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A SPLENDID LONG STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Begs for It !

u EEP to the path!” eaid Bob
K Cherry.
“Rot!” said Billy Bunter,

Billy Bunter, of course,

knew best! Billy Bunter always did|

The track, scarcely marked, wound
across o Yorkshire moor. In the far
distance, a patch of smoke against the
blue sky marked where the town of
Blackslsde lay. But there was no habi-
tation anywhere near the track that the
Greyfriars hikers were following. The
only sign of life was a gipsy emcamp-
ment about & quarter of & mile away.

Hln"‘i Wharton & Co, were heading
for » un:lp of trees far ahead, where
they intended to camp for lunch, The
winding track across the moor was twice
as long s a short cut through the gorse
would bave been. But there were good
rensons for keeping to the path, .

“Btick to the path, fathead!" said
Johnny Bull,

Billy Bunter halted.

He fixed an indignmt glare on the
other hikers through his big spectacles.

- here,” said Bunter, "“"I'm

tired! I'm hungry! We're going to
camp under those trees! ell, cut
scross the moor, and get there! Bee?

What's the good of wandering about for
nothing ?""

“They warned us, in Middlemoor,
that it was dangerous to leave the path
on_this moor,” said Harry Wharton.

fniff from Bunter!

"“There's & lot of old mine workings
on the moor, fathead,” gaid Frank
Nugent. “Lots of the pits are covered
with bush and grass nndp gorse. A fellow
might tumble into them."

nother sniff from Bumter !

Billy Bunter, certainly, was not the
bravest member of the Greyfriars party
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who were hiking in the holidays. But
unseen ;g:}rils did not scare him., He
was as bold as a lion .till the danger
was in sight !

“If you're funky——" said Bunter
contemptuously.

“ Who's funky 1" roared Jo‘hnnﬂ Bull,

"“You fellows are!” sneered Dunter.
“I can’t see any danger! If I could, I
shouldn’t be scared of it! Not like you

fellows | Look hera{ lIet’s take a short
cut to camp! If you're frightened, keep
behind me, and fn]low in my footsteps.
I'll see you through.”

The Greyiriars hikers locked at Billy
Bunter an if they could have eaten him.
Lord Mauleverer grinned. All through
that hike, Mauly, whose good temper
was & marvel, had taken Billy Bunter
a5 a sort of standing joke, and mever
lost patience with him, The Famous
Five were not quite so patient as Mauly |
Often they kicked Bunter. Btill oftener,
they told him what they thought of him.

“Take him along by his ears!” sug-
ested Frank Nugent. * Plenty of room
or a good hold |

“Beast |”

Billy Bunter turned from the path,
and marc away across’ the open
moor. Even the short-sighted Owl of
the Remove could see the big clump of
oaks in the distance, and was in no
danger of loein.g hin way. As for the
danger of hidden pits on the moor,
Bunter disregarded that entirely.

“Come backt” roared Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked round over a fat
shoulder.

" Bhan't!"” he replied,
“Y¥ou blithering owl—"
Johnny Bull

I"Y‘i ll)

“It’s not zafe to wander on the moor,
Bunter |” called out Harry Wharton.

*@tick to the path, if you're funky!”
retorted Bunter. * Blessed if I ever saw
such a set of funks! Haven't you pluck

roared

‘enough to follow where = pluck

cha
leads? Keep on, if you like, and you'll
find me sitting under the trees waiting
for you to come crawling up."

And Billy Bunter, like the deep and
dark blue ocean in the poem, rolled on !

The hikers glared after him, in great
exasperation.

" Batter fatch him back ! said Bob.

“Oh, let him rip!"" growled Johnny
Bull. “If he takes a tumble, it will be
& lesson to him,”

“Yans," remarked Lord Mauleverer,
*It's a free country, you know! Let
him take a tumble if l)m likes !

“But the tumblefulness might be ter-
rifically damaging,” suggested Hurres
Jamset Ram Bingh. “The idiotie
Bunter might break am esteemed leg,
or even his atrocious neck."

"Let him!” grunted Johnny Bull.
“P’'m fed-up with the silly ass 1"

“Come back, Bunter!” bawled Bob

erry.

Billy Bunter did not toke the trouble
to answer again.

He plugged on.

“What about chancing it?"” asked
Bob. "It looks & mile to those jolly
old trees, by the path, A short cut
would save ¥mlf."

“A short cut is sometimes the longest
way round,” answered Harry Wharton.
“They gave us the tip at bﬁddlemwr;
and they know the country, and we
don't.”

“Let's go and yenk him back then,”
said Nugent.

“T'm not chasing after the fat idiot "
growled Johnny Bull. "We've got a
mile before us yot, and we've done a
good many. Leave him to it.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" yelled Bob,
" Im'k !l)

*Oh erikey |1*

Billy Bunter, plugging through the
gorse, wag 4till in fu ? view. But all of
& sudden he ceased to be in view,
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He vanished |

As if the earth had opened and swal-
lowed him up, Billy Bunter disappeared
from sight.

As a matter of fact, it had!

The Greyfriars hikers gazed blankly
at the spot where Bunter had beenl
Only waving golden gorse met their
eyes. It was really like magic to see
gunter perform the vanishing trick like

at |

“My only esteemed hat!' ejaculated
Hulﬁee Ja.msett’ Ram %in h. ;

“He's gone!” gasped Nugent._

“Yaas, begad x}m‘s gone ﬁ' said Lord
Mauleverer. “iaucky we didn't go on
and leave him to it, what? Come on.”

Mauly started running in the direc-
tion Bunter had taken, The Famous
Five followed him fast.

As they neared the spot where Bunter
had disappeared, a fat, squealing voice
fell on their ears,

“1 say, you fellows! Help! Oh lor’!
T'm all wet! Yaroooh! Help! Beasts!
Oh crikey I” i

Evidently Bunter had not broken his
neck | Neither, to judgﬁa by the fearful
howls he was uttering, had he damaged
his lungs!

“Careful ' exclaimed Wharton, as
the juniors plunged through the gorse.
“Look out where you're goingl We
don’t want to follow him down!”

“I say, you fellows I”

“Coming I”* shouted Bob.

“Beasts! Buck up! I'm all wet!
Im all muddy!l ¥aroooh! I say, you
fellows, help1” squeaked Billy Bunter.

Bunter’s fat squeak seemed to_come
from the depths of the earth. Harry
Wharton & Co. reached the spot. In the
midst of the gorse and thick grass, a
pit opened in the moor, screened from
sight by the over-growths, It had been
quite hidden when Bunter plu on
it; now it was partly open, as he had
torn away s great deal of the vegeta-
tion in his descent. Carefully the Grey-
friars hikers gathered round the rugged
crumbling edges of the pit. It was not
more than six or seven feet wide, the
sunlight glimmering down into dusky,
dismal depths.

Fortanately for Bunter, the depth was
not great. .ngually fortunately for him,

the old_pit was Jarbly flooded by the ;i

rains. Bunter had plumped into a foot
of water and a foot of mud, which had
saved him from damage, but otherwize
had not added to his comfort, He
stood gesping now, with water up over
his knees, smothered with mud, drip-
ping and reeking with it, his fat fea-
tures hardly dis ishable under ik,
His upturned muddy face was about
ten feet below the level of the moor, as
he blinked up dizzily at the hikers
ahove.

“Oh, my hat! There’s a picture for
ou ' gasped Bob Cherry. And the
ikers roared.

Hg, hg, ha!?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Deep Down !

tigr SAY, vou fellows 1"
s ﬁa, ha, ha |”
‘‘ Beasts I*
“T'm all wet!®
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“T'm all muddy I*
“Ha, ha, ha "
broken my neclk!” yelled
.. "I mean, my leg! My leg’s
broken in two places!” i
“And he's standing on it!” eaid Bob
Cherry. “Fancy a fellow standing on
8 leg that's broken in two places !”
“Ha, ha, ha I
“] mean, my arm!” yelled Bunter.

roared  Bunter.

*My arm’s broken! I believe the spinal
column of my arm is smashed in three
places !"

“0Oh crumbs!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at]" shrieked Bunter. “Gei me out of
this! I suppose that's your gratitude to
a fellow for showing you a short cut|
Oh, you rottersl Get me out, will you s

"gertainl " answered Bob. *Any
fellow who's got an arm ten feet long
reach down and hook Bunter out!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Come down for me, you beasts!”
roared Bunter. “It's all right—you’ll
fall in the mud, as I did! ou won't
break any bones, if that's what you're
afraid of.”

“ Might break the spinal columns of
our arms in three places, old fat bean,
as you've done.”

“Ha, ha, hal"” . .

“My—my arm isn’t quite broken; in
fact, 1t—it was only a knock! ¥ou can
jump down all right.” -

“ And how are we to get out again?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"" B

* Nobody could olimb out of that pit,”
remarked Johnny Bull. “ Anybody who
goes down has to stay there. If we all
go we're there for good.”

“The goodfulness would not be ter-
.ai_ﬁc,;; remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh,

“ Are you going to leave me here to
perish 7" shrieked Bunter.

Only William George Bunter
knows what has happened to
Bob Cherry, who has mysteri-
ously disappeared from the
Greyfriars Hikers’ Camp. And
Bunter won’t tell—not until
he’s had his supper !

“Serve you jolly well right if we did 1"
a Benstl};’ }
“We shall have to get the fat idiot
out somehow,” eaid Frank Nugent.
“But how on earth are we going to do

“Goodness knows! He won't be got
out in a hurry, that’s pretty certain,”
said Harry. 5

“0Oh, you rotters! Are you going to
leave me in this filthy mud, after all I've
done for you? I say, you follows—"

“(Oh, ring off I'" said Bob. “We're
going to Eat you out somehow, though
goodness knows how.”

“Look here, all of you come down I”
gaid Bunter. “If you stand on one
another’s shoulders I might be able to
climb out over you, see?”

“And how would the last man climb
out ?” asked Bob. N

“QOh, really, Cherry! If you're going
to be beastly selfish——"

* Drop something on his head and shut
him up !’ suggested Johnny Bull.

‘‘Beast 1" yelled Bunter.

It was rather & problem that the
hikers had before them. A monkey
could hardly have climbed out, up the
almost perpendioular walls of the dis-
used pit, It was useless to drop in
after Bunter, even if the hikers had an
fanoy for dropping into & morass of evil-
smelling mud; which they hadn’t!
Bunter was far out of reach, and
obviously only a long ladder or strong
ropes could have solved the problem.
Probably there was no such ladder with-
in five miles; neither did the hikers
possess a rope long enough or strong
enough for the purpose.

Bunter had asked for it; In fact,
begged for it; but he could not, of
course, be left to what he had begged
for. He had to be rescued somehow,

“Four or five miles back to Middle-
moor to borrow a rope!” said Johnny
Bull, in a voice resembl] that of the
Great Huge Bear. “And all because
that fat chump fancied that he knew

!'l

“Well, we’ve got to get him out,” said
Harry.

“Camp here,” said Johnny. “If I'm
going to tramp miles for him, I'm not
going to do it till after lunch.” .

“Why, you beast I"” roared Bunter, in
spluttering indignation. “Think I'm
going to stay here while you rotters
camp and lunch?"

“Looks like it to me!”
Johnny Ball.

“I say, you fellows—

“The fact is, we shall have to have a
rest before we go for a roE:," said
Harry, “You must make the best of if,
Bunter, and be thankful it's no worse."”

“Beast !"” roared Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer rose from the side
of the pit, shaded his eyes with his
hand, and locked away across the moor.

*“J rather think we needn’t go back to
Middlemoor for the rope, you men,”
remarked his lordship thoughtfully.
*“Might borrow one off theose gipsy
sportsmen yonder—not more than a
quarter of a mile.” :

“Good old Mauly!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “I'd forgotten them! Ten to
one they’ve got & rope that would do.”

The juniors all rose from the pit and

answered

‘looked towards the gipsy encampment

on the moor. A gaily painted but very
dingy caravan stood there, with a bony
horse feeding on the moor near it. Two
figures were to be seen at the encamp-
ment, that was all. They were both
men, but {oo far off to be seen clearly;
but from the look of the van the juniors
had no doubt that they wers gipsies.
One of them wore a brightly coloured
goarf round his head in place of & hat.

“That's the idea,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “One of us can cut across, and we
can tip them to lend a hand pulling
Bunter up| It won't be easy.”

“And whoever goes may take a
tumble like Bunter!” growled Johnny
Bull. “The moor is pitted with these
Totten spots 1*

“Well, we shall have to risk that,”
said Herry, “and we're not clumsy
asses like Bunter, anyhow. Two of us
had better go.”

“Yaas, let’'s!” said Lord Mauleverer,
and he started, and Bob Cherry went
with him. Beanning the way carefully
as they went, the two juniors walked
away to the gi encampment.

“1 say, you fellows,” came a yell from
the pit, “don't you go away and leave
me here.” .

Wharton looked down again.

“We're not going, ass! Mauly and
Bob have gone to see if they can get a
rope from the gipsies.”

“How long are they going to be?™
demanded Bunter,

““May be back in half an hour,”

“You want me to stick_in this mud
for half an hour?" yelled Bunter indig-
nan%y.

“You silly ass!" roared Johnny Bull.
i Is?thara any other way of getting you
out 1"

“PBeast! Look here, those gipsies
mayn’t have s rope! One of you go
back to Middlemoor at the same time, to
make sure of getting one. Beel 19
only about four miles.”

“ Anything else?” asked Johnny Bull
samutlcallg.

“Yea! One of you might drop down
here and keep me company,’ said
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Bunter. “I want somebody to hold me,
orl may be slipping over in this filthy

mud,

"~ “ Anybody keen on going down into
that mud to hold Bunter,. use he's
too lazy to stand1” asked Jobnny.

“Ha, ha, ha " oo

“The keenfulness is not terrificl”
chuckled Hurzee Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, you rotters! Catch me hlln.ng
with you again |” groaned Bunter. “I've
a jolly good mind to turn you down &
clear o!g.o Then ‘i'ou could jolly well see
what you could do without me!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“T mean it,” hooted Bunter. “If you
don't jolly well play up now, after all
I've done for you, I'll jolly well leave
you on your own,2

“Ha, ha, ha !

- Beasts 1" "

The hikers sat down round the pit, to
wait for Bob and Mauly to return.
They were glad of a rest, and they
waited patiently. Billy Bunter, at the
bottom of the pit, waited less patiently
—as was, perhaps, natural in the oir:
cumstances, The waitu'_lg juniors sorted
out Bob Cherry's Holiday Annual, to
read it in & bunch, to tﬁm the time of
waiting. And with the stony-hearted
gelfishness to which Billy Bunter was
only too sadly acoustomed, they gave all
their attention to the entrancing pages
of the Holiday Annual, and none at
all to the how!s and squeaks of the fat
junior at the bottom of the m standing

rst on one weary fat leg then on
the other.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Company for Billy Bunter !

s H gad!” murmured ILord
o Mauleverer. N
“Handsome pair!” mur-

mured Bob Cherry, with a
raeful

n.

The g‘o juniors arrived at the gipsy
oamp., Now that they had arrived they
wera rather doubtful of their, wisdom in
coming. There are gipsies and gipsies!
The two swarthy-looking men who sat
on old boxes, smoking by the halted van,
were not favourable specimens of the
race. As they were evidently travellin
on their own, with no other members o
the tribe, it waa possible that they were
outoasts of the tiribe—certainly t!ms
looked as if they might be. They looke
a pair of dark, beetle-browed, surly

ans, s tough a pair as the hikers
had seen in the course of a long hike;
not at all the sort of mén to meet In &
lonely place.

The man with a coloured soarf round
his head was s short, thickset fellow, as
dark as an Italian, with black, shiny
eyes, and a jutting jaw. He glanced
at the two hikers furtively under his
thick brows, and muttered a few words
to the other man—a taller, thinner
fellow, dressed in a dingy old shirt and
8 battered old straw hat and ragged
trousers. The second man removed the
pipe from his mouth and glanced also at
the two jumiors, in the same furtive
way.

Without being unduly suspicious, Bob
end Mauly could not help thinking that
the two were debating together whether
it was practicable, and worth while, to
rob the schaolboys who had walked up
to their camp on the moor. They looked
more than capable of it.

The van was parked in the grass
beside a road that ran across the moor.
There was not much traffic on the road,
but there was some. Every now and
then & car honked 'past on the way to
Blackslade. Probably the two swarthy
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men decided that it was mnot good
enough, for they ceased to look at the
schoolboys, turned from them _in-
differently, and resumed smoking their
foul, black pipes. Bob and Mauly
slowed down.

“Better put it to them, old bean,”
said Mauleverer, “They look tough, but
they look pretty hefty, and a hefiy
man's wanted to drag Bunter up.”

“They look more like footpads than
decent gipsies,"” muttered Bob.

“Yaas; but they can't go through
our pockets, with cars coming up and
down the road. Come on 12

“Right-ho |2

And the two juniors walked up to
the men seated near the van. The man
in_the scarf fixed his black eyes on them
gullenly; the other stared indifferently
seross the moor.

“We're in want of help,” began Lord
Mauleverer litely. “One of our
friends has fallen into a pit. If you've
got a good rope in your van—"'

“Heek elsewhere!” grunted the man
e Eay for hel d Bob

“We ay for help,” sai 0!
Cherry, ra&er dg-ruﬂly.

The man eyed him.

“ What will you pay?” he asked.

“Five shillings,” answered Bob, “if
you’ll bring the rope and help us pull
the chap out of the pit.”

“How far is it?"”

“ About a quarter of a mile.”

“What do you say, Joseph?? asked
the man' in the soarf.

“No,” said Joseph.

" BF M‘kﬂ it ten’” mg
verer a.miablg i
a walk, and Bun
pull up.”

“No,” said Joseph again, without
even looking at the juniors, )

“Well, look here, will you lend us
the rope?” demanded Bob.

‘“No,” said Joseph.

Bob Cherry's brow darkened. But
Lord Mauleverer weighed in with un-
diminished affability.

“Suppose, we mal
suggested.

The' thickset: man in the scarf looked
st his companion again. Joseph shook
his head.

- *Make it a pound each—a pound for
me and a pound for Michael—and we
will do as you wish,” he said.

“Do you think we're millionaires, or
blithering idiots?”’ demanded Bob
Cherry  wrathfully. “Keep your
blessed old rope, and hang yourselves
on it, if you like! Come on, Ma
Let's walk on to Middlemoor. Mig it
get a lift in & car on the road, too.

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer,
and the two juniors turned away.

Upon which Joseph hooked himself
off the old box he was seated on and
put his black pipe into a frowsy pocket.

“We will go,”” he said. “I have &
rope in the van.”

Michael nodded, and rose also. The
two juniors turned back, They were
rather glad to get out of the long
trip back to Middlemoor.

Joseph went into the van and came
out with a coil of raFe. He looped it
over his arm, carcfully locked the van,
and announced that he was ready.

“This way!" said Bob, not very
amiably.

And he led the way back across the
moor, with Mauleverer and the two
gipsies following.

1t was not a rapid walk back, the
gipsies_slouching along lazily, and the
Greyfriars fellows accommodating their
%a.oe to that of Michael and Joseph.

ut they arrived on the spot at last,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo " bawled Bob, as

ted Lord Maule-
ter -all, it's rather
ter’s a good weight to

it a pound?Z he

THE MAGNET

they sighted the group of juniors round
“tl?a l:[a iday Annual at dl! mouth of

e pi

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped up at
once. The Holiday Annual was pub
back into Bob’s ruecsack, which he had
left with his friends,

e here you arel? gaid Hall;l:y.
ank goodness you've got & ro

“Where is hei” asked M?:haa!,
staring round in the goree.

Wharton pointed out the pit. Where
Bunter was, was revealed by a fat, in-
dlqnmt squeak from the depths.

“I say, you fellows! gay, you
beasts! I say, you rotters! How much
longer are you going to keep me here,
you beasts??

Michsel and Joseph peered over the
side of the pit and grinned at the
muddy comntenance turned up from
below. Then they stepped back and
eyed the party of hikers. Joseph did
not uncoil the rope. They seemied in
no hurry to begin, They loocked ovor
the moor with sedrching eyes, in all
directions, as if to ascertain how
golitary the spot was. It was solitary
enough; far from the road where the
gipsy van was parked. Only the van
and the distant smoke of Blackslade
were in sight; all elss was bare moor,
gorse, and grass and trees. The two
gipsies drew closer together and mut-
tered to one snother in low tones,
regardless of the hi

“Well, get on with it, now you're
here,” said Bob Cherry,

Michael gave him & scowl. Joseph
glanced round at the hikers, as if ep-
praising them. Then he spoke.

“Your friend is at the bottom of the
pit,” he enid. “It would be very dis-
agreeable for you to join him there.”

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“We're not thinking of joining him
there,” he said. “What do you mean "’

“] mean,” gaid Joseph smoothly,
“that 3t is worth more than & pound to

ull out the fat one. I think it is worth

ve pounds.”

“Five pounds!? agreed the man in

e scarf,

“If you wait till you screw five
pounds out of us,” said Johnny Bull,
“you'll be getting your old-age ion
about the same time. If you're too
dashed lazy to help, lend us the rope
and etand aside.””

“I think you will give us five gounds
for pulling up your friend,” said Joseph
smoothly, “and if you do not, we shall
not pull him up, neither will you. You
will join him in the pit.”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-

verer.

The hikers drew together. Evidently,
the two ruffians, in that lonely place,
fancied that they ocould deal as they
liked with the schoolboys. It was
rather a mistake on their part.

8o that's the game, 13 it7? said
Bob Cherry grimi}.

“That,” =zaid Joseph, in the same
smooth tone, *is the game. Five pounds
is our price for not pitching you into
the pit after the fat one. Cheap, I call
it, as we could take all you have if
we chose.”

“Y gay, you fellows—="

“8Bhut up, Bunter 12

‘" Boast|" roared Bumter,

“Now, look here, my man!? said
Lord Mauleverer urbanely, *¥You can’t
go back on & bargain. That's not
oricket. Get on with it! A pound to

ull Bunter up, or five ghillings for the
oan of the rope, whichever you like.”

“And make up your minds sharp,”
snapped Johnny Bull, “and don’t give
us any more lip, or you may get into
the pit yourselves,"
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Jogeph lsughed, Evidently he did not
consider himself in any danger of that.

“Make it five pounds,” he said.
“Otherwise, I shall toss you into the
pit, to begin with, my young friend.”

“Will you, by gum?” said Johnny
Bull between his teeth.

“I pay, you fellows!” yelled Bunter.
The fat Owl heard what was said. “I
eay, give them what they want. I’ll
square later. You jolly well get me
out of this, see?”

Joseph glanced down et him.

“¥ou had better stand from under,

u fat one!” he said. “One of your
rielnds will be coming dewm immedi-
ately.”

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He scr_mmb‘led hurriedly to the side

of the pit and clamped himself there,

the schoo did not erumple up en
the spot, To the still greater surprise
of the two rascals, it was themselves
that crumpled up!

There was a wild and whirling tugsle
for a few minutes, on the edge of the
moorland pit! Then a whirling figure
went over the edge, and splashed and
crashed into the mud below. Instantly
it was followed by another | But neither
was a hiker!

