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YOUR EDITOR INVITES YOU

T0—

, HHT from his
el of the

Stllet,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear

roeaders. Write to him : Editor
‘““ aMagnet,”” The Amalgamated

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

London, E.C.4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

T isn’t often that T cot stumped for a
reply tor o roader’s query (touch
wood) ¢ but this week 1 must admit
that W. Vaux, of Shropshiro, lae

port me Boat. Mo Tosks me i I know
reighly haw many Bpanieh and French
shipe wore wrocked in the Lizard distriet
ofaCornwall during 1784, also if one of
this Bpanish ships contained bullion which
was to be deposited in London during the
vnsettled state inoBpein, and if so, was
nnyptempt made to salvege the veesel.
T-needyy, my Shropahire chum, but I am
ofraid T caumot pive any information
ahout ¢he ships. Dhwing 1750-1788 tho

igring - King in Spain secina to have
boey Charlea I1T who heted England, so
it soeris unlikely thot bullion woold be
brought to London from Spain. I
B gt my chom should get hold of a
bock of Bpanish history from a Publie
Library. ‘I'his some ronder algo wants to
know the name of the sistor ship to the
Queen Mary now in courss of construction.
No riame hos yet been definitely decided
v for the No. 232, although Queen
Elizebeth hos been suggested.

The next lettor comes from R, Shepherd,
of Harvingoy, N.4. who, after stating
that Lie hos a reader of the Macxer
for twenty years and that the Old Paper
topa perlection, aslts me how often they
Vs

THE 3TATUTES OF ERGLAKD,

and where may they be scen other than
in tho Britigh Musaum ?

A Chronologienl Table snd Index of
the Statutes which are stal] law is annually
publizhed under the divection of the
statute Law Committee. Thia table
ehows how [ar any onactmncnt lhas boen
wpealed or amended, I connot  hey
where theso Statutes can be scen as they
are more or lesa kept privato,

Mauriea Doarman, of Lgham, Svoiey,
Las fired in throo querios, tho answers (o
wlhieh will take up a great deal of my chat,
As I have o full page at my disposal I
cair apave the voom. Incidentally, the
answers 1o the guestions may he of
interest to o great mumber of veaders,

The first picce of information ashod for
coneorns the

KU-KLUX-KLAN

Well, hera poes, Mauries, The first
organization of the Ifu-Kilux.XKlan in
America was the outzrowth of tense
feeling in the Bouth during the reconstrue-
tion period siccceding the Civil War,
It waas a secrct nssociation of soithern
Whites united for self protection ngainst
the recently ¢emangipated negrocs in
1863-76.  The second organiaation, known
as the Knichis of the Ilu Klux-Illan, way
formed by W. Jozeph Simmons, o preacher,
travelling salesman  and  experienced
promoter of fraternal orders, on Thanks-
giving Night in 19135, This was legally
established by o charter and is known as a
high-class, mystical, social, patriotic
and benevolent association, and is devoted
to the sacred duty of protecting woman-
hood, and to the idea of tho Fatherhood
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of God, Brotherhood of man amd puree
Ameviennisin.

The next guestion asked ia what 1s the
meanting of

TOC H.

Toc H. ia a Dritish sacml organigation.
In 1915—the Great War period-—there
wag established in Popervinghe, the well-
kunown British Lillet and rest ftown in the
Epres arca, a charch inetitute known as
Talbot Housgo in wmemory ol o fallen
afficer, G, W, L, Talbot, son of tha bhisha
of Winchester,” It was unsed as a clu
and rest contre iy men returned from tho
trenches. Socon the name was universally
known as Tee H. from the Bpitish Pypedis
tionary Foree telegraphic abbreviation of
Talbot. Hausge.

After the war, the Toe H. Aseociation
wing fonned, sl a fellowship of many
thousande of voung mon was ereated,
pledged to help one another and to study
gocial, réligious s  eivie  condolions.
Toe H., promotes clubs and hostels, and
thiore are three London econtres, ono in
Manchester, and over seventy branchea.
In 1921 money was provided to found
three memorial chaplamaies,

Laetly, Maurice asks me whether there
wag B

MASSACRE OF 5T. BARTHOLOMEW ¢

Thoe Massacre of 5t. DBariholomew wns
the nome given to the Massacre of the
Huguenots, which began in Parig on
?EL Eﬂarﬂm]mnew‘s Day—August  Zith,
HIZ,

50 much for thae little lot !

Here's a curious guery from * Puziled,”
of Leeds. He ssks me to tell him some-
thing about

“DEATH VALLEY OSTRICH.”

This peculiar name is piven to a curions
wond formation in Death Valley, in the
Calilorninn Desort. 1t takes the form of
a giant ostrich looking over tho desert.
But no humon hand  fashioned this
marvellous corving. 1t is an entirely
natural formetion.

Death Valley ia thoe lowest and hotlest
part of North America, and s 230 foed
below sea level, Yet, despite this, fresh
water fish ave found living there! You
ean also find ** lilies of the desert ” morp
thon twice the height of 2 man! Tius
iz the name civen to the Yucea ond Setol
plants, which belong to the lily family
anel bear white blozsoms.

Talking -about Western Aweries, do
vou know that there .nre vast tracis of
land near the Mexican border that haven's
been surveyed yet ? Such a place is

LOST VALLEY

which T was told about some time axo.
A wraveller who found hiz way there
degoribes it a8 o fertile valley half in
America and half in M ixico. No ane
lives there, although there iz good soil

and tudergeonmd water, and Indian relics
lyinfg arouvnd. What'a more, anyone can
gettle tlicre by: lessing ‘ground from the
Amcerican govermnent for as littlo na Gdi
or Gel. ﬁ}:ﬂr aere por year ! If the governs
ment should wont vour land at the expiry
of the ldage, they will pay vou lor ony
improvements you have made,

Sounda pretty pood, doesn’t it T Dut
vou're right—thore’s a snag in it. It's
goven miles from the nearest highway—
arndd those eeven miles take some covering,
for -the wvalley iz hemmed in by mighty
mountaing which are pretty near impags-
able, and that’s why so .fow people have
ever set foot in Loet Valley., In years Lo
eoine, perliaps, 6 road may be constructed
through it, but until that iz done, Lok
Valley s likely to remasin one ol the
loneliest places in the world.

which T came aorossz the othor
1t proves that

DEAD MEN CAN TELL TALES!

On an island off the coast of Georgin,
Tnited States, workmen wero constructing
a4 new aivport. In the course of exenva.
tion work they came acress the sheletons
of n long-dead race of people. And
the teeth of all these men wore perfect—
much more perfect than people’s tecth
uro to-day. Himilar skeletons have beon
fomdl on the mainfand, but in theso
cogra tha teeth showed that the long-
dead people suffered from the sane deutal
iroubles as people do now,

Obviouely, say tho gcientists, & was
{he food and conditiona of lile of the
islenders wlieh kopt their teeth in such
porfoct  comdition, 8o now  they are
wetting 1o workl to find out as much as they
¢an concerning the dead med, hopiny
that theyv will solve the seeret of how o
keep modern poople’s teeth porfect.

l l]‘“Rl" iz nn interesting paragraph

dny.

EE, T almost forgotten 1o say
¢ wored or two ahout next week's
BILL O FARE!

Tirzstk amd foronost on the menn, of
couree, is the grand, long complete yarn
dealing with the further exeiting holiday
adventures of Harry Wharton & Ce,
The title of the story :

“ THE BOUNDER'S PERIL I "
By Frank Richards

will cive you some idea of the plot.  Billy
Bunter, as vsual, plava po samell pact.
Having hooked on Lo Verion-8mith, tho

rize porpeise of the Removo fancicd

ima.-e]F in elover; Lut the Bounders
other puests—DPonsonby & Co., of High-
cliffe—have put quite & different com-
plexion on effairs,  Bui Bunter’s iroubles
ara nothing eompaved to those of Vernon.
Smith., Hauuted by the thoughts of the
sun-man who persista in dogging  his
futher's footsteps, the Bonnder determincs
to wateh over the millionaive’s safety—
a perilous undertaking ! But Sinithy has
a nerve of ivon oa you will agrea when vou,
read thiz all-thrilling yern. By way of
a light relief, you ecan then turn to the
“ Cresfviars Herald ™ and lnugh over the
amusing antics of Doctor Birchemall, of
St. fSam's, while the other interesting
tit-hita in this feature will tell you all the
news of Greyviviars in g nut-ghell. The
Greyfriare Hhymester winda up  this
Lumper programmne with another of his
¢xcellent poema, chooging for his subjeet,
Tomx Brown, from "Way Down Lnder,
Ba sure to order your copy early.

YOUR EDITOR



Three times, in litile more than a week, an attempt has been made on the life of Mr. Samuel
Vernon-5mith, the millionaire. What is the motive of the mysterious sniper ?
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Dropped On |

i HAT chap's 1{{; to something I
sa1d Harry Wharton.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
gpodded hiz dusky head.

“The upfulneds is terrific " he agreed.

“But what?” asked Harey,

The two Grexfrisrs juniors were con-
siderably puzzled. )

Sitting on a massive, jutting branch
of a bhig oak, & dozen feot over the
broad country road, they stared down—
in surprise aml perplexity,

On that sunny  afternoon in the
Easter holidays, they had walked out
of Wharton dge, up the Winford
road. They were expecting Bob Cherry
that afternoon, but Bob Cherry had not
vet arrived. Half-way between Wharton
Lodge and the town they had clamberad
on that branch of the big oak, partly
for a rest in the shade, parfly to sean
the road toward: Wimiord and sce
whether Bob was coming. i

Nothing was in view from the diree-
tion of Wimford, but from the other
direetion, that of distant London, came
the rapid chug-chugging of a motor-
bike.

They glanced at it as it came whizzing
along in a cloud of dust, driven at a
terrific burst of speed.

They expected it to pass like a flash
and vanish towards Wimford. Instead
of which 1t roared to a halt on the
opposite side of the road, where o cart-
track jutted off and led away through
the Burrey woods.

The motor-cyelist jumped off and
whirled his machine round the ecorncy
into the narrow, rutty track, wherve he
left it.

Then he ran back into the road and
ptood staring for a moment in the direc-
tion from which he had come. Then ha

{Copyright in the United States of Americs,
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shot & swift, searching glance round
him, obviously to ascertain whether
anvane wna in sight.

As he did neot lift his glance to fhe
branches of the trees along the road, he
naturally did not see the two sehoolboxs
#itting high up on the oak.

Ele van back to his machine and lifted
something from it—and stepped to o
Llrge ab the corney of the track, Staring
at him acrogs the wide road, the two
astomshed juniors could see that he
was winding something round the trunk
of a beecl: and securing it there.

Iis actions were swift. In a matier
of seconds he stepped away from the
beech with a coil in his hand, and new
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Thrilling Holiday Adveniures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO., of
GREYFRIARS.
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the Greyfriarg juniors, more and more
amazed, could see what it was. It waos
a large coil of thick, but Aexible wire.

With tho coal in s hand ha stood
watehing the road again, hiz whele
attitude cxpressing iatent eagerness.

That the man was “up™ to =somo-
thing was gquite clonr, but it was diflicalg
ta sce what. He had arrived on the
spot at a tremendous burst of speod;
now ho stood motionless, wHiting and
watching. Evidently, ho was watching
for somebody he expected to follow the
way he had come. But what his object
was, was quite a myateary.

From the high oak branch the juniors
could sea litile of his face under the
peak of & cap pulled low. DBut what

All rights reserved,
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OWED MILLIONAIRE !
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Pa b

Mr. Yernon-Smith was at the marey of the

despardado,. A movement, and the Suto=

matic was ready to whip into sight. Than,

suddenly, the dooar behind the lan shid

open and Herbert Vernon-Smith tlepped
inte the carriage |

flier could see was dovkly sworthy.
They could gucese that the mwan waos a
foreigner.

“What on carth's his game, Inkyp?”
asked liavey Wharton, “1le jolly well
looks oz if he means mischief—bul
what ™

“The osteemed goodness knows!”
said Elwrree Jamset Ram Singh, his
dark eyes fixed in perplexity on the
still fipure across the road.

“Looks as if he put on & burst of
speed to pass somebody, and now hoy
waiting for him {o ecome up!™ said
Harry. “Caon't be a jolly old motor-
bandit, I suppese] What the thunp
iz he going to do with that wire?”

. Then, as o startling thonght flashed
infe his mind, Wharton's face paled.

“CGood heavens, Inky! Ho can't be
a car-wrecker! Yt looks——"

Hurree Singh whistled sofily.

“ It leoks——"" ho breathoed.

A car rushed by—a little Austin, the
driver glaneing carclessly at the man by
the roadside as he ][:aﬂsml. It hummos!
on and disappeared.

The man had not stirred.

ITarry Wharton's heart beat fast.

At this spot the shadow of the groat
oak, on which the two juniors wore
Enrui}ﬂd, fell across the rond—a dusky

ar in the April sunlight. Iad ihe
swartly man selected the spot for that
very reasen? A wire stretched across
the road in that dark bar of shadow
would be nnscen by s driver till he
was foo close to avoid disaster.

Was it possible

Wharion remembered that he had
soen something in the newspapers of
somn  lunaties playing such  doadly
tricks on motortsts. Could a =ane man
tlo such g dastavdly thing? It was hard
to believe—yeot, if the man's aclions did
not mean that, what did they mean?

Tre Macyser Liprany.—No. 1,585,
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If be was a var-wrecker, it was clearly
same particular car for which ho was
watehing. The Austin had passed in

i L]

Frgm the distance came the hum of
a Jarge car. .

Far away doWwn the road, twa juniors
spotted o handsome "Rolts-Royce,
roming on at a good speed.

Evidently, the swarthy man spolted
it, too! 3}:[-3:' came across the voad
swiftly, uncoiliog the wire as hé ran.

“Inky !” gasped Wharton.

Thére was no doubt now.

The wire trailed in the dark bar of
shadow acrosa tho road. It was black,
and lay invisible. _

The swarthy ‘man reached the oak-
tree, fairly under the eyes of the staning
JURIOrS, :

Bwiftly he ran the end of the wire
round the oak trunk, as he had run the
othet end round the beech on the other

.11
3 hie dragged it taut, ithe wire vose
t'nf;ﬂ tha' émEtgﬂ stretching at the level
of & couply -of feet over the ground,
A few onds more, 4nd. the end
d Anve peen twigsted fast round the
.y that deadly obstruclion wounld
- get tha car full tilt ox ik came

. o1
Hgare Wharton set his teefh.
vaderstood it all now.
Th?ﬂe_ﬁmm?rmu;l hed been follow-
ing” thi¢ Holls; he had shot shead at
top dpeed, to lay this deddly trap, and
th Rolls was coming on to destruction.
A few seconds more, and the crazh
would come,

Byt thost few seconds were enough
fog tho captein of the Grevfriars
Hewvore, o had been sitting astride

I oal branch. Swiftly he grasped
w with his hands and swung.

He was almost directly over the head
of the swarthy raseal below. ore
wae only one way to ﬁfﬁp the dastavdly
work in time—and Herry Wharion
acted without stopping to think. e
dropped, and crashed faivly on the head
of tlim man below.

Both_his feet crashed on the pealed
cap. The man, with a startl asp,
dropped the wire, staggering aud
falling, and Harry Wharton sprawled
headlong over Him.

“ Cospetio I came & gasping howl of
surprise oend rage from the swirthy
man a8 he erumpled uwnder the Grey-
friars junior. .

The wire, released, trailed in the
dust of the road again. Ib was only
just 1in time, for the Rella was almost
H it. But Harry Wharton had no
time to look at the oncoming car. The
man under him twisted like & cat, and
grasped him. A swarthy face, demaoniac
with rage, wos close to hiz as he was
whirled over on the earth.

“Inky [ panted Wharton.

But he did not need to call.

The Nabob of Bhanipur wae alveady
dropping. He sprang to his chum’s
asid and graeped the swarthy rasecal.
The threo of them rolled over together
in the read, tangled in the farious
struggle, as the chanffenr jammed on
his %ra.kﬂs and the Rolls halted wilh
its wheelz on the wire.

P

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Danger Ahead!

ODOK here, father——" _
“ Nonsensa ¥ eaid Blr.
Vernon-8mith decisively, |
Herbert Vernon-Smiih,
Bounder of Greyfriars, gruntéd.
‘1 fell you—"" he said.
Tuoeg Magner Liagary.—No. 1,523,
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“Rubhizh t* said Mr. Vernon-Snnth.

Rinithy gave another angry grunt.

Sitting beside his father, in ithe mag-
niticent Rolls, eating up the miles on
the Sarrey roads, the millionaire’s son
did not'look as if he was enjoying the
good things of life, which were in sueh
I]-I‘l_ll'.ll].ﬁ niGasiTe.

His brows were knitted, and theve
was- g shade of anxiety on his rather
hard face.

Az Tomlinson, the chauffeur, drove
zteadily on, the Bounder glanced frown
the car every now amnd then with a wary,
suspiciona eye, as if watchful [or
tanger,

If there was danger on the road, Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith did not heed if.
He biad a bundle of papers on his knees,
and was deeply immersed in  them.
Sceldom ar never-did Mr. Vernon-Smith
forget business matters. The City was
the place where he lived and moved and
had his being, and when he was not
there in the Eud}r he was there in the

spirit.
Deep in Lusiness papers and abstruse
financial calewlations, Mr. Vernon-

Buith did not notice the glorious April
sunset over'the woods; he did not notice
the woods; he hardly noticed the change
to the fresh country air from the mix-
ture of dost and petrol that he was
accustomed to breathe in the bappy
purlieus of the City. Indeed, he would
have forgotten that his son was in the
car with- liim, -bad Bmithy kept silent.

My, Vernon-Simmith was pilingap im-
mense wealth chiefly for that son, but
ui the entrancing process he often for-
gabk his son's oxistence,

Smithy, however, ‘was not silent. He
was anxions for his father, if his father
was not anxious for himself,

“Look here, liston & minufe!™ he
snapped. "I toll you, that motor-bike

was following us for fen miles or
more.’”
“What motor-bike?” asked Mre

Vernon-Smith absently.
“Pve told you three times—"

“Eh? Then don't tell me & fourih
time, Harbert,” said Mr. Vernon-8mith
*I've got 1o work through these
papers before we get to Sealill Park,
and it's not a long run down to Susset.
Look at the scenery, my boy. I heligve
it’s very fine in this part of Burrey.”

Mr. Vernon-8mith did not glance
from the ecar to ascertain wheilicr the
seenery was fine or not.  Skies of
erimson and gold sweeping dusky weoods
had no appeal for him.

Neither had  they much for the
Bounder of Greyfriars. Anyhow, he did
not look at the 'Fcemt{. He jabbed at
his father’'s arm, and the millionaire
nttered an impatient exclamation az he
drapped a paper.

“You've pgot to listen, falher!®
snapped the Bounder, " Have von for-
gotten that & pumman has taken pot-
shots at you three times 1 the last
week B

. miss is -as good Az A
Herbert. 1%ick vp that paper.”

“Ile inavn't miss  every tune
growled the Bounder. “I ehat 1':F Lo
London this morning from Sealull Park,
without stoppung for breakfast, when T
sow 10 the paper that that villain had
potted at’ you a third time.”

“Quite unnecessary, my boy " zaid
‘Alv. Vernon-Smith, though his fone was
less impatient as he spoke. “1 don't
want that affair to spoil your Raster
holiday.”

“Blow my Enster holiday ! growled
Srnithy.

“Well, you have guests abk Seahill
Park, Herbert—thé Highelifie. boys.

it e,

You must look after your guests a
little.”

“Pon & €. can po and eat coke, for
all T cere! Ho can Bunter. Boiher the
lot of them I” said the Bounder. *I
dare say they've got on aell nght with-
ount mo; in fact, I've no doubt 1he Hlé;]ll
cliffe fellows have had a happy da
vagging that fat ass, Bunter, while 1
was off the scene.™

Mr. Veorpon-8mith frowned.

“You must not permit that, Herbert.
The Loy Bunier may have ways you
don’t likgm—"

“He haz—lots 1

“But you must rot forget that he
saved 1wy life when I was fired nt the
day I eame to fetch you away fromn
Greyfriars. Give him as good a Lo
as vou can, Herbert,"

“T'm feading the fat brute up to the
chin; that’s a!l he wants!” grunted the
Bounder. “ But never mind him. 1
tell you that motor-biks was following
us a good ten miles, and then——"

“Well, well, now it iz pone!” said
Mr, Vernon-Smith. “There wust be
some tens of thowszands of motor-bicyeles
on the roads to-day, Herbert.”

“That one was following us,” said
Smithy obstinately. “I'm sure of it. I
believe I made out that the man riding
it was a forcigner, and you know that
the gunman who potted at vou was an

Italipn. He's whizgged on ahead,
but—-" .

" And he i= gono!” said s, Vérnon-
Smith. “ My dear Herbert, I have no

doubt that the police will very soon
secure that gunman—no doubt at all. I
shall certainly not allow hiz antics to
make the slightest difference fo my
habits. You must not be nervous for
me, nhen T am not nervous for mveelf.
What are you locking -at newi” he
added, a3z ithe Bounder, turning his
head, stared at a park wall by the road-
side. Ile laughed. “You must not
fancy & gunman behind every wall,
Horbevt.”

“That'a Wharton’s place,” grunted
the Bounder. ;

“Oht  Mr. Vernon-Smith %i&nend
ont. “‘Is that Wharton Lodge . I conld
wizly, Herbert, that you had Wharton
and. soma, of his friends with vou, in-
slead of that rowdy Highelifie set.”

“T've tald yon I rowed with that moh
at the end of the term I grunted the
Bounder, and he gave Wharton Lodge

o scowl as the car buzzed past,
Mr., Vernon-Smith  shpeugged lis
plump shoulders and dropped his gaze

to his papers again. S y starcd at
the trﬂe!.-; ﬁut ﬁﬁed thclﬁmtrr road an
either side. Far abead, a blur of smoke
on the sunny sky told where Wimford
lay. There was no sign of the molor-
cyclist whose pursuit had roused the
Bounder’s suspicions, and who had
vanishad ahead of the car at & tre-
meéndons. burst of speed.

Alr. Vernon-Smith had neot
noticed the man at sll. The million-
aire’s nerve was of irom.  Thrice, in
little more than a week, an unknown
sniper hiad fired on him, and so long as
the man was at large thers was in-
cossant danger of another attempt. Bug
Samuel Vernon-Smith was deep in his
finaneial documents, giving no thought
to the mysterious sniper.

“Look liere, father, we're pelting
close on Wimford,"” said Smithy. * Why
not stop there and give the police a
word about that man on the motor-
bike ¥

“ MNansense |

“1 feol suro—>

“ Rubbish 1"

Mr. Vernon-Smith answered tersel,
without looking up from his papers. The

2VEn



ear glided on, Smithy watching the road
uncasily. Suddenly he urtered =&
Etartled exclamation and jumped to his
ept,

“What thoe thum ” he exclaimed.

“Good gad! What 1a it now?” ex-
claimed i[n Veronon-Smith, gmal.ig.r
annoyed, “Really, Herbert * He
broke off, staring at three struggling

figures, tangled together in wild combat,
that rolled from the roadside into the
road, stirring a cloud of dugt. * What—
what=— Take care, Tomlinzon |”

The chauffeur was swerving to give
the bunch of combatants a wide berth,
as he saw them suddenly sprawling oul
from under the spreading branches of a
great oak. Vernon-Smith stood staring.

“Grayiviars men ¥ he gasped. " One
of those chaps is Inky—Hurree Singh.

The other must ba Whﬂﬂ'ﬂlll,
who—that man's an Italian!

But wiho—
" Look !
Btop, Tomlinson ! The Bounder yelled

with exeitement as glimpsed the
dark, swarthy, furious face of the man
struggling with the two schoolboys
“That's the man, father—the man of
the Lantham road |*

“Good gad 1™

Tomlinson braked and halled the ear.
It was not till he had stopped that he
spotted the wire. running from the
beoch on the left-hand side, trailing
across in the shadow of the oak. He
gave a startled gasp.

“Oh gum! Look I

Herbert Vernon-8mith hovled the ecare
door open before it had fairly stopped,
and bounded out.

With blazing eyes, he rushed at the
struggling bunch in the road—Harry
Wharton, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, and the dark-faced foreigner
who had sniped at the millionaire on the

EVERY SATURDAY

day of break-up at Greyiriars School,

Air. Vernon-Bmith followed him more
slowly, but quite forgetful of his
precious papers now, which seattered
unheeded on the floor of the car. And
as he alighted, tho millionaire dived
& hand into an inside pocket of his coat
for the revolver he carried there, and
the April sunshine gimted on the barrel
of the weapon as he hurried after his
Lo,

—m .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

ARRY WIARTON struggled
desperately in the grasp of the
swarthy car-wrecker. His dusky

chum backed him up with every
ounee of his strength.

But strong and sturdy as the tweo
Grveviriars juniors were, the lithe,
muscular Italian, active as & cat, was
almost too much for them.

The three rolled and sprawled and
panted, in a wild tangle, in a cloud of
tust. None of them i&d eves for the
car, az it rushed 1.1}_: and came to & halt,
The Italian was fighting like a tiger,
kicking and clawing, and suddenly he
wrenched himself partly loose, freed his
right arm, snd grabbed at the back of
his ttousers. Then there was a flash of
steel in the sunshine, as a knife
appeared in the rascal’s hand.

“Look out, Inky!" panted Harry.

¥ia aluded a reckless slash of the steed,
but he had to let go, and the Italian,
tearing loose from Hurree Jamset Ham
Einﬁh, leaped up and bounded back.

The two juniors staggered up, breath.
less, covered with dust, fmcing him.
For a second the rufflian looked as if he
would spring at them, knife in hand;

then his Bashing Llaclk eyes fixed on the
halted ear and the Bounder rushing to-
wards him, the povily millionaire
following.

He gave another backward spring to
the trezs at the roadside. The Bounder,
heedless of the knife in his hand, even
if he noticed it in the excitement of the
motent, rushed straight at him.

“Herbert ! phouted Mr. Vernon-
Smith. *Stapl*

“ Broithy 1" %naﬁed Herry Wharton,
amazed fo see the Bounder uf}' Greyiriars.

Crack! .

