


The black sheep of the Remove, the scapegrace of Greylriars, Vernon-Smith has at least one
redeeming quality—affection for his father—as he proves conclusively in this thrill-packed yarn—
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A grasp like iron pinned Vernon-Smith .
down, and he glared ug‘;!iﬂ helpless rage,
grinned down

at a swarthy face t
at him!
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Featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., the World-Famous Chums of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
How Did Bunter Know ?

{ ON'T go out, you fellows 1™
D “Eh? Why nott”

“L want yon. I—I'm enjoy-
ing your socicty, you know !
waid Billy Bunter, ,

“ What 1" ejaculated the Famous Five
of the Greyfriars Remove, all together.

They gazed at Billy Bunter.

That fat vouth wae reclining in a deep
armehair in the hall at Wharton Lodge,
Harry Wharton & Co. were standing in
a group by the open doorway, into

which the bright April sunshine
streamed.
They had almost forgotten that

Bunter was there.

For the last ten minutes or o they
had been discussing what they were
going to do with the remainder of the

morning. Billy Bunter had taken no
heed, cxcept to bestow an occasional
blink on them through his big
spectacles.

Having decided on & ramble in tho
woods till lunch, the chums of tho
Remove -were making a move, when
Bunter's fat squeak reminded them of
hiz existence,

His stafement that he was enjoying
their society was, no doubt, flattering;
but it did not carry conviction. Bunter's
staternents seldom did,

“What do you mean, you fat ass¥”
in?uimd Bob Choerry politely,

*I mean  what sav,” answered
Bunter, silling up in the armchair and
blinking at the chums of the Eemovae.
“Don’t go out ! It's such a pleasure to
see you follows in the hels! I've missed
;i-au fea.rfu!]% since Greylviars broke up.

shall be [eaving here thizs morning,
you kngw.”

“Is the enjoyfulness of our estecmed
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sociefv {orrific?”’ asked IHurree Jamset
FRam Bingh, with a dusky grin.

“0Oh, vea, rather!” said Buntoer.
“You're such nice chaps, you know "

“0h, my hat " zaid Harry Wharton,

““What does that fat ass mean, if he
means anything ™ asked Frank Nugent.

“Never mind what be means—Jlet's got
out " =aid Johnny Bull

“Let's!” agread Harry Wharton.

“I say, you fellows!® Billy Bunter
jumped up from the armchair. * Don't
go out, I tell youl
ou! Besides, sup
or yoir, Whartont” .

“A telegram 1¥ repeated the captain
of the Grex;_,rfriars Remove blankly,

“Yor, You wouldn't like to miss it,
would youi” )

“I'm not expecting & tlelegram, fat-
head 1

“Well, telegrama oflen como unex-

cetedly,” argued Bunter. ' Of course,
f don’t know anything about it. How
eould T7 Still, I shouldn't wonder if
there was a teiegmm or something for
yau_thiz morning.”

“You howling ass "

“{oh, realls,

“Is he off
Cherry.

E“ﬂ%’s he ever on it?” grunted Johnny

1,

“Y say, yon fellows, can’t you =it down
for a hit{” asked Buniter peevishly.
“You've heen playing lennis this morn-
g alroady., hat do vou want to ha
always hnzzing about for? It may come

any minut
“ It 1" repeated Harry., “What 1
said Bunter hastily.

“Oh, nothing (¥ iter
know? Still, if there

I—I really want
a telegram came

harton——"
hig rocker " osked DBob

“Jlow slhiould
wzs & telegram, or anvihing, you waont
to be hore when 16 comes, don’t you ™

“Well, my hat 1" said Ifarry. * Look
Lierr, Bunter, isn't it {time vou gol off 7
You've risking heing late for lunch at

Smithy's place. It's a good step fram
hiere to the coast of Buezex.”

“(h, never mind lonch [ said Billy
Bunter. “II echanee that! I never
think much about [aod, a5 you know.”

“(h erikey ¥

“The ecar’s waiting,” said Dob. "IUs
beetn waiting over sinee you came back
from Wimford, half an hour ago.”

“Let it wailt!" zand Bunter. “T'm
not ready yet. I say, you fellows, how
would you like to pack into the car with
me and come back to Seahill Park ¥ Tt's
a magnificent place, everything of the
host, lots of servants, lots of ears, sl
the grub’s first-rate. ' What about it*

The Famonus IMive clinckled.

They had no loubt that the fat Owl
of the Remove would have liked to tak.
them back in the car with him, whether
hie enjoyed their socicty or not.

B:!I,‘j unter was spending his Easfer
holhidays under rather unusual ool
remarkable conditions.

Having hooked on to Hevbert Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, for
Yaster, Bunter had fancied himseli in
clover at Seahill Pavk, that magnificont
establishment of Mr. YVernon-Smith's on
ithe Bussex shore.

Butr the arrival of Smithy's other
guests—Pon & Co. of Highcliffc Bclhiogl—
had nut quite a different complexion on
aflaiva.

When Smithy was off the seene, il
Iighelifie knute ragged Bunter, and ha
hadd found it too exerting altogetlier.

Henee his presence at the moment at
Wharton Lodge,

The Boundzr having been away the
provions night, Pon & Co. had started
in to make Buontor feel that life at Sea-
Lill Park was not worth hiving.

Ha e had rut ocrosa to Harry
Wharton'a home in Surrey, and
hononred lwn by staying thoe might,
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wslog one of Alr. Vernon-S3mith’s cara
for the t:‘j}p.

“Blessed if T see anvthing to cackle
a1 said the fat Owl, as the juniocis
chinckled, *It's ripping at Smithy's
place —over o much better than your
poor little show, Wharton.”

Phanlks 1 said Harry, laughing.

“The only dvawback iz Bmithy Loving
those Higleliffe cads there,” went on
« Bunter. ' Bui if youn fellows were there
witly me, think they'd dare to start ane
ragping "

“Not likely ' grinned Bob.

“Of eonvse, that's not why I want you
to come [ added DBunier hastily. ¥
wait yvou because we're  pals,
kuaw.™

TAre wet”

“¥eg old chap, and I want fo give
vou 4 gowd titne, I can do anything 1
jolly well like there, It's a chance for
woiu fellows to sec something a  bLik
gecent, after what vou're accustomed to,
vou koow ™

“Doven't e put it nicelv 77 ehuekled
Dol

“Tle niecfulness 15 terrific ! grinned
Hurree Jamset RBam Bingh.

“Buot I think,” added Bob, " that on
the whoale we won't barge into Bmithy's
place witliout being asked, what ¥ Fancy
Smithy's Tace if we did 1™

“Tla, ha, ha ™

“I sax. vou fellows, that's all right ¥
gssonreed Billy Bunter, *Smithy's pater
likes e wo ond, you know, and Lie gives
me ety blong——"

“INot carte  blanche ¥ chuckled

“That

Nugeut.

“Larty Mong,” said Bunter.
means o free haod, you know, I can
sl oy fricnds 1f 1 like, see?™

“Iot quite,” said Farry Wharton,
“We're quite satisfied with our humble
quarters, old fat man, and don't wand
le go millionaiving  with  Smitlhv-—-
c:pectully without being asked.”

HWell. suppose the old hean asked
: LI , o 3 i O & ]
vou ¥ said Bunter. “If you're so joliv
parttendnr, I suppose an invitation from
Me. Veroon-S8mith wonld make it all
i-ifi'(ht--u'!:a‘tt A

"Well, that's not likely to happen,
fullioad 1™

“hat's all vou know,” said Bunter
"You miight get a telegram from old
Bmith, a:king vou to come—sca B

“Fatlicad ™

“Hallo, hullo, hallo ! exclaimed Bols
Cherry.,  IHe stared oub of the open
doorwar. On the drive appeared a lad
tn upiform, on a bieyvele., “That's a
telegram for somebody.”

“Well, my hat] Ieow did Bunfer
hoow I ejaculated Harry Wharton, in
rreat astonishment.

“T didv't know, old chep!” said
Bunter. “Never knew anything about
it. Hadn't the faintest idea you wero
petiing a telegram this morning, Heow
conld I

Hurry Wharlon lecked st him. Then
he ran out to meet tho telegrapl-
riesscngor. Ile came baclk with a tele-
gram in lis land,

“Its foe e 1” he said,

“Yeu'd love missed it if you'd gone
otit, ; said Billy Duanter, “just as I told
W,

T I Tow did you know it was coming ¥

“Oh, I dido’t know! Never kﬁew
anything about it. of course. I sar, old
chap, dou't jaw: open it and see what's
in ih" advised Bunter.

Tiwe Vamous TFive stared at Bunter,
Obviously he had known that that tele-
Lram was d:!u;tmin%, How, was guite n
rystery  The Famous Five were alf
interesled, ns Harry Wharton opened
the bulf cuvelope and took out the tele.
graw within,

Fou
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Spoot 1

ARRY WHARTON glanced at

H the telegram, and hjd it up to

the peneral view of the Co.

‘ They all read it—with lkeen
1nterast,

Billv Bunter watched them—grinning.

“Well, my only hat!” ejaculaied
Harry Whartorn.

“By g ! said Bob Cherrr,

The Yareous Five stared at that tele-
pram. It was eddressed to Harry
YWharton, at Wharton Lodge, and ran:

“Dear Wharton, Delighted if yon
and vour friends will come, back with
Bunter, and stay with my son for the
rest of Easter. Samuel Vernon-Smith.”

“I sav, vou fellows, what does old
Banith gav ¥'° ehirruped Billy Bunter,

Harry Wharton looked round at him.
The Famouz Five were reading tho
telegram af a littlo distance from the

fat QWL Thry had all seen the message
on  it—=Bouter hadn't!  So it was

surprising for him to ask what “old
Bmith ¥ lhad =aid !

Roeally, Buenler's knowledge of shat
telegramn wias quite uneanny., He had
known that 1t was coming., That was
curious, to sav the least. Now. withous
looking at it, he kpew that it came from
My,  Yernon-Smith, f{ie Bounders
father. ‘I'kat was more curious. It was,
in fact, enriovser and curtovzer, as Alico
saigd in Wonderland !

SRR O e C e R R R R R R R e

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, is looking forward to
having a high old time with his
sporty cronles from Higheliffe—
until he falls into the hands of his
father’s ruthless enemy !

P R R R R R

“All riglt, wha!?” grinned Bunler.
“Youre coming, ehi”

“Yon know what's in this telegram
exclaimed Elavey,

S0l ne! Haven't the foggiest ! eaild
Bunter hastily, *“How should I know
what was in it, when I've never seen it?
Still, if Smithy's pater has asked you to
Seahill Park., you ought to come. The
food's splendid—"*

“Jolly eivil af the old bean,” said
Frank Nugeut. "I suppose he must
Lave spolicn (o Smithy befere sending
this 1™

“Well, Dbe'd havdly ask us there
without SEmithy wauating ws, I suppose,”
saicdd Harry. % But—we had a8 row with
the Bounder. last day of term, and
Smithy doesn’t forget such things in
o hurry. Eleszed if I quite make it
ont."’

“Oh. never mind Smithy,” sa1d Bille
Bunter. “"Fain’t his show, anvhow-—
it's the old Lean’s. He ean ask vou if
Le likes! Snithy's got los Higheliffo
pals—and I shall have rome Greviriars
pais—sie ¥ I ean fix 1b all right with the
cld bear, when we get there! Leave
that to me!®

“What iz thore to fix, fathead, if we
ol demondea Harry Wharton, “If
wo accent  Mre. Vernon-Smith'a  ine
vitution, ii's gob nething to do with
ol

S0, hasn't 10Y” said Bunter warmis.
* [—1--T rpcan., of—of course nott Quite
sol 1 suy, what about packing¥ 'The
car’s waiting.™

“We haven't sellled that we're going
vet, fathead——2

“Oh, rot!"™ said Bunier. “You ocan't
turn down an invitation like that! Yoy
don't want to stick in a measly little
hole like this place, when you've got a
chance of - gomg to a magnificent
seaside residencp——"

“You fat assg——""

“h, really, Cherry——""

Harry Wharton looked a% the tele-
gram agnin. He was puzeled, and
rother pleascd—but more puzzled than
pleaszed. :

It was very kind of Ae. Vernon-Smith
—and 8 change-over from Wharton
Lodge, to the scaside mansion m Bussex.,
was rather a welcome idea, by war of a
change for the halidavs, But Harry
had not forgotien the Bounder's un-
corfain temper—and he was dubious,
and his friends shared his dubiety,

Then, looking at the telegram, the
P&Pl&itl of thu Remove gave a sudden
vell of surprise and wrait. He torned
on Billy Bunter,

“You fat seonndrel i he roared.

“Oh, really, Wharfon—"

“You spooliug porker——""'

“I—I=1 eay—vyaroonooh!” bhawled
Billvy Bonter. a: Wharton, rashing st
him, grabiwd hitn by his fat neck, and
banged biz head on the wall, “Ow!
Leggo! Wow! Yaropoooooop ™

“What the (hump—">" exclaiined Bol
Cherry, in amazement,

“Wharten,  old
Nugent.

“What flw estecmed dickens—*"

Farry Wharton did not heed. His
face was red with anger, a= bhe banged
the Tat head of the Fal Owi,

Bang, bang, bang!? " 2

“Fargoeh!  Yooop!  Yoohoop !
vroared Dunter, “0h eriker! leggo!

LH

man——" gasped

Beast! I eax, voa fellows, deazgimofl !
Besene ! Uerggh ! Ow-ow I

" Harry.—— o

“What-——"

The caplain of the Bemove relensed
Bunter at last, bumping him down on
the fooy with a hesvy concussion,

Bunter sat and spluttered.

“The podgy raseal!™  exclaimed
Wharton, {urning back to las ehuomes,
“We might bave gone—might actually
have poneg—-="

They stared ab him in eamazement.

“Well, what if we did?” asked Bob.
“1 suppose Mr. Vernon-Smith knows
whether e wanls us or not, doesr:’"y het"

*He kuowz nothing about it ! howled
Wharten, * This {{'Tﬁ'g!'-’ln‘i nevVer CAme
from lum ot ellY

“Wha-at?

"Wio, then—"

“Bunter ™ yoaved Whavion, *“Ti's
a dodge to gel vs over there, to keep
thoze Higheliffe cads off hima, My hat!
Hulpﬂm@ we'd barged 1n—"

“But what=—lwow——"" asped Nugent.

““ Loplk 1"*

Herry Wharton Licld out the telegram.
pointing witlh his forefinger to a line
which was not part of the message, aad
which they had not noticed in reading
tlie ryescape,

But they noticed it now:

HANDED IN AT WIMPFORD 10 a.m.

CAWSWWireford 'Y stuttered  Bols
Clerry.

“Hauded in ot Wimiord ! gusped
Johnny Bull. " Wiy, that's enly fwo
ar Lthree milez frotn here=—in Sorrey—
aid SBmithy’s place 1z filky weiles away,
on the oilicr side of Busog———"

“That's why that fat villain weni
down  to Wimford in the car this
worning,” gaspegd Havey, 16 was o
send ws this spoof telegram, with Mr.
Vernon-Smith's nwame sened Lo it

“Oh eriker

“1i it camo from BMe. Vernon-Smitly
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it would be handed in at SBeahill, in
Suesex. That's how that fat scoundrel
knew that it was eoming—and knew
what wes in it—because he sent it him-
solf, not half an hour ago——=

“0Oh erumba 1 3

The Famous Five fairly gasped. Thew
glared ot the fat Owl, who was sti
sitting on the floor, pgurgling and
rubhing his head.

Bunter, evidently, had overloolked the
fact that the name of the telegraph
offica whera a wiro was handed in was
onfered on the Pozt Office form. It had,
in faect, escaped the notice of the other
fellows, for the moment. )

“You—you—you fat {romp ™ hizsed
Bob Cherry. "“You'd have landed us
all at Smithy's place, thinking we'd
bean asked there—""

“Qoooooogh 1" gurgled Buntes,

“Fancy old Smithy's face, when we
trickled in 1" exclaimed Nugenf, * And
hias father™s, too!”

“That podgy scoundrel—!

“Bump him }?

“Jump or him "

“ Boot ham ™

“ Burst him ™

“I—=I—1 say, »on [fellows" DBunler
jumped=up, and dodged, ~I—L zay,
s el right! I can ask fricnds to
Bealull Park if I like—I tell you, the
old ,be ves me carty blong, I can
fix it all right with My, Vernon-Smith,
as I told you, as_soon as we gei there
I only sent that wire because you re so
jolly partienlar! I wcan, I never eent
jt“'fl

“Whatt”* yelled Bob,

"M course I never Jid!Y gasped
Bunter. “It came from Me. Vernon-
Smith, all _right! You can take my
word for thatr’

“Oh scissors!”

“F¥ never went down to the pa:k
office 1 tho caVt” explaived Banter.
“I==X simply went for a—a—a drive!
I never stopped at the post office while
I was in Wimford., DBesides, T wasn't
in Wimford! I went in the othey
direction. That telégram came from
Sussex all right—>"

“From Bussex, and handed
Surreyl” roared Dob, ! :
“Well, thev're alwavs making mis
lokea at post aoflices,” argued Bunter
“Or—or perhaps old Smithy was oot In
his ear, you know, and—and stopped
at Wimford to send it—or—or some-
thing! Anyhow, it's all right! You
fellows come back wiih we, and old
Houth will bo glad fo rec you. Ha savs
delighted, in that-telegrai, vou know.”

“Kill him”

“Beast! I say, yvou fellows, I rveally
waht you fto come hack with me”

asped  Bunter. “ Neover wind  if
HSmithy doesn’t want you—I want you!
Those Higheliffo cads rag a chap, cvery
time BSmithy's away—and le's en
away twice, and may be away again—
see? I canr Ox i6 with the old bean.
Hu can hardly refuse to let 1ne have my
pals with me there. Besides, be's ashed
you himself in. that telegram—bhe says
he’ll ba delighted—2*

The Famous Five elared ot Tilly
Bunter. They might quite possibly havo
accepted that supposzed invitation had
they not spotted in time that it was
spoof. And the bare idea of bhutiing-in
on the savcastic, sardonic Bouoeder, uu-
invited, roused their deopest wrath.

Outside, the Seahill Perk car was
waiting, with the chauffeur who liad
hrought Bunter over the previous even-
g, It had been waiting since Buuter
had driven down to Wimtord—for what
purpose they now hknew! Buat it was
not going to wait any longer !
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“Collar  him1" exelaimad  Ilayy
Whartoi. “Chuck him neck ard crop

into the carl”

“Good egg !”

“I—1 sav, you fellows—— Yao-haop 1”7
raared Billy Bunter, a3 he was coilared
and run headleng out of the deorway.

Williams, the chauffeur, stared. Heed-
less of his stare, ths Famouz Five
whirled Bunter along to the car.

Johony DBull pulled the door apen.
The other four heaved Bunter vp and
harled him in.

Buwmp |

* ¥arcooh |

Bunter landed in the ear, with a crazh
ane a roar.
11-.T-:rhuu:,r Bull slammed the
TN

“Biart " said Harrey.

“"Yes, sir!” grinned the chaufeur

“ Doooh—woogh—oooch I cawae splut.
tering from the car. “Ow! Beastsl
I won't have you at Smithy'z place now

Jonry o

-y | Yah! Rotters ! Cadat
Uaoaaapgh 1

The ecar rolled awav winh  Billy
Bunier. A fat face looked back, ard a

fat fist was shaken. Then cha el of
the REemove wos gong  from Wharton
Lodge, leaving the chums of vhe Bemovae
ErINIing.
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THE THIRD CHAFPTER,
The Hand of the Enemy !

ié QNSENBE " said My, Vernon-
Snmith.
Ile spoke in & very decided
tone. Mr. Vernon-SBmith was
a very decided gentleman,

"I'he Bounder looked worriad.

Father and son had- returned in Sea-
Lill Park that morning from London by
iraii. Alr. Vernon-8mith was now
seated ab o voll-top desk, in & room
avjoining the library, which he used as
a study and business-roomn when e was
at hiz Sussex mansion.

Tha desk was covered with documenis,
and & telephone stood on it, The mil-
lionaire had just replaced the recoiver
on the nstroment when his son cime
in at the open french window,

That window looked out on a :hrub-
rery, circled by shady old trees. Lo
was et and secluded and no mimze
sive footstep ever cniered there when
the milliouaire was in  residence.
Wheiher in the City, ov in the country,
or anywhers else, Samuel Vernon-Siith
had multifarious business natters to
attend to—and ha was seldom or never
iedle,

At the present time he was engaged
in forining a syndicate to take up o con-
ceesion in Kenyn, and he was buzter than
over—and he frowned when iz zon come
in.  Fveéen Horbert was superfnone when
Mr, Vernon-Bmith was deep in finance,
No one else in the numercus household
would have dered to distuxlh him.

“ Look here, father—" sa1d Vernan-
Sariih uneasily.

*Nonsensze | repeated the million-
aire. ‘I have left London, Heorlnat, at
vory great inconvenience to wiyself—us a
concession to your fears for my safoty.
I can carvy on here, but I must wnt bo
disturbed. As for wasting a thought on
that foreign raseal who has attempiad
iy life, I shall do nothing of the kind 17

“ Bot——-*"

“3inca thiz danger has threatoned
e, I have carried 8 revolver,™ said Aly,
Vernon-Simith.,  “I have mot forgoticn
how to use it, though it is very many
years since I was in & land whers men
carried weapons. If that Italian scoun-
ilrel should put in an appearance agimn,
I will shoot him down like o dogi”?

“ B be pives you a chance I prowled
ithe Bounder, “He's tried to pot you
alf a Jdozen times from behind trces
OF COrioge——"
~ “Well, e cannot pobt me, as you call
it, here in my own house 1 said M
Yernon-Smith,. " And now I am
busy, Iarbert!™

“"¥You know as well as I do that thes
dago 1a still after wyou, fother!* <aid
tha Bounder. “Youw've found out hib
gamo now—ho's after tha N'gomhbo Con-
cession in Kenva., He will get hold of
it, too, if he pushes you off the eavth.
Why not cupazra a detoctivo=——"

= Nonscnse I

“A private detective, 1f vou hke—n
vieliahle man to etay in the hounse and
Laep watch and ward—"

“Notlnng of the kind?!' said A
Vornon-Smith decidedly. "I will nek
horour the rascal by taking so much
notica of him I*

Tha Bounder grunted.

“He might get into the grounds here
sd smipe ab you when you po oni for
a serall i e seid. . " You ocught to have
a man on guard "

“ MNonsense

TYaur hie's in danger, father!™

“My fivancial affairs will be in
Jangor, at Jeast, i£ I waste tipes in idle
talk i zard Alr. Vornon-8mith. . “ Anld
you baveé your guests 1o consider.
Herbort, I shall zee little or nothing of
them; but if you ask schoolbors to stay
wilth vou here, you must give them zome
attentions”

“Oh, Pon & Co. are all right!
They've gone for a walk,l said Vernon-

Smith. “Never mind theny now”
“And Buanter—"
“ Blaw Bunter 17 arawled the
Bounder.

Afr. Vornon-Smith spun round on hia
swivel chuir and starved at his =on with
a ztorn hrow,

“Whora 13 Buanter?” e rapped. 1
hova nobt seen him since we returned.
I asked you Lo give that boy as.good a
time as possible here, Herbert.  You
show a great concern for my safety, hug
yom scem ke forget that Bunter inter-
vened, and caused rhat assasain to muss
hias aim when he fired on me neay
Craviriars School Giving him a heli-
day here i3 not & great reward.”

“TLavkin saxa he went off in & cax
lazt evening,” answered Smithy, I
dare say he's butted in on Whavlon—
he dbid fast time I was away., Ideo will
e hack all vight for lunch.™

“YWell, [ should like you to freat
him well,” said the millionaire. “Thera
15 zuch a ihing as gratitude, Ierbert,
and the hay saved me fvom injury, if
e dul pot actually save my Life.”

“h, ho's getting on all vight hera!
Ilo ihirks enly o ruby, and there's
tons of smb ™ said the Bounder care-
Iessly. “ Never mind Bunter.”

Smithy bad a suspicion as to Billy
Bunter's motive for clearing off while
hia was away. But he did not mention
that to his father. Mr. Vernon-Bmith
had no great liking for the Higheliffe
fellowa, and he would certainly have
Leeit very much annoyed had he been
aware that they lost no oppoviuniy of
vagging the fat Owl of Greyiriars.

“Well, well, don’t forpet what we
awa to ihe boy ! said Mr. Vernon-
Smtth, and he spun his chair rownd
again, " And now, Herbert, go and
i your friends—you are negleeting
thopy, amt I am busy.”

The pullionaire spoke wilh his back
fa Smitly, and he waa already taking
itha recoiver off the telephone for
anather call,

The Bownder gave his portly back an



sreitated stare, and lounged across to
the frencl windows,

1ie stepped out into a path that led
away iirough the thick shrubberies,
with a cloudad brow.

¥Mr. SBamuel Vernon-Bmith gave
haraly a thought to the danger that
had dogged hia steps all through
Eastor—pavtly hecanse his mind was
crammed with financial affairs, partly
because be had a nerve of iron and
wae conslitutionally fearless. So far as
he ilkousht of his enemy at all, he
thought of him with careless contempt.

But 8mithy could not take it .=zo0
coolly and carclessly. The black sheep
of the Remove, the scapegrace of Grey-
friars, had at least one redecming
guality—naffection for his father. A

“ Smithy's father never sent this telegra
that fat villain went down to Wimford In the car this morning.
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ear, and he stopped and leoked round.
Nobody was aﬁmved in thoe little
garden on which the millionaire's study
opencd at the back of the mansion;
but it sounded as if someone was there.

“Ia that wou, Pou?®" called out
Vernon-Smith. It occurred to him
that his Iigheliffe fricnds might have
come to look for him.

Vernon-8nuth  left  1he path  and
stepped  through the thicket of big
rImc&:Eandmns from which he had

heard the sound.

The next moment he outtered a gasp-
ing cry as he glimpsed a dark, swarthy
face, with startled, flashing black eyes,

For a aplit sccond the DBounder of
Groyfriars stared blankly at the dark
face of the lialian—the face of the

m ! " roared Wharton.

