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THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
High Words !

i ITLY assgl®
§ “ Fathead |
Billy Bunter, of the Grey-

frinrs Remave, grinned.

Herbert Vernon-S8mith and his chum,
Tom Redwing, were engaged in an
argument, and the argument appeared
to bo waxing somowhat warm. Dunter
ceme on them in the Greyfriars quad,
anid stopped to listen.

Bunter wae, a3 a matter of fact,
rather busy just then. He was looking

for Ilarry Wharton & Co. Those
cheery  youths seemed to  have
disappeared. )

It waz rather urgent; for Billy

Bunter's arrangements for tha Christ-
mas holidays were not yet soettied, le
wanted ta see the Famous Five, very
particularly, about that. Dut perhaps
they did nob want to bhe seen abont
ihat important matter. It was possible
that they were dodging Bunter. Fellows
had a way of dodging Bunier when he
wantod fo diseuss the “hols,” Anyhow,
thoy had disappeared. Duuter was busy
hunting far them.

But Bunter wae never too busy to
listen to what did not concern him,
Finding Smithy and Redwing engaged
in & warm argument, which looked like
developing into a row, the fat Owl of
the Removoe pansed by the fresty old
elms,; and pave them hiz altention.

Vernon-Smith's brows were knitted.
He looked irvritated and angry.  Red-
wing, as usual, was good-iemnpered and
patient. Dut he was quietly firm.
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“Youw're a silly asa!™ went on tho
Bounder,

“ Leave it at that, old chap ™

“And a cheeky ass, tool!” snapped
Bmithy, his eyes gleaming.

“] don't seec where the cheek comes
in, old fellow!" said Tom mildly. * A
chap 15 at liberty to deeline & kind
invitation if he lhikes, 1 suppose™

“T've asked you for Christmas——"

“I'm sorry—but——-—:m"

“Choeky idiot "

Billy Bunter blinked at Redwin
through his big spectacles. Ido blinke
in amazement.

Binithy, almost the richest fellow atb
Creyiviars School, son of a million-
aire, had wasked Redwing homo for
Christmas—and the trouble appeared
to be that Tom declined ! Billy Bunter
wouldn't. have deelined! Bunter wonld
have jumped at it with both feet, Billy
Buntcr was somelimes offensive, in one
way or another, but he had never given
offenco by declining an invitation for
the holidays! .

If Smithy had asked lim instoad, he
wourld have had no reason to knit bis
lrows over the answer, DBunter wounld

vather  have gone home  with  the
wealthy  Dounder  than  with  Harey
Wharton, And Tom Redwing  was

turning it down! DBunter Tally agreed
that he wos an ass and an ot !

“'Phink you won't have a good {ime
willh me?” demanded the  DBownder
engrily. He took no notier of the in-
quisitive Owl; his eyes were  fixed
angrily on the sunburnt face of hig
chum.

“Of course, I
smithy,'” =aid Tom.

know L[ should,

13 'Bu l."_"

“Hang your buts ! spapped Smithy,
“You call yourself & pal, and you
turn me down for the hola, There's

plenty of fellows in the Removo wonld

jump at it, as you jolly well know.”
"1 know,” said Tom. "You've got

lots of friends, SBmithy! But—"
“Will you comat"

“I'd-like 0! But—"
“Will wou or not?’ snapped the
Bounder.

“I've said that I can’t ! answered
Nedwing quietly. *“ My father's home
from sca, amd I'm going to spend
Christmas with him, I don't see a
lot of him, Smithy! It's wp to me,
even if I dido't wanl to—and I do!”

“Christmas in & cabin up ot Ilawks-
cliff, with & sailorman howme from sea !
sneecred  the Dowmber. “You tlhank
that’s better than a holiday at my
father's place in London, and all the
shows——"

SOf eourse T don't, fathead! Dt
it's pood cnough for me” Redwing
smiled. “I'm not rich like you, Hmithy,
and that little cabin u? at llawks.
cliff is my home=all I hod, before 1
liad the luek to come to this school, |
con be quite hiappy {here M

€ Ledint 1

“My dear chap—~" )

“Bring your palee along with yow,
atd gome '™ sanl Vernon-Smiath, It
will be a bit of a change for him. Ay
fatlier will make him weleome™

Redwing  staved.

“Zmithy, old mwan! My father's a
satlorman—he would be like o fish ook
of water in & millionaire's man<ien n
London! What an  idea 1

" Yeou mean you don't want to come!
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You've letting mo down! Well, I
ghan't ask you again!” growled
Vernon-Smith., “Go and cat coke!”

“No need to get shirty about it
old chap—"

“Oh, shut up ™ .

Whurnnn-ﬂmilﬁ had quite lost his tom-
per. The millionaire’s son  was
accustomed to having his own way.

Thers were, as he had zaid, plenty of
fellows who would have jumped at an
invitation to the millionaire's mansion
in London. Everything that money
could buy was at Smithy's disposal—
gnd thero wers many, many things that
money could buy.

P'ossibly there was an idea at the back
of Bmithy’s arrogant mind, that he was
offoring Redwing a jolly good thing,
Trhich%ua was really not in a position
to refuse. It was not without some
roason . that Vornon-S8mith . had been
nicknamed “the PBounder” at Grey-
friars; there was a touch .of the
“bounder” in him [- Certainly he was
deaply offended by his chum preferrin
the sailormen’s cottage &t }!‘Jlﬂ.wksmli'
to the millionaire’s mansion in Court-
MAN SqUAre.

* Bmithy—"

“I said shut up P’ snapped the Boun-
der, very distinetly, “If you want to
Lkonow what I think of you, wyou're a
checky ass! Now leave me alone”

Rodwing compressed his hips a little.

“We'vo been good. pals, Smithy,” he
enid, “but I'm afraid you.can't quite
forget that your father’s a millionaire,
amf mine a seaman before the mast,
1 think—"

“(Jh, get out [

“We'ad fixed to go over this after-
noon to see the football match—the
Air Force game at Wapshot——"

The Bounder sneered.

“1f you don’t want the hols at my
father’'s house, you don’t want a Lt
ip my ear!” he answered.

“1 certainly don’t want s lift in your
car, Smithy, and you know I'd rather
go by train i saig Tam, with a tracoe
of anger at last. “Wash it out, then
won't come,”

And with that, Tom Redwing turned
and walked away—so quickly, that ho
olmost ran into Billy Bunter.

“Here, look where you're going, blow
vou ! snapped Bunter.

avo him a look. and strode on.
Vernon-Bmith stood staring after him
with an angry brow. His angry frown
did not relax as Billy Bunter ap-
proached—with his most agrecable and
wgratiating grin on his fat face,

"Cheeky ass, and no mistake,
Smithy ' eaid the fat Owl of tho
Remove.

“"Whati" growled Smithy.

®A poverty-stricken outsider like
that turning down a fellow like youi”
eaid Bunter indignantly., % Cheek, if

u like! Blessed if 1 know what the
ower classea are coming to, old chap!t”
The Bounder looked at him, his
~ sort of thing ought to have pleased him,
in Bunter's opinion, as he was deeply
and :nh}nselfr angry with Hedwing. But
bho did not look pleased!
ad not Bunter bean so short-sighted
g3 he was fatheaded, he would havo
discerned the danger-signals 1n  tho
Bounder's grim look. But Billy Bunter
never saw anyvthing till it was too Iate,
and he rattled happily on:

Cheeky cad! Christmas in & cot-
tage with a rough old tarry-brecks
home from seal He, he, hae! Leave
him to it, S8mithy. I'll tell you what,

old chap! You don't want Redwing!
I'll comg !
“You'll come, will you?” said

ithy.
#¥es, old chap! You'd rather have
a gentleman at your Christme; party,

THE MAGNET—EI'ERY SATURDAY.

what? Youw're wasling Linduess on
that low blighter. I faner I shall de
von & bit more credit! What?” Bunter
smirked., “And look lhers, I'll come
this afternoon with you, in the ear. Is
it settled about Chrizstmas,. Bmithy ¥
“Quite [ said the Bonndor grimly.
“Good! Wharton's rather lween fov
mo to go home with him, bLut T shall
have to turn him  down  afier. all.
Mauly's asked mo  to Maunleverer
Towers, but old  Maulg’s & bit of o
h?rel S‘E Ehﬁu li!réﬂ it all :l'ighf at your
ace, Smithy. itv people, I suppose
P—& bit bonwndaorigh ! BEE tﬁ'mt's all rlimh‘.‘
—I'm no snob! It will be a bit of a
leg-up for wou, Bmithy, taking homo
a decent Public School chap—rather an
improvement on that lew entsider Red-
wing—rotten low end, vou know, and
I say-— h! Ow! Legpa!l Beast!
Wharrer ‘you  kicking me  for?
Yaroogooh 1™
- Bmithy had suddenly grazped the fat
Owl by the collar aud twirled him
round. s did not cxplain what he
was kicking Bunter for. Mo just
kicked him—and he kicked him hard!
“Yoo—hoooop !  roarcd DBunter.
“Yarcoop! Oh, you awiul beast! I
jolly vmﬂ won't come homo with you
or Christmas now—— Whoaoooop I"
Smithy had landed
threo kicks. He seemed to find somo
satisfaction in it, for he followed
Bunter up, kicking again and. vet
again, and still once anore, fill the
fat Owl got out of reach, and flew

Bunter flew |

Christmas in a haunted Eliza-
bethan house, looking for lost
treasure from a Spanish.galleon
wrecked off the lonely Cornish
coast I  Such is the thrilling
holiday adventure in siore for
Harry Wharton & Co. !

geross the guad as if Le were on the
cinder-path.

Vernon-Smith thrust his hands into
hiz pockets, and stamped away, scowl-
ing, Billy Bunter flew on, yelling.

Urash |

ITe erashed into Loder of the Bixth
before he saw him. Loder staggered
and yelled.

“0h, what
young ass—'

Smack, smack, smack'

“Y arooooop 1"

Billy Bunter careercd off, in wild
flight apgain. It was a panting and
breathless Bunwér that dodged into. tho

tha thump,

you mad

House. For the next guarter of an
hour Billy Bunter did not even think
about his unsottled plans for the

Christmas holidays He was too busy
getting bis sccond wind.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Italian !

& UON piorno, signore!"

B Harry Wharten & Co,

almoat jumped.

It was the first time that
the chums of the Roemove had hbeen
greeted in the Italian languaso at the
schaol gates.

Italian wa3s rather an
language Lhers.

The Remove fellows learned Latin
and Irenes of a kind, and thers wero
follows who tock OGrock. IDut Ttalian
was not 10 the carriculum at all

unéoinmon

3

Neither wore Itallans often scen on
that countrysude in Kent. Every now
end then a dusky gentleman of that
race would stop with & barrel-ovgan
ontside the Cross Koys or the Bl
Covw. Sometimes & swarthy deseendant
of the ancient Homans would be seen
with' strings of onigna, But there
wore nat, a lot of Italians about.

So they were surprised.

But they were polite as well as sur-.
prised. Greyfriars fellows were always
polite to everybody but other Crey-
friars fellows!.

The dark-skinned, chubby genile-
man. who came aleng the road from
Courtficld, stopped at the gates and
spolte to them, raised hia hat politely
as he did so, with foreign grace—so
the IMamous Five of the Remove
politely “ecapped ¥ him in refurn.

They eould guess that “Buaon
giorno !” micant *Good-morning . Bo
Harry Wharton answered:

* Good-morning

“Baffronillo!"” eaid Bob Clierry,

apparently  socking  to  anawer the
forcign gentleman in his own lap-
guage, “lec-creamo! Boho sguaro !

The swarthy man blinked at him.
evidently not  understanding - that
variely of his own language;. but he
smiled, displaying a glittering sct ol
extremely white teeth. .

“IParlate Italiano?” he nsked.®

“You're geiting a bit too deep for
me,”" said Bob afably. “Buot I'il try.
Greelko Btreeto] Mocavoni, wvermieolls!
Adante moderato [

The foreign gentleman looked per-
plexed, as well he might. _
“YEnut up, Bob. you ass!™ said
Harry Wharton. “Look here, siv; if
you, speak English—"

“&i, s, signorino!” said the foreign
gertleman, beaming. *Certo, I spenk
your languagal May I ask if this
beautiful school is Greyfriars®"

“That's righs” said Harry.

“¥You want to sec the Head "' asked
Frank Nugent.

It was not wncommon for learned
foreign gentlemen to eall to see Do
Locke. This chubby gentleman, how-
ever, did not look hke anything in the
schoolmaster or professor line, Ip
was very well-dressed, and had rathev
g man-of-the-world look, His faee,
thgnugh chubby,” was extremely keen,
his black eyes sharp and scarching.

“The Iead?i" “Lia
teata ¥

He was puzzled again,

“1 mean the headmaster,” explained
Frank. -

“Oh! No! I enll with a message!
You know the name of the riceo
signore, Yernon-Smeet 1

“Vernon-Smith 1" oxelaimed Whar-
tor. “0Oh, ves, rather!  You niean
}rnu'vn a measage for Vernon-Smith
ram his fathoee?"

“81, sir! Yes, yes! It gpiovane—tho
voung Vernon-Smeet—he 13 around "
asked the Italian,

“1 saw him talking to Redwing a
few - minutes ago,” said Johnny Dull
“He's about somoewhers. ™ '

“The aboutfulness 13 terrifie 1™
remarked Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh.

He turned his hoad and waved &
dusky hand at the Bounder. .

Herbort Vernon-8mith was tramping,
with his hands driven deep .nto his

he repeated.

pockets, at a little distance. Thero was
o scowl on hia face. '
“Ialle, halle, halle, Bmithy!”

roared Bob Cherry
Vernon-8mith gavo an angry stare at
the group of juniors at the gale.
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After his talk with Redwing, he was in
2 mood to be angry about anything.

“What the thump are you bawling at
ma for, you silly fathend " he snapped.

“Bame to yoo, and many of them,
ald bean I said Bob cheerily. “Here's
% taf-c:rt.ﬂmnn, with & message from vour
father."

“Rat | snapped the Bounder, )
“"Well, ho says so, ab any rate]” said

Baob.
" Rubbish! I had o letter from my
father this morning,” s=aid the

Bounder. “Ho szaid nothing about——"

He broke off, and came down to the
rate, still with o scowl on his rather
hard face. )

“Here's the man,
Iarry Wharton quietly.
ba eivil to & foreigner.”

The Bounder grunted. Iie was not
foeling lika heing ecivil to anybody just
then, When Smithy's tempor was souv
hia manncra often left much o be
desired.

*Who are you, and what do you
want " he asked, fixing hizs eyes on the
chubby-fcatured, dark gentleman.

“Buon giorna, signore——"

“Oh, eut that oubt!” said Veornon-
Smith. “If vou've come from my
Father, get it off your chest|”

The swarthy face coloured a lltt}e,

Harry. Wharton & Co. stood silent
and uncomfortable. The Bounder's
manner wae far from polite. And.the
[telian wae evidently not a mere mes-
senger—not on: of thoe innumerable
cmployces of Mr. Vernon-8mith, His
u;quarnnccs showad that he was a man
of soma position—on a social footing
at least” cqual to Mr. Vernon-Smith’s.
Civility fo a stranger cost nothing; but
the Bounder appeared to have none to
waste. :

“You are the son of Signore Vernon-
Ameet, the so great mullionsive and

Smiths,’”  said
“"May as well

financinl  gentleman?  asked  the
Italian. ;
“Yes, I amlI” snapped Smithy.

" Cough it up!”
The hlack eyes fixed
Vernon-Smith's  face.

Herbort
Italian

a1l

The

reanned him so keenly that it almost her

seomed as if he waa storing the
Bounder's features in his memory, fo
be recalled later.

“] pass to-day by the town of Court-
field, signore,” ho cxplained., “Mr.
Vernon-Smeet, whom I 1meet in
London, he eay. perhapa I like to eall
ot Greyfriars and hiz son show me

about his school. Teo me, a3 a
foreigner, it iz of great interest.”
The Bounder scanned the Italian

Eyiba as keenly aa the Italian seanned
im.

Smithy was the son of Mr. Vernon-
Smith, & very hard and keen gentle-
mon. Smithy had, perhaps, a natursl
turn to suspicion. To the chums of the
Removo there seomed pothing to call
for suspicion, The wisitor shonld
naturally have asked to see the head-
master, 1 the eircumstances, as he was
a stranger in the place, instead of
speaking to the schoolboys at the gate
—but that was all.

“¥on saw my father ihia morning 7
azsked Vernon-Smith.

“8i, si—in London thi= morning.”

“Is hia arm still bad?”  asked
Bmithy,  Ie glanced at the jumiows
“I told you feliows that my father
slipped, potting out of his car, end
ligr: I}ls arim, and he's to carry it 10 a
sling.’

Harry Wharton & Co. could only
stare. Bmithy had told them nothing
of the sort that they remembered.

suppose vou noticed ' said  the
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Bounder irritably. “I'm  rather
anxious about my father’s injury. I
his arma still in & sling ¥

“8i, si1 His prm iz still bad, but he
goos to geot bebter,” said the Italian,
“When I ask himm this morning, he say
there ia no longor pain.”

“Oh, he did, did het” caid ihe
Bounder grimily. “Lend me a hand
with this rotter, vou fellows, and we'll
make him explain what he's up to,
coming here with a lying pretence of
coming from my fathert”

And the Boundor, making a sudden
spring at the foreign gentleman,
grasped him by the collar of his coad
and pitched hm headlongy into the

gateway.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood dumb-
founded.

“Smithy 1" gasped Wharton.

“Collar him " shouted the Bounder.

The Italian lLed spun over an
fallen., But he was on his feet in the
iwinkling of an eye, and bounding out
at_the gate, )

Tho chums of the Remove did not
touch him, Thoy were utterly astounded
at Bmithy's uncxpected action, and they
saw no reason  whatever for laying
hands on the swarthy forcigner.

Vernon-Bmith grasped st the man,
and received a violent shove thoat sent
him spinning. The Italian darted down
the road, leaped & gap in the frost
hedge, nnd vanished throngh the woods
towards the banks of the Sark.

The Boundoer staggered to his foet.

“You silly dummies!” he yelled.
“Why didn't vou eollar huimi"

* Why the thump should we eollar the
man?’ demanded Johnny Bull. “*You
spem to have scared the fellow out of
his wits by pitching into him. I'd liko
to know what you mean by it.”

“And so should I  exclaimed
Wharton hotly. “TIf that man camo
from your father, Vernop-Smith—"

“You silly ass| I dom’t suppose my
father's ever seen him| He's certainly
not scen my father to-day, or lately at
all I** sparled the Bounder., *Ife’s zomea
sort of & swindler and up to some gome
a I¥
“Well, I don't seo it! He knew all
about your father having hiz arm in-
jured—" gaid Frank Nugent.

The Bounder gove & contempluous
snort. i _

“WMy father hasn’t had hiz arm -
jurcd 1** he snapped.

“Wha-a-tt You said

“Ves, I said he had, to draw the
spoofer on and make him give himself
away I snapped Vernon-Bmath, “dAnd
he took the bait at once and gave him-
sclf away, just as I expected he would !

“0h 1" gasped Nugent.

he Famous Five understand now,
The Bounder had been “drawing” tho
man, and certainly he had led him to
give himself away pretty completely.

“Naow the's t clear!” enapped
Vernon-Smith. “Goodness knows what
he wanted-—-chance to pinch something
in the school, 1 suppose! Anyhow, he

never came from my father. He's soma
confidence trickster, or ickpocket, or
somothing! ¥ you'd enllared him—--=2

“Well, he's gono now 1" said Boh.
“ The gmmfu?nﬂsa is terrific[™
“Rilly sot of asses!” grunted the
Bounder, and he tramped hack inta the
guad in & worse tomper than ever,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Two of Them !
i H 2AY, vou fellows—7

“"Run for it!"”

“IIa, ha, ha!™ _

After tho school dinner Harry
Wharton & Co. were strolling i ihe

d ing

quad, That day was the lizg Dalf.
holiday of the term, and as ihore was
no game on at Gregfriars they were
copsidering whether to %c-t along to
Wapshat to see the football mateh there,
wirichh was botween an awy camp teant
and o Kentish League eleven and was
likely to be worth watching. Billy
Buntey, looking for them, found them
thiz time—but -the mere sight of Billy
Buonter zct them into rapid motien, Tha

fat Owl of the Romove, blinking wrath-
fully aficr them through is bhig
spectacles, yelled : _

“I =ay, stopl Tein't aboub

Chyistmas ¥

“Ha, ha, ha®

The juniors, laughing, camie to a lalt.
1f Bunter was not going to mako
arrangements for tho holidays with
them they were willing to heur what
he had to zay. The fat Owl came pant-
up.

I say, yvou fcllows, abont—-"'

“Not Christmas 1™ grinned Bob, holl.
ing up a warning fingor.

“Beast! Ahount this afternaon——="=

“*0Oh, all right!” said Ilarry Wharton.
“Lika tn come along toe Wapzhot, old
fat man? Niee walk of ive nules or
so—do you good 17

“Phe walkiulness will being down the
esteemed and vidiewlous fnal ! remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“That's just what I waa grang to smpg-
gest 1™ said Buntor., *1 hear that if's
going to be a great game—and tha anow
seems holding off, eso it won't be
stopped, most hikely., Those Aie Force
men are worth watching, I hear. Let's
o, shall we? LI'm fearfully keen.”

The chums of ths Remove looked at
Bunter. If Bonter was lkeon on Soceer,
cither to pley or_to wateh, they wern
glad to hear it. But this fearful keen-
ness was rather a recent dovelonment.
Generally, Billy Bunter would not have
carried his weight a dozen vards to zce
g Cnp Hinal.

“But,” went on Dunter, “wo can's

walk! T mean, 16 would ba all righe
for me, but yon fellows would get
fagped right out.”

"We should 1™ gasped Bob Cherry.

““¥es, old chap—I should bo worried
nbout you. You can’t stay the distance
—vou've wnobt got the physique, vou
lnow

*“(3h erikey 1

“1 shouldn’t want to he =topping
every mile, waiting for you fellows o
come, uj, and all that! Iet's go io a
car [

“Olaod ere!™ said Nugent.  “Phoon
homo to Bunter Court for the Rells, oll
fak man i ;

“Weil, it would hardly get here in
time,” said DBunter thoughtfully. *1f
vouw'd suggested it before dinner it
would have been all right.”

*Oh, my hat1”

“I'he all-rightfulness would not have
heen  tervifie!” murmured  Huorree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky! But that’s all
eppene,” sald Bunter. “We can get a
car, They send out cara from Court-
field Garage, you know.”

“But they expect a chap to pay for
it 1”? abjected Dob. “And that's whore
the ehos pinches. Wea're not million-
aives liko old Smithy.” s

“They're sending one out for Smiths,
T I-‘:If::-wa.” Bunter gave o eaubious
blink round, n.ng lngvemi:l his [.'men.
“Wa'lre going to bag Smithy's car |”

 Ara gx?n?" pasped Harry Wharion
hlankly. . ] :

7 can seo Smithy letting ns do it "
wrinned Bob Cherry. o

“That's where my strategy comes m ™
explained Dunter. “I'vo worked it e
out. Smithy has lines from Quelch, srnd
Qucleh has ovdered him to :show them



% before he goes out this afterncon.
all, you know the Bounder—he likes
ragging old Queleh, I jolly well know
he hasn't done his lines yet, and he
hasn't time before he goes as he phoned
for the car to come at two sherp.”

“How do you Eknow? growled
Johnny Bull, with a snort.

“Buperfluous question I grinned Bob,
“Doesn’t Bunter know everything—
except his lessona, of course?”

*Oh, really, Cherry! I heard Smithy
mention it to wing.” said Bunter.
“¥ou fellows never hear anything.”

""We're not so keen on other fellows'
affairs 1" Wharton pointed out.

