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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man Who Fled!

(1 O0ORK  out!* shrieked Harry
L Wharton, :
He waved his hand wildly.
“(Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob
Cherry huarsel{.
“Ha'll ba killed 1 panted Nugent.
“Took out ! rosred Johnny Bull.
"Etnp IZH . ; :
The man in the green Daimler did
not heed. ;
. Crouched over the wheel, his face
white and set, he was driving as if for

hin life.
Harry Wharton & Co., of the Grey-
friars Remove, stared at the motorist in

ghouted and waved.

A minute before, the chums of the
Remove had been strolling peacefully
along the green, chady lane that ran
frem the v[llage of Pegg, round by
¥riardale Wood, to Greyiriars.

Grevfriars School was about to break
op for the holideys, and the Famous
FE’#B had walked over to Cliff House to
say good-bye to Marjorie & Co. Now
they were walking back, thinking chiefly
of tes, snd chatting about the coming
vacation.

The frantic honking of a car behind
cansed them to jump rather suddenly
to the roadside.

The car came on almost like a flash of
liqllsﬂ.ning. )

he man at the wheel could drive—
that was clear. But it was equally clear
that he was a stranger in the locality.
His driving was reckless, even for a
clear and open road. But that little
Kentish lane waa not clear and open.
&:‘dly a hundred yards on, hidden by a
d, was & gate. That gate was shut
Tee Macner Lierary.—No. 1,533

horror, as they

across the lane, to keep cattla from
wandering from the unfenced fields,
The Greyiriars juniors knew it, but the
man in the Daimler evidently did not.
And he was heading [or the shut gate at
about 6G m.p.h.

o Stﬁ]‘} 1

" Danger M

“ Brake |

*(h, stop!”

“ Hlalt 1

The juniors velled and shouted
together. The man saw them and heard
them plainly. But he paid no heed.
Unconscious of the obstacle ahead,
never dreaming, probably, of gates shut
pcrosa lanes, he roared on. In utter
horror the juniors saw him sweep past
and roar on round the bend.

“He'll ba killed " repeated Frank
Nugent, white as a sheet,

“ Must be mad !’ gasped Bob Cherry,
“He heard ug——"

“The madfulness must be terrific!”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on 1” panted Wharton.

He sped after the car, his chums
racing at his heels, Each instant they
expected  to hear the terrible crash of
the car piling up on the gate. Ga? and
car would both be smashe to
smithereens by such a collision, There
did not seem a chance in a thousand of
finding the man alive. They ran on
des}lzreratelf ‘to render what aid they
could.

Crash 1

They heard it as they ran.

A moment more, and they were tear-
ing round the bend of the leafy lane,

But the gate still stood intact! The
car was piled on its side on the green,
grassy bank beside the lana,

Evidently at the last moment the
motorist had seen it, and, unable to

stop, had turned his car up the steep,
sloping bank—the only chance of saving
his life.

Thera it had turned turtle. .

“Thank goodness he never hit the
gate I” panted Wharton. * But——"

“Where is he 1"

The car was a wreck. A minute ago
it had been a handsome and expensive
Daimler, worth a large sum of mun:a;
What remained of it was hardly wo
the trouble of carting away. The Grey-
friars fellows had seen more than one
smash, but never had they seen a car so
completely wrecked as this. )

They stared round for the motorist,
dread that what was left of him was
pinned under the wreckage. Y

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I"” shouted Bob, in
great relief. “ Here he is1”

Two fect were discerned, sticking out
of o hawthorn bush. The bush wss
rustling, as something wrniggled in 1%

Evidently it was the motorist who was
wriggling there. He had been tossed
bodily out of tha ear and pitched head-
first into the hawthorns. Only his feet
ware visible. The chums of the Remove
ru%hi;ﬂ (t]?m help him. p _—_

o erry grasped ona foo arry
Wharton the ﬂtiﬁ!h They Fui] :

_There was a panting cry from the man
hidden in the tangled hawthorns.

“Tet go! Release mel Scoundrell
I am armed! I will defend mys=elf| I
wilI{_‘nhmt " E S

“(Great pip [ gasped Bob.

“Mad I:if a hatter!” ejasculated
YWharton.

They dragged. and the man came out
of the thorny thicket like a cork from
a hottle. .
fl%a sprawled in the grass at their

eet.

Apparently he was not injured, save
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for scratches from the hawthorna. He

had a lucky escape.

But, though the danger was over, he
was plainly in & etate of terror. As he
sprawled he was fumbling frantically
at a hip-pocket. But his hand was
trembling  so wiolently that he was
unable to get at the object within,
From what had said, the schoolboys
could guess what that object was, And
Harry Wharton pmmﬁﬂl;,r stooped over
him, caught hia shaking wrist, and
dragged 1t away from the hip-pocket.

“ Merey |” howled the sprawling man.
“You shall have everything—overy-
thing! Do not fire!”

“My esteemoed lunatic—" gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ]

.. "“Is somebody after him?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, in wonder.

The juniors glanced quickly back
down the lane. But there was no one o
be seen. It stretched calm and peaceful
between shady trees, down to the village
of Pegg, with Chff House School and
the sea in sight in the distance.

“Pull yourself together, old bean|”
eaid Bob Cherry. “You're all right
now. Your car's gone west, but you're
all serene |

The man sat up.

He blinked at the five schoolbays.

Evidently, in his terror, he had sup-

d that he was seized by quite

ifferent hands. Now, however, he
could see that they were schoolboys, and
ha gave a swift, hunted look down the

ne, and pented with relief as he saw
that it was clear.

“Oh1” he gasped. *I—I thought—-»"

He was trying fo pull himself together.
A faint flush came into his colourless
face. Harry Wharton gave him a help-
ing hand, and he staggered to his feet
and leaned heavily against a tree, pant-
1n%.] for breath. : ;

e juniors regarded him ecuricusly.
The man had been driving his car with
guch recklessncss that they would have
supposed him to be a man of desperate
courage. They realised now that 1t had
been the recklessness of terror. Never
fhadkthe;v seen anyone in such a state of

unk.

Obviously, he had been flecing from
some danger, real or supposcd. As he
feaned on tha tres, panting, he was
trembling from head to foot. It was
searcely possible not to feel contem
for & man so frightened; but at the
same time they were rather interested
in him, and sympathetic.

He was a plump man, of middle
height, with a smooth-shaven, rather
sleel face. There was gomething in his
looks that suggestad & manservant, pos-
gibly a butler. He was dressed ex-
pensivaely; but did not give an impres-
gion of being used to it. Indeed, &
keen observer might have suspected that
he was a valet who had dreszed in his
master's clothes and taken his master’s
car out for a joy-ride.

Thet did not oecur to the juniors; but
they could seo that there was something
rathar unusueal abeut the sleek man,
apart from hiz extraordinary actions
and words.

Before more could be said, however,
there was a sound of a distant car
coming up the lane, though not yet in

aight.
]the_ sleels man started convalsively.

“He is coming " he panted.

“Whot" exclaimed Wharton.

The man did not answer. Fe fore
himself away from the tree and jumped
towards his car. He atupci)ed, staring
at the wreckage. If he had hoped that
the Daimler would stir again it did not
take him long to realise that the car had
gone west—and gone for good | ;

He gave a yolp of terror and a wild
glance up and down the lane. He
caught Harey Wharton by the arm.

“Don't betray me " he panted.

* Who—who——" stammered
bewildered captain of the Remove.

“Tall him have gone the other
way "

“But what——"

Before Wharton could utter another
word the sleek man had bolted into the
wood dnd  disappeared among the
treos.

the
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man in Persuit!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H stood in the leafy lane, staring

the way the man had gons,
and then staring at one

anabher in blank astonishmont.

A rustle come back from the wood
as the unknown man fled; but it
quickly died away, and all was silent.

He was gone, leaving the Greyiriars
juniors standing by the wreck of the
car, For a long moment they stood
silent. Up the lane, from the direction
the fugitive had come a fow minutes
age, sounded the hum of an approach-
Ing car,

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry at last. “He's gone before wo
could ask him the name of the game ™

“Is he potty1* asked Johnny Bull

“Blessed if I don’t think he's some
escaped lunatic ! said Frank Nugent.

==

Broke to the wide, as he always §

is, Billy Bunter’s stories about
his wealthy, titled relations are
taken with a grain of salt. Bul,
amazing to relate, Bunter, the
impecunions, suddenly bhecomes
BUNTER, THE BILLIONAIRE !

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“He's not that ! he said. "“He's in
a blue funk—scared out of his wits by
something. Hea thinks there's some-
body after him."

“Who the dickens could be after
him " grunted Johnny Bull. “Unless
he's somo erock petting away from the
police——"

Wharton shook his head again., He
was sure that this was not the explana-
tion. Yet how to account for the man's
flight and his fear was a mystery.
The sleek man had acted like & man
in fear of his lifel How a man could
ba flecing for his life in & law-abiding
country like Ingland was rather a
deap puzzle. Even when, looking down
the lane, they saw a car coming up at
great speed, they could not believe that
it was pursuit. ]

It was a small Austin that came
whizzing up Pegg Lane, with a long-
limbed. slim man lounging at the
Looking at him, the juniors
saw a hard, clear-cub face, with high
cheekbones, and cold, hard, almost
colourless eves, that looked like elits of
iee. Tha mouth was a hard, straight
line, with an unlighted cigar sticking
out of one corner.

Fast =as the ecar was poing, the
driver's ey eves took in the scenc at
the roadside at a glance. Ide spotted the
gate ahead, the wrecked car, and the

roup of schoolboys, and jammed on
%is brakes, With a scream, the car
halt a few wvards short of

wheel.

came o a
the gate. L
The man was out of it with a bound.
Taking no notice, for the moment, of
the staring juniors, he ran up to the

up-ended Daimler on the bank, and
walked round it, staring at it, exam-
ininﬁ it on all sides.

“1'fl tell 2 man that's the car!” he
said aloud

That expression, which reminded the
juniors of Fisher T. Fish of ths
Remove, revealed that the man was an
American.

Ha shot a ewift, searching glanca
round, evidently in search of the man
who had driven the wrecked Daimler,
Then he stepped towards the grm.? of
Juniors, who had drawn away from
him s little. His sharp, cold eves ran
over them searchingly.

“Where's that guy ?” he asked.

“That which” asked Bob Cherry
coolly.

“The guy that drove that car. I
gueges vou saw tha smash—what "

“We came up a few moments after it
ha‘Fpened.” said Harry,

You saw the man?"

*“Oh, yes, wo sgaw him!” said the cap-
tain of the Remave.

It was clear now, amazing at it was,
that this lﬂng‘-linf!md fellow was in
pursuit of the sleek man, What it
could all mean the chums of Greyfriars
hed not the faintest idea. But they
had no intention of helping the man
find the fugitive, at least until they
knew mora.

“Fattish guy, looks like a walet?
azked the stramger. “I guess you saw
him. Which way did he goi®

“The whichfulness 13 torrifi
esteemed sir!" said the Nabob o
hanipur.

The Inngi.-‘limhed man  started, and
stared at the dusky junier Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh's English often
caused surprise, when it was heard for
the first time.

“Meaning 7" he rapped.

“The meanfulnesa is the same as tha
sayfulness,” answered Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh: and the lean American
starcd at him harder.

“Aw, can it[” he said. Ha turned
to Wharton. “I guess that guy got
clear when his auto hit trouble, or he'd
ba lyving around in sight. He'd beat
it! Which way did he goi”

"What do vou want to know fori”
asked the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove quietly.

“I guess I'm asking questions, be,
net answering them! You want to
epill it, and spill it quick 1™

Wharton looked at him coolly and
ealmly. The long-limbed American
was quite well-dressed; but there was
something in his look, end something
in his manner, that told of the under-

world. E
Whartons knowledge of American
gangsters  was  naturally  rather

limited: but he guessed at once that
this follow belonged to that peouliar

fraternity. ] .

“PBut I don't want to _spiﬂ it said
Harry calmly. " Consequently,
shan't spill it quick! Beel!”

The hard brows contracted over the
icy slits of eyes.

“You don’t want to chew the r
with me! I'm after that guy, and
wantk him! Which way did he beat
it?fl

“Rind out!” answered Wharten
coolly.

Tha long-limbed man made a stride
at. him. Wharton did not budge an
inch, and his comrades gathered close
by him at once. Five fellows were
ready to tackle the long-limbed gentle-
man, if he was keen on trouble. Lean
ns ha was, he looked musenlar; but
the five of them could certainly have
handled him. He stopped.

THE MacKer Linrany.—No. 1,385
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“Botter puess again, Hiram ® sall mistan

Bob Cherry, with » cheery grin.
“Lots of trouble here if you want it 1%
“The lotfulness is terrifie.”
“I guess my namo sin’t Hiram,"” said
the long-limbed man, atarmﬁlt:t Bob.
“You look as if it might be—but
make it Josh!” suggested Bob. “I

said you'd better guess again, JoshI”
“I'll aa éﬂu tallk too much, big
boy [* sai o lean men. “If you

knew me to home, you wouldn't be so
all-bred saucy, I reckon! ’HNuf chin-
'ﬁ't Where's that guyi’ .

is lean hand whipped behind him
and reappeared with a short, black
revolver in if.

The juniors stared at the wespon.

“ Now sglil it, and spill it quickl™
ha snapped.

HI;IIT Wharton langhed contemptu-
CNELY .

“Do you fancy you can frighten us
with film stunts ¥ he asked. ‘E{}a and
eat ookg! Come on, you men; it's
time we got in to tea.

“Hitand where vou are!™ roared the
lean man aavag::ﬂu

"Rats to you " _

Harry Wharton turned his back on
the man.

That the pistol had been produced f

simply as & threat he was guite
assured; and he was right. Whatever
lean man might be when he was
“to home,” as he expressed it, certainly
he had no wuse for fireworks in a
Kentish lane. He stared angrily and
savagely after the schoolboys, but he
slipped tho revolver back into his hip-
pﬁ-uﬁat. . |

The Famous Five moved off. But
they glanced back and saw the lean
man moving to and fro along the
grassy bank, scanning the ground,

They could guess that he was looking
for “sign,’’ to pick up the way the
man from the wrecked car had gone.

“What the dooce does it all mean?”
muftered Johnny Bull,

“Goodness kngws " _ _

“He's picked up the traill” said
Bﬁ'ﬁ'ﬂiﬂ‘l & faint grin.

ey saw the man straighten up and
siride into the wood. As he went in
the direction in which the sleek man
had gone, it was fairly cortain that he
had picked up traces of the latter’s
footprints in the grass.

a waa gone from the schoolboys’
sight in a moment move. They
atopped at the gate, staring after him,
ut shady, silent wood, that had
swallowed both pursued and pursuer,

“Well, my hat!" said Frank Nugent.
“Ha's lolt ]‘;h car 1" .

* Anybody want an Austin?” grinned
Bob Cherry. " Chance hera!® _

“Blessed if I can make it out!” said
Harry Wharton. “That man's a ¢rook
of soma kind. I feel sure of that. DBut
what-—" . .

“The whatfulness 15 terrific

It wes all utterly amazing.
grecn Daimler Jay & wrock on  the
grassy bank of the wood; the little
Austin stood where the lean man had
left it, the engine still running.

ere was no sign of either man re-
appearing from the wood. Tha
juniors would hardly have been sur-
prised to hear s ringing shot from the
dusky depths of the trees. But they
heard mthinﬁ,

Minute followed minute in deep
silence.

"We can’t leave this where it is”
sgid Harry ab last.  “Better teli
Quelch; he will know whether to speak
to the police or not. Let's get on.™

He opened the gate, and ithg chiums
of the Remove walked on towards the
Tee Muoyer Lismary.—No, 1,363, ¢
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THE MAGNET,

schoal, But they wera no
longer discussing the summer holidays,
They could not help thinking of that
strange flight and pursuit, and wonder-
mg. utterly mystified, what it could all
moan.

———au

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rather a Problem !

i BAY, you fellows !
“No,” gaid Herbert Vernon-
Smith.
*Oh, really, 8Bmithy-—"
" No,” repeated the Bounder.
“¥You silly asa!” roared Billy Bunter.,
“¥You don't know yet what I was going
to ask you

The Bounder grinned, and Tom Red-
wmﬁ laughed. They were sauntering
in the quadrangle at Greyfriars when
Billy Bunter rolled up. Resally it was
not necessary to hear what Bunter was
going to ask. In any caze, the answer
was n the negative,

Just before break-up it was exiremely
robabla that Bunter was anzious to get
E:ud up for the holidays. But it was
equally probeble that was looking
or some confiding fellow to cash a
postel order that he was exp
shortly. 8o the Bounder answere
“No [” without waiting to hear details.

“Look here, 8mithy| I was going to
ask vou g

“No!” said Vernon-Smith, for the
third time, . _

And he walked on with Redwing,
leaving Billy Bunter glaring after him
through his 1% spectacles, with a glare
that might slmost have crocked the
same.

“Beast!” roared Bunter.

He blinked round. Lord Mauleverer
was strolling at a little distance, and
Bunter started for him, ¢alling as he
went :

“1 say, Mauly——"

“Oh gad!” ejoculated Lord Maule-
Yercr.

A moment before Lord Mauleverer
had been sirolling easily and gently as
if* he found it rather too much troubla
to move at all. But et the sight of
Bunter in the offing his lazy lordship
accelerated,

“Hold on, Mauly !” shouted Bunter,

Instead of holding on, Lord Maule-

verer put on epeed. e vanished under
the elms at & rapid trot.

“Well, of all the silly idiots!” gesped

Bunter. “Toddy—I say, Toddy!®
Peter Todd came up from the gates,
and Bunter howled to him. “Hold on,
Foddy 1™

T 3tony " answored Peter.

“Youn silly ass I” hooted Bunter. “Do
vou think I want to borrow anything
off you, you image "

“Don’t you?” asked FPeler, in
ENTRrise.

“Nol"” howled Bunter,

“Well, if it's about the hols, old fat
bean, ask next door,” said Peter.

“ It 1an"t " roared Bunter.

“Oh!™ Peter Todd ecame to a halt.
“Fire away, then!”

“It’s pretty sickening that a fellow
can’t =peak to a fellow without a fel-
low thinking that a fellow wants to
borrow something from a fellow!”
snorted Dunter wrathfully, “As for
the hols, I shouldn't be hikely to come
home with you, Peter Todd.”

. You wouldn’t,” agreed Peier. *“Not
if I knew it

“1 might be able to give vou o week-
end, perhaps.”

“TI've no wuse for

] your
ihanks

napper—

“My napperl Whﬂ‘lﬂtﬂll‘.iﬂg about

my napper, you fathead?
ET]:m’t’ss g‘uﬂr eid, isn't it7"
“*¥You sﬁl;— ass |* hooted Bunter.

“I've no time to listen to your rotten
jokes. Look herel Wharton hasn't
ﬁmﬁllf. I was going o tea in Study

“And Wharton never knew?” asked
Toddy sympathetically. *“8till, if he's
ﬂnrt.hins; like a spread, he might

Tﬁ Eu il

“I think ﬁg likely they're stavi

to ten at Cliff e paid Bunter, °*
heard them ::-jmg they were gol
over to say good-bye. They never sai
ing sbout tes. If I'd known,
should have gone with them.”
".P‘Erhﬂ"f.ﬂ

i = t's why they dida't men-
tion it,” grinned Tmi{h',

“Well, a follow doesn’t knew what
to do,” grunted Bumter. “If they've

to ten with Marjorie, it's no good
waiting for them to come in for tea in
the study, 15 it? But if a fellow starts
for Cliff House, th_;;r may come in while
a fellow's E‘ﬂ;‘{ﬂu t:%u silly nss! What
are you gurgling at?"

"ﬁﬁ, ha, haﬂ.ﬁ roared Peter.

Billy Bunter’s problem seemed to
strike him as rather entertaining.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at|” m_pﬁed Bunter. “I say, Psler,
they might have told you whether
they're going o tea or_npot.”

The Owl of the Remove blinked
anxiously at Toddy.

“Thoy might have,” agreed Poter,

TWall, -;iijg they 7 demanded Bunter.

“Oh, no! Why not come to tea with
me, though!” asked Peter. “T'm going
to tes with rather a crowd.”

“Qh!” Billy Bunter's fat face
brightaned, This waz & solution of the
problem. “Is it a tea-party, Peoteri2

“That's it 1"

*A lot of fellows?"

*Quite s lot.”

“T'Nl come,” said Bumter. *Thosze
chaps can go and eat coke! They can't
expect me to hang sbout waiting for
them to come in to tea. And I'm jolly
well not going io walk over to Cliff
Housze, when they may have left before
I get there. Bother em! I'll tea with
you, Toddy, old fellow.”

“Good ! said Toddy., " Come on[”

Poter Todd walked on towards the
House. Bi]l]_y Bunter trotted at his
side, his fat, little logs going like clook-
work to keep pace with Feter's long,
thin enes, .

“Whose study 18 it in, Peteri” he
asked,

“Wot in & study at sll,” answered
Toddy. " Too many fellows in this tea-
party for & sl:ud;,r."

Billy Bunter's little round ayes
gleamed behind his big, round spec-
tacles. This sounded like s feed of un-
usu FETLNIENQONRE X .

sl and iremend tent
 Only occasionslly was there a spread
in the Greyiriarz Remova {00 extensive
for a study. Then it was generslly
held in the Rag.

A epread in the Tag was just what
Bunter enjoyed. But he was rather
surprized that such a function could be
on without his having heard anvthing
about it. He had the eve of & hawk,
and the nosa of & blocdhound for a

read. DBut he had heard nothing of
Liis.

“In the Rag, I suppose®” he asked,

as they went in.

“No; not in the Ha-%"

“MNot!” exclaimed Bunter. “Then
where "

“In Hall” =zaid Peter.

“This way."”
“In Hall™

repested Billy Bunter.

“But the school tes’s in Hall. Wharrer
you mean i
“That's what I mean,” apzwered



party

Peter cheorfully, “Quite & Iargﬁt
28 1n

—avery fellow who can't affor
his study, in fact, Come on!”
Billy Bunter did not come on. .
He halted, glaring at Peter Todd as

if he could have bitten him.

“You gilly idiot!"” he howled. “If I
went tea in Hall, I don’t need you to
ssk me to it, yvou blithering chump! Is
this s rotten ﬁuk-a?" _

“Not st all, It's a pood one—quite

d. This is where you laugh,” ex-
plained Toddy.

Bunter did not laugh; he hooted.

. “¥ou howling fathead! Wou blither-
idiot [ You silly chump! You—>"
eter Todd, without waiting to hear

more, went info Hall to the school tes.

As he had told Bunter, it was quita a

large party. But it wes not a party

EVERY SATURDAY

class; and he was aware that Harold
Skinner was given to ]B%:ﬁu“mg.

“I gry! hat was Wharton doing
in the Form-room " he asked.

“Latin,” enswered Skioner.

“Mesn to say he's got & detention?”

"Not that I know of.”

“Then what is he doing Latin in the
Form-room for?”

“He isn't.”

“You silly owl! ¥ou gaid he was!”
howled Bunter.

“Ho he was. So wore we sall in class
with Quelch,” spid Skinner cheerfully.
“1t's a matter of tense, old fat bean!
He isn't, but he was, I saw him, zo
did you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Snoop.

" You—you—you—" gasped Bunter.

He rolled away, leaving Skinner and

the other hand, if they had left, the
fat Owl would have his walk for
m::lthinn-. Tt was s difficult problem to
solve.

But the Owl of the Remove made up
his fat mind at last and rolled out of
gates. And, a few ?inut?: ti:smjﬁrll:_ﬂ
was going at & trot throug ¥
shades of Friardale Wood.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lively for Bunter!

sy ARVISH, you double-crossing

k, I've got ™
lWl{"iilnillg Buitﬁrr‘::va & startled

squeslk.
He had left the footpath, and was
winding his way through the thick

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed to help the motorist, who had been tossed bodily ont of the ear and pitched head-first Into

the hawthorns. Bob Cherry grasped one foot, Harry Wharton the other.
they pulled. **Let go! Release me ! Scoundrel ! I am armed—I will defend mysell

gasped Bob, ** Mad as a hatfer ! " ejaculated Wharton.

that Dunter wanted to join. The school
tea, which the iuniors generally de-
soribed as doorsteps and dishwater, was
oot what DBilly DBunter wanted. Ho
enorted and rolled away. Peler Todd's
Little jnj-;,c had wasted “‘.-'-B.ILII:hIB ki,
Bunter's problem was still unsolved.

