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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Takers!

6 ILKINSON
Ed Eir !H
“Is  evervthing
Williamson *"

“Yes, sirl” : :

“Wice day for the trip, Jenkinson!™

(L] Qu.itﬂ. Hlll.' EI!

Parkinson, the chauffeur, answered to
all those names, one efter another, with
unmoved gravity. He was growing
apcustomed to the manners and customs
of Billy Bunter. Not a vestige of &
smile eppeared on his face.

But Harry Wharton & Co. smiled.

They found Bunter the Billionaive
rather entertaining.

Bince Billy Bunicr, in some mysie-
rious way, had become enormously rich,
he was developing manners to match.
Among other things, he made it a point
never lo be able to remember a ser-
vant's name. If a footinan was named
John that was a sufficient reason {for
Billy Bunter to address him as James
or Joseph.

Bunter's big ear woas standing before
the door of Wharten Lodge, ready to
start. It was a blazing August morn-
ing. Bright sunthine streamed down
from a sky of cloudless blue. There
was & haze of heat on the Burrey hills,

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove were looking as merry and
bright as the morning. They gencrally
contrived to enjoy their holidays. But
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ready,

BII.!.IONAIIRING

FRANK RICHARDS.

these “hols ™ ther were gelting some-
thing special! A inip in an air liner
was rather a catch. And they wero
going to leave Crovden at 1215 tn &
Mane—which was a glorious prospect.

1The weather was splendid. Bob
Cherry declared that it was going to be
plane  sailing—apparently  intending
this as a pun.

Harry Wharton & Co. had discnssed
the possibility of such a trip before
Greyiriare School broke up for the
suwmmer  holidavs. It had secmed
doubtful whether the cash would run
to it.

That problem had been solved—by
Buntar t Billionaire |

Money was nothing to Bunter—now |
I{a could have bought a whele air
flect if he had liked!

They were going as Bunler's guesis.

That, perhaps, had itz drawbacks!
But the trip itsell had no deawbacks |
That was going lo he ripping.

MNow they were roady to start! The
car was ready to ran them to Crovdon.
I’arkinson was ready. Only they had
to wait till Bunter rolled out. It was
like Bunter to koep everybody waiting.
(therwise, they might have forgotien
what an important person Bunter was!
However, ha rolled out at last, and
addressed  Parkinson  variously as
Wilkingon, Williamson, and Jénkinson.
Having thus demonstrated how accus-
toined he was to hordes of menials,
whose names he ecould not he expected
to remember, Billy Bunter turned teo the

Famous Five, and blinked at them
through his big spectacles.
“You fellows fecling nervous?” he

asked,
about I acked Frank

“¥What
Nugent.

“You've never been up., have you
sald Buntor. “I suppose you're feeling
a bit funky, what "

“Not at all, thanks.”

“Not in the least, old fat bean ™
said Bob Cherry.

“Tha funkfulnees is not terrifie, my
esteemed fat Bunter!” aszsered Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter blinked at them doubt-
fully. He had no deubts about himeelf,
Bunter never had doubis about daing
a thing till he came to do it!

“"When we get off the ground——" he
began.

“Shall we get off the ground 7 asked
Johnny Bull. “Is there really an aero-
plane built that will lift you, Bunter ¥

*Oh, really, i

“All serene, old fat bean™ eaid
Harry Wharton. "“Let's get going”

“Well, when we get in the plane
Lkeep your eves on me ! said Bunter.
“Becing a really plucky fellow, taking
it with perfect calmness, will buck yon
when vou feel funk coming on, Beat™

“You fat ass! sald Johnny Bull.

“Loock here, Bull—" reared Bunter.

“Oh, come on!” said Bob Cherry
hastilv.  “We shall lote the plane at
Crovdon, at this rate.”

“We shan't lose
Croydon |”  snifled

u_

the plane at
Billy  Bunter.
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*We're not eramming into an ordinary
passenger plans, like a lot of third-class
trippers. My man Jarvish bas chart-
ered that plane for us. If we're not
ready the pilot will have to walt."
Bunter turned to the chauffour again.
“How far is it to Croydon, Spooker-
pon 1™ he inguired.
“About twentyfive
answered Parkinson.
“I shall do that under the half-heur,
Bnookerson. By the way, iz vour name
Bnookergon or Wilkinson? I never can
remember that it's Parkinson.”
“Ha, ha, hal? came from the ﬁga
Remove fellows, and a faint grin

miles, sir,”

dawned on Parkinsen's impassive
visage. )

““Blessad if I sea anything to cackle
at!? =said Bil Bunter irritably.

“Lock here, you fellows, if you're going
to cackle at everything T say—"

®"Are wo starting to-day or
morrow {7 inquired Johnny Bull.

“ et in, =an’t you!” snapped Bunter.
“¥ou neadn't take the wheel, William-
sor—I'm going to drive. You can sit
beside mo.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were about fo
embark in the big Holls.

At that, however, they stopped.

They were not in the least nervous
of a trip in a plane scross the Channel.
But nervousnass seemed to set in, with
» rush, at the news that Bunter was
going to drive the car.

“What's that?” ejaculated Bob

rry.

“I'm going to drive—"

"“Yaou can’t drive a carl” grunted
Johnny Bull, :

“I suppose I can drive my own car
if I like!” hooted Bunter.

"Yon've not got a driving licenee 1™
Frank Nugent pointed out.

“That’s all right—Wilkinson has™

"0Oh, my hatIZ g

“Are youa getting in?" demanded
Bunter. :

Ho wadied himself into the driver’s

to-

geat and blinked round impatiently.
"Not if you're geing to drive 1 said
Johnny Ball,
“"No fear "

“Tha no-fearfulness is terrific ™

"We'll walk!"” said Harry Wharton.

“Walk to Croydon1” hooted Bunter.

"We shall get there soomer wall_:inﬁ
than vou will in the car!” explaine
the captain of the Greyiriars Remove.

“¥You silly assl? roared Bunter.
"Loock here, I'm starving. you
fanoy I can’t drive I'll stop st the
gate for you Jolno me there”

“Don't be an ass, Bunter]! Let
Parkinson drive I eaid Harry Wharton.
"“¥ou'll smash _uﬂ yicur car 1"

“Do you think I've pot only one
car 1" sneered Bunter the Billionaire.

“You've é:t only one neck I*

"Yah! t in, Williamson.”

“If you do not object, sir, I will pet
in when these young gentlemen dol™
said Parkinson.

S8nort from Bunter!

“Well, watch me drive!™ he said.

“ Bunter, you ass—" exclaimed Bob
Charry.

“ Dunter, you fathead—

“Hold on, you frabjous owl "
B"ﬂl—lnuk him out of 161" said Johnny

ull.

“¥ah 1" said Bunter elegantly.

And he started. ]

Like a willul horse, Billy Bunter had
to bo given his headl These fellows
fancied that he could not drive a car
—nis own car—one of his own carsl!
That, of course, was due to envy and
ealousy—Bunter had no doubt of that!

e was poing to show them how he
could driv olly well gshow thom!

And he did!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buanter Astonishes the Natives!

UMP1
B Orash |
Bang !

Bump |

Billy Bunter gat up in a rhododen-
dron bhush, gasped, Elinked, and won-
dered dizzily whether the universe had
come to a sudden end.

It felt like it!

It was only a short distance from the
door of Wharton Lodze to the gate on
the road. .

Had it been & perfectly straight drive
no doubt Bunter wau'.id? have rcached
the gateway and banged into one of the
gateposts,

But there was & curve in it

The car, for some reazon unknown to
tha driver, did not take the curve.

Exactly what the car did Bunter never
guite knew! His fat brein was not
gquick on the nptake. It was guite in-
capable of following the swiftness of
thrse happenings.

Ha had & vague impression that the
car, the drive, the trees along the drive,
and the sky were mixed up In a
fantastic medley, Then he was aware
that he was sitting in the rhododen-
drons. Apparently he had pitched out.
Whether he was still in one piece he
could not he sura.

“0Oh lor' I* gasped Bunter.

THERE'S A SNAG SOME-
WHERE. . ..

Billy Bunter’s new and bound-

less wealth is a perpetual

puzzle to Harry Wharion & Co.,

of the Greyfriars Remove—bhut

for all that, they’re not missing

the chance of a free holiday-flip
in an air-liner !

Ha blinked dizzily,

His spectacles had slid down his fat
little nose. He pushed them up and
blinked again.

“Oh erikey!” gurgled Bunter, I
say, you fellows—— %h scissors | Ohw |7

Five juniors were racing down thao
drive after him., They had not far to
race. DBunter had come to griel quite
early on, Which was probably fortunate
for him. Monkeying about with a
powerful car was rather a dangerous

game.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 12

“ Hurt "

“Pick him up!1”

“Poor old Bunter I”

“Tha howling ass1”

“]—I-~1 say, vou fellows, s-s-some-
thing's happened I gasped Bunter, I
~—JI say. I=—1 think the car ran into
gomebody = or = or = or something 1
Ow 1™

The chums of the Remove picked
Billy Bunter out of the rhodoedendrons.
To their great relief, ho scemed unhuart.,
He was snaken and he was breathless,
and ha did not quite know whether he
was on his head or his heels. Dut he
wasz =hill in one plece,

The car lay on its stde.

Bunter blinked at it.

#1—1 say, you fellows——" gazped the
fat Owl.

“ Not hurt ?™ said Bob.,

“Yes]  Fearfullyl I think I've
broken my neck—l1 mean, my back |
Both my legs are broken, too | gasped

Bunter,

“You'ro standing on them, fathead ™

“Ohl I—I mean, they—they feel
broken—and—and I think my shull's
fractured—"

“Nothing tn it to damage, luckily I
remarked Johany Bull,

“ Beast!”

Parkinson came up. While the juniors
were examining Duonter for injuries
Parkinson examined the car. Ha had
more luck than they had! They found
no injuries on Bunter. Parkinzon found
a lot in tha car,

“You've heen lucky, old fat man,”
said I3ob Cherry. “You might have
been jolly well hurt !

“Deast! I am hurt!” roared ‘Bunter,
“Pains all over |

“Well, if they're all over you necdn’s
worry about them.™

“You silly ass! I mean——>

*Looks like pgetting to Croydon at
twelve-fiftean 1 remarked Johnny Bull

“I—I think I'll let Parkinson drive|”
said Bunter. *“I'm not jolly keen on
driving., After all, what's the good of
paying a chauffeur and deing the work
aneseli? What? You can drive, Wilkin-
son ! Put the car right |

“Put  the ecar rightl® repeated
Parkinson.

“ Yes—and look sharp 1™

Parkinson locked &t Bunter, and

looked at the car! What Billy Bunter
did not know about motor ecars would
have filled huge volumes. Parkinson
knew a little more,

“It will take some time to got that
car right, sir!” said Parkinsen. “We
shall have to get it to & garage. It
won't be on the road to-day, sir.

“What ¥ gasped Bunter. * Wharrer
vou mean, Williamson! We've got to .
get to Crovdon to catch the bus—I
mean, the planel You call yourself a
chaufieur? Can't you do running
repalraf™

“You frabjous ass!” said Johnny
Bull, *“Can’t yon see that wyou've
wrecked the car? Can’t vou sop——*

“You ghut vp, Bulll I say, you
followg—*

“I1'll get a time-table,” said Harr
Wharton. “We may be able to do 1t
by train—"

“Don't be an ass!” said Bunter, “I'm
nok going by teain! We're going by

car!

“No car hers, falliead! My uncle's
taken his car—"

“You've got only one car!” sneored
Bunter.

“We're not all billionaires, old fat
man!™ satd the captain of the Remove
good-humouredly. “My uncle's taken
his ear ta Croydon, and vours will want
glueing together before it can be used
BEAIN, §Qm—

“Wilkinson 1%

" Bir 1"

“Can you

“No, sic!’

:EE jrEL_nLr:I buy mo another one, then ™

Even that well-trained chanfeur,
whosa immobile visage never hutr&.ygd
anﬁ emotion, gave a jump. Harry
Wharton & Co. almost bounded.

They were getting rather used to
Bunter the Billionaire! Where his
amazing rescurces came from they did
not quite know, But he had them—and
he splashed them about rovally., 8till,
this was rather a surprise.

“Go in and ring up e taxi, Snooker-
son—" :

“0Oh! Yes, sir " gasped Parkinson,

“Cut off to the nearest town—=

“Oht Yes!®

“ And buy the best car they've got at
the best place |

“Ohl Yes|™
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“Vou'll have to psy cash! Hera

it is I

‘Billy Bunter tock ocut hiz notecase!
The chums of thea Remave watched him
aa if mesmerised. That notecase was
erammed with banknotes!

They were mot merely fivers. Theey
were not merely tenners| They were of
large denominations,

Bunter's fat fingers jerked out twol
They were for £1,000 each ] !
hHﬁhtm t!;am to tPa.:;_kmsc:P ae if
they ha en fragmenta ol wastepaper.
Parkinson caught them and iu:e; at
them quite dazedly. Bunter had suc-
ceeded in startling Parkinson out of hia
calm. 3 F
“Get & move on, Sniggerson!

snapped Bunter.

“0Ohl Yes, sir!2

“You're wasting time [2

“Ohl Yes, sirl®

Parkinson, still dizzy, started for the
house. Harry Wharton & Co., still
spellbound, ﬁa.md at Bunter,

He blinked at them.

“May as well go in!” he grunted.
“TWe rjall have to wait! Alay as well
have a snack while wa wait! No good
risking getting hungty}”

Bunter started up the drive to the
house. To the wrecked Rolls he gave
not & further glance. That was a trifle
light as air to Bunter! Harry

arten & Co, followed him.

“ My hat " said Harry.

That was all he could sey ! The other
fellows said nothing! Bunter the

Billionaire had taken their breath awey.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter!

“ SAY, you fellows ™
I SRR 11
“% want you to keep &n eye
ind as we go!” enid Buntoer,

Parkinson was driving, when the
brand-new car started from Wharten
Lodge. Head Billy Bunter been display-
ing his skill gz & driver again he would
have been alone in the car. But one

ill was enough for Bunter, and now
his fat limbs were wedged into soft
cushions, and he leaned back m
luxurious  esse, helping himself
occasionally from a bag of tarts on his
fat knees. Every now and then he
blinked over the back of the car at the
road winding behind. Every time he
spotted a car on the road his blink grew
UNeasy.

“Keop an eye behind ™ repeated Bob
Cherry.

“"Yes, old chap!®

“{Can't be done, old bean!”

“Why noti®! demanded Bunter
warmly.

“Both my eyss are in front!” ex-
plained Bob gravely.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥You silly ass!” roared Bunter,
mean keep an eye behind the carl”

“T1f I had a glass eye, old man, I'd do
it like a shot! But shall have to keep
both these eyes inside the car!”

“Will you talk senze 7™ hooted Bunter.
“I want to keep a watch on the road
behind us while we're going to
Croydon.”

“Whose watch?” asked Bob.

“Eh% Billy Bunter blinked at Bob,
who seemed to be in quite a humorous
mood thet morning. " You silly fat-
head! Can’t you be serious? You
know that that lanky American, Bronx,
15 shadowing me about ! He's keeping a
wateh on me |V
_ “Nothing to grouse about in that if
it's a good timekeeper,” sugpested
Bob,
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“T don't mean that kind of 2 wateh ™
shrieked Bunter, “You jolly well
know I domn’t, you silly chump. Lock
here! Jeep sn eye on_the rvad, and
sea if you spot him, You know his
littla twopenny car if you gea it.”

“That's all right, old fat bean,” said
Harry  Wharton soothingly. *We
chucked that wild and woolly western
man into & ditch last time he followed
you. Ha won't want any more.”

“He's after me,” grunted PBunter,
“Blessed if I know why, but he is! Ha
was after my man, Jarvish; and for
some reason he's chucked up getting
after Jarvish, and after me. Not
Ehnt I;.:'n afraid f]fthimi {:{ czurara,

o ve gol plenty of pluck.”

‘P%l’ha.t- a hopeiul nature I murmured
Nugent.

“3till, as I'm standing vou fellows a
splendid and expensive holiday, I ex-

ect vou to rally round a chap,” sai

unter. “I expect you to keep your
eyes open and sea that that beest doesn't
get at me "

Harry Wharton & Co. made no reply
to that,

More than once since they had
accepted Billy Bunter's invitation to
oin him in a holiday trip, they had
elt rather disposed to kick themselves
for so doing. Bunter had that effect on
fellows.

Billy Bunter had not only asked them,
but begged them, to join up, In his
dread -E;EML Tiger Bronx, the gangster
from Chicago, who seemed to be taking
such a deep and unnerving interest In
the Greyfriarz billionaire.

It was for that reason that they had
consented, though thore was no doubt
that an air trip appealed to them very
strongly.

But having gained his point it was
likn Bunter to forget that it was he who
was the obliged ﬁart:.n When Mr.
Bronx was in the offing, funk predomin-
ated; but at other times swank was
Bunter's ruling iom.

A billionaire, in Bunter’s opinion, was
& fellow whom other fellows should bow
down to and worship—which was not st
all the idea of the Famous Five of the
Greyfriara Remave.

They did not care twopence for
Bunter's billions, and less than that
small enm for Bunter gersm:ra!ijr.

But it was an undoubted fact that a
dangerous character was haunting the
fat Owl's footsteps, and that had de-
cided them.

Bunter hed been a8 week at Wharton
Lodge, and during that time ha had
not been outside the gates, in his dread
of running into the gangster. This trip
was his first day oub.

He hoped that the man from Chicago
had given it urp and gone; but he had
a deep-seated fear in his fat heart that
AMr. Bronx was still hanging about on
the watch for him.

The chums of the Remove locked
back., There were a good many cars
on the road that fine morning, hut
among them they did not spot the little
brown Austin that Mr., Bronx drove.

“Ses anytHing of him?™  ashked
Bunter, as he helped himself to a sixth
tart from the bag.

“The seefulness is not ferrific!”
answerad Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, 1f ha was watching the place
hae would have seen us start :mdp got
after ug,” gaid Bunter. " He may have
chucked it."” y :

“ Pretty certain, I should think,” gaid

RITY.

Bugtur, hiz mouth full of tart, blinked
back. His aoyes and his spectacles fized
on & car in & cloud of dust at a distance
behind.

*1 say, you fellows, there's a car—"

_ “That's n Mercedes,” gaid Beb, "and
it's green.”

“Oh, all right!” Bunter settled down
agam, and deveted himself to tarts
“1 dare say he's chucked it. If we
keep clear of him till we in the
gﬂna, he will have to chuck it all right.

a can’'t follow us in the air, And he
won't know where I've gone, We're all
right now.”

‘Right as rain " said Bob.

Billy Bunter breathed more freely.
'{h&t unpleasant gangster, haunting his
ootsteps, had been a fly in the ocint-

ment, quite spoiling the satisfaction he
derived from his new and boundless
wealth. Bunfer hoped, and began to

believe, that he had seen the last of

Tiger Bronx. Being relieved of his
fears the Owl of the Remove naturally
became his own charming self again.

“Don't shove your feet all over the

d e¢ar, Cherry,” he remarked.

“Ehi*

“Blessed if you don't seem to be sll
feet! How on earth do you carry them
about with you?” asked Bunter.

“Any tartz left in that bag?’ asked
Boh,

“Eh? Yes”

“Do you want me to squash them over
your chivvy? If you don't, don't msk
me to do it again,” advised Bob,

Billy Bunter sat up, and gave the
Famous Five a blink through his big
spectacles.

His expression was severe,

“Now, look here, yvou fellows!” he
said. “We'd better have this out plain.
I'm a plain c¢hap—="

“"You are,” agreed Johnoy Bull

“The leamiulue:aa i3 terrifie®
assented Hurree Jamset Bam Singh,

“1 don’t mean that, you ass!” hooted
Bunter. “I want this clear. I'm tak-
mg vou fellowsz on an expensive huh‘da.;r
—s;: ending monecy like water. ?‘{tﬁn
nothing to me. I'm a generous fellow
I hope. I'm going to giva you a g'qot:i
time. You're going to see the sights,
and live on the fat of the land. I'm
going to be kind and generousz in svery
way. DBut one thing's got to be under-
stood. You've got to be eivil.”

Bunter, like FBrutus, pauvsed for =

"."Efll:f.

Jke Brutug he did not get one,
The Famous Five gazed st him, but

did not speak.

“There’s such a thing,” went on
Bunter, "as gratitude. I'm accustomed
to ingratitude; but there's a limit. 1
expect you fellows to bear in mind sll
I'm doing for you. Lots of fellows,
wealthy like me, would have left you in
vour poor little homes, and forgotten
all about vou. You can't make out
that you've got any claim on me, simply
becanse I know you at school. ],?vu
taken you up. I'm taking you on an
cxpensive trip. Before we start, in the
magnificent plane that I've chartered
at enormous expense, I want it clesrl
understood that you've got to be eivil.
Gaot that?"

“Is that the lot?" asked Bob.

“It’s enhough, anyhow,” zaid Jolnny
Bull, in a8 deep, growling veice that re-
sembled the tones of the Great Huge
Bear, “You fat freah—"

“0Oh, really, Bull—*

“You bothered us to come wilh you
because you were funky of that lanky
American,. We were fools (o come.
I'm chucking it, for one.”

‘““Same here ! assented Nugent,

“'The samelulness is terrifie ! .

Harry Wharton looked worried. His
feelings were the same as those of his
chums. But there was s difficulty in
tha way. Hiz unecle, Colonel Wharton,
was already st Croydon Aerodrome,

The old colonel had willingly given



his consent to the schoolboys' trip, but
he had naturally felt thet he could not
let a party of schoolboys start on an
air journey as if they were merely tak.
:i.ug the train for Southend or Brighton,

Jarvish, Bunter’s “man,” was goi
with the perty, and, as the colone ;12‘3
never geen him, he desired to be assured
that the man was a suitable person to
take & cpa.rt}' of schoolboys abroad.

Bo Colonel Wharton had left for
Croydon early that morning to meet
Mr, Jarvish, and te look intp the
arrangements generally. He was goin
to gee the party off when they started.

“We were rather asscs,” rernarked

b Cherry, “to think for a minute
that we could stand Bunter. We can't!™

“But my unclo—" gaid Harry.

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Mercedss.

ILLY BUNTER bounded to his
B fect. The bap of tarts slid un-
heeded to the fAoor. Swank de-
parted from Billy Bunter liko

the air from a bubble that was burst.
Ha fixed his eyes and his spectacles
on the car coming on behind. He
Ehmpsed a slouched hat on the driver's
end. Tiger Bronx wors a slouched
hat. RBilly DBunter’s fat jaw dropped.
More than half the distance to Croydon
had been covered, and nothi had
been seen of the brown Austin. Iﬁut tha
explanation was simple. It did not
mean, after all, that the gangstor had
given up the pursuit of Bunter the

\ Iﬁ.&\

b

R

ol
N
i1y
b

“1 don’t know what Colonel Wharton wanted to barge In at ali for ! ** sald Bunier
gaing to keep me wailing about, I can only say—yarooooooooh ! Whooop I A

5
“That's the apreed
Johnny Bull
“No time te stop and dip him in =
ditch again!” said Bob with a grin,
“He's not trying to catch us” said

aportsmen IV

Harry., “Just keeping us in sight!
He must have been keeping an eye on
Wharton Lodge, to spot Bunter when

he left."”

“Looks like it ™

“0Oh erikey!" gasped Bunter, His
litile round eves almost popped through
his big round spectacles as he blinked

at the pursuing car. " I—I—I say, %ou
fellows. I—I knew_he'd get after me
again! Oh lor'l I say, you stick to

me, vou know."
Bob Cherry chuckled,
“If there wasn't a crowd of us in the

goe\r[shiy. “ I the old ass thinks he's
and thumb that felt like a vieo

closed on Biily Buntes’s fat ear from behind. He gave a yell, spun round, and blinked in alarm and dismay at the grim,

“Oh, 1 forgot! Well, lot’s keep on
to Crovdon, and Em:l: in your uncle’s
car and come back.”

“¥Yes; that's all right”

Billy Bunter sneered.

“You can pack into that measly old
Ford with that old fossil of a colonel,
if ni'uu like,” he retorted. “Think I
chall miss you? Plenty of fellows will
be jolly plad to come if I msk them.
I've had letters from Skinner and
Snoop, and lots of other fellows. If
rou think I'm frightfully keen on wvour
company, I can ;r:-ll;l.r wall tell wou
you're mistaken! I—*

“Halle, hallo, hallo!* exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

His glance had fallon again on the
green Mercedes coming on behind,

“Don’t interrupt me when I'm speak-
illﬁ, Cherry. It's cheel |

That jollv old American—"

*Wha-g-t i

“He's in the Mercedes.”

“0Oh crikey I

bronzed face of Colonel Wharton.

Billionairae,
another car.

“I—-1—1 say, vou fellows, mre—are
you sure that that's the beast?" stam-
mered Bunter.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“The very identical beast!’” he
answered. Y1 saw his face for a
minute—it's the jolly old gent from
Chicago.”

“0Oh lox™ 1

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed back.
Their car was not hurrying; Bunter
did not like a high speed on the roads,
It was much the more powerful car of
the two, and could have walked away
from the Mercedes had Parkinson gone
all out. As it was, the man In tha
slouched hat was casily keeping up.

“That's the man!"” said Harry
Wharton, as the slouch hat lifted &
moment, and he had a glimpse of a
hard, lean face, with a gas!in of a mouth
and slits of eyes,

It only meant that he had

caf, I fancy that sportsman would put
it on, and run Bunter down and gag
him!' he said. “Cheer up, old fat
bean—we're keeping in the car till vou
reach Crovdon™

“Oh lor’ I”

Bunter dropped into his scat again.

