cushion gn an armchair in
his room was a aurprmmi mystery that
neither the footman nor the hutler eould
have elucidated.

John blinked at Bunter; sven the
stately Walsingham sllowed surprise to
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flawvn for a moment on his impassive

rily features.
¥ '“‘{B“, buck up!” snapped Bunter.
“Dh! Ve sir'"™ John disappeared

up the stairs. . .

By the tirne Bunter had tied his scarf
and buttoned his coat John returned
with the cap. He had found it _in the
extraordinary spot described by Bunter.
It looked very rumpled and crumpled,

#¥our cap, sir [ said John,

_ Bunter took it from him and blinked
into it before he jammed it on his bullet
head. There was a secret about that
cap that only Bunter knew ! Inside the
lining a certain decument was carefuily
hidden—a document that Cedrie Hilton
would have been very gled to get hold
of, and which Price of the Fifth had
made more than one attemapt to snaffle
during ihe Christmas holidays. But it
was safe in its hiding-place, and Bunter
jammed on the cap and rolled out.

“I say, you fellows I” he yelled.

Apparently tired of waiting, Harry
Wharton & Co. were strolling away
down the avenue. They were going
slowly to give the Owl of the Remove a
chance to catch them up.

" Btop for me I” roared Bunter.

If they heard they heeded not. They
sauntered on, and Billy Bunter broke
into a run, his fat little legs twinkling
as he flaw,

He overtook the Famous Five as they
were turning out of a gato thaf gave on
the opon moor,

“Beasts 1” he gasped. “1 called to
¥ou to wait B

* Dear me 1 said Bob Cherry.

*The hearfulness iz not the obeviul-
ness, my estesmed mnd idiotic Buntee,”
romarked Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

. Bunter snorted and rolled on with the
JUNIOES, :

Far in the distance, in one direction,
could be seen the high stone walls and
roofs of Blackmoor Prison across the
snowy moor. Beyond it the blur of
smoke told whers the town of Okehim

'n' L]

%qt it was in the other direction that
the juniors went, where a high tor rose
black against the steely blue sky.

It was some time since snow had
fallen, but there was plenty left on

lackmoor. A cold and frosty wind
awept aver the bleak moor, Five fellows
thoeroughly enjoyed a tramp in the keen,
healthy atmosphere. Even Billy Bunter
felt quita merry and bright for a time.
But after half a mile, as usual, the fat
Owl of Groyfriars began to puff and
Elow,

“I say, you follows, where are you
going?" he asked at last,

Harry Wharton pointed to the tor in
e s mora 1 il d

at's mora than a male [ grunte
Bunter, &
LT
at the thump are von going u
that beastly hill for?” dgﬁmaﬁdes
unter,

- E%]endid view [

“0h, blow the view I”

f‘Mliea .and miles on & clear day like
this [ said Bob Cherry. '“Might apot
that escaped convict fram Blackmoor if
he's still ﬁanging about.®

“Rot!* grunted Dunter.
No. 3%'s eleared off long apoe”

“He hasn't been caught vet,” said

ugan
_ “Blow him 1” said Bunter. “I can
jolly well tell you that I'm not clamber-
ing up that beastly hill, so you needn’t
think o, sen?”

" Xf we have to lose your society for a
little while, Bunter, we'll try to bear
it with fortitude!” said Bob Cherry
gravaly.

“If you fellows want to walk, why

" Convick
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can't you walk to Okeham? grunted
Bunter, “There’s a shop there where
vou can get jolly good tuck,”

“You walk to Okcham [¥ suggested

Johnny Bull.

Grunt ! from Bunter., He would have
praferred the pastryvcook’s at Okeham
te the eplendid view from the summit
of High Tor. But it was not of much
usa for Billy Bunter to walk to & pastry-
cook's on his own., Pastries had to be
paid forl

“"Well, T'm glad you've had sense
enough to bring something to eat,” he
said, glancing at a rather. heavy attache-
case that Bab Cherry carried in his
hand. *“Rotten place for a picnie, and
trotten cold weather, too—but this air
makes o fellow jolly hungry. They do
us pretty well at Hilten Hall—the
grub’s good, I will say that! But it's a
Jolly long time between meals. I say,
gﬂ.ﬂa you got something good in that

a

G
gﬂh Cherry chuckled.

“Quite good!” he answered. ¥ But
vou're jolly well not going to eat ik,

unter,”

“It wasn't packed for you to eat,”
said Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"" .

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at1” snorted Bunter.  *If you'd_ told
mo it was o pienic, I'd have ordered
Walsingham to pack something for me

Still at large, Convict No. 33
continues fo haunt Hilfon Hall,
the mansion on the moor where
Harry Wharton & Co. are
spending their Christmas holi-
days. But the net is closing
round the desperate man—and
the chums of Greylriars are
very much there at the finish !

Cwm

to carry. I'm going to have my whack
of what's in that bag, I can tell Ji'r,iu o
“Not a morsel 1” said Bob firmly.
“YWell, you gresdy boast ™ exclaimed
Bunter, in_disgust. “You fancy you're
go;r;% to picnic on the tor and leave mea
out? :
“Ha, ha, hal”
“ Beasts ! hooted Bunter.

Iidway between breakiast and lunch
Bunter, of course, was getting hungry,
Walking in the keen frosty air of the
moors made him hungrier. .

The bag in Bob's hand was a fairly
good weipht, and looked as if it was

wel] 3&!:]{&& If it contpined food, 1t
lgz-o]::e a3 if theres was enough for
six

It did mnot even oceur to Billy
Bunter's fat mind that possibly it did
not contain food, Could any fellow, in
his sane senses, start out for a long
walk across the moors, earrying & heavy
bag that contained snything but grub?
Not so far as Bunter could guess)

Ha hlinked at ths Famous Five in
almost speechless indignation. Deasts
&5 they were, they were not, as 4 ruale,
ﬁready beasts | He could hardly

elieve his fat ears when they told him
that he was not to be allowed to eat a
morsel of the contents of the attache-
case |

On that point, however, Bunter was
determined. e was going to have hia
whaok—and more than his whaek |
. He tramped on after the cheery
ll}tmr:-ra with a knitted fat brow, ond
ittle round eyes gleaming through his
big round spectacles,

3

- He puffed and he blew, he grunted
and he gasped; but the thought of the
ample coptents of that Dbag spurred
him on. The party reached the foot of
the tor at last. Undor a elump of leaf-
less trees, banked round with snow, was
a little wooden hut, used as a shelter
by a shepherd in the summer-time. Now
it was as lonely as Robinson Crusce’s
dwelling on his island.

Bunter blinked into it and was glad
to see a bench within,

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Come on, Bunter! Wo're going to
the tap 1™

"I'm stopping here "' hooted Bunter.

“I'm going to ait down, zee? Look
hers, let's have the pienic here 1Y
“Ha, ha, ha "

"What are you silly asses cackling
at?” roared Bunter. *Look here, if yon
want to go to the top, I'll wait here for
you, and I—I'll mind that bag for you
while you're gone. It's too henvy for
vou to carry up the tor, Bob—you don’t
want to tite yourself ont, old chap.’

“Ha, ha, ha " velled the juniors,

“Oh, do stop cackling!™ snorted
Bunter, " Leave the bag here!l It will
be safe with mal”

Bob winked at his comrades.

“You won't scoff what's in it while
we're gone?” he asked.

““I hope you can trust me!” said
Bunter, wi dignitg. '

“Right-ho 1" Bob dropped the bag
on_the bench in the shepherd’s hut.

W&JI trust Bunter not to eat it, you

en.
“Ha, ha, ha ™
we Famoua Five, langhing, went on
up the rugged sldpe of the tor. Billy
Bunter was left with the attache-case.

He grinned.

The footsteps died awasy on  the
rugged slope  Bunter waited till the
Juniors were gone., Then he pounced on
the attache-case. Ib was not locked, It
opened under his fat hand.

Bunter blinked into it.

¥iz fat jaw fell,

“Oh lor'!™” he gasped. “Beastal
Rotters! Oh orikey I

Billy Bunfer had fully intendad to
start gastronomio operations immedi-
ately on the contents of that attache-
case.  But he didn't!] He couldn’t!
Billy Bunter could eat almost anything.
But even Billy Bunter could not eat a
portable wireless get |

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Blackmoor Conviot!

[t EAST " hissed Billy Bunter.
tHa blinked at the wireless
BEL.

He was strongly tempted to
land his foot on it, and send it fying, so
keen was his diseppointment,

Ho restrained that impulse, however.
It was only too certsin that, if Bunter's
foot had landed on the wireless, Bob
Cherry's foot, later, would have landed
on Bunter hard and often !

“The awful rotter [ hissed Bunter,

He had walked a mile and a half.
The keen, frosty air had sharpencd his
always excellent appetite. Ho was
hungry! And thero was nothing to cat !
Ho had taken it for granted that there
was grub in that case. hat waz a
fellow to think? But 1t was clear that
he had taken too much for granted.

There was ne grub! There was not &
vostige of grubl Thero was the povt.
able—mnerely that and nothing more.

Bunter rolled_to the doorway of the
hut again.  Ile blinked after the
juniors. But they were out of sight.
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Very likely the beasts had sandwiches
in their pocliets. If 5o, those sand-
wiches were out of Bunter's reach till
they ceme back from rambling on the
tor. He shook a fat fist in the direc-
tion the juniors had taken. i

If they fancied he was going to stick
there, locking after that dashed wire-
less, they were mistaken,  Bunter
resolved to start back to Hilkon Hall
at once, and if some tramp ¢ome along
and “pinched * Hilton’s portable, that
was the other fellows’ look-out.

But the fat Owl did not sfart.

The thought of s possible tramp
brought ancther thought into his fab
mind—that of & more than possibla
convict |

Conviet No. 33, who had escaped from
Blackmoor Prison before Christmas, was
still at large. ; 2

True, it was days since ‘a-n}'t-hmg had
been seen or heerd of him. Tt was
known that he had obtained food frem
seme unknown helper, since his escape,
ar he could nmot have lived on the
barren mnoor. Very likely he had
clearad off, and was many miles from
Blackmoor., Fha police and warders
wera hunting him—in-vain. There had
heen a " treasure-hunt ¥ got uP to enter-
tain the puesty of Hilton Hali a day or
two ago; and fellows had rambled far
and wide on_the moor.' But no eye
had fallen on Richard Pike, Convict No.
33, of Blackmoor. Ten to one he was
gone for good. But—

But Bunter did mot want to walk
across the lonely moor by himself, all
the same! The desperate man was
capable of knoecking him: down, merely
to get hold of his avercoat, as protection
aguaingt the cold, if he happened on him.

f he was not, after all, gone, Bunter
Jdid not want fo risk meeting him
alone.

He rolled back into the hut.

Heow long those beasts were going to

hoa on top of the tor he did not know;
very hikely an hour or more. There
WAE nnthing to cat! The view from the
door was Dleak, sven if Bunter had
vared for views, which Buiter didn't!
e turmed to the wireless again.
_ Anyhow he could pass the time with
it, though he could not; umfortunately,
eat it. He began to twiddle the
knoba, The machine was in good work-
ing order, and a squeak of Alorze
rewarded him.

Now that he came to think of it,
Bunter realised that he might have
guessed what Bob carried in that bag.
Hilton of the Filth was rather keen on
wireless, amd he had s magnificent
clectric set in his den at the 1, Bs
well as the portable which he some-
times took out in the car

The Famous Five, like mmost school-
boys, were rather keen om the subject,
tao, Bunter remembered that ho
had heard Hilton wnilingly give Bob
permission to take the portable gut and
try it on the open moor. ad an
iden_that the reception would be “ jolly
good ¥ on the wide open spaces of
Blackmeoor, and ne doubt he was right.

Billy Bunter was not skilful on the
wireless. His fingers were all thumbs,
so to speak, at that as at most things.
Often, when Buntoer proudly announced
that he had &g*otbl{oma or Moscow, the

G

piece woul followed by san
announcer's voice in English—demon-
strating eonly too eclearly that he
hadn't?

Twiddling the dials, Bunter listened
to morse and atmospheries, and grunted.
He wondered whether there was any-
thing “on’’ in_ the morning worth
heaving. Esrly in the day ho was, ab
least, safe fromy the prices of fat atock
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and fab stockbrokers! But he did not
want an  entertainment consisting
wholly of atmospherics. ,

Then he vemembered that there was
a concert of War veterans somewhere,
which was certainly worth hearing, if
Le eould get it. It was unfortunate
that he had forgotien the station.

However, he twiddled and twiddled.

“ Beastly thmcgh!" grunted Bunter.

A rousin orus stng by oid
soldiers would have been grateful and
comforting in that lonely, silent, deso-
late spot. He would have been glad to
hear the voices of the cheéery ex-SBervice
men raised in a marching song. .

“Blow it!" paid Bunter, as nothing
Came.

Ho left it at Jast and went to the
doorway again, in_the hope of secing
something of Famous Five. Th
possibility that they had sandwiches in
their pockets made bhim snxious to see
them sgain.

But he could see nothing of them.
By thet time probably they were on top
nfy the high tor, and the rugged in-
equalities of the gnunr! snd straggling
bushes banked with snow hid them from
Biunter'a ayes and spectacles.

But as he glenced over the open
moor he gave a sudden start at the
sight of a moving figure.

It was a rether slight figure, dapper
and active, no tal]gr fhgan Price or
Hilton of the Fifth—but o man’s figure,
all the same. Bunter's fat heart gave
& sudden jump.

His range of vision was limited, even
with the aid of his big spectacles. But
ha eould 'make oub that the man was
coming swiftly towerds the shepherd’s
hut at the foot of the tor, running bent
low, as if desiroua of avoiding' observa-
tion. And, though Punter could not
olearly discern his garb, it had a ro-
semblance to the convict garb of Bluck-
moor FPrison.

“Oh erikey 1" breathed Bunter.

He watched the rumning, advancing
figure, his eyes almost bulging through
his speotactes,

It was the convictt

He was surs of that!

The man had not, after all, fled. No
doubt he had failed to find & chance
of getting cldar of the moors, and had
lain in hlﬂlﬂvﬁ" somewhere. Now he had
shown up. hy?

Bunter’s first thought was to back
into the hut and hunt cover there. But
it dawned on his fat mind that that was
usaless.

Wheraver the hunted man had lain
in hiding, he was taking the risk of
being spotted by coming out into the
open. He was not taking that risk for

nathing,

As ga came closer Bunter had a
limpse of a herd, set, stubhbly,
esperate face. The man was making
direct for the shepherd's hut—with a
purpass |

And Bunter realised
useless to hide; the man knew that
somebody was there., He was after
clothes, food, money—anything. For
all was grist that came to his mill in
his desperate circumstances. It was
clear to Buntar that the hunted, hidden
wratch had been on the wateh, that he
had seen the party of echoolboys arrive
at the lonely tor, and had seen five of
them go on up the hill, leaving one
behind with the atiache - case.
Desperate as he was, he would hardly
bave ventured to tackle the whols
pnrt{. But 1t was easy engugh to
tackle one—and Bunter was the one!
The Owl of the Remove stood rooted
to the ground with tevror; his fat knoes
knocked together.

He thought of yelling for help, but

that it was

there was little-chance that the Famous
Five wera within heaving.. And the
man. was approaching with terrifying
swiftness.

It wea the convict—there was no
doubt about that. Bunter could seo
now the muddy, tattercd prison parb,
the conviet cap on the cropped head.
It waas Richard Pike, Convict No. 33,
of Blackmoor—and he was coming
straight at Billy Bunter like a houn
at a ataﬁ.

Probably if he had seen the attache-
case he supposed, as Bunter had sup-
posed, that there was food in it for a

icnio, And there was little doubt that

@ was in o half-famished state. Any-
how, he wanted clothes and money.
Money, indeed, he was not likely to
get from Bunter. But Bunter shivered
at the idea of losing his overcoat and
perhaps more en a day when the
thermometer was near freezing point.

“Oh lor' I' groaned Bunter.

What he was to do was rather a
mystery to Bunter. But whatever he
did, it behoved him to do it quickly.

Instead of which he bﬂnked?:alplass!y

at the man from Bl r, like & fat
rabbit fascinated a snake. When he
made up his terrified, fat mind at last

to attempt to ren for it the ruffian was
terribly near.

But that clearly was all he eould de.
Ha ;hum d out of the doorway of the
shepherd’s hut and started in the direc-
tion the juniors had followed up the
hill. Ha ran hard !

A ahnr!? voice barked behind him,

£ sto *

It came like the bark of a savage
dog. It was not likely to make Bunter
sﬂt:np. It spurred him on. He fairly

aw.

Pattering on the snow behind him
came the racing footsteps of the
o Gonoogh 1 d Bunter sudden}

gasped Bunter su ;

He was Emrdljr ten yards from the hgt
;'i'lhan hia&fui:t s!ipqudh in the snow on

& TUg, slops and he went over.

" Urrge hl"'p‘a

“owl Har T fell

w elp say, you fellowsg——s
Whooooop "’ spluttered Billy Bunter.

Ha serambled wildly up to resume his
flight. As he did sv the vonvict, with
tha bound of a tiger, reached him.

With a squeak of utter terror Billy
Bunter rolled over again, with the man
from Bl r pinning him down.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mystorious Voices!

ki ILENCE 1"
S The word was savagely hissed
at Bunter,

He gurgled.

Crumpled on his back in the snow, he
blinked up at the fierce and savage
face bent over him.

It was a face to torrifly a braver
follow. than Bunter.

Convict No. 33 at the bost of times
had been & hard case and s tough
character. Days and nights of bitter
hardship, of being hunted like a wild
animal, had turned him into something
like a human wolf.

His haggard face, sunken checks,
stubhbly (ﬁm, and glittering, savaga
eyes under knitted brows made a
hideous pioture of mingled suffering
and ferocity.

Bunter would have yelled for help
again, in the bhope that the juniors on
tho tor might hear, but he dared not.
One glare from those savage, sunken
eves was enough for him,

He gurgled into scaved silence.



The sunken eves seanned his face, He
could seo that the econviet recognised
him. With a koee planted on Bunier.
pinning  him  down, Convict Neo, 33
gave o fierce glare round, as if in sus-
picious search of other enemies. Bub no
one was to be seon, and his savags
glance returned to Bunter,

1 know you I" he muttered. *You're
ono  of schoolboys staying ut
Hilton Hall,"

“Ve-p-pz ' stammered Bunter.

“I saw the othors with ¥you.
have thay gone "

#Up the hill.™

“Will they be back soon?”

"“0Oh, yes—any minute!” gasped
‘Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was
never a stickler for the truth, and if
this fearful villain believed that the five
glurdy Removites might appear at any

Where
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: “E“"Im?” spavled the convick doubt-
ivigly,

“Policemen and  warders and
Ow | I—I mean there's nobody there I
gasped Dunter, as the knuckly fist was
lifted ngain.

“Ta thiat the truth?”

“Ow! Yesl Owl!™

Convict WNo. 33 gave a swift glance
over his shoulder at the narrow, derk
doorway of the hut. There was no
sound ov movement in the little build-
ing, and he had little doubt that it was
unceoupied, He had had to take his
chances of that,

“ et on your feet [

He released Lis grip on Bunter and
allowed the fat jumor to stagger up;
bat he watched him like a cat, ready
to grasp him again. The hapless Owl
of the Remove stood sagglng with
terror,

§

squeeze wnto the schoolboy's other gare
ments. Fortunately for Bunter, that
was obviously out of the question.

“Turn out your pockets I

There was little to turn out of
Bunter's pockets. A penknife with &
broken blade, a twist of string stu’:k‘,‘
with ancient bullzeyes, a stump of penci
with the point broken, a watch that
did not go, and had been worth litile
when it did, and a French penny com-
prised the whole treasuro.

" Money I hissed the convich

“That's all 1" gaspnd Buonter.
I'm rather short of moncy!
been  disappointed abent 2
order

£ wll&t?”

“I—1've only got that French pem;iv
left! You can have it] MNobody will
take it—I mean—-"
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Billy Bunter blinked helplessly at the convict ; then he jumped out of the doorway of the shepherd's hut and ran lor dear

lite. “ Stop !’ It was the sharp volce of the conv

moment Bunter hoped that he would

0.
> A  knuckly fist was raised over
Punh}r'a fara, and ha gave a sgueak of
COaT.

“Tha truth 1 hissed Conviet No. 33
“Do you went me to smash vou, you
fat fool? Do I look like 8 man to be
trifled with? You dolt, I'd twist zour
ncek as goon as a rabbit'sl Have
they Igane_ for long 1

“Oh erikey! Ther—they're gone to
tha top!" groaned Bunter.

“Plenty of time, then!" The con-
vict made s gesture towards the shop-
herd's hat,  “Is anvone there?®”

Bunter realised that the convict cauid
not know whether thero was anyono in
the hut or not, It was fwenty feet
sway, and he had not had a chanee of
Inoking into it yet. For all he kneow,
the fum-:-ra might have met othey
ramblers on the moor at that spot.

“(h, yes!” gasped Buokter, “A—p
lot of people——"

He Iairly flew !

"Take off that coat !

“I—I zay, it==it's o-c-cold | T—X mean
vou ¢an have it; I—I-—-I want you to
have it1" stuttered the wretched Owl.

Ha peeled off the overcoat. |
as the conviet was in build, it was
likely to be a_very tight fit for him.
But any sort of a covering waa a wind-
fall to the hunted man exposed to wild
winter weoather on the bleak moors

“Mow your boots and socks 1™

“0h lor* ! groaned Bunter.

Convictk No. 33 had small feet for a
man. But it was doubtiul whether he
would be able to squeeze Bunter's boots
on. He was going to try, anyhow.

Donter fairly groaned at the idea of
going barcfoot 1n the smow. But the
savage glare of the conviet provented
hesitation. He sat down dismally on »
stone to take off boots and socks.

The wman watched him savagely onnd
leenly, Bunter guessed that he was
considering whether he could possibly

ict, and It came like the bark of & savage dog.

Slight 3

Bunter heeded It not.

“Hang  youl” snarled the die
appointed ruffian. “Quick with those
boots | Now take your jacket off I
_ “I—I say, you can't get into my
acket I .

“I know that, fool, but it will be of
usa ! Quick ™

“0h erikey ™

Bunter wasa already feeling the cold
without his overcoat. When he pecled
off his jacket, the bitter wind scemed to
go through his fat carcass like a knife.
He zhivered and ghuddered,

If Conviet No. 33. in better days,
might have felt some compassion for
tha wretched fat Owl, he felt none now.
His own sufferings from the bitter
weather on the moors were encugh for
him to think of. Bunter shivered and
trembled as he stood barefoot in snow.

Suddenly the eonvict 2pun  rTound
towards the hat.

A gound came from it
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Tt was the sound of a voice. ]

Bunter's overcoat dropped from his
Ttonds as he started and listoned, with
terror In his haggard face ;

Bunter, as surprised as the conviet
gtared through his spectacles. ‘There
was nobody in tho shepherd's hut—
Bunter knew that if Convict No. 33 did
uot.

Vet 3 voice came in mutlering toncs—
a human voice!

“Whe—" hiszed the conviet.

He broke of as a sudden roar of
woices. came from the hut. It was the
rear of a chorus sung by men:

“Heve we arel
Here we arel
Here we are again 1™

For n single instant Convict No, 33
stood spellbound, Then, with the fleet-
ness of a deer, he dashed away across
the maoor.

The plinder he had taken frem
Bunter {ay where it had dropped. He
did not give tha fat junior a glance.
That roar of veices from the lonely hut,
telling of a crowd inside, was enough—
morg  than enongh-—for the hunted
man. He had—he could have—no doubt
that there were a number of men in the
hut—that at any instant they might
spot him and come rushing out at him,

Ha few,
*Oh erikey |” gasped Bunter.

He blinked in wild amazement at the
shepherd’s hut. That sudden burst of
woiees had saved him from the conviet.
But who was there—how anybody could
be there—utterly mystified him.

Like a hunted deer, the convict was
running ; when Bunter blinked round
atter him he wos elready vanishing in
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the distance. From the shepherd's hut
still came the fnerry roar.