“1 say, you fellows!" Ile rolled u
to Skinner and Suocop in the quad., ©
gay, seen anyihing of Wharton 7"
*Late,” answered Skinner. “Too
much, in fact.”
“1 mean—has he come in?"

“Well, I saw Lim in the IForm-
room—" ; :
Without waiting for BSkinner to

finish, Bunter started for the House
again, to look inte the Ferm-room.
Skinnoer winked at Bnoop, who grinned.
But after s few paces the Owl of the
Romove turned back. The Form-room
was really an improbable place ofter

Snoop grinning. He rolled down to the
gatea. William (Gosling, the ancient
imrt&r of Greyfriars, was adorning the
andscape outside his lodge.

“Has Wharton come in, Gosling 7"
asked Bunter. !

“Ain’t seed him 1" answered Gosling.

Bunter stood in the gateway, blinking
out into the road. The Famous Five
had not come back from Cliff House.
If they wers coming back for tea, they
were rather late. %.I‘ruu, they did not
nttach so much importance to meals aa
Billy Bunter did. &till, very likely they
were staying for tes with the CLf
House girls. If so, Bunter had etill
timo to barge in by taking the short
eut through Friardale Wood end losing
ng time.

Toa at Clif House was very atirac-
tive. There was always & cake on such
occasions—and a good, big cakel On

There was &

g ory Irom the motorist as
will shoot 1** **Great pip I ™

wood, to get cut into Pagg Lane ‘st the
nearest spot to Cliff House,

Round him the trees and bushes and
‘brambles wera thick, end he could not
geo 8 yard from his fat little nose; but
he knew his way through the wood, and
was losing no time.

He hoard a rustla in the thickots
without heeding it; and then sudden
came that sharp, startling voice, wi
& nasal twang in it, and a figure camea

lunging through the brambles towards

im,

“ 0w |” gasped Bunter.

He stopped, rooted to the ground
with surprise and uncasy fear. In a
split second the man who had ngolgan
leaped from the thicket in front o hmﬁ
ami to Bunter's amazement on
horror, a smsall, black revolver glim-

in his bhand, His stortled ﬁm,
Tae Magner Lisnary.—No. 1,385,
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alrcat i through hia big zpeo-
tacles, mgin ta;lfnr at the iE:nu.
long-limbed man, with a hard, clesr-cut
face under a slouched hat.
he expression on that hard face was,
for the moment, terrifying.
But it changed at once as the lean

man beheald Buntar.
Hunting through the wood for the
had fled from the

sleek man w

wrecked Daimler, the gangster had
heard Bunter
thiokets, and jumdpad
that he hed found bis roan.

He saw his mistake at once, and the
blasck “gun * disappeared instantly into
his hip-pocket.

Hea stared at Bunter.

Bunter stared at him.

The ledn man was angry and irri-
tated. Billy Bunter was frightened
ni:nm"E out ﬂfuhm fat T’E i

ay, you |* snappe o lean man.

“Owl Keep off I" gasped Bunter, “1
say—— Oh dearl "

"1 guess you doa't want to get the
wind up any, fat boy I'" said the

-wer. "I ain’t hurting fynn!
looking for a man—a friend of mine.
He's =n this here wood somewheresl
??‘u{}mhr s guy around t* “Nol ¥
? a ea |
H%I! Eh k;; A blink
e bao aWaY B &le ing at
the gangster. He :{ung'lad & dodge awa
into the thickets and run for it Whg
the man was, what he was after, Bunter
hed not the faintest idea. But a man
armed with & revolver was & man that
H:_'Il{| Bunter did oot want to mesat in
the heart of & lonely wood, A gesture
Y e T by oim agui.
“HSay, I guess yon & guestion,
bo | eaid, the lean man, "Yﬂﬁ seen B
mooth-faced guy in this bers wood 1™
“No I gaspad Bunter,
“You seen anybody 1

to the conclusion

I'm sure

Ask for
No. 441 of

BOYS’ FRIEND Library

Now on Sale at all Newsagenis—ad.

rustling threugh the h

gang- the

“Ohl Noi™

The icy eyes scanned his fat face sus-
p;g_muni:r. But the lean man seemed
aaticfied that Bunter was telling the
truth. He gave him s curt nod.

“Y puess you oan beat it1” he
mappag.

Bunter “hbeat ® it ﬁmmptlr.

He plunged intc the bushes and ran.
In a thick and tangled wood, runmn%
was not an casy matter. DBunter caugh
18 foot mm & trailing root and went
headlong with a bu_m];+ -

“Owl Wow 1" howled the fat junior.

Ha shivered like a fat jelly as he lay
gasping for breath.

The lean man had disappeared, but
the lean, hard face, the jcy eyes, an
above all, the Iittle black gun haunte
Bunter's terrified mind. uppose the
man came affer him? Suppose he fired
that gun and Bunter stopped the bullet?
All sorts of horrid suppositions floated
through Billy Bunter's fat mind.
sarambled to his faet.

As he did so there was a rustle in
thicketa guite close at hand.
blEEq:ntur‘l podgy beart almost stopped

It waz a faint, soft rustle, as if
BOINEDNS WeTs
through the wood,
tﬁwmdu Butiter. i -

aa it the gangster comung
him? Was it amother ruffian of the
eame kidney? To Bunter's scared
ination, the dusky .
pecpled with hard-faced men, all with
revolvers.
_ He stood still, his fat heart thum
ing, [listeming with intent ears. He
could see no ope, but somecne was
coming towards him.

His fat knees knocked together.

Flight waa futile in the tangled wood.
He blinked round desperstely for
hiding-place.

it was ooming
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When the Remove was kid-
napped they didn’t take it
lying down. Not only did
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meedping stealthily doal
B

Close to him was a thick, gnarled
old elm-tree. Hardly stopping to think,
Bunter clambered [frantically up the
rough trunk.

At any other time he would have
found the climb difficult. Now terror
urged him on.

Almost in a twinkling the fat junior
was in the tree and lying on a thick
branch that jutted over the under-
growth, hidden from sight,

Ha tried to still his glaupmg breath as
he lay there, listening like a frightened
rabbit.

The rustle was heard again.

. Through the brambles Bunter, slea;-
mg down with dilated eyes behind his
big spectacles, made out & figure.

. It was not the long, lean gengster;
it was a rather short and plump man,
with a smooth, sleek face.

That face was whita as chalk and
dewed with perspiration.

The aleek man crept almost on tiptos,
parting the bushes cautiously es he
moved. There was intense fear in hia
look and in his movements. DBunter,
blinking at him, realised that the sleek
mean was even more frightened than he
was himself—which was saying a great
¥rom that cree ing, terrified man,
bowever, there muf:i be nothing to fear.
Bunter realised that, and took comfort
from it

Thia man, whatever he was, was not
a dangerous character. He was any-
thing but that.

Obviously, s was not hunting any-
body. He looked as if he was bei

ed. And Billy Bunter guess
essily emough that was the man of
whom the lean-faced gangster was in
search. He was the “smooth-faced
suy * whom the lean men had called
arvish,

Bunter made no sound. He on
%ldt:;ped ;.Ehat thk? amné:thvfaﬁd EUY Wou

ar off guiec and not draw the gang-
ster in that dii.:edim+ e

But tho sleek man did not clear off,

He stopped directly under the branch
on which the fat junior was extended
and bent his head to listen,

Bupter heard his panti breath.
Peering down, he saw the sleek man
wiping the perspiration from bis brow.

rom the encircling wood came a
rustling sound. Bunter koew that the
lean men was not far away. And that
ructlo apprised Jarvish of the fact. Ha
trembled so violently that he lpoked
like f{falling dewn. Apparently, the
ssme idea came into his mind that had
coma into Bunter's, for he sppr
the trunk of the elm, and grasped at
it to climb,

Like Bunter, he was hunting cover.

The fat junior glared at him through
the foliage. He did not want another
refugee 1 the elm. He had a terri-
fying vision of the lean man blazin
awny ab tho branches with that little
black revolver.

But the clambering man was hardly
a foot from the ground when a thicket
close at hand rustled, and a cool, hard
volce spoke guictly :

“Torget it, Jarvish ¥

There was a_yelp of terror from the
sleek man. His nerveless hands lost
their hold, and he bumnped back into
ine grass at the foot of tho tree.

The next moment the lean gangster
stenped into view. The black revolver
was in his hand sgain. Tt was aimaed
at the man who sprawled, panting,
under the elm.

et np I

The sleek man struggled to his feet.
Her gave a squeal of fear as he looked
at the little black barrel.
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drerm—errar—

"Bronx1 Don't shoot!” he gasped.everything—everything! Every dollar,

#T'll give up everything—everything |

D-d-don't shoot 1™

e ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
One Ior His Nob!

ILLY BUNTER, cxtended face
B down on the elm branch, blinked
through the foliage, hiz little

round eyes almost
through hiz big round spectacles. ]

It seemed to Bunter like some horrid
nightmare, or like & scene from some
lurid American flm.

The lean man stood below him, the
revolver in_his hand, aimed at the
trembling Jarvish, his finger on the

r

Sarvish backed to the elm trunk and
laaned on it for support, otherwise his
legs would have refused te support his
weight.

His cyes, distended with fear, were
fixed on the man with the revolver.
His terrar was pitiabla.

The revolver in the lean hand was
steady as s rock. Every second tho
frightened fat Owl above expected to
hear the shat ring out,

But there was no shot. The gangster
kept the revolver at a level, Eﬂmﬂl’tlﬂﬁ
the trembling man before him wit
keen, cold, contemptuous eyes.

“I guess I've made the grade,
Jarvish I” he zaid. *“I've sure got vou !’

“D-don’t shoot, Bronx! D-d-don't
shoot |

The gangster laughed.

“What you figuras I've run you down
for?” he asked. I guess you figured
you'd beaten me to it when wyou hit out
of the Htates. You sure never caleu-
lated you'd seome this side of the pond.
¥You reckoned you'd gob clear with the
biggeost fortune ever made out of packed
I:ree? in<hicago. Bay!”

The wretched man groaned.

“It's you for the long
You got anything to say
Jordan?”’ .

“I'll give up everything

“I'11 say you will when I've pumped
lead into you!” agreed the gangster.
g - guess you won't give it up without
that.”

“I swear—"

“Wash it out! You walk away from
thie gun, and I guess you'll want to_go
on being & millionaire—or a billionaire.
Whatt I guess you've forgotten already
how to brush coats and hats, and tie a

tleman's tie for him ! The gangster
asughed derisively. “You've taken a
big jump in life, Jarvish, with your
double-crossing tricks! I guess you're

popping

hﬂfh Jarvish!
before you hit

y

going to take a bigger jump now ! Did
you figure that Tiger Bronx would let
you got by with it? Sav 1"

He made a motion with the revolver.

Jarvish fall on his knees.

Evidently he expected the shot to
ring out.

Billy Bunter, blinking down from
nbove, had a different impression. Ter-
fified az he was, the fat junior was not
go terrified as the man crouching before
the deadly weapon. To Bunter's eyes
it wos like a scene from a film, and the
samo sense of unreality impressed him.
He was almost sure that the man Bronx
had no intention whatever of sheoting.
but was merely plaving on the fears of
the wrotched man before him. And,
indeed, even o gangster who handled
hiz “guan” frecly in the great United
States might well hesitate to do so in
an old-fashioned ecountry where gunmen
were hanged for such performances,

“D-d-don't shoot!” groaned Jarvish,
“I—I appeal to you! I will give up

every cont——""

“1 guess,” said Bronx slowly, “T’ll
give vou & chance, Jarvish. I sure ain't
trusting you out of my sight. I got a
little car on the road a mile from here
—I gucss you've seen it, ss you lit out
m such & powerful hurry when zFon
spotted me on the road behind your
Daimler. You willing to take a trip
with mo in that lectle auto "

Jarvish groaned. .

“I—I—T'll do anything wou ask,
only——"

“I guess you will when I get wou
where I want you,'' said Tiger Bronx,
“You won't be the first dgujv that's been
through my hands, and I'll say I've
always made 'em g1t up snd do what
was wanted! You got to squeeze up
them millions, Jnrvi,s%l, to tha last red
cent, or vour friends wilil ba looking for
your body—and fnding it, surel
Gerrup 1"

Jarvish tottered up from his knees.

“You'll promise. if I go with vou,
nﬁt to—to—to—"  His volce trailed
L

Evidently the fear was in his mind

m——
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that if he allowed. himself to be kid-
namped it might not save his life. Pro-
bably he suspected the Tiger of in-
tending to carry out his deadly purpose
1a a safer place,

Promise nothing!"
gangster, "I gpuess—""

e broke off suddenly and stared up
at the branch above his head. Billy
Bunter, clinging there, flat on the
bough, had been asz silent as a mouse
with the cat at hand till that moment.
But it was rather a cromping position,
and the fat Owl had inadvertently
stirred,

Slight azs was the movement he made,
1t caught the keen e¢ar of the zangster,
whose head waz not more than four fect
below him.

Tha hard, sharp erves stared up
sharply and suspieiously and spotted a
glimpse of the fat junior through the
foliage.

“Thunder I ejaculated the gangster.
“Who—"

“ b erikey ! gasped Bunter.

He was discovered !

What happoned next DBunter hardly
Lnew.

In hiz startled {error he [et po his
hold and rolied off the branch, With a
hma}fh!css sqqueal, he shot down to the
carth.

Had he pone all the way Bunter would

shiarled the

have been hurt, But he was stopped
six feet from the ground by something
that interposed. :

That was the head of Tiger Bronx |

Before either Billy Bunter or the man
from Chicago knew what was happeni
the fat Owl's tremendous wtht crash
on the gangster’s head, and Tiger Bronx
went down like a felled ox.

Crash [

“Yarooooh 1"’

{iroan |

Only that one faint groan came from
the pangster,

He had crumpled up under the falling
fat junior, and his head struck the

round with terrific force as he went

own.

Bunter found himself gitting on =
stunned and insensible head.

He bounded off it.

“Ow! Keep off | It wasn't mel”
shricked Bunter, * I never—— Yaroooh [
Oh lor’ | Whoooop 1™

He made a wild bound to escape and
crashed into Jarvish. The eleck man
went over backwards, with Bunter
sprawling over him. ]

Had the Tiger been still in a state to
earry on both of them would have been
at his mercy.

But the gangster lay stunned end
senseless, his arm doub under him,
the revolver in his hand hidden from
aight. .

After that one ia:splngﬂgrnau not a
sound came from him. e lay like a
log. Bunter, as he scrambled off Jar-
vish, blinked round at him in deadly
terror, but he saw that the man made

no movement and realised that he was
incapable of doing so.

“Oh jiminy!" gasped Bunter,

The gangster was insensible. He could
see that. But how long he would re-
main in that fortunate state Bunter did
not know. He was not dispoged to stay
and ascertain, The open, spaces &p-
Eea.}.ad to Bunter at that moment as they

ad never appealed before. Herambling
off the sleek man, he bounded saway,

A grasp on his shoulder behind
stopped him., :

“Leggo!" yelled Bunter frantically.

It was Jarvish who had grasped him.

“8tay a moment[” gasped Jarvish.
“ Lead me—guide me—take me to some
safe place! Quick—before he recovers!
Oh, quick! 1 will reward you—any-
thing you like! I have millions at my
command. Only sava me "

£ I-I'QEE:Q_"

“Bave me "

“Comn on, then!" gasped DBunter,
making the best of it, aa the torrified
man {:E:b:hed his arm like a limpet with
a clutch that would not come off, “I—
I'll shave you—I mean save ¥you—
quick " . ]

He bolted inte the thickets, with the
sleek man still holding hizs arm, fearful
of letting him go. The rustling of their
flight died away in the distance. Both
of them were in terror of the gangster
reviving and berging in pursmt. But
thoy need not have becn so 'l;nm%. It
was full ten minutes before Tiger Bronx
stirred. L :

Then he sat up dizzily and clasped his
head with hoth hands, the black re-
volvoer dropping unheeded 1n the grass,

“Ow " sa1d Mr. Bronx., “Wow ! My
cabeza! Wow!l I guess I've got a pain
in it, just a few, and then some more!
Wow [M

He sat and rocked, with his head in
his hands. Whatever might be the mys-
torious trouble between Tiger Dronx
and Mr. Jarvish—in which, apparcntly,
millions, if not billions of dollars wero
at stake—the gnangster was not thinking
of it now. That crash of his _hrad

TaE Macner LisRarY.—No. 1,383,



betwean Billy Bunter’s tremendous
weight asnd the hard, unsympathetio
sarth gave him somcthifig else to think
af. Oblivious of Bunter and Jarvish, he
sat and rocked, with his head in his
hands, and greaned decply and dismally.

sl e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Money Talks!

“ U:q !r;
R “Oh lor' 1"
“Run !’
“Oh erikoay !

Billy Bunter ran. e was as anxious
as Mrz. Jarvish to put a safe distance

between himself and the gangster. But
Bunter was no sprinter. And it wasz a
hot afterncon. e gasped for breath;
he puffed, snd he blew. Perspiration

oured down his fat face. Tt dimmed
ﬁia big spectacles. It trickled down his
neck, Bunter was warm and damp, rzmd
tired wad breathless, and his fat little
legs scemed to be crun‘tpli.nf; under him,

But he ran, and ran, with the plump,
sleek man still gripping los fat arm.
In what direction he was running, Bill
Bunter hardly knew till he ecmerge
from the shades of the waood into an
open green meadow. Across the fields,
in the distarce, he could sce the grey
old tower of Greyfriars Scheol over the
trec-tops. In his hurried flight he had
turned his buck on Clff House,

But he was not bothering about that,
Ha was not even thinking of tea! He
wasz only thinking that he was fatigued
and hreathless, and that there was
hardly a run left in his fat legs.

“Owl Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
“Oh dear !

He stopped and spluttered for breath,

“Run!” gosped Jarvish.

“We're all right now!”
Bunter. “Look here, we can
gight in that shed! Oh dear!

n & corner of the mcadow was an
open shed, & shelter for grazing cattle.
Luckily, there were no cattle in  the
meadow at the moment. Bunter did not
like cows. His limited range of vision
always made him uncertain whether a
cow was not a bull. He gasped his way
to the shed, the sleek man still holding
his arm, as if fearful of losing his guide.
Bunter rolled into tho shed, glad to get
out of tho hot sunzhine, and Jarvish re-
leased his arm at [ast.

“Oh  lor’ ! gurgled Dunter. He
mopped his streaming brow.

he sleck man prered from the open
side of the shed with uneasy watchful
eves, vidently he was in dire torror
of pursuit.

ut there was no sign of pursuit,

“Weo're zafe here!” gprunted Bunler.

DBunter was no hero. Dut he  was
hardly such a funk as the sleck man
obviously was. He had a feeling of
contempiuonus superiority, 1t was rather
a novelty for Bully Bunter to find him-
self in company with anyone mora
funky than himself! Morcover, Bunter
was in no special danger., MNow that ho
had time to think, he realised that
Bronx did not want him. e wanted
Jarvish, and seemed to want him
badly: but he dil not want anvbody
clza, Absenee of danger wasz exactly
tha thing to revive Bunter’s courago!
He mni}perl his fat brow, and blinked
ﬁmrnf:f Iy at the sleek, smooib-fuced

gurgled
get out of

“He—he 13 not coming ! panted
Jarvish.

“Who cares if he does?’ retorted
Bunter. “I'm jolly well not afraid of
him, ar his gun cither.”

“You've saved my life, my lad 1* spidl
tha sleek man. “You saved my life, by
jumping on him from the tree.”

Tae Maicxer Lisrary.—No. 1,383,
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Bunter blinked at him.

He was not at all sure that Mr.
Jarvish’a life had been in danger, And
most certainly he had not jumped on
the pangster from the tree. He had
fallan !

But Billy Bunter was not the man ta
disclaim any credit that came his way.
If thizs trembling fellow belioved that
Buonter had saved his life, and that the
fat Owl had deliberately jumped down
on the gangster for that noble purpose,
Bunter was not likely to undecerve him.

He blinked at Jarvish for a moment,
then he nodded cheerfully.

“It awos the only way !” explatned the
fat Owl airily. “I don't know whether
he was going to shoot———"

“"He was—ho was!” gasped Jarvish.

“Well, I jolly well stopped him ! said
Bunter complacently. “ Lot I ecared for
his gun!”

“"What were vou doing in the trec?
I never dreammed that anyone was
there"

Bunter paused a moment. .

Having obtained the credit of acting
ﬁmmptly, efficiently, and courageously,

e did not want to spoil the effect by
admitting that he had eclambered into
that elm because he had been frightoncd
by a foolstep 1n the wood !

But Billy Bunter was never at a losa
for a fih. Fibs, in fact, came mors
easily to him than facts, from long
habit 1

“h, bird's-nesting '™ he answered
calmly. “I was—was looking for a nest,
when JI—I saw you—apd=—and him !
And I thought I'd better barge in, you
know. Couldn't hang back when 3 man
was in danger. Not Greviriars style.”

“Greylriars?" repealed Jarvish, Ap-
parently he had never heard of that
celebrated scholastic establishment.

“ My school ' explained Bunter. ™Ii's
not far away! You can see it if you
put your head round the corner of the
shed.™

BMr., Jarvish did not put his head
round the corner of the shed. He
secmed to prefer to lkeop his sleek headl
ont of zight in the interior of tho shed !

But he was pulling himself together
now. He stood before Bunter, rubbing
his sleek, smooth hands together, like
the gentleman in the poerm who washed
his hands with invizible spzp in imper-
ceptible water,

“Ha will not find me here!®
breathed, “ But—when I go—a->"

“If wou're afraicl of the man, why
don't you go to the police?” asked
Bunter,

“Nou don't wnderatand !’

“I'll show you the way to the police
station if vou like.”

Mr. Jarvish shook his head.

He «did not zccm to regard the police
force as o uselul protection agoinst
Tiger Bronx and his little black re-
yolver!

*You don't understand 1 he repeatad,

“Rlessed 1if T do!” grunied Bunter.
“Well, I've got to got ofl ! I haven't
had my tea yet.”

Heo finished mopping his brow, and
restored an exceedingly damp hamdker-
chief to his pocket.

“ Please do not go——"'

“Oh rot!” grunted DBunter.
you I haven't had my tea !”

Bunter was not fecling
temper.

It was too lato now, after zo much
loss of time, to get to Cliff House. Even
if those heasts had staved there for tea,
it was ecoertain that tea would be aver
by this time.

And it was by no means certain that
Bunter could get back to Greyfriars
befora tea closed down in Flalll

Which wonld have been awfull The

he

“1 tell

in & good

despised doorsteps and dishwater wers
h1s only resource now.

“Htay—stay a moment!” Mr. Jarvish
caught at the fat arm again, “I am
ﬂl:_ntc & stranger in this locality—I had

riven & great distance before my car
was upset. I can remain here till dark,
but then—=*

= Logpo1” grunted Bunter.
“Are we near & road?”

“Friardale Lane, at the ond of this
meadow [ Le,ggn! I shall be late for
tea if I don’t hurry!” exclaimed the
exasperated Owl,

“Never mind that *

“What?’ howled Dunter,

“1—I mean—-"

* Look hera—"

“Will you get me a car? Not now—
but sfter dark? DBring it as necar as
you gap——"

Bunter bBlinked at him in amazement.

After dark the fat Owl of the Remove
would be in bed in his dormitory at

Groeyiriars, :
“Oh  ernikeyl”™  ejaculated  the
astonished Owl. “Of course I can't ™

“He will be hunting for me—and I

dare not leave this shed till dark!™
pleaded Jervish,

“Rot!™ grunted Bunter. “Catch me
breaking nds after lights out! I

don't think!
for the ear?

“I have money—ample money—I will
give you all you need, and more. That
15 no difficulty.'”

“0Oh I” said Bunter, impressed. Money
was always a difficulty with Billy Bunter,
owing to & scries of disappointments
about some postal orders he was always
e:p_ectmg}. but which never seemed to
arrive. He was rather interested in a
man to whom meney was no difficulty!

Iic remembered the talk he had heard
while hidden in the clm—talk of mil-
lions, indesd hillions! According to
what the gangster had said, this sleek,
smooth-faced fellow was a millionaire,
if not a billionaire !

