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Featuring HARRY WHARTEIH & C0., the CHUMS of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Mysteripus Disappearance !

W HERE'S my coat?”
W “Come on, Bunter [*?
“But where—"'
“The boat's walting,
fathead I

“Blow the boat! roared Billy
Bunter. *“I tell you I can't find my
coat | Somebedy’s pinched my over-
coab I*

“Ha, ha, ha!” :
-Harry Wharton & Co. were wailing

for Bunter. They were tired of wait-
ing. They wers growing rather
exasperated.  But they had to laugh

when B:.mter si.tte:l Iﬂmt his ovarcoat
had beenn “pinched.' Billy Bunter's
overcoat, like all the things that were
his, wag hardly worth the while of the
most needy pincher.

The vacht, Firefly, was riding  at
anchor in the harbour at Marseilles
The boat was alongside, ready to take
the Greviriars party for a run ashore.
The Famous Five of the Remove were
ready. Billy Bunter wos not rendy. It
was, of course, exactly like the fat Owl
af the Remove to be unable to fnd
something he wanted, when everybody
else was ready to start.

It was a January day, but brilliant
sunshine streamed down on Marseilles
and the blue Mediterranean. Stall,
bright and sunny asz it was, it was none
too warm, and the Gre,}nla.rs juniors
had put on their ceats to go ashore.
There was o Lkeen wind on the sen, and
at sunset fhore would be the wsual

sharp spell of cold. Ixily Buenter
sould not, or. a1 any refe, would not,
go without his overcoat. And appar-

ently he couldn’t find it.
Mot till all the other

ready, and wailing, had DBuuter gone

below for lus coat. e saw na reason
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follows wore

why they should npot wait a few
minutes. Accustomed to Bunter's
agrecable manners and ecustoms, the
chums of the Remove waited a few
minutes with cheerful patience, But
when fen minutes had elapsed, they
shouted to Bunter to come up.

Buoter did not come up. He wanted
hiz coat.

“1 say, you fellows!” came a fat
squeak up the companion, “I say, if
you've been larking with my coat—-"
“The lerkiulness has not been ter-

rific,” answerad Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Then 1t's been pinched ™ roarcd
Bunter.

“It's worth twopence of anybody's
money "' remarked Johnny Bull

“My dear chap,” said Dob Cherry,
“don’t exaggerate! Only o blind man
would give twopence for that coet!”

“Ha, bha, ha ™

“You can cackle!” howled Bunter
from below. “But if it hasn't been
pinched, where ig it¥**

“You howling ass!” said Harry
Wharton. “It's where you left it,
wherever that was Look for it1”

“"I've looked  everywhere!l It's

T |+

“ Fathead I™

':.‘155 1!!‘

“Owl1”

“Huck u

1“‘
That B:F Bunter's overcoat really
was missing seemed improbable to the

Famouz Five. Bunter was shotrt-
gsighted, and he was lazy, which, they
had no dounht, accounted for the fact

that he could not find his coat,

Bunter's overcoat had seen service.
Tt had, in fact, scen a lot of serviee,
None of the wvast wealth at DBunter
Court had been expended on a new
winter overcoat for the heir of that
magnificent residence. And Bunter was

careless with hia cliethes. That over
cont was, perhaps, worth more than
the moderate sum of twﬁpﬂﬂm But it
was not worth & lof more, With so
many other coats on board the Firefly,
a “pincher ” was really not likely to
have selected Bunter's garment as hiz
prey.

S0 the Famous Five, having no doubt
that that shabby n:-i:] avarcoal was
within & vard or two of Bunter's far
little nose and big spectacles, shouted
to him to buck up.

‘‘ Beasts I"* came from DBunter below,
“I can't find my coat. I'm jolly well
not going without it. I'm mot gﬂmg
to catech preumonia and plumbago to
pl?ase you fellows, so don’t you_thin
15

“The boat's waiting, snd the captain
waiting m it 1" roared Bob Cherry.

"Lra.t. Yo wait 1™

“Compton's waiting——""
“Blow Compton Let him  wait

foo 1"

“You fat, frahjous, foozling frump !"
roared Bob., “Get a move on|”

“ Beast 1"

“Come without veur eoat!” hooted
Johony Ball.

" "r".’eli look here! I'll come without
my coat, i you'll lend me yours, old
cha?d WE]’.E'Et about that 1%

10

“Oh, really, Bull—"

Mr. Ewain, the mate of the Firefly,
called down from the bridge.

“The boat's waiting [V

Harry Wharton ran across to tha
rail. Captain Compton was seated in
ithe sterm of the boat alengside,
His nephew, Compton of the Grey.
friars Fifth, was standing up, and
looked up at Marry o3 the latter
looked down, :

“Aren’t you fellows coming?" asked
the Fifth Former. *“My uncle’s got an
appomtment to keep ashore——"
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" Thet ass Dunter can’t find his fat-
headed  eoat!”  answered Tarry.
“8orry, Compton! Just like the fat
chump ! :

Valentine Compton smiled, and
glanced at the hard-foced man sitting
in the stern., Captain Compton did not
smile. Tt was seldem that a emile re-
laxed the grimness of his hard visage.

“A few minutes, uncle—" said
Compton, ;

“I've an sppoeintment to keep ! saxd
the captain tersely. “And se have
vou, Valentine, You've booked a ride
ashore, and the groom will be wailing
with your horse. [I'll send the boat
back for the boys”

“Yes—ves; that's all right—quite all
right ' sald Harry Wharton hastily.

Unlike Billy Bunter, he disliked giv-
ing his host trouble, i

“Well, thought the boys might
like a ride, too,” said Compton of the
Fifth. hesitating,

“They would be safer in a car. I'll
gend the boat back. Give wawl"

The boat pushed off at the captain's
arder. That ecliled the matter.
Clompton of the Fifth frowned s little.
Hiz own manners were unexceptional;
and had never failed him durning that
holiday cruise, even in dealing with
Billy Bunter. But the captain, though

enerally polite enough to the Grey-
rlars Earty, never allowed politeness
to stand in the war of business.

Compton called back aeross  the
widening space between the boat and
the vachi’s side.

“Only about twenty minutes or so,
Wharton*

“Right as vrain!"? called back Harrr.

And he rejoined his friends at the
CORPANLOn.

“1 say, vou fellpws—-*

“Take vour time, vou fat ass!" said
Harry. “The beoat's pone, and we
ghall have to walt a good twenty
rainules for it

“Gone without us? Reotten bad man-
rers 1" satd DBilly Bunter, with a snort.
Mot that T expected much in the way
of manners on this ship.”

“Yon didn't bring gny on board with
vou. anvhow !™ snorted Johnny Bull,

“Yaht"

“Now find that rotten old coat, and
be ready when the boat comes back,
Bunier,” said Bob Cherry.

“Come and help me look for it.”

i Rats per

“ Beast 1™

The Famons Five lined the rail, find-
irg ample entertainment in watchiog
the busy shipping in the povt of Mar-
geilles, and the crowds on the quais,
while they waited for the return of the
boat. Ships of all nations, and all
rigs, were to be seen there, from tower-
ing liners to rakish little feluceas.
From passing eraft calling voiees in
many languapges could be heard—Fng-
lish and French, Spanish and Italian,
and Creck.

It was n scene of great interest to the
schoolbeys from the far-off island in
the North Bea. Btill, they were rather
keen to got going, for it was the last
dav of the Fireflv's stav at Marseilles
and they wanted to make the most o
their time there. At sunrise the fol-
lowing day the racht waz puolling ont.

“IIallo, halla, halla! Here comoes
the jolly old boat ! cxclaimed Bob
Chorry, at lask

Amid innumerable otber eraft. he

icked out the yachl’s boat, pulling

ack, after landing the captain and his
urplicw.

Herry Whavton planced round smeross
the deck. By that time, he had no
doubt, Billy Bunter had discovered the
lusive overcoat, and lLe expocted to see
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the fat junior. But Bunter was not to
be seen. ;

He crossed to the companion,
shonted down:

“ Bunter 1

“Beast " came the courteous reply.

“The boat's coming back; it will be
here in a few minutes! Come up, you
fat foozler !

“I can't find my ecoat!”

“YWhat!"” roarsd Wharton.

“Are von deaf, vou fathead?™ hooted
Bunter. . “I tell vou 1 can’t find my
coat [

“"You hlithering Owl! If we have to
eome down and find it, we'll jelly well
bump you!™ hooted the captaii of the
Groyfriars Rlemova,

“ Beast 1"

Harry Wharton went down the com-
panion, and his friends followed him.
They found Williamnm George Bunter
seated v an armchair in the zaloon. He
blinked at them indignantly through his
h:g spectaclos,

I say, vou fellows——
Iz that how vou're looking for your
coat?™ roared Johnny Bull.

“I'tn waiting for you fellows to come
and help me find it 1" said Bunter, with
dignity. “I've looked everywhere!
INow you fellows look, and I'll wait till
you've found it, zea ™

“You'll sit in that chair, while we're
hunting for your coat?* acked Buob
Cherry.

“Yes, old chap 1™

“Well,” zaid Dob, “you may be right,

B e e

As guests of Valentine Comp-
‘ton, Harry Wharton & Co. are
spending the Christmas vacation
aboard the steam yacht, ** Fire-
fiy.”> But all is not well, for
there is some mystery on board,
some secret undersianding be-
tween captain and crew that is
being carefully gmarded from
the Greyfriars guests !

B A e i ]

but T hardly think so. T think you're
grotting out of that chair, old fat man,
and getiing out quick 1

“Zhan’t 1* vetorted Bunter. “And I
can jolly well say—— ¥Yarocoooh! Oh
crikey ! Yaroocoooooop 17

Billy Bunter did not intend to get
out of that chair. Dut he got out, as
Bob Cherry ﬁrasped the back and tilted
it forward. He landed with a bump and
t fearful yell on his fat hends and
ifiees,

and

111

“Yowow-ow-ow-wooop!” roared
Bunter. i
Bob tilted the chair over a little

farther, and 1t dropped over Bunter.
With only his hend, hiz fat face and
spectacles  emerging  frem under the
high back of the chair, Bunter had a
remevkoble resemblance to a tortoisa
poling its head ot of ite shell.

“ Doooogh | gurgled Bunier.

“Ha, ha. ha 1™

“Ow! DBeastz! Wow ¥

Leaving the wrathful and indignant
0wl to wriggle out fromn  under the
ehair, the Famonz Five proceeded o
ook for the mising overcoat. They
had no denbt that they would find i
in a minuke or fwo,

But, to their surprize, they failed to
find ik, Thev hunted Ligh, and they
hunted low, and they hunted up owd
dewn and round ahout. But that over-
conl did not come to licht. In great
surpride, they bad fo admit that Biliy

3

Bunter was not, for once, the blithering
asy end lazy slacker they had naturally
supposed. Strange as it was, mysterious
a3 it was, Bunter's overcoat really was
missing |

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Rawlings to the Rescus !

1 R EIH"L%NEI:!E 12
L L ir EES
“Seen anything of Bunfer's

overcoatb I

*I'm afraid not, eir " Rawlings, the
stoward of the Firefly, shook hiz head
reﬁrr—:tf ully. * Master Bunter has already
askoed me, sir."

“I've asked Rawlings two or three
times 1™ growled DBunter. "Look here,
Rawlings, you're rvesponsible. Bome-
body's pinched that coat.”

“Bhut up, you howhing ass!™ roared
ok Cherry.

“I tell yvou—" roared Bunter.

“The pinchfulness is not preposterons,
my osteemed i1diotie DBuanter I¥  said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Where iz it, then?¥ demanded
Bunter, “Think it could walk away®™

Really, it was o puzele. Nowhere was
that overcont to be found. Billy Bunter
was blinking very suspiciously at the
stoward, through his big spectacles.

Harry Wharton had certain reasons
for doubting whether Bawlings had
ever realiscd the truth of that ancient
proverl, that honesty was the best
=oliey. But most cortainly he could
.ot suspect him of having annexed
Bunter's overcoat.

“I1f it's f)inr::hp&. somchody’s gﬁt io
pnf' for 161" eaid Bunter. *It's the
only coat I had with me. [ don't gener-
slly travel with only one coat, like you
fellows—my circumstances are a bif
different. DBut this time, as it happens,
it was the only coat I had with we—
coming away in a hurry—>"

#“Shut up ™ hooted Dob.

“Shan't! If that coat doesn't turn
up, somebody’s got to pay for if, arfd
full value, too!™ roared Buanter.
"‘Anyhndf got & tanneri" ashked
Johony Ball.

“¥You checky beast!
my pater
Bunter.

“Then he wos done out of twelve-
pound-ten ! suid Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Really, sir, it is rather absucd!”
said Rawlings. “If there were & dis
honest person on board, he wonld hardly
leave =0 manvy good coats, and pick out
a shabby old one, which was worth very
little when it woz new, which was no
doubt a very long time ago.”

“Why, you=—you—you——=" paspad
Bunter. TLver since the Tirefly had
steatned out of Dover, Bunler aad
found that steward cheeky. Un-
doubtedly, Rawlings was being fear-
fully checky now !

“Well, you've asked for that, vou fat
ass[* said Bob. “What the thump do
vou mean by sugpgesting that your silly
ceat's pinched

“0f course, nothing of the kind has
happened,” eaid Harry Wharton
hastily., *“DBut 1t'z a j{all’y old mystery
what's become of the dashed thing ™

*Master Buntor is sometimes a litils
carcless, =irl" Ell%EEStEd l'tawling:s.
“Ile may have hung his coat on the rail,
aned it may have slipped overboard—

“1 haven't!” roared Dunter.

"Well, #'s jusk the sort of idiotie
thing youn would del” growled Jolinnw
Rull. *You hanpg my coat on the rail
onc day at sea, when you shiffed it off
a deckehair yon wanled N

“That was your coat!” said Dunter.
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_That_coat cosl
twelve guineas!”  howled
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“1 shouldn’t hang
rail. Think I'd rﬁg
board 7

“Why, you fat scoundrel—"

"Ha ballo, halla! I ean hear the
boat " exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Locok
here, we can’t hang about here all day,
the last day et Marseilles—"

“I'm not going without a coat!™
rosred Bunter.

“Perhaps I can help, sic |* suggested
Rawlings. “If Master Bunter would
allow me to lend him & éoat—"

“Catch mae wearin a steward's
coat "™ sneered Bunier, doubtless by way
of génmful thanks for the offer.

“HKick him " said Harry.

“Yaroooh[* roared Bunter. “Keep
Jour hoofs away, Bob Cherry, you
beast] ¥You kick me again, and I'll—
yooo-hooooop 1

“You're awfully g;nmi. Hawlings,™
gaid Harvry, “but you're about twice ns
tall as Bunter, though you're not quite
g0 wida. Your coat—-"

"I do.not mean one of my own coats,

sir I sald Rawlings. “1 ha‘u:lppen to have
a coat that once belonged to DMaster
Valentine, when he was smaller, sir.
He kindly gave it to me when he grew
out of it, and I have kept it since, sir,
in the hope of selling it at some con-
venlent time.™

“{h1” satd Harry.

“It is packed away at the bottom of
& chest in my quarters, sir, but I could
get it out in & few minutes, if your
friend cares to avail himself of it.” =aid
Rowlings.

“ Rawlin old bean, vou're the
right man 1n the right place,” said Bob
Cherry, “Trot it out] Thanks no end!
I'm thanking wou, becausze Bunter
rlways forgets little things like that.”

Rawlings §rizgne,d.

“Very well, sir! I will not keep you
warling many minutes,” The steward
slid away.

“ Well, that's all right1” said Bunter.
"1 don’t mind wearing one of Compton’s
coats—if it's anything like a fit, of
course,. I'm pot used to wearing other
iellows’ clobber, I must say—"

“Whose is  that nechktie? asked
Johmny Bull sarcastically.

“If you're going to make a fuss about
& chap borrowing a necktle, Bull,
because he happens te be travelling
light—-"

awn coat on the
losing it over-

“Whose are thoss socks?” ssked
Frank Nugent.
“Mima!*  roared Bunter. “They

happen to be the same colour as yours,

that's all, If you think they're
yourg——"=
“Whose is that collar?” inquired

Harry Wharton.

“Can’t vou lend & pal n eollar®

“Whose are those shoesi™ asked Bob

herry.

“1f I'va put on your best shoes by
mistake, I've no time to chango thoem
T O e

“Whese iz that absurd and excellent
handkerchief, my e¢steemed Dunter?”

"Not  Bunter's,” said DBob, *it's
clean |

“Wall, it’s not one of yours '™ sneered
Bunter. "I may have borrowed & fow
hankies fromn Compton, I say, ¥you
fellows, all this is rather sordid! I liad
no time to send for my suilcases beforo
we ¢ame oh board——"

“Only the time was lacking,” said Bob
Cherry solemnly—" uot the suitcazes.”

“Exactly ! DBut, as I was saying, I'm
not used to wearing other [ellows'
clobber, That sort o thing may suib
you fellows=—1I dare say you're uzed to
second-hand things—but it's a bit
different with me. 3till, I'll look at that
cont. Rawlings bad better be tipped if
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he lends it to me, I don't want to be
under any obligation to & steward.”

“Well, nobody’s going to stop you
from tipping him.”

“0h, really, Cherry, I've no small
change, as 1t happens, and I'im not
going to give him o banknote! One of
you fellows tip him half-a-crown, Dash
it all, make it five bob " zaid Bunter
generously. *71 believe in being liberal
with servants when—">

“When 1t's somebody else's ive bob 1"

“No, r{yau beast ! When they're oblig-
ing and respectful. 8till, you can ba
mean with the man, if you like 1" said
Bunter scornfully. “I dare zay he's
voticed already that you're a mean lot 1

Rawlings came back into the saloon
with an overcont over his arm. He held
it up for Bunter’s inspection. It was
guite a nice coat, thick and warm and
well lined. If it was, as he had said,
a coat that had belonged to Valentine
Compton when he was younger, it had
been well cared for and little worn, for
it looled as pood as new,

Billy Bunter blinked at it with
approval. It was undoubtedly a much
better ane bandsomer coat than hizs own
vanished one.

“Well, that’s all right, my man [ said
Bunter. "I it fits=I'm rather par-
ticular about the fit of my coats——"

“*(th, shove it on, and dry up ™ said
Johnny Bull.

Rawlinga held the eceat, and DBunter
put his fat arms into the sleeves.
Except for a little difficulty n makmg
it meet in front, it was gquite as goo
a fit as Bunier's old coat. The fat Owl
certainly looked better dressed than
usual when he had got it on.

“Well, I think I could make this do,”
said Bunter. " Any port in a storm, yon
know. 1 suppose yon c¢an handle a
negdle and thread, Rawlings? You can
shift all the buttons, so that I can
button it 8 bit more easily. You fellows
won't have to walt more than half en
hour.”

“No,” said Bob: “1I rather think not.
I jolly well know that Fm not going to
wait even half s minute! You fellows
coming ¥

“Yes, rather 1™

The Co. tramped up to the deck.

“1 say, you fellows—" velled Dunter,

“Good-bye, old fat man 1®

“Beasts| I'm coming I”

Billy Bunter discovered that ho could
manage, after all, with the overcoat as
it wus., He bolted on deck after the
Famous Five. )

They were already going down the
eide into the boak. pparently, they
had some idea that they had wasted
enough time on Bunter that morning.
That, of course, was tho sort of sejfish-
ness that Bunter really expected from
them.

Anvhow, they were going, and Bunter
rolled after them. e pluinped into the
boat, pasping, and the seanten pushed
off from the Fireflv. The fat Owl
blinked, with severe reproach, at the
cheery five as the boat rocked away on
the water.

*1 shall have to wear 1his coat open,”
he said, "and if I catch preumonig or
plumbago, it will be your fault! I dare
say vou d like fo see me laid uvo in my
bunk for the rest of thiz eruizae I

“No such luck I said Bob.

“ Beast 17

Harry Wharton, glancing back at tha
Firefly as the seamen pulled to the quay,
saw Hawlings go up to the bridze, whers
he joined Mr. Swain. The mate and the
steward stood together, gnzing ofter the
boat as if interested in the shore-going
Eaﬂ There was a grin on Mr. Swain's

ulldeg visage and a faint smile on
Rawlings’ sleek face, both of which

raiher Elu!ed the captain of the Grey-
friara Remove. Certamly it did nob
ogeur to him that either had any con-
nection with the fact that Billy Bunter
was wearing an overcoat kindly tent himn
by the steward. Harry Wharton had his
doubts about the yacht, her captain, and
her crew; but it did not oceur to him
that there was more in that handsome
grey overcoat than met the eye.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.

A Day at Marseflles !

e SAY, vou fellows, got any tongs i
“Tongs?”" repeated Ilarry

Wharton.
3 “¥Yes, tongs!™ =aid DBunter
irpitably. 1 suppose you know what

tongs arel™

Tha Remova fellows had been strolling
about Mareeilles for an bour or so.
They had rather expected to see Captain
Compton or Compton of the Fifth when
they landed, but neither the captain nor
hia nephew had turned up.

However, they were quite prepared 1o
walk about the sunlit city and see the
sights on their own, During that hour’s
walk Bunter had twice suggested stop-
ping to feed, and twice had his conm-
rades turned deaf cars to the suggestion.
MNow he had stopped at & stall where
picture-posteards  were sold, and was
mmaking an extensive selection of the
Barne,

The other fellows bought & few
picture-eards, to address and post to the
eld folks at home. Bunter was nob
content with a few, He had a pack in
his fat hand that looked as nunerous as
a pack of plaving-cards.

Bunter could alford to be a little
extravegant, as e was not going to pay
for the purchases. So the Famous Fiso
were pot surprised. DBut they wero surs,

rvised when, he blinked tround and

cmanded tongs, What on earth Bunter
could want tongs for was a mysiery to
them.

“Well, got any " asked Buntler.

“Are you more than usually potty 1™
inquired Bob Cherry, “ What the meryy
thump do vou want tengs fer! Do you
mean a palr of tongs 1

“Don't boe an ass, Cherry! What's
the good of a pair of tongs when I've
got forty or fiflty posteards to send §¥

“What do you want tongs at all fori”
shricked Bob. ;

“1 can’t post the cards without fongs,

you ass| ‘Think I want the chaps to
Sai}.{ doubla for them when they're
alivered ¥

“Oh 1 pasped Wharton, * He means
timbres—stamps 17

““"Btamps are called tongs here,” said
Bunter. *“If vou fellows had been a
bit more carcful in the Frencl: class at
Greyfriavs, vou'd know that they call
stamps tongs in France I

“THa, ha, ha ™

" Blessed if I see anything to eackle
at! Look here, have you got any tongs,
or haven't vou? demanded Bunter.

“Yeon can get stamps from the johnny
who seolls eards,” said Harry, laughing
—*that 15, 1f you eall them timbres | i
don't Enow what you'll get if you ask
for tongs."”

“l den't want vou to teach me
Treueh, Wharton I Bunter sniffed dis-
dainfully, and turned to the dusky, smil-
ing shoprran. " Tonpa 1 he said.

* Plaat-i]

“What the dickens does he meani™

runied Bunter. * Play rill when? Waoa
ﬁuvun't cante hero to play that 1 know
of 1 Dees be mean pay ™

“Ha, ha,.ha "

“Tongs |7 repeated Bunter. " Under-
stand ! Comprenny i Tonga! Les tongs
pouy prittez on lea posteards—soe(”

¥



“Oh erikov!” pasped Bob Cherry,
“fi the chap nnderstands {hat French.
ho's some Imil. sl the language 1 )

“ Do ghut up, Cherry | Look here, my
man, Je want some tonge ! ecxplained
Buouter, “YVous handez over sorme tohgs
=gz §

““Thnbres, 8'il vous plait ' said Iarey
Wharton

“ui, n'sleur ™
The 5Imﬁnmn produced stamps.

“1 wish you wouldn't buit in,
Wharton [* said Bunter crossly. “The
man understood me all right. He's

handing over the stamps. ou fellows
pever can mind your own business
“You fat ass—"

“AMind vour own business!” hooted
Bunter. "Leave a chap alone—sce?
Shut up, and don’t barge 1 [*

Bunter turped the back of the hand-
soiie grey overcoat on the Famons Iive.
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Five. They smiled genially, but did not
#HNEWEE,

“Gone deaf ' hooted Dunter.
_ Five heads were shaken,
juniors did not speal.

Bunter blinked at them in irritalcd
perplexity.

but the

“Why don’'t you answer, yvou fat-
heads 1™ he demanded ]
“You told us to shut up!™ said

Wharton mildly. “We're shutting up !

“Oh, don’t be a silly ase!™ vapped
Buunter. " Lock here, pay the man his
ten bob and let's get on. I'm getting
hungry.”

Five hoads were shaken again.

“Will you pay that mau ten bobi”
hooted Bunfer.

TNo: we're
business."!

“To henr is to obey ! explained Bob
Cherry solemnly.

minding  our own

3

“T gay, yvou fellows—" he welled.

“Tata, old fat bean!”

“0h, erikey ! I say, Harry, old chap,
I say, Bob, old fellow, Franky, dear
old chap——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hayry Wharten & Co. turned bael,
much to the fab Owl's velief. As Bunter
was in his usual state of impecuniosity,
liz would have been left in rathor a diffir
cult position had they persisted in shut-
tihg up and minding their own business.

“WNow, you fat frog!” eald Harry.
“You can have a bob's worth of cards
and stamps to maich, Pick them out,
and look sharp ¥

“I've pot about Ofty here,” said
Dunter. “I can't do with five or six
like you fellows | I've got lols of friends
to send them to, rether differcat {rom
you chaps.”

“ Hallo, ‘halla, halle! Time for us to

Billy Bunter was disturbed by a shake at his fat shoulder. He grunied and grunted agaln, and finally opened his eyes behind

his big spectacles and glared.

* Go away ! * he yapped, blinking at the black-browed chanffeur. *¢

hat the thump are

you waking me up for, you beast # Vous goez away ! Bunkez ! See? Getfez vous out !

His extensive assortment of picture.
posicards and a sheeb of stamps were
placed in a large envelope by the
smiling shopman.

" inquante-cing francs, monsieur ¥

“What does the man mean by song-
kong-song-frong 7" said Bunter irritably.,
“They speak rotten French in Mar-
seilles | I can’t understand them !

“He means ffty-five franes,
head ¥

“YWou shut up! T know what the man
means all right! I wish you'd mind
vour own busincss, Wharion '™

" Cinguante-cing francs, m'sieur ™

*That's not denr for this lot, with the
exchange at & hundred,” snid Bunter.
“QOnly about ten bob! Oh, I zay, I're
left my notecase on the Firvefly ! It—it
was In my overcoat pocket, you know.
All my currency notes and banknotes in
it, too | I say, you fellows, pay the man,
will you, and I'll scttle when we go on
board §*

Bunter blinked round at the Famous

fat-

“The henrfulness is the idiotic obey-
fulness, my esteemed Bunter.”

