


OUR EXTRA-LONG COMPLETE STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., DEALING—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Dropping !

“ HUT ug!®
S o
“I gaid shut up!” said Billy

Bunter,
Harry Whartem & Co gazed &t

Bunter.
were DBunter’s guests. In the

hest circles a host did not tell his guests
to shut u&.!

Rt Williamm George Bunter, the fot
ornament of the Grevfriars Remove,
had manners and customs of his own.

Billy Bunter had improved, in some
ways, since he had become a billionaire.
In other ways he hadn’t. Sometimes
his manners lacked polish.

That lack of polish wae very much in
evidence when Bunter wee in & bad
temper. He was in 8 bad temper now.

Bunter had dined, not wisely, but
too well | :

“The fare on board the Kingfisher
plane was of tha very best. DBunter's
men, Jarvich, had seon to that. Other-
wise, he would have ineurred the desp
wrath of the Greviriars billionaire.

The Famcous Five had dined also.
But they had had only one dinner each.
Bunter had had several, ome after
another, There were many courses fo
the dinner, and it was Bunter's way to
make a meal st each course. Where
he parked it all was a puzzle to ihe
gteward of the Kingfisher., Indiges-
ticn supervened. ) _

Generally, Bunter had the digestion
of an ostrich. But even Bunter had Ins
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limits, Now he was feeling that the
seventh helping of pudding had, per-
haps, been a mistake |
“ Chatiering magpies ¥ sald Bunter,
blinking sccusingly at the Famous Five
through his big spectacles. *¥ou know
] a nap after & meal. ou know
it perfectly well. But you must jaw !
“¥ou fat, frabjous, foozling, footling
fathead—" began Bob Cherry.
“Bhut up ¥
“You fabby,
Johnny Bull.
“Bhut up 1”
“My esteemed idictic Bunter—"
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Bhut up ' roared Bunter,
“"¥eou blithering, bloated,
snate # said Frank Nugent.
“That's what you fellows call man-
ners, I suppose " said Bunter, with a
earl of hiz fat lip. *“"That's how wvou
talk to & chap whe's standing you an
expansgive holiday, in an expensive
plane, regardlass of expense. I'd like
you to remember that you're not in the
Remove passage at CGreyiriars now.
And shut up 17

“T.ook here, Bunter—" said Harry
Wharton.

“When I say shut up I mean shut
up 1" said Billy Bunter. " Bilence, see?
Not a word ! Just shut up ¥

Billy Bunter leaned back in hiz seat
and closed his eyes behind bhis big
spectacles. As he had enid, he wanted
a nap after a meal. The trouble was
that he couldn’t pet eme. Hence his
irritable temper., Really, 1t was not
the conversation of the IMamous Five
that, like Machsth, “murdeved sleep.”
It was tha dinner.

Not only had that seventh helping of

udding been a mistake. Theve had

:an other mistakes. Bunter doubted
whether the pate-de-foie-gras wholly
pgreed with the torboet, and whether
they both agreed with the cold chicken,
the sausages, and the green peas. Kle

frowsy freak!” eaid

hander-

RICHARDS.

was not sure that the pineapple apreed
with smy of them. e atrawberrics
and cream had been delicious, but it
WAE Jmaaibin that they were not on
friendly terms with the seven helpings
of various kinds of
too late to think of that now that thes
fat billionsire had parked the lot.
Anvhow, Bunter wes feeling very un-
corafartable, and sumber’s chain
refused to bind him.

The Famous Five shut up, as re-
quested. They suppressed ‘their feelings.
They did not want to have to kick
Bunter, if it eould possibly he avoided.

For the umpteenth fime since they
had. joinesd Bunter on that holiday trip
they felt rether inclined to kick them-
selves for having dome so.

But they could not take their leave of
that hospitable host.

Ilad they been in Bunter's magnifi-
cent mansion they ecould have walked
out, T¥iad they been in ome of his
nqgmlly magnificant cars they could have
told the chauffeur to stop, But they
could not verv well step out of an sero-
plane at o height of 2,000 feet!

S0, having shut up, they contented
themselves with looking from the win-
dows, and found plenty of interest in
watching the vast panorama spread
below,

The HKinghsher, flving steadily and
swaetly, was approaching Venice. Onl
Ehat morning it had left Paris. It hac
been & splendid day for the Famous
Five. Bunter had not looked out once.
Hg was not interested in & bird’s-eve
view of Europe. The Alps, to Bunter,
were only a beastly range of mountaing
that he had had to mug up in gecgraphy
class, with old ?mﬂc . abt Greyfriars.
A view of the Dolomites did not attract
him. He had never heard of the Dolo-
mites, and didn’t want to.

Venies, in the distance, Jooked like a
tiny wmap, with the blus Adriatic
beyond. Bunter loathed maps, or any-
thing like maps. As for the Adriafic, ib

udding., It was
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—WITH THE EXTRAORDINARY ADVENTURES OF BUNTER, THE BILLIONAIRE !

was only s sea, and he had seen the soa
at Margate. And, in point of fact,
Bunter was funky of looking down from
a plane. It gave him a sinking in his
podgy inside to think of the remote pos-
uihiﬁty of falling, Even Bunter
realised that a plane was at lcast as safe
a8 any other method of travelling—safer
than most. 3till, he did not choose to
look out, . )

“That's jolly old Venice!” said Bob
Cherry, forgetting, for the momen
Bunter's stern injunction. “We sha
be able to make out the Piazza soon,
snd the Doge's Palace, and—"

“Shut up ¥ from Bunter.

“And the Cathedral of Ban Marco.”

“Shut up

Bob Cherry breathed hard, and shut
“Jaw, jaw, jaw!” sald Bunter crossly.

He closed his eyes again. Dut sleep
refused to visit them. He had un-
fastened three buttons of his well-filled
waistcoat without relief. He no longer
kad the slightest doubt that the seventh
helping of pudding had been a mistake,
hHaﬁ;l wondered, indeed, whether the sixth
“That's the jolly old lagoon!” Beb

Cherry forgot again. "Can't see any
of the giddy gondolas yet——"
“8Bhut up!”

There was silence.

The juniors could see the aerodrome
now, and were aware that the King-
fisher was about to land. Bunter was
unaware of that, or of anything else
except the trouble that was going on
under his fat waistcoat beatween the
turbot and the pate-de-foie-gras, or
between the cold chicken &and the
strawberries and cream—or smong the
lot of them.

Gracefully as a hird, the big plane
circled down. .

Harry Wharton turned his hesd
towerds the fat junior sprawling in the
seat.

* Bunter——

“%hut up 1"

“1 was going to say—"

" Shut up [

*But we' rge—"

TJaw, jaw, jaw | Bhut up ™

Bob Cherry, who had been frowning,

rinned instead. MHe closed one eye at

is comrades. They looked at him in-
quiringly. Bob's expression hinted that
& jape was coming. They walted in
silence while the Kingfisher, with =
steady drone, settled down. When Bob
spoke, at last, it was In a whisper.

“"Hush! He's asleep] Don't wake
him | Better for him to be asleep when
it happens | Btand ready to jump when
we bunp! There's a chance af getting
off alive if we jump quick! Never
mind Bunter "

“Beast 1” roared Bunter, leaping up
from his seat like a jack-in-the-boex,

¥

He forgot indigestion now. “I say,
you fellows, are we falling ?”

“We're dropping.”

“Tha dropfulness is terrific 1™

“Qw ow! Help! I say, vou

fellows, save me—save me! Oh crikey!
Oh, lor'] Owl Wow! Help!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Saving Bunter!

HE Kingfisher was dropping.
There was no doubt about
that. It had to drop, to reach
the landing-placae. That did not
coeur to Billy Bunter's fat brain. The
word was full of terrors for Bunter, He
roared.

“Help! Hold mal Get me & pea-
shooter—I mean & parachute! Idasn't
that fool Jarvish- got & parachute
ready? I'll sack him| Healp!l”

“Buck up, Bunter |” gasped Harry
Wharton, ‘' We—"

“Help!” roared RBunter., “Ow!
We're talling! I can feel it goingl
Owl Wow!l I zay, you fellows—
Qaoogh 1"

The Kinglisher gave a little dip.
Even the best of planes, chartered re-
gardless of expense, could not run all
the time as smoothly as a billiards ball.
That little dip eclicited a fearful howl
from Bunter.

“Yarcooch !

“ Bunter, you assg—""

“Helpl Jarvish! Where's that fool
Jarvish? I want a parapet—I mean a
parachute | Gimme s parachutel I
eay, you fellows—"

“0Oh, my hat]l There isn't a pora-
chute handy!”™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“YWhat about an umbrella "

“Ow! Help!™

“Buck up, Bunter!" gasped Nugent.
“We're not druppin$ fast—Ilots of time—
we'll gave you yet!’

“MThe savefulness will be terrific.”

“Y say, vou fellows, help mel”
squealed Bunter, “Alter all I've done
for you, vou know | Bhave me—I mean
save ma! I'll give you a million pounds
if you shave my wita—-"

“0h erikey 1

“71 mean save my life! Help "
“Bteady, the Duffs!” gasped Baoh
Cherry. “Lots of time, Bunter; thn

Billy Bunter, in his impecunious
days at Greyiriars School, had
oftimes heard of the worries of
wealth, and thought that it was
all rot I But he now discovers
that being a billionaire is not
all jam, when there are gangsters
like ¢ Tiger” Bronx at large !

pilot’s doing his best. We've got five
minutes at Jenst,”

“Bure of that!” gasped Bunter,

“Quite ! Honest Injun! Time to get
an umbrella for you to wse as a para-
chute. Keep your pecker up!  I'll
answer for it that you'll land periectly
safely with an umbrella.”

“Bure thing!" said Johnny Bull
“But what ohout o i"”

“Don’t vou be a selfish beast, Dull 1™
howled Bunter., * Thinking of yourself,
as usual! I--1 szay, vou fellows, do yon
really think we've got five minutes 1*'

“ Quite that,” saiﬁoﬂarry Wharton.

“Therea ought to be a perachute
ready. I'll complain to the company !
II:;} sa:_:k that fool Jarvish! I'll—

“An umbrella will do,” stuttered Bob.
“Keep cool. old man. I tell you an
umbrella will land vou safe as houses ]
It's as good as & parachute, in these
cireumstances—""

“In these circumstances, certainly,”
said Wharton. * Not the slightest doubt
about that 1™

“Get me an umbrella, then! I say,
Jarvish—— That idiot Jarvish—I'll sack
the Efmll Jarvish——"

11 ir 5F

Mr. Jarvish came along to the cabin.
The sleck, soft-footed, smooth-faced
manservant was generally as calm and
eomposed as a sleek eat. Now hé looked
astoniished and bewildered. Bunter's
frantic roars almost drowned the drones
of the engines, Why he was so wildly
excited when the Kingfisher was making
a perfect and ensy landing was n
mystery to Jarvish, He could only
blink at his master.

" Get me an ymbrella I" yelled Bunter,
“Quick I )

“But 1t 18 not raining, sicl” Jaevish
naturally supposed that Bunter thought
it was raining at the aerodrome. Why
he should think se when a gorgeous
sunset was glowing in a bright SBeptem-
bor sky was & puzele. But tgcr-& soemed

no  other reason for wanting an
umbrella.

“Fool 1" roared Bunter,

(£ E‘r Irl

“ Idiot I

“Master William !

“ et me en umbrella—quick! The

biggest umbrella ];:r:au can get hold of—
quick, guick, quick!"

*Oh, certainly, sirl” gasped the be-
wildered Jarvish,

Jarvish was the perfect manservant.
To hear waa td obey. He dashed awag,
and came whizzing back with an
umbrella in his smooth, sleck hand.
Billy Bunter grabbed it from him.

“We shall want a rope I" gasped Bob

Cherry. )
_ "Get a rope, Jarvish! You foeol, you
idiot, get & rope—quick! I'll sack voul
Get ];*IL- , tope—get a ropel Hurry—
quick !

Jarvish darted asway agsain, =and
dartetl back once more with a coil of
cord from the baggage compartment.
He seemed more bewildercd than ever,

“1 =ay, you fellows—"

“Lend a hsnd, you men|" gurgled
Bob Cherry. “We've got to save
Bunter [ Never mind sbout ourselves;
Bunter's the goods! Kcep cool, old fat
man; lots of time to get you Hxed
before we—we drop | elp here, vou
fellows [

All the fellows helped,

The big umbrella was set up behind
Bunter's head, the handle jammed to
the back of his fat neck.

Hound his collar and round his podgy
shoulders Bab Cherry wound the cord
and knotted it Hacurai{r.

No doubt had Bunter fallon the
urabrella would have opened like a
parachute, though it was extremely
doubtful whether it would have acted
like a parachute in any othor respest.

But as Bunter was in no danper of
falling that really did not matter,

~ With swift and efficient hands the

ﬁﬁi‘urs fastened that umbrella upright
ind Bunter's fat head.

Jarvish gazed at them like & maon
mesmerised by the strange sight.

“ Gentlemen,” he gasped, * what—
what—"

“It'e all right, Jarvish,” said Bob;
“we're seving Bunter's life. I suppose
you know that the plane 13 dropping 1"

“LCertainly, sirl Bot—"'

“Well, Bunter will land slive and
ﬁnt'?l and sound when we've fixed him
up.

“(h, sir!"” gasped Jarvish.

He backed out of the cabin. He con-
trived to control his well-trained
features till ha was out of Bunter's
sight, but a gurgle floated back as he
disappeared.

Bunter did not hear it or heed it
This was not, so far as Bunter could see,
a laughing matter.

There was a light bump. The land-
ing-whecls were on the ground, and the
plane taxi-ing on the drome. DBunter
velled as he folt the bump.

“PDw!l We're falling—"

i I{E‘Ep an'l_m‘il

“Quick ! ?uick, vou beasts! I say,
you follows, have you got it on tight?
Are you sure it won't come off ¥ I say,
do you think we'd better open it—"

“It's sll right; I've unfastened the
catch; 1t will open when you jump I
gasped Bob Cherry.  * Safe ms houses,
Bunter."
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“th lor' ! I'll never travel in & plana
egain] Oh erikey! I—I say, you
[ellows, do you feel sure i1t's gafe ™

* Ahsolutely safe 1"

“The sefofulness is terrifie,”

“0Oh dear! Oh lo¥'l Oh
0“’ j"

The plane had come to a standstill,
The steward camo along to open the
vabin door for the passengers to get out,

His eyes fell on Bunter and he jumped
almost clear of the Hoor. The sight of
a passenger with o big uvmbrella tied
upright behind the back of his neck was
rather a startling one. The steward of
the Kingfisher had seen all sorts of pas-
sengers m his tume, but never one got up
like this before.

His eyes fairly gogeled at Bunter.

“{iet the door open, steward!" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. " Buck up ™

*(Oh, yes, sir1” gasped the man.

He opened the door. Bob Cherry
glanced out; he turned back again.

“All serene, Bunter! Quite easy |
Keep your pecker up! Jump first, you
men, to show him how easy it is. Get
on—jump for gour jolly old lives! 1'll
ﬁ"’?' and help Bunter.”

he juniors jumped one after another.
As they only jumped on the steps from
the cabin door to the drome 1t was not
really a frightfully risky proceeding.
They disappeared one after oanother

erumbs |

from Bunter's sight till Wherton,
Nugent, Johony Bull, and Hurrese
Jamset Ram Singh were gone. Bolb
Cherry  lhercically stayed to help
Bunter out.

“Go it, old fat bean 1"

“Oh lor’ 1

“Easy as winking! Now then—

“0Oh crikey 1”

Billy Bunter blinked out of tho door-
way. His eyes almost ﬁqpﬁcd through
his big spectacles as he blinked and saw

drome buwldings and the ltalian
ataff and the stens, and ascertained that
the plane was motionless on the ground.

“{io it 1" said Boh,

“I=—1 say—"

“Jump I' .

“But—but we're not ifalling—'
gasped Bunter, )

“Who said wa were falling ¥’

“You did, you beastI” yelled Bunter.

“I said dropping,” eorrected Bob,
“and wo were dropping—and now we've
dropped! And I said you'd land safely
w{i’?ﬁ. that jolly old umbrella—and s0 you
will] Get on with it."

“ You—you—you—

Bob twirled the fat junior outside the
doorway; then he gave thoe umbrelia o
shove and opened it, and it spread out
over Bunter's head Billy Bunter
stumbled down the steps, red with rage.
He realised now that his fat leg had
been pulled. He did not realise that he
had asked for it.

There was s shout of astonishment on
the drome. Dark-skinned  Italian
mechanics and attendants and officials
stared at Billy Bunter in utter wonder.

*Che cosa el™

“ A che cosa serve?”?

“E pazzo—e pazzo il signore!”

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Greyiriars

juniors. T
“Beast! Get this thing off ! Rotters!
Take it off | Oh crikey I”

“Ha, he, ha|”
Billy Bunter tottered down the steps,
the umbrelle wide open above his head.

He arrived on the ground, the cyno-
sure of all eyes. He grabbed frantically
at the improvised parachute, He had
made a perfectly safe landing in it, as
Bob had told him that he weuld, Cer-
tainly he would have made an equally
safe landing without it1 Now he
chiefly wgntﬁd ta geﬁﬂ rid Ef tjt. B:{Eh th?
open umbrella was beyond the reach o
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hiz fat hands., The stick was firmly
tied to his back. Bunter could no more
geb rid of it by his own unaided efforts
than a dog could get rid of & can tied
to its tail!

“1 say you fellows——" he yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!"' roared the IFamous
Five,

“ Boasta 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I jolly well knew there wasn't any
danger |

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Will you take
shrieked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

* Jorvish—where's that fool Jarvish—
'l sack him—Jarvish, come and get
this thing off—you idiot, Jarvish—oh
erikey I

“Ha, he, ha!”

The Famous Tive strolled off and left
the billionaire to it. Surrounded by &
ﬁrmning circle of Italian faces, Bunter

ad to remain with the umbrella on tall
Jarvish asrrived at last to the rescue,

this thing of?"

THE THIRD CHAFTER,
In Venlce !

1 ARM ¥ said Bob Cherry.

W “The Warmful_uess 13 grate-

ful and comforiing.”™
“ But jolly!”

“No end jolly I agreed Johnny Bull,

Harry Wharton fanned himself with
his straw hat. There was rather =
thoughtful expression on the face of the
o E.tuiﬂ of the Grexfriars Remove.

e Famous Five wers sitting in the
baleony of the Hotel Palazio in the
sea-city of Venice. An awning kept off
the direct rays of tho blazing Italien
sun., Buot it was hot. Before them was
the Grand Canal with gondolas gliding
up and down its sluggish waters, and
the mora or less musical cries of the
dark-skinned ,%lnm'lﬁ]iers reached them
as they sat. They had & glimpse in one
direction of the Piazze of St. Mark
with its famouns Campanile and its
swarming crowds: in another of the

Rialto, that {amous bridge wherp
Shakespeare's Merchant of  Venice
walked and talked. Endless build-
mgs, rising from  the banks of
cndless  eanals, greeted the eyes in
all directions, and beyond was tho

lagoon, and the Lido, and tha blue
.:'agriat{c stretehing away to the sky.
Venice was lovely to look at, but in the
carly davs of September it was warm—
VORY warm !

The juniors were weaiting for Bunter.

They had been glad of o rest after
tha long trip in tho plane the previous
day, and had not turned out gquite so
carly as usual in the morning. Bunter,
who never turned out early, was asleep
~and indeed they faneied that they
could hear him snoring from his room
till 1t turned out that it was a tug hoot-
ing on the lagoon. Having breakiasted,
tho chums of the Remove had no objec-
fion to looking on the vivid scenc from
the high hotel balcony that almost over-
hung the Grand Canal, while they
waited for Buunter. 8till, they wers
not prepared to spend & whole morning
sitfing on the balcony.

“Penny for ‘em, Harry I'' said Frank
Nugent with a smiling glance at the
thoughtful face of the captain of the
Remove.

Wharton smtled, foo.

“I was thinking,” he said. “I sup-
pose I'm not the only fellow here a hit
fed up with Bunter,™

“Hardly ! grinned Bob.

“Fed up to the chin!' grunted
Johnny Bull, “We were stlly asses to
come aleng! I said so all the time.™

“It's a bit of a problem,” said Har
slowly, * Bunter asked us to come wi
him on this trip because he’s afraid of
that lanky American man, Bronx, He
really scems to have something to be
afraid of, for there's no doubt that the
man followed him to Paris and goé
hold of him there. I can’t make it out,
but there it 18.”

“It's something to do with his
money ™ said Bob,
“OF course |

That's ancther iul}{,;ﬂld
Bunter's got stacks of

mystery—whera
Not our bizner exactly,

money froml
buot—"

“But jolly queer!” grunted Johnny

LiLE,

“The gueerfulness 13 truly terrifie!®
astented the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“And that man Jarvish has some-
thing to do with it,"” went on Wharton.
“Bunter's let things drop which make
it look as if he got all that moncy from
Jarvish! Though how a manservant
ever got hold of it beats me, and why
he should give it to Bunter is a mystery
that might beat Sherlock Holmes.™

“It's fishy!"” said Johnny Bull, sen.
tentiously,

“It must be Bunter's billions at the
bottom of the trouble,” said MHarry,
“ We know that Bronx was after Jarvish
at first, and frightened him out of his
wits!  Now he's leaving Jarvish alone,
ang he's after Bunter! But the fat
duffer thinks he's dodged him by flyin
from Paris to Venice. I dare say e’g
right. If he's safe, he doesn’t need us
h&ngm on. Bu *

“If he wants us, he can be civil, ¥
S‘JPIEOSE " growled Johnny Bull,

‘Musn't ask too much of Bunter|”
ﬁ;mnﬂd Bob. “He was & bit cross efter

inner  yesterday, but anybody who
parked that dinner might have been
cross afterwards., And he never had
any manners,”

“And he’s doing us well!” said
Nugent with a smile., “Trips in planes,
and the fat of the land**

'] j_f l"

“The fact is,” said Harry,
thought that Bunter was quite safe
from that lanky American, 1'd suggest
chucking it. Wa could have a few quiet,
nice deys in Venice without the help of
Bunter's billions, We really don’t
want his jolly old billions, Ob the other
hand, if it turned out that he was in
any danger, we should feel that we'd
let him down. 8o I really don’t know
what we'd better do.”

“3Stick it as long as we can,

5 -
gisted Bob Cherry, o

“The fact is, we'ra

und to stick to Bunter if he's in
danger. And he was in danger in
Paris—and may be again if that
American finds out that he’s here,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“The stickfulness is the proper
caper!” mgreed Hurree Jamset Ram
dingh.

““As long as wa can stand it " grunted
Johnny Bull. “But ¥ shall kick him,
sooner or later—I feel sure of that!™

Harry Wharton looked at Dhis watch.
It was eleven. The juniors had re-
ceived a message, through Jarvich, that
Bunter would be ready to pgo out

resently, and that they wero to wait|

ey had waited! Now they considered
that they had waited long enough.

“We can't sgend the whole maorning
waiting for Bunter!” remarked thes
eaptain of the Remove. “Better gend
him & messaga! There’as the waiter—he
ean go and tell Bunter,”

A waiter had brought out coffee for
another guest on the balcony, He came
up bowing at & sign from Wharton.

“ Anybody asked

Harrr;f.
“Not a lot!” grinned Bob Cherry,
“1 ean say ice-creamo end Baffronille,

speak JTtalian ¥’



and tutti frutti and mecaroni. But

that's not enough of the language to
travel on.”

“Bpick English, sar!” said the waiter
cheerfully. “All garzoni in zis hotel
speak small English.”

“Oh, good! Go up to Mr. Bunter's
roorm £

"Il ricco signore!™ said the waiter.
“8i, signore! Il zignore Buntero!"

The whole of the gigantic Hotel
Palazzo knew that Billy Bunter was a
ricto signore—a rich gentleman ! Bunter
was not likely to leave anvbody in
doubt on that point.

“That's it—tho signore Buntere!™
said Harry with a smile, “Go and tell
him we've waited for him, and now
we're going ont.”’

* 8i, signore I"’

The waiter

Il

I

dep'al'ied. The juniors

i
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EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter with hiz unlimited finaneial
IES0UTces,
The waiter came back. Harry

Wharton & Co. locked at him inguir

ingly, The man seemed to hesitate to
Jdeliver DBunter's answer {0 their
message.

""Seen Bunter?’ asked Dob Cherry.

“ 31, signore !

“Well, what did he say?"

The waiter coughed.

“The signore say—hem—he say—im
—he say you wait till he shall be ready,
also that you shut up, sir!” stammered

the garzone.
£1] h' m}' hﬂt-!”
“Dear old Bunter ¥ zaid DBob,
“Well, that's that!” gaid Harry.

“*Come on! I fancy Dunter thinks that
he's safe from the lanky American now,
and that he can be ehecky! We'll give
him a rest for a bit. Let's get out.”

Il"'.'l -. .

il \F\ i

JF&

With the umbrella wide open above his fat head, Billy Bunter stumbled down the landing steps, red with rage. There was

s shout of astonishment on the ‘drome, as be arrived on the ground, the cynosure of all eyes.
** Take this thing off 1"

shrieked Bunter.