A glimpse of the lean man from
Chicago had taken all the swank out of
Eilly Bunter! He was as limp as a
rag.

“1 =sav., you fellows, if he follows us
to _Croydon, he will know that we'ra
Emng by air, and he will get after us!”

& gasped,

“Well, he can't barge into your
special plane that you've chartered with
your 'nﬁ}' old billions ! said Beb., “Ha
will have to cross by a common or
garden passenger plane, if he keeps
after vou"

“He ought to be ran in I
Bunter.

“"He hasn't done anything to be rup
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in for yet! You can't run & man in
for taking his car out on & Surrey road
on a fine mnrn;:ég'.”

Bunter groaned. .

Obviously the man from Chicagoe
could not be “run in® till he had
offended against the law. Dut if his
offence against the law was to take the
form of damage to Bunter, the fact
that ha might “run in* afterwards
was not much of a conselation to the
fat Owl of 'the Remove.

“It's rotten!” groaned Bunter. “Hae
was after Jarvish—I didn't mind him
being aiter Jarvish| What's he want
to get after me ipstead for? JI—I
wonder if that's why Jarvish handed
the money over to mal™

“Jarvish handed the money over to
you!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. "Iz it
Jarvish you get all that cash from?”

“Ohl No! Nothing of the kind!
I—I was always rolling in money, you
know,"” zaid Billy Bunter hastily. “I've
often told you fellows how magnifi-
cently we live at Bunter Court—"

“FEthead " Gh

“(Oh, really, Cherry——"

The Femouz Five looked
Bil Bunter’s sudden and immense
wealth was a Fe;r etual puzzle, They
had had a lurking suspicion that
Jorvish, the sleek, soft-footed man-
servant who served him az a valet, had
something ifc do with it, though they
could not imagine what. If Bunters
billions were derived from his mys
terious valet, the affair was a very decp
and_perplexing ;)mblem.

at him,

“I say, you fellows, I—I hope yom
haven't gob your backs up!” said
Bunter. *“You were talking some rot

uh-u?la going back in old Wharton's
mr i

“Whose?” snapped Harry.

“I—1 mean é)ﬂ?miﬂl Wharton's car|

THE MAGNET

OF course, you didn’t mean it,” said
Bunter anxiously. * You're mpot such
fools as to throw up & splendid and ex-
pensive holiday on the Continent——"

i Rﬂrts EJ.II

“ Everything of the best—"

““More rats !

“ Everything paid for—"

“ Bow-wow !

“ Everything top-hole—"'

“We're going back from Croydon,
Bunter,” said }garry Wharton, quietly.

" You're not!” roared Bunter.

*Wea jolly well are!”™ said Bob. “Fed
up with you, old fat bean,™

“Letting a fellow down——" hooted
Bunter.

* Fathead !

“Breaking your word——"

“"Look here——"" roared Johnny Bull.

“Not o thing I could do,” said
Bunter., “ You agreed to come and stick
to me if that American beast turned up

again! Well, now he's turned up. You
can't let & fe]zlc-w down! Not Greyiriars
style.”

“*Bat——"

“T've asked vou to come! T want
vou to come! I hold you to your
word |”” said Bunter indignantly. “1'm

surprised at you! I ouldn't have
thought you fellows wounld break a
promise and let a fellow down! I
shouldn’t, really.”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter!

The sudden rea.plpearancu of Tiger
Bronx had evidently made a tremen-
dous difference to the fat Owl of the
Remove.

“You silly asa ! said Harry Wharton
at last. ""If you want us to stick to
vou, I suppoze—-"

“Well, I do!” gasped Bunter.

“But _vou're such a silly ass,” said
Harry Wharton.

@ Marooned on an
island, Ken King—famous
all over the Pacific as
"KING OF THE
ISLANDS "—and Kit
Hudson, mate of the
ketch “'Dawn,” stumbled
on amystery and solved
it, but only after a host
of thrills that make this
yarn one you musin't
miss,

A Book-lengih Yarn for 44 ONLY/

No. 442 of the
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On Sale at all Newsagents & Bookstalls - 4“‘

B"Hsuch an offensive pig!" said Johnny
Lkl

_“Buch a fat, frabjous, foczling, foots
ll.ﬂg‘ frump ! said Bob Cherry.

“Buch .a terrifio and preposterous
tick 1™ said Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh.

“Buch a wriggling worm!” said
Frank Nugent,

Billy Bunter made no reply to that
string of compliments. He blinked
back at the green Mercedes,

“1 say Elrgu fellows | You're stickin
to me! That's all right! T don't min
your bad manners—after all, I got
used to them at Greyfriars! I—I say,
do you think it would be safe to go
faster 1™

“ Hafa as houses, fathead 1

" Let her out, Wilkinson 1"

FParkinson let her out.

The car raced. Behind cante the
Mercedes, going all out to kecp the
Greyfriars party in sight.

But a mile on, the pursuer was
dropped. Billy Bunter blinked back in
great relief at a road where no green
Mercedes was visible,

“T zay, {pu fellows, he's lost us ™

"_Iﬁﬂﬂ}-:ab tke it!™

“But—hbut he ma ez we're heads
ing for 1‘-31'1::#;!.'1:1-::ﬂ'l—:';“Eu

“ Not a hard guess.”

“ Then—then he may guess what we're
going thera for.*

“He may if he gives his jolly old
brain some really hard exercisze!”
aszented Bob Cherry. “Of course, he
might fancy wo're going to Croydon to
catch the Mauritania| Btill, he might
guess thet we're going for a plane I*

“Ha, hs, hal”

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackls
at [ snorted Bunter., “You jolly well
wouldn’t eackle if that beast was after
voul! JI—I—I hops we shan’t sea the
beast at Croydon |®

In streets and houses, Parkinson had
to slow down again. Bat the gen
Mercedes was not seen, and ATTY
Wharton & Co. wondered whether thoy
had seen the last of the man from
Chicago. But they did not waste s lot
of thought on him, and indeed, almost
forgot him, as they drove on to the
asrodrome,

s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
At the Aerodrome!

OLONEL WHARTON was wait-
ing for the Greyiriars party at
tha aerodreme.

L Standing in the porch of the
buslding fronting the gate, Harry
Wharton’s uncle ﬁlanmd every now and
then at his watch, and every now and
then at the gateway where cars turned
in.

MNear him, in an attitude of deforon.
tial respect, stood a rather shortish,
sleek, smooth-faced man, with plomp
smicoth hands, which he wound together,
rubbing the smooth palms as if wash-
g them without soap or water.

This was Billy Bunter's “man,” James
Jarvish,

Colonel Wharton, from
moment, gave a grunt.

“The boya are late I he said,

The old soldier was punctuality itself,
I1is nephew had learned from him to
be punctual.  But time had been lost
in getting off from Wharten Lodge,
owing to tho fatuous proceedings of
Billy Bunter. A fellow could not wreck
a car and send his chauffeur to buyv a
new one without losing time,

“Quite so, sir!” assented Mr. Jarvish
with his deferential cough. * My youn
master, I regrot to say, is not the sou
of punctuality."*

Grunt from the colonel,

moment {o



His keen grey eves turned for =
moment on Jarvish. ,

The man puzzled him a little.
“ﬁuiet-, respectable, sedate, smooth,

sleek, Jarvish looked what he was
—an axcefle-ntI]' trained man-servant,

He had made all the a,rra.ngicmenta_fnr
the journey in an absolutely efficient
manner, and Colonel Wharton could not
doubt that he was a thoroughly reliable
&,

The old gentleman was satisfied, so
far es that went. .

conversation with Jarvish that
morning, he had learned that he had
been valet to an American millionaire
of the name of Shook; that he had
travelled considerably with his master;
that he knew most of the countries of
Europe, and that he epoke several
languages. .

Certainly he seemed an admirable
?E_IEUII to be in attendance on the Grey-
riara party on their holiday.

But somehow the colonel did not like
the man. )

On the one hand, he was surprised
that a fellow like Bunter should possess
so obviously well-trained a valet! On
the other hand, he had a vague impres-
sion that there was something hidden
behind the smooth, sleek exterior of
James Jarvish that he did not quite
understand.

However, he was not a man to be
influenced ?h:r vague impresstons, and so
far as could be seen, at all events,
Jarvish was & thoroughly satisfactory
&N in eVery way.

“I think, sir, that that iz the party
arriving now,” sald Jarvish, in his low,
respectful volce.

Colonel Wharton glanced at the car
that was turning in at the gate.

It was mnot the same car that had
brought Billy Bunter to Wharton Lodge
s week ago. That car, if the colonel
had known 1t, lay on his drive at home,
badly in need of repair. Buat if it was
not the expected car, it was the expected
party, for half a dozen vouthiul faces
could be zeen in it. And as it rolled in,
& fat squeak was heard.

“1I say, yvou fellows, is this the place "

“This i3 the jolly old spot,” answered
Bob Cherry. “ Now we're going to zea
whether there’z a plane that will lift you
off the earth, old fat manl”

“ Beast ¥ i

The car came to a stop opposiie the
porch. Parkinson stepped down and
opencd the deoor.

Bunter rolled out, followed by the rest
anf the party. The fat Owl of the
Remeove blinked round him through his
bLig :a[;eﬂaa::les, Colonel Wharton and
Jarvish were not a dozen feet away, and
they were already moving towards the
newcomers. Bunter, however, did not
sea them.

“Look here, Wharton——" he yapped.

“Well ™ said Harry.

“Your uncle’s supposed te be here
walting for usg—-""

#He's here.”

“Well, I'm not going to hang about
for him,"” said Bunter peevishly. “Wh
can't he ba on the spot? If the ol
fossil thinks I'm going to hang about
locking for him——""

“8Shut up, you fat ass " breathed Bob
Cherry.
I don’t see what Colonel

“Shan't!
Wharton wanted fo barge in at all for—
as if things couldn’t be left to my man !
And if the cold ass thinks he’s going to
keep me waiting about, I can only say
—varoooooh ! Whoooop ™

A finger and thamb that felt like a
vice closed on Billy Bunter's fat ear
from behind.

He gave & vell and spun round, and
blinked in alarm and dismay at the
grim, bronzed face of Colonel Wharton.

EVERY SATURDAY

“0Ow! Leggo!” roared Bunter.

“You impudent young rascall”
hooted the old colonel. .

“Ow!l Wow! I wasn't calling you an
old ass!” gasped Bunter, *“I—I was
sposking utg quite another old ass, sir |

“What 1*

“You're not tha only old sss in the
world I gasped Bunter. “1 mean—ow |
What I mean to say is—wow "

*Ha, ha, ha " .

“Will vou leggo my eari™ eghrieked
Bunter. _ ]

Colonel Wharton let go his ear. Billy
Bunter proceeded to rub it. It was of
the hue of & freshly boiled beetroot, and
it seemed to have a pain in if. The old
gentleman gave him a glare and took
ne further notice of him. The Famous
Five walked into the hall within, and
Bunter was left rubbing his ear,

= ey L brm—r

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER.

No. 13.—SAMSON QUINCEY
IFFLEY FIELD.

(of the Greyfriars Remove.)

With the cpening of the Soccer season.
our lightning artist gives us a topical
cartoon in the shape of Samson Quincey
Ifley Field—more familiarly known as
“ Squiff "—the Junior Xl goalkeeper.

_‘;".i {-\.F‘::';!.‘K“:{ih-d ':;. [CRELIT Ta S 1T i

Heare's Squiff from the Land of the Oorn,
He ksaps a good brain in his noddis ;

To poalkeeping Samson was born—
He did it before ha could toddle!

The forwards can’t stand him at all,
His meothods are certain. and drastic ;

Thay say, when he dives For the ball,
His arms must be made of elastic !

e =

“Cheeky beast 1" gasped Bunter, wait-
ing till the colonel was out of hearing,
befora he confided his opinion of him
to Jarvish. “If the cheeky old idiot
thihks I'm going to stand that, he's jelly
well mistaken, Jarvish.”

He glared at Jarvish.
“What are you pgrinning at?” he
demanded.

Jarvish composed his smooth features.
He_lhnd s0 far forgotten himself as to
smile.

“I don't want any cheek from you,
Jarvish!” yapped Bunter.

“Certainly not, sir.”

“T'd sack you as-scon as look at you.”

“h, sir!” murmured Jarvish.

“You've got everything ready?®
grunted Bunter.

“ Everything, sirl® said Jarvish
smoothly. “The plane, Kinghisher, one

7

of the best on thia line, has been
specially chartered, and now awaits you
it | he passports are in order, am
the—"

“WWhat about the grub?”

“Ample supplies, sir, have been pro.
vided, and the usual attendant has been
retained, sir, to wait on you—="

“Well, that's all right I” said Bunter.
“If the grub’s all right, everything's all
right| Have you ever flown, Jarvish i*

“Beveral times, sir, with my former
Em.pi:?}'EL"

“Well, I don't want vyou to be ner-
vous! I e!j}ect those fellows will be
nervous, and 1 shall have my hands
full with them |” grunted Bunter. “I'm
the only chap in the party with any-
thing like pluck, I—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" came a roar

from  within. “Are ou  comin

Bl‘u:-llt-er?" ? 2
‘I'm coming when I jolly well

choose |” retorted Bunter. “1 don's

want any instructions from you, Bob
Cherry.”

However, the fat Owl rolled in.
Jarvish remained for a moment to speak
to the chauffeur, and then followed him
respectfully. He Imia:red in the porch
to glanea back as Parkinson drove away.
Another ecar—a green Mercedes—
appeared at the gate, and Jarvish's eyes
lingered for a moment on & man in &
slouched hat at the driving-wheel. He
smﬁed, and went after the Greyfriers
pariy.

——— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Up!

¢ W 3—is—is that it?”

Billy Bunter blinked at the

plane.

It looked enormous as it stood
there on the concrete. Harry Wharton
& Co. stood looking at it with interested
and admiring eyes. But Billy Bunter
blinked at it with a dubious blink be-
hind his big spectacle.

Bunter had nover been “up “—and
anything that Bunter had never done,
he always fancied that he could do with-
out turning a hair. Often enough he
had blinked at planes twirling in “the
sky, and told himself that it was as easy
as winking; and, in fact, Bunter had
often dallied with the idea of becoming
a flying-man later on. But now that he
blinked at the huge Kingfisher at close
-‘}:ﬂmrtera, something like a doubt smote
1.

He was conscious of a slight sinking
feeling in his pedgy inside!

Suppose, for instance, they fell?

‘That was not a cheery sort of thing to
suppose, when sbout to start on an air
,Luumey ! It made Bunter feel anything

ut cheery.

It oecourred to him now, rather late,
that he was not frightfully keen on siz

trips |

“I—I say, you fellows—" ptam-
mered Bunter,

“Jolly old bus, what?” said Bob

Cherry. Dob was in great spirits. He
had been up with his father, Major
Cherry, a good many times, gand
revelled in it. Even Billy Bunter's com-
pany could not dash Bol's spirits now.

“Js—is—izs it safe?” asked Bunter.
¥eo zeemed to doubt it

“Safe?” repeated Bob, with o stars.
“0M course it is, fathead | Planes don't
have accidents like cars and treins.”

“ They i’ull:.r well do!™ growled
Bunter. “I've heard of lots.™

“Well, not so often, anyhow.”

“Bafe as esteemed houses, my fat and
Indicrous Bunter [V gaid Hurrees Jamset
Ram Singh reassuringly.

*Unless Bunter's weight sinks it [ re-
marked Johnny Bull.
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Benast I

“This way, my boys,"” said Colonel
Wharton. He led his flock to the stegg
thet gave mccess to the door in the &l
of the big plane.

Billy Bunter lingered behind,

The nearer he approached that glana,
the less he liked its looks. He found
himself hating the thought of disappear-
g through that doorway into the
imterior. Unce inside, he would not be
able 1o get out again.

“1 say, you fellows——"

"Hg you go, Bunter,”
“Lead on, Macduff |7

“The—the fact 15—="

“Come on, fatty|”

“The—tha foet 15 I—I'm afraid—"

“T guessed that one.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ou silly
afraig—""

“The afraidiulness is terrifie.”

“I'm efraid I shan’t be sble to start
to-day. I—I forgot an engagement—a
rather important engagement——"'

*“Forget it again,” suggested Nugent,

"'The—the fact is it's an appointment
with one of my titled relastions——'"

“Help Bunter up, you men,"” said
ﬂnhl Chorry. e

£ ﬂ“

“Hali-:r, hallo, iﬂﬂ ¥ ejoculated Bob
Cherry. " Here's somebody come to see
us off, Bunter. Look |"

He twirled the fat junior round with
one hand and pointed with tho other.

ing through the doorway on to the
drome was a fall, lean figure sur-
mounted by s slouched hat.

“Oh lox’ I” gesped Bunter.

He gave Tiger Bronx one blink, then
without waiting for assistance he bolted
up_the steps to the cabin door.

he juniors chuckled.

The long, lean gangster had no terrors
for them; neither did he seem to have
any for Mr, Jarvish, though they could
remember having seen the sleek man
flecing from him in deadly fear. But
ha had unlimited terrors for Bunter,
snd the fat Owl forgot that he was
afraid to fly, 0 much was he afraid of
Mr. Bronx.,

After him went the gslrinninp; juniors.
Colonel Wharton shook hands with them
in turn and said good-bye and wished
them a pleasant trip and a ha%}:,r holi-
day. He seemed to overlock Bunter—
but that did not matter, as the fat Owl
had forgotten his existenca,

“I—I say, you fellows, is—is that
beast coming after me?” gasped
Bunter when they were inside.

“Ha, hal Not likely I chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Hea geems to have followed us
to Croyden. Much good may it do him |
He can't do anything here, asal'

“I—1 suppose ha can’t.” Bunter re-
covered himself a little and blinked out
of the doorway. “He could be run in
if he did.” ]

“0Of course he could!" ssid Harry
Wharton, laughing, ]

“There's a lot of people about,'” said
Buntee, “I'm not afraid of the brute)
I—1 think, sfter sll, wo won't go to-day,
you fellows.™

“Think again!" suggested Bob.

“I suppose I can do ag I like on my
own plane " hooted Bunter wrathfully.
“I'm not taking orders from wou, I
suppose | Where’s Jarvishi hera's
that fool Jarvish? Where's that idict
Jarvish? I'll sack him—I'll—""

* Here, sirl”

“0h, there {m: are—blow you! Jar-
vish, I think I shan't be going to-day,
after all, I'm not nervous, you kpnow—
not in the least, But—but I've got to
goa the Head—I mean I've got an ap-
pointment in the West End-—"

Slam |

The door elosed.
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said Bob.

g8l I mean I'm

THE MAGNET

“Hold on, Bunter!” roared Bob

Y,

*QOh erikey I

Bunter held on to one of the seats,
His impression was that the plane was
just ﬁumg to shoot like an arrow into
the gky.

It didn't.

“1 say, you fellows, are we starting 1"
he gasped as the plane did not move,

“Any minute,” seid Bob., “Hold onl
Hold on for your life I”

Bunter hagi on like & limpet to a
rock. There was nothing to hold on
for. DBunter, however, was not aware
of that, so he held on. His clutek on
the scat was convulsive, It did not
oeeur to him for the moment that Bob's
object was to keep him busy tll the
Kingfisher took off,

Harry Wharton glanced from the
window. He waved his hand to his
uncle wha smiled end waved back, A
man in unifcrm was making a signal,
which was followed by the deep hum
of tha motors, :

*1—I—1 say, we're goingl” gasped
Bunter.,

“Hold on!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“1 want to get out1” yelled Bunter.
“Hold on for your lifel” grinned
Johnny Bull,

Bunter clung.

The hum deepened to a roar. To the
juniors looking from the cabin window
it seemed as J? the ground was moving,
23 in a railway tran; but it was the
Kingfisher that was nmvmﬁi
ou fellows, epeak to the pilot

l“'l Enzlrj
snd tell him to etopl” howled Billy
Bunter. “I want to get out, you
know "

. ""Mustn't get off & bus while it's mov-
ing,” =aid Beb Cherry, shaking his
head; "it's against the rules.

“Tell them to stop, then 1

The QGreyiriars fellows chuckled,
Even Jarvish allowed a grin to spread
over his sleck features,

The buildings and the little crowd of
gnlogkers were slipping away. ARTLY
Wharton- gaw his uncle’s hand waved
again, and then lost him to gight. Dut
he had a last glimpse of a slouched hat
tilted up snd a lean, hard face under
it, staring. Tiger Brenx was standing
there watching the plane that was
carrying off the present possessor of the
Shook billions. 15 elits of eyes were
glittering, hiz lean jaw hard set. In 2
moment meore, however, he had
vanished. :

“I—I—TI say, how high are we now "
gasped Bunter. The motion of the plane
@&ialmed, to he turning him into a fat
jelly.

Wharton, lookin
landing wheels
the &{uth. - ;
“We're lifting [ he said.
“We're up !“E
“Up 1" howled Bunter,
up before 1™
“Ha, bal No. But we are now."
“You said we were a mile upl”

ont, could sece the
etach themselves from

' Weren't we

yelled Bunter. .
"1 said less than » mile,” corrected
Bob. “Bo0 we were—one thousand

seven hundred and sixty vards less than
a mile "

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“Beast ! roared Bunter.

“Hold on[” chortled Bob.

“How far up are we nowi"”

“ Less than a thousand miles,”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“(h, vou rotters]l I don't beliave
we've started at all! I'm jolly well
going to get out I'" yvelled Bunter.

“Hold on!1” yelled Bob,

. Bunter held on conyulsively.  The
juniors, from the windows, watched
Croydon sinking awey to & blur. They
were up now and flying. The motion
was as smooth as that of a car on a
&w& road. Even Billy Bunter realised

i

“1 say, you fellows, are we really
up " he gasped.

“Rising fast, old fat man,”

::It—-—-it;_—Jt. feels all right,” ;

And it's just like it feels,” said
Harry, laughing, “Nothing to worry
about, old fat man, Right as rain!"

“It seemas steady enough!” said

“Steady as the Buffs!” answered Bob,

“Then what did vou tell me to heold
on for i’ demanded Bunter,

“ Just to kecp you busy."

“Ha, ha; ha I’

“Beast I’ roared Bunter.

And he ceaszed to hold on.

Bunter.

Pl ity

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Alr.

P and up and up!

U Some of the juniors had been
up befare, bub it was their first
trip in a big passcnger plane,

The roomy cabin was very different
fromn the narrow limits of a cockpit.
And the motion—so far, at least—wan
beautifully smooth. Thera was room on
the Kinghsher for quite a large number
of passengers, but—the reyiriars
billionaire :na.*;miz chartered the plane—
the Remove fellows had it meanly to
themselves.

It was a rather difficult question to ; i
it Rl LR | Bl Bt cond o g g
left the ground. However, j Dboack of the zeat,
apnswered. covered that there was no reason for

“Less than a mile,” he said.

“ A mile!” howled Bunter,

“Less than that !’ said Bob.

“Much less 1" grinned Nugent.

“Tha lessfulness is terrifie.” i

h crikey! Oh lor’! I—T wish I
hadn't come]l I say, you fellows, tell
the pilot to go down! Tell him to go
down at oncel”

“Ha can’t get any farther down than
ha 1z now, ::tl:gr fat man " chuckled Bogb.

“"Why not 7" howled Bunter.

He was unaware that the plane was
yet taxi-ing on the solid surface of the
earth, ertainly going down would
have presented difficulties to the most
gkilful pilot.

“Yaroooh I” roared Bunter, as ho felt
a sudden change of motion. “We—we—
we're falling 1

“Only turning, old bean,’’ said Bob.

“How high are we now "

“Less than a mile.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

The engines roared with a deeper
roar. The plane was racing like a car.

holding on. He plumped into a seat
instead, The roar of the engines
gcttled into & steady drone—rather
fortissimo, but mot really unpleasant.
Bunter sprawled at ease, and, as was
usual with the fat Owl, passed at one
jump from blue funk to airy confidence.
“1 say, you fellows, this is jolly
comfy ! said Dunter. “Nothing for
vou chaps to fecl nervy about that I
pan see.™

“Whe's nervyi” growled Johnny
Bull. i

“Well, you're looking a bit pallid,
old man.”

“You silly n=al”

“ Vou're rather pale, Nupent——"

“Fathead 1"

“Buck up, Bob, old man! Don’t
keep on blinking from the window in
that frightened way| We're not gomng
to fall 1? said Bunler encouragingly.

Bob Cherry turned from the window
and gave William George Dunter a
very, very expressive look. DBub expres-
sive looks were wasted on Bunter.
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As he was looking back over his shoulder, Coker dld not see the long legs strefched out across his path. And not seelng

them, naturally he stumbled over them.
sharply against the hard stone pillar,

“Kesp vour pecker up, Wharton [
went on {&unter cheerfully. “If you
Eae!l funlk coming on, keep an eye on
me "

“] don't feel it coming on  yet,
thanlks ! answered the captain of the
Remove. "And I'd rather not keep an
ere on you, if you don't mind! You're
not protty to look at!”

“¥ah! I say, Inky, yvou can't turn

ale—he, he, hel—not with that boot-
Ele.ck complexion of yoursl He, he,
ho t*

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“Don’t trembla 1™ said Bunter.

“Tha tremblefulness is not terrific!”