Bunter, in a dazed state of amaze-
ment, but in immense relief, hurriedly
pit on boots and socks, jacket and coat
and scarf, He was already chilled to
the bone, and he gurgled with relief
at being protected again from  the
bitter, iocy wind. He almest tottered
towards the hut,

Whoever was there-—if anybody was
there—was still geoing streng. 1t was
“Tipperary ¥ now coming cut with a
tremendous roar. The old familiar
words came clear and strong :

“Tt's a long way to Tipemary;
It's a long way to gol’

Diezy  with. amazement, Bunter
blinked into the hut.

No ona was there |

Like n follow in a dream, Bunter
blinked. 'The hut was empty 1 But the
roar of the chorus was gomng on.

“0Oh I” pasped DBunter. “The wire-
less 1"

He blinked over a fat shoulder. The
convict had vanished in the snowy dis-
tance. Ie bhlinked into the hut again.
The portable set was going strong.

Evidently Bunter, when he gave up
twiddling with the set, had left it on
at the right station, and as soon as tho
ex-Bervico men's concert  started, it
naturally came through., That cheery
roar of voices did not come from o party
of picnickers in the hut, as the conviet
had supposed ; it came from somewhere
8 hundred miles away.

“He, he, he ! chuckled Billy Bunter.

Really, it was lucky for Billy Bunter
that he had not been able to eaf what
Bob Cherry had carried in the bag.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tells the Tale!

o ALLQO, hallo, hallo!” roared

H Bab Cherry.

“I say, you fellows!”
gasped Buater breathlessly.

Harry Wharton & Co. had explored
tha summit of the tor. Now they were
coming down the rugged path on its
side, when they sighted Billy Bunter
coming up. :

They had not expected to sce the fat
Owl again until they reached thoe lhut
at the foob of the ter. But thers he
wag, clambering and puffing and blow-
ing, with beads of perspiration on his
fut brow.

Every now and then, as he clambered,
he paused to twrn his head and blink
over a fat shoulder. He gasped with
relief at the sight of the Famous Five.

“Coming up to the topi” nasked
IHI?H"’T “We'll go up again, if you
ike.

Bunter shuddered at the idea.

*No fear I he gasped.

Evidently Bunter was not keen on
climbing the tor. Why Le had started
at &ll was a mystery to the Famous
Five.

“1 eay, vou fellows, can you bee
him ¥ gasped Buntor

“Whom, and which 7 asked Bob.

“The kik-kik-kik-kik—-"" stuttered
the breathless Owl. “The kik-kik-con-
vict1” He blinked round uneasily.
"Is he gone?™

“Vou've scen him?? exclaimed
Nugent.

“Oh dear! ¥Yesl I—I thought he
might be after me againl” g&ﬁp&d
Bunter. “He ran for i, ut I

thought—— Sure you ecan’t sce any-
thing of him *

“Not 8 sign,” said Bob, *Mean to
say he showed up while we were gone
up the tor "

“Ohdear! Owl Yes! Owl”

From where they stood now, half-way
up the tor, the juniors could scan a wide
expanse of Blackmoor. A turret of
Hilton Hall could be seen in the dis-
tance, but there was no sign of any
living thing.

“Bure you sow him?" asked Wharton

dubiously.

“Owl He eollared mel” gasped
Bunter. “0Oh dear! I—I drove him
Off—==a?

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There’s nothing ta  cackle atl®
hooted Bunter. "1 ecan tell you I had
a fearful struggle—hand-to-hand! [

knocked him down——"

“Go it 1" grinned Bob, “J ecan sce
sou knocking down a jolly old conviet!
SBort of thing vou weould do |

“Left him for dead?” asked Frank
WNugent.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“You can cockle!” reared PBunter.
“I've had to fight for my life | Luckily,
I was able i{o handle him! He had
enough, and ecleared! But—but I
thought he might come back, so0 I came
up after you fellows—*

“1 suppose Bunier fancied he saw
something I remarked Johnny Bull.
“He wouldn't have started up the tor
if he hadn't been frightened 1

“ Beast 1 .

“Well, come on1” zaid Harry, laugh-
ing. “If the conviet's around, we'll
jgﬁ well collar him. Inspector Tre-
velly would be pleased if we walked
him inte Okeham and banded him
01..&1,.::

The chums of the Remove went on
down the rugped tor, Bunter gaspihg
and gurgling after them. From below
came & sound of musio throigh the



frosty air. Bunter had left the wire-
less turned on, and 8 foxdrot was
coming through now, echoing over the
moors and up the rugged slopes of the

tor

“You dido't seoff it, Dunter®”
grinned Bob. “I rather thought yem
wouldn't when you found out what it
was 1*

“1 say, vou fellows, it was jolly lucky
that wireless was there I gasped Billy

Bunter. “But for that, that awful
beast would have——=*
“What "

“0h1 Nothing [* said Buster hastily,
remembering that ha had defeated thae
man from Blackmoor in single combat.
“Tho wireless had nothing to do with it,
you koow. I knocked him out 7

“YWho ! roared Bob.

“The convict, you know.™

“Fathead I”

That the fat Owl of the Remove had
knocked the Blackmor convict out the
jumiors were not likely to believe. They
did not, therefore, believe that he had
seen the escaped man at.all.

But as they eame nesr the hut the
Bigns on the trampled snow caught their
eyes. All five were Bcouts, and knew
how to read signs; and the “sign” 1in
tho snow was plain enough for anyone
to read.

“My hat!l” ejaculated DBob " Cherry.
" Bomebody’s been hero since wa went
up the tor.” .

= It was the convict I hooted Bunter.,
“"He bagged I‘l‘ld]f avercoat and jacket,

an

and hoots gocks, end all my
money——"

“And gave them back to you??
grinned Bob., *“¥You've got thom on
now. " .

ren see, I knocked him out——"

“1 don't sec | : ;

“The see-fulness is not lerrifio!”
chucklod Hurree Jamset Eam Singhy

“This is where I struggled with him,"
said Bunter, stopping at the spot where
he had rolled over, in the convigt's
ﬁrasp. “It was & fearful struzgle. Ha

ad me down, and I thought it was all
up with ma.”

“ 8o it would have been, if it had hap-
pened,” remarkod Johnny Bull.

Tt did happen 1" shrieked Bunter.

* Bow-wow [’

The juniors were quite puzzled. They
picked up strange tracks leading to the
spot, and leading away again. SHome-
body had been there] There had been
soma sort of a struggle. DBut that Billy
Bunter had got the upper hand of &
desperate convick, in &  tussle, was
rather too much for any fellow to
believe 'They were guite mystified.

“That's where I ant, to take off my
boots and socks 1" said Bunter, “He
was going to put on—try them on,
gt any rate—when—"

a “gmn what I

“Oh, nothing ! It wasn't the wireless,

but—"
*Tha wireless

“ Nothing of the kind! I jumped up
and went for him 1 explained Bunter.
“1 gave him right and left. He soon
had enough, can tell youl |Ha
belted.”

“The convict did?” gasped Bob.

“¥es. HRan for his life |

" Oh, my hat!¥

The Greyfriars fellows examined the
tracks. They were clear enough in the
enow. Tha trail approaching tho spot
had been made by & man running—the
deeper improession of the toes determined
that. But the trail leading away from
- the spot had been made by a man oot

only running, but racing—running as
fast as a man could run. The “sign”
was unmistakable to any eye skilled in
BCouting.
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It was really amazing | Whoever had
been there had fled at top speed—Erom
Bunter | .

#“3Well, this beatz Banagher!” said
Bob Cherry. “Whoever he ‘was, he
bolted as fast as he could go. Whyl'

':il Bju:al];;r well frightened him off |
sai unter.

B:b!{a saw your face suddenly?” asked

“You silly ass 1" roared Bunter.

“Well, there's nothing about you,
except your features, that
frighten anybady 1’ argued Bob.

“It's jolly queer,” said Harry. “The
fact is, this track looks like the con-
vict's. We've seen it hall a dozen times
of more, in one place or another, and
it lnoks the samo to me " :

“I was_thinking the same !’ said
Johnny  Bull ‘But the convict
wouldn't run away from Bunter!”

“He did 1” roared Bunter.

“Bow-wow " .

“Look here, you ass,” said Wharton.
“It's measly s week since the con-
vict was scen, snd it's not known
whether he's still on thé moors, If
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on've really seen him it will have to
ge reported to the police at Okeham,”

“Well, I have, and I'm going to
report it, tool” declared Bunter. " If
they get him I chall put in for the
rmmrg. There's ﬁfj:ji da reward,
and I thick T'm entitled to it if—"

“YWhat about following the trail?”
gshed Bob., “How long 19 it since your
features frightened him off, Buater?™

“Beast! It's about half an hour sinca
I drove him off—" ,

“Far enough away by this time—if
it was the conviet at all,” zaid Johnny
Bull, " What about the sandwiches and
the wireless ¥

“1 say, you fellows, I'm fearfull
hungry |  ¥You might have left the sand-
wiches with me—"

. “There would be a_lot of them left
if we nhad!" grinned Bob.

The !fumnn‘t went into the shepherd's
hut. The wireless, on the bench, was
still going on Packets of sandwiches
wera turned out of coat pockets. Billy
Bunter grabbed ths first that came to
light. unter was almost as famished
as Conviet No. &5, by this time.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's that"
exclaimed Bob Uhsrr;r. suddeanly,

Ha shut off the wireless, rom the
meoor came B deep, thrilling note, that
the juniors had heard before. It was
the bay of a bloodhound.

THE FIFTH (BAPTER.
The Man-Hunters!

ARRY WHARTON & Coe.

H Eushﬁd from the shepherd'a
k.

Billy Bunter lingered inside.

The chums of the Remove had not
finished the sandwiches,
cended to finish them.
Far away, on the snow that covered
the moor, the juniors picked up a group
of dark fgurces. They recognized the
thick-set, stocky figure of Inzpector Tre-
velly, of Ukeham. He had the hound

Eunter pro-

in leash. Following him came two
warders of Blackmoor Prison, with
rifles under their srms. The hound,

straining at the leash, was coming
directly towerds the hut at the foot of
the tor, the Okehem inspector breaking
into & trot every mow and then to keep
up with him. It was plain that the
hound was on B strong scent.

“They're after him " breathed Bob.

“And coming straight here ! gaid
Harry. *“Looks as if the convict has
been here, after oll ™

*The lookfulness is terrifis 17

.The three imen out on the mnwor
sighted the greup of schoolboys before
the hut and stared at them, They came
on nt o run.

Inspector Travelhv pulled in the
straining bloodbound as he reached the
apot.

_ " What are you boys doing here?” he
jecked.

“We've been up the tor,” seid Harry.

“Have you seen anything of the man
we want? Unless the hound's on a falsa
scent, he came this way.”

The juniors exchanged glances. Ac-
cording to Bunter, the escaped man of
Blackmoor had been there, little more
than half an hour sgo.

"Quiclk I" repped the police inspector,
detecting that exchange of glances at
once. “ You'rs wasting time ™

“Well, Bunter enys——" said Harry
slowly.

“Bunter? Who is he! Oh, tnat fat
fellow! Is he here? Call him I

“DBunter I roared :Bob into the hut.

Billy Bunter rolled out, his mouth
full of sandwich, and & sandwich in
cach fat hand, Inspector Trevelly
glanced at him, and glanced past him
wnto the hut, He spotted the portable
wirelass standm,n_; on tha banch.

“What’s thatt” he jerked.

“Wireless,” explained Bob. *“Hilton
lent up his portable, to try out here on
the moor. - We had it op———"

* Master Bunter! If
anything of Richard Pike, Convict
No.. 83, of Blackmoor-—" rapped the
inspector, interrupting Bob. The hound
wes straining so hard that it was dilfi-
cult to held bim in.

“¥es, rather!” chirruped DBunter.
He gave the Famous Five a \'nunting
blink through his big spectacles. *
collared himg——~"

“What? roared Mr. Trevelly, and
the two warders stared at Bunter,

“I mean, he collared me!" gazped
Buntar.

"YWen had better stick to the facts,
oung manl” snapped Mr, Trevelly.
*You are dealing with officers of the
law. Waste no time. Has the conviet
been hera? Sharp!”

“¥ea," gnsped Bunter,

“Diid nona of you ses him, if ho was
hore 1 rapped DE . Trevelly. .

“Wa'd goos ufn the tor,” explained
Wharton. “We left Bunter here, and
he says that while we were gone—"

“Did the man attack you!" demanded
Mr. Trevelly, with & searching and very
doubtful glare at the fat Owl of the

OV
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It was evident that he would have
preferred  information from  any
member of the party rather thao

William George Bunter.

"Hea jolly well did ! gasped Bunter.
“Ia bagped my coat and jacket, and
mn:lda nie take off my boots and socks,
ond—

Inspector Trevelly gave a grunt, As
Bunter was wearing the articles enumer-
sted, it did not sound probable.

“Then, why did he go without them?"
he snapped,

“Y—1I knocked him right and left, and
ho—he ran for it—->"

The exprossion that came over Me.
Troevelly's foce as he heard that siate-
ment wos quits extraordinary. He
seemed bereft of speech.

*Bunter, you ass ! hissed Bob., *For

duess’ suke tell the truth! Den’t
you understand that this is serious{”

'I‘.Beast i i . i

nspector Trevelly gas

“You young idiut—-—ge

“0h, really, you know—-" ;

“Tell me what happened, if anything
happened 1" ronred the angb::;y inspactor.
“You are wasting time—obstructing an
officer of the law in the execution of his
You anre liable to arrest—"

“Oh erikey I”

Mr. Trevell gmﬂ;ﬁd the fat Owl b
a podgy shouldér. He shook him, till
Bunter gurgled horribly. HSome gand-
wich went down the wiong way, under
that severe shaking. _

HNow tell me the truth I reared Mr.
Trevelly. * Speak ™

“Grooooogh 1"

“Have you anything to say®”

:: Urrrrrggh 17

n %y word] I—"
“Owl Urrgh! Give o fellow a
chance to speak!™ gasped Bunter. "1
tell you he collared me—groogh-—and

bagged my coat and boots—gurrrrggh
—and then—wurrrggh——"
_ “Then what?* hooted the exasperated
or.
unter paused a sgecond. Truth did

not come easily to Bunter. But the

lint in Mr. Trevelly's eyes daumted
i, and he did not want another
shaking. ‘

“Then—then the wircless came on|”
he gasped.

“ﬁ?ha what

“The wircless,” gasped Bunter. *I'd
put it on, but it hadn't started—and
it started sll of & sudden—a lot of men
singing & chorus—and—and the beast
fancied there was a <rowd in the hut,
an::'lnl:iiolted ]‘r,:.!" d Bob CI

, my ha gasped Do werey.
" Bo that was it!"

Inspector Trevellg stared blankly at
the fat Ow! for o few moments. But
he caught on t:p.u{:!n:l;i'_ll encugh,

*Which way did he po?” he jerked.
“How long simen?’

“Alore than half an hour. And—"

“Hera are his tracks, sir,” szid Bol.
He pointed them out.

Inspector Trm—-:lir tramped away to-
wards the trail of the running man that
led away from the spot,
direction
straining, ]

The hound bayed again, the deep,
musical note nngmf fur over the zilent
moor, ‘Then he loped on, and the
warders followod the inspector. They
were going at a trot now, hot on the

geent.
“Coma on!™ snid Harry, * Follow
on, you men,"
Bob Cherry hastily packed the port
inte_ the attache-case, and the
amous Five followed the man-hunters,

abla
Billy Bunfer rolled after them. He
Tee Macner LiBRAnY.—~—No. L403.
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ﬁnlilslzfd the last of the sandwiches as he
rolled,

Nothing was to be scen of the hunted
man. But, in spite of the snow on the
ground, the hound picked up the scent,
and the trail was visible in the spow.
It wound away aecrozs the wild moor
and to the surprise of the hunters led
after a time in the direction of Hilton
Hall, as if the fugitive had thought of
making for that mansion, ]

Then it swerved again to the open
moor. Harry Wharton & Co., keen to
gea the outeome, still followed an; but
BHilly Bunter eame to a halt.

“1 sny, yvou fellows, you'll be late for
lunch I he bawled.

Even thot awful risk did not scem to
worry the Fameus Five. They tramped
on unheeding, and Bunter, with a snort,
rolled off to the gates of Hilton Hall,
Bunter, at all avents; was not going to
be late for lunch,

For a mile or more the hound lapad
steadily on. Then, on the rugged bank
of o frozen water-course, it come to &
stop, running up and down the bank,
ond howling. The hunted man had
taken to the ice, and it locked asg if the

oodhound was bafled, ;

Harry Wharton & Co gave it up, and
wallked back to Hilton Hall, leaving the
inspector and his companions still

tiently trying for o scent. DBut they

id not find it. Ones more the hunted
man of Blackmoor had boffled his
pursuers.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Butler's Brother!
BILLY BUNTER started.

The sound of footsteps outside
the door startled him.
) It was not 4 startling sound in
itself. Had Bunter been in his own
room at Hilton Hall he would have
given no heed. .

But he happened to be in Harry
Wharton's room, where he certainly had
no business—at all cvents, no business
that he could have explained.

Not that Bunter was “up ” te any-
thing to which any reasonable fellow
could have taken exception.

Ho was simply selecting a pair of
trousers for his own personal use—
purely quite a harmless occupation!

They happencd te be Wharton's best
trouzers.

That, to Bunter, was a trifle light as
air. But he was aware that the owner
of the garments might take a more
BCrious View.

Bunter, as was his happy custom, bad
travelled “light” when he camo to
Hilton Hall. He bad what he stood up
in. When he wanted a change, it hnd
to come from some other fellow's re-
sources. Ho it was fortunate that the
Famous Five were not travelling so
light as Bunter,

t was the day following Bunter's ad-
venture with the conviet and the wire.
lees, at High Tor. Bunter's clothes had
besn made rather muddy.

Ho hod decided on o change.

After lunch he had heard the juniors
talking about going out. the oppor-
tunity seemed favourable,

ow hé was in Wharton's room, care-
fully selecting trousers. It was abso-
]utedv rotten luck, that just as he had
decided on the pair he was going to
borrow, footsteps came along the pass
agn outside,

Bunter started, listened, and scowled
over his spectacles. Some of the beasts
were coming up to their rooms instead
of z;omg auk,

If Wharton waa among them he would
want to know what Bunter was doin
there. There would be no hurmwug

tha captain of tha

trousers for Bunter—much more likely
& boot on thosa he was already
WOATINE.

" Boast 1" breathed Bunter,

.Trousers in hand, he backed out of
sight behind the window curtaine. Ha
was safo there, uniess the beasts came to
the window.

If it was Wharton, probably he had
only run up for a cap or a scarf, and
would be gone in s few moments,

It wns'gWhartﬂn. anyhow. Bunter
heard the door open, and tho voice of

) ] y Greyiriars Remove.

“Trot in, Walsinghain |
. Bunter started again in sheer aston-
ishment. Walsingham, the butler, had
coma up with rton.  'Why, was a

t&r *
mﬁzz&rﬁlg through the curtain: Dunter
aaw the portly figure of the Hilton Hall
butler roll in. The five juniors followed.
ey were all there. ] ﬂdﬂntéj it was
not Wharton just running up for a cap
or a scarf, Bomething was “on

Wharton closed the door,

. Walsingham stood with a faint flush
in his portly faco, breathing hard. Tho
five juniors were regarding him rather
wrmusés_u

8o did Bunoter from behind the
curtarm.

“Well, go it, Walsingham!"" said
Harry Wharton, whe was apparently
Fuzz-led, “¥ou said you had something
0 say to us——""

“Yes, sir!” breathed Walsingham.
“I—I desired to speak to you youn
gontlomen, sir, where other ears cuulg
not hear, and so—-s"

“Well, nobody will hear us in this
room " said Harry., ‘' Fire away "

Bunter grinned behind the curtain.
He was rather glad that he was there,
now. This was getting interesting.

The Aush deepened om Walsingham's
portly faco.

. He had something to say to the
Lumnrs which other ears were not to
ear, and Wharton had_ brought him
therse, for him to say it. But he zeemed
to find some difficulty in giving it atters
ance,
# J=F=—I=—it iz sbout the convict, sir I
stammered Walsingham, at last

HOh " said H&rrﬁ.

“Inspector Trevelly, and some of the
police and warders are now in the

rounds of this establishment,” went on

alsingham. “It seems that they were
close on the man's track yesterday, with
the bloodhound; but he eluded them,
They scem to have the impression thet
he came in this direction, after esca
ing them, and that he_may now be in
the vicinity of Hilton Hall."

“ Looks like it I said Bob Cherry.

The 1]umr.vrrs" faces were very grave
now. The butler of Hilton Hall passed
& hand over his forshead,

“You are aware of my secret, young

ntlemen,” he snid, in & low voice-
*You were with Master Cedric that day
8 week ago, when he found me taki
help to the wrotched man. You hear
me confoss to him that the man Inmown
as Richard Pike, No. 33 at Blackmoor,
wes in truth Richard Walsingham, my
younger brother.”

“Yes!” suid Harry quietly.

Behind the window eurtain, Billy
Bunter's eyes opened wide behind his
big sapectacles. 'This was news to
Buntar, .

“Richard waez not always what he
afterwards gir 1" murmuo
Walsingham. *“It waa 8 terrible shock
to mo, the night I saw hiz face at the
window, and knew then that my wastrol
brother had become a_ conviet. No
doubt, sir, I did wrong in aiding him,
but bload is thicker than water.”

The junmiors wera silent. That tha
butlor had dene wrong in helping a



“0Ow! Urrgh!”®

gasped Bunter as the exas
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~—groogh—and then the wireless started all of a sudden—a lot of men singing 8 chorus—and the beast taneied thers was

erook who had escaped from a convict
rison, thera could hardly be any doubt.
ut the claim of blood was strong.

“ %&ﬁgﬁgﬁadriﬂ d"%sﬁnverad ma,” w:lnt
on Walsingham. ol young gentle-
men were with him. Iu{nstn-E %}adric
kindly consented to keep my miserable
sacret, sir, on condition that I promised
not to see Richard again, or to give
him any further help. ¥ou heard me
make that promise.” g

“I'm sure you've kept it, Walsing-
ham {* said aIry. £t he spo
rather slowly. The fact that the hunted
man was still haunting the vicinity of
Hilton Hall, that even now the hunters
had tracked him to the grounds of the
mansion, locked as if ha still had a
friend there—or, at all evonts, belioved
that he had.

“That iz what I wished to say fo
you, sir I said Walsingham. It looks
—you cennot help seeing that it looks—
as if the man is still recciving aid from
gome quarter—from this quarterl 1
could neot help thinking that that doubt
would cecur to your minds, g:}ung gen-

tlemen, and that you might suppose
that—that—" op

Walsingham faltered. But he wont
on agaln:

“I have kept word, sir ! I have not
seen Richard—I1 have not helped him—
since that day! I am awsare that he
docs not deserve halp—only too wall
awara of it, sir! Enowing what you do,

it would bs your duty to give informa-

tion to the polics, if you believed that
I was still in touch with the convict.”
*That is so,” gaid Harry. " But——"

“But if you oan t my . word,
sir—" gaid Walsingham, with dignity.

" Cortainly,” said Wharten at once.
#That's all right, Walsingham.*

“The takefulness of your esteemed
word is prepostercus, my venerasble and

a crowd In the hut, and bolted [ **

ridiculons Walsingham 1” gaid Hurrco

Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.
“Right as raia!* said Bﬂi Cherry.
“1 thank you, gentlemen,” said

Walsingham. “That iz what I desired
to eay, and T am very grateful.”

