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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Sharp!

" RE&DY. Bunter?”
[t H’ﬂ l”
fBuck up !
“Shan't!?

“Look here—"

“Oh, blow you ! came a peavish voica
from within the bathing-cabin occupied
by Eili;r Bunter, the Greyiriars billion-
aira. I can't equeeze into this beastly
costume. I jolly well knew it was too
tight! I'll eack that fool Jarvish.”

arry Wharton & Co. chuckled.

On the beach at Posilippo, at Naples,
they were clad in light and airy bathing
costumes under the blaze of the Italian
sun, ready for a dip in the sea.

The glorious Bay of Naples, and the
blue Mediterranesn, stretched belore
their eyes, with Ischia and Capri in the
distance. In another direction lay
Mount Vesuvius, a thin stream of smoke
rising from its summit to the azure skies,

There were crowds of bathers up and
down the beach, and the blue water was
dotted with heads. Farther out, boats
glided on the calm sea, and from some of
them came the singing volces of the
merry MNeapolitan sailors. It was
Beptember, but still very hot at MNaples
—as hot, Billy Bunter complained, as
August in Margate! Bunter was hotler
than ever in the rather stuffy bathing-
cabin struggling with a bathing-suit
which, it seemed, was disinclined to go
oD,

Probably that was not the fault of the
bathing-suit. Billy Bunter had never
heen sﬁm. Since he had been a billion-
gire and lived on the fat of the land
—and lotz and lots of it—he was fatter
than ever. In buying the bathing-suit
in the Calleria Umberto Primo, that
gircumstancs had not been allowed for.
Or perhaps it was the roomiest that his
man Jarvish could find. Anyhow, there
seemed’ to be difficulties.

“ Beast ! came Bunter's voice. *I'l
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sack him! Does the silly am think I'm
a skinny skeleton like vou fellows?”

“Try a shoehorn!” suggested Baob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

" Beast 1 hooted Bunter,

“ How long are we poing to loafl about
here?” inquired Johnny Bull. Jeohnny
had come down to Posilippo to bathe,
not to wait outside a bathing-cabin
listening to the dulcet tones of Dunter
the Billionaire.

“Well, Naples 1z a place for loafing !
remarked Frank Nugent. " Everybody
here loafs B .

“And the esteemed Eunglish proverb
remarks that half a loaf 1s better than
the cracked pitcher that goes longest to
the well I** observed Hurree Jamset Ram
Elh%h.

“Zood old English proverb ™ chuckled
Baob (Jherxg. " Ready yet, Bunter I

“Noe! Beaat! No!” roared Bunter.

“Oh, let's =it it out!” said Johnny
Bull resignedly. He plumped down on
the heach.

The next momnment he leaped to his feet

with a fearful yell.
“¥Yarcooh! Whooop!”
“Halla, halle, halle! What the

thump—" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
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" Yow-ow-ow !" roared Johnny, wrig-

ﬁl;ﬂg like an eel. " Oh crikey ! Wow!”

wriggled amd rosred. “I've sat on
somothing—wow 1*

“He, he, he " Bunter's door opened,
and he blinked out through his big
spectacles in time to witness Johnny's
impromptu performance. ' He, he, hel
I say, you fellows, they warned us to
look out for shells on this beach!
He, he, he "

“Ow! Wow!" groaned Johnny Bull
Ha wished that ha had not sat down
with such emphasis. He had sat on
one of those sharp-edged shells which are
the drawback of the beautiful beach of
Posilippo. It seemed to be rather
prinful, judging by Johnny's frantio
contortions.

“ He, he, he!” Bunter seemed amused.

“Yeou fat, footling fathead !" roared
Johnny Bull, “What is there to cackle
at, you frowsy frump?™

“gla, he, ha!”

“Come on, let's get into the water, 1if
Buntes's ready at last,” sald Harry
Wharton.

Johnny Dull snorted, and marched off,
still wriggling., Billy Bunter rolled out
of the bathing-cabin.

He had succeeded at last in parking
his fat person in the bathing-suit, which
fitted like the skin of a drum,

It was quite a distinetive costume, with
bars of blue and red apd orange: and
Bunter glimmered in the sunshine of
Naplea rather like & tropical beetle.

Quite a number of Pmﬂlﬂ: looked at
him as he rolled down to the water with
Harry Wharton & Co. That costumao
struck the eye, and struck it hard; and
some of the natives, no doubt, wondercd
how Bunter had wedged himself into it.
Bunter, aware of the atfention he was
getting, attributed it partly to his hand-
soma and distinguished looks and partly
to his fame as a bhillionaire. 8o he
swaggrered happily along into the water.
"&; I Wow ! remarked Johnny Bull,
with another wri%gle. Ha was still
feeling the effects of that sharp shell.
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—THRILLS AND FUN YOU'’LL REVEL IN !

“:ﬁa. he, i:{?-!” " -
o ou don't stop cackling—
breathed Johnny. ?

“Don’t make such a fuss about it, old
chn;:- ™ advised Bunter. “Dash it all,

ou'ra not made of putity, are you?

on't make such a fuss about a little
pain, Bear it!" :

“You babbling, burbling, blithering
bletherar—"

“Be a man!” said Bunter. “You
never hear me setting up a howl about
& little pain. Grin and bear it. Be a
man I"

Johnny Bull stepped into the wafer
and splashed. A mighty splash smote
Billy Bunter, fooding him fore and aft,
go to speak; and he gave a gurgling
bowl and sat down in the shallows.

“Urrgegh ! gurgled Bunter as he esat.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For a fraction of a second Bunter sat
on sand, with the Mediterranean Sen
flowing round his fat neck. But only for
a fraction of a second. Then he bounded
up. roaring.

“Yoooopop 1

“Hallo, halle, hallo—what—"

" Whooop 1™

“What the dickens——"

“Varoocop! I'mout! I'm wounded!
I'm gashed! I'm out to pleces!
Yaroooh!™ reared Bunter franfically.

“0Oh, mv hat—more shells about!”
gasped Bob Cherry.

*Ha, ha, hal” reared Johnny Bull

Bunter danced and hopped, m&.k_mg
almost & waterspout. He roared an
howled and raved. He, too, had sat on
a sharp-cdged shell; and, like Johnny
Bull, ho found it painful. He seemed to
have forgotten his injunction to Johnny
to hear it like 2 man and not to make
a fuss about o little pain! He danced
like a cat on hot bricks. He howled and

alled; and, like tho young man of
vthe who was shaved with a scythe,
did nothing but wriggle and writhe!

“Wow-ow-ow-ow-ow-whoooop 1" roared

Bunter. “0Oh lor'! Oh crikey! I'm
hurt=I'm wounded—I'n injured—m
Yaroooh M
“Ha, ha, hat" i
“Beasts [ roared Bunter. " Blessed if
I ses anything to cackle st! Yow-ow-

ow ! Whooo-haooooop !

“0 listen to the band!” chanted Bob
Cherry.

“Wow! Beast! Wow!"

“Ha, ha, o .

Leaving Bunter wriggling and roar-
ing, the Famous Five plunged out and
gwam. They had come thera to bathe,
not to listen to Billy Bunter daeing a solo
on hiz chin! In a few minutes they were
out of the sound of Bunter's duleet
tones, swimming out in the bay and
enjoying themselves immensely. They
wera out of Billy Bunter's sight when,
at last, he ceased to yell and :.relqil and

o a8

splashed out into the water Li
porpoise.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bagging Bunter.

ég 'LL say that's the gink!* .
I The tall, lean American sittin
in the boat with a pair of held-
lazses to his eyes, scanned the
beach and the bathers. Tha boat, with
its brown patched sail lowered, was
alimost motionless on the calm sea, a
swarthy Italian boatman lounging over
the tiller.

“Tiger ¥ Bronx, the gangster from
Chicago, was in bathing-dress, which
ghowed off to advantage his long, lean
limbs., Sitting in the boat he picked
out a fat firvre in & glaring costume
of red and blue and nglf’ with the
help of the glasses. He shut up the

lasses with a grin, and turned to the

tman,

“1 puess vou're helding on here till
I got back, Amedeo!” he said.

“8i, signore,” assented Amedeo.

“There ain’t much wind,” said Mr.
Bronx. " But what there is, is coming
off the shore. You figure you'll be
able to run across to Ischia?”

“5i, signore.”

“Watch out, then. It's five hundred
lira for you if wo get clear away with
the pesky pgeck I'm guiug for.”

"WVa bene, signore.

Bronx elid into the water. )

Amedee, the boatman, watched him,
lounging lazily over the tiller. Five
hun&ef lire waz & lar gum to 8
Neapolitan boatman. hy the long,
lean American had hired him and has
boat te kidnap a bather, Amedeo did
not know: neither did he care.  He
was thinking of the five hundred lire,
and the guantity of good Balerno it
would buy in the wine shops of Naples.

Billy Bunter, disporting himself in
the sunrny waters, was quite oblivious
of danger.

Clertainly he had not forgoiten Tiger
Bronx, the gangster, who had =0
mysteriously trailed him ever sinee he
had become a billionaire. In Paris, in
Venice, at Rome, the fat billionaire had
had narrow escapes from that relent-
less pursuer. In fact, the Kinghsher,
the magnificent Airways plane in which
the Greyfriars party were travelling in
the holidays, had left Rome quite sud-
denly, because the gangster had turned
up there. At the present moment
however, Bunter was not thinking of
Bronx. He had no doubt that the
gangster would turn up again sooner
or later; but he certainly did not ex-

t to como upon him in a crowd of
athers at FPosilippo.

‘That, however, was preciscly what
Bunter wos destined to do.

Billy Bunter could swim, more or less,
but he was careful not to go out deeper
than his fat neck. After splashing
about for a time like a hippopotamus
in an African river Buniter stood up,
wiped his spectacles, and blinked
round for the Famous Five. They were
not to be seen.

“Beasta | murmured Bunter.

The Famous Five had not come there
to wallow in the shallows with Bunter.
They had already swum out as far as
the line of boats across the bay.

“Well, I'm jolly well r:rinjg in, and
they can go and eat coke!” pgrunted
Bunter. “If they're late they'll find
the car gone, and they can jolly well
walk, and be blowed to them!"

A long, lean swimmer shot like a
shark towards Bumter. A lean hand
fastened like a limpet on his fat arm.

*“Here, leggo, you silly ass " snapped
Bunter, blinking round. “Who the

dickeng—— Why, what— Oh loz'!*

Thoe colour faded from Bunter's fat
face, and hiz eyes bulged behind his
big spectacles at the sgight of the lean,
hard face at his astde.

Tigar Bronx grinned at him.

“1'll gay I've cinched you this time,
fat bov!” he remarked. “Don't you
vaup! Not a whisper, bo, unless you
want me to duck your cabeza under
water, and keep it there!”

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter.

“I'll gay it would P:E me better to
put you under,” said Bronx. “But I
always was a eoft-hearted cuss. But
don't wyou hunt for trouble, boy, or
you'll fnd it—bad " ’

Billy Bunter did not look like hunting
for trouble. . - .

He shivered hike a fat jelly in the
grasp of the gangster,

“I—I say——" he gasped. .

“Don’t spill anything,” said Tiger
Bronx, “Jest you come a-swimming
with ma. I got a boat out yvonder to
take you aboard. You get mel”

“Oh lor'! I—=I1 say, 1—I can't swim
cut any farther!” groaned Bunter.
“I—I might sink, you know."

“You might, if you start chewing the
rag with me,” said Bronx. “But you
come quiet, like a good little man, and
I guess I'll see you through, 1It's a
i;ua.rt&r of & milo out to my boat, and
I guess I can ses you sefe. Yaou com-
mg, or going under?”

“Oh dear! JI—T'll come!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I—I'd like to come.”

“Yep; wou look it!" said Bronx.
“ Anyhow, you're coming! Get down
to it, fat boy!”

There were dozens of bathers close at
hand as Billy Bunter swam out, with a
helping hand fwvom the muscular
gangster, But thera was nothing in the
incident to excite alarm or suspicion.

A single yell for help from Bunter
would have given the alarm, but he
dared not utter it.

i ..i!b.l} the uﬂl-:er ha.t-hr:ia n]a]n;: "H"H-t:. a man
elping & clumsy echoolboy swim,
apcf: tfhﬂl’ﬂ was nothing unusual in that
&l
unter found the swim easy enough,
as far as that went, with Bronx's strong
hand to support him. He was In
danger, unless the gangster let him
which he was not likely to do. But
feclings were dismal as he went,
had occurred to the fat junior several
times that it was hardly worth while
being & billionaire at all on thess
terms.  Now he felt convineed of it.
That beast, Jarvish, had transferred 1o
him an immenso fortune, snd with it
the deadly pursuit of toe man frem
Chicago. Just now Buater would wil-
lingly have parted with the fortune if
he could have parted with Bronx.
But he couldn't. Helpless in the grip
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of the pgsngster’s lean fnpers, Billy
Bunter swam out to the distant boat,
and the shors of Italy sank into a blor
behind him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Resoue !

[ IPPING ! said Bob Cherry
“The ripfulness iz terrifie [V
“Topping, and Do mis-

take ™ Harry Wharton
apgrecd. )

The Famous Five hed had a long and
enjovable swim. They were out be-
yond many of the boats that lay on the
calm watoers,

*Can't you see anything of Bunter 7V
remarked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

At that distance from tho shors they
were not likely to gee anything of the
fat Owl of tha Remove. Bunter [grﬂf-
ferred to do his bathing with hig feet
on something solid.

“What sbout & rest belore we go
back 1" asked Harry. “Lots of people
sun-bathing in those boats. Look for
an emplty ome.”

“"Cood eggl” apreed Bob.

Therea were bathers lounging and
gprawling in many of the hoats that
rocked on the water. Harry Wharton
lifted his head, snd looked out for one
that was ‘unoccupied, and could be
hired. There was only one in sight
that had only a bostmman in it; and
Wharton pointed it out to his comrades,
and they swam for it.

They came on it from the seaward
gide. The man in it was stating land-
ward, as if interested in the bathing
nearer the shore, and he did not see
them till Wharton, holding on to the
gunwale, called to him.

Then he glanced round, and shook
his head. It was Amedeo, and though
his beat was uncecupied at the moment,
it was shortly going to bo.  Already
ha had sighted a l%ng, lean swimmer
who was miloting a fat figure in a glar-
ing bathing-suit towards the boat.

“*No, signors, non posso!"
Amedeo. " You go!”

“But we want to hire your boat,” ex-
plained Wharton, puzzled by the man's
refusal.

"E impegaato battelle 1*
answered edeo.

“*I wonder what that means when it's
at home,” remarked Bob Cherry.

All five of the swimmers were resting
their hands now on the seaward gun-
wale of the *battello.”

“It means that the boat's engaged,”
eaid Harry. “DBut even if it 1s, who-
ever's engaged it isn't here, and I don't

said

queasto

eea wiy the man can’t let us get in.
Still, it’s his boat. Hang on, anv-
how !

The Famous Five held on. They had

had a long swim, and there was rather
a long swim beforo them o get back,
and a rest was welcomao.
. That the boatman could have any ob-
jection to swimmers holding on to his
gunwale for a few minutes did not even
oceur to them.

But Amedea srncec'.ded to make it
clear. Ha waved dusky and unwashed
hands at the schoolboys.

“You go!” ho exclaimed, * Andate—
andate in fretta! Go ‘wawv!”

* Nice zort of a polite johonw, I must
eay,” remarked Bob Cherry. ' Most of
these Neapolitans are  jolly  polite.
Whaot's the matter with the bruta®®

"Go 'way!" repeated Amedeo ex-
citedly.

Bronx was drawing necar with his
prisoner now. But for the fact that the
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juniors wera on the seaward side of the
oat, they would have spotted him.

Ag it was, they were only puzzled, and
8 little angry.

“Look here, vou silly ass! What's
the harm in }mﬁiin on to your boat?”
demanded Johnny Bull surlily. “Do
vou think we shall eink if, or rub the
paint off ¥ Can't seq any to rub off.”

“(Go 'way ! hooted Amedeo.

“Rats!” answered Bob Cherry.

“You noe go 'way, I makeal” ex-
claimed the Neapolitan boatman, and
e grabbed up an ear frem the bottom
af the boat.

“Oh, my hat! He's getting fero-
cious 1" eaid Bob. “The dear man
doesn't seem to like our looks! Ii
Bunter was hera I shonld think it was

hiz features did it! But it can't be
ogurs [™
“Ha, ha, ha!|”

“¥You go!” enapped Amades, and he
poked the ecar at the juniers hanging
-::-?F the gunwale to knock their hands
oll.
Bob Cherry promptly grasped the
blade of ithe oar and gave it & tug.
That +was rather unexpected on
Amedeo's part.

He staggered and fell towards the
juniors, and as the boat rocked,
pitched on his hands and knees.

Bob Cherry jerked the ocar from his
grasp as he dropped, and gave him a
poke in the ribs with it, and Amedeo,
"I;-'i.th 6 howl, rolled 1n the bottom of the

ok,

“zood man!” grinned Johnny Bull

“"AWhat the dickens iz the brute cut-
ting up so rusty for?” said Harr
Wharton, “ We—why—what—who——"

Heo broke off in sheer amazement as
a nasal volee ealled, from a swimmer
on the other side of the boat:

“HBav, vou Amedeo, you lend a hand
with this fat gink! TI'll say he's some
weight to heave into a boat !

In dumb astonishment, the juniors
listened to that nasal voice which they
knew well. A fat squeak followed it:

“I—I say! Oh lor'I"

They hung on to the gtunwale, while
Amedeo sprawled, panting, in the boat,
almost stupefied with  astonishment.
Only the boat was between them and
Tiger Bronx—with the
hlﬁiﬂnnira in his grip! It flashed into
their minds now why the boatman did
not want straagers hanging on to his
battello.

Amedeo scrambled to his feel.

Bronx was close to the boat now,
with the gasping, ?ur%img Bunter at
his side. Bunter's fat hand was grab-
hing at the gunwale; ronx's lean
hand canght hold beside it. The
gangster stared up at Amedeo in angry
EUrprisa,

" Zay, you gone {o sleep 7" he barked.
“TI'm telling you to lend me a hand
with this fat geck l”

" Bignora—" gasped Amedeo.

Before he couid get further, five
active fellows wera serambling into the
boat on the other side,

ITarry Wharlon, without a8 moment’s
hesitation, struck out, catching Amedeo
under the ear with a clenched fst, and
3111'1«:1:'113,%_I himy crashing and sprawling
over the tiller.

The boat rocked wildly &z the
juniors plunged across it. Beb Cherry
grabbed hold of Bunter's arm, Nugent
af hiz hair. Johnny Bull hit siraipht
at the astonished lean face of the
gangster.

The Famous Five had been sur-
prised by Bronw’s arrival. But their
surprise was nothing to Bronx's, as he
gaw them in the boat. The grisly
spectres of the Greyiriars fellows could
hardly have startled him more.

kidnapped

Ha glared up from the water In
utter amazement and rage, at the unex-
E-&ﬂted sight, and dodged too late as

ohnny Bull's fist came crashing at his
lean face.

Johnny's knuckles landed on his nose,
and Tiger Brene gave a yell and
released his hold, slipping back into
the water.

A purgle came from him as he went
under.

“(iet Bunter in!” panted Wharton.

“Urrrrggh 1 gurgled the  be-
wildered Owl. “Owl BAY, you
fellows——  Gurrggh! gay—
Wurrrggh! Oh crikey ™

The fat billionaire was heaved u
aover the gunwale imto the boat. @

collapsed there, gurgling.

Eronx’s face came up. It was livid
with rage, and his slits of eves glit-
tered. He swam savagely at tho boat.

Bob Cherry whirled up an ocar. As
the gangster cama on he brought it
down with a crash, and Bronx duchked
under only just in time to save his
head. There was & terrific splash ms
the oar struck the water,

“Go it1" grinned Johnny Bull,
“That's the stuff to give the troops !

Bob whirled up the car again.

He was ready for the gangster to
make snother attempt to get aboard.
But Bronx came up & dozen feet away,
and did not spproach the boat again.
o recalised at there was nothing
doing.

Hao lifted & fist from the water and
shook 1t furicusly at the juniors, and
then, turning, swam away. His long
strokes cleft the water rapidly, and his
head was soon & speck in the distance
and wanished.

“I—1 :ay, you fellowsz!" gasped
Bunter. He sat up dizzily in s pool
of water. “I—I say—— ©Oh lor'! Ha
—he gor me, you know! Oh crikev!
¥You beasts shouldn't have left mae
alonel After all I've done for

Fnu—_"l‘
“That's Bunter's way of thanking
us for getting away from the blighter |
remarked Johnny Bull. “ What about
kicking him 7"
“Beast [” gasped Bunter “I—I say,
let’s got back! 1 say, I can't gwim

back, you know! I say——"

“We're going back in  this boatl”
said Harr Wharton. “And this
black-jowled rascal is going to row us ¥
Ho grasped Amedeo by an unclean
collar and sat him up in the boat. The
boatman gasped and blinked st him,
and scowled as he pressed a hand to
an aching ear. et back to the shore,
vou rogue [ -

Obviously Bunter could not ewim the
distance. {-Ia had to_go back in the
boat, so the Famous Five gave up the
idea of swimming back. Neitber were
they disposed to stand on ceremony
with Bronx's boatman. It was evident
that the man had been in Bronx’s pay
to help him get away with Bunter. So
when the angry and exasperated
Amedeo, in an ang;‘g mixture of Italian
and English, refused to row, the chums
of the Hemove made matters clear unto
him in the most unceremonious way.

“Not going to row us ashora 1" asked
Bob.

"No!1” yapped Amedeo, rubbing his
damaged ear. “Mail Mail”

“Lend a hand '™ spid Bob. ]
And Jehnny Bull and Hurres Jam-
set Ram Singh lent willing hands, and
Amedeo was grasped, and his ecurly,
greasy head rapped on the tiller hard.
Amedeo's yell rang half over the Hay

of Naples.

",ifattins a move on nowl"” asked



TAL! B! 8i! Bl signore!” howled
Amedeo. "Ohl Bi! 8il Non posso
di  piul 8il 83il Andiamo |
Andiamo 1"

The wind was off the shore, and the
sail uscless. Amedeo sat o the oars
and pulled. It was a heavy old boat—
and well laden with the IF'amoua Five
and the fat and pedgy billicnaire| It
was & long and & strong pull for
Amedeo—which the chums of the
Remove considered a just punishment
for his rascality—and he slaved and
sweated 1n the blazing sunshine up-
pitied.

Billy Bunter gazped with relief when
ho got to land; but probably he was
not so relieved as Amedeo

EVERY SATURDAY

Little as the Greyiriars billionaire
had suspected it, James Jarvish had
not ntended him to rematn in perma-
nent possession of the wonderful for-
tune with which he had provided him.
But the sleek rascal's schemes were so
deep and eo tortuouns, and so wrapped
m mystery. that a less obtuse brain
than PBunter's might have fziled fo
clucidate them.

Harry Wharton & Co. distrusted and
suspected the valet—and they had what
amounted to proof that he had, more
than once, planncd to betray his master
into the gangster’s hand |

Yot what his motive eould possibly
be was o mystery to them. t was
another mystery to them why Bunter

)

Bunter. But the gangster had "E‘ft
wise ” to that at last, as well as the
jeniors. But now Jarvish had gone to
the length of getting into actual com-
munication with Brong-—the man who
had once hunted him like a bloodhound
—and passing on information to help
hima “bag " the billionaire.

It was for that reason that he did
not expect Bunter to return from the
bathing trip with the Co. And when
at last he heard footsteps coming along
the corridor from the Jift, and the
sound of voices, he listoned intently,
end was not surprised that he did not
catch DBunter's fat voico atﬂﬁhﬁ the
others. That fat veice, Jarvish hoped,
he was never going to hear again.

While Harry Wharton struck owvt at the Itallan boatman, sending him sprawling over the fller, Johuny Bull
hit stralght at the astonlshed lean face of the gangster, making him yell and releass his hold on the boat,
“Urrrrghh 17 gurgled Billy Bunter. “Ow! Save me, you follows——! **

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.

Quite a Surprise.