Ha hardly looked it! Certainly his
clothies looked rather expensive. Bug
Billy Bunter would never have taken
him for a millionaire, much less a bil-

lionaire |

Porhaps Mr. Jarvish realised that
“money talls.” He shoved a hand into
his pocket and drew out a note-case.

Billy Bunter’s eves almost popped
through his spectacles as the sleck man
openod that note-caze and revealed tho
cantents.

It was stacked with banknotes arnd

curreney notes,

There were dozens of
DBunter, with starting eves, saw that
soine of the banknotes were of such de-
nomiinations as £50 and £100, as the sleck
man fumbled among them.

“ O eritkey ! Fasped Bunter.

And who's going to pay

both, and

E]f ma, mj{ ¥ 17 sant Jarvish,
“¥ou shall rot lose by itl Pay any-
thing {lﬂu like for the hire of a car!
Take this ™

e had not failed to note the breath-
less greed in Bunter's amazed fat face.

He took a bunch of pound notes from
the case, and, without even counting
them. held them out to Bunter.

“Oh crumbs ™ gasped the fat Owl,

His fat fingers closed on the wad of
notes. ‘T'here were fifteen or sixteen at
least.

Afoner talks!

It was not eazy for Nilly Bunter to
do as the gtranger wished. But Bunter
waz the man to make every effort to
oblige a perzon who could shell out

ound mnoles in  this open-handed
azhion.

Evidently the man, though he looked
like 2 manservant, was & millionaire, or
a billionaire, as the gangster had said.

Only a millionaire, at loast, could
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“ Help me, my boy ! ** said Jarvish pleadingly.
Get me & car | Pay anything you like for the hire of i 1 Here, take this I "
from his ease, and, without even countlng them, heid them ount to Bunter. ** Oh crumbs | ** gasped the fat Owl

have afforded to hand over cash to this
tunea.
* [—I—I say, I—I'll get you the car[”

gasped Bunter. “I—I'll do anything |”
“ After dark—"
“"Yes, ves."

“Naot a word to anyone—=

“Not a syllable.”

“Bring the Car &% BCAT A3 ¥OU Can,
and come here for me——"

::‘Ii"ea,"mt:her," s s

will give you fifty pounda.

“Oh c:rigey i

“You will do 1672

“Won't I just!l®

Billy Bunter crammed the curreney
notes into his pocket. e almost
wondered whether he was dreaming!
But the crisp rustle of the notes in his
fat hand was convincing! It was no
dream | It was gorgeous realily! ;

“Pay for the car and keep what is
left 1" said the sleck man, watching tha
greedy, fat face, “ Apd como——"

“What-he 1"

“I can rely on you i

“I've never let anyhody down yell®
said Bunter, with dignity. “You'll see
me &l right after dark | You bet!”

He rolled out of the shed.

Jarvish did not follow him out. He
remained in the darkest cormer of the
low building close by & pile of rather
smelly straw, under which he evidently
intended to dodge 1f he heard the sound
of & footstep. Billy Bunter, with a
beaming, fat face, walked away as if
ha wers walking on eir.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Whence the Wealth ?

ALLO, hallo, hallo I*
“What's up with Bunter "
Coming nto  IFriacdale
Lane, on their way to the
school, Harry Wharton & Co. sighted
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I'll do anything you jolly well 1ike I *

tha well-known figure of William
George DBunter.

The Famous Five had rather lingered
on their homoward way, late as they
already were for tea, wondering what
had become of the two men who had
digappeared into the wood, and whether
they would see or hear anything more
of them. .

But they had seen and heard nothing,
and at Jast they came cut into the lane
that led from the village of Friardalo
to Greyiriars School, and in  that
thoroughfare DBunter appeared in the
affing.

And they gazed st him!

Ilo excited their surprise and their
inkerest.

There was some sort of & change in
Billy DBunter.

Ie did not, for the momoent, observe
tha chums of the Remove,  They had
full leisure to gaze upon him befora his
oves and spectacles fell on them.

Bunter was not, as usual, pledding
like a tired snail. Ile was walking with
an clastic step, as if fearfully bucked
about somecthing. Thera was an
expansive grin on his fat face. It
oxtended almost from one ear to thoe
other—a  constderable  distance in
Bunier's caze! Jlis little round eves
shone behind lis big, round spectacies.
And, as the astonished juniors gazed,
Bunter, for & moment, broke nfo a
dancing step, and daneed along with
the case and grace of a rhinccoros.

“Well, my hat " said Harry Wharton
blankly. *What on carth has happened
to Bunter, you men ™ .

“Frightiully bucked!” grinned Dob
Cherry.

“The buckfulness is terrific.”

“IMas hiz postal order come at lasti®
chuckled Johnny Bull,

“0Oh erumhbs! Look
murmured Irank Nugent.

at  him 2

% | have money—sample money. I will give you all you nesd, and more |
The stranger took a bunch of

und notes
nIiI_-_

They locked ; they gazed; they stared !

Billy Bunter, evidently in a state of
great joy, was pirouetting in the middle
of the lane, grinning from ear to ear
along the whole length of his extonsive
mouth [ .

Apparently it was a dance of joy and

trinmph |

Obviously something had bucked
Bunier Lo a terrific extent!

“Halla, halle, hallo!” roared Bob

Cherry suddenly. “ Whet's the namo of
that game, Dunter ¥

“Qh!” gasped Bunter, startled. He
ceased to hop and twirl, and blinked
round, staring at the chums of the
Remove. "1 say, you fellows—"

“What's the jolly old glad tidings?”
askoed Bob, as tho riut‘ni::-rs. came up to the
fat Owl, quite curious to know what had

cavsed this outbreak of irrepressible
glec.
“Eh
“Clome into a forfunce®’ grinned Bob.
Hidh! Yesl®

“Whi-a-a-t?"

« L exactly a fortune,” said Bunter.
*But—" Ilo paused and blinked nt
the surprised juniors. **The fact 15—
or-—"" Punter pavsed again, while his
fat brain evolved tho ™ fact.”

He had promised Me. Jarvish to say
no word about him—not a syllable. s
intended to keep that promize. INot
merely because a promise ought to be
kept, but it suited Runter to keep this
parbticular pledgo.

He was in possession of unaceustomned
funds1  llo was shortly going to bo In
possession of still preater funds. Cer-
fainly he was not going to admit that
e had accepted a pecuniary reword
from a stranger for a service rendered,
He had far more impressive ways than
thal of accounting for his new woealih.
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“There's & whopper coming!® re-

marked Johnny Bull, with a grin. “I
can s¢e it in his eyel He's making
it up M

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh, really, Bull! Bunter blinked
at Johnny disdainfully,. "I say, you
fellows, the fact i1s—iz—the fact is, I
mentioned to you, 1 believe, that 1 was
expecting & postal order I

1 bal-mvg you did I grinned Bob.

“The believefulness is terrific,”

“1 seem to have heard something of
the sort 1 chuckled Nugent.

“Well, it's come, that's sll!” said
Bunter. " Rather a decent remittance
from one of my titled relations.”

“l knew he was making up a
whopper [* remarked Johnny Ball,

“Beast! Look here ™

Bunter shoved a fat hand into his
pocket. He drew 1t out again full of
currcncy notes,

“Look] ” he said contemptuously,
“Secing is believing, I suppose.”

The juniors lu’?‘]f-nﬁd at thé}twa%hﬂf

ey clare e
They could hardly be]ievg

und notes |
linked |
their eyes,

Thera were fellows in the Remove who
could produce occasionally a fstful of
currency notes, such as the Bounder or
Lord Mauleverer or Monty Newland.
But such fellows, naturally, were rare.
And TBIII%Bunter was not one of them.
If Billy Bunter was ever in possession

of a single pound note 15 was a day, =o
to upeanf. to be marked with a white
stona! Now he was in

E;OS?EEEEGII of
more than a dozen! Only that afterncon
Bunter had been making vain attempts
up snd down the Remove to borrow
half-a-crovmn on tho strength of an
expected postal order! And now—-

o desire to show off, to prove that
he really had lots and lots of money was
much too strong for Bunter to resist—if
he had ti'.mitght. of resisting it |

ith & fat grin, ha flourishad that
fistful of Treasury notes under the
ns&nmuhed eves of the five.

Look at that | he sneered,

B:HB that real money 1" gasped Johnny

“Ek? You silly ass, of course it is 1"
hooted Bunter. “Think I made it
mysalf 1

“Then whose iz it

Bunter disdained to answer that
question. He shoved the wad of notes
back ints his pocket, and looked at
Johnny Bulll He looked first at his
feet, allowing his scornful gaze to rise
slowly to his faco—ihen to sink again
to hig feet—then to rise again to his
surprised countenance. This was what
Bunter called lacking a fellow up and
down, and he was persuaded that 1t_had
& withering and crushing effeet on the
victim,

Johnny Bull, however, did not look
either withered or crushed. Ho only
atarfﬁ]

“What are you making those funn
faces for 7" he asked. | © 7

Bunter snorted |

Turning on his heel, he walked on
towards the school.

The Famous Five stared after him.
Then they followed him. They were
not only surprised. They were rather
unaasy.

“ Look here, Dunter——! began Harry
Wharton.

“Rats to you!” said Bunter over his
fat shoulder,

“Where did you get all that money ¥

" All that money I mimicked Bunter.
“It's only sixteen pounds! T dare say
ik seems a lot to you! VYou're poor”

“Well, sixteen pounds does seem
rather a lot of money to me,” said the
captain of the Romovo.
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“Tt would I"* sneered Bunter.

“Did you find it somewhere 1

“You silly ass 1™ :

“You at chump!”  exclaimed
Wharton impatiently, *you've got into
trouble before for fancying that ﬁndmgs
were keepinga! A fellow whe finds

money isn't allowed to keep it! The
police call it stealing 1% )
“I never found it, you fathead!

snorted Bunter.

“Then where did you gel it?" _

“{h, my postal order came,? said
Bunter carelessly.

“ A postal order for sixtecn pounds
roared Bob Cherry, :

“I—I mean s cheque!” said Bunter
hastily. *“DBeing too much to send in
a postal order, my pater made 1t a

cheque, seal’”’ .
‘?%\Iat much differonce between a
gﬂstal order

1?‘1

and a chequel!l” snid
ohnny Bull sarcastically. " And you've
just cashed the cheque®™

*That's 1t 12

“ After the bank was closed ©%

“Eh*

“"You knocked them up, I suppose?”
asked Johnny, with intensified sarcasm.

“]—I—1 mean——"

“Well, what do you mean, DBunter?”
asked Harry Wharton quietly. * There's
no bank nearer than Courtfield, and you
weren't coming from Courtfield when
we zaw vou. And the bank was closed
there hefore we came out of class this
afternoon, anyhow,2

“I—I mean, it—it wasn’t exactly a
cheque ! stammercd Bunter. * What 1
meant to say was, I've had a registered
letter, Being too much to send In a
postal order, and—and the bank being
closed after class, my pater put it n a
registered letter, seel™

“Ch, great pip !

“Not that it's any bizney of yours”
said Bunter independently. “Sixteen
pounds isn't so much to me as it i3 to
vou fellows! ¥You'd jump for joy if
vou got a tip of a fiver! What's a fiver
to me T2 '

“ You blithﬂrin%‘ idiot,” said Harry.
“¥ou haven't had a registered letter.
The post was in before we went over
to Chiff Housze.™

" And vou wersa rmting after & letter
and there wasn't one for you,” said
Johnny Bull.

“Ohl I-1 mean—" Bunter
stammered. “I'd forgotten—I mean—
that is to say, it wasn't exacily a
regtﬁtcred letter, Tho fact js—"

*Let’s hear the facts 1’ grinned Bob.
“I mean tho latest facts1”

“The fact 1s, my uncle—"

" YVour uncle?®

“¥es, my uncle sent his valet down
with _the moncy—*"

*Not your pater i gasped Wharton.

“0Oh! I=I mean my pater| Not my
uncle—my pater! He sent his butler
down specially with the money.”

“His butler?” gurgled Bob.

“I mean his valet! I mean my
valot 1M

“Your valet? roared the Famous
Five,

Cireviriars fellows had heard much
of the glories of Bunter Court. But
they had not heard before that Billy
Bunter had a valet at home when he was

at that gorgeous residence. Even the
wealthy Bounder did not have a valet
of his own! Lord Mauleverer was the

only fellow in the Remove, in fact, who
had a “"man."

“ My valet 1" said Bunter firmly, “Wa
live rather in style st Bunter Court,
yvou know!l ¥You fellows would hardly
understand, hving in the poor way vou
do at your humble homes®

“Oh erikey 12

“That's how it was,” eaid Bunter,

warming to the work, as it were. What
the fat Owl lacked in veracity, he made
up in imagination. “Bwank’ was
seeond nature to Dunter,

Hitherto, the glories of Bunter Court
had seemed a little doubtful—more than
o little doubtful; for 1% wag a re-
markable fact that none of the immense
wealth of that great establishment ever
got o far as Greyiriars. .

MNow, however, Bunter was m
possession of wealth]! He had sixteen

gunds, and if the sleek gentleman kept
ﬂiu word, he was going to have fifty
more | 1 ]

With such sums in hand to prove his
statements, Bunter saw no reason why
he should not spread himself a little,

B0 he "apreag -

“It’s no bizney of gnurs, but T don’t
mind telling you,” said Bunter, blinkin
at the astounded juniors. “ I mentione
to my pater that I should want some
cash, and he sent my man Pilkingion
down with it.”

“Your—your man  Pilkington!Z
stutterad Bob.,
“Yes! That's alll"

Bunter rolled on towards the gates
of the school, now in sight. Harry
Wharton & Co. locked after him and
looked at one another. :

*“Whet has that blithering idict been
up to?” asked Harry blankly.

“ Pinching ! said Johnny Bull.

“Ho must have found the money
somew herg—2

“The howling ass (2

“He will get into trouble over thisl"
said the captain of the Remove. “The
money can't ba his own or he would tell
the truth about it, If he's picked up
somebody’s purse, he will have to take
it to Quelch, to be sent to the polica
station.” .

He ran after Bunter, and caught him

at the gates. He grabbed the fat Owl
by the shoulder.

“Lomsor  growled B I

“Leggo ™ prow unter. s
haven*gt had my tea yet ¥

“Where did you get that money?!™

“"I've told youl n't you tzke a
fellow’s word? exclaime Bunter
angrily. “My valet—"

“¥ou howling ass ™

L2

},r man, vyalsingham, brought it
thiz afternoon——-=nm:"

“Walsingham %

“Yes! Now lemme alone.”

Billy Bunter jerked his fat shoulder
mwﬁh and bolted into the quad. He
headed at once for the school shop!
With money to slpmd, that was Billy
Bunter’as inevitable destination,

Wharton could only stare. Certainly,
he ¢ould hardly take a fellow's word,
as Buntér expressed it. He was not
likely to believe that that sum of money
had arrived in the shape of a postal
order, & cheque, a registered letter,
and hard cash carried by a valet named
Pilkingten and slso  Walsingham
Without being of a suepicious or dis-
trustful nature, he felt that that was
ﬁ.EIﬂI‘l%‘ rather too much of any fellow's
credulity |

Still, as Bunter had said, it was no
business of his; and having done all
hoa could, he had to leave the fat Owl
to his own devices,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something Like 3 Spread!

i Y treat!” said Billy Bunter.
M “1Ia, ha, hal”
“0Oh, reallr, 7you
lowg—
“Now tell us another funny story ™
suggested the Bounder,

fal-

L]



“(Oh, really, S3mithy—=""

" Whera's FIn'Imﬂ:,f'.?;!r asked Skinner,
looking round ths tuckshop. Ii
Bunter's gc-mg to stand treat, Mauly
will be wanted,”

“Ha, ha, ha!? .

There were a pood many fellows in
Mrs, Mimble's little shep, in the corner
behind the elms when Bunter rolled in.

It was too late for tea in Hall; but
Bunter, in possession of cash, regarded
tea in Hall with ineffable disdain,

Bunter was geing to give an order in
the school 3110% that would make Mrs.
Mimble open her eyes wide,

When Bunter had money he was the
follow to make it fly, And on the rare
occasions when he had a supply of cash,
Bunter was & liberal and open-handed
fellow. He liked to feed himself, and he
liked to see other fellows feed.

Had Bunter hesn & wealthy fellow,
like Mauly or Smithy, he would have
been s wonderfully good customer at
the tuckshop; snd not only he, but
every fellow who took the trouble to be
civil to him, would have lived on the
fat of the land,

There was really nothing mean sbout
Bunter. Fisher T. Fish liked money
simply because it was money and loved
to hoard it and count it and gloat over
it. Bunter liked it only because of what
it would buy, chiefly in the edible line.
Bunter always considered himself en-
titled to barge in at enybody’s spread.
But it had to be admitted that, if
Bunter hnd more than he could park, he
was ready and willing to whack out tha
superfluity. Now, rolling in money for
onee, he wag preparcd to stand general
troat.

But it was seldom, very ecldem, that
Bunter had anything left over. It was
not uncommon for him to offer s
“treat.”  But an unsuspicious fellow
who accepted the generous offer was
likely to be left with a bill to foot. 5o
when the fat Owl announced to & crowd
of & dozen fellows that it was his treat,
there was & pgeneral chuekle. The
Remove fellows knew Bunter's treate!
They had been there befors, as it were!

“Mauly's not here!” grinned Squiff.
“So there's nothing doing !”

“0Oh, really, Fiel A

Bunter blinked round indignantly.

“1 say, you fellows, I've zaid it's my
treat! Order anything you jolly well
like, and leave it to me.”

“lear, hear I chortled the Bounder.
#And then you'll suddenly find that
vou've left your money in your study ™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Beast ¥

Bunter rolled up to the counter.
There be planted hiz fat form on a high
gtoal. o drew n dish of jam taris
towards him for & beginning.

Mre. Mimble was serving Templa of
the Fourth. But she had an eye on
Runter, It was necessary to keep am

eye on Bunter when foodstuffs were in

o offing.

“Tion't touch those tarts, Master
Bunter ! snapped Mrs. Mimble,

“Oh, really, ma'am—"

“TLeavo them alone at once !”

“Can't I buy jam tarts if I like?”
hooted Dunter.

“¥ez, if vou pay for them ' said Mrs.
Mimble, with asperity. “But I have
told you befors, many times, that I will
not give you credit, Master Bunter!”

“Who wants credit ¥ snorted Bunter,
“T.ook there!™

Ha threw o couple of pound notez on
the counter,

“0h 1 ejaculated Mrs. Blimhle.

She picked up the currency wnotes.
She put on her glasees to look at them.
Eeally, she seemed fo have a douwbt
whether they were genuine, Seldom
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did the Owl of the Remove throw money
about 1n this style.

However, the notes were obvipusly
genuine. Somewhat impressed, the
good dame dismissed asperity from her
LELNTS

“What can I get for vou, Master
Bunter ¥ she asked.

Gobble, gobble !

Bunter did not reply for a moment.
his mouth was full of jam tart. But he
bolted the tart, like an oyster, and
gasped out an order. It was a large
order | While Mrs. Mimble was giving

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS.

No. 11.—PERCY BOLSOVER,

(The Bully of the Remove Form.)

Our lightning artist 13 getting better
and better every weck., what? We
don't know what DBattling Bolsover
himself will think of this cartoon, but
we've got a very good idea !
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Hesre'a a man of mighty muscles,
Victor of a thousand scrapsl

{But, of couras, these thousand tussles
Were with Third Form chaps !}

Bolsover, tha heavy bully,

Haa, of late, grown rather tamae.
But at one times Bolsy Tully

Earnad hiz rotien name.
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attention to it, Bunter gave his atten-
tion to the dish of tarts. A dozen or o
tarts were merely a light hors-d'ocuvre
to Rilly Bunter!

The other fellows looked at him.
fkinner rather repented his litile joke.
This locked like tﬂe genuing thing !

“My only hat!” said Vernon-Bmith.
“Has your jolly old postal order come,
Fattyi™

“Eh? Yes!” Duonter, jammy and
sticky and happy, blinked round. “I
say, vou fellows, I mean it! Pile in,

anvoody who likes,™

H

“Rolling in it, what?" asked Squiff,
staring,

“Oht Yes! Pile in!”

“Well, that's jolly decent of you,
Bunter, old man,” said Bkinner cor-
dially. “I don't mind if I do.”

“Bame here!” grinned Snoop.

“Well, it’s about time Bunter stood &
spread ! remarked Hazeldene, and he
began to help himself,

High time!* said Htott. “I'll have
that cake, Mras. Mimble.” _

“Cream puffs for me !” said Wibley.

“Mine's chocolate eclairs,” said BMacky
Desmond, “and more power to yere
elbow, Bunter darling!” p

Mrs. Mimble was kept quite busy for
& time. But she was not too busy to
keep a running account, with a stump of
pencil, on & shest of wrapping-paper!
She knew her Bunter! ]

“That will ba two pounds !** said Mrs.

Mimble suddenly.
the Bounder. “And

“Alas ' sighe

I haven't started.” ) )
Smithy,” said

old chap !

“That's all right, &
Bunter. “Anything vou like, ]
Leave it to me. Let me know when 16
tots up to fve quids, ma'am !” )

“0h, Christopher Columbus!” ejacu-
lated the Bounder. i

“Hem !” said Mrs. Mimbla,

Bunter wnderstood that *“Hem!”
With e disdainful snort, ho jerked three

more pound notes from iz pocket, and
threw them down.

“Dear ma!*” said Mrs, Mimble. And
her own jam and honey were not aweeter
than her manner to William Gborge
Bunter now.

A five-pound feed was rather a record
in the Greyfriars tuckshop! Billy
Bunter, for onece, was a popular cus-
tomer there !

“Deo I sleep, do I dream, do 1 wonder
and doubt, are things what they seem,
or ars visions about?” guoted FPeter
Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha I*

“Good old Bunter !” ]

“Where on earth did he get it from?”
asked Vernon-Smith, in wonder. Tha
Bounder, wealthy as he was, never stood
five-pound feeds, and perhaps he was
not quite pleased at being, as it were,
cutewanked. “Have you been holding
up a bank, Bunter "

“0h, really, Smithy 14 .

“I wonder if Mauly's lost his note-
case ' remarked Smithy.

“Ha, ha, hal¥

“Why, you cheeky beast!” roared
Bunter ind!;guu.nl;lg. “Think nobody's
got any money but you? I've a jolly
good mind to punch your nose I

“Woll, what doocs it mean, anvhow?V
demanded the Bounder. “A few houra
age you were trying to stick me for
half-a-crown. ow vyouw're chucking
pound notes right and left ™

“T've had n remittance——"

“You haven't!” said tha Bounder
coolly.,  “There was nothing for you
when the post came in ! o

“0Oh, my hat!” said Petor Todd.
say, Bunter—" Heg remembered
Bunter’s problem of not much more than
un hour ago. Obvicusly it was since
then that the fat junior had come into
possession of so much cash that he
could afford to throw away five pounds
in the tuckshop. It was undoubtedly
very remarkable.

“Tt's all right, you ass!” grunted
Bunter. “My valet—="

“Your whatter?”

“My man Partington—="

“Your man Partington!” repeated
Peier dazedly.

“Yes. I've told vou before that I
have & valet at home, when I'm home
for the holidays—"
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“"You've tolkl me so, cortainly!”
gasped Peter, _ .
"You never believed me! said

Bunter accusingly,

) w_lully well didn't !* ngreed Peter.

“Well, perhaps you'll believe mo
now ! snecred Bunter.  “ Partington
came down this afternoon with some
. eash for me, And—and here it is.”

Peter blinked! He did not believe
ihat Bunter had a *man ® at home, like
Mauly, and he had never heard of Par-
fington! DBut, as Bunter said, there it
was! There was the cash! If seeing
was believing, that settled it

“ Well, my only summer bonnet !* said

Poter.
! “Pile in, you fellows!” said Bunter.
‘Don't spare the grub!  ¥ou necdn’t
worry about keeping it down io five
pounds, Mra, Mimble! I don’t eare
what it runs to! I mean it, you fellowa |
Dash it all,” said Bunter recklessly,
“why shouldn't a fellow spend money
when he's got lots ¥

“Bravo!” said Skinner.

“Good old Bunter ! said Snaop.

“Giood old fat man!” said DBolsover
major. “You shut up, Emithi—:,mu'm
not tho ﬂnIiJ' pebble on the beach, I
can jolly well tell you !”