And Walsingham, with a stately bow
to the Famous Five, retired from the
room., ] )

The juniors exchanged rather curious
glances,

“It's rough on the old bean,” said
Bob. “No end ro
garvants' hall, if it came out that the
convict waa a relation of his, Of course,
he oughtn’t to have helped the brute;
but—well, we can trust his word to have
n{:th_mq further to do with him. I must
eay it looked—m>"

" Most likely that ruffian still hopes to
get help from him, and that's why he's

anging about Hilton Hall,"” said Harry.
“I'm sure Walsingham is to be tr
to keep his word to have no more to do
with him. Hark”

“The bloodhound I1” breathed Nugent,

It was the bay of the hound from the

grounds, quite near the house. The th

uniors rushed across to the window to
ook out.

At m little distance, among the frozen
trees, they glimpsed thres or four dork
figures against the snow; one of them
with the hound in leash. They recop-
nised the ruddy face an white
moustache of Sir Gilbert Hilton among
the huntera. .

“Let's got out | said Bob,

Ag they turned back from the window,
there was a sudden s?ueu,k of alarm,
%ryd 8 howl of surprise from the Famoua

17,

¥ Buntar I

“J=I gay, you fellows——"

*¥ou fat villain I” roared Wharton.

“J1-—1 say, I—1I wasn’t listening ! I—I1
pever heard what the butler said®

rotten for him, in the B

g:.sped Bunter. “I—I came here for—
T Bome trousers—"

“Sgquash him | hooted Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter flew out of the window
recess. He bolted across the room to the
door. In an instant he had the door
open, and was fleeing for his fat life
down the corridor.

After him rushed the Famous Five.
They forgot, for the moment, that they
were at Hilton Hall and net in the
Remove ams-e at Greyfriars. Billy

unter flew down the stairs, as the
exasperated juniors came whooping
downt the corridor. Bunter, evidently
had overheard what Walsingham had
gaid; and it had to be impressed on
Bunter's fat mind that he was not to
tattle about it; and bumping him, hard,
on the polished oak floor seemed the
most efficacious means. With vengeful
fmg:;u the Famous Five rushed in pur-
suik.

Billy Bunter, in s state of breathless
alarm, had just time to dodge into the
billiards-room and bang the door after
h:m.hnsilthay came scampering down into
e nalls

— i —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Hundred Up!

EDRIC HILTON lenned over the
billiards-table and took careful
aim with hia cue.

. Price, of the Fifth, standing
with the buft of his cue resting on the
floor, watched him with a faintly
sarcastic smile.

The dandy of the Fifth and his Grey-
friara pal spent & good deal of time 1n
that apartment. Bir Gilbert Hilton was
aware of that circumstance; but he was
ﬂuita nnaware that his son plaved with
quida * on the game,

Tae Maigner Lisrany.—No. 1,403
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How many quids had passed over,
from Hilton te his precious pal during
the Christmas holidays, the dandy of
the Fifth did not trouble to remember.
But Price knew that he was making

uite_an income out of his wealthy

riend. .

They were having a hundred uwp now,
and Price had left off—intentionally—at
eighty. Price had an almest profes-
sional skill at the game, acquired out of
hounds at Greyfriars during term, at the
Three Fishers and such resorts. 'Ha
could easily have given Hilton fifty in a
hundred and beaten him, But it did
not suit Prics to digplay his powers. It
suited him better to Jet Hilton fancy
that he had a chance, and then beat him
by o narrow mergin.

Clencrally Hilton was o rather carcless
E:iyer. Now, howevor, he scemed to
v exerting himself, He owed Priee five
pounds on the play, and Price had pro-
osed double or qtuits, which put Cedric

ilton on his mettle,

They had the room to themselves.
Outside, the wintry sun glimmered on
frosty windows. haded lighds burned
over the table.

Click I It was another cannon! With
unusual skill, and unusual luck, Hilion
had made a scries of cannons, leaving
the balls well placed overy time.

He looked round with a smile,

“What's that, Pricey?! Eighty, by
Jove! Wo've tied 1*

“You're comin’ out strong, Cedric!”

“Beatin' you this time, old man ¥

“Go i, ond good luck ! smiled Price.
He did not think that Hilten would run
out with another twenty, and as soon as
he played again, he knew that he could
scoro what he liked,

But his narrow face grew a little more
serious as Hilton continued his game,
He was having great luck, that was
certain; but ho was exerting himself to
an unusial degree. The balls seemed to
favour him. He was sticking io
cannons, and they came off again and
again,

At ninety, Price had quite ceased to
smile. He had proposed doubls or
quits, in the certainty that it would
spell “double.” “Quits ” did not suit
his book at all,

At ninety-six ho scowlad.

“By gad! What about luck 7 smiled
Hilten, a3 he carvefully aimed for
another shat.

Just as he made i, there was a
clatter as Price dropped his eue.  Hilton
gave a slight start, and missed the
cannon. ) i

"Sorry 1" gald Price. “Did it startle
vou, Cedrie?”

“Oh, that's all right!" =nid Hilion
caralessly, and le lounged back from
the table. “Rather a good Lreak for
me, Pricey ™

“TFine " agreed Price.

Ha challed his cue carefully, and
bhegan to play, Hilton watching lim,
Four times in succpssion the red wont in,
and a cannon followed, and another
cannnon. Tha seore fiad,

" Close finish I remarked Hilton,

Price auﬁpmsmd a grin. He was good
for a break of fifty at least, if he chose.
But it never cceurred to Cedric Hilton
thit he had not the ghost of & chance
in the game,

Price made another cannon, leaving
tha balls nicely placed. Hilton gave a
rather rueful laugh.

“Your game, Pricey I” he remarked.

'Oh, you never know vour luck,” said
Prico blandly, Te wanted only one
more eannon to run out, and he could
have made a dozen.

But the unexpected happened.

Just as Price was taking his shot, the
door was hurled open, and a fat figure
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rolled huriiedly in and banged the door
shut_after him, )

“Beasts1” gasped Billy Bunter, ap-

arently referring to someone outside the

illiards-room.

Price’s shot went anywhere, Ho
turned from tho table with a scowling
brow, &nd strode across to DBunicy,
grasping his cue.

" You fot dummy [ he hooted.

Buntar blinked round. Fe had been
urnaware that thero was anyono in the
room when he rolled in so himtil;\-'.

e

“(Oh, recally, Pricel” gasped.
"Herg, I zay! Beast] Keep that cue
awa. ou rotter ! Yarooooh [

old on, Pricey M exclaimed Hilton,
laughing, as Price lunged at Dunter
with the bult of the cue, junming it In
his fat rihs

* Yarooh 1" roared Bunter,

“T'1l smash him 1" panted Prica.

“Yoop ! Kee%nﬂ’, vou beast I yelled
the Owl of the Remove, prancing fran-

tically reund the billiards-fable. ™I say
—yarooch ! Keep him coff, Hilton!
Yooo-hooop 1

Bang | ang! Bang!

Stephen Price never had a good
lﬂmi:acr Mow he had a very bad one!

The presence of the Remove fellows at
Hilton Hall during the holidays was an
incessant irritation to Price. Least of
al} did he like the presence of William
eorge Bunter.

Now Bunter had stopped his break,
and he was wrathy, He pursued the fat
Owl round the biliards-table, banging
with the business cnd of the cuc,

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Hilton. “Go
it, Bunter! Put it on! Here wo go
round the mulberry bush I'

" Yaraooh

Bang !

“ Whoooop 1"
“Ha, has, hal!?
Bang b
“Ow! Help! Wow! Ow!" roared
Bunter. He [ﬁ-rlgad behind Hilton, and
clung to him for protection. “kaep
him off ! 1 say, s this how you treat a
%yﬁt, you beast? IKecep that rotter off |
aroooch | ]
* Chuck said Hilton,
laughing.

s pushed the enraged Price back,
his hand on his chest. Yt was only a
light push, but it made the weedy cad
of the Fifth stagper. At indoor games
Price could beat Hilton hands down, but
Hilton was the better man st cutdoor
games, which developed muscle

Price stapgered against the billiards
table.

" Hands off, you fool !* he snarled.

His eyves glinted at Hilton with sonie-
thing very like halred for the mamenr.
Ho despised Hilton from the bottom of
his heart, though he was generally very
eareful to conecal that fact, aml it
nm*&ged him that the fellow he despised
could push him about like a doll, with-
out even exerting himself.

“Draw it mild, old man !" said Hilton
uIetlﬂ It was at such moments as this
that he realised that his pal was a
“hounder,’”” and wondered what on
earth had ever made him maka friends
with him.

“Let mg get at that fat fool |

“Yarocogh! Keep bhim off 17

“I’ll smash him——"

“Q0h, let him slone!” said Hilton
irrl!.nhi_!,r. “ After all, he's & guest liere,

it, PriceyI”

of sorts! Leave the young [lathead
alona, Price.”
“A puest!" gneered Price. *“Would

he be hers at all if he hodu't pinched
a letter belonging to you and held it
over your head? Wouldn't you kick
him out this minute, if you dared ;"
Hilton Lknitted his brows.
*That's enough 1” he said eurtly,
“"¥ah1* hooted PBunter, safe behind

the dandy of the Fifth., "I never
pinched anybody’s letter, as you jolly
well know; I picked i up in the quad
at Greyfriars, where Hilton dropped it.

And I only picked it up to do him a
ood turn.  Suppose the Head had
ound it——"

“That will do, Bunter,” said Hilton.

“Nice for both of you, if the Head
had found it!” snorted Bunter. A
letter from o butler — about a_fellow
horrowing money of him!  About a
fellow being in debt—debts that he
couldn't tell his father about! If the
Head had seen that letter—"

* Bhut up, or T'll lot Price get at you
again " zaid Hilten.

“ Beast 1™

Bunter, however, shut up. [From
bLehind Hilton he eyed Price suspiciously
and morosely through his big spectacles.

Bunter did not like baing reminded of
the very peculiar circumstances in
which he had secured an invitation to
Hilton Hall for Christmas!

Cedric Hilton, with his usual care-
lessness of mind, had almost forgotten
it, and wounld probably quite have for-

otten 1it, but for constant reminders
rom Prico.

Price, however, was not likely to
forget it. 7

I1f that tell-fale document came to
light, it meant trouble for Price as well
ez Hilton.

“Let's finish the game, Pricey " smid
Hilton impatiently. *I want to got out
of daors for a hit,®

“Turn that fat fool out, then!”
growled Price. “(Zet out, Bunter !

*2han't I retorted Bunter indepen-
dently.

Price set his lips hard. But for the
fact that Hilton stood between them, the
fat Owl would have got some more of
the butt-end of the cue¢, harder than
before.

“Buzz off, Bunter, there's a good
Lid ** said Hilton.

“Those heasts ere after me,” said
Bunter. “I'm staying here! I'll play
you o hundred up, if you like. I'm
rather a dab at billiards.”

Hilton lsughed and chalked his cue
to play. FPrice scowled angrily. .

“:g.‘ha.t fool spoiled my shot, bargin’'
in!"™ he growled.

Cedric Hilton gave him a eool glance.

“You spoiled & shot of nune, droppin’
yvour cue!” ho said. **I haven't made
a song and a dance about it.*

“T should have run out!"

“ 0k, play if you like—I don't care ™
said Hilton, shrugging hiz shoulders.
*Run out, and get done. I want to got
dene. I want to get out of doors.*”

There was a tone in Hilten's volco
tiiat warned Price that hiz influence
over the mspgoing;r:]andy of the Filth
was in danger. That influence was
worth more to him than the stakes on
the game.

“0n rob 1" he eaid.

cdrig I

Hilten got on_with it, and ron out
castly enough. It was rather o satis-
faction to him to beat Price for onee,
and Price affected to smile Eﬁm&n’:}ly—
a3 agrecably as he could. ilton put
his cue in the rack.

“Comin’ out?” he asked.

“MNa. I'll smoke a cigarette here™

Hilton nodded, and lounged out of
the billizrds-room. Billy Bunter blinked
uneasily at Price, and followed Hilton
as far as the %’onr. But thers was
danger without as well as within for
the fat Owl of the Remove ; Bunter was
between the devil and the deep sea, as
it were! As he hesitated Price called
ta him.

“Have a hundred up, Bunter?”

Bunter Twn him a suspigious blink

“No larks " ha asked,

“Oet on with it,



Price langhsd.
*“It's all right! Play, old bean "
“Oh, all zight!" said Bunter, re-

assured, and he picked a cue from the
rack and began to play—while Frice
waited to make sure that Cedric Hilton
wes safe off the sceme,

Then ke laid down his cue, suddenly

asped the fat and fatuous Owl, and

acked him against’ the billiards-fable.
Bunter's cus went o the floor with a
crnlh, and h?_ gave a howl of alarm.
EAy—

“Quiet 1" zaid Price coolly. “I've got
you now, you fat scoundrel, and I want
that letter! I'm going to twist your
arm until you hand it over |”

Billy Bunter’s mouth opened for a
fearful yell. Prico jerked the grubby
handkerchief from his pocket and stuffed
it in. Bunter gurgled horribly.

Prica gave his fat arm a twist,

“Where's that lotter?” he asked
pleasant]y,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rather 5 Row!

m EEN Bunter ¥
Cedrie Hilton smiled,
Ho was putting on cost and
hat to go out to join his father
with the man-hunters in the park, when
Harry Wharton inquired if he had seen
Bunter.

“Lookin' for himi” he asked. "I
thought he seemed rather pressed for
time.” i

“Well, we rather want to see him,”
gaid Harry. He lowered his wveice.
“The fact is, Hilton, tha fat brute was
listening when "Wafsmghn_m spoke to
us & little while ago, and he's found out,
from what Walsingham said, about that
relation of his. e want to make him
understand that he's got to keep it
quiet.”

Hilton's face became very grave.

“] understand! ¥ou'll find him in
the billiards-room,” he said. “1 left him
there with Prico. I think they're play-
i.ng & hundred up

‘Right-ho !

Hilton nodded, end left the house, and
the Famous Five headed in a body for
tho billiards-room.

As they reached the door they heard
s faint scuffling and gurgling sound
from within. which was rather puzzling.
If Bunter was playing billiards wit
Frice of the Fifth, they might have ex-

ected to hear the click of ball and cue.
ﬁut it was scuffling and gurgling that
they heard.

Wharton opened the door and the
juniors stepped in.

They stared in blank amazement at
what they saw—RBilly Bunter backed up
against the billiards-table, with a hand-
kevchief _stuffed in his mouth, and
Stephen Price grasping him and pinping
him there.

" What the thump—"
Bolby Cherry.

* Bunter—"

“ Price—""

“YWhat the dickens—"

Price stered round savagely. He bad
not expected to be interrupted by the
Famons Five: they had hardly ever
entered the hilliards-room durin}g their
stay at Hilton Hall, Dunter’s aves
turned on them with a wildly appealing
blink, and he gurgled frantica é’

Wharton closed the door, and ran
meross to the billiards-table. His friends
ran after him. They were there to
handle Bunter; but finding Price of the
Fifth handling him in this manner, they
forgot their purpose for the mament,
grnd handlod Price instead.

The cad of the Fifth was grasped by

ejzonloted
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threa or four pairs of hands and
dragged back forcibly from Bunter.
e turned om the juniors with
clenched fists and blazing eyes. Bunter,
staﬁ‘gering a:ﬁ(a.inst tha table, jerked the
stuffed handkerchief from his  mouth
and spluttered.
* Grooogh!
Oaoogh 1 -
“You young hooligans ' hissed Price.
“Get out of this, or—-"
“Or what?’ inquired Bob Cherry
coolly. " Looking for a scrap, Pricel

I say, you fellows——

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

No. 27.—OLIVER KIPPS,
The Conjufing Genius of the Remove Form.

Here's Blgnor Kipps, the conjurer,
All ready for a ashow ;

I Now oan | take your topper, 8jr T
Yau'll got it hnni: you know i1

And thus upon the stage he standa
And says: ' | won’t decelval

Beheld, thers’s nothlng in mr handsa,
And nothilng up my slesve !

I fancy I could handle you, Fifth Form
man as you aral I'll try, anyhow !

Price unclenched his hands. IHe was
boiling with rage: but he did not want
a scrap with the Removites.

#I—1 say, you fellows, keep him off 1

urgled Bunter, "I say, he's dangerous !

'm nearly chook-chook-choked—"

“What's the meaning of this, Price?™
asked Harry Wharton quictly. “You
were handling Bunter, and rou practic-
ally had him gagged with that hanky.
Hnve you gone potty, or what ¥

Price panted.

"You young rotters! You hkpow whot
I want from Bunter—sou'ro all in the

i

game with him! Hilton doesri’t believe
s, but T de”
“Mad 7' asked Nugent in wonder.
“The madfulness is terrific,” ;
HIf you've not hand-in-glove with him

make him hand over that lettert”
snarled Price.

B“i;ﬁ.'hat letter ?”  demanded Johnny
ulil.

“¥You don't know?" sncered Frice..

“OFf course we don’t know !” snapped
Wharton angrily. “If Bunter's bagped
a letter belonging to you, we'll make
him hand it over fast cnough! 1 know
it's just one of his potiy tricks

w—""

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“Have you been J}rvmg inte a letter
of Price’s?’ deman ed Bob.
“No!" gasped Dunter. .

“Have you got & letter of bLis?”
snapped YWharton.

“Oh, really, Wharten! I hope I'm
not a fellow to sneak a follow’s letter”

“¥asz, or no, you fat Owl?"

"“No, vou beast !

Tt's not o letter of mine, as 1
believe you know,” snerled Price. “It's
Hilton’s, and Bunter pinched it at

Groyfriars, a day or two befora we
broke up for the Christmas holidays.”

“If it'’s Hilton's letter he's got, I sup-
ﬂme Hilton can ask him for it?” said

arty. “No need for you fo butt in
that I can see.” - :

“I knew you wero hand-in-glove with
him, though that fool Iilton can’t get
it into his hoad,” said Price bittecly.

“Oh, don't be & fool!" said tha cap-
tain of the Remove curtly. "If you
weren't & rotien cur, Price, you'd know
that we had ne hend in anything of
the Rind.”

“Bump the choeky cad!™ grovwled
Johnny Bull

"1 say, you fellows——*" .

“IIave you got & letter of Tilton'si”
demanded Wharton. . .

“You can search me, if you like!”
said DBunter, with dignity.

Az the telltale letter was hidden in
the lining of hiz eap, which, of sourse,
EBunter was not wearing at the moment,
l.h&t Va3 a Eﬂ.fE’! ANSWwar.

“He's got it ! snarled Price, ® If you
fellows didn’t know before, you know
now, But I jolly well believe you
knew I

B“l"lk’ou checks rotter I bawled Johnny
ull.

“Wall, if you didn’t know, why do you
fancy that Hilton asked vou here for
Christmas 7" sneered Price.

¥arry Wharton & Co. stared ot him
inn blank astonishrment.

Hilton's invitation for Christmas had
come at a lucky moment, when soma
other arrangements had fallen through;
and it had come as rather a surprise to
the Remove follows. But they hnd talen
it in good faith, and accepted it at faco

value, X .
Dunter, certainly, had hinted a ghu_a):i
im
That,

many times that it was through
that the invitation had ecome, 1
however, seemed improbable, if not im-
possible, that they had regarded it
merely as the fat Owl's eustomary * gas.”
Indecd, fo far from_believing that
Bunter could influence Hilton into ask-
ing other fellows home, it wag a
mystery to them how Bunter had
wangled an invitation for himsell!
That the dandy of the Fifth could
possibly want Bunter at Llilton Hall in
the holidavs seemed very unlikely; and
they conld only conclude that the astute
Dw{ hind sglnmo]mw mmposed en his ensy-
oing good-nature.
£ l‘.‘kftfinl:: they had pever dreamed that
Buanier had a hold over the sportamen
Tug Macwer Lispany.——No. 1,408,
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of the Fifth, and had made unserupulous
use of 1f

Thera was a | gilence, of sheer
astonishment, following Price’s eneering
;\rﬁ:da:. Hurry Wharton broke it &t
ast,

“Hilton wrote, asking us here,” ha
sn}d, “Why shouldn’t he, if he wanted
tol™

“Did he want to?” sneered Price.

“1 suppese 30, ag he did it! What do
you mean §

“1 funey you koow what I mean”

Whaurton's eyes glinted,

“I don't know what you mean, Price!”
ho said. * But I'm going to know what
you mean, and you're going to explain
nt once. You're going to oxnplain, you
egneering cad, or youw're going to have
the thrashing of your life, here and
now."

“Thrash the cur, anyhow ! growled
Johnny Bull,

Price backed away a step. Even upon
his doubting and suspicious mind it was
Lorne in that the Famous Five knew
nothing of Bunter's trickery.

“Well, if you didu't Imow, I'm
gorry 1™ he said gmdgmﬁlm “But that
doesn’t alter the fact that Bunter got
hold of Hilton’s letter and kept it, and
mede him ask the fat rotter here and
vou along with him.”

“I say, you fellows——" pgasped
Bunter. .

“SBhut up, Bunter! Let's have this
clear!” said Harry Wharton very
guietly. “You say that Dunter picked
up a letier of Hilton's at Greyfriars,
and kept it. Any ordinary letter
wouldn't have been any use to him,
What sort of a letter do you mean,
then

“Bunter can tell you, ns ho's read it!”
sneercd Price. "I{ was a letter from
Walsingham, tha butler, here—if yon
don’t know slroady !” T

HThat doesn’t make sonse! How
could Bunter hold that over Hilton's
head—a letter from his father's butler 1"

FPrics shrugged his shoulders.

“We had some bad luck towards the
end of the term,” he said, “IHilton tried
to borrow money from Walsingham, as
he'd done before. That was in the
butler's letter, and mention of other
thin ebts and things—which Cedric
would have to explain to the Head, if it
all came out. If Dr. Locke saw that
lotter it might mean the sack for
Hilton—and most likely I should be
dragged into it, too! at's what that
fat scoundrel was trading on.”

“Oh!” gasped Wharton.

Bob Cherry clenched his hands. His
eyes wero blaging. i

"¥ou rotter! Oh, vou rotter, Price!
Yoeu're saying that Bunter was prectics
ally blackmailing Hilton—and gyou
fancicd that we had & hand o 187

“What was s fellow to think?”
gnecred Price. “I'm not sure yet—>"

“I'll make you sure, you curl!” said
Bob, between ‘his teeth, and he rushed
at_Price, hitting out right and left.

Price’s hands flew up in defence. But
Fifth Form man and senior as he was,
he backed away, driven headlong before
the attack of the angry and indignant
Juntor, For nearly a minute there was
n ferea scrap in the billiards-room of
Hilton FHall; and then Stephen Price
went down with a crash.

Baob's eyes gleamed down at him.

"{ict up, vou enr! Cet up and have
same more 1

But Price of the Fifth seemed tfo
prefer the flsor. He remained where
he was, gpasping and panting.

Leaving him there, the Famaus Fiva
gathered rownd Billy  Punter. and
marched him out of the billiards-room.

Tae Maiener Lieriry.—Na. 1,403
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter!

o SAY, you follows!™

E Billy Bunter blinked uneasily

at the chums of the Remove.
Without & word, they

marched him upstairs {0 Wharton's
roormry, Bunler was glad encugh to get
awuay from Price, so far as that went.
But though ibe Famous Five h
rescued him from Price, he was focling
very uneasy. Ile could not help suspect-
ing that they had brought him there to
desl with him quictly. How they were
going to deal with {um, was rather a
painful question to Bunter.

Wharton closed the deor. With grim
faces, the chums of the Remove lixed
their eyes on the alarmed Owl.

T 1=I say-—" stammered Bunter.

“Now, we want the truth,” said
Wharten quietly. “ ¥ou've got a letter

elonging to Hilton of the Fifth?”

“(h, really, Wharton—"

*Whera is 1£7"

“I—I—I've lost it!” gasped Buntor.

“We'll help you find it again!” zaid
Bob Cherry grimly.

“Oh, really, Cherry—" _

“Thera's something in that letter that
Hilton would be afraid for the lwad-
master of Greyfriars to see®™ asked

Harry.
Bunter grinned.
“Well, ha naturally wouldn't want

the Head to know that——*

“Don't tell us what's in it, you fat
rotter | Answer my question |”

"Yes " grunted Bunter., “About liis
debts, an ?