“Come on, you fellows!™ said Johnny
Bull. *¥We're wasling time.”

“1 say, you fellows!” pasped Bunter.
“You coming, Bunter 7! asked Nugent
over his shoulder.

“1 can't come without paying the man
for his posteards and tongs!” hooted
Bunter. “ Are you going o pay him or
not i

“MNot! We're going to mind our own
business, Rs per instructions!™ explained
Harry Wharton, “8ce you later, if
vou're staving here.’’

The Famous Five walked on.

Billy Bunter glared after them, with 2
glare that almost eracked hiz spectacles.

Haring told the juniors to shut up
and mind their own husiness, DBunter
veally might have expected them so to
do. But he did not seem satisfied by
this  carcful  obscrvance of s
instrnetions. Ie seemed annoayed.

mind our ewn business apain ™ prinned
Bob Cherry. *Come on, old beans I*

' T say, you fellows, hold on ! If you'ro
going to be mean—"

“The meanfulness
ferrific.”

“That's the sort of gratitude I expect
after geiting you an c¢xpensive cruise
with my friend Compton [ said Bunter

i3 going to be

scornfully. " Look here, Wharton, are
you nl:g io lend me ten bob or nott”
if 'U‘tl LE ]
i Beast [

Ten bob for a{‘;ictum posteards secmoed
rather too lavish for the fellows who had
fo provide the necessary bobs.  With
decp indignation, Billy Bunter made =
new and diminished selection. Mive
franes, instead of Ofty-five, vere handed
over for the same, while Bunter snorted
seornfully.  Still snorting contompt Lo
rolled on after the 1amons: Tive,
*Huallo, hallo, hallo, there's the jolly
old steward 1 exclaimed Bob Cherry
g Macxer Lispapy.—No. 1,508,
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suddenly, as Rawlings appeared in the
crowded streot.

Rawlings came up and touehed his cap
vary civilly.

“I've been looking for you wyoung

entlemen,” he  said. " Captain

mpton has instructed me—>"

“Look here, coma on and nevor mind
Rawlings!” grunted Billy Buuter.
“Owl Wow! Stop stamiping on my
foot, you beast [™

“Go it, Rawlings!” said TFrank
Nugent.

“The captain thinks you might like a
motor drive,” said Rawlings, “He is
rather busy to-day, and Master Valeo-
tine has gone for & ride: but if you
young gentlemen would like a drive,
a car i8 ready, and the captain has
instructed me to accompany you. There
ig a very pleasant place in the hills
where you might care to have lunch——"

“Good 1 said Bunter.

“1 am very well acguainted with this
city,” said Rawlings, "and if you have
ng ohjection I will sib beside the
chaulfeur and point out places of
interest—"

“Joully good of you, old bean!™ said
HBab.

“1 say, yon fellows, better go straight
lo hunch—""

“Thiz way, young gentlemen!” said
Rawlings.

The juniors foflowed the steward.
After an hour’s walk they liked the idea
of doing the sighis in 2 car: cspecially
Bunter, ]

“Jeolly good idea," =aid Bunter. " Dut
I don’d see that we want Rawlings on
the car. That man’s cheeky.”

“Well, I don't suppose the jolly old
captain wants 2 lot of schoolboys
wandering ovor a foreign cily cntirely

THE MAGNET

on iheir own1” rvemarked Nugent, “I
dare eay he feels responsible for ua™

“That's rot 1" said Bunter. “I'm with
you! 1 suppose I can look after you.””
“Oh, my hat 1"

“ Look !mmi we'll jolly well order
Rowlings to clear,” said Bunter, " All
ho need do 15 to pay for the cor. Seo "

“Shut up, Bunter I

“ Beast [V

The juniors expected Rawlings to lead
thein te a garage. DBut they found the
car waiting at a little distence down the
strect, with a black-browed Marseilles
chauffeur sitting at the wheel, It was a
large and handsome car, and there was
plenty of reom for the zix juniors in it
Rawlings took bhis seat beside the driver.
Bunter gave a grunt of satizfaction as
he zat down on soft leather.

“MNot a bad turn out!” he remarked.
“Not like cur Rolls at Bunter Court, of
course, bue not bad | I say, you [ellows,
tell the wan to drive straight to that
place where we're going to have lunch.”

“Ehut up, Bunter t*

"‘!E.FEEIZI |

And the car rolled awsy with the
Creyfriars party.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lunch at Lastl

ARRY WHARTON & Co,

H uife enjoyed that drive yound
the great Mediterranean city
of Marseillea.

Rawlings was well sequainted with
the eity, and he played the part of
cieerong  with sIcelI: politencez.  Billy
Bunter almost forgot ihat he was
cheeky: and Harry Wharton hardly
remembered his deep distrust of the
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man. Certainly, at present, Rawlings
scemoed to have ne idea but to malio
himself wseful and agrecable.

In the course of three hours the chims
of Greyfriars saw quile a lot of Jay-
seilles, the Cathedral of SBainio Mavie
the Palais de Longchamp, the
Promenade ¢u Prado, and otlier well-
known sights; above all, the famous Rue
Cannebiers, They went up the lift to
Notre Dame de la Garde, on its high,
limestone rock, whenee thore was o mag-
nificent view of the eity and the harbour
and whenece they spotied the Fivelly and
unnuwnbered other eraft in the Bassin dn
Lazarct, tho Dassin de la Joliette, and
the Vieux IPPort.

After which, the Famous Five wern
alniost as ready as Bunter to head for
the spot where they were to lunch.

Leaving the city behind, the ear ran
by a long, white read, and turned into
a chemin that led awpy into ihe hills
Billy Bunter having been provided with
n bag of sticky cakes, the fac junisr hed
tolerated tho sightseaing with mere ov
less fertitude: but his thoughts were on
Iunch, on which they coneentrated morn
and move after thoe calies had disap-
peared.

“I say, vou fellows, we're feacfully
late for lunch ! grunted Bunter, “1I
gay, I don't sco why we couldn’t feed os
onas of the big restaurants aleng the
Cannonball.”

“Ido you mean the Cannchicre, fat-
head P asked Bl

“No, I don't, and 1 don't want vou
lo teach me Trench, either,” pruaniad
Bunter. “1 say, I'm hungey.”

Fawlings glanced voundd.

“Wao shall roach the plaen very soon
now, =" he said. YIt iz & vorw
pleasant and pleluresque spct, calkal
the Soleil Jd"Cr——-"

“That's a jolly queer name for o
rlace,” said Dunter, *What Jo 1licy
call it the Solid Door fort

“Boleil d'0r, fathend ! said Tob
Chervy. “The Golden Sun! Op o e
exact, the Bun of Gold, which is the wav
the Frogzies put it.”

¥Teach vour grapdmother 1" sruntel
Bunter, “Think I don't krow (lhat
Solid Door means Gaolden San? 1 osay,
I'm hungrv.”

“We've heard that one!” remarked
Nugent.

“The heardiuiness
frequent.”™

£ ?3]’] Iu

From the chemin the car tarned 1nta
e narrower gnd mors rully chemin, and
rocked up an acelivity, Lhe last white-
walled villa had disappeared frem view,
gnd the schoolboy tourists seemped to be
penetrating inlo solitude—a strange ron-
trast to the busy, hummiug ecity they
had left behind.

Billy Dunter bhnked dizparasingly
from the ear Slopine Inlls, and vines,
and patches of woodland mizht be
picturesgue in thei= way, but the view
that Bunter really enjoyed was ithe view
of a wellspread talble, piled with food-
stuffa,

However, the Solei]l 4'0Qr was venchedd
at Iast: o little 1o and restaueant half-
hicdeden by a great plans tres. The caor
halted, and the Greyfrinrs fellows
turned out,

A plamp, smiling innkeeper and a fat,
rasy-checked walter greeted them with
polite bows. Apparently they were
expected, no doubt Rawhngs lind sent
word, for a table was laid for lunch in
the conrtyard under the spreading plane
Free: and both innkeeper snd pareon
ot buay at once.

Billy Boniers fat brow elearved v how
the foodsinffa come 1n sight. I woes o
small place in 2 remole pot, but e

iz terrvific and



provender was good—and, still more
important, it waz unlimited in gquantity,
unter =at and siniled.

But he gave Rawlings a suspicious
blink through his i spectacles. 1f that
cheoky steward supposed that he was
going to siv dowr to lunch with an
aristocrat like William George Bunter,
ha had another ouess coming, and
Bunter was ready to tell him so.

But Bawlings discreetly disappeared
into th. auberge with the black-browed
Marzeillese chauffour, snd the fat
aristocerat was relisved.

For tho noxt hour Dunter was busy.

Harry Wharton & Co. packed away a
very good lunch, and then strolled about
the place, while Billy Bunter continued
his gastronomic opervations, keeping the

arcon very busy, and no doubt cousing
'timlltﬂ wonder where the [at junior put
It ali.

Even Bunter, however, was finished at
last, and he leaned back in his chair,
breathing hard aftor his exertions.

Rawlings reappeared from
muberge.

“If the young gentlemen would care
for 3 walk, there 13 & ruin of a Roman
villa at a short distance,” he sugpested,

“Jolly pood idea I said

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

‘Come on, Bunter old fat bean !

“If you fellows think I'm going to
tramp about just after s meal, }'nu‘rp
mistaken " prunted Bunter. “I say, if
we o straight back to Dlarseilles in the
Car we can go to the Sictures.”

Bolb Cherry chuckle

“Yes, we've travelled a thousand
milez or g0 to go to the pictures,” he
remarked—"1 don’t think

“It is not more than a mile or =o,
Master Bunter,”” said Kawlings, “ Per-
haps a little hilly—"

I you think I'm going to walk up

ik

the

[

is—

“0h, get a move on, vou fat slacker ™
sald Johnny Dull.

“Can we get there in the ear,
Hawlings "’

“"HemI No, sir. The way is & little
rugged—="

“Then I'm not pgoing!™ prunted
Duntoer, “You fellows can walk all

over the South of France if voun like.
I''n sitting heve till we go back.”™

“Tf Master Buater would . prefer to
tale a rest—" zaid Rawlings.

“T jolly  well would!™ pgrunted
Bunter. “One of you fellows ean stay
here with me, in ease I want anything.”

“Don't all =speak’ st once, you
fellows,”” =aid Bob. “1 can s=ea that
vou're all going to jump at the chance
of sitting here and listening to Bunter
snoring, in cate he may happen to want
an‘;rlhm S

‘Ha, ha, ha 1

“Well, look here, if you'ro walking
off and Ieavin? a fellow, get me some
cushions,” said Bunter. “I'll have a
bit of a nap under this free. Beel"”

“Certainly, sir I" said Rawlings.

Cushions were provided, and the Owl
of the Ilemove settled down for a nap.
The I'amous I'ive, not in the least in-
clined for a nap after lunch, and still
oz disposed to sit and listen to Bunter’s
egnaore while he napped, walked out of
the gateway with Rawlings,

Harry Whartons brow
thoughtiul as he went.

He had someibing to say to his com-
rades before they went back to tha
vacht, and it was something that could
not be said i the presence of the
steward of the Firefly; it was something
that had been on his mind ever since
the vacht had steamed into the harbour
of Marscilles vwo or three davs ago, bug
ha had hesitated #il! now Now, |

1=

was rabther
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ever, it was the last day at Marscalles,
and the matter had to be settled,

The juniors followed Rawlings by a
hilly path, and the inn disappeared
from sight. Rawlings had said that it
was about a mile, but they had covercd
more than twice that distance by wind-
ingi ways befora the steward came fo a
halt in a roeky walley down which =
torrent brawled and splashed. He stood
Iogking about him in o dubious way.

“Where's the jolly old Roman villa,
ald bean? asked Bob, with a grin,
“ Lost 187"

“I am sorry, young gentlemen,” said
Rawlings apologetically, “It iz many
years singe }11 was here last, and I scem
to have forgotten the way., It cannot
be far distant, Perhaps you young
gentlemen would like to rest here for
a few minutes while I look round?

“ Right-he I*

Two miles on rugged, hilly paths had
made the schoolboys ready for a rest.

1]

They sat down on the rugged boulders Fa

beside the torrens, aod Rawlings moved
oway. Ile remamned in sight for & few
minutes, locking about him, as if in
search of a path, and then disappeared
from view among tha rocks.

“Jolly here!” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Topping 1" agreed Nugent,

“The topfulness is terrific.”

FREE CIFTS
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“1 hope Rawlings hasn't lost his way,”
said Johpnny Bull,  * It would be no joke
tr:r'li!ig to find our way out of this."

“He isi't the man to lose his way,”
said Bob. “Fact is, I'm rather glad of
o rest. Jolly ald solitude, 1sn't 1t?
Who'd think that we were only about
ten miles from the busiest seaport on the
Mediterranean ¥

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dark eres
were on Harry Wharton's face, with a
rather amused glimmer in their dusky
deplhs.

“Get it off your esteemed chest, my
abzurd Wharton,” he sugzested,

Harry gave a start.

“Eh? he ejaculated. *“ What ™

The nabob grinned. He wasz roather
keencr in obzervation- than the other
members of the Co., and he had been
awarg for some time past that the cap-
tain of the Remove had some unptlered
thought on his mind

“Hallo. kalle. hallo I
reund.,  “ Anvihing up

EHarry Wharton dreew 2 deep breath,

“Well. ves,” he said. “1've got some-
thing to tell yon fellows, and thers's a
chanee now that Bawlings has cleared.”

“Bomething that Rawlings musta’t
hear " aslied Bob in wonder.

“Well, yoz, rather.”

“Cough it up; he may heave in sight
any minute. We've got to get back to
the yacht at sundown, vou know.”

“That's ihe problem,"” zad Harry
quictly. “ We've xot 1o decide this afier.

DBob looked

7
HEMI 1\Ehuthu-r we go back to the yacht
at all.
At which the Co. stared at him

blankisy.

. g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER grunted.

B Under tho plang-treo in the
courtvard, sprawlin on
cushiona, tha fat Owl of Grey-

friavs was sleeping the sleep of the just,

Az the more strenuous members
the party had gone on a walk to see
soma fatheaded ruin or other, Billy

Bunter expected to be left in peace and

to have his nap out in comiort,

Instead of which, he was disturbed by

g shake of his fat shoulder, and he

grunted, end grunted again, and finally

opened hiz eyea behind his big spectaclea
and glared.
alone, ho

“ Lemme
¥ pi_:ed;. “I'm noi going fo move yobl
o !-nr another walk—and be blowed to
you 1

Then he became awere that it was
not one of the juniors who had awak-
encd him; it was the black-browed
chaulfeur who had driven the car up
gi;cém Marseilles to the Auberge Soleil

r‘I-

Bunter hlinked at him, then he l:-'li.nI-tgﬂ
roind. None of the juniors was mn
gsight. 'The Famous Five had not re-
tarned from their wallk. Neither was
Howlings to be seen. Why the French
chaufeur was awaken'ng him was o
mystery to Billy Bunter, and a very
irrttating myvstecy,

“Go away!” he Eupp&d. “What the
thurap are vou waking me up for, you
beast? Go away! Vous goez awayl™
added Bunter, putting it in Frenck—his
own romarlkable Irench. * Bunkez!
See? Gettez vous oull”

“ Venez, moneieur | said the black-
brawed one.

Y1 don's know what
venez—and I jolly well
grunted Dunter, “You goez!
vous off | Leavezr mol alone [

“ Vous venez avee mol. monsieur, c}nns
['automobile ! said the chauffeur. Then
he put it in English that bore s striking
family rezemblance to Bunter's French:
“You go to coma in one automobile.”

“Eh?! I'm not going back yet!”
enapped Bonter. © I'm waiting here for
the other fellows to come back I

“No go to come!” explained the
chauffeur., " Les messieurs—zese oncs
go Marseilles anozzer vay.”

Bunter sat up and took notice at that.
Hiz very spectacles glowed with
indignation.

“Nv hat ' he gasped. *“Aean to say
that the beasts have gone back another

(1)

wat, and left me on my own'!

you beast!

o1 mean by
on't want to 1™
Cuttes

dey valk viz a foob!” gald the
chaunffeur, o i RS EORY
“Well, of all the blithering idiots "

sped Bunter.  ® Walking back, when
Fi?gér counld go in & ear!  Just like them,
toa ! And leaving a fellow on hic ownl
Afier all I've done for them, too I™

¥ ¥ons vensz 1" said the hiﬂﬂk-h}'ﬂ“‘l:rﬂ]
chezuffeur. “VYou want go Marseilles—
ves? You stay here all one night? Moi,
je m’en vais! Bbe, I gol You come or
vou stayi” :

Dunter rose to his fect,

If those hlithering idiots had walked
back to DMlarseilles, ceviainly Dilly
Bunter did not want to remain at the
Soleil 4'0r on his lonely own.

“(Oh, the bLeasts!” ha gasped. “0Of
contrso I want to go beck, yon ass!
Think I want to stick hera all night,
when the yacht sails at dawn? 1

Tue Macxer Liorany.—No, 1,508,



thﬂu,-g;ht we were going to have tea
here."

“Ja ne comprends pas—"

“Oh, you Froggics don't comprong
anything 1" grunted Bunter. I su
ose Rawlinga has Pﬂ.ld for the lunch?

jolly well know I'm not going to pay
for anything. I was S;m:g to address
my cards here, after I'd had a nap 1

“Comment 1"

“What's commen?!” snapped Bunter.
“Don't talk rot, even if you are &
Froggy. 1 sappose I'd better got back,
and f’{l jolly well tell the beasts what I
think of them, too '

“Venez, g'il vouz plait, mansieur.”

The car was ready. The chauffeur
opened the door for Bunter, and he
rolled into it. Innkeeper and garcon
bowed him off, as the car rolled out of
the courtyard. Evidently the lunch had
been paid for.

Bunter sat frowning wrathfully as the
automobila rocked away down the
rugged chemin, He was deeply and
intonsely annoved.

The beasts had gons for a walk, and
naturally he had expected them back.
He had been going to address his collec-
tion of picture postcards, and stack
away an_ample tea, beforo he left the
Soleil d'0r, tukiog it for granted that
the chauffenr and the car would wait.

Instead of which, they had not come
back, and the chauffeur had announced
that he was going back to the city, and
that Bunter conld ge or stay, as he
iked | -

Nalurally, he went! Certainly he did
not want to remain at the Jonely
auberge aftoer his only means of trans-
port had dizappeaved,

But he waes deeply amnoyed. Qener-
ally, Billy Bunter pgroused without
reason; but on this occasion, he really
felt entitled to grounse. This really was
not the way to treat a fellow |

ITe was glad at all events that the
chouffeur had woke him up, and told
limt he was going, before he went. But
o soon discovered that there was no
vause for gladness in that circumstance.

About a mile from the Saleil d'Or,
the ecar cams fto a sudden halt. The
black-browed man stepped down and
opened the door.

There woz a feint grin on his olive
face,

Billy Bunter blinked at him angrily
and with a vague uneasiness.

" Venez, monsicur l” s=aid tha black-
browed man, signing to Buoter to step
out of the car,

“Eh! What am I to get out fori"
demznded Bunter.

“Vite1” snapped the chauffeur.

“What the dickens do you mean by
voek ! znarled Bunter,

Tha chaufieur showed him the next
menent. e pgrabbhed Buanter by a fag
shoulder, abd hocked him out of the
car.

“0Oh erikey I gasped Bunter, az ha
landed, tottering an his feet. “J—I
say, what's the game? IKeep off, you
beast ! Lettez mei alone, you rolter i

Instead of letting him  alone, as
requested, the grinning rascal whipped
off the handsome grey overcoat and
mitched 1t mto the ear.

Hitherto, be had looked on the Llack-
browed Marzeillese simply as p chouf-
feur; a sort of human mwachine that
worked ihe car. Now it was driven into
lits fat brain that the man was far from
heing wholly and s=clely a chaulfeur,
(viously, it was his intention to seize
Bunicr's overcont, and leave Bunter
stranded on that lonely read. Why, was
s harrid mysiery that the fat Owl of
Creyfriara could not begin to fathom.

Tug Magxer Ligrary.—XNo. 1,508,
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The overcoal wes quite & good one,
worth a few pounds. But it was utterly
amazing an ﬂrtm{:rdmaﬁy for the
chauffeur to *pinch * it. DEvidently hs
did not want anything else of Bunter's.
Bunter's ets would net have re-
warded him very richly, i1f he had
searched them, it was true. 8itill, he
was nobt awere of that; and Bunter
might have had money sbout him, for
all the chawffeur knew, Clearly all he
wanled was the grey overcoat which
Fawlings had so kindly lent Bunter that
morning.

“I—I—I smay!”
junior, 1:in alarm
TR I, S, cHT )

“Allez-vous-en i” snapped the chauf-
feur, with a scowl that made Bunter
jump back in terror.

The man slammed the door of the car,
resumed his place in the driving-seat,
and started,

"0k enikey " gasped Bunter.

Ha stared after the car through his
hig spectacles as it vanished down the
road.

It was gone from his sight in less than
a minute.

“Oh lor’ 1" groaned Bunter,

He was glad that the black-browed
chauffeur was gona. The man had
looked quite dangerousz! But the car
was gona also—and Billy Bunter was
keft on foot, on a solitary road, terrified
and bewildered, end utterly at o loszs
Iliz fat bramm seemed to be turning
rouid,

" Oh, the beast!” gasped Bunter.

He bhnked round lum in utter dis-
may. There was no sort of a building
in sight, Tho nearest, =0 far as he could
tell, was the inn he had left,

Walking down to Marseilles was an
impossible proposition. It was at least
ten miles—and Billy Dunter was no ten-
unile walker! Moveover, he did not
Lknow the way, and had not the remotest
chance of discovering 1t. A long mile
u!J’uil] lay between him end the Soleil
d'Or—but that was his only refuge,

Slowly—very slowly—it dawned on
Billy Buanter's fat braim, that hiz podey
lep had been pulled by that rascally
chauffenrr.  Slowly he realised that the
juniora had not, as the man had stated,
walked back to the city at all. That had
ouly been the rascal’s excuse to get him
away f{rom the auberge, whila his
friends were ahsent.

For some piterly mysterions and inex-
plicable veason, the man wanted to bag
that overcoat; he had got Bunter away
from the inn for that purpose, and now
ha waz done with him. Slowly, but
curcly, it dawned on Bunter that tha
juniors had, after all, only gone for a
walk, and would rveturn to the inn,
expecting to find him there !

That, at lecast, was a comforvt

Grunting and groaning, the fub Owl
siarted fo tramp up the road. The loss
of the overcoat did not bother him very
mwuch—he was soon quite warm with
walking; in fact, rather too warm; and
as the coat did not helong te Bunter, it
dicd pot matter, of course, what became
aof it. With a grunt, 2 groan, or a gasp,
at t.wm'i)' step, the hapless fat junior
tramped, and trawped, and tramped,
and  wondered whether ihat beastly
aubergs would ever come in sizht |

stptterad the [at
and bewilderment,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Lost !

ARRY WHARTON looked, and
H felt, unecomfortable, as the supe-
rised stares of his comradea

ixed on him.
Hurves Jamset Ram Singh was not,
perhaps, ro surprised as the othera. DBut

Bobk Cherry, Ju]mnf Bull, and Frank
Nugent were blankly astonished. The
keen-witted nabob bad noted more ﬁ
board the Firefly than the Engh
schoolboys.  8till, he had not expected
this—and to the other three it came
with startling unexpectedness,

“Bleszed if I catch onl” said DBob
Cherry. “We're booked for the cruize
on the Firefly, for the holideys—what
the dickens do you mean, Wharton?
We're fized till the end of the vacation,
aren’t weil” ] ]

“Wa've had a good time so far 1" said
Johnny Ball, * DBunter’s found plenty
te grouse sboub; but we haven't1”

“UGI‘HFEOI’I hasn't done anylhing,
surely 1 asked Frapk MNugent, *Con-
sidering that he's 8 senior at Greyiriars,
and we've juniors, he seems to ma to
play up jolly welll. Nothing Filth
Farmy sbout him, that I've noticed."’

“Not Compton 1? said Harry hastily,
“Compton’s one of the bestl But——"
He paused. What he had to say was not
easy to say,

“You're not worried, like Bunter,
because the steward's rather cheely?”
grinned Bob., “He seems to bo on
rather a queer footing on the packei--
calling the captain * Jim Compton,’ and
so on.  But that's no bizney of ours,™

“"No, no!" said Harry.

“Hwain's & bit of a barking bulldog,
but that needn’t worry us I said Frank.
“And the skipper is generally as elose as
an oyster; but that necdn’t worry us,
cither. We're on the yacht sa Comp-
ion's guests; and I'm blessed if I can sce
a single fault to Bnd in that chap "

“TI'd better Epenk out plain!™ =aid
Harrvy, “Rawlings, the steward, 15 a
seoundrel, and Swain, the maore, is
another. Anpag the captain is more cr
leza hand-in-glove with them.”

“But how—what—why—"" sinttered

Bob.
“T'I1 tell vou. You remenber the man
who was picked up at sea—the Spangsh
chap Diaz—and landed at Marseilles?
You remember he had a wallet with
money in it! You saw me hand it {o
him when he took the boat on shore—I
told vor hke'd asked me to mind it for
nim on the yacht. Now I'm poing (o
tell von why! Rawlings and the mate
were after 16"

“(Oh gum }”

“"Rawlings =zent him {o sleep with
drugged coffee, and if I hadn't hidden
the wallet, they’d have had ik After
that he asked nie to mind it—which was
the ounly ithing hat kept Rawlings
hands olff it. ©Of courze, he npever
dreamoed that it wae in mwy keeping, or
he’d have been after my snitease fass
enough M

“Wou're =ured” gasped DBolb. " Dut
How did you know ¥

* Banter heard them plotting, and told
me !l I couldn’t believe it at first—till
I saw what happened. I've teld you
what happened. 1 couldn't tell you on
tho vacht—and, anyuew, we had to stick
on, till we touched port. Now we're on
land, and can get home, i we hke.
Thiak it over.”

The juniors sab silent on the rocky
houlders by the hrawling torrvent. Is
wis not exsy for the Co. to assimilare
that startling and unexpoeted informas
tion. There was & long silence.

Rawlings did net reappear. DBuat the
chuma of the Remove had, for tho time,
forgotten Rawlings.

