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Here we are again, chums!

Alwoys glad to hear
The Editor, Tho “ Magnet '

I

have taken place in
dayp a man of pluck and
win a fortuns for himsa
oourse, he had to * rough it ** considorably,
especially during the great Elondyke gold
It is sald that a certain Australian who
o late, and found all the gold-beari
bnd takenm, But he looked around an
was axaazed fo find that the land looked
weomrkably like certain land which he
knew in Australis.
wonk, back to Ausiraha, started prospect-

1

etk Thondi st o B Ao
8 ia 10 8panish Arm

u&lﬁﬁ& fromm Yishesr. 4
high hopes of wipimg the British from the

face of the seaa—but you all know what | The entrance hetween the piers at
ned | Ostend is very narrow, and high |
ext Bat . too, iz a memorable | wind swung the ship around pod fived | better every weok, don

day, because it

o tho ook 1 f hat d

& Woek 18 » 1or on that day
in 1707, the famous Matiny of the Nore
broke ouf.

Life in the navy in these days was
?aﬂnmij' not as enjoyable aa it is to-day,
or
small.

men, who took badly to the iron discipline.
Things reached a head

gt Portemouth, and demandad an increasa
in wages.
earried more or less ns a guard for the
officers, and thsy were ordered to fire
on the mutineorg,
but evontually the men's wages were
meressed; and the mutiny subsided, the
men being pardoned.

No sconer had the Portsmouth mutiny
been settlod than the aailors at the Nore
broke out, apd this was
porious mutiny, It held u
$raffle at the Nore, and las
throe woelka.
named Richard Parker, who immediatel

And it k'iﬂt:}-Mting to know that that
bappened exactly
this Wadnesdny | h
I'd beem ene of the lucky
ived inr Awostralia in those
can be sure T would have been one of the
first im the rush—oand so would most of
W, I expect !

Cice, oy

from gou, chisins, so drop me a line 1o the followbig address ;
» The Amalgemated Press, Lid., Fleclway. House,

Farvingdon Street, London, E.C.d,

EXPECT most of my readers have
wished, at some time or other, that
they could have jdined in one of
the famous * ﬁglﬂ rushes ™ that

the warld | In those

Eritr could easily
. although, of

part in the Klondyke rush got there

Btraightway he
found gold |

orty-nine yeara
Gosh | Don't I wui.ﬁ

j.‘-&ﬂplﬂ who
ayg! You

ere are many other
HMEMORABLE DAYS

They set out with

iro Day, and was
wiich Queen Vietoria
the most romantic day

the day
Bu

the food waa bad, and wages were
Moat of the men were pressed

WHEN THE NAVY MUTINIED

In those days the marinea wers

Baveral were killed,

far the more

all the
for about
The ringleader waa a sailor

Eventually, however,
ware rounded up, snd geveral of them—
including Parker—wore exeoutod. Thera
have been several mufinies since thoses
days, but none of them so serious as the
Mutiny of the Nore.

Here s an arhusin
comes from Miza Elsis E. F. J
Moore Avenue, Wihsey, Bradford, Yorks.
It well doserves t
I have sent her.
wallet yet ¥ If dot, there iz still time
for you to have a shot at winning one !

Glve a cheer for the Famous Five,
The best sot of fellows allve.
Throttgh adveninres galors,
They have comea to fhe fore :
For thrills aré on which these chaps

B

I will be pleased to hear shout them, and
pasa them on to my other readers. Omne
of our authors has just been telling me
that he croased over to Ostend a few E;E:
ago, and had a wvery

boat reached Ostend without trouhle,
and everyone was getting ready to leave
when—ahe ran aground |

the mutincers

limarick which
ar, 3h,

ocket wallet which
va you gob your

thrive.

e ——

Y the way, it is getting near holiday-

time now, so don't forget that if
you come acrogs any unusual ex.
periences while you are on holiday,

bad ecrossing.

fO0r OVEr Aan

You can be mme the passengers

Now let me see what questions you
fellows have to ask me this week. Here
iz one that comes from Dick
Whitatable.

THE GREATEST RUNNER WHO EVER

ur, of

Ha wanta fo now whao was

LIVED ?

A Norwegian named Mensen Ernsk can
elaim this distinetion, for he was certainly
Y goma " runner !
from Paris to Moscow in two weeka, over
all sorts of bad roads, in all kinds of
wonther.
across thirteen wide rivers,
all this, ho averaged 125 milos per day |

His preatest rum, however, waa from
Congtantinople to Caloutta and back.
He took fifty-nine days to do this, swim-

For instance, he ran

During the run he had to awim
but, despite

declared himself to be s Rear-Admiral, | ming rivers, .crossing deserts, and putting
and for some time the rest of the mutinesrs | up with the blazing sun acress Anatolia,
followed him. Fersia, Afghanisten, snd India.
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wrollels and Sheffleld sicel penfmives.

Al
London, E.C4 {Comp.}.

tptal distance waa 5,828
miles, and he averaped 98
miles per.day! That record
will take some beating !

WILL answer the next
I few guesticns with
RAFID-FIRE REPLIES.
What wera **Moss-troopera™?
(4. D. of Bouthwark). These
wera banda of outlaws who
socreted themselves in the
mogses on the borders of
England and Scotland. They
TAV pnd plundered the
border distriets, and, al-
though many expeditions
were pent againat them, they
continued to terrorize the
digtriet for many yeara.
What is the highe in i
world T {J. 4. o Ioverness).
which in 28,002 feet high.
What are * Nepier's bones™ T [A. G.
of London, E.). Thi= was the name
mﬁ:f? ms, whaich were invented
y Baron Napier just at the time that
caltulating by meana of pieces of ivery

[was discovered. Hence Logarithms were

called * Napier's bones.”

I think we've jost got time for s yarn
before I have to lovk at the Black k

and tell vou what iz in store for you next
woel. is yarn oomes from George
Chegter, 065, Beivoir Road, Coalvilie,

Leicester, who gets a penknifs for it.
PROOF POSITIVE )

““I hear that Bob's had
an accident. Is that right,
Jack 7"

“ Yes. Somecne gave him
a bear cub, and
sald it wounld eat
off his hand.”

T Wall ? 5

“UWdidl™

—

Now let's have o look at the Black
Book. Frank Richards comes out top,
as usual next week, with a really ripping
Fyarn, ontitled :

“THE HOLD-UP AT GREYFRIARS "™

I think Mr. Richards gﬂ:tﬂ better and

t voul! When

her between the piers, blocking uwp the | you've read next week's yarn you'll wish
harbeonr in exactly the same manner aspit had been twice as long.
the famous Vindictive did during the war.
Fortunately, however, no one was injured,
and tugs eventually pulled the vessel off,
But as the boat was broadside on to the
sa, she rolled very heawil
hour.
were glad when the wveasel at last got
alonggide the landing stage !

Even &
bardened reader like myself, who has
read hundreds and hundreds of his yarna,
alwayas finda aﬂtﬂ&thin§ fresh in  these
weekly tales of his, ext week's yam,
let me tell you, i= & real thriller.
Talking about thrills brings me to our
grand new feature, " The %‘hﬁlt Ciub,”
the first sample of which you'll find in this
iggue. You'lt like it mo end, I'm sure, and
will look forward to
“THE LIVING ARM ! "

which iz No. 2 in this sories.

“ THE MASTERS* GOLF TORNYMENT I "
is another of Dicky Nugent's tales of Bt.
Sam's, and, of course, it is told in Dicky's
peculiar—and certainly amusing—manner,

Next comes instalment two of John
Brearley's poweriul serial :

“THE TEST MATCH HOPE!"

What do you think of the first in.
stalment ¥ Great, what ? Wait until
you get further into this story—you'll say
that you've never read anything to beatit.

Supporting this fine feast of fiction you
will find another rousing poem and, of
course, my usual chat. What more could
you want ¥

erio,
YOUR EDITOR.
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OUR TIP-TOP YARN OF THRILLING SCHOOL ADVENTURE |
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FRS AT
PEYFRIADRS/

{._—

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the popular chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Modest Request |
FIEHEER- T. FISH, the Awmerican

junior in the Greviriars Bemove,
pushed aopen the door of Stody
No. 1 and Inserted & sharp faco
and a very bony figure inte the door-

way.”

'?Su:.r 1 he remarked.

Harcy Wharton and Frank Nugent
lacked round. They had just finished
tea when Fishy arrived.

“Go it 1” said Wharton, with a smile,

Fisher T. Fish had lately been in
Coventry for his zins, Now that he
was out of Coventry he was entitled
to talk if he liked. ‘There
wos no doubt that he liked.
Fishy .had suffered soverely in
Coventry. He simply had to
talk, and he had been reduced
to the necessity of talking to
himsalf, for the sake of
hearing the sound of his own
voice, Enormous quantities of conversa-
tion had been bottled up in Fishy, and
now that he was out of Coventry it came
out in a spate.

Wharton was not interested in Fishy's
ponversation. His thoughts were on the
match thot was to take place at High-
¢liffo on the morrow; and Fishy never
talked ericket. Heoe talked money—a
topie that was not popular in the
Remave.

But Fishy had suffered so severely
from enforced silence that the captain of
the Bemove kindly made up his mind to
give him a few minutes,

“Fire away, Fishy!” said Nugent,
laughing. _

Fisher T. Fish came into the siudy,

and perched his bony form on & corper
of the table.

“Bay, you g‘u%rs are Plu:;ing cricket to-
morrow at Highcliffe,” e began.

Wharfon and Nugent stared at him.
Cricket was the last subject they had
expected Fishy to mention.

S That's so!™ said Harry, gquite cor-
dially. *Like to trot over and sce the

game ¥

“Bure! DBut it can’t be did [

“Oh, yesl I forgot you were gated !
Hard cheese ! said Wharton, :

1 guess it's ﬁettmg‘mﬁr goat 1" said
Fisher T. Fish lugubriousty, “I1 ain't
been outside the school gates for nearly
a week. According to the popper there's

Barney McCann and his fwo-gun pard from
“Noo Yark ** make things hum at Greyfriars

this week !

a bunch of guys looking for a chance to
vinch ma  Of course, & galoot don't
waﬁ:‘: te run réarim But

citin oat 't
: Ti:egrl?ﬂng of the Remove grinned.

Fisher T. Fish, in these days, waa
rather an object of peculiar interest to
the whale school.

All Groaviviars knew that his father
had cabled from New York to the Head,
iiforming Dr. Locke that Fishy was in
danger of being kidnapped.

That the ead took the matter
sorionsly was proved by the fact that
Fishy was “gated.” ¢ was strictly
forbidden to venture outside the school
pates on any pretext whatsoever,

“I'm telling you,” said Fishy, shoking

hiz head. *It amn't all ecandy to bae
the son of & millionaira in the United
Mates ! No, gir] Sinee the popper cor-
nered pork, and the dust came rolling
i, & bunch of kidh.ﬂ.Fpiﬁg guys have gob
busy. Look at this letter I'vo had from
Noo Yark!"

Fisher T. Fish fished in hias pocket
and produced a letter.

“It's from the popper,"” he explained,
"and rI can toll you ho's anxious.
et it.”

Wharton and Nugent glanced at the
letter.

They were not deoply interested in
Fishy and his affairs, gut. they felt »
cortain amount of sympathy
for a fellow in 8o peculinr o
postion.

It was rother hard lines to
b .ﬁ”ﬂdr especially on half-
holidays, and thoe knowledge
that cerfain bad characters
were lurking outside the
school, watching for & chance to collar
him, must have been rather disturbing

'Il say it's to Fishy.

At the samo time, Fishy was a little
disposed to swenk on the subject.

It was a sort of distinction, at any
rate, and it brought Fisher T, Fish into
the limelight. And Fishy loved the
limelight. i
. “Rend it!" said Fishy; and the two
juniors read:

“Dear Frsher,—I guess the Head's
Rad my enble, and put you wise. Yon
wand to wafeh out, zon. 've got it
sure that Barney MeCann end Slick
Flick, and zome more of that bunch,

Tue Maiogwer Lisrary.—No. 1,162,
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are in England now, and there ain'd
6 doubt what they're after. I} they
get you they'll hold me up for fifty
thowsand dollars. They're the same
bunch thet cincled the Stuyvesant boy
last fall, and teuched his popper for a
small fortune, They're the bunch thal
grabbed young Geogengoomer. Son,
you wfu-:?? eut, and keep watching oul.
ow get mef Chew on il
“Your affccliionote FE?;!?ET
“Hinau K, Fisg.™

“This i1s what comes of cornering
pork,” said Wharton gravely. * Your
pater should have given the pork a miss,
Fishy. Dut leok here—if your father
really thinks you are in danger you can
have police protection.”

Fisher U'. Fish laughed.

“1 guess Barnoy MceCann's bunch
could lay over the whole police force in
this pesky old island,” he said. *There
ain’t any flics on Barney! He would
jest smile”

“ But why haven’t these bounders been
arrcsted in the United States?” asked
Nugent, *“ Your father says they've kid-
napped people befora.” ‘

“J guess they've got a pull,” =aid
Fisher T. Fish. “Barney McCann's got
thie law in his trousers’ pocket.”

*“(h, my hat 1" :

* He's some galoot, I'm telling you [*
said Fishy, who evidently admired Mr.
McCann, though unwilling to become
the object of his attentions. “Why,
Barney's been running this kidnapping
business for fifteen years, and I guess
ke's making a pile out of it. You don’t
understand these things in this sleepy
old island. It's a regular business in
the Yew-nited States—there's capital at
the back of it, and some big men in
it—and I gucss if some smart Aleo of u
detective ran Barney in he would lese
his job so sudden it would make his hiead
gwim,"”

“What o delightful cnuni:{j,;l" murs
mured Mugent. ** 1 think I rather prefor
a zleepy old island myself.”

“Look at the way they dinched young
Googengoomer I" said Fisher T, Fish
guite enthustastically., “I’ll say it was
some stuntl I guesz youw've heard of
the Googengoomers—one of the oldeat
families in the Btates—the cldest aristo-
cratic family in Noo Yark! What the
thump are you grinning at?”

“MNothing, old bean! Go on !

“Waal, they pot Googengoomer and
stacked him away in a shack in the
Catskills, and froze on to him till his
popper couched up thirty thousand
dollars 1” said Fisher T. Fish, “T guess
tho Noo Yark police was locking for him
everywhere—except In the Catskills.
They wouldn’t look for him there in case

they found him, and Earne;‘ McCann
wonld have got his mad up.”
“Oh erambs '™

“That’s the sort of guy Barncy is™
said Fisher T, Fish. “I'll say he makes
. thinga hum when he gets on hiz hind
legs and starts.” .

“He won't find the police so accom-
modating over here,” said Wharton, “A
bobby hore would get promotion for
running him in.”

“It's & queer old island, ain’t it?"
said Fizsher T. Fish, “The cops seem
to be in the business for their health,
and never think of making a stake to
retire on,  But nover mind that. I
ain’t lotting Barmey get a holt on me
io stick up the popper for a ransom!
Nope. Dut I ain't gone on keeping
inside the pesky pates of this one-horse
school !  That's why I mentioned the
cricket.”

" Blessed if I see—" 1

“You're taking o team over to High-

ThHe Muicxer Lisrany.—~DMNo, 1,162,

cliffe to-morrow. Well, if T was &
member of that team, Queleh would let
me go. He would reckon I was safe in
the middle of 2 bunch of cricketers.”
“1 suppose g0,” nzsented Harry., © But
you're not a member of the Eleven.”
“That cuts no ice. Put mo in."”
ericket for

"E-h ?:l!-
“Put me inl I'll pla

: E‘iaﬁ, “I guess

it’s & jay's game, and I ain't keen on

vou,” gald Fisher T.

1. But I want to get out of gates
sometimes. See? I'll play ericket for
you to-morrow.’

“0Oh, my hat 1™

“Is it a go? asked Fish.

“ Mot quite,” said Wharton, laughing.
“Wou see, though it's only o jay's game,
wo want to beat Higheliffe. And yow
can’t play ericket for toffce. We can't
aford to give Higheliffie a wicket—not
oven to get you out of gates for the
afternoon,”

“ Aw, talk sense!™ said TFisher T
Fish., “Your silly old game don't
matter & whole lot, I recken.”

“It does—a little,”

“Besides, I'll play a good game for
vou,” said Fisher 1" Fish persuasively.
“I guess it would liven tm_th}ngﬁu
to get a real live Amuerican in it. Call
it a cinch!™

“You =illy ass!” exclaimed Nugent
indignantly. “You dodge games praec-
tice avery time wyou can.”

“ YVau caleulate I've pot time lor play-

ing bat and ball ?” said Fisher V. Fish
derigively. “ Think ﬂ-g&-!t’:."_

“Well, if you can’t find time to play
bat and ball, as you call it, you can
hardly expect to play in a Oxture,™ =aid
Wharton.

“YT guoss I want to get out of gates
I'm sure getting fed-up with mooching
ahout thiz one-horse place.” Y

Harry Wharton chuckled. 1le did
not expect Fisher T. Fish to understand
mzch about cricket, or to understand
the other fellow's views cn the subject.
Eut] this request struck him as rather
cool.

“(fall it a cinch, bo,” urged Fisher
T. Fish,

“{Tan't be done!”

“Neow, vou look herg—"

“You silly owl, the fellows would
tyneh me 1f I put you into the team.”
satd Wharton, “And 1 should jelly
well deserve it, too! Can't you spend
a happy afternoon thinking about tho
dollars vour popper's making in New
York 7"

“Think of all the pork he's corner-
ing,” supgested Nuzrent, “Think of the
Pork Trust, and tha deollars rolling in”

“1 puess I don’t think much about
anything clse,” answoered Fisher T.
Fish. "But a galool don’t want to
stick inside gates all the time. Look
here, Wharton, jou jest streteh a point
and put me in the teom.”

HE’“”-‘L!” said Wharton, laughing.
“Can’t be done! 1 guess and reckon
and caleulate that it isn't 2 cinch.”

Fisher 1. Fish gave a snord of dis-
gust, and slipped off the study table,

“ Aw, go and chop chips, then, you
pesky gink ! he snapped.

And he removed his bony form [rom
Study No 1, leaving Wharton and
Nugzent chuckling.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Who Bagged Bunter ?

1" ejaculated Billy Bunter.
M DBunter was not pleased.
Billy Bunter had relived,

for exeellent reasonz of his

own, into tho shades of the old Cloisters
aof Greyiviars; a portion of the ancient

THE MAGNET

monastic structure that was pavtly in
ruing, and rather secluded from the
school buildings,

Solitude did not olten appeal fo the
Owl of the Remove; but there were
tunes when Bunter saw charms in the
faco of solitude. A bag of jamn taria
was musaing  from Dob ‘E}'hcrry'st study
in the Remove passage, and until thase
tarts were disposed of, it was only pru-
dent for Bunter to be missing, too.
IHence his retircment to the shades of
tneE “ﬂ‘i Ci-::lr;;ters* ”

ut as Bunter dizappearcd inte the
Cloisters, with the hag under his fat
arm, he gave a eautious blink kack over
a fat shoulder, And he wasz d i=mased
to see five Hemove fellows coming on
in the same direction,

Harry Wharton & Co, were taking a
stroll after tea, and their strolling foot-
steps led them towards the Cloizters,

much to the annovance of “William
George Bunter.,

For a moment he thought that Bob
Cherry had discovered the absence of
the tarts, and was in pursuit. But a
second blink reassured him. The
Famous Five were not looking towards
him, and evidently had net noticed tha
fat figure ahead.

ijuntl:-r hurried on.

b was unfortunate that those heasts
had chosen the Cloisters for their stroll:
but thera was plenty of cover in the
rambling old place DRunter rolled en
hurriedly.

He reached the last of the old stona
pillars, near the wall that shut off the
adjoining lane, and come to a Dalt be-
yvond it.

If the fellows came strolline alen
the Cloisters, they were not ﬁ:kal}f tg
come 30 far as the very extremity, He-
sides, as they were proceeding in o very
leisurely way, Bunter would probably
be finished with the tarts before they
came into the offing. Punter was not
slow in these maltera. A tart a minute
was his uvex_‘afa speed.

Feeling fairly safe, the fat junior sat
down on a block of stone, and opened
the paper bag.

A cheery grin came over his [at face
a5 he drew out a rich, red, juicy tart.
There was a erunch and a squash, and
Buntor realised that life was worth
living.

The second tart followed, and the
third, Life seemed more and more
worth living,

In his happy enjovment the Owl of
the Remove almost i'-:rrfmt; the Famous
Five. Anyhow, he could not wet hear
their footsteps.  His capacious mouth
closed on a fourth tart, as juicy and
luseious as the others.

Dunter, naturally, lad coyes only for
the tarts. It did not cceur to him that
he was not alone in the Cloisters, Had
he glanced round, however, he might
have discerned two faces peering at him
from the gover of a stone pillar neor
at hand. i

{no face was thin, with a hawkizh

nosa; the r aother rather plump, and
adorned with a pair of horn-rimmed
spoctacles.

DRoth faces showed the kecnost in-
terest in Bunter.  Both, indeed, re-
earded him with gloating looks.

“Tt’s sure the guy, Barney,” whis
pered the hornavimmed man., “It's
sura the guy we cinched the other daw,
who pot away when the ear ecrocked.”

“You've satd it, Slick,” breathed
Barney MeCann.

“Thig i3 Iuek. I gue=s, Barnevy.”

" Search me!™ zaid Bavnew.

"“We got him ! breathed E]E::k Flick,
“We got him by the short haiva,  Wo
moseyed in hyer locking for a chance,
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and hyer's the guy wolking
right into our handa."

“I puess wa're getting him,”
said Barney. *“You got tho

I}IIET"
You bhet!"

*Hit it, then”

The tweoe men crept out from
behind the pillar.

With noizelesa footsteps they
approached the .?illar. at tho
foot of which Bal ¥ Bunter was
seated, from behind, keeping
the pillar between them and
Bunter as they advanced.

Bunter heard nothing. i
_The fifth tart was disappear-

, and a smile of ecstatic
enjoyment was oversproading
the fat visage of the QOwl of
tha Remove. He was not
thinking of danger.. Xo was
thinking of jam tarts.

He did not look up, and re-
mained quite unaware that a
gﬁmting face pecred round at

m from either side of the
stone pillar.

_ Buddenly he jumped; but he
jumped too late. The open
end of a bag descended over
his head and shoulders, and in
the twinkling of an eve it was
drawn tight round his fat
neck under his chin,

A startled gasp come from
the interior of the bag.

*Groogh 1*

Bunter started up, strupggling wildly
and gurgling horribly. Some of the
tart had gone down the wrong way,
Wild, weird eounds camo from inside
the bag.

“Oooogh! Gooorh! Woooosh! Gue-
EUg-Eug !.11

Strong hands gripped Bunter’s arms,
and pinned them dowr to his sides. Ia
struggled E rnnéically

“Grovogh! Oocoogh! Beasts! Lepgo!
Oooogh! Wooogh! Lergo, you rottors!
I say, you fellows—— Whooop!” gur-
gled Bunter. “I say, they weren't your
tarts, you beast! I say, lepro, Bob
Cherry, you rotter! Ow! I never
went to your study! Wow! Leggo!
They ain't your tarts. DBesides, I'll pay
for them-when my postal-order comes!
Ow1”

Bunter felt himself drageed along as
he gurgled. He kicked out wildly, and
there was a sudden hcwl.

The kick landed on a shin; and Mr.
Blick Flick howled and hopped.

“Whooooh I

*Yow-ow-ow | logeo ! {ur;:!ecl
Bunter. “I'll jolly well hack your
ghing! ID'll— Groocgh!”

“Halla! Halle! Iallo!"
startled voice.

Bunter felt ldmself suddenly dropped.
Ha rolled on the store flags, his head
still enveloped in the bag.

There woas o pattering of {ect on the

roarcd a

flagstones.  DBilly Bonter rolled and
gurgled.

“Grooogh! Oooogh! Ow! I say,
you fellows— Wooooh I”

A hurried hand dragped the
from Bunter's head.

He sat up, spluttering.

He groped for his spectacles, and sef
them straight on his fat little nose,

Lag

and glared at the five juniors round
bins.

“ Heasta!™ he roarcd.

"Fathead!"™ said Bob  Chorrr,
H W‘E ¥

“They weren't your tarts!™ roared
Bunter. * You awiul rotter, bagging a
fellow's nappor like that! You made
me chook—chook—chook—choke 1™

ol

.illil |P

YU

“F . ph ]

“wou silly ass!

