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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Puts it -in French !
HHI}‘W——-—" began Billy Buntor.

He pauscd.
Ha Wharton & Co.
glanced round at the fat Owl
af the Greyviriars Remove.

Billy Bunter had becn silent for five
minutes, which was vather a record
for Bunter. A wrinkle in his fat brow,
and a sly gleam in his littlo round eyes
behind hiz big round spectacles, mm-
dicated that he was thinking, whichk
was also rathor unusual.

“ How—" recommenced Bunter.

Again ho paused.

“Go 1t|" aaid Ha.rr%’ Wharton, with
a smila. “"How what

“ How which?"' inguired Baob Cheryy.

“ Hlow——" repeated Bunter,

Then there was another pause.

“The howlulpess 1s  torrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“How do you =ay ‘come here’ in
Fronch? Billy Bunter got it out at
last.  “Mind,” he went on  hastily,
“I'm not ihinking of calling out to
that boatman to come here. Nothing
of the kind. In fact, I Baven't noticed
him prowling round the yacht at all,
and I'm certainly not thinking of going
ashore on my own. I just want to
knaw, vou know.”

The Famous Five of the Groeyiriars
Eemove sat up in their deckehoairs and
taak notice.

It was golden sunset in e sumy
souith. The yacht Firefly lay at anchov
in the bay of WVillefranche. Bhore-
wald, the Maritime Alps, eapped with
enow, loomed against a sky of deepest
blue, White-walled villas peeped out
among the olive groves, and a gigantiic
hotel jutted like a fortress.

Harry Wharton & Co. were silting
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Bunter was
usual customn,

in  deckchairs. E-lJ;I:],'I

standing, - contrary to his
which was to sit down, if there was
anything at hand to be sat upon. e
had been blinking over ithe rail, shore-
ward, till he turned to speak to the
chums of the Remove,

The Christmas eroise of the Grey-
friars party was drawing towards ifs
nd. The new term at Creviriars

hool was not far off now. The Co.
had been talking of it, when Billy
Bunter mnterrupted. Now they gave
the Owl of the ﬁemnm their ettention.

A shore boat was c}jm]lmg at a litrle
distance from the anchored vacht. Tho

boatman, no doubt, was looking out for’

custom, if anybody on the Firefly
wanted to be taken to the beach. He
was cating onions as he pulled, every
now and then resting on his oars, to
help himself from a bunch that lay on
o thwart, Chewing eonions, and pull-
ing slowly, he giided by the yacht's
quarter, within hail.

“Can’t some of you tell me ¥’ yapped
Buoanter. " You always make out that
you speak French better than I Jo*

“*You howling ass " hegan Johnny

Garll.

“You Dblithering  bloalcr—-"" 5ol
Frank I\:ugunt

“Look here, yom fln[‘.-jﬂtl‘? azz 1" =aid

IMTarry Wharton. “You're not going
ashore on vonr own ! IF we ecatell you
heading for Monte {'avlo, wo'll tip yvou
up, and roll you back like a barrel 17

" Beast Y

The ook of
that DBilly Bunter
Famous IFive was so
might almost  have
spectacies.

Monte Carle, the gamblers’ mececa,
was near at hand—just round the
corner, i faet. To Billy Bunter, it
seomed a sheer waste of a golden oppor-

=eorn sind indignation
bestowed on  the
intense  that it

cracked  his

tunity, not to sceop in a small forfune
at the green tables, whilo he was on e
spot. That he could do it, the fzt Ow!
had no doubt. Ie had heard of people
who had broken the Dank at MMonte
Carle, and did not know that {haso ox-
plotis happened in the  publicihy
department,

What anvbody else could do, Bunier
ecould de, and do beiter. And thasa
rhm‘ti-.é beasts had the neck 1o bar him

ro opening  the purse  of
l*c-rtunulus

“Yau—you—you secb of noadlez !
-m+1 Dunter, with withering contempt,

* ¥Yan—you mob of nineonpoaps 1

“tio 1t, old fab ],n:nu 1 enid DBol
Cherry encouragingly. * Take it out in
jaw, i you like !

% weak-knood

o ot of sl
spouneys | * hooted Bunier,
Icar. hear! (QGelting cloquent,

aint he?" said Bob choerily,

“I'm sovry I came on this eronize with
vou " snorted Bunter,

“The sorvowfulness of onre esicomod
selves 13 also prepasterons ! remarkod
Hurree Jamset Ram Sogh, wial a nod
of hiz duzkv heacd.

“Rotten treatment all roundd 27 soil
Bunter  hitkerly.  “Complon of ihe
Tifth asked us on ilus cruise, and T
rave up a lot of other engagemenis 1o
come. I turned down Lowd Maoloverer
and. Toddy, and o dozen other fellows,
You fellows Enow how I'm rushed wiih
invitations at break-up——"

*h, my hat '

“And wmow he's ecaptured me as a

uest—how does he treat me ¥ pursued

unter.  *1 tell hing I want a boat
ashore, and he tells me I better nat
po without my frtends. I tell Captain
Compton I want o boat, and he just
faoks n,!'. a fellow as if a fellow wazn't
there.

“Ia, La, hal"
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“1 tell the mate,” hooled Lunter—
“and what does Swain do? Enorts ot
a fellow like—like & prampus. And
now a shore boat comes along—"

Billy Bunter paused. : <

Heo realised that he was on the poink
of giving his intentions away—being
happily uneware that he had given
tiem awar already.

“1 sar, vou feliows, -don't be beasts 1"
he urged.” “I'm not thinking of goin
aahm:ﬂ. I haven't the remoteat 1 es o
rumnngk up to Monte Carlo, aod trying
ey luck at roulette. I haven't bor.
rowed any monay from Compton of the
Fifth to do it with; and he only lent
me bre hundred francs, anvhow, and
that won't go verr far, unless I begin
winning right at the start. I'm not
gaing to eall out to that boatman fo
tnke me sshore, you know.”

“You'ra not,”” agreed Harry Wharton,

“I'tn simply interested in the French
language,” explained Bunter. “I don't
think a fellow m:%ht to waste all his
time, even on holiday. I'm not &
slacker like you chaps, DBonzieur Char-
pentier will expect us to have improved
our French a bit, coming to the Rivicrz
for the vae, and I—1 den’t want to
disappomnt him. I say, you fellows,
what’s the French for *come here'?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famons
Five. .

Billy Bunter's deep duplicity scemed
to strike them as euntertaining.

* Blessed i I sce anything to chuckle
at 1" prinned BPunter, “I'm asking you
s question about French. I'm not go-
ing to say ‘come here’ to anybody,
vou know, I just want to know. I'd
go and ask Rawlings, but I don't like
that beastly steward, I eay, you fel-
lows, yon might tell a chap—if 3ou
know! I dare say you don't,” added
Dunter, with & sneer.

Tha Fameua Five chuckled.

" Billy Bunter was & past-master at for-
getting anything he had ever learned;
but it seemed remarkable that even
Bunter did not remember enough of
Moszoo’s instructions at Greyiriars, to
be able to say “venez ici!”

LEvidently the fat Owl's fat brain was
a beautiful blank on the subject.

He blinked round at the boatman,

Btill echewing succulent onions, the
man was gliding past. Soon he would
be out of esrshot.

“I say, you fellows, cough it vpt”
exclaimed Bunter anxiously. * Mind,
I'm not going to call to that boatman [
But suppose I was going to, what
should f:‘:ztil out to him "

“Well, that depends on ecireum-
etances,”’ said Bob Cherry. “1 don't
mind telling gﬂu what you'd better eall
out to him, Bunter, if you like."

“ You silly nss, Bob!” growled Johnny
Bull. “Chuck it|”

“AMy dear chap, Bunier says that he's
simply interested in the matter as
French. He's not really going to eall
to that sportsman in the boat?” said
Bob. “"You're not doubting DBunter's
word, surely.*

“Oh eriker 1" .

“1 sav, be quick, Cherry 1" exclaimed
Bunter, with an anxious blink at the
passing boat, " 'What shall I call out
to him ! I—I meat, tf—if 1 was going
to eall at all, you knew ! Tell me what
tl:l S0y !:u

“You'd hetter call out, * Allez-vous-
en, coquin ' I'* said Bob gravely.

“QOh, ell right!” gasped Bunter,

And he rﬂl%ﬂd slong the rail to get
as near a: he could to the passing boat,
to hail the batelier therein.

The Famous Five gurgled. They rose
from the deckchair. to look on. They
could not help thinking thet the boat.
man's face would be worth watching if
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Bunter shouted: *CGet out, rascal!™ at
him in French.

- *0Oh erumbs |” gasped Nugent. “Is
even DBunter idiot enough——"

“Listen I' chuckled Bob,

Loeaning over the rail, waving a fat
hand, Billy Bunter shouted to the man
in the boat, .

“ Allez-vous en, coguin 1"

Bunter's shout reached the batelier.
It reached- every ear on the Firefly,
also. Captain Compton was standing
on the bridpe, talking to Swain, the
msato, and Valontine mpton, of the
Fifth Form at Greyfriars. All threa of
them turned to stare blankly at Bunter.
Mr. TFerguson, the enginecr, and five
or six of the crew, who were on deck,
plso stared. Rawlings, the steward, put
his head ont of the companion’'to stare.
Bunter had the house |

Hardost of all stared the man in the
boat. As Bunter waved, he steered in
with an oar, eloser to the yacht. But
83 he cought Bunter's hail the expres-
sion that came over his swarthy face
was guite startling.

“ Comment T he gasped.

“Come here " squeaked Bunter. "1
mean, allez-vous-en, coguini Under-
standeoz-voua? - Je want to ashors 1n
votre boat! Gottez vous that? Allez-
vous-er, win! I say, vou fellows,

what iz he looking waxy abouti™
“Ha, ha, ha ¥

With the prison gates looming
large ahead, Captain Compton,
smuggler, gun-runner and law-
less adventurer, decides to take
his nephew’s advice and steer
the straight and narrow course.
But the skipper of the ‘¢ Fire=-
fiy ** reckons without his crew,
who are determined tfo gain
their ends !

boatman.

the
“Comment cela, drole? Moi coguin!
Et pourquoi, gros cochon T

TQuoi Y etuttered

"Jo ne understandy pasl” said Bun-
ter in his own French. *Can’t you com-
prong ?  Alloz-vous-en, conuinl I say,
vou fellews, what's the matter with the
chap? Ile must want a passenger, I
gupposc, a3 he's prowlieg round the
ship, ‘The silly fool doesn’t seem to
understand his own language.”

“1 think ho does, from his looks|”
gasped Horry Wharton.
“"Ha, ha, hal™

“Hearcz-vous?”  hooted Bunter.
“* Allez-vous-en. coquin! Well, he seems
exeited about something, but he's

coming, anyhow, so that's all right.”

The boatman was coming=—but it was
not all right! His dusky face was red
with rage, and his black eyes glittered.
It was cnough fo anncy any boatinan
looking for custom to be called & rascal
and told 1o get out. Clearly, that
T'rench batelier did not like it. With
a twizt of his cars he brought the hoat
closer to the yacht, laid in his ours, and
grabbed unp the largest onlon from lia
bunch.

Whiz!

amack | o

“Yaroooh ! roared Billy Bunter, as
the large, fat onion crashed on hia fot
little nose. criker! T eay. is he
mad? Ol crumba 1" .

“¥a, ha, ha |” shrieked the juniors.

"] say—=— Yarocopi" raved Bunter

3

as another enion caught him, this time
on & fat ear. “I say—— OQocoooh 1"
~Ha, ha, hal”

“"Nom d'un nom!”, roared the angry
man in the boat. *Vous m' insultez,
n'est-ce-pas? Alors, cela pour vous—et
ca—et ca—ot ca—-"

With every “ca™ an onion whizzed.
Billy Bunter did not understand the
French. But he underaicod the onions!
They rained on him right and left,
amid shrieks of laughter from the Groy-
friara fellows. The French batelior was
gtanding up to it his boat rocking
wildly vnder him; but hiz aim was
good, and Bunter got onion after onion.

“Owl Help! He's mad! Oh erikey!
Yow-ow-woop ! spluttered Bunter. 1
say, you fellows—— Yaroooooh "

Bunter dodged and ran, and bolted
down the companion. Ho had quite
given up the ides ﬂf_%lemng a lift in
that shore-boat! Wild horses would
not have dragged him into that boatl

“Ha, ha, ha!" velled the juniors.

“Nom d'un nom d'un chien 1" yelled
the batelier. “Co gros oochon—v'la,
Er0S COC echion—cochen 1"

“Ha, hs, hal"

Then, az Bunter had &isaﬁpea.reﬂ, or
perhaps because ho had exhausted his
supEI_].r of onions, the batelier sat down
to his_care and rowed away, leaving
Billy Bunter gasping and gurgling in
the saloon and the Famous Five yelling
like hyenas on deck.

L o ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

What the Bounder Knew |

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII,

H the PBounder of Groyfriars,

stepped out of the Hotel

Gloria, at Villefranche, and

glanced round along the palms that

nodded on the long balecony, overlook-

in¥ the hillside, the shore, and the bey.

t was morning—a bright and sunoy
MORINg. _

Looking down from the Lig hotel on
the olive-clad hillside, Bmithy could sce
the Firefly riding at anchor in the bay,
with five or six other craft.

The distance was great, but in the
clear air cou tck up movin

] ha Id pick up

figures on the deck of the yacht an
catch n gleam from s pair big spec-
tacles flashing back the rays of the sun.

His father, Mr. Bamuel Vernou-
Smitly, was seated on the baleony in a
long ehair, looking at “Le DPetit

Journal ¥ while ha waited for his ecar
to come round.

The plump millionaire glanced up,
with & smile, as his son joined him, and
laid down tho French newspaper.

“You're going to fotch vour friends
off the yacht, Herbert 7" ho asked.

“¥es we'vo fixed up some tennis herd
for tlie morning,” answered Smithy.
“¥ou are going over to Monte 1"

“"Vea" answered BMr. Vernon-Smith.
Hisa gfanm at his son's face grow
sharper.  * What's the trouble, Her-
bert?” he ashked. .

“ Nothing.” The Bounder grinned. “1
haven't been following the parental
ennmp]u and barging into the casinos,
dad.’ z .

“ILeep clear of them,” said the mul-
lionaire. “And dor't be o young ass,
Herbert | Your father isn't fool enough
to throw away good money on green
tablos I go up to Monie Carlo with
my friends, here, but I shall not play
ronlette or trente-ct-guarante unti] 1
get into my eecond childhood, by Jovel
The game's worth watehing, as & study
in Lumen nature, that's alll I was
glad to see your friends from Grey-
friars, Herbert—a_ decent set of lads,
Tue MAGNET LigpAny.—No. 1,509,
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not likely to lead you into mischief,
like that Highcliffe erew you had out
lizro once.”

The Bounder nodded, & thoughtful
lock on his face. His father's keen look
Zrow mors panetrating.

“What's on your mnd?” he rapped.
“I con see there's something. If you've
jeen getting into mischicf, Herbert——"

“Couldn’t, with thota cheps,” soid
ihe Bounder, laughing. *Wharton and
hiz mob would turn me down like o
shot if I tried to walk them into a
zasino.” _

“(Goad] Then what is it1"

“¥ou've scen that chap, Compton, on
Iho yachtl” said the Bounder slowly.
“The chap who fished me out of the
water when I was blown out to sea the
asthor day. He saved my lifo, father”

“1 know he did,” said Myr. Vernon-
Swith, “I was very glad to make his
eoquinintance, Herbert—a splendid lad.
I'd like to see mora of him.”

“You like Lim, father

Vo mueh I said Alr. Verndn-
Smith. " From what you've told me-he
must have risked hia life, and wvery
nearly lost it, iettmg you out of tho
Mediterranean. A nlucky lad, by Jove.”

“¥You've bean an the Ismht,” zaid the
Bounder abruptly. ** What do you think
of the whole turn-out, father?

Mr. Vernon-Ziith did not reply im-
mediately to that question. A shghtly
grim exprossion catne over his face.

“Judging by sppearances,” he ssid
at last " Captatn %’amptm: is B man of
woalth end leisure, rumning an expen:-
sive yacht for amusement. His nephew,
Valentine Compton, belongs to your
sichool, snd yow've told me that he is
very populer there. FHis uncle is
weslthy enough, and indulgent enough,
to let him bring & erowd of schoolboys
on o cruise in' the holidays. - I'm glad
they're here, to keep you company. No
frarm  in your visiting them on the
yacit.™

" But f they aeked mae to join in the
eruige——" prinned tho Bounder. 3

“In that case, moke some quite polite
oxofise, and don’t!” jnrk@t? the thil-
lioneire abraptly. .

“Which means that you're not judg-
ing that turnout by appearances, father.
Tell mo what you think of them.”

“1 can speak to you frankly, Herbort,
ag you kmow how to keep your mouth
shut,” said Mre. Vornon-S8mith slowly.
I don't guite get it. Herbert ! Appear-
ances are all right, bt I'm a man acens-
tomed to looking under sppearances.
Captain Compton iz not what he looks—
a wealthy yechtsman, He's got some-
tlung up his sleeve—I don't know what.
1liz mate, Swain, s a rufian, who
harely knows how to keep o civil tongue
in hia head. The steward, Rewlings,
s o sleek, EIT’ eunning rogue, if ever
[ zaw ono. Tho whole crew nro Behy—I
ran't quite make ont how—but that’s
that! That's the eopinion I formed
after my visit to the yacht, Herbart”

*Yon've got it 1" ﬂaij Hmithy. ¥ They
pouid hardly pull iha wool over your
cyes, I supposs. Youw've spotted that
they'ra up to something.”

“I think so  Keep clear of the craft,
except for dropping in to see your
friends I can't quite understand Whar-
ion and his fviends being thera. Their
peaple  must have boen—well, un-
observant.” .

“That's casily cxplained.” said the
Bounder. “Compton of the Fifth asked
them on the cruise; and anybody seeing
Comptor can see that he's straight. as
a die His unela's an old Groyiviars
men  And everybody 1sn't quite so keen
ns you ara, father. - Even you doen’t
know what's going on on that packet 1"
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*Do yout” snapped the millionaive,

The Bounder did not answer that
quaation, His glance turned on the
yacht egaiu, riding at anchor on the
sttnlit bay. Toy-like in the distance, he
picked out a handsome face, and an
athletic igure, on the bridge—Valeniine
Compton, .of the Greyiriars Fifth,

“Welli* rapped Mr. Vernon-Smith

a]mrc?,ﬂly.

“Compton's a aplendid chag, father,
and he saved my life the other day,”
zaid Smithy slowly.

“I know. But facts are facts,
Horbert. Whatever is going on on that
yacht the boy know . e must be in it,

whatever it in. Under his uncle’s
influence. I've no doubt—but there it
is,

“Wo owe him something, father.”

“If there’s anythin counld do for
that lad after he savad my son's life, I
should set no limit to 1it,” esid My
Yernon-Smith.

“ He’s mixed up in something, He's
heading for trouble—bad trouble. "I
believe he'd like to gjﬁt clear, but he
gticks to his uncle: 's fond of him,
and he's dependant on him, The man's
a bit of a hard nut {o crack; but he's
stood by Compton since he wos s kid,
and Compton’s standing by him, That's
how I've Bgured it out.” =aid Smithy.
“That's the only way to account for
tnch a chap being mixed up in shedy
things. I the unecle éould be hooked
gut of it, the nephew wounld be glad
to be hooked out. 've been thinking,
fathep—-""

“Well P

“If you offered Captain Compton the
command of one of vour ghips—say, thae
now steamor yvou' vo had built for the
East India trade—" '

“A man of doubtiul charvacteri”
almost yapped Mr Vernon-8mith.

FHis nephew woula be glad to sail
with him, with & chance of getting &
captain’s ticket himself some day., He
was born for the sea, Tt wuulﬁ be a
splendid chance for him.”

“No doubt,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith
dr;.’liv&. “But the man who commands
the Hastern Queen whon she goes down
the Mereay will have (o ba a man of
unblemished character. nbove suspicion.
Think of something eles, Herbert.”

A waiter appeared on the baleony.

“My car's waiting.” said the million-
aire. He rose from his chair. “1 shall
see you gt lunch, Herbert,

The stout millionaire nodded to his
son and fellowed the pareon. Herbert
Vernon-Bmith stood for long. minutes,
slaring down at the blne sea and the
yacht.

It was not much like the Dounder of
Greyfriars to give much ihought to
othera: bu, he bad alwavs liled and
admired Compion of the IMifth, and ihe
Fifth Former had gone within an acs
of death to rescue him from the stormy
sen.  In ell Grevirviars School only the
Bounder had known Compton’s secret—
that he was a <mngglr and one of 2
amupeling oraw.

Bomithy had kept that seerct.  DBul Lo
knew berter than Compton aond his
assoeintes that it could not bo always
kept. If Compton went back to Gray-
friaras for the new term and earried on
the smugzgling game there as before, the
crashh would comce: be felt it in his very
kones.

Alveady the adtention of the poliea
had been drawn 1o the vicinity of tha
scthool. Carne of the Sixth suspectod
Compton of something., though he did
not know exactly what, and watched
him like a cat And Compton himself
was not fited by Wature to play =
game reguiring caution end eunning,
neither was it a part of his character.

Tho thought of an officiel hand fallin
on that eplendid fellow's shoulder, o
that handsome hesd being brought low
iz shame and disgrece, troubled the
Bounder deeply.

He shrugged his shoulders at last and
left the hotel and walked down the hill
to take a boat out to the yacht.

ey e r—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Snatched |

i 3AY, wou fellows, I'm rcady 1?
Billy Bunter rolled on deck,
with & tennis racket under his

fat arm,

Bunter was not zlwars reads when
tha other fellows were veady; but per-
haps he had o suspicion that the bensla
might go oif in Bmithy’s boat gnd leave
bim on thoe Firefly if he was not on the
spot, &0 lLere was Bunter—spotless in
borrowed flannels and nearly bursting
out of them—with o racket oinder hia
armi. He joined the Famous Five, who
were standing hfy tha rail, watching o
boat pull out from the beach wiih
Vernon-8mith sitting in tho stern.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Where did you
-:Hg up that racket 1" asked Bob Chevry.
“Brnthy's going to fix us up wilh
rackets; we never orought any on this
crmize.”

“0Oh, I packed & racket!” said
Bunter aivily. I thought very likely
I should got some tonnis ont here, you
Enow,"’

The Famous Five locked at Bunter.
That fat and fatuous youth wes, as
usugl, travelling light on the holiday
cruise, Ie had stépped on board the
Firefly at Dover with very little moro
than he stood u? in He hod depended
on his old pals for what he might want
on the voyage, and bhad kelped himself
with a liberal hoand When the pavty
had put 1in o foew days with Snuthy ot
the Iotel Gloria ashore he had
fovoured Bmithy in the same way.

That a fellow who had wpot packed
aven a spare pair of socks should have
packed a tennis racket was really’ sor-
prising, if true—and nothing had been
seen of it beforo that _mﬂrnm‘gf-

“Ta that Compton’s—and hnve you
snaffled it?” asked Jobony Bull.

“(Oh, really, Dull—"

“Well, whose iz 61" demanded Iob
Cherry.

“Aane V¥ hooted Bunter. “If vou
ihink T've borrowed & tennis racket
from the steward you're jolly well mis-
taken! Dosides. be offerced 1o lend it Lo
ne”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if I can ece anyihing 1o
cackle at!"™  =pid Bunter crossly.
*“Cackle, cackle, cackls whencver a
follow opens hiz mouth! You follows
can borrew rackets of Bmithy if yen
like! T'm not a fellow to go round
bervowing things, I hope: ['m taking
my own racket.”

- That jolly old steward scems te have
ovarvthing a c¢hap wants,™ grinned Baob,
“1fo lent Bunter an overcoat {o go
ashore at Marseilles; now he’s lent lum
a racket. They got the right kind of
stoward for a trip with Duntert! Ila
will he cashing DBunter's postal order
next I

“Ha, ka, ha ™

The boat from the shore hooked on,
aid Bmithy came up the ladder. Harry
Wharton & Co. greeted Lim cheerily.
They had heen very glad to fall in with
Smithy an thelr holidwv crutze: and tha

Bounder. on his ride. seemied cqually
Pleased. : :
“Ready, old bean.” =aid Dob.

“You'll have to fix us up wilh rackeis;
but Bunter's got hia own, which he



bErought out specially from England-—
and borrowed of the steward this
morning.”

“Ha, ha. hal"

Emith;r gave a liitle start.

“You borrowed that racket of fthe
eteward, Bunter ™ he asked.

“No, I jolly well cidn'¢|” answered
Bunter. *It's my ¢wn—I mean one of
my owni I haven't :een Rowlings sineo
brekker, and he never asked me if I’d
like a racket as we were going ashore
to play tennis.
got gong.”™

SBmithy’'s glance lingered for a
moment curiously on the racket under
Lilly Bunter's fat avrm.

“You fellows tumble in,” he said.
“I've pot to speak .to Compton; the
pater wants him to come up to lunch.”

“Right-ho

arey Wharten & Co. went down to

Onions rained on Bunter .ht
He's mad !

thie waliing boat, followed by the fat
(wl.  Smithy went slong to speak to
Compten of the FFifth, who gave him a
nod and a smile,

“Lika to como wp for some tennis,
Compton T asked the Bounder. “We'te
far enough from Greyiriars for vou to
fovget that you're in the Fifih and I'm
11 the Bemove," ho added, with a grin.

Valentine Compton laughed.

“Thanks,” he said “but I think my
uncle wants meo this morning.”

“Well, look here, come up to lunch,”
saitl Vernon-Smith. *“It's m special in-
vitation from the poter, and he will be
disappointed if you don't come.”

Compton hesitated. 3

“He thinks ne end of roun,” added
Smithy. L

“That's very kind of him,” said the
Fifth Former, smiling. *“I don't quite
son why he ahould, as he never met me
till n fow days ago.™

“You've fnrﬁﬂtteq fishing me onut of
the seat? asked Smithy., © Well. if sou

I sav, you fellows, let’s

and left, amid shrleks of

L
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kave, my father haso's.
vou'll come?” -

“Ye:," Compton nodded, "I'll comn
up to loneh. Thanks ™

“Right-ha, then ¥

And Smithy ran across and dmi;aped
into the boat after the other fallows.
As the boatmen pushed off from the
vacht Rawlings came up and looked
over the rail; his ¢yes were on Billy
Bunter—as {the Bounder noted, with a
covert grin on his face

Harry VWharton noted that grin and
the direction of the Bounder’s lock, and
glanced back at Rawlings; he com-
pressod his hips o little. x

The boat pulled to the shore, and tho
Greyfrines party landed. The Bounder
drew Harey Wharton s little aside as
they walked up to the promenade.