Joseph, splashing deep in mud and
mire, was struggling up, when Michael
landed on him, driving Eim under again.
And Billy Bunter, crouching ac
against the side of the pit, blinked in
amazement through his muddy spec-
tacles, at the two yelling, spluttering,
gasping ruffians, struggling up smoth-
ered from head to foot witﬁ mud.

k down with a_splash

5

could

y& a8
they had mis.

p shadow of a doubt, that the
handle & party of junior school
they chose. Ividently,
calculated & little,

“Well, we've got the rope 1" said Bob.
“Lower it down for Bunter. Stand
ready, Bunter.”

“Oh crikey 1”

Tying one end of the rope to a tree-
stump near at hand, as an additional
precaution, the hikers lowered the other
end into the pit. Bunter made a move
towerds it; and was immediately shoved
back by Joseph, so roughly that he sab
, a squelch and a
howl. Then Joseph grasped the rope.

“Let go that rope |’” called out Harry
Wharton,

A snarl was the only answer.

“We'll leave it for you to climb out

“If you want the loan of this rope,” said the gigsy, *' I’ll eost you five pounds. Otherwise I shall toss you into the
pit fo join your faf friend. Now, what Is 1i to be ? ** ** Hand over that rope ! >’ said Bob Cherry, grabbing at the coil on the

raseal’s arm.

Certainly, he did not want another of
the hikers dropping on his head.

“Now,” said Joseph, with the same
silky smoothness, turning to the hikers
sgain. “ What is it to be?”

“Hand over that rope!" said Bob,
and he grabbed at the coil on the
rascal’s arm and jerked it away. “Now
stand clear and shut up!”

Joseph’s eyes glittered, and he
grasped at Bob. His thin, wiry arms
were very strong and sinewy, and un-
doubtedly Bob would have been pitched
headlong into the pit, had he been alone
to handle the ruffan, But, like one
men, the hikers rushed to his aid.
Joseph was grasped on all gides.
Michael leaped to his nid, growling a
good deal like a bulldog. But there
were gix of the hikers, and they wers
sll sturdy, and all full of pluck— a very
different “proposition from what the
smooth-tongued Joseph had imegined.
Three each tackled the two ruffians, and,
to the surprise of Joseph and Michael,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pull ]

e H crikey I"" gasped Bunter.
0 “Urrrrggh!” spluttered I

Jos&a)h.
“Gurrrggh!” gurgled
Michael,

They stood up, drenched and drip-
ping. Water streamed down them, mud
smothered them. They were in even a
worse state than Bunterel Six breath-
less, grinning faces looked down at them
from the top of the pit.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “What price that?"

“Priceless I”” chuckled Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Borry you spoke, dear men?" in-
quired rd Mauleverer. *“I warned
you that it wasn’t cricket, you know |,

The two gipsies glared up with almost
murderous looks, ever had s pair of
ruffianly rascals been so astonished,
They had taken it for granted, without

* Now stand clear and shut up I'*

afterwards,” said Harry. *“But we're
getting Bunter out first| Let go!”

I will not let go!” hissed the gipsy
between his teeth. * And when I am out
will throw you =ll into the pit, one
after another.”

Harry Wharton broke loose a large
lump of turf, leaned over the pit, and
dropped it fairly on Joseph's head.
There was & roar from Joseph, as he
sat down in & foot of water and s foot
of mud. He was almost babbling with
rage as he scrambled up.

“Have some more!'" asked the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove coolly.
“You'll get plenty if you touch that
rope again, you scoundrel.”

“Let him have a few as a warning,
and drop 'em hard,” said Johnny BuM.

“Yaas, go it,” said Lord Mauleverer
cheerfully. “This is rather amusin'—
not for those sportsmen, of course; but
for us.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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Another henvi olod, sl.;sEended over
Joseph, caused him to back away from
the rope. Apfnrently he did not want
any more on his head.

Now, Bunter |” called out Wharton.
*“Oh crikey I’ gurgled Bunter,
The fat Owl splashed towards

hanging rope again. This time he was
alIoweef to take hold of it without moles-
tation. :
“Climb !¥ called out Bob cheerily.
“Beast "’ howled Bunter. “Do you
think I'm & monkey on a stick, you silly
idiot? Pull me up I”
“Tia the rope round you then, fat-

the

head.”

“Beast |”

Billy Bunter passed the end of the
rope round bhis ample person, and

knotted it under the armpits. The two
ipsies watched him savagely, but they
gisamt venture to interfere. Pelting
with clods from above was not so amus-
ing to them as to the hikers.
Meinsail haul—all hands on deck!”
said Bob Cherry.

Six sturdy hikers grasped the rope,
and mnrcheg away from the pit, pulling.
Billy Bunter was extracted from the

mud, & good deal like a cork from a
bottle. ﬁ: swung into the air, bumping
against the side of the pit, and yelling.

“Yarooh! I say, you fellows! Wow!
This rope’s
Stop bumping me, you beasts!|
ow-ow "’

“ Pull, you beggars, pull 1” gasped Bob
Cherry. *Oh, my hat| How many tons
o tterr T Shink 1” gasped Nugent.

* Fifty, ink |” gas ugen

“The tonfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrificl” panted the dusk:
hNnh?’b of Bhanipur, “My only estceme

at!

“Yarooch! I tell you this rope is
pinching me!" shrieked Bunter.

“Like us to drop you agsin?” roared
Johnny Bull. ;

“Beast |” -

No doubt the rope was pinching
Bunter; but, really, there was no bel
for it; though, judging Bunter's
howls, it was a special and malicious
injury that the hikers were inflicting on

pingching me—yow-wow !
Yow-

1m.

With a long pull, a strong pull, and
a pull all together, the hikers brought
the WEig;htF wl of the Remove to the
top of the pit.

is fat face and muddy spectacles
glared over the verge.

“Grooogh! I say, you fellows! Wow !
Help me out!” yelled Bunter. “Stop

ulling that beastly rope, and come and

elg me out!”

If the hikers had stopped dpulling_ on
the rope, Billy Bunter would assuredly
have gone down again, They pulled,
and pulled, and Bunier was draﬁed
bodily up over the edge, which crumbled
under him, sending down a shower of
earth and stones on Michael and Joseph,
The fat junior was dragged out at last,
and sprawled in the gorse, roaring.

“* Dooooo’ghl Beasts | Woooogh !
Grooogh I’

' Landed at last,” said Bob cheerfully.
“Never landed such a fat fish befora !”

“Ha, ha, ha "’

“Untie me, yelled
Bunter.

The hikers untied him. Bunter rolled
farther away from the pit, and sat up.
He was in a shocking state. Mu.
clothed him like a garment. He wiped
his big spectacles, jammed them on his
muddy nose again, and glared at the
hikers with an indignant and accusing
glare.

“Beasts! If this is how you treat &
fellow who comes on s hike with you
T'm fed-up with it, and I can jolly well

TeE MagNeT LiBRARY,—No. 1,337,

you rotters!”

ne with

tell you so! I wish now I'd
e asked

Sm}t’:hy on his yacht when
ma !

“Only Smithy forgot to ask youl”
sighed Bob Cherry.

‘Leaving & fellow sticking for hours
and hours in a ﬁlth&z pit1” roared
Bunter, “and nearly dra, fging him to
pieces getting him out ! f that’s what
you naﬁﬂfmlly, I can only say—urrggh!
Gurrggh | Some of that filthy mud's got
into my mouth! Wurrrggh [*

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Cackle "’ howled Bunter, *Cackle!
You'll eackle on the other side of your
mouths when I turn you down and leave
you to get on without me.”

“ Better stick to us for the rest of the
hols, old fat bean,” chuckled Bob, “No-
body else will stand you.”

“And we're fools to stand you!'’
growled Johnny Bull.

“Oh, Bunter’s all right,” said Maule-
verer tolerantly. “Bunter’s frightfully
amusin’—much more amusin’ an he
knows,”

“Yah!'"" hooted Bunter. “Look at the
state I'm inl"”

. “Well, whose fault ie it, you blither-
ing chump|"” demanded Johnny Bull.
“Didn’t we warn you not to tumble into

a pit™

*Beast I"*

“This is how Bunter thanks fellows
for said Johnny,

gettin him out!”
“Let’s pit51 him in again,”

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet,
and scrambled back to the moorland
path. He was not likely to quit that
eafe path again. Bunter had had enough
of short cuts across the moor.

Harry Wharton took the end of the
rope, and leaned over the pit, meetin,
the muddf. evil glare of Michael an
Joseph below. He tossed the end of the
rope down to them.

“We've tied this end safe,” he said.
“You can climb out! You've got your-
selves fo thank for what's happened.

-bye.”
*Add you'll find five bob in the grass
here, waitin' for you,' called out iord
Mauleverer. He placed two half-crowns
in a conspicuous spot.

“Well, you howling ass |* said Johnny
Bull, “are you going to pay the rascals,
after they tried to rob us?’

“Yaas! We ean’t borrow their rope
for nothin’, you know. I should hate to
be under an obligation to such very un-
ploasant persons I” drawled his lordship.

“1 say, you fellows I squeaked Bi]ﬁr
Bunter. “Let’s get on for goodness’
sake. I've got to get a wash some-
whera !”

“My only hat! Bunter wants a
wash!” gasped Bob Cherry. “First
time I've ever heard him say so | Come
on, you men—don’t let’s disappoint him
when he wants a wash for once.”

“Hg, ha, ha!”

The hikers walked back to the path,
slinging on their packs. Michael and
Joseph were left to clambeér out of the
pit at their leisure; the hikers wasted
no more thought on the two raseals.

They folldwed the path across the
moor, Bunter keeping to it even more
carefully than the other fellows! Ha
squelched mud as he marched, and
emitted & series of grunts, groans, and
gasps.

But the distant clump of oaks was
reached at lagt, There was a moorland
pool in the shade of the big, wide-
spreading trees, and therea Bunter was
able to get the wash he so badly needed.
He washed, and he changed, and looked

uite a new Bunter when he had
Eniahed, while the other fellows pre-
pared lunch,

THE MAGNET

After which Billy Bunter demon-
strated that his misadventure had not
affected his appetite,

But lunch did not have the effect of
banishing the indignant frown from the
fat brow of William George Bunter.

Generally, the parking of an enor-
mous quantity of foodstuffs in his capa-
cious inside was sufficient to restore
Bunter’s d humour. On this occasion
he parked as much as usual; but it did
not produce_the usual effect. Bunter
was angry—Bunter was scornful | Like
the ancient prophet, he was angry, and
considered that he did well to be angry,

But his anger, his indignation, and his
scorn passed the other hikers by, like
the idle wind which they regarded not.
Sad to relate, they did not even notice
that he was angry, indignant, and scorn-

ful! But, as it happened, they were
shortly to have those impertant facts
brought very piominently to their
attention,
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Luck for Ponsonby I

g ERVIS I
T
i(smpl,I

. The chauffeur stopped the green
Austin,

Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at
Higholiffe, stood up in the car, glancing
at 51:9 stretch of moorland beside the
road,

His pals, Gadsby and Mongon, sat
where they were. Pon was staring at
a dingy gipsy caravan parked in the
g;n.as near the road; but Gaddy and

onson were not interested in it, or in
the two rough-looking fellows who
lounged by it. They were engaged in
scnpmﬁ off mud, and looked as if they,
had collected a_great deal from some-
where. Mud, in fact, almost clothed
them from head to foot. It was easy to
see that both of them were in extremely
bad tempers,

Pon stepped from the car.

“Where on earth are you goin’, Pon{”
asked Gadsby.

“Ta sgeak tn 1hosa-gippi‘gu."

" What on earth for!” asked Monson,

“To pick up news, if I can, of that
Greyfriars crew, fathead! We heard
about them at Middlemoor, and they
can’t be far off. ore likefy than nob
those gipsies may have seen something
of them.”

Pon walked across from the car to the
gipsy camp.

Gadsby and Monson exchanged a
glance and shrugged their shoulders.

Hunting the Greyfriars hikers was
still the chief occupation of the dandy
of Higheliffe. Gaddy and Monson had
little interest in it. Still, they did not
object to extending the motor tour to the
moors of Yorkshire. Bo long as Pon's
father let him have the car and the
chauffeur Gaddy and Monson were
ready to make use of them. But they
were more than fed-up with the Grey-
frizrs hikers, while defeat after defeal
only made Pon the more savagely deter-
mined.

Black scowls from the two muddy

ipsies greeted Pon as he came up to

em, Michael and Joseph had had a
weary and muddy tramp back to thei
van, after: clambering out of the pit
with the aid of the rope. They felt in-
clined to ‘bash” this well-dressed,
supercilious-locking young fellow—and
would frobahly have done so had he
come along alone, They were simply

earning to bash somebody, as a vend
or their wrath, Scowls from Jow-
browed, unwashed gipsies did not, how-
ever, saffect Pon's equanimity, He
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looked af them with cool contempt as
he addressed them.

“I'm looking for some fellows who've
passed this way, I think,” said Pon.
sonby. “Hikers| Seen anythin' of
them ?” .

He was surprised by the effect of that
guestion. Michael and Josegh glared
at him almost tigerishly, and broke into
8 volley of savage abuse. It did not
take Pon long tv guess that they had,
indeed, seen something of the hikers,
and had had trouble with them. Con-
cluding, from his question, that
Ponsonby was a friend of the hikers,
they spluttered abuse at him, and only
the presence of the others in the car kept
them from laying rough hands on the
dandy of Higheliffe.

“You've seen them, then?' grinned
Ponsonby.

Another volley of abuse !

“That's enough,” cut in Ponsonby
¢ontemptuously. “¥You can chuck that!
Tha faﬁows are no friends of mine, as

ou seem to think—quile the reverse,

'm after them to give them as bad a
time as I can! I want to find out where
they are.”

“No friends of yours?” said Joseph,
eyeing him sharply. “What do you
want with them, then?”

“QOne of them has got somethin’ that
belongs to me,” said Ponsonby. “I'm
after it—and them ! Where can I pick
up the crew 7"

Michael lifted an- unwashed hand and

ointed to a clump of trees visible in the
ar distance acrcss the moor.

“That is the way they went,” he said.

“Can a car get there?"

e e e

re they camping ?’
“I don't %mnw ;1
“What's farther on?"

“The road to Blackslade,” said
Joseph. “You can get a car round by
Blackslade, sir.”

Now that they understood that Pon
was not a friend, but a foe, of the
hikers who had handled them, the two
rascals were quite willing to give in-
formation,

Ponsonby scanned them curiously and
thoughtfully.

“T take it that you've had troubls
with that erew,” he said.

*They threw us into a pit!” grunted
Michael sullenly.

“You look like it!” agreed Ponsonby.

He glanced round at the car.

“Jervis 1"

“Sir 1"

“Drive on, and wait a little way up
the road.’

“Yes, sir

The green' Austin glided on.

Pontonby sat on ons of the old boxes
near the van, He took out his cigarette-
case, opened it, and extended it to the
gipsics. They stared at him in blank
surprise; but very willingly helped
themselves to Pon's expensive cigarettes.
Michael, the stocky ruffian, was still
scowling sullenly ; but the keener rascal,
the smooth-tongued Joseph, was eyeing
Ponsonby very curiously. Probably his
keen eyes read a great deal of Pon’s
character in his face.

“I'd like to talk to yon for a few
minutes,” said Pon, when the car had

[

gone. “I gather that you're not feelin'
very friendly to that crew of
hoo{lgnm ™

“Give us & chance—” muttered

Michael, between his teeth. He broke
off at & sign from Joseph,

_ “No, sir," said Joseph. his eyes read-
ing Pon's face.

“You've got a van here,” said Pon-
sonby. “You don’t stay long in one
place, 1 fancy, and when you travel
you've often got something in that van
that's migsing from the neighbourhood.”

Michael scowled savagely, but was
silent at another sign from Joseph.
latter grinned.

“You are & young gentleman who
knows his way about, sir,” he said. “A
very keen young gentleman for your
age, sir."

“I'm no fool, and I can see what’s
pretty plain,” answered Ponsonby
coolly. “Sometimes, I imagine, you've

ot chickens in the van, sometimes a

og that's :mssmg—whs.t "

*Look here—" began Michael.

“Let the goung gentleman speak,
Michael,” said Josoph smoothly. *“He
is not wasting his breath for nothing.”

“xaotly,’” assented Ponsonby. “I'm
talkin’ business. Did you notice a fellow
among those hikers—a rather hefty
fellow, heftiest of the lot, with a mop
of flaxen hair?”

“We noticed him rather specially,
sir," said Joseph, while Michael gritted
his teeth.

“Well, that'’s the fellow I'm after,”

A USEFUL POCKET KNIFE
GOES TO—

W. Ambrose, Oppo. Nunnery,

Nunnery Street, C‘:s!le Heding-

ham, Essex, who sent in the follow-
ing amusing ioke :

@&

“There I8 no

Bonooimaster :
difficulty in the world that cannot
be overcome.”

Tommy: * Pleass, sir, have
ruu tried putting uot;mn{n back
nto the tube 7 "

POCKET KNIVES AWARDED

|| FOR ALL WINNING JOKES!

said Pon, sinking his voice. ““ His name's
Cherry—Bob Cherry! He's got some-
thing that belongs to me——""

"Somethin% you want, you mean,
sir7” asked Joseph smoothly.

Ponsonby stared at him angrily for
a moment; then he nodded.

“ Put 1t how ﬁou like,” he said. * Look
here.” Pon sank his voice again, though
there were only the gipsies’ cars to hear.
“1 can't handle that gang—you know
that, as you seem to have tried to handle
them yourselves, Fellows like you can

t about the moors in & van—or on
oot—and keep an eye on that crew—
and find a chance of picking up the
fellow I've mentioned, when he’s not
with the others.”

“No doeubt, sir,”” said Joszeph
smoothly, while Michael only stared.

“¥ou might pick him up and bundle
him into your van!” said Ponsonby.
“The same as I fancy you often do with
stray dogs.”

“Quite easily, sir, if—"

“If you were paid for it," said Pon.

7

“* Well, if gou get hold of that fellow,
and stick him somewhere where I can
speak to him, without the brute bein’
able to use his hands, it's worth a couple
of pounds to you.”

“Not more than that, sir?” asked
Josriph.

“If 1 get what I want from him, I'll
make it a fiver, If not, a mnpfe of
ﬁounda for your trouble. And if you

andle him rather roughly, ‘nobody will
make a fuss about it.”

Joseph grinned.

“I think I catch on, sir,” he said. “I
think we shall be very glad to serve you,
sit. May I ask your name?”

" Robinson,” said Ponsonby calmly.
He had no intention of giving his real
name to & pair of ruffians, with whom
he had entered into such a compact.
“George Robinson." .

“Thank you, sir |” murmured Joseph,
realising that he was going to know
nothing about this young gentleman's
name, except that it was not Robinson!
“Well, is it a go?” asked Pon.

‘ Certainly, sir1”

““Then we'd beiter make a few
atrangements—"

For some minutes Ponsonby and
Joseph talked in low tones, while
Michael looked on. Then the dandy of
Higheliffe walked up the rend after the
car, smiling,

Joseph looked after him as he went,
with a peculiar expression on his face,

‘“Michael,"” he said, in his smooth
tones, “we are & pair of rogues, you
and I—we have been kicked out of-our

-tribe, Michael, because we go a little

too far even for their rather easy code.
I am a men of education, Michael, and
you are just a brute—but in rascality
we are on & par. Is it not so?”

“Qh, shut it " ﬁrowled Michael.

“But,” continued Joseph, “both of us
together, my friend hﬁuﬁa'al, do not
make up such a t.horough-goinﬁ rascal
as that young gentleman who has just
left us! And he drives in a car, with
excellent clothes on his back, and meney
in his pockets—and we trundle a cheap
van and steal chickens and dogs, and
even washing from the line! The world,
Michael, is not just and fair to its
rogues ik 2

Oh, shut it!” said Michael again.

And the philosophical Joseph “shut
it,"” and stood staring meditatively after
Ponsonby as he stepped into the car
and drove away.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Mysterious I

. AIT!"” said Billy Bunter,
W Py
“ Just wait I”

“We're not waiting for
you, you fat slug, if that's what you
megn,” grunted Johnny Bull, “If you
lag helﬂnd, stay behimi and be blowed

“That isn’'t what I mean,” sneercd
Bunter.

“Well, what do you mean, if you
mean anything ?” inquired Bob Cherry.

“ That's telling!”

This mysterious answer ought really
to have excited the euriosity, perhaps
the uneasiness, of the Greyfriars hikers.
It ought to have made them wonder
what Bunter meant, and what deep,
gar}: thoughts were passing in his podgy

rain,

But it didn't! Billy Bunter could be
as darkly mysterious as he liked, with-
out exciting the slightest curiosity. What
he meant was a mystery which nobody
thought it worth while to penstrate!

So Bob just said "fathead!” and
marchad on, and the other hikers
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marched on, and Bunter, r.ysteriously,
lagged behind. .

The hikers were on the march again,
in the golden Beptember afterndon. The
holidays were drawing to an end; and
the chums of the Remove had agreed to
keep on the hike till the latest possible
date. They were enjoying every day of
the hike, especially now that they were
on the breezy moors of the great county
of Yorkshire, ~They found Yorkshire
scenery magnificent; and Yorkshire folk
kindly and agreeable; and when Johnny
Bull asked them if Yorkshire wasn't the
finest county ever, they agreed that it
was—only, of course, ezcepting their
own [ )

With a_fine, sunny, sky over their
heads, and the health-giving breezes of
the Yorkshire moors in their lungs, the
hikers were feeling fit as fiddles, and
merry as crickets.

Billy Bunter’s dark and mysterious
hints did not worry them., Probably
they would not have been worried had
they even known the deep, dark thoughts
that worked in the fatuous depths of
Bunter's podgy brain. ;

Bunter, for once, was not grumblin
and grousing as he marched. He seeme
to derive some solace for the fatigues
of the march from the deep, dark
thoughts within!

Bunter was “up’’ to something! That
was olear, .if any fellow had noticed it!
But no fellow did! In the estimation
of the other hikers, Billy Bunter's un-
importance was unlimited.

“I call this jolly!” remarked Bob
Cherry, as the hikers swung on merrily
along a deep lane sunk between two
great stretches of moorland. .

“The jollifulness is truly terrific!”
declared }iurrae Jamset Ram Singh.

“Even Bunter’s enjoving himself |”
said Bob. “He hasn’t groused or
groaned for a good ten minutes,”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"’

“It's doin’ Bunter good,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I'm sure it’s bringin’
down his fat 1"

“OR, really, Mauly—"

“Bunter ought to get weighed, if we
come across a machine that will stand
it,”” said Mauleverer. “I'm sure he'll
miss a stone or two.”

“I believe Pm losing weight,” said
Bunter bitterly. “I never get enough
to eat, as you jolly well know.”

There was a rumble of wheels and
the cracking of a whip in the lane be-
hind the hikers, They crowded to the
side of the lane to give the vehicle room

to pass.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Seen those gents before?'

“The gipsies|” exclaimed Nugent.