It was a great and glorious feed! Tt
was a record—in fact, it broke all
records! Fellows, far and wide, heard
of what was going on, and came in to
win up. Not only Removites, but
fellows of other Forms, honoured Bunter
with their company, and their loyal mllip'
port in getting rid of the foodstuffa.
Seldom had Mrs. Mimble's little estab-
lishment been o swarmed. Most of the
fellows had had theixr tea. But most of
them were prepared to have another—
some wers willing to pack away two or
thres !

Hobson came in with a bunch of Shell
fellows, Five or six of the Fourth
rallied round Bunter. Fags of - the
Third and Second barged In for what
they could get. Bunter ate steadily sll
the time. But the time came when even
Billy Bunter could pack away no more.
He was breathing very hard when he
had finished. And when Mrs. Mimble
announced, m an awed voice, that the
total for that tremendous spread came
to eeven pounds, Gfteen shillings snd
ningpence, thers was quite & hush in the
crowded tuckshop, But Billy Bunter
paid up carelessly, told Mrs, Mimble to
give the change to her little boy, and
rolled aut—d}amm ,» sticky, and fecling
in the mood of the classical gentleman
of old, wha was like to strike the stars
with hia sublime head.

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Bunter in the Bpotlight!

ILLY BUNTER was the cynosura

B of all eyea in tha Greyiriars
Remove that evening.

In Study No. T at prep, FPeter

Todd eyed him with great curiosity and

some uneasiness. When he rolled down

the passage after prep, every fellow
thers eved him. In the Rag, where
most the Hemove gathered for the

interval between prep and dorm, all eyes
were on_him. Generally, the unimport-
anca of Dunter was unlhimited. Now he
seemed, all of a sudden, to have cap-
tured all the limelight that was going.

_ That tremendous and expensive spread
in tha tu-cfs-:shn}p was not his only surpris-
ing exploit. Hearing that Bunter had
nﬂ.sh.'FIEhEr T, Fish hunted him ouk, with
& c¢laim for o shilling which, he guessed
and reckoned, Bunter had owed him for
whola terms. Bunter, with disdain,
paid the shilling, Encouraged by that
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amazing incident—for it was seldom
indeed that Billy Bunter was known to
square—several other fellows remem-
bered ancient loans, and put in a claim
for the same, and they were promptly
llqujdu!;ed. !

Chat, as it were, put the lid on!

Micky Desmond gazed at a half-
erown which he had never expeocted to
see again, as if it were the ghost of &
half-erown!  Wibley declared that he
was going to keep the cighleenpence,
just repaid by Bunter, under & pglass
caso | Fellows wondered almost
dizzily whether, after all, Bunter
Court was a real place, with a local
habitation and a name! They even
wondered whether DBunter’s “man”
was real! For unless Bunter's man
had brought sll that cash from Bunter
Court, as the fat Ow] declared, whenco
had it been derived?

Bunter rolled into the Rag, with his
fat little noso in the air, quite consciocus
of the sensation he had made, and
fully enjoying it.

Limelight did not often come hia way
—and he enjoyed it all the more on
that account.

Indeed, under the influence of his
remarkable imagination, Bunter him-
self almost believed in the yarn ha was
spinning.

Iake mn actor who “saw ® himself in
a part, Bunter playved the role of &
wealthy fellow who had only to drop
& line home, for his “man ” to he sent
down with a munificent supply of eash.

Certainly, there was ong little diffi-
culiy  Billy Bunter belonged to the
class of persons who, proverbially,
should have good memories. And he
had rather s bad one.

He was nover at 8 loss for a fib;
but for that very reason he hardly ever
made hig fibs fit together. He told 1o
many to be able to keep them all in
.

And fellows who were willing to
belicve that Bunter had a valet, could
hardly believe that that valet's name
was  Pilkington, Walsingham, and
Partington! It would really have been
more judicious for Bunter to give his
“man ™ one name, and stick to 161 Bat
that would have meant taking thought
l—_-and thinking was not in Bunter's
e,

That Bunter was lying—as usual—
few fellows could dﬂrll{lt«- But thers
was no doubt about the cash!

Bunter had the cashl Ie ecould
hardly have pinched it! It wasz un-
likely that he could have found it!
But he had it |

It was, however, growing smaller b
degrees, ond beautifully less! anf
the 5upp[ly had gene in the tuckshop.
Quite a lot more had gone in liguid-
ating ancient debts.

Bunter suddenly found that he had
only two pounds left, and remembered
that he had to pay tho hire on the
car ho was to take along to the lane
by iles’ meadow that night. Not
that it mattered, for if Mr. Jarvish
was az good as hiz word, he was
poing to roll in still Iarﬁer supplies of
money soon. DBut for the moment he
realisad that he had to be a little care-
ful. S0 when, in the Rag, Vernoo-
Smith came up te him. and held cut a
hand, with a request that the fat Owl
should Elpm thirty shillings therein,
Bunter blinked at him and shook his
head, ]

“¥You've had thirty bob from me
this term!™ satd the Bounder., *1
never expected to fee it again; buf if
vou're squaring other fellows, I'm not
goin’ to be left out, sec i’

“TNemind me  to-morrow ! said
Bunter haughtily. “T can eettla up

veur measly thirty bob out of fifty
pounds, I hope.”
&I:ﬂh EI:ﬂ"“::i
¥ unds
Emithy.pﬂ
“Certainly |*

You're goin' to have
to-morrow ! velled

Bunter
calmly,

“And where are you going to get

“'f," asked Tom Redwing, Eviﬁga amile,
Where I got the Jlast,” answered

Bunter—which, if the sleek man was
a5 good.as his word, was trie enough.

“Your man brin%{ing it down in &
lorry i asked Squiff.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at 1" said Bunter, blinking round at
2 erowd of surprised and grinning
faces through his big spectacles. “I've
let them know at home that I shall
want some money for the vac. They're
sending me some. That's all about it.”

“We'll all line up and see it handed
over | grinned Hazeldene,

“The scefulness will probably not be
terrifie.” ]

“The fact is, Jerningham will not
be coming to the echoo f_ said DBunter

i

answered

hastily. "I shall meet him at—at the
station.™

“Jerningham 1 shrieked Bob
ﬂl:f::‘l;‘j".

. Yes, my man Jerningham——"
‘Wot Pilkington 1" howled Boh.

“Or Walsingham?? asked Ha
Wharton i
“0r Partington? roared Pet
Todd. e

“How many wvalets have you pgot,
Bunter '" asked Nugent. “Do 7you

keep a whole army of them st Bunter
Court 1
:Hﬂ. ha, ha "

I—I—1 mean—" stammered
Eunter.

“Well, what do vou mean? asked
Smithy.

“I—I mean, I never remember the
names of menials,? explained Bunter.
“You zee, we have s0 many at Bunter
Court——23

“I don’t think I

“Well, vou'll jolly well see " aniffed
Bunter. “I may let Walsingham—TI
mean, Partington—that is to say,
Jerningham—come aloag to the school
and let you see him! Perhaps!"

‘The perhapsfulness 13
posterous |’

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“¥ahl" retorted Bunter.

Wingate of the Sixth looked inte the

pre-

Ra?. That was the signal for “ dorm.”
Billy Bunter's fat face was a little
worried as he marched off to the

Remove dormitory with the Form.

After the feast eame the reckoning!
He had “Hblued” most of h!ﬂ.
Jarvizsh'a generous supply of cash. It
yet remained to perform the servige
for which that cash had been handed
over.

The more Bunter thought of tha
prospect the lesz he liked it

In the first place he was a sound
sleoper—rthe Heven Sleepers of Ephesus
had nothinz on Bunter in that line!
Ha was not at all sure rhat he would
remain awake, or wake up asgain if
ke once dropped off to zleep.

In the sccond place, it was an execed-
ingly risky business to break school
bounds after ligits out. and micant a
floceing 1f he was caught.

In the third place, he had to walk to
Courthicld to get a car for Mr. Jarvish
—and & walk across a dark commen
was not atltractive, ;

Altogether Burter did not like the
idea at all.

It is even possible that he might have
et the hapless Mr. Jarvish down, but
for one important coneideration.



eried Wharion,

felt it—when his legs came In contaet with it

That consideration was the promised
fift Eiumldat ,

uch & sum, for such a service, was
not only munificent—it was extrava-
g magnificent! Only the fact that
Mr. Jarvish was in & state of hopeless
funk, and the other fact that he
reemed to have more money than he
knew what to do with, accounted for
such a promised reward.

Bunter did not like the idea; but he
made up his fat mind to it! Fifty
Enm;ds was not ¢o be picked up every

8y

And when he showed off such & sum
as ﬁ.ftg ounds, even the most hard-
ened doubting Thomas in the Eemove
would have to belisve in the unlimited
weslth of Bunter Courtl That pro-
spact, at least, was attractive !

Billy Bunter turned in with the rost;
but as he intended shortly to turn out
agein, he did not ftake the trouble to
undress,

A fellow who went to bed with his
clothoe on could hardly fail to excite
remark—even if Bunter had not been
the cynosure of all eyes already!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that
game, Bunter 1* exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Going to bed in your clobber?”

“0Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Buntor
angrily “If Wingate hears you——™"

Wingate was in the passege outside,
tolking to Gwynne of the Sixth, while
the Remove turned in. Certainly, the
prefect would have wanted to know
the reason if he had been aware that a
junior wos poing to bed with his
clothes on

“ But what—" exclaimed Nugent,

"“Shut up, I tell youl”

“Is the fat idiot going to gebt up
again 1" exclaimed Peter Todd., *'Got

EVERY SATURDAY

| \.. .
As Bupter heard the chums of the Remove scrambling out of bed, he made a leap for the dormitory door.

hands and knees.

any stunt in your silly head about
breaking bounds, Bunter 1" _

“0Oh, no! Certainly not!” said
Bunter hastily. * Catch me walking to
Courtfield in the middle of the night!”

“You're going to Courtficld 12 gasped
Pater. 3

“No!"" howled BDunter. “I've just
paid I'm not! I say, you fellows, do
shut up:; Wingste mfl o nosing in in
a8 minute !

Bunter drew the bedeclothes carefully
over him, to conceal the fact that he
was gfill fully dressed, even to his
gehoes. There was nothing suspicious
io meat Wingate's eye when he came in
to put thanﬁ hts out. Nobody, eer-
tainly, wanted to give Bunter away fo
a prefect, whatever his mysterious
intentions might be. But every fellow
in the dormitory was surprised end
intarested.

Wingate put out the light, closed the
door, and went. The door had hardly
closed on him when & dozen voices
addressed Bunter.

Bnore |

That was the fat CIw]': only answer.

PBunter considered b judicious to
affect slumber. He snored |

“ Bunter, vou assg——

fBunter, you fathcad—"

"What's itho littls game, Bunteg "

Snore !

“Loolk here, Bunter—"

Bnore !

Tho Removites had to give it up. A
Tittle laler Billy Bunter's affected snore
chonged into the fﬂ-ﬂuil]ﬂ- article. For-
getful of the hapless Jarvish shulking
m Mr. Giles' cowshed and waiting {or
tha promised car, forretful oven of the
fifty pounds' reward, Billy Bunter slept
and suorad,

i3

‘“* Bag him ! **

leading the rush. In the gloom, Wharton did not observe the overturned chair that lay in his way. But he
“‘ Whoop I ** he howled, as he took a header over if, and came down on his

THE TERTH CHAPTER.
A Breaker of Bounds!

O0M !

B The last stroke of twelve
came through the silunce of the
summer night.

Billy Bunter's eyes opened.

He blinked in the darkoecss of the
dormitory.

Generally Bunter, once asleep, was
safe till rising-bell. Certainly the boom
of the hour from the clock-tower had
never awakoned him. IPerhaps the fack
that ke was sleeping in his clothes mada
him morc restless than usual, Porhaps
it was o vivid dream in which he was
being chased up and down woodland
paths Dby  innumerable  hard-faced
gangsters, all of them avned with black
ravolvers—a dream made sll the more
vivid by the remerkable curgo of food-
etuffs he had packed mway. That cargo
was g0 large and so varied that many
of the items did nol agree with other
1toms.

Anvhow, Buuter awoko at mudnight.

He Dblinked round haw,  shivering.
Hiz dreams had been  peopled by
ferovious pangsters, and he almost ox.
pected to seo tho face of Tiger Broma
staring at him from the shadows.

“Oh loc’ 1" murmured DBunter.

116 did not know how late it was,
but he foli that it was later than half
pask ten—the timo at which he had in
tended o turp out,

He sob wupe

Never had ho felt less inclined to turn
out of bed. It was a fine, starry, sum.
mer's mnight.  There was a bright,

(Continued on puge 16.)
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“You [ai Owl!
out of bed®”
“ Nothing, old chajp.
%ﬂﬁi asleep.”
“YWha-a-t I
“I—I mean, I'm

I'm not out of

just going off to

y: sleep, if you fellows will keep guiet. I
¢ wish

vou wouldn't make such & row,

G pabbling like a lot of jackdaws at this

(Continued from page 13.)

ﬁlimmerin of starlight at the high win-
ows of dormitory. But tha fine-
negs of the night did not tempt Bunter
out. He did not want to get up. Very
'‘much_indeed he did not want to get
up. "He had promised to get a car after
darlk, and take it along to Giles
meadow. Buot
After all, had the sleck man stayed
thera all thiz time? It wa:z almost un-
imaginable that any mean, in howsoever
blua a funk, could have stuck it in a
cowshed anll those hours, afraid to stir
out, Buppose he had oleared off, and
ad only his trouble for his
pains? There would be no fifty pounds,
in that case. Loo et it from that
gﬂmt of view, EIHL unter was power-
ully tempted to g hiz fat head om
the pillow aﬂm, and eink back into the
embrace of Morpheus.

But ho manfully resicted that tempta-
tion. Even to Billy Bunter a promise
amounted to somathing.

And, though his desire to remain in
made him argue that Jarvish had
probably cleared off, he felt that it was
not so. He remembered the sleek
man’s horrid terror of the gangster.
Whatever the ious explanation
might be, it was clear that Jarvizh did
not believe that the police could pro-
tect him, and trusted only in flight and
hiding.

At the bottom of his fat heart Billy
Bunter had not the slightest doubt that
the wretched man was still skulking in
the cowshed waiting to be fetched away
in a cer. Once inside s car he could
show a clean pair of heels {o the man
who was hunting him. But he dared
oot leave his hiding-place in quest of
a ¢ar. He relied on Bunter, and his
%:ummd raward for help was princely.

unter suppressed =& gmzm, and
gnm;ﬁd himself out of bed. It had to

It was Bunter’s intention to inove
quietly and pteslthily, and get out with-
out awakening any of the Removites.
He did not want to be asked questions.
But between intention and the carryin
out thereof there was a great gul
fxed.

. Bunter's first proceeding was to bump
into & bed; his next to knock over a
chair. was not & cat to ses in the
dark, ¢o perhaps it was natursl that he
should catch his foot in the overturned
chair, and land on the floor of the dor-
mitery with a heavy bump. And a
fellow who bumped sguddenly and unex-

tedly on a hard floor eould hardly

expected not to notify the same with
a startled howl. DBunter’s startled howl
awole all the echoes of the Remove
dormitory.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1” eame o sleopy
voice from Bob Cherry's bed.

“Is that Bunter?” asked Harry
Wharten, sitting up, and peering round
in the dimness.

Bunter scramblad to his foet.

“Oh, no!” he gasped. “I'm not up
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time of night” .
“Js that howling ass going to bresk

staring at Bunter in the gloom.

He could just maka out tha fat figure,
and it was obvious that Bunier was not
1rn -

“Oh, really, Bmithy——m>"

“"lhat’s why he kept his clobber on,”
said Dob Charry. Bunter, you zilly
ass, get back to bed !

“"Bhan't! I mean,
boed. "

“I can see you, vou blithering Owl1*
hooted Bob.

"Well, mind your own braney ! sasid
Bunfer. “I suppose I can bresk out if
I like. RBesides, I'm not bresking out.
I'm not going to Courtfield, I'm not
going out at all, I haven't an ap?uint-
ment with anybody, or anything of that
kind. How could I have? You fallows
shut up and go to eleep, before vou
wake wup Quelch or some beastly
prefect.”

“Look here, Bunter!™ szaid Harry
Wharton. “Have a hittle sense, old faf,
man. You'll get spotted, and get into
& fearful row.”

“Un before the Head in the mornin’,™
rinuga the Bounder, “Gosling sent
or to hoist you—=>"

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter,

“Two dozen from the beak’s birch.”

"Dh Iﬁl" !u

“Better go back to bed,” chuckled

Mugent,

“J-—Jt=]—— T'd rather go back to
bed,” gas;mr] Bunter. The visign of
being “up before the Head " in the
morning was terrifying to the fat Owl.
Lo BL{EI,I vou eee, I c-c-can’t.”

(1] T l
\?'Fha.rtﬂrn.

“"Well, & promise is a promise,” said
Bunter.

That answer caused half a dozen fel-

I'm nat out of

cen't  you?”  demanded

lows to sit up in bed and peer at the h

fat Ow!l in the dim dormitcry.

“¥ou've promised somebody to go

out to-night?” cxclaimed Wharton.
. "Oh, nol!” stammered Bunter, realis-
ing that he was saying too much. “Not
at all., Neothinz of the kind, wou
know.™

“Who was it?” asked Harry.

i T"Jl}bnrdg, old chap! Nobody at all I

“Anybody we know?” chuckled tha
Eounder.

Bunter's denials had, as was usually
the case, an effect contrary to that in-
tended. 1t was fairly clear that he was
“mixed up® with somebody outside
the school, and that that was the cause
of this mystericus e=xcursion out of
bounds.

“No,” gasped Bunifer. “You don't

bounds ?* asked Herbert Vernon-Smith, 1

What are you doing shut up and leave a fellow alone, and

let a fellow go to sleep. DBesides, &
promise is & promise, hope I'm mot
tho fellow to let a men down—especially
when I'm going to save his life.”

“To—to—to—savae his life 7" stutterad
Wharton.

“Yezr—1I mean, no! I don't belisve
that lanky American would have shot
him. It wasz only ammon—just
frightening the eilly rabbit. Not that
saw him, you know. I know nothing
whatever about it.”

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled out
of bed a3 if moved by the same spring.

The description of & “Janky Ameri-
can * at once brought to their mindsz the
long, lean &a{fter who had gone into
Friardale Wood hunting the gleek man
from the wrecked Daimler, and the
mention of shooting recalled the little

black revelver they had seen in his
hand.

It Billy Bunter, by some mysterious
chanece, was mized up with that lawless
character, bed was the place for Bunter
—not out of doors at midnight. And
the Famous Five were prepared to
collar him and jam him into bed, and
it on him, if necessery, to Lesp kim
there, for hiz own sake.

But Billy Bunter was wary.

As he heard the chums of the Remove

scrambling out he ceased to exerciss his
fat chin, gnd ran for the door.

“Bag him!* exclaimed Wharton.
He rushed after Bunter,

Unfortunately, the overturned chair
lay in his way. He did not obearve it
10 the gloom. But he felt it when his
legs came in contact with it! Ha falt it
quife :Eggarfilﬂ He gave 3 bowl as he

er over
on hizs hands and kn]étéa.an catiedomy
P o hal
allo alle, allo | What—
Yaroooh [* roared Bob Cherry, ia ha
ﬁt;niugl]a& over Wharton and measured

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, luckily
dodged ronnd the fallen ¢ : ]
after Buntar to tha duunwn’ and darted

Bunter had it open when the Nabob
of Bhanipur reached him and Egrnghnd

im by a fat shoulder.

"I.rﬁg'ﬂ'ﬂ 1" panted Bunter.

My Tsteemed and idiotiec Bunter———=

ang
Bunter was desporate!

Heo hit out! 7

A fat fist landed on a dusky noss,

with LIET Bm:tl;tﬂf-trlu weoight behind it.
urree Jamese

+ ,i,lﬁ R onomau lh;r:hﬂmgh spun over ss

ors Waa

e & crash as he landed on

Bunter darted through the d

and, without even ntut;%}ing to Egtw:; &

door, bolted down the passsge.

“Owl Wow! My esteemed nose!”
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, sit-
ting up dazedly. "Ow! Wow! Yow |2

" Where is he 1" howled Johnny Bull.

“Gone | said Nugent.

know him, Smithy. I never saw him 8 U] S 1T

beforo to'day myself. I mesn, of Wharlon "t p've Rarked mhe ety

mursea there’s nobody. I've mever seen gomethin chair, or something 1*

annr;r%;:- y &t all, “I've jammed my clbow into some-

ocure going out to meel sOMA thing |" groaned Bob Cherry. *“Owl

atraingnr ﬂ_ﬁ gm&:ﬁ saw before to-day "% Wow 1 '

exclaimed Bo erry. “It was my neck, you nes! Owi”
No!" howled Bunter. “I'm not  “Ha, ha, hru. I {:amﬁ:a from the row of

going out at all, and I've never seen a
slranger in my life.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

“I mean, I've never seen that man,
never seenn him st all, snd never even
heard the name of—of——" PBunter
Etﬂ]:'}gt‘d ust in time.

O what ¥
“Nothing, edd ehap. I wish wou'd

beds, where nearly all the Remove were
now gitting up.

The captain of the Remove went to
tho door. He stared out into the dark-
nuess of the E&ssnge, Bunter was gone |
It was for Bunter’s own sake, to keep
him out of trouble, that Wharton had
furned ouvt of bed. But st tho moment
his chief desire was te punch the fat and



fatuous Qwl—hard| But the dark pas-
sages had ewallowed Bunter, and he was
out of reach of a punch.

Harry Wharton & Co. could enly ge
back to bed and leave him to it

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTEH.
A Wild Night for Bunter!

ONRK !
H Billy Bunter jumped.
Ha was plugging‘ alonp the

Courthield roa under  tho
gsummer stars, when he heard the honk
of a car behind him. He jumped to the
roadside with the activity of a kangaroo.

Standing by the edge of the road, he
blinked at the ecar through his big
spectacles. If it was a taxi returnin
late to Courtfield, it was exactly wha
Punter wanted, and he hoped that it

wWas.

Bunter had got out of the House by
way of the window of the Remove box-
room and the leads. He had got out
of ﬁ!m school precincts over the Closter
wall.

At so late an hour all Greyfriars was
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fast asleep; the last light was out, the
last door had closed. That made 1t all
the safer for Bunter, and he had gained
the open spaces saf’elri

Now he had to walk to Courtfield—
an unattractive proposition—~hy a loncly
road over & common. He would have
given a good deal to pick up a car
without negotiating that long walk first,
and he blinked eagerly et the little
brown automobile that came up behind

him.

“Hi 1" shouted Bunter.

The car braked at once.

Whether it was & taxi or not, Bunter
could not ses; he could only make out
that it was a small, dark car.

He emerged into the gleam of the
lights as it stopped.

“I sy, I want a taxi
Bunter.

“That fat gus 1" came a startled ex-
clamation from the shadowy figure that
drove tha car.

Bunter broke off |

Heo kpew that voice!

The man driving the little brown

Austin was the gangster of Friardale
Wood—the long, lean man who had

* began

i7

threatened Mr. Jarvish with tha black
revolver |

* Qoooosogh 1™ gasped Bunter.

He made a frantic backward jump
and vanished out of the light.

“Bay, vou stop!” came the sharp,
nasal voiee. "1 guessg—>~

Bunter wae not likely to stop.

Ha flew | ]

he man evidently had recognised

1m.

He was hardly likely to guess that
E‘untnr was abroad at that hour of the
night on account of Jarvish, But it was
clear that he was still in the neighbour-

hood, hunting for the sleek man.
Plainly, Jarvish's fears wers not un-
founded. Peossibly he fancied that

Bunter knew esomething of Jarvish's
whereabouts, and wanted to question

1rn.

But he had no chance of that!

If he alighted from the ear ho was too
late to grab Bunter| Bunter was bolt-
img across the dark common like a
frightened rabbit.

e vanished into the night. ;

Catching his foot in s bush in the
gloom, the Owl of the Removae rolled

(Continued on nézt page.)

Is cricket hecoming a dangerous game?  Not in the

general sense,’ says ' Umpire,’  but

B ARyway,

read what *'our man of knowledge® has to say on

“* CROCEED * PLAYERS !