The millionaire levellod his revolver
and fired at the panting, ewarthy rascal
at the roadside. But at the same
moment, the Italian leaped back among
the t;;i:m, and the bullet missed him by
& yard,

===
Thers '='s only one way to foll the
car-wrecker —and Harry Wharton
aoted without stopping. to think., He
dropped from the oak branch and
erashed fairly on: the head of the
desperate rascal below., The man
gave a stariled gasp, dropped the

wire, and - fell. *‘Cospetto !" bha
pantiesd.
*“ Herbert ! Stop 1" roared Mp,

Vernon-Smrth, as the PBounder
recklessly rushing after Lim,

Bmithy halted reluctantly. His father
passed him=—his portly face set, hard
and grim, the revoelver iift.ed, his eyes on
the hgure dodging among tho trees. He
loolted at that moment anything but &
placid City man. He fired, and fireg
again, a3 the foreigner ran—and & wild
vell came screeching back—and the
breathless schoolboys saw the runnming
man ¢lap & hand to his face as he ran,
and saw the spurt of blood through tho
swarthy fingers. The next moment the
Italian vanmished in the” wood, and Mr.
Vernon-Smith, standing under the big
oak, fired twice into the thick greenery
after lum.

“0Oh,. my hat!” breathed Wharton.

e stared blankly at Smithy's father.
Ele had seer BMr. Vernon-Smith & good
many times: but he had never seen him
liize this before. He remembered that
it had heard that Bamuel Vernon-Smith
had seen wild days in wild lands, in
carlier years, and had handled deadly
“rca?nns in hit%h time, Ev:&an}:lj h&dhnd
not forgotien their ure in his later days.
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With an angry snort, the millionaire
lowered the revelver and thrust it back
-undet hiz coat, and turned-to the group
of =choolboys i the road.

“He's gone!” ho growled. “But
there's a mark on bim to help the police
io treca him, by gad! You'were right,
Herbert—that ia the man ™

“And it's the man who was on the
inotoi-bikke  behind  ws!”  said the
Bounder., “There's his machine ! lLic
pointed to the motor-eyele in the carl-
track by the road. “He's Lad to leave
]

“That will help the police, too ™

Mr. Vernon-Smith looked at IMarey
Wharton and Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh. The Bounder cyed them
curiously. Tomlingon was taking up tho
wire, coiling it as he did so,

“"You are Greyfriars boys—{riends of
my sonf” sad Mr. Vernon-Smitch.
“What has happened here? Did that
seatundrel—-" _'EI{: ﬁ]ﬂlltﬂﬂ at the coil-
ing wire in the chaulfeur’s hands.

1F we’'d hit this, sir—" muttered
Tomlimson., |

The Bounhder whistled.

“That waathe game 1 he said. “Did
vou fellows stop him? 1 jolly well knew
there was eomething on when he shot
nhead of us, after following us for ten
miles or more. You spotted him ?*

““Phe spotfulness was terrific

oy

estedmed Smithy 1Y said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“But  what——" exclaimed the
millionaire.

Harry Wharton explained in a few
worda.

Grimmer and grimmer grew the brow
of tho millionaire as he listened.

“The scoundrel I he hreathed., “Tha
villain! Ha knew that my =sgn was in
the ear with me, and he——"

‘“And he would have had us bath !”
zatd the Bounder coolly. “ You wouldn't
have seen fthat wire in ilime, Tom-
finzon ¥

“ Mot in that shadow, I'm afraid, six ¥
said the chauffeur., “By Euml If we'd
hit it fair and square——

“You have probably seved threo lives,
Wharton | sand r. Yernon-S3mith.
“The car would have been wrecked!

THE MAGNET

Ihe dastardly villain eared nothing for
my son, or for the chauffeur, so long as
he gzot the man ho wanted! Ierbert,
vou thall not travel with me again until
this 1s over.™

Y Raot 1™.said IHerbert.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Jolly lucky we happencd to be here,”
he said. * We shouldn’t have been, only
we were looking for Bob Cherry to come
along. We couldn’t make out at fest
what that rotter was up to—but we
onessed when he pulled the wive neross
the road. Wa had no idea it was vour
car coming, Mr. Vernon-Smith. Bug I
gaw something in the newspaper this
marning—l suppose it's the same man
that—"

“The same rasecal 1 said Mr. Vernon-
Smith, **¥ou have pot been hurt, my
bovs ¥

“Oh, no! That's all right. Only a hit
riemypled,

“The rightfulness is terrifie, estecmed
sahib.” assure the Nabob of Bhanipur,
* And it 15 2 terrific angd absurd pleasura
fo_have prevented a tremendous and
ludierous crash 1*

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced ab ihe
shady woods that had swallowed the flee-
ing TItalian from sight. Then he
glanced at the motor-cycle.

“¥You can put that mochine ont of
action, Tomlinson,” he said. “Thae
villaln may wventure to relurn for it
wign we ara gone.”

“Yo=, sir!®
h_'lf:f'}m chauffeur got busy with the motors

! El

Mr. Vernon-S8mith pursed his lips
thought{ully,

“1 shall have to stop at the jpolica
station in Wimford, Herbert,” he said,
“I ghall send you on in the car from
there and come on later by train.®

“T'll wait—"

“You will not!™ said Mr, Vernon.
Smith. “ So long as this danger lasts I
shall not allow you te fravel with me
again, I tell you”

* Look here—" growled the Bounder.

“Zay no more, Herbert, my mind is
guite wade up on that point.”

The Bounder grunted, but he was
silent.
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Ar. Vernon-Smith turned to \WWharten
and the nabols

“ ¥You boys will be required to make o
statenient to itha police,” he said, “You
Iiad beiter come on with me in the car®

“Very well, sir [ said Harry.

And when Tomlinson was through
with the motor-bike the chums of the
Remove nacked into the car with Fmithy
amd his father, and rolled on to Wim-
ford. Mr. Vernon-8mitn gave fhem a
gracious remark or Ewe, anid then
became bnmersed in his financial doeu-
ments again. The Bounder eved them
rather wncertainly, If they had for-
Tolten the “row * on the last day of the
o ab Greyfriars. 8mithy had not.

A !{u_.a.rtﬂr of an hour later they were
in  Wimford, inferviewing Inzpcetar
Stacey at the polica station. After
which the Rolls rolled on wilh the
Bounder for Sussex, and Harry Wharton
and Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh walked
to the railway station to as=cértnin
whether Bob Cherry had arrived, But
Lob, who seldom lest a train, scemed to
have lost one after amother that dav,
for they could hear nothing of him thern
—and .they started to walk Lok to
Whatrton Lodge, considerably puzzied.
and wondering what on ecarth had
Lecome of Bob Cherry.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

An Unexpeeted Meeting !
BAY, vou fellows ]

1

They had nearly reached Wharton
Lodge, sauntering along at a leisurcly
pace in the bright April sunset, when a
car came rolling on behind them, and
slowed down. %ﬂ:&r cara had passed
them on the read, so they gave ne par-
tieular heed to one more—till that nnex-
pected fatb voice hailing them made them
Jjump and stare round. .

A handsome Daimler stopped on the
voad. It was driven &y a liveried
chauffeur. Yrom the car a fat face
adorned by a large pair of spectacles
Eﬁgna& at the two juniors. They stared

kly at Billy Buntep, the fat orna-
ment of the CGreyiriars Bemova,

“1 say, vou fellows, jolly plad to sce
you ™ ﬁﬂi&‘; the fat ﬂwi nl? tﬁa Remove
affably.

“You've got most of the gladness on
vour sikde. old fat man!™ answered
Tarry Wharton, “What the dickens
are you doing here?”

‘ I've given Bob a lLift in my
car—" said Bunter carelessly.

“The estcemed Cherry!” exclaimed
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, catching
sight of apother passenger in the
Daimler.

“Bob!” exclaimed Harry in astonish.
ment.

RBilly Bunter's fot face and fat head
filled tho window. He was pulled aside,
antd Boli Cherry looked out.

He grimmed at his friends rather rue-
fully. Dob had, it appeared, been in the
wars. Ilis nose was swollen, and had
evidently been exuding claret quite
recently., There was a dark shade under
ona oyve. His Ii;i.s waa cut. One ear was
very ved and & little swallen, and theve
wern two or thres bruises spotted about,

“Been scrapping, old chap?’ asked
]:Iariy.

"Has the serapfulness been terrific #™
grinned tha nabab,

“Yes! That fat idiot—-" grunted
Bob Cherry. *That pernicious porpoise
—that footling frea i

“Oh, really, Cherry " squeaked Billy
Bunter indignantly.

arry Wharten and Hurree
Jamset Ram  Singh  jumped
simulianeously.



 “That burbling bandersnatch!™ con-
I_mu&d Bob Cherry. *“That frumptious
ra ¥

“1f that’s tho way you thank a fellow
for giving vou a lift a hundred miles
and more——" hooted Bunter.

“Shut up, you fat frump! Jolly glad
to see yon fellows,™ said Bob, “I'm
foarfully late, I know—all the fault of
thnt potty prampug——""

L o J#E

“You didn't come by train, after all §*
asked Harry. “But what—"

“That barrel of blubber blew in ak

Cherry Place, when I was going to start
for thoe station,” explained Bob. “Ho
was in this car, and 1 let him diddle me
into coming in i, instead of going for
the trein. Like a silly ass, 1 fancied that
he wasn't on the make. for once. I sy,
what dors my nose look like 17

“ A tomato, chiefly.”

Bob rubbed it tenderly. .

“I was taken in,® he explained.
“MThat fat frowster told me he was
staving at a place called Seahill Park,
that T'd never heard of before, and that
it was o few miles off the way from
Dorset hore. 1 suppose it was really
abiout forty miles off the way. I let the
foozling frog take me there, to come on
here after, seei” .

“You've been to Smithy's place?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“0Oht You know it's Smithy's place,
do you?” =aid Bob. “Well 1 didn'tl
But when we pot in, I saw Larkin, M
Vernon-Smith’s butler, and so I knew,
‘The Llithering bloater had diddled me
into going to Smithy's place—"

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“ Bub why ¥ asked Harry, puzzied.

Bob gavoe o snort.

“Smithy's ot a Higheliffe gang stay-
mng t'lmrg—l:‘nn and his friends! It
seems that Emithi‘; was called up to
town to-day—and Pon & Co were going
{o improve the shining hour by ragging
that fat freak, while he was gone.
Ther don’t seem to like his company at
Senhill Pack.™ _

“Rotten lot of cads, you know 1™ saud
Dunter, blinking from the car over
Bol's shonlder. *“'They sat me in a
puddle the day they came, asnd spoiled
Bmithy's trouzgers—I  mean, my
trousers—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, I jolly well made Ponzonby
eit up for it[* said Bunter, “1 ragged
all his elothes in his room-—mucked
them all up, right and left—you should
have secn them! Ile, he, bel And—
would won believe it?—Pon had the
cheek to pitch into me, only Smithy
stopped  him—I mean, 1 jolly soon

¥

knocked the ead down—

“1 can see you doing it!” grinned
Wharton.

“Ho that's how it was!” said Bob
tnking up the tale afm’n. “I found
that the fat scoundrel had pulled my
leg into going with him to Bmithy's
place in Sussex—and, of course, I was
dragged into & row with Pon & Co.
They started on Bunter, so I started on
them=—and I had the four at once—and
I can tell yon, it was a sorap ™

“You look it!" egreed Wharton,
lnuﬁhing 2 :

“V\Well, they look it, too!™ eaid Bohb,
with satisfaction. “Four to one was
pretty long odds—luckily they haven't
nny pluck. They were satisfied before I
was. I fancy their features are worse
than mine.”

“Oh, my hat!* said Harry Wharton.
“I wish I'd been there!”

I wish you had I said Bob, rubbin
his nose. " 8o then I cleared off, an
camé on here, and that fat freak came,
because he was funky of staying thers
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with the Higheliffo cads till Smithy

came home—-=>"

“You ﬁ'ﬂl[ well let me downl!”
yapped unter. “You might have
stayed with me till that beast Smithy
came back—"

“¥Yes, 1 can sec myself sticking in
Smithy’'s E!';)laca without being asked!”
growled BEob.

“1 asked you!™ saicdd Bunter, with

dignity.

“Fathead! 8o that's how I'm late”
explained Bob, “Seahill Park was
forty miles out of the way, if it was a

foot—down on the Sussex coast, This is

one of Mr. WVernon-S8mith’s cars—I
Eehave he keeps a whole fleet of
yer—

“Only four or five there,” said
Bunter., “Nothing like the lot we have
at Bunter Court. I say, you fellows,
hop in, and I'll run you on to your little
place, Wharton, 1 shppose you can put
me up for the night, old chap.”

Suppose again!” suggested Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton! After I've

given your pal a lift for hundreds of
miles—" zaid Bunter warmly.

“My dear ass, my little place i=n't
cood enough for you ! said t?lﬁ capiain
of the ove, shaking his head.

“Well, I-can rough it,” said Bunter.
“It's not the sort of place I'm accus-
tomed to in the hols., of course; but,
dash 1t all, I can rough it for one night.
That's all right.”

“¥You frabjous owl—"

“ Beast 1"

“8mithy's on_ hLis wary home now,
fathead,” said Iarry. “We met him
and his father this afterncon, and we

left him in Wimford an hour ago,
starting back to Sussex.”
“0Oh 1 said Bunter. “0Oh! I seeo!

I'm afraid I shan't be able to stay the
night, Wharton! I don’t want to hurt
vour feelings, old chap, but your place
1sn't quite what I'm used to. But I'll
tell you what I'll do—I'll come in to
supper, and go back to Bussex after-
wards. 'd rather make sure that
Smithy's in before I get back. The
fact is, I'm hungry.”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“You can come in end feed, wvou fat
frylinp, if you clear off afterwards,” he
EANCE,

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“If wou put it like that, Wharton, I
certuinlf' shen't come!” he answered,
“Well, I do put it like that!”

“He, he, hel
little joke, old chap!
I'm fearfully hungry

And Harry Wharton and the nabob
stepped in, and the chauffeur—one of
Are Yernon-Smith's many chauffours—
drove on to Wharton Lodge.

Hop inl 1 sap,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pon Plots a Plot ]

EREBLRT VERNON-ZMITH
grinned. .

In the best cireles, perhaps, a

~ host did not grin at the sight

of his guests with damaged and dis-

coloured counienances. ut Smithy

grinned, evidently amused by the looks
of Pon & Co.

Smithy liked the knuts of Higheliffe
about as much as they liked him. It
suited them to be togather for the
hols,, that was all. The Bounder’s un-
limited cash was the magnet that drow
Yon & Co. to SBeahill Park—and Smithy
was quite keen enough to be ‘Perfectl;r
awaro of it. Dut he wanted a * rowdy
holiday with & set of young blackguards
by way of a change after enforced good
behaviour at school—and for that pur-
pose he ocould
selection.

have made no better

I don't mind vour L
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Standing in the hall at Seahill Park,
with Larkin taking his hat and coat,
Brnithy [ooked st them—and grinned:
They were dressed for dinner. So far
as clothes went, Pon & Co. looked as
clegant as ever. But their faces wers
decidedly decorative.

Cecil Ponsonby had a swollen nose.
Gadshy had a darkened eye. Maonson
seemad to have a list to port in his jaw,
which he moved with difficulty. Vava-
sour was the least damaged—having
taken the smallest part in the ecrap
with Bob Cherry. Dut he had several
achos and e];l:-ama, and a thickened ear.

“You fellows been scrappin’?” asked
omithy. “You must frightfully
keen on serappin’ if you've goin'
for one another.”

“Nothin' of the sort!” snapped Pon-
sonby. “That fat fool Bunter—"

“What?"” yelled the Bounder. * You
haven't let Bunter handle you like that,
have vou? Oh, my hat!”

“No, you .ass!” howled Ponsonby
pogrily. “That fat fool brought &
voung ruffian here, and—and——

“That brute Cherry, of your Foerm

at Greyfriars, Smithy ™ said GW}*”F-
rubbing his eyes. “There was a fear-
ful row!™

The Bounder stared.

“Cherry! Has Bob Cherry been
hera? What on earth brought him
here *™

“That fat freak Bunter!” seaid

Monson, “He cleared off in a car in
:Zt]iﬂ m?:lrnm', and came back with
12FTY.

“Qh, my hat! Is he still herei”

“Oh, no! Hea cleared off again, and
Bunter went with him,” answe
Gadshy,

“We pave him all he wanted, befors
he went,” added Monson.

The Bounder laughed.

“You logk as if he gave you more
than you wanted,” he said hanterin%ta
“I suppose the long and the short o
is, that wvoun started raggin® Bunter,
after 1 was gone, and he had the big
idea of gettin’ Cherry here to handle
vou! Is that it?"

“"Well, what did you want that frowsy
fat freak here at sll for?” grunted
Ponzonby. “He's no use, and no orna-
ment, that I know of.”

“I don't want him;_ here. My father
azked me to stand for Easter
hols, because he butied in, when that
dago was poiting at him, and made the
rute miss!” answered ‘Vernon-3mith,
“'The fat blz%‘hter traded on it, to dand
himself here for Easter. 1f he's cleared,
so much thie better.” All the same 1t was
rather thick to start roeggin' the faf
ass 03 soon a5 my back was turned.”

“Well, if you don’t want him, he's
gone, and that's that!™ said Gadsby.

The Bounder frowned. He had pro-
mised his father to stand the fat Dwl
for the holidays, and make the best of
him. Mr. Vernon-Emith was grateful
for Bunter's intervention on break-up
day at Greviriars, which had saved him
from a whizzing bullet. The Bounder's
chief feeling on the subject was annoy-
ance abt being landed with Bunter. Stil
he had- made a promise, and he had
mtended to keep tb.

“My father will expect him hare,” ha
said, “and the pater will be down
to-night seme time Still, T dare say he
will blow in again. He can't have

o for good—unless he's stuck some-
ody else for the hols. Look here, ne
more rags on Bunter—I'd be glad to ba
shut of him, but my father's made &
point of it, and I'm going to put up
with him.”

“My dear fellow,” said Ponsonby, ™if
you make a point of it, of course, we'll
regard him &as the apple of our eye.”
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“Ab.sﬂlute]li;t?’ rald Vavosoums
The Bounder podded, and ran op-
stuirs to chaige for dinner.
Pon & Co. exchanged glances when
By M ——
“Thi at fat freak will come
PEF:TI 7 asked Vavasour.

shouldn't wonder.” Ponsonby's

eyes glittered. “1f he does, we'll make p

him wish that he bhadn't! Fm noi
stendin’ that fat ecoundrel here.”

“But  Bmithy—" gaid (Gadsby
dubiously.

“Hang Smithy 1* growled Pon.

“Het you he blows in again,” said
Monson, ‘'He's only steerin’ cloar till
Smithy gets back, He cleared off

in
one of the eld bean’s cars—and he's still
got the car?

“Well, if he doog——

Buzzzzzz |

The telephone bell rang, in the cobinet
adjoining the ball, Larkin cama to
take the call.

Hie voice reached the Highelilfa knuts,
as they stood lounging round the log fire
in the hall.

Larkin

“¥es, AMaster
spoaking.

; Evidently it was
Billy Bunter on the telephone. Larkin's

Dunter |

Pon set his lipa.
volco went on :

“¥es, mir] Master Herbert came in
about a quarter of an hour age, sir.”

Pon scowled, and the other three
grinned. Clearly Billy Bunter wanted
to nrake sure that the Bounder was
thero before lie ventured back into the
chatinguished company of the knuts of
Hig]mhﬂ' .

“¥ez, sir! I will tell Master Her-
bert I zaid Larkin and he put up the
receiver, and camo out of the cabinet,

FPenzonby ealled to him, as he went
towards the staircase.

“Was that Bunter, Larkin? *

“Yes, eirl” apswered the butler,
Elancing round. A faint smile hovered
ﬁﬁ his portly face.

r. Vernon-Smith’s butler had been
considerably shocked and scandalised by
the heetic happenings at Seshill Park.
But he had also been rather entertained
by Billy Bunter's extraordinary idea of
Ee{:gmg Bob Cherry there to deal with

mithy's other guests. He bad been still
more entertained by the sight of the
four Highclifians knocked out Ly one
Creyfriars man,

Larkin was a well-trained butler; but
his cyes glimmered, as they rested on
Pon's nose and Gaddy’s eve.

“Is he coming back?” snapped
L3 Hﬂ

Ponzonhy.

“Yes, sir!® answered Larkin.
has asked me to tell Master Herbert
that he is coming back in the car, and
will arrive zoon after ten”

Larkin mounted the stairs, to convey
that meszago to the Bounder,

Pon’s eyes gleamed under his scowling

0TS,

“Ho the fat cad’a comin’!” he
muttered. He lowered his voice, * Look
here, it will ba pretty dark at ten—
and the gates here are a quarter of a
mile from the house. PBlack as s hat
under thoze trecz along the avenue.
Bomethin' might happen to that fat
ratter, on the drive—what 1™

“Oh, rot!” eaid QGadsby uneasily.
“Bmithy will kick up a fusg—m="

“Emithy can go and eat coke I eaid
Porsonby coolly, *“Smithy won't know
what's on. Vay can get him playin’
b:l‘lilards l;:ftfr d'ilnne_r- '4::11 can tﬁst-ick in
and mark for them, dy—that will
keop Bumithy busy—>

“ ut what—" asked Monson doubt-

Iu&l_yﬁ
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“Yeou and I, old bean, ean take a
stroll on the avenue townrds ten o'clock,
end wait for the car. You stop the car,
and Leep the chauffeur talkin’ for a
mi?‘utﬂ or two—Ii?

Easy enough,” said Mopzon; “buot
what—~>"

“And 1 step into the car, and roll

unter out on his neck !’ said FPon-
sonby. *I'll rel: him into the pool—"

“Oh, gad! There'll be a row if you
drown hion™

“It's enly a {foot deep, fathcad!

may pat wetl”
“Ha, ha, hat*

ilo

“Mum's thea word!” murmured
Ponsonby, as Herbert Vernon-Smith
sppeared on the staircase. And the

%!‘Eilliltig hknuta sard no more, as the
ounder cama down end joined them.

Fon & Co werse very bright and
cheery at dinner. After that function
was over, the party adjourned to the
billtards-room, where there wera coffea
and cigarettes. Pon played s hundred
up with the Bounder, and then left him
to Vavasour.

It was a mild and balmy April
eveming. The french windows of the
billiards-room stood wide o Whila
Vernon-Smith E!a ed billiards with
Vavazour, and Gadshy looked on and
marked for them, Pon and Monson
Jounged in the doorway and smoked
ciparottes,

At the chime of ten, they exchanged
a grin, and strolled out,

Herbert Vernon-2mith did not evea
planca at them as they went. The
Bounder had no sugpicion.

Tha play went on; but Gadsby was
ne lﬂng*:ur watching it. Gaddy strolled
to the french windows, and stood there,
lvoking out, hizs hands in his pockets,
and a grin on his face. On tho open
tervace boefore the house the spring
starlight was bright; but wnder the
heavy branches of the long avenue of
oaks and beeches it was. as Ponsonby
had said, as black as a hat.

Into that blackness Pon and Monson
had disappeared, to walk as far as tha
ornamental pool, which was half-way to
the gates and closa by the avenue.

Gadsby, grinmng, listened for the
sound of a car—and for the yells of the
hapless Owl of the Remove when ke
rolled into the water, He little guessed
what was happening, under those dark
branches, while he grinned and listened.

e — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
To Go or Not to Go !

1 HE grub's all right1”
Bill Bunter made that
remarlk, For gome little time

the fat junior bad been sitting
in an armehair in tie hall at Wharton
Lodge, with a deeply thoughtful ex-
pression on his fat face. His remark
showed on what an important subject
his fat thoughts were running,

Harry Wharton, Hurree Singh and
Bob Cherry weore chatting in s group
near the fire. They planced round as
Bunter spoke.

Colonel Wharton and Misa Wharton
were in the library., The old Colonel
had not been fearfully pleased to see
Bunter, though he was civil, Aunt Am
had been as kind and amiable as usual.
The threa juniors were as amiable os
possible, comforted by the knowledge
that William George Bunter was taking
his departure thn.l:_evanin%; They wereo
discussing the coming of Frank Nugent
and Johnny Bull, which, for reaszons
unknown te Bunter, they seemed to be
rather looking forward to,

Billy Buntar had parked an excellent
meal—in faet, severs! one after another.
He rested at his ease in a deep chair,
and seemed disinclined to move—often
Bunter's state after & meal. Ho blinked
through his big spectacles at the three
junmiors, as they looked round at him.

As Bunter was going, Harry Wharton
wanted to be as polite as possible. Still,
he was wondering a littlo when the fas
Owl was going to etart. The car was
watting for him=—it had ¢ome round to
the door some time apo. But the Owl
of the Remove scemed in no hurry. He
came out of a deep reverie with the
remark that the grub was all right.

" Quite all right1” added Bunter, as
if to assure Wharton on that poing,
“And after all, old chap, if the grub's
ulgcr_lght, cverything's all right ] What?”

The allvightfulness is terrvifio 12
assented Huwrree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a dugky smile,

Bunter sat up in the chair and blinked
around him. [t was rather o disparag-
g blink.  Quite plainly, he was com-
paring Wharton's home with Smithy's
magnificent place on the Bussex shore—
to the disadvantege of the former,
Colonel Wharton was far from being a
millionaire like Alr. Vernon-Smith,
LThere was sclid comfort, but few signs
of money splashed about,

“Of course,” said Bunter thoughtfully,
“this is a poky little place, after
Smithy's tremendous mansion in Sussex,
Wharton |*

" ':Must ba I* agreed IHHarry politely.

I've never seen the tremendous
mansion, but I've no doubt that this
place would be lost in i, Dunter!
LGratters on having such n tremendous
placo to spread yourself in for the hols,”

“This hall,” went on DBunter, “isn't
much higger than the telephone cabines
at Seahill Park, Your little park—what
vou call & park—hz, he. hel=—is hardly
a3 large as tho kitchen garden there.”

C“Carry on, said Harry, as tho fat
junior paused. “But your ear’s becn
waiting about half an hour, Bunter,”

“Never mind obout that,” eaid
Bunter. “The fact is, Wharton, old
chap, that though your place is a iy
little hole, compared with Bmithy's,
I'm not fearfully keen on going back
thiere,”

“I am I" said Harry.

o Eh?u

“Quita keen on your going back there,
old tat man."

“Oh, really, Wharton! What I mean
is,” said Bunter, “the grub’s all vight,
aud that's the main thing. You don’s
have s0 many courses at dinner as
Bmi does—and only Wells waiting
at table, 1nstead of a butler and half o
dozen footmen—but after all, the grub
itself is the chief thing, i=n't it7 Well,
as I said, that's all vight. I'm satisfied
about that.'

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh grinned a
dusky grin, and Bob Cherry chuckled.
They eould sco what was coming.

I-Iarri.' Wharton loozed fAzedly at the
fat Owl. )

“Timc's getting on, DBunter,” he
reinarked.

“Oh, that's all right " said Dunter
“'The fact iz, I'm not keen on Emithy's
whacking place. You see, I'm used to
the grand style at Bunter Court—it's not
such o novelty to me, as 1t would be Lo
you fellows. Seo?"