It-was a dingy dpainted van that came
rumbling along, drawn by a bony horse.
Jom?h was driving, and Michael sat
beside him smoking a black pipe. The
lane was narrow, and the hikers stood
in 8 row against the bank for the van
to pass. he two gipsies scowled at
them, and Joseph made a motion -with
his whip, as if disposed to use it on the
hikers, h’ut evidently he thought better
of it. The van rumbled on and dis-
appeared ahead, Joseph's eye lingering
very keenly on Bob Cherry till he was
past.

“The dear men seem to be going our
way,”’ remarked Bob, little guessing
that that was intentional on the part of
the ip]s]ies.h 4

“ Well, they’re gone,” said Nugent.
“Glad to see the last of them.” §

“I say, you fellows, when are we
going to camp? I'm tired.”

“You needn’t have told us that one,”
said Bob; “as we've done two miles, we
know you're tired—fagged out—ex-
hausted 1"’
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“Beast |

"Ong three_more miles, old bean,”
said arry Wharton encouragingly,
“We've heard of a ripping place for
camping, about three miles on.”

“Lot you care if I fall down ex-
hausted ! said Bunter. “Never mind
—just wait!”

“"Wait for what, fathead?’

“¥ow'll find out!” said Bunter, )

“Is the fat ass wandering in his
mind 1*" asked Johnny Bull.

“Has he one to wander in?" asked
Nugent.

“Just wait "’ sneered Bunter. ;

Again the hikers might have guessed
that something was on—if they had been
curious about Billy Bunter’s dark and
mysterious roflections ! But they weren't
—not_in the lehst! They hiked' on
cheerily, and the fat Owl of the Remave
rolled on behind, with a pgd%‘y_ frown
on his brow, and a gleam in his little
round eyes behind his big round speec-
tacles,

When the camping-place was reached,
all the hikers—except Bunter—thought
it worth the march, It was a glorious
moorland, with a ﬁreoifpltous “pike”
rising against the sky, from the steep
sides of which a stream cascaded down,
which the juniors had been told was
called Grimslade Water.  Beyond the
pike, dark and rugged fells rose against
the sky. In a snug spot near the tumb-
ling stream the camp was pitched.

Down went the packs, up went the
tent. Bix hikers enjoyed a dip in the
cool, clear water—Bunter, who felt no
neec_i of & dip, sitting on the bank and
resting his fat limbs. Then came supper,
sitting on the turf by the stream, under
the sinking sun. Billy Bunter did his
usual full justice to supper; but he did
not, as usual, roll away to his blankets
afterwards and snore.

“Where's your Holiday Annual
Bob?" he asked. ’

“In my rucsack.”

" Well, lend it to me, will you?”

“Certainly, old bean.”

Bob did net get
Bunter,

“Well, if you're going to lend it to
me, hand it over!” said Bunter.

“You can't get it?” asked Bob. “It's
in the temt.”

“I'm sitting down!” said Bunter,
with

“SD

up—neither did

chilling dignity.
am Il” remarked Bob.

“ Beast |”

“It's getting & bit dim for reading,
Bunter,” remarked Wharton.

“Rot!" said Bunter.

He heaved up his considerable weight
and went into the tent. He came out
with Bob Cherry’s Annual in his fat
hand and sat down again.

“The fact is,” said Bunter, “I rather
think I can spot the secret in this book !
You fellows know what Pon thinks—"

“Pon’s a silly ass!” said Boh.

“Well, I fancy he's I.‘i%}'lt,” said
Bunter., “You see, I had the Annual
that doy last term when the smash-
and-grab man came on me in the wood
and tried to get me to carry a message
to the other rascal. I didn’t know Pon
was spying, of course, and I didn't
know at the time that the fellow put
a message in the book for hig pal—but
he jolly well did! It turned out that
Pon was watching him—-="

“My dear ass, we've rooted through
the book a hundred times, and there's
not-hi‘ng in it,” said Bob.

“Well, Pon thinks there is; and he's
no fool 1” said Bunter. “ He’s been after
thie Annual all through the hols, I
know that smash-and-grab man, Micky
the Sprat, had it in his hands, and he
spun me a yarn to make me show it
to the other man—only the police got
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him belore I could. Woell, that jolly
well looks as if the message is in it
There's a reward of fifty pounds out
for whoever finds the jewellery he took
away from old Lazarus’ shop in Court-
field. That's what Pon’s after.”

*“Well, if you can root oui any old
message in that book, go in and win!*
yawned Bob, “I fancy it will take
time.

“We've all been at it1” said Nugent,
“ Nothing in it.”
_ “Mauly thinks there’s something in
it, don't you, Mauly?”

“Y&BS."

“Bo do L” said Bunter. “It may
take time, of course, Still, a fellow
with braing can find it, if it's there.”

“Well, you've got the book,” said
Johmny Bull. “But what about the
brains?*

“Ha,

“Yah !

Billy Bunter, though he had
announced his intention of exploring
that Holiday Annual once more,
unearth the secret message which Pon-
eonby believed it to contain, did not
open it. He sat with it on his fat
knees, and blinked at the hikers through
his big spectacles.

“What about a walk before going to
bed ?” he asked.

“Jolly good idea |” said Bob Cherry,

2, ha |2
3

jumping up at once. *Fancy Bunter
guggestmg a wall {*
“Oh, I'm not coming,” said Bunter.

“T’ll stay here and mind the camp|”

“Bunter tants to get rid of our
select and entertaining society | grinned
Bob. “We're horingg..Bunterl"

“Well, as a matter of fact, you are,%
said Burter calmly. *“I want te go
through this book, and your silly chat-
tering interrupts me,”

“Oh_gad!” said Lord Maulaverer,
rising lazily. “Let’s go for a walk, dear
men! I'm not frightfully keen on any
more walkin’, buf if Bunter's stayin’
in camp, a walk has its attractions,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Avnd the hikers, who had, snyhow, in-
tended fo have a ramble along the
banks of Grimslade Water before turn-
ing in, strolled out of the camp. And
nobedy noticed the triumphant grin om
Billy Bunier's fat face as they wentl

D —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter Bolis }

“ ALLO, hallo. hallo!?
H “Bunter 1

“Where are you, fatty?”
“Where on earth’s Bunter 7%

“The disappearfulness of the es-
termed Bunter seems to be terrific.”

Dusk was deepening into dark when
the hikers came back from their ramble
nlong the moorland stream. ey
rather expected to seo the light of the
lantern glimmering from the tent, but
all was dark. They quite expected to
hear Billy Bunter’s snore, but all was
gilent. The Owl of the Remove was to
be neither seen nor heard—which was
unusual.

“Where on earth has he got to?”
asked Bob, puzzled. And he lifted up
his voice again—a voice that had =
strong resemblance to that of Btentor
of ancient times—and roared: “Bunter!
Bunter! Bunty! Bunt!”

“Bunt | came back in booming echoes
from the dusky moorland. But there
was no other answer, The voice of Billy
Bunter, unlike that of the turtle of
old, was not heard in the land!

Harry Wharton stepped into the tent
and lighted the lantern slung to the
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Utterly unsuspicious of danger, Bob Cherry came on, and swung under the shady branches of the oaks. What happeneid
next was sudden. Two dusky figures leaped at him in the shade, and before he knew that he was seized he was down on
his back In the grass. ““ Oh lor’ ! ’* gasped Billy Bunter as he watched this strange scene from his place of concealment.

pole. A glance showed that the tent
was vacant. Bunter was not there.

Where he was was a mystery ! Bunter
certainly was not the fellow to wander
away! Only o very powerful motive
could have induced him to set his fat
little legs into motion again, oncs they
were at anchor.

“Puzzle—find Bunter [
Nugent.

“Bunter !” roared Bob.

“He's not in the tent,” said Harry,
Ifand__ll

“And he's not out of it,” said Bob.
“0 wherse and O where can he be?”

“He's not the fellow to go for a walk,”
gaid Nugent. “‘What the merry dickens
ean have become of him? What are
you grinning at, Mauly?”

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“Rrightfully deep!” he remarked,

“Eh, what?"”

“Pear old Bunter suggested that we
ghould go for that walk! While we
were out of sight, he's cut.,”

“Cut ! yelled the hikers.

“Yass! Bunter's turned us down I”

“Qh, great pip "

“Turned us down!” ﬁasped Johnny
Bull. “Yes, he said he would—he's
said 60 & lot of times! I always said
it was too good to be true.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The hikers roared. Billy Bunter, as a
hiker, had put a very severe strain on
the patience and good-temper of the
rest of the party. Even Mauly had
felt the strain. It had been an enjoy-
able hike—a happy hike—but there was
po doubt_ that Bunter could have added
to its enjoyment and happiness, at any
time, by disappearing over the horizon.
If he had done so at last, it was not
really & erushing blow—though perhaps
Bunter fancied that it was!

“The blithering owl!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “He got us away while he

said Frank

sneaked off—did he fancy we should try
to stop him?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The likers yelled again!

“Dear old Bunter!” chortled Bob.
“He pictured us standing round, with
tears in our eyes, begging him not to
01 Perhaps he thought we should keep

im by force rather than lose him !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“J hope the fat duffer won't lose his
way on the moors,” said Harry. “It's
rather wild country for trotting about
after dark.”

“Waell, if he does, he will find it
again in the morning,” said Johnny
Bull. “Anyhow, it’s his own bizney.”

“Yos, that's so; but—" The cap-
tain of the Grevfriars Bemove cast a
rather uneasy glance round at the
shadowy moorland. Billy Bunter was a
fellow who had ample confidence in him-
self, and no doubt he had walked off
quite cheerily, never doubting that he
would reach the road and walk into the
nearest town without mishap. But the
fat Owl's confidence in himself, un-
fortunately, was rather ill-founded.
Bunter could have lost himself in a
five-ncre .meadow—and by Grimslade
Water the dusky moors stretched for
miles and miles,

8till, it could not Lie helped. 1t was
impossible to look for him on the darken-
ing moors, especially as the hikers did
not know what direction he had taken,
or how far away he might be.

“@illy ass!” said Johnny Bull
“What obout turning in?*

It was not quite dark, and the hikers
went into the tent. Then thoy made
a discovery. Pinned to the tent-pole
was a piece of paper, which \Wharton
had not noticed in his glance round.
But the hikers noticed it now, and
Wharton unhooked it, guessing at once
what it was. The almost illegible
serawl of Dilly Bunter covered it.

“He's left us a farewell note!” said

Harry, laughing.

. He held up the paper in the lantern-
light, and the hikers gathered and read
it together—with grinning faces. But
the grins died off their faces as the
perused that ratlier remarkable farewell
message of the Owl of Greyfriars. In
Bunter’s sprawling, scrawling hand, and
Bunter's own particular brand of spell-
ing, it ran:

“BEESTS/

“I'm gowing. Leeving a fellow
stikking in a pit, you rotiers? Now
you can tee what you can do without
me. I refewse lo hike with you any
moar. I can gee now that I was
rather a phool to go abbout in such
Lkumpany at all. It lets a fellow
downe! I can tell you planely that
I'm dun with you?

“f'm taking the Hollyday Anual
with me. You needn’t think I'm
gowing to keap it; I shall hand #t
back ta Bob next term at Greyfriars.
I'm not gowing to spot the messidge
in il, and get the rewward for find-
ing the joolery that smask-and-grabb
mn hid soméwhere mear Greyfriars,
Nuthing of the sort? I'm just taking
the book to reed? As you kno, I'm

ond of reeding?
fon o} “W. G. BUNTER.

“p S —Yore o lot of beesis?
«N.D.—Yore a lot of kads?”

The Greyfriara hikers read that
message, They gazed at it. They stared
pt it. 'They glared at it!

“The fat, frowsy, footling, frabjous
freak !” hissed Bob Cherry. “That's
why he bamboozled us—he was going to
bolt with my Holiday Annual! That’s
why he wanted it—pulli.uf my leg all
the time! Why, I—I-TI'Il—"

Words failed Robert Cherry.
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*“The {ootlin fathead I” gasped
Wharton, “He F&;ncies he can find out
what that crook put in the book—if he
put anything in—and find whero old
Lazarus’ stuff was parked! The blither-
ing bandersnatch ™

“That's why he deprived us of his
jolly old company,” remarked Frank
Nugent. “He's after that fifty-pounds
roward—the same as Pon & Co.”

"I suppose he got the tip from Pon,”
said Harry. “It's taken =ome wecks to
sink into his fat head. But he’s on it
now !”

“T'll burst him!* roared Baob.

“The burstfulness is the proper
caper,” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. " But the catchfulness is firstfully
necessary !

Bob Cherry stared out of the tent.
Darkness like a cloak lay on the moors.
Wherever Billy Bunter was, he was not
to be found that night, it was cortain.

Ho was gone! And Bob's Holiday
Annual was gone with him! As Bunter
stated in his letter that he was not
after the secret and the reward, it was
certain that he was—DBunter's state-
ments having to be taken in & contrary
sense! It was not likely that he had
burdened himself with a heavy book for
reading on his way—especially as he
had gone after dark! It was the sup-
posed secret of the Holiday Annual that
he was after—and the reward, which
had led Pon & Co. on like a will-of-the-

wiep !
The hikers had searched ths book
often enough for that mysterious

message, without finding it. Still, if
it were there, they hoped to find it; and
often in leisure moments they scanmned
the pages of the Holiday Annual to look
for it. They had had quite a number of
scrape with Pon on aceount of his deter-
mination to “snaffle ” that book; and it
was extremely exasperating for Billy
Bunter to walk it off like this,

“We can't find the fat chump to-
night,” said Bob at last, “but we'll jolly
well root after him in the morning.
He's not going to snoop my Annual and
get away with it!”

“No fear,” agreed Nugent.

“Why, if Pon came across him, he
would bag it at once,” said Beb, “and

if that jolly old Annual has a fifty-quid
secret In it, we're not making those
Higheliffe cads a present of it.”

“Haven't scen Pon for a long time,”
said Harry. “I faney he's fed-up and
chucked it. But certainly we've got to
get the Annuval back from that fat
frump. If there's anything in it, we can
look for the jolly old loot ourselves next
term, when we shall be on the spot at
Greyfriars.”

“¥es, rather! Tifty quid is worth
picking up—if there’s anything in it,”
agreed Johnny Bull, *Anvhow, Bunter
won't get far to-night! He’s most likely
lost his way a]l‘en{f}'."

“Ten to one!” assented the captain of
tha Remove. ¥I shouldn’t wonder if we
find him snoring under a bush a guarter
of a mile away, in the meorning.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And as nothing could be done, and
Billy Bunter had to be left to his own
fatuous devices, the hikers turned into
their blankets and were soon sleeping
the sleep of the just.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Trail of the Owl !
% RIGHT and early in the morning,

the Greyfriars hikers were afoot.
It was a fine sunny morning,
with a nip of autumn in the air,
fresh and invigorating on tho breezy
moorland. A dip in Grimslade Water
was followed by brekker, and then the
hikers prepared to take the trail of the
vanished Owl. Billy Bunter himself,
cortainly, thoy had no keen desire to
recapture, gut the Holiday Annual
had to be recaptured; they were all
agreed on that. And where Bunter was,
that celebrated volume was! When the
Annual was recovered; they were pre-
pared to let Bunter go on his way—and
indeed to start bim on it with a kick or
two! If Bunter hed an impression that
his society was sorely missed, he was
undoubtetﬁy labouring under a delusion.
It wasn't!
The hikers had discovered that, be-
sides the famous Annual, Bunter had
not gone empty-handed. He had helped
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himself to ths supply of provender with
a liberal Wand. . Indeed, the amount of
“grub ” he had taken had probably
only been limited by the cnpacit{] of
his pockets to hold it. Had he not be
too lazy to carry a pack, he would
probably have taken the lot, and the
hikers would have been left to whistle
for their breakfast.

As he had been able to carry only a
part of the fooa supplies, Bunter had
selected that part witk care. The juniors
had made rather expensive purchases
when passing through Middlemoor ihe
previous day, There had been a cake,
and a bag of scones, and a bag of buns,
and a packet of flaky jam:-tarts. Somae
of these had been used for supper—the
rost had gone with Bunter. The fat
junior had expected to have to walk
about & mile to the Blackslade road,
and then a couple of miles into the
town, where he was going to take the
train, But he had provisioned himself
as if for a long journey. Bunter was a
forgetful fellow in many things; but in
this matter he was very careful indeed.
Whatever he might forget, he never
forgot tuck.

From the valley of Grimslade Water,
the hikers came out on the high moor,
and hunted for traces of Bunter. They
could guess what his plan had been
when he bolted—but they could
guess, too, that most likely he had not
carried it out. It was ten to one, at
least, that he hed lost his way in the
dark on the wild, rugged moor.

They were not long in finding traces
of the flecing Owl| Less than a iundred
yards from Grimslade Water the first
trace was found. It was s paper bag
that had contained bums—and it was
cmpty, save for a few crumbs! Thus,
ear ﬂ hed Bunter stopped for his first

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! The fat
hounder’s been hers!” exclaimed Bob
Cl}frry, catching up the paper bag,

May have blown about,” said
Johnny Bull,
“Look " Bob pointed to a deep de-

pression in the grass, where a sea of
erumbs mingled with the roots, The
hikers chuckled. It was plain that
Bunter had sat down there for a feed.

They scanned the wide-stretching
moorland. There was no sign of the
fat Owl to be seen; and they wondered
where—and how—he had passed the
night. So far as they knew, there was
no habitation nearer than Blackslade on
one_side, and Middlemoor on the other,
and Grimslade School a good many
miles distant in another direction; so
it was not likely that he had passed it
under a roof.

They headed in the direction of the
Blackslade road, Not a sign of Bunter
was picked up in that direction. But
when they reached the road, they
spotted a dingy caravan drawn up, and
two gipsies eating their breakfast in
the grass beside it.

“My hat !” ejaculated Boh. " Wo seem
bound to fall 1n with those sportsmen!
Shall we ask them if they've seen
Bunter ¥

"“"Not likely to tell us,” said Harry.
"Let's get back ! Bunter meant to coms
this way; but it's prefty certain he
never did !

Michael and Joseph stared sullenly at
tho hikers ac.oss the road, and muttered
together in low tones. Giving the two
dingy raseals no heed, Iarry Wharton
& Co. turned back and tramped on the
moor egain. They took up the trail
once more from the spot where they had
found the paper bag, and tried in
another direetion. It was half an hour
later that anethe: paper bag rewarded
them—empty, like the first. But as no
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erumbs were found near it, they con-
cluded that it had blown about in the
wind; and it was only a very vague
clue to Bunter. All it proved was, that
the fat junior had not taken, ns he must
have intended, the direction of the high-

road.

“He's still on the moor somewhere,”
said Harry Wharton. “If he's slept
under a bush, most likely he's not up
yet—it's only ten o’clock But—this
means losing the morning’s march, you
fellows.”

“Well, it’s jolly here, on the moors,”
said Johnny Bull. “ Couldn’t find better
air_or better scehery anywhere !”

Harry Wharton lan‘g’hod.

“Right !” he said. “Anyhow, I think
wa ought to find Bunter, apart from the
Holiday Annual. Goodness knows what
trouble he may have landed in. I don’t

know whether there are pits on this
art of the mdors—but if there are,
unter's the man to tumble into one of
them !

Half an hour later the next clue was
discovered. It was an empty ginger-
beer bottle!

Further search revealed, in another
direction, and at a considerable distance,
o eardboard box that had contained jam
tarts !

“The blithering idiot,” said Johnny
Bull

Four clues in all had now been picked
up—all in different directions, Obvi-
ously Bunter, whether he had known it
or not, had lost his way, and had been
wandering at random when he had
stopped from time to time to refresh
himself. Where he might be now was
a mystery. Miles away, perhaps, or

behind the next bush! It was rather
like hunting for a needle in a haystack.

“Let's get back to camp to lunch,”
said Harry Wharton at last. = “This
afternoon we'd better seatter and try all
over the place. If we don’t find the
fat ass by sunset, we shall have to give
him up.”

And they went back to camp.

After lunch the trail was taken again;
but it was clear by this time that only
an cxtensive seasrch was likely to dis-
cover Bunter. The six hikers scattered,
taking each a different direction, each
selecting the region he was to search
for the missing Owl. They were soon
out of sight of one another, swallowed
up in the rugged inequalities of the
moor. And under the clear September

{Cantinued on next page.)
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fiLinesman " will ba pleased to anewer your Soccer queries.

Write to him,
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week is a latter from a resder who

tells me that the members of his

gide have had quite a lot of afru-
ment recently concerning captaingy in
football. At the etart of these arguments
they were really concerned with the
question of who should be appeinted
captein, and spparently the gquestion
was eventually decided in the happy-go-
lucky way of tossing for it.

Behind this method, of eourse, thera is
the suggestion that the captainey of a
t‘oot.bal% team does mot matter much,
anyway. And the boys of this particular
team nre nob the only people who think
the captainey gquestion in football is of
little importance. Two or thres sessons
ago I believe Barnsley decided to let
every member of the team captein the
gide in turn. The skipper was changed
match after mateh, This may have heen
done with a view to discovery of the

layer best qualified to ekipper the side,
gut surely a much better acheme than that
could have been thought of.

THE NON-PLAYING SKIPPER I
There are first-olass football teams of
which the captain ia no more than & figure-
bead. All he does is to lead the side when
coms out of the pavilion and toss for
choice of ends. There his duties finish,
There is & very good reason for this atti-
tude. The managers of some of the clubsa
insist on carrying out in these days some
of the duties which were formerly left
to the skipper of the side. FPerhaps you
have noticed, when you have been watch-
ing this or that first-class Taatch, that there
has been & sudden change in the maeke-up
of the gide. Certain players bave been
switched from one position to another.
Or, again, the tactica of a team may have
been changed. The captain has been
given the credit of making these changes—
mt}ited with them aocording to the
t.

INCL‘UD?‘.D in my correspondence this

I happen fo know, h , that
in many cases the rword has been

sent down fo the players by the|,

communicaled

Perhaps, as one comes to think of if,
thia is after all about the best way of

ouwse, FArT

Street, London, E.C.4.

skippering a football eide: to have a
non-playing skipper. A fellow with real
football knowledge, who gits up in the
stand, has a better view of the game as a
whole, and of the way things arp going,
than any of the players. Moreover, he
can use all his braing on thinking out
reasons for failure, whereas the playing
skipper, no matter-who he may be, must
give a lot of attention to the individual
part which he has te play in the
proceedings.

TEACHING THEM YOUNG !
1t is abvious, however, that the average
boys' team cannot be captained from the
pgrand stand, and it 8 up to each elub
to find & skipper on whose judgment the
other playera will rely. I have alwa:
held thet, other things being equal, tho
centre-half is the ideal player to captain
the football side, He is right in the
centre of operations, and is in a good
position to pass on his ideas fo the men
m front em§l to the men behind. More.
over, he can sense, perhaps better than
any other ono player, how the game is
going in the tactical sense : the mistakes
that arc being made, and so on. But
don’t choose your captain merely because
he is the centre-half. Give the job to the
wisest footballing head in the team.

I mentioned last ‘woek the schools of
football which were. being arranged by
the ‘Corinthian ¢lub, and 1 promised to
tell you some more about the things it is
thought necessary to teach the boys.

I note that on the proctical side
1§ is going to teach, among the first
things, ithe art of trapping the ball.
The ability to gel a -ball down is
amony the first things which o rveal
footballer should learn.