It was to send this spoof telegra

5

and rolled Lim oub of sight in the
shirubbery,  Then, with the crouching
step of a beast of prey, he crept up
the path towards the open french win-
dows of the room whers the million-
aire sat at the roll-top desk, The
black eves glittered in at the window,
and the antomatic was gripped hard in
the dosky hand.

————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Higheliffe Rag!
£ HAT Greviriars fesak ™ snid

Ponsonby.

He stopped on the long

avenne at Sealili Park, and
slared at a car that was turning in a
the pateway from the road,

In i
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name signed to it ! ** * Oh erumbs [ ** gasped Bunter, sitting on the fAoor, gurgling and ruhbing his head.

peril that threatoned himzelf wotld
ziot have shaken the Bounder's nerve in
the least: but hiz  father’s peril
haunted and troubled him.
Unwillingly, Me. Vernon-3mith had
agreed to stay in the Sussex mansion
till the police succeeded in tracking
down the Italian who sought his life—
his rival for the N'gombo Concession in
East Africa. He had only agreed to
that because Smithy was determined
not to leave Lim so long as the danger

lasted, snd he would not spoil his
son’s Baster holidays.
But in conceding so much, Mr.

Vernon-Smith considered that he had
conceded enough. The idea of employ-
ing a detective to watch over his safety
in the crowded mansion mada him
snort with scorn.  The Bounder had
prged it—withent success.

Bmithy went slowly down the path
through the shubbery. He was, as his
fathier had said, neglecting his gueats,
and he was going to look for the High-
cliffe follows. .

A rustle in the shrubbery caucht his

sniper who was seeking his father's
life—n face ho knew only ftoo well

Then he made a desperate backward
leap as the Italian sprang towards him.
A moment more, and he would have
becn speeding back up the path, to
shout a warning to lus father.

But that momont was not granted
him.

Swift as he was the swarthy
scoundrel was swifter. He was on the
schoolboy with a spring like a tiger's,
and something hard and heavy struck
the Bounder on the back of the head.

Ho pitched forward, and fell on his
faco,

It -was the heavy butt of an aunto-

matic pistol that hod struck him down. ©

The Italian, breathing hard, bent over
him, the weapon raised for ancther
Llow, if it had beon needed.

But it was not neeced, Herbert
Vernon-Bmith lav like a log at his feet,
plunned and senseless,

“Va bone!™ breathed the man from
Milan.

He grasped the senseless schoolboy,

Gadsby, Monzon, and Vavasonr
grinned at the sight of the fat junior
sitting in the car.

Thers was something rather comic in
the way Billy Bunter was spending his
Easter holidays.

A guest, who was not wanted by his
host, and was ragged by his fcllow
guesta at  every apportunity, could
hardly have emjoyed those holidays to
the full. even =mt so magnihcent an
establishment as Seahill Park.

Smithy did not want Bunter there,
but he acceded to lus father's wishes.
Pon & Co. did not want Bunter there,
and they eoolly disregarded any wishes
but their own.

At school the Iligheliffe Lknuts were
up against Greviriars sll the tune,
They could stretcli a point in favour of
the wealthy Bounder. Baot they were
not stretching any points m favour of
& fellow like Bunter—a hooker-on, end
a picker-up of crumbs that fell from
the rich man's table. i

Twice during absences of Yernon-
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Smith, Bunter had Delted from that
palatial abode, to cscape ragging ab
the hands of Pon & Co.

Each time they had rather cxpecled
that he would be fed-up and stay away.
But he turned uwp again like a bad
pennty. And flere he waz: aga,

“% suppose he's poin’ to bapnt us

these hols,” remarkad Cadsby, “We
shall never see the last of him !V
“ Abzolutely 1 zaid Vavasour,
“Srithy may elear off apain,”
grinned Monson. “If ho decs, we'll
take jolly good cave to bag ilat fai

ead next time, and stick hin out on
the rock in the bay, to be cut off by
the tide. If that dodan’t feed himy up,
nothin’ will i

“Bmithy won't be clearin’ off again
in a huree,” sald Ponsonby., *From
what I hear, he's porsnaded his father
to spend the reat of Faosley bere with
im=—on account of that gumnan who's
been pottin® at him, But—-""

Ponsonby glanced up the lonz avenaon
towards the House.

No one was in sight,

It was a quarter of a mile from tho
mansion to the gates, and the aveuune
wound through tall caks and beeches.

“Btop the car!” said Pon.

“I—I say, Bmithy won't like it!”
said Gadsby, Y And—aml the aold
pean’s about now. Wo can't+—"

“The old bean’s stickin® in  tho
house, with his rotten financial schem-
m',*? said Pon, “And Sdaitly’s not
here. They wen't aven know thab
Bunter has comée back, if they den't
sco him, And they wan's see him if
he goes for & walk with vz and we
lcave him high and dry.”

Pon's comrgdes Jooked a  little
dubions. Regging Bunfer while Smithy
WES BWAY was one thm% 3 bub ragging
him while Smithy and his father were
in the house was rather another.

But Ponsonby bhad his way, as he
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penerally did with the koutty Iligh-
cliffe crowd, ) i

He EE‘.E[’J[:IEE] ont into H'lﬂ_lﬁ]ﬁ-'_'.[l& of
tha avenue, and held ug his hamd to
the chouflear, whe slowed down,

Billy Buuter sat up and took notice
ab once

A moment ago Bunter's {at thoughts
had been concentrated chiefly on lnncl,
He had had a guick run across from
Surrey: and it was not yet luisch-Lime,
But hiz thoughis dwelt on that meal in
happy anticipation.

But he forgot lunch at the sight of
the Higheliffians in the shady avenuc,
He glared at them through his big
spoactacles, and sgueakod hastily o
Williams: X

“Don't stopl Drive rvight on!
Stamp on the pas] Get on—do pou
hear 7

“But, sir—"

* Drive an; I tell you!” roaved Dunier,

Williama was in rather a diffienlty.
He would willingly have driven on at
Bunler’'s order. DBuz Pon & Co. bad
lined up in front of the car. e, could
pot drive over them,

Ha sounded his horn, but the fellowa.

in front did not stir, The¥ were guite
well aware that Williams would hot
run them down. He had to stop or
slsughter them, and he slopped.

“You silly chunp P’ velled Bunter,

i angry alarm., *Will yon drive on?

Po vou hear me, you fool 7

“an’t run over the young gentle-
men, sir,” said Williams,

“Get on, I tell you!" yelled Bunter.
“I'll speak to Mr. Vernon-Smith about
this, if you don't get on! I'll have
vou sacked! Do vou heari*?

Williams, really, could not drive on,
with four fcllows bunched in front pf
the car, all of them guests of lis
master’s son. :

“F'raps they only waut to speak
to you, air,” he suggested.

From itz brilliant, coeloured
cover, right through the 64
pages this splendid book is
simply packed with interest.
Mumerous types of planes,
Britain's Air Defences, how the
R.AF. works—all are dealt
with. There are many fine
illustrations including a striking

At alf Ne wsagents

NG5 AIR FORCE

Z2-page section drawing of one
of the most interesting types of
plane now in use. NMake sure
of your copy todayl

*You silly idiot! Drive on!” howled
Bunter., 1M get you the sack if you
dan't 1

That mode of address was not caley-
lated to enlist Williams' syupathy,
He 4id not answer; he sat fight.

Gadsby, Monson, &nd Vavasour
stood in front of the halied car, fo
make sure that it did not stir.

Ponsonby, grinning, came up to il

door.
Billy DBunter blinked at hith
apprehensively.

; ;‘E:'-_iu you're back,” said Pon chger-
ully.

“Ye-g-es,-old chap I gasped Buntoy,
“Jig-jig-jolly glad to sea you again,
old fuf-fuf-fellow 1

“Glad to see you, old bean,” =aid
Pen affably, " Wa've vather niizzed
vau," -

“ Absolutely It grinned Vavasouwr.

“Let the car-go on, and walk. up (o
the house with us, will you, Buntey®”
went on Pon, in the same affable tone.

“N-n-na!” pdsped Bunter, *“I—I1"m
rather tired. I—I want to.seg Swmithy,

too.  I—T1 ¥alk another tigme, ofd
chap, with ‘pleasure. N-n-not just
g,

“Lavely mornin® for a stroll,™ said
Pon, opening the door cof the cer.
*Can't I perswade you to step out and
walk, Bunter?”’

“0h, do, old c¢hap !™ said Aonson.

M Come on, old fellow ! sand Pam,
faking hold of Bunter’s fat arm. “I'll
help you ounf, old bean. You want a
little %m[;} td Lift wour weight—whati i

“ Look here—"" .

“Comin’ 1™ grinned Ion, pinchihg
tho fat arm.

Bunter gava a squeak,

“"Beazt! Loggel T'm not coming t*
he hooted. *Look here, you Higheliffe
cad, leggo my arm | DBeast !?

‘Ponzenby, grinning, jerked at the
fot” arm. Billy Bunter iélled nut of

the car, spiutterinf_i o

The dandy of Highcliffe kept hold
of the fat #im. He was nat going to
give Bunter a chance of bolting, if he
could help it,

But, as it happencd, he couldn’t.

Billy Bunter struggled to wreneh hia
BT RWAY.

Pon. comnpressed his grip on i, (il

tha hapless fat Owl squeaked with paim
In sheer desperation, Bunter kicked.
He [kicked blindly; but hizs boat

landed on Pon's shin, and it landed
hard. The yell that came from Ceeil
Fmiimlhy rvang far and wide over the
park.

He released Bunter and stagpered
away, howling with pain. Standing on
out leg, he lifted the other, and clasped
[iia damnaged shin with both hands in
angwaish,

*Uh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

He gave Pon one terrified blink, and
holted, The dandy of Higheliffa had
witended to rag  him, unﬁmw. But
what ho would do if he got hold of
Bunter aganr, after lus shin had been
hacked, did not bear thinking of,

The fat Owl ran for his lifc up the
avenue,

Cadsby jumped at him as he went,
and the despersto fat Owl swong oub
a fat fist, which faivly crashed in
tiadsby's face, and sont him spiuning,

Mongow, rushing on, stumbled over
him as he sprawled, and they mixed up
an the carth,

Bunter tore ar,

“Ow!l Yow! Wow!” Pon was 3ell-
g frantically. “After him! Collay
nim [ Pl smash him! Get hold of
hiny, you fools! Owi”

Williams, sitting at the wheel, staved.
Like most of  the numerous «tuff



emploved at Beahill Park, he had been
surprisod by the manners amd customs
of Master Herbert's guests. Dut it was
0o basitiess of his to interfere in the

extracrdinary  procecdings  of  those
guests. He sat and stared as Bunter
Hew wildly wup the avenue, with

Vavasour on his track, and Gadshy and
Monson picking themselves ip and
joining in the chase. .

Ponsonby was left standing storle-like
on one leg, clesping the other, and
spluttering with rage and paii, as the

celng fat Owl and lus  pursuers
varished up the long avenue,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Hat Triek !

(1 H criker | pasped Bunter.
0 Ee flew.

Bunter was no sprinter, but

circumstances alter cases. Wilh

):\éir.suit at hiz heels, the fat Owl]

of the Remove could put on speed, and

he did. He ﬂl!ffi"ﬂ and he blew, but
while he blew he flew. :

He had a hope of sighting Stiithy or
Mr. Vernon-Smith on the avenue but
peither of them was to bo secn.

Fast behind Lim ceme the scudding
footsteps of the Higheliffidnk

He blinked back over s fat.shounlder

Vavasour wae hardly a doZen yaras
behind, Farther ' back, Gadsby and
Monson were coming on.  They Were
kecnn to collar Punter bofore he got
within sight of the house.

Bunter was equally keen not to be
gollared. But, fast as he flew, the High-
clilfians were gaining.

*0Oh loc' 1Y gurgled Bunter.

He had not expected thiz. e had
taken it for granted that it would be all
right if ho returped after Mr. Vernon-
Smith liad returned. Evidently he had
taken a little too much for granted.

He pounded and ?nnte{l on, but he
knew that he would never rveach the
housa ahead of the Higholifhans, And
a3 lie charged ronnd a winding bend in
the mvenue he suddenly darted off the
drive among the trecs that lined it.

Panting, he poarked himseli behind a
L]f oak, }

t waz his only chance. For the
moment he was out of sight of the
enemy, pnd if they ran on without spot-
ting that he had stopped, lLe had a
chance.

A moment or twe later Vavasour
came specding round tie curve.

He shot onward. o

There was another winding curve
ahead, and no doubt Vavaseur took it
for granted that Bunter hod gone round
.

Anvhow, it did not occur o him that
the fat junior had stopped, and he tora
on: und a moment later, Gadshy and
Monszen tore on after bim, past the big
oak that screened Bunter.

“h erikey 1" breathed the fat Owl of
tlie Remove,

He gasped with reliet as the racing
footstep: died away up the avenue to-
wards the distant mansion.

Luaning on thetrunk of tho ogl, Billy
Bunter pumped in breath. Ile mopped
his perspiring brow.

But he lingered only long enough to
recover his breath He knew that they
woitld svon spot his stroategy, and como
harkieg back for him. Sl gasping,
tha fat Owl! eut away across the par
leaving the avenue behind.

In the distance he heard ecalling
voicas. The Highchilians were buntin
him, elready aware that he had dn-dg‘eg
off the drive.

The fat Owl Furvied on.

force
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tle dared not venture back (o the
avenneg, o1 o the terrace m‘fmn.t of the
house, where he would be in full view,

Where Smithy was, where M,
Yernon-8mith might be, he had not the
faintest idea But he dared not let tha
Higheliffians spot him till he was in the
protecting presence of one or the other.
He. threaded his way through shrub-
beries round the mansion, with the in-
tention of geétting in &t some open door
ak the back, while the Higheliffians were
Lhunting him in the front. If those un-
utterable beasts, Harry Wharton & Co..
hud come back with him in the car this
would never have happened. But as it
was, only strategy EDII?E‘? save him.

Wind was short, but Billy Bunter did
not halt till he’ was at the back of the
imposing mansion of Sealnll Padrk.
There he leaned on a tree by a shady
path and pumped in breath,

The path wherc he had stopped ran
through great masses of rhododendrons
towards the house. That 1t was Mr
Vernon-B8mith's  private garden, on
which the french windows of his study
opened. Bunter was not aware; neither
would' Woe have eared had he known.
Keeping clear of Pon & Co. wes the
urgent, “pressing matter—much morve
urgent than respecting the privacy of a
busy-Enaneial pentleman.

ving recovered his breath once
more,. Bﬁl}r Buntér rolled:oh along that
path, hoping that it led to a door.

He stopped suddenly, staring through
hig bng spectacles ab something that lay
on the edge of the path.

It was a straw hat, with the erown
smashed 13,

Bunter blinked ak it.

Cartainly it did not belong to auy of
the Higheliflians; they were nowhere
near. It must bo. Smithy's hat.  But
w!aufI tl.e Bounder bad left it there was
rather a puzzle.

Ha picked it up, l‘.u]ilﬂiing; at it. IIn-
doubtedly 1t was Bmithy's hat; his
initials were stamped inside. The top
was smashed right in, cvideéntly by &
terrific Llow,

“0Oh erumbs [ gasped Bunter,

If Smithy hod been wearing that hat
when that blow fell on it, he must have
captured a fearful knoel!

unter blinked round him, Thero
was no sign of Smithy to be seen. That
a stunnod and senseless figure lay within
six feot of him, hidden in the rhododen-
drons, Bunter had not-the faintest idea.

Wilh the har in his fat hand, he rolled
on towards the hoase, and came in sizht
of the open frepelh windows of Mo
Vernon-Smith's study.

Then he stopped again, staring so
hard that his little round eves seemed
on the point of bulging through his big,
round spectacles,

He was staring at a figure in the open
window

A man was there, his back to Bunter,
half-erouching, as he pecred in. Of his
face Bunter could see nothing, but he
had & glimpse of black hair under a
hat.

Hiz fat heart alinost missed a beat.

There was something familiar to his
eyes in that agile, half-crouching. figure.
It recalled the Italian he had seen
wamhinﬁ'the Lantham road on the day
of breaking-up at Greyfriars Seliool—
the gunman who had waiched for Me.
Vernon-Smith's car, and fired on it
when it came.

Bunter's fat faco was drained of
colour as he realised that it was the
tame Ma.

He stood rooted

The man crouching &t the open french
window, was watching someong within—
gomeone who evidently was not locking

i

towards (he window, or he would have
seen the man there.

Bunter cuuld guess  whom he was
watching. He could ot see into -the
voont, ba be guessed thet Mre. Vernon-
Smith was there, and that the cres of
the assassin were'fixed on him.

The fat junior hardly breathed.

On the grassy path his footsteps liad
made nosoend. The dtalian Lad Leard
nothing, and had not turned his head.
Bunte? wra not ten feet from him.

A the fat Owl stood rooted, pale wilh
terrot, the Iilian moved. His right
arm rost, and something glimmered in
the Apri sunshine

Bunter knew only too well what it
was. It was a-firearm, and it was being
trained on the man who sat within, his
face turned from the window, uncon-
soions of Bangoer, while the wings of the
Angel of Death rustled over him.

en Billy Bunter acted—suddenly,
without ever thinking. His avm wen

up, Smithy's crushed straw hat in hiz
hand. With all his force he Hung 11 o
the back of the Italian’s head.

Crash | _

The missile struck the back of the
black, greasy head, and the startled
man toppled over. He went headlong
into tha room, the automatic exploding
as he fell

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Shot for Shotl

ANG I
Bamuel Vernon-8mitlh: Lounded.
Bitting at his roll-top, he was
speaking into -the tﬂl-‘:i‘glmne. his
back hal-turned to the feéaeh window.
Far awapy in London, some other
financial gentleman was<listening to hLis
instructions,

That financia! pentlemsan in London
was probably surprised by the sndden-
IIE‘ER with which: Mz, Verpnon-Smith cu!
off.

The roar of the automatic, a3 tle
Italian pitched headdeng.-into the roon,
cansed Mr. Vernon-8mith to wheel
round in  his  chair, dropping the
receiver as he did so.

He spun round. .

His eyves started at the sight of the
sprawling man; sprawling on hig face
in the french window, his legs outside,

The Italian’s hat had fallen off, rc.
vealing thick, black hair. Beside him.
az he ﬁgrawled. lay another hat—a
schoolbay's straw hatl _

Only for a split sccond did DMr,
Vernon-Smith stare.  Then hiz hand
shot to a drawer of the desk and
whipped o revalver therefrom. The
loak on his face was not that of o Clity
financtor, It was such o look os Samwuel
Vernon-Smith might have worn n old
ha-.lf-l'nrgot en  days, when he had
“packed " & gun in a wild land.

The Ttalian sprawled—but only for a
moment. He was .up again, with {be
nimble agility of o wildeat, Lis black
eveos ablaze. :

But even as he leaped to his feet, the
millionaire pulled trigger, firing on
him with as little compunction asz le
would have felt in shooting a mad dog.

The bullet cut a lock of black haie
from the Ttahan's head. The next
would have gone through the head ilsclf
—had not the swarthy rascal made n
swift backward leap from the window.,
As 1t was, the bullet missed by hardly
an inch.

The automatic was still in the swarthy
hend. Had the rascal been prepared
for a desperate fight to the death, he
had as much chance ns Mr. Verncon-
Bmith. But he was not there for that
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Alan o mian, weapon ie wnag;:ma, tho
Ea:? of the weaker rece gualled, and

The niillionaive rushed to the window,
tha revalver smeking in- his hand, his
face grim, ruthless,

He fired agsin from the window as
tha desparate rascal leaped away into
the shrybberies,

Had the Italian ron by the path he
wonld, have remained exposed. to the
fire, and therc was not the slightest
doibt that tho millionaive wonld hava
shot him in the back as he ran.  But
ha leaped into the ihick shrubbevies,
hanting cover like o hunted beast,

e, Vearpon-Simith rusbed out of the
french wondow, hring 1uto the sheuly-
bepies as he mshed,

vack, crack ! vang ihe revolver,

Then, with set wecth, he darted in
pursuit,

Mr, Vernou-Sinith, whose nevve
was of iron, was portly oand stout,
shorter- of wind than of courage. Ile
halted, panting,

Tn the distance there was a rustle, Up
went his sim—and e fred as Te saw o
serambling Bzure on the top of o dis
tant wall

But the figure was gone in a moment.

Mr. Vernon-Bmith gave an angry
guork,

He had had the navrowesk cscape of
Ins life; bot hie was ot thinkimg of that.
ile was ntenscly exazperated by tho
escape of the man from Milan.

He tramped baek to the french win-
dow of his stads,

Larkin, the butler, waz 1 ithe roon
now—the fiving had  been  heard.
Larkin's plump iace stared out at him,

Mr. Vernon-Smith hastily thrust ibe
revolver o his pocket. He was a
practical business man, and baied the
slightest spot af ihe melodramatic.

HWhat—ahat—" FLarkin was stut-
tering.

“That Italian rascal again!” grunted
Mr. Vernon-8mith. “XNo harm done!
He must have erept to my window-—-—
What s that, Larkin?®"

The butler had picked up the straw
Tt

“Alazter ITerbert's hat, sirt™
Lavrkin, “It hes been Jumaged——--

“Hexbert was with ma nob len
mittes ago ! srapted Mr., Vernoo-
Smith. 1Io staved ronnd, and for the
first time ghzerved a fac figure vooted
on tha path through the shvubberg,
“Who—— Is that Bunter®”

“Oh crikey 1™

“What the dickenz are yon Jdoing
here, Bunter i oxclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Smith testily. ™ You shonld not come in
this way. 'This is my private romn ™

said

1]

“Oh lov'!  Oh=—nooogh!”  gasped
Bunter, “JI=F=I :av, is—iz—js hao
gono 7

“Did von gee the man? Yes; he is

na!  Pull vourself togoihey, boy ™
added My, Vernan-Bmith, with a touch
of contempt. " There is no dapger!™

Oh e’ UM oetnttcred Buder, fI—I
aw  him,  you kuow, and chucked
Bmirthy's hat at him—oh cvikey ™

AMr. Vernon-Smith jumped,

“Foua hid what 1 he exclavmed. Ik
had not cecurred to him yet to wonder
why the Malian had tombled bheadlong
into the room—though that tumble had
undoulitedly saved hia life.

“0h dear ¥ mumbled Butier. “Ie
=lia was just going to shoot—oh crikey
—and I ot lnr en the hack of the
napper with that har, and piteled lom
over—oly crwmbs ™

T Good mael I osand Mr. Vernon-Smith,
while Lavkin :tared at ihe Owl of
CGreyfviars, T think I andorstand! 1
um pneh elliged to yon, Bunter—for
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the second time, my boy! Dy gad! Bpb
what the dosce were you doing with
my son’s hat? Where i3 Herberh 2"

‘I—1 don’t knew b goacped Bumter,
“I haven't socon him ! f pieked up his
ltat on the path, and I was going to
give it to Smithy when I saw him, and
then I—I saw that beagt——"

Mr. Vernon-Smnth’s  face  changed,
ITe mada a rapid stride towards Bunter.

ITiz son had left him and gone down
that path—and Bunter had picked 'up
Mg hat there, knocked' in by & violent
blow. A& tervible fear was in the
midlionaive’s  heart that his son had
Fullon i with the luvking assassin,

“Take me to where vou picked up
that bat—quick ! he snapped.

' =7 Sﬂ-}"—"—u -

“Caick 17 roared Mr. Vernon-Smith,
i a voice that made Bunter jump.

“Oh, ves!" stottered Bunier. “This
way 1"

Mr. Vernon-SBmith hnreied after him
down ihe path, Larkin following.

The fat Jwuor halted at the spot
wheve he had found the hat,

“Here !" he began, * Smithy wosn't
here! I =aw the hat—"

Mr. Vernon-Bmith staved about him.
There weve signs of trampling feet in
the shruliber sida the path, With a
white face, the millionaim tramped into
tlhe shrubbery., The nexé moment thevo
Was l;'l";i" :

* Lackin—here I

The butler hnrrvied after linn,

“Oh cnlbey " gasped Billy Buaater,
and his eyes almnat popped through his
spectacles, as Mr, Vernon-Smith and
Larkm emerged from tha shrubbery
careying between them the Bounder of
Greyfriavs, stunned and senseless,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Taken for a Walk !

NORE!
“Oh, listen
grimied Gadshy,

The Highcliffe Lnuts grinned—
with the exception of Ponsonby.

Pom, with s bentse on lis shin, and an
ache thers, was not fecling disposed to
grin at anyihing,

It waz a warm Apinl afternoon the
following «ay, ) _

Fon & Co. weve not precisely enjoy-
ipg themselves, They wore at Seahill
Park for o rowdy holiday with the
Bounder—and with an eye to annexing
some of his ample wealth through ihe
medinun of bankey or bridge.

AMr, Veornon-SBmith's presonce had a
vather restraining  inflnence an  their
activities in that line, though they saw
tittle of laan.

To inake malfers wor:e, IHerbert
Vernon-Snathr had gone 1o his room
that afternoon with an aching head.
IIe was not available, even had he felt
disposed to play “the gildy goat ™
while his father was in the honse.

Possibly Pon & Co. wers sorry for
their Groyfrigrs pal’s injury; hut 1f so,
it did net seem to frouble ithem very
!ii}iglh.
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tr  the hand

spent an hour after lonch knock-
ing the bells about in the hillisrds-
rooit;  but wiinont Smithy to stake
fvers en the game, they wore socn boved
with hilliavds, ]

They strotled out of 1the house, peevizh
and discontented.  They could have
formnd a litile amuscment in ragging
Buantor=—ut the Fal Owl seemied to have
tHzapprerared,

Fhen, as they douched along a path
at a distanoe Dromn the honse, o sound
like tha rwnbling whir of thunder Fell
on their ears, proceeding from a littlo
suniner-house,

It was the . deep. and pezonant snare of
William George Buntern.,

Billy Bunter had done well ot lanch,
As he had told the Famous Five, ab
Wharion Lodge, the g‘uh at Scahill
Park was frstclass,  Bunter was the
nman i do ib justion.