Ieft their seats and stood by the balus-
trade lnukinlg down from the baleony
on the canal and ite creft, while they
waited for the man to return. Below
there was & gondola hooked on, and
Jarvish was standing in conversation
with a8 Vcenetian gondelier. A few
words floated up to them, but they did
not understand them, as the valet was
gpeaking-in Italian,

‘Jarvish waes undoubtedly & model
manservant and very useful to a rich
young gentleman like Bunter on his
travels, In Paris he had spoken French
like & mative. Here he was epeaking
Itaelian, It was really surprising that
that cxcellent valet, with so many gifts,
should have no ambition bevond serving
Willinm George Bunter. So far as the
Famous Five could see, Billy Bunter
was not the kind of master to endear
himself to any manservant.  Jarvish,
however, appeared to be inseparably
attached fo him. It was still more
surprising, if, as the juniors suspected,
1t was Jarvish who was supplying

The juniors went down. Jarvish had
disa&nieared into the hotel; but the
gondolier he had been speaking with
was still there, smoking a cigarette, as
he stood by his craft.

“Here's a pgondolal!™ said Bob,
“Jump in!”

But the waiting gondolier, with in-
comprchensible Ttaliam but comprehen-
sible gesturcs, made them understand
that that particular gondoln was cn-
gaged. No doubt Jarvish had engaged
it for Bunter—when it should pleaso
that lordly wouth to stir forth., How-
ever, there were plenty of pondolas to
be had—and Bob waved a hand to ono
that was passing, looking for customn.

The gondelior, wielding his enormons
oar, sworved in to the landing-place, and
the chums of the Remove atercd
aboard the long, low craft. It glided
away down the Grand Canal;

Half an hour later Billy Bunter rolled

out into the balcony of the Hotel
Palazzo, and Dblinked round him

-

throvgh his big spectacles for the Geey-
friars fellows, Bunter had sent back &
MEs3aEs hg the waiter that they ocould
wait till he was ready, and shut up;
this, Bunter considered, would do tham

od! Apparently, he expected to find
them waiting, in a shut-up state, In-
stead of which, they were not to be
seen,

“1 say, you fellows, whera are youi"
lwwoted Bunter. “Jarvish! ‘Where's
that fool Jarvish? ©Oh, here you arel
Where are the fellows, Jarvish?”

“1 think the young gentiemen have
left the hotel, sir!” said Jarvish.

" Gone out!" ejaculated Bunter.

“Y think soc, sir.” ]

“Put I told them to wait "

“Indeed, sirl" -

“I distinctly told them to weit!” said
the fat billionaire. “ Do you mean to

-

““1 say, you lellows [ **

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 ** yelled the Famous Flve.

gny, Jarvish, that they've had the neck
to go out on their own, after I dis-
tinctly told them to wait "

“It appears so, sir!”
Dilly DBunter breathed hard and

e,
"Il talk to "em at lunch " he said.
But Billy Bunter did not talk to them
at lunch. Lunch-time came—but the
Famous Five did not come. Lunch was
over, and still they had not returned.

Bunter, as usual, napped after lunch—
and then mquired whether the beasts
had come in. The beasts hadn't, The
boasts, apparently, had lunched on their
own somewhere in Venice, regardless of
the fect that they were mussing first-
class fare, provided by a billionaire re-
pardless of ﬂ}:steqsa. ﬁ'ﬂd B:illg' Bunter,
at last, rolled into his gondola, and
wont out to look for them—with the in-
tention of tellinﬁ them in the plainest
language, when he found them, what he
thought of them.
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TEE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Left !

i SAY, vou fellows®
I I'-I'D . m:}r .hﬂ.-t- [.H'
Five fellows, with their straw
hats on the backs of their heads,
werd looking 1;& at the Campanile in the
arg of Bt. Mark., The Piazza of San
ﬁzmﬂ shimmered in the hot sunshine.
Under the awnings of innumerable cafes
round the great Place people sat at
little tables, csipping cooling drinks.
Pigeons hopped about; the calling of
the gondeliers came from the lagoon
and the canals; overhead, an aeroplana
buzzed—a sight which, as Bob Cherry
remarked, would have surprised the
ancient ﬁngm of Venice, could they
have come back and beheld it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had had guite a
pleasant day, so far, rooting about the
ancient City of the Bea. They had
lunched in a little [talian trattoriz, at
the ocost of & few lire; and really did
not miss the Greyfriars billionaire and
hig billions. It was, in fact, quite a ro-
lief to be at a safe distance from both
the billionatro and the billions.

But as the mountain did not come to
Mahomet, Mahomet had come to the
mountain. As they stood admiring the
El'ﬂﬂﬂfql Campanile, the fat voice of the

reyfriars billionaire fell on their ears
from behind.

They looked round,

“Halle, halle, halle™ groaned Bob

Fry.

“Oh dear!” said Frank Nugent.
B"]%E‘urnad up again!"" grunted Johnny

ull.

“The turnupfulness is preposterous!”

“Ohl You, {fatty!” said Harry
Wharton.

Thiz greeting could not be considered
enthusiastie,

THE MAGNET

Billy Bunter blinked severely at the
Famous Hive,

“I've been looking for you fellowsi™
he said acousingly. “It's protiy thick,
I think, to give a fellow the trouble of
looking for youl 1 ecal] it cheek!”

“You fat ass—'"

" Shut uF, Cherry 1"

“¥ou blithering dummy——"

“Bhut up, Bull! I'm speaking ¥

“¥ou generally are!” remavked
Wharton.

“Bhut up, Wharton ™

Harry Wharton laughed. )

“Come on, vyou men!” he said, and
the Famous Five sauntered across the
squars, m the direction of the Doge's
Tulace.

“I say, you fellows! TDon’t walk
away while a fellow’s talking to you!”
roared Bunter,

The junicrs walked on. Bunter
blinked after them with a wrathful
blink, and rolled in porsuit. He had
the vials of wrath all ready to be
poured on their devoted heads; but the
chums of the Bemove did net afpeur
interested in what Dunter thought of
them, Lile Felix, they kept on walking.

“Hold on, yon beasts!” howled
Bunter, puffing and blowing in the hot
sunshine, “Hold on, I tell you!*

The five accelerated.

“ Cheeky beasts 1” hooted Bunter,

He pufied and blew in pursuit. At
the Doge’s Palace he overtook them.
His fat face was red, and bedewed with
Persplrla.l:mn. But he had no breath
eft with which to tell the gquintet
what he thought of them for the
moment. He could only gasp and grunt
23 he rolled into the Doge's FPalace
after them.

Tha sights of that ancient palace of
thae old rulers of Venice were interest-
ing cnough to the Famous Five. A
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guide Immediately attached himself to
the party; that was inevitable, Billy
Bunter was nof keenly interested in

that relic the ancient glories of
Venice; but ho was glad to get out of
the sunshine, at least. But Dunter did

not like stairs,

“1 say, you {fellows, wharrer we
going up all these Leastly steps for? he
demanded,

"We're going to see the jolly old
Bridge of Sighs " answered Hﬂgi ﬂﬁerrj;

"E1, signore ™ said the guide. * Ponte
dei Sospiri—ze bridge of ze sighs—by
zat bridge ze prisoners pass from ze
Pa!azz::n to o prison—--"

- Never heard of it!" grunted Bunter,
MTime you did, then!” remarked
Nugent.

“I've got something to say to you
Ie]luws—f”

“Xeep 1t bottled up.”

" Boast 1”

The juniors arrived at—or rather, in
—the Bridge of Sighsy It was covered
in, with windows that gave a brief view
of the canel below. It had been a
tragic spot in old daye, well deservin
its name; and the jumiors thought o
the many weary feet that had passed
over thosa old stones, passing from
judgment in the Doge's Palace to the
grim prison on_ the other side of the
canal. Bunter blinked round disdain-

Iui]?
“is this it™

“The very
Eﬂb‘-

“It's small!™ said Bunter.
the thump do they mean by calling it a
brid ]u_zjv ai:ei;_i t's no size at all*

“Oh, my hatt Not size—sighs|*
gasped Bob Cherry, s

“Ha, hua, ha”

,“Eh? What's the difference between
sizge and size? snorted Bunter. “From
the name, you'd think it was something
like the Forth Brid No size at all—
beastly poky little place,®

““Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed it I see anything to cackle
at! If you fellows are going to eackle
at everything I say-—="

“5-I.G-H-3, sighs!” howled Baob.
“Tho sportsmen sre supposed to have
sighed @ lot when they were pushed
across this spot. Got it nowi"

“What rot 1” said Bunter,

“That old merchant Casanova must
have come acrosa here,” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“"Whe was Casanova "
Bunter.

“Celebrated bad character who got
away from the Doge’s prison in the jolly
old days whon Venice wasz a republie.”

“Oh! Was it ever & republic 7 asked
Bunter.

he demanded,
identical article ™ said

“What

grunted

“Yea, assi”
“lsn’t it now I
O erikey | No, it isn't now; it's

part of the kingdon of 1taly.”

“Oh! Is Italy & kingdom? asked
E;mttr “1 thought MNussolini was
55."

“Ho0 be is” grinned Bob. “Hings

pluy second fiddles in thesa days.™
“Well, we've scen enough of this(®
sa1d Bunter. “Let’s go and see the

Dﬂgﬂ'.”

“The whatter t" d}‘elted Boh.

“The Doge,* said Bunter, blinking at
him. “1 suppose you've heard of the
Doge of Venicee It's in Shake-
speara,™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Y Cackling again [* encered Bunter.
“I can tell you that you're only showing
your ignorance | I know all about the
Doge of Venice, I'm not going to leave
without seeing tha Dope.”

“You'll bave to go back, then”
grinned Nugent.

“Well, let’s go backl I'm ready to



Eﬂ back! I'm fed-up with thiz stuffy
ole 1"

“I mean, you'll have to pgo back on
a8 time machine!” chuckled MNugent.
“There hasn't been a Doge of Venice

for about & century and a half”

“Oh 1" said Bunter.

Ho realised that he had arrived in
Venice rather too late to see the Doge !

“Well, look here, you follows, let's
go and have tea [" said Bunter.

“We haven't seen the prisons yet.”

“I don't want to see the prisons I®
“"We do 1™

*Now, look here, if you're going to
be cheoky—*

"“"Come on 1” said Harry Wharton.

“Just you listen to me|” said Billy
Bunter. “I've got something to say to
you fellows! I'm fed-up with you!”

“Bame here |”

“The samefulness is terrific

"I'm. standing you s splendid _and
expensive holiday 1" said Bunter, with a
devastating blink et the Famous Five.

" Expenso 15 no obiect to me; I'm roll- |

ing in money, and I'm a gensmus chap,
as you well know | 3till, facts are facts.
I'm standing you——"

_"And we'ro standing you 1™ remarked
Johnny Bull. “ And you're not an easy
chap to stand, Bunter!”

“Don't be cheeky, Bulll We've got
to have this clear 1" said Bunter. “T'm
standing you & magnificent holiday ]
Everything of the best! Expense no
object | If vou want it to go on, you've
got to bo civil! You've got to do as
vou're told! I insist on that!™

“Is that the lot?™

“You cleared off this morning when
I sent you orders to wait! You needn't
deny it—you did ! That mustn't happen
again |

“ Finished 7

“No! ¥You make out,” continued
Bunter scornfully, “that I want fellows
to protect me because that lanky
American is after mel Waell, that beast
Bronx was left in Paris, and hoe won't
know where I'm gone. Not that I'm
afraid of him. I've got pluck, I hope.”

“* Hope springs eternal in the human
breast * I said Bob Cherry gravely.

“ Aoyhow, we're done with him now.
If you fellows are trying to make out
that I want you, you can wash it out—
sec? I'm going on treating vou kindly
and genercusly, but only an condition—
the strict condition—that wvou do as
you're toldl Take it or leave it1”

“Right I” said Harry Wharton.
“We'll leave itl Good-bye !

“Mind, I mean it!* roared Buntor.
“"Ho do wa! Ta-ta, old fat bean!”

The Famous Five followed the puide
across the Bridge of Sighs. Billy
Bunter was left blinking after them
throngh his big spectacles. He rolled
away at last in search of tea. When he
took his gondola back to the Hotel
Palgzzo, he took it by himself. That
eveming the Greyiriars billienaire dined
in solitary state.

It was quite a puzzle to Bunter,
Apart from his own charms and fascina-
tions, there were the billions ! He con-
cluded that the checky beasts would
turn up for bed-time. But the checky
hoasts didn’. And when, in the morn-
ing, Le asked Jarvish where they were,
Jarvish could only reply that he didn’t
Lnow. Amazing and ineredible as it
wag, it looked as if the Famous Five
had turned down the Greyiriars billion-
atro, and turned him down for :
Bunter had told them to take it or fem'a
wt—and they had left it !

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On the Lagoon at Night !

“ EROSTC di manzol
A Bistecea ! 8i, si [™
Signor Grubbi, patron of
the Albergo Oriente, had
little English. But he knew the ways
of the English. e knew that those
strange  islanders subsisted almost
wholly on roast beef, which they ate
nearly raw in their land of eternal fog.
He bowed, smiled, and spread out bot
dusky hands, which were rather in need
of & wagh., to show that he understood
perfectly.

a3l
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GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER.

No. 14.-~-MONSIEUR HENRI
CHARPENTIER.

(French Master at Greyfriars.)

Be it masters, seniors or fags, our
ightning artist is equal to the occasion.

¢ subject of this week's eflort is
Monsieur Charpentier—more commonly
known as " Froggy " |

As soon az the French lssson starts
The Junilors bagin cutting capeara.
Monssoo has the kindest of hearts,
Which makea him fair game to the
japers.

He pleads till his features are black,
And his ayes nearly burst from their
sockeis.
But stili they pin cards on his back,
Or drop rata and mice In hig pogkets !
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“MNow, I wonder,” remarked Tob
Cherry, “ what he's talking about 1™

“The wonderfulness 1s terrific |

“Bi, signore! DMoltoe arrosto di
manzo [ said Bignor Grubbi; and he
streamed Iftalian at the waiter, who was
even more 1o need of a wash than the
patron.

The juniors emiled, and waited.

The Albergo Oriente was not an hotel
on the same lines as the gorgeonus build-
ing in which Bunier {ile Billionairae
occupted the best suite.

It was quite a smmall hotel
view of the lagoon, and a smell
ing that permeated every part.

ut the IYamous Five had selected ik
as their abode during their stay in
‘enice. They were not billionaires, and

with a
of cook-

7

not even n'llionaires, and they hed to
eonsider ways and means,

. Cerkginly they could not afford the
imniemm-s bills of the Hotel Palazzo,
trifling as they were te Dunter the
Billicnaire.

Moreover, they aprced that, while
they were in Italy, it was o good wheoza
to do as the Italians did—to some
extent, at least; a big hotel, almost
entirely populated by tourists, was
hardly a sample of the country.

At the ITotel Oriente there was no
electric light, no lift, no gold-laced
head porter, no army of uniformed
attendants. On the other hand, thera
was no Bunter! That compensated for
all other deficiencies.

Billy Bunter, in the belief that the

mysterions gangster from Chicage had
lost !113 f.rilv:%-w:f iad cpnsidered that he
Was 1n a potition to put on “side”
_ The Famous Five, on the other hand,
in the belief that Bunter was no longer
in danger, considered that they wera in
B position to leave the fat billionaire te
his own devices.

If Bunter did not want them, cer-
tainly they did not want Bunter: on
that point there was “no shadow of
doubt—no possible, probable shadow of
doubt, no possible doubt whatever t*

So, after a day among the countless
attractions of Venice, they had looked
for & cheap hotel and found one; and
here they were, sitting at a table, with
e rather dingy cloth on it, in the “sals
di pranzo,” and more than ready for
the “ pranzo ¥ when it was sarved.

And they had not “dressed™ for
dinner, which would have horrified
Bunter the Billionaire. Evening dress
wonld have been as much out of place
at the Albergo Orients as a pullover af
the Hotel Palazzo. And they did not
mind at all—in faet, they were rather
glad to get out of the troubla of
changing.

A “facchino * had fetched their bags
from the Hotel Palazzo; they had on
one suitcase each, not being encumbered
with an infinitude of baggage like the
Creyfriara billionaire. ']gwn rooms had
been engaged, one with two beds and
one with three. The appointments wers
of the plainest—which was a tremendous
changa = after “billionairing® with
Bunter, Neverthelgss, the chume of the
Femove were looking and fecling very
merry and bright.

“Iere it comes, whatever it is!®
remarked Frank Nugent.

Beppo, the waiter, arrived with =»
large dish. Something on it was smok-
mmg hot. Signor Grubbi smiled and
bowed and gesticulated.

“Arrosto di manzo!® he beamed.
“Va bene, non ¢ vero? Sil”

“ Bistecca Inglese [ said Beppo.

“Rosbif 1” Signor Grubbi broke into
what he fondly believed to be English.
“¥es! Rosbif! All English lovel 8it
Bistecca [

“Oh! Roast beef!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry

“Bi, 81l  Rosbil " smiled Signor
Grubbi. “In Italiane, arroste di
manzo | In Englecsh, rosbif!”

* Bisteccn,” said Beppo.  * Diff-teck 17

The juniors locked at that roast beef,
From motives of politeneczs, as became
strangers in a strange land, they even
iried to eat some.

“1 didn't Lkoow they had horses in
Venice, except the bronze hworses stick-
ing up over the Piazza !I” remarked Bob
Cherry.

“Wo know now ™ said Johnny Bull,

If it were beef—which the Greviriars
tourists could not help doubting—it did
not bear even the most distant fawmily
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resomblancs to the roast beef of Old
land

o the surprise of 8ignor Grubbi, the
juniors discarded the rosbif ! Butf they
made an excellent dinner of fish fresh
from the sea, macaroni with tomato
sauce, and omelet with jam; snd grati-
fied Signor Grubbi and Beppo by pro-
nouncing that it was "eccelente.”

After which, they walked out fo see
Venice by night, taking a glcmdnla which
bore them up ome cenal and down
another in the strange oty where, for
tha most part, canals took the place of
streets. 3

That night they slept as soundly in
their rooms at the Albergo Oriente, as
they had slept the previous night in the
magnificent apartments of the Hotel
Palazzo. )

They turned out pright and cheerful in
the sunny morning.

That morning they *did" the Rialto;
and after lunch hired a gondola to take
them out to the Lido.

The Lido was a blaze of burning sun-
shine, and the chums of the Remove
joined the innumerables swarm of

athers. Then there was tea, and the
gondola back to Venice in the cool of
the evening.

By that time tha Famouvs Five had
almost forgoiten the exiztence of Bunter
the Billionaire. But they were fated to
be reminded of him.

“Jolly, isn't 1t7" said Bob Cherry
ay the pondola floated slowly under the

limmering stars in the summer sky.
The tall figure of the gondolier, hand-
ling his huge car, stood black against
the lights of Venice,

“Topping 1™ sgreed Harry Wharton.

“Makes & fellow feel poetical, what?”
gaid Bob, “Listen to the jolly old
music [

There were many gondolas on the
dusky waters. The lights gleamed like
freflies in the summer dusk, From one
that floated near came the music of a
mandolin and a voice singing:

*Belle nuit, O nuit d’amour
Souris & nos ivresses 1"

Music and woice passed on.

“"That's the jolly old barcarcla from
Hoffmann," said Bob Cherry. *1'd sing
it, if I remembered the words and the
musie.” ;

“There’s a lot to be said for a bad
memory !" remarked Johopny Bull re-
factively.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fathead 1" said Bob checrfully, “I
do remember one song ebout Venico—it
goes like this—"

And Bob burst into melody.

“Lights are gleaming on the Grand
Canal, .
Come, oh come, and see the carnival !
Musie echoes through the summer

night, ) _
And Venice rings with
delight.”

; ;'I forget the rest!' said Bob repret-
I

“We're in luck | remarked Johnny

ull.

“The luckfulness is terrific.”

“ Unpoetical blighter 1" said Bob, * A
chap could make up poefry on a mght
like this! Lagoon and moon, stara and
SLIF%TF bars, you know. What about
thig

a wild

“ Drifting and swinging,
Across the lagoon,
Floating and singing—""

“"A lot cut of tune!” suggested
Johnny Bull, as the poet paused for the
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last line, which did not seem to come
readily.
“Hun, ha, ha I
“Fathead ] Hazallo, halla, halle I" Bob

forgot mll about poetry as a gondola
loomed out of the dusk and bumped on
the side of the juniors’ craft, which
rocked violently, breaking up the reflec-
tion of the stars in the lagoon into
myriads of glittering fragments.

“Look out—"

“What the thump—-"

There was & shout from the gondolier.

“* Abbiate cura !” )

Tha juniors were all on their feet.
They supposed for a moment that the
collision had been an accident. But a
pair of hands from the other gondala
were holding the two boats together, and
ihey floated side by side. A slouch-
hatted head rose in the dusk, and there
was a glimmer of mefal. And a nasal
voiee, that the Greyfriars jumniors re-
membered only too well, drawled, in cool
but menacing tones:

“I guess vou're the bunch I been

hunting ! Bay, 1 want that fat gink,
Bunter! Hand him over, or I'll sa
there's gﬂing to be a spot of trouble, an
zomebody is going to get hurt. Just a
fow [

“h, my hat!l”

“ Bronx [?

It was the Chicago gangstoer |

——— g

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Man Overboard!

“h IGER " BRONX itowered over
E the low gunwale of the gon-
dola,

Two dark-skinned men in his
eraft werea holding on now, and the
'l.]mimis’ gondolior stared at them

ankly.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood staring at
the lean, long-limbed man frona Chicage.
They could make cut his hard, lean
face, and glittering slits of eyes, the um-
lighted cigar stuck in the corner of his

ash of a mouth, under the brim of his
slouched hat. "I‘hey had almoast for-
otten Bunter, and quita f{rrgutt.en Mr.
ron¥. This sudden reminder was
rather unpleasant,

There was a revolver in the gang-
ster’s hand, and its muzzle bore full on
the group of Greyiriars fellows. They
wera far out from land; the lights of
Venice winked from a distance across
the dusky lagoon. Taken utterly by
surprise by the sudden apparition of the
ﬁangster, whom they had last secn in

aris, the chums of the Remove could
only stare at him blankly.

“"¥Y¥ou hear me whisper!” said Mr.
Bronx. “You hear me coo? I'm moen-
tioning that I want that fat geck !

“You thundering rascall” begean
Johnny Bull,

“Clan it 1" interrupted Mr. Dronx.
“T'll say I've got no use for chewing
the rag! I want Bunter.” :

“3o );r%u’ve followed us to Italy I** said
Harry Wharton.

“You've said 161”7 agreed Mr. Bronx.
“1 guess that fat clam had the wind up
a few, and then some, Lighting out like
that in the plane! But I'll tell & man
that Tiger Bronx isn't the guy to be
left1 Nopel! Not so’s you'd notice it."”

“¥You ruffianly rotter,” zaid Bob, “ If
Bunter was here, you wouldn't get him,
gun or no gun! DBut he's not here,
thank goodness!|”

“(Guess agin !’ said Mr. DBronx de-
risively, “I've sure got it clear that the
whole bunch ﬂtf'm' arrova at the drome
by the plane! Yep! I been hunting you
ever since, and vou was kind enough to
ging out and tell me where to pick you
up | MNow you're cinched, and don't you
forget it."

FEvidently the voiced of the Greviriars
fellows had reached the gangster in the
silence of the lagoon. Bob Cherry's
vocal efforts, no doubt, had drawn him
in the direction of their gondola.

Knowing nothing of the parting be-
tweoen the Greyfriars billionaire and the
¥amous Five, Bronx naturally expected
to find the fat junior with them,.

Had Bunter been there this assuredly
was the chance Bronx had been looking
for; far from the shore, on the lagoon
at might, far from help. g

Fortunately, Bunter the Billionaire
was not there, y -

“I'm waiting ! said Bronx, in s
menacing vaice. 1 guess 1 ain’t wailt-
ing long | You handing ever the goods?"

‘Bignore | The gondolier found his
voice, *Che cosa e¥ Che—"

“Can it]” snep ed Bronx, and he
made a gesture 'l'i'!f.-];l his revolver at the
startled gondolier. *“You sit this one
out, Pietro 1"

“Dio mio I gasped the gondolier, and
he jumped away from the thm&t{:nmg
barrel. In smazed alarm, he retreate
to the furthest extremity of the gondola,

“Now, then, where's that fat jay1"
demanded Mr. Bronx.

“Tf he was here,” said Harry Whar-
ton quietly, “we'd take the chance of

our gun, you rascall But he’s not

ETE,"

“I guess if you take the chance of this
gat, honey, von won't live long enough
to write home abaut it I' said the gangs
ster. “I'll say I'm coming to collect
the goods.” )

Ha rapped out a few words in Italian
to the men in his craft, appsrently an
order to hold on. Then he jumped into
the juniors’ gondola,

In the starlight it was easy qutih
to see that Bunter was not with the
Famous Five. The gengster concluded
that he was hiding n the little cabin
smidships. He glared into it. The
interior was dark,

“Hay, you Bunter!” he rapped. “You
want to get & move onl You want to
hop out, and you went to do it guick!
You hear me chirp ™

There was no answer, 3

Tho gangster plunged inte the little
cabin and groped. ut he groped in
vain, There was pobody in the cabin.