AMES JARVISH, Bunter's in-

J comparable valet, was brushing
a coat in the fat billionaire’s
drossing-room  in Bunter’s mag-
nificent suito at the Hotel Barcolini, in

Naples. Every now and then he paused
in his work, and went to.a window and
glanced out into the sunshine of

“pella Napoli ¥ with sharp, sly, furtive
eves. Then ho resumed brushing the
coat.

Thers was & pucker of anxious
thought in Jarvish's sleck brow, and
anyone who had observed him would
have seen at once that he was worried
and uneasy. He was waiting for the
billicnaire and his friends to return
from the bathing trip to Posilippo—but
he was not expecting Bunter to return
with the Co. If Mr. Jarvish's plans
that day were successful, Billy Bunter
was done with billipnsiring |

did not, for his own safety's sake, sack
the valet. What sort of & hold Jarvish
had over the fat Owl of the Hemove
they could not guess.
Certainly, they had an 1dea that
Billy Bunter's new and amazing wealth
somehow proceeded from his  associa-
tion with Jarvish. But this was so
cxtraordinary thas it zecmed hopeless
to try to make out what it all meant.
But they were keeping very wary
eves on Jarvish, sinen they had detected
his treachery, and the sleek rascal found
that hia task was harder than he had
anticipated—and growing harder.
Jarvish was, in point of fact, growing
a little desperate. He was more than
tired of playving the part of valet to
Bunter, with Bunter in possession of
the billiens. He had not intended the
fitrgulidj' to last anvthing like s0 long as
113,
At first he had playad his part so
cunningly that even Bronx did not
gucsa that he was double-crossing

The door opened, and Harry Wharton
% Co. came in. Jarvish, coat and brush
in hand, turned his head, and looked at
them. They came in and shut the deor,
and he breathed s little quickly. {Ittﬁﬂj
unscrupwlous and ruthless schemer as he
was, Jarvish had the disadvantage of
lacking tho coursge of his rascality;
indecd, it was his wretched cowardica
that had been at the bottom of his

smazing transactions with Bunter.

He was well aware that if Bunter had
been kidnapped at Posilippo, the juniors
would suspect him of complicity. There
Wwas no ﬁmaf of it—net & vestige of
proof | But he felt an inward tremeor
as the chums of the Remove came
towards him. He could hardly keep a
guaver oub of his voice, as he addressed
them.

"IHHas not my master returned with
you ﬁpung gentlemen ¥

* Did #au expect him 0!  asked
Harry Wharton, his lip curling with
contempt.
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# Cortainly, sizl™

“You didn't know that Bronx was at
Naples 1" asked Bob Cherry. |

“1 was quite tgnorant of it, sir! I
trust that my master has not met that
dangerous character |” said Jarvish,

= %.'ﬂu didn't suggest that bathing trip
at Posilippo to-day to give bim a chance
at Bunter? asked Jobuny Bull with a
snort. =

“Really, sir—" .

“You didn’t know he was there in a
boat, waiting and watchiog for the fat
duffer 7 asked Nugent. .,

“1 was cortainly gquite unaware—

“You didn't select & bathing costurne
for Bunter that a blind man could spot
a mile off, so that Bronx couldn't miss
him " asked Hnrr.év. .

Jarvish drew a deep breath. All this
could only mean that his plot had been
a success, and whatever the juniors sus-
pected, they could prove nothing.

" Am I to understand, gentlemen, that
something has happened to my master
at Pozilippo 7 ha asked.

“You are to understand that Bronx
got him in the ses, and foreed him to
swim out to & boat, where another rascal
was waiting to hoist the ssil and get
him away "’ answered YWharton.

Jarvish's sly eyes gleamed.
success then !

“This—this is very serious news, sir!
he said. "1 fear that something
disastrons may occur, if my master 13
really in that desperate men’s hands.
The police must be informed, if what
you #tate 1s correct.”

“And they'll get o lot of help from
yvou, won't they 7'’ snorted Johnny Bull.
“You treacherous rascal, what are you

?%a;ring these tricks on DBunter for?

It was

¢'s a silly troublesome ass, but you're
not bound to stick him if you don’t want
What's your game, you rascall’

to.

Leave the money and

players.
- B);fuu- you know what's happened

And that was how the fun and
thrills started that make this grand
new football yarn a real winner.

Football—Mystery—Fun—T hrills

—they're all here, Make sure of

this ** out-of-the-ordinary "' soccer
slory.
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“Y decline to listen to these wild
accusations,” said Jarvish, setting his
lips. "“You cannot and shall not lay
the blame on me if harm has come to
my master in your company., MNeither
shall I accept your word that such an
mlcltra.::-rdinur:.- event has oocurred at
a _'_'_.“

" Wha-a-11" : :
“It sounds to me,” continued Jarvish
calmly, “more like & foolish and

thoughtless schoolboy lark than a state-
ment of facts. Unless you can produce
other and more ereditable witnesses to
the occurrence, I shall decline to take
any notice of your statement at all.”

“Oh, my hat!' murmured Bob.

A faint sneer came over Jarvish's
sleek, smooth face. Convinged now that
Bunter was missing, and not likely to
turn up agoin, James Jarvish proceeded
to shaw hie hand, as it were, a little
more plainly,

“As my master has not returned with
Enu," he went on, *I conclude that you
ave been playing some trick upon him
as you have often done before, I shall
wait until this evening, at all events,

hefore I make any move.”

“Then you ara not thinking of in-
forming the police” asked Harry with
g very curicus look at the valet.

At present no, sir!’' said Jarvish
calmly.

“You're leaving that to us?”

Jarvish smiled a rather unpleasant
smile.

“Certainly you may go to the peolice
with any wild tale yon care to invent,”
he answered. “I hardly think they will
take it seriously. If they refer to me,
I shall have no hesitation in stating m-
belief that it is all a foolish practica
joke.”

“¥ou mean,” said the captain of the
Greyfriara Remove, quietly, *“that
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you're going to give Bronx all the time
Em poasibly can to get clear with
unter before anything 15 done to follow
him 7%
Jarvish wound his
together. i
You may take that view, or an
other you pleasa,’”” he remarked wit
cool impertinence, “With all respect,
I am quits indifferent to your opinion.”

smogth hends

“¥ou scheming rascal!™ breathed
Baob.

“Kindly moderate your expressions,
gir [ said Jarvish. "I have been a

gservant in the very best families, and
am not accustomed to personal abuse,
If tho matter iz indeed as you state,
and my master does not return, I may
point out that the sooner you take your
dEEartura the hetter.”

"Go on,” said Harry. “Let's have it
clear I

“You have been my master’s guests "
said Jarvish, “If he has indeed dis-
appeared, that state of affairs comes fo
an end. I decline to take any responsi-
bility for vou. I may, perhaps, pay
TOur expenses u? to the present date,
from the funda left in my hands, but
only on condition that you leave INaples
by gne first train in the mormng.”

a h [Jl‘

*“ As for the aeroplane,”” said Jarvish,
“that will be dismissed. 1 shall not go
to the expensza of chartering it further
on your sccount. You may as well try
to realise that, if Master Bunter is pone,
you have no standing here whatever,
and I tell you plainly that I will listen
to no insolence and to no feoolish and
unfounded accusations.™

“The dear man's comin
open [ remarked Bob Cherry. " 5So
you fancy iy-nu'm master here, Jarvish |

“1 should not put it so crudely, sir,
but vou have stated the exact facts)”
said Jarvish rubbing his hands., “To
be quite frank, the sooner you go, the
batter; and if you remain here, you do
s0 ab your own expense. And the
charges of the Hotsl Barcolini, I fear,
are somewhat beyvond your means.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

The man’s insolent trivmph was jrri-
tating, but it had its comic side in tho
circumstance that Bunter was not miss-
ing at all. The juniors had told him
what Bronx had done, but had not yet
given a hint that he had been defeated
at the last moment.

"Well, we've got it plam now,'” said
the captain of the Remove. "“Dronx
gets away with Bunter, and Jarvish is
going to give him every chance he can
of getting clear—and get rid of us, so
that we can't make a fuss about it. I
ghould think that that was plain enough
for even an ass like Bunter! He may
as well come in now.”

Jarvish jumped almost clear of the
Aoor at the last words.

“Wha-g-t 7" he stuttered.

Bob Cherry throw open the door.

James Jarvish's eyes almost  bolted
from his head as Bunter the Billionaire
rolled in. ]

It was quite a surprise !

out into the

¥

————

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Eunter on the Warpath.
ILLY BUNTER blinked
B Jarvish.

Jarvish stared at him with
starting eyes.
The fat billionaire peinted a fat end
accusing finger at him.
“You cheeky rotter i he hooted.
“(h1” gasped Jarvish.
“¥You double-dealing beast ! roared
Bunter.
o J—I—I—"" stammered Jarvish. He
was utterly taken aback,

st



Ha realised now, with bitter anper
that his leg had been pulled. He ha
been led into showing himself in his true
golours, and Billy Bunter was not mass-

ing at all! His sly eyes twinkled with
rTage,

ﬁ%—l—l—y&u—yau—ynu are sale,
air[”® ho etammered. “ These—these

oung rascals told me that—that Bronx
ad seized you, and"I—I was greatly
slarmed——"

“We told you the truth,”” said Harry
contemptuously. “ Bronx got him as far
as his boat! Then we got him back ”

“And PBunter knows exactly how
much you wera alarmed, as he has heard
all that you zaid I prinned Bob Cherry.

“0Oh I"* gasped Jarvish.

Buntor rolled towards him, his little
round evez pleami behind his big
round spectacles. His fat fist shot out,
and James Jarvish caught it with his
chin! The valet gave a howl as he went
over backwards.

Crash |
“0h, my hat|” gasped Bob.
“Man down!" grinned Johhny Bull.

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

Jarvish lay sprawling on the floor, on
his back. He blinked up at Billy Bunter,
who stood over him with clenched fists
and gleaming eyes and spectacles,

Get up [ roared Bunter.
“Oh, sicl™
“I'm going to knock yom down
again "’

“ Oh, Master Williapp——"

“Mpke him get up, you fellows! Hold
him on his pins while I knock him
down again!” squeaked the fat bil-
lionaire.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blezzsed if I can ses anything to
cackle atl I'm jolly well going to keep
my valet in order!” roared Bunter.

‘Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the IFamous
Five,

Jarvish made & movement to rise.
He %ﬁppe{i back again as Bunter's fat
fist shot oub, just in time.

“Hold on, Bunter! gasped Frank
Nugent. “¥ou can't mop up a valet
you don’t like, in this style. You can
gack him.”

“The sackfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed sand idiotic Bunter,”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“We'll kick the rascal out of the hotel
for you I"” said Johnnie Bull

“All hands{* zaid Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five gathered round
Jarvish. They were prepared to sling
him out if Bunter gave the word,
El‘ﬂm[ﬁlﬂj. And after what had

appencd, they expected Bunter to give
the word. :

~Jarvish %‘la.*m them a look of mingled
fear and hate. Then his eyes turned
on Bunter the Billionaire with a
threat in them.

“1 say, you fellows, hold on!” gasped
Bunter.

“Hold on to Jarvishi” asked Boh.

“Nunno! I—I'm not sacking him.”

“You're not sacking him!™ roared
Johnny Ball.

“Nunno !*

* Look here, Bunter, don’t be & fool !
exclaimed Harry Wharton impatiently.
*¥ou may have doubted before whether
tha rascal was betraying you to Bronx,
but i1t's proved now. You know you're
oot safe with him.”

“I—I know! But 4

“But what, you fat ass?”

“I—I'm net going to sack him! I'm
going to give him a jolly good hiding

instead 1™ explained Bunter.
“Well, my hat!” said Nugont
blankly.

“1 should think he wonld sack himself
if you do that!” remarked Bob Cherry
with & chuckle,
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“Don’t I wish he would!™ said
Bunter. “But—he won't! The beast
won't go! Look here, Jarvish, will you
sack vourself ™

“I am too much attached to vou to
leave your service, Master William 1™
answered Jarvish, still on the floor,

“¥You see, you fellows—=""

Harry Wharton set his lips. The
mystery of Billy Bunter and his
mysterious  valet had bothered the
chums of the Remove a good deal. Now
they wore fed-up with .
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GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Hareld Skinner.

CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
{The aristocratic Captain of the Upper

Fourth.)
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Behold fhe lordly Tample struts,
Yo common mortals, lie down fiat!
Hall, Temple; King of all the Knuts
Pray tell us, wheraja get that hat 7

Wea'll have to take him down a peag,
This supercilious autocrat,

it'se quite good fun to pull his Ia?,
Hay, Templa, whersa]a get that hat 7
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“Look here, RBunter,” said HHarry
“The thing's quite clear! We've mada
it elear, even to a silly ass like you——"

“Oh, really Wharton 2 ;

“We've zaved you again and again
from that lawless brute, Brenx! We
can’t go on like this! That scoundrel
on the floor is playing into Bronx's
hands. You know it as well as we de,
now, Next time he may get away with
it. You're going to kick him out.™

“Loock here, I can do as I jolly well
like, I suppose '’

“That's suo—and so can we!l” snapped

7

the captain of the Remove. *If you
keep that man, plainly a crook, with
you, you can keep him, and do without
us. We're not taking on the job of
protecting you from & rascal whom you
choose to keep with you to play
treacherous tricks.™

“It's not sensel!™ zaid DBob Cherry.
* Anyhow, it's time we got home—
The hols won't last much longer.”

“I say, you fellows!" howled Bunter
in alarm. “ You're not going to desort
me! Yoo can’t let a fellow down.™

“Kick that scoundrel ont and wa'll
stay with you until the end of the
holidays!” answered Harry Wharton.
“But we won't stay with that villain,
aned that's that!”

“The thatfulness iz terrifie.” agreed
Hurrce Jamset BEam Singh,
“You—you see—"

Bunter. “I—I'd jolly
him, but—but I can't
¥ Hot !

“ Rubbish !

“1 say, vou fellows, if you knew
gasped Bunter,

“Well, we shall know, if you ex-
plain " snapped Wharton grufiv., “IL
can tell you I'm fed up with all this
idiotic mystery. What does it all mean?
Why can't you sack your own man-
servant, if you want to gack him "

“You—you sea—"

“The trouble 15, we don’t!” zaid Bob.

James Jarvish made a cantions move-
ment to rise. Billy Bunter had an
eve on him, hewever. By the time
Jarvish had got to his Lknees, the fat
biilionaire landed out with a fat fiat,
catching him on the ear.

Jarvish rolled over again with a yell,

“Take that, you rotter!” gaaped
Bunter,

“Well, this beats Banagher !* ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

“1'l] keep the rotter in order,”
gasped Bunter. “ You leave it to me!
I'll make him squirm.™

“Wou'll sack him " said Harry.

“T tell you I can't!™

“In that casze, you fab foozler, tell us
why you can’t I”* roared Johnny ‘Bull.

“ You—you soe—=

“Are wyou kicking him out?” de-
manded Wharton.

“No ¥ gasped Bunter.

“Then we'll clear! Come on, you
men, let's get out of this and leave him
to his fpremuus valet " growled the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“I—I say, wou fellows, hold on!”
equeaked the alarmed Owl. “I—I say,
stop—come back you beast and—and
T'll explain! Oh lof' 1™

And the Famous Five, who were
going to the door, turned to listen to
the fat billionaire's explanation,

stammered
well hke to sack

pa

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Puzzier !

i —] SAY, vou fellows "
“Get on with 1t."”
“The fact i5—"'
“Cough it up ¥

“YVou —vyoun  see—"  slammered
Bunler.

It was evident that Billy Bunter
found it diffieult to explain, and that he
was very unwilling to explain. He
staried, and stopped; re-started, and
stopped again,  As he stood blinking at
the Yamous Five through ks big
spectacles, James Jarvish squirmed
along the floor to a door leading into
another room, whipped through it, and
vanished,

Bunter blinked round.

“That beast's gone I he exclaimed.
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* Naver mind him now—o="
“1 was going to jolly well thrash
h:m__._ ¥

“Valets aren’t thrashed, you fat ase—
re sacked! said Bob Cherry.
*You _¢l.:n't thrash Jarvish." .

“I jolly well can, and I jolly well
will I retorted Bunter. “I'll teach the
nne?];tmg beast to play rotten tricks on
me |2

"Now you know he's a sneaking
beast, why not sack him?"

“1 can't I” mumbled Bunter. “You
fellows don’t understand! You ses, I—
I—1 shall losa the money if I do.”

“The meney 1" exclaimed Bob.

“You—you see, I—I got it from
Jarvish—" stammered Bunter.

" You got tons of money from Jarvish,
& man-servant!” ejaculated Johony
Bull. "And where did Jarvish get it
I'd like to know, and why the thump
did he give it to you?”

“I[—I don't know where he got 1it!
He used to be a valet to an American
millionaire named Shook, be's told me!
I don't know if he got it from him |
Anyhow, he got it, and—he made it
over to me.™

The Famous Five gazed blankly at
the fat Owl of the Remove., They had
kpown that Jarvish, somchow, had
something to do with Bunter’s wonder-
ful accessron to wealth. But this was a
surprise, ;

“Jarvish made s big [ortume over to

First Part
of Our ..

you I* repeated Harry Wharton, almost
dazedly., "“What on earth fori”

“Well, I got him away from that
lanky Yankee, you know, who was
after him, before we broke up at Grey-
friars for tho hols. Practicelly szaved
his life, with courage—and—and
bravery——""

“(Qh, rats!”

“Beast]! Well, he had tons of money,
and he was frightened out of his wits
at that beast Bronx! I—I daresay that
had something to do with it,"” confessed
Bunter, "“because ever since I've had
the money, Bronx has been after me
metead of after Jarvish.,. You—you ses,
I wasmn't going to refuse, when he
offered me & huge fortune—only for my
lifetime, you koow——"

“Onoly for your lifetime!” repeated
MNugent. “That's a queer condition,
when Jarvish must be twenty or thirty
vears older than you."

“Yes, but I didn’t mind—why should
I1* If I peg out, it all goes back to
Jarvish: that's in the documents,” said
Bunter. “ We had them drawn up by a
lawyer at Margate, all fair and sguare.
Of course, I'm not going to peg out—a
fellow splendidly fit and athletic like me
may live to ba a hundred. What are
you ecackhng at., yoo beazte?”

“Splendidly fAt—ha, ha—and ath-
letic 1 roared Bob., " Ha, ha, ha! Go
it, old fat bean! FYou're frightfully
eptertaining.”

“Beast : Well, that's how it 15" =aid
Bunter. “*Only Jarvish made it a cen.
dition of the agreement that T should
teke him on as valet and never part
with him. I rather liked the 1des, you
know; he was such a splendid valet, and
such & good servant in every way,”

“Blessed if 1 catch on to it at all!™
said Bob.

“You see, I can't sack him without
breaking the agrecment,” ecxplained

Tre Macwer Lisragy.—No. 1,389,

THE MAGNET

Bunter. “Then all the money goes back
to Jarvish, of course.” .-

The juniors looked at the fat billion-
Bira. It was difficult to credit this
strange tale.

But it was clear that Bunter, for once,
was telling the truth. And the tale,
strange as i1t was, explaingd many things
that had puzeled and mystified the
juniors.

; ﬁnh Cherry rubbed bis nose thought-
u -+

"{ can understard part of it,"” he said.
We saw that cowardly rotter Jarvish
scuttling from the lanky Yankeo: pever
saw & man in such an awful funk.
Bronx is sfter the cash—and Jarvish
landed him on Bunter by landing the
cash on Bunter. It was s weird idea—
but that much is clear.”

“But it's not cleasr why he wanted
to be Bunter's valet," said Havry.

“Well, we know that, too; it's so that
he can land him in Bronx's claws,” said
Bob., “He couldn't do that if ho wasn't
with Bunter."

“¥es. But why does he want 1o do
that "

“* Ask me another 1"

“It's a jolly old puzzle, unless the
man's potty I' said Nugent.

"Hea's anythin but ttv," seid
Harry Wharton [?Ijlj"- “And he can't
have handed over a big fortuns to
Bunter, intending him to keep it.
Nobody would! He's got some scheme

for getting it back.”
“Oh, thet's rot!” said Bunter ecom-
iidnntlz,-. “He can’t got it back unless
pe

out—and I can 1jf.'llljr*‘ well tell you
that I'm not going to ™

SHERIFF’S OUTFIT
FREE

"It doezn’t leave him where he was
before.  Bronx will be hanged if he
knacks Bunter on the head, and Jarvish
will bo safe from him."

“0h crikey I yelled Bunter.

Bob Cherry whistled. ;

“Is it possible—" ha ejaculated.
“*Could any man be such & vil‘lain a3 to
]l!-_".f & scheme like that”

*1'd rather not think o, but it's plain
enough,  That's the rascal’s motive,
because he cannot possibly bave any
other,"" said the captain of the Remove.
“He planned the whole thing from the
beginning and took in Bunter—like the
gilly fathead be is——"

“0Ok, really, you know—"

“All that's saved Bunter so far is the
fact that Bronx isn't such a ruthless
brute as Jarvish belioved him to be,”
sald arry. “He's a brute and =a
ruffian, but he stops short of shedding
blood., He's sat out to kidnap Bunter—
I suppose with an idea of frightening
the moncy off him, Very likely Jarvish's
own life wasn't in danger, as he sup-

osed—ha was such a rotien coward that
10 may have fancited hiz danger greater
than it was. We've prevented Bronx
kidnapping Bunter, but we couldn’s
have prevented him from puttinﬁ a
bullat through the fat idiot if he'd
wanted to. unter can thank his luck
gtars that Bronx has a limit——-thaugi
Jarvish hasn't.”

“Oh lor' 1" pasped Bunter. *“I—I re-
member now the beast gaid more than
once that it would pay him better to
wash me out, as he called it.”

The fat Owl sank hmply into a chair,
Hea dabbed perspiration from his fore-
head. It was fine to a billioneire—
but there were undoubtedly drawbacks
to being a billicnaire on these lines.

“Oh erikey | 1 eay, you fellows, don’t

Harry Wharton gave a viclent start,
. At those words there was & flash of
illumination in his mind, and he saw in
a sudden glimpss the whole tortuous
plot of the sleek secoundrel who had en-
riched the fat Owl of the Remove,

His face became quite pale,

His comrades looked at him. They
could sea that some deeply dislurbing
thought was in his mind.

“What on earth are you thinking of
now, Harry?” asked Frank Nugent
rather uneasily
Wharton clenched his hands.

“The scoundrel I he said, between his
testh

“ But what—"*

“Can't vyou see the game? panted
Wharton, “If I'd known before what
that fat ass has just told us, I should
have spotted it before. He never meant
Dunter to keep the billions—of course he
never did! What man would part with
an immense fortune simply beeause ho
was afraid of & Yankee gangster? Ha's
made that fortune over to Bunter for
lus life-time only——-"

“Well, ~ain’t that all righti” de-
manded Bunter. It onl prevents ma
from leaving it in my wil{"

“You fat ass!”

“0h, really, Wharton—""

“But I den't quite see—" Degan
Frank

“It's plain enough IV
impatiently.

said Wharton
“That's wh{ he's keeping
on as Bunter's valet and bhetraying hin
to Bronx. Now Bunter's got the money
the gang:ter 15 after him, instead of
Jarvish.  And if he knocks DBunter on
the head—""

“Yaraooh [”

“Well, in that casze, it all gors hack
to Jarvish, and leaves him where he was

before,™ said Dab,

. « With Next
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“I'vo

You

you leave me ! groamed Bunter.
dena a lot for you, vou knowl

stick to me! Oh loe' 1"

“All you've got to do is to sack Jar-
vish and make an end of it,” said the
captain of the Remove; “then the
money goes back te him, and he can
handle Bronx himself."

“You silly idiot 1" gasped DBunter.

“ What—-""

" You're jolly careless of other fellows’
money |" snorted DBunter. “Think Pm
?meg to chuck sway millions of pounds?

o fear "

“It's not yours!” snapped Wharton.
"And I dare =ay it never was really
Jarvish’s! He's not a2 man to come by
such sums honestly. How could he 7"

" But I'm blessed if 1 sco where Bronx

!:Ill

comes in, all the same!l” said Bob
Cherry. “It's still a giddy mystery.
Why did he pick Jarvish Lo get after?
Lots of millionaires. Why Jarvish
specially #7

41 shouldn't wonder if he has some
claim on tho money,” answered Harry.
“"He's o lawless scoundrel, but he hasn't
struck me a3 o man who would be a
thief. Jarvizh may have robbed him,
for all we know.”

