


Somebody’s got to have Billy Bunter for Easter !

victim, but what does it matter so long as it's——
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Yernon-Smith hooked Billy Bunter out of
he car, like a fat winkle out of a shell.
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* Herbert !’ The millionaire gave hisson -

a disap

down steps.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Non-Stop |

QUEAL!
Squeak |
Buzzzz ]

Ilerbert Vernon-Smith dragged
open the door of Study No. 4 in the

Hemove passage at Greyiriars,  and
glared out

“Htop that row "' he roared,

The Bounder of CGreyfriars locked

angry and excited. He glared ot the
crowd of Remove fellows in the passage.

is  glaro concentrated on  Tom
Brown, who was twiddling the dials of
liis poriable wireless

Browney had brought his wireless out
into 1he poassage A lot of {ellows
wanted to hea, i, and accommodation
in junior studics was Dhmited. 1t was
the last evening of the term; on the
merrow, Greviriars School wus break-
ing up for Easter. Most of the [ellows
were merry and beight, on the ove of
the holidava. It was quiie 2 happy
parly in the Remove passage.

Bwithy  looked peither warvy nor
hright., Ile loocked oxtromely bad-
toinpered,

Certainly, the sounds that were pro.
cecding from tha wireless at the moment
were net gralelul or comforiing, They
were, 1n fact, horvid. A jazz band with
a doulle allowsnee of saxophones would
have sounded musical, in comparisoen,

But it endio matiers, as in others, the
rongh had fo be taken with the smooth,
Sometimes & slation came  through
Leantifully, Sometimoe= it secmed to Lo
coming  through™ a  dog-fight, accom-
panied by o borde ot cals on 1he tiles.

Just now Browney's set was squealing,
squeaking, whi-thing, and buzzing. Buat,
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oving glare, as he came hurrying
* What does this mean 7

odds so long as you were happy? If a
dozen pther Remove men canrd stand it,
Binithy could,

“Bhut it of, you silly ase!" shouted
Venmon-Smith from the doovway of
Study No. 4. “Take.it away and buy

it! Chuck it into ibe
Jump on i 1™

“Rats "' answered Browney, over lis
sil]uiﬂdﬂr. He contitued (o twiddle
dinls,

“ANl =crene, Soiuthy, old man " said
IMarry Wharton soothingly. *We're
just going to get the news!™

“Blow the news!” :

“Twok here, don't be a checky ass,
Smithy 17 said Johnny DBull.

“{ireal  idea ! sanl Bob Cherrs.
“That’s o tip, Suilhy 17

Syueal, squeak, from the wireless,

“Will vou ztop that votten rvow?"
roared  Vernon-Snutl. “Take the
dashed thing down io the Rag, when a
fellow™s got a headache.”

“Where did yon pick up the Tiead-
ache, Swithy ¥ asked Johnuy Boll sav-
castically. “ You've got the only one
ithe Kemove ™

“Alind your own buziness 1" enarvled
the Bounder,

“Well, vonn mind FOULE, abd mian 1™
sugpested Trank Nugoent, “Yonr busi-
ness 15 to siay in bed afier lighis onf,
not fo break LDounds and collect head-
aches, and then make yourself a geueral
nisanee, .

" Hear, hear ! grinned Bob.

Herhert Vernon-Smith seowlod
savagely., It was true that he had a
headache, and that the horrid ceco-
phony {ram the radio did not make it
feel any better. It was equally tras
that he had been out of hounds the
previous night, as most of the Rewnove

water-butt &

Who’s it to be? Ii’s an unliucky day for the
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Exciting Sehoolboy Yarn, dealing with the Easter Holiday Adventures of HARRY WHARTON &
CO., the Cheery Chums of Greylriars.

as Bob Cherry remarked, what was tho

knew, amd had collected that headache
in & sumke-laden atmosphere. In thoso
circumstances, he was not likely to gus
much eympathy in the Remove,

“Cheeky ass!"  said Poler Tuodd.
“You've often asked Browney to swiich
on for the news, to hear about stocks
and shares, and bulls and bears, and
things, which no other {cllow wams to
hear, And now—"

*Oh, shut vp I

“We'll be getting 1hie neows =oon,
smithy 1" urged Dob Cherry. Al the
prices ﬂE fat stock and fat stockbrokers,
an

“Iia, hta, ha ™

“You'll hear all abont yonr pater’s
shaves and things, Smithy - Don’t you
want to know whether Diddlems have
gone up, or DBamboozlems have goune
down "

“Me ho, hat"

Vernon-Bmith came stamping angrily
out of his study,

Bmithy’s excursion out of Dounds,
after lights out the previous night, had
Bbeen a sort of glorious wind-up lo the
icrm., lle had played billiards, sl
bauker, and smoked cigapeftes, with w
dimgy crowd at the Threo Fizshers=—unnd
crept back te the Remove dormitory
bong  after midnmight. Dut il it was
glovious evernight, it secined aaxthing
but glorions in tho marning |

Bchool that day had been guite a
lorror fo Bmithy, tired and nervy and
headachy. Alter class he had rvetived
i his study for a vest, like o bear with
a sorae he only to be disturbed by the
spicaling i thé passage, the squealine
and the hooting and the buzzing, which
ihe oiber fellows did not mind in the
least, hut which Smithy, in his present
ratten state, minded very wuch mdeed.
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Stock market news did -pot interest
him now ! . .

It never interested any other fellow in
ithe Form at any time; but S8mithy often
liked to follow the operailons of: his
father, Mr. Samucl Vernon-S8mith, who
Faa 2 tremendous men in the financial
me.

Now he did not care two bhoots
whether Hanky-Panky Tin was going
up or down: whother stores shares were
deep in the doldrums, or whether rubber
shares were going through the roof!

All he wanted was quiek; which, in
the Remove passage at Greyfriars, was
never ¢asy to get at the best of times;
ard really gquite uncbtainable on the
last might of the term. ;

‘But Smmithy, when he was in & bad
temper, was veckless and arrogant, and
as overbearing as the other fellows
would let hun be. And he was in the
very worst of tempeors now.

He stamped along the passage to the
gpot where the juniors were gathered
round the radio. Browney, who was
bending over it, was stirred by the
lungs of a boot 1n his ribs.

“Ow " he gasped. * What—"’

"Will vou shut that thing off #¥
howled Vernon-Smith.

The New Zealand junior glared up

at him.

“No!” he bawled. I jolly well
won't! But I'll shut vou off, fast
enough, if you don't shui wup, you
cheeky idiot "

“Then I will!” snapped Vernon-

Smith. And he aimed a kick at the
portable—srhich, had 1t taken eflect,
would no doubt have shut it off, with a
crash.
t_B::rlr Cherry grabbed his ankle, in
ime,

He jerked it up.

Bump !

Smithy
phssage.

Ile zat down hard and heavy., Thero
was a chortle from the erowd of jumiors
as he sat.

Bob gave him a cheery grin as he
spluttered for breath,

“That's right, Bmithy!” he said.
“Take a pew, old man, and join the
happy circle. We'll soon be getting the
news 1 :

“You cheeky rotier " panted Vernon-
Smith. “I'l—T'll—" He secrambled
up with the evident intention of hurl-
ing himself at the cheery Bob, hitting
out right and left,

“8top that, Smithy ("
FHarry Wharton sharply.

“My esteemed and idiotic Smithy 1™
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram_Bingh.

The Bounder did not heed. He was
on the point of hurling himself at Bob,
when  Wharton and  Johony . Bull

rabbed him by the arms and dragged
i back.

“Let go!” velled the Bounder, strug-
g]iﬁlﬁ- fiercely. i :

re you ing to kee utet *"
énmnnducf ’Whg‘rjmﬁ P

“No, you fool !’

“Then we'll jolly well keep you
quict !" said the captain of the Remove
'g&miv. “You ought to be jolly well

_teE] for g[a ing the goat last night,
Smithy; and i iﬂﬂ fancy that anybody
is going to stand your airs and graces,
i';?“';'.? got to guess again, see’

M .

“Will you let gof?” yelled Vernon-
Bmilh,

L E] Hﬂ 1‘“

The Bounder struggled. He was &
sturdy fellow, and not emsy to hold.
But the two fellows who had hold of his
arms were quite able ta deal with him
:ingﬁ, and together they were too much
for the angry Bounder. They held on

sat down in the Remove

rapped out

Pin

_ceeded in stopping the show,
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to his arms with a vice-like grip, and
Smithy struggled and wrenched in vain

T o T, sl i
& two junjors, grinung, lesned on
the pessage wall. gn‘iith:.r had to lean

between them. The other fellows Inoked
on, chuckling. Bmithy had not suc-
w, Ha had
only succeeded in adding himseif to the
audience, at close guarters. The wire.
less wae squealing and shrigking within
gix feat of him, as Browney twiddled
dials, : _

“*You rotters !’ panted the Bounder,

“Dear man!” said Bob., "Smithy
wants us to remember how nige he is, 1n
the hols, and.make us miss him 1"

*“#a, ha, hal"

“I'll give you a tiick car cach to take
home for the hols1” yelled the Bounder,

“Gomng to.whop us all, one after
another?” azked Johomy Bull, sarcas-
Lically.

“Yes, you rotter ! 1

“Well, we'll try to survive it!"” said
Johony., “Just new, though, you're
going to shut up and keep quiet, dand. if
you don’t stop wriggling, yvou’ll get your
head tapped on the wall. That won't
do your smoky headache any good.™

The Bounder wrenched zsavagely.

“Chuele it, Smithy!” said Harry
Wharton.

Smithy's answer was another savage
wrenéh, :
“Tap !

His head 'tupzm] on the passage wall
behind him, rather hard, With an eche
inside the head, a  tap. outside was

At a logse end, as usual,
Bunter has got to hook on

t6o someone for the hols,
And who better than the son
of a millionaire ?

Pt P Pl Py P e i P N P P P P e e e e

painfuyl. The Bounder spluttered wiih
rage, b he ceased to wreneh. He did
not want another tap!

“Getting on to it!™ said Browney,
cheerily. “We'll soon have it through.”

eal ! S?u&ak[ Buzz! went the
wireless merrily.

Herbert Vernon-Smith leaned on the
wall, his arms held as in & pair of vicea
hiz engry scowling face & startling con-
trast {o the grinnming faees around him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Stariling Announeement !

13 SAY, you fellows ™
Billy - Bunter rolled out of
Study Na. 7. There was & rather
pecvish expression on  Bunter's
fat face. Ile blinked at Browney
through his big spectacles with a dis-

approving biink.
gueal!  Squeak! Iowl! went the
wireless, Thera scemed to be a liitle

atmospberical frouble going on some-
where. Stations did not secem easy to
get. Wild squeals and unmusical howls
seémed only too easy.

*1 say, you fellows, I don't like that
staff 1 eaid Billy Bunter. “Turn on
something & bit jollier, Browney I”

" Fathead 1

“Well, you call a fellow names,” said
Hilliy Bunter warmly, “but I can jolly
vielﬁ It;ﬂll you, I don't like that classical
stuff,

"Ha, ha, ha 1” Feiied tha juniors, and
even the Bounder's scowling face broke
1inta & momentar T,

Tha fat Owl c-g e Remove blinked

3

in surprise. He had not, so far as he
wal awarer made a joke.

“Blessed if I gee nuzﬂh'mg to ocackle
at 1” he said Erﬂ'ﬂﬂg:. # 1f that's Debussy,
I don'e like 1t—

“*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Or Kbdrsakoff, or whalever it isl”
said Bunter. “Turn it off, Browney, old
chap. Hea if you can get Hen:yeﬁu.ll’a
band, or something decent like that.”

“You howling ass!” gasped Bob
thﬁ;'rri “Browney's tuning in to a
station, and hasn’t got anvthing yet.”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Sounda jolly

“Oh[” said Bunter.
classical to me. I'm Lﬂlly well not stay-
ing ta listen to it,. ¥ know that. I say,
you fellows, scen Smithy 7

. There was ancther howl of laughter
in the Hemove passage—of which Billy
Bunter again failed to spot the onnse.
Bmithy was standing leanidg on the

‘wall ‘between Harry Wharton and
Johnny Bull, about ten feet from
Bunter. The short-sighted Owl of the

Remove did .not observe him there.”
*Oh, don’t cackle every:time a fellow
opens his- mouthi!” exeleimied Bunter.
“F say, T want to see Smithy—it’s rather
important. JKnow whether he's in his

“He was ten minutes ago ! said Bob,
chuckling. :

“*“Ha, ha, ha :

‘Sm_lt-‘hj_'. did not speak.. If Bunter
wanted him, he did not want Bunter,
and he was in too deep a state of angry
exasperation to be amused.

“Well, let a chap pass,” said Bunter.
"I'd better go and sce if he's there.
Don’t bleck the passage. 1'd befter
speak to Smithy about Easter. He's
rather keen oh my coming home with.
him for the hols, you know.” . :

. “Is he " asked Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. qumte entertained by the expression
on the face at his side.

“Oh, yes!" said Bunter. “Fairly
hunting & chap lately. I'm not sure
that I shall go. These new-rich people
are hardly up to my standard, you
Enow. They splach their money about
—but money ain’t everything, though
Smithy thinks it s.*

* Ha, ha, ha1” shricked the juniors,

Whether Herbert Vernon-3mith really
wanted Bunter for the holidays was ex-
tremely  doubtfnl. But after hearing
ihis, it was not doubtful how the
Bounder would trcat any attempt on
Bunter's part to hook on for Kaster.
Still happily unaware that he was
31&&1:]113‘ i the Bounder's hearing, the

wl of the Remove rattled on;

“"His father's coming down for him
to-morrow in Lhe usuml whacking ear,
vour know—he can't go home by train,
like any other fellow! They lile splash-
ing that big car about.  1'm not at all
sure that I shall care to be seen in it.
1 mean to say, it gives a fellow like
Smithy a leg-up to have a chap like
me home for the holidays, but where do
I come in?”

“Ha, ha, ha '

Vernon-3mith
But Wharton an
tighter than ever.

ad  they relcased Smithy at that
moment. his look indicated thoat there
might have been battlé, murder, and
sudden death, in the Remove passage.

“atill, 1 might give Smithy a few
days!” said Bunter gencrously, “I can
stand his peovle for that. I fhink I
will, if he's eivil about it. I say. vaou
fellows, let a chap paes—I want to get
to Smithy’s study.”

The grinning Removites cleared a way
for Bunter. As he had fo pass Smithy
to get to Smithy's study, they were
rather entortained ko see the effect on
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-study ™

ave a berrific wronel.
Jaohnny Bull beld him



4

him when he spotted the Bounder, and
found that Smuthy had heard all his
cheery remarks.

Bunter rolled down the passage.

“0Oh!” he ejaculated suddenly, as he
came abreast of the spot where Smithy
stood betwéen Wharton and Johnny
Bull. “Oh! Oh erikey I

“Ha, ha, hal?

Billy -Bunter’s little round eyes almost
lm%lped through his big round spectacles
as he blinked at Herbert Vernon-Smith,
'The expression on Smithy's face showed
what Bmithy would have been doing at
that moment lrad his hands been free.

“0h! Ts—is—is that you, Smithy ™™
gasped Bunfer. “I—1 say, I—I never
saw you—I didn't mean—"

“Will you rotters let go my arms?”
hissed Llhe Bounder.

“I—1 say, Smithy, old chap—" stut-
tered Bunter.

Smithy made another effort to break
aWRY. e was held, but his effort was
so terrific; that the three junmiors rocked.

Billy Bunter jumped away, and turned
to retreat to his own study. The look
on Smithy’s face quite banished an
desire on his part to interview the mil-
lionaire's son about the Easter holidays !

Fortunately for Bunter, the Bounder
could not get looss, DBut 1f e could not
vse hiz hands, he could use his feet.

He lashed out with & boot, a3 Bunter
rebroated, and there was & fearful crash
as  that t landed on tha tightest
trousers at Greyiriars School.
“Yarooooh | roared Bunter,

Hy' flenw.

e, i::_aﬂ' chortled Bob Cherry.
fWell kicked, sirt”

“Ha, ha, hal®

dEill;.r Bunter pluvged headlong  for-
W toppled over, and clutched wildly
at the nearest fellows for support. One
arm went ronnd Peter Todd’s neck—
the other caught on Fisher T, Fish, Bub
only for & moment did Toddy and Fishy
sugtain Billy Bunter's uncommeon weight.
They stoggered over, and went—and
over them went Bunter sprawling.

“0w 1Y p’::asped_lhmtem

“Wow I epluttered Toddy
i "l";i"il"aka snakes!”  velled Fisher T.
11811,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared all the rest of
the Removites.

*Ow! I say, vou fellows—wow !
Billy Bunter sat up blindly, “Ow! Oh,
erikey. I'm sitting on something sharp
iy Fis . a Bob

nly Fishy's nose!"™ gaspe ob.

“¥a, ha, hal*

“Aw! Wake snakes! Wowl
my face!® shriecked Fisher T. Fish.
“Aw, great gophers! Tl tell a man,

this is fierce ! E .
Tigsher T.

oW L

Billy Bunter rolled off. |
Fish's transatlantic nose was thin and
hony and sharp, and Bunter did not
like sitting on it. Still less did Fisher
T. Fish like Bunter sitting on it !

He clasped it with both hands, Tt
felt as if it had been driven through his
bony head like a nail ]

“ Aw, carry me home to die!” grnan{:r]
Tisher T. Fish, “You pie-faced geck:

ou wait o shake of a mosquito’s eye-
ids, till T gerrup! If I don’t make
|:-nta.tq-sera;pmga of vou—"

“Beast 1" gasped Bunter.

He did not wait & shake of 8 mos-

aito’s eyelids. He did not wait at all.

¢ bolted into his own study, evidently
having no desire to be made potato-
scrapings of. Fisher T, Fish was left
eoressing his bony nose in anguish.

% Hallp, hallo, hallo! Here 1t comes!”
exelaimed Bob Cherry, as the squeals
and squeaks faded off at last and a voice

cmerged from the radio. i
* Cheerio, Smithy, old manl” saud
Browney. “We're pgotting the news
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now! Listen-in, old bean, -and put on
a smile [”

“I'll kick your rotten wireless the
length of the passage!” emarled the
Boundar, Smithy's temper was boiling,
and there was no doubt that he would
have been as good as his word had he
héer; free to wmake his angry words
goad. :

“Will you?” said Johnny Bull. ~I
think mnot, old beanl "Hold him,
Wharton ¥ ,

“Iyo got him 1 answered the captain
of the Remove.

“¥ou rotters!” yellod tho Bounder,
crimson with rage. “*Will you let me
go?  I’ll fight the pair of you, and
willing 17

“¥ou'll find one at & time cnough
when you get going!"” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “But we're not
scrapping  now, old man! We're
listeming-n I

“¥ou cheeky rotters!. Til—-I'[l—*
‘The’ Boundér choked with rage.

* Bhut up, Smithy | Can't listen-in
while you're blowing off- gas!” said
Tom Brown. |

”C}':uﬂt-, old thing, 1f you don’t want
snother tap " said Johnny Bull.

“Yau rotter—"

Tap !

0w I

“Plenty more if .you want them !”
said Johnny.

The Bounder stood, panting. The

wireless was going quite well now, and

the announcer's voice came <learly with
it carefully high-elass accent ! )

Veornon-Bmith  wag
strength “for, ancther despervate wrench,
when stiddenly he stood gquite still, as if
turned to stone by the words that recled
ol the radio:

“The attempt on the lifle of Mr
Samuel Vernon-Smith, the well-known
financier———"

A buzz of atmosphezics intermapled.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Blow for the Bounder !

UZLEZZ 1 came the atmospherics,

Faintly through the buzz came

a trace of the annobneing voice,
but no words could be caught.

Harry Wharten and Johnny Bull re-
Jeased the Bounder immediately,  All
eyes were on Smithy, The Rounder
stood petrified, his face white as chalk,
He scemed hardly to breathe,

A mioment aEl} he had been raging.
That had vanizshed on the instant at the
spund of his father's name on the radio.

Few fellows would have suspected the
hard, cynical Bounder of being &n
affcctionate son. But fellows whe %me
hitn well knew that there was a soft
spot in his hard heart. The look on his
face now made the fellows exchange un-
casy glance:. He looked like a fellow
stricken to the very heark.

Buzzzzz | went the wireless,

Browney was making slmost frantie
efforts  to pot it elear, bub the
atmospherics were too sirong for him,

“My father!” The words came
quivering frem the Bounder's tremblin
I “Did—did you fellows hear——'

“Borry, old men!” =aid Harry
Wharton awkwardly.

“Sorry, old chap!” murmured
Johnny %u]i. X

Vernon-8mith did not heed them, He
ran towards Tom Brown—certainly not
now with any intention of kicking his
wireless mlong the passagel

“Can’t you get it he panted. “For
mircy's sake let me hear what the
man's saying—Browney, old man, it's
my father—>"

“J1 know, old fellow 1” muttered Tom

gathering his

Brown. “But, look hers, he aaid
‘ attempt ’—Euu all heard that—only an
attempt—
wzzzzy |
“Buck up, old chap, it's coming1*

It came—but the aniouncer’s voice
when it came clear sgain, had pﬂﬁu‘ﬁ!
on 4o another item of news,

Vernon-Smith clenched his handa
desperately.

‘The words he had heard were echoing in
hig cars—" The attempt on the life of Mr.
Bamuel Vurnan-ﬂmigl, the well-known
financiex——" His father! And there
was ng more to he heard! An attempt
on hig father's life—and he was left in
the dark as to the rest!

The

The Bounder groancd aloud,
hard case of the Remove, the scape-
grace of the school, the fellow who
would have been sacked had.the Head
known of his exploits of only the
previons night, the sportsman who
prided himself on being as hard as steel
all through, was utterly knocked over
The anxiety of 1t was too much even
for the Bounder's iron nerve,

Harry Wharton touched him on the
shoulder,

Smithy looked at him almost wildly.

“The telephone, old chap ! eaid
IHarry guickly. “Quelch will let you
use his phone if you tell hiin—"

“Oh!” The Bounder ghsped. “Yea!
Thanks!” He turned and ran te the
staire,. He had becn too knocked over
to think, but he caught on to the sug-
gestion at onee. _

GF“PMI old Smithy " murmured Bdb
1CTTY.

*Is that chap fond of his father?
sald' Bolsover major, “Blessed if I
should have thought he was fond of
anvbedy

“He {Dﬂkﬂd it 1 said Harry Wharton

1:1r:|.'i§+
“Poor old Smithy!” said Frank
MNugint softly.

Tom Brown shut off the
Nobody  wanted anything  else now.
The juniors had grave faces as they
discussed that startling announcement
on the radio and its effect on Herbert
Vernon-Smith, All angry feelings were
qluite forgotten. A few minutes ago
the ang‘] hot-headed Bounder had
been hu’j m & hostile grip, and the
Famous FFive had been booked for m
series of “seraps”™ with him! Nobody
wantod to remoember that now., All the
fellows were anxious 1o lwear what the
Bounder -learned on the telephone—
whether his father was safe or not,

Vernon-Smith fairly flew across the
landing and down the Remove stair-
GRSE.

Coker of the Fifth was coming up the
lower stairs, and he frowned at -the
right of & Remove junior “ racing about

witelbss,

the place™; a gmeeeding of which
Coker of the ifth distinetly disg-
approved.

“ Look here—" began Coker loudly.
He got no further.

The Bounder barged inta him,
shouldering him ont of the way, and
Horace Coker went over on the stairs,
with & erash and a roar

Smithy was past him and racing down
the staircasze in & twinkling.

Coker rolled down two or three steps
hefore he clutched at the banisters and

stopped.

'FF?[ hat I gasped Coker. “'Why,
I—I—1'1—"

But the Remove fellow was gone. He
cleared the staircase before Coker was
on his feet, and he was rushing for
Aasters’ studies as if he were on the
cinder-path, .

At the corner Mr. Prout stood, in
majestic conversation with Mr, Capper.



Both the masters stared at Vernon-

Bmith as he came breathlessly up.

“ Boy | boomed Prout.

Bmithy heeded the master of the

Fifth no mora than he had heeded
between

ker. He shot tha two
masters,

Capper stepped beck in time, But
the stout Prout wes slow to move

Bmithy's elbow banged on his well-filted
waistcoat as he passed, Pruut!, splutter.
g, staggered: ngainst the wall,

*Upon my word 1" gasped Mr, Prout.
*Upon my word "

Smithy raced on.
. He reached Mr. Quelch’s door. With.
out pauatng]'!.t-u knock, he tore the door
open and Bew into his Form-master's
study.

Mr. Quelch, at his writing-table, had

1
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proesence, without a word, was o thing
that had never happened before.
“ Vernon-Smith I gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Quict |” panted the Bounder.

“Wha-a-t?" stultered the Remove
master,

“ Keoep quict, will yoy 7

Mr. Quelch wondered whether he were
dreaming this. A boy of his Form was
grabbing his telephone under his eyes
and telling him to keep quiet. Henry
Samuel Quelch stood transfixed,

“0Oh, guick—quick!” panted the
Bounder info the mouthpiece. “ et me
through nick ! It's my father's
number! Quick! Oh, quick!”

But it was a trunk esll, and the
Bounder had to wait. Seventy or eighty
miles lay between Greyfriars E-nionl
and the house in Courtman SBguare,
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they were starting, sud he turned his
face hurriedly away, :

Mr. Quelel’s thunderous - brow
cleared.

“You way telephone, Vernon-SBmith,"
he said quietly. And he went back to
his table, and laid dewn the csne.