“Tha seefulness is terrific 1" murmured
the Nahaob of Bhanipur

“ Humble as your place is, old chap,
1 could make myself quite comfortablo
here, I think—at least, for o few days ¥
said Bunter. * Your uncle’s a bit of a
grumpy old stick, but dash it all, I've



For a second, the swarthy rasecal, knife in hand, looked as if he would spring at Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh. Then
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his flashing eyes alighted on the halted car and Vernon-Smith rushing towards him, with the portly mitHonalre following 1

stood him before and I can stand him
egain. As for Smithy, if he wants me,
he shouldn’'t have that Higheliffe crew
at his place. He knows I bar Ponsonby.
He can’t complain if I turn him down,
in tha cireumstances.’

“I don't think he wonld weep bitter
tears, if you did, old fat man!” said
Bob Cherry solemnly. *“ He might even
be pleased 1"

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Smithy's
awfully keen to have me there—you
ged, it gives him a log-up before the
servants, to show off a fellow like me
from his school”

“Oh orikey!”

“But I can't stand his Higheliffe
friends,” said Bunter firmly, “and I
jolly well won't! Next time Smithy's
away, they'll begin ragging again—and
I can't always be drapgging you in to

whop them, Bob.”
“You jﬂ!kl’;' well can't I* agreed Bob
Cherry. “You wouldn't have got me

there to-day, wvou fat villain, 1f vou
hadn't diddled me inte going.”

“Bmthy's back now,” went on
Bonter, unheeding., “Larkin told me
go on the phona. Btill, I'm not keen.
This is a twopenny-ha'penny little
?Iane compared with Scahill Park, but

can rough it & bit. Cut out and tell
that chautfeur to run the eg}r; back to
thﬁ ﬁﬁr?ige. Harry, will you?

"I'm not going !” said Bunter. “I'll
keep the car for a bit. It will be useful
a3 vour uncle has only one car, and it's
rather a rotten old go-cart, Old 8mith
said I could use his cavs, so I shall use
this one, see? I dare say your uncle
won't mind putting up the chauffeur
for & few days, Wharton. You haven't
maeh room here, but you can shove him
in somewhere.”

“Oh, hat *

“0nly there's one thing wo'd better
dizenss {irst,” went on Dunter, blinking
at  1the cantain of the Greviriars

Remove. “You fellows have just been
talking about Nugent and Johnny Bull.
El‘:‘gﬁn!ﬁﬁ coming along to-morrow,
1=n't he??

111 'irea !J\.‘I

“Well, I don’t mind MNugent. [lo
can come ! said Bunter

“Thanks ! said Harry Wharton, with
& deep sarcasin that was a sheer waste
on William George Bunter,

“That's sll pmght,” s=aid Bunter.
“But about Bull—well, I'd rather you
phoned Lim up and told him to put it
off for a bit. I think vou were saying
he's coming in two or three days?
Weli, he's a bit of & hippopotamus, and
I'd rather he came after I'm gone.”

“He will come after you're gone,”
eaid Harry.

“You'll phone him, and make that
ciear{” asked Dunter.

"No need to phone—it's quite clear 1
answered Harry, “ You can't keep that
car waiting oulside much longer,
Buntar.” ;

“I've told you to send 1t back to the
garage, Send Wells out to tell the
man. I'm setaying, old chap—but
mind, it's understood that Buall doesn’t
come while I'm here. I Bea quite
cnongh of Johnny Bull in  term I
explained Bunter. "It's rather too
thick to have to stand him in the hols
as well. Leave him up in Yorkshire
till 'm gone. Say, a week.”

“A week? repeated Harry.

“1 think I can give you a week. 1
may be able to give you all Easter—
I'll ses. It depends a good deal on
how I can fix up my engagements for
the holidays. Anyhow, wou ean rely
on a week.”

“Is that all#” asked Harey.

“¥es, that's all. One of you fellows
put the radio on, will you? And if
y;:a11’£a going to jaw, go somewhere
elza,

Bunter settled back comfortably in

his armchair. The matter was settleq,
so0 far as Bunter was concerned.

It was not, however, settled, 8o far as
*Wharton was concerned.

“Ill step out and tell Mr. Vernon-
Smith's chauffeur yow're coming now,
Bunter 1” said Harry.

“Eh?" Bunter zat up sgain. “I'm
not going, old chap!”

“You are!” said Wharton tersely.
And he went out to speak to the waie
ing chauffeur,

Billy Bunter blinked after him as ho
went. Then he blinked at the grinning
faces of Bob Cherry and the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“That silly asa doesn’t seem to under-
etand,” said the fat Owl peevishly, I
say, Bob, you might hand me that
cushion. Put it behind my head, will
you T

“Certainly I answered Bob.

The cushion was about a foot out of
Bunter's reach. But the fat Owl saw
no reason for exerting himself to reach
it. Bob Cherry, however, was more
than willing to oblige.

He picked up the cushion, stepped tn
Bunter, and put it belind bLis lead
with a biff.

“Wow 1" roared Bunlter, as he rolled
out of the armchair. “Ow! Wharrer
you up to, you mad idiot? Yow-ow |

“Have another?” asked Bob affable.

“Ow ¥ roared Bunter. “Beast!|™

Herry Wharton came in again,

“ Ready, Bunter?” he asked.

Billy Bunter scrambled up, his face
red with wrath.

~Look hers, Wharton——" he roared.

“Looking I said Harry cheerfully.

“If that silly fathead is going to play
silly tricks on a chap, I'm jolly weli
rot staying here!” hooted Bunter,
“You can't expect it! Now—"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Let's have this clear,” he said. “If

Tae Micxer Lusrany.—No, 1,523,



10

Bob biffs you with that cushion again,
you'ro going i
b “Vaz I jolly well g 1™

“ Biff him with the cushion, will Fou,
Bob1"”

HWhet-ho I :

“I—~I—1I sny~— KEeep off, you silly
idiet I yolled Bunter, as Bob hiffed
with the: cushion “8top him!

Yaroooh 1"

Biff, biff!

“Yow-ow-whoop! Ieep off, you
boast 1

Biff !

“Oh erikey! Yaroop I*

“Ha, ha, ha1*

Biff, hitf, biff !

Bob Cherry was warming to  tho

worle. EBilly Bunter dodged up and
down, and round about, pursued }1133' the
balkrg. cushion. He was [airly driven
out.of the doorway at last. A last biff

ght him a3 he went, and he yelled,
m baolted for the car.

Harry Wharton, chuckling, took out
hie hat and coat. The fat junior glared
at him from the ecar, with a glare that
might: have eracked hia zpectaclea
L Goad-bye, Bunter 1™

“PBeash 1V .

And the car rolled away with Bunter
for *Slissex,

vTHE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow in the Dark!

H'B_LAEK ga 4 hatl” pgrunied
Monson.
“All the belter ' answercd

_ Ponsonby.

% was deeply dark, under the over-
;}E,L ring  Lranches of the trees that
stiaded the long, wide avenue at Beahill
Park.

The lighted windows of the mansion
had disappeared behind the two High-
cliffe fellows. The aveuue seemed ]ﬁlﬁ
o dark tunpel.

. But a pale glimmer of water, through
the old trees, revegled whera the
ornamental pool lay, a little to one
side of the drive, and Ponsonby came
to a halt,

" Yon sticlk here, Monszon ¥ he said.
“ As soon as the car comes up from the
gates, the chaufeur will see you, in the
glaro of the headlights, Wave to him
and make him stop. I'll get farther
on, and come up behind the car when
it's stopped.  If that fat ass sees you, he
won't sce me—till I bag him.*

Monzon chuckled.

“Bmithy may get into 2 wax about

it,” he said.

fLet bhim ! said Ponsonby indif-
forently. “YWe'ra hers to pleass our-
selves, not to please thot Greyiriars
cutsider. Tike his check to faney ho
can land that fat Creyfrisrs freak on
us.”

“Go 1t 1" said Monszon,

He remained standitg in the dark
avenue, ready to stop the car when it
came. It was well after ten o'clock
now, and Dunter had stated that he
would be in soon after ten, He did notb
expoet to have to wait long.

Ponsonby walked on down
avenue, aboub tweniy yards
Buotor's car would pass him before it
stopped ; and when the dandy of High-
cliffc came vp from behind, therea was
no doubt that he would take the fab
Ow! completely by surprise.

It would enly be o moment's work
to whip open tho door of the car and
grab Bunter. Omnce his grasp was on
the fat jurior, all the rest was easy.
One hefty wrench would jerk him head-
]Q¥ out ©of the car—and hbefore he
-Tne Macxer Liprany.—No, 1,523
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knew what was happening to him, he

would wallowing in the water.
Which, Pon_hoped, would make the
Owl of Greyfriars fed-up with holidays

at Seahill Pavk,

But it was necessary for Pon to hunt
cover. If ho wos spotted in the glare
of tho headlights, Bunter would be on
his puard at onece.

Ha picked out the darkest spot,
where two trees grew close together,
with interningled branches, at the side
of the drive. Belween the trunks was
& space absolutely black, inte which the
dandy of Higheliffe had to grope his
way.

Ha groped into the space, with his
hand outstretched befors him, and
Ea'i'a a gasp of horrified surprize, as his

ngers came in contact with something
that was certainly not a tree-trunl |

It was a human facel

Not for an instant had it occurred to
Ponsonby that some unknown person
might already be hidden in that
shadowed ‘gpot. Who could be in
aribush there?

The suddoen shock of touching sn un-
seen hiiman face in the dark mades all
his nerves jump. Hé started back,
gasping.

“Wha-a-t—who—" stuttered Pon-
sanby, in amazement and torror.

He caught the sourdd of a sudden,
startled breath. The unseen man was
a5 surprized as Ponsonby.

In sheer terror Ponsonby jumped
hack; and in another sccond he would
have been raciig up the avenue fo
rejoin Monson, quite forgetful of his
intended jape ox the Owl of the
Remove.

But in that second s shadow stirred
swiftly in the dark, and a fierce blow
wasz struck.

A sharp and tervible cry left Pon-
zontby's lips as he reeled under that
fierce and savege blow, and he went
down with a heavy erash on the drive.

Ha did not utter another sound as ho
fell. That savage blow had secattered
hiz senzes, and he was unconscious even
as he touched the ground.

Hea. lay..crumpled there, senseless.

QOver him crouched & shadowy Sgure,
panting.

TFrom up the avenune came a startled
shout. That fearful cvy from Ponsounby
ns he was stricken dewn reached
Monson, startling him almost out of
his wits,

“Pon!” shouted Monzon. “Paonl
What's up? What's the matter, Pon 1"

There was no answer to Monson's
#larmed shout. The shadowy figure
that bent over Pon’s senseless body
darted away under the trees. Pon was
left lying where he fell, his upturned
face glimmeritig whita in the gloom.

“Pon!t” yelled Monson, greatly
alarmed. *“Pon [”

He stared through the darkness, with
& thumping heart. What had hap-
pened there, 'in the dark? Somethin
had happened—but what? Why diﬁ
nat Popsonby answer?

Monson rao & few steps, to look for
him—and stopped again. His face was
whito as ho tried to peer through the
zloom Something had happened to
Pansanby, or he would have answered.

“Pon!” yelled Monson desperately.
“Why don't you answer, you fc--:-ly‘f
Pon I

Only the echo of his voice answared.

Monson stood trembling: but he
serewed up his coursgoe at last, and
hurried on., He stumbled over some-
thing that lay on the carth,

He knew what it was before he

But what could have hap-
Voo hand wae shaking hlke ar

Ll onad

aspen as he groped for a matchbox and
struck o muatch

Tha Hickering fame glimmored on
& dead-white face, with & streak of red
oozing down the colourless shkin.

Mounson gazed at it in horror

Ponsonby lay at his feet, senseloss;
and, only too plainly, he had been
struck down by some unseen hand. The
match went out.

Monson turned, and raced desperately
up the avenue towards ithe hLouse.
Someone had struck Ponzonby downe
and very likely he was etill at hond!
Fu utter terror Monson ran, as if f[or
hia life.

It seemed to him that he heard pur-
suing feet behind in the darkness. It
was probably only the echo of his own.
But the bare thought of a dark figure
running behind him frighteped the
Highecliffe junior almost out of his
senzs. He shrieked hoarsely and in-
coherently as ho.ran.

It was only & matter of o few minutes,
but it seemned centuries, before he saw
tho lighted facade of the mansion. EHe
bolted for the open french windows of
the hilliards-room like a hunted hare.

Gadsby had stepped out on the
terrace, and stood staring at lum. The
hugky shuieks that Monsoen utiered on
he fled startled Gadshy, and he jumped
clear of the ground et the sight of
Monson racing up, white as challe

“YWhat's happened 7 gasped Gadsby.

Monson did not answer—he could not,
He brushed past Gadsby and staggered
info the lighted rcom.

Vavasour was taking a shet, the
Bounder standing with the buit of his
cue resting on thg floor. Both of them
forgot the gamo at the sight of
Monson, staggering in from the night.

“What the dogee=—" exclaiined
Vernon-Smith.

Monson staggered te the billiarda-
table, and stood leaning on i4
ar, rather, collapsizg on  it, his
breath coming in panting sobs. Gadsby
followed him in, staring.

“What's the row, Gaddy?” asked
Vearnon-Smith,

“Blessed if I know,” said the
amazed Gaddy. “ Where's Pon,
hlonson 7™

Monsot was panting he:ipleaﬂjr for
breath. IHe was winded by his
desperate flight, snd between breath.
lessness and” terror, he could ouly
stutter spasmodically.

Cadsby stood staring at him, but the
Bounder, with a knitted brow, strode
to him and grasped him by the shouldur
and shook' him angri]y.

“What's up, you stulterin® fool " ho
asked rvoughly., * Has somethin’ hap-
pened to Pon, or what? Cough it up,
can't you?”

Monson tried to speak.

“Pon!" he stammered. “He—lhe's
knocked out! Oh, gad! Stunned, [
thinrk., He—he's Iyving on the avenue!
Ch 1™

“Pon knocked out!” repeated the
Bounder incredulously. “What <o

ou mean, you as-?  Who's knockrd
i,;im out " .

“]—I don’t kpow! ITe—he's lying
there.” Monson shuddered. “Lyine
there—stunned—blood on his face—I
stumbled over him——"

Ia groaned.

*And you left him there?” zaid the
Bounder, with a contempt he did not
take the trouble to conceal.

He's

“J—I couldn’t deo enything.
senseless, I tell you—and—and whoever
did it, hae—he's there. He might have
—er—" .

Monson broke off with a shiver.

“Cood old Highelifa1® sajd the



Bounder, with a bitter aneer. * There’s
a (rreyfriars man hers who's not fright-
enod, apyhow ¥ He gripped his cua
and ran to the -:}{.\.en french windows.
“¥on fellows call Larkin—if you've got
nerve enough for that. Tai_] him to
turn out the eervanta, with lights 1”

The Bounder ran out inte the night.
Monsen, unheeding, still clung to the
billiards-table, in & state of collapse.
Cadsby rang the bell and rushed to
the door, shouting for Larkin. The
Bounder ran down the dark eventie—
but he ran alone.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
By Whose Hand ?

ILLY BUNTER gave an apgry

runt, as there was a sudden

jamming of brakes, and the car
camo to & halt.

The fat junior had been asleep most
of the way from Whartou Lodge, and
he did not even know that the car had
turned in at the gateway of Scahill
Park.

It halied

guit-a guddenty, and he
slmost elippe

off to the floor, and
gwoke with a jump. He granted,
gnorted, and blinked round peevishly
through his big spectacles, and yappe«
at the driver.

“What the thump are you stopping
for? Where are wei”

Blinking from the cer, Buntar could
only see black shadows of trecs, Ahcad,
the glare of the headlights ahﬂm:stj
endless trees, lining the wide avenue.

“Where ave we?” hooted Bunter.
“Ain't we anywhere near Smithy’s
place vet? Ave vou going to be eall
night about it? Where are we?”

“In the avenue, air; it's only a few
minutes on to the honse, but——"

“0h, we've got in, have wa ¥ grunled

Bunter. “Then what the dickens have
TOU sliﬂpped Lere for? Got on to the
wuse I

Instead of obeying that command, the
chaufleur descended from the driving-
goat.

Billy Buuter blinked at him angrily
and then, as be saw what the driver had
scen, be pave a sudden jump and a
startled howl:

“Oh crikey I :

Leaning from the window of the car,
tho fat Owl gazed in horror at a etill
figure thet lay at the side of the
avenue, in the glove of the headlights.

Ho could see the white, still face,
with the streak of crimson on it.

“Thera's been an aceident, sir 1" said
tha chauffeur. “That's one of Master
Herbert's friends, Mr. Ponsonby.”

“Ponl Oh crumbs!™

The fat Owl opened the door and
stepped out. Little as he liked the
dandy of Iigheliffe, Bunter was move
than veady to help him now. Fa rolled
after tho chauffeur, whoe was stepping
qquii( to the spot where the senseless
Highcliffe junior lay.

here was e patter of rapid-running
feat on the drive, from the direciion of
tho house.

Vernon-8mith came up, panting for
breath. The billiards-cue was in his

grasp, the only weapen that had been
et hand when he ran out, after
Monson's startling announcement. Ha

saw the lights of tho car as he came,
and -he arrived breathless as  the
chauffeur bent over the wunconscious
111‘glnc1|fﬁan,

“l—I—[ eaw, it's Pan, Smithy!”
stammered Duonter, blinking in horror
ot the still, whila face. * He—he's Lad
8 knock !

“He's had a harved knocl;, Master
Herbert,” said (he chauffour, slooping
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over Ponsonby. “There's a big bruise
hﬂ:']m He's had a knock on the head
m __'___.J!

“8o Monsen said! The Bounder
stared round him in the shadows. * But
who—who—— Get him into the ear,
Williams! We must get him to the
house as quickly as we can!”

Botween tho chauffeur and Vernon-
Sunith, the insensible junior was lifted
imto the car. Bunter rolled in, and sat
down again. There was a low moan
from Ponsonby. lle was beginning to
ravive. The Bounder held him on the
seat, whila Williams drove on again,
up to the house.

“ I—~I—T say, Smithy, who did that?"
gaagﬂd Bunter,

“How should I know, you fool?”
growled Vernon-Smith.

o EEI:. really, Smithy———""

ut np, you asg!"

“Beast pl !

e car was not long in reaclhing the
house. 'The gréat door stood wide Epun.
light streaming out into the April night.
Larkin was there, and a dozen men-
servants, some of them with lanterns or
electrio torches-in their hands. Gadshy
and v“;i‘i”i‘:'“r wors wilh them. Monson
was slill in s state of colla in th
billisrds-rooii, ket
. "hMEI-EH:T Heri:&r!:]!“ Exéiaimad II;a.rl:in.
it _horror, a5 he looked int i
5 Wha A o the car

“Help me out with him ! rapped the

I;mzlunh 2

Ponsonby was carvied inte the houso.
Billy Bunter rolled in after him.
Gadsby and Vavasour did not give him
& look. They had guite forgotten what
had been planned for Bunter on his
nrrival, in their coosternation at what
had happened to Ponsonby.

The dandy of Highcliffe was laid on
a settes in the hall, He was coniing to
himself mow, and his eyes were open,
sfaring round him wildly.

Monson came tottering out of the
billiards-room.

“You—you've found him!” he stam-
mered. *Is—is he mueh hurt?™

“He's had a crack on the head '™ gaul
Vernon-8mith. *“Whoaver hit him had
something in his hand—somoething hard |
He will be able to speak in a minute or
two.”

“But whoe—"" gasped Gadshy,

“And—and why?" stuttered Vava-
BOLL.

The Bounder did not answer that.
Already & dark suspicion was in his
mind. Someone, it was clear, had been
lurking in the darkness of the avenue,
and Pon must have barged into him.
Mr. Vernon-8mith was expected late
that snight. The men who had at-
templted to wreck car on the Wim-
ford road had had ample time to get
ahead of him. Was that it?

Ponsnnh? sat up, diezily, supported
by Gadsby’s arm. His hand went feebly
to his bruised head, and he groamed.

“1 say, you fellows, what was Pon
out there in the dark for at this time
of night?’ asked Billy Bunter.

Gadsby end Monson and Vavasour
looked mt him and one another. Bug
they «id not answer.

FPonsonby gave snother groan.
“Oh, my head! Have you got the
brute t*

“Who " asked Vernon-Smith quietly.
“Did you see him, Pon 1"

“MNo. ¥—I barged into him!" Pon-
gonby shuddered. “Hs was hidden
behind a tree, and I—I touched him in
the dark. Then he got me with some-
thing——" He fnished wilh another
Eroan.

“Then wou saw nothing of him®"
asked the Bounder, dizappointed. * Yon
couldn’t say if he was o foreigneri”

“I never saw him at alll! Oh, my

il
head I groaned Ponsouby. **Help wme
to my room, somcbody |7

*Wait & minute I” said Vernon-Smith.
If ho was concerned for the injured
Highcliffe junior, that was a mere trifie
compared with his anxiety for his
father. * You say he was hidden behind
n tree, close by where we found you,
¥ duppuest

es, I suppose so. T fell when he
i:{pmked me on the head—it felt like the
IE;'I'TEE H.kmule-&—-“
ank goonness you're all
now I"  The B{-underF fet  his

That’s the darkest part of the
fie was watching and
Lhank goodness vouy
Here, Gaddy—Vay.
"The Bound

& Lounder turned sway, leaving the
;1:;:“ of E!Ehdiﬁa 53 the hards of his

. . o groaned as
him up the stairs. theg " helpud
mithy was turning

_ to Larkin, when
Erﬂl}‘y Bunter touched Jlum on the arm,

right
teatl:.
AVENLL;.
waiting there.
ran inlo him!
help Pon to his

“I lada:.', Emith,vI
AALd you see the man, Bunter?” ex-
claimed  the Bounder | cageriy. It

ﬂiﬁrmd to himi; I;;hlt
Ve seen something.
“Eh? Ob, no! 1
Williama JLtopped the ecar!” answeped
Bunter. “I was going to say——0>
“What? Quick!”
“Whnt about supper
"Ynu fat fool 1 yelled the Bbunder,
S Oh, reslly, Smithy! I had dinuer
with Wharton at his place, but that was
a good while ago, and I'm hungry, 1
68¥—— Yaroooooh !” roared Bunter, in
surprise and wrath, as the Bounder
gave him an angry shove, and sent hin
epinmng across the hall, “QOw| Beasi!
harrer yon up to! Wow I
Billy Bunter sat down, hard,

Unheeding him, the Bounder turged
Larkin :

“Call out every

the fat Owl mighe

was asleep when

ta

| man in the place,
Larkin, and set them searching faf that
scoundrel, Then get on tha telephone
and call up the police. That man was
watching for my father. Do you under-
stand

With that, Vernon-Smith
donned & coat and cap, and rvan out of
the house. He ran swiftly down the
dark drive, carsless whether Ponsonby's
assailant might be still lingering in the
shadows there. He was thinking only of.
iuh_fatl'f&r.

r. Vernon-3mith was coming down
¥ train, and would take l:f:gi Erom
Seahill Station, and. but for Ponsonby's
edventure, the Bounder knew, he was
certain, that a desperste enemy would
have been watching and waiting for
him on the dark avenne—perhaps was
watching and waiting stiil!

In the gateway, leaning on the big
bronze gates, the Bounder panted for
breath and watched the road. A car
passed him, with & police-nspector and
a constable in it, and rushed on up the
avenua to the house.

Smithy did not heed it. He waited.
and it was an hour later that a taxi
from the railwav ststion came buszzing
up, and he ran forward and shouted as
1t was about to turn in at the gateway.

A surprized face under a silk lhat
stared at him from the taxi.

“ Herbert 1” exclatmed Mr. Vernon-
Emi{h. “What—"

His foce set hard and grim, as the
Bounder itold him, ismissed the
taxi, and walked in with his son, his
hands in his coat-pocket, grasping the
revolver Lie had cavried ever since his
life was threatened,

Up and down the aventio, among the
shadowy trees, lights were gleaming and
twinkling, as & erowd of searcher:
hunted for the mysterious man who had
Tre Magxgt Ligpary, —No. 1,523,
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struck down Ceeil Ponsonby, But the
search was in vain, _ That assailant,
whether he was the millionaire's enemy
or not, had realised that his game was
up when the alarm was given, and he
was gone—vanished without leaving a
trace .behind him, except the brmse on
FPon's bandaged bhead §

— —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Pon’s Programme !

13 BEAETE B murmured Billy
Bunter.
It was s couple of days later,

_ Billy Buuter, having done
well at lonch—perhaps a little too well—
had rolled out on the lawn, intending
to--dispose his fat limbs in & hammoek
there, and rest after his exertions.

Ponsonby and Gadshy sauntered out
aftor him,

Henee Banter's remark.

Bupter was not a suspicious fellow, as
& tule.. Bub ndw he had & strong sus
Fj_mn_n- that if he went te sleep in that
wsmimoel, something would hdppen “to
Lli%'h'agmamck while he was asleep !
gﬂg'he rolled on, to seek & more secure

spof.
Blinking back. over & fat shoulder
from-a shady garden path a few minutes
lates, lie spolted two Higheliffe caps in
the rear. _

“ Beasts 1™ hissed Bunter again,

This sort of thing was & worry fo
Bunter. 3

He vas sticking to Smithy for Easter;
and in many ways he was in luck—the
grulr was uplimited and good, the
servants innuwersble, handsome ears
were at his orders. h!il!iﬁuairing' WaS
gquite ecnjoyable, so far as that went

The fact that Bmithy did not want
him thers did not worry Bunter. So
long as Smithy did not boot him out,
that was all right. .

But there waz a fly in the cintment,
all the same—in fack, four flics, the
knuts of Higheliffa.

They could not “rag * Bunter Inﬁenlj,
especially while Mr. Vernon-Bmith was
there. DBut they were always looking
for chances of making him sorry that ho
waa sticking to Smithy.

Thres of them, perhaps, might have
tolerated him, with contemptuous in-
difference; but 'Ponsonby was not so
placable, .

Pon’s handsome nose was still show-
ing signa of Bob Cherry's hefly punch-
ing. Bunter was the cause of it And
Pon'zs head was still bandaged, and still

ad & lingering ache in it, from the
knock he had received on the dark
gvenue. Rather unreszonably, he put
that down to Bunter's account.

Bunter certainly had not wanted him
to lie in wait for the car that night. It
could hardly be said that it was Bun-
ter's fault that he *had run into the
desperado hidden under the trees. BStill,
but for Bunter it would not have hap-
pened: and Pon had a malicious and
ravengeful temper, Neither had he for-

tten the “rag®™ in his room, when
%(:mlnr had raided his elegant clobber
and havocked the same.