Johmmy Bull was the first to speak.
“Tt beat me why that Spanish cha
asked you to mind his wallet, whic
everybady on the yacht knew wans
stacked withr mme‘g‘,” he said. *I1 wou-
dered why he dudn't mzk the ecapuin

to lock 1t up for bine



[larry Wharton la.ughed inveluntarily.

“"He would never have seen it again
if he had. He would have beon chuoked
ashore somewhera without it [

“¥ou mean that Compton’s unele was
in with BEawlings and Swain "

“Not exactly | From what I could
make out, they were -:lmngk_the wholo
thing, intendm% io got the skipper in it
afterwards. Of course, they could not
have carried it through unless ha backed
them up.”

“ And Compton—you can't mean—"
breathed Nugent.

“ No—no, ho—a thowsand times no 1"
exolaimed Wharton, * Eupipmn never
koew unything. And if he'd known, Le
would have stood by the dago and
stopped it—if he could! He knew
nothing—and kinows nothing of it. +.'["n1
not likely to tell him such & thing.
What would he feel like?"

“Eliz uncle is a bit of a hard nut to
erack, and no mistake 1" said Bob. “But
Compton’s as equare zs & die! For

odness’ sake, not a whisper to him!
]Elﬂe would feol fearfully rotien about
it 1"

“Not a svllable, of course,” eaid
Harry. "I should not have told even
vou fcllows, but we've gob to decide
whethier we can stay on the yacht after
what's happened. Nothing of the kind,
of course, 13 likely o happen sgain, so
far as that gees! DBut sticking on the
ship, knowing that a crime was going to
be committed, and the rascals slill on
board ——"
He pauszed.

“We could put up some excuse io
Compton, and get home from here by
train,” he went on. “It would be &
rotten ending to the eruise, 1 know that.

don't know whether DBuonter would
ﬂ.im&; he’s hiz own master, and very
likely he would ruther stick on the yaclt
—he’s nearly forgotlen it all already,

¥
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axcept that it's left him fearfully afraid
of Rawlings. But we've got to decide
for ourselves.” )

; :l?ﬂh Cherry rubbed hiz nose thought-
ully.

“ Blossed if I know I* he said. “ What-
ever we say to Compton, he will jolly
well know that there's something amiss
if we chuck the cruise half throngh.”

“That's pretty certain " said Nugent.
“After all, so far s3s you know, tho
captain had no hand in it. Compton
would have felt tho same about it ag we
do. It comes to this—that there are a
couple of rogues on the yacht, and the
sklﬂ?ﬂnr may or may not koow the kind
of blighters they are. They never got
away with it, so there's no harm done.
It's not & thing that could bappen
twice.” ]

“That's so " said Jehnny Bull, slowly
and thoughtiully. * We've nolhing to
do with the mate, and Rawlings is only
the steward. We're bound to give tho
captain the bencht of the doubt, so far
as there iz any. I don't like the idea of
It:i;tin;lg Clompion down, after he's becn
s0 jolly decent.”

“Btick it out, then? asked Ilarry

slaw\%:
“Well, yes, T think so.”

“1 think the same,” said Bob. )

“The szamefulness 15 terrific said
Hurree Jamset Eam Singh, with a shake
of his dusky hend. And Nugent
nodded assent.

Harry Wharton sat stlent.

¥ie had felt bound to fell his chiums
how the matter stood, so that they could
decide for themselves,

He had told them what he knew. But
he had not told them what he suspected.

Haunting his mind was what Herbert
Vernon-smith had told bhim, before
Greyfriars broke up for the bolidays.

Smithy had said that the Firefly was
a smuggling craft; and cerfain incidents
on iho cruise had driven it into

[LF
.

“ 1 you're § uat on my ges 1 7 sald Compton, ** Oh, good ! *” gasped Bunter. Complon helped the fat Owl fo clamber
on tc?r the hﬂrﬁ?’ 5*:E"uh\\srl.'1,. taﬁ-gggtha bridle, he ted the animal on. Billy Bunter, glad to rest his fat limbs in the saddle, squatied
there, and gasped. *‘ Lucky I dropped onm you, kid [ ' sald the Fifth Former,

Wharton's mind thet the Bounder had
been right.

But he did not feel sure.

Ho could not help suspecting that
Smithy had hit on the truth. But he
hated to believe so—he tried nob to
believe it.

It was, after all, only suspicion, so far.
Ila had no right to utter what were only
vijrus susplcions.

If he told his friends, he could hardly
expeet ithom to believe what he only
half-believed himself—what he was un-
willing to believe, and tried his hardest
not to believe !

“If there's anything more—" gaid
Bob, looking at him curiously. * Betier
puk &ll tho cards on the table, old man,
while we're on the subject.”

“There’s nothing more that I can say
for certain ! said Harry.

“Well, what you can't say for certain
had better be left wnsaid, I ehould
think,” remarked Johnny Bull, = Wa've
got to deal with the facts! Now, it beile
down to this—thero sre a couple of
razcals in the yacht's erew, They'd hava
pinched that Spanish chap’s wallet i
you hado’t put paid to it. You know
ik, and we know, because you've told us;
but there's no proof to nail them on,
You can't tell Compion—and hae
wouldn't believe &8 word of it, if yom
did! That's not enough to turn the
chap down forl Xie's been thoroughl
decent to us, and we &all Like him nnﬁ
I vaote for secing the oruise ihmugl"l and
keeping our mouths shut,”

“I'hat’'s that, then!” said Harry.

“Tha thatfulness is terrific!” ups
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“¥You had to tell us.” raid Bob, " Bul

I think Johnny's vight [”

“It's settled, then!” said Harvy, and
ho rose from the boulder he was tented
on. “I'm glad to have had the chance
of speaking to you, without Rawlings
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hoveri about—— But whera the
dickens has the man got tol”

¥la glanced round the little rocky
villey. The sun was Eﬂlklﬁ% inte tho
west, The juniors realised that it was
holf en_hour ginee Rawlings had left
them. Thers was no sound or sign of
the steward returmng. |

“He can't have lost himself, suml}:‘v e
cxclaimed Nugent. “If hoe has, he's
jolly wall lost 'us, too. Blessed if I think
:ﬁ} -:ci'ﬁld find our way back to the Beleil

r
- “ He¢ must be somewhere about !” said
Bob. *“Let’s give him a hail ¥

And Beb lifted up the most powerful
voice at Greyfriars School, and roared:

“ Hallo, ﬂ.llc.-i hallo! HRewhings!
Show a leg! Halla, ballo, hallo 1¥

Bob's roar echoed back, in a thousand
rolling echoes, from rock and wood. But
theras was no answering hail

“By gum |” said Jobhnny Bull. “He's
out of hearing! I shouldn’ have
thought he was the man fo lose his
bearings I

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

“He izn’t,” he answered qumtlﬂ.

“Looks as if he’s lost,” said Bob.

“Looks as if wo arel” said Harry.
“No nced to chout sgain, TO1
won't get any answer from Rawlings

Bob gave & startled look.

“What do you mean "

*I mean,” said Harry quetly, “that
while we've been -:ina!:ra.f;in‘?1 whether to
keep on the cruise or not, Rawlings has
tlecided the point for wsl That scoundrel
bronght wa hero fto lose uws—and 1he
Fivelly sails at dawn."

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting!

LATTER, clatier, clatter!

q Billy Bunter blinked up
through his big speetacles at tha
sound of horse’s hoeofs on the

winding, hilly road, :

Bunter was seated on a rock, by the
side of the rutty road. He was fecling
in the depths of woe, ]

After the car had vanizhed and left
hitn to depend on his fat little legs, he
had tremped, sod tramped, aud
iramped, till those little fat legs scemod
on ihe point of dropping off.

'Then he sat down to rest.

Ho was still resting.

The Boleil 4'0Or was not in sight.
Bunter had caleulated that it waa about
a mile away., He had coveved mnore
than a mile. But tho alusive auberze
zeemed farther off than ever.

Whether he hod taken the wrong road
or not, ho did not knaw., It was very
probable that he had, for several other
rutty lanes turned off from the one that
led back to the mountzin mn, and the
fat Owl svas as likely to take ouc as
another, -

Indecd, ho had a disinal suzpicion that
ihat black-browed beast had jolly well
known fhat he would not get back fo tha
Soleil d'0Or, or he would have taken
hime decper into the hills before strand-
ing him,

Anyhow, he was hopelessly lost: and
atl that the hapless fat Owl conld do
was to rest his weary, podgy Ihnbs and
Froan.

The 2un was seiting, and the approach
of dusk was terrifying to Bunter., Nob a
-iuglo person had paszsed: and towardas
night wayfarera were more unlikely {han
BYeT.

Now that the sun was going down,
nnd he was no longer in motion, Lo
felt the loss of 1he overcoat e
shivercd, and mwumnbled, and groaned.
Thoe sound of a hovse's lioolfs was o
glad one Lo his fat cars.
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Soinebody was coming ot last on Lhat
loncly road. Bunter blinked at the
approaching rider, and roso wearily. to
his feet. he could make himself
understood in French—which was per-
haps doubtful—the men might help
him, somehow, out of this awful
sCrape.
 But as the rider came closer, the fat
unior gave & jump end o gasp of

apny relicf.

t wes not & man who was riding—it
was B boy, though a boy some voars
older than Bunter, and o%en at a dis-
tance the handsome face and graceful,
athletic form were familiar.

* Compton 1” gasped Bunter.

The horseman was staring at him,
having recognisced Bunter long beofore
Bunter recognized him. Bunter wasa
both surprised and delighted to sce
Compton of the Fifth., Compton of
ihe Ififth was sunply astounded to see
Bunter.

He came on at a gellop, drew in Lis
horze, and jumped down, staving
blankly at tho fat junior.

“Bunler 1 he exclzimed

“Oh lor’ 1” groaned Bunter.

“What the deuce are you
icre, by yourself 1™ oxclaimed
amazed Fifth Former. * Lost

“Ow! Yes! Oh dearnl"

“Whsre are the olher fellows?™

“Ow! I don’t know! Oh crikey!™

Valentine Compton slipped the reins
aver his grm and stood bestde the horse,
staring at the fat Owl. 8o far as he
had known, the Greyiviars fellows
were doing the sighis of Marseilles, and
it was utterly amazing to lnm to find
ihe fat Owl of the Remove on his loncly
own, ten miles from the eiiy, lost on o
sofitary hill pail

“I—I—=I say, I'm tired out, Comp-
{on I gasped Bunter., 1 say, is it far
ta the Solid Door?”

“The what?? ejuculated Compton.

A bensﬂi,; inn—called the Selid
Droor, somewheve 11 these filthy hills [
proancd Bunter., “I've been walking
wiles and miles angd miles i

“Oh! The Boleil &'0c!” said Comp-
ton, with a snile.  “Have you lels
vour friends ot the Soleil 4'Cr?

“They left me ihere!” grozned
Dunter, “They went for o walk, and
ithen that beast of a chaulfewr
Oh lor' 17

“But what's hapoened, cexactly '
asked the Greyiriars Fifth Tormer.

Billy Buonter gasped out lhe tale of
hia misadventores,

Valentine Compton  listened, in
amazement at Jirst, then with a davk-
ening brow. Ilis brow prew darker
und davker, amd his eyes ghinted.

To Billy Buuter, the conduct of the
Mareeilles chauffeur way o complete
mystery. It was no mystery lo tho
sehoolboy smnggler, who saw at once
the band of Hawlings in what had
happened.

Ha sct his lips hard a3 Bunter com-
pleted bis tale of woe.

“Lucky I dropped on you, kid!” he
said. 1 know the place you mcan—a
little iun up in the hills, 1t's a good
mrile from hepre”

0O erikey ¥

“I will take you theve, kid—

“Dh lor ! greanced Bunter.
tived 17

* Like 1o squat on my gee ?”

" Oh, good!” gasped Bunter.

Compton smiled, and helped tho fat
Owl to elamber on to the horse. Taking
the bridle, ke led the apimal away.
Billy Bunfor, glad to rest hiz fat Linbs
i the saddle, squatted tlers  asnd
gaksped, - :

doing
Lhe

¥

“I'm

“I say, I suppose tho fellows will
have got back by now, Compton,” he
gaid. I“I lil!nim that cihn.uﬁ'm beﬂu;m
was only pulling my leg, ey
never wal back to Marseilles.”

"“Oh, we shall find them;n all right”
said Compton cheerily., “If you. have
to wait for the.s, 1 dore say you can
with some suppe ]

said Bunter

% Yaaa ”l‘%thﬂr ™ s e
prampily. EAY, yOU o s
to [El&w]{ngu ahmfrﬁ Ehm 151:3 pﬂ

Compton
quickly.

“Rawlings ¥ he repeated.

“Well, he engaged that car,” said
Bunter, " and the man stranded mo, as
I've told you, and pinched my evercoat.
I thought the beast was being ubusu-
ally civil when he lent me that over-
coat because mine wea lost—and then
he goaa and lands me like thial Ha
ought to have seen that the chauffeur
was.all right.”

“Quite |” assented Compton, ey
ghall certainly speak to him, Buntsr,
and you cen depend on it that I ehall
speak very plainly when I do.”

glanced round ev hin

“If your uncle would take my
advice,”’ eaid DBunter, “he’d sack that
man ¥

Compton made no rejoinder to that.

He led the horsa onward, finding his
wuy easily enon where all was=
bowildering to Billy Bunter. The big
plape-trea and the red roof of the
Boleil d'Or came in sight at length, aud
the fat Owl gasped with relief.

Compton led the horse in at the gate-
way of the courtyard, and helped
Buiter down. There was no gign Lo be
seen of the Famous Five.

“I say, they haven's got back!”
aqueaked Bunter. “I say, Compton, do
you think they wallied back, sfter all i

“I think notl” zaid Compton. * But
wa shall scal 8it down, while I spealk
lo the aubergiste.”

Innkecper and waiter camo out, both
surprizsed to see Billy Bunter again.
Compton evtered into conversation with
them in rapid French, which was w»
soaled mystery to Bunter.

Then he turned to the fat junior.

“Your friends haven't come back yet,
kid,” he said. “TI'vo ordered supper
for you, snd you can park it while you
watt fovr them. LU'm going back, 1o
soncd up & car to Lake you down to the
city., Wait here, and mind you don’s
leave the place again before the cay
comes, on any account whatever”

“I'Il watch 5! gasped Bunter.

Compton gave him a cheery smile,
meounted his horse, and rodo out at the
gateway, and dashed away at a gallop.
Bub the smile left his fece when it was
turned from Bunter, aid his brows
kmtted blackly, lus eyes glinling under
them.

Thae claiter of the hoofs died away,
and Billy Bunter, unce more et his fat’
easo, proceeded to deal with the food-
stuffs 1hat the gercon of the Soleil 4'0Or
piled ou the table under the plane-tree.
The Famous Five did. not arrive, but
that did not worry Bunter. He hed
almost forgotten their existence, as o
matter of fact. Bubnter wos hungry—

*and when Buuler was hungry, less ime-

pqr{‘émt matters were bauished from his
nirefin.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Rogues in Council !

APTAIN COMPTON sab on the
settes, 1n itho zaleon of the
Firelly, with an unlighted
cigar in his mowl and o darlk

and thoughtful frown ou  his  feco.



Mr. Swain, the mate, sat on a corner
of the Lable, his feet resting on o chair,
and a twnebler in his hand resting on
fis  knoeo. Rawlings, tho stoward,
leaned back in an armchair, his legs
crossed, smoking a cigarvetio

Had any of the Greyimars guests
witnessed that liltle scene, they would
certainly  have been struck, more
forcibly than ever, by the fact that the
sbeward of the Firefly was not on the
ordinary footing of a steward,

There was & faintly snecring smile on
the steward's simootly, sleek fazce. Tho
captain’s brow was puckered, his faco
expressing mingled anger and  doabt.
r. Bwain lecked, a3 usnal, like a
surly bulldog.

"You've taken loo tnuch on yoursell,
Rawlings I smd the captsin, breaking
a long silence. "It won't do!™

“You can wash that out, Jim ! sald
Kawlings ceolly. *“When you've got
guests on the yucht, or prying oves arc
about, I'm & steward—when we're
alone, rou car wash the steward right
out, and romciober that we're three in
2 Co., with egqual righis, end on an
equal footing 1™

“Ay, ay!” grunted Swain,

“"We're three in the game,
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But I telt you, that boy Wharlon smclt
n rut before we wera out of the
Channel and I've my doubts about the
darky, too You ask me what Valentine
iz to say to them back homei Well, 1
ask you, what are they going to say fo
the police, 1f they go back knowing tco
miuch '

“They know nothing.”

“That'a your belicf—not mine. I've
read o dozen times in young Wharton's
face that ho knows more than he says.
More than that, I've & shrewd i1dea that
he knew something—or, at least, sus-
weted something—before ho ever sch
vob on this packet.

“MThat's impossible, and you know it."

“It's not impossible, and I don't know
it,” said Rawlings. “And Bill stands
in with me.™

Swain nodded.

“Ay, ay,” he sai. "Leave it to
hirg, skipper! Ted Rawlings has twice
the brains of either of us, He's as cun-
ning as a suckiul of monkeys! I stand
in with Ted I"

The eaptain sat silent, chewing his un-
lighted cigar. Bwsin finithed his
tumbler and placed it on the table.
Rawlings lighted ancther eigarette.

“Wherp are the boys, Hawhngs " he
asked, in a low, very distinct tone.

“They left it to me to say their good-
byee,” gaid Iawlings. "' They've gone
home.™

“Gone home 1" repeated Compton.

* Just that.”

Compton stood locking at him.

“Keep a steady keel, kid1” came
Swain's decp growl, “Ted bgured that
they were getting to know too much,
and he's sent them home. Safe in A
frain, with a man in charge—all O.K."

“1 don't think wyou believe that,
Swain,” said Complon quictly, “and I
doubt whether my unele docs”

“Rawlings took this out of my
hands,"” said the captain. “I had
nothing to de with it, Valentine! Ho
may bo right in thinking they saw
things."

""That's rublash [

“I don't think it rubbish ! sncered
Rawlings. “'ve explained to the young
swabs that the cruise had to end for un-
foreseon reasons, paid their fares, seen
themm safe. into the train, and that'a
that 1™

The Fifth Former of Greyliriars gave
himm & look of loathing.
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cgual shuares, and & whack for every
rnan in the crew I went on Rawlings.
“I'm a3 keen on keeping up appear-
ances a3 you are, Jun Compton—it
menns the safle side of chiokey for all of
us! But whenu we're alone, don't comne
the gentleman-vachisman with me, be-
causo I don't stal. for iti"

The cuptain’'s grim  face prow
grimmer, and hiz deep-set eyes glinted
at the steward. Bot be did pot spealk.

“You get-all the fut!” went on
lawliogs. “You swank as a captaiu
and & yachtsman, while I wash dishes
and serve coffee. You've not got a lot
to grouse ahout [

“1 s & caplein and o vachisman,
and wvou are a dirty dish-washer,
Howlings!™  said  Jamez Complon
grimly. “More than once I've n
eorry that I ever came into thia
emigzling  pame  with you, and, still
more, that I dragges my boy into it

“MNot sorry encugh to chuck 01¥
gncercd Rawlings

“Nog" suid the captain, aftor a long
pause—"not sorry enough for that!
But what you've done—it cuis no ice
with me, sz I suppoze you koow, buk
Valentine will not stand for it. Valen-
tina asked the schoolbors on this cruise.
Yhoy've wusefu! epnough—a party of
schoolboys on a holiday cruise help fo
cover up & lot of things, They're
decont lads, and 1 like to seo therm on
the packet. Anyhow, Valeotine won't
gtand for whaut vou've done I®

“Ts  your nephew  vunning thia
packet ¥ sncered Hawlings, “Aro wa
three old ‘hands st the orders of a
schoolboy ¥ .

“Ho's got to seo the boys again when
ho goes back to his school nexi term,
only two or thoee weoeks off. What i
ho 1o say to them i

“ Anything be likes!” said Ruwlings,
with a shrug of hiz plump shoulders,
“I've wot denied thut they wore uselul,
a3 camonflape, on the yacht. I'd have
etood it out if it had Lecn judicious,

“What are vou going to lell Valentine
when he comes back?” asked the cap-
tain, breaking ihe long silence.

Ok, the facts!™ drawled Rawlings.
*1 explained to the boys that owing to
o change of cirewmstances 1t was um-
possible for the croise to be continued,
angd that I had the captain’s instruc-
itons to pack them off home. I saw
them safe into the train, under charge
of 1 Cook's guide—safe and sound.”

“Is thas the truth ¥

“Why not?™

#1 don't believe the boys would have
pone ot your word, without scelng me—
or, ak leazt, Valentine 1" prowled ithe
ruytﬁ-m “Leaving  their  bagpage,
3.

“You don't believe 17"

“No I growled Captain Complon.
“Then let us hope that Valenting will
e less unbelieving, for that's all he will
goet feom me ! enid Rawlings coolly.
Swain made o sudden moverncunt,
FPhat’s 8 Loat 1™ be said.

“Valentine's cowing back ™ mullered
{he caplain.
He made an uncazy movoment,

Swain's square jaw julted, as if in pro-
paration for a row. HNawlings sat up-
vight, o sneer on his sleek foce.

There wes a tramp of feel on lle
companion  staira, and  Valentine
Complon came inte ihe suloon. He
lovked dusty, oul of breath, and showed
cvery sign of haste.  The thrée men
looked at him.

The Iiith Fermer of Greyiriara
stopped in front of Rawlings, and fixed
his glinting eyes on the steward’s sleelk
fuce, Rewhngs compressed: his lips,
daunted, in epite of hLis nerve and
impudence, by the Grevirinrs man’s
sbeady eves, and angry wilhh himself {or
being daunted.

“Bo you've got back from your ride,
Valentive 1 said the captain unecasily.
Compton of the 1Mifth did not anzwer,

“That iz s lic!” he said. “I should
not have belioved it, even if I had noh
known it to be false. And I do know.”

“I reckon yvou know what Ted’s told
you, and no wmore I growled Swain.
Compton’s eyes flashed.

“You can't imagino that Rawlings
has let the boys come to any harm,
Valentine I" grunted the captain,

“I will tell you,” said Compton. “I've
no doubt that fthe cur would have
packed them off by train, if they would
have gone; but 1 znaw that they would
riot have gone at his direction, and he
knows it They think that BRawlings is
the stoward of this packet. They don’s
know that we're a gang of crooks, and
that villain is on an equal footing wille
tha rest of ue”

The captain started to hiz foct
“Valeutine 1” he exclaimed.

“You're calling me some prell
names, young Compton 1" said the slec
rascal in the armchair, with a glitter
in his eyes.

“I'in poing to call you some more !
szid Compton, panting., “1'm gi‘ohag Lo
call you & liar and & scoundrel and o
treacherous villain!  And unless vou
undo at once what you have done, I'm
going ashore to the bureau de police, Lo
depounce yon a3 a smuggling scoundrel,
to answer for the contraband goods you
ecnt azhore this worning Lidden in itho
]iningﬁ‘ of an overcoat. I''ta going Lo
tel]l the police of Marscilles the whols
story, and we're all goinzg to a Fronch

rison together—to stay there till we've
sicked out and sent fo an Eﬁgish one.
That's what I'm goeing to do, Rawling:,
if the Greyfriars boys are not mll wufo
and sound on this yacht before the
eccond doz-waleh 1%

Valenting Complon’s  volce  rang
throuzh the saloon, It was folloved by
u dead silence,
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THE NINTH CHAPTELR.
Trapped !

1 ALLOQ, hallo, hallot Here he

H comes [ * exclaimed Uob
: Chiorry

The zound of footsteps on

he rocky path by the terrent came as

& reliof 1o {he eara of the Fumous Five.

I'aur of them, at least, had no doubt
that it was Rawlings veturning. Harry
Wharton's words had startled his chums,
atid they scemed Lo be borne out by the
fact that the steward had disappeared
wnd  left them. Yot they could not
believe that Rawlings really had led
them 1o that lonely and desolate spot
wilth the intention of losing them. That
teotstep, ringing up the rocky valley,
reassured four of the Eurty. and mada
the captain of the Removo wonder
whether he had Leen mistaken, :
\Whoever. was coming was not yeb 1n
sight, He was hidden by the rugged
vicks aleng the banlk of the torrent
But they could hardly doulbt that it was
the steward returming for them.

Bob Cherry grinned a little.

“It's all right, old bean!” he =aid.
*“1 don't wonder that you don’t trust the
man, after what yvou've told us about
him ; but, dazh it all, he ecouldn't strand
us hero like this! We den't know our
way back to the Soleil d'Or, but we've
rot lexs and tongues. Wea jolly well
shouldn’t stay lost I

“And if we didn't turn up on the
Firefly, Capfain Compion couldn't pox
~ibly sail without ws, Harry!® =aid
Nupgant.

“Even if ho weuld, Eﬂmi:tun of {he
¥ifth woulda’t,® said Jo iy Bull.
“Wa ecan rely on him all night.’

Harry Wharton did not speak.

If the manr whose footsteps echoed up
the rocky path was the steward return-
ing, he had bean mistaken. He waited
to sea the newcomer arrive in sight.

“It'a Rawlings all right 1 eaid DBoh.

“Well, wo shall sce in & minute!”
answered Harry.

“You can’t fancy they'd sail without
ug, old chap. HBo even if Rawlings
wanted to zeb shut of us, what pood
would a trick like this do him 1™

“Ho would =tuff them with some
yvarn, I suppose,” =aid Harry. “I can't
help thinking that the captain is mora
nr lesa hand-in-giove with him, and
Compten is under hiz uncle’s orders.
Ilawlings could invent eomo yarn—
might tell them we'd gone home, per-
mape. If we'd decided to do to, we
rieht have zont a message by Rawlings.
Ele may bhave invented it™

“Bat you Le's coming 17

The juniors stood looking down the
vugged path. A figure emerged into
view pasit the roeks. Dgb ik was pat the
steward of the irefle.

Feur faces fell, and Wharton's grew

grimmer. 1l had been sure eof it, or
almost sure., Rawlings was not coming
hacl.

Yet, a3 Dab had =aid, if the steward
Ead  deliberately “lost” o, they
were not going to stay losk, They were
rot helpless duliers fike Dilly Dunier,
The spot was a soltlary ana, bt saonce
or later, if they toiod 10 hed their way,
ey must fall in with comoe wasisrer
who would gnide them or give them
directions, n [act, snch o wayfarse
was pow eotuing vp dhe hank of the
lorvent. And thera were come houra of
daylizht yet.  Wharton's suspicion of
e stoward did et chiango, but he had
w admis himself perploxed.