The. receiver was -elam to the
Bounder's esar. Ha fo Mr. Quelch
—he forgot everything but his feverish
desire to hear. He wonld not have
stirred, had the school burst into fAanves
round . him.  Minutes — conturies —
crawled by. A low, unconscious mman
fe from the Bounder’s lips; and the
Remove master’s face was ptranga in its
expression 85 ho locked at him, This
was the “bad hat " of his Form—ithe
scapegrace who had tried his patience
sorely—whom he more than suspected

I
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As Vernon-Smith almed & kick at the portable wireless-set, Bob Cherry grabbed his ankleuand forced him to loss his balance,

**Fake & pew, 0ld man, and joln In the happy eircle,’ he said, with a eheary grin, ** We'll s00n be geiting the news |

a pen in his hand, correcting Latin
apers, As his door crashed open, and
- Yernon-Bmith tore in, the Remove
master gave & jump, and blots scattered
from his pen.

' Mr, %Halﬂh abhorred blots. He would
give a Remove man linea for blots. Ha
comld -not pive himself lines, of course!
Heo rose to his feet, staring ‘at the
Bounder in thunderous wreth,
“Vernon-3mith 1" he roared.

Even his Form-master’s voice passed
unheeded. Leaving Mr. Quelch to glare
and thunder, Vernon-B8mith jumped &t
the telephone and grabbed the receiver
off the hooks. He shouted a number
inte the transmitter.

Mr. Queich viewed that prmeeding
almost dizzy with astonishment an
wrath. Remove fellows were allowed,
on rare and urgent occasions,  to use
that telephone on a special and respect-
ful request to Quelch. ‘Bometimes they
used - it unpermitted when Queleh wan
safe off the scene.
rush - into the study
instrioment  in ' his

and handle the

Form-master's

But for a fellow to

Londoen. Herbert Vernon-8mith stood
trembling with impatience and snxiety,
Every second that he had to wait was
a century to him.

Mr. Quelch, for several long moments, J

stood staring at bim like & man in'a
trance ! He woke from that trance,
however, caught up s care from his
table, and strode towards the Bounder.

“Vernon-Smith! What—"

“It'a" my father, s=ir!” Had ths
Bounder been through he would not
have taken any heed of Mr. Quelch had
tha cane been crashing on his shoulders.
But he had to wait, and he spoke.

Mr. Quelch lowered the cane.

“Your father?"' he repeated.

“Yen, yosl”

“Do you mean that you have had
bad news, Vernon-Smith—that your
father 1s il 1"

“He may be dead, for all I know!"

The Bounder choked, -and his voice

died in lis throat. Even -at that
moment he bhated to let anyone- sea the
teers in. his eves: and he koaw that

of having earned expulsion over and
over again. Was this the hard, cool,
cynical Bounder, the fellow who broke
bounds, and defied authority, and re-
oiced ' in his dubious reputation—this
white-faced bhoy trombli 83 e
listoned for a sound over the wires—
hardly able to restrain the sob that
was shaking him? Mr. Quelch's severe
%qm softened very nwuch as he gazed at

1ITY.,

“Larkin! Is that you, Larkin?®"
Mr. Quelch was awaré that Larkin was
the butler at Mr. Vernon#mith's town
house. “Larkin—my father !

“Is that Master Herbert "

“Yes, 7yes, yes! My father”
shricked the Bounder. ‘

" Here, Master Herbeort -

“ What-—what 1" the Bounder stam-
mered.. “ What—="*

Another veice caine through,

“Herbert! Is that you, Herbert?
What the dooce are you ringmg up for

—whet 1"

“Father!"” stammercd Bmithy,
Tue Muoxer Lisgary.—No. 1.522.
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He could say no more for a moment.
Mr. %m:ﬂch quictly left the study. Mr.
Quelch was a taciful gentleman, and he
would not stay there and witness the
tears runiyng in a stream down the
cheeks of 2 Remove man,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Eseape !

1 ATHER " ;
The Bounder spoke again,
aiter a moment or two, Tho

emotion that shook him, like
4 rexd in the wind, camo as & surprise
to himself; and he hated to lose his
self-confrol. If his cheeks had ever
been wet with tears before, he' could
not remember the time. But those
jong minutes of torturing anxtety, and
the relief of heaving his father's voice
on tho telephone, had been too much
for tho Bounder. ‘The receiver was
shaking in his hand. ]
“ Father, you're all right?”
“Eh? Yea!' What the dooce—"
came Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith's sur-

rised voice. *'Is anything the matter,
Tarbert "7 _
“Tsn’t 16, true?” panted Bmithy.

“ Haven't -vou been in danger ™
‘“Eh? Yes! How could you know?
How the dickens have you got wind
of it; Herbert? Tow the dooce do you
know anything about it?"”

“You're not hurt i

"Nﬂ.h ]

“0Oh, thank Heaven for that!” said
the Bounder. was afraid—I—I
was horribly afraid-——"" He broke off,

“My dear Dboy!” Mr. Vernon-
Smiith's rather strident voice had an
unususlly eoft note. Had he been able
to sece hia son, he would have been
startled; but he could guess a good
deal, from the faltering voics over the
wires, “My dear Herbert, 1 never
dieamed you could have heard. It
ligppened only this afterncon—a fow
hours sinco. I suppose it will be in
the late editions of the evening papers,
but you can't have seen—-=-—"

“1 heard it on the radio—"’

“Oh! Then surcly you knew I was
safe ™

“MTha rotten thing cut of before I
knew! All I knew was that there had
been an attempt on your life.”

"0Oh, my dear boy——"

“Hardly ten minutes age. I pgot
|]11.'4:.~:1:|Sh az quick as I ecould.,” Tha
Beounder was calmer now, “Whet's

happened, father?”

“ A bullet through my hat, Herhert—
that's all. Total damage, two guineas
for & new hat,” answered the million-
BiTE.

“You wera fived on—

“That's it—in my ¢ar from a win-
dow. A few inches lower, and it would

L

THE MAGNET

have been a different atory. But &
miss iz as good as a mile, Herbert.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith's woice waa per-
fectly cool. It was evident that his
narrow escapé had not shaken bim
in the least.

“RBut who—what—why—=""
the amazed Bounder. ‘

“Geodness knows! The police have
the ‘matter in hand, of course, but—""

“Have they pot the man?”

1) hﬁq FF .

“He's knowp—" - -

“MNot in the least. Nobody saw him.
Ho got away at tho hack of the house,
leng before he eould be got at. But
I've no doubt he will bo caunght. Sure
to be,” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith, “ Don't
Yo ira BNXious, my boy. I was not
even touched; but I had to miss an
appointment in the City—that was the
worst of it. I cau afford a new haet™
The millionaire chuckled. ;

" “But  why, father? exclaimed
Smithy. “Why zhould anvhody—"

“We'll find that ont when they get
the man, Herbert. My own hbelief is
that scme mistake was made. The
men must have heen after somebody
else, and let me have it in error.
That's really the only tlung ‘I can
think.”

“You've got no enemy '’ ‘

Mr. Vernon-Smith chuckled agein,

“A man doesn’t rule the reoost n
the City for twenty years, Herbert,
without making enemies, and plenty of
then:,” he answered. ' But my sort of
enemies don't handle guns. City
utethods are quite different from those
on a Wild West film, my boy, Plenty
of men up here would like to ses me
crash, but most of them would be
frightened of a loaded firearm.”

“But why, then—"

“ A mistake, my boy—a mistake. I'm
sure of it. Bome disgruntled fool pot-
ting st the wrong man.”

“If wyou're sure of thet, ded—-*
gaid the Bounder, immensely relieved.

“Well, I feel pretty sure, Herbert.
No other way of accounting for it, I
think. I never thought of you getting

panted

the news—and only part of it, at that
—or I'd have rang up, o eourse,
Don’t you worry, my boy. It's all

over, and they'll get the man to-night,
or to-morrow, anyhow.”

The Bounder breathed more freely.

"You'ra coming down to-morrow for
break-up, as arranged ' he asked,

* Certainly I'?

“You think it's safe, Father " asked
Vernon-Smith, with a recurrence of
doubt. .

Thera was a snort on the telephonea.

“PDon't be a young sss, Herbert! Do
vou think your father would show the
white feather, if there were & gunman
sticking at every window between
London and Greyfriars? IHuh!™

“But you think it's safel”

AIRCRAFT'S GREAT OFFER ! g2

“I Lknow it is.
Don’t yom worry,

my boy. I shall see
DOUBLE-BARRELLE]L 22500 oo s bye, "B o
BREAK~-BACK . " to bn Shaie) beﬁ: o °F
e quickty, Take ‘"Good -bye
I diate  ad- 3 '

GUNS = ' |l

~  straight.

of  9-16in. bore.
barrels 1

amazing offer and
learn to
These guns
ara fully 26din. long with
Twin steel
o nished usual ' gun-

black.'" Two halr-apring triggers
will fire each barrel separately or

The Bounder
hung up, and step-
ped away from the
telephone. He shot
s swift glance to-
wards Mr. Quelch’s
table.

shoolk
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Dxford Btreet,

to him to szee that
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Quelch was not there. Any display cf
cmotion was =ateful and irritating to
the Bounder, and he knew what Quelch
would, have secen, had he remained
in the study.

Anxicty was over now, It seemed to
him that Mr. Vernon-Smith must be
right, and that the attempt mmst be
due to some mistake of identity—some
half-cvacked fool with a gun, pothing
at the wrong man. IHe could imagine
no reason why any man should make
an attempt on the millionaire’s life. Tt
was an immensa relief to his mind.
And now that he was no longer
anxious, he was intensely annoyed by
the emotion he had shown—of which
Queleh must have scen something, #nd
which the Remove fellows could mnos
have failed to see.

o mado a grimace as he locked into
Mr. Queleh’s mirror. There wera
treces on his face, of which mo son
necd have been ashamed, bot of which
the eynical Bounder was very much
ashamed indeed.

Vory carefully hie dabbed away thoso
fracesy and he hated himsclf for a
tell-tale redness that he could not re-
move froin his evelids. If any fellow
fancied that he bhad been blubbing, he
was ready to hit oub at the frst word.

A 'booming voice from the passage
reached Lis ears—the wrathy voice of
the master of the Greviriara Fifth,

*Buch disrespect, Quelech—such un-
mannerly  disrespect—rushing by a
master, sir, actually colliding with me,
almost causing me to lose my belance.”

“I heg you to excuse the boy, Mr,
Prout., He appears fo have had alarm-
ing news from home, and was anxious
for his father—"

“0Oh, in that case——"" Prout's boom
died away.

“Old mzs I muttered the Baunder.

My, Quelch came back into the study.

Hoa glanced inquiringly at Herbert
Vernon-Smi
“I hope you have heard good news,

my boy 1" he said. ,

“¥es, thank you, sirl®> answered
Smithy. “I'm sorry I rushed in like
that, but—but I heard on the radio that
my father had been in danger. I hope
you will excuse me, sir.”

“Cartainly, eeMainly, Vernon-Smith |
Vornon-8mith ia well, I hepe?”’

“Oh, yes, sir; he wasn't hurt, as it
turnz out.”

“I am glad to hear it.” :
The Bounder lefé the study. Mr.
Queleh’s face was unusually benign in
its expression, and Smithy wondered
lwow much he had scen. He could have
kicked himself as he went down the

passage and strolled into the Rag.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Just Llke Smithy !

13 ALLO, hallo, hallol Here's
H Smithy "
Harry Wharton & Co. wers

in tha when the Bounder
came in. A crowd of other follows were
there, and they all looked st ¥ernon-
Smitl:. )

The Famons Five stared a little,
They remembered the Bounder's frce
when he heard that startling snnounce-
ment on the radio—and how he had
rushed headlong down the stairs. The
change in him now was amazing. He
sauntared into the Rag with hia hands
in his pockets, a ¢ool grin on his face—
evidently the old Bounder onee more,

“You got thm:jgﬁt, Smithy 1" asked

the captain of the Remove.
“Eh? Oh, wes!” drawled the
Bounder. "“Quelch was good enough



to let me use his phonel Not a bad
old bean, is he 1"

“Quite a good old bean,” said Harry
quietly. “Is that all 7"

“Yes, that's all.”

“1-suppose you've had news of your
fathor, gmithl? 1" asked Frank Nugent,
staring blankly at the Bounder.

“Oh, yes, I had a chat with him over
the wires, It seems that some potty ass
Lkuaocked his hat off with a bullet meant
for somebody else. It's all right,”

yawned Emi_thﬁ. “They'd have said
ro oni the wireless, if that rotten con-
traption of yours was any good,

Browney.”

Tom Brown gave him a look.

“Can’t help atmospherics,” he said.
" And you got the mnews, anvhow,
Bmithy.”
_“¥es; it was quite an interestin’
item—fearfully execitin’, in fact,” said
Vernon-Smith, “But I've still got ny
headache; and if you're not kickin’
up that awiul row in the passage any
more, ['ll go up to study.”

“¥ou. can go and eat coke!" an-
swered Browney.

“HBtorm in & feacup—what?"” re-
marked Bkinner. “No need to tﬁn off
at the deep end as you did, Smithy.”

“Did I said Smithy, with a rather
da;n%amua look at Skinner.

“1 hear that you barged Coker over

on the stairs," said Bob Cherry. “The
dear man's raging.”
. "The fool was in the way ! said the
Bounder carclessly, “I  stopped a
minute to I:-ar%:a him over—thers was no
special hurry.

Harry Wharton smiled. He could
roadd 1n the Bounder's face what

ernon-ASmith honed no one ecould read
there, and what he would have hated
te admit.

Smithy gave lhnm a dark lock, and
turned to the deor again. As he went
out Billy Bunter rolled in.

Bunter blinked &t him inguisitively
through his big spectacles. He gpinned
&s the Bounder passed him scowling.

"I say, vou fellows!” gasped Bunter,
as Bmithy disappeared into the pas-
gage outside. I say, did you sece
Smithy ? I say, he's been blubbing I**

“Bhut up, you fat ass!” grunted
Johnny Bu&

“0h, really, Bull——"

f‘Riu%' off, you burbling bloater!™
said Bo

“(h, really, Cherry! I say, I could
jolly well see it—he's been blubbing !”
grinned Bunter. " Fancy Smithy blub-
bing! He, he, he!”

A figure reappeared in the doorway
behind Bunter. Perhaps the Bounder
ad lingered to hear any remarks that
followed his departure. Anrvhow, he
had heard Bunter.

The expression on his faee, as he
glared at the back of Billy Bunter’s
fat head, was quite alarming.

“Shut up, you dummy!” exelaimed
Harry Wharton hastily.

*“Shan't 1" retorted” Bunter independ-

ently. “I can tell you fellows, Bmithy
has been blubbing? Has Quelch been
licking him, or whatt BAY

Yarooooh 1"

A boot [fairly crashed on tha fat Owl
of the Remove, and he spun across the
Rag, with & wild yell, and landed on
hiz fat hands and kneea.

“Ow! Wow! Yoo-hooooop
Bunter. * Who—what—1 eay,
fellowg——¥arocooocooop "

“Hsa, ha; hal”

“Ow! Oh erikey. I say—— Wow]
Yow [” 'roared Bunter, as the Bounder,
Eellowing him up, kicked agsin, and
yot againl

"1 ¥

roared
you
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“Hold on, Smithy !” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.
" The infuriated Bounder did not hoed.
He kicked again and agsin, snd Billy
Bunter roared with anguish.

“Stop that!” shouted the caplain of
the Remove. And as Vernon-Bmith
gave no attention, he rushed forward,
grasped the Bounder by the shoulder,
and dragged him forcibly back ftom
the sprawling and yelling Owl.

Tho Bounder turned on him like a
tiger and struck out. His fist crashed
on Wharton's chest, and sent him spin-
ning backwards.

The captain of the Remove went full
length on the floor with a bump.

“You mad ass, Bmithy | shouted Bob
Cherry, his oyes blazing.

B“I.l'kfﬂu cheeky rotier ! bawled Johnny
il

Unheeding, Vernon-8mith turned to
Bunter again. Apparently he had not
finished with that fat youth. That,
however, was hia little mistake—he had.
The Co. rushed forward as one man and

‘collared him.

“Hands off, you cads!” -yelled the
Bounder, struggling.

“Dw!l I sav, yvou fellows, keep him
off 1" yelled Bunter. *1 say, I didn’t
know the beast was listening—ow |
only said he wds blubbing—wow ! And
g0 he jolly well was—yow-ow-ow |”

The Bounder made a fierce effort to
got at the Owl of the Remove, red with

rage. Instead of which, he was swung
off his feet in the grasp of four pairs
of hands. Harry Wharton staggered

up, ﬁ:mting'. A gquarter of an hour ago
he had been full of sympathy for
Smithyv—now he strode towards
with elenched fistz and blazing ayes.
“You cheeky cad " he roared.

“"You meddlin® fool 1™ rotorted the
Bounder.

“Chuck him out!¥ enapped Johnny
Bull.

“1I say, vou fellows—ow! I say—
wow [¥ spluttered Buntar,

The Bounder struggled furiously. But
the four Roemovites swung him to the
doorway, heaved him vp, and sent him
spinning in the passage. He sprawled
there in & spluttering heap.

“MNow come back and have eome
more, you cheeoky fick [¥ bawled Johnny

kil
“The morefulness will be terrific, my
csteemed rolten Smithy [ exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

him

“1 say, vou fellows, keep him out !

SUeR iy Bunter.,

‘Herbert Vernan-Smith staggered to
his feet, panting for breath. He made
a movement to come back into the
Rag; but the CJo. were standing ready
te collar him if he did, and he changed
his mind and turned awav. Breathless,
untidy and enraged, he tramped to the
stairs and went i’l‘lf
_ Coker of the Fifth was on the land-
lniwmh his friends, Potter and Greene.
Coker was talking—his usual state!

“Barged me over | said Coker., “A
cheeky Remaove tick barging a Fifth
Form man over! I hear that he's had
some bad newa from home. If that's
true, I'll let him off—a chap can be
sympathetic, but—"

Vernon-Smith scowled at the Fifth
Form men as he reached the landing,
He did not want sympathy from Horace
Coker, or anyone else.

“0Oh, here you are!” hooted Coker.
“Now, look here, young Bmith——*

“QOh, shut up !” yapped the Bounder.

“¥ou barged me over!” roared
Coker, “Hee?! Now I want to know
T‘r'hj"—"'—"

“Wh

shouldn’t I barge over a silly
fool w

got in the way?” asked the

-
£

Bounder coolly. "I'll barge vou over
again if vou shove into My WAy again,
you silly fathead!™

That was enough for Horace Coker—
in fact, a little too much. He fairly
hurled himself &t the Bounder of
Greyfriars,
 Bmithy bhad asked for it. Now he got
it. He hit out savagely as Coker grasped
him, and there was a spurt of red from
Horace's nose. The next moment the
Remove fellow went spinning, and as
he spun, Coker's boot landed on him.

The next minute or two were wildly
exciting. Three Fifth Form men fol-
lowed Mmithy seress the landing, boot-
ing him. He dodged into the Remave
passage—Coker and Potter and Greene
after hini, still booting. Not till he
dodged into Study No. 4, and slammed
the door, did they give up the pursuit
and retire—feeling, justly, that that
cheeky young Remove tick had had a
jolly good lesson.

In his study, the Bounder scowled and
panted, and panted and scowled.

His headache had not been improved

v his hectic experiences; but worse
than that waz Bunter's gibe in the Rag
and the faet that the other fellows
knew. Anyhow, aoy fellow who re-
peated that gibe, had the worst trouble
tc expoct!

There was a tap at his door, and it
openad. He seowled blackly at Lord
Mauleverer’s face, as Mauly looked in.

“I say, old man——" began Mauly.

_His lordship got na fxlrt%.mr. A Lntin
dictionary came whizzing scross the
study, and Lord Mauleverer jumped
back barely iIn time. The volume
whizzed across the passage and erashed
on the wall.

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Mauleverer,
“What the jolly old dooce—"

He ceased to speak as Todhunier's
Algebra followed the Latin dictionary.
Ho shut the door promptly, and the
book crashed on the door and rolled on
the study floor, :

“Oh gad!" repeated the astonished
Mauly, and he went down to the Rag,
still in a state of great sstonishment.
Bmithy, no doubt, supposed that any
visitor fo lis study just then came to
spot signs of ' blubhing,” and he was not
in aI mood tnsmali'e ::'urﬂ{i

“I say, 1z Bmithy mnad 7 asked Lord
Mauleverer, when he urriv%:dpciln the
Rag. “I looked into his study to ask
him to supper this evening, and he
started buzzin' books at me1”

"“Ha, ha, ha I roared thé Removites.

“Well, it may be funny,” said Mauly,
“but I jolly well shan't go back and ask
him again!”

And the Bounder was not present at
the end-of-the-term supper in Mauly's
sindy that evening, and he was not
missed.  Probably he would not have
been very pood company.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunier Gets a Lift !

i BAY, vou fellows!™
“*Seat I

“If  that's
civil—"

“Blow away, Bunter|”

“You needn't be so jolly shirty
because 1 can't come with vou for the
hols, you fellows ¥ éaid Billy Bunter,
with a severe blink through his big
spectacles st the chums of the Remove.
"'ZEEE f_iafl; is, it can't be done.”

‘amous Five grzed &t Bunter.,
When that fat ancF fatuous vouth ran
Tre Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,522,
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themt down in the quad on breaking-up
day, they expected, naturally, to hear
anything -but this.

Bunter, as usuzl, was at a loose end
for the hols.

Az a matter of preference, he would
have gone to Mauleverer Towers; bub
Mauly’s uncle wax calling for Manly,
and if Mauly was soft, his uucle was not,
and there was nothing doing in that
direction, ; x

Smithy was said to be going on some
expensive and luxurious trip, . com-

any with some pals from Higheliffe

hool.” EBilly Buunter had lately had
somé littla froubles with Ponsonby & Co,
of Higheliffe, but he was quile willing
ta overlook that, or anything else, to
join up. But ¢ven Buuter, thongh he
wd & very hopeful nature, eutertained
little hope of hooking on to the Bounder
after the late scourrcnecs.

S0 he had fellen Imek, as it were, on
his old pals. And the Famous Five
expected to hear as much, and were
ready to reply with an emphatic nega-
tive,

Bi]l_-l_-' Bunter's remarks

uite hy surprise,
hat Eur';y. m]:i] all that,” went en Bunter
breezily, “but I really can’t manage it.
The fact is, & fellow so much sought
affer as I am has to ration his friends,
if you know what I mean”

“HBort of wrush for you—whati”
grinned Bob,

“That's it vxactly 1” assented Bunter.

iock them

“The exactiilncess is probably not
terrific ' murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Oh, veally, Tuky! Some Sixth Form
men want me, but I don’t know aboud
lols with seniors,” snid Bunter, shaking
his head. *“Too swanky, you know,
Hilton of the Fifth is rather keen on
my going to s place—Hilton Hall,
down in Devenshire, you know. I may
give him a look-in.”

“Baetter look out if you look in!” sug-
gested Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

*Then there's those St. Jim’s chaps,”

went on Buonter, unheeding.  “Tom
Merry's written me a jolly pressing
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letter. T'll let you fellows read it if
gou Hke.™

“0Oh, do!” esaid Harry Wharton.
“ Always glad to hear from Tom
Merry,™

“1 find T've loft it in my study. Then
D'Arey—that chap in the 8t. Jim's
Fouril, you know—he's rather a lisping
a3z, but he's got a very decent place
dewn in Hampshire; not up fo Bunier
Court, perbaps, but rathér decént. I
ought to give him a few days i I can.
Thera will be some rather bag things at
home, ton. I hear that zome of tha
royal dukes will be thore for week-ends,
30 I shall have to put in some time at
Bunter Court. I'm sovry if I seem fo
be letting you fellowe down

“Not at all ! said Harry Wharton
gravely, “BStick to vour roval dukes,
old fat bean. Wa never have dukes at
gll at Wharton Lodge—not even com-
mon -of gardehn onea.’

“I was trying to fix up a week for
yvou, old chap,” explamed Bunter,
“Then I thought I might make. it a
week-end. But I can't, and that's that.
[ hape you don't mind very much.”

* ALy dear old perpoise, we don't mind
at all!” assured the captain of the
Remove. “Not the least little bt i
the wide world.”

“Well, that's all right, then,” sail
Buntor. "I shouldn’t like ¥qu to think
I was forgetting humble friends, jusk
because I'm moving in vevy Ingh cireles,
I’'m no snob, I hope.”

“Oh crikey !

“Ho that's that,” said Bunter. *The
wimost I can do, Harry, old: chap, is to
ﬁi"fﬂ vou & day—just one day. Yoei

on't mind if I give you no nwiore than
that ¥"

“MNot at all; but I shall mind if you
give mo as much as that 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Have you finished your funny
story " asked Bob Cherry.

“Well, what I mean is, wo travel in
the same direction when we break up,™
zaid Bunter. **My idea is to drop In at
Wharton Lodge with you, Harry, and
go on to Bunter Court in the morning.
I don't want to let you down entirely,
but that's sll I ean promise.”
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Grand Souvenir Book

IIi

. 'i For KING and\

for Coronation Year

EMPIRE

This fascinating book is an faspiring
and permanent souvenir, In its 66
photogravure pages will be found a
bost of absorbing features and rgo
marvellous dlustrations that will help
yvou to understand Britain's just rule
over her bundreds of millions of
subjects,

A few of the comlents :
A MONARCH IN THE MAKING
MEN WHO RUN THE EMPIRE

THE ROYAL FAMILY ON THE
THRONE

EMPIRE PEOPLES OF EVERY
RACE

HOW WE HOLD THE EMPIRE

} A CRUISE ROUND THE
EMFPIRE

“Now,” remarked Johnny DBull,
“we've getting to the milk in the coce-
nut*

“Ha, ha, hal™

The chums of the Remove chucklad.
Billy Bumer's deep-laid and artiul
seheme was, rather unfortunately for
Bunter, as clear an glass to the fellows
he had “done ¥ so many times.