“They wers my tarts! I never saw
any tarts in your study! Groooght
“-.'u?lx’r? chook — chook == choked mel
Ueht

“¥on've bagged my tarts, you fat
villain ™

“MNp, T haven't!” howled DBunter.
“These tarts came direct from Bunter
Court—made specially by our cook!”
The fat junior staggered to his feet.
“Look at me—jammy all overl ¥You
awfual beasts—-"

“You fat ass!" said Harry Wharton.
“IWo pover bagged youl Wao caught
sipht of you with two johnnies jerking
von nlong towsrds the wall 1

“h, don’t be an assl”
Darnter.

“Bnt we did, vou dommy!"™ snid
Johnny Bull.  “There wete two men
here, and they were holding you!”

“Rot ™

“Myv esteemied Dunter,” szald Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “We saw two
absurd persons with our own ridiculous
':l-'[-f'lil':‘

“Gammon [ %l'ﬂ'iﬂﬂd Bunter.

“Who the thump could they have
been, and what the merry dickens have
they been up to?' exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in wonder. * What did they
want to snoak in here and bag Bunter
for?'"

“For goodness’ sake don't tell silly
whoppers!” snorted Bunter. *1 never
saw anvbhody. If you fellows thinlk it's
funny to mop agp over a fellow's
head when he's eating tar 5

“Wo didi't!” roared Bob Cherry.

“You jolly well did, you beast! If

snapped

Fish crouched down
in the darkest
recess inslde the
tower as Loder and

Carne approached,
looking for him!

ou didn't, who did?’ demanded
unter.
“There were two men  here—

gtm&gars to ng=—
“Where are they now?’ gnoercd
Bunter.

“They nipped over the wall as wo
ran uap.”

“Oh. cheesze it1” said Bunter. *]
can jolly well tell you that if you think
this iz a joke, I don't! Ramming a
bag over a2 fellow's head ond cho—
cho—choking him !"

“ Fathend 1"

Bob Cherry ran to the wall and
clambered up. He stared over into the
Inne on the ather side.

But there was no sign of the two
men who had bagged Bunter. They
had vanished with wonderful prompt.
ness.

The Famous Five had the meresi
glhimpse of them. They had dropped
Buntor and bolted as the chuma of the
Remove eame running up, and were
pone in a twinkling.

“ Bee them, Bob?" called ont Mugent.

“No: they're gone.”

Bob Cherry dropped back from the
wall. The Famous Five exchanged
glances of astonishment. The strango
affair utterly mystified them. Why two
men, strangers to the school, should
sncak into the Cloisters, and bag Billy
Bunter, was inexplicable.

“T suppose ib's some sort of & practi-
cal iokal” said Bob, “My hat! If
wo'd pot hold of those merchants we'd
have given them a tip not to come into

Tne Maauer Lispiny.—No. 1,162,
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Greyfriars  playing their practical
jokea.” ‘

“Keep it up!™ sneered Punter,

“Think you're going to make me he-
licve that it wasn't you rammed that
bag over my napper?”

“¥ou benighted assl™

“Yah "

“It serves you jolly well right, any-
how,”” said Bob, J""E'mt mmeg ]mmnﬁ‘:
scoff my tarts—only one left out of
Elx.”

_ Boh Cherry picked up the paper bag,
in which only one tart remained.

“Beast! I've told you T had those
“tarts from Bunter Court—"

“Packed in ono of Mrs.
bags, from the school shop?”

“EhT  Bunter blinked at the bap.
£ I_I_I IIIE:I[[—“

“Well, as you've had five, you may
as woell have the other,” said Beb.

“1 say, old chap, that's decent of
you !’ sard Bunter brightly. “I don't
mind your silly jokel He, he, he!
Hand it over!”

*Tarn round 1"

“Ehi What for?”

“You're going to have it down Llhe
back of your neck,” explained Fob.

Billy Bunter jumped away in alarm.

“Ow! Beast! Kcep off 7 he howled,

Eilly Bunter was fond of tarts; but
not, apparcntly, down the back of his
fat neck,

“Collar him1”

£ 1 Yarmﬂh |r_:|.'|

Bunter fled.

The Famous Five, laughing, walked
after him back to the quadrangle.
They had only a distant glimpse of
Billy Bunter ss he vanishied into tho
Housze. It was clear that Bunter did
not want the last tart.

Mimble's

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Fishy is Not Taking Any!

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
H woalked down to the gates the

following dey, in & cheery

crowd. Tt was g glorious
summer's  day, &nd the Ramove
cricketers were all merry and bright,
and lecking forward to tﬁu match with
Courtenay & Co., at Highcliffe. A
dozen fellows were going over with
the team; among them William George
Bunter. TFisher T. Fish came down ns
far as the gates, with a clouded brow.
On that sunny half-holiday nearly every
fellow in the Remove was going out
of gates; but not Fisher T, Fish.

There was, no doubt, something very
gratifying, in a way, in being the son
of o millionaire and the object of the
attentions of a kidnapping gang, It
made Fishy fecl important. Thero was
no other follew at Greyfriars School on
whose account Barvey McCann and his
merry men would have crossed the
Atlantic. It was proof positive to all
who might doubt that the Fish millions
were real; that Hiram K. Fich actually
was rolling in dollars as a result of
his corner in pork, Only a millionaire,
who could be *“touched™ for o hip
ransom, was worth tho atiention of o
crook like Darney, the biggest man in
his peculiar line of business in the
United Btates,

Fisher T. Fish fully realised how im-
portant this state of affairs made him;
and he liked it. On the other hand,
he did not like being pated. Tt was
for his safety's sake that he was kept
within school bounds; and Fishy had »
very keen eye td his own safety. All
the same, hsa guessed he wanted to
mosey arvound a few,
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There have been many new boys—of all sorts and conditions
But in Peter Cuthbert

—arrive at Rookwood Scheol.
Gunner, Rookwood receives & new
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Silver & Co. of Rookwood an
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He dug o pony knuckle into Harry
Wharton's ribs as the captain of the
Ilemove passed him.

“SBay, bo—" he began.

“Ow! Don't puncturg me, vou asel™
wusped “‘illiirtﬂl'l.h -

“Soy, l've choewed the rop with
Queleh,’” said Fisher T, Fish, "an;l he
says 1l I play for the Form I can come
over to Higheliffo,”

aE E:}I;v-;mwl” .

“Ask bhim to let you come over an
watch ! said Nulgcﬂ{. .

Fishy shook his head,

“I've sure asked bim; and heo says
g R N N

“1 think I can hear Quelchy caxine
nope,"’ ehuckled Peter Todd, s

“Hau, ha, ha!”

“I guess you want to put me into
this texm, Wharton!” said Fisher T4
Fish persuasively.

“Guess again, old hean !

And  Wharton passed on.  The
ef;mkutcra crowded out at the gates, nnd
Fishy cast & morose glance after them,
I‘!ﬂ stepped outside tﬁw gateway ; and
Gosling came down From his lodge,

M Now, Mr, Fish," anid zoshng, *vou
min't allowed outside the gates, ou
get in, sir”?

S Aw, can it!" grunted Fisher T,
Fl%h, ;

ut he got in! Thers was no hel
for it Fishy drifted back ll:;:‘:- fhﬁ

House, He met his Form master a3 he
weng in, and Mr. Quelch gave him a

Ir.imi'!L Fud.r

e “Ah, Fish,"” said Ar. nelel
possibly you will find the timﬂq han%
heavy on your ‘hands this afternobn,
while most of your Form fellows are
out of gates,”

“Yep!” grunted Fisher T. Fish.

“If you itke, Fish, I could find time
to give you an hour of extra tuition,'
sard My, Quelch kindly, “You are, za
You are aware, very backward in class,
if!._n_ E‘J’Elltt‘ with Latin irregular verbs

*“0Oh, reat jacul
Fisher T. E:].i‘:[EI':. eieeufated

“What? What did you say, Fishi"

“I-I-1 wouldn't dream F-l}f taking
up your time, sir!™ gasped Pish, “I=
I know you don't have a lot of leisuve,

gir."?
*That iﬁ true, Tish," said Mr,
Novertheless, I could spare

gophers 1™

Quejl}ch.
an hour for you, if you really desired
it. No doubt it would make the time
nazs more quickly while your friends
are absent.’”

Fithy auppressed a grin. 1§ Mr,
Quelech  fancied that Latin irr;&mi!fr
verbs would make the time pass more

quickly, he was not likeiy to find an
El“mb“ of his Form in agreement wi
1IT.

“You're very kind, pir——

“It is my intention to bo kind, Fish,*
answered Mr. Quelch benevolent!y.
“Thank you, sir! But—bus I've got
4 book—a book I'm frightfully in-
terested in!” gasped Fisher T. Fish,

“Oh! Very well, Fish!®

Fisher T. Fish breathed moarc freely
whan he had eseaped to his study in the
Remove passage.
It was trus that he had en interest-
ing book there—a book that was, to
Fishy, extremely interesting. It was
an pecount-boolk.

In that book, Fisher Tarleton Fish
kept an account of the total of his ex-

nditure since he had been at Grey-
riars.
. As it happened, there was o doubtful
item in hiz accounts for that term,
The sum of threc-halfpence was unac-
countably missing.

Fishy could scarcely have spent that
sum upon any forgotten article; he
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was ceriain, of course, that he had not
given it away; so the possibility
existed that be had lost it i

This was & very painful possibility,
It had not exactly kept Fishy awake o
pights, but it had worried him deeply.

ow, however, ho bad timo to go
through his sccounts in scarch of that
three-halfpence, and so, for a consider-
able part of the afterncon Fisher T.
Fish was quite happily occupied,

His satisfaction was great when he
discovered, at long last, thabt the ap-
parcnt loss was due to s slight error
in thﬂf a.-:cmi? and that the sum was
not, aitor all, lost.

Fisher 7. Fish felt fully rewarded

for his labour, when that discovery re- Lod

warded him at last. '

Having Bnished his accounts, Fisher
T. Fish settled down in the setudy arm-
chair with a copy of a New York paper
which his father had sent him, and
which econtained an account of the
mighty operations of the Pork Trust—
by means of which Mr. Hiram I, Fish
and his friends were raking in un-
counted dollara, Fisher T. Fish found
the story of the Pork ‘Trust as thrilling
es any romence of Captein Kidd or
Dick Turpin.

At tea-tima Fisher T. Fish went down
ty tee in Hall, |

Bince his father had joined tho ranks
of the millionaires Fishy hod been well
spplied with pocket-money. But he
hﬁ & deep-grained objection to gjrand-
ing it. Tea nt the school was paid for,
and it would have scemed fo Fishy not
merely nii!i.]r, but really wicked, not to
ponsume what was paid for.

After tea Fishy walked in the quad-
rangle rather dismally. Almost every
fellow was out of gates that sunny
wmmeor's afternoon, and Fishy, who
was a gregarious fellow, wanted com-
pany,  His late sojourn in Coventry
made him all the more keen to hear the
sound of his own voice.

“Dog-gona that gink MeCann!"
growled Fishy, “I guess I'm fed-up
with being gated! I guess T've a good
mind to make a break, and chance it!"

‘But he shock his head.

Fishor T. Fish waa a cautious youth,
npt at all the fellow to run into danger.

nd the th-uught that Barney MeCann
and Slick Flick were lurking in the
vieinity of the school, watching for a
chance to “cinch” him, was cvite suffi-
gient to keep him within gates, unless
ko could go out with a crowd of
follows,

“Fish 1"

Fisher T. Fish looked round ms his
name was called. Loder of the Rixth
beckoned him from his study window.

Fishy approached the wind»w rather
reluctantly. The Remove did not fa
for tho Upper School, like the Thir
and tho Second. But Loder was the
fellow to forget that when it suited him
to do so, and it was rath ¢ parilous to
srgus the matter with a Sixth Form
prefect.

Loder pave him an agreeable nod as
he came up. .

“Cut over to the shop for me, will
you, kidi* ho asked. This was quite

lits from the bully of the Sixth, and
g‘?&hy nodded. ‘

Loder held out n slip of paper from
the window. .

“Here's o list of the things I want
for tea. Pay for them, and bring them
to my study." :

Fiﬁ;w T. Fish held out his hand for
the money. Dut Loder turncd away
from the window, apparently
noticing it.

“1 say, Loder—"

i Efﬂ

Oif 1
#What about the dusti™

without

“*ELh? The what?” Loders educa-
tion in the American language had
been neglected. R

“I mean the durocks,” said Fishy.
“The spondulics, you know., You ssid
pay for the things.™ )

“Oh, that's all right! Bring them to
my study.” Loder shut the window,

Fisher T, Fish breathed hard
through his long, thin nose ]

He was quite “ wise ' to Loder's little
game.

Loder was short of cash,
his latest “dead cert” had tun away
with it. Fishy was to pay for thoso
supplice, snd receive payment in turn
at a later date—when convonient to
er. More than onco Fishy had
heard Tubb of the 'l'hird—who hed the
pleasure of fagging for Loder—relate
with breathless indignation how Leder
had ordered him o get his tea ready,
without advancing the necessary cash

l‘l:lliii"l--¢'i--p-lllllliltlrilillllliilli
™

: THIS WEEK'S TONIC LAUGH!
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Diner : ' § say, waltar, why
did the sausage roil T "

Waitor : “ Wall, alr, | aup-
poge It saw the appls turn
over, the paar draop, the tap
run, the hat box, the sun rise,
the sword fish, the ootton
reel, and tha——-"

But the diner had fainted.

One of this week's wuseful
pocket knives has heen awarded
to S. Nathan, 16, Jupiter
Terrace, Well Hall, Eltham, who
sent in the ebove winning
" smiler.

You REALLY MUST try to
win onc of these useful prizes,
chum 1
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for the purpose. That was ono of
Gerald Loder's pleazant little ways,
which did not endear Lim to the Lower
Schoaol.

“zreat snakes!” breathed Fisher T.
Fish, “'If that piecan ecalealates that
he's going to string this guy along to
that fune, 1 guess that piecan i3 miss-
ing his guess,”

It was agreeable to Fishy to bo
known in the school as the son and heir
of a millipnaire whe rolled in un-
coutited mitllions of dollars. But the
position had its drawbacks, end this
was one of them.

Fisher T. Fish woalked away. But
he did not walk to Mrs, Mimble's
little shop In the corner behind the
elms. Ile had no mtention whatever of
supplying the bully of the Sixth with &
free tea. : :

At the samo time, he did not want to
argus the point with Lodzr. Loder
was likely to introduce hi official ash-
plant into the srgument, and Fishy
disliked the ashplant. In theory, Loder

Probably he

7

could not cane him for refusing to [ag.
becauso that was one of the dearest
rights of the Remove. Dut it was pro-
bable that Loder would find some other
reason for applying correction.

It waz prudent to Leep out of Leders
reach—at least, till eall-cver, when ali
the fellows would be in nnd Fishy
would have the moral support of the

Remove if Loder ocut up rusty.
Although Fishy regarded Harry
Wharton as o gink, a geck, and a jay.

wa3 awaré that he could rely on
the captain of tho Remove to back him
up in & matter like this,

S0 Fisher T. Fish procceded to dise
appear. Ho slipped up to his study for
2 beok to while away the time, scudded
into the Cloisters, and ensconced him-
gelf in the old tower., Jn that secluded
spot, Fishy was quitd safo from dis-
covery, and he setiled down cheerfully
tc eat bullseyes, nnd reed the volume
hs had brought with him—which was &
“Life of Grorge Washington," and
gave & very interesting account of how
that hero had fought for liberty.

It was a couple of hours later that
Fishy, having finished his bullseyes,
end grown tired of the excellent
George, wondering whether Loder was
likely to be looking for him, and
whether it would be safe to sneoak back
to the House, heard his name called.

H.E‘]S.h !IJ'

It was Lodar's vaice.

“Wake snakes!” murmured Fishy in
alarm. " If that piefaced jay isn't still
after me!”

“Fish 1" shonted Loder,

Fisher T. Fish made no sound. He
backed away into the darkest recess ins
sl the ruined tower, and hardly
breathed.

Loder was coming along the Cleisters,
calling his name, and not in good-tom-
pered tones. Fishy was not likely to
allow himself to be discovered.

“Fish!" shouted Loder. “II you're
here, answer me, you young fooll
You're wanted [V

Fish chuckied silently.

He had no doubt that Loder of the
Bixth wanted him; but he had still less
doubt that Loder was not going to fimd
him, if he could help it. He crouched
close, and made no scund,

“He's not here! came TLoder's
voice, from somewhere at hand.

“Bother him!" came the voice of
Carne of the Sixth. “I dare soy he's
cut ont of gates!™

“Well, 'm not going to look for him
any longer, I know that!”

Fisher T. Tish was quite glad to
hoar it.

“0Oh, let him rip, and bo blowed !
gaid Charne. “"But we haven't looked
in the tuckshop yet. He may be

thora,™
rowled Toder,

“Coma on !” L
Fisher T. Fish heard their fﬂntstqf,{pa
o

die mway along the Cleisters,
chuckled.

Evidently it was not safo yet to ven-
ture out. Fle was rather surprised that
even Loder, bully as he was, wes keep-
ing up tho search for him like this.
8till, there was no doubt obout the
fact, and Fisher T. Fish sagely deelded

to lie low till the Removo fellows came
in.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Napler |

i SAY, you fellows!”
“ Bow-wow |
Harry Wharton & Co. walked
cheerily away from the school
gates and stopped at the corner of the
Trae MagNET Lisrary.—No, 1,162
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goad, where, once an hour, the Red-
clyffe motor-bus paszed on its way to
LCourtheld, the moior-bus was lo exrry
the Greyfriars cricketers to Higheliffe,
“But, I say, vou fellows” persisted
Bunter, “Iow are we getting. to High-
cliffa 7
“Travellin
Cherry afiably.
“Oh, really, Cherry!
we taking the bust™
“No fear!”
“Then how sre we going " )
E"l;l'ha bus is taking ws!” ecxplained
ﬂ ¥
“You silly ass!” hooted Dunter.
“ Look here, it's rather rotten erowding
into a rotien bus! Why not have a

there!” explained Bob

I mecan, are

brake?” : ,
“Good {Eg 1" said DBob cheerily.
“¥ou cut back and telephone for a

brake, Bunty! Tell them you’ll pay
for it out of your postal-order—when it
comes, They may jump at the idea.”

“1The jumpfulness may be tervitic!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.

“Well, I don't like this bunging into
buses,” grumbled Bunter, "1've a jolly
good mnnd not to come.” )

“T don't think much of your ideas
as o rule, old fat bean;” remarked

Bolb, “DBuat that strikes ma as a jolly
good one.’

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Peast! Who's going to pay my

fure?” demanded Bunter.

“ Echa answers, who " 5

“The who-fulness is preposterous.

“Who's going to pay Dunter's [are,
ou men? called out Vernon-Smith.
‘Don't all EEEE-[E at ocnce.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Williain George Bunter grunted,

As a maftter of fact, he was not very
keen on watching the game at High-
cliffie. Cricket would never have drawn
him so far, Dut it was probable that
Frank Courtenay, the' junior captain of
Higheliffe, would stand a good tea for
the visitors, 'That was where Billy Bun-
ter was going to come oub strong.

'[le  juniors, waiting in a cheery
crowd at the corper, looked along the
road in the direction from which the
motor-bus was to come,

A car came up the road, a powerful
car, which, however, was proceeding at
a very slow pace. The juniors gave it
no special attention as it passed; cars
werp passing them every few moments,

But the man who was driving glanced
at them kecnly, He was a dark-
skinned forcign-looking man, with a

infed black bLeard and a wazed

lack moustache. The schoclboys, if
they had heeded bim, would have
taken him for a Frenchman., His
keen eyes singled out Billy Bunter, and
restgd on him with peculisr inferest, as
the car glided by.

“*Ilallo, hallo, hallo! Here's the jolly
old bus at last 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

The motor-bus stopped &t the corner,
end thoe Greyiriers cricketers erowded
aboard. It was nearly empty when it
arrived, but it was fairly well erowded
when the Removites were in, It rolled
on towards Courtlield, and passed the
car driven by the forcign-looking man.

Evidently that motorist wasz not in o
hurry. e dmpﬁed behind tho bus,
and cﬂt pace with it, a dozen yords or
§0 In the rear.

The car was capable of doing sixty,
but the motorist seemed to be satisfied
with tén. A good deal of dust was
churned up by the heavy bus on the
dusty road, and it could not have been
nica for the man driving the car hehind,
but he kept at the same distance all tha
way to the town -of Courtficld.

That’s s Napier,” remarked Bob

Tree Maiewer Lisnany.—No. 1,162,

Cherry, grancing at it from the top of
the bus.  Bob was rather interested in
cars, “A jolly good one, too !”

_His companions glanced back at the
Napier. It was o handsome car, painted
darkk blue, and worth 2 sccond glance.

In Courtlicld High Street, the Famous
Five Jost sight of the car among the
traffic, whicn happencd fo be thick, as
1% was market day at Courtfeld, and
they promptly forgot all about it

But when the motor-bus rolled on out
of the town, snd [ollowed thoe wide
country road that led sast the gates of
Highcliffe School, the dark-blue Napier
come in sight again behind.

“Hullo, halle, hallo, there's
johnny againt’” remarked Bob.

“That chap seems to like dustl” re-
marked Nugent. *‘I wonder what he's
crawling behind us like that for”

A dozen cers or more whizzed past
before Iigheliffe was reached, Bué
when the motor-bus stopped to disgorge
its passengers near the school gates,
the dark-blue Napier waz still at the
same distance behind.

However, Harry Wharton & Co. for-
got it once more as they descended
from the bus and walked into High-
cliffe.

Had Fisher T. TFish been with the
paity, they might possibly have aus-
pected that the man in the Napier had
a personal interest in them. The
thought of the kidoappets might have
come into their minds. But Fisher T.
IFish  was at Greyfriars, and the
ericketers were thinking of anything but
kidnapping ‘stunts.

“I say, you fellows—="

“JIalte, halio, ballo! Who paid your
fare, old fat man? chuckled Bob
Chetry. Bunter had been inside the
bus. .

*1 did!” said Bunter, in a decply in-
jured toae. “I told the man my friends
on top would pay, and then that beast
Smithy butted in and said I hadn't any
friends on top, and the conductor made
we pay.’”

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“Plessed if 1 see anything to
cackle at, grunted DBunter, “If you
think it's worth a bus fare to see you
piag cricket, you're jolly well mistaken,
gee? But I say, you fellows, did you
notice s car behind the bus? I believe
I'vo seen that car before.”

“You jolly well haven't,” said Bob,
shaking his head. “ It was behind ell
the time.”

“You silly ass—"

“Well, you couldn’t have seen it bhe-
foro when it was behind,” argued Bob,
“MNot even with wyour specs, old fat
man."

* Oh, really, Cherey! I helieve that's
the same car that gave me a lift to
Courtficld last week,” said Bunter.
“It's & different man deiving it, but it
lovks like the same car. 1 told you fel-
lows—"

“You did, old bean!
by heart now.”™

“Beast | I was practically kidnapped,”
said Bunter. “There were two of them,
and they offered mo a lift in the ear
and buzzed off like amything, The car
upset and I got away., I was in fright-
ful danger, you know, I ran for it—"

“¥ou would,” agresd Johnny Bull,
“whether you were in danger or not!

that

Ve know it

I believe you ran {or b7

“The runfuiness was probably terri-
fie,” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

*1 was practically kidnappod—2>m"

“ Bow-wow " said Bab., “They were
larking with you—if it really happened
at all,”

“Haven't 1 told you it bappened?™
enorted Bunter,

THE MAGNET

d'; Yes, that’s why I don’t fecl sure it
11,
“Beast! Of course they may have
been larking,™ said Bunter, * But one
of them had a pistol—"

Not & machine-gun i asked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I tell you I saw it,” howled Bunter,
"AI’I{] lh'ﬁ].l.""_'”

“Then you woke upi”

“Beast! It was lidnapping,” said
Bunter. “ Fishy makes out that thera's
& kidnapping gang after him. Well,
Fishy isn't the only pebble on the beach,
They ma;v},v have heard that my people
are awlfully rich—"

“Ohy my hat 1V

“Ha, he, ha!?

“You can cackle!" said Bunter, “ But
what would you feel like, if I were kid-
napped, and you never saw me againi”

* Ripping 1"

“ Fine 19

“Top-hole [”

; "};l.he top-holefulness would he terei.
i

“No such luck 1

“ Beasts {” roared Bunter,

And the cricketers chortled. Fisher
T. Fish, 23 the object of the attentions
of a kidnapping “bunch,” was in the
limelight, but William George Bunter
had no chance of getting any of that
limelight. "I'he enormous wealth of the
Bunter clan existed only in W. G, Bun-
ter's fertile imaginaticn, and it was
not, therefore, Hfﬂly to tempt Barney
MeCann and his bunch.