“Oh, really, Wharton| Wudl, that's
how it ial” said the fat Owl. *Smithy
daven’'t let that car come up to the
school, as he's going to sneak off with-

EVERY SATURDAY

him out hy bnggmf his car for the
afternoon! See? I'll lot you fellows
come in 1t" :

“Thanks awfully!” eaid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “But when we
want to steal a ride we'll de eur pinch-
ing without your leave.”

“Ha, ho, ha [

“Oh, don't cackle!” snapped Bunter.
"I'm offering yvou a run in a jni]_; E}?nd
car—thore and back! In return all
expect you to stand tea at Wapshot.
There's quite a decent place near the
gir camp. I'd stand you tho tea as
well as the drive, but, as it happens
I've been disappointed about a pm:-tﬂ.[
order.”

“And you ean't pinch o tes as well
as a car? asked Boh.

“Ha, ha, ha !
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*You—you—you beast ! '’ gas Billy Bunter.

Vernon-Smith. And Bunter

rolled in & bank of snow beside the road !

pnt Quelch spotting him. It's stopping
for him down the road. Well, we wnlk

along and hag it—spe 7"
“You howling asa ™
“0Oh, really, Nugent! It will be all

righi—Redwing isn’t going, as that ass
Hinithy has rowed with him. He's
always rowing with somebody, you
know. Now hao's rowed with Redwing!
And he kicked mo!” went on Bunter,
his little round eyes gleaming behind
Liz big, round spoctacles. " Kicked me,
velr know, beecause I turned down his
mvitation for Christinag——"

O erwimbs ™

“I told him I conldn't come with him,
among o lot of City bounders, you know
—hardly up to the siyle of a Publie
schicol man ™ said Bunter. "I fancy he
had been rather banking on me coming
—wanted to show off 8 really decent
chap from his school, you know-—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if I osee anything to cackle
al! Well, he got into a temper through
Redwing furning him dewn—1 mean,
through my turning him down—and
kicked me! I'm jolly well going to pay

“Look here, you fellows, it's a go,
isn't it? 1 want you to come—I hike
your company, you know[ And—and
Bmithy may eut up rusty, and—and vou
can handle him if he dovs.”

Harey Wharten glaneed up at the
clock tower over the leafless elns.

“Time we_got off,” he remarked. " We
can got o lift on the motor-bus a3 far
as Iotts’ Lanc; after that it's Shanks'
ony. If you've done your funny turn,

untop———*

“I say, old chap, it's quite safa to
bag the car! [I'll tackle Smithy if he
gives any trouble. Besides, he won't be
thore if wo got thera first and get tho
car away belore he comes! You can
tell the chauffour that Smithy's kent in,
“rh-ﬂ.rl.l:lﬂ_"""

“T'in not such an experiencnd liar as
you nre, old fat man. should wake a
muck of it answered the captain of
the Bemove.

“1la, ha, ha!™

“"Well look here—— 1 zay, you
fellows, don't walk off while a chap's
talking ! roared DBuntcr, “I say
DBeastz ! Itotiers I

5

The Famous Five, deaf to the voice of
the charmer, did walk off, They had
no time to listen to more of Billy
Bunter's entertaining conversation if
they were ‘Eainﬁ to gee the football
match at Wapshot. Smithy, in & car,
could start much later if he was going.
but the chums of the Remove muﬁi not
afford to splash money about on cars as
the wealthy Bounder did. And cer-

tainly they had not the remotest iden
of baggi Smithy’s cor—even ge &
unishment for the serious offence of

icking Bunter !

8o they walked off, leaving the Oul .
of the Remove to waste his sweetnoss on
the desert air.

It was a cold. frost
noon; the sky was 3;:

December after-
cavy with what

looked like coming snow, but they hoped

™ e

Z

-

o

“ I jolly well won't get out of this ear ! ** ** I think you will ! ** grinned
In a heap, as the Bounder unceremoniously pitched him head-first out ! The fat junior

that 1t wonld hold off long cnough for
tho meteh to be plaved at Wapshot.
They started in cheery spirits, swing-
ing along at & good rate to the corner

where thoy were fo pick up the motor-
bua  which' ran from Courtheld to
Redelyife,

The mator-bus landed them at a spot
three miles from tle school, where &
lane turned off the main road, which
was a short cut to Wapshot,

It was o milo snd a half even by the
ghort cut; but a mile and & half was
little to the sturdy juniors, and they
turned into the lane and tramped on
cheerily.

Potts' Lane wound through high
hedges that enclosed astureland,
glimmering white with a late fall of
enow.  There were severnl inches of
snow in the lane, and tracks in it
showed that the Greyfriars juniors were
not the first to pass that way, It was
heavy going,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ejaculated Bob
Charey suddenly.

¢ What—-="
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“It's raining Italians to-day!” said
Bob, with a grin, ‘

He made & gosture towards a little
building that stood back from the lane,

It was an old Army hut, which bad
been put up afier the War as the resi-
dence of a small-holder who had tried

is luck there, but had long since given

t up and @

The lonely hut had stood empty and
deserted since; in the summer the
juniors had passed it several times on
their bicyeles, but had never seen any
gign of occupation about tho place,

t semed to be ocoupied now.

Thera was no smoke from the
chisoney; but the front deor was open
and o thick-sot, bull-necked man stoo
there gazing out. His swarthy face and
blaclk %mir and eyes were thozo of an
Ttelian, _

The juniors could not hc!]? regarding
him with some ecuricsity. They hardly
ever saw &n Itelian  anywhere near
Greyfrisrs, Now, as Bob remarked, it
seemed to be rain‘ng Ttalians|_ Only
that morning o chubby-faced Italian
liad called to sea Herbert Vernon-8mith,
and now here wos onother of the same

race.

The bull-necked man was s¢anning
the lane as if in expectation of seeing
someone arrive. He fixed his glinting
black eyes on the bunch of schoolboys,
and then, as be noted that he had drawn
their attention to himself, be stepped
back into the hut and closed the door.

The Famous Five walked on, looking
and fecling rather thoughtful. It was
an odd oowncidence, at least, to sce a
second Italian oun the samo day, and
they could et help wovndering whether
he had soma connection with the first.
The man who had come to Greyiriara
had been somo zort of an impostor, asz
the Bounder had proved by catching
him out. Certainly bhe had looked =
respectable man enough; but it was
cortain that he had licd in pretendin
that he came from Hmitllﬁ’s ather, an
it was s-:r.a.rmli possible that his motive
gould be any but a questionabls one,

“1 wonder—" murmured Nugent.

“8ame here,” said DRob. “I wonder
H il

“The wonderfulness ia  terrifie,”
grinned tlie Nubob of Bhanipur.

“It's jolly queer,” said Harry slowly.
“Looka to me a3 1f there's something
on—though goodoess knows what 17

The r.:!ﬁ Army hut dizappeored from
sight: but at a distance, after mount-
ing & steep rize in the lane, tho juniors
locked back snd saw it again over the
hedges. The door was open again, and
the bull-necked Italian had come out
and twas crossing the field towards the
lane; and up the lane, from the direc-
tion of the main road, came a small
zaloont ear. It was an all-black ear, and
showed up sharply ngainst the snow on
the ground.

“That's what {ihe

spovismen  was
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watching for when we saw lum,” re-
marked Bob Chercy.

The car stopped at the ficld gate. The
distance from where the junicrs stood
was considerable, but the frosly air was
clear and their eyvosight good. They
could see the man who drove the car,
and they could seo that his face was
swarthy and chubby. It was {he Italian
who had asked for Vernon-8mith at the
gchool gates that morning. i

Evidently there was 2z connection
between the two Italians.

The bull-necked man stepped into the
car; it backed and turncd and drove
away towards the Bedelyfie road. With
the gnow on the ground rapid drivin
was rather dangerous, but the blac
zsaloon went at & great pace and
vanished in a fow minuies from the
eyes of the Famous Five,

“1 wonder what the dickens thase tweo
dashed forcigners are wup to?” =aid
Jéhnny Bull. “Neo good, you can bet
on that.”

The same thought was in the mwinds
of all the famous Co. as they frudged
on their way to Wapshot, but they did
not expect to sce anything of ihe two
Italians agein—little dreaming just then
how much they were destined fo seo of
both of them re the Christmas hoh-
days were ovor, They arrived at WaE-
ehot in tima for the Soccer mateh,
and in the excitemant of 'l.\'ﬂf:hin?_ the
game soon forgot il about the Ttalians.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Buater, Too !

o OMING ™
q “Naoil”
Vernon-8miih  ashked

question ungraciously,
Redwing's answer was curt,

The Bounder shrugmed lus shouldera
and turned away.

After what I had sald fo his ehvm
that morning it was not likely thak ted-
wing wonld avail Limself of a lift in
ihoe enr. The Bounder had given him
the chance, but zo unﬁmcinus ¥, l'lh?_t it
was very clear that he was lill in a
state of offended resenlment. A drive
with the Bounder thal afternoon meang
s wrangle, if not o quareel, and Red-
wing did not want suy moro of ik
Patient as he was with lis wilful and
headstrong chum, there was o lmit to
his paticner. Woreover, he had already
made other arrangemenis for the after-
noon, joining some of the Remove and
Fourth in fixing up a pick-up.

But the Dounder scowled, aungrier
than ever, ns he swung away; he
tramped out of gates with a hlack brow,

His lines for his Form-master, Mr.
Queleh, had been guite dismissed from
liis mind. There was time for the lines
when he pot back : it would he all right
if Queleh «idd not

the
Tom
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i know thnt theo
Boutider bLad been
aut.
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3u¢l{-h‘ hoaodd
ordered Lo 1o

bring the lines o
his study hefoio ho
went out of gales,

D

but it swas liko
Smithy to dizrepand
Iis  IForm - master’s
orders. [If it led to
trouble, as  very
likely it would, that
would be no new ex-
perience  for iho
seAporEvYRace of

Greyiriars,
Ho was nat even
thinking of 1t now :

hiza mind was foll of his resentment
against his chum—who had tarned him
down for the holidays, as he regarded it

It was odd, porhaps, that the Bounder
was so attached to Redwing, who waa
unlike him in every way; but, though
he was on friendly terms with Harry
Wharton & Co. and e dozen other
fellows, he had :ever really made a
friend at Greyfriars, except the sailor
man’s son., Bkinner and  Snoop,
Bolsover major snd Fisher T. Fish—
Flnnty of fellows, in f ould have
yeen glad to eecept hia invitation for
Chrisimas; even the famoua Co. might
have accopted it, Dut Smithy did nost
want them; be wanted Redwing, and
Redwing would not comc,

Least of all, certainly, did he want
Billy Bunter.

And when ho arrived at the corner of
Courtficld Common and found the car
there, and Billy Bunter also, he ztowled
maore blackly t befara, 3

Bunter was there, standing blinking
ab the car and the Courtfield chauffeus,
Harry Wharton & Co, had turned down
his bright idea of bagging that car; but
the fat Owl had not given up the idea
of getting a lift in it, all the same,
Bagging it on his own was impractic-
able, but the astute Owl had another
eavd up his sleeve,

o blinked at Herbert Vernon-Smith
throuph his big scles o3 iho
Boonder camo tramping up.

" Waiting for you, Bmithy, old cltap ¥
caid Bunter breezily.

#¥ou fat idiot |’

“Oh, really, Smithy—""

“Get out, you fat fool I

Vernon-S8mith tramped past him.

“0Oh, all right ' sald Bunier. His
cyea gleamed th h his spectaclea,
*All right | If you don't want my com-
pany, Voernon-Smith—"

“You know I don’t!” yapped the
Bounder. *Does anybody §"

“You cheeky beast 1" howled Bunter,

“Clear off, you fat fool _

“I'm going to elear off.” snid Buntor,
* And if Queleh asks me whether youw've
rone out, Smithy, you ean't ex e
o kerp it dariz. You'll gel rix when you
eomao m—and serve you jolly well vight,
vou heask 1

Vernon-Smith started.

Reckless za he was, and regarilless of
his Formn-master's authority, ha did nos
want AMre, Quelch to learn, if he eonld
nelp ik, that ke had gone out beforo
deing his lines. " Biz " from Quelch's
cane was neither grateful nor comfoit-
ing, even to a tough not hke the
Bounder of Greyiriars,

o loaked lopg and hacd at the fat
Owl.

Bunter grinned.

1o had Smithy in the hollaw of his
fat hand, the astute Owl considered,
Whether Buniar wounld have *snopkad *
about the Bounder was perhaps douht
ful: but, at all evants, ha could havg'
liad hoe liked, and the consequenecy
wonld have been painful for Smithy.
Those lines had been loft over for
soveral days, they had heen doubled,
aml  the HRemove master bad  told
Vernon-Bmith, very severely  end
sternly, Lhat the imposition had o Le
tlonn before he went out of gates that
hall-boltday. It was ciuiin certai that
Cueleh wonld ha deeply incenszed if le
Linow what Bunter could tell Lim,

The chauflfeur opened the ear door,

Sy drew a deep brealh,

“Atep in, Buoter ! he said quoictly.

k Weil, if vou really want mn 1o come,
vl eha ¥ said DPunter affably,

I saud step int”

“*Right-ho, old boan ¥

Bunter stepped in. The Badnder f01-
fowed him into the eov, il cliawfeur
shut the door and took bis seat, aml



the car plided away on the Redelvife
road, Smithy sat silent and grim. The
Owl of the Remove, on the other hond,
wis cheery and chatty.

“I sav, Bmithy, we shall sce some of
iie other chaps at Wapshot,” he re-
matked. “Wharton's lot have gone. If
vie run into them there, we'll all have
tea together, shall wot”

“If we dol” sgid Bmithy.
likaly.™

“Well, there'll be rather a crowd,”
admitted Bunter. *“We'll fea at that
inll,].r little place near the air camp.

I stand the tea, Smithy, as you're
etanding the car, what "

!i"D!:, do ! said the Bounder sardonie-
ally.

Heo knew how Bunter “stood ¥ a tea!
Bunter would stand gquite an expensive
spread—and discover, when the bill
came along, that he had left all his
money behind! It camo rather ex-
pensive to 2 fellow to be treated by
William George Bunter.

“I—I say, tell the man not to go so
fast, old chap !’ said Bunter unoasily.
“The roads are jolly slippery, you
Loow ¥
“You can get out if you don't like

“It's not

it.

“Oh, really, Smithy—="

“Bhut up, anyhow !”

“Loolk here, you beast, slow down ™

snapped Bunter, * Wo sha t o skid |
dB Wao shall ge 1

There's hardly another car on the
road !™
Vernon-Bmith did pot trouble to

snswer. He liked speed in a car, and

GREAT NEWS,
BOYS! GRAND

ho was always careless of possible
danger,

“Not another ear on the road except
that little black saloon that's been
behind us all the time,” snotted Bunter,
Hinking thrﬂugh the glass at the back
of the car. *“Not another car to be
gecn! Look here, I'm not going to have
my neek broken, Bmithy, if you are!”

“No loss if you did 17

“-E‘E"ﬂﬂt IJ-J )

“It won't be long now,” added the
‘Bounder, “¥You're getting out soon,”

“What cdo you mmean, blow you?”
growled Bunter. “We're hardly half-
way to Wapshot =0 far! That's Potts'
Lane just ghead.”

“T know.”

The ear ran on, and the Rounder sig-
nalled to the driver to stop as 1t came
abreast of the end of Potts” Lone. Billy
Bunter gave a squeal.

“Look heve, Smithy, wo're not going
ep that narrow lane in the car! "Tain's
safe! Stiek to the mamn road ¥

“I'm not thinking of goin’ through in
the ear.™

“What bave we stopped here for,
then ¥

“To drop a paszenger.™

Bunier blinked at him ns he threw
open tho door. There was no passenger
in the car oxcepting themselves,

“What the dickens do wou
Bmithy #* asked the fat Owl
“What passenger are you
drop "

“You 1 answered the Bounder tersels.

“Wha-a-t 7 splultered Buntor.

Smithy pointed to the snowy lane,

“You can walk to Wapshot that way,
if you want to go 1" he remarked. “Or
you can walk back to Greyiriars—or go

iea,
peevishly.
goihg to

EVERY SATURDAY

ko Jericho, or anything you dazshed well
liket Get out of this car !

Billy Bunter's eyes, and his very

ectacles, gleamed with wrath. It

awned on his fat brain now why the
Bounder had so quictly acceded to his
demand for a lift in the car. He was
three miles from the sehocl—and a mile
and a half from Wapshot by the shorg
cut ]  And that unutterable beast was
going to strand him there |

“¥You—vou—you beast [ asped
Bunter, “Pulling my leg! I jolly well
won't get out |

“I think you will I* grinned Smithy.

And Bunter did—in a heap, as the
Bounder unccremoniously pitched him
head-first out | He rolled
snow beside the road and roared.

“Ow! Beast! Wow! I say, old
fellow—<3mithy, old beast—I miean, old
chap—T &n M

“Ha, ha, hal* voarsed the Bounder.
Ha slammed the car door and signed to
the grinning chauffeur to drive on.

Buntor scrambled up.

“Bmithy I” he yelled. “I sdy,
Smithy, you can't leave me herel I
can’t walk to Wapshot—I ecan't walk
back—I coan't—— Ob, you rotter!
Beast ¥
. Bunter shook a fat fist after the glid-
ing car. Ho gasped with rage ang in-
dignation. But there weas no help for
it, Away at a spanking speed went the
Bounder's cor, and after it, at the same
speed, ran the little black saloon that
had followed it from the school. Both
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of them disappeared from Billy Bunter's
gaze—and he was left on his lonely own,
a solitary figure in & snowy landscape !

—rrawr—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Any Port In a Storm !

pORDS failed Billy Bunter.

Besides, “his feelings could
not have been expressed in
words, anyhow, And he
needed all his breath.

standing at the corner of Potts' Lane,
after the car had vanished, Bunter had
to think it out.

Three miles back to Greyiriars was
cxacily twice as bad as a2 mile and a
half to Wapshot ! Harry Wharton & Co.
were at Wapshot, and, beasts as they
were, they would stand him his train
farc back, at least, cven if he did not
sueeeed in “sticking ' them for a tea.
It ho missed thewn in the crowd there,
certainly his last state would be worse
than his first. But that was a chance
he veally had to talke.

Buuter started to walk up Potts’ Lane.

It was rather hilly, it was inches
deep in snow, hardly any traflic having
disturbed the last fall. Tyre tracks
sliowed that a car had been up the lane
and back again some time pgo: but
there was no ear to be seen now, or
Bunter would have iried to beg & lift.
It was not & day for motering, with
snowy, ekiddy roads, and the h;ﬁy lane
was little used by any vchicles at any
fime,

Bunter tramped !

Fortunately, ha was in no burry, He
had not the slightest desire to sce thoe
football match at the aic camp ground
—ho enly desired to arvriva in fime to

in a bank of

i

watch for Harry Wharton & Co. when
they came away., Ten to one they would
have tea before they started home, and
if they did, Bunter was not going to bo
left out, As tho match could hardly
have started yet, Bunter had mure than
an hour end & half to negotisle & mifo
and a half—which was fairly easy even
for Billy Dunter.

Ho his fat little legs went at a snail-
like pace as he plugged up Potts’ Lane
from the Redelyfe road, and he stopped
at intervals for a rest. But his rests
were brief, for the anow on the ground
was cold and clammy.  And fences
ridged with snow, hedge-banks glean-
ing with frost, did not look inviting for
sitting down,

Shakespeare has remarked, with hie
usual wisdom, that when sorrows come
they come not single spies, but in
battalions! Thus it was with Bunter.

1t began to snow !

As 1f 1t was not bad enough for the
fattest and laziest fellow in the wide
world to be landed miles from every-
where, it had to snow! Tt only re
mained for cruel Fate to play that trick
—and cruel Fate played it

A cold, froezing wind, laden with
whirling flakes, smote Billy Bunter, and
smote him sharp and ha.rcf:

The snowfall must have heen very dis-
conecerting to the footballers at Wap-
shot and the crowd who watched them.
Bunter, of eourse, did not give a thought
to that., There was only one person in
the universe that matiered—and his
name was W. . Bunier.

But W. G. Bunter mattered very much
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—very much indeed! Billy Bunter was
deeply and tenderly concerned about
W. G. Bunter,

He groaned dismally,

On either side of him, as he plugged
on, wele snowy hedges and snowy fields,
stretching into dim infinity. There was
no shelter by leafless trees, ridged on
all their branches with snow. Only one
building was to be seen—an old Army
hut back in the fresty ficlds,

Bunter groaned, and stop
tree, hoping that the snow th
pass off. [Instead of passing off., it
thickened. It was, perhaps, a little
better under the tree than in the open.

But not for long! A branch, heavily
laden with acoumulated snow, sagged,
and shot its burden downwards—on
Bunter [

The fat junior jumped, with a startled
squeak, as a regular avalanche of snow
landed on him.

“Oh criks{ 1"

He scrambled away from the tree!
The open was better than this! But in
the open it was awful—falling snow and
cutting wind 1 Billy Bunter thought of
the Bounder with deep feelings. ke had
only one comfort. Very likely the
Bounder's car would skid in thiz, and
he would get a tumble |

His eyvea and his spectacles turned on
the ald Army hut scross the fielde, It
had been unceeupied he know for years.
It was to let, but nobody wanted it. It
was sure to be dark and dawmp, and
dank and dismal. PBut it was hetber than
& snowstorm in the open, if he conld get
into it

It would be just like the owner to
lock it up against trmnps and way-
farers, Bunter reflected bitterly. Ten
to one. if he trudged across the snoww
ficld to it, he would find that he could
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not got in.  But the litkle wooden porei
in the [ront was better than nothing.
Tho gate was half open, jammed in
enow.  Bunter tmdgmf through, and
gh,! ged up the path to the little wooden
uilding, the fast-falling flakos covering
Liis feotprints as fast as e mode them.

He reached the hut. The front door,
w3 ho expecind, wos locked, and the
little poreh gave hardly any shelter,
The wind from the sea blew right into
if, whirling snowflakes. A hefty guss
flung Bunter against tho doeor, and he
hmped on it, :g;ma];-img;i3

“Oh loy' i groaned Bunter.

ITe plugged out of the porch and
I[:Iugged vound the building. Behind it
w would have, at least, some shelter
from the searching wind. He blinked at
cvery window, with ecager eyos for one
apet.  MNofte was open; bhub several were
crackad, and two or three were broken—
13 g0 often happens to the windows of
lonely buildings left unoccenpied.

The fat Owl squeezed up ¢lose to a
window where 8 whole pane was missing
save for o fow jagged cdges. He in-
seried his arm, and groped tor the catch
inzgide, The cateh was old and rusty and
stiff; bt hie jerked it hack, and then,
with some dilficulty, got the cascuent
R

It was a small window, and not ecasy
for Bunter to jam his fat circumference
throwgh. But he squeczed and shoved
and struggled through, and dropped,
razping, into tho room inside,

He closed the window after him. Thae
rogm waz empty, dank, end chill, The
wind whistled in ot the open pane, blow-
g in snow.  Ieaving recovercd his
beeaih after his exertions, the fat junior
cvoseed to the door, opened it, and
passed into ihe adjoining room.

This was the main room, aon which

the front door openad, Thore were no

Nazsages ; ouly three rooms in a row,
apening out of one another.

“0h i gasped Bunter suddenly.

Hia eycs almozt popped through his
spactacles 11 his surprise. On the foor
of the middln room were traces of snow,
evidently dropped fromn the hoots of
someone wha hiad been thore that day.

Leen no fire. Blin!—:ing
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Bunter's fat heart jerked uncomlfort-
ably. Hao had taken it for 51‘&11%& that
the old but was unoceupied, as it had
been for some time. Xf it was, after all,
occupied, the occupant was very likely to
take Billy Bunter for a burglarl _

But the silence reassured him. The
oecupant, if any, was not at home just

then. Bunter remoembered the tyro.
tracks in the lane. Somebody had been
thare, but had gonoe in a car. To maka

snre, he crossed thoe middle room, opened
the farther door, and blinked into tho
third room. It was unfurnished and
cmpty.

o haod the place to himself !