"Well, that's nod Hawlings®™ g3
Bob slowly, “DBut il's somebods, and
wa can ask him tho way back to the

T Macxer Lwnany,—Ne, 1,508,
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Bolail 'O
perhaps.”

he wan, 23 he approached, was seen
te bo an eliveskinned, burly fellow,
with o red bevet on his dark aily
head, and something of the zailovman
in his looks. The juniors had seen
E—:Iﬂﬂﬁ.‘fuﬂf such men about the quais ot
Marzeillez, Mo looked lLke a long-
shoreoman.  Tlis Jdark face, with iis
black eyes sharp as a hawk’s, was not
very prepossessing. But all the party
were extremely glad to zea him, who-
ever and whatever ho was.

e man slowed down as he caome
nearer, and glanced at the schoolboys.
Lle touched hiz beret civilly, aud they
vreturned the salute. -

Harry Wharton stepped towards him,
and he stopped.

“ Bonjour, monzicer 1™ =ald the man
nolitely. “AMonzsicur desire guelgue-
vhose §"'

“¥oz," said ITarey.
Englizh

“HApeak of few words, zir. I work
sometimes on valssean  anglais—Lng-
leosh ship.™

“0h, good! YWe'vae lost our way
here. Can you tell us how to get back
to the Aubergo Saleil d'00 1

“Alnis oul, monziour,” zuid the man
at once, He pauvsed. *Ulest wn peu
difficile, ’ivi, &1 monzieny ne connailt
pas la rvoule. Mais mni, je viendral
uussi, sl monsieur veut.” Ho grinned,
with 2 gleam of white teeth, *Cela vaut
cuwy francs, monsieur, comme j8 Sois
pauvre honume, n'est.ce.pas,™

Harvy Wharton smiled,

“Ihx francs, mon ant, pour trouver
Vavberge Belell 40, he seid at once,
“eb Je vous remercie.’”’

Thoe man in the red
rouil,

“ Allonz, wonsieur ! Veoneg avee mol!
Uoma wieg mal” he said.

“What does all that mean?” azhkad
Bol: Cherry.

Bob was not one of Monsieur Char-
pentier's  best  pupils  at Greyfriars
BSehool, and his Feench was hardly
equal o the stran.

“IHo says it is dieult from hove,
if we don’t know the way, but that he
will guido na for {ive franes,” answered
Harey., “I've oflpred him ten”

“Good cgx!”

Civcatly relieved, the juniors followed
{he man i the ved Levet,

He lecd ihe way down the rocky
valley, which, so [ar, they knew fo be
the way they had come, Afler about
a fquarter of  mile, however, they
would have been guite at a loss without
a pguide, as Hawlinga had led them,
not by regular  “chemina ™ or
“sontiers,™ but by zearcely marked
paths over Lhe rogged hillsides,

Bat the won in the red beret was
pvidently well aequainfied with the
counbry, for he swang aetively on with-
E}Em a pausze, the schoolboys following
1im,

[t was a great vehefd fo them to be
on the way back to the mountain inn,
where LDunter. they supposed, was be-
swinpting to wonder what had boeome
nf ihen—1f fwe was net =l asbeep
nicler the plane-tree.

But they zuw no sign of Hawlings.

Four members of the Co Lad Lidtle,
if any, doubt that iho =leward of the
Fivellty had lost him=elf. Harecy Whar.
fon did wmat think so. e was sl
convineed  that Rawlings had delibes-
ately lod them ta thet lonely =pot, and
dezevted them there, and that it was
a teweh to keep them from sading on
ile yacht when shoe pulled out of AMae-
tailles {for Monte Cavlo. [fa kuew that
Rawlineg donbted and suspected him,
il net biz feiends. Awd he was sure,

Tip hun to guide us,

“Ta you speak

beret swong

ton, that Lhe sleek raseal had not for-
aodlen or forgiven the cpisode of the
dpanish mentleman's wallek.

Yeb it was hard to believa that sn
cunning a rascal us Rawlings had laid
n scheme that could be [Linocked to
pieces by so simple and probable a
chance as the schoolboys falling in
with a native te guide them. Ilo
must have known how likely that was
to happen, vet, if Wharton was righ
it scemed that he had never caleulaic
on 1t 2o Harry had to admit himnscif
completely puzsled.

“Hy mwn, this i3 rough goivs 1™ e
marked Nugent, after a time. “1
shan’t be sorry to be on a road again,
angd sitting in the car”

Wharton glanced at him, but <did
not speak, If he was right 1 whut
Lie Delieved, they would not fnd the
car at the Bolail J'Ov—the black-
browed chauffenr waz ot Ruwlings'
orders.  Btill, there was litlle doubt
that they would be able to lnd szome
other conveyance, if a slower one, by
paying for 1t
_But they had not reached the Soluil
ar vet.

More than a mile passed wnder their
lramping feet, while the sun =ank lower
in Elie west, They emerged uvvon a
lane at last—a rugged, rublty chemin
scored by the wheel marks of heavy
country carts, Un the [favther side, »
ltttle distanco back from the vead, was
a building—2 miserable-locking cubin
of one story, with a walled yord In
front, in which a2 wuddy cart was up-
etided. The man in the red berch
croszed ihe rozd, and headed for the
btufdiug.

The juniors paused, and he glunced
back at them.

- " Venez, messiears!™ ho called out,
* Buives-moi 1"

“1a he going 1o azk the way, or
what ' said Bob, puozzled,

“Might bo going to zet us & lifL"”
raid Johnny Bull, “1'd be jolly slud
o got a Lift in anything.™

They followed the elive-skinned man
inle the yawrd. T'e their astonishment,
Iz slammed the cvazy old gate after
them, shricking on its rusiy hinges.

“Pierre ! lie called out. " Pierpre!™

A bull-necked mzn, in a dirty neck-
cloth, cmerged from the calimn, Ha
glanced al the schoolbovs, and grioned
at the man in the red berek

“Yoila, Pierre ' satd the latter, grin-
ning mlso.

" Allous!™ grinned Plerve. “Ca val
Ca va bien, Louis, tnon vieux IV

IMTe stepped aside from the low door-
way, bowing his bullet bead mockingly
to the juniors.

“IEntrez, £'il vouns plait, messieurs 7
e zaid.

Harry Wharvten caught his lLrezatl.
ITis comrades looked blankly poezled.
Dut Whartan lew now,

iz eyes gleamed round ab Lous of
the red beret. e was standing liece
tween  them aud the gate. Their
reireat was eut off.

A lvapped 1Y sald  Ilarey,
Lis teeth.

belvraen

———

THE TENTH CHAPTEL.
Prisoners

T BRAPPRED
E R VT
“{h, my hatl”
S harton clenched his han:i:
savagely.

“Can't you seen it now?  Thasx
secinddrel knew that we shouldn't stav
last ! o put up this raszcal to meet us
and ruide va, and he's led ae here |V

= Oh cruwmbs I



s 1131101411 AR

S IR

¢ Entrez, dans 1a maison ! * snarled Louls,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Enirez I "

13

3
i) J"I".q

The iwo rulllans closed In on the dismayed Greyfriars juniors,

driving them back towards the cabin. Harry Wharton & Co. backed away slowly—but they had to back. Unarmed, they
had no chance against the deadly weapons in the hands of the two raseals,

The juniors steod in a group n ihoe
dirty, muddy ward, between the bull-
necked ruflian at the doorway of the
vabin and the man in the red beret
guarding the pate.

Startled as they wers, amarzed and
confounded, there could be no doubt.
Now that they were in the trap the
wlive-skinned rascal was griunicg at
them, with a gleam of wlute tecth in
ovideal armusement. .

Johnny Bull locked grim.

“We're not sticking here,” Lo said.
“Tf they think that ther can bag us
like rabbits in a trap, they've got o
think again.™

Harry Wharton gritted Lis teeth
Hure ms ho was that Rawlings had
planned to leave them stranded when

the yaclt sailed, he had not foressen
;:;iaa or thought of snything of the
ind.

He had been puzeled by the schem-
ing rascal leaving a poiut unguarded.
He knew now that Rewlings had not
left & point ungoarded. The man n
the red berct was not s chance way-
farer, as the juniors had naturally
supposed. He had been scnt by Taw.
lings to mauke assurance deubly sure
that they did net find their way back
to DMarsoilles. _

“Entrez, done!" said the bull-necked
Pierrs, grinning., .

“We're petting out of this!” said
Bob.

“Yes, rather!”

“Come on, shoulder to shoulder !
caid Harry.

And the juntors, 1 a bunch, lurped
on the man in the red berel at the
gate. Louiz waved them back, -

j:ix.'h.llﬂ'l You po o in s bowoe!™ e

10,

“We're poing out of thiz, won
scoundrel ! voared Jobony Bull. ¥ And
if you stand in the way, you'll got

knovked out of it—see? Stand aside,
you rotter !

“Knock the brute over!™ snid Bob.

Another moment and Dob Cherry
would have sulted the action to the
word. Bul as he rushed at Louiz with
iz clenched fist up, the grin faded off
the man's olive fuce, und he flashed
out @& knife from the back of his
trousers. DBolr had just fune to jump
back from the slaclh of the blade.

“Oh crikey 17 he gasped.

Louls guve themn g savapge scowl,

“Intrez, dans la  matson!” o
snarled. “(Go in a house, ma foi! La
maizon, slors, on le coutesu danz le
coeur ] Allens 1" .

The bull-necked mun ecams running
aerass e muddy yard to the gate,
There was a knife in Lis hand, alzo,
end a threatening scowl on his face.

*Entrez "' he snarled. i

And the two ruffians clozed in on the
dismayed OCreyiriars juniors, deiving
thern back towards the cabin with the
knives

They backed away slowly; but they
had to back. Unarmned, they bad np
chance against the deadly weapons
the bands of the iwo rascals

“ Look here ! muttered Jobhpny DLull
“They darg not—"

A whipping knife-edge grazed his
shoulder, and he jumped back., It was
likely cnough that the ruffiunz were
both unwilling and afraid to use the
deadly weapons if they could help it
But that they would use them, if it
cama to a desperate strugele, was not
Lo bo doubted.

There was ne help for it, and the
sthoolboys backed into the doorway
and inte the low-ceilinged, dirty calin
withir.

Lowis, restored {o good-humour now
l}uut. lic had them safe, geinned 1o alter
Lisean,

“N'aycz pas peur, mes garcons!® le

zald. “Not to have fear! Nol Vous
reslez—you stop along a house, one
night—c'est tout! Demain—morrow—
you gr:-—nf'uur walk free, commne vous
voulez—all right! Voyezt®

Harry Wharion looked at hun
steadily,

“Itawlings haz paid you to do this!”
b smid,

“Je n'en sais rien, monsicur!™

The door slammed, and the olive face
and red berct disappearcd. A rusly
key turned in the lock,

The juniors could hear chuckling in
the ward outside. The twoe dusky
rateals were evidently pleased  with
their casy eatch. That zound died
away, though they did not suppese that

wis and Picrro were gone.  They
were not likely to leave the prisonera
ungusrded.

*Well, my hat!” said DBob Cherry,

with a deep breath, “What & day
wshore ™
Harry Wharton lovked round the

eabin.

_ It bad ouly oune room, in which ila
juniors stood. Thers was a emall,
dirty, cobwebby windew, but it was
clesed by a8 wooden shotler outzide.
Within, twilight reigued.

By way of furniture, there were twn
or ithree rough wooden benches, and &
rickely table, and a number of cinply
wine-flazks thrown In & corner.

The juniors sat down on the henelwes.
They were glad to rest their tived limbs,
at least. They looked ul oue anotler—
grimly |

“We're for iE!" zaid DBob.

“Mhat villain Rawlings—" mullcred
Tarry. :

“¥ou thinli Ravlings is at the bollom
of this?”

“"Wha ¢l=e " prowled Wharton, ™1k
vou think thowe rotiers outside kidnap

ACortinued on prge I8)
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(Cantinucd from page 13.)

trippers they've never seen before, for
. amusement ¥ . :

“Well, I suppose you're right!™ said
tob, with a nod. © By gum, we've had
sur jolly old legs pulled | 1 suppose the
captain never sent IRawlings after us
this morning at all—it was all gammon!
[ can’t believe that Compton's uncle
knows anything abouk thiz.”

“Nol!” agreed Harry. g

“MNo!Y said Nugent., “After all, il
he was fed-up with us on the yacht, Le
could get shut of us any time be liked.
Rawlings has done  ihis, because
ﬂﬁm]ptﬂgl‘s uncle would not have agreed
to clearing us off.,”

“That's it !? said Harry, -

“What the dickens is Rawlings on
that craft?” exclaimed Johnny Dull.
“(Can he be pari-owner, or anything of
that kind ?" )

Wharton was silent. Stronger than
ever was his suspicion that Smithy Lad
been vight: that the Direfly was a
eranpeling craft, and that it was for
that reason that the steward was a
man with whom the captain could not,
and dared not, break. DBut if that was
trug, Valemtine Compton was in  the
smuggling game; and that was a dis-
maying and miserable thought. He said
nothing. ;

“Well, we were debating whether
wa'd po Lack to the jolly old yacht”
said Bob. “It scems to be sebtled now |
Smithy won't sec us at Monte Carlo
this vac, after all” . o
“Raowlings won't ’gut by with this, if
it was Rawlings!” prowled Johuny
Bull. “Whatever yarn e may spin on
the Firefly, Compton of the INifth won't
sail without us™ :

“His uncle may '™ said Harry.

“1f he docs, Compton will stay behind
to see that we're all right,” said Johnny.
“And I'll bet the old bean won't sail
without him. I tell wyou Imefn, we ¢an
Lank on Compton of the Fifth.”

“ Bunter inay get back, and give him
the tip, teo!” said Frank Nugent. “Ho
won't stay asleep at the Boleil 4'0Or for
ever, if we don't get back there”

“They're not likely to give him the
chance ™ eaid Wharton dryly.  “You
can depend on it that Bunter's being
lopked after, 82 well as ws” -

L

“Oh, I=I suppose so!
Bunter [” :

The twilizht decpencd in the hut as
the dusk fell oulside. Night was fall-
ing. Harry Wharton rose from the
beneh and moved about restlessly.

There was no escape—no hope of
ezcape!  Fven if the trapped echool
boys conld have foreed a way out of the
building, their captors were on the
wateh, and they ecould not have hoped
to el away.

They were booked for a night in that
dizmal hovel. Ami on thie morrow=—
what? Obviously, theyr were not to be
released Hill the Tiwelly had pulled out
of Marseilles—and if ehe delayed sail-
i, it would only mean a prolongation
nf theie mprisonmoent,  Buat when thoe
vackt was gone, ther would be sel [ree,
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and Alen they could find Bunter
wiherever he vwas, and make the journey
liome., DBut for his bitter rescntment
und indignation at Rawlings’ treachery,
Horry Wharton would not have beon
wholly sovry for the eruize to have como
to an end. [e eould not tell his friends
of his dark suspicions of the real
character of the yacht, but thoso sus-

bi picions made hin feel that it might be
. all for the better if the Firefly sailed

without themn.

Dut 1o have the matler decided by
Rawlings, and in this lanless and brutal
manner, was ioo bitter to be tolerated—
if it could bo helped! DBut ihere waa
no help for at.

Darkness thickened.

“Hallo, halla, hallp! What's that®"”
exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly. He
started to his feet, listening.

Honk, honk, honk!

It was the sound of a motor-horn,
ringipe and cchoing through the night.

Srm————

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Compton Takes Control!

ALENTINE COMPTON stood
V panting for breath in the
saloon of the 1irefly., Dead

silence followed lLis
words. .

Swain, with a muttered oath, slipped
from the corher of the table and
stepped  towards the companion—and
sl;-:lag there, with knitted brow and
jutting jlaw, avidently prepared fo
dispute the way, if Compton madre a
move to carry out his threat. The
captain ztood silent, looking from ono
o another. Rawlings, sprawling in his
chair, Mew out & little eloud smoko
from Lis cigareite. But cool a3 the
sleel: rascal looked, the glitter in his
eves told of his rage, mingled with
uncaty fear. TLhree of the four in tho
seloon  were lawless  adventurers,
snugglers, aud worse. But Valentino
Compton was a Fifth TForm man of
Urevfriars School, as well as a smuggler
—and it was not the boy smuggler, but
Complon of the Fifth, with whom they
liad now to deal. )

Hi: eyes turned {rom Rawlings and
flashed round st the burly Swain,

“Aro you poing to stop me, Bill
Bwnin®” he said bebween his tecth,

“I veckon!” seid Bwain in a decp
growl.

“You rullian and fool, I'll knock you
spinning, 1if yon dare to lift a fingey
egainst me!” enapped the Greyirviars
I'ifth Tormer euutﬂmgﬁ.uﬂuﬁly. “I'm no
more afvaid of you than of ithat greasy
rascal sitbing there ™

"“Valentine ! zaiqd the captain, quietly
and coldly., “Kecp your temper, my
boy. You've heard what Rawlings has
said. If the boys arc in the train, on
theiv bomeward way, the matter ends,”

“They're not in the tramm, on their

ringing

homeward wav, uncle! That false
raseal haz lied to vou!”

Captain  Cempton turned to the
stewird. Probably hie had some doubts
himsclf, Ruwlings  shrogged  his
shoulders.

“1s it straight, Rawlings?™ mulleved
the caplain.  “Where ave the school-

.E‘_-I:.-!]

“I've told yvon ! drawled Rawlings.
“They're eafe in their train—by this
Lime nedsly at Lyons, I shiould say.™

“You hear (hat, Valenline T ;

“T lear that ecur lviog!”  said
Compton  scornfully. “1 should mnob
havo believed it, whether you do or
not, Dut T know that it is false, becavse
1 heve wet ene of them, who bas teld
e what has happened.”

Rawlings rave almoest a bound. That

uncipecled dizclosure slacbled him oub
uf his cool ellrontery.

“You've met one of ithe young
“What do you
If those fools have

swabe ' he exclaimed.
tnean? Where?.
failed me—"

“Now we're gelting at the truth!™
said Complon bitterly, * You rascal, T
know that you jeined them in Marseilles
thiz morning, pretending that oy
uticle had sent you—] know you took
thiem up in a car to a lonely aubergo in
e hills—and now 1 want to Enow
what vou have done with them.”

Rawlings wasz cool again at once, o
stared at ihe handsomo, angry face of
the Greyfriars Fifth Former, with a
bittor snecr.

“You kuow more than I supposcd,
young Complon!™” he said between his
teeth, “How you know, beats me—1
thought dyﬂu were safely booked on &
day's ride, and elear of my course!
Now you've chosen to butt in, T'll pub
ey eards on the table! Tive of ihewm
are being looked after by Picerre and
Louvis—and if they give cither of those
apache rats any trouble, I'm eorvy for
them. The fat liktle swalb, Bunier, was
left to wunder. I've stood insolence
from that young scoundrel ever sinee
vwe pulled out uiF Dover, to kecp up the
appearances you and your uncle are go
keen on. Now D' meking Lim squirmn
for it

Rawlings ahnost hissed the words.

“* Now l}'uu'm got it clear!™ he
snatled. " Pierre and Louis will guard
Wharton and his friends till we'vae
pulled out of Marseilles. DBunier wull
wander on the Lills till he falls down
exhausted, or tumbles over some cliff—
I care nolhing which. None of them
will ever Emﬁ en the Fircly again”

“ By gad, Rawlings 1" Captain Comp-
ton's woice came harsh and husky.
“ ¥ou scoundrel, you've daved——"

“Cut it out, Jim Compton ! snarled
Rawlings. *“You're not master herg!
I'im taking no slanging from you 1™

"You're taking 1t from mol” said
Valentine Compton. “Fool and razcal,
it was Bonter that I met, wandering
on the hills, as I came back from my
ride! L've left bin safe and sound at
the Seleil d'Or. Tt was from Lim that
I learned of your trickery, though he
doesn’t know 18"

“You found DBugpteri”
Rawlings.

“I tell you, ves. Now I am going to
find the others, and you are E{riug io
tell me where to fnd them !” roared
Compton,

“Am 17 said Rawlings, beiween his
teeth. “I'N wateh it 1 Il tell you this
—they're parked safe, with knives st
their throats if they try to get away;:
and if you've taken that fat fool Bunter
back to the auberge, I'll see that he's

elammered

taken away fast cmough and parked
with the others!” . ]
Valevtine Compton, clenching  his
hands, made o siride towards tho
steward.
The captain cangbt him by the
shoulder.

“ Keap cool, 1Y boy I Le said in his
cold voice. " We've gol ilic trulh now,
it seems. And what’s the rest, Rawl-
ings, if the Firefly zails without them ¥

“They'll come Lo no harim,” answered
Lawlings sullenly. *'They’ll be Iet loose
when we're at sea, and they've got senso
¢nongh to take a trein howne, I reckon,”

“3o that's 1it¥"?

“Phat's itt—-and that's final [

“1inal ¥ Compton gase a savage
lagl,.  “Now, listen to me, ‘'led
Ruwlings! T'm going to fetch the boys
back, aud at once! They're going 1o
finish this croise, and you're _izmug' o
play stewared, and keep a eivi tﬂng!(u?
in your head ! 1 they don’t know whal



vou've Jone, Ishan's tell them. I don't
want them to know they’re on a ship of
scoundrels.”

“Is that all 1" tpeered Rawlings,

“Nol” zaid Compton. “'Thut's not
alll "Thiz merning, as I've heard {rom
Buater, you iricked bLim inte going
sxhore with an overcoat that was not hia
-~with contraband stuff sewn np in the
lining | T know your gamo ! Something
vou dave not step ashore with, you
seounndro)—"

* Ragnt in one ¥ eaid Rawlings coolly.
“ The sharpest spy of the Douane would
uob dream of ripning open the lning
vl & fat schoolboy’s overvoat. I've lLiad
eves on me; Bunter wos safe. Why
sitouldn't the fzt fool pay for his keep
by making bimsalf vselul for once®”

“Listen to mal Quece 15 once loo
often! T warned you, and you dis-
regarded my warning | No more of 14!
o more simugpling at il while the boys
are on the yacnt! Understand that,
"tawlingz, and you, S8wain, and you, too,
Ducle Jawes ! T mean every word of it !
¥ou steod for the boys coining; and
while they're on this packet, it's going
10 bo an henest ship I

“Ave you giving mo orders, Valen-
Line 1 asked %aptain Comnpton coldly.

“1 am1” said Compton. “You've
given me orders, and I've carvied them
cut, though it's made e ashamed to
laow any tellow in the face at wmy school
But if you do nof agree to what I've
<aid, I go ashore, and take the school-
Foys with e, and I'll never zet foot on
e Firefly againt® :

Tho captuin stood silent.

*And now, Rawlings, where are e
Loys ¥ asked Compion.

*Find out ™ said Rawlings coclly.

“Will you te!l me ™

1) :\:"l.,]_ l!}
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“ Rawlings, you feol, speak ! snapped
1o captain.  “Caw't you sce thut the
hoy means wast ne says?  Can't you
uiderstand that a dirty dog like you has
to knuckle under to hiz betfers i

Rowlicgs' eyos burned.

“Not a word!” ho eaid,
cicsod hips. " Nat a syllable 17

Valentine Compton did not speak to
Lim again. ke strode across fo the
tﬂ?]lp&-ﬁ;ﬂ]l,

Swain grawled like a bulldog in his
YAy,

“Where ara you going ¥ he snarled.
" I'va teld ’}'uul ' going to the
Bureau de olice, in DMarseilles, to tell
them where to lay hands on a smueelin
gang that’s been wanied in Euoglan
wird France for five yoarsi®

“1 reckon not!” satd the mate of tha
Firefly; and he put out 2 hand that
was ke a ham and pusled the exeited
sehootboy back,

‘Ihe nexs instant Compicn was soring-
uir at hiey, with blazine oves and lazhs
inz fists. Burly and bulky azs he was,
Bl Swain stagoercd wider that fieveo
aitack, lost hiz footing, aid went down
with a crasn.

o zprawled on his back o the cabin
eer, panting for brecth.

* Lio there, deg!” suapped Cemplon
of Lthe Fifth.

Anad he rushed ot of the zaleon and
ven up to the deck

Rawlings leaped [rom tin armchais.
1is sleek faoe was white with fury. ile
tore a revolver fremy s hip pocket as
na rushed acress e cvbine In an
::::-tralnt thie caplain koocked it frowm Lila
I 1Y

“Feell el gzd sallzini® saud
James Cempton, belwoew his  teoul,
Al is lost pow=—and 1+ s ven whe bave
st all of ws 1”

Swamn staggered up, red with rage.
The captain grasped Rawlings by the
ok of his plump vecl. Mu-cular man
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as he was, the steward shook like a rat
in his grasp.

“Btand back, Bill Swain!* said
Captain Compton. "Dars to lay a
finger on the , and I will shoot you
dead on the deck P

“Are we going to let
Swain sFluLtemdl with rage.

“That's [or this greasy scoundrel to
say 1” zaid the captam. * If there's yob
time to stop the boy, Eawlinzs knows
lhow Lo etop him 17

With an elfort, the steward of the
Firefly ‘:Emfled himzelf together, and
recovered =omething of his coolness. Ha
was beateir, and he knew it, and a pan
of terror went to his heart as ha hear
Valentine Compton leap into the boat
that waited alongside.

" Let me po i e broothed.
to stop him t¥

The ecaptain released him, and the
steward raced on deck. Already the
boat was pushing off when he ran to
Lthe side. mpton, with his face whate,
set, and desperately determined, sat in
the storn. With a Hying leap, Rawlings
landed in the boat, which rocked and
shipped water under the sudden impact.
Compton gave him one look.

him—-"

“I've gob
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The steward of the Firefly gave him a
lack of hate in return. He did not
speak. But it was nob necessary to
speal, The.sleek rascal had given in,
und he was at the orders of the
schoolboy smureler.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Compton to the Rescue!
OXNIE, honk, honk 1
H “That's a cap—"
Y By gum, jfe—"

. Harry Wharton ray acress (o
tha windew. There werse eracks wn Lho
crazy old wooden shutters that coverod
it Through ibe chinks cameo a glitter
for a wmomwent {rem the glaring head-
ligivts of a car. Ile clapped his eye to
the widest chiunk and stared out.

Across the mwuddy, unkempt zard,
whore the carct lay, he could =ce the gate.
ARl had beenr dari before, but now the
socrne wid 1D upr by the zlurier head-
lgnts,  From some shed atfached to
the building two stactled fipures eame
vunuingz-—ihe man in the red  boret
wid tha bell oeched inan, evidentlv as
stactled as the prizenoers by the endden
arvival of the car.

Vhe narrow, winding read, wsed only
by coumniry caris had probaldy naver
geen 3 lotee-car  bafore. U6 (he car
Wharten, thoough the chink in the
shutler, could make ouvt only tha bicad-
lizhts, glarimg like twa pgrost oyes
through ihe durk  Was it cone tonring
car thob Bad mistaken il revte? Thak
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geemed to him most likely, and ke won-
dered wiether possibly & shout might be
heard by the motorists ag they paszsed.