“That's enough! You found the
letter, and read it, and kept it1 That's
the sort of thing you would de, I sup-
ﬁoaeu And you made Hilton ask yau
_ﬁrg for Christmas, on the strength of
it?

“Well, look how you fellows let me
o for Ghriz;h1iaa I said Piu%ter _Ein-

ignently. ““Mauly, too, and Smithy,
and Ted%y-*le-t down all round 1™

“And you mede him ask us ¥

“Well, naturally, I wanted my pals
with me1” said Bunter. "I think you
might thank a chap, gett.ingi Fou invited
to a magnificent place liko thus. There's
such a thing s gratitude [

" ¥ou—you—you unspeakable idiat!™
gnﬁpad Wharton. “Do you think we'd

ave como within fifty miles of the ploce
if wo'd known ™

Bunter grinned again.
“Well, knew you wera fussy,” he
said. "I told Hilten that veu wors

fussy, and that he would have to put
it nicaly. Heo did, didn't he??
"Hilton ean't have imagined that wo
knew anything about it,” said Nugent.
“He's not a suspicious votter like
Prico |
“Oh, that's all right, old fellows!™
said Bunter cheerful ¥v. “Hilton knew
you never knew anything. I lwew you
wouldn't come if you Lkuew! I ex-
plained to him that you were fussy——*
“0h, kill him " growled Johnny Bull,
“That's what you eall pratitude, I
suppose I eaid Bunter, “I've stood
you & splondid Chrisimas holiday whon
you were let down by your own people.

aven't you had a jolly mood time
hepe 3 )

“Yes, you fat idiot!" said Dab,
"But if we'd known—"

*Well, as you nover knew, that’s all
right,” said Dunter, “VYou soe,
wanted my old pals with me. T don't
mean thaot T wanted to borrow wyour
clothes and things, thongh I supposs a
fellow can borrow a shirt or a pair of
trousers, or a necktin, from & pali As
for the few small swma von may have
lent me during the holidaya, you know

perfectly well that I'm going to settls
up every shilling as soon as I recoive
some postal orders I'm expecting t*

The Fomous Five gazed at him.

Why Bunter wanted their company at
Hilton Hsll during the “hols™ was
hardly a secret. Bunter was not i s
financial position to travel on his own.
When Bunter had any money it always
went the same way—in tuck! Friends
with cash in their pookeéts wera abeo-
lutely essential to Bunter when he was
on-hia travels.

All that was nothing new: they knew
‘their Bunter, and expected it of him,
But the way in which he had " wangled ¥
that invitation to Hilton Hall came as
a surpriso to the chums of the Remove.

There was ono thing to be soaid in
favour of the unserupulous young rascal
—ho was too utterly obtuse to realise
that wrongdoing was wrong!

Even now that they had found him
out he did not zeem to roalise that there
Was a.nf.: cause for wrathl

Ha blinked round at their grim faces.

“I hope you fellows ain’t going to

cat up rusty when we're getting such
a jolly ui time here,” he said. "I
hopa you're not going to be fussy.”

harton drew a deep breath.

“Wa've got to sce Hilton at once, you
fellows,” he said. “We can walk over
to the railway station with our b
wo won't trouble him for a car. ?h&
sootier wo get out, the botter I

“What-ho I"* said Johnny Bull.

Bunter stared.

“You're not going " he ejaculated.

“You fat, frowsy Owl, do you think
wa shall stay another minute here now
we know why Hilton asked us?” roared
ey ke The grub’s good—*

i ¥ not ub’s

“Wha-at 7* w

“Jolly good!” said Bunter warmly.
“I've never been in a show whera the
grub was better. Lofa of it, tool Well
the grub's all right—so everything's all
right! As for Hilton, he can’t boot you
:)Iu'h_}iﬂ ulg.ren’ti' ! Price can’t do ony-
hing o what ara you worryin
anhout 7% ¥ e
| Hahrry Wharton burst into an angry
an

“It's not much use telling you what
we're worrying about, Bunter,” he said,
“Nover mind that! We're going at
once, nnd Hilton can explain it to his
fother how he likes—that's up to him,
after the rotten trick he’s played by
asking us here. And you’re fcing to
hand me that letter to give Hilton.”
coil'm jolly well not I’ roared Bunter.
“Why, Hilton would kick me out if ha
got hiold of it 1”

“ Mora wer to his giddy elbow !
said Bob. pe §

“Hand it over,
snappad Wharten.

“Bhan't ! howled the fat Owl of the
Pemove. “All very well for jou
fellows,  Hilton seems to want you
herel He deesn’t want me! Ile would
give mo the boot, I can jolly well tell

you fak freak!”

yan ™
“Will you hand over that letter?”
“Nol  Mind your own business!”
enorted Bunter. ™I got you a splendid
holiday  here ) You're ungrateful!
Wall, if you want to clear, clear, and
he biowed |

L I'm not _%oingi And I can
iolly well saye=—— VYarcoocop! Leggo
my neelk 1M

"“Where's that letter T

“Owl Leggo! Wow! I—I haven't
got it; there—thero never was a letter,
really ! I never picked it up in the

quad at school, and it wasn't from Wal-
singham, and there was nothing in ik
about Hilton owing money, and

SR y— Tow-ow-ow-ow-wow ! Fou-
don't stop shook-shoek-shaking me, you
heast, you'll make my gig-gig-glasses
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ingham, ** where other ears cannot hear, I—I—I1—Ii's about

the eonvict.,’* Billy Bunter, hidden behind the curtain, pricked up his ears and took in every word.

fall off, and if they get bub-bub-broken,

you'll have to pip-pip-pip—>"
£ Paikﬂ“ - 2, Ef Ve II:hE p 4
ip-pip-pay ior m I’ aspe
Bunter, say, I never ha.ﬁ ANy
letter! And I'va lost it, too! And—

and I gave it back to Hilton this morn-
ing! Honest Injunl I—I hope you can
take my word [

“Bang his head on the wall,” sug-
gested Johnny Bull. “Hard1”

“Good egg1”

“I say, you fellows, you're worse than
Price! I say—— Whooop!”

ang

“ ¥Yavoooooh 17

Bang, bang!

“Owl Beast! Btoppit! I say, you
follows, if you're going, it's time wou
started. Tgem‘a a train from Blaok-
meor at——  Yoo-hoo-h | Whoop——"

Bang

“0Oh erikey! I say, I'll get the
lotter I' gasped Bunter. “Laeggo! Oh
lor'] My napper! Wow !l It's in my
room—— YWow |

M Come on, then!”

“You fellows needn’t comel I-—T'll
go and fetech it] I—I'll come straight
ack with it, of course.”

*Take his other arm, Bob 1"

" Boast |V

With Wharton holding one avn and
Bob Cherry the other, Bunter was
marched into the corridor, tho rest of
ths Co, foﬁawix:%. )

Hea was marched into his own room.

“ Now, sharp!” snapped Wharton.

*I1—I1 say, I-~I forget where I put it ¥

gu%d Bunter.
“ Kick him t*

“Yaroooh | Eea% off, you beast!
I'm getting it, ein’t 117 howled Bunter.

Ha interred a crumpled cap from
under the i:vig cushion in the zeat of an
armchair. I say, you fellows, vou
might mind youwr own bunsinessl It's
nothing to de with you—*

“Not if you hadn't landed us here,
you fat rotter ! said Wharton, “Now
1t i3 our business, and we're seelng to 1E.
Where's the letter 7" .

*Now—now I come to think of it, I=—=
I left it at Greyfriars— h“‘:f.’l I
you kick me again, you beast, I'll
¥Yarooocop! I'm getting it as fast as I
can !” shricked Bunter.

He jerked open the lining of the cap,
which he had pinued over the hidden
letter, Wharton jerked the letter from
his hand.

A glance st it showed that it began
“Dear Master Cedrie,” and that it was
signed “Francis Walsingham.” That
wag all it was necessary to see. It was
the right letter!

Wharton erumpled it in hiz pocket,
The Famous Five walked out of Bun-
ter's room, leaving the fat Owl blinking
after them with a blink of indignant
wrath that almost cracked his spectacles,
Time and again Price of the ¥ifth had
attempted to get hold of that letter, and
failed. But Bunter had lost it nowl
The power was gona from his fat hands,
It did not look as if Bunter's stay at
Hilten Hall would last £ill the end of
the holidawys!

“Beasts I¥ groaned Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. went down-
stairs and out of the bouse. They were
going to find Hilton, tell him what they
thought of him, throw the lettcr in hia
face, and then shake the dust of Hilton
Hall from their feet for ever!

THE TENTH CBAPTER.
Hand to Hand!

ILTON of the Fifth paused in
B frosty “ride” in the park
to light o cigarette.

He wos looking for the
party who were hunting through the
E\ark for the ‘man from Blackmoor.
ut he had not fallen in with them yot.

Soveral times, on the wind that
swept over the moors, the bay of the
bloodhound had been wafted to his
eara. The hunt was still going on in
the extensive park, but it had drawn
to_ a long distance from tho house.

Having lighted his mg&wthﬂ Hilton
strolled on, with his hands in the
pockets of his overcoat, listening for

sounds to guide him through the wood
towards Inspector Trevelly and his
party.

But the bay of the hound when ho
heard it agsin was far away—hardly
heard from the distanee, o walked
on under the leafless frosty branches of
tr_g{a-s that extended and joined over tho
ride.

Always careless, he was not on his

uard ; but had he been wary he would
ﬁardl have looked wup into the
branches overhead for an enemy.

He did not dream thet from the
branches of a beech beside the ride, a
pair of fierce, sunken eyes watehed him
a3 he came sauntering a!nn§+

Conviet No. 33 breathed hard and
shut his teeth &t the sight of the
handsome, olegant, well-dressed Fifth
Former of Greyfriars.

Lurking in the dense E}sark the fugi-
tive rufian had heard, again and
again, the bay of the seeking hounil.
And Lo had taken to the trees as & laat
chance of throwing the bloodhound off
tho scent. Clambering from branch to
branch of the closely packed elms, osks,
and beeches, it scemed that ha had
siteeeeded for the time, at least, for the
{:yn!. was now & good balf-mile from

im.

But it was only s respita:*em!m
seemed As hopelesa ag ever. Since he
hod received no further assistance Erom
Walsingham, the convict's caze hed be:
come absolutely desperate.

{Continued on page 1
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Walsingham, if the butler could ke
forced by appeals or threats, fo_aid
him again, was his only hope, That
was why he was there. But the chanee
was a -desperate one, with tho rolice
and warders in the park, and the
bloodhound baying on his trail, and tho
whole household watchiul and alarmed.

ho' sight of Hilton pave him a
gleam of %mpm
. With a change of clothes aud money
in his pockets, ha had a chancoe of get-
ting away from the moors. He was a
elightly built man, hardly as sturdy in
build as the Fifth Former of Grey-
friars. It would be easy encugh to
wear Hilton's clothes, if he could get
them. And the Greyiriars scolor

looked os if he had money in his

pockets,

g viek No. 33 breathed hard and
ep. .

ig gleaming plance shot watchinlly
round him like that of & Linnted beast.
There was no one in sight, no one at
hapd. Thoe man-hunters were far
away, and there woas no sign of anyone
fﬂlln'ﬁ'm% Hilton from the mansion,

Apd the Greyfriars senior, utterly
unconscious of ger, was walking
directly under the branches of the
beech.

It waas such a chance as the hunted
man had hoped for, longed for, but
never dreamed of gotting. swung
himself out on a branch, to drop into
the path below.

Once his grip wes on Hilton the rest
was easy. ie was rcady fo beat the
Greyiriars fellow into insensibility to
prevent him from giving the alarm
when -he left him, after robbing him of
clothes and menay. In his present
desperate siraits thera 'wag little at
which Conviet MNo. 33 was likely to
hesitate,

With a sudden spring he landed in
the ride from the branch, only o fow
fcet from Hilton.

“What the dooce—="

Hilton jumped back with a gasp of
astonishment and slarm, the cigarelto

ling from his lips.

He was no coward; but his face went
white as he recogmised the tattered,
muddy, ha%gard figure of the conviet,
and realised that he was alone in the
lonely park with & man who was
utterly desperate.

Before he could décide what to do,
before he conld even think, the con-
viet was on him with the leap of a

tiger.

%y luck, more than design, Cedric
Hilton warded a fierce blow, and the
naxt moment he was Etruggi'ing with
tha conviet.

Hilton was slim and elegant, but he
was no means o weakling, and he
had pluck. He struggled menfully in
that fierce grip.

But the conviet was stronger, and
desperation lent him an added strength,
Hilton rtecled and staggered in  his
ETAED,
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“Help!” he shouted.

He was sble to shout only once.
Then he was down on his back on the
%ii_lfd,, frosty ground, the convict over
1T,

A fierce prip on his throat choked
back the cry he would have uttered.
Tha convict's eves burned down at him
like a wild animal’s,

With his left hand gripping the Grey-
friars senior’s throaf, to keep him
silent, Convict No. 33 drew baek his
vight, elenched hard. 2

Hilton struggled frantically.

He- kpnew tiat a crashing blow was
coming—sa blow that, if it landed,
would stun him. That was the ruffan’s
intention.

With o desperats effort he Ewisted
his head aside ms that savage blow
came down, and it missed him, the
clenched kuuekles thudding on the
frosty ground.

Thero was a howl of pain from the
conviet. Iis knuckles were barked, his
hand almost nurmbad.

Hilton for a moment had a chance.
He almost succeeded in throwing the
rufian off, and the grip relaxed from
his throat.

“Help!” shricked Hilton.

iz voice came hoarse, huskr,
choked. But it rang through the
frozep trees of tha park. Thera was

no chanca of his wild cry reaching the
ears of the men with the bloodbound—
they were too far away. But someonc
glae might be In the park—a keeper,
perhaps.

[ HHIF !u

A second time he shricked, and then
the grasp of the savage ruffian was on
hizs throat again, choking him into
silence.

Crash! came a knuckly fist, landing
on his forehead, and dazing him. Bug
he still struggled gamely.

‘There was a patter of feot om the
ride. Five fellows came into sight
from the direction of the mansion,
running. Harry Wharton & Co., look-
ing for Hilton of the Fifth in the park,
had heard his desperats cr[\:.

Hilton neither saw nor heard them;
his senses wero swimming. The patter
of their ruoning feet was soft on the
snow that lay in the ride,

The convict, his glittering eyves fized
on the Greyfriars senior, was unaware
of their coming. Hiz brawny bGst was
drawn back for another blow—a blow
which, if it had landed, would have
stunned Hilton, if it had not done still
more serious injury.

But that blow did not fall

Harry Wharton & Co., ps they saw
what was happening on the ride ahead
of them, put on & desperate spurt.

Wharton reached the convict just as
the savege blow was descending. He
plunged headlong, breathlessly, at the
rufian, grasping ﬁ\im. and bearing him
back. 1e conviot’s fist landed in his
ribs, instead of on Hilton's temple, and
maka hiin gasp.

A snarl of rage broke from the man
from Blackmoor. He turned on the
junior like & tigor, grasped him, and
hurled him aside with a strength that
Wharton could not resist.

The captein of the Greyfrizrs Re-
move went sprawling on the earth.

It would have fared hard with him
had not his comrades been at hand.
But the Co. at the same moment came
up with & rush.

“Collar him !” panted Bob.

The convict, enarling, leaped baclk,
and back again. The juniors followed
him vp, with elenched fists and blazing
ayes,

Again be leaped back; yet he
seomed uncertain whether to fy, or to

stiempt to tackle the whole Lunch of
themm, But he seemed to realise the
hopelessness of that; espd he turped
suddenly, and ran inlo the f{rees with
the Heetness of a hunted deer.
Nugent ran to Wharton and helped
him up.
" Hurt, "old chaﬁ ¥ he gasped.
Wharton ‘panted. :
“Only a bump. Let's sea to Hilton.”
The convict had vanished in tho
trees. The chums of the HRemove
i;nthﬁmd round Cedrie Hilton. He
sy half-stunned on tho snow, moaning
faintly, his hend to his bruised fore-
head, They raised him to a sitting
position, and he leaned heavily, sup-
rted by Bob Cherry and Johnny
ull, Far in the distance tho fleeing
footsteps of the man from Blackmoor
died into silence.

THE ELEVERTH CHAPTER.
The Vanished Convict!

L OU’RE hurt, Hilton,” muitered
ﬁ Hearry Wharton. .

Hilton grinned fainily.

Ha was recovering himself
now, though his head was aching ter-
ribly, and he was still too exhausted
to rise. But he was Eet‘tn_'lé back his
breath, and his coolness with it:

“I'va had a bit of a thump,” hLe
drawled. “By gad! ‘That blighter
hat a fst on him like s lump of iron.
Lucky he never got in & second
knock.”

The juniors had quite forgotien the
bitter and sngry feelings with which
they had been secking the dandy of
the Fifth. They were not thinking
now of telling him what they thought
of him, The sight of the dandy of the
Fifth struggling in the desperate grip
of the convict had quite driven that
idea from their minds. )

Now as he sat spent, with his hand-
some face disfigured by a blackenin
bruise, their only feeling was one o
friendly kindness. ]

“The brute was in that tree!” said
Hilton. “By gad, I've had a close
shave 1 .was going to knock me outl
Did you hear me yell¥”

" ¥Yes," said Harry,

. “I'm glad you wers taking a walk
just 'about this time 12 grinned Hilton.

Wharton coloured.

"“The fact is, we were looking for
vou,” he said. * We azked Walsingham
which wey you had gone, that was how
we came along this path—* ;

“Glad you wanted to see me!” said
Hilton. * Anythin' special 7"

0h! Never mind now,"” said Harry,
hiz colowr deepening. “Let’'s get vou
back to the house! You want that lump
Eeen ko™

My

“Ow ! : head’s aching ! muttered
Hilton. “(ive me a hand up; I think I
can totter now.”

The juniors helped him to his feet.
He steod unsteadily, hiz hand pressed
to his bruised forehead. Hs was cool
enough now, but he shuddered as he
thought of what the result would have
been had tho convict landed that sava
blow from which Wharton had bare
saved him. ;

“Let's help you ! said Bob. 5

Hilton made rather a grimace. The
Fifth Form man did not want to turn
ullla at the house supported by juniors of
the Remove ! But as he started to walk
he staggered, and after that he was glad
to let Bob and Johnny take his arms
and help him along. :

“All right now,” he said, ey the
reachad the terraca befors Hilton Hnlf
and he managed to walk on unaided.

“If you'ra all right we'll cut off and



let Mr. Trevelly knoew  what's
happened,” said Harry.

_ Y Dol!” said Hilton. *“Tell the pater,
if ho's there, that I'm not hurt.”

“Right-ho!” said Wharton, with a
smile,

Hilton, with an effort, walked on
alone, and the Famous Five turned
back, From the other end of the park
on the wind, came the faint baying of
the baffled hound. The;i;l hied news for
Inspector Trevelly which the Okeham
inspector would be glad to hear, and
they started off at a rapid trot, guided
by the distant baying that came from
moment to moment.

“This rather knooks things on the
head,” said Bob Chorry, as thoy trotied
along under the frosty trees, “I was
feoling inclined to punch Hilton's fare,
but T suppose a fellow can’t punch him
now,’
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Harry Wharton laughed,

“Hardly I he said. “He's had
enough punching, to judge by that lump
on hiz napper, After all, he's been civil
to vs here, and we may as well be eivil
when we go. We shall have to got a
later train, that's all.”

"I‘d;atimr haveo liked to stoy to sce
the finich of that convict!” soid Johnny
Bull. “Can’ be done, though. 1 can't
quite make Hilton out. Heo scemed fo
make us welecome enough. But—"

“We'll kick Bunter again before we
go " said Wugent.

“Wes, rather [V

“The kickfulness will be terrifi [*

The juniors kept up o steady speed.
From one path they turned into
another, and anather, and st length
si%i'lltcd tho hunters,

he bloodhound, +with Inspector
Trevelly, holding the leash, was snuffing
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at the snow, and scemed at a loss. The
warders stood by with their riflea under
their arms Sir Gilbert Hilton was
tug%mg at mis whitea moustache. The
whole party turned as the junioras cama
panting ug.
. “What do you schoolboys want here?”
jerked Inspector Trevelly, apparently
not greatly pleased by their arrivil,
“MNews for you, old bean!” grinned
Bob Cherry. " Wa've seen your man.”
“Seen him?™  The inspector was in-
stantly alert. ‘'Herg?*
“In the park—about half & mile—-"
“Lead the wayl” jerked Mr.
Trevelly. “'Tell me as wo go along.”

“This way 1"

“The convict got hold of Iilton in
the park,” said Harry. “He's not hurt,
sir!” he added quickly, as Sir Gilbert
uttered an exclamation. “Only & bruise

(Continued on next page.)
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b The most successful foothallers aré those who love the game ag 2 gamo [ gays

# Linssman. "

It you want expert advice on the greal winter game, write to

¢ Linesman,™ &/o The MAENEThThq Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lorslon,

E.C.4. He'

THE SECRETS OF SUCCESS!.
HERE are many qualities which
E muat, of necessity, be found in the

encceesful foothaller, That ia
obvious. Quite frequently, how-
ever, I pet letters from readera who, in
effact, Bag; me what I consider to be the
Erst essential towards progress in the
. I have two euch letters in my post-
this week, from such far-distant towns

as Carlisle and Plymouth.

By way of veply, I shall glve my
opinion that the frst essential to
suceess i8 love of the game as G
‘goeme. For it {5 love of the gome
which begets enthusiasm; ond to
the enthiusiastic ol things ore
possible.

1 often hear people refer to professional
footballers somewhat seathingly. They
eay that they are in football for what they
can maks out of it. That sort of state.
ment does less than justice to the avernge
player. Trus, when the “pro ™ gela ta
the top class ho makes money out of the
game. Hea hos to make mouney, bocause
wo all neod a bit of the * ready ™ in this
world, Butin the course of my experisnces
1 bave come into close contact with
hundreds of professional players, and give
it a3 my opinion that the most suecessiul
are those whe love the game as & gamo.

Lot me tell you about one player—a
young fellow only just past the twenty-
vears-of-age mark—who has been in the
foothall news of late, Thiz is Ralph
Birkett, the Arsgnal outzide-right. is
footbell experience reads like fiction, but
T ehall just give you the facts.

. When this boy was fifteen years of age
he was looking lor & job as an pffice-boy,
and o5 he lives not far from the ground of
tho Torquay football olub, ho called thers
to ask for a job. As the club happened to
be in need of & boy they gave him a job,
and he started one Mun&'a}r morning. On
the Friday, wlen he received his firet
wages, ke wos told that as the club had
s mateh on the ground the following day,
ho would have to come to work. Tho lad

be oniy too pleased to oblige,

was disappointed at this news, “I am
gsorry.” he said, "but I have always
pl&gad foothall on & Haturday afterncon,
and I am so keen about it that I don't

want to give up my game.
for my club at Paignton.*

As the lad waos so keen he was allowed
off on Saturdey afterncons to play foot-
ball with his local team,

I must play

About three pears Tafer, the lad
wax in flre Torguay United flrst
tearn, aohd afier ke haod been fhere
& few weeks he was fransferred o
Araencal. Hisg heenness and

gh?ﬁhusiasm are {he big secrefz of
8

BRCCCER.

SWITCHING POSITIONS !

¢ ERE is another little story which
shows up onthusinam and grit
in its proper light. I was talking
to a very fine player—an Inter-
national leff-winger—about Murphy, the
right half-back of Weat Bromwich Albion,
and this International paid what seems to
me 4 vory fino tribute to his oppoment.
*“The annoying part about that fellow
Murphy,” eeid the International winger,
“1',5 that bo refuses to meknowledge him-
gelf benten. When you diddle him once
he deesn't take the slightest notice, and
when you beat him & gecond time he won't
admit it. Ho just keeps on worrying.”
That’s the stult of which the best foot.
ballers are made.

In thesa notes on & previoua occasion
I have pointed out tho virtues of switehing
positions from timo to time—insisted that
& player is not necessarily at his best in
the position on tho fiold in whichk he
originally  played. Thore comes &
reminder of this from a Beottish readsr
who i keenly inforested in the Hamilton
Academicels side.