But the ¢hums of the Remove wers
not aware of one peculiar circumstance,
which Bunter himseclf, as & matter of
fact, had forgetten.

That was, that the fat junior had had
a letter I:Lefﬂnging to Fis‘luer T. Fizh in
hizs possession, and had dropped it
fairly under the noses of Mr. MeCann
and Eis. assoclate, Mr, Sliek Flick. That
httie circumstance had led Mr. McCann
and Mr, 'Flick, rather naturally, to sup-

that ho was Fisher T. Fish: the
idnappers heing quite ignorant of
Billy Bunter and hia little ways with
other fellows’ correspondence.

And so, if Harry Wharton & Co. had
only known it, it was William George
Bunter who was in danger of kidnap-
ping—owing io that mmugprehansiun
on the part of the * bunch.

1Tad they hbeen aware of that, tha
chums of the Remove might havo
puessed who had “bagged ™ Bunter in
the Cloisiers the previous dug, and
migiit have wondered whether the man
i:x :ha blue Napier was on mischief

ont.

But ithey did not know it; and they
were thinking of cricket, and net of
Bunter., And so¢ it ¢ame to pass that
while Fisher Tarleton Fish was safe at
GGreyiviars, My, MceConn was pettiog
busy, under the tnta}%y errongous ims
pression that Fisher T. Fish was with
th2 cricketers at Highcliffa that after-
noon, And Mr. McCann’s erroneous
impression  was  destined to have
startling results for Bunter.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
The Highclilfe Match !

5% E'RE goin’ {o bo licked this
W time, Frank!” said De
Courey, of the IHigheliffe
Fourth lugubriously,
“Rot ! said Courtenny cheerfnlly,
“ Mot an eavthly, old bean 1™ said the
Ciierpillar, shaking his head.
He gave the Greyfriars cricketers a
reproachiul look, )
“ You never tald us you were springin'
Dunter on us! he said. "We've beoen
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" What would you feel like if I were kidnapped and you never saw me again ? ** sald Bunter.
* Top-hole ! ** The cricketers were unanimons !

aursin’ our little hopes of gettin' away
with thiz match; snd now you spriog
Bunter on us at the Iast moment !

Harry Wharton & Co.
I'rank Courtenay lavghed.
gave o complacent smirk.

“It's all right, old chap! he re-
marked. “You see—"

“But it isn't all right,” said the
Caterpillar, shaking his head again.
"We've been trainin’ hard for tlus
match, and lookin' forward to wipin'
Groyfriars off the surface of the jolly
old globe! And now——*" The Cater-
pillar looked quite sad and downcast.

“*But, 3ou szee—"" recommenced
Bunter.

“¥ seo it's all U P! said the Cater-
pillar. * Look here, you men, we may
ag woll save time and trouble by callin’
it 2 win for Greyfriars! What's tho
good of strugglin' 1" )

HEut I'm ned playing ! zaid Dunter.

“Eht"”

“I've only come over to soo the
maich,” explained the Owl of the liec-
move. “I'm not in the Ileven.”

“1 breathe again!™ said the Culey-
pillar gravely.

There was a chuekle amonz  tho
ericketers. William George Buater was
tho only fellow present who was taking
the Caterpillar’s remarks soriously,

Higlheliffe won the toss, and Harry
Wharton & Co. went into the [icld.
Billy Bunter sat in a deck-chair (o
watel, and the Catoerpillar lingered by
lia sido. 'That p]::.yfui vouth scemed to
derive some amusement from pulling
Bunter's fat and fatuous leg.

“MNot much of a game, old chap!™
soid  Bunter, blinking at the field
through his big spectacles. "As a
malter of factk, they want a man like

g}giuned, and
illy Bunter

me in the team to pull it together,
Give it a backbone, you know!”

“But what about poor little uai"
argned the Caterpillur. “Give poor
littlo us a chance, you hknow! are
should we come in if you were bowlin',
Buntaer " ;

“ Wall, you wouldn't comg in at all—
vouw'd go out!™ grinned Bunter fatu-
cuslyv. “It's rather a good thing for
[Mighelifo that Wharton doesn’t know
how to pick a good man for hia team !

“Oh, my hat! T moan~-yes, rather!
Jampot’s bowlin® rather well, though,
isn't ho®"” remarked the Caterpillar, as
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh sent down a
ball that gave Courtenay & nayvrow
escape. :

“0Ol, so-s0!” said Dunter. “Not like
my bowling ™

“1 beliove that ! azreed De Courvey.

"IE your men knew how to bat they’d
e getting the runs.” said  DBunier.
“But, of eourze, Hizgheliffo ericket 1s
pretty rotten, isn’t 1077

“A Daniel como to judguent ! said
tho Catorpillar gravely.

“Look at Courtenay, for instance,”
gaicd Buuter, with a blink at tlie captam
of the llighcliife IFourth.

“T'm lookin® I*

“He calls that Latiing. I supposc,”
remarked  Dunter. AN right  for
[Highelife. Rather a fumbling ass,
don't you think 77 -

The Catevpillar pave Bunter guite a
curions look. Courtenay was his special
chium, and Dunter was quite aware of
it. Dut William Ceorge Dunter had his
gwn ideus of politoness,  His mannors
awel customins were entively his own.

“And that ass Yates, at the other

end,” said Dunter, *Standing thero
like o sack of ecoke! Ho, he, heo!
Lucky for thew I'n uob bowling ! And

* Fine ! ¥ **Ripplog I ™

look at the feld! Jevver see such s lof
of duds?”

“Go on, Bunter,” said the Cator-
pillar, with interest. “It's an educas
tion in cricket to listen to youl"
Bunter smirled.
“Well, I fancy 1 know something
about the game,” he obsvrved. “¥on
sce, when I play cricket, I play it, with
the accent on the ‘play." Look at that
ass Cherry ! Did you seée him muff that

cateh B L
“But the ball never went within
threo yards of him!” murmured the

Caterpillar. ]

"I should have got it!” gaid Bunter.
He blinked at De Courey. *Gotting
vour pads on already?”

“I go in next.”

“You won't ba wanted for an hour,
with bowling like that,” assured Bun-
ier. “Inky ean't bowl for toffee! The
balting’s rotten, but it's too g;md for
the bowling! As for the ficld, the
couldn't catch onything if it droppe
into their mouths!”

“You're rather encouragin', Dun-
ter!” romarked the Gaterplllar. But
he buckled on his pads ali the sawe.

Ilis own opinion of the Greyiriars gama
differed widely from Buntor's.

“Qh, yon'll see that I'm right, old
bean 1™ said Bunter., "1 say, Courtenay
ought to have taken more than two for
that over. I should have taken about
a dozen."

“We can't cxpect to pet -anywhere
near your form, you know ! remarked
tie Coterpillar.

“Well, that's so, of convse,” agreed
Dunter. “A game like this makes a
ericketer like me feel a bit tived. Just
fumbling and foozling about, you
kunow! Swmithy's going on to bowl
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sgainst Yates1 Yates can sit down if
hg likes! Smithy can't bowl™

“My hat, that was a close thing!"
ejsciulated the Caterpillar, as Yates of

t Hi%hcliﬂ'a Fourth barely stopped o
Eﬂ# ball from the Bounder of Grey-
L1ars.

“Fluke " said Bunter. “Fluke on
both sides, in fact! Smithy can't bowl
and Yates can't bat! Jle, he, ha!"

“Well, if the bowlin's so rotten, I
dare aafr I might have time to slip off

Iouse and fetch & box of choco-
lates!”  remarked the Catarpillar

thoughtfully,

“Lots of time!" oxclnimed Bunter
cagerly. “Bags of time! Jolly good
idea! Cut off, old chap!”

“But I suppose you wouldn't care for
chogg~—"

“Wouldn't I just!™

“Tho fact is,” said the Caterpillar,
““that I thought you might ‘be comin’
over with the team, Bunter, and I got
a chocolate box all ready for you.”

“1 say, old chap, that was awfully

decent 1V gaid Bunter. “Cut off and
get it! Lots of time!”
The Caterpillar grinned. It was

evident to everybody but Bunter that
Yates was barely able to keep in exist-
ence at the wicket against Vernon-
Bmith's bowling. At any moment tho
crash might come, thc-ugh Bunter was
hhdafullif unconseious of it. As the
Caterpillar was next man in he was not
hkal_? to leave tho feld.

“T'll get & chap to go,” eaid De
Courcy, and he called to a fag who was
locking on near at hand. “ Here, young
Coote, cut into the House and get a box
of chocolates off my study table!”

Coote of the Third nodded, and de-
parted o the House. The Caterpillar
watched the game keenly. Yates lived
through the over; and Hurrea Singh

went on agein to bowl to Courtenay, A-

gingle left YVates at the batting end, to
fnce the deadly bowling of the Nabob
~ Bhanipur, and the Caterpillar had
ne doubt that he would be wanted very
B004,
_ Bunter, however, had lost his interest
in the game, and his sage comments
had ceased. Ho was watching for the
return of the fag with the box of
chocolates from De Courcy's study.
. Coote of the Third came back and
handed a large chocolate box to the
Caterpillar.

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his big
epoctacles.

It was & large handsome box, and the
Owl of the Remove's mouth watoered ot
tha thought of the contents,

Thore was a shout from the Geld.

“How's that?"

Yates' wicket was down.

“Dear me! The bowlin® zeems to
have gotie home, after all,” remarked
the Caterpillar. “Bunter, old bean, I
must love you and leave you! Here's
the chocolate box! T pot it in specially
for you, you know, so don’t spare the
contents!

And the Caterpillar dropved the box
on Bunter’s fat kneces, and went into
the field as Yates came off.

How the Caterpillar steod

rree Singh's anling was not a
matter of interest Lo DBunter. His
mterest was concentrated on the choe-
olate box,

_He snapped the coloured ribbon that
tied i, and opened the hox.

Then he gave a blink of surprise.

He naturally expected to find it
crammed with chocolates, Instead of
which, there was another chocolate box
of & smaller size, inside,

_Bunter took it out, snapped. the
ribbon, and opened it. Then he gave
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a gasp of astonishment. A third choc-
olate box of a still amaller size was
within.

“What tha
Bunier.

He cpened the third box, Opening it
disclosed a fourth box of a more dimin-
utive size.

Bunter's little round cyes gleamed
behind his gspectacles.

The Caterpillar had told him that he

thump—" ejaculated

had got the box of chocolates specially
for him, Bunter beégan to suspect a
lape.

He opened the fourth box, It con-
tained a fGfth box—this one & very
smail one,

“ Beast 1” gasped Bunter.

With a lingering hope he opencd the
fifth box. - Inside it was a sizth box,
quite A tiny one.

f'Ratt.ar ¥ hissed Bunter. All his
friendly feelings towards the playful
Caterpillar had vanished now.

- The sixth box, uni'art-mmtelg, proved
to be empty. Billy Bunter sat frowning,
with empty chocolate boxes littering the
grass round him. His feclings were too
deep for words had the Caterpillar been
thers to hear them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Higheliffe Rag!

LECIL PONSONDY of the
Higheliffe Fourth, strolled on
the cricket ground with his
hands in hiz pockets, and a

supercilious expression on his face. His
friends, Gadsby and Vavasour, strolled
with him. The game wes going strong,
Courtenay and the Caterpillar making
the running in.spita of good bowling
and good fielding. But Ponsonby & Co,
did mnot give ~much attention to the
cricket, Cricket was rather beneath the
notice of the knuts of Higheliffe. Pon
would have been glad to see Courtenay
bowled for a duck. But his intervest in
the game did not extend much further
than that.

“Rotten show!" he remarked to his
hiE?qf!ﬁ ! d Gadsb

“FPiffling I” agreed Gadaby.

“ Abzolutely ! assented Vavasour.

“There's that fat ass Bunter!” re-
marked Ponsonby. *Let's go “an siuff
hia cap down the back of his neck! I
can't stand that fat bounder.”

“Better not kick wp a row,” said
Gadsby shaking his head.
would make a%uss——"—”

“There's a lot of Greyfriara men
here,” remarked Vavasour. “We don't
want a shindy, Pon.”

Ponsonby grunted. As usual, he was
in & mood for idle mischicf, and Billy
Bunter was easy game. Still, there
were & dozen Geeyiriars men at hand,
and Pon did not want trouble with any-
body whe would give him some in
return,

“Who's that foreign-leokin® johnany ¥
he asked with o nod towards a man who
was atandm,? ncar Bunter's deck-chair,
“What the thomp iz ho doin' here

Gadsby and Vavasour glanced at the

“Couwrtenay

man. He was a stranger to them—a
rather thin man, with & black pointed
beard and dark moustache and dark

complexion. He was the foreign-looking
man who had been deiving the Napier

behind the motor-buz that afterncon,

“MNever seen bim  before,” »awned
Gadsby. “I supposc he's dropped in to
watch the cricket. People are allowed
to if they like. Let him alone, Pong
it's rotten bad form chivyyin' a man.”

Fon grunted again,

“Ho seems more interested in Bunter
than in the cricket,” he said, “He'a not
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watchin®  the game, he's watchin®
Bunter.”

“Wonderin' what he's doin' outside
the Zoo, pﬁr]ia?ﬂ” sald zadshy.

“ Absolutely I chuckled Vavasour.

“Well, let's go and talk to Bunter,”
satd Ponsonhy. “We've got nothing to
do until Monsom comes in lo make a
fourth at bridge.”

““Oh, bother Bunterl” said Gadsby.
“Who wants to talk to that fat assi”

“I do!” said Ponsonby, * Come on ™

Pon walked over to -Bunter's chair,
and his oomwades followed him. Pon

ave the fat Owl a light tap on the
shoulder.

Bunter blinked up.

“Glad to see you here, old bean,” said
Ponsonby heartily., “ ¥You haven't Leen
to Ifigholiffo lately, Bunter!"

Bunter had looked uneasy for o
moment, More than once he had
suffered at the hands of Ponsorby &
Co., dnd he had not forgotten certsin
reggings. DBut Pon's cheery manner
reassured him., It was always casy to
pull William George Bunter's fat lng.

“You should let us see vou some-
titnes, old <hap,” s=aid Pon. “¥You
rather neglect your friends, you know.™

“Well, the fact is, & fellow doesn's
have much time,” said Bunter. “ When
a fellow’s puruianr in his Form, and run
after, and all that, fellows seem to think
they can tike up all his time.”

“Oh, quite!” assented Ponsonby.
5till, you shouldu’t forget that you've
got friends here who are always glad
to see wou,™
_Bunter smirked. Althouﬁh he ncither
liked nor trusted Pon, he was very
pleased to be picked out like this by ihe
h,q,?fdmma, well-dressed dandy of High-
Criiie.

“Yes, you shouldn’t forget that, old
bean,"” said Gadsby, teking his cue from
his leader. “Wa feel rather neglected.”

“ Absolutely ¥ gaid Vavasour.

"No good askin® you to cell in at
the tuckshop, I suppose?' eaid Pen.
“ You've been doin' yourself rather well
with choes, haven™ you?”? He glanced
at the litter of empty boxes

Bunter gave & suort.

“No fear! That beast Do Courcy
gave me & box of chocolates, and thero
was nothing in it but a lot of empty
boxes=——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Another snort from Buntor.

“ Well, perhaps you think it's funny,”
ke spapped. “I don't !

“Not at all, old bean,” said Pon,
becoming grave again., * Hotten jokel
Just like that outsider the Uat{.-rpighr.“

* Absolutely 1

“We're just goin' round for a ginger
pop,” went on Pon. “Like fo trot
along, Bunter? Unless you're keen on
the crichet—"

“0Oh, blow the ericket!” said Bunter
promptly, and he rese from the chair,
“It's a rotten poor game, not my style
?t-”ﬂ.]]“ “I'll come with pleasure, old
odlow.’

“Now that's really decent of wvou,

old bean,” said Ponsonby. you
mind if 1 take your arm ™
Bunter did not mind at all. He was

rather proud of being scen walking
arm-in-arm with the dandy of High.
cliffe.

Fonsonby walked him awav, and
Gadsby and Vavasour followed, gein-
ning. They did not suppose that the
walk would lead Bunter to ginger-pop.
It was likely ta lead bim to somethin
much less pleasant when he was out ﬂ%
sight of ihe crowd on the crickets
ground,

Ponsonby headed for the school shop;

(Continued on page 12.)



THE THRILL CLUB/! Grand New Feature of Condensed Thrills !
e THE PICKLED CARPENTER !

w
- 1 = Each week the members of the Famous
. ¢ Thrill Club ¥ foregather, and many
are the sensational stories they have to
teil. This week, in accordance with the
rules of the club, Boatswain Bellows tells
of his most hair-raising experience!

greenish tinge, peeped out from behind the elouds every
now and again, It came to eight bells—midnight—and a
_ sailor, known as Bluenose Pete, went aft to take his turn
¢ A (0 at the wheel.

i A couple of minutes later we heard r terrible shriek, and
I'ete came dashing back into the foresecastle. His face was
ag white as o sheet, his eyes were staring, and his teeth
were -::I'mf.tar:ing.

“It's Chipa!” he cried, ‘“Chips, arisen from the dead—

all green and horrible-looking (™

We told him he must have been dronming, but he refused

to budge on deck again.

“Go and seo for yourselvea!™ he lept saying: and there

was nothing slse for vs to da.

Up on deck we all went, and made our way to the

m harness cask, which stood just at the break of the poop.
Then we gave one cry simultaneously.

For there was the carpenter, rising out of the cask!l
His hair was standing on end, hiz face was a borrible green,
is eyes glared at us terribly in the moonlight. I've
seen some queer sights at sea, but none g0 gueer as that.

announced the chairman of the Thrill Club at | gng b
the weekly meeting. “Certainly one of the most

curious happenings was the episode of the Pickled My lega felt as though- they were giving way. The others

Carpenter, of which one of our members, Boatswain | yyrned and bolted—and I'm sorry to say that I bolted with
Bollows, is %)mg to tell us to-might, them |
e

nc URIQUS things happen at ses, gentlemen”

Boatswain Bellows stood up. He was a typicd] old sea- | .
dog, with & face that was brick-red and a smile of joviality | We congregated in the forecastle, and every msn-Jaok

: ; : of us was white and shivering. We numbered some hard
gﬂfilllfa Eggh&ﬂ:}ﬁﬂ_ﬂ. In bluff, secamanlike fashion he fold | rases amongst the crew—men who were afraid of nothing

which they could understand., But the idea of a man who
_]'L?:ﬂklfdﬁqn dnﬁd for neaﬁly ﬁvl‘.’ilda}'ﬂh&n% wl}:m hla? been
; Bl - pic in a barness cask as well, coming back to lifs, was
I waz very friendly with the carpenter-—who 13 always something that sheck u th
BT Rl : el it s g {o the core, : :

led "Chis 30 son, Ghips, unfotunmsaly, el foul of | *"Fho'cafiain, who had tonhed o poup without paiog
wotli Bat-live 1o sot Font on Innd spain: X0&: whia baghd the harness cask, discovered that the watch had not been
for the West Indics, and Chips, who knew that he was relieved, ami"yeﬂed out for the watch. Dut no one moved,
Josk slipping Toa eahle, bepsn l;ngimhh]a of green fields and and eventually the captain and the mate came forward

Many vears ago I was bo'sun of the barque Anitra, and

il e e to _dn}s us out. They came by way of the port side—and
The captain did his best for Chips, and the old car- | CHiPS tﬁﬂ?ﬂﬁhﬂﬁk Wi oo ;*]ftgf'm;‘ﬂ side. ol
penter plagued the captain until the latter promised him | am“ i toF etﬂusﬂiﬁta::r:{ dzﬂl? X, ':;in n:“ ‘IEE; ?ﬂ;nth 1ps,
thit, no matter what happened, Chips should not be buried | "0 Etg tha Tacni k. W B Ie b 'It;& bk e T‘F
at sen but wounld be found a snug harbour ashore, 9 ArnES R = SERESY R0 R ARAlL. el

That eased the mind of Chips and reconciled him to his :ﬁgﬁwh aﬂllﬁniﬁtzél i";ih?gah:‘g“::;'fhﬁt {Ef:r:hﬁra po t;.illlld wa
app mﬁc:hing end. e huﬂtg ﬂﬁ] untal téw day hefﬂrab?'a He was a real hard case, afrald of neither memlnﬂr
waral uf ifﬂ ’?r"? i FI;J I 5 33 paasad awﬁg kg fé devil-—and he marched straight up to the harness cask,
E;; fpﬁnn? {ﬁg:& ip: ya:n:‘l? 1.?;‘,..:' ?ti:;%puﬁeda:;jhgjé e while the rest of us gathered round in & semi-circle
"t there 3. a0 telling what will happen at sen, and ' Chips .‘l:'m"“r moved as ]th“ captain approached, although
that night a hurrvicane rose and blew us out to sca again. flizhih“ ooked as horrible es ever in the greenish moon.
We ;mﬂmd]‘;me tmgg:: K tbut. the ‘“lﬁi fr &;: t&hm}ddunjl i Then the captain stretched out his hand and touched
CHUAEERS, . Sel r;in ge ml_:.: port. nnd: 4 30 EE}' . Chips, But etill the carpenter did not move. And we stood
though we would not touch port for some days, and there- | o 4 i trified
fore some of us feBit f-hlﬂ;t Chips shuui-lidhe bw;:_ried }n his ere B8 tough wo had Deen petrifed.
hammock at sea. DBut the captain would not hear of it. | : ; :
“No,” he said flatly. “1 promised Chips that he should | , 1t would have lfﬁ‘;?ﬂ‘;ﬁ;;”‘;i& b Tiak ;pﬂrﬂﬂfﬂwﬁmﬂa it
be !_E"' uried asho rc,l P"f;d nqi e meat for sharks, When I which was in front of him, The members of the Thrill
mike & pPromise aop 1. 2 B - : T
Now, gentlemen, you know that it is impossible to keep ﬁiiui; ﬁmtei:i patiently, until one of them could stond the
o dezd man for long in the tropics, and it looked as though | 3 'l‘:‘%’w“‘:’ ﬂin%f;i, G | I O R e
we would never anchor, Again we asked the captain to alivii ;ﬁ:ﬂ” Sl i oy e e e i
give Chips & sea burial, but he would not break his promise af ilv a5 h S 1 [i'J L pickloed
to the dead man. At last, however, he realised that some. | —28pecially as ho een pickle

thine must be done, and he had a brainwave. " “1 have told wou the truth, gentlemen,” Dellows said.
" Igpmmised him he should have a shore burial,* he said, What had happenad was this—we had had to force the ear-
tiand g shore burinl he shall have, But as we can’t Ry enter into the eask, remember, and the bLrine had pickled
him much longer, we'll have to preserve him—in the same | tim and made his body “‘Em‘}‘] That h“di kj";“k“d off the
way 03 we preserve meat!” t"-"'!f of the cask, and the body had sprung holf-way ont.

L : *It was the brine which had made him Jook so fearful,
lmin;lsg“ ‘:Mi"?: l;‘:;’,:ﬂ?;?: aﬂigrg%m::ﬁfeihitﬁai :'I;:_f:]t !f;_ as the c!.‘}uptn;n d:usciavuwd. ’i.‘hcrt was nothing else for it
sea for pickling meat with brine, and it's about biﬁ enough h“I'fI t""'m;gm nf[;hiff Ifﬂ::r:-mgit?r d:ﬁllmtn 1 e Sannised
to hold nd m&“ﬂ We got th]:;_a hames:a.!dcask and the i}nim mﬂnfent. “_ﬁﬂﬁ e ﬂaﬂﬁﬂ - » P
ready, and we had to foree the poor old carpenter into the T e ] : : .

; TG : : : it yway, peer old Chips had his lost wish granted, and
cﬁé’ 'ﬂf lt}l]:ﬂl ;T;tsk Iflrmghtéucﬂﬁserva o wniil we seached he was buried in the West Indies, where anyone can see
: Chips had been dead for three days then, and we were i']i'ﬂ Ei‘lﬂﬂ?ﬁ The story t“f the Emklﬂd ¢“hfl"‘f“:=ﬁ]t‘~ tﬂmﬂf},ﬂﬁ
three more days before we managed to reach pork, 'Tho | VHOUET 1T INXY Scem, 13 Lrug, gentliemen—absolutely true:
pight before we anchorad was a weird I':inic]! of night. The [ (Look ont for another ten-minule Cehpiller ¥ next 1week )
wind whistled through the shrouds, and the moon, with » Tug Magner Lisnary.—No, 1,162,
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GANGSTERS AT GREYFRIARS!