Oner installed at Wharton Lodge for
the fivst day of the holidays; the fat Owl
was not likely to be casy to disledge.

Traius could be lost; ankles conld he
spramned ; even serious illness might be
developed.  Bunter's dodges. wera in-
nunierable,

By the time Bunter was at the ond of
hia resources, the Greyfriars fellows
would be st the end of the Easter holis
dayvs, And that would be that!

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" said the fat Owl blinking at the
hilarions Five, “Ag I've said, that's all
I can do for you, Wharton. Now, what
framn are you catching

“Any train that you don't catch, old
fat man [

*Oh, don’t be an 2-&, you know 1" said
Bunter peevishly, " Bome of the fellows
ale going off quite early. Are you
going early 2™

M"Are you?"™ counter-questioned
Whayton,

“Well, yes”

“Then we'll go late.™

“Beant! I mean, I'm going railber
late;_u ".'s't}a.t’s tha ; d of mnyingi?”

“Lots of good, Mf youw're going late,
We'll jam into the ﬁr::t huﬂ-."gﬂ .

*“Ha, ha, ha [*

“Look Thers, you cheeky beast,™
roared Bunter, “if you mean thaet Ton
don't want me for the first day of the
hols—*" ]

“What a brain!* said the captain of
the Remove admiringlﬁ. “How do voy
o  thesa things, unteri You've
guessed it in one |”

“He, he, he!” Bunter decided to
take that remark as a joke. * Well,
look Leve, I'll be ready when you fellows

o, I'm an accommodating chap, and

th?m:r.:-mmudata you, see? That's all
vight"

“But 'm not an amummuﬂ&tinF
chap, and I can't aceommodata you,™
explained Wharton, “No accomnioda-
tion at Wharton Lodge. Stick to
royvalty, old fat bean, and leave us con-
tented: in our humble sphere.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“HBeast ' roared Bunter, a3z  tha
Famous Five walked away, laughing.

' The fat Owl cast a devastating blink
after them through his big spectacles,
His little schieme, deeply laid as it was,
did not look like being & winner.

Az he blinked muug the sunny guad,
the fat Owl spotted the Bounder.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith was looking
tuuch better-tempered that morming.
Having vecovered from his night out of
bounds, he was feeling fit, which made
o lot of diffetence. And he was looking
forward to seeing his father arrive.

His good-tempered expression encour-
aged Bunter—always hopeful. As a
matter of choice, he would rather have
rolled off in Mr, Vernon-Smith's whack-
ing car than have taken the train with
the Famous Five,

“1 say,.Bmithy 1" he squeaked,

The Bounder glanced round at him,
the good-tempered expression fading off
Ins face.

“Well ™ he yapped. ;

"I sav, your pater will be along
pretty early, won't he, in that magnifi-
cent car of his?™ said Bunter, “I hear
that I{wr al Redwing has let you down
for the hols and gone off by himself,”

“You hear & lot, don't you 7 said the
Bounder, his eyes glinting.
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“Ow! I say, you fellows—wow 1*
Yow-ow I"™ *“Aw! Wake snakes!

Bmithy, as a matter of fact, was rather
feeling the loss of his chum, whe had
gone 1o sea with bis sailor father for
the holidays, and had left o day or two
before  breskup  for  that  reason.
Nothing, howeter, would have induced
the Bounder of Greyfriars to adinit that
he felt that, or anything else.

I #Well, s0 I hear,” said Dunter.
"Gona QE on senie hilthy ship, or some-
thing, with that tarry-jack father of
s | HE-. he, he! Look here, Emlllw'
If vou'd like to give me a lift in your
pater’s cayr—-="

“1 wouldn't!™ z2aid the Bounder
briefly.
“I mean, they ecan't send the Rells

for me from Bunter Court,” explaived
the fat Owl, “The patec's got it to-
dav—he's had to go to Buckingham
Palace. 8o if vou could give we a lift,

T

The Bounder looked at him.

“If a lilt's all you want—" he said,
az if considering it.

*“¥es, rather, old chap ! sald Bunter
eagerly. “A lift as far as Loundon,
see? If T lost my train, I dare sav vou
:qu;d puk me up for the nght—just one
aighb ™

“1 couldn't give yvou a lift as far as
London,” said the Bounder, sheking
hiz head, “but I'll give you a 1ift as far
a5 I can™

*That's all right, old fellow.”
Ei]]} Bunfer rinned  with  glee.
Onee he was safely packed in  the

Vernon-3mith ecor, he considered that
ke could trust to his fat wits for the

rost.
“Let’s have this clear,” said the
Bounder. “You want me to give you

a lift as far as I can?®
“Yes, rather! That's it!”

“Well, I'll do that!” said Bmithy,
with o nod.

gasped Billy
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Bunter, *“Ow! Oh crike
Gerroff my fzce ! ** shrieked Fisher T.
man, this is flerce ! Wown!?™

He made a sudden grasp at Bunter,
andd twirled him routd.
The et Owl uttered a sgueak of

surprise,

“Ow! Legge! Wharrer you at, you
as:s?l‘j

“Fiving wvou a Lift!”?  answered

Smithy, drm\mg back his foet.

“Yaroooh i roazred Bunter, in dire
apprehension. He undersfood now the
sort of lift that the Bounder was going
to give him; and he did not want that
lift—very muuch sudeed he did not.  But
tt was coming !

Thud !

" Whooop

Bunter fiew, faivly lifted by that
drive of the Boundet's boot.

“Ow!  Yarooh! Beast! roared
Bunter, as he landed--not & happy
landing.

The %nundcr walked away, laughing.

Billy Bunter sprawled—not laughing.
He gasped and spluttered and wrigglec
Still,, there was  one cunmﬁltmn
Smithy had given him & good lift; but
lie had not beecn able, as he steted, to
give him a lift a= far as London !

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Minus Bunter !

UMP him!"” suggested Johnny

Bull.
Johnny was a Yorkshire-
man, with no nonsense ahout
Irim.  #&till, even Johony, practical
vouth as he was, did not really want to
bump Billy Bunler on the last doy of

the term.

‘He wanted to see the last of him till
rext term—a desire shared by every
follow who knew Bunter. He was pre-
paredd to take drastic mehsures, if
driven thereto, Btill, if gentler means
would suffice, he had no objection,

1 I'm sitling on something sharp !
h. * Aw, great pophers ! I'll tell &

The Famous Five had ked lon
since, Thev were ready to E:& &lrea{lg
vie bus had rolled off with an early
cargo. Lord Mauleverer, ssfe under
his unele’s wing, had cscaped Banter.
The Bounder was nat gone -yet, but the
fat Owl of the Bemove was grﬂ:g

Sneithy a wide offing, Bmithy
booted hint once, nnd was prepared to
beot him  again, without hesitation.

The Famous Five preferred gentler
measures—if practicable.

S0 the (o. sheok their heads
Johnny's supgestion,

“Last day of term,” said Harry
Wharton. “ After all, we're not seeing
the old porpoise ngain till the summer
term ™

“Baxs you !” grinmed Bob Cherry.

“The scefulness will probably be ter-
rific, unless the bootfulness is applied
t.musu?rfuih to the estemnad Bunter i
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“ 0, hum}) him, and have done with
it 1" zaid Johonv, *The fat tr-;:mta. got
Gl &ro 1:r|'| ws now M

o Four " said Nugent.

Billy Buntor, at a little distance, had
his eyes, and his spectatles, on the
Famouz Five,

Therve were several buscs, one after
arother, to the station. Bunter was
going to take the one that the Famous
IMve tool. He was going to take the
same  train. And he was pgoing to
arrive, 1f he could, at the same destina-
tion.  He was well avara that those
fellows were not so hard:Gsted as the
Bounder; and i1t was just like Bunter
h:- take Tull advantzge of the fact.

“Gentlerven, blokes, and sportsmen,”
said Bob Cherry, with "a chkeery glits-
mer in his blue eves, “I've gab the big
idea. Anvbody like a whlkf”

“0h, fine!" zaid Johnny Bull, mt{:
sarcasm. “If we walk, Buunter will
THe Macyet Lisrany. —No. 1528,
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drop off. I¥'s enly about a hundred
miles, on ™

“Fathead I” =aid Bob. “Look here!
Qur luggage 1s going on the next bus.
Suppose we start walking——"

“That fat slug will erawl after us™
gruntcd Johnny Bull, “and you can
bet that he will turn up ab the station
on time. "

“But suppose wo walk In the other
direction?”

“Eh¥  Johnny stared. " Going to
eateh a train by walking away from the
railway station? Is that the big 1dea?
They have big ideas like that in Colnay
Hatch, 1 think I

“Lond me your cars, old bean, instead
of your chin 1’ zaid Bob cheerily. “We
walk off, and that fat-bounder follows
o, Wa welk for Lanthajm—and eatch
the frain there, see, instead of abt Court-
field? Same jolly old wrein pusses
through Lantham.”

“Tan milag—"

“We can pick up & mbtor-bus on the
way, sooner or later, when your poor
little legs get tired. But we don't pick
up an old metor-bus till Bunter has
fallam, dead or dyving, by the weary
wayside ™

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“ ood egg " azelaimed Harry Whaov-
ton. “Let'st™

And the Famous IFive chortled.

Really, it was quite a simple way oul
of tha difficulty. Booling Bunter, like
Smithy, or bumping lim, as Johnny
suggested, doubtless would have deone
the trick; but Bob Cherry’s big idea
was equally efficacious. It was easy
cnoungh to fﬂt the luggage go on 1 _the
bus, and walk acrosa {o the Lantham
road. Omea the fat Owl dm{pp&d
bohind, all was clear. [None of the
Famous Five objecied to & walk on a
sunny spring day—in fact, they liked
the idea. '

“Paszed nem. con.,” said I'rank
Nugent, “and the sooner we start, the
letter. It's a big step to Lantham,
even if we get a Lift on the way. We
den't want to. lose the train as well as
losing Bunter.” :

And the Famous Five lost no time.
As their baggage wos already on the
school bus that was waiting for the
next lot, they were done with it. A
few mdra good-b did not take up
muel time; and Bob, whe had intended
to look for Ceker of the Fifth and
knock his hat off before starting, aban.
doted his designs on Coker's hat.

Ten minutes after plotting that little
plot, the chums of the Eemove walled
down to the gates, ]

Aftor them rvolled Billy Bunter.

Bunter was not likely to lose sight of
his vietima, That day, the fal Owl was
a8 keen on the trail as the cclebrated
Ferrcrs Locke. )

Vernon-Suuth  was  loafimg in  the

ateway, his hands in Lis pockets, wait-
ing there for the arvival of his [ather's
CAr.

He gave the Famous Five a scowl.

Most of the fellows, at the end of the
torm, parting for the lolidays, forgot
little grievances and disagreements;'
lmt the Bounder of Greyfriars had a
long memory for such things.

He had not forgotten having been
pinned in the Remove passage the pre-
vious day; neither had he forgotien
having been “chucked * cut of the Rag.

‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bmithy I roaved
Bob Cherry, who never remembered a
row ten minutes after it was over.
"We'ra just off 1™

“Rooner the better!™ prunted
Vernon-Bmith. “Taking that mega-
phone with youi”
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“Eh? What megaphone?” Then, as
Bob understood that Smithy was allud-
ing to his duleet tones, he lavghed

good-naturedly. “Same ofd Bounder—
always biting 1"

“Good-bye, Smithy!” said Harry
Wharten.

“{zood-bye, and d riddance !

“ My csteemed shirty Smith e

“Oh, shut up, and give a fellow a

rest 1" prowled the Bounder, and he
moved away, with a knitted brow,

Johnny Bull paused. .

“What wbout banging Smithy’a
cheeky head on tho gate before we
start ¥ he suggested.

“Try it on, if you like!” sneered
Smithy.

Johnuy Bull looked warlike; but his
chums gathered round him, and barged
lrim into the road.

The Bounder gave a disagresable
lough as  they went, to which the
Famous Five turned a deaf ear.

They walked away down the road,
and after them rolled o fat figure.

About a hundred yards from the
gates, Billy Bunter panted breathlessly
up.

“I-zay, you follows!” he gasped.

“Halla, hallo, hallo! Hereo's
Bunter ! exclaimed Bob Charry.
“Coming for & walk, Bunter? Lovely
day for a walk, what?”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“The .walkfulness 13 delightful in
this absurd springy weather, my
eateemerd fat Bunter! romarked
Hurree Jamsel Ram Singl.

“1 say, vou fellows, you'll lose the
school bus!” panted Bunter. I say,
vou'll lose the bus for the station, if
you go wandering about now.”

“That's all right,” said Bob affably.
“If we lose it, somebody's sure to find
it—it's big enough to be seen! Any-
how, we ean inguire for it at the Lost
Property Office I

o E"au gilly ass5 ' ropred Buanter,

“Bame to you, old fat Lean, with
knobs on ¥ Z

“If you're walkin_g‘ to the station, you
blithering idiots, it's a long way round
if you this way !” gasped Bunter.
“Look here, I'n jolly well not going
to walk—see i

“Good-bye, then, old fat-topl See
vou next tenn!™

“Beast 1

The Yamous Five walked on, with
smiling faces. :

Billy Bunter rolled afier them, with
a very unsmtling face. By the time

they crossed the bridge over the Sark-

the fat Owl was short of wind., He
Eul’fcd and he blew, and he blew ond

e puffed !

But he was not poing to lose sight of
those beasts, £ he could Lelp it. He
had little doubt that if he dropped out
of sight they would be lost for good.
He had so doubt that, in the long run,
they waould head for the station:; but
that was no use to Bunter, unless he
arrived there at the same time. He
wanted to catch the same frain, and no
other tram would do.

But as they walked cheerily up the
Lantham road, a gpood two miles from
the school, Billy Bunter hbegan to
realise that keeping them in sight was
not practical politics. His little fat lepgs
wore already almost falling off.

They were not hurrying. They comn-
siderately gave Bunter a chance to keep
them in sight, if he wanted to. But
it was getting tougher and tougher. It
wasa, at last, more than flesh and blood
could bear—Bunter’'s flesh and bleod,
at any rate. He stopped.

“Y aay, you fellowa!” ha yelled.

Five smiling faces looked round.

Cherry.

‘passing

“Hallo, hallo, halle!® bawled Bob
] “Put it on, Bunier! Eight
miles to Lantham wyet ™

" You—you—you mean beasts! You
ain't walking to Lantham | gasped
Bunter, in uttér dismay. * You—you-—
you_votters! Ch dear|”

“Like us to give you a lift7] T saw
Smithy give you one this morning—
like another 7™

“ Beast 1™

”ﬁ;‘ﬁming‘, Bunter ¥ grinned Johony

kLl

“ Rotter 1™

* Buck up, old man 1 chuckled Frank
Nugent.

" Beakt! Rotter! Cad! Swab!¥

“I don’'t know how you follows feel ™
remnarked Bob Cherry, “but Bunter's
couversation is beginning to pall on me.
Shaell we be moving ont*

“ I{a, ha, ha "

The Famouvs Five moved on. Billy
Bunfer stood on the dusty road, per-
& Irn:ig in the spring sunshine, and
glared ulter them with o glare that
might have eracked s spectacles. The
chums of the Remove walked cheerily
o, and Pnssud beyond the range of
Bunter's limited wision. The fat Owl
did mot pursue. He had hardly a crawl
left in his fat little legs. '

“Beasts " moaned Bunter.

It was dusty on the road, and there
was & scont of petrol from passing cays,
Thoe sunshine Elaa:ed down on the fat
Uwl's erimson and perspiring face.

He was two miles from Greyfeiars—
cight from Lantham ! The eight were
impossible—the two almost 0] Before
he negotiated these two miles back to
the school Billy Bunter required a long,
long rest.

1le rolled off the road, info the shade
of the bordering wood, and sought a
comfortable shady spot for the much- -
needed rest. .

Looking back, ten minutes later, the
Famous: Five saw nothing of the faf
Owl. They chuckled.

i %uitn aa good a3 bumping,” re-
mavked Nugent, “and aa as
booting! Wa scem to have. lost
Bunter 1

And the chumne of the Romove chuckled
and strolled on till the Redelyffe motor-
lus eame roaring by, and they stopped
it for a liff to Lantham. :

A quarter of an hour later, rolling
gn to Lantham on the motor-bus, they
glanced at a big, handsome Rolls ear
in, the .road, driven by a
chaufieur they had seen before, and
accupied by a stout ]g‘e-:lll]-::man they
knew well—Mr, Samuel Vernon-Smith,
It was Smithy's pater, on his way to
CGrovfriars to fetch his son.

Bob Cherry cheerily waved his hat to
the City gentleman; and Mr. Vernon-
Smith started, stared, and then smiled
and acknowledged the salute.

The car dashed on its way and
vanished, and the motor-bus rolled into
Lantham, in good time for the Famous
[Five to cateh their framm—miinus
Bunier !

il—————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Butis In !

ILLY PBUNTER leancd bLack
B apainst the trunk of a beech, his
little fat logs stretched out in
the thick grass, with tha havw-
ﬂ:mrnﬁ nodding m‘nmﬂ him, and over
1nh.
The branches overhead shut off the
glare of the sun, and the shade was
rateful and comforting to the tived
%nt Owl. w
~ Through the hawthorns that grew
along the roadside he had a glimpsa



of the dusty voad in front of him, on
which cars whizzed by every now and
theri. Ile had & f{aint hope that some
kindly dizposed motorist might give
him a lift back to the school, when he
had had & rest. But he needed a rest
first—3a good, long rest. o mopped
perspivation from his fat brow, slew
E;IIEL‘I-, and groped in his pocket for a
chunk of toffec. It was, ot least, n com-
fort that he had found some toffee in
Ogilvy’s study that morning.

He chewed tolfee, and found comfort
therein; but his fat thoughts were of
a dolefiul cast. The Famous Five were
gone—and gone for pgood. By the
tine he gob back to Greyfriars neagky
evervbody else would be gone. It leoked
a5 if Billy Bunier would have to take
a tickot for Bunter Court—ond pay
for the ticket himself, which was the
unkindest cut of all.

Tho toffes went 1o way of all tofice.
A couple of ancierit bullseyes, which he
found sticking fo the lining of his
pocket; Tollowed them.  Billy Bunter
was beginning fto think of making a
move, when there was a rustle in the
wood behind him.

e paid it no hecd. There was some-
body coming through the wood, to get
out on the Lantham read—a circum-
stance that did not interest him in the
vory least.

1t did not even acemr to him to
wonder why that somebody was coming
througl: the thickness of the wood,
instead of following the public foot-
path, which certainly was an easier
proposition.

The hawthorna close by him npdded
as s unseen figure passed under the
boughs of tho beech by the trunk of
which he sab.

Blinking up through his big spee-
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tacles, he had a2 glimvse of a dark,
foreign face, under a black felt hat.
The head passed on, and -:ii*.sa.[.l) aared.
Bunter had & faint feeling of
curiosify. The man was a fereigner,
atd foreignera were not eominon  1In
thoze roral parts.

His dark ecomplexion, his black eye-
Lrows, and the eurls of black hair that
showed under the wide-brimmed felt
hat, proved that he was of southern
raco. He rominded Bunter of an Italian
organ-grinder he had seen in Courtfield,
and so ho guessed that the man was an
Ttalian.

However, hn would have forgotten
the swarthy mwan in a few moments, but
for another plimpse of the back of the
davk head, under the felt hat.

The man had stopped on the border
of the wood, and was looking out into
the road.

He stood pecfectly still, and per-
fectly silent, his back to Bunter; and
tho fat jumior would not have known
that he Jllﬂ.d stopped thera at all, but
for that glimpse of the back of his
head through the nodding hawthorns.

Bunter fell & qualm of uneasiness.

It was broad daylight, certainly, and
cars passed on the road every few
minutes; 1t was the main road from
Lantham to Courthield. 5till, the spot
was & lonely one.

Nobody else was at hand. And there
was something stealthy in this silence
and stillnees of the man who had come
throngh the wood, and now stood watch-
ing the road. without showing himself
in the opén.

Bunter sat very still.

The Italian had not seen him, and
he was rather glad of 1f. Sitting at
the foot of the beech, the hawthorns all
vound him, he was hidden from sight,

1l

unless specially looked for—and clearly
it had not occurred to the swarthy man
that anyope was there. lHad he been
standing, the man might have noticed
Lim—but, luckily, he was sitting down,
Bunter cid not like that dark-faced
forcigner’s looks at all, and was glad
to be unsoen.

He noticed a movemoent ; the man was
looking at o wolelr. A low mutter como
to his fat coars:

“¥a bene! Ya bepne ™

Bunter did not kuow that that meant
“it goes woll,” but the tone told hun
what wasdmplied. The man was watch-
ing the road for somcone to pass. He
had looked at his watch to assure him-
selfl that he was not late. His mutter-
tig voice told fhet he was satished.

Te fat Owl's heart was beating guite
unpleazantly.

A man whe watched thus stealthily,
keeping out of sight fromn the road,
could searcely be awaiting the passing
of a friend. Ip such & case, obviously,
he wonld have stood out in view.

But though he was on the very aclga
of the wood, where it hordered the
road, he was keeping carefully back
in cover.

It was with hostile intent that he was
watching the road to Lantham, Billy
Bunter wished that he had selected
gome other spot fo take his needed rest.

He had selected that particular spot
because it was thick and shady, and
sCTe him from & glaring sun.
Evidently the Italian had selected it for
the sama reason—though it was not the
sunshine from which he wished to be
scrooned. It was from the view of the
man for whom he was waiting and
watching !

Another movement—and Bunter's fat

(Continued on next page.)
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heart gave & jolt at the idea that that
unplegsant forcigner might spot him.
But the man did not look round. He
remained fsncing the road, as he took
something from his podket.

Bunter ¢id not know what it was for a
moment or &wo; but as the man
examived 1t, he had a ghrmpse of o
bluish barrel; and hiz heart seemed to
turn over as he realised that it was a
pistal.

Bunter hardly breathed.

Having Iooked at the automatic pistol
as if to make sure that it was in order,
the -man slipped back the safety catch,
;Igﬁpex] the weapon in his right hand,
and watched the road again.

The fat Owl of the Remove sat as if
frozon.

Heo dared not stir.

There was & deadly weapon—a mur-
derous weapon—in the dusky hamd of
the man hardly six or seven feet from
him.

Bunter knew mow why the swarthy
villain was watching the road! In-
credible ‘ss it secmed on am English
couptry road, that desperate roscal waa
watching for someone to pass, with the
intention of firing on him, :

Bunter could bave groaned aloud with
terror.

But ho did not. He dared not make
& sound. A gnat settled on his fab little
noge, and he did not venture to make a
movement to brush it off.

Minute followed minute—every minute
s long-drawn-out horror to the terrified
fat junigr.

But for the sight of the black felt hat
showing through the hawthorns, the Owl
of the Remave might have supposed that
he had fallen asleep, and dreamed this
horror. But therc was the back of the
hat—the men was standing as still and
silent as a watehing tiger, the murderous
automatic in his grip—watehing !

A ear rushed by on the sunny, duaty
road, and the Italisn made s slight
movement. Then he was still sgain.
The car roarcd on towards Courtfield,
and thers was silence once more, save
for the hum of insects 1n the wood.

But that movement reveasled to
Bunter that it was a passing car for
which the black-browed Italian was
watohing, His enemy—whoever his
enemy was—was expected to pasa in a
car—and he watched every car that
paszsed. ]

He was in good time to lay his am-
bush—nearly half an hour dragged by;
and save for a slight movement when a
car passed now and then, the Italian
had not stirred. :

But when the car for which he was
watching appeared, what then?

Bunter knew enly too welll

Then the automatic would open fire
from the border of tho wood, epraying
tho, passing car with bulleta—death,
glmost certain death, to the man in it.
Each time & car whizzed by, the auto-
matic came up—only to be lowered
again. The eassassin was as watchful
as a cat. .

The dreadinul act would be carried out
in safety. Not an eye would fall on
the wretch—and the wood was hehind
him to cover his flight. No eve—but the
terrified eve of the unhappy Owl,
squatting at the foob of the beech, palpi-
tating with terror.

Again there came the hum of 2 car
from the distance, from the direction of
Lantham. Again the awtomatic rosze,
ready in the dusky hand; and this time
a guiver ran through the waiting figure,
nr& Bunter knew that he had glimpsed
a car that he knew by sight, far vp the
road—the car that bore his intended
victim to sudden death, _
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“Eecol Foco!” he heard the man
bresthe in a whisper.

It was the viotim at last! Closer,
louder came the hum of a large car,
decpening to & roar as it approached.

Less then s minute more—it was &
matter of seconds now—before the car
would be abreast of the ambush, and the
hidden sutomatic would send the death
spray ! Like a wild beast, and as merci-
less as one, the swarthy rascal crouched
there, watching the road through the
thicket. )

Billy Bunter's fat heart smemed to miss
& beat, Had the desperade’s face been
turned to him, hed the weapon been
trained in his dircction, Bunter would
not—could not—have stirrod. But the
crouching back was fowards him—and

somehow or other, he hardy knew how, |

Bunter sorewed up his courage. He
could not see this dreadiul deed done
without stirring—he could not. Bhakin
likg a fat jelly, but without a eound,
Bunter lifted himself to his feet,

The car ¢ame roarving up—and the
man was firing even as the fat Owl of
the Renmiove, reckless from sheer despera-
tion, charged into the middle of his
back and sent him erashing headlong
out of the thicket into the sunshine on
the road.

The sutomatic roared—the bullet
whizgzed—and the assassin, with a frantio
'tr.'EH of surprise and fury, crashed on his
aco in the dust, the pisiol flying from
his hand, the felt hat from bis head, arid
his swarthy featutes grinding: into the
dust of the Lantham road.

e ]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A EH ol Luck for Bunter !