“Tho [act 15" said DBunter, “it's as
gafe nz o train, or safer! T dorn’t sce
any reason at all for you fellows to be
nervy | The best thing you can do i3
to pull vourselves togethoar! Keep a
etiff upper lip I

“Aro you wound up?” ashed Frank
Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Will you shut upi®"
Johnny DBull. i 1

None of the Famous Five felt in thae
slightest degree mervous. There was
nothing to feel nervous about, even if
they had been given to nerves.  Air
sccidents are more uncemmon than
railway accidents, and, of courze, in-
finitely rarer than ear accidents, DBut
DBunter, without any reason at all, had
been in & blue funk., 8o it was rather
irritating to hear him lecturing them
on keeping up their courage. That, of
conrzo, was Dunter all over!

“You needn't get ratty, Dull, simply
becouse you're feeling nervy 1V said
Dunter. *I'm trying to encourage you.
What you really want is a little pluck.

inguited

“ What the thump——"" he
dog-goned, ple-faced geck !

Well, keeping vour eves on a plucky
fellew will help you to keep cool. Ii's
& bit sickening fo see wvou fellows
f;‘ighf&ﬂ&d at nothing! 1 must say
that.”

“We're three thousand fect up ! re-
marked Bob Cherry, glancing at a dial
on the wall.

“And doing a hundred and ten ™
aq.iq:'!l IHarry, with & glance at another

ial.

“That's &ll right!” said DBunter.
“ MNothing to frighten you in that.”

“Whe's frightened ¥ bawled Johnny
Pull in a voice that nearly drowned the
deep drone of the Kinghisher.

“You are, old chapl” answered
Dunter calmly. “But don't well
becanse you'ra in a funk! Keep
cool 1

“I'll jolly well—="

“Keep cool, old echap=keap ecooll”
urged Bunter. “Don’t get excited |
Tho worst possible thing 13 fo give way
to it] Puoll yourseli together! Try to
think about something else, and you'll
goon be all right I

Johnny Bull gave the fat Owl a glare
that was almost homicidal. Bunter
grinned at him cheerfully.

“The fact is,” said DBunter, “I was
a bit doubtiul about bringing you fellows
on thizg trip. I was afraid you'd got
into a trembla! But it's too late to
back out now! ¥You can't Jump out at
three thousand feetl Iie, be, he! Make
up your minds about 1t! IKeep cool,
ﬁLn mel I can jolly well say—
WHOOOOO0P ¥

The plane gave a sudden lurch.

Hitherte the molion had been 8o
smooth that it was difficult for the pas-
sengers of the Kingfisher to realise that

%aspad, as he sprawled headlong, and his head ra
There was a vell of surprise and pain from the man behind ihe newspaper.

(1] ou

they were flying at all. Now there was
rather a change. .

The Kingfisher was dipping and
swooping. Thers was nothing slarming
in it, t uugh it was for the moment
startling. Planes had those littla ways
in tha air. But from Billy Bunter
there came & yell of fright. :

The sudden dip rolled him off his
seat, and he sat on the floor. He sat
there and roared. :

“Wheoop! Yooop! HEJEI 1 say
you fellows—— Yaroooh! Btopl Tall
em to stop at oncel I want to go

down! Yarooooh!”

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades.
They suppressed a desire to chortle.
With a great cffort, they turned serious
faces on Bunter.

“You want to go down " asked Bob.

“Owl Yesi Wowl”

The plane dipped again. Bunter
clutched frantically at the seat.

“Well, if you want to go down, you

won't be long in going if we fall I” said
Bob. “Keep your eyes on Bunter, you
fellows | He's going to show us how to
keep a stiff u}gpﬂr lipl®

" Yarooooh ; _

“Tt will be rather a bump if we hit
the carth from this distance 1" remarked
Harry Wharton.

“Yow-pw-gw I?

“Bit of & smesh, and no mistake |”
gald Nugent.

“Help 1" i .

“Pha smashfulness will be terrific [

“ Rescoe 17

Dip, dip, dip went the plane. Bunter
rolled and roared. Then the Kingfisher
levelled out again, and all was calow
Bunter sat up.

Tue MacKer LisRany.~No. 1,385,
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“Are we falling 1" he gasped.

“Not at all 1

“Not fallirig ¥ gasped Bunter.

"Hardly I ]

Bunter staggoered up. Ha blinked at
the Famous Five through his big spec-
tacles with an infuriated blink. It
dawned on his fat brain that they had
been pulling his podgy leg. An occa-
sional dip and swoop was incidental to
a flight, and there was nothing the
matter,

“You rotters 1" Fasped Bunter. “"You
—vyou blighters! You—you—you beasts |
You made me think we wera falling,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky, cackling rotters——="»

“Ha, ha, ka1 yelled the Famous Five.

Bunter's panie, after his niry swank,
was rather foo muach for them. They
rToared.

“You can cackle ! yelled Bunter.

“Thanks, we willl Ha, ha, hail”

‘" Beasts I’

Bunter plumped into his seat again,
and glowered. But no more words of
enpouragemsent wera heard from the fat
QOwl. ‘ﬁp did not urge ths fellows to
keep their coursge up snd keep s stiff
upper lip. He sat in frowning silence
~—which was a relief, at least. *Silence
was never so golden as when Billy
Bunter waa silent,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Lost Lunch.

" UNCH, sirv!"
I Billy Bunter brightened up.
Jarvish’s sleek voice, not

otherwise musical, was as
the music of the spheres to Bunter as
he pronounced that megic word.

Tﬁa Kingfisher was over the Channel
now. Harry Wharton & Co. found
keen interest in looking down ai the
sea far below and trying to spot the
steamers. DBunter did not lock out.
The smooth and easy motion of the

ane bad restored his courage, such as
it was; but he had a misgiving that, if
be looked down, funk would supervene.

Luoch wes just what he wanted. It
distracted his fat thoughts from the
remota possibility of a crash. And he
was, of course, getting hungry. It was
nearly & couple of hours since he had
esten anything.

Flaps were let down for tables, end
the attendant brought lunch along. It
was an ampla lunch—a beautiful lunch.
Bunter had given Jarvish wvery par-
tieular instructions on that point, and
Jarvish had carried out his instructions.
Harry Wharton & Co. were ready for
lunch, and they sat down to it cheer-
fully. Bunter beamned. He had been
snnoyed, but in the presence of food-
stuffs his equanimity returned.

“1 say, you fellows, this 13 better
than lunching on the Channel stcamer-—
what?"” he remarked. “No danger of
seasickness. Not that I was ever sea-
sick. I'm too good a sailor. But I
remember you fellows being awfully
green and vellow that time we crossed
the Channel. You remember, Bob?”
“I remember you hanging over the
side, making a weird row | answered
Bob Cherry. “(o easy on the grub,
Bunty! You can't hang over the side
on & plang ™

“Oh, really, Cherry——"
“I've heard of iasscngers being air-
sick,” said Frank Nugent. “Don’t

scoff more than enough

chap, in caze of trouble 1
“Yah I retorted Bunter elegantly.
“Who'd imagine that we wers in

the chops of the Channel |” remarked
Tee Macyer LiBRARY.—No. 1,385.
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Johnny Bull, as he dealt with an excel-
lent cold chicken. "“We don't feel the
chops up here” : 1

“The chopfulness iz mnot terrific!™
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I zay, you fellows, you can tuck inl”
said Bunter. “¥You ncedn’t be afraid
of mal-de-mer! It would be different
on 3 stcamer—you'rs not pood sailors
like me! DBut you're all right here.”

“Right as rain, old fat bean!” said
Wharton good-humouredly. *This tnip
was a ripping idea of yours,”

“Topping 1" said Nugent.

“Voto of thanks to Bunter [ said Bob
Cherry.

“Hear, hear|” -

The Famous Five were enjoying that
trip; and it was only cricket to acknow-
ledge the same. DBunter reacted to the
acknowledgment in the manner that
might have been expected of him.

“0Oh, that's all right!” he said. “Glad
to give you a treat! When a fellow's
got pots of morney, why shouldn't he
spend it, what? Of course, you couldn’t
have afforded o trip like this}”

“Hem ™

“Rather out of vour dept-h{ what #**
gaid Bunter. “Well, we can't all be
enormously rich! Bit of luck for you
to know & wealthy fellow who doesn’t
care how much he spends, what "

Eid Um IJ!

Bunter's chservations did not seem to
ancoura light and genial conversa-
tion. The chums of the Hemove finished
lunch, and gave their attention to the
windows, and what was to be scen out-
sitdle. There were clouds below the King-
fishor now, and they could net tell
whether they had passed the ses, and
were over the lend or not. So they
watched with great interest for a sign
of “la belle France "' below them.

Bunter was interested neither in the
se nor in la bellea France. Ha was
iIeepﬂy and intensely interested in the
urch.

How many lunches Bunter packed
away onc after another it might have
been difficult to compute. He wag still

oing strong, long after the other
?ell-:-wa had fnished. The plane at-
tendant had gquite a busy and tinng
time, bringing dishes, and taking them
empty away. Whore Bunter put it all
wis & mystery to him,

At Greyiriars Schosol, where his allow-
ance had been rather on the small side,
and the postal order he had constantly
cxpected had seldom arrived, the fat
Ow] had not often been able to reach
the himit of hiz powers in surrounding
tuck. But since Ee had been a billion-
aire he had oftcn reached that limit—
and frequently pessed it

When the supply of tuck was ample,
Bunter was rather given to disregard-
ing the Plimsoll line. MNow the supply
was unlimited. Bunter was at liberty
to wrap himself round anything he liked
and as much of it as he chose. So his
wrapping-round operations wers ex-
tensive. 5

But even Bunter wasz finished at last.
Regretfully, he realised that he had not
even room for another bunch of luscious
grapes.

Heo leanced back in his seat, breathing
hard.

“ MNothing more, sir?"” asked Jarvish,
with a faint inflection of sarcasm in his
sleek volce,

“MNo ! said Bunter. I haven’t much
upl:-ctita to-day, Jarvish.”

“OhtZ

Bunter, leaning back, closed his eves
hehind his spectacles. After & meal
Bunter liked a nap. And he really
lmm}]ed a rest, after his exertions at
LEaCn.

" Hallo, halin:-,_ halle I exclaimed Bob
Cherry. " That's joily old France |V

The c¢londs below opened, and the land
rushed into view. The Channel was far
behind. Three thouzand feet below, the
carth was sproad out like a map under
the plane. ds and lones and streams
wera like a fine network.

“ Bunter, old bean——"

snore !

“We're over France, Bunter ™

Snore!

The juniors chuckled, and left Bunfer
to snore. With kecn interest they @inked
out the objects below. Bob Cherry
}minted out the railway line, that ran
rom Boulogne to Pars. A tiny frain
seomed to be crawling along tho Nord
railway. An immense white circle in-
dicated an acrodrome. ] )

Then the clouds shut in again. Drifts
of vapour passed the windows. Above
the sun was shining brightly, but it
could not be seen, for there were banks
of clouds above as well as below. It was
rather a queer feeling, to bo shut off
from the sight of the earth and the
heavens, as if the Kingfisher and its
passengers wera tho sols gccupants of &
univerze of their own, The plane
droned on, and there came a sudden dip,
followed by a bump as Billy Bunter
rolled off his seat. ]

“We're climbing !” said Bob Cherry.

“ Yarooh [2

“Getting over the said
Nugent.

“Whoop 1"V shrieked Bunter, “I say,
vou fellows, help! What's happened "

“Nothing, old bean 2

“Owi We're falling——"

“Bafe as houses!™

“{h, crikey! Owl”

The juniors kindly picked Bunter up
and wedged him into his zeat again, Ho
blinked at them, over the spectacles
that had szlid down his fat littla nosa.
The plane was no lenger gliding
smoothly. Teo Bunter’s scared imagina-
tion it seemed to be rocking about like n
cu::lE]IESIl'lcll in 8 ﬂif:ﬂ;‘tm at ﬂea.h

*“I—T1 gay, you fellowg——* cgaaged.

“We're going higher,” explainced Bob.
ilot wants to b
They'ra rather

clouds

“I dara say the
through the clouds,
thick here.?

“The beast I"" gasped Bunter, “Yon—
you—you're sure we're not falling ¥

“ Aeroplanes seldem fall vpwardsi®
said Bob Cherry solemnly.

“Reast! Grooghl I—I say, youm
follows, cut along and tell the phut to

kecp still! 'Tell him to stop !
1] h-&-. ]]u [:Jl ] ) 1
“I—J—T'm fecling queer inside”

gasped Bunter. “It's just like being on
a steamer! Only worse! I—I say, I
don’t want to keep on to Paris| Go and
tell the pilot to stop at onee ! Urrrggh !

Bunter gurgled. He had lunched, not
wisely, but too well. The present motion
of the plane was not in the least alarm-
ing. But it was disturbing to & fellow
who had rked too many lunches at
once. Perhaps, as the poet nearly said,
‘tis better to have lunched and lost,
than never to have lunched at all. But
the losing of a lunch was an uncomfort-
able process. And Bunter had several
lunches to lose.

“Urrerggh!  Jarvish! Wurrrggh|
Where's that fool Jarvish? Gurrgh!
I'll sack him! Where—"

(14 Ei-r 1:3

“0Oh, there you are, you idiot! Ge
and tell the pilot to—— Wurrreggh 17

“Ha, ha, hal*

“(Get along to the pilat at onee, Jar-
vish, and tell him to—— Grnnc:ng@;!"

“Poor old Bunter!” gasped DBob
Gherr{. “It will be all right scon—we
shall level out a bit higher—=



“Urrggh! Tt's my plane, ain’t it?”
ghrieked Bunter. “I'm not gmn% to be
gick to please a beastly airman! Jar-
vish, go at once, and—— Urrrrgghl

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tell the man to stop !1” raved Bunter.
I want to—— Urrrgh! I want to get
out and—and walkl I want lo——
Grovoogh | I—I want to— Yoooch!”

“] fear, sir, that the pilot would not
receive instructions from me, sirt® said
Jarvish.

“I’ll sack wou! Croogh! OQooogh!
Might as well be on a=—— Yurrggh!
Steamer! I'm feeling ill—fearfully 1ll!
Woooph! Mum-mum-my inside’s shift-
ing about! Gurrergggh!”

,%ﬂ'l_‘l,' Bunter curled up.

Jarvish brought him a glass of water. -

Bob Cherry patted him on the back.
Wharton and Nugent held him in his
segb. Bub it was a scens of woe and
suffering. The Kingfisher slid out of
the clouds into 2 blaze of sunshine. All
was calm and bright. But Billy
Bunter, empty as a drum after all s
efforts at lunch, gasped and groaned
and gugeled, as if he would never leave
off gasping and groaning and guggling.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Landing in Franoe.
Ll LISTEN to the band!™ sang

O Bob Cherry softly.

The  Greviriars  foellows
chuckled.

Billy Bunter had ceaser, at long last,
to groan, to purgle, and to puggle.
There was & brief silence.  But the
silence did not last long.  There was
seldom silenee for long when William
George Bunter was prezent. Asleep or
awake, Bunter made himself audible.
It was only a change of melody. He
had fallen asleep again, and with his
eves shut and his mouth open, he
enored. Perhaps he was dreaming of
the lunch he had lost, or the dinner
that was to come, for he smiled in his
gleep. And he snored!

The plane droned on, to the accom-
paniment of Bunter's snore.  Which was
the louder of the tvwo was perhaps a
question. But there was no  doubt
which was the more musical of the two!
The plane had the advantage there!

The north of France was flithing
under the Kingfisher, and the Famous
Tive were keenly interested in all they
could sce. Theyr had done the journey
before, by train; and they agreed nem.
con. that it was ever so muech betier by

lane. It was only a four-hour trip,
rom Crovdon te Mavis, and the chums
of the Remove could have wished {hat
it was longer.

The Gallic landscape evidently had
no interest for Bunter. He could really
have lunched, and gone to sleep after
lunch without chartering a plane for
tha purpose.

Still, if Bunter preferred to go to
gleep the other fellows were only too
willing to give him hiz head. Bunter
asleep was a little more tolerable than
Bunter awake., Ilis snore, on the
whele, was preferable to the wagging of
his fat chin.

The Famous Five had their eyez on
the big white ring that marked the Paris
aerodrome, and were trying to pick out
the letters enclosed in if, when Jarvish
came along the passage botween the
Beats.

* Getting in, Jarvish, what " said Bob
Cherry.

“Yez, gsir; we land in a few minutes
now, ™

“DBebter wake up his nibs Y grinned
Dob,
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Jarvish shool Bunter gently by a fat
shoulder,

Hnore !

Shake!

Snora!

" Master William, siz——"

Snore !

Shake! Buntor's eves
behind his big spectacles.

“Beast! Lemme alone ! he grunted.
' Tain't rising-bell 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter evidently fancied that he was
being awakened in the Remove dormi-
tt}E}' at Greyiriars.

Wake up, old fat bean "' roared Bob
Cherry. “We're getting in !

" Lemme alone!”

“But, Master William——"
Jarvish,

“Shut up ™

“But we—2>"

“I'll sack you !” ) ]

“Very good, sir!” said Jarvish, and
he retired again, and left Wilham
George Bunter to repose. . :

Bunter's eves shut again behind his
spectacles. He resumed snoring after
tive brief interval.

Meanwhile, the Kinghsher was de-
seending. The big plane dropped as
gently as o lift. The engines droned,
and ccased to drone, and droned again,
Thera were no clouds below now, an
the juniors could see the great, green
expansa of the drome, and make out
the name 1n great letters, and the biild-
ings. Then the ground scemed to rush
up to meet them. DMen could be secn
below, glancing up. The plane seemed
to swoop, and then it banked, and there
was a grunt from Bunter, as he nearly
went rolling. Then the Kingfisher
settled down smoothly, and Bunier
snored peaccfully once more.

The speed was still very great. The
Kingfisher shot like an arrow across the
drome, dropping, and suddenly the
landing-wheels were on the earth, and
revolving at a terrific rate, Bo softly
did the great plane land that the
juniors were mnot conscious of the
moment of contact. But they found
themselves taxi-ing across the drome.
slackening speed.  The plane seemed
almost to walk up fo the buildings, It
stopped.,

“¢Here we are, here we are, here woe
are again’!” sang Bob Cherry, cheer-
fully if not melodiously.

half-opened

urged

“The herebalness is ;ln'frpn::tpru:rus i

“Hallo, bhalle, hallo!l  Wake up,
Bunter !™

Snore !

“We shall have te wake up the jolly
old sleeping beauty mnow!” chuckled
Beb. “Bunter! Bunty! DBunt! Bunt!
Bunt! Duot "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Clherry hent over the Owl of the
Remove to roar into lus ear. DBunfev's
cves opened.  BEven Dunter could not
resist that, e had fo wake,

“ Beast ! he snapped. * Wharrer yon
waking me up for? I waz having a
lovely dream—about pate-de-foie-gras!
Can't vou let a fellow sleep?”

“My dear ass—"

“8hut up!  I'm going to sleep!”
roared Bunter., “Now the plane's ron-
ning o smoothly, it's a chance to get
fortv winks.™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Bunter, evidently, was uaaware that
the Kingheher hati" reached the end of
her flight, and stopped.

“Blezsed 1f I see anvthing to cackle
at | he saapped. “T zay, you fellows,
thiz iz all might! You can hardly feel
the plane move M

“Hardly ! chuckled Nugent,

i ¥ mt{'r']l: to have Leen Iike this all
the time ! grunted Buntor.

“We should hardly have got to Paris

i1

if it had been!™ said Harry Wharton,
lau hing:.

“Rot! I shall inzist on it next time!
I can afford to have & good pilot, I
suppoze! Ewen the engines ain't
making such a beastly row now!" said
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

As the engines had stopped, that
accounted for the phenomenon. But
that simple explanation did not seem to
occur to Bunter's powerful intellect.

“Well, I'm going to sleep, now I've
ot & chance!” gsaid Bunter. *Tell

arvish to tell the pilot to keep on like
this! It's ever so much better.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, don’t cackle!” snorted Bunter.
“If you call 1t eivil to cackle st every-
thing a fellow says, I jolly well don't,
see? Shut up ¥

“ But—" geg:m Harry.

" roared Bunter.

“You silly Owl—"

“Will you shut up, and let a fellow
sleep 7

“Oh, all right!”

The juniors shut up, and Bunter
closed his eyes and opened his mouth
again. The attendant came along
opened the door, and the Famous Five
descended. Then the man gave Bunter
a shake. Bunter's eyes opened wide
behind his spectacles, with a glare of
fury in them.

“Will you let a fellow sleep?” he
bawled.,

“But, sir-—"

“Oh lor' 1* Billy Bunter blinked at
the open door, and jumped. He blinked
round for the juniors, failed to see
them, and jumped again, “Oh lor'! I
say, where are the fellows? Has there
been &n accident? Have they fallen

out
No! Oh!

i E]'t ?

: No!” gasped the
Kingfisher man.

“Then what's happened ¥ gasped
Bunter.
“Nothing, excopt that we've

stopped.™

* Stopped #*

“On the drome! The Bight's over!
If you're getting out—-:""

“0h, the beasts! Leaving me here
asleep after theif‘re got out! Just like
them, of course !

He

Bunter rolled to the door.
blinked cut at a group of cheery faces
looking up from the bottom of the
sleps.

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!
after all, Bunter ¥

“Beast !

Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at five

rinning faces, as he started to descend.
%’vrlmps that was how he came to miss
the top step.

Anvhow, he missed it, and made the
descent in one !

“Yaroooh ! roared Dunter,
robled.

“Oh, my hat! Look out!”

“*Yow-ow !  Oogoovop '

Thunter few.

Bump !

“Wow! Yow! Wonw! Wheoop!”
ropred Bunter, as he sat on France,
with a bump that almeost made France

Coming out,

gs Lo

jump.

“Ha, ha, ha'!™

0w 1 Wow ! Beasts ! Wow "
roarcd Bunter.

T"Fine!” said Bob Clierry. " Do that

apain, Bunter !

“"Ha, ha, ha !

“Help a fellow wp!™ roared DBunter.
“Can't you help e ifcllow up, you
rotters?  Can’t you take hold of a
fellow and help him up " ]

“Go it!” said Bob. “Take his other
ecar, Jolnny I

*“ Right-ho I'

Tue Magner Lisnary.—No. 1,385.
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Bob Cherry pgrasped ome fat ear.
Johnny Bull grasped the other.
Between them they helped Bunter up.
Ha got up quite quickly. Even thep he

did not secem satisfied,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
An 0Old Acquainiance !

b ILLIONATIRING'S not bad!”
remarked Bob Cherry,

“Hear, hear!”

Billy Bunter smirked. An{
allusion to his wealth had a gratefu
and comforting sound to Bunter's fat
BAXA,

Really, there was no doubt that “bil-
licnairing,” as Bob ealled it, had iis
agreeable side. On the previous occa-
pion when Harry Wharton & Co. had
“tripped ¥ to Paris, they had arrived
in & crowded train st the Gare du
Nord, and packed inte & taxi to go to
their hotel. Now they had arrived by
plane—a magnificent plane all to them-
galves, And from the drome they
travelled in a ear as superb as the cne
Bunter had left behind at Croydon.
They did not yet know what their quar-
ters in Paris were going to be like; but
if they were going to be on the same
scale, something like a palace was to be
expectod.

‘Like the car?” smirked Bunter.

“Topping, old fat bean " ,

“I told Jarvish to have everything

in the best style|” said Bunter
carelessly. “I suppose he did it by
phone ] I leave everything to Jarvish.”

Whereat the juniors smiled.

From Bunter's remarks, it might have
been supposed that the fat junior had
rolled in lifelong luxury, and had been
accustomed to leaving all arrangements
to hia “man,” regardless of expense.

Instead of which, it was crnlﬂ two or
three weeks since Billy Bunter had been
borrowing sixpences and shillings up
and down the Remove st Greyiriars,
and forgetting to repay the samal

The change was certeinly tre-
mendoual It was still a mystery to the
juniors where Bunter's immense wealth
came from. They were not awara that
it was, to a great extent, a mystery to
Bunter alsol Dunter was far from
clear as to why James Jarvish had
assigned him boundless riches. But he
was content £o take things as he found

MF

To hand over immense wealth to
Bunter, and to serve that fascinating
young gentleman as his valet, was un-
doubtedly & wvery strange and mys-
terious proceeding on the part of
Jarvish! It was so strange and mys-
terious that even Bunter realised that
there must be something behind it—
some sort of & “ecatch ™ in it! Still
there it was!

Hometimes, when Bunter woke up in
the morning, he wondered whether it
was all & dream | But it was no dream !
Nothing could be more real and genuine
than the banknotes that Bunter chucked
about him as if they wera coppers.

Indeed, he was more profuze with
banknotes than he had ever been with
coppers in his impecunious daysl In
those days Bunter had not believed in
tipping | It seemed absurd to him to
waste in tips cash that conld be ex-
pended in tuck! Now he tipped on a
tremendous ecale.

man could not open a door for
Bunter, or pick up his hat for him,
without being tipped & pound. If a
pound note did not come handy, Bunter
would make it a fiver.

“I say, you fellows” said the fat
Owl, blinking at the chums of the
Remove as the car ran up a_ wide,
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sunny avenue, with tha Arc de
Triomphe in view in the distance. *I

eay, you'll want some pocket-money in

1].1"]3."

“We've got some | egaid Harry, with
s smile,

Sniff, from Buonter!
“A fow pounds, I Buppose 1" he said
contemptuously. “Don’t bo an assl
What's the good of & few pounds?
You're here with me, snd I'm seeing
ﬁw through. I'll tell Jarvish to let you

ave a couple of hundred pounds each.”

“Oh, my hat 1" pasped Boh Cherry.

* My esteemed and absurd Bunter——"

“Draw it mild, old podgy bean |” said
Johnny Bull.