They hoave done quite well in the
Seoltish Lengue ithis seoson, o
megy informont tells yee Hhut there are
oily three regular menibers of the

first tegm this season whoe are play-
ing i the same positions as those
in which thcy staried their foolball
COreers.

Concerning these switches, thoro is o

gaeuﬁar caineidencs. The goalkseper,
hevlin, used to be & centro-forward, and

the aetpm-f-:irwmﬂ of the gide, ’f‘.-'g::g,
wea formerly & goalkeeper. In :
Wilson still !drulamn that goalkes is
his best position, and during the mid-week
practice he often gocs between the posts
to “ keep his band in,"” so that should he
fail aa n contre-forward he will be able to
go back heneath the har.

Having gone inte BScotlend for o
moment, I can stay thers to answer a
reador who draws my attention to a recent
romarkable mateh in which Motherwell
wore concerned.  They were playiog
ogaingt Dunfermiine, and the scora at
half-time was two to one agsinst Mother-
woll, In the second helf, however, the
Motherwell players pulled themselves
togother and actually socored eight goals,
to win the game by nine to three.

AN AMAZING GAME!]

E question which is put to me

ia whether there is any paralls]

in firat-¢lass foothall to this

remarkable  second-half  per-
formange. I cen cnly recall one. Inm
1908 those iwo keen northern rivala,
Mewesstle United and Bunderland, playad
& First Division pame at Nowcastlo.

The flrst kalf was guile ordinary,
and the scove af half-time woas one
goal each. In the second Ralf the
Sunderland forwords ' went mad,*
gl i the course of twenty-eight
minuies they scored woight more
aeels, winning the gome by nine

goals fo one.

Incidenteily, that was the biggest sway
win ever regorded by an English Firat
Divigion side. There was one other
interegting feature aboui that amazing

ame. It wos the first in which Albert

hepherd, who had just previously been
transferred  from olton  Wanderors,
played for his new club on the Nowgastle
ground.

1 get many letters from boy footballers
coneérning their physicnl fitness. Thero
is & typical one from D, W,, of Btapney,
who says that after & gamo of football
e gota pains in his legs, which prevent
de,irn from running comfortably for several

&Y 8.

sm sorry that it is impossible to give

advice in cages of thia sort. The only

thing to do is to conmult on expert, who

can diagnoso the trouble. "There is some-

thing wrong physically with s player who

foela like that at the end of an crdinery
game, “ LINESMAN."
Tue Magyer Liprany.—No. 1,403,
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or two, and he's gone back to the house.
We happened to como along in time.”

“Thank goodness for that!” said the
old baronet. *My son—in the hands of
that desperzte man—" Ha shiverad,
“Fou are sure—sure that Cedric is not
badly hurt? )

“He had a knock, sir, but he told us
to tell you he wasn't burt. He was able
te walk in_salone,” said Harry. “We
came to bring the news! The convict
jumped down on him from a tree—-="

“That's how he beat the dog!™ said
Mr. Trevelly. “But we know that he's
herc—only a mattor of time now,"”

They harried on, and reached the spot
where Hilton had struggled with the
cotivick,.  ‘The ‘hound strained at the
leash, evidently picking up tho lost
seend again at once.

“Follow me[” said the inspector, as
the eager hound tugged him ainn‘f;.

The early winter dusk was falling
over Hiltenr Hall and the surrounding
moors. But it was still light enough to
sea tho way. Fast on the track of the
hunted convict loped the hound, the
hunters following. Harry Wharton &
Co, followed on, keen to be in st the
finish—if fhere was a finish.

By path and ride and tangled coppice
the hunt went on, till at last the trail
Ied in the direction of Hilton Hall. The
windows of the stately mansion wera
1 iz;i:ted now, and they gleamed and
glimmerad through the thickening dusk
wl:e{:i the man-hunters emerged from the
park.

Once more the hound wes at s loss.
He ran fo and fro, snuffing and
whining. Mr, Trevelly set his lipa hard.
Thizs time he had hoped for success—
countad on it. But again the scent was
lost and the hunted man of Blackmoor
had eluded him.

The Okcham inspector stood holding
in the hound and staring townrds the
preat facade of Hilton Hall, Thera was
at oxpression on his face that made the
juniors oxchango glances as they read
it in the dusk, They wondered whother
Mr. Trevelly was suspocting that the
hunted man had a confederata within
those stately walls. If so, his suspicions
came itoo late, for the juniors were
assured that Walsingham had kept his
word and was no longer helping the
fugitive. ¥Yet it was strange enough
that the trail had led them so near to
the Hall.

"He is not far away—I am certain of
that, Sir Gilbert!” said the Okeham
inspector  at  last, “But—" e
shrugged his shoulders, _

Tho scent was lost, and it was not
likely that the skulking conviet wonld
be found now that the winter darkness
was descending on Blackmoor like a
cloak,

Harry Wharton & Co. had to give up
tho idea of being “in at the death,”
and they went in to pack their bags.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton’s Last Word !

& RICKLE in!" called out Cedric
Hilton.
There was a tap at the Joor
of his “den.”

In that handsomely appointed apart-
ment the dandy of the Greyfriars I"ifth
Torm lay on a sofa before a crackling
wood fire, his head resting on down
pillowa and ke had a bandage over his
forchead.

FEreept for the bandage snd a pallor
in his cheeks ho Inoked much the samo
as usual. Price was ‘with him. Lady
Hilton had been with lier son, but sho
left when Price came in—for which the

Tie Macuer Lisnany.—No. 1,403,
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cad of Greyfriars was duly thankful
as it ana,blej him to light a cigarette,

Hilton told him what had happened—
Price listening, with a faint sneer on
his face, .

"Moo end heroic of the fags!™ he
rirawled. .

O, chuoek it 1" said Hilton, with un-
usual sharpness, “What o fellow you
are for sneering, Pricey! That brute
might have cracked my shkull if the
fags hadn't come u nd I can jolly
well tell you that T den't believe you
would have jumped right at that
ruffian, as young Wharton did, so0 you
?:.;1 put that in your pipe and smoke
1 i L)

Price shrugged his thin shoulders
The tap at the door interrupted him as
he: was about . to reply, and IHarry
Wharton came in.

Hilton gzve him a cheery smile.

“Ohy, you kid!” he said, “Take a
pew! Nice of you to loock in on the

interestin' invalid! Chuck that smoke
away, Pricey.”

“Rot ! saxl Price, and went on
smoking.

“0h, don’t niind me!” said Harry,
with a glance of contempt at Price.
“I'm not staying a minute.”

“Dol” said Hilton., He glanced
curiously st the fare of tho captain of
the Bemove, which was rather set in
expression. ' Nothing ]1?1, I hope, kid

Well, yes” said Harry., “Wo'io
going—"

Hilton gave a start, and sat upright
in his surprise. The movement brought
& pang of pain to his damaged head,
snd he uitered & sharp yelp:

0 Dw r.'J

 Better keep still. with that lump on
your napper, Cedric!” yawned Frice.
“Have a cigarette, old chap.”

Hilton did not heed him.
ware on YWharton,

“IDid you say you were goin'?” he
as}r;ed.

His eycs

LE]

“Tsn't that rather sudden?” asked
Hilton. *OF course, you're free to do as
you like: but I thought you were slay-
ing on till near the end of the vac, If
you mean that something's happened to
upset you, giva it & nome. ns
Price—"

“It isn't Price!” said Harry.

“Well, what iz it?” Hilton spoke
rather sharply. “I've done my best so
far as I know, and I don't think the
ﬁatcr and mater have been wanhin’ in

ospitality. If you'vo taken offence at
somethin' give it a name.”

“(ettin’ a bit alarmed about the con-
viet, perhaps I suggested DPrice.

“{dh, don't be an ass, Pricey ! said
Hilton irmitably, “Taook here, Whar-
ton! Explain yourself, and don’t be o
Foung ass 1™

“T'Il explain, if you like,” said Harry.
“Weo know now why we were asked
here, and that's cnongh for us. ‘Lhat
fat. fool, Bunter, doesn’t need to be
wanted, or made welecome, when he
barges inte a fellow’s place; but I think
you might have known, Hilton, that it
wasn’t gquite fike that with ps ™

“I don't seg——"

“I shouldn't have scen you before we
left, only I've got somcthing that
belongs to you, and that I must give
vou,” eaid Harry., He drew the
crumpled letter from his pocket, and
tossed it on the sofa beside Hilton,
“That's yours.™

“What the merry dooce!” ejaculated
Hilten, in astonishment.

He made no motion to take up the
lstter. But Price, with a very strange
end startled expression om his face,

pounced onh it.

e

“By gum! Prive’'s eyes sparkled

with exeitemient as he grabbed 1t up.
“Cedrie, it's the letter !

*YWhat lotter ¥ anapped Hilton.

" Walsingham's I

“What 1"

“The one that the butlor wrote yon at
the school—the one you lost, and that
fat rascal Bunter found I gasped Price.
“Look at it[*

He held the letter up before Hilton's
face, and the dandy of tha Fifth starad
at it blankly,

“Good gad!” he exclaimed. “The
letter !

“0h, good luck!™ exclaimed Price,
*It's the lettsr, right enough!™ Ha
gave the captain of the move &
glance. “You've read this, of course?”

Wharton's lip curled.

. "1 had to look at it to make sure that
it was the right letter, when I took it
from Bunter, Hilton,” he said. "I saw
your name on it, and Walsingham's sig-
nature. I saw no more than that, whai-
ever that ¢ad may think.™

“ Do shut up, Pricey I said Hilton.

“0b, let him run on!™ said Wharton
contemptuously. “I'm quite indifferent
to the opinion of o rank cutsider and
rotter I

Price laughed.

“Hard words break no boneal” he
said. “ We've got the letter. That's the
letter that Bunter has been holding over
rour head, Cledric—the latter that might

wave got you sacked from Gregfriars, if
the Head had seen it—and me, too, per-
haps! We've got it.¥

*Chuck it in the fire ! said Hilton,

" Right-ho I

Price crumpled the letter in his hand,
and tossed it into the heart of the glow-

m¥ u&s.
t Hamed, and was consumed in &
mornent.

Price’s narrow eyes danced. He was
greatly elated. That danger was over—
the danger of being “up” before the
Head of Greyiriars next term. That
had been s very real danger if the letter
had remsined in existance, in the hands
of the fat and fatwous Qwl of the
Remove. Al hLis attempts to “snaffle ™
it at Hilton Hall had failed, and he had
given up hope of suecess, Now it had
ceasad to exist.

Cedric Hilton drew a decp breath of
relief,

Ha had not worried about that tell-
tale letter so much as Price had, hig
nature was too easy-going and careless
for that. But it was a weight off his
mind to see it disappear into fluffy ash
in the fire,

“Thanks, Whartoen! he said.
“¥ou've done me & good turn.”

Wharton stepped bacl,

“¥ou might have guessed what wo
should do, if we knew how matters
stood,” he answered curtly. “There's
no more to say—good-hya [

“Hold on! There's a lot mors to
say " sxid Hilton. * First of all, I want
to know how you knew anything about
that letter at all. I'm quite certain that
Bunter never let you know.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“You can ask Price that!” he said.

Hilton gave his pal a rather dark
laok.

“1 warned you to say nothin’ to those
fags, Pricey! I told you they knew
nothin’ of Bunter's rotten trickery, and
warned you——-"

_ "I know that! But I'm glad I did, as
it’s turned out,” said Price coolly. “1I
Lbelicved that they were hand-in-glove
with the fat scoundrel——*

; ‘l‘IYuu would ! said Wharten disdain-
ully.

“I admit now fhat [ was mistakdn™
said Price. “But I had to let it out,
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The Famous Five stared in blank amazement at the sight of Billy Bunter backed
* Wow, you rotler | ** hissed Stephen Prlce.

kerchief stuffed In his mouth.

Cedrie, when they came on me this alter-

noon in the billiards-room, handlin
Bunter. I waa goin’ to get tho letkter o
him, if I conld, and thoy—?="

"it was a good thinﬁ that Price let it
out,” said HHarry, It let ws know
where we stood. As soon as we know,
we mads Bunter give up the lotter, as
Price would have guessed i o hadn’s
Meen a hewling cad himsolf—*

“Thanks !" said Price, laughing.

“¥ou've ncted rottenly to us, Hilton
went on Wharten, with a tremor in his
voice and a gleam in his eyes. “You
asked us here, and wo took it in good
faith! ¥ou'd no right to treat us like
thag 1™

“1 don't see it,” said Hilton, Bushing.
“1 let that fat yvoung rotter, Buntep,
euma hers, beeauze he had that hold
HVET mn—f don’t see what else I conld
have done in the circumstances. Dut
}‘.au___'_:r

“PBunter made you ask us. [Ha
wanted fellows hera-with him for reasons
of his own, and he made you ask ps®
Wharton's eyes fashed. “We were all
sgrprised, but we took it at face valuns,
and we came, And now—now we've
found out—oh, it's rotten! You ought
10 be joil well ashamed of yourself jor
treating decent fellows like that !”

“1 never meant—"

“"No nge talking! You'ro free to act
as you like now—the letter’s burned,
and you're egafel™ eaid Wharton, with
bitter scorn.  “ You can turh your guests
out as soon as you like—but we're poing
to save you the trouble. My friends are
packing their bags now, and we're
gotng 1

“ T tell sou——"

“* We came lo tell you so this alternonn
in tha park, only that convict knacked
you out, and we had to put it off. Sorvy
you were landed with us & couple of

o e, e
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necessary 1™

hours longer than was
* But

added Wharton, with sarcasm.
wa're going now ¥

“ Look hepge——>»"

“0h, chuck it, Cedric!® gaid Price.
Yot thein cleay, and 2 gosd riddance Lo
them ! I’'m sick of them here, if you're
not | And—-7%

“Shut up, Priee!™ snapped Hillon,
Ll I.'DO;II;{ here, Wharten! Listen {0 me.
“I'm dong here !” said Harry, and he
walked to the door and walked out of
Lhe room, siintting the deor after him
with a smap.

Hilton, with & hand to his aching
hoad, stared after him.

Price laughed.

“Good I he zaid. “If I'd known the
?'oung rottors would take it like thug, 1'd
1ave pub them wise before. I'm ghid

“Will you shut up ™ hizsed Hilton.

“QOh, don’t bo an ass, Cedrie! T sup.
pose you don't want that crew of cheeky
faps here?" snarled Price, =

" Vou can suppose what you like I

ITilton rose slowly from the sofa., His
head ached, and it seemed to spin as he
rozo. [le put a hand on the sofa to
steady himself.

Price stared at him angrily.

“YWhere are you goin'?” he asked,
between his teeth.

“I'ind out "

“Look swere, Cedric!” said Prics
savagely. “If those dashed faps sta
herve, now we can get rid of them,
don't! If they stay, I gol”

" Please youvrself

“AWhat

“1 catd plepso yoursell™

And Cedric Hilton, with uncertain
stepa, went to the door, leaving Stephen
Prica with an expression on hia foce like
vitlo (iah of & demon in & pantmnime,

19

'!i.%?gainst the billiards~-table, with 2 hand-

fok

Il?

here’s that letter ? Hand it over 1
To Go or RNot to Go!
ﬁ 2AY, vou fellows "

E et ong ®

The Owl of the Remove glared
through his gpectacles in great wrath.

The Famovs Five wera in Wharton's

The Co. had C{mckﬂd their bags, and
had only waited for Wharton to come
hack, eiter teking the letter to Hilton,

Wharton was fasrening his suitcase.
The other fellows were all ready to go.
and he was nearly ready. DBunter was

Bunter was not going—if he could
Lelp it! DBunter, indeed, suw no reason
to gal If Hilten, now that he was safe,
of that, the Owl of the Remave saw no
reason  whatever for departure from
Hilton =i, Whother Hilton would
itha only guestion,

Mo plared in great wrath at the chomas
of the Remove. He had concealed the
realised that they were “fussy.” But,
really, ho did not expect sensible fellows
to carry fussiness to this extent.
going I” he exclaimed,

“Waa, vou blithering owl

“What for?” szked Bunter.

“} mean, has Hilten told you to
eloar ¥ askod Bunter “1 don't believe
he wouli! 1 don’t eea how he can.

“ahut up ¥ o
“Shan’t!  FLeok here, I think it'a
proity thick, te let me down after

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
“Shan't " howled Bunter.
LR,
Lefore they cleared.
not ready.
kicked him out, ho had to goe—but, short
Lick him out, was, to Bunter's fat mind,
truo circumstances from them hecause he
say, you fellows, you're
“Will him =zomebodv " =aid Bob.
Heow's he to rxplain it to his father?”
I'ne AacyEr Liapany.~—MNo. 1,403
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I'vo got you & Christmas heliday in a

solendid  place like this!”? exclaimed
Lunter hotly. “"What sbout me ™
“Tathead!”

“You see, Hilton may turn on me,
now, owing to-the rotten trick yow've
played on me, bagging that letter and
all that!” sa3d Bunter. * I don’t really
trust the fellow: he may furn on me."”

“Very likely, I think” grinned Baoh.

“Woll, you fellows stand by
mel” said Bunter. “We're pals
ain't we? I can't stay here on my own
—you seo that? But if we all stick
together we can pull it off]  Iilten
can’t make o row He couldw’t let his
father know, could he? Wo've only got
to stick together and stick it, and we'ro
all right till the end of the voae. Don't
wou gea thati”

“Idigt ™

“Tha grub’s pood!” sakl Bunter.
#ALean to say that sou've gob any
fault to find with the grub?”

“Ha, he, hal” i

Really, it was not much use trring to
ex‘?!am things to Billy Bunter!

Dlessed 1f I see anything to cackle

at!” zaid Bunter warmly. *I've never
had better grub anywhere. Not even
at Bunter C%urt. o furkey——"

“ Dry up 1™

“ And the Christmas pudding—"

“Ring off I

“ And the mince pies—"

“Ready !” said Harry, rising and

picking up his suitcase. “We'lfcarr::

our bags doewn. Better get out as
guictly as we ecan! It will he a bit
awkward to run inte  Hilton's
people—-~="

"1 sav, vou fellows—="

*0h, do shut up, Bunter ! )

M Look here, I'm jolly well not coming
with youl” declared Bunter.

“You'ra T)all well not!” agreed

¥ :
Johnny Bull, I advise you not to

come in teach of my beoot, you fat
frump |*
“HBeast! Lelting a chap down 12 said

Bunter indignantly. “It will be jolly

difficult for me to stay on after youw're

gone. If wo all stick together, it will be

all right—at least, there's a jolly pood

ﬁwnm. ”Eut if you let me down like
1ig——

“I think,” said Bob Cherry thought-
fullv, “that we'd better bump Bunter
before we go. e keeps on asking
us to.”

“Hear, hear ™

“The bumpfulness is the proper
caper |
“1 say, you fullows——Inggoi” roared

Bunter, ns the Famons Five grasped
Lim and up-onded him.

Dump

“Yarooooh IV

Thunp |

“Whooooop I

Bunp !

“Yow.ow-ow-ow! Beasts! TLopgoe!
(Cio as soon r3 you like—wow | Get out

~ow! Jolly glad to sea the last of
you—ryaraacp 1 Ow ¥

Bump |

“Oh erikey 1®

“There ! gasned Bob  Cherry.

*That will do: If you didn’t weigh a
blessed ton. we'd give you ancther——"

“Yoo-hoo-hoosh-hoop 1"

“Come onl” said Harry; and
leaving the Owl of the Memove sitting
on the floor, pasping and spluttering,
the Famous Fiva picked up their bags
and_went to the door.

“Hold on!" said a guiet voice.

An elegant figure, with s pale face

and & bandaged forehead, blocked the
;lﬁ-arway Hilton of the TFifth stood
ere.

His Iaco was very pale, and his lips
Tre Macwer Liseany.~Nao. 1,403,
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set with pain. In his present state even
a little exertion told on him. He
rested one hand on the doorpost as he
stond looking in at the juniors.

They stopped.

“You ass, Hilton " said Bob, “You
oughtn’t to be getting about in that
state. You'll come a eropper.”

“Your fault,”" said Hilton, with the
ghost of & smile. “If the mountain
won't come to Mahomet, Mahomet has
to'come to the mountain. ¥on've got
to give me o chance to explain.”

“ Nothing to explain!” said Johnny
Bull, with a grunt. “That fat rotier
Bunter made you ask us here, and it was
rotten of you to do it when you didn’t
v-'ntn?lh:_ us. Now we know, we're gelting
01k,

“But suppose I did want you?™ said
ITilion.

“Oh, rott”

“Let me explain,” saild the TFifth

e m—
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Fathar : * What ars you crylng
for, Petar 7 ™

Potor : f Do you aee those stalrs
over there 7 !

Fathar: “Yeal But what——*

Pater t “ Wall, | didn't? ™

Bend in that rib-tickler of yours
OW I

Former. “That fat young rascal
Buntor landed himself on me. Ile bar-
ained to bring other fellows with him,
f he'd landed me with & crew of his
own kidney, I should have felt pretty
sick about it.”

"Oh, really, IIiten—" gasped
Banter,

“Bhut up, you fat frealt '™ growled
Johnny.

‘.'Bﬂﬂst!”

“But when I found it was you
fellows, it waa different,” went on
Hilton. "My pater wos glad o hear

that you were coming, Wharton—your
uncle is his old War ;pai. I'm not say-
ing that I'm fright{ully keen, as & rule,
on Lower Fourth somety. But I was
glad to have you here—you wers all
weleome, though Bunter wasn't! You
see, you stand on rather a different
footin’. I asked you sincercly, and
meant what I said—and mean it nowl
I'm askin' you to stay on for the time

arranged. T want you to!
take s man's word 7

The juniors wero silent.

It was hardly possible to doubt
Hilton's sincerity, for Bunier's hold
over him was gone mow, and ho was
freo to do as ha liked.

“Wash it alt out,” said Hilten. “I'm
not surprised that you've got your
backs up! But get ’em down agsain,
see? 1 shall feel frightfully sick if you
clear off like this! I want vou to stay
on! Isn't that plain enough?”™
".;u'ufell, yes,” said Harry doubtfully.

“I say, you fellows—"

* Shut up, Bunter 1” shricked Bob.

" Beast |
o Wash ont the *buts,” ” said Hilton,

Make it & go! And, look here, one of
you give me an arm back to my room;
my head's splittin® Is it & got”

ke chums of the Remove exchanged
glances. They could see that the dandy
of the Fifth was in earnest—and they
did not want to keep up B state of
offended dignity for nothing! Tho bags
plumped on the floor.

Hilton smiled.

“That's right I" he said. e leaned
honvily on the doorpost, his handzome
face very pale. “Oh, my napper |”

Wharton ran to him,

Two of the juniovs helped Hilton back
to his room. The other fellows un-
packed the bags.

Billy Bunter, gasping after his bump-

Can't you

ing, grinned while he gesped. Ths
earnest and pressing invitation to stay
on at the Hall. S0 had Bunter! Hilton
had not spoken to him, or locked at
Bunter. 8o long az e was not kicked
out, Dunter was going to stay. He was
not kicked out! Bo ho was going to
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Struck Down!
M A wild wintry wind wailed
over the old red ‘roofs of
Hilton Hall, and rustled tho
Francis Walsingham, tha butler, sat
before the fite in his comfortable and
well-lighted sitting-room and listened—
sounds.
His 6{:»n:urtljf face was  dark  and
troubled.
hurked on the moors, or in the frozen
park; the man who had been sen-
tenced to Blackmoor Prisen, under tha
name was Riclhiard Walsingham.
The younger brother had always been
a black shecp—as & valet, he had
gone from bad to worse. Yet it had
been o terrible shock to the respectablo,
middle-aged butler of Hilton Hall to
thnt he was serving a sentence in the
grim, stone-walled prizon only & mile or
fwe away oeross the moors. Ha had
vict's escape. when the sight of the
haggard face at the window had given
him the shook of hia life.
butler had helped the wretohed fugitive
of the moors—till Hilton, ut wise "
%the suspicious Price, found him out.