There are different ways of trapping
the ball, of eourse, but the most effective
way iz that of what might be called
* gtroking,” the ball with the inside or
the outside of the boot—according to the
it comes, just as it begins to bounce.
It is true that a ball thus stroked may go
a little way from the player, but in trap-
ping it thus backward spin is imparied,
and the ball comes back.

After some practice at this method of
{rapping an outside wing forward, for
ingtance, will be able to get the ball under
complete eontrol without the necessity
of stopping in his run. The quicker &
footballer can got the ball under control
the better. Alex. James, the star for-
ward of Arsenal, has a wonderful way of
bringing down o bell which comea to {um
cven two or three feet above the ground.
He scems almost to “eatch it ™ on his
instep by letting the leg give pretty much
in the same way as a cricketer catches a
cricket ball in his hands. I am afraid,
however, that. this method of bringing
the ball under control is only for the
oxperts. Certainly it requires a lot of
practice, and I know several quite good
playcra who have tried the Jamea method
without being able to get anywhere near
the same piteh of efficiency.

NEVER TOO OLD TO LEARN [

This is essentially the day of the young
player in football, end during the next
fow months wé shall hear of many lads
who sre making their mark in first-class
tcams. Quick promotion is almost as-
sured in these times for the boyz who show
exceptional promi ti think
that the way young players are pushed
on in these fimes is bad for them, and I
found a manager the other day who
agreed with me.

Thoere are two big riska which are run
in putting a boy into first-class football
too soon, he said.

One visk is that he fails and gets
so disappoiniled with himself. The
other—and the greoler visk of the
two—is that he neels with a
L o of iess, and is spoill
thereby.

This particular manager assured me
thot swelled head has * killed " more
footballers than any other complaint. I
have met some of these lads who thought
they lnew all about the game before th
had been in it * five minutes,! That is
a fatal atbitude of mind.

The young player who looks at the game
as Meredith used to look at it has a much
greater chauce of being sucoessful.
Merodith played for Manchester City when
lie was nearly fifty years of age. One day,
when he wos very mear the end of his
carecr, 1 met this finest of ell outside
rights, and asked him if he would be
really sorry when his playing deys came
to an end. * I certainly shall regret it,”
said Meredith, * because there are so
many things I still want to learn about
the game.” That was Meredith at o
time when he had nearly fifty International
caps in his wardrobe.

“LINESMAN."
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sunlight the search went on over a space
of miles—with very unexpected results
for one member of the party!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on His Own [

. EASTS!" groaned Billy
B Bunter. ;
Bunter was not feeling

merry or bright|

He was sorry by that time that he
had bolted from the hikers’ camp by
Grimslade Water! Indeed, he had been
sorry for some time now | .

How it had happened Bunter did not
know!

But it had!

From the hikers’ camp to the Black-
slade road was about a mile; Bunter
knew that; and knew the direction. He
had tripped away quite merrily, after
pinning up his note in the tent to greet
the eyes of the ungrateful hikers when
they returned from their ramble. Buf
the darkness on the moor had com[g{etely
bafled and beaten William George
Bunter. .

Stopping from time to time to rest,
and, of course, to feed, Billy Bunter
had wandered and wandered and wan-
dered, sometimes in a zigzag, some-
times in circles.

He noever reached the Blackslade road.
He could not even discern the moorland
track that led to it. He was hope!essldy
lost ten minutes after he had started,
and when he at last gave up the hope
of getting to the high read and thought
of l%ndiug’ his way back to the hikers’
camp for the night, he found that that
was an equally hopeless proposition.

When he realised that hé was lost on
the moor Bunter's feclings were not to
be envied. He had heard of people
being lost for days and days on the
northern moors—even of people perish-
ing of hunger before they were found!
Bunter certainly was not likely to perish
of hunger in a hurry; his pockets were
crammed with food, and he had = good
carga inside | But the remote possibility
wag awful to think of.

Bunter spent the night curled up in
thick grass under s bush. Luekily, it
was a rather warm night, and Bunter,
whatever he could or could not do, could
gleep well in almost any circumstances.
Bright sunshine was streaming down on
him when he awakened, and it rather
cheered him, In the daylight he had
no doubt of finding his way off that
beastly moor! He awakened, of course,
hungry, and he sat up and made a clean
sweep of the provisions he had left.
Like Msop’s load of old, Bunter's load
had lightened as he progressed; now it
was gone, save for the Holiday Annual,
That still remained, as Bunter could not
eat it |

Cheered by the bright sunshine, and
by the extensive foed he had just
packed away, Bunter started to fipd his
way off the moor.

But he found it not!

It was not so easy for a short-sighted
and extremely obtuse fellow to find!
Moreover, instead of keeping straight
on in any one direction, the fat Owl
continually turned into a new direction,
when he fancied he saw anything like a
track, or anything in the distance that
looked like a road or a habitation or
snything of an encouraging nature!
On thosze lines Bunter was not likely to
find his way off an extensive Yorkshire
moor. Also he needed very frequent
rests, and after each rest he was bliss-
fully unconscious of the way he had
come, and as often- as not retraced his
own footsteps! By noon Bunter was in
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a sad and despairing state—and pro-
bably the only reason why he had not
tumbled into a moorland pit was because
there weren’t any on that part of Grim-
slade Moor.

Neither did he sight a single soull
He might have fancied that Yorkshire
was as uninhabited as the Sahara,

A straight walk of a few miles would
have extricated him from all his
troubles, But Bunter never kept on
straight for more than a hundred yards
or s0,

At noon it was quite hot on the moor,
and the hapless fat Owl erawled into the
shade of a clump of trees that grew
lonely among the (fmss and gorse, He
found a shady and comfortable spot ta
rest his weary limbs in the thickets
that grew among the trees. That was
something; but Bunter was hungry
again now, and there was nothing to
cat! Likewise, he was thirsty, and
thers was nothing to drink! Fortun-
ately, he could sleep. That was o great
resource,

He slept for a few hours, but the
aching void in the inner Bunter awoke
him, and he sat up and groaned:

“Beasts |

His reflections on the subject of the
hikers were naturally bitter!| Their in-
gratitude had driven him_ to this—and
this was how it had turned out!

He had mapped out quite an astute
plan! By the exercise of his gigantio
intellectual powers he was going to un-
enrth that secret in the Holiday Annual
—the hidden message by which Miocky
the Sprat had intended to tell Skid
Smith where to look for the loot from
Mr, Lazarus’. Having unearthed that
seeret, he was going to discover the
hidden loot and march into Courtfield
Police Station with it, and claim the
reward of fifty pounds offered for its
recovery ! After which Bob Cherry
could have his mouldy old Annual back,
and be blowed to him!

That was the plan. But it had not
worked out like that !

By this time he ought to have been
at the other end of England, having
asivtely borrowed enough from Mauly
for his railway fare,

Instead of which, here he was lost on
Grimslade Moor—very likely only a few
miles from the spot he had started from!

 Worst of all, he was hungry, and get-
ting hungrier! Already it was well on
in the alternoon, and the prospect of
another night on the moor was simply
terrifying.

When ho bolted he had rather dreaded
that the hikers might pursue him to
recapture the Annual! Later, he had
hoped that they might pursue him—
and find him| Now he yearned to ses
them or hear them—even if they
whopped him with the purloined
Annual, or kicked him all the way back
to camp! Gladly Bunter would have
been kicked all the way to anywhere
where there was food !

“ Beasts!” groaned the hapless Owl.

He knew that if he was to get off the
moor before another nightfall, he ought
to be up and doing. But he was tired to
the bone—tired out, hungry, end in the
lowest of spirits, Instead of getting up
and going, he sat in the thickets among
the trees, and groaned.

And then suddenly c¢ame the blessed
sound of footateps |

Running footsteps approached the
clump of trees from the open moor !

Bunter could almost have cried with
relief,

Human beinga at last—in & desolate
desert where he was feeling like Robin-
son Crusce on his island !

If it was those beasts looking for him,
if it was some dalesman or some moor-
land shepherd—whoever and whatever

THE MAGNET

it was, surely it meant rescue from his
awful plight!

Bunter dragged himself to his feet and
peered through the bushes. As he did
o a panting voice reached his ears,

“Cover, quick! Geb out of sight,
Michael, you fool !

“Shut xti“:.I oseph | He's not seen us!”

Bunter had a glimpse of a stocky
figure with a coloured scarf round the
bullet head above it., He had a glimpse
of s lean, swarthy man with bright,
black eyes, hard and shiny. And his fat
heart died within him. One glimpse was
enough to recognise the two ruffianly
gipsies who had been pitched into the
muddy pit beside him the previous day.

It waes not help, it was not rescue;
it was only nnotgal' danger! Well he
knew how little likely the two rascals
were to help any member of the Grey-
friars hiking party. If they saw him
they would steal anything he had of
value about him—and that was alll
Suplpreaamg a groan, the miserable fat
Owl cowered deep into the cover of the
bushes, only hoping that the sharp,
sqsi::clpua eyes of the gipsies would not
pick him out in hie cover.

But they were not looking towards
him; evidently they had no idea that
anyone but themselves was in that lonely
clump of trees. Crouching in_ hiding
themselves, they were watching the open
moorland, and it dawned on Bunter that
they were watching for someone who was
coming—that they were crouching there
in ambush.

They were silent now—silent a3 a
ceuple of wild beasts watching for prey.
But footsteps were heard again,
appfoaching the trees; and the sound of
a shrill whistle, which seemed familiar
to Bunter's fat ears, Someone was
coming, and whistling ag he came.

“(Oh lor’ I breathed Billy Bunter.

He trembled from head to foot. He
forgot that he was hungry—forgot thab
he was lost on the moor. He pal-
pitated with terror in the bushes. The
close proximity of the two ruffians sent
cold shivers down Bunter's fat spine.

They were about to attack somebody
—somebody who was coming unsus-
piciously up to the trees. And what
would they do to Bunter, if they found
him there, watching them? That waa
a terrifying and unnerving thought. The
fat Owl of the Remove crouched low,
palpitating, and strove to still even the
sound of his breathing. But he could
hardly restrain & startled squeak when
there was a rush of feet and the sound
of o struggle.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped [

OB CHERRY whistled cheerfully,
B if not tunefully, ss he came
swinging &across the sunny
moor towards the lonely clum
of old onks. Scattered over the wide
moor, all the hikers were on the hunt,
and they had long ago lost sight of one
another. Bob, having spotted that
clump of trees from afar, headed for
it a8 a quite probable spot to pick up
the trail of the missing Owl. He would
not have been surprised to find Billy
Bunter snoring in the shade there—as
indeed, he would have done an hour
earlier. Anvhow, he was going to root
through the trees before he went
farther. Hunting for Bunfer, Bob was
quite unaware that he was himself also
hunted.

He had no idea that Pon & Co. were
in the vicinity at all, and ocertainly
would never have guessed that Pon had
met the gipsies and emlisted their
services, And Michael end Joseph,



BEVERY. SATURDAY

-

-+ V)i
77

i3

G LS
.:'C:. oy i j
ne D)

-

The sun was sinking deep in the west, but the nabob’s keen eyes swept over the surrounding mooriand far and wide. And

at a distance he agl

pse of a fat figure and the flash of a large palr of speciacles reflecting the rays of the setiing sun.

* The absurd and idiotic Bunter I ”* exclaimed Hurree Singh.

sccustomed to the wiles of poachers,
to dodging keepers and farmers, did
not let the Greyfriars junior seé them
stalking him, It seemed like a .stroke
of sheer luck to the two rascals when
the juniors soattered, taking different
ways, and they had a chance of track-
ing Bob to & distance fram his friends,
And when they observed that he was
heading for the clump of trees it was
all clear for Joseph and Michael, Heads
down in the gorse and bushes, they ran
for the clump and reached it a few
minutes ahead of Bob, and waited for
him there. Nothing could have suited
them better. Lonely as the moor was,
they preferred what they had to do to
be done in cover,

Utterly unsuspicious of deanger, Bob
Cherry came -on, and swung under the
shady branches of the oaks.

What happened next wes sudden.

Two dusky figures leaped at him in
the shade, and before he knew that he
was seized he was down on his back in
the grass.

“Oh ecrumbs!* gasped Bob,

Michael’s burly knee was planted on
him, The stocky ruffian scowled down
st him. Joseph, holding his wrists,
grinned.

Bob stored up at the swarthy faces.
He knew the two gipsies again st once.

“You rotters]"” he panted.

Michael lifted a knotted fist, as if
to dash it into the upturned face of the
schoolboy he waa pinning down. The
:]I:ﬁa’l: was _ahi.ll-st;re hmd savage l'éom

e happenings of the previous day.
But Joseph touched his arm.

“That will do, Michael!” he said, in
his smooth tomes. “If he struggles
knock him on the head—if not, leave
him alone I*

Michael grunted sngrily.

“Well, you've got me,” eaid Bob

coolly. “I1 suppose you've been watch-
ing for u chance, you rotters. You'd
better remember that my friends are not
very far away.”

“Far enough for
think,” said Joseph. “Held him,
Michael, while I lock over the moor.”

The bony gipsy stepped out of the
oalks and scanned the moor. Bob Cherry
gave a powerful heave, in the hope of
throwing the stocky ruffian while the
other rascal was gone. DBut he was
pinned down under Michael's weight
and he could hardly move. And he
did not make a second attempt. He
was entirely at the gipsy's mercy, and
he did not want a heavy fist erashing
down in his face. ’

Joseph came back.

“No one in sight,” he said. “They
have scattered, and they are far away.
All is safe.”

“Safer to knock him on the head!”
growled Michael.

“You are a brute, Michael,” said
Joseph pleasantly, “and you have mno
more &cnse than o brute. We ave
getting quite near cnough to the law,
and there is no need to get nearer. I
have s cord hers; bind his hands!”

“What the thump—"" exclaimed
Bob in astonishment.

He had supposed that the two outcasts
had intended to rob him, end perhaps
to ill-use him, also, in revenge for the
defeat of yesterday. The discovery that
they intended to make him a prisomer
amazed him.

“Do not raise your voice,” said
Joseph, “There is no one to hear—but
do not raise it, all the same. If I let
my good friend Michael hit you once
with that hefty fist of his you will re-
member it for a long time."

“You've got me,” answered Boh.
“But what on earth is your game?

our purpose, I

I've got about three shillings in my
pockets, if that’s what you're after
I've got a few sandwiches in m%hrung
sack, and a bottle of ginger-pop. at's
all you'll get out of me.

“That i1s not what we want. What
we want,” said Joseph, with a cat-like
smile, *“is your honoured campany in
our van.”

“Wha-a-at?” stuttered Bob.

It will be an honour for us, as well
as a pleasure,” said Joseph, “Will you
walk to the van with us? It is not very
far away.”

“No, I jolly well wan’t!2 .

“Possibly you will change your mind
when Michae{ begins to twist your arm,”
eaid Joseph cheerily. ‘‘Make his hands
safe, Michael. He is altogether too
handy with his fists to be left the use
of them.”

Michael, grunting, knotted the cord
round Bob's wrists, Then the schoolboy
was allowed to rise to his feet. The
brawny fist of the stocky gipsy was
fastened on his arm.

Josept took another survey of the
moor, and was satisfied.

#1 think we shall find a clear way
back to the road,” he remarked.
“Come |”

“Look here—" began Bob.

“You need say nothing, my young
friend.”

“Knock him on the head!” growled
Michael,

“1f we knock him on the head, my
good Michnel, there are certain ﬁaga.!
penalties attached. And, worse mll_;
we shall have to carry him to the van,
answered Joseph, “He looks to be a
good weight, and I prefer to let him
walk, You were always a fool,
Michael,”

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
““But what the thump do yon want me

in your van for?”? demmanded Bob
Cherry. *You’re not going in for kid-
napping, I suppose?” -
“Not at all,” said Jnsaip}_n. “On
moral grounds, young friend, we
should have no objestion to that, or to
anything else short of homicide. We
are not partioular, are we, Michael?
“Oh, shut it " said:Michael. .
“But kidnapping is not our game,
went on Joseph imperturbably. “'There
is nothing in it of & profitable nature.”
“Then what the dickens do you
want 7"
“ Merely your agreeable company for
a few hours—perhaps & day or two.
I+ all depends on when our estimable
omployer comes ‘along to sce you.”
Bob stared blankly at the oily-
tongued Joseph. He was so astounded
at this strange turn of affairs that he
‘almost wondered whether he was
dreaming.
“Yoiir employer?”’ he stuttered.
“A young gentleman who is very
eager to meet you,” smiled Joseph.
*Who, then1” gasped Bob. .
“I regret that I cannot tell you his
name, except that it is, in all pro-
bability, not Robinson,” sanswered
ose

“Well, my hat}” said Bob blankly.

“Are you going on gabbling .and
fabhling all the afternoon, you gzbhlmg
ool?” demanded the sullen Michael,
scowling at the talkative Joseph. “Let’s
get the young cove away while the
coast’s clear.” R

“Will you honour us by walking in
our company, Master Cherry?% as
Joseph. “It is only about & mile. Our
van 18 on the moor between this clump
and the Blackslade road. Pleass
Come !"

“Go and eat coke!” answered Hob.
“And I'd like to know how you know
my name, you blackguard.”

I waa informed by the young gentle-
man whose mame 18 not Robinson,”
anewered Joseph. “Come!”

“I won't #tir a step.”

*Can you persuade him to stir a step,
Michael? A slight twist of the arm
is 'what T suggest.’”

“Wow |” gas| Bob as the stocky
ruffian gave hl::dum s crusl fwist
“Oh, " you . rotter! Vou ocur! Ohl
leave oif, you brate [}

“You will come now?” asked Joseph,
still gmooth and polite.

There was no help for it. With his

st and his eyes glenming Bob
Cherry walked out of the trees, with a
gipsy on either side of him, Michasl
still grasping his arm.

He cast & quick glance round, in the
hope of spotting some of his friends in
the distance. But the wild, rugged
moor was bars. Between the two Lid-
nappers he was hurried away.

Neither Bob notr the gipsies dreamed
of sug] 'tﬁu;ﬁ that when they were gons
two terri oyes blinked after them
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from the oaks through a pair of big
spectacles. :
“QOh lor’ I’ gasped Billy Bunter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner of the Caravan !

0B CHERRY walked between the
B two gipsies like a fellow in a
dream., He could not begin fo
understand what it all meant.
But it was clear enough that he was a
lidnapped prisoner, and that he was
to be taken to a gi van, and that
there was no help for it, With his
hands tied, and Michael's rough grasp
on his arm, he: had no chance either of
resistance Or escape.
But as he went he searched the moor

with his eyes on all sides. U%_ and
1

down Grimslade Moor the other hikers
were searching for Bunter, and at any
moment one of them might be sighted.
But keenly as he watched for some
figure to appear in sight, he was hardly
g0 keenly watchful as the oily Joseph.

It was Joseph who spotted & hat
rising into sight from beyond a mass of
gorse at a distance of a hundred yards
or so. The next moment Bob spotted
it and opened his mouth to yell, but
Joseph's hand was clapped over his
mouth before he could utter a sound.

“Down !'" breathed Joseph.

He threw himself down in the gorse,
dragging Bob with him. The slower
Michael followed his example, grasping
Bob .savagely.,

Bob erry struggled silently, but
savagely. One of his friends was within
call if he could have called to him,

But he was powerless.

Joseph's hand was hard as a vice over
his_mouth; sinewy hands grasped him
and kept him down.

Exhausted by the fierce effort, Bob
lay breathless in the grasp of the
gipsies, hidden from sight in the waving
gorse.

He could hear a sound of footsteps
and rustling at a short distance,

One of the hikers was passing only a
dozen yards from the spot where the
gipsies crouched in cover with their
prisoner.

Bob’s heart beat almost to suffocation.

It was possible that the hiker might
pass that very spot and come on the
Elpsiea. But the rustling passed on a

ozen yards away—and Harry Wharton
went on searching for Bunter, little
dreaming that he had passed so close
to his comrade in enemy hands,

The rustling died away.

Full five minutes longer the gipsies
waited; then Joseph cautiously raised
his head and pooreg round.

He had a glimpse of Harry Wharton’s
hat disappearing over & fold of the moor
in the distance.

4 When it had vanished he rose to his
eet.
“ All clear!” said Joseph., “Come!”

“Oh, you rotter.!" panted Bob.

The gipsies started again, Bob walk-
ing between them, watching the moor
like cats aa.they went. Bob tramped on
savagely. With his hands loose he
would have taken the chance of a scra
with the two ruffians. But they ha
taken care of that. i

They tramped down into s hgllow of
the moor, where, out of sight of the
general level, the dingy va .
halt, the bony horse ding near it.
Joseph unlocked the door of the van

and signed to Bob to enter.

“Will you honour wus, Master
Cherry 1" he asked in his oily, mocking
tones. “Poor quairte I fear; but,
after all, one musi not be too particu-
lar, hikiog."”

van was at a h
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“8hut it and chuck him in I growled

ichael.

Bob_tramped up the low step into the
van, Michael shoving him on roughly.
Hoe stumbled into the dingy interior.

It was indeed poor quarters, as Joseph
had said. The van was small and ex-
tremely dirty and evil-smelling; -it was
cluttered with all sorts of things—some
of which, as Bob guessed, did not belo!
to the two rascals, but had been pilfere
by the wayside. It was plain that the
two outeasts of s gipsy tribe followed
the peculiar avocation of snappers-up of
unconsidered trifles. .

“Be seated,” said Joseph, with &
wave of the hand, as if welcoming a
guest to a magnificent abode. The
smooth Joseph seemed to have s vein of
sardonie humour in him, in contrast to
the brutal sullenness of his associate.

There was nothing to be seated on,
except the dirty floor. A rough push
from Michael seated Bob on that with
a bump.
“Ow1” gasped Bob.

“And now,” said Joseph, smiling,
“we will search our young friend. Two
pounds for a small and easy service,
my good Michael, is worth having—and
five pounds is a larger sum. But if our
young friend has about him anything
that is worth five pounds to. the young
gentlémnn whose name is not Robinson,
it may be worth as much to us—or
more! That young gentleman did not
look as if he would offer more than the
value of an article; rather less, in
fact 1"

Kneeling beside Bob on the floor, the
oily-tongued rascal searched him care-
fully, and then searched Lis rucsack,

A few shillings and a few smsll
articles. of little value rewarded him;
Bob had nothing about him that was
worth five pounds.

‘Joseph seemed puzzled.

“No luck I”” he said, “I should sus-
gentiama.n of talking
ut he was very plainly
a younlg gentleman who knew what he
was talking about, and he certainly
meant business.”

“He never said what he wanted from

pect that youn
out of his hat;

the cove;."’ grunted Michael,
“No!" Joseph shook his head sorrow-
fully, “He did not trust us, Michael.

But perhaps we may learn more from
our young friend here."”

“1 think you must be mad, or the
fellow you're speaking of must be
mad I said Bob. “I’ve nothing of any
value. And I'm jolly glad I don’t carry
the funds!" o grinned. “If any-
body's told you it was worth while to
go through my pockets, he was pulling
your leg. You'd better let me go;
vou've done enough already to get thres
months each.”