“{th crumbs 1"

"Rot ! sxid Bunter *Rubbish! The
foct is, Jarvish =aid at the time that he
was making over the monecy to me
because hoe wanted nothing better than
to serve me as s valet, and, alter all,
it’s patural enough—-="

“¥ou blithering idiot ' roared Dob.

“ Beast 1M
“'Pho best thing you can do, Bunter,
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“ Stick "em up!* came the cool, menacing volee of the gangster from the doorway fto the plane’s cabin. Harry

Wharton & Co. spun round in amazement, and Billy Bunter gave a terrified squeak.

is ta chuck the whole
Harry.
“T'll wateh it ! said Bunter,
“You ecan't keep tho money without
keeping Jarvish, asz you said yourself."
"ﬁv{} I, I'll keep him. I'll jolly well
i too ! said Bunter.

thing,” =aid

keep him in order
“¥ou fellows stand by me and it will
ba all right. You see, T can't sack
Jarvish without losing the money. DBut
if he sacks himself, I'm all right,”

“He won't1"

“Perhaps he will if we keep on kick-
ing him 1" suggested Bunter hopefully.
“¥ou fellows kick him jolly hard, you
know, every time you seec him——"

“h, my hat!"

MAnd I'll punch him 1n the eve cvery
time he comes pear me,” went on
Bunter,

“Great pip "™

“Don't you think he'll get fed-up and
sack himself in the long run?” asked
the fat billionaire, blinking at the as-
tonished chums of the Retnove. %1
think it 1-'1::1';{I hikely myself.”

“ Ha, ha, hal"

The soriousness of the situation was
quite broken up by Bunter’s remarkablde
suggestion for dealing with Jarvish,
The juniors roared.

“Well, I thank 1t's a jolly good idea,™
eatd Bunter. “You can cackle, but I
think it’s & winner, Let's all kick him
all over the shop. Bee?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yolled the juniors.

Bunter rang for Jarvish.

But he rang in vain. Jarvish did not
como. That dramatic method of Bun-
ter's was unavoidably postponed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Naples and its benutiful bay,
The Hotel DBarcolini blazed

The * Goods ** !
with lights, and tho strains of

ODNLIGHT glimmared on
the orchestra floa out into the soft,

starry Southern night. But an the park-
like grounds surrounding the huge hotel
the shadows wera deep.

A lean man who clambered over a
high fence and dropped within, skulked
in shadows, unseen. “Tiger” Bronx
with a scowling face stared towards the
lighted building as he picked his way
smong troes and ﬂﬂwur-i]:eds.

He stopped in an open space where s
slrange linge shape stood black egainst
the moonlight.

It was: the Kingfisher planae,

The Tlotel Bareolini had its own
landing pground in its spacious park;
and the luinghsher had landed there to
remain till the Gregyfriars party resumed
their acrial trip

Bronx stood staring at the plane with
knitted brows. INo one was on the watch
by the machine; it was safe enough in
tho private drome of the Barcolini. The
crew, which consisted only of the tweo
pilots and the steward, had nothing to
do till the plane took off again, T!-?mt,
however, was likely to be soon, as Bronx
knew. Tie had little doubt that now
Bunter had seen him in Naples the fat
billionaire would pgive orders for da-
parture. It only needed a sight of
Tiger Dronx to set Bunter tripping
again. And the gangster knew that 1if
lie was to einch the fat pink before he
leit Naples, probably he had only that
ene night to work in.

A shadow moved in the meonlight;
and Tiger Dronx promptly ducked out
of sight under one of the huge wings.

A ruther saturnine-looking figure
cama along the ficld from the direction
of the hotel building,

Bronx's slits of eves glittered as he
recognized Jarvish.

The valet approached the door of the
acroplane cabin. He was ahout to
ascend the sleps when Brony stepped out
of his eover.

Jarvish gave s violent start as the

It was & hold-up in* mid-alr!

tall shadow fcll across him in the moon-
light. Ho caught his breath.
ronx grinned.

“I guess you don't want to be skeered,
you geck,” he said mnmmFtuuus!}-. 2 ¢
ain't eating you, Jarvish! VYou ain’t
my game now. That fat gink Bunter's
my game—he sure is iny mutton with the

woel on.
“Keep out of sight!” muttered
Jarvish. “ Step into the plane—there's

nobody on board at present.”

“ Sure ! assented Bronx.

He followed the valet u
cabin. Jarvish did not switch on the
lights. Thcy peered at one another in
the shalts of moonlight that fell in at
tho windows.

The gangster's lip ecurled with con-
tempt.  Jarvish was trembling; though
it was by hiz own contriving that tiu
rulian was there. The mere presence
of the man from Chieago sent a chill of
dread through the valet's pusillanimous
:_luu.r!u He teared the man with a deep
car.

“Waal, I guess I'm here,” grunted
Bronx. “You got me on the phone,
and I'in sure here! Quit shivering, you
wock—I awn't going to bite you.” He
stared at the lighted hotel from the
cabin window. “1 guess the gink's
there, what?"

“ITe 15 there, and will not stir out of
doors ngain, till he steps into the
plane !  answered Ja.rviﬁﬁ. “You'va
failed—and frightened him off once
more. "

“Then he's quittingi"

“ My master,” satd Jervish, with &
world of verom in his voice as he uttered
the words, “has given mo instructions
to prepare for flight at dawn., He is
leaving Naples and returning to
England.”

*Search me!” grunted the gangster.
“I guess I'd rather he stayed in foreign

Toe Macxer Lisrant.—No. 1,389,
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E.::rt&-—tm many cops about in the Old
untry.”

‘“'.'l;'l*mtfr school holidays are near their
o5, ® swid Jarvish, “And his [riends
geem to have persuaded him to return.
They have learncd from him some things
that T did not wish to come to their
knowledge; and now that they know
thet his money came from me, they dis-
like the idea of any of it being spent on

ir account,”

“I guess you been listening to their
talk ' grinned Bronx.

“AQuite so!™ assented Jarvish., I
have heard a discussion inm which the
nmatter was settled. Tt would suit me
admirably if they left him; but he 1s
too afraid to ba left; and as they intend
to return home he has decided to do the
same, He does not feel safe without
them.”

“1 guess he's O K. there !” said Bronx.
“But for them young gecks I'd have had
him half a dozen times.” He stared
from the window again. “Then I got to
get him to-night, or not at all.”

“¥You eannot get near him in the Hotel
Barcalini,” answered Jarvish. " He is
in such a state of funk that it 15 1m-
Eps.mble.. Two of the boys have beds in

18 room and the doors are locked. Even
with my help, yon could do nothing
without an alarm being raised.”

The gangster gave an angry grunt.

“I got to get him ! he growled. “If
he gets away in the plane in the mern-
ing that lota me out.”

I have charge of the baggage-room
on the plane,” said Jarvish, “The key
is in my keeping."

Eronx peered at him,

Y Meanmmng ! he asked.

Jarvish wiped a clot of perspiration
from his sleek brow.

“"Matters are getting to o clunax,” he
gaid. “The present state of affairs can-
not continue. It has, in fact, becoms
impossible.  Shakespeare has observed
that desperate diseases require desperate
remedies. You've got nerve.”

The gangster laughed.

“T'll say s0!” he agreed.

“MNerve enough to stow yourself away
on the plane and take the chance of
getiing matters nto your own hands 1

“Bearch me !”

Jarvish rubbed hiz perspiring sleck
hands together.

“That is the only way now " ha said.
"1 believe that in your rather remark-
able career as a gangster in Chicago
you have held up the staff of a bank at
the pistel’s point. It will be ne new
experience for you, though the condi-
tions will he new.”

“You've said it.”

“T shall sea the baggage stowed before
any of the crew or passengers are about ;
the door will be locked; and the key
lost—if inquired for. Nobody will have
the faintest suspicion that you are i1n
the bagrage-room.”

“By the great horned toad!” zaid
Tiger Bronx, his eyes plistening, I
puess this is the real goods.”

“*You've nerve enough to handle 3"

"1 should smile,*

Jarvish Jooked at him in something
like wonder. With every kind of un-
scrupulous raseality in his nadure he had
neither nerve nor courage. He found it
difficult to undersiand how any man
could have nerve enough to stage o hold-
up on a plane three thousand fect above
the earth; where an aceldent meant
sudden and terrible death to all on
board.

But though he could not understand it.
ha knew t%mt Bronx could and would
carry oub such ¢ desperate schome, and
would be glad of tho chance. That was
envugh for him,

“Zo that's why you phoned me to mect
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up with you here to-night?” said the
*liger; rinmning.

“That 15 1t! You can conceal your-
self in the baggage-room now, and I will
lock you in. Nothing can be suspected.”

“Jt's sura the goods!” repented the
ster. “Onee well away in the sky
andle the game! I guess the pilot
will steer where I want, with the muzzle
of & gun to his ear! Just & few.”
_tJawish shuddered at the thought of
1t.

“But I'll say I'm sure surprizsed ab
you!” went on the Tiger. “ Whero'd
you pick up the nerve, Jarvish? Say
enything goes amiss you'll be in as much

anger as any other boob in the bunch.”

*] shall not be on the plane!” said
Jarvish.

The Tiger gave & contemptuous snort.

“I sure might have guessed that one !™
he snecred. ]

“My master is anxious to part with
me,” gaid Jarvish venomously. * 1 shall
allow him to do so—when ho starts. I
shall remain behind,

The Tiger looked at him.

“I'll mention that I'm durned a few
if I spot your game, Jarvish,” he said.
“I'm making use of vou, jest as you're
making use of me. DBut I ain't spotted
where you come in. You're a cunnin
lobo-wolf=—look at the way youm twiste
round Old Man Bhook, and got him to
leave you & life interest in his big
fortunc—leaving out his own nephew—
that’s me. Me, the only relation he had
in the wide world—and all the dollars
going to you, for your lifotime. 1 puess
it didn’t take you long to savvy that I
should go gunning after you, Jarvish,
end give the dollars a chance to get
whers they belonged. But—now you've
fixed it on that fat gink Bunter. you've
got him between you and me—but if I
get him, where do you come in?"

Jarvish did not anawer that guestion.

What had occurred to Harry Whar-
ton had not vet, esidently, ocourred to
the gangster's mind. And Jarvish was
certainly not likely to tell him where
he expeected to *come in” :

“ Anyhow, this suits me fine!” said
Bronx as the valet did not speak. “You
got something dirty and tricky up your
sleeve ; but that cuts no ice. T guess I'm
on to this!"

“That's settled, then?” ;

“Jt's sure a ciheh! TI'll say it's the
opossum’s  eyelids!”  answered Bronx,
“T'll tell a man that it's the hippo-
potamus’ side-whiskers!™

When, ten minutes later, Bunter’s
“man * walked back to the hatel, there
was a4 hidden Gmu]l:;ﬂnt of the plane
standing in the park of the Barcolini.
And that hidden occupant was not likely
to be diseovercd till the plane was in
tEE clouds the following morning. And
then——

(f what would happen then, Jarvish
would not be a witness; he would be
safo on terra firma, while the gongster
was “holding up? the ecrew of the
plane in the clouds. As thoe rascally
valet  had  said, desperate diseases
required desperate remedies; and this
plan, desperate as it was, could not fail
—s0o far as Jarvish could sce! lle rather
forgot tho old adage that there 15 many
a slip 'twixt cup and lip |

an
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bumps [or a Blllionaire!

65 SAY, vou fellows!” .
E Harry Wharton & Co. strolling
in the park-like grounds of the
Hotel Barcolini the fellowing
morning, stopped, as  Billy  Bunter
rolled u}{-’.
They had breakfasted and gone out,
leaving DBunter still at it—breakfast

being & rather long process with Bunter.

That morning the Kiaghsher was to
take off to start on the return journey.
'The baggsge was on board—packed
away under the supervizsion of Jomes
Jarvish. The two ptlots and the steward
were on the plane, and all was rcady—
when the passengers were ready,

Bunter was grinning a3 he came up.

“It's all right!” he announced.

“Which and what?” inguired Bob
Cherry.

“He's sacked I" .

“ Jarvish exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Yes|” Bunter chuckled. “I say, I

chucked a boot st him, and landed him
on the side of the head! He, ke, he!”

The Famous Five grinned. Since the
fat billionaire had started to make
James Jarvish tired of being in his
service, there was no doubt that tha
sleek valet had had rather a roiten
timae.,

Whatever his metive for sticking o
Bunter it seemed improbable that he
eould keep it up indefinitely in face of
Bunter's extraordinary methods of
making him * come unstuck.”

“Wean to say he's given vou notice P
asked Bob Cherry.

“Well, not exactly I admitted Bunter,
“But he says that, as I do not seem to
desire his services any longer he will
remain behind when we leave Naples,
and he hopes that I will think over it."

“Good egp ! said Beb. " Bo long as
ha remains behind, it's all right! We
shall be shut of him! As for you think-
ing over it, you can't do that 1"

“Why not?" asked Bunter.

“ You've nothing to do it with!" ex-
pleined Bob.

“You silly ass!” roared the fat bil-
lionaire. .

“Then Jarvish won't be coming on
the plane?'’ asked Harry Wharton,

“No! He's fed-up with my chuckin
boots at him " grinned Bunter, “1I tol
you it was a jolly good idea! I've got
rid of the brute! There's only one real
difficulty—it’s practically impossible for
me to iravel without a valet!™

1] E'h !:II

“You sea, I'm not like vou fellows,”™
explained Bunter. “I'm accustomed to
the decencies of lifel I've always been
waited on hand and foot! I've often
told you fellows about the crowd of
liveried menials at Bunter Court—"

“¥You huwlmgﬂlﬂmt ™

“0h, really, Bull—"

“If that's the only difffieulty, wa can
manage to pull through somechow "
said Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Well, it's a bit of a fix,"”” said Bunter.
“0Of course ¥ could engage an Italian
valet here, but I don't trust these
forcigners, The only thing for it, that
I can see, 15 that you fellows should do
some valeting for me till we get to
England and I can engage a new man.”

“*Wha-a-a-t?" :

“Not a bhad idea, is 1£7"" said Bunter,
blinking at the astounded juniors
through his big spectacles. “ YVou could
whack it eut—it would be rather a lot,
perhaps, for ono fellow ! You can brush
the clothes, Wharton—"

“J ¢can brush the clothea!” repeated
Harrv, dazedly. =

“Yos—and Bob can look after the
boots—""

“ J—I—TI can lock after the b-b-boota I*
stuttered Bob Ehnrrr.

“Nugent can help me dress and all
that—he's the handiest of the lol—and
if he's earcful and painstaking, I shall
bo satisfed.™ .

Frank MNugent seemoed deprived of
gpecch. He just gazed at Dunter.

“ Johnny and Inky can make them-
gelves  useful  generally,” went oo
Bunter. “If you sll play up and do



your duty, you konow, I don’t see that I
shall mizs Jarvish an awful lot, till I get
a new man! Seol”

For a long moment the Famous Five

azed at the happy Bunter! Then, az
if moved by the s=ame szpring, they
hurled themselves npon him.

The Greyiriers billionaire zmote the
gravel path with a smite that made the
gravel fy in showers,

“Yaroooh!™ ho roared, as he hit
Ttaly.

“ Bump him!™

“Yooooop [

“Scrag him 1™

“Burst him !

“Rag him bald-headed !

“1 =ay, you {fellows—yarooocooh!™
roared Bunter. I su;;nwhuﬂoial Oh
crikey | Help! Fire! Murder |
Yarocooop !

Bump, bump, bump !

“zive him some mare ™

“Bump the fat blighter 1"

Bump, bump !

“Oh c¢rikey! Oh lor'! Leggo!”

shrieked Bunter. “ Wharrer you cut-
ting up rusty for, you beasts? Oh
crumbz! Yaroooh "

Bump, bump!

“I =zav, vou fellowsg—"

Bump!

*“Oh, scissors ! I say—yarooo-hooop
raved the Greyfriars  billionaire.
“Tergol Oh, jiminy! Wharrer you
up to, you beasts ?”

“Valeting I explained Bob Cherry.
*“This is how we do our valeting, old

]

L

fat bean! Give him some more valet-
ing [’

ngHa, ha, hat"

Bump! Bump! Eum}ii!

* W hooo-hooo-hooooop 1" )
A final bump left the fat billionsire
E[a,spmg and sprawling on the gravel.
e sprawled, and gasped, and gurgled,
and roared, while the Famous
walked away, leaving him to it.
It was ten minutes before Billy Bunter
recovarced suflicient breath to pick him-
self up and limp away. He gasped and
gurgled as he went. )
hether Bunter the Billionaire could
possibly travel without & velet or not,
it was likely to be & long time before
ha requested the Famous Mive to do any
morg valeting for him |

Five

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not to Plan!
TURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
had a deeply thoughtful
wrinkle in hiz dusky brow.

He had been silent for some
time while hiz comrades chatted about
the coming trip. The chums of the
Remove had enjoyed the aerial voyvage
in the Kingfisher and their adventures
in foreign lands, but they were not
0Ty to homeward bound. The holi-
days wera near their end, and the new
term would soon be beginning at Grey-
friars School, and their thoughts were
turning to Greyfriar: apain—to Quelch
in the TForm-room, and foothall on
Little 8ide, and ragpring Colier of the
Fifth, and keeping their end up with
Loder, the bully of the Sixth, and rags
in the Remove pazsage.

But Hurree Singh was thinking of
other things. Bob Cherry gave him a
lunge in the ribs at last.

"B\;-anu;.r for 'em, old black
he said,

The Nabob of Bhanipur smiled a
dusky smile,

“1 have been thinkiully reflecting.”
he said, “It strikes me as terribicalls
queer that the esteemed and exccrable
Jarvish is staying bebind.”

“Fed-up with Bunter!"™ said Bob.
“No wonder.™

bean !
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E”l;ﬁ'hu wouldn't be?” grunted Johnny
ull.

“The fed-upfulness is probably pre-
posterous !’ agreed the nabob.  * But
the gueerfulness iz also great. JE the
absurd Jarvish allows the idiotic Bunter
to go without him, he is giving up his
cxeccerable plans—why

Wharton looked quickly at the nabob,

*You think there's something behind
it?” he asked.

“ Exactfully.”

“Well, I had a sort of idea of the
same thing,” admitied the captain of
the Remove. “Bui I ean’t sce anything
in ik, So long as Jarvish iz with
Bunter he plays his treacherous tricks,

u
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was villain enough, he couldn't do it—

the pilots are too jolly careful and
watchful for that,”
“MNo! But——" The nabob shook his

dusky head again. “If is not that, my

esteomed chum, but it is—something |

1f the excerable Jarvish stays behind, it

13 because he thinks that his rascally
lans will be carried out better than by
is poming in the plane.'

“That's rather deep!” =zaid Johaony
Bull, deubtiully.

“1 shouldn't wonder if Inky's right,”
said the ::'n{)tain of the Remove, slowly.
“But-—if the rascal has some awfully
deep game on, I don’t see how we're
going to spot 1t

u|
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but if he stays bebind, we shall soon bo
hundreds of miles away from bim, and
what ecan he do then?”

“All ¢lear, then ' zaid Frank Nugent,

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head,

“Weo shall be safe from him in the
plane, surely!” said Bob, puzzled,

“1t is not the esteemed Jarvish's
objrct for us to be safe from him, my
worthy Fob! If the idiotic Bunter was

safe with Jarvish stu:_:in{:r behind, the
execrable  Jarvish  would not stay
beletnd.™

"But—what?"? szid Harry, slowly.
“"He can't have fixed up anvthing to
happen to the plane, Inky! Diven if he

—
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“Cot any idea, Inky ! asked Nugent,

“1 think =o' said the nabob. “If
Jarvish wished to come in the plane, I
should supgest leaving him behindfully.
As he wishes to slay behind, I suggest
making him come in the plane.””

The (Mo, stared at the dusky nebob

for a moment or two. Then they
grinned. To all of them Jorvish’s un-
expueeted  decision to remain  behind

seemed deeply suspicious. They could
not understand his lotting Dunter got
oot of his hands; and now that the
keen-witbedd nabeob mentioned it, they
had little doubt that this move was part
of some cunning scheme, YWhat that
THE MacoeT LisRary.—No. 1,389,
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scheme was, however, even Inky could
not begin to gness,

But whatever it was, if it depended
on Jarvish staying in kap’!es, it would
be knocked on the head if Jarvish went
in the airplano with the party. That
wis a cortainty.

The Famous Five chuckled at the
idea. There was something rather
amusing in the sleek rascal laying his
cunning plans, only to have them
nipped uncxpectedly at  the last
moment.

*Inky's right,” said Wharton. “If the
plotting rotter wants to do ono thing,
and wo maeke him do the exact
opposite, it will put paid to him,

though I can't begin to imagice what.

he's up to.”

“*Right as rain,” agreed Johnny Bull.
“Wa've got to sce that he comes in
the Elane—-and that’s that. If any-
thing's going to happen to vz after we
take -nﬁg, it can jcrl{y well happen to
Jarvizh, too.™

“Hear, hear

It was time to get on board now, and
tho junmors walked down to the King.
fisher. Their minds were made up.
Anxious as they were to sce the last
of James Jarvish, he was coming on
tha trip—simply bocause he had
planned not to do =o. It only remained
to seq that ho did.

The pilois were in, the sieward was
buzzing about the plane. All the bag-
gago woas on board now, and Jarvish
was coming down tho steps when the
Famous Five arrived theroe.

He gave them n  quict, sly, furtive
look, and stepped respectfully nzide for
them, Wharton looked at him, but
there was no reeding in the sleek, sly
face the tortuons thouphts in the cun-
ning mingd behind it, Neither did the
captain of the Remove eare very mueh
what Jarvish's scheme might be. What-
aver it was, it was goimng o be kyboshed
when the Kingfisher took off.

A number of the Barcolini Hotel
people were gathered round te sce tho
start, The manager himself came down
to the plane with Billy Bunter, escort-
ing the billionaire in the most impres-
sive manner. Yhat the manager
thought of Bunter personally was not
revealed: but there was no doubt what
he thought of his billions.

The fat billionaire rolled
passengers’ eabin,

He frowned &t the Famous Five
there.  Apparently he had not quite
recovered from the buamping he had
asked for, and duly received.

The steward come to close the door.
The engine began to drone; Jarvish
stood in the wotching crowd winding
his hands tn?:thcr, and there was an
expression of eager anxiety on  his
face, It was clear that he was anxions
to see thoe plane gone.

“Held on a minuatel" Baol.
“Bunter, old bean—"

“Beaszt ™

“Call Jarvish in™

“Blow Jarvish 1

“Will you eall him in?"”

“Wo; I won't.”

“Dear man, will vrou call him if I
kick you, and kecp on kicking you till

g
H

mto the

kel

he harg_ims i r

“Ow!l DBeast! Keep off, you ruffian!
Jarvish 1" squeaked Bunter. “Jarvish,
coma in here, blow you! Can't you
come when you're called, you silly
wiogt?  Are you going to keop me
wailing "

“¥es, eir; coming, sir!” answercd
Jarvish.

Ha camo up the steps to the eakin to
hear Bunter's last message, whalover it
WAaS,
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Bob Chetry and Herry Wharton took
himy by his elbows, and perked him in
through the doorway.

“You can close up now, steward,”™
said Harry,

“Is Mr. Jarvish coming, sir "

“¥Yes; he's nnming,”

“¥Yery good, sir !’

The steward fastened the door.

Jarvish, surprised and alarmed, was
wriggling in the %‘raﬁp of the two
jumiors.  But they had his arms in a
secure grip.

deet ma '  panted Jarvish.
What dges this foolery mean? I am
not coming in the plane! You are

aAWwarg-—=—

“You are,” answered Harry coolly.
“And 1f you kick vp a fuss, Jnﬂ'jaf:,
we'll stick you on the floor and sit on
you ¥

“I say, you fellows——"

“Releaze mo at once ™ shouted Jar-
vish, struggiing fiercely. “ Hew dare
you lay hands on me? I insist-——"

“You can inzist till you'ra black in
ithe face if you like ! answored Harry.
“"But vou're coming, all tha same,”

" Release ma!® shricked Jarvish,

e was utterly alarmed and
mayad.