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“That's all right!” he said. "“Don’t
sal._y anything more about it. A couple
of hundred each will ses you through
for o week or two. What ¥

“Longer than tha? I think,” said
Harry, laughing. “It's awfully good
of you, Bunter—="

“T always was a generous chapl”

“Um! But we won't take it, all the
fsame, thanka 1!

? Bunter

‘Oh, really, Wharton—"
knitted his fat brows.

“Not a jolly old boblet!” said Bob
Cherry. “In fact, don't be an ass, if
you ca hel{:- ™

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Do you think—" began Jchnny
Bull, in a deep, growling voice. DBut
he checked himself.

Bunter, after all, meant well.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“We'll take the will for the deed, old
chap " zaid Harry Wharton soothingly.
“You must be spending & fearful lot of
money on this trip 1" ]

That was touching the right chord!
Bunter smiled again.

“Oh, a few thousands!™ he said care-
lessly. “Nothing to me! Not that I
know what it costa! Leave all that to
Jarvish 1"

“Hallo, hallo, halle 1" ejaculated Roh
Cherry suddenly. *“Heen that chivvy
befora ?” He made & gesture towards a
burly figure on the pavement.

The car had slowed down in a traffic
bloek. Among the crowd on the pave-
ment only a few yards distant, was a
burly form that the Greyiriars juniors
knew well. It was Horace Coker of the
Fifth Form ot Greyiriara.

The juniors remombered that they
had heard, when Greyfriars was break-
ing up, that Coker of the Fifth was trip-
ping to Paris, with his friends Poiter
and Greene. Evidently he had tripped,
for here he was. Pofter and Grecne
wera not in evidence. Perhaps Coler
had lost them, or perhaps—more pro-
bably—they had lost Coker!

Coker was staring about him, appar-
ently in search of somebody or some-
thing—no doubt of his missing com-
racdes.

“ Jolly old Coker ! said Johnny Bull

“The silly idiots!”  They heard
Coker's exasperated voice. “Can't take
my eves off them for a minute without
their losing themselves! Whero on
carth have they gol toi®”

With his rugged face red with annoy-
ance under hia straw hat, Coker stared
round.

“ Potter 1" he bawled. “Creene 1

A scors of people, at least, stared
round at Coker as he roared. Coker
did net heed,

“Potter I he roared. “Greene!”

“Th&j’f’ll hear that, if they're in Parns
at all ¥ grinned Bob Cherry.

“They'll hear it if they're in France,
I think,” said Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha "

The traflic being jammed, the car had
stopped, waiting for a chance to move
on. Coker was almost near enough for

Bob Cherry to tip his hat off. To Bob's
regret he was not guite near enougl.

o answer came to Coker’s bawl. He
gtrode up to a gendarme on the edge of
the pavement, and drew his attention by
ﬂukmg him in the ribs. Coker had =

eavy hand, and the French policeman
gns}f)ed gs he stared round in surprise.

“Plait-il 1’ he ejaculated.

“I've missed two fellows,” said Coker.
“8een anything of them ™

It did not occur to Coker's powerful
brain for the moment that English was
not the native language of France.

“*Comment "

. “Oh, I forgot! All right, I'll put it

in French! Avez vous voo deux chaps—

I mean fellows. Heow the thump do you

say chaps in French? Mossoo never

E:awa us the word in the French class at
reyiriars

“Ja ne comprends pas, monsieur|”
said the gendarme, and he turned away.

Coker grabbed his arm, and he turned
back again.

" Boootez 1" said Coker.

“Ha means ecoutez!? gurgled Bob
Cherry.

“Beootez] Ja vous msk if you aves
seen deuz young hommes—that is, deux
garcona like moi—English—that s,
Anglais!"” eaid Coker. "I vous avez
seen them, ditos!”

The gendzrme smiled and shook his
head. Evidently he did not understand
Horacoe Coker's French! Perhaps ha
did not even know that it was French
at alll

“Don't wou comprong?” demanded
Coker.

“ Plaitil 1

“Oh my hat! Of all the idictic
foreigners!” exclaimed the exasperated

ker. "They den't seem even to
understand their own language !

“Ha, ha, ha "

It was a vell of ivrepressible merri-
ment from the car. Coker turned round
and stared at it, and started at the sight
of the Remove fellows.

“Hallo, you checky young ticks1¥ he
exclammed. " What the dickens are you
doing here, I'd like tq know 3"

“Laughing at a silly ass!” said Bob
Cherry politely.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker knitted his brows. At Grey-
friars School, Coker of the Fifth had a
short wai/ with fags. He still had it
apparently, on holiday in Paris. Ha
made a stride at tha car, to inflictk sum-
mary punishment on the occupants.

Just then the traffic jam broke, and
the car moved on. Bob Cherry, leaning
over, was_just able to reach Coker's
hat, as Coker had ubhgi:ﬁgly come
within reach. He tipped it off.

“Why, I—I—I'll—" spluttered
Coker.

He plunged after the hat. The
gendarme plunged after Coker, to

rescus him trom the traffic. Ho jerked
(Coker to the pavement. The juniors,
looking back as the car glided on to-
wards the Are de 'Triomphe, chuckled
as they zaw Coker's hat crunched under
a wheel, and Coker, with a face of red
wrath, arguing frantically with the
gendarme on the pavement.

Then the ear ran on, and Coker of the
Fifth disappeared from sight, and the
juniors charitably hoped that Coker’s

excited argument with the genda.rma
would end without the official ™ running
him in.”

wr———

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Does It In Style!
b Y mansion !™ said Billy Ban-
M ter carclessly.
*0Oh 1"
If Bunter the Billionaire

desired to impress the Greyfriars party
—a3 undoubtedly he did—he suceceded.
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Coker had been kicked, and kicked hard ! He regained the perpendleular, crimson with wrath, panting with Imm

with rage and seeing red !

Without a second’s pause, he hurled himself at Bronx, hitiing out right and left.

F
the tall American crumpled up together among the tables, amid a shower of glasses, teacups and dishes. ** You cheeky

tlek [ ** bawled Coker.

Harry Wharton & Co. had supﬂﬁsad
that they were driving to an hotel
They had no doubt that it would be a
magnificent one, and a3 expensive as
possible. But they had not expected
this.

At the corner of the great avenua
stood an immense building with walls of
huge stone blocks that gave it rather
the appearance of a fortification.

The car rolled through an immense
gateway inte an inner courtyard,

It stopped at & great flight of sieps.

Huge bronze gors  above were
opencd.  TFootmen in livery appeared.
How many there were of them the
juniors did not, at the moment, count.

ut there scemed to be a battalion, if
not a regiment.

A larpe plump man, with a pink face,
n grave expression, and a swelling
chest that pave him rather the look of
s ponter pigeon, swam rather ihan
wallked to the car. He gpened the ear
cdoor. The footmen, apporvently tramed
to it, lined up on ether side of the
massive steps, and stood at attention.

Bunter stepped out.  Jarvish, who had
been seated beside the clinufleur, zpoke
to the lorge man in rapid Yrench, The

lnrge man replied in the same tongue,
an bowed deeply lefore  Bunier.
Indeed, the juniors fancied for a

moment that he was going to fall on
ona knee and kiss Bunter's land, as if
he had been receiving royaliv.

“Who's that bird, Jarvishi?" asked
Bunter. )

“Your major-domo, sir!™

“0Oh, good ™ said Dunter.

He gave the Famous Five a blink, I
thesa fellow: weren't impressed by a
mansion as large as a palace, with a
major-domo in charge of it But
they were! They were guite impressed.
"His name, sir, is Antoine!” said
Jarvish. “IHa does not speak Inglish,
but your French iz so perfect, sir, that
that, of course, is immaterial.”

" Exactly 1" assented Bunter.

. Monsicur Antoine addressed Bunter
in French. Hea spoke volubly, but
gravely, eovidently aware of what
an 1mportant personage Billy Bunter
Was. e waved bhoth hands as he
talked. Bunter's perfect French did
not enable him to follow Antoine's
remarks. Bunter was about the
waorst member of the French class
at Creyiriars. However, Bunter
answered in French, which bore a closer
resemblance to Coker’s than to
Antoine's.

*Bong ! said Bunter, with a gracious
nod. *Very bong! Je comprong every
word que vous speaky. What's he
saying, Jarvish "

“He 3 welcoming vou to vour man-
sion, sir, and expressing his happiness
at the honour of serving you.”

“Grood 1" said Bunter. “That's how
servanis ought to feel when they'ro
serving fellows of really good family.
You've done well, Jarvish.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“I'mn satisfied with
sald Bunter.

“You are verv kind, sir.™

“Tone " 2aid Bunfer o Antolne. “Jo
sitis quite satisfied—je Like your looks—
ratheyr like ony butler ot home, von
fellows! T think vou've never secon our
butler at Bunler Court, though! VYery
like this chap '™

Monsteur Antoine prococdod to show
Runter into his mansion. TF Bunder had
been & prince of the roval blood Antoine
could not have done it better. Perhaps
Antoine regarded a billionaire as rather
more important than a prince of any
blood rowval. Princes, in these revolu-
tionary cdays, go rather cheap. Ik
hillions are billions. Antoine proceeded
backwards before Dunter.  He howed as
he went. Buanier. willk his fat chin
high, volled after him, ITarry Wharton
& Co. followed.

Every mement they expected to sen
Antoine catehr a foot and sit down on

vou, Jarvish!™

ir

“‘Take that, and that, and—yaroooh ] **

the steps ! How he did these gymnastics
backward: was rather a mystery. But
ne doubt he had had & lot of practice.
He did not sit down! Bowing and
backing, Antoine negotiated the broad
low steps successfully, and withouk
turning & hair. On Eitzer side, the foot-
men were ranged, with grave, respectful

faces.
Bob

“Bome
Charry.

“The pompfulness is terrific |” mur-
mured Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.
“We now behold the esteemed and
ridiculous Bunter in all his ludicrous
glory I .

There was a fat smirk of satisfaction
orn Bunter's face. e blinked a.g:pmvnl
at the major-domo and at the lines of
footmen, through hiz big spectacles.
Bunter liked this! This was the sort
of thing that Bunter had always
wanted | Now ho was gelling it

Still in reverse, so to spesk, Antoine
entered the vast hall within the double
doors of Bunter's mansion.

The hall was immense; adorned by
glimmering stafuary, and with a doubla
staireaze.  Tall palms, in great tubs,
nodded their feathery fronds. In
stately procession, Bunter and his geesta
were conducted to their apartments.

“I say, you fellows 1 grinned Bunier.
“Ilow do you like my Paris mansion "

“Tip-lop, old fat bean,” said Harrr,
with 8 smile.

“The tip-topfulness js—" .

“TPerribie and prepostereus 1 said Dob
Cherry.

“Bit different from rvour poor little
places at home—what ™

“Oh! Ah! Yes!™

"Tnocks vou out ralher, doesa’t 117"

“0h, frightfnlly 1

o Tarvish i
i Ei ,",‘ -!J! )
“You've carried out my instruciions

(Continued on page 16.)
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Bunter, as host, was rather a fy in
the ocintment—a fat fly. But during
the first half of the day, at least, the
chums of the Remove saw little of
Burter, and a week passed away ver
agraua.ﬁl:.r. Bunter did not wake till
He breakfasted

gl in bed, and had an extra nap after

(Continued from page 13.)

for each of my guests to be provided
with & valet?”

“Quite so, sir.” .

“{Oh, mv hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“Really, old fat bean—"

Bunter waved & fat hand.

“You'll be living in decent style
here,” he said. *None of your poverty-
stricken wavs in my Paris mansion, if
you Inlzz,aa.”

"Try not to commit any fooh pahs!”
said Bunter.

“ Any which " egacu]ated Nugent.

“TFooh pahs! That's French! You'd
better listen to me spesking the lan-
guage here, and you'll pick it up, see?”™

“Oht Faux pas!” said Harry
Wharton, lﬂthlﬂE+ Evidently Bunter
was a little afraid of his guests making
false steps |

“1 said foch pahs,” answered Bunter,
with dignity. “You haven't got the
pronunciation quite right, Wharton! I
dare say you'll pick i1t up from me! I
EAY, TOU ?alinwn, I want you rather to
keep up appearsances here, you know [
Of course, you'ra not accustomed to
valets, as—as I am! But don't let me
down by letting any of the servants sea
you brush your own clothes, or pick up
your own hats, or anvthing low like
that, »

i:l_D'h lJI‘

““No fooch pahs, you know,”™ said
Bunter. “Don't try dressing for
dinner, for instu.nm# without the help
of » valet! It can’t be done, really!
Takﬂehtha word of one who knows.”

(1] Ill

“Tell Ongtwong to show them to their
rooms, Jarvish!l I can't be bothered
with speaking French.”

i vEIt.]Y %ﬂ 3 Eh‘q“

“And, I say, you fellows, no fooh

ahs, vou know! Don't let me down!

on't let all these French servants sea
ithat you come from poor homes, and
are not used to wealth.”

Billy Bunter rolled away before the
chums of the emove could reply.

Harry Wharton emiled.

“Well, here wa srel” he said.

“I suppose it wouldn't do to Lkick
Bunter, in his Paris mansion?” re-
marked Johnny Bull thoughtiully.

“The kickfulness is not the proper
caper, mv esteemed Johnny !V chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It would be rather a fooh paht”
said Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

And the Famous Five were shown to
their magnificent apartments in DBilly
Bunter’s magnificent Paris mansion.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
A Shindy in the Bols!

ARIS was quite a jolly place for
P billionairing, as Bob Cherry
called it. 1t was hot, in August,
But it was sunny and bright, and
full of entertainment for wviritors,
''ue Micwer Liaeany.—MNo. 1,535,

d before lunch. The

So he war seldom seen much
IMamous Five found
the mornings more agreeable than the
afternoons ! ]

Still, it had to be sdmitted that the
fat and fatuous billionaire was “doing
them well.” Where the cash came from
was still a mystery, buf it was cbvious
that there was plenty of cash—it seemed
gs if there were tonz of it. The gor-
geous mansion in the Champs Elysees
wasz rented—even Bunter bad not
bought it. But the cost must have been
stupendous. Bunter's resources were
amazingly unlimited, and he generously
placed themn all at the disposal of his
guesta. All he wanted was to be
allowed to swank—and, after all, that
was not asking a lot.

While Bunter enored 1n the fine sunny
mornings, ate three or four breakfasts,
snd snored again, the chums of the
Remove turned out at their usual early
hour. Holidays were holidays, but
slacking was not in their line. ]

They had seen the sights of Paris on
a previous trip, but not, they freely
acknowledged, as they were seeing them
now.

1f they wanted a run out to Versailles
thers was always o magnificont car and
& magnificent chanffeur at their orders.

If they wanted to go to the opera
there was & box for them.

If they wanted to eat there were un-
limited quantities of the very best
French cookery. That certainly did not
appeal to them so much as 1t did to
Biﬂ;?r Bunter. 8till, they generally came
hack from their excursions up and down
and round Paris with excellent appe-
tites, prepared to do full justice to the
eﬁ-::?lient fare provided by an excellent
Chcl.

To Bunter’s relief, they did not com-
mit any faux pas. Indeed, had Bunter
only known it the innumerable re-
tainers of his great mansion regarded
the Famous Five with eyes rather dif-
forent from those with whieh they re-
garded Bunter the Billionaire himself.

Billy Bunter reccived every outward
sign of the decpest respect—he was en-
titled to receive what he paid for. But
soma of the remarks of his retainers
among themselves, lind he overheard
them and understood them, would have
ziven rather a shock to Bunter's self-
satisfaction.

Iiven Monsieur Antoine, who always
acted to Bunter as 1f he mustook him
for & monarch—or a prince, at least—
allowed such expressions as  “Gros
cochion ! to escape him in conversation
helow stairs, In Bunter's lofty presence
certainly Antoine never betrayed the
fact that he cven dreamed of alluding
to his master as & “fat pig.”

Bunter was enjoying every minute of
it—especially  abt mealtimes.  DMeal-
times were 2 sheer jovy. He pondered
over the lask meal and dreamed of the

brelkker.

next. Next to the grub the pride,
nomn. and cireumstance appealed to
Bunter,

Bunter generally honoured his guests
with his company in the afterncon,
Then thers was no question of walking.
Bunter had never been keen on walk-
ing. and with a fleet of wonderful cars
at hiz orders he was less likely to walk
than cver. Generally an execursion led
by DBunter arrived somewhere where
there was something to cat. Nothing
would persuade hite to the summit of
tha Fiffel Tower. Three minutes in a

picture gallery were enough for Bunter.
When the chums of the Kemove almost
dragped him to look at the Venus de
Milo, Bunter gave that famous snd
wonderful statue a disdainful blink.

“J wonder they don't heave it re-
paired,” he remarked. “It wouldn't
cost much to have a new arm put on.”

By this time Billy Bunter had almost
forgotten the existence of Tiger Brouox.
Out of sight was out of mind with
Bunter. arry Wharton & Co. won-
dered sometimes whether they would
see anything of that long, lean person-
age in Paris. They also wondered st
times if they would run across Coker
of the Fifth again. As it haggsnad
they were going to run across both o
them at the same time.

Bunter's biggest car bore them one
blazing afternoon into the Bois de
Boulogne. It landed them at tho cafe
there, where they sat at the little tables
under shady branches for coffee and
calkes, Thore were plonty of people
there slready, and one of them—a long,
lean man-—lifted a mewspaper from his
knees and held it up as if reading it
intently as they sat down near him.

The “Temps” completely screoned
himm from their eight—except his lon
ie;:séthwhiﬂh were stratched out at fu
=11} "

There was nothing special about those
legs, excopting their length, to draw at-
tention, and the Greyiriars fellows an
the man with the newspaper no heed.

They did not guess that behind that
newspaper Mr., Bronx was listening to
their chatting. . .

Billy Bunter, who was bolting sticky
cakes at B great rate, would probably
have bolted himself at a greater rate
had he been aware of it.

The gangster could not ese them
through his newspaper, but he could
hear them, and there was a glitter in
his slits of eyes.

Bunter the Billionaire had dodged
him by leaving Ingland in a plane,
but the man from Chicago bad run
Bunter down again at last. In the
crowded Bois even Tiger Bronx did not
think of *“starting soything,'' as he
would have expressed it. Hiz idea weus
to keep himsclf out of sight, and keep
tho Greyfriars fellows in sight when
they left, and discover their residence.
After which the Tiger had his own
means of getting at a “guy™ in the
small hours. ) ] .

“I say, you fellows, it's prime 1" said
Billy Bunter, as he finished negotiating
his seventh sticky cake. ‘ _

“Jolly place, and no mistake,” said
Bob Cherry. *You can sec ell sorts of
ui;pea, as the French call ‘em, trickling
about."”

“Lh, what?" said Bunter. e was
not regarding the passing crowd., I
mean this cake—it's really primel 1
say, vou fellows, try some of these
chocolate-creamy  ones; they're mall;_l.r
topping | Where's that waiter? Where's
that dashed waiter? Here, waiter—I
mean garsong 4

“ O, msicur !

“Bringez some more of those
said Bunter in his remarkable
and the garcon blinked.

“Gateaux " grinned Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugentl I supposs 1
ean pronounce French. Garcon, boko of
these gattoos,’” said DBunter.

g[i\t.tt.quu 1
Trancl,

“ Beaucoup !” said Johnny Bull. *If
vou mean beancoup—-—"’ _
“Don't be an ass, Bulll You can't

talk French. Vous heares me, garsong?
Doko gattoos, and lookez vous sharp.”

“ (i, m'sieur 1" gpasped the waiter.

“ This table will do, wou fellows,”
enid m rother praff and  well-known
voice, “My hat?! If those dashed fags
aren’t here ™



Horace Coker came among the tables,
followed by Potter and (reene the
Greyfriars Fifth, Coker frowned at the

arty of juniors. Thay smiled at him,

ut their smile did not have the effect
of chasing away Horece Coker's frown—
rather, it intensified.

Potter and Greens nodded civilly
engugh to the Remove fellows.

v were not, like their great leader,
always on the look-out for any trouble
that might be going; aleo, they were
tired and keen to sit down.

Coker had been walking them round
Pariz and showing them the sights—
and whenever there was a wrong turn-
ing to ba taken Horace Coker counld
glways be depended upon to take it,
and insist vociferously on his lead being
followed unguestioningly. Potter and
Greene had %c}m} guite o lot of walking
that hot August afternoon, snd they
wore privately considering whether to
lose Coker again. SBeveral times alveady

1
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This week we reintroduce an old friend in “ Linseman,’' a veritable walking sncyclopedia

EVERY SATURDAY

during their week in Paris they had
lost Coker, and thus obtained a much-
needed rest.

“¥You kids stayin
Potter as he nodded.

“They're 5ta.3rin1§|; with me at my
mansion in the Chumps Elyshee,”' said
Billy Bunter befors the other fellows
could speak. .

“The which?" ejaculated Greene.

“1 mean the Chomps Elushee,” smid
Bunter. He alwavs found a little trouble
with the Champs Elysees.

“Never heard of it,"' said Greene.
“Ta it m Pariz "

“Lot they know in the Fifth, den't
they, vou fellows?" said Billy Bunter.
“The{w never heard of the Chumps
Elooshey I

“Don't stand thers talking to those
fops, you men!” snapped Coker, look-
ing back over his shoulder, as he
tramped among tho tables. “ We haven't

in Paris?" asked

17

come here to pick up Lower Fourth

fags. Can't yvou come on?"
oker strode on &s ho spoke. An old
roverb recommends that one should

ook before one leaps., It is equally ad-
visable to look where one is going. The
little tables under the trees were set
fairly close together, and a pair of long
legs were stretched aoross Coker's way.

Had Coker been looking where ho was
going he could have stepped over those
legs, or politely requested the owner to
pack them up while ho ;;Ert by.

As it was, looking back over his
shoulder, he did not sce them. Not see-
ing them, naturally he etuinbled over
them.

“What the thump—" gasped Coker,
as ho stumbled and sprawled.

“{h, my hat 1" sjaculeted Bob.

“}He, he, he " cachinnated Bunter.

Horace Coker went headlong over the
long legs. He came down on them

(Continued on nexi prge.)

whers Soccer is concerned. He's ready and willlng to answer itricate football problems.
If you want an expert opinion, write to him: c/o Tha MAGNET, The Fleotway Housa,
Parringdon Street, London, E.C.4, and then watch for his reply in this weekly feature.

EAGER FOR THE FRAY |

ING CRICKET has nearly had his
ﬂ day—{for snother seazon, Already
theo old familier sound (how some
of ua love it) of boot sgainst
football i8 heard. In Scotland thay are
already hard st it. On this last Saturday
in August sll the English League clubs
gtart out om the search for goals and
pointa. .

I hope to have a weekly talk with
MaexeT readers who are football players
or football fana. Aa wusual, 1 want you
to consult me on any questions which
arise in connection with the game; if
thers is & point on which you are in
doubt, consult me. If you want to
improve your gameo aud are not quite
sure about the best way to do it, send me
& letter. The more the merrier, isa my
motto. Thus we shall be able to help
each other. Your questions will give me
an inkling of the things you want to
know. I shall talkk about the lsadin
football ¢lubs and the star ;ila era, and,
moving behind the scenes as I do, T hope
to be able to tell you things about your
favourite playera you would not other-
wise know, :

There are people who think the foothall
peason starts too soon. Perhaps, in a way,
thim 12 true.

I have known the {ime when the
geasan has slavted with the instri-
menta registering ninety or more in
the shade; wwhen i has been =50
hot that the players have collapsed,
ol when there have been pails of
wealer all round the playing pifches
wilth which fainting specialors
hace becn browght *° back fo Life.”

Kone of the football fans or the players
say the season starts too early, however.
I ;ﬂm.ra called in at the homes of many
big clubs during the past few days:

oked my nose into various dressing-rooms.
There 1 *ha].ru found Finﬁ-em eager for the
fray ; straining at the leash, as it were.
Andd row they'ro off |

FPROUD PRESTON !

HERE is promisa of a wonderful
E soason in the big foothall sense ;

of thrilling struggles and keen

fichts in oll the big Leaguos.
Here 18 something which parhnpa you did
not know. We are now entering on the
fiftieth wear of recognised professionalism
in football. It was in 1885 that the
momentous decizion was arrived at to

permit footbaellers to be paid for playing

the game.

There were officials of those days who
wern dead againat professionaliam. Th
said it would be the end of oll sport in
tha game. They wera wrong. There was
what might he called veiled professlonalism

rovious to 18853 For s year or itwo
Eefﬂm then fellows had been coming from
Seotland to play football in England, and
it wag obvious that they could not afford
to do this unlesa thoy were rewarded.

They came all the way from Seotland
to Sheffield. When the question was
asked : “ Why do they do it 1" the reply
waz: " They've come to smelt steel”
But those who knew the truth winked and
said : *They've smelt silver!” And
that was the truth.

That's enough of ancient history for the
moment. Thera have besn no cha
in the laws of the game since last season,
but, of ecourse, there have been the usual
changes in the make-up of the big Leagues.
Most of ua rejoice over the return of
Preston North End to the First Division
after a long eojourn in the * wilderness *
af the Becond Division.

Preston is prowd once more, as
#t tean in the doays when the side was
Enowen as the Invinclbles, and when
they won the Leagne championship
without losing a malch ond the
English Cup in the soine scoson
without having a goul scored against
them in that competition. | am
goingg to be bold enough lo say thot

&Y | in every 'big

BEob Kelly, ene of the greatest footbnllera
the game has ever known, is still ab
Preston. IHis ci?iuf ; htgai: this alias-::m
however, is to show punger playera
the arb which he mastered?. nuc% the t.rgalm
which he knows eo well. Lucky lads to
be tanght by such & master |

UPS AND DOWNS I
RIMBBY TOWN are back with
Preston North End in tha Firat
Divigion. To make room for
thesa olube, two of the most
famous teams of all time haove
into the escond class—Neowoastle United
and Sheffield United., Their failure last
senson was something of a tragedy, but
it won't be fatal if get down to it
and fight back.