“We shall not stay long enough in
Yorkshire to make the acquaintance of
any of the magistrates,” said Joseph.
“We are here to-day, and gone to-
morrow, - my young friend. Perhaps
you have leit something of value in your
camp!” He eyed Bob narrowly.

“A pair of hoots and some shirts,”
said Bob, “and some socks—"

“ We shall learn more when the young

entleman calls,’” said Joseph, and he
shrugged his bony shoulders. .

“Mean to say the fellow is coming
here to see me!’’ demanded Bob.
“Fxactly! You will wait here for
m ”

#Qtick something in 'his mouth,”
growled Michael,  “If some of the
other coveys come this way—"

Joseph nodded. It was qmty certain
that Bob's friends would lopk for him
when he was m and quite possible
that thoy might pass by where the
gipsies wete camped,
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Michae! forced open Bob's mouth
with a rough, hard hand, and Joseph
gagged him with eare. Then the school-
boy’s feet were tied together, and he
was left lying on the floor, while the
two rascals quitted the van and locked
the door after them.

Hardly able to move a limb, unable
to 'utter a sound, Bob Cherry lay in the
stuffy van in a state of mingled amaze-
ment and rage.

He could scarcely belicve that some-
one had hired the gipsies to kidnap him
and was coming to see kim in his im-
prisonment, yet there seemed no other
way of accounting for the actions of the
two lawless rascals.

Through the flimsy walls of the cara-
van he could hear the voices of the
gipsies in talk, though he could not
catch the words. N

Presently the sound of voices ceased,
and he had an impression that one of
them had gone.

There was a little window in the van;
but it was covered by a thick curtain,
evidently as s precaution against any-
one glancing in from outside and spot-
ting the prisoner, It waz deeply dusk
and wery warm and stuffy, and Bol
passed an hour of intense discomfort,
during which his temper rose very near
boiling-point. Again and again he
wrenched at his bonds, but it was
useless.

He could only wait.

Suddenly the silence was broken.
There were footsteps and voices, and
the junior gave a start as he recognised
the familiar tonea of Harry Wharton
and Lord Mauleverer. His friends wera
there—only a few yards from him—if
only he could have called to them,

He strained at the pgag till his face
was as crimson as & beetroot; but it was
in vain, and he could ouly lie in rage
snd misery, with rescus at hand—so
near and yet so far|

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
50 Near, Yet So Far !

" HE gipsies|” exclaimed Harry
harton.
“¥Yaas, begad!"" murmured
Lord Mauleverer.

Harry Wharton and Mauly, working
from different directions, had eighted
one another on the moor near the
hollow where the gipsy van was camped.

They joined np to compare notes; but
peither had anything to communicate.
Neither had seen or heard anything of
the missing Owl.

They walked into the grassy hollow
together, and caught ei%ﬁnt of the van
there, and stopped to look at it.

0f tho two pgipsies only one was to
be seen—the lean, oily Joseph—sitting
on an upturned box near the van, smok-
ing a black pipe. He glanced at them
furtively under his swarthy brows.

“They seem to be hauntin’ us,” re-
marked Lord Mauleverer. We saw
them on the Blackslade road this
mornin'. Now they're here on the moor.
May have seen somethin’ of that silly ass
Bunter,”

“ Not much qaod asking them 1”

“Well, they’re not obligin’ gents,”
admitted ‘Mauleverer, “and I've got &
sort of feelin’ that they don’t like us a
lot! But a tip works wonders, old bean,
and it’a worth a few bob to get a clue to
that howlin’ ass.”

Wharton hesitated. He did not want
to come into contact with the ruffians
again. 8till, as the van had evidently
travelled from the road, across the moor,
to this guiet spot, it was possible that
the gipsies might have seen something

of Bunter, and it was worth while to
inquire—if it was made worth their
while to forget their enmity and speak.

““Oh, all right|” said Harry. “ Let's |

And the two juniors walked down to
the van.

The hikers were fed-up by this time
with hunting Bunter. "It was quite
likely that the fat ©w] had escaped from
the moor at some point, and was alread
in a railway train travelling southward.
In that case, Bob's Holiday Annual was
gone for good. On the other hand, it
was more than likely that the obtuse,
short-sighted Owl was hopelessly lost—in
which case it was difficult to make up
their minds to leave him to his fate,
irritating and exasperating as he was.

On account of the Holiday Annual
alone they certainly would not have kept
up the search beyond that day. But if
Bunter was still lost on the moor, the
matter was serious,

At the same time the thought that
very likely he was safe in m train,
chuckling over his escape, was deeply
and intensely exasperating,

Exactly what they had better do in
such peculiar circumstances the hikers
really did not know; but, anyhow, they
were going to keep up the hunt till dusk,
and hope for the best.

Joseph rose to his feet as they came
up. e was glad that he had taken the
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Fat Bunter, once boarding = train,
Looked rpund at the guard In

disdain.
A small boy sald:z “Jim,
Can’t you assist him 7" 1
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precaution to gag the prisoner in the
caravan. But for that precaution his
rascally game would have been up with
a vengeance now.

He cast a rather anxious
towards the distant road.

Michael had gone more than an hour
ago, to report to “Mr. Robinson,” and
was to return with him, If Mr, Robinson
came in the car he was due now, as Pon
& Co. were at Blackslade, only a few
miles away. It was rather unfortunate,
from Joseph’s c‘poiut of wiew, that the
two hilers had dropped in when Mr.
Robinson might arrive at any moment.
And he gave them a surly stare, gruffly
inquiring what they wanted. His surly
look and tone brought a gleam to
Wharton’s eyes; but Lord Mauleverer
answered with unmoved urbanity.

“Borry to bother, dear man, but we're
lookin' for & member of our party who's
missin’. 1If you've seen anythin’ of
him—*

Mauleverer broke off in sheer astonish-
ment at the effect of those words on the
gipsy. Joseph gave a violent start and
backed away & couple of paces, his eyes
glinting with suspicion and rage. He
clenched hiz swarthy hands, not as if
for attack, but for defence, as if he
thought that the two hikers were about
to assail him.

“QOh gad! What's the matter with the
man?” exclaimed the surprised Mauly.
“ Look here, if you know anythin’ of the
missin’ man—"’

Mauleverer was speaking, of course,

glance
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of Bunter. Bob had not yet been missed
by his friends, as it was not yet time for
returning to the camp by Grimslade
Water. But Joseph knew nothing of
Bunter and that auouth’s vagaries.
He took it for granted that it was the
risoner in the van whom these fellows
ad missed, and for whom they were
searching. He stood in readiness for
an attack, much to the amazement of
the hikers.

* What should I know of him ?” rasped
Joseph. *“What do you mean? \'th
do };ou come here? Hands off, I warn
s.uu 3

“Nobody’s goin’ te lay hands on you,
old bean, if you behave yourself,” said
Mauleverer. “I'm simply askin’ you a
question. If you've any information to
give I'll pay for it.”

Jozeph’s auspicious wuyes searched his
face, and Wharton's, He hardly knew
what ta make of this,

“Well, have you seen the chap?™
asked Mauleverer,

“No !” snarled Joseph.

“Hold on,” said Harry. * He doesn’s
know yet which mmm is missing.”

“Begad, mo! You ses, my good
man—""

“I know nothing of him|” rasped
Joseph. “leave my campl I am but
& poor gipsy, but I have a right to my
camp ! our ways!”

“We apologise_for bargin' in, dear
man,” said Lord Mauleverer gracefully,
“but, you see, we're rather anxious
about the chap! If wau can put us en
his track I'll stand you a ten-bob note.”

“I have not seen him! T know
nothing ! T saw you all together this
morning on the Blackslade road—I have
seen none since | If one of your party
has wandered away, no doubt he will
find his way back, unless he is a fool.”

“Well, the fellow I'm speakin’ of is
rather a fool,” said Maulaverer p!ncid‘ix.
“In fact, a [pratt.y complete ass| But it’s
not one of the fellows you saw this
mornin’ lookin® along the road——"

Joseph started agaim.

“What do you mean? He was with
you then!” he exclaimed. “You were
all together then.”

" Not the fellow I'm speakin’ of; he
left eamp last night,” explained Maule-
verer. “Rather fat chap, in specs—the
plump fellow whao fell into the pit—you
remember him ?*

“Oh!" excleimed Joseph. It dawned
on him that it was not Bob Cherry for
whom the hikers were soeking. “Have
you lost the fat one?"

“¥Yaas,”

“Well, I have not seen him!
may go your ways.”

Wherton's eyes were fixed keenly on
the swarthy face. He was more than
guspieious of the man, and the thought
was in his mind that the gipsies might
Liave had something to do with Bunter’s
disappearance. The furtive, watchful
uneasiness of the lean gipsy must have
had some cause.

“Oh gad!” exzclaimed Mauleverer
suddenly, as two figures descended from
the higher level of the moor into the
grazsy dingle. “Pon!”

“ Ponsonby I’? exclaimed Harry.

Michael, the gipsy, evidently guiding
Pon to the st;}llot, came slouching down
the slaope, o dandy of Higheliffe
behind him. At the sight of the two
Greyfriars juniors, Michael scowled
blackly, o.m:lJ Ponsonby halted, with
gtartled alarm in his face. Wharton and
Mauleverer stared at him in blank
astonishment. They had not known
before that Pon was anywhere in York-
ghire at all, and though they were not
exactly surprised to see him turn up,
they were amazed to see him in such
company.
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“Well, my hat!” said Harry. *“That
precious rascal seems to have picked up
some pretty blackg-uardlg acquaintances.
Let’s get out, Mauly—that brute either
can't or won't tell us anything.”

“Yaus, lat’s I

Little did the two hikers dream that
their voices, as they spoke, reached the
ears of their comrade lying a helPIeSs,
silent prisoner in tho locked van. They
passed quite- elose by the caravan a3
they went, and heard a ecuflling, rustling
gound within, but naturally it did nob
occur to them that it was made by a
bound and gagged prisoner striving to
draw their attentjon. Giving Ponsonby
and his gipsy guide & wide erth, they
left the dingle; much to the relief of
Joseph, and disappeared over the moor.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing for Pon !

ONSONBY stared after the Grey-
friars fellows as they went. Not
till they had disappeared from
sight did he resume his way,

following Michsel down into the dingle.
Joseph touched his hat with smooth,
half-jeering civility, and Pon gave him
& questioning, suspicious look.

“What were those fellows
here?” he demanded. .

“Looking Tor & friend they have lost,”
answered Joseph. He grinned at the
alarm on the Highcliffie fellow's faco.
“Not the boy Cherry, my master! They
have lost the fat one.”

“0Oh, that fat fool Bunter, I suppose,”
m}id Ponsonby, '“They know nothing
o ___”

* Nothing, or they would not bhave
gone 3o peaceably "’ grinned Joseph.
“The boy Cherry is in the vanI*

“0Oh gum!” Ponsonby broke into a
chuckle, greatly entertained by the idea
that Wharton had been so near his chum
without guessing that he was a prisoner
in the gipsy van. “I suppose you've
fixed him so that he can't call out,
then!”

“Quite!” smiled Joseph. He grinned
at his associate, “You found Mr.
Robinson at the Blackslade Iotel,
Michael 1™

“Can't you see I did?” grunted the
stocky gipsy.

“Then that is the name you have
given at the hotel, my master 7 grinned
Joseph. .

“Why not? I've told you it's my
name " snapped Ponsonby,

“The two boys who were here a fow
minutes ago recognised you, and spoke
quite another name!” grinned Joseph.

Ponsonby scowled.

“ No bizney of yours, anyhow! If the
fellow I want is in the van, open the
door and let me in to him. And then
stand baclk !

Michael gave a grunt; but Joseph
answered with oily smoothness:

“The man who pays gives orders hare.
Stand away from the van, Michael I”

Michael grunted again, and slouched
away, Joseph unlocked the door of the
van and threw it open.

Ponsonby stepped in and shup the
door after him.

He stood looking down, with an
amused grin, at the bound schoolboy
lying on the floor. Bob Cherry glared
i:f at him as if he could have eaten him,

e had heard his friends outside the
van utter the name of Ponsonby, and it
had given him a glimmer of the truth.
Now that he saw the dandy of High-
clife in the wan, he could have no
further doubt. The mysterious em-
ployer of the outcast gipsies, whase
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name was "not Robinson,” was evi-
dently Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffie School; the
implacable ¢nemy of the ochums of
Greyfriars.

“Bo  here
Ponsonby. |

He stooped and removed the gag from
Bob’s mouth. The Greyfriars junior
spluttered for breath.

“You rotter!” he gasped. “¥You cur!
You've done this!*

Ponsonby raised his eyebrows.

“What have I done?” he inguired.

“You cowardly rotter !” roared Bob.
“You've paid those two rascals to get
me here and tie me up like this! ¥ou
wouldn’t dare step into the van if my
hands were loose, and you know it.”

“If I know it, why waste your breath
tellin’ me?” asked Pon blandly.

“Oh, you rotter !” gasped Bo{:.

“But you're rather in error,” went on
Ponsonby coolly. “1 had nothin’ to do
with your bein’ kidnapped—you'd find
it rn.t%rer hard to prove that I had, st
any rate, Il tell you how the matter
stands. I find that you've been nobbled
by & couple of gipsies; for what reason
1 really can't undertake to say.
Naturally, I'm going to get you out of
it [H

“¥You aro?” ejaculated Bob, staring

at him.

“ Naturally!” '

“Well, if you mean that, get on with
it,” said Bob.

“What's the hurry? Let’'s chat a
little first,” said Pon, leaning on the
door and lighting e cigarctte. ““One
good turn deseryes another, what?”

“Do you want me to tip you half-a-
crown?”’ asked Bob savagely.

“Hardly!” Pon laughed. “I want
you to lend me your Holiday Annual
that you carry in_that rucsao .

“Do you think I hadn’t guessed that,
you rotter? Well, you can have all the
Holiday Annuals I've got in that ruc-
sack, and welecome !”

“You mean you've not got it about
you 1"

“I mwean just that, you pilfering
rotter—youw’ll have to look for another
chance to pinch it !”

Ponsonby stooped over the rucsack
and fumbled in it. It did not take him
many scconds to ascertain that the
volume was not there.

“Js it left at your camp, wherever
that is7” ho sskec{

“ No [H

“Then where is it ?"”

“Find out !

Ponsonby stood silent for a few
minutes, smoking his cigarette, and
looking down at the prisoner with
gleaming, malicious eyes. And Joseph,
who had tiptoed to the little cracked
window to averhear what was said with-
in the wan, wondered whether his
inquisitive ears heard aright, He had
taken .this young gentleman for a rather
hard <character, as cunning and- un-
serupulous a rascal as he was himself;
and he had been deeply interested to
learn what article of value it was that
the dandy of Higheliffe wanted from
the prisoner, Now he knew! It was a
book—a Holiday Annuval—such as
could be bought at any newsagent’s for
five shillings! And Joseph rubbed his
lean, swarthy nose in amazed perplexity
—the most astonished man in the wide
county of Yorks!

“What rotten luck,” said Ponsonby
at last. “ You’ve always got that dashed
book in your rucsack—you've been
watchin' over it like a dashed hen over
an egg ever since I got after you. I was
gure that if these sportsmen got you,
i‘,hay’!d get that, too! What rotten
uck I

you are!” grinned

THE MAGNET

“Well, as I've not gobt it, are you
going to let me loose?” demanded Bob
in sulphurous tones.

“Not at all! No bizney of mine to
rescue & fool who falls into bad hands,”
answered Ponsonby. *“I'd do it, if you
fut me on to that book. You know why

want it, and you knmow that I mean
to have it!"

“1 know t;ou jolly well won't get it!"”
retorted Bob. “I know I'd chuck it into
the deepest pit on Grimslade sooner!”

“All serene,” drawled Ponsonby. “I'll
see you again to-morrow and ask you if
you've changed your mind.”

Bob Cherry gasped,

“You—youn villain! Do vou mean to
say that vou're going to leave me in
the hands of those scoundrels—like
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“No bizney of mine to interfere, i3
it 1" drawled Pon. *I'm not s jolly old
knight-errant, goin’ around rescuin’
fools in distress.”

“Do you Lnow that this is Kid-
napping #” roared Bob. “You could be
sent to prison for this, you rascal!”

“I wonder how you'd prove it!” said
Pon casually. “I don't quite see how
you'd prove that you'd ever been tied
up in this van st all. Still less how
you'd prove that I had anythin’ to do
with it.*”

“QOh, if a fellow could get his handas
on you!l” pasped Bob

“Handin’  over that Annuall”
drawled Pon.

“No:!* roared Bob,

“Then good-bye for the present!

Charmed to sce you, but I've got
another engagement now, and I shall
have to tear myself away !

And Ponsonby opened the door of the
van; Joseph swiftly backing away from
the window as the rusty hinges creaked.

Bob was left fairly wriggling with
rage on the floor of the van, The daor
closed on Lim again, and the key
turned.

Joseph came forward, his black eyes
very curiously on Ponsonby’s face. Now
that he knew what this young gentleman
was after, Joseph waa be ing to
wonder whether he was a_little cracked.
There was at least some risk for Pon-
sonby in what he was doing; and thete
was the pay he had offered the gipsies
for their aid—and all to obtain posses-
sion of a volume, obtainable anywhere
for five shillings!

“You are ﬁ:rough with him, my
master?” asked Jaseph.

Ponsonby nodded.

“Yes; but I want to see him again
to-morrow, You can keep him!” He
felt in bis pocket and drew out two
pound notes, and did not fail to mote
the greedy snap in the gipsy’s black
eyes, He went on with perfect coolness:
“That's all the money I've brought with
me—what I promised you.*

Joseph grinned.

“A  wary young gentleman!” he
nmrr:mred. “A wary young gentle-

an !”

“1 think I know my way sbout,” said
Ponsonby with cool contempt. “I
should not be likely to bring money
here. Now look here—you'd better get
off this moor, whera those rotters may
butt in on you at any minute, By this
time to-morrow, you can do ten miles,”

“ Easily 1"

“There’s & little village on the edge
of the moor, just on the Lancashire
border, called Chupe. I'll find you
there this time to-morrow,” eaid Pon-
sonby. “I shall run over in the car.
Stop on the common near the village.
And keep that brute outf of sight.”

“Rely on us, my master[”

Ponsonby walked out of the dingle.
It was & mile back to the road, and
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The Greyiriars hikers were hurrying off to the rescue of their kidnapped chum when Billy Bunter rushed alter them.
say, you fellows—ow !—I’'m all out of breath I 1 say—"

gasped Bunter.

he tramped across the moor in the sink-
ing sunlight. On the Blackslade road
Jervis was waiting with the car: an
though Jervis’ wooden face expressed
nothing, there was no doubt that the
chauffeur was wondering very much
what his lofty end lordly young master
was “up ” to. Gadsby and Monson were
not there; Pon waa {Baving his pals out
of this] Gadsby and Monzon had a
rather high limit; but certainly they
would not have had a hand in such an
enterprizse a8 kidnapping,
Pon stepped into the car.
“Back to Blackslade!”
curily.
And the green Austin buzzed away.
The gipsy van was alse in motion.
Joseph had re-entered the vam, and
carefully ga.gghed his prisoner again;
and then the horse was harnessed on,
and the caravan rumbled away by a
rugged track on the moor. And Bob
Cherry, as he realised that every roll of
the wheels was taking him farther and
farther away from his friends, lay on

he eaid

the jolting floor in & frame of mind
that could not have been expressed in
words.

THE FOURTEERTH CHAPTER.
Found at Last |

“ Y only esteemcd hat!” ejacu-
M lated Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh, the dusky WNabob of

hanipur.

Hurree Singh was hanging to a high
branch of a tree, scanning the expansa
of Grimslade Moor from that rather
perilous perch. The sun was ginkin
deep in the west; but there waa sti
plenty of light, and the nabob's keen
eyes swept over the surrounding moor-
land, far and wide. And at & distance,
he had a glimpse of a figure that moved
in the lonely expanse.

It was too far off for Hurroe Singh
to moke it out, keen as his dark eyes

were. But it moved, and the movement
caught his eyes. It moved slowly—very
slowly—rather like a tired snail.

The nabob fixed his eyes upon it
From the ground he could never have
seen ik, but from the high treetop he
picked it up, and he watched it in-
tently, wondering whether it was Billy
Bunter| It might have been one of
the searching hikers, or o stranger on
the moor—but from the snail’s pace at
which it moved, it sesmed probable
that it was Bunter,

As he ?‘uzed at it there came a sudden
flash of light from the slowly progress-
ing figure.

I'he nabob ehuckled,

It was the flash of a large pair of
spectacles, reflecting fhe rays of the
getting sun!

“The absurd and idiotic Bunter!”

exclaimed Hurree Singh.

He marked the spot carefully with his
eye, and slithered down the tree. Long
tramping over the moors had tired him,
ag 1t had all the hikers; but he started
st a steady trot. Having sighted
Bunter, it was only a guestion of reach-
ing him; the fat Owl was not likely
to get very far before the nabob came
on him, his rate of progress being about
& hundred yards an hour| Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh had no fear of los-
ing him again.

He trotted on, and presently spotted
the fat, weary figure that was tottering
on the rugged moor.

Bunter looked quite done!

After what had happened in the elump
of oals, the hapless Owl had started
onee mare, in an attempt to get off the
moor. He was tired, and he was hungr
end thirsty—terribly so! Having baolte
al] his provisions in the morning, he had
naturally had nothing since, and at
sunset Bunter was feeling ae if he could
have eaten the hind leg of a mule! He
tottered along, every now and then
blinking round him hopelessly, in a

““ What Is it ? ** roared Wharton.
“1 want some with the pudding ! ™

(1] I
** Where's the sugar ? **

atate of dismal depression and despair,
The Holiday Annual was under his {at
arm, and more than once he hed been
tempted to throw it away, to save the
trouble of carrying it. Howover, he was
still sticking to it, hoping every minute
to see a path or a road, or somchody
to help him out.

“"Oh orikey!” gasped Bunter, as,
blinking round once more, he spotted a
hithe figure coming towards him at &

trot. "I say! Help! Help! Helpl®
The nabob grinned.
“ My esteemed Bunter—"
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. "“Is it you,

Inky "
nabobh through his big spectacles.
gay—ow | I say—wow! Oh dear|™
. He plumped down in the grass, gasp-
ing.
“1 say, Inky! Got any grub?”

“T have some ridiculous chocolate——"

"Quick !" gasped Bunter, holding oub
a fat paw “Quick| I'm starving”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh handed
over the chocolate. Tt diseppeared as
if by magie

“(Yot any more?” gasped Bunter.

The nabob shook his head,

“ Anvthing to drink?"

Hurree Singh handed over his water-
hottle The Owl of tha Remove poured
the contents down his fat neck.

“That’s bhetter.” he said.

Bunter was feeling a little revived.

“Hew did vou find me?” he asked.

“By looking for you, my esteemed
and absurd Punter.”

“Lock here, if wyou're after thno
Holiday Annual *  Bunter blinked
suspiciously at the nabob.

Hurree Singh, with a grin, jerked
that famous volume from under Billy
Bunter's fat arm, and slipped it into
hizs rucsack.

“T.onk hers, vou beast—
Bunter

“That esteempd wvolume belongs to
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the absurd Cherry,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. . .