8 ocricket becoming & dangerous
I game '  Such is the intriguing
question & Maoxer reader asks me
to discuss this week, and I hope it
will prove an interesting one. This reader
has wvoticed that, so far as first-class
orickst 18 concerned, this has besn & most
notable season in relation to ** ¢rocked "
players,
his and that player has heen unable
to play for his county or for hia country
because he has been unfit. At one stage
in the Teat match at Manchester the
Australiana had mno fewer than three
gubatitutes in the field. That Australian
eass was due to illness, aa far as two of the
players were concerned. At the eame time
thero has been something like an epidomie
of injured or unfit plavers this season.
Hence my reader’s question is a perfectly
natural one,

I think the answer is a natural one, too.
It will have been noticed that most of
the casualities of this first-clags ericket
eeagon have heon among the bowlers, and
particularly among those bowlers who put
& eonsiderable amonnt of energy into their
bowling. TFor this state of affairs the dry
summer, &nd the subsequent hard wickets,
are elmost entirely to blame,

The harder the wicket, the more
lilicly is the fast bowler to inrt hinme-
sclf—to pull or tear hiis muscles, or
fo sirain some part of his joof.
Coming dowen hard on the feel, ball
after ball, on a pitch like concrete, is
sure to lead to trouble, nunless the
bowler is particulerly strong.

I have often thought that ericketors
should give almost as much attention to
training for ericket aa footballers do to
iraining for [ootball, That is a subject
which 1 need pot discuss this week,

the matter, chums.

however, excopt to say that the people
rea}l{unsihla for the England team have
roalised that the fitness of a player must
not just be left fo luck., An expert
masseur has been in constant attendance
on tho England team during this season.

SPORTSMANSHIP !

HE perils which the fast bowler

i has to try to dodge wors illustrated

during the third Test match at

0ld Trafford. You will remember
that G. 0. Allen bowled four no.balls
and three wides in one * record ™' owver.
The real reasom for thiz was that Allen
was trying, as he deliversd the ball, to
dodge the footholes in tho ground made
by the bowlers of the other pide. A fast
bowler getting his foot in ono of those
holes is Likely to do himself congiderabie
damage.

It is these holes, and the hard grounds,
which are responsible for most of the
injurieg of this season. The game is not
really getting more dangerous in the general
sense. I might add, however, that many
batsmen get hit because they ere not
quick enough in their feet movement
when making their etrokes. The feet
movernents play a big part in the making
of the successful batsman.

Turning to another topio, 8 cricket
playing reader is a bit upsot beeauss an
accusation was made against him to the
effect thet ho wag not a goed sport. The
gircumstances, aa told to me, are on these
lines. My friend, when batting, snicked
a ball low towards a slip fielder. That
fielder caught the ball 8o nsar the ground
that the young batsman waz not sure
whether the ball bad touched the ground
first. Tho batsmen stood still i1n his
dronse ond swaited the umpire's decigicn
as to whether he waa out.

I must say that this was quile a proper

thing to do, and any supgestion of bad
sportamanship was unjustified.

If the batsman iz in any doubt
as {o whether he has been caught,
then he iz entfitled fo wait for the
decision of the umpire.

If my friend had walked out of his
ereass he would have rendered himself
liable to be run-out even though he had
not been out caught. The fielder knowa,
better than anybody, whether the ball

has touched tho ground before it reaches
him, and the fielder who picked the ball
off the ground and threw it up as if he
had made s good catch, would be gailty
of bad sportsmeanship.
PLAYING THE GAME'!!
CAN assurs yon that even in fivgt-olass
I cricket the word of the ficlder is
often accepted by the batsman.
Ounly recently a case came under
my notice where & bataman waan't sure
whether he had been properly caught
out, Ingtead of turning to the umpire,
the batsman said to the fieldsman :

“Did you catch it all right 7" The
fieldsman replied in the affirmeative, and
tha bataman welked out without further
ado. When he got to the pavilion
somobody suggested to him that he
wasn't out.

“ Oh, yes, I was,” he said, * and I mads
surs by asking the fellow who caught the
ball. {[a Emi it was a catch, and if he
eaid 20 I know it was,™

That is the spirit in which even firat-
class cricket is E;njr&ﬂ, and the spirit in
which it should be played.

A Bomford reador roisos a point which
may ipterest many others. e wanta to
know whether he can change his type of
bowling from over-hand to under- s
as he wills. Tha reply to that question
19 that & bowler may thua chango his style

of delivery, even in the middle of an
LE AFIL o™

Refore he makea the change,
howeper, ik {3 expected that he will
acquaint the balsman or the umpire
of hia intention and thus give the
batsmnan an opportunity of toking o
neww guerd.

The same remark epplies to s change
from round the wicket to aver tho wickeb.
If the bowler changsd thus without in-
torming the batsman them the batsmon
would be entitled to draw away from tho
ball, g UﬁPIRE‘“

Tne Micker Ligrany.—No. 1,383
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BUNTER IN FUNDS IS ENTIRELY DIFFERENT FROM BUNTER WITHOUT AEEAH

down a slope, and landed iz & bed of
e are o i
are ha lay gas L

Hea did :;u:d?r nnp-.':rnswhethar the lcan
man ecame after him. He saw nothing
of him. Ha lay, gasping, in the ferna for
a good quarter of an hour before he
yentured to rise to his feet and peer
round him with scared oyes through his
btispﬂ:tac!ea, :
_ A twinkling rear light was disappear-
ing in the distance. The little Austin
was gone. Tiger Bronx had gone on
towarda Courtheld.

“Oh lor’ 1" gasped Bunter.

Hea limped back to the road. L

The gangster was gone—ahead of him
on the Courtfield road. Bunter blinked
after the venished car.

The fat Owl stood irresclute.

He knew now, beyond a dould, that
ﬂ}q man from Chicage was still in the
vicinity, hunting for Jarvish. Having
failed to find him, he was, apparently,
scouring the roads and lanes in the little
i!.uﬁtt;n in tha hope of picking up the

itive.

unter longed and yearned to be safe

k in bed in the Remove dormitory !
He had not bargained for this!

But after long hesitation he tramped
on towards Courtfield again. The man
was gone in his car; another mceting
seemed improbable.

he weary fat Owl had covered abont
half a mile more when the lights of &
rt.‘;r came Hashing towards him from the

Wi

This time Bunter did not think of

ailing the car in the hope that it might
be a taxi! He jumped out of the road
into a thicket, and waited for the coming
- ¢car to pass.

And a few moments later ha was
deaply thankful that he had done so.
For the car that passed him was the
little brown Austin coming back from
Courtfield; and in the stsrlight he had
& glimpse of the long, lean man lounging
over the wheell
__His fat heart thumped as he watched.
But the car sped on, and disappeared in
the direction of Greyiriars.

“Oh crikey I groaned Bunter.

He limped out of the thicket, and
resumed his way to Courtfield, He was
hl‘!lﬂ%‘ rather & wild night! He began
to feel that he wounld have earned that
l!it'E,;J pounds by the time he Enﬁered it,

ckily he saw no more of the Aunstin
and its terrifying driver, He plodded
into Courtfield at last, and arrived at
the railway station. The last train was
in and the station was closing. A taxi-
driver who had waited late in the hope
of picking up & fare was torning empty
away. Bunter waved to him.

“Taxi, air?”

. “¥Yes!" gasped Bunter, and he bolted

1Tt
“Where, airt®

“uFdri ar g:}a Lnna-st;}p thmﬁf-ﬂl Giles’
meadow ora you o
The man blingeﬂ Efthim. il

He could see that Bunter was a school-

: end probably he was surprised

that a schoo hoi, after midnight, wanted

a taxi to land him at a meadow near a
village |

However, that was no husinesa of his,
and he wanted a fare |

“Yescirl Don’t know the medder:
but p'r'aps you'll point it out.”

“Yes, yoz1” gasped Bunter.

The taxi burzed awny down the High
Strect. When it pot ont of Eﬂurtﬁeﬁ:'l,
an the ropd across the common, Billy
Bunter blinked anxiously on either side,
in_dread of spotting the brown Austin.

But the road was clear, The taxi sped
on awiftly, and passcd the gates of Grey-
friars School.

. Bunter gave the groy old tower, dark
in the starlight, a blink as he paszsed.

Tae Maigwer Lisnary.—No. 1,

Ha could not help wondering what his
Form-mastar, Mr.p uelch, w%u!d have
thought, could he heve known that a
member of his Form was buzzing past
the school gates in & taxi between twelve
and one in the morning ! _

Fortunately, Mr. Quelch was not likely
to dream of anything of the sort!

Groyfriars drﬂ]::fre behind, and the
taxi ran on towards the village of Friar-
dale, Giles’ meadow was hardly half-
way from the school to the village.
Bunter was near his journey's end.

At that hiour there was no traffic in
TFriardale Lane. And there was no sign
of the brown Austin, If Tiger Bronx
was still on the hunt, he was hunting
Elgewhem. saked B

fRtop " squeake unter.

Tha Ea.xi stopped at the hedge by the
meadow.

Bunter secrambled out! He blinked up
and down the lan®, but thes coast was
claar.

The taximan eyed him curiously and
a little suspiciously, It was eo very
odd for a fare to alight at 3 meadow,
that perhaps the taximan suspected an
attempt at " bilking."

" Wait hera!” said Bunter,

“Wait?" repeated the Courtfield man.

“Yes, I'm going to fetch mmehndg.”

“Oh! said the taximan. " Sure you're
coming back?? There was an inflection
of sarcasm in his voice. o secmced to
have doubts.

2 Dh—f;ﬂ:-‘.—&. few minutes——"

“I've heard that one before,” said the
taximan, with unpleasant emphasis,
“I'll wait as long as you like, sir, but
vou’ll be kind enough to pay my fare
first! I¥Nl be a pound—this time of
night.*'

“That's all right ! soapped Bunter,

“I'm going to see that it is!” agreed
the taximan.

Bunter fumbled in hiz pocket. Ha
had two pound notes left., He handed
one to the doubting taximan.

,“Oh!™ said that gentleman. “Right,
sir! Wait as long as vou like 1

And, leaving him waiting, Billy
Bunter plunged through a gap in the
hedge, and aded amoross the dark

meadow for the cowshed where he had
left Mr, Jarvish,

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
A Narrow Escape!
BLAGK as the inside of a hat, the

little open shed revealed noth-
!Eg, as Billy Bunter bhnked into
i
All was silent.

dresd smote Bunter that the man
in hiding might, after all, have cleared
off, without waiting for the car. It was
quite possible that, as Bunter had left
it so late, he had given up hope.

Thot was an awiful possibility !

Not that Bunter was fearfully con-
cerned about the mysterious dJarvish.
But if the man was gone, his promised
reward was gone also, and he had had
all his risk and trouble for nothing.

But as he peered in, and listened in-
tently, & sound of breathing, which he
had not noticed at first, came from the
interior gloom,

“1 say, are vou there?" breathed
Bunter.

No rell_:;ljf.

But there was a faint stirring, as of
someons moving in straw. And the
breathing scemed louder,

“The silly asg4!” muttered Bunter.
“Gone to sleep 1

As it was nearly one o'clock, it would
not have been surprising if Mr. Jarvish
had fallen asleep. There was no doubt
that he had had a tiring dav. Bud

Bunfer was irritated. hoo least the

man could do, Bunter thought, was te
kedu]; ﬂ.wnka,kwa.tﬂhin for himdl

‘1 say, wake up!" he grunted.

He diﬁ not venture to call loudly. T
waa improbable that the gangster was
snywhere near st hand, but Bunter was
taking no chances.

re was no esnswer. ‘The steady
breathing went on.

Bunter gave an angry snort, and
groped into the shed. Either he had to
shout to the man, or to shake him into
wakefulness, and he decided to shake
him, The breathing was a guide, in the
dark. Bunter fumbled over & heap of
rather smelly straw, and his grasp
closed on mmething soft and hairy.

There was a sudden movement.

The gleeper spoke at last.

And what the slecper said was:

“ Moocooooooh 1"

A huge figure heaved up from the
straw, mooing! It lurched apgainst
Buntar, and barged him backwards, and
he sat down with 8 terrified howl.

The sleeper in the cowshed was not

Mr. Jarvish! It was one of Mr, Giles’
cows |

“Moooooooooh 1™ said  the  cow,
sleepily.

Really, there was nothing astonishing
in finding a cow asleep in a ¢cowshed | It
was the natural place for a ¢ow in the
small hours.

But Bunter was taken quite by sur-
prisa! He had not been thinking of
cows, And cven now he did pot think
of cowe=he thought of bulla! Ha gave
s wild howl, and tumbled frantically
sway over the carthen fiocor of the cow-
shed.

“Whooh-hoop! Kcep off! Oh crikeyl
Wow |#

“Moo-oooh I remarked the cow.

“Oh crumbs! Yarooh I®

Something touched Bunter az he
sprawled and wriggled, It was a large,
soft, damp nose,

The cow, perhaps, was curious to
know what had caunsed the disturbance.
Probably she meant no harm. Dut tha
touch electrified Bunter.

He bounded up and leaped for the
open side of the shed., In that fearful
moment he felt himself gored by a
ferocious bull! He went out into the
open air like a bullet from a rifle.

“ Mooooh ' said the cow as he went.

Bunter forgot Jarvish! He forgot the
fifty pounds reward! He forgot every-
thing except the fearful pusmglht]' that
that cow waz a bull! He bolted.

A hand eaught at hiz fat shoulder
and jerked at him, and Bunter's
momentum carried him  completely
round Mr. Jarvizh in & ecircle b*:-fi;ra he
cama to a stop.
h_It was the sﬁ:ak man who had grasped

im.

Ho had not, apparently, been in the
ghed| He ceme round irom behind it
as Bunter bolted, just in time to clutch

im.

“Ow! Leggo!” spluttered DBunter,
“Help! Whoop !

Even Bunter did not faney that it was
a bull that had pgrasped him by the
shoulder. But he was so startled and
terrified that he had quite lost his fab
wits for the moment.

“Quiet! Oh, quiet!” panted Jarvish,
“It 15 I, sir—it is only I. Pray be quiet
-—PIEEEB be quiet, sir !’

‘Oh!” gasped Bunter, “¥Youl”

He recovered himsell, A blink round
him showed that the guadruped, whether
cow or buoll, had not emerged from the
shed. There was no danger.

“Oh, you! repeated Dunter. “Why
weren't you in the shed?  Alraid of
cows " he added, with a sneer,

“No! No! But I heard wour foot-
stops when wvou came, and hid behind
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“ I say, wake up ! grunted Bunter. He fumbled over the heap of siraw, and his grasp closed on something soft and halry.

here was &

the shed !I"" whispered Jarvish. “I could
pot be sure it was you, sir.”

“Oh!"” said Bunter.

Hes grinned.

E‘l.ricfenth' the terrifiecd man had not

nsleep. He had heard Bunter
coming, and dreaded that it miiht be
the pangster rooting after him, It was
Bunter’s duleet voice howling in the
shed that had apprised him of the fat
Owl's identity.

As befors, Bunter felt his coursge
risa in the presence of a man more
funky than himself. He was pleased,
too, by the respect, almost obsequicus-
noss, in Jarvish's manner.,

The man was, apparently, a mil-
Lionaire, if not a billionaire, yet he spoke
to Bunter sz & manscrvant might have
a?ui:en to his master. It was fairly
plain that, whatever Mr. Jarvish was
now, he had not always been the pos-
gessor of millions—or bhillions! illy
Bunter jerked his fat shoulder free and
gave the gleck man an encouraging
amack on the back.

“You're all right now, Jarvish!” he
eaid, patronizingly., “Did you begin to
think I wasn't coming ?"

“You've left it so very late, sir—"
mumbled Jarvizh,

“Had to!™ said Bunter. " Not =0 jolly
easy to get out of school after Lights out,
I ean tell you! F'wve run fearful risks.”

"It 13 very kind of you, sir!® mur-
murad Jarvish, “1 am very grateful 1™

“Well, =0 vou ought to be!” apreed
Bunter. "1 say, that man is still about—
I passed him twice going to Courtficlkl
to fetch the taxi™

Jarvish shivered from head to foot.

“You—you have seen him ™ he stam-
mernd,

“Twice 1" said Bunter ealmly. “DRut

en movement, and a huge figure heaved up from the straw, mooing.
sleepily, as It lurched against Bunter and

ged him backwards. ** Oh erikey [ *
Keepeofil! Wowl™

it's all right—rely on me! I'm not the
fellow to let you down! I'm jolly well
not =afraid of that lanky Amecrican
either—I'va knocked him down once,
and I'd do it again! You're all right!
Come on—I've got the taxi weiting in
tho lane.”

Mr. Jarvish took hold of his [at arm,
and Bunter started across the mceadow
faor the lane. Now that Bunter had
come, tHhie hapless man scemed fearful
of losing him., Even Bunter could
realise, a little, how terrible those long
houra of waiting must have been to the
ma.

The gleam of the taxi’s lights canpght
their eyes in the lane. Bunter led his
companion through the gap in the hedge.

“It would have been safer to shut off
tha lights ! mumbled Jarvish.

“Oh, that’s all right!” sail Bunter,
carclessly.  “Top in!  If that lanky
?pﬂrfﬁman shows up again, I'll—=I'Il cat
nm

The taximan blinked enriously at
Bunter as he came up with tho sleek
nwn,  whose expensive clothes  were
showing many signs of his sojourn in
the cowshed. The taximan was sur-
prised, and perhaps a littlae inquisitive.
These wera eertamnly the maost  extra-
ordinary fares he had cver driven in
hiz cab,

“Ilave yon sren any car on ihe road,
driver 1"  asked Mr., Jarvish in a
(UAVETiNg volco.

“Mao, sir; not many nbout this time
af night. Dut "—fho taxovan  jerked
hiz thuitib In the divection of Friardale
" there's one coming now.”

Jarvish gave a gosp.

Bunter gave a squeak.

* Moooooooooh |** sald the cow
yelled the fat junior. ** Whoob-hoop 1

_Through the gloom, from the diree-
tion of the village, came the headlights
of a car.

As the taximan had not turncd afier
hakting, his lights faced thoso of the
car coming up from the village. The
unsecn motorist saw tham and slowed.

Was it the brown Austin that waa
coming §

That terrifying thonght was in the
minds of both PBunter and Jarvish.
Neither felt disposed to wait and ascer-
tain,

Bunter bolted up the road towavds
the school. Jarvish bolted Ly his side.
The taximan stared after them, dwnb
with astonishment.

Out of sight, Jarvish dragﬁnd Bunter
cloze to the hedge, They halted, pant-
ing, hidden in tho darkness.

“Tf it 18 he " breathed Jarvish.

“Qh lor' I” gesped Bunter. " 1f it's
that beast—"

“"He has stopped 17

“0h erikey 1™

" Listen 1™ hissed Jarvish.

The lights of the approaching car had
stopped 8 few yards from the halted
taxi, A clear, sharp, snapping voice,
with a nasal twang, came to tho cars
of the terrificd pair erouching by tho
hedre.

Y Hay, you, you're waiting about late,
I puess! You seen anytlnog of a
stiooth-faced gay '

Rilly Bunter and his companion did
not walt for mwore. 1t was the voico
of Tiger Bronx! Defore the gangster
had Nnished the sentonee, 13ally DBunter
amd Me. Jarvish were running up the
lane in the dark, turning their backs
on the taxi—ronning for their lives!?

Tue Maicner Liszany.—No. 1,383,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm!

T EGGO 1" panted Bunter.
Jarvish did not let go.
They bad raced up the lane,

B8 the gangster in talk
with the Courtbeld taximan, doubtless

deriving information from him. Ex- of

pecting every moment to hear the hum
of the little Austin behind, they fairly
flaw. Bunter, sz a 7rule, Wwas no
athlete, and Jarvish looked like any-
thing but an athlete. But they covered
the ground in a style that might have
made a Derby winner git up and
notice. Fear lent themm wings.

They had not far to go to reach the
echool gates. They pounded past tha
ghut gates of Greviriars.

Then Bunter slacked as, passing alon
the school wall, he reached the end o
the little lane that ran between the
ancient Cloisters and a spinney. That
was Bunter's way in!

Of Greyfriars, Jarvish knew nothing,
except that Bunter had told him ha
belonged there. Bo the dim buildin
they had pasted meant nothing to the
gleek man. But te Bunter they were
home and safety. Bunter had had
enough of midmght asdventures. He
bad had rather more than enough |

With the gangster behind, he ecased
even to think of the promised ffty
pounds. All Bunter wanted was to
dive into the school like & frightenad,

fat rabbit into & burrow and hunt
Cover,
That, undoubtedly, Bunter wounld

have done, leaving the sleek man to
his own devices, %-ut— Jarvish was not
to bo thus left. Az Dunter swerved
round a corner into the lane by the
Cloisters, Jarvish clutched his arm with
the gresp of a drowning man on a
plank.

Jb was in vain that Bunter admenished
him to “Leggo.” Jarvish, instead of
letting go, compressed his grasp &ill the
fat junior squeaked with pain,

“Ow | Wow!  Lepgol” wailed
Bunter. “I say, you beast, you leggo—
tee? I've got to get inl Oh for' 1™

“Do not leave mel” panted Jarvish,

dorm I gasped Bunter,

THE MAGNET

“0Oh, help me to escapel Have mel!
Bhow me where to escaps from that
man "

"Look here—"

“Oh, he 15 coming 1" Jarvish stam-
tﬂ;:wdth the words through his chatiering
Up the road came the gleaming lights

& Tushing ocar. ; !
Evidently it was the Austin, with
Tiger Bronx at the wheel. He had
learned what he meeded from the taxi-
man, and he was in hot pursuit.

“Ow | Leggo!” gasped Bunter. "I

pay, if vou won't leggo, come on! h

dear|l Oh lor'! Coma om, thenm, blow
you I
Ha bolted by the Cloister wall,

Jarvish, still holding his fat arm, run-
ning with him.

Less than a minote later the gleam-
ing lights flashed past the end of the
lane, and the Austin ran on towards
Courthield.

“He's gone 1” gasped Bunter. *Now
leggo 17
Jarvish held on like & limpet to &

“He will zoa that we are not on ths
road | He will not go far " he gasped.
“He will come back to look1”

“0Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

He had not thought of that; but it
was only toc probable, if not certain.
It would not take the gangster long to
ascertain that they were no longer on
the high-road.

If he came back and rooted along
that little lane between the Cloisters
and the spinney—

Bunter shuddered,

“0h, do leggo!” he wailed. “I've
Eat- to get inl No good me waiting
era till he comes, i8 t7 Gimme &
bunk up!®

“Where are you going?” panted
Jarvish, staring round him. “Do you
know of & place to hide?”

“T'm jolly well going back to m
! “Oh dearl
wish I'd never got out of 1t! Oh dear!

Ow 1™
“0Oh 1" Jarvish understond. *Is this

your school ™
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“Eh! Yesl Of coursel
bunk up this wall ™

To Bunter's relief, and rather to his
surpriss, Jarvish relensed hiz arm and
gave him the required *“bunk " up the
cloister wall.

Bunter olembered wildly over,
rug.:-:[,mp dﬂin. i:;'{m nlii wa n?amblin_i:%d‘
and had a glimpse )
road and two flashing headlights mt:uﬁ.

. The fact that he could see the head-
hﬁ:h showed that the car had turned.
Already Bromx had found the road
clear, and waa turning back, knowing
that he must have passed them.

“QOoooogh 1"’ gasped Bunter,

Ha s;-ung himself over the wall and

Pped.

Once safe inside, he leaned on a stone
pillar and spluttered for breath. He
was safe now. The gan r might root
along the little lane; he might root
through the spinney. But he was un-
likely to clamber over walls and explors
the precinets of a school. If he did, he
wol pever find Bunter. In great
relief, the Owl of the Remove pumped
in breath.

There was & scrambling, brushin
sound, a rustling of ivy, and the munﬁ
of someone dropping near him.

Bunter fairly beounded.

He knew now why Jarvish had let
him mnd bunked him up. The alesk
man followed him in.

Bunter Eia.md at him, his eyes almost
poppi rough his ap&ntacias in his
astonishment dismay.

"11-*1—1 say,"” he gasped, " you—you
can’'t come in hera! You get cut—seat
You can't come info the school I

(zimme =

“ Quiet—quist I
“ But, look here——" stuttered the dis-
mayed Owl.