Famous Five had accepted Hilton's
him: but that did not matter fo
stay ! And he did !
IDNIGHT!
ancient ivy, ridged with snow,
to the wind, and perhaps for other
He was thinking—of the man who
name of Richard 1'ike, but whose real
robbed his master; as a crook, he had
learn that his brother was a convict—
not known it £11! the night of the con-
Blood is thicker than water, and the
e secret had been kept, only on con-

dition that Walsingham e¢ut the con-
nection on the n:hbotr--and he had
promised. He ad kept that



promise, lheping that the hunted man
would make the most of the chance
ivenn him and escape. He had done
?or him all he could—more than he had
had a right to do.

But the man had not gonel i

Why he waa lingering in that neigh-
Liourhood, dangercus for him, the butler
could guess—he still hoped, by per-
suasion or threats, to receive help irom
tho brother be bad disgraced ond
shamed, . )

Walsingham was thioking of him,
wondering if Le would make some Jes
perate attempt to re-opon coOMmGRICH-
tion. It would surcly mcan the fimish
for him, for the mansion was watched
—police and keepers were abroad in the
frosty park. Wild as the winter’s night
was, it did not cause Inspector Trovelly
to relax his wigilanco.

Walsingham sighed. He could have
little affcction for o rclative who had
been nothing but a trouble, an anxicty,
a shame, and a disgracs to him. Yet
hoe would have been glad to hear that
Conviet No. 33 had got clear away—
sway where he would never be heard of
egain.

did not think of going to bed—
he could not slecp, knowing that the
hunted man was so near. The lights
were out in the great mapsion at that
hour; if any light still burned, blinds
and curtaios hid it from the outside.
The great building lay a black mass in
the dark night, Cedric Hilton, in his
“den,” was up late—lis aching head
banished sleep.  Walsingham intended
to go up onco more before he turned 1n,
to sce whether he conld do anything
moro for Master Cedric. Put he was not
thinking of him now. He was thinking
of a hunted, half-famished, desperate
man who lurked in suew and wind and
darkness,

He gave & sudden start, .

The door of his bed-room, adjoining
Ijs sitting-room, opened quietly.

Walsingham's eyea fixed on it
startled surpriso.

A figure came through—a tattered,
haggard figure in torn comvict garb.
Walsingham sat wotionlezs, his cyes on
it

in

His portly foee was deadly pale. The
hunted man of Dlackmoor was not
lorking in wind and darkness! He was
wititin the house—he was hevel

“Richard I articulated Walsinghanm,

nt last. Ha lhalf-rose, and sank bacl
into his chair again,
The convict crept to (ho fire, stooped,
pnd warmed his chilly hands. His
sunken eyes were on the butler, watch-
fully, warily, as o wolf’s,

mei Walsingham sttempted 1o give
the alarm, the desperate man was ready
to springi: on him. But the portly butler
set as i half-stunned, omnly gazing at
him in horror.

“ You're pleased to sce me, Francis?”
asked the man from Blackmoor
weckingly. .

“Richard — you lLere!™  breathed
Walsingham. )

“Horo!™ "Tho convict nodded and

rinned. “They lust tme in the park.
g beat the hound by taking to the
branches, and then—I knew your win-
dow, old man. It was locked, but you
may romember that T have always had
skill with & lock—and I am hexre! I've
been hiding in your bed-room | Now—I
heard the chime of midnight] They'ra
all asleep ™

Walsingham nodded. IIe seemied un-
ehle to speak.

“We're safe, then®

Ancther nod.

“Oeb me some [ood !

“Hichard I Walsingham's voice was
Lusky. *“You cannot siay Lerel You
canpot remain o momentl ¥You—-=*

't Tamizhed I
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“Will you refuse me food?™

Walsingham was silent for a long
:arlllin_uta. Then slowly be rose from the
chair.

“You shall have food,”
“Then vou must go.”

The counviet mn-fa no answer fo that.
He sat down in the armchair that the
butier vacated, and warmed himself at

ke said.

the fire. In the electric iight, his face
ghowed up white, haggard, thin, and
wollish, But there was a gleam in L

eyes that fold of hope.

The butler gquietly went out of the
room, Ha returned in & few minufes
with a tray loaded with viands,

It was set at the conviet's elbow, and
ho devoured the food ravenously.

“Lock the door!™ he muttercd, over
Lis shoulder.

Walsingham turned the key.

Ha stood, with a clouded and froubled
brow, while the famished man ate and
drank. A glow came into the haggard
face of the conviet.

He finished the meal at last.

“Phat's better ! he said. “ Now we
can talk [ .

% You must not remain—'

“Cut that out! I want clothes and
money, and then you will see the last
of me! Once I've got au outht, I shall
take my chance of getting away, By
gad, I shall be ﬁ;lnd to pget off the
moors.” He shuddered. *1'd never
have taken the chance of getting out of
Blackmoor, only knew you were
butler here, Francis—and I knew you'd
help.”

“1 had no right to help you !¥ mut-
tered Walsingham. “It was breaking
ihe law-—and you never deserved it at
my hands, Richard! Now I can help
you no further! I have given you food
—I could not refuse you that! I can do
no more! Geo as you came, or—"

“Or what?” jecred the eonviet. .

“Or I shall give the alarm P’ said
Walsingham firmly. “I will not betvay
my master’s trust in owe; [ will nut
break my word to his son; and I will
not hreaﬁ the law to help a man who
deserved every day of his sentence, aud
more! 1 can do nothing more for you.
Richard—I have done too wmuch
already | "Gol!” ]

“There are clothes in your room, I
think,” said Richerd. “Ii you dp not
help me, I can help myselfl DBut
wmaoney ¥ : : '

“I have none 1" said Walsingham, “I
do not keep money here, Richard! A
fow pounds, pe.thnfjs. A 5,

“ A hundred would see me through !
3o whilo

¥

“You are talking folly!
there is yef time.”

The convict eyed lim. .

“Yon were alwaya a fool, Trancist™

he said. * You've thrown away all your
chanees. I dara say you've [eathcred
vour nest, in your own way—a few

hundreds in the bank, what ?"

o

“Let me speak! Listen, you fecl)™
The convict bent forward, with an eager
fuce. " Cun't you see your chance? I've
a master’s hand on a sefe. With your
help—without it, 1f you kecp quict—I
¢an erack the safe, and—"

* Bijence, I say ™

" Whatever there is, I sharo with youl
All the blamne can be laid on mo—it will
be known that Conviet No. 33 did the
trick I Ne one will dream of suspeet-
ing you. You will keep your placo—
unsuspected — zafa | Wit a fow
thousands—" .

Walsingham walked to the window
and unfastened it. The copwvict's cyes
followed him savagely.

“What are you going to doi™ he
hiszed.

“Villain and raseal [** answered thoe
butler, in & choking veice. “1I give you
one minute to go! ‘Then I shall alann
the house! I repent now that I ever

P
1

gave you a helping hand—you mre tvo
vile to help 1 He threw apen the case-
ment, “Go! Go while thore iz Fob
Lim

“Fool! I tell you—"

“¥You have less than one minute—then
I eall for help ! said Walsinghaw,

“Fool! Faoll Bilencel”

_The conviet ran to the window. Wal-
singham stepped aside for him 190
cvlamber out over the low sill

Quick az a fash thoe ruflian turned on
him, his clenched fist dashing out. The
blow took the butler by surprise. It
craslicd on his temple, sending him
headlong to the faor.

Instantly the conviet shut the window,
drew the blinds across it, and turncfj
to the fullen man. His clenched fst was
ready for another blow, if it had been
needed,  But the butler of Hilton Ifall
lay szenseless at his feet.

ey g ity

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getting America!

6 OU kids sleepy #'' asked ITillom,
E with a smile,
“Not & bitl" said 1lary
Wharton,

“It's late——"

“You have to sit up late to lear
America !” said Beb., “Owing to the
differenee in time, my beloved 'carers,
it can't be i!elped'." L

Bob was sitting ab the clectric wire-
less in Hilton's den. He was {urning
knobs and listening—to silence,

Hilton laughed. ) .

His bandaged head was still aching,
and he was not in the least inclined for
sleep. The Famous Five were sitting
up with him, Bob Cherry had au ideas
of “pgetting * America on the wireless,
which was quite an inferesting propo-
sition to the chums of the Remove.

(Continued on next page.)

“*1 have five Lug-
dred pounds in the
ban E, Richard,”
snid Walsingham

jatly,. "Ever
shilling of it earne
by farthful service
Ig ¥OU €4 escapo
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Generally, the chums kept early hours
in holiday-time, as at schiool, Still, hols
were hols, after all, and s fellew could
stretch & peint occasionelly, And
America could not be “ got ** before mid-
night, when the air was clear,

ilton of the Fifth was guite aware,
however, that getting America, by itself
would not have keépt the juniors out ?i
bed till that hour. He was glad of their
company, 85 ho did not’ want to go to
bed, and getting Americs made the
sitting-up interésting to them, 2

CGetting America, or sitling up with a
fellow whe had been knocked out, did
not interest Billy Bunter, Bunter had
gone to bed. -

Fortunately, nobody missed Bunter.
In fact, he could not have done
other fellows a better tura. .

Bunter was snoring in his room, hia
decp snare tho only sound within the
great building. There would be more
sounds when Ameriea was “got "3 but
Apwrice wus not got yeb.

Price would have been willing to sit
up with his pal, with cigareites and
banker or nap as an accompaniment.
Dut in his present state, neither cigar-
etles nor cards appealed to Hilton,

So Price had gone off sulkily to bed,
and was miase-l:?.o no more thon Billy
Bunter. Hilton found the company of
the five cheory jundors quite grateful
and comfortmg.

Lying on the sofa, with hiz head rest-
Cedric Hilton

ing on & down cushion, !
was a3 comfortable as his aching head
ermitted him o be. And Harry

‘harton & Co., though perhaps a little
gloepy, were guite merey and bright.
On both sides, host and guests wese
anxious to wash oyt remerabrance of dis-
agreement, and they had had quite a
chesrful hour or two with tho wircless—
till midnight ohimed, and then Bob
started for America.

The chums of the Remove had therr
own wireless at home; but nothing like
Hilton's expensive and magnificent sot—
8 Christmas present from his father,
ond the best radiogram that cash could
buy. Bob, who was very keen on the
subject, just revelled in that wonderful

sot.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Something's

coming !'* said Boh,
usalk, sgueal, squeal:!

" Morso ! said Harry, laughing.

“Welll DMorse is ratlier inbeeesiing,
when you understand it,'’ eaid Bob.
“It's joily vscful to be able fo read

orse, you fellaws!”

“Useful, but rot what you'd call
musical,” said Johnny Dull. “Shut it
off, for goodness' eake ™™

Lob twiddied diasls. .

“Qot it on the right skation®” asked
Muogent, G ; 5 ;

“Weall, it's the Cincinnatl station T'm
after,” said Bob. . s

“ America can't bo discovered without

gome trouble,” said Hilton pgravely,.

“ ook what a

wha iﬁb Columbus had 1"
The juniors laughed

“Can I help?” asked Johany Bull,
getting up. i
“Yes, old chap; there's something you

can do,” mnswered Bob.

“ Well, whati”

“Put someo logs on the fire!
going down.”

#Fathead T

Johnny Bull dropped logs on the Bre
in the wide old grate, and a myriad of
sparks leaped up. Bob Cherry cocked
his ear to listen; but there was etill no
sound from America. Cincinpati
seemed cogl.

*Keep the fire going,” remarked Bob,
“or we shall bo like that chap who sat
up late to got Pern,™
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“What happened te him?” asked
Hilton.

“Pha fhire went out, and he got
Chile 1 explained Bob. I

“I don't see how he S-al: Chile if he
couldn't get Peru!” said Johnny Bull,
with a stars, “And what difference did
the fire going cut make?" .

“ Chilly 1” hooted Bob, “ Chile—Chilly!
He ﬁot illy because the fire went out!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh! It's a joket" said Johmny,

after some reflection. “I- seat!” And
after & little further reflection he
laughed. *““Ha, hal”

**Hallo, hallo, haller Here it comes [
exclaimed Bob,

Strains of music came through. Bob's
&';’r-as gleamed with the light of success.

his was the first time he had *got ™
Armerien His set at home was not
equal to the strain. The twiddle of a
violin oame olearly through, ;

“ By Jove, that's plein!” said Hilton,
sitting up. _

“It won't wake the house?” asked
Bob, thinking of that rather late in the
day, as i were, ]

_ “Hardly! Doors and walls are thick
in this old place,” said Hilton, “and
we'ra & goﬂg distance from the other

__ WANTED—
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rooms.  That's n!llri%ht. Bure that's
coming from America?” _

“Where else could it he CoImime
from?* said Bob confidently. *It's
America all right! We've pot America
at last, you men. aney thut coming
all the way ascross the jolly old Atlantic!
What

“Fina!™ anid Harry.

“The hAnefulness 1s terriﬁcal!g
osterons, my esteemed Bob!
%urree amsct Ram Eim%i.
“Listen " murmured Bob. “When
tho piece i3 over, we shall hear a voice,
Listen for a gent talking through his

noge, and guessing and calenlating.”™
The juniors listened, wvery keen to
hear a voice procceding from (he
United States, even if it talked through
& nose, and guessed and caloulated. The

pre-
said

piece ended, and a vojce came through:

“ Vous avez entendu—""

“What the thump!” ejaculated Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniurs.

“That wasn't America—'

*“Ha, ha, hat”

“You've got a
chuckled Hilton. i

The expression on Bob's face made his
comraodes nowl. Ho had been se con-
ident that he had “got ¥ America. Im.
stead of which he -had evidently picked
up a belated French stotion a few
hundred miles away.

French stationi”

“The silly ass!” hooted Bob, with a
red face, and ke twirled a knoob, cutting
off the further remarks of the unknown
French gentleman, * Bother him| It's
time theﬁ:hut down over there.”

“Ha, ha, haf

*“Nothing to eackle at, wou fatheads!
I'm going to get America or bust{’

“Go it said Hilton, laughing.

“That is, if you don't want to go to
bed, Hilton|” added Bob, considerately,

“MNo fear! 1 can't sleep with thus
na E:zer i

ou’'ll forget that when you hear
Americal™ said Bob., * rlightiu‘iljr
interesting to hear America, old bean]
Listen 1"

Bguealk, sgqueak, squak!

“That rotten Morse again{"

“Re-Morse 1" said Jobnny Bull, wha
somotimes made & joke. “That's the
second time, so it’s re-Morse! Remorse
for disappointing you, old bean!”

“Kill him, somebody!” said Bob.
“YWe shan't ba lﬂng now, you fellowsl
WE'EE si.tnFIj' bound to %‘tqtl Ameh rlcn.;”
of you men getting hungr
asked Hilton. “¥ou'll want anntier
supper staying up sa lato as this, I
thought Walsingham was coming up
again, or I'd have had something here;
E:th: dﬂl';ipi-'m he's forgotten and gone

The juniors smiled, They had auggued
long ago, nod not so heftily os Billy
Bunter. Sitting up late, they realised
that & certain inward emptiness was
makinF itaelf felt,

“"T'll go down—" said Hilton.

“You won't!” said Bob, getti,uf up.
“You keep your old na;ﬁ;par guiet]! I'll
go down, if you like. knew my way
about

““Lots of stuff in the sideboard in tha
dining-room,” said Hilton. “Cakes and
hiseuitzs and candied fruits, if that will

. The paniry will be locked up now,
but I could eall Welsinghom——

“Let him snorel” said Bob, “I'Ml g0
down and sneffle something from the
dining-room. You come and help me
cnrrf the plunder, Wharton! Bunter
would be sorry he'd gone to bed if ke
cd what was on.”

"Tla, ha, ha!™

“T'I leave the wireless an 428 motres,™
aalded Bob, “Tt may start any minuto
now, ™

Teaving the wireless all ready for
America—if America made up its mind
to come through—Bob went out of the
“den * with Wharton. He turned on
little pockot fdash-lamp, ond the fwo
juniors eoftly and silently descanded the
etairs. They did not want to wakoe any-
bedy wup, ot past hali-past twelve at
night, and they tipteed their way down
by a glimmer of light.

[EEp———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Caught !
ONVIOT No, 33 bent over the
g insensible  butler, breathing
hard. .
Walsingham  stirred,
moaned faintly.

A savago grin _came over the con-
vict’s hard face. In & few minutes, the
butler would return to conscicusness,
No. 33 did not lose those few minutes.
He snapped a blind-cord, and bound the
hutlerwga.nd and foot, knotting the cord
with savage tightness. Then he forced
opeti Walsingham's mouth, and jammed
o handkerchief into it. He tied it there
safely, and the butler lay bound and
gngezed when his oyes opened dizzily.

o gtared up at the convict,
h*Nm 33 of Blackmoor prinned down at
im.
“My turn now, Franciz!” he said.

end
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““Go! Go while there Is tlme ! ** sald Walsingham. Instead of clambering over the low sill, the convict turned on him

and hit out with a clenched fist.

* Lie there, you fool—lic there, and tell.

what story you like, when you are found
to-morrow, I shall Do far enough awey
by then

Walsingham could not speak. Heo
could not stir. IHe could only gaze at
the desperate vascal, and the dumb ap-

gal in his look had no cffect on Convict
No, 33,

Walzsingham kuoew only too well what
the rascal intended doing, s compleie
change of clathes, and—

Convict No. 53 was going—but he was
not gouing cmpty-handed! He needed
money for his flight—and Sir Gilbert
Hilton was a rich man! ¥He bent over
the butler.

“Where is the safe? In the library I
He whispered the words. *Nod your
head for yes”

There was no sign from Walsingham.

The conviet gave lim a block and
bitter look. Then he shrugged his
shoulders contempiuouszly.

“1 shall find it easily enough! I
have the night before me. FouF! Did
you think I should go with empty hands
and cmpty pockets? Fool! T have a
cunning hand with a safe, Francis--and
the kind of safe they have hero will
not give me much trouble! I would
undertake to openn it with 8 can-
opener.” He laughed, showing his
teeth. “Wish me luck, Francis! By
the time they find you here, tied up like
a turkey. I shall be fer away—Elack-
moor has seen the last of me!”

Walsingham made a frantic effort to
speak. HBut he could uiter no sound.
The convict laughed again, and went to
the window, where he stood listening
for some moments.

Only the wild wind could be heard
from without. But he knew, as Wal-
singham knew, that the frozen park was
stll being eombed for him—his pursuers

The blow to

to the floor.

were not far away. e still had to take
his chance when he crept away from
Hilton Hall like a thief in the night.

But he was prepared for that! In
the black darkness he would elude the
man-hunters, and once he was off the
INGOE, GNee ile waz away from men who
knew his face, thero was nothing shout
him to execile suspicion—he could hire
& car—the way of escape was open!
Only he needed money for his Hight—
and money was to be had for the taking.

He crossed to the deor, switched off
the light, end stepped softly out of the
butler's room, leaving the bound man in
darkness,

Bhutting the door quietly after him, he
crept softly away. In his hand was an
clectric torch he had taken from Wal-
singham's room; and he turned on a
tiny beam of light.

The interior of the great house was
strange fo him; but the erock wha had
been sentenced to seven years at Black-
moer had been accustomed to finding
his way about strange houses at strange
hours! He had no Euubh of finding the
safe—of cracking it when found-—of
stuffing the pockets of his stolen cloihes
with stelen money—the whole thing was
easy! It was half-past twelve—all were
sleeping; he had hours before him if
he wanted them. Nothing could have
been easier.

Ho tiﬁtﬂed in the great oak-walled
hall with watchful eyes. He looked into
room after room. The safe wos most
likely in the library or in Sir Gilbert's
study—he had to find out. He swung
open a great cak door which led into
the vast dining-reom of Hilton Hall.
Ha stepped in and stared sbout him,
A planee was enough. That was not
the room lhe warted. :
He stepped out agsin, pulling the

the butler by surprise. It crashed on his temple, sending him headlong”

door softly shut after him. As ho did
20, o faint sound of foctfalls fell on lis
EATE.

Footfalls—on the stairs!

Instantly he shut off the toreh. s
stood erouched back against the door
he had just closed, his heart beating in
thrabs.

A light gleamed on the stairease.
Somecone was coming down—maore than
one! One of them was carrving a
pocket Hashlamp.

He caught the gleam of the light, and
glimpsed two shadowy forms, %iis lips
were drawn back from his shut teeth n
u snarl like that of & cornered wolf!
Who, at that hour—why—

The h%'ht gleamed over the oaken
Lanisters It gleamed on o white,
licrce, dosperate face, staring up with
glittering eyes. And the lamp ncarly
fell from EBob Cherry's hand.

“Hallo, halle, lallo!” welled Bab.
“The conviet !

“What 1" gasped Wharton.

“ Look—I saw him—TI'd know his facs
anywhera—look ' roared Dob Cherry.
“Look I

His light was directed full on tha
desperate face below. Wharton gia.":ﬂ
ons startled stare, and then jumped to
the stairease switeh ond turned it on,
Instantly the hall was flooded with light.

" The conviet!®

"“Colar him 1™

“Help " roared Wharton.

The desperate man below was ron.
ning ! Ho was not thinking of the salo
now! He dashed to the door.

But the door was bolted and havred.
He turned, desporate, mad with rage,
as the twao juniors rushed at him.

“ Help " yelled Bob.

IHis powerful voice rang through the
liouse, and as he yelled, he hurlod hime-
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soif at Conviet No. 33, Wharton's grasp
was on the rascal at the smme moment;
pnd [ike the wild beasst he was. the con-
viet strugzled and foupht and seratched
and tore; while on all sides cama ealling
voices, fAashing lights, hurried footsteps
—the sounds of a suddenly awakened
Lousehsld.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last ol Conviet Mo. 38

'z ELP !*
H ;‘{ilt:}n I};-:npﬂd to his fect,

Hel
“What—" he exclaimed.

“That's Bob 1" panted Nugent., * And
Wharton ! What the thump-—  Como
an, you fellows!® L

What had happened downstairs in tha
dark the juniots had no idea But that
vell for help, ringing through the house,
vas enough for them.

They dashed out of Hilton's den and
tere down the stairs.  Hilton of the
Fifth, forgetful of his nrching head,
dashed after them. o

The hall below was flooded with light.
Throo figures were rolling on  the
polished floor in o desperate struggle.

It was well for Wharton and Bob that
their comrades were up and awake and
pame &0 swiftly to their aid The con-
viet, hghting like o wild animal, was
]m,ré to heold, and he would probably
have got the better of the two schaoodl-
boys in & few miputes. HBut it was in
hardly one minute after the first eall
for help that Nugent and Johnny Eull
and Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh came
racing down the stairs,

They hurled themselves into the fray.

Hilton was only a2 few moments
hehind them. Then he lent his aid_also,
though thera were so many hands on
Conviet No. 353 now, that there was not
niech left of him to grab.

“Bag him1? panted Baoh.
convict M .

“The eonviet ! gasped Iilton.

“Creat pip !

“We've pob him 1"

They had him—there was no doubt
about that! Convict No. 35 was still
trring to struggle; but cach arm and
leg was in a firm grasp, &nd an arm

“It's the

wag round his neck. He still strove to

THE MAGNET

escape, but ho conld only wriggle in so
many hands,

AE Whﬂ.t- iz all this—what—"" boomed
tha deep voico of Bir Gilbert Hilton, os
he arrived on the scene, half dressed.
“What—="

“The eonvict, father [” gasped Hilton.

“Good gadl Here!” gasped the
barconet. ‘Hold him—secures him i
John—Thomas—William—Walsingham !
Where is Walsingham? Call Walsing-
bham! Good gad ™

"Wa've got him, sir!” panted Harry
Wharton.

" The potfulness is terrifie 1™

“Got him safe and sound 1Y pesped
Johnny Bull. *It's the jolly old con-
vict all right!”