_His plan was to leave the fat hillion-
aire at the gangster's merev; but by
travelling in tha plane he placed lim-
self also at the mervey of the man from
Chicago.

That did not suit Jarvizh at all.

But he had no choice in the matler,
As he struggled and wriggled he was
vitched down on the fleor, and Johnny

ull zat on his chost,

The steward stared ol the peeuliar
scene. But it was no business of his,
and he went along the gangway to his
own guarters,

Jarvizh 'l."-'rigghrt] W 5]-;“_1,' under
Juhnoy Bull. Hizs face waszs white, hia
cyes almost sturting from his head.

_ His terror was so cvident that the
juriors could not possibly have anv
further doubts that he had planned
some hidden treachery, though even yot
they could not guess its noture.

“Lot me go—Ilet me go! Release
me ' zereamed Jarvish, as the drone of
the engine deepened into a roar.

“I say, Fou fellows, what's the
game ! demanded  Bunter, as aston-
izhed as Jarvish by this unexpected
move on the part of the Famous Five.
“What are you bagging Jarvish for?
We doo't woant him with us !

“On second thoughts, old bean,” said
Bob Cherry, “we'va decided that you
can't possibly travel witheut a volet.
Suppose you wanted somcbody to Diow
vour nase for you, and there was nobody
available "

“Ha, ka, ha!”

“Mi, really, Chorry——"

dis-

“Let mo go!l™ shricked Jarvish, *I
refuse to _ﬁ[n in the plane—— I refusoe
—— I will not go! J—]—-"

- "And why nott” asked Harry, look:
g the sgquirming rascal in the face.
“What rotten trick bave you planned
this time, you scoundrel, that we'ro np-
setting by taking you ¥

“I will not go! I—]——"

“Yon will ™ grinned Bob Choerry,

The plane was taxi-ing along the
ground now. it was too late for Jar-
vish to jump out, even if the juniors
had released him.  But they did not
release him. Jobnny Bell sat steadily
ancl heavily on his chezt, and the valet
was safely pinned down.  There was
hardly a jult 2z the plane left the
eround,

“We're up ! said DBob.

Jarvish ecased to struggle. Fa lay
paniing, his smooth, sleek faco spotted
with perspiration and white as chall,

Even when Johnny Bull roese from his
chest he did not get up. Ho dragged
himself to a sitting posifion, and Ehﬁn
as if his strength tailed him, leang&
agﬁinst a geat, limp ns & rag.

arry Wharton & Co. gazed at him.
The erowd in the hotel grounds were
llﬂ{]’ in the distance; the great hotel it-
self had sunk to s small size, Tho city
of Naples and the great blue bay were
spread out like a map. The plane was
fuirly off—started on its long journey.
And that fact had evidently over-
whelmed James Jarvish with terror and
desperation.

It wa: not “air funk.” He had
travelled in the plane belore with per-
feet colmness. It was nob merely
chagrin at the defeat of hiz secret
scheme—whatever that was. It waa
terror that convulsed his pallid face,
and the juniors wondered. Ohviously

Hurrce Singh had been right—some
secret  plan had been  defcated by
for¢ing Jarvish to travel in the plane.

But there was more to it than that.
His rage and resentment were comipra-
hensible enough,  DBut why that over-
powering fear?

“You unutterable raseal!” zaid
Harry Wharton, at Iast. “What is it
that you've planned this time?  What
are you afraid of

“There can't be anything wrong with
the plane,” said Bob. ".'Ef:r can't have
done anything of that Lkind.”

Ok lov' ! gasped Bunter.

" But what—" said Nugent,

“What iz it,- you scoundrel ™ asked
Harry. " You trcacherous rogue, what
15 1t you've planned for ws, and got
landed in yourself

Jarvish did not answer. e sagped
limply against the scat, and the juniors,
in wonder and disgust, turned from him
and left him there,

s

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
“ §tick "Em Up!*

i DDIO, mia bella Napeli!®
A sang Bob Cherry cheerfully,
as the eity of Naples faded
away behind the Kingfishdr,

It was a glorious September mornin
with a light wind, and hardly a clm:ﬁ
in the azure sky.

The plane was climbing fast to a
height of three thousand feet, as the
junisre ascertained by a glance at the
altimeter on the wall.

Haouthern Italy was s%rend ont below
them, and lhoe blue Tyrrheninn Seq,
Capri and Ischia, dots in the diztance,
the smoke of Vesuviug fading away to
the south.

It was going to be a lone “hop ™
on the homeward way, no descent till
Milan was reached, far away to the
north.

Tha ehnms of the Remove would
have enjoved the trip to the full;
nothing would have pleased them more.
But every fellow had a senze of szonie-
thing mmpending

Even Bil'y Bunter realized that thers
wiz sone sort of trouble in the air, and
although it was mera than an  haour
sinee he had breakfasted he did not
call to the steward for refreshments.

Jarvish still sat where he had =at at
the start, leaning limply on the seat.
The wretched man waz obviously in
such a state of hopeless funk that he
was  quite unable to pull himself
together. It seemed as if his fear was
so deep that it had paralysed his facul-
LiCs,

Yot the cause of it was an utter
mystery to the other passengers in the
plane.
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With a gasping howl, Tiger Bronx piiched headlong from the doorway of the plane, and Bob Cherry landed I.‘u.ll- on

top of him. The rest of the Famous Five leaped alier him, erashing

The man was so treacherous, a0 false
to the very core, that they would not
have been surprised had it transpired
that he had played some trick fo en-
danger the plane. That would have
accounted for his terror in being forced
to travel in it

But clearly it was not that! That
magnificent Airways plane was in its
wsual perfect order sod condition.
Never had it lown more sweetly than it
was Hying now.

Tha pilots were in their places; the
wireless aerial trailing ; the steward in
his pantry; tha engines droning
eteadily,. Like & graceful dragon-
fly, the big plane scared in the blue.
There was no danger of that kind—
the soaring plane was as safe as a rail-
way train, or safer. Yet the wretched
Jarvish lay supine with fear.

Again end again the juniors glanced
at him. He did not meet their glances;
he did not raise his eyes; he did not
speak. They conld have pitied him,
but for the knowledge that his strango
gtate was the resalt of his own seerct
and mysterigus treuchcrﬁ. Bomething
had been planned—and whatever it was
Jarvish was now invelved in it, a3 well
as the Greviriars party. DBut what was
it? What could it ha?

That there was a stowaway in the
baggage-room was not likely to coeur to
anyone. Oaly Jarvish knew that,

Little did the juniur& dream that, as
the plane scared to the sky, a long-
limbed, lean-faced man from Chicago
examined a loaded revolver with
sedulous care, and took a key from his
pocket to let himself out of the roovm
where the bagpags was packed.

“YWhat on earth is the matter with
the brute?" asked Johnny Bull at last.
“He's afraid of something—what 7"

“Goodness knows!” said Harry
YWharton.

“1 eay, you fellows, i there's any

anger—"

“There can't be any danger!” said
Nugent.

“That's all very well,” grunted the
Greyfriars billionaire. “But if thero
15;11. any danger, what is Jarvish afraid
(!l fll

“Ask us another, old fat bean!”

"I think perhaps we'd better go
down,” said Bunter uneasily.

Jarvith seemed to collect himself s
little as he heard that He made =
movemnent and looked up

“Let us descend!"” he said huskily.
“There may yet be time before—""'

Ha broke off.

“ Before what ! asked Ilarry quictly.

Jarvish did not answer that guestion.

“1t 1s for you to pive orders, Master
William,” he said. “If you send
instrnections o the pilot to descend at
the fArst possible landing place—--"

“And why1” demanded Wharton.

“There 18 danger,” said Jarvish
desperately. “You are all in danger on
the plase, I most of all. A thousand
CUTEREg "

“You con pack up all that!” said
Wharton contemptuously. “Tell us
what the danger is, sou eur! What-
ever it 18, you have planmned it! That's
why wo made yoa come! Tell us what
it

l'r]_I_I__'"

A cool, drawling veoice broke in:

“T'll say you needn's spill anythins,
Jarvish! 1 guess the guys will be wise
to what's on, now!l”

Jarvish gave a_groan at the sound
of that voice. He had known that
there was no chance; that the pang.
ster would emerge at a sign that the
ourney was to be abandoned. Iironx

d not waited for that. Ie was hero!

Ilarry Wharton & Co. epun round
at the sound of the ganpster's wvoice,

down on the prosirate gangster.

wondering whether they were dream-

IIEEE.

E’rilijr Bunter gave & terrified squ:ak.

It was difficult for the Greviriars fel-
lows to beliava their ayes.

Standing just within the passengers'
cabin, with & revolver in his hand, was
Tiger Bronx!

The revelver was lifted and aimed
at the group in the cabin. The gang-
ster’s slits of eyes glittared over it,

“Broax 1" breathed Bob Cherry.

“The gangstaer!”

“My only hat!™

“So that's it 1" said Ilarry Wharton
between hiz {feeth. "™ That's it—that
scoundrel hid hiie on board, and—"

It was all clear now !

“8tick 'em wpl- came the ecool
menacing volce of tho gangster. " 1've
got you covered, the whole bunch of
ﬁ:m= and if this here little barker

oins to bark, you sure won't know
what hit youl Stick 'em up!”

The jumior stared at him blankly.
The long lean figure waa just within
the cabin. He had coma from the
forward baggage-rcom, so where ho
gtond hoe cub the passengers off from
the steward end the pilots. They,
cbviously, were not yet aware that a
strangor was on bhoard the Kinglisher.

Tho revolver in Bronx's hapd was
steady n3 & rock  llis eyes
deadly glitter in them.

“I'm saying stick 'em up!” he said
menacingly

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“ ¥ou scoundrel—"

“1'll mention that that's
from you!” said the Tiger. “Cet
clear, big boy! I'd hate to epill your
juice over that nice polished Roor, and
I guess I'm not honing to hurt any
guy here present. But if you sing out

(Continued on page 16.)
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a cingle wvaup, or put across any
trouble, I’ll sure pot you one after
another, lika you was a bunch of par-
tridges! You get me?" :

The Greyiriars fellowz elenehed their
hands. In cvery mind of the five was
the same thought—what chance was
thero of making a rush, in defiance of
the levelled revolver?

But thers was no chance, and they
knew it. )

If the gangster was desperate enough
to shoot, he could sweep thwe cabin
with bullets, and not one of thern would
have reached him alive.

And that he would shoot was elear
from the hard, grim set of his lean
face and the merciless plitter in his
glitz of eves. This was the last throw
of the dice for Tiger Bronx, and he
was out on business! As he had said,
he did not want to shoot; but if he had
to he would—withouwt ruth or pity!
Thers was sharp death in that levelled
revolver, and the eves that glittered
over it. And as the juniors hesitated
to obey his order, a savage, snarling
look. came over the lean face—tha
tigerish look of the gunman resolving
to kill!

“"Last time of asking!” =aid the
ganpster botween his teeth. “You
gticking 'cm up—or—"

Another moment, and hot lead would
have been whizzmntg! Thera was no
help for if, and the Famouz Five of
Greyiriars, with rage in their facoes,
lifted their hands above their heads.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Hold-up jn the Clouds!
IGER BRONX pave ono swilt,

! sharp glanca over hiz lean
ﬁhuu{’der, He had to bo watch-
ful for danger behind, as well

mz in front. It waz no Iighl:.

matter for & man to "hold up® a

plane in flight single-handed. Only an

iron-nerved  desperado gould  have
dreamed of it ut the gangster was
doing it—and he was golting away
with 1t. Nobody but he on board the

Kingfizher was armed.  And the deadly

weapon 1n hts hand, and his rothless

determination fo uwse it if necessary,
made him master of the situstion,

That swilt glance over his shoulder

told liim that, for fthe moment at least,
there was no danger in the rear. "The
chief pilot was at the wheel far for-
ward, the second pilot with him. Tho
gteward was in his pantry—a clinking
of washing glasses could be heard when
there was a lull in thoe drone of the
engines. And they were all the erew.

Instantly the Tiger's plenining cyes

returned to the bunch before him—the
1"*.1r:15:nt!|5 Five with their hands uwp:

Jarvish squatted in abjeet lorror; and

Billy  Bunter pglucd to  his  scat,

ancapabde of movement.

YIKeep Tem up ' snarled Bronx, 1

uess 1 ain’t Louning to shoot! Iut if

ire one shot, you guvs, I guess T

Bin't leaving any jay alive on ihis
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lane to tcll the world about it!
'FE-:} o1
“h oerikey ™ moaned Bunter.
“If & fellpw had &
breathed Bob Cherry.
“Keep quiet!” said Bronx., “I got
te handle tho rest after I've handled
yvou, and I keep on telling wou that I
don’t want to shoot. Jarvish ™

The wretched valet gave him a hag-

pard look. Ilée received a savage grin
in reply.
"l’lii aay I never hanked on sceing
vou hors, Jarvish! They got wise to
it that you wasz double-cressing them
somehow, and made you come !

Jarvish muttered indistinctly.

“I'll mention that I'm powerful glad
to see you,” grinned the gangster. “I'll
say it's the opossum’s evelida ! 1 got the
fat gink—and I got vou, teo ] Get up 1

Jarvish crawled to his feet. i

With his left hand Bronx drew a coil
of cord from hia pocket, that he had
brought from the baggage-room,

He tossed it to the valet.

“You want to cinch them guys in
that rope, and you want to do 1t quick,
and vou want te do it safe,” he said.
“I guess I could have handled the job
an my own, but Iynu being here makes 1t
casier, o few. Euess vou can walt on
me, James, like you used on my old
uncle, 0ld Man Shook. Get to it1”

Jarvish did not speak. He seomed in-
capablo of speech. He took the cord,
uncoiled it, and proceeded to knot it
round the wrists of the Greyfriars
juniors.

They breathed hard, but resistance
was impossible under the watchful ayes
and levelled revolver of the gangster.
Tho pame was in his hands, and the
juniors could only submit and hope for
a turn of fosriune.

Knot after Lknot was tied; and the
valet made every knot secure. He
dared pot do otherwise, even if he
wishod,

In a minute, or less, the Famous Five
woere  helpless prisoners, their wrista
bunched topether and securely bound.

“I guess that lats you out 1 remarhked
Bronx, “Now gtuff something into
their bully beef traps, James. Don't you
yOung guys worry an;i', I'm jest saving
your lives for vou. If you ain't quiet
I got to shoot.”

Jarvish, in trembling silence, gagged
the five juniors, one after encther.
Then the gangster lowered the revelver
and stepped towards them and carefully
examined both the bonds and the gags,
Ho pave o nod of satisfaction.

“You're a real pood servant, James |
he said, with malicious mockery. " ¥Yeou
sure know how to do like you're told!
I guess T may take you on as valat
when Old Man BShook's money comes
back where it belongs.”

Jarvish licked his dry lips.

“Now tie up that fat gink, I gucesa
ho ain't frightfully ﬂlaﬂ’gﬂruu:ﬁj but I'm
sure taking no chapee.’
saY " moancd Bunler.

“Don't  spill  anything I rapped
Eronx.

And the [at billionaire quavered into

giloneoe.
behind

chaneo-—="1

—

Jarvish tied his fat hands
i and inserted a gap into his exten-
sive mouth. DBilly Buuler leaned back
in his scat, blinking at the gangstoer
through his big spectacles, lika a fat
rilabite fascinated by a serpent.

Tiger Bronx slipped the revelver into
hiz pocket. 1le cut a length from the
cord and made a gestore to Jurvish to
put  his  hands  iomether. A fow
momenis, and the valeb was Lound and
gapoed, like the rest.

The gungster grinned as he met tho

silent fury in the looks of the Famoua
Five.

“I'll say this iz ple, so far [ he re-
marked. “Jarvish, you big stiff, it was
BlIT the big idea to stow me awey
en this plane]l I'll say it was tha
opossum's evelids, and then some ™

Ha touched tha bell for the steward.
_Tha prisoners could only watch him in
silence. They knew what he was going
to do, but they could do nothing to
pravent bim, or to put the man on his

uard. Indeed, it was, perhaps, beiter
or the steward to be taken by surprise
snd mede a prizoner, for thera was not
the slightest doubt that the desperado
would shoot, if gentler measures failed.

The steward came into the cabin-—to
meet a muscular grip that twirled him
over on the flogr.

As the astounded man opened his
mouth for a startled yell the muzzle of
a revolver clicked against his teeth.

“Park 1t 1” said Tiger Bronx.

That yell was never uttered.

The steward, in the gangster's grip,
gazed up at him, bemused with amaze-
ment. Bronx jammed a gag into his
mouth, dragged his hands t:}%'at.har, snd
tied ti'u:,m. g'I‘I'm?u:n ha rose, leaving the
man lying on the floor, staring up at
him with dazed eyes.

For a full minute the lean man from
Ehi{:&f:} stood, breathing rather hard.

S0 tar it was, as bhe had said, " pie.”
The hold-up in the clouds had been a

riect success—easier, indeed, than the

olding-up of n hnni: in Chicago, an
exploit with which the Tiger was more
familiar. But the most difficult and
dangerous part of hia task still lay
ahead. To handle the pilots, on whom
the safety of the plens and the lives of
all on board depended, was a task from
which even an iron-nerved and reckless
desperade might have shrunk. Dut
Tiger Bronx did not shrink from it.
[a glanced at the altimeter. It
Ie%lﬁtﬂl'ﬁf_i 3,500 faat.
e E.:nigﬁsh@r was clesving the vast
dome of blue, a few fleecy clouds foat-
ing below.

He glanced from the windows to gee
the dark Apennines on one hand, the
blue Mediterranean on the other.

The expression on his lean face grew
hard and dark, set and desperate, With
the revolver gl;ﬁ-pqd in his hand, he
left the cabin and disappeared forward.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
ancther.

They could not speak, but their locks
were expressive. The gangster was gons
to deal with the pilots| If they gave
trouble—as certainly they would, if they
had the ghost of a chance—what would
happen then? A plane uncontrolled
whirling downward in the dealh-apini
With beating, thumping hearts they
listened, mnd every second seemed to
drag by slowly at endless length.

'ﬁ

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Africa-Bound !

HE pilot sat at the wheel. His
face was calm, almost expres
sionless, but his oyes intent. He
looked almost as if the steering

of a giant seroplane through the skies
was no more than driving a bus from
Victoria to Golders Green.

The second pilot was bent over & map,
tapping off points on it with his fore-
finger. Both of them were feeling com-
tent. Weather was perfect, wind favour-
able, engines running like a sweet song,
Almost the length of the long Italian
peninsula was to be covered in that
“hop,” but they had _Emt. away well
and all was going smoothly. Neither o
the men lnuEed in the least as if fiying



was anything like an adventure to them.
Bul adventure—wild adventure—was
close at hand.

The second pilet, leaning over the
map, suddenly leaned farther over 1,
slumping.

Ho was senseless,

He did not know what had hit him.
The hard, metal butt of a revelver had
rapped from behind, so suddenly and
gharply that he was knocked insensible
before he knew that anything was

hnﬁ?ening.
. With a man_to handle who was hand-
ling the wheel, it was not pozsible for
Tiger Bronx to proceed with the usual

angster formula: “Stick 'em up!l”

hat was hia game in the passengery’
cabin: here, it was useless. That sud-
den, sharp tap relieved him of one
enemy at the start. The stunned man
was safe for ten minutes, at least. And
that was that!

The man at the wheel made a move-
ment, and as he did so the muzzle of a
roavolver was pressed behind his ear.
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“Keep moving I said Tiger Bronx.
“Carry on, bal

It said much for the pilet’s iron nerva
that he did not fail his machine in that
terrible and unexpected moment,

That such s thing as this could hap-
pen, he would have said, if he had been
asked, was impossibla.

Never was a8 man more surprised and
taken aback.

Impossible as it seemed, wnheard of,
undreamt of, it was hsppening. He
was “held up ™ by & man with & gun
as he stecred a plane at 3,500 feet, with
clouds drifting Eelﬂm

Even Bronx might have wondered, at
that thrilling moment, whether he had
not taken too much risk, and whether
the pilob might noet drop the machine
into 8 spin that spelt death for all
on board,

If =0, his doubt would have been un-
founded.

Taken by surprise, amazed, astounded,
enraged, the mlot carried on as calmly
and coolly as a bus-driver casually

7

spoken to by a passenger. There wera
livea at etake, all depending on the
steady nerve of the Alrways pilot; and
that nerve did net flicker for a fraction
of a second. Indeed, the expression on
hiz eool, indifferent face hardly altered.

The gangster drew a deep broath.

For & second the pilot glanced at him.
That was all. He could not deal with
the gangster without throwing away all
the lives on board. Alone in the plane,
he might have acted differently.” But
1t was " pascenpgers first.”™ Lafe, not
death, for the people in his charpe, was
tigia over-riding rule of the Airways
pilot,

The pistol-mvezle pressed lightly
behind his ear. He knew that there was
& finger on the trigger. e spoke, end
his volce came tleurfy through the drone
of the engines, in alimost 2 casual drone.

“¥ou hound ¥

“Pack it up 1" eatd Bronx. “ Swearp-

1%
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TAY A CHANGE!

OMETIMES, when watching foot-
ball matches, either as played by
leading cluba or junior organisa-
tions, I find myseli wondering how

many people in this goame ecould be
Eroparl;.r described se square pags in round

oles. In other words, 1 wonder what
proportion of footballers play in the
position to which their particular footbell
ability is hest suited.

I faney I have young players among my
repders of the MAGKET lo whom the
eamo Quostion hag cecwrred from time to
time. Tn my post-bag this week is o
letter from a reader in which he tells me
he is pot sure whether ri%‘hr, half-back is
his beat gﬁait:’m‘t. although he is playing
thare, and he asks ma how he ean put his
theory to the test.

There is only one way, 50 for as T
Enow, and that s {0 make experi-
snents—play in ol her posilions from
time fo time. Hoving made hose
experiments, then the thing to do i
sticl: fo the posifion in wchich the
greatest  wmneasure  of Suecess  is
achicvad, omnd the one in which the
player fecls znest * at heme."’

Even tha hig football elubs are eon.
tinuelly meking experiments on this line—
gometimes owing Lo foreg of eircumstonecs,
and sometimes because cither the player
bBimself, or the manager of the ciub,
thinks that a change would be sll to the

ood.

; At the start of the present szeason
YWolverhampton Wanderers converted a
very good ecentre-hali—Hollingworth—
into a right full-beek, and he immediately
gettled down well in the new position.

In one of the practice games beforo the
gtart Manager Y Bily " Walker, of
Bheflield Wednesday, teid the players that
or thiz particular gome, they could ¢chooso

eir own positions. I bave not heard

at any preat discoveries were made by

this idea of letting the fellowa play where
they wanted to play rather than where
tho mnnuﬁ thought was best {for them,
But I do inow plenty of footballers who
have only found their best poaitions after
congsiderable experiment.

Even in the Sheffield Wednesday side
there iz one Ia{ar—AiL Strangoe—who
thought that he had the best chance of
making good a8 a forward. In the front
ling of sttack, however, he mado wvery
little progress. Then he was converted
into a wing half-baek, and in that position
has played mang times for England.

Even apart from the mere object of
finding the best position for a player, I
arn guite sure that an ccessional awitoh
is worth while. A hali-back is none the
worse for having a go in the forward line,
beenuse such exporience will at least give
him & betier knowledge of the sort of
passeg 4 forward likes to receive.

USE EOTH FEET

GATN, the very best cure for a
A failing which afllicte many foot-
ballers js8 to make a swileh of
positions. 1 refer to the fellows
who have enly one leg for kicking purposes,
Every real {{rmt.buller ghould be able to
use baoth feet effectively, but thore are
plenty, even in the top class, who eannot
o said to have renclied the ideal in this
respeet. A very pood plan would be for
oursida righis to hove some games on Lthe
bedf wing, and vice versa.
cam Hardy, who boeamo the greatest
goallkeceper we bove had in recent times,
gtarted bhis foolball eareer as o contre-
forward. Thoere are just iwo bita of advice
which I wowd hand out to my readers
in regard to thess experimonts, however,
The first is this : don’s ewitch about from
one position to another for the mers snlic
of change., Switeh, if vou like, Ll yvou
have found yveour best poaition, and then
stick to it. In this pame of football, sa
in other things, it is possible to become &
“Jack of all trades and master of none.”

ing sure won't buy you anything. Yeu
jumping to orders, big boyi*
(Continwed overieaf.)