Billy Bunter was quite aware that if
Pon ran him down, out of sight of the
house, something would happen to him.
Ha rolled an with a frowning brow—the
two JlighelifTo caps still in the rear,

“Beastz ! breathed DBunter, for the
thicd time. .

Ho arvived at a little shady summer-
hounse, where he would have liked to
halt, for tha nap he needed. But he
did not want Pon and Caddy to run
kimn down there, ]

But Bunier could be strategie.
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He blinked back glong the shady path
cautiously, and then dedged behind the
summer-house and crouched down there,

Hea had no doubt that Pon and Gaddy
would pass on, not zecing him, and that
would that !

He grinned az e hicard the sound of
epproaching footsteps on the path and
a sound of volces.

“Where has that fat frop got to?”
Tt was Pon's voice.

“Saquatting in that summer-house, very
likely ¥ said Gadsby.

“Let's look i

Bunter heard the two Higheliffians
step ioto the summer-bouse. Then he
heard Ponsonby’s grunt :

“Woaobt here 1

*“0Oh, let him rip!” vawned Gadshy.
“Got a cigarette? I've left mine
indeors.”

“Beasts ™ breathed Bunter, for the
fourth time, #s hz heard the Iigh-

clilhans sit down in the summer-house,
and the serateh of matches follow.

They had given up the hunt—which
was what Bunier wanted, But they had
sat down in the summer-housa to smolka
cigarettes, which certainly he did not
want. He could not stir while they wero
thera without being spotted.

“It's pretiy slow l‘?em wiiile the old
hean's about!™ eaid Gadsby. “Smithy
keaps on good behaviour while his
pater's around.”

“The old ass is goin' to-morrow.”

“ Thank goodness for that !

FPonsonby gave a sneering laugh,

“Ho's got to get back to the bulls and
bears of the City! 1 suppose he’s worth
hall a dozen millions—but he's piling up
more! I dare say that's why that
Italian johnny's after him—some man
he's diddled somehow.”

“Shouldn’t wonder ! yawned Gadshy.
* Better not let Smithy hear you say so,
thowngh,” he chuckled.

“ Hang Smithy 1" o i

“Well, he's a bit of an outsider,” =aid
Gadsby. “But he must be fond of that
%ater of his. Blessed if I should have
thought he was fond of anybody but him-
self. You never really know a fellow.

“They're & pair of rank outsiders”™
sneerad Ponsonby. *“I shouldn’t stand
muech more of thiz, if the old bean wos
staying on. We didn’t come here to be
good little boys under a parcatal eye,
that I know of.” .

“Smithy will make the fur fly again
when the old bounder’s gone back to the
City,” said Gadsby. “He's goin’ this
afternoon, and we shall bave a jolly
evenin', old bean.”

“That's all you know !” said Ponzonby,
“Bmithy's gony’, tool®

“Hardly " said Gadshy. “The old
bean is more anxious about Smithy than
about himself, He won't let Smiihy
travel with him."

“T know that! Smithy’s piven me the
tip.” gruntéd Pon. “*He's goin® to elear
off before his father starts, and take the
same traim from Seahill Station, without
lettin' the old bean know., Bmith senior
iz goin' up by traimm—geltin’ tired of
hein’ potted at in his car, I supposo.
Smithy's fool enough to fancy that some-
iliin' may happen on the train.”

“YWell, it might,” eaid Gadsby. “That
punman who 1a after him secns to be
malkin' & habit of it.”

“That's what Smithy thinks, anyhew,
and le's goin’ 1o keep an affectionate
filial eve on the old bean from the next
carriage I sneered Ponsonby. “ Fanecy
Smithy=—a hard knut hke that! Soit
spot somewhere.” _

“Well, dash it all, Tan. the mon's his
father ! said Gadsby. “I should feel
pretty rotten if my pater was in the
sume boat.? ]

* Anyhow, he's goin’, and I'm to pull

the old bean's leg if he wants to know
where Bmithy is, when ho starts,” said
Ponsonby,  * Bmithy won't be back till
lato at night—may stay the night in
Lendon |  That washes out our jolly
ovenin’ with Smithy”

Gadsby laughed.

“We can survive the lass of his com-
nany for an evening,” he remarked.
“He pets on my nerves a bit sometimes.”

“Well, we shall find somethin’ to do!*
said Ponsonby in a significant {one,
“We shall ba left here—with Buriter.”

¥ Chanee to make that fat ass sorry for
himself, what? Mind he doecanr’t spring
that ruffian Cherry on us again, though,
a3 ho did last time.”

e He can't. Cherry would never have
barged in here if he'd known it waa
Smithy’s place—the fat rotter pulled his
leg somehow,  Besides, we'll see that he
doesn’t get away in a car to fetch
anybody.”

“We can do that,” agreed Gadsby.
“T'm fed-up with the fat fool’s grubby
fnce about. What’s the game 1

“There’a a gate on tho sands at the
other end of the park, Might take him
for a nice little walk by the sad sea
waves, and strand him m a jolly little
spot where he will be eut off by the
tide.”

“Oh gad

A might ont may do him good!
Misein® a few meals 13 sure to do him
good! Dve expected him to burst sll

over the dinin-table more than once.”
Gadsby chuelled.

“There's a rock half a mile out in iha
bay that's cut off when the tide’s in,”
went on Ponsonby, *“You can walk out
to it at low tide. I've been there with
gmithy., There's a hut whera they
keep fishin’ tackle and stuff. We walk
that fat freak out there, snd leave him
there——"

“He won't go if he can help it;
he won't be able to help it, when
Smithy and his pater are gone,” said
Ponsonby eoolly. “If he won’t walk,
we'll roll him,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Behind ~ tho summer-house, Billy
Bunter shook an unseen fat fist! Ilis
little round eves gleamed behind his Lig
rngﬂt! ?pectacles. ; ' P

mithy was going away agant—an

ihis was what was scheduled to happen
while he was away. Aware that the
millionaire would not allow his son to
travel with him while the danger lasted,
Billy Bunter had taken jt for granted
that Smithy wonld stay when his father
went, But for the fact.that Pon had
stallked him that afternoon and driven
him to hunt cover, hé would have re-
mained in complete ignorance of what
waa intended—and wonld have fallen
inte the Higheliffians' clutches as help-
losslv as a fat rabhit,

“Beasta ' breathed Banter,

It was ten minutes later before Pon
and Gadsby, having fnished smoking,
left the summer-house and strolled away.

Then the fat Owl of the Remove
emerged from his hiding-place. i

e shook a fat fist after two High-
cliffe caps that were vanishing over
diztant shrubberies,

“ Beasta ! hissed Bunter.

The DOwl of the FRemove rolled back to
the house—no longer thinking of a nap.
He was thinking of what was beoked to
happen on the morrow, If that beast
Smithy really went to London—-

Sad to relate, the thought cceurred to
Bunter of giving the Dounder’s game
away to Mr. Vernon-Smith—in which
case, it was certain, Smithy wonld not
have taken his father's train. But he
realised that if Smithy stayed at home
for such & rcason as that, he would pot
e likely to protect the fat Owl against
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Biff, biff ! * Oh crikey !

the raggers. Rather he would be likels
to lend them a vigorous hand=—if not 1o

bhoot Bunler ont of Seahill Park
altogether.
But what was {o be done? I'on had

declared that Bunter could not repeat his
former performance of bringing Bob
Chierry on the scene, unter was nok so
stre of that. He wenb inte the house
aid ralled alonz to his room. Every

fellow's room at that magnificent estalr-
lishment had a tf]t‘]ﬂml’:ﬂ in it. RBille
Bunter locked lus deor, sat down to the
telephene. and rang up Wharten Lodge.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Wanted !

1 AMIE ™ said Bob Cheryy,
Tour Greyiriars juniors were
playing tennis in the sunuy
April afternoon at Wharton
Lodge. Wells, the butler, arvived ou

the court a: Bob ammounced that it wos
T rame.”

Flavry Wharton and Beb. Hurree
Singh and Frank Nugent were looking
merry Bnd bright.  Your mewbers of the
fumaus Co, were together again, and {he
fifth member, Johnny Bull, was to arrive
oty the morrow. Ii wasa 'Iﬂug way down
from Yorishiro to Burrey, and Johnny
was expected late in the day. Elis
friends—who did not sharve Billy
Bunter's views on the subjeet in the very
least—were looking forward to Johnuy's
coming.

" Master Cherry—" said Wells.

“ Halle. halle, halln’” roared Bols

“The te]el}iwne, air—"

“Bomebody on the phone for mel™
asked Bob, “Who is st Wells ¥V

“Master Bunler, sie™

“What (ke dickens doea Bunter want

me for?' exclaimed Bob in astonish.
meet,  © Didu't be ask for Wharton ¥V

Yarcoop ! ™
fairly driven out of the doorway.

EVERY SATURDAY

Biff, biff, biif !

Bob ﬂherry was warming to the work, and Billy Bunter was.

A last bift caught him as he went, and he yelled and bolted for the ear.

“No, sir; for you, and lLe says it i»

un tmpmht]t BiT.
“Oh, all right!”

Wells ‘I.T.EIIIZ back to lhe liowse.
it hig racket under s avn.

“You fellows wind waiting to finmish
the sett” he asked., I suppose T
better go and bear what the [at bounder
wanls"

“Riglt-ho, old bean "

Baob, considerably puzzled. [ollowed
Wells to the bouse. 1lad Billy Bunter
rung up Wharton, it gould easilv have
been guessed what he wanted. Dul
what he wanted Bol for was rather a
mystery. Bob could mobt ask him lo
Wharton Lndge

However, the ¢heery Bob went in and
picked up the recciver. Ile bawled into
the mouthpiecs :

““Halle, Hml!a halle 1™

“Ts that vou, Bob, old chiap?®” eawe a
fat squeak from Bussex.

“Bob old chap spealinz,™ answered

fLTRI

Baob [.«I:nu‘. “What do you want,
fatby %

“1 say, Bob. I've missed vou aw-
Fully—"’

ST 2

“I've never massed any chap so much
as [ do vou, old fellowt”

*“Oh. my hat !”

“We've alwavs been pals,
old fellow ¥

“Not that I know of.”

“ Beast

“’Phat sonunds more ke vou, old fat
hean 1 ehuckled Bol.

“ I—=I—1 mecan, dear old chap—"*

“"Oh ernmbs! T enn’t ecazh o posial
order for vou along a telephone wire,
fﬁulﬂﬂ so what's the dear old Dh.lp
or?

“I=I've alwavs liked you. old fellow.

lagveu' we,

P've missed you n:ﬂrfu!in Ho—so I
mentioned it to Emiﬂh. arl—and he
wants wou to cowe over hers to-

ngryrow——"

“Smithy does!” e] jaculated Bob.
“Yes; fearfully keen on it. He asked
e spemalh fo ving von up and tell
vou, old fellow, Yon' it come ¥
Bolb Cherry clinckled,

“If Bmithy's fearfully keen lo sce me
e can say =0," he remacked, “Tell
him to come to tie phmw gl wlisper
thoze sweet words himself.”

“ Hoe—he—he's gone oul.”

“He can rving me up when he comes
iy, then,''

“I=—I mean, he—ie's gobt the 1oolh-
ache, and can't phone. That's why he
asked me to call you up. Sece? He's
gol a fearful swelling on his chieek from
carache A

“As well as toolhiache! Door chap 1

“1 mean ioothache. Huch a fearful
swelling that he -:ant speak & word.
He said to me

“Ma, ha. hat”

“ Blassed if T soe anxibhing lo cackle

at 1 howled Bunter.

(o it, old fat fibber 1 clorilod Bols,
“What did@ he say to vou while Le
couldn’t spealt a word 7

“Oh'! I=1 mean, he=he can havdly
speak a word—just whizper, sect It
gives ham a fearful tmlu lo speak wiils
such a headache—="

“Ieadache, too! Poor old Smilliy 1"

“I mean carache—ihat is, toothache,
Don't keep ou sniggerving, vou silly ass !
I think you might be a bit syimpathetie
when poor oll Staithy's lail upr with
head=—ear—I mean loothache 17

“So T would be, old faf man, 16 T
believed a word of it 1" said Dol cheer-
fully. “What arve you teving to {mli my
ler for, you fat fruamp? Think bult.
jute Smithy’s  place  without being
asked ? DMy name's not Bunter.™

“That’s all right. as he'll he

(Confinue on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

1o-morrow, you needn’ § be afraid of run-
ning into Smithy.” .

“0Oh, my hat! He's asking me over
because he's piomg out, iz ha "

“h, no! moean, he isn't poing out.
That's what I really meant to say, old

chap. He's not going u;l:fl_ to Londou
with his father, or anything of that
sott.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob.

He gnessed the mystery now. For the
Emunf time, B'Llli,' Bunter was gowng to
be left at Seahill Park with the High-
cliffie party, and he wanted o fellow on
the seene who packed a heft§ punch. It
was all clear now.

“0Ok, du stop cackling ! eame the
peavish, fat voice. “1I thank you might
«tand by & chap, after all I've done for
vou, Cherry. Smithy's frightfully keen
to sea you here——"

“f don't think!" chuckled Bobh, “Is
Pon frightfully keen, too? How's his
viose ! Think you're going to diddle me
twice in the same way, you fat lunatic®”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Ts that the lot 1

“No, you beast! I mean, no, dear
old fallow! If you come by train I'll
meet you at Seahill Station. Shall I
wait at the station for you to-morrow ?"

“If you like.” ;

“What train arg you coming by 1"

“*None I :

“You silly ass! If you're not coming
Liy train what's the of my waiting
ar thae station ™ howled Bunter. .

“No good at all. But you can do it if
you like. It's a free country.”

“Beast 1

“Cio it chuckled Bob.

“[ say, old fellow, do comel! The
grub is splendid I urged Bunter. “I
can put you up for the night, sll right,
83 Smithy will be away. I mean, he
wop't ba away. He's fearfully eager for
voir to come.  And—and Pon's rather
koan, too.™

“Ha would be!” chortled Bob.

“He gaid to me only this morning:
‘1'd like to see that chap Cherry heve.
Such & really nice chap!” His very
words, old fellow.”

“8ounds like him 1" agreed Bob.

“¥You'll come, old chap? Come along
carly, won't you? Bmithy's leaving in
1he afternoon—I mean—="

“Hao, ha, ha!”

*Alind, it's not like it was before,
old fellow, I'm not getting you here to
haudla those Higheliffe oads when
Smithy's gone.”

“You're not I sssented Baob. “Rig;ht
on the wicket, old fat man! You're
most decidedly not [ That chicken won't
fight bwice.”

“It's because I mize you so much, old
fellow. ¥ouw're such a really mice chap,
vou know,” explained Bunfer. I feel
az if I can’t enjoy the holiday without
yo. I don't think you're & noisy,
clumsy beast about & place, old chap—
I don’t really I

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Bob.
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“You'll come, then?

“No, -1 won't come.

“ Rpast I _

Boly Cherry, chuckling, put up fthe
receiver. If Billy Bunter was shill talk-
ing at the Bussex end, his dulcet tones
wers lost.

Tliere was a wide %}rjn on Bob's ruddy
face az: he walked back to the tennis
court. Throo fellows there gave him in-
nuiring looks

“Ahat did he want?? pzhed Frank
MNugent.

“Me” said Bob, “I'm such o really
niee ehap that he misses me fearfully,
and can't enjov the holiday without me.
Flatteving, ain't 167"

“The flatterfulness  is  terrifie ¥
grini:ed Harree Jamset Eam Singh.

“But what did he really want?” ashked
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Well, I scrt of guessed that Bmithy's
leaving him with FPon & Co. to-morrow,
and le wants somebody to pub in some
%unchin if they get rorty I chuckled

oh. *T'in to put in a long railway
trip, and arrive at @ plree where I'm
net invited and not wanted, te punch
the heasds of the fellows whoe are staying
there, Thal’s all 1”

“Ha. ha, hal”

“And I've turned it down,” said Bob,
“It's a fearfully altractive offer, but
I've turned it down.”

“Ia, ha, hal” velled the juniors.

And the ehums of the Remove
resutaed tennis, - Billy Bunter was get-
ting rather an extraordinary  Faster
holiday, and they wished him luek; but
certainly nobody there was prepared lo

o over to Seahill Park and punch the
wads of his fellowpuesiz. Really, that
was asking a Liftle too much !

Harry Wharcton & Co. rather won.
dered how Bunter was getting on in
those extraordinary circunmstances.

Theyp little guessed !

Good-bye 1™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier's Latest!

IIJTJY EUETER ] Emmcﬁ thﬂ
receiver bacl on the hooks and
snorted.  Me was annoved,

It seemed that Pon had been
right, afier all, Dob Cherry was nol.to
be caught in the same way  twice,
Bunter had put it tactfully,  He had
aszured Bob that 8mithy was asking Lim
there, which ought to have been enough
to satizsfy any fellow. Bob, it appeared,
had not believed that statement. Tt
was, Bunler bitterly reflected, like him.

The fat Owl of the Remove sat and
blinked at the telephone through his big
spectacles, in troubled thought,

somehow he had to put “paid * te
Pon & Co. on the morrow, when Smithy
mncd his pater were gone. But Billy
Bunter was not at the end of his
ICsOUTCes }‘E‘l’. i i

Slowly a fat grin overspread his face,

Bob Cherry was not avarlable. The
other [ellows at Wharton Lodpe, evi-
dently, were egqually unavailable. But
there was one member of the Famous
Five who had not wvet arrived there.
Bunter knew when Johnny Bull was ex-
pected. Ie was leaving hizs home, Mooy
TFell, in Yorkshire, early the next morn-
ing, to come down to Surrey.

At Wharton Lodge, Bunter had eox-

pressed ﬂb{ectimua to Johnny Bull; but
at Sealill Park, Johnny was as weleome
as the fAowers in May—in the peeuline
circumskances.

Johnny packed a powerful punch, and
ke had & scornful cislike for the koutty
sportstoen of Highelife,  Johnny was

the man—if Johuny could be inveigled,

diddled, and bamboozled inte serving
Billy Bunter's turn.

Bunter, griuning, lifled the reeeiver
agal,

“Toleprams ! he squealked.

A minute later he was dictating a
telegram over the phone.

“J. Bull, AMoor TFelll Yorkshirve.
Staving with Smithy at Sealoll Pavk,
Suzsex, for a few days. Lxplan wlen
we mees.  Come straight biere.  Will
meet  your train Seahill Srtation on
Tuesdav aftcrnoon.—Wharlon.”

Havine dispatehed  that  telegrom,
throush the medinm of the telephone
exchange, Billy Bunler felt casier
hiz fat wmind. :

Johnny Ball, in far-off Yorkshrre.
would probably be a litile surprised to
receive that tolegram,  But would he
have any doubts? ;How could he?

He wasz expecting to go straighl fo
Wharton Lodge, 10 Saviey, and fiud his
friends theres byt though he mnizht be
surprized, there was nothing o this {o
male him suzpictons:.

The chum: of the Remove might
quite possibly have been asked by
Smithy for a few daxs, in which case,
of eourse, az Johnoy waz cxpected,
YWharton would wire him 1o joiu Fhewm
at Smithy's place,

Wharton's name on the telegram was
enough.

Billy Bunler felt that, in the eireum-
stances, he was justified in borvowing
Wharton's name. He was accustomed
io borrowing anything he wanted=—and
Lis fat braiu did not even realise that
there were certatn lezal penallies for
trickery of this kind.

Johuny, it was faicy cevtnin, would
cotne steaight on to Sealull FPark, and
ance he was there, the rest would bae all

raght,

tob had ¢leared off unmediately he
found it was Boathy's place.  But
Jolmny, in the belief that his friencds
Wore 'ﬁta:r}n% with Smithy, wouldn's!

At least, Bunter hoped he wouldn't!

He would have to pull Johnny's leg
someliow, when be arvived, but if fib-
baing would pull hin through, Buntey
wag not going to be at a loss for fibs.
In fact, hibbing was hiz Tong suit.

“That's that!™ grinned Buonter, as he
rolled out of lus room, grinning all over
his fat fare at ihe thought of thoe suy-
prise that awaited Pon & Co. oun the
morvow, They would be expoctiing to
have Bunter all to themselves, after
Smithy and his facer had depavted.
Bunter enjoved, in andicipation, the
looks on theie facps, when they beheld
Johnay Bull! Therd was goiner Lo be a
hikeh in Pow's programme !

Billy Bunter was quite merry
hright that ovening,

FPon & Co. on the olber hand, were
rather glum. .

While Mr. Vernon-Smith was present
at his Bustex mansion. the “rowdy ™
procecdings of the schoolboy  howsc-
party were cheeked. ] .

Inculgent as lie was to his son, closing
liz eves to a pood many thingz that he
would have done better io ohsorve, Blr.
Vernon-Bmith certainly would not have
permitted ecard-plaving at midoight,
with enrreney motes on the table, and
billiards willh @ fiver on the game.

As Pon & Co. were there cinefly 1o
annex a share of the Bounder's ample
wealih, this was a waste of time to
them. They were only anxious for Mr.
mamuel Vernon-Smith to get back to
the bulls and bears in the City, and
leave themt to ecarry on in their own
tlelectable way.

Possibly DMr. Vernon-Smith waz un-
aware that he wasz a wer blanket on the

and



knutty party. Or perhaps he did not
core.

There were plenty of other resources,
a3 well as billiards and bridge and
banker, if Pon & Co. had cared for
them. Smithy, with all his black-
guardly ways, was no loafer or slacker
—but 1t was useless for him to suggest
tennis, badminton, a ron in the motor-
boat, a sailing trip round the bay, or
aiwything that requived strenuousness,
The Highcliffe knuts had no use for
strenuonsness; moreaver they wero
there gn ihe make! .

Bo the time l:amd rather heavily for
Pon & Co. while Mr. Vernon-Smith was
there, and, but for a few motor-runs,
which landed them in disreputable
spots, they felt that they could hardly
hava stood it at all. ]

n this last evening, there was bil-
linrds; but without money on the game,
billiards only boved Pon & Co. They
went to bed quite early, for them—com-
forted by the habpy Lpowledge that
Smithy’s pater would be gome on the
morrow—after which, Smithy would be
himself again, o to speak I

In the morning, they went out for a
run in one of Mr. Vernon-Smith’s fleet
of cars. Fon politely asked Bunter to
i‘uin up—a pohte invitation which the
at Owl warily declined.
back to Iunch, and at
lunch they locked _brighter, Mr.
Vernon-Smith was going by the four
o'clock train, and then there was going
to be a tremendous rag on Billy Dunter,
which was a cheerful prospect.

After enduring the presence of the
millionaire for several days, it really
seemed too good to be true to Pon & Co.
when the car came round to take him
to the station, .

The Bounder had dizappeared.

Pon & Co. knew that he had elready
gone to the railway statiop, snd was
wa:tmﬁ there for his father’'s train.
They did not Lnow that Billy Bunter
was alzo aware of that eirenmstance !

“Where iz Herbert?” Mr. Vernon-
Bmith asked, when he was rcady to go
out to the car. “Ias Herbert gone
out ; :

“He went for-a run on his bike, sir !
answered Ponsonby. The Bounder had
left him that tale to tell. “He deesn't
seem to have géeb back yet.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted. )

But trains, like time and tide, wait
for no man; and if Smithy was not
there to say pood-bye to hizs father,
that was that,

The millionaire went out to the car,

. They werae

leaving Pon & . grinning in  the
doorway. .
Billy Bunter rolled out after him.

“I'm going teo Seahill to get some
toffee,” said Bunter, as the millionaire
was stepping in. “Can I come with

you, and come back in the cari”
“Certainly, m& boy !* said M.
Vernon-Smith., " Get in. Williams, youn

will wait for Alaster Bunter in the
town, after taking me to the station.”

" Yeas, sie ¥

The car rolled away down the avenue.

“The fat freak!” grunted Ponsonby,
staring after if, as it went. “Well, he
will be back in half an hour—lots of
time—S8mithy won't be back tll the
last train to-night, if he comes back
to-night at all, Lots of time for
Bliﬂti?:’! Let's get a pame—not for
ERca

The Higheliffians went into the smoake-
room and sat down to bridgpe—not for
nuts ! ;

Billy Bunter, with a checry fat grin
on his face, rolled away in the ecar for
Seahill town and station, Pon & Co.

cted him back with toffee} They
Little drecamed what he would be bring-
ing back with him.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bamboozling Johnny Bull !

OHNNY BULL rose from his scal,
picked up a suitcase, and stepped
from the train, as 1% stopped in
Feahill Station at half-past five.

The sturdy, stocky jumor from York-
shire stood on the plaiform, glancing u‘ri
and down, expecting to sce hiz friends
thera, ]

Johony had been rather surprised by
tiat telegram, but not in the least sus-
picious, He was surprised chiefly
becaunse the Co. hiad had a Yrow ™ with
smithy on the last day of the term, =0
1z had been far from expecting to hear
that his friends were with the Bounder
in_the holidays.

gtill, he wag glad that that little
trouble had blewn over—and he had no
doubt that it had, as he had been wired
vy Wharton., from Smithy's place, to
come there direct.

As for Bunter, the thought of that fat
and fatuous youth had not erossced his
mind at all, He knew nothing of
E““*Efdbﬂ.'ﬂg with Smithy for Easter,
and had, in faet, very nearly forgotten
his fat exmstence.

But he was reminded of it now !

Locking up and down the platforin
for his friends, he did not see the
familiar faces of the Co. But he saw
the equaelly familiar, if less welcome,
countenance of the Owl of the Remove.

For the last hour or zo, Billy Bunter
had been sitting on the platform, chew-
g toffee,

He did not know by what train
Johnny would be coming, and he had to
wait till it came. But—in the cireon-
stances—he preferred a platform seat at
& railway station to the most Juxurious
armehair ot Seahill Park.

He had seen Mr. Vernon-Smith take
the train, and had seen Smithy, after
liis father was settled in & earriage,
dodge out of a waitingreom and whip
mto the next carriage.

Mr. Vernon-S8mith rolled of to
Leondon, utterly unconscious of the fact
that his son wez gn the same train.

After which, Bunter waited, and
watched, and chewed toffee. Williams
was waiting with the car, outside the
statlon, to take him back to the Pavk
when he was ready. He was not going
to be ready till Johnny Bull turned up,

The toffee was finished, and Bunter
was very shiny and sticky, when the
five-thirty came in, and Johnoy Bull
alighted therefrom. And Billy Bunter,
with a fat and sticky grin on his face,
rolled to greet him.

“Hallo, old chap!®
allably.