“Do you think I was going to pinch
it, you silly axs? I—I just wanted it
to rcad in the train.”

“Exactfully,” assented the nabob.
“But you may purchasefully obtain
another to read in the ridiculous train,
my idiotic Bunter! Now I will guide
you to the road, and you may take the
absurd train as soon as you like.”

“T—I'd rather take that book with
meg, Inky.”

“Co hon!”

“I—I'm too fired to go to Blackslade
now,” groaned Bunter. “I—I think I'd
better get back to camp. Is it far?”

* About three miles.”

“0Oh ecrikey! 1 con't walk three
miles,”

“But it is a shorter distance to the
road, and you can pick up the absurd
motor-bus for Blackslade, and—"

“DBeast1” groaned Bunter,

Without the Holiday Annual, and the
hope of fifty pounds’ reward attached
thereto, Bunter had no desire to take
the south-bound train. Neither, indeed,
was he feeling inclined for a journey
of any sort. What he wanted was to
crawl into bed and sleep the oclock
round. He wanted to eat, and then to
sleep; and nothing else at the moment
seemed of much consequence to William

George Bunter!
you coming?” asked

“Well, are
Hurree Singh., “It will be dark soon,
my esteemed Bunter, and then I may
not be able to find the way, being an
idiotic stranger in these delectable
regions,™

“Oh lor’ 1"

Bunter staggered to his feet.

The bare idea of continuing in a lost
state on the moor was terrifying, and it
inspired him almest with energy.

“Clome on!" he gasped.

“Thia way,” said Hurree Singh. “The
road—"

“I'm not going to the road!” howled
Bunter, “I'm going back to camp, you
beast |

“But you have left us, my esteemed
fat Banter——"

“I—I haven't—"

“You have turned us downfully—"

“That was only a j-j-joke,” groaned
DBunter, “I—I was just pulling your
leg, old chap! I—I never meant it!
Not a word! Oh lor’! Tut-tut-take me
back to the camp, you rotter!  Oh
dear I

Hurree Singh chuckled.

“This way to camp !” he said, and the
fat junior tottered after him as he
started.

The hapless Ow! emitted & gasp or a
groan at every step. For once Bunter
was not “gammoning ”; he reslly was
tired out and exhausted. He could
hardly drag one fat leg after another.

Hurree Bingh gave him a helping
hand, and Bunter leaned on him
heavily. Progress was slow.

Deeper dropped the sun, and shadows
lengthened and darkened on Grims-
lade Moor. But there was a cheery
call from the distance after a time, and
Frank Nugent came trofting up.

“Hound him !” he exclaimed,

“The foundfulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘“And the
mighty avoirdupois of the esteemed
Bunter is still more preposterons! Will
you take his other absurd arm, my
ridiculous Franky "

Nugent took Bunter's other arm.

Between thom, the two juniors pro-
pelled him onward. Slowly but surely
they drew nearer to the camp by Grime-
lade Water.

“T say, you fellows,” groaned Bunter,
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“I—I—I c-ccan’'t walk any more!
C-a-carry me |”

“Gladly—if I were a steam derrick!”
said Nugent. “As I'm not, it can't be
done, old fat bean!”

“Beast 1"

“Keep your esteemed pecker up.”

“Rotter |

Having thus gracefully rendered

anke for aid received, Billy Bunter
plugged and tottered om, leaning his
heavy weight on the two juniors,

Near Grimslade Water, Johnny Bull,
also on his way back to camp, joined
them, and a little later Harry Wharton
and Lord Mauleverer came along. The
hikers had arranged to gather at the
camp at dusk, successful or unsuceessful,
and, fortunatcly, one of them had been
successful. Taking it in turns to heave
the weary Owl along, the hikers
marched info camp, only Bob Cherry
now being missing from the party.

They got into camp at last, and Billy
Bunter plumped down with a groan of
relief.

“Give me some grub!” he gasped.

The hikers looked at him! Billy
Bunter had given them a day’s huntin
on the moor, and no ond of worry an
trouble, and they had promised him the
kicking of his life when found. But
Bunter, evidently, was in no state now
to be dealt with as he deserved. Xe
had suffered for his sins—severely; and
the hikers let it po at that! fnstea,d
of kicking him, they proceeded to supply
gle‘.l wants of the hungry and hapless

wi.

The stove was started, the supper
cooked; and while it was a-cooking,
Bunter bolted biscuits and bananas and
cake, and sandwiches—anything that
came to hand—to take the keen
edge off his ravenous appetite. But
he was ready for supper when supper
was ready, and it was quite a revived
and lively Bunter that sat down to
supper, and stuffed and stuffed and
stuffed, as if determined not to leave
a scrap of anything that was edible in
the camyp by Grimslade Water,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
What Bunter Knew [

ARRY WHARTON clambered
H up the steep bank of Grimslade
ater, and stared across the
dark moorland rather
anxiously. It had been dark more than
an lhiour now, and Bob Cherry had not
arrived, Taking his electrio torch from
his pocket, Wharton_turned on the light
and waved it to and fro, as a signal to
his chum, if he was on his way back to
camp, He hoped to hear Bob’s cheery
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” from the moor.
But there was no sound—Bob evidently
was not at hand. With a rather worried
brow, the captain of the Greyfriary
Remove descended to the camp again.
h_“Bob—" began Nugent, looking at

im,

“No sign of him,” answered Iarry.
“I wish he'd come in. Of course, he’s
not an ass like Bunter; to lose himself,
But—"
- “Must have gone far afield, lookin
for that fat chump!” said Johnny Bulf
“8till, we agreed to meet him here
again at duosk.”

* After dark, a fellow might loss his
way,” said Lord Mauleverer. “But—
Bob would have kept to the arrange-
ment. I wonder——" There was a
cloud of thought on Mauly’s brow.

“What?” asked Harry.

“Those gipsies—that lean-faced
blighter, Joseph, had somethin’ up his
sleeve,” said Mauleverer quietly. ¥ You
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]:-pmnmh,er when we were talkin'
im—"

Wharton started.

“It's possibla! But—even if Bob had
had a shindy with them, he could have

ot back They couldn’t have hurt

:m__ll

Billy Bunter blinked up.

“1 say, you fellowe——"

“Oh, don't worry, Bunter !” .

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 was going
to ask you if there was mny more
pudding—"

“Cram some pudding into him, and
shut him up!” said the captain of the
Remove,

“ Boast |

Nugent passed the pudding to Bunter,
The fat junior filled hiz mouth before he
gpoke again.

“1 say, you fellows—'

“0Oh, do dry up.”

“Oh, all right,” said Bunter. “If you
don't want to know where Bob is——"

The hikers jumped. )

“Do you know anything about him,
ﬂuu fat ass 7" cxclaimed Nugent. “Why
d

to

aven't you gaid so, you blithenng

ummy " . .
“I forgot—till you mentioned him,”
answered Bunter, munching. “When a

fellow's tired out and starving——"

“Have you seen Bob since you pgot
lost 7" exclaimed Wharton. ]

“1 dido’t exactly get lost. I missed
my way—" _

“Have you Boh
Wharton.

“You needn't yell at a chap! I was
going to tell you, only you keep on in-
terrupting me. Those gipsies have got

geen roared

him [*

“ What ?"

The hikers gathered round Billy
Bunter. It was utterly unexpected to

hear that Bunter had seen anything of
Bob Cherry,

“Where did you see him—what do
you mean——"

*It was in a clump of oaks—miles and
miles and miles away,” answered
Bunter. “Those two beasts collared
him there, I =ay, you fellows, there
isn't enough sugar in this pudding. You
know I lﬂtﬂ plenty of sugar—"

“You saw the gipsies colHar Bob?”
gasped Wharton.

“Yes; they tiad his hands and took
him away. Where's the sugar ?*

""Bugar !” hissed Johnny Bull, “I'll
give yon sugar, you fat scoundrell I'll
jolly well give you—"

“Yarooh ! Keep off, you beast!”
roared Bunter. “ Wharrer you getting
your rag out for, I'd like to know? I'm
not saying anything against the pud-
ding, if you made it—only I like plenty
of sugar.”

"Tell us what’s hap
anything has,” said
7 [guiclz—gﬂt it out !"

“I'm getting it out as fast as I can,
ain't I? Look here, one of you get the
sugar whila I'm telling you, and save
time, see?”

“If you don’t get it out in two
seconds,” said Harry, in concentrated
tuntis, I" I'Hl pitch you head first into the
water !”

Billy Bunter got it out—not in two
soconds, but quite rapidly, The looks
on the hiker's faces warned him that
he had better drop the subject of sugar
for the pudding, important and urgent
as It was,

The hikers listened in amazement.

From what Bunter had seen and
heard in the clomp of oaks, it was plain
that Michael and Joseph had seized
Bob, apparently on account of some un-
kmown person who had hired them to
do so,

It was so amazing, that the juniors

ed, Bunter, if
arry Wharton,

found it hard to believe; but thera waa
the fact that Bob was missing; and
there was also the fact that the gipsy in
the dingle had been furtive and uneasy
and slermed when Wharton and Mauly
came on him there. And there was the
fact—which now acourred to them—that
Pon had been seen with the gipsies,
They had a glimmering of the whole
thing now.

“Pon !" said Harry Wharton between
his teeth. " You remember he got a gang
of tramps to pgo for us—now he's got
hold of some gipsies. We know what
he's after. It's that Highcliffe scoundrel
at the bottom of it. 1f Bunter's got it
right, Bob must have been in the van
at the very time we were standing
beside it, talking to that lean-faced
villain !*

“Might have heard us talkin'!” said
Lord Mauleverer. “0Oh gad—if we'd
only guessed—"

“How could we?" Wharton clenched
his fiands. “ And to think that that fat
idiot kmew this all the time, and noever
told us the moment he met us—"
“Oh, naJ:El.ljl'g Wharton 4
“Why didn't you tecll us at oncel™
roared Johnny Bull,

“1 forgot——"

“Forgot ! yelled Johnny.

“Well, I was fagged
famished, end——"

“Oh, kill him !

“That's the way you thank a chap
for telling you where to find poor old
Bob ! said Bunter bitterly.  “That's
the thanks I usually get!”

“Why didn't you help him 7" roared
Johnny. *“You saw him eollared, and
you Jet them grab him without lending
a hand, you flabby funk !"

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Well, Bunter couldn’t have done
much in the scrapping line,” said
Harry. " Either of those ruffians could
have knoeked him out with a tap from
a finger!”

“Oh, really, Wharton,
—as & matter of faet, I—I rushed to
help him,” said Bunter. “I—I rushed
like—like anything, but—but—but I
caught my foot in something, and—and
fell—and—and—and then they were
gone! If you're trying to make out
that I'm afrajd of those gipsies——"

“Oh, cheese it! Thank goodness we
know whers to look for Bob now, at any
rate !” said Harry, “We might have sat
up all night, wait-

out and

ou beast ! As

Z1

“YouwTre such a terrifia scrapper, you'll
be Eahitully watar i

“Beast! You know I'm too jolly
tired to stir a step! Look here, you're
not going to leave me here!” bawled
Bunter. *“Might ba some tramps comse
along——*

“Go to sleep and shut up! Coms on,
you men |”

“Beasts | roared Bunter. “Lock
here, you oan go after Bob in the
morning, I dare say he's all rightl
Anyhow, think of me |"

“Think of you!” gasped Nugent.

“Yes, you beast! Think of me,” ex-
claimed Bunter indignantly. “Think I
want to be left here alone all night 7"

The hikers, however, did not seem to
be thinking of Bunter. They did not
even waste a single small thought on
him, They marched off up the steep
bank of Grimslade Water.

“ Beasts I roared Bunter.

And he gave his attention to the pud-
ding, while the hikers pgave their
attention to clambering up the dark and
rugged moorbank. They were not far
away, however, when Bunter was heard
in motion, and hia fat voice was heard
ghouting :

- “I say, you fellows!
important

“Hold on a minute,” said Harry,
looking back,

“Don’t waste time on that fat freal !”
growled Johnny Bull, “Haven't we got
to get after Bob, fathead "

“'There may be something he’s for-
gottenr——"

"1 say, you fellows——" yelled Bunter.

Harry Wharton ran back.

“What is it—quick?” he snapped.

Bunter gasped,

“Ow! I'm all out of breath! I
gay——"

“What?” roared Wharton.

“Where's the sugar gaaﬂad Bunter.
“The sugsar !” shrieked Wharton.
“Yes. 1 want some with the pud-

ding—yarocooooh |” bellowed Bunter, as

the captain of the Remove smote.

Bunter sat down suddenly. HHe gat
and roared—forgetful, for the moment,
even of the sugar!  And the hikers

(Continued on néxt page.)

I eay! It's

ing for him to
come 1, 1f that
blithering idiot

hadn'’t let this out.
Let’s be going.”

“What-ho !” said
J ﬂ};}l]ﬂj’ Bull,

And get hold of
gomething—it  will
mean a scrap, of
they've got Bob in
their van !*

“And somebody,”
sald Johnny Baull
emphatically, “is
going to get hurt |”

Each of the
hikars selected &
stick, and Wharton
took out his electrie
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tramped off over the moor and bt him
to roar.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Pursuit |
M ONE " said Harry Wherton
between his teeth.
“The rotters!” breathed
Nugent.

A long tramp ascross the dark moor
had brought the hikers to the dingle,
where Wharton and Mauly liad seen
the van in the afternoon, and talked to
Joseph—their ~ voices, as they now
guessed, aoudible to their comrade
locked in the caravan. It was not easy
to pick a way across the moor, but the
hikers succeeded in finding the dingle,
by the help of & couple of electrio
torches to light them on tho way. It
was midnight when they arrived there
—tired, but not too tired to deal with
the gipsics.

But the gipsies were gonel

They found the spot where the van
had rested, the wheel-markas easily
traced in the soil. Dut there was no
sign of the van, of the horse of the
two iigsiee, or—worst of all—of the
schoolboy who was a prisoner in the
hands of tho rascalst

“Shifted their camp, perhaps,” said
Johnny Bull, staring round in the dark-
ness of the hellow. “We can follow
the wheels egasily enough, and find
them if they're still about.”

But the juniors had httle tope tha.
the gipsies were camped in another part
of the dingle, or on the moor at all. [t
was only too probable that Wharton

and Mauly's visit to the -amp haa
alarmed them, and that, wi tha
prisoner  in_ their hands, they had

decided to clear off to & safe distanco
~ However, the hikers proceeded to
follow the tracks of the wheels, easy
enough to pick up with the aid of the
torches,

The track led up the slope of the
dingle, up to the moor, and then in the
direction of the Blackslade i0ad

Flashing on a light every now eand
then, to make sure that they were no
losing the trail, the hikers followed on
and came out on the turnpike road.
There, of course, the track ‘'vae losti.
But theugh there were no t acks to be
picked up on the high road, rthe direo
tion taken by the gipsies wus asccr
tained. The van had pulled off the
moor on to the road, bearing to the left
at it went. The direction of the wheel-
tracks leaving the moorland told that
much.

To the right, some miles eway, Inv
the town of Blackslade. It was not to
Blackslade that the caravan had gone.
To the left the road ran across moor-
land, leading the hikers did not know
whither, but, as they could guess, inlo
a rural region. That was th~ way of
the kidnappers.

“That’s something, you men, sad
Harry. “We know that they wot on to
the road, and we know which way they
went. Unti] we come to a tu.ning, af
least, we can follow on.”

And the hikers followed on.

The road was as lonely as the moor
itself. It was a fine night, itk stacs
gleaxmng in & sky of deocp dark blue

ut for the fact that they had becn
on foot all through the day, the hikers
would have enjoyed that night niarch.
But though every fellow was t1-ed, they
did not tﬁink of stopping to rest. Thoy
had had a rest over suppe: sefors
Bunter let out what he knew, nd that
had to be emough. No fell'w thers
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was going to think of resting till Bob

Cherry was foun

Slowly, perhaps, but steadily, the
hikers mar ‘on. A quarter of a
mile on they reached the first furning,
and there they stopped. Whetnor the
caravan had taken that turning, or gone
straight on, was a problem that.they
had to solve. In the daytime il would
have been casy enough to pick up mews
of a pgipsy caravan passing: in the
dead of night it was quite a o Terent
matter, At that hour only some wan-
dering tramp was likely to bo met with.
Not even a motor-car had pasied them,
_ But the hikers were in Iuck, As they
stood looking about them, a shadowy
figure lifted itself from the grass by
the roadside. Startled, the hikers drew
together, grasping their sticks.  Whar-
ton flashed the light on the figure, and
revealed a®stubbly, unshaven faca, su-
mounted by an exceedingly Lattered
bowler hat.

Evidently it was & tramp whose
repose in the grass by the wayside had
been disturbed by the arrival of the
juniors,

The man looked a rather rough
character, and it was perliaps fortunate
that it was not one fellow, on his lonely
own, who had met him in that dark
and solitary spot. Rough-looking as he
was, the hikers wers pﬁad to see him,
He sat blinking in the light of the elec
trie torch, and Harry Wharton stepped
towards him.

“We're looking for somebody,” he

said. “Perhaps you've seen a van
pass—a gipsy caravan. Been here
long ¥

The tramp blinked at him. :

“Been here since dusk,” he answered.
“Camped down ’ere at dark! Looking
for a gipsy caravan, are you?"

“¥Yes,” snid Harry. He took e halt-
crown from his pocket. “If you've
seen it, which way did it go?”

A grubby hand was stretched out.

“Take that turning, sir,” answered the
tramp, civilly enough. *They stopped
’ere and nsked me ‘the way lo Chupe.”

“Chupe! Where ia that?”

“ About ten mile. You ’ave :o get on
the other road, and that lane leads to
it—a mile on.”

“How many men with the van?”
asked Harry, He wanied to make sure.

“Two!l” snid the tramp. *One driv-
ing and one walking.” Hoe qrinned.
“ And they fair had to push the orse up
the "ill 1®

“What were they like 7

“Couldn’t say, sir—only one was short
and the other long. The short one wore
a rag on his ’ead.”

Evidently it was Joseph and Michael’s
van! Harry Wharton dropped the half-
erown into the ;i(rubby hand. The
tramp dropped back into the grass, and
the hikers turned from the -oad into
the lane.

“All serene, if they're making for
Chupe,” said Harry. “I've never
heard of it before; but we can find
it all right, even if we miss the van.”

“Right as rain!” said Nugent. “And
they can’t be going quick. Thai gee-

ee of theirs was no great shakes of a

orse, and this is hilly country. With
Bob in the van. one of them had to
walle.”

“They wouldnt hurry, either, if you
come to that!” remarked Lord Maule-
verer. “They can't have the faintcst
idea that we're after them. We should
never have dreamed that they’d collared
Bob if that howling ass Bunter hadn't
spotted them.”

“That's s0. We're most likely making
better speed than they are,” said Harry.
“Put it op, as much as you can,”

THE MAGNET
At a steady walk the hikers went

onward, They reached the *other
road ¥ that the tramp had ken of,
and there a signpost indicated the way

to Chupe and geveral other places. The
swung on in “the new direction—wi
tired and heavy legs, but determined
hearts. The early glimmer of dawn
was in the sky when a cart came
rumbling along the road, with a sleepy-
looking carter in it.

Harry Wharton called up to him.

“Seen a gipsy caravan on the road?”

"%eat I‘; angwered t(lJlf carter,

“Was it going to upef”

“ Reat 17 & 4

“Two men with it?"™

“Reet!” The carter scemed a man
of few words!

“Thanks,” said Harry. '

“Aw reet!” said Pﬁe carter, mora
volubly. And he drove on.

Encourn.ﬁed by the certainty that they
were on the track, the hikers marched
on, weary but determined. Dawn glim-
mered over the countryside, and there
were early signs of a.wa.kcning life.
Presently there was a grinding of

‘heavy wheels on the road behind them,

and they glanced round at an empty
orry.

“Hold on, you men!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I don't know whether
any of you are feeling a bit tired—"

“We're not stopping!” grunted
Johnny Bull,

“Yoas, we are—"

“We're not!” hooted Johnny.

“Only & few minutes, dear man—long
enough to ask that sportsman in the
lorry for a lift!”

“Oh I” said Johnny.

The lorry, which had been used to
carry bags of cement, was not an attrae.
tive vehicle for a ride. But anythin
onl wheels was welcome to the tired an
weary hikers. They hailed the driver,
who looked them over, and wiilinglz
agreed to give them a lift et a “bob

a headl He was going to a place
within two miles of Chupe. .
Gladly the juniors clambered into the

lorry. 1t rolled on with them, not by
any means rapidly, but at more than
twice the rate of their march. It was
sheer pleasure to sit down and rest
their limbs, even on the hard fHoor of
the lorry. Frank Nugent nodded off
to sleep, and the other fecllows dozed.
It was Lord Mauleverer who spoke sud-
denly, when the lorry had rumbled on
about three miles on the road.

“Stop, please! We get down here.”

The lorry driver looked round,
nodded. and stopped.

“What the thump are you up to,
Mzuly 7" exclaimed Johnny PBull, start-
ing out of his doze, “We're nowhere
near Chupe yet.”

“No; but—"

“Do you want to walk, fathead?”

“No; but——"

“Well, let’s keep on, then, you ass!”
E F i

“Yaas; but, you se
“Well, what are you stopping for,

Mauly 7" asked Harry Wharton. “We
don't want to lose time.”

“Y had a sort of 1dea that the gipsies
might have stopped on the road, before

gettin’ to Chupe,” explained his lord-
ship. “It's a long trip for that bony
old gee of theirs, and they're not
pressed for time.”

“Well, yea: but—"

“An’ I was right—they've stopped!”

“How do you know, fathead?” de-
manded Johnny Bull.

“Because,” said Mauleverer gently,
“I've just spotted the wan, standin’
yonder by those trees.”
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Crash, erash I Bang, bang ! The whole van rocked and groaned under the hikers’ attack. The door would not have
lasted long ; but It flew open and the iwo gipsies leaped out and rushed at Harry Wharton & Co. “ Back up ! ** roared Lord
Mauleverer. “* Give 'em beans, old tops [ *

“Oh!” exclaimed all the hikers was on a road. But it was not needed! said Joseph. " You may, if you please,
together. That wvigorous summons &t the door fetch a policeman ™

They bounded to their feet. They told that his friends knew that he was “And give you a chance to ocut while
were nobt sleepy now. On a patch of there. we're gonel!” hooled Johnny Baull,

grass by the roadside, hardly twenty
yards away, & dingy gipsy caravan was
halted. The horfe wes tethered near
it, but nothing was seen of the gipsies.
But it was the van of which the hikers
wore in sea ey knew it at once, as
well as the bony horse. Michael and
Joseph, apparently, were asleep in the
van—not up at that early hour, after
their might travelling.

The hikers jumped out of the lorry.

The lu-na l'll]IthBd on, and left them.
And the Greyfriars hikers, with grim
faces, walked across to the van.

T, o———

THE SEVENTEERTH CHAPTER.
Rescue |

ANGI
B A thundering bang on the
door of the caravan startled

three sleepers into wide wake-

b Ch d aud '
0 erry, eramped and uneasy in
his bonds, waa sléeeping fitfully, The
two Eipﬁiﬂa weére sleeping soundly

enough. But that terrific bang on_the
door would have awakened Rip Van
Winkle,

Bang |

“ Open this door, you rascals |” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Open this door, you terrific and pre-

sterous scoundrels |” shouted Hurree

amset Ham Singh.