That they have drepped out of
the top class jor the time boing
servver as o reminder that failure
comes 1o all teams sooner or later.
You can never tell, at the start of o
seazon, wwhich clubs will have o
good Hime and which will have o bod
one., Ups end downs ore the very

eagence of the game.

That ia one reason why thers is optimism
foothball camp just now, If
you listened to the talk of the managers
and the players, as I have done, yon would
bo forced to the conclusion that in each
League twenty-two teams were going to
win the championship. ‘Twasever thus

One footballor I shall wateh very care.
fully during the opening weeks is James
Allon, now the centre-half of Aston
Villa. He occupied that position with
Portamouth in the Cup Final lost sesson,
He interests me because Aston Ville
paid the highest trancfor foe which has
aver been paid for a single footballer—
nearly cleven thousand pounds.

Can one player be worth ro much?
He may—if he brings Aston Filla
back io the top of tho free!

Five years ego this player was spotted
by the Portsrmouth manager quite accident-
elly. He went to Poole to watch another

lgyer for that club ; was impressad by a
Eaﬂgth lad named Allen, and signed him
on  forthwith. That's football, In
Allen's experionoe there is a lesson for all
who want to get on in the game. FPlay
vour best! %ﬂu neover know who is
watching !

That'll do for the kick-off. Now once
more, T want you to say, all together:
“I'l  write to Linesman  about

football.™
“ LINESMAN."

suck o double record will never be
equalicd. ]
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with a terrific wallop, and his head
rn&p&d gsharply against the bherd stone
pillar. Thare was 3 vell of surprise
and pain from the man behind the
ReWSpADOY.

Coker's weight walloping on his |
WaS N0 lighg matter; thoy folt for m
moment as if a lorry hed passed
them.

Down went the newspaper, and wup
jumped Mr. Bronxg yvelling.

With a heave of his legs he sent Coker
rolling off. )

Coker rolled, sat up algamat a table,
gasped, and blinked. Tho long, lean
man towered over him shaking a lean
fist at him.

“Bay, you booh,* roared Mr. Bronz,
“¥ou moseying asbout with your eyes
shut! You doggoned, pie-faced geck,
what sort of & goob from Goobsvilie do
you call yourself, anyhow? I'll tell a
man [

“0h erikey 1" pasped Bunter. .
Hiz cyes almost popped throu
epectacles at Mr. Bronx. Harry ﬁ’ﬁ'ha.r-
ton & Co. jumped to their feet. They
had not had the remotest suspicion that
the pangster was seated only s few
vards away from them under the shady

trees in the eunny Bois.

“7 sav, you fellows, hook it!"” gasped
Bunter.

“Fathead I growled Johnny Bull
# 5tick where you are!”

“Beast!] T say, it’s him 1" squeaked
Bunter.

“It's all right, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton.

The Famous Five had no idea what-
ever of balting et the sight of Mr,
Bronx. 'The Chicago gongster hod no
terrors for them. Besides, they wera
mmterested in hie  proceedings  with
Horace Coker.

Coker scrambled up, red with wrath.
An he did so Mr. onx ehot out a
long leg, and his boot caught Coker
rearward. Instead of geth on his
feet, as he had intended, Ccker went
sprawling on his hands and knecs, with
o fearful roar.

“1 say, ¥Fou
Bunter.

“You're all right, ass,” said Nugent.
“There's a dozen gendarmes in sight [

“Oh! said Buenter.

He rcalised that he was not, at the
moment, In danger. Maoreover, DMr.
Bronx's attention was just then wholly
occupied by Coker of the Fifth.

Coker had been kicked! Tt was
difficult for Coker to realise that any-
body ceuld tﬂms]b!y have had the nerve,
the neck, the effrontery, to kick him.
Yet it had ha[l:pened. There was no
doubt that it hod happened! Bronx
had not only kicked him, but kicked
him quite hard. Coker sprawled in
the dust and breathed fury—and dust—
for & moment. Then he bounded up.

Bronx glared at him. Ho had been
rather hurt, and still meore irritated,
by Coker clumsily stumbling over his
long legs. Perbaps there wasz zome
excuse for his retaliating by landing
hiz boot on Coker's trousers.

If so, Coker did not see it. Coker
regeined the perpendicular, erimson
with wrath, paating with fury, gasping
with rage, seeing red—and not merely
red but the brightest scarlet.

And without a second’'s pavse he
hurled himself on the tall American,
and they crumpled up together among
the ftables, amid a chower of glasses,
teacups, coffec-cups, sauccrs, and dishes
of cakes. -

Tae Micxer Liprary.—No. 1,385.

aver

his

follows—" pasped

ing,

THE MAGNET

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Run In?

“ REAT pip®
G"i}h my hat ™
“Coker——-""

“Ha, ha, hat"
*Mon Dieul”
“Go it, Coker!”
“gu’eat-qua-c’ast?”
i ilp&llez les gendarmes!”
1 crikey '™ ;

A crowd of }:ieaple were on theéir feet,
at various tables, staring and exelaim-
Harry Wharton & Co. looked on
with keen interest, Potter and Greene
gaped.  Waiters rushed up, gesticulat-
mg. Several of the litile tables were
knocked over, Chairs were added to
the wreckaga. Crockery and food-
stuffs fell like leaves in Vallombrosa,
In the midst of the havoe Horace Coker
and the lean gangster were fighting
like tigers.

Thore was a babel of excited voices
on all sides, Neither of the combatants
heeded,

Coker had been kicked. He had been
kicked on his trousera by & man he had
never seen before. Thet fact stood
out; 1 Coker’s mind, as the one matter
cof importance im the whole wide
universe at the moment. Summary
veugeance had to be takem for that
kick, Coker was taking it.

The long, lean gangster was =a
mustular man, But Coker was big,
and burly, and hefty, and whatever he
lacked, he did not lack pluck.

Bronx, having wreaked his angry
temper by kicking the sprawling Coker,
had no doubt expected to * pet away ™

with it, es he would have expressed
it. He had pot been looking for that
berserker rush from Coker, anyhow.

Coker had got one in, to begin with
~—one from his right, which very nearly
ushed Mr. Bronx’s short, sharp nose
ack through hia head, and did draw
& stream of claret from it.
Then they were struggling, scramb-
liqﬁ‘. and rolling !
hat erash on his nose had roused

Broox to & fury equalling Coker’s, Like
Coker, he forgot everything but his
desive {o punch, and punch hard,

It was a terrific shindy.
They rolled and strusgled and
punched and hammered and thumped.

Both of them were fearfullvy untids.
Their hats flew off, their hair was
wildly ruffled. Collars and ties were
tarn out,

“Wake snakes !I'" howled Bronx, a= a
set of knuckles landed in his exe. “NBr
the great horned toad, I guess I'll sure

soak you ™

“¥ou cheskr tick!” bawled Coker.
“Take  that, and that, and—
Yaroooh !

It was Coker's turn to take one, and
he roared as he took it

Two waiters rushed in {o drag them
apart, DBut 1t was a dangerous game.
One of them got Coker’s punch. intended
for Bronx, and ralled over with o howl.
The other got Bronx's punch, intended
for Coker, and collapsed, moaning.

And the fight went on, fast and
furious.
“Good old Coker!” gurgled Boh
Cherry.

“Ha. ha. hat”

“If there's any trouble lving arcund.
Cloker's the man to pick it up ! chuckled
Johnny Bull. “Whr don’t you fellows
lead him about on a chain?”

Potter amd  Greene  exchanged a
glance. Gendarmes were hurrring to
the exciting 3cene. They had already
been thinking of losing Coker. This
scemed about the time to cet on with
that idea. -

If Hurace Coker found it amusing te
get mixed up in a fight with a lantern-
i;.w&d American in the Bois da

Joulogne, Coker was welcome to bave
the amusement all to himself.

Potter and Greene did not want any
That, in point of fact, was not what
they had tripped to Paris for.

Ho, after exchanging a glance, the
backed away in the thickening crow
and did a sudden disappearance,

Heedless of their desertion—indeed,
unaware of it—Horace Coker pounded
snd punched, and punched and pounded.

“Kick me, what!’ spluttered Coker.
“By gum! Why, I'll smash you, vou
lﬂng-le%;ed scarcerow ! Tl pulverise
yvou | Il spiflicate vou !~

“Look out, Coker!” gasped Bob
Cherry, “Here coma the %nbbies I

Ceker did not heed. He had Bronx's
head in chancery now, and he was
giving  his earnest attention to the
slteration of the lean features,

Bronx, on his side, was hitting Coker
bhard and often, but his punches, hefty
as they were, seemed to have no more
effect on the enraged Horace than on a
punchball,

Two gendarmes cama forcing a way
on_ the spot. One of them grasped
Coker, the other grasped Bronx.

They had better luck than the waiters,
Grasped in powerful hands, the breath-
less combatants wera wrenched apart.

" Leggo!” roared Coker {furiously.

“You silly Frenchies, Ie ! I'll
olly well punech you, you fatheaded
roggies 17

“Monsieur, calmez-vous—" gasped
the gendarme who was holding Coker.

“You . frog-eating freak, leggo!”
roared Coker, struggling.

It was just as well for Coker, per-
haps, that the gendarmes did not under-
stand English.

Mr. Bronx calmed down very quickly,
He gasped for breath and mopped his
streaming nose. He was damaged, he
was untidy he was breathless, and he
locked as if he would have liked fo eat
Coker. But he did not want trouble
with officers of the law.

He burst into & torrent of Trench,
which he appeared to speak with great
flueney. He had the advantage of Coker
there. Coker's attempt at explanation
was inadeqguate.

“Leggo! Will you leggo? You frog-
eating 1diot, leggo! He kicked me—
can’t you understand, wou fealt Cet
homme kicky moi—kicky moi sur les
trousers! Comprenny? Jo vais smashy
cet homme—ije le punchy le nose! Now
leggo, you bun-faced blighter ™

“Coker, keep quiet!™ exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Yor goodnoss’
sako—"

“Shut up, you cheeky fag!”

“They'll run you in f vou check the
bobbies, vou ass!” exclaimed Nugent,

“Bhot up, Nugent !

“Yon'll geb arrested, you fathead t®
shrieked DBob.

“I'd like to sce them arrest me!”
roared Coker. “XNow, look here, vou
potty idiot of a jongdarm! I've told
vou how it 1s—j'ail expliky—explicky
toot—you comprenny, if yvou're not a
born idiot! Now leggo! I'm goin
to smash that echeeky tick! See?
Voyez? If you don't leggo my arm I°ll
jolly well dot you in the eve! Get that,
you frog-eating, Iried-face freak?”

The gendarme tightened his grip on
Coker's arm. The other gendarme left
Bronx and grasped Coker's other arm.

MNeither n’% the gendarmes was as tall
as Coler, but they were muscular men.
Coker found that both Ins arms were
gafely held, and that he wriggled in
vain,  BEHll. he wriggled. Coker was
not the man to give in to foreizners.



The stout madame who owned the cafe bore down on Coker,
upwards. *“ Leggo ! ”’ roared Coker, wriggling and struggling in vain.
woke up something,’’ sald Bronx, grinning at Coker.

“Vous vencz avec hous!’ onc of the
ndarmes hissed into Coker’s ear.
“ Allons! Avec nous toute de suite !V
“Vayney be blowed! T'm going te
ulverise that cheeky tick!” bawled
oker. " Legpo, or I'll give yon a
taste of Waterloo over again|”
Instead of letting go, the two gen-
dormes held on tight and marched
Horace Coker awav.

A crowd followed, talking, vociferat-
ing, and gesticulating.

One polite Frenchman picked u
Coker's hat for him, and as his hands
woere occupied, put it on his head. He
received a Rerce glare in acknowledg-
ment.

The hat was cocked over one of
Coker's eyes, giving him a rather in-
toxicated look as he was led away.
Bronx was left victorious. Hesisting
the polica was as serious & matter in
Yaric as in London, though Coker did
not realise that—his frank opinion of
the French police being that they looked
like a lot of monkeys.

Whatever they looked like, in Coker's
opinicn, they handled Coker gquite

ciently. He was still wriggling and
resisting, and his veice could be heard
{rean atar as ho was led off the scene.

“ Poor old Coker1” said Bob Cherry.
“What o man he ia to ask for 1t 17

“] say, you fellows—"

“ Botter get out of this!™ said Harry.

“Jpst what I was going to sayl”
runted Bunter. “That lanky American
s got his eye on me !

”'Dnt‘[;' one eye!” said Bob.
stopped up the other1”

“¥la, ha, hal”

The * addition * was called for, and
paid, and the Greyfriars party left the
cafe under the trees. Looking back, a

“Coker's
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foew minutes later, they obscrved o long,
lean figure behind.

Mr. Bronx had recovered his hat and
readjusted his collar and tie. But he
was dabbing his nose as he followed the
juniors,

Coker’s hefty punch had done con-
siderable damage to it, and the claret
ﬁersxstad in flowing. But, damaged as
¢ waa, the iangstnr was determined
not to lose sight of his quarry now that

he had run it down in Paris,
“1 say, you fellows, he's after us!”
squeak illy Bunter, blinking back

through his big spectacles. “1 say, you
know, he was watching us all the time,
and we should never have seen him but
for Coker! I'm jolly glad that silly
idiot punched his nose 1

“Well, wo've spotted him now,” said
Harry. “He seems to want to stick to
us now he's found us. We can soon drop
him once we've in' the ecar.”

The Greyfriara fellows walked back to
the road, where the% had left the car
and the chauffeur. DBehind them, at a
distance of a dozen yards, followed the
gangstor. Evidently he had set out to
shadow them.

But his shadowing came to a rather
abrupt determination a3 the juniors
packed themselves in the big cer, and
shot away.

“Quick 1" Bunter yelled to the chauf-
four. “I mean, vitel Vite! Allez
voua vedy vite, as vite as you canl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors looked back with grinning
faces at Mr. Bronx. He had come o a

stop, and was glaring after the car
with the ega that Coker's fist had
spared. Bob Cherry waved a hand to

him, and then he dissppeared as the
car shot away. The man from Chicago
had found Bunter the Billionaire, only
to loso him again.

and grasped him by the wrist, twisting his arm backwards and
“ 1 say, ma’am—leggo !
* 1 guess I'll leave you to it I So-long, b

“ Say, bo', you've sure
33 boy 1 **

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tracked Down'!

BH. JAMES JARVISH paused
M under one of the trees in the
avenue, took a
from bis vest pocket, and
lifted it to his face, concealed in the
palm of hia gleek, plump hand.

Had Billy Bunter, or any of the
Creviriara fellows, observed that action
of Mrp. Jarvish, it would have caused
SuUrprise.

Jarvish certainly had not struck them
as 8 man likely to carry a pocket
mirror, and look at himself in it. Nesb
and clean, tidy and sleek, ss Jarvish
was—the very model of & manservant—
hz was hardly a dandy.

But it was not at hia reflection. as &
matter of fact, that James Jarvish was
looking in the little mirrer. e was
holding it sc that he could sec the
crowded pavement behind him.

Mr. Jarvish's object was not to see
the reflection of his own sleck face, but
to ascertain whether he was being
followed )

Bunter would have understood that!
Ho remembered Mr., Jarvish’'s deep
terror of the gangster; his fear-stricken
Right from the man from Chicago
which had indeed led to hia first
nc%uamta.nm with Bunter.

ut that deep terror scomed to have
nitted Jarvish since he had trans-
erred his immense fortune to the lucky
Owl of the Remove. Bunter did not
know why, but that transaction sccmed
to have relicved Jarvish of his dread
of the gangster.

The little mirror showed Jarvish the
pavement behind him, and a number

gt mirror

of faces, mostly French, of people
coming along, appeared and disap-
peared in the glass,
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Then in the glass he spotted a lean,
hard face under s slouched hat, and,
having spotted it, he slipped the mirror
back into his pocket, and strolled on
without turning his head.

Ho did not hurri'.

Mr. Jarvish had taken quite a long
walk in the strects of Paris that morn-
ing, Bunter did net veguire his
services till he rose, and Jervizh was at
liberty in the mornings, _

Nearly every morning Jarvish walked
about in the most frequented streets—
really as if he wanted to be scen, He
knew that Bronx was in Paris, having
heard of the adventure in the Bois de
Boulogne. He could, had he chosen,

ave lain low ir the megnificent mansion
of his young master., Instead of which;
he took constant walks abroad; and—as
was bound to happen at last—he had
been spotted by the lynx-eyed man from
Chicago. ; i

Now Bronx was shadowing ham.

From ihe Rue da la Paix, where he
had first spotted the sleek men, up one
streat and down another, the lean man
had followed the sleek valet; and every
now and then, in & shop window or in
the little pocket mirror, Jarvish had
made sure that the man was still on
his track. :

Not ance did he look back. Bronx
undnuhtadlﬁ supposed that Jarvish did
not know that he was followed.

No doubt he would have expected
Jarvish to cut and run, to call a taxi,
or even & gendarme. Instead of which,
Jarvish walked at an easy pace, and
ﬁava_ the gangster every opportuntty of

eeping on his trail.

A sly, unpleasant smile was on Jar-
vish's sleek face as walked on and
arrived at Bunter's mansion at the
corner of the avenue.

He went in by the service door, but at
that door he lingered & fow minutes, in
full view, talking to one of the French
footmen.

Then he went in, and the door elosed.

Within the house, Jarvish ssconded
the staira with his soft and cat-like
tread, and stopped at s window that
looked out from the staircase across the
wide, tree-lined avenne.

His szearching gaze scanned the
avenue, and fixed at last on & lean
figure that leaned apainst & tree on the
opposita side.

vidently, Mr. Bronx had seen him
enter that house, and was now watch-

it

arvish smiled in his cat-like way.

The gangster had run him down.
What he wanted to know now was
whether Bunter the Billionaire was in
that house.

Onee upon a time Bronx had wanted
Bunter, as a guide to Jarvish, the pos-
sassor of billions. NWow he wanted
Jarvish, simply as a guide to Bunter,
the present possessor of the billions, and
had no fu use for him. And Mr.
Jarvish had served his turn that morn-

ing.

%a!‘vish turned away from the window,

He went ints Bunter's dressing-room,
to wait there till it pleased the Quwl of
the Remove to ring for him.

Harry Wharton % Co. wera out that
morning. They had gone on an
excursion to Fontainbleau,

As it was only half-past eleven Bunter
was not up. He had hreakfasted in bed,
and was taking oma of his little extra
naps afterwards. However, 1t was get-
ting near time for even the fat Owl to
glir; and Jarvish's bell vang at last
He went info Bunter’s lofty and magni-
ficent bed-room by the communicating
door from the dressing-room.

“Good-morning, sir!” said Jarvish,
etanding respectfully by the bedside,
“‘Ihdlﬂi his smooth hands together.
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“0Oh, 'morning 1" said Bunter care-
lessly, “ My dressing-gown, Jarvish,”

Jarvish brought a gorgeous dressing-
gown, which contained most of the
colours of the rainbow. Bunter's taste
ran rather to colour. )

The fat Owl yawned, vawned again,
and moved. He encased himself in the
dressing-gown, and sek on the side of
the bed,

“My slippers, Jarvish [

Jarvish put his slippers on.

“Is my bath ready?” asked DBunter,
withont cnthusiasm.

uite, sie.”

“MNot too hot 7 ashked Bunter.

“1 think nof, eir.”

“Ti was too hot yesterds
said Dunter accusingly. “IY
for you to cool if!" )

L trust, i, that sou will fud it to
your satisfaction this morning.”

Bunter grunted. He was nob so sure

morning 1
had to ring

of that. Aditached to his magnificent
bed-room was an egually magnificent
bath-room. Bunter, in point of fact,

had no great use for bath-rooms. Af
Greyfriars School he put in the wver
mimmum of washing. Indeed, it ha
been known for Mr. %lll}lﬂh to send him
out of the Form-roeom for another wash |

There were drawbacke to being a
billionaire, lord of a magnificent
mansion and an army of servantal A
fellow had to live up fo 16!

If ia quite a mistake to suppoze that

the super-rich are frees to 3{. axactly
as they like. They are the slaves of
their servants, The most powerful of
Emperors would not dare to dine in &
tweed jacket!
_ Thus it was with Bunterl Bunter's
idea of & holiday was of a time when ke
did even less washing than he did at
school.

Now ho had to take =& bath every
morning | He did not want to. But he
Ex}d Im! Hia servants expected it of

im

It was one of the irksome responsi-
bilities of wealth! Bunter in his im-
pecunious days had heard of the worries
of wealth, and thought that 1t was all
rot ] Now he realised that the wealthy
had their worriea! This was one of
them 1

Bunter grunted, and rolled into his
bath-room,

When he rolled back again, Jarvish
dressed him! Bunter, in the short time
that had elapsed sincs he had grown
wealthy, had become guite incapable of
dressing himself.

The process was corapleted at last,

“You will be taking the car, sir?”

#Hﬂ‘ !JI

: ﬁarll!?ps a2 walk in the avenue, sir?”

o f

Jarvish coughed.

“’::[["hts afternoon, sir—---—;’

“I'm not going out to-day, Jarvish.”

“Yeary good Eﬁ’i” 4

“*Not that f‘m_ni’raid of running into
that lanky American beast I saw in the
Tois the other day, Jarvish 1

“0Ok, no, =ir!™

“I'm not afraid of the brute, I hope.”

“Bearcely, sirl®

“I'vo stayed in since that day,
..L!aﬂ.r:sh, simply because I prefer to stay
1.

*Quite, sir!”

Jarvish opened the wast windows
which gave on the vast baleony in front
of Bunter's vast mansion,

¥ Perhapa, sir, il you cared to take

the air here—"
“Yos, that’a all right!” apreed
DBunier,

He rolled oul on to the baleony. But
he did not approach the bronze balus-
trade in the front of it. Since that
meeting with Bronx in the Doils de
Boulogne, Billy DBunter had béen
haunted by the thought of the gangster,

Ho saw those slits of eyes watching for
him everywhere,
“You could

) see the dome of the
Madeleine from here, sir!” murmured
Jarvish.

“Blow 1the Madeleine! answered
Bunter,

“And the summit of the column in
the Place Vendome—"

“Blow it !"

Bunter did not seem interested in =
bird's-eye view of the sights of Paris,
He did nof step towards the bronze
balustrade,

Had he looked over, his fat face and
gleaming spectacles would have been
visible to the lean man watching from
under the tree mcross the wide avenue,
Tiger Bronx would have known at once
that he had found the lair of the hil-
lionaire. Perhaps that was what Mr,
Jarvish wanted, for mysterious reasons
of his own!

Bunter certainly had not the remotest
suspicion that Bronx was there. He
was quite unaware, and unsuspicious, of
Jarvish’s strange proceedings that
morning.

But, since the mecting in the Bois
Bunter was feeling that a fellow could
not be too careful. Indecd, he was
thicking of leaving Pariz, since i
gangster had turned up in tﬂat city.

The fat billionaire paced up and down
the balcony. He was thinking chiefly of
lunch. That important function was
now drawing nigh.

Jarvish compressed his sleek lips. A
glanm had shown him that the man
romm Chicago was still in his place,
wul:chm% the house across the wide
etreet. Bunter had to show himself !

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Jarvish
suddenly, staring down over the balcony
balustrade.

Bunter blinked round,
“What's up ?” he asked.

Jarvish did not answer. He leaned
over the balustrade, staring down at the
cars that passed up and down the stroect,
as sz nt some abserbing and fascinating
Bight.

Curiosity drew Bunter. e joined
Jarvish at the balustrade, and blinked
over it through his big spectacles,

He did not see the lean man across
the avenue., Mr. Bronx was half-hidden
by the tree, and he was out of range of
Bunter’s Limited vision. Bunter, lean-
mg his fat face over, blinked down, but
farled to zpot anything unusual,

“What the dooce are you staring at,
Jarvish” he demanded.

“Oh! JFor a moment, sivr, T feared
that that lady was about fo be run
over,” said Jorvish, “Sle was quife in
front of the cape—*

“Oh, rot!” grunted Dunter. He
could dizeern peither the lady wor the
car !

“1 really thoupht, sir——" murmnpred
Jarvish.

“You're a fool, Jarvizh!"™ grunted
Bunter.,
“Oh! Yes, =irt”

Bunler resumed hi: pacing, while he
wailed for thoe gong for lunch.

Jarvish, glancing threugh the carved
coluens of the balustrade, smiled. He
had a glimpse of a long, lean figure
walking away across the avenue,

Mr. Bronx had seen Dunter, and was

oing—satisfied that he had tracked the

tlionaire to his lair.

Bunter had told Juarvish that he was
a fooll Jarvish had no doubt that
there was & fool present. DBut ho did
not think the fool's name was Jarvish,



THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Coker Seeing Paris!

i HIS will dol!” eaid Harace
Coker. )
“Losks o low hola!”? sad

Potter.

“Putrid I'? remarked Greene.

“We're seeing Paris!” asnswered
Coker, as if that settled it. And he
marched under the dingy, ragged awn-
ing of the Cafe du Chat Noir, through
the dingy, dusky entrance, and into the
lﬁw-ueilcﬁ, tobacce-stained, diogy
interior.

Outside, two or three iron-legged
tables stood on the eracked pave, with
iron-legged chairs by them, sand. a
mouldy tub in which & dreary shrub pro-

g dismal existence. The Rue du
Mont, in Montmartre, was not a
fashionable thoroughfare. The Cafe du
Chat Noir was nothing like the Cafe
Roval, or the Cafe de Paris, any more
then the strect was like the Rue de la
Paix or the Avenue de la Grande
Armee ! :

But Coker, as he said, was seceing
Paris!