“ Oh, quiet—quiet I breathed Jarvish.
“ Listen 1"

A sound on the road told that the
car had stopped. No doubt the gang-
ster had spotted that little by-lane and
intended to look imto it. It was ®
lilkely spot for the fugitives to have
dﬂd%&d into.

“Oh crikey 1" breathed Bunter.

Ha burried away down the Cloisters
and inte the quadrangle. Light, rapid
footfalls followed him. Jarvish was not
to boe shaken off. The school walls
meant eafety for Bunter, and they
meant safety for Jarvish also. Utterly
dismayed by being accompanied in this

munner by a stranger who had no right
within the precinets of Gresfriar
Bunter stopped in the quad snd blink
at him.

“¥ou ean't stop in here!™ he
breathed.

“1 must " whispered Jarvish.

“ But you—you—you can't, you knowl
Thiz is Greyfriars 1™ Dunter bsbbled
helplessly, “"You can’t hide in my
school 1™

From the bottom of his heart the Owl
of the Remove repented of having got
mixed up in this mysterious and alarm-
ing affair. But it was rather too late
to think of that.

“* Show me some place—a sghed, an out-
house, anything—wheres I can hide!*
Lreathed Jarvish., “He is searching for
e now ! My life is at stake! I have
promized you fifty pounds! I will giva
vou & hundred—two hundred—if wvou
save mol I will give a'-:-u anyvthing ™

“Dh erumbs I gasped Bunter,

It was utterly dismaying to have the
man hanging on to him li%’:ﬁ this within
the proeinets of the school. What on
catth would come of it if ho was found
there Bunier could not imagine.

Still, the mention of hundred: of
pounds had & comforting sound. The
man, rabbit as he was, was stacked with
moncy,

Bunter knew that, There wero



certain advantages to be derived from

o

sticking to a mulhionaire.

“ After all, you can deodge into the
woodshed." Bunter began to think it
out. “No; that beast Gosling keeps
it locked. I wonder——"

“Can you get me into the House "

EVERY SATURDAY

“In a great place like this there must
be some unoeccupied room—""

“Oh jiminy "

“You can trust me surely—"
*“Oh, ves! But—"

“Bave me, and I will make vou rich.”
"Oh scissors 1™
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obviously was rich; ne was no thief or
burglar; therq would be no danger in
admitting him to the Housze. And
whether ho was in peril of hiz lifa or
not, it was certain that he was in peril
of being scized by force by the hard-
faced, ruthless gangster and kidnn;:]ﬁsm
The fact that he did not go to the poli

“0Oh crikey 1" Bunter thought it out. Tha man (Continued on next page.)
all Nature's phenomena. They give ajwon't do it—unless he knows how to

COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Alwcays glad fo hear from gou,
chums, go drop me & line to the
following addresa : The Editor,

The ** Magnet " Library, The
Amalgamated Press, Lid., The

Fleetiway House, Farvin
Nireet, London, E.C.d.
sltamped, addressed envelope

wHll enswre a reply.

T the time of writing your Editor
A ia aweltering in & * number one
sizod ** heat wave ! Phew ! 'l

) bet the ice-cream wvendors are
doing & roaring trade this week.end.
And that rominds me. Do you know
that one of the most flourishing businesses
in Indin jusb now iz the running of ice-
cream tricyeles ?

Naturally there has always been a
great demand for coolers out there, but
not many white people cared about
buying ice.cream {rom native makeors,
who were not wery particular about the
mwethod of manufacture. So an enter-
prising firm decided to market ice.cream
in the same mapner s 1t is done at home,
and one of my Indisn readers tells me
that the mr:hino% of ice-cream looks like
becoming ouwe of the staple industries of
India.

I wonder what the Hindustani is for
“ Btop me and buy one " t

—

Those of you wha have read about
“ Davil's Island,” the famous French
enal settlement, may be interested to
ow thet

AN AMERICAN DEVIL'S ISLAND

bas recently been established. One of
my TIeaderas who lives in S8an Francieco
hog sent me a letter telling moe all abount
it. This new * Devil's Ialand " stands in
San Francisco Bay, snd was originally
a Spanish fortification. The dungeons
which were originally hewn out of the
rock bave beon renlaced by modern
prison buildings, and the steepnesa of the
cliffs of the island. together with the
distance from the shore, and the rough
weather which is expericneed in the bay,
has claimed to make it an ' escape.
roof "’ vprison. When vyou remember
oW many prisoncrs escapo from the usual
American prisons, you’ll see that some
place like this is nceded.

Four types of prisoners are to be kept
on this island : men who have escaped
from other prisons ; men whe cannot he re-
formed ; * tronble-makera ™ and ** killers.”
It looks to me as though the governor aml
the warders are going to bave their
work cut out !

A

HOW ARE

e

SCOTTISH reader, who lives in
FPeterhead, has szet mo a poser
this week. He aska

THE NORTHERN LIGHTS
FORMED ?

The " Northern Lights,"” as gpou might
kocw, are perbaps the most gm‘g&nuagnf

display which puta a ** Brock's Benefit ™
completely in the shade. Bright lights,
resembling  curtaine and draperies of

eenich and reddish hues; crowna of
lue rays, arches, and flickering fantastic
effects follow each other with rapidity,
snd the display of colour ia such as to
make the most expert ecinema * light
effecta ' man go greon with envy. Once

‘seen they can never bo forgotten,

To see the Northern Lighta at their
best you must go to the Arctie. But they
ara oceasionally seen in (reat Britain.
How are they formed t No one knows.
But sciontists, who have studied them for
ages, have formed a theory, They have
dizeovered that the MNorthorn Lights ere
related in some way to sunspois and
magoetic disturbances. The theory is
that electric particles aro given off by
sunspots, and these are attracted to the
magnetic poles, As soon as they reach
the upper layers of the earth’s atmosphoere
they cause the gas moleeules to ghine.

The lights show st distances which
rango from forty to over 600 miles above
the earth. Bo it ig pretty certain that if
you ete the Northern Lights from this
country they must be ncarly 600 miles
above the Arctic |

e

Many readers have osked me to give
thom & few more

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE,

g0 hero goes :

Some People Don't Know How io Make
Fire ] Certain African pigmy tribes can-
not make fire. Consequently they must
keep their firea burning day and night,
and if the firez go out, & long trek through
the jungle must be madoe to * borrow ™
fire from another tribe!

Whales Kill their Enemies by Eating
their Tongues! * Killer ™ whalea, which
are only from 16 to 30 feet in length,
will attack giant whales and kill thom.
They attack in schools, force the giant
whale's mouth open, and then cat its
tongue. Incidentaliy, eight per cent of
the ¢il in & whale is contaiped in its
tontgud !

Sixteen Milllon Thundersiorms Oeceur
Each Year ]| Scientiats have computed
that about 44,000 thunderstormms oceur
on the carth each day. That iz over
sixtecn millions in & year !

I

which my old friond * Mr. X ¥ ghowed
me the other day. The conjurer takes
cight coina. He takes one from the top
of the stack and puts it on the tabla.
The sceond eoin gocs under the stack.
Tho third goes on the table, the fourth
under the stack, and go on until all tho
coing are Jawd out in & row on tho table.
But the amazing part of the triek is that
the eoing on the table are scen to be heads
and tails altcrnately |

Show this to your pel, then hand him
the eight coing, and esk him to deal them
oubt in tho saume manpoer, makinF them

Fl

r—

THINK thers is just time to deseribe
A SIMPLE COIN TRICK

come heads pod taila alernate He

arrange the coing in the stack beforshand,
This 1a how it is done ;

The top two coins in the pack must
be beed upward, The third coin tail
upward. o fourth and fifth head up,
and the last threo tail up. Deal the first
coin head up. The second goes under the
stack. The third is dealt tail up, the
fourth goes under the stack, and so on.
Your pal may think it is simple—but wait
until you see him tie himself up in knots
when trying to do it !

Haove you ever wondered when wou
gee & cinema film how many aotual
pictures you are aaaim; ! For, of course,
the term *“moving" pictures is Dot
strictly ocemrate. The pictures do not
move. They form & quick succession
of *&till " pictures, but these stilla are
shown so Eun‘:kly one after apother that
the eye is deeeived, and imagines them to
be moving. When you view o film at
your local cinema you really see twenty-
four still pictures every second. Sounds s
lot, doesn’t it Bubt wait & mioute!
What about this

SUPER SLOW HMOTION

camera which has just been invented
It iz eclaimed that this new camers will
actually tako elghty thousapd plotures
per second ! By means of it things
which are quite invisible to the human eye
¢an he photographed.

The ceamers works with revelvi ’
which spin round at high speed. n%n addi-
tion, ¢ach lems has a revolving shutter.
The shutter allows eight pictures to be
taken with each lens, and there aro cight
lenses, Thus & spin of the lens dizso means
that sixty-four pictures have heen taken.
And the lens dise spins ab such a terrific
apeed that 80,000 separate picturce esn
be taken in one second.

Do you know how long it would take
you to eeo these pictures if they were
projected at ordinary speed ? ot less
than 53 minutos to witness & flm which
had only required a second to toke!
Necdlesa 1o sny, this super gine-camera
in only used for intvicate technical puar-
poses—sauch as photographing the working
of speedy clectrical devices.

And now for

FORTHCGOMING ATTRACTIONS,

as they say in the picture palaces. Next
week'a special feature will be aoother
cover-to-cover Frank Richards' yarn,
entitled :

“A SNOB IN CLOVER!™

which will present Ha Wharton & Co.
in further amnzing aﬂ amazing school
adventures, with William George Bunter,
the * money-bags " of the Removo, taking
the leading rolo,

Supporting  this  first.rate stiroction
will bo wnother tip-top " CGroyfriars
Herald " supplement, a clever cartoon
by Ifarold Bkinner, ** Umpire’s ** interest-
ing ericket ehnt, while I shall bo in the

ohair as uwauyl,
YOUR EDITDR.
Tae Maiawer Lisriny.—No. 1,383
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for protection seemed to lint that fliere
wag eomething “fishy "' in the business.
E:ﬁl. it was hard to sce where harm
could come from admitting him to the
shelter of the Remove box-room.

The f2t Owl made up his mind.

Jarvish had grasped his fat shoulder
with a convulsive grasp. It waa clear
that he did not mean to let Bunter go
till he considered himself safe.

“Look here, if you'll stick in a box-
room—" whispered Bunter.

“¥es, yes—anything—"'

““This way, then {"

Bunter led the way. Five minutes
mter he had clambered on the leads of
the outhouse wunder the box-room
window. Jarvish clambered after him.
The fat Owl plupged in at the window,
Jarvish plunged in after him and
promptly closed the window,

“Don’t turn on & light I” he breathed.

“I’'ll watch it 1" grunted Bunter.

Heo was not likely to turn on & light
when he was getting in at ono in the
morning after an excursion out of
bounds, = But Mr. Jarvish probably
knew little of schools and their ways.

Jarvish flattened his sleck face against
the panes of the window, staring out.
But he saw nothing to slarm him. He
wasg safe enough now that he was inside
the building, and he realised it and
breathed more frecly.

“You're all right now,” sald Bunter,

'"Yt}s, ves 'tL

“Don’t make a row hera, I you'ra
found—"

“No, no!"

“If you're found, don’t mention ma!
1 should get into a fearful row for this!
Don't you say it was Bunter let you inl
ﬁ?“’?m say it was Vernon-Bmith if you
I e‘

“1 will eay nothing 1"

“That's right! You'll ba taken for a
burglar and run in if you're found. But
nobody's likely to come here.  Laok
here, I'll lock the door and take the key
away, then nobody can get in if they do
come. You can get awey by the window
sgain when the coast’s clear. Seel”

Jarvich made no reply to that.

“Now I'll get back to my dorm. I
shan't sce you agsein, as you'll be gono
before morning. What about—""

Billy Bunter did not need to go
further, A crisp and rustling banknoto
was pressed into his fat hand.

He blinked at it in the dim glimmer
ot the window.

It was & Bank of England note for

“(h seizsors I gpasped Bunter.,

He blinked at Jarvizh., “Rabbit " as
tha man was, Bunter could not help
facling something like respect for 2 man
who could give awav banknotes to this
tune, The amount of tuck representoed
by that ¢rizp sHp of paper was positively
dazzling to ;hi:ﬁ; of. ‘lﬁlanmr no longer
regretted his wild night's adventure—
now it was safely over., Indeed, he felt
rather regretful that he was going to
part with Mr. Jarvish,

He nced not have worried about that,
however, had he only known it. Jarvish
had no inlention of leaving hiz safo
hiding-place and running the risk of a
meeting with the man from Chicago.

Y say, I hopo you'll get clear all
right,” said Bunter. *Good-night!”

Jarvish nodded.

The fat Owl loft the hox-room, locked
the door on the oulside, and put the
key in his pocket; then on tiptoe he
made his way back to the Remove
dormitory.

Tae Macxer Lisgary.—No. 1,383,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Box-room!
i HALLD, hallo, hallol'” came a

zleepy voice.
“Is that Bunter?™
rnother.

The Remove dormitory was buried in
silence and slomber when Billy Bunter
crept into it. It was enly judicious to
leave it 80, and Bunter was very
cautious in hisz movements. Hea was so
extremely dautious that he dropped a
boot, and two inguiring voices followed
tha thud on tho floor.

Harry Wharton sat up.

“I—I say, you fellows, don't wyell]™
gas]%id Bunier. ]

'"! you've got back, you frabjous
m .!'F

“Yes—I mean I haven't been out!
Don’t roar!™ .

“¥ou blitherigag idiot 1™

wXabh"

Wharton and Bob Cherry settled
dewn to sleep again. Bunter contrived
to turn 1n without awakening any more
of the Remaove,

He closed his cyes and hegan to snoro
almost the moment that his head
touched the pillow.

Clang, clang, clang!

It seemed to Billy Bunter that he had
only just closed his eyes when the elang
of the rising-bell rang out in the summer
MOrning.

He opened them, blinked, and closed
them again.

Clang, clang, clang!

“Turn out, Bunter!”
Cherry.

Snore |

Bunter had gone to sleep again.

But he did not sleep long. The bed-
clothes wore jerked off him, end he
started up with a howl.

“HBeast I’

“Want Quelch to come up and root
vou out?"” grinned Bob Cherry. “Turn
out, you fat slacker 1™

Bunter rubbed his sleepy eyes.

Ha had missed & good desal of eleop
inn the night. And Bunter wanted not
less than other fcllows, but more. Never
had he been so powerfully disinclined
to turn out of bed.

He yawned long snd deep.

“Had a good time on the tiles last
night, Dunter?" grinned the Dounder.

*Yaw-aw-aw-aw "' yawned Bunter.

“Been painting the jolly old town
red 2 asked Skinner.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw "

“Where have you been? And what
have vou been up to, you potly por-
poise 7 demanded Peter Todd.

"Yaw-aw-aw-aw | I sav, you fellows,
tell Queleh I'm not well this morning,
will you?’ yawned Bunter. *1 can't
get up yet 44

“Take some help?™ asked Boh.

“No!” roarcd Bunter., “Keep off,
ronr heast!  Keep that sponge away
rom me, vou roftter! Ow!  Wowl

AT

roarcd DBob

Woooogh ! Leave off, vou beast! I'm
getting up, ain’t I17

And Bunter got up.

Ho was vawning ab prayvers. and
h!inkin;i sleepily at breakfast. But ho
was feeling enormously bucked. Every

now and them he shpped his hand into
his pocket to foel the erisp rustle of a
banknote.

A hundred pounds!

It was a stapgering sum ! Naturally,
Billy Bunter had nover heen in posses-
sionn of such 8 sum in all his fat lifa
bofore. He could hardly believa he was
in posecezion of 18 now. Four or five
times between brekker and class Bunter
sneaked away inte guiet corners whers
he eould frast his eves on that banknote
unobserved.

Ha gloated over it

He had told fellows that he was ﬁu‘{ng
to have fifty pounds. Nobody had be-
lievod it. What would they say when
he showed 8 hundred-pound note?! Few
fellows in the Roemove had ever seen
such an article, let alone handled it or
possessed it

Buntor was etill fecling sleepy in
class, and Mr, Quelch gave him one or
iwo sharp glances, But he was feelin
very happy and satisfied. He was feal-
ing, too, that he was rather sorry that
he had seen the last of the munificent
Mr. Jarvish. He had had a wild and
exciting night on that sleek gentleman’s
account, but he felt that he would have
been willing to have another at the
SR price.

But Jarvish, he supposed, was gone,
and he was mever EE&I} to see him
egain, And then suddenly it came into
his mind—was Jarvish gone?

That was & startling thought.

But it was gquite possiblel EUE;PHH
the man had lacked the merve tc leave
again by the box-room window, with the
angster prowling round the roads for
im? It was likely—it was more than
likelyl

“ Oh crikey ! murmured Bunter.

Surely the man had had sense enough
to go before daylight? If he was
in the box-room, what was to happen?
He could not possibly leave in the day-
time unseen? And fellows might go
thero for their boxes! The achool was
on the eve of hrnai-:mg—uw and the
boxes would be wanted | hat would
happen to Bunter if it came out that he
had given a night's lodging in the
school to a total stranger unknown te
the Head?

** Buntar 1"

Mr, Quelch's deep voice interrupted
the fat Owl's troubled thoughts.

“Oh, yes, sir!” stammered Bunter,
waking up, as it were,
“I have spoken

Bunter——"

*“Oh, have you, sir?? gasped Bunter.
“¥—I heard you, sir(®

“Indeed I said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“If you heard me, Bunter, then kin
answer the guestion I asked vou ¥

“Oh 1 dgsap-ad Buntar,

He had been too deep in worried
th-:-ug!lh on the subject of a possible
inhabitant of the box.-room to hear the
Form-master's question,
Was.

“¥ou did not hear me, Bunter?”

“Oh! Yes, sirl 1 mean, no, sir [

“If you do not give mo vour attention
in class, Bunter—"

“Oh, ves, sir | Certainly, sir[®

“1 asked you, Bunter, where did King
Charles the Sccond  hide from his
enemics after the Battle of Worcester ™

“In the box-room, sir—"

* What 1"

“I—I—TI mean—" gasped Bunter.

“What do you mean, Bunter?

*Oh, nothing, sir 1"

“You will take a hundred lines
Bunter ™ said Mr. Quelch sternly. .-.'Lmi
if vou de not give me your attention I
El‘IEH cans youl"

. [E,'- es girl
stuttere unter,
The Remove master gave him & glare,
and Bunter, from that moment, made
an attempt to give Quelch his attention.
But really it was not easy, when he
was haunted by the thought of a pos-
sible refugeo still hiding in the Remove
box-room. If the man had net gonp—
Bunter hoped fervently that had |
But he could not help having a deap
misgiving that he hado't! he man
who had hidden for long hours in &
dismal cowshed in terror of the gangster
was nob likely to have loft such a refuge

to you twioa,

whatever ik

T-thank you, sirt"



The lights of the ipprnauhl.?gam -

twang, came to the ears of

as the bhox-room in a hurry! If he
was still there—

It seemed to Billy Bunter that break
would never come that morning! But it
cama at last, and the Hemove were
dismissed.

Bunter did not roll out into the quad
with the rest of the Form. He wae too
anxious to discover whether the box-
room still had a tenant. )

Ha geuttled up the Remove staircase,
scudded along pessage, and panted
up the box-room stair., He jammed the
key in the lock end opened the door.

e gasped with riﬁ?uf a3 he blinked
round the box-room through his big
epectacles! There was no sign of Mr.

arvish |

“Thank goodness!? gasped Bunter.
“He's gonel” i

The next moment he jumped. :

A plump, sleek figure rose into view
from behind a big trunk in a corner. It
was Mr, Jarvish. .

Bunter glared at him. It was the
episode of the cowshed over agmin.

vidently Jarvish had heard him
cmingh‘m{l had teken ecover till he

1

heard his duleet voice. He was not
gona! Only too evidently he was not
gonel e wae there, stending i the

corner, blinking at Billy Bunter across
the top of Lord Mauleveror’s big trunk |
" 0h erikey 1”7 said Bunter.
He closed the bax-room deor hastily.
" Oh erikey I repeated Bunter,
It was all that he could say!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Man !
KINNER, 8Bnoop, and Sloit all
§ stopped at the same moment in
sUrprise.

: Skinner & Co. wero not enjoy-
ing the sutmmer sunzhine out of doors

EVERY SATURDAY

a fow
unter and Jarvish, eroushing In

like most of the fellows in_ morning
break. Harold S8kioner was the heppy
possessor of & packet of cigarettes,
aurreFtitinuslg smuggled into the
school, s .

Skinner & Co. wero going to “enjoy "
a smoke! But enjoyments of thet kind
required a ceortain amount of caution at
Greyiriars, : : y

On such occasions it was Skinner's
custom to sneak up to the Remove box-
room, and there, secluded from the eyes
of masters and prefects, to indulge in
the enjoyment which gave a pasty hue
to his complexion.

The thres young rascals came up the
box-room stair, and wera about to cross
tho little landing to the door when they
stopped—suddenly startled ! !

There was &8 sound of voices in the
box-room. ;

Skinner, who was alrendy toking the
packet of ei arettes from his pocket,
ghoved it haeﬁ hastily. It sounded like
1 man's voice in the box-rocom, and if
by chance & master happened io be
there Skinner did not want his
“gmokes” spotted! That would have
meant six for Skinner.

“Ilold on|”® he whispered.
somebody——"

“That's nol Queleh’s toot 1” whispered
Snoop. " 0ld Prout, perhapg——r>"

“Tain’t Prout!” murmured Stott.
“Who the dickens——"

* There's

“It's  somebody !  said Skinner,
puzzled. : 5
It was & man's voiee, but quite un-

known to thoe three juniors. Jt was a
snft, sleelk wvoico which reminded them
rather of 1the volee of the 1lead’s butler,
1t the Head's butler eould Lardly bo
in the Remove box-room. They wero
guite myznficen.

“*Plint'z  all
voloe.

very  woll——"" came

el Jree

yards from the halted taxi, and a sharp, clear,
the darkness. * Say, you
late, I guess | You seen anything of a smooth-faced guy # ** It was the volce of Tiger Bronx, the

etz
on a
gangsier.

Bkinner & Co. stared.

jI'TmB knew that fat voice! It was
Bil untar'a.
“What the jolly old thumpi*
murmured Skinner.

Bunter was in the box-room! Ie was

talking there to some man whose voioe

was strange to their ecars.
“In a circumstances, DMaoster
Bunter—"

They heard the deck voice again,
This time they made out the worda.

“But you can't stay here, Jarvish!"
squcaked the voice of the Dwl of the
Remove in exasperated tones.

** Jarvish "' breathed Bkinner. *Who
on earth’s Jarvish!™

“Ha's gobt some strapger in there [
said Snoop, utterly amazed. * What
the thump does it mean?”

Skinner grinned.

“We'll jolly well see who it is, any-
how 1" he remarked.

And he walked across the landing to
the box-reom door and threw it open.

“0Oh ecrikey!” came a startled ex-
clamation within.

“DOhi Ahl Oh1*
startled axclamation,

This timo Mr. Jarvish had not dodged
out of sight at tho sound of somcone
approaching, beeauso Skinner & Co. had
made no sound, and he had not been
awars of their approsch until Bkinner
threw the door opcn.

Ho was fairly caught!

I staved in alarm and dismay at the
threg juniors, and thoy stared ot him in
inquisitive astonishment.

Dunter Minked round at them through
his Lip epectacles. 1lo was taken utierly
aback. Not for & moment hkad he
expected any Remove fellow 1o como up
ta 1ha box-room in morning break, Hae
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had not been thinking of Skinner & Co.
and their emoky manners and customs,

“QOh ?aspad'ﬂuntlar‘ “Oh lor"! X
m&h you fellows—- Oh crikey |”
innier chuckled,
“Who's your jolly old visitori he

asked,

“f—I—I——" stammered Bunter.

“How on earth did the man get in
heret” asked Snoop. " And what does
ke want §2

* You—you—you see——="

Bunter was guite at a loss, Thit die-
covery overwhelmed him with dismay.
In his mind’s eye, as it were, he saw
the whole affair tattled all over Grey-
friars. It would come out that he had
admitted s atranger to the sdhool for the
night! What would the Hoead say?

orse still, what would he do?

He could not even explain, without
admitting that he had been out of
bounds after lights-out!