““Bpot anvthing 17 he grinned.

Wharton looked at him,

I.ook here,

.

GRER L

o

“YWhat do vou mean, SBmithy?” he
nsked quictlr.

“You've told mo how Rawlings lent
that fat fool an overcont when he was
oing ashore at Marseilles,” answered
the Bouhder, with a cynical grin; “and
I told rou that thers was contraband
of some kind hidden in the hining.™

“I know you did, but—="

“Now he's lent him a tennis racket.
Not the sort of thing you'd expect a
strward to have on tap.”

“Might be two or thres old rackets
of Compton’s on board.”

“0Oh, quite!” drawled the Bounder.
“Well, you know that thay pgot that
overcoat off Bunter ashare nt Mar-
soilles.  What's the bettin' that soma-
body doesn’t try to get that tennis
racket off him ™

Harry Wharton's vrows Lknitted.

“I—1 think you may have been right
about  that coat,  Smithy,” he &aid
slowly. “I—I'm afraid there's not

much donbt about what Rawlings is.

. 1 ql'
: :
T
e T R e O i
AT i 2

; ] laughter from the Greyirlars fellows. The Fnch hoatman was
standIng up to it, his boat rocking wildly under him, but his aim was good, and Bunter got onfon after enion.

Oh crikey ! Yow-ow-woop ! he spluttered. * I say,

5

But how the dickens conld anything be
hidﬁfn in & tennis racket? Don't bo an
ass |*

“Hollow handle=—zomething in a tubo
—what? My dear man, smugglers are
up to all kinds of tricks—and Rawlings
is about as deep a card as you'd dig up
anywhere outzide chokew.”

“Oh, rot!” said Harry, uncasily,

The Bourder laughed.

“Rot or not, I'll give vou ten to ono
in dounghnuts that somebodv snatches
that racket off Bunter, now we'ra
ashore 1" he said. “And I'l} tell youn
this, too—I'm going to seo that it's not
snatched!  IKeep an eye open, old
beoan 1”

“I ean't beliove—"

“Seeing is believing |” grinned the
Gounder. “We've got a half-mile walk
—and I'll Get Bunter won't carry that
racket half the distance.”

P30T s
el Y g
S

“Ow! Help!

you fellows Yaroooh ! ™

Harry Wharton made no reply to
that. It had been driven into his mind
that the Bounder's suspicion was well
founded, that the Firefly was a smug-
g[mg craft, He had doubted—he had
tried not to believe—bui what he had
seent in the Chennel, in the Bay of
Bmu{, and at Marseilles, had had a
cumulativo effect—and he conld doubt
no longer. Tle only hoped that his
friends would not make the same dis-
m:lery, before tyak cruise came to an
GIid.

Thet Compton of the Fifih would
think, or dream, of making use of the
Greyiriara juniors in a smuggling enter-
prise, he knew was impossible. Neither
cdlicd he think that the captain was
cepable of ench trickery. But Raw-
lings, he knew only too well, was
capable of that, and worse. He was
fecling very uncasy in his mind, now,
as the party walked up from tha shore.

Bunter, as usual, lagged behind.
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Cenerally, he lapged unregarded.
Now the Boundar dvopped back, to
keep an eye on him. Wharton slowed
down, to keep pace witlh Vernon-Smith.

At & eurve of the road, where it
wound up the olive-clad  hillside, &
dusky-complexioned man in a black
Italian felt hat lounged under the
trees. smoking a eigaretto.

His dark oyes turned on the party of
schoolbovs. But for the DBounder’s
words, Wharton would not have notiead
that circumstance, or tho man ab all

Now he -poticed that the dusky
Italian Bxed his evea on Bunter, as ha
came rolling along with the tennis
vacket under lus arom.

As Bunter camo abreast of the spot
where the swarthy man was standing,
without evon sceing him there, the man
wade o sudden spring forward. _

In an instant ho had snatched the
racket from Banter and started to run
by a shady path through tho trees.

S0 sudden was the netien that, so far
az the Famoua Five were concerned,
tha man would have got clear, and
vanished from esight, with hisa plunder,
with no donger of cspture, and little
possibility of pursuit.

But the Bounder was on the wateh,
von aa the swarthy man snatched and
van, Smithy leaped at him, and his
clenched fist shot out, catchiog the
Ttalian behind tho ear.

The man gave a startled wyell, and
spun over, crashing on the ground,

mithy snatched the raclet from his

‘hand.

“Hallp, hallo, hallol What—=—"
gasped Bob Cherry.

4 say, yvou fellows—*

“What the thump—>" axelaimeod
Johnny Buoll.

Thae whole party stopped. Tho

hest, vou

THE MACNET

Ttalian, bonnding te Lis foet, daried
away into the trees and dizappeared.
Varnon-Smith, grinning, waved the
:'Iaflkt‘:t after him, in mockerr, ns hin
2,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Way Out !

1] TM-MUOM-MY racket 1™ stut-

M tered Billy Bunter.

“Hore you are, old fat
beant” grinned the
Bounder.

He handed the tennis racket back to
the fat Owl of the Remove. Billy
Bunter tucked it under his podgy arm
again.

ho Greyiriars follows slood staring.
The  Italian, runniog like a hare, lad
vatished in the trees. Vernon-Smith

chneklad.
“1 say, you fellows, he—hoe—he
snotched - my  racket 1™ gasped Billy

Bunter. *1 say, he jolly weil ought to
bo run, in1?

“He's gone 1™ said Franlk Nugent.

“The gonefulness .is fewrific!™ said
IMurree Jamset Ram Singh. " Buob
what the absurd dickens——"

“What the thump did the man wanb
to snatch a tennis racket for?” asked

Bob Cherry, in blank astonishment,
“hMlll:ﬂ ba off his rocker, I wrhounld
think.™

" Woll, 1t's o jolly good rocket 1" said
Billy Bunter. I always have the vory
know "

“Ha, ha, ha1” roared the Bounder.

“Oh, cackle!” snorted Bunter. “1
suppose the rotter must have noticed
that it was s jolly geod racket, 1o try
to snateh it like that ¥

“Blassed if I understand it ¥ said
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Mol “I suppese a_snalcher could self
i for a fow francs, if he got away with
it—hnt—well, it's weird.”

“0Oh, don't be an ass)” nnted
Bunter. "1 gave four guineas ?;r this
racket. That chap jolly well knew it

was a valuable one. I'm jolly glad that
bruto mever gob away with it! Row-
lings might have expected me to pay
for it, if ho hed.”

:I—I:g, ha, ha I*

Loolk alter it, old fat bean,” eaid (he
Bounder. I shouldn't wonder if we
sca that dago again beofore we zot to
tha {Gloria.™
My dear ehap,” snid DBob, “lie's not
likely to try spain, What the dickens
can_ha wank en old tennis racket for$"

Well, he might!” grinned (he
Bonnder.

“Bosh 1" said Johnny Bull
. It seomed oxtremely unlikely to the
Junlors that the thief would make
anotlier attempt on that racket. ‘Lhey
wera quife puzzled by the faet that hoe
had taken the trouble to make one
atiempt, for so trifling o prize.

But the Dounder had his own ideas
about that. He dropped behind Dunter
as they went up the hill, and Whartan
dropped  helind  with  him.  The
Rounder grinned at the captain of (e
et of g

ot 1t clear now " he asked.

“Well, I supposdé thero's no
now I admitted. Wharton
“That dage was on tho wateh [ov
Dunter and his racket and he wonll
have got away with it quito eamly bus
for wyou. He's a gonfederatc of
Dawlings.®

“Just that ¥ grinned Smithy. *““And
the jolly old stoward will be shivty
when he hears tha result. Keep an oyo
open for the dage1”

i But. what can

honl.
slowly.

packed in so small
n space?” pshed Harry. “And—and if
it's so small a thing, why couldn't
Haw!m&; tako it ashoro in hLis own
pﬁ%ﬂtﬁ{ f h

¥ first is the good man’s motto,
I fancy1” chuckled Smithy. “Bet wan
fhere are a good many eyes on that
yacht and ita erew, and Rawlin
wouldn't lika to be nailed with the
goods on him, if some jolly old ser-
pﬁf:mbdﬂrﬂlia- suddenly clapped him on
the shoulder. Five years in & French
prison would rather cramp his style.”

Wharton set his lips,

“What an awful raseal! If you are
right; Bmithy—and—and I supposs yon
ave—Bunter’s  got  some  contraband
goods ot this very moment—goodness
knows what—and if they were spotted
on—-="

“It would come out that the fat fnol
wag o dupe, of course,” mid Vernon-
Swith. “But I faney he wounldn’t got
away {rom the Fr police in timo to
Join up at Groyfriars for the next torm,
Or {ycm, either 1"

Hariy Wharton started viclently.

b

“Bmithy I ho exelaimed,

“Well, look at it [* said the Bounder.
“Ii's sinuggling—you know that! Back
home the sma:fg'ie from France tn
England—heve they'vo smuggling into
Francel Tho Fronch Customs ore
pretty fieren on  that subject—much
morg thon they are in our eountry. i
n__sergeant-do-ville spotted what'y
hidden in the hellow handle of tha
racket, tha whale party would he taken
np—anid wouldn't get loose again in o
huarry,”

Wharton's face was qnite pale,

It sonmnded ioo terriblo to be true;
vet ho knew, with o very little refloe.
tron, that it was true. R

*No doubt,. after inguiry; it wonold
o out that the. schoolboys were



mneeent in the maiier. Baib the iognir
would bo long awd tedious, and wlhile it
fasted thev would bo detnined by the
T'rench police,

The bare thought of such a thing was

al:r}‘:mllingi
®#And I'm in it!" grioned tho
Bounder, *They’d yank me in as a
possible  confederate. You're a
dangnmna acquaintance, old bean,”
Wharton frowned.

“Yon ean ent the danger as guick as
yau like [” he said eurtly,

“Don't get shicty, old man,” =zaid the
Poundoer coolly, "“I'm telling yon the
facts, and if von've got tho sense of a
bunny rabbit, vou'll act on my tip.
Compton isu’t in this, of course.

believe he'd smash in that gronsy
scoundrel’s face, if he knew.  That
doesn’t alter the fact!”
“No,” snid Harey, with a deep
Lreath, “it doesn't 1™
1 wonderad,” said]l the Bounder

guietly, “why Compton was allowed to
take a party of Greyiriars fellows for o
ernize on a smuggling poacket, I know
now | He meant you well and straight;
bub the ofhers had their own game to
play. A schoolboy porky 35 a pood
camouflage io bar off suspicion—and
jolly useful to sneal: specially dangerous
things ashore, I'-Ii%ht Le cocaine 1hat's
fni;‘::lml:] [:n that racket—any sort of for-
sidden drong—"

“ Smithy Wharton,
horror.

“And while vou're on that packet

ou're in danger of gefting mixed up
in ik, if it comes oub ! said Smithy.
“Wharton, do be a sensible chap, and
take my advice—for once! I your
people know what I've told vou—and
what you ean seo for yoursell now is
trne—would they let you stay there®”

“*1 supposze not!”

“You're ashore now,” went on the
Bounder., " You stayed a few days with
me at the Gloria—you can stey a few
more? Get me? Join np with me, for
the rest of the hols—I'1 be glad to have
you, and my fother will be gladder still
—ha likee me t0 be 1In your 1mprovin'
pociety 1 Bmithy  chuckled, *Your
people will be satisfied, if vou'ro with
my father. You can make some decent
excise to Compton, and sond for your
things. Look here, old man, I never
tako pood advice—but I ean hand it
out! Don’t go back on that packat.”

Harry Wharten was silent.

Ha knew that the Dounder was right.
At Marseilles e had thought of end-
ing the erunise, but he had shrunk from
cxplaining to the other fellows what he

exclaimed in

suspected.

f?rf:it. was not a mafter of suspicion
now, it was & certminty, and as ceortain
as anything could be,

“You've awinlly pocd, Smithy,” he
said ot last. “Jf vou're willing to put
us up for & weelki—"

“Willing, and gladt®

“ And your fathope—""

“1 can answer for him. To put it
plain, Wharton, hie has his suspicions of
that outfit, and is a bit uncasy at you
fellows being on bosrd. e will i.'ll.ll'.l.[.'l
at the chance of sceing you clear.

“IWa'll fix it up, Bmithy=—snd thanks!
But—but no need to tell the other
fellows—pnbout Compton! Kecep that
dark [*

“Yon bet!” agreed the DBounder.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherrr. “Look! “There's that dago
sportsman ggain [

The party camo to a halt on the wind-

ing road. From the trees by the way-
gide, & dark face and & pair of glitter-

i'nlg ‘black eres looked out.
‘1 say, you fellows, Lieep him off I
sgueaked Billy Bunter.
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TWe'll jolly well collar himy ex.
claimed Bob, and ho led a rush in the
direction of the peering dark face.

It vanished instantlv, and there was
a rustle in the wood as the Italian fed.
Ho was gone almost in the twinkling. of
an ave,

“Nothing
Dounder. .
~ “The man must bie patty ! gnid Bob
in wonder, 1 suppoze he was after
that dazhed old racket again—it was the
gatne manl|™

“I say, you fellows, it's a jolly valn-
able racket! I gave five guineas foy it,
yvou know—I mean six. "

“ Faihead !

The Greyfriars follows resumed {leir
way and arrived at the Ilotel Gloria
without Imrinf: seen anvithing more of
the Italian. Into the precinels of the
hotel he was hardly likely to follow
them, and the racket was safe under
Lilly Bunier's fat arm as he rolled in.

doing ¥  grinned  the

THE FIFTH CHAPIER.
Billy Bunter Plays Tennis !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
sauntered out to the tennis
coutt.

. Like evervthing else at the
magnificent Hotel Gloris, it was first-
class, ‘Three members of the famous
Co. laoked very merry and bright, as if

Hip, Hip, Hooray!

FREE GIFTS
FOR YOU

tha week after next.
DON'T MIBS 'EM, CHUMS !

they had not o care in the world—as, at
that moment, they bhadn't! Harry
VWharton was looking thoughtful—and
there waz & slight shade on the dusky
brow of Hurree Jamset Ram
if he also had food for thought. Harry
Wharton was thinking of the racket
under Bunter's arm and the B
suspicion concerning it. If Smathy was
right—as e could have little doubt—the
sooner that secrel consignment of eontra-
band goods was disposed of, the better.
Nothing would have induced him to let
it fall inio the hands of Rawlings' con-
f-g:]ier?te, but ebviously it had to be got
TIcl .

What it could be, to pack into so small
a space, he could not imagine; unless,
as Smithy hinted, Hawlings had a hand
in the secret drng trathie. That thought
was so repugnant that he tried to keep
it out of his mind. It was too dismaying
to think of Valentine Compton mixed
up with a raseal wicked enough, and
ulqserupuh:ma enoigl, to deal in such
thinga.

“MNot o bad court!” remarked Dilly
DBunter, blinking over it through his big
spectacles, “ Not like ours at Bunter
Court, of course=—but not badl TLeook
here, you fellows, I want & good gnme—
perhaps I'd beiter take on two of you.”

Whereat the feilows smiled. illy
Bunter played tennis about as woll as he
played cricket or football, or any other
game. His stvle at tennis was to barge
about like a mod elephant, miss every
siroke, and squeak *Lault® at regular
intervals like a minute gun!

Singh, a3 -
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“That fat ass had better sit down and
watch ! eaid Vernon-Bmith.

"IF that's how you're going to talk to
o guest, Smithy, perheps ['d better bo
getting back to tho rocht!” said Buoter
with dignity.

“ Nobody's stopping sou!” said the
Bounder,

VSO Hem 1" munmured Dol Cherry.
“"Yon eome on my side, Bunter, old
bean ! Don’t brain mo withh thas
racket if you can help it.”

“Well, you're a preity rotten player,
Cherry I was Bunter’s grateful onswer.
“5till, I can do the work for two; all
nﬁht."

t was like the cheery, gond-natured
Bob to take the fat Owl on his hands.
Smithy had noe intention of taking him
a5 & partner, and in fact declined to

lay with Bunter on the court at all.
Smithy wanted the I'aomous Five—ha
did not want Bunter; a fact that the
fat Owl was able to perccive without
the aid of his big spectacles. Smithy
was prepaved to tolerate the fal Owl
civilly, but he was not prepared to

exercise the samo patience ans  the
Yamons Tive with the irritating Owl.
‘'l keep your seore!™ ho gaid.

“You sit it ont with me, Wharton.”

“All right *

Bmithy and the eaptain of the Bomove
sat down at & scab on ono side of the
court.  Hurrce Jamset Ram SBingh
posted himzelf on the other side fo field
the balls when required. Johony Bull
and Nugent went on to play DBob and
Bunter,

"Lhere was grin on the Bounder’s face.

“WWhen that fat fool's throngh, we
must get that racket off Lim somehow,”
he said, *“There's a lake in the gardens
here, the other side of thoso palms—
and that's o safe spot to drop it inm,
“’hﬂ.t?”

“That'z a good idea’” agroed Hares.
“You feel cure—=»"

" Don't yout"

“Well, yoe!” admitted Wharton, afier
a brief pause. *But fecling sure isn't
i?:m:ﬂ}' nrant. hate to think of
Compton——" He paused agzain.

“Wash all that out!” said Vernon.
amith quietlv. "No need to tell the
other fellows—they will follow your
lead, if you make s point of it. Cood-
ress  knows don’t want to pgive
Compton away, after what he Jdid for
me, I hate the thought of his going
baeck to Greyfriars and earvying on that
ame——"

“1 can’t belicvo—m"

“Oh, ratsl I'll tell von somothing
I've nevor tolid won Eeime, then ™
grunted the Bounder. “I  gpottad
Compton at the emuggling game at
Greviviars! I put paid to it. Those
pnﬂﬁﬂts_ﬂf smugiled goods that roached
the police, mnonymously, went through
my hands—and 1 got them off Cumpton
without hiz knowing,™

“Oh!” gasped Harry.

 Now vou know ™ said Vernon-Smith.
“I couldn't eive the chop away, and I
couldn't let it po on—and that was tha
best thing T conld think of. But—is
can’t go on again next term. DPashed f

know what s fellow onght to do.
Mind vou, Compton's one of the best—
ho's in this rotten game, throogh his
unclte—he's being made use of by thas
gang. I can gucss that he jibs, some-
times, too—lmt he fecls that he can't lot
his uncle down—and, if you como_ to
that, I don't quite see how he can, I've
been trving to think out ways fer my
father to pull him throngh—tha pater
wonld do anything for him, since ha
{ished me out of the RMediterranean’
But I can’t got it clear—yet.”

HService IV ronred Johnny Toall.
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Tl LaIl whizzed over the net,

1t dropped ane rose casily for Bunter
who was taking the service. Bunter
gwiped, and. miszed it by a yard,

b Cherry ran behind. the {at. Owl,

got tho ball, and sent it whizzing back.

Billy Buntor gave him a glare.

“Koep in your own cowicl” le
bawled. ™I don't like poaching! Seet™

“You fat ars!t” haoted DBoh.

“Yah! Coll that tennisi™

“ ook out, idiot ™

Feank Nugent-seut the ball back, It
passed over Bunter’s bead, and hie made
a mighty swipe, missing again.  The
Foréa of thas swinn carried Bunter for-
i:‘m.‘d, and he ptehed on lns hands and

nees,

As ho landed, Dob velleyed tha ball.
sending it back, Bunter esat up and
yoarad.

“Ihw! Wow! Vaow!l”

“ffa, ha, ha!" yelled the Bounder.
“This iz worth ﬁ'ﬂEE%liIlgI Do that again,
Biunter.”

“Beast! Ow1”

Billy Bunter packed his vacket under
hiz arin and rubbed his fat paws.

iolr Cherry played a singloe game
while he was thus oceupied. For some
mnutes e held his own apaiost Johony
and Frank, till ihe latter dropped ihe
ball just over the net, ond Bob arrived
Loa late. '

= Fifteon—lave ' grinned the Bounder,

“You ought to have had that,
Clerry " hooted Dunter.  “Call that
teinis! Think yvou’re playing hop-

senteh i Val !t

Bob Cherry, with preat seli-contral
refrained from laying his racket roun
William Georpge Bunter.

fService IV ahortled Johnny Buall

The ball ecame over to Bob, and he
senb it back. - Again Nugent dropped it
just over the net, in Bunter’s court, and
st within the sideline. Thiz time
Bunter was on it. e rushed and
pwiped,

Crash 1

Crack !

Bunter's racket did not go within a
vard of the tenunis ball. It crashed on
the post {rom which the neot was
strete el lljnnt::-_r ;imr] sncceaded in hit-
' tmﬁls-::nretluug-tf it was only a post !

The result was rather unexpected,
The racket flew into two pieces with the
erash, and the Fat Owl was left with the
handla in hia fat hand, blinking at it.

"Oh erikey I gasped Dunter

“¥la, ha, ha I shrielod the juniors.

“I—1 sav, vou fellows, Rawlings will
want to be paid for that racket ! gasped
Bunter. “It's smashed in halves 1

“Tanoy Rawhnegs wanting to ho paid
for s rocket that Booter brought from
Bunter Court 1 chortled Beh.

“He, ha, hat™

“I—1I =ay, you feilows=—lnok ! pasped
Bunter. “I=—I =ay, look at 18! The—
the thing's hellow; thera's zomething
inside it. I say, that's why it hrole,
beeanse it was hollow ] I say—>="

Bunter hlinked at the broken racket,
hia dyes nearly ctaring through hia
spectacies with astonishment,

Vernon-Smiln rushed on the court and
grahbed it from lins hanel. Now that tho
hamdle was brolen off short, 16 was casy
to see Lhat it was lollow, and from thoe
snapped end of the hollow handle some-
fhing was exuding—:something that was
wrapped in a rabber tube.

“I=I—I say " gasped the astounded
Owl. “I sav, faney a tennis racket
taving a hollow handla ! [ zay—"

“Tako my racket, fatheac, and earry
on I enapped the Bounder _

Ho throst his vacket into the Qwl’s fat
Lhand, pind wallied off tho court with tho
broken one.
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“Bervice I roared Johnny Bull.
“Thirty—love |” aalled cut the
Bounder., *“IKeep the score, Inky—E'm
going for a walk round with Wharton [
“ Right-ho, my esteemed Smithy IV
And the tennis-players weve lelt to it

—nmp

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Proof !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
laughed ps he walked away
with tha captain of the Remove.

Wharton did not langh: His
face was pale and tenzo.

They disappeared through the palms
taking the direction of the ornamenta
lake ‘at a little distance, and aveidin
other: walkers in the extensive grounds
of the Ilotel Gloria.

H Pretty clear now—what ! asked the
Bounder.

ITarry Wharton nodded.

* Rawlings noever meant that rachket to
Le used in tennis, of course,” prinned
Vernon-Smith.  *“With the handle
hollowed out, it might have cracked
hitting the ball—if Bunter had hit it!
That jolly old racket was intended to

johnny who was waiting for it on shore,
What. do you thiok's packed in that
rubber tube 77

#J—I den’t know I

“Want to look 7

“No. For goodness’ sake get rid of
it as guickly as yon c¢an!” breathed
liarry Wharton, *Oh, the roticr—tho
razeal—to make wvse of that fat fool 1™
IIe elenched his hands.  * Anyhow, it's
proof positive now 1"

Vernon-Smith stopped on the edoe of
the lake. He: drew the vubber tubing
froin it ploce of conccalment in the
hollew handle. The tube woz clozed at
bothh ends; none of its contents had
ceeaped. The Bounder stood with it in
liis hand for & moment.

“Quick, for goodness’ =ake!” mut-
tered Harry.

“More haste, less speed|” said
Smithy. “We don’t want it to turn up
agrin, do wei®

IHe wrenched nt the rubber tube, and
tore it apart; ihen, crumpling it with
itz contents, he flung it into ihe middie
of the lake.

It =ank out of stght immediately ; and

Wharton drow a deep breath of rvelief.
Then the Bounder stamped the hollow
handle out of shape, and {hrew it inio
the water. They walked on, round the
lake. The DBounder seemed to Dbe
evnically amused; but Harry Wharton's
heart waz beating rather unpleasantly.

“Yon won't go back on that packet—
now 7 asked SBmithy.

Harry YWharton shool hizs head.

“Nol™ he answered. “Never! I
don’'t know what I ean say to the other
chaps; but wo're done with that eruisa I

“Bot you Inky Lkuows something
already,” said Vernon-Bmith, “lHe's no
fool |  Compten's eoming up to lunch
liere; wvou ecan tell hime I want you to
finish tho hols with me, and make your
exenses.”

“ Yoz, we've gob to sleer clear ™ said
Iarry, with & deop breaih., “I[—I—I
wish old Compton could stecr clear of it
too. He's too decent & chap to be mixed
ugr In suel & rotien game.”

He was silent, in tronblad thonght, as
they walked back to the tonnis ecourt.
To set foot on the Firefly again was
impossible, Lkoowing what ho knew.
Billy Bunter bad been made use of by
the rascally steward: and tho othor
follows were in the same danger.

Billy Bunter had finished tennis when
they reluroed to the court.

tito - the clutehes of the Itahan

sitting on the scat, fanning a fat brow
with his hat, and the four members of
the Co. were playing.

“Beat them hollow, old fat man?”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“Well, T shonld have, but that racked
vou lent me was o rvotten one, Smithy,
gnd Cherry loet ma down all the time !
explained Bunter, “Bull and Nugent
won the set owing to that. I sar, what
have vou done with my raclket?”

" Chucked it away.”

“Well, it's rather o check 1o chuck a

follow’s racket wnway,” satd DBunter
warmly, “I gave seven puinecas for that
racket.”

“Don’t be a silly asa!” zaid the
Bounder.