Paris could not be seen simply by
staring up at the Vendome Column,
ascending the Eiffel Tower, walking
over the site of the Bastille, driving in
the Bois de Boulogne, and taking a
stroll slong the Boul' Miek'. Coker
wanted to see thoe byways as well as the
highways of Paria,

Potter and Greene wers not so keen
about all that. They had heard of the
“* Apaches” of Paris—sportsmen as
ferocious as the tribe of d_Indians
from whom they borrowed their name.
Potter and Greene would have pre-
ferred to keep to the beaten tracks.

But it was no use arguing with Coker.
And, indeed, even on the beaten track
of the tourist, Coker was the man to
a‘k ug trouble, if there was any gong.

Iy the cther day he had got into that
serap with some lanky American in the
Boizs de Boulogne—a place where even

{'oker might have been expected to
ascape trouble. He could do no worse
in Montmartre,

Coker, on that occcasion, had had 8
rather narrow escape of serious trouble.
Hs had been taken along to the Bureau
de Police. The two monkeys, as Coker
ponsidered them, who took him, had
handed him over to a fat man in
uniform, who looked, Coker thwf;,fi
like a tortoise. The three of them
held an animated discussion over Coker
in rapid French, with many gesticula.
tiuus_, naot & word of which was compre-
hensible to Coker, A fourth, and ap-

arently still higher official, who
ovoked, in Coker's eyes, like a very fat
rabbit, had joined up, and there had

en more rapid French, more gesticu-
lations.
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Coker had almost begun to wonder
whether these silly foreignera Egﬁpﬂﬁeﬁ
that they could stick him in chokeyl
Continually they repeated the word
“fou,” and the word " drole,” the mean-
ing of which was not clear to Coker.

He was unawarg that they were dis-
oussing whether he was mad, or merely
a foall

Finally, the two monkeys, the tor-
toise, and the rabbit, seemed to have
had enough of Coker, end he was led
out into the street and told to *allez.”

Coker, o to speak, allezed! He was
glad to go. .

That was the end of it

Which was rather fortumate for Coker
if he had only known it. But he did
not know it. Iis opinion was that he
had been bothered by a lot of sill
foreigners, and he had rather exeraise
self-restramt in not punching their silly
heads all round |

H3o far from taking warning hy that
episode, and resolving to keep clear of
trouble during the remainder of his
holiday, Coker was in a quite unsub-
dued ctate, He was de;:#ply annoved at
having been marched off before he had
properly thrashed that lanky, cheeky
geoundrel who had kicked ham.

He nourished a hope of coming scross
that dcoundrel again before he left
Paris, and getting on with the good
work,

Often, in their walks abroad, Pottor
and (Greene noticed Coker casting gharp
g}'ta.m‘!ea to right and left, and they knew
that he was locking for that American
of the Dais de Boulogne, and hoped fer-
vently that Coker would not spot him.

Luckily, they had seen nothing of thab
lanky American, and they hoped that
ha had gone back to Kalamazoo, or
wherever it was he had come [rom.

Now, in the blazing heat of & blazing
August afternoon, they were "szeeing
Paris “—rather the seamy side of Paris.
Coker led them up one smelly street,
and down another smelly street, They
wers sgoing, at least, that Paris was
not wholly the bright, wonderfully
clean-looking city thoat it looked at first
glanece,

Paris, like other cities, was rather un-
wazhed behind the scenes. And the
Rue du Mont was the most unwashed

ot they had struck so far. Potter and
i"frem oped that they would get out
of that quarter alive! They would not
have been surprized, any moment, to be
surrounded by a mob of Apaches de-
manpding their watches and cash, and
perhaps flouwrishing knives !

Coker had no such fearsl

There might ba Apaches sbout, but
Coker would have undertaken to knock
them inte & seres of cocked hats had
they turned up and offered trouble.

Potter and Greene felt uneasy and un-
cornfortable as they entered the Chat

i

Neir. Not so Coker! He glanced
round him with a serene eye.

There was hardly anvons in thq;cﬂhca
at that time of day. Of all the rickety,
boeer-stained tables, only one was ocen-

ted, There, a chabby man lay with

is head on hiz arms, asleep, with an
empty absinthe glass at his elbow.

In the bar presided sn immense
woman in black. Bho turned a beefy
eve on the newcomers for a moment,
and then disregarded them.

On the further side of the publie
room was a door leading to an inmer
room, It was half-glass, with a dirty
curtain, rent in several places. Coker,
as he looked round, could sco partly
into the inner room, which was dimly
lighted by a window ?Liw.ug on & NArrow
courtyard that was like a well deep
smong brick walls,

In tho inner room was & table i‘-‘hi'-_"ﬂi'
had several bottles and glasses on 1k
On either side of the table sat & man.

One was & Frenchmap, snd even
Coker could see that he was
Apache species. His black felt hat
was on his greasy head, and under its
brim was o sallow face, pallid with
drugs, and black eyes like a rat's, He
rolicd incessant cigarettes in stad
thin fingers, and enly ceased smoking
when he filled his glass and emptied it

The other man was much bigger, bud
all Coker could sce of him was & big
elouched bat that bid his face from
view,

“We'll go in here, you men!” said
Coker. " Not so many fiies in here."

His hand was on the door-handle,

when & waiter glided up and inter-

ed. Coker starcd at haim as he vol.
eyed French.

“What the dickens does the man
mean ?” snapped Coker, irritably. “I1
supposa we can go in if we Jlike.

“ He means that thet room’'s private ["'
said Potter.

“ What rot 1" grunted Coker.,

However, he gave up the point, left
the glass door, and sat down at one of
the unclean tables. Potter and Greene
zat also, with suspicious glances at the
chairs before they sat down, Thers waa
&8 ceaseless, monotonous buzzing of Hies
in the hot air. Coker ordered coffee,
and they sat down and swatted Hies
while thay waited for 'it to come.

“Putrid place!” remarked Potter
rastively,

“"Rotton 1* apgreed Gresne.

“We're zeeing Pariz!” eaid Coker.
“You can't sco %’aris by walking up and
down the Hue de Riveli. We'ra sesing
it now.”

“And smelling it grunted Potler.

The coffee came, It was sticky, and
there were flies in it. The waiter, fak
and greasy, in unclean shirt-sleeves,
wallted to the door, and stood staring

(Centinued on next pagd.)
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out into the hot unclean street. The fat
woman in black sat like an immensa
gtatua, half &slaat; Evidently it was
not the Cafe du Chat Noir's busy time !
The flies buzzged and droned and buzzed.

“This place iz near the show we'ro

ing to, to-night,” remarked Coker.
iJ¢'s called the Chat Noir, and the
ghow is ca Le Chat Noir!{ Juet st
hand, I should think, Chat Noeir means
Black Dog or something.”

“Blaock Catl" murmured Potter.

“] know what it means, Potter—you
necdn't start teaching me French, It's
one of those Montmartre shows, you
know—real Frenchi! I dare say you
fellows would rather go to the Opera
Comique, like all the tourists!" added
Coker with sarcasm. “But we're seeing
Paris, you see” )

The glass door of the inmner reom
opened. A tall lean figure in slouch
hat appeared in the open doorway.

“I guess that fAxes it, bol" said a
nasal veice, “To-night, then”

“'est entendn, monsisur !™ answered
the other man's voice in TFrench, and
he went on in English, “ You may trust
Louis le Couteau!” Then in French
again, "“Tout s'arrange! Vous aurcz ce
gros cochon.”

“I guess—"" )

Tho long lesn man was interrupted
by & erash as Horace Coker leaped to
hiz feet, knocking over his cup of coffee
in hiz hurry,

“That rotter!” roared Coker.

h erikey!"” gasped Potter and
Greene in dismav.
Heedless of them and their dismay,
race Coker rushed across st the long,
lean man, who turned and stared at him
blankly,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Hold On !

IGER BRONX stared at Horace
Coker. The sallow-faced Apache
in the inner room stared, FProb-
ably Mr. Bronx had forgotten

that shindy in the'Bois de Boulogne,

80, he w minded of it now, as Coker
rushed ac the cafe, his eyes blazing
and his fists up.

THE MAGNET

*“Coker ["" howled Potter.

“Coker " shouted Greene.

“You rotter!” roared Coker, bran-
dishing & fist under Mr. Bronx’s sur-
riged nose. “You cheeky tiok! I've
jolly well found you, have II"

“Carry me home to diel” said Mr.

Bronx. “Yeh! I'll say you've found
me, bo, if you want mal What's the
noos from Coobsville?”

“You kicked me[” bawled Coker.

“I'll say I did "’ agreed Mr. Bronx.
“I’'ll say I'm ready te kick you aginm,
if you're homing for it, honey.”

Coker made no answer to that. He
hurled himself st BMr. Bronx. A man
who had kicked Coker conld not be

too soundly thrashed. Coker had hardly
half-done the job last time. He was
going to complete it now.

“Aw, can it, you boob!” roared Mr.

Bronx, l:am;:kingi away. “What's got
ou? I'll say this is the opossum’s ¢ye-
ids! Thunder!"

{Coker followed him up, hard and fast,
Hoa hit out a2 he followed up with right
and left. BAMr. Bronx -Mught Coler's
right with his nose, Coker's left with
his chin. Coker was on the war-path.
Mr. Bronx, though certainly he was not
afraid of the egregious Coker, did not
want another shindy. But he had no
choice about the matter. He backed
across the cafe floor, defending himself
from s terrific onslanght,

The Apache—Louis le Coutean as he
ealled himgelf—stood in the inner door-
WA, Iﬂﬂklﬂﬁ on. The shirt-sleeved
waliter turned round in the outer door-
way, also staring. Potter and Greene
gazed in dismay. The woman in black,
in the har, sat up and took notice. She
screamed in French at Coker, who paid
no heed.

Then she waddled out from the bar
bore down on Coker from behind, and
grazped him by the wrist, twisting hig
arm backwards and upwards. He was
jerked away from his enemy.

Bronx, gasping a little, dropped his
hands. r]'[% grinned. Coker, struggling
in the grasp of the immense woman,
had his comic aspect.

“Lepgo!™ roared Coker. "I say,
ma'am, leggo! I vou were s man I'd

THE TOUGHEST
SCHOOLMASTER
OUT WEST!

Dynamite Don, the new schoolmaster of Roaring
Creek, needs to be tough, toa,
from the ages of five to ninety—and they muke a

His pupils range

hnl::i:"uf doing their lessons with the aid of six-guna

—lor even the youngaters are real * he-men

at Ranring Creek.

“But I'll tame "em—sure [ will I said Dynamite. And he does—with & cane in one

hand wnd a six-shoater in the other]

“ROUGHNECKS OF ROARING CREEK”

is something * different ™ in the way of school-adventure stories,
laughs—these Wild West yarns are too good to be missed.

Quick setion, thrills,
Mow appearing every week in

The RANGER

(Seven Sitar Stories every week)

Now on Sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls - - -

2&.

jolly well punch you! Will you let me
go, you blithering female !

A volley of spluttering French
answered him. adame did mnot lek
him go. Coker was a poweriul fellow.

He was big, he was hefty; he was a
match for %3111:3:-:, who was no infant,
But he was absolutely helpless in the
powerful grasp of the immense patronne
of the Chat Noir.

He wripgled and struggled in vain.
Bronx rubbed hiz nose, set his hab
straight, and grinned at Coker.

“Bay, bo, you've sure wolke up some-
thing,” he gaid. “I puess I'll leave vou
to it! Solong, big boy.”

“You rotten funk!” roared Coker,
struggling.

Mr. Bronx walked out of the cafe,

“Madame! Woman! Old eat!™
yelled Coker. " Will you let me got?
Can't vou see that American blighter is

tting away? T©'m going to thrash

im! I'm going to spiflicate himl
Leggo I

Madame did not nnderstand a word.
But she understood that this excited
tourist was giving trouble to a monsieur
who, during his residence in Paris, had
business with the rather questionable
habitues of the Cafe du Chat Noir. 8o
she held him in her onormous gl:ig
while the dgang%]ter walked away an
disappeared. lere was no arguing
with her grip. It was like that of &
boa-constrictor.

BS3he ghifted her grasp to Coker's
eollar., For full five minutes Coker
wriggled and struggled, snd shouted
and roarsd. DMassive and impassive,
madame ignored him, only holding on
like a vice, Coker exhausted himself
in vain, He was anchored to that
mountain of flesh until madame chose
to let him go.

The grinning waiter, at the deor, said
something in French; probably an in-
timation that Bronx was pgone from
sight. Then the patronne of the Cafe
du  Chat Noir released Coker, and
pointed to the doorway with a hand like
& leg of mutton.

“Allez vousz en!” she barked. And
she rolled back to her chair.

Coker panted for breath, rushed to
the door, and stared out. There was no
2ign of a long, lean figiye in the street.
Onee more he had lost his chance of
administering that thrashing.

Potter and Greene followed him out.
They were glad that it had ended no
worse, After them came the sallow,
lithe, rat-eved Apache, who had been
with Bronx in the inner room. Ha
shoved against Coker as he passed. and
Coker turned on him with an angry
snart,

“Look here, you dashed Frogev—'"
he roared. Coker’z temper was not ab
its boest,

The Apache slouched away.

Coker made an angry stride after
him. Potter and Greene grabbed him
by the arms, and fairly dragged him
back. A row with Bronx was bhad
enough, but a row with that rat-eved,
slouching crook was too awlul to com-
template,

“Coker, yon ass—"' gasped Potter.

“Shut up, Potter!”

“Coker, you chump—" spluttered
Gireens.

“Bhut up, Greene!”

Luckily, Louis le Coufeaun
round the corner of an alley.

Coker, snorting, allowed himself to
be led awar.

It was about half an hour later, when
the ¥ifth Form tourists had walked into
more civilised regions and Coker was
hailing a taxi, that he mnde the
interesting discovery that his pockel
had been picked!

Then it dawned on Coker why the

vanished
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The Apache grasped Bunter’s little fat nose and tweaked it sharply. The fat junior starled out of slumber, with a stariled

yelp,

“Ow! Beast] Wharrer you at? *’ he gasped, bilnking dizzily in the light.
*t Taisez vous ] '* muttered Louis le Couteau.

“D“!"!ﬂ-wd

sight of the evil, unhealthy face of the Apache.

Apache had shoved against him in
ocoming out of the cafe|

“You silly idiota 1"’ eaid Coker. * My
moncy s gona! Five hundred francs!
That slouching rat had it! If you'd
let me go after him—-"

“You blithering mss ™ zaid Potter.
“Berve you right for barging into a
den of crooks!” ;

“8erve you jolly well right!”
Greone. : 3

At the Cafe du Chat Noir, Louis le
Couteau sat with e cigarette in his thin
mouth, and & glass of green hgumd at
hig elbow, richer by five hundred francs
that had once longed ta Horace
Coker.  But he was not thinking of
Coker. He was thinking of his bargain
with Mr. Bronx—which had to do with
s “gros cochon.” Dunter the Billion-
sire, in his magnificent mansion in the
Champs Elysecs, was destined to learn
egomoething of the wnderworld of Paris.

agrecd

—_—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kidnapped at Midnight !

NORE! 3
S It was midnight.
In their apartments in the

magnificent  mansion, Harry
Wharton & Co. were sleeping the sleep
of healthy youth.

In his canopicd bed in the state bed-
roomn, Billy Bunier was sleeping and
ghoring.

That deep and resonant snore, which
hed been wont to rumble through the
Remove dormitory at (reyfriars, now
rumbled and rolled in Bunter the
DBillionaire’s magnificent Paris mansion,
and woke the echoes thereof.

The whole vast edifice waa buricd in
alumber.

Mevertheless, there was an car to
hear the deep snore of William George
Bunter, A deor opened silently, and a
crouching, slouching figure glided nto
Bunter's bed-room and stood listening.

In the gloom, a grin passed over the
thin, pallid, evil features of Louis lo
Couteau. Ile closed the door as silently
as ho had opened it, and with the treed
of a cat appms.chﬂd’ Bunter's bed.

Snore |

The gentleman who bore the cheery
name of “Louis the Knife,” siood hy
the bedside for some moments, looking
down on the slecper. He zcemed to
be able to sea like a cat in the dark.

Bunter snored on !

The Apache trod silently back to
the door and locked it. ‘Then, still
seeming to see like a e¢at in the dark,
ho trod to the other doors, locking them
one after anothor,

Then he came back to Bunter's bed
and switched on the shaded eloctric
lamp aflixed to the bed-head. The
shaded light glimmersed on Bunter's
unconscious face. It revealed him with

his eyes shut and his mouth open.
“Groa  cochon I murmured  the
Apaeche,

He tepped Bunter on the head. No
doubt he expected that to awaken him.
Bunter snored on !

The Apache gave another tap!
Bunter snored onl Then he gavs tﬁa
gleeper & shake! Bunter murmured.

“Urrgeh! Beast! "Tain't rising-bell |
Honst 1 15[.J‘r:rg;'l'j i

“"NWon d'un nem d'un  nom!™
breathed the Apache. He grasped
Bunter’s little fat nose and tweakec? it
sharply.

That awakened even Bunter| [He
started out of slumber with a startled
yelp. He blinked dizzily in the light.

Bunter. His eyes nearly popped out of

** Is that you, Bob Cherry, you beast ? **
his head at the

0wl Deast! Wharrer you =t
asped Baunter, “Ta that you, Bob
herry, you beast? I dom't went an
of your rotten larks here, I can tell

you—" i

“ Taizez vous!" muttered Louwis le
Couieaun.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.

Iie sat up,

His eves nearly popped out of his
head at the sight of the evil, unhealthy
face of the .ﬁ acha, It was hardl
necessary to tell him to be silent | o
was incapable of speech. He blinked
with popping eyes,

“N'ayez pas peur, petit m'sieur,"
grinned Louis. * Ilave no fear, littla
cabbage.”

Bunter only blinked.

The Apache had mmtended to display
the knife from which he derived his
agresable nickname, and terrify Bunter
inte silenge, But Bunter's terror was
so profound at the sight of him that
bhe reassured him instead.

“You hsve no fear, mon vieux ("™
said Louis. “Jo ne suis pas ici pour
tuer—zere 18 no to killl Non! Pas de
danger! Courage, mon amil"’

Bunter sat :

Ha tried to collect hia scatterad wits,

He resalised thet the man was not
going to bhurt him. That was reassur-
ng. The sallow-faced ovil-eyed
Apachs looked eapable gnything—
as indeed he was. He had killed men
in his time. But that, fortunately for
the Greyfriara billionaire, was not his
errand now,

He made reassuring gestures.

“I—1 say—"' DBunter found hia
voice, “Wharrer you wantf Who

are yom T .
“Ecoutez! Listen! You rise from s

Tag Magxer Lisgany.—No. 1,585,



24

bed—you make to dress—yes?  You
make not to call, to cry out! Zere is a
knife if you cry out"

O cl'ikﬂ]'_r’ '

“You are silent, and zere 15 no hurt !

Comprenez "'
i I.ﬂ R L)

*Depochez I said Louis, in the same
low voice, “Vitel Zat is, fast "

“B.b-but—" etuttered Bunter. “I
~—1 say, if you're & burglar—"'

Billy Bunter groped for his spectacles
und jammed thern on his fat little nose,
He blinked at the Apache sgsin.

“J—1I say—"" he mumbled.
“Bﬁemheiui a knife!” hissed Louis
@ z I
"I}I:]..'-mmika].r I1* gasped Bunter, “I—
j | | up I

And he got out of bed.

There was ar electric bell at hand.
With the ewvil, watchful eyes of the
Apache on him, Bunter dared not touch
itl

He procesded to dress; quite forget-
ting that since he had become =
billionaire, he was unable to dress with-
out acsistance. R

Louis le Couteau watched him like =
cat! He did not need to display his
knife! His look was enough.

Buiter, as he dressed, wondered
dizzily whether the man was a lunatic.
A burglar he could have understood;
and rfad[y he would have plunged
beneath the bedclothes apd left him to
get on with it.

But this man did not seem to be a
burglar! He did not seem to be after
Bunter's wealth! He was after
Bunter |

It was o terrifying pug,:z.'le to the fat
billionaire | But one thing was clear
to_him—he dared not resist. :

With trembling hands, the Greyiriars
hillionaire dressed himself.  Louis le
Couteau nodded with satisfaction and
shut off tha light. i . .

In the darkmess, his thin, sinewy
hand grasped Bunter's fat arm. The
fat junior shuddered ab the contact.

“Venez aveo moil” whispered Louis,

TE e e ARl

, Cri asp unter, -—
I'd rather mat——*g*
“ Venez [
“1—1 mean, I--I—1 say, wharrer you

want me to come for?" groaned
Bunter, ;
“"You come to seo one friend zat

await to see you! Zat iz sll right—
tout a fait! Zere is no danger ig}’!:m
come in ze silence! If vou go to make
one sound zere is & knife!| Voilal Vous
etes mort 1

“But—but—1I  say — urrrrggeh [
gurgled Bunter, as something sharp
touched his fat ribs. “I—I say, take it
sway—oh, lor'! I'm coming, ain't I7
I—I want to comel I—I want to, like
anything, Oh erikey! 5

‘Wilence | hissed the Apache.

The sharp point was withdrawn.
Bunter was silent. That momentary
touch was more than cnough for him.
He tottered beside the Apache as Louis
led him to the doar. Silently the
Apache unlocked it and led him out,
closing it as silently behind him,

The vast building was silent and still.
With the thin, sinewy grip' on his
fat =arm, Bunter accompanied the
E%ache down the great staircase. Harr
Wharton & Co. were within easy sﬂung
of a shout—if he had dared to shout!
Jarvish, no doubt, and Antoine, and his
numberless servants, would have heard
a yell for help. But Bonter dared not
vell. He only wondered dizzily where
the man was taking him, and why. In
the grip of the Apache, he was as clay
in the hands of the potter,
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Porhaps it was as well for him, for
Louis le Couteau would not have hesi-
tated for & moment to stun bim with a
erack on the head had it been needed.
But, as it was not needed, no_ doubt
Louis preferred him"to walk instead
of having to carry him. .

A shadow loomed up on the landing
Lbelow, Bunter realised that the man
who had seized him had an accom-

lice keeping watch om the stairs.

here were two of the miscreants—per-
haps more ! : ;

He heard a low, rapid whisper in
French. ‘Then he was led down the
lower stairs between the two mnight-
prowlers. He was led along a passage,
and & breath of fresher air told bhim
that a window was open.

“Pas un mot ! breathed Louis, in his
fat_ear. *“Silence!™ .

He wasg lifted from the window, and
passed into the arms of a third man,
standing below outside. Ho heard a
Eunt from that shadowy personcge.

illy Bunter's weight, perhaps, was a
litile unexpected,

However, he was landed on hiz feet,
and the two rascals dropped from the
window after him. He was in his own
courtyard ; but they did not lead him
towards the greal gates, in at which he
was accustomed to roll in his splendifer-
ous car. They led him to a service gate,
which was used by Antoinc’s staff, and
which opened to Louis™ touch.

TI—] say——"" groancd Bunter.

“Taisez vous | hissed a savage wolce
in his ear. And the Greviviars billion-
aire quaked into silence.

Louis le Couteau stepped out at the
gate, and for a full minute watched the
silent strect, before he signed fo his
companions to follow with Bunter. Then
Bunter was hurried out. A closed car,
without lhights, was standing at a lLittle
distance under the trees. Almost in a
twinkling, Billy PBunter was dropped
into the car, and the engine started up.

“Oh lor' 1" groaned Bunter.

“Zere is a knife!” came a hissing
voice. " Bilenca, zon |V

And Billy Bunter was silent, as the
car drove away through the night,

ey =t el

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
One for His Nob !
rowled Caker,

L OTTEN I
R Harry Wharton & Co. were
fast asleep in Bunter's man-

sion. FPotter and Greene were
fast asleep in their rooms at an hotel in
the Rue do Riveli. But Horace Coker

was awake—sleepy, but awake, and in a
bad temper that was growing worse.

It was nearly midnight when Coker
come out of the gaudy building over the
portals of which, in illuminated letters,
were the words “LE CHAT NOIR.™

It was & “show,” and the show was
over. ‘The sudience poured out, and
Coker poured out along with the rest.

But Potter and Greene had, so to
spoak, []J;:mre{! out early, and avoided
the crus

The fact was, that Coker’s idea of
“seeing Paris” had begun to bore
Potter and Greene. Coker had selected
that “show" in the dusky recesses of
Montmartre, as something truly French
and truly native and trul arigian.
But what it was all about when he came
to look at it, would have puzzled Coker
to say. The people on the stage per-
formed all sorts of weird aentics, and
mﬂkﬁ in rapid French that was half

ng, and whelly i1ncomprehensible to
Coker & Co. Roars of laughter from
the native part of the audience showed

&

that it all probably meant somethitg;
but whet it all meant, if nniﬂumg, was
& hidden mystery to Coker & Co.

It was metural that Fnti_il:ar l:rmi
Greene should get fed up, with a show
of which they understood hardly a
waord, in & stuffy low-ceiled place, w
at least half the sudience had forgotten
to wash that day.

They stuck it ss long as they could.
Then they told Coker, firmly, that they
were going.

And they went!

Coker at the bottom of his heart was
fed up, too, and would gladly have gone
elso. But that would have been ad-
mitting that he, Coker of the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars, was in error. Which
was impossible! .