Johnny stared at him,

“Youl” he e¢jaculated.

said . Bunter

“*Little me!” said Banter with a
cheery nod. “Glad to seco vou, old
follow I

;Whem’s Wharton '
. “He couldn’t come to fhe station, as
it tarned  out!™ explained Dunier.
Which was perfeetly irue, as Harry
Wharton was more than fifty miles

IWway.
“The other fellows about?” asked
with Wharton,”

Johniy.

“No;  they're all
answered  Buuter, again  telling the
truth, by aceident as it were.

“Oh, all right!" said Johnny.
“Wharton said in his telegram that e
would meet me at the station— What
are %}nu grinning at, Buntey

“W-w-was I grinning?” stommered
Bunter.

“Yog—like a hyena.”

“Oh, really, Bull-—*

“Well, if they're not here, I may as
well be moving,” said Johnny, picking
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up the svitcase again, “You comring,
Buntey ¥

“Well, I camo specially to the
statton to meet you, Bull, as the othey
fellows couldu't come)” said Bunter
warmly.

“Oh, did you?” said Johnny. He
was not specially bucked =8t seeing
Bunter. Seeing lum, he concluded-tivat
he had somehow hooked on to the party
at Smithy's ]phme, which was not sye-
prising at all. Buuter had great hook-
g powers in holidav-time.

“Yes, I jolly well c])i'd " aaid Bunter.
“Wharton—hem \—asked me to, as he
=he couldn't comne.”

“Ts it far to Seahill Park??

“Only about a mile.”

“I suppose I can geb o taxi?™ said
Jolmny Bull, “Come on, if you're
coming, and I'll give you a lift in it.™

“I've pot a car waiting ! said Bun-
{er, with dignify, *“Smithy's pator has
gob no ond of cars, and I can have gne
whenever I like.”

“¥ou're in luck!® said Johnmy.
“Are you staying with Smithy, or did
p.l:-u come along with Wharton from his
place ¥
MO I—I'm staying with Smithy |
I've been with Smuthy ever sineo t
school broke up for Eastep,”

, "IHow the dickens did you wangle
112" asked Johnny, in surprise.

FOh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter,
“These Vernon-Smiths are jolly glad
lo get a fellow of my mciaf stanadug
at their place.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“0h, don't eackla! Look here, Bull !
l;f you're coming to a swanky place like
Scahill Park, I want vou to remember
that von're not in the Remove passapge
at Greyfriara. Bea?  There's such a
thing as mannera

* Fathead 1" said Johnny cheerfully,
and he walked out of the station with
his suitcnze, Bunter rolling after him,
with & frown on his pudg:—,r'%:-mw.

“ Here’s the car ! he grunted.

Williams touched his hat to Jolinny
Bull. Mr, Vernon-Smith had placed
himm at Bunter's orders for the after-
woort; but he had wondered why the
fat young gent had kept him ha'rJ‘g‘ing'
about outside the station for an hour
and a half. Now that Bunter emerged
from the station wilh a vompanion, he
understood.

He opened the door of the car, ani
the iwo Removites stepped in. Wil
liams drove away for Seahill Park,

*What are the lellows doing this
afternoon, Bunter?” asked Johnny, as
the ear van out of the =caside town. Ha
was rather puzzled that none of the
four had been able to ecome o the
station, amd it was a little surprisin
that they had sent Bunter—and stil
more surprising that Bunter had talen
the tronblo to come.  “Why couldn’'t
any of them eomoe along ¥

“Oh, thev're playing tennis!”
cxpained Bunter.

Now that Johnny was there, he had
io draw upon his unlimited resourees of
ithbing—if Johnny was not to spot tho
faets,

Had Johnny spotted them, he wounld
certainly never have entered Smithy's
place  uvniuvited—his departure would
have heen prompt. and there was litile
doubt that he would have booled Dunter
vigorously befare he departed.

Whiclh, of ecourse, would not have
suited William George Bunter at all,

But it was rather a weak spot in
Bunter’s libbing system, that he always
told tha first “whopper ™ that came
mito his head, without giving the matter
the amount of thought it really needcd.

Tee Micrer Liarary.—No. 1,523,
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- “Tennin?™ said Johnny, staring at
Bunter., As the telegram had stated
that Wharton would meet him st the
slation, and explain matters, he CEl
iainly did not expect to hear that his
ehram had given hiln & wiss to play
teunis,

“¥es; you soe, ey couldn’t leave
the game, Smithy wouldn't have liked
l.hrm to break off beforo fimishing the
Bot—

“Bmithy?” exclaimed Johnny Bull
“What the dickens do yeu nean, you

fat ass? If Bmithy's playing. they
can't all four be plaving, too 1

“Oht I=-1 forgot that! F—I—1
mean—="

“Woll, what do you mean, you fat
ass ¥

“I=I—1 mean—--" Dunter had to
pauge before he handed out the next
oo,

U Well, wo shall Lo tlicre in & fow
minutes, anyhow ! prunied Johnoy
Bull, as the ear bowled along at a good
speed. " Blessed if I know why you're
telling me  lies, Buauterl E}un:-e of
habit, T supposal®

“0Oh ! ejaculated Dunter, in dismay.
#“[—I—I mean, they—they're not play-
g tenmis, old chap——-™"

“¥ou burbling azy!”

“What I mean is, {hier weore playin
tenniz, but they went down to the beach
afterwards,” explained Dunter

e realisad that, s Johnny Bull
would sea none of the Ureyiriaras fel
lows at Beahill Park, he had to explain
their absence somchow—he rather
wished he had thought of that a litile
earlier, But thers was room in Billy
Bunter's fat brain for ouly one idea at
a Limeo

“Rot 1™ grunted Jobuny, “Wharton
wouldn't clear off, after telling me in
his telegram that he would meet me at
the station!™

"You—you see, thev—they have to
be & bit careful with Smithyt! ¥You
know how touchy Bimnithy 13—alwaya
taking offence at something.”

“OL 1" esid Johnny. He was, in
point of fact, aware of that littla weak-
ness of the Bounder's. :

“You seo, Bmithy proposed & run in
the motor-boat 1 went on Bunter, get-
ting into his stride, a¢ 1t were. “ Whar-
ton said, *No'; you'd be expecting
him at the siation. So—so ithy
looked sulky, and Bob Cherry said:
*Oh, Bull won't mind—let's1” 8o they
wendk down to the beach,

: I—I ssid I'd
go to the station for you. and they—
they said, * All right!' See?”

Hj—I seei” said Johnny Bull slowly.

Bunter had done better this time—ho
had deseribed esomething that might
quite  possibly have oeccurred, had
Harry Wharton & Co been guests at
Seahill Park.

“So—so that's how it was!™ gaid
Bunter cheerfnlly. “3mithy called out
to we, to look after you while they
werp pone, and make you feel at home,
ancd all that. They'll be back in an
hour or two—unless—unless they're
detayed Of course, they might be.™

Grunt from Johnny Bull,

“Buat it's all right, old chap,™ said
Bunter. *I'll look after you. F;'1|."l;!- got
carty blong at Smithy's placo ™

" You're got whatter ¥™

“Carty blong, old chap— that'a
French 1 added Bunter kindly, *It
;l_rmlla that I can do as I jolly well
1o,

“Do you mean carte blanche. you tat

aas

“!"{c.r. I don't—I mean carty blong!
I dan't want vou to teach me French,
Tue Magnel LigRary.—No. 1,523,
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Hu‘ljl. Smithy's given me carty blong
ﬁl'l __-15

“Ha, ha, ha [” ) ]

“Ch. shut up cackling 1" eaid Bunter
crossly,. “As I eay, I've got carty
blong, and I can do anything I like!
The grub's awfully good!” went on
Bunter. His eyes glistened behind his
spectacles, as he referred to a subject
s0 near hiz heart. I can tell you, the
grub’s simply ripping! These Smiths
imnay be no class, Eut they've got a jolly
good cook. Not so d as our chef at
Bunter Court, perﬁﬂpsuhut- Yery
nearly. T'll tell you what we had for
dinner last night—-"

“Chuck it !

“0Oh, here we, are!” said Bunter, as
the car turned in at & great gateway,
and & lodgekeeper touched his hat.
“By the way, Bull, you'll find soma
Higheliffe chaps here—"

“Higheliffe cheps!” exclaimed
Johnny.

“Yes, Pon and his gang, from High-
eliffe—-"

“Oh!” eaid Johnny, rather grimly.
“I remember now, heard® at Grey-
friars that Smithy had fixed up with
that crew for Easter. Blessed if 1 can
understand my pals being here with
that lot 1"

“They're a rotten lot, and no mis-
take.” agreed Bunter. Y1 shouldn't
wonder f they're jolly uncivil to vou,
Bull, now Smithy's sway—I mean,
gone out.”

“{h, rot!” said Johnny. “1 never
see Pon without wanting to punch hia
cheeky nead-——but I suppose we can be
civil to one another in Smithy's place.”

“I'd jolly well begin by punching hia
head, 1f T were you!" advised Bunter.
“Don't give him a chance to jaw.
goon as you sea him, hit him in the
cva 1"

“Fathead 1

#Hit him right in the eye, and—"

t Asgs |

“ Beast 1"
And the car ran on up the long
avenwe, and stopped at the grand

entrance of thoe millionaire's mansion,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

ECIL PONSONBY  eat up,
rewnoved the cigarette from his
mouth, ]iﬁt.ﬂnefi-—and grinned
sourly. The door on the hall

;vlas elosed, but a fat voice reached
L.

“Larkin! Here, Larkin!™

It was the fat squeak of William
Georre Bunter,

“He's come back after all!” mur-
mured Pon,

And Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour
grinned.

The Higheliffe knuts had played
bridge for more than an hour, smoked
innumerable cigareties, amd then they
would have been glad to get on with
the rag on Billy Dunter, by way of
an enlivening change.

But Bunter, who had gone in the car
to the station with Mr. Vernon-Smith,
had not returned as expected.

Once or twice Pon glanced out of

the smokercom inte the hall, but
there was no sign of the fat Owl of
CGreyfriars.

That Bunter had the least inkling of
the Highcliffe plot—evon that he was
sware that Smithy had gone up to
town with his father—FPon did not sus-
pect for a moment. Not & word had
been said in Bunter's hearing, so far
as the dandy of Higheliffe knew.

But ke an to wondor whether the
fat junior had cleared off, for gome
reason of his own, and thus by sheer
asccident avoided the intended raggimg.

So, as he was bored with amcoking,
and tired of bridge, it was o rolief
to Pon to hear the fat voice squeaking
in_the hall, ;

He rose from the armchair, and
threw away the stump of his cigarette,

“Time wo gobt that fat freak on hia
travels," he remarked. HJust bag
him, and walk him out of the place—
seef! You and I will take oo arm
each, Gaddy."

“I say, if he kicks up a fussg—"
said Monson.

“No “if " nbout that—he will "' said
Ponsonby. "It won't buy him any-
thin'."

“ But the servants—"

“They won't interfere, Ther won't
know what the game is, for onc thing;
and it's ‘no business of theirs, for
another.™

“But what will they think?” mur-
mured Yavasour, .

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders.

*“Whatever they doocid well like!”
he retorted. “What do I caret We
can carry on g3 we please in this sovt
of a show,™

“{th, all right!”

Ponsonby threw open the door, and
his friends followed him out inte the
hall, with anticipatory grins,

Larkin was in the hall, attending to
Bunter’s instructions, And another
figure was standing there, st which
the four Higheliffians stared blankly.

They knew the sturdy, stocky York-
shire junior at a glance, and their eves
fairly mﬁpad at the sight of Johnny
Bull of the Greyfriars Remove,

Johnny had his hat snd coat off, and
a footman had carried in hie suitcase,
He was glancing sbout him in the
spacious hall, while Bunter talked to
the butler.

Larkin had a faint expression of sur-
prise on his face,

He had Mr. Vernon-Smith's instrue-
tions to give the fat junior every atten-
tion during his stay at Seahill Park,
so Bunter was in a ition to give
orders, at least, while Smithy was

BWAY.
But Larkin had eertainly not expected
him to bring a visitor in; and he had
a strong suspicion that that visitor
was inten te serve the same pur-
pose 83 Bob Cherry s few days ago.

However, that was no business of
Larkin's, snd he listened respectiully
as Buanter squoaked directions,

“The room next to mine,’" Bunter
WAS BERYIng.

“Quite so, sir,'" said Larkin.

“And have tea served ab
Larkin "

“Very good, sir!"

(11 .A'ﬂ[]'-"-"'“ .

“What the dooce does this mean,
Larkin?" exclaimed Ponsonby, comiug
gngrily forward. “Who's ilas fellow ™

ohnoy Bull, who was at a little dis-
tance in the spacious hall, looked
round as Pon spoke, with a glitter in
hia oyes. - ;

In the belief that his friends were
staying there, and that Smithy, of
course, had authorised Wharton to
send that telegram, Johnny was pre-
pared to overcome his dislike of Pon
& Co., to the extent of treating them
with eivility, under Mr. Vecrnon-
Smith's roof. But he was not prepared
to take nny cheek from Ponsonby., Hae
was going to be civil if the Iligh-
clifians were—otherwise, not.

Larkin coughed.

“This gentleman, sit, is Mazter Bull,

onee,
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in sheer terror, 'Palr:sunﬁy iﬁ:ﬁpaﬂ back. In another second he would have been racing away.
and a flerce blow was struck. A sha

stirred softly In {he dark

a schoollellow of Alaster Herbert's at
Greyfriars,” he said.

“What is lie doin' here?” spnapped
Ponsonby:  * Bmithy's pot asked him
dere—] Enow that.”

“Perhaps you had hetter inguire of
him, sir,’” said Larkin:; and he méved
away to the service door.

Mon cast a dark glance after him,
dizeorning impettinence 1n Larkin's
toric and manner. .

thlly Bunter grinned.

The angry surprize in the faces of
the Ilighcliffe knuts amused Huptgtlt-.
wWilliL

He wazs  nob &E‘ﬂ-i& of them,
dohnny Bull oo hand.
*onsonby breathed wrath. After the

first, minultla ar; %mi[uf -aiitmllishnlent. a.dl‘;
seeing Johony Bull there, hg guesse
what it meant. Bunter had ?ﬂund.. oub
gomohow thot Smithy wae away, and
had called in another protecior 1t
was quite an unexpected move,

Punter wagpgéd a warning fab [ore-
finger at him. :

“¥You can cub that out, Ponsonby,”
he said coolly. *I don't want any
choek from vwou, and my pal Bull
doesn't, either.”

“You frowsy fat frog—""

“Yah!” retorted DBunter.

Ponsonby made e stride at him, with
clenched fists and gleaming eyes.

Billy Bunter promptly retreated
pcross the hall to where Johnny Baull
stood, with his face growing grimmer.

The dandy of Highelifle checked his
rage. Ile had not {orpotten the battle-
royal with Eob Cherry; and he wans
not keen on Johnny repeating Bob’a

erformance. Johony was not, pei-

a%a. q&uta g0 hefty a Lghting man as
Bpb Cherry; but he was sturdy and
strong, worth two or three of the
Highcliffe knuts, and certainly would
not have hesitated to tackle &ll four
of them, if driven to it. Pon was not
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backwards

lcoking for &  desperate  fistical
eflcounter.

“That's the sort of manners they
have at Highecliffe, Bull, old. c¢chap™
chuckled Bunter. “Gang of hoolipans
—what? Kicking up a row the minute
Smithy's back 13 turned! What a
crew IV

Jobnny Bull grunted. He disliked,
mora and more, the gqugrters in which
he found himself, and was more sur-
prised that his friends were there at
the same time as Pon & Co. It did
not occur to him that they weren's

thera,
“Look here, Sulll" Ponsonhy
checked his ingolence at the gleam in

Johnny's eye; but he could not he

civil. ."Loock here! I want to know
what wou're doin' here, meeid”

“1 ghould think that was plain
enough,”” grunted Johnny Bull, *'If you

don’t like my company, you can't like
it less than I like yours. Keep your
diztance, and we shan't row.”

“¥You've barged in here—"

“0h, chuck it!™ snapped Johnny.

*Are you pgoing to make out that
vou've been invited here?’ exclaimed
Ponsonby savagely.

Johnny stared ab him,

“Aad i he azsked. " Think I'm the
fellow to butt into a place without
being invited? Deon’t be a fodl ¥

“0Oh gad!” said Monson, " IHas
Zinithy really asked him, Pon? Let-
tin' ws down, askin' & crew of Grey-
friars cads here.”

“"Chance for vou to enjoy some decent
and respectable company for onge,™
said Johnny Bull, “You doo't get
much st Highcliffe,”

" “Smithy cap’t have asked him,
without mentionin' it to ws”™  ssid
(i adsby.

“ Absolutely ' agrecd Vavasour,
“It's a trick. same g9 it was before,”
snarled Ponzonby. " That fat scoundrel

"
— i bl

. it
But In that second a shadow

and terrible ery left Ponsonby’s lips as he went toppling

landed ihat ruffian, Cherry, on us, and
now he’s landed another ruffian,®

“Better language, please ™
Johnny Bull quietly, ;

“Look here, 1 know Smithy never
asked you here! Did you know that
thia was Smithy's place at sll?* de-
manded Ponsonby.

“Yes, of course I didl What do
you mean "

Pousonby looked at him,

He disliked the sturdy Yorkshire
junior intensely., There had been an
occasion wheéh Johnny Bull had falon
it by the neck, and shaken him like
g rat; and Pon had & long memory
for such ‘things. Btill, he knew that
Johnny was not a fellow like Bunter
to barge inte a place without being
asked.

Az he was assured tnat the Boundes
had never asked him, it wa§ obviounsly
some trick on Bunter’s part—and the
reason was clear enough. But how the
aztute fat Owl hed wangled thiz vas
a mystery. Pon was puzzled and por-

said

plexed, and growing angricr And
angriey,
“If you pot Smithy's invitation

through Bunter, you can take it from

nte ihat it was spoof," he anid.

“Oh, don't tdlk rot!” grunted
Jolmny., “Think I'd take it from
Buntter ™

“Then vou didn’t

“XNa, I didn"t! T never konew Buntep
was heve till half an hour ago.”

“Well, T jolly well know there's &
catclr in it somewhere V¥ snapped Pon-
gontby.,  “You'll get the boot fast
Ezmuﬁh,- if Smithy comes in and finds
you here. e doesn’t want you any
more than we do.”

Johnny's jaw squaved.

“That’s enough, Ponsonby,” be said,
“1 don't want to have any trouble in
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Smithy's place; but T'm not standing
any more Highelifie check ! Bhut up!”

“Yes, shut up, Ponl!" squeaked
Bunter, “PBull ain't here to w
Smithy at cards, like you and your
pals, anyhow.”

Pon was already near borthog-point.
That was rather too much for him.
1le made a rush at Billy Bunter.

The fat junior skipped behind
Johnny Bull, as actively as & kangaroo.

“J say, old chap, keep that cad off I
he gasped.

Johnny Bull did not need asking,
Ile gave Ponsonby & shove on the
chest, that eent him spinning back-
wards

“Hands off ! he snd curtly

Ponsenby spun two or three yards
then, his foot slipping on the 513’:] ished
floor, he went over headlong The back
of his head, as he crashed, banged on
an armoured figure that stood in the
hall, and senc it roppling.

Bang ! Crash! Bang! Clatter !

“Oh gad I gaspad Vavasour.

“He, he, ho1” sgueaked Billy Bunter.

“Ow]”  Ponsonby gat up dizzily in
the midst of scattered seotions of ancient
armour. “Owl Ooogh!l Wooogh I

Two or three startled servants popped
into the hall. They stared at the dandy
of Highcliffe, sitting among the discon-
pected arougur.,

Ponsonby, with a scarlet face, picked
himself up.

He gave Johnny Bull a deadly look,
Johnny stood ready for him to come on,
if he wanted to. But Pon did not want
to. Breathing fury, he stalked away,
followed by hiz friends—leaving the
scrvants 1o set the effigy up again.

Billy Bunter's fat cackle followed him

“Well, my hat!” grunted Johnony
“This is a jolly place for a fellow to
come to, ami no mistake ! It beats me
Yow Wharton can be hers, with that
gang—— You flabby chump. what are
you grioning at?”

Billy Bunter did not ¢xplain what he
was grinning at. But he grinned, till
his grin oxtended from one fat ear to
the other.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face!

1 ILENZIO, signor!”
The woiee was quiet—little
above & whisper—but it struck
on the ears of Mr Samuel
Vernon-Smith as sharply a5 a rifle-shot.
He started convulsively and stared up.
The express wasz rolling swiftly
thwough the beautiful county of Bussex.
A minute after starting. Mr. Vernon-
Ymith had opened a leather case, and
taken a bundle of documents therefrom,
and ever since he had been deep in those
documents He had no eyes for Bussex
Jowns or sunny April skies.

It was a corridor train, and pas-
sengers passed sometimes up and down
the corridor, but drew no glance fromn
the millioneire. He had reserved his
carriage, and had it to himself, and did
not expect to be interrupted.

The interruption came unexpectedly.

The deoor on the corridor slid open,
a man stepped in, and the deor slid
ghut bebind him. i

He stood with his back to if, his eyos
on Mr. Veronon-Bmith, his right hand
in the pocket of his jacket A bulge
in that pocket showed that the.hidden
hand held something—w hich was
pointed towards the millionsire as he
sat and stared. |

Mr. Vernon-3mith did not need to ask
what it was, The murmured words in
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Italian, the bulge in the coat, told him
enough.

After the firet moment of startled
surprise he was cool agam; but he
knew that he was in the presence of
the mysterious assassin who had, sgain
and azarn, sought his life, and that the
deadly automatic was tramned on him
at the distance of only a few feet

“Bilence, sir!® The man repeated
his injunction, in English this time, in
the same low murmur. “A movement
or a call will cost you your life! Do not
slip your hand towards that pocket, I
beg. You will never live to draw the
revolver you have there!™

Mr Vernon-8mith sat still.

His eyes searched the man. He bore
little resemblance to the Italian who had
fired on him near Greyfriars, and who
had attempted to wreck his car on the
Wimford road.

The black. moustache was gone, the
black eycbrows were lighter in hue, the
complexion less swarthy. DBut he was
the same man—the millionaire knew
that, in spite of disguise. In a crowd he
would have passed himn unrecognised,
but at close view he knew him.

If the City man’s heart was boating
faster, he gave no sign of it. His
manner wis calm and contemptuous,

“"You!™ he said, and his voice was
perfectly steady. *“What do vou want "

The Italian’s black eyes glittered at
the documents gutspread on the million-
mire's portly knees. He smiled.

“1 think I zes s word that interests
me on your papers, signor,” he re-
marked. *“Those documcnts deal with
the N'gombo Concession.”

“ Does that concern yout” asked Mr.
Vernon-Smith q,ule:t.ly. )

“@i, signor!” The Italian smiled
again, not a pleasant smile, with a
gleam of white teeth. “It concerns moe
s much that your life, signor, 15 ol
e more consequence to me than blowing
out the fJame of a candle”

“"Who are you "

“¥ou may call me Nessuno, if you
desire to address me by name, 516111:1'3"

" Nessuno 1" repeated DMr. ernon-
Smith. “That means nobody, I think

“¥Yero!™” assented the Italian, with a
nod. " Truly, signorl My name is
tolerably well known 1n the world of
Italian finance—not unknown in_your
own great city, signor I But 1 will not
mention it, for if you come to my terms,
vou will survive this interview, and I
do not desire vou to remember 18"

Mr. Vernon-8mith watched tha dark
face more with curiosity than any other
feeling. His look showed that the
mention of the African word
“Weombo ™ had enlightened him a
good deal.

It was on the N:&Ombﬂ Concession, in
Kenya, that Mr. Vernon-Bmith’s atten-
tion had been chiefly concentrated of
late. N'gombo documents accompanied
him wherever he went!

“Make vourself clear I he snapped.

“] ecan spare you five minutes,
signor I said Nessuno, as the Italian
called himself. “"Ne more! In that
time we reach o steep pradicnt, angd the
train will slow—and if I shoot you dead
where you sit, signor, that will be my
chance for leaving the train in a hurry |
You understand me?"

“ Quite 1" . i ]

“MN'gombo,” said the Italian, "iz an
unsettled district on the border of
Kenya, & British colony, and Abyssinia
—~the new Italian empire. Unfortu-
nately, it is on the British side of the
line. Such a line, howaver, in forest
and desert, may be modified a little—
to include N'gombe in the territory now
governed by my Duce (¥
“Hardly 1"

“The border-line is a little uncertain
in such a guarter, signor! But if
N'gombo falls into the hands of Signor
Vernon-Smith and the syndicate he is
forming to take it up, addio to that—
glfnﬂ-b}'a to it, signor! You will take

e preafest care that fhe border-line

L)

t
does not waver., Nom o vero!

“%uitﬁ 1"

“But with N'zombo in Ttalian hands
~—what? I think it would be, what you
call, all right! At lpast N'gombo would
be Italian—in myv hands! Some tine
ago, signor, you travelled in the colony
of Kenya, with your son and his school-
fellowsz, You bought an option on
N'gombe at that time—it has still a few
weoks to run. Correct me 1if 1 am
WIOnNE.

“That is correct.” ]

“It is your intention ta take hp this
option at a cost of twenly thousand
pounds.™

“ Possibly 1" ‘

“Then N'rombo will be vours, Is it
not sof®

“And of what value is it to you, Mr.
Nessuno?” asked Mr., Vernon-Smith.
“A stretch of forest and desert and
rocky wasto—"

“But stanoiferous!” grinned the
Italiapn. “Lew, if auy, know that tin
lies under fthe rocks of Kenya. You
know—and I know, Bome day 1t will
dawn on the financial world as a greal
diseovery. In the days of the slump,
s:gbnqr . ¥ou bought your option at 8
rubbish price—the metal, tin, was then
a drug in the market—but you are &
foreseeing man, signor, Now the time
you foresaw has come, and tin booms
in the market, and an immense fortune
awaits the syndicate that works the
stanniferous deposits at N'gombel Non
¢ verot

“You scem to be well posted, Mr.
MNessuno " satd  Mr. Vernon-Smith
quictly. “Supposs it is as you say-—
what then?”

The hand hidden in the coat pocket
maoved, and the bulge grew more pro-
nouneced.

“Name your price for the oplion on
N'gombo, signor, and I will bay it from
;oul™ said the Italiap. “Mpy firm in
i{il:m are prepared to form the syndicate
for its exploitation. Now that Abyesinia
iz ours, the way is clear! I am not, like
you, thinking only of profit—I am
thinking of making sure of an in-
dispensable metal for war munitions
for my country ! In my own intercsts, I
would not take these measures. Do ma
the honour to believe that, signor.”

T am willing to believe you are more
foal than- raseal, if that is what vou
mean 1" said Mre. Vernon-Smith. " But
I have not the slightest desire to pro-
vide Italy with access to metal for
munitiona of war™ )

The black eyes Aashed at him.