He emerged again into the starlight,
his brows knitted blackly under the
slouched hat. He had te believe now
that Bunter t.h&a I'B:llmna]re was not on
board the gondela.

Hiz glits of eves glittered at the Grey-

friars juniors, over the half-raised
revolver, :
“Qav, you, Wharton, where's that

gink Bunter?" he snapped. 1

“Find out I answered the captain of
the Greyfriars Removo curtly.

“You' don't want to give me any
back-chat,” said the gangster, 1n a tona
of menace. “I've plugged pguys for
less'n that, back in Chicago. I reckoned
I'd find that all-fired fat clam along

with yvou, I want Bunter|” :

“No aceounting for tastes " gaid Bob
Cherry, 4o -1 .d 5

“Hay ¥ barke ronX.

“MNaver heard of anybody else

wanting him!” explained Bob.

“The wantfulness of the esteemed
Bunter iz not terrifically generall” re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Tiger DBronx set his thin lips hard.
He had taken it for granted that the
fat billionaire was with tha other Grey-
friars fellows, and the disappointment
was unexpected and diseconcerting, He
had no use for the Famous Five—it waa
Bunter the Billionaire he wanted,

Ho stood ecyeing the  Juniors.
Gathered at the stern in & group, they
eyed him in return. The gondolier was
in the tip of the bow, blinking in
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Hurree Singh’s dusky hand came from behind him, with the leather cushion in it.
was happening, the cushion crashed on the side of his head. Bronx went over sldeways, staggering helplessly, am‘l pliched

over the low gunwale of the gondola.

alarmed astonishment at the gangster.
There was no help from him, if the
schoolboys had needed it.

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh had picked
up & leather cushion from the stern
seat while the gangster was groping in
the eabin. Now, as he stood, he held it
behind him, his dark eyes watching
Bronx like a cat’s. ,

“1 guess,”” said Bronx, In a low,
savage tone, “that you're going to put
me wise where to cinch that fat guy,
Bunter! You've left him ashore 1n
Venice—"

“That was an easy one .to guess!™
remarked Bob.

“Where'd you leave him ¥

“On shore " answered Bol,

“Whereabouts on shore, you geck ¥

*You want to know exactly where he

idd
18 ?EF !?‘l
“Then 1'd better tell youn——-m
“You better! agreed Bronx, with a
scowl. “I'll gay it won't be healthy fox
you if you den't put me wise™
“Bhut up, you as=s!” growled Johnny
Bull. “You're not gﬂlng io send that
ecoundrel after Bunter.”
“QCun it, you!” snarled Bronx.
get on with it, big boy 1¥
“You want to know exactly where
DBunfer 1s—'* said Dob.
.:Sum!n

The ver

LE

"You

identical spot #¥

“Yep! Get on with it!” suapped
Bronx. “Where is he?"

“In his skin " sa1d Bob gravels.

“Wha-g-a-t*" ojaculated the gangster.
“In his what®”

E13 E-kll'l !:IJI

The gangster stared blankly at Bob
Cherry for a moment or two. Then as
he mahsed thal: the cheery Bob was

wlling his leg, & black and savage
F k came over his hard, lean face.

“I guess you don't 'pn&.nt to give me
gufit’” he said menacingly. “It ain't
Leaithy, not & whole heap, to hand out

back-chat to Tiger Bronx! Nope! I
guess you'll talk turkey when I've held
your cabeza under water for & few
seconds—hay 7'

He made a stride at Bob Cherry,
and grasped et him with his left hand,
the revolver in his right.

Bob jumped back to the extreme
after-cnd of the gondola, and the
gangster, grasping at him, followed
him up.

Hurree Singh’s dusky hand came from
behind him, with the leather cushion
o 1t.

Whiz!

The INabobh of Bhanipur was only a
fow feet from the gangster as he bugzed
the cushion at him. Beifore Dronx knew
what was happening, it crashed on the
side of his head, .

He went over sidewavs, stagpering
helplessly, and pitehed over the low
gunwale of the gondola,

Splash !

The juniors had a view of & poir of
long legs whisking in thoe air, and then
Tiger Bronx shot out of view in the
waters of the lagoon.

“Oh., my hat!” gasped
Wharton. “Good old Tuky ™

"{apod man M gpasped Dob.

There was a shout from the two boat-
men in tho otlier eraft,

The man from Chicago had gone n
deep and dizsappeared from sight. To
the relief of the juniors, however, his
head ecame up a few vards away, Hiz
slowched hat Hoated away over the
water, Fis dripping head emerged, and
lie struggled limll swain. 1he two boat-
men let go the gondola, and pulled (o
his reseue.

“Get going 1" shouted Harry Wharion
to the gondolicr.

“Andante  avanti!”  called out
Nugent, who had alveady picked up the
Ttalian for “go on !

The ﬁ‘undu]mr ﬁwﬂ[‘lf his enormous oar
through the water. The gondola glided

Harry

l! I ,'

J'

Whiz ! Before the gangster knew what
“* Good old Inky [ ** gasped Harry Wharton.

on towards the winking lights of Venice.

It moved with unusual swiftness, Tho
gondolier wag rather anxious to got
away from the spot.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked back,

They saw the drenched and dripping
gangster dragged from the lagoon by
his twoe boatmen, He sprawled into his
boat and they heard his panting gasps.

But that was the last they saw and
heard of him.

The gondola ghded on, and the

angster's boat disappeared into the
ﬁmh of the lagoon astern,

Whether Bronx pursued them or not,
thoy never knew, A quarter of &n hour
later they landed at the Riva Schiavone,
havin F; scen nothing more of the lean
man from Chicago.

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Sees It All!l

i ASTER WILLIAM —"

M “Voast ! said Dunter.

“(Certainly, sir! But—"
“Toast ' repeated Bunter
soverely.

It was mornming, and Bunter was
broakfasting in bed. The tall windows
of his magunificent apartment were open,
letting in & Aeod of sunshine. From
helow came the ealling of gondeliers on
the Grand Canal, .

Propped up on pillows and cushions,
faking his fat case, the Greyfriars
billisnaire was enjoying life in his own
WHY.

A cameriers ¥ stood at attention,
supplying his wants—which were many

anidl varions.

Bunter's breakfast tray  wos  well
laden. The comericere had two moro
travs at hand, also well laden, DBrekker
with Bunter was no mere snack] Lo
believed in laying a solid foundation
io begin the day on.

Tee MagNET LiBRARY.~—No. 1,386.



10

Jarvish had gone into the adj-::ininﬁ
dressing-room, where a telephone-be
had rung. He came back in time to
hear that Bunter wanted more toast.

“Pane tostate!” said Jarvish te the
cameriere,

“ 81, signore

More toast was provided. DBunter
munched it with satisfaction, Then he
gave Jarvish gracious permission to
speak,

“The telephone, sir—" said Jarvish.

“Who 1z it?” yawned Bunter, *I
wasn't expecting & calll Perhaps soma
of my titled relations may be in Venice,
though.**

M Master Wharton is on the phone,

“That checky ass!”

"’f-:a,ﬂ gsirl He desires to speak to

“1 ean hardly speak to him, Jarvish,
when I am breskiasting | said the fat
billionaire, “Tell him to ring up again
in half an hour.”

“Very good, sir.”

Jarvish went back to tha dressing-
room with that reply. There was an ex-
tension of the telephone to Bunter's bed-
side, and he had only to stretch out a
fat hand and take the receiver. That,
however, would have meant interrupting
breakfast which was bhardly to be
thought of, Moreover, the fat billion-
sire considered that it was rather a
good idea to keep the cheeky beast
waiting.

Bunter grinned aver his breakfast.

During the whole of the previous day
he hed heard nothing of the Famous
Five. But he was not surprised to hear
from them,

Not at all! He had no doubt that
they had, by thiz time, deeply repented
of their folly in turning down a
billionaire. 8o far from being surprised
st their wishing to get in fouch with
him again, he was only surprised at
their having left it so long.

Obvigusly—to  Bunter—no  fellows
would be duffers encugh to let &
billionaire go if they mui§ help if.

They were gorry for their cheek, and
wanted Bunter to take them up again:
that was the ideal And Bunter, of
eourse, was going ta be very haughty!
He was not going to forgive thom in a
hurry | Not Bunter!

Breakfast was over at last, and the
fat billionsire leaned back on his
pillows, breathing hard. The cameriere,
with the help of a couple more, carried

away the trays and the wreck of the
breakiast,

Buzzzz! came from the adjoining
Fo0n,

“I suppose that's Wharton again!”
drawled Bunter. “You can put mo
through this time, Jarvish.”

“Yery good, sir”

Jarvish went to take the call. Tt was
Harry Wharton's wvoice that came
through, perhaps to Jarvish's surprise,
Bunter fully expected the Famous Five
;tn come after the billions; but his
‘man’  had judged them rather
differently. Jarvish was both surprised
and intercsted ; and having put Dunter
through, be remained in the dressing-
room to overhear what was said at the
imstrurent there,

Bunter, with a receiver in his fat
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hand, chuckled. He put it to a fat
ear, and Wharton's voice was heard.

“That you, Bunter?”

“0h, wyes!” drawled Buoter. *Any-
thi “&r wanted !

“Why the thump couldn’'t you an-
swer mea before, you lazy, fat esal”
enapped the captain of the Remove.
“ Do you think I want to waste a whaola
morning hanging about a telephoné
box ¥

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“You fat duffer] Look here—"

“I decline to listen to this sort of
thing, Wharton! If you want to speal
to me, you'd better be civil!™ gaid
Bunter into the mouthpiece. “I may
overlook your dashed cheek, end I may
not! I'll think it over, at any rate!
If you're going to apologise—"

*¥You born idiot "

“Otherwise, you cen't expect me to
take wyou up again!® said Bunter
firmly. “I'm prepared to be kind to
ou, and generous to you, I've a kind

eert, and I always was a generous
chap, as you know, But—*

"Will you listen to me?™

“Wait t1ll I've finished! I've treated
you well—I may say, magnificently.
You've been ungrateful, just as Tﬂd[fj
was when I %m'e him a splendid time at
Margate. 'm accustomed to ingrati-
tude——"

“Oh, you blitherep—"

“But there's a limit! The limit has
been reached ! Make a proper apology,
and agree to behave yourselves, and I
may take you up again! As for making
out that you were protecting me from
that man Bronx, I don't want any mora
of that! TI'm quite able to protect
myself, I hope.”

¥ Bunter—--

“Let me finish, pleasze,” said Bunter
ealmly., " You fellows made out that I
wanted you to look after me. Well,
that man Bronx was left behind in
Pariz, and 1 shan’t sce any more of
him. Not that I care if I dol I'd
knock lum down as soon as look at
him! ¥Youw've got to chuck that sort of
thing up entirely.™

“Will you histen to me?™ hissed the
voice &t the other end.

"I ean give you a couple of minutes.”

“"Bronx i1s in Venige——"

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.

“YWhat are vou cackling at, you fat
dummy "

“Ha, he, he!” chortled Buntor.
“You'd like mo to believe that, wouldn’s
vou? He, he, he! Bit too thin, old
chap 1

Bunter chuckled with great amuse-
ment. Evidently—to Bunter—the cheaky
beasts didn't want to climb down an
apologise for their cheek, as was their
duty. They were going to make out
that Bunter was in danger again, and
that he needed their protection ! Bunter
saw 1t all!

“What do you mean, vou blitherin
owl?” came Wharton's exasperate
voice along the wires. I tell you
wa've secn PBronx.™

“He, he, hel”

“He met us in a boat, last night, as
we were coming back from the Lido in
a gondola—>*

“He, he, he!™

“He was after you, of course——="*

ELL

T

Dalanas tmonthly.
E. T

FATHER

Ayl the wonderful times vor and your chums
Cal have at heme with a Riley Buliard Table. ! 39 |
O7- down brinzs delivery oo T days’ free teind, ! !
Write for art lat.
RILEY. LTD.,
Works, AQORINGTDN,

1
or Dept. 53, 147 iBend for!
Alderegate Sireet, | details, |
a London, E.CLL

“He, he, ha!l”

“I'd have coma
ta the Haotel Palazzo
to tell you, but it's
possibla that |l
may he watching
and if he followeod
me, ha would spot
you,” sarl Wharton.
“That's why I'm
telephoning.””
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“He, he, he "

“Ohl You find it amusing, do you?
Well, that's all right, then! I've put
Fou on your guard, and you can go and
eat coke ™

ke

“He, he, ha1” chortled Bunter,
sa¥, old chap, it's really & bit too thin.
Tﬂu? don’t expect me to believe that, do
you 1]

“You howling idiot, I tell you we
taw the men, in a boat on the
lagoon——-"

“Gammeon IV

“What?” roared Whearton.

“¥ou can’t pull my leg to that ax.
tent, wyou know,” chuckled Buntcr.
“Hardly! You eee, I jolly well know
that Bronx isn't within ]zundreda of
miles of Venice.”

“1 tell you—""

“¥ou ean tell me whoppers till you're
black in the face, but you ean’t puil
my leg!” chuekled RBunter. *I'm
rather wide, you knowl”

“The man's in Venics!®
Wharton. “I've warned you.”

“He, he, he! If ho was, I shouldn't
be afraid of him, I'm not funky like
you, Wharton! Hardly!” >

“Oh, you fat, cheeky rotter! I wish
you were near emough to be Licked "
exclaimed the exasperated captain of
the Remove.

“He, he, he! Give it & miss, old
chap 1" chuckled Bunter. “You can't
scare me, you know! I've got pluock,
I hope. If that lanky American turns
up, I—I'll eat him! He, he, hel”

“Well, I've told yo »

S to make up a bottor one next
time |” suggested Bunter. “Now, I'll
tell you what, Wharton! If you want
me to take you up again—>*

“You blithering owl 1"

“If you want me to take you up
again, you've got to apologise for your
cheek, all round. You've got to toe
the line. You've got to remember thet,
kind and gencrous as I am, I'm boss,
and mean to be boss! As for spinning
me yarns about that American man,
you can cut that right cut! You see,
I'm a bit too fly for that] I see it glll
He, he, he !

There was s whir on the wires.
Harry Wharton had cut off, apparently
rather suddenly.

hooted

Bunter put down the receiver,
chuckling.
oF HE, her ]':t‘l:&!“

Jarvish came back from the dressing-
room. There was guite & peculiar ex-
pression on his smooth, sleck face, as
he looked at his master. Dilly Bunter
was grinning sercnely.

“What's the time, Jurvish?” yawned
tha fat billionaire,

“ Elaven o'clock, sir.”

“I shall be petting up in half an
hour 1 yawned DBunter. “ Fix up some-
thing for me to do this morning,
Jarvish.”

“Vary good, sir.”

"Theose fellows have
pull my leg, Jarvish.”

“Indecd, sirl®

“Making out that that man DBronx
has followed me to Venice! I fancy he
never found out where my plane went,
when wo flew from Paris.™

“1t seems improbable, sie®

“How eould he ¥ argued Bunter,

" Heow indeed, sir ™

“There's nothing in it, Jarvizsh! Not
thot I'm afraid of the man. of courza!
I never eleared cut of Paris beeanse ha
turned up therel I'm hardly likely to
consiler such a porscn, in making my
plans.”

“Searcely, sir!”

fancy I’m not the sort of persom

been trying to



to be taken inl" szaid Bunter com-
placently. “You can call me in half
an hour, Jarvish!?

“Very good, air.”

And  Bunter leancd back on his
pillows, for hiz  after-breakfast nap!
There was no tincture of alarm in his
fat breast! Bunter was not the fellow
to be taken in by a cock-and-bull story
like this! Not Bunter! Bunter saw it

all!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An 014 Familiar Friend !

“ HAT news on the Rialto?
W grinned Bob Cherry, quot-
ing Shakespeare.

. The Co. were feeding the
pigeons, in the Place of Bt kfark,
when Harry Wharton rejoined them,
after getting off the telephone.

Wharton was frowning. It was easy
for his chums to sce that that talk on
the telephone, with the Greviriars
billionaire, had not had a grateful or
comforting effect on the captain of the

move.

“*The rowled
YWharton. g

“Didn't you get his nibs?”  asked
Johnny Bull, “You've been a jolly
long time about it.™

Wharton breathed very Lard.

“I had to wait—the dear man was
%'nrp;mg, I supposa! My hat! I wish
'd been near enourh to him to kick
him across the Grand Canal.”

“WWell, you've given the howling nss
the tip " asked Frank Nugent.

“1'va told him what happened on the
lagoon last night.,  DBut—he doesa't
swallow it."” Wharton's eyves gleamed.
“Tie howling ass—the blithering idiot
—the frabjous dummy—thinks was
ulling his leg.  Ile thinks it was a
odpe to get back into his pood graces.”

“What?" velled the Co.

#Isn't that Bunter all over® snorted
the capiain of the Remove.

“The fat dummy!”

“The bhloated bandersnateh '™
“The terrific and preposterous idiot "

“Well, that teavs 1t!" said Johnny
Dull. “We've given him the tip! I
was afraid that he wonld want us to
joln up again, and that vou'd agree.
Now let the fat dummney go and cat

1ir

colire ! :
Harey Wharton nodded, He was in-

tensely angry, and had never been more
powerfullvy  inclined to kick the {iat
biilionaire. DBut at the same time he
was worried, If the fat and fatuoous
Owl of the Remove was in  aciual
danger, it was not a tirme to give way
o pesentmoent,

And there covld be little doubt about
the danger, now that the man from
Chicago had tracked the Greyfriars
arty to Venice. Bronx's proceedings
on the lagoon {he previous night showed
only too plainly that the gangster
mearnt business,

Whatever hiz maotive for petting
after the Crevfriace hillionaive, there
was no doubt that he was after hun
in deadly earnest. Irrvifating as Bunter
was, it went againzt the prain to leave
hitn to his fate,

“Well, wo ecan't do anvthing.” zaid
Harry ab last, " I'd like to kick him,
but that wounldn’s do any good, I sup-

blitherine  1diot ™

¥

pose !’

“Well, it might!” prinned Bol,
“Kicking's geod for Dunterl Still, I
don’t sappose he'll be frichtfvily profe-

ful if wo walk round fo Liz hLiotel just
ta kick him.”
“I1a, ha, hal"
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“Let him rip!” growled Johnnyv
Bull. “We can’t do_anything else.
supposa we're not going to hang about
aftar the fat bounder, letting him think
that we're after his putrid money?”

IE’N-:- fear [ said I&ugent. cmphatie-
ally.

“Besides, that brute Bronx may have
an eve on us all the while,” sard Bob.
“He doesn't know where Bunter is, and
doesn’t know that we've chucked him.
If we keep clear of Bunter now, it's
all the safer far him.”

“¥es, that's so,” agreed Wharton,
raelieved.

He glanced round, over the crowd
that passed and repassed incessantly in
the Piazza—the centre of lifa in
Venice.

There were innumerable tourists, with
red-covered guide-books—English,
French, Americans, Germans, as well
a3 dusky Italians in swarms,

Among that cosmopolitan crowd it
was very likely that the lean man from
Chicago was on the prowl, looking for
the party he had lost after his duck-
g :n the lagoon.

COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Ahwoys glad to hear from gou,
cliterns, so drop me a line to the

following address : The Editor,

The * Magnet ** Library, The

Amalgumoated Press, Lid., The

Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, Lomndon, E.C.d. A

stamped, addressed envelopo
will ensure a reply.

ITTLE as the space at my disposal
E 13 this Wéﬂk.gg feel that I cannot
let this choat go by without =a
mention of the ** Heliday Annual”
and the " Popular Book of Doys' Stories.”
The former contging an  extra-special
long eomplete story of your old favourites
~—Huarry Wharton & Co., of Grevfriars ;
& topping book-length tole of Tom Merry
& Cao., ab 3t Jim's; s rattling fine vam
of Jimmy Silver & Co., at Rookwood ;
and other splendid features too numerous
to mention hera. This  great Wonder
ook is now obiainable at all newsagenta
—price 5a.

The * Popular Book of Boya' Storieg ™
iz another Annual every Loy and pirl will
treaanre. Lt contents ineclude stirring
varng of adventure on land, sea, sud in
the air, written by the most famous
authors of the day. This topping Annusl
13 splendidly illustrated and with its
gorgoons-coloured cover, makes one of
tho finest and cheapest presents one ¢ould
wish to have. Don't delay, =et your
copy to-dav—price 2z, Gd., obtainable
from any nowsagont.

Herc are a few
RAFID FIRE REPLIES

to gueries from various readers :

What is the Meaning of K.G., G.C.V.0.,
LL.D.? (" Regular Header,” of Liver-
peol) : The man who hoas thess initinls
atter his name is a Knight of the Order of
the Garter, a Knight Grand Crozs of the
Vietorinn Order, and a Doctor of Lowa,

Whea was Prince George horn 2 (same
reader) : On Decemboer 200h, 1802, His
full name iz George Edwoard Alezander
Edmund,

Biuax was not to be seen, but he was
likely to keep out of sight if he could.
It was very probable that if be spotted
the five schoolbova he would watch and
follow them, in the hope of being led
to Bunter, And it was casy enough to .
s;‘mt a party of five, who spent nearly
all their time out of doors

“Let's trot along and look at the
ships ['" said Bob. " Beppo said this
morming that there was an Lnglish
vacht in the harbour. Let's go
and have a squint at it.”

“Right-ho ¥

The chums of the Remove sauntered
sway across the square. Every now
and then Harry Wharton glanced
round, wondering whether a ta.%l head
would be scem over the crowd. ‘The
glimmer of & white Panama hat caught
his eyes, and he stopped snd turned.
He had a moment’s glimpss of a lean.
hard face under the brim of the
Panama, and fhen the tall man disap-
peared in the crowd.

“He's spotted wus!” said Wharton
guietly.

{Continued on next page.)

oW

Addresses Wanted (various readers):
For the address of Prince Habert and
FPrinee Frederick, ** Potsdam, Germany,”
iz gufficient to find them. I believe t
Rockefeller, the American millionaire, haa
an office in New York. In any case, he is
so well known that a letter addressed
there would certainly reach him.

Why do we c¢all & sallor a * Tar*'?
(** Curtous,” of Hove) : In the old days a
congiderable amount of tar wae in
the riﬁginﬁ of a ship. This, naturally, was
transforred to the hands and clothes of
the sailors. Therefora they became
known as ““ Jack Tara™

How did the London street callsd Hatton
Garden got Its pame ? (" Enguirer,” of
Islington) : It actually was o garden
several hundreds of years ago. It was
attached to the palaco of the Bishop of
Ely, but tho only remaining part of the
%:Irm-}r garden iz the churchyard in Ely

B

Which Is the smaliest counfry in the
world ? {E. H., of Briatol) : This distine-
tion i3 held by the Principality of Monaco.
It consisia only of four square miles, and
has a population of only 23,000,

““THE BOY WHO CAME BACK ™

_ Sensational—thrilling—dramatic ! Such
1 my opinion, chums, of the amazin
school story which appears in this week's
* Gem,"” our grand companion paper.
It features the adventures of a4 new ﬂiﬂr
to 8t. Jim's, and the sensational discovery
he made in connection with & junior who
had * died.” Every Maoxer reader
simply must get this unusual yarn, It's
on sele now, price 2d.

It's time I was tefling vou what is in
store for noxt week. The extra-long,
complete yarn of Grayfriars is lau'l.t.it-lnam:lg

“BAGGED BY BANDITS I ™
By Frank Richards,

and it donls with tho further exciting
holiday adventurea of Harry Wharton &
Co., and Billy Bunier the Billionaire.
Tt is what our Australisn friends would
call & * Bonza,” and it will hold your
interest from beginning to end. You will
cnjoy, too. the ripping number of the
" Greviriors Tlerald. Az usual * Lines-
man " will be answeﬂﬂﬁ more  Sopoer
queries, while I ghall bo 1n the office to
have a word with you.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tre Miawer LisRaRY.—No. 1,380,
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“Jolly old Bronx 17 asked Bob,

“¥es, He's got & new hat—I suppose
he lost hiz own in the laguna last night,
But I knew his face.”

The juniors glanced round. But the
tall man in the Panama was no longer
to be scen.

"Well, if he's shadowing us, all the
more reason for keeping  clear of
Bunter,” said Johnny Bull, “We can
give him a day of it, and if he watches
us Fn back to thoe Albergo Oriente, he
will fancy Dunter's there.  Let him
kcepy on with it 1"

"(Food egz 1™ chuckled Doh,

It was rather an entertaining idea to
give the man from Chicago n day's
shadowing for nothing., 'The juniors
smiled as they sszuntered along. A
little later they stopped under the
awning outside one nfp the shops front-
ing on the Piazza, whera curios and
antiguities were sold to tourists.