{Continued from page 10.)

but he suddenly changed his direction
and led Bunter off towards the school
gates,

“ Monson's gono out,” he exclaimed.
“"We're expectin® him back every
minute. You'd like to meet Monson?

was askin’ me yosterday why he
never saw Bunter now, and I told him
I thought you must be offended about
somethin',”

“Oh! Not at all1™ assurad Bunter.

“Well, we'll get Monson and make
u;gmia. little party for tea,” said Pon.
“That is, if vou like the idca, Bunter.

“ What-ho ¥ said DBunter,

“Come on, then”

Ponsonby strolled out of pates with
his  friend Bunter, Gadsby and
Yavasour, still griuning, followed on.

Bunter was happily and unconsciously
walking into the trap. Really, it was
almost too casy to pull the wool over the
eyes of the fatuous Owl of the Remove.

Tha four juniors walked down the
road and turned from it into 2 narrow
lane.  Farther up the lune a ear was
nf;andtmi"—tha dark-blue Napier that
had followed the Crevfriars crickoters
to Highcliffe. Evidently it had been
left thera while the foreign-looking man
was on the cricket ground at Hijrgciiﬁ'e.
Ponsonby gave the car. a glance, and
noticed that it was emply., e came to
@ halt in the lane,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Ts Monson coming this way$” he

“Well, I rather think not,” drawled
Ponsonby, with a wink to’ Gadsby and
Vavasour, who chuckled.

“But ain't we going to meet him (¥
asked Bunter.

“Nunno; not quite,”

“Eh? ‘Then, what have we come
hero for "

'I:nnmnb}; turned to his {riends.

Bunter wants to know what weo've
come ,hare for, you men,” he remarkad,
“You'd alimost expect himm fo puess,
wouldn't you #”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared Gadshy.

;%}nglt&%y ]* chucklrfll '\Tﬂv.ﬂ.squﬁr. "

illy Bunter gave the three High-
cliffian: a blink of alarm. g

“I—I say, you fellows, no larks, vou
know,” he stuttered.

The Owl of the Remove wished him-
self back on the erieket field. There
was Ro one in sight in that lane. And
it hegan to dawn on Bunter’s fat brain
why he had been inveigpled thera,

“I'll tell you, old fat man,” said Pon-
sonby genially. “The fact 13, T ean’t
stand Greyfriasvrs eads. And  when
they're fap an’ Mabby, T can stand them
less than®ever.”

“0Oh, really, Ponsonbyp—""

“You see, there's a ditch zlong this
lane,” Ponsonby further explained. *¥
thought it would be rather amusin’ to
sit you down in it. What do you think,

Bunter 1"
* Look here——"
Bunter gove fhe grinning High-

cliffians an alarmed blink, and made a
jump to escape. Gadsby promptly put
& foot in his way, and the Owl of tha
Remove rolled over, with o rear.
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“Collar him ! chuckled Ponsonby.

“Yarooh! Loegpo!™ roared Bunter,
“Owl Beasts! Wow ! Help!
Resoun 1

“Ha, ha, ha ™™

But there was ne help or reseue for
the hapless Owl., In three pairs of
hands he was swung to the side of tha

lane, where & shallow ditch ran. with
Tre Micx¥er LisrArr.—No. 1,162,

siz inches of cozy mud and an inch of
vater m 1t

Ezizaﬂh! eqtaﬁhld ”

“ Y¥oooop I roare unter.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Bunter sat in mud and roared. The
three Higheliffians roared also, with
laughter. This was & jape after Pon-
sonby’s own heart.

“Den’t get out, old fat man,” he ad-
vised, “If vou do, we shall nitch you
in agarn.  Hit there and smile.™

“Yarcoogh !¥

Bunter struggled and wriggled in
pozy mud,

“look out! Somebody’s comin’!”
muttered Gadshy suddonly.

Ponsonby, who had picked up o clod
to pelt the hapless junior in t}?ﬂ diteh,
dropped it. From the Highcliffe road
a dark, forcign-looking man was com-
ing up the lame. It was the man they
had seen watching DBunter on  the
ericket pround,

“Beat it murmured Ponsouby.

And {he three Highelifians walked
down the lane, leaving Bunter roaring
and spluttering in the ditch.

They passed the foreign-looking man.
Ha glanced at them as they passed. and
then went on up the lane. Ponsonby &
Co. guite cheered and buecked Ly their
succesalul rag; walked back to High-
cliffe with smiling faces.

L

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Kidnapped I

%, W ] Wow! Help! YVaroogh !
4 _ Bunter, s:‘.]uuﬁ:hinp: in six
inches of soft and clinging
mud, spluttered and roaved.
The splash, as he landed in the ditch,
had streaked mud all over him. 'Thera
was mud an his fat face, and mud in
his neek; mud daubed over his jacket
and collar—in fact, he was of (he mud,
muddy,

He struggled to get ont of the diich
as the Highelifidns walked away, But
1t was nolt casy to get a fooling in the

slippery ooze. Bunter half rose and
sat down again.

“Oh crikey !” gasped the Owl of the
Remove, “Ow] PBeasts! [HHelp! Oh.
crumbe! Oh, the awful rotters!?
Halp 1™

The dark, foreign-looking man who
had é{ussed the Highcliffians, stopped by
the diteh, and looked down at Bunter,

There was a faint grin on his face.
Something of a comic nature, perhaps.
struck him in the aspect of the Owl of
Greviriars.

“I zay, lend me a hand !* spluttered
Bunlor,

"“Bure!” answered the stranger,

Bunter, muddy and perturbed as he
wnz, could not help blinking at the man
in surprize as he made that reply.

'The man locked like a forcigner of
Latin race, with his curled moustache
and nointed, black beard and swarthy
eomplexion. But he spoke with the
accent of an American.

However, the imnortant matter was
to get out of the diteh, surprising as it
was to hear that Frenchified-looking
man speak in the American lanpuage.

Bunter stretehed out & fat hand: o
thin, wiry hand grasped it, and the fat
junior was dragred out of the clinging
mnd. & good deal like a ecork from a
bottle,. He landed on dry ground
squelehing mud, and spluttering  for
breath,

The swarthy man smiled at him.

“SBav, you look muddy!? ha re-
marked.

“w! Those beasts !” he pasped.
“Home guy epilled you into the
ditch #*

THE MAGNET

“Ow! Ves! Those rotters!” Bun-
icr bLlinked down at his clothes, His
trousers dripped with wet muod. “Owl
Laok at me [”

" You sure want & scrape,” said the
obliging rescuer, “I guess I've got
EG_J.EI:G rags in my car you cap rub down
wikh ™

“Oh, thanks!” gasped Bunter.

" This way, sonny!®

The swarthy man walked up the lane
towards the ear, and Bunter limped
after him, dripping mud. Once or
twice the man glanced over his shoulder
#3 if to make sere that Bunter was
following, though he really need have
had no doubis on that point. The faf
junisr was only too,eapger to get the
garment of mud scraped off.

_ _Bunter Dblinked at the dark-blue
Napior as he drow near it. Now that
he was clozo to it he recognized it os
the car that had followed fhe motor-
buz, and, at the same time, ho realised
thiat his rescuer was the dark-skinned
man who had been driving it

The fat junior folt 2 qualm of uneasi-
neza. 'The car looked very like the car
in which he had heen given a lift by
two Amoricans the week before, when
hie had been rushed away along the Red.
clyffe Road, and had escaped when the
LY m‘r:rturned,

But the swarthy foreigner looked
nothing like cither of the Americans
who had collared him on that occasion.
Az the man throw open the door of the
car, Bunter blinked at him very curi-
ously. o noted now that the man had
a lopg, hawkish nose like one of the
two Americans, though in other respects
he looked quite unlike the-man, But
DBuonter was feeling veguely uneasy now.

The man did not seem to observe it
IIe reached a cloth out of the car, and
rubbed the wet mud from Bunter's
clothes. Bunter was still looking very
muddy when he had finished, but, at
last, he was fairly dry.

“Thore, zomny!” said the stranger,
i.ussiﬂg the muddy cloth back into the
car. “That's better, T guess.”

“"Thanks " gasped Bunter.

“Oh, don't mench! T guess 1'1] giva
vou a lift if you're poing my way,”
answered thoe swarthy man,

Bunter backed a pace.  After his
provipus experience he did not want any
wore lifts from strange motorists.

“Thanks! I'mm going back to the
cricket,” he saiudl, “It's only & few
minutes walk—don't trouble.™

“Aw! 3tep inte the ear, sonny I

Bunter backed farther away. He waa
growing alarmed now. There was a
poculiar grin on the swarthy face that
alarmed bint.  And the nasel voice was
growing more and more familiar to his
cars. The man looked like a French-
man: but he spoke like an American,
There was noithing whatever I'rench
aboat him, but his looks.

*YVon won't hiave a lift, zonny 7

Mo 1" gazped Bunter.

“T  yerken  vow're  missing  your
roess!”  drawled the swarthy man.
“Vou hon into that car and save
trouble. You get me?”

“Oh dear ! zaspod Bunter.

He knew now.

For a moment he was rooted to the
ground, blinking wildly at the mocking
face before him.

The man gave & quick glance down
the narrow lane fowards the roud. No
one waa in sight.

Ho stepped closer to Bunter; and the
fat junior, with a sudden terrified
squeak, jumped back and spun round
and ran.

A grip that seemed like steel dropped
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on his fat shoulder, and he was twiried
back. Iie let out a frightened yell
“Can it!” The volco was low and
menacing, “Vou ain't going to be
huet, kid—vou're too valuable to huort!
But you got to come on o lectle pasear
with me! You let out anciher yaup,
somny, and yow'll get & crack on the
cabezs that'll send you to sleep mighty
sudden.”
40w 17
Bunter crumpled under the grip on
hiz shoulder. The steel-like thin fingers
spemed almost to bite into his flash
He was jerked fto the open door of
the car, and pushed in. The man fol-
lowed him in and closed the door.
“MNow wyvou keep quiet, and don’t
give any trouble, kid” he said, I
guess vou koow by this time why we
want you, and you're wise to it that you
sin't going to be hurt. But keep quiet!
You're going to stay with some friends.
I guess—till your popper comes round
and coughs up the dust! ¥Vou're wise
to thet, I guess! Now can it!"”
#J—I—T1 say—" gasped Bunter.
“(Can it, I'm telling you! You want
s orack on the cabeza to send you to

ﬂﬂp‘?"

“0wl No™

“Then can it like I keep on telling
you, ho!”

Bunter “canned " it. Tle did not

venture to resist, as the man rolled him
in & large, heavy rug, round which he
fastened & strap as socn as the fat
junior was enveloped.

Then a little wedge was placed in
Bunter's month, and secured with a
cord.  DBunter hoad to “ecan ™ it now,
whether he liked or mnot; he was
gagged.

“Now, jest you lie still whers you
are, and den't even give.n wriggle, else
suthin' moy happen fo you sudden!”
said the voice of the kidnapper; and
Bunter remained still.

A minute later he heard the snort of
the car. He felt the vehicle in motion,
grinding over the muddy ruts of the
lane, Then ho felt the car move moro
gwiftly and smoobhly, and knew that ho
was on the hngh road.

The car dashed away; in what dircc
tion Bunter did not know.

Heo lay strapped in the rolled eng,
palpitating.

He was kidnapped! There waz no
donbt about that now. On the last
eccasion there had been 8 possibility

that the strangers had been “larking,”
but obviously this was no lark. 'The
raan in the Napier had followed the
Greyfriars party; he had parked his
car in the lane near Higheliffe during
the cricket mateh, and hed no doubb
been looking for a chance to get at
Bunter, when Ponsonby's rag placed the
fat junior fairly in his hands. The
rug, the strap, the prepared gag, all
showed that a kidnappmmg had been
planned, Tt was clear to Bunter’s
dizzy brain that he had been kidnapped
—but why was o mystery to him,
Trom what the kidnapper had said, ho
apparently suppozed that Bunter knesw
the reason; but Bunter was {ar from
even guessing the reason.

But, whatever the reason was, ithero
was-no doubt about the fact! Rilly
Bunter was kidnapped:; and a fask car
was rushing him away, whither he

' G
o "r"-:'j;?

LAY .Lr.r[jﬂ.,_g-. o

1 1ot 7
" ¥ %

inside the
unghle to

eould not tell!
heavy rog, unable to
Fif‘.r!?.lﬂi, Eilly Bunier lay on tho floor of

Sirappoed
50,

the ear, and was borne wway swiftly—
inko the noknown!

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Mysterious !

iy ILLY  DBUNTER  never  Lknew

% how long that jowrncy lasted.
It seemed endless to him, as
ho lay rolled in the thick rug.
It was a warm afternoon, and mn that
rug it was uncomfortably hot and
stufiy, But Bunter, for once, was not
worrying ahout discomforts. Fe was
wondering dismally what wus goinz to
happen when the journcy's ond was
reachicd. Pubk 16 was long before the
car, swift ns it was, camo to a stop;
and he knew that it muost have covered
a long distancs, Where he was ho conld
not guess; but he konew that he must be
very far from Greviriars.

When the ¢ar stopped, Bunter heard

i3

voices. The door was opened, and
someone looked in at bim.

“You've got him, Barney?'

“I've sure got him, Slick!”

“T'Il say this is luck!"

"You've said it!”

Bunter was lifted ont of the car and
the rug was unstrapped and unrolled.
The wooden gag was removed from his
mouth.

“ Grocooogh 17

That was Bunter's first remnark.

He put his spectacles straight on his
fat little wose, and blinked round him
dizzily.

The foreign-locking man was stand-
ing there, with & fat man in horn.
rimmed glasses, whom DBunter had seed
before. Ho was one of the two
Americans who had picked him up on
Courtficld Common a week ago.  Me

-
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A i];!ﬂli, WI‘E 1ti:'m:ul

g1as unter’s,

and the fat junior

F;sﬂdmgad n:llt Hlt;'::
e clinging mu

a cork from a bottle!

Slick Flick grinned at him amiably.
Gividontly Mr., Flick was very glad to
see Bunter.

“Qay, bo, I'm sure glad to meot
vou!" he remarked. “You ain't what
I'd call & good-losker; but thia here is
a sight for sore eyes!”

“[—T—1 say——" gasped Bunter.

Ho stared round him. e was stand-
ing under the wooden porch of &
house; a house in its own grounds, At
o little distance was an encircling
fence, and a row of tell ﬁ?luu grew
along the fence, shuiting off the view.
Far in tho distance was a hill, but it
was & hill that was unfamiliar to
Bunter's eyes. e was nowhere near
Greviriars, that was cortain.

“Ton't you worry, sonnyl” said the
fat man amiably, “You're samong
friends—Eiriends that'll guard you Lke
a treasare [

“YTou've saild it, Flick!” chuckled
the other. “I'll =ay he's rome
treasure !¥

{Continued on page 16
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““*Don Tangoe must be captured!’®

i ENOR MAYOR! We've come 1™
“I can see that, senors. Now
what about going?”
. “Han, ha! The mavor jokes!
Citizens of El Texo! You may laugh 1"
“Ha, ha, ha|”

" But now tw the business! Honoured
sir| We have called an you, as mayor
of this thriving town of E]l Texo, to
ask you the question that is agiteting
@r:;l;:nr citizen to-day, namely, what about
i

“What abont what$®

“Why, the villainous motor-bandit
who is terrorising the town by his
nefarious activities I

“Aha! You are referring, senor, to
Don  Tango, the mysterious masked
bandit of Bl Texo?”

“Excellency ! You have said it "

"“Well, what do you wish me to do
about Don Tango, senor?”

“All we ask 1s that you take steps to
capture the wvillain."

“Caramba! I have taken
already. Only yvesterday I took several

steps to the local police-station to inform i

the police of the matter officially. Vet
Don Tango still eludes the clutches of
I'.'.ih;a;hlaw. What more ean o mayor

“Wa have come to suggest one more
move, Excellency. To-day, an aero-
plane crashed in the market-place. In
the plane was a young English detee.
tive named Jack Manley.”

“Dical Did he escape alive?”

“Hi, ! Now what we propose,
Senor Mayor, is that you employ this
dazring :;ﬂuni‘slﬂuth to track down Den
Tango and his bandit gang and bring
them all to justice.”

"“What happens, senors, if I refuse to
accept your suggestion i

“In that case, excellency, we will
riddle your noble body with bullets 1™

“Ahem! Then I will adopt the sug-
gostion without delay. Tell my
trumpeters to blow a fanfare and usher
in this young English genius!*

Ta-ra! Ta-ral

“Excellency ! He 13 here IV

“How do, mayor! I'm Jack Manley !
Anything I can do for youi”

“8t, ;1! You think you ecan track

Tre Maiorer Lispant.—No, 1,162,

Meet Jack Manley, the slickest man that ever graced a screen.
He'll go anywhere, do anything, and anybody for that matter.
Watch his breathless capers in Mexico !

1| down Pon Tangoe and his band of ! I was bending down |
=1 masked bandits,

€ cnor Manley 1
“YWhy, thot's casy I
“Sacramente! You are very con-

{ fident, my young friend; but the task
1 may be a leetla more difficult than you

suppose.

“That's all right, mayor; I prefer
'em desperate—makes it more exciting 1"

“Dios] ‘The man who pits himself
against Don Tango may get a leetle
more excitement than is pleasant! You
still wish to go oni™

“Rather!  Wouldn't miss it
worlde |

“Then you shall do so. Senors, you
have your wish! Jack Manley will now
proceed to track down Don Tango and
his nefarious bdnd.”

L] - L] - *

“Here I come gathering bandita hold,
Bandits bold, bandits bold |
Here I come gathering bandits bold,
On a bright and beautiful morning 1”

Bang | Crash! Wallop!
“Ow! Sounds like somebody’s back
ta're’_'a_ gone West!  Now, where’'s my

Don Tango i3 a desperate

for

looking for

on Tango's footprints!?

ma, mi;rmg—%usa? This is where I start

| R

steps i

Bang! Boom! Bangl

“¥e gods and little fishes! Tl Texo
seems & noisy sort of town. Aha! A
clug 1

Crash! Bang! Crash!

“Someone else dropped his false teeth
b]{_ the sound of it! Now to examine
this foolprint. It's a size ten, with
hobnails 10 front and a rubber heel at
the back. Well worn. Obviously, this
ia the hoofmark of a thoroughgoing

scoundrel | Ten to one it's Don Tango
himself! I will follow it up and sec
whera it leads.™

Boom !

“"Wonder where the earthquake 157
Ahal Tho clue developsi ¥ oquarey
has taken ten short steps, then five long
gnes, then performed s step-dance and
walked a few paces on his hands.
Lvidently he s trying to throw me off
the scent; but it won't come off with
this chicken ¥

Bang ! _

“Yarooooh! Something bit me while

HEREWITH SPASM NUMBER

This week :

THE MAYOR
OF EL TEXO!

Police! Where
aro the police?"”
“1 am here, senor! What can I do
for yout®
“Ow! Did you see sotnething bite
me then?™
“Ha, ha! The English senor make
the joke! He think something bite

him, when all the time it was a bandit
ﬁﬂ‘nﬁ his gun at him! Ha, ha, ha "

“Dashed if I see a:igﬁiing to guffaw
about| Mean to say I've been aﬁu’t by
a bandit?"

“The senor has said it

“Then why tho thunder didn't you
arrest him®™

“Ha, hal The idea of arresting s
bandit in El Texo! The senor is ver'
funny [*

“My hat! Some police force in El

Texo! Then I suppoee all those noises
I heard just now were gunsi™

“What else should they be, senor!
The bandita have bheen using their
machine-guns on you for the last half
an hour! And here comes mnother of
them with a bomb 1"

Bang! Crash! Boom!

“Whooop| Well, I ¢an stand a lof,
but this is getting a bit too warm for
me, thanks all the same! I'm going
hhome for my bomb-proof suit; but onca

{Tl've got into that I shall never lay

down my magnifying-glass till Don

o and his infamous band are laid

| Tan
by ﬁ'le hacls ¥

. - * - i

“TFellow-bandits! Here is the bankl

1 All that is necessary is for the remainder

of you to keep the citizers at bay with
your guns, while Pedro and myself raise
& conversion loan immde.” (Jokel)

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Are ytu all ready, boys?"

“8i, sil"

“Or, as the Englizsh say, what-ho!®

“Then bloze away ™

Bang ! Crack! Bangl

"Come on, Pedro! No slacking |”

“I'm with you, Don Tango |”

Boom | BM%I Boom |

“Keep it up, lads! Show "em you can
shoot

“Yaroooop 1"

“Whoosoop! I'm hit™

"Fira! Murder! Polical”
_“Ha, hat They call for the pelice—
it 13 ver' funny! Keep them back,
boys! Don Tangoe and Pedro between
themn will clean out the bank in a couple
of shakes, and our fortunes will be
made ™ :

“Bapristi! YWho 15 the daredevil that
races towards us on o pair of roller -

siates? He asks for the trouble with
the eapital T !"
“He shall get it! Dios! 1 recog-

niza him—it 19 the English detective,
senor Manley | Sheot lnm, lads I
Bang! Crosh! Wallopt
“Ha, ha, ha! Ever been had? You
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| that

(nd i in

“Which, in 1tz turp, will ﬁl‘lﬂl i
rovelver arranged in such a position
it chips off the tip of your

—4 ROse——1"

1 holds your chair.

“0Oh crikey ¥
“And then euts in fwo the rope that
Immediately this

happens, vou will bse plunged into beil-

1 ing oil, the gasstove will explode and

=2 blow you to pleces, and a concenled

didw't know I was wearing my bullet
and bomb-proof suit, did you? You're
fﬂlﬂg to met some more shocks when

get my knuckles near your ugly
faces ™

"Caramba! Nothing can stop him!
Where is Don Tango? 'We must Hy
before he reaches usl®

“Maledictos! What's the big ideas,
boyst"

“Don Tange!  Danger threatens.
We must flee before we are caught by
tivs daredevil Englishman—""

“Sacramento ! If it isn't Jack
Manley, the fool English sleuth! This
is just the chance weo've been waitin
fl}'!', h‘ﬂ}'ﬁ I” 3

“But we can’t hit him! He"s wear-
ing a bullet-proof suit 1"

“Then wo'll drive off and lead him
a chaso round the town till we geb to

headquarters, Jump in and drive like
fury, Pedroe! The rest of you keap on
fring !"

- R A

Honk-honk !

Bang! Crack! Bang!

*LCome back, you cowards, No? Then
Pll pursue you till I get vou aor till
the rollers drop off my skotes!™

Whiz!

“All ready ¥

"3, si, Don Tango

“Don't forget, then; as soon as
Manley entors the room, throw your-
selvez ot him. Ah! Here he comee!™

“Here I come gathering bandits bhold,
Bandits bold, bandits—— Whogop !*

Crash! Bang! Wallop!
“"Down with the Englishman ™

“ﬁ:;priﬁti! He punch the nose of
ma !

" L million curses!

11
!

[Tle black my
eyel :

“But till we win, my brave bandits !
The odds are only six to one against
him, and yet he cannot triumph !
Pile in !

“Grooogh | Foul! Someone’s sticking
ping in me, and somcone olee is biting
my neck! Where's the ref??

“‘Aha! There is no referca to help
voy here, senor! Seize him, my bravos,
and tie him up! You have lit the gas-
stove, Podro ™

“81, si, Don Tango!™

“That is good bnsiness!
of an Englishman ["

“Bah! T defy you!"

“Ha, ha! Soon you will be bepging
ity for the mercy wvou will never get!
Cast your cyes over the neat little sur-
wrize we have prepared for you !

“G-g-great Scoft! What s it ¥V

“Quite o simple little arrangement,
senor. It is all worked by clockwork.
You zee the chaijr ¥

"YGS; I.“.lt-“——“

“Silence, dog, and I will explain!
Very zoon you will be tied to that chair.
Now, as sou see, it 13 suspended over
a cauldron of beoiling oil- At the hour
of nina the works of the clock will
operate o lever——"'
“Go on, Don Tango I

Mow, dog

ramophone  will play  demoniacal
ﬁmghhm Ha, ha, ha! It is the good

joke, whatt"
“Hua, ha, ha! Awfully funny, T must
What & clever lot you all are,

0¥,
aron't yout"

“You flatbers us, senor! Well, boys,
vou can tie him up in the chair now,
and we'll leave him.  Musta’t forget
gur appointment.™

“What appoinbtmont
Tango ™

iz that,

“Why, the police dauce at the Town |;

Hall, of course.”
“Ah! Of course!™

*There you are, Benor Manley! All

you have to do mow is to wait $ill nine
hegin. |

_ But if vou thiok [f
you're going to hear me squeal, you're |

o'clock,
Adios ™
“You seoundrels!

whenn the fireworks

going to be disappointed. Iven after
I've %JEEH-‘I shot, boiled in oil, and blown
to bits, T shan't complain! Bah!™

*“Ha, ha, ha! Adios, senor !