It was not likely; but, in point of
fact, the car did not pasa. The head-
lights swung towards the cabin and
halted. The bright glave fell full upon
the gate, the rotten fenco beside it, the
muddy vard, and the hevel that held

the schoolboys  prisoners. Wharion
blinlked in the dazzle,
“It's a carl” he eaid. “LThey've

stopped

“After us?!” said Johnny Bull: ™ Bet
onl Compton’'s found out, and he's
coking for ust"

Harry Wharten
chink, hiz heart beating.
sible thot Jolinny was right. By what
chance Valentine Compton could have
leard anything of what had happened
to them he could not guess; but if he
Liad, it was cortain that he would nol
leave them in the lureh.

Iis friends gatheved by him at tue
window, peering through the chinks m
the cracked old shutiers. Lounis and
Pierre were standing within the gate,
the latter with a drawn knifo in his
hand.

There was a heavy Llow on the outside
of the gate. [t was the blow of & thick
sticlk, and it vang like s rifle-shot

“Ouvrez I shouted a voice. *QOuvres,
les deux seclerats [

“Compton 1 gasped IHarry.

He knew the voice. Ib was shout-
ing over the pate, and it reached the
juniors in the hovel elearly. Compton
was calling in French in lond, m!f:l‘y
tones, but thev kaew the voice. They
had never heard it ring so loud and su
ficveely before.

“Vous m'econtez?™ camo the angry
ghout; and another crashing blow was
struck on the gate. *Coguins, ouvrez
dong 1 :

“(0ld Compton eounds i1n rather a
wax [ grinned Bob Cherry breathlessly.
*What's he ealling those two braubies "

“Zeoundrols and raseals, and telling
thein to open the gate.”

“How the thump could he have found
out we're here 1 muttored Nugent. * He
must be here for us, 1 suppose.”

“PBot you!” said Johnny Bull, “1le's
not the man to leave a {fellow in the
lurch! Hark1®

The man in the red beret was calling
over the.gote: _

“Allez! [Passer votre chemin, alorsl™

Crash |

A musenlar shoulder was put to the
rate from without, and the crazy old
tiinbers parted under the shock. The
rate Jew open, one side hanging from a
cracked, rusty hinge. A black silhouette
in the plare of the headlights from the

watched [rom the
It wa3 pos-

vrord, Valentine C{:m‘!}tnn‘a athletie
lirure stond there. he ‘hreathless

juniors canght the gleam of his eyes as
les strode in, straight at the two skulk-
ing rullians who barred his way.

That they knew Compton by sight the
jamtors coald see., They wera surprized
and ztarvtled by bis coming, but he was
uo siranger to thew.

There was o rapid, angry rabble ol
Freuch from both of them, Louis waved
Loth handz as he talked, his olive face
as red as his beret with angry excite
ment The  bullenecked man  miade
eestures with his knife,

Compton's eyes blazed angry zcorn at
thein. As they barved his way be thru-t
tirern aside, ang slrode towards tho deor
ef the hovel

They weva oficr hin lLike cata
Pierre’s knife was hali-raized—Louis
waving hiz hands move excitedly than
GVeT.

Wharton could eness elab ib aidl
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meant, whether his frienas conld or not.
They had had their orders from Rawl-
ings, and wers pot disposed to tlm_rag%ad
them at new orders from Compton. o
latter they evidently knew as the nephew
of Rawlings’ captain; and it was fairly
evident, too, that they wero angry and
serpiexed by his taking a line =0

ifferent from Rawlings. .

“ Majs pourquoi?” Louis was shrick.
ing again and again. “ Mais pourquor,

done? Expliguez I*
“E}:cFliquuz done i snarled the bull-
necked man.,  “Allons! La porto est

fje:ru;}::.—ﬂn ne passe pas par cela, je vous
is

“Ouvrez cette porte, coguin ! rapped
Compton savagely.

“Jomais 1

Compton put his shoulder to the door,
as he had put it to the gste, The
tirnber creaked and groaned under his
hefty shove.

Louis still gestieulated; but the bull-
necked ruffian ran at Valentine Comp-
ton, brandishing his knife, Whether 1t
was a threat, or an intended attack,
never transpired, for the Greyfriars
Filth Former whirled round the heavy
sticlk he carried, and struck Dierre with
full force, crashing the stick on the side
of his bullet head.

There was a gasping bhowl from the
bull-necked ruffian as he went down like
g felled ox. The breathless juniors, from
the chinks of the shutter, saw his burly
forin streteh in the mud-—and stay there.
That erashing blow had stunned him.
His knife rolled from his relaxing hand.

“Q0h erumbs 1 gacped Bob Cherry.

The juniors pushed d&speratell}* pt the
shutters. To geb out and help their
rescuer was their one thought. ut old
a3 the shutters were, they were held fast
by an iron bar ontside. .

But Compton of the Filth did not need
their aid. The man in the red berct
wag gesticulating and jabbering, his
hand on his knife; but he backed away
as Valentine Compton advanced on him,
his eyes glittering, his stick uvpraiscd.

“Quvrez la porte, coquin ! snapped
Compton, *Les garcons sont ici, je lo
gais bien—ouvrez ! ‘

And, az Louis of the red berct still
jabhered and gesticulated, the engry
Fifth Former struck him across the face
with the stick. Evidently he was not
disposed fo stand on ccrerony with the
doek tats of Marseilles.

There was & scream of rage from
Louis, and his knife camo out like a
streak of light as he leaped at the Groy-
friars Fifth Former, with murder in his
flaming face. Compton of the Fifth
gprang back a pace or two, and struck
again, and the ruflian’s arm dropped fo
his side, the knife flying from his hand.
Then the sticlk whiried over Lis head.

*Ouvrez la porte—ou—" Compton
did not peecd to finish the sentence.
It was so clear that, if the man did not
obey, he would erack his skull with a
blow, that no more words were needed,

Muttering cursca, the man in tho red
beret drew a rusty key froin his pocket
and unlocked the door.

Compton kicked it open.

“You here, vou fellows?” he colled
out.

“What-ho ' gasped DBab Cherry.

“The hercfulness s terrific, my
exteemed Compton!™ gasped Hurrco
Jamset Ram Singl.

The Famous Five crowded to the door-
wav, Compton of the Fifth gave them a
smile and a nod. Ie was breathing
hard; but the fierce anger and excite-
weent had faded out of his face.

He was almost his usual cool, ecalm,
cucery self ma the juniors erowded out
of thoe hovel. No doubt he was unavare
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that ther had been watching the wild
seent frown the chinks in the ghutter, and
did not Enow that they had scen him in
kis berserker mrood. Iliz swift solf-
control was amazing,

“Sorry you fellows have been throngh
thiz,” he said, in alinost a casual fone,
“but it's all right. Trot slong to the
ﬂlr-?J

Louis, nursing hiz damaged arin, was
spitting lilke s ¢at with rage. The bull-
necked man still lay like o log in the
mud, The juniers hurried across the
yard to the gate, Compton followin
thewr, and hurried down to the road.
They packed into the car, and Compton
droppod inte the driving-seat. A few
motnents more and lthe car was ropring
nwey down the rugred chemin Lthrough
the might.

sald

L

Rawlings Tells the Talel
IIE BAY, you fellows!”

“Bay it in_ the cart”
E-’n::m ton, with a smilc.
way of the Seleil d'0Or, blinking down
thoe shadowy road through his bi

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Hop in, Bunter [
“¥Yes, but I say—"
‘(h, really, Compton
Billy Bunter was standing at the gale-
spectacles, when the car arrived, with
a& rush and roar, and stopped ul tho

gate.
Bunier was geifing anxious. e had
parked several suppers, one  after

another, and was feeling sutisfied, o far
as that went. But on other powmnks
Bunter was notb satished.

“T’ve been walting a jollv long time '™
he satd warmly, “TFromw what you said,
I thought you'd come struight back with
the car. You didn't! I've been wailing
hours and hours ™

“Botter late than never ! zaid Comp-
ton.  His unfailing good-humour with
the fat Owl] was a perpetual surprise to
the Famoug Five. “Hop in, kid ™

“PThere's a bit of a bill te pay here,”
sald Bunter. “I've kad a few things,
and I left my moncy op the yacht, jou
pee, and 2

“That's all right; I'll sce to that!
Haop in ™

Bob Cherry threw open tlie door of the
CAT.

“Hop in, you fat asz, ond don't jaw
s0 much 1™ he zaid,

“ {0k, rr:-.ailfv, Chorey -

“The lawiulness iz truly feveific, my
csteemed 1diotic Bunter.Z

" Beast 1™

Bunter clambered inlo the ecar.
blinked ot the Iamous Five,
settled down.

“You wight give a2 fellow room,” ho
sai. " Can’t you hung one of your
fectk out of the window, Checry ! He, he,
el I sawy, von fellows, I've had an
awful time! I =zav, that bcast of &
chauffeur robbed me of my overcoat and
left me etrancded, and I should have becn
lost if Comptos hadn't found me, anrd
since then I've Leen waiting ond wait-
ing and wailing—"

And catine and caling and eating 1Y
snid Bob.,

“ANd now vou're jawing and jawing
and jawing [ romarked Johkeny Bull

“Yuli 1" sported Bunter. “Lot yom
care] Going off for silly walks with
chocky stewards and forgetting all about
g chap! Why didu't you come back for
me, I'd like to koow "

“We've had rather a rongzh time
Bunier,” said Harry Wharton, “ And
we could do with one of Lhuse suppers
vou've packed awar”

“1 haven't had much,™ said Dunter.
“A cold chicken, some han and sosses,

Ils
a5 Lo

some pate-de-fol-gras, & pudding, and
a pio or two, I've beon fecling luo upsce
to eat!”

“Oh crikey t

The ear backed and turned, and
Comupton drove away down the durk
road. Billy Bunter related—several
tirnes over—what had happened to him
that affernoon.

The fat junior had no Lknowledge of
Rawlings’ cnmplicil{, end the other
fellows did not enlighten bim.  Indeed,
they were not fecling so sure of it thewn-
selves now,

To Harry Wharton i was clear
cnough that Complon, after the meeting
with Bunter, must have loarned from
Rawlinga where to find thew, ond lin
had no doubt that the Iifth Foriner had
forced Rawlings te give up his scheme
a5 soon as ho learned of ik

But to the other fellows that did not
secwn by eny wmeans so clear; and they
werp curious to know what the sleward
was going lo say when they et him
again,

The car covered the ground guickly.
Billy Dunter Llinked with groat relief
ab the lights of Marscillcs when they
gleamed on his speclacles.

Compton  drove at & slower paco
through the lighted streets. ‘Fhe cav
halted at last close to the quais, a forest
of masts snd funuels looming apainst
the starry sky.

A shadowy figure Incmned up, and the
door was opened. To the surpriss of
the Greyfriars fellows, 1t was Rawlings.
ﬂp‘ila.l'ently tho steward of the Firelly
had been waiting there for thew.

Iarry Wharton looked fixedly at the
sleek, sly face But Rawlings had all
his accustomed blandness: lie touched
the peuk of his cap rospectiully as Lo
stood at the door of the ear.

Billy Bupler gave him an angry
blink.

“0h, you!™ he snorled.

*¥Yes, s suid Rowlings, “And I
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“1I should jolly well think yau are ™
snorted Bunter. “That chaulfenr of
yours pinched my overcoat, and lI've
Leen without one, and —"

“Master Valentine haz alrveady told
me, sir,” said Rawlings, “aud I have
reported the matter to the police.”

“¥You should have been more careful
about ihe chauffeur,” eaid Dunter.
“Why, I mught bo wandering about now
if Cowngrton hadn't found me 1

“It iz wvery fortanate that Masler
Valeptine found you, then, sie® said
Rawling:. “1 canpot be sufficicatly
thankful for that”

“Bure " murmured Dob. \ a1
“L hope you young gentlemmen wi
excuse me,” wenl on %{awiiﬂy‘ “ I dud
not koow my way about so well as )
supposed, and I smin ashemed o suy that

I ¢ompletely lost myself.™
00" said Dob uncomforiably.

“1 Lope vou will excuse my blunder-
ing, sir, czpecially as it was  really
through me that Moster Valenline was
able to find youw,” said Rawlings,

“Phrough  vou'” repeated 1arey
Wharton, Lis cyes vn the sleward’s foce.

“Yes, eir,” sald Rawlings saoollily.
“T had just sueeeeded 10 fmding a voad,
when I caught sight of you youug

entleman  {remn o distance Leing
Euztlud into o Jowcly eabin by two
dunperous-leoking rasculs,  Being aloas
and unarmed, 1 did not feel that J
could came to your aid, but I lost nu
titne in getiing back lere and inforn-
ing Master Valeoline, 1 suggested ¢all-
ing in the aid of the gendarmes, bub
Muster Valentine rushed off at onee in
the car, and 1 s very happy, sir, to
gee Ul e has brought you back salcly.



** You asked us to chuck you over an orange,” said Bob Cherry, Innocently. ** Then here goes ! *
of sturdy arms, Billy Bunter flew over the orange, spluftering wildly. **Ow ! Beasts !’ hegmamd.
You mad idiots, I never—ow—meant—-—"'

I have been feeling very anxious and
uneasy.™

- Harry Wharton looked at him almost
in wonder. As ihe matter, evidently,
was {o be patehed u{?, Rawlings had to
tell some story—and he had told a
plausibla one. How the man could stand
there and lic so glibly was a mystery
wo the Greyiriars junior.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark eyes
met Wharton’s. The nabeb, no more
than Wharton, believed a word of it.

But Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Nugent wero dublous, They hardly
knew what fo think.

“The boat i3 wailing, genilemen,”
added Rawlings,

The juniors desgended from the car
m silence,  Valentine Compton had
~tepped down and walked across {he
quai towards ihe water,

Rawlings accompanied the juniors to
ithe boat and got 1n after them.

“I say, vou fellows,” squeaked Bunter,
as the boet pulled out to the vachi's

anchorage, " what did those chaps eollar
you for?  Jolly lucky that Rawlings
:potted them at it, anvhow! Why

Jididt you kunock them down ™

* Fathead ™

“Well, T should have!™ said Bunier.
Wil - Y

Belter not wander away from me
another time. Ycou fellows wanb look-
ing after.”

“Tdiot 1™

* Boast v

Valenting Complon Jid net  speak.
The stewerd had told his tale=-which the
juntors wers at Liberly o belicve or not,
g thoy liked Complon left it ab that
wird said pothing,

Immedialely they were en board the
Firefly he weut up on the bridge, and
Wharton ai least kncw that he desired
Foo wveld discussion of what bhad hap-
pevied ashore, Newlings disappearcd
bedow. !
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“I say, you fellows, I'm jo
hungey 1”7 said Buntor. “We're bacg: i1
time tor suppar, anyhow ! Things might
liave been worse, after all.’

“I faney I could peck a bitp,"” re.
marked ob Cherrr. “We've had
nothing since lunch, old fat man! Any-
body here feel E:ec]::ish i

“ ¥es, rather "

“The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

“That's you fellows all ovar!” re-
warked Bunter. * Always thinking of
fuod! I zav, I hope supper’s ready.”

At supper, in the saloon, Rawlings
wailed on the juniors with polite atten-
tion, If he had laid a rascally scheme
that day sod had been defeated, his
looks gave no sign of it.

When the Greyfriara fellows came on
deck for a =troll before turning in Bob
Clierry nudged Wharten's arm.

“You still think—" murmured Bob,

“¥Yesl¥ said Harry shortly,

“Well, I'm blessed if T know what to
think ™ confessed Bob. * But there's no
need, anyhow, to bother old Complon
with i5. Least said, soonest mended.”

And Harry Wharton nodded assent fo
that., The Gureyfriars fellows were on
board the Firefly apain and booked for
the vemainder of the cruise, and it was
tlenr that the least said was the sconest
vregeded.  And 1t was left at that.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Chucking Bunter Over An Oranpe !

& NCE move upon ilis waters,
yob onee more,
And the wavea bound benealh

e, as o steed
Fhat knows ita ridert ™

CBel Cherey was quoting Byron as 1he
Fivetly churned the blue nalers m tho

-

=

Swung by two pairs
“Ow !l Oh crikey !
* Wo did, though ! said Bob, with a smile.

iy sunny morning. Billy Bunter was trst.

ing the strength of a deckehair with his
weight; but the Famous Five stood by
the rail, looking kack at the fading
shore.
“What rot 1" remarked Bunter, blink-
at Bob through his big spectacles.
he sea'’s as calm as a pond.”

®
11

&rn

“ Lucky fﬂr! you it i3, after the
brekkers vyou've wmgge& vourself
round,? said Bob. “You'd lose a few of

them if it wasn't.”

“Well, wharrer you mean by saying
that the waves are bounding like a
steed 7 demanded Bunter. “ They jolly
well ain’t 1

“¥You howling ass, that's poetry 1™

“Rot 1" said Bunter, “You can't
mako up poetry, Bob Cherry! 1f that's
the best you can do, you'd better not
try it on.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I see anything fo caclkle
at ! If you call that Ei & poetry—-'"

* Bob was quoting Byron,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“ThY Who was he (™

“0h, my hat ¥

“A Greyfriars man?’ acked Bunter,
“I don't remember lam, if he was™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

They had had Byron in “Englizh
Literature ” in the Remove, with Alr.
Luelch, but Billy Bunter's fat mind was
a blank on the suliject, as on most other
subjjects, A lesson, to Billy Bunter, was
an unwelcome and painful inflietion, to
bo forgotten as soon as possible after it
was over. And Bunter, though slow in
uﬂqun'mg_krmwledg&, was 2 Zreat man
at forgetting it

Bob, evidently in a poetieal mood,
under the 1nfluence of sky and sea, re.
sumed with ithe eolebrated ™ Apostroplie
to the Ocean.”

Toe AMascxer Lingany,—Xo. 1,308,
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“'Rell on, thou deep and dark blue
ocean rolll

Ten thousand flects sweep over

thee, in vain. .

Man marks the carth with ruin; his

control
tops at tho shore; upon the
watery plan
The wrecks are all thy deed; nor
doth remain
One shadow of man’s ravage, Eave
his own, :
When for a moment. like a drop of

ralt, ]
He sinks into thy depths with
bubbling groan,
Without & grave, unknelled, un-
coffined, and unknown,'*

“Did you make that upi” asked
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“You howling assI” eaid Bob Cherry.
“That's ona of the most celebrated bits
fromm Byron. Lord Byrom, you blither-
ing blogter, was a poet.  You've had
him in eclass with Quelch—if you could
ever get anything to stick in that fat
head of yours 1™

“J faney I koow more about poetr
than you do, Bok Cherry. I know all
about” Byron. He wrote the * Elegy in
a Country Churchyard—""

“Ha. ha, ba [’

“ That was Gray, fathead 1"

“More likely pgreen than
should think—a country churchyard,
said Bunter. *Bul what does the colour
matter 7 He wrote the * Wreck of the
Hesperus,’ too,” F

“Longfellow I yelled Bob.

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him.
% What do you mean by calling me long
fellow? You've always made oub that
I'm sheort I

“{h ecissors ¥ y

“Not that I'm a short fellow,” said
Bunter. “Not long snd spindle-shanky
like vou, I'm glad to zay. 5till, I don't
see how you can call me a long fellow.
Wharrer you mean "

“Ha, ba, hal”

1 can remember gome of it,” went on
Bunter. “I'll tell vou fellows, if you
like. Poetry improves the mind—
especially fellows like you, always think-
ing about grub. It goes like this:

ey, 1

“T1t was the echooner Hesperus,

Beside tha River Dee;
The way was long, the wind was
cold,
There was a ship, quoth he ™
“Oh, holy smoke!” gasped DBob
Cherry. ““Haven't you got that a little

mixed, old fat man?"”

“The mixfulness is terrific ™

“You fellows don't know much about
pootry,” said Bunter, shaking hiz head.
“I've got a pretty good memory for if,
vou know INow I come fo think of it

remember & lot of Byron's works
There's that one called the *Elderly
Scaman —"

“The whatter 7” stuttered Bob.

*“The * Elderly Seaman.””

“Ide wou mean the
Blariner * 1 gasped Nugoent.

“"Well, an ancient mariner iz an
elderly scaman, isn't he ¥ zaid Bunter.
“What's the difference? DBut I forget
whether that was Byron or Bcott.”™

“What about Coleridge?” grinned

Dob.
“0h, ro, not Coleridge 1" said Bunter
degidedly.  “Coleridge was the chap

* Anicient

who wrote ‘Hamlet, the DMoor of
Vemio'®

T erRmnDs
“I remember some of that," s=aid

Punter.  “There’s o line about * the
‘Tuz Magxet Lispany. —Ne. 1,508

THE MAGNET

mute forefathers of the hamlet EIEE-E-’-

don't quite know what it means by
saying that Hamlet had four [athers,
unless it means counting his grand-
fathers——"

* Help 1

“Oh, really, Cherrey i™

“You don't think that ITamlet may
possibly have boen one of the works of
ﬁ-li]:ir old Shakespeare?” asked Johnny

Ll
. "Oh, nol” said Bunter. “'I'm well up
in Bhakespcare| You fellows are a bit
ignorant of poetry, if you don't mind
my mentioning 1t cun remember
jolly near everythin of Bhake-
f}gam’ from * Paradise Lost’ to

rake’s Drum.’ ¥

“What a memory 1” gurgled Bob.

“Terrific and preposterous | gasped
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Tell us some Shakespeare 1" chuckled

ugent.

“Well, I can remember some lines
from—irom *King Henrjy tho Tenth,’™
seld Bunter. "It goea:

“How many thonsends of my poorest
b‘tihgﬂf:tg

Are in six paris, and every part s
ducat 1™

I"'"H&' ha, ha!"” shricked the Famous
LY L

“0Oh m&lI{, vou fellows—"

“Ha, ha. La "

“Oh cackle I snorted Bunter. "“You
fellows never like having your ignor-
ance shown up. Lot you know aboub
poetry—or care, eilther ! Beofling grub's

our long suit. I say, you fellows, how
ong 1s 1t to lunch

i a, ha’ hﬂ 1"

“Well, I could do with a snack,” said
Bunter. *“That cheeky rotter, Rawlings
never comoes when I call him, an 1
suppose you fellows are too slack, as
usual, to go down and get a fellow
something. Chuck me over an
orange !

“Ehi*

“You're not too jolly lazy to chuck s
fellow over an orange, SUDPOSe, BS
there's s dish of them not ten foct
sway 1" said Bunter sarcastically. “My
hat! I begin to think that you fellows
are too lazy to live.”

The Famouz Five loocked a2t Bunter.
They were leaning on the reil in e
cheery row., Banter was sprawling on
a deckchair s few fcet away, and
farther on was a dish of oranges, placed
on a chair. Niece fresh oranges had
been faken on board at Marscilles, and
Billy Bunter had already disposed of
quite 4 large number of the zame.

That dizh of succulent fruit was a few
inches out of Bunter’'s reach,-a3 he sat,
He would bave had to shift a fow
inches fo reach an orange.

Ho it secined quite natural to Bunter
that onc of the other fellows should
circumnavigate his deckchoiy and got
an orange for him. That fellow would
only have to take two or three times
as much trouble as Buater would have
had to take to got one for himsell.

“You fat, lazy, h[:ﬂ.ckiﬁg. frowsting
porker 1" said Johnny Bull, “If you
want to guzzle an orange, after the
dozen you've parked already, reach it
for yourself, and be blowed to you!”

Bunter's fat lip curved in a fat sneer.

“That's the sort of thing I expect
from you {ellaws!” he said. * Bad
manners and rotten slacking all along
the éine.‘“ - :

TRoun ¢an Eet gl orange Ior YOur-
sclf ¥ ashed Bob.

“I'm__ sitling down,”
with digmity. *1  thinlk
eliuck me over an orange,
all I've done for you.™

said Bunter,
_ gﬁu might
Cherry, sfter

“1 hardly think I'm strong encugh,”
said Bob, shaking his head.

“0Oh don't be an ass!” said Bunter
paaws]':nlg, )

“You lend me a hand, Inky, will
vou!™ asked Bob. “JIf DBunter really
wants us to chuck him over an crange,
we might oblige him.”

“1 should jolly well ihinlk you
might 1" grunted Bunter., “But I dou't
seo that it needs two of you. You can
fetch me & cushion, Inky, if you want
something to do. You fellows jolly
well know that I like a cushion In &
deckehair, but a lot you caro !

o My esteemed idiotic Bunte

""Leaziness and selfishness all round,”
sald Bunter. “1 wonder sometimes
whether I may not grow lazy and selfish
mvself, in the long run, associaling with
you chapa. here, Cherry, are you
going to chuck me over an orango "

¥ Bure you want me to?” asked Bab,
while his comrades  grinned. Tho
merry glimmer in Bob's blue cyes
hinted that he wes understanding
Bunter’s request in a manner probably
not intende bfr Bunfer.

“Of course 1 do, fathead!” grunted
Bunter. “If you're not too jolly slack
and lazy to walk round & deckehair,
chuck me over an orange, and don't
jaw I

“0Oh, all right I said Bob. “Lend s
hand, Inks!

“*The lendfulness of an absurd hand
will be terrifie.™

Bob Cherry walked round Buntor's
deckchair and picked an orange from
the dish. Instead of “chucking ™ if
over to Bunter, however, he laid it on
the deck & fow feet from the fat junior,
much to Bunter's surprise.

“What are you up to, you fathead ¥
asked the fat Owl of the Remove irrit-
ably. “Look here, you ass, chuck me
over that ocrange—ses ™

“ Just going to [” said Bob chearily.

e step to one side of the deck-
chair, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
stepped to the other. Euﬂultmuﬁy
they grasped Bunter,

“Ohw | say, wharrer you up tol”
howled the fat junior, as the two of
them, with a combined effort that taxed
thetr strength to the utmost, heaved
him out of the deckchair, wriggling.
*I say—what—owl What are you
doing, you idiots "

“Chucking you over that orange,” ex-
plained Bob innocently. “ Didn't you
ask us toi™

“Ow! Leggol 1 Jdidn't mean~I
TR 1] "

“It's a bit of & job of work, but we'ra
not slackers, old fat man; we can do it
(o it, Inky ™

“Yaroooh!| I say—yarrrooop !”

With a swing of their arms, Baob
Cherey and the nabob chiucked Buuter
over the orango !