“Look hera 1 hoated Bunter. “Rawl-

ings  will want that racket back—1
mean, I gave oight puincas for it——"

“Rawlings won't beother about it
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton, “And
rou're not going to see Rawlings again,
oither. Bmithy's asked us to finish the
hola with himn, and weo've not zoing bael
ta the yacht.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

“I'm going back!” Lo zaid. *You
fellows ean suit yoursolves | You're jolly

well net ordering me abont, llary
Wharion | Go and eab coko t*

“Look here, you fat assz

“"Rats!”  retoried Bunter indepen-

dently, “I don't lilie Swvithy's manners,
if you want to know. 1'm not changing
Compton for Smithy! No fear ™

“ Pleaso yonrself 1 said the Bounder,
shrugging his shoulders.

“I mean fo!” yapped Buntor.

Ilarry Wharton sat silent, e Lhad no
doubt that hizs own friends wanld follow
his lead, though they might be puszled.
But Billy Bunter was his own master.
He looked at the Bounder, wha slhugged
his shoulders again,

Smithy was willing to let Bunter stay,
hut he was not.prepared to ask for whae
bie did not want,

“Laok here, Bonter, vou'd heller
stick 1o us, if we stay 1" said Harey, ot
last..

*Shan'L 1"
fully

The set finished, and the fellows cama
ofi the court. Bob Cheryy and Nugent
arl Jolinny Bull strolled away {owapds
the lake, but Hurres Jamset llam Singh
joined the fellows on the garden seat.

What the other three thought of the
incident of the broken racket, or whother
they thought about it at all, Wharton
did not know. Dut be was faivly certain
that the kecn-eyed nalob had miszed
nothing.

“I zay, Inky, Wharton's talking about
staving heve with Srhithy, and not going
hack to the racht at alll” squeaked
Bunteor.

The Nabash of Bhanipur zave bis chhuim
a nguick gFlance, Wharton eoloured a
tittle, and Horree Singh sniled.

“That iz a wheezy good idea, my
esteetned Bunter [ he remarked. * 1
the absurd hospitality of the 1diotic
Smithy iz so oxtensive aud preposterans,
Lhe delightfulness of lounble self will be
onoriuous.’”

“Inky Lnows!™
lavghing.

“The knowfulnezs iz teerific 1™ said
Horree Jams=et Bam Singh " But whila
geprech 15 golden. silenen 13 the erackod
piteher that goes longest to the well, ancd
saves & stiteh in time

“What the thump are you fellows
talking about?" demanded Bunter

“Tind out!” snapped the Bounder.
*lay a singles, Wharton

“Yes, rather 7

“1 sav, vou [ellows—" _

But Wharton and ilin Donnder weit

answered DBunter chcov-

ganl the Donnder,

e wason the court, and Hurree Jamset Raim
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rip was on him. Bulky as the steward was, he was Aung over the

ships rail by the Greyfriars Fifih Former. There was a yell as Rawlings went hurfling seawards. ** That much for

Singh strolled round to the other szide
of the same, and BEilly Bunter was left
to waste his sweetness on the desert air.

The party gathered again to go in to
M her've gob a jolly old plan here I

ev've got a jolly old plane here
said Bob Cherry, as the juniors walked
up through the gardens. “I've been
lecking at it—jelly old passenger plane,
Like the one we had a trip in onee 1n the
holidays.”

“Yes, there's a private aerodrome
here,” sald the Bounder, “They run
trips for the hotel guesta—ovt over the
Mediterranean as far as Corsica and
Sardinia,”

“Who woulde't be a jolly old million-
aire i grinned Bob.

“1 say, you fellows, wo might have o
trip in the plane ! sugpestod Billy
Bunter “I'd be glad to stand the excs
if yon fellows would like to come.”

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Has your postal
order followed yvou out here and arrived
at last, old fat man®"

“ {h, really, Cherry—

“You couldn't do it out of the five
hundred francs ic-u enaffled from
Compton I* chuckled Bob.

“If that’'s how vou thank & chap for
offering to stand you an expensive trip
in an seroplans, Bob Cherry—-"

“My dear old porpoize, I'll reserve
my thanks tall I see you walk into the
hatel bureau and take the tickets 1" snid

Bob., “Then—" )
“Then the thankfulness will  be
terrific,” sald Huorreo Jamset Ram
Bingh.

“And not till then 1" grunted Johnny
Bull, * 8o shut up, fathead I
“Beast !” snorted Bunter.

And thag went into the Gloria, where
they fourd Compton of the Fifth with
}Hn Ir:"emunﬁmit , and joined them for
unch,

Rawlings I ** said Compfon, fercely.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Fai In the Fire!

WEET straing of music from a
@ bidden orchestra accompanied
the steady champing of the jawa
of William Ceorge Bunter at
Iunch, Waiters innumerable brought
innumerable dishes, snd every ome of
them was sampled extensively by the
happy fat Owl Billyr Bunter beamed
with contentment, and began to think
that it might not be & bad idea, after
all, to accept Smithy's invitation and
change the yacht for the Cloria.

It was true that on the yacht the grub
was good and ample, but at the Hotel
Gloria it was magnificent and unlimited.
And Bunter, of course, considered that
guestion, like every other, wholly and
eolely from the point of view of ¥ grub.”
Bunter's cheery maxim was that if the
grub was all riglt, everything was all
right; and there was no doubt that at
the Gloria the grub was all right! The
amount of it that Billy Bunter wrapped
himszelf round made even the well-
trained waiters stave.

Bunter's jaws werve too busy for talk-
ing: which wna a relief to the other
fellows, especially to Harry Wharton,
who did not want the incident of the
broken racket to be mentioned before
Compton or Mr, Vernon-Smith.
_Compton, of course, would know at
onca what it meant, and he suspected
that the keen-witied millionaire might
guess, )

Mr. Vernon-Smith talked & good deal
to Valentine Compton. It was plain
that he liked him, that he was grateful
to him for what he had done for Smnithy
—and it was not hard to guess that he
was eurions about him.

An experienepd mon of affairs -like
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith had not
[ailed to spot that there was sometling

unusnal, to say the least, about the
Firefly, and he had, in fact. the whola
ship's company “ticked off ™ in his
mind. But Compton was a surprising
exception to the rest

A much less keen man than Mr
Vernon-Smith would have seen that he
was frank, open, and as sivaight as a
die. So he was, in the millionaive’s
mind, oddly out of place among his
nssociates.

Loyalty in o bad cavse seemed the
only way of accounting for it. Ilad My
Vernon-3mith been  scquainted  with
gwtrj—which he was not—he might

ave thought of the verse *lis honour
vooted in dishonour stood.” The same
idea cecurved to Mr. Vernon-B2mith—in
prose,

Towards the end of lanch, Bille
Bunter, having parked sufficient food.
stuffs to last any other fellow & week or
two, slowed down, and begon to talk,
Fating, of course, came first, but talk-
ing ranked second in Billy .Bunter's
estimation of the joys of life.

“1 say, {:Jnmptun. if vou're stavine
up bere this afternoon we might get
gome  tennis—whatbk ™ eaid unter.
blinking at him across the flower-decked
tablo.,  *These chaps can't play for
tolfee”

Compton smiled.

“Didn't vou get o pood game Lz
morning I he asked.

“Rotten ! said Bunfer.  *You see,
Bolb was my peartner, and he plavs like
o thinoceros—don’t you, old chapt”

“ Fathead I' saicd Bob.

“And then that rotien
went on Bunter.

“Evervthing 15 rotten excepnt Bunteu's
tennis 1  explamed Harry Wharion,
hastily inferrupting. “ Bunter's tenuis
would make Bunny Austin eit up and
take notice.” P -
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“Well, 1 thiuk I could teach him a
faw things!” said DBunter. “Buat, of

course, & chap wants a good racket.
That one that Rawlings lent me—-~="

“You mean the one you gave three,
four, ﬂvebmx, and seven puineas for 7
asked Bob Cherry,

“Oh! ¥es! I—I mean my racket—
you see, Compton-—>

“Rawlings lent you a racket? asked
Com . The smile had suddenly didd
olf his handsomo face.

The fat

Harvry Wharton sat silent,
was in the firo now |

“*That man Rawlings is a corker,”
said Bob. *"Ie produces everything
you_want, like a jolly old eonjurer”

“1 fancy he will get tired of lending
things to Bunter, though,” said Johmmy
ull.  * Bunter lost the coat Rawlings
lent him at AMarseilleg—?

M1 didn’t i hooted Bunter. It was
pinched 1
“And he's  smashed the vacket

Ruowlings lent hiin——"

“How could I help it, fathcad, when
the handle was hollow?” demanded
Bunter. ''Who ever heard of a tennis
rackoet with a hollew handle?”

Harry Wharton hardly dared to look
at Compton, But ho kpnew that tho
1"1{1:11 Former's foce hod become quite
palo,

Mp, Vernon-Smith stared at Bunter.

“What nonsense are you talking I he
asked.

“MPain’t  nonsense,” esaid Bunter.
“The voiten thing had & hollow handle,
amd it smashed at a knogk—just a tap!
There was something inside the handle,
toor—but I don't know whab it was, as
Smithy grabbed it away from me and
chucked it away before I could get a
look at it.”

Compton's glanco shot at Herbert
Vernon-Bmith, ~ The Bounder kept his
cves on his plate, toying with purple
rapea,  Without looking up, he felt tho
fifth orm man'a piercing eyes on him,
and knew that Compton knew that he
Lknew.

“ Rotten thing,” went on Bunter, “ 1t
let me down, you gee, Compton, or I
should have beaten those duds casily
enoungh. The Italian johnny might as
well have had it after all, as it turned
out.”

“What Italian ?* asked Compton in a
low voice,

“Oh, you never knew, of course! An
Tialian johnny snatched that racket
after wo came ashore, but  Smithy
gpolted him end got 1t back,™ said
Bunter.

““0h 1 breathed Compton.

*A man snatehed a tenuis vacket from
vou I exclaimed My Vernon-Smith.

“Yes, rather, and he jelly well
followed ns up the hill to the hotel, teo,
lgoking for another ‘chance!™ zaid
Bunter. “ Didn't he, you fellows?”

“Ho jolly well did? apgreed Dob

herri.
“What nonsenso |” said Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, staring.

TWell, know it sounds rather
weird,” admitted Bob, “But it veally
did happen, siv| The chap wante

l{?wﬂngs raclet — goodness  knows
why.
“What's hecomio of WL??  asked

Complon In a casnal tone.

""IPhaI: ase Smithy chneked it away
without Joiing me see it again,” said
Bunter. I told him it was a check, I
shall have o pey BRawlings for it, of
conrse,”

“¥You threw it away, Vernon-Bmith?*

“¥ chucked it iuto the lake, Compton !
It was reslly no use after Bunter had
performed with it,” said the Bounder
carelassly,

Tne Maexer Lisnany.—No. 1,500.

THE MAGNET

“That wasn’t for you to decide,” sald
Bunter warmly, “Rawlings might have

ot it mended, XNow I shall have to pay
or a new racket. He will expect to be
paid for it."

“My dear chap, Rawlings knows yon
too well by this time to cxpect you to
pay for anything ™ said Johnny Bull

“¥Yah I vetorted Bunter.

Mr.. Vernon-8mith rose from the
table, and bhis guests followed bis
example

As the pm't; went out on the balcony
Valentine Compton touched the
Bounder on the aim, and Smithy vather
reluctantly In%gud belund.

Compton’s faco was pale, but theore
wag_a faint snile on it _

“It was you—at Groyfrievs ! he =aid
guietly,

Smithy was silent for a moment.

Ha kvew what that guestion” meant.
At Greylriars the schoolioy smugpgler
had boen defeated, more than once, by
a hidden hand, and e Lad never
dreamed of locking for that hand in the

ermove. But he guessed mow.

“Veal' ssid Vernon-Bmith at lask

“ You knew—all the time 1 Compton's
tone was still casual.

“Nearly all the time.”

“* And you said—nothing ™

“Only to Whaxton,”

“Wharton 1 Compton started., “'Ie
never knew——" . ) .

“He never believed it,” soid Smithy,

" But now—"

“Yes, he does now.”

“] suppose so!” Compton breathed
hard ang deep. “The others—" ,

“Inky's got it pretty clear—he's
rather keen, you knew, The others
haven't the foggiest, and unever will
have” i

“Thanks for that, at least1” said
Compton. o ]

He nodded to Vernon-Smith, and
sauntered out on the baleony, Ho
dropped into a chair beside Mr. Vernon-
Smith, who was zlghtiug' his after-lunch
cigar. Bunter had already sctitled down
in & deep chair for a nap, and the
Famous Five had gone down into the
ardens Smithy, with a clouded face,
ollowad them,

“I shall have to bo getting back to
the Fivefly, Mr. Vernon-Bmith,” re-
mrarked Compton.  “llay I ask you a
favour before T got®"

“Name it ! said Me Vernon-S8mith

enially “You've only ito ask, wmy

L'I'F."

“You've been kind enough to make
rather o fuss about that little thiog the
other day,” =zaid Compton smiling.
“Well, that encourages me fo ask you
o favour, sir. Uwing to—to certain cir-
cumstances it's rather awhward for me
to finish the ¢ruise with the schoolboys,
az I had planned. As your son is o
Greyfviars boy, and scems very friendly
with them, and as I nnderstand that yon
are heve till near the end of the holi-
days=———"

He paused, locking at Mr. Vernon-
Smih.

“I understand. I will take chavgo of
tha party with pleasuve, if that is what
you  wish,” said  the  millienaire.
“Herbert will be delighted, I know.”

“1t wounld relieve my mind & pood
deal, sirv,” =aid Compton. *I could not
leave them here, of course, in o foveign
country, and I am not quite master of
iy own movements; bat in your charge,
if you consent——"

“Gladly 1™ zaid AMr. Vernon-Smith.
“And I will add this, my dear boy. I
shonld be still more gland if you would
stay alse, aud trust svour future to my

hands, ™

Compten smiled 23 he roso from his
charr.

“That 18 really kind, sir, but my lot
is cast in with my uncle’s. Nothing
would induco me to part with him.
Thank you very much

M:. Vernon 8mith grunted,

i *1 will speak plainly I ha rapped,

You might be in better hands,
Compton.™

“My uncle bhas been my friend and

tector from childhood, sir, since
loet iny father. I should be rather a cur
if 1 turned him down. Geod-bye, sir.
It is not likely that I shall sce you
again.”

“1 shall make it a point to see you
ot Greyiriars when I come fo sea wy
son next term.”

“It 13 very unlikely, a3 matters turn
out, that I shall go back to Greyfriara
for the new term, sir Good-bye "

Valentine Compton shook hands with
the millionaire and Jeft the balcony.

Mr. Vernon-Smith's glance followed
him thoughtfully and rather grimly, es
ho went. A few minutes later he had
a glimpse of the Fifth Former on tho
round, striding vapidly down the liil to-
wards the sea, and the expression he
glimpsed on Valentine Compton's face
made the millionaive give quite & start.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coming to Blows!

APTAIN COMPTON kniticd his
brow as he locked over the rail
at a boat coming off from the

_ shore,

Swain, at his side, grunted.

“ What's wrong with the boy now 2"

The captain did not answer, His
brows puckered anxiously as he watehed
his nephew's face in the approaching
boat.

The boastmen were ;I;ulling haed, evi-
dently urged to speed by the pale-faced,
frowning fellow who sat in the stern.
The look on Valentine Compton’s face
made the eaptain deeply uncasy, and it
braught a surly scowl to the brow of
thd mate

“Airs and gracea! grunted Swain.
He rubbed hizs cheek-bone, whera theve
was a mark that had been left by a
clenched fist more than o week ago, "By
haleey, if the boy thinks he's master of
this eraft—""

“Hold your tongue,
snapped the captain.

“Not at your order, Jin Compton

growled Swain satagely, “I'm telling
you he laid hands on me at Aorseifles.
Let him try it on again—-"
“The boy counld handla you like en
infant, burly brute as you arve!™ said
the captain contemptuously.  “Don't
talk hike a {ool, 8wain !

The mate gritted his tecth wnder his
ragged moustache. Thero was a step on
deck, and Rawlings came up in lis
shore-going clothes. Ha joined the cap-
tain and the mate, glancing from one
to the other

“What's the trouble?” he snapped.

Swain jerked a stubby thumb towards
the. approaching boat. Rawlings
?Ip.med at the pale, sel face of the Grey-

viara senior in it, and set his lips.

“More trouble from bhim ¥ he =aid.

ill‘

vou fool

U ean tell you, Jim, I'm gettineg foil-

up with a schoolboy running this
packat.”

“Whet have vou done ™™ asked Cap-
tain Compton bitterly. *You played a
foul trick at Marseillez and angered the
boy. What have you dobe now, von
treacherous hound ¥

“Belter language, please!” said the

~teward, in a tonc of menaca.



“ You dog |" said the captan. * 1'm ge
sick of you as the boy is! Fool that I
was ever to consort with such n crew—
and to drag the boy inte it!! ~What
have you dono this time? I ean see in
his face that vou have played some dirty
trick again.”

“"Wothing that he Lknows of, at any
rate |" said Rawlings. “ He can bardly
have run into Pietro. I gave the dago
orders to steer elear of him.”

“And what of Pietro?” asked Captain
Compton, with smouldering eyes.
“¥alentine made it a condition that
there should bLe no more smuggling
while the schoolboys were here

“Eat him make all the conditions he
pleasea I gneered Rawlings. “I'm not
in thia game for my health, Jim
Compton! If I'm %'mug to play steward
to a mob of schoolboy passengers, I'm

going to make use of them.”

“Then that is it—the same as af
Marseilles 2

“That 13 it—the same as at

Bblarseilles 1" mimicked Rawlings.
“That fat fool, Bunter, has come 1n uge-
ful a second time, and he bhas carried a
acket of the stuff to Pictro without
Eumwing it. But Valentine can’t know
anvthing of it. 1 warned Pletro.”

“Heo looks as if he does.”

Rawlings shrugged his shoulders, but
thers was a trace of anxiety, as well as
suller anger, in his plump, shiny face,
ns the boat ran under the accommoda-
{ion ladder.
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Valentinge Compton threw a Frenen
nete to the boatman, and ran lightly
up the side.

“You ncedn’t send that boat awap,
young Compton !” ealled out Rawlings.
“I'm just going ashore.”

“¥You necd nof,” answered Compton.
“The dago has nothing to hand over to
Jou, Rmﬁ?ngs.“

The steward gave a start, and Swain
rrowled and scowled.

“1 knew that ha knew:” said the cap-
tain quietly. "1 could see it in his
face. You've asked for this, Rawlings.”

Rawlings gritied his teeth.

“Am I answerable to a echoolboy t™
he snarled. *I tell you I'm standing no
more lip from him—or from you, Jim
Compton

“You cur!” Valentine Complon’s
voice rang over the deck of the Firefly,
and drew every man on beoard towards
the spot. " You'll answer to me, you
treacherous cur! And vouw'll be lucky
not to have to answer fo the Irenc
police 1 )

“Is anything ont?” exclaimed Swain.

* Evervthing 1”

“By hokey "

“What do you mean, you Foung
swabi"” That gquestion eame {from
Ferguson the chief enginecr. *If it

was all out, we should see a peolice boat
1

comng off. Talk sense !

There was a murtour from the crew,
Every man on the vacht was on the spot

now, and anxions and alarmed glances
were cast towards the shore.

“I'll tell you what I mean,” seid
Compton, lis eyes flashing at the
steward. ' That cunning rascal=—more
fool than raseal=—packed something—I
don't know what—in the hollow handle
of & tennis racket, and sent it ashore by

one of the boys.”

“That's an old game!” grunted
Swalin,

“DPon’t tell us that the fat fool
spotted 1t ! sneered Rawlings. "“He

would not have spotted it in a century,
And Pietro was. waiting to suateh the
racket from him, and bhe got it avway
safe long ago.”

“Fool and raseall” said Compton.
“Pictro tried to snatch the racket and
failed.”

“It's a lic 1" snarled Rawlings, his [at
face livid, **The fool Bunter was not on
his guard—none of them could have been
-:}ln_ their guard. It was an  easy
tlin &

“ Fool and rascal !" repeated Compton,
“One of them was on his guard—
Vernon-Smith, who knows ecverytlung
about this ship.”

“How could he
Rawlings. ’

“Valontine 1" exclaimed the captain.

“T tell you, he knows! Yeu haven't
forgotten that there was somecne at
Greyiriars—someone I could never trace
—who knew, Well, I've traced bim

(Continwed on nerd page.)

know ™ roarved

How to be p

You'll be popular with your friends if you
share vour Aero with them. It's worth know-
ing, too, that Aero gives you z * lift * when
you're feeling fagged out, and dinner’s a
long way off. Aero is different from hard
chocolate ; it’s crisp, light and easy to bite,
It digests twice as quickly; that's why it
gives you guick new energy and bucks you
up in no time. You'll love this modern

chocolate yourself

Textura hard choosolate
(magnified)
Compare this with

the Tliustration
on the right.

TEXTURE!

Parenr applivd for

T ALy

Textura AERD chesolata
(rragnified)

Note the delicote sur-
Jaces, You get the
Jtavour of chocolate
instantiy. By owver-
g, coming lumpiness
k. Fhese Jurh{m;'es
. rmakethechoco-
fate more pal-
atable ond

i KNEW AERO
WwOouLD DO You
GOOD, FEEL LIKE

opular...

H SORRY 1M 50 DULL,

DANCING NOwT|

W ault A

! HAYE AM IDEA,

& LET'S $ITIN THE
M CAR. I'VE GOT
SOMETHING THAT E
Will BUCK
L YOu ue! 4

% i

MARVELLOUS ! WHAT DD YOU CALL
THIS ~AERO T MILES BETTER THAN
HARD CHOCOLATE, ITS

50
ucHr!

Fures, oy

AF | COULD DAMCE
A ALL NIGHT Now/
600D IDEA OF YOURS,
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rew. 1t was Vernon-8mith., T kuoow
r-ow that he told Wharton at the schoal,
t?ml:-:%'ﬁ Wharton never believed it—
then.”

Ravlings clenched his hands,

“I knew that boy was wise to somie-
thing {” he muttered. *“I've said all
along that he zmelt a rat}”

“Wharton knows now, Vernon-Smith
knows, the Indian ‘boy knows, and Mr.
Vernon-Sinith suspects something I ex-
claimed Comptén. " That's the cutcome

of your cunming and rascality,
Rawhogs | . i

A deadly look came inte Rawlings’
eyCE.

“They know too much, then ! he said
in g low, savage tono. * But there aro
woys of keeping secrets st seal”

“Do you think I vould trust them
where you could harm them now that 1
kinow all this? said Compton scorn-
fully. *“The boya will never sot foot on
this yacht again; I've fixed o]l thatl
They'ro sta.;.'inﬁ with BMr. Vernon-
Hwith, and if they chooso to talk, look
ot {‘.31- handeuffs and prison, the lot of
you

There was a deep growl from the
vacht's erew; black looks were cast ot
the handsome Fifth -Former of Grey-
friays on all sides.

Cumlpbcn'a eyes flashed round at a
dozen lowering faces with fearless scorn;
his hand rose, his finger pointing to
LRowlings.

“That’'s the man you can thank,” ha
said, “Ona bey at my school knew and
kept the secret. No other need ever
have known a word, but for Rawlings,
I brought the E{:hﬂpﬂ)pj’a on this packet
in good faith, belioving that it was a
crirse—a holiday from smuggling ras-
sality, as well as from school. But that
scoundre] insisted on the peme going
on; smugghling in the Channel, gun-
running in the Bay of Biscay, smug-
gling again at Marvseilles, 1 warned
ing, and he refused to heed the warn.
ing. A scoundrel Jiko that can’t under-
stand & E?Dﬁ of decency may come in
nseful, This ship is already euspected
in England and France. A harmless
eruise with o party of schoolboys would
have lulled suspicion; it would bave
been good business, even from a rascal’s

int of view. But Rawlings could not

o content with that, Now you've got
the result.”

Ho panted for breath,

“It's the finish now! The schoolboys
are gone; I'm sending theip things
ashore for them, snd they will never
«tep aboard here again, And it's the
finish of the smuggling game 1”

“Are you med 1 enarled SBwain,

“T think I've been mad to stand in
with sueh o erew [ sald Compten bit-
terly. “I'd have chucked the whole
votten lot of you but for my unclel I
fet you plant me at Greyfriars to use
the'school a3 o smuggling centrs, Are
you banking on that going on? I'm
uot going back to Greytriava.”

“Valentino I’ exelaimed the captain.

- T mean if, unele,” said Compton.
“Da you imagine J could face it, with
fellows there Enowing what [ am? Do
you think they could—or would—kee
silent avd let me rarry on, even if
wanted to 1™ .

“ No,” said tha captain, with & deep
reath. “Qreyiriars must be washed
onk after this’

“And the rest will follow,” gaid
wompton. “No more mnyg'%lmg for me,
and no mora for the Firefly | You're
-aptain of this craft, uncle, and you can
turn this craw into an honest crew,
whether they like it or mot. Save them
from thair own r ity, and sove them
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from the prison that
every man here.” )
“You young fool I growled Swain.
“Am I the fool?” asked Compton
contempiuously  “ What bave you ﬁt
for all Ofvnur cunning? You're at the
mercy twe or three schoolboys; and
only regard for me prevents young
Vernon-Smith from walking down to the
Bureau de Police snd telling them
where to lay their hands on a geng of
smugglers. Do you think he is keeping
silent an your account, Swain ? Or yours,
Rawlings? Do you hink he wou d_not
do his duty and send the whole dingy
mob of you where you belong but_ for
my sike? If I left the yacht, and he
knew I1'd left it for good, the E-nhm
wonld be on board in ten minutes,’
“QOh hokey ! breathed Bwain,
Rawlings' face was livid.

19 waoiting [or

*I reckon we pot to get steam up
without wasting time,” muttered
Ferguson, *“The game's up here,

rum,”

sk:ip:'ggn Lucky if we can eut and run,”
“The game's not u}‘:jet 1" Rawlinga
voice eame like the hiss of a serpent.
“ Nothing's been sail jet—and the sca
Leeps gecrets | I tell you—-"

II:F:a;3 did not finish. Valentine Comp-
ton came at bim with a rush, htt.tmg
out right aud left. His hard-hel
temper broke out in a blaze of passion;
his fists fairly crashed on the steward,
sending him spinning across tha deck
till he brought up against the rail.