#I—J—1 eay, wou fellows, you—you
keep it durk?ﬂ g=sped  Bunter.
“Ixd-don’t say anything about it, you
.hiﬂw.#

*Who is it?" demanded Skinner,
staring at the sleek man, whose face
was even mare dismayed than Bunter's.

“ It—it—it's 8—a man—>"

“1 guessed that one!” grinned
Bkinner. I can ses it's & man, old fat
bean. But what mani”

"You—you sea—-"

“Y don't 1" said Bkinner.

“I—I mean—=

“My hat!" Bkinner jumped. “You
don’t mean to esy it's the man you

Jarvish

THE MAGNET

were telling us about yesterday—your
man Jerninghsam——-="

" Walsingham " ejaculated Snoop.

“*Partington | gasped Btott.

“Ohi No! I—I mean, yes!” Bill
Bunter's lit{ls round eyes gleam
behind his big round speetacles, ™ Yes
—exactly ¥

Bunter jumped to it at onoce.

For onoce he had been at a loss for
& fibd But Bkinner's words suggested
guite a useful one!l

Only the day before Bunter had been
swanking about his “man® comi
down to the schecol with a supply o
cash from Bunter Court.

Certainly, his man was not to
show up at the school! He had been
brought into existence merely fo
account for Bunter's possession of large
sums of cashl erninghem, alias
Partington, alias Walsingham, could
hardly have turned up at Greyfriars, as
he +was merely a fgment of Billy
Bunter’s imagination !

But now—— ;

Bunter caught at the suﬁgnsﬁﬂn like a
drowning man at a plank |

“That's it!'" he

an, %au know |
from Bunter Courtl
know

“I just heard you call him Jarvish
said Bkinner,

“J—I mean, Jarvish! Jerningham
was my last valet. I=—I sacked him.
ish is my—my new man "

Bkinner & Co. looked st him. They
looked ot Jarvishl They had mnot
ermingham,

asped. “"My—my
y—my man from—
Jorningham, wyou

Il

M
I‘"'
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or Partington, or Walsingham| But
they really had to believe in Jarvish—
fnfr ‘E}heiia ha v:ﬂ.ahl y

2 st "
blankly. d
o » My—my man Jarvish ! said Bunter.
‘Ain't you, Jarvishi"

He blinked at the sleek man. Tk
was for him to play up in the
character assigned him by Bunter, as
tha only way of explaining hia presence
there :

‘Yos, sir,” gaid Mr.
imﬁuthfjr. "éuit& 80, sirl”

He emerged from the corner and
stood rubbing his hands.
qu“ manaer was obsequiously respect-

B0 far as clothes went, he did not
look the part. Mis clothes were expen-
sive—and they were stained and untidy
from his recent experiences. But in
manner he certainly looked the psrt to
the very life.

An point of fact, as Bunter was to
discover later, Mr. Jarvish had spent
most of hiz life as & “gentleman’s

entleman *—and that part was easier
or him to play than the part of a
millicnaire, It came more naturally to

m. Lifelong habits came more easily
than recently scquired ones.

Well, my hat!"” repested Skinner.

said Skinner

Jarvish

He had to believe in the man when he
5aW him. “But how the thump did he
get here, Bunter t*

I—I~I—you see—"

Again Bunter failed to hav
ready | But this tima Mr, J&rv?ahﬂtnfl]:
up the tale with ready effrontery, Mr,
arvish had plenty of nerve, though
ngt of the kind that was required to

face physica! daoper.

“I lost my train last night, you
y ntlemen 1" he said Eamuiﬂthﬁ?:
Master Bunter was kind enough to
EIE?W me to taks sheltor in this room.”
‘?es,“thnt’s it ¥ gasped Buoter in
reliaf, You—you ses, I—I told Fou
fellows Jerning am—I mean, Parting-
ton—that is, Jarvish—was coming down
from Bunter Court fo see me to-day.
Heﬂ{ruma last night—"
. ¥ou went out of bounds
him [” exclaimed Skinner. :: 1:'::
w}:? you got out of the dorm, was it"
Oh! Yes! That's it! You ses, I
—I wanted to tell him not to lase his
train back; but he—he lost it, so—so I
brought him in here—"

‘T wonder whet the Head
if he knew |" Eripnedﬂﬂn::p. would say
jﬂ."I E'ﬂ:j* + ¥ou EEHD‘F.-'E, don’t you
Y m——

1 think your headmaster would
probably excuse Master Bunter, in the
circumsiances,” said Bunter's man,
in his smooth voica. “My young
master has done no harm, I am sure.
It was very kind of him to give a

night’s shelter to an old and faithful
servant.”

“That's it,” said Bunter fatuously.
“I'm salwaya kind to menials. Dut
don’t you fellows jaw about it, all the
same, Keep it dark.”

“Hallo, there’s the bell 1" exclaimed
Stott.

The clang of the school bell, ringin
for third lesson, was sudible in the mﬁ
room.

Skinner & Co. made &8 move to the
door. They were deoply interested in
Bunter’s man, and keenly inquisitive
on the subject. But they did not ven-
ture to be late for class with Mr.
Quelch.

Neither would Bunter have ventured,
if he could have helped it. But as he
was nhout to follow glﬂ:innar & Co. out,
Jarvish gestured to him to remain,
end the fat Owl lingered.



okinner & Co. eclattered burriedly
down the box-room staira.

Bunter blinked impatiently at the
ﬂe‘?%’ @ gok b gak irs to-alasa,” b axid

vo go in ass,* he said.

g Waitga. mnn:il:nh—”

* Look hera—"

Jarvigh stepped between him and the
door. He listened till Skinner & Co.'s
footsteps died in the distance down the
Hemove paseage.

“Look hersl® exclaimed Bunter,
“T'va got to go, seal Old Queleh will

down on me!] You cut while all the
fallows are in class—"

“I am not going, sir.”

Bunter stared.

“You silly nss, you've got to gol
You can’t stay hera! I've made those
follows believe you're my valet from
Bunter Court—but if & aces

T am your valet from Bunter Court,
pir I

“Eh1"

“Nothing eould have been more for-
tunate !  Jarvish rubbed hkis hands.
“That will account for my presence
bhere, and 1 can stay—"

“Btay " gasped Bunter.

" Cartainly, sirl If you pass me off
as your valet from home, no doubt your
headmaster will allow me to remain
with the other servants for a day eor
two—"

*{h crikay 1"

“You will remember, sir, that I
have instructions from your father—"

“Oh orumbs!™

“To supply you with any amount of
munEeg you may reguire—:=

#“To an  absolutely
extent—"~

“Qp 1 y

“Hundreds of pounds!” said
Jarvish, watching Bunter's fat face.

l'-lPhew IH' B

“ Thousandg——"

“(Oh scissors ("

Bunter gasped.

“ Htand me, air, and t{ﬂu Ay com-
mand my resourcas to the

are practically unlimited.”

unlimited

123 hiﬂ'
“1 should be hnﬁur sir, to sot as
your manservant, a position to

which I have hean accustemed.”

“ But—but—but—I—I—I've gut to get
into olass |2 stuttered the bewildared
Bunter, . .

“You must miss it, sir, in the ciroum-
stanoog——->"

“Whatt I shall get whopped |12

“It ia worth while, sir! The bell has
stopped. I gather that all the boys are
in olass now "

*Yes—and [

“Plenty of time!” Jarvish rubbed
his handa. “T cannot venture out, but
¥you, sir—you can to the town and
m certain purchases, necessary for
ma to pIa my part here. I will draw

%p a list for you. Money is no object.
bao

Lt

anything that iz asked, and come
in a quick car.
to me herg—->"
“B-b-b-but—"
Mr. Jarvish jerked ount hiz naote-
case. Ha thrust a wad of five ten-
pound notes into Bunter's fat hand,
“Lose no time, sirl”
113 ﬂh E\rlkgﬁ lH
Bunter blinked at the banknotes,
He blinked st Jarvish Jarvizh made

Bring the things

up a rapid list on & page from a
blinked at

ﬁoukat-bmk. whils Bunter
im in helpless bewilderment.

But in the midst of his bewilder-
ment ona fact was clear to Bunter. This
|n§;1hwantﬂ;1+ to act as hi.-a&dvaiat, iui.d
winlle 80 actlng was prepar to au
bim with unlimited cashri It was wﬁfti

EVERY SATURDAY

while risking a whopping from Quelch
for that! It was worth a dozen whop-
pings | e s
Jarvish put the written list in his
hgﬁg‘- t“' L IH
oge no time, sr 2
Bunter lost no tume | Still bewildered,
hardly knowing whether he was on his
head or his heels, the fat junior
tottered out of the box-room. £
Jarvish shut the deor after him and
stood ;uhh:‘.nﬁ his smooth palms—wash-
ing his hands with invisible soap in
imperceptible water |

] i—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Astonishes the NativesI

R. QUELCH frowned.
M One member of hiz Form was
missing, in third scheool.
Bunter was lute!

the end of the term,

At things
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N ——.

generally slowed down a little, But in
the Remove, at least, fellows wers not
allowed to be late for class. Hence

the frown of Henry Samuel Quelch.

But Bunter was not merely un.
punctual! He did not comel Ten
minutes passed, and &till the Owl of the
Remove did not put in an eppearance,

“Wharton !* rapped Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir i"” answered his head boy.

“Do you Enow where Bunter is?”

“Mo, sir. I haven't scen him gince
second lesson1” answered Harry.

o .é.pPar&ntly he iz missing the
leszon 1* said Mr. Qualch; and the grim
compression of his lips hinted that
Bunter would have reason to be sorry
for it, 1f he did miss third school.

And he did!

The Remove fellows wondered what
had become of him. Bunter was often
late—it was one of his little ways to be
unpunctual. But cutting a clazs was a
serious matter.

13

fkinner and Snoop and oStolt ex-

changed glances, They had left Bunter
in t:sha Elemnﬂ box-room with his
man. They wondered whether he was

still there with Jerningham-Walsing-
ham-Partington-Jarvish] It wes quite
unlike Bunter to take the risk of cuttin
& class | But he did not come : and third
school ended without hﬁ'

“Wharton I rapped Mr. Quelch, as
the Remove went out, “you will send

Epnter to my study as soon as you see
.

“Yes, sirl”

Tha Remove marched out of the
Form-room,

Skinner & Co., intensely curious,

soudded off for t.Ea Remove box-room
ii‘: m'im, But they drew that apartment

ank.

The box-room was untenanted,

“He's gone!” gaid Skinner, staring
round the room,

“ But where on earth’s Bunter 1 ssked

&

“IE he's sent his man away, he can't
have gone with him1" said Siotl.
“What 18 he up tol®

“Goodness knows! Blessed if I can
maka it all out!” said Bkinner. “It
looks ms if the fat Owl has been telling
tha truth all the time, and he's really
got & valet at home—and there's really
such a &:lnm as Bunter Court! I never
believed a word of it, for one 1

“Same here |” agreed Booop. “ But it
looks—now——""

“Well, we saw the man I*" said Stott.
~Beeing is believing, isn't it? Perhapa
Buriter's ﬁzupla have come into money.”

“ 8houldn't wonder ! assented Bkin-
per, "Thq'i_frﬂ the sort to chuck it right
and left, if they did. Look here, from
what that frebjous frump was saying
WH’ his man was going to bri

fifty pounda! Might aa well be oiv
to the chapl?

“Civility costs nothing | said Bnoop.
“Let’a look for him.”

They went down to the quad to look
for Bunter. They did not have far to
losk ! There, strutting, was Bunter|

immensel

Ha waz looking v pleased
with himeelf and things generally. A
dozen Remove fellows were gathered

round him. The captain of the Ove
had just inf him that he was
wanted in Quelch’s stnd;. y

“0Oh, blow eloh!” said Bunter
carelessly, “Can't bother about
Quelch 2

“¥ou blithering idiot|2 said Bob
. “You've cut olasgs——"

“Who cares?”

“1 fanoy you'll esre when Quelchy
gots going with the cane ! grinned Bob.

“The carefulness will be terrificl”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What on earth did you cut c¢lass
for 1" asked Petar Todd.

“You gee, my man game down from
Bunter Court!” explained the Owl of
the Remove airily,

“Are you going to tell Quelch that i"
yelled Peter, 3

“Certeinly.” said Bunter calmly.

“Better put,_ some exercise books in
your bags, before you try to pull his
leg to that extent I® suggested Nugent.

“(Oh, really, Nugent——=2

“Cut off to Quelch, old fat man,”
said Harry, lavghing, “and don't try
telling him whoppers.™

“I tell you my man Jerningham—I
mean Jarvish—" )

*Hello, hallo, hallol? exclaimed
Bob Chervy. *That's a new onel Your
man’s had only thres names, so far!l
Has he %ﬂt four 1

*Ha, ha, hal*

“Vou can cackla i” hooted Bunter.
“Thankse—we willl Ha, ha, hal”
Tie MAGRET LIrRARY.—No. 1,283,
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“%!’ou‘it bE!iﬂT:d inB thi?a man whan you
geoc him 1 encer unter.
“When!” grinned Johnny Builll.

“The whenfulness is terrific

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Well, he's here now 1" roarcd Bunter.

“Here !” yelled Bob, _

“Ves here! In my study this very
minute,” declarcd Bunter. “That's why
I cut third school. 1 took him to my
study to change his clotheg———*"*

“(hange his clothes]” repeated Bob
Cherry dazedly. " What the thump did
he want to change his clothes for?”

“J—I—I mean, he didn't—he
wasn'{——""

“HE-, h“' hﬂ-!" .

“That is to say, he did—"

“Lucid at least!’’ grinned Nugent.

“What I mean is, he had rather an
accident—tumbled over in the mud, or
—or something, g0 I had to get him a
new outfit [¥ explained Bunter. "I cut
down to Chunkley's in Courtfield—"

“You—you walked to Courtfield 1n
third schaol—= .

* Luckily, I picked up a taxi on the
road. 1came back in it with the things
for Jerningham—I mean Jarvish—=_

“* Great pip!”

“My only sainted suntI” ] .

“ Bunter's been rolling about in taxis,
buying new outfts for his menser-
vants | chortled Verncn - Smith.
“Yesterday he wan trying to borrow
half-a-crown! Looks as if he must have
borrowed s good many =

“The borrowfuloess must have heen
terrific.”

“Terrific and preposterous!” chuckled

Bob.
u’H!' ha, hal? )
“If you fellows don't believe me—-#

roared Bunter.

“Believe  you I %Jna ed Wharton.
“Po you expect enybody to swallow
that, you frabjous ass?Z

“(3h, really, Wharton—=" ‘

“Cut off to Queleh, you howling ass!
And for goodness’ sake dom't spin him
8 yarn like that!"

1 suppose I'd hbetter see Quelch!
You can come and hear what I tell him,
if vou like," jeered Bunter. .

I'{a rolled away to the House. Quite
an army of fellows followed him. In
fact, ncarly all the Remove invaded
the Mpsters’ Passage st the hecls of
William George Bunter, That Bunter
would have the ingredible nerve to spin
such a yarn to go formidable a person
as Henry Samuel Quelch seemed in-
credible. If he did, they were quite
keen to hear him. bvicusly, the
whacking of Quelch’s cane would follow.
Only Bkinner & Co. did not share that
gencral expectation. Skinner & Co.,
having actuslly aeen DBunter's man
with their own eyes, had to believe that
there was something in it.

Bunter certainly showed no nervous-
ness, as he tapped at
door.

“(Come in!" said Mr. Quelch’s decp
voice. s )

Bunter marched in, deaving the door
open. A crowd of fellows listened,
breathless, in the passage.

“Oh! It is you, Bunter!” Mr, Quelch
reached for his cane. “ You were nof 1n
class for third schosl, Bunter—"’

“No, sir] 1 hope you'll excuse me,
gir!” said DBunter. "™ You see, sir, my
man camo down rather suddenly from
Bunter Court——"

There was a gasp in the passage !

“He’s going to do it!” breathed Bob
Cherry. ;

“What I ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

“My man, Jarvish, sir—"

hiz IM'orm-master’s

THE MAGNET

“ Bunter ™ : )

“Hae came down with a special
message from my pafer, sir, sbout—
about the holidays, sir!™ saiud Bunter.
“ He—ha tumbled over in getting out of
the way of a car, eir, and-—and I
]is}}nugh’!: I ought to look after him =
If—2

“Bunter ¥ repeated Mr. Quelch.

“He was—was smothered with mud,
sir, and—and I had to get him a change
of clothes, =sir."”

Mr. Quelch looked fixedly st Bunter.

“If that explanation is the truth,
Bunter, I shall excuza you for missing
third schoot!” he sard.

“Thank you, sirl!”
breezily.,

Mr. Quelch breathed hard. .

“JIs the man vou speak of now in the
school, Bunter?®

“¥Yag, sir; I told him he could change
in my study.” :

“You wilf send him to me, Dunter.”

The juniors in the passage nDstened
breathlessly. That, they supposed, was
8 knock-out for Bunter. He could
hardly send a non-existent wvalet to
Quelch, To their amazement the Owl
of the Remove answered with perfect
calmness.

“(Jh, certainly, sir!”

“Very well, Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh,
in & grinding wvoice. “If the man
cotnes to me and bears out your state-
ment, yvou are excused. Ctherwise, you
will receive an  excecdingly severe
caning.”

“Yes, sir,” said Bunter. “I'll go and
tell him, =ir.”

He rolled out of the study. .

The crowd of fellows gazed abt him in
the passage, fairly stupefied.

o -::u—ryau—i;'uu howling  ass!”
gasped DBob Cherry. “You've done it
f}fm".;. ou'll get the licking of wyour
ife 1M

“And sorve you jolly well right ™
growled Johnny Bull.

“Eh ! Bunter blinked at them. It
will be all right when I send Jarvish to
explain to Queleh, won't it1¥ :

“¥es; if there is any Jarvish,”
chuckled Nugent.

Eniff from Bunter.

“You can come and see him in my
study, if wou like. Bkinner's seen him
already—haven't you, Skinner ¥

“I've seon- him,” said Skinner.

“What 7" gasped the Bounder.

_ “You can all sce him, if you like,”
jeered Bunter. *Blessed if I see any-
thing to make a fusz about! I've told
vou often cnough that I keep a wvalet
at home at Bunter Court. The pater's
sent him down here with some money
for me. I mentioned that I should
want a few hundred pounds——"

“A fow hundred whatter?” shrieked
Bob Cherry.

* Pounds ™

Bunter rolled away. He headed for
the Remove passage. After him went
the Ilemove a5 one man. Amazing as
it was, incredible as it was, it began to
look as if it was true. And the aston-
ished Removites marched after Billy
DBunter to Study No. T in the Hemove
passage, to behold Bunter’s man with
their own eyoes,

THE SE‘UEHTEEH'EH CHAFPTER,
Getting Away With It!

s ARVIST !
j *“¥ez Master William.”

Billy Bunter, opening the door

of Study No. T, rolled in. And

the th:!mﬂv:: ¥£‘HD‘|‘I-'E- i tho passage
[

satd Bunter

The voice that answered Bunter was
a smaooth, sleek, respectful voice—the
voice obviously of a deferential man-
servant.

To five fellows in the crowd there waa
& sort of familiar note in it. Harry
Wharton & Co. fancied they had heard
1t before, though speaking mn much less
calm lones.

“Who?" gasped Wharton.

“What?"” ejaculated Dob Cherry.

Bunter threw the door of the study
wide open. He was only too pleased to
display his man to the astonished
eves of the Greyfriars fellows.

A zea of eves fixed on the man.

Five fellows recognised Jarvish at
once as the man who had fled from the
wrecked Daimler in Pegpg Lane, and
liad been pursued by the lean gangster
into Friardale Wood.

They had wondered s good desl what
had Im%p:_:ned to the slesk man since,
and debated whether they had better
report the strange affair to Mr. Quelch.

Certainly they had never dreamed of
secing the man at Greyfriars School,
much less in the characler of Billy
Bunter's valet.

But it was the same_ man. They
knew him at & glance. His sleek face
was calm now, clear and clean-shaven.
His clothes had been changed; he was
dreszed in a quiet dark suit, suitable
for & respectnble manservant. ‘There
was no trace about him of the Eright-
cned excitemnment of the previous day.
But it was the man of the Daimler.

Tn tha other fellows hes was & com-

lete stranger. He stood twining his
aleek, strong hands with & deprecating
expression on his face—a quiet and re-
spectable manservant to the very life.

“0h, you've fnished, arvish[™
drawled Dunter.

“Yes Master William.™

“My Form-master, Quelch, wants to
soe you, Jarvish.”

*Very good, sir,” said Jarvish.

“I'll take you to his study,” eaid
Bunter airily. “You'll have to gee the
Head about staying till we break up.
But I fancy it will be all right. Let a
fellow pass, vou fellows!™

“ Ho=he—he's real!” gasped Peter
Todd.

“My only summer bonnet!” ejacu-
lated the Bounder.

“Bunter's told the truth,” said Bob
Cherry. " What ass said the age of
miracles was passed ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here! It's somo sort of
spoof,” said Dolsover major, shoving
forward, “"Here, my man! WWhat's
your name "

“Jdarvish, s

“¥ou're Bunter’s valet!"” demanded
Bolsover major,

“Yes, sir.”

" Come down from Bunter Court 1"

“Quite so0, sir.”

“And how Ilong have wou bheen
Bunter's valeti” demanded Bolsover,

“Three months, sir,” said Jarvish
smoothly. was recommmended to
Master William, =ir, by his late valet,
Jorpningham.”

“Tan me ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“I szay, you fellows, I told you—"
gquoaked Dunter,

“Thiz has got me beat,” said Fisher
T. Fish. “I'll gay 1t's the bee's knee.
It's the cat's whiskers, and then some.”

“Jarvish will be staying here till wa
break up,” said Bunter gt‘ﬂﬂlllj’. AL
least, he's going to ask the Head to lat
him.”

“What on earth for?”
Taodd,

askad Peter
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“ My—my man, you know 1" sald Bunter.
T mean Jarvish [ ** Skinner & Co. looked at Jarvish, hardly able to believe their eyes. ** Ain't you Jarvish 5'
“ Yes, sir 17 said Mr. Jarvish, respectfully, rubbing his hands.

“You see, the—the——" ;

“Mr. Bunter is ‘s_rim:ng abroad, siz,”
said Jarvish smoothly. “The house is
closed for some time. As I am to
sccompany Master William on his holi-
days, his respected father, sir, BUE-
gested that his headmaster might allow
me to ba accommodated hera with the
servants for the remaining few days of
the term.”

“0Oh!” gasped Petor.

It all gounded plausible encugh. Yet
quite & number of the fellows could not
belp thinking that there was a catch
in 1t somewhere. )

“I gay, you fellows, let us pass!” said
Buntéer. " My valet's got to eee Quelch,
and then I'm taking him to the Head.”

“8o_you got away all right yesterday,
Mr., Jervish—if that is your name?”
said Harry Wharton, very quietly,

In spite of his nerve and impudence
the sleek min gave & start as he fixed
hig eyes on the captain of the Remove.

Probably it had not occurred to him
that the schoolboys he had met in Pepg
Lane, when his car was wrecked, be-
longed go the same school as Bunfer,

]:Ea had not specizlly observed them
smong the crowd of juniors; but now
he recognised them, and he breathed
quickly. ]

“ Mot ﬂou hefore, you know,” grinned
Johnny Bull. .

“The metfulness was terrifie,
esteemed Jarvish.”

Billy Bunter blinked at them
sstonishment.

“1 say, vou fellows, wharrer you
mean 1™ ho demanded. “You haven't
met_my—my valet before, I suppose?”™

“We've bad that pleasure,” grinned
Nugent. "“But we jolly well never
knew he was your jolly old valet,
Bunter, and he never let on™

oy

in
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Jarvish recovered himself.

“I remember you yaun%{gent.lemﬂn
now,” he said smonthil;.u “Had I been
aware that you were triends of Master
William’'s, I should certainly have men-
tioned that I was Master William's
valet,”

Harry Wharton looked at him., The
man's manner was respeciful, defer-
entisl—all that it should have been, in
fact. But there was a certain cunning
slyness in his shifty eyes that was not

convincing.
a?ind it was extraordinary, to say tha
least, that Bunter’s valet should hava
bean travelli In an expensive oar,
which he had sbandoned without a
second thought when it was wrecked.
It was still more extraordinary that
Bunter's valet should have heen pursued
by & man who looked like an American
gangster, and who déarried a revolver.
That there was :mmathinﬁ behind =sll
this, the captain of the Remove felt
fairly certain. But he could not begin
to guess what it was.