—

Tho other bit of advies js that a player
cannot be quite suro whether a swilch
ia likely to be a snccess or a failuro as the
result of the experience in one gaine.

*1 have heard s lot sinee the start of
the season,” writes another ** Mapnetite *
“about the serappivg of safety firsk
methods by the leading teama, and hear
that more and more thry aro faking aa
their matto, Attack ihe hest defence. Do
you agron wilh this ¥ 7

In a wap ¥ do belicve thet affack
ts the best defence in football,
After all, if the plagers of one team
are stearming round the other
teand's goul, the olher jellows are
riot very likely to score goals them-

selres. That is ceriainly {riee, and
I o all for atiacl:.

On this head, howewver, it ia also
necesaary 1o pub in o word of warning,
Thera must be certain playoers always on
the look.out for & breakawny, and in
position to check such an effort by the
opposition.

ON THE WATCH
LET me just quots one cass from the

present eeason to illusirate this
point. When Chelsea were playing
. Derby County at Ilerby on the
opening dey of the season the Pensioners
wers swarded o penalty kick., A [ull-back
of Chelsza was called up to take the kick.
Instoad of seoring, ns, of courso, all good
footballara ghould do with a ponalty kick,
he sent the ball straight at the Derby
goalkeeper. This fellow esaved, kicked
the ball out, and forthwith the Derby
Ec-urnt:.r forwards ran down and scored A
goal.

WThat had happened was casy for
all 1o see. When the Chelsen full-
bach moved up the fleld to take the
penalty RLicl:, no member af the tenm
fell back to take his place n the
defence.  Awd, during the break-
arweay which followed, the Chelses
defence, lacking a full-bacl who was
up the fictd, was easily beaten., So
it ix wike Lo bhe on Hie watelt even
wehienr alltaeicing.

In the forepoingz is one reason why a
one-time rather popular habit bas been
dropped. Goalkeopera wers ofton calied
up to take penalty kicks. They don's
do it now, because if a penalty kick taken
by a goatkerper failed, and the ball was
suddenly rushed to the other end, thore
would be no goalkeeper to hold the fort

“ LINESMAN."
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“Hardly 1*

®I'l spall it cut,” said Bronx, “Yon
start anything, and sou get yours.
I've handled s plans before, and I
guess I'll have n shot, at hancﬁfng thiz
packet—though she’s mot the sort I've
cver steered. If snvthing happens we
all go ovar Jordan in & bunch—vou first.
Get ma?”

*Ouite ¥

“You've got hosssense!” said the
Tiger ;Epmving]y. “and I'll say you've
got sand! Your side-pardner here has
gona to sleep a few; but don’t you
WOTTY ang—-ha gin't hurt a whele lot. I
guess 1 had to get him quict while I
talked turkey to you, bo!”

“I'd like to meet you on land 1 re-

marked the pilet casually, *“Perhaps
I shall, after this! I'll wring your neck
like a chicken’s.”

“You'll sure be welcome, big l:-u:::‘.r+ if
I let you do it!*” agreed Bronz. “Jest
now, I'm the man holding the gun, end
you're at the wrong end of the gun! You
got that clear?”

*Quite, thanks,™

“If 1 have to ufatter your thinkables
over that wheel, 1 shall sure be sorry—
but that's the programme if you start
apything. Pln;lv peaceful like & good
little man, and wou'll find me a: nice
as clam pia.”

“¥ou blighter ! said the pilot.

13 glance was deflected for & second
below., The steel rim pressed a lhttle
hardcer behind his ear.

“Forget it1” sald PBronx softly.
“We're not .guiﬂ down, bi% bnij! |
guess you're banking on hitting Milan
this hop "

“Yes. "

“Wash it out! Milan ain"t in this
pietura [

Mo answer, But the pilot twisted to

look over his shoulder, and Tiger Bronx
grinned.

“ All safe!” he said. “Tied up like
turkeys for Christmas! I began at the
ether end of Lhe plane, bho®

“1f you've hurt anybody——"

“1 am't even stroked their hair the
wrong wayl All tied uwp tidy ! said
Bronx. “I'm aiming to get through
this trip without spilling any vinegar.
I sure ain't no baby-killer. Treat me
well, and you can feed from my hand.”

“What do you want?”

®“Jest & trip! I ain't got no curiosity
to see Blilan! I've got a_ hunch for
E:,um; ithe Mediterranean. You playing
Lp:

“TUnless I get a chanco to twist your
neck .

Bronx chuckled.

“You're sure the kind of guy I like,™
he said. " You got a nerve an you, and
I'll say vou ain't no slouch. Say good-
bye to [taly, boy, and kecep me in & good
temper

The passcngers in the cabin felt the
machine banking.

The feelings n? the pilot, with the gun
behind his ear. and his assistant lying
senseless almost at his feet, were deep.
But his feelings did not count. Lives
were in his charge, and he had to
preserve them, e could only preserve
them by carrying on.

Harry Wharton & Co. bunched to-
gether 1n their bonds in the ecabin aft,
stagpered to tha window and looked out.

Very zoon they saw the blue Mediter-
raneat: below the plane

The shores of Italy were sinking to
the eastward. They realized that they
ware not likely to see Milan that day;
if at all.

Ticer Bronx was in command of the
plane ! The change of course made that
clear to them,

Where was he taking them ¥
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They could not guess.

Tht:i‘v could only wait in tense snxiaty:
thankful, at least, that there had been
ng_sheoting and thaf the plane was not
spinning carthward to destruction.

For a long ten minutes no word was
spoken on the plane. Tiger Dronx was
silent, watching the sca below.

There was & faint moan from the man
on the Hoor. The assistant pilot was
TeCOYCrING CONScIOUSNess.
h_anx’s slits of eyes gleamed down at

1L,

“Carry on!™ he said quietly. “I
guess I'm going to tie up that guy: but
you want te remember that the gun's
ready; and it sure will talk sudden if
you try any shenanigan.”

he muzsle was withdrawn from the
tlot’s head. Ho drew a deep, deep
reath and looked round.

Lt the revolver remained in Bronx's
hand as he took a cord with his left to
bind the stunned man and he did not
turn bhis back., One hostile movement
would have drawn a shot; and whether
Bronx could have replaced the pilot in
tune to save the machine from fallin
inte the sea was a very doubtin
question. ‘There was nothing doing;
and the pilot, with set teeth, carried on.

Swiitly, Bronx knotted the cord on
the wrists of the assistant pilot. The
man's eves openad with a wild stare.
But he was safe now; and the gangster
gave him no further heed.

He lounged closer to the pilot, who
sa-}‘: lllke s statue, his hands firm on the
wheal.

“You was aiming to hit Milan!” he
drawled. *T guess I ain't ever hoofed
it, but I'll say that was about a four-
hundred mile hop.”

The pilot nodded.

“Africa’s sure nearer than that, if you
slew your bus round to the south and
givo Sieily o miss on your left.”

Another nod.

“I'm giving you a shorter trip than
you aimed for, bo! ¥ou want to hop
over the Mcediterranean—this bit of it
that they call the Tyrrhenian Sea—and
give Tunis the onco-over.™

“Tunis!"” repeated the pilot.

“¥Yau ain’t dropping 1n at & drome
there!” grinned the gangster. “ Nope!
You're hitting the desert behind Tunis !
I guess I've been there in my time, and
sort of know my way about. I'll say
that L travelled with my uncle, Old Man
Bhooak, when I was & good bow, and he
wasn't an old curmudgeon, and we did
the sights from Tunis to Biskral Yep!
You figure that you could hit the desert
t'other side of Biskra i

No reply.

1 guess you can—and I caleulate you
will ™ said Bronx. “This here plane
ain't going down till vou do, hcilg boy.
I've sure got a faney for African deserts,
and I'm the sort of %uy thai has to be
let have hiz fancy. ou get me?"

The pilot did not speak.

“We're all in the same basket," said
lBronx. ™I anything goes, we all go!
I'mi sure tzking the chance! If I have
io 51t where vou're sitting, bo, and sleer
this plane, you won't be watching mo do
it! You'll be dropping in on the fishes
down there in the pesky water. Mebbe
we'd all foller you—1I puess I'm ready to
take the chance! What about you *”

The gun pressed the pilot's neck.

Heo breathed hard.

“¥You got a Lkick coming? demanded
Dronx.

“MNot now! I've got lives to save!™
sald the pilot quietly. * But if you
think you can get away with the plane,
yvou're making a mistako. You'd be wize
to let me land you and go while the
gmng's good.”

The gangstor laughed,

*That sin’t what I'm here for,” he
said. “I guess I'm going to work this
riffle and come out at the big end of the
horn. 5it tight!”

Tiger Bronx cut lengths of rope and
bound the pilot to his seat, taking care
to fasten the knots behind him out of his
possible reach. Then he strolled coolly
along the plane; master of the King-

sher, and—for the present, ai least—
monarch of all ha surveyed ! He hummed
& tune as he went.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. looked
H at the gangster as he came
h?uk into the passcogers’ cabin

it

From the faect that the acroplane was
swinging to the south and that Italy had
dizappeared pave for a blur of mountain-
tops to the east, they knew that he was
master of the situation.

The grin on his lean, hard face
showed them that matters were going
entirely to his satizfaction.

Deep as their anger was, they ecould
not help feeling a sort of respect for
the nerve of & man whe had carried out
such s desperate enterprise, at more thaa
three thousand feet above the earth,

He had risked all the lives on board;
and his own as carelessly as the others.

He gave them a nod and a grin as he
mekb their eyes, Carelessly he took
away the gags that had kept them silent.
That alone showed that he had now
nothing to fear.

“You rotter!” was the frst remark,
made by Johnny Bull

“You terrific villain! said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

*“0h lor’ I fmaned Billy Bunter, as
goon as he had the use of his fat voice.
“I say, ljlruu fellows—— Oh crikey 1"

Jarvish did not speak. [HHe Ilay
huddled and slumped, his sleek face
eolourless. Brenx loocked down on him,
grinning.

“ Bay, you big stiff, you enjoying this
tripi he asked, “It ‘was surely a big
idea to help me stow mway on this here
plane! You feeling gay about it?”

Jorvish gave & low grosn. If aver a

lotting rascal repented of his rascality,

ames Jarvish did just then.

“You 'uns made him come?” asked
Bronx, Flancing at the juniors.

“Yaos,” answered Harry. “ We knew
that he had some treacherous scheme on,
and we made him take his share.”

The Tiger chuckled. _

“ It was sure bright of you!™ he said,
“and I'l say it couldn't have worked
out better! I guess James wouldno't
have packed me asmong the baggage
Inzt night if he had koown that he was
coming on the plane.” )

“T fanecy not!” said Harry, with a

lance of contempt at the valet. * He's

or it now, the same as we are! May
we ask vou where you are taking us,
Mr. Bronx®" .

“Sure!” said the gangster amiably.
“Tt ain't no secret! I guess if you keep
vour poepers open, you'll see Afriya
afore long.™

“ Africa ! exclaimed the
breathlessly. )

“FEver been back of Biskra?” asked
Bronx. . i

“We had a holiday once, at Biskra,
with my father.” said Bob Cherry.
" We've geen the country.” ;

“Waal, vou're going to sec it agan.
Fino country—open spaces—call of the
desert, and all that!” grinned Bronx.
The lesn man was evidently in = h_lgrh
good humour at his success, “We ain't

juniors



EVERY SATURDAY

_...‘1311,; 1

-
'FM B i

i i\

Ly

PR A |
igom ﬂ-‘
= g W m AW N
ra Hgn Ilﬂ
CTYLNR T

L LRI

L

i
ey e

il
o

“ Take that I ** Billy Bunter squeczed the trigger of the soda-water syphon, and the syphon's contents swished with
deadly accuracy full at the raseally Jarvis. Bunier’s method of * sacking

dropping in near any of the IFrench
military postz—you won’t see any white
men. Ieaps of Arabs, if you like "em—
sheiks and such] Not film sheiks—real
sheiks with fleas 1 He chuckled, “Jar-
vish knows the country—don’t you,
James? '"Member cur last trip "

The juniors stared af him.

“You've been thero hefore
Jarvish 1 exclaimed Eob,

“Sure! Ain't that all-fired gink let
on that he was valet to my uncle,
Old Man Shook " asked Dronx.

This was news fo the chums of the
Remove. ‘They had heard from Bunter
that his man had once been valet to an
American millicasire named Shook.

with

But that Dronx was that millionairg's
nephew they hed pever known or
imagined.

“1'll eay I was & good boy in them
days!” said PBronx., * Ap{)q of old
uncle's eves, and all that! We did the

EumPﬁ trip tﬂIgether._ and James was
uncle's valet ! I guess if T'd known then

what a dauble-crossing treacherous lobo-
wolf he was, I'd have dropped bim
gomewhere in Africa, when wo was
doing the desert trip, for the lions to
chew. Moeobbe I will yet |2

Jarvish shuddered.

“I=—1 sav, Mr. Bronx
Billy Bunter.

“Spill it, fat boy ! )

“I—I'll give you a thousand pounds if
you'll let the pilot land us! I—=I'll give
vou ten thousand,” mumbled the Groy-
friars billianaire. .

“You don't soy ! ejaculated DBronx
garcastically.

“I1—I mcan it,” gasped Buntee, *1—
I've got lota of money! I-I'll give
you anything you like, to land vs safe.™

“1 guess you'ra landing safe, in the
desert back of Biskra,” answercd DBrons,
“and I'l sy you're coughing up

® mumbled

moro'n the sum you mention, fat boy!
You're coughing up every dollar and
e;*ejfy cent that Jarvish has robbed me
of.

“Eh®" pjaculated Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances, It scemed to them that they
were going, at last, to see light on that
strange mystery of the amazing wealth
that had come to Bunter, the billion-
alrg.

“Is that true, Mr. Bronx 17 asked the
captain  of the Greyiriars Remove,
quteily. *Is that where the moncy
came from? We've learned (hat Donter
got it from Jarvish, bot—"

“And where'd you lignre Jarvvish
gol. it7" jeered Brgnx, " You fancy
i made millions by brushing coats and
wving «drezs tlest”

“Mardly 1" grinned Bob Cherry.

“VYeou figure that hoe saved it up out of
his salary as o gent's pent ¥ demanded
Dronx,

“ Mo, but——" o

“1 guess N tell vou the how of 08 if
vou ain't got wise to il,” =aid the
pangster. ™I surely don’s want you to
figure that 1'm a pesky bandit afler
anethor man's dust ! DMNopel 1'll Lay
that cust is mine—every dollur and
cvery eont, of right was vight! Yep!
Ain't I Old Alan Shook’s only living
relation—and Lis natueal heir?  Didn's
he bring me up, making ouk that 1
was going to have all be left? 171 tell
a rman i’

“If that's the case, how the flnunp
could Jarvish lLave got hald of "
asked Bob Cherryv. The Famous IMive
woere very keenly inforested in hearnng
Mr. Dronx's version of tho strange
£t ory.

“1 guess he twisted it out of old man
Shook 1 prowled Dranx. “I'll say the
gld man was mad willy me, and got hia

his manservant was cerlainly novel!

pesky back up! Mebbe he had reason—
and mebbe he hadn’t—1'm no angel, not
so's you'd notice it

“Weo never took you for one, Mr
Bronx,” said Bob blamdly. * Rather the
reverse, in fact” And the juniors
grinned,

“Tt was that geck’s doing, a whole
lot of it,” said Bronx, * Heo put the old
man agin me, withlhis cunnming ways—
I guess you've noticed that he's a sly
and  twisting  worm E’ﬂurseh'm. And
being kept short of do lars, I'll own up
I look "em where I could, with & gun o
help sometines.”?

Tho  juniors wers  geiting 8
plimmering of the truth now. An old
and crusty millionaire, in tho hunds of
p eanning and plotting valet who had
influence over him, with a nephew who
lind taken to bad ways and becomne a
lawless rascal—that was the slale of
alfairs,

Dietween Jarvish's cunning slynesg on
the one side, and the nephew’s reckless
ritManism on the olher, the old million-
airc had cast off his only relative,
inslead of leaving him the fortune ho
liared expeeted to inherit. .

But 'Liger Bronx, evidently, considered
hinrself & wronged party in the trans-
acltion: making ample allowances for
bimself and none for Jarvizh.

It secemed to the juniors that ihey
were a pair of rascals of different kinds.
But te Mr. DBronx, only Jarvish's
vazcality was apparent. .

* 3o Old Mau hgﬂuk males a new will
aml leaves mo a cold deck [ said Alr.
ronx. “T1 =zay ho bad billionsl
Biggest fortung  ever made out of
cauning horse in Chicago | Lollars in
heaps! SBtacks! And where do I come
in when the will’s read after Old Man
2hook  kicked the bucket? ‘Twenty

Tie Macser Lnany.—No. 1,589,
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“STAND AND DELIVER ! ™

CAPTAIN CRIMSON, HIGHWAYMAN—

thousand dollars for me=I'll tell the
world that that was the whole lot!
Hearch me!” ) ..

Bronx paused to give the shivering
Jarvizsh o glare.

"And the rest,” he went on, "all left
to Mr. Shook's faithful valet for faith-
ful servien and care—huh! Left to him
for hiz lifo-time to come along to e
afterwards! You get me?”

*{th,” cjaculated Wharton.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. "INo
wonder Jarvish was scared when you
ot after him with a gun 1

The junicrs understood now.

The whole thing was clear to them.

Jarvish had enly a life interest in the
Shook billions. It was no wonder that
he trembled for hiz ekin when the noxt
beir was Tiger Bronx, who was s0
handy with a gun. )

“T'll say,” went on the Tiger, “that
when I got wise to 16 I set out to look
for James with a gun sll ready to shoot
him up! I ﬂgureg that his |iilyc interest
was going to be a short cnel™

The wretched Jarvish wriggled.

“But I'm a seit-hearted cuss,”” added
Mr. DBronx. “I oughter shot him up—
but I couldn't pump lead into a
shivering rabbit like that! No sir! A
reckoned I'd ecineh him  instcad, and
make him hand over the billions

aceable—mebba twisting his neck a
ccile to holp him on with the good
work., I'l mention that 1've had some
cxperience in that line, and that a guy
in my hands has always coughed up
what was wanted after I'd attended to
him a fow! Yep! I'll tell & man 1
know how to work that kind of riffle.”

He gave Jarvish another glare.

“Then he double-crosses me again!™
ho went on. * Making over the money
to that fat gink Bunter for his life-
time. That let me out! T got to get
it off Bunter instead of off Jarvish! So
I go gunning after the fat gink, snd, but
for you young jays, I'd have had him
long apo'’

“0h for'!” mumbled Bunter.

“Now I got 'em both!” said Bronx
with satisfaction. “Jarvish wanted me
to get Bunter—he's helped ! He wanted
to stand clear himself—but he ain't got
by with that! I got him.”

Jarvish groaned. ;

“You guys figure what would suit moe
bost ¥ demanded Bronx, “ Making it
last sickness for that fat gink!"

e U‘? !F!

"1 shouldn't wonder if that was what
the daouble-erossing  lobo-woll  was
Elanning‘ all &along,” =aid DBronx.

S'pose I'd shet up the fat gink ! Then
the money %ﬂn& back fo Jarvish—an«d
the police hunting me all over the
world with a repo! Jarvish safe with
the billions! What ™

The juntors bad no doubt of it; and
evidently Bronx, at last, had penctrated
to the cunming and dastardly scheme
of tho sleck rascal,

“But I ain't no baby-killer I’* said the
gangster. “Nor I ain't such a jay az to
let James get Lthe goods on e that-a-
wav! No sir! That fat gink's gob my
dollars but 1T guess I'll get em off him
without pushing him off the carth! e
won't argue a let about it when [ berin
persuading him to cough up.”

“Oh erikey I

“I'm going to talk {urkey to you,
Bunter bay, when I ﬁet yau into the
desert back of bevond I said Bronx.
“Chew on that, yvou pesky peck 1™

And leaving Bunter the Billionaire
to chew on it, the gangster went buack
along tho plane to the pilot's seat,

The jumaors looked at one another,

“Bo that's it? said Nugent.

Tre Macxer Lisoapt.—No, 1,380,

“Oh erikey ! groaned DBunter.

“The man’s a brute’” =aid Harry.
“But he's nothing like such a detestable
scouridrel as that slinking worm
Jarvish.”

“MNo fear!™

“The money's not his,” said Johnny
Eull. *“0ld 8hook had a right to leave
his awn money where and how he liked.
But I suppose there's no doubt that
that cur Jarvish twisted it somohow.™

“It's perfectly plain that he meant
Lhat raffian to knock Bunter on the head
and take the consequences of it said
Harry, “That was his plun to save his
own rotten skin! If Bronx had been the
merciles: villain ho believed him to be
Buntor's life wouldn's have been worth
much.”

“Dh jiminy ¥

“ Luckily for Bunter, Bronx 1sn't quite
such a brule as that!”

“Quite & nice man, in  comparison
with Jarvish "' said Bob, with 2 grin,
“But nice as he is, I'd be jolly glad to
ene the last of him! How on carth 15
this poing to end *”

* oodness knows 1M

The juniors moved to the window.
The plane was shooting through the
Ilue, the pilot evidently carrving ot
Bronx's orders.

Far below loomed mountain-tops to
right and left, and the Greyfriars
fellows knew that they were passing
over the sea between Bardinia and
Sipily.

They were heading direct for Afriea,
and Tunis was the first part of that
greal continent that would greet their
Cves,

They were still in the dark as to
Bronx's intentions. But whatever the
gangster's intentions were, they could
not prevent bim from carrying them out.

He was master of the plane, and
though they had learned—and did not
douht—that he was unwilling to resort
to the extreme of crime, neither was
thera any doubt €hat he would hesitate
at nothing to carry out his planms.

']._"It:mrn was nothing to be done but to
waik,

Everyone on the Kingfisher, except-
ing Tiger Bronx, was a bound prisoner ;
there was no one to say him nay.

The long, long minutes passed wearil
cnowgh as the plane boomed on high
over the blue Mediterranean,

It was laic in the afternoon that the
loom of land was picked up, to the
south, from the windows of the passen-
gers' cabin.

“Afriea!” paid Wharton in a low
volee.

In the red of the sunset the plane
dronecd on over Tuniz, and o and on
1o the desert of the interiar.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Prisoners !
GLITTER of lights camoe froam
the velvely darkness under the
droning  plane. Night had
fallen, but the moon was not
vet up. The stars that twinkled in the
zky only seemed to make the darkness
visible. The plane was flying high,
keeping steadily on Where they were
the Greyfriars fellows had no know-
ledlpe, except that they were somewhere
oV l"rennil)'z Africa, and had left the
z0i and the coast far behind. That
Larst of light from below told them that
{they” wera passing over o town, and
they wondered where and what it might
bo.  As they looked from the window,
speculating on it, they were  rather
startled to hear the veico of Jarvish.
“That must boe DBiskra, younc
geatlemen [

“ Biskra,” repeated Harry Wharton.
“¥Yes, no doubt. And after that-—the
dosert.”

He glanced round at the valet.

It was the first time Jarvish had
spoken during the long weary hours in
which he had lain slurmoped agammst a
scat.

The light was not on in the passengers'
cabin and the dusk was deep. Wharton
caught the glimmer of the valet's shifty
eves in the gloom.

His loathing for the man’s unscrupu-
lous wickedness was deep and strong,
vet he could almost have pitied him
his abject fear, )

To the Greyfriars fellows that flight
had been weary and dismaying;
Jarvish it must have been a long-drawm-
out horror in his terror of the gangster
and of what was to follow when the lean
man had the helpless prisoners in some
hidden nook of the African desert. In
spite of Bronx's evident reluctance to
use his “gun * unless he were driven to
1t, thoe cowardly rascal feared with a
deep fear for his miserable life. That
fear, indeed, was at the bottom of the
whole tortuous plot by which Billy
Bunter had so unexpectedly become a
hillionaire, and the other Greyiriars
fellows had been drawn into this strango
adventure.