Bunter certainly had meant that it
was theo orange that was to be chucked
over. Still, what he had said he had
suid. He hod asked Bob to chuck him
over an orvange, aipd Bob was doing
exactly that! ,

Swung along by two pairs of sturdy
arms, Billy Bunter flew over the orange,
spluttering wildly, and sat down on the

eck beyotd. e sat with & bump that
glinost shook the Firefly.

Bump !

" ¥oo-hoo-hooooop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha " roared ihis Co.

“Ow ! Boasts 1Y reaved Bunier. “Ow
Oh crikoy ! You mad idiel! [ never
mmeant vou were (o chuck me over that
oran it

“That's what wvou said!™ chuckled
Harry Wharton.

“But I never—ow ! —mcapb—"

“1 did 1™ said Bob.

L1




“Ila, bha, hat"

“Owl Beasisl
Yowl Wowi"

“Ha, ha, ha!'!™

Tha Famgus Five strolled along the
ideck, leaving Danter sitting wherea he
had landed, and still yowing and
waowing |

o o e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Seasick !
&L OORS like a squall I remarked

E Bob Cherry.

It was the following day.

A sunny day end s starry

night had passed, while the Firefly

churned on over blue waters, in sight

of the famed 1slands of Hyeres and the
beautiful Cote d’Azur.

But with anothey day came a sudden
r.-hangn:: in the weather, which reminded
the Greyfriara fellows that even in the
sunny South, Janvary was January.
Tha morning had dawned bright and
clear, ithe Maritime Alps barring the
blue sky, behind the coast-line for which
ihe %aeht. was llczu:{ir:gi, and the iuniﬂrs
had had glimpses of olive-clad hills and
the white walls of villas. Now dark
clouds bletted out the blue of the
heavens, and the Alps disappeared in a
wist of vapour.

ITarder and harder the wind hlew off
the shore, and the aen"smilinﬁ un!l)_i nn
hour ago—rolled in angry swells. ars
and there, in the distance, the juniors
rpotted sailing-craft running for shelter
from the coming storm. The Firefly
raocked to the awell on the sea, and
Billy Bunter, who, as usual, had done
nob wizely but too well at broakfast,
vepented ﬁim of hiz eleventh helping.

“It's going to be 1rough, 3you
follows I Compton of the I'ifth said,
with o smile. “If you'd rather go
below—m™™»@

* Mo jolly fear!” =aid Bob Cherry.

" Not unleszs wo should be in tha way,
of course 1" added Harry Wharton.

Mo, that's all riﬁ'ht; buk you may
have to hold on when the wind gets
up,” said the Fifth Former,

“ When ! mmirmured Nugent.

The wind was coming with a terrthc
ruzh, and 1t secmed to the Greviriors
juniora that it wa: "“"op ™ already!

Compton tapped Bunter on a fat
shoulder. Punter was leaning on the
rall, and holding on with both hands.
He had a slightly wncertain feeling in
his extensive nterior, as if his eleventh
helping was on bad terms with his
tenth.

“Like p hand down the companion,
kid 17 asked the Fifth Former kindly.
e glanced ot the varying hues in
Bunter's fat checka, * Feoling queer 7

“Eh? No! Certainly not!” snepped
Bunter. “I'm never sea-sick "’

“0h t* ejaculated Compton

As he remembered some of Bunler's
performancees in the Channel, he was
rather sorprised by that stateinent.

"I'm a g-g-2-good sailor ! explained
Bunter. “I'm not—ooog h—{ealing
gueer in the least

“Hadn't you better go downi”

“No,” snorted PBurcter, “I hadn't!
If vou're trying to make out that I'm
rea-sick, Clompton, I can only zay

Uoooogh 1
“You can only say what?”
*Woooogh | Lemme alone, you
beast ! Oooogh 1®

Bunder turmed back to the rail and
hung ou to it. Compton stared at him,
and went away to the bridge, to join
Lhis uncle and Alv. Swain thera. The
wind blew harder, and the Famous
Five turned up their coatcollars and
faced it cheewsly., Bunter hardly

(Continucd on next page.)
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Wow! TRotters! i

%Suarrry Homes» Groyremars

COKER PLACE

By
The Greviriars Rhymester

T

At Greyfriars they lock upon Horace Coker as being a champion
chump ; but at Coker Place he's the apple of his aunt's eye.
Read what our long-haired poet has to say about it all.

{1}
Oh, Greyiriars is & lucky school,

Though all the world should scorn her,

For has she not a Champion Fool
To honour and adorn her ?

This frabjous freak Is In the Fifth,
And what a brilliant scholar !

(1 bat you can’t And rhymes for ** Fifth ** |

Coms on—I'll bet a dollar I)

{3}
His home iz thirty miles away
At Coker Flace, In Burrey,
And when he goes on Break-Up Day
He's always In 3 hurry ;
For on his stink-bike, Coker shows
The passers-by no guarter,

Like Death on his Pale Horse he goes,

Apd leaves a f{rail of slaughter !

(5)
Wa can’t Imagine what induced
This very sirange opinion,
But since Aunt Judy ruales the roost
In Coker™s small dominion,
The others bhave to think so, foo,
Or they’ll hear all aboui .
They do ithink so |
Can any person doubi it ¢

{7}

There™s Coker minor—Iin the Skxth '—

Who's worth a separate sonnef [

(Ses *' Fifth "' re HRAnding rhymes nn

** Bixth,*
And one more dollar on it 1)
Ha sits and swots at Coker Placa
Like soma profound old-stager,
While kindly scorn is on the ** face
{So-called) of Coker major !

MNext Week:

0Of course they do !

{2)

Yes, Horace Coker Is a chap

Whom readers love and cherish,
And if he ever showed a scrap

0Of common-sanss, they'd perish !
And Prout, in wild surmise, would ery :

“ Unparailsled ! Astoundlng I
While from the old grey tower on high

The bells would all be sounding !

(%)
At Coker Place his word Is law,
Bo servant dare opposs it,

For zll the household stand In awe

0f him, and Coker knows Ii.

Aunt Judy thinks him all fhai's wise
And far above correetlon,

For in his fond Aunt Judy's eyes
Qur Horace Is perlection |

(&)

Al (imes, perhaps, his Iather may
Feel just a frille moody,

If so, he keeps these thoughis away
From reaching Slster Judy ;

One thing—Aunt Judy’s very rich,
And very autocratie

And Coker’s people know It, which
Is why they’re not dogmaiie.

(8)
The house ifself Is old and guoaint
Within a pleasant garden ;
It's peaceful also—no, it zin't,
I really beg your pardon—
For when our Horace Is about,
The air resounds with fhunder !
And Coker's dad and Mr. Frout
Have both gone bald—ne wonder !

COURTMAN SQUARE—the home of Vernon-Smith.
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noticed the winl, keen as 1t was. He
had other mattera to occupy hia fat

thoughta.

“1—I—1 ua)i Kil-kik-Compton [ he
stuttered. —I think I'll g‘o down {
I't'n not  sus-sus-sca-sick, t I—1
think I'll— Grocoogh ! Wooogh I
Hn blinked round, apparently expect
ing 1o see Gﬁmptmx at his elbow, Asg
the Fifth Former was gone, huuever he
was not fo bo  seen. O | {]'h]
Beast i gurgled Bunter. *Nice man-
ners to & guest, leaving him to—
Ooogh! Wooogh! Grooogh1*

“Hallo, hallo, haile! Fnjoying life,
old fat bean?" roared Bob Cherry.

“Owl Yes! Never f-f-felt bub-bub-
better " gasped Dunter. "If you
fellows think I'm sea-sick, you're a lot
Ooooooooooch

“We'te a lot of what?”

“ (G roooooooooch |V

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“I—I eay, you fellows, I—I want to
go down!” gasped Bunter. “I—I'm
rot sea-sick, and I feel abs-:-hxtelj- jig-
jig-jolly as anything—""

“"You look it!” agreed Johnny Ball

u—'—-

“The lookfulness §s  terrvifically
jolly 1 ‘
“Poast | Kik-kik-can't you lend me

& hand” guargled Bunter. "I'm not
soa-sick, b-b-but I=—=1 feel a little—
Wooogh! Just a bittle—— Oooooogl !
I mean to say—— Yurrrrrgggeeh !

The Co. gathered round Bunter and
helped himt down to the saleon. They
led hiny to the secttes, and laid him
thereon. A fellow who had stacked
away foodstuff: as if for a slege was
bound to feel a lLittlo inward trouble
when the ship began to roll; but though
Bunter had, as usual, ashed for it, they
wers aﬂ.mpathetm hcl-de-mer is a
horrid thing |

“Ohw | That's better ! said Bunter,
when he lay extended. “I—I don't feel
it g0 much now., Not that I was feel-
ing anything, you know. I['m a pretéy

ood  satlor—not  like you fellows.
vimmo & c¢ushion for my head.”

Wharton placed a cushion under a
fat licad.

* Anything else 77
glass of waker?*

bhe asked. A

THE MAGNET

“Well, you sit there and hold 8 glass
of wahar, in cazo I want it” said
Bunter, maoy, or may not! Don't
go on deck, you fellows.

“Anybody want to sit round and
watch Bunter shift carpo?” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically. “I'm going
on deck.”

And ha woent. Thron members of the
Co. followed. They were sympathetic.
But really they did not want to sit
round watching the sad, ultimate fate
of Billy Bunter's many breakiasts.
Wharton, however, fetched a glass of
water,

“Here you are, old fat man!” he
paid.

“You can sit there and hold it, in
case I want 161" said Bunter. “ You're
more likely to want 1t than me, I
fancy | Grocogh! I feel better lying
dowou—not that there's anything the
matter with me, you know., Nothing at
all the matiter with me.”

“¥You fat asg—"

- “Beast! ¥ou'd like to make ouf that
I'm sea-sick, as if I were a seedy speci-
men  like you, always getting Il Y
sncered Bunter. “Pm nothing of the
gort, I hopel I'm feeling fuf-fuf-fine !”
“Tf there's nothing the matter——"
“Nothing at all! Just like t3’-::»11 ta
make out there was, I know ! ﬂthmg

t.lm matter with me, that I know of.'

“All yight, then; I'll get back on.

deck.””

And the captain of the Roemove fol-
lowed his friends up.

“Drrggh' Beast! Wurrerggh'!

For fellow whe had nothing tho
matter 1.'-.1t1'1 him, Bunter procecded to
utter a remarkable sovies of moans,
groans, grunts, and gurgles. Rawlings
came into the saloon to secure loose
articles from rolling about, &z the
yvacht pitched more and more on the
gwolling =ea. He glanced at Bunter.

“Fooling bad, sir?” he asked.

“No!” growled Bunter.  *“Don’t be
chedky, Rawlings! Mind your own
business I

The steward looked at him. He did
not want any of the Greyfriars party
on the yacht—and towards that par-
ticular member of it his feelings were

prr
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The funniest story of the New
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of the strongest antipathy, But he had,
periaps, felt for a moment a touch of
sympathy for a fellow in the grip of
mal-do-mer. If =0, Billy DBunter's
gratoful reply had the effect of banizh-
ing it oo the spot.

“Urrrggh I went on Bunter.
Rawlings moved about, at his duties.
“*Wurrrrggh1” Bun ter rurg led.

“Here, Rawlings, gimme that glass of
water !"

Rawlings did not seem to hear.

“Urrgh! Are you deaf, vou cheekr
beast I"’ howled Bunter. ome here
end hand me that glasa of water—do
vou hear?”

Rawlings looked reund at him. The
glass of water stood within Bunter’s
reach, where Wharton had left 1t. The
stoward came across to him and picked
i up.

“Now help me!™ pgrunted Buanter
“Don't shove me, you feol—don't drag
me about ke a sack of coke, you silly
idiot—just hold me comfortably while
;Ip tho water, you dunderhead!

nun 't you any senge [

Rawlings supported the fat junior
with one hand, and held the glass o
witer with the other. Perhaps it was
because the Iirefly gave & roll that he
pitched ihe contents of the glass into
Bunter's fat neck! Perhaps it was in
schknowledgment of Bunter's polito
remarks.,  Anvhow, Bunier, whe had
intended to trickle the water down the
inside of his fat neck, suddenly found
it swamping down the outside!

“Owl Oh crikey! Wurrrgh! You
s1lly idiot I spluttered Bunter. “I'm
gll wet—— Urrrgh! I'm drenched—

Gllrl#%h' You silly fool—— Yurrrgh!
You r.‘:mﬂhj. beast! Qoocopoooogh I
Rawhngs grinned.
“Have another glass of waler, sir?"?
he nsked.

“"Urergh!  No, you beast! Gerr-
out ¥ ]
Rawlinga, grinning, got out. And

Bunter, sprawling on the settee, lost

one breakiast after another!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
For Life or Death !

asped Bob Cherry.

“ W hate—"

" Look [

Clinging to the rail with
ene hand, Beob poinied with the aother.
The sky was dark, with rushing elouds;
e dim twilight reigned on the sea,
though it was hear noon. The Firefly
tossed alimost like o cork on the hills
of water that roared and foamed.
Threugh fhe dimness, Dol caught &
ghmpse of something whité that flew on”
the tumbling waters, and for & moment
fancied that it was a sea-bird driven
down in the wind. Then he kuew that
it was a sail.

There was a spatter or rain on the
wind. Through rain and wind, the
chums of Greyfriars siered over Lhe
tossing water.

“It's a boat!” Bob roared, to male
his voico heard. By gum, it's all up
with that sportsman "

“Oh 1™ gasped Harry.

He clamped himself to the lifting,
dmufmg rail, and watched. It wos a
gmall cutter that was tossing on the
gea, th sail, blown away by the wind,
hanging to tha bending, cracking mast
by a eingle rope, and blowing out hke
& banner.

Hunched in the beat, holding on tao
tha tiller, was o single figure—a bovizh
figure. Wharton's face grew white as
he locked.




The liitle euiter was not 2 sed-going
craft. It was plainly a small pleasure-
craft, caught in the sudden %ﬁla, and
blown out to seca. Probally the fellow
on board had been sailinEI it an e
bay of Villefrare! or off Monte Carlo,
without a thought of danger, when the
sudden Mediterranean storm broke om
him, and blew him out to Eeea.

The Firefly, at that moment, was
nob more than twenty miles drom land;
though the land, hidden by rainy
mists, waa nobt visibla, All that the
boy on board could do was to run before
the wind, in the hope of escaping
swamping; but 1t seemed, by a series
of miracles, that the dancing cockle-
shell avoided that fate.

Fven as the etartled juniors stared,
the cracking mast went, and mast and
suil Aew away together ou the wind. 2

“We've got to help him somehow |
panted Harry. )

He locked up at the bridge. He saw
Cowmpton of the Fifth gra.:s[}lng; the cap-
tain's arm with one hand, an ;mmlmg
with the other. Valentine Compton ha
spotted the eutter at the same time as
the Famons Fiva . i

What Compton was saying to his
uncle the juniors eould not hear. But
they caugim the captain’s answering
bark

“No boat could live in this I*

“A rope!” shouted Compton.

“Try 1f you like "

“*Oh, look t” groaned Dob Cherry.

The torn sall had helped to keep the
cutter steady. Now it was gone, the
littla eraft broached, and the swamping
seas flooded it fore and aft In utter
horror, the juniors saw it roll on ita
heam-ends; but it still Boated, and the
boy was still elinging to the wrecl.

Compton, standing at the pail, had a
c0il of rope 1n his hand. He shouted,
and his clear voice rose over the roar
of the wind; but it was doubtful if the
boy clinging to the wrecked cutter,
boaten and buffeted by the waves, heard

him. The rope flew, uncoiling as it flew, 4

and with so anccurate a swing, that the
uncoiling end touched the wrecked boy's
shoulder as it dropped.

The juniors watched, their hearts in
thoir mouths. If he saw-—if he under-
stood—1f he grasped the rope in time

E_

They could have groaned aloud as
they saw it slide from him. He had not
seen it—it wes doubtful whether he

even saw the yacht itself. He ﬂI‘l.ll'lg to
the tossing wreck of the cutter, and at
cvery nerve-racking moment ax-

ted to see him torn away, vanishing
i1 the froth of the waves.

Captain Compton had rung instantly
to the engine-room, and the yacht was
“hardly moving now, cxeept for the
swing of the sea. But the wrecked
cutter was driving past on the wind-
driven water, that boyish figure still
clinging desperately to it To lower a
hoat was impossible; they knew, even
if thay had not heard the captain, that
no bhoat could live in such a sea,

“Compton 1" shrieked Bob. )

There was a rear from the captain,

“Valentine! You mnad fool, stop

Compton of the Fifth had leaped on
the swinging rail, and for a split second
he stood there, under the oyes of all on
board—then ha dived.

The tossing soa received him, covered
him, swamped him; but the next second
lie was grazping the bovish hgure that
clung to the wrecked cutter.

The juniors, spellbound,  watched.
They saw the captain, with a face like
theath, hurl himself to the vail and fling
a rope; sud in o momont more, they
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knew that Compton of the Fifth had
caught the rope, and waa holding on

The wrecked cutter vanished from
their eyes, tossed away by the waves.

Valentine Compton, one hand pgrasp-
ing the rope, the other arm circling the
boy from the wreck, pitched in the
foaming water like a cork. Threo or
four of the ¢rew rushed to help the cap-
tain with the repe, and rescuer and
veseued swept to the side on a rush of
water. Twico they thudded on the hull
before they could be dragged up; and
thera was a streak of blood on Valen-
tine Compton’s handsome face, through
the tossing foam,

“Hold on—oh, hold on | panted Bob.

It seemed almost impossible that
Valentine Compton could keep hia grip
on the rope, with the whole weight of
the rescued boy on his other arm.
Strong as he was, with muscles of steel,
it was o terrible test to hia sirengih.
But he kept his hold; and many hands
grasped him and dragged him on board
with the helpless, half-conscious fHgure
sagping in his grip.

“Valentina!™  The captain®s wvoica
came husky, lbroken. His face, which
the Greyfriars fellows had alwaya scon
hard as bronze, was white as chalk, his
eye; dilated, bhis lips trembling,
“Valentine—you're hurt—oh, you mad
yvoung fool—"

“Omnly a knock!™ Compton panted.
* ok that kid below—he's half-drowned.
Look after him, vou fellows ™

Harry Wharton & Co, had alrendy
relieved him of his burden. The rescued
boy, dripping with water, his drenched
Haunels clinging to his limba, wasg lifted
in their ready hands, and they rushed
him down the companion. .

Billy Bunter, on the settee, blinked
gt them, and ccased to gurgle and groan
in sheer astonishment.

M1 say, you fellows ! Oh crikey! How
did Smithy get here?” he gasped.

*Emithy 1"

Tha juniors had hardly looked at the
fellow Compton had rescued. In Lhe
imness on deck, they had seen only &
draggled figura which they had grasped,
and rushed below. Dut the lLight was
on in the saloon, and the rescued youth
was plainly revealed.

“Emithy 1"

“YVernon-Smith 1

“The old Bounder! Oh crikey|”

And in utter amazement, Harry
Wharton & Co. stared at Herbout
F’pm&n-ﬂmith, the Bounder of Grey-
riars,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER,
The Bounder on Board !
HERBERT VERNON SMITH

did not speak. He was too far
one for that, He had been at
the wvery point of exbhaustion
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Compton of the Fifth had saved from
tho sea. Then they rushed him to

Wharton's room, and bundled him in.
Hizs wet clothes were stripped off, and
he was pitched inte Harry's bunk, with
blankets over him—and Rawlings
appeared with a hot-water bottle to put
at hia feet,

* All serene now, Smithy, old man?”
panted Harry Wharton,

The Bounder grinned from the bunk
at the excited juniors. Sinithy had been
through it, hard; in the very ehadow of
death; but he was the cool, iron-nerved
Bounder unchanged. In the mad whirl
of etormy waters, with tho rustle of the
wings of the Angel of Deaih in his ears,
his courage had not failed him,

“You know this young gentleman,
gir{' azked Rawlings, in surprize, as e
tucked in the hot-water bottle.

“Yez: it'a 8mithy,"” said Harry., “1
dare say vou've heard wa speak of him—
wo expected to see him at Monte Cario
when wa got there—ho's staying there
for tho helidays with his father, Alr
Vernon-Snnth,

The steward [ri:m-a Bmithy a lock of
new interest. ILvidently he had heavd
of Mr. Vernon-Sinith, the millionaire
financier,

Rawlings left the state.room, the
juniors remaining with the Bounder,
Hard sz he had been through it, Voer
non-Smith was pulling himsclf together
alveady, as his strength began to velurn,
In a couple of minutes, Rawlings came
bock with a cup of hot beef-ten, which
Smithy swallowed, Wharton and Bob
holding him in a sitbing poesition wlila
e did so. The steward left them pgain,
and  Bmithy  remained silting  up,
pmiylmd by pillows,

There was a little colour in his checks
now, and ko was able to spealk.

:&Fancy runping ittto you fellows ™ he
zai

“Thank gooduess vou didi"”
Harry.

“I suppose thia is Compton’a unele's
vacht, whatf" asked BSmithy., "I've
heen keeping an cye open for it ar
Villefranche—expecting to see you when
you blew in'

B‘;}?ﬂu blew out, instead ! grinned
ob.

“And the blowiulness wos terrifiel”
vemarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“This is the Firely I" zaid Harry. Ile
caught a mocking glimmer in the
Bounder’s eyes, and coloured. He
remembered what Smithy had told him
at Greyfriars—that the Firefly was a

Efed

smugeling packet. Ida  knew that
Smithy wses thinking of it at that
moment.

“Who got me out of the wwatori”

asked Smuthy. ;
“Compton of the Fifth1"™

(Continued on next poge.)

when  Valentine
Compton’s  stron
arm held him bac
from death. He
could not =tand on
his feet—he hung a
helpless weight on
the junmora  But
there was a faint
rin on s pallid
ace.  The Bounder
had recognised ihe
Famaouns Five beforn
they had recognised
him.

Only for a
moment they
pauzed in their
nstonishment at
finding that it was
Smithy whom

Lagie
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“I thought =0l
r:"::ag i
“It was touch and go!” said Bob.
“"We badn’t the [aintest idea 1t was
vou, of course, Smithy—all we could
see was that it was somcbody who'd
been blown out to sea. Complon didn't
know it was a Greyfriars man he was
Emﬁ in for. By gum, that chap's got
pluck 1"

“Tong of it!"” said Bmithy. “If he
hadr’t got me—-—"*

“Don’t think of that " said Nugent,
Eﬂi&h a shiver. “Thank goodness he

i llf

“The thankfulness iz preposterous,
my estcemed Smithy. ™

The Bounder grinned and Iay back on
the pillows. A thoughtful look came
over his face. It was Complon of the
Fitth who had saved his life—the fellow
he had known at Greyfriars as the
Schoolboy  Smuggler. It  was  the
“smugghng packet " on which he now
lay, rescued and safe. From the bottom
of hiz heart, the Bounder was thankful
thal he had never given away Comp-
ton's strange secret abt the school. Only
Wharton was aware that he knew any-
thing of 1t; and Wharton did not know
all—far from all

“I'm all right now,” drawled the
Bounder at last, in quite his old, cool
drawl. “You fellows needn’t stick
here,™

“One of us had better stay with you,”
said Ilarvy.

“I'm sl right, I tell yow” The
Bounder hated to be made a fuss of,

Harry Wharton smiled. He had not
been on the best of terms with the
Bounder the last tern at Greyfriars; in
fact, they had gone as far as punching
noses on one oceasion,  Butb they had

arted friends, and the chums of the

temove had been rather loocking for-

ward to meeting Smithy when the yacht
ﬂlt in at the Bay of Villefranche, near

onte Carle. They had never dreamed
that the meeting would take place in
theze dramatic sireumstances, however.

The Co. went back to the deck and the
wild wind; Harry remained in the room
with Vernon-Smith, The Bounder lav
silent for some time, resting while his
strength returned; but he was evidently
recovering fast.

“Queer that I should run into you like
thia I ho said st length. “ And queerer
that Compton should fish me out of the
jolly old Mediterranean. ™

“He was the man to do it,” said
Harvy. ““You remember how he swam
out on the tide last term to pet that fat
ass DBunter when he went adrift? By
guin, he 13 a splendid chap.”

“Une of the best,” s=aid Smithr,
“ though-——"

“Though what 1 asked Harry, rather
sharply

“0h, nothing t*

“How did you gebt into that scrape,
Bmithy ¥ asked Harry.

He knew what was in the Bounder's
mitiet, and he shrank from any mention
of the subjeet. During the eruise of the
Fivefly it fmd been forced into his mind
that Vernon-Smith'e suspicion of that
craft was well-founded. ut there was
wo nctual proof of it, and he rejected
the belief as much as he could. and what
he was unwilling to admit te himself, he
wig still more unwilling to admit to the
TNounder,

“0Oh, my usual reckless fathcaded-
ness 1Y said Vernon-Smith, with a grin.
“1 went ont for a sall this morning on
my own, and ran outside the bagt Tt
looked a beautifel day to me.  The
AMediterrancan i= a bit sudden with its
storins. It came down on mo with a
rosh. and I was blown away fo sea
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almost hefore I knew what was happen-
mg.” Ho shrugged his shoulders. **I'd
rathor given up the iden of going back
to Greyiriars for the new term! DBut a
riss is as good az 2 mile—what "

*"¥Your father will be anxious

“Oh, not The pater's gone up to
Monte to-day with a mob of %'Jity friends
he's met down here, and he won't know
that 1 went for a sail till I get back.
I'm jollv glad of that {*

“That's good,” said Harry. “We
drop anchor at Villefranche this after-
noon, if the rough weather doesn’t keep
us out. And they say on deck that it
won't last long.*

“Right as rain—I'll be back, I hope,
before the pater blows in from E{:II}' old
Monte !* said Vernon-8mith., * But—Dbut
for Compton—the pater would have had
a bad shock when he got back to the
Hotel Glovia[®  Smithy drew s deep
breath, “By gum! It would have given
him a knock 17

Herbert Vernon-8mith had plenty of
faults, and the captain of the Remove
did not always hke him. Dot he liked
him at that moement. Smith%' was think-
ing of his father, not of the fearful peril
he had been through himself.

But a serious mood, with the Bounder
of Greyiriars, never lasted long. Hoe
gave a shrug of the shoulders and
laughad,

“They say that a man whe's boarn to
be hanged eannot be drowned i he
remarked.  ® Bomethin® in it—what 1

“* Fathead ! zaid Harry.

“You'ra having a good time on this
cruizse?’ asked Smithy, the mocking
glimmer coming back to his eyes.

“-Y-EE; WPPI“E s ‘

“You haven't forgotten what I said to
you when Greviriare broke up?”

“No; but I'd rather not speak of it,
or think of it ¥ said Wharton.