All sortz of ancient Venctian relies
—mgost of them made quite recently in
Gormany-—wora for sale te the unse-
phisticated. Tha chums of the Remove
were not specially interested in thoso
very modern antiquities; but they were
mmterested fo see whether Bronx was
following them, and they gave him a
chance to keep them in view.

There was an open window, rathex
like a stall in a market, with bronzes
displayed, and the juniors looked them
aver, Keoping an oye at the same timao
on the sgnare.

* Bpot. that tile ™ murmured Bob,

A white Panama hat glanced in the
uupshlnﬂ. end passed en.  The Grey-
friars fellows exchanged a grin.

“No doubt that he's after us
chuckled Bob. “ We'll lead him a jolly
old danca! Halls, halle, halla! {th
—what—"

Inzide tho dushky shop a rather slim
and elegant figure, in & beautiful straw
hat, was standing. Its back waz to the
juniors at the window, and they had not
noticed 1t particularly; but the voice

-I?I

that procceded fremn it was quite
familiar.
They stared in surprise into  the

shop, as the well-known necents fell on
their ears.

“Bai Jovel 1Is that bwonze weally
the weal work of Cellini—are vou sunah
of it, deah fellow? Bai Jove!™

“Tutto _verg,  signore—DBenvenuto
Cellini—"

“Boni Jove! You weally surpwise
ma "7

(2] [

k) hat 1" murmured Harry Whar-

ton. “I'd know that jolly old teot any-

where! That's a 8t. Jim’s chap o
“ID'Arey, of 8t. Jim's " said Nugent.

“Just the chap thess daro shope
keepers like to see !” murmured Johnny
Buli. “The man's selbing him a
Cellini bronze—I don’t think !”

The Famous Five smiled.

The last time they had heard the
voige of D'Arey, of 8t. Jim's, wos at
Greyiriars School, on the occasion of a
ericket match, They remembered
Arthur Augustus D'Arey stating that it
was *“wathah wemarkablo” ihat his
wicket had gone down to Smithy's bowl-
mng. They were not likely to forget the
dulcet tones of the swell of 8t. Jim's.

“Tutto vere, signore ! A Little fat
shiny Italian was holding o lron:ze
figure for the St. Jim’s junior's inspee-
tion. " Wonderful work of the grand
Benvenuto Cellini—si, signore |

“But are you weally sellin’ it for a
hundwed live "

“8i, sipnore] Cento lire—one hun-
dred of lire—to the noble signore
Inglese—cento lire, signore, and it is
yours |”

Trz Micxer LIDRARY.—No. 1,306.
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* But, weally, you know, you're wob-
bin® yvourself I

“"Here, sir, evervthing is cheap price
to noble Yngleesh tourist!” s=aid the
fat man, his dusky face beaming.

“Yaas, but it's fwightfully chesp, you
know., A bwonze by Cellini 15 worth o
fcahful lot of money!”

* Cento lire, signore

T

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, in at the open window,
“Hallo, hallo, halle, Gussy ! Enjoying

LEL)

life, old bean

“Bail Jove I

Arthur Augustiuy D'Arey spun round
in surprise. He jammed his eyeglass
into his eye, and stared at five smiling
fapes. "Then ha gracefully raised his
straw hat in salute,

“Faney mectin® you men heahi” he
ejaculated. * What are you Gweyfwiahs
fellows doin’ in Venice? Jollay glad
to see you v

Arnd Harry Wharton & Co.enteredthe
shop, and shook hands all round with
the awell of Bt. Jim’s. It wasz a very
agreeable meeting on all sides.

————— ey

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Not a Sale!

RETHUR ATUGUSTUS D’ARCY
beamed on the chams of Grey-
friars through his celebrated

cveglass, Iividently he was
very glad to see them.
Tha little fat mwan watched the

sehoolboys exchanging greotings—rathor
nupatiently ! He was enxious to get en
with the zale of that rare work of the
great Cellini, which he was offering to
the unsuspicions sweli of St Jim's for
the absurd sum of a hundred lire—only
a little over thirty zhillings at the
carrent rate of exchange.

Any tourist whe secured a work of
Benvenuto Cellini for thirty shullings—
or thirty ]p::m-u:]s. for that matter—could
consider himseli in great luck! From
which fact the GreyIriars [ellows
deduced that that bronze figure had no
more to do with Benvenuto Cellini than
with Christopher Columbus or George
Washington. DBut the elegant junior
from 5%t Jim's had no suspicions, He
was, as Johnny Bull had remarked, the
kind of fellow that o dealer in eurios
liked to meet!

o AWE‘lﬁ wippin' to meet you fellows !
sald Arthur Augustus, forgetting for
ihe moment the shopkeeper and the
tervific bargain he was offering, 1n his
dolight at meeting his old friends.
“I'm feahfnily bucked to see YOu, you
know! I'm pwactically heah on my
own—al leaszt, my eldah bwothah is
awound=—old Conway, you know———"

“Nobliszsimoe signore—" murmured
the fut man with the work of art.

But Arthur Augustus did not even
hear.

“"You zee, old Conway was wunmin’
out this way with his yacht,” ha
explained to the OGreyfriars fellows,
“and he asked me if 1 would like a
wun!  Blake and Heowwies and Dig
conldn’t vewy well come with me, as
they had gone to stay with Tom dMewwy
—vou wemembah Tom Mewwy 1

*Yos, rather ! said Harry, with a
stuile.

“I was goin’ to join them there, you
know, when old Conway bavged in, so
I put it off till latah,” explained Arthur
Angustus. “I'm wathah anxious about
those follows wunnin’ loose in the hals,
vou know, without my eye on them.
But I shall be bock nest week,
Pewwaps vou've scen old Conway's vacht
in tho harboar-—the Silver Foam~——""

“Why, that must be the English yacht

Beppo mantioned at brelker this morn-
mg ¥ exclaimed Dob., “We were
going to squint at it, never dreaming
that it was yours, ¢ld hean.”

*Not exactly mine—my bwotheh Con-
way's 1” said Arthur Augustus, “0ld
Conway has gone off this mornin® with
somio Italian naval officers, and I was
takin' & walk awound on my own., So
you sco it's weally wippin' to wun into
you chaps. I haven't seen you since we
played owicket at Gweyfwiahs, you
i:nuw, when my wicket went down in
that wathah wemarkable way. I could
not help thinkin’ et the timo that the
umpiah was wathah in ewwor—"

“Signorc—" implored the fat man,

“What about lunchin' together, you
men ?”?  gsked Arthur A w gustus-
“Wathah a good ideah—what

“Tirst-rate 1 asgreed Bob.

. Thoe goodfulness of the esteemed
idea is truly terrific1” declared Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

Arthur Augustus grinned.

The Greyfriars fellows had recog-
niseed him by his noble voice and accent.
On his side, Gussy certainly would not
have failed to recognise the remarkable
English that Hurree Singh had learned
from the wizest maonshee in Bhanipur,

" Bignore—noblissima signorol”
squenled the fat man. “Conto lire——"

“Dai Jove, I was forgettin’ 1* Arthur
Auvgustus turned back te the fat mer-
chant. *“Sowwy, and all that! Pway
hold up (hat bwenze for my fwiends to
loock at! Look at that, you fellowa.”

The merchant leld up the bronze.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at it.

They had seen a good many like it in
the shops. It was a little figure worth,
perhbaps, filteen shillings.

That, however, they did not feel dis-
posed to tell Arthur Aupustus.  Cer-
tainly they did nob want to tce him
swindled,  Still, they felt a certain
delicaey about telling him that he was
rather an assl

Thera was no doubt that the sceond
son of Lord BEastwood was the kind of
fellow the shopkeepers liked to scel
He had swallowed whole the statemons
that the bronze was the work of that
celebrated artist Benvenuto Cellini, It
seemed impossible for Gussy to suspect
anyone of telling him wntruths. ut
veally this was a little teo steep. Even
Billy Bunter would not have been taken
in by such a tale.

“Wathah wippin', sn't 17" =aid
Avthur  Augustus. “My  bwothah
Conway would jump wathah if I came
back with & genutne Cellini—what 7'

I‘;I faney he would!™ =said Nuogent,
£ itt'—_—_‘_‘?]

“The jumpfulnesz would probably be

terrific 1 said Huorree Jamset m
HSingh., "DBot—"

“But what, deah bLoys ¥

“"Well, vou want to be sure it's
genuine, you know ! murmured Nugent.

“Lots of spoof aboutl” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Yaas, wathah!” =zaid Arthur

Augustuz, " DBut this 15 all wight ¥
| 18 Eﬂ.i{I

“h, if you're coviamn of that 1™
Johnny, rather taken aback. “T1 didn't
know you were well up in such things.”

“MNeither am I, deal: bay ! But this
ehap i15,” explained Arthar Augustus,
witﬁ a nod towards the fat man. “It
stands to weason that he knows whethah
the bwonze i3 genuine Cellini or nat,
doesn't it 1" .

“h 1" gasped the I"amous Five,

“Tuito vero—all true —real and
rennine work of grand artist Cellini1”
said the faut man. “You take? Yeal
Cento live! 8Si?7 :

Arthur Aupustus regarded the little
ﬁfum with a very keen eye and oye-
glass. The chuwms of the Remove could



see that he was strongly tempted. Dut
ke gseemed to be resisting temptation.

They exchanged a dubious glance.
They had given him a hint to be on his
g}j_};:,rd against “spoof,” and did not feel
that they could urge the point fuither.
After all, thirty shillings was not very
much to Gussy, even if he chucked ik
BIWWEY. s

“} am bound to point out to you, my
deah man, that a bwonze by Benvenuto
Cellini is worth a feahful lot of money 1
said Arthur .ﬁ.ugunms slowly. “You
ara simply wobbin' yourself. scllin® it
for a hundwed liwe.”

“¥a bene, signore ! You take "

Arthur Auvgustus hesitated.

“PBai Jove, I should aw'fly like to
take it I he said. “ But—" He shook
his noble head slowly. "“You sce, my
doah man, I can’t let you wob yourself
like that! A bwonze by Cellini 13 worth

at least a hundwed pounds, not a
hundwed liws., I can't afford a
hundwed pounds, of course—="

“ Conto lire—hundred lire 1™ arged the
raerchant of Venice.

“WNal It's a feahful temptation, but
a fellow i3 bound to play the pamo!”
said Arthar Augustus. “I'm not goin'
to wob & man like that! It would west
on my conscience, you know, if I bagged
a thing fwom you for thirty bob that's
worth a hundwed poundsl Nothin'
doin’ 17

“Bignore—" gasped the shopkeeper.

“Clome on, you men—let's get out 1™
said Arthur Auvgustus, “If 1 wemain
heah I shnil be feahfully tempted to
buy that Cellini bwonze, and it would
be wobbin' the man, you know! Good-
mornin’, my deah fellow—I mean, buon
giorno ¥

And Arthur Augustus walked out of
the shop. Harry Wharton & Co., sup-
pressing their smotions with difficulty,
walked out with him,

The merchant of Venice was left with
the bronze in his hand, staving. ,

Possibly he regretted having statad it
was 8 “Cellini,” Arthur Augustus h
uot doubted that statement. He had

EVERY SATURDAY

.....

5

Sk

o TR S

“* Bal Jove ! '* ejaculated the swell of 5t. Jim's.

“ Are you weally sellin’ this

wonderful bwonze for a hundwed liwe ? It's fwightiully cheap, you know 1 "*
¢ BEverything 15 cheap here, to noble Engleesh tourist ! ** sald the dusky shop-

Keaper.

“1 know that toot!’* sald Harry Wharton, a3 the Famous Five

slared in through the open window.

only doubted whethar he
justified in b

would be
ing such a treasure at
such a price| But it came to the same
thing for the Venetian merchant. Ha
was left with his antique Cellini bronze
—made in MNuremburg—on Lis fat,
shiny hands! e

“Camello 1” he gasped as the juniors
went out.

I Avthur Auvguostus beard that
remark he did not heed it, He was un-
aware that "eamel®” was & term of
opprobrium i that eountry.

The schoolboys emerged into the
bright sunshine of Piazza—five of them
smiling. Harry Wharton & Co. wers

lad, at all events, that Gussy had not

ought that made-in-Germany antique,
whatever his extraordinary reason.

“What about tottewin’ along to luncl,
you fellows?” asked Arthur Augustus.
“1 know a wippin' place, whera vou
can get what's-ita-name in the native
Italian style, and Thingummy, and
What-do-you-call-tt=—"

“Hear, hear!™ szaid Bob  Cherry
gravely. “T'mi geiting vather poeckish,
and I'll be glad to sample the What's-
ita-name and the Thingummy.™

“This way, then,” said Arthur Augus-
tus. *““Tottah along, deah boya [

Tha dear boys tottered along, and
D’Arcy led them to o palntial restaurant
across the Piazza, wen they went in,
tho Greyfviars fellows had a glimpse of
p Panama hat on a tall head, passin
the doovway, Tiger DBronx was st

keeping them under observation, And
they charitably hoped that le would
enjoy ut  outside the

hnnggtglg &
restanrant while they

nt 1 were having their
lnneh withind

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Jarvish’s Little Game!

i ALLO, hallo, hallol™
H o Jarvich I
“Bai Joval Wheo's Jar-

vish ¥ asked Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. )
“ Bunter's man | said Harry. .
The Famous Five and their St. Jim's
comrado emerged from  the
restaurant after lunch.

D'Arey had asked the Greyiriars
fellows whether they would care to have
& look at Lord Conway’s yacht and have
tea on hoard, and, as he scemed very
keen for them to accept, and as
were quite keen to do so, they agreed at
otece, They wore walking acrosa
Piazza in the direction of the sea when
the juniors sighted the rather plum
sleck figura of James Jarvish, Bunter's
incomparabla valet,

Jarvish was standing in_the square,
looking up at the Campanile. ;

If Bunter's valet was freo from his
mastex’s service for the time, and had
desire to lock round Venice, it was
natural enough for him to stop and
admire that graceful tower. At the
saie time, if he had wished to make
himself conspicuous, he could hardly
linvo chosen o better spot.

Harry Wharton frowned a little.
Bronx was not to be seen; but he had
no doubt that the gangster was still
shadowing. It did not matter in the
least how long the man shodowed the
Famous Five, as they were going
nowhere near the Greyiriara billionaire,
But if he shadowed Jarvish, he would
be led back to Bunter. And if he was in
tha Place of St Mark at all, he could
hardly fail to spot the man. ;

“ Batter give him the tip, I think,™
eaid HMarry, and his chums nodded
assent, and they bore down on Jarvish.

Arthur Augustus lingered s little
behind, Perhaps he had e fear that
Billy Bunter might be in the offing.
Over lunch the juniors had told hi
about Bunter and his billions, which
D'Arcy justly promgunced to be * we.
markable.” They had not told him
precisely why they hed separated from
the fat billionairn; but probably Gussy
could guess. And though he was very
plessed to moeet the Famous Five, he
was not at all keen to encounter William
George Bunter. He had seen somethin
of W. (t. B. at Greyiriars, and a little
of him went & long way.

However, Bunter was not in the offing.

Jarvish did not seem to observe the
juniors, though they had a suspicion
that his sharp, shifty eyes had spotted

{Continued on page 16.)
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them, all the same. They did not feel
very trustful towasrds the incomparable
manservant. ]

Wharton tapped him on the arm and
drew his attention, and Jarvish locked
;uﬁnd and touchad his hat very respect-
ully.

*Is Bunter about " asked Harry.

% master, sir. 18 taking his accus-
mrnady rost after lunch,” ssid Jarvish.
“I have taken the opportunity, when ha
does not require my services, to take a
little walk, sir. 1 trust that you young
gontlemen are enjoying your holiday."

“0Oh, yes, thanksl| ut look here,
Jarvish, I phoned Bunter this morning
to tell him that that American man,
Bronx, has turned up hera " said Harry.
“You remember you took the call—""

“Oh, quite, sirt"

“The fat aes=Il mean
thought I was pulling his leg,
Harry. ) .

“8c I gathered, sir, from his re-
marks.”

“Well, it's honest Injun. PBronx is
Imre, and he's following us about to
get after Bunter again, of course.”

“Indeed, sir.”

"Xt doesn't metter twopence how long
he follows us,” paid Harry. “In iact,
we're leading him s dance. But if he
sces you, Jarvish, he will very likely
follow you instead—see 77

“Do you think so, sir?” ]

“Well, it's JEH}* likely, In the cir-
cumstances, I thought I'd give you the
tip,” said Wharton. “HKeep out of his
sight, and don't let him spot Bunter
. through :&'nu.” ] )

“I shall take every care, sir,” said
Jarvish, “You are sure that the man
is in Venice? My yvoung master thinks
it very improbable.”

“We've secn him—Ilast might, and two

T
8
or threa fimes to-day,” sald Bob Cherry.

“Then thara can be no doubt, sir,
unless you have been deceived by somu
resemblance,” suggestad Jarvish.

“Nothing of the Lkind,” said Harry
Yharton, rather sharply. “Ha jumped
intg our gondola last night with a pistol
1 hiz hand, thmking that Bunter was
with us. No room for a mistake there,
1 sulppuse':"" ]

“1t appears nof, eir,” sald Jarvish
smookhly.

“Well, hadn’t you better got back to
vour hotel? asked Harry. “That
American gangster may trickle along
liere any minuta”

“I was admiring this Campanile, sir,
when you honoured me with your
notice,” said Jarvish smoothly, “It i3
a very inferesting sight, sir. I under-
stand that it fell down some years apgo,
after standing for centuries, and was
restored very skilfully to its original
position. A very graceful architectural
worlk. sit.”

“"Yeos—yes; but hadn’t vou better
Eu ar

“The restoration seema to have been
carricd out with great skill, sir,” said
Jarvish. “Do you not think sot"
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Harry Wharton looked at the man.
Jarvish’s tons was smooth, his manner
deferential, but there was a rather
peculiar glimmer in his eyes. It
scemed almost impossible to suspect so
well trained a manservent of impertin-
ence. But it dawned on Wharton that
Jarvish, in a smooth nnd deferential
way, was being cheeky. The captain of
the Remove compressed his lips. 2

“Look here, Jarvish!” he eaid
quictly. “You know that your master
i in danger from that Chicago ruffian.”

“ My master does not appesr to think
=0, sit. Indeed, he assured e only this
morning that he had no fear of him
whatever,” .

“Don't ba an ass, Jarvish ™ grunted
Johnoy Bull. “You know he cleared
out of Pariz in the plane becauso he
was frightened of Bronx.”

“Om the contrary, sir, my master has
informed me that the man Bronx had

nr:-thing whatever to do with his leaving
Paris,” said Jarvish. .

“That's rot, and Fyou know atl"
growled Bob Cherry.

“Indeed, sir!" ]

“Will you get out of thiz, and pre-
vent that man Bronx shadowing you
back to Bunter?” demanded ATrY
Wharton. .

“With gll respect to wvou, eir, I do
not feel it incumbent upon me to do
so,” said Jarvish ealmly. “My master
very kindly allows me to take a walk
whf‘ia he rests after hinch: and I Lave
not very many opportunities of takin
CEEPOISe, BIT. Ans. as I have venture
to observe, gir, I am oxtremely inter-
ested in this Campanile—"

“You mean that you won't go,” eaid
Wharton curtly.

There was no doubt now that the man
in his sleek deferential way was check-
ing him,

“1 should not care to put it like that,
gir—it would be unbecoming to s man
in my fmsitlun," gaid Jarvish blandly.
“*1 should ;;.-reh:r to say, sir, that having
my master's permizsion to walk in the
square, it iz my intention to continue
my walk.” .

Wharton turned away from him
without another word. He was strongly
inclined to squash Mr, Jarvish's hat
over his sleek head, as a reward for his
cheek ; but he resisted that temptation.
The juniors walked on, leaving Jarvish
standing with his head thrown back,
gazing up' at the Campanils, and evi-
dently intending tp remain there.

“Bronx will spot him,” said Bob.

“Does ho want that?" assked Whar-
ton, very quictly. “The whole business
iz fearfully queer, and I don't trust
that sleck rotter an inch. It Jooks to
me az if Jarvish has somehow landed
Bronx on Bunter, and is rather keen
for the man to get on with 18.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“He must bo an awfully treacherous
rotter in that case,” he said.

“Well, it jolly well looks like it.”

At a littlo distance the juniors looked
hack. ‘The stoutish, eleek form of
Jammes Jarvish was In fall view—still
admiring the Campanile. And a little
farther back & white IPanama hat
showed in the sunshine,

“That’'s Bronx ™ said Nugent.

A number of people were between the
juniors and the wearer of the white

at, But they had no doubt whatever
that it was on tho tall head of the
Chicago pangster. Neither had they any
doubt that he was spotting the sleck
valet standing by the Campanile.

Wharton sct hia lips.

But there was nothing to be done;
and they walked on towards the Riva,
where they were going to toke a gon-
dola to the vacht. Looking back a few

minutes later they spotted the while hat
again, and saw that it had come to =
halt. But itz back waz to them now-—
the gangstor was staring straight at
Jomes Jarvish.

Rather to the surprise of the jumors,
however, the gangster turned again,
and the Panama hat dogged them
down to the waler,

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“ He's sticking to uvs,” he said. * Ha's
soon Jarvish; {:ut ha's sticking {o us,
all the same. I suppoze the brute didn’t
quite know which party to follow, and
he's decided on us, after all.™

Jarvish was scen again. A.p%umnf}r
he hed tired of admiring the beauties
of tha Campanile, for he was walki
away In the direction of ithe Gran
Canal—no doubt on his way back to the
Hotel Palazzo. He dissppearcd in a
throng of people as the juniers looked
aftor him.

But the white hat did not follow Jar-
vish, It followed the schoolboys, Amnd
they grinned as they went down to the
embankmant.

Strange as the suspicion was, it
looked as if Bunter’s valet was dgh’aﬁh
ately offering himself as & guide to
Bunter., Dut that suspicion evidentlwy
was not in the mind of the gangster, or
he would have taken Jarvish as a guide.
Instead of doing that he was sticking
to the trail of the Famous Fiva.

“Still after us,” grinned Bob Cherry,
glancing round at & distant whita hat

as Wharton waved his hand to =
gondolier.

“Good egg!” said the captain of the
Remove. t him get on with it ms

long as he likes.”

The six schoolboys stepped into & gon-
dola, and the gondolier pushed off. A
fow minutes later, as thoy ghded
ovar the sunny lagoon, they were not
surprised to ses another gondola astern,
with a white FPanama hat gleaming
from it in the sunshine. Tiger Bronx
was still on the track of the Famous
Five, and, so far as they were con-
cerned, he was more than welcome to
geb on with 1t

iy

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Shadowed !

b Al Jove, that boundah’s aftah
vou, deah bowys!" remarked
Arthur _ Augustus  D'Aray,
turning his eyeglazs on the
craft astern. *Stickin' to you like
jollay old glue—what "

“The gluefulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurrea famset Ram Singh.

“What about givin' him a little
wun 1 suggosted the swell of Bt. Jim’s.
“We can take him wight wound the
lagoon—Iots of time to get to the Silver
Foam for tea—what "

“Good epg!"™ assented the Famous
IFive,

With a mixture of words and gesturea
the gondolier was made to undersiand
what hiz passenpers wanted. ko swy
his long oar, and the gondols glid
on, making a wide sweep away from
tho shore.

Thera were a pood many gondolas
and other craft sbount. But the pursusr
did not loza sight of the Greyiriars
boat. Kcnping at tho samae distance
the Panama hat glimmered behingd.
Twao or threso times tho juniors saw tha
tall, lean liguro rise from the sent, end
¥ho elits of eyes stare after them, It
was probable that Mr. Bronx was
puzzled by the course taken. Perhaps
it dawnoed upon him that the juniors
were “leading him & dance ™ over the



sunny lapoon. If so, it made no differ-
ence to his determination to keep them
in sight.

CObviously ha believed that sooner or
later they would lead him io Bunter
the Rillionaire. He had no suspicion,
so far, that they were done with that
lordly vouth, and had no intention of
going anywhere near hins,

Several times as they glided about
they passed within easy sight of the
Bilver Foam, a handsoime motor-yacht,
and once Arvthur Augustes waved his
hand to a tall yonng man who stared at
him over the rail.

“That's cld Conwax,” he remarked.
“1I dare say he iz woundewin' what we
are wandewin' awound for. Let’zs po
wound that felucea, and then pull in=-
what #™

At a httle distanee from the syacht
8 [clucca was anchered, the big lateen
salls down. Three or four dusky men
could bo seen eon her deck, oned they
were watching the Greyfriars party,
angd the beat astern of them. They
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soemed to he rather interected in what
Was goilg o,

Passing by the felucea, the juniors
read the name painted on her, the
*Colombeo.™ )

“Those sporizsmen seem  tather in-
terested 1n us i” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Yaas, walthah ™

It was evident- that the swarlthy crew
of the felueca were interested.  "They
had been watehing the iwe gondeolas
fromn the port side of the Colombo, and
when the boats had passed, all four of
them erossed fo the starvboard side to
continpe watching,

Right round the anchered feluccs. at
a distance, the gendola went, with Broux
following on astecn.