There was no fire in the rusty old

rate, and no sort of fuel to be seen.
%hmept for a conple of old benches and
o trestle table, thers was no furnmiture.
In such a state the place could hardly
be occupied. Buntor certainly did not
want to be discovered thera by some
irate tenant returning.

But he took comfort. Somchody had
heen there, but most likely it wag only
somebody who had obtained tho m
from the estate agent ot Courtfield,
coma to view the place, and gone again
in his cor. That scemed most probahle
to Buntcr.

He sat on one of the old benches, to
rest his weary fat limbs and wait for the
snow to stop. Ik dawned om him that
the middle room was not so cold as the
others. Yet there was no firo, and had
ound him through
his big spectacles, discovered, with
nstonishment, & small brazier standing

in tha,frnte, packed with smouldering
charenal.

His spectacles almost fell off in his
ENTPrige.

Buriter had been abroad in holiday
time, and he was aware that in Con-
tinental countries 16 was not unconmeon
for such a contrivance to bo used to
take the chill off & room.

The warmth, faint as it was, was
grateful and comforting on that bitter
December day., DBut it was amazing.
HJome forsigner might have been thers
to view the place—possibly. Dut wh
had he brought a braziey with him, and,
ahove all, why had ho left it behind?
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It could only mozn that e was coming
back ! That, again, could only mean
that the place, aiter being empty so
long, was taken, and that Euntsr was o
trespasser, likely to be found there ai’
anf moment, with trouble to follow,

Te almost made up his fat mind to
go. But ta_hﬂﬂﬁgl blast of wind, dashing
snow against the door end window,
banished that idea. Hao jolly well wasn't
going out in that |

After all, if the man come back, hLe
ccould explain that he had teken sheltor
from the snow—meaning no harm, A

od-tempered man wouldn’t mind!

unter hoped that the man, if e came,
would prove good-tem red—not ona of
thoso hﬂ.st.{] ersons who might kick a
fellow out before he had time to explain
that ho wasn't a framp or o burglar |

Meanwhile, he snuggled aver the little
brazier for warmth. He watched the
window for & sign of the snow abating,
and he listened for a sound of anyoue
coming.

The snow did not abate, but affor a
time he heard tho sznorting of a car
lnbouring up the snowy lane, and haew
that someone was coming. He rose from
tho bench, went to the front window, and
riubbed a spot clear to peer through.

If the man looked & reasomable, good-
tempered sort of chap he would await
his entrance, and explain. If hoa looked
& beast, Dunter would retreat into tho
side room, - where ho had entered, and
kecp doggo. As a lost resource, he could
got out of the window again. DBut that
was o very last resource in the present
state of the weather.

Having rubbed the frosty mist clear
on a spot of the pane, Bunter blinked
ithrough, and seanned the car that had
stopped at the pate.

As he did ro, his eyes widened behind
hiz spectacles, and his fat jaw dropped,
in an cxtroordinary mingling  of
astonishment and terror,

Transfixed by what he saw, the fat
Owl of the Remove stoed rooted, his fat,
little nose pressed to the window-pane,
hiz astopnded eyes almozt  hulging
through his speectacles.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up !

HT HFE mad fool!” snarled the
ounder.
. There was a sudden grind-
ing of brakes,

It waz 8o near & collision that it made
Vernon-Smith, ivon-netved as ha was,
cateh his breath. ]

S8mithy was o conple of miles past
Potts' Lane, after his pacting with Billy
Bunter, when it Dappened. At that
point the Wapshot road turned off tha
Redelyffe road. The dnow had startod
o fall, and the Courtfield chauffeur had
aluwcch down, in view of the dangerous
siate of the read. He turned the corner,
and as he did so the black saloon, which
had been hanging on behind at o short
distance, suddenly acceleraied, and shot
ahead.

‘It eame swooping round the ecorner,
passed the Bounder's car, shot in fronk,
and pulled across. It was not a skid—
it was a deliberate action, and the black
saloan car blocked the way. The Court-
ficld chauffenr jammed on bis brakes
nud stopped, with his car almost nosing
intg the black saloon. .

The black car had stopped—right in
the way. The Wapshot road wase little
inare than a lone, much narrower than
the main road tho Bounder had just left
pehind. There was no room for his car
+o pass until the black saloon shifted,

He rottled down the window and
shouted savogely:
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With 8 grasp on Vernon-Smith’s arm, Count Z
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ero turned towards the Courtfield chauffeur. © You will drive my servant

where he directs youl* he said quietly. “If you resist, or attract attention, he will klll you!*™ With Beppo’s autp-
matle pressing on his ribs, the chauffeur was forced fo obey.

“You doshed sss, do you want an
eecidont? What tho dickens do _you
think you are up to? Mad, or what?
Get out of the way 1”

Two men jumped from the black
zaloon.

One was a short, thick-gzet, bull-necked
man, with a swarthy Italian foce. The
othor was also an Itslian, with a face
equally dusky, but chubby in its outlines
—a face the Bounder had seen before.
1t was the man who had spoken to him
at the school gate that mnming. It was
the chubby man who had besn rivmgf.

Vernon-Smith stared at him blankly.

He bad almost forgotten the incident
of the morning, He%w.d supposed that
the foreigner was some sort of a rogue,
coming to the school with 'a pretended
mezape  from Mr, Samuel Vernon-
Smith. But the fellow had ecut and run,
and Smithy bad not supposed for a
moment that he would ever see him
Bgain,

ow ho saw him.

ITe was surprised to see him, and still
more SUrpris at his actions. Leav-
ing the black saloon the two Italians
wade for the Bounder's car.

“Presto, Beppo ! rapped the chubby
mar.

The bull-necked man—evidently named
Feppo—ran to the Courtheld chanffear.
Mo that individual's utter amaoazoment,
he jummed the muzzle of an automatic
into hiz ribs. The chauffeur gave a
{'_"{!!'l'l."l.lIE-I'L'ﬂ JUTn k.

"My evel ?s this a held-up?™ he
ejaeulated.

Evidenily 1t was.

The chaunfieur sat very still.  With
an  auntomatic grinding throogh  his
cont into his ribs, and black fieree oyes
glinting at him from a dark fierce
face, o bad no choice in the mattor.

The Bounder slared like a fellow 1w
8 dream,

It wos & hold-up. The chubby man
stepped to the window of tho car, and

in Liz hand also was sn automatie.
Its ugly little black barrel menaced
the Bounder.

“We meet again, signorino,” smiled
the Italian. ‘tﬁ silent | Do not call,
though therp is no one to hearl Wo
meet again—and this timo I know you
by sight, my little Vernon-Smect.””

The Bounder gritted lus teetln

Ile knew now whab that visit to the
school in the morning meant. The
man was not a pickpocket or o sneak-
thicf; his object in calling at Groy-
frianrs had been to see Ilerbert Vernon-
Smith, so that he would know him by
sight.  In that, certainly, he had
suceecded.

This hold-up had been planned—ior
what reason the Bounder could not be-
Ein to guess, But it had ovidently
cen necessary for tho [talian to know
him by sight, as a first measure,

“Step from the car!”

“Fhet do vou want?’ muttered ihe
Bounder savagely, “If you're a thief,
I suppose you can bag what I've got.
I suppose vou've found out somehow
that my father’s zich, and I have
meney about me."’

To his surprise the chubby, awarthy
face flushed, The man did not sceem
to like being taken for a thief, though
it was hard to gucess what else he was

“T am pot here to rob you, boy ™ i
snapped. Hatep  from the  car!
Prosto 1™

“And why?”

“ Ask nothing ; obey ™

The Italian shot a swift glunce rownd

hirn, There was no one in sight on the
road, or in tbe adjeining  pasinre-
lands in the falling =now, n such

wenther overylhing was favourable for
thet sudden hold-up.

But there was danger every mimmle
of some pedestrian coming along; and
though there were no enrs on the vonds,
ihe motor-huses rolled along from Ited-
clyfle ot half-bour intervals—and the

spot was in sight from the main road
if the Redelyffe motor-bus should pass.
For the moment all was safe: but the
hold-up men had no time to waste,

The Italian made a tiwestening
gesture with the pistol,

“ Step out !

“I won't!" said {he Dounder, Le-
tween his teeth, * What do von want ¥
Don’t think youw can scare me with
that pﬁp‘?un. am ng fool tn L
frightencd,”

. “¥You have courage, and nerve. Yi
15 frue that I shall not sheoot yon,”
grinned the chubby man. “But if yvon
give mo trouble, I shall stun yen wilth
and take

8 Dblow, you with  nw,
senseless.”’

He wrenched open the donr, andd
grasped the DBounder withh lus  lefi

hand, Vernon-Smith elusgz 1o the door,
his eves blazing.

“Bo this 12 kiduapping ¥ he hizssed.

" Btep out 1

The Bounder resisted.  But  the
emiling, swarthy face chanmed itz losk
fo one of coucenirated fevocity. The
hand holding the pistol rese, aud the
Dounder know that a stumning Llow
Wis Coniing.

He stopped from the car.

The driver looked at him helplosely,
With a grasp on the Bouwder's avm,
a steely grip that the schoolbov had ne
chanee of breaking, the Italinn turped
towards the Courtlield deiver,

“You will drive myv servanl where
ho direets you,™ lhe spud quietls, “If
vonr resist, or attempt to ottract alten-
tion, he will kil you, throw vour body
Lehind a hedge, and drive the cur Lin-
sell,. I warn you that you are ia
desperate hands ™

lle added a fow words in Italian fo
ithe bull-neeked man.

Beppo dropped inlo fhe =eal lLezide
the Conretlield deiver. Coneealed by his
cont, his automatic was shll pressing

Tune Macwer Lipnany.—No, 1,452,
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on the driver’s yiba.  Thera was ne
help for it, and the Courtfield man
backed his car to the main road and
drove nwaaj. ] _ .

Vernon-Smith ground his teeth with
helpless rage as his car disappe
from sight. i
the chubby-featured Italian, who was
smiling again now. He looked a good-
tempered, 1ndeced Eﬁmmbmnﬂmmd
man, but the Boun had not for-
gotten the blaze of ferocity he had
scen in his face, :

“You will honour me by stepping
into my car, little signor.”

Smithy breathed bard as he cast a
desperate glance round. But for his
sulky temper his chum BRedwing would
have been with him. There mighi
have becn & chapes with fwo of them.
Now ha was alone, at the mercy of a
mugd who was ready to strike him
senscless at & eign of resstance.

Ha stepped into the black saloom,

Tho autematio pistol disappeared
into the Italian’'s coat. He whipped a
loop of cord over the Bounder's wrists,
and draw it 4 . -

“Fousatemi I’ he. said apologetio.
ally. “Have no fear; you will not be
harmed 1"

“Do I look as
rrowled . Vernon-S8mith.
willy ass !

The Italian stared at him, laughed,
and set the car in motion. He bachked
inte the maein road and started—in the
Jdirection opposite from that taken by
Beppo in the Courtficld ecar.

Dangerous as the road was in the
falling snow, the galoon shot
slong ewiftly—going back the way the
Bounder had come. Smithy sat silent
and savage.

Te his surprise the car turned as
{hip corner of Potts” Lane was reached.
e stared round at the Italiam,

The car snorkted up the hilly, snowy
lane. qu&rently the Itslian had a
stopping-place there. Probably it was
his intention to wait for dark before
petting away with his prisoner, Ha
had ga;d luek in the hﬂld-zf‘ but
carrying off the kidonapped schoolboy
in brood daylight was another mattor.

The car sfopped ot a goate, and the
Bounder, as ho saw the old Army hut
hovond, understood. He guessed that
he was to be “parked *’ there till it
wae eafo to get him away.

“Vou rotter!” he breathed. “Oh,
you rotter ] You'll smart for this! Do
von think my father’s the man to pay
ransom to 2 kidoapping scoundrel?"

“That 13 not my intention, little
signor.”

*“Then askod
Bounder. :
~ If Lie was not kidnapped for ransom,
ha could not imagine why he had been
kiduapped.
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if I was afraid?”
“Don't be a

wlhat ¥ the amazed

Ha was left slome with

DON'T FORGET, CHUMS—

“Your lather, the cxcellent Vernon-
Smeet, has never mentioned mo to

ouf” asked the Ttalian, amiling.
‘Ho has not spoken of Count Zora?l
";{ﬂﬂHm Zoro 7 repeated the Boundar,

o
" Possibly not. But now you meest
not a2 motor-bandit, littlea signor,
not a kidoapper—a count of [taly!
But we are here—descend !

He stepped from the car, and drew
the Bounder after him, With his
hands bound, unable to resist, Vernon-
Smith was walked up the snowy path
to the hut, Count Zero’s grip like iron
ofi his arm.

e

THE SEVENRTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Behind the Scenes!
BIL-:II;Y BUNTER almost fell

wil.
It was difficult for ths 0wl
of the Remove to helieve his
oyes, or his. spectacles, as he stared
through the window of the old hut.
He blinked at Herbert Vernon-
Smith's savage faca as the Bounder
came vp the path from the pgate, his
hands tied togother, and the grip of
the swarthy Ifalian on his arm.
Sratthy was a prisonec—that was
ovident to tha fat Owl's amazed cyes.
Somchow or offer he had been got

out of his car and brought here—a
prisoner. It was absolutely amazing,
to Bunter.

Btupefied by what he saw, the fat
Owl blinked, with bulging eyes, as the
Bouader cama closer, with the Italian’s
grip on his arm. Not till they bad
nearly roached the door did the
amazed Owl wake to a realisation of
his own peril,

Then he backed from the window,
gasping.

Only the fact that the panes wera
thickly frested prevented him from
bemng seen by the dusky man coming
up the path, for there were no cur-
tains or blinds. But execept in the
spot that Bunter had rubbed c¢lear fo
look through, the glass was opague—
ho eould not be seen.

But as he stood pelpitating he heard
the two of them stop in the porch and
the sound of a key inserted in a lock.

He had no time to lose.

Bunter had feared that perhaps some
bad-tempered man might find him there
and kick him out. He understood now
that it was something much more
serions than that that he had to expect
if that swarthy foreigner found him
there. The man had plainly seized
Vernon-Smith by viclence—ho was a
kidnapper! What be might do to a
fellow who spotted him in his secret den
would hardly bear thinking of.

The fat 5-1-1 backed away, in deep
trﬂﬂdatmﬂ, to the adioining room,
backed into it, and shut the door. Ie
wasz safe for the moment from observa-
tion when the Ttalian entered the hut.

e was none {oo soon. He heard the
elick of & key, the ereaking of a damp
old door pushed open, footsteps, and a
slam. Tho Italian and his prizoner were
in _the living-room, which Bunter had
guitted less than a minute ago,

Bunter hardly breathed.

What would that awful foreign villain
do if he found him there? Knoek him
on the head, perhaps! At least, keep
him & prisoncr like the Bounder. He
would hardly let him clear off to tell
what he had secn

He crept across the room towards tho
window by which e had clamibered in.
The bhave floovboard erealiod wader him.

The sound was slight, imt fo Bunter's
terrified  ears it sowmded  almost like

thunder. IMe stopped, his heart thump-
ing. If the villain heard him and canne
to investigate Ho remembered, too,
that the damp old window had creaked
loudly when he opened it, the rusty
hin grated. rtainly the man
would hear from the adjoiniog room.

He dared not attempt to open the
window—he hardly dared stir; indeed,
he hardly dared breathe. He blinked
round for somnewhera to hide, in case
the kidnapper locked in. But #he room
was empty; thera was nothing to hide
betlﬁnd; not even a cupboard to creap
into,

Fﬂ-ptaiegsl Bunter, without stopping
to sched behind the door, so that
it hida him if it were apened.

Iy a few seconds later it openead.

. He did not sce the man who looked
m  Count Zero gave only a careless
glanoe into the room

Bunter, blotted from sight behind the
open door, eceased to. bieathe for the
moment. It was only a moment, but
it seemed & century, an age, to the torri-
fied fat juniot.

Then the door closed again.

Bunter panted.

_He heard the footsteps cross the
living-room io the door on the other
side. He guessed that the man was
f}anmng nto the other empty room.

6 heard o door open, and then shut
again.

. The mao had glanced in, and was not
likely to do so again. So long as ho
kept quiet, Bunter was safe.

The murmur of voices reached him,
Thers wera two or three chinks in the
rickety old door, and Bunter, moving
with grent coufion, applied his eye to
one of them. He could see into the
lwmgﬁmnm through the chink, snd ho
saw -Herbert Vernon-3mith sitting on
the bench where, 8 short timoe before, he
had been sitting himself, the prizoner’s
bound hands resting on his knecs.

~ The chubby-faced Italian was stand-
ing, looking at him, a smilo on his dusky
face. It was Zero who was speaking,

_"Not You have never heard of me,
Iittle signor? No? But have no fear:
vou are not in lawless hands, Vou are
—what do you call it in your frightful
lnnguage I—a hostage ™

*A hostage I” repeated Vernon-Smith.
. “8oon you leave school, I think, for
3l Hamlﬂw-g'nu call it Christmas in vour
barbarous tongue  Natale and the Cago
d’Anno  you will spend with me—
Christmes and the New Year Day.”

" Are you mad ¥ asked Vernon-Smith,
n ampzement.

And Bunter, behind tht door, won-
dered alas.

Count Zoro lavghed, with'a gleam of
whito tecth.

Pazzo, no! I am not mad, little
signor{ You will be iy Christmas
guest. I shall try to make you comfort-
able. Not here,” he added, grinning.
"You arve here only for a fow hows.
You go to other quarters when it is
dark. In the daytime thero are tdo
many oves open even in this o
Frightful English weather., After it is
dark, we travel safely ™

“I guessed that onol!” snarled the
Bounder. “¥ou came to the school this
morning to pick me out, and I suppose
vou have been watching ihe place for
me to-day.”

“Cortal I learn it 15 holiday ab tha
school this day. I think perhaps vou
take walk. I keep one watch,” smiled
Zero. " Having learned to know yau
by the sight, it 13 casy. I see you walk
out; I sce you mount a car; I {ollow,
There i3 a fat ragazzo in_ yowr" com-
pany. Hod ho remained, I take i
also—not for that I want hom, bt to

Condinucd cn page 12)
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Loap Tz tongue quiek. e would be
prisonor alto whore you are going.”
Bunter, belind the door, suppressed a

asph. .
EHu did not know that “ragazao ¥
meant “boy,” but he knew that it was
tg him that the Italian slluded., Hoe
knew now what would happen to ]
if this villainows foreigoer found Lhum,

“But you drop the fa$ ragazzo out
of your car,” went on Zero. “That is
all to the best. I am not troubled with
him. My luck is . On such a day,
which is frightful weather even for
Jingland, there are fow on the roads.
As if to please me, you take & lomely
rogd in & car._J stop yon in the most
solitary si)l:-t. I take you."

_He smiled genially, cvidently pleased
with his easy success in.an enterpriso
that might have proved very difficult.

“This wretched place "—the Italian
=hivered, glancing round tho dismal hut
~“it is useful, as being so near the
school, to place you if I catch you, fill
it iz safe to carry wou so far.” Hae
vhuckled. “I ask of an agent a key for
o view. JIs it not simple? T keep a
key two, threa days. Then I shall
veturn the key, with a message thab it
will Tgﬂt“ it il i

"You're a Eﬁrﬂ cunning rascal,” sai
Vernon-Smith, "gul; I :!lgn't see what
vour game 18] You've got m

“Certo | grinned  the
“ Bicuve 1" .

“But what do you want me for if 1t's
not  ransom " smarl tho Bounder.
“¥ou haven't kidnapped meo to ask me
to & Uhristimas pa::g, I supposo 1”

Tho count laughed loud and long.

“1 like you, ragazzo mio!™ he said.
"I admire courage—and you have
courage | Many bors, they would be
lerrified.’?

The Bounder gave a giunt of cons
tlﬁmFtl - =

“It's not so tjﬂuF casy to frighten
me 1™ he snapped. “But can’t you tell
mao what vow've pulled off tlis stunt
Foop 37 "

“I have sald—youn are a hostapge.
Your father, the rich oand financial
Yernon-Smeet, will listen to you, if not
to me. From s place where he will
nevey hnd you, he will receive a letter
from you., ¥ou will ask him to sell his
estate of Polpelly to cortmin agents to
whom he has refused to mnake the zale.
For this estate, I think, he give a fow
thousands of your pounds. He shall sell
at a profit—anything in reason. But if
lw still refuse to sell, he shall never see
Lis son again I

“Mad, I sup 1” zaid the amazoed
Bounder. “I know my father has an
old place on the coast of Devonshire
_called Polpelly. It's worth next to

nothing, and I don't zeo why he
shouldn't sell it if anybedy wants to buy
it,  But if you fancy lo can be
iirestened  inte  doing  anyth rngi{ ho
doosn’t choose to do, vou don’t know
my pater.”

“Do I not?” smiled the count. * Dut
perhaps he forgo thet obstinacy when
ho receive a letter from his son, a
prizoner.” ]

“You'll find out different.” )

“But jf he still refuse, he receive
another letter, and in the second letter
thiero will be an ear that once aderned
ts son's bead [ said the count. ™ And
I think that the great Vernon-Bmeet
will not wait tll hoe reecive tho zecond
carl YWhat de you think ¥

~ Vernon-Smith looked at the man.

Lhe dark, chubby face was smiling, but

it i;l:r.ut in the black eyes was like cold

:'1. el

A shiver went through the Bounder,

in spite of his nerve. nbalievable as
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it was, ne knew that the desperado was
in egroesk.

"“¥ou faney you can play Italian
brigand tricks in this country I™ he said.
There wes a husky note in hi3z veice.

“I think sol” assented the count.

" And why, if you're not mad, do you
want Peolpelly, a rambling old house on
the coast, gone to tack and ruin—warih
nothing, unless, as my father thinks,
there 18 tin under the ground. You're
not after a mining proposition, I
suppoze I

"1 know nothing of tin. Nej; I do
not secek a mining proposition.” The
connt laughed., “I have a reason; it is
not for amuscment that I come to this
fr:glhtful climate. But that reason I
shall not confide to yom, little signor.”

“And you think you'll get away with
this i said the Bounder, betwern his
teeth. “ Why, you fool, I shall be miszed
at the school! I shall be searched for.
The driver of my car will go to the
police,”

“Non ancora—not yet!” smiled the
count.  “Your driver will drive your
cer & hun miles from here—Beppo
will sec to that, And after, Be:ﬁpn will
drop him in a lonely spot, with many
miles to walk, and eseape in the car.
The good chauffeur will not talk to your
so etficient police until long after you
are in & sate place. d your ool-
master, 1 think, will ecarcely know
where to look for you.”

The Bounder's heart sank,

It was plain that the kidnapper lad
laid his plans carefully. There did not
seem & hitch anywhere. 8o long as tha
mntrir daylight lasted, the kidmapped
schoolboy was safe out of sight in that
lonely hut. After dark, it would be
casy for the count to runm him, in the
car, unseen, anywhero he liked,

Vernon-Bmith sat silent.

Clount Zero turned to tho window, and
looked out. His car, at the gate, was
roofed with white. The snow was still
falling. He shivered. The braszier took
the bitterest chill off the room, but it
was very cold. He muttered to himself
in his own tongue, and the Bounder
caught the word “fredde,” which, from
its similarity to tha. French word
“froid,” he guessed referred to the cold.
No doubt he found an English wintor
rather a change from sunny Italy.

“Hai fredda, signorino” le azked,
“You have cold, little eignori”

“I'm jolly noarly freezing!” grunied
the Bounder, )

“ Anche io—also I1” said the Iialian.
“It iz for my sins, no doubt, that I am
in this feerful country, But there are
rugs in tho car—also one basket, with
food and wine. We shall eat before we
begin & so long Jaurpei to a distant
place! But, scusatemi—I must sece you
safe, even to leave you for some
minutes.*

He drew a cord from his pocket, and
tied the Bounder to the bench on which
he sat. Then he opened the front door
and went out, cfut'-uug up his coat collar,
and carefully elosing the door after him.