“Let us come down to the tacks of
brass, as you say in this country,” satd
the Italian coolly, “"N'gombo 1z to bo
Ttalian, if a thousand lives stood in the
way. 1 am a man of finance—not a
brave. If you will deal with me, livel
MName your price for the option " )

“It iz not for sale, AMr, Nessupo!™

*Take care, signor! Your death will
effect the zame purpose—the optlon
e:;Pires in a fow weeka, and your death
wiil cause mors than suflicient delay.
Othera do not know what you know—
you are not the man to tell seerets till
the power is all in your hands. You
underst 2y ;

“0h, quite ! said Mr. Vernon-Smith
contemptuously. * You fancy that my
nerves may be rattled by a sueeession
of attempts on lifs, and that you
may gain vour ends by threats, instead
of risking wyour unwashed neck! I
understand perfectly !®



*“ Do your refosze ™

Mr. Vernon-Emith paused befora
replying—though it was ocuoly a pouss
to gain time.

o was at the assassin’s mercy. At
his first movement, the automotio was
ready to whip into sight. The man
had his Dack to the corridor door.
Once or twice, during that brjef talk,
& pussenger had passed up or down the
cotridor, but there was nething to draw
& suspwious glance—only two men 1n
conversation, one siiting and the other
etanding. There was no help—and
though the villain'zs escapa would not
be easy, after he had fired, it waa plain
that he was prepaved to tako the
chance.

The deadly gleam in the eyes of the

man who ealled himself * Ngbody,”
showed that he was in  desperato
earncsk.

The millionaire paused—long. Ile
was quietly el coolly caleulating his
chance of a spring at ftha man beforo
tho shoi could speed. 1t was the slim.-
mest of chanses, but it was that, or
vielding=—and survender was not a word
i Samuel Vernon-mmith’s yocabulavy.

The black eves llashed at him as the
Italian read his infention. The hiddon
hand whipped [rotn the pocket, grasp-
inrg tho antemwmabic—and at tha samn
moment the dooe behind ha Iialian
gucldlenly =hd open, two hands grasped
him by the collar, sl he wos drapgged
over backwards, (o fall with a erash in
ithe corvidor of the ru-hing train!

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Means Business ]

ANG !
The report of the antomatie
eoundsd zharply through tho

roar of the express, a3 the
weapon in thoe Italian's hand exploded.

But he was sprawling on his back,
and the bullet crazhed through a glass
panel, sending smazhed glass gpraying
i all directicns

A split second more, and a boot,
stamping savagely on e Italian’s arm,
clmost enppled it, and ihe pistol
rotled from his velazing fingera.

Herbert Vernon-Smith  kicked it
along the corvidor, far out of reach of
tho desperata rascal,

It was fhe Bounder who had seized
the assassin and dragged him over—
and Mr. Vernon-8mith, leaping to hia
feet, stared blankly at his somn.

“Herbert !’ e gasped.

Tha DBounder: uoheeding, flung him-
self at the Itahan, who was struggline
up, foaming withh rage like n wild
unintal.

Six or zeven pagsenmors hiad como out
into the covvidoy, with startled faces,
and the guard was coming up. BSmithy
grasped the Italian, seeking to pin him
down—in o few meoments overwhelming
aid would have reached him.

BGut the Italian, with a dosporate
effort, scrambled wp, the Bounder
wlinging to him itke a cat, and exert-
ing &ll his strength, be flung the Grey-
friavs ﬁnmr oif. :

The Bounder siagpgered into the car-
riage, colliding with his father and
Ilecking his way for o moment. That
moment was eanocugh for the agile,
grick-willed raseal.  He rushed down
tho corrvidor, and as a passenger
grabbed at him fashed out a8 knife.
The passenger jomped away. and tho
ltadian rushed past.

“Collar him 1" shricked the Bounder,
ruzhing inte the corridor in pursuit.

Iiuk ho was only in time to sco a fiy-
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ing figure leap from the train and rall
headlong down a grassy embankment.

Ha stared fromn 2 window, clenching
his teeth with rapgo.

Heo sow the rolling fipure of the mon
who had mada that desperate leap, but
only for & moment—then the rush of
the train corried him on, and the
Italian was lost to his sight

2l

E"H;r’he:tﬁw" gasped AMr. Vernon-
mith.

“He's gona ™ gaid the Bounder, be-
twean his teeth. “ Gone, father! Dug
—hs must have got hurt in that fall—
they’ll get him when tney look for him
—surely they’ll get him [*

“Herbert I  repeated Mr. Vernon.

(Condfinued on next page.)
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(1)
Mark Linley's a Lancashire lad,
His father’s a mill=hand In eoiion.
“ He's only a scholarship cad I
Says Skipner, apd olhers as rofien.
But bark deesn't care what they say,

MeLry ;
His real friends are better than they,
And best Iriend of all is Bob Cherry.

{2}
Wea're proud of our Lancashire lad,
He's handsome, athleifc and clever ;
He thinks that the South isn't bad,
But Lancs is his counly Tor ever !
His holldays always are spent

And thoogh he likes places In Kent,
With Blackpool they're simply not in it

{4}
His home Is at Bury, yon ses,
A collage quite close to the Irwell @

And Mark says the same, and declares
He's sure he is living in clover,
And if it is tiny, who cares ?
1t's not s0 much fag fo look over |

{&)
Down Seuth we think Lancashire men

For that's how wo see them all when
They coma to the Cup Final baitles |
And Lancashire shortly will send
To London another assambly
To cheer along Preston North End,
Good luck and bon voyage—io
Wambley |

Their sneers only make him mare

At Blaekpool, he loves every minufe 1

His father says : ** Well, it suits me [ ™
His mother says yes, it suits her well |

Ara born with rosettes on, and rattles !

% S1arrry Hoves »Groyrpiars

THE LAD FROM LANCASHIRE
By

iars Rhymaester

Mark Linley a member of the
Famous Five and the scholar-
ship lad of the Remove, is the
subject chosen by our long-
haired poet this week. Haiﬂng
from Lancashire, * Marky'’

is considered as being one of
the ‘“ whitest"” men at Grey-

friars.

(3)
Ha fsn't a fellow to boast,

Few Lancashire fellows would do so,
But here, on the South couniry ecoast,
He teels like a Robinson Crusoe ;

He lives in a foreigners’ land,
He likes them, especially Bob Cherty,
But still, he weuld much rather stand

: By the Market Place siatue at Bury.

{3)
Bot Bunter replies with a snort :
“ It wouldn't sulft me—It's too parky |
I wish yoa could see Bunier Court 1 ™
**Sodo you, lexpect 1™ answers Marky.
Then Bunter turns up his fat nose
And says : ** You low beast, kKeep your
distance | "
Which doesn’t crush Mark, for he knows
There*s no Bunter Court in existence [

(T)
At football, Mark Linley Is keen
At [ull-back be's cool and reliant,
His play Is both elever and clean,
a ook upon him as a glant 1
If cads sneer, [orget them, because
Their voices will sound wvery thinly
Against the great roar of a?piansa
To that best of good fellows, Mark
Linley !

Next Week: TOM BROWN, from 'WAY DOWN UNDER.
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Smith. He was staring at his son,
almost like a man in a dream. “¥You
here—on this train! What—"

“Borry to seo me herel"” asked
Bmithy, with a sarcastic grin.

“You saved my life, Herbert—:uat
villain would have fired in another
maomeitt.  But—but—" Mr Vernon-
Smith gasped. “How did you get
hero "’

“I'vo been in the nexi compartment
ever since you left Seahill,” answered
thoe Bounder. “I've had my eves open,
father.. I never knew that viMain '8
changed his looks =& goed deal—but
when I found that ha had stepped into
vour carriage, and staged there, I
came aleng to give him a squint.”

“Oh1” gasped Mr. Vernon-3mith.

“Lucky I did, what?" grinned the

nder. 4

“¥Yes, yes! But— Se thdt 13 why
vou were nct to be found when I left !”
oxclaimed Mr. Vernon-8mith. “Your
fricnd Ponsontby told me.that you had
gone. ot on a bicyole—"

“So I had=down tc the station ™

“¥ou young rascall” said Mr
Vernon-8muth. “I- never dreamed of
darnger on a crowded train——"

«f did 1™

K :E"i];u are stopping 1" said Mr. Vernon-

¥th. :

The corridor was m a buzz with
excited passengers, &s the train slowed
down and stopped at the next station.

Mr. Vernon-8mith gathered up his
precious documents, and he alighted
with his son. Urgent business affairs
in the City had to be postponed. The
capturo of the man from Milan was the
most urgent affair at the moment—and
within 8 few mirnutes efter the million-
aire and hie son had left the train,
search for him was going on down the
line, and the telephone was telling the
news far and wide.

That he had been injured in his
desperate lesp from the train seemed
likely enough; in which case, his cap-
tura was inevitable.

But fortune had favoured the des-
perate rascal

It was two hours later that Mr.

Vernon-Smith  resumed hiz  journey,
and by that time there had been no
news of the man who called himself
" Nesguno.”

When Mr. Vernon-8mith took tho
train the Bounder followed him im, with
& lurkin tin on hia face.

“You %‘lﬂ% better take the next train
back to Seahill, Herbert I rapped Mr.
Vernon-8mith.

“Rot1” said Herbert.

Mr. Vernon-8mith gave him n glare
—and then smiled.

“Hava youn forgotten your
thera?"" he asked.

“They can look after themselves.”

*1 ecennot allow you to remain with
me, Herbert, in the circumstances.
You must take the next train back from
London,” sai?d the millionaire.

“Ara you taking it?" asked the
Buu}a:&dm. donkey

“MNo, you young donkey !

" TImnF ]'.’mF not

Mr. Vernon-Smith glared again.

“1 tell d:;nu I will not allow you to
fun inte dange: " he hooted.

“That's all right" said Bmithy
coolly. “I'm not in danger—you aro !l
If you turn me out of this carriage,
father, I shall squat -in the next. 1f

u don't ler me in at Courtman

guare, I shall sit on the acorstep. If
you don’t give me a seat in your car
to-morrow, when you go into the City,
I shall hang on behind! I'm not losing
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sight of you again till the polica ger
liold of that gunman.”

“I tell you—" roared Mr. Vernon-
RAmith.

The Bounder shook his head.

“Pm telling you "™ ho said. )

“That rascal 13 practically certein to

be caught!” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith.
“They will get him to-night, I
imagine.”

“Then I'Hl
the morning.”

T ¥ou wiﬁ go back immediately we
reach the terminus.”

“Giuess agein!” sgid the DBounder
coolly.

Tha milliongire gave him another

lare, and turned to his docwmnents.
N'gombo claimed his  attention  till
they arrived in london. The Boundser
sat with a cheerfnl grin on his face.
He had guite made up hizs mind.

“Now, Hecbert,” said My, Vernon-
Bmith, when they aliphted at the tee
minus, “1 will sea you off in vour
train for Sussex.™

“Are you coming back "

L 1] Nﬂ !JI

“Then wash it out "

Mr. Vernon-Bmith breathed haed,

“If you had not saved my life this
afterncon, Herbert, I would box your
cara !™ he said.

“T'll snve it again if that Italian
comes fooling around!” =aid the
Boundor. “I'm not in a hurry to in-
herit your millions, father.

Mr. Vermon-Bmith's frowning brow
relaxed

“I will lev wyou stay the night in
London,” he said; “but you musk
return to Seahill Park and safety in the
morning, you young rascal t¥

“T will if yvyou do!™ szaid Bmithy.
“Why not put in the rest of Easter
there, father! You're safer there, till
that scoundrel 1¢ laid by the heels. You
can make up your mund to it that I'm
not losing sight of you again so long
as that gunman is running loose.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted, and they
left the station together.

£o back to Seahill Park in

e ———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Puzziing !
OHNNY BULL frowned—a puzzled
frown.
Billy Bunter grinned—a faf
grio.

Bunter was satisfied, if Johnny was
nat.

There had been tea—an ample tea—
served on the lawn, nnder the shade of
the ancient beech, from a bough of
which the hammock was slung.

Johnny, after his journey, was glad
of &z rest, and glad of ten, and so far
as surronndings went he had nothing to
grumble at. The green lawn, shaded by
trees, was very pleasant, loocked on by
innumerabls windows of the great
mansion. In the distance the park
stretehed away, bordered, towards the
soa, by an old wall on the edge of the
beach. Through the branches the sea
was visible in blue patches. SBuch a spot
for the helidays might have pleased an
fellow, though the view, necar at hand,
was rather apoiled by four fellows
gtrolling about emoking cigarettes,

But Johnny was quite perplexed.

Billy Bunter, after tea, stretched him-
gelf in the hammock slung under tha
old beech. He ecould do so safely with
Jnhnlr::rj' Bflllf dﬂ! hand. But for his
dea artiu i tting Jahn
tlmﬁa ho would haﬂ meEtipp%d out :;FE
that hammock very quickly. Now ha
eprawled at his fat eaze, grinning,
amused by the black looks of Pon & Co.,

and by the puzzied expression of
Johnny Bull's face.

Still in the full belicE that that tele-

ram was genuine, Johony drd not
doubt that Wharton would explain
when they met. But he simply could
not ;Magilm how his friends camne to ba
staying in the same place with the High-
clitfe fellows.

Billy Bunter cvidently was on cat-and-
dog terms with them. :

Johnny was still more puzslod by their
absence from the house. It was extra.
ordinary for all of them to clear off just
before his arrival.

He supposed that they would come in
to tea, but they did not. After tena they
had not come in. He was getting more
and more perplexed.

Pon & Co. did not deign to take tea
with the Groyfriars juniorz. They were
keeping  their  distance,  scowling
cccasionally fron that distance.

Gadsby and Vavasour went in pre
sently to play Liflineds, and Monson
strolled away; but Pon continuned to
pace on the lown, smoking one cigarctio
after snother, with a black brow.

He was debating in his mind whether
Lo take the risk of tackline Johony DBull,

and barging him out of the place. Lut
the sturdy, stocky Yorkshire junior
looked dangerous to tackle, and Pon

rememberad the encopnter with DBob
Choerry, of which traces still remained
on hia nose.

Jobhnoy glanced at him every now and
then, and he would have been glad to
call to him and ask abont Smithy and
the other fellows, but hie did not care to
speak to Ponsemby.

Certainly Pon would have beon very
much astonished had he leanrned that
Johnny belisved Harry Wharton & Co.
to be staying at Seahill Park.

That did not oeceur te him for a
moment, thongh Le was puzzled by
Jobnny's presence, and could not make
out how Bunter had pot him there.

“ Look here, Bunter,” said Johnny, at
last, “1 can’t make out the fellows stay-
ing out like this. Why the dickens don't
they come 1 ¥"

“0Oh, they'll come in later, old chap_r e
grinned Bunter. “ Don't you worry 1"

Grunt from Johnny Bull.

“You've got my company,” added
Bunter, with digniry.

“Fathead 1™

“h, really, Bull—"

“If wou know which wav they went,
why not go and meet them?” ashed
Johnny., “Roll out of that hammoek,
fatty, and come tlong=—what?"

“h crikey !” ejaculated Bunter, " I—
I say, they may be—be miles awayl
Miles aud miles! In fact, I shouldn't
be surprised 1f they didn't get back to-
night at sll” 1

ohnny stared at him.

“You silly ass! They couldn’t stay
the night out ! he snapped.

“Well, if they loso theiv train baek,”
said Bunter.

“Their train? You told me they'd
gone along the beach.”
h" 1_{1[ mean, they might get cut off by
the tide.

“What " roared Johnny Bull,

“Don’t yell at a chap!” said Bunter
peevishly, " ¥ou made me jump! 1
shouldn’t be at all surprised if we don’t
goe them before bed-time. It's all right,
old chap! Larkin’s got your room
ready.” 2
“I'd better ask Larkin if he knowa
when they're coming in, I suppose,” said
Johnny.

Bunter sat up in alarm.

“I[—=I say!” he stammered. * The=
the fact i3, they went down to the baach,
old fellow. They may be back =ny
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Ponsonby & Co. were pressing Johnny Bull hard when Billy Bunter screwed up his conrage, such as it was, to lend his champlon
[at fists and hit out blindly. A podgy fist caught Gadsby under

the chin gnd be pitched over,

Then & smashing blow from Johnoy Bull sent Vavasour reeling !

minute. Keep your cye on that path—
that’s the way down to {he gate on the
beach. You may see them any—any
minute now.”

Johnny Bull grunted, and relapsed
into puzzled silence.

FPaonsonby went into the liouse et last
to join his friends, bestowing a scowl on
Johnny Bull as he went.

Johnny moved restlessly about the
lawn, with his hands in his pockets,
while Billy Bunter settled down com-
fortably in the hammoek, hiz fat head
resting on soft cushions, quite at hia
eRSO.

Jobnny Bull was bepinning to feel
angry now, as well as perplexed.

This really was not the way te treat
a fellow who had trivelled nearly the
length of the kingdom to see his fricnds,
Hea was not, like the Bounder, a fellow
io take offence ensily, but he was grow-
ing annoyed,

Bunter, on thé other hand, was quite
satisfied. Tt did not matter whether
Jobnny was puzzled, annoyed, angry, or
anything else, zo 'long az he remained
there to protect Bunter from Pon and
his knavish tricks. Tt was, so far as
Bunter could sce, all vight.

Quite satizfied that it was all vight,
Bunter eclosed his little round eyes
behind his big, vound spectacles, and
dozed.

A sound like the rumble of distant
thunder reached Johnny Bull’s cars, and
he glanced vound at the fat junior in
the hammock.

Snore |

Bunter, with his E‘i'-es shut and his
mouth open, slept and snorved. Jobnny
gruntea and resumed his restless pacing.

He glanced sevelal times at the path
HII‘GHE%I the trees which led to the wall
on the beach and the gate there. As
his friends did not come im, he was
tempted to go and lock for them. Siill,
they might come back by any of half a

dhuzd:-n ways, and he did not want to inizs
tlrarm.

He stepped at last to the massive,
gnorled trunk of the old lbeech, and
clambered up. It was a huge old tree,
one of the largest on the Secahill estate,
end from the top branches it was pos-
sible fo obtain a widespread tiew, far
aover the park and the park wall, and
the sands beyond and the blue sen.

If his friends were anywhere in sight
ho would be able to spot them from the
tep of the heech. Mo clambered
actively from branch to branch, and dis-
appeared into the foliage.

High up in the tree, he stood with his
foot jamuned in ‘a forked bough, hold-
ing ot to a higher branch, and swept
the surrounding landscape with his eyes,

He had & glorious view, landscape and
seazcape, but he saw nothin of his
friends or the Bounder; which, if he
had only known it, was not surprising,
as they were not in the same county |

Ha remained there, watching like
Sister Anne and, like Bister Anne, fail-
m%' to see anybody coming.

from below, the deep snore of Billy
Bunter rumbled up to his cays,

But that snore, after a time, was not
the only sound. Voices floated up
through the branches of the big beech—
Pon & Co. had coine out of the house
again.

“Where's that Greyfriars ead, Bull #
It was Ponsonhy's voice.

“Not here [ zaid Gadzhy.

“He can’t be gone " said Monson.

“I can't make ont what he's barging
in here at all for," growled Ponsonby,
“He's a low ruffian, but he’s not &
cadger like Bunter. That fat scoundrel
must heve fooled hiin, somchow,
think. He's got him here, like that
other brute Cherry.”

“* Absolutely 1 said Vavasour,

“Well, he’s cleared off now. Have
that fat rotter ount of that hammeock '™

"G'I:I{'.'HE EEE!"

“Ha, ha, ha

Johnny  Bull, in the tree abore,
Ermimd: Evidentls, the Higheliffe

nuts did not guess that he had climbed
the tree to look for his friends—which
was natural enough, as Pon & Co. did
not know that he supposed his friends
to be there at all.

They were pgoing to rag Bunter,
taking advantage of his supposed
ahsence,

The rumbling snore suddenly ceased.

There was the round of 8 heavy bump,
It was followed by o fearful yell:

“"Yarooool 1"

“Ha, ba, ha I”

“Owl I say, you fellows—— Oh
crikey ! reared  Bunter. *I ray,
Bull=—— Resene, Greyirviars 1 Yaroooop !
Oh crumbs ! Help 1Y

Johnny Bull was not the fellow ta
Ieave that appeal unregarded, He
tlithered rapidly down the branches of
the beech—te tho rescue!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Hard Hlittlog !

ILLY BUNTER. roared.

He had been awakened sud-
denly and unpleasantly by rolling
headlong out of the hammeek

and landing in the grass below,

He bLlinked in terrvor at the four grin-
ning faces that surrounded him.

Johnny Bull was not to be seen, but
Pon & Co. were only toe visible! The
fat Owl of Greylriars was in the hands
of the Philistines]

“Rap tha ead|” grinned Ponsonby.

Y SBerag him 1

“Roll him aloeng! Boot him as far as
the beach I

“1a, ha, hal”

o Un‘i leggo! Waroooh! Leave off
THE MAGNFT LIBRABY.—No. 1,523
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kicking me, you beasts!” shricked Billv
Dunter. “I say, you fellows—yo-hoap 1"
Beseue [ Yarcocoh! Whoooop IV

Bunter rolled, and roared, and yelled,
amid howls of la-.u%llﬂer from the High-
cliffians. It would have fared hard with
the fat Owl, had not help been at band.
But help was coming.

A stocky fgure dropped from the
branches of beech | fora Pon &
Co. realised that Johnny Bull was there,
he was jumping at them. Flis right
canight Pon -under the car, and sent him
spinning—his left landed in Monson’s
vve, and Monson staggered away and
sat down.

Gadsby and Vavasour jumped back.

“That—that Greyiriavs cad [ gasped
Vavasour.

“Ow ! Wow 1" yelled Bunter. “Ilclpt”
Rescua! Yaroooohl Owl  Wowl
W hooop I** _

YTonsonby scrambled to his feet,

crimson  with raie. Hia head was
singing’ from the knock under his ear.
o glared at Johony Bull furiounsls.
“Back up, you fellows!” he pantec.
And he led the rush.

Had Pon been aware fhat Jolnny
Bull was g0 close at hand he would not
have ventured to begin that vag. Dat
now rage supplied the place of courage,
and he fairly hurled himsell at the
Grayiriers junior.

'Jﬁgﬁnhy ﬁluil met him grimly, his jow
squaring. He. did not ﬂﬁ]cm fair play
from the Highcliffa fellows, ang he
kpew that he was going to have lis
hinnds full; but hée did not Qinch,

“ Back up, Bunter 1" he shouted.

“Ow! Wow!” was Bunter's answer
“Yow-ow 1™

Ponsonby backed from Johnng's leit
and right—but his three frieids rmshed
in fo help, and Johpny was driven hack
by the ?::aur. He backed against tho
massive trunk of the beech, so that he
could not be taken from behind, and
faced them undauntedly.

Billy Bunter sat and gaaped for
Lreath, He blinked through lhs g
spectacles at the affray under thg beech.

“Oh crikey 1” gasped Bunter,

Johnny was thingB!;ia own, but he

was hard pressed. b Cherry had
heaten the four of them together, a few

dars ago; but Johnny had plenty to do
to h%:t hiz own. Bunter staggered fo
hiz fect.

The fat Owl was no fighting-man—
hat he serewed up his convage, such as
it was, to lend his champion a hand.

Pon & Co., pressing Johnuy havd, i
not even look at the Owl—passing him
by like the idle wind which they
regarded not. _

Billy Bunter clenched lis fat fists—
hesitated—and then rushed in, hithing
O ey Bk ekt Clihe el

¥ hst ocaugh aclshy  uncler
the cﬁﬁm With Bunter's tremendous
welght behind it, it came like a sledge-
hammoer.

Giadsby pitched over headlong, and
rolled dizzily in the grass. ITe felt us
if his head had been knocked off.

“Ooooogh ! apluttered Gaddy.

Tho next moment, Buinfor was backing
awny, promptly, as Vavasour tarned
on him. He skipped round the beech,
Vavasour following him up.

The relief was timely for Johnny Bull.
He was loft with only two adversaries
to deal with—and he was more than n
match for any two knutty Higheliflians,

He came at them with lashing fists
pad glinting eyes, and I'onsonby went
F}'er, with n erash, and Monson followed
1in.
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“1 say, help!” yelled Bunter, as
Yavasour reached him.

Johnny reached Vavasour tho next
moment. A single punch sent Vavasour
headlong, and he collapzed in the grass.

“0Oh erikey I" pasped Bunter. “Oh
lor' ! Oh dear! Qoovooogh1”

“All serene, fathead!™ grunted
Johnny Bull. He dabbed a streaming

nose. “The rotten funks don’t want
any more "

1'on & Co. evidently didn’t! Vavasour
wis already departing, cutting off
towards the house as soon_as he got on
his feet. Gadsby tottered after him,
with his hands to his spinning head.

Ponsonby and Monson scrambled up,
panting, and stood eveing Johnny Bull

—who  starcd at  them with ecool
contempt.
“Want any more? he snapped.

“Come on, the two of you! Lots more
if vou want it!"” '

Pon and Monson did not comc on.
I'anting, they followed their friends.

“Fah] Funks!” welled Bunter, as
their backs were turned. ®Yal, von
mn’t lujif licked wvet! Yah! Highclifie
funks ¥

Ponsonby  paused—and  half-burned.
Bt Monson tramped on, and Pon
followed him. The Higheliffians had
had enough—more than enough.

Rilly Bunter chuckled,

“I say, old chap, we've licked them 1
he said, “Ilo; he, he! I fancy those cads
will keep their distanes after this| e,
he, hel™

Johnny Bull pressed a handkorchiel to
i streaming nose, and grunted.

“Rlessed if T can understand this 1" ha
sald. “ What on earth is Wharton here
for—with that érew abont? Pretty sord
of a eat and dog holiday !”

“He, he, hel”

“What are you cackling at, rou fat.
image '’

“(th, nothing! He, he, nel”

Johnny Ball grunted again. and
dabbed hiz damoged nose. Billy Bunter
sat in the hammock and grinned. DPon
& Co. had had a lesson—and he had

no doubt thet they would steer clear
go long as Johnny Buall. was on the
spok, %uimn:.r, it was true, was rather
amaged by the hectic combat—but as
Bunter wes not damaged, that did not
matter,

Billy Bunter was feeling greatly
pleazad with his astuteness in %’Hting
Johnny on the scene. Ile could not
help vealising that few fellows would
have been bright enough to think of
such a stunt. }

I't was all right for Bunter—which was
all that metiered.. But it was not-—
alas !—poing to remain all vight!

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Let Down !