Then the dusky crew crossed tho deck
back to the pere side, to keep their ryes
on the peeuliar chiase. _

Ore of them called cout, a= Dronxs
poudola paszed, apparently havling the
gaugﬁter. ; :

The juaniors leard the hail, ilwugh
they did noe carch whar was sawd, and
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they caw Bronx make s gesture to tho
man on tho felucen, who had hailed.

Y Pals of his!"” romarked Bob.

“Yaoos, it iooks as if he knows that
cwew,”  eaid IVArey. “They loock
wathah a wuff old lot [

Leaving the anchored felueca buhinﬁ,
the gondola glided on, with the gangster
<1l in pursuit,

Arthur Augostus called {o the gon-
dalier to head for the yvacht now., After
g coupls of howrs, gliding up sud dowhn
and round about, the juniors were tired
of lcading Mr. Bronx a dance, and 16
was fine for tea,

The gondoln glided under the vacht's
rail, and the tall young man locked
dewn from abiove,
~ "What's  this Arthar ?* he
mquired,

Arthoy Auguslus griuned cheerfully,

“Pulliin' the leg of a blightah who's
followin® us, Conway,” he pnswered.
“Yorr know these Gweyfwiahs fellows !
I've bwought them to tea.”

(Cantinucd on next pagd.)

game,
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1f you are in doubt over any Scccer problem write to, “ Linggsman,'’ ¢’'o0 Thé MAGHET,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.4,, and then wateh lor hig reply
in this weekly fealture.

THROWING IN THE BALL !

LTHOUGH thers are no roeal
A changes in the rules of Soccer
abaut which we need bather our

heads this sepzon, thoro has hean

gome little altepation mode duoring the
sammer regarding the ' throw-in ™ rale.
Whila the alteration is nob likely to
affect the gume materially, it is just az well
to bear it in mind in e¢aze the question
arises. It has been thought desirabla to
meke it eclear in the roles that a goal
cannot bo seored direct from a throw.m.

Hihen the ball iz thrown from
touch ifF must be playcd by anclther
player before a goal can be seored.

It i3 not surprising that it was only
quite recontly considered necessary  to
makoe such a rgle.  During the lagt two or
three scasons somo of our wing half-backs
have become 0 preficient in the art of
throwing the ball from touch that they
can even get so far os to couse the goal-
keeper trouble.  Fellows like Weaver, of
Newenstle United, Crayvston, the new
Arsenal man from Bradiord City, and
Gardrer, of the Villa, are experts in this
throwing business.

And I think it will become in-
ercasingly convnon for half-boeks
g0 fo practise the throwo during the
ncw season that there will soon be
quife a lot of them who can land the
ball from the toauch-line well inside
the penalfy area,

If you saw lagt season'’s Cup Final you
wounld probably notico that it is not only
half-backs who can throw the ball o long
way. Little Erie Brook, tho outside.-left
ol gl.mm]:w-t&r City, frequently picked ap
the ball when it had gone over the line,
and throw it gquite a long way towards the
middle,

For all the members of a {ootbell team
who may be ealled upen to throw the ball

19450 Fool

s troment of throwing.
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in, a little practice in the art of throwing
is very desirable, and proficiency wvery
helpful to tho side. T don’t like to sce the
other members of o team waiting while a
wing half-back trovels almost half the
lengih of the field to throw in the ball,

A guick throie by some other
player, twho happens to e on the
spot when the ball goes oul, will

often start an atfack wlich oy
WANT my yeoung readers to give a
little time to this throw-in businesa,
practice is that it can be done with only
two peopla present ; somehody to throw

produce o goal !
TRY THIS ]

E It is all & matier of perseverance,

and the beauty of this sort of

the ball, and somebody olse to kick it

back to the thrower. Get the right oot

well back, and hend the body back as the

bell is {aken behind the head. Then let
the whole body come forward, and the
weight transforred to the left foot at the
In aother words tho
secret of B long throw, like the secret of
strong kicking, is timing, with everything
in—hoedy and all—at the precize moment.

The value of a long fhrow does
not lie in doing i ecery time. If
gou can dao if, heep it as a surprise,
aned wworl it fo o plaa prearranged
with your colleagues.

I have mentioned some of the plavers
whose {lirowing prowesza has heen reapon.
gible for the alteration in tho rule.  From
time ta time othoer players have booome
ao proficient o eerinin arts of the game
that they have couscd the rules to bo
altored.  Bome of you may remnember that
it was tho masterly woy in which DBill
AeCracken, the full-back of Newceastle and

now manager of Milhwall, put epponents
offside, that the rule was a termf

The mast recent penalty kick changa—
that which ecompels a goalkeeper to stand
still on the hne when s peoelty kick is
heing taken, was due to the action of a
goalkeeper  named Farquharsen, who
played for Cordiff City. He conceived
the idea, on these pen&%}r kick cccasions,
of going right back inte the net and then
ru.:.i ring forward just as the kick wos being
taken.

STIFFNESS OF THE MUSCLES !

ERE is an indication of tho serions

and cager way the big footbsll

clubs are locking for promising

young players in the development

and extension of the nursery elub ideas,

Quite a number of first-class clubs now

have these nursery teams where they can

ut out the young players to be coachef

_LF experis.  Arsenal hoave just establighed

argoate as their nursery club, end the

playera thers are under the charge of an
experienced professional,

Ko footballer iz allowed to sign om- fof
any club as & professional until he i#
soventeen years of age.  But the big club®
have a way of getting over this dificulty.
If they see o specially promising boy who
is too young to become a ** pro,” they find
him some sort of job, and while he is doing
that job, they develop hia foothall. The
nursary ¢lubs help them to do this.

Two or three of my readers have already |
written to mo regarding tho stiffness
which has fellowed their first bit of
training or their first football game. Thia
etiffness, which comes from the use of
muscles which have not been so acti
employed for some time past, is guite
natural, and though even first-class
playvers suffer from it there is quite a
simple way of keeping it down so that it
becomes only a very slight inconvenience
which 20on pasges away.

The best way to dodge this stiff-
ness of the muscles is fo take 0 very
hot Bath inuvnediately following the
first turn-out., Don't wait till you
get homee if you oon posgibly avold
doing so. Hove the bath tmmedi=
altely, and following the balh use o
fairly stiff towcel in rubbing the leg
muscles,

Put serne encrgy into the rubbing, too.
If you do this, you won't get that feelin
from which I often suffered in the o
davs which may bhe deseribed thua:
When I was sitting down I didn’t want to
get up, and when [ waa up I didn’t want
to sit down, *“* LINESMAN,”
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“They ara very welcome!” said Lord
Conway, with a smile and a nod to the
I"'amous Five,

The ladder was let down, and the
juniors clambered on bourd. The gon-
dolier was paid off and pulled away for
the distant shore. .

Lord Conway shook hands with the
chums of the Remove, and made them
weleome on board the Silver Foam, But
he seemed rather puzzled.

“What the dickens do you mean by a
man following vou about, Arthur?” he
asked. *'Have you been gettin' 1nto
trounble, as wsual, on shorod"

" Weally, Cooway—" seid Arthur
Angustus, with digmity. _

“Our fault, I'm afraid,” said Harry
Whearton. “The man’s after us, not
after D' Arcy ! He's stopped.”

The juniors grinned as they looked
over the vacht’s rail at Bronx. Ha had
come to a stop, between the felucea and
the vacht, and was standing up, staring
&t the Silver Foam.

He had not expected them to go
sboard any craft in the harbour, and it
waa glear that he was perrlnmd.

Lord Conway took a long and kean
look et him as he stood. Ilis brows
knitted a little.

“That man loocks rather 8 tough
character,” he said. .

“Tough as they make 'em,” said Bob

Cherry. “He's got a gun packed away
somewhere.” ] ,
“The toughfulness is terrific, my

esteemed noble lord ! said Hurree Jam-
set Ram Bingh.

Lord Conway smiled.

m Weil! what does it all mean?” he
ssked. *If you young fellows have been
landing yourselves in trouble with a
bad character in s foreign couniry——"

“Not exactly,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. *“We'll tell you all sbout 1t,
if vou're interested. are £4¥ Fyou
rememboer Billy Bunter-—he harg‘}dy in to
wé DVArey once, 1 believe, at Eastwood
House——" .

“I remember him.”

“Ile's a jolly old billionaire now, and
that lanky American seems to be after
hia billions."

HPulling my the
Yiscount,

“Not at all! T fancy that rotter
thinks that Bunter is on board this
vacht, as we've come here; he's stop-
pini to watch, anyhow,"” :

The strange tale of Bunter the Bil-
lionaire, already related to DArcy, was
related onco more to D'Arcy's brother.
Lord Conway listened in astonishmont,
his eyes on tho lean man in the gondola.

There was little doubt that the
gangster concluded ihat Billy Bunter
was on board the yacht. i

His gondolier was keoping the boat in
the same spot, hali-way between the
vacht and the felucca, steadying it with
an oocasional sweep of his  ecar.
Evidently Bronx had settled down to
wateh.

“Well, I suppese we can't prevent the
men sticking there if he wants Lo, said
Conway. “He's welcome to watch tho
vacht gz long as he likes, if it comes Lo
that! Come this way, my boys!”

The juniors went down into the seloon.
Lord Conway spoke to the mate before
he went below with his guosts,

“Keep an eye on the man in that
gondola, Mr, Rogors, and call me if he
should come alongside.”

“Yes, my lord I )

“Bat Jove, yon know," grinned
Arthur Augustus, as he sat down to tea
with hia guests, “1 wondah how long it
will take that boundah to wealise that
Buntah isu't on board ¥ Pwobably he 13
wantin' his own tes by this time, what #"

“¥ery likely 1 said Bob Cherry, with
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a chuckle, “He's been after uz a jollv
lang time, and I should think hs was
getting hungry ™

It was & very agreesable tea, and the
Greyiriars fellows enjoyed ir, as well as
the equally agrecable company of Arthur
5t1§u5tuﬂ and hia brother,

hen they went on deck afterwards,
they looked at once for the gangster.

Tha gﬂndol& had disappeared,

“ Halla, hallo, halle, he'a gone!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, “He's not such a
jolly old sticker as we thought.”

“The gonefulness ia torrific 1"

“He has not gone very far, young
gentlamen,” said Mr, Rogers, the mate
of the Bilver Foam, with a smile. *I
fancy he iz still watching.”

“Eh? But where?®

Mr. Rogers made a gesture towards
the feluceca.

“Ha went on board that craft ! If you
look, yvou'll see his gondola tied on under
her quarter.”

“Bai Jove!”

The juniora fixed their eves on the
Colornbo. Now that Mr. Rogers drew
their attention to it, they could make out
the gondela tied en there. The dao-
lier was sitting on the roof of the littls
central cabin, smaking cigarettes whila
ha waited, The distance was consider-
sble, but they could make out the figures
of the dusky crew on the felucea, and &
gleam in the sunshine caught their eyes,

“He's got & glass on s !” exclaimed
MNugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Evidently, as the juniorzs had sus-
ected, thers was some connection

ﬁ]-ﬁ%:}ter and the crow of
@ had tired of sitting in
the bleze of sunshine in the boat, and it
was very probable that he wa.ni;ecf a meal
bl::* that time, As the Grevfriars party
showed no sign of leaving the yacht, he
had gone on board the felucea, and now
he was keeping watch on tha Silver
Foam with a pair of binoeulars.

No doubt the glasses showed Lim the
group on the Silver Foam quite clearly,
and no doubt he was frying to pick out
Bunter among them.

The juniors chuckled at the idea. Had
Bronx decided to follow Jarvish, he
would have run down his fat gquarry
long since, Harry Wharion & Co. wers
well satisfied that he should continue to
waste his time walching them—for
nothing !

“Jolly old Patience on a jolly old
monument I remarked Johnuy  Bull
“ Anc nothing to come of it.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

"It him  wip ! chockled Arthur
Anpueing. “ You fellows like to have &
look ovah the yacht?”

“¥es, rather!”

“ Taottah along, then, deali boys”

And the Grevfriars follows procecded
to explore the yacht, while the gangster,
on the felucea, continued fo wateh—like
Patience on & monument, as Johnoy
Bull remarked ; though it was prabahble
that he was not fealing very patient,

etween the
the felucea.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Bunier Begs for It!
HAHRY WHARTON & CO. epent

a cheery hour or two in rooting
over Lord Conwax's handsome
motor-vacht,

Lika most Dribish boys, they wers
rather keen on shipa and the sea.  And
the Bilver Foam was really a beautiful
vacht,

Lord Conway hiad gone aslore to look
for some friends he expected fto arrive
by the stoamer from Tricste, and Arthur
Auvgustus guided his puests over the
vestel, playing the part of ciceromse.

They desconded long, stesl ladders, te
Inok at the cngines; and the engine-
room wa3 & peyfect mine of interast and
wonder. An enginesr appeared from
nowhera to show them round, and
Arthur Augustus pointed out many
objecta of interest—though, a3  he
generally referred to them as What's-1ts-
name or What-do-you-call-it, the visitors
did not derive a lot of information from

him,

“*No steam, vou know,” said Arthur
Augustus, " No feahful wow! You
sed, fthe what's-ite-neme is wun on

thingummy, just like a meotah-cah, you
know, and I told Conway that I weally
mnsléph that what-do-you-call.it i3 vewy
supewiah to thingumg’ub, for a yacht
just the same sz for & cah. What 7

“The estecmed what-do-von-call-it is
terrifically superior to the common or
garden thingummy1” agreed Hurree
Jamset Kam Bingh.

And the other fellows smiled.

They climbed steap steel ladders again
and emerged into the sunlight. The
sun was setting over the mainland, and
Venica lay spread before them in =
?aidan glow, Dusk was creoping up
rom the distant Dalmatian shore.

Lord Conway had returned on board,
mlone. The expected friends had not
arrived by the Trieste steamer. Ap-
parently the Silver Foam was waiting
at Venice till they arrived, which might
ba in another day or two. The vizeount
gave the Greviriars juniors a cheery
nod as thev came back to the deck with
Arthur Auvgustus, Glancing in the direc-
tion of the feluccs, they saw it lving
still at anchor, black against the sunse:
with 1fs slanfing masts,  And the
glimmer of a glass on the felucea’s deels
zshowed that the gangster was atiil
there, and still lifting Lis bhinoculars
every now and then to scan the racht.

“I dare say he's puzzled, by thia time,
at having seen nothing of Bunter," re.
marked Frank Nugent, with 2 grin.

“Well, 1f Bunter was here he would
keep out of sight, with that blighter
in tiﬁ offing,” zaid Bob, " Bronx woulil

nesa that., Ile fancies that DBunter's

eeping below, or in a cabin.”

w juniors chuckled. There waz
gomething very entertaining in thna idea
of the Tiger watching, and walehing,
and watching for the follow who was
not there.

“You fellows are stavin’ to «dinnals”
sald Arthur Augustus. “We'llh fix yup-
s show aftabwards, what? There's a
vowy good theatre in Venice, eallod the
What's-its-name, and thev'ra P~
formin’ Thingumboeb tonighy, ana [
boliove it is quite worlh seern'.””

And, Lord Conway cordially weigh-
ing in, the juniorz accepted.

"And what about staying oun hossd
tonight ¥ added his lordsihap, " Wa
can send a message to vour hofel toeas
you won't ba back.” :

“There's rather a crowd of usz,” sa:!
Harry, with a zmile.

“That’s all right. All the ealwna
are cinply, at present. My friend: fror-
Triezte won't arrive til the dax afrer
to-morrow.”

“Then we'll be jolly glad!”

“The gladfulness will be
estecmed and absurd lord 1V
the Nalbol of Blanipur.

After dinner a gondola was caifed
and ithe whole party went ashore. In
the dusk, on the lagoon, the juriors
glimpsed the shape of a following boar
and chuckled he pangster was o
the trail!

There wasz a perforroance of ¥ Otella
that evening.  As it was, of courme,
in Italian, the juniors did not unde:.
etand much of it, but, az Arthuer
Auvgustus sagely remarked, music was
the sama in oll lanzuages, and thap

ter rifle,
declared



and Verdi's music.

Eﬂj;ged the show
Lord Conway had engaged & box for
the party. Atter the first act the juniors
scanned the house, wondering whether
they would sea Bronx in the audience.
They had litile doubt of picking out
the long, lean figure, if it was there.
But nothing was to be seen of Bronx.
Possibly he had noted that Bunter had
not landed with the rest, and had gone
bacx to keep watch on the yacht—an
idea that made the juniors chuckls,

“Hallo, halle, hello | exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly

“ Bronx—"

* No—Bunter ™

“0Oh, my hat!”

In the opposite box, across the width
of the stage, & fat form was visible.
It was that of Bunter the Billionaire!

He had missed the first act, and had
just come in. Billy Bunter was not

eénl on musie, but no doubt he con-
gidered it up to a billionaire to take
& box at the opera.

Thera was a vast expanse of white
ghirt-front over his ample frontage. An
cnormous dismond glittered from it

Standing in the box, Bunter blinked
over the theatre with the air of o
follow who owned the ploce—or ecould
have owned it, if he had liked |

Suddenly his eyes, and his spectacles,
fell on the smiling perty in  the
oppasite box.

[e blinked at them, as if surprized to
gee them thera. Then he turned up his
fat little nose with an air of inetfable
disdain.

The expression of disdain and eon-
temipt that came over Bunter's fat [ace
was really remarkable.

“Bar Jove! Thal's Bunter!”
marked Arthur Augustus, turnin
eveplass on the fat billionaira. *WI
15 he makin® faces for?”

*Ha, ha, Lal”

“How veowy extwacrdinawy that he
should be standin’ there makin’ those
wamarkable focez 1" said the puszeled
swell of 8t Jim's. “Pewwaps he hus
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been bitten on the nose by a mosquite,
or somethin’.”

The juniors chortled. They were
awara that Bunter was expressing dis-
dain by that remarkable contortion of
his fet features. But to Gussy's puzzled
eyes he was only making faces

“The silly ass " said Harry Wharton.
“If he knew thot Bronx was in Venice
he wouldn’t be showing himself in
publie like this.”

“The man may follow us inte the
theatre,” said Bob., " Might as well
give the fat duffer the tip.”

Wharton grunted.
"I gave him the tip on the phone this
morning. No pgood talking to the

blithering nes 1”

“Well, word of miouth might work
the oracle,” said the pood-natured Bob.
“Thera's plenty of time before the next
act. I think I'll trickle round and
speak to him.™

Bob Cherry left the box, and by long
Enssuges made his way round to the

ox on the ﬂi][}ﬁsﬂﬂ gide. The door was
open when he arrived there, and tha
sleek form of Jarvish was standing n
the doorway. Bunter's man was in
attendance on him at the theatre. And
Bunter's fat voice was audible.

* Jarvish 1™

* Sir ™

“1 shall want some refreshmoents in
the interval. See that they bring some-
thing to my box.”

B "ffe:-v goad, sir ¥

Bob Cherry looked inta the box over
Jarvish's shoulder.

“Hallo, halle, hella 1 he greeted.

Bunter blinked 2t him.  His very
spectacles gleawed with disdain as he
blinked,

“Have vou come here 10 apologise,
Cherry " he demanded havghtily.
“You fat ass ' answered Dob

Dunter waved a fat hand,

“That's enoughl Geb out !

“1 came here to—"

“Turn that fellow out, Jarvish

“Certainly, sir|™

b

m 1rBm}t‘?&_ﬂm Bﬂl; C g:ru:e:
unter, as Bo ITY
Jarvish and sat him down In the box.
**1’ll Jolly weill have you chucked out—
yaroooh | ** He broke off with a roar,
as the exasperated Bob grasped him, In
his turn, and sent him sprawling on top
ol Jarvish, with a heavy concussion.
Bump [ ** Whooop ! ** spluttered the fat
billionalre.

Bob's blue eyes gleamed.

“ Better not try it on, my man!” he
said quietly. *' Bunter, you blithering
awl, I came hers to—"

“0h, I know why you came heral”
sneered the fat billionaire. * You want
ma to take you up again. I expected
that. I know what vou're after. None
better.  But it won't wash, see? JE
I take you up again—>"

“¥ou howling ass ™

“If I take you up sgain,” pursued
Bunter calmly, “first of sll, you've got
to apologize, all round. Then you've

ot to agree to behave yourselves, and
do as you're told. Then I'll consider
it. I promise nothingl! But you can
rely on me to treat you with my usual
generosity,”

“¥You unspeakable idiot ﬁaﬁped Bob
Cherry. *1 camea hers to tell you what
Wharton told you on the phone. That
blighter, Bronyx—"

IJI‘

“Chuck 1t!” =aid Bunter con-
temptuouzly. “Do you think you can
zcare ma! Do you think I'm a fellow

to bo scared i

“He's been watching us all day, look-
ing for vou—-="

“Rats [

“Jarvish has seen him, ton,” =napped
Nob. “"He saw Jarvich in the Place of
St. Mark thi: afternocon, and Jarvish
must have seen him™

Bunter started a little. IHad he
Lelieved that Tiger Bronx really was in
Venice, watching for o chance lo get
at lim, there was no doubt that the fat
hillignaire's fat conlidence would have
departed very suddenly.

“Jarvizh " he garped.
toll me—"

“7 have seen nothing of the man,
sir,” said Jaevish smoothly. "I he was
m the Pilazea 1 ceripinly did nob ece
him.”

Buntor gasped with reltef.

Tus Maigrer Lisnany.—No. 1,506
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“1 jolly well knew
You beast, Cherry——' .

1 wouldn't swear that Jarvish saw
him,” said Bob. “But I jolly well
believe that he did !

“Yaht”

“I tell you he's been following us
about all day—-—"

* (atnreon 17

“You fat dummy ! roared Bob. “I'vo
a jolly good mind to dot you one on
yvour sily fat nose™

“Turn that fellow out of my box,

Jarvish !”

Jarvish placed his sleek, smonth hand
on Bob's shoulder. DPossibly it suited
Mr, Jarvish’s mysterious plans to see
trouble between Bunter and his pro-
tectors. He gave Bob Cherry s push.

That tore 1it, so to speak! BDE:] with
i blaze in his eyes, turned on the sleek

}m wasn't hers !

man, grasped him by the shoulders with
both hands, and sat him down in the
bozx.

Bump?

“Oh!* ]gaﬂpad Jarvish. “Ow! Ogoh !
Probably he had not expected Bob to
handle him so easily.

“Why, you—you checky ruffiant”
asped Bunter, “You—you hooligan!

Il jolly well eall the attendants and
have you chucked out—- Varoooh!”

roared, as the exasperated Bob
rasped him in hizs turn. “I say,
eggo—yarcooh—benst— Wow! Ow!
I say——— Yarcoop !

Bump !

Billy Bunter sat on the sprawling
Jarvish with a heavy concussion.

“Whooop ! spluttered Bunter.

Thers was & squeak of anguish from
Jarvish. Under Billy Bunter’s terrific
weight he collapsed on the carpet of the
box, all the wind knocked cut of him.
Bunter sat on him and roared.

Tw! DBeast! Wow!™

Bob Cherry tramped out of the box
and slammed the door after him, Bunter
and his man were left to sort themselves
out at their leisure.

Bob's face was rather red as he cams
back into Lord Conway's box. The
fellows there were grinning! They had
wiiched Bob's proceedings across the
theatre.

“Bunter glad to sea you, old bean?”
asked Nugent, laughing.

Snort from Bob.

" Bai Jove, you know, it was weally
more enterteinin’ than the show!”
remarked Arthur Aupustus.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The curtain went up again, and the
Greyfriara party dismissed Bunter the
Billionaire from their minds,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Like a Thiel In the Night!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. wera
rather late in getting back to
the Silver Foam that night.
But it was a merry party that

glided over the starlit lagoon in a
leisurely gondola, and clambered up the
ladder to the yacht.

In the distanes, in the tgiimmcring
dusk of the YVenetian might, thoy saw the
riding-lights of the felucea still at anchor
in the same position. They wondered
whether Bronx was there, still on the
watch, The schoolboys remained chat-
ting on deck for a time before turning
in; but they went to their stato.-rooms
at last. Their quarters on Lord Con-
way's vacht were & good deal more
luxurious than their rooms at the
Albergo Oriente, and it was an agrecable
changi.

Arthur Augustus IVArcy bade good-
night to his guests, and saw them to
their rooms and went te hiz own bunlk
and was soon fast asleep. The Famous
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Fiva had had & long and fairly tiring
day, and four of them, at lcast, were
quite propared to follow Gussy's
example. But there was a very thought-
ful expression on the dusky face of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; the Nabob
of Bhanipur was not thinking of sleep.

Ho tapped at Wharton's door as the
capiain of the Bemove was sitting on
the edge of his bunk to take hiz boots
off, and looked in. :

“X E!v esteemed Wharton—*" he mur-
AT

“ Not sleepy, Inkyi™ asked Harry.
_ “Quitefully so; but I have been think-
ing,” said the nabob. “The esteemed
snd ridieulous Bronx hes got it fixed in
his absurd mind thet the idiotic Bunter
1% on this ¥5r:ht;.”