Spitting with rage, Mawlings stag-
Eoued there, Eantﬁ and gmhhmﬁ

ercaly at hiz hip ;a et. But he ha
no time to draw the weapon. Comp-
ton’s grip was on him again, and,
bulky as Ea was, the steward was swun
gver the rail by the Fifth Former o

Greyiriars.

D‘Pﬂﬁere was o yell and a splash as
Réwlings went headlong into tho sed.

“That much for Rawlings!" zaid
Compton, and he went below, leaving
it to the crew to fish out the_ steward
and drag him, drenched and dripping,
to the deck.

— —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Litile Ventriloquism in French !

1 HY not Monta?” asked Billy
Bunter,
o Fathadd |
That evening, after

dinner &t the Hotel Gloria, Harry
Wharton & Co. wewrs in the lounge while
they waited for the car to come round,
In their best bibs and tuckers, so to
speak, the Famous Five looked very
merry and bright.

So did Billy Bunter though he locked
also as if he was nearly burstiag fove
and aft out of one of Bmithy's dress
shirts and one of Smithy's dinner
jackets. . .

Mr. Vernon-Smith was taking charge
of the party that evening to visit the
opera at Nice, but. as Dunter’s question
showed, thera were other thoughts in
the fat and faluous Lrain of the Owl of
the Remove.

It was understood now that the Grey-

friars purtg were staying on with
Smithy, and not going back to the
vacht, Mr. Vernon-Smith had ex-

plained the ayrangements he had made
with Compton.

Harry Wharlon and Emithg knew wh
the Fifth Former had asked him, an
Hurree Bingh had a fairly clear ides,
though be had said nothing ; to Bob and

ny and Frank Nugent it came 28 o
little surprise, but they were cheerfully
ready to fall in with the new arm:n%-
ment; Billy Bunter had stated that he
hadn't decided—bu% Dilly Bunter did
not matter, anyhow,

to remain that night,

Wharton had little doubt that tha
Firefly would pull out of Villefranche
without much delay, and that would
gottle the matter for Buntor.

nwhile, the fat Owl condesconded
at all events, with
the hotel party. ‘The juniors’ suitcases
had been sent up from the yacht, and
Compton had come up to say good-bye
to them. They did not expect to sco
him again til} the new fterm at (Grey-
friara—though some of them, ot least,
doubted whether he would be seen thep.
It was a great relief to Havry Whars
ton’s mind to have tho matter settled
and done with, and to be clear of Llaw-
lings and his treacherous vascality

Smithy had been mapping out a high
old timo for his puosts—runs in the car
up and down the couutry, trips across
into Italy, conecerts, and operas; and,
above all, a trip in the. aeroplane from
the Gloria over the blue waters of Lhw
Mediterranean, which was comin aff
in & few dava. Altogether, it looked lika
being a merry week till the party had
to pack and return homao for the new
torm at school. Only Billy Bunter was
not satisfied.

Bunter was not content to let his
chances, like the sunbeams, pasa him by.
Bunter wanted te make his fortune
before he left the Riviers.

There were lota of places along the
Cote d'Azur where a fellow could make
his forturie—perhaps! Not only Monte
Cerlo, but in every FPrench scaside town
there was & casino, where they plaved
roulette, of chemin-da-fer, or Ia boule—
st each ond every one of which Billy
Bunter had no doubt that he could,

iven a chance, ecoop it in by the hand-
ul, 1f not by the hatful.

With unlimited wealth just round the
COrnor, B0 to speak, 1t was -E.:Hremﬂ]]-f
irritating to the fat Owl to be botleved
Iy a lot of nincompeoops who did nob
know how to'be sporting on o holiday.

He had expectad bettor things of the
Rounder, who was rather a scapegrace
at school. But Smitay had a way of
playing up to s company, whatever it
was—and at present ithy’s company
was highly respectabls, and uot a
member of the Famous Five would have
been found dead in a casino. Morcover,
Mr. Vernon-Bmith, though & very in-
dulgent perent, would certainly not have

ermitted anything of the kind. Bo

illy Bunter had the distinction of being
the only blackguard in the party—an
even Bunter could only be & blackguard
in theory, fraetim being barred. Which

was fearfully annoying. .
“Tf vou say Monte aogain I['Il biff
voul!” eaid Johnny ull. “8ea?

Haven't you tallted enough rot for one
day, fathead ¥

“ T mean there’s grand opers at Monte
as well as at Niee,” expleined Bumter.
*I wasn't thiokinry of dodging away
from you fellows while you're there and
getting to the tables, you know."”

“No deception, gentlemen !™ paid Dol
Cherry; and thore was a chortle,

“You piffling porpoise,” said Frank
Nugent, “they don't' admit anybody
under age! Even those frowsy wasters
have & limit.”

Bunter gave a {at winlk, ]

“Oh, that's all right 1" he eaid. " ¥ou
drop in at a hairdresser’s and stick on
s moustache. Seo! That's near enough,
Not that I'm thinkini of enything of
tIEe ki:}d, you know. 1 wasn't thinking
of—" :

“*You never do,” agreed Bob. ]

“Reast ! Dut, I say, at Monte—"'

“ Kick him 1" said Harry Wharton.

(1] ?-Drh Iﬂ-

Billy Bunter rolled ont of reach round
a tub of palms. 'The Famous Five awd
Smithy sat and chatted while they



Billy Bunter blinked as the ball hou
socket numbered nine.

gurgled with delizht.

waited for Mr. Vernon-8mith te join
them and starct,

Billy Bunter blinked at them
morosely. Complon's 500 francs were
gtill in his pocket, and he was very keen
to  turn  them iute 5,000, or perhaps
5,000,000  Bunter was feeling like
fellow who zaw the purze of Fortunatus
Iying at his feet and was prevented
from picking it up. Wo fellow could be
expected to tolerate that!

he fat wventriloguist of GrEv%friars

gave a fat little cough as a stout Irench
gentleman stopped near the group of
junicis to light o cigar. 1

“ Here, get out!” came s voice thot
was so like Jobnny Bull's that Johnny's
friends had no doubt on the subject, and
all turned their heads to stare ot him.

“ Johnny, vou ass!” breathed Whar-

ton.
“fiood gad! Do you want a row
here, Bull 7” whisperved the Bounder.
“Fh? What?" Johnny stared.

Luckily, the French gentleman with
the cigar did not understand English.
He continued with the work of igmtion,
taking no notice, much to the velief of
the juniors.

Billy Bunter gronted.

He had expected—or, at least, hoped
—that that remark would cause the
TFrench gentleman to box Johnny's ears,
as L certainly would hove deserved,
had ho made it—and as he deserved,
anvhow, in Bunter's opinion,

LBut ns DEnglish was an unknown
language to the stout gentleman, that
ventriloguial effort missed fire |

“What are youn goggling at, vou
fallows ¥ demanded Johony Bull, #1
never spoke, I heard somebody speak.”

“What the deuce do you mean?"
pnopped the Bounder., “Lucky for you
that sportsmen never understood.”

“T tell you I never spolo ¥ growled
Johnny Bull, “Bomcbody else did1”

ced and skidded round the

EVERY SATURDAY

) )

“Did he borrow your voice te do it
with ¥ asked the Bounder sarcastically.
‘*};ﬁ]nimm‘, old " murmurad

man—

“0Oh, dou't be an asa!” said Johnny
Bull.

TFrom biehind the tub of palms Bunter
grinned. Ile was going on—and 1his
time he was going to put it in French,
which the stout genileman was bound to
understand, as it was his own language |

Bob's little joke of the previous day
had enlightened Billy Bunter as to the
meaning of that oft-used phrase “allez-
vous-en 1 Butter still Ei{l not know
how to say “ come here ! in French, but
be koew how 1o say “CGet out!” And
that was what he wonted to say now.

Johnny Bull, with a grunt, leaned

back in his seat. And linmediately a
voice, that was remarkably like
Johnny's, yapped out:

“ Allez-vous-en [V

The stout French gentleman was
hardly a ward from Jehnny Bull,

Evidently he understood that, far he
stared round with an angry stare.

“ Allez-vous-en " rvepeated the voice.
* Hoarez-vous ™

It was like Bunter to add some of his
own French |

But at that remarkable French all the
juniors gave a sort of convulsive jump.

The Grevfriars ventrilogquist could re-
produce Johnny's wvolce—but Johnny's
friends were not likely to suppose that
Johuny usod such astonishing French as
“hearez-vous ™!  That Frencn was
Bunter's or nobody's.

“That fat asz
Wharton.

He stared round, and spotted a fat
face grinning through the palms. -

“Banter 1"  hissed  Johony  Bull
“Some more of his vuteid ventrilo-
geiisim it

# gasped Ilavry

howl and finally, to his immense
The fat Owl had won, and & number of twenty-franc pieces were pushed across to him. He almost
It was easy money, and no mistake !
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delight, came fo rest In the

*Oh 1" excloimed the Boundor.

* Buntoy——"

“Vailn!" exclaimed the frowning
French gentleman., “On ine parle
n'est-ce-past  Et pourquoi cela, je vous
prie?”

e stared from one flushed foce to
another, taking his cigar in his left
hand;, with the obvious intention of
using his right for smacking as soon as
he learned which of the schoolboys had
spoken.

Heeing six glares fixed on Bunter, hLe

jumped to the correet conclusion and
walked round the palms.

" " etait vous, n'est-co-pasz'™ he do-
manded.

“Eht Ne!l Not ot oll!V gazped
Bunter, in dismay. “I never said n
word. I—I don't know ony French! I
couldn’t possibly say allez-vous-en,
beeause I don’t know the French forin”

Smack |
“Yaroooh I

Smack |
“Oh erikey! Wow ¥
The French gentleman, with a snort,

walked away. IHe left Billy Bunter roo-
bing two fat cars with two fat hands.
and the chums of the Remove grinning.
“Now we'll jolly well kick hun !* said
Johnny Bull.
“Hear, hear !

“Hearez-vous,
Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal¥

Fortunately for Bunier, Ar. Vernon
Smith arvived at that mowent. The
juniors walked out to the ear with him,
and Billy Bunter rolled after them—
unkicked. but still rubbing hia fat cars,
and rather wishing that he had not tvied
ventriloguism in Frencl.

(Cantinued on page 16.)
Tuz Macxer Lisnany,—No. 1,509,

Punter®”  chuckled



1¢

Mugwm e FIREFLY !
= DFRANL g 7y i
'i"..-.iti_ g ._ . _,_-i-

Bk
|
iy " '.. e

-
-
==
=
b
.

Vo

{Continued from page 13.)

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter the Panter !
ilE SAY, vou follows 1"

“Shat up, Denter !
“If you can't give a [ellow
T o0 m—""

“{‘Ietliu% deaf? 8huot up1”

“1'Hl walk the rest ! hooted Dunter.

“Oht! CGood!™

The car was glhiding down the Avenna
Massena, at Nice, A block in the
traflic Lield it up for a few minules.

It was & large and roomy car. Iint
seven  fellovs  filled it quite full,
espeeinlly wien one of the fellows was
double width. Mr. Vernon-Smith sat
by the French chanffeur. Billy Bunter
was packed in with 8mithy and the
¥amous Five, rather like a fat sardine,

Flis announcement that he would walk
the rest was unexpected, but welcome.
e other follows felt that they could do
without gquite a lot of Billy Bunter's
society,

“Well, it's straight on, and not moro
than fen minutes’ walk, if you'd rather
walk 1™ eaid the Bounder., *“Go i, by
all means !” ]

“Don't get lost, you fat ass!” szaid
1[avry Wharton.

“Yal!” was Bunter's roply.

*1s anvbody poing to miss him if he
rola lost Y ot Bmithy.

“ Beast !"

Bunier opened the door and stepped
from the car to the pavement,

Bmithy pulled the door shut again.

“Room to breathe mnow!® he re-
marked. _ i

The cor rolled on again, and Billy
Munter was lost to sight in the crowded
avenue.

Harry Wharton was feeling a liltle
nncomfortable ebout the fat Owl—but
it wans Smiihy's party, and Bunier was
his own masier. And Qrpithy, though
e tolerated the fat Owl because the
other fellows would not have turned him
down, hardly made a secrot of the fact
that the less he saw of William George
Dunter, the better he liked it

Billy Bunter grinned as the ecar rolled
onn auwd vanished amid a swarm of
others. And he did uot walk on in the
sama direction.

The opera the Groviriars parly were
visiting was being ﬁm'furme-} at the
Upsing Municipal. here was a salle
de jen at that estoblishment, in which
the juniors, of course were nol in-
:ovesled, Dot it was quite possible that
they might have spotled a fat Owl
rolling inlo it; so Buntor, who had his
own reasons—oeertainly not & dosire fo
wallki—for leaving the other fellows,
turned in another divection.

The Creyiriavs party had aleeady
visited NWiee, and walked ronnd that
ey, and Baater was aware that thera
were hali & dozen oasines in the place.
Une was as good as anolher—or as bad |

I'he Casine Municipal wazs the best
of thoe lat; but as ihe Ureviviars party

Ware ﬁaing to that building for the
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opera, Banter had to give it a miss. Ie
vellod nway in search of another.

A ilare of lighls in a side strect soon
guwided him to his Meecal But he did
not immediately enter,

Whether the dingy casinos in Nice
had the same rules as¥ Monte,” Bunter
dicd not know, but he sagely decided
not to chanee it. A fellow who was
turned back ot the guichet as too young
for admission nhvinuai:i' could not make
hiz fortune at the place—even if he
vonld make it there, anyhow!

Bunter blinked into the brightly-
lighted window of o hairdressing and
costitnier  establishmeni.  Into  that
establishment hie rolled. )

e was rather in a hurry to make his
fortune, Lut he had to waste Bfteen
precious minutes in making s surprised
vonng man undersiand that he wanted
{o buy an srtificial moustache, and that
he wanted it stuck on!

When the surprised voung man fully
comprehended he produced the zoods,
ng doubt suppesing that he had to do
with a young lunatic. X

However, a voung lunafic’'s money
iz ma good az anybody else's, so Bunter
paid for his moustache and rolled out
with it aflixed to his upper lip, leaving
the surprised young man grinning, and
saving to severnl others: 1

“Regardez ! Regardez ce fou! Clest
an fon Anglais! Regardez done 1

Unaware that he had left an impres.
giot behind him that he was an Eoglish
lenatie, DBuanter rolled happily on his
WEY.

I'ool as he cortainly was, Dunter had
judged the effect of the moustache eor-
recily, It made him look years older.
1fe rolled into the casino, took his
ticket, and rolled into the building.

The enticing word: salle de jeux met
his eves, and his spectactes, and guided
Iim to his goall

e pushed theough swing-doors, and
entered s long, stulfy apartment, where
the atmosphere tasted as if it had becn
breathed over and over again a good
many Limes. :

Thiz nos one of the smaller easinos,
and there was only one table. Dut
ihm]'c: was a goodly crowd round that
table.

Every seat was taken, and bebind
the sealed punters others stood watching
aver iheir shonlders amd throwing stalos
on the green cloth. .

Dilly Duzted’s eves gleamed behind

hiz spectacles.
" Counters wero used 1o the play, and a
changenr came up to Bunter at onee,
The changeur glanced at his mounstache
and grinned, as if he saw something
amusing in it: but he handed over a
supply of white and red dises in ex-
change for the five hiwndred francs the
fat Owl had borrowed from Compton.

Bunter was going the whole hog.

He had it all mapped out in his fat
mind. Owning to the meddling of those
cheeky beasts who would not 1ot o sports-
man be a spork if they could stop him
he had to vy his luck at tlus show
instead of spreading himself over Monte
Carle. Dut it was only a beginning!
This evening he was going to walk out
with about fen or fwenty thousand
franes in his pocket. With such
resources he would bo prepared o Lfire
the Groyfriars party the go-by and clear
off on his own. After which the break-
ing of the bank at Monte Carlo was the
next item on the programme,

It all soemed simple to DBunter, as
simple, indeed, as Dunter himself
spomiced to fhe case-hardened evoupiora
who wera poing to relieve him of his
five hundred franea,

Dilly Danter was clad in eelf satis

faction as in armour of triple sleel
1lis condidence in himself was complete.

Even Dunter realized fhat a casino
could not be vun on losses! Foven his
fut brain conld asstrumilate the fact iliak
at youlette, and at la boule, as in horse-
racing, there must be more losers than
winners or clse the frowsy fraterniby of
garblers could not have sarvived.

But that was all rnight! Ho was going
to be o winner | All it necded was coul
judgment, iron nerve, clear-headedness,
and uncommon intelligence-—conspicuous
gualities of Buntet's!

Ile was able to wedere into & scab at
last. Oune of the zitiers had a slack of
counters before him, which grew suzaller
by degroes and beautifully less, Wheu
ther were all pone the man went alse,
and Dunter got his chair, What lad
happem:d to his predecessor in lat
chair might reelly have beon a warhing
to the iat Owl, But Bunter, after all.
was only ene fool among many.

Heo threw o red counter, representiog
twenty franes, on the green cloth and
it rolled. A croupier hooked it witl u
vake and glanced ar him inguiringly.

“Pot in on thirty-six 1” said Buuter.

“Clomment T

“Trentesix ! explained Bunter. Ie
felt  quite obliged to  Monsieur
Charpentier, nt Greyiriars, at that

moment. He could make himself under-
stood s0 far, at all eventa.

The man grinned.

“I1 n'exisie pos, icl, monzieur !V bLo
answered,

“ Ih, what ¥ gronted Bunter, puzzled.

“Pas de ronlette iecl, monsieur, mais
1a bonle ¥ explained the man.

The Owl of the Boemovae blinked at
e table and diseerned that the nuielers
van. only to nire. The game was la
boule, not roulette,

SOy, all vight ! ot it on nine ! said
Buantor.

"“Mait-] ™

“Le neuf!"” said Bunter.

"Voila!" saicd the eroupier, ard lin
placed Bunter’s stake on the, section of
the green eloth marked with the numbey

A man standing at the shallow bowl in
the middle of the Icmﬁ table spun a
rubber ball by hand, It bounced ana
pliidded, fluitering round the bowl and
finally, to Bunter's immense delight,
came 1o rest in the socket numbered 9.
T fat Owl had won, and seven twenty-
frane pieces wire pushed ascross fo him,

He almost gurgled with delight.

This waz easy money and no mistake !

Durine 1he next half-heur, however,
Bunter made the disagreeable discovery
that if la boule was easy money, it was
not for the punfers! To his surprise
and dismay, his litfle pile of counters
melted away almost like snow in the sun-
gshine. When, af the end of thirty heclio
minutes, hae counted what were left, he
found Lis store reduced to two hundred
franes. Y.ozses seemed fo predominate
over wins, somehow,

“0h Jor' I murmered Bunter. .

“You silly voung idiot [* zaid o voice
over his shonlder.

The fat junior blinked up, startled.
A [amiliav face looked down at him, the
plump foce of Rawlings, the steward of
the Fivefly. Rewlings scowled al him.,
Evidently he knew him 12 spite of the
moustache.

“ ek out and give me that chair, you
fat fool I he grunied.

“Shan't!” retorted Bunfer. ™ Wharresr
vou mean, you cheeky asai”

“PDo vour friends know you're Lere,

vou  young  blackguard:”  asked
Rawlings, . .
ERTind vour own businesz ! sapped

Bunter.,



“{ict out!i™

“Cheek 1Y e2id Bunter., “Ow! Leggo
my ear )

“Rawlings took a fat ear between a
finger and thuinb, DBilly Bunter gave
a howl that mada every punter at the
table stare round. :

Rawlings wanted that chair at the
la boule table. La Loule, it appearcd,
was ono of the methods by which he
wobt rid of brs ill-gotten gains oz o
smuggler, Peorhapa, rogue and raseal
us ho was, b was disgusted at the sight
of a schooiboy like Bunter playing tho
blackgeard i & casing, Anyhow, he
wanted tho chair, aud he nipped a fat
rar bolween a finger and thwb, that
telt like a steel vice, as an inducement
to Bunter to got out of it

“YVarooeh | Loggo my car” howled
Dunter. “Cheeky beast] Tl jolly well
hwick yvour shinsf Wow 1”?

“ Monsieur [7 exclaimed balf a dozon
voices in protest.

A croupicr touched Rawlings on the
avm A gold-braided chticker-out moved
towards hin, Rawliﬂﬁ:& veleased the
Fat ear and moved along the table,
swowling, Biily Bunter gave him a
sontemptuous blink, end resumed punt-
PE-

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.

 Chueked Out !
it E cing 1* crooned the croupiers.
E It was number five.
Bunter having ctoked on
namber  three, had tho

pleasure, or otherwisze, of secing his
stalia swopt away by the remorseless
vake.

Thoen ke sat and blinked at the green
table, and the yellow numbers, and the
whirling ball in the bowl.

Buater was not feeling quite so hucked
LOW.

“Beforo taking ™ was quite dilfevent
from “ofter taking.”

Moro than half his cosh was gone, It
looked as if, whoaver was going to make
fortunes there, it wea nat going to be
William George Bunter!

But the fat Owl had, or fancied he
had, his fat wits about him. Ho had
noticed that cing, or five, came up quite
an uncommon number of times

By tho law of chances, any number in
piri¢ uumbers should have come up on
on average, once in nine apins. But cing
cama up much oftener than that.

This waa really explained by the fack
that oing, at la boule, answered
the purpose of zero atb roulette. VWhen
cing turned up, all even chances were
raken by the bank, pair and impair, ete.
It Jid not dawn on Bumter's fat brain
that cing come up so often becauso it
was a profitable number for the bank.
It did not oceur to him that the man
spinming the ball eould drop it in what
gumber he liked.

" But it did dewn on hin, that as cing

camoe up so jolly often, a fellow who
siaked on eing «ll the time was bound
to_win | -

It did not eccnr to him that the samo
iden had oceurred to shout = million
punters before him, and that the
croupiers had a wary eye ¢n any player
who backed cing all the time !

Quita bueked by that brilliant idea,
Dunter procceded to play on syziom.

With avery spin of the ball, he pitched
a twenty-frane counter on number five.

1le did not netice a grin and & “wink
axchanged among the nmusinm, Those
vather tough gentlemen hardly took the
trouble to conceal their contempt for
tira intelligence of the mwgs whose
aroney they rased in,
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To Billy Dunter's intense annoyance
and surprise cing ccased to pop up with
such menotonous regularity,

It had done so previously, it ought to
have gone on doing so—but, gomehow,
it didn't.

[t had to come np sooner or later!
Buiter was sure of that! WNo doubt it
had to: but it was not likely to zo long
a5 a3 punter was putting the maXimum
stake on it at every spin ;

With a sudden jelt Bunter realised
that his last counter wos gomng 1

His fat heart sank.

With intense anxiety he watched the
tast spin. s

“Lo deux I'" erooned tho croupiers,

Bunter's last pieco wos gone.

The fat Owl sat like one stunned!

“Faites vos joux, messicura|”

“AMarguez vos jeux 1V

“Rien ne vaa plus®

The ball spun again without Bunier
gtaking. o had nothing left with
which to stake. The ball whizzed, and

ﬂ?.{'f .
a cingl™ sang out the cheery
croupiers,

“(h evikev I gazpod Bunter.

It was like the mockery of Fate, that

ihe number he had beon backing o
SOMETHING

to

to!
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long should have come up immediotely
after he had ceased to stakel

As o matter of fact, it was mockery,
for the cheerful gentleman with the ball
had turned up cing thot time to en-
courage Bunter to go on with s game—
not being aware that his financial re-
sources were exhausted.

Duntger sat and blinked mourniully.

“Cet out, if yow're finished, you fat
fool 1* It was Rawlings' voice over hia
podgy shoulder again,

" Bunter blinked up at him,

“1 say, Bawlings! Lend me a hnndred
franes I ho gasped, 2

Really, the steward of the Firefly was
not & liopeinl subject io “touch ™ for o
lpan! DBut Bunter was desperate,

Rawlings stared at him. :

“J—I say, I should have got it, that
time, if I'd had o stake on,” breathed
Bunter. " Yeu see, I wes backing it nll
tho time, and it came np just after I'd
stopped | IF P'd hed one mote pices—-"

“ou mad little idiot '™ said Rawlings,
staring at him, “Aro you such o fool
a3 to ibink the number wonld come np
while you're backing it nll the time ¥

“Eh? \Why shonldn't it?" gacped
Bunter.

“0Oh, get out, you fooll” smapped
Iiawlings.

He ierked ot Bunter’s shoulder,
timee the fat Owl relinguished the chair,
and Rawlings gat down in it.

Bunter stood, Minking mourninlly, at
ihe green lable. Ravlings [orgot Lis
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cristence n3 lho concentrated on the
gama. Udp and down the table, counters
showered on the glistening numbers—
and Billy Bunter watched sadly, like
the Peri at the gate of Paradise.
Rawlings was playing an old hand's
game. [f scme oss like Bunter put o
high stake on cing, Rawlings would puat
a low steke on one or two, which, bemng

farthest on the bowl from ecing, were

likelicst to come up. But e¢ven the
¢nutions amo of “playing the
eroupier ¥ had little chanco of getting
aghead of the bank. KRawlings wos
losing  hiz money more slowly than
Bunter, that was all .

y IE'IHF Bunter nudged his shoulder -ab
astk.

“1 say, Bawlings—"

“I.eave me aloue. you [at focl ¥

* Lend me—"

" Hald vour zilly tongue !

Billy Bunter held his eilly tongne,
Frowning. lteally, it swas an honour fo
g doshed steward, to be asked for a loan
by & Public school manl Rawlings
seemed absolutely indifferent to that dis-
tinection 1

Bunter was apnoyed.

He was “stony"—he was, only too
¢learly, not going to male his fortune,
e waa tired, irvitable, dlsupf;mnmd,
nnd i-eem;l. He would have liked io
kick Bawlings, and to ltick all the grin-
ning croupicrs. IIe had a vaguo feehing
that he had bLeen welshed, though Lo
did not know how. 'The casino was no
longer & glowing foiry-land to his cyes,
t was a dingy den with a dingy crew
packed in it. Even Punter realised
that he was & fool to be there at all!
Dunter would have liked to kick every-

‘body connected with it, from Monsieue

le Bireclteur to the gold-braided chucker-
cut—and especially Rawlings, for not
lending him some cash, and the grinning
beast with tho ball, who had turned u
cing just after the fat Owl had ceas
to back that number.