Povhaps e had done it a litfle more
than justice. Loadod well ahove the
Plimzoll line, the fat junipy rpHed
away to the zecluded swnmer-hionse, for
tho rest he really needed after his
exertions,

e would have preforrod (o take lia
nap in the hammock on the lawn; but
that was in sight of the windows of the
billisrds-room, where the Higheliffo
knuts had gathered. Heo doubted
whether hagayeuld have reposed in poace
in that hammock if Ion & Co. had
spotied him there;

Now, however, they hiad spotted hin,

ITad Bunter sivmbered in gilence, Pon
& Co, would bave sauntersd on, naver
knowing ihat he was in ihe sommer-
liouse, )

Byt at the sound of that hefty =hove
thoy halted and looked i with grinning
faces,

B_i}li;, Bunter was mc_!_in_i}'_ﬁ, ary rather,
sprawling, on & vostie seat, bis eycs shug
behind his big spectacles, lus raonth
OReTL

He slopt, apd he suored, unconscious
of danger, :

Ponsonby's eves glittored at Lo,

“By gad!” he breathed. " Thaia :a
ony_chaneo !

“Looks like it " chivckled Mouson,

“1 say, don™t forget the old bean V¥
satd Gadsby uneasily. “Heoe won't like
uz ragging that fat blighter—he's heen
Jiaking rather a fuss of lum »

“And Smithy=—>" said Vavazaur
daubtfully.

“The old bean ean go and cat ecoke,
and Smithy can Jdo the same 1* sapd Fon-
soanby coolly, “I'm gerti' a hit fed-ap
with thezs Smiths, anvhow., We're not
reitin' the tine we expected neve, Wa
were rather fools to come™

“Emithy's worth while,"” saul Monsan,
“The cad’s stacked with fin !

“ First ho lands that fat Llightar on na,
and then he lands lis pater I growled
Ponsonby. "“And I can’t say I fike an
Ttalian gunman hanging about tin place,
cither, I'm pretty sure he's the man I
ran inte in the dark one might last week,
who gave me a erack on the head. Nog
ihe sort of thing g f[ellow wauls in the
holidays.”

“Well, we're in jolly good auariers
here,” said Gadshy, "and I suppoco
Smithy's pater won't 2hick here lov ever
If he's come hero to dodge ihat gun-
man, he's had ne luek—the man zot
after him here! Thoy've gol s bobby
patrolling the place, zinece what hap-
pened yesterday.”

Ponsonby was looking round. Exeeph
for roofs and chimney-pots, the meansion
waa shut off froni view hy trees and
shrubberigs, Sunthy was in his ronm—
his father, doubtlezs, was deep i finan-
cial business in his stady—rthera was no
danger of interference.

“Get that fat cad 7 sawnd Pon briefly,

“Oh, all right '*

They stepped into tha shmmer-houze,

Billy Bumter snoved o, droaming,
perhaps, of ibe gargaolean: lunch he
had packed away. Certainly he was not
dreaming of danger. ]

Ponsonhy, who carried 2 light -walk-
ing-cane under hia drm, took it in iand,
and tapped the Owl's fat little nose with
i,

There was a wurmur {rom the sleeping
beauty |

“Wrrrzgh 1"

But he «id not awalien. DBunter was
a rood man at slanbering. In that line




In sheer desperalion, Bunter kicked, and his boot landed on Ponsonby's shin. ** Yaroooh ! ** yelled the cad of Higheliffe,
** Oh crikey ! ** gasped Bunier. He gave Ponsonby one terrified blink and bolfed.

clasping his damaged shin.

Rip Van Winkle had

ip nolhing
Williarn Coorge Bunier.

GI

‘ap !

k3 ‘.‘lr:"urrrggit M murmured Daufer, at
the second tap.

The knuts echuckled.

“My hat! Fhat chap can sleep 17 said
Cadsbr. “(ive him anoflier 1™

Top! .

“Ooooon [ gasped Dunter, awakening
this time, as Pon gave him guile a
severe tap. “Ouoogh! Those qhuasﬂy
gnnis—ow 1"

Hao rubbed his fa: nose.

“Haz, ha, ha ¥ velled the Ilighelifians.

Bunter gave a startled jump. e
jammed his spectaclez straight on his
fat nose, and blinked at Pon & Co.
in alarn.

“Qh erikey ™ he ejacnlated,

Ha jumped np. But {here was no
ezcape for the Owl of Greviriars. Four
grinning voung razeals blocked the way.

“I=1 say, vou fellows—=" pgasped
Bunter.

“Comin’ for a walk, old mani”
grinned Monson. : .
“N-n-no!  I=I—=Tm_ going to sec

}*I' it

Smithy, and 35]:‘. how ]lp 12,

rather anxious about Bmithy—
“You must £ry to bear vour anviety a

little longar, old bloated bean|™ said

Ironsonby. * You're comin' for a little
walk now,’
“Beast [ gazped PBunter Yon

letnme alone, vou Higheliffe cads! I'li
jolly well ask Bmithy’s pater to turn yon
ouf, see! I'll jolly well go straight to
old Smith, and sayr—vareooop 1"

A ewips from the cane cut Banter
short. )

“Have anotheri"” prinned Ponzonby.

“Owl Peast] Yow IV

“Better shut up, if rou don't want
any more ! Pin his fins, gnu nien |*

(tadsby and Monson linked their arms
in Bumter's. They walked out of the
gimimer-house, with the quaking fat Owl
Letweon them.

EVERY SATURDAY

“I—I sav, rou fellows—" pgacped
Bunter, “I1—I zar, I-T'll go for a walk
if vou like, but—but leggo iy arms—"

“Bure you wonldn't for & run, in-
etead of a walk, if we did? ashed
(adshy.

“ Beast 1" §

“Get en ¥ said Ponzonby.

“Look here, I won't go!” velled
Burnter, s.tru;glg;lmg. * I=voo-hooop 1
Ieave off, you beast | Ow! I wish Hob
Cherry was here, vou ecad! Wow! If
those beasts had come, you wouldn't
dara to—voo-hoooop 17

Bwipe, swipe, swipu |

"Ow!l Waow! Yow " roared Duntsr,
as Pon'a cane whaecked on his tight
tronzers.  “Owl  Leave off! I'm
coming, ain't 11 Owi¥

And Bunter came. There was no help
for it1 Tle rolled awaxy, hLiz fat arma
linked in Monsan’s and Gadshy's, Pon-
gonby and Vavasour following, IPon
ready with the cane fo fonch Ling up
when he lagged,

By a shadvy pall under the ald trees,
the party reached tho wall that enclosed
the pacl on the side fowards the sca.

There was o gate that gave directly on
the sands, and Ponsonby opened it

The grinning knuts wallied ont on the
beach. with the dissnayved Qwl in theiv
midst,

It was a glovions view that meob their
paze—if Bunter had caved for it, which
Le did not at all. It was o vast bay,
gircled by shelving sands, shut in at
either end by high cliffs, honeycombed
with caves,

Harry Wharton & o, had they been
there, would have found plenty of
pleasant occupation in clambering over
the cliffs. and exploring the deep caves,
But cliff-elimbing and {fx%vlnring were
not to tha taste of the Higheliffe knuts,
They had not gone out on the shore at
all, except every. now and then to bathe.
Nﬂwﬁ' howover, ther were going out, fur

a dilforent purpose:

e
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They tramped down the sands, a swipe
from Pon's cana helping Bunfer on
every now and then. From the shore,
a long spit of sand ran out into the bay,
to o distance of nearly half a mile, end-
ing 1n & mass of rocks, on which stood
a lishing-hut, which h-allﬂngad to Seahil!
Lark. The foreshore in that spot was
the property of Mr. Vernon-Snuth, and
barred to the general public. Not & sonl
wog in sight, in either direction, as the
party crossed the eands to the sen.'

“0Oh, you beasts ! groancd Dunter,

Ile knew the intention of the High
cliffians. As they reached the long spir
of sand, the fat Owl strugglod again.

At low tide, that P:ﬁ.ﬁl“‘ﬁ.l’ to the
rocky islet was above water. Bub when
the tide eame in, it was decp under the
waves, and anvone stranded on the rocl
was cub off from the land. And the tide
now was near the turn,

Whack, whaek !

"Owl Wow! Beast]! Yow!”
Bunter velled on.  With  many
chuckles, the four Highcliffe juniors

walked him out to the low rock in the
bay. It was hardly half an acre in
extent, ond the weoden hut, vsed for
fishing tackla and sncli things, was il
only building on it.

Ponsonby wulaiched the deor and
threw 1t open,

“Holl him in '™ he said.

“I—1 say, ven fellows——" lowled

Bunter.

A kick belped DRunter infe the huoi.
ITe rolled in. stumbled., and sprawloed.

*“Tla, ha, ha!” velled Pon & Clo,

Billy Bunter sat i

ly BEunter sat up, gasping, anc

Minked at them. Ile knew what they
intonded to do; et he conld hardls.
believe thal they would have the nerve,
and reckless brutality, to strawd Lim on
that rook.

Three of them, perhaps, might have
relentod—but  Ponsonhy was adamact,
"I'iie MacurT Lisraev.—No. 1,524,



10

Twinges of pain in his brutsed shin Jdid
nat have an amehorating offect on Lhe
dandy af ) ligheliffe.

“Hiick there, you fat porker [ said
Pansenby. ““Uhe tide will be up in au
houne. ¥t won't be down agein tifl after
dark, F advizo you nat to try that path
i the derk—it's a bit dangerous if you
dot ¥ou'll b home with the milk in
the morning, ki fat bean! Think what
an appetite yon'lE have-for brokker”

“ Beast 17 )

“To vou otz of good to miza a meal
or twa 1 chvekial i[unsn&L *You took
enough on bogerd at lunch to last you for
daves and daya i

“(h, you vatter 1¥ groannd Dunter.

“Fou were tohld that you weron'k
wanted lLere,” sand Ponsonby, *If you
stick where youw'ro not wantad, you
Greyfiars freak, you can take what's
comin’ to son! Tie his legs with one
af thase vopes, Gaddy—keop him safo
till tha tide'zs wp®

There waa plenty of tackle of all zorts
in the hut. Gadsby took & rope, and
knoited it round Bunter's fat legs, tring
it hehind hin

HBunter had a goad hour's work aliead
af ltim, to gob Joose. By that time, the
ineoming Hde would ha washing over
e samly path to the shorve.

ian & Cao, torned away, and left him.

* 1 say, von fellows=——" yolledl Bunler
dezperately.

1*on slammed the door of the Imt. The
four Highelifians walked off the roek,
wind followed the sandy path, over which
trickles of water were already creeping.

Paon was grinning with vindictive satis-
faclion—Lat Gadeby and Monson and

Vavasour I«‘}Okﬁdi as they felt, unéasy.

They wera hardcheafted younmg rascals,

lut not quite Pon's equal in that lue.
“ [=1 cay—" muttercd Gadsby.

I’'on gave him a look.
“Well i ho sneered.

“¥ eay, 163 rather thiclk! Look
hoygm—r*
“Don't hae a namby-pamby fnal,

Caddy ! After a'night out on that rack,
T faney that fat freak will get, fod-up
with this plaece, and clear I

“1 dave say. I ;

“¥t’a rather thick, Pon!" muttered
Monson. i

* Absolutely ™ murmured Vavasows

Tonsonby yawned.

“Time we got back,” he remarked.
“Smithy may feel it for o little game
hy this time. You fellows comin’, ov
standin' there cocklin® like goose 39

Pon's friends followed him in zilence.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Park!
HEREERT VERNON - SMITII

threw down hiz cavds, and
presged his hand for a moment
: to hig aching forchead.

The sound of the dressing-Lell was
heard from afar.

In the Bownder's handsoma room a
party was gathered. My, Vernon-Smith
Fruhubly zappesed that his een wae
ying down, resting his bruized head. ¥t
wouhl have been better for the Bounder
had he heen Jdoing so. As a matter of
fact, he was siibing at a card-table in
his room, with Pon & Co. sitting round
it, aml they had been cavd-playing for
u roupla of hours or more.

Safa there frem the parvental ave, the
ceapegraca of Greyfriars had been in-
dulging in the “rowdy * pursuiis for
which ho had asked the Iigheliffo
followa 1o the house.

Pon & Co. had- seught him in lis
riarters, and fouwnd lum in o savago
temper and by no mesns pleased to seo
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them. DBut tha hardy Bounder hated
to play the inwalid, and he choso to
imake light of & tap on the head—severe
tap 23 1t had been. With iron enduar-
he sat and played cardas anid
smoked cigercttes, because ho did not
choosn to let the Highclifio gang spot o
sign of weakness i him. )

Wrh a splitting headache and feching
utterly “rotten * from head to foot, he
was not likely lo enjoy that gamc.

But he sat it out, in an atmosphera
of snoke, till the sound of the dressing-

Il gave him an cxcuze for " chuckipg ™
it. Involuntarily ho pressed hiz hand to
his aching head, but withdrow it at once
a5 be caught Pon’s sareastic glance., s
cres gleamed.

T'he effect of Lis Injury was chicfly to
make Smithy bad-tempered, and the
sucicty of the knuts had not improved
his temper. The wretched earda had
been almest swimming before his eyes
%‘g{y the time hic was ablo to pet rid of

1£11.

“Fealin® bad, old man®” asked Pon.
Possibly he intended his tone to be syni-
pathetic, but he could not help & sax-
castic note creeping in. That Italien
merchant gave you rather a Enock
yestarday.”

“MNal” snapped the Bounder,

“You bad a nasty crack, old chap,”
said Gadsby, the least unféeling of the
four. “I'd have kept that bandage on
to-dap—"

(18 Rﬁ 1!1

“Well, we'd betler go and change, 1
suppose,” drawled Ponsonby., UGive
vou your rovenge any time you like,
Srdthy?

o] S i ds,_ had

ek, FLEL RS ood af-cards, ha
had bad?lng;e]at; hiﬁygagme bieen had,
ng was not to. be wondered at, cansider-
ing tha state-he was m. Pon & Co. hgd
E]ﬂél:éﬁﬂl‘j’ well that afternocon—very well
in ] .

Smithy scowled afler them as. they
went, smiling, out of his room. Ha dud
not care & straw for the mopey he had
logt, but, he hated to be heaten, even
in a triviel card-gamne, by fellows he
despised from the bottom of his heart.
He was ttterly out of sorts, and he knew
that they did not care a hoot—indeed,
lio suspected that Pon was amused.

His face wos pale and almost drawn
wlen he eama down to dinner.

Pon & Co. lounged in, ss easy and
clegant as ever—a contrast to the
Bounder. His father-gave him a sharp
and enxious look.

It had been & heavy blow to the
millionaire when he found his son-sense-
lezs in the shrubbery. He had forgotten
even finance and the N'gombe s
sion-1n his anxiety for hia son till. the
doctor from Seahill had scon him, Now
his anxiety revivaed.

“Your look ill, my dear boy ' he ox-
claimed. “Have yon had a good rest
this afternoon "

Pon bestowed o wink on his friends,
unszen by the millionaire. The Bounder
coloured uncomfortably. Ho wounld
have felt and looked better had.lie taken
his father's advice and rested quictly in
hiz room. Cavd-playing znd smoking
had certainly done him no good,

“0Oh, I'm all right, father 1  ho
aﬁs::rumd. “Bit of a beadache, that's
all,

“I think perhaps Dr. Peck had better
see you again—-"

“Nao fear! I'm all right!
made of putty 1” grunted Vernon-Swmith,

Ha did not notice and did not care
in the least that Billy Bunter did not
roll in for dinner.

But AMr. Vernon-Smith noticed the fat
wls ahsence. Seldom, or never, was
Bunter lato for a meal

I'm not

“Please call Master Bunier, Lavkin 1
ha said. '

Lorkin dispatched ono of his. myrmi-
dons to Bunier’s room. Mre. Vernons

Smith supposcd that his fat guest had
net heard or heeded the dinner-gong.
But the fgotman came back with the
information that Buntar was not in his
roomn, and did not appear to be in ithe
houso at all.

Dinnor procecded without DBunter.

_ My, Vernon-Smith was surprised, but
it did not occur to him to be alarmed
at all. A guest at Seahill Park was as
liberty to cut “tiffin * if he liked, aned
tha ' millionaire only supposed that
Bunter had gone on some excursion
fram which he waz late in returning.

The Bounder did not give the fat Qwl
a thought, and Pon Co., if they
thought of him, Lkept their thoughts to
themsolves.

CMre. Vernon-Bmith did not lingor as
table. A large packapo of African mans
had arrived for him that altornoon, amd
a2 bundlo of documents doaling with the
N'gombo Concession, and he was keen
to get poing on them. Heo left Smithy
and his party at their dessert, but ho
pansed to ask a guestion z8 he went.

".-"Ln_?_‘ of you lads know any DPoriu-
guese ¥

“Any what, sir? cjaculated Pon-
sonby, in astonishmonk,

* Portuguese,” said Mr. Yernai-
Smuth,
“Horry, no!™ sald Pon. "We don't

have Portuguese in the curriculvm ut
Higheohiffe, siv*
tho kauts grinped at the 1dea,

* 1 suppdzc not 1™ grunted Mr. Vernon-
Smth. “Same witih you at Greyiriars,
1¥erhert-—-what i

“Quite 1” enid the. Bounder, with a
grie. "I can ablige with bad Latin and
worse IFranch; that's the sum total of o
Mublic-school cducation, father, so far
ay longuages go’*

Another grunt from the millionaire,

“} have a bundla of documents in
Portuguese to deal with,” he said. “ The
rginal concezsionalre at N gombo was

ortuguese. I[:shall have to get a man
own from London—some man who
hasa't Bad the advantage of a Publie-
gnfinol education |” added Mr. Vernon-
Smith sarcastically.

And he went away to his study, leav-
ing 8mithy and his guests to their ewn
deviers=—whieh meant a change from
dessert to eigarcties as zoom as he was
gone.

“Hundred up, Smithy I asked Pon,
when they lett the dining-room,

" ¥ee, if you like”

The knutty party adjourned to the
billisrds-veom. The windows of thak
apartment on the torrace stood wide
open, lgtting in the balmy Lireath of the
dusky April- evening.

Cadeby looked out acraszs the starlib
woods that™ sufrounded tha mansion in
the direction of the sea. Far away the
rolling waters conld he spen glimmearing,

He was thinking,. rather uneasily, of
ihe fat junior stranded on tho rock in

1
a
d

the bay. The tide was up, eswirling
round that lonely rock, and deep over
fhe sandy path”to the shore. (Gadsh;

could not fecl guitn easy in Jus mind,
and Monson and Vavasour shared his
feelings io some cxient.

But Ponsonby was very bright and
checry. Ha chalked his cue, with a
sinile on his face.

Smithy, with a throbbing Lcad, was
not in the least inclined for hilliarda;
he would have preferved a walk in the
enol gardens, but he was not going to
BBY S0

on was very keen.  In the Bounder’s
present rotien siate, the dandy of High-
eliffe had no dgubt of Leating him as
casily at hilliardz as at bridge. And a



ﬂ#ar was 4 fiver] Smithy's am la
supply of fivers was his chief, if not

on atfraction for his friends frﬂm

H:gh-::hﬁ‘a.

“You men seen anything of Bonter ¥
the Bounder asked abruptly.

“ Bunter }" repeated Pon, while his
friends exchanged glances.

‘They saud nothing, leaving the lying
te Pon. It came ﬂamh to hun.

“It's odd that the fat cormorant has
ent tiffin,” said Smithy, with a E]]&]H
leok at Ponsonby. “FHo never does,”

“Not what one would expect of him,
i3 it ¥ said Pon blandle, © Perhaps he
haﬂﬁt recovered from Jonch vel, Ile
did rather well, I remember,”

“I've told you fellows that ie's (o be
let alone herc!” gprunted the Bounder.
“I don't want hie here any more thau
you oo, but my father’s rather par-
ticular about it. And fram what T'vo
been told, it wwas jolly lueky that he was
hore—y esterdar, ~al leasi! Ilas Il
pone ¥

“ Mo such le. I'm afraid 17 zaid Ton-
sonby, shaking his head.

EVERY SATURDAY

“1l vou've been rﬂggmfr

“M{. dear man, I wouldn’t fum:h the
fat blighter with a barge-pole!l I lmpn;
nona of you fellows ]mq Eme:n. raggin’
Bunter 1" said Ponsonlby, %mgcmg round
at his friends. “Ren{h rithy 1

Smithy nodded. 1o was suspicious;
bat e d&id not, as a matter of fact, care
very much what might have happened
ta keop Bunter away from dinner. 1le
gave s attention to the gawe.

The Bownder had o shkill at Lilliards
that was no great eredit to lim. BPut
his shill was pone now,

e concenirated on beating Fon—unot
becanse he ecared anvthing for ihe stake
on the game, but for the satisfaction of
disappointing his honoured goest.

Butb it was useless, Iliz head was

aching., his eyve uncevlain, las Dhand
unsbeady.
Pon van Ling eub with eaza,  anid

winked ot Monzon as he pockeled o
five-pound note.

Bmithy threw down hiz ene, with n
gcowl, and weut to the doorwaw, and

1

fitc:i:ul looking out into the April stars
ght

" l-"la.i*.' old man " asked Monson,

“No!” grunted the Bounder,

The Ihghchlfe kouts exchanged o
savcastic glance, indicative of their
opinion of their host's manners,

Monson started a game with Pon—
which was not wholly satisfactory; the
Htghchﬁa knuts had not come thers to
win one another’s cash!

Smithy glanced round ot Gadsby and
Vavasour,

“ Anybody like & walk?” he askod.
“It's lovely outbside ™

Gadshy vawned.

"Well, I'm markin' Ponl" he
said.

“Too mwich fag. dear bor, abso-
lutely 1" saicd ¥Vavasour.

The Bounder grnnim] mm] stepped out
on the ferrace, leaving the Eﬂgl{:
fellows to themselves,

The cool air made his burning fore.
Licad feel better, He descended the
steps to the lawn and strofled ronod

{(fontinwed on next page.)
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the. bouge. The click of Lilliards balls
from the oGpen windows died sway
behind him, ;

With his hands in his pockets, a hall-
smoked cigaretts In his meouth, the
Rounder strolled ronnd {o the garden
on which his father’s study windows
looked. A .burly ‘fgnve loomed up in
the shadows—that of ihe SBeahiil con-
stahle, who was now on duty at the
millionaire®s mansion,

Batisfied that his faiher was well
gunarded, Bonthy walked away again by
% chusky path under ihe old trees.

1le was in no hurry to return to the
sociaty of his Higheliffo friends. Ho
was, in_ fact, getting rather tived of
Pon & Ca. with theiv slacking ways and
sordid geeed.

Iis “rowdy® holiday was not pan-
ning out as ho had anticipated; lpm‘tiy
heeanso of the ghadow of peril that
hung over his father, partly because
smithy, .at heart, was not half the
ackguard he Luni:pmsed himezelf to be,
1ha father had told him that he would
have done better lo ask a Greyiriars
party for the holidays instead of the
Iigheliffo evew; and Bmithy was begin-
ning to realizo that his father was vight.

Tramping moodily under the shadowy:
51& Bounder was thinking of

olid trees,
his father's davger, which was seldom
ovut of hig !hnngﬁlh‘:. Ha was not cven
dreaming of Jdanger to himself,

It capn—suddenly, taking him com-
nleiely off bis goard. There was a
stoahiliy step in the darkness under the
tregs, and ho was gripped from behing.

Bifore he knew what was happening
lin was down an the earth, with a knee
planted in the emall of hia haclk,

i1e struggled and panted :

* Pon, you fool——"

1lo supposed, for a moment, that it
was o Yrag P—that  the Higheliffe
fellows Ligd followed him end eollonred
litm by way of a joke,

But tho noxt momoent he know ! ]

Y Bilenzin 17 came a deep, {lreaiening
whiaper,

A thrill ran through Herbert Vernon-
Fwith from head to foot, That whis-
pered Italian word told him all.

Finned Jdown, helpless in the davle-
ners, he waz ol the grasp of lus father's
clciny |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Held by the Enemy !
FI\ 11l grip en the Bounder was like

1L,
a struggled—hbot he was in
the hands of a man itwice, or
thriee, too :ivong for him. His resist-
ance ouly miade him realtse his witer
helplessness,  But he twisted his head
remnd to look wpn

The figura was dim end shadowy,
Lalf secn it 1he gloom, but he had a
ulimpse of ghuting hlack eyes in 2
swarthy face,

It waa the Tialian: 1he man from
Ailan, wha called bhimaclf * Nessuno,”
o Nobody "=hia name, his identity,
unknow n,

Feen with 2 police-constalila patrol-
Ling the place the man wasz there, lurk-
ing in the deep shadows,  But ho had
found the milhonairs goardad against
himi—and he had tovreed the attack on
the sallionaive’s soi. What Akl hoe
artomd ¥

¥ Yon honnd i heeahedd the Boundor.

“Silomzio, sipnovino ! camo 1he hiss
1A Wikspoys agaan,

A hawd digeed aver
HITTETS .

Smithy dugpled Jdesperately, rosizt-
g with avery ouncs of his stvemgih,
thangh his afforta blinded him with pain
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in his throbbing head. It was futile—
the grip ot him was overpowering. He
would have shouted, in spite of the
fievee warming whisper, but the hand
on his mouwth kept him silent—and it
?’rix;tﬁzd only to thrust a gag between his
eath,

Then, quictly and coolly, & cord was
Lknotted vound his wrists, and another
round his ankles,

The Italian rose—Vernon-3mith lying
helpless at his foet,

The Bounder’s cyes blazed up at him.
What did tho dastard intend? Again
and again he had sought the lifa of the
man who held the option on  the
N'gombo Concession—Dbut it conld nok
seive him to harm the financier’s son,
What could he intend ¥ Tt wae not fear,
hut bitter and savage rage that Glled
the Bounder's heart and gleamed from
his eyes.

In silence the man stooped and lifted
Vernon-8mith, He was flung over a
showdder like a sack and carried as
casily as an infant.

Softlv, silently, the man from Milan
iramped along the dusky path under
tiwe trees. Smithy’s throbbing brain was
in a whirl, He irmw the direction tho
man was taking-—that of the gate in the
sea-wall: Why was the Italian carrying
hitn down to the sea?