Tick-tock ! Tick-tock!

“Oh dear! To think that every tick
brings the end nearer! I wouldn’t
mind being shot and boiled in oil and
hlown to bLits if it stopped at that!
But when they crown it by puttin
lenghter on the 'I‘-ﬂli:m-ﬁhﬂﬂh it’s
enough to put even a hard-bitten sleuth
off J]la Bl’[‘ﬂkﬂ—';“"

Tick-tock ! Tick-tock!

“This suspense is Only
another minule to go!”

“Hold on, though! What's happen

awial!

"mg'i'"
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‘I Now, dog ol

“Can it ba? Yes, it can! Hurrah!
They've forgotten to wind up the clock,
and it's stopped just half o wminute
before the hour. Now, it's enly & ques
tion of waiting till their oftice-cleancr
comes along. And, il I'm not mistaken,
here she comeal®™

“Dips! What are vou a-doing of up
there, senor ™

“Quick, senoral Turn out the gas-
jets, and release me. Oh, thank you!
Here's an I O T for stxpence for your
trouble. And now for the police danece
at the Town Hall, where I shall ab last
lay Don Tango and his gpang by the
hecls I

an Enpgliehman ! *

L

“MNine o'clock, boyal The fireworks
have just gone off at headguarters, and
the fool English sleuth will trouble us
no mora! Thres cheers !

“Ai, af, Bil"

“And now on with the dance!
Another bottle of wine to drink te the
succezz of Don Tanco and his bandit
gang 1"

“Ai, ail

: Success to the Don Tango
gang !

Den

=
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“Stap ™
“Maledictos ! The Englishmas
again "

“ Ten million curses!*

“Hands up, everybodyl I've got the
drop on youl”
“Bapristi| How did you escapsl™

“That, my dear Don Tango, is no
concern of yours. Now, if you please,
1 should like to see your face. Take
off your mask I

“Ha, ha! It is g pleasure to chey
the English senor. T will do go.”

“ What—what—""

“Take one good look at me, Senor
Manley ™

“(iroat Scott! Tt's—it'g—-»

“Ha, ha, ha! Of epurse it is

“It's the mayor limeelf 1™
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* Precisely, Scnor Manley 1™

A Tt e o

at the mayor and Don Tengo are
ane, Exneﬂ}r;ai admit 1% I ng the
Mayor of El Texo, and slso Don Tango,
the bandit chief. Thought you'd bLave
guessed that long ago!™

“ Why, ¥OUu—you double dyed
doceiver——"

“Pardon, senor; I am not. I have
never deceived theso fellows about it,
have I, fellow-bandits 7

Not you, Don Tango

Y MNever mind; deceiver or not, I'm
still going to have you and your gan
placed under lock and key. I'll ea
the police now 1™

My

“But, senor—— Ha, ha, ha!
bandits are all policemen. Aren't you,

¥
I ¥

boys i
L A
“Ha, ha, ha! You are surprised,

. Senor Maniny. What are you going to

do now ™

*1 shall call tha reat of the police
foree, who aro dancing inmocently in
the adjoining ball-room, snd dencunce
vou ag Don Tange's gang I

::EIﬁ"thEF all know already!”

“They are all members of the gang,
too. In fact, the only police recrui
who are ever considered in El Texo are
mombers of Don Tango's gang."

"My hat 1™

“Ha, ha, ha! The English senore
finds 1t a leetle difficult to understand
tha way wo have in El Texot"

“1 ghould just think I do! Best
thing for me to do now ia to givo up
detecting in the town and take tho frst
boat back to home, sweet home ™

“An excellent supgestion, senor! And
1 hope you will take back with you the
happicst recollectiona of us. Waitapl
Another bottle of wine for our English
friend! And now let ug all join hands
and sing Don Tange's chorus, to the
tune of ‘ Men of Harlech," "

“We're the bandits of El Texo,

All of us have cast-iron necks-ha!

"I'ees we shoot end trains wo wreck

563,

Join our happy band !*

THE EXD.

(Next week's MaGgNEr will ronlain
another Dicky Nugent " shocker,” en-
titled: "“PrHE MASTERS' GOLF
TORNYMENT " Boys, you're on ihe
bigoest laugh ever, kerel)
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(Cantinued from page 13}

“You're jest going to be a guest in
thiz here mansion, =ouny!” continued
Me, Fhick cheerily. “'We're all ready
for a guest. You're going to huve a
good voom, and the best of grub, and
good company.”

“I—-I say—" ;

“The nn)ly thing you'll miss is your
lcssons ab school,” went on My, Flick.
“ Apd, dog-gone my cats, 1f you'ro keen
on them, we'll get vou seme school
booka to pass the time!”

“Goet him in, Blick!" seid the
gwarthy man.
®You bet! This way, sonny !

The fat man took Bunter by the

shoulder, and led him into the house.
The kidnapper followed and shut the
door.
Bunter found himseli in a rather
large hall, fairly well furnished. He
was led acrosa the hall to a room, also
well furnished, but with wooden shut-
ters locked on the outside of the
window, The room was dusky; but
Shick Flick turned on the light.

“*1 ﬁu&as you'tl have to do withoub
daylight, son!” he said, guite apolo-
getically. " We ain't taking chances
with & valuable guest liko you, But if
you behave, you'll be allowed to walk
in the grounds for execrcise, with me
aleng. We sure want to make wvon
comfortable. T puess wo ain't never
made our guests anything but comfort-
tble—ch, Barney "

“*You've said it, Flick.”

Billy Bunter turned his spectacles on
the swarlhy, forcign-looking man, with
a jump of astonishment.

The man was taking of the Wblack
beard and the curled moustache. Obvi-
ously—mow—he had been disguised,

And as soon a3 the disguise was re-
moved, in spite of the swarthy com-
plexion that remained, Bunter rtecog-
nised the thin, clean-shaven face, It
was the man who had been wilh Blick
Flick en the previous occasion.

e inan grinned at him.

guess you know e now, sonny !
ho remarked.

“0Oh dear ! gasped Bunter.

“You've sure  heard of
McCann?™

“Ye-e-es1” stammered Bunter.

*Waal, now you see him, ™ snid tha
man with the hawk nose, “and my
side-partner here is Elicka!ﬁ‘ﬁ{:h. You

t away from us [ast time, son, whon
thae aufo went over. You was spry;
but vou dou't beat Barney McCann!
No, sivr]! Barney’s been looking for
you ever since. You can't put it peross
Barpay ! Nope 1™

“You've given us more trouble than
we  caleculated, son!” said Mr, Flick,
with a shake of the head, plmost
reproachiully, “*Why, we had you dend
to rights yesterday, and a bLunch of

uys horned in, and we had to quit,
eaving you with a bap on your cabeza.
You've wasted a lot of time.”

Tie Magwer Lispany.—No. 1,162,

H’I

Barney

f you bagged e in the Cloisters?

Bunter jumped.
“Oh!” he gasped. “'ﬁ'-w-w-wn; i;
thought it was those beasts larking.”

“1 guess it was thiz party,” grinned
Ale, IMlick: “and we'd have had you
over the wall and into the car in two
shakes of a possum®s tail f the mguys
hadn't horned in like they did! But I
guess wo gob you safe mow. Bit down,
son! Take it easyi"
lH_untur sanl inlo a comfortable arm-
chair.

e blinked at the two Americans
Both of them seemed very d-
humoured, both seemed very amiable
and highly satished. They were elated

1.'.-'11:11' t-hl?l]‘.' euecess, and obviously not at
gll inclined to do Bunter any larm,
That was a conziderable reliet lo the

fat junior. He was still utterly per-
plesed; bub he was no longer in a
stato of [unk

“That's riglht—make purseli at
home !”  said  Barney MeCann  en
couragingly, “Don't yon worry none,
sonny 1

“I—I say, what have xou brought
ma here for?” stammered Punter.

“I guess vou're wise to  that!®
chuckled Slick Flick,

“I1-1 don't know——-"

“You don’t savvy how valuable you
are " grinned Barney MeCann, * Say,
ain't your popper warned yvou a bunch
was after yonu?’

“Nol!” gasped Bunter,

“Waal, I reckoned he was wise to it,
I sure did!" said MeCann. “I guess
he put your headmaster wise, anv?mw;
and I reckon that old guy wonld have
kept vou safe inside the school if he'd
had any hoss-sense. He surely would 17

“0h, they don't Inow how many
beans make five on this side of the
pond,” said 3r, TFlick disparagingly.
“They surely don't Inow enough to
go in whon it rains.”

“I believe you!™ said MeCann.
“Anyhow, we got the goods”
“We've surely got the

chuckled Mr. Flick.

“You—you're going to keep me
here ¥ stammered Bunter.

“Search me ! answered MeCann,

" But—but what for?™

“Aw, I guess you know all wo can
tell wvou about that! We're keeping
you here till vour popper weighs in

roods

with the deugh.”
*The—the g:::ugh?“ gasped Bunter.
“Aw, vou've forgotten wvour own
language, have you? said Mr. Me-
Cann, in disgust. “Bay, you've learned
tr talk like on Epglish guy at an
English school, you surely have,"

unter blinked at him blankly,

“Of courge!" he gasped.

“ ANl the time I've chewed the rag
with you I ain't heard you guess once !”
gnid Mr. MeCann, “You talk jest like
you waz born in this mouldy island.”

“Of course I do!" g:a.s ad .the amazed
Bunter. “Why shouldn't 1%

Mr. McCann sniffed.

*“ Anvhow, that don't matter to this
bunch,” he said.  “"¥ou're here till
FOuUr popper ponies up the dough. I
guess we've going to put him wise that
we've cinched wou.  Bay, yon fipure
that vour pfl}pf:-t':r prices you up to thirty
thovzand dellars®™

“Ehi

“T guess he can spare that small sum
out  of what he's skinned off the
prublic, what?"”

Bunter could only blink, It davwned
npon his fat mind that he was to be
held for ransom,

“Thirty thousand dollars?™  he
gurgled, “Oh crumbs! How much is
thal in real moneyi’™

THE MAGNET

Mre. MeCann smiffed apain. )

“You forgotten what a dollar is™
he sneered, “Waal, it's siz thousand
pounds in English money."

“1 guess your popper will cough ig

up easy, som,’’ snid Me. Flick, *“It
won't be a circumstance to him."
"But—but he couldn't!" pasped

Bunter, in dismay.
really vich.”

“Ha, ha, ha!® roared Earney Me-
Camm and Blick I'lick fogether, They
seemned to take that statemsent as an
uproarious joke.

“I—I say it's the truth!” gasped
Bunter. “Wha-a-a-at made you think
my father was rich?™

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared McCann and
Slick Flick,

Mr. Flick, in the excess of his merris
ment, wiped his eyes,

“Your popper ain’t a millionaire,
what? chuckled AcCann.

“ Nol” gasped Bunter.

“He am't been raking
dollars by the bucketful?'®

*N-n-no !

" Yr:_nu don't figure ithat he could pony
up thirty thousand dollars?”

“1—I'm sure he couldn't!™

“1 guess we'll take the chance,® said
Barney McCann, chuckling.  “ Say,
Flick, sou look after the kid while I
get on the phone. Give him anything
he wants; his poppet’s going to pay.
Anything you want, son, you sing out;
this bunch always treats a guy hand-
some. Why, sometimes o guy's quite
sorry to leave us and go back to his
sorrowing parents! I'm telling you!”

"I-—-I say, I—I'm rather hungry!"
sid Bunter hopefully.

“Mike ! shouted MMeCann.

A red-headed moan put his face in ok
the door.

" ¥, sorr !’

“Tha Lids hImﬁrg!
ond treat him well™

“¥is, sorr!”

The two kidnappers left the shuttered
TOOMm, faw minutes later Billy
Bunter was seated ob the table, delvin
into & meal with a keen appotite, He
was still hopelessly perplezed and
puzzled; but he was feeling ensy in his
mind now. Evidently he was not going
to be hurt; equally evidently, he was
going to be well fed. If this wasg kia-
napping, Billy Bunter realised that
thera might be worse experiences for a
fellow than being kidnapped !

“My father ain’t

in the

Look after him

S e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Stariling News !

UEZZZZZZZN
B “Dear me!” said the Head,

The headmaster was busy in
his study whon the telephone-
bell rang. _—

Dr. Locke was ﬂﬂjﬁj‘lﬂ? a  half.
holiday in his own way, fully as much
as Harry Wharton & Co. were enjoying
it in theirs, t?hjéﬁr‘thahﬂﬁmmﬂﬂ?iin
WOEID Urging i} i all ot 1gh-
cliffe; a%d Billy Bunger was tuakﬁr;;
inte & square meal in zome place un.
kneown, the Head was adding a Latin
note to his edition of Sophocles, which
was destined—some day—to  create
quite & stir in learned cireles and to

cause the approving wagging of several
wise nnd ‘lzarned and %n! lhicads at
Oxford.

With a fascinating Creck volume
open before hum, and noles in Cicero-
nian Latin gliding from his pen, the
Head was happy—as happy as Harry
Wharton with a bat in hia hand or
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Billy Bunter sitting down before & dish
of jam tarts.
o the buzz of the telephonc-bell was
distinctly unwelcome. . )
With a sigh the Head laid down his
.  He Lifted the recciver from the
mka and listened. .
“Halle!” came & voice that was
quite strange to him. “That Greyiviars

School **
#* Yeog I¥ r%p]ied the Head. ’

“1 guess T want Dr: Locke.

“ Dr. Locke is speaking.”

“ How do, dooi"”

“Pear mel” murmured the Head.

This was quite an unusual greebing
far hiis majestic ears. .

“Say, ] guess you've heard of mel
went on the cheerful wvoice. "“I'm
Barney McCann,”

Dr. Locke almost
CRIVERE.

“Bub-bub-Barney McCann ™ he stut-
tored.

“YEP llh

“Dless my
Hend. :

*“You've heard of me, feller?

“I have certainly heard the name.
It was mentioned to me in a communi-
eation from Mr. Fish, It was men-
tioned as the name of o lawless and
upserupulous person who had desgns
on Mr. Fish's son! If vou are, indeed,
that person—"

“You've got b1 ;

“Then 1 regard it as insclence on
your part to speak to me!” exclaimed
the Head indignantly., “Ilow dare
you, gir?”

“Take it ecasy, old sport!”

“Wha-a-a-a-b ¥’

“] guess T've ecalled you to talk
buginess! You see—"'

] refuse to listen to you, My, Me-
Cann!” said Dr. Locke. “I refuse u!l.;rﬂa-
lutely to hear a single word.

::'E;?“ jgot the goads."

“T reckon you want to know that I'va
got the poods”

“I fail to understand you! I have no
knowledge of the goods fo which you
refer. i

“The boy "

u'w'hat?ﬁ

“Fish ! said Mr. McCann. **I cinchied
him this afternoon at Higheliffe.”

“ Bleszg my soul!”

“Tva pot him!™ went on the voice of
Barncy McCann. “I've sure got that
young guy by the short hairs! You
want lﬂgbaliﬂ'.’ﬁ me, doe.”

“Jg—is—is it possible that—that you
have telephoned to me,. to—to tell me

rg-

dropped  tho

soul 1  ejaculated the

i

I—

that you hove kidnapped the boy
Fish 7% stuttered the Hend.
"Correct I*?

*1—I do not credit your statement! I
have pgiven instructions for the boy to
remain within gates, I—"

“I've got him! Bay you mosey round
and look for tle guy, and I guess you
won't sce hide nor itair of him! T've
sura got him fixed! Now, doc, I'm
putting you wise to save trouble. That
kid Fizh 1z in my hands, I guess you
don’t know much about Barney MeCunn
on this side ot the pond, but I'm telling
you that Barney means lbusiness, every
time, from the word go. That kid i=
fixed snfe. He's got o price on him—
thirty thousand dollars! ¥You want to
cable to his popper in Noa Yark and
let hin know."

The Head gasped.

“1 shall do nothing of the kind! If
vou really have had tho audacity to kid-
nap @ boy belongping to this schoel, I
sha!ll invoke the uid of the police at
gneo, and vou will be arrested and
punighed—2

“Aw, ocut I5 out, doo! You figure
that your cops can worry Barpoy Me-
Cann? Forget iti"

“Rascal!” exclaimed the Ilead indig-
nantly.

“Forget it, doo! I'm jest putting wou
wiso! If you want the kid back, you
sond that cable to his popper. 1 guess
I ain't fixed up to send cables, and I
ghall have to write, That takes time.
While I'm waiting, the kid stayz with
me, xoul can <all in all the cops you
wank; they won't find the kid in ten
yvears, Are vou sending that cable to
AMr, Fizshi"

“Certainly not!"

"Raw, you better!" advized Mr. Me
Cann. “0Old Mun Fish knows what's
what! Once he's wise to it that Barney
McCann has got hold of his boy, he
will know it’s no nse wriggling. He will
step up with the dellavs and parvt. It
will save time," . .

“I zhall communicate with the police
immediately "' gasped the Head,

“ Aw, you make me tived, doe! What

Wesnrusnngsapenssresnnnrevanannsnsneansnnannns i
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Pead the tale of Greyiriars
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And the famous Remove
By their capers will prove,

That for fun, hers ise somao=-
thing unigue.

The sbove winning effori has
been sent in by H. E. Crooker, 36,
Jubilee Road, St. George, Bristol,
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one of our useful leather pocket
wa.";ta.
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use you figure your police are? I puess
they wouldn’t find me if I told them my
address! No, sir! But pleaso yourself!
The kid's in my hands! You can save
time by cabling to Old Man Fish!
Time's dollars, doc!"

“From where are you speaking?”
gasped the Head.

There was n chuckle again.

“Not from hecadquarters, you hot!”
gaid My, MeCann, “1f vou ask them at
the exchange after I've hung up, they'll
tell you a cali-box!  Say, gﬂ-:, you
don't think I'm fclling you where
live, do you?"

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“1 refuse to bandy words with you,”
he suid. “ You may be able to defy tho
law in the United States, sir, but you
will find that it is scarcely possible to
do s in this country. You may logk for
immediate arrect.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mr. McCann.

The Head jammed the receiver back
on the hocks.

He was fed up with Barney McCann,
e waz breathing havd, and his cheeks
woera flushed, as he stepped away from
the telephone.

“Bless my soul! murmured Dr,
Locke, “SBuch insolence—such audacity
—auch rascality—upon my word !’

Tha Head was  greatly agitated.
MNaver before had the scholastic calm of
his tranquil lite been disturbed by such
o happening; it was his first exporience
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of enterprising American crooks. He
paced his atudy in a very disturbed
frame of mind Sophocles lay unheoded
oo his desk. Bophocles had lost his
charm. Neither the Gresk text, nor
the Latin notes appesaled to the Head
now. Mr. McCann had spoiled his half-
heoliday | )

Ha quitted hia study at lest, and
rustled down Masters’ passage to vimb
Mr. Qualch.

The Remove master wa# in his atudiﬁ
Mr.?uehh was also enjoying the half-
holiday in his own way. Deep 1n
black-letter manuscripts, the Remove
master was at work on his celebrated
“History of Greyfriars,” which had
eccupicd his leisuro hours for so maby
FOALS,

“Mr. Quelch !V .
The Remove master forgot the Histor
of Greyfrinrs as he beheld the head-
master's agitated face. Ide rose quickly

to his feet.
What—-"

“Dr. Locka!

“Mr. Quelch! I am sure that yon
carried out my insiructions with refers
ence to the boy Fish—"

“Fish Certainly, sicl”

“You have not allowed him to go
out of gates, since 3r, Fish warned us
that an attempt was to be made o
kidnap him?®"

“ Certainly not "

I was sure of it,"" said the Head, °1
lay no blame on you, my dear ?uahh.
The boy has evidently disobeyed your
ovders, and gone oube——"

“I hardly think s=o, sir——" Mr.
Queleh shook hie head ™It iz true that
he asked for leave to go to Higheliffa
for the cricket mateh there, and had be
been in the Eleven I should have given
leave, as he would have been safe in
ruch eircumstances. But I refused him
leave to go over to watch the matoh, as
1 could not be sure that he would res
main with the others, I cannot think
that he has directly disoheved my com-
mands. Fish is not of a venturesome
nature,."”

*1 have received a telephone message
from the person named by Mr. Fish—
a person called MeCann—-"

“Is it possiblel”

“He informs me that the boy Fish
15 in his hands."

Mr. Quelch almost jumped.

¥ According to his statement on the
telephone, he has kidoapped Fish "' said
Dr. Locke. "“Ha had the unparalleled
insolence fo suggest that T should cable
the news to Mr. Figh™

Mr. Quelch knitted his browsa

“If Fish hae gone out of hounds, with-
out leave—-"" he said,

“ It would appear so. from this roscal’s
statement,” said tho Head., “Ile would
searcely take the trouble to telephone
z statemont withont grounds. What
purpose gould he scrve 7’

“That ia true! But—"

“The poliee must be communicated
with at once, Mr. Queleh. I-—-I presume
that there is nothing elze to bo donei"

The Head wineed as ho spoke. In his
mind’s eye, ho could sec the name of
Greyiriara in all the ncwspapers, &
prospect that made the old gentleman
shudder. The modern craze for
publicity had not reached the head-
master's study at Greyfriars School.

“No doubt,” said Mre. Quelch, " Bub
belore taking such a step, we musk
nscertain bevond doubt that the wreich's
statoment is correct. I can scarcel
beliove that Fish has recklessly place
himsgelf within reach of the kidnapper.
He is a boy of the most cautious
character.”

{Continued on next page.)
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® According to the stotement of this
parson MeCann, he found the boy ot
Highcliffe I seid the Head.

Cortainly Fish asked leave to go
over to Highcliffe with the cricketers,”
gaid Mr. Quelch, pursing his lips. * But
as o was not a member of the team,
I refused him leave definitely.”

“I fear that he must have disregarded
¥our instructions. The man's statement
was explicit, and he certainly mentioned

Highcliffe.”
linted.

Mr. Queleh's eyes gl ] frgs
*“The boyva are at Highcliffe now, sir.

he said, “It will be easy to ascertain
whether Fish went there. I will tele-
phone Higheliffie, and ask to speak to
Wharton.”
“Very good ! said the Head.
And Mr., Quéleh, his eves still glinting
steppod to the teléphone,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Fish!

i ELL caught!”
‘W *Oh, well canght!”
“ Bravo, Caterpillay

Harry Wharton made a
w? grimace, ]
. He had token twenty on hiz second
innings, when the Caterpillar brought
off that catch.

It was wot an easy catch, Wharton
B . gave easy catches. But the
Csterpillar had hrﬂu{ght it off, and the

ais of the Greyiri
DU

riars Hemove was
“Good man, Caterpillar!”™ shouted
urienay. ]

The Caterpillar smiled his sleepy
smile as he held up the ball,

“ How’s that?” he murmured.

#0Oh, well caught |

¥ Good old Caterpillar I

“Hard cheese, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry, as he passcd Wharton coming
off, Wharton nodded, and went on to
the pavilion.

Cherry took his place at the
wicket, facing Courtenay’s bowling.
Wharton dropped his bat, and turned
round a3 he received a tap on the
shoulder. La.nﬁi:-g?, a Highchffe Sixth-
Former, gave him the tap.

“VYou're Wharton "

“"¥es,” said Harry.

¥1'vo been waiting for you to come
off; I wouldn't interrupt your qam&,"
said Lan%le% with a smile. ‘' Some-
body’s tclephoned from your school,
your Form master, I think. Will you
g;n_m Maobhbs' stuéy—rﬂu know where
it 18

“¥es,” sald Wharton. in wonder.

“Mobhbs asked me to tell ou,” said
the captain of Higheliffe. “I fancy the
man's lmnging on the wire, so you may
as well buck up.”

“Right-he.” _

Wharton hurried off the cricket field,
wondering what was up. He was unwill-
ing to leave the ground, with a hard-
fought match drawing to ils climax, but
if Quelch wanted him on the phone,
there was no cholce in the matter.

He hurried to the House and tapped
at tho study door of Mr. Mobbs, the
master of the Higheliffe Fourth.

Mr. Mobbs gave him e glance.
“Your Form master desires to speak
to you, Wharton 1" he said. “You may
take the call.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Wharton crossed over to the tale-
phone, and Mr Mobhs, with a slight
grunt, returned to his papers. Appar-
ently Mr. Mobbs was not pleased by
the interruption.

Wharton picked up the receiver.

“Hallo! harton speaking."
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“I have been waiting, Wharton 1™
came Mr. Quelch’s voice, in very acid
Eipnr.-,s. “I have been waiting for some
ime, "

Wharton grimmed. As he had been
batting: when the call came, he could
hardly have answered it immediately.
But he did not explain that to hiz Form
master,

't; Sorry, sir!” he said. “What
1 Irr

“Have you seen Fish?”