* ¥as, rather!”™

“Good gadl” gasped Sir Gilbert.
* Here—in my house—while the police
are actually watching the building!
COpen the door, Walsingham! Call
themt inl Whare ia alsingham ?
Why is he not hore? John, eall Wal-
singham at once! Thomas, open the
door .

The great door of Hilten Hall swung
wide, and light blazed out into the
winter night. A stocky figure in yniform
appoared in the light, starm% in. In
spector Trevelly had not been far oway.

“Hera's your man, old bean!” callod
ont Bob Cherry. “We've got him for
vou—a New Year's gife!”

Inspector Trovelly tramped in, and
stared at the conviet in utter wonder.
But in less than o second, wondering as
he was, hig had the handeuffz snapped on
the wristz of Conviet Wo. 33,

Two prison warders followed him in
They took Convict Mo, 33 by either arm.
Panting, breathless, the ruflian could
cnly snarl.

“That's the man!® jerked Inspoctor
Trevelly. “Ho's given us a long run,
but we've got him at Iast! Take him
away ¥

The man from  Blackracor was
marched out, between two  warders.
Outside, others gathered round him.

Handeuffed, surrounded by his captors,
Conviet No. 33 disappeared into the
night, on his way back to Blackmwoor
E_risun, whera the iron gates clanged on

1t

The Big
Success of

the Week

Algy Plant wanted to join the
Foreign Legionbecauzehe l:_lrpd
the uniform, The authoritics
kicked himout! Then, when he
didn’t want to be a Legionnaire
the authorities kicked him in!
So Algy found himself actin

as an officer i the Came
Corps. Helost himself in the
desert and he lost the men
under his command, He got
himself mixed up in a war
with Arabs—and beat the

whole bally lot of "em!

~—and

“COME ON,

is a sparklin

raust read.

it's only one of A
attractions in to-day's 1ssue of

The RANGER

Every Saturday. At all Newsagents and Bookstalls 2P

A .

lete Foreign Legi I
t‘su?t?ﬁpo?f fun in?:!’ ggackﬁwzim thﬁ?ﬂ
this week's big-hit story

. station this time.

closerd on the conviet, when a etartled
vell from John the footman drew every-
one to the butler’s room. Jobkn had
switched on the light there, revealing
Walsingham bound hand and foct on

the floor,

b 'ﬁ-’nisin‘gham s Sir
Gilbert. *“ What—how——"

Inspector Trevelly bent over the
butler, and removed the gag. Walsing-
ham panted for breath, as the Okeham
ij'm ector cut the cords that bound his
1T OE.

“The convict " he gasped.

"We've got him [ sald Mr. Trevelly,
with gritm satisfaction. "I suppose ho
fixed ‘you up like this?”

“Yes, yes! Is he—iz he—"

f‘Hu*s on his way to Blackmoor now,
with the darbies on [ said Mr. Trevelly.
“Ho's had his run, but it's over now !”

Walsingham panted, but said no more.
Harry Wharton & Co., and Cedrio
Hilton, knew what was in his mind.
But his secret was safa with thom. And
it was safe with Conviet No. 33, behind
iron bars and stone walls ot Blackmoor.

exclatmed

L3 . ]

* Listen ! oxelaimed Bob Cherry.

The exciteinent was over, the house-
hold had gone back to bed, and the
Famous Five had gathered in Hilton's
den again, coming up with cakes and
bisenits and candied fruits for a very
late supper, which would have delighted
the heart of Rilly Bunter had he beon
there, But Bunter was not thera!
Bunter was the only oceupant of Hilten
Hall who had not been awakened ! His
snore had gone on steadily through the
disturbance, and was sti]l going on.
For which tho chums of the Remova
were duly thankful.

The Famous Tive had forgotten tha
wireless; even Bob, for the moment, had
forfotten America. They were diseuss-
ing the startling happenin of the
night, and the eapture of the %hckmﬂvchr
convict, when there came a whir, and
o muiter, and a veice with a nasal
twang, that was guite startling. .

Flasten !  DBob Cherry dropped hia
cake. “Wo've gob it 17

“What the thump 1" exelaimed Hilton.

" America 17 chiveuped Bob.

“{h, my hot!"”

“Anocther Trench station?” asked
Johony Bull.

“Bhut wup, fathead, and listen|®
hooted Bab,

*My osteomed Bob—"

* Shut up ™

The juniors grinned and shut up.

Bob jumped to the wireless, He gleated
over it. I was not a [uropean
An snnowocer's voice
—speaking through the announcer’s nose
—cama clearly through—through the
nose and three thousand miles of spacel
It was followed by a buarst of music!

“Hurrah 1 chuckled Bob., “We've
got America |7 He chuckled again,
“Warth sitting up for, what?”

“Well. we shouldn't have got the eons
viaet if we hadn't been sitbing u

“0h, blow the convietl Wo've got
America ! Chuck that cake wway, and
shat up, and listen I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently Bob was more pleased by
%ettmg' America than by getting the

lackmoor convick! However, the
chums of the Remove had got hoth, that
eventful night, and thoy wers feeling
I'L‘orfv satisfied when, at last, they got to
Wl

TITE EMD.

(There will be another topping yarn of
Haorry Wharton & Co. in next week's
MaGxern, entiled: "COOKER'S COUSIN
COMES TO OGREYFRIARS!” Is
brimful of exeiling situalions, chums,
and every “AMagnetite ¥ should make a
noint of ordering his copy BARLY [}



A HAPPY NEW YEAR

EVERY SATURDAY
TO ALL MY CHUMS.

HMagnet,”

E.C.4,

ERE'S & carious yarn of a modern
Houdini, chume. It doesn't
come frora the United States thia
time, It comes, howover, from

Mantreal, not 8o very far away from the
States,

‘This new * handeuff king ™ was locked
up in the town geol for a minor ™ erime.”
1 ana in chorge thought he was perfectly
gecurs, but they discovered their mistale
when the prisoner calmly ambled along
the cell corridor and asked the warder for
a drink. How he got out of the cell the
man refuzed to tell,

The next time the warder placed him in
a different coll, double-locking the door to
make sure, Five minutes later, the
warder found his charge coolly wsing the
prizon telephone to have a chat with o
friend. ack went the prisoner fo &
* desperate characters ™ eell The
warder was getting a bit fed up by this
time, 0 he hoandeuffed the modern
Houdini to & wall, after which he double-
locked the door.  After a whils, the
warder thought he would have a look to
see how the prigoner wog getting on. To
hig gatonishmont the cell was empty |

Eventually, the prisoner was found in
another man's eell, having broken in this
time instead of out. His excuss was theb
he wanted someons to keép him company.
The warders are atill trying to find out
how it was dono |

Havo you ever seen
STONE MUSHROOMS 7

G. H., of Oxford, has, and he wonders
what they are. During a recent hike in
ths country he saw severnl huts perched
on tho top of what appeared to be stone
mushroome ahout three foeet in height.
Ho wents fo know why anyone should go
to the trouble of perching buildings on
top of artificial mushrooms.

Well, the buildings he saw were old-
faghioned granaries. The ' stone mush-
rooms,” as he deseribes them, are really
devices to prevent rate from getting into
the granaries.. The rat smells the grain,
and tries to clamber up the atone to et
into the granary. When it reaches the
top of the sfem, however, ite further pro-
ﬁa s prevented by the mushroom-

ped overhang of the supports. By
this means rats were kept tromn making
talds upon the granaries.

Now for a few
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE !

Dlvers can Talk to each Ofther under
Waier ! By touching the glaeses in their
helmets, two divers con converso freoly
under water. The curious thing iz that
their voizes gound flat and lifeless.

FowmeInto The

Office. Boys /

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers,

Write to him: Editor of the
The Amalgamated Press, Lid,

Flastway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope will

ensure n reply.

There are still Cave-Dwellers In England !
Not far from Kiddermineter there are two
caves which have beon converted into
houses in which people live. The caves
are go old theat no one can computs their
age. Though they are now at a consider-
?i!:-;e hasiightr, they wore af one time beneath

BER

Waterspouts Occur In the Stralis of
Dover I Four waterspouts, one large and
threo smeller ones, were seen off is as
late as 1903. Watempouts have also
happengd at Killarney in Ireland.

& ?crilnhgtl is nq; Pepular In &m i'aIElean

ty ¥ apecial permizzion of dhe +
the Vatican guards have formed a I nobﬁhﬁl
team. They play gn a field apecially
constructed for them.

JUST while I get a breather, have
a chuckle at fhe }iﬂm:‘n joke which
well deserves the ﬁrst-c%as: pochet=
knife which I have sent to:
. Milford, of 46, Paul Stree!,
Exeter, who submitfed if.

[l

Brown : “ Those fairy-cakes we
had nt Willie Wifflee' tea pariy

wera as hard as rock.”

White: “ 1 know. That'a why |
sald: * Take your piokl® when ho
hended them round L™

HERE'S A GOOD TIP !

vu lucky cnouph to receive o
oo of EVERY EOY'S HOBBY
AIE'KTUAL for Christmaa ¥ Or was your
luck out this time T ['m asking you thig
becansze I want you to know that there’s
still a chance to obtain your copy il you
haven't yet pot it.  Bub youw'll huve to
hurry ; only & very fow copies are wtill

Wera

. CApHE
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Toft at the boolkstolls, ond even these ore
fast being snapped np !

. Perhaps you wers given pochket-money
for a Christrnag present T Then what
better way of epending it than on a copy
of this beat-of-atl hobby books ' Even if
you bad set your heart on pgetting a
wireless set, o model plane, new gat]l;l;em
for your model railway, or something like
that, EVERY BOY'S HOBEBY ANNUAL
iz still the best present yeou can buy
vourself, bocause it will tn!:‘l, you how to
make these things at much less than the
cost of ghop-bought ones—and just as
good, if not better, ones at that |

EVERY BOY'S HOBBY ANNUAL is
the fineet book for any fellow with a
hobby—or who wants to start one. And
it also tells you mll the latast newa abous
railwaye, motor-racing, seroplenes and
other modern wonders in interostin
articles written by experts and illustra
with striking action photoa.

WHAT I3 A " JEW'S HARP " ¥

intha gquestion which * A Stouneh Magwer
Reader,' of Norwich, aska mo.  Thia
euriouely -named instroment, strictly
speaking, is not a harp. The name iz a
corruption of tho words ** Jaw's Harp," 8o
nalled because this small musical instra.
ment i3 held in the jaws, botween the
teeth. It consists of & metal frame,
holding o steel tongue. The tongue is set
in vibration by strokes of the finger, and
varying breathing reinforcea the tone and
ropulates the pitch.

My chum could easily obtain one at any
toyshop. vy aré nobt expensive, and

quite a good one can be obtained for & fow

pence.

———m

Just room for

A CYCLING QUERY,

which comea from * Cyelist Reader.® Ha
wants to know how to prevent a cyeling
from sticking. As he informs me
that it ie o cheap caps, T am safraid he will
have difficulty in proventing this stiokiness.
If it {8 & cape m‘{)tha oilakin type, similar
to the gilskin eoats which sailors wear,
the oil-proofing ean bo renewed by scraping
off the present cuvuriniznd ailing heavily
with cvolza oil. This, however, i3 a long
task, and no one, but & sailor on a long
vayage with plenty of time on his hands,
would bother to do it.

OW for next weelds auper pro.
grornme. The first item ia

“ COKER'S COUSIN COMES To
GREYFRIARS I *

By Frank Richards.

I ztill eontinue to roceive shoels of
letters tolling me how much my resders
sppreciate e epecinl storiea by this
famons author. 1've just been having o

| chat with Mre, Richards, and I can tell you

he's got some brilliant wheozea " up his
slcove ' for the New Year, Whan you've
read next weok's story of the Greyfriers
chums, you'll cortainly eny that it's as
pood ag any we have published—oand that's
the greatest thing that counld be said about
a sohinol yarn.

Our eentre pages will contain another
* Urayfrinrs Hernld," pachked with
chuelzles, while ocur other fecatures will
appear a3 uanal.

Cheario, chums, and all the very besh
for thi New Year.

YOUR EDITOR,



ROUSING RED-HOT ADVENTURES GALORE HERE, BOYS !

CApldl

MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S GCONE BEFORE.

AN HICKERMAN, on Exrcise-
officer, arrives in Widewaler with
fhe dntention of putting ** paid ' to
Torre Roke and his smuggler friends,
He failzs in his purpose, hewever,
thernlex o the infervention of ** Coplain
Crimmson,” o wmpsterious kighweay-
sneatt, and twoe boyp chums nemed
Jack Lennard and Billy Jepp. Later
comes news that Prince Charics
Edward, the Young Pretender, to-
grether with ks -Highlonders, haa
lended in Scolland, ond {5 moaliing
jfor London. In conscguence of this,
Lennard and Jepp join the Dragoons
a¥ gentlemen volunieers. They are
irapped in o farm-hoxse by o rebel
pack wnder the command of Lord
Trimingham and wmade prisoners.
As they are about to mneke o bid for
freedorm, the ving of sfeel on sieel in
heard outside, followed by o cry of ¢
* Down weith the rebel dogsl™

{ Now read on.d

A lsst Chanee!
UNF.&BTENING the shuiters, and

wiping the steam from tha little

pancs, Jack and Billy looked

out on the fag-end of o thrilling
spectacle, recognising men of their own
rogiment.

Two of their late cﬂ?tors stood nt bay
against the stable wall, and as one of
them fired a corporal’s white-laced lat
gpun from his hesd. But helf i dozen
of Cobham's men closed round the paiv,
blotting out that fight to o finish.

From farther down the yard came
more pistol shots and shouting, and then
a solitary Highlander dashed under the
window, gave a wild #cream as he tried
the laich, to find it fastemed agoinst
him, &nd sped like s hare [or the hig
barn, followed by three Dragoons, who
rodle in after him

“That fellow will gef short shrift!”
said Billy grimly.

Az lhe spoke, Jack, turning his head
at & sound behind them, made o flying
leap soross the room, where the earl was
in the ack of climbing out of the opposite
window.

May, sirl” laughed the pontleman-
volunteer, catching him by one leg and
hauling him baek without eceremony.
“Pray do not leave us at the wver
moment when we conld enjoy yvour lord-
ship's society to better advantage, O,
struggle, would you? Then take that!”
.e'mdgﬁe knocked him spinning on to the
featier bed, where he cowered, with
Er_.rth hands raised, as Jack stood over

imi,

“Curse you! Do you understand what
thisz means if T am faken?” entreated
the earl, in a wvoice that trembled with
terror. “You shall have a hundred
guineas, trooper, for the chance of
escape ! See, hore iz my purse|” And
he fumbled in his breeches pocket.

“Mot if you mads it five hundred,
vou, who would have burned our thumbs
in"a candle-flame ! replied Jack, his
eontemptuons words hall drowned by the
shaking of the belted door and s loud
Voice, Crying :

N CRIMSONI

e . A

It was a fine sight as Jack and Biily turned in ihelr saddles and watched the
soatlet batialions swinging along !

“Open, in the King's name !

As %eill;r drew the bolt bacl:, their own
eaptatn strode in, followed by Major
Dugdale, whose hearty laugh of greeting
wis good to lston to.

“Egad, lads, I left you ih a hornets
nest, and no mistake, and it cost me &
hard ride to get you out of it I” he cried.
“That was a -pretty fight in the barn
vonder, eaptain. I'd ve saved thao
brave fellow, but he preferred their
broadswords to my merey.”

*Which brings the number up to four
killed outright and three prisoners, Mot
so bad for & beginning—eh " laughed
the captain. .

“ Plaase, vour honour, there were sight
of the rebels,” said Billy.

“True; but their sorgeant got sway,
and I doubt ¥ they'll overtaks him,
Bince 'Hiz snowing again.”

Heavrin which, Jack Lennard
registerad a silont hope that the young
pergeant might escape, rebel though he
was, remombering how he had Raunted
the man who still lay where he had been
flung, staring with that livid face of his
at the major whose side was turned
towards him.

“And so, Master Billy Jepp, you
thought I had left you all in the lurch,
did you?" said the major.

“Way, sir; how come you to think
that?* faltered Billy, very orvestiallen,
but trring to brazen it out.

*I pencrally believe the evidenco of
my own ears; but I forgive vou, for
the facts scemed all against mel ™ And
ha elappad Billy on the shouldars,

“But whe iz this wounded gantle-
man " interrupted the Dragoon officer,
suddenly aware of the figure on the
feather bed, whose presence the table
had partly concealed. 5

Major .i:}ugdulp turnad his head,

“Hal” he szaid, s light gleaming in
those deep-set eyes of his. *In all this
hurry-scurry was forgetting my
amiable relative”

“You here!” gried the carl hoarssly,
his face, if possible, mora livid then
ever.

“It would glmost scem e, unless youry
vigion iz defective,” said the major
dryly. “And, now I come to look at
:.'cru,i_ uwhat*a the matter with your right
eye

Jack's blow had half closed it, which
foct did not tend to improve his lord-
ship’s beauty, and as he gpot slowly on
to his feet, his formentor saw that he
was without his riding-boots.

“Egad, 'twas too bad of us to disturb
your slumbers when you were settled
down so snugly for the night,” began
Major Dugdals. Then his bnntering
tone changed all st once a3 he turnc
to the Dragoon officer: “May I sug-
gest, Captain Warden, that "twould bo
well to send an express without delay
to his Royel Highness, telling him the
Pretender is in thy, and also what
has happened hera? These two troopers
are sark lads, who will find their horses
whers they left them.” He pointed to
the pair who had ridden with Jack and
Billy on that adventurous patral.
“Meoreover,” he added meaningly, “1
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want a private word with this gentle-
men befors we mount again.”

The captain, understanding, nodded as
he withdrew.

The gentlemen-volunteers were- about
to follow him, when the major checked
them. <

“Htay, both of you! The time may
come when I shall be glad of trusty
witnesses,” he said. . “One of you close
that doer”

“Odds life! You mean to murder me,
then!™ eried the earl, snatching at a

stol.

“Put that down!” commanded the
major, covering him with another,
“Werae our positions reversed 1 have
little doubt your craven soul would take
adventage of the opportunity. For-
tunately for you, my notions of honour
are very different !

Jack and Billy felt a strange thrill of
admiration for the speaker without
knowing why, though both realised that
theroe was at:met-hmgl mighty serious
}:»phin_d it all, which they were about to
Garm.

As the terrified man let the uncocked
weéapon fall on the ground, the major
folded his arms,

* And so, my precious Cousin Marma-
duke, you have come out for the Pre-
tender [ he said, speaking with a
deliberate slowneds that drove his words
home. “The first of us Dugdales to fail
in his duty to the King! We, whe in
Fast times sacrificed all in the cause of
aoyalty, and won as our reward the
proud title you wrongfully filched from
me—]1 who, 1f every man had his rights,
should stand here to-might, Christopher,
Third Earl of Frimingham *

“It is a lie!” muttered the. other.
“¥You cannot prove it 1"

“It ia the truth, and ¥ shall prove it
in snother place. Step by step I have
worked to that end, and but for this
foolish  rebellion in which you have
entangled yourself a.g!‘}am_st ell my warn-
ings, the thing had been -done by now,
Where is your wonderfuvl cunning that
gained for you an earldom and one of
the richest estates in England by fowl
fraud, when it has brought you fo a
traitor's doom? Who knows but the
very headsman’s block that awaits you
may not have been cut from one of the
Dugdale’s ancestral oaks? What a
thrice-times fool have you proved your-
self, Cousin Marmaduke 1™

For an instant a spark of vindictive
courage brought a wave of colour into
the flabby cheeks, and Marmaduke Dug-
dale reised his head

"Do not make too sure ! he retorted.
“Fro the end of another weck, my
king, not yours, may have the ordering
of sxe and block With o troop of
dragoons behind you ‘tis easy to be
hold, but I have seen dragoons run
hofore the muskets of the prinee’s
Highlanders.”

“Then, from what I know of you, my
brave Marmaduke, you must have seen
it from s safe distance ™ His cousin
allowed & smile to mingle with the con-
temptuous sneer. * Yonder rabble, mis-
called an army, numbers little more
than five thousand, or half Cumber-
land's foree, which only waits the order
fo carve them into collops when my
express shall have reached the duke!
If time were not upon the wing, I could
give you the names and strengths of
every ragred regiment that follows your
precious prince, for I counted them last
night at Ashbourne myself.”

The wretched Narmaduke’s head
dropped on to his chest again, knowing
that the game was up )

“What are you going to do with me "
he wmroaned, flinching as the major
unclasped his arms and the pistol barrel

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

glinted in the light of the one candle
that still burned.

“Not what your ¢raven imagination
might believe I* was the stern reply.
“¥ou s=ee only one altermative—a
traitor’s prison or a swift desth at
my hand. DBut there is another. Put
g your boots ¥

“What mean you?
stand,” faltered the
shaking in every limb.

“¥ou hardly would, you worm! Put
on yvour hoots, I say—and quickly! I
am givin you vour last chancal The
world shall never say that Christopher
Dugdale came into his own over the
corpse of his enemy! I hear the
troopers mounting already on this side
of the house. Yonder opening between
the barn and the cattle-byre will take
you to safety—and Irence, 1f you are
wize ! (o now, before I kick you out
of the window I

The solitary candle gave a warnmg
flicker, showing the armazed witnesses,
in their searlet pnd wellow, stending at
attention, and the real earl pointing to
the epen shutter.

Even then, as Marmaduke clambered
into the heavy drift, thé despicable
nature of the man wha judged every
ono else from his own low standard
made him throw a terrified backward
glance over his shoulder at the shining
pistols, expecting to be shot,

But Tis troubles were mnot yeb
finished, for before he had floundered
half the distanece through snow that
reached to mid-thigh, a mounted trooper
spied tho dark re and fired his
i:iusket. ot random from the angle of the

OUSE.

“By heavens ! eried Major Dugdale,
as the leaden ball tore a splinter from
the gate of the byre. “If that bullet
has found itz billef, it has saved a mort
of trouble in the future !

They ran fo the windew as three of
Cobham’s men plunged thelr heavy
horses to the spot, and, discovering the
passage which the fugitive had gained,
ontered it in single ﬁﬁ: with all the zest
of a fox-chase.

Another whirl of snow, full in their
faces, blotted out the buildings, and
when they reappeared they were empty-
handed and eursing their 1ll-luck.

“Got away, sir!” laughed the coz-
oral, in answer to Major Dugdale’s
aill. “The whole regiment would
never find him on & night like this [*

Tha solitary eandle flaved up and
went out as the man spoke, and the
major drew lis cloak about him.

“We, too, must be going, for I must
have speech with the duke ere dawn,”
he sai§+ “Warden will ask no ques-
tions, and vou will say nothing of what
has happened here—no word of who I
am., ‘Twas no fault of mine that T had
to Iift the curtain of my life for a
moment and show the bones of our
family skeleton mouldering behind it,
lads. The tima may aven coma when I
shall tell you more, for we shall meet
that raseal yet again.”

“How g0, sir, when your honeour
warned him fo fly fto France!™ asked
Jack, wondering new that Major Dug-
dale spoke onca mere in his natural
voice, where he had heard that volce
bafore.

“4A guinea to a gooseberry he joins
the Pretender by sunrise !” laughed the
major, as they mounted their horses in
the stable. “And now farewell, since
my duties may carry me far befors I
sea Cobham'’s men ageinl None of us
ie likaly to forget our first brush with
the rebels, I fancy, and you will have

I do not under-
trembling - cur,

Wager,
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a rare tale for the good folk of Wide-
water Black Boar when the campaign
is fnished.”

“What, sir] Do wvou know Wide-
water, then?” cried the two gentlemen
volunteers, in astonished chorus.

" Ay, that I do [* laughed the duke's
spy, " Better, secmingly, than you know
fCaptain Crimeon * ™

¢ next moment he was gone,

The Young Pretender’s Last Flght !

s GAD, Billy, I'm not sorry to be

E up and deing again, for I lay

cold last night; and, what's

more, I had an odd dream,”

said Jack Lennard, as the two gentle-

men volunteets and the other men of

their troop rubbed their black horses
down in the early morning.