In spite of his conrage and his nerve
Vernon-Bmith felt a chill at hizs heart.
TFar what reason could the destard be
bearing him down to the dark waters—
w]mt‘mnsuu but one? .

Bwiftly he was carvied by the dusky
path—swiftly but silently.

They feached the gate, and passed out
o the beach,

Thae deep murmur of the zea was in
the Bounder's cars now. The fide was
in, washing almost up to the sea-wall,
A shudder ran through him at the
thought of sliding, bound and power-
less, nto thoe moerciless wators,

Only too well he knew that, if his
death served the Italisn's purpose, lis
lifa would count as no more than a
gnat’s, But what purpose cduld it
serva? It would not drive the nillion-
nire to surrender the N'gombo Con-
cession. Far from that, But what cl=e
could the swarthy villain intend ?

In silence the Tislisn carried b
down the zands under the glimmer of
the spring starhght. He stopped on a
shelf of rock that jutted from the heach,
beyond which wasz deep water

The Bounder shut Eis teeth on the
g‘aﬁl Was it coming now

e was lowered—not into the water,
bt into o hoat that wes tied up {0 e
rock.

He lay on luz back 1n the bottom of
the boat as the Italian stepped in aftey
him and cast loose the paintar,

The boat rocked out on the water. It
1‘5'-5-‘!:[:{] and tossed on the surge of the
licde.

The man from Milan pushed off with
an oar, and sat down to row. His black
eyes, gllmtmg in the starshine, fixed on
sho pale, furious face that glared upat
Lim. A faint zmile camo over the
swarthy Ttalian®s face, and he leancd
towards the bound schoolboy and re-
meved the gap from hiz mouth, On tho
watera that washed the lonely beach
they wers far beyond the chance of a
zhout being heard.

“You hound!” panted the Boundey,
In gave a wrench at his bonds, but the
pang that shot through his head a3 he
did so caused him to desist.  “Oh, you
rotter 1 he panted., I I bLad my
hands loose—" )

The Italian Pnlir:-] at the eara, pulling
ouk to seq. he shore and the dark
maszz of woods surrounding Seahill Park
heeame a blur in the =tarlight. Reund
the hoot washod the glimmering zca.

U What's vour game, you oeur i hizsed
the Bounder. Tiilees tho man was
taking him out to deep wattr, to sink
him there, he could not puoss,

“Do not fear for your life, signovino
—at least, not yet 1™ said the man from
Milan quietly. “Pasably sou know
nothing of the affairs of the Bignor
Vernon-Sonth—=*

The Bounder
savagely.

“I know all about the N'gomba Con-
cession, you rascal I” he esaid between
Iita teeth, *“I know that tin deposita
have baen discovered at N'gombo,” on
the  border leiween enyr  aod
Abyzsimia, and that a crew of Italiana
would likn to steal it, now that they
have stolen Abyesinia, And I know ihat
N'gommbo will nrever fall into your
clutchea,” :

“Yedremo, vedremo ™ zald the man
from BMian. ““We shall =ee, I liavo
offrred to buy, but the signor will not
=ell.  His death would zerve my pur-
pose—but I have failed. DBut what ha

interrapted  luim

will not concede, to eave hia own lfn,
he may concede to gave his son’s”
“Oh1” gasped ihe Bounder, Tln

began to understand.

“Do you not think o, Little signovi”

“Mot if 1 can help i1 sand Vernon-
Smith between his teeth. “ 5ink mo in
the sea if you choose—I would go down
o hundred times before 1 1.1'm1lfgim i
an inch i

F¥en are the =zon of wour fathrr,
signorino=ha answriwed me n just such
words ! emiled the Italian, “Uospetio !
H the signor shall refusn von will rave
a chance of showing your courage, {or
vou will gsink in the sea beforo the davwn
riscs | 1 think that the signor will not
refnge whon he learns that his son's lifo
15 the prico of the N'gombo Concession |
Ma, vedremo, vedremo

He raid no more, hut pulled stead:ly
at' tho ocavs, in silence—ihae Boander,
stlent also, watching hiin, with gritiing
teoih, and eves that baroed with help-
loss yago.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !
BILLY BUNTER jumped.

[ligz fat ears pricked up Like

those of o startled rabhit.

Ior long, long hours no sonrnd
had reached the fat junior, stranded on
e lonely rvoek, but tho wash of the
WAVES But now thoere came anothep
sound—a sound of bope. It was the
pplash of cars on ihe water,

“0Oh erikey 1 pasped Bunier.

Hours and hours had passed since the
(hwl of the Remove had been stranded
by the Higheliffians. o had freed him-
self, after long wriggling, to find tho
tida in, deep over the spit of sand that
led shorcward. For quite a long timo
Billy Bunter bad roamed over the
lonely rouk, like a cagod animal.  Ba
long as the daylight lasted hoe nonrisherd
a faint hopo of heing seon by somehody
from tho shore. When darknesa fell he
went dismally into the fishing hint and
roposed his fat limba in o deck-chair
there. )

The praspect before i was really
awiul ! ]

Already he had mizzed dinnar—which
was bad enough. Awmple os Bunter's
dinner was at Seahill Park, he was
accustomed o clamping it down with an
eaually ample supper before he went
to bed. 1o was going to niss sappoey
also ! Ilis nest meal was going fo be
hreakfast on the morrow ! And aven
th?t might be late—it depended on the
Licla |

‘The tide, in cow, and washing doep
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The straw hat siruek the Ialian on the back of the head, and the startled man toppled forward. Bang ! The roar of the
automatic, as the gunman pifched headlong into Mr. Vernon-Smith's room, cansed the millionaire to wheel round in his chalr |

depths of dolour, Billy Dunter oven
wished himself at home—even with his
brather Samimy and his sister Bessie !

over inhe sand, almost as far up as the
pea-wall ashore, would be ont long
before morping.  But Dunter was not
ihe fellow to @iteioprs that narrow,
sandy path in the dark.

It waa full of gullies, picfalls, easy
enough to aveid in the {l'lm'tim{\, but
into any one of which n fellow might
tumble headlong in the dark. Even
when ihe zea vefired, and lefe the pati
uncovered, Billv Bunter was not going
to set foot an it till dawn came, Ame
if the tide was in again then, hisg next
meal waz likelier to bhe Iunch than
brelker ! It was awinl to contemplate !

Bunier was hungry alrendy, 1le wos
polting hungrier. ile was going to be
fearfully hungry before morning. Ile
proaned, Lill he was tived of Eroaning.
e tried to go to sleep in the dock-
chair. But lie was too hungry to sleep;
and 1t was codd, top-~the warm day
had been followed by sharp winds from
the zen.  Even slecp was denied him.

There was, he knew, nn chanea of
baing taken off. That rocky isleb was
part of the Beahill Kstate: no one cver
came there, except holiday visitors at
ihe millionaire’s mansion, for boating,
or fishing, or swimming, Nobody was
likely to come afier davk.

There was, in fact, nobody fo come,
Smithy was [little likely to think of
gea  exeursions, especinlly aficr dark,
The Higheliffe follows certainly had no
iutention of coming back. If only those
beasts, Harry Wharton & Co., had come
with him, it wonld have been difforent.
But they hadn't—not even after he had
taken the trouble 1o dispatch a spocial
telegram, with RMe. Vernon-Binith's
namo signed to it! )

Bunter was booked till mm‘ninr{{, 1la
was safe enough, so long as he did not
attemnpt to leave the rock, DBut he was
bungry—fearfully  hungre—famished,
in fact! Boiling in oll waz too good for
thogs ITigheliffe eacds  Tn hia dismal

And then, threngh the wash of the
sea, alter long hours=-centuries, as thoy
seemed to Bauter--the sound of oara
came to his fat cars. )

Bunter sat np and {ook notice al onee.

His eyes glemnod through his spec-
Lacles,

Uttorly nnexpectedly, a boab was
coming out to the louely rock, at a late
hour in the evening. Those ITigheliffe
beasts, perhaps, had velented, and were
coming back for bive  Anvhow, somae-
body was coming.

The fat Ow] jumpad onl of the deck-
chair, and jumped 1o {he litlde window
of the hut, which looked shoveward,
the door being on the seaward side.
He stared from the window.

The starlight was bright on the sea.
A zingle oaraman zat in the boat, aned

ho was pulling direct for the rock.

Billy Bunter drew o deep breath of
happy relief. Mo conld seo only one
man in the boat, and his back, of
ecaurse, was turned to Bunter ns he
pulled  towards the rock. But lis
destination was plain—he was heading
straight for the rock—straighi for the
hapless, steanded Owl

It was not one of the Migheliffe
fellows. IE Pon had relentad, na donbt
he hnd passed the word to some boat-
man slong the coast. Lt seemed impos-
sible to account i any other way for
the bBoat coming there at all.

But as Bunter watched he could see
that the ocavaman did nol lool like a
boatman.  And, though (he fat Owl
eould only see his back, 1t sirnck him
that hie had scen Lhat man before, some-
whera.

The tide avaz al the full now, almast
on the turn.  The boat eame ewifily
eoongi.  Bot oas i deew nearver, the

happy satisfaction faded ont of Rilly
Bunter's fat face,

He glimpsed black hair under the
hat, blowing in the wind. More and
more familinr the outlines of tha Rgure
appeared to his staring cyes. He had
been going to step out of the hut, and
go round it, to shout fo the man as he
came nearer: but now he remained
ghued to the Iittle window. He watched,
with his fat heart almost in his mouth,

If he doubred whe the man was, his
doubiz were suddenly ended when tha
oarsman turned his head, to glance at
the rock resling on hiis oars 4 moment
as he did so.

The starlight shone on o swarily
face and canght the glint of Lendy
black eres,

Bunter gasped,

It was the Italian!

The swarthy face was {urned nway
again. The mon had taken his bear-
inga, and was pulling swiftly for the
rock.

“h eriker ! breathed Bunter,

The fat junior quaked from hoad ta
font.

Twien Lad the fat Owl intervened
when 1he Italian’s weapon was raised
apainst Mr. Vernon-Smith. What the
villain might do if he found him in that
solitary spot, af night, was an awful,
terrifving thonght to Bunter. Tt might
have been to a follow with a sivongor
nerve than Bunier's,

Why the man was rowing out to that
rocl, abt might, was an vtler myvstery.

Bunter conld sse no one elsa in the
boat—the Bounder, as ho lay, was
Lidden from his sight. Bunter wou-

dered dizzily whether the bLrute was
going to hide there; he counld imaging
na olher reason for his coming. IE he
found Bunter— .
Terror gecmed to ehain the fab junior's
(Cantinved “on pags 16.)
Tue WMacxer Ligpwny.—"n, 1,57,
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Yon will nover lay hands on N'gombo!
MNever [

“Forse che =0, forse che no! Noi
vedremo!  But that is enough, little
signor—here I leave vou (™

Dumbfounded, Bunter heard. In his
amazement, he forgot that ke was
hungry, forgot that he was ghivering in

'::."-'_ the cold wash of the sea ameong tho

(Continued from puge 13.)

liinbs as ha watehed the Italian drawing
nearer and noarer. Iis fat face was
a3 white a3 chalk; but he forced himself
1O QY.

With quaking limbs the hapless Owl
fottered across the hut to the deorway
on the other side. For whatever. reason
the man was corming, it could hardly
ba- doubted that he would enter the
hut. Rilly Bunter dared not be fonnd
in it when he came, and there was no
hiding-place in the little building.

Ha tottered out, the hut between him
and the spproaching boat. He dared
nob step to right or-left—which would
have revealed him to the Italian's eyes
if the man had -looked round again.

Bunter blinked round him wildly and
desperately, through hie big spectacles.
‘'he plash of oars sounded terribly near.
Where was he to get out of sight before
that awful gunman landed? On the
low rock, open to the starlight, there
was no concealment for o pull,

With his fat knees knocking together,
Billy Bunter tottered to the edge of the
rock, on the scaward side. “Terrified
as he woas, he was careful to keep the
hut between him snd the boat.

‘There was only one chance for Bunler.
The rocky edge was broken in gullies
and creviees, flooded by the spa. At low
tide they were empty, and dri.- in the
sun: now the water washed in them, but
the rocks jutted over the sea, at vary-
%ng heightz, from a foot to two ov three
get.

The fof Owl slid dewn inlo a dee
eravice. lio held on to the rock, with
tha water u1p to his armpiis.

It was cold, and 1t was horrid; but
his head was below the lovel of the
rocky isle, and he was out of sight.

Mot unless the Italian came to the
rocky rim and looked down would he
discover Bunter. It was not likely, for
he was nowhere near the Inndinﬁ:p a0,

Anyhow, Bunter had to take his
chance of that. Soaked to the ekin,
shivering with cold and terror, the fat
Owl elung to a point of rock and
listenad, with his fat eavs on the strain.

He heard, at length, the bump of the
boat at the landing-place, and the sound
of footsteps. Ho suppressed a zgueak
of terror. Fvary sound camo guite
clearly to him. He knew that the man
-had landed, tied up the boat, and was
lifting something from it. He won-
de what it was; and he started, and

asped, and wondered whether ha was

reaming as a familiar voice floated to
his ears.

"Ba yvou're sticking me here,
scoundre] !

It was Hevbert Vernon-Bmith's voice.

Angther voice replied—seofter, with a
mecking note in it )

“81, signorine | Here voun will wait—
a eafe spot, non e vero? You will see
no ene—no one until T return. But I
shall return, before dawn, signorine,
and bring you life or death

“You rotter—you cur!” came 1he
Bonnder's um'aLge tones. “You thief ]

Tue Maouer Lisnany.—No. 1,624,
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Thae Italian waz not alone—Smithy
wae with him, apparently o prisoner;
nnd the man from Milan intended to
leave him on the rock. It was beyond
Billy Burnter's understanding; but he
realised, more than ever, the necessity
for eluding the gunman's eve! What
was that dark, desperate willain likely
to do, if Lhe found & withess to Lis
crimo ?

Bileut, crouching in the rocky crevies
till his fat chin alinost touched the
water, Bunter listened, shivered, and
palpitated. He heard movements at a
litile distance—the Italian was enter-
ing the hut. Bunter was deepls
thankful that he was no longer there.

A few minutes, and there was a
sound of the boat pushing off. Then
the steady stroke of cars—receding to
the shore.

The man was gonat

Iie had, from lhis words, left the
Bounder there. Anvhow, he was gone
—the plash of oars died away in the
wash of the sea.

ABut not till the last sound was lost
did Bunter venture to drag ldmself
from the water, and clamber on to the
rock again. Shivering, dripping, and
gasping, the fat junior tottered across
to the hut, pushed open the door. and
peered in.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Price of N'gombo !

UZZEZZZET !
sarmie]l Vernon-Bimith toried

to the telephone on the roll-top
desk,
He was sianding at a table in laas

studr, on which was spread a large-
scale map of East Afriea.
It was one of the Intest, and it

showed the kingdom of Alyssinia as
Italian teiritory, The new empire of
AMussolini bordered the northern frone
tier of the DBritish colony of Wenwvg,
where Harry Wharton & Co. bad ones
accompanied Smithy angd hiz father ou
a holiday trip.

On that trip, while the juniors had
been seeing  strange sights, strange
lands, and strange people. Sgpmuel
Vernon-Smith had Lept Lis aftention
chiefly fixed on business,
Seeing—Dbefore others szw—that
Iienya was & coming conutry, Mr.
Vernon-Smith had taken up options,
and concessions,  timber land:z,  and
coffee plantations, fav and wide. And
among the many ivens he had had in

the fire, N'gombo was far from being,

at the time, the most important.

_ But that had changed with the boom
in metals, the growing seaveity of tin.
the huge rise in 1ts priee.  Btanniferans
lzand anywhore was worth monev now-—
mueh money; and N'gompo—it's rich
tin deposite still o secret—was now a
prize .packet.

There was a saveastic smile on the
millioneire’s face. as ho traced the con-
cession on the map—ijust within the
Kenya border,

N'gombo was British, and was going
to  remain  Britigh;  though,  had
“Bignor Nessuno,” as the man from
Milan chose fo eall himself. got his
greedy clutehez: an if. if was poszible

that a shizht altesation in ths fractier
line might have placed it tnder the

Italian flag. That at ali events, was
what the plotter from Milan simed at.
And, to further Lia

Furgme, lie waa
{:re;mred to blow outb the life of Samuel

‘ernon-Smith like a carndle,

The millionaire turned frora tiwe nap,
as the teleplione-bell buzred, and picked
up the receiver. It was late 1n the
cvening—aned he Lad not expectod any
more calls that right, Selgl losz Lad ho
expected to Lear the voive tiit came
througi, :

" Bignor Vernre-Spieh oo

The milliontive gave a sat, e
knew that volee, even if the nse of an
Italian word hLad mot told hLim who
was speaking,

His face set hard and goies,

“Well ! he rapped.

The man had the tmpodencs to ring
him up—the man wiww had kvnted Lim
for his lifes who was lLimself hunted
Ly the police: who would probabiv, at
that very moment, have been soeliing o
chance to snipe bira, if he had besu
unguarded.  Mr. Vernon-8mitl. weould
have given a great deal to hnow From
where that call came,

“A word with you, slgror!” went on
the voice, foreign in ils accent, though
the Englizh was good. ©May I répeni
my offer for the N'gombe Concessicn?
This time I offer you a higher price.”

CFooll”  answered Mpw  Vernon-
Smith contemptuousty. “If  you
affered me all the gold in the Bank of
Italy, I shonld refuse!”

“I offer you something mois fhan
gold, sighor,” came the mrswer, ]
offer yvou a life I

S Fool and raseal ™ saia the miliion.
aire, in the same bone. * You have not
had reuch lueck so far, and at vour next
atterapt, 1f von dare to make it von
will be laid by the heels, I Lore. Tew,
if you like.” : 2

1 do not speal: of yedir life, sionor—
but of vour son’s!™ ;

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave 2 great swart,

: My son's?” he repented.

“Qall your son, signor, and see if vou
will find him " Thks voice had a tone
of mockery, “He i3 in my hands,
signgr’ '

¥ You lie, von scoundrel, you lie!”
5;1111 the millioniaire, hi: voice lusky.
“My son iz zafe under poy roof at this
moment 1

“ Batisfy  youeseli that ke it safo
u.-.-dc-; vour roof, aignor—I wift held
the line !” came the moeking voice,

Mr. Vernon-8mith put dowsn  the
recgiver. with a hard that was shaking.
His pordy face was white,

He rang the bell, ard
appeared at the door,

The bntler glanced, ia surpzrize, at {he
millioraire's face. The colour scemed
to have drained frowm if. )

“Wihere is8 my son, Larkin!” ashed
Myr. Vernoe-gmith, in an  wncsteady
Voo, )

“1 thenk he 1= with his feiends, siv
17nn the Bilhiacdsroom!”  answerad
Larkin, *“They lhoeve bean there singe
dinner, sipl®

Mz, Vernon-Smith
rolier,

“He Ied-T knew thal he Ladl” Le
poutterved. “Larkin, o avd tell Her.
Lork to come to mae ab croe—not to Jose
at instang !

“Yerv good, sir!

Larkin disappeared, and Me. Vermon-
Sratth went back to the telophone., He
snapped savagely into the tranzmitter,

‘“Are you there, you dogt”

“(razie tonto!” came the mocking
voice, “Xou are polite, signor, in the
wor of yaur counfrysiorn, Speal

Laslin

oasyped with



® ALy son is in my houze, 23 I have
paid! You hie, you eur, you lie !” said
Mr. Vornon-Swmith, with a savage
emphasia. I have sent for him to
comio -to ma—-in a minate he will be In
ny presence. What do you zay now,
seonmndrel 7 -

There was & Jow lavgh over the
wirea,

“Higuor, it will be a long minuto.
Your =on, sigpor, is where you will
hgver see him amaim, uuless you Luy
his life with the tin-minas of N'gombo 1*

(It iz fglse ¥ breathed the million-
aire, though a hiderus cenviclion was
creeping on his mind that it was true.
C HYan koow, or will soon know, that
it 15 frue, sgnort H it is trae, will
you buy his hfe witlh N'gombo? That
18 the price!”

Ay, Vernon-8miah stond silent. He
listened, in apguish, for the sound of
footsteps | : ;

Why did not Lavkin return—why did
not lis son come? Was that dastard,
tafo at o distance, zafe at the end of a
telephone-wive, :peaking the truth?
Why did his son not come?

" Signor,” the veice went quictly on,
“helieve mae, I like not to uso theso
methods! I am a man of Anance 1p
my own country—in the way of busi-
nezs, thiz wonld not be my wmeihod.”

“Razeal ™ said My, Vernou-Smith.

There was a- gasping souml over tho
wires, It soauded as if the man from
Milan was cheoking at the oiher end.

“ Enovgh, enoagh ™ came an angry
hiza. Vedremo—vedremo, forfantel
In enc half-hour I will speak again—
by that time you may satizfy yourself
whether your gon is to be found—and
anzwer F¥es? or *Not”

Alr. Verpon-Smith put up  tha
veceiver,  'Tha man from Milan had
rung off. He twened to the door.

Larkin  appeared  there, with a
troubled face.

“Aly  :em?? said  the millionaire
Barvshlyv, = Where is het”

I ‘have asked Mlaster Merbert's

[ricnds, sip=—"

“Js he in the houwzo ar pot?” reared
ZMr. Verpon-Swith, in a voice that
made Larkin jump,

“ 1t nppears not, sire——

“*Noti*

¢ AMaster Ponsonby savs that he went
out by tha door on the terrace to walk
in the grennds more thap two hours
ago, siv. Thay have not geen him since.
I am unable to find him in the house,
sir.  Mapsztor Ferbert st he still in the
grounds."”

AMe Vearpon-Zmith sat—er, vather, fell
~—into hia chair.

e Lkuew now thabl it was true.

Not for o moment had it crossed his
mind till now that his son was in
danger. Now he knew thai the man
from Alilan, Jefoeated in his fivst pur-
sose, had changed his methods, To zave
}ﬁs own life, a dozen times over, Samuel
Vernon-3mith would not have yielded
an ineh. But to save hia son'sl The
N'gombo Concession, all his vast for-
{une, wonld not ba too high & price to
pay for that!

“Aly son i bhreathed the millionatre.
11is faea was like chalk.

*Bhall ¥ zend the scrvants to look for
AMaster Hevbert, ziv?" asked Larkin,
surprized and alavined.

The millionaire gavo a groan.

“Yer; look for am, if you ean guess
where that villainoys Italian has hidden
him ! he mattored,

He leared on the table, buvying lhis
fauco in hiz hands, In half an hour the
wan from Milan would ring again, and
the millionaire knew what his answer
would be—what it must be. Ilie zon's
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life was the prica of N'gombo, and the
man frém Milfa:n had won |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Spot!

i II! The hound—the hound1”
muttered Vernon-Smith, as he
writhed in his bonds om tho
floor of the fHe=lung-lut on the

lonely rock.

It was like Smithy to feel rage and
intense exaspervation rather than fear.

He had heard the oar-strekes die
away towards the shore. The Italian
was gone—gone, he knew, to get nto
cominutiication with his_father, to put
the choice up to him—XN'gombe, ovr his
son's hife | i

That the man wonld carry out his
threat, the Dounder had not the
slightest doubt, yet from the hottoin of
lus heart he hoped that his father would
rofuse, A thouzand deaths seemed to
liim better than yielding to the ruthleszs
raseal,

While it was yet dark the man would
veturn, iwinging, as he had zaid, life
or denth. There was no hope of eseape;
no one would, or conld, come to the
lonely rock to save him. 1t was unap-
proachable until the tide went down,
except by boat, even if anyone had
thought of coming. IIe ground his
teeth with helpless ragoe ds he lay and
listencd to the wash of the water, Sud-
denly, to his wtter amazemend, the door
opened.

“I say, Bmithy, old chap!” came a
fat, familiar voice.

It seemed to the Bounder {hat his
sonses must Do Ium‘ini him., How else
could he lhear Billy Dunter’s voice on
that lemely rock hall a mile from the
share, eut off by the tide?

He wrenched himself inte a sitting
position and stared.

Framed in the doorway, against tha
spring starlight, was a fat honre. A big
pair of spectacles glunmered in.

“ Buater ! gasped Vernon-Bniith.

“Oh, you'ra theve 1™ zaid the {at Oul,
Idinking in. "I thought you wera, from
what that gunman was saying. T can't
seo you. Whore are you, old chap

Here ! lneathed the Bounder,

Billy Buuter stumbled in,  He blinked
at the Beunder, dim mn ihe shadewy in-
terior of the hut.

Vernon-3milth could only stare at him.
He had never suptpucﬂd ihat e would
be glad to see Billy Bunter. He was
zlad now

“I say, I'm all wet,” zaid Bunter,
shiivering. “I had te duck ont of sight
when that Dbeeast came. I saw, '

goaked |”

“How on cavih did you r.ict« hore,
Buntert” asked Smithv. Ile could
hardly believe yet that the fat Owl of
the Remove was standing theve. It
seemied so utterly impo:sible’ that he
should be there.

“Thete Higheliffe cads!™ grunted
Bunter, “The: dragged me heve, the
heasts, and left ma stranded, with the
tide in. Didn't you mnzs me at dinner,
BEmithy ¥

“Oh!” gasped Bmithy. “Yes !

“¥You wmight hava locked for me®
said Bunter, * You might Lave guessed
that those cads had been up to some-
thing. This 't the way we treat
riests at Bunter Court, 1 can jolly well
tell you ™

“Bo this 153 where you've been! I—I1
missed you, of eowmrie!” The Bounder
did not care to menltion at that moment
that he had hardly given Bunter =
thought. “Lucky for me, old fat man |

Bounder

I

Get ma looze, Bunter. I've got toa get
ovt of this as fast az I cap ™

“¥ou can't get away till the tide goe:
down, SBmitny.* '

S Get me looss, fathead 1

“And even then it won't be safe in
the darke—"

“Idiotl Get me loose!™ hissed the
( “How long are you going o
E!tJ:Tld there jabbering, you bhiliering
owd I*

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Will you let me loose?” shrivked
Sueithy,

“Well, I think you might give a chap
fima ta wring the water out of his
clothes when he's sosked to the tkin!”
said Bunter indignantly,

_“Oh, you fat ?mll You born idiot |
You—you— Never mind your clotlica
—jet mo Jogse |

“Oh, all right! You slways were
solfish 1" remarked Bunter. ™ You never
think of others first, like me, S3mithy.”