Kieking them all round was not prae-
ticnl politics. But tho Greyfriars ven-
triloquist had his own way of getting lus
own back. Hoe gave a fat little eough
ovar Rawlinga’ ulder,

“Lo deux 1" came from the man with
the baoll, as tho latter, whizzing round
the bowl, was on the peint of stopping.
Billy Bunter had his voice fo the last
tone,

Rawlings’ stoke was on deux, or two.
Trom where he sat, he could not sce into
the sunken Lowl in the middle of the
Jong tebls, so he naturally supposed that
he had won, and waited to be paid.

The.next moment came the croupies’s
cerning announceinent.

“Le quatral™

‘The ball bad stopped at number four.

Rawlings half-rose, staring round ot
ithe wman angrily.

“C'eet lo deux I he exclaimed,

A dozen punters were stering af tha
mahn, enpposing that he had sunounced
“la deux.” They wera, happily, inaware
that thero was o fat ventviloguisk
[resent,

The man himzelf wasz soneprisedd. He
hiad heard a voleo announce “lo denx,”
but he kaew, of course, thet hoe had nct
spokeon.

“Voilal® “lo
quatra ™

“{Yotait lo deux 1” snerled Rawlings.

“Yoyez, monsieur ¥ said the puzzled
eroupier, pointing to the ball recting in
1he socket numbercd four.

“Coquin 1" _camie—or rppeared fo
eome—from Rawlings, Dilly Dunter
1td learned thot complimentary woid
and what it implied. ;

“Comment, monsieur !’ exclaimed thn
cronpier.  Undoubtedly he wos o

'nr MagsreT LInGARY.~No. 1,500

ho said, pointing.
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“ooquin,? but he did not like these
poinful truths. )

“Cogquin! Cochon!” If it wns not
Rawlings' voice, it was a twin to ity and
there was & buzz oll round the long
table, and every ejyo wae fixed on the
steward of the Mivefly. ]

* Asser, monsieur |” The gold-braided
one was on the spot inatantly, tappmg
I{uwlings on the shoulder. ™ Tajsez-
vous, 811 vous plait1” .

Rawlings stared round at him.

“What the dickens do yon mean? he
srapped. “I never spokel” And tha
Gireviviars ventriloquust went on  for
him. “Vous etes cochon !

That was enough for the chueker-out.
Whether he waz & “ wn. ™ ot not, he
did uot like being called one! In the
wwinkling of an eve, he had Rawlings
out of ihe chair amwd was whisking hum
AWY.

He was an old hand at that gpame!
Disgruntled losers disposed for trouble
had to be got off the scene as rapidly
az poszible. Almost beforo he knew
what waa happening, Rawlings was
whisked throngh the swing doors, out of
the ﬁ;amingamum' into the vestibule

Billy Bunter grinned. ]

There was o bure of execitement nup
and down the toble for & few moments,
Then “dMarguez vos jeux ™ was heard
azain, and the play was resnmed.

The feb Owl roelled out, guite In-
terested to see what happened to
Rawlings. The beast had nipped has
fab enr and cheeked himm. 8o he fully
deserved anvthing that could possibly
happen to him. .

Rawlings seemed to be exeited. In
the vestibnie, he was hitliog the chucker-
oni in the cvel

Three ovr fonr uniformed hefty men
converged on the spot, and the execiled
ateward of the Firefly fonund himself
whisked to a side door, and hurled forth
it the starry pighl. The door slammed
on hum.

Billy Bunter grinned as he rolled out
at the main entrance. e had lost his
five handred franes, and he had failed
to make his fortune—worse still, he had
lozt the hope of making that forfunoe!
Eut there was consolation 1n what had
happene:d to Rawlings.

g he rolled down the steps, & dis-
hevelled and gasping figure came round
the corncr of the building.

“ e, he, bel” cockled Bunter.

Rawlinga looked at him. Eis face
was pale and furions, Perheps he waa
J{ﬂpnsnd to see Bunter at that moment!
iIe gave him one look—and rushed [

Bunter ceased to chovtle, on the gpot!
e Hew!

After him flew Rawlings, letting out
iz foot!

Thnd !

“Yaroooh "

Thud, thud, led!?

“Yow-ow-ow | Beast!" gasped Bunter.
“Sloppit! Gh crikey I

o Bed for his fat life!  Where Le
wend, hie did not heed—hwe was only
upxion: fo geb away from Rawlings!
Yor a street's length, (lhin enraged
steward  followad  on,  kicking—tiil
Buntor tledged round a corner, at last,
apa cxeaped. Dot long after Rawlinga
Irad abondoned the pursuit, the fat Owl
of the Remove was still ronning ! Ile
did not stop till be was ont of breath!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
The Parting of the Ways !
VM.HETIHE COMPTON sat on
prossion on hits face.
Ili= wangle, the havd-Taced ecapiain,

111;'“91:*!'14::3 in the salaon of the
Wirgfly, silent, will s scf ex-
d'ue Magyer Lisnany.—Ne. 1,509,
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rmoved about ths room restlessly. Have
for his footsteps, the room was silent,
and' the silence had lasted long.

Beveral times, James Comption came
to n stop, and stood facing his nephew,
end seemed about to spealk, But every
timme, he changed his mind and pursued
his' aimless, restless trarup.

The CGreyiriars Fifth Former's sel
expression did not relax. :

nee Swain, the mate, had looked in,

geowled, and goneout egain, Uncle
gnd nephew were left to themselves.

Qeeasionally, footsteps were heard on

deck, and a sound of voices. Thers was
the sound, at last, of a boat bumping at
Lh? side. Then the captain came to o
.

“That's Rawlings!” he said. “Tha
swab's been down to Nice—gambling, as
usnal ! Thet's Rawlings come back.”

“Call him down—and the rest—and

have it out plaim!” said Compton
guietlv. “It's got to be gof over,
uncle 1™

The captain Lkpitted his rugged brows.

“You've made up ¥our mind, Valen-
tine I ' )

“I've made it up!” said Valeniine
Clompton, in the same quiet tone. “It's
got to end, uncle—for von, as well as for
me. I've stood by you—you can’t say I
have not—against the grain. Now stand
by me. You've never had vour heart in
this—von'd never have touched such a
putrid game on vour own account. Do
vou think I don't know %

The, captain grunted.

“0f econrse I know,” said Compton.
“You'd rather have commanded an
ocean tramp than a smuggling yacht,
but yon wanied fo make money—for
me ! You wanted fo see me through,
and give me & good time, and a place in
the world. I'in not ungratefnl, uncle,
Licaven knows; but—buat I can't eazry on
with it. And I can't touch such money,
nncle—I can't! You don't care two
straws for it on your own account—do
yvour think I don't know that? We've
got to throw it over together.”

“It means throwing over Greyiriars!™

“That's done already 1

“It means a life of hard work and
littla casp—"

“ And looking honest rien in the face
without being ashamed,” said Compton.
“That's my cholee, & thousand times
orer 1™

“There's not only ourselves to think
of, boy. Eawlings pu! up money for the
vendure ; Swain put up a share. Every
man in the crew has an interest in if,
down to the coolk. I'm captain of this
packet—but master only in naome.”

“The Firefly can carn her keep in
honest seatrade!” said Valentine, *“If
i's a hard life. it's & decent one; and
no harder for us than tens of thousands
of others. "And 1here’s o prison ok the
end of honest trade. And the whole
erow are pretty elose to that now | It's
a mng's gome, breaking the law—as well
az a rotten game.” )

Anvother grunt from the captain,

“There's the stuff on board—"

“Pitch it overboard!™ said Compton
coollv, “Drop every spof of it into the
barv, amd sail clear.”

%1 ecan’t see Rawling: and the rest
stnnding for that [

“You're master hera! If Rawlings
and Swain will stand for honest trﬂd?z,
wo'll sail logether as we've sailed before.
If not. hond over to thom what they
put up in the venture. You can do
that®

“] ean do it; but it would leave me
slripped bare.”

“Then we'li hegin again at the bottom
of the ladder,” said Valentine. *'he
eliip will be svour own then, and we'll
sturt elear.”

The captain resumed his restless
pacing. :

There was a step in the companion.
Rawlings came into the saloon, with
Swain at his heels.

Tho steward's face was dark aod
bitter. He had not returned from his
trip to the casino at Nice in a good
temper.

Ha goave Compton of the Fifth a black
look—growing blacker at the glance of
conterapt he refeived in return.

“I've told Ferguson to get steam up -
he snapped.

The capteain’s eves glinted at him.

“Are vou taking on the command of
this packet, Ted Rawlings?” he asked.

“I'm not hanging on here, to be
nabbed by the French police, if that
schoolboy ashore chooses to tattle 1” Bli-
swered Rawlings savagely.  “Were
pulling out of this to-night '

“We should have pulled ont earlier, if
vou hadn't been ashore st vour usual
blackguardly games!” said the captain
cuntemthlmusl:.f.

R:‘i;s‘_'e I, I'm Eﬂ board nuw,‘:* milcerg}l
wlinga, “and we're poing! e
if we gct clear. The Mediterranean
and the Channel will be shut to us after
this | We shall bave to go farther afield,
As soon as those schoolboys begin to
tattle of what they've found out, we
shall net dare to put into an English or
I'reneh port with what we have on

beard.” )

“Valentine proposes drepping the lob
gver the side.” )

Rawlings stared, and Swain gave a
SRVARe Tumnt.

L e{m:."s mad ™

“HMHave o little sense, Swain® said
Valentine Compton.  “That's the way
of safetr, as well os of honestv. There's
too much known now to earry on the
game. You can thank Rawlings chiefly
that 1t's krown!”

Rawlingz gritted his teeth.

“We shall have to lie low a-bil," he
said. “But we've pot the seven scas to
choose from. We've threee in this game,
Jim Compton, and you're not masier
hera.” )

“Av, av,” prowled Swain, “and you
can lay to that!” _ _

The captain stood [facing them, his
brows darkening, If he had been un-
decided under his nephew’s argumcnts,
the insolenee of the steward and the
surly defiance of the mate, decided him.
His jew squared. ;

“Now hear me, you pair of swabs!
he said, rapping out the words like
bullets, * We're chucking the smugehng
game on this craft from now on! Ivery
ounce of contraband iz going over the
side. I'm salling this packet, pnd every
man on board is going to obev my
orders, or jump for 1t ! Got thatt”

Bwain gave a growl like a bulldog.
Rawlings’ cves glinted from his sleek
face at the captmn and his nepherw.

“ And where do we come ini” he
azhed, between hiz tecth. “We've pot
shares it the venturc | You've forgotten
that [¥

“You're poing te be paid out—unless
vou sfand in with me to run the Fivefly
as o tramp and teader ™

“By imﬂ{-,\' ™ mmitered Swain.

“%o that's the gamoi” Rawlings
almost panted with rage. “And if we
don't chooze to be pald oul—what
thoen 7"

“Then you'll jump to my orders, you
ewab 1™ said Captaie Compton.  “And
I'll take no lip from my steward, orc
from my male, either! Get on deck,
Bill Swain—and you, Ted Rawlings
ot bael to vour dish-washing and hold
your tonguc I

Rawlings gave him one long, deadiy



Billy Bunter knoeked Mr. Vernon-Smiths hat off, and it went sailing out of the
¢jaculated the millionaire. The chauffeur slowed down the car, and Vernon-Smith jumped out (o retrieve the hat,
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window. *“ Why—what—what——""
Next

imoment Bunter shot through the open door ke a pip [rom an crange !

look, and left the zaleon. Bwain staod
like a bulldog, snarling.

“Jou heard my order,
rapped the captain. :

“1 heard you,” prowled Swain, almost
choking with rage, “and I'll tell you
this, Jim Compton—="

“Hold your tongue,
deck 1

“*1 tell you—o" )

Swain was interrupted. The captain
rtrode &t him, grasped him by his
burly shenlders, and whirled him out of
the =aloon.

Valenting Compton smiled faintly.

There was a =zound of scuflling, of
panting oaths, 1 the ecmipanion, and
then Bill Bwain weut on deck in the
captain’s prasp. Thero wes a bump, as
ho was flung there like 2 sack of coke.

When the Fifth FPormer of Greyfriars
went up, the captain was on the bridge,
gud tho yacht rwoming oub to sea.
Hwain was forward, mmttering with
some of the crew, and ecasting deadly
lsoks aft, . .

Unheeding him, Captain Compton ran
ihe Firefly out to zea under the glitter-
ing stars.

Swain ™

end got on

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter's Bolt !
i HALLD. hallo, halle! Bunter '™

“That fat ass 1™
“Kick him "
“I—1 say, you [cllows——2>

“You young rascall” boomed M.
Vernon-Smith, "“Where have 7o
been i

What had become of Billy Bunter had
been rathor a mystery to tho Greyfriars
party that pveming. He had failed to
turn up at the Cesine Alunicipal; and
whether ho had lost hia way, or whether
he had deliberately eleared off to “ play
the moah” there waz no telling.

The latter scemoed most probable; and
the Famous Five mentally promised him
a kicking when they saw him again.

Now they saw him! Coming out of
the Casino Municipal, after the opera
was over, they found the car im read-
ness, and sitting in the car was o weary,
fat fguore. 1w gleam of Bunter's
spectacles greeted them as they locked
111,

“I zay, you fellows, I've heen waiting
for yon,” squealked Buanter. "1 was
hours and hours and hours finding this
beastly place after I pot away from thag
beast Rawlinga!  You sce, I lost my
woy—->="

“You've been rowing with Rawl-
ings P77 exclaimed Vernon-Smith.

“The heazt was chucked out of fle
casine, and he gol inio a temper,” ex-
plained Bunter. “He pitched 1into me,
and kicked me—"

hope he kicked you hard 1?

“PBoazh |” )

“Good pad ™ exelaimed Mr., Vernon.
Smith. “You young rascal, have you
been in a casino ! Good gad 1°

“Oh! Nol!™ gpasped Duntar.
“"Nothinz of the Kind! I—I wonldn't!
I haven't played la houle, and
haven't lost all my money | I—I've been
for a—a strellt I=—I'va had a walk on
the Promenade des Anglais.  It—ita
rather nice there. I =av, von fellows,
I'm feavfully hungey[” ;

AMr. Vernon-Smith plared ot him. As
he was in charge of the schoolboy pariy,
he was naturally very muoch perturbed
by Bunter's anties,

“A cazine I he gazpod.
You young scoundrel—~="

“J=—I haven’t!” asped  Bunter.
“Thoy=—they wouldn't havo let mo in,
you know, and I never thought of etick-
ime on a folse moustache, and I never
gave thirty francs {or it, and—"

*Ha, Ba, ha1*

“anod madl

“Bleszed 1f 1 see anything to cacklo
aft ! I'm fearfully hungry, and I haven's
heen able to get any supper, after losing
all my money——"

X shall thrash you when we get hack
to the hotel I” said Mr. Vornon-Smich,

“0Oh crikey I

The millionaire plumped into his seat,
and the juniors packed into the ear.
They looked as if thoy hod had guite o
checry ovening—quite o contrast (o Billy
Bunter. The fat Owl looked in the
lowest of spirits.

The ear whizzed out of Niee and look
the road for Villefranehe Billy Bunter
blinked several times uneasily at the
millionoire’s portly back. He blinked at
ine juniors in the car,

“¥—I say, Bmithy, I—-I suppose your
pater was only ]nkm@i I” he staimered.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Did bo look liko it?™ he nsked.

“You've got it coming, old fat man !
said Bob Cherry. “DBut it's all riglt;
we were going to kick you all rennd.
But if Smithy’'s pater is going to whaop
vou, we'll let it go at that !

0 fBDﬂ St in-

“Better kick him just the same ™
ernnted Johnny Bull

“The kiekfulness is tha propor caper 1#
agreed THurreo Jamset Ram  Singh.
“Tho motcinlhess the Lickfulness, ihe
hetterfnlness for. the esteemed and
nhotie Bupter ™

“Hear, hear 1" grinned Smithy.

“Oh, really, Smithy, if that's vour
ilea of manners to a guest, I jolly well
shan't stay with you 1™

“Thanks 1 mig_ﬁmnhy

“Well, T mean it!” yapped Dantor.
T don't like your mannecrs, S8miihy, aml
never did, and I see new that I was
rather an ass to stay with rou ot «ll)
I'm jolly well going back o 1he
Firefly I*

*Bunter knows how to make aur

Tue Magyer LisRany,—No. 1,500,



20

holidar a siuecess, doesn’t he 77 remarked
the Bounder.

“Ha, ba, ha I

“Fah " mmorted Bonter.

He disdained te waste any more of
his converzation on the Roemovites. Ho
sat blinking from the window of the car,
his fat mind made wp. Whether Mr.
Veroon-3mith had been in earnest or
not, he had certainly looked as if he
was, ond Billy Dunter was not going
bhack with tho party fo be thrashed.
The fret that he deserved it did not
reconeile him to the idea at all.

Swmithy, after all, waz not the only
pebble on the beach, He could jolly
well g0 back to the Firefly if he jolly
well Jiked.

1t was true that the grub at the Hotel
Gloria was magnificent. Btill, it wasn't
bad on the Fireflv. Having decided to
furn Smithy and his porty down, Billy
Tiunter only waited for the ear to rench
Villefranche to earry out that intention.

“1 say "—Billy Bunter suddenly poked
Alr. Vernon-8mith in the back—"1 say,
tell 1the chaufleur fo stop I

“Eh — what fori” Hﬂﬂﬁ}'md Mr.
Vernon-Smith, over his shoulder.
“Im getting out 1

“Wkat the dickens do yon want to get
out for, you ':munE donkey 1"

4 f'm gni'ng back to the yacht 17
“You're net |¥ snapped {r. Vernons
Sumith.

. *Y suppote I can do as I jolly well
like ' roarcd Dunter indignantly.

“hNol?

* Look hete, yout cheeky old ass—"

"“What, what? Dox his ears
Herbiert [ :

“Yonu bet ! said the Bounder.

Bmaeck, sinack |

“¥Yarcooop 1 roared Bunter. “Whr,
vou cheeliy beast, you smack my head
agein, and I'll— Whooaoooaooop 1

“§a, ha, ha 1*

“Mow be quiet, vou voung fopl!”
snapped Mr. Vornon-Smith,

Billv Bunter sat guiet for a few
minntes, Ilis fat mind was more frmly
made up than evar. TIf that fat City
man fancied that he could give orders
to Billy Bunter, that fat City man Lad
ancther guess coming | But it was clear
that Mr. Vernon-8mith fancied that he
coulidd, and he was not going to stop the
car for Bunter. Strategy was indicated,

All of o sudden Billy Bunter reached
out a fat paw and tilted the million-
aire’s hat from behind.

It shot off and went sailing (hrough
the open window.

“YWhy, what—what—""
Mr. Vernon-Bmith,
i M."., hﬂ-t' :!l!'

4:1'

= cjaculated
in  astonishment.

on  frabjons owl!" gasped Bob
Chierry. ;
“You blithering idiot!” stuttercd
Nugent,

“My lat!” exelsimed Mr. Vernon-
Bmith.

The chauffenr slowed dovwn the ear
andl stopped, .

“1['11_ get i, father 1 said the Bounder,

e juwmped out, and ran back for the
rolling hat. The next moment Billy
Bunter shot through the open door like
a pip from an orange.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo t*

* Bunter 1"

“Ia's gene 1”

“Btop him, Bmithy 1"

The %eundgr, hat in hand, came run-
ninz back. Ho jumped in front of the
fleeing fat Owl. But Bunter was des
porate. Ie did not stop. Ele charged.

Ceash ! Bump |

“ 0w " rasped the Bounder,

Ile went over backwards as if a
cannon-ball had hit him. The silk
topper dropped from his hand. Bunter,
reeling from the shock, sat down,

“ g Manver Yaspary.—No. 1,509,
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Crunch! He sat on the hat! .

“ My hat 1" yelled Mr. Vernon-Smith,
staring from the car.

Nilly Buanter bounded up and ran. He
left- the millionaire’s hat looking more
like a concertina than a hat. Bmithy,
gasping, staggered to his feet and
picked up the hat. :

“By hat[” he ejaculated, staring at
the crunched topper.

“ My hat1” roared -Mr, Vernon-8mith.

“Oh, my hat1” gasped Bob Cherry.

The Famouz Fivw were turning out of
the car. But Billy Bunter had vanished
by a path in the olive woods beside the
road. Buntor was gone

“Bother the boy!” growled Mr.
Vernon-Smith. He glared at  the
cerunched hat as Smithy handed it over.
“Good gad! Get in! The young fool
can bo brought back to-merrow !l Get
in [”

IHe sat, with a frowning brow, punch-
ing his hat into some semblance to a hat
agpain a: the car rap on to the Hote
Glaria on the hill. :

Billy Bunter had to be left for the
present £o his own devices, He felt

nite bucked as he hemrd the ear, in the

istance, grind away on the hilly road,
leaving him free to return to the yacht
it he diked. Probably ha would not have
felt so bucked had he been aware that
the Firefly had satled. But Bunter did
not know that yet.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mutiny !

KL rush came suddenly.

E Valentine Compton was taken
by surprise when it came. Fe
stepped dovwn the ¢companion on

the, Firefly. The light below had heen
turned off, and all was dark, and he
licard no sound of warning in the dark-
ness.  But as he reached the foot of the
stair the rush came, and hands grasped
him on all sides. )

He was dragged headlong inte the
saloon,

A rough, heavy hand—B8wain's—was
jammed ocver his mouth. His arms were
held, and an arm was round his neck
from behind. Strong as he was, he was
powerless in the grip of four assailants,
and he reeled mto the saloon in their
grasp, struggling fiercely after the first
moment of surprise, but struggling in
vain.

“Reep him quiet ! Tt was Rawlings’
hissing volce.

“Av, ay I” growled Bwain.

The Lifth Farmer of Greyfriars
fought liercely, madly. He strove to
wrenelh his head loose, to free his
mouth, for a call of warning to the
cupinin on the bridge.
hBut his assailants were taking care of
that,

It was mutiny on the Firefly; but that
mutiny would have died out suddenly
had Captain Compton appeared on the
seene, with his revelver in his hand an.d
his hard eyes glinting over it.

Hwain's mugp hand was jammed hard
on the Fifth Former’s mouth, keeping
him silent. In spite of his strug_gles. his
hands werp dragged behind him by
unseen  assnilants, and he felt a cord
bound round his wrists and knotbed.
Fiercely an:d desperately he resisted, but
from the mement he had been seized in
the dark he had no chance

Anothér rope was knotted round his
ankles, Ile was a helpless prisoner.
Still the rough, hard hand pressed on
his mouth,

1le was ﬁrﬁglged to the scitec and
flunr on it, with four pairs of hands on
liim, Then a beam of light came from
an electric torch, gleaming on his
furious face and fashing eyes. In the

glimmer Rawlings was revealed, grin.

mnﬁ savagely.
“We've pot him!” breathed the
steward, "lgmet t If Jim gets & chance

with his pun——=>

“I reckon we'll put paid to Jim,
when wo've got this young swab safe,’”
mutterad Swain.

“Gapg him1” whisgered Rawlings.

Compton’s eyes blazed wup 'at tha
steward,. But his one thought, then,
wasz to warn his uncle, if ha could.

But bhe had no chanece. Coolly,
cruelly, the steward gripped his throat,
choking him into sgilence, whila Swain
stuffed o crumpled rag into his mouth,
and tied it securely in place.

Bound, gagged, helpless, Lo lay
stretched on the settee, with the four
of them panting over him—ths stewerd,
the mate, thoe ship’s cook, and ono of
the seamen., LEvidently the whole crew
wera in this. Captain Compton had
marked out B new course to steer; but
the crew of rascals and ruffians he com-
manded were not standing for if.

Rawlings prinned down at
breathlessly.

“That's for won, young feller-me-
lad I he muttered. * We've gob you.
and we'll get Jim next. You'll throw
over tha smuggling pame, will yon?
You'll jetiison the contraband, will
you? We'll wateh it!”

“Ay, ay! And you c¢an loy to that!”
growled Swain,

“Jim'lt pni:‘ out our shares, will he,
and run the Firefly as a cargo tramp,”’
hissed Rawlings. *I fancy not. Jim'll
loze his own share—"

“And if be's keen on tramping for
cargo, he can tramp on another erafe.
when he gets out of where we're going
to put him,” grunted Swain.

The torch was shut off, and all was
dark again.

Valenting Compton, Iring Llelpless,
heard the footsteps of the mutincers
receding, They were leaving Lim thers
—going on deck to deal with Lis uncle,
still wnalarmed, unsuspicious.

He strained his muscles almost to
cracking point in an efort to get loose.
But he was tied too securely for that,
He sank back on the settee, exhausted
by the eHfort, hali-suffocated by the

him

gag. ;

What was happening on deck?

The captain was on the bridge—un-
suspecting. Oanly too well Compton
onﬁd guess that the whole crew were
in the game. It was the work of Raw-
lings, backed up by the mate. The
wholo erew, seamen and engineers.
down to the cock—every hand oppainst
the man who had turned his back on
lawlessness. Fven so, the rascal Raw-
lings had not dared to act in the open;
le had relied on surprize and treachery,
and he was getting away with it.

Cempton loy o prisoner below; and
ihe captain would be seized suddenly
by o surprize rush on the bridge. The
fFame Wwas up. )

And after that? Ewain and the rest,
rascals ns they were, wora incapablo
of the exireme of crime. But Raw.
lings¥ As he lay there, helpless in the
darkness, Valentine Compton knew that
he waa in the shadow of death.

There was @& sudden outhreak of
sound ahove—soufling, panting, stums-
bling. - The captain’s voice rang sud-
denly, sharply .

“Back, you dogs! Valentine, Lear

6 hand ! . .
Again  the bound Fifth TFormer
wrenched madly at his bonds; but
pgain he wrenched in vain. Tramp-
ling fect., panting breath, ocaths and
cries, but no sound of a shot. They
had not given the captain a chance

to get at his “gun.'" Bwain, perhaps,
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had stepped behind him on the bridge, in his pocket theso ten years, and I

and grasped him to begin  will—then
& rush of tho whele crow of vats.