Iy’ 017 fat scoundrel—"
“Eh?"
“You podgy villain—-=

“What !
“Vou—vou—you—"'" gasped Johnoy
Bl
Billy Bunter sat up in the hammock
and blinked at him in astomishment
.and alarm. Johnny Bull had gone into
the house to bathe his nose. When
he emerged, he came suddenly, with hs
face rod with wrath., He glared at the
fat L];ur.li-::'r in the hammock, ns if he
coild have eaten him.

“I—I say, what's up? stammered
Bunter. Ho could seo that something
Was,

*You perniciona porpoise!? shrieked

Johnny  Ball. “I've ashked

Loarkin—"

“OH erilkey 1?

“1 asked him when Bmithy and the
fellows would be mming in 1" shrieked
Jolnoy Bull, “and he's told me that
they're not here at all. He says that
Smithy went out on his bike hours awcl
hours apo, and that Wharton hasn't
boen here at ell—or the other
fellowgm——'*

“0Oh crumbs ™

“They're not staying here at allt™
ronred Johnny Bull. *I showed him the
telegram, and he said it must be a
trick ! Sp it is! And I jolly well know
wheo did it, too! You did!”

just

“Oh, no, I=I didn't!? gasped
Bunter. *“I—1 =ay, old chap, 1t—it's
all right! Wharton and the other

fellows aro here, you know—they—
they've gone down to the—the beach,
Bl —

“Larkin says fHey’re not here, and
haven't been here!’ yelled Johany.
“Only Bob dropped in, one day last
week, and had a row with those Higl-
cliffe cads!”

“Larkin’s a fool, old chap
Bunter. “He—he doesn’t knowl
—the fact is, he—he—he drinks!"

“Wh-n-at?" ]

“ Drinks like a fish!” said Bunter.
“Don't you take any notice of what
Larkin says! The fellows are here all
right!® How could Wharton have sens
vou that telégram yesterday, if he
wasn't here?”

“He never sent it, you fat villain!
You did!”

“ MN-n-nothing of tho kind, old chap!
If you think 1 got you here to keep
those Iigheliffo cads from ragging,
you're quite mistaken ! I ndver thought
of enything of the kind, of course,
Don't take any notice of Larkin! He—
he wanders in his mind a little—"
B“}Fnu—-r&u«-}*-:m—” gasped Johnny

ull.

“Pesides, you're all right here!”
urged Bunter. “This is cver so much
better than Wharton Lodge! The grub’s
splendidi I dare say Smithy wiill be
eivil to youn, when he comes back from
London—if. ho isn't, you can punch his
head—"

“What ¥’

“Same ns you did Pon’s! Not that
he's gone to London with his father,”
m'!r.]oag Bunter hastily. “I don't mean
that. He—he's gone down to the beach
with the other fellows—and he may be
hack any—any minrute! 1 suppose you
can take my word for that, Bull! It's
a bit caddish to take s butler's word
against & Public school man's word, I
think 1"

“ You—you—->" gasped Johnny.

“Yeou oer, it's all right!” urged
Bunter. "“Wharton sent you that tele-
gram—being here with the other fellows,
yvou know, I=I dare say Larkin's for-

otten they're staying here—he's rather
%rurg&tful. Not much of a butler, really
—he wouldn't do for Bunter Court,
can tell vou. Den’t take ans notice of
liim, old chap. I hope you don't think
I sent that telegram from the telephone
in my room vesterdar., Buch an iden
nover entered my haad, of course.'’

Johnny Bull gazed at him almost
speechless. . :
“It's just on dinner-time,” added

I said
The

Buuter. “I can tell you, the dinners
here arc—are magnificent.  You
wouldn't get anvthing like it  at

The food here—"

cu—" gasped Johony.
ood hera ie really first-class,
Smithy's rather a bounder,

Wharton Lodge.

“You
“The
old chap.



but he does you jolly well in the way of
food. At lunch to-day we had—"

“1I'Il smash you!™ roared Johnny
Bull. “I'11 burst you all over Smithy’s
place, vou bloated bloater I*

“0Oh, really, Bull! Look here—="

“You've landed me here!™ shrieked
Johnny.  “What the thump would
Smithy say if he eame back and found
me here, without having asked me——-"

“That's all right. If you don’t like
Smilhy vou needn't stay on after ho
rets back—I dara zay he wouldn't let
you, anybew. But it's all right if yon
stay till he comies back. You sce—"

“Aud Wharton expecting me all tlua
titne at his place ™ roared Johnny.
*He will think I've bad an accident, or
something. ™

“Well, it's all Wharten's fault,” said
Bunter. I should have stayed on there
if ha'd been eivil, I had 1o turn him
down for his roltenm bad mannevs.
Besides, I don’t suppose he really wants
you there, old chap.”

“What t*

“1 wmean, how .could hel” argued
LBunter.

Johnoy Bull did not answer that
question. He seemed to think that it
was a time for action, not for words.
ke grabbed Billy Bunter and yanked
him beadlong out of the hannmock.

Bump !

" ¥oo-hoooop " roared Bunter.
Smack, smack, smack |

“Yow-ow-ow!  Beast!
Whooop ! roared Bunter. “Why,
you've worse than the—yoco-hoop l=—
Iighelitfe cads, you beast! Wow] I
neter sent that telegram—vow-ow I—
and 1 only sent it bhecauze that bLeast
Cheryy wouldn’t come when I phoned
himl Yoocop! Yow-ow-ow!”

Smack, smack']

“Ow! Beast! Yoo-hooo

“ Thera 1" gasped Jobnny ].IJE
I'm going 1"

He ran back into the House for his
belengings, leaving Billy Buoter - gasp-
g and spluttering on the Iawn.

The fat Owl was still gurgiing for
hreath when Johony Bull came lout,. in
hat and coat, with his suitcase in his
hhand. He tramped away down the
gvonue towarda the distant gaies.

IFrom the windows of the hilliards-
room Ponsonby & Co. watched Him go—
in surpriss and satisfaction,

From the lawn Billy Bunter watched
him, his azlw&_nenrly jpopping through
his spectacles in his dismay.

“1 say, old cha :reﬁed Bunter,

Johnny tramped 'om ]

“I say, you'ra not going 1 shrikked
Bunter.

Johnoy glanced over his shoulder.

“I'm going to'the station now, you
fat vilain! T'va a jolly good mind
to boot you before I gé ™

“I say, hold on!” howled Bunter.
“I'll order a car for you—"

“ Rats 1™

“I'l come te the station with vou,
old fellow—"

“ Look out for my boot, if you do!”

Y [=I=—] say—

Johnoy Bull tramped on and dis-
appeared. Now that knew how
matters stood at Seabill Park he was
ouly too anxious to get off that mag-
nificent estate without losing & moment
pbout it. He was thankful tﬁat Vernon-
Smith had not yet turned u The
thought of meeting the Bounder’s sur-
prised stare when ga errived and found
on uninvited guest there made him
feel hot all over. He was only think-
ing of getting clear before he met
Smithy, and he hurried away down the
long avenus as fast as he could walk.

Yaroooh!

o3
i

ull. * Now
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Billy Bunter blinked after him in
utter dismay.

His wonderful scheme, which had
seemed to be working like a charm,
had let him down with a bump !

J{al‘!nnﬁ Bull had gone. Pon & Co.
remained, - Bmithy was not vyei back
from London. The fat Owl blinked
round him through his big spectacles.
He gave a yelp of alarm at the sight
of four figures coming down from the
house,

“(Oh crikey |* gasped Bunter.

Pon & Co. were coming at a run.
Why Jobnny had gone they knew no
mors than why he bad come; but he
was gone—and that was e<nough for
Fon & Co., They headed for Billy
Bunter—and their looks showed what
i:ﬂ_a had to expect when they reached
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The hapless fat Ow) turned to run. But
ha stopped. He had about as much
chance in & foot race with Pon as a
tortoise in a race with a hare!

For a moment he stood blinking at
the Highelifians, his eyes almest pop-
ping through his spectacles. Then he
clambered desperately up the gnarled
trunk of ihe beech. Tt was a8 case of
any port in & storm—and that was
Bunter's only refuge !

“Collar him I shouted Ponsonby.

He raced ahead of his friends as
Bunter clambered  wildly. With
desperate efforts, the fat junior dragged
himself out of reach, Ponsonby made &
clutch at o whisking fat ankle, and
grasped it.

“Ooooogh 1" gasped Bunter.

“Now, you fat frogl”
Ponsanhy.

He tugged. Bunter, in desperation,
hung on with his fat hands and lashed
out with the other foof.

Pansonby gave a vell as & heel
crashed on his face. He let go, and
staggered back, yelling.

Bunter clambered on into the thick
branches. There, jammed in a forked
bough, he gasped for breath and
streamed with perspirgtion, while the
Ilighclifians gathered under the tree
and glarved up at him,

gasped

S——r—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Treed !

ABKIN came across the lawn
from the hounse with a rather
extraordinary expression on bis
portly face.

From amid the branches of the big
beech on the lawn a crimsen, fat face,

and & pair of large epectacles
glimmered.

Under the tres Pon & Co. wers
gathered, casting f{evoecious glances
upwards

H&a]l}:, tha proceedings of Masier
Herbert's guests, that Easter holiday,

weore engugh to surprize any butler |

It was no business of Larkin's, of.

course, and he had no intention of inter-
fering. But he was surprised, and dis-
approved strongly. Really, fla would
not have expected - Master Herbert's
grests to act litke a gang of young hooli-
zans as soon as Master Herbert's back
was turned.

The dinner gong had sounded—un-
hecded by Pon & Co. They had Bunter
treed, and were not disposed to let him
escape. Pon did oot want to climb
after him—one Kick on the features was
enough for Pon. But he was not going

to give him a chance of getting away.
“Dinner, gentlemen1® murmure
Lerkin.

He coughed. .He could not tell Master
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IHerbert’s guests what he thought of
them; but no doubt they could read
it in bis face.

“I eay, Larkin!” came a fat squesk
from above.

Larkin glanced up.

IYE?[, Maaterqunta]EE ™ o i

" I—1 say, will you thpse beasts
off if I come down Luke}:n?”

“Hom! I am afraid 1 cannok mtex-
forn, Master Bunter. It i not my place
to do so.”

“ Beast 1?

“Hem |

“It's vour fault that beast Bull has
gone [ hooted Bunter. “ What did you
want to Jaw to him for, you silly fool 1™

Larkin smiled faintly. Johnny Bull’s
arrival had surprized him, but as scon
ag Johnny inguired after his friends
and showed the telegram the butler had
seen ab once how the matter stood. No
doubt he derived some entertainment
from Bunter's extracrdinary dodges to
ohtain & bodyguard at Seahill Park
during that exciting Esaster!

“1 could not refuse to answer Mlaster
Bull's questions, sir,” he said

: You s}jll_v idiat 1"

“Look here, I can’t shick up in this
tree ! howled Bunter. '

“Indeed, sir!” eaid Larkin. .

“Will wou  clear those Higheliffe
beasts off, while 1 come down :

“ Probably the young gentlemen will
e ecoming in to dioner, sir!” said
Larkin.

“T want to come in to dinner, too "
wailed Bunter, “I'm hungry !

“Come on, then” Erinned Gadsby.
“What's stoppin’ you?”

“ Beast ¥

“Dinner will be served, gentleimen [”
hinted Larkin, .

Gadsby, and Monson, and Vavasour
locked at Ponsonby. They werd ready
to back him up in ragging the Owl of
Greyfriars, but they did pot want to
niiss dinmér for that purpose.

“You fellows cut in,” said Ponsonby.
“T'Il stay here.”

“Beast I came a roar from sbove.

“You can come down, if you like,
yon fat rotter ™

“Yah”

Gadsby and Monson and Vavasour,

rinning, walked away. Ponsouby sat
5&1!;:: in the ham , to_wait—and
wateh. Billy Bunter blinked at him in
fury from the branches of the beech.

He was out of reach of ragging, for
tha moment. But he wanted his dinner.
Very much indeed he wanted his dinner,

But it was clear that if he desgended
from the tree, it was not dinner that he
was pgoing to get. Ii was something
much less agresable than dinner |

Now that Johmny Bull was gone,
there was nothing to prevent Pon &
Co. from carrying oul their scheme of
stranding him on the rock in the bay.
And the scrap with Johany Bull had
ot made Pon more placable—neither
had the crash of Bunter's hecl on his
featuresa. Pon's look showed what the
haplesa fat Owl had to expect, as soon
izs_; t!im dandy of Highcliffe got hold of
137"

“1 zay, Larkin!"” yelled Bunter, as
the butler turned to follow the thres
Higheliffe juniors to the house.

“Yes, sir!" said Larkin, stopping.

“Will you hold that beast while I
come down ™
1 am sfraid Master Herbert would
not like me to intervens among his
guests, sir!” said Larkin.

“Think I cau stick up here till
Smithy comes back” yelled Bunter.
_";fl:ru must please yourself about that,
sir.”

Tae Magner Lisrany.—No. 1,523,
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“ Beast 1"

“Is that all, sic?”

“ Rotter 1"

“Thank wou, sir!” said Larkin, un-
moved. And ho went back into the
hicuse, leaving Buater perched in the

tree, and Ponsonby swinging in  the
hammock,

“Ch erikey ! groaned Bunter.

He blinked down at Ponsonby. Pon

grinted up ab him. Bunter shook a fat
tist &t him, neacly over-balanced, and

clung to a branch, with a gasp of
alarm. i
Pon sat and emoked cigareties.

Minutes—long, long  minutes—dvagged
slowly by.  Every minute he hoped that
T'on would give it up, and go in to
dinner. It was difficult for Billy Buntevr
to understand lLiow any fellow. could be
regardless of the call of the dinner-gong.
He ecould really harcdly believe that
Pori would go on sitting there, in-
different to dinner.

But Pon did.

“I—I say, Pon. old chich-chap!”
gasped Bunter at last. “I zav, vou're
missing: your dinner, vou koow! I say,
if you go.in to dinnev, [—I shan’t come
down and clear off, vou know 1"

Pon grinned, but did not take
irouble to answer.

“0h, you rotter!” groaned Banter.

He wanted hiz dinner.  Still more,
he wanted to cscape.  Iven dinper
woidd not have attrecied him inte the
dining-room of Beahill Park while the
-liiglhnlilh fellows. wore there.  If e
could only pet away he would take the

1thae

greatest care to steer ¢lear of Smuthy's
bacl.
Ponsonby

place titl Smithy came

Unfortunately, was  quite

A
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aware of all that, and he had no inten
tion of giving the fat Owl & chance io
cscape. It seemed &0 Bunter that a
centary st least had passed, when
Cadsby, Monson, and Vavasour came
out of the house, in a grinning bunch,
and walked across the lawn to the
beech.

Ponsonby rose from the hammock,

“Btill  treed?” grinned Aonson,
glancing up at the branches.

“He doesn’t seem to want {0 come
down ! said Ponsonby.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
Y Yon fellows wait here. while T go
in_and get some dinpner,” said Pon.
“*Bag him if he comes down, and keep
him for ma I

“What-ho I chortled Gadshy,

" Abzolutely [ prinned Vavasour.

“I say, the old bean's coming baek,”
sad -Monson, “He's phoned Larkin
from London. Tilﬂ;}"l’ﬂ comning  baclk
t-:-gether to-morrow |?

“What the dooce is Smithy bringin’
tho, old bean bock for?”  exclaimed
Ponsonby angrily. “1 thought he was
pone for the week.”

"Well, he's comin’ back with Smithy,
from  what Larkin  said,”  remarked
Gadsby, “Larkin's to send the ear to

L F |

the station for them in the mornin',

Ponzonby gave an ongry grunt. It
was not agreeable news to him that M.
Vernon-smith had changed his plans
and was ‘returning to  Seghill arlz
instead of remaining for the rest of the
aeek amoeng the bulls and bears in the
City. He had had morve than enough
of tha web hlanket,

“Bother him !

] grunted Ponsonby.
“We don't

want him  here. Like

turea Yarn for #4.1
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Smithy's cheek to land his paler on us
again,”

“1 darve say somethin's happoned,”
said Monson. * Perhaps that Italian
sportsman has got after him again in
London.™

" All the more resson why Lie =should
keep clear of this show!™ grewlod
Ponsonby. We don’t want that Lrute
hanging about the place.” Pon rubbed
his head, where there was still n bruise
uader his hair. * Well, keep an eye on
that fat freak while I go in.™

Ponzonby walked away to ithe house,
and his friends sat down, under the
beech, and smoked cigarettes—with an
eve open for Billy Bunter.

The fat Owl groaned dismally.

He was tired of that tree! ¥l had g
safe seat in a forked bough=—hwit it was
extremely uncomfiortable. And he was
hungry—and getting huangrier?! A
that beast, Smithy, was not coming
back till the following morning?

Billv Bunter had felt greatly buoeked
when he had sueceeded in sticking to
Smithy for the Easter hols, But he had
really not expected thiz sort of thing.
It was not the sori of thing o fellow
would expeet on 8 holiday, He was
finding Kaster altogether too cxciting,
Even Bunter Court and the happy
society of his brother Sammy and his
sister Bessie was better than this |

Smithy was a beast to leave him in
the lurch like this. Johnny Buall was «
beast for clearing off—Bob Cherry was
a beast for not having come. It was,
in fact, a beastly world altogether—annid
a beastly outlook for Bunter. But he
dared not descend from the tree!

ITe knew what fo expect once hg fell
inte the hands of Monsen, Gadsby, and
Vavasour. He waited patiently, but the
Higheliffe juniors remained on guard.

“I sy, you fellows,” squeaked Bunter
at last.

The Higheliffians glanced up, grin-
ﬂ”'lgp c =

“Clomin! down?” grinned Gadsby.

“Waitin® for you to drop!™ chuckled
Monson.

“ Absolately I chortled Vavasour.

“I==1 say, I=—I'm fearfully hungrey!™
gaid Bunter patheticelly.

“Ha, ha, ha! Why don't you come
down then

“Will you make it pax if I come
down 7

“Come down and seq!™

“ Boast 1M

“Ha, ha, ha!”

FPonsonby came sauntering down from
the house. smoking a cigarette. Io
im’ned his friends under the besch. So
ong as the light lasted, the Highclific
knuts plaved banker to while away the
time while they waited  for Bunter.
"I'hey semed to be in quite cheery spirits.
“Trecing ” Bunter was quite a jest,
from their point of view! They wero
quite enjoying the situation.

"Billy Bunter was not!

Curious feees looked out, from timo
to time, from door or window., . No
doubt the extraordinary proceedings of
Master Herbert’'s guests caused a great
deal of curions interest among Larkin's
numerous staff, Buat if Billy Bunter
hoped that anyone would butt in, he
was disappointed. Nobody was think-
ing of butting in. Master Horbert's
guests were ln?—t to disport themselves i
their own peculiar way—and ns the
dusk deepencd into mnightfall, Billy
Bunter was still “treed "—and wishing
from the bottom of his fat heart that he
had never hooked on to the Bounder for
Easter!

}"rinlm in Eagland and published every Baturday by the E"rm;:ﬂet.nu, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetwsy Houss, Farringdon Street, ¢

Londom,

E.04. Advertisement offices -
'oat

Bubseription ratez: . Inland and Abrosd,

Tha Fleetwey

11 i
Gorden & Goteh, Lid., mﬂaﬁnmh ﬂrh:-u.t

iz, Fa-rringfun Htreet, London

N alaliN B

E.C.4. Heglatored
l_g.?d for &lx months. Sole Agenta for Ausiralis and New Zealand :
tral Newe Agency, Lid.— Faturday, April L5.p, 1937,

for tranernission Canading. Magazinn

LE LS.



THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Pon’'s Calch!

ILLY BUXNTER pricked up his
fat ears, )
A whisporing
him from below;

It was quite dark now, Lighted
winidlows, in the great facade of Alr.
Vornon-Smith’'s  mansion,, shed 2
glimmer imto ithe balmy April night.
Hut the light did uet reach =o far as the
hig Dbeoch on the lawn. Under the
licavy branches, the davkvess was thick,
Tut Bunter, peering fron nlmn;inhuld
pcie:'ﬂ {lm glowing ends of cigareties in the
dark.

“T'm  fed-up with this!* It was
Ponsonby’s whispering voiee. ™ Let's go
in amd have some billiards.”

“But that fat hounder o

*Hea won't know we're gone.”

T Oh, all vight. Don'’t et hum hear™

Dilly  Bunter weatlied deep with
relief,  Probably - Tonn & Co. had
oxpeeted him to drop, like a ripe apple,
lontg before this. It was not surprising
that they were fed-up—thengh ecrininly
they were not nearly so fed-up as the
fat Owl.

e listened intently.,

Therve was a sound of footzteps below,
and the cigareite-ends vanished, Pon
& Co. were gone—leaving Buuter tfo
ruppose that they were st there—and
ta keep him treed! At least, Bunter
anpposed so! His fat lwain was not
vaick on the uptake—aond 1t did not
vecur to hin that those whispering
voices had Deen iolended {o reach lus
fak pavst

As a matler of fact, now thal 1t was
oo dark fo play cavds, PPon & Jo. were
fod-up with their vigil. But Pon had
no  jatention of letting the fat Qwl
CECAIC,

Gadsby and Monzon and Vavasour
moved off, and Bunter heard them go.
Monsonby remained invisible in the deep
gloom under the tree, close to the {runl.

1f Bunter, in the belief that his foes
were gone, descended, he would drop
right into Pan’s elutehes.  And Pon had
o coult that he would.

Billy Bunter strained his {fat ears o
listen. Thwee of the IMigheliffe {fellows
had gone, and he heard them go—aud
did not doubt that they were four |

e hookoed himzelf out of the branches
at last, and prepired to descond, Now
ihat the coast was clear—or he fancicd
it was—he was glad of a chance of
zebling out of that beech.

Grunting, the fat junior lowered him-
self down the thick old trumk. Pon,
invisible below, griuned in the dark as
the sounds of grunting, brashing, and
scufling  told himy, that Bunter was
COming.

Ile meved roand the: massive trunls,
{n stand exactly nunder the spot where
Runter was descending. . He was going
{3 grab him the mowment he landed ; he
was nob giving him a chance of bolting.

Standing close to the trunk, staring
up, he eould see nothing of Bunter; but
he could hear him. A moment more,
andd e would be able to grab him.

ITappily unconecious of the ambushed
H ip;lmll?man below, Bunter lowered hin-
=elf, wriggling and grunting, holding
on 1o a Euugh while e tried to get a
hold on the trunk to clamber dewn.

Then ha slipped ! That, of course,
was exactly liko Bunter. Being about
az active as a hippopotamus, Buntoy
waa no clunber, FED slipped, lost his
bold, and shot down.

Ife gave a startled squeals as ho went.
In & split second he would have bumped
Jdown on the grass, had nothing been
in the way
- But something wae in the way!

volee  réached
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TP*onsonby was |

Crazshl

Bunter knew that he erashed on some-
thing that crumpled under his weight,
and that yelled wildly as it erumpled.
He did not, for the moment, know what
it was.

He landed, bumping, and sprawling,
and spluttering.

“Oooogh I spluttered Bunter.

“Urerrggh 1 came g sulfoceted,
angwizhed moal from bepeath hnp,

O gasped Bunter., “Oh erikey v

He was sprawling on zomething that
moaned horribly.  He scrambled up,
planting a fat knee on a waisteont, and
a fal paw on a nose. lle scrambled
hurniedly, realizing what it wasz now !

" Beast ! gasped Bunter.

“ Uerprgeh 1 came & woan from the
darkness.

Ponsonby was 1 no slale fo bag
Bunier. Bunter was within his rencl,
but Pon, dazed aud dizey, and com-
pletely winded, lay crumpled in the
crass, snd could only moan.

There was o shout, and running feet.

“ (ot him "

“Ha, ha, a1

Cadshy & Co. wore not far away, The
souida under the bocell reached them,
ond  they ecame rushing boaelk, fully
expecting te find Bunfer in Pon's grasp.

“Oh crikey ' gasped Buoler.

He serambled desperately up as the
theoe Higheliffinng cama dashing unider
ile branches, and bolted into the night.

“Laot luwe, Pon! exclanmed Gadshy.
“Why—vhat—wlig——" Gadshy
stumblod over someihing in the dark
and fell across it. ~ Who—what—"
A Weprggh ' Gerrofl 1% mogned 1Pan,
“Oaooogh [

“What the dickens——'

I Woooooogh

Monson struck a maich,. The ficker
ing light showed Pon sprawling on his
back, Gaddy sprawling over 'on’s legs,
and boih of them splatiering wildly.,

“0h, goad ¥ gespad AMonsan.

“Urrrgeh '™ moaned  1*on. " The
Lrute fell on me—urrgh ! I'm windod —
gurrgh ' Aly head’s cracked, I helieve
—wurrgeh! He's smashed my npose
with "hia  fool—ooogh! Oh, gadt
(b, -gad! UOeooh! Uet hold of him!
Lirocogh 17

“Where is he?” gasped Vavasour,
staring round.

Pon’s friends picked him up. Hestood
sagging in their beipless hands, moan-
ing and gasping, :

#]—=I=—['I smash him'” he pasped.
“TWait tifl I get miv hands on the [at
rotier! I'—1I'H—-1"ll—arregh I

“ Dot whore——" exclained Aonson.

Ml DBunter had had a narvow
eseape, but that lucky tumble saved
I,

Bunier did the chadowy lawn at about
sivly m.ph.

Panzonly, hangiog on 1o Monson and
Vavasour for support, while he gurgled
for his second wind, was not, for the
moment, bothering about Billy Bunler,

e gurgled and gasped, and gasped
and gergled, He mumbled and moaned,
the darkness swallowed Dunter.  His
peeppe had heen navrow=—Dut o miss wag
as good &z o mile!

The flecing fat Owl did not head for
Lhe heouvse. ?ip headed for the garage.
His ¢ne idea was o get onl of Seahill
Parl, and stay oul Gll Smithy came
back. In Smithy's absence, Easter at
Seahill Park was altogether too exeit-
ing. Billy Bunier was going—and, like
the gucstz in Aacheu, the {at guest
at Beahill Park stood not upon the
order of his going, hut went at onee,

“Urrerggh ! meaned  Ponsonby,
“Warrgh ! Have you got  bimn?
Urergh 1M

a

“Where is he?*
“He came down=—urrggh —Lle fell on
me, I tell yon—guorrh !—zmached me

like a p-panealiel Greogh! Oh
crambs ] Have you let him pget away?
Qoogh ™ :

(1]

le's gonel” said Mownson, starving
into the shadows.

“Urerghl Tl smash him! I'll—
aoccli ! Ow ™ moaned Pon.