The Bounder, left alone, wrenched
savagely at the cords. But he know
that it was useless. Then suddenly he
rave so convulsive a jump that the
bench almost overturned, as a door
creaked open, and a fat voica squealed :

“1 eay, Bmithy, is that beast genet”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Escape !

VERNDH-EMITH stared at the cord

Owl of the Remove with
starfing eycs,

The ghost of Billy Buntor
conld nol have startled him morg.

No more than the Italian count, had

he imagined st theve was anyone elee
in the lonely hut—least of all Billy
Bunter |

Indeed, for a sccond, the DBounder
almost fancied that his eyes and ears
were deceiving him.

Eilly Bunter peered round the room
cautiously through his big spectacles.
Through the chink he had seen the
Italian go, and shut the front door after
him. Bunter was shivering with cold—
1t was much colder m the room where
he had taken refuge than in the living-
roam. The fat Owl's teeth were almost
A 1 a

mithy [ he gasped. _
“Bunter 1” said Vernon-8mith almost

¥

“I say, is that beast gone, or iz ho
coming back?” gasped Bunter,

“Ho’s coming back—ha's only. gone to
fetch somo t-hmga from the car | 'The
Bounder pulled himself together
instantly. It was absolutely amaazing to
hunltu seo Bunter there—but dhere he
Was

The Bounder was the fellow to make

the very most of that utterly unlooked-
for chance. He was cool again in a
momaoent,

“ Bunter, get me loose—quick! He
will be a few minotes, at least—ton,
perhaps | Get mea loosa I he breathed.

“I—I'd better sea whether ho's cloar,”
stammered Bunter. He peered from ihe
window. He had a back view of the
Italian, going down.to.the gate, which
Lie hn:f not yet reached. It was heavy
going through the wind and the znow.

Vernon-Bmith snapped his teeth with
angry impatience.

“guick, you fat fool 17

“h, reallyy Smithy—-7"

“Have you a ot-knife? Quick 1”7
hissed the Bounder.

“He hasn’t got to the car vet,” said
Bunter. “I1 say, I'm going to get you
out of this, Smithy! I could have got
put of the window and bunked, but I
jolly well wonlde’t leave you to it, old
chap I”

“Have you a pocket-knife?” hiseed
the Bounder.

(81 'i"'m'l}

“ (ot it out, then—quick

“But I left it in tho study |

“What 7

] had i1t to sharpen a pencil and
left it on the table in the siudy.”

“You unspeakable idiot I

“Look here, Smithy——"

“There's & }Egﬂkmm‘ in my breast-
pocket, Get hold of it!? oun potty

ise, do wou want ibat villain to

catch you heref” ; e

“I thick a chap might be civil when
a chap—="

“%uick i hissed the Bonnder.

“I'mt being as guick as I ecan,

Smithy,” ssid Bunter, fumbling in the

Bounder’s pocket for the penknife, “Is

that it! No, that's s fountain-pen.

Oh, here it is! All right, old chap.”
Even at opeming a penknife Bunter

was clumsy. His fat fingers fumbled
and erawled. ~The Bounder watched
him, mad with

lmlpia.tmnm,

Certainly, the Italinn had not the
rermaotest idaa. of what was happening
in tha hut he had left, and was not
likoly to hurry himself. Btill, minutes,
coven moments, wera precious. DBunter's
amazing presence in the old hut was s
chance for the kidnepped Boundor—anid
his nnl%rﬂmﬂc& If it failed, all was
lost. e trembled with fierce
impatience as the fat junior got tho pen-
knife open and began to saw ot the

“guick 1* he breathed.

“Owl Ieep still ” gasped Bunter.
““Vou've made me cut my finger.” Tha
fat Owl left off sawing to suck a
scratehed fat finger.
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Vernon-Smith, left alone, wienched savagely at his bonds. Then suddenly he gave a convulsive jum
** I say, Smithy, is that fat beast gons ? "

open and a fat voice squeaked :
with starting eyes.

Tho Bounder could have gnashed his
teeth  with rage. His eyes almost
flamed at tho fat and fatuous Owl,
“Will you get me loose?” he hissed.
“Oh, you fool, you idiot, will you get
me logse before that villain comes
back ¥

“Ow! My finger—"

“*¥ou mad idiot, buck up! Be guick
uick-—quick 1"
_-%‘ﬂrtunately. ihe possibility of the

Italian returning made Bunter realise
the need of haste. He sawed at the
cords again.

Vernon-8mith’s hands come free, and
he snatched the knife from Bunter'a
hand, and cut loose his legs.

He leaped from the bench.

#1—1 say, Smithy——"

“Bhut up, idiot!”

Herbert Vernon-Smith ran to fhe
window. He peered out. "Tho door of
the car was open, and the Italian was
inside the ealoon. - Bmithy had a
glimpse of him, packing heavy rugs
over his arm.

“WWe've got time !” he breathed.

#Y pay—="

“Bhut np, dummy ! I've got to find &
way out at the back 1"

‘1 eay,
by—it's unfastened, and—"

“Quick, then I

Bunter led bim into the side room.
The Bounder ran to the little casement
nnd tors it open. It flew open with o
lond erenk of rusty hinges. Mo was
about to fling himself out, but Le
paused.

" ¥You first, fathead "' ho said.

That was Bunter's idea also.

“Lend e a hand, old chap!™ lLie
gasped.  “There ain’t mweh room. I'm
not skinny, like you, you know.*

The Bounder grasped him, bunked
him_ to the window. and shoved him
headlong throngh. It was, as before, n
tight fit; but Banler got out much faster

there’s the window I got in

EVERY SATURDAY

N
¥ ||
uIH!III§I|| .

-..._.,.r" o " J-_‘.l"

Vernon-Smith stared at

as the door ereaked
¢ Owl of the Remove

The ghost of Biily Bunfer could not have startled him more !

than he had got in. The Boundor's
savage ghove was full of force. Bunter
squeaked as ho went, and howled as ho
landed in a heap in the snow.

In a escond Einrnﬂn-ﬂmith dropped
from the window after him.

He cut along to the corner of tha hut,
nod peered cautiously round. The
Italian, with big motor rugs over one
arm, and a packed basket in the other,
was coming through the gateway—
returning. It would take himy, perhaps,
an minute fo reach the hut door. That
minute was the Bounder’s,

“I eay, Bmithy,” Bunter was squenk-
ilng--“l BaY, don't you go without me!

- ]

*Bhut upy, dolt I

Smithy van back to the fat Owl,
grasped him by n podgy hand, and
stavted running. Behind tho old Army
hut was an enolosurs in o barbed wire
fones, boyond that, :épnn pasture-land,
white with enow, ridged with snow
hedges. Smithy forced s wo throug!
two long strands of wire ang draggod
tha Owl of the Remove after Lim.

“Wow 1" howled Bunter,

“ Ol 1%

“Fm seratched —

* Beast 1"

Vernon-8mith tfore eon, dragging the
panting fat Owl, He had to bo out of
sight—1f he could—before the kidnapper
got after him., Fe had not forgotten
tho automatic.

The ficlds, thick with snow, were hard
going, Knee-deep, the  PBoundoer
plunged on, and dragged Buntor after
him, with an iron grasp on the podgy
arm,  Bunter strnggled and stumbled
ond slipped, gasping spasmodically fov
breatis,

“Urrrerggh 1" he gurgled.

“Buck up!” hiszed the Bounder.

“CGurrrggh 1

Bunter flonndered almost Lelplessly,

But tho Bounder dragged him on, and
they plunged through & gep in a hedge,
at thirty yards distance from the wire
enclosure. Bunter rolled over, breath-
less and gasping, as the Bounder ic
leased him.

Smithy peered back through ile
hedge.  Thick-folling flakes wore
already blanketing the track thoy had
left in the snow. But the traces werc
far from obliterated.

He caught his breath as he saw a back
door in the old Army hut epen, and o
man come running out.. It was the
Italian, and even at the distance and in
tho dimness of the murky sky and the
falling snow, Vernon-Smith could road
the intense rage and fury in his fuce.

The escope of his prisoner during an
absence of less than ten minutes s
liave been an utter puzzle to the Italian,
knowing nothing of Bunter's presence in
the hut. It was o puzsle that maddenad
him with rage. Thero was something
in I:isidushgr hand as he ran out, and the
watching Bounder know what it was,

If he picked up the track in the snow !

Herbert Vernon-Smith set hie tecth, Ila
was not going to be taken sgain |
“Groogh!”  camea from  Bunier,

“Oogh! I say, Smithy—— Wooghh—"'
The fat Gvfl be nn}r o mnrgirla ),
gurgling for breath.

“Kecp low, you
Smithy.

“Urrggh!™
. “1le's come out of the hut—he's look-
ing for us—keep low |

“Oh erikey I

The Dounder peered back again, The
Italian was running across the enclosurs
to the barbed wire. Thero he stopped,
seanning the snowy hiclds with glittering,
enraged eves.

‘The track was more than kelf-hidden

(Continucd on page 16.)
Tns MaGNer Lressrw. No, 1,452

fool 1 breatlhed



m page 13.)
by fresh-falling snow, But there was
"“gign » enough for keen eyes. Vernon.
Smith knew that not many minutes would
ass before the man would be coming on
in pursuit, As soon as be reached the
h they would be in his sight. He
graa@fd Bunter agai,

“ome on, and
muttered.

The hedge ran as far as the lane,
Almost dragging the breathless Owl
after him, 8mithy tramped along, keep-
ing the frosty hedge between him and
his enemy.

He reached the edge of Potts’ Lone,
at some little distance from the hut,
sorambled through anather hedge, drag-
ging Bunter, and stsggered into tho
Tane. It was easier going than tho
fields, and he started at a run down the
lane towards the main road, dragging
the bresthless, gasping Bunter by the
arm, heedless of protesting squeaks.

A shouting voice rang throu i the
froety air. The Bounder’s eves blazed.
They had been seen t

(Continued jra

Lkeep low!™  he

He heard a rustling and serambling,.

as the Italian cmerged into the lane.
Evidently the signs in the snow had
guided Inm on the track of the fugitives.

Looking back over his shoulder, the
Bounder aighted Count Zero. The man
was shonting—but his voice was carried
awey by the wind. Not that Bmithy
wan !ikcli,- to heed him. Ile tore on
desperately, dragging Bunter.

Crack ! =

Sliarp and clear, the report of the
automatic rang on the frosty air, and a
bultet kicked wup the snow, hardly a
yard from the twe juniors.

Billy Bunter gave s wild howl,
stumbled over, and fell. Vernon-Smith,
white and desperate, halted, and

clenched his fists, as the Italian came
ranning swiftly down the lane.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Removites fo the Rescus !
HR'DTTEN 1" gaid Beob Cherry.

Tho chum;s of the Remove
agreed that it was rotten, In-
deed Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh declared that the rottenfulness
was terrifio and preposterous,

That opinion was general on the Wap-
shot football ground, 'The match had
started well, and the Air Camp eleven
apnd the Lantham Bomblers were going
strong, when the snow came.

For & time they kept going. But the
snow, falling thicker and thicker, put
“paid” to it. The game had to be
abandoned befora the first half was half
over. And Harry Wharton & Co., with
their cont collars pulled up, and their
caps pulled down, tramped away, amid
the falling flakes, feeling extremcly an-
noved with the weather; scasonable as
it was at Christmastide.

“Beastly 1" grunted Johnny Bull.

“Patrid 1™ agreed Nugent.

Tue Maicxer Lismany.—No. 1,452
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“Well, we've getting the jollv old
frosh air ! remarked Bolh Cherry, Bob
was the fellow to see the bright side of
anything. “Jolly healthy weather—we
shall have topping appetites for tea
when we get in”

Harry Wharton laonghed. ]

“May az well get home,” he said, * It
will be a pretty sBff walk. b%‘ Iotts’
Lang, in this! Mile and a hall of it—
grooogh [

“What's the odds, so long as you're
"appy Y sald Bob cheerfully. )

And the Famous Five started on their
homeward " tramp muely ecarlier than
they had expected. They tramped out
of Wapshot, and started down the hilly
lane that led to the Redelvffe road—
where thoy hoped to pick up the moior-
bus for ﬂuurt.ﬁe[u'l—ip‘thn snov  hadn't
stop ed the buses running.

: ﬂ"s coming down " grunted Johnuy
Bull, as the wind landed o flurry of
snowflakes in his face, 5

“That's the jolly old law of gravita.
tion, as desoribed by Siv Isaac Newton,”
said Bob gravely. *That’s what does
it, old bean.”

* What

“1 mean, yon can't expect it to go
upn "

“Fathead 1" growled Johnny.

“The coldfulness of the esteemed
weather s truly terrific,” remarked
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,

“That dago chap at the hot in this
jolly old lane must be enjoving the
woather ! chuckled Bob., “Bit of o
change for him after Italy, what®”

“That foreign blighter must be up to
sormething,™ sald J%hnn}' Eull. " This
1isn't the time of year for camping out
in thoe country.”

“Hardly [ said Wharton.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol There’s the
jolly old car!” exclaimed Bob, as the
uniors came in sight of the old Army
ut. “His nibs iz &t home again

In the falling snow, they could see the
black saloon ear standing at the gate.
They glanced at the hut rather curi-
ously. 1t was surprising, and rather
suspicious, that dwellers in a sunny
climo should seleet such a spot iIn the
middle of December. b
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“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
nibs!” added Bob.

Five pairs of eyes turned on a figure
that scrambled from a hedge at a l:ittlo
distance past the gate of the hut.

It was the Ttelian—the man who had
called at the school that morning. They
watched him in astonishment.

What his actions meant they could not
guesg. Apparently he had come across
a feld and serambled out into the lane
through the hedge, with no ohjeet what-
ever—unless lie  enjored scrambling
about in the snow, which was not
probable.

He did not look towards them, and
di<l not sec them. Iis back was turned
fo them as he stared down the lane in
tha direction of the Redelyfe road.

“What—what’s that in his fist ?"
gasped Nugoent,

“Great Scott ™

As if in answer to Lrank’s startled
question, the Italian flung up his hand,
and the winter sunlight glimmcred on o
barrel. Sharp and clear, the report of
the pistol rang on the wintey wind,

The juniors stood transbxed,

“ He—he—he's firing at—atk
Body ! stutbered Bol, "Iz the
mad * What the thump—"

‘The Ttalian, after fiving the shot,
starvted running down the lane. Wharton
sot his Lips.

“IHo's after somehody I he breathed.
“He's fired at :-ﬂm:.-.!:lﬂﬂ}', and now he's
after im. We're going {o sce what this
means

There's

SOIML -
ELREER

“Yez, rather 1

“ Comte on !” said Hairy.

They started again, at o run. It was
forfunate for them, perhaps, that the
Ttnlian did not look round. The auto-
matic was skill in his hand. But Lis at-
tention was wholly concentrated on the
escaping Bounder., And the footsteps of
the running juniors made no sound in
tho thick, soft carpet of snow.

Fast a3 they ran, they did ngt gain on
the Italian. Ie covered the ground
almost like a deer.

A minunte later they saw his object.
Farther down the hilly lane an ox-
hausted figure lay huddied in the snow,
and beside it stood a fellow with
clenched fists and white, desperate face.
In utter amazemoent, they recognised ile
Bounder of Greviriara.

“Bmithy I panted Bob.

“And that looks like Bunter——"

“Come on!” said Harry, between his
teeth.

Fifty yards ahead of them they saw
the Italian reach the Bounder. hoy
had a breathless dread of sceing him
use the deadly weapon in his hand.
But thot was not his intention. The
shot he had fired had been discharged,
probably, only to frighton tho fugi-
tives—and it had certainly had that
effect on Billy Bunter, who was scarcd
completely out of his i‘a.t witsa, Buk the
Ttelian thrust the pistol into his coud,
as he reached ¢ Bounder, and
grasped the GCreviriars junior with
both hands.

ﬂmiﬂff struggled,

The Italian’s voice came to the cars
of the desperately running juniors,
sharp and savage:

“ Andismo | %ﬁhfwﬂ you! Fool, will
vou drive me to strike you senscless?
Mi senfice 1™

The Bounder, steoggling fiercely,
spun over in the Italian’s poweriul

grasp. They slipped in the snow and
rclled.  The Italian struggled upper-
most, planting & knee on Vernon-

Smith, hiz du-ky face blazing furv.
His right hand groped in his coat—
for tho tgist-::n! to stun his priscner. Tt
was at that moment that Bob Cherry,
putting on & desperate burst of specd,
reached him. : =

The autormatio came into sighf in the
dusky hand—and at the same moment
Bolk Hung bimself headlong on tho
Italiam.

The unexpected shock sent the man
rolling off the Bounder. The auto-
matic dropped in the snow, and the
Ttalian sprawled, panting. A moment
more, and the rest of the Co. reached
the spot and hurled themselves at luim.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

' OLLAT him " panted Bob.
q The Bounder, breathlezs
and exhausted, lay gasping.
But all the Famons Five
grasped at the Italian,

He scraombled up desperately.

His swarthy faec was like that of &
wild animal, in his rage and fury,
Had his weapon been still in his hand,
he might have used 1t, in his rapge.
But the automatic was in  the snow,
tramapled out of sight by trampling
foet.

Count Zevo was struggling fo ceeape
now—he no longer had any hope, or
thought, of &ecuring his  escoped
prizoter. The sudden and unexpected
arrival of {ive Greviriars fellows.on the
spot had put paid to that, And k=
own escape was rather doublful, with
five sturdy fallows grasping at him and
clinging 1o him.




Rut the Tmpbian was as elugive as an
eel. He twisted out of the grasping
hands and  leaped away.,  As  the

juniors yushed at lim again, he twaed
and sped up tho lane with the flestness
almost of a deer.

* After Inm 1 voared Bolw

“Hold on|” Hgrry Wharlon canght
Ruob by the arm. “Let him nip, fat-
hepd! Wo could never get him 1V

The Bounder staggered up. Hoe was
breathing in great gasps. Harry gave
him a helping hand.

Smithy stared after his enemy.  The
Ttaliani was not making for the hut—
perhaps feaving to be pursued there.
tle wanished through a gap in the
hedge, and the snewy fields swallowed
him frowm sight.

The Bounder panted.

“Thank goodness you foellows turned
up! He'd have had me! Iow the
ickeng=——=  But never mind that!
[et’'s get out of this! The sooner we
ek lhe police alter that scoundrel ithe
bottar.™

“ Bunter—-""

Bob Cherry stooped and
vl of the Bemove.by a
to heave bim up.

"Dwl!l Leggo! Deden't shoot me!”
squeaked Bunter., “T saw, it wasn't me
—I wasn't in the hut at all—I never
let Smithy go—I say—keep off, you
beast—— Ow! Wow! Ielp! Rescue!
Help! Yaroocoh I

':}’mt fat ass!? roagred Bob. “Tt's
us:

(13 Eh ?u

Bunter blinked up IIe grabbed at
his spectacles, and set them straight,
and blinked again,

“Oh! I—I say, vou fellows— Oh
dear! I say, I'm ghot! I—T think the
bullet’s in my brain—""

“Rot 1™ said Bob cheerfully. ™An
emipty space couldn't stop a bullet !V

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Beast] Owl[” Bunter serambled
up, Bob grasping him and pulling. He
h'}inked round wildly. “I—I =ay, you
follows, is—is he gone?"

“The nefalness  is terrifie!™
chuckled Hurrea Jamseft Ram Singh.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “The rotter!
I }uﬂy well wish he hadn't cutt I'd
jolly well piteh into the beast——"

“He may be coming hack-———"

“Yarovoh! I say, you fellows, come
vir I yelled Bunter, and he started
down the lana at a frantic run.

Harry Wharton & Co. and the

Bounder followed him at a frot.
Bunter, not usually much of & sprinter,
kept ahead, till the Redelyffe road was
reached. He panted, he puffed, and
ho blew: but he kept going.
The juniors glanced back seversl
fitnea.  Bub rnothing was seen of the
Italian. Count Zero, for tho present,
at least, was thinking only of his own
ﬂmu?uu But it was probable that he
would come back for his car when the
cosst was clear, and the juniors hoped
that the police might be thore to look
for him when he did.

“No chance of a lift " remarked Bob
Cherry, when they reached the main
road.

The juniors locked this way and that,
Lhut there was no sign of any wchicle
i be seen in the falling snow.

“Bhanks” pony ™ said Johnny Bull

“0Oh dear! say, you fellows, I—I
can't walk back to Greyiriarsz 1" gasped
Billy Bunter. “It's thres miles I

"3t down i the snow and waik for
a bus ™ suggesicd Bob.

“D-d-d-do you think & bus

L0

rasped {he
at shoulder

will

me 1 i ‘
“Well, thep'll stari rumning sgain to-
morrow, I cxpect,

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Beoast [ roared Bunter.

“Haoof i, old man™ szaid ihe
Bounder, with rather unuzual ecordi-
ality.

MNow fthat the excitement was over,
Smithy remembered the service Bunter
had rendered him. Certainly, it would
have gone for nothing, but for the for-
tunate arrival of the Famous Five on
the scens. But had Smithy been still &
prisoner in the huat, when the chums of
the Remove came down the lane, they
would have passed on their way, never
dreaming that he was there. It was (o

the fat Owl that he owed his frecdom.
“Beast "’  was DBunter's pgrateful
reply.

“Only three miles—and we may pick
up & hft en the way—="

“Oh lor'! I can't do three mles!”
grogned  Bunter. “You awful beast,
bringing a fellow out and stranding
him in & sopowstorm! I'd jolly well
punecl c{{nur nese, only I'm too tired 1"

“Pu up, old man 1

1] Ehﬂ“'ﬁ[ []

The juniors tramped on lhrough the

V7

snow, Dilly Bunter emiliing & groan
at every few stops. As they went, the
Beunder told the Famous Five of what
had happened ihat eventful alterncon,
and they listened in great astonish-
mnent. P

“How that fat ass, Bunter, came to
be there, I can’t imaginel” ihe
Bounder concluded. “But it was jolly
locky for, me! Taney that blithering
idiot turning up trumps like that!':

“"Beastk I"

“My dear old fat bean, I'm no end
obliged,” =aid Vernon-Bouth, “I sup-
posa you got into the place for shelter
—is that 67"’

“Yea, you Dbeast, after you left me
stranded, and it began to swow! I
didn't . know that beast wos comng
there |? groanced Bunter. "I miean, I
shouldn't have cared, anyhow! You
know my pluck 1™ :

“The knowlulness i3 terrific I

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Wou can cacklo!” snorted Bunter.
“1 saved Smithy's life, anyhow—at

(Continucd on ntxi page.)

{1)

Mathematies Is a science

On which I'm never keen,
I place no great rellance

In Todhunter or Green,
And Eucld never thrills me,

Or keeps me up il late,
In fact, he merely fills me

With bitierness and hate.

(2}

When other great atiractions
Like grub or footer call,
I take oo joy In fractions,
Believe me, none at all !
They've puzzled me and palned me,
But this I'll truly say,
They've never coce detalned me
From golng ouf to play !

(5}
A sound ol sieady talki
A dull and heavy Mnnﬁ%:
I heard when 1 went walking
To Larry Lascelles” room ;
I knocked most clraumsp-eaifr,
And then I had to grin,
As Larry eried direcily :
* Come in, come in, come in 1 *

(7)
* Pm happy {o receive you ! **
Cried Larry, with delight.
“ Lei's see | Now I balleve you
Want help with Enelid ¢ Rlght !
Excuse me, Prout I I'm busy |
Someo other time I Good-bye ! ™
And 1, who lelt qulte dizzy,
Gould hardly mest his eye,

I call that sim

i)

But when he's not delighting

In facts and Bgures grim,
He's very Ifond of Rghting

Wiih gloves on In the gym !
He loves a helty tussle

h boxers worth thelr salt,

One blow from Larry's musecle

Will cause a somersault !

(%)
_hateful !

1'd stopped old Prouty's hoot,
And Larry, being grateful,

Came back with exira * tool.™
I had an hour's tallion,

And I can ﬂlﬂ! EAY,
When he"s In that position

Next time—well, he can stay !