But tho trampling and the scuffing,
prolonged for minutes, told that James
Compion was Euttmg up a desperate
resistance. Flad Valentine ‘been able

to ko lits help—had he heen able to
pull his revelver—matters might have
wone  very  differently. But  1he

rreachorous steward had been oo cun-
wng for thak

Tha sonnda of strupgle ceased atb last,
. There was o trampling and a bumpr
g m the companion o8 4 Prisoner was
dragged Jdown from the declk.

The hight Qashed omn,

Cowpton staved iy the sudden light.
Hiz vucle, Lownd hand and foof, pant-
g for breath, was thrown like 2 sack
of duntxge 1o the floor.

Hwain, with o sour grin, dtepped o
the sclhoollloy an the settee, and took
the gog fram hiz mouth,

“1 veckon you necdn't delay your
raweng-daciche wow, if you want 1o ehow
the vap 87 Be grinned.

Clompten gaspoed.

“Uielae i

The eaptain’s eyes fnened on bim,
Ile aoderstood now why his neplew
had not come to his and as he saw him
Ivintg brovnd on the aoifeo.

Hilhey ot vou frsk, Valentice ™ Lo
panted.  “Of, von JJdeog, Mawlings!
You teoacherovs hound 1

WL 4 e g -

Pack it vp, Jim Complon I drawled
Rowlings, * Vaou can jump to a schoal-
boy's ceders, 3 you Hke, bot yvou won't
st tlis erow jumping’?

“You ecan ly fo (hat!” grewled
Hwain,
“Tou'vo a-ked foe o, Jim,"™ satd

Ferpusoin, Tlae enginesr was among
the men who bad dragged the captain
down,  “Wow're hacking out of the
ranne. VWo ain'd?

And thero was a grow] of a:ent from
the oihers.

“You mulinous dogs!™ sr]np]i_md the
captan, glanng at them from the floas,
“HHow long o yau vechonn you ecan
carey on the gome without me to ses
vou through? Do rou think that
greasy dop Raowlings can carry on?
You'va =0t a courso for prison—the
whole gang of yvou

“We'rg chancing  ithat, Jim,"” said
Rawlings, grinuing. “We'vo chanced
ik I::mg; enough n your company, and
wir'll ehance it without you™

“And what's the nex: mave " said
Lthe capiain quietly, * Murder alier
ntiny 777

“Chuek it Jim!” said Ferguson,
“There's no man-here will lay a Land
ol you, except to put you whera you
can't kick. ¥Youw've lot us down, and
you've gob to gol Yoo lose what
you' ve pub nto the venlave, and you've
ot noe kick coming for that. But your
ﬁfﬂ'a safe, and the bey's, and you
ouzht to know your ofd shipmates well
enough to know that.™

“Ay, ay ! eaid Bwain.

“You're pubting us azhovre?” asked
Valentina,

Bewlines glanced at Lim.

“Why noti? ho answered. “We're
donie with you, now you've done wilh
us. Youw're going to be dropped in a
nuiet place, whera yeu won't be able
{o talk, oxecept ito ono another, till
we've had timo fo punll out of- the
Strait, anpd get cleav of the Mediter-
rapean.’ -

“ Marooned i

“You'va pot 1217 eanl Rawlings.
And again ithore was o growl of assent
from the mutincers.

ORI Bwain's Lad a captain’zs ticket

reckon he can eavry on ns skipper,”
gaid Bawhugs, " You've ashed for this,
Jitn, and yow've asked more than onee.
Now vou've got it Siiek where yom
are, while we set o new course. You
make your landfell at sup-op.”

Tha mutineers crowded out of the
salogn. With the wate on the bridge
the Firefly ewung on a ncow course,
standing souwth., Apainst the stariy sky
the snowy caps of the Maritimo Alps
sank out of sight as tho Mirefly steamed

i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Bunter!

i ATEAU, monzeurT”
B Billy Bunter knew (hat a
bateau was a boat. iy

i ‘i’t‘s,'}
maoan, wee, weel” :
Late as the hour was, when Dilly
Bunter came down to tho shora at Ville-
franche, there wore boatmen about.
Several vessels lay at anchor, and FEng-
lish “misters ™ miglit be poing off at

he answered.

L, i T8 [T et F ]
-"F - - i v
1.:- ﬁf T Jdr : h?f s
2 F

any iime, after visils to chsinos or

through the gleaming waiers, heading !
(Continued on next page.)

for Corsica.
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{1} This week our long-haired

When you see No. 3 Couriman Square,

I baven't a doubt, yeu'll declare,

That some super-posh mitlionaire

Has taken his residence there.

As 3 matter of faet, you have said it,
The owner's done well at his biz;

poet’s prolific pen writes of
COURTMAMN SQUARE, the
** posh " residence of Herbert
Vernon - Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars and son of a

With a million or more 1o his eredi
Ho tikes 1o be swanky—and is ! millionaire.
(2) (3)

Unserupulons, ciever, and slick,
Determined through thin and throuzh
thick,
A sporisman, hard-playlng and quick,
A rogue up to overy iriek.
That's Smithy, his vice and his merkt
Hiz father's great pride—and :laspafr I
Indesd, he may yet dislnherlt
That obstinate young mlllion~heir !

{5)

In additlon to this he has gof
A really magnrificent yacht,
She's jowelled in every spof,
She glistens and glitters a lot;
She's not guite so big as a liner,
But costs rather more fo coniral,
She's ready to slip off to China,
Or take a trip round the North Pole !

(7j

Wilh foadies and flatterers go
This pair In their glittering show,
And Bunter {s anxlous fo show
The very best friendship you know.
Bul Smithy's not one to be bitien

By Battering words, as a rule;
For Smithy Is eute, it Is written,

Hiz eyes have oo uses for wool |

BUNTER COURT.

= -

Vernon-Smith is {he genileman’s name ;
A million good guids he can olalm,
He knows how to look after same
(That’s ona reason why they all came).
And Smithy the Beonder, iz ftted.
To copy bis lalher 3 lof,
By natore he's keen and quiek~witted,
And knows how lo keep what ha’s got |

(4}
No. 3 Conrtman Square has a lne
0! somewhat Vietorian design,
The windows and door-knoeckers shine,
The lootmen are gorgeous and [ine;
The road Is worn thin by Rolis Royces
Of which Smithy Senlor has four,
And how hls plump nature rejoices
To see ‘em lned up at the door!

{6}
it sounds very hlatant Indeed, )
But *“*swank * Is the Vernon-Smiths®
creed,
They’ll buy costiy things they don’t necd,
To show off iheir riches and greed.
They c¢annol hoast any descendant
Of tamilies titled or cld,
But they shine with a glitter resplendent,
To show the exient of their gold I

Next Week :
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theatres., Billy Bunter spotted severa
standing Ei; their beats, and sitting on
tho gunwales, and one of them hailed
him at onco.

Bunter Dlinked out over the starlit
bay throngh his big spectacles. It was
very late, and he wana anxious for
suppor, and then for bed. His last
meeting with Rawlings had not been
agrecable; but he was quite anxious fo
gee him again handing out supper on
board the yacht, There, ot least, the
cheai-:f beast would have to behave
himself.

Billy Dunter saw several dim shapes
with riding lights far out on the dusky
waters, and had no doubt that the Tire-
fiy wos one of them. It had not even
gecurred to his fat brain that Captain
Compton's vacht was no longer in the
bay of Villefranche,

“Run me ouk to the Firefly 1" he said.

“Comment ! asked the batelier.

“1 mean, je want to go to the Firefly
—gomprong, yacht Anglats,” explained
Bunter, in his beautiful French.

“Firefly 1 Lo Firefly 7' The boat-
man wnderstood that much, at loast.
He had taken possengers to and fro
several times while the yacht lay at
Villefranche. But, to Bunter's surprise
and annoyance, he shook his head,
“ Puis pas, monsiear.”

“Firefly |” hooted DBunter. * Never
mind Pweo-pah. Fireflyt That's the
pame of the yacht—see? Le Firefly,
vacht Anglais. I don't want to go to
the Pwee-pah. Never heard of it 1"

“Je nc puis pas—"

“Oh crikey ¥ grunted Bunter. “If
theso silly foreign idiots would on)
learn plown English, and talk sense |
tell you, I want to go to the Firefly—
je want takey bateau to Firefly, com-
. prenny ! Bother the Pwee-pah!”

The bostman stared at him. He was
telling Bunter, in French, that he
couldn’t; and Bunter was taking * puis
pas ” to mean  the name of another
vessel, &0 thero was bound to be
mispnderstanding,

“INo can' said the boatman, break-
ing into English that had s sort of
family resemblance to Billy DBunter's
Frenele: * 8he goed 'way.”

“Oh crumbs ™ gasped Bunter.

He understood the boatman’s English,
remarkable a3 it was, beoiter than the
boatinan understood his French,

. He blinked out over the starlit waters
in dismay.

If the Firefly had “pgoed ‘way,” as
the French bontman = expressed i,
evidently there was no supper on board
for Bunter.

“Gone awayl” he
“Bure ™

“Tout a fait, monsicur—goed "way il
¥ oa é]m:-ilque heures.”

“(Oh lor' 1™

Lilly Bunter stood blinking at the
sen. Now that he blinked a little more
carefully, he could make out that the
FireBy's former anchorage was unecou-
pied. Captain Compton had put to sea
—and Willinm George Bunter was left
on shore, to male the best of it.

Had Billy Bunter been awsare of what
was happening, in those very moments,
an board the Firefly, out on the dusky
Mediterrancan, he would have been

exclaimed.
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extremels thankful that he was =afe cn
EROro. )

. Unaware of it, however, the fat
junior was utterly dismayed.

Heo had turned down Smithy's party,
in the belief that he had the alternative
of going back to the yacht if ke liked.
And the yacht was gone !

It was the Hotel Gloria or nothing
now |l A thrashing from Mr. Vernon-
Bmith waited him there, if the million-
eire was 1n earpest, A kicking from
the Famons Five awalted him without
any “if 7 about 1t. Worse still, he had
dropped ouk of the ear, and the car was
at the Gloria by that time. Ha had to
walk—more thian half a mile uphill |

The boatman returned to his scat on
the gunwale of his boat. Billy Dunter
turned his weary steps inland.

“0Oh crikey I” groaned Buuter.

He walked — and walked — and
walked. the winding road he
went, with his little fat legs feeling as
if they were going to drop off.

Bunter. had started that evening in
great spirits. He had been going to
make a fortune—or, at least, lay the
foundations of an cxtensive fortune.
Laden with loot from the essine, he was
poing to turn his fat little nosa up abk
Smithy's party., He was going to have
the finest suite of rooms st the finest
hotel on the Riviera; and every even-
ing he was going to roll off in & map-
mficant ecar, to add to his store of
his boundiess wealth! But it had not
turned out like that! It had not
turned ouwt anything like that! It had
been a gorgeous dream—but Bunter
had, &8s it were, woke up!

Not o single franc remained in his
pockets, He was fearfully hungry. He
was tired and weary and sleepy. He
felt bitterly that those putrid casinos
ought to be shut up, if not blown np!

Fardly able to dreg one fat leg after
the other, Eilly DBunter walked, and
walked-—or, rather, crawled, and
crawled.

He was almost crawling on his hands
and knees by the time the gates of the
Gloria came jn sight. The gates stood
open, and he tottered up the long, curv-
ing drive to the hotel building,

As it was now long past one in the
morning, he had no doubt that the
Gloria would be shut for the night. It
was; buk, luckily, there was a night-
porter and a light.

Bunter tottered in. The night-porter
gazed at him,

“The lft!¥ groaned Bunter.

:‘;g.?mr}t_?nt, manﬁtieur ?:’h

e ity you idliot ! hissed PBunter.
He felt that ft' ho tried to drag himself
up the endless staircases, he would col
lapse  and roll down. mean,
I'ascencenr.”

“Ferme, monsieur.”

“Fermey be blowed!
mean, you dummy

“Tout est ferme, monsiour.”

The lift was shut down for the night.
Bunter understood at last, and groaned
dizmally. Ee had to mount the stairs,
or rermaln where he was.

“Oh erikey! Oh crumbs! Oh log'!

Beast 1™
T Plait-il?" asked the French porter
He did not understand: and

Wharrer you
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FREE as well that he did
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failed him,
" Beast | Idiat !
Forecien fathead|™

0 Bunter.
“Froggy blighterl

Yah! Look here!
Tell & waiter to

bring some supper o my room! (ot
that, you thickhcad

'Zii‘rhe.umu P:zd{-rﬂmd one weord of that
polite specch.

“Souper?™ he aszked,

“Yez! Yes! Yes! Wes, wen, wee!l”
gasped Bunter.

“Trop tard,
ferme.”

“ 0k, voun idiolic beast, isn’t there any

rub?” Bunter wosned. “Look herel
Lo to the kitchen—alley to the enisine,
ang geb e something ! Just a trifle—
a cold chicken will do.”

“ Plait-il 1

A cold chicken!™ hissed Bunter.
“Poulet froid—got thati”

“Touf est ferme, monsieny.”

“It—it's all shunt, I mesn ooty
fermey, open it agrin, you born idiot!
I'm hungry! Can’t you understand,
booby? Ja'i fatin I” hooted Bunier.

“Monzieur & faim?” asked the man
sympathetically,

“Wee, woo,
Bunter.

“Quel malheur, guand tout
ferme !1” said the night porter.

Bunter blinked at him, He came
very near hitting him, The man was
saving how sad, when evervthing was
shut. No dounbt it was sympathetie.
‘But Bunter had no wvse for sympathy.
He wanted something to eat.

“Beast 1™ he hissed.

monsicar !  Tout ost

wae, wee'!" gasped

est

“Comment ™

“Fool! Idict!?

“ Plaig-al ™

“Yah! TRotler! Foreign scum!
Blockhead ! ¥Yah®

Fiﬁ!
unter turneda drearily to the stairs.

“Bonsoir, monsieur,” said the porter,
apparently under the impression that
Bunter had been saying good-night in
his own language.

Billy Bunter crawled up the etaircase.
He crawl along  corridors,  He
crawled into his room, and erawled into
bed. And there, fortunately, he was
able to forget his woes in sleep.
lnward rumbles from empty spaces
mingled with 8 deep and continuous
ENOre,

T E—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Margoned !

AWLINGS stood on the bridge
R of the Firefly with Swain,
watching the high mountains of
Corsica
expanse of sea.
here was a sardenic grin on his
sleck face, an nflexible =cowl on
Swain's. Tha ecrew were on deck,
gathered round two prisoners, who
etood with their hands bound. They
had been frecd from tho rest of their
bonds, to walk on deck. At half-zpeed,
the yacht clhurned on towards the
distant mountains that barred the bluo
of the sky,

Captain Compton stood silent and
still, like a statue, hiz hard, bronzed
face giving little sigh of the thoughis
within, Valentine Compton was gquiet
and cool. Poth of them disdained to
make any appeal to the emuccoling crew

rising from the blue

—aven if any appeal would have been
of use.
On the deck lay o dunnage bag,

which Raewlings had packed for them.
That was gll they were to take.

Bill Swain—skipper of the Firelly
now=—signalled to the engine-room.
The wacht slowed more and rere.

From the sea, a pile of rocks rose into
TIEW.

Captain Compton etirred at Iast, and
shot & glance up to the two men on
the bridge.

“Rnwﬁngh you hound —~his voica
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he panted.

putting wus

came harshlv—"are you
ashore en Corsica i
Rawlings laughed,
He pointed with a fat, sleek bhand, at
the pile of rocks, growing clearer to
the viow as the Fivelly crept on.

““That's as near to Corsica as you'ra
going, Jim Compton!l ¥You'll wait
thers till you're taken off.” .

“You dog ! breathed the captain.

“¥ou've got no kick coming, Jim 1"
prowled Swain., “You're left with
food for a2 week, and word will be
dropped where you're to found.
You'll atick on that rock till wo're out
of the Mediterranean.”

“We've been shipmates, Swain 1™ said
the captain. *Puot mo where you like—
over t?:a gide, if you choose—bat land
the boy in saloty.

“1 reckon the boy will be safe there
with you, Jim!l You've got food for a
gml::—and you'll be picked up in three

ays.

“¥ ghould not leave you, vncle,” sall
Valentina ciuietij.r. “and I'd accept
nothing at the hands of Lhozo mutinouns
seoundrals.”

“ Hoity-toily ¥
‘tHere, mon—stan
hoat 1*

Tha TFirefly lg on the heavin
waters. Captain Compton shot a swift

lance round, over the blue Ligurian

en, pleaming in the sunlight. I'ar in
tha distance was the smoke of a steamer
heading for mﬁhﬁrn, or Elba. 8South-
ward loomed the Corzican mountains.
'That was all—save endless sen and sky.
o shut his lips hard.

The boat dropped to the water. The

two prisonevs were hustled into it, and
Hawlings. followed, carrying the dun.

‘fﬁl‘!nﬂﬂ Rawlings.
by to lower the

ago bag. :
R’ Thoe ggﬂﬁ erew heut to the oave, and
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this crew jumping 1%

pulled away from the Firefly, standing
off at a safe distance frem the rocks,

Swain and the rest of the crew
watched thom go.

The long, low maz of rocks extended,
perhaps, o cable's length from one end
to the other. The highest point was not
twenty feot over the sea. Of food and
water there was none, unless there
might bo sca-birds’ cges in the erevices,
and little pools of ratn-water,

Tho boat bumped on a shelf of rock.
The two prisoners were helped ashore,
and Rawlings followed them with the
dunnare bagy

The zeamen remained in the boat.

From the water's cdge the captain
angd hia nephew stumbled vp e rmgged
ecelivity. Bawlings followed them with
the bag, which ho threw down in the
niiddle of the rocky islet.

“Aro you going to untie our hands,
Rawlings#” asked the coptain, his deep-
set eyes smouldering at tho sleek rascal.

“¥You'd like to handle me, Jim 7 said
the steward baenteringly, “So would
the boy He's handled me elready, and
onea is once too often. I reclon you'll
wriggle louwso in o fow hours. You'll
have time on your hands hera.”

He langhed, nnd turned, and walked
lrack to the boat

4 few mioutes more and the beoat had
pushed off, and was pulling back to the
Firefly.

Standing on  the rock, Captan
Compton and the Iifth Former of Grey
friars watched it as it pulled back to
ihe yacht. gaw it swing up to the
davits. They saw the streem of smoke
roll away from the IFivefly ea she swung
into motion. Bill Swain, from the
bridge, waved his hand in farewell—pep-
haps with some touch of compunetion.
Rawlings pgrinned frem ihe distance

Captain Compton, bound H:Edgﬁd foot, 'was dragged down the companion and thrown to the floor. “*Uncle ["* The
¢aptain turned in the direction of the voice and saw his nephew lying bound on the settee,
“Pack it op ! ** drawled Rawlings.

** They got you first, Valentine ! *

** You ean jump to 3 schoolboy’s orders, if you like ; but you won't seo

with a sleek, ruthless faco that expressed
sheer gvil,

Leaving a bar of black smoke on the
blve, tho Firelly steamed away—away
into » weat, growing esmaller and
smaoller in the distance.

It dipped at last under tho sea-rim
and was gone  The last wisp of smoke
floated away. The castaweys wero loft
in [?. world of waters.

aptamn Compton drew a deep, deep
i:-rea.&. He turned and fxed his cyes
on his nephew.

“You've had wour way, Valentine,
theugh not as you hoped. We'ra dano
with smuggling now, and dene with the
Firefly.”

“I'm glad of it,” said Valentine
Compton quictly.

“To begin again—at the bottom of the
ladder I'" muttered his uncle. “I’vo gob
a few hundreds. Most of what I had
was ot that packet, and Rawlings has
his thievish fingers on it now.  Well,
we've asked for this, Valentine, and
we've got it] We've pot & hard course
to stees_when we gét off this rock,”

Tha Groyfriara fellow looked at him,
bub did not speak. Ha was wondering,
at the back of his mind, whether they
would ever got alive off that rock—
whether the treacherous dastard on ihe
¥acht intended thom to get off alive.

Hs was wrenching et his bonds. It
was long and weary work, but ho would
be loose in time, and then—

" Keep a stiff upper-lip,” said the cap:
tein, “But I needn’t tell you that,
boy! Rawlings was deluding thoze
rogues. Ile does not mean to pass the
word for ws to bo picked wp. Voo
guessed that 7™

" Yea"” zaid Compton
_ “Bat this 1s the Mediterrancan—an
inland sea,” said the captain,  *““Ju's

Tor Macrer Lisrany. —No. 1,509
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not like beinz marconed in the 1aeific,
Valentine, We're not in the great
gpaces herss  We shall sight a dozen
craft, and fishing boats may come oub
from Corsica. We shall be picked up
before the week's out. Rely on that.
Compton of the Fifth was silent.

“wain and the rest were rough andd
brutal, but they would never have stood
for murder. They had eailed away m
the Firefly, beolieving that Captain
Compton and his nophew would be
picked oft the rock in & few davya,
But Rawlings? Ii EﬂmEMn had read
his evil face aright, he had left them,
as he believed, st least, to death. Ho
was not the man to run risks of dan-
gerous tales being told—of a bitter, in-
eensed enemy seeking vengeance. Had
he dared, he would have flung them
over the vacht's side without compune:
tion. It was only beeause the rest would
not have stood for it that he had
marooncd them on that lonely rock m
sight of the hilltops of Corsica. Dee
in his heart, Valentine Compton felt
that the cunning rascal believed that
they were left to their death.

it was hours later, when the sun of
noon was streaming down from the sky,
that they succeeded at last in getting rid
of the cords on their bound arms. v
were free at length, &nd lnid down on
the rock-to rest after their efforts.

Valentine was the first to stiv.

He rose to his fect and crossed over
to the spot where the dunnage bag lay.
It was tied, and he untied it to take out
the store of food. —

A sharp exclamation left his lips when
the bag was open. He stared at it wilh
erowing paflor in his face.

“What ia it, Valenmtine!” The cap-
toin started to his feet. ¥e came
quickly towards the Greylriara I'ifth
OTEIET. .

}%omptnn gave n low, bitter laveh.

“1 felt—1 knew—that t‘hﬁt dog mennt
us to die hete!” he aa;id. But I never
roessed his trickery |
" e turl?ed out fthe

nnna ng.

. A mgsp'!egﬂf folded blankets, half a
Jdozen empty tins, three or four empty
hattles, rolled on the rock ;

“The food 1™ muttered the caplain

#*There is no food—"

“(r water—" i

sy water,” said Comptlon 1qu1et'l:.f. ]

James Compton clenched his hands in
Lifter ra Valentine threw down the
cnel. - His hendsome face was pale, but
calin. Deeply ns distrusted  ihe
treacherous raseal of the Firefly, he had
not suspected this last and basesk
treachery, Ha knew now, I:m:;nn& doubt,
the meaning of the steward’s evil grin
as the Firefly sailed away. Rawlings
was not leaving enemies alive behind
him. The ecastaways were leit to death
on that solifary rock, unless a miracle
intervened fo save them |

econtents of the

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks to his Old Pals!

i , ONE I” said Vernon-Smith,
G Harey Whirtan vioddsd:
From the baleony of the
Hotel Gloria there was n
wide view of the shore and the bary.
After breakfast the Bounder came out,
and found the captain of the Remove
staring seaward, Wharton had noted
at once that the Firefly wos no longer
ta be secn among the eraft anchored off
Villairanche.
The Bounder grinned.
“1 dare say they were glad cnough
Tue Macxer Lranart,~No: 1,509,
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e clear.” he remarlked.
kuows that we'd never give him awar,
bnt tho cthers don't. I can't zea that
Rreasy blighter Rawliegs banking on it
‘They've gone while the geing’s good.”

Wharton nodded again, his brow dark
with thought. The blue waters had
swallowed Compton of the Fifth from
his mfhb’ and he did rot boelievo that he
would over see the handszome Fifth
Former again. Now that so much was
Lnown, ke conld not, if he would, return
to Greririars School for the new term.
Wingate was going to lose his wonderinl
now recrnit for the first cleven, Carne
of the Sixth would have to swallow Lis
grudges; he would never see his cnemy
ggain, Wharton had liked him—he still
liked him, 1n spite of all that he knew—
and hiz thoughta were sombre as thev
followed the gnﬂh Form man whose fata
had been eo strange.

e waos gone—vith that crew ! Sooner
or later—inore likely sooner than later—
the law would streteh out its grasp for
the chip of secrets. They had had a
long run, but it could only end ono warv,
as all roguery had to end. What was

“ Compton

going to become of him?
“It's roungh luck!” The Bounder
ceaeily vead his thoughta, "My father

wounld have done enything for him. Tao
late now  Ha would not turn that uncle
of hiz down, and I like him all the
Lctter for it. But—"

“Bat how's it going to end for him ?*
muftered Ilarry. .

Monsieur 1”7 A waiter came out of
the building, followed by & man in_a
jersey—one of the boatmen from the
shore., ** Upe lottre pour monsieur I

“For mo?" said Harry.

Hé toolethe lciter from the boatman,
and gave A start as he saw that it was
addressed in Valentine Compton’s hand.
Tho man explained in French that the
letter had been given him by a young
monsieur from the yacht Anglais, the
previens evemng, with instructions to
deliver it in the morning. Wharton
handed him a fow frones, and thé man
touched his cap and shuffled away, leav.
ing the captain of the Remove with the
letter in his hand.

“From Compton 1™ said the Bonnder.

“Yes. J wondep—*

Harry Wharton slit the envelope and
took the letter out. T'he Bounder leaned
on the balustrade, staring at the sea,
while he reacd ih

“Dear Wharton,~I'm afraid yon
know it all now—more than I should
have wanted you to. I want to tell you
this. When we came on_ this cruise I
meant 1t 8ll in good faith. I believed
that the smuggling was thrown over for
the time, sud thet there would bo
nothing of the kind whils you and your
friends were on board. But I found
that I was not my own master—neithor
was my uncle.  Rawlings called the
tnne, and the whole crew backed him.,
That's the only execuse I can offer.