“He ean't think mnything else, I sup-
pose, as he doesn’t know that we've
parted with the fat image,” said Harry.

" What about it? He can watch us from

the felucca as long as he likes™

“I do not thinkfully opine that he will
be satisfied with watching ws, my
esteemed chum!” ssid the Nabob of
Bhanipur gquietly,. “Hes is aflter the
ridiculous Bunter, and ha thinks that
the esteemed ass is here,”

Wharton started,

“Oh, my hat!
corng———""

“That is my absurd opinion,” assented
the nsbob. “ When the shades of night
have fallen fast, as the absurd poet
expresses 1t. I think that the execrable
Dronx will drop infulls.”

Vhavton ceased operations
boots and whistled,

"It would be jolly risky for him to
try to butt in on the yacht,” he said.
“There will be a watch kept on the
deck, I suppose. 8till, he seems to be
the sort of sportsman to take risks.”
He rose from his bunk.
“Wea're ;]nlly well going to keep our
eyes open, Inky ! No need to hother the
other fellows—they're all sleepv! But
we fiwo——"

“That is the esteermed idea.”

Wharton turncd off the light in hkis
Btﬂl.ﬂ*l.'ﬂﬂm*

The door opened on the deck; and
cutside was a warm glimmer of Italian
starlight. The juniors placed two deck-
chairs just within the cabin.

There, they were out of sight in the
dark interior and could wait at their
ease and watch and listen.

‘The more Wharton thought of it, the
more likely it seemed to him that the
naobob was right.

It could not be deubted that Bronx
believed that Bunter the Billionaire
was on board the Bilver Foam. He had
been watching the vacht all day to see
if the fat billionaire left it.

He was not likelr to be salisfied
merely with watching Bunter’s supposed
lair! He wanied Bunter!

No doubt it was a risky proceeding to
attempt to board the yacht in the night,
and get hold of the Grevfriars billion-
aire. But there was nothing else for
Eronx to do unless he g‘arc up the game.
; Thot he was exceedingly unlikely to

o

Asg the night wore on, Harry Wharton
felt more and more certain that the
gangster wonld come,

e was sloeepy, and he nodded mers
than once; but he managed to kee
awake, Ilurres Jamset Ram Ering'ﬁ
watched with unwinking dark eves.

The other. fellows were fast asleep in
their rooms; Lord Conway and D'Arcy
were shumbering soundly, as were most
of the crew.

There was one man keeping wateh on
the boat-deck, but the night was dark,
in spite of the glimmer of the stars in
the velvety expanse above.
Bronx, if he ¢eatne, was cettain to come

You think he may

on  his

silently ; and it was likely enough that

2 might contrive to climb on the racht
without alarming the watchman,

Midnight passed; snd the night grew
older, ight after light went out on
shore, though here uﬂ{g there lights still
twinkled., " The riding-lights of the
yacht rade little difference to the gloom.

Harry Wharton rubbed his eves,

"1 wish he would buck up, if ha's
coming, Inky!' he whispered.

The nabob pressed his arm as a sign
of silence,

There was a faint sound from the dark
waters,

“Listen!” breathed Hurreo Jamset

st Singh,

Wharton listened intently.

If it was & bost in the darkness it
made hardly a sound. Certainly the
watchman on the boat-deck heard and
aaIm:.rI nﬁthlgg', .

urres Singh rose silently and steppod
out of the cabin, Whalgtun fullcﬂggd
hlﬂ“l on tiptos, hiz heart beating.

They crossed guickly to the side and
stopped in the dae}s shadow of the boat-
;iir.;céct. which completely hid them from

Thus in cover, thay were able to look
over the rail without revealing them.
gelves to anyone below on the sea.

Although he was more then half-
expeot it, Wharton gave a violent
start as he discerned the shape of & boat
under the rail, almost bugging the hull
of the yacht,

Two men stood up in her, one holding
on with a boathook hooked to a
stanchion above, the other fending off
with his hands to prevent the at
bumping on the yacht. These two men,
from their dark skins, were Italians,
doubtless members of the feluoca’s crew,

There was s third man in the boat
whogse face the juniors could mnot
distinguish in the gloom, but whose
lm‘a;g. lean figure they knew at once,

While his two followers kept the boat
still and steady, Tiger Bronx was essay-
ing to climb on board the Silver Foam,

Standing on & thwart, and taking Full
advantage of his unusual length of
limb, the gangster reached up and

evidently found s hold, for the juniors,
as they watched, saw the long, lean
Eﬁ:u:u rise slowly and silently from the

CrL .

Bronx was comin uﬂ the sida,

Wharton caught his breath, his eves
turning on the dusky faca beside lum.
Heo caught the gleam of the nabob’s
dark eyes in tha gloom.

Hurree Singh made him a sign to be
silent. -

Listening intently, they heard a faint
sound as the Ta.ngsmr, by sheer strength
of musele, pulled himself up the side to
the rail. A head sppeared over the rail.
It was covered by a dark cap, and was
hardly more than a shadew among
shadews. But the watching juniors
spotted it.

The lean man rested Lis elbows on
the polished rail, and hung there,
evidently listening. Satisfied that there
was no alarm, he began to worm his.
wayv silently over,

t was obvious that the watchman on
the boat-deck had no suspicion, end but
for the fact that the twa junlors were
on the alert, DBronx would undoulbt-
edly have boarded the Silver Foam
unpereeived and unsuspected. His next
proceeding, no doubt, would have becn
to peer into cabin after cabin, in szearch
of tho fat billionaire!

Certainly he was not likely to find
him; but he was not aware of that.
But, as it happencd, Tiger Bronx was
not given the opportunity of making
the search. '

Ho was helf-over the rail when the
nabob made lus comrade a sign.



“ow!" he whuspered “Bag the
esteamed amundrell
o two Junmra ran oub of the cover
of tha boat-deck. In & twinkling they
reached the gangster on thoe rail.
“Bag him!” gasped Wharton.
Befora Dronx knew that they wers
there, they had scized him. Ho pitched
back bodily over the rail, and would
have fallen into the boat below, but
the juniors had tight hold of him by
his lean arma. ey held his arms
jammed on the rail, and he hung there,
elp]esﬂy, his lnng legs  thrashing
wildly—and there was a howl {from
below, ns one of hiz boots came in con-
tact with a head |

”ﬁut him 12 gasped Wharten. “Ilold

“The hold-Inlness 1s terrific!™

“Wake snakes!” pasped Tiger
Brenx. “0Oocoghl Let up, you ginks!
You're sure twisting my arms hercal
Ow! OQoogh! Let up!” His voice
rose to a yell. “By t.l?u great horned
toad, if I could get at a gun—"

T But you }ﬂ]‘hr woll can’t ! prinned
Wharton, “Hold on to the brute,
Inky! We've got you, you rascal[”

They had iu:rt him, thers was no
doubt about t Hanging on the
rm] with the two sturdy juniors El‘ﬂﬂﬁ!

his armsz, Tiger Bronx was unable
m er to advance or retreat. His alits
of eyes blazed with rage, as he glared
at them:; but his rage had no terrors
for the Grepfriars juniors. They held
gn and shouted to their comrades, and
in & few seconds the yacht was buzzing
with voices and footsteps and Hashing
with lights.

————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Black Time for Bronx!
4 HAT'E the row hera ¥
W It was Lord Conway's
ﬂee voice.
al Jovel What's the
:-:silﬂ old mattah, deah boys "
“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"
“"What the thump——"
“Bronx " roared Johnny Bull
“Lend us a hand!™ shouted Whar-
‘Emij. “He's wriggling like a jolly old
e Iu
“(h, my hat ¥
Bob Cherry and Nugent and Johuny
Bull rushed %o lend a hand—many

hands.  Arthur Augustuz IXArcy was
only & moment after them.

Four pairs of hands grasped the

EVERY SATURDAY

Tiger DBronx was
strugghng:  but he had pot
remotest chaneo of cttm;f away.
hung over the yacht's rai helpless

His hard, lean faco was convulsed
with rage. If he could have reached
hig "pun ™ at that moment there was
little doubt that he would have used
1t with utter reckleamesa Iut he had
na nhﬂnnu -::rf gotting at his gun.

ﬂBF pr

Lord ﬂammy stared st the lean,
savage face. The deck wes in a blaze
of eleetrio lights now, as light as day.
Rogers had come up and five or 5ix of
the crew. Every eye wae fixed on the
gangster,

The boat was no lenger below him.
The two Italian seamen had pushed off,
rerlising that their leader wos cap-
tured. The boat disaﬁpearﬂd into the
dusk of the sea, and Bronx hung over
the water.

“Will you let up!” yelled Bronx
desperately.

old thea rascal, my lads!” said
Lord Conway, with a smile. *““This 13
rather a surprise visit. I supposc some
of you were on tllﬁ watch for him "

"It was Inky's ides.” said Wharton.
“Ho thought the rotter might come
sfter Bunter, so we stayed up for him.
Sorry to disturb you in the middle of
the night—"

“Not st all!” said the viscount,
langhing. “I wouldn't have missed
this for worlds! Hang on to him. I
think ;Lrhap:a we can signal for a
pnima oat to take charge of him.”

Forget it ! snarled Bronx. “What
ara you golng to charge a pguy with,
T'd like to know? ¥ou figure that 1
Was mosavm along to pinch your
silver spoonst”

“Perhaps vou will explain what you
did  coma for?” eugpested Lord
Conway.

“Hure!l T guessT wanted to speak to
AMr, Jarvish—a knew in tho
United States. Iggu-&m he's on board
this packet, and I just wanted a word
with him.”

“Fon didn't coma after Dunteri”
grinned Bob Ehgrr;.r.

“Nopel I guess {iw:m wouldn't find
it easy to Emﬂ.rﬂ I dt cither 1"’ snaried
Bronx. nd I ain't atepped on board,
neither! I'll say the law's an my side.
handling & man like this here, when
he's coming out to a ship to pass a
word with an old acquaintance !

“Bai Jovel That wottah has a feah-
ful neck !” remarked Arthur Auwgustus

and

wrigghng
the

z

“Let up, I'm telling you! ¥on figure
that dwu can keep me hanging here all
the ?‘aned night ¥

“We'll keep you just as long as we
jolly well want vou, at any rate!”
answercd Harry ¥harton coolly. *
don’t know whether you could he
handed over to the police for trying to

gsneak on bopyd ot night—but I know
vou're going to have a leszon IV
*“I guegs—" ] i
“This 1sn't a guessing game!” said
DBob Cherry. “Diry up, old bean |
“What do you want to do with the

rascal I’ asked Lord Conway, with a
laugh, "I'll leave it to you.”

“Can wo have & bucket of tar?”
asked Harry.

*Coartainly.®
guess———* howled Bronx.

“"Ha, ha, hal”

“Mr, Rogers, let one of the men
bring s bucket of tar, with a brush in
it,” sajid Lord Conway.

“Av, ay, sirl” grinned the mate of
the Bilver Foam.

A grinning seaman brought the
hucket of tar. [Iarry Wharton tock
the brush, and dipped 1t inte the

sticky black ligquid.

Thers was & vell from Bronx.

Whether a charge could have been
made out against him, if he had been
handed over to the police of Venies,
was perhaps doubtful. Certainly, the
gengster would have preferred that_to
what he was now going to get. He
would have preferred it very much
indeed. But Mr. Bronx's preferences
in the matter were completely disre-
garded.

Ho wriggled and struggled wildly
and ducked his head, as the capiain of
the HRemove lifted the brush, thickly

luden with tar.
“Aw! Canit! Letup! I'll 53}}1’11
eap

zoak vou for this!"” ho roared.
that brush away, you'gink 1"

*Haold him steady ! sald Wharton.,

“ Yaas, wathoh!” chortled Arthue
Aungustus,

“Bteady, the Bufls!™ chuckled Bob
Cherry.

The gangster made a desperate effort
to tear looze and drop into the sea.
DBut ho was too zecurely held for that.
Bob Cherry took hold of his sharp chin,
and tilted his lean face up. He held it
in a favonrable position for painting,

and Wharton got on with the decora-
tive work.

A wild howl] rang out from Bronx as
the tarbrush dabbed on his face.
There was another how! of laughter

ter, fastenin lar, hair, IDPArey. “1 wegard you az a lyin’

E:‘?ﬂfs :;d u?i‘tp!]:i]ng Ei::-; tﬂt gave & woltah, Me. Bwonx " from the ‘31'_‘-"-'“'[1 on the deck of the

hald “Aw, can it!” snarled Lthe gangster. (Continued on next page.)
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Silver Foam, Wharlon dabbed again
gnd again, loading the big brush for
every dab.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“CGurrrgh! I guess— ﬂrﬁgghl
I'll say—— Grocogh!"" spluttered the
hapless gangster, as the tar thickened
on hizs face.

In a few minutes he was blacker
than the blackest inhabitant of Central
Africa  His eye: gleamed and glit-
tered wildly from a sable countenance.
But thera was a lot of tar left yet—and
Wharton procecded to ladle it over his
hair, his ears, and down the back of
his necl:.

“Oh! Ow! Groogh! By the great
horned toad——= Qoooch I Bronx splut-
tered frantically as some of the tar
cozed into his mouth.

“ Better keap your mouth shut, old
thinﬁV’ chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"

Mr. Bronx acted on that excellent
advice. Tar outside was bad enough;
but taken internally it was worse.

“Bei Jove! He looks weally weird,
you know,” remarked Arthur Aupgustus,
‘and he iz fwightfully stickay!”

“The stickinesa is terrificI”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““That’'s the lot,” said Harry Whar-
ton at last. I hope you ean ewim,
Mr. Bronx, because we're going to
dm%yuu into the lagoon !

“Urrrgggghl”

The juniocrs were aware that Mr.
Bronx could swim. They had already

iven him one swim in the lagoon.

ow he was going to get another.

“(ood bye, little blackbird 1Z said
Cherry.

“Hga, ha, hal”

“Let hin drop "

The holding hands released the gang-
eter. He shot down the side into the
sea, and disappeared from sight.

“He wants a wash,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “He's getting it.”

“Y¥nas, wathah!"

“Ha, ha. hat”

A faca black as the ace of spades ap-
peared on the water, in the gleam of
electric light from the yacht., Tiger
Bronx was seen swimining, and a yell of
laughter followed him as he went,

disappeared into tho dusk of the

That's that!l"" remarked Bob Cherry,
wiping his eyes. “1 fancr that sporis-
man will get fed up with Greyfriars
fellows, in the long run.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, we shall not sce any more of
him to-night. at all events,” said Lord
Conway, laughing. " 5o we may as well
get back to f)ed.

“Yaas, wathah!™

And the Greyiriars fellows went back
to bed, and slept scundly for the re-
mainder of the mnight—which - Mr,
Bronx did not! It was probable that
Mr., Bronx was busy szcraoping off tar

till long after the sun had riscen on the
lagoon of Venice,
THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rather Mysterions !

% BOAT from the Silver Foam
after breakfast the fellowing
IMOETIITHE . . y

As the vaeht wos remaining af Venice

D'Arey had one smore day to spend in
the City of the Sea; and he was ang
to spend 1t in the company of the
wenb ashore with them,

_ When the boat_pulled in to the land-
ing-place nt the Riva, another erait—a

landed the Greyiriars fellows,

till the next day, Arthur Avgustus

Famous Five. 8o the swell of 5t Jim's
g Maicner LiBRapY.—No. 1,386
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rather dingy boat badly in need of
antz——wm tying up there. Hurree

amset Ham Singh's dark eyes turned
on the two dusky Itelian seamen in the
dingy boat, w:tﬁ a gloam of recogni-
tion in them. The two swarthy men
stared at the juniors and scowled, but
otherwiso tock no notice of them,

“Qur estecmed friends of Jast night !”
remarked the Nabeb of Bhanpur.
“Those are the two ludicrous dagoes

who were with the excorable Bronx.™
*They seom to know ws!” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Then that's the boat from the
felucoa ™ paid Harry, glancing at it
“Looks as if Bronx ﬂ.aa got tha tar off,
and gone ashore.”

“Keeping an oye open for us, T sup-
ose 1 said Johnny Bull. #Well, well
andle him again, if he's keen on it."
“Yaas, wathah! said  Arthur
Augustus,
othing was seen of the lesan

American, however, when the juniors
landed. If he was ashore and watching
for them, he wae contriving to keep out
of view.

But as they walked along the Riva,
they aﬁutmd a familiar face—the sleek,
smooth countenance of James Jarvish.

Mr. Jarvish was standing by a pile of
baggage that had been landed from a
steamer, and looking towards the
dingy boat by which the twe Italian
seamen lounged.

He seemed interested in the boat from
the felucca, Wharton, as he noted the
valet’s intent look, wondered whether
Jarvish had seen the gangster land from
that boat. i

Jarvish perceived the juniors the next
moment, and immediately saluted them
with his usual deferential respoct.

He seemed to have forgotien the
episode at the theatre the previous
evening, when Bob Cherry had sat him
down in Bunter's box and sat Bunter
down on him.

“Good-morning.
Mr. Jarvish, in
touched his hat.

h,H”r-""' Wharton stopped to speak to
i,

“Where's Bunter?™ he asked.

My young master is not up yetf,
sir I" answered Jarvish. “Ha does not
usuatly rise till about eleven, az no
doubt you remember, I am taking the
opportunity of getting a little exercise,
B1F.

*You've scen Bronz i

Jurvish raised his ayebrows.

“Oh, no, sir1”

“Didn't he land from that boat?”

“What boat, sic?”

“The one wyou wera staring at a
moment ago!” said Wharton sharply.

“Don’t try to pull my leg. Jarvish!
I'm not an ass like Bunter.”

“0Oh, that boat!” said Jarvish easily.
*1 was interested, sir, in the somewhat
neturesque costume of the sailors, sirl

hese red handkerchiefzs tied round
their heads give themn a somewhat
piratical look, sir; but no doubt they
are quite honest and harmless seamen.”

“They're nothing of the sort,” said
Harry. “They're in Bronxz's pay, and
birds of the same feather.’

“Indead, sir” said Jarvish, with a
peenliar glimmer in his eyes. Do you
really think so, sir®

“There's no doubt about it, as we've
scen himm with  them,” sauid Haorry.
“ ook here, Jarvish, I can't quite malo
you out ; but whatever you are, you are
no foal.’ .

“You are very good, sie.”

“Well, then,” aaid Harry, “ryou know
olly well that DBronx is in Venice!
Va've told you so, and you know it's
true. Keop Bunter out of his way,”

“I shall certainly endeavour to do so,

_ gentlemen!” said
18 smooth tones, as he

sir, 28 my young master appears to be in
gsome danger from that very disagree-
able character,” answered the valek:
“But Master William, sir, does not be-
lieve that DBronx is anywhere near at
hand, and I am, of courze, completely
under his orders,”

Wharton set his lips.

“"What's your game, Jarvishi™ he
snapped. : .
. “Game, sirl” repeated Jarvish, rais
ing his eyebrows again,

“You're up to something ™

“Oh, sir I’

“It looks to me," said Wharton
quietly and deliberately, *“as i you've
got some game on, Jarvish, and it would
suit you for that American gangster te
get his claws on Bunter,”

“¥ou do me injustics, =sirl” said
Jarvish, with an appearance of great
earnestness. 1 am devoeted to my
master, sir, in every possible wey. But
ha is, as you will remember, a soms-
what obstinate younpg gentleman, and it
is useless for me to argue with him—
aven if I could so far forget my place as
to venture to do so.” i .

Wharton looked at him very dubi-
ously. 'There was no actual evidence
that the sleek man was * double-cross-
ing ¥ the Greyiriars billionaire, yet
Wharton felt a deep distrust of him.

“Well, I've warned [irgu.” he aaid
curtly. “PBronz is hand-in-glove with
those fellows in the red caps, and they
belong to a felucca anchored out in the
lagoon. We've seen Bronx on board
the wvessel., It looks to me as if he's
hired it, and its crew, to get Bunter
away, if he succeeds in getting hold of
him. You can keep Bunter safe if you
choose, Jarvish.*

“Y shall certainly do my best, sir”

Jarvish's manner was sz respectiul as
could be wished. But there was a
plimmer of mockery in his shifty cyes,
which the captain of the Remove did
not fail to observe,

Hao zaid no more, but walked on after
hiz friends and rejeined them, Mr,
Jarvish smiled at the back of his head
as no went.

The sleek man waited till the schoal-
hoys woere out of sight in the crowds in
the Ploce of 8t. Mark, and then he
strolled along te the two red-capped sea-
men who were lonnging by the tied-up
boat, and entered into talk with them in
their own language.

Had Wharton observed that proceed-
ing, he could hardly have doubted that
his suspicions of Mr. Jarvish were well-
founded,

After o conversation in Ttalian with
the twe seamen, Mr, Jarvish left them,
and walked back by the Grand Canal to
the Hotel Palazzo,

When he was gone, the two men of the
folucea loolked at one another, and
grinned, .

“Va bene, Carlo!” said one of thom
to tho other.

“ Benissimo,
Carlo, P

“ Andiamo cercare il signore."

*81, si, prostol” i

Leaving the beat whers it lay, the two
seamen mingled with the crowds in the
Piazea. ]

Meanwhils, Harry Wharton & Co,
were taking a strell round the Plazze of
San Marco. They Etﬁj:fe{] at a cafe for
coffes, and then wallted in the direstion
of the cathedral.

Arthur Aapustus was keen fo see the
celebrated bronze horses of 5t Mark ob
close quarters. These celebrated animals
could be seen from the Place, high up in
their lofty position; but to see them ak
close quarters it was nocessary to enter
the building ond ascend innumerable
stairs. As the Famous Five had not yet
"done ¥ that particular sight of Venice,

Pietre mis!™ grinned
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Thrust Into the dingy cabin, Bllly Bunier blinked round him In the dusky light.
He gave a sudden 1um§ of terror, as & long lean form rose from & locker In the

shadowy corper. “'Y°
of Tiger Bronx.

opossem’s eyelids ™

thay willingly sassented, and the saix
sehoolboys strolled across the Flace to-
gether. There were s great many
people about, and the iummrs: had nearly
reached the cathedral before thoy ob-
served a tall head in a Fanama hat,
overtopping most of the erowd,

"Haﬁ‘?, ?—,aliu, hailal Here we are
again !” ¢cried Bob Cherry, as he pointed
it out to his comrades. .

*Bai Jove! That gz9 iz still watehin’
us!” ehuckled Arthur Auvgustus. “Does
ke think wea've gﬂt Buntah m our
pockets, I wondah?"’ )

The juniors grinned. The whita hat
followed them ns they went towards the
entrance the cathedral. Evidently
Bronx was still in hope that they would
ultimately lead him to Bunter.

Looking round before they entered
the building, they saw the long, lean
gangster at a littla distance behind.

Ho had eleaned off the tar, but there
were still traces of 1t sticking to his
hair and hia ears. :

Ho caught their ¢yes on him, and
gavoe them a savage scowl. :

Apparently, ho had not yet quite re-
covered from his unpleasant experiences
while hanging on the rail of the Silver
Foam the previous night.

“What about collaring the cheeky
rotter and bumping hin—Greyfriars
etylo?? guggested Johnny Bull

Arthur

“Bai Jovel”™ ejaculated
Angusius,

“Dh, let him get on with it1” said
Harry. * The langer ho sticks to us, the
Jess likely he is to drop on Bunter.”

“¥es, that's so."

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's one of
the sportsmen in the red caps!” sard
Bob, a3 a seaman came through the
crowd  outside the cathedral and
approached the gangster.

It was one of the men who had been

“I'I1 sure tell a man |
** Oh, lor* I " groaned Bunter.

say I'm powerful glad to see you I drawled the volce

I'll tell the world that this Is the

waiting with the felucca's boat at the
waterside, )

The juniors saw him speak to Bronx
in a low, rapid voice, and saw the gmlgi-
ster start. Then, evidently losing all
interest in the Greyiriars fellows on the
spot, Bronx turned and hurried away
with the Italian seaman, i ]

They disappeared from sight in a
moment or two.

“Giving us ihe go-by!” =said Doh
Chervy., “Well, I'm net sorry to sea
the last of his lean mug

And the Gresfriars fellows went into
the cathedrnl, no longer shadowed by
the lean shadower who had stuck tfo
their trail so long. A guide captured
them at onee, and proceeded to show
them the wondera I:I-F the Cathedral of
St. Mark, and, in exploring that highly
coloured and extremel decorative
odifice, they forpot all about the man
fram Chicago.

e —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

i 1ITAT am I doin
w Jarvish 1 yawne
the Billionatre.

Billy Bunter was tsking
his case in an easy-chair in the balcony
of tha Hotel Palazzo, over the Grand
Clanal. .

He had breakfasted, as usual, in bed;
taken his littlo nap after breakfact, also
as usual; but finally he bad summed up
energy enough to get ont of bed,

Heaving dressed with the assistance of
Jarvish—Bunter the Billignaire being
absolutely incapable of dressing him-
self !I—he had descended to the balcony
where he honoured the Grand Canal
with & blink through his big spectacles.