Bob Cherry’as eyes danced. Weary
and cramped and aching, he was in &
state of utter discomfort; but he forgot
it as. he heard the voices of hia chumes
shouting outside the caravan. He was
still gagged, and could not eall to
them ; 5113 gipsiea had not taken the
riegk of his calling out whila the wvan

Michael and Joseph did mot share his
satisiaction by any means, They
scrambled up from their dirty blankets,
exchanging & startled glance. A
glimmer of the rising sun came in at
the little window, and Joseph imme-
diately put hie lean face to the window—
to look out, and to prevent anyone out-
gide from looking in.

“There's one of the rotters!” ex-
claimed Nugent, and the hikers crowded
to, the little window.

“What may you be wanting, youn
gentlemen?” asked Joseph, . irf' hign
emooth tones. “You have awakened

me—"'
“We want Bob Cherry, you scoun-
drel|” answered Wharton.

Harr
“Open the door, or we'll iren.k it in1”
“1 don’t quite understand you, sir,”
said Joseph smoothly, “When I saw
you yesterday, I told wyou I knew
nothing of your missing friend, and 1
have not seen him since.”

“I'm speaking of Bob Cherry, whom

you collared on Grimslade Moor and
t away in your van!|” answered
arry. "You've got him thers now,

vou rascal! You were seen to kidnap
him, if you want to know.”

Josaph, the gipsy, caught his breath.
In spite of his cool impudence, he was
taken utterly aback. DBut he recovered
himself quickly.

“You are mistaken, my master ! he
said, still smooth and oily. “I have
not tgeen him. Why should I—"

“Because you were paid to do it, you
villain I said Wharton. “We know all
ebout it now, and we'll make Ponsonby
sorry for himself next time we come
across the rotter | Open that door!”

“No ona but an officer of the law hes
s right te order me to open my door,”

" Are you opening that door or not?™
*“1 refuse to open my door at your
orders, certainly,” smiled Joseph, * And
I beg you to be quiet, as I am going
back to bed. No one iz in this van
excopting my friend Michasl—"
“Open the door and let's look, then!”
said Harry. “It won't take a minute.”

The lean-faced rascal was so cool and
go assured that the juniors almost won-
dered whether they had been mistaken.
But, mistaken or not, they were not
likely tp go without searching the
van.

Joseph shook his head.

“You have no right to give me
orders,” he answered. “I will open my
door to a constable, and to no one else.
Feteh one if you like.”

He closed the window, and drew the
ragged curtain over it.

The hikers looked at one another.

“ About four miles to fetch a bobby |*
said Nugent. “Not quite ﬁnud encugh,
What are we going td do?

What Johnny Bull, for one, was going
to do weas evident from his nctions,
Hea lifted his thicle stick and crashed
it on the caraven window, sending
broken glass and smashed sashea into
the interior together.

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton.

There was & vell of rage from the
gipsies in the caravan. Johnny grabbed
the curtain with both hands, dragged
with all his force, and tore it away.

“There's Bob!*” he yelled. He
glimpsed the bound schoolboy on the
ficor of the van, struggling to rise,

A stick lashed from the window from
within, The hikers backed out of reach.
Joseph—no longer smooth and oily—
showed a lean face distorted with rage,

Tae Macxer Liprary,—No, 1,337,
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yelling* threats, snd Michael’s savage
growl was heard.

* Smash in the door I” snorted Johnny
Bull. “It's a flimsy affair—we can smash
it in with our sticks. Go it1”

Crash, crash! ' Bang, bang!

The whole van rocked and groaned
under the attack, The door would not
have lasted long; but it Hew open, and
tho two gipsies, with cudgels in their
hands, leaped out and rushed at the
asapilants.

“Back up!” reared Lord Mauleverer.
“Give 'em beans, old tops!”

The two ruffians were dangerous
enough, slashing with their ocudgels
and tho hikers were glad that they ha
brought the stout sticks along. Bavago
a8 the rascals were, they hed no chance
sgainst five. Harry Wharton & Co. met
them more than helf way, hitting hard,
and hitting often.

It lasted a minute—a wild and whirl-
ing minute! Then Joseph and Michael
dodged oway end ren—halting breath-
fless at a distance to glare back at the
hikers, left in possession of the caravan.

Wharton jumped into the van.

“Bob, old chap!” he panted.

Bwiftl the was_torn away, and
the cord cut. %ﬂcﬁ)'s friends helped him
from the van—tottering, his limbs
cramped from the bonds, But he
grinned at them cheerily.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he gesped
huskily. *“You've found me, then!

Never was so glad to see you fellows.”

“The gladfulness of our esteemed
selves, is also preposterous!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh with a
joyous grin,

Bob sat down in the grass, rubbing
his wrists and_ankles, chafed by the
cords, Johnny Bull glared in the direc-
tion of the scowling gipsies. )

“Those rotters have got to be run in,”
he said. “They can be sent to choke
for kidnagping—md Pon along wi
them, too! .

“1 fancy it wouldn't be ecasy to nail
Pon,” said Harry. “We'll deal with the
our ourselves later. And we can give
those brutes a lesson ourselves!”

While Bob chafed his limbs, the other
hikers proceeded to give that lesson to
the outcast gipsies. hey gathered on
one side of the van; and with a power-
ful heave all together, hurled it over on
its side, It crashed down, with =
terrific clatter from within. The horse
was untethered, led into a pasture-
‘meadow, and set running.

Michael and Joseph looked en—from
s distance! The expressions on their
sullen, swarthy faces were indescribable.
But they did not venture to approach.
They had had enough of the hikers at
close quarters.

Johnny Bull clambered into the over-
turned van and hurled out its contents
—all sorts and conditions of things. The
other fellows picked them up as they
wers flung DuE and tossed them away
over hedges.

It 'was quite a thorough "ragging "—
and, undoubtedly, it was a lesson to
Joseph and Michael to steer clear of the
Greyfriarg hikers.

“I fancy that will do!” said Harry
Wharton at last. “ Whatever Pon may
have paid those rotters, they've earned
it—by the time they get their van to
rights again !”

A WONDERFUL ADVENTURE STORY
By............u............................FRANK RlCHARDS

Robinson Crusoes of 1933
Who are they ?

Why, Jim Dainty & Co., the cheery Chums of
Grimslade School! With Dr. * Sammy " Spar-
shott, their headmaster, they set out on a holiday

cruise.

A storm ; wrecked—and the Grimsladers

find themselves stranded on an unknown island in
the heart of the mighty Atlantic Ocean.

Jim Dainty & Co. think it a glorious adventure,
but they have reckoned without the villainy of Ezra
Sarson, an unscrupulous rascal who has also landed
on Castaway Island.

There is Captain Luz, too, who has come to the
island to seck a fabulous treasure which is reputed
to be hidden there.

No escape for the Grimslade castaways—and
ever menaced by enemies who will show them no

mercy |

Never has popular Frank Richards written a
more thrilling story than

“THE CHEERIO CASTAWAYS!”

Every MAGNET reader should make a point of
tollowing the amazing adventures of Jim Dainty &
Co. in this magnificent story. Look out for it every

Saturday in
THE

RANGER . . . Price 2d.

THE MAGNET

" What-ha I” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The earnfu will have been
terrifio,” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “The ludicrous van will not be
s going ooncern for some time,
especially as one of the idiotio wheels
has snapped in two absurd pieces! It
will te those ridiculous rascals that
the way of the transgressor is a rolling
stone that gathers no moss !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And having bestowed that valuable
lesson on the kidnappers, the Greyfriars
hikers left the spot—leaving Joseph and
Michael scowling after them like two
demons in a pantomime,

. . ¥ E L]

Bnore |

That cheery sound greeted the Grey-
friars hikers when they arrived at their
camp on Grimslade Water. Having
stopped for breakfast st a village inn,
and walked back by easy stages, it was
nearly noon when they arrived.

Bunter, also, had breakfasted, Then
he had gone to sleep again. Having
eaten all there was to eat in the camp,
there was nothing for Bunter to do but
to sleep—which was a thing he could
do really well!

The hikers grinned as they heard the
snore echoing from the tent. Bob
Cherry looked in. Bunter was extended
there with his eyes shut and his mouth
open. Bob bent over him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he roared, in a
:eowe that almost lifted the roof of the

nt. '

Bunter g'lgmped out of slumber,

gasped.

“QOh s
He sat up and blinked.
“Oh! Beast! You made me jump!

I'd hardly oclosed my eyes! Beast!”

“Haven't you got lunch ready for
us?” demanded Johmny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! How could I get
lunch ready when there’s nothing left?
I hope you fellows have brought some
grub in with you.”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated ' Harry

Wharton. *“ Where's the ham ?”
“1 ate it]”
“Where's the cold beaf ?”
“I ate it "

“Where's the tin of salmon?

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Where's the cake1”

“Oh, really, Nugent—-="

“Where's the bread and cheese?”

“Oh, really, Maul ’

“Where are the esteemed banants?”

“0Oh, really, Ink »

Bob Cherry chuclded.

“Looks like a march before lunch, if
we're going to have any,” he remarked.
“Let’'s see Bunter off at the railway
station, as he's leaving us, and then—>

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

The hikera struck the tent and
marched. But they did not see Billy
Bunter off at a railway station. Billy

unter was not, after all, turning down
his old pals—he was sticking to them—
like a leech!

That afterncon, when Pon ran over to
Chupe in the green Austin, he did not
find the gipsies there—or the kidnapped
hiker., Pon had been besten again—
and there was a hectio time in store for
Pon when next he came into contact
with the Greyfriars hikers.

THE END.

(There's another grand yarn of the
Greyfriars hikers in store for you—néxt
week! If P;yau’u not got a standing
order for the MaGNET with your news-
agent, make sure you don’t miss “THE
HIEERS'. PRISONERI” Order your
copy now/)
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E.C.4,

QULD you believe that it was
pm'!iu for an island to &
suddenly on the face of the

°  ooean, remain I;h&rud for s

month, and then disappear—an p
again & short while ulptarwardn 4 ung
amazing, dosm't it—but it's true. I was
yarning with an old traveller the other
day, and he gave me some interesting
inl’ﬁrmnti:un conoerning

THE DISAPPEARING ISLAND,

Ita name is Anak Krakatoa, and it is
in the Dutoh East Indies. It is of voleanic
origin, and %ﬂtl up to the most wonderlul
tric In 1883, for instance, there was
the biggest eruption of modern times
down there, and two-thirds of the island
was deatro together with 20,000
inhabitants ! Then strange happenings
began to take ploce ; islands popped :.E
and popped down again, including Am
Erakatos, which is the crater of the
It rose one June, sunk again
and then re-ross. And now

volgano.
in Auguat,

there are three new islands surrounding it 1

Krakatoa is something of a puzzle. It
is still active, and no one can tell when it is
likely to burst out again. Needless to
say, it is l,gwun a wide berth nowadays,
but scientists are always keeping an eye
on it by meana of aeroplanes.

From s Halifax reader thers comes &

query this weel, asking if I can fell him
something about -

THE CHELSEA PENSIONERS.

He doesn't mean the football team, but
the old soldiers you will ses any Saturday
afternoon on the teams at Btam-
ford Bridge —for thess old warriors are
mostly enthusiastic Boceer fans. There
are about 670 of these grizzled veterans,
snd everything is done to see that they
are amply id for their services to their

sountry. have no duties to -
£ supplied with Ig::g
they need, such as olothing, food, an
beer—aa weld as being given & small
allowance each week for " tobacco
munﬂr.ll

A Chelsea pensioner can get up when he
ﬁl:mu. and have his meals just whenever
likea, Each pensioner has his own
oubiole, and lives a perfectly free life,
Chelzsea Hospital dates from the time of
Nell Gwynne, who vwas responsible for its
foundation.

Ever heard of

THE MUTINY OF THE FLOWERY
LAND ?

George Jackson, of Bangor, asks me to
tell him something about it. It waa one
of the most gruesome mutinies in the
history of the sea, The mutineers were
eight in numbear—aix Spaniards, one Greek,
and a Turk. They murdered thres
English sailors, the esptain, his brother,

Jowme Inlo The

Office. Boys /

Your Editor iz always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press, Litd.,
Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope wil

off it

ensure a reply.

and the chief-mate. They then ordered
the second-mate and three men to leave
in & boat, and when one of the men fell
overboard, they pelted him with bottles
until he sank. They scuttled the ship,
leaving the Chinese cook to drown. They
gof, away, but seven of them were gub.
sequently hanged for the mutiny.

One of the most astonishing mutinies
was aboard an American ship, the Frank
N. Thayer. Five men were killed, tho
captain and five more men were severely
wounded, and the veesel was set on fire,
and had to be abandoned. And yet the
mutineors only numbered two men | They
wers Indian coolies who had, apparently,
“run amok,” They jumped overboard
after sotting fire to the ship.

Baveral readers have asked me to give
them a few more paragrapha concerning
“ Things you'd Hardly Believe.” Waell,
have you about

THE RIVER THAT CHANGES
MIND ?

The Montana Eiver is one of the most
ourious in the world, and also one of the
most cobstinate. It eimply will not
“stay put,” Every now and again, it
takes s fancy to o ita course, and
goes—taking no notice of man's
attempta to keep it in order. The result
is, that eome of the bridges which have
been built across it are now merely
croseing stretches of dry land! Two

t—and expensive—ateel bridges
have already been left high and dry, and
the river is threatening to play the same
trick on a third. Furthermore, it has
taken into its head to ecross a highway,
thus causing a terrifiec amount of confusion
to traffio.

ITS

THE PERFECT HOME PASTIME.

With the approach of winter comea the
old problem of how best to find entertain-
ment during the long evenings. Although
there are numerous different diversions to
be found outside the home, many people
Elrafar to find amussment nearer ,]::mma

bere is no better anaswer to such a queat
than Riley ' Homa " Billiarda,

Home Billisrde in this country has
alwaya been Tunjmuuﬂ with the name
of E. J. Riley, Ltd. This firm has for long:
specialised in the manufacturs of billiard
tables iul];r suited to the private
house. iley " Home ' Billiard Tables
are made in & variety of sizes suitable for
any size of room, and the makers por-
tioularly emphasise the fact that ‘Sl(—ﬂ.!
" Home " Billiard Tables are not toys.
Every model, right down to the smallest,
is a %larfeut- replica in construotion of a full
gize billiard tablo,

The faot that any Riley * Home ™
Billiard Table can be obtained on easy
terms makes it possible for every home to

ossess one, As little ss 8s per month
rings & Riley “ Home ™ Billiard Table,
complete with all asceasories, -and seven
daya' free trial is allowed.

25
One of the most ular Riley Billiard
Tahles is the Riley ™ Eoml:i‘.uu.“ Here is

an article of furniture which can be trana-
formed in two minutea from a hixurious
dining table to a flawlesa billiard table or
vice versa. Riley * Combine " Tables
are offered in many abtractive designs and
various gizea for cash or easy terms, from
84 low as £22 10s.

Full details of all Riley Billiard Tablea
will be supplied on aﬁ lication to the
manufacturers, E. J. Riley, Ltd., Roysl
Works, Acerington, or Dept. 88, 147,
Alderagate Street, London, E.C.l.

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Whers is. the Tallest Chimney In the
World? (B jack,"” of Broadstairs) :
In America, Itia 500 feet in height. The
tallest in En%Ia.nd is in Lanocashire, and
is nearly 370 feet in height.

How did the ‘*‘Catly Sark " Get Its
Name ? (K. J. D., of Durham): The
eurious name came from Burns' poem,
* Tam o' Shanter.”

A Cricketing Query. (E. Adams, of
Reading): * Umpire" sayn: Yes, the
batsman would be cut in ths case you
mention, for the ball has not touched the
ground. ‘There are many well-known cases
of playera being caught out in the manner
you deseribe.

How Many are there in the Crew of a
Modern Ocezn Liner ? (Jack Cummings,
of Ealing) : Well over a thousand men and
women, In addition to the seamen and
engineering staff, there are also such
B:o le as mesase -boys, nurses, Turkish-

th atiendants, kiosk attendants, inter-
prefers, librarians, and so on. Thers is
even an editor for the ship’s paper, and a
cinema operator.

Is Sydney Bridge Longer than Hell Gate
Bridge ? (" Enqguirer,” of Hastings) : Yes,
it is the longeat single-span bridge in the
world. Hell Gate Bridge, near New York,
is constructed in & ar manner, but is
between 500 and 800 feet shorter.

My space is short, but I musb
not forget to remind you that those two
famous annuals—"* The Holiday
Annual,” and the " Popular Book of
Boys' Btoriea '’ arg now on sale. There is
cortain to be a ftremendous demand for
thom, ehums, so if you don’t want io
be left out in the cold, ssk your news-

t to resarve copies for you. You will
find them the finest valus of any boys'
books on the market. The Holiday Annnal
costs nnlﬁ 5a, this year, and the Popular
Book of Boyas' Bto is still only 2a. 6d.
Don't fail to get them |

There is another bumper issue in store
for you next week. Look out for it|
The long complete tale of the Greylriars
cbhums is entitled

“THE HIKERS' PRISONER.™
By Frank Rlchards.

I don't need to tell you much about it,
because you all know what Frank Richarda
can do when he gatu going—and you'll
enjoy every line of this fine yarn. Take
my tip and order your copy NOW I

There will also be the opening story
of & wonderful new series of nerve-
tingling stories dealing with the African
jungle, and starring & modern Hercules
who i3 known as ** Um:.uqa.nn the Mighty.'
A ' Greyfriars Herald " supplement, of
aourse, will be found in next week’a all-
star programme, and the wsual shorter
featurea,

YOUR EDITOR,
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Success !
ANNONBALL MIEE DOYLE,
sipping a oup of scalding tea
in the little kitchen parlour at
Kelsey next morning, epoke
seriously. :

“Bill,” he said, “’tis no use your
worrying yourself about Corsica Phil
Valetti, see? Forget about last night.
Wash it out. Meself, I'd sooner it had
ended some other way, maybe, but
believe me, Phil Valetti asked for
many & broken neck in his time! So
snap out of it, son, that's all 1”

Bill, heavy-eyed and sombre of face,

shrugged, Right now he should have
been playing cricket for the County at
Daleham, instead of which he was

lingering over a late breakfast, prepa-
ratory to making s long call at Avon-
port police station.

Still very clear in his memory was
the spectacle of Corsica Phil's last
roaring plunge to death the previous
night, But ‘)reclsaly what had happened
since was all a vague unpleasant jumbla
—a sort of half-remembered nightmare.
Although, as Mike snid, Valetti had
well earned his fate, the swiftness, the
awful finality of the tragedy, had left
Bill in & maze.

Other incidents, some olear-cut, others
hazy, jostled esch other in his mind.
The hasty climb through a yawning
break in the hedge, and the grim dis-
covery therel hen a dash for the
nearest A.A. box, the arrival of police
patrols, an ambulance, and curious
whispering courntryfolk, and at last, a

long weary drive home. Ounly too pain-
fully it reminded him of that dread
night when his father had been s0

brutally attacked by—Valetti.

Bill shivered. But presently he be-
came aware of Mike's slow, musing
voice again, coming as from a distance.

“I pever thought I'd ever drive in
another race ag'inst Corsica Phil.” The
Irishman seemed to be speaking to
himself. “Four years ago the last one
was. And then he pulled over on me—
just like last might—and ran me clean
off the track at Dayton! I could &’
crashed him then, but—"

Mike set down his teacup, looked at
Bill, and grunted.

“The ison supercharger and his
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did it for me, in-

own tricky drivin
stead, last might!” he concluded
pensively. “Now, pull up, youngster,
and let's get going for another nice
sweet pow-wow at the police station.
More trouble still shead, Bill! 8o come
on, and get it over!”

And there was trouble,
during the next few days.

Loads of it. An inquest for one
thing; a first-class row with the rail-
way company over the level-crossing for
another. Most_trying of all, bowever,
was the police investigation ti_mt cause
Bill to miss not only the finish of the
Bevernshire match, but the Glamorgan
fixture as well. .

Eventually, however, as Mike ex-
pressed if, ‘‘everything came out &ll
right in tke wash,”

All that the authorities really ecared
was that the _international criminal
career of one, Fahﬁe Alfredo Valetti,
alias Corsica Phil, alias Joe the Hump,
had come to an ai)rupt olose, Officially
Bill and Mike were hauled over the
coals for taking the law into their own
hands, and unofficially were slapped on
the back by the British and American
police alike, In any case, the people
of Avonshire and the cricket world in
general would have risen in wrath had
“young Bill ? suffered anything like
serious blame.

The partners’ story, to which they
stuck doggedly, was that after Valetti
and some gunicderata (unknown) had
burgled their cottage, they had picked
up the Corsican’s trail at the fillin
station in Littls Bramley and' chase
him. Mike also told how he had
“shadowed ” the notorious crook pre-
viously, and discovered something of
his plans.

Of Len, little was said, It was known
that the ex-boss of the Allison Motor
Works had been a oclose associate of
Valetti’s, but as Bill held his obstinate
tongue, and Mike lied like a genius,
the poiioe could do nnthmgl.u The last
Bill ever heard was that his wastrel
%nuam had left France and “gone

ast.”

Thus, at long last, ended the bitter
Allison family feud.

But “out of evil cometh good.” If
the “Valetti case” did nothing else,
it certainly shed the fierce light of

of course,

publicity on the new BSimon Allison
supercharger. s ;

So great was the advertisement in-
deed, that_ certain keen genhlemap in
the motoring trade held a private
investigation of their own over the
farhous pursuit of Valetti. And one
morning, & few days after the case was
over, into the Kelsey cottage strode 8
brisk, cheerful, & unrolli-bmlt man, who
announced himself as Mr. James Farr—
the new owner of the Allison Motor
Works.

Fixing the comrades with a bright
and business-like eye, Mr. Farr came
down to brass tacks at once.

“Gentlemen, I just want to ask you
one question. Is it an honest-to-good-
ness fact that you overhauled that
Corsica fellow in an ordinary tourer
fitted with your new supercharger?”

“It is! And we'll prove it any
time!* was the blunt ra‘ia g

Mr. Farr’s eye gleamed brighter than

ever.
“Then that's good enough for me!”
he declared. “Now here’s my offer.
Sell me the supercharger! I'm out to
boom the Allison Works sky-high, and
I want someone in the family to help
me. I'll pay you & good round sum in
hard cash, plus a third interest in the
firm. Mr, Allison, there’s always a post
waiting for your father if ever he can
take it, and another for you when
you're not pln;rin crioket. As for you,
Cannonball, I'm here to offer you
immediate job of Chief Superintendent,
and if you don't take it, I'll make

you | .

After that Mr, Barr discussed actual
figures and terms, He could afford to
be generous, having picked up the works
for a song—and he was. urther, he
roalised shrewdly that the name of
Simon Allison was as gold now in the
motor world.

Bill, for his part, was only too willing
to deal, delighted beyond words at the
idea of joining the family firm. On
behalf of his father he engaged a lawyer
to clinch the business forthwith. And
in due ocourse, under the capable
gutclnnce of Mr, Farr and the Cannon-

all, the triumphant future of the
Allison supercharger was assured.