“Tdiot 1"

Billy Buntar groped with clumsy
lingers at the cords knotted on the
Bounder. He groped and fumbled.

"I say, these knots are tied jolly
tight ! he grunted. “I zay, tlns is
going to take a long lime. {‘d better
get dry first,”

“Haven't yeu a penknife, faihead §°

“On yes M

A gn 1, then, ass!™

“Well, ‘it's got both blades brcken,
you apo.™

“ Y olui—you—yon—-="

Had Vernon-8mith’s hands Leen frea
at that moment, it was probable thar
Bunter would have felt the weight of
ot of them. glad as the Boundey was
tn see him there.

“I was dene over that penknife,”
said Bunter  “You see, I hought it
from Fishy last term., I dide’t know it
was an_ American one till both blades
went, [—

“There's a penknife in my pocket;
get it out 1™ hissed the Bounder.

“0h, all right!"

Bunter groped for the Bounder’s pou-
knife and found it. He opened it, amd
sawed at the cords knotted on Smithy's
wiiska

“Quick )’ panled the Bounder.

“I'm being as gquick as I can, Smithy.
If sou keep on moving like that vou
ll'liFhL get cut——"

“Dw I

*1 told you 0! Better keep ctill, old
1:|1]ﬂ_.]p Y advised DBunter.

erbert Vernon-8mith kept ctill, The
cord parted at last, and his handz were
free. He grabbed the penknife {rom
Bunter, and sawed at the eords reund
hiz anklecs.

A minute more and he was on lus feet.

“1 say, Smithy—"

Onheeding, the Bounder ran out of
the hut

Billy Bunter relled after lrim.

Vernon-B8mith ran at once fo the
landward #ide and stopped, starin
cavagely at the deecp water that rolle
Lbetween him and the shore.

The tide had been on (he turn when
the boat crossed to the rock. It was
going out now, but 1t was still deep over
the sandy path. There wai 1o passage.

Tha Bounder grirted his teeth with
savage impatienec. HHe was fice now,
but he was cut off by the tide, as Bunter
was. ]

The fat junior came panling up arnld
joined him.

“1 say, Smithy, old chap—"

“0Oh, shut wup!” snapped Smithy
savogely, He was thinking desperately
of 2 swim ashors, but it was madno:s
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to think of it against the out-going tide.

Billy Bunter snorted.

“Is that how youn thank a chap for
setting you freel” he asked sar-
castically, *If you can't be civil, you
beast—"

“An hour to wait, at least I muttered
the Bounder, gritting his tecth.

“The tide won't be down in an hour,
Smithy."

“It will be low enough to get along
that path, fathead! I den't care if it's
over my knees."

*“"Tain’t safe in the dark—"

:.'idiul: e : : 3

suppose you're not going an
leaving :ﬂgﬂhrzn::1 after all I"E& dE’l‘tE for
vou I vapped Bunter.

“Pummy 1"

""Beast 1

S8mithy was not, pnrhnti;s, ungrateful
for the szervice Bunter hed rendered
him, but he was thinking of his father
and the Ttalian.

The man was not likely to lose fime.

If the cholee was put up to the
millignaire, and ke was convinced that
his eon's life was the price of N'gombo,
thera was little doubt what his decizion
would be. And that surrender, which
the Bounder would not have wished,
even to save his life, was useless now.
Ha was free, if only he could get away.
He raged on the e of the rock.

The tido war going; the water was
sinking He was not going to wait till
the spit of zand was ¢lear. But he had
to wait till he had a chance of wading
along it without being swept out fo sea.

Billy Bunter, grunting, wrung water
from his wet clothes, end shivered.
The DBounder watched the starlit sea
with envage 1mpatience. How  tho
Ttalian would got in touch with hig
father, ho did not know, but he knew
that the man would lose little time—
ho waes sure of that. Ile had fo get
back befors the surrender was made.

“T'm going!”’

He spot out the words desperately
at last.

There was an alarmed squealk from
Bunter.

“Look here, Fou beast, you're not
leaving me here alone (™

“Chanee it with me, then"

“You silly ess, I'll watch it " pasped
Runter.

I'_I‘I!‘ blinked ﬂig t»créﬂr n:'-i the water
swirling ovor sandy path.

The Bounder mprtmedphis angry im-
patience for a moment. He know how
much e owed {0 Bunter,

“ Look here, vou fat duffer 1"’ he said.
“1 shall get through all right, and I'li
tell thomn to zend & boat for you-—see?
You'll he taken off in half an hour,

if I go now,”
the dark,

“But it ain't safe in
Smithy ! Beppose vou——"
I'll get through all

“Rely on me.

right. You wait_and sce!™
“Dhit™ szaid Dunter. “That's all
rightt Tf yon think »ou can ges

Bk

througl, Smithy, old chap—-

“I know I can.”

“Well, look here! Mind you don't
get vourself drowned ! said Bunter
anxiously. “71 don't want to slick liere
all night.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith made no reply
to that, Ile tvamped off the cock oo (o
the sandy path, sinking vp to his waist
in waoler,

Billy Bunter's eves and spectacles
were gloed on him as he went.

Bplashing in the tide the Bounder
tramped away, till he disappeared from
Bunter's sight towards the shaore.

And Bunter could only hope that e
got throngh sefely. e did not want
to stick there all night.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Desperado !

ARKIN jumped.
I - “Master Herbert—"

stuttered,

Standing in the open door-
way, the butler was looking out into
the April night. He had despatehed
five or six of his staff to look for
Vernon-Bmith in the grounds. The
Bounder sudderly dawned on his vision
—running up to the door, squelching
water as he came—drenched and drip-
ping, panting for breath.

Larkin blinked at him.

Fonsonby & Co,, from the deoorway
of the billiards-room, stared at hum.
“Gad " said Ponsenby, " Ileen for a
swim with your clobber on, Smithy ¥’

“You look damp, old bean I* grinned
Gadshy.

“ Absolutely ! chirruped Vavasour.
The Dounder did not heed them, or
look at them. He grasped Larkin by
a portly arm.

My fatlier——"" he panted,
"In his study, Master Herberh

“Hagz he heard from—from the
punmant'’

“The masler seems alarmed about
vou, BMaster Herberf, But I do not
cnow what—"

Smithy ran on.  Buak he turned his
head to call back to Larkin as he went.

“Larkin, Dunter's stranded on the
rock in the hay! Order a hboat to be
gent oul for him at once!™

“Oh Y gasped Larkin, “Yes, Master
Herbert 1

Pon & Co. exchianged startled glances.
They wera surprised to e the Bounder
of Greyfraps come in, panting and
breathless, dripping with water, They
knew now that he must have been oub
to the lonely rock in the bay, and had
evidently coine back through the fide

“Well, my hat!” said Monson,
“What the dooce made him go there,
I wondert™

M Smithy, ouk
Pon.

YVernon-Smith did not heed Lhim. e
was running, and he wvanished from
gight down the corridor that led to his
father's study,

He tore open  the
knocking, and van in.

Mr. Vernon-SBmith was scated ot the
table, as Larkin had left him. His
elbows vesled on the map of FEast
Africa, his chin in his hands, his whole
atbitude one of despair. Ho Jid not
stir as the door opened.

“Father 1" pantsd the Boundor,

Mr. Vernon-Suith stirred then.
bounded.

In utlier amazement he leaped to his
feet, and spun round towards Smithy.
Ho seemed seaveely able to believe lus
eves as he zaw his son.

* Herlierh "' he gasped,

“Am I in timet” panted Bmithy.
“FTou've heard from the guoman,
fathery He had me tied up on the
rock in the bas—— T've got back.
A T i time?  Den’t tell me that
vou've givern in to the brofe!™

*Hevbert ! repeated the millionaire.
The black shadow of care lLifted frow
hiz face. " Yes, I've heard from him-—
wnd vou were missing >

“You've not given in¥"”

AMr., Vernon-Smith smiled, & grim
smile, as Le looked at his watel.

“*In exactly three minutes, Horbert,
if the man keeps his word, I should
have given 1n"” he answered. " IHo
rang me up, told me that you wero in
his hands, and—"

“And my lile the price of the
N gombe Conecession,” saidatle Bounder,
between his toeth

hin

e

old man—"" ealled

door, without

Ho

“He pave me balf an Lour to essure
rayself that rou wére missing, Three
minutes more, and tho bali-heur will be
up.

CAnd roy—" .

“What could 1 say fe hiwat™ said
Mr. Vernon-Smith. I cannot peaging
how voun have pot ottt of liis lLands.
But if vour life was ac his mercey,
vou think I should give a second
thought to N'gombao. or all tue African
continent ¥

The Bounder grinned.

“7 never knew 1 was se icily value
able,”” he said. “I'mn in tioe—that's
all right. The hound, the rotter, the
thieving scoundrel ! We've beaten him
this time [”

“But how " exclaimed Mr. Vernon-
Bmith. * Yon are drenched with water,
Merbert, Whers have you been!”

The Bounder teold him ia n few
words,

“I had forgoiton Bunter,” said Me
Vernon-Smith. “ &¢ that was where he
wasl By pad, s fértunate circnm-
stance for both of vi, Herbprt! You
are not sorry nevwthal I mads vou give
the boy o holiday here—whnt '

“Hardly 1" clingkled the Beounder,

Lo and change rour clothes now,
Herbert1 You are drenchied ™

“T was up to my necs before T gob
on shiore,” sald Biathy, “Bul pever
mind that. I want to sgpeak (o thal
gunman. If e rings—"->"

Buzzzzzz |

It was the telephore bell, .

Mre, Vernou-Binmith stepred to the In-
strument, and picked up the cecoiver,
He smiled over iz at s sen. Three
minufes had made o tremendous ciffer-
ence. 'LThe man fromn Milan was not
going to rteceive the anseer he con-
fidlently cn!:recl:td,

“Hallo [

“ Nessuno epeaking,” came the voloa
of the Italian. *I bave given vou the
half-hour, signor, to assare  vou
that your zon 13 missivg. kuve you
satisficd yourself on fhat poizti”

“Reonndrel 1 snswered fue woillions
aire. "My son is in this reoin. stand-
ing within six feei of me.”

Cospetto! It 13 false ! came an
angry hizsa on the wires, ks the hiss
of o snake. -

Mr. Vernon-Smiti
ceiver to his son. )

The Bounder, grinning, spoke into
the Lransmitter,

“Are yvou there, yvou dog!’

He heard & gasp. The tean ot tha
other end evidently kpesw his voice.

“1l figlio=—e il suo figlic I panted the
Tialian.

Smithy could gurss what Le meant
Ly the Italian words,

“¥eos, the son. I¢ 15 tiee sen,” he
answercd. “You are speakivg to the
fellow you left tied wp on the rock,
vou dirty dog! "Try again, yeu razeal
—try agein! You wor't caicl e nare
png next time !

The telephone wiarrea to a bowl of
rage from the other endl.

~mithy faughed.

He put up the receiver, and turced
te his father. : _

“We've dore the villpin O
father 1™ he remarked,

“You wmust take the geeatest care
after this, Herbert,” said Blr. Vernon-
Smith.  “Now tuabk you ave sharin
tha dungm:r. tlee matter is sciiois,
wish——" Il¢ broke off, frovning,

“You wish—what!" asked Bmithay,

“1 wish wyou had wour Greyinars
friends with you, You wre an cbstinato
voung rascal, Herbert! You would
have done belbles to ask theo Lecs, ps
I have said,”

“3hall [ osk thom 3™

handed fhe ves

SO
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wrrrggh ! ¥ murmured Bunter, as Ponsonby tapped his fat little nose wiik the cane.

v il Ay 2
: :“' u;;.:%_'.%‘

“*Myhat ! Thaichap can sleep ! '*

Tap ! ** Qoococh ! " gasped the fat Removite, awakening, as Pon gave him & more

severe tap. ** Oogogh | Those beastty gnats—ow I’ Then he gave a stariled jump at sight of Ponsonby & Co.

“I should feel easier ih my mind,”
gaid his father,

“Done "7 said the Bounder,
Aud he left the study to go up to

hiz room and change his dripping
elathes, .
By the time Vernen-Smith had

changed and come down, Lthere was a
fat figurve standing in the hall. Larkin
had lost no time; and William George
Bunter was back again, He "was giv-
g Pon & Co. a devastating blink
through his big spectacles, when Smithy
came down the stairs,

L Cads ! Rotters1” Bunier was -a.f-
pmf at the Higheliffe krata, “T1'd jolly
well thrash the lot of you, only you
ain’t wortly seiling o fellow’s-hands on 1

“Bump that fat ead I¥ said Pon.

“Chuek  that, wou fellows)” Tha
Bounder hurvied down. “"Hindas off,
vou fools! All serene, Bunter, old fat
man t* )

Bunter blinked at him.

" Look here, Bmithy, if thoze cads are
going to etay herea and play rotten
tricks on a fellow—"

“Aren't you hungry., Bugel 1

Oy, yes, rather! Fayoghed [

“Come and feed, old fat bean.”

Buntor was ma.d'j—nmm than ready.
Any fellow who had missed tea and
dinner would natyrally have been ready
for zupper. Bunter was ready for six
or seven. Me dismissed Pon & Co. and
all their waorks from his mind as he sat
down lo cat—and it was long, leng past
bed-time when he had finished.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Honoured Guest !

it EEL better. obd bean?™
Smnthy's tome was slightly
tavGastio,

But it was as agrecchle as
he could make it Hoiithy bad =at it

out, so to speak, while Billy Buuter
was ab supper. Gratitude, or any other
kind fecling, was not strongly developed
in tho Bounder of Greyfriars, but'it was
very clear in his mind how munch he and
his father owed to Bunter.

True, it was by sheer accident rhat
Bunter had comie in so wosefnl. {er-
tainly it had not. been by his own wich
that ha 'had been on the rock in the bay
when Smithy wasg left there by the man
from Milan, bat that Jdid not alter the
fact that he had {reed the prisener and
saved Mr. Vernon-Smith from surrender
to the cnemy.

Smithy—for the present, at least—was
feeling wveéry amicable towards the fat
Owl of the Bemove, and disposed®to
make as much of him as ho could; o,
declining without ceremony, bridge with
the knuts in Pon's roony, he sat it out
while Bunter made a deep inreoad on
the provender.

Larkin waited on Bunter: ha was
kept very busy. He had got rather vsed
to Bunter’s ];urfﬁrmmms in the gastro-
nomie line, but he had never szeenn ihe
fap Owl really hungry before. Wonder-
g more  and  move where  DBunier
parked 1t, Larkin grew ab last a litile
alarmed, almost cxpecting to see the fat
juntor burst over the polished Hoor of
the dining-room. ’

But even Bunter was finished at last,
and Larkin went wondering away: and
in answer to SBmithy's guesiion Bunter
gave a satisfied nod.

“Ves, old chap,” he said, “much
better. I was rather peckizh.)”

“Rather peckish ™ repeated Emithy.

%er, I3 not mwmch 1 cat asz 2 rule,
but I was really bhungry this tbue”
confessed Buntow,

“Bure you've had enaugh?? aczked
Smithy. “Conldn't you nmanage another
eold chicken 1™

“N.n-no, I think aat”

“Not another pudding, or pio ¥

“No, old chap; I've really  had
cnough,” said Bunter. “I wmight
nianage & bunch of those grapes if you
shova them over."

Amithy shoved thom over.

“And some of those peaches por-
haps,™ zaid Bunter.

nithy shoved over the peaches,

“And perhaps a few bananas" sal
Bunter thoughtfully, “if you'll pass
them over, Smithy.”

“Pleased t* su.icr Smithy.

Bunter munched on. There was op-
parently some small section of culue
space vet unfilled in Bunter's oxtensive
interior.. Bunter was not the fellow o
leave it cmpty; hs munched sl
munched.

Ponsonby looked in at the dasy wih
a sufky face.

“Loolk here, Smithy, if vou're . uot
comin’=—" he gaid.

“Not” zaid Bmithy.

“Then I'm goin' to bed.”

“Good-night ! said the Buunder
unmaved.

Ponsonby scowled and loafod awar,
an immical glare from Billy Buuter's
spectacles following him.

“Now, look here, Smithy, J've mot a
hone te pick with voul" said Bunter
“I'm not having any more rags from
those cads. Seef? I can't very wall
thrash thet swaob Ponzonby, azs woe're
gnesta here—>~

“0Oh, that's all right!” said 1he
Bounder. “Na objection to vour har-
ing the gloves on with him, Buvier, i
you're really keen on it."

“I didn't come hera {o screp wih
Highcliffe cads!” said Bumber, with
dignity, “Buat i's got to stop, Bee?
idherwise, I go.” .

Vernon-8mith grinned, This waz 1le
result of making much of Bunter.  bint
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he resisted the teomptation to answer
that the fat Owl could go as soon as he
likeYl—and be blowed to him !

“Mind, 1 mean it!l” eard Bunter. "1
came here for an Faster holiday; I've
been treated rottenly If you want me
to clear, say so.”

Bunter paused, like Brutus, for =

reply. Had 8mithy replied that he
could clear a3 soon as he jolly well
liked, it

was EmediiiFI[: improbable
that the fat Owl woul aveé cleared;
the grub was altogether too good.

But Bmithy made no such reply.

“My dear chap forget it,” he said.
“1 wouldn't part with you for your
weight in gold—and & ton of gold 1s
worth a lot of money *'

“Oh, really, 3mitny——"

“I'll see that there's no more rag-
gin',” said the Bounder *1'll keep an
eve on Pon and his friends.”

“That's all very well,”” said Bunter.
“But they've been ragging all the time,
and you jolly well haven't stopped them,
If you want me to stay——""  DBunter
paused again—fecling his way, as it
WETE.

“1 do,” said the Bounder solemnly.

“Well, if you put it like that, old
shap, 1 don’t want to let you .-I:I_-Cr‘l.'l"rl,'
smfhuntur sffably. “In fact, I'll dro
Lord Mauleverer & line and tell him
shan't be able to come to the Towers,
after_all. Il let that chap D'Arey of
Bt, Jim's know that 1 can’t give him
any time these hols. There!”

“Good 1" said Simathy.

“But,” ssid Bunter firmly, “I've got
to meke a condition 1'm not going to
stay here and be ragged by thosc High-
clife cads. Next time you're out of
sight they’ll be at it agsin. I koow
you had a row with Wharton and his
gang at the end of 'ast term, but you
can wash al' that out After all, you're
always Towing with somébody. ain't
yvou, Smithy T

Bmithy looked at him.

“They amn't like f}'ﬂ-il,_ vou know,"
went on Bunter cheerfully; “they don't
nurse grudges like you do, 8mithy.”

[ B9 ﬂh E-“‘

“1 shouldn’™ wonder if they've for
gotten all about it slready; not your
sort at all.”’ explained Bunter.

Smithy did not speak, he just gazed
at Bunter,

“If vou askes -hem.,” said Bunter,
“they'd come. In fact, they'd come all
the mare if they knew that that gunman
was after you now as well az after your
pater. That's the sort of fatheads they
anr.

“¥Yes,” said the Bounder thoughtfully,
“I think vou're rigat, Bunter. That's
the sort of fatheads they aro. T'm sure™

“And if that Ttalian keeps after you,
old man, you'd be eafer with them
arvouncl.” sald Dunter. “Think those
{Fli heliffe cads would stand by you?

ah "

The BDounder laughed. e did not
think that the Highcliffe fellows would
gtand by him if there was danger in
the offing. He knew that Harry Whar-
ton & Co. would That was. az Bunter
happily expressed t, the kind of fat-
Licads they were.

“Well, what I mean to say iz this,”
went on Bunter. “1if rou ask thar gang
nver hora to keep those Higheliffe cads
from repgging I'll ~tay: otherwise, not.
You can't expect 1it, Smithy "

Smithy grinned. As be had already
told his father that he weas going to ask
the Famous Five to Seabill Park he was
quite prepared to agree to the condition
unposed by the fat and fatuous Qwl

“ Done 1™ he said.

“Well, that's all right, then."™ said
Banter, “T'I stav: I'll stick to vou
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Smithy. I never was p fellow to let o
pal down, a2 you know If it gives you
a bit of a leg-up sccially to have &
fellow like me staying liere, all the
beiter; von can let the servanta think
we're friends at senocl if you like"
added Bunter gencrously.

Vernon-Smith fol- as if ho  could
smack Bunter's fat head fer thot, but
he dare not.

“ But, mind—honost Inii.m.':' said Bun.
ter saspiciously—" youw're going to ask
those fellows! Ting thew up on the
phone now.’

“ And feteh them out of bed " asked
the Bounder. “They don’t keep these
honrs at Wharton's place, fathead ™

“{Ohy, a telegram, then——"

“ 111 ving Whartan up ig the morning
—firet thing.”

“That's all verr well,” zaid Bunter.
“bLyt T shan't be down Lill ¢leven—and
I'd rather see it done, Look here, you
can telephone a telegram, See? It will
be delivered first thing in the morning.”

“Right-lo ! If vou're sure you've
finished supper——"

“T1] take those sugary almonds up
with me.” said Bunter, heaving his
weight out of his chair, “and a few
bunches of grapes These grapes are
jolly nearly as good as we get from the
vinery at Bunter Cour, m:tk?v. rIa'.i.
better take those biscuits, too. might
get hungry in the night after missing
meals. gLet'u see vou send thot wire.
old chap.” .

Billy Bunter—laden with provender
in case ho chould get hungry in the
night., which was quite s probable con-
tingeney—followsd Vernon-B8mith to the
telephone cabinet.

He did not feel at all sure of the
Bounder, and he was going to see it
done. The Bounder restrained a desire
to jam his bunch of prapes down the
back of hia fat neck. and led the way to
the telephone. - ;

It was much too late to ring up
Wharton Lodge—it was past midnight.
But, as DBunter said, a telegram des-
pateched by phana would be delivered
first thing in the morning. That was
all riglt | y

The fat junior stood with watehful
eves and ears, while Smithy put the
message through. ¥t was quite a long
message, for & felegram; but the
millionaire’s son did not need to
economise words like common mortals.

“That =&l right, fathead?” asked
Smithy, when it was done.

“That's all right, old ciiap[” sgreed
Bunter. “1'll zo to bed now. I say,
you might carry up these biscuits for
me—I keep on dropping some of them."

Billy Bunter rolled off, at last, to bed.

Herbert. Verpon-Smith was glad to
eco the last of him. He was going to be
as nice as he could to Bunter—but how
he was going to get through the rest of
Easter without Kicking Lun, he really
did not know.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
At It Again!

i ASTER Hurr:ri'--”
Harry Wharton & Co.
wera at breakfast in  the

sunny April morning, when
Wells came in with & telegram.
Colonel Wharton had zlready break-
fasted. and Aunt Amy breakfasted in
her room: 8o the Famous Five had the
table to themselves.
They had been up with the lark that

Lusy, but Elaryr Whation suzvendad
operations on  toas: and epes  and
rashers, to glance round ot Wells.

“ A telegram, sir 1™ said Wells,

He laid it on tio table beside the
captain of tho Remove, ond waited.

FOh, ell riglt!™ said Harer, and he
slit open the buff envelone.

“Bunter arain!” prionsd  Dob
Cherry.
Harry Wharten langzled,

1 shoulds't wonder: Toe fat ass
never knows when & endclen wan't fight
any longer [V

I dare say Pon & Co. havz been
giving him a high old timo. at Smithy's
lace, the last day or two,” said Frank
ugent, langhing. “I've no dould he
would ke glod to see us there”

“The glaodfulness would probubiy bo

terrific ! grinned Hurres Jareset Ram

{'.vm%h,
All the Co. wetelied Wharion az he
read the telegram,

rin dawned on Whartoen's face na
he did so; and at the end be burst into
B oar:

*“Ha, ha, hat"

“Jolly old Bunier®" azlzd Johnny
Bull.

“Yes—look nt
captain of the Femowe,
it again [” ]

With great hilarite, the chumsz of
Creyiriars read that felegram.

It was quite o long oue, and
marked " Hawded iz ab Beabhill”
Tan:

“Dear Wharton,—Would you and
your pals like to run over heve for a
week or twol My father would be very
glad to welecome vou, and I should Lo
no end bucked. Lots of things to Leep
you amused, ineluding 8 villain with an
automatic. 1 really hope you'll come—I
feel sure you've forgotten that row wo
ltad at the end of the term,

“Herpcrr VERRON-SMITH."™
F'“ Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
IV,

Thet that telegram really had been
sent by Herbert Verron-Smith, not one
of the five believed for o moment. They
had not the slightest doubt that it was
Billy Burter at work agoin!

He had tent one telegrom, in the
name of Smithv's father, Now he had
sent another in the narae of Swithy him-
self  That was how it looked to the
chims of the Remove, -

It was, in fact, difficuli for tiem to
think anvthing elze.

Having parted with the Bounder ab
school on  scrapping  teres, | they
certainly did not expect him to invito
them for Easter, ;

But they were net al ai surprised
at Bunter inviting thers in Lis name.
What he hod done ones, lie had done
again, that waz all! He was “at it
again |

mithy had, so far as they knew, no
motive for asking them. Banter had—a
very strong motive, whicl ther ol knew
about.

“"Handed 1in at Sealall, tlis time!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “IF that fat ass
hadn't sent us & spoof wire from Wim-
ford the other day, wa might have been
taken 1n by thia™

“We joliy well ghould bava Leen™
gaid Harry Wharten, “If 1t hadn't
actually happened once, 1 shouldrn’t
have supposed that even Bunter was
idiot enough to sign somebody elso's
natne on & telegram.”

“And wa might have Liked over—="

“Fangy Smithy's face, 1f we did!”