Fighting men or funks, our clever Grey-

frinrs Rhymestet's got to interview ‘em all,

This week’s cnappy wverses are wrilten
aroun

LARRY LASCELLES,
the Mathemaotics Master at Greyleiars.

(3

Yet Larry seems to revel

In square and euhie roots,
They're just about his level,

He loves the benstly brutes !
He reads old Euclid dally.

It Nils hls mind with glea,
He loves to tackle gally

Those problems, Q.E.D, !

The war mih of Larry's welcomse
Was due to Prout, who can,

Like old Bill Shakespaare’s Malcolm,
** Dispute it like 3 man "

in Larry's study seated
His jaw was golng strong,

And Larry looked defeaied.
He'd looked It preity long !

{8)

Now L had suggesied
Thamd coms along

To have my Euclid {ested,
Which really was qulte wrong !
But as he'd sald he'd do K,
He got old Eaelld out,
And prompily put me through i,
For saving him from Prout [
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least, I shaved him—I mecan, I saved
him from that beast! Bome fellows
would have bolted ond left him to 1t
—vou fcllows, for instance!™

“Why, vou fot freak—"

“Yah!" &

“ Anyhow, Bunter was there and he
got mo out,” said the Bounder. “I'll
make it up to you somehow, Bunter,
old bean !

Bunter groaned. No doubt tha
Bounder was grateful; at sll events, he
was the fellow to repay an obligation
—wita interest. But that was no use to
o fat and weary Owl who could hardly
drag onc podgy leg after the other.

The other fellows were tired by the
time they reached the schoel. Billy
Bunter almost crawled m on his hands
and knees.

Tired as they were, the chums of the
Remove went at once to their Form-
naster’s  etudy, to report what had
happened te Mr. Quelch.

That gentleman listened with great
amazement, and questioned them
rather sharply; and then rang up the
polica station at Courtfield. In his sur-

rise at the oxtreordinary news, M.

ueleh omitted to make any reference
te the Bounder's lines—though it was
wobable that he would remember
ater|

By teg-tine, ali the Remove were
talking of Smithy's strange adven-
ture; =nd, before prep, all Greyfriars
had heoard about it. He was sent for
Ly the Head, to tell his story again;
and Inspector Grimes came from Court-
field to gee hin about it; and that
evening Herbert Vernon-Smith was tho
most-talked-of-and-gozed-at  fellow  at
Gropfriars ¥Hchool.  Which was by no
means disagreeable to the Bounder, who
dearly loved the limelight.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ahbout Polpelly !

¢ v T'S the old Obadiah ! remarked
I Bkinner. “Anxious about the
young Obadiah I
Skinner mado that remark
after class the following day, when a
big car zoomed in at the gates, and Mr.
Somuc] Verpon-Smith alighted at the
House. . i
Mr. Vernon-3mith, &an Iimposing
figure in his fur coat and top hat, was
mf;ped respectfully by the (rreririars
fellows. The Bounder came out fo moet
hiz father.
“So0 you're safe, Herbert!” said the
millionaire, as he shook hands with his

501,

“Bafe as houses, dad!” answered
Smithy, with a grin. *1I suppuse the
news macde you jump a littla [™

“More than a little!” snapped Mr.
Vernon-Smith. *“The scoundrel! The
rascal! Nothing further has been secn
of him here,. I suppose?™

“Not likely I”

“MNo; probably he has Hed the country
already before the poliee could lay hands

on him | I will come up to your study
after have seen your headmastor,
Herbert.™

“Right-lhio 1™

Trotter came to show Mr, Vernon-
Smith in to the Head. Smithy went
back to his study with & thoughtiul
look on his face. His narrow escape
from the kidnapper had not affected
ilis Bounder's nerves in any war.
Neither was he affceted by the possibility
of further danger. DBut he was intensely
curious phout the strango occurrence,
and ha wanted to learn move from his
father about Polpelly. .
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Count Fero had vanished, as if into
thin air. The pplice had arvived at the
old Army hut in Potts' Lane, to find the
car gonc—and no trace lefo of the count
or his confederate.

Of that confederate there was no news,
exeept what the Courlfield chauffeur
had to tell, Beppo had stranded him
sixty miles from Courtficld, and driven
off in hiz car—which had since been
found abandoned.

The two Italians bad disappeared—
witheut their intended prisover. Their
deseriptions wern known snd widely oir-
cuiated, and it appearcd probable that
they would get out of the country at the
first opportunity, The Bounder had
ittle doubt thal he had seen the last of
thom, and he was thinking more of
Polpelly than of the kidnappers.

T-P;m Redwing was in Btadvy No. 4
when Smithy ecame: in. The Bounder
gave him & rather sharp look.

Tom was reading & letter written in
a rather crabbed hand. Smithy guesse
that it was from old Joln Redwing,
now home from sea. .

“ My pater’s come,” said Smithy.

Redwing put the letter in his pocket
and rose,

“Then youw'll want the study!” he
said,

“You haven't changed your mind!™

“ About what?¥”

“ About Christmasz, fathead ™

u}:n!u

“ ODhatinate ass, aren't vou?™ said the
Bounder. *¥ou'd have heen sorry you
turncd up your nose at my car vester-
day, if thozo foreign bligliters had got

“Thank poodness they dido't!™ said

Redwing. “I wish I'd been with you,
Bmithy ! Bat 1t was veally your own
fanlt that—-""

“Isn't it alwaxs my fanlt®™ sncered
the Bounder, *You needn't clear off
because my father's coming up. He likes
vou—more. than you deserve.™

“PBut he'll want to talk té you—"

Y1 want vou to hear about it, too.”

“About what?* asked Tom, 1n sur-
prise.

“*Polpelly 1 answered the Bounder.
“"Don't vou feel any curiosity. about it7
Tlat hfight.er Zero must have somo
jolly powerful reason for wanting to get
hold of the place. I've never been thare,
but I've heard of it. An old stone
house dating from Tudor times, at the
back of 8 cove on the Atlantic. The
pecple who lived in it once may have
seen something of the Spanish Armada
when it came, I shouldn’t woender.
Jolly place for & hioliday in the summer,

what?"

“Vory ! said Redwing, ™ Rather
parky at £his time o the year,
suppose,’

“0h, I don't know! Those Devon-
shire coombs are a good desl sheltered.
I've heard of roses grawmg there in
Decomber. I wonder—"" The Bounder
broke off ‘and said no more. He busied
himszelf with the tea-iable, getting ready
for his father, and Tom lont him =
hand. :

“I say, vou fellows!™ Dilly Bunter
blinked into the study, “I zay, rour
pater's come, Smithy—-""

“Pell me something I dow’t hnow.”

“T suppose he will want to sce me!”

“Why should he?"

Billy Bunter blinked at the Bounder
through hiz big spectacles with a great
deal of dignity.

“He might want to thank me for
risking my life to save wyou!” he said
loftily, “Perhaps he doesn't know,
though, the fearful risks I ran yesfer-
dav, in resening vom, HBmithy.”

“He doesn't!” grinped the Bounder.

d thing about 1t?

“Fou haven't told him that 1 saved
vou by my plueck and—and boundless
courage "’ asked Bunter, * You haver’t
tolid him how I risked my life for you?®"

“No; I've told him tho facts.”

“Beast 1"

Billy Bunter gnorted and rolled awazy.
A few minutes later tho heavy tread of
the plump millionaire was heard, and
Mr. Vernon-Smith eame in.

He gave Bedwing a friendly nod, and
sat down in the armchair. .

“ An cxtraordinary business, Herbert"”
he said. “ Most cztraordinary [ That
seoundrol Fero—who'd have thought he
wag such a rascal?™

“You know the man, father?”

“I've met him in the City! I knew
he was after Pﬂlﬁﬁ“:ﬂ—aﬂd very keen to
got hold of it! But I naver dreamed of
thiz ! Who'd have supposed a foreigney
understood anything about a tin winmg
proposition ¥’ The millionaire shouok
hizs head. *“How can he know any-
It's not at all certam
that the tin is there. There have nevoer
been any workings. It's near (be
Cornish border, and over in Cornwall.
of course, there are plenty of tin mines,

had sn idea -:afIp possibilities, and
bought the place as a spec. Bul—the
man must konow somethimg, to be =0
madly keen on it." -

“ He told me that the tin Lad nothing
to do with it.”

“Then he lied!” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith. * The place has no other value—
and that value is problematical, zo far
as T know He certainly can’t want the
place to live in. And he docsn’t want
the %—hmt, I supposec.”

“The ghost 1" exclaimed the Bounder,

“It's a haunted house—so they say in
the locality ! Rubbizh, of eourse!”
gromted Mr. Vermon-Smith,

“ T fearfully keen to hear all about
it, father. Look hers, that man Zero
iz an awiul blighter, but I believe. e
was telling the truth about the tin! It's
not that he's after.”

“Then he's insane !

“Nob that, either! The place las
gome attraction for him, snd I'd jolly
well like to know what! He's risker
going to prison to get hold of if, Tell
me the ghost story.”

Bbr. Vernon-Smith
humonredly.

it | hearé' it when I was down th{:m
laoking over the place,” he said, *'The
Squire of Polpelly of Queen Elizabeth’s
time haunts the house, and the cove, and
the coomb! He was captain of o ship
in Drake's fleet when the Spanish
Armada came. hY{r_u‘?E!henrd cif tha?t. I
hope, in your history lessons here,”

‘I‘]Jusla :L fow 1™ :Tg:rinned Smithy.
“Spanish Armada, 1588, But the
Spanish fleet never came round that side
of Devonshire, so far as I konow. 1
thought they were driven the other wayx,
up-ﬂ%mm&l—_’*

“This man Polpelly capbured a
Spanish galleon, his own ship sinkivg
in the sea fght,” said Mr, Vernon-
Smith. *He sailed it round Land'z End,
to get it home to his own place. The
weather was wild—I secmn to remember
from my schooldays that a terrible storm
scattered the Armada——""

“(ood for you, dad=—it did I

“Well, in epite of the wild weathes.
'olpelly sailed the Spanish ship honiwe
to Polpelly Cove, and it ran on the rocks
there 1n the storm, and went down wrllh
all handz, or nearly all, Polpelly htln:
self got off in a boat. But he could
never find the wrecked galleon again.
He spent the rest of his life seavcling
for it, and, aamrdi;llg; to the sfory, his
ghost iz going on with the search to this
day ™ J-fr. Vernon-Smith grinned.

laughed good-



** I say, Smithy ! '* squeaked Bunter.

“RBut why was he so keen to find a
wrack I asked the DBouuder. "It
couldn’t have boen much use, after
going on the rocks.”

“0Oh, I've forgotten ilie doubloons
said Mr. Vernon-Smith. *“There was a
vhest of Spanish doubloons on  the
galleon. A doublaon, I heliove, was a
rold coin of some sort i thoso days,
worth—worth I don't know what”

“ About 2 guinea, siv !” said Redwing,

vwith a smile.

“Well, there were thousands and
thousands of them on the gpalleon,” sai1d
Mr. Varnon-Smath. “That’s what the
Squire of Polpelly was after. Many of
the Spanish ships had tressure on
hoard, as I dare say yvou know, ns well
a8 packs of  Bpanieh  and  Italian
soidiers——"

i Italian !
with & start.

“T shall sk Mr. Queleh: what you
do_in history elassi” grunted the
millionaire. “Don't you koow that
dpain had Italian provinces in those
days? SBome of the ships were from
Italian ports.”

“Oh, wes, 1

fri

exclaimed the Bouuader,

remember | The
Bounder nodded.  1lis eves were glisten-
mg. "I zay, father, wag it one of the
Ttalian ships iliat the Squire of Polpelly
captured? What was it called®™

“Let me =ecal” Tha millionaire
thought for 2 moment. “ It was called
the—the 8Ban Piotro, geem to
remember.”

“Then it was Italian.?
“ How do you know i

Tt would bo ‘Pedro’ in Spanish!®
grinned the Bouunder,

“Would i£7" said Mer. Vernon-Smith,
“Weil, 1 dare say it would ! But what
ice docs it eut, anyhaw i

_ ** I say, don't
He ran back to the fat Owl, grasped him by a podgy

EVERY SATURDAY

e e L eyt

A e =

e

nd, and

Bunter. **I'm scratehed ! Beast '

“1f the story’s true—=" .

“It's true about the ship, I beliove.
Not about the ghost,”

*“*Mever mind the ghost! If it's true
about the ship—an Italian ship, mind—
mightn't that account for a giddy
Italian being interested in the spoti™

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared blankly at
his son, Then he burst into a laugh.

“¥ou young nss|” he seid. “Ha, hal
Do you fancy that that rascal is after a
chest of doubloons sunk in Polpelly Cove
three hundred and fifty ycars ago?
Ha, ha, he "

The Bounder smiled.

“Tt sounds o bit thick,” he admitied.
“But—— Look here, father, what is
Polpelly House like? 1Is theve a caro-
{aker or anythmg??

“Yes; & man lives in the place and
locks after it. It is habitable in parts,
Yon might have a boating and fishing
holidey there in the stmmer. What have
you got in your head now, Herbert®

The Bounder did not immedistely
answer. Ho turned to Redwing.

“If you want to cut, old man, don’t
mind me,” he soid,

Rm]winﬁ coloured a  little. The
Dounder had asked him to stay in theo
ttudy; now lia gave him the plainest
possible hint to dg .. Quietly Tom Red-
wing left the study, leaving the Bounder
in ialk with s father.

It was maore than an hour later that
Alr. YVernon-Smith went hack to his car.
The Bounder said good:-bye to him at
the door, and several fellows heard the
millionaire remark:

“You're s young ass, Ilerbert! It's
an obsolutely haore-brained idea! Dub
have your own way—I'll give orders for
everything to be done, anybow.”

And the big car zoomed away with the
millionaive.

without me ! 1say—"* **Shut up, dolf ! ** hizsed the Baunder.
dragged him through the bar
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Land at Last!

il BAY, voun fallowse——2
I ¥ Don't bothaor 1% -

“Oh, really, Wharton 1"

The captam of the Remove
was looking worried ns Billy Bunter
blinked into Study No. 1 in the Remove.

That, however, did not matter, so far
a8 Bun%ar could sxe, Nobody's worries
wara of any groat consequence except
Billy Bunter's.

“Cap't be helped, old bean ! Nugent
Wwis EE}'IH,E..

“I kpow! I'm not thinking so much
about the hols as about my Aunt Amy,”
said Harry., “Only it's awkward, as wa
wera sll going together,”

L say o

“Hhut up, Bunter I roared Wharton.
“ And shut tho door after you I

Billy Bunter did not shut up, and did
not shut the door. He stood and
blinked at the captain of the Remove
through . hia blg ssectmles. Dreak-up
wad near at hand now, and Bunter
wanted to get settled abont Christmas.
Having cornered hLies intended vietim in
his ﬁudr, Bunter was npaturally dis
inclined to shut up.

“ About Christmas,” continued Bunter,
Wharton's words by like the
idle wind which he regarded not, I
understand that ﬂc-u’m teking some
fellowa homo with rou to Whartan
Lodge, old ehap. Now, I was thinking
of asking the lot of you to Bunter
Court—" )

Harry Wharton burst into & langh.

“"Good egg " he said.

“I mean, if you've already made up
your party I'll let my invitation etand
over till Kaster. I'll come with you for
Christmas, if you like, and yon come 1o
ma for Easter! Whati"

Toe Macx¥er LiRARY.—No. 1452
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“MNever mind Easter,” said Harry:
"that's & long way off. My little part
for Christinas egems to be wash
out—"

“h

“My Aunt Amy has been seedy, and
she’s going to stay at Bournemouth till
the epring. My uncle will be with her.
= ™

“(Oh " gasped Bunter.

“Ho youwr kind invitation comes
exactly at the right moment!™ said
Harry Wharton. e glanced round at
tho . who were all in the study.
*What do you fellows say? Shall we
all go to Bunter Courti”

iood cge!” exclaimed Bob Cherry
enthusiastically. “ Phone your pater for
the Rolls when we break up, ﬁunter L

“¥ez, rather,” agreed Johnny DBull.

“We can't go to & place like Bunter

Court on such a common thing a3 a
railway. We must play up to the style
of a place lika Bunter Court.”

“The playfulness will be terrific!™
assented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. |

“Thanks awfully, Bunter? said
Frank Nugent heartily. “An invita-
tion couldn’'t have been better timed!
We'll all come [”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famoua
Five. That gencral and hearty accept-
ance of his invitation ooght to have
pleased him. But he did not ecem
pleased somehow. He seemed worried.

“1 say, you fellows, I should be
d&lirfhta i u-} eourse—" he began.

“The delightfulness of our esteemcd
telves  will alsg  bo  preposterous
declared the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“But——" gasped Bunter,

“Mever mind the buts,” satd Xarry.
“Count on uns!” )

“I'd be absclutely delightedl I've
stayed at your poor little place onee or
twice, Wharton, and I should be glad—
really glad—te give you a holiday at a
really gecent establishment. But——"

“Let your pa?ple know in time that
we're coming 1 said  Bob  Cherry
gravely. ™ suites of magnificent

apartments will bave to be prepared!
Of course, with your hordes of menials
that will not be much trouble.”

“Oh! No! But—I—I forgot to
mention tha painters are in!” gasped
Bunter. “It's rather rotten, in the cir-
cumstances, but I remember now that
the pater’s having the painters in—"

“That’s all right1” said Bob. “‘We'll
help 'era paint |

“Wha-at ™

“Don't you worry about us, old fat
man! I can rough it, at any rate! So
long B3 I have a suite of rooms &nd a
couple of footmen to wait on me and a
Rolls car I shall be all right [

“Bame here!™ said Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrific 1

“I=1 say, I—1 remember now that
my people will be away for Christmas,”
stammered Bunter. “The fact is, it's an
invitation from royalty, so they couldn't
very well refuse—>"

“Hardly I agreed Wharton. **I ecan
g0 royalty waﬁ?ing bitter tears if they

did! But we'll manage without your
people, Bunter! I suppose they won't
take the butlers, grooms of the

chambeys, footmen, chauffeurs, and nll
the cars with them! We shall be all
right.”

“Oh! Yes! But—but I—I say—with
the royalty in, you know-—I mean, with
the painters in——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tho—the faot 13, vou fellows, I'm
sorry, but it can't be managed,” said
VYunter, © Another time—--"

HHa, ha, ha "

The Famous Five roared. As they
vwere aware that Bunter Court, on close
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inspeetion, dwindled to Bunter Villa,
and the hordes of menials to a cook and
& housemaid, they did not take Bunter’s
magnificent invitation scriously. It
dawned on the Owl of the Hemove that
they lrad been pulling his fat leg.

- "You eilly, cackling, chortling
idiots ' hooted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“T couldn’t have vou at Christmas,
anyhow ! sported Bunter. “We shall
have zome rather decent people there,
and my pater's rather particular whom
I take home, Yah!”

And Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving
the chums of the Remove still chortling.
In the passage he came on Monty
Mewland.

*1 say, old chap, hold on " exclaimed
Bunter, catching Newland by the arm.
“1 say, I've just heard that YWharton
won't be having anything at Christmas
—1I mean, I've just told I;[;-nim I can't go
with him. Iieve I could let vou
have o week of the hols if you liked.”

“Not really 1 acked Newland, with &
grin.

“Yes, old chap! I don't mind you
being a Jew—I'm no snob,” said Bunter
raassm'mﬁiy. “I'll come sf you like,”

T Awkully good of you—but I don't
like,” said Monty cheerfully. “Take
your sticky paw off my sleeve, will
},':ru?l‘l

“What I mean is, if you think I'd be
found dead among—— Ow! Beast!
Leave off kicking me, you rotter ™

Billy Bunter dodged into Study No., 7
and slammed the door. Peter Todd, in
that study, glanced round at him,

“Fixed up for the hola yeti” asked
Peter, with a cheery grin.

“Well, no,” =aid Bunter. “I'vo
turncd Wharton down, you know! I've
had more than enough of that lot at
school; I'm blessed if I could stand them
over the holidays, too. They can't
expect it ! Nawfand was rather press-
ing—but I told hum plainly 1 couldn't
oblige, Rather a check 1o ask mo
really What are you grinning at,
Poter ™

“You, old fat man! Rattle on ¥ said

Peter.
“Well, look here, old chap, I'm
blessed if 1 won’t chance it with you,"

snid Bunter. - “I've roughed it before
and I can rough it agpain., I’ll come
with you to Bloomsbury, Toddy.”

“Are you insured ?” asked Toddy.

"" ]}E{:Il ¥ 1]1 niiéed ? . WIE}‘I?”

ou'll n to be i sce Roythin

of you in the holidays.” i

“Beast ! If you think I'd coms to a
poor solicitor’s place in  Bloomsbury,
Eut]e:;ul‘ﬂdd. you're fattering yourself,

alu

Bunter departed from the study, slam-
ming the door. Two or threo Remove
fellows were in the passage. At the
sight of Billy Bunter they accelerated,
No doubt they did not want to hear
anything fram Bunier about Christmas.
H'.L‘hg fat junior relled along to Study

0 o

There he paused.

He had already offered to fill Red-
wing's place, and had been rewarded
with s kicking. But since then he haa
belped in saving the Bounder from the
kidnappers. Burely that ought to count
for something! If there was anything
like gratitudo in thoe world, the Bounder
ought to bo grateful, and to testify the
gamo in o gmptmal form—by asking
Bunter for Christmas.

But tho fat Owl hesitated long.
Gratitude was ratheor a frail reed 1o
lean upon, and e did not want to be
kicked again.

However, he upened the door ot last
and blinked in. Verpon-Smith was

alone 1n the study, scanning a large
map of Devonshire spread out on his
table. Why he was interested in Devon-
thire Bunter did not know, or want to
know. DBunter was interested in Christ-
mas.

“1 say, Bmithy———" ho begun,

“Don’t worry ™ eaid the Bounder over
his shoulder.

“But, 1 say, abovt Christmas—="

“Tatg ¥

“Well, you're a rotten, unzrateful
beast [ hooted Bunter. “Who risked
his life to save you from thoze kid-
nappers B

“Nobody that I know of.™

“Well, you rottor!” goasped Bunter.
“Talk smbout ingratitude being the
thanklesa child of a toothless scrpent!
After I shaved your wife—I mean, saved
your lifes—"

“8hut the door after you 1"

“Well, look here, you benst, I jolly.
well helped you out, and you know it,
and you said vou'd maeke it up to me™
said Bunter desperately. *“I've been
let down for Christmas, and—"

The Bounder locked at him., Then,
},u Bunter's surprise, he burst into a
au

“You'd like to come with me for
Ghr_i;_tmas%’{'l’ ]r!:.u Eﬂl‘:l‘.’li;.

“Yes, old chap. youw've got anjy-
thing like gratitudo in you ¥

#0h, lots 1™ said the Bounder. “Come
by all means.”,

Bunter's fat face brightencd.  This
was luck! He had hoped, but he had
not guite expected, that the Bounder
r.-.'f:iulg acknowledge the claims of grati-
tude.

“1 say, Smithy, you mcan it?" he
gaspod,

“Certainly ! Leave with me when we
break up, and stay as long as you jolly
well like 1™

“ Done |* g‘asped Bunter,

The Bounder turned to his map again.
Billy Bunter rolled down the passage
to Study No. 1, pitehed the deor open,
and blinked n &t the Fainous Five,

“I pay, you fellows! I'm going with
Smithy for Christmas! He begged me
to, and I'vea consented. And you rolters
cann go and eat coko ¥

After which Bunter slammed the door
and departed rather hastily. If was -
all fixed and settled now; the Owl of the
Remove felt like 8 weary maviner who
gaw land ot last !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks Ior It!

EVERAL fellows glanced rather
g ouricusly at the Dounder wihen lic
wheeled his bicyele out after the

school dinner the next day,

It was true that the kidnappers, with
tha lice searching for them, Lad
vauished, and were supposed to be far
enourh away by that time. Btill, after
what had heppened, it seemed rather
a nerve on Smithy's park to po ot
alone.