' RASH! .
The smashing of breaking
glazs rang far and wide aa the

windscreon was smashed by a

whizzing bullet.

Mr. Eiernnn-ﬂmitfh, 8 mMoment &go
sitting at hiz easa on soft leather, think-
1 soaring shares, fairly bounded.
Indeed, he almost soared like the shares
of which he was thinking.

The chauffeur gave a startled yell, and
jammed on the brakes.

The car swerved, skidded, and banged
into thoe ledge on the opposite side of
tha road.

“What——" splutterad Mr. Vernon-
Smith. He found himself sitting on the
floor of the car, breathless, dumb-
founded.

But he was swiftly on his feet.

The happening -was entirel
pected, r. Vernon-Smith
dreamed of a repetition of the previous
day's startling cxperience. Bui he waz a
very alert man, gquick on the uptake.
For a second he was dumbfounded—but
only for & brief second. Then he was
on {ﬁs feet, leaping from the car almost
before it camo to a standsti]l jamming
in the hedge.

His eyes, glaring wnder his knitted
brows, fixed on a sprawling figure on the
other side of the road. face down in the

unex-
ad dot

dust, gasping—a wicked-locking auto-
matic Iying a vard from him—and a fat
schoclboy, with  little reund eyes

goggling through big round glasses,
squeaking with terror.
“Good gad ™

Mr. Vernon-S8mith was plump and
portly. But he moved quickly. One
rapid glance told him what had hap-

pened—told him that if the man whe
sprawled in the dust had time to reeap-
tiirs the automatic, the financial v.«'ﬂri)d
would miss a millionaire !

Ha tore mcross the road, his silk hat
falling off the back of hizs head in his
hurried rush.

The ;Fr_a.wiing Ttalian raised himselt
on his elbow, glaring round :
He had been taken so utterly by sur
riee, by the sudden charge in the rear
t he was confused, confounded, d
the erash of his swarthy face' in |
ﬂpat of the Lantham road had dated

in.

He glared round at Bunter.

That.fat youth tottered and squeaked,
frightencd out of his podgy wita at what
he had done, and at what might felloaw;

But the desperade wested only a
moment on Bunter. Then, sorambling.
up, he stared round for the fallen
weapon., s

e saw it, and sprang towards i,
reaching it at the same moment as Mr.
Vernon-Smith.

He stooped and elutched at it—and
Mr. Vernon-8mith, with great presance
of mind, kicked at him as he stoo
catohing him full in the swarthy face
with his boot.

Thae Italian, yelling with
his knees, hig clutching hand missing the
grab ab the pistel.

Before he could clutch again, the
millionaire kicked it away, and it spun

in, fell on

a dozen feet along the road.

“You scoundrel I panicd Mr. Vernon-
Bmith. *Tomlinson! Hore! Quick!
Help me with this scoundret !

The chauffenr was already out of his
seat. He came running across the road.

The Ifalian leaped up with the agility
of a cat.’. He made & backward jﬂﬁ,;
eluding the grasping hand of ,
Vernon-Smith. For a mofment he stood,
spitting fury, and then, as the chauffeur
camo ab him, he turned and bounded
into the wood. ]

Thera was & crash of thickets az ha
fled like & hunted hare.

“Follow him, Tomlinsonl” shouted
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

The chauffeur ran infe the wood,
though with little chance of secing the
flecing Italien again. The assassin was
ruiming like a hare, thinking only of
escape now that his attempt had failed.

Ay, Vernon-Smith hurried to the spok
where he had kicked the awtomatic and

rabbed it up. It was not the first time
ﬁmt tha miﬁjnnaira had handled such
a2 weapon — Samuel Vernon - Smith's
chequered life had not been wholly speui
in the purlient of the city. Automatic
in hems, the millionaire fellowed the
chauffeur: and the grun look on his face
indicated that the swarthy rascal had
something drastic to expect i he came
within range. .

Billy Bunter staggered against a trce,

ARDINE.

8 He :555 loft alone on the road.

“0Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter,
" ﬂmamghi Oh erumbsl Wooooghl
Oh Jor' 1*

The rostle in the wood died away.

“(Oh, jiminy 1" gasped Bunter. “It's
old Smith—Smithy's pater | Oh doar ¥

He realised that the danger was over.
The swarthy rascal was on the run, with
two pursuers close Dbehind.  Billy
Bunter mopped his faf, perspiring
brow, and gurgled for breath.

Wow that it was over, the fat junior
could hardly believe that he had done
it—that he :’lraad desperately charged ai
a rutiless rascal with o deadly weapon
in his hand. But he had. If as it
appeared, the man had intended to
take the millicnaire’s life, Bunter had
saved his life .

The danger being over, Billy Bunter
recovered his cour When there was
no danger, tho Owl of the Remove was
as brave as a hon.

How he had done it ho hardly knew;
bt he hed. And be was glad now thal
e had-—net only ifor . Vernon-
Smith's seke. This looked like being



The Halian scrambled up, with the schoolboy

vather a good thing for Bunter, whick
was really a more important considera-
tion. At the very least, Emith'_a fatheyr
would give him that much-desired bift
back to Greyiriars. Only that morning
that beast Smithy had booted him. and
now he had saved Bmithy's father's life.
Bunter began to feel bucked.

There was a rustle in the wood again.
Mr., Vernon-8mith emerged, gasping
for breath, puffing and blowing.

Evidently' the chase had not been
sugeessful.  Mr. Vernon-8mith  had
reached o time of life when he was of
little use 1n a foot-race.

The automatic was no longer in his
hand. He had slipped 1t into his pocket
when he gave up the chase. Tomlinson,
the chauffeur, was helping him with his
arm as he tottered, breathless, out of
the weed. In his desire to run the
raseal down, Mr. Vernon-Smith had
rather forgotten his wyemrs and lis
weight, He looked allan as Tomblinson
helped him back to the road.

“Prrergegh 1" was his first remark, as

he reappeared in the sunshine.
Billy Bunter blinked at him.

Bunter had reeovered his breath by
that time. THe picked uE_t!m million-
aire’s hat and teck it to him.

blr. Verpon-Bmith, gasping, stared ab
hiim.

“Your hat, sir !" said Bunter politely.

* (O, thanks!” gasped Mr. Vernon-

Smith. He tock the hat, and fanned
his  hot, perspiring face with it
“(oogh! The scoundrel! Wurrggh!

Tomlinson, sce io the car1®

“Yez, ar ™’

Tomlinson went back to the car.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith devoted the next
few minutes to recovering lis wind,
rathier exhausted by the rush in the
wood,

But he gave Bunter his atiention at

ast.
“1 think I've seen you. before, my

EVERY SATURDAY

.ll .

at the bank, c¢crashed into the rushes !

Loy,” he said.

bov, 1 think?®"

" Yeas, siv; i Bmithy's Form.™

“Y remember. Your name is
Punter—"

“ Bunter, siz.”

Tk, yes, Bunter! That 1a 1it—
Bunter 1 - Did you see that villain
watching for my car, Bunter? Did you
pitech him over ¥¥

“That's 1t, sir!” said the fat Owl
cheerfully. “1 wasn't going to let him
get away with it, sivl You sec, I was
taking o rest in the wood, owing to
some beasts leaving mo behind, and I
saw him—"

“Where did he eome from ¥V

“He came through the wood, sir. He
was watching this road for a long time,
and I eould see that he was watchin
for a car, so J—I——*" Bumnter pause
a moment. Bunter was not the man to
hide his light under a bushel. IHe was
not the fellow to spoill a good story.
“Bo I—I—I just watched him, sir,
ready to chip n as soon as he started
with that pistol 1

“He could not have known you were
there,” said Mr., Vernon-Smith.

“1 took jolly good care of that!”
grinned Bunter. “Of course, I wasn't
afraxd of his revolver! In fact, I was
thinking of collaring him and taking
it from him, only—only——"

Grunt l—from Mr. Vernon-Smith.

Probably he could guess exactly how
much the fat junior had been thinking
of collaring an armed and desperate
man and taking hiz weapon away from

imt,

“¥ou pitched him over as he was
firing,” said the millionaire. “That's
what it logked like to me I

“That's 1t sir!™ s=aid Bunter.
" Butted right into the middle of the
beast’s back, and topuled him over on
hia chivvy. But for tﬁut—”

“The bullet came close, all the same,”
said Mr, Vernon-3mith. “¥You 1om a

"You are a Greviriars

in his grasp, and pitched him headlong out of the boat. Vernon-Smith, Aung

il

od deal of risk, Munter—I mean,
unter. If he had turned on you-——*

“h, I didn't care about that, sir!”
snid Dumter cheerfully. “I'd  have
handled him all right, I faney. The
fact iz, I was going to take that pistol
away from him and knock him down
with 1t—"

“ Nonsense 1™

e E'h ?!'.l

“¥ou have rendered me s great
serviee, Bunter ! said Ae. Vernon-
sSmith. “But don't talk nonsense [

“ Look here—" hooicd Bunter,

Cirunt.

Mr. Vernon-8mith had & very clear
idea of what had occurred. Btill, ab
the very least, it was clear that Bunter
had barged the Italian over and pre-
vented Dim from spraying & stream of
bullels at the car. Whether the Ttalian
had actually intended to shoot Lim,
Mr. Vernon-8mith was not sure, but
there was no doubt at all that he had
oeen in terrible danger. IE his life had
been oimed at, Bunfer had saved it
But a practical and hard-headed man
like Samuel Vernon-Bmith had no use
for fatuous swank,

“I'm

greatly  obliged  to yom,
Bunter "'  zai AMr.  Vernon-Smith.
“You have done enough, my baoy,

without exaggerating. You will not
find me ungrateful. If yom arc going
back to the school, step into my car.”

“Jolly glad of a lift, &ir!" said
Nunter.

“Take up the man's hat.” Mr.
Vernon-Bmith pomnted to the felt hat
that lay in the road where it had fallen
from the Italian’s greasy black head.
“The palice may find some vse for thet
in the way of a clue. Put it in the car.
Tomlinson, you can proceed, I sup-
pose 1

“Ready, =ir!” zaid the chaufieur.

(Continied an page 16)
Tag Macxer Lisrant.—No 1,522,
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“No damage donc—except the wind-
serecn—"

“Drive to Courtficld Police Station
before going on to the school. This
nist be reported at onee! et in,
Puntep "

Billy Bunter got in.

Mz, Vernon-8mith resumed his way.
Ile did not speak to Bunter again; his
thioughts reverted at onece to stocks and
shares.

Billy Bunter sat, with a gratified
guin on his fat face, as the Rolls rolled
o, He was getting that Lift, which was
sa much to the good. And Mr. Vernon-
Smith had stated that Bunter would not
find him ungrateful, and the fat Owl
hoped that Mr. Vernon-Smith's grati-
tude wounld take a solid and substantial

form. On the whole, Bunter was glad
that those beasts, Harry Wharton &
Co., had Jleft him behind on the

Lantham road.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Splash for Smithy !

ERBERT VERNOXN BAMITH
grunted discontentediy,
Everybody—or neavly every
hody—was gone.

The Bounder should have gone also;
his father's car should have arrived to
pick him up long before this,

Hanging about, with nething to do,
like a fellow who had been forgotien,
was extremely disagrecable Lo the arro-
gant Bounder.

Gozling came out of hiz lodge two
or three times and looked at hims,
which annoyed Smithy.

He supposed that Gosling was won-
dering why he had not gone when all
Greyfriars was gone. Perhaps {icrslingi
wasz; though Gosling's thoughts lingevec
chiefly on the extravagant tip he
expected from  the millionaire’s som
when he went.

The Bounder slouched away from the
gates, with his hands in hiz pockets and
a moody frown on his brow.

Mr, Vernon-Smith wasz a busy man—
g0 buey that it waes only by a great con-
cession to parental affection that he
found time to comie down to the school
to take his son away for the heolidays.
He had not been able to state the exact
time that he would arrive.

Still, he should have arrived before
this, Smithy would rather have gone
by* train than hung about & deserted
school, with servantz glancing at him
and wondering what he was cdoing
there. :

He felt that it made him look like
Fisher T. Fish, who staved on at the
school because he had nowhere to go
in the hols: or like Bunter, who would
hang about till the  latest possible
momotit, in the hope of hoolking on to
somebady.

More and more irritaled, the Bounder
lounged about the deserted quad. He
went into  the Towse and up to his
study; but the study was already in
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the hands of housenmaids, and was no
place for him. He went down again,
and paszed Mr. Queleh and Mr. Prous,
both of whomn glanced at him, obviously
surprisecd to see him still there.

He set-his lips hard as he went out
into the sunny quad again.

He was Ted-up wilh this.

It wasz add, perhaps, that & fellow
wno had been hunocked completely off
hiz balance the previous day by the
thought of danger to his father should
now bhe feeling arritated and disrespect-
fully angry with that father. But it
was very lhike the Bounder.

He oven thought of ringing up a {axi,
and clearin ﬂﬁ' by train; %q-m'ing his
fﬂ-t;lf‘]' to 'I.HI,,{ l'l.l.l:'l"l E’(}I.IE "I.".'ll'! BT IH}
arvived, But even the sulky and arro-
gant Bounder could not go guite se far
as thal.

But he made up his mind that he was
not going {o hang abhout the deseried
seltool any longer, looking a fool, as L
consicdered 1f, to the zervants,

If the car was not in sight when he
looked for it again, he was going out-—
and Mr. Vernon-Smith r:nu]gr! talie his
turn of waiting, if he arvived before his
son came back !

Gosling put his ancient head out
again as the apgry Bounder walked
douwn to the gates once more. Smithy
gave him a scowl in passing.

From the gateway he stared up the
road towards Courtfield.

My, Vernon-Smith was coming by way
of Lantham and Courtfield; 1t was
that direction that he had to be looked
for, But the magnificent Rolls was not
in sight on the road,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith knitted
brows and walked out of gates
wenk slonching down to the river.

The Sark rolled bright and rippling
in the spring sunshine. It was a day
that any fellow might have enjoved in
a boat, on gleaming water that vippled
between  woody banks,  Smithy, how-
ever, was not thinking much of enjor-
ing himself—but of killing fime that
hung heavy on hizs hands, and leeping
away from the school till the hour of
departure came.

i3 face wos angry and sullen ag he
reached the boathouse. Hanging about,
looking a fool because some voiten Ciiy
aﬁait‘gimd delayved the millionaire ot
the last munute—that was how it looked
to him ! If tho millionaive thought mare
of stocks and shares than of his son,
he could wait at the school and think
about sztocke and sharves till Smithy
came m! 1t did not oceur to Herbert
Vernon-Smith at that moment that what
he really needed was to have his ears
boxed !

The boatkeeper was there, and he
stared as Smithy locked in. Fe had
not, naturally, expected fo see any Grey-
friavs fellow there, wanting a boat, at
that time of day. However, he gave
the Bounder a hand with his skiff, and
Smithy entered 1t and pulled away up
the Bark.

The exercise, and the fresh air, had
rather an ameliorating effect on the
Bounder's temper. His face cleared a
good deal as he pulled—and, after a
tiine, hie pulled more slowlv,

ITe had iniended to pull as far as
Courtficld Bridge: but that meant o
long stay on the river, and he changed
Itis mind by the time he had got as far
ns Popper’s Tsland He circled ronnd
that island, and pulled back down the
current towards the school npain.

As he did so0, his eyes fell on thé figure
of a man emorging from the woods
along the river on the Lantham side.

e rested on hi: oavs, staring at the
man curiously.

The fact that the man was a swarthy

his
e

foreigner might have caused Smithy to
give I a sccond glanco—hur not a
third! But he stared lhord—and
grinnged faintiv. -

The dark-faced man looked as if he
had been in the wars. He was hatless,
his thick, curly black hair untidy in the
wintd. His nose was swollen, and cozedd
ved, and there was a black bruise on
his dusky cheek.

Evidenily he had had a heavy blow in
the face, and it had damaged b, Tt
looked miore like the effcct of r kick
than a punch.

Having come out of the trees, the
man moved along the path by the river,
and Smithy could see that he was pant-
ing for breath, as 1f he had run hard in
the wood. FEvery now and then ho
glanced back over his shoulder.

Had he been a native of those parts,
Smithy would have supposed that he
was probably a poacher who had fallen
mig trouble with keepers. The wood,
which lay for miles between the river
and the Lantham road, was partly en-
closed, and the local game-prescrvers
were very particular about the bivds.
But it was hardly possible that e
swartlhy Italian +was poaching, in a
remote rural district 1n the county of
Ixent.

The swarthy man glanced several
tines across the Sark, and suddenly
spotted the Greeyiviars junior in los
boat,

He came to a hall, lus eyes fixed on

Verpan-Stih,
his hand,

Suddenly
beckoning.

The Bounder shid towards the banl.
He had not a very svmpathetic naturve,
but e could see that the foreigoner had
been rather badly knocked about, and
hie was willing to see what he wanted,

“Hallo ™ he called out, as his boat
nosed mto the rushes. “Ilad an acci-
dent ¥

“Will vou take me across the water,

e waved

signorine ! asked the awarthy man
breathlessly, He came quickly down to
the Loaf,

Vernon-Zunith  looked at him very
heenly.

It was unhikely that the man was =
poacher; but that he was in flight was
ps,*rlfﬂ-cl'l_\* p]uin_

The Bounder was no fool; and he
wanted to know from what the man was
fleeing before he helped him across the
river.

- As the swarthy man approached, he
backed, leaving a space of six or soven
feet between the boat and the bank,
~ That action brought s savage glare
mto the black eves that watched him.

“What's the trouble?" asked Smithy
coolly, “I'd rather know what you're
on the run for, fivst?"

The Italian did vot answer. He made
& sudden, tiger-like spring, cleared the
space between the bank and the boat,
and erashed in beside Smithy.

The boat rocked and shipped water,
and the Italian, stumbling over, foll on
Vernon-Bmith, knocking him baoack-
wards.

The Bounder gave a howl of rage.

He was 8 wary fellow, but he had not
looked for anything of the kind, and
that sudden s[JJ'iug.EIi]m the spring of a
wild dbe-mt, had taken him guite off his
guard.

He crazhed over, the Italian sprawling
o him. The next moment he grasped
savagely ak the man.

“You cheeky hiound ™ he panted.

A prasp much stronger than his own
was lnid on him in return. The Italian
scrambled up, with the schoolboy in his
grasp, and pitched him headlong out
of the boat,

Vornon-Smith, flung at the bank,



#rashied inte the rushes, lus legs in the

water. The boat rvocked wildly, and

slmost capsized.

Breathless with [ury, the Bounder
dragged himself out of the water and
the crumpled rushes on the bank, and
glared round.

The swarthy man was already at the
oars and szending the boat shooting
across the Barvk.

"You rotten thief ! shricked tha
Bounder, beside himself with rage.
“ Bring that boat back, you rascal!”

The man did not even loock at him.
Ho shot Bway like sn arrow, and under
the Bounder’s enraged glare, the boat
crashed on the opposite bank.

Leaping out of it, the Italian darted
across the towpath, and disappeared
into Popper Court Woods,

The boat, left to itself, drifted down
the current, )

Bmithy weas left on the wrong side of
the river, ulﬂq:-nchmﬁ his fists with rage.
For long minutes he stood there, dnp-
giug with- water, davbed with mud, and

reathing fury. It was impossible to
get hia boat back; and he had to walk
more than a8 mile down the Sark, to get
across the river at the village bridge.
His feehings could not have been
expressed in words as he started.

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Is Borry I

: ILLY BUNTER grinned.

Bunter was sitting in a Rolls-

Royce car at the door of the

House when a muddy and untady

figure came in at the gates of Grey-
frinrs.

Mr, Vernon-Bmith had arrived at the
school 8 quartor of an hour ago. Hoe
had been surprised, and not pleased, to
find that his zon was not walting for
him there,

The millionaire was in the Housze now,
ond Bunter's lost glimpse of his face
had apprised him that S8mithy's pater
was in & bad temper. Trotter, the page,
waa looking for Smithy all over
schaol; but there ecould be no doubt that
the Bounder was out of gates,

Now Bunter saw him coming in.

The Bounder locked as if he had been
hunting trouble. His trousers were
soaked and muddy; he was muddy and
untidy all over; and his face was black
and bitter in expression, Wherefore did
William George Bunter grin a fat grin?

IHerbert Vernon-Bmith came tramping
wenri];,r up to the House, He saw his
father's car at once, and knew that Mr,
Vernon-Smith must have arrvived., IHe
fully expected to find him angry at
being kept waiting there—and did not
care in the wvery least. It was the
millionaire’s fault that he had had that
extreumgbﬁnplﬂmmt adventure on the

river | the sight of Billy Bunter sit-
ting in the car, grinning, hiz eéyes
blazcd.

He had come in, in tho ver
worst of tempers:; and Bunter's grin llﬂ.ﬁ
rnEmﬁ:‘ the effect on him of a red rag on
& Dl

He stopped beside the car and glared
at the fat Owl.

" What are you doing in that car, you
footling freak " he snapped.

“Bitting in it, old chep 1" said Bunter
cheeyfully. I gay, your pater’s rather
woxy about your going out——"

“"“No business of yours, you fat idiot |
Gieb outb of that car, or I'll sling you out
ol gur zilly neck!’ snarled the
Dounder, :

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Roll out, you fab fool!” Vernon-
Smith dragged the door open. Tomlin.
so1, who was standiog like the staiue

Leggo!

the.
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of & chauffeur us he waled for his
wmaster, glanced at him, but did noc
speak,

Bunter, however, :poke on lius top
note as the Boonnder reached in and
grasped him.

“Ow!  FLeggo, Smithy !
'm gowg in the car—-
1 tell you—— Whoooop |
gog—=>"

Bunter went.

In the Bounder's angry grasp Lo wos
hooked out of the car, like a fat winkle
out of a shell. He sat en the hovd, un-
sympalhetie earth and roared.

“{hw ] Beast! Wow!™

The Bounder seowled at him.

Why Bunter was in the car he had no
idea, unless i was a lastk desperaw
atbempt to - get landed for the Easteu
holidaya. Tf that was so, Smithy was

YVou beast!
Yaroueo: |
| Y

the man to put paid to i without
COTrCIGNY.

“Now roll away, you bleated bharyel I
he growled.

“ Beast 1" roarcd Bunter,

“If you're walting to be Lbooled—"
Wh Yaﬁl 1% pellowed Bunter. ** Rottorl

ow |

“Herbert!” It was a sharp voice, as

Mr. Vernon-8mith appeared 1 the
doorway. “Herbert, what ave you
doing ™

The Bounder looked round at lam.

Mr. Vernon-28mith was very much an-
noved, and looked it, The Bounder was
pugry and resentful—and he, tog,
looked it )

“¥arooh!” roared Bunter, “Keep
him off! Wow 1"

The millionaire came down the steps.

" Herbert, what—="

“I’'m turning that fat fool out of the
ear ¥ sald ithe Bounder sulkily. " You
don't want him in it, I suppose

“Certainly I dol” snapped Me
Yernon-Smith.

Bmithy stared at his father. )

“Well, I don't1” he snarled. ™ What
tlo you mean, father? Is that fat =lug
sticking you for a lift—or what*"

“Ow! Beast! I won't come now !
howled Bunter.
“Where have you been, Herberi?”

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave his dishevelled
soli a disapproving glare. “Y have
waited here a quarter of an hour——"

“I waited an hour before I weut out,”
answered his son sulkly. “Did vou
want me te kick my heels abont rthe
school all day, with everybody gooe ¥’

“¥Yon should have waited !” snappod
AMyr. Vernon-Smith, “What have you
been doing? Falling into a ditch—or
what ? on ‘cannot travel in thaz
state! You will have to change——"

“1I know that!™

“By gad!' exclaimed Mr, Vernon-
Bmith., “I have a great mind to leave
vou  here, Herbert, and po without
you ™ ) i

“I don't care 1f you do!”

AMr. Vernon-Smith cpened his lips,
evidently for a torrent of wrath, but be
restrained it.

“Your sulky temper will cause you
trouble, Herbert, if you do not learn
to control it betfer,” he saiwd with unex-

eeted mildness, S0 you went out
ause I was delayed—"

“Fea, I did!” grunted the Bounder.
“I got fed-up with hanging about. If
vou hadn’t time to eome down, Bs
arranged, I could have gone by traimn.
I wish I had now.”

The sulky Bounder was absolutely
regardless of his father’s avger; but
Mr. Vernon-S8mith did not break out in
wrath, as he fully expected.

"I would box vour ears, Herberet.,™
e said quietly, “but T thank you will
be sufficiently ashamed of yourself when
you learn the causa of my delay.”
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Emithy shrugged hia shoulders, Tome-
ligisom, with one eve cn him, expressed-
nothine i his well-draiped face; bor
her was thinking that f flos diseespoct -,
ful »oung rascal had  becnp Liz son,
instead of Lis master’s, he would have
given bn ao record haedioge, DBl Alw.
{'-"rji:.rn-ﬂluilh was ud=nally amd unex-
pectedly. forbeaying,

“ e awfully dmporviant alfzir e
the L5103 %" asked the Bounder, with &
suece e did not take the wouble 1o
S

" Na Herbert,” said hiz father; “*an
alleipt on my life in oy ear on the
Lanthamn  read—aml ax  nwrrew  wn
esCal as o waen cover hod”

Sinithy gave o violeny start,

“Father P he exclaimed.

*What happened yesterday, Hevbert,
has been repeated, and this time my
ceeape was warrower,” said Me. Vernon-
South.  “Only an almost miracnlos
¢hanee saved me from being  riddied
with Tiulleis*

" Foather ! stuttered the Dounder.