“Quite ! DBut I'm thinking of it, and
I'm going to speak of it!” said the
Bounder eoolly. """ You can walk off if
vou litke, of course, and leave the sad
invalid to pine in solitude—"

“{h, don't be an ass[*

“Nobody can hear us, I suppose?™
said Smithy. ™DBunter isn't at the key-
hole, 15 he ¥

Harry Wharton laughed. o

“Bunter's having trouble wiith shifting
cargo 1™ he answered. “ But—"

“T told vou,” said Vernon-Bmith
guictly and coolly, “that Compion of
the Fifth was & young smuggler, hand-
in-glove with a smuggling gang on
board this packet. 1 never told you
more than thal—and T'm nob going to.”

“1 wish you hadn't told me that
much ' muttered Wharton, “ For good-
ness' sake let 1t drop 1

“Which means that you're coming
round to my way of thinking ¥ g1‘1:r_me4?l
the Bounder, “I read it in your jolly
old innocent phiz. old bean”

“0h, rubbish ¥

“Nothing happencd on the cruize to
put you wise "

“Nothing that I should have taken
any nolice of if you hadn’t told ma what
yvou did, anvbow,” said Wharlon grufily.

“Which teans something 1" chuckled
Smithy.

Wharten made no answer to that.

“The other fellows wise to it 1" asked
the Boutider.

"I'm not sure aboub Inky—but the
others, not the foggicst | For goodness’
sake, Bmitly, nob a word to them of
what  you  faney 1™ Wharton spoke
carncstly. “ You can't want to hurt old
Campton—the fellow who risked his life
not an hour ago to pull you out of the

sea.”
“Hardly 1 T kept it dark at Grey.
I'd keep it darkoer now if I

fria rs—and
could ! I'm not an ungrateful rotter, I

hope. I've alway: liked Complon . as
mich as you do—and more than cover
now! Faets are facts, all the same!”

drawled the Bounder. *“1 tipped you
befers wo left Grevfriars to be on your
guard! It was a friendly tip! If you
were spotted going ashore with contra-
band goods under vour arm it would
mean pretby bad trouble in a foreign
country.” \

“There's been nothing of that kind, at
any rate ! spid Iarry sharpley. “And
[Tqu::ptmfs incapable of any such rotten
tric 3

“1 know he is! DBut the others
arcn't I” said the Bounder. '1 faney
that that's what vou're on the packet
for as much as anythin’ else—though I'll
admit ithat Compton docen’t know it,
very likely, and certainly wouldn't stand
for it. But the captain, or the mate, or
the stoeward, or the engineer, hasn't
asked you to carry anything on a shore
9 No ¥

“Not even n harmless little bundle of
sandwiches, which might contain some-
thing quite different from zandwichesi™
grinned Smithy.

£ ND [u

“(Or lent you e bag which might have
a false bottom—or an overcout which
might have something sewn up in the
mmf——— Oh, is that it? Vernon.
amith burst into s laugh ss EHarry
Wharton started violently.

“Oh 1" gas Wharton, “The—tho
steward—at Marseilles the other day—
he—" He broke off.

The Bounder chuckled.

But Wharton's face was pale and
startled. Mo had been puzzled by the
mysterions disappearance of Buanter's
ecoak, and he had thought it odd that
Rawlings had kept sn old overcoat

iven him by Compton vears before,

nd he had been still more puzzled by
the fact that the black-hmwerf chauffeur
at Marseilles, evidently in Rawlings

ay, had taken that overcost away from

unter, But he had nob put twe and
two together—till now ! He had, indoed,
forgotten the matter.  Now  the
Bounder's mocking words brought it
back to his mind—in & new light.

Smithy grinned at him from the bunl:.

“That touches the spot—what?” he
asked. “Ha, ha! Wero vou really ass
enough to fall for such a trick ns that
after I'd tipped you what to expect ™

“Rawlings lent Bunter an overcoat,
and——" gtammered Harry,

“Ha, k! I'll bet somebody got it off
him ashore I”

" As it happens, somebody did—"

“Ha, ha "

“8rmthy, I don't believe—T ean’t, and
I won't! Lwok here, chuck it I'm a
gucat on this packet—and so are you ur
the moment. BShut up, there's o good
chap I

“Right-ho! Il ghut up Iike an
oyster 1" grinned the Bounder, * Some-
body will have to lend me o change of
clothes to po nshore. Can yvou manage
it? I'd rather not borrow anyihing of
that steward! Ha, ha !

There was a tap at the door. ond
{Compton of the Fifth looked in. He had
changed, and looked his nzual bandsome
self, except for a eut that showed under
his thick, dark hair. He had lad o
hard knock in getting aboard. Dot hLis
face was smiling.

“Yon scom very merry and bright
here,” he remarked. “Ther tell mo that
it's a Greylriars kid that was picked
up.

“¥es, SBrmuthy of the Remove.
Compton,”™ eaid Harry. *“Hore he i
not foeling much the worse for it, ¥
think.”

Wiharton was glad to leave the state-
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Greylriars Fifth, had leaped on the rail,

roony, leaving Compton  with  the
Bounder. He went back to the deck.
Tho fievee, brief Mediterranean storm
was already paszsing over, the sun shone
brightly through ﬁriﬂing clouds, and
the tall ine of the Maritime Alps could
be seen to the north, Hearry, as ha
joined his friends on deck, tried to dis-
miss the Bounder's words from his mind,
But it was not easy—and ha conld not
help feeling that, if he had doubted
befoie, he knew now !

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Too !
7 v HAT about Bunter
; “Blow DBunter!™ gaid
Vernon-Smith.
Harry Wharion smiled.

“Then it's off 1" he said. “You see,
wa're on  this cruise with Bunter,
Smithy, and we can’t let o chap down.”

“'The let-downfulness is not the proper
caper, my esteemed Smithy I remarked
the Mahob of Bhanipur gently.

The Bounder grunted.

Under a blue sky, lit by brilliant sun-
chine, the Iirelly was gliding inte the
beantiful bay of Villefranche, citcled by
the Maritime Alpa.

The sudden storm haed blown itself
out, and, except for a swell of the sea
there was no sign of it left. Olive-clac
hillsides. white beaches, white-walled
villas met the eye, and it was havd to
lielivve that ﬂn!g & couple of hours ago
sea and eky had mingled in wild com-
inetion.

Vernon-8mith—in  clothea  borrewed
from Harry Wharton, which fitied him
fairly  well=was on deck with the
Famous Five.

Ho looked none (he worse for his wild
adventure in fhe stormy sea.  The
Bounder was tough, and his tercible
pevil seemead to have left no impression
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** Valentine !
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The wrecked cutler was driving past on the wind-driven wa{ﬁr, the boyish fgure still r;ling

shricked Bob Cherry. There was a roar from Captain Compton, You mad fool, stop L *
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desperately 1o it. ** Comapion ! **
Compion, of tha
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For a split second he stood there, under the eyes of ali on board. Then he dived !

on his mind. Captain Compton had
spoken a few words to him; Swain, the
mate, had given him s ecivil grunt;
Rawlings had been sssiducus in atten-
tions to the millionaire’s son—all of
which Smithy had received with great
cliteness—and his tongue in his check.
darry Wharten knew what he thought
of the yacht, its captain, and its crew,
h?l:_tna one else had the faintest idea
of it.

Now, as the Fir&ﬂ% churned on,
Smithy looked his usual self, as if he
had just stepped out of the old quad-
rangle at Greyfrinrs. He pointed out
the massive and majestie building of the
Hotel Gloria—big enough to be seen
from a great distance at sea—where he
was stopping with his father.

It was quite l]atreringbtu the Famous
Five to hear from him that be had been
looking forward to their arrival, and
they were quite pleased when he aslked
them to accompany him ashore and put
up at the Gloria for the night, and
have an_evening going “round the
town.” But when the captain of the
Remove  referred to unter, thao
Bounder only grunted. He did not want
Bunter. Neither, perhaps, did anybody
else, but there was o certain Kiness of
things that had to he observed.

“You ses, old man, Bunter's s bit
of & cough-drop, but we're on the eruise
withr him,” said DBob. * Chucking a man
izn't Greylriars style”

*0Oh, rot}” said Vernon-Smith. 1
want you fellows; I don't want Bunier !

You don't want lhiny, either™
“MNot  fearfully I grinned Nugent.
* But——?

“The fearfulness is not preposierons ¥
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “ DBut
the butfulness 1a tevrific 1™

“Oh, ras!” said  Vernon-Swiih.
"Look here, are you coming *¥

“Thanks all the same, ::p!ft:hup! Brat
no i” said Marry,

And his comrades nodded aszzent (o
that. They would have been quile
pleased to enjoy a& run azheore in the
Bounder's company, to put up at a tre-
mendous hotel, to have the uso of Ar.
Vernon-8mith's magnificent ears and
other gorgeous fixings; but, as Bob put
it, letting o man down was not Urey-
friars style. If Smithy did not want
Bunter, he could not have Bunter's
fellow-crulsers.

With another §tunt-, the Bounder, nat
taking the trouble to conceal his annoy-
ancey, walked along the deck, leaving the
Famous Five. They exchanged a ruthoey
amused glance. They liked seeing
Smithy again, but they had not for-
gotten his manners and customs, and
did wot expect him to have changed
them during the holidaya,

“I zay, you fellows t”

“Hallo, halle, hallo ] Heve's the j=lly
old fat bean!” said Dob Cheny,
“Linaded up again sinee the carzo
shifted, Bunter "

“0h, really, Cherry, if yvon're gaing
to make out that I've been sca-sick, yeou
can shut upl™® said DBuster, “I zar,
where’s S3mithy? Pity I wasn't on Je
when it bappened ! "1'd have gone in
for him-—"

“Ha, ka, ha!™

“ Blessed if I see anything lo ca-lle

at | 1 say, I want to 500 Sy ita
mnportant | T've no fhne fo waxio o
you fellows! Where’s—— O, w2 ha
LR

Billy Bunter rolled along io wiire
Vernon-Bnrith was standing by tla v,
by hunself, frowning, Ile drew 1h:e
Bounder's attcntion by pokine a b
thumb inte his vibs, and Smithy elar d
round at aun.

“Oh—you 1" said Emniihy.
ever |7

“0Oh, really, Bmistiy——r
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*Blow awar, bluebottle 1"

Billy Bunter paid no heed to that
injunction, Instead of blowing away, he
bestowed his mest ingratiating grin on
the Bounder of {}ra;'ﬁ-inm.

“1 say, Smithy, I'm
you [ he said.

“Yowve got all the gladness on your
side [

“Beast—I mean, 1 say, old chap,
nothing to be shirty about!” said
PBunter. “1 say, I fangy you're painting
the town red here—what? No masters
or prefeets mbout, and your pater let-
ting vou do exactly as you like! Mine
wouldn't, of conrse; he's a bit more par-
ticular. But it's all right for you”

Yernon-Smith looked at him, Bunter
was evidently bent on makiﬂﬁ_hipuelf
agreeable. This was how he did if.

“Rolling round the town, splashing
tha money abount—what?” said Bunter.
“He, he, hel I say, have you been to
Monte ®°

* Monte " mlpeated the Bounder.

“Monte Carle,” said Bunter. “IFs
just round the corner from Villefranche.

suppose you've been splashing the cash
about there—ehf They're glad to eee
trippers with more money than sense——
Hea, he, he 1™

“You're as nice as you were at Grey-
friars, Dunter | said the Bounder, look-
g at him. “You've loat none of your
charming ways| You must be fearfully
popular on this yacht.”

“Well, iy'as, naturally,” said the
fatuous Owl. “Hardly up to my socinl
weight, if you know what 1 mean; but
I keep civil all round. Not much of a
show, Smithy=—not like my father's
yoeht. Tho eaptain's a bit of a bounder,
the mate's a pig, and the steward's
choaky ! The u hale thing is hardly my
etvle. All right for the other chaps,
of course, but not the sort of thing for
me, reall':.r, I'm thinking of chucking
it- for a bit,”

“"That will be rather a blow to them
all round!”

“Well, they'll have to make the best
of 1t!" snid Bunter, blind and deaf to
sarcasim. “They ean’t expect to take
up the whole of a fellow’s time,
especially when I've just met an old pal
like you, Smithvy! The fact 13, I'm
thinking of a bit of & splash at Monte.”

“0h, my hat!1"

“T mean to say, why miss a chance
like thizf” said Bunter. ™A man ain't
ot Monte Carlo every dax. T faney 1
could rake it in at the tables. All
needs 15 & cool head, a keen intellect,
and iron nerve—that's me all over!
You can lend me some money——"

“You're full of good ideas, Bunter !”

“T'm the fellow for them!” said
Bunter, “AMind, if you lend ma twenty
pounds or so, I'll square out of what I
snaflle at roulette, of e¢oursze.”

"As good a5 a gilt-cdged investment,
then §

“Exactly I assented Bunter. “Me
idea is to land with you, old chap, and
put up nt the Gloria where you're stay-
mg. I'll come as your guest, if you
like, or T'Il let the Lill run till I've
Leenn up at Monte and raked in some
moncy—it doesn’t reelly matter which.
We'll go together, old feliow, and I'll

nt von through sour paces—what?

ut, mind, those nincompoops will have
to be left out!”

13 Eh II:.H

“Youn know what ther are—soft and
gpoony 1" said Dunter. shaking his head.
“All they think of is {rammng about,
wall:ing up hilla and down againf
Lelieve they'd jump at plaving footer, if
there was eny fooler here! T believe

L i gyt SRR

jolly glad to see
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in kicking a loose leg on a holiday!
I'm a bit of a dog, 1 can tell you, when
I %et going 1”

illy Bunter favoured the Bounder
with & fat wink.

“We'll paint the jolly old town red
together—what ¥ he &sked hreeszily.
“Leave those fatheads on the yachtl I
hope yeu haven't asked them up to your
place 17

“As it happens, I have” ]

“Well, you must be a silly ass,
Smithy | Speiling the whola thing—~"
“Ha, ha, hal* yelled the Bounder,

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at ! sald Bunter, blinking at him.
“What are you smiggering at, Smithy "

“Ha, ha, ha |”

Billy Bunter's bright and cheerr com-
versation seemed to have restored the
Bounder to good humour.

Harry Wherton & Co. had declined
his invitation because Bunter was left
out of it. Dunter was fishing for one,
and making 1t a condition that the
Famous Five should be left ocut. 1t
struck the Bounder as entertaining, and
he roared.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the
jol'y old joke?" called out Bob Cherry.

“You fellows are [ answered Vernon-
Smith. *“Look here, it's all right!
You're coming with me, and you can
roll that fat barrel aleng, if vou like.
I'm sure you'd feel that you couldn’t
let him down, if you'd heard what he's
just been blethering to me] If you're
silly idiots enough to want him, he can
come ™ ;

“0Oh, really, Bmathy, if you put it
like that——" snorted Bunter.

“1 do put it like that !

“ITe, he, he! I can take a joke, old
fellow ! I'll come. But, I say, you don't
rveally want these noodles—"

“I want them, and I don’t want you I*

“You checky beast—I-—I meuan, rely
on me, old fellow | I'll stick to you, old
bean, and I'll see you through at
Monte—=="> .

“Shut up, you blithering idict 1*

HOh, really, Smithyv—"

Smithy walked away from the fat
Ow], snd rejoined thoe Famouns Five.
It was seltled that the Greyiriars
crulsers were going ashore with the
Bounder—Bunter and all. Compton of
the Tiftli politely declined a similar
invitation., And wunder the polden sun-
set the juntors landed, and a tre-
mendous ear bore them up the winding
road to the porpecus hotel where they
were to be the guests, for a day or two,
of the Beounder of Greviriars.

TEHE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Wild Night at Monte !
g % HO wouldn't be o jolly old

millionaire ' murmurcd
Bolb Cherry.

“What-ho I said Nugent,
with a smile.

It waz & happr party. Sitting on the
baleony in front of the Hoteél Gloria,

locking down the hill, at the lights

round the bay, the starry sky reflected
in the dark blue waters, the Fivefly
and & dozen other craft riding at
anchor, the chums of Greyiriars wera

fecling pleased with themselves and
things generally. .
They  had  dined—a  magmficent

dinner of innumerable courses. As
Billy Bunter had made a selid meal of
cach course, 1t was just as well for
liim that he was on Grm land, instead
of the uncertain sea.

i
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Mr. Vernon-8mith had returned from
Monte in time for dinner. Ie had

iven the Grevfriasrs fellows » very

earty welcome, evidently pleased to
gee them. His own faste probably
did not run to boyish society, but hc
was glad for his son fo have his
friends with him, and perhapz a little
relieved to find that they were sucl
respeciable friends. Smithy, in holi
day time, was often far from particular
sbout the kind of company he kept.

But the millionaire had disappeared
again after dinner, with some plump
City frienda who were staying at the
Gloria. Smithy was left to look after
his guests—who did not need much
looking after. Harry Wharton & Co.
would have been quite content with a
ramble under the starry sky on the
olive-clad hills, or a stroll round the
bay, or a run in the car, and then to
bed. Much more hectic thoughts were
working in the fat brain of Billy
Bunter.

Bunter sat il & deep chair on the
balecony after dinner, and the other
fellows naturally expected him to go
to sleep, after his exertions at table,
and to hear hiz fat snore mingle with
the strains of the orchestra from
within.

But Billy Bunter did not go to sleep.
He was very much on the alert; the
other fellows did not know why.

Bunter had beon talking about
Monte, as he called Monte Carlo, with
the air of a really wickell old maw
of the world. That the fat and fatuou!
Ow!l waould have jumped at the chancy
of teying his luck at the celebrated
casino, the juniors Lknew. But &
schoolboys were not admitted there
and a2 Bunter had no money, anyhow
they did not think that Dunter was i
rmuch danger of playing the goat in
that manner. ]

“Time-we got & move on, Smithy,”
said the fat Owl as he fOnished his
coffee. *1 say, I'll have onc of thosc
smokes,”

Vernon-Smith _had taken out a
cigarette-case. Harry Wharton & Co.

carefully refrained from observing
him. But Bunter’s remark perhaps:
had its effect on the Bounder. He pu

the case back unopened, colouring a
little. He glanced at his watch.

“*You fellows feel like a run?” he
asked.

“Yesz, rather,” answered DBab.
old thing you like, Bmithy.”

Bunter blinked at the
through lhis big spectacles.

“1 say, think they'd better come,
Bmithy " he asked, in a whisper which
was audible to all ears.

“Oh, ves, I think s0," said Emithy.
“T fancy they'll enjoy it more than
vou, old fat man, when we get there”
“What's on, Swmithy?” asked Harry
Wharton, a little puzzled, and, periiaps
& little uncasy.

Smithy's manners and cnstoms were
not his. And the chums of the Re-
move did not feel in the least entitied
to play the fool because they were [ar
from masters, prefects, and parcnis.
Bmithy was quite aware of that, and
he knew how to st his manners to his
company., With Pon & Co., of High-
cliffe, there was little doubt that he
would have been “painting the town
red.” With Harry Whartont & Co. he
had to be content to leave it unpainted.

2mithy had puzeled the Fameous IMive
more than a httle fhat -;'.-vemn%r. e
did not want DBunter; but, having

ik En}.

Bounder

swallowed himg whole, az it were, he
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was making the best of it, with & good
humour hardly to be expected of the
Bounder.

Bunter was looking unusually well
dreseed, a::nr.'m,-ik to the simple circum-
stance that he had raided the Bounder's
wardrobe.  And, Smithy, instead of
kicking him when he saw him in his
borrowed plumes, had only laughed,
And now, it scemed, he had already
laid plans-for the evening with Bunter
hefore consulting the other fellows.
This, from DBunter’s point of view, was
very right snd proper, as ha was the
maost important member of the party;
but the other feollows wera a little
perplexed.

From the glimmer in the Bounder’s
eves they had an impression that he
was pulling the fat Owl's leg, somehow.
But they certainly could not sce how.
B“}Fhat about & walk 7’" asked Johnny

il

Contemptuous smiff from Bunter,

“Oh, we're going in the car!™ sald
the Bounder. “Walk at the ather
ond.” He beckoned to a waiter, and
rave an order in French,

“The fact is, you men,” went on
Smithy, “ Bunter, being such & pal of
vours, I thought you'd like me to meet

s wishes in every way possible.”

“T3 that sarc?’ asked Hob.

“I hope you fellows will play up,”
went on the Bounder. “The fdet is,
I've promised Bunter a wild night at
Monte——"

“Wha-a-at?" )

“%You know what Bunter 1s--a regu-
lar sportive dog when he pets gmngi,”
said Vernon-Smith. “Ha's fearfully
keen .on havinﬁ a wild night at Montc
-aren’t you, Bunter?

“VYea, rather !” said Bunter. * You
can bet that I'm going to make the
fur iyl I'm going to rake it in, you
fellows 1 :

“You blithering fat Owl 1™ said Bob.

“0h, really, Cherry—-""

“Look here, Smithy " said Johnny
Bull gruffly. “Bunter's a blithering
idiot, but you're not. ¥You're bound to
sen fhat he docsn’t play the goat.”

“The boundfalness 18  terrifie, my
csteemed Smithy,” murmured Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You shut up!” hooted Bunter.
“Why not be s‘am'ta? Think Wingato
of the Sixth wiil be after you with his

ashplant? Yah! We've fixed it up,
haven't we, Smithy "
“Wa have,” agreed the Bounder,

with a nod.

“Wo're going to have o wild night
at Monte, ain't we, old chap ¥ grinned
the fat Owl,

“We are”

“¥ou'll have to see me
until I win something, old
That's understood—what ¥

“1 ghall gee you through this trip to
Monte, certainly.” _

“You can’'t be serious, Emithy,"” said
Harry  Wharton, starin at  the
Bounder. “For one thing, fellows
under age are not admitted to that
gambling den at all.”

“That ocan be wangled,
Smithy "' grinhed Bunter.

“It ecan bhe arranged for thia‘n'mu-
mg's trip, so far as necdful,” eaid the
Bounder. * You fellows readyi"

The Famouns Five looked at him.
Johnny Bull cpened hiz mouth, but he
shut it agaim. That Bmithy was seri-
ously propesmg to take thom for a
“wild night ™ at o gambling den was
impraobable—probable as it seemed to
Bunter. They could only conclude that
there waa some jape on—though, for
the life of them. they could not guess
what it all meant,

{Continued en poge Z8)
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“Ring out the 0Old,
Ring in the New.”

NOTHER year goue, chums!

Thiz week's 1saue of the

Maguer seta the ball rolling

for the New Year, and gives

me the opportunity of wishing my
vast army of chums

A HAPPY NEW YEAR!

It would take up far too much s;mne
to dwell on the many things that have
happened during the past year. But
let’s not think of "em; may thiz vew
vear of 1937 bring about peace and
Lhappiness to all men, The very best
of luck is what I wish every
“Magnetite.”

As this is the time for making reso-
lutions, I feel that F must remind you
of the resolution I made last year,
aud that was to improve the high
standard of our school storics, and
thereby double the cirenlation of tha
Magner. Well, I say here and now
that that has very Ilargely been
achieved, thanks to the whole-hearted
support of my chums, May the New
Year Thring further success in ifs
train !

And now I must find room to thank
the thousauds of readerz who have
gent me Christmas and New Year
cards, which I prize more than they
can imagine. 1f any man cught to
feel proud, it’s your Edifor. Friends
come, and friends go—but Maigner
reacders remain loyal all the time,
Wherever possible I have replied per-

-zonally to those who sent me cheery

But hundreds of readers

rrectings.
To all of these

remained anonymons,
I take the opportunity of veicing my
appreciation in this Chat.

{fﬂu*re real fine pals, every one of
you, and my one oreat pleasure woukd
be to shake you all by the hand. And
tle same applies to my girl chums,
too, It’s surprising what a number
of the fair sex read and enjoy the
Macwer. May their numbers in-
crease |

I guess that the announcements in
this weck's number concerning

FREE GIFTS

have aroused your curicsity—what?
And no wonder, for it is & well-known
fact that the Old Paper has always
been well to the fore in this respect.
Of course, you are all anxious to
know the wnature of these FRER
GIFTE and when they will come into
Four possession. ell, all I om
gaing to say at this juncture is:
Keep your eyes on future Chats!™
For close on six months now, I have
beenn running eover-te-cover storics of

Harry Wharfon & Co. That they
have satisfied a long-felt want is
proved conclusively by the letters of
thanks that have been, and etill are.
pouring in from every corncr of the
globe. “Grand stuff, these long
yarns ! says Harold Boyd, a long-
standing reader from far-off
Australia, and that seems to be the
general opinion of all my readers,
More power to Frank Richards' elbow
—or ahould I eay pen?

That our star school-story author is
determined to keep the old flag flying
was made clear to me the other day
when we discussed the wonderful
wheezes he's working on for future
yarns.

Before writing this chat, I had the
pleasure of reading next week's story.
Aud what o smasher it was, too! T
title :

“MUTINY ON THE FIREFLY!™

will give you eome idea of the treat in
store for you. Smuggler, pun-runner,
and lawless adventurer, Captain
Compton decides at last to ateer the
straight and narrow course, with the
result that the whole crew of the
Firefly is against him. Like ravenous
wolves they atfack, with the resuit
that—— But why spoil your enjoy-
ment by giving away the story? QGet
next Saturday’s Maexer and read all
about it,

The “Greyfriars Herald,” as bright
and sparkling as ever, together with
the Gmrfriars Ehymester's contribu.
tion, will complete this bumper issue
of the Maawner. De sure to eorder
your copy carly, chums.

"What's in & name?” iz a guestion
thot is often asked, and if you are
thinking of toffee, then “Palm ™ is a
name which suggests to you ope of
the finest saweeta that you can buy.
Just consider the ingredients for a
moment: pure cone sugar, Tich
English milk, “Palm ™ Dbutter and
energy-making glucose. Even lhome-
made toffee has a stromg rival in
“Palm " Toffee. When you call at
your local “tuckshop ” for your next
supp% of swects, don't forget to ask
for “ Palm * Tuffce.

Before winding up this Chat I
would like to point out to one of my
Richmond chums that I could not
reply by post to his letter, as he did
not furnizsh me with his addreas.
Anyway, hizs query has already been
answered fully in the daily Press.

Look out for ancther cheery chat

next week.
YOUT EDITOR.
Tie Maicser Tagnanr.—No. 1,50B.
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“Rﬁﬂﬂli I* said Harry.