Toma Bedwing gove him guite an ex-
prassive loock—but the DBounder evi-
dently did not want his company, nud
Tomnm turned away with o clouded face.

A dizpute with his clium, almosr
amounting to a quaerrel, just befor
Christmas, troubled and worried b
But he could not give way in the
matter—he was going to have that
Christmas  with  his  fatler—and il
Smithy chose to keep his back up, he
had to let it go at that.

Iarry Wharton, epotting the Boundor
going out, ran down to the gate gnd
called to him. Veruon-Smith stopped
al Jooked back,

“Coing far?* asked Harry.



H%¥es: some miles, The roads are a
hit votten, but I shan't break my neck,”
satd the Bounder, with a grin.

“Lika meo to comel?”

““Yee—no end; if you're not in a hurry
to pet back.®

“Well, wa shall have to get back for
class—French with Mossao ! said the
captain of the Bemovo, * Look here,
Smithy, it doesn't seem to me safc for
you to get out by woursclf. Thosa
Ttalian blighters——-"

“ Hundreds of miles away, I expect.”’

“ Most likely; but you can’t he suro
till the police get hold of them. If they
zhould be hanging sbout, looking for
annther changa——"

The Bounder laughed carclessly.

“What rot! There's no danger—not
ihat it would worry me a lobt. But if
vou want o ride on a shppery road, got
vour bike. I['d better tell you I shan't
ho back for elasa, though.”

“You're not eutting classi”

®“Just that. I'm going somo
tance,.™ .

“Look heve, Jou't be n silly ass,
=mithy 1"

"Too late to change, old man—ean't
help i1 grinned the Boonder, and he
wheeled out his bike,

Whartan iorned baelk. I ihe reck-
fnss zeapegrace of Groyfriars was gom
1 cut class, Wharion was not dispose
lo follow his example,

As ik was French with Monsicur Char-
pentier, it was not so risky a3z with
Qlj;mhh' Mossoo did not always spot an
absentee, and if he spotted one, he
oiten forgot to report him afterwards—
or good-naturedly affected to forget
Anyhow, Vernon-Smith was taking tho
visk. He had a distance to go, and it
was not muech usze asking leave from
classa,

He pedalled away on his machine, and
when tho juniors went to No. 10 class
room for Irench with Alossoo, ho did
ot turn up.

By that time the Bounder was a good
many miles from tho school.

thise

Ho was following the steep road b
the eliffs that led up to Hawkscliff,
where Redwing's home lay. Tom cor-

tainly had not had the remotest idca
that that was his destination.

~ There had been no further fall of
snow, but the roads and lancs wero
in a very uncomfortable state for rid-
ing. Alore than onee Bmithy was in
danger of a skid,. But he rode at a
rood rate, though he had to slack fown
on the steep rise to Heowkseliff,

With the drop from the cliffs to the
sea on his left, and wide, sloping hill-
rides stretching away on hia right, the
Bounder was in as lonely a part of Lhe
gonntry in the winter weather as anyono
pould have wished. In the summer facra
would have been eyelisis and pedestrians
on thoe road ovor the sea, but in Decem-
her thero was nohody., Looking shout
him, ihe Bounder was siruck by the
thought that it was exactly the spot
wherp Count Zeve would have liked to
maeet i

He langhed at the 1dea. ITe had nn
doubt that the Italian count was far
away—probably out of tho country,

Only one human bemmg was in sight
when ho looked round—a eyelist comnng
up the steep road hcehind him,  Smithy
gave hum o coreless glance as he eame
inte view, rather suddenly, round a
irosty bulge of cliff on the road. The
man scemed to be a powerful rider, for
e was coming up tho slope at a good
speed, bent over his handlebars, g0 that
Smithy could zco only the top of his
lread.

The juniue rede an, slower and slower
aa the rise steepencd. Ile was shout a
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mile out of Hawkschit when he dis-
mounted to wheel his maeching the re-
mainder of the way. The rise was too
steep even for the hardy Bounder to
ride if. i .
The zound of a bi:}jclﬂ behind him
maode him turn his head. "The rider was
ofill in the saddle, grinding up the
ateep. His head was still bent low, and
Smithy could not see Lis face—but for &
moment Wharton's

21

man's face, and the winter sunlight
elimmered on a swarthy shin and
vhubby features.

“That hound "' breathed Bmithy.

It was Count Zero, and he was coming
on fast—panting, bnt without a pause.
Vernon-8mith lev go his machine, let-
iing it twirl away whither it would, and

((ontinued on next page.)

words came back
into lis mind, I
hia ecnemiesz, after
all, had not gono—
if they had been
keoping dpggo,
and walching for
another chanee——
Was the man fol-
lowing him? Lven
for a strong man 1t
was hard riding up
ithat steep slopo—
any cvehist  would
have dizmounted
fhere, unless for a
special reason.
Was that eyclist
trying to overtake
him ¥

ITe wheelsd his
maching on s fast
az he eould, with
sharp glances over
his shoulder. He
was nob  afraid—
fear had bheen
Inft out of the
Dounder's compos:-
tiomn But he
knew low  little

chanece e had if an | [E

cnemy  ran him
down on that
lonely wvead, far
from help. Hawls-
cfiff was still three-
quarters of a mile
ahead, and thers
was no other place
within  three or
founr miles.

Bmithy's face set

grimly as he
tramped  on, push-
g his  macaine
Ho  had always
been reckless, care
lossly  asking  for
trouble; ho began

to wonder ".'i.']!lﬂ!:* or
he had been asking
for 1t again.

Tho rider dis-
mounted ot last,
panting from his

cfforts to drive his
machine up the
gteepr; but ho was
now  onl about
filty yards hehind
Vernon-Smith. Ile
pitched his bieyBle
against a cliff and

came up on the
road at o run,
Smithy's heavk

aave o junmp.

The man was not
wheeling his
machine up; he
had left it. After
hia exertions at the
pedals he was run-
mng unp a sltesp
road | The Doundar
gucssed  what it
meant—aid ho had
proof o fow
momaents laler. For
he ¢ould see the
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ran, T’ the slope, heading for Hawks-
eliff, went Vernon-Smith, ranning his
hardest, A voice rang behind,

“Siap! Little signor, siop—or 1
shoot 1" . i
The Bounder felt a thrill, but he did

not stop, e did not helieve that the
Iralian would shoot, and he took the
chanee. Tie was right; ne shot rang
ot on the frosty air, but the beating
footsteps came faster and faster. Fast
as the junior ran, the pursuer was
fnnng. :

With hands clenched and tecth set,
ihe TNounder ran, putiing all his beef
into 1t. IHawkscliff was close now—less
than half a mile—and he put on &
desperate spurt, But it was futile; for
closer and eloser camo the thuddin
feet of the runmer bohind,  Ie hear
ihe ltalian's panting hreath and felt
tio chitels of & hand on his shoulder.

ITe was dragged te a stop. In
desperaiion ho turned and strack, and
%-is clenclhed fist erashed in the swarthy
e,

“Cospetto 1 panted the Ttalian.

The next moment Herbert Vernon-
Smith was struggling unavailingly in
the kidnapper's powerful grip.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
John Redwing Takes a Hand!

QIHN REDWING stood on the eliff
path below the village of IHawks-
eliff and looked down the winding
way, o smile on hiz bronzed face.

Homo from soa, the sailorman had
written to his son from Dover—a letter
that had made Tom happy. It meant
that he wonld spend his Christmas at
the little cottage on the ¢liff, instead of
in the Bounnder's wealthy )]mme; but
that was what Tom wanted, if only
Smithy would have taken it more
reasotably.

The srafaring man had been home at
tho cottage only a day. Tom had pot
seon him yet; Hawkschiff was too far
from the school to be visited, excopt on
a half-holiday, and Tom was not the
fellow to cut class, as the Bounder so
reckleszly did—and certainly his father
would not have wished him to do zo.

But after o long an absenco ho was
anxiona to sco his son. He did not
know wlhether the exigencies of echool
work would allow Tom te come up; he
knew the boy would come if he could.
That afternoon John had kept his
weather eve, as ha would have tormed
it, very frequently on the path by the
eliffls on the chance of secing Tom
COMInE,

And he smiled as ke saw a schoolboy
wheeling a bike up at a distance. The
hox was too far olf for recognition, but
he recognised the colours of tho d[‘&j‘v
frinrs school cap, and had no doubt
that it was Tom,

“I knowed he'd come if he could,”
murmured the sailor, as ha watched;
then, as the schoolboy came closer, his
face clonded a little.

It was not Tom: but he knew whn it
was—Tom's school pal, the millionaire’s
san, Vernon-Smith A message from
Tam, perhaps, who eouldn’t come. Br,
edwing started down the path to meef
tha schanlboy na he came.

The winding way soon shut the school-
bov off from lus sight. e kept on,
with the rolling swing of the sallorman
st eovered tﬁn ground guickly. The
steep path ran round the base of & preat
challe cliff, ridged with snow. Onee
past that liff Lo would see the boy
urain.

Tle saw him suddenly—and what ho
enw made the bronzed sailorman jump
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almost clear of the ground in
astonishment.

The schoolboy was struggling and
fighting desperately in the grasp of a
swarthy-faced foreigner.

John Redwing, taken otterly by sur-
prise, stared for & spellbound moment ;
then he slipped his stick from under his
arm inte his hand and reshed down the
path with the aﬁueeﬁ of the wind.

* Ahoy, lad 1¥ he roared as he rushed.
“Coming ! Avast there, you lubberly
landshark 1™

The Italian gave a violent start at
the ringing of the ssilor's decp voice;
the dark face was lifted to stare.

Vernon-2mith, resisting with all his
strength, was at his lest gasp. He
crumpled in the stool-like grip of the
Italian. Count Zero had already jerked
& covd from his pocket; in another
minute the schoolboy's Lands would
have boen bound.

But the count had no minute to spare
now-—-he had not a moment. ohn
RHedwing, as be ecame round the cliff,
was guite near ab hand, and his sudden
swift rush hrﬂurght him to the spot in
the twinkling of an ove.

Count Zoro leaped from the Bounder,
panting. Ha groped in his coat for a
WOeRPON. he automatic came oul,
glimmering in the sun—and John Red-
wing's sticﬁ: crashed on his arm, send-
ing the pistol spinning away, as the
count’s arm dropped to his side, numbed
by tho blow,

A yell of pain and fury broke from
the Italian.

Ho leaped back: but the sailorman
followed ﬂim up fast, lashing out with
the heavy stick.

Zero caught a blow—intended for his
head—on hiz arm, and leaped back
again, spitting with rage like & cat.

t'the satlovman gave him no pause;
he followed up, lashing with the stick;
gﬁnd the count fairly turned and ran for

The Bounder panted.

“Oh, good man 1™ he gasped. * Tom's

ater, by gum | Go for him, old bean!

rack the rotter's head for him! (O,
good man ™

Fast after the flocing Ttalian rushed
the sailorman, swiping with the stick.
Twice the blows landed on the count,
and ho yelled as they landed. Then,
with a desperate spurt of speed, he got
out of reach and grabbed his bicyelo
from the cliff,

“ Avast, vou landshark ! roared old
John. He rushed at the count as the
kidnapper desperately flung himself on
the bicycle.

Only the steep slope of the road saved
Count Zero. His ]Em:t had no time to
find the pedals; but the machine went
down the slope with a rush as he got
on tlie saddle, carrying him out of reach
of the swiping stick.

He shot down the steep like an arrow.

John Redwing brandished the stick
aftor him.  Twenty yoards farther on
the Italian got his feet on the pedals
and Btﬂﬂﬂiﬂdg.‘?thn machine, and he dis
appeared round ithe next bend at a
terrific sﬂeﬂd.

John Redwing walked back to the
Bounder. .

Vernon-Smith, pantiog and breathless,

rinned st him and shook hands. Old
gﬂhn touched his forelock first and
shook hands shyly,  1lo was o little
awecd by Tom's wealthy friend.

But the Bounder, with all hiz faults
—and he had plenty—had no tincture
of snobbishness in him. He liked and
roaspected Tom's father, and did not
care two straws whether he wasz a sailor
hefore the mast or an admirel of the
Roryal MNavy.

“Dy gum! Ilow jolly lncky you came
along, Mr. Medwing '™ be said.

lis

fancy that Llighter is sorry he mel you,
You gave him a few !

“I'd have given him a fow more if 1
could have laid him alongside, sir,”
said old Joln.- “Douse my deadlights !
Was you coming up to my cottage, sir ¥

“I was—io sce you,” sard Vernen-
Bmith.

" Tom, I 5'posa, couldn’{ come T

“Tom’s in class uow; I've got leave.)
Vernon-Smith did not explain that it
was “ Fronch leave.” ©“Bui, look here.
now I've met you, will you walk back
with me a bat$"

“ Just what I was thinking, sir. Thot
landshark might be in the offing, and
if you was alone—"

“That's it,” said B8mithr. “*I've got
something to say to you, Mr Reduing,
and I'll jaw as we go.”

He collected his bieyele and wheeled
it down the path, John walking by his
side. He was glad cnongh of ihe sailor-
man's company on lhat lonely road,
now that he knew that his encmies were
still on the watch, Count Zerp had
vanished, but i1t was guite probable that
he might have reoappearcd befora the
Bovnder reached satety ifs the jumier
had been alone. Once on a main road
he was safec enough, but it was miles to
& main road.

“Tem’s going io
with you, Mr. Red
Bounder when hoe

ath.

“Ay, ay, sir!” said John. “It's the
first Christrnas I've had home from sca
for many a year.”

His bronzed face brightened as he
wﬂk&, and Smithy felt a pang of shame.

hat a sulky brute he had been!—was
the uncomfortable thought in his mind.
But he went on quictly :

“So long as vou have Christmas with
Tom, Mr. Hedwing, vou wouldn't earo
if it was somewhero else, not nt Hawks-
clif. You sce, Tom’s rather a pal of
mine, and I want him these holidaye—
and 1 want you, too.”

John locked at him.

“I'm going to epend these holidays,™
went on Smithy, “at an old place on
the Devonshire coast. It's right on the
sea—a good deal like Hawkseliff, on &
rather hig%r scale. But I dare soy yon
know the Deovon coast, on the Atlantic
side,*

The gailorman smiled.

“As well as I know my hand, sir.
from Cornwall, up the Bristol Channel.”
he answered. "1've been in coasting
craft on that coast.”

“Good egpl! Dver heard of ol
pelly 1%

“I've heard tell of it sir”

“Well, that’s the place] My father
bought 1t years ago, and I'm going to
fix up s party to comp there these
halidays, t will be rather rough, of
eourse—hardly a soul for miles—"

“*All that, sir, and more [ said Jehn,
staring at him. I don’t understand
you going there, sir, when you've got o
great house in London to po fo.”

“Well, that's the game, and I've got
a lot of reasons,” said Vernon-Bmith.
“J want you to come thero, Mr. Red-
wing, and Tom. Tom won't como if
you'te not there, naturally; but why
shouldn't youl I hayver’t spoken about
it to him yet. I wanted to see you firvst,
and see if you'd come.”

“T'm ready and willing to ancnor
wherever Tom is,” said John, “But you
don’t want o rough., old sailorman,
Master Vernon-Smith.”

“Vou'ra exactly the man I do want I
said the Bounder. “I've told myx father

ou'll be there, and if you won't come,
it's all washed out. You sce, my father
trusts you and relies on you; ho knows
we shall be all right if Fou are there”

spend  Cliristmas
wing,” =aid the
bhad rvecovered his



Count Zero leaped from Vernon-Smith, panting, and groped in his coat for a weapon,
moment, John Redwing’s stick crashed on his arm, sending the pistol spinning away, as the count’s arm dropped to his side,

numbed by the blow.

“That's very kind of 3Mr, Vernon.
Smith,” =said tho sailorman. " But——"

~“And it's very likcly that 1 shall bo
In soma ﬂnn%ﬂr there,” went on the
Bounder. “'That foreigner you faw
collaring me has been after me before,
and may get after e again. Iis gamo
is kidnapping.”

“TDouse my deadlightz!™ cjaculoted
Alr. Redwing.

“So, you see, I want Tom, and I want
vou 1" said Vernon-Smith. “1've got it
all fixed up, and you've simply got to

come. I'm going to ask some other
fellows—all frienda of ‘Tom’s—fclows
you've econ and like, If they come 1t

will ba jolly—if they don't, it will Ln
vou and Tom and me, and Jolly all tha
same, You'll come®”

0ld John seratehed his noze.

“But——" ha said, perplesed.

“You'vo got to come!™ said
Bounder.

And by ihe time ihey reached the
Redelyffa road, old John had agread to
come, if Tom did. Which =atizfied the
Bounder, and ho mounfad his bieycle
and scorched hack (o Greylriars in
great spirita.

1
1im

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
What'’s In a Name ?
'HIERRY WIIARTON was looking

nut of the school goics when the

Bounder arvived. ITis faca was

a littlo anxinuz, aml bhe was
pjioved when Vernon-Smith enma i
ight, Smithy jumped off his hike and
wheeled it in.

“Mossoo miss me ™ he akad.

“I believa so; but he won't lapd yon
i a row just beforn the hols,” apswered
Harey.,  “ But juu'm a  tilly  ass,
Smithy 1 I'in glad to zee you back zafe,
at any rate™

“You fancird {hat

{liat sparizian

EVERY SATURDAY

3

Zoevo might have gob alter me again®’
gvinned the Dounder. : ;

“Well, 1 couldn’t help thinking it
possible. You can't consider inur:-.-.-ll
safe till he's under lock and key, ov
until it’s ecriain that he's got out of
the country.”™

*Quite I pgreed the Dounder. “1'm
not zafo by long chalks, as I know now.
Jolly exciting, aiu't it? He Eut me ol
the Hawlksehlf road. Reddy's pater
woighed in with a stick. I faney Zero’s
ot an ache in his lalian put !

“Huthy 7 oexelaimed Wharton,

“Honest Injun!” said the Bounder.
“That sportsman ks alter me, like a dog
after a bone. He won't be happy till he
mets 1n! 1 think 1 shall Lkeep in gates
alter this till we break np.”

*You'd better,” said Ifarry. " Ave
valt gomg to Quelch 777

“And tell him I cut French?  No
fear! Destdes, I don’t want to alarm
my father! I can look after miysclf t™
said Bmithy, with a shrug of the
shouldars, “I'm not afraid of the

d&ﬁﬂ i
¢ put up his bike, and they walked
to the House together.

“How would yvou like Christmas in a
haunted Elizabethan houso, looking fov
lost  treasure in o wrecked Spanish
zalleon, and with a spicn of danger
thrown in ™ asked the Bounder,

Wharton stared at him.

“Is that o joke " ho ashed.

“Not in the least|”

ITarry Wharton laughad.

“1'd like it no end—especially aa my
awn plans have heoen rather knocked o
the head,” he answered, * But it sounds
rather too gorgeous to be troe, I sup-
pose you're pulling my leg®”

“Sober as a judge!” said Vernon-
Smith. “The placo 13 Polpelly—on 4he
Devon  eoast, near Cornwall,  Tle
sunken galleon is guoarantced by loeal
tradition—and the ghost, ton, 1 think;
hut T won't answer for the ghost. M,

An automatic came to light. Next

A yell of pain and fury broke from the Italian !

I'm not asking you {e big parlies and
~hows and the wsual bag of tricks. It's
& wild place, solitary. It nill e
rather like camping-out. Dut the pater's
ardered everyihiing that money ean huy
fa Inr senk in—even Bunter will have
vinobgh to eatl It will be a bit of un
adsvenfure—what "

“Yee, rather ! But———*"

“Unly den't forpot the spice of
danger 1 added the Bounder. T that
iﬂ!ly old dago ?ets after me again—and

fancy he will—we may bBind ourselves
up against sonwethin’ 1 the natora of
frouble, 1'd like fo have vou and your
friends there for that reason, amonge
athers,  Anyhow, I'm going, ‘Lhat's
setlled 17
The DBounde's cyes were sparkling.
It was clear 1hat he looked forward o
the adventure with great keenness,

“Bunter's coming I he added, ~{Can
vor resist that attraction 7

Wharton chuckled.

“Bunter told as he was going withang
for Christmas ] Hoe never sald syrbicones
ahout Polpelly.”

“He docsn't know yet! I Taney 1hat
he's dreaming of dwelling i omaelide
ltalla ¥ grinned Smithy., *“Ile may les
ma down when o finds oub whar s
like. I shall ey te sucvive o, i 1
Jons 1

“Ty Jove, it sounds vippipg !
ITavey.

“Bring yvonr friendz (o {en in my
sy, and VI tell yvon all about e
jolly old galleon and tha doublong:—-"

" Daubloons, too 1" ewelaimed Whar.
tom, with & lawgh., “XNot pieees of

vl 1

“Povhlonns, T think—if any ! Al
I Jun't guarantee thoe doubloous, any
more than the ghost! Bat I've pol an
fdea that that 1z what the dago is afioe
~not A tin-mine, a4s my pater tln e
Yo onel your pals ond Redds amd e,
witl e soven, Lika the happy Tannly n

o MagxeEr Lanrany.-—No. 1,402

&
.*-FI1'-1



24

the poem—enough to put paid to the
dago if he turns up, even if Bunter lets
ns downl How do you like the stunti”

“Topping I” said Harry. “Too good
to true! A Spantsh galleon,
. doubloons, and a ghost | My hat! Some
Christmas ™

“And perhaps a orack on the nut from
a dago [*

“That wouldn't worry usl We'd
chance the dagoes ™

The Boundoer went to his study, and
Harry, rather excited by what he had
heard, went to loak for his Friends.

Tea was ready in Stedy No. 4 when
the IFamous Five arrived there.

The Bounder was smiling and hos

itable: Tom Redwing rather thought-

ul. It was a very cheery tea-party.

-and the chums of the BHemove listened
cagerly to all that Bmithy conld tell
them shout Polpelly and its legends.

It did not take them long to make up
tlicir minds to join the Bounder's party.

“It may ba & bit parky at this season,”
gaid the Bounder. *“ But I believe those
Devon coombs area rather sheltered.
We'll gail ell over the jolly old cove
leoking for the wreck—that's where
Reddy will ecome in useful. You're
going to be ekipper, Reddy.”

“But I'm not coming, you ass
Redwing. : ;

“You are [ said Vernon-Smith.

“T ecan"t, Smithy."

“But think of the galleon, and the
tloubloons, &nd the.ghost,” said Vernon-
Smith, “and the jolly old covel”

Redwing shook his hoad.

“In fact, there's two jolly old coves
there ! went on-the Bounder, prinning.
“One 15 called Polpelly Cove—that's
whera the galleon went down on the
rocks, The other's ealled——"

He paused.

“Well, what's tha other called?®”

E‘lll

gaicl
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“I'll tell you in o minute. And I'll
bet any man here ten to one in duug]!ll-
nuts that when I tell Reddy what the
other jolly old cove is called he will
make up his mind te throw over
Hawkschif, and come.”

“1 ean't, Swithy.”

“You can—and willl” zaid the
Bounder. “And I'll give you ten to
one in doughnuis that you'll agrec as
sgon 85 I tell you the name of the jolly
old cove you'll sce there™

Bedwing smiled, and shook his head
agaln,

“I suppose you'ro jn]cing," he said,
rather m}r&tiﬁesl. “I1 can’t umagine the
name of the cove making any differ-
ence to me"

"It will maka
Boundeor.

“Blessed if I sce how 1t could,”™ said
Harry Wharton., “I can see you're
{mlling‘ our leg zomehow, vou ass, but

don't get youl What's the name of
the cove, anyhow "

“John’ Redwing!”
Eounder. .

The Famouz Five stared. Redwing
:]glmpad. . Thoy all looked at Vernon-

mith blankly., His answer had taken
them all by surprise.

“What on carth deo you
Smithy ¥ exclaimed Tom.

“ Exactly what I say,” answered the
Bounder. “One jolly old coveé 15 called
Polpelly Cove. The other old cove is
called John Redwing. A different sort
of ald covo, of eourse!” added Bmithy,
chuckling.