I'he day had seemed ondless to all
of them. Bronx had given them f[ood,
but without releasine them fromn their
bonds. Several times he had examined
those bonds to make sure that they were
safe—aware, from his former ezperi-
ences with the Famous Five, that they
wera the fellows to take a chance if one
came their way. i

The eteward and the second pilot had
been locked up in the baggage-room;
the chief pilot was still bound to his
seat, careying on under the orders of
the desperado who was master of the
plane.

The rest of the prisoners were left in
the passengers' cabin, and every now
and then the gangster came along to
give them the “ once-over,” as he called
it.

But sinee darkness had fallen he had
remained with the pilot, and for some
time the juniors had not seen him,

Needless to say, they bad made every
effort to free themselves, But all their
cfforts h been in vain; Bronz had
taken care of that.

Billy Bunter sat in 3 collapsed state,
Lis big spectacles glimmering in the
g!ﬂﬂm, every now and then uttering =

ismal groan.

Bunter liked being n billionaire, but
ho had made up hiz fat mind by this
time that he wished that he had never
met Jumes Jarvish and had never had
o Dllc} Man Shook’s ™ billions transferred
to .

Dillionairing on  these remarkable
lince  was  meither  grateful  nor
comiarting.

Indeed, great and glorious as it had
Leen to bo a billionaire, with unlimited
money to burn, the obtuse Owl of the
Remove realised by this time that he
had been simply a teel in the hands of
4 cunning knavae.

That immensa fortune had never been
intended to remain permanently in his
fut hands: it was to remain there only
€0 long as it served the purpose of the
sleek rascal who had used him.

Banter would have given it all at the
Frr:sr.-nt moment to feel his feet safe on
trm land at a distance from Tiger
Bronz.

Jarvish’s voice came again in & soft
and sibilant whispér,

“We are passing Biskra. Boyond ia
the desert, We are all lost if we land
there with—with him."
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" Whose fault iz that?™ asked Whar-
ton contemptuously

“T'm jolly plad you're landed in it as

well as us, vou rotten rascal I'’ growled
Johnny Bull, “That's one comfiort, at
least.”

*“The gladiulness 13 terrifie.”

Jarvish licked his dry lips.

Hiz voice was trembling, but thers was
gomething of his old sleek, smooth de-
ferenco in his tones a3 he spoke again.

“I hope, voung gentlemen, that you
do not hEiieviﬂallgthat that man has said
of me. Ie is a desperate character, &
men with a very black record, and it
was, indeed, for that resson that his
uncle disinherited him  And with re-
gard to mysclf, I—I could explain—"

“Oh, cut it out ! interrupted Whar-
ton, in utter disgust. “We know the
kind of crawling worm vou are, Jarvish
—a worse man than Brornx any day,
though he's bad enough. Den't tell us
any lies. What's the good "

“AL least, sir, you will not refuse to
take o chance of getting fres from that
ruffizn " muttered Jarvish

“We'd jump at the slightest chance,
of course. Do yvou think we like being
handled like this by a gunmani”
growled Wharton, * But there isn't any
chance that I can see.”” :

“Now it is dark he is keeping with
the pilot; he 13 anxious abewmt the land-
ing,” said Jarvish in low tones. * Thers
may be a chance of acting without his
eyes falling on ug——"'

“ But what—"

The valet did not reply for o moment
or two; he sat listening and trembling.
Only the steady drome of the aeroplane
cleaving the dark skies could be heard.
80 aecustomoed were the voyagers to that
sound that they hardly heard it and did

e

not heed it. They noticed it only when
the drone deepened to o roar.

Jarvish was listening for a sound of
the gangster coming along the plane,
and the juniors listened, too. They

uessed that the valet had some project
in his mind which gave them a chanco
if Bronx kept off the scene for a Lime.
Deeply as they loathed the treacherous
rascal, they were, so to speak, in the
same boat with him at present, whd only
too eager to hear what he had to say.
His voice came ot last, whispering.

“ Ha is not coming. There's a chance.
If you have the courage—""

“Weo're not rotten funks like you!”
grunted Johopy Bull, “ For ?ﬂ?dnE-E-Fi’
sake, get to it, and not so much jaw [

“1 carry s sheatnknife at the back of
my belt,"” muttered Jarvish. “ He has
not taken it—has not seen it—it is fairly
well hidden—a secret weapon in case of
need-—" ) i

“The kind of thing a worm like you
would carry!” grunted Johony.

%1t may ba useful now, sir. If one of
yvou could get hold of the handle in his
teeth and draw it out—"

“Oh, good [ breathed Whearton.

“But—but be careful if he should
come " said Jarvish, between chattering
teoth. “ But—but if you are free when
he comes you may boe able to seize him,
in spite of his revolver, taking him by
BUrprise——"

“Wa'll jelly well chance it, anvhow !
said Bob Cherry.

“ What-ho "' said Johnny Bull em-

atically. “ And we shan't expect you

help, you cur; you can lie there and
shiver I

Jarvish made no reply to that.

Certainly the chums of Greyiriars
had no help to expect from him if 16
come to a struggle with Tiger Bronx.

i

But they ecared littla for that. All they
wanted wos a chance to bhandle him
thomselves,

“Get to it!” ssid Harry, curtly
“We've got a chance while he stays with
the pilot, but he may come back any
pinute,™

Jarvish twisted over, so that his coat-
tails fell away., A silvery glimmer of
the rising moon came in ot the window,
anid it revealed the haft uf a sheath-
t:tlif& sticking up from the back of his

{8

It was not surprising that the
gapgster had not msﬁm’md it; certainly
none of the jumiors had cver suspested
thot the sleck wvalet cerried such
hidden weapon, )

Wharton's eyes gleamed. On his
knees he bent over the valet and gripped
the handle of the knife with his teath.

A jerk, and the blade came out of the
scabbard.

Tt was & small weapon, not more than
six inches long, but it was double-edged,
and each edges was sharpencd as keen
45 & rAZOoT,

“Ry gum "’ breathed Frank Nugent,
as the h%ndﬂ glistened in the glimmer of
the moon. “That’s all right! Held it
in your teeth, old bean, while I saw this
cord across it."”

Wharton nodded; he could not speak
with the knife in his teeth. renk
moved closer, and procecded to draw
the cords that bound his wrists along
the sharp edge of the knife,

It cut like & razor, and in a few
seconds the cords fﬂﬁ apart. Frank
wugent's hands wera free.

“Oh. good egg, good egg!” breathed
Bob Cherry. L e
MNugent took the knife in his hand.
It was but the work of a few moments

{Continued on néxi page.}
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COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Alwags glad to hear from you,
chuwma, so drop me a line ot

the following address: The

Editor, The *' Magnet '" Library.

The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,

The Flectway Hovuse, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4. A

glamped, oddressed envelope
woill ensure o reply.

ELL, tha cat’s ont of the

W bag! You know now what

those free gifta I have been

telling you about in previeus

igsues are—or, at least, if you don't,

you soon will if you'll turn to the

announcement on page 11. Aren't
they ripping ?

I can gee o lob of fun ghead whon
you chaps get wour hands on thoss
sheriffs’ outhits, Wearing your badges
B & Bign that are alliss, you and
your friends will bo able to send one
another secret messages in invisible
writing by meens of thoss amazing
invisible-writing peneils; to make
yvour “ arrests ¥ with the aid of the
amazing six-shooter gun; to take
thumhbprints with the thumbprint
recorder ; and to correspond in cipher
with the specially designed secrat code.

Naturally, I am printing an extra.
large number of copics of the MagseT
during the gift-weeks to meet the
increaspd demand, but even so there
will be a limit to the number of copiea
available, and those fellows who don't
get in the rush to the newaagents ea el
are likely to be met with, ** Sorry, all
copics of the MaoweET BOld outl”™
The only way to make quits sure of
your copies 13 fo place an order for
them with the newaagent NOW |

OUR BUMPER NUMEER !

An extra-special buraper number of
the Magxer has beon prepared for
next wesk—the firast of the gilt
numbers. Frank Rickards has written
one of hia very beat storisa, s reslly
thrilling yarn of Harry Wharton & Co.
vergus their old enemy, Qerald Loder,
the tyrant prefect; there is the first
ingtalment of our magnificent new
serigl, " Captain Crimson™: by
famouns Morton Pike: s full-of.langhs
oumber of the " Greyiriars Herald "' ;
and more hinta from that expert
football coach, * Lincaman.”

Morton FPike, whoso thrilling taleg
have been published in the Maoxgr
many times in the past, has written the
beat adventure.story he has ever
penned in ** Capiain Crimson,' and it is
a real ‘" scoop "' that thia yarn ghould
have becn esocured for the MasxET.

THE QUESTION CORNER

“ Aa
aw W
aet

atite,” of Hartlapooi, wants to
kn wo raize our hats to show
re to other personal? How
:;H;p the custom criginate ? It dates
back to the days * when knights
were bold.” Knights in armour had
their eyes protectad by wisors, and,
naturally, they could not be recognised
until the wvizors were raised. The
custorn wo3d carried on even alter
srmaour passed out of being, and to-day,
instead of raiging a visor, wo raise our

hats.
THE EDITOR.

THE MAGNET

(Continwed from previous page.)
now to cut his comrades free—and he
did not lose a fraction of a second.

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh, and Johnny Bull
were released, one after another, and
then came Billy Bunter's turn.

Bunter blinked at them, in the
shadows, through his big spectacles.

“I—I say wyou [ellows, wha-a-at are
you going te do®' he mumbled.

“Collay that bully, as soon os we get
o chanee, fathead !

“ I-=I say, he—he—he's got & revelver,
vou know—"*

“You eoan stand in front of ws, and

stop  the bullets " suggested Johnny
Bull,

“ Beast !

“ Hallo, halle, halle, we're going

down !"" exclaimed Bob, as the aeroplanc
banked and tilted. The juniors knew
now why Bronx had remained so long
with the pilot. He was picking out a

landing-place.
“Young gentlemen——" whispered
Jarvish.

“Oh, I'd [orgotten that brute ! said
Frank, and he cut the wvalet's bonds.
“ Feel like lending a hand when we bag
him, Jarvish 1"

“Je=I—=I will help, 1f=—if T can, sir!™
muttered Jarvish, “DBut—but I sug-
gest remaining as you were, so—s0 that
he will suspect nothing when he comes
back: along the gangway. If he sees
that vou are fres, he will undoubted!y
usa his revolver, and——"

“That's & good tip!™ said Harry,
“Let the brute think we're still tied up
when he barges in. Free or not, we'vo
not got the ghost of a chance if he
begins shuutmg.”

ﬁnd the prisoners of the plane re-
sumed their former positions, with themr
hands bunched together, leaving noth-
ing to undeceive Tiger Bronx when his
keen eyes should fall on them again.
Jarvish would be of no use when the
gerap started, but his cunning, at leask,
came in wuseful. ‘Then, with beating
hearts, they waited, while the King-
fisher slanted down to its landing-place
on the sands of the Saliara Desert.

iy, g

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
In the Desert !

6 SHOULD smile!"” remarked Tiger
l Bronx, in tones of satisfaction.
The pilot of the Kingfisher did
not speak., FProbably his feelings
were too deep for words,
High over the desert zailed the moon
of Afriea,

Biskra had beon left more than a
hundred miles behind, Below the
sopring plane stretched the bare, ovn-

inhabited desert—broken occasionally by
a range of sandy, rocky hills, here and
there by a wandering watercourse—
dotted et wide spaces by oases,

Vast, limitless, the prospect stretched
from the plane lighted by the gleaming
moon in & sapphire Ekﬂ'

On those vast stretches of level sand
tha machine could land as if on the
drome at Crovdon.

Tiger Bronx, with his slits of cyes
keen ms an eagle’'s was watching no
doubt fer a place he knew. Ele had
been over the desert countrey before,
and it was a known land to him. He
could hardly have picked o more secure
place to eanvey his prizoners and the
stelen plane,

Tle wast desert was uninhabited,
save by wandering bedouins and tribes
that dwelt by the date-trees in  the

widely scattered oases. The I'rench
military posts were few and far between.
MNominally the ecountry belonged to
I'rance, but it was probable that there

was not a Frenchman within a hundred
miles of the space over which the plane
Was Now SOATINg. _ N

The Tiger grinned with satisfaction.

Tt was some time since he had given
his prisoners the “once-over,” but he
was not worrying sbout them. The
steward and the second pilot, locked in
the baggage-room, were powerless, and
the prisoners in the passengers’ cabin
wers bound hard end ast.. Tour or five
times, at least, he had examined their
bonds snd found them safe. Not till
he began to lock out for a landing-place
had his eves been off them for long. He
had no uncasiness on that score. The
garae was in his hands, and he was full
of confidence.

The Kinghsher was fiving lower now,
the gangster scanning the desert below
in the bright light of the moon.

“I guess you'll land easy, bo!" he
said, “I reckon I'll be giving yon the
word soon. You flown this before

"No!™ said the pilot briefly,

“Tll put vou wise! We got to hit
Szhara on the other side of the Oued
Nal, and I'll say I can gpot that oued
now !’ His slits of eyes picked up a
dark line of & watercourse on the track-
lesa desert. “¥Yep! TI'll say I know
my way about, big boy. Ninety miles
to the nearest French post—the Froggies
won't trouble us a2 whele lot! I should
smile 1"

And the man from Chicago smiled!

_The pilot, weary, but showing little
sign of his weariness, ecarried on in
silence. Through the steady drone of
the plane ﬂi,;in,nr low came a staccato
sound from the desert below. It was the
Leat of horse’s hoofs.

Bronx looked down again.

Far below, a moving shadow on the
carth, was an Arab horseman, his white
burnouse blowing in the wind, & spear
in his hand., As he rode, he stared up
f;!. the strange thing in the skies above
v,

“I'll eay wo've surprised that guw,
a few |” remarked Bronx., " The French
planes don't hit this quarter often.'

The galloping horseman vanished
behind,

Baro of life, the desert stretelied helow
again., The dark line of the “oued ™
was growing clearer, more distinet,
Bevond it, & bunch of date-palms broke
the monotonous surface of tha desert.
It was an oasis of the Sahara.

Bronx, in the second pilot’s seat, ran
his eyes over a map on which he had
marked his course. He gave z nod.

“I'll say we're hitting it right!” he
said, “O.K. big boy! You'll find a
level stretch between the oued and them
Falms. like vou could faney vou was at
wme and dropping down to Crovdon.
You get me?"

A nod from the pilot.

“And you don't want to get the wind
up if vou see some Arab gnys moseving
around ! went on Bronx. “You give
that pesky oasis the once-over and vou'll
sure spot tents there! 1 guess that's
whore the Sheik Sourad Din hangs out,
and I'm sayving we'll find him at home.
I guess vou're going to be his guest of
sorts while I'm handling this piece of
business! But don’t you worry—you
ain't going to be hurt, I puess Sovrad
Din is a real-to-goodness sheik, and he
wouldn't murder o man unless he was
paid to do it!™

The pilot made no rejoinder.

Az the plene swooped down in the
vast level space between the bunch of
date-palms and the watercourse, & sound
was heard from the shadows of the dis-
tant palms, It was the crack of a rifle,
Mo doubt it was a signal shot from some
Aral who had sighted the plane io' the



moonlight against the sky., Dark as it
was, the hour was not yet late, and it
was probable that the gang of desert
Arabs who dwelt by the Qued Nal had
not yebt retired te their tents to sleep.
Bronx grinned as he heard the shot.

“T'll epy they're at home ™
marked,

The plane swooped and circled.

Once it passed almost over the oasis,
and thers was a glimpse of wild dark
faces staring up, and ragged, dirty
turbans and burnouses, and the gleam
of spear-points,

But the plane swooped on, leaving the
bunch of palms more than a mile away
g3 the pilot picked his landing.

Down came the Kingfisher at length,
landing &s sweetly and gently as on a
drome, the landing-wheels picking up
and revolving, the plane, texi-ing along
in a little cloud of =purting sand.

Tha Kinglhsher came to a standarill.
The pilot leaned back, breathed hard,
and gave Tiger Bronx a look. He did
not speak, but that look spoke wolumes.

The Tiger laughed. "

“Take & rest, big boy!” he =aid.
"Y":"l"""ﬂ ha_d a iﬂng ‘t.'l_:i > ﬂ‘._l'ld i gFuess
you'll sleep sound to-might in an Arab
tent, if the fleas'll let you.”

Ha took a turn of a ro
pilot’s wrists, and knotte
assurance doubly sure.

Then he strolled along the gangway
through the plane and stepped into the
passengers’ cabin, with a cheery grin
on his lean, hard face.

He switched on_the light there, and
the juniors blinked in the sudden
illumination.

Bronx gave them a keen glance.

His prisoners, to all seeming, were
just aa he had left them—Jarvish
slumping on the floor, Bunier on & seat,
the Famous Five bunched with their
wﬁ'sla circled by cord. ‘Tiger Bronx
did not know that that cord was now

he re-

- round the
it to make

cut, and eould be dropped at any
moment. The junicrs felt their hearts
thumping,

“Ho we've landed,” said Dob Cherry,
eteadying his voice with an effort, as he
tried to speak casually.

“I'll say =0,” agreed Bronx.,

“Where ere we?” asked Wharton.

“In the country of the Qued Nal, Tf
you've ever heard of it,” sneered the
gangster. “Friends of mine hereabouts,
and I guess you're going to be intro-
duced.” Ha ¢h1mk1gad, crossed to the
door, and threw it cpen. ]

Tha wind of the desert blew in, with
gand particles on it. Faintly, from a
distance, came & sound of many horses
and camels. Bronx loocked round at the
juniors.

“You hear that?” he asked.

“ Arabs? asked Harry.

“Sure! You'ro going to see Sheik
Sourad Din, and I surc hope vou’ll like
him as much as a sheik on tha pics
tures,” pgrinned Bronx, “You'll be
staying with him a piece while I'm
handling them ginks™

“EShall we ¥ murmured Bob,

“I'll mention that you may ba late
getting back to wyour school,” added
Bronx. “You won't ba let go till I'm
through. Bub you ain't going to be
damaged if you don't try to put any
trouble across. Yoo give them guys
any backchat, and you'll get yours from
s spear with a blade like a chopper.
Yep! I'm jest putting you wize out of
gooad nature.”

The juntors hreathed hare.

How Dronx waz planning to
“handle ¥ Bunter the Billienaire, and
Jarvish, his rascally valet, they did not
know; but they could gucss that hia
methods were not going to be gentla.
And while he wes putting thet business
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through, they, and the crew of the
plane, were to be prisoners in an Arab
encampment in the heart of the desert,
in hourly danger of their lives.

That, if they ecould help it, was not
quite good encugh., BScoundrel and
trattar as James Jarvish was, they
could have been grateiul to him, at
that moment, for having given them a
chanco. It was perhaps a desperate
chance, but they were going to make
the most of it.

Evidently the Arabs at the oasis had
observed the landing, and some of them
wera coming to investigate,  Whaether
Bronx had been in communication with
themm beforehand the juniors did not
know. Fossibly they were merely com-
ing on the chance of looting a plane
that had heen forced to land. Anvhow,
they were coming, and if Bronx was to
be hendled, he had to be handled befors
he had overwhelming.help on his side.

Tha juniors exchanged s quick
glance.

Bronx leanad out of the doorway,
staring into the moonlight. His ayes
wera fixed on tho dark mass of theo
oasis in the far distance, and on another
mass—of riders—detaching itself from
the larger one. DBelieving that not a
single hand was free on the Kinglisher,
he had not the remotest suspicion at
that moment of danger.

Bob Cherry dropped the cut cord
from his wrists.

He made one bound.

Then his head butted into the middle
of the gangster's back like a battering-
ram, sending him spinning out of the

doorway. _
‘With a gasping howl Tiger Brenx
pitched headlong down, and crashed on

the sand, and in less than a split second

the Famous Five of Greyfriars leaped

dann after him, and crashed on Tiger
Tonx.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Toueh and Go !
epluttered

it AKE  snakeal”
EW Tilg{:r Bronzx.
{a hardly knew what

had happened.

Ha was face down in choking sand,
half-stunned by the sudden erash of his
fall. Bob Cherry had landed on him
on his Eneces, which were jammed in
his. back. The other fellows had
dropped on him and round him, and
were all prasping him.

It seemed ﬁku & wild nightmare to
the astounded Tiger. Never had there
been so sudden and starthng a turning
of the tables,

“Pin the rotter!” panted Nupgent.

“Keep the brute dawn! et his

un !" said Harry Wharton, between

is teeth., He groped for the gangster's
un " ns he spoke.

_ Bronx heaved under

juniors choking with rage, and with

sand. He heaved and struggled and
wirmed and fought. He macffa frantic

efforts to get his hand to the revolver

at his hip.

But Harry Wharton pgot hold of his
lean wrist and twisted it back, with
such ficree force that the bones almost
cracked, and tha Tiger gave a howl of
agony, Then the captain of the Grey-
friars Remove grabbed the rovelver
from thse hip-pocket, and snatched it
LWany.

“Quiet, you brute!” he snapped, as
Dronx yelled. Ho velled at the top of
his voice in words that the juniors did
not wnderstand, but which they guessed
to ba Arabic. Ife wasz yelling to the
mob of savage, dirty outcasts of the
desert who wern riding from the oasis
towards the landed plane.

the clinging
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But that yell, desperate a= it was,
did not reach the distance. lhe bunch
of riders was not yet near at liand.

Bang |

Wharton brought the bult of the re-
volver down on the gangster’s head.
1t was for life or death now, and po
time to stand on ceremony.

“Now shut up, you scoundrel!™ he
rayggik . ther
‘Yan 15 paws togecther !
Beb., “1've . o
Your turn to

. gasped
ggt a8 bit of rope here.
tied, Mr. Bronx.™

“One good turn deserves anciher
stitch in time, as the English proverb
remarks,” grinned the Nabeb of
Bhanipur.

Bronx, his senscs spinning from the
rap on the head, still resizsted. But his
hands were wrenched together and tied.

Leaving him sprawling in the sand,
his han fastened behind him, the
juniors leaped to their feet.

They gave a hasty glance towards the
Qasis,

Twenty wild-looking horsemen and
camel-men were riding towards the
plane in the moonlight. But they were
ot &t & distance.

“Quick I panted Wharton,

Tiger Bronx was atrugfling frantic-
ally to ge: on his feet. The chums of
Greyiriars gave him no further heed.

They scrambled back hurriedly into
?h& plane. The door was slammed and

as ;

“1 say. you fellowg—

Wharton ran along the
heedless of the fat squenk of
friars billionaire, and of a )
call from Jarvish, still squatted in
abject terror on the Boor. a caught
up Jarvish's knife as he went. He could
guecss that Bronx hed left the pilot a
bound prisoner. He would hardly have
taken the risk of leaving him othorwise.

Tha pilot's head twisted round as the
breathless junior reached him. Ha had
heard Bronx's fall, and the yelling and
seuffing that had followed, and won-
dered. His bronzed face lit up at the
mg;:,i;t of Harry Wharton,

harton, without s word, began to
The pilot gave him

angway,
o Grey-
shivering

eaw szt his bonds.
a [aint grin.

“¥You've downed that gunman t"

“We'va pitched him out of the plane
and got hia gun away " panted Whar-
ton, “But there's a mob of savage
Arabs riding u e

“Touch and go!™ said the pilok
“We'll sea. Get my pal loose. at

villain’s locked him 1n the baggage-
ronm. Leave it to me”

'I'ha familiar drone of the engine
hroke on the silence of the desart.
Wharton ran fo the baggage-room and
unlocked tho deor. The second pilet,
his head bandaged with a handkerchief,
gnd the steward, came out.

"Halle, hallo, halla!
ing ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Thank goodness!” breathed Nugent.

“The thankfulness is terrific!” Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh stared from a win-
daw. “The estcemed and execrable
Bronx will meot his delectable friends
s littlo too latefully.”

Jarvish was on his feet now. He
stood with a sickly face, winding his
smooth, plump hands together; wash-
ing them, as usual, with Invisible sosp,
in imperceptible water.

He stared from the window. Harry
Wharfon came back into the pas-
sengers’ eabin, and joined his chums,
looking out.