8till, it was no particular business of
his. s was amazed, and mora than s
little distrustful, but he had to leave
the matter where 1t was.

“1 sny, you fellows, Quelch iz waiting

to gee Jerningham—I mean Partington
—that is, Jarvish! Let a fellow pass!™
The juniors made reom, and Bunter

left the study, respectfully followed by

hiz man. They gazed after him as he
went. : :
“Well, my ony hat!” szaid the

Bounder blankly.
“The only-hatfulness is terrific I
“It's some sort of a spoof,” grunted
Bolsover major.
“What rot!™ said Skinner. “I su
oss the man knows whether he's
unter's valet or not.™

man from—Irom Bunter Court.
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Jerningham, you know—I—
** asked Bunter.

L
4

* Quite 50, sir 17

“Well, he ﬂught to know, that's cer-
tain [ said ob Cherry dubicusly.
“But it's all jolly queer!”

“The gueerfulness iz prepostercus [
“The man locks all right,” remark
the Bounder slowly. * Anybody can see
that he's a2 manservant—and he looks &

well-trained one. But »

He shook his head, quite puzzled.

“They've come into money,” eaid
Skinner.

" Must have been jolly sudden, then,"
seid 8Bmithy. *Only vesterday Bunter
was trying to borrow half-a-crown up
and down the Remove [V

“He's got lots now, anyhow,” eaid
Bkinner. “And I don’t sce that youm
fellows need run Bunter down. Bunter's
not a bad sort.”

“A jolly good sort, if you ask mel®
said Snoop.

“T'll say he's got his good pointsl”
agreed Fisher T. Fish.

Evidently the fact that Bunter now
had *lots of money ” made a difference
E: ?kinner & Co.'s estimation of the fat

WwWil.

The crowd of fellows broke up, most
of them discussing Bunter and his man.
It was & nine days’ wonder, and the
most wondrous part of it was that
Bunter, apgarentir. had heen telling the
truth. Nobody, knowing Bunfer, could
possibly have expected that!

Some of the fellows who had linger-
ing doubts wondered what would be the
result of Jarvish's interview with Mr.
Quelch.

But that interview seemed to pass off
auite satisfactorily.

Whether there was any “spoof” in
the affnir or not, that quict, respectable,
deferential manservant  successfully

Troe MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,383,




18

passed the test of an interview with
the gimlct-oyed Remaove master.

Later, it was learncd that he had seen
the headinaster, and received permis-
sion to remain at the school until it
broke up for the holidays.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billicng For Bunter !

i ASTER WILLIAMUP _

M Billy Buntcr blinked

round through his big
spectacles.

11e was extended in the arinchair in
Study No. T after tea.

It hadl been an ample tea—toe ample,
perhaps.  Birce “the arvival of his
valet at Creyfriars, “Billy Bunter's
study had been like unto a land fowing
witl milk and honey. Even the
Bounder's lavish spreads were as moon-
light unto sunlight, as water unto
wiye, compared with Bunter's.

Mps. Mimble, who had been wont to
ovo. Bunter with ey frigidity when he
rolled into the tucksheop, now awarded
i hor sweetest smiles. ;

Rolling in money, Bunter certainly
displayed an open-handed side of his fat
nature. Ho liked to feed, and he liked
ta see other fellows enjoying a fced.
No doubt he overdid it a little. On the

esent oceasion, as his man Jarvish
ooked in at the deorway, with a
deferential congh; Bunter was resting
in  the armelbatr after Lis exertions,
feeling that he could not have got out
of it %.md the house been on fire. He
was Joaded far bevond the Plimsoll
line. His teg-party had gone down, leav-
ing Lim to recover slowly.

ile gave his man a gracious yod.

“You can come in, Jarvish 17 he said.

“Thank vou, sir1"” saitd Jarvish.

He came in. 1

Bo well did Jarvish c{rln;.' his part
that Punter almost wondered at times
whether the man really was his valet.
¥t Was quite casy for Bunter to Eli? inte
gﬂm!? of the young master. Bunter

d giving orders
rere was only one
munt, 80 to speak.

It could not last:

Buuter wished that the term had not
beott #o-near its ond.  But with the end
of the torm had to ceme the end of
DBuntes's glory. Jarvish, in his. terror
of the gangster, was going to remain in

fly in the oint-

hiding at the school 85 long as he could.

Byl he could not remain after the school
breke up. He had to go. when Bunter
wend. All Bunter could do was to make
hay while the sun shone. .

‘j‘jBrmI-; up to-morvow, Jarvish!” he

said, , +
"3 I understand, sie,” said Jarvish
mn?ﬁ.ll;'.

Hiz sly, watchful eyes were on

Bunter's fat face, Jarvigh, too, had

THE MAGNET—EVERY-SATHRDAY

been thinking of that Ay in the cintment

—probably to more purpese than
Buntor 1 S
“You'll have to clear then!™ said

Bunter regretfully.

“{Oh, quite, sic 1"

“I'm sorry, Jarvish 1"

Jarvish smiled faintly.

-"]'E;" is very kind of you to say 30,
GBI

“The fact i3, I like you, Jarvish
said Bunter patronisingly.

“I am honoured, sir!
ceeded  in  giving you
Gi 1’ ]

“You have!” said Bunter generously.
“I've never had a servant I liked better,
Jarvich 1"

Jarvish coughed respectfully.

“Then, sir,” he sai de{emutmll‘{, but
with his sly eyes watchiug Bunter like a
cat—"thpn, sir, perhaps you would con-
sider a proposition I am about to make,
sir [ :

“Fire away!” said Bwiter. " Hand
mo those tarts first, though. I .f_hmk I
could manage another tart! hanks,
Jarvish Now go ahead.”

“ It is such & pleasure, sir, and such an
honour, to serve a young gentleman like
you, sir, that I am very uawilling to

give up the place. )
Bunter ﬁﬂﬂ!@d over the ‘ia.m-tart! He
have heard

:}'I;h;:d Peter Todd coul
11

“1 have always besn a gentleman’s
valet, sir, though I have never hitherto
served a young gentleman of such dis-
tinction as yourself, if I may say so,
sil S

Bunter purred ! . )

He liked -flattery, and he liked 1t
like pincapple, in chunks! Jarvish was
giving it te him n gquite extonsive
chunls. , ]

“As it happens, sir, I have come into
the possession of great wealth—immansoe
wealth | You are aware of that, sirl
have not merely thousands of pounds
but millions, at my dispasal. Woul
yvou, sir, care to be a millionaire?

“Ehi* ' .

“1 may sav, a billicnaire !

“Wha gt 1" -

nter, heavy laden, had felt thal he
cotld not mova! Now he moved! FHe
eat bolt upright, his eyes almost poppunig
through his spectacles at Jarvish,

That mysterions gentloman—or gentle-
man's gentlemdmr—stood- before hiny
deferentially winding his smooth bands
together. ’

“] am in carnest, sir,” said.Jarvish
smoothly. “1I shouk] vastly prefer, sirv,
to.be your valet, if you will honpur.me
by retaining my services. You.will fipd
me, sir, a most devoted and faithful
servant. My fortune, sir, shall be.trgna-
ferred to youn for the term of your
natural life. Legal decuments; sir, shall
ba drawn up to that effect I

“Dh 1" gasped. Bunfer.

“You will be a billionaire, sir——"

¥
E

If I have suc-
satisfaction,

“ Doooooh 1M

“The world will be at your feet !

“Oh crikey ¥ 3

“Your school holideys, sir l'.l]B,E‘i be
spent in any part of the world tha Fou
prefep—m="m

“Fina " ‘?aspaﬁ Bunter.

“Vou will have command of unlimited
wealth——*

“Oh, good 1™

“All

ask, sir, is that ci.'ou will retain
my services as valot, and allow me the
honour of attending you personally as
your faithful servant.”

Burter blinked at him.

The man was in esrnest] That was
elear! He was anxious that Billy
Bunter should accept that amazing
offer! Why, was an utter mystery 1

Bunter might believe that the sly-eyed,
sleek man found it an unending honour
and pleasuro to eerve him a3 valetl
Nobedy else eortainly would have been
likely to beliave it] Obviously, the man
had some deap, hidden motive, some
utterly mysterious and undiscoverable
reason_for making that amazing offer.
Even Bunter vaguely roalised that. Buk
there was the offer I” That was real, and
the money was real! And that ;:rl
enough for Bunter | Probably it would
heve been enough for a good many
fellows! Anyhow, it was enough for
Billy Bunter

“Done ! he gasped.

“¥ou consent, sir 1 asked Jarvish.

"‘rﬁiha:]&-:hu 1 aaidI Bunter breat hlessly.

“Tha ou, sir :

Eu-ftsfuntgd, deferential, Jarvish lelt
the study as noiselessly aa he had entered
it. There was a strange and curious smile
on his sleek features as he went'd
the passage. Perhaps it was aa.
for Billy Bunter’s fat satisfaction thak he
did not see that smile! It might have
alarmed him | ﬂErba.inlf‘;' he would have
been alarmed could he have been aware
of the thoughts hidden behind the s
smooth face of his man. But Ban
remained happily uwnaware of Mr.
Jarvish's thoughts 1 _

“ Millions I” murmured Bunter,

He grinned,

" Billions 1™

He chuckled.

“ Millions !
crikey 1™

Ha chortlad.

There . were great times shead for
Bunter . the Billionaire! There were
gorgoous times ahead! There were tre-
mendous times! And what clse was
ahead; Billy Bunter, fortunately, did not
yeb know!

My hat! Billions?! Oh

THE BEND.

(Well, chums, T hope you enjayed this
cover-to-cover yarn of the chums of
@Greyfriars as well as 1 did! Real top-
noteker, tar't 7  And there's plenty
more like it {o rome! Weleh oul néxi
week for: YA SNOB IN CLOVERI
by Fraeank Richards. It's grand, great,
spifing—and EXTRA LONG/—Eb.}
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WANTED

Complete yachting outht, also mari-
ner s compass and books on navigation.
Offers wanted at once—advertiser hav-
ing a boat out on the river for an hour

next Wednesday.—S. J. SNOOP, c/o

i LY
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RIFLE REQUIRED

For the pertod of my holiday with
Cousin Peter. Regret unable to state
what kind of rifle, but it may helﬁ
you to know that we're going to Nort
Wales—and Peter has promised to
teach me to SHOOT THE RAPIDS.—
ALONZOTODD, ¢/o GREYFRIARS

HERALD.

IF THEY SPOKE
THEIR THOUGHTS

Brickbats in Brackets

{This i» an actual conversstion between
Mr. Quelch and Mr, Prout. We have taken
the liberty of adding what they were really

thinking in brackets. For goodness' sake
]dr{é“;t‘ let either of them see this number !—

Prour: Ah, good morning, Quelch ! Love.
ly day, is it not T (Pity it hasn't taken that
seowl off your face !)

Quetcr: You're right, Busy 7
gﬂﬂpa to goodness he says *ves ' ; I shall be

ored to tears if he starts talking 1)

P: No, not very busy. The work in my
Torm goes on so smoothly that it never
intrudes on my leisure. (More than you can
say, L'll bet !}

Q: You are indead lucky to apa eich
8 model Form. (A good model tor & mental
home, if only you knew it )

P : Well, you know, I believe in co-operat-
ing with my boys to get the best out of them.
{One in the eye for you, you old martinet 1)

Q: An excellent idea, Prout. I am surs
they look on you es a friend. (Matter of fact
I happen to know they look on you as a
frealz 1)

P: I am quite sure that the same may be
8a3id of your bovs, my dear sir. {['m quite
sure it can't !)

Q: I wigh I could think so, Prout. DBut
junior boys are not so easily controlled as
seniors. (Yours are like a flock of sheop.

Prout,

aanay ¥

: Yes, vou're certainly right there, (The
fact is, you're talking out of the back of your
neck 1)

Q : Well, Prout, I'm airaid I must ba going
now, however much I should enjoy continuing
this charming litile chat. (What a relief
it will be to get away !)

P : It's always a pleasure to talk to you,
mf’ dear Quelch. ({About o3 plessant as
ta i'."in,glr to a lemon 1)

Q) : Well, good-bye, then.
{The later the better )

P : Good-bye, my dear sir. We must cor-
tainly meet again soon. Mind how you go!
{(Iope you trip up on the step !)

Penfold’s Potted Poems

Most freakish of freaks 13 Alonzo.
It beats us why he enrrics onzo |

A nofo about Herbert B. Trovor :
He's shady and sharp—Dbut not elever |

See you later !

Thao' & writer of ** bleads,” Nugent minor’s ¥

Better far (han mere penny-o-liners !

A practical fellow is Hobson—
Whatever variety of job's on!

Through ways that aro wormy, Sid Snoop
Lands less than he should in the soup.

Though matha. have no charm for 12l
Wibloy,

On Shakespeare he’s never beon quibloy
{quibbiy}. ;

“My opinion
of the Remove 77
Enidr Will iu.{:n

osling, in reply
to the question of
our Special Re-
prasentatlive,
“Wot I sava is
this 'ere: takin’

boyas in the main.
th&;.r all ou
“But as they've hoscaped

1
th?'_r,' ro genta.

tion, it's Master Skinner.

Remove, hich it's me

‘s on the whole, they're gents,

“Which I 'aven’t a very ‘igh opinion of
To be candid, I think
tor ba drownded at birth,

willin' to look at "em without malice or pre-
judice, an', on the whole, I'll admit that

1f there's one I single houl as the hexcep-
Master Bkinner's
no gent, an’ I don’t care who 'ears me say so.

“Wot I says is this 'ere: I've got the
‘ighest respeck for the young gents in the

“MASTER SKINNER’S

NO GENT!”

School Porter’s Reflections

don't.

that fats, I'm

can't be no

I've too much
‘* Al bar }f:;ter Slanner.

I shall nover res -

“Wot I says iz this 'ere: when a 'fauu;iﬁm one hand and Wibley
gent puta hexplosive cipara

ocoby traps in ‘is cupboard an’ autymatis }
jumpin’ enakea in ‘'is table drawer,
gent, say wot you like |

“Wot I says is this "ere : I'm not the kind
to poke 'ia nose into youn
property. I'd scorn to do sich a thing. But
why does Master Bkinner go an’ put thom

k
'olidays to clean
the winders an'

WHO WON THE WAGER?

tidgy up the
utl.;d.iea.l an’ I":;
g0 plenty .
shanos to pry it Removite’s Queer Problem
their dea aa’ Wk . o " }
oupboardsif Ifeed | A problem requiring the bitterly. Eumathlpg Wﬂuﬂ.
like it. But I|%®dom of & Solomon to solve hapw soon after I'd won [
I for 'ery,'|Dae arisen out of a littlo "“Won 1" hooted Wib.
aster Skinner, ing wa mode by|“ Why, you fathead, you
sgain. tgan of the Remove on|lost! You went ¢n a round-

and Rake on the other.
Wib. ;m% R:!i[: w-aratl_gﬂ
saggers ¥ quantity
e hg'ﬁ’uf ~tuck stowed away by
Morgpan that they effered him
twn to one in doughnutas he

woaldn't have a threepenn

in "ia desl an

genta' privais
ride on a roundabout and five

things there, just as if 'e thought 1 was goin' |Minutes on a swing-hoat scon
dooty durin’ thelto do it, eh 1 afi;r mﬂ;zar wﬂihuuti; gami:: ;
— alacrity. Immedﬂ:!;tai after

When I ran
laat summer at & South Coast
rogort (writes Dick Russell)

into  Squill

he was simpl

. bubbling over
with

enthusiasm for surf-

over the mighty occcan’s un-
dulating, foam-flecked sur-
face, with the wind whistling

past your ears and the aalt

WOULD YOU BELIEVE

dinner that day e trio
journed to the fair-ground

SURF RIDING’S SURPRISING [sdiowmed to che
g

Ask Squiff

spray  whipping your flesh
into & tingling ecstasy of
life, you feel as though you've
become tranaformed into a
sea-god of pagan mythology I™

“%%e&ll:,r ¥ How much do
they charge 1" I asked,

“ Three bob, including a
man to drive the motor-boat,”
Souiff replied, eagerly. *“ It's
dirt cheap at the prl:ca."

] I:d
have a go.”

Et!;rjiff nodded.

“You'd be converted at

riding. once, I can tell you! There's
“1It'a the Sport of the |only ome drawback. I'm—

Superman ! he told wme, | hem !—a little short of cash

enthusiastically (keep wyourjfat the moment. But for

seata, chalps--hﬁ"d only redd | that—"!

it on & leeal advertisoment| Aas it happened, I was flush,

hoarding ) ™ As  you race |myself; so I naturally offered

the needful,
Squiff fairly jumped at it}
A couple of minutes later

e fo watch wyou|l

he was being towed awny

IT?

organ went
through hia tesb.

He emerged from a three-
panny ride on tha roundabouty
sntrely euccessful. His eves
were bright and his cheeks
Flnwmg. and nobody looked
ocea likely to be sick than he !

He then went up in a ewing-
beat, with Rake sz partner,
snd had & most hectic five

from the pier at a rapidly
accelerating speed.

I waited, with some curio-
sity, to see him transformed
into & seagod of p
mythology, with the salt
spray whipping his flesh into |minutes in the air, 8till no
a tingling ecstasy of life and laign of approaching illneas
all the rest of it. showed when he came down

Bomehow it didn't quite |again | .

happen that way. All that' Ibtwasasthey wers strolling
sow wos Squiff making o the fairground that he

frantic efforiz to keep rsuddenly turned n and
balance for about five seconds d away to the nearest

snd then suddenly hitting [seeluded spot.

the water with a fearf Rake and Wibley had a

wallop, leawing the motor. lchuckle to themsslves and

boatto lenp away without him, prepared to pull their eol-
It turned out to be Bquiff’s league’s leg unmercifully

first effort at surf-riding— when he returned.

and if he expected to come But a surprise was in store

back lcolking like a sea.god, for them. When Morgan

he must have been seversly came back he wasn't looking

digappointed. & bit erestfallen. He merely
To me he looked more like |looked wild,
a drowned rat ! “Just my luck [ ¥ he said,

= |

ol

a Turkish bath, Bunter was found
wallowing in his stady 1m & bath

Donald Ogilyy suggests that the
famons Scottish sport ol tossing
the caber ghould be jptroduced

whicli Mr. Lazatus, the secoad- at Greylriars, ﬂgi[rg bimgell
hand desler, had assured Bunier offered to show the Removites
came from Turkey! When how it iz done—but, uolortm-
* chipped,” PBunter did not ex- nately, be londed the hbeavy

parience any Turckish *° delight.’”

caber on Loder's foot—and thera
wasd firouble !

about and a ewing and it
made you 1], didn't it ¥

“ Nothing of the kind!?”
was Morgan's answer., “ The
swing and the roundabout
had nothing to do with it |

“Then what the thump

! Something entirely differ-
ent! I could bhave stood
swinga and roundabouts all
the afterncon. What did it
was something L saw as we
were walking away 1 "

“And what was that !
demmmﬂ id&d; Rak?.

rgan’s ¥y cAame AS A
bombshell. P

“It was Loder! I just

happened to eatch sight of

¥ | was it 27

Loder, you see, and the sight
of Loder always does make
me aick |12

Bo who won the wager{

No prizes are offered for
the solution, dear readers,
g0 don’t trouble to bombard
ua with su ions,

Qur own 1dea ia that the
three doughouts should be
resented to Loder with a
EJ.II explanation.

We'rse
pleasad |

sure ha'd Le awlally

A tenge, breathlegs
stlence brooded over
the Courtfield Coms
mon ericket pavilion,
The hopes of the
Remove teapa were

ebsolutcly centred on the whiteclad figure that was
emerging from the inside of the pavilion.

wers turned on him.

Would Vernon-Smith let them down ?

From the bottom of their hearts they hoped not.

They had been through many ups and downs
together in the course of the scason, and in more
than one crisis Vernon-Smith had pulled them

through.

Surely he would rise to the oceasion this time ?
Little hod they drecmed, when they sst out to

gi&y Dick Trumper & Co., of Courtfield Council
chool, that afternoon of the exeitement that would

crown the game.

Thay had light-heartedly imagined that it would
be the ususl sort of afternoon—a jolly good gams,
with a fairly comfortable victory for the Remove,

THE HOPE OF

By TOM BROWN

thern that they would end up with this thrilling

Inky’s Birthday Guide

This Week:
BILLY BUNTER

Esteemed and idiotis readers! Btand up
and take sitful notice of the hnruae;{:-pe‘uf
the sugust and impossible Bunter | Having
knowiully learned his birth date, I have pry-
fnlly consulted the wise books of my esteemed
nati:.ra soothsayers. This is the result :—

Bunter is one with great ambitions. The
greatest. of these ia to emulate the esteemed
and respected pig in the quantity of food he
eata gorgefully ; but thia embition hes been
realised rarcly becauss of his noediul lack of
the necessary ool.

Our estesmed Porpoise possceses great

ride. Heo ia proud of his Bgmceiui figure,

is sncestral home, his titled relations, his
postal-orders and many other things. Thore
ia only one ridiculous drawback to this—the
things he is proud of do not exiet outsids his
eateemed and ludierous imagination!

The stars show that Bunter will certainfully
develop & commanding personality. We can
easily guess where thia 18 likely to happen—

(Continued belaw.)

HIS SIDE

and & jolly good
ad aftorwards ot
s Oourtfeld Com-

All eyes | drama i

(11 WE

Gl i

WHILE YOU WAIT!

Bolsover major complains that
though the Rulps Stone in the
New Fores{ marks the spot where
William II wna slain by an arrow,

—mﬂ';-h:?;:f- Sy 4":5-_

A Binger-print camera is not neces-
gary when Buonter rpids g study
cupboard. He igvariably leaves
ismmy smears whick smply
reveal biz [at Aoger-miarks to the there is nothing in the Greyiriars
Remove *“*sleaths 1" Huonter fqundrang!u to szhow whers
paually finds himsel! canght in &' Bolsaver once knocked off Loder’s

* gticky "' mess | cap with a well-simed f(url

Fisher T. PFish pagsosses un-
bouaded **chesk,” and  hiz
numerong motey-makine sehemes
are based on biz belief that there
I8 & mug born every minute !
He even succeeded 1o selling

Bunter & second-band pen-
kpife—bnt Euaoter's hall-crown
was & ““bad 'mp 1 M

Hearts almost stopp
dezeended the steps of the ¢
fixed their eyes oo him, almost speschless with
anxiety,

One man only, in the shape of Bob Cherry, was not
too overwhelmed to speak to the man of the moment.

“ 8mithy, old man—" he began, n & Yoo
cholierd with ermnotion.

“* Well, Bob "

eriedd Bob Cherry huoskily.
do, den't—don’t let us down |

mon Tea Houan,
Not for & moment
had it occurred lo

g3 the Dounder
The players

ed heatin

avilion,

roly on you, Wa absolutely depend on you,"
“ Don't—whatever you

try not to,” said Smithy, quistly. ' What's

tho trouble ? "
Bob Cherry gulped.

“Tha Courtfield men are all stony and
we've only one-and-tenpence between us.
Old man, for goodnesa’ sake don't say that
YOU HAVEN'T GOT ENOUGH CASH TO
FAY FOR THE TEA1Z

m———— e
fil in any cstesmed tuckshop 1 Financial genius
i# also indicated, and, having recenlly ex-

il perienced ruefully his ability to * tap ' ono
bl for the uscful h

f-erown, I can assert state-

ol fully that this is & trueful fact !

Wun | ]
eshidition of rope-climbing ia
the Frmnozinm—ooing un hand-
over-hand withont the aid of
hiz feet, and perlormirg weird
evoiutions af the éop | He ofered
ample instifieation for Bolsover®
deseription of him ag ** a little
monkey |

| Bunter is one of constant change.

Te futureful outlook of the csteemol
Thero will
be a neediul necessity for himn to change his
residencs ofton—mostly on neeount of proess-
ful eroditors!

Finally, my esteomed and footling readers,
thero is no npeed to tell Bunter wiuhiuli;.r
“May wyour shadow newver ow Jessl”
Judging by the stars, the cerfainfulness that
it pnever will is terrilic |