Iish ! repeated Wharton blankly,
He had, at the moment, utterly for-
gotten the existence of Fisher T. Fish
of the Remove. “Fish, sir?”

Yes, F Have vou seen Fish at

is

: ish !
Higlcliffe 7
., “"Nunno, sir!" gasped the astonished
jumior. “I—I haven't seen &ny fish,
sir—we've been playing ecricket, sir,
N Whaty What? 1 king of

at¥ ' am speaking o
Figh—" R

“Yes, sir; 1 heard you,
hean fishing—""

" Are you presuming to jest with me,
Wharton ! came a formidable voice
over the wires.

“ Nunne, sirl You asked me—"

“I am speaking of Fish of the
Remove, "

“Oh!" gasped Wharton. “I didn't
catch what you meant, sir! No, sir,
I haven’t scen Fisly~I mcan, Fish,
How could I sir?"

“Fish asked for leave to accompany
you to Higheliffe, I refused it., Are
you sure he did not comei”

“He did nof come with us, sir ! said

BITY.

E’ﬂ“ﬁ’m you aware whether be followed

u?

“I—1 think not, sir! I haven't scen
anything of him, Of course, I've heen
playing cricket, and may not have
noticed him if he came——"

"It is important to ascerfain whether
Fish has been at Higheliffe this after-
noon, Wharton. The Head has re-
ceived a messdge that he swas kidnapped
there bi the—the porsong——=
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“indly ascertain at once, Wharton,
whether he has been seen at High-
cliffe thiz afternoon!”

“ Very well, sir,”

"I will hold the line.,”

“ Yes, sir.”

Harry Wharton left Mr. Mobbs' study
and returned to the cricket faeld.

“What's the row?" asked Johnny
Bull. Dob Cherry and Vernon-Smith
wera at the wickets, but the rest of
tie Greyiriars batsmen were wonder-
}ng what Wharton had been called away
L)

“That ass Fish!" aaid Haorry.
“Quelchy seems to think that he’s been
here, and that those American kid-
nappers have bagmed him. Anyhody
seen the ass?”

There was o general shaking of heads.

YWe've not

Fisher T, Fish had not been seen at
Higheliffe.

“Where's Bunter?” asked Harry.
“ Bunter would know. Bunter knows
evervihing ™

But Billy Bunter was not to be seen.

“Bunter secrms to have cleared off
early in the game,” said Nugent, *1I
haven't seen him for some time.”

“Bother him ! gaid Harrv., *“Well,
it’s {:rutty certain  that Fish hasn't
been here. If the kidnappers have been
catching fish, they haven't caught any
at Higheliffe.”

And Wharten returned to Mr, Mobbs'
studv—rocelving another grunt from Me,
Mobbs—and took up the receiver once

more,
“ Fish hasn't been here, sir!” he said.
“¥You are sure of that, Whartont"
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*Nobody's seen bim, sir.”
*VYery well 1

Mr, Queloh rang off and Wharton re.
turned to the cricket. And it is much
to be feared that Fisher T. Fish passed
wholly and completely from hias mind
on the spot. The Caterpillar was bowl-
ing now, and he was showing uncom-
monly great form, The Greyfriars
wickets were falling. Boh Cherry came
cut looking rather rueful.

*That ‘man oan bowl!” he romarked.
“Franky, old man, pull up your =4

MNugent pulled up his socks in vain;
he was dismissed for two, Petor Todd
followed him, and was dismissed for
one. Creyiriars still wanted twonty to
win, with two more wickets to
and the bowling at high-water mark,
5o it was not surprising that Wharton
iﬁ_@dh no thoughts to spare for Fisher T.

ish.

d— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Missing !
laid down the

M e
Yepalver,
The Hoad peered at him

over his glpsses,

_“Fish has not been seen at Highcliffo,
gir I gaid Mr. Quelch. “Wharton ia
positive on that point.’

“*The man's statement was explicit{®
anid tho Head. “The boy may have
followed the cricketers, as he was re.
fused leave to accompany them, and
this=—this lawless rascal may therefors
have found him alone—on the road,
perhapg——*

“It iz possible—"

*I—I object very strongly to the—
the intervention of the police,” said the
Head., “But in the circumstances—"

“I think, sir, that it would be well to

ascertain Grast, bevond doubt that the
boy is not in the scheool,” said Mr.

Quel
But I very much

“Oht
foar—" _

"1 will ascertain at once, sip!”

Mr. Quelch hurried Trom the study.
As a matter of fact, he had little
doubt that Barney MeCann's statemens
wag well-founded ; there seemed no con-
ceivable reasom why the kidnappe:r
should have made that statement other
Wiso,

There was no purpose to be served
by giving a false alarm; indeed, its
only effect could be to put the schaool
authorities still more upon their guard,
now that they had dehnite knowledge
that DMeCann was in the vicinity,
Hitherto, it was only from Mr. Fish
that they had heard of the enterprising
Mz, McCann, now they koew that he
Wwas on the spor. If it was a false
alarm, McCann had cerlainly made his
own task more difficult to carry out.

5o Mr. Quelch really had lhittle hopo
of discovering that Fisher T. Fish was
still within the preciicts of Greyiriara.

He hurried up to tha Remove passage
and looked i1nto Study No. 14. That
apartment was empty, Johnny Bull and
Hguiff were with the Eleven, and Fish,
if he was in the school was no longer
in hiz study.

Mr. Quelch stopped back into the
passage,

“Fish ! he ealled out

Fish was unlikely to be in an
but hia own if he was in the Remove
guarters ot all. But Mr. Quelch was
leaving nothing to chance. He called
out again, in & voice that awoke every
echo in the Remove passage.

* Figh 1”

Echo anawered “Fish,” But ther
was no other answer,

Quite ao!

etudy
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Mr, Quelch compressed his i
rustled back to the stairs.
dently was not there.

On the Remove landing he eame on
Bkinner snd Bnoop.

“Have wou scen Fish of the Re
move ' ho asked.
*No, sirl”

2 &nd
Fish evi-

Mr. Quelch went down the stairs.

Fisher T. Fizh was “gated,” but the
precincts of Greyfriars were extonsive,
and o fellow might ecasily be within
gates, nnd vet out of sight.

Mr. Queleh still hoped that he was
within the precincs,

Five minutes later three profects of
tha Bixth were assigned the task of
locking for Fish, with orders to report
in Mr. Quelel’s study, if they found him
—or failed to find him.

The Remove master returned to his
study and shook his head in reply to Dr.
Locke's anxious glance.

“Tho boy is not in the Remove pas-
sage, sir,’’ he said. “But 1 have every
hopo that he will be found. Tho pre-
fects arve looking for him. I have every
hopo that they will find him,”

“Y trust =0!™” said the Heoad, "I
frust so! Wa are responsible to Mr.
Figh for the safety of his son,”

“If tha boy hos obsented himself
against orders, sir, fthe responsibility
is entirely his.™

“Dh, guite so! Nevertheless—'*

It was half an liour later that Lodor
of the Sixth came to the study. o
reported that nothing could be seen of
Tish of the Remove within the zehool
precincts, :

“Bless my soul !” said the Head.

“You have searched thoroughlyl”
asked Mr. Quelch.

“0h, qute, zir!™ answercd Loder,
rather sulkily., Loder of the Sixth had
not” been pleased by the task assigned
te him  “I've locked everywhers, so
has Walker and Carnel e's not in
tha school )™

“"Have you
acked the Iead. )

“¥Yes, sir. Gosling has not scen him
go out, But, of course, 1f e was break-
ing bounds he would not go out by the
gales™

“No., doubt,” =aid the Head:
doubt,™

Loder left the study.

The two masters exchanged glanees.

“1 fear, Mr, Queleh—"

“1 fear, sir—" gaid Mr. Quelch.

“There appenrs to be no doubi—"

“T1 fear none '™

The Hoad sighed.

“There's nothing remains but to com-
municate with the police,” he said.

“Nothing, sir.”

"1 will speak to Inspector Grimes,”
said Dr. Locke, and he picked up Mr.
Quelch’s receiver, and asked for Court-
field Police Station.

The Head's faeco was very worried
when e put down the reeeiver, Mr,
Grimes had told him that he would
come over immediately, which was very
obliging of Mr. Grimes, but not pleasant
for the Head., Certainly he wanted Mr.
Grimes to Lind Fisher ‘1. Fish; but he
shuddered at the thoughe of the coming
sensation in the school.

“Mr. Grimez will bo hera very zoon,”
ha said, "It is a most disagreeable
allair-—mmnst dizarreeable! It will be &
voery unpleasant ordeal—very unpleasant

questioned  Gosling ¥

L13 no

indeed! Dut 1 suppose it cannot be
heIPed."
“1 suppose not, =ir,” said Mr. Quelch.
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“Q0h ¢rlkey! 1 ain’t Fish1”

Bunter. * You’re not Fish¢ " nrﬂm.lhm

McCant, * K-p-no ! I'm Bunter | **

The Head returned to his study lo
await the arrival of the police-inspector
from Courtfield. Sophocles still lay un-
heeded on his table, The Head had no
mind for Sophocles now.

It appeared ceriain—so far as the
Hend could ses—thut Fisher T. Fish
had disregarded his Form master’s in-
junction and gone out of gates. ree
prefects had searched the school for him
without finding him, which apgaurﬂd to
place the matter beyond doubt. That
Fisher T, Fish was still within the
precinets, and that he had personal
reasons for not nllowing Loder of tho
Sixth to find him, naturally didenot
occur to the Head, He was un-
acguainted with Gerald Loder's manners
and customs, or Loder of the Bixth
would not long have remained a prefect
of Groyfriars, .

There was a knock at his study door
at last. i .

Inspector Grimes was shown in.  Mr
Quelch foleowed him inlo the study.

“Thank you so much for coming so
promptly, Mr., Grimes!" said the Hoad
courteously. “Pray be seated !

The portly inspactor sat down and
produced a portly notebook.

“A boy is mssing, I understand,
sir 7 he remarked.

“Precizely ! A boy named Fish. An
American boy-——"*

“The son of an American million-
aire,” aaid Mr. Quelch.

“*Hiz father has reconily communi-
cated with me, to warn mo that sn
attempt would probably be made Lo
kidnap him—"

“By a person pamed MceCann—"

“A lawless person,” resumed the
Head, “who apporently pursues, in tha

Tz Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,162,
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United States, the extraordinary calling
of & kidnapper—""

“And who is mow in England to
pursue that extreordinary calling in this
country 1" chimed in Mre. Quelch,

“This person has had the insclence,
the—the—"

“The sudacity—" said Mr. ?Jelgh.

“The sudacity,” said the Head, with
& nod, “to telephone and inform me
that the boy is now in his hands—"

“And he cannot be found in the
Eﬂhml——” .

“Although forbidden to go out of
gates—""

“He has apparently done s0.”

“And I fear—" added the Hcad.

“I greatly fear—"' said Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Grimes' eyes glistened over his
notebook. Mr. Grimes was far from
sharing the Head's detestation of
publicity. Mr. Grimes was glready
thinking of & semsational kidnapping
case. In his minds eye he could sce
the headlines in the papers:

“KIDNAPPED SCHOOLBOY !

AMERICAN MILLIONAIRE'S 30N
VANISHES FROM FAMOUS
FUBLIC SCHOOL "

Mr. Grimes could already sce his own

name in the papers, as that of the
efficient o who was on the track
of the kidna schoolboy., The ex-
pression on Mr. Grimes' plump face
was in striking contrast to that on Dr.
Locke's nnd“ilgat on Mr. Quelch’'s.
“This person, this—this McUann may,

of course, have deceived me,” said the
Head. "I hope so—1 trust so! But ns
the boy cannot be found—"

“We shall fod him, sir!" eaid Mr.
Grimes. *“ Have ho doubt of that, sir!
We ehall find him! Kindly give me
all the particulars you can.”

Mr.. Grimes made voluminous notes.
Hp was in possession of all the infor-
metion that Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch
could give him when he rose at last to
take hia leave.

1 trust there will soon be news of
the boy ! said Dr, Locke anxiously.

“1 have little doubt of it, sir? maid

Mr, Grimes, “This man McCann will
uot find it easy to play his game on

this side of the Atlantie! He will find

that he is not in New ¥ork now! Our

methods are rather different over here,

Elﬂrll“,?
nd Mr. Grimes took his leave,

The Head returned to Sophocles, and
Mr. Quelch to the "History of Grey-
friars "—but with worried minds.

Inspector Grimes buzzed away in his
taxi, with & very cheerful expression on
hiz face.

Fisher T. Fish, looking out of o
window of the old tower—he was quite
tired of George Washington by that
time—had a view of the road, and saw
the portly inspector whiz away in the
taxi, and wondered what Inspector
Grimes had called ot Greviviars for!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Question of Identity!

NORE !
S That musical sound greeted the
eara of two enterprising Ameri-

cans as they entercd the shut-
tered room in the lonely house.

Billy Bunter was stretched on a sola
fast asleep.

Bunter had made a good meal—an
cxcellent meal. His worst fears had
been relieved; his capfors were nou
going to keep him short of grub! The
Erub, indeed, had been gdod, and there
ad been plenty of it. ]

Having loaded above tho FPlimsoll
line, as uvsual, Bunter stretched him-
self on the sofa for a little nap, ond
hizs powerful spere was geoing strong
when Barney MeCann and Slick liek

looked in.

They grinned st the sight of the
slee ing boauly. But they had come in
on Euamesm MoCann shook Bunter by
the shoulder and awaskened him,

The fat junior apened his erves and
blinked at him. )

“Wake up, sonny!” said Mcelann.

Bunter sat up on the sofn.

“What do vou want?” he grantad.
“Why can't you let g fellow have his
nap out? Look here—"

“I guess I want you to write a letter,”
snid MeCann, “Say, I've called your
headmaster on the phone, and told him

BANG! BANG!
The Cowboy Kid again

Here he comes—Loopy Lane, the
Cowboy Kid. Hot stuff with the
gun and the rope—a regular
hundred-per-cent he-man. But
what's he riding? Atiger? Sure
thing! Loopy and Sheba—great
pals, great fighters. Their stirring
adventures will keep you on the
jwump, Thrnlling—exciting—and
then some! Meet ‘em in this
week's grand 1ssue of the

NELSON LEE

Now on Sale. Get your Copy TO-DAY! 2d.

I hope scon to have mews of the BI
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to cable to your popper that I've got

you! I puess it won't surprise your

popper & whole lot—he knows Darney
ann means business,™

"able ¥ repeated Bunter.

“Bure ¥

“Oh! You mean tela?a.phi 1—I say,

my father will be awiuily wazy—"
“I guess that don't eut & whole lot

of ice,” grinned McCann, “I reckon

‘he'll squeal when he has to part; but I

calenlate he's poing to
same. Thirty thousand
figure.”

“Oh dear!" said Bunter,

1 guess the old guy will cable when
he hnds that your bonehecaded police
can’t get you" said MeConn. “ But a
letbker from you is going to follow to
cinch 15, You get me?"

SI—=I Eny " stammered Bunter,
What the effect on Mr. Samuel Bunter
would be if he received u letter from
his son announcing that he was held to
ransom to the tune of six thoussnd
pounds the Owl of the Remove simply
could not imagine, *I—I say, mny father
ain't really rich, you know——-"

‘Can it, sonny! Sit at that table
and write,*

Bunter sat at the table, and Mr, Flick
placed pen and paper ore him.
Bunter {gok up the pen.
say, it's no good, you know "
he stammered,

Barney Mcﬂa.nn::edgaud-humnumd ox-
pression was replaced by a black scowl,
. "You goin' te kick?” he demanded,
in 8 voice that mado Bunter jump.
Nunno ! I—I—Pll write what
ltke, of course {” stuttered Bunter, “ F=I
want to write! JI—[—"

“Get busy, then! Put your popper
wise that Barney MeCann’s got you, and
that he wants thivty thousand dollars
for you 1™

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

There was no help for it, and he
began to write. Barney MeCann and
=lick Fliek watched him, over either fag

shoulder.
been  Eidd-

art, all the
ollars iz the

“PDear Father—1've
napped by Barney MeKann, and he
weants thirfy thowsand pounds before
fre zetts me phres,

“Your affecktiongte Sorn,
“ WL, "

The kidnappers watched in zilenco
until Bunter signed the letter. Then
:tm}- uttered a simultaneous oxclama.
10

“What's this mean, you fool ¥ barked
McCaun  furiously, “Yon've puk
pounds and I snid dollars! Now write
the letter again, and sign it with vour
el name |

Bunter, trembling in his fat skin,

obeved.
that bunk?”

“ What's
MeCann.

“ How long you been nomed William
shapped M. Flick.

Bunter blinked at them.

“Eh! T was christened William,™ he
answered—"William, George, after my
nneies, I—"

“Yonr pame's
LIeClann.

“NWha-p-t*"

“Fou nosky picean! Think we don't
know your name?” hooted DMeCann.
" Hipn your own name!®

*1—=I"ve signed it 1 pasped Dunter, in
::ulitzr:tu:t'ut. :

“What's the young fool petting at,
Darney " n-ked Slick Flicl-:_g ot gdtm't
seem to gol him 1™

“I pguess I don't get him, cither.”
growicd McCann, “ But I rockon he will
sanavl some i bo don't toe the line
pronte,  Now, bub, sign that letter
v, T Fish!

Bunier's littie round

demanded

Fisher ™ prowled

eves  almost
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bulged through hia spectacles in his
astonishment.

" You—~you want nie to sign this leties
in Fishy's name " ho gurgled.

“Fishy's name? What do you mean,
sou pie-faced gpock?  RBign it ‘F, T,
Tigh * alore T give you a sockdolager on
the cabeza !”

“I—I dJdon't mind !

Anything was preferable to a sock-
delager on the cabeza, And he wrote
gﬁ“] etter again and signed it “F, T.

isl,

“ Now address this envelope [ growled

elann, “IFs got to go in your owm
fist, or your popper may fHgure that
we're stringing him,”

Billy Bunter proceeded to address the
eovelope. There was a howl from Me-
Cann az ho read the address:

*Samuel Bunter, Esg., Bunter Villa,
Barrey.”

“You asking it, bubi" roarcd
MeCann,

Eunter

S

asped Bunter.
ab

for

jumped.
siy, what's the matter?" he

zped. i

“Didn't I tell you to write your
popper’s address i

"That’s his address | gasped Dunter.

“You boncheaded geck!™ said Ale-
Cann. with a ferocity in his look and
tone that made DBunter’s flesh creep.
“You guess I'm the sort of guy you can
pl::ﬁ ganes with? By the great horned
Lo

*I—I—I say——" gtuttered Bunter.

“You ain't forgotten your popper’s
adﬂrﬂsai I rveckon, Now then, write it
egain—' H. K, Fish, 1,150, Two Hundred
and Ninety-ninth Street, NJY. Y
Bunter could ouly blink at ham.
" Mum-mum-my f’rathar doesn’'t hive
New ¥York!” he gurgled at lust, *“He
lives in Surrey.”

“What?” roared McCann.

“Surrey !” gasped Bunter., “He's
n;ﬁ;er been to New York, that I know
o,

“¥our popper’s never been to New
York I” articulated MeCann.

* Nunno

“When ho's cornering pork in New
York at this blessed minute ! yelled
MeCann,  “YWhat's this game? Yon
figure you can fool me, bub#*

"I—I—1 say—" The truth was
glowly filtering into Bunter's fat hrain.
“You—you—you don't think I'm Fishy,
do you ™

“Think youn're Fishy! We know
vou'ro Fish, if that's what you mean ™
rsﬁﬂ&d MeCann, “What you getting
A

*Oh erikey! I ain’t Fish!" gasped
Buonter.

“You're not Fish 7"

“N-an-nol I'm Bunter!™

“You're Bunter?"” repeaied McCann,
like a man in a dream.

“¥as! Wha-a-aat made you take me
far Fishy?” gasped Bunter. “I don’t
look like him! He's ugly; he's long
and shinny, tool We ain't a bit alike!
never knew you took ine for him.
Oh dear "

‘The kidnappers gazed at Bunter in
silence for some moments, Not for a
moment till then had they doubted that
their prisoner was Fisher T, Fich, the
gonn of 4 millionaire. They could hardly
doulit it now, though Bunicr's terrificd
carnestness made an impressim] on them.

“You allow you ain't youppg Fisht"
erticulated Darney MeCann at losk,

“OF conrss I not!” said Bunter,
with same show of spirit.  “It's jollv
insulting to take me for him, too, I can
tell you,”

“He's lying, or he's loco I saiil Shiek
Fliek. “Ain't I got the lelter in my
pocket that he dropped, and ain't it
written by old Hiram to his son 1"

s

“That cinches it I¥ agreed MeCann.

“That letter I gaslpc:' Bunter—he had
forgotten all about the letter till he was
thus veminded of it, “Oh dear! That
letter—that was Fishy's—I—I happened
to have it in my pocket—"

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

This week the MAGNET rhymester
enlogises in wverse ‘* Micky ** Desmond,
a 50n of the Emerald Isle.

ancient noble

REYFRIARS
G pile
Boasts  sons
places,
And Desmond, from the Emerald Isle,
Is one that adds hia graces,
Bogorraly, he's a darling boy,
A vory prince of japers.
Iliz jokes create real tears of joy;
“A 1" his merry capers.

from  many

The other chaps in Study Bix,
Find Desmond bright and funny;
They're quite accustomed to his tricks,
And know his nature’s sunny.
He's fiery=—{laring up with foree,
Aond blazing quite unduly,
Bub soon ho suffers from remorse,
And feels i, woell and truly,

He bears no malice—not o scrap,
Which helps his, popularity.

He's quite o decent sort of chap,
With funds of jocularity,

“ Bejakbbers now,"” you hear him say,
In accents most euphonious.

Hiz Trizh broguo oft gels his way
With pleaiding, so harnnonious.

Our Aicky's very pood all round,
ITis football's fast and snappy;
At cricleel, too, he's really sound,
A strong aned stendy chappte.
But whers he shines above the rost,
When Liish Liood is rising ;
In fisticuffs he comes oftf best,
His serapping’'s most surprising.

Ouyr Micky's ot 8 sunny smile,
Begovvah! It's delightiul!

ITa brought 1t from the Forevald Tsle,
It's never cruel or spiteful.

Ould Oiveland’s zon, her dacdling lad,
Is {riendly with the athees;

He's always clieeriul, prond, and glad
Ta treat hiz pals as brothers.

2o “Alickael Desmend ™ iz the toask
And yell it lang and foudly,

e sare siall be fajr Bein's boast,
[Ie bears hor banner prondly.

He may have kissed tho Blarney slone.
ITa way be hob and heody,

Tt =000l Le's British to the bone,
And loyal and true and steady !
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“Guff I snapped McCann. “You
want to make out you had another guy’s
letter in youy pocket] Can it [

" Wou—yon see, I—I tock that letter
from the rack to give to Fisly ! gasped
Bunter, “It—it came open —by
accident, so—so I never gave it to Fishy,
He's a suspicious beast, and he would
have thought I'd read it, so—so—""

“Jumpin® snakes!” said Mr, Flick.
“I guess that fat %&}3 is givin' ns the
goods, Barney! g've cinched the
wrong possum i

“I=1 ain’t Fish!” gasped Bunter,
"“I—I never was Fish! I—I mean, I'm
not at all like Fishl He's skinny and
ugly, If youw'd ever scen Fishy you'd
kuow 1 wasn't 1"

“I gpuess I wondered that e wasn't at
all like Old Man Fish, and how he'd
dropped s%emkmg like & kid that was
raised in Noo Yark 1™ said Slick Flick
slowly. “Greab snakes! If he's telling
the truth——="

MeCann muttered an oath,

“I guess I ain't taking his word, If
we made a mistake we got to try again!
But I'm going to make sure. There's a
kid missing from the school, and I guess
it will be easy enough to pick up his
name. Keep that guy safe while I'm
gone |

“You bet ¥

McCann_stamped mva.geiy
room.  Blick Flick fixed h
Bunter's fat face.

“8o you ain't Fishi” he said.

“No fear"”

.. Beemns you stole a letter helonging to
Fish and made us think you was him,”

- from the
13 eyes .on

said My, Flick unpleasantly. “Turn
round 1"
“Eh? What forl"

“Turn round ! roared Mr, Flick, in
50 savage 2 fone that Bunter jumped
and turned round st once,

Crash |

“Yaroooogh I roared Bunter, as he
flew under the heavy impact of & hoot,

Mr. Flick guitted the room and
locked the door, leaving Billy Bunter
roaring, a3 if he were bent on rivalling
the celebrated Bull of EBashan.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
News I

T HANK goodness!™ cjaculated
T the Head.
It was the buzz of his

telephone-bell that caused Dr,
l.ocke to utter that ejaculation,

Sophocles tay unheeded on his table.
The Head simply could not fix his
sitention on Sophocles.