“I never had much time for dreams,

Jack " gIrinned Billy Jepp.
“Nor I, for the matter of that,” re-
torted Jack. “But mine was so real

that it wolte me, and I had to open
the tent flap and look out. I thought
that the encmy Wwas quite close and
about to attack.” ]

“Did you see anything

“Not even my hand before my face,
for & darker night surely never was. I
wonder what has hecoma of Major
Dugdale all these months 7

“Ah, thet was a4 strange business—
that niceting with his cousin in the
farmhouse near Derby!” easid EBilly
Jepp. “T sometimes think we have nat
heard tha end of that story.”

“I only hope it won't finish with a
bullet from Lord Trimingham's pistol if
they should meet in action; but that's
unlikely, zince we've scen nothing of
our friend since Falkirk.”

“Odds life ! laughed Billy, who had
just straightened his back, and was
ooking under his hand. *The major
always had the kneck of turning up at
unexpected moments, and yon rider
coming on at speed seems like him to
e

A horseman was galloping towards
the Duke of Cumberland’s camp at
Nairn from the west, Jockeying his
mount like & man who rides for a
As he passéd along the fromt
of Cobham’s men he waved his arm.

“You're right, old fellow " whispered
Jack. “That was Captain Crimson,
sure enough, and he doesn’t gallop his
favourite grey roan into a white lather
without good reason. There's important
news of soine sort which he carries to
the dulkel™

They had not long to wait, oz, closs
onn the hesls of the order to “SBtrike
camp,” the tall figure of Major Dugdale
came down the dragoons’ lines.

“1 hope wour broadswords have a
keen edge on ‘em, for the army marches
in an hour,”™ he said., “ You'll eat vour
breakfasts with a better relish- when I
tell vou that the prince and hiz men
ware within three miles of you just
before sunvize, meaning to fall on with
sword and dirk if the darkness had not
delayed their march until all chance of
surprising us was at an end.”

“What about my dream 7" eried Jack
trivmphently. “But where mro they
now, sir "

1 left them making the best of their
way back to Drummossia Moor, sdme
eight miles towards Inverness; a
weary, draggle-tailed host, hungry and
dispivited by the night march that led
to no fight, and the duke will know how
to take advantage of their misfortunes,
We move in an hour, and, in m
opinion, our next encounter should en
the husiness."

Tue Maguer Ligrary.—No. 1.403.
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“TFor which I, for one, shall not be
sorry, sines, after all, I would vather bo
fighting the French than our own
countrymen,” said Jack, with a frown.

“ Hush, my dear lad ! zaid Dugdalo
warningly., “Do not let any overhear
that sentiment, thouph I npgla,ud it. I
have just zeenn the avders that will be
read out directly, and Chmberland has
ro merey for rebels, Veou have o
relative with the enemy, I believe

“Yee, sir; my mother’s brother, Unclo
Donald,” replied Jack, with o sigh. “It
was of him I was thinking when I
spoke.” .

The major nodded with a troubled
frown.

“I wish him well, rebel though he be.

remember at Widewater when he
staved with your parents, A charmibg
fellow and a g goldier,”

“DBut *Captain Crimson ' was fever
inside our house 1” exclaimed the lad.

And Major Dugdale laughed heartily,
" Possibly  not, my bold Dregoon,
thovgh do not make too sure oven of
that. Here come the orders, and T am
wanted elsewhere, ™

The mysterious  individual = whose
rigeturnal exploits had kept their little
home-town agog for months, but whom
noborly had. ever sef eye on, strode
away, leaving them hoth wondering as
they looked blankly at one another.

After the Duke of Cumberland's
orders had been read out at the heoad
of every regiment and the men had
breakfasted, they were mustered in
three columns, "Then the drums rolled,
the colours fAoated out in the sunshine,
and the march began. .

For eight miles they tramped steadily
forward through ground that becamo so
zoft and boggy,  that by the time the
enemy were sighted the white-gaitered
infantry were ankle-deep in watlor, and
the rumbling fiaidili)inmn had to be
dragged forward by hand.

In the distanee, smne mile and a half
away, Jack and Billy could see dark
figurca messed on the brow of o low
ridge, which they knew must be the
prince’'s army. But nothing stirred,
and again, after a brief halt, the order
was given to form column end advanee.

It was a fine sight as Jack and Billy
turnad in their saddles and saw the
scarlet  battaliona swinging along in
their broad buff belts, the conical cops
of the Grenadicrs very eonspicucus,
with the White Horse of Hanover em-
broidered on the front flaps, and the
turned-back cont skivts showing theie
red vests and breeches,

Thatv own comrades of Cobham's
Dragoons , with their facings of full
vellow, carried their muskets, butts
fqaemust. in leather buckets on the off-
Bl1OE.

“Here comes the duke™ said Billy,
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as a very fat young man, blazing with
scarlet and gold, rode along the front
of the regiments which were forming
by hiz orders in three lines, cach rogi-
menk thres deep, the serpeants dreassing
the rauks with their halberds.

Williamm Augustus, Duke of Cumber-
lard, was not a pgreat soldier, but he
paid eonsiderable stteution to detail,
and had worked out a scheme which he
hoped would help to victory, for the
Highlanders fought after o fashion of
their own, receiving bayoncts on Ehe
vound of shield they carried. which they
had eonly to put aside to leave their
opponent cotopletely at the merey of the
keen claymore.

To counter thiz, the dulke had drilled
oach man to thrust, not at the enemy
immedistely in front, but at  the
uttacker on his right, and they had
learned their lesson well

Still, he was leaving nething o
chance, and, remembering how shame-
fully some of the battalions had given
way in the past before the mad rush of
the elansmen, ho addressed them inm a
loud veice beforg the fight began, the
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officers standing, spontoon in one hand,
laced hat in the other, his words coming
distinctly to tho ears of the two gentle-
men-voluntecys.

“You must fight to-day, lads, as you
have never fonght before, for mm your
rear lies & swamp and in front an enemy
that will give you ne guarter!” he ex-
claimed. *Listen to this letter found
upon one of the rogues,” and he read
alond o bloodthirsty sereed, propared
specially for the occasion.  *Ifany of
vou feel feaw, or have friends in tho
enemy's ranks, for Heaven's sake fall
out now! I would rather have a
thousand bold fellows under me to-day
than ten thounzand who are lukewnrm |
And, gentleinen,” he concluded, turning
to the officers, " rememnber, there are
to be uo prizoners—do nob misunder-
stand my meaning 1™ _

And, with this bloodthirsty hint, he

rode away to deliver his harangue ci-e
where.

Jack turned his head and looked ak
his chum.

“You're thinking of your uncle and I
of Beuire Dashwood; but we're neither
of us going to fall out on that aceonnt.”
murmoured Bifly.  “T0 we have the ill
luck fo meet, they're as like to kill
s as we Lo kill them. Iut what a
dreary place this is now the sun has
gong in "

“And Ctwill be dreavier still cre it
seis 17 snid a fumillay voice, as Major
Dugdale reined  up his  voan maro
beside them. “X have been tuking a
squint at the cnemy through Mordaunt’s
spvelass, and I promise veu thoso
fellows vonder mean business, I they
win, the Crown of England may change
heads; if they lose, then Heaven help
them, for they'll get no merey from our
general ! And  there goes the frst
shot

A puff of white smoka rolled along
the ground and a loud report boomed
out, moking many & heart guicken
beliind those broad buff belts and more
than one three-cornered hat duck in-
voluntarily, as & cannon-ball whizzed
ovevhead, to splash harmlessly into the
marsh behind them.

The Battle of Cualloden Moor had
begun just before one o'clock i the
dav, and, despile some magnificent
Jacobite wvalour, worthy of a better
cduse, in five and twenty minuies that
cavse was lost for ever! .

All the rebel shots flew wide, save
ote, whieh carried awny the ler of a
man in the 20th TFoot. But when
{iolonel Belford brought bis cannon to
bear, ghastly lanea were plonghed
throngh the devoted clans, nnd ono
ball, atmed by Belford himsclf at the

rinee, who sat hizs saddle on a little
Elmrl amidd a group of horsomen,
covered the pringe with mud, and killed
a man beside him.

“When aro we going io chargei”
cricd Billy, glimpsing  the carnage
through the dense smoke.

“ Be patient, lad, for, unless I am very
wrong, from the way those High-
landers are acting, ‘His they who will de
the charging very soon, and pray
Heaven our men stand firm 1" veplied
Dugdale, standing up in his stirrups,
*Yeg, yonder t.hni\: come, Lord Geurf;ﬂ
Murray leading their right-wing ! Whe
have we got to meet them over thovo?
Why, ‘Barrel’'s Blues® and Munro's,
with Wolfe's regiment to take them in
flank ! And here's an ally we hod not
reckoned onl” he added, s a fiecce
storm of sleety rain swept in the faces
of Lhe advancing foo |

(Whateper you do, ehuns, don't misg
mexd week's merve-tingling chapiers of
thiz pepular OLL Time yarnl)
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A SKEEMER
ON SKATES

By Dicky Nugent

Jack Jolly & Co., of the Fourth at St-
Sam’s, wore having a ripping time on the
irozen pond in the grounds of Fearless Towers,
where they were staying for the vack, when
Dr. Birchemall EHWM up on the seen.

“My hat! Do they call that skating 7
he asked, in his refined voice, jerking a some-
what grimy thumb skornfully in the diroction
uf the youthful skaters. ** ._,.N. » if I couldn't
do better than that I'd eat my bonnet !

Mzs. Fearless, who was standing on the
bank, looked serprized.

“ Dear me ! ¥ he eggaclaimed,
aware that you skated ! ™

“ Wasn't you 7 " asked the Head, wilh his
nsual faultless grammar. * Well, Mr. Fear-
less, let me tell you that in my Oxbridge
days I could nock spots off all the leading
professionala 1
_ "' Then, why don’t you entey the race which
is dew to start in a few minnits time ? *" asked
Mr. Fearless. "1 am offering & prize of a
ginny fo the man who goes three times round
the pond in the fastest time. From your
point of view it should be munny for jam 1

*“ Munny for tripe, you mean, Mr. Fear-
less 1 ' corrected the Head jently, * I nevor
use the eggspression ‘munny for jam * my.
eelf, It sounds so vulgar. Well, it’'s a pity
about that race. L’d sunply love to go in
for it and show these boys a thing or two.”

*Then why don’t you, sir 1 ' asked Jack
Jolly, as he and his pals skated up to the
bank to line up for the race. " We'll risk
being beaten, won't wo, chaps ¢ " :

* Yes, rather ! chanted Merry and Brighi
and Fearless in corus. )

“It's very good of you, my boys, I'm
sure,”” grinned the Head. * Dut unfor-
vhunitly, you see, I haven’t any skates !

Mr. Foarless larfed hartily.

" Blezs my sole! If that's the only thing
that’s stopping you 1 can put that right in
# Jiffy ! he eride. ' Here are my skates,
my dear sir. You've welcomo to borrow
them ! "

It mite have been ecpgspectod that Dr.
Birchemall would have been delited with that
offer. But he wasn’t. TFor some reazon his
skollerly face scemed to drop, and a wery
uneesy loolk seemed Lo eoms into Lis shifty
preen eyes.

" Thanks awiully for tlie offer, My, Fear-

“* T wasn't

—————

—

Awkward Dilemma

Before the hols, Temple told Wharlon
to go and chop chips,

As Wharton previcusly sgreed to * bury
Lha m._nm.m..nrnw.d he's wondering what to do
now !
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Torn with pgriel over (he rejection of a
reeent pomn by our Editor, IMel: Denfold
tool up hetwork nas o hobby, for a brief
period ; but wo hear that he is wow going
back to poebry again.

He has evidenlly come to the conclusion
fhat it no gond ** [retting |

less,” ho said. * But really I ean’t possibly

axxept 1t. It would be too unfair on the
boys ; they wouldn’t atend an earthly
ageinst me | ™ _

*We don't mind, sir—really!" grinned
Jack Jolly. * It would be quite an honner,

in fact, to be beaten by an eggepert like you !
Give a hand here, vou fellows, and help
the Head on with these skates | ™

“Yarooo! Look hero——" gasped Dr.
Birchemall, as he felt himself jerked off his
feet. But the juniors ignored his protests
and sat him down in the snow and fixed on
m.?_. Fearlesa' akatcs for him in dubble-quick
me.

When they had finished with him, the
Hend got up and balanced himself jinjerly
on the ice. "It was immejately plain to all
that the Head was very much out of prakiiss,
for he eggsperienced grate difficulty in remain-
Ing on his feot at al . aud ovoee or Lwico he
nearly pitched over !

“By jove! It must be plezzant for an
old skater like you te feel the ice under his
foet once more!* remarked Mr. Frarless,
“ Enjoying yourself, Dr, Birchemall 1 "

* Ripping ! " gasped the Head, as he bent
nearly dubble and bust one of the zcams of
his trowsis, * Mind how wou go, my hovs—
you're not such eggsperts as I om, you
know | ™

As he finished speaking Dr. Birchemall
flung out his srma and hugged Jack Jolly
and Frank Fearless affectionately round their
respecktive nex, making them yell with pain.

“ Woooop !

“Jusgt in time to save you both [ " the
Head panted, balancing himself between
the two juniors, and trying to look as much
at his case as possibul. " I really think we
should eall this race off, you know ; you boys
may hurt yoursolves.”

* Nonsense ! ** Inrfed My, Fearless from the
banlk. “ They'll get round all right 1 Now,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

=i

jentlemen, all line up for the race—and wh..
I say 'go,” go like the dickens! Are wyo
ready, Dr. Birchemoll 7

There was s eunning pleem in the Heads
ayes.
ﬂw admit that he couldn’t skate—and he had
suddenly thought of a way by wlgch k|
could obtain help in keeping his balanco !

“ Half-a-jiffy I " ho eride ; then he addsd
eggsitedly : " My hat! Just look at thet
airoplane | * \

AMr. Fearless and the iwo juniora promptly
tnok their eyes off thoe Head and lookey
upwards., That was _wnmﬁ what the Head
wanted. While they looked up he. divided

hia long beard into two parts and defl’ g had long sinece

notted one half to the leop at the back o
Fearless® jersey and tho other half to the leop
at the back of Jelly's.

“ Dashed if I can seo an airoplane ! " cppy.
claimed Mr. Tearless, after o minnit's vain
saprehing.

“That's funny,” grinned ihe Head. 1
can't cither. Perhaps there isn’t one ! ™

“ Grate pipt " mﬂwmumﬁ Jacl Jolly.

“ Well, now we're ready,’’ eaid Mr. Fesn
leas, with a wvery dewbious glarnse at the
Head. * All together, mnow. One, i,
thrae—_0G0 ! .

Like unleashed hounds—Ilike boolits IS

Whatever happened, he didn’t want w.w.ﬁ_.ﬂ bustin

they would lose tho race at first. But when

Merry and PBright saw what had happened,
they soon lost the stari they had gained,
for the sight was so comical that they couldn’t

themselves larfing, and this
mnterferad a m...__& with their speed.

Ones, twies, and thrice they went round
the pond, Merry and Bright larfing like any-
thing all the way, and Fearless and Jolly
going ahead for all they wers worth., The
winning post drew near—Fearless and Jolly
put a [ast spurt into the race—and then- the
racs was over, with the two leaders neck
to necl, and Dr. Birchemall still flying behind
thern. All thovwghts of winning the race

ond he was only too glad to find himsslf at
reat on the ice again !

* The prize—ha, ha, ha !—will be awarded
—ho, ho, ho!—to Fearless and Jollyt™
annowneed Mr. Iearless, who was farely
dubbled up with larfter. “ It was & clear
case of—he, he, he l—a tie ! Ha, ha, ha I

“Ha, ha, ha | ™ roarsd the chums of St.
Som's, as they mw.nn_u at the Head, who
looked as if he mite go into an apolojettick
fit at any moment.

_ “0Ow! Waoooop ! " groaned Dr. Birchem-
all, as he tonderly nursed his chin. * All 1

a gun-—the skaters —wﬂ_ﬂ.mn— forward. Th'
Head grinned, &s he felt hiz beard lLifted -

on either side of him. Nicely balanceg’

hetwean the two best skaters of the bunch,
ho felt sure of lkeeping weoll to the fore. A
for the finish of the race, well, he could push
Fearless and Jolly back just a3 the winning.
wnﬁ wag reached and perhaps win the g
or himself ] That was how the IHeadb
cunning brane worked.

But for once in a way the Head had blug.
dered ! Instead of keeping the same distance
apart from ocach other, &s the Head hsd
fondly imajined, Fearless and Jolly tried te
break away from each other immejately. ..

The result for the Head waa trajick I Om-
half of his beard was jerked one way and the:
other half the other way, and before you

could say “ Nife!™ he was whiskered rigk®to intrude on its majestic

off his feet into mid-air !

“Yooogop! Woooop!
pit 1 " howled the Head in sggerny. DBub.
pithough they found their unweleome pas::
senger & decided newsance, Fearless ang:
Jolly didn't mean to lose the race on hs
account if they could help it, so they %ﬂm
no heed to hig frenzied pleas and skated along
harder than ever, with the Head flying be.
tween them, howling feendishly.

Lemme go ! 8top:]a face to brighten them.

can say about this race is——"
And then words seemed to fail the Tlead,
and he finished up :

eft the Head's brane-box, |

I NEED A REST CURE

I need o rest cure ! games ['ve evor zeen, Noughts
A lLithle excitement now ﬁnm_
again 13 all very well. In
fact, no Christmeas vae could
be said to be complete with-
But there comes &
point where a chap can pgat
excitement oand
that’s the point I've reached

out it
too much

now.

Cousin 'Lonzy’s the cause.
‘Lonzy ond Skimpole.

pater invited

a few daya with us, and
Lonzy asked
bring Skimpola of 8t. Jim's,
who was ataying with him.|fuel to
When the pater agreed I had
no idea of the orgies of excite.
ment those two would pro-
But, believe me, kids,
I know all about it now |

The first night they spent
with us they
Honestly, my
failed once or twice,

The second night they got
on to Noughts and Crosses.

volio.

“BUST YOU1™

Of all the thrilling, pulsating

By Peter Todd

and Crosaes

After that

acy |

The|reached.

'Lonzy to spend|night of
‘Lonzy an
if he could|cerned, and,
juat to add

the
flames, my
pater has
promisod
half.a -crown
to the winner.

I shall do
layed Bnap. my best to
eart mearly|jstand the

strain. I shall
try my hard.
gt to keep
under control

‘A GHOST HAUNTS
GREYFRIARS

When you think of Grey-
frisrs during the waec, you
thinle of empty Form Roonts,
gilent stairse and deserted
nassages. You think of that
hoiay old rag of ours without
& sound to awaken its echoes,
of Hall without a footstepl|

vastness, of studies without

Eut the old school ian't
enlirely deserted. Oh, dear

ne! While we're holding

ﬁuﬁw _uwm,.nnﬂ ..naw%i ommwwﬂw muttering and a sinister jing.
circuses, & ghost haunts Grey- ling ¢on be heard. A figure
friars | appears—ga somewhat

A ecreaking sound along

With such a handicap it looked as though

halls

the pessages, and a lowlpassuges,

and Tlorm

|and

X -
gainly figure, shuffling through

Rooms and up and down
ataire at the samo slow,
mechanical pace.

A fizure to send & cold
shiver up the spine of any
intruder on the school’s
gloomy precinets t

It's trus that, though he
carries in the deop mﬂ.n et of
hig teiled coat a bottle labelled
“@in,” he doesn’'t carry his
head under his arm. It's
true, too, that the jingling
iz only the sound of his keys,
the muttering the sound
voico address.
ut the thought
reminds ua of

Er_.im mﬁ.ﬂﬁm..w
g the air.
of him still
ghosts |

Not that old Gosling would
remind us of a ghost at any
other time than the Christmas

vac !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Mr. Prout i3 mever tired of re- RBob Cherryis
connting how once in his younger
days be landed a und
fupny-fish. When Mr. Quelch
heard the story, Ea:m_ ., hig ex=-
pression showed that he found it

too ** fishy ** fo be believed |

e F 2 @

o ftead shot 4t coco-
mmt shizs, and he Enocked down
six coconmuts at the Courifield
Fair. Coker o the Filth boasted
be could beat Bob's score—but
g1l Coker hit wasg the astonished

—and furnous—showman !

Billy Buanter’s New
w:ﬂau 13 to becomne
etter in every way. .
says there is no room io the stody
for Bunter to becoma *% higger "
—but there is ‘' plenty of room ™
for bim {0 become belter |

Johnny Bull has the most power=-
ful kick in the Remove foothall
XI. He once © boofed ** tho ball
well over the half-way line when
ad—a kick a muola might

¢ been proud of | His olaar-
ance sent Wharton away to seore |

Remove &
scala

Plavieg Highelife at ice hookey

on the frozen Sark, Remove won

4. mﬁwmauu footwork by the

astars Y Harry Whar-

ton and Bob Cherty—turned tha

in tha Remowe’s favour.
Each petted thres goalsl

.
r

thrilling and pulsating. It
was simply terrific !

Dinel after duel at Ludo?

can feel myself blanch when
I look back on thoss nerve-

racking struggles for suprem-

And now the limit _..ﬁ_ bean
To-night 1is the
Emh.,ﬁw go far as

n.m.#ﬁﬂ..%ﬂdnn:.

the [everish tattoo of
old heart. But I'm  very
much ofraid that I sheall
collapse completely to-night
once my guesis really get
down to the wild, exhilarating
joys of their tiddly.-winks
tournament !

tha

iz the most

Weant An Old-Age Pension P
If you do, trot round and
lend Bunter the ten bob he
just tried to borrow from us.
He definitely promises thet it
will be repaid when his postal-
order arrives,

it was Ludo.
I

THEIR NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS
With a Grain of Salt

These New Year resolutions are given to
you just o5 the chaps who have made them
gave ithem to us. As ithe question was
asked in perfect good fuith, we hope the replies
ara in good faith also, But we EEﬂWﬂ:.:
be surprised if one or two of them werae
intended to be {aken with a prain of zalt
Here thoy are, so you <an judge for your-
aolves !

Lorp MacievERer (Remove)—I'm in
for a strenuous time, dear mon. I've sworn
that T shall rescue the Head's daughter every
time the achool ecatches fire !

Borsover Mixomr (Second)~—My New
Year resplution is to follow the First Eleven
about so that when they're & man shord
they ean call on mo and I can ecore the
winning goal in the nick of time !

Horacn CoxeEr (Fifth)—I've come to
the conclusion I've been hiding my hight
under s bushel, gg I've made up my mind in
the New Year to advertise myself more and
let people know what a jolly fino fellow E
arm. ﬁm_u_ﬁ t—EDn.)

Geralp LopeEr (Sixth)—My fmt and
most mmportant resolution 18 to slaughier
my faz the first time he burne my hrealkfass
tonst.

Birry BuxteEr (Remove)—In iho past
I've been too unselfish, too truthful, too
honourable, too foud of deaving myself in
the matter of tuck. But it hasn't been
approciated, s0 now I'm going to be selfish,

Mark Licley got to Greyliriars by

winning & scholarship. Sheer

hard work has placed him high

up in his Form—and when a fall

of snow permitfed bob-sleighins,

“ Marky ** showed that he was
good at that, toa ]

untruthful, dishonourable, and greedy—for o
change |

Fisgrr T. Fisn (Remove)—New Year
reaplution ¥ To make & cool million at the
hottest possible spoed, you bet !

Dice Pexrornd (Remove).—

My vow i3 to sit down and have a real go

al ro-

Viving the art of composing good poetry |

BorsoveEn MaJor [{Reinove).—To wify 16
Heavyweight Champilonship of the World-—
pronto |

BMrs. Mmusre.—To speak less tavtly to
boys who cannot pay for their cales.

Harry Wiranrton (Hemovel—Resolved-—

to publish the ** Herald ” in Chinvas so os
to bring a smile to the face of Wun Lung’s
uncle, Ting Ling, who hasn't smiled sinee ho

was knocked oftft his bicycle by o motorist
in Hongz-Kongl