Instead, therefore, of admitting that
he was fed up to the back teeth, Coker
snorted, announced that he waz going
to stay to the finish, and told Potter
and Greene that they could go back to
the hotel, go to Jericho, or go and eat
coke, as tilef preferred.

With grim determination Coker held
out, all thr-!:-ugh_ the dreary performeance
at the Chat Noeir, till tha finish,

That was how Coker came to 15218
forth from the illuminated entrance of
“Le Chat Noir ** on his lonely own. It
was more than an hour sinee Potter and
Greene had cleared off. At nudnighs,
and in the Rue du Mont, there were oo
taxis to be had—it was not a qusrter
where taximen expected to pick ug
fares. Coker started to walk, to pic
one up in & more salubrious spot. Ten
mirutes' walk skould have brought him
to & street where wandering taxis might
heve beon found, even at midnight.

Ten minutes’ walk failed to do so, lor
the simple reason that Coker took the
wrong turnings. :

_The streets wera hilly, rugged, and ill-
lighted in the quarter where Coker was
wandering. Dingy little shops were all
shut. Even the dingy cafes wers closed
down,.

Coker had no love for Frenmch gen-
darmes; but he would have been glad
to mest 8 gendarme and inquire his
way

Gendarmes, however, were not to be
soct.

Coker tramped om, looking about him
angrily and irritabiy. . Bilent streets
eckoed to the sound of his large boots,

He did not scem to be getting nearer
to & quarter where taxicabs H'li?ht be
found. He seemed to be getting tarther
away from such a guarter. Tha strests
grew dingier; he passed dismal alloye.
He began to realise that he had lost
himsel! in an exceedingly slummy part
of Paris. :

“Rotten!” said Coker for the tenth
time.

Coker was not alarmed. Some fellows
might have been a little alarmed in such
a situation. But Coker had heaps of
pluck, and boundless self-confidence.

But he was tired, and he waa fed ap
and his temper was growing worse and
worse. Several times he spotted Bgures
that seemed to slink in & stealthy way,
and he had sense enough to give them »
wide berth, anxious as he was to get his
dircetion.

It was sheer joy to him when he
sighted, suddenly, a tall and well-dressed
figure passing along the ill-lighted
street in which he found himself.

Had Coker only known it his wander-
ings had brought him back ncarly to
the spot where he had started from. He
was not many minutes walk from “Le
Chet Noir ™ onee more, &nd had the
g]arinfmlights been on, he would have
seen the place. But all was dark and
silent now,



The tall figure was walking very

uickly on the other side of the street.

oker could sce that it was that of a
well-dressed man in o slouched bat. He
hurried across.

“] say—" ha begian.

The tall man glanced round, and
Coker broke off. He had been going to
ask his way; in English if the man

roved to bo a tourist, in French if he
urned out to be a native,

But now he spoke in neither language.
Heo stared. It was the tall man in the
slouched hat who spoke. :

“(Great jumpin' frogs! I'll say this
is the opossum’s eyolids, You agmn, you
bag staft 1

“Yonl” ejaculated Coker.

“I guess you keep on turmng u g
eaid Mr. Bronx, staring at him, “Bay,
min't it time wou was in your little bunlk,
big boy "

ker clenched his hands. )

It was the lanky American again; the
man who had kicked him, in the Bos
de Boulogne, and whom Coker had not
yet sufficiently thrashed for that offence,

“You, you rotter!” exclaimed Coker.

“Aw, can it!” snapped Mr., Bronx,
stepping back. “This iz where you get
off, see? You hunting more trouble, you
h:i stiff 1"

‘oker was. .

Even Coker might have hesitated, U
was past one in the morning ; he was lost
i & slummy quarter of Montmartre; a
shindy would bring people to the spot,
of & kind hardly desirable to meet, at
auch an hour in such a place. But all
these considerations were lost on Coker.
This was the man who had kicked
Coker. _

He advanced on Mr. Bronx wilh
gleaming eyes, and his hands up. He
was not likely to meet the man again,
and he was not going to lose this chance.
It was, from Coker's %umt of view, a
lucky meeting. Mr. Bronx, who had
other matters on his mind, was wpot
equally pleased. To his mind, Coker
was nothing but a troublesome fool |

He backed nway.

“Hav, ain't 1 told you this is where
you get off I*° he demanded, in & tone of
menace, his hand slipping into a pocket.

“¥You rotten, sneaking, funky, cheeky
blighter I* said Coker, and he rushed at
the lean American,

Mr. Bronx’s hand came out of his
pocket, with sometlung in it that glim-
mered. Coker did not know what was
happening, till a heavy metal berrel
rapped on his head, and he went spin-
ning across the greasy pavement.

Bump!

“I puess you wouldn't say no ta it!”
remarked Mr. Bronx, slipping the re-
volver back into his pocket, and walk-
ing on.

“Ow!l Ow! Wow! Ocogh!? stutiered
Coker.

He sat up dizzily, his hand to his head,
trying to gather his scattered senses
Dmgy houses, and dim etreet-lamps,
and a tall figure walking away, seemed
to swim before his dizzy eves.

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Coker,

He staggered to his feet.

The leam man was turning & corner
into a narrow, dusky alley. He dis-
appeared as Coker stood unsteadily,
hizg hand to his aching head, staring
wildlv.

“Ow, ow! Wow!” repeated Coker,
“Oh seissors! My napper!  The
pcoundrels ! Coogh! ©Oh erikey! Ow!”

For some minutes Coker stood thera,
trying to collect his wife.  What had
happened had been quite unexpected.
Coker really might have looked {for
something of the sort. But he hadn’t.

He rubbed his head. His hat had
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stopped some of the force of the blow;
but 1t had been a hard one, all the same.
There was a big bruise furming under
Coker's mop of hair. He ran his fingers
over 1, and yelped,

Coker breathed hard with rage.

That lanky blighter fancied, of
course, that he was done with him now.
Ho was going to find out his mistake.

Coker was by no means done with.

Ha limped rather than walked in
the direction Mr. Bronx had taken, Ha
turned into the dim alley in which the
lean man had disappeared.

Nothing was to be seen of the man
there. Lattle, indeed, was to be seen at
all in the dimness.

Coker tramped down the dim alley
with burning eyes and eclenched fists,
Heo found himself face to face with a
blank wall.
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The alloy was a cul-desae.  There
was no way out at the end.

Evidently the lean man had gone into
one of the buildings.

In only one window was a light.
Coker, coming back along the alley,
stopped at that lighted window.

A ghadow fell on the blind within.
It was the shadow of a tall man stand-
ing in the rm&n between the light and
the window. Coker's eyes gleamed.

A few paces on was a doorway, open.
It gava on & dark hall-way, evidently
used in common by the many in-
habitants of the houze. Thers was no
concierge; and even Coker could guess
that it waa the sort of residence that
it waa highly undesirable for any re-
spectable person to enter.

Coker cared nothing for that. From
under a door inside came a gleam of

(Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Always glad to hear from gou,
chimas, so drop me a Hre to the
fellowing addresa : The Edilor,

The * Magnet ! Library, The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The

Fleetway House, Farringdon
Nireet, London, E.C.4. A
stomped, addressed envelope

will ensure a reply.

GET READY TO CHEER, CHUMS!

VERY year many thousands of
E girla eagerly await
the a

carance of the * HOLIDAY
ANNUAL,” and this popular
book is now OBTAINABLE A'l' ALL
NEWSBAGENTS |

Packed from cover to cover with storie®
to suit all tastes, the new * HOLIDAY
ANNUAL ' is better than over. All
your favourite schoolboy characters appear
in this champion Annual, too, which is
another reagon for its popularity. Once
yvou have looked inside this book you will
realise that it is the fineat five-shillings-
Eﬂl‘ﬂ; '::'f li;.m and ﬂctinil :nhzs the :iaaﬂjgat.

on't delay, then-—ge value-for-
money Annusl to-day !

Do you collect autographs, chums ?
I know quite a number of my readers
do, so they may be interested in the query
which a girmm ham reader puts up to
me this week. IgZEDe:» wanta to know

WHAT ARE AUTOGRAFPHS
WORTH ?

He bas an actograph of . M. Ballantyne
the well-known boys' author, and would
like to know if it has a marketable value.
Naturally, there is a limited demand for
autographe, although there are several
autograph dealers in London. One of
them wﬁa me that Ballantyne's autograph
is worth approzimsately one shilling,
though it is doubtful if a dealer would
pay that much for it,

Autographs of well-known pc?ﬂ rang®
in price from one shilling t0 about ten-
Lettera in famous people’s own handwrit-
ing bring from five shilliogs wupward,
according to the intereat of the letter
itaelf, %an&mﬂ ag:alu‘ng. the longer
n famous person iﬂ.a en dead, the bigger
ico one can obtain for his auto-

Thers iz & demand for Charles
5" agltﬂgmtléhﬂ. while, if one had
an authentic au Eﬂ h of Shakespears,
I should im e that an Amecrican mil-
lfmnaﬁ- would make a handsomo offer
or 1

tho
Dickor

Ever heard the expression :
DUTCH COURAGE ?

Do you know whore it comes from ?
A, H. F., of Framlington, doesn't, =0
ha asks me to elucidate the mystery.
This expression datesa from the time
when” England was at war with Holland,
and all sorte of expressions were used to
bolittle the Dutuﬁ A Dutchman was
not supposad to have any ¢ until
he had befuddled himso?f by E:inking
etrong liguor. In other words, it means
no courage at sll. There are a number
of gimilar expressions, * Dutoh comfort,”
for instance, means that things are a
little better than no comfort at mll. A
“ Dutch Concert’ is a rowdy uproar.
A "“Dutch Auvction' is one where the
bidding etarta high and then comes low
—the reversa of an ordin anction,
* Dutch nightingalea " means frops. A
“Dutch uncle" ia one who o
smartly. At the time of our war with
Holland it wes the greatest insult that
eould be paid to & msen to call him =
Dutobhman.

Even to-day our esilors coostantly
use the expresaion :

A DUTCHMAN'S SHEET ANCHOR !

A sheet anchor, as yon know, is a reserve
anchor which is esrried on » ship in case
the ordinery an are carried away
and lost, Then the sheet anchor is rigged.
But the legend goos that the Dutch always
used to leave their sheet anchora at home.
o, when you are aboard ship, and hap.

en to have forgotten anything, you will
e told that it 1a like * the Dutchman's
sheset anchor "—that is, left &t home |

The curious thing is that * Duteh '
does not really mesn anything apper-
taining to Holland, The word 13 a con-
traction of * Deutsch," which actually
meaps & German |

How, aa space is ranning short, let me
tell 3ou what is in store for you in next
week's issue.

“ THE SHADOWED BILLIONAIRE ! "
By Frank Riehards,

is another of cur new eeries of "' covers
to-cover " tales of the chuma of Grey-
[rars, It's s winmer, I can toll you!
What do wyou think of this special
goriea of extra-long complete tales?
Doubtless, wyou'll say that you can's
have too much of a good thing. Bub
don't forget to drop me & lne and
give me your opinions.

Thers will bé a full-of-chnekles issus
of the * Greyfriers Herald " end, as
psual, I shall ga waiting ** in the offico ¥
to bave another chat with you.

YOUR EDITOR.
Tee Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,385,



26
linﬂ: ﬁfl'rr.n:l:l the ons room that wwas
ed.

hat was enough for Caker.

He barged in.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter |
ILLY BUNTER would hsave
B groancd aloud in sheer misery
and fonk,
But he couldn't.

TLhern was & ﬁag in Bunter's mouth,
which eHectually choked all such
sounds of wos and slarm,

The Greyiriare billionaire was in a
parlous state,

Where he had beon taken in the car,
after being kidnapped from his mag-
nificent mansion, %Flfnt.er had not the
faintest idea.

All he knew was that the car had
driven szome distance. :

After that he had been lifted out, but
not ot his destination. Xis destination,
it seemed, was not s spot that could
be reached by car. e had had a
glimpse or two of 8 dark and dismal
strect as the three Apaches, bunched
close round him, hurried him along.
Then he had had a glimpse, and & scent
of & dismal alley.

Then he was pushed into & room on
the ground floor of some huilding in the
dark. Somebody had lighted the gas.
_Louis le Couteau gestured to him to
ett down in s chair. Bunter sat, The
Apache took a cord—evidently placed
in readiness—and tied him to the chair,
Then, with scientific care, he gagged
the fat billionaira,

Then, without troubling to speak a
word to the kidnapped Owl—not that
speech would have comforted him—the
three Apaches eft him to himself,

They shut the door after them, and
Bunter heard the key turn in the lock,
and heard it withdrawno.

Then they were gone.

How many hours had elapsed since
then Bunter did not kuow. It scemed
'ti]:} him that several centuries had
ela :

e could ndly even groan. His feol.
ings wera inexpressible, and he could
make no effort to express them,

He blinked round through his big
spectacles in horror and dismay. He
eaw a dingy, dirty room with s single
window that was covered by a blind.
'I‘;a ﬂ:auld not utter a eound, or move a
imb.

It was & fearful change after the mag-
nificence of his mansion in the Champs
Elysees.

But that was not the worst. What
was going to happen to him? Why had
the beaszts brought him thera?

It was utterly mysterious to Bunter,

They had brought him there, and
:qama away and left him there. Why?
Were they acting under the orders of
tome other person? And had they,
after landing Bunter in a safe place,
gone to report their suceess?!  The
idea worked intq Bunter's fat brain at
last. It locked like it. But who——

Back into his fat brain came the re.
collection of the gengster. Was Tiger

. DBronx at tho bottom of this? WWasz this

why tho man from Chicage had been
following him?

The gag choked back the groan that
Bunter would have uttered. ITa could
not doubt that he had hit on the
solution of the strange mystery. He
wag in the power of the gnngst&r.

Bomehow, that beast had found out
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whore he was in Paris, snd had em.
g}ﬂyad a bunch of native crooks to bag

11,

It was clear now.

It was still & mystery what the lcan
man's gavie was. But the fat billion-
aira could not doubt that he owed this
to Tiger Bronx.

The key turved in the door at last.

The door opened, and Bunter blinked
al the tall, lean figure that came in.
Tlﬁer Bronx gave him a nod and & grin.

@ threw the deor shut, and stepped
towards Bunter. The flare of the un-
shaded gans-jet revealed his hard, lean
face, and & grin on it

“I guess 1 got you, bo!™ said Mr.

rOnX.

Bunter blinked at him.

“They've sure fixed you up to the
queen’s taste,” said the gnngster, “I'll
say these Irench crooks are soma lads
at handling a job like this. Yep! I'll
gay Louis has earned hiz thousand
francs, You sa¥vy where you arei"

Bunter shook his head.

Mr. Bronx stepped to him end re-
moved the gag. Bunter gas’padi

“You don't want to yaup,” said the
gangster warningly. “I'll mention that
if you give one hoot yeu'll be put to
tlecp so sudden, you won't know what
hit you! Got that, fat boy "

“Oh lor’ 1" groaned Bunter.

“INot that any of the guys in this hore
palatial abode would sit up end take
a lot of notice if you was to wyell till
tho cows came home,” grinned the
gangster. “l guess they've heard well-
ing once or twice. Sural  All the
same, don’t howl! You don't want me
to crack that fat cabeza of yourn.”

*I-~I say—"" groaned Bunter.

“I got you!™ drawled Mr, Bronx. “I
sure got you safe and sound, bo! Been
arier you leng enough. Il za Fou
was some jay to let Jarvish land Fou
in it. I guess that all-fired geck reck-
oned that I should come a' shooting.
And I'll say that would suit my pame
better'n cinching you like this here.”

Bunter shuddered.

“I—I eay, you—you—you wouldn't
do—"" he gurgled,

“You get me,” apreed Mr. Bronx
“T'll say I've hurnﬂg powder a fow in
my time. But I aint no baby-killer,
Mot Tiger Dronx.™

Billy Bunter was glad to hear it.

“It'd suit me fine," eaid Mr. DBronx
regretfully, “if you was to be picked
out of the Seine—found drowned,
Louis would have done it for an extra
five hundred franes. I°ll say he's some
lad.”

“Oh lor' I

“1 ftiesg Jarvish fipures on it.” Me.
Bronx's slitz of ayes glittered. *'That
would sure put me where he'd like 1o
ece me. But I couldn't stand for it.
No, sir.” 'Liger Bronx shoolk his head.
“1 sure ain't going to wash you out.
Nor it ain't pecessary, neither. You
ot to cough up the dust. I guess T'll
m?‘li'ﬂ :i*-:m cough it up fast enmough”

“I'm talking,” said Tiger Bronx.
“T'll say I've bad guys through my
hands over the pond what have coughed
up the dollars so quick it'd make your
head swim to oo 'em. Yep! I got a
way with me.” e grinned. “If Jar-
vizsh had froze on to Old Man Shook's
billions, I gpueszs I'd have squeerzed ‘em
off him. Jest a few., Now you pot
‘em.  You're the guy I'm going to
sgueezo.  You get me, fat boy?”

“You—you'ro going to hold me to
ransom !” gasped the Gregfriars billion-
aire.

"1 guess you can eall it that if you
want I'm going to twist you till you'va
coughed up cvery red cent that you've
got from Jarvish ¥

“Oh erikey !

“I guess them dellars ought to have
come along to a guy sbout my size,”
said Mr. Bronz. “But that i_intlhfﬂ*
crogsing gink, Jarvish, butted in and
scooped the jackpot! T'd sure have
skinned that galoot down to the bone
if he hadn't put uE this stunt! Yepl
Now it's you for the skinming 1”

dear 1" groaned Bunter. *I—1
say—*

“I guess I got you safe in this here
shebang till T can fix things to move
you where I want you, fat boyl
And I'll say—— Great Christopher
Columbus

Mr. Bronx broke off, with a startled
yell, as the door was suddenly hurled
open and a burly figure rushed in,

He fairly jumped as he saw Coker
of the Fifth.

His hand whipped to his hip.

But Coker was wary of that. Coker
was not to be caught twice in the same
way.

He gave Bronx no time to draw the

revalver.
The gangster’s hand bad hardly
reached his hip-pocket when a big fak,

clenched hard, landed on his sharp chin
with something like the force of »
sledgehammer.

. Tiger Bronx went over backwards as
if he had been shot.

Crash 1

He landed on the floor with a crash
that shook the room. The back of his
head struck the bare planks with a ter-
rific bang.

Ona pasp escaped Tiger Bronx.

That was all.

Coker stood over him, with clenched
fist and blazing eves. Ho was ready to
smash him, to pulverise him, snd tao
spiflicate him. But pone of those pro-
cesses was required. That terrific hang
of his hoad on the hard foor was
enough for Mr. Bronx. Ha did not
move. He was stunned.

“Oh I” gasped Coker. Ho rubbed his
knuckles. “Ohl My hat "

* Kik-kik-Coker 1¥ stuttered Bunter,

Coker spun round and stared at him.

“Kik-kik-kik-Coker—"

* Bib-bib-bub-Bunter——=*

It was a stuttering match for a
moment or two a3 Coker and Bunter
stared at one asnother in equal amaze-
ment,

- I say, lemme loose IV gasped Bunter.
“ Quick ™

"Eut “'h&t—n

“Lemme loose I howled Banter.

But how—"
“Will you lemme loosa?” shriekad
Bunter.

Coker let him loose.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Sudden !

ir ARRY WHARTON awoke,
:" S0 did the other Greyfriars
fellows.

Probably everybedy in the
magnificent mansion in the Champs
Elysces awoke ! Seldom, or never, had
there been such o kpocking and & ring-
ing in that superb residence.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo—"

“What the esteemed dickeng——="

Electric  lights flashed on. The
Famous Five, in their pyjamas, met out-
gide their rooms. Lighta Sashed on all
over the house. oices, in startled
tones, came from all quartera.
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*“ 1 guess I got you safe in this here shebang, fat boy ! ** said Bronx. ** And I’-ll say—Great Christopher Columbus——"*
He broke off, with a startled yell, as the door was suddenly hurled open and the burly Coker rushed in. The gangster’s hand

had hardly reached his hip-pocket, when a big fist, clenched hard, landed on his sharp chin. Crash |

“ Oooooch | ** Bronx

staggered backwards, as if he had been shot.

“IWhat on earth’s happening?”
elaimed Frank Nugent.

“ Bomething’s up 1 said Johnny Bull

They ran to the stairs. A sleek figure
in & dressing-gown was cn the landing,
peering down into the vast hall.

Harry Wharton caught Mr. Jarvish
by the arm. :

“What's the row, Jarvishi” he ex-

aimed.

Jarvish's usually composed, sleek face
wes disturbed. For once he had lost the
calmm composure of the perfect man-

exX-

pervant.

*IJ—I——" he stammered. “I—1 am
at & loss| JI—I1—"

“ Halle, halla, hallol Thera's

Bunter 1” exclaimed Bob. .

He pointed over the banisters. In
the glare of electric lights in the hall
stood DBilly Bunter, surrounded by
Antoine and his numerous staff, half-
dressed and babbling French.

The Famous Five ran down.

“T say, you fellows”
Bunter.

“What’s happened " bawled Dob.

“1 say, vou fellows, you keep with
me 1’ gasped Bunter. “He may eoma
back again! You never know !

“He? Who?” yelled Whartion,

“Phe beast who kidnapped me ™

“Wha-a-at 1

“I've been kidnapped——"

“Nightmare ! asked Johnny Bull,

“ A French beast-—hkidnapped me—pgot
ma fo some awful place! Oh lor’!
Where's that beast Bronx ™

“Bronx ?” gasped the Juniors

souealied

“Yes! Oh lor’! Tied me up in s
chair | Oh crikey! Jarvish! Where's
Jarvish? I'm getting out of this!

Where's that fool Jarvish ¥

“Here, sirl™

Jarvish, compesed opce more, came
down the stairs,

“Pack up!” gasped DBunter. “1I'm
leaving Paris! Oh lor'l I zay, yom

fallows—— Oh erikey! I say—— OCh
dear |

“But what's happened 1 shrieked
Bob Cherry.

“I've to d13'1:ru! That beast Bronx—

tied me up in a chair—in some slum—
kidnapped——  Oh  erikey !’ pgasped
Bunter. *If Coker hadn't come in—
Oh lor' 1™

“Coker ™  said Harry Wharton
dazedly.

“Yes! He barged in—goodness knows
how, but he did! He hit the beast and
floored him! Oh dear!”

“But where 13 Coker ™

"He's gona home in & taxi, after
dropping me here! I was ringing and
bangi for hours before these sleepy
beasts let me in! Oh crikey | Minutes,
at least! Oh ler’! You fellows gt
packed ! We're leaving Paris 1™

“ But—" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Don't jaw ! Jarvish

“Yesz, sirl"”

“Cet packed! Cet on the telephone
to the zercdrome! Tell them to get
ready fto start at once !

“*Very gool, siv!” said Jarvish, “ But
where =

* Anywhere ¥

“1 fear, eir, that the pi]ut will require
somewhat more explicit  instructions,”™
gatd Jarvizh deprecatingly.

“0h!  Yes! Anywhere out of
France! (Germany—no, they're always
shooting somebody there! Spain—no,
they've got a revolution gowng on of
something ! Traly—pot the passports
visaed for Italy, Jarvish! That's all
right ! That beast will never gucss
we've gone there! I say, you fellows,
got your things packed ! We're going
to Italy in the Flﬂ.ﬂﬂ' I )

“But—" velled the Famous Tive
with one voige.

“Shut up !" said Bunter,

*But—"

“Bhut up ! relled Bunter.

And he rolled away, Jeaving the
chums of the Hemove blinking.

Bunter the Billionaire's stay in Paris
had come to a sudden termination.

It was 1n vamn that Harry Wharton &
Co.—when the billionaire was s little
calmer—argued with him.

The billionaire was deaf {0 argument.

One eity, even a capital eity, was -not
large enough to hold him and My,
Bronx. The Greyiriars billionaire had
had enough of Paris—especially of its
Apaches, And a thousand miles or go
seemed & safe distance to put between
his precious person and the mean from
Chicaga. Bunter was adamant; and
Farry Wharton & Co., who had not the
least objection in the world to fying
to Italy, gave up avguing, and gave a
cheery assent.

Mot till they were on board the King-
fisher and Aying southward did the
Greyiriars billionaire breathe freely.

"1 hope you don't think I was funk?r
of thet lanky Awerican, vou fellowst™”’
he zeid, with dignity.

“Ohy, my hat! Weren't you

“Nat in the least !

“Then what are wo scudding off to
Italy for ™

“Beoeanse [ want to give you fellows
a roally rvipping heoliday ! You don't
get & chance every holiday to see the
world 1n a plane. I'm deing this en-
tirely for wyour sakes—an there's
nothing to cackle at " roared Bunter.

But the Famous Five scemed to think
ihat there was! Anvhow, they cackled |

“[Ia, ha, ha ¥

THE END.

(Be sure amd read the nexd xira-long
slory in thiz growd new zevies,  1g
cntiticd : "rHE SHADOWED
BILLIONAIRE!"—a reol fewat of fun
and theilfs! Walech out jor i tn next
Saturday’s MAGRET, chums!)

Twue Migxer Liomany.—No. 1,385



THE. MAGNET--EVERY SAFURDAY

v, ELLISDON £ §ON

I15 HIGH HOLBORN,
LONDON —m W.C. 1.