IIe was inlensely worried,

After the warning be had received
from Mr., Iish that a “tough bunch ”
were bent on kidnapping Fisher T.,
niter the precautions Efz had taken, the
thisaster lind happeoned! At least, the

Ivnd had no doubt that it had
happened.  He ecould not  think  of
Sophocles; he could only think of

IFizlicr ‘L. Fish and the kidnappevs,

ITe almost jumped to the tclephono.
ife had no doubt that it was news from
Tuspeeior Geimes,

“Yeq, ves,” said the Head eagerly.
“Tx tleet Mre. Grimes? Have voun nows
of the boy? Y am very anxions”

“Hay, Jdoc! drawled a nasal voice,

The ITead stavted violently.

“ Bless my soull TI6 is thnt scoundrel
auain ' he exclaimed,

“You've got it} drawled MeCann.
“Say, doe, you rockon I was giving
you the straight tip? What?  ¥You
missed the Fish guy yeti™

“Raseal ' said the Head, in a deep
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volce. “ What have you done with the
ooyl Scoundrel 1" :

‘here was & chuckle over the wires.

Mr. McCann seemed ploased.

To the Head, it scemed as if the
rascally kidnapper had rung him up,
to gloat over his worry and distress;
but, nz & matter of fact, Barney
McCann was in search of information,
He was getting it; though, had he only
known it, he was not getting it right.

“You've missed young Fish, doci”
asked Me. MceCann, L.

“You are well aware thot he is muiss-
ing, since you have kidnapped him,"
answered the Head sternly.

Another chuckle, ,

“35 you've got wise to it that I've
got the guy!” said MceCenn.

“The boy 13 missing from the school,
said the Head. *1 have no doubt now
that he iz in your hands. Wretch!
The police aro informed, and they are
taking action! You will very soon be
brought to account for your wnserupu-

lous rascality!™

“day, you've epilled a whole bibful,
baven't you?” said Mz, MeCann. “¥ou
sure do sound riled, do¢. You zending
lo to Old Man Fiaki"”

that cab _

“ Cortainly not{ I shall not alarm
My, Fish unnccessarily! I have no
doubt that the police will find the bey
in & very short time, and bring you
and vour confederates to justice. If
ou desire tg escape the penalty of the
an, -you will return the boy fo this

school immediately.”
¥ | m : that—1
e¢Cann.

st sed myself doin
da not think "' chuckled Mr.

“Not till Old Blan Fish has coughed
up the dust! No, sir! The soconer you
send that eable to Old Man Fish the

better. Anyhow, ke will hear from mo.
I guess ho will waut to give the police

i

a run for their money beforp-he pays.
I sure don't mindt If the British
ico can lay hands on this baby,

they're welcome to cinch him in the
atona jug.” .

“¥You are nob in America now, airl!’
gaid the Head contemptuocusly. *“The
police will very soon lay you by the
heels, T have no doubt. You will be
well advised to send the boy Fish back
to the school at once.™

“Forget it, doc! The prico of that
kid is thirty thousand dollars—not a
Continental red cont less."”

“Whera is Fish now?"”
the Head. “Has the
harmed ™'

“Aw, von fgure that I'm hurting a
kid worth thirty thousand dollars?”
chucklod MeCann, “I'm sure lockin
after him lhke bo was made of sclh
gold, doe. KEeo's in a safe place, that
guy i and he stays there till Old Man
Fish jerks up the durocks. I'll say he's
being lookad after careful. You don't
want to worry about that guy. He's
all right."”

#T ropogbees

" Lo Iuﬁg, doo 1
another time, and ask
eops aro getbing  on,
ncedle in a haystack."

And Barney McCann rang off.

The Head put up the receiver, and

demanded
boy been

T'll give you a ring
you how the
looking for o

atood with a ﬂar’k and frowning brow.
Ho was deeply incenzed; and he hod
a fesling of helplassness. It waz the

first time that the old gentleman had
been brought in direct contact with the
underworld. His calm and scholastio
oxistence, hitherto, had  passed far
from tho activities of such persons ns
Barney BMcCenn., HHo had read of such
persons in the United States, just as he
had read of cannibals in the South Sca
Islands: but he had never dreamed of
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establishing contact with such dreadful
characters. It was a painful shock for
the Head; and he was worried and dis-
tressed and angry.

“ Bless my soul ™ he said, at last.

He paced his study in great agita-
tion.

Bugzzzezz,

“Upon my word!” exclaimed the:

Hoad, in toncs of great anger, as the
lﬂf{phum buzzed again,

12 eyes glinted as he jerked off the
receiver., Ho was in no mood for
further insolence from Barney MeCann.

“How dare yvou!" said the IHead into
fhe transmitter. “I repeat, how dare
vou? How dare you speak to meg? 1

warn you, vou scoundrel, that justice -

will not be fung in overtaking you. In
the meantime, if you have any scnse
of decency, refrain from communicating
with me. Do vou hear? You audarious,
insolent. raseal-—"

“Dr. Locke!" ejaculated a surprised
voice,
“Oh!
He almost dropped the receiver,
ts—is that you, Blr, Grimes?"”
“Yea, sir! What—""
“Doar me! Pray excuse me, Mr
Grimes! T was quite unaware that I—1
was addressing vou ! gasped Dre. Locko,
“Ho I infer, sir!” gaid the Courtleld

Oh dear!" gasped tho Hq:irad.
# Tg—

Messriannaaspanaspaaapguananananunaiinan g lili.

ANOTHER READER WINS
POCKET WALLET!

Hnn;n'd Flahy to Bunter one
ay 1
" rn m:lrut you, you silly, fat

a

You've pinched my jam-tart ;
'l sure make you smart—"

But Bunter had wvanlshed

away.

Miss M. Bing, of 28, The Mall,
Faversham..Kent, who sent in the
above winning Greyfriars limerick,

3 been forwarded one of our
leather pocket wallets,
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inspector, very dryly. *1I was cortainly
surprised=—h'm=—by vour obscrvations.”

“1 bep you to oxcusae me! 1 fancied
that it was that detestable rogue
McCenn again—he has just spoken to
me, gloating over his successful crime.
You understand i

“Dh, quite!” said Mr. Grimes,

“1 really beg your pardon, Mr.
Grimes. I am sure you understand my
agitation! Is there any nows of the
boy Fish 1"

“That is why I rang, sir,'" said My,

Grimes. “1 thought rvou would be
glad to hepr—"'

“0Oh, yes—yes, certainly! I have
been waiting most anxiouzly!  What

iz the news, my dear Mr. Grimes?”

“MNaothing very definite, so for, sir;
but I havo not been idle. I think I
ean siy that a clue to the missing boy
is in my possession I think," said Mer.
Grimes, slowly and judicially—*1 think
I can say there 13 o clue”

“1 am vory thankful to hear it, Mr.
Grimes. I have every confidence in
your ability.”

“Thank vou. sir; I shall endeavour
to deserve 16" said Mr. Grimes. 1
have what I regard as a delinite clus;

and I am following it up. I ecan hardly
be more explicit ot fhe present
moment, "’

“T should be very relieved to hear
anything."

“Very well, sir. I may say that a
man—cvidently nn American—who hns
been etaving lately at the Courtficld
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Hotel, bas teft suddenly—very suddenly
—~this afterncon. His suitcase remains
at- the hotel, and he stated definitely
that he would return for tea at five
o'clock, Ha has not, however, re-
turned; and 1 have learned that he
toole the London express 'immedintely
after leaving the hotel. It could not,
thetefore, have been his intention to
veburn at the timoe stated. Whether he
travelled alone I have not yot ascer-
teined. But I am at work, sir—I am
at work.”

“I rely upon you absolutely, Me.
Crimes.'”

“Thank you, sir.” :

The Head felt considerably relieved
whon he c*:-ut l.]lﬁ the receiver agein, He
EI‘{I-L‘EEdﬂ to Mr. Quelch's study to tell

im the good news; and the Remave
master was relisved also.

It wns comforting to know that In.
spector Grimes was following up a clue
to the missing Fish. It would have
been still more comforting to Lknow
that Fizh was not missing at all, but
was sitting at the window of the old
tower watching for the return of Harry
Wharton & Co. from Higheliffe; but,
unfortunately, the two masters did not
know that.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
“ Adsum I "’

6 TURRAH for us!” choriled
H Bob Cherry.
“The  hurrabfulness i

terrific '

“Just one run!” said Harry Wharton,
“But we did itl”

“We did{"” chuckled Bob.

It was & morry party that erowded
thoe motor-bus rolling along the road
over Courtfield eommaon.

The Remove cricketers were in high
feathor. That hard-fought game had
proved a victory, after all, and High-
cliffe had been beaten by a run. Dut
one was all that was wanted, in the
circumstances.  The fGnish had been
ve? exciting ; but tho Greyfriars men
had pulled through, and they were e
turning victorious. And the motor-bus
echoed to their satisfaction,

The cheery party dropped off at the
corner near the school and walked to
Greyiviars. They came 1n in a hilarions
crowd, Tho game had cnded rather
carlier than expected, but it was near
time for lock-up, and a crowd of other
fellows were coming in at the gates.
Skinner of the Remove joingd the
cricketers as they tramped merrily into
the quad.

“Heard about Fishy?"" he ashked.

“IFishy 1" repeated Wharton. * What
about Fishy?"

“He's missing [

“Qh, my hat 1"’

“They've got him!™ said Skinner,
* Those jelly old kidnappers, you knowl
I never Jhelie-:ﬂd there was anything in
it. I thought it was just I'ishy's swank,
making out that kidnappers wers after
lyim. But there's beon no ond of &
lick-up."*

“Quaolchy phoned me at Higheliffe to
ask if he was there,” said Harry., “He
wazn't, of course. Mean to say he's
missing "

“You bet! It's genuine alout the
kidnappers,” said Bkinner. “The pre
feets have been scarching the place for
him; he can't be found. Old Grimes
has been to see the Head; yon know
what that means! The police have been
called in!”

“PBut Fishy was gated,” said Bob.

“He scems to have gone out, all tho
aame.,”

“I can't underatand that,”" said Whar-
ton. *“Fishy wanted to come over to



EVERY SATURDAY

Bighcliffe with us in a crosvd, but he's
not the man o run risks. He knew that

gang were after him. 1 can't under-
stand his going out of gates alone and
risking it.

“Well, he's missing 1"?

“Poor old Fishy 1" .

Harry Wharton & Ceo. went into the
House. Mr. Quelch met them as they
¢ame in, and the Remove master’s ex-
pression showed that he was perturbed.

“You have seen nothing of Fish,
Wherton '’ lie asked,

“No, sir.” :

W1t appears that he has fallen into
lawless g:anda,” said Mr, Quelch. “The
—the kidnapper had the insolence to
communicate with the HMead, and he
stated that Fish had fallen into his
hands while at Higheliffe.  You in-
formed me over the telephone that Fish
bad not been scen there.” o

U1 am sure e was not there, sir,’
soswered Wharton, “T've asked all the
[ellows, and nebody saw him there.
Unless Bunter saw him,”” he added.
“But Bunter had left before you
phoned, sir.”’

“Anv information would, of eourse,
be useful to the police, who are now
searching for Fish,” said Mr., Quelch.
"It iz important to know when and
where he waa last zeen. Dunter was at
Highalii‘fa?" _ _

“He came over with us, sir, but he
wems to have Jeft quite early in the
metch. I suppose he's back here now.’®

"It is possible that Pouter may have
geen him, and wmay be able lo give us
some information,” said Mr. Quelch,
"] will speak to him., Send him to my
uud% if you gee him,

“Very well, six.” .

Dut the Remove men did not see
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove,
wually in evidence, was now conspicu-
pus by his absence. But it waa close on
time for call-over, and the Removites
went into Big Hall expecting to ses
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Mr. Queleh ezlled the roll, though he did not expect

1o recelve an answer from Fish.
expected thal happened.

It was the un=
**Fish ! ** ** Adsam ! "™

sald Fish, and Mr. Quelch almosi fell down.

Bunter there. They did not sce hi'm.
however, and there were two vacant
places in the Bemove when Mr, Guelch

carme in to call the roll. But almost
immediately after 3y, Quelch had en-
tered a hnny figure slipped quietly into
Hall and joined the Remove,

The Hemovites gazed almost in stupe-
faction ot Fisher L. Fish.

They stared at bim oz if he had been
& ghost.

“TFish ™ gasped Wharton.

“TFish ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

"FISH!" repeated a dozen Removites
in various tones of wonder and amaze-
ment.

Fisher T. Fish stared in reiurn. The
surprize of his Form-fellows scemed lo
cause Fishy surprise.

“S8ay, what's this game?’ hoe asked.
“¥ou figure that I'm & spook—or
what 1"

“¥ou—you—you're here!" stullered
Skinner.

“E-Ll]:'l:r 11]

H“I;;Im\r did yon escapeil” asked Johuny
ull.

“Hscape? repeated Fisher T. Fish
blankly.

“My esteemed Fishy——""

“T.ook here, you galoots trying to
siring me along=—or what?' demauded
Fisher T. Fish suspiciously. * What you
getting ati”

“Haven't you been kidnappedi”
gasped Nugent.

iisher T. Fish jumped, )

“Kidnapped ! Whe's been kidoapped?
Mot thia I_'u::.gry e

H;I‘i only hat[?
“Where have you been, then?' ex-
claimed Wharton blankly,

“Eh? 1 guess I've been arvound,”
gaid Fisher T. Fish, “Some zuy lbeecn
pulling your leg that I was kidnapped?

Ha, hat” :
“You frabjous ass! Everybody
youw're kidnapped ’ howled

thinka
Skinner, “Tha Head thinks so, aod

Quelehy; and they've called in the
i—"'ﬁliﬂ'ﬂ_”

" Oh, Jernsalem ericketz '?

“Silence " called out Wingate of the
Sixth.

Mr. Quelch was hEﬁinlling the roll.
So far Mr. Quelch had not noted thak
unexpected addition to the ranks of tho
Remave. Fellows near at hand wero all
turniog their heads to stare at Fisher T,
Fish, but Mr. Quelch was uvnaware of
the excitement,

He ecded to call the names, and
the fellows answered. When he came fo
Fish's name Mr. Quelch called it n
usual, though he was not in cxpectat
of receiving the usual answer. But if
was the unexpected that happened.

“*Fish '

W Adsum I

Mr. Queleh almost fell down,

———

THE FIFTEENTH CHA PTER,
Not Missing ]

(e ISH Y
i
* Great Scott!”

Big Hall st Greyiriars wos
in & buzz of excitement, :

Fellows repeated thoe name of Iish on
atl sides and crancd their necks to look
at the fellow who had answered from
the ranks of the Remove.

It was auite a =scnsation.

Mr. Qu-.":}ich, forgetting the roll, stared
across at the Remove as if transfxed.
The other masters stared. Evnn_ the
gproat men of the Sixth took a lively
mmterest in the usually unimportant ex-
istenon of a Lower Feourth junior,

s Irizh i stultered Mr. Queleh.

The Remove master had aelready
marked opne fellow sbsent—DBunter. Ha
liad fully expected to have to mark
Fish absent. And Fish was therel
Fisher T. Fish, zs large as life, was
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standing in his lplace in the Remove.
Mr, Quelch could herdly believe his
mict eyas.

“Fish!" he repeated dazedly.

c¢ra was astonishment on all sides.
But the most astonished fellow seemed
to be Fisher Tarleton Fish himself.
Fishy stared round him blankly, wonder-
ing what all the fuss was about.

* Say, you guys, what's biting the
whn!lﬁ‘int of you?” demanded Fishy, *'I
don’t get this! 1 surely don’t get it!
What's the game?"” . s

M»> Qweloh recovered himself a little.

“Fiwsi You are there, Fishi"

“1 guess 8o, gir! I mean yep!™

“Come here!"

Fisher T. Fish left his place and ad-
vanced up the Hall, AM eyes were fixed
pn the bony face and lank figure. If
Eiﬁhnr T. Fish wanted the limelight, he

ad it now.

Mr, Quelch’s gimlet oyes bored into

l-m!

“Fish! You are here! Where have
you been? Am I to understand that
you have escaped from the hands of
the kidnappersi”

1 dguﬂsa I ain't been Lidnapped,
wir!” said the bewildered Fishy.
“You have not?"” exolaimed Mr.
Quelch. :
“Mope! Not that I koow of, sic!”
“Then where have ¥ou been?”
rapped  Mr.  Quolch, “You werp

strictly commanded to remain within
.E.I-E'E_'—J:

“1 haven't been out of gates, sir.”

¥ What—what! ¥You have been
pearched for over the whole school, and

u could not found ! exclaimed
ﬁr. g‘ualch “BSovern! proefoects
gearched for you all through Grey-
friars, and reported you missing.”

Fisher T. Fish started.

Ho remembered Loder's call in the
Cloisters., He had taken it for granted,
at the time, that Loder of ths Sixth
was looking for him for persomal ven-
geance. He renlised otherwizs now.

“Oh!™ he ejaculated. “I—I guess I
nevor knew I was being looked for, sir!
I--I don't see why 1 chould be sezrched
for——>"

"The man McCann telephoned to the
Head that he had seized you at High-
cliffa this afterncon " said Mr. @Aﬂ?lﬂ']
sternly, “Naturally, you wers
searched for, and as vou could not be
found, the police were communicated
Witha"

“0h, great hers ! gasped Fishy,
“But I aven't been to Higheliffe, sir!l
That puy McCann was sure etringing
the Head along, sir, unless he's cinched
soma other guy by mistake Fle's
nevaer geen me, that T knoyw of. Any-
how, ho never bagped this ll)a,hy, sie,”

“Then where have yo1 beeni” ex.
elaimed the  cxmsperatsd EHemove
master. “You were searched for by
several prefects, and Loder reported

that you could not be found within the |

precincts of the school.™

“Oh dear! D-.d-d-did you set Loder
looking for me, sir{” gasped Fishy.

“Certainly I did ¥

"T—I puess I never knew, sir. I—I
thought ﬂe was after me to lick me,”
stammered Fisher T. Tish.

# What 1*

*Ha, ha, ha!” came in 8 roar from
the school. This simple explanation of
Fisher Tarleton Fizsh's mysterious
absence, seemed to take Grewiriars by
slorm.

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“2ilence I

The laughter died away But every
face in Hall wore a grin mow. ‘The
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mutter, from tragic. had turned to
comio.

“Then—then wou knew that Loder
was searching for you. Fish?” Lhe

Form master exclaimed angrily.

“I guess I hesrd him yowling, siz."

“¥ou heard him what?"

“I—I mean, I heard him calling me,
gir! But I guessed I'd lie doggo, sir,
a3 I thought he was after me with a
cang,”

“Upon my word!" exclaimed Mr.
QLmInﬁ,

I never knew I'd been missed, or
anything, sir. I wasn't wise to it that
that guy MeCann had been calling the
Hoad on the phone. You see, sir,
Loder wanted to fag me this afterncon,
and the Remove don't fagp; but I
gucssed I'd leave it till the fellows
come in before I argued with Loder
about it. He's apt to go off the deep
end, sir.”

“ Ha, ha. hat*

“Silenee ! hooted Mr. Queloh.

Loder, from the ranks of the Sixth,
looked at Fisher T. Fish aa if he could
have bitten him, Mr, Quelch gave the
bully of the Bizth a freczing glance.

“Loder, were you aware that Fish
was conccgling himself from you ¥

“Certainly not sivr! He lad no
reason to do so "

“Ho states that you ordered him to
fre,” =ald the Remove maester eoldly.
“'!g"nu are well aware that the Lower
Fourth de not fag, Loder.”

fFizh was mistalken, sir,” said Lodear.
"I merely asked him to take n messapo
to the school shop. I had ne intention
of fagging him against hiz will.”

Fisher T. Fish grinned But he did
not go inte partieulars. It was not
prudent to exasperate Loder, if he
could help it

“Ho this—this ia the explanation of
vour absence, Fish ™ said Mr. Quelch
at last., " You have caused a scrious dis
turbance in the school by this thought-
less folly. VYou should certainly have
appeared &t once when you heard
Loder calling you. You will take a
hundred lines. I am glad, at all
events, that moptters are nn worse. Go
back to your place.”

Fisher T. Fish went back to his place.
He winked at the other Removites as
he rejoined them, and there was a
chuckle through the ranks of the Lower
Fourth.

“So that's the gidd- history of the
giddy mystery 1" grinned Bob Cherry.
“That blighter MeCann must have
been pulling the Beak's loz.”

“1 guess sop.”

“Unless——" gaid ITarry
gravely.

“Unless what 1™ .

“Unless McCann’s made a mistake
and pot tho wrong man. Where's
Bunter 1"

“Oh. great pip! ¥You don't suppose
1 ™

“Well, Bunter was at Higheliffe, and
McCann said he got hizs man at High-
cliffe. And vyou remombor that gueer
thing that happened in the Cloistera
vesterday—and that yarn Banfer spun
us about s lift in a ecar last week—nnd
he's not eome back hers from High-
cliffe.” :

“Oh, my hat! But McCann couldn’t
make such a mistake.
like Wishy to look at™

“But if he's never seen Fishy, he
wonldn't know that.”

“No: but—"

“Bilence 1" called out Wingate,

Mr. Quelch was resuming calling the
roll, and there waa silence in Big Hall
until he had fnished.

Whearton

Bunter's nothing DU
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Bunter !

3 Y dear Quelch——" zaid the
M Head,

* Fish, sit——" gasped the
Hemove master.

Mr, Quelch had hurried to the llead's
study Immediately after calling-over.
He was anxious o impart the good
news. e arrived a little out of
breath.

“There is news, Queleh !’ ecxclaimed
the Head. :

“The best, sir! The boy 13 hers "

“Hero!” cozelpimed the Head
blankly,
a.lrh appears he was not missing at

“Bless my soul I )

“The foolish boy had concealed him-
self when Loder was searching for him,
under the mistaken impression that he
was to bo camed,” said Mr., Quelch.
“He came in, as usual, for calling
OYer.

“Denr mo ! said the Head.

“I'have given him en imposition for
his foolish conduet,” eaid Mr. Quelch.
“Dut you will agree with me, sir, that
thia outcome of the matter 15 a very
great relief.”

“Very 1 said the Head., “Very
much so indeed! I am delighted to
hear if, Quelch! Dalighted! Theu—
then it would scem that the rascal
MeCann was seeking to deluds me by
stating that he had kidnapped Fishi”

“Tt would appear so, =ir, though I
eannot fut]'!nm his motive. Fish ape
}:Eﬂra to think that MeConn doos not
now him by sight, so it is poseible
that he has made some mistake, and

I{idﬂ?ippﬂd the wrong person That
woutld explain the matter.”
“I frust mnot,” said the Head;

“though, if the boy concerned does not
belong to Greyfriars, it is not our im
madiate concern. Possibly a Highcliffo
boy, as he stated that he had seized
him at Higheliffe. But I trust not—I
trust not!™

“No doubt you will inform Inspector
Grimeg—=-"

“Dear ma! Ves, yes, ,
tainly,” said the Head. 1 will in.
form Mr, Grimes at once. It i3 a very
odd thing that Mr. Grimes has a clue
to the missin l:nngr. when he iz not
missing at all.  That strikes me a3
very odd, Quelch, However, I will
spealt to him.”

Dr. Locke rang up Courtfizld at onee.
He was answered by tha station.-ser
geant, who stated that Mr, Grimes
would come to the telephone at once
A faw momenta later Mr. Grimes
voice was heard.

“Ah! Dr. Locke? Mr., Grimes
coughed. “I have no further news
sir, none, so fnr. Y regret to say that
the ¢lus T mentioned to you has not led
ns very far, sir. It appears that the
American gentleman who left the hotel
suddenly—H'm !=left without paying
his hill, and his suit.case has been
opanaed, and has been found fo contain
nothin but—H'm !—hricks His
sudden ﬂ%::purtum n.[igeara to be ocx-

lained by the fact that he owed the

otel proprietor the sum of nine pounds
sizteen shillings and sizpence, which he
had not the moans of liguidating.

Yes, cer-

“WMy dear Mr. Grimes——"

“ Rome, sir, was not built in a day”
gaid Mr. Grimes. “I hopa shortly to
have more definite news—" :

“PBut, sir—" The Head tried to
get in a word.

“Y may tell you, sir, that I have now

{(Continued on page 28.)
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Out of the Past!