But he wasted only & blink or two

to-day,

Bunter

on the Grand Canal. On a little table
boside Bunfer's chair thers wora light
refreshments. Bunter room for
just o little more inside, That available
spece he was now packing to capacity
with luscious grapea.
_ Mr. Jarvish stood before his master
in his usual sttitude of deep respect,
winding his smooth hands togcther,

“¥ou've made some arrangements,
Jarvish, I suppose?” yawned Bunter.

“ Certainly, sir 1™

It pleased Bunter the Billioneire to
leave everything to his “man® It
saved him the troubls of thinking, &
process for which his fat intelleot had
not besn well planned by Neture, And
it made him fecl like a billionaire !

“Well, what am I doing 1" drawled
Bunter. “8omcbody was speaking last
night about some celebrated hronze
horses or something sticking up in the
air on _top of & cathedral or something.
Have I secn them yet, Jarvish 1

" You have seon them from the square,
air,” said Jarvish. “To seo them colosa
at hand, it will be necessary to ascend
a number of staircases—"*

“Ysn't there & lift 7%

“H'm! No, sir!”

"Well, if I've scen them fromn the
ch!arn, that's all right,” said Bunter.
“I'm not Lkeen on a lot of stairs,
Jarvish.”

“Quite g0, sir! T have ventured to
inake an arrangement for your morn-
ing, sir, subject to your approval,” said
Jarvish smeoihly. “There is a very
interesting vessel in the harbour which
you might care to see. It is called &
felucea, sir”

“What's & felucea?”

“It i3 & wvessel, sir, much used 1n tha
Mediterranoan, and has very large sails
of the kind called lateen,”

Bunter yewned, and attacked the
gi‘mpea- again. He did not seem to ba
deeply interested in feluccas and their
lateen sails.

“ As this kind of vessel is never seen
in English waters, sir, I thought you
might care to inspect it," murmured
Juarvish.

“Well, perbaps 1 might!" yawned
Buntar.

“ A boat belonging to it is now at the
landing place, sir, and T have ventured
to engage the services of the two seamen
in charge of it,” eaid Jarvish. " They
hava been waiting some time——>

Lt them wait 1" said the fat hillion-
RITée.

“Oh, cortainly, sir| They will cer-
tainly wait till you are ready,” assonted
Jarvish. “I may =ay they fcel very
keenly, sir, the honour of being of
service to you.” i .

“That's right1” said Bunter, with a

Tee Macner Lisrary.—Na. 1,380,
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gracious nod. “That's how they ought
to- feel, Jarvish. I hopo you're payi

em well. I can't bother about suc
th:t':@ia myself, of course; but lilce
eople who serve e, and who know

ow to keecp their place, to be well
paid, Soe to that, Jarvish 1* .

Billy Bunter at that moment might
have been Nero commanding : * Bee to
it, Tigellinus 1"

“Certainly, sir! I am aware of your
wishes in thet respect, and my only
nb'jent 15 to carry them ouf, sir”

‘You're & good eervant, Jarvisgh ™
said Bunter graciously.

“Thank you, sir!”

“I don't mind saying that you are
the best valet I've ever had!™ said
Bunter—which was strictly true, as
Bunter had never had a valet at all
before Alr. Jarvish hupﬁened‘.

“You are very, very kind, sir!” said
Jarvish, with a gratified lock. “You
indeed overwhelm me, sir 1"

MTell somebody to call a gondola 1™
sald Bunter. “By the way, you haven't
seen anything of that beast Bronx ™

“Nothing, sir.”

“You've kept your cyes open §”

“Wide open, i

"1 jollv well knew those beasts were
trying to pull my leg " grunted Bunter.
“Trying to scare & chap, you koow, just
to make out thet thev'd be useful if
g chap took them up agaein. I'm not &
fellow to bLe fooled, T hope.” p

“I hope not, sir!” said Jarvich—a
statement that was very far from the
truth. I o

Being enga st that moment in fonl-
ing Bunfer, ﬁg Jarvish could hardly
ghare his hope that he was not a fellow
to be fooled!

“They won't find it so jolly easy to
FuI] my leg1” said the fatuous Owl.
‘I'm rather wide, I fancy |”

“I will tell a camericre to call a
gondola, sir.”

In & few minutes a gondola was af
the steps waiting for Dunter. e
rolled down to it through bowing
waiters and porters. The head porter
himself, & glorious being in gold lace,
escorted him fo the gondela, Jarvish
following respectiully behind. DBunter

THE MAGNET

the Billionaire was a person whom all
the Hotel Palazzo delighted to honour.

The gondola pushed off from the
hotel steps.

Bunter aat in the little “cabino ® ont
of the sun, Jarvish respectiully seating
himself at the bows.

Thoy glided away down the Grand
Canal at the usual leisurely pace. They
landed near the Flace of 8t. Mark, and
two red-capped seamen who had been
lo about came up at once.

Eilly Bunter blinked at them.

“These the men, Jarvish?” he asked.

iE YE‘% Eir (e

“ Blessed if I like their looks much!”

“They are very honest men, &I
Their costume is simply the custom of
the country. HBomething like characters
on the films, sir.”

“Well, where's the boat?” yawned
Dunter,

“Here, sic!” e,

Bunter was led to the waiting boat.
Jarvish carefully and reagecﬂuil{ helped
hizs lordly master into it. The two
seamen took their ploces.

“ Perhaps vou'd better come, too,
Jarvish,” said Bunter, as the valet stood
back on the landing place.

Perhaps the fat billionaire felt a
twinge of uneasiness. Thore were

lenty of seamen to be seen In Venice,
II)t:'n!ism and Meltese, in red caps, but
the pair in Bunter's boat certainly <id
not look very favourable specimens.

“T will await vour return, cqrfainl:.',
gir,” said Jarvish, apparently misunder-
standing what Bunter said.

One of the scamen pushed off.

“LEh—} said you were to come, too,
Jarvish ' cxclaimed DBunter,

But the boat had shot off under the
shove of the car, and Jarvish was no
longer in hearing. _

Bunier grunted angrily.

#&illy ass1* he growled. * Here, you
follows, get back ! I want my servant
to come with me! Get the boat back
at once !

{Carle and Pietro prinned and sheok
their heads, intimating that they did
not understand English,

Both of them sat to the oars, and the
poat glided further out.
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“Look here, I want to go back for
my man, sec?” shouted Bunter. * Whak
the thump does he mean by sticking me
here with silly idiots who don't under-
stand me! Go backo at once-o!”

That variety of Italian had no effect
on Carlo and Pietro. They had pulled
o, and the boat glided sway towards
the anchorage of the felucea.

Bunter had to give it up.

He frowned, but the Italian seamen
paid no heed to his frowns, as they
pulled steadily on. The boat ran under
the qi:la.rler of the Colombo, and two
swarthy faces looked down over the
side. An accommodation ladder was
let down and the fat billionaire helped
on board. A fat man in a dingy
pealked ecap, cvidently the padrone or
skipper of the felucea, Ei;meted him on
deek with & low bow and & broad grin,

“Be vi piace!" he said, which Bunter
had already learned meant “If you
please ®; and he took the fat junior's
arm and led him towards the dingy
steps that gave access to & dusky cabip,

*I don't want to go below !" grunted
Etmaten " b

“ e vi ptace !” repeate e padrone,
and he tapghlenad his grip on the fat
arm and led Bunter down the narrow,
steep ladder,

" Look here, you leggo, blow you!™
exclaimed Bunter. “I tall you I don't
want to s_ri-? below | Look here—" A
vague feeling of alarm was coming over
the fat billionaire. As he went down
with the padrone, he heard the boat
being hoisted in, just as if the seamen
did not expect him to be leaving the
vessel again!

“Andiamo [ said the padrone, grin

ning.

]:fe pushed Bunter into the dingy,
dusky cabin, and immediately leaving
him, hurried back to the deck, Bunter
blinked round him in the dusky light,
and gave s sudden jump of terror as a
long, lean form rose from s locker in a
shadowy corner.

“TIl say I'm powerful glad to see
vou'!" drawled the I'Diﬂﬂg of Tiger

ronx, “I'll sure tell & man! I'll tell
the world that this is the opossum’s
eyelids !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Bagged Bllllonalre !

ot wp OLLY old geegees!” gaid Bob
Cherry.
“Woemarkabla I agreed Arthur
Angustus D'Arey.

The echoolboys had ascended count-
logs stairs, and they were standisg on
the high platform where the celebrated
“Quadriga,” the four bronze horses of
5t. Mark reared their graceful forms
high aver the sunlit square,

There were several other tourists on
the spot, one of them taking photo-
graphs, A young lady from Boston was
telling somebody that the bronzes were
“just-too cute!” A gentleman from

ew York was trying to caleulate how
much they must have cost to cast, and
what would be their exact value in
“ dullers ™ if put on the market. While
& stout German gentleman said, ™ Wun-
derbar ! Wunderbar!” over and over
again as if ho were reciting s lesson.

Having had a look at the famous
stecds riding in air, the juniors turned
their attention to the square below.
FPeaple dotted shout looked almost like
ants in the distance.

"'ﬁugpm’ view fwom heah!" re-
marked Arthur Augustus, unslinging
hiz field-glasses. *“"You can look wight
ovah Venice, you know, fwom What-do-
Equacull-:b as fah as What's-its-name.

ike to twy the glasses, old beans?'"



“After you,” ssid Harry, with a
emile,

And the swell of 8t. Jim’s opened the
beautiful nickel-plated glasses and put
them to his noble ates and scanned the
scena stretched out below,

“Oh cwika‘r 1" he ejaculated suddr:nlﬁ.

“Hallo, hallo, halle ' exclaimed Bob,
“"Wkhat's up 1" )

Something startling, it was certain,
must have caught Gussy's eyes to make
him cjaculate *“ Oh cwikey !” instead of
“Bai Jovel”

“Gweat Scott!"” goasped the swell of
8t. Jim’s,

His eyes, and field-glasses, were fixed
on the distant oon, part of wiich
could be discerned from that elevated
coign of vantage. :

arry Wharton & Co. glanced in the
samae direction. ‘Thay could ses a
number of gondolaz and other eraft,
but not closely enough to male out the
people in them.

“*What the
N k:

“Bai Joveil™
in great excitement,
h,lﬂ'.l |!I

“Who's got whom I yvelled Bob.

“ Buntah [

*Wha-a-t " )

“Look!”  Arthur Augustus pushed
the glasses inte Harry Wharton's hand,
“Look—that boat goin® out with two
wed caps in it—-" .

Greatly startled, Harry Wharton
swept the scena hefnw with the glasses,
and soon gobt them focused om the boat
D'Arcy had zeen. i ]

To the naked eye, it was little more
than & blur in the distance, but the
field-glasses brought it close and clear,

Wharton caught his breath,

Eittiug; at the oars in the dingy boat,
rawing fast, were the two re rcnpge_:d
seamen belonging to the felucca. Bit-
ting in the stern with a frowning fat
visege was Bunter the Billionaire |

There was no mistaking him! Even
if his fat features had not come out so
clearly in the glasses, his circumference
was hardly to bo mistaken|

It was Billy Bunoter—and he was

ing out in the boat belonging to the
elucca! Judging by his looks, he was
going of his own accord, but that did
not make it less alarming. The Famous
Five knew, if Bunter did not, that the
felncca and its erew were hired by the
gangster.

“My hat]” breathed Wharton.

" Let's have a squint|” said Bob.

The glasses passed from hand to hand.
Every ono of the jumiors had zeen
Bunter in the boat by the time it passed
out of the rango of vision ;

"""That's wathah sewious, you fellows !
remarked Arthur Augustus, as he shut
the glasses and 51@:-1:&:1 them back into
tha leather case. “That feahful wottah
Bwonz has got the sillay aez now,”

“There can't ba any doubt about it,"
caid Harry, setting his lips. “I can’t
imagine why Bunter Ehnuf’d go in that
boat—unless Jarvish has been tricking
him somehow | I they get him to ihe
felucca—*

“That's why that zeaman came and
called Bronx away an bour sgo!” ex-
claimed Boeb Cherry. “You re-
member—""

“We've got to stop him! Come on!”

It had taken the juniors some time
to ascend to the platform where the
bronee horses of Bf. Mark rode high
over the Piszza. But the descent did
not take them long, They almost flew.

They ran out hurriedly into the
equare in the blaze of sunchine. Without
Et!-u::ppmg' they ran down to the landing-
place.

Bunter’s folly and absurdity was for-
gotten now! 8 was In the hands of

dickens——-" exclaimed

gasped Arthur Augustus
“They'va got
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the desperado from Chicago. YWhat
Tiger Dronx intended to do with the
fat and [atuous billionaire they did not
know, but it was obvious that the
gangster meané him harm. The chums
of the Bemove were only thinking of
saving him—if they could.

At the waterside, they stared after the
bhoat. But it was gonel It had reached
the felucca, | before the panting
juniors reached the water.

They could see the felucca, far out in
the distance. But it was not at anchor
NIOW.

The huge lateen sails were up, and
the vessel was moving away, the land
breeze filling the great sails and push-
lng ‘her rapidly on towards the open
Adriatio,

Harry Wharton clenched his hands.
A gondolier came up, calling to the
juniors from his boat. But they did not
heed him, It was useless to sttempt to
get after the felucca in a pondoia.

he Colombo was moving out of the
harbour, and once in the open sea, it
would be as swift_as a sce-bird in its
flight. Ewven as the dismayed juniors
stared after it, it was growing smaller
1n the diztanece,

“Bai Jove !" gasped Arthur Augustus,
panting up after the Famous Five.
“We're wathah too late, deah boys!”

“Is anything the matter, sir?” asked
a smooth voiga,

e juniors stared round at Mr.
fJalll'wah, who touched his hat respeet-
u

Wyhari:}n’a eves gleamed at the sleck
faca.

“You've let Bunter go to that felucca,
Jarvish—-*

“Oh, quite, sir!” said Jarvish.
* Master William desired to inspect that
vessel, sir—a rig that is not seen in our
homte waters, sir! I am waiting for
him to return, sirl®

“I'm pretty certain that you don't
expect him to return!” said Wharton
savagely. “I've told you Bronx is on
that felucca.”

" Really, sir, T hardly think it pos-
sthleg—"*

“¥ou can gee they're making sail |”
Oh, quite sir! No doubt my young
master has hired them to take him on
a trip round the lapoon,” said Jarvish.
*'1 assure you, sir, that there is no cause
for alarm.

Wharton looked at the man hard. It
was difficult to read the sleek face, but
te could not eredit that Jarvish believed
what he was saying. Auyhow, whether
Jarvish had been treacherous or not,
thera was no doubt that Bunter the
Billionaire, had fallen into the grip of
the gangster.

e ve %ﬂt to get him back!™
breathed YWharton, turning away from
Jarvish. “We've got to rescue the iat
fool somehow '

“Yaas, wathahl Jump into this gon-
dola,desh boys !” B =

“What's the good, old chap? We

can’ t anywhere near the felucea in
a gondela.”

“We can get lo the Bilveh Foam,
deah hov.”

“Oh I*

“Old Conway will play up like &
shot when we tell him. And fwmhah

think that gas will beat canvas in a
wace,” smiled Arthur Augustus.

“QOh!” gasped Wharton again.

"My dear sir!” exclaimed Jarvizh.
He was alarmed now, if he had not
been alarmed before, “I gesure you—
I really assure you—"

Nobody listened to Jarvish. The
schoolboys jumped into the gondola,
pointed to the yacht at 1ts anchorage,
and shouted “ Presto !* to the gondolier.
Jarvish wes left staring after them.

i3

But it was ten long minutes beiore
the fuudula brought them to the yacht.
Lord Conway eyed them with surprise
ag they came scrambling on  board,
their Iaces crimson with baste and
exclicment.

But as they panted out an explana-
tion, the viscount’s face became very
grave.

Ho shot a swift glance after the
feluces, fadmg into the distance. Then
he called to Mr, Rogers, and instantly
a signal was rung to the engine-room.
The Silver Foam, a minute ago riding
the calm water in slumberous inactivity,
was transformed into a buzzing hive,

“0Oh, good man—good man '™ panted
Bob Cherry, smacking Arthar Augustus
on his noble back se the motor-yacht
glided away from its anchorage.
“You're a jolly old prize-packet, and

no mistake.®
* O | Wow!” roared Arthur

.ﬂulfustus. EBob's smack was hearty,
and rather hefty. “DBai Jove! All
wight, deah boy! But don't bweak my
beastly back, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“We'll get them ! said Harry Whar-
ton, between his teeth, his eyes on the
patched lateen sail sgainst the blue.

“Yaas, watheh! We'll bag the
wottahs all wight!™
Lhe swiit throeb of the engines was
like music to the cars of the Famous
Five. And their hearts beat a little
faster when Lord Conway stepped into
his state-room, and came back with a
revolver in his hand.

ey

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Chase!

UNTER the Billionaire sprawled
B on & ditty locker, in a dirty,
dingy cabin, and quaked wi
dread.
He could feel the felucca in motion,
LThers was a trampling of fect on the
deck sbove him, & jarring of heavy
spars, a hooming of canvas,
“Oh lor’ ! groaned Bunter.

_Tiger Bronz sat on the edge of a
little table in the cabin. He stretched
out his long legs and grinned at Bunter.
The Tiger seemed In great spirits—
rather contrasting with the fat hillico-
airg in that roespect.
Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectecles in dismay and horror.

In his fatuous self-satisfaction he had
declined to believe that the gangster
had tracked him to Venice. But he
could hardly doubt any longer when he
found himself in the rascal’s presence.

From the bottom of his fat heart he
wished that he had listened to the
juniors' warning, He wished that he
had not been ass enough, idiot enough,
to part with the f‘;ﬁws who would
have protected him. But it was rather
too late to wish all that now. Tiger
Bronx, who had pursued him from
Erélglanﬁ, had nearly got him in Paris;
an ?ujtﬂ got him in Venice. And now
the felucca was sailing away inte the
Adriatic Sea—far from help and rescue,
even if anyone had known that e was
in danger.

Bunter groaned aloud.

“{th lor’! Oh orikey! Ow "

Tramp, tramnmp, tramp! came on ile
doeck overhead., The padrone snd his
dusky crew were busy. Tho felucca
leaned over to the wind as it filled the
tmmense lateen sails.  Bunter might
have wondered whether the vessel was
abont to ecapsize, had he had leicura to
be frightened by anything but the long,
lesn man who was grinning at him in
triumph,
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“I'll say it's the opossum’s eyelida,™
declared Mr. Dronx. * Hera's me, fol-
lowing that hunuh of all-fired jays
about, day and might, trying to get
after you; and here's you, drup]:urﬁ
into my mouth like a rips (Flum'
that isn't the ppossum’s eyelids, I should
gmile 1"

“I—I say

" groaned Bunter,

“Don’t Mynu worry a whole lot”
grinned Mr. Bronx. “Nobody ain't
going to hurt you, if you do as you're
told, like a good little man. You're
taking a t-riﬁ in this hyer shebang along
with Tiger Bronx for the good of your
health. I guess you won't =ea Venica
agin for awhile—nopa! TI'll say I've
got you whers I want vou. Sure!l I'Il
tell & man that this is the bee’s knee.”

Leaving Bunter sprawling dismally
on the lockers, Mr, Bronx tramped up
the narrow steep stair to the deck, No
doubt ho wanted to be safe out of sight
of land before he dealt further with iis
cagtn‘e.

Oh lor' " groaned Bunter.

He dragged himself from the lockers.
He was not thinking of trying to
escape. Thers was only one way out of
the esbin—up the steps to tho deck, the
way Brpnx had gone. ‘Thera was no
escape for the hapless billionaire.

He rolled to the little stern windew

of the cabin.
It was thick with dirt, and looked as
if it had not been cleaned since the
building of the Colombo. Bunter
rubbed a pateh of the glass clear with
his sleeve, and blinked back astern.

Venico was alréidy out of sight.

The wind was etr off the land, and
tho felucea's great satls were full of it.
The Colombo was racing through the
water.

Bunter had a glimpse of the islands,
aknd that was all. The rest was sea and
eky.

Here and there in the distance wore
gnils. Far away was the smoke of o
steamer coming from ‘Trieste.  But
nearer at hand, with the prow directly
towards the felucca, was & handsomo
vacht,

Bunter blinked at it.

He did not know that it was D*Arcy's
brother's yacht, and certainly it did not
cross hiz fat mind that the Famous Five
were on board, or that the yacht was
in chase of the felucea, But the aight
of her ensign flying in the wind gave
him a momentary fecling of comfort.

It did not have that cffect on Mr.
Bronx, who was staring back on deck
with an _uneasy frown on his hrow,
almost biting through his cigar in his
irritation and alarm.

The feluces was making great speed,
slanting te the wind, with the wide,
open spaces of the Adriatic round her.
The Italinn ghores were dropping from
sight. Mr. Bronx had left his prisoner
and come up on deock, with the belicf
that the game was entirely in his hands,
and fecling as if he was monarch of all
he surveyed. The sight of the swift-
gliding moter-yacht aitern  quite
changed the current of his thoughts.

“Bay, vou Basso!” he called to the
padrone. “I guess vou want to get on
top gear. I'll say that packet’s nosing

aftor us.™
The padrone looked back at the
vacht. He answered carelessly in

Italian; and Bronx shook his head,

“I‘I_l say ehe ain't jest running out
promiscuous [ he snapped. “I'll tell a
man she's after us.”
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“Ecool” ejsculated the
lhﬂ}ggmg his shoulders.

“You want to beat her!”

“Cio e impossihilic!” answered the
padrone, with another shrug.

It was hardly necessary for him to
tell Bronx that it was impossible for
a sailing-ship to beat a {'auht. running
on petrol. 1f the Silver I'oam waa in-
deed in chase, it was only a matter of
time before she overhauled the felucca.

“8Btick on some more of vour rags!”
snarled Bronx, “By the great horned
toad, I Bgl.‘:ﬂﬁ-:a you got to beat her some-
how! Heat her across to Istria, you
jay, and run your packet ashore—that'll
sce ma through! Capite

“8i, signore!”

The padrone rapped a word te the
man at the helm, and shouted to his
dusky red-capped crew. The feluccs
slanted to the east, her great lateen
sails swinging round to the wind on
her quarter. On that tack she sailed
as fast as before the wind. But there
was not the remotest chance of reach-
ing tha eastern zhore of the Adriatic
befora the Bilver Foam came up, and
the crew knew i, if Bronz did not
choosa to realise 1t.

The vacht, in fact, was now coming
up hand over fist. Bronx, staring sav-
agely over the taffrail, could make out
cevery line of her, and the figures on
her deck. Perhaps he had nourished a

padrone,

foint hope that the yacht was simply

Futtmg to sea, unconcerned with him.
f so, that hope had to be abandoned
when he picked out the figures of Harry
Wharton & Co. on board. He knew
now beyond a doubt that it was pursuit.

He shook a savage fist at the Silver
Foam.

“I'll say it's fierce!” he snarled.
“How'd them ¥& gob wise to it?
They wasn't nowhere around when that
fat gink moseyed along. [I'll toll & man
that it's sure ficrce.”

A

Higz hard went to his hip-pocket,
revolver glimmered in the sunlight.
‘The padrone’s eyes turned on him, roll-
myg in alarm.

“Signore ! he gasped,

"Aw, can it!” snarled Bronx., “You
figura that I'm letting them guys get
that all-fired gink off me! Forget it !”

Tha E._a.dmna rolled his eyes, and
waved his wawashed, dusky hends in
alarm. Hea had been willing to hire out
his ship for o kidnapping enterprise.
But ha wos not prepared for shooting
end bloodshed on the high seas. Bignor
Sasso had dsbbled in smuggling and

petty thievery; but piracy was rather
too big an order. Moreover, in a eon-
Hict, the helf-dozen ruffians on the

felucea had no chance against an English
yachting crew,

Bronx scowled at him.

“Pack a sticker, don’t vou?” he
snarled. “Your guys here have got
knives in their rags, I reckon! Stamd
by me, and we'll beat them off, Double

ay i we get clear with the fat gink!

on hear me talk 7V

“Impossible, stgnore—non posso—ho
paura—non posso—non posso ™ burbled
the alarmed padrone.

“Posso, be jiggered! Stand by me
or not, you're going to hear gun-play
if they run vy down!™ roared the
rangster. I puess I'll handle this gun
fo the queen’s taste, and then gome I

And the gangster gripped the gun in
hiz hand, a desperate glitter in hiz eves,
a3 fho Silver Foam ran the felucea
dowr,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Resone |
i EAVE +to!¥ shouted Lord
H Conway,
Standing on the boat-deck

of the Silver Foam, he looked
down on the felucea. The yacht had
run within easy hail, and was now keep-
ing. alongside, at the distance of a few
fathoms,

On the main-deck stood Harry YWhar-
ton & Co. and D'Arey, thair a8
eaperly on the felucca. The yacht's
crew were egually eager—mot at sll
averse from a “scrap’’ with a bunch of
“dagoes,” 1f their captain gave
order.