* And those Higheliffe cads 7 prunted

it:" choackled ) g
“"D.iutcer's ab

WaE

1t

morning, and out in the woods by the Johnny Bull. “Thoy'd like tn make
river, and had come in with appetites out that wo were bubbing isn, like
almost worthy of William eorgo Bunter. And it would joity well look
Bunter, " like 1t, too™

The ¢hums of the Remove were all

“Tl kick that fat chumyp uwd and



down the Heneve pas:age pext term,”
6oid Ifarry. " He's got 1o learn not
to play poiiy tricks  hike this.  Its
breaking the law, to sizu a false name
ok, & telegrany, if the Dlithering Owl
nnﬁ; uiderstood it

“By gum, what a set of asses wae
should linve looked, walking in, and
Smithy atwring at s when wa got
thero 1™ zanl Nugent. ™ And he wounldn't
be nice about ir, either.”

“"The nicefulness woull not  be
torrific,” agreed Hurpee Jamset Eam
Singh.  “But, my absugd chums—"
Tho nabob’s dusky brow was thoughtful,
“Arve you terrifically sure ihar that
catectned  telegram  ls a ridiculous
spoof '

The Co. stared at him,

“OF course it js, fathead,” said Beob,
“The eame trick Bunter played at
Wimford the other day, over agsin.”

*You don't think for & moment that

Bmithy sent ' this, Iuky?” exclaimed
dlarey Wharton.
“Nupne!  But "-the wpabob  pointed

with a dusky linger at a lne in the
message—"that sounds more like the
esteemed Smithy than the absurd and
vidigulous Bunter.” It was the line re-
ferring o the villain and the avtomatic.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“*That's 50, he agyeed. “Not like
Bunrer to put that in, Still—"

“Might have put it in as a draw]”
grinned Bob. “We're not fearfully
keen, that I know of, to change ogur
nuarters. Bui if that rotter who's been
patting at Smithy’s father got after old
Smithy, I'd oo jolly glad to be around.”

“Bame here!” assentod Johnny Bull

“The =areinlness iz terrific ! re-
mayked Hurvea Jamset Ram Singh.
“And if there i3 an estecmed possi-
bility—"

Ilarry Wharton shook his hiead.

“Rotl” ho caid.  *“Smithy knows
we're on the telephone lere, and he
would ring us up if he wanted to ask us
over. Why should he send a wire

“'That zctiles it 1 said Bob.

And Hwrrea Jamset Ram  Singh
nodded his dusky bead, It did seem to
gettlo it  ‘There was alsolutely no
reason, so far as the Fanous Five could
wee, why Vernon-Smich, if the messapo
came from him, sheuld send a telegram
instead of calling up on the phone.

“*Bunter all vight,” said Jolhuny Bull,

*“Is there o reply, sir?? asked Wells,
conghing. “The lad from the post office
13 waiting, sir”

“May a3 well send an answerl
body got o pencil 19

Tho captam ot the Remove proceeded
lo indite a2 roply.

“BILLY BUXNTER, SEAHILL PARK,
SUEsEX
Faihcad! Champ!
“Hinry WHarTOs.”

“ia, ha, ha " yelled the Co., as they
looked at that reply: and Wells' serious
Eace melfed into 2 prin.

“ There vou are, Walls,™ said Harry;
and the Wharton Lodge butler departed
wiilh that reply {0 the telegram, which
was handed to the lad from the post
office, and a little later duly dispatched
from Wimfard.

Thera wera many chuckles in the
hreakfast-room abk Wharton Lodge a3 the
IF'amous Five finished their meal. After
wliich they went cheerily out to enjoy
the sunny morning, dismiesing Billy
Bunter from their minds—and not
thinking of the Bounder at all—little
guessing that the Bounder was thinking
of them with growing anger and irrita-
tion as the day wore on.

(Caattinued on nexd page.)
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EVERY SATURDAY
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i1)
Engzland's {eam have lell Ausiralia
And the Ashes to their fate--
Never mind a bit of failuse,
Wait £l 1938 ]
Brown cares little who's been -winring,
Matehes which have gone belore ;
Now, for him, the tour’s beginning,
For New Zealand is (he four !

{2)

Far away, a fearful distance,

Lies New Zealand, Browney's home ;
There™s no country in existence

Half zo0 beautlful to ream.
S0 he tells us, and his stories

Are remarkable to hear,
Al abouni the strange Maoris

Who are dignifled, but gueer,

{4}
Then he zlares, ** Oh, don't be funny !
It*s a ripping climate thera.
As 2 rule it's warm and senny,
Heaithy in the open afr ! "
That's the weather he is calling
Similar to ours, you know !
Where the rain is always falling,
Leastways, Lill it starts to snow !

(4}

Houses there are large and spacious,
Browney's home is very good.
** But,” you'd say at once,
i gracious,
If is mainly built of wood ! ™
Sure it Is, with a veranda,
Outhouses and all zomplets 2
Handsome, big, expensive, and 2
Home you'd And it bard to beat

(8)

There is many a bursiing geyser,

In ithe mountains round about.
Browney docsnt ¢are, for he's a

Chap who likes to se8 "em spoud.
He san ses voleanoss smoking

In the far blue distance, oo,
{Here we thought the ass was joking,

But it seems the tale Is true).

Next Week :

(£ E','I:'ﬁd

% S1ariryHomes s Grrvrpaps

‘'WAY DOWN UNDER

By
The Creyfriars Rhymester

e

i

Tom Brown is 2 good cricketer,

but if only he could wield the

willow as our long-haired poet

wields the pen, he'd be certain to

play in the next MNew Zealand
Test Team !

{3}
** You have no idea,’’ he {ells us,
“* Of the beauty of the place ! *’
And his earpest volce compels us
To admit It i the case,
** In New Zealand we have weather
Very much like Britain's own ! "
'* What a shame ! *" ws cry logether,
With a sympathetie groan.

{5}

Browney's pater is & farmer,

Not what we call farming here !
Rearing sheep Is quite a drama

In the Sguthern hemisphere.
ahegp ho reckons by the thousand

Im their sheap-runs on the ranze :
Then, of eourse, he has his cows and

Horses, too, by way of change.

{7)
Browney's fond of riding horses
QOut across his father's lands,

Trosting to his own resources
With a rifie in his hands.

'ans the fathead : '* A sheep-puncher !

That is really what [ am !
And 1 bet that many & luncher
Likes my Canterbury lamb ! **

(9)
Walerlalls are olten mighty
In that rich and wond’'rous land.
Gay and gorgeous birds in flight he
Sees each day I undersfand.
Yes, New Zealand Is px?uislta,
I should like to travel there,
So I'Nl pay Tom Brown & visit,
it Tom Brown will pay my [are !

HILTON, of Hilton Hall.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not From Mauly !

' EAST3 1#
Billy Bunter meade that
cheery remark Bs he came

_ rolling down gt half-past ten
in the morning

Ponsonby & Co. were lounging in the
hall, looking very elegant.and natty in
riding-clothes. They were going out
riding that mormn xeellent ™ geos
being available at hill Park.
Herbert  Vernon-8mith  had ot
D]muglid for riding, however, and he
wasd - loafing about with his hands in
his pockets and a discontented frown
en hig face

‘The IHigholiffe fellows disdained to
notice Bunter or his remiark. But tho
Bounder gave him a look.

“Bhut op, fathead!” he snapped.

“Oh, really, Smithy—~"

“Oh, chuck it !t”

Billy Bunter gave him an expressive
glaro through his big spectacles. Last
nigut the Bounder had been amicable,
civil—wonderfully polite, in fact, for
him, It seemed to have worn off now,
however, Hoe was quite the old
Bounder again

“Look hers, Smithy, stagger along
with us!” said Ponsonby. “ What the
jolly old dooce—that gunman merchant
can't be hanging about the place 1n
broad daylight”

“Hundred miles away by this time,”
zaid Monson.

_“Absolutely I" deelared Vavasour.

“Rippin’ ridin' on the sands” said
SJadsby.  “Come on, Smithy! We'll
look after you 1f the ice-creamy man
tarns up’

“1 tell vou I can't come ! said the
Bounder  irrtably. “My father's
anxions, sinee that brute got me last
night, and he doesn’t want mo to go
oft tho cstate—or out of sight of the
bouse, 1f 1t comes to that”

Pon smiled at hiz friends. Pan
knew, as his frionds kuoew, that the
Bounder of Creyfriars was absolutely
devoid of anything like fear But Pon
was not losing a chance of administer-
iy & thrust.

"Bit putrid to stick indoors in this
gorgeons weather,” he eaid. " Laok
here, wea'll keep to the park, if you're
nervous of mecting that gunman out-
gide the placa™

Smithy did not answer, bpt he gave
Ponsonby a very unpleasant look

ke was respecting hiz  father's
wishes, sorely against hiz own inclina-
tion. 2mithy’s way was rather to rush
on trouble than to take measurcs to

avoid it. 8till, Pon was at liberty to
take any view he hiked He liked,
apparcatly, to take the wview that

Smithy was suffering -from “cold feet.”

“And we'll all be with  you, old
hean,” said Monson. taking his cue
from Pon. “If that organ-grinder

tarns up. we il eat him 1"

“ Absolutely 1" grinned Vavasour.

“Buck ui:r. old man!” smid Pon
enconragingly. * You'll be safe enough
with 2 crowd of fellows ™

“Greyiviars [ellows, no doubt,” said
the Bounder, i his  bitterest tonc.
“But I'd rather not rely on Higheliffe
men, i there's danger about, thanks(”

“He. he, hei”—from ‘Billy Bunter.

Ponsonby breathed hard

Teally, ha had aslted for it—and, as
a matter of tact, the Bounder's gibe
was well-founded. Cortainly, none of
the knutty four would have stood by
Smithy 1f a desperado with an auto.
matic had unexpectedly turned wup.
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Still, this could not be called fearfully
polite from a host to his puests !

Not for the Erst time, Pon was
ternpted to tell the Bounder of Grey-
friars, what ho thought of him, aml

shake the dust of Senhill Park from

hizs feet.

“I say, SBmuthy, when are they
cotming ™ asked Billy Bunter, pausing
on Iis way to breakfast to ask that
question.

“Find out!" grunted Smithy.

The lack of a reply to tus telegram
to Wharton Lodge wos irritating the
Bounder, as well az his father's pro-
hibition of excursion: to & distanee
from the houso.

Wharton must have had his wire
very early that morning; thers had
been ample time for o replv. But no

ra-fmlg.r had come to Vernon-Smuth. A
telegram  lay on  the hall table
addressed to Bunter; but it did not
oceur to Srmthy that 1t had any con-

nection with his own telegram to
Whartoa,

He had taien ik for granted thats the
cheery Co. would “wash out” the

memory of that row at the end of the
term. He had felt assured that the
bhint of denger to himself, in his mes-
sage, would cause them to come, even
if they were not keen on changing
their qguarters. And there had nat
even been an answer.

It seemed to mim that he had been
taking too much for granted, and he
was sore and sevage. Ho did not want
Pon & Co to hear that he had
invited tne Ueeyirars party, and that
they had ignored lus invitation. It
was like Bunter to blurt it all out

“But, I sav. Smithy, what does
Whartonn sav ! persisted Buoter.

“Oh, give us a  rest!”  growled
Vernon-Bmith. “ Aren’t you men start-
ing? I can't come, so it's no use

wastin' timo.”

“But, look tiere, Smnithy, Wharton
must have got your wire hours ago!”
cxclaimed Bunter warmly. “1 sup-
poso  he's answered to sav  whether
thoy're coming or not, hasn't he ¥

Smithy gritted nis tecth, as Pon &
Co. exchanged a quick loal.

“More  guests  comin’,
drawled Pon.

“Ne " grunted the Bounder.

" Look hers, Smathy, they jolly well
aro coming ¥ exclaimed Bally Bunter.
“I'm not going to stay here with these
Ilighelifo cads, if they don’t come, I
can jolly well tell you I

“Larkin 1™ yvapped Vernon-Smith.

“¥es, Master Herbert 7

“Look out a train for Bunter, will
you i

“Certainly, Master Herbert,”

Bi.ly Bunter blinked at Vernon-
Smith, This was a change from last
night—a change with a vengeanco!
Swithy was rot only  the *“old
Bounder  agair, but ho scemed worse

than ever.
“You needn’t trouble, Larkin!®
“1 sghall po b}r car, if

Smithy 1

snapped Bunter.
—if 1 go.’ 1 don't mean that I'm turn-
ing Iy-cm down, Sintthy, old chap [

“1 was afrald you Jido't!™ snarled
thecﬁnundeﬁ Srtl *

UM ceally, Smithy—

“0o in and feed, and shut up!” snid
Smithy. "I'm fed-up with you [”

Billy Bunter breathed hard and
deep. Liven tho fat Owl of the Romoveo
felt that a fellow zouldn’t be expected
to stand this. It was really altogether
too thick  Only the fact that Seahill
Park was his only refu for the
Easter holidays, restrained Bunter's
just wrath and iondigoation

“Look here, do you mean to say that

Wharlon's refuzed (o come or what?”
he demanded.

“I don't mean 1o say avxthin®! Saog
up "

Pon & Co. grinned. The meic idea
that Smithe nad invited Flarer AWhae-
ton & Co. there was auneving to them,
]:}ut if Wharton had refuzed tie invita-
tiom, 1t beeame 1nore amupsing thasn
annoying. . They understond new whi
the Bounder was like a bLear with a
sore head that acrning.

“Has he wired, back®”
Bunter

Smithy did not answer. Tle turned
his back on Buanter, oamd  walked
across to the hall window,

Bunter breathed havdev and decper
lis  very spectacles glittercd  with
wrath. Contempt is said to pierce 1he
zhell of 8 tlortoize, awd evei, William
George Bunter was not so thick-skinned
as & lortoise |

“Larkin 1” yapped Bunier.

“Yes, sirl”

Larkin’s mauver was respectiul; Tut
even the shortsighted Owl did not [ail
}l} spot the lurking grin on his partls
ace.

demanded

“Any lettera for mei” snepped
Bunter “T've been expecting  an
answer from my friend TLord Maule-

verer. It's odd that it hasn't ecome”

“Ne letter, sir! Theve 15 a tele-
gram.”

“Dlis Look lLiere, whe didu't veu
Lring it up to me®* demanded Bunfer
warmly. “ Leaving a fellow's (clegraus
hanging about—->"7

“1 hknocked at vour door thres fimes,
sir, but you were gsleep,™ said Lavkin,
“It iz here, civ”

Bunter grabbed the {elogram,

iz little rovnd eves glistened beling
his big round spectacles.

The fat jumor had written to 3aile
from Seahill Payl.  Gladly, very

ladly, would he have exchanwed My

‘ernon-Bmith's  mansion  for Maule-
verer Towcrs—where there were no
Highchffe cads, and whero Wlauly's
manners were undoubted!y nuch more
polished than Sipithy's.

The arrivel of a telegvam looked—to
Bunter-—as if Mauly was playing up.

He had told Mauly thot he could
give hio a few days—if Lie liked.

He had hoped, if net expecled, that
Mauly wonld "tke. He Lad aslied
Mauly to plione or wire, if ho was sead-
ing the car for him. And heve vwas &
wire. What was Bunter to think?

Certainly, ho was expecting o tele-
gram froem nobody else. This wasz fromg
old Mauls

Bunter grirned.

It was quite a windfall, Tt enatled
Litg to trant Smithy as ke deserved-—
and show hitn that he joliy well wasn't
the only pebble on the beack.

It awas like Bunter to count
chickens before they wero hatched.
MNothing doubting that that wive was
from Lord BMaunleveser of the Grey-
friara Bemove, the fat junicr blinked
round at Smithy

I shan't want & car, Bmithy [ he
called.

“What do you mean, fathead?®
snapped the Bounder over his shoulder.

“And Larkin aeedn’t look out a
train, either | sneered Bunter. “My
pal Mauly's sending o car for me [V

The Bounder stared.

Ho had resolved to put up with
Bunter, and be as civil 03 he could—
though his civility rather failed at
tiiues. Still, if thoe fat Ow! had suc-
ceeded in planung bhimself on Leord
Mauleverer, SBmithy most certainly .did
not want to deprive Mauly of (he plea-
sura of his company.

hisz
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Silent, crouching in the rocky erevice iill his iat chin almost touched the water,
from the hoat (o ihe hut. The fat Removite trembled at the thouwght of

“Ja that wire from Mauly:" he
wskied.
“Lhat's it ! grinned Bunter, T told

you last night that I'd turn Mauly down
tor you, Binithy; bui after your rotien
wanners this morning——"

“0h, don't worey ¥ said the Bounder
savcastically. *I'll iry to survive the
loss if you leave me! I think I can
bhear 16 1™

“There's a limit,” said Bunter loftily.
“1 don’t expect much in the way of
manners  frony you Uity people. But
there’s o limit. Sorey to turn vou dawn,
nnd all thatl 1 know I said I'd throw
Maonly over, but-——"

“But you didn't know then that he
was going to let you hook on to him=-
what 3

* Beast ™

“Iow the dooce do vou kuow that
felegram is from Mauleverer when you
naven't opened it I" asked the Bounder,
starmg at him.

“Oh, I know all right! ¥Yon =zce, I
azked him to wire if he was sending the
car. Tlus i1s from Mauly all vight., I
can't say I shall be sorry to go, Smithy.
You new-rich bounders are hardly my
style, if you don't mind my menticuin
it. And you can't expect me to Etat]g
yvour ng-class friends1* Billy Bunter
blinked scorn at Ponn & Co. * Jally glad
to see the last of you cads "

“Do vou mind if wa burst that fat
frog ever your floor, Smithy!” asked
Monson.

“Yanl?

Bunter, at last, jabbed a fat thumb
into the envelope and took out the icle-
YR,

Ris fat face was beaming., It bucked
Bunter no end to be in a position to
turn the Bounder down, and furn his
podey back on the H:%-]u:liﬁe- gang, He
had abzolutely no doubt of what was in
that telegram—ull he opened it, and
blinked at it.

-

witness 1o his erime !

Them, as the poct expresses if, a
change came o'er the spivit of lus deca.

He blinked.

Ie staved.

11z goggled.

Pon & Co. looked at i, rather enter-
tained by the varymg and extraordinary
expressions on his  fat  face. Tl
Dounder grinped sourly. Ife  had
doubted whether Mauly wazs keen to
relieve him of his fat muiest, Now he
Was sure.

“Oh erikey [ gasped Bunter,

“When 1z the car comin® #* gsked the
Boonder satirically,

“{Hy crunba [

“Mauly comin’ m the car to fetch
vou, you fat fraud

“This—this—this ain't from Mauly 17
staitered Bunter.,  It—it—it's fromn
Wharton! I—I can't make it outl”

“Whaarton ' repeated the Bounder,
coming towards him. “"What's that?
lle can’t have answered to you by
Iluitlake. I suppose? Let's zeo it"

Billy Bunter blinked blandly at the
telegrams. The Bounder glanced at -it
in his fat hand, stared, and bur-t info a
voar:

*Ha, ha, ha !*

“What's the jolly old joke?”™ aszkod
Gadshy.

“Ia, ha, ha!" yelled
L1 Lﬂl'l'-'l-!{r IH

He jerked the telegram {frow Bonder's
fat hand and held it up.

The Higheliflians starad at it
Heally, 1t was a romarkable welecraphic
nie3sage.

“Billy Bunter, Sealill Park, Suszsex.
Aszt  Fathead!  Chuwp! — Ilapny
WHARTON. Y

it Dovnder.

“I—I—I sav, vou fellows, wha-a-t can
Wharton mean by that ** gasped Bunter.
“What—what the dickens ecan  be
mean i

Bunter watehed the Italian carry his prisoner
what the desperate villain would do it he found a

“What he says, probably I answerod
it Bounder, laughing. “‘As=s! Far
head | Chump " Plan Buglish, isn't
EE f

* Beast 1™

f"‘ Have you been frving Lo elich
Wharton as well as Mauly 7" chortled
the Bounder. “This looks like an
answer n the negative.’”

“Ha, ha, ha ! reared Pon & Co.

“The cheeky beast!™ zasped Bunder.
I—I thought it was from Mauly, of
COUTER i

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I—I-1 say, Bmithy, T=T1 shan't ho
teaviner you, after all——*"

thonght it was (oo good (o be
true 1" apreed Bmithy.

“If you put it bike that, Swmithy, 1
enall gor—*

1 do pht it like that ™

“I mean, I—I shall go and have ny
brekker. It’s all right, Smithy, cld
chap. I ain’t turning vou down.”

Bunter rolled off to the breakfazt-
TR,

Pon & Co., choriling, went out {o their
heorses. The Boundér was feft, grinning.

But the grin faded off his f2ce, 1o Le
replaced by a scowl.

hat absurd telegram had arrived for
Bunter, but-there had been no veply fur
e Bounder,

They were not coming, and they were
not even going to take the froubla o
answer him. EHis brow blackened, and
liia lips set in a hard, bitter line. He
conld have kicked bhimself for haviug
asked them—as it had twned out. e
was not going fo ask (hem again, thas
wag certain, And yet—was it possible,
bavely possible, that Ilarey. Wharoon
had npt received his telegram?  Ila
might by chance be away, or he mighs
Lhave gone out very early. )

amithy was awara of his own liftls
foiling, pf taking offepce loo casily. |l
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aezitated a long time, unwilling to make
the firet advance if, indeed, the captain
of the Remove was treating him with
contemptuons indifference. But he made
up his mind at last, went into the tele-
shone eabinet, and rang uwp Wharton
i.udgu, A word would be enough.

It was the fruity voice of Wells that
apswercd, .

* Vernon-Smith speaking ! Is Wharton
in I

“No, eir. Master Harry has gone out
veith lis friends. They are not expected
in till lunch” o

“Yon can tell me whether Wharten
liad a telegram this morning ¥

“Yes, sir” .

“(l ! sxid the Bounder, between his
teeth. “Ile had 163

“Yes, eir, at breakfast.”

- That's all.” The Bounder was about
to jam the receiver back, but he lJ,'liv,l.lli:E-nti.
He was going to make absolulely sure.
“(lan vou tell me whether the {elegram
was from here—8eahill I

“Yes, sir

There was no doubt now,

Vernon-Smith  slammed back the
rveceiver with s slam that made the
instrumnent rock, Wharton had had the
telegram hours ago; he had gone out
with his frienda for the morning,
without taking the trouble to reply,
either by wire or phone. The Bounder's
face, as be stamped back into the hall,
was a startling contrast to the brightness
of the sunny Epring MOTRIGE.

—— o —

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Short and Sharp !

URREE JAMSET
BINGH’S dusky face
thoughtful expression
Famous Five came

Wharton Lodge for lunch.

“Flie chums of the Remove had had
a cheery end strenucns morning, and
wore in great spirits. That afterncon
they were going to push ont Wharton's
old bLoat on the Wyme, and have an
afternoon on the river. Four members
of tha Cp. were thinking chicfly of
funeh, an® then of boating: bui the
dlusky Nabob of Bhanipur seemed to
have something else on his mind.

Bob Cherry gave him a bang on the
shoulder that made him lumg. )

“ Periny for "em, old black bean ! said

RAM
WOre o
as the

i ak

Bob.
“Wow I” gasped the nabob.
Ie rubbed his shoulder.

“What 1s it, Inky?" asked Harry
Wharton, with & smile. “You've been
looking jolly thoughtiul two or threc
times. Anything up®

1 hoave been thinkfully reflecting on
that absurd telegram,” confessed the
nabaob.

“ Bunter's asked Nugent.
1 'l"-li'l‘l l}' T-.l'l .

“] am not terrifically ccrtain, efter
abeurd reflection, that it was the idiotic
Bunter's rot,” said Hurree SBingh. “ 1t
would be preposterously deplorable if a
ludicrous misapprehension materialised.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob, with a
chuckle. “ Smithy would have his back
up, end no mistake. But it's all rot,
Inke. It was Bunter at it again.”

“No doubt about that!" said Harry.
% But——  What i3 it, Wellz 7"

¥le turned to the butler.

“ Master Vernon-Smith rang ap
morning, sir.” answered Wells.

rot

ave no message, but [ thcuj.'ht- 1 had

etter mention that he esked whether
vau had received a telegram from Bea-
Lill. I told him that you had.”

“{h 1 sa1d Harry.
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The Famous Five
another,

Hurree Bingh had hed a lingering
doubt with regard to that telegram.
The other fellows had none.

“DBy gum 1" said Harry. “IF it was
from Vernon-Smith, after all——*"

“Rot !¥ said ﬂarhnuy Bull. “Why
snould he have wired when he could
have phoned

“Woell, he's phoned now," =zaid Harry
slowly. * He must know about the tele-
gram, as he asked Wella”

“He's found out Bunter's fatheaded
trick, and wanted to make sure,” said
Johnny., “1 dare say he rang up before
he kicked Bunter.”

“Well, look here, I may as well give
him a call,” said Harry. *“Inky tlunks
that wire may have been genuine, and
Smithy must have rong up for some
reason—-—"

“To tell you it was spoof, if you'd
been in

“Yes, perhaps. If ‘that's co, he can
tell me when lp zet him on tle phone,™
said Harry, laughing. - “I don't think
there’s anything in 1t; buk if there's &
sporting chance that old Smithy wants
to bury the hatchet, we don't want to
discourage him,” :

“May as well,” said Bob. “ Swmithy
can't bite you from the other end of &
telephone-wire, anyhow 1

Harry Wharten went to the telephone
to Ting uwp Seahill, in Sussex, while his
friends went in to lunch.

He had to wait s little while, but the
votce of Larkin came through at lask,

*“Is that Seahill Park?” asked Harry.

locked at one

o ‘i;:qa. Mr. Vernon-8mith's butler
gpeakmg.”
"D, i3 that youn, Larkin? Tell

Smithy it's Wharton on the phone, will
you. and I'd like to speak to him.”

““Master Herbert iz at lunch now, sir,
but I wili go and tell him at oneo.
Please hold on.”

Harry Wharton held on.

i held on for several minutes, Then
he heard a couph at the other end.

L Ilﬁm !JI

“I'hat yon, Larkin? '

“Hem! Yes, sir! Master Herbert
cannot come to the telephone, sir!”

Iarry Wharilon coloured with wvexa-
tion. Master MHerbert, if he were at
lunch, could obviously have come to the
telephone, had Master Herhert chosen
70 to do! Evidently Master Herbert did
not choose :

Larkin's tone was apologetic.  Whar-
ton puessed that the Bounder's answer
had been less polite than that rendered
by Larkin; the Seahill Park butler had
toned it down in_ fransik.