He almost staggered. Ile had gane
tramping  oul in n  sulky, resentful
temper o the very moment when his
father's life might have been sinifed out

Ii:Jm a eandle, What would Le have felt
like 1f—if—-—

“Oh, father!” stammered Smithy.
“Oh, Tmsorry—— I——" he choled,
T'he look on his face was morve than

sufficient  to Eaeata e millionaire.
s veice was kind as he weont on:

“Never mind, Herbeet, I cannot be
angry with vou when I have leen o
nenr to leaving you an orphan.'?

*Oh!” broathed the Bounder, He
could have strnek himself in hiz remorse
and repentance, " Li—if Vd tlought—
if Pd ¢ven dreamed-—  Dut—but yan
=atd—— You remember what you said
un the phone——  Oh, failer ¥

“1 was in error,” said My, Vernon-
Snih,  *Thia sceond attempt shows
that 1t is dehiberate, and that I must be
on my guard.”™

* But who——  FHow—"

“The man mnst have known that I
was coming down lo the school to-day
Ly ear. Ee watched for me on the
Lantham read, Herhert., But for that
lad Bonter he would bave succeede:d
and escaped unseen—""

* Buntey 3

“Yes. Bonter was there, and he
mlervened in time®

“Bunter did ! said
dazedly.

*Uwing to Bunler’s action, also, the
mran was geen, aid can be identifiod,™
sald Mr. Vernon-B8mith. " 7T have been
able to give a complete description of
hiny at the police station. I have every
bope ihat he will be arrested to-day.
Alroady  Lantham  woods arve Dbeing
searchod.  But go in and  change,
Hevbert ; I cannot remain here longer."

The Bounder looked at him, looked
et Bunter, and went inlo the Ilouwse, his
hiain in a whirl.

———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Plns Bunter!
T]IE Rolls rolled out at the school

gales,

Herbort Versen-Smith =zat by
lig father's zide, his face a litile
pale,  Billy Bunter =at with o grim,
almost o smirk, on his fat face. Smithy
seemed scarcely to notice that the Owl
of the Bemove was in the ear at all:
his thoughia woere wholly concentrated
on what had happened to his father,
and on what vet maght happen. TFor,
though he could not guess 8t the reesomn.,
it wpz elear that tiwe millionaire's lifo
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was in inoessant danger so long as the
unknown gunman remained at large.

Mr. ernop-Smith  was pﬂr%ﬂﬂj
composed. He had a nerve of  irom;
but his face was gtﬂ.‘ﬂ'ﬂ and his eyes
alert. In earlier davs in other lands
Samuel Vernon-8mith had known what
danger was, and had Enown the feal of
deadly weapons in hizs hands, little as
be looked like it in his plump and
portly mijddle age; and a nerve of

mpered stecl was required to endure
without flipching tha peril of sniping
from a hidden hand.

The Bounder broke the silence.

“How did it happen, father? Tell me
what heppencd.™
h‘In succinet words the millionaire teld

im.

Brmithy breathed liord as he listenad;
he glanced at the fat Owl curiously as

Bunter's part in  the affair was
described.
Bunter smirked.

True, Mr. Vernon-8mith was not de-
goritbing his cxploit as Bunter himself
would %m‘a deseribed it. Bunter would
havo mads a much better story of it.
Btill, the facts were cnough to make
Bunter feel eoxtremely pleased with
himself, and to lock forward with
cheery confidenco to something coming
of it. Billy Bunter, as usual, was on
the make. '

“Well, wy hat ¥ =zaid the Bounder.
“Faney Bunter——  You must liaye
beerr in a terrific funk, old fat man.”

_ “0Oh, really, Smithy—" said Bunfer
wmdignantly.

“But what was the man like, father 7*
asked the Bounder. * You say you sdw
hin through Bunter pitching him out
inte the road—"

* Completely I answored Mr. Vernon-
Smith, " An Italian——"

Emith;' almost jumped from his seat.

“An Itahen " bhe gasped. He re.
membered the man by the river,

'“Yeg, unmistakably Italian. XHe is
marked, too,” eald Mr. Vernon-Smith
with grim satisfaction. “I landed my
boot on hig villainona face when he was
trring to pick up the revolver: he will
be badly bruiged, I fancy—="

“Oh!” gasped the Bounder.
was no doubt now,

“Had he got away with it he would
have been in hitile danger,” went on
the millionaire. “Had he not been
seen, he had only to escapes through the
wood and toke a train st the nesrest
railway station; there was nothing to
connect him with it if we had not seen
him. But as the matter stands he
hasn't much of & change."

“He—he hasn't ¥ stammered Bmithy.

“Scarcely ! Tho police st Courifield
have lost no time, of course. I took
Inspector Grimes and three of hiz men
to the spot in the car before coming on
to Greviriars,” explained Mr. Vernon-
Smith. * All the keepers, too, for miles
round will be warned, fthe man
shows himseH on the open roads before
dark, or at any railway station, he will

known at onee and seized, Thera
canuot be many Italians in this guarier,
and his faco must be badly marked, too.
He will be known anywhers. Tt hea
koeps to the woods till nightiall they
wlilph&.m hini; ha iz zhut 1n bebtween
the Lanthem road and the river, and,
unless he may be abla to swim the
river—" _

“0Oh1” panted the Bounder.

This was one mora result of his sulkr,
evil temper! It was the man who had
atternpted kis father's life, whom hLe
had, imadvertently, helped to escape!

It was very unlikely that the fugitive
gunman would have been able to swim
the Sark—but the Bounder had been the

Tue Magyer LiprAry.—No. 1,522,

There

THE MAGNET

cause of his reaching the safer side of
the river. But for him the wreich
might already have been run down by
the searchers on the Lantham side.

“ Herbert. what——"  The million-
aire looked at his son.
“We're passing CourtBeld[” ex-

elaimed Vernon-Smith. “Tell Temhn-
son to stop ut the police-station.”

* But what—"

“T've seen the man ™ gasped Smithy.

T Good pad! Is it 2zible 7

The millionaire spaﬁsm the chauf-
fonrr, and the car zslowed down in Court-
field High Bireet. Mr. Vernon-Bmith
reqarde his son euriously and keenly.

“You've seen him—an Italian with
a bruised face—while you were ont of
the Ys&hml?" hedaig:edih? SRR

“Yes,” groaned Smithy, “0Ohif T
known—if I'd only known! He got my
boat away, @nd gobt acress the Bark,
father.” )
: h{ir, Vernon-8mith compressed his lips
v,

He did not speak for a few minubes.
hT'hE look on Smuathy’s face disarined
1T

“¥Yery well, it cannot be helped now,
Herbert 1 he said, veéry quietly. “ You
could not, of course, know anything of
what had h&ppcnr;?]-—”

“It's my faultl” muttered
Bounder miserably. “If that brute
clear it’s my fault! If vou're stil

the
145
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danger, it's my fault | If I hadn't been
a silly, sulky fool—if I'd staved in and
“'Eit N

The millionaire smiled faintly.

“Too late to think of that now,
Herbert,” ho said. “ At least, what you
can tell the police will be useful, and
will set them on the track again.”

“Oh, what s fool Fve been ™ mut-
tered Bmithy. *“ My rotten temper, as
usuaf—-=—->>"

“ You should keep your temper better,
old chap!” remarked Billy Bunter.
“It's always getting you into trouble,
Smithy.™ :

The Bounder gave him a glare.

”I‘.‘r.'-:ru fat idict ! he snapped., * Shut
up ¥

“Oh, really, Bmithy "

“That will do, Bunter!” said Mr.
Vernon-3mith sharply.

“Well, T jolly wall think—"

“ Say no more, pleasel”

Bunter grunted.

This, Bunter considered, waa not the
way for a man to talk to the fellow
who had saved his lifa only a few hours
ago. However, he said no more.

The car stopped at the polien station,
atd Smithy E.Eghted with his father and
went in. Bunter waited 1n the car.

He had not very long to wait. In ten
minutes they came out of the police
station, and the Reolls rolled on its way.
As it neared the ratlway station Mr.
Vernon-Sinith glanced at Bunter.

“Is that your station, my boy ¥’ he
asked.

It was—if Bunter had had any use for
railway trains that day. But he hadn't.

It was all very well for Mr. Vernon-
Bmith and his son to be thinking
entirely about their own affairs. Bun-
ter's alfairs were of much more import-
ance, little as they seemed to realise
it

Although it cccurred to neither the
millionaire nor his son, the one really
important matter in the universe at that
moinent Bunter's Iaster
holiday ! :

But if they wers not thinking about
that, Bupter was. Bunter had been
givin% tt quite a lot of thought.

So he shook his head cheerfully.

“I've lost my train long ago, sir,”
he avswered. “I'll keep on in tﬁe car
as far as London, if you don't mind.”

was Billy

Bunithy gave him a look. He spencd
his lips and closed them again. -Billy
Bunter's exploit that day ‘made it im-
possible for even the Bounder of Grey-
;::inrs-m tell him what he thoughit of
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If Alr. Vernon-Smith did not read tha
fat Owl's thoughts, Smithy did. Bunter
w83 poing ‘to make capital out of this,
?althe cxtent of hooking on for tha
wals,

Az Smithy had made arrangements
far Iaster-with the nutty crowd at
Higheliffic School, that was irritating
enough. Bull, in the peculiar cireum-
stanees. ho did net qguite see what he
could da.

Ho shut his lips hard,
nothing. !

‘Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his’ g spectacles snd grinned. - Ho
could guess what the Bounder would
have likéd to say—still, &s the Bounder
ctuld not say it, that did not matier.

“That will make you rather late
home, my boy!" said Mr., Vernon-
il

“(Oh, that's all right, sir!” said tho
fat Owl breezilv. “The fact is, I had
arranged to go home with Wharton
to-day, and stay the night st his place,
only there was a misunderstgnding. My
peorde won't be expecting me to-day, as
the matter stands.™ _

“{h 1” sard Mr. Vernon-Smith, giving
him a° rather ourious look.

“0Of course, if it's a lob of trouble for
wou to pubime up for the might, I dare
sar I can find an hotel I said Bunter,
with difficulty.

AMr. Vernon-3mith smiled.

“1 ghall be very glad to put you u
for the night, Bunter,” be answered.
“Yon are more than weleonme.”

The Bounder's lips moved again—and
again he sghut them. DBilly Bunter
favoured him with a {rigmphant blink.

“And I will let Tomlinson fun wyou
lrornes in the car to-moerrow, Bunter,”
added Mr. Vernon-Smith kindly.

“(Oh, thanks 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I
wan't trouble you to that extent, sirl
I'll phone home for the Rolls, That's
all right”

Onee safely landed in the mansion in
Courtmian Square, Loodon, Billy Bun-
ter had no doubt, in the circumstances,
of heing able to consolidate his position
there, ITe was an old hand at that
gane !

And 1f he telephoned home to Bunter
Court—otherwise, Bunter Villa—for the
Rolls, and waited till the Rolls camao
for him, the prospect was that he would
be a fxture at Mr. Veroon-Smith's
ﬁtl'T!ﬁ manzion for the term of his natural
ife !

and said

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Cut Of !
1 ASTER HARRY—
“Yes, Wells
“The telephone, sir!"”
Wells, the butler at Wharton
Lodge, coughed slightly.  * Master
Bunter, sir, on the phons!”
Harry 'Wharton was strolling on the
terrace at Wharton Lodge, with Hurres
Jamset Ram Bingh, after lunch. Ho

made a step towsrds the door to go
in, a5 Wells stated that ha was wanted
on the telephone. But stoppea
again, as Wells mentioned the name of
Bunter.

“(3h 1" said Harrﬂ.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinmed
a dusky grin.

After having dropped the Owl of the
Remove on  the ntham road the
previous day, the Famous Five sup-
posced that they weme done with William
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Billy Bunter was rolling up ﬁm drive contentedly,
fist landed on his hat, squashing It over one of his fat ears.

Ceorge Bunter till next term at Grey-
friars.

Whearton was expectin Frank
Mugent, Johnny Bull, and g‘13-::1:- Cherry,
to come along in a day or two, an
joine im for the heolidays. He war not
expecting Bunter. _

But this telephone call looked as if the
unexpected waz going to happen!

ITarry Wharfon frowned.

However, he decided that he had
better go 1n and take the call. So in
he went and picked up the receiver.

“Hallo I* he grunted into the mouth-
picea.

“Ig that youn, Wharton " came a well-
known fat squeak. “Keeping a chap
hanging on & trunk eall! I've had to
take a sccond call 1

“ Mo need for you to have taken the
first that I know of I answered Iarry.

" Beast {*

"“Is that all?™

“Wo, 1t tan’'t! Never mind the ex-

ense—I can afford 61" =nid Bunter,
rom the other end. I dare say a fow
trunlk calls on the bill wourld mafm your
anela see red—what? A trifle for me.
Still, we ean’t all be rich, ean we

“ Fathead [

“(ih, rveally, Wharton

“Any moref” asked the caplain of
the Hemove.

“¥es, 1 eay, I'm phoning
Smuthy's place, 1n Londen.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! What are you sniggering for, you
gilly mes 7

“Ha, ha, ha! I've just guessed why
vou can afford trunk ealls, old fat
man 1” chuckled Wharton. “But are
you sure they won't make Smithy's
pater see red ™

¥

from

“ Beaat 1™
- "I'vo heard that onel Is that the
lot 17

“1 say, Wharton, vou might lisien to
8 chap! I'm staying in London with

mmithy at present. His pater’s not a

o P
3 sndden

—

when he felt

bad «old
ond—"

“1 don't think 1"

“¥ou see, I saved his life,” explained
Bunter.

“His whatter "

“Hig life,”

“0Oh, my hat I How did you save it?
Did you leave off talking before it bored
him to death? Was that it

“Jealous, as usuall” sneered Bunter.

If yvou've read the papers, you've scen
about an attack on Smathy’s pater.
Weall, I was theree I seiz
seoundrel.” _

“What are you calling Smithy's pater
natnes hilka that for?"

“Eh? I don't mean I seized Smithy’s
pater, you fathead! T seized the other
seoundrel—I mean, I seized the scoun-
drel just as he was blazing away with
a revolver, and bore him—"

*I}d you bore him as much as you're
boring me ¥

"Vou silly assl I bore him to the
earth., (Grasping the outomatie, 1
wre;whed it from his murderous hand—
g I

“Not quite. Has Smithy Deen taking
vou to the pictures ¥

“LEh? No!”

“Then what put that silly rot inle
your silly head ™

“ It ha;:rpened 1 yelled Bunter., “It
happenad yesterday on the Lantham
road. Old Smith was feariully grate-
ful. He patted me on the shoulder, and
said : “"Gallant lad! If your friends,
fellows like Wharton, were plucky like
you, they’d be a oredit te Greyiviare,
same a3 you are!  Those were his
words. And then—"

“Then you woke up 1"

“No, you idict ! It really happened,
vou fatheadl T said: * It's nothing io
me, Mr. Vernon-Bmith. I'm only glad
I was hers, instead of a funky fellow
like Wharton.” You see, I saved his
life, and he begged me to put in the

bean—he admires ne o

tho

b on his fat shoulder, Crash 1 Ponsonby’s
“Ow ! st 1 ** roared Bunter.

(1] ﬂh Eﬂllﬁll l ¥

Faster holidays at his manzion. I'm
hers now—="

MHow on earth did you manage to
stick on to Binithy 1 asked Iarry; “I
should have thought he was the last man
at Greyfriara to stand for it.”

“Well, be's jolly well got to, as I
shaved his father—I mean, I saved lis
father !  Bunter gave a fat chuckle,
“Old_ Smith's fearfully good-tempered,
and Bmithy can go and eat coke; see?
What I mean is—Smithy is fearfully
anxious to have me here. It gives him
a leg-up socially to have a follow like
me home for the holidaye, as you know.”

"I don't.”

“I1 mean, same ay it does vou when I
comie to Wharton Lodge.”

“Oh orikey 17

“But what I want to tell vou is, that
I shan't be able to give you a look-in
thess hols, Wharton, after all.”

“Hurrah "

“Beast! I mean, I sort of hall-
promised; but  after von  left e
hehind, going to Lantham yesterdar,
vou can't expect it, 1 refuse to come.”

“ oo 17

“While you're having 8 rotten time
it vowr humble home, you ean think of
mie, splashing about with millionaires ®
went on Bunter.  “I don't care how
much Smithy seowls, so long as his pater
stands for it. He, he, he! I mean 1o
tav, Smithy iz fearfully keen 1o have
e hepre—"*

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh. cackle ™ sneered Bunter.  *1
can jolly well tell you the grub’s frst-
elaze, amd lots of 1k, I ean have a cnr

when I ke, I shall pub in the whele
vae with Bmithy. It's going to be
porgeons | I ﬂmuﬁht I'd tell you, so
that you'd know what a jolly good time
I'm having. I'm fearfully obliged to
vouu for leaving me behind yesterdaw,
atherwisa I should have been landed at
your reften little zhow, with your ald
Tre Macxer LiprARY.—No. 1.522
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chump of an unele, and old frump ot an
gunt, and your noisy mob from the
Remove. Yah!” )

*“There 18 one robtten thing about a
telephone,” remarked Wharton; “a
feiéﬂw can’t boot the fellow at the other
E“ I!F

“Yahl"

«Well, I'm glad vou're booked for the
hiols, old fat man, thongh I can't- guess
how vou landed on Smithy.”

“T've told you—"

“I can't guesz, all the same.”

“If vou mean you don’t believe me,
Wharton—"

“You've got 1t!" .

“* Beast | gl.‘i."ell. I've no more lime to
waste on you. I thought I'd tel]l you
vou'd done me a good turn. e, he, he!
T fancy -1 shall have a good time with
Smithy, though he's . rathér an ill-
tempered ced, . and— Yaroook!”
went on Bunter’s. vaice .uncxpectediy.
“Leggo my neck, Sunthy, you beast 1™

“'ﬁa, ha, ha!” yelled arton.

Bunter, at tha other end, had evi--

dently been interrupted. It sounded as
if he had Deen interrupted hy the
Pounder's grip on the back of his fat
neck,

“Urrrrggh! Leggo!  Yoooogh!”
came a gurgle over the wires, and then
suclden silence. Bunfer, ib seemed, had
cut off. '

Harry Wharfon put up the reecciver,
and went out, chuckling, to rejoin the
Nabob of Bhanipnr on the terrace.
Bunter, it scomed, was at the million-
aire’s town . house, and he had stated
tliat he was poing to pass the vae with
Sniithy. But to judge by the way that
talk on the .telaphons had. ended, the
prospect was & little doubtful.

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Pressing Engagement |

ERBERT " ;

Mr. Vernon-Emith

rather sharply.

The Bounder scowled.
“Bunter—" went on Mr. Vernon-
Bmith.

“Bother Bunter I grunted Smithy.

“1 think, Herbert, that aven if vou do
not like that lad, vyou might endeavour
to treat him with a lLittle eivility, when
ha saved your fathes's life!” said Mr.
Veenon-Smith,

Smithy was silent.

“ Tt seems, from what the bor has teld
me,” went on the millionaire, “that
something - gone amiss with his
arrangements for the Easter holidays.
I gather that he wes going home with
YWharton, but thare was some misunder-
standing or dispute, and it fell through.”
The Bounder grinned sourly.

“In the cireumstances, he is not ex-
pected home,” said Ble. Vernon-Smith,
*It places him in an awkward position;
and, after all, he i3 yvour schoolfellow at
irevirinrs, Herbert, And he' rendered
vour fether & very great service, at very
considerable risk to himself. Naturally
when he explained the matter to me, 1
tald him that you would be glad to have
himi a3 your guest for the achool
vacation, Why not?”
“T don"t want him.”
Cirunt from the millionaire.

“T know what he did,” said the
PBounder. “No other Greyfriars man
would have wanted to make capital out
of it, only that fat blighter! T don’t see
letting him stick on me for the vac.”

Grunt again. _ !

“I've Eﬂgkl:‘d some decent fellows for
the holidays at Seahill Park,” went on
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drthy., *I've ;isrnmiaed them s good
tinne. . Buntee will spoil it all.” »

“If they are Greytriars boys they wall
be used to his ways.™

“Thay're Higheliffe men.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith frowned.

“I'd rather you had asked boys from
vour own school, Herbert. You may do
ns vou choose, but I have seen your
Higheliffe friends, -and don’t like them,
Eﬁp&i‘:&g.lly Ponsooby, if he is one of

21m.

“Pon’s all right, on & holiday.”

“I am sorry your frjend Redwing i3
away, but you mi ht_{m\rﬂ asked boys
like Wharton, or Cherry, or Bull.”

“I see enough of them in the term,”
grunted the Bounder. “And I had a
row with that geng last dsy of term,
too.

“I need not ask whose the fault was |*
grimted Mre. Vernon-S8mith.

“Oh, mine, of tourse!” spcered the
Bounder. =

“I have wvery dittle doubt of it
Herbert 1" said his father dryly. " But,
as I have said, I givé you carte blanche
for the- holidays. Fill Seahill with. sll
Highcliffe, if you choose. I shall be
there only for week-ends. But I want
you to treat Bunter well”

“If you've told him he 2an come, I
suppose he can,” satd the Bounder dis-
cantétitedly. “ Pon will have te stand
him somehow.”

“1 doubt whether Ponsonby would
have done what Bunter - did, at all
events,” sazzﬁl Mr. Vernon-Smith, with a
*But

eunt.  “But  perha saving your
ather's dife 13 & small matier m your
E}'EE.”

The Bounder winced. :

“¥ou don’t think that, father,” he
said, . “I'll stand Bunter.  I'll make the
best of him. Buot look here, I don't
want to go down tor Bussex and leave
vou i London.: Seo long as that dago is
oose you'rs in danger, I'd rather wash
cut the party at Seahill, and stay here
with you till the pelice get hold of that
scoundrel. ™ :

Me, Vernon-Smith's frowning
softened, but he shook his head.

“MNot at-all, Herbert, I shall stay at
my olub for a few days till I come down:
to Bussex. I shall be on my guard, you
may depend; but thera iz little danger.
I shall not allow your holiday to be in-
tarfered with. Larkin is already thers,
and all preparations-are made for you
and your friends, All I want vou to do
is to show that vou are not ungrateful
for the service. Bunter rendered your
father.”

“Oh, I'Il play up ! said Smithy, buk
with very little enthusiaam.

Mr. Vernon-Smith looked
wateh, :

“1 have an appointment at three”
he said. “I must go! I shall not sce
vou again before you leave, Herbert.
Good-bye, my boy |7

The millionaire shook hands with his
son and went out to his ear, already wait-
ing at the door.

Herbert Vernon-2mith stepped to the
window and watched his father step into
the ear and drive away.

His face was clouded. Twice an
unknown assassin had fired on the
millionaire—why, was mot known,
though Smithy had no doubt that the
attempt on Mr. Vernon-8mith's life had
something to do with his éxtensive finan-
cial schemes. The gunman was still at
large—partly owing 1o the Bounder

faca

at lhis

himself. So long as the wroetch was at -

liberty the shadow of danger was over
Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith,

The unsasy thought was in the
under's mind as he watched thé portly
millicnaire drive away, that he might b

lookinig on his Tather for the last time.

Twa attempts on his life had not shaken
the millionaire’s nerve in the very least,
and he had made very little. change in
his habits, Bmithy had been in earnest
when be declared that he would willingly
wash out the holiday party on the Sussex
coast and remain wﬂ:ﬁhia father.

For severs] minutes afier the car had
turned out of the square and disap-
peared the Bounder remained at the
windew with a meoody boow.

But his thought: gradually turned
from his father to himsef. On the sub-
ject of Billy Bunter he was feeling angry
and resentful.

Ho had asked Ponsonby, Gadshy,
Monson and Vavasour, of the Higheliffe
Fourth, .for .the holiday st the sea. He
had little liking for them, and they had
as little for him—at school they were on
fighting terms, as often ae not. But they
were the fellows for & holiday—such a
holiday as the Bounder contemplated,
far from the eyes of the masters and
prefects,

He was sorty that Redwing was nol
with him; yet not wholly sorry, for the
absence of his best chum gave him a
chance to indulge the Link of bleck-
Eg.:arclmm in his natore. Redwing could

ardly have stood Pon & Co.—and cer-
tainly he would never have joined in
their ‘manners and customs. a would
have been & very wet blanket at the sort
of party the Bounder had planned.

And & fat swab like Bunter would
be in the way, and a general nuisance.
Pon & Co. would sneer; which . was
snnoying. And the Bounder prided him-
self on never being dong-—~and Buntor
had done him. -

Soft asses like Lord Mauleverer, easy-
going fellows like Harry Wharion or
Bob Cherry, might get landed with
Bunter for the holidays; Bmithy was
neither soft nor casy-going, and despised
fellows who were. Now he was landed
with Bunter—and he would have given
& good deel to boot him !

“1 zay, Bmithy—"

Ela locked round, scowling, at the
sotind of & fat voice. Billy Bunter had
rolled inte the room, and he blinked at
Herbert Vernon-Bmith through his big
spectacles with a wary blink,

Bunter was “booked " for the hols,
but it was on rather unusual and mnot
wholly comfortable terms. Smithy was
his host—but he had to keep a8 wary eve
open for his host's boot, which conld not
be considered guite e satisfactory state

of affairs for any guest.
TWell I grun Smithy.
“I've had s talk with the old bean”

rernarked Bunter breezily., “Ha seems
keen on my spending the holidays with
vou, Snuthy. Well, I don't mind. 1
shall have to turn down Tom Merry and
D’Arev, and cut out the weck was
going to give Wharton—"

“You fat Owl ™ ;

“0Oh, really, Smithy! If that's the
wav vou telk to & guest—-="

“ Oh, shut up

“Wharton was asking me to come
along, when vou interrupted me on the
phone 5&5!3:‘{1&}'1!" said Bunier, with a

lare. “I've & jolly good mind to Ting

im up &nd secept, now ¥

“Don't let me stop you!” said the
Boonder sarcastically.