“Thera's Bronx !" breathed Wharton.
“If the scoundrel shoots——"

“We've got him, anyhow 1

“Yans, wathah ™ o g

Bronx's savage vVoire ¢ame ringing
back : e

“Bteer clear, vou popinjay! Bdy,
what are you running down this pac
for?” i

“You've got a kidnapped prisoncr on
board——"

“ Forget it 1"

“ Are vou willing to be searched "

“ Bay, you belong to the Italian navy!?
Or has Mussolini made you Lord High
Admiral of the Adriatic? Steer clear!
You run me aboard, and you'll hear this
barker bark!"

“I'm coming aboard wou!” answered
Lord Conway coolly. “If you use that
weapon, Mr. Bronx, you'll answer for it
with your neck!"

The gangster raized the revolver.

“Steer clear, or you get youral” he
valled. .

Lord Conway gave him & look of cool
contempt. The vacht edgped nearer to
the felncea. arry Wharton & Co.
gtood with baatin% hearts. For the
moment it looked like coming tragedy
under the blue, emiling sky of the
Adriatio, :

But Bronx, in his desperation, had
counted without the padrone and his
Crew.

The dusky rufisns had no ides what-
ever of sharing in such desperate
measures, and faecing long terma of im-
yeisonment on the gangster's account.
Shooting an English yachtsman was
altogether too serious a matter for
Signor Sasso and his men to have a
hand in it.

Az the gangster lifted the revolver, the
padrone made 8 sign to his men.

(Carlo and Pietro leaped on Bronx
from behind, and dragged him over on
the felucea’s deck.

He went down with a yell and & crash,
and the }:adrma snatched the revolver
from his hand and tossed it into the sea,

2 Ea{, vou let up!” wvelled Bronx
struggling madly. “You pgol-darne
dagors, you double.crossing, gecks, I'm
saying let up 1 i X

But the dusky ruffians grasping him
did not “let up.” They pinned him to
the deck, while the padrone shouted to
the other hands to take in sail, Down
came the great lateens, and the felucca
hove-to, i

“Our game, I think!™ drawled Lord
Canway.

“Yaas, chuckled Arthur
Avgustus.

“Good egg!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The goodfulness of the esteemed egg
is terrifie [*

The Bilver Foam glided in, and the
engines shut off. She lay with her rail
almost touching the felucea. Tord Con-
way jumped down on board, and D'Arcy
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“¢ 8leer clear, you popinjay ! ™ roared Bronx savagely.

and the Famous Five jumped after him,

Bronx, on his back on the dingy deck,
was howling and wriggling—with the
two grinning Italians sitting on him and
kee{vﬁmg him there, .

The padrone met the newecomers with
bows and. anxious smiles, waving his
greasy hands, and pouring out & flood of
apologetic Italizan,

If the padrone was to be believed, he
was the most innocent and honest of all
sailormen in existence, 1"1:1: had never
even guessed what a “bad msn
Bronx was, and he had firmly believed
that the “ricco signore” in the cabin
had come aboard entirely of his own
accord. : .

Bob Cherry ran to the companion and
roared down:

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter!”

“ Bunter !” shouted Harry Wharton,

“B unter—DBunty—Bunt !” bellowed
Johony Ball.

There was & startled squeak from
below,

“Oh erikey! T say, yon fellows—="

“Tumble up '’ roared Bob,

A fub ﬁﬁura sppeared on the steeg
ladder. Billy Bunter, his little roun
eyes almost popping through his big
round spectacles in his amazement,
rolled on deck,

He blinked at the chums of the
Remove, as if he could hardly believe
gither his eyes or his spectacles!

“Oh lor'l I—I—I eay, vou fellows
gasped Bunter, “I-=Isay—ohlor’l Oh
crikey !  Is—is—is it reslly you? Oh
pcizsors .

“Raally us, old fat bean [* eaid Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“The realfulness 1s
gsteemned idictic Bunter !

" Yaas, wathah !™

“(Oh crikey I gasped Bunter. “I zay,
that beast Hronx—he got me—that silly
idiot, Jarvizh, let me come here, and
that beast was waiting for mal I'll

1>
"

terrific, my

.overboard |
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eack him—the minute I get back I'll
gack him ¥

““All serene now, old fat man!™ said
Harry soothingly.

" I—1 =ay, }'gnere‘s Bronx 7 .

“There he is, with those dagoes sitting
on him ! chuckled Bob. )
“0Oh lor' ¥ faﬁped_ the alarmed Wl
lionaire. “I—I say, is—is he safe?”

“Ha, hae! Safe as housca! This way,

ﬂ]drdpﬁrpﬂise. You're getting a lift on
Lord Conway's yacht back to Venice.”
- "zlad to fnd you safe and sound,
Bunter ' said Lord Clonway, with a
rather curious lock at the fat billionaire.
“1 gather you came on this vessel of
your own accord; but I think a charge
of kidnapping would stand if we take
that gentleman from Chicago back with
us in the yacht——"

“0Ok! No!" howled Bunter, "Keep
him away! Let him go! Chuck him
Don’t let him come on the
acht! Leave him here! Make 'em
old him tight till I get away !V
“Ha, ha, he!®
“Blessed if T zee anyvihing to eackle

at! Help me out of this, ean’t you?”
roared unter. ““Leave that beast
there! I sav, vou fcllows i

The fat biﬁinnairn was helped on
board the yacht, ‘The other fcllows
followed.

Lord Conway hesitated, with his eves
on the savage, szcowling face of the
gangster. Finally, however, ha followed
the juniorz, and tho -3‘aci'|.t. throbbed
away on the blue Adriatic with the
reseucd billionairve,

Looking hack, as it went, Harry
Wharton & Co. had a Inst glimpse of tho

angster, leaning over the side of the
elucea, and shaking a Lst after them.

“1 say, you fellows ™

“Tata, old fat man!™

“Btop ' howled Bunter,

Bafe in Venice once more, the Famons

“ Say, what are you running down this packet for? ™

* You've
got a kidnapped prisoner on board ! ** answered Lord Conway coclly. *‘ I'm coming aboard you ! JI you use that weapon,
Mr., Bronx, you'll answer for i with your neck 1"

Five had walked with DBunter to the
Hotel Palazro, to sea him =zafe home.
There they were going to leave him,

But Bunter, it appeartd, was not
going to be left 1

“Haold on! I =ay, you fellows—stop !
I—I want you to stay with me! You'ra
not going to let a fellow down! I—I
zny, I—1 was only ]-j-joking when I said
1 wanted you to apologise! Look here!
I'll apologiza instead! Bee?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“1I'm getting out of thiz beastly place I
sas.p?:l Bunter, “I'm going to make

arvish ;{hnne to the serodrome. We'll
start for Rome this very afternocon. You
fellows would like to see Rome? Lots
of rums, and things, and that chap
Mussolini—~———"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

"o ecome!” urged Bunter, "I—I
Jdon’t feel safe! Oh lor'! 1 !ﬁg’, you
follows, do come! There's a place in
Rome where you can get lovely cakes—
th::juse- sticky, creamy N g —t

Ha, ha, hal” ]
“That settles 1t!” said Bob Cherry
gravely,

It was zettled, anyhow, Jarvish being
needed fo pack, Bunter decided not to
sack him for the moment. Harry Whar-
ton & Co, went to say good-bye to
Arthur Augustus, gathered their belong-
ings from the Albergo Oriente, and
jeined up with the Greyiriars billionaire
once more. Whether the gangster
furned up in Venice agrin or not they
never knew. Tha Queen of the Adriatio
dropped out of sight, and the plano
soared away over the Apennines,

THE EXND.

(Whatever yon oo, chums, don*t miss
next week's full-gf-thrills eover-fo-cover
yari of Billy Buntcr and the chuma of
reyfeiers, s entitled: "BAGCGED
BY BANDITS!™ You'll vote 1t cre of
Frank Rirhards' finest stories)

Tine Maguer Lispaft.—No, 1,300,
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When Bunter Starts Snoring—

Why throw your boots at him ? Much
better to keep a supply of the Cliff House

Cookery Class Experimental Scones in
your locker! And remember, too, that
these scones make excellent crazy-paving
for your garden !'—Apply, P. HAZELDENE,

Agent.
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PEA-SHOOTING AND MUD- :

| these manly arts,
¢ school rifle-butts, Starta first Wednesday
| aftcrnoon of next Term. Fees, moderats
- and inclusive, Prepare for the next war
| NOW, lads!
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SLINGING :

Take Professor Siott’s Short Course in
Training-ground : the

ProreEssor STOTT,
Study Ne. 11, Remove.

September 8th, 1934,
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DR. BIRCHEMALL'S DUBBLE!
By DICKY NUGENT

* Yarooog | "

The ornised yell came
from Mr, 1. Jalliwell Lickham,
the master of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Sam’s, as he
went eprawling on the floor
of the hall, with Jack Jolly
on top of him. Mr, Lickham
had n standing at the
bottom of the stairs, talking
to Dr. Birchemall, the Head,
when Jolly cams sliding down
the banisters, and unfor.
chunitly, he was direotly
in thae way. 'The result was
that Mr. Lickham went down
1-ﬁ.lal-:lacn-l.’t»::lil:uﬂ]_::niu!

“Yaroooo | *

“Ha, ha, hat!" wyelled
the revered and majestiok
Head of St. Sam’s, aa he

gaezcd down on his {allen
gubordinit. * Your fizz is
too funny for words, Lickham,
:f;;;.r?}: don’t mind my sayiog
s Borry, eir | ' gasped Jack
Jolly, as he picked himself up.
“* Are you hurt, sir 7 7
“Oh, no !l It meerly gave
ma & plezzant tickling sen-
sation down the hack!™
Auid Mr. Lickham, with savidge
sarkasm. Then hLe added,
feercely :  * I'rosced to my
study, Jolly, and awsait me
there. For this offones, I
tan your hide till you well
for mersy, huat me if I won't 1"
“ Tuatt-tutt !  Don’t lpze
your temper over such a
trifle, my dear Lickham,”
said Dr. Birchemall, vwvho was
in one of his best moods., “ A
littla high-spirited play among
the juniors is to bo eggepected
now and again. on't for.
get  that you were yung
yourself enee. I wonder——*°
* ¥ou wonder what, sir 7 7
asked Mr. Lickham crossly.
*1 waa just wondering if
I was o8 good at sliding
down the banistera as I
used fo be,” said the Head,
with & morry twinkle in his

———arn

oye. “In the days of my
yooth, Lickhem, WE3 &N

cggspert!  Let ua see!™
o the 18t of Mr. Lick-
ham and 8 amowsement

of Jack Jolly, Dr. Birchemall
ran up the stairs, two at a
time, and ealmly sat astride
the banisters, prior to aliding
down. R

“Ready | Steady! Gol™

he eried, and then started
alithering down.
Mr. ii-}kham and Jack

Jolly hurriedly dodged awa
from the bﬂt-tl?:lrm. % >

Unforchunitly, they had
no eponer dodged than their
place wus taken by an
uneggspected newcomer in
the shape of 8Sir Frederick
Funguss, the chairman of
the BSt. Sam's Board of
Guvvernera !

* Good-afternoon, Mr. Lick.
ham 1 * remarked the pompuss
Sir Fraderick, * I am looking
for Dr. Birchemall. Have
you, by any chance, scen—-"

At that moment his ques-
tion beocame superfluous, for
the jentleman he was seeking
hit him farely and squarely
in the breadbasket !

Sir Frederiek collapsed with
a howl.

* Yaroooo | What
merry dickens M

_4s  epgspression  became
sinply woltish, as he stag.
gered to his feot again and
saw Dr. Birchemall standing
before him,

f8ir 1" he hooted.
dare you ! How dare you,
L say! You, the hend.
master of this grote shool—
nock me spinning, through
your unseeraly horseplay 1"

For a moment, the 1lead
of 8t. Sam’m was taken
abael. Then, to the spec-
tators’ mnuzement, ho sud-
denly grinned,

" Borry ! he said eoolly.
“But you appear to have

the

(5] H‘Jt‘r
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Wasp-Swatters, Beware!

Wausp-swalfers are warnod

rlon’t stop an n:}i,ving the wasps in the Bemaovo

pussagn, I shal

commenks about them !0, KIPPS, Schowl
Sanatoriwin  {just pecovering  from

atings).

made a mistake in my eye-
dentity L ¥

&l E T 5f

“You seem to have mie-
taken me {or Dr. Birchemall,
As a matter of faet, I am
Jimm  Birchemall, his twin
brother,

“ Wha-a-at 71! gasped Bir
Frederick.

MIf you'll just wait a
minnit, I'll eall my brother,”
said Dr, Birehemall'a dubbls,
and he dashed away before
anyone could say him meigh.

A minnit later, he—or
somebody wvery much like
him—strolled sereenly back
again,

“ Good  sfternoon, Sir
Frederick [ he said, affably.
My twin brother teolls me
you want mel "

¥ W.w-where i3 your {win
]ﬁmtdhﬂF ‘].i' ” Bguttﬂ};jd Sir

redeoriclk, perple w Tage.

“Juat-huzlz?: off 1 ** answersd
the Head calmly, * He told
mé ho thought he had better

En for the bennyfit of his
elth. DBut why talk about
my twin brother when we
can more profitably diskuss
the Dbizziness that brings
you here ¥ This way to my
study, sir!™

And he jently piloted Sir
Fredorick away from the
stairs, 8ir Iredericlk had to
reconcile himself to the fact
that Dr. Birchemall’s dubble
had vannishod—probably for
good |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

AN
APPRECIATION
OF HOSKINS

I don't agree with all this sarcasm
about Hosking' musie. I maimtsin
that Hoskins iz probably a jolly fine
pianist. I've certainly never hesrd
& better one mysslf,

Fellows say he's always striling
the wmngp}mys and meking & horrible
dizcord. Well, a chap can only speak
ad he finda. I can't say I've heard
any discord on Hoskinsg' piano por-
sonally ; and I'm perfectly certain
I’vt: never heard him strike a wrong |
note.

FPeter Todd tells me 1ihat when-!
ever he hears Hosking thumping out his I
unfinished symphony it makes him |
see red. Bubt Hosking' unfinished |
symphony never has that effect on |
mea, I can tell you.

Bunter has been known to remark
that he wouldn't sit through one of |
Hosking' piano solos even though he
were given & jolly good feed for
doing 1t. Well, if there ave any free!
feede Inocking about, I'm willing '
to st in the music-room with Hosking.
all day long io earn thom ! '

Of course, I'm willing to adinit that

DICKY NUGENT'S
“HOLLERDAY"” DIARY

Ramance on the Seashore
DAY .—S3tarted the hollerday, hoping

to , some thrilling blud-curdling mistery
with' which to oceupy m;f: keem brane in
of Bhrimpingham-

the :.1iet. surroundings
on-% 1 ¢ Hopes grattitied on my first walk
along-.ne sands. Found o dead body lying
under the eliffa, Toek mezsnrements and
fotogads and searched for klues. Tound
at lopst f-a-durren—and then the * dead ™
body came fo life and arsked what the
dickens [ was doing, disturbing his doze !

TUESDAY.—Spotted & pang of feeren,
unserewpulons  smugglers, unloading  sus-
pishue sacks from o boat and taking them into
a cave. Mannidged to roll a boulder into
the entrance when they wero all inside and
ruched off to find constguards, Fouud const-
;nmﬂﬂ and only pob info o feerlul row.
The mon weren's smvaglers at ell, hue work-
mer.. repairing the inteerior of the cave fo
mal -~ ¥ gafe !%JT‘ visiters !

WeuNESDAY —Saw a yung chap slrag-
eling fwiously on the eliff=, in the hods of 2
mierd gous essailants. Went down the ohifi
Fore t5 his reshew and joined im ihe sheap.
Muely fo my sorprize, abl 3 turmed onome.

|

CEDRIC HILTON on—

I darp say

with their knucklea,

it sounds like Greock to you youn
rubz when I tell you that in the Fifth we're Too Pog
to Punch | Little savages, like members of ihe Grey-
iriara RBemove, know only one way of arguing—

It naturally comes o3 a pur-

prize to them to know thot there’s any other way,

Bat there 1s5—and in the Iifth we

practise it.

Wa arpgue with our intellcets |

When two of us have a difforence of opinion, we
tdon't rush at each other like g coupls of mad bulls,
Wa just eve each other coldly and flick an imaginary
speek of dust off our respective jachkets.

On the following day, when we meet in the Games
Study, we bow stifily and give each other a haughty
vlance. Perhaps ono of us oven ventures to remeack :
“ Wieo day, isn't it 7" te which the other gives the
crushing retort : ** Yes, isn't it? ** Shafis of rapicr-
like wit like this are common when the Fifth are on
their dianity,

I the quarrel pets really serious, you mey ex

ol

to =e¢ us raise the eyebrows when we pass cach other,
and even permit a faintly sopeveilious smile to flicker

But no Fifih

different pcﬂptﬂ are offected in  dif. ‘J.!:- "L'I.'J;'f 1:."4:|'Ir1 :h(:' :":]|I'J-:!Iill'-i'.'l;_:'[l:l1i'|'l.J‘."-:'I".il.‘!-i"'ll"!.' Y across tho faee., We mny Pﬂﬁﬂ-ib],}', if pfﬂ‘p'ﬂriﬂll {or
fﬂrant WE}FE. I-tl'!E ql..liiﬂ- o1 ,1]_,“_! [“‘1_"1311 II.II:':I. :‘Eﬁ'lk:'tl":-: :.IL."!]‘;: HEE R kL I.l‘ﬂ-:l.' '..!!|:-l.|_ J:l\-'\.tl"'!;u {'JIUU,:.-:]]-; {:n_r] Ol IIFE d.'.'.’].‘iﬁl"-"l.!t.'_'r'-
in spite of what I've zaid, that Hosking | P buri—-zd e sussceded e spoilimge TR Y 100 worthy of the name would ever go beyond

i# o pretty foul musician. Jossilly
when it comea to plano-playing, he's
the world’s worst. But his piano-
playing cerloinly docsn’s upset moe,
a0, &b least, we don't nll think alilke
over it, do we 1

S0 long, lads !

(EDITORIAL XNOTE.~We tere
going {o offer & prize jor gucssing who
wrote (his article, buf, on sgecond
thoughts, i's too easy. Yes, you're
all correct—the author i3 T'om Dulton,
e real good lad and DEAF A8 4
DOORPOST )

Cne Boitle wanted. Mr. Hacker has
invited us to tea with him afler the
vae., and wo want to do justice to his
“funny ™ stories.—HOBSON &
STEWART, Shell Forin.

toot of il !

THURSDAY —Saw 2 feilows digging =
hole in the sunds by moonlizht, ared depositing
a box under the surfiss.  Waited {3 they'd
pone, fhen dug up the inisterious box amun,
Was promptly boxed on the ears by n per.
liceman, who appecraed on the seene, Turned
out t be the Fivat Prize in the Shrvimping-
ham ]:fm]-pi.fu] Trerzvro Hunt, which duzecnt
begin Lill lo-morrow |

FRIDAY . —Saw misterions lighis fickering
undey she pier.  Ivvidently some fowl fire-
raizen gotiing light to it | Felched perlive.
man und led him to the seene of the crime.
No luk again. A penuy had fellen out of an
ortomatic machinge and dropped through o
crack in the heards end the two felluws
were peerly looking for it !

SATTURDAY —XNobt a sign of a crime or
plud-c wrdling mistery. I think I'll ask nater
if = ¢ ean’t finish our hollerday in Mexico
or U cagn and pet a bit of eggsilement lor
T S o LR

thiat.

for hin i€ ho i

Publie n&:iuiﬂu would make life unbearable

YVoung barbarvians like yvou Remove kids mey
perhaps argao that no dilferenes of opintoen could

possibly be seltied on these lines,

But you'd be

surprised.

Why, I've scen a Fifth Form man give another
chap o frozen smile that sent him staggering back
just us though he'd had o punch on tho juw !

It's gquite ensy, I assure vou, to adminisier the
knocl-out—even when you are Too Posh to Punch !

PENFOLD'S POTTED POEMS

—

A man without fear is Fitz.g::;rn’ld
Whenever o comrade’a imper&ld !

He's mostly & slacker, Mauloverer ;
Yet nose ean be brighler or cleverer.

His full name 18 Fish—Fisher Tarleton ;
LDescription—=a cheat and a charlatn |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT |

ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS

SMITH JUN. (Remove): “I have becn
teld that Morgan is an awful grouser.™

Well, il’s frue {hat whenever you talk to
him ha's full of ** Wales ™|

“ BOLSY'S PAL " (Remove): * Bolsover
has a very open face,”

It's o open when he talks fhat vou could
put a footbull into it and he'd never notico it !

" GUNMAN " (Remove): " What do you
think would happen if the Head knew I had
a revolver '

You'd be fired !

“HORACIE " (Fifth):
& sound game."

Exactly. 8o much so, in fact, that tho
sound of your woice gets on everybody's
nerves long belore hall-time |

“STUDENT " (Remove)—"" Mr. Lascelles
says that action and reaction are egual amd
opposite.  Ia this true "

os, rather. We saw a perfect example of
it on breaking-up day last term, Smithy geve
Snoop o black look—and Snoop turned white !

o e e : 1

INKY’S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE
This Week: Horace Coker

To obtain p passiul ticket for thy nearost
moutal home would be the estecmed and
proper eaper for the honoured and idiotic
Colter, js the opinion of many. But this
opinion, my rvspected and ludierous cluma,
is wronglully out of order. Ceker is nob
an cstecined loouny, but merely an honoured
and rdieulous duffer]  Furthermorefully,
I may any ab oneo that Coker was born undor
n lueky star, and may endfully finish a long,
long way from the esteemed and giddy asyhum.

The encrgy and enthuasinsm of this Filthlul
aupermun will alwaye ho  truly tervifie.
Whether at putting Removitca in  their
right position placefully, or riding his hair-
raigeful motor-lake specdfully, or kicking
the esteemcd foothall own-goalfully, wvou
may bankfully “"eount on his  esteemed
enthusinsm !

The soleful drawback is that his enthusiasm
18 nearly always misnlaced |

“1 always ploy

e e —

Study Privacy Assured
If you fit your kevhole with Bquill's
Electric Tear-gas  Stjuirter. Operatos as
Bl w8 anvone breathes near the kevhole t
Price 23, Bd., including aimple dircetivns,—
5. Q. L, FIELD, Study No. 14, Remoyo.

When Skinner and his cronies

held a smoking-party, strictly
under the rose, it
movement to **boost P Skinner

CHES &

Srived T gont e bl o
ved in i ot |
later with zick headaches [

Sammy Bunter, ol the Second, ia
not quite so obtuse ag bis ** major'?
—evex Billy Bunter cannot
“Dbilk ** him ! Whenever Billy
has a rate remittance from home,
Bammy i3 on the scene lke &
shot for a share-put |

| . ".,:—\. 'y [:._\:,.\.'.'-#'a—\.-__"l r;: & 'q * =
. CoE e s :
that if they | =" o " A2 4 »
L P I I + 3
' ' . ; s
mako some most elinging S s i Wl e
C l.-"_l. ] oy ﬁ .L_'I:z
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T AL ! {_:__;: k . { [
o+ e : l.;;,_ .-rIJ - I3 _!
j-q.—,-.-‘%., ¥ hilk y
. . Wiy il e L] g 4 C -
Hurree Singh, with hiz pecnliar

English, i the despair of Monsiege

Charpentier

im  Freoch
Monszienr Charpentier

¢lasg,

s very

finch with
cricket ball, he kept it
j;ﬁ,uﬂr and looked

was

hen Dick Russcl! found s bull-
its leg injured by a
iz his
ter it till it
strong enough to By away.

patient—but with * Ioky,” the Bpssell is & keen and Eindly

Frenchiulness

not terrific |

q

nataralist ]

Tom Brown electrified Greylriars
by spioning a rope seveniy Ieef

long in the quad | Even Loder,
the prefect, was glad fo skip
clear o * Browney's * whitling
rops. Tom Brown learned the
koack 1o his native New Zealand [

George Bulstrode iz wvery proud
of his home-made wireless-sel,
with which bo claims to be able
to get any station | Hazeldene,
hia study-mabte, agress that
Bulsiroda can ge! any siation—
except the ome he wanis |

The stars tell mu” that humour will he
linked strongly with Coker's Jife. DBut the
humour will bo what other people getfully
obtain from him. The esteemed and fat-
Iieaded Coler is fur too serious o proposition
t? himzelf to permitfelly ellow wnything
algn !

I am fearinily afmaid, my estecmed and
blithering readera, that it will ever be Coker’s
fute to live in & world of drecams,  To himaalf,
ho will always bo o knight in shinetul nrmonr
—alil o brotny kright at that. To olhers,
ho will always be un estecmed pnd wooden-
headed proof!

Buk thers iz always hope for Coker, with
Iis bBlitheful and fearsome optimism. Amnd
if, by chanco perhapsiully, he ever doca
deseendiully  come down fromy tho clouda
aud sheds his illusions chuekfully, his suesess.-
Fielness will bo tevrific |