Bronx was on hig feet now, and run-
ning towards the edvancing bunch of
riders. He was zhouting, but the roar
of the engines drowned %‘ﬁg voico. i

o ran clumsily but rapidly, with his
TaE Macner Lisnany—No. 1,389,

We're mov-
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nands tied behind him; his long shadow
zigzapging eerily in the moonlight on
the sand.

The juniors watched him hreathle:ﬁ%+

They saw the bunch of ragged Arabs
on horses and camels drawing rapidly
nearer. Bronx was hut'r]inﬁ to meet
them, yelling as he went. They caught
the flashing of spearpoints, the glimmer
of rifle-barrels in the gleam of the bright
moon. DBut the plane was in motion now,
taxi-ing along the smooth gand, prepar-
i.ng to take oft. -

t was, as the pilot had said, touch
and go! The juniors felt the thrill of
a deep excitement as they watched the
enemy and listened to the deepening
roar of the engines, )

Bronx was st & good distance when
they saw the riders swoop round him,
mc{? he disappeared from sight among
horses and camels and fowing burnouses.
The cavaleade had halted round him.

But it was only for a few moments.

Evidently it did not take Dronx long
ta make matters clear to his desert con-
federates. The erowd of Arabs dpened
ggain and Bronx was seen—free from
his bonds now—and mounted on a tall
camel. He drove the animal on towards
the seroplane, snd by his side rode a
brawny man with a dark bearded face
under & jewelled turban—the Jjuniors
wondered whether thizs was the Sheik
Sourad Din. Behind them came the rest
of the wild desert crew, riding hard,

The plane's speed increased. Spurts
of sand shot » me the landing-wheels,
ravolving too fast for the eye to follow.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Some of tha Arabs, as they rode, were
loosing off rifles; The juniors heard the
epattering of lead among the fuselage.
Jarvizh leaned on the wall, shuddering
from head to foot. There wes a squeak
from Billy Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“We're off I” roared Bob.

The whizzing wheels were no longer
touching the ground. 'The Kingfisher
was leaving the earth.

THE MAGNET

Up she went, cireling; and orack,
erack, crack, crack, came fromn the rifles
balow amid the thunder of hoofs. Up
and up and up; and the gang of desert
robbers, Bronx in their midst, rode
furiously below, trampling over the
track of the landing-wheels—waving
spears, yelling, loosing off rifles

The juniors stared down, fascinated by
the seene—wild and thrilling in the
bright light of the African moon.

ut it was brief!

The group of wild riders became a
blur below; the desert itself beeame a
blur; the last crack of a rile was
drowned in the roar of the engines. Up
and up and up, into moonlit skies—and
the Arabz and the Sahara vanished from
sight like o secne recled off the screen.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Wheeze !

oo ARVISITHY
 Big ™
“A sode siphon!

“Yeoa, sir!"

Harry Wharton & Co. had rather ex-
pressive locks. Jobnny Bull gave a
grunt.

The Greyiriars fellows were on the
balcony of the Hotel Grand Continental
gt T'unis. The baleony looked out on tha
wide and splendid Avenue de la Marine
with its rows of fig-trees. Tinder the
awning that kept off the glare of the
sun the chums of the Remove were
toking their ease in easy-chairs,

After that wild adventure in the
desert the Kingfsher had borne them
back to Tunis where they had come
down. They were by no means un-
willing to have a lock at French Africa
before they returned to Europe; though
the school veacalion was now =o near ifs
end that there was not much more time
to spare. Anyhow, they were going to
have a day or two af Tunis—greatly
changed since the old days when it ha
been & hotbed of the Mediterranean
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“MNow, look here,
Bunter, you frab-
jous assl” said

Harry Wharton, *“This has got to be
chucked, sec?"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

=T don't know whether tho law can
take hold of that smooth-faced rascal,”
went on the captain of the Remove. * It
might ba diftieult to prove that he
stowed Bronx away on the plane. Dut
wo know he did—and we know that lio’a
only watching for another chance Lo
pla.jr" another such trick, Ho's got to

1

“The go-fulness of the execrable
Jarvish is the proper ecaper!” agreed
Hurree Jamset Fam Singh.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Broux will turn wp again before
long 1" growled Jolhnny Bull *Next
time, Jarvish will help him get hold of
you without getting landed himself.”

“Do listen to & chap—*

“You're not safe with him, you fat
asg,” said Nugent.

“¥ou fellows are like a sheep's head
—all jaw!"” seid the fat billionaire
peevishly, “I'm as keen as you are to
get rid of the beast, but I ecan’t sack
him  without lesing the money.”

:‘ Blow the money !

‘Blow your own money, if you like—
but I ean tell you, I'm not going to
chuclt wp being a billionaire to pfeuu
you!" retorted Bunter. “I've thought
it out—and I told you fellows at Naples
what I'm going to do. If I sack Jarvish
I break the sgreement and the mone
all goes back to him. He's had it nlji
put in black and white, If he sacks
himself he breaks it—and he can’t da

anything. I'm going to make him sack

himm]ﬁl

B"_[iﬂ'a will watch it!” grunted Johuny
ull.

“You'll seal!” said Bunter,

“ Fathend [

“Yah1*

Jarvish eamo back with the siphon of
goda-water on a tray. Bunter had a
rlass of lemonade boside him, and no
doubt the wvalet supposed that he waa
going to add soda-water thereto,

That, however, was not the Grevfriats
billionaire's intention.

He took the soda siphon from Jarvish
and roso to his feet with & vengeful

leam in his little round eyes behind his

ig round spectacles,

The nozzle was turned on Jarvish's
smooth sleck face.

Swooosh |

The soda-water Hew in a showering
stream. It caught James Jarvish fairly
i that smooth sleck face.

by Urrrgi hh

A horrible gurgle came from Jarvish
as he caught the stream. Ha stapgered

, Quite taken by surprizse and sat
down with a heavy bump.

“He, he, ha!¥ chﬂrtleg Bunter.

“Gurrrgghh 1* gurgled Jarvish.

*Oh, my hat!” gaspad Bob Cherry.
*“0Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia!”

Bunter rolled towards tho dazed
valet. He squirted soda-water over his
head, showered it on hie cars and down
his neck. Jarvish gasped and gurgled
and squirmed frantically away.

There was a squeak from the ex-
hausted siphon. Jarvish had had sll
tho soda-water. He was drenched with
it! He streamed with it. He oozed with
it. He gave a dizzy watery blink from
wate:;;.' eyes 1n & watery face

“Wurrrrggh ! gurgled Jarvish,

Ha atagﬁﬁregi to his feet, and for a
moment the juniors thought that he
would leap at Bunter. The fat billion-
aire brandished tha empty siphon, and
Jarvish jumped back hastily.

“Jarvish [” rapped Bunter.

“{zroocogh !

“Go and fetch me anhother soda
giphon I



*Wha-a-t¥? pasped Jarvizh.

“Don’t hang abeut there—go and do
az I tell you at once!” roared Bunter.

“ Gurrrggghhh I

Jarvish tottered away from the bal-
cony. He left a trail of dripping soda.
water as he went. DBilly Bunter laid
down the saiphon and turned a grinning
blink on the astonished chums of the
Remove.

A dozen hotel guests along the bal-
cony stared in utter wonder. Bunter
did not heed their staring. A billion-
aire could do as he jolly well liked!

“How's that, you fellows?" asked
Bunter complacenthy.

“Qut!” grinped Bob Gerr:,'

“That’s the stuff to give 'em ! said
Bunter. “When Jarvish brings back
the other Sl?hﬁll I'm going to give him
another lot.™

“1 hardly think he'll be in a hurry to
bring it in the giddy circumstances,™

chuckled Nugent.
Bunter frowned.

“He'd better ! he said darkly, “I
ghan’t stand any dizobedience from a
manservant in my cmployment, 1 can
jolly well tell you. If Jarvish doesn’t
ilkﬂ it, he can go. I'm prepared to
receive his notice.”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“PBleseed if T zea anything to cackle
at| 1 mean huziness, § can jolly well
tell you! He's an ungrateful beast.”
gaid Dunter. “I've treated him wall,
heven't 17  Allowed him to wait on
me hand and foot, and all that] Then
he turns on ma! Talk about ingratitude
being a sharper serpent than & toothless
child 17

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Yeou can cackle ™ said Bunter, “Bub

fancy I'm on the mark, Jarvish is
bound to sack himself, at this rate.
can't sack him, but if he sacks himself
it's all right. And I fancy he will I”

The juniors chuckled.

Bunter's methods with that deeply
attached valet were remarkable and
drﬂstm. but, for once, it really looked

if the fat and fatnous Owl of the
Remma had been thinking to someé pur-
PoO5a.
- Jarvizh had played that extraordinary
game with DBunter, knowing him to be
a fool. He had rather overlocked the
fact that in dense and obiuse persons
there is sometimes a vein of slyness. And
it locked as if Jarvish, in overlocking
that, had cverreached himself |

Dunnmgij' enough, he had made
Bunter’s possesston of the Shook fortune
depend on Bunter's retaining s

sonal services as a valet, so that

could have every oppartunity of
r:arrjmg cut his precious scheme.
Bunter could not discharge him without
cancelling the agreement and losing the
money. Evidently, it had not occurred
to Jarvish that Bunter might take
mﬁar.tsurea to make him discharge him-
Be

That was the plan. And it scemed
likely to work. unter, at least, felt
cheerfully assured of it

“That cheeky beast's a Jong time !
he remarked, after a pause. *“ He'd
better coms back with that siphon. TIif
ha doesn’t, I shall go and lock for him,
Where did I lay that malacea ™

“Ha, he, hal” yelled the Famous
Five.

Billy Bunter blinked round through
s zpectacles, pir;t:efl ip his malacen
cane, and rolled into the hotel—to look
for Jarvichl Harry Wharten & Co.,
chuckling, went down the stops to have
a stroll round Tunis and see the sights,
leaving the [at billionaire to ecarry on.

(Continued an nezt page.)
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getting His Own Back |

W H] Here you arel” jeered
Bunter.
. The fat billionaire rolled
into his suite in the Hotel

Grand Continental. The malacca was

under his fat arm.

Jarvish was there. He was towelling
off soda-water. XHis sly, shifty eyes
gleamed round at Bunter. There was a
glearn in those ayes that might have
warned the Greyfriars billionaire of
coming trouble, had William George
Bunter been a little more observant.
But the fat Owl of the Remove never
observed anything till it happened.

He blinked st Jarvish and sl:pﬁed the
malacea down into a fat hand. avin
started on that wonderful system wit
his unwanted manservant, Dilly Bunter
was going to carry on with it. Whop-

ing a valet, like a8 prefect whopping a
?ag at Greyiriars, was perhaps a little
high-handed. But if the fellow did not

like it he could give notice and go. And
that was that |

“J ordered you to bring me another J

siphon 1" said Bunter, in his most iru-
perious tone. .

“Really, sir—" murmured Jarvish.

“Do you think I'm going to keep a
gervant who doesn’t obey orders?™ de-
moanded the Greviriars giliiunafra.

“ Master William——"

“Don't * Master William ® me, you
worm 1”-said Bunter. *“ Think I haven't
found you out, and that I don’t know
your game, you rotier f"

Jarvish gave him & venomous look.

Well aware of Bunter’s fatuous obtuse-
ness, perhaps he hoped to lull the
Owl's suspicions to rest and resume his
old footing. But there was & limit to
even Billy Bunter's obtuseness, and
Jarvish had to realise that that was a
chiocken that would not fight. The dose
of sode-water had made it plain, and
the malacca in Bunter's fat hand helped
to make it plainer.

“Very well, sirl” said Jarvish,
ig:tting his teeth. I will speak plainly.

on cannot discharge me without losing
the money I have made over to you.
¥ou will never do that, and go back
to your former impecunious state, you
miserabl poverty-gtricken, cadging
young cad I

“Wha-a-t " gasped Bunter.

This was the first time that James
Jarvish had told him what he thought

him, end it came rather as a shock
to the Greyfriars billionaire.

“1 found S eaid Jarvish, "at vour
school, a pﬂ, needy, pgreedy, l:.?ing,
bragging voung rascal and fooll You
were go stupid, and so self-satisfied, and
g0 conceited and dense that I considered
you wotld answer admirably for my
purpose.”

“Why. gasped

nter. ]

“I find,” econtinued Jarvish, *that
while you are the silly, Wﬂﬂﬂltﬁd’. obtuse
fool that I took you for, you have also
& certain silly cunning, which you now
propose to exercise at my expense.”

*You cheeky rotter |¥ gasped Bunter.
“Why, T'll jo !z well thrash vou!l In
fact, I've come here to thrash yout I'll
meke you cringe. If you don’t jolly well
sack vourself I'll make you tired of
life. I'Il—*

“Quite so, sir |" said Jarvish. *1 fully
fﬂrﬂﬁi\'ﬁ your intentions, sir. No doubt

should prefer to give you notice to
terminate my eervice, smir, if you con-
tinned 8s you have bepun. Certainly I

you—you—you—"

THE MAGNET

could not continue to attend you, as your
valet, under any such cumfitiﬂns.“

Bunter grinned.

“You're giving me notice?” he
incquired.

“MNot at all, sir{ I have no such in-
tention,” seid Jarvish. *I shall remain
your faithful valet, sir, so long az you
live to enjoy the possession of the for-
tune that I have transferred to you. But
not, sir, under the conditions you pro-
pose. You have stated that you havo
come here to thrash me, sir. I beg to
point out that that is an error on your
Pﬂmfl ]

Bunter swished the malacca.

“1 fancy not 1 he said.

“Only fancy, sir, I assure youl” said
Jarvish, still smoothly, but with glitter-
ing, ratty eyes. "1 have the misfor-
tune to be of a somewhat nervous
temperament, and I do not deny that I
am terribly afraid of that rufian
Bronx. But I am not in the least uf:ai:i
of a fat, clumsy, stupid schoolboy, as
I shall proceed to prove to you, sir.”
“Why, you checky ;

“¥You will not thrash me, sir.,” went on
arvish, " because——""

“Because what?" sneered Bunter.

“ Becsuse,” said Jarvish calmly, “1
am going to thrash you, sic 1"

And with that, the valet made a jump
at Bunter and grabbed the malacca
cane from his fat hand.

“Oh ecrikey!” pgasped Buater., *I
say—="

arvizh’s left hand grasped his collar.
The fat billicnaire was swung over a
tapestried settee,

He wriggled wildly, in awful anticipa-
tion. It dawned on his fat mind that
the worm had turned, and that his extra-
ordinary method in dealing with James
E?r“?}l was a game at which two could
play | ]

“I say!” roared Bunter. “Leggol I
say—yaropocooh

ack !

The malacea came down acrosz Billy
Bunter's tight trousers. It came down
with a terrific, resounding whack.

The yell that the {fat hillionaire
uttered awoke every echo of his expen-
sive suite at the Hotel Grand Con-

tinental.
Whack! Whack!
“Yarooh! Halp! I say, vou fellows

—whooop | roared Bunter.

Whack! Whaek!
Bunter roared, and velled, and
wriggled! Hea sguirmed, and he

writhed, and he raved | He howled and

E’EIﬁ}Edl i .
But Jorvish's left held him frmly
pinned down, and Jarvish's right
wielded the malacce with terrific vim.
Whaek! Whaek! Whack! Whack]
Bunter had come there to thrash Jar-
wvish., DBut the thrashing was what
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh would have
called 8 boot on the other leg! Billy
Bunter was receiving, instead of giving,
that thrashing: and there was no doubt
—not a shadow of doubt—that it was one
of those things which are more bleszed
to give than to receive.

Whack 1

Whaeck ! Whack! Whack!?
"Owl Wow! Murder! Firal Help!
Yarooh! Leave off | Leggo! Whoop|”
Whack | Whack! Whack!
“Yaroop! I say, I won't sack you.
I won't whaek you. I won't whop you.

I say, leave off ] Chuck it! I say, Jar-
vish, old chap—dear old chap! I say,
dear old fellow—yaroooh ¥

Whaeck! Whaek! Whack!

*Yaooshoavooop 1"

“There!” panted Jarvish. Hoe

released Billy Bunter's collar at last
and the malacea ceased to rise and fall.

“There T{:u fat, gluttonous, obtuse
:.'::run?g fool! What have you to say to
that 7"

“Yaroooooh [*

*If you want any mors—"
“Ow!l Wow! No. Stoppit! Beastl
Wow 17

Jarvish flung the malacca into &
corner. He stood panting after his
exertions, He had put a great deal of
heef inte that whopping, and he seemed
tirad—though perhaps not so tired as
Bunter | .

The fat billionaire squirmed off the
settee, blinked at him, and backed away,
spluttering with wrath and anguish.

“MNow, sir, we had better come fo
{erms ! said Jarvish calmly. “I warn

ou that if you pursue the plan you
1iave formed, the result will be the same
in the next instance. I think, sir, that
vou will find it judicious to sbandon
that plan.”

The valet glided from the room, the
hapless billionaire blinking after him
through his spectacles in dismay.

“Oh erikey I” gasped Bunter.

He wriggled painfully! Jarvish had
laid on the malacea not wisely but
too well |

“0Oh lor't* groaned Bunter. “The
beast ! The cheeky beast! Oh erikey 1”

The fat billionaire realised that he
had to give up that wonderful plan for
getting rid of Jarvish! It was, un-
fortunately, a game that two could play
at, and Bunter was getting the worst of
the game | It locked as if that faithful
valat was &mug to remain attached fo
him like the Old Man of the Sea to
Sinbad, the Sailor. But—

But it was the upexpected that was
going to happen!

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Visiter I

i Y esteemed chums—"

M “What's up, Inky?"

“The ridiculous and ex-
ecrabla Broax |

“Oh, my hat[*

Harry Wharton & Co. came to =
sudden halt, ; .

They had been stmlhpghumund Tunis,
enjoying the strange sights and sounds
of that hali-African, hali-Europesan
city. They walked through the Souk-el-
Berka, the slave.market where, little
more than a century asgo, captured
Christians were sold as slaves by duskv
suctioncers. Now it was s market of
gold and silversmiths, and dealers in
“antigquities *—mostly modern. From
which change for the better, they
realised that it was rather a good thing
that the French had annexed the

country and established white men's
government there.
they

From the Souk-el-Berka
sauntered through the crowds of Arabs,
Moors, Turks, Italians, people of all
races and colours; White Kabyles of
North Africa and negroes black as the
ace of spades. And st one of the [ittle
open-air native cafes near the goulk tha
Nabob of Bhanipur's keen eyes fell on
a lean, long-limbed figure sprawling on
an ottoman under a striped awning.

And the juniors, stopping, stared
rather grimly at Tiger Bronx.

The gangster had turned up agsin!

It was only a couple of days since
they had last seen him amid the wild
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mob that rode and fired under the
rising aeroplane in the desert. Now he
was in Tunis. They had fully expected
him to follow on the track of Bunter
the RBillionaire, and evidently bhe had
lost no time. ’

There was 8 glass of Hqg-:aur at his
elbow, but he was not touching it. He
had & newspaper open in his hands,
and was perusing it with a peculiar
kKeenness, and he did not loock up, and
did not see the Greyfriars fellows.

“&o here he iz 1" said Harry Wharton
quietly. “We'd bettor keep an eye on
him while ane of us goes for & gendarme.
The sooner that ruffian is run in, the
better,” _

“The betterfulness will be terrifie "
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“PBut, I say, something’s up with the
man | murmured Nugent, his eyes
curiously on the lean face of the
ﬁﬂhgﬁ!Eh “He looks as if be's had a

nock."

Pronx laid down tha newspaper—
an American newspaper—on the table
by his elbow and sat with a strange
expression on his face—a sort of stunned

ok !

What he had been reading in tha
paper had apparently given him a
severa shock! He looked like a man
who had received a heavy blow.

His eyes fell on the Juniors.

He gave a slight start, but made po
movement to rise. Meither was his look
hostile. He seemed utterly indifferent
to them, and to the fact that they had
only to call the gendarmes to have him
taken into custody.

Teo their surprize, he uttered a deep
sigh—almost a groan!| His look was
g0 strangely changed from sll that they
had known of him, that they felt theiwr
hoztility melt away. ] ]

They drew nearer to him, keeping
round him so that he could not escape

if he attempted to do so. But he did
not move. ]
“8a vou're here, Mr. Bronx!? said

Heaorry Wharton.

“Sure !’ muttered the gangster.

“] suppose vou know that you canm,
and will, be sent to prison for what
you did to tho plane " said the captain
of the Remove rather perplexed.

“You can sing out to the French copa
jest ag soon as you durn well chooss,™
answered Bronx dismally. “I guess I'm
all inl T'Nl say I'd jest as soon walk
aff to the jug, as not™

He leaned back in his seat, and gave
another groan. It was amazing to
zee the hard, desperate gangster
crumpled up like this. All the vitality
secmed to have been crushed out of
him.

The
glances,

“I guesg I'm down and out I* groaned
Bronx. “Geot on with it—call your
gendarmes ! Not that it'll cut much ice
now! Your fat gink ain’t got no ecall
to shiver in his shoes no moral Nopel
You can take him home and tell him
he's said good-bye to Tiger Bronx for
keeps ]! Search me.”’ ‘

“Yeou've chucked u;; éﬁmg after
Bunter 7 exclaimed Bo BIIY.

i Y-E:PI’E

“1f that's true, Mr. Bronx, weé've no
Eunrrﬁl with you,” said Harry Wharton.
‘You can go back to America, or {gﬂ
to Jericho, or anywhere you like, for
all we care!] But—"

“Vou voung geek I growled Bronx.
“Y guess I'd sock you and walk away
over what was left of you, if there was
anything left, only——"

“Only what "

“The game's up!? groaned Bronz.
“I'm let out! I've sure come out at the
little end of the horn! I'm done!

juniors  exchanged  curious
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Dished! Flummozed! You can tell
that fat gink, Bunter, it's 0.K. ¥ou can
tell Jarvish I'm dome with him| I
uees I'm hitting the first steamer for
8.A., if I can raise the dust to pay the
fare! Oh, wake snakes|”

The Famous Five simply stared at
him, It was clear that t angster
was in earnest; but what cou AL
caused this extraordinary change in nim
was & deep mystery to them. Some-
thing, it was evident, had happened |

“But what—" atked Nugent.

Bronx thumped the newspaper with a
lean fist, s

“It's all there!” he said. " That's
what’s given me the knock | I sure do
feal all washed out! It’s hit me where
Ilive! I gotit, and got it bad 12

“ Somathing in that New York news-
paper '’ asked Johnny Bull

*Yep I e{frﬂaned Bronx.

He stared at the jupiors with glasay
eyes. It was difficult to recognise that
crumpled and crushed figure as the
truculent gangster of Chicago.

“(Old Man Shook has sure put it
across me!” he groaped, “and across
that geek Jarvish tool Oh, carry me
home to dis!™

“But what on earth's happenedi™
acked Harry.

“1 guess it ain't no seered '’ muttered
the Tiger. “I'd sura have Lknowed 1t
sooner if I'd looked nt the papers im-
stead of being so all-fired fixed om
%lllztt.ing that fat gink! Ain't I told you

at my uncle, Old Man Bhook, the
Chicago billionaire, left a will leaving
a lifa interest in his billions to that
lobo-wolf, Jarvish.”

" Yes, but—>

“And he landed it on Bunter 'cause
he was afraid of being shot up, and put
me after Bunter—-=*’

“We know that! Bot—%

“Wasl, now you know, too, that there
sin’t no billions "' grosned DBromx.

“What " gasped the juniors, This
was rather startling pews,

“That's the how of it! I'll say it's
fierce!” Bronx passed a hand over his
forehead, wipping away B 0
perspiration. “It's sure fierce! I'll tell
a man it's fierce! Old Man BShook’s
will was proved, and that gink Jarvizh
walked into the money, and I got my
twenty thougzand dollars—and I've sure
epent most of it on this here trail. And
Do

“Now——" gaid all the juniors to-
gother, deeply interested.

“ Now,”* groaned Bronz,
found & later will ¥

“(h my hat 1=

“ Another will dated months later—I
guess the old guy found out the kind of
lobo-wolf Jarvish was, perhaps—or
mebbe suspicioned him—or perhaps it
was jeat his sheer cusssedness—anyhow,
thera's a later will, and now it's got to
the lawyers. Search me! And the old
f,‘uy’a left everything to the Home for
08t Cats in Chicago.”