“"¥You mean—" gasped Bedwing.

“I mean that I saw your father to-
day, fathead, and that 1'113'5 coming to
Polpelly for Christmas, and szo are
you !” said the Bounder. “I've fixed it
up with the jolly old cove—0™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”?

lots,” assured theo

enswered  the

MCEn,

asked Frank Nugent.
"WORLD IN
b
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Murray Roberts
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“8o if you go to Hawlsclilf for
Christmas, Reddy, you'll miss your
father 1”7 grinned the Bounder, *I
recomunend you to come to Polpelly and

see the jolly old cove. He's quite good
comnpany, 1 believe,”
Tom Hedwing's sunburnt face bright-

ened. IHeo understood now.
“You're coming " asked Smithy.
“Of course, fathead [
“8o that's scttled,”
Semith.
And settled it was; and seven fellows
looked forward eagerly to bresking-up
day—and Polpelly |

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm in the Night!

said Vernon-

ILLY BUNTER moaned.
[t was the last night of the

term, and, with the school
. hr&akmg_ up_next day and a
ourney before him, Billy Bunter felt it

ard that he couldn't get somo sleep.

But ho counldn’t.

It was all the fault of Coker of the
Fifth and his Aunt Judy. ker's
Aunt Judy had sent Horace Coker a
Christmas pudding. That Christmas
?uddm& had mystenuusli dizsappearcd
rom ker's study, vobody  knew
what had become of it—oxcepting Billy
Bunter | - Bunter knew only too well |
It was the reason why Bunter couldn't
gleep!  Outside Bunter, that pudding
had locked too luscicus and attractive
for the fat Owl to leave a morsel of
it.  Inside Bunter, it had comnpletely
lost its attractivencss, Bunter had
wondered, when he had finished park-
ing that pudding, whether he had not
overdone b & little. Now he knew that
ho had !

Hiz snore did not, as usool, awaken
the ochoes of the Remove dormitory.
Indigestion claimed Bunter as o vietim,

and he strove to sleep i vain.

Morpheus passed him by unheeding,
All round him, fellows were sleoping

soundly. It was, az Bunter bitterly

realised, fearfully selfish of them to
sleep when he couldn't get a wink.

Ile heard two boom from the eclock-
tower. He moaned, and turned his fat
iead once more on the pillow te woo
slurmhber.

But it was in vain, Coker's Christ-
mas pudding was taking its revenge.

Tho chime dicd away. The December
wind, whirling snowflakes, whistled
round the old chimney-pots of Grey-
frinrs Bchool. All sorts of eerie sounds
were heard at that hour of the night,
And 5uddcnﬁr it seemed to Bunter
that he heard a faint sound from the
door, as if it had opened.

He lifted his head from the pillow
and blinked uneasily. Of course, 1t was
ﬂnl:.' imagination | DBut was it?

There was a sudden gleam of light
in the dark Jormitory. Dunter, trans-
fixed with amazement, realised that it
was the pleam of an electric torch.

The light was gleaming at a distanco
from him. A -shadowy figure looined
against the dim starlight from a high
window, In terrified amazemnent, the
fat Owl rcalised that the figure was
pessing from bed to bed, scanning each
sleeping face in turn.

Ha stopped, with his back to Bunter.
He was at Vernon-Smith's bedside, In
the gleam of the torch, Bunter had a
glimpse of a dark, swarthy face, and
!_::Eiin::i-: eyes that ghttered hike polished
jet.

Then he knew !

It was the Italian he had scen at the

cld Army hut, in I’otts’ Lane; the
forcigner  wno had  kidnapped the
Bounder. And he was standing Ly the

sleeping Dounder’s bed !
(Continued on page 28.)



MORE THRILLS IN THIS SMASHING SEA STORY !

DAN of the DOUULER BA

By DAVID GOODWIN,

A Rough Passage |

EXNNETH GRAFIAM, son of a
H millionaira shipowner, i2 rescned
off the Dopger Boank by the
Lowestoft fishing trawler, Grey

Hoal.
Hia past lifa Dloited from his brain,
the voungster is given the name of
"Br:?-g.:r Lhan}” and signed on as fifth

bhand under Skipper Atheling, Finn
.\.Ezmci:rl, Wat Criffiths, and Buck
Atholing.

Aware of his aephew’s fate, and
knowing that ho willl ba heir to tho
shipowner's money when his  brother
dies, Dudley Graham promises to pay
Jake Rebow, commander of the Black
Haquadron, a fleet manned by men whom
ne nonest trawler wonld take on board,
ot thouzand pounds to get Konneth
cut of the way for aver,

With a good Ilnad of hsh aboard the
Grey Seal, Skipper Atheling makes for
Asterdam  to sell his catch, Here,
Don and Buck Atheling go ashore,
where RBebow's confederates make a
Froitless  attempt to drown the two
vhums i a flooded cellar.

Late that night, when walking along
by the sandhills that fromt the cosst,

an and Buck catch the crew of the
Adder, the Black’s {lagship, smuggling.
Seizing their opportunity, the two boys
bhoard the ftrawler and, with threo
ioughs imprisoned i the eahin, make
for port, only to get caught 1o a hurri-
cane and szee their own trawler—tho
Grey Scal—leaving the harhonr,

Tha Adder got within a hundred
vards of the Seal, and the bhoys prinned
ro seo the alert readimess of her crew.
Jahn Atheling had recogmised the traw-
lor, and was preparcd for any new
ireachery from the Blacks

Dan sprang into the shrouds and senb
i long ﬂml through the roaring dark-
nees. 'Tho Beal was dead to leeward,
and it reached her.

“Thev'va spotted oz, Buck ! cried
Man, “They'va tumbled! They can
sen wo hold the decks™

“Look out!” shouted Buck. *Ilang
pit! We must heavo her to !
zquall  hore

A howling, whippin
down upon ffhem, i;.’l!l‘”%:ig‘ the trowler

on to her beam-cnds. The dark water
voared over her hatches, and a frantio
uproar aroso from below decks.

“The squadron rats are all scared,”
said Buck, “an’ no wonder. They think
they'ra going down all standing. Thero
she comes up again! ITaul the fore-
sail a-weniher, for ITeaven's sake!”

It was bayond the power of the bove,
hawavor, to do =a. Heavily ecanvased
as sho was, end with far too much
hoadsail for such weather, the Addor
wonld not eome to the wind, bot Ia
nearly flat in the water, helpless :nu}i
1 Irons.

talack away mainsheef,™
Bucelk, “ar she'zs dene for "

Away wenk the hoom wiily a ron.

Tha Seal wes invisibla in ihe davks
mess, now, amd deiving spindeft, bat
e wes  Iying-ta comfovtable onough,
having stormn canvas sct.

Tl Adider refrsed to do anyihing of
1l sort, and threatened to dismast her-
w1 altogather, or fto ba rolled bottom
upwards by the zaa.

“No, paod 1" chented DBoeck, wironch-

poared

-

@

Wihth a crash, the Adder struck the iron-hard sand and a buge sea thundered
down on the siranded vessel [

ing ilio Lelm up. " Wao must shove Lier
befora the storm an’ min for it "

“RHun where?” paid Dan, az fhe
Adder lurched down and turned her fail
to the hurricans.

“Goodness knows P' returned DBuck.
“To Davy Jones, like enough | Black tho
peak right down and trice up the tack,
or we shall have the mast out of her
an' be driven
cquadron’s mon.*

With her mainsail “"seandalised,”™ 20 as
ta render b half ineffective, the traw-
ler went a little caster, but sha could
do nathing but drive :‘tj{mg befora the
gale, now blowing with terrifia foves,

Wallowing and rolling, she soused
through the waves, and now and again
taking the corest of opa over her
gquariter, and Olling her decks with rag-
ing water., It tonk all tha boys
strength to steer her bhoth at the lielin
at once,

It was a night fo hn remembeored,
Tho roaring gale, e vecling trawler,
the aching, weary work to keep her
straighe before tho seas, made up =«
Jong mightmare ihat the becaking dawn
Jid Mitle ta dizpel.

ashors among iho

The young day spread grey aml dis-
mal over a waste 3}3 white-capped seas,
und out to leeward, closer than it should
have been, waz a dreary line of low,
vellow sandhills, with line upon.ling of
torribla surf breaking at their foet.

Far aut, very little clear of the traw-
ler's course, the sea broke and sponted
Furiouzly on oautlving sandbanks, which
in fen minntes wonld have grommd ta
Finin the stoutest smack ever built, A
witke gap, where the sea ran in through
the Jand, edged and dotted with banks
af roaring =urf, yawned fav on the lee
guavter,

Tt waz tha Texel In the long nirat
e, the Adder had cleared the mainland
of Holland, and was passing thoe first of
the long chain of islands that enrve ous
from the cowst like the hook of a sickle,
ratelozing a preat tract of shallow, wind-
ing eea amd sand  between  themselves
andl the mainland, and showing theiv
omter fronis, low and guarded hy deadly
fangz aml tlatzs of zand, fo ithe wild
Marih Sea.

The paps hetween them, leading to
tle wbosolate hut safer waste msude, wore

Tue Magscr Lipgans.—XNo. 1,352,
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j 20 choled with banks and wreeks that to try fo run through
them in a storm meant the almost certain loss of tho vesscl
with all hands.

The Texel was the ors possible haven. But when day
dawned the Adder hed run toe far past o make it.

“This is awful I groaned Dai. “I'm sterving! And if
we lift the hateh, those toughs will get ua! Hark at them ¥

All through the wild rush nlong the seas the prisonera
below had raved and shouted and hacked at the hatch

covers, fearing they would bo drowned sike rats in o trap.

“Lucky they've no hatchets,” said Buck, bracing himsgell
waarily against the helts, *or there'd bo trouble! That's
Englishunan's Gat to leeward There's a way through, but
there’ll ba dead Englishmoen thera if we triod 1t thia
weather | Look at the surf {V

“Let's keep the sea,” said Dan. “This gale must blow
itself out sooner or later. T we hit anything, I hope it'll
B2 an island; might get ashore then. But those surf-bars
in the channels have deep water round them. To strike
there would be a sure finish.”

" Nothin's sure an the high seas,” rephed Buck.

They ran on till the day waned, past Umeland and
Terschelling, the hard-mouthad trawler always lurching and
bucking as she went, and the hungry seas surging by her
with o long, wot hiss.

Ga.]p after gap in the land was passed, but each was more
hopeless than the other; and the !}ngglermnn will always
choose the winth of the ses rather than lay his vessel upon

the rocks or the sand.
11

E “ Muist hava

something to eat 1™ :

“Those beasts are living on the fat of the land
down below " repliad Buck. *They've pot rifles and
ravolvars by way of sauce, too. They'll be likely fo bag
one of us before we can persuade them to share grub., Aze
you ﬁ&l‘ﬂﬁ?” ; e

" day az well be shot as starved !” said Dan. “I've got
an idea (" "

“You'll have to work it yoursclf, then,” said Buel; “for
if I leave the helm for es much as three seconds, this
hooker’ll broach-to, an' we'll be goners|”

“Yea® gnid Dan; *“but yun can nearly reach the hatch
from where you stand, ouldn't you shove it back if 4
raise the cateh "

“ Pl try ity returned Buck.

—— s

Shipwrecked !’

CAN'T stick this any longer ¥ said Dan at last, wan
with hunger and thirst and exhaustion.

“What are you going to

0O .

*1'Il stand for'ard o' the haich with an oar handy,” said
Dan. *They know we haven't pistols. Only one can get
up the ladder at a time. I'll got him with the oar and
glam the hatch again. When wo've got him, we'll deal with
him 1*

“We sure will 1" said Buck grimly. “Get to it!”

Dan picked up tne stout ash oar with which he had
knocked out Rebow, and then quietly raised the cateh of the
hatch-cover from the staple.

Silenca followed the action below, The squadron men had
heard the sound, and wers waiting their chance. They
thought the boys were slarved out, and were going to offer
terms—terms to the Black Squadron

Dan slipped to the forward side of the hateh, and took a
good grip of his oar with both hands.

Bucﬁ arted forward for n moment elid back the batch,
and ran back to his helm again, just in time to save the
Adder from broaching-to.

There was a d pause as the smack flew along beforo
the gale. Slowly a tuft of hair rose above the level of the
hatoh, and a head followed it, till & pair of evil, black eyes
bent themselves on Buck at the helm.  The man had his
back to Dan.

“Wish he'd turned his ugly face to mel!” thought Dan.
“ Can’t swipe the beggar while he isn't looking.”

Quick as o flash, the man drew himself nearly clear of tho
hateh, a revolver in his hand, and fired it at Buck,

Ag tfhahsh?xt raing- cut, Dan's oar cavght the ruflian on the
ide t cadd,
% Th: huﬁet few wide, and ihe man rolled on the deck,
hugging his head with his hands. The pistol clattered along

the planka,

W?th the end of his car Dar elammed down the hateh,
and snapped the hasp down just as s seced prizoner drove
his head against it, himsclf stopped in the nick of time. ;

The man in the scuppers recovered himself promptly, ana
“grabbed the revolver just s. Dun sprang at him. .

“(Cirab his wrist " cried Puck, in an agony of anxiety,
wishing he could help in the struggle.

Dan had hias opnonent by the wrist in o moment, and
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clasped hiz free arm round the man’s
middle in a v grip.

Crack, crack, crack!

The revolver barked as the ruffian
fired wildly, hoping to scare the boy,
though his wrist was wrenched to this
side and that, and the bullets sang
harmlessly skyward.

- With a desperate effort, the ruflian
strove to wrest the pistol round and line
1ts muzzle upon Dan for a singla second.

The struggle was short -and terrible.
Putting forth all his strength, the man
wrenched the pistol round, and pulled
the trigger fwice, .

The %mt bullet cut through the jersey
o Dan's shoulder, searing the flesh as
it passed. )

With & powerful twist, Dan brought
the man's wrist right round as the
trigger was pulled again. The man

ave & choking cry, and as Dan, ex-

gusted, let him go, he reeled over-
board and sank in the spuming sca, to
bo swept away to lecward. i

Dan sat down on the hateh, panting.

“Well done, yvoungster!” eried Duck.
“Are you hurti*

“No,” said Dan; and he looked at
the raging sea beyond. “ Poor beggar I¥
he said, with a shudder.

“Thank your stars you ain’t where he
iz 1 returned Buck. * Anocther inch, an’
vou would ha’ been ! ko

“ Ay, ay P’ said Dan soberly, picking
the pistol out of the scuppers. * And
now about the grub ™

He cocked the 1*{:]1'-:11.'&: and slung the
hateh open viciously.

"Stgazs];l.r, lad I* warned Buck. “De
varceful [ -

“Careful I” returned Dan. “I've had
enough of this!”

In o flash he covered the man at the
font of the companion ladder, ]

“Fling your gun up here,” he said—
“butt-end frst 1 And, remember, 1if you
try any funny stuff, youw'll get it in the
neck ! No half-measures with me, [
mean what I say 1"

Scared and sullen, sceing that he was
covered to a hair, the man complicd.

The weapon fell on deck. .

“1 zoe your matc behind you,” con-
tinued Dan. “Let him do the zame,
and quick.”

The seeond man obeyved.

“ Put your hands behind you, an’ go
for'ard 1 commanded an. 'He-
‘member, I've got you both covered !

The twe men woent forward. Dan
shut them up in the forecastle, ond
fastened the door. Then ho rummaged
ont rifles from under the bunk mat-
tross, Retaining two of these, ho flung
the rest overboard., ‘That done, he
found and opencd a tin of bully-Deef
and brought it on deck, together with
a hag of biscuits, The scuttle-butt was
full of fresh water.

The boys feasted royally. They iclt
in better sparits as tho food warmed
them, DBut even lowler blew the gale.
And the constant sweeping by of green
water—that at timwes nearly beat the
breath out of them—and the disinal
death (hat waited always under their
len upon the suri-lashed beaches, would
lhave trieed the emduranco of stouter
men than they. )

. *It's a poor look-out, I'm thinking,”
satd Duck, at last, as the Iigi]t. Legan
io fail.

Instead of easing, the gale blow
harder; a.ngust as they were off the
vhain of lesser 1slamds, towards the end
of the string, the darkness came <own
amid a squall that made the foregoing
gale gocm mild and harmless. e
wind veered right on shore, and thoe
Adder, refusing (o saal with the pgale
aboaw, dreve right Lefore o lowards
the thundering surf,

“Bhe's done o l” Burk,

#
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wrenching at his tiller. “Got hold of
anything you can to float you ashorel
Open the bhatches when she stvikes, an’
ive those rats their chance! Wa can’t
rown 'em !

“They won't want any help ! cried
Dan. “The sea will attend to thoir
business=—and ours. I'l let 'em outl!
Shall we get ashore, do you think i

“Ashore I” cried Duck, pointing to
the raging breakers. “There’s a chance,
so strike out for yvour life when zhe
goes 1M

Crazl !

With a crash that sfarted ever
timber in the hull, the Adder strue
and her keel split all along its longth.

Dan rushed to tho fore-hatch, and
flung it open. Then he hung on for
his %ife as o huge sca thundered down
on the stranded vesszel, blotting the last

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

SE?ER&L readers have asked me if

the Macgxer is going to colebrate
Christmas in tho usuval way with
a special seasonable number, Bat
your eweet lifo it is, chuma! And next
Haturday will eee our grand Christmas
number on the market. And what a
number it will be, too! Take my oft-
repeatod advice, chums, and order. your
copy in good time!l
Uur
GRAND CHRISTMAS PROGRAMME

aﬁana with & tip-top story of your old
chums of Greyfriars—Harry Wharton &
Co., who, in the happiest of spirita, set
out for a lonely old mansion peputed to
be haunted, to spend Christmas within
the roar of the Atlantic breakerst The
title alone,

“* THE SPECTRE OF POLPELLY 1™

will be enough to convince you that Frank
Richerds has gone all out to pive you a
feast of thrills and excitement which go
to make the ideal story for the festive
soason. It's o winner all the way, so be
sure to read it!

THE GREYFRIARS NIGGER
MINSTRELS

ie another spocisl featura calenlated to
roise roors of laaghter that will fairly
Lift the roof

THE “ GREYFRIARS HERALD,”

tho main featuro of which is o Yulctide
mrn of the Jolly, Merry amd DBright
chums of 5t Bam's, i chock-a-block full
of Christtnns fun end jollity., Tn nddition
to all this, there will be two other smaller
Christmas features, an * Interview ™ by
the Groylrinma Rhymester, and furthor
thrill-packed chaptera of our senantional
eca story. You copld not wish for o
bigper, brighter, bumper number than the
ono that is in store for you next week ]

The chicl item of conversation among
boys, at any rite, at thia time af the yeax
is Chrizstmas presonts. Sone have ** sur-
prize " presents, while others are given
the oppertunity of choosing what they
would like best. To the latter I wvote
they make n wiso choice by selecting one
of the following Annunis: " Holiday
Annuel,” " Hobby Amwal,” " Modern
Bay's Book of Adventure Stovies,” or the
“ Popular Book of Boys' Storics.” All
ihesy Annunls are real valuo for monoy
Bmpmiijﬂns amdl range In prico from

a. Gl te 68, Ask your newsagent to
lot you howve A glaneo at these wonder
books. He'll bo only too plensed to
albligo.

1 think that w. all for (lus woolk,
chums, 50 hero's Iooking forward to next
Satunday’s Bomper Christmins Nuabor.

YOUIL ETMTOR.

bt |
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limmer of the sky from the Yoys, for
it buried fthem four feet deep in solid
water., Overboard reoaved a breaker,

faking hLalf the rail with it, and up

fromm the swamped cabin struggled the
prisoncrs, gasping and panting under
the fear of death.

Smash! came another breaker,

The trawler groancd and squesled in
her death-zgony, as the trembling gar
boards split from end to end. A third
wave lifted the vessel up and dropped
her on tho iron-hard sand, as though
in brutal play. The Narth Sea took
her for its own. A few armfuls of
black timber lurked shorewards thronsh
the surf, but the flagship of the Black
Fleet was gone,

How ho reached the land, Dan nover
knew, Choking and gasping in the
boiling surf, battered and bleeding, he

at hold of 8 broken timber,  and saw

imly that Buck had hold of the other
end of it. It was half a mile to the
drﬂ' h{'aﬂh+ H

At last, broken and exhauvsted, the
boys dragged themsclves out of reach
of the sea and sank down upon the
sand. For a long time they lay, silent
and motionless.

“Wao can't stay here,” said Buck, at
last. “Can you walk¥”

“I can drag along semchow,” replied
Dan.  “What has beeome of  the
prisoncrg .

“They're prisomers in another
by pow, I guess!” said Buck grimly.
“There’s o light over the dunes there.
Let's try an" make it]”

Tho two chums rose slowly, and
painfully climbed the sandhills. The
place they had landed on was ovidently
a small island of the long siring. The
gale howled over it pitilessly. As they
walked, a great host of sea-birds seemed
to rize out of the sand, shricking and
whirling around them like lost spirits
of the darkness.

“Bear up, old boy ! said Buck,
though he was on the point of dropping
with fatigue himself, “We're all bLut
there 1™

Covering the last fow vards of groen
grass, they reached a large, low farm-
stead _ﬂf- the Duteh variety,

A single window, beside o great cak
door, was liphted,

The two chums crept wearvily up and

rod in,

Dan blinked at the light, and his head
swanm. Was he dreamuing?! Had the
whole wild rush aeross the scas, the
shipwreck, the light in the house, been
a nightmare?

He looked dreamily mte a wide room.

place

sandy-flooved, and hung about with
strange  old  clunoware and  jugs of
copper. Black cak chests, earved in

quecr shapes, stood round the walls,

A fire of wreck-timber blazed on the
f_ﬂ'at open hearth, and its flickering
ight played on the form of an old man,
snutm.{ at & round oale table, his face
lined and scamed like the sea-sand itsclf,

RBefore hin, on the blackened onk.
lay a pile of gold coin, gleaming
strangely in the unceriain light of the
fire. T'he old man picked up handfuls
of the coing, kissing thew, and lavghing
a laugh that made Dan shudder.

e Iooked at Buck. 1Tiz comvade Liad
sunk down by tho window and made no
sound. Bick with fatigue, =till thinking
he dreamned, Dan’s brain swam gidilily.
and he sank down ot the great oak door,
with a groan, and swooned.

A moment later the door was fune
open sharply, and a flood of firelight lit
the outer darkness,

(For the continuation of thiz slirring
e atory, see aexl week's BUMIPER
CHRISTUAS NUMLER af fthe
Aaaser )
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SMITHY'S STRANGE ADVENTURE !

(Continued from poge 24.)

Thoe light shut off.

A soft, strauge, sickly scont came (o
Bunter's nose.

He knew the small of chloroform ! 8o
ithat was the game! The Bounder was
not to wakel

Bunter was trembling in every fat
limb. But he tried to pull himself
together. The man's back was to him
—and he could not see Bunter in the

dark. The Owl of the Remove serewed
up his courage, such as it was, to the
sticking point, sat up in bed, and
grasped his pillow.

Winzl

Tt flew !

Whe iostant it had left his hand Billy
Bunter was snuggling in terror under
the bedelothes. he pillow missed the
shadowy figure by the Bounder’'s bed.
But it doopped on Vernon-Smith, start-
ling him:out of slumber -with a jump.

bhe Bounder gave a gasp and started
up.

Hiz fare, 23 he did so, knocked on a
hand that was about to press a chloro-
form pad over his mouth.

The k:dnﬁpper was &3 surprised as the
Bounder.. The pad was knocked  from
his hand, and the Bounder gave a loud,
startled’ jﬂﬂ at the dim vision of a
shadowy figure looming over him.

“Cospetta1” came & hies ‘from Count
Zero. Tha sudden awakening of his
intended victim -had disconcerted his
plana,. but he seized the Bounder with
one hand and groped for the pad with
the other.

“ Help 1. {eﬂed YVornon-3maith.