“Oh1” said Harry, “Is thot all,
Larkin 7

Another congl |

“¥Yes, sirl That is all! Oh, here is

Master Herbert! Ha has come, sir [
Another voice came through, E{;nakiﬂg
so closo to the transmitter that Wharton
_i:;earc’l it, though it was not addressed to
im.
“Ilave you given that fellow my
meesage, Larkin ¥
“Really. Master Herbort—"

“1 fancied you mightn't! Give me
that receiver, you ass, and clear [

% But, sir—"

“h, chpele it!”

Wharton's faco set. He heard every
word. and was on the point of shutting
off. But as the Bounder was evidently
going to speak, he held on.

Smithy's vowee came sharply through.

“That you. Wharton F*

“Yea! said Harry curtly.

* Larkin didn’t give you my message,

think 7™

“Hea told me you could not come to
the phone, Tt seoms: that yow conld,

atter allt* said Wharton sarcasticallr.

“Yes—here's the message, by word of
mouth ! You can go and eat cole! Got
that ¥*

“ You checky asa——"

Thero was a whir. The Bounder had
slammed off.

Harry Wharron, with heightened
colour, left the teleplione, and joined his
frienda at the lunch table

They glanced at him and noted his ex-
pression. But as Colonel Wharton and
m_t:}lt- Amy were present, notling was
SOLCE,

After lunch, however, when the chums
of the Remave started for the beathouse,
they wanted to know.

Wharton explained brieflv.

*Cheeky ead 1" grunted Johnny Bell

*The checkiulness is terrific,”

“Same old Smithy.” grinned Bob
Cherey. *He can't forget that row the
last day of term. Pity a fellow can’t
putich a fellow’s head on the telephone—
they're bringing in television now, but I

suppose  we shall never got  tele-
punnhm% 1
“Ha, ha, ha 1

*Well, that's that!” said Ilarry. *1t
was Bunter, after all, as we thought—
and Smithy's made it clear just how
fricndly he focls—bother the fellow!
Lot's got the boat out.”

The Famous Five ran the Loat out on
the stream, and pulled away down the
Wyme., They had a lunch-basket packed
for tea on the viver, and were going to
make a jolly efterncon of it—and in a

vary short time they forzot all about
the Bounder.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
i SAY. Smithy—"
“Oh, don't bother 1
::%E:mli lierc—r-—“ 1 "
mb up!™ snappe the
Bounder.

Billy Dunter glared at his host
through hi= big spectacles 'That after-
noon Herbert Vernon-8mith seemed in &
worse temper than ever. Certainly he
had no politeness at all to waste on his
fat puest.

There was still & bruise on Bmithy's
head, which irritated him. The restraint

laced on his movements owing fo his
ather's anxiety for his safety irritated
him more. PBut worst of all was the
annoyance and humiliation eaused by the
reception of his invitation at Wharton
Ladge. e was glad that Wharton had
rung up and given him a chance of hand-
ing out a Raland for an Oliver, but that
was only a small solace,

Pon & Co. hed gone out into the
groundds after lunch,

Billy Bunter would have been glad to
bestow his fat limbs in the hammock on
the lawn or in the summer-llouse; but
BRunter was not runming risks. Ile had
had more than encugl of the atientions
of Pon & Co. It was gquite a blow ta
Billy Bunter that the Famous Five had
farled to turn up.

“If that's what wvou call manners,
Smithy—"" he "_l];a.pped.

B

“Will you shut up®” enarled tho
Bounder.
“No, I won't!” retorted Bunter

“Why haven't they come? I ¢an jolly
well tell you I'in not sticking here with
those Higheliffe cads without them!
Taook what they did yesterday—*

“(dive ua o rest!”

“Btranding a fellow on a rock, to be
cut off b}r the tide!” said Bunter
warmly, “They’ll be up to some game
egain next chance ther get. Think
they'd dare rag a chap if my friends
were here? They'd be jolly civil if Bob



Cherry was near enough to punch their
nosesl Lock here, what Jdid Wharten
say in answer to the telegram 7+

“"Ho never answered : it ot all!?
growled the Bounder, “Now shut up!”

"Raot |* said Bunter, *0Of course hie'd
answer 1M

“1 tell you he didn’t! Now chuck it,

before 1 kick wou!* )
“And I tell you it's rot!” wapped
Buntar.. “If artan didn't want to

ecome, he'd ba eivil enough to say so.
You ncedn't fancy that every fellow’s
wmanners are hike yours, Smithy.”

The Bounder gave him a pglare. His
foot was almost itching to be planted on
Bunter's tight trousers. e restrained
it with difficulty.

"“Loolt here. why not phone?” asked
Bunter.

“ ool 1™

“What I mean is, Wharton mamn't
have had the tclegram—>*?

“l] know he had!" szparled the
Bounder. “If you want to know, I rang
np and azhked the butler thers if he’d
had it."

“Oh!* cjacnlated Bunter, .

Vernon-Smith swung awey angrily.

. Bill* Bunter stood blinking at him.
If Wharton bad had the telegram, it was
nuits & mystery. There was no reason
why bho should neot have answered,
whether ho was accepting the invitation
or nok.

“0h erikey '” pasped Bunter suddenty.

He jumped as it dawned on his fak
mind. A

! f=I—T 527y, Smithy—"

“Leava me alone, you dummy [™

“Put 1T say, perhaps Wharton never
knew that the telegram came from you,
old chiap I’ gasped Bunter. “ You—3youm

“Yaou lat faol, my name was zipned to
it

EVERY S5ATURDAY

% Vea, but—*

“But what, you gabbling cuckeo!”
howled the angry Bounder.

¥ l—T=—I mean, he might have fancied
it came from—from: me!” gasped
Bunter. “What I mean 15 very likely
he did-—in fact, he must have, after that
telegram from Wimford the othier day—
oh crikey! That's why he sent me that
cheeky wire this morning, - calling mo
names——"

Vernon-amith, who was pacing tho
hall with angry _strides, stopped, and
stared at the fat junior, ‘

“¥ou babbling bloater!” he hissed.
“What do you mean, if you mean any-
thing? How could he [fancy: it came
from yon, with my name on iti"

“Welk: I mean, after that telegram
the other day, with your pater's name
on it, you know—"

“What ! roared Vernon-Smith.

The look on hiz face was g0 olarming
that Billy Bunter gave a backward
jumn,

“I—I say, Smithy, I—I mean—I—I
never sent him a telegram with your
pater’s name on it!¥ ha stuttered.
* Nothing of the kind! And they never
spotted it, becauvse it was marked
handed in at Wimford! It never hap-

ened the day I was over there—in fact,
.j(J haven't been over there at all! I—I
was somewhere else when I was there——o0
Ow! Leggo, you heast! Wow!”

Vernon-Smith, his face quite starthng
in its expression, grasped the fat Ow
by tho collar and shook him rather like a
terriar shaking & rat,

“You fat rascal I’ he roarcd.

“Yaroooh !" ;

“¥ou sent a telegram to Wharton in
my father's name I yelled Smithy,

YOw—nol Nothing of the, _sovk!
Besides, I told them I could fix it with
vour pater, if they camel” gasped
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Bunter. " Buab they made oub (Tl the
telegriun - was - o spoof, and woulin'
come—— Lepgo, you beast! Yarooh *”
roared Bunter, as the angry: Bownder
pitched bim away and he spraw bed full
length ém the pohizhed oak.

The Bounder stood glaring al hid
soepchlezsly,

ile understood now.

“Yon—you—yon fabt scoundrel!™ he
gasped, at last, **You sont Wharton a
telegram asking him here in my {ather’s
pame, and he spotted :

“Ow! No! Besides, it woulid have
een all right if they'd coue—="

“And =0 he fancied miv telegram was
another of vour rotien tricks"” roared
the Bounder. *That's why—"

“Ow!l DBeast!"” gasped Boanler, "1
ihia iz how you trcat a guest, Surithy.
I can jolly well say—= Ow ! Wow!
Eimﬁghh“ .

“You—you—you—-—=" ¥ernon-Smith
made o stride at Bunter, and drew back
hia boot. That itch to Kick Bunier was
going to be gratificd at fa< !

Buater bounded—too lute!

e roared as the beot lapded.  le
roarved again as it landed a second e,
Then he reached the stairs, and Red up
them for his fat life.

The Bounder elenched his lamde . 1
was all clear to lim uow., 1lo wade @
stop towards the telephone cabinet—bin
stopped. He caught up his hat and ran
out, hureying to the garage.

Five minuies laler ho was coverimg
ihe road to Buwrrey as fasl as Alr
Vernon-Smiih's maguificent olls conld
carry nrinn

Vernon-Simith was hound for Wharton
TLodge to =co the captain of the Grox.
frigrs Reniote, and to put things vight.

Wrantinucd o next fugd )

]
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Caught Napping !
‘M

ARLER Iarry is out—"
Bourder

O Y
“With his friends—"
“Oh i repealed

e siood in the deorway of Wharlon
{.odee slaving at Wells,

*1f vou wish to see Colonel Wiharlon,
sive—py  Misa Wharlon—both: ave  at
hame 77 said Wells,  “ Masior, Elaryvy
v il pot be bacl before the evewng”™

Vernomi-Smith shook his bead.

ffe had made rapid tiiee, 130 (hat ran
ape Trom Bossex inte Burrer.  Willimos,
pree chanffeur, had gone all oat,

Now {hat e knew the mistake ihat
had avisen, Sinithy was very keen 1o s0E
it right, Obvieusly he could not blame
Wharton for the ervor-—it wag mll the
fault of the fat Ounl and lis fatuous
trickery, It ocenrved Lo lLim, too, {hat
4y yeason why Havry had rung up lator
in the oy was that somno doubt had
vizen i hiz mind—aud tho Boundoer's
ehgels eoed when be thought of the
wav L baed answoered him, 2 ;

For onee, Smithe wa: pulling his
arcogaht pride in his pocket. Tle was
roing to see tho caplein of tho Remove,
evplain e him, aud teke him auwd has
feienels back in the ear, if they would
T T TE R

I1 Lis haoste, e had rather forgotten
et e Juniors wight be ool for the
daz: Hkely cioggh as 0 was i holiday-
tim. It was rather 8 facer {for line

“Look bLew:, where are they gone?”
e asked. Y Angwhere where 1 conld
ot after them in the cart  It's rather
particutar, Welle 1™ )

“T am afraid nob, si0t" answersd
Wells pegretfully, “The yeung gentle
meu aic goue on the rviver in Masier
$lorry’s bout, They have tukew thewr
tea with thens” 5

“0u ! yepealed the Beunder, “Up
or down the river?” ;

“Down fowards Wimford, sie.” said
Wells, T vou carced to follow the tow-
path, siv, possibly you might see some-
tiivg of themn .

SR try, anyhow 1” said Veragp-
Ewith. " I'll Jeave the ¢ar here”

e wont back to the worliyg cav

“Havgr ou heeo il I ocome Ladk,
Williwnes, " he soid,

“Yoea sic!™ paid the chaulfeus, " Bal
~T1 thivk I coghi to mention 1k, eir, thal
£ thial we wore followed here—-"?

“lEoHoewed ' repeated the Bouwnder,
will: n starvt. e bad forgotten all
abont the danger from the Hahan,

“Yer, siv! HBeveral Limer I oepeticd
A Llue Mercodes, and T saw it last this
side of Windord,” eaid the chaufeur.
1 shopldn"t Lave taben aus® nobice of
3, Lud alter wlhat happeoscd yester-
P R —

The Dumeder gave a whistle.

Fli« futhier had waroed Lin oot 1o
vander 1o The woods at Scalall Parl;,
roe Lo pro on e beach, or vamble about
e conpir-=unti] there wos pews that
e dezporado had been taken.  hess
T been no such news,  Buob he was al
fieply Lo go cal i a ear, dviven by a
¢ audteny; tere could Lol be rih
Tont,

1 v re potsg oot Trom herve, gir,
vioweald be oseafer to go 1 the car,”
bated Wialltomes,

Slhal’s adl righl,"” said the Bounder,

{1

“Uee 1wt going out on e roads
Willrain~. I Lhat blighter hus followed
bv U Trenn Bussex, he won't ece e

peenin dill ve leave in the cae™
With a newd 1o the eliaeffcur, Vernod-
i
£oageing, KR
oo, BEnLanption palys )

4 mamrE am

td. Adverbicement offic
Imlad mnd Abeyadd,
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Smith walled away asress the Iavwn and
by & pata thet led down to the siveam,
which flowed through the grounds of
Wharton Lodge at o distauce from the
Bioes,

lio had bLeen there Loefory, more than
onee, and kucw bLiz wav about, Ile
veached the streamn, amd turned aloug
the Lanl.

The Weme waz a very smaell stream
al that peint, Lol i widened ow ils
winding course throngh exlensive woed-
lands—winding o good many  niles
belore it floved under Wimford Bridge.

The Bounder walked guickly. Wi
ford was only three miles away, but the
siroam’s serpentive course covered six
or sevel.  Somewhere in that distanee,
Le was fairly cortain to spot the bosl
amned ils erew of Removites,

It was 2 pleasant enough walk, by the
sununy stream, under the boughs of the
trees: and Siithy was plad o streteh
liiz lega, afier the vun in the car. Ile
watched the river as he went. e had
not forgotton what Williams had (old
him, but he was not thivking of the man
[yor Milan.

If tha despervado had indeed been
watehing Scahill Pack, and had fol
lowed him in a car, e could i!ZIlIIl:--r have
followed him o Whalen Lodge, and
seen the Rolls drive in at thoe gales
theve., 1E he waitad for it to emerge
ugain, I was veleome o wait ags long
a3 ho liked.

Qanithiy gave him wo thooght.  Ee
swing along the palle by the stream,
avxiovs fo catch sighh of e Fanoeos
Fhie, e covered thoee or four ailes
Frocn Wharlon Lodae, and then he was
iy szt of o Dttle wslot o the Wyeme—
the Meonk's Eyor, a2 if was called,

Hipithy rewmnobered ity be had had
a holiday i that vicinity ouee, with his
el Bedwing, e came to a halt, and
slgod slaving  acrosz fowards the {iy
island,

Small ns it was. B owazs covered wiih
trees, whielh cast o deep shade on the
waler, Ft wag just the spot where o
Loating parly wight bave stopped [ov
fea, mu'il he wordercd  whether they
were there.

The bLanlk where Lie stood woas bor-
dered by woodlared; and na he stood
fooking towards the eyof, he bad s
Ligel to e wood.

For several mipates he stood, his eves
o the evob, ewd then a look of satis-
faclion cwine over his [ace. In tho
hadow of a bunch of willows on the
vvob, e mado out & boat Lied up, Bome-
Lody was there, and he had litte doubs
that if was the parly [romy Whartou
Lodgze.

Tle was sbout 1o move down to the
waler's edze to shoul acrose to the eyot,
whey there was o vustle 1y the wood
boehind i,

Ever as be heard i o grip was laid
by the Lack of Lis cellar, apd le was
invked bockwards, There was a power-
ful wrench {rom o powerful arm, and bo
was draggoed off the patly, out of siglit
minarge the 1rees,

e crashed dovn on the ground, paul-
ey nrd the next mmoment e was
clenggling,  Buven before he saw  his
asgailanl, It flasied inloe bis mind in
whos=g prasp ha was,

Ll it waz Tutile to stroggle. A grasp
likie ivoen pitmed lim dewn; and he
glored up in Eu:lpl'-lv'a..-a vage at o swarihy
foce thnh prinned down st bita,

“You " hiszed the Bounder,

Y Hoy 1o, sirporing 7 eeinued the wan
from Blilwn; and oz he spole, be
wiipped s cloth over the Bounder's
mouth, avd, dizrcsarding hiz furions

of B,

1ia por apmion: Sa.

Begieiored for traosmisaion by
Frf, b0r rix wouthe, Sole Apenis fop Austzalis efed BPiesy doaland
Gordon & tetcl, TAd. and for Seulm Afviva s Coatral Bows Apene s, Lad.=—8aitrday, Mag 2 =

rezistance, Laoited (ke ends of if Dehind
hiz Liead. :

Unable &0 speak, the Dounder glarcd
up &b bim, chinking with fury, .

Sl piening bun down 6 o 1000
greasp, the Italian cast a swilt glance
round.  Heo hed dragged the Bounder
amon the trees, and they were sereened
from anvouc O3 ilie river, or passng
along tiw pati, i

Batisficd, the swarthye razeal grinned
down at hi again,

H&icury, signovien ! You ezeaped e
once—ihis tee, no! This time [ take
cure, signorio ! The price of N'gombo
will not shin through mwy lingers enc
wore time ! No! Mait”

With all his strengih the Bounder
vesisted.  Bat it was in vaing he was
little woee ion an infand  in the
Italinn's grip. He was dragged to the
trunk of a sapling, hiz back jammed
again=t it, and a eord run rewwsd Lim
and knotted.

Then Lhe Ttalian releasod lim.

e siood leavinr on a treo eluse at
hand, aud hghled o Dlack cigar, grin.
wing wongly  the  swoke  ab  the
Boander’s infarmelcd face.

“Pationee, litile ggner ! Lo eaid
“We omnst valll Cospette ! While the
light lasts, ¥ cannnt take vou to my
car! But when the night falls, seig-
noritdy, we talo lesethey a little walk—
micl gt !{rll;_{ Figh! MNon ¢ vera¥ Tt s
con annsel—uail with pabence, little
sigor [

The Doneder could not speak.,.  He
could not stir.  1lis eves spoke volumes,
bet b hclpless fury ﬂlr‘i_n' scetned  to
sinvse e man froan Mila.

“Grazie,” went on the mocking volee.

“razie tanloe, sigucrino ! Why you
coine here 1 know ned: bat how for-
tnnale for me! I Follow your car

tlinking I Lave vwasted the time ! But
I watch—si, s, sirnoring, I watch—
and vou take Ui pleasant walk, Ilitile
dreaming—non ¢ verot—that T walk iu
vour fooisicps T

He chueklcd.

“And yoi slop 1o admire the so
beawtiful gecnery on a river, and give
vt one chimtee Lo l:h:'r Lehind you atd
drag vou inlo a wood, before any eyes
mdy see. I opive you v thanks, little
signor, for making v tazk so easy”

Tle chuekled Apain,  and  vesumed
smokinge Lz cisar.

Phe Bomwnder's eyes buened at him,
Ile bad played infe la: euciny’s hands;
pnd this the there was no eseape. Only
g dozen vards away flowed ihe sunlit
viver. Boats might bo passing, among
them the Wharton Lodpe boat. Anyono
errighil pass up ov down the path by tho
stream, buk Liﬂ-ﬂrn 11 the fliuck wood
e was out of sight.  Ilidden, bound,
ilent—lo wait for duail; helpless in
the hands of Lis enery !

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Famous Five to the Rescue !
1 ALLO, balle, Lello!™ e¢jacu-
latew Bob Clinrry,
“What—""
”H!!’ii{il}' !.l.-
“Banit ¥ orepented Harey Wharlorn.
£ I.r'lf.:lﬂ!.{ -!:I.-
Five fellows, seated in the shado of
1he trees on Monk’s Lryol, Jumped up.
Harey  Whaston & QCo. 0s  the
Noutder enrnused, had ecarmped on tho
little island For tea. Tea was over now,
nnd they were Laking o rest, and dispos-
ing of & tin of toffecs, beforo pushing
off to pull back to Wharton Lodge.

Lid., The Fleetvay Ilouse, gurﬂniudﬂﬂ lﬁ“"“'r
Tanpdlan Magaiios
H ﬁﬂ-ﬂ-l[‘l.
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From the bank of the sirecam ihe
juniors on the eyot were wnvisible, with
trees and bunshes avound them:.  But
from where Bob =at an opening in the
thickets gave him a view of part of the
bank, and thvongh that opening he was
astonished to spot & familiay figure—
familior, but very unexpected,

“Smithy 1 said Frank Nugent, in
wonder, o3z pulled aside a bunch of
hawthorns and cleared the view a little.

“The  esteemed and ridiculous
Simithy [ said Hurree Jamset Ram
Biugh,

The TFamous Mive staved through the
hawthorns It was the Bounder; and
e had halted on the bank of the river,
and had his eyes fixed on the island.

“What the dickens is Smithy doing
here? said Harry Wharton, i uatler
wonder. “He was at {hie other cnd of
Buszex when 1 phoged—"

> Can't be calling on us, I suppose?t”
saidd Johinny Bull.

“ Hardly—after the way Lo answered
me on ithe phone ¥ said Hawey dryly.
“He zeems interested in something—
he's spotted our bonl. DBut what=—and

L

Wy —
“He hasn’t-spotted us ¥ geinned DBeb.

“Ho  can't see uz theough the haw-

thovis, © Shall I give hLim o yell 7

“Better give him o niss, | think,”
saibd Harry, *lle can’t waut 1o sce us,
and wa don’t want a row with laml”

“ But—-" murmured urree Jamsct
Ruam Singl.

“But what, Iuky ¥

“If thero was a preposierovs and
iiotic  misapprebenzion, my  absurd
chune, and the ridiculous Buithy las
cotme (o see ug—"

“ 0, pgreat Scolt!™
“ Look—Ilook—ol "

Behind tho Bounder, from the trecs
nlong the path, a figure appearved. Wihat
happened next passed like o flash. The
minpzed juniors on the oyot had a
clinipse of o swarthy face amd glinting
black ¢yes.  The next istant  the
Nounder vanisbed from thar sight,
dragged backwards anong the trees.

For a long moment the chums of the
Remove stood spellbonl. .

B0 suddenly and swiftly had tho
RBounder vamshed that they almost
doubted the evidenee of their eyes,

A moment ugo ho had been standing
ihere, full in view in the April sunlight.
Now the path by the siremn was bare,
and no movement or sonnd camne from
1l wood that bordered it

SO P gasped ™Nugent.

“Tho ta}!ianl" breathed Earry
Wharton, “Tho man who was after
dmithy's father—=le's got Somithy 1

“Come on ! said Johnny Bull,

Ho plunged through the  ilickels,
making for the cdge of e evot, wherw
ihe boat was tied up.

The other juniors rnshed after him,
They serambled into the boat, and Bob
Cherey pushed off.

Their faces wore tonse.

For whatever veason Herbiert Vernon-
St was there, theve was no doubt on
e }miut.; b lad fallen into the hands
of lua father's enemy. There was anly
ane Lhought in the minds of the Famous
Five—to ruzh to the rezcue,

That the Italian was desperaie and
dangevous, that he was undoubtedly
armed, they did not stop to think, any
imora than thoy remembored that they
wore on scrapping torms with Smithy.
1l was iy danger, and that was enough
for tlimn,  The boat shot out from 1he
evol, and pulled swiftly acvoss to the
TSI
In o few minnies ihe Famous Five
1umped ashore, alinost at tha spot whete
Vernou-Bmith had been standing.

Vol Cherry grabbod a Loathook as

gasped  Dob.

EVERY SATURDAY

Wharton hooked the painter to & bush.
Then they hurried across the path to'the
wooad.

M They can't have got for!” breathed
Wharton, “We're net five miuules
after the scoundrel! Come onl”

They hurried into thoe wood.

Unawave that the Italian had tied hia
prizoner to a tree, to wait till nightfall
mado it safe {o remove him, they went
at a rush—and almost ran into o
swarthy man, who starled away from
a free-trunk on whieh hie was leaning.

A cigar dropped to the carth, and a
swarthy face, distorted with rage,
glaved ot the startled junniovs,

*The gunman ! panted Wharton.

CCollar him i

“Cospette '™ panted the man from
Alilan.

Ile - glared liko a tliger at the five
schoolboys who had appearcd so sud-
denly that it seemed to him as if they
htad started up out of the carth.

“*There's Sithy [ rasped Bob, os ha
spotted the bound figure ageinst the
Lrune,

The Italion sprang back. His hand
whipped to hiz pocket, and at the zame
moment Bob Chervy lunged with the
roathook.

Thern was o vell of pain and ragoe
from the [talian as the sharp point
drove indo his avm.

Ne doubt, in his ragoe and fury, tho
desperate rascal bad intended lo draw
w fivesrm, end uwse ity but the jab of
the boathook crippled iz avm, and tho
juniors were springing ot him, and only
o desperate bouwad saved lum from their
Trasp.

Flie pext monent he wis running,

After him the Famous Fiva {ove,
avieng e trees, right at his heels, and
the boathook struck him over the head
as e few oul om the path by the river.
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He sta?ge::ed there, panting, 1w the
sunlight for a second, and then, as the
junigrs rushed him down, sprapg into
the water,

They cama to a halt, trampling in the
rushes on the water’s cdge.

Far out 1o the stream they glimpzed
him, swimunmg desperately, and goiun
down the stream with the current.
monent more and he was gone from
their sight past a curve of the winding
stredam.

Harry Wharton ran to the boat, but
he realised at oncée that 1t was uscless.
The rascal bhad only to seramble ashore
and disappear into the thick wooos
along tho Wymeé. He stopped.

“Hmithy,” he exclaimed, * come on 1"

And 'they ran back into the wood.

Iforbert Vornon-Smith had watched
the exciting scene, unahble to speak, un-
abler to stiv & [imb. He wrenched
maiily nt his bonds as the Famous Five
disappeared in pursnit of the desperado.
1Lz was still wrenching when they camo
Lreathlessly back.

* Hallo, halle, hallo ! chuckled Bob
Cherry.  *"Here we are agom, Smitly,
old hean 1™

A few monments nore and the Bounder
was releasol.

1l veu get hio ™ he panted.

ki Hnl.‘.‘

“ Yo :-iill_],r fotheads '™

“Oh, thanks ! pasped Havry,

“Bamne old Bmithy ! chovlled Bob,
I =ay, old bean, what did the puunan
wank yon for? Not for your nwce
manners, was jf¥"

“Ha, ha, hat”

The Bounder zeowled savagely: but
his brow cleared, and a grin replaced
the scowl.

“Horry ' lie zalld. T wizh you'd got

(Continedd an nred pnge)
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the brute. My father's not safe so long
as he's loose. How the thump did you
follows heret"

“We saw tho man grab you from the
eyot yonder.” .