“"But you'll be glad, T know, to hear
thiz, too~the umuggimf; game is dono
with. My uncle would never bhave
touched it, but for my sake. We're poor,
vou sce, and he wanted me to have my
place in the sun. But I've got him to
see ot last that I'd rather serub docks,
and it's the finish. Wo sail to-night, bat
never again on the same tack, Neveri
The yacht Firefly ia going to be a
tramp, her skipper an honest érader, and
Complon of the Fifth a combination of
supercargo, second mate, and deck-
hand. Hard work and hard rations—
rather a change from the Fifth Form
ot Greylriars—what

‘Show this letter to Vernon-Smith,

with my thanks to him for having lLept

my secrat when I had one to koap! No
more for mel I think Mr. Vernon-
Smith nmay 83 woll see it elso; for,
unless I am very much mistaken, he had
spme very strong doubts ebout the
Firefly and her crew.

e i

“Look at that, Bmithy ¥ snid Harry
-i:.;uetiv, and ho handed the letter to the
ounder.

Smithy read it, and whistled softly.

“Poor old Compton | What n chango
for him, But he sounds ss if he's look-
ing forward to it"

“I think he i3!™ =zaid Harry, “I
knew that he was all right—straight as
n diel Thank geodness he's pulled out
of that!¥

“I'l take this to the pater, as he's to
gee 1t [ said Smithy.

Wharton nodded, and tha Boundes
went into the hotel,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” Bob Cherry
came out with the rest of tha Cu.
“Where's the jolly old Firefly ¥ Iile
stared out over the blue sea.

““‘Bailed last night 1 said Harry.

“Oh! * I sort of gathered from
Compton that he would be going pretty
soon, but this is rather sudden [V ‘Eﬂhl
Bob, “I suppose his uncle’s got business
somewhere and was glad of the chance
of landing us on Smithy's pater.” Dol

rinped. “I thought once or twice that

e jolly old captain had extracted all
the pleasure from our eccioly, and
wouldn't miss it a lot if he lost it.”

“Bame here!” agreed Johuny Bull,
with & grin. “But Compton’s been a
brick all the time.”

“The brickfiu]aess of the esteemed
Compton. has been terrific!” declaved
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. :

“PBut what about Bunter {” exclaimed
Bob, suddenly remembering the exist-
ence of the Owl of the Remove. “"Hax
he sailed 1n the jolly old wacht? He
ent off last night to go eboard.”

“Oh, my hat! I'd forgotten Bunter I
exclaimed HHarry. “He ecan't have
gailed on the Firefly ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” ronred Bob., “Tancy
the fat ass %eﬂing down to the show
and finding that the yacht was gona |l If
ho never got any supper we shall find &
dead porpoise lying about tho beach
somewhera.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

4 But where the dickens can he be?
exelaimed Wharton, “I'd forgotten all
about the fat idio &

“‘1 say, yon fellowal”

The Faomous Five spun round at that
familiar voice.

Billy Bunter rolled out on the
baloony., They stared ab him,

“So yvou're here I ejnculated Frank
Nugent. “What are you doing here,
Bunter ™

“(h, really, Nugent—" -

“Is ihis & moming call, or what?”
asked Johnny Bull, with a chuckle,

“(h, really, Bull—*

“Glad to see vou, old fat bean, oand
sorty vou can't stop IV snid Bob.

“(Oh, really, Cherry——" .

“Bmithy's just gone in, Bunter,” gaid
Harry Wharton, * He will be back in »
minute 1f you want fo sce him beforo

Vol
’ “lEE, really, Wharton !

You didn’t
think I'd reelly turned old pals
down, did you?™ asked Bunter re-

proachiully.
rotten yacht was gone—

“Hga, ha, ha1®

“I mean to say, I never went down
for & boat at all,” cxplained Bunter
“I was only pniiing vour legl As if
I'd leave you in a foreign country with
nobody to look after you!®

“0Oh, mv hat ¥

“1 say, you fellows, thar



‘“How would you manage, without me
to #peak French for you, and all thati”
said Bunter. *“ Here, garsong, bringez
moi some breakfast—] mean aﬂjuenarl
Lots of 1b=~besucoup de eggs, beaucoup
de bacon, beaucoup de toast, beaucoup
de toot chosel  Understandesz-vous |
When I sey beaucoup I mean lots| J7al

faim—Ilota of faim—beaucon ry |
Sea? Comprennyl Bong Buchkez-
vous up ! ottez vous a move onl! I

say, you fellows, ss if I'd let you down,
with me the only chap in the porty
epeaking French——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“ Blessed 1f I see anything to cackle
at1 1 say, what's that man standing
there, blhinking, for? . Docsn’t ho under-
stand kis own languege "

“Ha, nha, hal” shrieked the Co. It
was evident that the waiter did not
vecognise Bunter’s French as his own
language,
“1 - eay, you fellows i3 Bmithy
shirty 7 asked Bunter anxiously. “Of
course, I wasn't going to furn him down
really! He’s not up to my social
weight, as you know—Dbut it gives him
a leg up to have a fellow like me stay-
ing here.. He can make out to the
gmpta hera that we're friends, you

now—] don't mind! I den't; really!
After all, 1 shall never see any of them
egain | If Bmithy likes making out that
he's got & friend of my class, I don'i
mind letting him get away with it! I'm
good-natured.”

“Ha, he, hal” howled the Famous
Five.

Smithy had come out on the balcony
behind Bunter, and the expression on

his face was worth watching,

*1 mean it said Bunter. “I'm nob
r man to let a fellow down, even when
he's showing off by making out before
a lot of people that he knows me at
home ! Dash it all, why shouldn't I give
the fellow a leg-up? And, I say—
Yaroocoop | ho's that kicking me?
Yoooo-hogooop |

A boot, suddenly landing on Bunter’s
tight trounsers, pitched him forward at
the Femous Five. They pushed him off
egain, and ho szt down with a bump
that almost shook the Hotel Gloria and
the hill it stood upon.

0w !

“Wow!" roared _Dunter,

Wow! Who— crikey! I—I
didn't see you, Smithy, old chap! Look
bore, keep off, you beastl If you kick
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me again I'll walk straight out of the
place and turn you down for good 1™

“That does it!” said the Boumder.
And he kicked again—hard |

hﬂ; hﬂ. lj:

Keep off, you beast!" roaved

“I was only jig:Jig-jig-joking,
ou_snob! Wowl Cant you take a
jig-jug-jog-joke? Yaroooooh IV

Vernon-Smith drew back his foob
again, and the fat Owl squirmed out of
reach and jumped back ‘inte tha
building.

“Good-bye, Bunter!” called out the
Famous Five.

“Ha, ha, hai”

But it was not of much use saying
good-bye to Bunter! Billy Bunter was
not, after all, twning down his old
pals—not Bunter | When, s little later,
they looked in from the balcony it was
to behold Bunter sitting at a table, put-
ting awsy scveral breakfasts one after
another, And when, an hour after-
wards, they went out in the car with
Mr. Vernon-Smith, Bunter was still sit-
ting at the table, and etill ?luttlng aAWaY
brealfasts! Billy Bunter had a lot of
leeway to make up—and that merning
he finished breakfasting barely in time
for lunchl

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Misses the Plane !
i

1 HIS,"” said Bob Cherry,
E what Fishy would eall tho
bee's knee, and the opossmn’s
eyelids 1

His chums agreed that 1t was.

It was o sunny morning, several days
after the Grﬂi'frgura party had sctiled
down. at the Glorie with Smithy and his
pater.

Quite bright and ecarly tho Famous
Five and the Bounder had breakfasted,
and walked out to the private aere-
drome belonging to the hotel

The holidays were drawing to o close,
and in & couple of days more the Crey-
friars fellows had te pack and depart,
But there was guing to be a plane trip
fvst—the sort o t,hing that made it very
agreeable to bo hali
nullionaire, L

The Hotel Glovin ran trips in the

asseniger plane, and Harry Wharton &
&3. had caleulated whether their
remaining resources would run to the
tickets for tho trip. But Smithy, who

ay-making with a
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had atready decided on it, had only to
mention it to his pater. The chums of
the Eemova found  that their careful
financial ealeulationes were & sheer waste
of arithmetia

Myr. Vernon-8mith had not talen
tickets—he had booked the plene for o
day, and SBmithy's party were going to
have it to themsolves. BMr. Vernon-
Smith was taking them on the flying
trip from early morn till dewy eve. So
that sunny morning the juniors turncd
out 1n great spirits

Billy Bunter had not turned ouk
Something more than an air trip would
have been required to draw Bunter
from his bed at the unearthly hour of
seven in the movning. Bunter was still
snoring when the cheery juniors walked
out to leok at the plane, which was
being preparcd for the stark

The pilots wore tinkering with the
engine; the “garcon™ was taking
aboard supplies of foodstuffs which, il
Bunter had seen them, might have in-
duced him to twrn out of bed, early as
it was. The door stood open, with the
ladder up it, end the jumiors went
aboard to ramble over the plane, All
of thom had been up before, but
opportunities for going up did nof, of
courge, often come their way, and an
air trip round about the Coto d’Azuy
was & gorgeous prospect.

Aly, Vernon-South, plump and portly
and genial, camo nian_q‘._ He nodded
pleasantly to the eheerful juniors, Ilane
trips were not so  exelil to M.
Vernon-Smith as to the schoolboys, e
was accustomed to taking planes to save
his immensely valuable time—indeed,
ha took & plane oftencr than any of the
Greyfriars follows took & taxi! Still, ho
liked to see happy faces round him, ond
likked, pevhaps, to fecl that it was his
boundlcss wealth that produced this
happy satisfaction. Certainly, he was
in a very menial mood that buvighe
morning.

« All Tiere, what—what?” ho asked.

“ All except Bunter, sir 1™ said Hlarey
Wharton. s .

Gyrunt, from the millionaire! ITe
liked the Famous Five, and was glad to
sea them with his son, but somchow—
Bunter did not know why—ho had no

reat liking for tha Owl of the Remove.

o had not, after all, given Bunter that
promized thrashing; but there was litila

(Continucd on next page.)
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doubt that he had felt werr strongey
inelinad. to do =o.

“WWhoere 38 he” he gruntea. “If he's
not on time he can stay behind, We
start on time."

“He's in bed,” said Smithy . “ Alay
a3 voll leave him there.”

The Famouz I'ive exenanged glances.
It was, of course, for Smithy to say;
but it seemed rather rough luck, to
tiiem, for even the fat and lazy Owl
to be loft out of this glorious trip over
the blue Mediterranean.

The Dounder, catching their lool,
smilod sarcastically. :

" Oh, if you want him fearfully, let's
have Lhim,” he said. *There's tiine to
root i ontl Let's all go in a deputa-
tion, and ‘beg him to be =0 kind ps to
conig and spoil the trip.”

“YWell—" said Dob slowly.

“Oh, come onl™ said Vernon-Smith;
fl-!!ﬂ the chwms of the Romove followed
e

Mr. Vernon-8mith, with another
grunt, eab down in the passengers'
cabin, opened a Paris pewspaper and
becaine deeply immersed in nows of the
Bourse Pricezs on the Bourse, and on
the Biock Exchunge at home, were feel-
ing the effects of war scare; and as Mr.
Vernon-Smith knew that there was no
war in the offing, he was astutely buy-
ing when more nervy porzons wero
seihing—with profits to come in a few
weelis, sufficient to buy s whele fect
of acroplancs euch as the one ho was
now sitting in!

C{:II'IE unconscious and regardless of
suech matters, the juniora seudded baek
to the hotel, The 1ift carried them up,
and thev scudded along to” Bunter's
roon. A sonorous snore greeted them
#s ther entered. DBilly Bunter, with
his eyes shut and his mouth open, was
deep in the embrace of BMorphous,

“Bunter I rosredd - Bob  Choerry.
“Wake up, old bean! Just off I”

Snore |

Smithy jerked awar -Bunter's pillow,
lifted it in both hands, and brought it
down willh a whop on Bunter’s head.
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Billy Bunter was not easy to wake.
But that woke him
Heo crme out of the land of droams
with & gesp and a splutter.
Wharrer

“Owl Urrrggh! Beast!
vou up to? Beast! Wuarrggh 1” splut-
tered Bunter, He sat up in bed, groped
For his spectacles, jammaed them on hiz
fnt litlle nose, and blinked at the
i juni with infuriated

smiling juniors A0
blink. *“I say, you fcllows, wharrer
marreri?™

"']‘ﬁ’-::':;’ﬂ just starting, old fat man,
anp——

“Have you woke me up to tell me
that, vou silly idiot?” "yelle-d Buntor.
“8Btart, and be blowed |

“Trip in the Fla:m_ you fat chump I*
snid grry,  “We're going in the
plane, hundreds of jolly old miloa—
coasts of Franco. a.nri Italy, Sardinia
and Corsica—-"

* Blow France and Italy! Bless Sar-
dinia and Corsical Boil 'em I hooted
Bunter. “I'm not getting up vet.”

“Don’t yvou want fo comal” de-
manded the Bounder.

“Well, vea, I'll como |” said Bunter.
“But I'm not starting yet. Wharrer

vyou mean by waking ma up, you
beasts? If you want me to come you
can wait "

TIf—if—if we want you to comol”
gasped Smilhy.

“Yea. here’s such a thin
ners to a guest, though you don't secem
to understand it, Smithy! Of course,
you wouldn't! You new rich boundera
are a&ll alike '™ sported Buanter. “Wa
don't treat guests like this at Bunter
Court, 1 can jolly well tell youl”

“Are Fuu'mmmf;, you fat frump ™
roared Johony Bull.

“¥Yea, I'm coming! I shall be ready
to start presently. I'll let you know
when, Call me again at ten o'clock.”

“We start at seven-thirty, i1dioti¥

“Not with me,” said Bunter firmiy.
“If vou want me, you can wait. I shall
get up at ten o'clock—sey half-pastl
Then I shell want brekker—say an
Lour for that. Make it twelve for the
start, and I'll come.”

a3 ITAn-

GUSSY'S
Latest Love Affair!

Why did Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of St, Jim’s,
waste his money on unwanted cigarettes, cigars and

tobacco 7 He was in love with the

girl in a tobacconist’s

shop! Not once but many times has Gussy fallen for the
charms of the fair sex, but his latest love affair adds no

little gafety to life at St. Jim's.

Here is a laugh-a-line

yarn that every * Magnet’" reader will enjoy !

Ask NOW for your copy of
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* Anybody feel like going Lack to Me,
Vernon-8mith ond telling kim to make
it twelve I asked Bol Cherry.

“Hsz. ha, hal®

“DBlessed if I see anviling 1o cackle
et! Blake it twelve or I shen't conmio 1™
gaid Banter. “ I mean that!”

“Look here, you fat, foozling, frab.
jous, footling frum *

“You can jaw,” said Bunter. " But
I refuse—shsolutely refuse—to mtart
before twelve., If vou want me, waitl
Now shut up and iet & fellow go to
sleep I™

Bunter took off his speciecles and
faid Lis fat head on the pillow again.
Evidently his podgy mind was made
up. If they wanted him they could
waoit—and that was that! That oobody
wanted him did not occur to Bunter.

Vernon-8mith gave him a look. He
wes going-—-but Lo was so obviously
disposed to punch Bunter before he
went that Bob teok him by the arm
and led him away. The other fellows
followed, grinning.

“1 sav, vou fellows——" camo a fat
squeak.

Harry Wharton glanced round.

*Coming ¥ he asked. *“We'll help
rvou get ready, an 4

“Don't be a fool! I think it had
better be half-past twelve—not twelve,
half-past ! said Bunter. “That will be
timo to lunch on the plane., Tell thew
half-past twelve ! Now shut upt”

“You blithering ow]-——"

Snoro !

Harry YWharton followed his friends.
Pmmlpl: at seven-thirty the plane tock
off. It was three hours lnter that Billy
Bunter rolled out of bed. He saved
some time ou washing, but breakiast
was & rather lepgthy process, and it was
nearly twelve when the fat Owl rolled
out into the sunshine. Like Mosea of
old, he losked this way and that way,
but there were no Greviriars fellows
to be seen. Puzzled, Bunter rolled down
to the landing-ground.

They could hardly have started, when
he had fold them distinctly that ke
would not be ready till half-past twalve.
Billy Bunter blinked round, and
blinked up at the blue sky. He failad
to spot the plane there—which was not
surprising, as it was more than a huu-
dred mules away.

“Beasts!” ejaculated Bunter,

And he rolled beck to the hotel {o
find comfort in lunch. Fortunately,
there was ample comfort in that,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Rescue From the Sky!
= wIHAT'S that "

* Corsica I
“The island of the
Corsican Brothers, and the

jolly old vendettal We'll have a vac
i Corsiea some day, you fellows.”

The Groyiriars fellows were looking
from the windows of the passengers’
eabin on the Gloria plane. All eyes
were turned on the hiﬁtup& of Coreica,
rizsing from the sea

It had been a glorious day. January
on the sunny Riviera was rather
different from that month at home.
There was hrilliant sunshine all the
time:; the skics were almost cloudless,
and the sea rolled bright and blue.
Glimpges of the French and Italian
consts, & glimpse of Elba, and now the
mountaing of Carsica—it was rather s
lot to pack into a day’s trip! The
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Croyiviars [vllows enjoyed every minute

k. .

Mr. Vernon-S8mith did nol look out
at the scenery wery much, He kpew
Marzoilles and Leghorn by heart. He
had probably forgotten that MNapoleon
Bonaparte had ever been shut up in
Elba, and would not have been in-
ierested if he had remombered. He
had . nevor heard of the Corsican
Brothers, and probably not of the
vendetta.  Ilo was enjoying thoe trip
in his own way, with a pile of papers
ont the table in front of him, cogitating
over the varied stivactions of Hanky-
Panky tin shares, and Verrea Wonkeo
Cold Alines. During the day he had
sgont several wircless messages off, no
tloubt in conneclion with his extensive
[inancial operations,

Now, while the Famous Five watehed
Corsica rising from the blue, sea ihe
Bounder had dropped into the ehair Ly
his father's side. He had sat theve,
silent, for about half an hour, whils
the millionaire wemt theough one dry-
looking paper after another. Bt Mr,
Vernon-Simith  became aware of lum
at lest, and glanced rowud at him.

Tho Bounder smiled, with a touch of
S0 CHSIL.

*Got o minute, dad?®” he asked.

“Twa or thrae, if vou ke, answered
Ale. Vernon-Smeh gencrously.

Smithy grinned.

“Wo're clearing off home the day
aftey  to-morrow,” he said.  Look
here, father, you know what that chap
Compton did_ for me. What are you
going to do for him&"

i{ Anything he cares to ask, Herbert.”

‘Rot 1" said the Dounder. *He's not
ilie ghap. to ask anything—or to take it,
if offered.”

“Then what—"

“You've scen that lelter he sent
Wharton, You've alwavs liked and
tristed the chap himself, if you had
doubts about his uncle. DBut from that
Jetter, wou can see thal the jolly old
captain has turned over a new leaf,
whatever ho may have dabbled in.”

“T can sce that the boy believes so,
ITerbert,” said My, Vernon-Smith deyly.
A splendid lad, with a rather trusting
natnre

“It's nare ¥ said the Dounder
obstinately. “The man’s a bit of a
tough nut; but 1 tell you, i’a.thgr, it's
square.  Let him have the Easiern
Gueen”

Mr. Vernon-8mith locked vory grave.

“Look what & chance it wonld he for
ain and for Compton ™ wrged  the
Bounder. “ IF you could make wp your
mind to trust hing-—>"

“I should do so, for the hoy's sake,
Flerbevt, if I had any proof—definite
proof—that the boy's helief in his new
wavs is woll founded,” said Mr. Vernon-
dmith. “Tt would be, as you say, a
chanee for him, and a goad prospect for
the boy to sail with him, and succecd
to a command in his furn when the time
cume. . But I cannot give the conunand
of & =hip to & man of whom I am not
sire.” i .

“If you got in touch with them, and
find the Fivelly tramping for corgo——"

# A wory unlikely contingency ™ said
the millionaire dryly. “The boy was in
earnest, and possibly his uncle: but 1
formed my judgment of the crew,
Herbert, especially of the man Rawl-
ings. Unless 1 am mistaken in m judg-
ment of them. they ave more likely to
throw Captain Compton over the side
than to fnﬁﬂw him in the paths of honest
trade.™

Hinithy started. .

“Father, you—you don’t think it pos-
sible—""

EVERY SATURDAY

The nullicnaive shrugged his plump
shouldera.

“I think i cxtremely probable that,
if Coptain Compton was in earnu::‘.&,l ay
hiz nephew obviously belicved, he Lad
bad trouble with that crew of rogues
and raseals very soou after he sailed,”
he answered.

“And—and Compton,” muttered the
Bounder, his face pale—" one of the best
fellows that ever breathed: the fellow
whe risked lLis life to pull me out of the
sea—if anything's happened to hun——"

“T ghall mako it & point te inguire
what has become of the Fivefly, ¥lerhert,
when we return home,”  =aid My
Vernon - Smith.  “But  if  Captain
Compten iz really following the new
course his nephew {nhﬂwa T doubt very

a7

HHoma  fishermen. waving {o  ihe
plane,” said the Bounder. “I dave say
they don’t often sce one lwere,”

“T ecan’t zeo a Dboaty” said Rarvry.
“It’s odd. Theve'a certainly somebody
on thak voek, aud it's miles ouf. +‘1"~il'f|n1;mu:]_1,f
could have got there by swimming, Lut
I ean’t sce anything of a Loat”

A Dy .gum! . .Somoe  shipwrecked
Clorsican lizhermen,  perhaps [ saad
Frank Nugent., »There's no boat; wo
should -sce 3t ecosier ithan the mien.
There's two of them.”

“ But there's been no rough weather
singo that storm when Compton picked
SBmithy up,” said Jolmoy DBull.

“Well, that jolly well looks Like a
signul of dizbress, anyhow,” zaid Dol
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CoME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS AND GIRLS!

7 9 ELL, here we are again, chums,
iy and everybody feeling merry
and bright, 1 hope !

You've all had time (o get
over Chrisimas by now, what ? Ii's a long
time 10. wait for the Jolly old festive season,
isn't H? And it passes by like a flash.
Why worry? Chrisimas is not the only
jolly time in the year !

There*s anothor good time coming for
MAGNET readsrs, and ii's not far distant,
either—in fact, only two weeks from now.

Last week, if you remember, I dropped a
hint that there were some

REALLY STUNNING FREE GIFTS

on the way for MAGNET readers. And
so there are ! I can guess full well how
anxious you all are to learn.the nature of
T ehee T adc o 0 b pin

il m going to ask you to be patien
for one mor¢ week, and then I'll ** spill

the beans,”” as our Amerlcan Irlend,
Fisher T. Fish, would say.
To mark this great oocasion, Frank

Richards Is writlng a super series of Grey-
frlars yarns that Is going to take n}:u all by
storm ! I need only tell you f Harry
Wharton & Co. declars 2 “stay-In ™ strike,
and you will guiekly gather that thrllls and
exciterr ent will {:1low in guick suceassion,

Watch out, then, for next week's Chat,
in which full particulars will be given
concerning this

GRAND TREAT!!

As there 15 bound to be a record rush
for this particular FREE GIFT Issue, I
strongly advise my chums to order iheir
copy in good time., I should not feel
happy—and neither would you—Iif you
failed to secure this

EUMPEE FREE GIFT ISSUE.

I have siill a short space left at thy
disposal, and I} devete it fo a brief
mention of next week's -cover-to-eovar
story of your old favourifes-——Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.

This week sees a real thrilling wind-up
of our popular smuggllng serles. The
Greylrlars erulsers are once more back at
school, after having spént 3 most axeiting
fims aboard Captain Compton's steam
yacht, Firefly, and lessons are the order of
the day.

But the new ferm s fo open with a
sensation ! They say wonders will never
ceasa, and neither will they, as far as
Billy Bunter, the prize porpoise of the
Greylriars Remove, is concerned.

Grip your chairs ﬁghiT chums, while I
some news impart! Billly Bunfer Iz In
possession of a h:age itnck hamper filled fo
the hrim with good things, and he's invited
hiz schoolfetlows to the spread. Isn't this
anuu%h to rouse your Interest? Laugh?
You'll be tickled to death with the amusing
aod amazing situnations which arise Io :

“*BILLY BUNTER'S HOUSE-
WARMING ! "

By Frank Richards,

next Saturday’s rousing long complele
story of the ehums of Greyiriars. And
need I mention that the ** Greyiriars
Herald ** and our Greyiriars Rhymesier's
contributien will be well up to standard ?
My final words of advica are stick to
the MAGNET and maks sura of the
MAGNIFICENT FREE GIFTS that will be
goming your way in a fortnight’s tlmo !

YOUR EDITOR.
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much whether Lo will be found on
boarvd, or the hoy, eithee”

“Oh 1 potlered Sanithy

Ie rose from the chmiy and moved

away, with a troubled Lrow.
- My, Vernon-8mith glanced after him
for & wowent, and then resumed his
papers. )

SQmithy jomed the bupch of junives
loaking down from the windows.

Baoly Cherry turned to him,

“Got your feld-glasses, Sinithy i ho
askod.

“Anything to  see?’  asked the
Bounder, as he unslung the glusses.

“Well, theve's something down there,”
anid Bob, peinting to a dimm Lluy on the
zoa at a distance from the Corsiean hill-
tops. “ Looks to me like o flag or some-
thing."” : ‘

“It's a signal,” said ITavey Wharton,
“It's somebody standifg on a rock and
waving sowething.”

“The lookinlness is torrific 1" declaved
Hurree Jamset Bam Siugh.

Herbert Vermon-Bmith stared down,
not very attentively., He was thinking
of Yalentine Compton and of what las
father had said. It had not occeurred
fe  him  beforo that the scheolboy
stimiggler, in sailing on bis new tack,
nrght have satled into deadly peril, but
he thought of it now., He konew thok
his father was right, aud it was a deep
weight on his mind and hiz heart. 1hs

Fance at the rocks, blurring the sea far
wlow the plane, was careless enough.

But it grew more allentive.  Seen
from above, the rocks were spread ouk
in full view, and had o boat been theve,
1t eould nat have becn unscun.

Theres was ne boat, but there were
twa human figures on the low rocks

One of them—a burly figure—stood
gazing up at the sky, leaniog one hand
‘IE MAGHNET LIBRARY.~—No. 1,508,



on a rock as if for support. The other
—evidently younger—had clatnbered to
the highest point of the rocky islat, and
was wavieg something in his hand; it
looked. like a tors blanket. ;

Plainly enough, he was attemptang to
signal to the plane passing above. ‘The
distance was too great for recognition,
but it scemed to the Bounder that there
was something vaguely familiar in that-
atal!:.'nrt, boyish figure waving from the
Tock. .
All the juniors wera looking serlous
now.: It was imposeible for the plane
to descend to the rescue; but if there
were -hapless castaways on the rock,
lives mig;;lt be saved by ecnding help.
Smithy, as he realised it, di¥missed the
matter that was froubling his mind.
_He opened the glasses, and, with some
difficulty, focused them on the vock.
What had been dim and distant rushed
into sudden cléar view. _

The Bounder gave o startled cry.