He atmg‘g ahtk:nﬁemlt ﬂﬁl‘:ﬂ&lf.
His yell r&ug‘ i rnug dermitory
nnd awoke naurlﬂ fcllow thore.
i Hallo, hallo, halle I" came from Bob

aIrY

i Help [* shrieked the Bounder.

“That's Smithy!” panted Harry
Wharton He bounded out:of bed.

“Helpl Help!” yelled Bmithy, as ho
stru gled “It's .the: Htalian! Halp!”

et & light {” shouted -Bob.

Whartun jumped to the  Bounder's
.bedside. Two dim figurcs struggled
there—3mithy and his enemy !| Wharton

TAS at them  blindly—he oould

ardly sea one from the other in the
dark:. Tom Redwing leaped out of hed
—all tho Famous Five were up—there
was a roar Of éxcited voices all tllrnugh
the ‘dormitory. Boeb cut across to t
door and switchad on the light.

“The ltalian1” panted Wharton.

Count Zere Aung the panting Bounder
from him. He made & rush to the door.

-savage blow sent Bob staggering -

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

aside, and iho Iftalian tore the door
open end leaped into tho passage.
i I]‘Em Bounder rolled, gosping, off his

LAl

“That villaint  Aflter Lhim ™

Ile panted fto thoe door, and a dozen
fellows followed him into the corridor.
There woz a spund, of running feet on
the dark stairs—and then silence. The
juniors erowded down the stairease,
switching on lights as they went.
gharp, angry voice called, as Mr. Quelch
came whisking from his room iu a flow-

ing dressing-gown.

“Boys! Wharton — Cherry—Vernaon-
Smith = what ~——"  gpluttered the
Remove master.

“It was t}lu Italian, sir!l” gasped
Wharton. *“He came to the durmltﬂr;,
after Smithy—"

“What ™

“Here's an open window | called out
Johnaoy Bull,

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Is it %ﬁss:hlﬂ—-—

Tlie move master and the juniers
looked into the wintry night from the
open window, From the darkness and
the whirling flakes there came the roar
of an engine on the road.

“Gono ! said the Bounder between
his teeth. *“He had & car waiting, of
course: he's in it nuw—-—-—”

”Lu-:h:, you'ra not in foo, old
chap |" gasped Redwing, "?I‘hnt must
have been his game 1"

Mr. Quelch gazped.

“The villain! The desperate rascall
Go back to your dormilory, mi} boys, 1

will ring up at once and ask tor & con-
atal:-le to-be sentl Go back to bed;
there is no danger now."”

. Mr, Quelch hurried dewn to the tele-

phone, A hill of bedelothes on

Puntcr s bed hid the Owl of the Remove
rom -gight.

“But who woke mo up? asked the
Bounder. “The villain would have had
¥rig, sal:'a as houses, but ﬁmne’r:ml;.r woke
me up, buzzing a pillow at mef"

‘& at face peored oub from under.
Bunter's blankets.

“1 say, }'ﬁu fallows, is—is—is he
gone?"

“Miles away, you fat funk 1" grunted
Juhnny Bull,

Bunter sat up.
With danger at a distance Bunter
was . bold as a lion,

“Lucky 1 was awake, Smithy, old
man ! he remarked. “¥You'd have been
n Quesr Street but for me—what

'.l‘he Bounder atared St him.

“"Youl” he ejarnlate :
“You might hanﬂ ma back my
illow,” said Bunter. “1 chucked it at
im, you know, to knﬂ-nli him over—*

“It lainded on me—*

“1 mean, I chucked it at you to wake
you up !

“Ha, ha, ha ™™

"“Blossed if I see anyvthing to cackle
at! I'd like to know what would have
bhappened to Smithy if I hadn't stayed
pwiko to watch over him ™ gaid the fat
Owl indignantly,

“Did you know that dagoe was coming,
then 7" rmnad Bob Cherry,

“Well, I=I thought he mighl‘, you
know | zaid Bunter cautious

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Cackla away I” snorted Buntﬂr.
“You'd cackle on the other side of a{m
mouths if that villain. came back !
wouldre't tackle him as I didl I'm not
afraid of him, and 1 fancy 1I'm the only
chap here who isn't—"

“Who's that coming up the passage?™
atked Peter Todd.

“Yarooh!™

Bunter dts&ppcared under the bed-
clothes again.

“Ha, ha, haI”

But it was only Mr. Quelch coming
up the passage. The Remove master
saw his flock back to bed with the
assarance that a coostable was comi
and that all was safe. When be h
put out the light and gomne, Billy
Bunter's voice was heard again,

“I say, you fellows, talk about
presence of mind-—"

“ Bunter, old fat man—" said the
Bounder.

“Yes, Emith:,r? Talk about presence
of mind—"

“Exactly! Did you tell me Fmtardq
¥ou were ex ing & postal ordert®

“REh es, old chap " mwaﬂd
Bunter. “It's for ten bo
“I'll cash it for you to-morrow.”
here was a brief silenco. Then
Bunt{:r B voIice CAmMe BEAIn :
‘T sn¥, Bmithy!"
“FEh? Yes? The Bounder's voice
was gleepy; “What

"1 mean a pound."”

“ Right-ho I chuckled Bmithy.

Porhaps the excitement had helped
Coker's Christmas pudding to settle
‘Anyhow, Billy Bunter fell nslesp while

‘o wils still considering whether to make

it twh-pounda!

TIE END.

(Be sure you read the grand lonp
#armjﬂ'ﬂs utm'y of Harry Wharton & Co.
in next week's DUMPER CHRISTMAS
NUMBER, entitled: “THE SPFECTRE
OF POLPELLY " By Frank Richards,
Az there ia alwaye a prabit demand _fnr
the Christmas number of the Maoxgr
regqular réaders should make a point of
ordering ~their copy at the earliest
oppartunity /—Ed. )
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SIR JIMMY VIVIAN describes—

MAULY’S MAD
DECEMBER DIP

If you had been st the pool om the River Sark last
Wednesday, you'd have seen & aﬂﬁh for sore
perature ot zero

over the water in the pool, Lord Mauleverer came
along, wearing a bathing costume under a fur-lined

Tgaspnd in alarm.
ere wa2 & far-away

With the tem

coat 1

“* My dear old chap——-"
Mauly nodded distantly.
look in his eves.

8 coating of ice

—
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A

mateh, takin

“ Hallo, bean! By thas,
way, what have they done
with the divin'-board ¥ ™ ]

* Diving-board st this time
of the year?™ 1 wyelled.:
" Why, they’ve taken it away,
of coursel

“ Woll, I wish thoy wouldn't
o these 1 without
warnin' o man!*  sighed
Mauly, *I suppose I shall
have to dive in from the bank, .
then 1™

And he calmly shed the
furdined coat and dived in.

Then he yelledl For-
tunately, the i was ns
thin a8 a wafer, and easily
broke. But the temperature
of the water upset Mauly
tremendously { ;

“Wow 1" hoe velled, as he
swarn ashore, breaking the
ice as he did so. “It'scold! ™

HOf cowrse it's eold,
idiot 1™ I snapped. ' What
wlse would you expecht it to
‘e, when it's 80 near
Christmaos TV

Mauly etared at me with
distended eyes, ne he climbed
up the bank and staried
punnmelling himself with a
towel.

Y Christmas ! ¥ he echoed,

“ Oh, gad ! What a fatheaded
mistake to meko!"

“ What mistale’s that 1%

“Brorer! I thought the
roanin’'  holiday was  the
snmmer holiday—mnot Christ-
mas " explaioed Mauly.
* An’ rememberin’ 1 promised
to practiss divin® for the end-
vi-surmmer-term _ divin' con.
test, I thought 1'd better put
in a bit of tico ! ¥

Mental aberration, Mauly
called it aflerwards, 1 don't
quite know what that mecans,
but if it meoans sleeping so
often that you don’t know
whether it’s summer or wintor
in the odd periods when you're
awake, then it's just the right
(Inseription to apply to Mauly !

* Mr. Lickham !
Wake 1;9 B

Mr. 1. Jolliwell
Lickham stirred
onezzily in  his
gleep. THe had
been dreeming
that he was back
at St. Bam's, fead-
ing his face with
Crissmas pudding
at tho Bt. Sam's
breaking-up party,
and it was euch
& plezzant dreem
that e dido't like
waking out of it.

“Go 'way!” he
mermerad  peev-
ishly. “Pain't
rising- bell yet 13

“* Wake , Birt It's
urgent ! * hist tho same tense
volee in his ear.

Mr. Lickham opened his
ayed and came b to earth
with & bump. It was & sad
gonirast with his dreem to
find himself #till in a fowl
dungeon bonesth the palace
of the SBheek of Alljeers, but
such +was tho
truth i

“Abh, me!® he mermerad,
with n sigh., * Then we'ro
still horo—ow ! Help ! ™

The Fourth Fonn maslor
sat op with » jerk as he
realised that a ﬁ,go%er clad in
the white robes an Arab
was bending over him. At
the samo time several othors
woke up, end & meormor of
alaym ran round the dungeon.

“ Qmuicls, NLELE] felloves !
There's an Arab  asttacking
Lickham ! ¥

Then the prisoncrs had a
big sorprize, Just as they
wore preparing to go to tho
reskow, the " Arab " threw
back 1ho hood of hiz robe, to
reveal ihe grinning laco of
Jark Jolly, of the Fourth !

“Jolly 1 ¥ cride ihe Bt
Suma'a fellows, in amazernont.

THE BOYS of our
FIRE BRIGADE

You eén't beat the boys of our Fire Brigade !
1've wlways said i, and the way they
bohaved when they were called to Study
No, 14 in the Romove fa-ssage this week only

vopiinins what I've aai

Experienced onlookers swcar ihat no

{ossional
rmarter turn-out.
seconds E!-]E-[.lﬁﬂd between thoe

noticed coming out of No. 14 and the errival

of the brigade !

The clouds of black, slifling smoke that
{Continued of fool of extreme vight-hand colimn.)

brigade could have schioved o
Not more ihan a few

.
M, .t

10 ctomach, Jo

gimoke beine

ot  hizg

PEBBELS o 720
=

unplezzant |

Supporting Iﬂl Cherry on his
ny
strated his physical fitness in the
gym, Johuny's abdominal
cles are 50 well developed that he
can “sgtand "’ & heavy weight
laid on him—but he jibbed when :
Billy Bunter wanted to stand are jogging the table, doing odd
Then everyhody gets
“out of tune ! ™

ER f—ll mm F‘f}
“ weighty ** 3 malter !

S
e

5 W Wi

plorers I"’

“Hullo, you chaps!™
srocted Jack Jolly ooolly.

Don't make too much noise,
or voull wake ithe pguards,
They're asleop outside. I just
took the key of the dungeons
from one of thom ! %

* Girate pip 1

*“Well, this iz » plexzure,
Jolly, and no mistake!™

inned Mr. Lickham. ** 'When
the sheek came to seo us after
capturing you, he told us he
had sent you {o the eggse.
cution bloek, How did you
cecapa £

* I just kept my head, sir,”
egzsplained Jack Jolly, © and
when & {avourable oppor.
?ﬁ}ﬁf eropped up, I hiopped

Mr. Lickhoam looked rather
worriod.

* That was & ripping movo
on your part,” he eaid. * But

aron’t you taking a big risk
in rsumh?]g hacl like this § 7
dack Jolly grinned.

* Ldid it becawse 1've found
a way of eseape for the lot of
us,” he said. ** You'll be rlad
to hear, sir, that I've found
the whereabouts of the air-
liner Gigantic—ond also enuff
peliol to take ws all back to
Bt Bam’a !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

DESERT

rl _:!E_:':" . ! #F P ” I

Cﬁﬁcfﬂding Instalment of Dicky Nugent's
Smashing Serial : ** The Skoolboy Eges-

L Hﬂﬂm}r 1 13

It was a sub-
dewed cheer from
the prisoncra, wll
of whem woro now
awaka, They were
smply delited at
the prospect of
escaping from {he
Elutclies of (he
tirranical Shock of
Alljoors.

“YWhen can we
make our hid for
frecdom, then,
Jolly ' asked
BMr. Lickham.

“NWow, ar)®
ra%]ie.ul Jolly
“ Eprsept for a

promptly.

few puards, everyone in the |Y

palace is fast asleep. Our
motter should be: *Strike
while the iron's hot'! ™

" That's the talk I liko to
hear! Burleigh| Call those
two airmen in  the mnext
dungeon | ordercd  Alr.
Lickhamy. “ By {he way,
Jolly, what has happencd o
Dr. Bircheroall B

. Jack Jolly's eyes flashed
indignantly. His lip curled
slornfully.

* Bolecve it or not, sir, le
ling threwn in his lot with the
sheeki 1™ ho eaid.

* Iinpossibul t ¥

Jack Jolly larfed.

“T'm afreid it's only too
true, sir. Ae soon as wo were
canght, ho went down on his
hands and neeze and told the
sheekk it was all my {fault,
and when the sheek offered
him the chance of becoming
& Apy emong the prisoners, he
simply jumnped at it!*

“ My hat! VWhat 2 beasily
cadd ! egpaclaimed  Mr.
Lickbham disgustedly. * If
that's what has happencd, we
cortainly won't go out of our
wiy to roskew him:  Tle

the sheels ea T for his eara 1 ¥

deserves to be ot behind i ™

“ Hear, hear "

“ Hallo, halls] Here are
the airmen ! * g4dd Jack Jolly.

Kaptin Mangsy and Aiv-
Pilgt Ctn-riﬂie bad erawled
througlh the hek in the wall
m response to Duieigh's call,
and they now joined the
ETON]D.

8o yHuw'wdTocateds the
Gignntie, yungstr 17 Kaptin
Menley asked

“ Yes, le-q sir! It's at
the back of the palace, hidden
by palm :trees; sod only a
stone's ‘throw mwey from it
there's a store «f petrol which

“Good biszhess!"” cride
Kaptin  Manby, *“ Well, if
rou'Te All Dpeso A
“ Wo're raady, sic]

“ Ready,- I, aady ]

" Then wo'l et going |

“ This wa " said Jock
Jally. 5

Led by thoe ntreppid kaptin
of the Fourt', the rebbels of
the desort w. # fourth !

Thoy Lafl ufed fo got to
the air-liner vidout waking s
sole. But Mr, Sekbam tripped
over the heel of oue of the
sleeping guardr cutside the
dungeons, 31 fhat hope was
quickly  dirpefled. Tho
awakened 'Arbhijumped to his
feet with o foawmimprecation,

* Grate: jomiing crackers !
The prisoner: ere escaping !
Holp ! - he 3elled, in his
native tung. &

“ That’s dansit* We thall
have to fightpueway through
now 1 " uidi{%gt.in Manley,
gritting Inma feth, ' Dubblo
up, ladat Lat nchody stand
in our prdly §Y

Thero was grim  deter-
mination in evay dial as the
rebbels raced tho stone
steps leading ‘g the zrouwd
floor of Ahe pglace.  Thoy
reslised ihnt ~he odds wore

against {hevw but {hey wero

ready to give the Arabs a run
lor their munny 1

A erowd of swarthy rufflan®
came rushing to meot themo

brondishing sworda and
dagaers,
Bang! Crash! Wallop!

With a deffening clatter the
opposing forces met, and for
a few ticks arma and legs and
sworda and daggors whirled
round wildl a fearful
tangle.  Then the rebbels
Tushed 1:;?1 nguiln, with hﬂ
ringing eor, leavi tho
yl;ﬁ[i‘_ng Arabs Wﬁ%ﬁﬁﬂ
dizzily whether they had been
hit by an earthguake or a
hurricane |

il

At !astntha;.r I‘?_ﬂﬂhﬂﬁ j]&a
open awr, Ligesept for a bright
full moon anEE ln?lhliuns of st%.m
the nite was aa black as pitch,
but Jack Jolly led the way to
the consealed air.diner without
phaltering.

“The Gigapiie!™ eried
Kaptin Manley horscly, as
the grato niruiplﬂﬂﬂ loomed
iotg eite., My hat! Ji's
simply ripping to seo the old
bus acain ! Guicl, hoys,
the petrol ! U

Willing hands brought ihe
petrol across from tho sheeld's
Btore. The Gigantic was
wheeled intoe a good position
for starting off. Then tho
rebbels started erowding into
the zrate airial monster, just
g3 & frosh foreo of the onomy,
headed by the sheelr himself,
burst into view !

The sheek's {uce wos purple
with pashun.

* Come back, yourotlorg! ¥
he hooted. “ Get out of that
niroplane at oncel §D'you
hear t

But the rebhels of ihe desert
were deaf to the voice of the
charmer. They  hurriedly
finished sernmbling in, then
leaned out of the winders and
made long noses at him,
therchy making the sheok
madder than over !

Au instant later Kaptin
Manley had pressod the self.
starter and sent the air-liner
carecring across the dosort
send, and soon thoy wero
zooming away far above tho
hoads of their lute captors,

Thoeir grate bid for frecdom
had suxxeoded !

“ Well, boys, it's a releef
to 1 on our way to England,
home, and bowly again!™
arinned Mr. Lickhayo, as Lo
mopped his perspiring brow.
“It's o pity, in 8 way,
though, {hat wo hind 1o leave
the Head behind. I'm afraid
they’ll give Lie an awlolly
ruff time,"

“Hallo! What’s that ¥
askod Jack Jolly.
Thoy lisscnecd. Feintly

ehove the roar of the cngincs
they hcard o cry as of &
wounded snimal in sggerny,

“Wooooop! Yarcooo!
Resliew, 8t. Sam’s ™
. U What the moerry dickens
]3.-——--”

“It's the Hend ™ erido Jaclk
Jolly.  * He must he hanging
on owlsude ! My hat! lsu't
that the ond of his heard

DORM FEED

By H. VERNON-SMITH

The frst thing to do when yon run n dorm e
ia to hop round the Porm, collecti
ran rake in for the tuck,
the money loose in your pocket and go to o foothall
care to stand in front of an obwious

all the cash you
Ilnving done thia, Jeave

be. certain to lelp himself 10

When you have lost ihe
money, return to Lhe school

snegk-thief who will

the lot during the game.
poking dibhrouzh wunder the
door § "

* Bleza my sole ! Mo ik jal™
egesclaimed  Mr,  Lickham.
“*Weo must have shut the door
juat a3 he was {rying to got
in! Ilang on to that bit of
heard hike the wvery dickens,
boys, and 1 will opoen the
door ! **

“ ANl serene, sir! "

Eapger wvoluniocrs prabbed
tho wisps of beard ihat were
proirudmgz under the doorn,
then Mr. Lickhemn openedt the
door, Sure coufl, vhers waos
the Tload, irailing through
thoe air wiith the Cagsntic,

vith tho zole aid of his hirsuto

appenda !

PREE)W-E'?WI Grogooo ! he
gnaped, as they hawled him
nto safely and elosod the door
again.  * That's ther most
uncomforlable jerney L've
over had in all my hfe ! Ow! ™

And the 8t. Sam’s crowd
felt so sirapertheticlk at 1r.
Birchomall's yelps of pain
that none of than had the
hart {0 take him to task for
the dishonnerablo part ho had
played in the rebellion 1

The jeruey back socmed all
too shovt. Lowards daybreak
they [ult several torriflek
bumnps undernesth them, Air-
Pilot Curridze told thom thoy

WO Imaaing Egypt, and had
just pgrazed o cupple of
pryramids and piven tho

Zphinx a 1ap on the forrd.
After that it scemed only five
minnits or g0 beloro thoy saw
benceth them thoe buildings
and playingz-fields of St Sam's.
A miley cheer went up as
ilo prate airoplane made a
perfect Janding io tho qund.
They Lind had many &tirring
advenchers, but now they
were baelk again,  Awmd the
falit ilint they were bacle just
it timo fo Dbreale n for
Crissmas  put  tho fimshing
louch to ihe happinesa of Lthe
Shoolboy Egesplorers !

J;lﬂ:lu:}:f a.nm:r&meeliihuﬁ Ll:ul‘i‘eed is
postponed. This makes the
sharcholdera anxious and
inereascs the gencral interest
in the affair,

Afler you have applied uw-
auceessinlly to your relutives
for help, talto vour enmera to
the Courtfickl pawnshop and
roase & loan that way., Make
your exift at the exach imomoent
when Mr. Queleh is passing
the ehop. This will lead 10
exhaustive inguirica on  his
part ond feave him with o
shrevwd iden thet o dorm fecid
ia in tho offing.

When, with additional Lelp
from the wealthier subscribers,
you have scb the Dorm Feed
Fund on ils fect azain, tell the
full story of vour troubles {o
a3 mauy people as possible,
This isn't wvery helpful in
keeping the feed o seeret, but
it relieves (ke  feclings
immensoly 1

Your mext efep is e
announcs tho timo of the feed.
Whisper 1t to tho fellows, of
conrse — preforably when
others ave looking on, so that
lota of pouple will ba sey
wondering what it's all about.

Finally, when tho time of
tho teed arvives, fall over whon
vou're holding ihe tuek, and
sendd it flyving in ol dircotions
with suflicient noise to bring
up two beaks and hall o doxen
prefeels immediately.,

Of course, vou mayv ithink
this methed of running «
dorm feed open to criticisim
1{ sou do, I can only gay that
Sl claima to be the dorm-
feed cxpert of the IRomove,
and ihis is just how he ran
our kst nflair—Ublow Lim !

Do’ L alarmed il voo
hear thas Thicky Nugeot s
{ollewing in Lodor's foolsieps.
He's becoming v private
| deteclive—nut o crool !

-
'y

Bull demons

mus~ clalms o

Too jobs.

Eeen on wireless, Diok Hak
constructed a crystal cel of im=
proved design, with which he
pick up the mein pro-
grammes clearls.
his zet allows of very fine foning
—that is, unless hig =

hu

triara,
EB¥S
tudy-mates

Convinged that he could win the 8 @ I,
hoxing championship of Greye *Hquiff ' came into being on tha
s, Horace Colier snecedied #1 Ay of his
getting into the Final, whire Mo when Hob Cherry cpotted the
gave & plocky i windmfll-iks fpitials 8.Q.LF. on b
exhibition - against
Coker was beaten by 8 kig mar
of points—but hiy belief (hat
cught to have won conl

be °* knocked ouf !

f

Winga, “Bquif " iz a
ere

“,s u.':n‘;

d ey

Flald’s pickname of

arrival at Greyiriars,

There wes mnothing
liffy ™ about the way be held

im’s at bay the other after-
noon ! Friars won, 10,

5 DAEZEZe.
first-class goal-

round-shouldered, the school gym,
ingtructor told Alenzo Tod
stand agaiost the wall bars lfor
ten minutes every day.
did so—buat at the end of & week
his limbs were £0 stif ihe in
structor had to prescribe limbe
loosening exercises ]
“g1iff ** problem |

# i3 becoming
to
‘Lonzy  ** {railed

Lonzy's a

= TE e
A ten-mile bike (through tha
woods struck Harry Wherton &
Co. as 8 splendid way of spending
A bali-holiday. Billy Bunter, who
them, feeling (hey
would be sure to stop somewhere
for refreshment, thought it was a
repular wild goose chease.  All
Bunter got out of hizs ‘¢ hike ™
wag & crop of blisters !

Not likely !

elhors in 1he

pallons  wero

(Cantinued frow joof of column 1.)

8 mowred ont of No. 14 when they opened the
door wore cuouzh fo deunt thoe bravest.
were the Remove wnaieur firemen daunted 7
They worked away like Trojans
on the manual pump in the guad below, whils

ut

passape ubove helped o direet

tho jet of waler into tho right elinnuel,
Goodnesa knows how oy homdreds of

punped smto No. 14 hetom

Quelehy farmdved and ordered o ball, bui it
st have been an awlul lot.

OF coviae, there was bonnd 1o Do eriticisia
Mvom somebody, so the fact that the beals
have come down hoavity because thore was 't
1eally afire ad all necd surprize nobmby, Soill,
g o livtle wnfoir on our five-fizhiors.
wll, they weren't to know it was only he
fathead Fish nonking toffee, wero Ly ¥

Alter