#1 never-ssw you, but I fancied ﬁu
were -thers,” . said Smithy., “If b
brute had given ms & chance I'd have
shouted to you. .B{l_ gum | y for
me you spotted him.” He paused.
“Thanks 1" he added.

“Don't bother I said Harry Wharton
Imlimlé. “We'll take the spesch ds
read, mithy, Like a1ift in our boat?
You'd ba safer in company—"

The Bounder looked at him. .
“You don't know why I came bere?
hei'uked. " .th T
_ " Haven s foggies :
HE:EE'. “Not for a row, I hope. We're
apt going o row with you, Emst!:y.

Keep it for the desperado, old bean I’
f‘_{iﬂu ai,i!{v chump ” R
“What 1 like about Smithy,” re-
marked Bob Cherry, *“is his genial,
ished style in conversation. Chester-

xid was a foot torhim.”

“The polish_is truly terrific!”

Vernon-8niith scowled again;

alp his scowl vanished, ond
;ﬁ.@o to & griu el

“I'IL tell _you,” he said, "1 came to
say that 11"{'5?2 found out that that
bloated blitherer, ‘Bunter, sent yoiL a
spoof telegram same deys ago, and that
Ilw guessed that you supposed that my
jelegram was amother spoof. Is that
so b’

answered

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob, o

A [p—it—it was your tclegram?
ata{p‘tmer_fd Whiarton.

“Oh orumbs! Ioky theught—"

Whirton: stamtbered.
b to makas gure, and yoor—

"‘?it:l(f.l: wasn't polite, as I-em ?usad
that. you -hadn’t taken the tromble to
answer me,” ssid the DBounder sar

castically, *If you've got your back up
about it, let it go-ab that I’? B ]

«Oh, don't be an asal” said Harry.
“We thought it was Bunter at it again,
and sent him the answer. But if it-was

5|ﬂ‘¥1't' 3 EL]

“Then the apologise for the absurd
mistake s terrifi, ' my csteemed
Smithy ¥ said ' Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh.

“Zorry,” said Harry, “hut, really,

what were wo to think? You see—>"
“[ sec!” assented ﬂ.ie Bﬂunqier%" I've
left my car at your plece, and you can
give me a lift ﬁ)h_bk_m your boat.
rather not walk, with

refusal.”,

Harry Wharton laughed, :

“I'm 'g:iu{’é you- cathe over to explain,
Smithy,” he said. “If we come, do you
mind 1f we kick your other guest?®”

“I'vp done that already before I
started. But you can kick him sgain, i
quInLlikﬁ:: d sed.

The Bounder paused.

¥ Look haw,"phl: satd abruptly, “1'd
ike you to come. My father would like
you to come., But I'd better tell you

“That's ng,-‘ I

; en . about..
[n Lhe way vour can think out a. polite

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

plainly that you'd be safer where you
are. That Ifalian ia gunning after my
father, and he's started guoning siter
me, too, now ke can’t get at the pater.
You may find it exciting at Beahill
Par re exciting than enjoyable,
Pﬂrhﬂpﬂih

“You mesn” said Harry quietly,
“that you're in danger—as we've secn
for ourselves—and that if we stick to
you we may be in danger, too.”

“Just that.”
“Then *—Harry glanced round at his
_ chums, and four heads were nodded as

one—" then, old bean, we're jolly well
coming ! Put in the night at my place,
and '."'"E”IL come back with you in the
morning. : ;

”Dnﬂnﬂﬁ,l'-’ said - the Bounder. “I'll
ring up the pater and tell him I’'m with
Fou, nd—and I'm jolly gled you're
Wmiﬂg Iu

o

“The gladfulness of our absard
selves,” sard Hucroe Jamset Rem Bingh
solemnly, “is terrifici”

" Not to say preposterous I added Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Tt was & nh?fg party that pulled back
to Wharton ge in ‘the boat, and it
Was a che-nr{' party that packed into the
Rolls the following morning, and rolled
away through the April sunlight for the
millionaire’s mension on the Sussex
shore.

THE END.

(The final and most exciting yarn in
thiz aeries will be found dn next
Saturday’s. tsene of the Macuer. Note
the title: “THE TRAIL IN THE
SANDI" Ouwing to the great rush for
the Macner nowadays, readers are
azked to order their copy well dn
advancel)

COME INTO TBE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Edher Is =always pleased 1o

hear from his readers. Write to

him. Ndltor of the MARBHET, The

Flestway Houss,  Farringdon Strost,
. I-ﬂ“dﬂh '-H.M

disposal this ~week, chums, -

feal that I ought to kick off

- with a mention of next week's
programme.

“THE TRAIL IN THE SANDI1"
By Fragk Richards,

is the title of the long school yarn.
‘And it's a thriller! Having failed in
his purpose so far, Mr. Semuel Vernon-
Smith's’ treacherous enemy has turned
 his attention to the millioneire’s =om,
and things are more exciting than en-
joyable at Seshill Park. Though not
exactly pining for frouble with an
armed desperado, the Famous Five of
Greyiriare are rea;di to stand by the
Bonnder: through rbb ¢k and thin. And
it's ‘& jn%- or Smithy that they
do! tills and éxcitement you'll fin
in plenty in this powerful yarn, Take
it from me, chums, you'll enjoy every
line of it,- just as you will tha * Grey-
friara - Herald ¥ and the Rhymester's
popular feature.

j. 8 there is ?'er;r,' little space at m

Now for an interesting -ﬁnrugrapl:
concerning
A CHANCE FOR BILLY BUNTER!

In Czechoslovekia, the latest ¢raze is
holding . “plum-dating marathons ™!
They iavi‘a a national dish in that
country which they call "knedlicks.”
It is composed of -plums with & thin
coafing - of . dough which 13 lightly
-t}nﬂkacﬁ Towns and villages organiso
public competitions, and prizes are
awarded to those who eat the most
plums. Up to the time of writing, the
champion plum-cater has managed to

get through 123 at one sitting, and he
1t hoping to be able to get his Tecord
up-to 150. I should think Billy Bunter
could beat that, whet say you!- When
our fat porpoise hears sbout this plumi-
eating business, he'll wané to - his
next holiday in Czechoslovakia !

i —

Though we cannot all have a c¢hance

" tosfly, we can lgarn lots about it from

the *Frog” ME IV Interceptor model
aireraft which is . a real model of an
R.AF, plene with adjustable controls
to which it responds just hke a reil
plane. This model m}% costs, 5., and
if you would like: free Hight instruction
you can ring up Liberty. 141 and fix
an appointment for this on the Frdg
Aerodrome at Merton. . ¥You wil], ﬁnd
coupon on page ‘25 which you can ge
for ‘particulare of the m%l Flymg
Club, - and how ' to get handesome
enomellod Air Foroe .pilot badges.

Next we come to a letter from a
Berkshire reader, who asks me if I can
tell hirn whers the last

BULL BAITING IN ENGLAKD

took place? T can. It was at Woking-
ham, in Berkshire, and it is only a
hundred yoars ago since the last bull-
baiting took place in the market square.
As long ago as 1661 & Wokingham man
was "gored by o bulll He was so
annoyed that he left £6 per year-jn
his' will to provide a bull to be baited
in the market once s year, When the
bull was killed, the meat was given-tc
the poor, also its hide for making shoes.
Althcugh bull-baiting has long since
ceasad, the poor people of Wolingham
still receive ' jomnis of beef every
Christmas a3 a rvesult of this charity.

Do you know that the early adven-
tures of the chums of Greyfriare
appear rogulatly every week ‘in “our
companion paper, the “Gem™? ‘M
readers do know; but I'm sure &
those whe do not would bé interested
to read what Harry Wharton & Co. were
like in’ their early schooldays. Take my
tip and sample the “Gem * now.

YOUR EDITOR.
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“THE LAW CREATES
CRIMINALS!”

Prisoner’s Passionate Plea!

A yprisoner’s plea from
the doek at the Woodshed
Sessions laat Tueaday held
tha Court cimply spell-
bhound.

Harcold Skinner was the
prigoner, He was charged
with riding & bike at nilgﬁm-
time without o Lght. Elect-
ing to conduct his own
defence, v mad: a slashing

ottack on the law. .
“ Tha law shonld aim at

keeping o rean off the wrong
rond,” he eaid. * What
dooa it actuslly do ¥ Your
hopour, I submit that the
law which has put me into
the dock to.day is a law
that aimply ecreates
eriminals 1

* Ygur honour, you se0 in
me o mman of blameless
character and wnimpeach-
able integvity, who eres
strictly to a rigid code of
morelity.

1 have at all thmes been
a pood citizen—a ehining
vxeinplo for others to follow,
I never tell a lio—unless
them 13 a reasen for telling
one, I nover borrow money
when I happen to be in
funds. I nover smoke cigar-
attes when thore’s o beak
prowling abcut, 1 never
mamble - with ¢haps  who
aan’s pay mo when they
lnse. never sneak unless
I think T con pet away with
it. In fact, your heonour,
there's no more upright man
in the school thon me !

“ Yot here ¥ atand in tho
place resceved for  thoze
who have no standard of
conduct—no morsls ! Can
you wonder that I feel sick
ot heart ¥

“ Teehnically, I supposo
I am guilty, I was eyeling
at npight-tino  without a
light—I admit it.

“1 was in aetual fact
taking an innocend trip to
Friardale, after ]thtﬂ ont,
for the purpose of playing
a harmless gamea of hilliards

with some honest and simple

folk I heppen to know—
racecourse pests, I helieve
they are, hy trade,

“ That was aill

“ 1 extinguished my lamp
heeanze LI didn't wish to
disturb any mastera or
prefects who might have
heent ahout, Your honour,
what o crimoa !

“If 1tho law convicts mo
{for what I have done, then
I say that law should ke
tlestroyed root and branch.

“*V:ith these fow remarks,
spoken  straight from  the
heart, I leava tho mattor in
your hands,”

Priconar iken stood back,
his shoulders Liraced, head
crect and  eyes  shinin
hrightly with the light o
innocence.

Judge Erown, who was
weeping copicusly, mado no
attempt to pilenco the burst
opf  cympathetiec applause

l

that followed Skinncr's
clogquent plea.

Y {Case dismissed,” ho
said, hetween  hiz aobs,
“You are discharged
without o stain on your
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question

long,

character. Help your-

e

zelf out of the pﬂnr-bw.
as yon go out.’

fkinner was then earrvied
out of the court shoulder-
high, surroundad by cheering
crowds.

P.c. Bob Chory, who
made the arrest, is now to
be tried for unlawiuily
detaining an  innocent
citizen, The expectation is
thet he will roceive a very
gavere sentence ond  the

general opinion thas it will.

servo him jolly well vight.
There's not the slighteat
doubt that P.-e. Bob Cherry
will think twice hefore he
makes another arrest |

PROTECT THE LAMBS IN

FAG STREET!
Urges PETER TODD

Something ought {a bo
done to protect the lambs
in Fag Btreet.

Fag Street, for thn hienefiv
of those wha don't already

Fxchanpgo buzinesa i3
core,

In that arep, ‘mosb any
timo of the doy, you can find
groups of fazs swopping

it. ia & i cigarvelte-pictures, pLICE
1:;1 u&;ﬁ,;ﬂgi;ﬁa ?&,ﬁﬁuﬁgﬁg tickets, mafch-box lahels,
the Third and Second Forms | 2utegraphs = nnd  signed
whore the fags' Stock photos of cololwated sporta-

‘““BASEBALL

BATS FOR

BOUNDARIES!”

American

Cricketer’s
Helpful
Lecture!

~Nothing in Bugland
oxcites Fish’s con-
ternpt more than the
ancient game of
cricket. And nm‘.hin’g
in evicket excitos Fish's
rontempt more thano
tha ericket bat.

“What on implement ! ¥
he jeered, when he szaw the
chaps examining DBrown's
new bat. " Looks like it
might ba uselul for stopping
a brick, but as for slugging a
giIl—aay, fevver soe  an
Amurrican elont king wham
ithe onion in a hall game "

We had to admic that
wo'd  never had  that
pleasure,

Fish mrinned reminis-
cently.

“¥Waal, Il eay
hickory malees that blud
look liI;ahchinl-:en-fcedﬂ ftgﬂ
¥ apout ¥your Dound-
nrit-?r Say, if I batted in a
erickat gamewith a baseball
bat, you'd imagine I'd fired
back the ball with dyna-
mite | Yes, sie 1™

“Why not try, then ™
Brown asked.

Fishy tried,

Ha turned uop on Little
Side that afternmoon in
Enickerbockers and woollen
stockings snd a 2ot of
jockey cap and a baseball
hat. Ho stood at the wicket
and Inky bowled to him.

hia

e

!
PP

his  eyrs,

clospid
ia stielk, and spun
round like a top.

Figh
lifted %

The only thing that
happened was a 'elick ™
belund him, as the ball

spreadeagled his wicket,

He tried again,

Thia time, by a strange
mizchanea, the bat few out
of his hand and hit Bunter
on the nose—and the wicket
collapsed again !

But Inky wasn’t allowerd
to do the hat-trick., The
thivd time, Fishy hit 1he
ball—sorry, whammed ihe
onion !

We all gazed at ihe
boundary to see if wa conld
follow ita dynamute flight,
Then we locked back.

Ali that had happened
waa the bail had spun about
threo feet into the air and
landed egain—on Fishy's
napper |

After thet, Fishy decided
to abandon his helpinl
lenturea on scoring  bound.
avies with haseball hatg |

men and famons film stars,

Dominating the groups
arn the wolves of iho Streot
—Lkecn.cyndl  hrakera  likn
Catty and  IMyers  and
Bolsover wmmor, whe Lnow
cvery move in 1he g,
These younpsters rig  the
market to siuit themselves,
They'll eorner supphlica of
ono  artiels snd eend up
values to dizzy heights. At
oiher  times  they'll  sell
wildly and send values right,
down into tho depths 50 ps
i be able to =ftep in zgnin
at the right moment ond
buy at bargain prices !

11's from ihesa ingenioun
kids that the lumbs need
to he protected,

By the lambs, T rmean the
yvoung innocenis whao start
dealing in Fop Streetwithont
knewing what ihey'te up
against,

The tales I've heand of
fortunea lost in Fag Bircct
by navices ars simply har-
rowing !

Ooe kid storted ont with
a jolly fime collealion of
cricikzeters' antagraphs  in.
tending to dabblo eauiionaly
in the market and zarrifice
qoma of his ervickeices to oob
several sels ol cigarelie.
cards o wanted,

He finished wp alier n
weele wiltlh one  eiparetic.
card and no ericketera !

What happens to the ill-
gotten goins of ilie prineipal
brokers ia & mystery. There
ave romours of vast stores
of corda and tickeis and
Eic:tumﬂ ond signatures

idden awoy in secret places
nndervaath the school
buildings, On itho other
hand, some mainta'n that
their profits find an outlet
for hard cash in movkets
outside Groyiricrs, the hard
cash being spant 1 orgies
of dovghnuis and creom-
pulls et the tuelshap.

Whatever the truth, il's
timo that tho powers vhot
bo took steps to protect the
lnmbs in Fog Slreet t

b and—yaroaan

THE MAY QUEEN _
OF ST. SAM’S!

By DICKY NUGENT

"Yan must walie a1 eall
ma eaely, call nw early,
Lickham dear ! .

(et me up et ony cost.
‘eausa I'm 1he Queen
of the May this pear !

Mr, Lickham, of he St

fam's IFourth, +hy swas

teking o meonlbich walk
round the skool buildings
beforo retiring for tle nite,

&t in serprize, s thease

words fell on his ey,

Looking nup, hn rmw a

bearded Bigger In o itecap

leaming ot of ar open
winrdler, warbling o tho
words with grate muta. It
was Doctor Alfred Wirche-
mall, tha revered ond
majestick headmaster of 8¢,

Ham’'s, y

Mr. Lickham farely

blinfead ot the Head,

“What's up, sir}" hoe

mquired, anxiously, Hove

you gone up the jpole "

The Head grinnoc,

“Not likely, Lickham !

But I ghall be going vound

tho pola to-morrow. The

Muggleton Spring Teatival

Committes have chowrn mo

to be Queen of the Mo 1™

“WHA-LAT I &

“Fakt!” smirked ithe

Head, * They'ro sending a

decoratedd car to foph me

carly in the momin:, and
they'ra going to ¢crorn mo

Moy Quoen on the ilhdze

EF? S thul, girt* d
mposabul, ;! ? paspe

thn mmr of tho 1-‘nu::l~r.h.

“Who ever heard of . May |

Queen with a beardd * Yonu
have to be a good-ooking
yung lady to take tho port
of o May Queen—nn g be.
wisherrd old buffer of Binety.
nina 1 " n

Doetor Birchemall fowned
and scrotehed his nose,

“There's somethbg, in
that, Lickham. I mustk
admit that I waa ¢ fistle
serprized when I reoooved
the invitation thia cening.
I can only eonclood tnat the
committes [ailed to i1 a
vung lady sutlishontly good-
looking amd that thw des
cided imsteaed, to scl.t the
best-looking  spossimn of
menly bewiy | *?

“If that's g0, sir. what
made them saleet fm 17
grinned Mr, Lickboa. “With
a faeo Diko yours, von'll
fighten all the chylren,

LR |
S

Me. LickDhem bBeobas off
wilh a ieendizh yeil, a8 a
alipper, flung with unerring
aim by the Hepd, Lt him
on the nose.

has heen choscn as {Queen
of the Maw ™

* Grate pip! ¥

“In a few Inionitzs, a
deacrated car will arcive to
tako me to Muzgleton fo he
crowned on 1 villidge
oreen § ** gaid the Head., %t
13 a mrate honoer for me, and

{ ==-th t Here comes the car i ¥

A car covercd with flowers
attel  slecorptions had ap-
wared dewnn the drive. t

“Take that!™ snorted ! Jrew up outside the Head’s

Doetor Birchernall, 2z the |

hawae, aml tvwo  heralds

masgter of the Fourth tarned | jmoped  out and  blew a

'_':E!illlju.i'r'lﬁ':‘:_'i .FL'L s

R
o il L oT)

E=], it

and bolted. *~ Apd Jon's
forget to coll me early 1™

The Head then alamnied
down the winder, and Mr,
Lickham went indoora.

And four juniora who had
been lisseming {rom one of
the winders of the Fourth
Forn dormaitory on the othsr
zside of the quad, returned
ta theiv beds, laving 6t to
bust.

“"The Head as Queen of
the May, vou chape! * roarcd
Jack jruilj.r. “1'll bet we
shan’t half see somo fun in
the moming ! Ha, ba, hat™

The kaptin of tha Fourih
was right.

Soon after bresklazt on
the following day, & weerd
andd wonderful site appeared
on the stepa of the Head’s
honse.

It waz Poctor Direhicmall
dresscd in & long, flowing
tablo-cloth, and thers was o
collar of crinkly-paper round
his neck, whila his bheard
was tied ak the #nd with o

bow of brichtly oallered
rihbon,
The FRllowa rushel wp

frovn all quaricrs, a5 ilict
eggstraovdinayy  zido et
their eyes.
“My hat ! What a6 2 ¥
“Ton't wa ian nead i,
you chaps—ib mife Litgl®
*“ Ho, ha, bal™

Doaotoyr DBiekaasll
frownerd,
Yeileneot  Thig ja no

larfing matter, boyst For
the firat im0 ob 1':3-:*11'-:], a
headmaster aof iz zkool

Pt s

G /73
[ ,

v - .
{f‘!{%‘h “+

|vid
5
I:::j

L] (s H
e
T nu. - [ —

fanfare o their trumpets,

Doector Bivehemall grinned
and walked down the steps
to get mnto the car.

ut he never got there.

Befora hoe could do so,
the shover, who had jumped
out of the driver’s seat to
open the cdoor, stopped in
front and gave him a ruff

push,
4 Stand back, you!? he
aaid, * We've called for

the May Queen ™

* I Enow you have, and
that's why I'm loere!™
yvelled the ITfead, “ I AM
THE MAY QUEEN!"

+k E]1 T bk

“Io the Queen of the
May te-day, I tell you—and
if you don’t beleeve ine,
here’s the proof ! ™

With theso wovds, Doctor
Birchemell dived into his
table-cloth costuime  and
brought to lioht a big and
mnpoviant.looking envelope
hearing the name ** Doctor
AL Birehewnall * on the front.
Corinning  triomfontly, he
took out of the envelope a
gheet ol pavehment, con-
taining the following words :

* To D, Allved Bivehiemall,
“You ore herchy in-
vited to be Queen of the
May. Tho ceremony of
erownibry  will take place
on tho ¥Villideo Groeen at
Muggleton, A decorated car
will call for you as 8.30 aan.
(&lied ;
WILLIAM SMITE,

ey,

Having
After all, we're not overworked,

3chool hours are short. We have
tion, Sundaya are practically free.

i " Haw, haw, haw! This
iz funny and no mistake 17
roaved the shover, * Some-
body's becn having you on
toast, misteyr 1"
M Nomsense ! Canntbalizm
13 striktly forbidden at St
Swn'a.  Besidezs, ' still
hera ! ™

The shover lovicd again.

“ That's ju.t where you're
wrong ! Yeu'ro not quite
all there ! ‘The fakt is that
somebody has been playing
a jeak on you. That invita-
tienm  was  addreészed  to-
MISS AIOLLY BIRCHE.

MALL—~nmul somaeons lios
rubbed oubt  the * Aliss
Molly,! and put * Doctor

Alfred,” instead ™

Tho Flead gave o viclent,
spasmaddick start,

“ 1z it poszibul 7
asked horsely,

“If woun egzsomine b
closely, von can see whers
the original words have been
rubbed out!’ lorfed the
ghover, " If you want any
proof, lock behind yout!™

Deoetor Birchemall wheeled
round. To his utter amaze-
ment, he saw his dawter,
Mclly, standing at the to
of the steps, damtily dresse
in white, with garlands of
flowwers vound her neck,

“Molly!™ he eried.
“ What is the meaning of
this nnusual aitive 77

“ The seme to you, pop ! ¥
trilled Miss Molly, with a
vippling larf. *I'm the
Queen of the May at Muog-
gleton. They choze me
weeks a0, Loougihn 1 noever
recesved the officiel invita.
tion, But what are you
supposed to ba 1

e Head groaned.

1 don’t quite kuow, my
dear. I fansy I'no supposed
te bo tho onion ! ™

“Ha, hia, ha! "

“But I won't held vp tho
prozeedings, my dear,” wont
on thoe Head, as e gallantly
opened the door of the cay
for tha smiling Miza Molly.
“ Btop this way |

* And you,” he adided, in
& feerco  aside to  Jack
Jolly & Clo., whose grinning
faces liad shown hia they
wore tha fellows who had
planned  Lthe ook, *will
step into my study alter
tho May Day revels are
over—io ho bitvhed black
und blue !

But Mav Day with Miss
Molly in the leading rvole,
tiuned out to be such a
jolly affair that the Head
forgot «ll about that ap-
politment later.

And the herves of the
Fourth didn't tiobble to
rerminad him !

he

SHOULD PREP

BE ABOLISHED?

HARRY WHARTON Says ““NO! "

Moat EIIB,]?ﬂ

., without even thinking, will answer (hat
with an cmphatic " What-ho! "
thought a little, I answer, No !

enky nf YECIen.
nd holidaya qre

And it's just as well for na to acquire the halit

of doing a spot of work on our own whila
we're young. Most of uwa will have to da
it whett we get older, won't we §  Well,
then, where’s the ham in laying (Le
foundation now ¥

Smithy, like the futhead he i=, wants
prep abolished, He wants everyiling
abolished that is favoured by the beuks,
Heo kicke against it for the same reason as
he kicks against other things—because he
enjoya kicking |

et he knows jolly well that prep is pa
hardship to him. He con do it standing en
his he The rcason he * cuta * it sp olten
ia that be really enjoys looking for {rouble
—and one certain way of fuding it in the
Femove ia to miss dmn% prep |

Speaking for myself, I think I'd still Jdo
prep even if Quelchy dropped his vegular
morning examination on the provigua
evening'a subjects. My feeling about it is
that it's nice to think the powers that he
are willing to trust us to do it in our own
studies ; and it's up fo us to show we're
worthy of that trust by doing it !

Finally, I am of the opinion that prep in
studies gives us & valuable oxercise in geolft
digeipline. When you're in the Form-room
under the gimlet eye of & Form-master, all
the discipline you want is supplied to you
ready.-made. When you sit down at the
table in your study to do your swot, you
hove to supply the discipline yowrsclf,

Perhapsa that's the best renson of all whv
prep should not be abelished 1

H. VERNONK.SMITH SAYS “YEStY
Of egurse prep should be abolished !
Nobody, but a Good Littla Erie and a

Form-master's Favourite, would ever think

otherwise |

Weo get enough Latin and history ond
maths in the Forin-room—maorao than enongh
im my opinion! 8o why should we have
more of it inflicted on us during the evening ?

Men of the world are all agreed thot the
tosh they teach vs at achool i3 useleza to ug
in after-life. This being so, lhe obwvious
thing to do, as they have to go on deing it,
iz to compresa it into Form.room houre,
leaving us the evenings in which to learn the
things that really matter ourselves,

Dash it all, a man has to learn eanrd.
}:ﬂﬂjing and billiarda some time or other,

msn't he ¥ How the thump ean ha do ir,
il he’s expected to spend all hig time grinding
away at dead languages ¢

He has to acquire also the gentle art of
witty conversation., This simply can't ke
dome without tho helpful aid of cigarett:s
and eonvivial pals !

If wo all thought on the same lines pa
Wharton, we would rapidly degencrate from
human beings into moulting owls,

Luckily wo don’s,. 5o wp the rebels—onid
down with prep !

Them’s my sentiments |

ITEMS OF INTEREST

Tho fossil remains of a prehistorie aniimal
200 feet long hove been discovered ngsy
Friordale, This 13 nothing in compaiton
to some of the grizzlics My, Prout has
shaot inn the Rockios !

-

A letter posted twenty-five years azo lias
juat reached Greyfriars. Theve's no ol
tion in the rumour that b comains «
postal-order for Bunter!