T was twilight when they drow up
I their chairs at last, Alee watching
his brother’s {ace expectantly.

Ha knew something was coming
when Bill logked like that—often he
wondered what Pe&ple would say if they
could only see " Bmiling ¥ Bill Murray
with the fierce fighting look he only
wore when they were alone !

"Alee—TI've got o chance to play for
England this year!”

glﬂﬂ Btiry at the asbrupt words.
There was no boast behind them; they
were just a plain statement.

“Gosh, I should think so! Bill, the
papers are full of you! Smilipg—-"

“ Chuck it, fathoad! I've got a chance.
It may not come off—I mdy not even

t & triel—but Major Weaver thinks
'w a certainty if I can keep it up!"

“0f course vou are!” cried Alec loy-
ally. “Daon’t be an ass!”

“] don't dare think about
it, lad—but there it is] It's
too goond 1o be true; but if it
comes off, it means—"

He locked silently at the
man &t the desk, and Alec

“Pad 1™ he finished gently.

“Thres hundred pounds saved and
dad’s operatiof at last?’ cried Eill
exultantly

The two wera
I.:.atd in thougnt.

ad.
hq“Eut, old =an,” he ventured doubt-
fully, “ean you carn all that in your
first seasen?™

Bill's cves glopmed decply. He drew
a long caper bresth.

“Ves, If I play in all the Tests!”

“Oh!" gasped Alee, in quick dismay.

The grey eyes bored into his brown

ones.

“It ¢ox bo «done!” mnapped  Bill
abraptly. " Zver beard of Alr, James
Barr, Alec?®™”

“ James Barr?” repeated the younger
boy, knitting his brows. “You mean
the millionawe chap who's just bmtggll:
the Hunter estata clong the road? Bit
gueer, isn't ha?”

Tue Magxer Lisriny.—No. 1,162,
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niet for a moment,
‘Then Alec raised his

HOPE/

By JOHN BREARLEY

%

“¥es. Queer—but a great sportsman,
Heo's backing up Bevernshire cricket for
all he's worth—" .

“0Oh! Well, what about him, Bill 7"

“ Just this. BEwvery time I play for
England this season he'll give me a
cheque for fifty pounds!”

Alea camme ont of his chair as though
he'd been shot.

“Gr-great Scott! What did he say @™

“That's all!™ Bill grinned at his
brother's .cxpression. “1 was comng
home when he came yp bohind me with
Major Weaver., ' Here, young Murrny,’
he bawls out. * Want to ‘earn  some
money?® 1 smiled and said I did, you
bet. ' Well, then,” he said, fthere's
fifty pounds waiting for you every Test
you play in. Severnchire can do with
an England player—and we'll see what
Alr. 'Enmv-éﬁl Jenhins says to that,
Weaver, my lad1’ And withoubt waiting
for me to thunk him, Alee, he got into
s whacking great car and pushed off I

pounds a Test Match—Smiling Bill
Murray’s bank balance will be ““up ™ £250

if he plays in all fve Tests !

Alec’s faco was a stmdy in joyiul
astonishment.

“ Ay zainted aunt! Tloes he mean ift”

Bill nodded,

“It's just the sort of thing he dors.
He's given the county a tevrifie subs
cription this season and they're going to
engago aonother fast bowler on  the
strength of 1! Well, what de you
think 1"

“Phink of it, vou old ass? JE means
five times fifty pounds to ual”

“Thanka for the compliment!™
chuckled Bill. His rugped face grew
resolute once more.

“I'm going to fight for it like blozea!”
he cried. “ Apart frem the fact that
plaring for England’ll just about make
me stand on my head., We'll be made
then, Alec!”

A lhand closed on Alee's arm in a grip
af iron.

“PBut it's those Lity-pound cheques

T A

I'm after--all five of them. If cvery-
thing comes off this scason, with my pay
we'll save three hundred pounds on our
heads—and then—"

His fist smashed dewn on the tahle,

“Tad gots back his lifle—amd his
memory ! he cried in triumph. " And
porhaps he'll remember——-"

But Alec was npt listening. He was
staring at the window, eves wide ond
lips parted. Slowly his band went up,
pointing stifflv,

*Look, Bill " he whispered hoarsely.

Bill turned like a flash.

Bomething was at the darkencd win-
dow, peering in, o shapeless, ominous
figure like & phaotom i a mghtimare,

Even as the boys loocked, tho Thin
melted away. And when they dash
outside there was no one, only the dusky
deserted lane and a faint rustle like g
fox in the hedgerow, Thcfl Eliun-‘:f:.

In a chelired hollow, high n
amaong the wild Beacon Hills
bevond Severnm (Cily, the
ancicat  manor  house of
Woodside Hall nestled deep
amid its own tangled shrubs
bheries  and  trees, a  ple-
turesque and lonely rche of
bygone days,

Might had fallon, and the moon had
not yob climbed over the hills, so that
the countryside around slumbered 1n
shadewy zilenee. In tho house, a halls
light, aﬁining throngh the glass above the
lge front door, made a sickly vellow
splash on the broad gravel drive, but
the rest of the rambling old pile was in
darkness, its high peaked gables and
aquaint eaves sunk in a soft mysterious
blur. And en the edpe of the drive,
orouching in the shadow of an old yew
tres, o Fil,rh'e man watched the honzo
with the entiving pelienece of an Indian
scoint.

He had been ot his post since ihe
coming  of dusk, waiting with o
gnturnine grin cngraven on his wizened
fage, Suddenly hus breath hissed soltly
thwough his bartered teeth, and his wiry
body  stiffencd. Awnother light had
stabbed the darkness from = room on
the second lloor, awd he eonhl sce tho
figure of a man moving leisnrely about
in tront of the window,
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Just as leisurely the walcher rose to
his feet, and, leaving his hiding-place,
began to sidle carefully towards the
light; and even had anyone been et his
clbow, they would searcely bave heard
him go, for he moved like a shadow.
INot [gq:rr nothing was Joe Necker known

to certain people and the police as the

Wesszel, Whether in city or couutry,
amid hard bricks or open fGelds, he
could travel as silently as a stoat In a
game preserve. _ _

For o sccond he showed on the ghim-
mering drive, the next, he was lost
again in the shadow of the house,
giding along to where a solid wall of
ivy olimbed to the roof.

Unhesitatingly, he grasped the stout
twisted roots, modnting until he was
level with the lighted room. A measur-
ing glance, an outfBupg arm, and he was
on the window-ledge, peenng nio 2
cosy well-lib study. His face crcased
in a spiteful grin at what he saw,

Although the night was not cold, a
brisk fire sparkled in the grate, and &
wall, distinguished-looking man lounged
comfortably before it, I:thné-hed in somo

rs he had just taken from an cpen
E:ff at his feet, By his elbow stood o
small table, laden with a cigar box and
decanter, The whole room spoke aloud
of luxury and wesalth. .

The Weasel's sneer despened, Raising
his kuuckles, he tapped gently on_the
glass, & curiously jerky tatioo. It a
gun shot had suddenly split the quict-
ness of the night, the man in the study
could not have received a greater shock,

Slowly the papers slipped from his
limp hngers, his went chalky white
with fear. Not until the _mgg:al had
been repeated three times did he move,
and then he almost fell out of his arm-
chair and lurched blindly towards the
window. 'The next instant he hod flung
it wide open, and the Weagel's face was
thrust close to his own,

“¥oul” he gasped, He fell back,
eyes bulging, and hands writhiog ner-
vously. .

Soundlessly as ever, tho Weasel slid
quickly into the room and closed the
window, Without & word, he crossed
to the fire and took the padded arm-
cheir, calmly pouring himself out a
drink. Tha electric light srapped out
sbruptly, His host ceme towards him
in frantio strides. '

"You!” he repeated hoarsely, * Joe
Necker! What do you want, curse
you 7™ :

The Weasel's small eyes glittered as
they surveyed him deliberately, and his
lips curled. ]

“Phat’s a nice greeting from one ole
pal to another '’ he gihad sourly. “ Juair;
come to see my old comrade, Luke, o
courpe."”

Boads of sweat gleamed suddenly on
Luke Thurston's high, white forehead.

“None of that!" he snarled. * Joe
Necker! By heaven, I thought you
were abroad—or dead!”

“Hoped I wes, you mean!” mocked
the Weasel sheilly,. *““And I've been
living guietly in the city under your
very nose &ll the time! But you've
grown infto a big man these days,
Luke! Swagger offices in all the big
towns now, eh? Dasom pal of all the
fy-nancial Laag!ﬂ. what ¥ ell, woll 1"

He bowed his head in meck humility,

“This is like old times, sin't it}
Remember how we used to work like
dogs—together? Yes, you were a
clever cove, even then, Luke! And now
you're onae of the bi
we struggled hard enough for our

noises, eh? Well, g

dough, and vou've turnced your share to
good advantage, heh, heh, heh!|”

“Jog! Stow it you fooll”

Almost sobbing with fright, Thurston,

one of the richest business men in
Severnshire, flung himself at the door
and stared wildly up and down the
passage outside. ‘The Weasel cackled
with laughter.
“¥e ncedn't worry!” he scoffed.
“No one's about to listen. Yer lunkeys
are all below-stairs ecatin' their supper
at this time; I've been watching your
house for days, olo pal!™

His little evil eyes ran swiftly ebout
the room.

“Dee-ar ole house!” he sniggered
tauntingly. “ What & barn it was when
you first took if, Lake! Dut it suited
us, hey? Niee and lonely then, wasn't
it¥ Bay, Luke, 1z the plant still—"

He jerked his thumb significantly
lowards the floor.

Luke Thurston sank into a chair with
a groan, completely unnerved by this
spectre out of the past.

“Yez!” he confessed. *“8till in the
basement. I never could get fid of it,
50 1 bricked up the cellars?”

The Weasel's eyes brightened in-
stantly, and he leaned forward, whis-
pering.

“Did yer? Now buck up, ole pal!
I ain’t come hear to snack and snarl!
Listen, couldn’t wo start egain? I'l]
still do the work, o' cowrse, and in your
position now, - you could get rid of the
stuff in hales——"

A violent gesinre cut himn short.

“No, no, no!" gpasped Luke Thurston
frantically. “Stow it, Joo! The plant's
etill there—sand stays there for ever,
I hope!”

_He stared piteously at the warped
little erook in the big armchair.

“Why have you come here, Joe? You
know I'm going straight these days!
What La,lb--hlne mail? If you're hard
u B il

“Shut yor gab!” snarled the dis
appointed-Weasel. *'I don’t want your

dirty money—just thought yeo'd like
some fun again! Vou always were a
quitter, though! 'Member the night

we downed John—alright, alright, keep
yer seat!™

He bent eloser to the cringing Thur-
ston, and for the first time in the inter-
view, dropped his voice almost to a
breath.

“But you've got to join up with mo
a%am, Luke, whether yo like it or not!
That's what I'm here to tell you now!
We've gpot to help each other again,
my lad—and we've got to do it proper!
For if we dorn't, by all that’s living,
we're in for trouble |”

His =sunken eyea glowed contemptu-
ously.
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“An' it's through yon we're in the
cart at last~—as I always rechoned we'd
bel” he growled. “The night wo
downed John Murray, you should ha'
let me finished him! Come onli” he
ordered roughly, as Thurston crumpled
in his seat. “Face the musige, you
hound! When I do anything, I beliove
in making & job of it!¥

A seraggy forefinger tapped merei
lessly on Luke Thurston's knee.

“] was a fool to have let you take
charpe that night!” went on the evil
voice. “*Wo should have stuck it outl
But no; you insisted on sphtl;.mg up
what money we'd made, and bolting;
and all because of one man, and him
we'd left up in the hills—outed!”

“Iiow did I know then that Jobn
Murray always worked alone?®” replied
Thurston sullenly. “When you found
out he was on our track—here of all
places—I thought others would, toog,
and that the game was wp——"

“F course wvou did!” aneered the

Waaszel. :

“Oh, chuck it!” snapped Thurston
wildly. “Perhaps my nerve isn't as
f:aud a3 yours. I don't care. It was
id encugh finding someone after us
I—I just couldn’t stand d4or murder in
cold blood 1¥

IHa stared furtively at his eompanion,
as though secking some gleam of com
fort.

“But what are you worrying about,
Joef! You silenced him, didn’'t you!
John Murray has never spolen since:
and never will. I know thot much.
And I know now that ho was the onl
man who'd found uws out, or we cou
never have come back to Lngland, let
alone Hevernshire!”

“I nover left it!" sneered the Weasel,
“You took your share and ron like
rabbit. It's always been a wonder to
me the police didn’t get fidgety when
this house was left empty and they found
John Murray—-"

“Chuek it, I tell voul I was back
here in six months, wasn't I? You
seem to know all about me 1V

“Yes; when snu found out my bash
on the head had shut John Murray u
for cver—or so people said ™ repli
Mecker harshly.

Tho fnancier jerked feverishly at his
collar.

“Joo!” he panted. *Ia there any
chance of him recovering, then? The
first thing I found out was that the
surgeons had given him up—that he
would never speal or regain his memory
again! Isn't that so, Joe? Tell mg,
old friend. I-—-I—*

Under the Wensel's withering glares,
he cowered pitiably, his Ii trempiylinl
g0 thot he could not speak, Necker
continued to eve him for o long minute
then poured out s generous drink and
thrust 1t townrds him,

“Here, scoff this, and stiffen up ™ ha
growled. “And listen to what I'm
é?mg to f-ﬂ]’l you. I never leit Severn

ity ; and I've never * gone straight’1”
—bitingly. “Instead, I've ;iua.t kept my
oyve on things—and people |

He leaned closer to his companion.

“Interested in cricket, Luke?” hs
leered surprisingly, 'l'ilen, as Lukes
Thurston half rose. “No; I can ses
you ain’tl Well, ever heard of Bill
Murmg—‘ Smiling ' Bill Murray,
every fool in the city calls the cubi®

“t Smiling * Bill Murray!” repeated
the finnncier shokily., Yf:..'eai eE?hat'l
the boy the paper's are full of, just now,
isn't it? Is he—="

“%¥es, he 1a!” nodded the Wensl
emphatically. “He's John Murray's
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As ihe Weasel tappnd'gant!s on the glass

the man In the study slowly dropped the
paper and his face went chalky white
with fear !

eldest son! And let me tell you, he’s

the d&nﬁar we're up against! 1t's a real

el

one, Lu
Let me think—"

“Oh!

“You think nothing ¥ snarled Necker

vicipusly, " FPm doing the thinking—
and the talking, too, from now on! This
kid's o cricket pro.—and he's good!
Keep that in mind !

There was & silence while he poured
himself out ancther drink. ] .

“I've always kept an eye on this Bill
Murray I he went on musingly. " Dunno
why, quite, but there it is! O’ course I
hag to snoop around John Murray o bit
until I found out for certain that he
was out of the running, and so I got to
noticing ?ﬂ“ﬂi, Bill. And, somehow,
the way that kid acted when——"

“Yes, yes!™

“Whoen we closed his father's tra
continned the Weasel glaring. * Made
me think! And I've been watching
Mr. Blooming Bill Murroy ever since.
There's nothing like knowing where
danger is likely to pop up {rom, Luke,
and watching it! I've watched him
everywhere he's been—ecricket ground,
shop, anywhere!l And a couplo of
weeks ago watched him=-at home |”

Briefly he gave Thurston an necount
of the conversation ho had overheard
between. Bill and Aleec on the evening
following the famous Australinn match.
He left nothing out, and repeated Bill's
vow almost word for word. Yet when
he had finished a faint glow of return-
ing confidence shone in Luke Thurston’s
glazay eves.

"“Then things are not so bad, Joe
he answered timidly.

The Weasel stared.

“What d've mean?” he snorted sus-
pieionsly.

“Why, what you overheard really
amounts to thia; that John DMMurray is
Just as far off from recovery as ever—
unless his 2on plays five times for Eng-

1!?‘

[h

s

e

L

lnnd this vear! Well,
doesn't i

An angry fist thudded on the table.

“But he will, curse you!™ snarled
Necker. “You fool, he's the talk of
England! He's already beaten the
Australians onee, and since then,
Severnshire's beaten Surrey and Sussex
and drawn with Yorkshire—and al
through him! IYye think I haven't
been finding out things this last fort-
night! I tell yor, nothing but an acci-
dent can stop him sarning that old fool's
two hmu:!rcri) and fifty quid !

He jumped to his feet excitedly.

“ Besides—suppose he doesn’t save it
this year; he mught next! Bill Murray
means to get his father's memory back,
and I tell yer again, Luke, behind that
kid's smiling face there’s enough grib
ta put you and me behind the bars for
the rest of our livesl Now swaller
that I

Luke Thurston stood up alse.  An-
other ofiff drink was awallowed in
pilence, and when he had finished it, o
change had come over him strongly.

After four years of fancied security,
a pitfall wos yawning at his feet. For
thea erimes committed when he and
Weasel Joe Necker had been busy flood-
ing the country with falso notes & swift
reckoning was on its way, unlesa he
could find o way to stop it.  In that
critical moment the brain that had
lifted Luke Thurston to power and
wealth—honest  wealth, too, although
started. with ill-gpotten gains—began to
run smoothly once meore. The sudden
calmness of his manner astonished the
vindictive Weasel

o

suppuﬂ-ing he simple way
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"“Well, me lord—
come to earth!” he
oo sueorod.

Thurston waved his
¢ hand impatiently.

“Stop i, Joe; we're
wasting time. I can
zoe things cxactly now.
What's your plan?"

A smile of avil enjoy-
ment twisted Necker's
thin lips, making him
look like some heorrible
bird of prey.

“My plan!” he whis-
pered gloatingly, “A
simplo one, Luke! I'm
poing to save smiling
Bill Murray the trouhble
of earning that moneay—
in

hecause I'm g to
finish the little job &
started -with his father
four vears ago " -
“"You mean ou're
2 going to Il ohn
AMurray ™

“ Just that!*" zaid the
Weasel calmly, * Look
here—"

. 'Thurston samiled dis.
4 dainfully.

d  “0Oh, cut it out!l” he
snapped. “You'va
ridden me enough for
one night, Joo, stem,
vou feol! You're going
to kill & man who can
A neither speak nor move !
1 don’t doubt you'll
do it cleverly, but you'll
stir up eovery detective
in England for a firat-
rluss murder investiga-
tien, during which they

might find out—any-
thing! You're going
io risk pulting ¥your

neck in & noose, and
all the time there's =
of dealing with John
Murray staring you in the face!"

“Where ?” exploded the Weasel,

t “ Put Bill Murray out of action,
00,

The Weasel's thin lips parted. He
stood staring at Thursten until tha other
man laughed shortly.

“Vou suggestad tho scheme vourself,
Joe 1” he said mockingly. “Didn’t you
tell mo Bill Mureay will certainly pla:
for England—barring accidents?
Well. accidenta have happened before,
Joe 1"

He put his lips to the little man's
ear.

“And wou'vo
before, Joa'l”

The Weaszel nodded slowly, his oves
glittering. For a long timoe ho stood
thinking, then at last he patted Luke
Thurston’s arm.

“You're right, old pel! You've stll

ot 8 head on yon—and I'm the mug!

[ BGill Murray should have an acci-
dent—one  that'll stop him pta:;in.p;
cricket for keeps—then John Murray's
tongue'll stay as silent ns ever it waa I

Ife held out his hand.

“I'N see to it, Luke. Perhaps—alter
all—8miling Bill Murray wﬂn‘tpiny for
England this season. Or cver!™

‘arranged ' them

{If Thurston and Necker succesd in
their purpose, ' Simtling  Bill Murray's
suceces it going to be short-lived. But,
whatever you do, don't misa next week's
gripping instelment—il's full of start.
ling aftuations!)
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secured & elue of a rather more definite
nature,” went on Mr. Grimes. “I have
every hope of reporting soon that we
arp on the track of the boy Fish——"

“Bless my soul! I—I rang you up
to tell you, Mr. Grimes, that—"

“T underatand, sir! You are naturally
anxious | But F.-hl::rrl'-lj" 1 have every
hope of communicating news of tho
missing Fish—"*

“He 13 not missing,
jerked out the Head.

“Eht

“Ha iz hera!”

“ Wha-a-t "

“It proves that he was in the school
all the time—"

“Wrall 1™ Me. Crimes’ voice cxpressed
deep feelings, “Welll Really, Dr,
Locke———""

““1 am sorry=—very eorry—""

“ Really, Dr. Locke—really—" Mr.
Crimes’ voice conveyed infinite dizgust.
“Really, sir, I think that might hovoe
been ascertained hefore tho forees of
the law were set in motion! Really—"

*1 regret it very much, Mr, Grimes!
I can only apolo IEE[ The foolish boy
has been puni ! I can only say—are
v them, Mr. Grimes? Can you hear
me! I ‘beg to repeat—— Dear me!”
paid the Head,' hlmkmg at Mr. Quelch,
“Insdpcctﬂr Etlmﬁﬂ- has rung off! I
wondear whqt-h‘er Inspector Grmms 15
feoling offended ™ about anything.”

Mr, Queleh smiled.

“At all events, the matter has ended
satisfactorily, sir!! he remarked,

“0h, quite! Quite.”

Mr. Quelch Jeft the atudv and the

Mr.

Grimes !

The Remove master, equally relieved,
rustled away to his own studv, DBut his
rclief was destined to be of zhort
duration. Harry Wharton was awaiting
him in his study.

*“Well, Wharton, what is it?’ asked
Mr. Queleh, with a kind glance at the
captain of his Form.

“Bunter has not come in yot, siz.”
L1 Inde'}d 11'?

“I think therc 15 smnr:tmng that 1
cught to tell you, siv,” said Hurry, “Pve
tulked it over with my friends, and wo
agrec that Bunter may be in trouble.
He left Highcliife early, but he never
came back hore. And—and T hear that
that man MeCann said that he kid-
napped I"mh at Higheliffo——"" Wharton
paused. “I—=I think the man may have
made somo mistake, sir, and—and got
hold of Bunier.”

Mr. Queleh started.

“Come, come, Wharton! For what
reason-—-"" Mr. Quelch saw his relicf
and his peace of mind fading away
once more.

Wharton explained concisely, and Mr,
Queleh pursed his lips as he listened.

“We mever took much notice of
Bunter's yarn about that [ift in the
cﬂ.r surfh-:r 5 always spinning yarns. But
what aﬁpened in the Cloisters yester-
duy looks very aqueer—now. ' DBunter
hasn’t come in, and the kldm.ppﬂr s0Ys
he got somebody at Higheliffo—7"

“Thank you for f:crpﬁn “and telling
mea this, Wharton,” said Mre, Quelch, 1
hope, however, that Bunter is merely

-gtaying late cubt of gates—he has done

EVERY SATURDAY

' GANGSTERS AT GREYFRIARS

{Continued from page 24.)

Earry Wharton left the study, leaving
Mr. Queleh with a frown on his brow.
Once more the Remove master wore a
worried look,

Bunter did not come in for prep.
After prep, he had not put in an appear.
ance, At half-past nine, when the Re-
move went to Ltheir dormitery, there was
still no Bunter.

That settled it, in the minds of the
Remove. How the kidnapper had come
to make such a mistake they could not
gueee, but every fellow in the Form had
thoe seme opinion, somehow or other,
Billy Bunter had fallen into the kid-
napper's hands by mistake. Ev er]}'!.hmg
seemoed  to pnmt to that conclusion,
above all, Bunter's continued absence,

“1 guess they've got him!"” said Fisher
T. Fish, after lights out. “They've
cinchoed that fat gu:.' for me! They're
sure welcome to lim

“But he'd tell ﬂlem he wasn't you!”
gaid WNugent,
Fisher T. Fish chuckled,

“8o should I if they got me!” ha
answered.

*Oh 1"

“They wouldn’t believe  him, of
course, 1f they think they got the right
guy !" said Fisher T, Fish. “Barney's

mlll:]ﬁ u mistake—and I guess I'm powar.
ful I% I never went over to Higheliffe
with you galoots—he m:ghhﬂthur mada
a mistake if I hadl’ E if I
guess how he came to take that bal-
eyed jay for me—it's -rather insulting
to moe—but he's done it! He's got
Bunter.”

And when the next mornin 1t- wis
found- that Billy  Bunter had not re
turned, thore was no doubt in any mied
a{a reviriars that the kidnappers had

Bunter.™

THE ENRD.

(Now Ipok out for the nrext ﬂ‘%uw

Head, quite relieved 'in his mind now, so several times, You did quite right in ara in this -series, entitled . =T

sat down to Scphocles and prepared {c:r coming to tell me this—we shall see HOLD-UP AT GREYFRIARS/ Il H

an hour of sheer enjoyment. soomn,” hrill you no end, chumsaf) .. i
——
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