“Well, I can hardly do that, after
turning him down!™ said Bunter.
“ Otherwise, I should certainly do so. 1
can't say I like your manners, Vernomn
Smith.

“Like them or lump them ! grunted
the Bounder,

“I1f you don't want me for the hoels,
Yerpon-Smith—" said Bunter.

“¥ou know I don't 1" aaid the Boundar
coolly.

Bifly Buoter breathed -wrath. The



Uwl of the Bemove was nob thin-skinned,
but this was teo much, even for Bunter.

“0Oh, all right ! he said. “I'll clear,
Your pator was so pressing that I said
I'd eome down to Susscx with you—I
conld see that he was glad for you to
have one decent c!‘:np pmong that rotten
Higheliffe crew you've asked. DBut I'm
nob keen on it—don't Hatter vourself
that I am. You can have vour mob of
mr::;;slmrpcra to yourself, Smithy! T'Il

Billy Bunter turned and walled to {he
door.

The Bounder made a movemnent.

Nearly—very nearly —ha  stopped
forward to plant hiz boot on Bunter's
tight trousera and accclerate lns
departure.,

Jut he refrained. His affection for his
father was almeost the one =oft spot in
the Bounder's hard heart. Little as ho
was used to regarding any wishes but hia
awn, ha could not disregard his father's,
He stood and stared in angry silence
at the fat Owl as he rollad to the deor.

Bunter paused, with his hand on the
tloor.  SBwmithy, who had fully expected
him ta pause there, sheered. The fat
hwl blinked back at bhime—and the
Bounder remained grimly silent. For a
fong minute Buniter paused—then, with
a final glare through his big spectacles,
he opened the door and went.

Smithy remained whers he was, at the
window, with a 'black bhrow, Bunter was
FEILJIF_ and that was what he wanted.
dut his father's words came back uwneom-
fortably into his mind.

He crossed tha room swiftly and ran
out at the door. Bunter was going along
the Hall—zlowly!

" Bunter 1" snapped Vernon-8mith.

The fat junior lboked round.

“Don’t be s silly ass? growled the

Bounder. *“The car will ba ready in
halfi an  hour for Hussex—you're
conung.”

“If you mean that you really want me,
Srithy—"" said the fat Owl, relenting,

“Oh, wash that out?” snapped the
Bounder. “You can come ! That's what
you want! Now shut wp and give ma a
rest [

Billy Bunter blinked at him throngh
his big spectacles, with a blink of devas.
tating scorn.

He blinked at his feet, then st lus
face; then at his feet again, and then
once more at his scowling face. Having
thus locked him up and down with in-
expressible contempt, Bunter turned to
the door.

“That's not good enough for me,
Vernon-Smith,” he satd over a fatb
shoulder. “It may be good enough for
your Higheliffe friends—it won't do for
ma. I'm not the fellow to buit in where
I'm not wanted, I hope.”

“You fat fool—"

Bunter waved a fat hand at hum.

“That will do!” he said haughtily.
“I'm going ! I'll drop your father a line
to explain—"

"}fuid on!”  hooted
¥8top, vou fat awl M

“Zhan't ¥

T tell vou——

“Yah I

“T tell von, you ecan come! howled
the Bounder.

“And I jolly well tell yon that T don’t
want to, unless I receive & proper invi-
tation !” retorted Bunter. *If you want
me, you can say so. In that ease, I will
consider it. I have too many friends to
care much whather I come or not, as yon
know. If you really want me, I'll sea
what I can do for you—that's the best T
can say, vernon-Smith”

The Pounder looked at him as if he
could have bitten him. But he could hot

{(Continued on next page.)

the Eounder.
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OLD CHINA

By
The Greyfriars Rhymester

(1}

From far away In the Flowery Land
O mandarin and coolie

Wun Luong bhas eoms, 1 anderstand,
**To hon’lable Gleyfiars sehooles ! **

He brouoghi with him, or so it seems
To me (I'm sentimental )

An atmosphere which simply teems
With echoes oriental,

(2)
Yes, sometimes when I hear his yeils
As he is whopped by Loder,
I se¢m 1o hear insiead the bhells
O temple and pagodal
Anrd often when ¥ smell his siews
Of tasty rais and mices,
I think of scenied avenues
Through flelds of growlng spices.

(%)
““ Most Interesting !' wyou'll remark.
**As dreams, no dreams are [fner!
But we're comapletely in the dark
About his home In China.
We'd like 1o hear somea facts, you know-—
It's merely a soggestion '
I quite agree, and so I’ll go
And ask Wun Lung the gquesiion.

{8)
There Is, he says, a willow tree
With catkins all a~guiver,
The caikins are so big, says he,
They nearly hide the river I
Beyond its goarled and massive {runk
Are {rultful trees of cherry,
And on the rlver thera’s & junk
Which seems 1o be a ferry,

(8)

An apple tree Is growlng there.

The apples! Gosh, bow splendid.
As big as foothalls filed with alr,

On one thin branch suspended !
A erooked fence goes all along,

And near som# Hitle villas
Thera is the tample of King Kong

On three tall massive pillars !

Wun Lung, Chinaman,
Muchee, muchee sat;

Puttee in a stew-pan
Tasty mice and lat!

Read what our long-haired poet

has to say about the home of Wun

Lung, the quaint Oriental of the
Greyfriars Remove.

{3}
And when I ses his placid face
So 1ypical of China
And like no ofher In the place,
Except Hop Hi, his minor,

I see the spreading flelds of rlce
With almond blossom blowing,
The mountaln tops of snow and lce,

The yellow river Sowlng.

(5)
I've just come back | And, by the way»
You may have heard a rumour
That Chinese people c¢an display
A curious sense of humour.
It wasn’t so In this ere case,
Wun Lung was most conliding ;
He told me all about the place,
The home where he's reslding.

(7)

And there’s a bridge across the siream
With thres tall aarrow arches,

On iop of which, with eyes a-gleam,
A fat old figure marches !

Before him goes another one,
A third fat fzure lollows,

While high above them, just for fum,
Fiy two ungalinly swallows !

(8)

Weil, that deseripilon’s very eclear,
But Isn't I{ amazing ?

And what Ig really still more queer,
1 faney I've been nﬂu%

At some such scene—I don’f know where |
Perhaps I only droamed it !

But Wun Lung sald his homes was there,
And that was truth—or seemed il )

Next Week: THE LAD FROM LANCASHIRE.
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face his father if he turned the fat Ow]
down-—as noe doubt Billy Bunter was
precfectly aware. Swmnithy :i:.ad to got this
cown like a pill—and it was a vory nasty
pill, but he got it down.

“"I'm asking vou,” he said. “J—I—I
invite you to Scahill Park for the hels,
Bunter "

“Well, old chap, if you put it lLike
that, I think I pught ecomec!™ said
Bunter thoughtfullv. I don't expect
much from vou in the way of manners,
of course, You city people are hardly
miy style, and a fellow can make allow-
ances. Look here, if vou reallyr want
e, Smithy-—sure you really want me
to—""

“Yez I pasped the Bounder.

“Then I'll overlook your rotten ladd
manners, and come ! said Bunter. X
wan't refuse a really prossing invitation !
It's all right, Smithy—I'll come.”

And Bunter came !

it

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Pon is Playfull

ECIL PONSONBY of the Fourth
Form at Hiﬁhdiﬁe raized his
eyebrows. seemed
prised.

I3 that the show ™ he asked.

“Thot's 1, eir ! zaid the chauffeur.

*Gad!” said Pon, addreszsing his
friends in the car. “ Rather decent for
the Vernon-Smith lot, what "

“ Absolutely 1" agreed Vavasour.

“Oh, they've got tons of money!”
remarked adshy. _

“And lLike splaszhin' it about {* said
hlonson.

Seahill Park—one of the many pro-
pevties of Mr. Bamuel Vernon-Smith—
was quite an imposing edifice.

From the gateway where the car was
turning in, & long avenue of oaks and
beeches led np to the house, in the
distance.

Thore was an oxfensive park, and
the farther wall was on the edege of
the beach, with golden sands and the
blue Channel beyond. ]

The house was a Jarge bnilding, with
innumerable red chimney-pots glinmer-
ing in the bright April sunshine. The
curving drive from the gates was a
quarter of a mile long.

The gates stood . wide open, but a
lodge-keepor came out and touched his
hat as Pon's car turned in. Pon & Co.
were not going to admib ik, but they
wers rather impressed. Pon's own
place was hardly on this seale—and this
was only one of Mr. Vernon-Smith's
residenecs.  Certainly, it looked as if
therea were “tona of money ” sbout!

It was, in fact, because there was

lenty of meoney about that the puls of
Flighcliffn had accepted Vernon-Smith's
invitation for Kaster. Smithy was nick-
named tho “Bounder® at hiz own
school, not wholly without reason—and
in the eyes of the Highcliffisng he was
an absolute bounder, whom they
vegarded from  Jofty  heights of
superiority.  But if they disdained
Smithy they did not disdain the
pm]:peﬂt- of anncxing some of hia ample
cash.

“Hallo, what on earth's that*” asked

aGudshy, staring at a fat figure that

upPeawd on the drive ahead.

“ A wanderin’ porpoise!” suggested
Monson. ]

“ Absolutely I grinned Vavasour.

Ponsonby knitted his brows. He had
only a back view of the fat junior, who
was walking up the drive, but he knew
Eilly Bunter at ance.

“Good gad | Has Smithy asked that
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fat frog herve?" he exclaimed. "™ That's
a bLit too thick! I never knew there
were fo any Greviriars cads here
excopt——->~"

“Except our jolly old host ! grinned
Gadshy, - )

“Aud that fat bloater is the limit,
even for a Greyfriars cad ! said Pon-
sonby. " We're not standin’ this, you
men.  What the thump has Smithy got
b here for, I'd like tg know ] Lake
his cheek 1”

“ Absolutely IV :

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
sound of the car behind him. The April
sunshing gleamed on his big spectacles.
INone of the |}m.rt;.r WS Eleaaed to see
hirg there. They felt indignant at the
idea of Sinithy having the neck té land
this fat bounder on them. Ii they could
stand Smithy they weren't going to
stand his Greyfriara pals—lcast -t;:efg all,

Bunter. There waz a limit ]
“1 s=ay, you fellows—" bhegan
Bunter, blinking at them. Short-

sighted as he was, the fat Owl could
read the expressions in the faces of the
lofty nuts of Higheliffe, and was not
gratified thereby, If Pon & Co. were
going to be unpleasant, Bunter could be
unplaasunt, too. ]

“What the dooce are yon doin’ here,
Bunter ?" demanded Ponsonby, throw-
ing apen the car door, and staring at
the fat Owl far from politely.

“Btaying with my pal Bmithy "
auswered Bunter cheerfully. " What
the dickens are you doing here,

Pansonby 1"
“ Bmithy's asked us, as I suppose you

know, as yvou're here—"

“Well, it's rather thick!™ said
Buonter. "1 suppose Smithy can ask
whom he [ikes, but he might have told
ma he was geiting a mob of High-
clife outsiders here, This is rather
letting me down,™

“Wha-a-t 7" pasped Ponsonby.

“¥ou cheeky fat frop——" exclarmed
Mm:;?pn.

“You rpoise 1M
Gadsby. P

Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at
them.

" You can cut all that out 1 he said.
“I know what your manners are like st
Highcliffe—half of you would be sacked
if you werp at Greyiriarg, Keep your
votten manners for your own school,
where they don’t matter—see? YWhen
vou meet Greyfriars men something a
little better is expected. If you're not
jolly civil I shall tell Smithy I object
to your being here st all.” .

Pon & Co. regarded Bunter with
almost ferocious looks. Bunter pave
them a lofty blink through his big spee-
tacles and turned " haughtily away.

He flattered himself Pon & Co. were
not gefting much change out of him,

“The fat, frowsy, cheeky scoundrel [
muttered Pon, as the Bunter rolled on.
“ After him, and bag him! We've got
him to ourselves here, and we'll jolly
well make an example of him!™

*“Hold on, for goodnesa® sake, Pon ™
gasped Gadsby. “If ha's Smithy’s guest
and he must be, as he's here—"

“T don't ecare 1™

“There's a limit, old man—" mur-
mured Monson.

“ Absolutely ! said Vavasounr
“Fellow-guest, and all that—what 1

potty gronw led

“Bag the fat freak, I tell youl”
snarled Ponsonby.
“* But, say, what will Smithy

think 1 exclaimed Gadshy. )

“1 don’t care a bean what he thinks!
Lend moe 8 hand with that fat frog;
will yoirt Pl tesch him to five Kigh

His

-cliffe men lip!”

Ponsonby cout after Bunter.

friends—a little dubiously—cut after
Pon. The chaufleur sat snd stared.
Billy Bunter, satisfied that ho had
put the Highchiffe putls in their proper
place, was rolling up the drive con-
tentedly, when a sudden grab on hia
fat shoulder spun him round.

“Ow " squeaked Bunter.

Crash 1

Ponsonby’s fist landed on his hat,

squashing 1t over his fat ears| Bunter

Eave & Yoar.

~“Ow! Beast] Oh erikey! You've

smashed Smithy's hat! Wow ! You'll

{1}&1.'«\:.1“ to pay Smithy for that hat!
w!

But Billy Bunter, the next moment,
forgot the damage to the hak, in the
dainage to himself, His fat leg was
hooked, and he went down with a
bump

He yelled wildly as e bumped. Then
he rolled over and over,

Pon & Co. warmed to the work.
They chortled as they rolled the help-
lesz fat junior over.

Billy Bunter gasped, and spluttered,
and squeaked frantically. Ho was quite
helpless in the ha of the four
raggers. Hardly knowing whether he
was on hiz head or his heels, he rolled
and roared,

At the side of the drive was & puddle
under the trees, left by recent April
shiowers. Bunter rolled into thd puddie.

Splash |

* Urrergehh ¥

*Ha, ha, ha1” yelled Pon & Co,

*Gurrcrgghh ! Oh, you beasts!
Urrgh!” gurgled Bunter,

“1 -think that will do!* chuckled
Ponsonby, “Let's get back to the carl”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yeolled the High-
cliffians.

Chuckling, they walked back to the
car, and got in; The chauffeur, grin.
ning, drove on. As the car passed
Bunter the fat junior sat up—in the
puddie | _

Munddy end untidy, panting for breath,
hiz fat face crimson with rage, where
it was nat thick with mud, the Owl of
the Remove lpoked an extraordinary
object !

_ The Higheliffians stared at him, roar-
ing with laughter, as they passed him
i {he car. Btill howling with merri-
ment, they dissppeared up the drive
towards the mansion in the distanes,
leaving Billy Bunter sitting in the
pmldla, 8 lutte.rmsi and spluttering, as
if he would never leave off apluttering !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Hollday Party!

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII
H stood Jooking out of the high
arched doorwaey into the April

sunset.
The Bounder was in cvening clothes,
and held a cigarette between finger and

thumb. A diamond gleamed from his
spotless shirt-front, and another from
his tie—Smithy liked an expensive

litter. Larckin, the butler whom Mr.

‘ernon-Smith had sent down from his
town house, lurked in the spacious hall,
and what he thought of a schoolboy
smoking in the doorway was not indi-
cated on his impassive, plump face.

During his father's absence;, Smithy
was monarch of all he surveved at
Seahill Park, in Bussex—servants, and
cars, and motor-boat, and everything
¢lse, were all at his orders; and that
useful articla, money, was laid on like
water ar electricity.

The Bounder had booked a high old
time for that holiday—Pon & wero
coming, and they were going to make
the fur fiy.
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** What the deuce have you besn up to, you fat ass ?

Even that rowdy crew would have to

ay somo regard to appearances when

r. Vernon-SBmith came. The mil-
lionaire, indulgent ad he was to his only
som, had a limit for him, when he was
prosent, But until he came, Smithy
was his own master, and was going his
own way—a way that would - hive
earned him the “sack,” short and
sharp, had he been at school, instead
of on holiday.

But the Bounder wes not locking, or

feeling, Hmrtlmﬂﬂrl:r bucked, all the
BRITA. s had just been on the tele-
phone to his father, and had been %‘E“ﬂ
apd relieved to hear that nothing had
happened in town. But the moment he
hung up, & feeling came over him that
he nught have heard his father's voice
for the last time—and he very nearly
rang up again.
- He refrained from doing =o, however
—he was not going to show weakness,
Standing in the doorway, looking out,
he wished that Pon & Co. would blow
in. Ha had, so far, no company at the
houre, except Bunter's—and he saw as
littla of Bunter a4 he eould. " He hoped
that in the uproarious company of the
YOUNgE had{fuards of Highcliffe he
would be able to drive the haunting
foar from  his mind of some tramic
happening at a distance.

He wondered, however, whether his
father had been right, and whether he
would have dono better to ask fellows
like the Famous Five instead of the
Highcliffe nuts. They were & strenuous
mob: The time would have gone in

boating, swimming, cycling, tennis,
climbing the ecliffs, rambling in the
woods, 1nstead of bridge and banker,
vigarettes and. late hours. At the

bottom of his
their ways to Pon &

heart, Smithy preferred
Co.'s. ways. And
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rolled me in 2 puddle ! **

he knew that his anxiety for his father
would have been easter to bear, with a
healthy mind in a healthy body.

" Bubt he shrugged his shoulders as he
thought of it. He had rowed with that
lot gt the end of the term, and he was
fed-up with them, anyhow, He was
going to have a jolly gwd time, kick-
mg & loose leg now that he was safe
from roasters and prefects.

A car came up the drive and halted.
Ponsonby & Co. alighted, and there was
quite a cheery mecting. They werc a
vory elegant and well-dressed party,
and they put on their best manners 1o
the Bounder. At the same time, Pon's
eyes lingered for a second on Smithy's
diamonds, and Bmithy, who was a3z
kcen as a hawk, did not fail to notice it.

atill, Pon & Co. were very agrecable.
They came in with the Bounder in a
merry crowd, Smithy was glad that
Bunter was net present at the moment,
and he did not mention him. Nether
did Pon & Co., and he remained un-
aware that they had already metg his
other guest.

wite a magnificent suite of roogna

had been prepared for the Highelifie
guests, They thanged for dinner, and
came down te Join Smithy in the hall—
just as a fat figure, dripping with mud,
came ralling wearily in.

Smuthy stared at Billy Bunter.

Ponsonby & Co. exchanged a grinning
look, though three of them, at least,
were fecling a little uneasy.

Pon's view was that - Vernon-Smith
was & “bounder,” vastly honoured by
& visit from such aristocratic personages
as hunself and his friends, and that it
gid not matter much how they treated

im.,

Btill, his friends could not help
thinking that there was some sort of a

“*Urrggh ! ** gasped Bunter.

(i

Ponsonby & Co. joined Vernon-Smith in the hall just as & fat figure came squelching in. “ Bunter ! ** snapped the Bounder.

*m all wet ! Those rotten eads

limit, and they wondered rather un-
easily how SBmathy was going to take
this., That fat freak was, afler all, his
guesk.

“"What the dewce have vou been up
to, Bunter?” smapped the Hounder,
staving angvily at the hapless fat Owl.

*Urrggh ! gasped Bunter. "I'm all
wet ! I'm all muddy [ He glared at
Ponsenby through muddy spectacles,
“You beast! You rotter! 1 jolly well
wish Bob Cherry was here! He would
give you a Liding, vou ead ! Qoogh 1™

“Who's that, Smithy!"” asked Pon
airily,

“You know  Bunter!”
Yernon-Simith.

" But what's he doin’ here, old man "™

“DBeast 1" roared Bunter. I'm stay-
ing with Bmithy, as I told you. Look
bere,» Bmithy, 1f you think I'm gomng to
ﬁ!an& this, you're jolly well mistaken-—=
eec? Look at me ” n

“What do vou mean, vou fab assi™
Then Snuthy understood. “Have you
men been raggin’ Bunter? Iz that it 17

“We found him wanderin® about the
place,” said Ponsonby. “He was rather
checky—"

“Yahl” roared Bunter, “Cadl”

“ Shut up, Bunter ' muttered Bmithy.

“Shan't 1" roared Bunter, “Loock st
me 1

The Bounder compressed his lips.
For .Bunter he did nol care o sivaw;
Ponn & Ca. could have ragged lum to
the top of their bent without werryin
him 1n the least. But thicy had ragge
a puest of his, which was a different
matter., A very unpleasant expression
came over his face as he looked ot them.
If they fancied that they could take the
high hand with hun, they were going
to learn that that was an error.
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. Gadshy and Monson and Vavasour
read his expression, and looked at Pon.
Pon hed landed them in this, aod it
wes for Pon to get them ont of it. Bt
Pon was eqguel to the cccasion. )

“Is Bunter really stayin’ here with
you, Smithy " asked Pon.

“Yes " growled Smith.

1 told you so!" yelled Bunter.

*Weall, he told uws so; but, paturally;
we didn't believe him,” explainéd Pon,
in bis airy way. “Wa thought he was
bargin® in, vou know; he's a bit of
a reea, isn't he?  Wouldn't have
dreamed of touchin' him if we'd known.
We apologise all round, old man.”

* Absolutely 1" said Vevasour. )

“You rotters!" roared Bunter, quite
regardless of staring servants and the
Bounder's angry discomfort. “You
rotten Higholiffe cads—"

“My .dear chap,” seid Ponsonby, “all
a mistake "

“That's a lie!” roared Buntcr,

“0h 1* gasped Pon.

Even the airy Pon did not know what
to say in reply to. that.

“That will de, Bunter!” snapped
Vernon-Bmith. “Go and get changed !
Dinner i & gquarter of an hour 1

*Look here, Smithy—>"

“Go and get changed, I tell you I®

“1E you think——"

“That's enough!” said the Bounder,
with & dark leok.

And Billy Bunter, with a =nort of
angry indignation, rolled away up the
stairs—to” get a change, which really
he badly noeded.

Smithy had decided to acvept Fon's
explanation. But he was not in a good
humour, and his manner was brosgue,
almost surcly, till the gong sounded for
dianet, -

Pon & Co. exchanged surrcptitions
glaneds, indieative of .their opinion of
the manners of their host.

At dinner, however, good humour was
restored, and quite a cheery chat was
going on when Buuter rolled m—late,
for once, for a meal.-

Bunter was in evening. clothes, but &

very obvious tightness about his attire

hionted that it had been made for a
much slimmer persom. :

Rather to Bmithy’s relief, he was
grinrming, and scemed gquite to have

recovered from his indignation and

Thres courses had been dis-

sed of when Bunter arrived. But
Eua-rkin had fo hegin agmin at the
beginning for Bunter; he was not going
to nyiss enything in the edible line.
However, he soon caught-up the others;
slow in other matters, Banter was a
rapid dealer with foodsfuffs. And he
was grioning over his provender, as if
in enjoyment of & good joke.

“I say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter, when he had eaten enough for
four, and taken tho keen edgo off his
appetite, { yise :

None of the Highcliffians heeded him.
If Smithy chose to have such a rank
outsider pbout the plece, he could not
expect Pon & Co. to take any notico of
him. They carefully ignored -Bunter,

“80 1 mede it spades——" Pon went
on. Ha was telling a bridge stors.

“What were you saying; Bunter?

wrath.

asked the Bounder coclly, cutting across

FPont's remarks. It pleased himy to put
the superb Pon in his place,

“He, he, hel"from Bunter. “1I
5a¥, you fe'iiqtu, you spoiled ni;"; clothés,
sticking me in that puddle! Lucky I'd
borrowed some of Smithy’s, wasd't it ?"

Bounder laughed. Pon & Co.
carefully locked as if they were nn-
aﬁ:ara at Bunter was. in the room st
all, .
“ And one good turn deserves another,
Tae Magner Lspany.—No. 1,522,
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don't it?” went on Bunter cheerfullr.
“1 suppose you never borrowed clobber
when you came here, Pon t”

Pon gave bim a look, taking note of
his fat existence st last.
“What the defice do
snapped. " De yon thin

to borrow clothes

ell, T fancy you'll wish you had
goon ' said’ Bunter. “One gooad turn
deserves anather! He, he, he I*

After which, Bunter devoted himself
to food, leaving the Highclifiana to
Buess what he was driving at=f they
were interested. But they were nat,
snd they carefully iguored Billy Bunter
during the remainder of dinner.

ou mean?"” he
I'm the fellow

13

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets His Own Back !

f; H-A-A-A-T!" stuttered Cecil
Ponsonby.

his eyes,

He stood in the doorway of his room
abk Secahill Park, ond stared into the
apartment, his eyes-popping st what he
BRW.

It was a large and well-appoinied
room, and it had Leen .in apple-pie
order when Pon had left it to go down
to dinner. Now it wasn’t.

Pon's clobber—extensive and expen-
sive—had been placed in drawers and
wardrobes by welltrained hands. But
other hands had heen- there smce. ;

Irawers were pulled open, their con-
tents dragged ouwt. In the middle of
the floor was & heap of garments which
had, a short time ago, %een exbreme
el t, snd which had cost Pon's
father, the barfonet, quite a lot .of
maoney.  Now those garments were far
from elegant, and. did not. lock as if
a second-hand merchant would have
given much money for them.

They were crumpled and rumpled,
aond wherever it was possible ‘to bear
ihem, they were torn. * All over them
was scattered ash—evidenfly -shovelled
from the Hréplace; where a log-fire
burned.. Trousers, once eleghnt, jackets
and walsteoats ' and coats, once- the
delight of a tatlor, -lay in that ghastly
heap, utterivy havocked: Owver them

were scattered collers,’ twisted out of

shape, ties in sections, - handkerchiefs
twisted’ and torm. A sailk hat sur-
mounted the pile, with tlie top knoeked
in. :

Evervithing, or nearly everything,
that Ponsonby had left, in ‘his room had
been dragged ic -that stack, rumpléd
and crumpled and torn, and smothered
N ey ood i he wreck

onsoncy st gaping &b the w .