. SEEBAGK-
_ROSCOPE

This instrument §s

b:':nulr[ull}r Eimis b,
lmn:s ced to
Eya
Can &ed tmml;
o Laking place
back of wvou
and ip frant of
Fou  nb  the
same time.  No peed to
wish for eves lo the back of
:.-nur b, as owith elils
article ¥ou can rn!:aarﬂ: alf
thiat oocucs . L Rr L
without tirning ﬂ'ﬂrur bemed.
Yaou can - hags.
inatrument,” Postage 34,
WORLD'S
SMALLEST CAMERA

Takes perfecl pic
E‘i?,s stamp  Sie.
calarge pers

fectly.

lever g

view-
Egder |
time or
instan-
taneotis '

shntter, .ﬁ.{'h'liﬂ size ‘.Emr-.hr.t

Postape 3d. Ruilﬁl 8 exposures
-w-E-L &d. Lo -l:.‘rﬂn i ‘p_-?s-

SOLAR TELEEBﬂPE

Gives accutate magnif
calipn, , gvar o
shott distances. Kicely
ngde with  brass o
jointed ends, crys-
kxl cloarlonsos Y
and prrfgu:ﬂ;,r -
fEtecd

tots of Iu:! mlh this}

'M!!BGET BIBI.E

. tu;rtu: mpprecinted,

LK. WWith every order

wi S0 o lat-

JOverall avsaanraments—Cloged 10ins.,
" Opeh 18Yin.  Posta

BOWIE KNIFE

in Leather Bheath
“The knife that is useful in
the home and garden, and
fop”s Cawping, Fishing, -
Hurting,ete. The mirror
ﬂniﬁhgi curve blade is 4
inches leng with o strong
-hllt guard oitached to a

cerviceable easy 1o
==.p'\imm!m - A atrong all leather
sl ‘1; u pivettcd, is given
witle emclh Enife o 1k it
ganTho nckled oo doe-the
h-:lr. ehe, m'.m:. & At hiomed.

Fostayy 8
THE RNIFE THAT EHEE'

L]
Flagd n'mtn oTeTy

necds| It's 8
.ﬂfﬁm‘u-m prac-
“tieal F‘q] L=

taiereyer-sharn iy
fovged -stecl

1

i:l:uir.- tiat opomer,
mr ERDW, B O I. (LN
dleiver- glasg-crlter
pithch, reamerblade,
and clain huﬂ._i—:-w N be
r;::t gliing . fur

4

i o dezon

4 dar. nap B4,

Crents Chiromivm cush-
“fom shaped  Wristlet
) Woateh, shock-proof
P lover morement, com-
| lete oo

roooatd
lcacher
douwble
stitched

<[ hpurs  of

"l Postage 1id,
e

BtM]'S WHIST WATCH |-

14 WONDERFUL
* INSTRUM:NT

made ofhard rabbar] ¥ )

FEXE Beparaio
Arlletes Im Dan
It i3 3 doubie
m £ for
l:xr:mmmg the wonders of
Nature, It iz alsoan Opera
Glass, Stereoscope, Burn- -
ing Lons, Reading lass, Telescope,
Compass, Pocket Mivror and Labmgo-
scopo—for examining e¥e, ear, noe
ol tlaneat, PMIM::&T

the
World ! Zizeof a Podiagn
“:it-ﬂ;np , Wonderfully clear printing.
| p.r.hi,'b W ﬁhm under all amouance,
A gepuige work of wet. Must be seen
Postage 14d. .-

Smallect Bible in

LORD’S PRAYER IJISB.

ateange

"

threeponn ].
peined with The
om one sfde and
cimbossed croas
wierd can B¢ eleardy r:'nd '.1?1:I| thie naked
Price &4, cach,  Postage 14d
JUMPING BEANS
They !.rrlg.pflc, moTe, Jirmn,
“fun with these [¥]
freals of  nature, 6
14 ina. high, dances
aml porforms vanous
BYTations At Fpur will,
age Hd.
Thie Ticlkler Hand Shocknr
it tho- foeniest Jnhtr‘s
can be used for g0 moany
PUrposcs, ip the 0 h:;tlﬁ

The gize of o
Loed's - Irjver
o the reverse Slde. Ewve
oy,
Aop over ete. You can have, () FIII
@ * ABgure of a skeleton,
ost-
HANDSHAKE SHOC HEH
Kovelty evar Invented, I
round your finger s

then™ shaks
Postage Bd.

THR{}W ?OUR VﬂlCE

En o

it i the phlm of the hapd,
hands  with A friend |

fita A%
it Lie -smonth ont of -:
pight, tscd witlh abowsogd
for Bivg Calls, &te.
Anyone -cam s 6
A Tull

HWoever fails,
cenrsg hook oo Weld-
lrilnquhsm togetlier

atra
Fost,

‘REMIT BY POSTAL ORDER OR ﬁuﬁuﬁﬂ'ﬂmﬁ (NOT COINS).

!I.hl]w";’mrnln Allfpr
. Plys posinge 1id,

" {and

| SEE WITHOUT

POWERFUL .
BINOCULARS

'.E'I;%v are atr-u:nu'l
£, optically
péndable and p!eas
ing in . appeargnce,
.Toiil&&hmu rovide for intoe-
rupillary ustments.. Unis
:Iiuml}:.mi kT3 mean: af;

= 5CTRW llinq-!:ﬂ-
flva wizion, uﬂdmturhbd
res from colonr.’ - For
Comaping, Fishlog, and outlngs of all
Lkindy they are a4 wonderful convenience.

Fostage B4,

D
BABY TANK

ade mtll‘ch -u[ |||.EMI g tamuuﬂar-ud

SOlars, rmw  the wheoels
I,m;tw:rd 1:1 er wﬂh your hand. of
mr_r th or _table, and- it will
an slow :-' Iﬂruarﬂ overcoming el
uhstm:lml—-jmt o real war-timo
eam® [ C¥on r..‘m arrulgﬂ wariong
pranke with thir Emall fngenious
norelty that | will © ercate cul;ll:e.us
amugement., Poziage Eai

PERISCOPE

HEI NG SEEN

ver the heads of
tha 1-:'31 men i o g
crowd., - Seec over a W
femce, arownd cocpecs, B
Ao, Loata of fun and
amusement, - Srrongly
made. Equlpm wikth
M:mrs. Sighthnder and
J}ﬂ plece. It meRsurea
fockes lopg¥and &
Illt!l. over 2 fnches whde,
and with ordinary -caro-
Giron I:d lagt a lifetime.
Fostage 8d.

HIBRIJSGBPE

Combinad

FLGRUSGBPE

There aore few thmgs #0- in-
teresting as a Mickoscopa, 1t
enables you to mioutely ex.
mning mioerid, anlmal ond
vefekable a.pnr:'imem. It is
eh:c-r-e:ﬂmglf interesting . fo
cxanifes  Lhe dust (epales)
ffom moth and  botterfly
witgs, human halrs, Aies,
:-me.:ts, while the ankmaleuls
nevater are & oevaer-falling gonree of
wender.  Thia lestrument is o 'b:lr.'-
of magnifying 150 areds. . Postage

ACTORS’ MAKE-UP QUTFIT

%-‘I?EHEF exactly tha same a:huand by
[ arg. 'El.'.ltl‘h'll-l"lﬁ -E!\'-'EI'F ng
ke WD Gil’."ﬂ&l."' Paidnl, H
Potty, Burmt
Cork, Cream,

CYCLE. EYHEH

Opetates on fromt _
wherel of Cyweleck
Very well made,
highly nickel-
plated. Complete
1.ﬁﬂlmulru]+iﬂrge
size, Postage 3d. -

| ‘i’ ar votim

| Wetch, reliable laver

PEN, PENCIL & RUBGER STAMP

with your own name

5 inches Jong, fite ioto pockot.
The pen peocil are o two
ROpAtALE - COTparts ]
meats  nslds  the
handle. | Fress
relensing snlp at top
!and the cleverly cons

rubbar atzmp:
awi

open, ok
aeif first, and En rnanﬂgymr
immedizte use bo your

correspohden aoaled,
g&q siationery,

usles lloen,- ety
nd us. in BLOCK LET.
TERS. Bd. The Most E‘m#l'

Movelty Ewrafenﬁm fed,

BLACK FAGE JGKE

Eumriuu Enap

Juat an ordlmary lookiog plece
ol mll-et BORD, !mt whan 7ou
ﬁaﬂl nur a-:a h-ammuﬂfl

SORE FIHGER JI]KE

Too will'neviér
knpw how mush

(e arar tho v an Inetant
- m:;umu-tﬂfra:&f
and.may ba jug |
taken off. k il 4]
w!lr ‘& red colouring Dktrer

has th ange of
wb:jmﬁﬂ e e f:*uméﬁﬁn wlil
[ L MANYy ey Mpa
Z quirles, Postage lidi..

BLACK EYE JOKE

Sarprise Ealeldoscope

eannot  ualerstand
ha:i hl

7 everrhodr Huihi
tn!na the EoD0D BAY
Ea ke A8 thod

=Py

anrlm '*fgﬁf
FLY BH SUCAR JﬂI{E

aod rm E

I1'|. ﬂ- as
E"ﬂ!t-.l:l.i:ﬂ 144

TR Ell‘il ?ﬂ?}.
- 2, s
y " Maon: uiun lump of sugary om
ﬂc?“‘:?llf-: ?m la mouonted a Ft%
RAMTED mit.attﬂ:nn ufamntﬂr.
TR PSR- . lanr.l‘ waich fua?%hu’ rtiﬁf'f‘:i *"nﬂfuﬁm;'“'a'm:"‘
ff Hl“ y | bedy. FPostage 1id.
i ﬁ;ﬂ Eﬂﬂﬁ!ﬂg- Eﬂ:ﬂnﬂ 1.’*. ?sﬂ. ﬂ!— poemome n;?'
- age -I-ﬂ
Skdons STOP WﬁTﬂH

Gent's centra gecond
Chronegpraph Blop

madvement, Acourate
tlmekceper, it gtrong
mickel camy. Foslage 34d.

Heavy Oh

Alhcrt glven FREE with cach watch ]’

OVERS EHS ORDERS HHHT BY iﬁTﬁEHﬁTIﬂHﬁL MONEY-ORDER OBTAINABLE h'l' ALL

POST OFFICES. WRITE NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY, YOU MAY ORDER WITH CONFIDENCE, OUR STORE [$ AS CLOSE AS YOUR NEAREST PILLAR BOX.

ELLISDON & SON (4:),_125, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.1. (Est. 1897).

LL

1-5-34



Answers to the name of
Alonzo. You'll know him at
once by the ease with which
he swallows everything he’s

told !—Apply ‘““‘PETER,”’
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FIRE FIGHTERS—PLEASE NOTE

If you ecall out the brigade again just
becawse of the dense clouds of smaoke
that pore out of the Sixth passidge every
morning, we shall complain to the Head.
How the dickens can we make toast for
the Sixth while they're chucking buckets
of water over us ¥

September 1st, 1934.

s —_—

By Order, DICKY NUGENT,
Toast-Maker-in-Cheef.

o —

Dr. PILLBURY on

DOCTORS’
DILEMMAS

It's sometimmes surprisingly diffieult to
diagnose the simplest complaints among you
schoolboys,

I shall always remember the case of the fat
g.;mu_r named Bunter., He came to me one

¥ in an awiully excited state to tell mo he
couldn’t sec properly, and, try as I would,
I couldn’t find out what was wrong with the
lad. Theré was nothing whatever to explain
hde trouble, apart {rom the fact that he had

his epoctacles.

Then there was Alonzo Todd, who simply
i!nggﬂred mto my surgery, complaining n?n
snking feeling. My firet thought was that
it was dyspepsia, with perhaps a touch of
acidity ; but there was a total absence of
othér symptome to eupport that theory.
Reluctantly, I had to admit that I could not
explain it. Unless it was dus to the fact
that he had nothing to eat for a day, it simply
could not be accounted for §

I recall, too, the very strange case of Temple,
who was alarmed at tho stabbing pains he was
experiencing in his chest, I thought of every
digease which could bring about that state
of afinirs, but none seemed to fit in. Ta all
:ﬂmar&uceq. ho was normal, Nothing, oxcept

two pins which I diseovered stickin
in him, could have caused it. I simply h
to give it up !

nother cuiiotts ecass was that of Claude
Hoskins, who complained that every time
he took a dip in the river he sank to the
bottom., “Cramp!”™ was my immediate
impression—but, after examining the pationt,
1 had to confess that it was not that. There
again, Lhad to give it up as hopeless. Leaving
aside the fact that Floskins could not swim o
t';n;il:a, there was absolutely no explanation
O i,
_ Extracrdinary, how difficult these seom-
ingly aimple maladies are really, isn't it ?

Lt he a.d c:?ahtméltrie]ﬁ.thwhich reached us by
poet, 80 de od us that we promptly rang
up Dr. Pillh%r-‘r,- to thank him.P Mush :iu uu%
surprse, he asked ua what the thunder we
were talking about. Absent-minded old
buffer, isn’t ha 1—Ed.),

o e

S

His Wish Was Granted

Carne, of the Sixth, wasn't a bit happy
whon an elephant he had annoyed at a circus
cotled ita trunk round him end lifted him
in the air; but by rishis he should have been

jolly lplmn.emd about it.

Only a fow minutes before ho had remarked
that felt in need of a good * pick-me-
“.p [ il

] oo o

= m rema=

He galloped his mare-—Lawrenoe Faullner.
Bhe ditehed him—aso now he's just walk-
oer | (walking her,)

i = s

™

e i

Cook's cfforts so badly serve Haeker.
He's asking the Heod if he'll secker!

e ——. — -

Broin power in addition to musele.
Displayed in one [ullow—Dick Russel] J

GREYFRIARS IN

The MONSTER of the RIVER e gy o, el INKY’S BIRTHDAY GUIDE
THE EARLIES By DICKY NUGENT forefingss 4o the  athing. This Week: BOLSOVER MAJOR

Jack Jolly, I and
Bright, of the Fousth Form at
Bt. Bam's, were p ring
for a row up the River Ripple
and a piknik on the msland,
when Dr. Alfred Birchemall,
the headmaster, came gallop-
i.n$ down to the heathause,

* Hall-a-mionit, my boye I'
he cried. * I've s very ples-
zant serprize for you!"

tuck-hamper,” answered the
Head. * Rather a measly
hamper, by the way, isn’t it,
Blolly ¢

*We thought it waa suffi-
shant for the three of us,
Vir,” said Jack Jolly, as he
epushed off from the landing-
stage.

he Head frowned.

Gosling’s Vivid Memories

Old Gossy has been at|and that other game—you
Qreyiriars since the year|know wot I mean !
dot, snd & talk with him| *“ Of course, the school
givea one a vivid picture of | looked different then. ‘That
the old school in years gone | wos afore they’d built the
by. Names thet have since | wots-it, an' they 'adn’t even
become farmnous, scenes that | lnid the foundations of the

hawve become part of history, | thingummy, " You've found the sizxpence Y Two parl:-piﬂﬂt onn fruit
Gosling's unfailing memory | * It waa all ow-can-I-pat.it | I lost in the quad, yesterday, cake, some sandwiches, and
brings them to hfe in the | in those deys., Thigummy-|8ir 1" asked Jack Jolly, the fruit end chocklate—why,

bless my sole, there's hardly
eouff for me, let alona vou!
However, ecarry on, boys!
I daresay I can mennidge | "

: bobe' adn't beon invented and
* Wot I says is this *ere,” | everybody used to ride in

he told our reportor, just|wot-you.may-call-’emas.

before the end of the term, “ The maosters all seemed 8o

moit wonderful way. kaptin of the Fourth, inner.
sently, * Thanks swfully!™
“ Wrong  first  time 1 ™

grinned Dr. Birchemall, 3 he

“1 knew this school afore | different, I well remember|calmly seated himself in| Jack Jolly & Co. bent to
any of you, en’ wot I don't | Mr. —er—um, and I shall|Jack Jolly & Co’s bont, |their oars with feelings that
remember about it ain’t worth | never forget Mr. —um—huh,{ “It's & much plezzanter |7ere too deep for words.
remeraherin’, nor Mr.—lemme see now L It wag a bit thiek, they

ga?rizﬂ than that. The fact
Our reporter couldn't stop|is, I've decided to come with
to hear more, but he camse | you this afternoon| "

sway marvelling at Gosling's| ' M.m.my hat!"

refleckied, fto have an un-
jinvited guest planted on
them lLike thia for the after.

" Why, it seema only yes-
terday since young DMaster
Wot's."is.name was ‘ere, an’

even young Who's.it, when | amazing memory. “You are overrhelmed |ooon. But what could they

I come to think of it, It's really astonishing that | with plezzure, eh §" ﬂhucmﬁqﬂ-in when the introoder was

“ The times those boys used | so many récollections can be | the Hoad. * Yon feel it’aythe revered and majestick
to 'ave! In those days they | contained in one man's brain | almost {oo good tobe trew t ® | Head of 8¢, Sam’s himself 7

uged to play wot-d'you-call-it | —isn'’t it 7 * Notk :}xactlf. pir1 ®| The natcheral answer was

groaned Jack Jolly. * As a|” Nothing.” Dut Jack Jolly

. matter of fact, we're 8 b= | wasnt content with that

less with dismnial“ angwer, and, as they rolled

FIRST STEPS [N ANATOMY Dr. Birchemall {frowned. and pitched gracefully up

* If that's the way you fedl | the river towards the bathing-

about my kindnessand jennems
osity, Jolly B

'* Nunno, sir | ” gasped tha| * The Monster 1" he eried,
kaptin of the Fourth hurriadly, tsuddenly, in a horse, terrified
" We're simpl delited, _sisper.
aren't we, chapa 1" r. Birchemall stopped in
' ““0Oh, ratherl!” groanefl {the middle of the first pork-
. The thing|Merry and Bright.  pis.
Quelchy shows no trace o “ Just as well for you thatt §* " What's that 1" he said
when he finds you've forgotten jou are ! " grinned the Headt | sharply.
to do prep. ‘ Now, buck up, my boysll| * Haven't you heard, sir,

HANDS. What the spec.| Jolly and Merry ! You will | of the grate primevsal Monster
tators yelled on Liftle Bide| do the rowing. Bright! You
E}r :,he b&n%ﬁ:& ;}f i{;]udania of | when r_.!13..:1:];3;3;- abzent-rhindedly | will steer.™

atomy. % oy may | starte eying the Rugger| “ And what about wyo
help students in their studies | game. e sir 1 *" asked Bright pu-ii:li-EFdl;-:
1.5:1.;1& B r::tareais £ all -l:rt1:1..’.' ?ﬁﬂrﬁ.t;er < é:IAGEJBDHEE. Jellyfich and " "I?ﬁ wi]!f give u the | fall
nders is our earnes : idnoy James Snoop manage | bennyfit of my nolli o~ 'he phaltered.
THY NECI. The place|io do without it. rivercraflt and regale df%;-&aﬂ | it, En}rwn.y ¥

gol, he hed a sudden brane-

By TOM
(Editorial Note. We have
alwa firmly helieved in
publishing & cerfain smount
of serious stuff in the ** Groy-
frinrs Herald." Dash it all,
there's room in a paper like
this for an oecensional learned
article or intellectusl dis-
courga | Hence, wo make no
apology for inserfing these
few definitions by Tom Brown

BROWN

in which you pget it when

vou're late for calling-over.
EARS. They give out thick
ones bshind the chapel any

Eumipin night.

that hawnta the depths of the
EI Plﬂ !. L} ]
o Head pailed.
“Lan't say 1've ever heard
myself, Jolly,”
* ¥What about

of it

WOULD YOU BELIEVE

Bolsover pow purses & * prize

| AR Er.r i ‘.-: RIS, i:‘. i
Bob Chetry has o sincera regard
for Marjorie Hazeldene, of ClLiff
Honsa School, 2nd any fellow who
breathes a word azainst her is
“ior it * | Bol:over made a jest

sbout it not long &go-——and

M
Dieky Nogent was very wroth Bunter, prowling in the Head's
when Coker on his wofor-bike greenhouse in search of 8 button-
nearly ron over Dicky’s pel duck, bole, discovered a csoiug plant,
Ihe Head Goally persuaded Dicky and iqnnd bimself in a * prickly *’
ibot 8 duck i3 not a suitable pet giluation | Bunter spent a paintal tage  Hoapital. ‘Wb
for & schoolboy—and the faz hour removing the myriad litlle Jfroduced, sopervised,  stage-

; oow 3 to bis pet rabbits | prickies, one by ons ! eoted, and aoted the leadiag

nose ' pari—all very creditably |

Wiiliam Wibley’s open-ai. oro-

dootion  of A Midsummer
Night's Dream " on the Heads
lawn, ra‘sed & goodly sum Ior thea

with the contents of youryP

ool,
Dr. Birchemall looked.
What he saw brought a yell
of utter horror to hia lips 1

Rising out of the water
Wwas an énormoud mountioin
of Hesh which he could see st &
glarnze was the hump of a
river monster |

“ Yaroooo | ¥ shreeked the
Head suddenly, * Help |
Save mal™

Then he acted. Casting
gside the remainder of his
orl-pie, he made a frantik
eap oub of the boat and
started swimming for the

shore for all he was worthl
In o matter of seconds,  he
was crawling out of the water
dry

on to land., Having

shaken himself, with desprit
haste, he ran like the wind
for the safety of the bogat-
house, and was scon out of
sight,

Only then did Jack Jolly
releeve the tension with a
barty larf.

“Ha, ha, ba | Worked like
a charm 1 * he eried cheerfully.
* Now we can enjoy our-
selvea, after all | ¥

“ B-but what about the
Monster ¥ " asked Merry, eye-
ing the river rather dew-
biously,

In the horosco

this,

will be terrifio?

¥ E e
readers, it does not.

disgustiully shady |

Mops for cleaning the floor wi
ccour oftenfully in the near future.
But if you dedueefully infer that
up the floor

Bolsover is going to mngs
wipefully with somebody,
wrong. SOMEBODY 18 GOI

MOP UP THE FLOOR WIPE-

FULLY WITH HIM1

The learned books of my estesmed
and ridieulous soothsayers of Bhani
tell me that Bolsover should beware
of & goat in human ehape. The

¢ of the esteemed
end disgusting Bolsover, I seem to see
an immenseful gumber of trees. Does
ou askfully demand, mean that
the shelterfulness of Bolsover's life
asteemed
What it does
mean ' is that Bolsover's life will Le

likeliflulness that the esteemed and
scrubby Dicky Nugent will give him
the honoured and absurdful knock-out
is terrific] Take care, my esteemed
and idiotio Bolaover heedfully, before
it is too late.

The starful wview of Bolsover's
eslecmed charaeter is that unless he
takea himself in hand gripfully he
may easily become a twistiul crook.
But underneathfully, the honoured
and brutal Bolsover is not-really bad,
hatfully, If he will only decide
ﬁrmful{? lead an honeat [ife, thore
18 hope for him yet. Lt hingefully
depends on the profession he decides
to pursue.

My own modestful euggestion is
that he becomes an eateemed and
Ehliﬂ#ful chucker-out at a boxing-

a

fully

au're
G TO

THERE'S A
CATCH IN THIS

Skinner hoasta that he
never drops anything at
cricket—but that evidently

doesn't apply to other things.
Yhen PPWB caught h%fﬂ
srnoking & cigarctte before
the wvac., we threw him a
scornful lance—and  he
dropped it mmmediately |

e T L BN B pr—

{Coniinued from previeus col.)

“ Therea wasn't one!™
grinned Jolly. * If you'li laok
apain, you'll se that 1t 18n't
a monster at all, It'a onl
our old pal Tubby Barrall
having his annual dip in the
river | %

* Ha, ha, ha 1 *

And Jack Jolly & Co,
grinning all over their diles,
carried on with their river

(Costinued at foor of next col.)

frip, rejoicing !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

.
|

Lord  Mauleversr, champion
glacker of the Remove, went for.
a cruise duriog the wac.-—but
when ashked by the Removites to
deseribe what he saw, he merely
yawns and explains that he slept
throughout the voyage |

m i?-‘ l-'# . H
.ﬁtﬁ% i
A bl R

83 & chompion bammer-thrower.
Ha hurled ons Iar across Big Side
the other day—narrowly missing
Bunter. It was not peceasary to
* hammer ** it into Bunter that
bo must keop off senior precincts |

TUBB'S DYNAMIC
PERSONALITY

Tubb, of the Third, seems to have developed
s dynamic personality lately, There's no
misluking the fact that everyone found a new
respect for him the last week or two before the
vac.

Time was when everyone in the Remove
treated Tubb just like any other fap. Not
go to-day 1 When Tubb takes a stroll round
the quad. chaps no lnng&r boot him gently
away with a reproving " Get out of my way,
you scrufly young aes!"” They stand aside
and let him poss instend, end even emile
an ingratiating and elightly oervous smile
as he passes |

The seniors have changed, too. True, they
frown and rub their chine as thr.:-ul?h he anpoys
them & little, but they fake jolly good care
not to be openly unfriendly |

Even the pre%reets have caught the infection.
We baveo't heard a prefect order Tubb to
bend over and take six for at lenst a couple
of weelks, They seem particularly enxious
to keep awoy from him |

Tubb must have altered s lot. Bome
latent, compelling force bas perhaps come
to the surface—some instinet for eommand
ihnt cansea othera to vield to him |

On the other hand, the ferocious bulldoyg
he bought o fortnight ego moey have something

¥H to do with it !

e — i —

i ——

Ferrers Locke, Detective

Bera 1o anncunee that his visit to Grey-
frint=, niter the vae, is purely in the nature
of o holiday, This advertisement 18 inzerted
out of kindnes=a to Shkinner & Co., who might
otherwise die of fright !

— e ——————

LONELY YOUNG FELLOW
Would like to acet another who s lookin
for o 1eal pal te tench him to plag nep an
banker. No sponging. Just real, genuine
frienddship. BMUST BE WRALTHY.,-8. J.
SNOUL, Box 13, Stoneyend.