“UOh erumbs 1

“Every dollar—every cent! Every
pesky dime! Why, they'll be asking ma
to hand back them dollars I've spent!
They'll be wanting Jarvish to account
for all he's let Bumnter spread over
Yurrup [ Bural I tell you I don't come
in at all, and Jarvish don't come in at
all, and Bunter don't come in at all;
and the game’s up, and I'm jest cozing
out at the little end of the horn.”

The Greyifriars fellows stared at him.

It took some moments for this startling
information to sink inte their minds,
with all its implications.

Mr. Shook had evidently been &
rather uncertain and unreliable old
gentleman ! The discovery of a later
will was an awkward jolt for Jarvish,
who had stepped into his billions; for
Bunter, who had had the fortune
transferred to him; and for Tiger
Bronx, who had broken laws right and
left, like so much crockery, in his
truculent pursuit of the elusive billiona |
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Those billions, it seemed, were, 1 poing
of fact, far out of the reach of all of
them !

" "Well, my only swnmer
gaid Bob Cherry at last.
+“Ho that's the jolly old tréuble ! said
Jnrpnnjr Bull.

bonnet 1"

That's what's the matter. with
Hanner !” agreed Mr. Bronx. “I'll gay
I got after

it's tho bipgest sell” ever!

Jarvish WEE B gun—but I sure can't

gt after the Ghm%%n Home for Lost
i:s with & gun!

ﬂ'pE'”
Ha, ha, ha!”

"That geek Jarvish twisted the old
man’ info meking a will in his favour,”
sgid Bronx. “The cld guy thougat
better of it afterwards, and made a n
one, snd never let on to Jarvish! Lf

I'd knowed——"" He thumped the news-
aper again. “I guess I'm streaking
or home (™

"He rose to his feet.
“"Bay, vwou take that paper to

Jarvis | he said. “I puess that's =

bit. of comfort—it will knock that geck
oiit, jest as it's knocked me outl Yep!
Take him’ that paper, and wafch his
faca "

And Mr. Bronx, evidently comiforted
by the thought of James Jarvish's face
when he saw. thé startling news in the
pa er, chuckled.

e gave the Greyfriars juniors a nod,
nnd walked away,

They stared aftor him.

‘They were not thinking of calling

larmes now ! Tmm- Bronx had ” got
is,” as he would have expressed it in
his own language. They were dope with
him, eand the tni] lcan figura dis-
appeared Jpmong the crowds in- the

unisian “souk,” and disappeared for
ever from their eyes.
Harry Wharton picked wup. the

American newspaper.

He read through the news item that
had so  startl and dismaved the
gangster, his eomrades reading it at the
samme time,

*Thoy smiled,

“"Leot's got baclk!” zaid Harry.

And the;f,r walked back to the Hotel
Grand Continental, the last grand hotel
in which Bunter the Billionaire was
cver to splash money about!

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The 01d Bunter |
48
I % Bunter, old -:hap—
Harry Wharton spoke gently,
There was a terrihe kick comming
chums of the Remove detired to breal
it 83 gently as sible,
" But the fat billionaire mas in a wrathy
accusingly on the Famous Five,
¥You cheeky rotters!"” he bawled.
“Hallo, halla, halle! What——-"

“wrath fully

THE MAGNET=EVERY SATURDAY

“ Letting a follow doixn after all I've

done for you!” howled Bugnter., “I ecan
Lﬂ-ﬂf well tell you this wor’t do! Look

ere, went to thrash- that brute
J u.rmh and ‘he * thrathed me
msteas:l——”

"’Ha. ha, ha!™ : ;

“You .can cacklal’ roared Bunter
“But I'm blessed if 1 w:s
enything to cackle at—-"

™ ook here, Bunter—"

“Bhut up, Whg.rtunf “I'vo a jolly
good mind,” said Bunter angrily, “to
chuck you thiz blessed minute, and
lea.wa* voll to pay your own bills heye!™

“Bxadtly what we are gmng te do!’
spid Harry, laughing, “and - I fancy
that we shall have to secrounge up the
cash to pay yours, tog!”

“Don't ge a silly ass!
of monegy—7"

“Riches take unto themselves T.lnﬁs

I've got tons

and fy away!” said Johnny
“"Don'"t-gas any more, Bunter! You've
got & jolt coming.”
“8hut up, Bull! Look here——"
“Cheeze it,” Bunter,"” zaid Harry

Whartan quietly. “We're szorrv for
vou, old fat bean, but—"
“Cheek " interjected Bunter.

“Put it turns out that the man Jarvish

got  the nmne; from made a later
wilj-—??
HEth

IE‘ A“l']; Jarvish doesn't get the oof at
| f——

“‘!‘rhﬂ-t?”

“Bo there aren't
Iuins—

*Oh erilees !

“You won't be bothered by Junrah

any  more Il

any wore! He will sack himself f:nat
enough when he stes this newspaper,”
said RITY. Etmg for him, snd let's
get it over,”

TI—I—I say, you fellows—" stam-
mered Bunter,

Baob Cherry touched the Lell,

Jarvish entered.

He gave Punter a look—and then
glaneed suspiciously at the Famous Five,

“You rang, sir '’ said Jarvish.

Harry Wharton handed him the New
York paper.

“Read that!” he said.

Jarvish raised his eyebrows in sur-
prize. But he teok the paper and looked
at the 1t:lﬂ:'lmg news tﬁemin_

“Oh ™ he said.

He stﬂﬂd very  still!  For some
moments he seemed kooclied overt! Then
the funr that fashed into his face was
ﬂﬂl’-éﬂ eazant to see,

o the old fool fooled me at the
finish !"" said Jarvish gritting lis tecth.
and he tofe the newspaper up
hurled the fragments across the room.
“ 1 almost begin to believe that honesty
is the best policy after all,. I never
dreamed of this—and instead of fenther-
ing my nest while T had time I have
}mnln watimg my time on that fat
pol—"

pnd

He hrﬂka uﬂ. made & ra%&f ;tmh
towards Bill 3' Bunter, and before
juniors could intervéne,- punched ﬂ'm
Greyiriars. billionaire on iz fat litfle
nose.

Thump !

Bump!

“¥arooogh ™

‘Bunter sat down.

The next momept five pairs of hands
grasped James Jarvish! He was up-
ended and hurled headlong out of the
roon:, and went sprawling shd yelling
slong the corridor.

There, he picked himself up and
crawled away, and the Greyiriars
fellows never saw him again! Bunter,
no longer a billionaire, had seen the
laat of hls mcr:rmpara.ble valet |

» ¥ L ] W

RE'E'FRIARE SCHOOL, began
G the .new term s few days later.
Harry Wharton & S

cheary spirits, walked  arm-in-

arm across the old green quad, nodding

‘to fellows they knew péraétm,t_: Smithy,

and. Redwing, and ‘f'ﬂ dy, and Lord
Mauleverer, and .pausing & mioute tu
knook the hat off the head of Coker of
the Fifth,

1 gay, vou follows 1™

A fat figure rolled up.

* Halla, hallo, halla?®

* Bunter !

#The  esteempd
Buntor!"' _

“T gay, vou fellows '™ The Owl of tha
Remove. blinked at the Famous Fiya
through his big spi-{:tn.e!m b | SAY
would. vou helieve it, T had a jolly
tip from a titled relation, but I
at ‘Imm{r at Bunter Courg!”

“Hs, ha, ha!®

“ Blossed if I s00 anything to cacklo
at! I say, vou fellows, I've actually
arrived hers without any money] But
I' m[ﬁxumtmg a postal order—""

L1 1 1‘”

“What ?”

“A postal order!” said Bunter,
“Wrom one of my titled relations, you
know! I sav, vou fellows, considering
what a ripping time I gave you in the
vac, I think you might eash that postal
order for me—without walting till

and richiculous

t ik

comes, I mean, It'z for a pound ¥

"Hu., L, ha'"” roared the Famous
Five,

“1 mean ten shillings——"*

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Well, look here, v-"l:at about five
Lobh " ‘asked Bunter. “Make it five

bob, ‘dear old chaps!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The dear old chaps made it five bob,
and passed on, laughing! Bunter, once
the Billionaire, was. himself aeain !

- THE END.

(Hrerey ]I ﬁq:rrfa:.-i: & Co, are E.rm*:.l: at
sehepol agrin in wéxl week's ripping
alory: 4 TYRANT RULES & EY-
FRIARS! Don't miss this magnifi-
gend yarnl) -

BAY, vou fellows 1
for Bunter the Billignaire, and the
mood. He fhAxed his big spectacles
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SIXPENCE REWARD!

A reward of sixpence will be given to
anyone supplying information that will
enable me to trace the young rascal who
threw & mouldy tomato at me in the
quadrangle. A very different sort of
reward awaits the culprit I—GERALD

LODER, Sixth Form Passage.

——

| No. 104 (New Series),

EDIED BY HAXKY WHARTON.

Lost, Stolen, or Strayed !

Will anyone able to trace the mouldy

tomato which I was tossing Plﬂf’ﬁl]ly in
the air in the quadrangle recently please

get into communication with me im-
mediately., It is rumoured that the
unscrupulons thief of this juicy objech
concealed it somcwhere in his big, red
ears.—ROBERT CHERRY, Study No.13.

September 29th, 1934,

—

“« ELEMENTARY, MY
DEAR WATSON!"”

PENFOLD Solves Editorial Mystery.

We pgot the shock of & life-time in the
editorial office this wesk. £

When we opened the envelopes containing
the week's batch of liter contributiona,
we wore gimply dumbiounded to ind nothing
but blank sheets of paper inside them !

We could only blink at them. That they
were intended to be Y Herald® MBS. was
obvious, for the envelopes were all addressed
to the Editor and the enclosurca were all
neatly pinned up just as our contributions
alwaya ara. But the sheets thus pinned up
were entirely devoid of writing! Not even
the name of a single contributer showed
iteelf 1

v E-:rmethin%: queer abeout this,” romarked
the Editor. " If it's o japs, I fail to eee the

oint. Not much of & jape in scnding us
Elnnk paper, whoen wo're waiting to scnd the
stuff to the printers ™

“ What else can it be but a jape, though 7"
asked Nugent.

“Dashed if T lmow ! " the Editor had to
confess. * There's something rather uncanny
about it, somehow. Anyway, wo'll have to
find out pretty %uiﬂkl‘y. or there'll Lo no
* Herald ' this weele, Trot oul and see if you
can find some of the fellowas who sent the
stuff in, will you, chaps 1"

We trotted out with o will, only too anxious
to elear up the mystery and get on with our
varicus editorml tasks, But it was o fine
Wedneaday alternoon, and there was no
footer to keep the chaps on the echopl
premiges—sg, not unnaturally, we couldn’t
tind a sinple contributor to throw any light
on the problem.

“ Peniold about 1 the Editor asked, when
we r_;p-:arf,ed back.

“Yen I eaw him in the quad.,” Bob Cherry
eaid. * As it happens, he hasn’t sent us a
manygeript this week.'”

“ Fetch him wup right away, then,” the
Editor esid. * He's just the man to work
this out for nat ™

“Why, of ecourse!™ grinned Bob. “T'd
forgotten for a moment that he's Detective-
1 etor Peniold, C. L. Don't | ™

Bob dashed off, reappearing u few
minutea later with Penfold at his heels,

And the detective-inapector, as befiticd
hia reputation, solved the mystery in a brace
of ghakes. After examining one of the sheets
closely, he suddenly grinned, and warmed
the pni%o with a lighted match.

# gerene, chaps!” he said. * The
etufl's all here, right enough. These shrets
. only appear to be blank ; ag econ as you warm
the paper, like I did with the match, you can
eco that they'voe covered i writing. It just
happena thet thoy've been written with
invisible pencilal™

" The Macwer Free Gilt Invisible Peneils !V
yelled the Kditor, grabbing ono of the sheels
and examining it himseli. * What fathcuds
wo weré not to think of 1t beforo ! It's tho
advance supply which the Editer of tho
MagreT sent va. I dished them out among
our contributers ag soon as I got them—and
thig j& the result 1™

* Elementary, my dear Watson ! smiled
Det.-Insp. Penfold, as, with & wave of his
hand, he frickled away.

“MY MOST
PROMISING PUPILS!”

By PERCY BOLSOVER.

If my boxing echool doean't really come into
its own this term, I ehall be wvery much
t surprised, for I've never had a more promising
lot of pupils than I'm coaching this autumn.

Take Skinner, A future world champion,
if you like1 Why, his punch is like a kick
from a muls, You ought to have ssen him
aa I saw him one day towards the close of last
terma. A hefty youth of at least ten summers
had snnoyed him. Skinner, without etoppiog
te think eof the fearful risk he was taking,
just erept up behind him and kit him in the
bhack In a masterly fashion. I felt proud of
my !pupil at that moment, I can tell
you

Snoop i another of whom I have great
hopes, I romomber one occcasion when that
great bully, Tubb of the Third, had the cheek
to challengs Snoop to s scrap. Snoop very
wisely declined, for Tubb, whe is almost as
big as he i3, might well have injured him for
life ; but Tubb insisted. You should have

been Lhere to watch Snoop's footwork ! Be.
lieve it or not, he slipped out of Tubb’s clutches
like an eel, and coveraed the distance from the
tuck-ghop to the School House in 25 secondg—
s truly amazing performance.

Stott is another who shows ﬁreat promise.
Now, here you have a man wheo fights with
his brains. Al the time Stoit is in the ring,
he's plotting and planning and deceiving his
opponent. It's a real treat to see him irip
up his man just when he's least expecting it,
and to hear him yell * Fire 1 " or ** Look over
thora 1 Y"—then land out with a terrifio punch

. whon his unsuspecting opponent falls for it

Yen, lads, I fancy my pupils are going to
mako boxing history, thl'}e. term. J%st you
wait and egea |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Bang !

It waa the first eiroke of
midnite, crashing out from the
old klock-tower at St. Sam’a.
Fifteen other strokes followed
it, for the klock was, as usual, a
littls faulty in ita striking
arrangernents, r,

Jack Jolly eat up in his bed @
in the Fourth dormitory. TS

“You fellows awalo 7V

'apeml:l.

““We are—wo is!" replied
Merry, who was a bit of a
hewrmorist at times.

Y Thon, kim on ! ™

And Jack Jolly, pawsing only §
to don his dressing-gown, led
the way out of the derm., the
others tollowing.

Jack Jolly & Co's, purpuss in leaving their
beds in the middle of the nite was o eerions
ona. On seversl occasions resently, a das®
terdly midnite marawder had been raiding the
Fourth studica for tuck. Who hs could ba

he ]

gertainly had a pretiy helthg' appetite, fol
there wae scarcely & erum lelt in the whale
of the Fourth passidge aiter hia visiks!

Buepishun hed fastoned on to Tubby
Barrell at firet. Tubby, bowever, mmannidged
to prove an aliby, for one of the worst raids
occurred when the fellows took it in turns to
see that he didn't leave his bed during the
nite,

There was only one thing left to do, alter
that, vizz., place a guard over the Fourth
passidge itself. Jack Jolly & Co. were novi
taling upon themselves that onnerous dewiy™

They tip-toed down to the pasaidge and
toock cover in Jack Jolly's study.
waited, keeping their eary vigil in gilence, -

Bang [

It was the skool klock eiriking seventean.

* That means it's one o'klock,” mermered
Jack Jolly, in the darkness. * Perhaps he's
not coming to-nite.'

But scarcely had the words left his lips
before they heard a faint noise down the
pasaidge.

Cragh! Bang! Wallop!

waa a mistery, but, whoover he was, .

Thero, thay)

THE MIDNITE MARAWDER!

By DICKY

NUGENT.

“The Midnite Marawder!’
wispered Bright. ** He's cmagin%
along the passidge. Ap
beleeva he's making straight
| for this paessidge! ™
gis (o for him as soon ag he

I touches the fuck! ! hist Jack
o Jolly.

y A minnit the
o opened. In the darkness, a
1 dim figger tip-toed acrosa to the
¥ cuopboard and opened it. In-
&8 stantly, the heroea of the
k] Fourth flung themselves &t the
R newoormer.

M} Bumpl

“ Yarooogo ! yelled the in-
trooder, as he crashed to the
floor, with the three juniors on
top of him.

For s mionit or so, thera waa a struggle.
Then the juniora could feel that they had
rendered the introoder horse-de.combat, and
Jack Jolly got up and turned on the light.

“Tha Head "™ cried Merry and Dright,

ret.

Their prigoner was none other than Dr.
Birchomall, the revered and respected head.
master of St. Sam'’sl Mery and B{iﬁht
reckennised him in a jiffy, and hurriedly
jumped to their feet and h:‘:lpad him up. Tho
ikought that they had just assaulted the
majestick person of the Head filled Jack
Jolly’s henchmen with utter dismaoy.

But grately to their releef, Dr. Birchemall
did not ssem to be annoyed. His eggspres-
gion seomed to be mors sheepish than anything
elea.

“ Where am I 7™ he asked faintly.

“Eh " gasped Jack Jolly & Co.

; “Where am I " repeeted the Head. Then
he gave a stort, as though hs suddenly
realiged where he was. ‘" Why, blesa my sole,
T am in your study, Jolly 1" h

“E;j tly ! hat’s more, sir, you were
just about to pinch my tuck!™ seaid Jack
Jolly, rather grimly.

Dr. Birchemall shook his head sadly.

“ Dear me, boys, thia is most distressing,”
beegesolaimed. * It's my old trubble again—

later, door

sleep-walking [ ¥
(Continued on next column.)

INKY'S BIRTHDAY GUIDE :
This Week :

TOM REDWING.

In Tom Redwing, my esteomed and pre-
posterous chums, wo have o fellow whom
the stars have ordered to be & saiorful son
of the sem. To this honoured and idietic
chap, the home-sweet-homefulness of the
mighty ocean, especially if attended by the
erashings of esteemed thunder and the
flashings of ludicreuws lightning, ia simply
terrific | He enjoys it all immensefully.

For esteemed and disgusting cada like
Skinner and Snoop, a pageful leaf out of
Redwing's book would be tho henoured and
proper caper, for Redwing was born to bring
a goodiul influence to those who meotfully
sncounter him,

In fact, it s plainfully elear that the

estepmed Redwing is o noble and illustrious
vouth who will always help esteemed and
reprehensible sinners shining-lightfully. So
take my tipiul advice, my esteemmed black
sheep, and help yourself to his benighful
company ! :

The estcemed and ridieulous Redwing's
honoured future holds out a bright and
cheery prospect. Many ijn::-umm;‘,;ﬂ he will take
all over the earth endiully, and they will
bring him much fameful renown as an ex.

loror. His ;]ifa Er;l;aﬂeq w;:hmfmﬁm
iegustin 83 but owin 8 tou u
mﬁma E-r?:!f which he iugandawad, he will
come oubt emergefully quite unscathed.

He will back-upfully support anyone who is
in & ocornery tightfully, and would never let
down any friends in distregsfulnesa. A worthy
and preposterous comrade |

Bo there is no need to wish the esteemed
Redwing good luck. The good-luckfulness
that slready surrounds him is sufficiently
terrific alroady !

il

{Continued from previous column.)

“ What 1" yelled Jack Jolly & Co.

“I suppose you boys think I came here
delibberately to hf-‘lil-;’ myself to the contcnts
of your cupboard,” sald the Head sadly.
“ Nothing is further from the truth, I assure
you. The fact is, that I have been walking
in my eleop. It is o trubble that has afllicted
me on and off ever since my days as a stew-
dant at Oxbridge. Ah, me!™

* Grate pip! Do you scriously eggspect us
to beleeve that, sir 1" pasped Jack Jolly.
“If you do, I can only say you must havo
been sleep-walking pretty frelowently Iately,
for eomebody has skoffed all the prub in this
passidge every nite this weelk.”

“ T4 iz more than Uikely, Jolly,” sighed the
Head. * Natcherally, I shouldn't remember
anything about it afterwards, Well, my boys,
vou need worry no more about me now,
am fully awake, ¥oumay now return to your
dermitory.”

“* And are you going to stay here, sir 1"

The Head nodded.

“ I have been told that the best treptmont
for a sleep-walker is a good meal, Jolly, and
as there seems to be a tidy snack ready hers,
I will avail myseli of your hospitality and
wado into it. Good.nite, my boys—and
bust you!™ he added, sotto vocey.

And Jack Jolly & Co,, wilh feslings that
wore too deep for words, reiired, leaving the
gleepwalking Midnite Marawder in possession 3

—

When a Governor inapecied the
school, Mr. Quelch warned the
Removites to wear clesn collara,
Even Bunter looked very spick
and span—ihouzh it was dis-
covered later that he had ** raided™
Lord Mauleverer’s extensive ward-
robe to achieve {he effect ]

Eobh

Wharton, Cherry, Russell, and
Delaney represenced
in an inter-schools hoxing eontest.
The Greviriars quartette carried
ol the trophy—all of them re-
maining undeleated at the fnish 1
Cherry was voted ihe
champion on points |

L

In & Bemove ‘“‘mock tnal”
Peter Todd acted ns ecounsel loe
the defendant, aod let looge such
a flood of legal rhetoric that the

Greyfriars

mamber the charge atter listening
to Toddy |

judge, Harry Wharton, gave him-. .
the verdict—being unable to re “-angesteful Popper still r

-—
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During the sommeer. Harry
Wharton Co. earned the
ratitude of 3ir Hilton Popper by
eafing out a fire which threatened
& plantation on his estate. The
aris

hig d,

individaal !

fizht at Ioofer,

83

it nﬂdﬂmﬂ L3 ]
tha back

Bernovites seen on
thoungh ] A * flarg M

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Bob Cherry’s curly head is always
bobbing im the thickest of the
Bob
back should use his head as much
possible—and thers
denying Bob has mors than o
mﬁumntuuca with

a3
it = -
i |

| o

Cecil Reginald Temple, tha Upper
Fourth caplain, ** fancies 7' him-
gell tremendonsly on the footer
fleld, and dresses nattily even for &
hard game, His nice, new
“ clobber ¥ looked a sorry sight
after he and his men had received
a drubbing irom ithe Remove |

& hxli-
13 Lo .

the net !

FISHER T. FISH says:

THE HEAD'S A JAY!

“ 8o Dr, Locke turnad down your offer 1™
our interviowor asked Fisher T. Fish.

“You've said it," snoried the businges
man of the Remove. ™ Apd since you rmens
tion it, I'll tell you something about that

y. He's s jay. Juet one great big Jay!
o8, sirce [

“1 had & kinda hunch that any bozo who
was big shot in & sheban % like this might own
s li'l hosg-sense. Waal, I pulled & booer and
that'a all about it, I guess.

* Mitting® this spot carly for the Noo
Teorm, I red the Head might fell more
ensily than later on. So 1 ankled along to hia
hide-out, and put it to him. ;

“1 told him that the one thing this sleep
old outfit needed to make it popular wit
Amurricans was an official interpreter, Ii
thoro was gomeons always om dooly to
tranelate Amurrican into English and E h
into Amurrican, & guy from Noo York
wouldn't feel go much Jike he was musoling in
on & racket he didn't belong to, sce ! a'd
kinda feel like he waga in & home from home ;

et it 1
it Waal, I put it to him jest like that. I
gure did, And——"

“ And he was wild about it ¥ our inter.
viewer asked.

“ Nope. That’s jest whar you're wrong,"
Fishy eaid, with a frown. " He didn’t get
his mad up one bit, I wouldn't have cared
much if he had—I waa propared for that.
But I guess I wasn't prepared for what § got,'

* And what did you get 2"

“ Jest the biggest insult you can offer to
an Amurricen citizen,” said Fiﬂhgr‘, sorely.
“ The big cheese told me he gnessod it waa an
excellent idea; but he thought I was quite
unzuited to the joh."

“ Ilow did ha make that ont, old bean 12
our interviewer asleed, in some surprise.

Fish grunted.

“ Ho told me the first requirement of an
interpreter wos that he should koow at leask
iwo languages. Bubk, he eaid, I only knew
one—Amurrican., [f I come back and saw
him after I had aequired o little English, he
would give tho idea his further consideration,
Then he told me to ekidoo pronto |

“Ho'sajoy! Yes, six]2