He stepped into the ‘room,  st¥l
gaping. MNever had a fellow been so
uttergl_gdtakeu by surprise and so utterly
CNFA: :

His 'eyes fell on 8 cheval-glasz that
faced ham. On that glass was dauvbed
ah inscription, evidently by a hnger
dipped in ink’: :

“HOW DO YOU LIEE IT YORE-
BELF, YOI EAD

Ponsonby pasped with rage.

He understood now’ why Bunter had
beent so "late tor dinner.,  He under.
stogd the remarks Bunter had made
st the table. This was Bunter's handi-
work | _

- Pon hdd thought it quite & good idea
to rag the fat %WL and legve him sit-
ting. in.& puddle. The fact that it
ruined the clothes Bunter was wearing
did. pot matéer to him in the least,
But row thal the same measure had

He cnﬁﬂd hardly believe -

been meted out -to his own clothes it
seemed ta matter a lot.  His face
whitened with fury as be stared round
the . rooms
*Comin" down, old man?”’ Gadsby
looked in. *8mithy's waitin' for us in
the billiards-tocom—— Ob, grest pipl

[ — _

Gsiiai‘:{;r;*a-ej'eﬂ popped at the heap of
wreg 3

“Look " panted Pon.  “Bunter's
done this—"

“0Oh gad! That's what the fat idiot
meant, then. Oh crikey!”® Gadshy
ﬁns and whistled: “Thank goodness

e et 11:% room alone [

"I—I-I'l smash him! I-—-I—"

Ponsonby choked with ra

“Hold on, old man!™ said Gadsb
hastily, “After all, it wos a bit thic
]rlaggm’ thet fdét ass, as he was a guest
ere

“You fool™ Pon's sleﬁl;ml: MARRETS
seemed to have deserted him. “Think
I'm standin’ this?"”.

“ Wall, Bunter had to stand it—"
“I'll smash him " yellod Ponsonby.
Ha nished from the room.

adsby whistled again &s he followed
him. Heslly, as Bunter had declared,
ona good toro deserved another, and
Pon might have . expected somcthing
back. Certainly, Lowever, he had not
expected this, or anything like it
Almost foaming with rage, he rushed
to the stairs.

Monson and Vavasour, in the hLall
below, stared at him blankly.

“Pon, old man, what's the row®
g6t Monson

“Where's Bunter?” hissed FPon.

“In the hilliards-room with Bmwithy.
But I—F-say——""

Ponsonby. rushed past.

The billiards-room opened from the
«nd of the hall. The Bounder was
there, cue in hand, idly knocking the
balls about. while ha waited for the
Highcliffoe fellows to join him. Billy.
Bunter sat on & settea by the wall, with
s clwery fat grin on his face.

Bunter was thinking of the state of
BPon's room, and that the dandy of
Highclifie would thisk twife, i not
thuice, before he started any more rag-
ging. Bunter's idea was that, when 1t
camd to ragging, he could keep his end
u%nﬂ right.

wt the grin faded from his face as
Pon rushed into-the room, with crimsan
face and blazing dvea :

“Here; vou keep off I vrirh e
Bunter ic slarm, eid he leaped to his
fesot; and bonnded Tound the billiards-

‘table.

Verpon-Smith dropped the end of his
cue and stared at Ponsonhy.
“What the deuce—"" ho ejaculated.

Pon did not heed- him. He rushed
round the end of the billiards-table
after Bunter. .

Bunter scutkled along the farther side
in haste, snd cama round Bmithy's end.
He dodged past the astonished Bounder.

“I say, keep him off, Smithy!” he
howled in passing.

After him cama Ponsonby, rather
like a bloodhound.

. +But Vernon-8mith grabbed at the

Highelifie junior aa be passed in his
turn.

“Let go, you fool 1" roared Ponsonby,
dragging at his arm.

¥E H-t-'_."—",p

“Let go, I tell youn !

lehB Bﬁunder'; jaw m, hlnata:d
of letting ‘go,: he com is gri
fill it scemed to Pob that his ﬁnﬂ
wera cracking in it.

In the doorway appeared Gadshy
Monson. and Vavasour, with !-tlnrﬂﬂv‘j
faces. Bunter, at the other end of the



table, leaned on it, panting for breath
—wary and randi to stert again, if Pon
got away from the Bounder.

. “Pon, old man—" gasped Vavasour.

Really, the Mighclife nuts were
uite ashamed of their great chief and
eader at that moment. The superb
Pon's manners were just then de-
plorable,

“’jlr“n’:i{l you let go my arm, Vernon-
Bmith? panted Pounsonby. “I'm
going to smash that fat cad—"

“Yah 1™ ecame from Bunter,
length of the billiards-table. #¥ah!
Cad! How do you like it yourself?
Beast !

“That fat freak's beon ragpin’ Pon's
room, Smithy!* Gadsby hastily ex-
plained. “He's mucked up all -his
clobber—everythin’a in  rags and
“f‘tall'f—ﬂ :

*Uh, my hat!” gesped Smithy.

“Didn't he muck up my clobber?”
roared Bunter, “Think I'm going ta
let & Higheliffe cad rag me? Yah1”

Ponsonby, with ‘a desperate wrench,
bore his arm lonze, He raced down the
side of the table. Bunter raced up the
other.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Vernon-Smith.
“Go it, Bunter! Here we go round the
mulberry-bush | Ha, ha, ha!®

Bunter flew! After him flew Pon.
sonby |  Considering the weight he
had to carry, the fat Owl put up a

the
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remarkable. turn of speed. Bui Pon
wWas gaining on him.

The Bounder, roaring with laughter,
did not intervene agsin. Twice they
passad him, and thrice—and then Pon’s
outstrotched  hand gripped a fat
shoulder.

“Now, you fat rotter——" panted
Pon.

“¥Yarooooh I

Thump, thump, thump !

VYernon-Smith, still chuckling, ran
along the tabls, snd grasped FPon by
the arm again.

“That will do, Pon!? he said.

“Let gol®

“ Rats | .

Pon wrenched at his arm.  The
Bounder eierted his strength—which
was twico Pon's—and dragged him
headlong away [rom Bunter, spinning

“him to the wall.

. Ponsenby bumped on the wall, gasp-
ing, and slid down to a sitting position
on the floor. He sat there gurgling
for breath.

“Fow'! Ow! Wow!™” roared Bunfer,

“Look here, this is pretty thick,
Smithy !V excleimed Monson.

“Ja it?" said Smithy, roolly.
don’t see it myself! Pon rags
Bunter and spoils his clothes, why
shouldn’t Bunter do the same to Pon?
More power to his giddy elbow, if vou
ask me!”

it |
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Poneonby staggered to his feet. He
was panting with rage, and all his
polished manners had guite vanished.

. “Get out of the way, Yernon-Smith 1”
he roared. “I'm gomg to punch that
fat cad till he bursts!®

“Arve you?? gaid the Bounder.
“You're going to punch me frst then!
Get on. with it 1™,

Pongonby looked as if he would: but
Gadshy . and Monson and Vavasour
rished in, gathered round him, and drew
hiin away. They led him out into the
hall, where they calined. and scothed
himy,  Billy Bunter. collapsed eon the
settee, spluttering for bresth; snd the
Bounder, laughing, resumed knocking
ihe billiard balls about. It was more
than an hour before Pon was able to
resume some semblanca of his polished

mannpers—and even then they wore not
as good os new |

Whils the Cat's Away!
I ARKIN coughed.

coma down to breakifast. FPon
& Co. came down at the same time.
Wharten & Co, with his distinguishe
(Continued on next page.)

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
It was ten in the morning.
Herbert Vernon-Smith
Ther found Billy Bunter going strong.
When Billy Bunter honoure 'Hl.ﬂ'g
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company in the holidays, he was always
down hours after the streauons Co. t
was quite different at the mansion on
the Sussex shore. Bunter had beon
down half an hour when the rest of the
house-party appearud—-gawning, pale,
cross-tempored, and ready to shap one
another's heads off.

Bunter was nearly every known kind
of an ass; but even Bunter had szense
criongh io go to bed at night and sleep.
Veornon-8mith and his nuity friends had
sat wup till one in the morning.
Billiarda had been followed by bridge,
and bridge by bauker, with cigaretres
going all the time. Which had the
natural resnlt of turning them out

the mormng  Jate, and tired, and
peaved,
Having been down half an hour,

Bunter had been breakfasting for that
lecng‘th of timo; ho had not finished
yelb !

The Bounder camo in, DPon and
Manson lounging with Lim, and theén
Gadsby. Vavasour had not yet turned
out. Smithy  gave Larkin & scowl as
tho butler, with a nowspaper in his
hand, uttered an apologetic cough.

“Loffes I snapped Smthy.

“¥Yog, Mazior Herbori! But—"'

Without waiting to hear what Larkin
had to say, the Bounder lounged past
hum, and threw himself nte & chair. A
footman poured out caoffee.
Followad his master’s son, apologetically,
to the table.

v " Master Herbert, if you would glance
at the newspaper——'*

“Oh, rot! Don't bother!™ grunted
the Bounder,

* Hapoy landing, Mr. Filot! As
long as you drm'ti st on &
church spire, you're OK!"
Anyway he's el his
Sﬁhnn[hn:i' ibrarr
g el . ey il
m wWOrry.
mre lice that—full of sdvanture
and amusement fhat cheer
you wup whan you're hblue,
Read this grand yarn—
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Larkin coloured fmintly.

“Your father, sir—"

Vernon-Smith's manner changed at
once., The coffee-cup was at his lips-—
he set it down so hurriedly that it over-
turned, the coffee streaming over the
table, He almost tore the paper from
Larkin's hand.

“My  father—somethin’
paper—"" he breathed.

“Yes, Master Herbert? I—

*You fool! Why didn’t you tell me
beforg ¥

"1 knocked! at your door three times,
gir, but—"

“Where 15 ib—where—-" _

Larkin pointed out the paragraph with
a plump finger. The colour grn.ined
from the Bounder's face as he looked.

Pon and Gadsby and Monson ex-
changed f;lamms. Pon hardly troubled
to ooneceal a sneoer.

“Somethin® up in the City I he mur-
mured to hiz friends. “SBomo sort of
5.ma.l%l]|, '.vhgl':if" : 1 i

“These City people po smash awfully
sildenly ' murmured Gadsby., “Bank-
ript, I shouldn't wonder!”

. "Oh gad! WNice for us, landed here,
if it's thet ! muttered Monzon.

Pansonby  shrugged his  elegant
shoulders. If 1t was that, and :i.fgthe
horn of plenty was going to Tun dry,
Seahill Park was not likely to bae
henoured much longer by the dandy of
Higheliffe. Peace had been patched up.
the previous evening, after the episode
of the rag in Pon’s room—but Pon had
not forgotten—he was not the fellow to
forget offences.  If the City financier
had come a crash, and there was noth-
ing more to be gained from tho

in {he

Bounder, it would have been a pleasure
to Pon to turn him dewn in the most
cutiing way he could.

Heedless of the three and their mut-
tering, Vernon-Smith glued his eyes to
the mewspaper. Larkin stood in an
ettitnde of respectfully sympathetio at-
tention,

“The ear, Larkin!®
Smith, his voica husky.

“Your brealfaszt, sip—"

“Don't be & fool! The car, I tell
vou !” gnarled the Bounder. He threw
the nowspaper on the foor and leaped
from higs chair.

gsaid Vernon-

Billy Bunter Dblinked at him in
astonishment as he ran to the door. In
hiz  surprise, Bunter forgot, for a
moment, his fifth breakfast.

"I sav, Bmithy—"" he squeaked.

" Anvthin' up, old man?” drawled

Ponsonby.

His sarcastic tone hinted at what he
thought of this display of excitement on
the part of the Bounder. Acecording to
Pon's code, fellows never displayed
emotion of any kind—that sovt of thing
was not donte. He had displaved somio
himsgelf, the previous evening, but por-
haps he had forgotten that.

Yernon-Bmith paused 8 moment, and
threw a word over his shoulder.

“I'vo got to run up to town. You
fellows carry on—youw'll be all right.
Lavkin will look after vou.”

Flo was gone the next moment.

*Oh gad!” said Ponsonby,

The Highclife nuts looked
another, with expressive shrugs.

“Grreylciars  manpers!”  murmured
Cadsby. . _

“Well, if the old bean’s bankrapt—~"=

“What the deuce ia it in the paperi™
said Ponsonby. "“We'd better know.
It depends on that, whether that rotten
gutsider 15 gomn’ to find us here when
he gets back.”

The dandy of Highclife picked wup
the paper. Hea ful]g_',.r expected to eea
soime announcement of & “smash ™ 'in
the City.

Instead of which, a startling head-
line met hii eye.

“ATTACK ON A MILLIONAIRE!

at one

“Alr. Bamuel Vernon-Smith, the well-
Loown financier and millionaire, had a
Narrow escape day evening. A
thot was fired at him as ha was leaving
Liis club. Detatls are not vet known, but
it appears that the shot was fired from
a passing motor-car, which then drove
on et great epeed, end disappeared
before it could be stopped. The police,
we understand, have the number of tha

car. Mr. Vernon-Smith, we are plad to
state, was nok injured, the bullet barely
This is Mr.

%l‘ﬂtillg’ -his - shoulder,
ernon-Bmith's third narrow escape
from myvsterious attacke in the course of
little more than a weel®

“0Oh, my hat!”™ s=aid Ponsonby.
“ Bomebody pottin® at the old beant
T've seen zomothin' about it in  the
pascrs before, only I'd forgotten. Some-
body he's diddled in the City, I
Euppose.””

‘But what's the matter with Smithy,
then 7" asked Monson. * There's rothin'
there about & smash, or anythin'.”

“Might be fond of his father, and a
bit upset!™ suggested Gadsby, with a
touch of snreasm.

Pnnspnh&r langhed.

“Bmithy's o rather hard nut to crack,”
hz said. “Hardly that! He scems to
be gone, though.”

There was the buz of a car on the
drive. - SBmithy, without his breakfast,
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was gone. The car went with a rush and
& roar. Whether he was, or waa nof,
" bt upset,” as Gadshby  supgested,
Simithy was losing no time in getting to
his father,

Guite regardless of Simithy's feelings,
whatever they might happen to be, Fon
& Co. sat down to breakfast. Vavasour
camo down and joined them. Billy
Bunter, still eating, blinked across the
tabile al them, rather uneasily.

Smithy was gﬂ-nﬂ—appamntlp for the
day. Pon & Co. were still there—and
n oday with PPon & Co. without the
Bounder, was a rather alarming prospect
for Billy Buanter !

1fe noticed that the faur nuts glanced
a5 him several times, grinning, and
spoke together in low voices, He did
not like the look in Don’s oye at all.

Fhere was still an jueh or 1wo of cubic
shaca unfilled within Billy Buuter's fat
circumberchee. But he eut short hia
miany  breakfasts, and ro:e from the
{ablo,

Pon gave him & glance,

“Nob gpoin’, Bunter 7% he said, *Wait
for us, ald Lean! We'll have o rippin’
time together—wilhout Swithy 1o butt
In.

“Oh, really, Ponsonby—"
mieped the fat Owl,

“We'll make 2 jolly dav of it!®
grmned Monzon,  “We'll talke ven for
a walk round the lake to begin with,
Bunter,”

O, really, Monson——"

“And pull you out if you fall in!* said

adshy.

“ Absolutely ! ehuckled Vavasour.

" Beasts '™ said Bunler. Aund he made
for the door,

Doang !

“Gientlemen!” exelaimed Larkin, as a
ctshion whizzed and lavded on the back
of Bunter's fnt head.

"Yoo-hoop ! voared Bunter. Ho
siaggered, and fell on his bands and

stam-

lititras,

“Ha, ha, bha!* reared the Hiph-
clilians,

COw ! Wowl You ' raared Buntor.

" Lentlemen—gentlemen |
Larkin.

Pensouby gave the buller a cool, in-
solent starve,  Without deigning to take
any furthee notice of him, he stepped
towards the sprawling fat Owl, his
caffec-cup in hig hand,

As Bunler slaggered up, 1hat cup was
titted gver, and tho hot ¢offes swamped
down the back of a fat neck.

“Yarocoooch I” bellowed Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the nuts,

Billy Bunter bolted out of the break-
fast-room, yelling. Larkin and his
myrmidons stared in hoerified amazes
ment.  Pon went back to
]zmghm -

“That's a beginnin’,” le remarked.
“I shouldu’t wonder if that fat freak
pots lived of this show -hefore the dey's
oat, What?”

The chucklifg huts agreed that it was

pralable,
The same thought was in Billy
While the eat was

exclaimod

Nunter'a fat mind,
away, the mice would play—and it was
clear that the Higheliffians were going
o give Bunter 2 high old time dwving
smilhy's absence.  And DBilly Bunter,

aftey mapping the eolfee out of his fat-

neek, rolled out of the house, and rollod
away ta the gavage.

When, aftey doawdling over ilelr
Lreakfast and the cigareites that fol-
Jawed 1f, Pon & Co. went fo look faor
Bunter, they found him not., Bunter
hal laken o eav out—and the grinming
mifs wondeted whether he had hit Tor
howe, or whether he would be coming
back., In the latter cage, they were pre-
mred to make Bunter wish that he hacd
it for home, omd staved there!

the table,’

EVERY SATURDAY

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bob Cherry !
BGB CHERRY stared,

Heo was standing at the i;)ardnu

ate of Cherry Place, in Dorset-

_shire, when & handsome car cane
whizzing up the road, and stopped.

A fat fare, adorned by a parir of big
speetacles, blinked from the cone. A fut
hand was waved to Beh.

Hea conld only stare. ITe had not
expected to sce Billy Bunter.  3nch
less had he oxpecied to see him in a
whaeking car with a liveried chauffour,
But that wos how he saw him.

“Ilallo, halle, hallo! ejaculated
Dol

Billy Bunier stopped from the ear.
TI¢ was loowing wirusnally well dressed.
His fal faco had. as wsual, a trace of
grubbiness, but, so far as clothes went,
Buptey had a newly swept and garn-
ished look.  Bob Cherry vegavded him
witly suvprise and interest,

Havry Wharton and the nalol at
Wharton | Lodge, weve aware that
EI.II:HE].‘ had somchow landed himself on
Smilhy for the Easfer vae, But DBeb
Cherry had net scon his friemds sinee
Leveyiviars had broken up, so Lo had
heawd nothing abaut it. Unaware that
Bunter had hooked on to Smithy, Bob
chicd not ?uﬂ:&s ithat the hamdsomnge coat
was Sauchy's, ov thai Binter was weay-
g one of Smithy's best hats,  Neithey
dicl ho know, of course, that the hamd-
sotne car was one of the half-dezen
Lkept at Seahill Lavk, a place of which
hie hed never heawd, He could onlw
biink as Bunter (awned on Lim in all
his glory.

“Glad I've eanght von at home, old
chap,” spid DBunter affably. .

*You've only just done it, all fat
man,”’ answered Bob. P off to-day
—xtarting in an hour”

YO 1Y cjaculaled Banier. 1 sap,
ald chap, wash 1t out, and have the
dav with me-—what ™

Boly grineeed atd shook his head, Ile
was due al Whagton Lodge that after-
noon, amdl he cepainly was not dis-
pased to wash iF out, and have the doy
wilh Bumer.  DBot he was more and
more sueprised, Any Greviviars man
secing Bunter in lbe helidavs would
have supposed, as a maiter of couvse,
that the fat Owl was buiiing in {o
stav. DBub thig, it sooaned, was nol what
hatd Lrought Billy Buater to Cherry
Mace,

YRorry, fold fat .bean:; can’t e
cdone 1" 2aid Dob good-naturedly, " You
5o, W hatten's expecting e to-day.”

“Oh, blow Wharton !” :a1d Duuler,

Dol Cherry laughed,

“Chelow fnluess is nobk going 1o he
levrilie, as Inky would sav,” he pe-
marled. * Iz that Mauly’s car, Dupty "

“"1'm nob staying wiith Alaale™
answercd Bunler. " This 15 one of our
cara from DBunder Court, Cherer.”

Dol chuckled, Lo was surprised to
see Buuter aveive n such siyvle, unless
ho hod sucededed in Ysticking ” the
long-suTeving lopd Moauleveprer., DB
e had no doubt that Duouoter was
sticking somcbhady,

“Well, laak here, old chap!™ said
Bunter. YL tell von what!  I've
came about zixdy miles 1o see you, ol
I dow't wank tn loge sight of you all ai
ance. 'L %ix'l::- yvou a it uver 1o
Surrev, to” Wharten's place, Whas
ghomt that ™

“Ohy y hat!™ saud 10h,

" Betler than a stufly beasp—whal 3
said Punter

“Yeg, rother,” agreed Dole Y DBal
whinf——

“Come on ' seid Buonter,
vour bngs on, end cone

TRhove
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" Bul—" said Dob dubiously.

Cortainly a run across country in
that handsome ear was ever so much
moreé aviractive than a braun jowrney--
capecially as theve was a lot of chang.
ing trains en the way., Bul after the
way Bob and Ins friends had dropped .
Bunter en the Lantham road on break-
ing-up dav, he had a natural reluctaneo

f{? Iaccrpi,iug a favour from the fat
Wl

“Ta all right, old chap,” said
Bonter. 1 weally want vou,  Laok

heve, we'll stop at Sealill Park for
luned, ™

“Where's thatt”

“Place in Bussex whers i staving,
Topping place ! said Buwsder, “* After
that I'll run yon on inte Burref—sce®”

La Iil.t___“_!l

“Dash i all, obl man, vou ecan’t turn
me down, wlen Pye deiven specialls
aout  sixty miles o seo you!l" saild
Bunter warmnly,

“Well, f you put it like that—"
gl Lol :

“I do put it like that,” said Bunler.,
“NWo've alwava been pals, cold fellow,
haven's we?. Is it a goi”

ey all wight!” said DBob,  “VBut
won't you be jolly late for Junch?'’

*Oh, that's all right 1"’ said Bunter!
“1 had brekker vather late, vou know.
I can lunel any (ime I hlke—whele
place at my ovders. Besides, I've had
a snack in the ear”

“T've just had my Junch.”

“Have anothry with me, when we
get i, said Dunler. "1 ean tell vou
the grob's tiptop.  As good as I got ot
home at Bunler Unart, Look here, et
voure hags on the eav, and let's get off,
I den't want (o he laier for lnnch (hat
[ can help, of conrse.®

“DBut s Seabill Pacl: on the way o
Whartom's place ¥ asle Baoh, :

“Aell, it might o a few miles off
the way, hobt that’s nothing. My car
will o eixiv  easily,” sand  Bunrer
hireezily, “T'IF land yon  all vigl.
Just tell them 1o shave yvouwr hags on,
aned let's pot poino—whal *"

“ Oy all virhe 1 said Db,

IHe could not help heing astonishinl,
It was quite asiomshing to see Billy
Bunter rolling aboul in an expensive
style—and stll more astonishing  for
him uwot o be on the malke. Jf the
Fat Owl had matored sixty miles o se
Bz, it waulid have been nlogether {on
uwngracious to refusa his proffered hos
pitality. S0, astanizhed aa he was, Bob
Cherey made wp bis mind to it

A quarter of an hour later, therofore.
Boha bags weve on the car, amnd he was
seated init with Billy Bunter, and the
cur was cating up the miles for Bussex,

“JJolly, @'t WY said DBuouler, asz
fiehis amd trees nmd hedgea Aazhed by,

“Tapyming ¥ agreed Lok,

* J5in imuur ihin your paler's Ford—
uliat ¥

Bab mate no reply to that.

1'“‘51:'“ I dike Seabill Park”  swid
Paier,  “FPremendous place; erowds
of corvands, all at my orders—anyihing
I jally well Like, This 15 only one of
the enrs kept there,  What are you
grinnag aty”?

“Uh, nothmg |

“And tf there's o orow, vou're the
feifow fo stand Ly a pol, amw's you:™
sitiel Bunler,

“Fh? 1 hope so.  But what fhe
il kope=—<"*  Boh slaved gt the fut
tinl, " Are o we poing o have o row
with auybady

“aMy, nnt ROl G thase rotters play
any frieks——""

"W hat eotiors T

“rhn twbeady VY ocand Bonter vagoely,
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“1 mean to say—that ts—mobody. Fm
fotching you beesuse I like your com-
pany, old chap, not because 1I'm afraid
of those messly cads—"*

“"What measly cads?” asked the
astounded Bol, -

“Oh, nobody !

Which mystified Bob Cherry more
than ever, and made him wonder con-
siderably what sort of a place Beahill
Park was, and what he was going to
see theye.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Punches for Pon !

1 SAY: vou fellowst
Ponzonby & Co. looked round.
They were in the billiards.
_room_ at Seabill Park. Dright
April sunshine did net tempt them out
of doors, Pon and Gaddy were playing
billiards, with a “quid " on the game.
Monson, with & cigarette in his mouth,
marked forthém and Vavasour strolled
vacantly about the room, with his
hands i1n ‘the pockets of his clegant
trouscrs.

Fon, sbout to take s shot, paused,
a8 & fat voico squeaked in at the door-
wiay froen the hall.

He stardéd st Billy Bunter.

As the Owl ‘of “Greviriara had not
come it for luneh, Pon' & Co. had
conoluded that he had hiad enough, and
gone for goqd, But ‘hére he’ was; and
if he had conie batk for miore, they
wera qiite prepared *to hand i€ over,
Ok, you ! said Ponsonby grimly;
and he put down his cue.

“Never mind that fat ass’ said

Gadsby. “Gat on 1™

- We're goin’ to moake that fat freak
tired of wus before Bmulbhy blows in
again,” answered Pon coolly. !