Bill's own especial triumph came &
fortnight later.



* Good 0ld Medman |

ERY appropriately it came, too,
v on thg last dlyroi the county
cricket & fine
A great
indeed—

searon,
summer's evening,

crowd —a record crowd,

packed the Avonshire ground.

But, as most of them were home
supporters, gloom reigned eupreme at
the moment. For, in radio parlance,
a deep depression from Yorkshire was
centred over Avonshire, snd the out-
look for Yorkshire's opponents waa
rotien, |

“8o near and yet wo far "—that was
how most Avonshire folk regarded the
position just then. During the last three
matches gome devastating bowling by
young Bill had put them neck and neck
with Yorkshire in the race for county
honotrs,- and now, with everything
hanging on the last match of the senson,
Avonshire had " mucked it.”

Left with just 200 to get for the all-
important victory, they had started well
and then collapsed against the tre-
mendously strong  Yorkshire attack.
Hence, at 6.20, they still wanted another
eixty runs; and the only batsmen left
to get them were Dick Hayes, the
etumper, and young Bill Alliron, whose
biggest score so far had been 22.

ome of the Avonshire crowd began
to move sadly towards the exits.

Nevertheless, those who remsined gave
Bill an uprosrious ovation as the youth-

on

ful left-hander strode out of the
pavilion, even though most of them
expected- to see him returning pretty

soon. And when he reached the pitch,
beaming 'cleerfully am usurl, little Dick
Hayes came waddling down the wicket
to ﬁ“t him in accents . grim.

" Listen, you big stiff I” hissed Dick.
*“Ne'mind those mourners in the pav.—
we've still got an outside chance of win-
ning! ‘"You hit out, Bill, and keep
hitting, see? Go barmy—I know you
can do it, while I keep my end up some-
how. But if you try to kid yourself
you're a real batsman I'll skin you!”

‘““And who's going t6 help you?”
retorted Bill as he walked to the crease.

But then, the moment Bill had taken
guard his grin vanished. His heart
began to thump against his ribs.

“Hit!” Dick had eaid. Right-ho!
Ever mince he had been & first-clase
cricketer Bill had been somewhat
ashamed of his batting. In every

innings, after meking one or two unm-
scientific but effective shots, he had

me nervous and tried to bat in
orthodox manner, always with disastrous
results. But now— X

Now, with the championship to play
for, Bill threw science to the winds and
“went barmy.” ;

.. Bowes was bowling, and bowling at
his fastest and best. Bill watched the
fair-haired Yorkshire giant hurtle up
to the wicket, saw the ball come
whistling _down straight for his leg
stump. It pitched, kicked, and then
rose cheet-high. He stepped back,
lammed out with all his force, and—

Smack | .

Every head in the Avonshire County
ground turned mechanically to follow
the red dot,

Up and up! On the boundary the
immaculate Sutcliffe backstepped into
position, watched the ball with longing
eyes, then waved his hands resignedly.
Ten wvards above his head sang the ball,
dropping Nplumb into the crowd on the
mound, Next moment the umpire raised
his arms on high, and the Avonshire
supporters exploded,
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“Well hit—well hit, Bill I”

“Good old Madman |”

*“Bix penn’orth | Oh, well swiped |

Bill grinned and twirled his bat.

And after that juicy beginning the
keen-eyed, steel-wristed young slogger
rather lost track of things.

Aguin and agsin the red pill kept

popping up, and Bill smashed at it
viciously—snywhere, any old how.
Sometimes his shots were good enough
for Hobbs or Hammond, sometimes
they were just awful, But they ocon-
nected—came down on the ball with a
good clean solid clump. That was all
Bill cared.
. Fours and twos sped from the swing-
mﬁ, swishing bat in all directions. The
onlookers worked themselves up into a
delirium of joy. Yorkshire began to lock
grave, But still the hefty youngster
kept going. It was sheer berserk swip-
ing—the sort that will knock any bowler
in the world off his length at times, And
this was one of the times, for Bill was
i::spired.

Occasicnally, in an agony of appre-
hension, he had to stand idle while Dick
Hayes took the bawling. But always
the gallant little stumper scrambled

the ball away somehow and ran like a
Then it was Bill's turn agsin

hare,

)

to hit like fury, blind to everything bul
the bowler at the other end,

‘There was cheering, he remembered
afterwards—great waves of sound, mn
though the whole world had gone mad |
Faces around him grew blurred—figures
in white seemed to spring up here and
there and miateriously vanish again,

Leyland too over from Bowes,
Maceulay bowled Yor Verity, and bowled
like & demon. But all the time Bill

was there, the ball was there, and he
kaﬁt hitting—hitting—hitting |
o grew breathless, tightﬁi d and

hard-eyed with concentra excite-
ment. Time flitted by. Over followed
over.

Crack |  Another ball—another six|
Smack | ore cheering, more run-

ning. How much longer could he keep
it up, he wondered—and then forgot
to wonder any more as he straig
drove Rhodes mto the deep.

Dick Hayes shouted something to him
as he raced past, but Bill couldn’t hear
the words for the noise all over the
ground. As he finished his second run,
hn\;'evar. the fieldsmen crossed over,
and{——

“Last over|”

The umpire’s voice cut through the
din like a knife.

(Continued on néxt page.)

Look out for

UMZUGAAN
THE
MIGHTY

the strong man of the African
Wilds. He appears in our
wonderfulnew series of Thrill
Yarns, staged in the jungles
of wildest Africa, which
starts in next week’s full-
value-for-money issue of
*“The Magnet.” You'll all
like Umzugaan — he's a
modern Hercules who is
fighting the evil power of
a dreaded witch doctor.
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Last over! Bill spun reund, and for
the firsi time took a good look at clock
and scorcboard.

Five runs wanted |

“0Oh gosh! And I've let Dick have
tho bowling 1”

Trembling with sudden anxiety Bill
dug his bat into the turf, leaned on it,
and turned imploring eyes upon his
partier.  Ten thousand other people
did likewise. Ior that mistake in tactics

had %i\'en Yorkshire their last chance,
and Bellers, their alert skipper, was
quick lo grasp 1t

He chucked the ball to Dowes for a
final whirlwind over. The hard, dour
fighters from the North hadu’t given
up heope yetl

Amid gripping silence the Yorkshire
express merchant began his attack on
Dick's wicket, His first ball no one
could have played; his second missed
Hayes' leg peg by a cont of varnish.
The crowd gasped. Then he bumped the
third, and, though the Avonshire man
ducked, he didn’t duck soon enough.

Thuwnp! Right heartily the ball
socked ngainst Dick’s shoulder, stag-
gered him slightly, and went bobbing

away towards fine leg. And—
“Come on!”
Young Bill Allison's husky shout

eclhoed round the packed, silent ground.

Dick ran.

“QOueh! Your end!” he grunted as
ho passed Bill, and Bill, flinging him-
self full length, just beat Barber's
throw-in by a fraction.

The ecrowd sprang up in masses, yell-
ing their heads off as the lad scrambled
to his feet again,

Four runs now! And Bill Bowes
bowled te Bill Allison.

It was a ball, too—one out of the
bag! All the power and speed at the
Yorkshireman's cornmand were behind
that hissing fizzer, which Bill scarcely

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

saw. Durely by instinet he half-whirled,
feet together and knees bent. His bat
flashed across and up, hooking the ball
off hiz eyebrows.

. There was an instantaneous shout
instantly stifled. Then agmn—dena
silence |

Liveryone watched. Out in the deep
a fieldsman leapt vainly into the air,
and Leyland came gpeeding along the
boundary, running desperately with
arms crooked and hands ready. But Bill
wasn't worrying any longer. He could
still feel the mmpact of that gorgeous
hook, and knew it was a safe six all the
way—it must be!

Smack against the rails thudded the
leather, with Leyland yards away. And
as that winning' hit rebounded on to
the field Bill and Dick started to run.

So did the spectators.

Avonshire had done it—they had won !
TFor the first time for thirty years tho
County Cricket Championship was
theirs again. Like a horde of raving
lunaties their supporters swarmed on to
the field. The two heroes were sur-
rounded before they had scampered ten
yards,

Then the fun became fast and furious.

Hoarse, joyous voices clamoured in
their ears, eager hands gripped them,
pulling them’ this way and that, Sud-
denly Bill found  Thimself Thoisted
shoulder-high above a' sea of upturned
fnces, with Dick bobhing violently along-
side and protesting wheezily. But round
the ground, and round again they were
chaired and cheered—the two “rabbits *
who, by sheer pluck and determination,
had defied the mighty lions of the
North.

“Well played, Bill—well slogged |”

“ Allison—Hayes [

“Good old Avonshire! Hurray-ay!"

Meanwhile, over in a guieter corner
near the pavilion, a long, lean Irish-

men lounged beside anothor older man,
who sat huddled in a bath-chair.
Although, as chief super., of the
flourishing Allison Works, Cannonball
Mike Doyle was a busy man these days,
he had been on the County ground all
the afterncon, escort to old Simon
Allison on -this, the inventor's second
outing since leaving Avonport hospital

In smiling silence the two men
watched the scene of wild enthusiasm
until, as Bill was carried past, Mike
cupped his hands and let loose one of
his most piercing  yella. hen,
apparently ashamed of such a display
of high spiris, the dour one grunted.

“Mad—and always will bs!” he
chuckled quietly, still keeping his
deep-sot eyes on Bill's swaying figure.

“But 'tis a grand young madman Yo
are, Billl And it's Cannonball Mike
Doyle who says sol”

Tapping a stick of chewing-gum on
his thumbnail, the one-time ace bent
closer to the invelid in the, chair. Bud
even so, he had to shout to make him:
self heard.

“Well, guv'nor, what with the Allison
Works, the Allison supercharger, and
young Allison of Avonshire goin’ strong
out there, ’tis a mighty proud man
yvez ought to be 1"

Old Simon Allison lifted his fnded
eyes. He tried to speak, but all he
could manage was n proud, happy smile
as the cheering swelled out again.

“Allison | We—want—DBill Allison "
“Be glory, ye've got him!” said
Mike.
THE END.

(A super series of thrilling adventure
o the African jungle, sturring the son
of a black chiejlasn. That's the new
treat for you, Wateh out for “UMZU-
GAAN THE MIGHTY!” the first
nerve-tingling yarn next Saturday.)
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BEFORE YOU GO—
To the Public Schools Tennis Tourna-
ment, why not make your will?
Probably it will be your last chance,

bound

playing, you're to

Herald.

for if you r.m_uﬁn: to see Coker

TICKLED TO DEATH | — Peter
Todd, Legal Expert, ¢/o Creyfriars

be

—

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Bolsover Minor

By Wingate Minor

Bolsover miner iz the yunger brother of
Bolgover majer. This being so, you can't
expect too much of the yungster, can

ou 1

Y Hubert Bolsover, a8 he hoa the daghed
nerve to be called, is, however, not very
much like his elder brother—for which
relisf, we in the Third are jolly thanlkiul !
Bolsover majer looka like a walking ad-
vertisement for beef extract ; but Bolsover
miner reminds you more of a shrimp or a
hewman gnat |

As a result of & kidnapping stunt or
something of the kind when he was a meer
chald, Bolsover was brought up in
some awiul slum where I su .unmum..a wasn’t
overburdened with tuck ; hence, the lack
of inches. But lack of inches, in his oase,
doesn’t mean lack of fighting abillity. On
the contrary, he's like a giddy wildeat
when MUH get his mad up, as I've dis.
covered to my sorrow more than once |

The yungster's manners are aimply
shocking to fellows of refinement like the
Third at Greyiriars. He barges you out
of hia way instead of politely eaying * Ho
it, bust you 1" He eats peas wi
instead of ﬂ.h._uwmum them up with hia
hands ; and he puts his fingers to his nose
ab ﬁﬁEﬁHwEm .m.nﬁmﬂn of poking out his

at them. ga things are very trying
to fellows who're accustomed nﬂﬁ rather
high standards of Etity Kett; but in
the unusual circumstances, of corse, we
make sllowances for Bolsover miner.

Bolsover miner'as biggest handicap is his
majer. For reasons which nobody has
yot fathomed, the yungster is fearfull
proud of hia majer, and this naturally le
to endless seraps. Only a cupple of days
before the summer vac we a frightiul
get-to, meerly because I called his majer a
beastly, bullying rotter and a smoky cad.
Goodness knows what would have hap-
pened if I'd said everything slse I thought
about him |

Btill, Hubﬂn%&ﬁqﬁfﬂuﬂ so bad ﬂ_...mﬂ
vou get to whim. He wasa jolly rou
diamond when he first arrived, u.ﬂ_E m ._...Em_.n WOULD YOU Hm.u.—._m..c__m T

I taught him & lesson or two ; but I'll admit
he’s taught me more than one lesson In

return !

(Next wocele:
Wingate minor.
beans ¥ Wailt and see |[—Ed.)

RBolsover

a nife |

minoy on
And does he spill the 2
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SAVE STUDY No. 71

Friends of Study No. 7 are urged to
rally round and support the Fund for
Strengthening the Study Furniture with
Steel. Bunter has put on 2 stone during
the vae. and the furniture won’t last a
week unless something’s dong before New
Term ! Donations to the Friends of
Study No. 7, Box No. 69, GREYFRIARS
HEERALD,

Spectre’s Surprising Appetite

Can a chap's ghost haunt
the midnight air while he’s
atill alive and kicking ¥ This
and other important ques-
tions are raised anew by an
extraordinary incident which
happened last term, and which
hag only just been reported.

It was & dark and stormy
night—beg pardom, though!
On consideration, it was
nothing of the kind. Matter
of fact, it waa a calm and mild
early summer night, with a

big, red-tinged moon shining
from & cloudless gky. But
there was something eerie
and pinister about it, if you
understand what we mean,
Perhapa it waa the faint wispa
of mist that gave it a gueer
look ; whatever it was, e
was something ghostly in the
air,

And then it happened!
W.H_.E.ﬁ the mrm..mnﬂn.m ﬂﬂ& School

ouse came & ghostly appari-
tion, gliding dh_,ﬁ_w Emnwwumnw_
precigion to the corner of the
guad, under the elmal A
bat whirled evilly over it,
while from the elms came the

of an owl |

mournful __uumbﬂ
a tuckshop,

As it reached t
the
A long interval, and then—

A ghrill feminine ghriek of |

terror assailed the air,

“A ghost! A ghosat |
The ghost of Master Bunter |
Lawks-a-mugsy 1

.H_". wad the wvolce of Mrs.
Mimble ! The good tuckshop
deme had seen the fearsomse
Pregence |

Came a gasping cry '* Oh
erikey !|” and a ﬂ% 4
sound ; then the ghost glid

back on its trail to the shadows
of the School Housze, till it
was lost in the might |

There, in brief, you have it,
It is an incident of wvital im-
port to all interested in
psychic phsnomena, for it
wasd accompanied by unique
Hﬂh—_ﬁﬂgﬂ-

To. begin with, Mra, Mimble
afterwards found herssif short
of about one pound’s worth
of tuck, which would seem
to suggest the startling pro-
position that ghosts can have
tremendous appetites,

Then there 13 the stegger.
ing eciroumstance that the
ghost bore an amazing re-
semblance to Billy Bunter,
from which we are entitled
to deduce that the ghosts of
living people ocan wander
about while their bodies lis
W%mammn:m. sleeping in the

emove dorm |

There's only one drawbaok
to the entire theory. At the
time of the ghostly visitation
on the school tuckshop,
Bunter, for reasons which
have not been explained, was
abgent from the dorm. |

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

My pator had to pay out kompensation

because our dog bit a tramp on the leg.

After all, beggars can't be * chewed, girs,”

can they 1

o

to give

—

'
¥

ectre vanished. |

“ The modern youth,” Rusmll's
ater once told him, **ia

ut an ill-mannered young
NOW IN MY DAY s

 Well, you all know the resi)
we' wdn't trouble to repeall
Anyway, Russaell {elt a ittle anis
when he WE&EHEE: ter WB
coming to lara for a
visit on Wednesday aftern,
To mark the occasiom, he had i
vited Brown and Ogilvy and Bquif
to & special tea in the stody, He
waan't at all sure that the gt
the kind of ill- . ¥
ruffians his pater had mentionsl,

o Euz”..n are, it meany I aba't
get & tip | ” he explained dimmally,
to his gueats,

“I, nothingl"” was Soullls
prompt retort. “‘ We esn be J
ﬁ.

thing your _H_.._-_“_E.. wanta ug to
t
if that's how he'd Lke wus, 1,

Butter won't melt in oar
H 11 =

ocha

..mm.E.rn 1
and Ogilvy.

* That's an idea | *' RusgeB wld,
brightening up considerably. *“Ii
you can pretend you're po _ﬁ
nice-mannered for onoe—ol 1
it'll cost you an effort

glared—Russell's not alwaya
Eﬂnﬂ.—u 15 he qlrm.rﬂﬁ alter a E
argument agreed to operate
wheeze, i

Now mark the result| ju
Russgell senr. arrived at Frias il
Station, the four were wallig

I—yonll
help me & lot t Thanks, awiualiyl” .
rown and Bquif and .

v on the pletform in best bib and

'

g
ngﬂ of slang or alipshod grammar

Youth Critic
Unimpressed

tucker and glossy &ilk toppers
to welcome him. Russell senr.
looked surprised—and looked more
M.ﬁ_u_,.ﬁ__m when they raized their
st and almost touched the plat-
form with their nappers in o
sweeping bow !

That was only the beginning!
Tha politeness of Russell and hia
pals that afternoon was a thing to
wonder at | They vied with each
other in being polite to Mr. Russsll !

On their way up to the school
Russall & Co. kept their heads
bowed reverently, only epeaking
when Mr, Russell addressed them.
When they did speak, their speech

meticulously correct; not a

passed their lipa |
; At the tea-table they ate practi.
ﬁmﬂ nothing, merely nibbling a
biscuits which they held
deintily between thumb and fore.
fihger,  All their attention was
concentrated on serving Mr. Russell,
mm_u.w. conversation eentred mostly
und the subject of improving
ra. Mr, Ruseell's expression
ame inoreasingly blank.
By the time their guest was
bidy fo depart, Ruasell & o,
felt they deserved well of their
gountry. Not o single hint of im-
politenees or bad manners had
ghtruded on the serenity of an
gdmittedly trying afterncon |
But the strange thing was that
.?. Russell didn't seem a bit
peased about it ; if anything, the
ppverse |
" Good-bye, boya [ "' he said, in a
hollow wvoice, as he shook hands
#ll round. " I congratulate you on
your exquisite menners and im-

i

FISH JOINS
THE HIKERS

Chaps who think Fisher T. Fish has
no use for physical exercise should have
seen him swinging along the road at a good
6 m.p.h. last Wednesday afternoon. We
can assure you it was a sight for sors eyes |

* Whither away, Fishy ? " we greeted.

Grunt | was the only reply,

" Have you taken at last to the broad
highway ! Are you setting out to see the
wayside besuties of rural England 1 ™

ruant !

** Are you doing it (horrid thought !} for
filthy luere—for the sake of a mercenary
wager with some eporting ecquaintance {

runt !

on've come

there's one big drawback
to early aulumn picnicg—
WABPS.

ventive
thought a pieme without
waspa at this time of the
year would be simply great.
And Rake thought he could
“lahminate the waspa.

a little squirter which, on

WASP PROBLEM
SOLVED

But Snag Followed

As all the world knows, with Rake's deadly littla
weapons. ‘The pienickers
were delighted. It was &
real treat to be able to eat
jam-tarts that weren't being
eaten at the same time by
several wasps.

Oniy when they had got
half-way through the picnio
did Rake & Co. realise that
there was a anag,

The snag was the sudden
commencement in all four

Rake, who is of an in-
turn  of mind,

He sot to work to deviee

** Or is it, old bean, beceuss : . _
to the conclusion that a little frech air and|the pressure of a bulb,jof wviclent internal pains.
exercise won't do you any harm ? If it*siwould squirt out just sui-|The explanation was E::w—n_ ﬁ__,

thet, then gratters—and more power to
your biceps | "’
Fish spoke at last.

ficient poison to kill & wasp.

four of them—one each for

most of the wasps they
sittacked were in the act of
settling on tuck at the time

He succeaded, He made

““Aw, can it!" he snapped. ‘' That aﬂEmﬂ. Desmond, Morgan|—and the tuck had conse-
bunk leaves me cold, I guess! If you|and himsslf, the picnicjquently abesorbed a fair
want me to spill it, hyer it ia : Yesterday party. amount of the poison !

I bought a packet of chewing-gum in a
ton-garden five miles down the road, and
the dame who runs the place switched me o
dud .%MHEM_, in the change.

* The reason that I'm doin® this to-day
is that I'm
forit 12

goin' back to get a good one

Waspa — those
littla

serenit
—atood no earthly chance of
disturbing & picnic where all
thé picnickers were armed

It’s a relief to be able to
say that it wasn't enough to
do any serious damage—but
we don’t mind telling you
it was a ocouple of dayas
before Rake & Co. wers
normal again,

It was & master stroke.

RNNOYIng
disturbera of the
of sutumn picnics

(Continued from previous column.)

peccable behaviour. Bubt may I
add something else 1 **

“What im it, pater 1" asked
Russell—politely, of courss |

* Only this,”" snorted THRussell
gonr. ‘' That if you don't soon get
rid of your effeminate and unmanly
ways, you'll grow up into the most
contemptible quartette of mnitwita
extant ] Think that over ™

Next time Russell senr. comea to
Greyiriara, Russell and his pals
are going to have a scrap with
Highcliffiana outside the station, a
brawl with Coker at the gatee and
s bun-fight compared with which a
R r scrum will look like a picnie.

(Continued a? foot of next cofummn.)

erhape that’ll ** learn ™ him |
FACTS WHILE

'LONZY’S

Dear Editor,—In the vociferous turmoil of our scholastio
reassembly, sir, let us not becoms oblivious to the psychological
anguish of those juveniles in our midet who are novitiates or,
in the vernacular or collogquial terminology, " new boys.”
How compassionately should we contemplate their unenviable
gituation, torn, as they are, from protective maternal arms
snd displaying, as they do by audible inhalation of an emotional
character through their nostrila, an indubitable tendency to
phenomena symptomatic of a lugubrious &Ju

I appeal to the philanthropic end benevolent instincts
characteristics of your readers by kindly word and humanitarian

esture and counsel, to render the lot of these juvenile in-
ividualy more felicitous !

YOU WAIT!

LITTLE LETTERS

ogition 1
and

Yours for mutual co-operation,
Avroxzo Topp.

(Sorry, "Lonzy, but we can’t muster up a solitary sob for
the melancholy plight of the new kids |

We know only too
well that the enuffling infant of to-day will
be the pugnacious and alarmingly cheeky ..Fm
of noxt weak ]! Take our tip, old bean, an

¢l save your sympathy for more deserving
{, M cbiccts —Ev.)

"4 " GREYFRIARS HERALD”

SHOPPING SERVICE.

We will gladly porchase on behall of our
readers any articles, whether adverlised in

e = [P 7 i il . = L T thi t, Bend tal-ord

; = - ; g 8 paper or not, Bend open postal-orders
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