They left the baleony and got  into
their coats, and went out to the car.
Billy ‘Buntor seetmed to be walking on
&ir,

His little round eyes gleamed behind
hizs big ropod spectecles. He wore
one \Tumun-Em:tha warmatﬁ.
o &% to lap'lug' leamin
front of cdne o under's dreau
shirts. In . that .Ehll't'frtmt ‘gleamed =
dismond that was ter's very own
—almost the only thing that was his
-:mm in -his -present outfit. ¥t had cdst

Bunter mx%ﬂnc& but he fondly believed

ﬂ.
w

that all Hotel Glorie fancied it
MT? e packed h hich
a pn:'tﬁr ad into the car, whic
rolled away with them, leaving the

blage of lights of the Gloria to fade
into iHe night behind.
The Famous Five wera rather gilent in

:ﬁ%& CAr. Tim fE‘-Dundﬁr aat dw;th hﬁ
eery, smiling faco unter - did the
talking. Clealgg he wea looking for-

ward with tremendous anticipation to
a wild night at Monts,

The chums of the Remove could not
hélp feeling & little dubious. It was
owing to them that Bunter was in the
pariy. And it would quite 1m
govard with the Bounder's sardonic
natdre t6 get his own back, lending
them in some disgraceful n-:ihenture,
by allowing Bumter to take the lead.
Certainly,
caaino, the Famous Five wero mnot
gowg to enter it. That Bmith
pulling som ¥ leg they gould not
doubt, but there was =n le
doubt whether it was their leg or
Bunter's.

The cdr stﬂpﬁ:ﬂ on & shadowy road,
Tha uﬂ’&ur got down and
thia door, bowing.

"'lem mesuteurﬁi” he =said.
"'We get out beve,” zaid Smithy.
They got out. Billy Bunter blinked
round eagerly ‘through his big spec-
tacles. There wai no sign of a casino
vet, at all evenis. No ll his gleamed
from tho dusky night. Close at hand

wes @& path runoing up the hill
through olive ﬁuudu, but it scemed, 30
seo, to lead only

far as Buniar cou cil
into  solitude darkness, He
blinked at the Bpunder, puzzled.

“1 sny. Bmithy—" squesked Bunier.

“J'hiz way 1™ said the Bounder cheer-
fully. and 4:: started walking up the
shadowy path.

“But I $EF. wheze does that lead‘!""

squénked Bunter,

“Muntﬂi” answered Smithy over his
shoulder;

HOk! AN right 1 But why the dickena
couldn't we go all the wa,:i in the car ?"
grunted Bunter. *I don’t like walking,”

The Famaus Five followed on,
wondering buf smiling. The car roared
away and left them to 1it. They did not,
of course, know a great deal about the
loeal topography : but they did not su
pose for & moment that this lonely, hi I
side patir throngh the olive groves led to
the Casino of Monte Carto.

if_fhe car_arrived at a 3

WaS o

‘the sha
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hey tram on cheerfully. much
mnra cheerfull than Bunter. Bunter
was fearfu y on & wild night at
Monte, but he. did not like walkin !

Vernon-Smith led the way, whi
as he went, No doubt he knew th&
lmahty waoll enough, and knew where

he was lg'omg The other fellows could
only follow his gn uidanca,

“1 say, ¥, I'm tired ! gasped
Buntér, nhen a mile had- been covered,
“T say, I'm fed up with this] What the
thump are we walking for?”’

" Exercize [¥ answered the Bounder
over his shoulder.

“You . silly idiot!” rosted Bunter.
% Think I've come out for exercise

“Yea ™

“You silly assl” roared Bunter.
Jﬂih’ wall haven't, sea?”’

ks to me as if you have!™
answored the Bounder imperturbably.
“You'ra gati-'mg it, anvhow.”

“ Ha, ha, hal™

“Beast |” hooted Bunter. “Look here,
I'm _not going to walk sny more. ;

tl:"

LA |

“ Pleasa yourself, old fat freak!

Read and Enjoy

"A CHALLENGE

TO CREYFRIARS!”

By Frank  Richards—this

week's story dealing with the

early adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. in the

& nice night for sitting out! Coge on
you fellows, you're nol tired dut yet, 1
supposet”

*“Ha, ha! Nol®

Thae Famoua Five walked on with
Bmithy __ Billy Bunter rolled on safter
them. His fat little legs were feeling
like dropping off by thistime Bug bo
did not want to drop behind, He had
not the remotest chance of fnding his
way on his own, by those' bewilderin g
ﬂ-hﬂ.-dﬂ“’j." F;Eha on the hillsides; ;.lsﬂ,.
was in momenptary expectation ‘of a-eamg
the dazzling lighta of the ©msino shine
through the dusky darkness,

Dut no shining lights greeted his eyes.
By ﬂnncFaLh after another they threaded

wy ways of the hillside Harry

tne wallk,

Wharton & Ca were Gﬁ 8 in
i unter wes

s was the Bounder.
not [
The fat Owl came to a halt at last
and lesned op & tree, gnﬁﬁmﬁ for broath,
“I—1 say, youi fellows, held onl I've
got to restt” he gurgled. “Ow!l I'm
hmdl 1 say, Smithy vou beast, how far

is it to Monte from_here 2"

“No distance at slllY  answered
Smithy.

1 can't sen it 17 howled Bunter.

"%ht;ﬂra standing on it.”

“It'e a b:t dark,” said Smithy. ¥ Baut
if you can't see 1&, you can suraly feel
Lt,aajruumuta u%nn it."”

“ Btandin un wha “ ghrieked Bunter.

“ Monte

- Wh-a-a- at?
velled Bunter. *
to Monte—>"

“We've come!” said the Bounder.
I"“ Ha, ha, hal” sbhrieked the Famous
Tive.

“Every hill hereabouts is called
Monte I explained the Bounder, "This
is the; mnnm I mea

1 It you meant Monte Carlo 1
l_hhrtakud unter,

“Now I worder,” said the Bounder
gravely, “what made Bunter think I
ﬁ:naaut%” Monte Earlni‘ You fellows

LF LY

*Ha, Im_. ha 1
“You—you beast!” gasped Bunter.
o Ynu nmd I was going to hava & wild

ni

§ h m; nral Yﬁ:i;i! End it wﬂ-;:
enoug ore you get back, we've go
five miles to mjl: to get oub of thig—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five.

Eﬂdeuﬂy the Bounder had been pull-

Bunter's fat leg. “Dunter like the

wmked old man of the world he wa.s,
had stipuleted for 2 wild wnight. ot
Monte! He was getting itl
Bounder had léd him up a monte, and
he was getting a wild night, much
wilder than he liked, now that he knew.

Wharzar you mean?
“You said we were going

“You—you—you beast!” groanod
Bunter. ;

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasts! Owl I'm ticed] Wom:l
Beasts ™

Billy Bunter tottersd on. The rest

of that awful walk over.interminuble
shadowy miles was like a nighticare to
Billy . Bunter. He gasped. he groaned,
he tottored, and ha st It was
rather & long walk for the other fellows,
and they wera feeling for a rest,
when - they sighted the - Hotal “Gloria
again. Billy Buntor was “almost crawl-
ing on his hands and knees,
arry - Wharton snd Bob Cherry,

between them bel hiin in. - He Baa
hardly enough breath lefe ko oall
Herbert Vernon-Smith a beast! He did
not even want any supper. He rolled
into bed and snored |

Billy Bunter did not come down till
noon the next day. And then beo
snorted when the other fellows nsked
him how he had enjuyed his @ild: night

- 'mt Munte t

THE END.

{Althougk. the eruiee of the Firéfly 1y
faet . drawing fo a close, tne most ex-
citing moments gre yel fo come for
Harry Wharten & Co. Nofe the lile
ef the final yarn in this' thrill-packed
geries: “MUTINY ON THE. FIRE-
FLY " Beé rure of reading thie emash-
ing “story by ‘ordering- next Saturday's
MagrED m-dzz.a/. shumal)
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Complete St. Sam’s Yarn

TH

By DICKY

“*PLAY UF. THE
ROVERS 1

Jack Jolly & Co., of the
Fourth Form at 3t. Sam’s,
faraly jumped, as that ery
fell on their ears.

' | hat ! " ejackn-
lated Jack Jolly. " That’s
the Head1"

“Bo it is!¥ gasped
Frank Fearless. * I'ansy

the Head, of all people,
turninpg up fo a pro-
fessional footbawl match.™

Tho chums of the Fourth
wore distonished. It was
the last afternoon of their
hollerday. and they had
decided to epend it watch-
ing @& cup-tie belween
Fowlboroug Yewnited
nnd Dirtchoster Rovera.
‘The tast thing they had
antizsipated was that they
would bump into anyono
vo important as Dootor
Birchemall.

But there he was, right
enuff—sitting in the grand-
stand just behind them.
What was even more ser-
prizing, he was actually
-cheering one of the teams,
na they trotted out cm to
the piteb, just ua if he was
ono of their stawnchest
su Ertaral ] "

“Gao it, eripploa !
ho  roarcd. ¥ Giﬂ-} ‘em
sox this afterncon, boys!
Up, the Rovers|!™

“ Ahem ! ¥ coffed Jack
Jollv. " Good-afternoon,
gir 1

The Head stopped cheer-
ing and looked down. He
vavée & violent, #pas.
maoddiel: start, when he
reckernisod  the cheery
Fourth Formers bolow him
end his face cullered up
like a turkey.cocli’s

“ {-g-pood - aftornoon.
Jolly! G.-g-pood.afternoon,
boyal™ he starmmercd.

s CUP-TIE PLOTTER!

NUGENT

“ What o serprizo, secing
wou hera 1%

“You'ro mnot half eo
gerprized as we aro, = ! 3
lorfed the kaptin of the
Fourth. “YWe never
dreemed for a moment

Eou wore 8 supporier of =

irtcheater Roveral ™

Doctor Birchormall
hia hps.

“ Well, to tell you the
trath, Jolly, I'm not!™

The chiums of the Fourth
etared blankiy.

“In that case, sir,”
vencherad Franlk TFearless,
“why are you cheoving
them ag if you wers ono
of their regular lfans ¥7

Tho Ilced leanced for-
ward and sank hig wvoice
to 8 meer WISper,

* Mum's the word,
boya,” he said with a
wink. ' As a matter of
fakt, I've given the Rovers
to win on my Toothawl
fourcast ecoopon-—and it's
the only result about which
I'm in doubt!?”

“0Oh, erums!

“The other resulls are
dead certs,” pgrinned the
Head. * But this one is
ot quite so certain. For
that regson, I've turned
up to give the Rovers as
much cncurridgment as I
ﬂﬂ-rl I [ 5]

“ My hat 1 1

"1 houp you'll join
me, boys," wont on Doctor
Birchemall, * in cheering
on the Rovers to wiktory.”

* Sorry, sir,” said Merty.
“We're Yewnited sup.
porters ourselves,”

“ Look hore—"

But a deffening roar of
cheering from the crowd
stopped Jack Jolly & Co.
from hearing the rest of
the Head’s remarks. The
teams wers lining up for

bit)
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FIRE AT

In anewer to abouk
ton thousand ingquiries
—Y I8, there haa besn
o fire at Wharton Lodge !

— = e — I ehould never hove
the Liek-off and the referee | of the end of his benrd and [ borough  Yewnited werey “Dihe  rtel’s  veils  died | drales with the Jaws of| ' 1 euppose you're guite nm‘?ﬁgh% J;hnp:;:a E:ﬁg 1-,{1?;
was putting his  wissle | tugged for all their mite. | leading by five poals to u'mymm&{rhﬂjﬂnggcrg!e. feotbawl.  All the goals|eertain of the remnaining ,mwﬂﬁftﬁfa patticular Hre.
to his lipa, And the Head, alter nearly | nil | at the core of the apple scored by the Yewnited | nine, sir 7 Within & second or two
Fag-ee-ae-cep | turning into a Catherine | -Juck Jolly & Co. couldu’t ] gt stuel in his throat. he disallewed becawse he| “ Positive, my doar | of iis etarting, everybody
Plank ! wheel, decided to pipelhelp grinning s  they By ihe time be bhod |soid they were offside. | Jolly ! Just {0 wake |in the House knew of it
The grate game had |down for a time, turned round to the Hend | suxveeded in dislodging it, } On tho olbor hand, he|assurance dubbly sure, | pot to mention the rardensr
atarted ! The game wont on, and | agoein. _ Dictor  Birchemall Lad § gave o goal 1o the Rovers | however, T will "have a | and his sssistant o o e
“ Play up, Fowt- it was seon pretty clear “Looks as if yourjthd a ekarf vound his | whenever he was given | look down at the scores,” both about 200 feet diatant
borough 12 welled Jack | that TFowlborough Yew- | fourcast is going to be ajmmth and bownd him | balf & chance ! said {he Head, a3 he | from the house |
Jolly. nited were wetting the |bit off the rails, sir!”|brud and fook With six men off the | bought an evening papsr F b : i
“On  the bawl, thelmezzmre of their oppe- | sabd Jolly. Teking caro nob to let ffield and the vef. on the | frown & passing LOWEPAPET rom thegardenscr’a assist.
Yewnited ! "' voared Fear- { nents. Their reward came | But the Ilead wasn't[hir kaplive sce his face, [side of tho Rovers, the! boy. ant ik travelled vio an
lesa snd Merry aud Bright, | ot last when their centre- | balf so downcost as the| Dyetor Birchomall bundled | result was a  fourgons | Doctor Birchemat) Errand boy on 8 bieyele
The chums of the Fourth | forward finished wup & |Co, had eppspected him h.iﬂ into a cupboard and | conclusion, Firet  the | stopped and glanced down | 2°WD to the villago. It
heard an sngry snort be- | magnificent run with ato be, wero was aflocked tho door. ‘'Them, | Rovers drew lovel, and|thestop-presscollum. Then went all round the village
hind them. pmashing shot that left | cunning look in his shifty | with litening epeed, ho { then they forzed ahead— | he blinked, Finally, o | nbout tcon seconds and
“Yah! The Yewnited [the Dirtchestor Rovors jeyes, a3 though he was|g#nped into o sparo ipair and when the Onal wissle | bitter ery of anowizh burst spread Lo about six neigh-
can’t play footer for tofly ! | goalie standing. engaged in hatching some| of footbawl shorts which | went, they had won by | [vom hislips. bauring villages in less than
Come on, the Rovors! “O0ALY M doep, dark plot : and ab| be found in the cupboard, | 14 poals to 5! " Something gone wronw fen minutes.

Smash ‘om, boys! BSpifli-
cate em ! Horray | "

The Head finished up
with & dehted cheer, as
one of thé Rovers gave s
Yewnited man a torrifick
kiclk on the noze. But the
Hend's joy +was  short-
hived, for the ref's wissle
shrilledd out immesjately
and he awarded a free
kick against tha Rowvera.
Instantly, the Head was
on his feet, loudly pro.
testing,

* Boo ! What's the
matter with the ref " he

roared. It was a fare
chargs ! Any fool could
sea that., 1 could eee it
myseli ] Yarocoocoo t ™
The Head's proteats
finished up in & leendish
vell, His naybours on

gpither side, who seemed
to object to his remarks,
had each grabbod a helf

“ Hooray 1 "

Jack Jolly & Co, cheerad
like Lhe wory dickens
But Doctor %irﬂhemall,
of corse, was & horse of &
different culler. He was
simply relyine on  the
Rovers winning to rmake
his coopon right; and,
when  their  opponeuts
scored, a deth-like paltor
apread over his feotchers.

“Fowl!® he cried
“ Offside ! Turnm him off
and give the other side &
penalty 1 *

Bot _the rof. was deff
tg the Head's entreaties.
He awarded the Yewnited

their woll-earned gozl ;
and the f{eams lined up
again.

That first goal was soon
followed by a second; then
g third and & fourth.

By the time the wissle
woent for half-time, Fowl-

——rt s

‘“THANKS, MR. Prout!”
WE GOLFERS SHoUT!
Grins GEORGE BLUNDELL

'ra jolty prateful {o Mr, Proub
for giving ma an idea of how {o
So is evervbody clze
who has had the sumeo experienco.

He's & jolly good golfer himzclf
11¢ must be, becauso he says he is.
2o, of course, it's an nwhal bere
io him to hove to trot round a
And yot

play golf

ecomeEs with o novico.
Lhe doesn't mind |

Wiat's moroe, he's ull of peniso
for o chap. oven when o chap fails
sntively to carry out hisinstructions.

Hg {old me to do exaclly what
I watched him carefully
aril eaw that he lashed out as
tousls he weas aimme ot the ball,
fiib tho eir instead, then balauced
on eno log, aud finally hit the turl
with the back of his neek.

Try oo I would, [ couldu’t pers @ his ueat, polished Wiy,

he did.

form that Jdifii-
it feat.  Like @
duflfer, T hit iha
ball and drove it
right into a holo
that liad a flog
stock in ik But
didd Pronty 1ol

o,

ball.

biis o] 1 Jidn't

me I was a {ool ?

Prouty told me to watch him
and sea precisely what ho did, then
copy it in every detail,
lifted hita elub, swung it round
with terrifle foree amd broko it in
half onn the ground, just ncar the

l'in dashed if I could do ik
My club dildn’s snap in hell liko

o

Not he!
gaid it was vory good !
It was the sane with the second

lell the

He 1hen

tana bl bl wey
L hib Ll

hit lum

envy and despair.
grumble at mo once.

P'm aefiaid I shall never
golf like Le docs.
best with.me and he was wonder-
[ully paticut.

Afier which, I hepe youw'll all
muderstend why would-Fa gollcrs
uhways =hout * Thanksz. My rout,
old scoutsi ¥

blozgsed bell oand
held oo to my
club intaet, [ did
feel s chump
L can tell you!
Bubt Prout was
kindness 1tesel L,
Ho oven mutternd
‘eomething about
1 getling  on
all right.

And so0 oll
Ehrough the
lesaon ! L simply
vouwld not do it
like Prouty. The
onzy, profezsional

way in which ho broke clubs in half.
ﬁﬁ of sarth inte the air and
i

Il slanding filled moe with
Buat he didn’t

pln_‘-,r
But he did his

Jolly'a worda ho ultered
& low laxf

“Ha, ha, hat! The
ramo’s nob over yet-—
im fakb, it's only jusb
begun 1 he said, with a
lecr. And then, {o the
juniors’ gerprize, ho et
up from his seat and made
for the eppsit |

There was o look of
desprit resolve an the
Hend's fizw, aa ho clattcored
down thoe staira leading
out of the stand.

* Aha!" he mutiered
to himself. * The time
hes come to do the dirty
deed | If the Rovers ean't
win by fare meouans, then
they must do it by fowl t ™

S0 saying, he opened no
door marked “ Offishals
{Jni’y,” ond walked boidly
in,

Ho pawsed [or & cupple
of ticks to give a swift,
furtive glance round him,
Almost immojately he
spotted & door on which
was painted thoe sign:
*TRLET'S PRIVIT
ROOM.™

Chueckling gleefully inio
liiz beard, Doctor Birch-
emall gallopeidt over to

thia second door and bent
down and applied his eve
to the keyhule,

“ What o bit of luck ! "
he muttered. ** Tho raf’s
alono !  Now for iti"

With thesa words, he
gilently opened tho door
and etepped im.

The referce, all igncrant
of the fate that threltened
him, was munching awax
with grate enjoyment at an
apple.
stelthily and with in.
finite cawshun, theo lHead
crept up behind the ref,
Then, suddenly, liko a
tiger powneing on his
proy, he sprang—and the

serprized vef. fgund his
arms  pinioned to his
aides.

* Qw-ow-ow ! Yaroooo !
Cluggug-gug-groovo & 2

ard solved tho problem
of his [aeo lungasa b
perting it in the mi&diz

avd {yving it vound his
netk. It was  amazing
hew  epgaactly  like =

shagry  woollen skarf it
lonked. Then he picled
uf: his wissle end - guitted
tlik roon.

s minnit later, he was
walking to the centre of
the pitch,
wigle for the line.up!

‘Aany in the vast crowd
notigsed then that the
rel’ had aequired o skaxf,
but they took it fop
groated that he had
meerly eanght a  caold,
NGTU A PERSON SUS-
PECKTED FOR A MO.
MENT THAT IT WAS
A BOGUS REFERLEL |

Fee-ee-e-cep !

e second half started

nd it slzrted gen-
amabunally | Fowlboroush
Yewnited got on  the
marlk rvicht owey and
thidr sontre-forward scored
wiihin & minnit,

*Goal !

Then cane anothor zen.
egashun. Instead of nward-
ingl a goal, the bogus ref,
tajgped  the Yewnited
ceijire-forward on the arm.

*That waa @& fowll™
he wrapped oub.  ** You'ro
ordeed off the field 1

*Wha-o-at 1"

*De £ inguired the

d vnpleasantiy. *1I
gaid you'ro ordeved off ihe
field for fowling | Duzz ¥

tantly ihwwe was a
wigns burst of protests
wrein the Yewnited players,

Doctor Birebhemall
mierly zrinned, for fhis
wirg just what he wanied |

“‘all those who've ob.
ected are ordered off, too,
al: argewing ihe fossl™
ba eaid, with & ieer.

[bat fnsident was only
thi it of a number of

by censashonal insi-

Es that silernocn, Tho

Had playved doex wnd

blowing This:

- E

e e LS R SR
prnia

e W

- e e ]
ek e | B e Ty
o kel e ;

There weps a {ewriona
msh on the part of the
crowd abt the fGnish; the

Yewnited'a gupporiers
were farely alter hiz blud.
But the Head hed taken
the precawshun of getting
near the players’ entrance,
and longz before they
could reach him, he had
made good his cacape !

Five minnite lafer, once
more eporting his {famnus
beard, he bumped into
Jack Jolly & Co. outside
the cround.

“ YWell, boys, the Rovers
did ik, after alll™ he
grinred, * Quits & rum-
away vikiory, in fakp1 ™"

Jack Jolly & Co. eyed
him rather I:c-ntemﬁl-ibly,

“ I eppspect you'll soon
be & runsway yourzelf,
siv, said Jdacke  Jolly
wmeaningly. * If the perlice
hear that Lhe bogus referee
that has just hoodwinked
the crowd was Doclor
Birehemall 1 7

The Head started vio-
lendly ; his greenish eyes
eyed the Co. unoczily,

* Then you've guessed 2
ho muttered. ' 1 s-afy, you
boys, for poodness’ eulo
don’t blew Lhe galf on me,
will you ¢ Comne along like
grood lellows and have tea
witi: mie out of the munny
I chall win fer corvcctly
fcﬁ.‘r.‘{‘a:.i‘i-liﬂ;:_.’, thoze Lon re-
L g

L
i

Elkinner,

-
P, L

with the works,
as‘!i:g:d Fearloga,

8 mewspaper
from the Hé}u.éj’z
banda,

“ They've lost—all nine
of them ! ho moanad.

sip ¢ 1

dl‘ﬂp})ﬂd
nerveless

“The only correct result
18 the one I mannidred to
wanglel Cb, oh, oh1?"

“Ha, ha, hal? yellad
Jack Jolly,

* Stop it, you cacklin
diota 1 g&aﬁd tho Head
feehly.

But Jack Jolly & Co.
refused {o siop it! They
considered that it was the
bast ibul thine that
could have happened | It
would teach ilie Head not
to be euch o blessed
gwindlor in future, they
refleelzied !

So they lurled and layfed
end larfed-—and for every
bart of theirs there was ut
least one groan from the
tips of the Cuap-lie Plotter !

ROLL UP! ROLL UP!

Annual Meeting of the
Catapult Shooters  and
Window Dreoghers Union
in the Rag ihe first ecven.
ing of the now term at
7.43 prompt.  Harold
President,  will
leeture on “ Have You An
Airy i Lite 772

! need hardly mention
thut the woriginal story
reeeved a good many wlier.
ations and embat}ia"émeuts
im the course of itz many
Jourueys ¢

In & quarter of an honr, all
the plione wires for miles
were jommed with anxious
ingquirers, and at least two
exchange operatora had
swooned from overwork.

Shortly altor that, strenms
of traftic began to arrive,
till the roads were all com-
pletely congestied,

The Truth About the

WHARTON

LODGE!

By HARRY WHARTON

‘When the fire-engine
eventually reached the ecenc
of the fire, quite & lot of
the traffic had to be ditched
belora it could get past, Ip

ob  fhrough  eventually,

owever, and stirring scenes

warewitnessod when the fire.
men descended and made
an onslanght on tho front
door wilth their hatehets—
not discovering till mfter
they hmd wreeked it that
they could have opened it
by turning the handle |

And not one of us has had
& moment’s peace  Einoe.
Inquiries have come by
phone, wire, and lefler=
apart, of course, from per.
sonal ealls. Tho storm s
still raging s thiek as evey
ot the timw of going to preast

What, you may esk, was
the extent of the damasze
over which o many people
soern to Dave exurcia.r:c]l {heit
minds i

When I tell you, you'll
realise that there's cortainh.
no justifieation for all ithe
fuas welve had to put uws
with, :

As 8 matier of fact, all
that lappened was that
my uncle aceidentally ig.
uited the coat-teils of his
dress-suit  while  standing
in front of the firo in the
clrawing-room !

THAT'S ALL S

Stewart leb me try my
hand with his pater's car
one day during the vac,

don’t know whether it
was the car 1hat was ni
fault or me. Ono of us
cortainly wos. Yet T find
it hord to belivvs hat I,
who have eo swre o mrasp
of the teehpick]l details of a
pranc, shounld el to undor-
stund the mere automatic
intricacies of a wotor-car,

I pressed the self-starter
all right and achieved a
crezeendo of sound just ns
if I'd bheen playing on my
own piand at home. Then
I stepped on the loud pedal
and the absurd vehicleleaped

forward like some mad
thing 1
Stewart shouted Eeome.

thing, and I touched lightly
on sowne of the contrivances
within my reach. I'm per-
fectly sure my movements
were a3 smooth and rhylh.
mical a8 if I had beenplaying
gome old-fashioned Vienneso
waltz, Yeb tha resulis were
tho cpposite of smooth and

thythinwal, There was one

BLOW MOTORS—I'M
STICKING TO MUSIC!

Says CLAUDE HOSKINS

loud blast of musio frem
the hor, then (he ecax
jumped backwards and for.
wards and backwords agzain
and then turoed sharply to
the left., The tempo of the
thing was mioat ecoentrio |

In the finigh” I becamo
desperate. I passed my
fingers through my hair and
jmoagined I was p!'aj'inﬁ
Rachmaninoif’s * Prelude,”
This proved to bo a preluda
to mycreshing into Stewars's
garden wall and wroeking
the car,

I can only copelude that
1 played o wrong uote.

Taking it all round, I've
dscided that I'm sticking
fo music. Blow motors !

NO MORE BUMPING'

All those in favour of
abolishing bumping amongst
schoolboys please assembile
in the Kemove passape im.
mediately after the holidaya,
Object: To call on eoppo-
nenta of the No-Mare-
Bumping movement and
Irarnpy them.