The buzz of a car came from the
drive, across the park spaces. Three of
the Higheliflians stared round. Pean
was past caring. Pon had both hands
prossed to his waislcoat, and was busy
HIGANj I,

"Haﬁn, there's a car!™ exclaimed
Gadsby., 13 thot Bmithy coming i”

A rod tail-light winked in the dark-
nes: and vanished, It was not Bmithy

coming ! It was Buunter going|
Billy Bunter was gone !

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Upexpacted [

ARRY WHARTON, standing
aon the platform at Wimford
Staiion, waved his hand as o
train stopped, s carriage door

flew open, and a stocky fgure jumped
oit, suiteasn in hand,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! bawled Bob
Cherry.

“Jolmny et last '™ said  Frank
MNugent.

“The esteewod  and  ridienlons
Jobooy 1" remarked Hurree Jamszet
Nam Ringh.

Tha Co. were all there—wailing for
Jolhmny Bull!

It was rather a late hour in the even-
ig—it had long been dark. Johnuoy
was  arriving  very late.  Why, lis
friends did not know.

“They had cxpected him in ithe aflor
noon,  Sull, it was a lopg {rip down
fromy Yorkshive, and n ﬁltﬁw m'lght
wasily ba delayed changing trains. Buot
when evening was closing in, they won-
dorad whether anything had happenad
o Johony, Wharton was thinking of
ringing up Maor Fell, when the fele-
phone hell rang—amd he was relicvod io
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hear Jolinny's voice over 1he wires. But
ho 'was amazed to hear that Johnny
was speaking from a Bussex railway
station, whore hoe was waiting for a
train up to Surrey,

What Johnny DBull was doing in
Bussex was o mystery to his friends.

However, they were glad to hear that
he was coming ot last, and they walked
down to Wimlbord, to meet Jum when he
prrived there,

Now ke had arrived,

Ho did not look in the best of tempers,
Tiut he grinned at his friends as they
gathered round him,

“Glad to seo you chaps 1 he said.

“The gladfulness of our absurd solves
ja  also | terrific!™ declared IHurreo
']Jnmaﬂt Ram 8ingh. “Dut what is the
whyfulness——" :

“Wont to sleep :in the frain and
missed a8 dozen stations?” asked Bob
Cherty..

“Fathead ! auswered Jobhnny,
“Well, what the dickens have you
Geon "doing in Bessex I nsked Frank
Nugent. “You rang up from Seshill,
in Sussex——"

:Thq;li fat scoundrel——"

“The bloated blighter—*

“Hava you scon Bunter ¥ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, _

There eould bo no doubt to whom that
Jezeription: applied.

Johnny Bull snorted!

““Fool nt that ! he growled.

Heo groped in -his pocket for a
erumpled telegram, and held it up for
the inspection of his friends. w0y
gazed st it in amazement.

Harry Wharton's eyes almost bulged
afs. ho saw his own nmme at the ecnd
of it '

“What the thump!” he gasped. *I
nevor sert that—'

AT kpow. you didn't—now 1" grunted
Johnny Ball. ' But when 1 gob it 1
thought you had! What wasz a fellow
to think 1%

“But who—"" gasped Wharton.

“Bunter 1" roared Dob Cherry. “0Oh,
my hst!  Have you been scrapping
with that Highclife gang, at Smithy's
ago?”

B;‘l%mﬂk at my noze ! granted Jolinny

i, 7
. His fricnds Jooked—and amiled. Tho
condition of Johmny's nose indicated
clearly that thero had been scrapping.

“The fat willain mado me believeo
that vou follows werp there, staving
with® Smithy, He said you'd gone
loven to the beach, and I hung about
waiting for you to come in—"

“Oh erumbs 1™

“And I had a teerific zcrap with that
Higheliffe g—that’'s why the fat
scoundrel played this idiotie irick, of
course. SBmithy's awny to-day—and it

eeoms that they rap him overy time

Smithy's away-——
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Y might have becn stranded there
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for the night, and left you fellows won-
doring what on earth had becomo of
me, only I found it out from the
butler,” said Johnny. “8So I clenrcd
off, and phoned you from the railway
station, and here X am I*

Bob Cherry chortled.

“Poor old Bunter! Fle's having a
wild and woolly Eastor with SBmithy I

“I dare -say Pon & Co. have
slanghtered him by this time (" sald
Johnny Bull. "I jeolly well hope so, at
any rate !

* kfa, ha, ha1” ]

“Well, here you are at last!” said
Harry ‘:‘Ihartﬂn. Inughing, “That Iat
blighter ought to Be seragged—but I've

no doubt that Pon’s giving him all the -

mmgging ho descrves, and a  little
OVEr:
 Probably a lot over 1" chuckled Bob.
“Come on, Johnny, old beanl
Bettor late than nover]” said the cap-
tain of the Remoro; and the Famous
Five welked out of the stut{ﬂrgL amd a
taxi bore them away down the lonp

country road to Wharton Lodge.
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Four members of the Co, were grin
ning over  Johnny's adventuwe.  Tho
amazing anties of the Owl of the
Remove had their comie side. Johnny
was nobt so disposed to grin. After a
long journey that day, he had had a

long walk to Seahill Station, a long

wait it that station for o train, and theo
train liad been a slow QHE—EtﬂPPiI]Tf at
nearly cvery station on the way., How-
gver, all waa well that ended well, and
Johony's fade wore & cheery grin by
tho time the juniors arrived at Whar-
ton Lodge.’ '

Wells, the nitler, let them in: There
was a. slightly peeuliar expreasic-n on
hiz face. Ho took Johony's bag, and
ithe Famous Five walked cheerily into
the hall. '

“] say, vou fellows

Five fellows jumped, as if moved by
fhe same spring,

They judped almost clear of the
floor, as that fat, familiar voice grected
ithiem. .

* A cfat . figure rose from an armehnir
by the fire,

‘They gazed at Billy Bunter.

B pom m—_ L

e T Tt M

Bunter grinned, and blinked at thenr
thirough his big spectacles.

“I say, you {follows, surprized yon,
what?” he asked.

“Ig—iz—iz that DBunter?? gasped
Iarry Wharton,

“0r his ghost?” stuttered Bob
Cherry.

““Iow did you get here?” roarcd
Wharton,

“LEh? I “eamo over by carl” eaid
Bunter. ““I can always havé a car, if
I like, at Bmithy’s place, yon know!
I rather fancied Bull would get in
befors me—you must have got landed
in_ a jolly slow train, ohd chap—he, he,
e M

“ Yon—youn—you—" gasped Johnny
Bull. Ho glarcd at the checrful Bunter
sz if he eould have eaten him.

“It's all right, Harry, old chap,” said
Dunter breczily. “I'm sorry 1 ehan't
be abloe to stay Jopg—only the pight!}
You sce, Bmithy being away to-night, I
thonght I'd givo yoir g look in—I'm not
the fellow to forget old pals when I'm
stayving abt a magnifiecent place and
living on the fat of tho land. I've sson
your aunt, ‘old ‘chap—and it's all
arvanged about my rooin—not much
like my room at Seahill Park, I 1oust
say: but T ean stand it! Don't you
worry |
KN him 1Y said Bob,

“I—1 say, vou icllows—" Dunter
dodged " round the armchaiyr, “I—I
sav, no larks, vou know!  Ain't you

glad to see met

MGlad to see you?” gasped Whargon,

“Well, T should think you ought to
be, after all I've done for yvou!” eaid
Bonter warmly. - “And I ecan jolly waoll
tell you that 1t ein't every fellow who
would leavo s magnificent mansion to
put in & night at fowr humble home,
just beeause vou know him at school.”

“Hag him .*”m

“ Bumyp him!

“Boot him 1™
“I—I—1 say., hold on!' velled
Bunter. . “I—I say, I—I daren't go

back till thot beast Smithy comes home,
and he ain't coming tﬂr&mfp till to
morrow | I—I—I say, be & sport, you
knowl[ I'm poing in the morning—
voelly and  truly=ficet - thing i the
nwminﬁz You ean tut-tut-take my
word that I'm gig-gig-going in  the
inum-mum-morning | Ionest Injuni™

-Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him.
Then they burst into a laugh.

“ You fat villain—" said Harry.

“h, reallv, Wharton—" _

“It's all vight, you fat champ 1

“Oh, all mnght!” said Billy Bunter.
“ As vou've so pressifg, old chap, I'l
stay the might :

And he did!

TTIE EXND.

(Foak aut for ansther feast of theills
aml  exciting  sifuntions in: "THE
BOUNXDER'S PERILP" the next yarn
fn this powerful szerica. Youw'll find
in next Safurdoy's bumper fssue of the
M AGKETY)
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THE HEAD’S LASTING
LESSON!

Bringing to an end Dicky Nugent's super serial :
“THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1™

SIR GOUTY
INTERVENES !

‘** Reskew, St. Sam's ] "

Doctor Birchemall uttered
that cry, as he struggled
furiously in the grip of
P..c. Podge on the steps
of the Head's house.

It had been easy for the
Head to tell how
he would deal with the
perlice before the bracelets
were on his wrists, but
new that the fateful hour
had struck, it didn’t seem
quite such an casy matter
to arrange.

Of eorse, it would have
heen all right if the Head's
skeeming had brought him
a share in the Trezzure Hunt

rize. The price of a new

elmet and o emall donation
to the perlice funds would
probably have settled the
whole thing in no time, but
all the Head's skeemin
bad come to naught. Wha
woa more, he had no longer
any friends to whom he
could turn for a belping
hand. Any such request
would probably bring him a
helping boot, he refleckted

bitterly |
“ Help ! Reskew ! ¥
yelled the Head, as he

andulged in a brisk bout of

ail.in~ wrestling with the

EPdgﬁr perlicoman  from
uggleton.

.-¢. Podge was puffin
like & grampus as hs tn
to conker the Head's re-
sistance.

“ Wot I says is this "ero :
yon comerlongerme!' he
Ful‘i’ad. " "Eadmaster or no
eadmaster, you'll get soli-
tary refinemment for assawlt-
ing a hoflicer in the hexecu-
tion of ‘iz dooty! Kim
on!?

“ Bhan't | ¥ yelled the

Head, ritly. * BRea-
kew, St. Sam'a! Go for
him, boya! TI'l hold

your coats!”
But Jack Jolly and

1} 4 i n L]
ghe b
Ny
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his chums ounly shook
their heads. —

" Borry, air — noth
doing ! " said Jolly. * Al
through this trezzure huont
you've been a bad hat—
and we're not going to
crown vyour efforts with
suxxess ! '

“Ow-ow-ow | Help me,
somebody | ' howled the
Head. * What about you,
Bir Gouty ! Surely you're
not going to see me taken
off to clink 1"

CLONK |

P.-c. Podge, tired of
fighting the Head, had
deci to sottle the argu-
ment. So he had hit the
Head on the napper with
his truncheon.

It was & terribul blow—a
blow that would easily
have felled an ox. It made
the Head ulter o peevish
squeal,

“ Whooooop! What do
you think you'rs doingof ™

“ Jost a-chowin' you 'oo's
‘oo, that's hall '™ said the

gy perliceman, grimly.
‘Now you come quietly.
Sea T

“ Half-a-minnit, officer "

P.-c Podge pawszed. All
eyes were turned on Bir
Gouty Greybeard, whose
roefined woice had spoken.

““ Yessir! Wot mite you
want, eair?"” agked the
perlice-constable, salootng

ctively. :
2-5: Gouty polished his
monoecle with a thoughtful

air—aa well as with his
handkorchief !

4

“ Doctoer Birchemall has
buen a good headmastah
at 3t. Sam’'s in his time," ho

gaid. *' 1 can’t help think-
ing it's rathah a pitay if
he has to spend the next

ten or twenty years working
a treadmill or what not.
Is it not possibul, constable,
for the perlice to overlook
his offence this' time ? "

P.-e. Podge shook his
head.

“ Absclootly impossibul,
Bir Gouty!"™ ho eaid.
* Justisa must take its
vorso, 'ooever the prisoner
may be. That is, unless—""

“ Unless what ? "

“Well, sir, unlega somo-
one is prepared to fork out
two pun to pay for a new
perlice 'elmet an' givo a
small donation to the funds!™
grinned ~ the perliceman.

But it's no use talking
about anyone forkin' out
two pun, I suppose, 13 1t,
gip "

“On
officer,”

the contrary,
saidd  Sir Gouty,
coollv. * 1 regard it as an
eggsellent sujjestion, Dbai
Jove! Catch!"™

There was a gasp of sheer
amazement from the on-
lookers. Sir Gouty had
parted up with two pound
notes with no more fuss
than if they had been two
pennies !

A few scconds later, and
P..c. Podge had removed the
handeuffs from the Head's

TRAPEZE ARTISTS
AT LARGE!

Amazing Scene In Court!

Richard Russell, Ceorge
Bulstrede, and Johany
Bull, trapeze artists, charged

with behaviour likely to lead !

to 4 breach of the peace,

caused mn uproar at the
Woodshed ions by
demonstrating their act
Lefore Judge Brown.

P..c. Robert Cherry, giv-
ing evidence, said at

priscners created terror in
the Rag by performing a

trapeze stunt over the
heads of peaceful citizens.
Judge Brown: " What

is g stunt ¥ 1always thought
it was something to do
with growth.” {Groana
and laughter.)
Meesra. Rake, Linley,
Desmond, and Todd hav-

ing given
evidence,
the Judge
nsked for a
description
of prison-
ers’ act.

Rusasell promptly gave a

shrill whizstle and yelled:
“Allez! TUp!™ And, to
the utter amazement of the
court, the three prisoners
threw aside their gaclers and
began to perform the most
extraordinary acrobatics all
over the place.

The woodshed where Lhe
court was held happe
to have a ladder mm it
running Fa,raltul to the ceil-
ing and held in positien b
hooks. IRussell and Bul-

ng §

{* Court adjourned ! ™

: - -..., -" | "'. ;
g m_“m“&‘ﬁih Py

N

strodde and Bull made full
uze of this uselul aid to their
art and within a few ssconds
they were flying through the
air.

The Judge didn't guite
like the look of it. He
blinked up at them onco
or twice, then he wyelled
and
Lolted—cquickly followed
by the rest of the court !

Prisonera finished their
act and afterwards cscaped
at itheir leisure

wrists and waa rolling down -

to the gotea.

FUNISHING DOCTOR
BIRCHEMALL !

“ Gilty or not gilty 1"

Bir Gouty revbeard
asked that question, half
an hour later, as he sat in
state at the Head's desk.

Mr. Lickham and Jack
Jolly & ©Co. and Tubby
Barrell, who had been giving
evidence, all turned towards

Doctor Biurchemall and
Scrownger.
The pair presented a

pitiable site. They were
cringing like a cupple of
whipped curs. Now that
they had beon brought to
book, their looks spoke
volumes.

“Not gilty ! ' wimpersd
Scrownger. “It waa the
Head who ‘tnm’pt-ﬂﬂ me!"

* Not gilty t* gniffed the
Head. It waa Scrownger
who temptied me ! "

Bir Gouty rubbed his
chin thoughtfully.

“Egad! Tt strikes me
that neither of you wanted
much tempting!" he re-
marked, with a larf. * But
I blame you the most,
Birchemall. Scrownger i3 a
meer infant. But you wero
old enuff to know bettah.
May I leave it to you, Mr.
Lickham, to administah a
suitable  punishment to
sScrownger 7

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather,
gir ! ' grinned Mr. Lickham.
“ Go to my study, Serown-
ger. 1 will ses you later—
complets with instroments
of tortcher ! ™

* Yarcocoo ! "

Scrownger staggered out,
logking as white as a sheet.

Doctor Birchemall began
to nock at the neeze.

“ Look here, 8ir Gouty,"
he mermered feebly, 'if
vou try any tricks like that
on me, ['ll—"

“Bilence ! " rapped out
Sir Gouty, feercely. " I find
vou gilty, Birchemall, and
I sghall gentence you just as
I think fit! If you object
to ihe sentence, you can
appeal to the Board of
Guvvernors. You'll pget
short shrift from them, 1
assure you ! "

“ Grooooo! Meray ! ™

“Mersy!"” eried Sir
l."jmﬂ-:,r,rzﬁnmfu]l_}r. * What
morsy did you have on those
who stood in your path when
you were trying to win the
Trezzure Hunt for Berown.

r? What mersy did you

ave for these yungstahs
when you had them in your
power ! Noune whatevah | X

k.

“What about takig him
out in a hoat amr keel-
hawling him 1" & jjested
Mr. Lickham brightl-

“Beest ! pgroamd the
Head. _

Bir Gouly enappd his
finger.

"No: we won't-de that.
I have o bettah plag; We'll
make him 1un the geYotled!"

“Good wheeze | M

“Jolly good ides, by
Jove ! ™ ¥

“Weo'll assombu the
entire slool n Big Hall,"
grinmed Sir Gouty, " and
we'll make him ga tirough
the hall frem enad 3 and !
The boys ean arm them-
gelves with
nottid tow-
elat™

“ Al zereen,
11 g

f Bummon
the skool atb
onee, then,

Lickham !’
ardered Sir
Gouty. 1
will eee  fhe
samtence cur-
riecd put. I
erespect  yOu
will wuut
carrying ou
yourself alter-
wards, Birchemall ¢

“*Ha, ha, ha ! ™

Sir Gouty's
proved correct.

In ithe corse .« his
checkered eareer, Doctor
Alfred Buchemall had beon
through many ynolmfort-
able eggsperiences.  But
never had he bean wrough
a more uwncomfortalie epy-
sperience than runnilg the

untlet in Big all! The

llowa had many olé scores
to settle with the Heid and
ihey setiled them while
they had the chango. Noitid
towels biffed him -l he
didn't Lnow whetlier he
was on his head or bk hecls.

As the Head w last

ered weerily out.of Bi
, he realised to the ful
that the way of thetrans.

greszor is hard !

WINNERS ALl!

“Weil, that’s that, bat
Jove ! " remarked S Gouky
Greybeard from the plat-
form, when silence ha. onco
more settled on Big Hall
“And now the only thing
that remaing’' to be rone is
io find the troo wicner of
the grate Trezzure Fang ! ™

pripheey

i Please, ai, :—‘ﬁm‘a
eggy 1™ ;;ell&d hh;,'
Boarrell. ** 1'm the wiooer ! ™

“Ha, ha, hal™

¥ Daszhed if I see anything

‘the problem, I

to larf at | ** deelared Tubby
indignantly, " You can’t
get away from it that I won
two rounda ! ™

“ Yes--becowse you found
out beforehand what was
wanted ! ** grinned Loyle.

Tubby snorted.

“ Don't you beleeve him,
Sir Gouty ! If enyone tells
you I was hiding under the
table when the Head told

Scrownger, it'a & fib! And

if you think I pinehed the
Heod's letter eontaining all
the details of the trezzure
hunt, you're mistaken ! "
*Ha, bia, ha !
“ Beesta! I'm the winner,
Bir Gouty. Don't take any

notisa of these  jellus
beests ! ¥ yelled Tubby.
Barreli.

Sir Gouly coffad.

“ Ahem ! We'll see about

that, DBarrell. Are there
any other applicants ? 2 he
asked.

“'What aboub Jolly 77
called out Frank Faarless.

A lound cheer went up from
the assembulled skool.

* Good old Jolly L ™

Bir Gouly's eyes fixed on
the kaptin of the Fourth.

“How many rounds did
vou win, then, Jolly 2" he
mnquired,

* Only one, sir!? ane-
wered Jack Joily. * Butb it
was the only round in ithe
contest that was won with.
out cheating 1'%

* Hear, hear ! "

Tubby Barrell opened his
mouth to Legin protesting
again, but Siv Gouty silenced
him with a jesture.

“ Jentlemen, chaps and
fellowa ! ™ cricd Sir Gouty.
* After earefully considerin
ave decide
that the best thing to do is
to share the prize equally
Letween Jolly and Barrell.”

Tubby Barrell heamed,

* That's not a bad idea,
gir ! " he grinned. *Of
corse, il 1 insisted on my

rights, I should have the

lot. DBut I always was a

jenoerous chap, and I don’t
mind eharing it with Jolly
in the least 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha | ™

Burleigh of thoe
stepped forward.

“I ecall for thres cheers
for the winnera of the
Trozzare Hunt ! ** he yelled.
it Hip‘, hi A h]..'p--'——”

Sixth

“HOORAY ! ™

The cheers farely made
the welkin ring! Most
fellows  thought  Tubby

Barrell was rather lucky to
get o half share of the prizo
urwler the ecircumstances,
but they much preferred
t.huti,t to Sﬂﬁﬁiﬂg the urésnrew"
e Serowlimel” OO away
E \%lei {'-zti) the
lot, and they
cheered again
and again.
“"Bpeech!
Speech ' they
eried, when
the checrs had
cied away.
Jack Jolly
stepped to the
four.
“Thanks
awlully for the
eheers, you
feilowz!" he
prinned. *But
I really feel
I don't deserve the prize
ony more thon the rest of

vou, so I've decided that |

the best thing I can do 18 to
spend it all on a whacking
grate feed—to which I have
much plezzure in inviting
vou allt "

The cheers broke out
with renewed vigger at that
plezzant annowncement.

Then Tubbhy Barrell, in
his furn, astepped fourth.

“I gay, you chaps,” he
eried, *wvou don't really
deserve it, but T always was
a forgiving sort of chap, and
'll forgive you this lume.
Asg Jolly iz standing a feed,
Il do the same. In fukt,
we'll make it one hig feed
while we're about it ! ™

The fellows farely gasped
—but when they had re-
gained their Lreaths they
cheered move loudly than
ever! ’

Fo  the ate  Trezzuro
Hunt ended in a trooly
happy fashun with the St

Sam's fellows winners all.
Filty pounds’ worth of tuck
was ordered from the tuek-
shop and the fellows skoffed
eviry erum of it

Just when tho [easting
and merviment were ab
their height the door opened
and  Doctor  Birchemall
poked his head in. There
was a chenged cgpgspression

on his face. Somehow, tha
fellows thought they eould
detect something in it that
had never been there befors
—honesty, Frank Fearlesa
thought 1t waa.

* Hoom for a little 'un,
boys t " asked Dr. Birchem-
all, whmdling]y “ Thanks,
Jolly—I won't say no !

* 1 don't remember askin
vou to say "ves " !V grinno
Jack ﬂ‘aﬂry, F?aa tlmngead
started tucking in. * But
I don’t bear malice—~—and,
anyway, this affair ought
to be a lesson to you | ™

* Beleeve me, Jolly,” said
Doctor Birchemall, as he
munched pork pie, *“it's
going to be a lasting lesson
to me. Honner bright it is!”

And it was, too. The
leszon  the Head learned
from the grato Trezzure
Hunt lasted fully a cupple
of hours !

THE END.

SPRING 1S
HERE, LADS!
Chortles
DICK RAKE

Brown and Bulstrode
were noticed digging up their
little plots one afternoon last
weok—though, of course,

they may have been merely

burving the hatchet !

Footer had to be stopped
on Littla Side on Wednesday
while half a dozen frisky
lnmbs were shov-ed off the
pitch.

When the sun broke
through the clouds recently,
Gosling was observed to
open his parlour window and
louk out with a sour grin.

AMrs. Mimble s having a
nice now ce-cream container
fitted in the tuckshop.

Frank Nugent has the
Remove cricket hxtuve-list
alinost complete.

Two hundred readers have
informed the * Herald"
that they've already heard
the cuckoo. In fact, several
gaid they'd even scen one;
but it tarned out to be
Temple of the Fourth.

Coker & Co. tried out o
new racing-skiff on the river
last S8aturday and were ovet-
turncd in the gale.

Several of the masters
have ordered new umbrellas,

M ves.  Thinking it over,
it really doos look os if
Spring ig here.

AcceEssonrirs NEEDED.
;’Jnii, scrubbing-brush, soap and water,
iappens tv be very dirty, o garden spade and a picks
axe may comoe i useiul,

Aunty Skinner tells you

HOW TO SPRING-CLEAN

A STUDY!

 What is the best way of spring-cleaning a study 7
iz the question that readers are always asking us at
this time of the year,

Let your Aunty Skinuer gave you a fow tips, my

Broom, wvacuum cleaner,
If your study

SPIRIT OF  BPRING-CLEANING.—Thero
must be nothing half-hearted about spring-
cleaning, Set about it ns though you mean
it. Take a ten-yard run and fling yourself
joyfully into the study. Tear down the
pictares, then kick owver the chairs, and furn
the tahle upside-down.

RovTine.—Finish one thing hefore van
start the mext, Dwst the furniture fiet,
then sweep the floor. Powr pails of water
over the carpet. Iaint the lino. Cavelully
clean all your vacuuma with the vacumn
cleaner,

RE-arBaxGIxc.—Bpring-cleaning
yvou an excellent opportunity to re.arvongo
vour {wmiture, Changing the position of
thinga 4 bit is as pood a8 a tonie. Hang the
pietures from tho middle of the coiling.
Htand the table in the fireplace. Lay tho
lino wrong side up. Pilo the chairg un
top of the desk. Stand the gola upside.dewn,
with one half of it poking out of the window.

SrresrLvors Forsmiruse.—Goet vid of oll
articles for which you have no further use.
An easy way of doing this ia to throw thom
out of the window,

Fivrsmixg OFrF.—Having got everything
clean and ship.shane, sweep ﬁm chimney.

Go to work on these lines, my deays, and
vou will find spring.cleaning o pleasuve !

SW-SW-SWIMMING
C-C-COLD?
NO—BR-R-R—FEAR!
Says FRANK NUGENT

The timne to start swimming 5 early w the
BEESOL.

Any milksop can go swimming in a heab
wave, Your real water-over prefers thn
spring when there's still & nip in the air
and o touch of iee about the water,

That's what Boly Cherry says. I belicve
him. I went swunmiog with him in the
Savk swimming.pool last Wednesdoy, so0 [
can spoak frem experience.

The one or two strollera in the vieinity ol
wore overcoats with the collars turmed up.
Wa walked up in swenters and trouzers,
with towels round our necks.

Lookers-on told ws we were potty. TPoor
fish ! Little did they lnow of the joy of
crawling down to the water's edge with only
bathing-costumes nas a protection against
the keen wind ! Little did they appreciato
the happiness of taking o header into ice-
cold water thut turned your body bLiuo at
the first touch !

Cold * Brroro—I1 mean, pooh! After
the first ten minutes you hardly notics if.
30 Bob Cherry says, anyway. Ididn't stayin
ten minutes myself, so L have to take his
word {or it.

It's jolly healthy, snyway. A chap fecls
fine after it's all over. I ean't say I [olt
remarkably fine myself, but that's only
bocause I had an attack of a peculior kol
of numbness in my body. Mealthy? £
should say it is |

Why, Bob says that the bad eoll T've
sinee eaught would have been 'flu at 1he
laast if I hadn's had that swim |

givos