He staggered, snd caught at Whar-
ton's shoulder. The ficld-glasses dropped,
from his hand with 2o crash to the
cabin Boor. . _

“ Bmithy,” exclaimed Ilarry, “what

] —*

“ What—"" gasped Dob :

Bmithy did not answer them, Iis
face was like chalk. He leaped back to
Mr. Vernon-8mith's table. Three or
four documents Guttered away ans he
grasped the millienaire by the shoulder.

“ What the dooce—"" cjuculated Mr.
Yernon-Smith.

“ Father—" panted the Bounder.

“What's the matter? Wha i

Mr. Vernoh-Smith stared blankly st
his som’s white, excited facc.

“Compton 1 papted the Dounder,
*Clompton of the Fifth—and his uncle—
on that rock—" ,

“What!” stuttered Mr. Vernon-8mith.
“Are you dreaming, Herbert? What
n%'i

. The Bounder, in his excitement, shook

him by = .piumpi'ﬁmuld-:r,

“I tell you, it's Compton I he almost
shrieked” ~ *Thev've  been stranded
there! Compton, I tell you, and he
Jooks==he Imgmr—-—" ;

“ Compton I gasped Iiarry Wharton.

“ Compton of the Fifth1” yelled Bob
Cherry .

“Good gad!” ejaculated Mr. ¥Vernon-
Binith.

E-.-'Er cye was fixed on the figures on
ihe'rock: The Bounder’s statement that
the feliow. '-wa.x'in? the signal was
Compton of the Fifth foirly astownded
the Famous Five.

"Mr. Vernon-8mith gralblbed the feld-

lasses.
o Good gad ! he repeated blankly,
The glasses passed from hand to

hapd. ‘It was Valentine Compton, and
gseen  clearly through the 'puweqfui
glweses, his handsome -face wu-whu.:e.
drown, haggard—the face of one who
had -enffered mnd sterted. Tho other,
whom the juniors had last scen, a man

THE MAGNET~EVERY SATURDAY

of iron strengilh. on the bridge of the
Firefly, was leaning on & xock from
oxhaustion as hoe gazed upword with
haﬁg%ard eyas at the plano,

*Faother,”  almost groaned the
Bﬂ"zlﬂdﬁh “we'vo got to save them !

We have the wireless, my boy,” said
Mr. Vernon-Srmith guietly. “In twr:n_tly
minutes from now o fast steamer will
put aut from Ajaceio to pick them u
and bring them on to Villafranche, We
car. signal to them that they arc seen
and that help is coming. In two hours
thoy will be taken that rock, and
will be safs and sound. I have only to
give the orders.”

Tha millicnaire hurried away.

The plane circled low over the rock—
g0 low that Valentine Compton could
ge¢ tha facea of his Greyfriars friends
while the wireless was tapping out its
message, - The juniors saw Compton of
the Fifth smile—his old pleasant smile.
For the next two hours their eyesg wero
hardly off him for a moment, The pilo
at Mr. Vernon-Smith's orders, weirel
over the rock, keeping in sight of the
castaways—till a blur of smoke came up
out of the south, and a fast steamer

from Ajaccio shot into sight.

The millicnsire's instructions, tapped
out tlirough space, had been promptly
obeyed. With eager cyes the Greyiriars
fellowsa . watched . the boat from the
Corsican steamer pull for the loucly
rock, watchad the caostaways taken on
board, and watched the steamer seb a
northerly course, )

HQunset, deepened into datrk as the
plana flew homeward. Homewhers on
the shadowed sea below the stcamer was

thirobbing. ]

Hurcy Wharton & Co., pecring
through  the deep dusk, giimgmd tho
lights helpw—rapidly falling behind.

he Bounder joined them with a grin
on his {ace.

“ Compton says—" he began,

The chums of the Remove jumped.

“Compton says—" repeated Whar-
ton blankly. * How the dickens—"

The Bounder chuckled.

“They've got wireless on the steamer,
and we've got o message through,” he
explained. “The jolly aold marvels of
modern scionce, my beloved 'earers!
Cpmpton says they've becn jolly short
of grub, but they're all ‘right now—
right as ram—and - he was never so
plﬁnser] in his life to see nn:.:bﬂdg'. as he
was to see our chivvies looking down at
him on that rock 1™ ;

“Good old Compton!” said Bob
Cherry. " Thank goodness we camo on
this trip to-doy, Smithy. and wandered
round off the beaten routesi"

“The thankiulness is terrifie!”

“ And we shall see old Compton in the
morning !” said Smithy. “Ripping,
isn't k" . -

“ The ripfulness 19—

“ Terrific and preposterous |” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

+

The Fawous Five looked merry and
bright as they -met on e platform
of Lantham Junetion on their way b
to Greyfviars for the first day of the
new tertn. And as Smithy was spoft
in the crowd, Bob Cherry roared to-him,
and the Bounder came ugy with a «
grin. And a fat figure camo rolling up
with a glimmer of spoctacles.

“1 say, you fellows! Here we are
again !” said Billy Bunter. * I say, have
you fellows eecn Compton af the Fifth ™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the six junlors

Buater blinked at them.

“Blessed if I sce anything fo enckle
at!” he snapped. “I ey, 1 want to
know if Comnpton’s on our train. We
had the hols with him, you know, and
the fact'is, I'm going to be rather pally
with him this term.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“I ecan't find him on the platform,”
said Bunter. *“1 asked Coker of the
Fifth if he'd eecn him, and the beast
khocked miy hot off—*"

"Good 1 gaid Bob Cherry.  “I'll
knock it aff againi”

111 I-s'ﬂ"ﬂﬁt- !H

‘Billy Bumter dodged 1he cxuberant
Bob, and Fm-:mded to hunt along the
platform for Compton of the Iifth

But ho was not likely, in the circum-
stances, to have much luck ! :

"Eorry old Compton i1an't coming back
this term,” remarked Dol Cherry, when
the fat Owl had relled away  “ What's
tho latest news, Smithy—1 suppese you
Lhnow "

The Bounder nodded and smuiled.

* Yes—Captain Compton 18 in Liver-
pool now, taking over the command of
the Eastern Quecen—the pater's biggest
ship—and Coempton’s sailing wilth him,
this jolly old blcssed day as ever was!®

answered. ]

“Good luck to him!” sald Harry
Wharton. :

“ Hear, hear'!” agreed the Co.

“Hallo, hallo, halle'" IHere's the
train ! ] )

The Removites E}ack-ed in. A fat face
and a big pair of spectscles blinked in
after them.

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Rell in, Bunler—just room " esaid
Boh.

“1 haven't found Comptop——""

“Iia, ha, ha "

" Beasts [™

Doors elamnmed along the train. Tt
rolled off with the Greyfriars crowd for
the school., Billy Bunter 'was left on
the Nplntt’nrm at Lantham—still in scarch
of Complon of the Fifth!

THE EXD.
{Who says anofher yarn featuring the

fat and fetuous Iilly Dunteri Well,
ook out for next week's great story:

M BILLY BUNTER'S HOUSE WARA-

ING! It'g sereamingly funny. And
doan't  ferget that next Saterday's
MackET wydl contaen . full parbiculers of
pur lopping FREE GIFTS/)
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Side-splitting Serial—Spasm One
DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
RESOLUTIONS!
By DICKY NUGENT

COLLEQTING THE
DIBS |

* Bizzy, boya ¢ ¥

Doctor Alfred Birchemall
asked that question os his
grinming face looked round
ithe dcor of Jack Jolly’s
study at St. Sam's,

The question was sooper-
flupus, Ewven an idjut like
the Head could have seen
at & glance that the chums
of the Fourth were bizzy,
1tk waa the first day of the
new torm, and they were up
to their eyes with unpaclking
-and down in the mou
at the thought of another
term under Dootor Birchem-
all's brootal tiranny !

L EI::E, boya ? " repected
the Head, as Juck Joliy &
Co. looked round.

“* Not o bit of it, sirl "
replied Jack Jolly, with a
cheory sarkesm that drew
chuckles from DMerry and
Bright ond Fearless. * We're
weerly filling in the time
with o gomo of hunt the
thimbilse !

The Head knitted his
brows, He didn't soem to
cotton on.

“ I usually keep my waool
on for the first day of term,
Jolly,” he esid worningly.
“DBut I shall eoon get t‘g’a
needis if I recceve sny pin-
pricka {rom you. nee
again, I repest: Are you
bizey ¥

Jack  Joily hunie%l[y
pulled a straight face. He
didn't want to land himself
in trubble g0 soon in the
term.

“ Wunno, sir! Not a bit
hizzy, of corse, if there's
something you want ua to
do for you,”™ he snid.

The af:ut;li locked & littlo
more jeeniol again.

“There is. The fakt is
that I want you four boys
ns bumpera,”

Bum 1M

repested {MoRay
Jack Jolly & Co. I::]a.n'ﬁy. P

Doetor Birchomall

nadded.
“Let me egasplain. I
pave & New Year's Party

to the masters this r. In
ihe corse of that party 1
wot them all to make a Now
Year resolution to con-
tribute half-a-crown a week
to the Distressed Head-
masters' Fund, of which I
ha.Ppen to be the trezzwror,”

‘8o what, en-

*¥ ];i I;:' jush i
e m just going
round u:;}l!ﬂnting the fiest

week's subs——and it ocoura
to me that I may have a
glite difficulty in collecting
them now t the

snthewsiasm -has worn off.
In that case, I shall have
to bump the backsliders till
they part up. 8o I may

teed you boye as bum y
£e8 lﬁc 4 Eee
! Grate pip 1 2

“You boys have had
& lot of eggsperience in
bunping people in your

EDITED BY HAPZY WHARTON.
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e T

i rinned the

time ! ¥
Heed. "I am meerly
availing myself of your
eg%spananm! This way ! 7
To led tho way out. Jack
Jolly & Co. fotlowed, in a
atate of grate serprize. They
wers used to roceeving
unusual ordera trom Doctor
Birchemnall. Buf an order
to fullow him round the
skool for the purpuss of
burmaping any of the masters
who were not pre to
keop their New Year resolu-
tion waa a mew one on the
heroes of the Tourth !

The first master they
called on was Mr. Swishing-
hom. He locked eggstremely
puzzled whon the Heod drow
out a peneil and notebook
and wrapped out :

* Half - o - erown, please,

Swishinghoim | **

“What for, sic1?® he
asked,

“For ithe  Distressed
Headmasters' Furd, of
corsa | " gaid the Head,
with a frown.,  * Surely,

Swishingham, vou are not
%ning to tell me you have
orgotton your New Year
reaclution to pgive halfia-
crown a  woele to  this
deserving chority # *

Mr. Swishingham storted
viulﬂnt[{.

o 'm afroid that's just
what I have done, sirt” ho
said, with an apollogettick
smile, * But, after alf, New
Year resolutions are madue
to be broken. I won't give
the half-crown a week alter
all, if you don’t mind ! ¥

{
1

il

A shtely waplezzant smele

appearcd 10 Doctor
Birchemall's faco

“You won't, won't
yout" he eaid. * But

perhaps sou can bs mads
to change your mind ! Bump
him, boya I ™

“L I, airtt

Jack Jolly and his pals
farely flung themselves at
Mr. Swishingham, They
bore him no particular ill.
will, but o chance to bump
a master with tho eggspress
orthority of the Head was
too good to bo missed !

Bump, bump, bump |

i.iq

l

“ Yaroooco ! Ow-ow-otr !
Wooooop 1" ehreeked M.
Swishingham.

* Going to forlt out that
holfscrown ¢ asked the
Heod Eﬁmiy, o8 the Fourth
Form bumpers pawsed for a
second breth.

"Not I refusat T—
ow-owhow ! Lespo!l  All
right, then! [ll pay!"”

elled Alr. Bwichinghamn, as
gu.c:l: Jolly & Co. seezed him
again.

The Co. stood him on his
feet once more and bMr.
Swizhinghom, groaning and
moaning, dived into his
trowss pocket oand pro-
jooced a zilver coin, which
im handed reluctantly over
to Doctor Birchemall,

The Head hit it, rodded,
and put it in his purse.
Then ho carefully made an
entry in his notebook.

“ Thanls, Swishingham,
old chap,”™ he enid, *I
co tulate you on your
decizion fo sfick lo your
New Year rezolution 1™

“Ow! I'd rather havoe
kept the munny, #ir, to be
quite frank,” grunied Mr.
Swishingham. “1 only
hoap thot you'roe sticking
to your own reeolutions ns
firmly a3 youie kee ing
other pcopla to theiral’

Andp then Jock Jolly &
Co. notissed a pelmliar
thiny. As Mr. Swishingzhom
spoke these words the

cad's culler changed com-
pletely. His fece turncd ns
whito .as chally, and o gilty
look appeored in his eyes.
S M-memy  own resolu-
tions ¥ ** ho stammered. 1
~—er=-=lidn't maoke - this
vear, a3 a matter of falt,
Swishingham, DBub como
on, boys,” he went on,
hmriedly  dismissing  the
enbject. * Wo havo cther
calls to molo 1"

And the Head turned on

Y his heel and farcly fed !

A BARGAIN WITH

THE DREAK!

“ Good-altercoon,
Molly t

Juck Jolly & Co. dofled

Mies

their caps liko regular
eavalicra gz they ren into
Molly DBirchemall in  the
quad,

It was an hour Iater
The leroes of the Fourth
had aecompaniod Doector
Birchcmall to the study of
eacli of the mastera and
suxxeeded in helping him
to pot the firat weelt’s sub.
acription from evory man
jack of them.

The bizzincss over, the
Head hed steered a straight
corso for the skeol tockshop.

e

Jack Jolly & Co. couldn’t
help feeling a little suspishus
os they watched him dis.
appear undor tho elms. It
struck thom  that  the
distressod headmasters for
whom the Hood was collect-
ing possibly inclooded one
at 5t. Sam's itself. It was
this pﬂsﬂihiﬁt;{, and ihe
Head’s gilty look at the
menshun of his own Now
Year resolutions, that they
wers diskussing when Doctor
Birchiernall’a faro dawter
tI‘iEFJGd on tlhe scen.

Liss  DMolly gavo t{he
jumors o dazeling smiie,

“ As this iz tho {Irst time
I've seen you this yesr, I
wish you all o happy New
Year ! ™ she :r.-ippluclt.

“ Bameo
Molly 1 #
Jolly & Co.
"1 hoap you won't think
it o rood ouestion, Miss
Molly,” went on Jelly, * but
do you happon to Lknow
weather your pop made eny
resolutions this year ¥

Mizs Melly pouted.

* Yes, two, to bo eggeact
—pgnd he has broken them
both alroady |

*Oh, cruma ! ¢

*1 wroto them out for
him myself, and got hitn to
sign them,” cgpaplained the
Head's pretly dawter, in
her trilling, mowsical voice,
“Here they are, if you
would like to see them.”

The  juniors erowded
cagerly round Miss Molly as
she projooeed o shoet of
notepaper from her hand-

Alizs

to  you,
Juck

eprussced

bag,  This is whot they
BEHW 1
“ I, Alfred  Birelcimnall,

heroby resolve &

" (1) That I will Lave a
swhin before breakfast every
frorning.

“(2) That I will always
fell the fruth, the hole lruth,
ihd nothing but the truth.

* (Stned) A, BinoupaaLs,”

‘f Weoll, of alt the
swizzers ! " eopsclaimed
Fraunk Fearlese, — * Fansy

cornpelling tho other masters
to keep their resolutions
when bio breaks his own ! ¥

* 1s that what he’s doing,
then.,  Fearless 20 tinkled
Miss BMolly,

Fearless larfed.

" We ought to know, Miss
Molly, Wo've becn round
helping him to do it [V

hen Fearless told the
Head's dawter of their
round of wisits to the
mestera,  Miss Molly'a eves
fashed indignantly a3 she
lissened,

“How ever conld

pop

Sl c— s P W S T R i

 behave like it ¥ ™. i epus.
claimed, with & at gdp of
hor dainty foot. ** It's not
faro on the wastera, and 1
shan’t put up withit »

“Then what: egpaactly

are you poing Lo dot™
ashed Merry.
Moll Krchﬁmnll yon-
dered for a second. or two,
At lost she broke ialo a
mischeevous smile.

“1 think I komow!"™ sho
rippled.,  * The masters ove
having their first m¥ting
of the fcrm in tive minnits
time, I'll turn up to the
mecting and show pthem
pop's resolutions | %2

“Oh erikey !

“They won't hkall be
wild, Miss Molly 1™

* I hoap they will be! ™
trilled DMolly DBirelhmsil
“It will just eerve pop
right if they toke tho 'iJm-.f
into their hands and bwmnp
hit:;l ’:I" i

“ My hat ! d Jack
Jolly & Co., qu;I?BH hlesa
at the ides of w2yone

bumping the re and
majestick headinaster of S¢.
Ham’s,

*I'm going to h:mci‘ over
tluz scrap of paper to the
masters, anywey,” gaicl Miss
Molly firmly, tilting her
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question,

et

deinty  litlle chin, * Aun
revoor, hoys ! ™

“ Aw revoor, Mizs Molly !

The horoea of the Fourth
wotched the lead's dawter
trip daintily off to the
Siool Houso,

“ Therea won't half be
some fun in o minnik!
chiuclkled Jack Jolly.

And the koptin of the
Fourth was right. ‘Thay
cdidn’t have lono (o wait
beforo a erowd of eqrpaited-
looking masters cameo charg-
mg cut of the Fouae,

Led Ly Mr. Justisa, of the
Fifth, they galloped adross
the guad, making o beeline
for tho tuckshop.  Jack
dJoily & Co. foll in ot the
regr and others 2oon joined
i, and by the time thoy
reached Choir  destination
they had become quile o
multitewd,

Daoctor Birchemall was
zeated on a2 stool at ihe
counter when thoy burst in,
He took in the atnciion at
& glonee, LHeckernising that
tho masters were unfriondly,
ho flung a ecrcam pulf. It
hit Mr, Justiss rizht on {ho
nese,

Aguelah !

“Ow-ow! ircooooool’?

Saueleh t Plop ! Bqueleh ;

AT

I dropped into Teraple's
place the other ewvining.
They wery playing td
tennis, and they weve jolly
superior about it,: too

** Ever play table. tynnis,
young *un i " Temple csked.

“ No, but I'd lika to
learn t "' I said eagerly,

I saw Temple wirk at
Dabney and Fry.

" Quito happy to zhow
you tho game, idP he
said,  * Always pleased to
El]].-_.ﬂﬂu;"ﬂ.'gﬂ the wyoungators,
what T "

Dabnoy sud Fre, Heated
Oy, vather! oud I
watched,

First, Temple .and Dab.
played a sebt,  Then. Tumplo
and Fry.

They wore elogant: ibout
it. Mo geiting eway. from
that. They were dinssed
keautifully, snd every move.
ment they mado seemnd

to
bring out just the ight
cregses in their Wull-ﬁmed

bags end spotless ghi

TABLE TENNIS

TEMPLE’S!

By DICK RUSSELL

“Get the idea, young
‘un 2 asked  Temple,
eventually,

“'A'yes, I do and I
don't! Bot I'lT ty,'"? I
said modestly.

“ Play Dahb.," said

Teomple kindly.

1 F!uyer.l Dab.

.}: : ick{afi li}u!.r.d i

Then I played Fry.

1 licked Fry.

Then I played Ternlo,

I licked Temple, too.

After that I grabbed oy
hat and went. Tho aimos.
phere ad somehow beeome
a little too frigid for my
liking !
© I feel pow that I mmst
hoave been playing the wrong
Zame,

What they really mcant
when they said they woro
playing table teomis was

that they were plaving
tailor’s dawomies, And 4
noever was much good at
ithat !

Cream  puffs, jam-tarta,
and docnutta started whiz-
zing across from the counter
i1 an unending streem o3
the Head adopted vigzerous
mezzures of defonce,  Yell
gfter well arose from the
masters  wedged in the
daorway,

* Yarooooo !

“ Woooop! Helpt™

“ Stoppit! Groooo!®

Mp., I Jolliwell Lickham
wos the one who stopped
the barrage.

“¥You mean vou won't
Ay your subs to the
istreased Headmasters®
Fund ™ asked tho Head
hu:-:l?:!_f,'. TR

“ Bggzactly t

Tlmgg? Hcﬁ:l pondered
:Iﬂaﬂ}ﬂy. Tho crowd was
hushed, They sew what a
struggle was poing on within
him. To deprive the dis-
treszed headmastors of their
funds or to face, with
uncenkerable heroism, the
| prozpect of telling the truth

“"Hell o minnit, siv!]jand taking e daily dip in
Fainilst  Cross fingers ! ” | the bargain ¥ Which ?
ho eried. *We haven't | BSuddenly Doctor Birch.

como  to  commit fizzical
assomlt on youl  We've
come Lo strike & bargain t

Doetor Birchemal]
paweed, o doenutt poized
recdy to throw,

* Prorecd ! 2
manded.

“It has como to our
nollidgo, sir, that vou are
not sticking to yowr own
New Year resolutions1™
seid Mpr. Lickbam. * Well,
if you're not sticking to
vours, thien we're not eticle-
ing to ours ! ™

The Head lowered his
doanutt and a furtive op
pression came into his shiity
ayed.

*You mean to ssy yonu
have heord about——-"

* Your resolutions to have
4 swim every moming and
always to tell the truth 3V
finished Alr. Liclkham. * Yes,
sir, woe have! And our
reply {o it 19 this—thot
unless you l:ecgez;nur [ros
reiss, we shan't keep ours 1 ™

emall loonked up, There was
a look of stern detorminntion
in his dial.
“Jentlemen | he said,
“only one answer s
ossibul.  The Distressed
oadmeasters' Fund ghall
not anffor ! I will keep my
Now Year rosolutions ! ¥
L1 F‘;‘..'.F t 13
A leng-leawn.out wissloe
went up {rom the ecrowe.
Then they brolze up, buzzing
with eggzitement, And soon
the news hod espread to
every cornor of St Bam’s
that the die waos cast. For
the futuro the Head would
havoe g swim every morming
of hig lifo—and would nevor
again allow a whopper fo
pass hia lips !
How swould this amazing
cyogsperimont work out ?
Unly the future will show t
(Look cuf jor the sccon
hilarious  instalinent g
* Daoctar Birchomall's Rese-
lutions 1 v ncxd weck's
i yreal number 1)

ha come-

Gosling’s faco wears a porpetual seowl, Vet when asked
the secret of attaining a ripe old age, he gaid: “ I glways
wears a sunny emile, in addition to me porter’s uniform,.
L jeat laughs my way through life, g0 o speal,” Well,
if Gosay’a normal oxpression is a lavgh, we shoulda't core
ta see him frown !

Joseph Mimble, tho gardener, hias heen complaining that
somrohody has purloined his relie and hidden it for g lark.
Why all this fuss, My, Mimblo 7 Yo'l find nnother Reke
i in the Remove |

THE EMPTY

SCHOOL!

By TOM REDWING

“1 wondor what Croyfriare looks like while the

chaps are all en holiday 7" asks a corresponidens.
Woll, I lw.pplmn to bnyin o ST

position to answer thak

for 1 had to eall to get some belongings 1

needed Inst week. And you ean take i6 from me that
it looks & different place altogother.

To begin with, it looks about throo {imea
as big. Seeing the quad in term-time, with
little knots of chaps standing ahout or
strolling down to the gates, you 'don't quite
roalise how big it ia. "But whon you sco it
without a solitary human being in ib &
looka vast |

Another thing I felt which I'd nover felt
hefore was tho awo-inspiring atmosphero of
the place. Groyfriars to me, as I sup
to most of us chapn, seema a jolly and
friendly sort of plrce during term. Greyfriara
last, weelk was o very different proposition,
The buildings towercd over me, cverywhere
seemed full of frowning cormers and
forbidding shadows, and a deep ond awiul
allence brooded over the wholo echool.
Only the tuckshop still wore its wsual
cheery look—and, of course, the tuckshop
waa closed !

Tho ringing ccho of my footsteps aa I
went up the stairs somehow only made the
hreoding silence more painful. Ft wes guite
& relief when it was breken by a moewing,
and the Houso Name’s cat cono into view !

A it place for o ghost to dwell in, snd
thet's obout all—such was my verdiet on
the Schoo! honse at dusk during tho vao !

Funny that we chaps should make such a
tremendous differenco to it, ian't it 7

WANTED—A SAFETY
FIRST HOLIDAY
ASSOCIATION!
Says JIMMY VIVIAN

There have been o chocking number of
holiday nccidents to Greyiriara chaps thia
vac., It really mokes mo think seriously
thet il"s bigh time somebody started o
Safety TFimst Aesocintion especially for
holidays t

Obviously, the risks of gericus injury are
granter when yow're away from school than
when youre sitting 1o class grinding away
at Latin.

You need only folio the case of Perey
Dolsover to see that, Bolsover oxposed
himself to thoe hazards of that death-delying
came, blind man's buff, and got what he
ashed for—a sprained anklo, Lucky to get
off =o lightly, if you ask my opinion !

Snoop is another sufferor. He ployed
penny nap with hiz eousins two nighis
vunning and loet a shilling on tho first
oceasion end fourpence on tho socond. The
inevitoble followed—a nervous hreakdown.

Then there's Skinner. He always geta it
in tho neck. But perhaps I chould say
stornach., As usual, he indulged in one of
his pater's Tlor doe Cabbagios, Ie's lying
in bed now, a gick man for o coupla of
days, ot lenst.

Tom Brown has pot an attacik of Christmas
troe rosh on thoe hands, eanzed hy picling
off present= for emall guests ot Hazeldepo's

rky.

Pﬂl)ir:};. Rale dislosated bis shoulder when
be putled & cracler and fell on hia nock.

Say what vou like, lads, the Chriztzosy
vae. s fraucht with diro danger at every

turn.  1'm all in favour of a Salety Tirst
olidny As=ociniion !