Yah!” said Billy Bunter, with a
eniff of rontempt. " Dirty ¢ads from
Highcliﬁe! Yeh! How much did you
welsh Smithy out of at cards last night,
Pon? That's what vou're here for,
gin't it? Yah!
Vou've i luck to be at Higheliffc [
Yau'd be sacked from any decent schoal
—dirty lot of smoky cads! Yah!”

Pon & Co.- gazed at Bunter . dumb-
founded. ) _ _

Bunter. WAS, according to programme,
going to have it, whether he asked for
it or_ not.” But it was surprising to
hear him asking for. it in this way.

“Bpéaking lot of funks!™ went on
Bupter.  *One Greyfriars man could
handlo the lot of vou! 'Member. the
time when "Bold¥ Cherry thrashed xyou
and -Monson, Pon, &uﬂ' vou both ran
for:itt Yah! I've a jolly pood mind
to-boot the lot of you!”

“Oh, gad!” gasped Monzon. “Is he
mad 7"

.1 think he must be,"” stuttered Pon,
“Collar the potty. porkes! By
I'll make him tired of life before
done with” him !* =

Me led the rush at Bunter in the
doorway. '
Bunter backed quckly, but not

gquickly enough. Pon's Eraq} was on
him, and ‘ho -gave-a terrified yell:

Elanizﬂu[ card-sharpers |

P
L J.":re ;
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“Ow!] Help! Rescue, Groyiriars!
Back up, Bob, old man!. Helpl”

* Hallo, hatlo, hallo "

Bob Cherry, standing in the hall,
gtared in blank amazement st the sight
of Bunter, staggering out of a dvorway
in_ Ponsonby's grip, the other three
Highelillians clutching at him.

Larkin“ had just taken Bob's coat.
Bob, surprised to see Mr., Vernon-
Smith’s butler, whom he kvnew by
sight, was woridering what the dickens
it all meant, when the row stddenly
ptaried. .

“Reosenn 17 shrieked DBunter. ' Bob,
old chap—rescue ¥

Bob gripped Larkin by the arm.

“ What the dickens is all this?” he ex-
claimed. **What's this glaﬂia. Liarkin ¥

“Mpr, Vernon-Smith's Sussex manszion,
sir,” said Larkin. :

“0Oh, my hat! Smithy's place!¥

asped Bob. " Dut—but what—  Is
%ma’_c.]:uj hore 1 ;

“ Yaroch!” roared Bunter. “Helpl”

# Master Hetrbert was ‘cdlled up to
town suddenly this morning, sir,” spid
Lavkin. *“His  guoests seem to  bo—
ahem |=a little troublesome -while he
13 awey—hem 1" o~

“T say, you fellows, legmo! Bob
Cherry, you beast ™ E.hriﬁkngo Bunter.
““Back up! Rescue, OGreyiriars!
Yiroooh! You ain't-afraid of High-
oliffe cads, aro you? Help!”

Bob Cherry ran forward.

It was dawning on him why Dunter
had brought him thore—miles and miles
off the way to Wharton Lodge. He had
heard at, Greyfriars that Smithy was
having & Highelife party for the holi-
days; and he could see now that Bunter
had zomehow hooked on to Smithy—and

was on hostile terms ‘with . Smithy's

other guests, " Dvidently the fat Owl
had brought him in’ds a defender! But,
whether he liked Bupnter's astufe
trickery or not,- he could not stend hy
and- zee -the -fat: and . helpless Owl
handled by Higheliffa fellows.

- “Btop-that ¥ vapped Bob.
Ponsouby. gave him 'z glare,
“What arve you dein' heve, you Grov-

friars ¢ad ? ° Bmithy never asked you, if

he asked Bunter! Get out of it, before
vou're chuckeéd ont!” -

“FBy gad, ‘if's rainin’ , Greyfriars
cads " =a1d Ménson.
“Owl Wowl!l Tepgol? wailed

Bunter. ™0Ow'! Help! Reicnie! Waow "
“ 8top that, I tell you 1 reared Bob.
And, as Ponsonby .paid ‘no- hepd, he

grabbed the dandy of Higheliffe by the

collar, spun him round; and sent him .

crashing on the -Hoor.

Ponsonby yelled with rage a3 he
erashed,

“Ow 1" roared Bunter. “Wow! I
SAY . Wow I¥

Ponsonby scrambled up, red with
rage. :

“Back me up!” _he panted, and ha
hurled himself at ‘Bob Cherry.

Gadsby and Monson backed him up,
and then Vavasour ;

For two of three minutes they were
all round Bob. purching, hammering,

thumping, handing out punishment that

might "have made any fellow stagger.

Bob Clierry took it all in his stride, as
it were.
And all the time he was hitting oul,
and he was hitting hard. 2
Monson was the first to go ecrashing
down. A moment later, Vavazour was
sont staggering across him.

Pon and Gaddy were still attacking
hotly, But if Bob had bandled four of
the nuts, he was well able to hapdle
two. An uppercut that nearly lifted
Gadsby's head off flung him out of the
conflict—and he sat on the floor nursing
his chin’dand moauning. :

Then Bob gave.sll his attenlion to
Ponsonby. '

The dandy of Higheliffe was not keen
on B Serap man man. He backed
and dodged and twisted, and Bob fol-
lowed him hitting out grimly. At
the door of the “billiards-room, FPon
fairly turned and tan’ for it.

CUmgsh | - .

‘Bob~Cherry’s Liodt landed on him as
he ron,-and almost lifted him off his
foel. . There was,a crash and a-yell as
the -dandy of High¢lfie landed beside
the billiards-table, on-big features.

“Foutr -eprawiing  Tighclifidns were
down aud out. Bob. Chérry,” victorious,
panted for breath.

Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle.-

“He, he, he! I sty, you:fellows, do
you want any morof 11% he, hel
That's how we punch st Greyiriars|

Bob turned to him, -

“You fat owll” he snapped. "‘Whiy
didn't “you tell mea this was Smithy's

place .
“Vou wouldn't have coms if 1 had,
old chap! He, he, hel I =gy, thozs

Highelilfe cads don't. want any morol
What about lupch1”

“athcad 1 1’ going

“Look here, you beast—"

Bob Cherry walked out. Billy Bunter
gave -the sprawling, gasping High-
clifians & blink—and vushed after him.
‘Ha prabbed Bob's afm _in thoe doorway.

Bob shook off the fat paw, and
tramped out. ° Bill¥ DBunldr 'gave &
blink -back at the Highelifians through
.hiz big spectaclea. Then he tolled out
lftﬂl'.-%ﬂh. ; 1

%1 say, old chap, won't you stay till
Amithy eomes back ! squeaked Bunter.
“1'say, the grub’s fearfully good—"

* Pmogoing 1

“Then I'll go,.too!” said Bunter.

Apnd. he went. _ .

Pon & Co. were. left to doctor their
damages—which wers extonsive and
painful. Uhtil the Bounder cae back,
to .stand between- him and vengeance,
Billy Bunter sagely decided to-give
them a wide bertb—and it was ub-
doubtedly, fortunate for him that he
did1 But Pon & Co. had not scen the
last of him, by any means—Billy Bunter
was. sticking to Simithy |

THE END:

(Meanwhile, what. &f Mr, Samuel
F¥irdon-Smith, the millionatre? Iz fis
life still in danger, er—— Therds a
sterprise in’store . for thé Bounder, and
@ surprize for youw, tool Be sure fo
read.: “THE SHADOWED MILLION-
ATRE the next yarn in this thrilling
new seried.)
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SIR GOUTY’S RETURN!

Doctor Birchemall’s sins begin to find him oul
in this week's laughable instalment of Dicky
Nugent's serial :

“THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT "

RESKEWED !

Crash ! Bang! Wallop!
“What's thet ¥ asked
Jack Jolly.

The kaptin of the St
Sam’'s Fourth tried, as he
spoke, to raise himself on
one elbow to lissen more
intently. But his effort was
not very suxxessful. Jack
Jolly was used to over-
coming, handicaps;  but
even he found it pretty
hard to overcome the handi-
cap of being bound hand
and foot.

Bang! Wallop! Crash!

*There it is againl!™
cried Frank Fearleas, stram-
ing at his bonds., I
wonder what the dickens
such a noise can mean at
this early . hour of the
mwormng [

“ Probably it's the dawn
breaking,” sujjested Merry,
gomewhat gloomily. A
hoaplezs dawn it ia- for us,

too! With no hoap of
renlow —""
Wallop! Bang! Crash!

“It's not the dawn—it's

the door!" wyelled Hri%h
eggaitodly. * Help! Per-
lice! Reskew!™

The prisoners  farely

trembled with eggsiternent,
as they reckemised that the
noises they had been hearing
were footateps and that
those footsteps had halted
outside their door.

A brethlesa hush  dos-
cended on them, as they
heard a key tum in the lock.
Was it to be yet another
diaaﬁp&intmﬂnt-f Was it
meerly to be Doctor Birch-
emall, alias Ar. Smith,
#gain, come to serve them
out with {heir froogal

rpopast 1

It was not! To the
reat ralief of tho St
am’s juniors the face
that peered into the
room when the door

EDITED BY HARRY- WHARTON.

opened was that of the

—

April 17th, 1937.

ground.

man whose return was
the last thing they had
egrspected.

* Bir Gouly ! " eried Jack

Jolly. “It'a Sir Gouty
Greybeard ! ¥

* Hoorvay 1 ¥

The fellowa weroe wild

with delite! On the other
hand, #ir Gouty's dial was
white ! He stared at the
prisoners m sheer amaze-
ment.

“Bai Jove! Bt Sam's
boys!™ he eggsclaimed.
“What on earth

are you doing
heah, what,
what 7 *

* Please, sir,
wa're prison-
Ere. "’

“Yaas, 20
I pathah ! Tall
mea, then, arn
yvou the prison-
ahs who wrote
me & INessagoe
on tho back of
an envelopa 7"

Jack Jolly's
face benmed.

“Then it worlked ! hea

cried, I was the one
who did it, sir—though I
had ne idea where the

envelope mite be going.”

Bir Gouty’s face darkened.

* But that envelope came
from my trusted privit
socratary, Mr. Smith!™

“I dare say it did, ="
larfed Jolly. * He's the
eh&‘p whio kKidpapped us!'™

““For why "

“ Beeawse we knew too
much abowt the way he was
runming your zrate trezzurs

THEY'LL ARGUE IT OUT
IN THE “HERALD”!

Great New Feature Coming!

Eeaders of ihs " Grey-
friars Herald " hardly need
tc be told that hetween
Harry \WWharton and Hevhert
Vernon-Smith thers is a
never-ending battle of ideas.

High-spirited fellows both,
they are sometimes firm
friends and sometimes bitter
epnomies. But at all {imes,
their views on o veriety of
topica arc a3 the poles
ozunder.

They havdly ever moet
withcut arguing ahont some-
thing. 1bf it's not about
footar or crickes, it's about

lgssons  and  masters  or
Remove polities, or the
righta and wrongs of

cigavette-smoking and cavd-
playing.

Hitherto their argumenta
have been confined to verbal
exchanges in Form-room,
rag, and pavilion. '

Eut now, in response to
requosts both from fellows
who have heard their argu.
ments at  Greyfriara and
others outside who would
like to hear them, they have
agreed to stand on a larger
platform and put down their
viewa on a4 number of
guestions on paper for the
“ Greylriars Herald,"”

There's a treat in store
for you whon thessa two
old vivels pet going, Watch
out for the first exhibition
of their verbal fireworks in
& fortnight's timeo |

hunt, zir!” roplied Jolly.
* He wanted ws out of tho
way whilse he wangled it
for himself and Serownger!™

“Bai Jove! And to
think I had faith in such a
raskal 1" eried Bir Gouty
sadly. * Iaced my trust
in him—and he trussed yvou
ug { Thoe man must be an
abasolute villen ! Aa like as
not he iz not br. Smith at

18t !

grinned

Fraunk Fearless. * Inactual
fakt; he's Doctor Birchemall,
our headmaster ! **

“ Whaar-at ! ™

L1 Fﬂ-kt ! [} ]

Sir Gouty gave a Jow
wissle of serprize.

“Few ! So that's how he
scaped from the perlice !
He has been sheltering
undah my roof and living
on the fat of the land all
the time! Bai Jove! I
must ook into this at once !
I'm glad I came back !

“Half - & - minnit, sir!?®
yelled Tubby Barrell, as
Sir Gouty absent.mindedly

turned to go. “What
about us ? ™
“Oh, pgad! Awfully

sorry, hoys, what, what! "™
And, before you could say
“aife,” Bir Gouty had
brought out a pair of pocket-

| seissors and was snipping

away abt the

prisoners’
honds.
“And now for *Mr,
smith ' 1" he saild grimly,
a2 he led the way out.

MRE. SMITH'S
GETAWAY !

* James ! My coffy 1"

“ Yessir !

" And order ancther ra-
fion  of and bacon,
man ! IDash it all, you've
only served me three e

and half-a-duzzen rashers !

* Which I'm sorry, eir
I'l horder them at ones !

“* You'd better ! *

* Mr. Smith "* was enjoy-
ing himeelf. Troo, he was
feeling rather worned. His
failuve to obtain the fifty-

-

Tearless.

pounds prize from Sir
Gouty's bank the previous
day trubbled him sorely.
The bank's news that B:}’r
Gouty was returning had
de d him still more.
But breakfast in hed was
gtill broakfast in bod to the
P!atiﬂ'r of 8t. Sam’s. TReat-
ing against  half-a.duzzen
hcarious pillows, hoe waded
in revenously and sinucked
hiz lips in keen enjoyment.

Tho liveried flunkey who
was attending
on hia needs
wantout to
order up more
breakfast.

Ha had
searcely quittod
the bed-room
before thero
was & eound
of footateps
rushing up the
gtairs. * Mr
Srmth " frowned
seveorly.

“I shall really
have to give
these sorvanta a tirking.
off ! ** lio muttered. ** Turn-
ing the place into a giddy
bear-gard 2

Then 8ir Couty's secre-
tary breke off. The door
was flung o To his
utter horror the five fullows
hae imagipedh to ho still
prisoners in the empty win
rushed into the 1"::1}1:13 J:lu%
“AMr. Bmith's” horror at
that was as nothing to tho
horror he felt as he recker-
nisedt at the back of them,
of all people in the world,
Sir Gouty %}m}'huard !

“ Bai Jove ! So there you
are ' cried Sir Gouty.
“*You dubble-dyed de-
ceover !

“ He's more than dubhle-
dyed, sir! " prinned Frank
“Ho has to dye
hiz wiskers in bluo-black
inl regularly every morning

e

to  lkeep them the right
culler ! ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!'"

“ Collah  him, hoys!"

shouted Sir Gouty.
Jack Jolly & Co. made a
rush.

But * Mr. Smith " was
not to be caught so easily.
Long weeks spent evading
the perlice had made the
headmaster of St. Sam's as
slippery as an cel.

Az the herpes of the
Fourth -rushed at him, he
jumped out of bed like a
jack-in-the-hox, sending his
bad-tray 'H;yfir.gLi The result
was that, as Jack Jolly &
Co. charged, they were met

by a borrage of egge and

bacon and sealding het
eoffy |

Swoosh ! Bang ! (iash !
Clonk !

" Yerooooo !

“Ow! Halp! Yowt”

The Fourth Formers stapg-
gered  baclk.  Sir. Couty

Greybeard, bringing 1p in
the rear, took up the
himsolf. But a pillow, Sung
with -unerring aim,  biffed
him 1n the face anud: bywled

and 8ir Gouty eollepsed,

FOANINE.
“Yoooooop !  Oh, bai
Jove ! Wooooop! ™

What heppened next took
the attackers quite-b;- seos
prize,

They hadn't dreemar that
“ Mr, Smith " wonld. ewcapo
in hiz pvjamas and nig iteap
without even botherug to

elothes for outdoor “vear.
But the St. Sam’s plotter
was desprit. While Ega at-
tackers trmed to find"their
feet again, he tore eross
to one of the winders »f his
bed-room and Hung wp the
ansh,

A moment later he was
shiding down the dresmpipe
like greased. litening !

THE COME-BACK
OF BIRCHY !

* Bless my sole ! ™

Mr. Lickham uwittersd that
sggmia.mat.inn.

The master of the Eeurth
could hardly beleeve his
ey0, ¥.

He had just comme lown
itu breakfazt and E£xobbed
out on to the Skool Xouse

-—

meal, when the site «f five

racing across the quid-at.
tracted his eye.

Mr. Lickham was timply.
staggered, as they . drew
nearer, to reckern’wm Bir
Gouty Grevbeard ams the
Fourth Formera whose: mis-
terioua  disappearance was
still the talle of Bt. dari's!

“Jolly ! Fearless ! Joys!
It's really wvou!"™ he cried,
g3 they arrived at th. stops
of the House. ** An  wvou,
Bir Couty! ‘What cpes it
sll mean ¥

“It means, Lickicio,”
said Sir Gouty, ‘“that we're
on the track of a reskal—

“The Head 1" he eggs-
claimed. ** But he has been
misaing for weeks | ..¥ -

** He hag been at my house

@ pault

him over like a nimmpin ;.

arin  himself with avtable |

stepa ta enjoy the m oming:
sunshing belore startivg the

skoolboys and one old fogey.

Doctor  Birchemall by

nama ! -
Mr. Lickham  started.

violently. Y

—

all those weeks, acting as
my privit secretary,’ snorted

sir Gouty,
* Blow me tight! "’ ejacku-
lated Mr. Lickham, egg-

sitedly. “Then, in that casge,
I have met him! He was
here yesterday, petting me
to E{En the document or-
thorising Scrownger tocollect
the prize muonny!"

“"Yon haven't seem him
this moming, I suppose,
sic 1 7 asked Jack Jolly.

Mr. Lickham shoolk his
head.

“I'm afraid I haven't,
Jolly—wait o minnit F Wha's
that over there ? " ho con-
clooded, pointing across the
quesd.

Siv Gouty and his yung
helpers all turned round.
Thoy
see a blue-bearded figge
prjamas and nitecap, dash-
ing across  towarda the
Head's house.

““ There he goes 1" yellad
Sir Gouty., * Aftah him ™
The chase began sagain,
this time with Mr. Lickham
and several otherz from the
Skool House joining in at
the rear.
Their quarry had vanished
]i:_rij,r the timme they reached the
ead's house. There was no
pipgn of anybody wearing
pyjamas and a nitecap.
mir Gouty rang the front.
door bell.
After a breef
the door opened.
The visiters farely blinked
then. Bianding in the door.
way, fully dressed in lia
Sunday worst, and with his
maortar-board stuck on his
hoad at a jawnty angle,
was Doetor Alfred Birche-
malt |
“ Good-morning,
men ! " he grinned.
" Bal Jove ! How did yvou
got dressod so quickly 1
gasped Sir Gouty Grevbeard.
getor Birchemall gave
him a look of fained serprize.
* I don't quite follow you,
Sir Gouty ! 7’ he said. '
sir Gouty snorted..
“You <know perfectly
well yvou have only just
arrived here from my house
—and that you arrived
weanng only & mitecap and
yjamas! You know that
or weeks wou have been
posing as © Mr, Smith,” and
that you have occupied the
position of my privit secre.
m:.r 1 1
W Stop ! " interruptad the

mberval,

jentle-

Hoad, frowni feercely.
*1 refuse to be insulted
further, 8Sir Gouty—even

though . you are a Guvver-
nor! I have met this Mr,

Smith. He slroack me as
being & proper frawd—mnot

at all like me !

* Oh, crums !

“I am amagzed that-youn
should eyedentify him with
me for a single nstant,”
went on the Head lofiily.
“I admit—ahem !—that I
have been dodging the per-
lico for some time myself.
But 1 am moresinned against
than sinning. In any case,
Mr. Smith’as heard was bluae-
black in culler, whereas
mina ia a vennerable white.
Lucky I pered the contonts
of the nulk bottles over it
hafore I answered tho door! **
he added to himself, with a
feint snigger,

Sir Gouty and his sup-
orters seratched their heads

b

| are My, Smith ?* asked Sir

Gouty.

“Howean I be 7™ asled
the Head blandly., * My
neme 18 Birchemall—Alfred
Birchomall—headmaster of
St Sam’st "™

*“Ho, it ia, 15 16 7 " ras
a stern official voice at that
moment.  * Then, Hsallved
Birchemall, I arrest you in
the pname of the lor'! ™

A pair of handenffs snapped
over the Head's wrists, and
Doctor  Birchemall found
himself starin into - the
grinning faco of P..c. Podge.

* 1've bin waitin' all these
weoks behind that there
‘edge ! " prinned the con-
stable, jerking his thumb
over his shoulder in the
direction of the drive. "1
noo you'd furn uvp in the

JUST LIKE SMITHY!

Bounder’s Latest Exploit!

For a wet afterncon indeors, there's nething to
beat Jariat-throwing.

So Smithy says, anyway.
nesday afternoon, onyway.
it after what happened iz doubtful !

Smithy chess the Remove passage for his practise-

Or Le said it last Wed-
Whether he still says

He obteined Stott to act as his target. He

gave a display of lariat-throwing which lookers.on
found jolly entertaining if not very instructive.

The fact is, the art of lassoing is ons of
the very few things which the Bounder has
not mastered. His efforta to lasso Stott
were distinetly funny. Stott stood ab the
top of the stairs and Smithy aimed at him
from the other end of the passage. Smithy
lazsoed the banisters, several door.-handles,
gmlt t:l:. gas-bracket, But he didn't lasso

to

The crowd grew more and more hilaripus
as Smithy kept on trying.

That'a what led to the disastrous climax,

The Head happened to he working on the
floor below, and it put him off his stroke.
In the end he came upstairs to investigate,

Isu't it o perfect marvel, the way beaks
always bob up at the worst pﬂﬂﬂii}]ﬂ- mo-
ment ¥ D, Locke did it all right on this
oceasion ! He camo round tho stairs
just as Smithy's lariat soiled out. The
mngvitable happened. It settled dewn over
hiz shoulders, Smithy pulled, and tho Bealk
pitched forward, roped like a steer in the

werg just in time to|P
P

m puzelement,. The Head,
they had to admit to them-
selves, was a jolly tuff nut
to cracl,

* Then you deny that you

ond ! 7

(Look out for ithe
hilariows instalment of this
record-breaking servial in next
week’s number /)

lerat

Cherry

wild and woolly Weat 1
Smithy got * six.”

Not a had get-out, considering.
mt
ElflTH.'Il !

Az Bohb

it, IT WAS JUST LIKE

“MAKE PUNISHMENT FIT
CRIME! ”

Strange Sentence at Woodshed Sessions!

Mr, Tom DBrown, newly.
appointed Judge st the Woodl-
.B]I_l.}ed Sessiong, caused & gensation
this week, He informed the
Court at the opening that it
would be his poliey always to
make the punishment fit the
crime—anel hia first attempt to
do it caused a riot in Couwrt !

FPrisoner in the case, Purey
Bolsover, deseribed as pugilist,
wag charged with allowing a
smoky chiraney in Study No. 14,
contrary to the Remowve passego
bye-laws, section umpteen.

Holsover, who was extremely
violont, waa carvied into court,
struggling wildly in the arms of
half a dozen burly officers, and

had to be gagged before the

svidence could be heard.

My, Frank Nugent, nspector
of nuizances, deposed that he was
called to the Remove passage by
complaimng neighbours and g::und
the area around Study No. 10
thick with amoke., On inwvesti-
gation, he found the chimney of
No. 10 belching out large quan-
titiea of sinoke and soot. By ap-
pearances, it had not been swept
for yoars. The reason for this,
he asceriained, was that Bol-
sover's playful habif of knocking
all visitors senseless on arrival
had made the sweep chary of
entering the study when he was
going hija round in the Rsmaove

PAsIaEe.

M. Napoleon Dupont, French
citizen, co-tenant of Bolsover in
No. 10, gave corroborative ovid-
ence. Speaking in broken English
he said that the chimmey badly
needed cleaning, wasn’t it, but
the big Bolsover he frighten themn
sway with hunself,

aving been ungagzed and told
to defend himself, Bolsover loudly
demanded a blodgeon or &
battleaxe.

Judge (slernly): **Is it true
that wyour behavionr {rightened

away the sweep ™
Bolsover : *““ FPah! That'a all
rot. didnt really hurt the

last eweep that called. Al I did

was to knoek him down with a
dictionary and kick him out of
tho study. It was just high.
spirited fun. WNo harnn in jo ¢ "
Judgo : ** That'lt boe all, prisen.
er, I think. Will somebedy go
and get a pailful of soot @™

My, Nugent : * There's a pail.
ful here that wo collected from
Bolsover’s chimney., What do
you want it for, vour honour & '

Judge: " You'lll see in a
mirute !

Turning to the prisoner he
then aaid : ** Prisoner at the bar |
L find you guilty of having a
smoky chimney in the first degree.
The sentence of the Court ia thas
your head  bhe buried in Mr,
Nugent's pail — o punishment
which I consider in every way
‘sooteble ! 7"

Amid scenes of wild excitement
the officers in charge of the
prisoner then up-endoed him and
pushod his head inte the pail,

If it hod finished at that, all
would have heen well. TUnfor.
itunately for the Court, however,
Rolsover broke lonse immediately
efterwarda. To the utter horrer
of i!.ha f&luu_rt- he then seized IRB

aill and tipped it up over the
cad of the Judge.

Bolsover 18 still at large. As
wo go to press, police-officers are
combing the School Housoe for
him, and there is going to be a
real dust-up when they find him.

Meanwhilo, interviewed in the
bath-room, Judge Brown says,
that hig determination to make
tha punishment fit tho crimo is
unshaken,

All we can say is that if it goes
on &3 it has started, it'a a black
outlook for him |



